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Alex, and my three droogs, that is Pete,
Georgie and Dim and we sat in

milkbar trying to make up our

O

_INT. KOROVA MILKBAR -

NIGHT.
iTaBiés
chairs,
.made of
nude

fibreglass figures.,

. Hypnotic atmosphere.,

Alex = -
Pete '
Georgie . .
and
Dim
tecnagers
. stoned :
on their i
milk-plus |
‘their
feet

‘resting

-.on

faces
. erotches
'iips

of the
sculptured:
‘furniture,

.
.

what té do with the cvcniﬁg, R

the Korova

-~

rassoodocks .
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Alex: (Voice Over)’ The Korova milkbar

. . " sold milkplus, milk plus vellocet or - -
. . synthemesc or drcncrom,‘ vhich is what .
' we were drinking. This would sharpen
ybu up and make you ready for a bit of
the old ultra-violence. Our pockets
were full of mdney so there was no
need an that score but, as they 'say,

money isn't everything,

| "2/ 3 OMITTED - -
4 INT. PEDESTRIAN UNDEBPASS TUNNEL - NIGHUT

: ) - ;; A tramp

: LT "iying in tunnel

é"g - . "'  | .' .  “::‘.. singing.

Tramp: In Dublin's fair city, where

the girls are so. pretty

"I first set my eyes on sweet . o
Z‘Holly Malone. -

As 'she wheeled hér vheelbarrow

et me e ;e

Through streets wide and narrow ...

P v

| .

: ) Shadows of the

i . . . . .

! boys approaching .
i . fall across Tramp,

i ’ T

Tranp: Crying cockles and mussels alive

. alive O K]

_% Aliﬁc, alive 0 ., Alive, alive O .ls
?ri . : . Crying cockles and mussels alive,

' C '_ h alive 0 ... ' o o | -
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continued - 1 - ST AR R

Alﬂﬁ: (Voice Over) 0ne4thing I could
never stand was to sec a filthy, dirty
old drunkie, howling away at the filtﬁy
songs of his fathers and going blerp,
blerp in between, as it might be a
filthy old opchestra'in his stinking
rotten guts, I could never stand to
"see anyone like that, whatever his age
might be, but more especially when he

wvas real old like this one was,

The boys
stop and
applaud

him.-

Trahg: Can you ... can you spare some cutter,
me brothers.

Alex rams his
stick into the
Tramp's stomach.

The boys laugh,

’

Tramp: Ob~hhh!!! Go on, do me in. you bastard

cowards, I don't want to live anyway, not in a
stinking world like thls.

Alex: Oh -~ and vhat's so stinking about it?

Tramo: 1It's a stinking world becauoc there's no

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

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

you done. It's no world for an old man any nore.,

What sort of a.world is it at all’ Men on the nmoon

and men spinning around the eartH and there's not mo '

attention paid to earthly 1aw and _order no more .

3
.
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‘econtinued = 2

The Tfamp

starts o .

singing again.

‘ -

.thee peace and victory.
; T -, L e Alex and gang
' ‘move in and i
. L - start beating -
| up on old tramp.

3 3
H

.5 INT, DERELICT CASINO - NIGHT'

Billyboy gang on stage
“.teavring clothes

i
H

i

1 .

{ . - A

"‘ T . v " off a

-screaming girl

3 ) . "~ Alex: (Voice Over) It was around by the

] S derelict casino that we came across

' h Billyboy and his four droogs. They
were getting ready to perform a little
] I a of the old in-out, in-out on a weepy
- young devotchka they had there,

. . . . i
Alex and'Gang
step out of

the shadows.,

.o
[

[y

Alex: Ho, gg, Hosss Well, if it isn't scinking"' 

|

i

! o

: Billygoat Billyboy in poison. How are thou,
b ‘ thou globby bottle of cheap stinking chip o0il?
?-.<;> Come and get one in the yarbles, if youhhave

{ - any yarbles, you eunuch jelly thou, -

:

Tramp: Oh dear ‘land, I fought for thee and brought
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‘continued -

Billvybov: Let's get 'ém; boys.

-.Aléx: The Pollce sses cone on, let's go e.s

CBillybey T
snaps o | ‘ N
open a . . ; : ‘;;

_ switchblade L i

knife, B o :

r

~.The fight begins,
chainé,
L “;.knives,
h kicking boots.
Polzcc siren, -

come on, . R T ;' ’ ;
T it}‘iﬁ'Al = and beys
" .. rush out of
' casino, .
OMITTED |
EXT/INT CAR < NIGHT - Fast driving shots.
- Swerving car, ’
} ‘forcing other cars
{ e " off the rohd, i, N ‘_'f T
. J trying:to hit )
”,;'z [EET pedestrians, etc,

Alex: (Voice Over) The Duranéo-95'pﬁrred awa§
i,real horrorshow - a nlce. warm vibraty. feeling
.'.’all through yoLr rutt1wuts. ‘Soon it was.trecst:
~ [ and dark, my Brothers, with régl country dark,*
. We fillied aroénd for a while with other

travellers pf the nlght, playxng hogs of the

road. Then we headed vest, what we were”after
now was the old surprise visit, that was a rcal
kick and good for laughs and lashzngs of'the o

“old ultra ‘violent.



AL £k Rl i ctisn d T

) T e O .r‘.A_ﬁ:.‘.u..,:::v..:.z.-..'._-A......‘...i...
.
¢
]
-
.
|
,

A cottageuon zts-'

own, on outskirts =
ffJ7 of a village.
R «f‘Bf{ght noonlight,
{ "‘_J5»*f9f‘f Cheery llghts
S ' 11n51de. '
”Cir'pulls to

S =" a stop.

; ' Alex shushes his '

j giggling boys angd

j . ..+ gets out of the car.

P 8.1 INT, "HOME" - NIGHT |

; . i *° Mr. Alexander typing. )
’ | ) " Bell rlngs.

§

| "Mr, Alexander: Who on earth could that be?

; - Mrs, Alexander: -I'll see, LT

? . ) .;Mrs..Alexander )

1 a’ good-looking ]

; red head .
P ) . in a )
! : o red jumper suit, .

: Mrs, Alexander: Yes? Who is it? >

Alex: Excuse ne, Mrs s.. w111 you please help,

there's been a terrlble acc1dent. .i» ‘f.?

. : ~ She opens the

door on the chain . e

. .and peeps out, . Sl T
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‘Alex: Thank you, Mrs,

- s

in the middle of the

Alex: My friend's iying

road bleeding to death, Could I'plcasc‘ﬁée your
telephone for an ambulance? :

-

Mrs., Alexander: 1I'm sorry. We don't have a

telephone. You'll have to go somewhere else,

Alex: But, Mrs.,.., it's a matter of life and death.
. ) - ‘ ) . _ . -

From inside the

soﬁhd of clack

- | clack clacky clack
N . '_ "clack clackity I
o .~ - clackelack of - ‘ »
o 7717 Alexander typing - - ;. B
| StOpPR. ' |

Mr. Alexander: Who is it, dear?

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

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

telephone., R

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

Mrs. Alexander: Wait a minute.

Mrs., Alexander Lo
opens door, o
"~ sayinga..

.. >
. . - -

Mrs. Alexander: 1I'm sorry, we d;h'g‘usually ictépcgplc
in in the middle of the night, s B s
: IR S oo

. aev



INT. "HOME" - NIGHT
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 Alex and boys
',havégputlon their
jtmasks!and rush
fﬁlinto>ﬁousc,
Alw¢af?y{ng and dragging
" Mrs. Alexander '
iiéiohgwwitb them,

i
.

“f;f}}_Ihey go roaring in,

':fer. Alexander is kicked

‘in the face and goes

ffidown. Georgie leaps

";ioh him, V i

;L$gte.jumps up and down

‘ on the seftee.

'Tbig grabs hold of

" Mrs. Alexander,

~Alex vhistles'
piercipgly. B

— "

" Alex: .Right; Petes Check the rest of the house.

tAlex turns to Dim who
- ~l{olds the struggling'
Mrs. Alexander,

- - -
4

H : e .

,Dim sets her down but
.holds her firmly.
Alex starts to sing =-
"Singin' in the Rain",
Aécéompanying it S
"with a kind of

! tap dance.




continued - 1 Lo T s

again,

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

He kicks Mr. Alexander

.

éccenting the lyries.
. o ,
Alex: (sinping) Just singin' in the rain ...

He clubs Mrs. Alcxapderu
“with stick, in time to

" the music.,

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

He pushes a rubher ball
into Mrs., Alexander's
mouth and blnds it with

sellotape.

.

Alcx' (51ng1ng) I'm 1auph1ng at clouds so dark up above.'f
The suns in my heart and I'm ready for love. )

Let the stormy clouds chase..

He kicks Mr., Alexander

again,

Alex: (singing) Everyone from the place
Come on-with the rain.,

He puts ball in

Mr..Aléxander's mouth

and sellotapes it,

Alex:. (singing) I've a smile on my face.
I'11 walk down the lane:. to a happy refrain.

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




He knocks down the book ~ - - f
: . -cases and noves . : . ;
 ?<r‘thMrs.’A1exander | 3
- o béingibeld by Dim.
il_.f38tartsrtérrepcar ori song o
'fﬂ i ;f"as he cuts slowly up :i
I ‘each leg of her cat suit, 3
) until éh§ is naked, L o E
. - This coincides with ‘f
. the song finishing. ‘
' S lle turns to Mr, Alexander. . ' ;
Alex: Viddy well, my little Brother, viddy well,
‘10  OMITTED - { | '
. 11 'INT. ROROVA MILKBAR - NIGHT
The boys enter
yawﬁing.

AlgE:;jV6iEe Over) Ve ﬁere:all feeling a

bit shagged and fagged and fashed, it
~having been an evening of some small
e '. '-i‘teﬁergy expenditure, O my Bréthers, so we

gotirid of the auto-and stopped off at the

Koroba for a nightecap. L
L' R B o E T
: e :; . -i_Af. : .Diﬁ‘moves ovcrr':f . )
o . ! “ép milk machine ' .
T - an Spéaks to the .
. " _ _ ' - ' - . sfatue of the
‘ . ‘ ‘nude girl, .
Dim: Héilo. Lﬁéy,;ﬂad a busy night?



* continued

- 11 ‘
A - a - 7.7 Puts momey - o

in machine.

Dim: We've been working hard, too. : , _' , -
- Takes glass.
. - .Dim: Pardon me, Luce.
- - {7-:;52} -~ He raisces glass to ' . ,f
' ' o " . preast, pulls red | o
. o . handle between her g
; ' _3 ; -'5?i‘i}? legs., Mxlk Spurts 5
'g - . e into glass. '{‘.
‘i - z f i‘ﬁ::FL:Dim~jbins thevﬁthers.
:r . “Alex looks at a party . .
E C & fof tourlsts.-v :1.3. . .'
i . ST ¢
i , ] E o ’5,3-;}fAlex° (Voice Over) There vere some sophlstos
; ‘ | ;3; from the TV stydlos around the corner,
; %': laughing and gogoreet*ng. The devotchka was.
i N | smeckiné'away, and not .caring about the
E ) L wicked world one bit, Then the disc on-the
) | . C -stereo twanged off and out, and in the short
; sileﬁce before the next one came on, she
i : suddenly came with a’burst of sinving, and it
i ) was like‘for a moﬁent, ° my brothers, some
; ' great bird had flown into the Milkbar and I
: felt all the malenky 11tt1e hairs on my olott
% : : B jstandzng endwise, and the shzvers crawlzng up
% . ; A~-. -A11ke slow malenky lizards and then down aoaxn.l
L Because I knew what she sang., It was a bxtv:
r ) ftom the glorious 9th, by Ludwzg van,
3 3 .
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continued - 2

Dim makes a

3Qf7 f_flip-ffuﬁp followed

' fi“f:f;*kﬁ‘; by a dog howl R
S .‘tTfollqud‘by two IR
g i L .-fingerS'propginé
- 7 tﬁice in the air
ke - followed by a
; :clowny guffaw,

St s s Alex bfings his stick
down smartly on

[}

Dim's iegé.

.

Dim: What.did yoﬁ do that for? .

Alex: TFor being a bastard with nso manne
Se————— . . N

re &
dook of an idea how to comport yourself publicwise,

0 my brother. .

Dim: I aop't like you should do what you done, ~And

I'm not youf brother no more and wouldn't want to be, -

Alex: Watch that... Do watch that, O Dim, if to continue

to be on live thou dost wish,

Dim: Yarbles, great bolshy yarblockos to you.. I'11 -

meet you with chain or nozh or britva any time, not
‘having you aiming tolchocks at me reasonless. [it stands

to reason I won't have it. i ';-f~s; S

v - - .- . I T
. . - R O

Alex: A nozh scrap ady time you say.

Dim weakens.



continued =

-~ *

, - Dim:
A long night

say more.,

12

Doobidoob ... a bit tired maybe, everybody is.,

go homeways and get

INT. ALEX FLATBLOCK. MAIN LOBBY ENTRANCE - NIGHT.

for growing malchicks ,. best not to

Bedways is rightways now, "so best ‘we

M
.-

é'bit of spatchka., Right, right,

Alex passes a mural .
in the hall, E

Nude men and women

Their massive
'stylized bodies further - . “73
+ embellished.and o .
' decorated by handy' ' S
' pencil and ballpoint.
r ' ' ‘The elevator door
; is Suckled. '
| . . oo . .
.13 INT. ALEX FLAT - NIGHT
"Alex pees in toilet., -
-Aléi goes into )
' ) : o his room. =
' ; Tosses his 100? ’
; i. | o rinto,a.drqwer,z- s
: o SR full of money, | : g
% ‘ gJ ‘ % ‘wtiStwatéhes, ?':"ifz‘ RS
% e A Ecaméfaé; etec., Ei.z.,{?f_; ;“g.l.
2 . S ‘ ‘Fifty small ?x.;;lgli B
r - oo % ipudspeakers T 0
s’ ' : EO\:er o‘rvxe vall. _ |
i,




e

"evening and what I needed now to give it the

‘perfect ending was a bit of the old Ludwig

. rolling through my guts and out again, crunched’

flowing in a space ship, gravity all nonsénSgthbw.

~ -

e R A e . e <

" He puts his pet B
. boa ‘constrictor
on tree branch
“:f'moﬁﬁted on the wall,
| éboﬁé four Christ

‘figures who ‘have

their arms r
intertwined

‘slike a chorus line.

