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INT. CHAPEL STREET FLAT - NIGHT

As the opening notes of Bruch’s Violin Concerto sound, 
we FADE UP on a set of bloodshot eyes.

They belong to BRIAN EPSTEIN, 31 years old. Attractive 
in a soft, provincial kind of way.

He sits on a mildly-disheveled bed in silk pajamas, 
surrounded by papers - on the night-table next to him 
are several pill bottles, lids on, and a small glass, 
half-full.

Leaning up against his headboard, he stares, glassy-
eyed. At nothing. Is he even alive??

Then: his eyes flicker. He's alive - but not at all in a 
good way.

Some movement in the room causes him to slowly rouse 
himself - he tries to focus on it in the moonlight: 

It's a BEAUTIFUL MAN, in a suit, with a mop-top. Slowly 
undressing as he approaches the bed.. 

Brian perks up as the Beautiful Man arrives at the bed 
and starts pulling his trousers down. He closes his eyes 
as a lazy smile of anticipation spreads over his face...

But something is off...he snaps his eyes open:

The Beautiful Man is now a MATADOR, in traditional garb. 
He lords over Brian, close, gazing at him with sympathy 
and love.

Brian struggles to get the words out:

BRIAN
woozy and soft( )

Are you...here for me?

MATADOR
Of course, signor. I love you..

Brian's eyes tear up with love and joy. The Matador 
leans in and kisses him, hard. Urgent and passionate. 
Brian's arms snake up around the Matador...

And then his eyes POP open...all is still. He's 
instantly wide-awake. He looks around the room: 

It's empty. A thin sliver of moonlight through the 
curtains is all that illuminates the room.
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Brian slowly reaches to the night table, grabs a pill 
bottle and the glass and downs one. He's careful to 
replace the cap and set it back.

Sitting up now, his head lifts slightly, eyes trying to 
focus on a picture that hangs on the wall, barely 
visible in the light:

A picture of the Matador in his dream, delivering the 
final blow to a defeated bull.

He stares at it, focused on the dying bull. His mouth 
turns slightly up in an attempt at a smile as he ENTERS 
the picture...

FADE TO:

INT. BULLFIGHTING RING - NIGHT

Now illuminated by bright theatrical lights, Brian - his 
boyish face regal and grand - plays to the crowd, 
dressed in the Matador's garb.

The faceless crowd cheers him on as he waves and bows, 
smiling ear to ear. Very much in his element, he enjoys 
being part of the spectacle.

The Bruch fades into the just-discernible notes of an 
upbeat tune...

FADE TO:

EXT. SHEA STADIUM - NIGHT

...But as we enter Shea Stadium at the height of the 
Sixties, the screams of a young and hip SEA OF TEENS 
completely overpowers the music...it's almost inaudible.

On the field, just off the side of the stage, stands 
Brian in a perfectly-tailored suit. He gazes out - and 
up - to the full stadium, a look of triumph on his face.

The cheers reverberate as Brian beams: he's at his peak, 
basking in the glory of worldwide success.

The crowd fades as we hear:

BRIAN (V.O.)
In the beginning, I was very 
fierce about..uh.. this business 
of the manager not being known at 
all...
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CUT TO:

INT. UK TONIGHT SHOW STAGE - DAY

Brian continues speaking, sitting stiff and upright 
against a curtained background. He’s reserved and 
proper, but his eyes slightly betray his neuroses.

BRIAN
...and fortunately or 
unfortunately, I don’t know, 
but..it’s just happened to me, 
actually, and uh.....

INTERVIEWER
Was it consciously done? Were you 
conscious of doing it?

CU on the grainy, black and white image of Brian, 
maintaining his public mask.

BRIAN
No. Not really...not at all.

A phone rings.

SMASH TO:

INT. STUDIO APARTMENT - NIGHT

Phone continues. A large man in silhouette paces, 
cigarette in one hand and a phone to his ear in the 
other.

CUT TO:

INT. BEVERLY HILLS HOTEL, LOS ANGELES

CU on BRIAN'S EYES - as before, bloodshot, pupils 
dilated.

He sits on the floor of a luxurious suite, upright 
against the bed. The phone continues ringing. 

TITLE: August, 1966

Wobbling on his hands and knees, he reaches for it. 
Then, mustering the most calm and professional voice he 
can:

(CONTINUED)
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BRIAN
to the receiver( )

This is Brian Epstein.

A masculine American voice answers.

BUD (V.O.)
Hey.

Brian's face bursts into a gleeful, drug-riddled smile. 
Conversation continues as we:

FADE TO:

EXT. BEVERLY HILLS HOTEL, LOS ANGELES - POOLSIDE - DAY

Brian sits at a poolside table in the glorious LA 
sunshine, an expectant look on his face as he scans the 
exclusive crowd.

The voices sound over the action below:

BUD (V.O.)
So how come you're not in San 
Francisco?

BRIAN (V.O.)
We'll be heading up later 
tomorrow - but there's time for 
you and me before then. Why don't 
you come by?

BUD (V.O.)
I’ll be there.

BRIAN (V.O.)
Oh, splendid. Bud... SO delighted 
that you called. I just knew we’d 
reconnect again.

BUD (V.O.)
Me too, Brian. See you tomorrow.

A waiter drops a second drink. Brian discreetly reaches 
into an inner pocket in his shirt and pulls something 
out, which he pops into his mouth, then downs the drink.

Suddenly, ROBERT 'BUD' GILES appears: 25, tall, 
masculine and - in Brian’s eyes - radiant.

Brian runs up toward him, just barely stopping himself 
from kissing him, embarrassingly aware of the public 
venue.

(CONTINUED)
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Instead, they shake hands, gently.

BRIAN
Bud, it’s so good to see you.

BUD
You too, Brian.

BRIAN
Would you like to go...upstairs 
for a bit? Before we have a swim?

BUD
Sure.

They head up.

INT. BEVERLY HILLS HOTEL, LOS ANGELES - HOTEL ROOM - DAY

Brian enters, leading Bud in. He lets the door shut as 
they walk further into the room.

He turns to Bud, then stands - heart pounding, hungry.

Bud grins and waits, ready. Brian releases his guard and 
moves quickly toward him, grabbing him.

Bud grabs him back and roughly THROWS Brian onto the 
bed, then slinks down next to him and lies back. 

He takes a deep breath as Brian, giddy as a schoolboy, 
starts to remove Bud's trousers.

FADE TO:

INT. FANCY HOTEL RESTAURANT - LOS ANGELES - DAY

Brian sits across from NAT WEISS, 30's, heavyset and 
gruff - an old-school New York accent. His business 
partner, but more: his friend and confidant. They argue 
over an elaborate and expensive brunch.

BRIAN
He’s changed. I know it.

NAT
Guys like him don't change, 
Brian. Trust me.

BRIAN
That's not true...he has. 

(CONTINUED)
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NAT
incredulous( )

I don't get it - you could have 
anyone you want! Why do you keep 
going after these types?

BRIAN
Why do you keep trying to stop 
me? I'm just trying to have some 
FUN for once..

NAT
re: the palatial (
splendor)

For ONCE? All this isn't fun?

BRIAN
No, I mean...it's fine. But...
it's just - this is it, Nat.

NAT
What? Whaddya talkin' about??

BRIAN
It’s over after this. Their last 
concert is tomorrow night. They 
just don't want to do it, and why 
should they, really?

NAT
Why should they?? Cause that's 
their bread.

BRIAN
No..they can stay in the studio 
for the rest of their lives, they 
know that. Where does that leave 
me?

Brian’s voice catches a little as he speaks. Nat is 
sympathetic but dismissive.

NAT
They’re just a little burnt out, 
is all. It's all talk.

BRIAN
No, I'm telling you. They can't 
take it anymore, and I don't 
blame them. Especially after 
Manila, and now this whole Jesus 
affair...Did you hear about the 
phone call John got??

(CONTINUED)
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NAT
Whoa, wait a minute...he's the 
one who ran his mouth, right?

BRIAN
voice rising( )

Yes, and I should have protected 
him! It's my responsibility!!. 
And the whole thing was taken 
entirely out of context! It was a 
bloody metaphor.

Nat looks around uncomfortably...other patrons glance 
sidelong. The whispers are audible..

NAT
OK, OK.. calm down. 

BRIAN
lowering his voice( )

I'm just...what do I do now? 
They're all I've got...I'm not a 
studio manager, Nat.

NAT
What about Cilla? And Gerry? 
They're doing well, right?

BRIAN
Yes, fine. I don't know. Cilla's 
upset with me, I think. And 
Gerry, bless him...he does his 
best.

He trails off, morose, shaking his head. Clearly 
distraught. Nat doesn't know what to say...

BRIAN (cont'd)
I think they're going to fire me 
when our contract's up.

NAT
What? Come on. That's just crazy 
talk - you're the reason they 
exist! They wouldn't do that to 
you...

BRIAN
They would if they didn't need 
me! And if they don't tour 
anymore, they don't!

(CONTINUED)
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NAT
Look, they'll come around... Let 
‘em back in the studio, let 'em 
get an album out. They'll miss 
the screaming girls, you'll see.

Brian is not optimistic.

NAT (cont'd)
grin( )

And besides, just think about 
that briefcase upstairs, huh? 
It's been a good couple weeks. 
Doesn't that cheer ya up?

Brian smiles... then his expression FLICKS to one of 
stark terror. He quickly tries to hide it, but it’s too 
late - Nat has noticed.

NAT (cont'd)
What.

BRIAN
No. It’s nothing..

NAT
No. It’s something. What did you 
just remember?

BRIAN
It’s fine, Nat. Don’t worry. 
Let’s get the bill...I’m sure 
he’s still sleeping.

Nat chokes on his drink...

NAT
livid( )

You left him in the room??!

BRIAN
Nat, please don’t make a scene. 

NAT
He’s a hustler, Brian! This is 
what they do!! Don’t you learn??

BRIAN
Nat, there’s no reason for the 
tone. I promise you he’s changed. 
Please just trust me.

Nat jumps up and moves quickly toward the hotel lobby as 
Brian looks around for the server.

CONTINUED:
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INT. BEVERLY HILLS HOTEL, LOS ANGELES - DAY

Brian and Nat walk into their adjoining rooms:

They’re trashed. Drawers pulled open, clothes 
everywhere, their suitcases dumped...it’s a mess.

NAT
under his breath( )

That fuckin’ guy... It’s GONE! My 
case is gone.

Brian stands - stunned, in shock. collapses in a heap.

BRIAN
My god..Nat. Twenty thousand 
doll....and...the....the..

NAT
What? What else?

BRIAN
Drugs, Nat! My PILLS!

Brian is on the verge of a panic attack. Nat tries to 
calm him, keeping their heads.

NAT
OK, OK. This’ll be OK. I’ll find 
him. He won’t get far with it.

BRIAN
Please...Nat, don’t, don’t hurt 
him...he’s not like that.

Brian sits on the bed, almost hyperventilating, as Nat 
looks at him incredulous.

 CUT TO: 

INT. CHAPEL STREET FLAT - NIGHT

Brian - as in Scene One - sits awake in his disheveled 
bed. He holds a PICTURE:

A boyish, teenage Brian, dressed well, stands arm-in-arm 
with a PRETTY WOMAN and a SMILING MAN - his parents, 
QUEENIE and HARRY Epstein.