- oo .
- U S A . . . . -

. He puts a
cassette into
the tape player.,

.o -

A heavy :
shockwave of
‘sound -

.

Beethoven's 9th,

Alex: (Voice Over) It had been a wonder ful -

van, *
Music starts.,
Alex: (Voice Over) Then, brdthers, it came,

0 bliss, bliss and héaQen, oh it was

gorgeousness and. gorgeosity made flesh.riﬁhé

trombones crunched redgold under ny bed.‘ :
and behind my gulliver the trumpets three-wise;a

silver-flamed and there by the door the timps.

like candy thunder., It was like a bird'of";f

rarest spun heaven metal or like silvery wine
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.'contiﬁued -2

" Em: 1It's past eight, Alex;-yop don't want to be

R Sl e

5155..(Voiée Over) As I'slooshied; 1 o
knew‘such lbvely pictures. "There were

vecks and ptitsas lying on the ground

screaming for merc& and I was smecking

'all'over my rof and grinding my boot

into their tortured litsos and there

wvere naked devotchkas ripped- and .

.ecreceching agaiﬁst valls and I plunging

‘like 2 shlaga into them.

INT. ALEX'S BEDROOX ~ DAY
B _ He is asleep.

" Thé boa curled up
7 "at his feet. '
iﬂ‘_  ’ There is a

' knock on .

‘the door.

"Alex: What d'you want?

late for school, son..

Alex: Bit of a pain in the gulliver, Mum., Leave us f?

be and I'll try and sleep it off ... then I'll be f%

as right as dodgers .for this after.

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

¢ - . ) . . - AL
Em: Eeee',.. I'll put your breakfast in the oven. .

I've got to be off myself now, : , y:fq

Alex: Alright, Mum ... have a nice day at the facﬁory.



14.1 INT. KITCHEN = DAY - . .

14,2 INT. EM'S BEDROOM - DAY

.

t;i{i?.j Pee . -
;:;ﬁ‘ﬁ”,:.sitfing at :
* "% breakfast table.
i ‘{1I?j ‘ﬁ‘Em enters. ) :

_Em: He's not feeling {oo good again this morning,
Dad., . )
Pee: Yes, I heard. 'D'you know what time he got in :
last night? ' ;
Em: No; I don't know, luv, I"d taken my sleep?fsl i
Pee: I wonder where exactly it is he goes to work of

|

evenings.

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

.

-
-

_ Alex comes out
| .+  of his room and f£inds R
| © .. PR, Deltoid
sitting on bed in’

_parents' room, ) AR

‘e . . M N v

Alex: Hi, hi, hi theré, Mr. Deltoid, funmny surpr;se:*
to see you here, - S

»

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

your mother on the way to work, yes? She gave;ﬁéTthc

key. She said something about a pain somewheres s -

Rence not at school, yes?

. . . . - .
v - .
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Alex: A rather intolerable pain in the head, brother,

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

Deltoid: Qh or certalnly by thls cvenzng, ves? The
evenlng s a great tlme, ‘isn't 1t Alex boy?

~ 5 -

wAlex:{‘Aigup4ofAthe old qhéi, sir?

Deltoid: - No time, no time, yes, :Sit, sit, sit, ' ¥
ST Alex sits next R .. i L "s
T f;‘.gk 2;;ﬂ't? h1m. .- 3 .

Alex: To what do I owve thls extrene pleasure, sir,
Anythxng wrong, sxr?‘

s

“‘Deltoid "playfully"

./~ gfabs Alex's

hairy
‘Deltoid: .Wrong,'why should you think of anything

being wrong, have you been doxng somcthlng you

shouldn't, Yes’ ' : : . ~»:.'
. ' . He shakes .
. ';Wi'w“- " -7 Alex's hair. ‘ '

Alex: Just a manner of .speech, sir.

Deltoid: Well, yes, it's just a manner of speech ﬂw
from your Post Corrective Adviser to you that you

watch out, 11tt1e Alex. : o o i_(:';?ﬁ
co He puts his f\:f;w"ﬂffw-”}*7£”'
W '~ arm round _ o o
Alex's shoulder. =~ ° . - .

-
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Deltoid:4‘ﬁecause'ﬁext_fime iﬁ's‘éoing to 'be. the .
barry place and all my work ruined., If you've npv
respect for your horrible self, you at ;east-might
have some fofﬁmerﬁhe‘se;}wee;ed over you.

. a
v

- He slaps Alex

. . S AVV on the knee,

x
3
b

Deltoid: 'A big black mark I tell you for every one

we don't reclaim, A confession of failure for S

everyone of you who ends uﬁ in the stripy hole..

Alex: 1I've ‘been d01ng nothlng I shouldn't, slr. The

mzlllcents have nothlng on me; brother, sir, I mean,

ﬁehﬁoid pulls - .
7 i dupAlex dovni I ‘
o ?fon the bed,
Deltoid: (Cut out this.clever talk about milliceﬂts.A
Just because the Police haven't picked you up lately
doesn't, as you very well know, mean that you've not
‘been up to some nastiness. There was a bit of nast‘neds*
last night, yes. Some very extreme nastlness. yes.,
A few of a certain Billyboy's friends were ambulanceda
off late, yes, Your nanme was mentioned, the word's
got thru to me by the usual channels, ‘Certain friendsw
of yours were named also. Oh, nobody can prove :
- anything about anybody as usual, but I'm warnlng you

little Alex, being a good friend to you as always, the

one man in this sore and sick communxty who wants to

save you from yourself, e
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Deltbid makes_é_  

“',777;- grab for

' Alex's joint
.but‘ffnds his hand :

. instecad. ‘ : - | AS‘

" Alex laughs

detisively and rises,

1Déitoid distractedly
reaches for.

-+ - a glass of water

on the night table,
and fails to notice
a set of false teeth
soaking in then,.
‘He drinks from
" the glass.
The c¢link
‘of the teeth
" sounding like

. : . " ice-cubes,

Deltoid: What gets into you all? We stuéy the
problem. We've been studying it for damn‘&qll_near
a céntury, yes, but we get no further with our
studies. You've got a good home here, good loving
parents, you've got not too bad of a brain. Is it

some devil that crawls inside of you?

.Alcx:' Nobody's got anything on me,'brother; sir, ‘
I've been out of the rookers of the mllllcents for o

‘2 long time now.

Deltoid: That's just wvhat vorries me. A bit tooi ,

long to be reasonable. You' rc about due now by ny

reckonzng, that's why I' m warnzno you, little’ Alew,:



,,,,,

' ;EAiexE As an unmuddied lake, sir.,” Clear as an’

" azure sky of deepest Summer, You can rely on mc,

i ‘ . . -~ .70 - Deltoid drinks » T ..
. o T i‘ i3fégéin‘but
J “-v. this time . ,-#"

_ , 173;:;5:3 . sees the 7
§ I 5 . teeth in the

| ' : : & f glass.

i - R . N - "‘A o L ., . .

) : c i .m .. 7. He groans and
i .. . s o . retches. T .

[ . .

15 INT. MUSIC BOOTICK = DAY o

. Alex enters.,
- Two pretty
‘micro-boppers,

‘Marty and . S - ) <

b

PRI TPI SURULTE A ST U

‘Sonmietta,

.. !

- o o R " sucking phallic

; : o . - ice sticks. [
- .‘ . ' ‘ S ] - : L —
. . . . -

Alex: Pardon ne, brother, I ordered this éwo weeks

agos Could you see if it's arrived?

1 Clcrk:_‘O.K. 1'11 see if it's in,
! .
Clerk exits.
. _Alex turns to
BT .. . ~the girls, : : R
Alex: - Pardon me, ladies.

- oo © He steps in

\ between them T L

and goes through

fe b pr e vt e e

the motions, . ' " "

Ao ; - " looking through

R . \
[ X R V. SN

the reerords.,



iqued‘

‘flsgi cont

Sl

’;:_ L :  Alex: Enjoying it then, my darling? ... A bit =
| — e o i

i 4 - cold and pointless isn't it, my lovely ... What's %
"23 ' - ‘happened to yours, my little sister? ) o

- Marty giggles.

m—er b T e el e 4 e

Marty: th you gefpen bratty, Goggly Gogol? Johnny
-Zhivago?A;mhegﬂeaven-SeventeenQ ' . by
] Alex: ‘Whaf you goﬁ back home, little sister, to ‘ fé
i  -_ play your fuzzy warbles on? I bet you got little A%
' ' save pitiful portable picnic players. ‘Come with ;
Uncle and hear all proper.'nncar angel trumpets and ,i
: devil‘trombones. fYou are'invited!: IR #5%
j 16. OMITTED L : ' S
E 17 INT. ALEX'S BEDROOM - DAY
if , . : " The two girls,
2 | 'naFed, jumping
| up and down on
% . ’ Alex's still | )
! . unmade bed

zonked by the booming,-

all engulfing sound

e b

of Alex's incredible
Hi"Fi .

e

.18  OMITTED

19 IﬁT. ALEX'S FLATBLOCK LOBBY HALL - DAY

N PR PRI

Alex finds the
gang waiting

for him,

Alex: Hi, hi, hi, there.

- L

All Three: Well, hello.

. ....._.._..;-_;..,q,_.__‘._x....w__;z_....‘,..,., :



e v e, -t

-~ . Pim: He are here! He have arrived! Hooray! .

-~

'Aléx: Welly, welly, welly, welly. welly, welly, well.

To what do I owe the extreme pleasure of thxs surprising

Y P SN

: : ovisit? ,‘r_:ﬂ,'f~ Lol L.

; ' e . . . Georgie rises.

Ceornic: Ve got worried, There we were waiting and

N .

P
' ) L '
'
. .
I

drinking away at the old knify Moloko and you had ‘not
turned up and we thought you might have been like

! " offended by something or other;, so rourd ve come to your .

abode, " 'j Coe ‘ - : l )

i - . . . .

?5 .o Alex: Appy pollyAloggies. I had something'gf a paip

, P in the gullzver S50 had to sleep. I was not éwakened
r . . when I gave orders for wakenzng. . e
Dim: Sorry ébout the pain, Using the gulliver tbo mu¢h 
o like, eh? vazng orders and discipline and that- perhaps,f_

. eh? You sure the pain's gone? You sure you'll not be :
happier back up in bed?

Alex: Let's get things nice'and sparkling clear. This.
.- a sarcasm, if I may call it such, does not become you, O

my little brothers. As I am your droog and leader, I '
! S . anm entitled to know what goes on, eh? Now then, Dim,'

what does that great b1g horsy gape of a gr1n portend° 

Georpie: All rzght, no more plcPlng on Dxm, brother.
That's part of the new way., '

'

Alex: New way? ‘What's this about a new way? Thcre

/ g} - been some very large talk bchlnd my sleeping back andf
no. error. Let me hear more. - : ol
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continued - 2.

Ceorpic: Well, we go rouhd"ghop'craéting and .the -

‘Now tell me what you have in mind, Georgie Boy.

not say.
Dim: Moloko-plus. S i : R

like, coming out with a pitiful rookerful of money
each. ) .
Dim: Pitiful rookerful ....

Georeie: And there's Will the English in the
Muscleman -coffeec -mesto saying he can fence .anything
that any malchick tries to crast. .
Dim: Yeah ... Will the English.

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

Ceorpie: The shiny stuff., The ice,

Dim: .Big, big money.
Alex: And what will you do with the dbig, big moncyzfd’/ii
Have you not everything you neced? If you need a e
. . . . : ..
motor-car, you pluck it from the trecs, If you nced

pretty polly, you take it,

Georpie: Brother, you think and talk sometimes like a

little child., Tonight we pull a mansize crast.

Alex: CGood. Real horrorshow, Initiative comes to

them as waits., I've taught you much, my little droogies{f

Ceorsic: Oh, the o0ld moloko-plus first,‘would”you

Ceorpie: Something to sharpen us up, but you‘qspdci&lly

We have the start. C o 5

. [
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.

EXT. FLATBLOCK MARINA - DAY ~ ... ' @ 7

-
.

" out of the

The Gang cone

flatblock

,:and walk along

the Marina.

Alex:(Voice Over) As we walked along

" the flatblock marina, I was calm on the

outside but thinking all the time, so now

it was to be CGeorgie the General, saying

vhat wve should do and what not to do, and

"Pim as his mindless, grinning bulldog. But,

“suddenly, I viddied that thinking vas for

- the gloopy ones and that the oomn& ones

use like inspiration and what Bog sends,

for now it was lovely music that came to

my aid, and I viddied at once what to do.

There was a window open with a stereo on,

*IN SLOW MOTION. L

" Alex clubs Georgie

.into water
with his stick,
Dim swings chain,

‘Alex ducks.

1 . .

Dim goes into water.

, i‘Aléx kneels, . :
A' hand§ behind back, l .

takes knife from
sword stick,
offers hand to help
Dim, and slashes

-

"Dim when he gets it,
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©20.1 INT. DUKE OF NEW YORK PUB.

continued - 1
Dim falls back

]
~into the water,

Alex laughs.,

.'Qhé four»boys |
sit round : o
table. ’ . -

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

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

Master and Leader. Sheep, thought I,

. but a real leader knows always when like .

to give and show generous to his unders..

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

right .

.All Boys: -Right, Right., Right,

- Alex: - Well, CGeorgie Boy., This idea you've got for;
tonight, Well, tell us about it then.,

- Georpie: Not tonight - . not this nochy.

Al&i’. Come, come, come, Georgié Boy. You're a big
strong'éhelioveck Yike us all, We're not little

children are we, feorgie Boy? What then didst thou
in thy mi?d have?, '
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R

- 20,1 continued - I .

Catlady: -(s6ftly to herself) Oh, shit.

'Thereﬂs been a terrible accident, Can I please use

Catladv: I'm frightfully sorry. There is a telephone

~in the Public House about’ a mile down the road. I -

.
.

. Confrontation.

. Ceorgie backs down,

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

[ ] . .
towvn., Isolated., 1It's owned'by this like very rich

“ptitsa who lives there with her cats. The place is

shut down for a week and she's commletely on her own
. P p ’

‘and it's full up with like gold and silver and like

jewels,

Alex: Tell me. more, Georgie Doy,

INT. CATLADY HOUSE

i -
o
Cailady doing yoga .
| "" exercises.,
- Room is full of cats., e
Doorbell rings. ) ‘;

She goes to door.

EXT. CATLADY HOUSE

Catladv: Who's there?
_.—-d

Alex: Excuse me, missus, can you please help? , s

your telephone for an ambulance?

suggest you use that,



—
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continued ~ 1

Alcx: But, missus, this is an emergency. It's a

matter of life and death. Me friend's lying in the

middle of the

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

road bleeding to death.

very sorry but I never open the door to strangers

after dark.,

Alex: Very well, madam. I suppose you can't be

blamed for bei

and rogues of

Alex: Dim, be

window) I'm g

front door.

ng suspicious with so many scoundrels

the night about,

Alex walks away
from door, then
ducks.into the

< 'bushes where

’t the others are

.zhidinn;

.% fhey,put on

| their maskies
and. follow Alex
round to the rear

of the house, .

nd down, (Alex points to an upstairs

onna get in that window and open the

He climbs up
"drain-pipe to
the bathroom

window.

£
.
>
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;r 22 INT CATLADY mOUSE.

The Catlady enters

O

‘and dials a number,

Catladv: Hullo, Radlett Police Station, Coodvevening.

It s Miss Weathers at Yoodmere Health.Farm. Look, I'm
frxghtfully sorry to bother you but something rather

odd has happened. s.e. Well, }t's probably nothlng ”////
at all, but you never know... Well, a young man rang

the bell asking to use the telcphone sess le sa1d

there had been some kind of accident. The thlng that
caught my attention was what he said - the words “he

i . s used, they soﬁnded exactly like what was quoted in

the papers thls morning in connection with the nrlter

: B ‘and his wife Wwho were assaulted last night ... Yell,
"A o ) just a few minutes a8g0 ses Yell, if you think that's
necessary, but, well, I'm quite sure he's gone away

P : .now, Oh ., alright. Fine, Thank you very mucH._

B
Cus
W

- Thank you,.

She pﬁﬁs phonc

down, turns o
- and nearly junps f{
out of her leotard Ji

when she sees Alex . B
in the doorway. :

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

. Latlady: What the bloody hell d'you think you're doin'g?v§

Alex: Our brxef govoreet thru the letter hole was notv

shall we say, satlsfactory, yes, o
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continued - 1

Catlady: I told you to leave it'alone.' Now get out of

‘Get out. . . ) -

Catlady: Now listen here, you little bastard, just

you turn around and you walk out of herc_the same

" .way as you came in,

Alex eyés a giant

. yhite,'fibre glass

v : .; phallic sculpture
B on the table

beside him.

Alex: Naughty, naughty, naughty, you filthy old

soomka. ' '

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

important work of art. What the bloody hell'do'you.

want? ] .

Alex: You sce, nadam, I anm part of an 1nternatlonal

students' contest to see who can get the most p01qts

for selling magazines,

‘Catladv: Cut the shit, sonny, and get out of here
——————— . .

before you get yourself into some very serious trouble.

-. | "He rocks . )
~ the giant phallus
'y"~r':': which has a

special wecight
swinging inside

.Vcausihg it to }
"swing up and down
.wlth an

.. qccentrlc motion.,

(R o

here bcfore I throw you out, wretchcd slummy bedbue

I'1l1 teach you breakzng into real people s houses.

»

.-

.
‘
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220 contiﬂuedr- ng

Alex: Come.on.

" She grabs up a

bust of Beecthoven
and rushes at
Alex, He grabs‘the
‘giant Phallic .

sculpture,

;Cincling,‘Alex.fends
off her mad rushes
with skilful jabs
of the giant
phallus,

‘5She,duck§ under and
‘ clobbers hinm with the -

heavy bust of

Beethoven,

~He goes down,
pulling her off balance
and they both wind up

on the floor,

-

T -

In the struggle,

. Alex bashes her with

‘ the phallus,

Distant police sirens.

He exits.

23 EXT. CATLADY'S HOUSE - NIGKT.

Alex rushes out,
Dim and the others

are waiting,

Let's go, the Police are coming.
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continued -

Dim: One minoota, droogiec.

'ZDim.smashcs Alex
.f“aff“”_inrthe face with a
'¥ff7" fqllﬁhilk bottle., -

He goes down,

_ The others run

._;ﬂif;=f.‘faway;'laughing.
Alex: (scréaming) You bastards.., bastards.
INT. POLICE HQ - NIGHT

ﬂ”-"Insbecfor takes out o

~cigarette and ) o
i © lights up,

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

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

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

.He nods to Fatneck.

Fatneck: That's a nasty cut you've got there, little .

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

then ... eh,. ehses

lle pressecs
jAlex's nose,

inflicﬁing great

pain, " Alex sinks

to his ‘knees, .

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



Sergeant: Sir

Inspector:

[N
.

-

.
[}

Aiex‘grabs

Inspector exits

" sits, sipping

entered,

" Inspector: ‘Sergeant, .

“his balls.

" Alex is - .

beaten by

the other cops’.

]

~

‘to outside office

EQhere.Sergeant A

A

e

a cup of tea,
14 . 8

Deltoid has just:

s

Deltoid: 'Evening. Inspector.

Sermeant:

Ah, good evening, Mr. Deltoid.

Would you like your téa now, sir?
Inspector: ~No, thank jou,VSergcant. We'll have it

lgter. May I have some’ paper towels, please.

Serpeant: Yes, sir,
L )

Inspector: We're interrogating the prisoner. now,

Perhaps you'd ¢care to come inside,

Deltoid: Thank you very much. B
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~ _continued - 2 °

_at the state of him.

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

.. . . -
.They move into
Interrogation

Roon,

Alex is .on
"~ the floor
~in the corner
~covered with blood.

S

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

dear, this boy does look d mesé,;docsn': he? Just look

]
i

.

Fatneck: f Love's joung qightmareil{ke. I .

Inspector: Vielence makes violence. He resisted his:
S —————— b -

lawful arrestors.

Ks

Deltoid: Well, it's happened, Alex boy,'yes; Just as

I thought it would, yes. Dear, dear, dear, VWell, this

is the end 6f the line for mg,)}. the gnd of the'line,

yes. IR .

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

of others, sir.

Inspector: Sings the roof off lovely, he does that.
them before they get away. It was all their idea,.
brothers. They forced me to do it. I'm iqﬁocent. ‘

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

murderer, yes, -




24,1

continued =
] . R .

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

She was breathing, I swear it,

Deltoid: I have just come back from the hospital,

victim has died.

This is some new form of torture. Say it, brother,

sir.'

.

it will torture you to madness.

sir. Don't mind us. We'll hold him down. He must

be a great dxaappo1ntment to you, sir.
'.2;fDe1toid"spits
" in-Alex's face;

HELICOPTER VIEWS OF PRISON

LY

Alex: (Véice Over) This is the real

"weepy and like tragic part of the story

beginning, 0 my brothers and only friends.

After a trial with judges and a jury, and

‘Alex: You tried to frighten me, sir, admit so, sir,

some very hard words spolken agaznst your

friend and humble narrator, he was

‘'sentenced to 14 years in Staja No. 84F among

‘smelly perverts and hardened prcstoopnzcks,

the shock sending my dadda beating his

Bog in his Heaven, and ny mum boohoohooing
in her .mother's grief at her only child and

+  son of her bosom, like letting everybody dovn

real horrorshow.

bruised and kroovy rookers against unfair

Your

Deltoid: It will be yodr own torture. I hope to God

Fatneck: If you d care to- give him a bash 1n tHe chops,,?
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Cuard:

WVarder:

INT. PRISON CHECK-IN ROOM - DAY

’ ‘ - A bell fings and
a warder soes and
unlocks first
a wooden door and

then a barred door.
Morning.,

One in from Thames, sir.

¢
Chief Cuard:

Right. Open 'up, Mister.
Warder: Yes, sir,
. ) He opens door and
) steps back. Alex
and another Warder
.. .. move to Reccntxon
: desk, ;"
Warder: Good morning, sir. - Committal

-

~
N

Chief fuard:

(who shouts everyth ng)

&e slgns sheet.;

rese,

3

F : ; .
Chief Guard: Name?$ . - T

Alex:

»

Alexander de Large.

Chief Guard: You are now in H.M.

from this moment you will address all prison offlccrs

Nanc.

as sir!

Prison Parkmoor. and

One in from Thames, Mister.

sheet.,

-
3

Thank you, Mister
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24,2

continued - 1

Alex: Alexander de Large, sir.

Chief Cuard: Crime? . = 7 _ ' . ‘;S
Alex: Murder, sir. -
Chief Guard: Right. Take the cuffs off him, Mister, ol

T NEY:

. The cuffs are

renoved,

Chief Guard: You are now 655321 and it is youi.duty

to memorise that number, . :

He hahas
clipboard back

to Warder,

Chief Cuard: Thank you, Mister, Well done,

Warder: Thank you, Chief.,

o

Chief Cuard:

Let the officer out,

K " Officer exits..

Chief CGuard: Right., Empty your pockets!
AleQ.moves to L o
desk and ‘

leans on it.

Chief fuard: Are you able to see that white line
behind vou, 6553212

on the floor dircectly

3

- A
.
.

Alex: Yes, sir, I

ki

'

3
‘v.
¢
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26,2 cdnfinuedd~‘23

; . . B i ;“.' a0 e T v : . .
ﬁ Chicf Puard Then yourffocs belong to the other L
g side gi itied ot Pl o
s
V ; ) Alex moves -
: 3 . back behind ! ) :
; -Ehe line. 3 3
"Alex: (quietly) Yes", sir. t)
.; ..': - Chief Cuard: Right}f>Carry on.
: Alex tossecs :
| .a bar of - . . R
% - chocolate on - - i
Cg b ‘the desk., K
= L R ST 5
'r o " - Chief Cuard: Pick that up and put it down prOperly.
5 . _ Alex does so,
§ : f“‘ . ‘V" ‘_?Av.v“w.‘and continues ;
% ' - to empty his - )
: pockets., )
; - o Chief CGuard: One bar of chocolate. One bunch of keys
) ©+ .. with vhite metal fing. One packet of cipgarettes, Two
plastic ball pens - one black, one red.  One pocket
: comb - black plastic. One .address book ~ imitation
g red leather. One ten penny piece. One ﬁhité metal
i wristlet watch, "Timawfist“ on a white metal expandxng
! v R
i bracelet., Anythlng else in your pockets?
; Alex: No, sir. - - - ‘ .
5! 69 ' Chief Cuard: Right. Sign here for your valuable
: o property. B - B
1 . .
.l . ) M
i : ’ ' o . Alex signs
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continued - 3

Chief Guard: The chocolate and clparettes you'

. brought in =~ you lose. that as you are now convzcted.

Now go over to the table and get undressed,

i
Chief

Alex walks to
‘table and

. undresses. - R -

- Chief Guard moves , .

to table C : o . e

with his clipboard. _— Z—

Cuard: Now then, were you in Police custo&y

this morning?

Alex:

Sma—

Check~-

NO, BirO

In: One jacket - blue pinstripe,

Chief

.Alex:

" Check=In:

Chief

Guard: Prison custody?
Yes, sir. On remand, sir.

In: One neck tie - blue.,

Guard: Religion?

Alex:

Chief

C of E, sir,

Alex:

SnEm——

Cuard: Do you mean Church of Englaﬁd?

Yes, sir, Church of England, sir.

Chief
Alex:

Chicf

Guard: Brown hair, is it?
Fair hair, sir,

Cuard: Blue eyes?
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24,2: continued - 4 '_33¢Vf - o
- . : o | { N ) < “ 7
o D
.- Alex: Blue eyes, yes, sir,

‘Chief Guard: Do you wear cye glasses or contact lenses?
Alex: No, sir.,

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

Chief Cuard: Have you been receiving medical treatment

for any serious illness?

Alex: No, sir,
E————

" Check-1In: One pair of boots - black leather, zippered; ¥
ety - - . - - w
wvorn,

”‘ ' . "« Chief Guard: Have you ever had any mental illness?

Alex: No, sir,

Chief Cuard: Do you wear‘any false teeth or any false
limbS? E ) . _ v : R ’ .‘,' i

-

‘

Check-In: One gair of Frouser; = blue pinstriPe. , .

Chief Guard: Have you ever -had any attacks of fainting

or dizziness? ° -

Check=1In: Ong pair of socks = black,

. Chief Cuard: Are you an Epileptic?

Alex: No, sir..
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_: zh 2 Jcontinued -‘S : g :
) v*i Check=1In: One pazr of underpants -‘whxte thh bluck_
‘waistband. - i T R '

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

homosexual?

Alex: No, sir.

Chicf fuard: Right. The mothballs, Mister.

. - -V v'}
i . B

Check=-In: Mothballs, sir. SR
- Chief fuard: Now then, Face the wall., Bend over and
touch your toes. - - f . '

-

V. Chief Guard’

"L " linspects Alex's

anus with a

" penlight,

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

Alex: No, sir. | ;; ’
;;i'““ Chief'Guafdﬁ Crab;?. -“f{j ;=“fp_ .
: Alex: No, sir. - -;j“ o :
. Chief Guard: ii;e? ‘ .
. Alex: No, sir} ) o |

Chicf Guaxd: Through,thére for a Béth.

Alex: Yes, sir. - "?' _:‘r S L
;f .. 25 INT., PRISON CHAPEL - DAY
. Priest, in pulpit .-
big rough

frAatAa-trAQARAT trno, no=
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. agony. Thelr nostrxls cholked with the smcll of £filth,

Priest: -I'ask you ‘friends. "What's it going to be

1 have bcen informed jn visions that there is a place

continued -1

-2 .  Convict audience..
.o : . O -
. Alex sits apart
tending an

.overhead projecctor.

then? 1Is it going to be in and out of institutions
like this? Or more {n than out for most of you? Or
are you going to attend the divine word énd';calise
the punlshment that awaits unrepentant sinners in the
next world as well as this. A lot of idiots you ere, %
selling your birthright for a saucer of cold porridge. o
The thrill of theft, violence. The urge to 11vc.easy.‘
I ask you frlends, is it worth it? When ve have -
undeniable proof - yes, ™y fricnds, jncontrovertible

evidence that Hell exlsts. I know, I know, mny frlends.f

darker than any prison, hotter than any human flanc of
fire, where unrepentant criminals, sinners like

yourselves oo ) A

: : A'convict'burps;"~'Ai S
ot Al laugh. ! ..: ';. ".;; .

. . *a
: l

Priest: Don't you augh damn you, don't you 1auph.