They both look straight at the camera, beaming - Brian's 
reserved smile stands in stark contrast.

(CONTINUED)
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Brian holds the photo closer, looking deeply at his 
father. Tears build in his eyes:

FLASHBACK TO:

INT. LIVERPOOL COLLEGE - CLASSROOM - DAY

TITLE CARD: 1944

On a board in front of a class of ten-year olds are 
several maths problems. An OLD TEACHER points.

The teacher turns back to the class and sees something: 
his face drops.

OLD TEACHER
Brian Epstein!!

TEN-YEAR-OLD BRIAN jolts his head up, startled. He holds 
a large note-pad under his desk.

The teacher marches up to him.

OLD TEACHER (cont'd)
What have you got? Give it here, 
now.

Brian reluctantly brings the note-pad up as the class 
titters. The Old Teacher grabs it:

It’s gorgeous: a beautifully-drawn programme for a 
concert, featuring dancing ladies and elaborate fonts - 
Some of the women are topless, and very anatomically 
correct.

The Old Teacher looks at Brian. He’s decidedly not 
impressed. He motions to the door, and Brian - eyes 
brimming - rises and collects his things.

Ooohs spew forth from the mouths of the children, and as 
Brian walks out:

CHILD (O.S.)
under his breath( )

Jewboy..

Some snickers from the other children. Brian maintains a 
stiff walk, head high..

FADE TO:
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INT. HEADMASTER’S OFFICE - LIVERPOOL COLLEGE - DAY

Brian sits off to the side in the headmaster’s office, 
ignored.

Brian's PARENTS - HARRY, gruff and staid, and QUEENIE, 
pretty and demure but with fire in her eyes - sit in 
front of the HEADMASTER, looking over Brian’s programme. 

Brian hides in his imagination as their words float from 
far away...

HEADMASTER
...just not, how shall I say, 
right for our Academy. He might, 
perhaps be more comfortable in a 
place more suitable for his, 
uh...temperament..

QUEENIE
And what do you mean by that, 
Headmaster.

HARRY
Don't make a scene, Malka...

HEADMASTER
I'm sorry, Mr. and Mrs. Epstein. 
Our decision must stand.

QUEENIE
standing, indignant( )

Of course. Come, Harry.
to Brian( )

Let's go, young man!

Harry nods an apology to the headmaster as Queenie drags 
Brian out.

EXT. LIVERPOOL COLLEGE - DAY

Queenie storms out, Brian in tow. Harry rushes to catch 
up to them.

HARRY
Malka, slow down, please. What's 
gotten into you?

QUEENIE
What's gotten into you? Why are 
you not more cross?? Don't you 
see they've kicked him out 
because we're Jewish?

(CONTINUED)
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HARRY
The boy was drawing naked 
ladies...

QUEENIE
And that's enough to get him 
expelled? No - this is something 
else.

Harry sighs..he has no response.

QUEENIE (cont'd)
But good riddance, I say. He 
simply doesn't belong here, 
Harry.

HARRY
Well he doesn't seem to belong 
ANYwhere then, does he? How many 
schools can one boy go to in 
eleven years?

BRIAN
helpful( )

This is number five, Daddy.

HARRY
Hush, you. If you were paying 
attention to your studies, this 
wouldn't be happening.

QUEENIE
It's NOT his fault!

to Brian, soft( )
We'll find you another school, 
love. A Jewish school this time.

Harry sighs as he gets into the car.

FADE TO:

EXT. BEACONSFIELD SCHOOL, SUSSEX - DAY

The private, Jewish boarding school sits in the rolling 
English countryside.

INT. BEACONSFIELD SCHOOL DORMITORY - BRIAN'S ROOM

In one room with four bunks, Twelve-year-old Brian sits, 
studying a Hebrew text. 

(CONTINUED)
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He chants the melody, practicing - his voice is 
melodious, his ear perfect.

But he's interrupted - screams and wails sound from 
outside. Concerned, he goes to investigate...

INT. BEACONSFIELD SCHOOL DORMITORY - HALLWAY

Outside his room, a crowd has gathered in the main 
foyer - forty boys stand, transfixed, their faces stone.

The only sound is of two young voices crying in agony.

Brian moves forward. The crowd parts to reveal the 
source of the screams:

In full view of the entire student body, TWO BOYS are 
being caned, bare-bottoms and all. 

A deathly silence. Except for the boys' wails, which 
bounce off the stone walls.

Brian turns to an OLDER BOY:

BRIAN
whispering( )

What'd they do?

OLDER BOY
Headmaster caught 'em wankin' 
together...

Brian watches the whip as it hits the boys' bottoms - 
each whip reverberates in his eyes and ear. He's 
transfixed by the scene...almost in slow-motion from his 
POV...

The screams recede in his head as he continues to 
stare - ashamed of his excitement, but unable to look 
away.

FADE TO:

INT. WREKIN COLLEGE - DINING ROOM - DAY

VO under the FOLLOWING: 

Brian - a teenager now, wise beyond his years - stands 
at a mirror in a bathroom, meticulously combing his 
hair.

(CONTINUED)
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BRIAN (V.O.)
Dearest Father, I write to you 
now in a state of both excitement 
and nervousness, for it has come 
time for a change.

Other boys walk by - Brian catches a glimpse of them 
laughing at him in the mirror. He continues to comb.

INT. WREKIN COLLEGE - CLASSROOM - DAY

V.O. continues as Brian doodles. A STODGY TEACHER holds 
forth as we hear:

BRIAN (V.O.)
I'm afraid that the experience 
here at Wrekin is no longer what 
it should be. My studies, for 
example, are not what I would 
call engaging. 

The picture he draws is of a beautiful woman in a 
gorgeous gown, similar to his earlier drawing but 
without the nudity, and much more sophisticated and 
refined. It's stunning.

Then: An ERASER smacks him in the forehead.

STODGY TEACHER
Eyes UP, Mr. Epstein.

Brian looks around sheepishly as other boys contain 
their laughter.

INT. WREKIN COLLEGE - THEATER - DAY

With grand and theatrical motions, he choreographs a 
group of boys through a scene in a play...

BRIAN (V.O.)
And though there are certain 
things I enjoy, I have grown 
restless, and my time here has 
ceased to be productive.

He's clearly in his element at the helm of a production.

EXT. WREKIN COLLEGE - A RUGBY PITCH - DAY

A GROUP OF BOYS, dirty and torn, just done with a game, 
all walk together off the pitch. Among them is Brian...

(CONTINUED)
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...but he's immaculate. Not a scratch or a tear on him - 
even his shoes are fairly unstained. The other boys give 
him some side-long glances as they walk. VO Continues:

BRIAN (V.O.)
The so-called 'manly pursuits' 
around here, though mildly 
enjoyable, are taken far too 
seriously for an artistically-
minded person such as myself.

One of the boys (GRAHAM) calls over:

GRAHAM
biting sarcasm( )

Oy there, Eppy - not hurting, are 
you?

BRIAN
smiling( )

Not at all, Graham. I'm doing 
quite well, thanks.

Some boys shake their head in begrudging admiration, but 
Graham pushes it..

GRAHAM
loudly to another (
boy)

Nothing's too good for our boy, 
Epstine, eh?

BRIAN
That's Epsteen, I'll have you 
know.

Graham glares at him as Brian continues to walk, head 
held high - but lip quivering, just ever so slightly..

INT. WREKIN COLLEGE - BRIAN’S ROOM - DAY

Brian sits at a desk in his room, finishing the letter. 

Sketches of costumes and theatrical sets and all kinds 
of drawings hang on the wall in front of him. 

VO Continues as he writes:

BRIAN (V.O.)
And so, father, I write today to 
ask for your blessing. 

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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It is my sincere wish to leave 
BRIAN (V.O.) (cont'd)

this Wrekin I hate to embark on a 
career in fashion and design. I 
have developed quite a talent for 
this style of work, and I feel 
that it would be a fulfilling 
career for me to undertake.

Just then, TWO BOYS, sweaty and carrying a football, 
enter the room and head to their bunks.

They begin to change out of their clothes. Brian watches 
them sidelong, trying to hide his stare.

One of the boys, about to drop his trousers, notices 
Brian looking - he glares, pulling his trousers back up. 

Brian quickly turns back to his writing, mortified. He 
throws a discreet glance back at the boy, who has 
retreated behind his bunk.

Brian's ears burn as he examines his letter, then looks 
up to see the lad hurry out of the room in a towel.

Brian looks at the letter, then finishes it.

BRIAN (V.O.) (cont'd)
I would be ever so grateful for 
your support and understanding. I 
remain, as always, your loyal son 
BRIAN.

He signs it, then catches a glimpse of the OTHER BOY in 
the mirror.

The Boy is still shirtless - and he's staring right at 
Brian...

INT. THE EPSTEIN HOME - LIVERPOOL - DAY

The family sits in a tense silence. Harry holds the 
letter from Brian, and wears a slight scowl.

HARRY
breaking the silence( )

Well?

BRIAN
Please, Daddy...don't make me go 
back.

(CONTINUED)
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QUEENIE
Brian, no one is making you, but 
perhaps...

HARRY
interrupting( )

I mean, really, Brian.. You can't 
be serious - how can you possibly 
expect to make a career doing 
that? If you're going to quit 
your studies, at least do 
something useful.

BRIAN
bitter( )

Such as selling furniture, eh?

HARRY
Well, yes! It's better than 
throwing away your future on that 
other tosh!

BRIAN
Bloody hell, Dad.. 

HARRY
Don’t you swear at me!

QUEENIE
Brian! Apologize.

Brian sits stoic, unmoved, but sad to have upset his 
parents.

HARRY
Well apology or no, you either 
return to school tomorrow, or 
report to the shop on Monday. 
Nothing more to talk about.

He stands up and walks out - uncomfortable with being a 
taskmaster. Queenie glares as Brian sulks..

FADE TO:

EXT. EPSTEIN’S STORE - WALTON - DAY

As Harry looks on, Brian, well-dressed and dashing, 
stands over a dining room table talking to a posh woman.

From Harry's POV, the woman nods, smiling. Brian hands 
her a ticket and she heads to the till... 

(CONTINUED)
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Harry watches her go, then approaches his son.

HARRY
Brian...

BRIAN
Hmm?

HARRY
That lady there - didn't she come 
in asking to see that arched 
mirror?

BRIAN
Well yes, but that table goes so 
nicely with the mirror, don't you 
think? I had a feeling she'd 
agree.

Harry beams with pride over the sale. 

HARRY
Well done, son. 

Brian gives him a tight smile. 

HARRY (cont'd)
trying( )

Better than making underwear, 
isn't it?

Harry laughs at his joke, but Brian is not amused. He 
forces a smile out of respect, then turns back to work.

Harry sighs, conflicted.

FADE TO:

EXT. LIVERPOOL THEATRE - NIGHT

Brian - impeccably dressed - exits with the other 
theatregoers in the cold night. Elation on his face. He 
waves goodbye to some of the other patrons and makes his 
way down the street.

INT. THE EPSTEIN HOME - NIGHT

Excited, he walks in to find Harry and Queenie sitting 
down together.

(CONTINUED)

CONTINUED:
18.



BRIAN
Oh, Mummy! Daddy - you'll not 
believe the performance I just 
saw...

Harry holds an official letter in his hands. Brian sees 
the letter, and looks up to their faces.

BRIAN (cont'd)
What?

His face slowly falls as he sees the official ROYAL ARMY 
SEAL and realizes what they are holding.

FADE TO:

EXT. ALDERSHOT - ROYAL ARMY SERVICE CORP GROUNDS - DAY

A SERGEANT MAJOR barks orders at a platoon.

Brian, dressed in full army uniform, drills with the 
rest of them in the rain and mud.

Hopelessly out of place, he moves left when all others 
move right. The exercise ceases.

A whistle blows and a Sergeant Major stalks over.

MAJOR
EPSTEIN! GET WITH IT!!

Brian recoils, horrified and scared. Tears come to his 
eyes and he tries hard to hold them in.

FADE TO:

INT. PSYCHIATRIST’S OFFICE - DAY

Brian, in uniform, sits upright in a chair, trying to 
hide his nervous misery. Across from him, a PSYCHIATRIST 
sits.

PSYCHIATRIST
You've been reprimanded for 
impersonating an office. Can you 
explain why you did this?

BRIAN
It was unintentional, Sir. I was 
returning from a night out, and 
perhaps...was dressed a bit more 
sharply than usual.

(CONTINUED)
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PSYCHIATRIST
Yes, you seem to go out quite a 
bit on your nights off. Where do 
you go?

BRIAN
I go to the theatre with friends. 
Sometimes pubs.

CUT TO:

INT. ANOTHER PSYCHIATRIST’S OFFICE - DAY

The office switches - a 2ND PSYCHIATRIST sits across 
from Brian.

SECOND PSYCHIATRIST
What sort of friends are these?

BRIAN
uncomfortable( )

Just...friends.

SECOND PSYCHIATRIST
These friends - do they lead 
alternative lifestyles?

BRIAN
I'm not sure what you mean by 
that, Sir.

CUT TO:

INT. ANOTHER PSYCHIATRIST’S OFFICE - DAY

Another cut, and the office switches - a 3RD 
PSYCHIATRIST speaks.

THIRD PSYCHIATRIST
Are they flamboyant?

BRIAN
Well perhaps, but I'm not sure 
wha...

THIRD PSYCHIATRIST
Do you engage in homosexual 
behaviour?

Brian's eyes flash in fear.

(CONTINUED)
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BRIAN
No Sir..

CUT TO:

INT. YET ANOTHER PSYCHIATRIST’S OFFICE - DAY

Once more, we see another, FOURTH PSYCHIATRIST talking.

FOURTH PSYCHIATRIST
But you DO have those, er... 
thoughts, correct?

BRIAN
holding back tears( )

Perhaps, Sir. They are 
unbidden...

FOURTH PSYCHIATRIST
I understand, young man. You have 
a sickness. You must be careful 
to not allow it to control you.

BRIAN
Yes. I know. I will.

The psychiatrist sets his pen down to write. In ECU we 
see his words:

"Recommend discharge on medical grounds."

ON Brian's face, relieved and conflicted. A sweet, 
lyrical melody begins as we:

FADE TO:

INT. TRAIN - DAY 

Brian searches the platform as his train pulls in..then 
he sees Queenie, waving happily. He sighs, relaxed...

FADE TO:

INT. EPSTEIN’S STORE - WALTON - NIGHT

After hours, Brian stands in the window, arranging the 
display. He works diligently, with great attention to 
detail.

He steps back, satisfied with his work.
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FADE TO:

INT. EPSTEIN’S STORE - WALTON - DAY

Winter. Brian, in the store, rearranges a record 
display.

Construction goes on all around him - new bins being 
built, displays being moved: the store is remodeling to 
make room for a massive record collection.

Several WORKERS carry boxes of records in.

BRIAN
very much in charge( )

Please make sure that classical 
records are arranged by composer, 
not performer.

Harry walks by.

HARRY
So? Who's the girl?

BRIAN
blushing( )

She's just a friend, Daddy.

HARRY
ribbing( )

But you're taking her for a drive 
tomorrow, eh? Again?

Brian smiles, embarrassed...

EXT. LANCASHIRE COUNTRYSIDE - DAY

On a quintessentially English overcast day, Brian drives 
through the countryside - his eye wanders to his left, 
and he smiles at his passenger: 

SYLVIA MILLSTEIN, 17 years old and pretty - enjoying the 
drive...

INT. LIVERPOOL THEATRE

Brian - dressed beautifully as usual - sits next to 
Sylvia in the darkened theatre. He smiles at her - she 
smiles back, and he slips his hand into hers.
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INT. EPSTEIN HOME

Shabbat dinner has ended. The whole family gathers...
with Sylvia in attendance.

As everyone helps clears the table, Queenie talks with 
Sylvia in the 

KITCHEN

QUEENIE
So you're going to be studying 
drama, Sylvia?

SYLVIA
Oh yes. I'd love to work as an 
actress someday.

Brian pops in and drops off a dish..

BRIAN
Just one thing we have in common!

CLIVE (O.S.)
from the other room( )

Oh so you'd like to be an actress 
too, eh Brian?

Brian glares as Harry's smile drops imperceptibly. 

SYLVIA
to Queenie( )

If anyone could be an actor, it's 
Brian, though...

QUEENIE
Oh? And why is that?

SYLVIA
with admiration( )

Well he's just so...theatrical. 
I've never met anyone with his 
heightened dramatic sense. He's 
so very knowledgeable about art 
and music and theatre...it's 
really exciting being out with 
him.

QUEENIE
Yes, well if my son is anything, 
he's exciting...

(CONTINUED)
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Brian overhears this, and locks eyes briefly with his 
mother through the doorway... The subtext isn't lost on 
him. 

FADE TO:

INT. MAGIC CLOCK BAR - NIGHT

Brian enters the bar..unsure and awkward. He winds his 
way through the crush of people and stands at the bar.

Nervous, he motions for a drink.

He looks around. His gaze falls on a tough-looking 
sailor, who returns the look...excited inevitability in 
his eyes...

Until Brian swiftly downs his drink and makes a hasty 
exit.

FADE TO:

INT. A FANCY RESTAURANT - NIGHT

Brian and Sylvia sit at dinner - something he said has 
just landed, hard. Sylvia's face is frozen in shock, 
puzzled.

SYLVIA
You can't be serious.

BRIAN
somber( )

I have never been more serious.

SYLVIA
How can you make a claim like 
that, though?!

BRIAN
youthful enthusiasm( )

It's simply the truth. Isaac 
Stern's record of Bruch's 
Concerto is the greatest 
performance of a violin concerto 
in existence.

SYLVIA
What, with the Philadelphia 
Orchestra?? From America?

(CONTINUED)
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BRIAN
Yes, of course! They are among 
the best in the world.

SYLVIA
Rubbish...

BRIAN
I simply must play it for you, my 
dear..

Brian smiles. Endearing...Sylvia is very taken with him. 
She smiles back - both blushing a little..

SYLVIA
Well I suppose I should listen to 
it if we're to be married...

BRIAN
Ah. Yes...

An awkward laugh escapes him, followed by an equally 
awkward moment of silence. Brian avoids her look. 

Sylvia's smile diminishes, slightly.

SYLVIA
Shall we talk about it?

BRIAN
Well. Yes, I've been meaning to.

SYLVIA
So it was just the drink, eh?

BRIAN
No, no...Sylvia - when I asked 
you to marry me it wasn't because 
I was drunk. I sincerely meant 
it.

SYLVIA
knowing( )

However.

BRIAN
However. Yes. Well I, I just 
think it might be best if we 
simply...slowed down for stretch, 
hmm?

SYLVIA
I'm not sure what you mean by 
that. 

(MORE)
(CONTINUED)
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I told you, I'm in no great rush 
SYLVIA (cont'd)

or anything... but an engagement 
means something, you know..

BRIAN
Yes, of course it does...and I do 
want to be engaged to you.

SYLVIA
So you've said. And I want to be 
engaged to you.

BRIAN
Well - there you have it.

A forced chuckle. It lingers..

SYLVIA
softly, after a beat( )

Except...I mean, you say you want 
to - but you don't...seem very 
keen on it - except when you're 
three pints in..

Brian's face tightens - subtle, but pained.

BRIAN
No, Sylvia. I am - I am.. I just, 
well you see..

deciding( )
I've..I've got to explain myself.

SYLVIA
About what?

BRIAN
uncomfortable( )

Well. The thing is...I
I have a, sort of, confession, 
you see.

SYLVIA
Mmm?

BRIAN
a deep breath( )

Sylvia...

He looks around quickly, then lowers his voice...

BRIAN (cont'd)
Sylvia. I do wish to marry you. 
More than anything in the world, 
I wish we could get married.

(CONTINUED)
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SYLVIA
more curious than (
pleading)

But why couldn't we? I mean, 
we're young, of course. But why 
not get engaged?

Brian looks at her deeply. The guilt over what he's 
about to say almost overwhelms him...

BRIAN
It's just, you see, the thing 
about it is...sometimes we want 
to want something, but we can't 
actually want that thing...

OFF on Sylvia's puzzled - yet pained - look...

FADE TO:

INT. EPSTEIN HOME - NIGHT

...which turns back to Brian - his expression a twisted 
contortion of guilt, fear, sadness...and relief. He 
looks around the table:

The remnants of another elaborate Shabbat dinner cover 
the table in front of the family - his parents and 
Clive. 

They all sit in a shocked silence. 

Clive looks close to tears. Harry's face is frozen in 
confusion. Only Queenie shows understanding, but even 
she shows a hint of begrudging resignation...

The silence lasts. And lasts. Lingers for several beats 
until:

HARRY
Well...I mean, do we need to make 
such a fuss about it?

QUEENIE
Harry.

HARRY
I mean, why? Why do we have to 
even talk about this?

Brian tries to hold in his tears as he jolts up and runs 
to his bedroom.

(CONTINUED)
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QUEENIE
Brian, wait..

She GLARES at Harry as she gets up and runs after Brian.

Harry and Clive remain in a thick silence - which Harry 
breaks.

HARRY
muttering( )

I'm sorry, it's not a thing that 
needs discussion, is it?

CLIVE
Daddy...this is hard for him...

HARRY
I know...it's just, what I'm 
saying is that the heterosexual 
people don't constantly talk 
about sex and all that business 
all the time, so why is that the 
main thing in life when you're 
the other way? Why is it 
necessary to go on and on about 
it?

CLIVE
I don't think he wanted to talk 
about sex, Dad.. He just wants to 
be honest with us.

Harry sighs and looks toward the stairs.

INT. EPSTEIN HOME - BRIAN'S ROOM - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

Brian sits on his bed, Queenie next to him. Brian tries 
to stop the sniffles...

BRIAN
Mummy, I'm so sorry. 

QUEENIE
There's nothing to apologize for, 
my love. Please, you've done 
nothing wrong.

BRIAN
I have - I've let everyone 
down...

(CONTINUED)
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QUEENIE
No, no...Brian, please. Listen. 
I've always known, d'you hear? 
For years, and I love you all the 
same...

Brian looks up.

BRIAN
You..you have? How?

Queenie looks at him...

CUT TO:

INT. A POSH CLOTHING STORE - SPAIN - DAY

FLASHBACK

Queenie holds up a dress in front of the mirror. Brian, 
13 years old, stands next to her, along with a HOT 
SPANISH SALESMAN.