1 say 11ke yourselves - scream in endlcss “and’ unendurablc

thelr nmouths crammeﬁ thh burning ordurc. Thezr sklns
rotting and peeling. . A fireball spxnnzna in thel.

screaming guts. I knowes.. Oh yes, I know.
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1 Attt — . ;4
. -I did not love ...
.:r . ~ ” ¢ . . " ' R
g o ‘Chief Cuard: Sing up damn you. Louder, Sing up. :
3 . -
! .

] e -
i g T
i
3 25 ,.
: ) - - iA comviect lets rip o S
: ~  some lip music - ' o : :
: i - Prrrrrrrp.

) There is laughter.,
; ' " .- 7 Chief Guard moves

forward - points,

-

Chief Guard: I saw'you, 920537, 1 saw you, . t S

% . Convict: Up yours, ?ate. .. ’
z Chief Guard: Just you wait, 744678. One on the - :f
| f ' turnip coming up for you,

i . H . - i,

i L. . . , :

i Priest: Quiet, my friends. Quiet, Quiet,.I say. °.

; We will now sing Hymn 258 in the Pfisongr's Hymnal,

z' |

Piano starts up
-and Alex starts . , "?a
"qt':;; up overhead .
';Ti' profector.which
' displays the
words of the hymn.,

Chief Guard: "~ Show a little reverence, you bastards.

Quiet! _ ’ ' :
Conviets and all ) -

. start to sing, e

Sinzinm: I was a wandering sheep
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.

Singing:

e ————

continued - 3

S ev e e thé fOld‘

I did not love my shepherd's voice.,

I would not be controlled.

‘Chicf Cuard: Come on, sing up, danmn you.

Singing:

S e -t I —————

I was a wayward child

- I did not love my home

"I did not love my Father's voice

I loved afar to roan.

" Alex: (Voice Over)
“indeed not, being.in this hell hole and human
' zo00 for two vears now, being kicked and

tolchocked by brutal warders, and meeting

.
leering criminals and perverts, ready to

dribble all over a luscious young malchick 1like

INT,

-

help the prison charlie with the Sunday

service.

bastard, but he was very fond of myself,

me being very young, and also now very

" your story-teller,

PRIEST'S LIBRARY .- DAY

Alex reading ;ﬁe
Bible.

Alex: (Voice Over) It was my rabbit to

He was a bolshy great burly

interested in the big book,

. Priest walks by

and nods

pleasantly.

It had not been edifying,
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27.1

?3

éontinuedr- 1

Alex: (V01ce Ovcr) - It had been arrénged
. by thc prlson charlle, as part of mv
further cducation to read him the Bible,
I didn't so much llke‘;he latter part of
the book which is more like all preachy
talking, than fighting and the old in-out.,
I liked the parﬁé where these old yahoodies
tolchock each other and drink thezr Hebrew
vino, then gettlno onto the bed wlth
their wives' handmamdens. That kept me

going.

".BIBLE FANTASY - FIGHTING = DAY,

A R i

-Biblicai fighting ' f“
shot. - ;
Alex slashing away.

“Blood sbﬁrting.

HAﬂDMAIDEN.FANTASY IN TENT = DAY

Alex lying with
three semifnude

handmaidens.
EXT. BIBLICAL’STREET

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

Alex: Move on there. Move on.
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28 continued - 1
¢

Alex: (Voice Over) I read all about
the scourging and the crowning with
thorns and all that, and I could vid&y
myself helpiﬁg in and even taking
charge of the toléhocking and the
hailing in, being dressed in the height
of Roman fashion. ' ’

- . - e ‘ . 1

26 . ; j- ) Back ﬁé'the Library.
' ‘ - ‘Alex sits with:his
eyes closed. .

1
.

Priest comes over .

¢ om

A T ahd squeezes hiéf
' shoulder, '
Lo Ty

: . 1 4
Alcx looks up at

“him and smiles.

Priest:  (Reading from Alex's Bible) Seek not to be
like evil men, neither desire to be with thenm,
because their mind§:studicth robberies and their

"lips speak deceits.

Alex: If thou lose hope being weary in the day of
distress, thy strength shall be diminished.

‘Priest: Fine, my boy, fine, fine.
Alex: Father, I have tried, have I not?

Priest: You have, my son.

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




.

Priest: Indced, f .

Alex: - And, Father, I'vé not been guilty of any

institutional infractions, have I2
Priest: You certainly have not, 655321, You've
been very helpful and you've shown a genuine desire

to reform.

Alex: Father - may I ask you a2 question in private?

Priest: Certainly, my son, certainly. 1Is there
——————— N

something troubling you, my son. Don't be shy to
speak up.' Remenmber, I know of the urges that can

trouble young men'deprived of the society of women. .

Alex: No, Father. It's not that, Father., It's about
this new thing they're all talking about. About this
new treatment that gets you out of prison in no time
at'all and: makes sure yéu never get back ;n again,
‘f/— ’ . - - o .
Priest: Where did you hear about this? Vhose been
talking about these things? S
Alex: " These things get around, Father. Two Warders
talk as it might be, and somcbody can't help
overhcaring what they sa&, Then somebody picks up a
scrap of newspaper in fhc wd;kshops and the newspaper
tells all about it. How about putting me in for this
new treatment, Fétﬁer? ' ’ ) )

-

Priest: I take it you are referring to the iudovicoq

Technique?

1




contindéd'4‘2"“”
Alex: 1 don't know what it's called, Father, all ‘
I know is that it gets you out quickly and makes - ;f
sure you ncver get iﬂ again. '

Priest:  That is not prbveh, 655321. In fact, it

is only in the experimental stazge at this moment.

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

Priest: It has not becen used yet in this prison,
The Governor has grave doubts about it and I have heard

that there are very serious dangers involved.

-

Alex: I don't care.about the danger, Father. .I just
want to be good. I want the rest of my life to be one
act of. goodness.

Priest: ‘The.duestion is whether or not this technique
really makes a man good. Goodness comes from withiun, .
Goodness is chosen. . When a man cannot choose he -
ceases to be a man.

Alex: I don t understand the whys and wherefores, Fathcr
I only know 1 want to be good. S .

: ] ) ‘ .
Priest: Be patient, my son, and put your trust in the %
Lord. ‘ ) ’ . * )
Alex: Instruct thy son .and he shall refresh thee and
shall gzve delzght to thy soul,

x
ve . . -

s ‘e .o
Lo e

Priest: Amen,

.
g
. ad ==
N .

) ~© 7 They cross

K ; ‘ " themsclves,

e
- .
e canu @ 20

Lev
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29

EXT PRISON YARD - DAY
. l;"‘ - Prisoners

. walking
. .in circles.

INT. PRISON CORRIDOR =

Guards stand either

. gide of cell doors.

:Chief.Guard with

' “Governor, Minister
) “and entourage.’ '

Chief CGuard: Mister. .1

i IS

te aese

wet

. ‘.

Guard: All presentgand‘correct, sire

-3 LA
A

Chief Cuard: ‘Righ}
: P .

Governor: Very good, Chief,

" They inspect

cells.,

E)

.

" Chief CGuard:

Governor: Carry onm, Chief.

Leave to carry on, sir,

Chief Cuard: Sir.
EXT. PRISON YARD | '
‘ -~ -+ Chief Guard .
comes- out of

'daorn )

« All present and

Plegse?—“.




72901 comtinued - 1

) -'-Chief'ﬂuard:_ Righﬁ, pay‘atteﬂtion{' i want you in
. two lines., Up against that wall facing this way.
Go on ggxéf Hurry up about it and stop galking.
: The men line up.
| Chief Guard moves
back to door and

comes to attention.

[
L

Chief Guard: Ready fdr.inspection, Sir,. ‘ ‘ . .

He stands back
‘and salutes as
Governor, Minister ' "
and entourage ) -
enter and walk

along line of men. ' . : ;5

Minister: - How many to a cell?
¢
Governor: TFour in this block, sir.
!

o i _ Minister: Cram criminals together and what do you
get - concentrated criminality... crime in the midst
of punishment. '
Governor: I agree, sir., "What we need is larger

prisons.. More money.

Minister: Not a chancé, ny dear- fellow. The Povcrnmcnt
can't be concerned any longer vith outnoded pcnoloazcal
) theorzcs. Soon we may be nced:m~2 all our prlson space
C for polltlcal o‘fenders. Common &'crxmxnal., .1ike these

' are best dealt. wltﬁ on a ‘purely curative baszs. KiliA

r S N the cr1m1na1 reflex that's all. Fu11 1r~n1e-1ent:at:.on _
in a year' ‘s time. g"unxshment means nothlnw to thcé,f‘
&ou can see that ..., they enjoy their so-called o

punishment,



_29.1‘ continued - 2‘

Alex scizes his

chancé as they

pass by. v

Alex: You're absolutely right, sir.

T
T

Chief CGuard: Shut your bleedin' hole

furtherance of theft., 14 years... siz

~Minister:  Excellent,  He's enterprising, aggressive

Minister: Who said that?

SEA————recranat

Alex

I did. sir.,

[}

Minister: What érime did .you commit? . .

Alex: The accidental killing of a ﬁerson, sir.’

Chief Ruard: He brutally nmurdered a woman, sir, in

outgoing. Young, Bold. Vicious., He'll do,

-
-

Minister: No, no, no. That's enough. He's perfect,
I want his records sent to me, This vicious ‘young '
hoodlum will be transformed out of all recognition.

Alex: Thank you very much for this éhaﬁce,

Minister: Let's hope you make the most of

SR ————

Governor: Shall we go to my office?

inister: - Thank you.



30 INT. GOVERNOR'S OFFICE - DAY C T

.. . Governor seated at

T his ‘desk., There | T
. ~is a knock on the . '
- . d L) O'r ‘

.
»

Governor: - Come in.

. . "w'5.,._- Door opens. Chief
- ~ Guard enters '

with Alex.

Chicf Cuard: Sir. 655321, sir!

‘Governor: Very good, Chicf.

S o ..Chiéf Guaxd
' ' . . turms to '
'. . Alex,

Chicf fuard: Forward to the white line, toes behiﬁd

ﬁt4 Full name and number to the Governor.
Chief Cuard . Lo =
-¢closes door.,

Alex: Alexander de Large, sir, 655321, sir,
.. The Governor
takes off his

‘glasses,
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Alex: Sif eeee

continued - 1

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

this morning, do you? That was no less personage

than the Minister of the Interior. The new Minister
of the Interlor and what they call a very new -broomn,
Well, these new ridiculous ideas have cone at .dast,
and orders are orders, though I may say to you in
confidence that I do not approve. An eye for an eye
I say, if someconc hits you, you hit back, do you not?
¥hy then Should not the State very severely hit by
you brutal offenders ﬁo; hit back also? But the

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

‘the bad into good. All of which scens to be grossly

unjust. Hmmmmmm,

s

Chiecf Guard: ‘Shut'your'filthv hole, vou scumi}

It is believed that you will be aﬁle to leave State

Covernor: You are to be rcforned.' Tomorrow you go toO

. this man, Brodsky. You w111 be 1eav1ng‘here. You

will be.transferred to thc_quov;po Medical Facility..

custody in a littld over a fortniéﬁt. I suppose
that prospect pleases you? ' ' . .
. ' 1 ¢

. : ‘4@

Chief Cuard: Answver when the CGovernor asks wvou a

)
-
.

"grateful to a11 concerned.

Governor: Sigh this'-‘whcre it's marked.,

question you filthy young swine!l

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

done my best here 1 really have, sir. I'm very‘

R
[y

Alex turns the

paper to read it. . ,<1
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31
‘32

continued -

" Doctor. Alcott,

Chicf fuard: Don't read it - sien jtl!

——

.

‘fovernor: It says that you arc willing -to have.the
residue of your.sentence commuted to the Ludovico

treatment., s
Alex signs.
Governor gathers

up papers.

Alex dots’

the last "i"
4 “.and smiles.,
OMITTED ST )

&

INT LUﬁOVICO CENTRE.RECEPTION DESK = DAY

élgg:-(Voicé Overs The next mdrning I
~was taken to the Ludovico Medical ?acility;
outside the town.centre, and I felt a
malenky bit sad having to say goodbye to
ifthe old Staja, as you always will when ‘
y&ﬁ leave a place you've like got'used to. 1
Chief Cuard briskly
" leads the way for |
Alex and escort,
‘They move into
reception hall where
the Doctor stands,

Chief Cuard: (shouting like an RSM) Right, ﬁalt;ﬁhe;

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

to the Ludovico Centre, sir:

t

Doctor: Godd morning, we've been expecting.you. I'm:
S —————————— * - - .
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0© .. .Chief Cuard

J‘checks the

name from his
.- eclipboard,

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

to accept the prisomcr,; sir?

Doctor: Yes, of course, '

-

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

these transfer documents, sir.-

.. Doctor signs. . R

Chief fuard: Thank you, sir, There, sir... therec,

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

Prisoncr and escort move forward. Halt., Excusec ne,

-

sir., 1Is that the officer that is to take charge

of the prisoner, sir?

.
‘

Doctor nods,
_Officer steps

forwvard, A ) .

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

. Bibleo

Doctor: Oh, I think we can manage things., Charlic,

'will you show the young man to his room now?

Charlie: Right, s?f. Come this way, please., -

You'll have to watch this one. A right brutal bastard -
he has been and will be again.. In spite of all his
sucking up to the prison Chaplain and rgaaing the

Alex exits e

with officer,



r‘ T 33 INT. ALEX'S ROOM, LUDOVICO CENTRE - DAY
o ) S I < . Alex finishing
' breakfast tray

.in be.d-

e b e e s b b eemit e

.Rboﬁ bright

.o o L 'gnd cheery. }

P -~ Dr., Branom,

a tall woman |

e R - in her;fiftiesé

‘ ‘ - ‘enters R 'E‘

: 7%i;h nprsé carrgiﬁg ' .
Lo a sterile tray.;' .

v
. N 1

Y
3

' - . £ - i .
7" L . Dr. Branom: (very ‘:riskly) Good morning, Alex,’

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

M
¢t
-

Alex: Good morning, Missus. Lovely day, isn't

3
-

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

. .
. .
-

.She removes o *
X . his tray.
Dr, Branom: How're you feeling this morning?
Alex: Fine .., fine. . )

‘fDr. Branom: Good, In a few minutes, you'll'be;' :
meeting Dr, Brodsky and we'll begin your tréatmcnt.,,ﬁ
' - You're 2 very lucky boy to have been chosen, R
' Alex: I realise all that, Missus, and I'm very
.gratefuluto all concerned. L ‘ O



33

continued - 1

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

Alex: I hope so, Missus.

Nurse takes
hypo from tray,
fills it from

serum bottle.

She hands it

to Dr. Branom.

Alex: What's the hypo for then - gonna send me
to sleep? .
Dr. Branom: Oh, no, nothing of the sort.

Alex: Vitamins will it be, then?

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

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

your pyjama pants and pull them half way down.
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33 continued - 2

Alex rolls over,
pulls down pants.
Dr. Branom injects

him.
Alex: What exactly is the treatment going to be then?

Rr. Branom: Oh, it's quite simple, really. We're just goi:

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

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

now and again.

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

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

Group of doctors

seated at one end of
theatre. Alex strapped
to a chair, tended

by another doctor.
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35

continued - 1

Alex: (Voice Over) I was bound up in a straitﬁacket
and.my gulliver was strapped to a headrest with like wires
running from it. Then they clamped like lidlocks on my eyes
so that I could not shut them, no matter how hard I tried. It

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

Doctor leans over

Alex and puts drops in

his eyes.

Dr. Brodsky and
Dr. Branom join

group of doctors.

Alex: (Voice Over) If I was to be a free young malchick
again in a fortnight's time, I would put up with much in the

meantime, O my brothers.

MUGGING FILM

Music
Man being kicked
punched

down fire escape.

Alex: (Voice Over) So far, the first film was a very
good, professional piece of sinny like it was done in

Hollywood.

(&
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o v o Kicks i L
A R ifl; Punches_m R S B .
T ) R ztu SR T b o .
. : . LonL - . ot o . .

T Alex: (Voice Ové})l Tﬁe sounds vere T

.~ %Y real horrorshow. You could slooshy . =
. T . R : . L : g
’ : . . the screams and moans very realistic i

~and 'you could even get the hecavy
breathing and panting of the
'::tolchogking nalchicks at the same
. ' " - | -timé.: And then, what do you know,
. ' ~ 'soon our dear old friend, the-red, -
red vino on tap. The same in all
places 14ke it'S'put out by.the §amc'
‘ T oo big flrn, beyan to flow. It wds
beautlful. It s funny how the '
colors’ of the real world only seem "'.{

really real wheﬂ you vxddy them on

.

. a screen. R

el

.. . . Y Kieks'. ' o e
. 3;15;‘ " Punches  ~. -
f ‘ . Groams =~ - .. T
| . i Thumps. ) C
' . - .. '.o - - * :
i : ‘ .
! * o "
)' ) A . , i v b
. . = " ’

1 o -
; . . . - . .
i .
\ ’ ot N ’ ‘
! . .
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RAPE

P

- -

~ -
gl

o e

- :.6irl being

LT veaten
- raped 7

by 51x toughs.

t;}i;@w S§reams

R '?Musi;‘v
>Laughiné
_ Grunts

R Heavy breathlng._

.,,&. e, W

Alex. ‘(Voice Over) how a11 the time I '
vas watchlno thls, I was beglnnlny to
get very awvare of llke not fcelzug all

‘.

that vell, but I trzed to forget thls,
concentratlng‘on the next fllm, which .

Jumped right away on a young devotchka,

who was being . given the old 1n-out. ln—out,.

first by one galchick, then ‘another, then
hno;hcr} This seemed real, very real,
though if you thought about 1t.pr0pcr1y

you couldn't imagine lewdles actually

'agreelng to having all thls done to them

in a fllm, and if these films were made

by the good or the State, you couldn t

imagine them being allowed to take these

£ilms, without like interfering w;th what

-

was going on.’

.~ Girl being . o
. rapéd.-
A \. . . . - . °




" violence he sees.,

. Alex: Let me be sick ... I want to get up. Cet ne

"please. . . » R

élgé: (Voice Over) When it c&mc tbr
“the gixth'oriseventh malchick, leering
and smecking and then going into it,

I began to feel really sick, But I
could not shut my glaz ies and even

if I tried to move my glazballs about
I still could notvget out of the line

of fire of this picture.
continued = 1 - "
) Alex squirming

C - :11‘;' - and retching, °
‘ ¢ " . Dr. Brodsky clears e
C B 1?”*3?13 throat . . .

and qulctly addresses'
: ?15 colleagues .
. S Beated in the

"back of thq YOOM,

‘Dr. Brodsky:; Very sooﬂ_now the drug will cause the

subject to Experience a death like paralysis together
with deep feelingé of terror and helplessness, One

of our'earlytﬁest~subjects described it as being like
death, a sense of stifling or drowniﬂg,'and it is k3
during this period we have found.thaf_theAsubject
will make his most réwarding associations between

his catastrophic experience environment and the .

N [N

"Alex retching violently .
and struggling against

+his strait jacket,

something to be sick in...Stop the’ film...P lease ston

it, I can't stand it any more, Stop it plcauc..,f
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| 39 INT ALEX'S ReOM LUDOVIGO = DAY LT 7
’ "\iﬁ o ‘ J.f -Ai?%‘ﬂiil ﬁ “'.Alex in ﬁed. E
L rgeatedvne#t’ : ‘
L7 7 Uth him with :
[ [ ‘ ’ff'“?:_.7ﬂ, éup'of tea. 'b
. B - ‘ £ : p ’
l ' o ; 22 R

. Dr, Branonm: Well, that was a ver romising start.
’ ; yr 2

By my calculations, you should be. starting to feel
I : 3 T alright again. Yes? Dr. Brodsky's pleased with you,
| Row'tomorroﬁ“ﬁhere'll be two sessions, of course,
morning and'éfﬁprnqon.

Alex: You mean, I have to viddy two sessions in omne,.
S—— . - 7_.,. . R . . - - K ’ ""

day? B

N Dr. Branom: I imégine you'll be feeliag a little bit-
'pn T *1limp by the end of the day. But we have to be hard

on you., You have to be cured.

Alex: But it was horrible. '

- - hd
- - .

Dr., Branom: Well, of course, it was horrible. Violence’

is a very horrible thing. That's.what you're learning
y y

L “now. Your body is learning it.

Alex: I just don't understand about feeling 'sick the
way I did. I never used to fecl sick before. I used

to feel like the very opposite. I mean, deing it

or watching it, I used 'to feel real horrorshow., I
! o just don't understand why, how or what, ‘

e
i

Dr. Branom: You felt ill this afternoon because you're -

getting better. You see, when we're healthy wve

respond to the presence of the hateful with £car and

nauseca., You're becoming healthy that's all, By this

.

time tomorrow you'll be healthier still.,
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|
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= S e
' : , '” 'retch1ng ) ’ ' )
. ".and
Cscréaﬁing - restrained
e ‘ agéiﬁ.by a strait-jacket.
Alex: (voicé ngrsvlt was thc‘ncxt‘day, . Qg
E brothefé, and .I had truly.done ny best, J
% | morning and afternoon, qﬁ'play it their .
i . : way énd sit liké a horrorshov co-operative
g ) "' malbhick in the chaif of tcrture, while
g : “they flashed nasty b1ts of ultra violence
? o ion the screen; though not on the i -
j fsoundtrack my brothers. The only soundf' :
§ 'fxbelng mu51c. ‘Then I notxccd in all ny
‘E %jpaln and slck?ess what nu51c it was that

like cracked and boomed. TIt. was LudW1g van.. -

b)Y

@ '_ 9th symphony,‘éth movement.

3 Alex: Stop it! «ss stop it, pleaseil! I bea youlll
% T It s a sin ' It's a sin 11! It's a sin, p}ease’!!
% fﬁ;ﬂ{_;;Bfodsky leans

! ';:g ¥ ‘forward and

g . 'ﬁ-ér “turns down the

é "‘,jsound.

Dr. Brodskv: What's all this aboutAsih?

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

did no harm to anyone., Beethoven just wrote music.

&

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

Alex: Yes!! IR

O T ...:‘_ [T LA RV ST X D0 S O
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continued =

Dr. Branom: You've heard Beethoven before?

Alex: Yes!!}

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

Alex: Yes!!!

' ' . ) ,. W -
Dr. Branom: (quietly) What do you think about that,-

Dr. Brodsky?

: ' v B
- Dr. Brodskv: (softly) It can't be helped. Here's

your punishment element perhaps. The Governor

ought to be pleased ... I'm sorrv, Alex, this is for

your own good, you'll have to bear with us for a Vhile;*

s

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

proved to me that all this ultra-violence and killing

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

ny lesson, sir. - I sece now.what I've never secen before. -

I'm cured, praise Bog!

.
AN
)
.
.
\]

Dr. Brodsky: You're not'cured yet, nmy boy.

Y

Alex: But; Sir ...;Missus evs I see that i;'s wrong.
It's wrong because it's against like society; It's "
wrong because evefjoné has the right to live and be
happy wi;hout'being tolchockéd and kﬁifed.

-~ ‘e Lo . ; _

Dr. Brodskv: ANd,"no, my boy. You reallj must leabém

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

fortnight now, you will be a free mane - ‘
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P : 42 INT, AUDITORIUM - DAY

VIP audience

I ‘ ' . L including press . .

| ' . R Minister

_iuniof Minister,

' , Prison Governor

l ' - '_j' .‘ Pricst .

i Dr., Branom
Dr. Brodsky.

I ) -' .j _ , 'Dressed in his street

A Qi:ifclothes; ©

S ~ Alex enters

led by a white-;oated

“technician.,

He is
.. led onto stage and
* . . left standing there,.
| blinking into the '
i R - L . 7. lights. o .

: ’ i‘ . The Minister
‘ " rises
_‘and walks
IR «f,to the front ‘

auditorium, R R

e 'Wa.wa..a...,.,.. R RTLALE ira b Lt s i b s e
.
;
}
\
a4
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Min1ster:'7Ladies and‘gcntiemen,_at this point,

. restore law and order and to make the streets safe

.is now about to become a reality. Ladies and

" continued

we introduce the subjeét himself, He is, as

you will perceive, fit and well nourished., Te
comes straight f£rom é.ﬁight‘s sleep and a

good breakfast,‘undrdgged; unhypnotiséd.

Toﬁorrow, ve send hinm with confidence out into -

the world again, as decent a 1lad as you would mneet
on a May morning, inclined to the kindly vord K
and the helpful act. What a ¢hange is here, Ladies
and Gentlemen, from the wretched hoodlum the S:atc'.
committed to unprofitable punishment some two
years ago, unchanged after tho‘years. Unchanged
do I say - not quite., Prison taught him avfaése'
smile, the rubbed hands of hypocrisy, the fawﬁing,
greased, obsequious leer. Other'viccs prison
taught him as well as confirming him in those he

had long sractiéed before. Our party promised to
for the ordinary peace loving citizen, This plédge

Centlemen, this is an historic moment., The problenm
of criminal violence is soon to-be a thing of the
past.s But enough of words - actions speak louder

than., Action.now; Observe all.

)
. - . . L]

He returns to his
2 }: o scat and leans:

. . [}
close to his :

. Junior ‘Minister. . Lo s

>

. - - .

1 . X .
L]

Junior Minister: éur necks are out a long way on

this, Minkter.

. .

Y

v

[
4
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"Alex: No, bfoéhct; What d'you want?

Lardface: You want to know why 1 dld that, wcll you
' see = I do that. - S _<f' o

Hiniqter"
- ]

the polls are rlght, we have nothlng to losc.

iLiéhts are dimmed
Enter Lardface,

an elegantly'dressed

. ',.: . - fag.ﬂ . | | .

',Lardfaceg Hollo, héap of dirt. Pooﬁ,‘you don't wash i
much do you, judging by the horrible smell, %
Alex: Why do you say phét, brother, I had a showver :
this morning. - ' : .

Lardface: Oh;'he had a shower this morn‘ng You - . 7 -

trying to call me a llar?

Lardface: ,Whot do I‘want?
Alex: Sorry,_brothér. I didn't mean any oﬁfonoe;

Lardface: Oh, Oh, you're sorry are you, well you .
must think I'm awfully stupid,

;He slap;
Alex

in the face,

Alex: Why did you- do that, brother° I've never done

wrong to you,

He stamps on » o
Alex's foot. A o .

\



/'«,"‘5

N

42 icontihded;; 3

Latdface: e e and this ....7

He4pulls

Alex's nose.

Lardface: s+ and that ce.

- _He pulls
~ Alex's ear,
ﬁushcs hinm
off balance and : f
-piants his foot

on his chest,

Lardface: ... because 1 don't like yoﬁr horrible .
. type, do I, and if you want to start sometning o
if you want to start .. 80 OD.ss wvell, you just

start. Plcase do.

.

. . "Alex ‘retching,

_ _ i . T
Alex: I'm gonna be sicks R
A————— ) W

Lardface: You're gonna belsick are you?

»

'Alex: I wanna be sick. v .
. Lardface: = You wanna be sick? R [ S .
' S T o
Alex: Let me get up. . , ' ;;._~f

.

~ Lardface: You wanna get up? WVell, you've gotta
'do something for me first. ‘Now sce that shoe ..o

you see... well I want you to lick it. Go bn.; 
Lick dit. .. - ‘

.

.
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~gagging and
coughing . -°

licks the sole

of his shoe.

Lardface: ... And again .. Go oni: Again!

There's a good boy.

‘Alex: (Voice Over) And,.o my brothers,

would you believe your faithful friend

"and long suffering - narrator pushed out

his red yahzik a mile and a half to
lick the grahzny, vonny boots. The

horrible kiliing sickness had whooshed -

- up and turned the like joy of battle

into'a.feeling I was going to snuff it. °

SE€S.

=

.Minister r

"Lardface: Thank you very much, Ladies and

‘Minister: -Enoﬁah! That will do very well, ‘Thank

Lardface does
leading-man-bows
" A smattering of

applause.

Thank you. ' L

: | - Alex
- qd'floor - 7
‘¢ 7 still retching.
A beautiful
nude girl

‘enters. .

.Alex looks up

«Yauwly,
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- Minister: Fine. Ahsolutely fine. You sce, Ladles

.. ..was that I .would llkc to have her

Minister: TFeeling not too bad now are you?

-Alex: (pulling himself together) No, sir, I fcel

Alex: Was it alright, sir? Did I do well, sir?

“and Gentlemen our sub;ect is, you sec, 1mpe11ed

continued

A Alex: (Voice Over) She came towards
_me with the light like it was the like ..
-’Light‘o‘ heevenly grace, and the first

"thxna that flashed into my gulliver

right down there on the floor with
'therold 1n-out, real savage. But quick

as a shot came the siekness, like a

detective that had been watching around

the corner and now followed to nave hlS.