BRIAN
Oh, NO mummy.. I do believe that 
the ambrose is much more 
suitable.

HOT SALESMAN
Oh, yes, Mrs. Epstein. Your son 
is absolutamente true.

Hot Salesman and Brian exchange a quick, furtive 
moment...Queenie notices..

END FLASHBACK

BACK TO:

INT. EPSTEIN HOME - BRIAN’S ROOM - NIGHT

QUEENIE
Call it a mother's intuition, 
love.

BRIAN
But - what about Sylvia? You were 
always so welcoming to her...

QUEENIE
That poor girl. She really had no 
idea, did she?

(CONTINUED)
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BRIAN
No..I hurt her, Mummy.. I didn't 
want to.

QUEENIE
For a moment there I thought you 
seemed happy with her, and she's 
Jewish and sweet... but I guess I 
realized...

her voice catches( )
Brian, I just want you to be 
happy, my darling boy. That's all 
any of us want.

They embrace. The door creaks open, and Harry pokes his 
head in.

Brian stands up, quickly, trying to regain his 
composure..

HARRY
No, sit down. Brian..look, son. I 
know this is..er, difficult. For 
you. And...I'm.. Well. It'll...it 
will all be OK.... OK?

He stops, awkwardly, not knowing what else to say...

HARRY (cont'd)
OK.

And without another word, he walks out and closes the 
door behind him. 

Queenie turns to him..

QUEENIE
Give him time, dear.

INT. EPSTEIN HOME - FOYER - CONTINUOUS

Harry stops at the top of the stairs and sits, heavily. 
Clive stands at the bottom, and looks up at him.

Harry's eyes glisten, just barely.

FADE TO:

EXT. LIVERPOOL THEATRE - NIGHT

The powerful Marquee proclaims BRIAN BEDFORD and HELEN 
LYNDSAY starring.

CONTINUED:
30.



INT. LIVERPOOL THEATRE - NIGHT

In the darkened theatre, Brian - no longer a teenager -  
sits in the very first row, enraptured by the action 
onstage.

HELEN LYNDSAY, late 20's, a beautiful and effervescent 
actress, and BRIAN BEDFORD, early 20's - a dashing 
leading man - perform a scene.

Brian is riveted - smitten with the lights and stage.

He watches, closer and closer... Soon, he's up there 
himself...performing a powerful speech to a massive 
audience - pure joy as he's on stage, and as he finishes 
the audience EXPLODES with applause...

BACK TO the present: Brian sees the lights come up as 
the case takes its curtain call. He joins the applause 
cheering louder than anyone.

INT. BASSETT BAR - LIVERPOOL - NIGHT

In the bustling bar, a stylish "apres-theatre" crowd 
drinks and laughs. Brian sits at a table with the 
actors - familiar and friendly.

BEDFORD
Well come on - this play is sort 
of just Pygmalion, isn't it? Just 
with twins...

Helen and Brian laugh. Brian is clearly enjoying 
himself.

BRIAN
Oh, but you're marvelous in it! 
It's just magical.

BEDFORD
Well thank you, that's very 
sweet. But you'll be up there 
before you know it, love.

BRIAN
embarrassed( )

You think so?

BEDFORD
Not a doubt, I told you. When's 
the audition again?

(CONTINUED)

31.



HELEN
One month. I've got him working 
on Cymbeline.

BEDFORD
Not bad, not bad... you'll be 
fine.

HELEN
Have you spoken with your 
parents?

BRIAN
About RADA?

evasive( )
Yes, well..they weren't too keen 
on the idea at first..

BEDFORD
Bah! Bloody civilians..

Helen smiles.

BRIAN
interrupting( )

And YET - they've come to see the 
merits in the idea, and my father 
has agreed to it.

BEDFORD
That's the way, mate! Nothing 
wrong with a bit of parental 
dosh, is there?

Brian forces a smile, but this stings...Bedford 
notices..

BEDFORD (cont'd)
Oh come now...just havin' a 
laugh. We all need some help in 
life, mate. ESPECIALLY our kind.

he raises his glass, (
with mock drama)

To the thea-tre!

They all toast. As Brian drinks, he peers over the top 
of the glass and notices a HANDSOME BOY staring 
intently.

They hold each other's gaze for a long moment, Brian 
smiling subtly.

(CONTINUED)
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BEDFORD (cont'd)
Say, where's that bird of yours? 
What was her name? Sally? You two 
were always here together.

Brian breaks the moment with the Handsome Boy, a little 
flustered but hiding it well enough..

BRIAN
embarrassed( )

Sylvia. She... we were not quite 
right for each other. And 
besides, I'm planning for RADA 
and she's got her life to live, 
and well...yes. That's over, 
shall we say..

He trails off - Bedford and Helen exchange a knowing 
look.

BEDFORD
Well, probably for the best, 
mate. It's good you were honest.

Brian relaxes a little, happy for the acceptance..

INT. BASSETT BAR - NIGHT - LATER

The three of them stumble out into the night, laughing.

Brian is mid-soliloquy, reciting the text loudly and 
flamboyantly. His mannerisms don't mesh with the words, 
and Bedford and Helen notice.

BRIAN
Dishonour not your mothers; now 
attest that those whom you call'd 
fathers did beget you. Be copy 
now to men of grosser blood, And 
teach them how to war!

Bedford and Helen exchange a look.

HELEN
I think, Brian, that perhaps you 
should work on something a bit 
less...soldierly?

Brian's face turns beet red...Bedford laughs.

(CONTINUED)
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BEDFORD
Bloody hell, mate - you need to 
be ready to hear worse criticism 
than that! Helen here will do you 
right, you'll see.

HELEN
See you Saturday.

She hugs him warmly, and then stumbles off with Bedford, 
leaving Brian to stand alone. 

As he stands there, he lights a cigarette and leans 
against the wall, waiting.

The speech from Cymbeline begins in Brian’s head, as we 
see the HANDSOME BOY from earlier exit the bar. He and 
Brian lock eyes.

BRIAN (V.O.)
Most welcome, bondage! for thou 
art away, think, to liberty: yet 
am I better Than one that's sick 
o' the gout; since he had rather
Groan so in perpetuity than be 
cured By the sure physician, 
death, who is the key To unbar 
these locks.

Underneath the voice-over, the two of them wordlessly 
look at each other for a few beats. Then the young man 
approaches..

Brian - heart racing - stands his ground and waits. The 
Young Man comes up, close, whispering something into 
Brian's ears.  

A mess of indecision and fear, Brian considers for a 
second, almost giving in...then - EXCEEDINGLY polite - 
he backs away and shakes his head, walking swiftly 
toward home..

INT. RADA REHEARSAL ROOM - DAY

Speech continues as Brian stands in a rehearsal room, 
half-costumed. He picks up from the voiceover:

(CONTINUED)
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BRIAN
My conscience, thou art fetter'd 
More than my shanks and wrists: 
you good gods, give me the 
penitent instrument to pick that 
bolt, then, free for ever! Is't 
enough I am sorry?

He stands awkwardly, not exactly knowing what to do with 
his arms. It's not terribly good acting. Suddenly:

DIRECTOR (O.S.)
Hold, hold.

The DIRECTOR walks into the space.

DIRECTOR
Brian. How can I say this? You...
now don't get me wrong, your 
passion is apparent, but you need 
to...just.. fucking RELAX 
already! Please!

Brian's face falls, his cheeks flush. He holds in the 
tears.

DIRECTOR (cont'd)
Right, once again please. We're 
moving on this time.

INT. LONDON COFFEE SHOP - NIGHT

Brian sits, alone and miserable, drinking a cup of 
coffee. A playbill sits on the table. 

He looks around for potential companionship, but finds 
none.

EXT. SWISS COTTAGE TUBE - NIGHT

Brian exits the tube, still downtrodden. He walks off 
the stairs.

Leaning against a wall next to the sign for the men's 
lavatory, is a SULLEN MAN, in hat and overcoat. They 
catch each others' eye. Brian - heart racing - walks 
purposefully in the lavatory, under the Sullen Man's 
watchful eye.

CONTINUED:
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INT. PUBLIC LAVATORY - SWISS COTTAGE TUBE - CONTINUOUS

As Brian does his business, Sullen Man enters, goes to 
the sink and starts washing his hands. Brian forces 
himself to look straight ahead, his pulse quickening.

Sullen Man turns to look at Brian, who allows himself a 
glance, but quickly turns away.

The Man finishes and takes his time leaving the 
lavatory. Brian, beginning to sweat, zips up and washes 
his hands. He takes a moment before exiting, trying to 
make sure Sullen Man has gone...

EXT. PUBLIC LAVATORY - SWISS COTTAGE TUBE - CONTINUOUS

But as he walks out, he sees Sullen Man standing outside 
the station entrance, on the corner.

Brian gathers his courage and continues, passing very 
close by. The Man stands, unmoving, watching.

Brian walks by...and then turns. Suddenly: they're face 
to face, eyes locked on each other.

BRIAN
Hi.

SULLEN MAN
Hello.

BRIAN
What are you doing out so late?

SULLEN MAN
Not much.

An awkward silence as Brian shifts his feet nervously. 
The Man doesn't budge.

BRIAN
Do you..do you know anywhere to 
go?

SULLEN MAN
No. You?

After a moment:

(CONTINUED)
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BRIAN
nodding to the (
street corner)

There's an open field just around 
there.

SULLEN MAN
Show me.

Brian's heart races - he struggles to calm his nerves. 
They stand there, unmoving. The Man looks at him 
expectantly.

BRIAN
I..uh.. It's rather dangerous. I 
think...I must be home.

SULLEN MAN
nonplussed( )

OK.

Brian waits a moment, then turns and marches swiftly 
back toward the High Street.

He turns the corner, walking with purpose. He glances 
back:

The man is following...and he's been joined by ANOTHER 
MAN, dressed similarly.

Brian's heartbeat goes into overdrive, but he forces 
himself to walk slower, trying to feign disinterest...

They approach. Brian braces himself to run...but 
something is wrong. 

He sees a FLASH of metal as the Men move swiftly toward 
him - Brian is held by the arms as he sees the BADGE up 
close. He freezes in terror.

SULLEN MAN (cont'd)
Right, you're under arrest, 
please come with us.

The COPS pulls a stunned, scared Brian by the arms and 
shove him down the street. 

BRIAN
scared( )

Is this necessary? What did I 
do??

(CONTINUED)
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They march on down the street and get into a waiting 
police vehicle. Brian presses his head against the 
window, on the verge of panic...

FADE TO:

INT. TRAIN - DAY

...Brian's face still pressed against the window, the 
panic replaced by sadness as he watches the English 
countryside skim past.

Next to him sits MAX EAKINS, early 30’s, lawyerly and 
imposing. Brian, barely hearing, continues staring out 
the window as Max speaks.

MAX (O.C.)
..You're very lucky your father 
sent me down. 

Outside, the rolling green fields pass by - Brian 
focuses on a group of cows grazing in the distance.

BRIAN
Was my Father upset with me, Mr. 
Eakins?

MAX
He's worried about you. Down here 
all alone, doing this drama 
business. It's messing with your 
head, lad. 

Brian - almost blank - turns back and watches the 
countryside go by. Max's words waft into his head, 
distant...