,arrest.~
-. 7. 7 Alex rctching.
a0 700 Minister rises, . . S
Minister: Thank you very much. Thank you, my dear.

. Girl bows and
* - exits to
. ‘1oud applause.

. CT i

. . B -
I . .

great,

Minister: Good,

towards good by oaradox1cally bexng inpelled tovardgﬁi
evil, T?e intention to act vxolently is accompan{ed;i
by strong fecelings of phys1ca1 distress. To counter
these, the subject has to switch to a d1anctr1ca11y ﬁgﬂ

opposed attitude., Any questions?

e
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Priest rises and

moves to Alex.

, Priest: ' Choice! The boy has no.real choice has

he? Self interest, fear of physical pain drove

him to that gfotcsque act of self abasement, Its
ingsincerity was clearly to be scen., He ceases to i
be a wrongdoer. He cecases also to be.a creature

capable of moral choice,

Minister: ©Padre, these are subtleties! We are not
concerned with.motivé, with the higher ethics; Ve
are concerned only with cutting down crime. And
o ' ’ with relieﬁing the ghastly congestionAin'gur

; prisons .., He will be your true Christian; ready 
v o Jo turn the other cheek, Ready to be crucified

‘ "" : o rather than crucify, sick to the very heart at the
thought even of killing a fly. Reclamation, joy
before the angels of God., The point is that . it

i -

wvorks!

A 1;';“36.
43 OMITTED oPP
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-

Alex walking

carrying his
‘prison parcel

wrapped in -

. ' brown paper.,

b alai e e e e
.

Yy
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| - ‘fl}gi‘ail Aiex. o a : ?. -
R Aicﬁignters quiefiy.‘ -
) . : Loudirédio nusic .
. A _ﬁ’:‘fromisitting room ,‘j'h
o préchﬁs anyone .
el :  from hearing him. ’ '
. :r:i’;f ﬁe énqarsiﬁis owh ’ | )
‘d‘“>‘ ‘-rooﬁ'which is the . ,.1:
" first off the hall, B
. . . T N .
Alex: Hi, there my Pee and Em.
. 35fT  L Ali-threc look up ' ’
’ Sh -startled. ’
. i .
Em: Alex. L . T el e
=n . R .7
Alex: (to his mother) Hullp‘lover how are you? ]
(kissés her) Nicé to secjyou, Dad., :

Pee: Hullo lad. What a surprise, good to ééc.you.f;

et e

Ha;‘?a and
Joe the Lodger

" reading newspapers

Hé#dlincﬁ - : .7 .. - .

.

Alex: Keeping fit then? o ;;{-:;_7§'*'m”
Pee: (very ill at ease) ‘Fine; fine.
Alex: WVell, how are yburthen?

Pte: Oh fine, finé. Keeping out of “troubdle,

you kno



~Pee: Aye.

continued -

P

Alex: Wcll‘- I'm back, : B lf . » ‘ SR J £

.

: Tee: (with feignéd‘eﬁthusiasm) Aye. Glad to see

you back, .lad.

Em: Why didn't you let us know what was happening,

~

son? . L

Alex: ,Sorr§; Em,'i”wéﬁted it to be like ... a big

surprise for you and Pee.

- -

Pee: Well, it's a surprise all right, a bit bewildering

too.

.
RV Lo LT . o

: We've only just read about it in morning papers.’
y a1 ) PApEeTS.

|5

Pec: Aye{ You should have let us know, lad, not th;:

ve're not §ery pieased to see you again, All cured
too, eh? ' S " o .
Alex: That's right,'Dadt They did a'gréat jobfbp-me
gulliver, I'm completely reformed. o T

'

.

Alex: (looks in the kitchen) Well, still the same

old place then, eh?

Pee: Oh, aye, aye.,

Alex: (fake whisper) Hey, Dad, therc's a ‘'strange
fella sitting on the sofa there munchy-wunchiﬁg'loﬁtibk
of toast., ' ' N g

1.

Pée: Aye, that's Joe. He.. ummmm,vliveé here now..

room,
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.- : S Alex confronts Joe.

.

Alex: How do you dé, Joe? Tind the roon comfortable,

3

. do you? No complaints?:

Joe,riSes and

i R -~ squares ‘off E
S _v’,eyeball to eycball :
2'a- g '}w1th Alex.'i i . ) '3 SRR
. Joe: I've heard about you. I know what you've done. o

Breaking the heart% of your poor gricvfng parents,

So you're back. - You're back to make a life of misery

for your lovely parents once more, is that it? Well,

-over my dead corpse you will, because you see, thevﬂve]‘

. ‘lec me be more like a son to them than like a lodger.”'

| ?Aiex cocks
'1§§23?‘~.£i5 fist and
:1’ ‘ starts to retch
o S 3,-;_violéntlyo | ?
: . almost at the
same moment
.;Joe drops
back on the couch

next to Em(

. Em: oe! Joe! Don't fight here boys!
k Alex burps and L .  ,2\
) retches., A :

Joe: Oh, please, Do put your hand over your mouth;i
it's bloody revolting ' S
Alex violently
il1,
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Alex: What's gonna happen to me then? I mean ;hatﬂg‘

continued - 3

-

Pee: Well, what's the matter lad, are you £

Em: Dad... It's the trecatment.

‘ o 1 ' .

More retching.

Joe: Well, it's disgusting. It pﬁts you off your
food. | '

Em: Leave him be, Joe, 1It's the -treatment.

Pece: D'you think we should do something?

i
|
!
i

En: Would you like me to make you a nice cup of tea, .

Alex: No thanks, Mum. It'll pass in a minute e

(After a pause) ,.. What have you done with all my

own :personal things? o o

Pee: Well. That was all took away, son, by the Police.™

New regulation see about compensation for the victinm,

Alex: What about Basil? Where's my snake?

Pee: Oh well, he met with like an accident. He

awvay.

"Alex becomes a

bit weepy.

my room he's in - there's no denying that, This is_; 
my home also. What suggestions have you, m? Pee and

Em, to make?
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like an arrangcncnt, dldn t ve, Joe? You see, 500,

- young mons.er who s been like no real son at all. L

“and attfulness. Look, . let him go off and find a

~such a good mum and dad .as he's had,

cohtinucd

Pec: -”ell allmfhis neéds-thinking about, son. I

Oname——

, mean we can ‘t very well just kick Joec out ... Fot

just like that, can wc’ .Irmean Joe's here doing a

job. A contract it 1s, two years. Well, we made

Joe's pa1d next month's rent already sp,'vcll,

whatcver we may do in the future, we can't jusf say

to Joe get out now can we?

Joe: No, there's much more than that, though., I ’

mean I've got you two to think of. I mean you're

more like a mother and father to me., Wcll,'it

wouldn t be falr now, would it, for me to go off-

and leave you two to thc tender mcrcies of this
Look, he's weepzng non, 4t that's all his craft

room somewhere. Let him learn the errors of his way,

and that a bad boy 11ke he's becen don't deserve

Alex: 'Airight.' I see hovw things are now. I've
suffered and I've suffered, and I've suffered and
everybody wants me to go on suffering. )

Joe: You've made others ;uffer. It's oniy fair thaf
you should suffer proper., You know I've been told h
everything you've done, sitting here at ﬁight round g
the family table, preftv shocking it was to listen
to. It made me real sick,.a lot of it did. ﬁo&

- 1look what you 've gone and done to your mother. .

DI . " Em bursts into tcars.
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~.continued.

" Can you spare some cutter, me brother?

Tramp: Oh thankyou, your honour.

"it:l”

Téh°‘ Tha: s

the way it is. . Rl"ht, T'm lcav1ng now, you won t

Alex: o“that s the way. ‘then,

Jever viddy me no more. 1I'll make me own way.
Thank you very much., Let it 1lie hecavy on your

consciences.

Alex exits,

Pee: (shouting after him) Now don't take it like
that son, - '
Em boohoohoos ' A

Joe comforts her,

EXT. EMBANKMENT = DAY R o

‘AAlex walks along

' the Thames ‘embankment
still holding his

..: . " paper-parcel,

¢ Tramp enters.
'The same man
. beaten by Alex
"and his gang

earlier in the film,

Tramp: Can you sparec me some cutter, me brother?
————

“Alex, B
without looking at him,
reaches in his pocket

and gives him some money.

The tramé takes  7 “ .“f§~ﬁf7f

a sccond look at Alex.-

The penny drons,
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Tranmp:

Janmevy

Maclk?!

Bc the hokey £ly!

; — . - TNoly Mother of God! A11 the Holy Angels and
' A -3 . N ot

) : blessed saints in Heaven prescrve :

us.

Alex breaks away

' "1¢f“tw but the Tramp

o o 5;"1_ toddles alongside

.
[}

) S LT _hmm.“

'

T
.
~
.

. " Tramp: T never forget a facc. I never forget anv
S —

face, be God! BT T ;
i ' ‘ B . S : : : :

Alex: Leave me alone, brothér, I've never seen you.
. . S——— M ’ . . .t N . . .

before.;zb‘iv ‘HEE Y g ﬁ
; ; ) : ‘,'”}_7§i15'ﬂ ‘grémt'shouts to-t R o
r SR AN .. _other Mcths drinkers SRR
; S R . and Tramps., ‘

c e e

Tramp:  This is the poisonous young swine that near

. done me in.: Him and hls friends beat me and klcked

me and thumped me.f, )

. o ‘. "'“.E "~ . Alex breaks , .2‘}.
. ) ' :  away again. .
Tramp: Stop. him! Stop him! ‘
: . 'fmf;fgﬁﬁj. A leg is stuck out >‘3‘ﬁd
e o -_Lﬁ,‘i_ and Alex goes down. -
E 'ff.__ . 7 . ... The tramps swarm .
' e all‘pver.him. o
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Tramp: . They lauhhed‘at me blood and me ﬁbans.

This murderous young pig is a prize specimen of

.the cowhrdly brutal young. He is in our midst’

and at our mercy., fGive it to him. That's it,
jOld tramps

‘begin to beat

.at Alex.,

élgﬁ: (Voice Oﬁér) - Then there was like'
a, sca gf dirty, smelly old men tfyiné
-tagéét at your humble Narrator, with

their feeble rodkefs and horny old

-elawvs. It ya;~01d Age havirng a go

‘at Youth and I daren't do a single
solitary thiag, O =y brothers, it being"”
better to be hit at like that, than =~ °
wvant to be.sick and fecel that horfible
 pain. C , : - -
Tﬁe'tramps

-.erowd round Alex,

shouting-.

Tramps: Young hooligan ... Vagabond ...‘kill himeoos
Villain ... Toad .., Bastard ... Kick his teeth in .,
Near killed poor old Jack, he did,

Police move in . . . .~
fand push off S

crowd.,

1st Policeman: "Alright, stop it now,
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3

" 2nd Policenan::

Come on. Stop b

naughty>boyo. A

 §inekl1o6ks up.

2nd Pdliceﬁan:

Alex: .

ime  We11, well, well, well, well, well, well, if
it isn't little Alex., Long time mno viddy, droog.
Now goes? Surprised are you? .
Alex: 'Imposéible..;.-I don't believe it. .

"Georsie:

our sleeves.,

" who are now of j

EXT, .
. . ‘Police Landrover o
5 L ' drives up._' .
L yAlex is pullcd out

v ) by Ceorglc and Dim and .
oLy : hustled up a \deserted '

: 'lane. 'i Co N :

Dim: Come on, Agex. Come for walkies., Halahahaha

- Policemen are,

Tfr'in'fact;

Evidence of

No magic little Alex.

'COUNTRY ROAD - DAY

Alrlght, Stop‘it now.
rcaklng the State peace.

lrxght,

Alright!
You’

that s enough. LT

Wﬁaﬁ's thé trouble,

“Alex sees the

Dim and Ceorgie.
_w

the old glazzies, Nothing upv

A job for two

ob age. The Police.

Y 11 I



41

continued - 1

droogies, I just don't B
get this at all, The old days are dead and gone. TFor

Alex: Come, come, my little

what I did in the past I've been punished,

-

Dim: Been punished, yeah?

Alex: I've been éuredJ

Dim: Been cured, yeanh, that ‘was read out- to us, Tgi////
Inspector read all that out to us., He said it was a =
yéry good way. .

2

Alext I just don't get this 'at all. .It was them that -

vent for me, brothers. You're not on their side and
can't be, You can't be, Dim! It was somecone we <
fillied with back in the old days +.. Trying to get his 2
own malenky bit of fevenge after all this time, You
remember, Dim?

Dim: Long time is right, I don't rememberlthem.days
too horrorshow. Don't call me Dim no more cither.
Officer, call me., . ° -

Georecie: Enough is remembered though, little Alex!

. Dim and CGeorgie

laugh,

.Thcy d:ag'A1ex
“to a low

) _ o water trough,

Dim: This is to make §uré you stay cured.

.
. -
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"HOME" = NIGHT

-Alex'

‘came to, brothers, not realxslng 1n the

lééé&f&ig'hité Kléx

4'1n the stomach
with hls blackJack.
Then, they puoh ]

hls head undcr.‘

Ehe water and mcthodlcally '

start to beat hln

‘:q>¥1th.the1: bIackJacks.

" After a full

Lt ﬁinutévof this,
".fhgy dfag him out,
Zpéif-dréwned.

(1augh1ng)
Al

‘Be viddying you some more, some

-

 - Heavy Rain,

”ﬁ}_Alex stumbles

fup the road to
the entrance. gate. ~ 1 -

(Voxce Over)  Where was I to'gq;v‘

vho had no hone and no money., I cried

for meself Home, Home, Home. It was

Hone I was wanting and 1: was Home I

statc I was 1n, vhere I was and had bcen .

'before. N o -
. Cel Alck stumbles
°~€? and crawls I
! . to the door.‘ R L
; S



b

t =
.

48,1 INT. "nom:" - vucn'r.,

LA eanin MO hUD T At i T E b pe e 4 A B i ot e

e

Alexanderu

Ceeremmen
awe

Mr.

No reply.

1;_He opens dobr.

e A em s ek — 4 ee s e e e e e 1y [ Snt e
.

f

| ‘.i . Alex falls znto i D
' 3 Che >;“ : S L.lﬁ- the hall. ‘

(e me e @amatr s emwt o AWMt Peme m e Be eriwa w
.
.
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»(Volce Over) Anc would vou bcllcve

. o f,, it, 0 my brothcrs and only frlcnds, thcre

was your faxthful Nurrator being held

- ) helpless, like a’ babc in arms, and - .
5 vsuddenly reallslﬁ whcre he was. and why
é . 1OME on. the oate hao lookcd so £an111ar.
é . . ' But I knev I was safe. 1 knewv he would.
é . not. remcmber ne for, in those carefrec
% davs, I and: ny so-callcd droons vore

. our nask es which were llke real

; .
i : . horrorshow dlspu1ses.

f . Julian: ,Fféhk,.lvthinkithis young man needsAP 1p, ~
i Mr, Alexander: Dear, deér, dear., Whatever ' hanpened

o o - . . .

! . ' té_you, ny boy?

; ‘ . i; Mr,_A1exaanr, u7 -; ;i<: ﬁq;. }¥
] ’ T .. .. now confined to B w
é B R 'f.',;“,J g,fé vheelchair, S i-Jff-;‘u3'f-
5 - o .-§: ;}'::‘r. ppshés himself away if:_;:,
‘ R ”>f:om his desk, ::7 f'd e
o e . ; and rolls up'fiL' N ;f3;4; :
-:1 -,fC _' Do ;‘ to Julian, ~ ‘ w_‘”  :l‘. ’
R The water L fﬁﬁ»
T . ‘drips off Alex's Wamw f_' .
) R " clothes. - ”'fii‘:.?tl’
o : ;‘-f'They,look’at e |
) .o . R eacheéther.;“A
‘ SR 15135: The Police ... The horrlble ghastly Pollce
They beat me up, sir.
r ' . o T My, Alc*candcr stares
- Tt s G wia, EETN ;7:,3;.;.-- -
j..‘w; L ' It becoﬁcs apparcnt -
o ?.3' L - he is’ 1naane.J—’"' )
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continued =
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Mr. Alexander: I knovw who you arc!. isnft it your oz

|p1cture 1n the. ncvspapers’ Didn't I see you this

mornlng on the v1dco’ Are you not the poor v1ct1m

of thls horrzble new technlque? S Lo e

Alex: Yes, s1r, that ] exactly who I am, sir: ..,

and what I am .., a v1ct1n, sir,

\ff:5'i  'Mr. Alexander
- ‘ becomes frenzied
f}ii.“:f' as the spcech

progressecs.

Mr. Alexander: Then, ﬁy'Cod, you have been sent hefe

by pfovidence. Tortured in prison, then thrown out

you, poor, poor, boy. Oh, you afc not the first to.

it is providential that you, who are also another kind. |
Julian: -Certainly, Frank.

Alex: Théhk iou vegy,much, sir, God bléss‘yoﬁ, éiry

to be tortured by the Police., My heart goes out to - :

come here in distrcés. The Police arec fond of br1nglno
their victims to the outskirts of this village,  But

-

of victim, should come here, But you're cold and

shivering., Julian, draw a bath for this young man,

He carries Alex off,

Alexander bxtes L
-his hand. o

Lo E " “"_-



‘Affef é thle ; s :
“he beglns softly - o

'~H§1nglng to himself

"Singin' in the Rain",

48,4

3_ 3r§JA1exander o

fis hunched over . o
. . the pﬁohe, talking’
{f{nAhéarsc whiépers,
i;The door to the
;bathroom is rlght
“_:behlnd him,

" 'While he speaks

.Mr. Aléxander - . -
. ) ‘:fhrows
. 'fuhervous glances

§vei his shoulder., : -

Mr. Alexander: I tell you, sir, they have turncd thls

.young man into somethlng other than a human belng.

He has no power of choice any nore. He's committed

to socially acceptable acts, a 11tt1e machine capad:

only of good sess He can be the most potent weapon .

o 1maglnab1e to ensure that the Government is not returncd
. . . at the next election. The Government's great boa t,
as you know sir, is the way thcy have dealt: w1th crlpc

in the last few months. Recruiting brutal’ young rouGbs

into. the Police, proposing debll1tat1no and wxll- appl_
techniques of conditioning, Oh ve've seen,xt a11

before in other countries. Thc thin end of the wedoe



‘continued

_[Hfi“}iéé ndér'(contiﬁ

 ve are, we shall have the full apnaratuq o‘

total1tar1an13n. Thls young boy is a 11V1n~ witness

to these dzabollcal proposals. The people - the

) common ucople - must know ..., must see! There are
‘ great traditions of liberty to defend. The tradition
of libc:ty‘means all, The common peonle will let
. it go! ‘Oh yes - they will® sell lloerty for a ouleter}
t - . life.: That is why they nust be led, sir, driven ... L
pﬁshed'!!!l‘Thank you very much, sir, He'll be here. - H%
S ‘Tre{nbling with
, . f;  ‘excitement and madness
' ‘rifng,,‘ er. Alexander hangs up
Y P the phone, . 1 o 3
| . ‘ a -.[_' S 'His.cycs, shiny with i
f S ' .l‘;Nf" - anticipation, N
3 S Then, suddenly,
|§ L ~Vﬂf;ff‘5;”he becones aware
;r ‘ o S . - of Alex's voice
d - . ;‘ g':: B i;f.ﬂ'  A'comzng from the .
P . ‘other slde of the door,.
; S "¢f< o L _.g. -
: .@8.5‘ INT. BATHROOM - N
; =~E - EAlex in bath !i i
! . e glnnan. B : '
’Algz: I'm?singin'ain the rain, ’ ;
' o © . Just singin' in the rain, etec,
: : ) . Mr. Alexander :
é ‘ e e T “%;? his face
: - R . " ﬁ'g;ribly distorted
; : S jég_? ~.in a ﬁomcricirage.
r ' -+ 49 INT, "HOME" - NIGHT T Lo
! ] . . ‘
f . ) — - o o Alexr alone, )

in complete silence,

I T
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- -eating a large plate ~ - o

. i, tof spaghetti.,
A_ﬁj¥<kiyi;Th9 giant, Julian, o e
. vi?igpﬁears . '
v'f'sTxﬂ;»i} carrying | e C .
Lo Mr. Alexander in C |
< -:.'.-l;‘?;; uhis>whec1chair.
. ' | 4 ue“deposits é
" him at the table, ; i
‘Alex: food Ebéning, sir, : o : k

Mr. Alexander: " (very weird) Good evening,

Alex: It‘s‘very kind of you to leave this o

u
sir. There was no-ome around vwhen I finished my bat

.80 I started, I hope that's -alright, sir.

v

Mr. Alexander: (too loud - voice out of control).0£.f

course. Food alrizght?

’/j“. . .
Alex: Great, sir, Great.

“Mr. Alexander: Try the wine!

: , i
Alex: Thank you very much, sir. Cheers.

o X . - Suddenly the thought
B B occurs to Alex

that the wine

may be drugged

or poisoned.

Alex: Won't you join me, sir?:, S, L

.



: B
. . Sy - . ‘. .- .

| ot Mr., Alcxander: EQ; my'hcalth.doeSnft alléﬁiit,
l 73 . : . . X . . ‘,.‘:g - Vl . . .
1 , "~ Alex: And you, sire .. . - P
‘ Julian: No, thank you.. : = )
'; - . ‘ . . ~ - .‘.';_ :. ,‘_. .- .-,- Aiex V
% : i . v g,;f;lg&:f.stalling for.;ime : {
: - ;ﬁ : »]reach§SJfor L :

: : - b £. :,;‘ "bottlé and .. T -

A - i - ;L?-;; ' " reads the label,
Alex:'.1960, Chdteau, Saint Estephe, HMedoc, very
’ good brand, sir. 3[ ) . 1*‘ Sl . X
J FEEE O B S . ¥e doesn't get a° ool T

- penny's change for - . B

. TR ‘f‘ﬁf T}}higarémarks from o
T T 'f%ffis.v-uiiexander and Julian. '
S ) : He holds the glass
) Sl up to the light, .
. ' . Alex: Very good colour, sir. Smells nice, too.

it o

Very good number, sir. Very good., Well here's to.

: o ;'~ . >, BHe downs the glass, N

.‘Alex{. Very refreshiﬁg sif; very réfr

. eshing.i;rm‘
: - M¥r., Alexander: '(Veryidrch) I'm so pleased ybu.

' . appreciate good wine, Have another

. . elass!

Alex: Thank you, sir, . . - - - 7ol e
RS . ) - . "
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Mr,

~ and leave me to nj wrltlng.

Alexander:

Mr, Alexander: ;.; used to do everythlng for me

. . -

Alex: Your wife, sir? Has she gone away?

o R

Mr. Alexander: - §2.7 She's dead!

“Alex: I'm sérry td'hgér that, sir,

e Lol [

R S ar 7 ; . i :
His face contorted . ’ '!
18 P

“in rage. I R

Mr. Alexander: She d been very badly raned, you sce.

in thzs house, in this very room you re s1tt1ng 1n nox

Ve were assaulted by a ‘gang of vicious young hoolloan_
1 was left a helplcss cripple, but for her the shock %7
was too great. The doctor said it was‘”neunonla .
because it happened a few nonths later durlno the
epidemic, The doctors told me it was Pneumonxa, bu.
I knew what it was., A victim of the modern,age; poor;
poor girl, - R | 7 E
Suddenly his mood chaﬁée#.i
He wheels rlght up
to’ Alex.

. LT . . . L
[T Ll . ¢ .~

Mr. Alexander: And nov you, anothcr v1ct1m of fhev

Alex: Phoned some friends, sir? -

modern'ane. But you can be helped. I phoned some

friends whlle you were hav1ng a bath.~_

Lt

.

Mr., Alexander:. Yes. They want tb:help;:”7 




'] .
-
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"Mr, Alexander: N

i

continued - &

Alex: Heipigs, sir? A

Mr., Alexander: Heipr§ou.

. R
0. R -

Alex: Who are they, sir? S S B

Mr. Alexander: They're

very, very important people
and they're intecrested in you.

Bell rings. A )
~ Julian rises.

|Mr} Alexander: Julian.. This will be these pecople
n.oxq. 7 : T - ‘ ; ) :

-G ) -. .
7 Alex gets upe . -

. . .

Alex: - Lobk, sir,'{'m sorry to have troubled you, I : 
think I ought to bg'going, sir, i = -

v i 7 £ . o I . :
T Fulian bars the way. .

o, no my boy. Wo trouble at "all,

-';f"ﬁt _-Alex.slbwly sits. .

Yr., Alexander:

: Have another glass of wine.

SR fF". -';.He_pours. : ,,' {:f7
S-S 7 U Alex picka up
;;.“:. Q:t:;tﬂ. glass and takes
S ST f‘.z:'a drink,

4‘7 :




_INT, "noz:z'f S NIGRT L e

| ‘Dolln and e o
B Rublnstc*n §

“enter with L R
A "-“Julzan.4 T S :‘_' 7", o

Dolin: (geniél) Hﬁiio; Frank,

Alex ancer-  édod eve§i§g, sir,'.' - 4 ... “E
-Rubinstein;'Fra;k;l: J.L' S .
D;lin:vlsgf}ﬁis';g;fheYoﬁng héﬁ. : .. : .

Dolin: H#1i6. >A':' ;‘-'. |

Alex: Migsus?A &ery éiea;ed to méetwyohf: )

- N R

Rubinstein:. Hullo,

Alex: Vety kind of you, sxr.. Thank you very much.

Dolin: I .understand that you had a rather unﬁortunatc

Dolin: I hope you forgivc us for coming over at this
ungodly hour, but we heard from Frank that you were
in- some trouble and we came over, to see if we could be

£ any help. .

3
3
-
Y
.

-

i s
. . - .
BN N ‘.7 Ve S

K LS : . B .- S g
- f N - '.-. F ' e e S .y

ot

‘encounter with the Pol1cc tonxght.f
t S

Alex: Yes, sir., I suppose you night call ih;théﬁ;?



“lQ;lf:édné}ﬁuéd

" Dolin: ﬁaﬁaha,;éﬁd how drg‘ioﬁ feeling now?

Dolin: Welf, shall we get down to

‘Rubinstein: The newspapers mentioned that in addition

IR ; LR )
L S -,

Alex: Mﬁéhvbettcr, thank you, sir.

Dolin: Feel Iike talking to us. Ansvering a few

questions?

Mlex: Fine, sir, fine.

Dolin: Well, as I've said, we've heard about you. .

We are interested in your case. We want to help ¥you. -

Alex: Thank.you-very?much, sir.

Dolin: But first we'd like to find out a fewithings"
about you,. 7; e ’ . L. .

.

Alex: What would fou like to know, sir?

He
(23
-~

Alex: Yes, sir,

.- o

.

Rubinstein takes out .
- a notebook,

to your being conditioned apainst acts of sex and

violence, you've inadvertently been conditioned against
nusic. T o Lo

e

Alex: Well, er, I think that was something that they:"
hadn't planned for, you sece, Missus., I'm very fond :

of music and always have been, especially Beethoven,

Ludwig van-'... Beethoven,. B,.E..E., . 7 S
. - ' - ’ ,..} ) ,‘



continued -~ 2

missus, It's just the 9tu.

" Alex: That 8 rloht. tr... I can' t llsten to thc ¥inth

NDolin: . When you say thls funny £eceling, you mean the

- Alex: That is correct, sir. And then all I can th1nL

. He leans over ' oo
and looks at hery
-writing in

. notebook,

-Rubinstein: It's alright, thank you.

Alex: And it just so happencd while thcy were showing
me a particularly bad flln, of like a concentration:

canp, the background music was playing Deethoven,

Rubinstein: 'So now you have the same recaction to

music as you do to sex and violence?

0y

Alex: - Oh, well, it's . it's not all nusic you see,

Rubinstein: You hpan Bgcthovcn'é.Nihth'SymphonyI

any more at all. When I hear the ninth, I get like
this funny feellng.’ Tl ‘ ‘

state of mlnd brouaht on. by the treatment they gave

to you? g ,

[y

-

about is 11ke trylng to snuff 1t.

"Alex: qnuff it, sir sse un o4 death, I nean, nlssus,

Rubinstein: I beg your pardon? S ':-':ﬂff
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INT HI FI'ROOM - DAWN -

continued - '3

Dolin: Do you feel that way now? o <
y - ;‘ 7 ' . '
Alex:’ bn.... oh no, qlr, not exactly, I sti 11 feel -

very nlserable, vcry much ~down in spirits,

'

*Rubinstein: Do you still feel suicidal?