MAX (cont'd)
Look, here's some advice. It's 
all well and good to dream about 
this and that, but you have a 
safe home, wealthy parents...why 
waste it? Give up these silly 
endeavors. Your father would love 
to have you back at the shop - he 
told me as much - and if you ask 
me, you owe him after what you've 
put him through.

OFF on Brian, pensive.

FADE TO:
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INT. EPSTEIN HOME - NIGHT

The door opens, and Brian steps in... he sees his 
parents sitting, waiting for him.

Queenie stands and runs to him, and Brian collapses into 
her, crying. Harry walks over. 

Brian stands up straight and Harry gives him a strong 
hug.

HARRY
We're glad you're back, young 
man.

BRIAN
If it's OK with you - I think, 
I'd like to come back. Perhaps 
back to work?

Harry holds him tighter. Queenie sighs in relief. 

HARRY
Of course, son. Whatever you'd 
like.

FADE TO:

EXT. MAGIC CLOCK BAR - NIGHT

A small neon clock above a nondescript door gently 
illuminates the narrow alley. A solitary figure walks 
toward it. 

CU ON SIGN: "The Magic Clock"

The figure enters.

INT. MAGIC CLOCK BAR - NIGHT

The figure is a 24-year-old Brian, dressed impeccably. 
He moves fluidly through the dark, cozy bar, filled with 
young, artsy types. At the bar, he nudges someone.

PETER BROWN, 22, soft and warm, turns, surprised.

BRIAN
Bloody hell, I know we’re trying 
to hide this place, but sometimes 
it is SUCH a dreadful walk down 
that alleyway..

(CONTINUED)
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Peter turns and smiles. Brian motions for a drink.

PETER
Mr. Epstein. How goes it? 

Brian smiles as a gin is put in front of him. He downs 
it in one swig, motions for another one, then turns to 
take in the scene.

BRIAN
Another lovely night at the Magic 
Cock, eh?

dry( )
What a scene.

PETER
Yes. Perhaps we could have a more 
quiet drink this time?

BRIAN
Now now, where’s your sense of 
adventure?

Brian downs his second drink and motions for a refill.

PETER
How is business?

BRIAN
Brilliant, actually. My dear 
father is opening up a new branch 
in Whitechapel that will focus on 
records. And guess who is to be 
in charge?

He mock bows as Peter expresses his surprise.

PETER
Still can’t wrap my head around 
that one. You selling beat music.

BRIAN
Well it’s not so much a matter of 
me liking it, John. I guess I'm 
just good at providing it for 
people that do.

PETER
Well. Glad you found your niche.

BRIAN
Yes. Perhaps.

(CONTINUED)
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Brian looks around, more interested in the scene than 
the conversation. He locks eyes with a particularly 
rough-looking STRANGER...and Peter notices. 

PETER
Give it a rest, Brian. What do 
you see in those bruising tossers 
anyway?

BRIAN
Jealous?

PETER
Not in the least. I just don't 
want to see you killed.

Brian takes another drink as he keeps his eye on the 
rough stranger. Peter shakes his head in defeat as we:

FADE TO:

INT. BRIAN’S CAR - NIGHT - LATER

Over an ominous symphony, Brian drives on a country 
road, in the darkness. He looks to his passenger side 
and grins: in the seat sits the rough STRANGER from the 
bar.

EXT. COUNTRY FIELD - NIGHT

Brian steers into a pull-off near a grove and turns off 
the car.

He exits the car, tipsy, anticipation on his face. The 
Stranger exits as well.

POV of the Stranger, walking behind Brian, who leads him 
swiftly, confidently toward a grove, eager and ready for 
what’s to come.

Suddenly, the Stranger picks up his pace and approaches 
Brian, his arm raised - Brian turns at the last second 
and lets out a SCREAM as the Stranger pounces.

A WHACK across his face and Brian is down...the Stranger 
advances as Brian tries to crawl away.

STRANGER
Fuckin' POOF! What'd ya think, 
I'd just whip out me knob for ya?

(CONTINUED)
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The Stranger pulls back his leg and THUDS his foot into 
Brian's ribs. Brian chokes in agony, winded, writhing on 
the ground.

The Stranger reaches down and pulls Brian's head up, 
looking him right in the eye..

STRANGER (cont'd)
I should kill you, you fucking 
fairy..

He cocks his fist...Brian, in his haze, braces 
himself...and as the fist shoots toward him, all goes 
BLACK.

FADE TO:

INT. EPSTEIN HOME - NIGHT

TWO DETECTIVES - one STOCK, one WIRY - sit at the dining 
room table.

Nearby, Brian, nervous - his face bruised and battered - 
sits on the sofa next to his mother, while Harry paces. 

They sit in silence, waiting. Nervous. Then:

The phone pierces through the room. One of the 
detectives motions to Brian to answer. Petrified, he 
stands and does so:

BRIAN
voice quivering( )

Yes....yes. I will be there. Yes. 
200 quid, I know.

He drops the receiver into the cradle and looks up with 
panic-stricken eyes.

BRIAN (cont'd)
Please, Mummy, I can't...

He runs into his mother's arms, overcome. The two 
detectives exchange a glance.

STOCKY DETECTIVE
This is the only way, lad.

HARRY
Brian, you need to listen to the 
detectives. This bloke'll never 
go away unless we catch him..

(CONTINUED)
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BRIAN
But can't we just pay him? I'm 
sure he won't tell anyone if we 
just paid him! He... he didn't 
mean to do what he did. It's all 
my fault!

QUEENIE
Please, Brian. This is the only 
way..

WIRY DETECTIVE
Blackmail is a major offense, 
young man. Even if you pay him, I 
guarantee these lies he's 
threatening to tell will be all 
over the papers. A prominent 
family such as yours needs to be 
careful with such things.

STOCKY DETECTIVE
All you have to do is point him 
out and we'll nab him.

HARRY
And you PROMISE his identity is 
protected, yeah? No newspapers or 
public trial or other nonsense?

WIRY DETECTIVE
You have nothing to worry about, 
sir. Brian will have to identify 
him in court, but no press.

QUEENIE
whispering( )

Come, Brian. Please..

Brian, sniffling, decides and stands up.

FADE TO:

INT. COURTROOM - LIVERPOOL - DAY

Brian sits in the empty room between Queenie and Harry, 
almost shivering with fear. He hears nothing except his 
own racing heart as the judge reads the sentence.

He tries hard to avoid looking at the DEFENDANT - but he 
fails. 

It's the Stranger who beat him. 

(CONTINUED)
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The judge concludes, and the Stranger is led off. As he 
passes Brian, he looks him right in the eye.

STRANGER
calm, cold( )

I'm gonna find you, boy.

Brian DARTS his head away, frozen in fear...he clutches 
his mother's hand...

A WRACKED, MUFFLED SOB sounds...

CUT TO:

INT. CHAPEL STREET FLAT - BRIAN'S ROOM - DAY

Back in 1967, the older Brian pushes his face into his 
pillow, curled up into a ball. He holds the picture of 
himself and his parents in his hands.

His sobs are violent and intense, but barely audible 
through the pillow.

The phone rings...someone picks it up.

Slowly, he makes his crying subside, pulling himself 
together. He listens, intently, just able to hear the 
muffled voice of ANTONIO - his butler, Spanish accent - 
through the walls:

ANTONIO (O.S.)
Yes, Epstein residence? Yes, 
hello Mr. Brown...no, no Mr. 
Brian he is still asleep...yes. I 
will, when he awakens up sir, 
yes. Thank you.

The click of the receiver reverberates in his head. He 
sits up and grabs the drink again and pops one pill, 
carefully replacing the cap.

Sniffling, he sets the photo down gently on the bed next 
to him, then leans back and tries to sleep...

FADE TO:

EXT. NORTH END MUSIC STORE (NEMS) - DAY

Brian - now a dapper adult, confident and polished - 
approaches the shop window. The window display is 
elaborate and theatrical - a marvel.

(CONTINUED)
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Brian sees something in the window and frowns. Upset, he 
runs in.

INT. NEMS - DAY - CONTINUOUS

Inside the store, the place is jumping. Teenagers crowd 
around the bins, sifting through records.

Brian marches into the window and fixes the problem: One 
of the records on display had rotated, leaving the label 
upside-down.

Upset, he stalks over to RUTH, 22 and pleasant, who 
stands at the till.

BRIAN
Ruth, part of your responsibility 
is to keep watch on our displays. 
Would you please button it up!

Ruth takes the scolding in stride, with contrition...

RUTH
Yes, Mr. Brian. I'm so sorry.

Brian softens - suddenly. A quick change.

BRIAN
That's fine, love. Just don't let 
it happen again, mmm?

He turns to head to the office but Ruth stops him.

RUTH
Oh, excuse me - Mr. Brian? Should 
I...do something about them? 
They've been here all day...

She points over to one of the private listening booths: 
THREE UNKEMPT LADS in leather jackets and jeans have 
crammed themselves in, all listening to a record.

They look suspiciously familiar, but barely recognizable 
without the mop-tops...

BRIAN
a grin( )

Just encourage them to buy after 
they try.

CUSTOMER (O.S.)
Excuse me, I'm looking for the 
new Everly Brothers record.

(CONTINUED)
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BRIAN
a look at Ruth( )

Do we have the new Everly 
Brothers record?

RUTH
I don't believe so, Mr. Brian.

BRIAN
to the customer( )

Leave your name and number with 
Ruth here, and we'll have the 
record in by the end of the week.

CUSTOMER
Aw, cheers mate. You're the first 
shop to even try to get it!

BRIAN
That's what we do.

Just then ALISTAIR TAYLOR comes over - he's young and 
mousy, energetic and loyal.

ALISTAIR
Mr. Brian, the HMV rep is here.

Brian follows him.

INT. NEMS - BRIAN’S OFFICE - DAY

The HMV REP - well-fed and self-important - waits 
patiently. When Brian walks in, he almost bows in 
greeting.

HMV REP
Mr. Brian Epstein! Such an honor.

BRIAN
Yes, quite. What have you got 
today, sir?

HMV REP
This is John Leyton’s new single. 
He sang it on Compact last night.

BRIAN
Ah, yes. I’ve heard of him.

The rep reaches into his bag and brings out the record, 
then moves over to the player. Alistair whispers in 
Brian ear.

(CONTINUED)
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ALISTAIR
hushed( )

I watched that program. It’s 
bollocks.

Brian doesn't respond as the music begins: 

John Leyton’s “Johnny Remember Me” plays and Brian 
listens intently for a few beats.

BRIAN
200 copies.

ALISTAIR
Sorry??

HMV REP
Brilliant!

BRIAN
That’s going to be number one.

Alistair begins to protest - but Brian stops him with a 
look. The song continues over the following..

INT. NORTH END MUSIC STORE (NEMS) - NIGHT

Brian works late at night, diligently fixing the window 
displays.

INT. NORTH END MUSIC STORE (NEMS) - DAY

The shop is mobbed. Brian stands above it all, watching 
the crowd. He’s a picture of success, but there is 
restlessness behind his eyes.

INT. THE MAGIC CLOCK - NIGHT

He enters very tentatively. The place is buzzing. He 
stands at the edge of the bar, shyly watching the people 
intently, but not saying anything.

He drinks. And drinks. The night morphs into a blur of 
faces and music and drinks, more and more intense...
until:

CUT TO:
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EXT. BRIAN’S CAR - DAWN

The music ends.

As the sun rises over a field, Brian jolts awake in the 
driver’s seat of his car. Disheveled, with a split lip 
and dried blood on his face..

In pain, he looks around: 

He’s alone.

CUT TO:

INT. PUB - DAY

Brian sits, talking through a slightly swollen lip. 
Across from him is Peter Brown, now 25, smart and 
intense. 

BRIAN
Splendid, Peter.. NEMS is just 
growing so fast.

PETER
Yes, excited to be a part of it.

he holds up a paper( )
And, truth be told, your offer 
makes it a fairly easy decision.

BRIAN
gleam in his eye( )

Well I'm quite good at courting.

Peter takes the flirtation in stride and motions for a 
couple of pints as Brian looks out toward the pub 
crowd..

He sees someone who seems to be approaching: from afar, 
the man looks vaguely similar to THE STRANGER from the 
blackmailing episode. Menacing.

Brian stiffens slightly as the man walks up...and 
continues on, passing harmlessly. Peter notices.

PETER
Who was that?

BRIAN
Nobody..I'm sorry. I, I just...
I'm a bit nervous today, is all.

(CONTINUED)
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PETER
About what?

BRIAN
a deep breath, (
deciding)

I just...I think that might have 
been him.

PETER
Who?

BRIAN
That...man. The...uh.. The 
blackmailer...

PETER
But that was years ago, wasn't 
it?

BRIAN
Two. He was released last week.

PETER
Come now, Brian - he'd be a fool 
to try anything after all this 
time.

BRIAN
Perhaps. 

PETER
re: Brian's lip( )

I see that the episode didn't 
really teach you anything, 
though..

Brian's face falls.

BRIAN
It's not like that! There are 
just...misunderstandings, is all.

PETER
Well I'd be more worried about it 
happening again if I were you...

BRIAN
a big sigh( )

Oh, I know...I'm just - I'm so 
stressed is all. My mother thinks 
I should take a holiday.

(CONTINUED)
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PETER
And will you?

BRIAN
I suppose... 

PETER
Must be nice, to be able to just 
up and go on holiday like that..

BRIAN
Well, yes, but...I don't know...

He trails off, his thoughts distant...

PETER
Brian - would you mind if I made 
a friendly observation?

BRIAN
That depends, doesn't it? I am 
your boss now.

PETER
careful( )

I just - it seems to me, you're 
never quite satisfied.

BRIAN
Oh?

PETER
Well yes. I mean, here you are, 
successful and well-known for it, 
lamenting the possibility of a 
holiday, and you're sitting 
there, morose and worried about 
some bloke from the past. It just 
doesn't quite make sense..

BRIAN
pensive( )

Let me ask you: what do you want 
out of your life?

PETER
taken aback( )

Sorry?

BRIAN
If you could have anything in 
your life, what would it be?

(CONTINUED)
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PETER
Well...I don't know..success? 
Comfort? Love, I guess...

BRIAN
Mmm...that's all anybody wants, 
right? But there are certain 
artistic types, certain people 
who need more, for whom that's 
not enough. You see?

PETER
And I assume you're one of those 
artistic types?

BRIAN
It just seems to me that to yearn 
for 'love' is so small-minded. I 
need to live. I can't waste my 
time chasing after some nebulous 
pursuit whose only reward is a 
quiet, affluent life with all the 
other Joneses.

PETER
So you'd rather spend your life 
chasing after a bunch of blokes 
who might end it all for you, is 
that it? Go out in a blaze of 
glory, eh?

BRIAN
That's not fair...

PETER
But it's accurate, Brian. You're 
asking for it. You run after 
them, thinking they'll bring you 
this dangerous, exciting life you 
crave - but dangerous is not a 
joke. If you're not careful, 
these yearnings you have will 
lead to a dark place.

BRIAN
Well. Thank you. I appreciate 
your concern.

PETER
I am concerned, Brian. And so is 
your family.

(CONTINUED)
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BRIAN
My family...yes, they are a 
concerned lot, aren't they?

PETER
And rightfully so. Your mother is 
a nervous woman, yes, but she's 
loving and caring and just wants 
to see you happy. You don't know 
how lucky you are to have that - 
and you shouldn't worry her more.

BRIAN
smiling( )

I'll tell her you said so. She's 
fond of you too.

Peter doesn't know what else to say...

BRIAN (cont'd)
You know, I think I will take 
that holiday after all.

PETER
defeated( )

Oh. Lovely. Where will you go?

CUT TO:

EXT. MADRID STREET - DAY

Brian walks down a bustling street, pasty and pale - 
very out of place among the dark-skinned Spaniards.

He wanders among stalls in an open-air market, 
transfixed and in love.

EXT. STADIUM - MADRID - DAY

Brian stands in a phone booth, just outside a 
bullfighting stadium. Around him, the crowd files in:

BRIAN
Yes, yes - it's lovely here, 
mother - you'd not believe how 
it's changed.

QUEENIE (O.S.)
Splendid, dear! So glad you're 
enjoying yourself...

A siren sounds, signaling the start of the event..

(CONTINUED)
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BRIAN
That's the show, Mummy. I've got 
to go. Love to Dad!

He hangs up and - trying to contain his excitement - 
joins the crowd and heads in.

INT. STADIUM - MADRID - DAY

In the stadium, Brian is transfixed by the bullfight. He 
sits alone, mesmerized by the action in the ring - pure 
exhilaration. He is completely turned on by the 
theatricality, the violence.

He enters a dream: flashes of his hallucination in Act I 
in which HE is the matador, playing to the crowd.

BACK TO the stadium: he snaps out of it. The bull dies 
and the matador salutes the beast, then takes a bow. 

Brian cheers louder than anyone - like a pre-teen fan of 
a boy band.

INT. BAR IN MADRID - NIGHT

Brian sits at a packed bar, giddy over the plethora of 
beautiful men. He smiles at one in particular, playing 
coy. 

CUT TO:

INT. HOTEL ROOM - MADRID - DAY

The sun pours through the window in a disheveled room. 
Brian lays, naked, on the bed.

Empty bottles, strewn everywhere - an open bottle of 
pills nearby, the pills spilled on the table. A forest 
of ashed-out cigarettes covers the room.

Brian wakes up and looks around the room - expectant. 
The other side of the gargantuan bed is unmade, but 
unoccupied. The room devoid of other people.

He clocks his wallet on the dresser - open, and empty.

FADE TO:
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INT. NEMS - BRIAN’S OFFICE - DAY

Brian in his office, unpacking a large, framed poster...

BILL HARRY - mid-20's, earnest - appears, carrying a 
stack of magazines.

BRIAN
Bill. Please come in.

BILL
Welcome back, Mr. Epstein. How 
was it?

BRIAN
Brilliant. Just brilliant. 

He pulls out the poster and holds it up - it's a large, 
beautiful black-and-white print of a bullfighter, mid-
performance. [The same print that hangs in his bedroom 
at the opening.]

But now we get a good look at it: The bull has two 
swords sticking out of its bloody neck and the matador 
swings his cape wildly - a stunning action shot.

BRIAN (cont'd)
What do you think?

BILL
a little disturbed( )

That's a good shot, that is..

Brian hangs it with loving care, then steps back to 
admire it.

BILL (cont'd)
That bull got it good, eh? Poor 
guy..

BRIAN
Well he's hardly poor. These 
bulls live wonderful lives - 
they're treated like professional 
athletes, you know. Have you ever 
seen a bullfight?

BILL
Can't say that I have..

BRIAN
It's so much more than you think. 
It's a ballet. 

(MORE)
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The most beautiful and riveting 
BRIAN (cont'd)

ballet you've ever seen.

BILL
Pretty violent ballet, though, 
no?

BRIAN
Well perhaps, but it's the 
violence that makes it art. And 
the matador is unrivaled as an 
artist...he doesn't hesitate or 
flee. He squares off against this 
beast with grace and panache, and 
always wins.

Brian forgets about Bill and stares at the poster with 
awe, reliving his feelings from the experience...

BILL
a bit uncomfortable( )

Right...well when you want, I’ve 
got the next issue here with your 
column..

He puts the magazines down on the desk - a local rock 
newsletter called "Merseybeat.'

Brian snaps out of it and grabs a copy, glancing through 
it, checking for his byline...and there it is: 

"STOP THE WORLD AND LISTEN TO EVERYTHING IN IT - BRIAN 
EPSTEIN OF NEMS"

He beams with pride...then something catches his eye. On 
the same page as his column is another headline: 

“THE BEATLES TAKE HAMBURG, SIGN RECORDING CONTRACT.” 

Next to the headline is a small picture of the young 
BEATLES: Leather jackets and denim, looking very much 
the scruffy rock band.  

Brian, intrigued, lets his gaze linger on the picture...

FADE TO:

INT. NORTH END MUSIC STORE (NEMS) - DAY

Amidst the bustle, RAYMOND JONES, 18, hip and youthful, 
makes his way to the front counter, where Brian stands, 
writing in a ledger.

(CONTINUED)
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RAYMOND
‘Scuse me...

Brian looks up, and his eyes light up when he sees the 
attractive young man standing in front of him.

BRIAN
Yes, what can I help you with?

RAYMOND
Yeah, well I’m trying to find a 
single - s'called My Bonnie - by 
the Beatles...

Brian writes the name down - he glances over to the 
'Merseybeat' magazine, on the counter...

INT. NEMS - BRIAN'S OFFICE

Brian sits reading Merseybeat as Alistair walks in.

ALISTAIR
So I've not found the Beatles 
anywhere, but 'My Bonnie' is a 
single recorded by Tony Sheridan 
and the Beat Brothers in Hamburg.

BRIAN
The Beat Brothers, eh?

ALISTAIR
That's right.

BRIAN
dry( )

Interesting coincidence.

ALISTAIR
Well, yeah, I thought so too.

BRIAN
Yes, well let's get that in, 
shall we? One hundred copies.

EXT. NORTH END MUSIC STORE (NEMS) - DAY

From outside, we see Brian fixing up the window 
display - he drops a new sign in: “BEATLES AVAILABLE 
HERE.”

He watches as two kids stop on the street and double-
take at the sign, then run into the shop, excited...
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FADE TO:

INT. EPSTEIN HOME

In the family room, Max Eakins and Harry sit, looking at 
Brian, who stands next to the record player, an excited 
and expectant look on his face. 

Queenie stands apart, listening.

An uncomfortable silence settles on the room - the 
'adults' all exchange glances, unsure of what to say. 

MAX
breaking the silence( )

Brian, forgive me, but that was 
some of the worst music I've ever 
heard.

BRIAN
Well you're not in the shop all 
day, are you? You don't see every 
teenager in Liverpool listening 
to it over and over?

HARRY
I'm inclined to agree with Mr. 
Eakins.. what do you know about 
this, anyway?

BRIAN
I know enough to know what our 
customers want to hear. Haven't I 
proved that? Ask Alistair, or 
Peter...I know what I'm talking 
about, Daddy.

MAX
Brian, if these boys are so 
wonderful - and this sample 
proves otherwise in my opinion - 
why are they stuck playing lunch 
sets at some dank lair? Why don't 
all the other real managers do 
something with them?

BRIAN
They don't see what I see. They 
don't see what's there - all 
those others look for is a quick 
fix. But I can help them. These 
boys have...they have something.. 
this...charisma, I've seen it. 