Alex: Um ... well, pﬁ; it this way.. I feel very

low in'meself., I'céh't see much in the future, and

I feel that any second somethlng terrible is 301nr

to happen to me.

: ) ‘Fﬁi He'pitches forward
- B 1.,'face into the piate o I
. 7' ."of spaghctti. ° . ’ ' .. ) ..

Dolin: VWell doné, Frank, "Julian, get the.cér,'wili

you please? w;_"" 3
OMITTED - B ’

"Alexander sits

,look{ng up .

Rubinstein, Julian

and Dolin also’

‘1isteping to Beethoven
. . played loud1§ on
o tape recorder.

INT. DOLIN'S HOUSE - PRISONER BEDROOM - DAWE

R _ r‘The Ninth Symph°n§

e booninr up’ throu?h .
L 'f R . the floor.



TIPSR L PR T
)

slowly rc?alngr

. consc1ouoﬂesa. R
(V01ce Over) I woke up., The pain
- -,="and slcknes all over nme like an anlmal.

. AO‘Then I reallsed what it was., The nusic
. '”.~ comlng up from the floor was our old .-
. REE frlend Ludwlg van and the dreaded ninth

; . ' ~'symphony.-

. T ; r}f,ff'He'stahuers to
A 2;1:‘fijf::fl the door..
Ce o Itds locked,

He klcks and tugs

_}fo<;,f‘,at the door.

i
|
] ‘u., o B - ol B . C -
r . . ) “Alex: Open t:he door vo turn. it off ..,

H -

; . 51 contxnued -1 'Vi_ “'?'3’:3 : LT
; . '?f  CcuT to the billiard % )
; . '5:{”:'d room below. SR S ,f'
: . : ;}_fiJLZ?fif;::L:J.Hl -fi gear 1a1d out i ‘.:
: x:x;:dfi"t?;l;f :§};on the table. .1 _4;:>‘;::§L
‘ 5 ‘; Large speakers faciné N 7“4:‘:
' ST ' upward. - h S i
. . '_ R o Mr. Alexander . . 713_
~ | e '_f3; -aitrembles and twitchcé;‘g
) - »; - He is now completely
e a ;'% MI_ ‘mad, ‘The others )
; oLy ,; o C- ,<7¥;?:‘;; mefelyawalt, coolly,
511 comeimied . o . ot
l = : . . _ df;:' ~1Aiek on his knees .,
' SRR l‘_;"t Ris hands cupped over
; e L hzs ears, Rl e
. R '_banglng hls'headit
. . .on the floor.
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52

. ;;3”Then he stops
. —%f:;l -frand‘alovly
A .nrgppalghtgns
;‘,up;{staring at

ﬁhé wihdow.

Alex: (Voice oVef)'Suadenly I viddied .
what I had to do, and what I had wanted
to do - and that was to do myself in,

to snuff 1t, to blao ‘off forever out

of tﬁis'wicked cruel vorld., One moment
of pain‘perhdps and then sleep - forever

and ever and ever.

EXT WINDOW - DAWN

Alex leaps 17:i'

"out of vzndow.

V!

;-~”f3‘:~ f:'Alex;in bed.
' . Camera slowly tracks
along length i ' -
of his body. S
Everything is

-bandages and plaétﬁr D
splints,_wgre cages,

7 blood drips.

-Alék: (Voice.Ov;r) Irjumped 0 ny
brothers, and I fell hard but I aid
not snuféf- it, ch no, .If I had snu'fcd

it, I would not be here to tell what I

have told. ITcame back to lifey after:
a long, black, black gap of what nloht

havc been a million years.



+.53/54/55/56/57 - OMITTED
-58

©o . sitting around: C
I v oL S
AT B - the bed.. - "
Pec: Hﬁllo, lad.it . T TR
Em:  Hullo, son, how are you? TR
, : s SR PRI
et S R 1
Pee: Are you feeling better?

:ch'ﬂéﬁf Alex moan,

~“and then another
- ‘moan, _Alex

.

: Andithe other - a

o few times. g T B

vi:Suqdcﬁly, some - L

st gurtains which

‘.7 have been

’~;5§?fidraVn“around.
: another bed in the - o
ward are parted,

"and a hurse

Lo - hurries to Alex,
" . hastily buttoning up . .
- "her uniform. She ' ; L

. is traiied by a

Lo j- ‘young intern
'Vfumbliﬁg
‘with his
. . trousers.

o ' | S

- : M

Nurse: Oh, he's recovered consciousness, Doctor.

INT, HOSPITAL - DAY SRR

. .
B ‘ . 1. . -
f . . L.

iyt »
.

Lo Em and:Pee

R S

.
s

.

.



continued

. o -7 - wheels trolley

Alex: What glvea, oh ny ”ee and Em, what nakes

you thlnk'you are welcowe.

. Em sobs,

"Pee comforts her,-

Pee: 'fhérg, therérhbﬁhgr, it's alright. He doesn't ' -

mean it. .Yéu were in the papers again, son. It e

said théy‘had Hone'greét vrong to you, It'safd

how.thc'Coﬁernment drévé you to try andbdovyoursclf

in «+s and when you think about it, son ... maybe it

was our fault too in a way ... your home's your hon

when all's said and done, son, - » i
:Eh sobé.

-OMITTED

INT, HOSPITAL ‘DAY

Psychiatrist
‘to Alex's bed,
He is sitting up.

Alex: Good morning, Missus,

Dr. Tavlor:' How are you feeling today?

Dr, Tavlor: Good. I'm Doctor Taylor.

Alex: I haven't seen you before.

Dr. Tavlior: 1I'm yoﬁr Psychiatrist,




. 60

‘continued - 1

Alex: Psychiatrist, Huh, do I neced one?

Nr. Tavlor: Just part of hospital routine.

Alex: What are we going to do? Talk about me sex

Dr. Tavlor: ¥No ,.. I'm going to show vou some slides

)

-and you are going to tell me what you think about

them., Alright?

"Alex: Ohhh.s. jolly good. Perhaps ydu canr explain

something to me first,

‘D'you thlnk it meﬁns anythlnp°

Prs Tavlor: Yes?

Alex: Well, when I was 21l like smashed up and half
. awake and unconscious like, I kept having this drean

'likc all these doctors were playing around with me

gulllvcr. You know ., 11ke the 1n51de 0f ne bralﬂ.

I seemed to have this dream over and over aﬂaln.

-

Y

Dr. Tavlor: Patients who have sustained the kind of

injuries you have ften have dreams of this sort.

 a11 part of.the'recovery process,

>A1ex:._0h.

Dr. Tavlor: Right then, shall we start?’

" Alex: Right, - . o ,:.:' ;f?ﬁi

Ly

Dr. Tavlor: Now then, each of thesec slidesAnecds

reply from one of the people in the picture, You

me what you think the person would say. Alrxoht°“a

.




L G

i . r~—~.“
continued - 2

Alex: Righty; right{

."The doctor recads aloud
the dialogue
printed in
the cartoon balloon - ' 5?

A peééock. , B ) g

Dr., Tavlor: Isn't the plumage beautiful?

Alex: I just say what the other person would say?

Dr, Tavlor: Yes. Yes, well don't think about it too -

long, just say the first thiné‘that pops into your

mind,

‘e .

Alex: Right ess Knickers ,.. Cabbages ... It doesn't

.

have a beak. . ;g

-Alex laughs,
Slide of woman
- : - speaking to boy.

Dr. Tavlor: Cood. The.boy you alﬁays quarrelled with

is seriously ill,

Alex: That's right and I'l1l smash your .face for you,
— - e . . .

yarblockos.

-
.

Slide of‘wqtch shbp.’r

Dr. Tavlor: Good. It was your fault ... you sold me 1
a crummy watch, I want my money back. e S

Alex: Bollocks, You know what you can do with thqtr‘

watch? You can stick it up your arse,



et et b bain s o b 0 Bud i s
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continued. - 3

3
P Slide of nude } ’ :
Zét."' “{roman in bed, ? .
: . . a man C
i ' ‘,E R ‘gt the window, k

Dr. Tavlor: CGood., What do you want?

Alex: ‘Excuse me, missus, No time for the old

in-out, I've just .come to read the meter.

‘o '
1

'Slide of bird's

1'}'.nest with eggs.

. o i .

Dr. Tavlor: Good. You can do wvhatever you like
with these. '

8s. I would like to smash em, Pick

Alex: Eggiw
a

e
nd fo?ioo OWWW....‘O

‘;:hﬂri‘a 'He slams his hand

down and cries out

with pain.

——

-Alex: . i"ucking hel‘loooo

Dr. Tavlor: Fine, Wéll, that's all there is to it.
Are you alright? '

Alex: I hope sp.‘ Is that the end then?

Dr., Tavlor: Yes;

Alex: I was quite enjoying that. LT

i
. .

Dr. Tavlor: Good, I'm glad.
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“continued - 4 T nl

Alex: How many did I get right?

-

Dr. Tavlor: 1It's not that kind of test. But you

scern well on the way to a complete recovgry;
Alex: And when do I get out of here then?

Dr. Tavlor: I'm sure it won't be long now.

.INT, HOSPITAL = DAY

Alex sitting up
being fed by

nurse,

'ﬁlﬁﬁ’ (Voice Ovc;)A So I waited . and,.O
ny brothers, I got a lot better munching
away at eggiwvegs, and lomticks of toast
and lovely steakiweaks and then, one day,
‘they said I was going to have a very
special visitor. ' o o -
Doctor enters
;:':' followed by
C Minister and

Matron.,

-

Minister: Good evening, my boy.

Alex: Hi, hi, hi'the;c, ny little droogiecs,
Doctor: Well, how are you getting on today, young
nan? ) ' '

Alex: Ofreat, sir., Great,




61

Minister: Yes .., well good to sce you on the mend,
R ——————

Alex: Thank you, sir,

Minister: I can tell you that I ... and the Coverament

“continued -~ 1

Noctor: Can I do anything more for you, Minizter?

.

dinister: I don't think so, Sir Leslie. Thank you

’

Noctor: Then I'll leave you to it. Nurse.

"They exit,
Minister

moves to Alex,

Minister: You seem to have a whole ward to yourself,
my boy.

Alex: Yes, sir, and a very lonely place it is too, .
sir, when I wake up in the middle of the nisht with

me pain, : E . . L s

.

I've kept in constgnf touch with the hospital, of

¢ourse, and now I've come to see you personally to

L

sece how you're getting along,

Alex: I've suffered the tortures of the ddmﬁcd. The

Minister: Yes I can ... Oh look; let me do that for

tortures of the damned, sir,

you, shall .I?

of which I am a member, are deeply sorry about this, ny

boy. - Deeply s'orry: We tried to help vou, l‘\_re 50110'.'.‘&‘(!”

recommendations which had been made to us that turned_

out to be wrong. An enquiry will Place ‘the responsibilit

vhere it belongs,



b e i aala

Alex: VWhat job.and how much?

Minister: You must have an interesting job at a

‘coptinucd i 2 . f‘¢:=“ f’z‘{fu
Minister: (continuing) Ue vant you to rep ard us

as friends;‘ We've put you right, you're getting

the best of treatnents. We never wished you harn,
but there are some that did and do, and I think

you know who tHose are, There are certgln people

who wanted to'uqe you for political ends. People
vho would have been o1ad for you to be dead because
then they would have been able to blame it all on

the Government, I think you know who ;hgse are,
There is also a certain man - a writer of subversiée.
litératpre - who has becen howling for your blood."
lle's bccn mad witﬁ‘desire to stick a knife into vou,

-

but you' re safe from h1m now, we've put him away,.

e found out .that you had done vrong to him - at

least he bcllevcd you had done wrong. He had. For ed .
this fdca in his head that you had been responsible’
for the'death.of somecone near and dear to him., Ve

put him away for his own proﬁeqtion. .o I'm soxrry,

I thought you were ready.

Alex: Where is he now, sir? .

Minister: We put him away where he can do you no.

harm. You see we are looking after vour interests,
We are interested in you, and when.you leave here
vou will have no further worries, We shall see to

everything ... a good job on a gobd salary.,

.

salary which you would regard as adeouatc. Not only
for the job which you are going to do and in
compensntlon for what you believe you havc suf‘crcd

but’ also because you are helping us,
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“continued —'3

- Mlex: Certainly, sir. What do thev call you at hom

Alex: Surprise?

Alex: Helping vou, sir? : ' -

Minister: . We always help our friends,  don't we?
(smiles) It is no secret that the Government has
lost a2 lot of popularity because of.you; my boy.
There are some vho thinﬁ that at the next election
we shall be out. The press have chosen to take a.
very unfavourable view of what we tried to do.

Alex: Well, who can blanme thkem, sir?

Minister: Mmmm, possibly., Yes. But public opinion
can be changed and you, Aiex, if I may call you Alex?

<
-

A S v _ g
Hinister: My name is Frederick. As I wvas saying, Alcx,
HEUTEA12S

vou can be instrumental in changing the public verdlct.}

Do you understand, Alex? Have I nade myself cleax?

. -
.

Ale:>

.<

: . As an unnuddied laxe, Tred._ As clear as an

azure sky of decpest sumner. vou can rely on me,

Fl‘ed. . ’ . T .
Minister: Good ... good boy. Oh yes, I understand ir

you're fond of music, I've prepared a little

surprise for you.

- N . . : « X oo ’,‘777 3!

Mlinister: One I think you will like ... as 2, how,
shall I put it, 23 2 symbol of our new undcrstandlng.

An under"tandzng betwccn tvo ‘rlends.
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Alex: Thank you, Fred., - Thank you,

Minister turns

and signals.,

Door opens and o crowd ot
cavoawed cameranen

and reporters éﬁinst

rosy in .

Aidcs'push two

6-foot

loudspeakers

and a

Hi-Fiton

a trolley.

Algﬁ: (Voice Over) And what do you
know, my brothers and only friends,
it was the Ninth, the glorious Ninth

- of iudwig van, Oh, it was gorgeosity
and ;ummy yum yun., I was cured,

_CLOSE SHOT ALEX ' T

Alex: (Voice Over) As the ausic came .
to its climax, I could viddy myself
very clear, .running and running on
like very I{ght and nmystcrious feet,
carving the whole face of the ‘
. -ereeching world with my cuﬁ throat
E'Zbritva. I vas cured all right,
L G 1

. LY
-« -
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