(MORE)
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Their stage presence alone just 
BRIAN (cont'd)

pulls you in. With the right 
guidance, they will be bigger 
than Elvis, I know it!

MAX
Elvis? As in Elvis Presley? Are 
you mad?

QUEENIE
defending her son( )

Mr. Eakins, please...there's no 
need for that.

MAX
to Harry( )

I'm afraid I have to advise 
against this. This is not a very 
wise endeavor.

holding up a sheet( )
And this 'contract' as you call 
it... Unacceptable. Why would you 
agree to let them fire you if 
they want, but leave no similar 
out-clause for yourself?

BRIAN
I told you. I need to earn their 
trust. These boys will be 
massive, and I want them to know 
I'm committed.

HARRY
But how can you be sure about 
them, Brian?

BRIAN
almost giddy( )

I'm sure! The youth are 
absolutely mad for their music. I 
know you don't care for it - I 
don't particularly love it 
myself. But that's no matter - 
all that matters is these boys 
will be a hit. Full stop. They 
just need a little polish, some 
direction...they need a manager!

HARRY
And you're the one to do it, eh?

BRIAN
I can, Daddy. I know it. 
Please... 

(MORE)
(CONTINUED)
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It won't interfere with the shop, 
BRIAN (cont'd)

I'll make sure that Peter and 
Alistair are sorted. I'd only 
need a day or so here and there. 
It won't take long to find them a 
recording contract.

HARRY
How do you plan to do that?

BRIAN
I've already started. Decca 
Records in London has agreed to 
meet with me. And if they say no, 
I can go to EMI, Columbia...they 
will go mad for these boys. 

HARRY
Those are our suppliers, Brian. I 
can't have you mucking up the 
relationships we've built...

BRIAN
They need us more than we need 
them, Dad. Trust me.

Harry is starting to come around. His son's enthusiasm - 
and confidence - is convincing.

BRIAN (cont'd)
And listen: as soon as we release 
the record, we will sell out at 
the store. I can order loads of 
copies, and it will fly. A 
guaranteed sale. It's VERY good 
for business, you'll see!

Skepticism all around. Max shakes his head. Harry looks 
up to see Queenie, a pleading-yet-authoritative look in 
her eye...

Harry's shoulders slump.

HARRY
So, what, you'll just up and go 
to London, these record people 
will just throw a contract at 
you, and this group will be 
famous?

BRIAN
cheeky, confident( )

Exactly, Daddy.

(CONTINUED)
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Harry shakes his head, but he's won over. He smiles. 

Brian beams...but his nervousness peeks through.

INT. TRAIN - NIGHT

Though it's almost-pitch black, we can see Brian's 
dejected face in the glow.

EXT. LIVERPOOL STATION/COFFEE BAR

He walks out of the station and heads to a late-night 
coffee shop next door.

As he approaches, we see through the window FOUR LADS 
waiting for him. 

His face reveals the news is not good as he enters the 
coffee bar.

INT. NEMS - BRIAN'S OFFICE - DAY

...And as he sits at his desk, he cannot hide his 
misery. He reads a letter: 

INSERT: "...we feel we have sufficient groups of this 
type. Please accept our sincere apologies. R.N. WHITE, 
EMI RECORDS"

He puts the letter down.

CUT TO:

INT. DECCA OFFICE - CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY

Brian sits tall, speaking. His face is a mask of 
professionalism and strength - hiding well the sullen 
discouragement.

BRIAN
So I paid one hundred pounds for 
you to record this audition, and 
you're telling me that it was all 
for naught.

Across from him sit the Decca Representatives - PUFFY 
REP and SMILEY REP. They stare at him in condescension 
from beneath the giant logo on the wall:

(CONTINUED)
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PUFFY REP
Mr. Epstein, please don't 
misunderstand. We value your 
opinion, and our relationship 
with NEMS is very important of 
course. But we're looking for 
more, ah...local groups at this 
time. Liverpool is ever so far 
away...

Brian's eyebrows raise.

SMILEY REP
And the truth is, Mr. Epstein, 
this style of music isn't really 
on the upswing. Guitar groups are 
on the way out.

BRIAN
I entirely disagree. I'm the one 
in the trenches with your 
audience, and I'm telling you 
that these groups are very much 
on the 'upswing' as you say. This 
group, especially.

PUFFY REP
With all due respect, we are the 
producers of these records, and 
we are well aware of what 
audiences want. I'm very sorry, 
but our answer is no.

Brian looks at one, then the other - enduring their 
condescending smiles of apology..

BRIAN
rising( )

Well then. Thank you.

They all shake hands. Brian picks up the reel-to-reel 
demo and departs.

He's gone for a beat, then:

PUFFY REP
Load 'a crap that was, eh?

Smiley Rep clearly agrees.
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INT. NEMS - DAY

Harry, carrying a bundle of letters, walks into the 
bustling shop. He looks around for Brian - but there's 
no sign. 

HARRY
calling over( )

Alistair. 

ALISTAIR
running over( )

Yes, Mr. Epstein? How goes it, 
sir?

HARRY
Is my son in? 

ALISTAIR
Uh, he's down in London, sir. 
Meetings about them Beatles, sir.

Harry's face drops. 

HARRY
So who's minding the store?

Alistair looks around, then - nervous:

ALISTAIR
Well, I uh...I am, Sir. And Peter 
is around here somewhere..

Harry - dismayed - turns and stalks out.

EXT. HMV RECORD STORE - LONDON - DAY

Establishing shot: the massive flagship store on Oxford 
Street.

BRIAN (V.O.)
declamation( )

'Guitar groups are on the way 
out...'

INT. HMV RECORD STORE - RECORDING STUDIO - DAY

A shocked response from BOB BOAST, the HMV Store 
Manager, who sits next to Brian. 
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They sit in a comfortable waiting area that looks into 
an engineering room - through the window, JIM FOY, a 
recording tech, sits in his sound-proof room in front of 
a moving reel-to-reel.

BOB BOAST
He said that?

BRIAN
You believe that?

BOB BOAST
He hasn't set foot in a record 
shop recently, has he?

BRIAN
Well I tried to educate him, but 
all I got was 'we're the experts, 
la di da...'

Just then Jim's voice interrupts over the PA:

JIM
re: the record( )

So who's this again?

BRIAN
pride( )

It's a group I manage - the 
Beatles.

JIM
Yeah, but who wrote these songs? 
They're not bad.

BRIAN
Two of the lads in the group, 
why?

JIM
Bob, you think Sid might be 
interested in publishing for 
these? Vocals are a bit rough but 
the music's got something.

Brian raises his eyebrows, intrigued...

INT. EPSTEIN HOME - NIGHT

A phone rings, bringing Harry to answer it. 

HARRY
Hello?
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INT. LONDON FLAT - NIGHT

Brian speaks from a spacious flat.

BRIAN
Hi Daddy..

INTERCUT LIVERPOOL and LONDON

HARRY
Brian? Where the hell are you? I 
stopped by the shop today!

BRIAN
I'm still in London. I'm going to 
stay at Aunt Fay's tonight.

HARRY
But...

BRIAN
Dad! Listen! I've got a great 
meeting set up tomorrow for the 
boys!

HARRY
The 'boys,' again.. Brian, how 
much longer with this? Alistair's 
barely hanging on...

From behind him, Queenie interjects.

QUEENIE (O.S.)
harsh whisper( )

Harry!

Harry stops himself, barely.

HARRY
Look, son...it's been going on 
for months now. Have you 
considered that it might not be 
meant to be?

BRIAN
Just please - hear me out. I had 
a chat with a publisher today at 
EMI, and he said he'd take on the 
Lennon/McCartney publishing. THEN 
he calls up a producer he knows, 
and I've got another meeting. 
With publishing rights sorted, 
it's a sure thing to get a record 
contract!

(CONTINUED)

64.



HARRY
I though EMI already said no..

BRIAN
This is a division within - 
completely separate. An outfit 
called Parlaphone. And this gent 
likes to take chances! We can't 
fail! 

HARRY
But..

BRIAN
I'll be back tomorrow, I promise. 
Alistair and Peter have the shop 
under control. This is it, I know 
it!

Harry starts to speak, but holds his tongue.

HARRY
Very well. Say hi to Fay.

Brian hangs up - then takes a deep breath...fighting his 
panic..

INT. EPSTEIN HOME - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

Harry returns to sit next to Queenie.

QUEENIE
What did he say?

HARRY
He's got another meeting for a 
recording contract.

QUEENIE
Well, see? He's not giving up - 
why should you?

HARRY
What if it's just another dead 
end? What do you think that'll do 
to him?

QUEENIE
Then we'll just have to be there 
for him. 

(MORE)
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Come now, you know he's never 
QUEENIE (cont'd)

been as excited about anything as 
he is about this group. He's 
following his dream, Harry...
don't punish him for it.

HARRY
I just don't want to encourage 
him toward failure. You've got to 
be realistic sometimes...

QUEENIE
Like your father was?

HARRY
warning( )

That's unfair.

QUEENIE
I don't think so. It may have 
been fine for you to follow that 
path, but our son is not you. You 
know that.

HARRY
resigned( )

Yes. He is certainly not me...

He sits back, worried and frustrated. Queenie lets the 
matter lie.

INT. AUNT FAY'S LONDON FLAT - NIGHT

Brian sits in bed - tossing and turning. On the verge of 
a panic attack...

He jolts up, unable to sleep. The magnitude of what he's 
trying to do threatens to overtake him..

Deciding, he gets up and goes to his suitcase. With 
intention, he digs deep and pulls out an unmarked pill 
bottle - he taps one out into his hand. 

Grabbing his glass of water, he gulps the pill down and 
returns to bed.

He lays down and lets the pill do its work...

INT. PARLAPHONE - LONDON - DAY

Brian sits, still, calm. No sign of the previous night's 
nervousness.
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A voice sounds and he looks up.

SWEET FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
Mr. Epstein? He'll see you now.

He smiles and rises.

INT. PARLAPHONE - GEORGE MARTIN'S OFFICE - DAY

Music has just ended. Brian sits in a beat of silence, 
then launches into it.

BRIAN
...So you see, it's an incredibly 
unique sound. I can tell you with 
certainty that there's nothing in 
the world like these boys.

GEORGE MARTIN - early-30's and authoritative - sits back 
in his chair. 

He reaches behind him and picks a record off of the 
player: it's the demo record with THE BEATLES written in 
strong handwriting. 

Also listed are the four names: John, Paul, George and 
Pete.

GEORGE
thinking out loud( )

Rhythm is a tad weak, I must say. 

BRIAN
I have thought the same thing, 
but there are options, of course.

A pause as George examines the record. Brian waits.

GEORGE
You've been to Decca?

BRIAN
Well yes, but they're fairly 
short-sighted over there. Anyone 
who sees this group is taken with 
them. It's a foregone conclusion 
that they will get a recording 
contract, the only question is 
with whom.

George is skeptical.
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GEORGE
Look, why don't you bring them in 
for a live audition? The only way 
I can know is to see them in 
person.

BRIAN
Oh, that's the best way to get 
the full experience. Especially 
since we've cleaned them up a 
bit. These lads are polished now. 
Stage presence. I'm absolutely 
certain these boys will be the 
next big thing. 

GEORGE
he smiles( )

Yes, yes...bigger than Elvis. 
You've said...

BRIAN
You won't be disappointed, Mr. 
Martin. I'll have them here as 
soon as you can see them.

He stands, and they shake hands.

FADE TO:

INT. CHAPEL STREET FLAT - DAY

Brian - the Brian of Act I, asleep in his comfortable 
flat - JOLTS up from a deep sleep. Instantly wide awake, 
but woozy.

A patch of mid-day light streams through a crack in the 
curtain.

He gets out of bed swiftly and returns the photo of his 
parents to its place, then sits back down and picks up 
the phone. 

It rings as his head swims...then Peter Brown's voice 
answers.

PETER (O.S.)
Yes, hello?

BRIAN
Peter.
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PETER (O.S.)
Oh - we were getting worried. I 
tried calling you all night - 
where are you?

BRIAN
Yes, yes. I'm so terribly sorry 
for leaving like that. I'm home 
now.. I just wanted to catch up 
on some sleep, and 

a glance at the (
bottles on the table)

I guess I overdid it a bit...I'm 
really still a bit drowsy..

PETER (O.S.)
What are your plans? Shall we 
stay here?

BRIAN
Oh please, please. You and 
Geoffrey enjoy. I might come back 
today, but I'm just feeling so 
woozy right now..

PETER (O.S.)
Well don't drive, then - why not 
just take the train? We'll come 
get you.

BRIAN
Yes, perhaps...I'm just - I'm not 
feeling quite up to anything at 
this moment. Might be I'll just 
catch up on some sleep..I'll let 
you know.

PETER (O.S.)
Alright then, ta.

Brian drops the receiver into the cradle, and stands, 
trying to steady his head...

He reaches into a satchel near the bed and pulls out a 
film script, settling back to read.

The voice of the INTERVIEWER from Act I wafts in as he 
delves into the script...

INTERVIEWER (V.O.)
So how involved are you in the 
production of the records?
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INT. UK TONIGHT SHOW STAGE - DAY

Back to the opening - the brightly lit sound stage from 
Act I. Brian continues his interview:

BRIAN
Well, that's not my job, really. 
The boys have Mr. Martin and his 
team, and they do a bang-up job, 
as everyone knows. But I stay out 
of their office, and they stay 
out of mine, so to speak. 

INTERVIEWER
And what does that office consist 
of now? 

BRIAN
Well I oversee the stage 
direction, all the production of 
the live shows. I book the 
tours - things of that sort. 
That's what I do for all my acts 
now.

INTERVIEWER
What sort of size of empire have 
you got now?

BRIAN
We have seven acts - there's 
Billy J. Kramer and the Dakotas, 
which are two separate 
entities...then Gerry and the 
Pacemakers, Tommy Quickly, The 
Fourmost, Cilla Black and Sounds 
Incorporated.

INTERVIEWER
What sort of size of empire is it 
in terms of money? One's read 
some staggering figures that the 
Beatles have earned...

BRIAN
I couldn't give you an answer to 
that, I really don't know.

INTERVIEWER
Are you, in your own opinion, a 
good businessman?

(CONTINUED)

70.



BRIAN
Fair as a businessman. Fair..I've 
got a business background and 
probably a good business brain, 
but I'm no genius.

INTERVIEWER
What are your defects, then? Why 
aren't you better than you feel 
you are?

BRIAN
I'm probably sort of too 
conscious of ideas, rather than 
finance behind the ideas.

INTERVIEWER
And finally, what about Brian 
Epstein, the man? What does 
Epstein do for fun?

Brian pauses before answering...

INT. CHAPEL STREET FLAT - NIGHT

A MASSIVE party...rent boys with shirts off, copious 
amounts of drugs and alcohol strewn around the flat.

BRIAN (V.O.)
Well I often enjoy a quiet 
evening at home with friends, 
perhaps a dinner party...

Brian sits with two boys on his lap, reveling in the 
fun:

CUT TO:

EXT. BULLFIGHTING RING - SPAIN - DAY

In the hot summer sun, Brian and Peter Brown enter the 
bullfighting ring.

BRIAN (V.O.)
But I also try to take holidays 
when I can, trips to the 
continent..
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INT. BULLFIGHTING RING - SPAIN - DAY

IN a VIP section, Brian and Peter approach a chain-
smoking dark-eyed man - this is KENNETH TYNAN, in all 
his literary glory:

KEN
Ah, Brian...

BRIAN
Kenneth, you've met my associate, 
Peter Brown? Ken Tynan.

PETER
Of course..

KEN
calling someone over( )

Orson!

Brian and Peter turn to see the massive figure of ORSON 
WELLES, waddling over to them. He stands and examines 
Brian and Peter.

ORSON
measured( )

Brian Epstein. A pleasure.

BRIAN
Mr. Welles, I'm a great fan.

ORSON
I'm the fan here, Mr. Epstein. 

he stares intensely( )
You look...softer in person.

BRIAN
not missing a beat( )

Well I don't know if I'd say the 
same about you, Mr. Welles.

He grins, slightly...a twinkle in his eye. Orson bursts 
out laughing, charmed.

KEN
By the way, Eppy - how about 
Barcelona on Thursday? El Cordoba 
is scheduled..

BRIAN
Already booked it, Kenny dear.

KEN
I should have known...

(MORE)
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to Orson( )
KEN (cont'd)

He's here all the time, that one 
is. 

ORSON
Oh, when were you here last?

Peter and Brian exchange a look.

BRIAN
I was here with, uh...Mr. Lennon 
just a few months ago. 

ORSON
raised eyebrows( )

Oh? How was that? Mercurial 
fellow, isn't he? Or so I've 
heard.

Brian smiles a tight smile. Peter stands, uncomfortable.

BRIAN
It was...pleasant. He's 
enigmatic, yes. But a genius. I 
wouldn't trade that holiday for 
anything in the world..

ORSON
So it was just the two of you? Do 
you often vacation with your 
clients?

Brian's mask gets dented - he pauses before replying...

BRIAN
Not often...he was...is... 
special, as you can imagine...

Orson is about to press the matter further, but the 
trumpets sound, signaling the start of the proceedings. 

Brian is saved by the bell. Orson turns to watch the 
fight. 

Brian readies himself for his greatest pleasure as he 
watches the bull, in his cage, about to be released for 
a fight to the death.

CUT TO:

INT. UK TONIGHT SHOW STAGE

Brian continues his answer, mask fully on:
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BRIAN
Things of that sort.

INTERVIEWER
And for those of us who want to 
hear Epstein's story in his own 
words, you've written a book, 
correct?

BRIAN
Yes, it's a history of sorts - 
there were so many rumors and 
misconceptions, you see, about 
just how the boys and I started, 
so I thought I'd set the record 
straight.

INTERVIEWER
And the book is A Cellarful of 
Noise, available now in 
booksellers. Mr. Brian Epstein... 
on top of the world of popular 
music, thank you so much for 
being here today.

BRIAN
Thank you.

He stands up and shakes the Interviewer's hand as a 
CREWMAN undoes his microphone, and he walks off the 
stage...

EXT. BBC STUDIOS - CONTINUOUS

He walks out to his waiting Rolls Royce. GARETH, 19 
years old, opens the door for him and runs to the 
driver's seat. 

EXT. NEMS LONDON OFFICE - DAY

In the heart of Soho, the Rolls pulls up in front of the 
NEMS office on Monmouth St. 

Brian exits and passes through a small CROWD OF BEATLES 
FANS who huddle outside, hoping for a glimpse of the Fab 
Four.

INT. NEMS LONDON OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Brian walks purposefully through the busy office and 
heads to his own. 
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He sits at his desk as JANET HENSON - mid-20's, pretty 
and pleasant - walks in, holding a sheaf of papers.

JANET
How did it go, Mr. Brian?

BRIAN
Well. Is that the artwork for 
Rubber Soul?

JANET
Yes, sir... 

She places them on the desk and Brian spreads them out: 
Early photos and mockups for the Rubber Soul album.

BRIAN
Very good...they were right about 
this photo effect. You like it?

JANET
Very much, Mr. Epstein.

BRIAN
Yes, very modern, isn't it? This 
design needs a bit of help - get 
Mr. Front in here tomorrow to 
discuss. 

moving on( )
And how is the tour shaping up?

JANET
Right, well we're going with the 
Moody Blues, the Paramounts and 
Beryl so far, but we're still 
rounding out the rest. Glasgow, 
Newcastle and Liverpool are 
booked.

BRIAN
Brilliant.

sitting( )
Anything else?

JANET
You've had another interview 
request.

BRIAN
With whom?
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JANET
Some reporter for the Mail...he, 
uh...wanted to discuss the 
M.B.Es.

BRIAN
measured( )

All questions were answered at 
the press conference last week. 
We have no further comment. You 
know that..

JANET
Yes sir, but he...uh...wants to 
write a piece exploring the 
reasons why "the fifth Beatle" - 
as he puts it - wasn't honored by 
the Queen as well...

BRIAN
exploding( )

The 'fifth beatle??' That is 
ridiculous...why would you 
even..? It's none of his 
business! 

a breath, then (
daggers)

Janet, I expect you to understand 
that this is completely unworthy 
of my attention. The MBE matter 
is finished, and we have no 
further comment. Decline the 
interview, thank you.

JANET
chastened( )

Yes sir.

He settles back down and glares at some paperwork, 
ignoring her, maintaining his mask. 

Janet quietly departs.

INT. NEMS LONDON OFFICE - LATER - NIGHT

Janet packs up her desk for the night and hits the 
intercom button. 

JANET
I'm going home Mr. Brian.
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BRIAN (O.S.)
through the intercom( )

Very well. Good night.

She grabs her bag and starts off. Then:

BRIAN (O.S.) (cont'd)
Janet? 

Janet stops, then goes back and presses the intercom.

JANET
Yes?

BRIAN (O.S.)
measured( )

I'm sorry about my outburst.

JANET
Thank you, Mr. Brian.

She walks out.

EXT. NEMS LONDON OFFICE - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

Brian exits the building - where Beatles fans still 
wait - and walks to the Rolls and a waiting Gareth.

Brian nods a thanks and settles into the car.

EXT. LONDON STREET - NIGHT

With Brian in the back seat, Gareth drives the Rolls 
Royce drives through the stunning streets of Mayfair.

GARETH
into the mirror( )

Your parents' train was in a half 
hour ago, sir. I dropped them at 
the flat as you requested.

Brian nods a thanks as the car continues on its way.

EXT. CHAPEL STREET FLAT - NIGHT

It pulls up to a BEAUTIFUL, four-story flat. Brian steps 
out of the car and walks in.
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INT. CHAPEL STREET FLAT - FOYER - NIGHT

As Brian enters the foyer, LEONARD TERRY - an African-
American butler, with the accent of an American who's 
lived in England for a while - takes his hat and coat.

LEONARD
Mr. Giles is still here, sir. 
He's in there with your parents.

Brian doesn't respond, but raises his eyebrows and heads 
into the

- SITTING ROOM

...where Queenie and Harry sit on the sofa, close 
together. In a chair is BUD GILES - Brian's poolside 
crush from Act I.

Queenie jumps to her feet, trying to hide her relief at 
her son's appearance. Harry wears a disturbed look..

QUEENIE
We just saw your interview dear! 
You were brilliant!

BRIAN
Thank you Mummy - you don't think 
I came off too stiff, do you?

QUEENIE
Oh, not at all.

Harry stands and embraces his son.

BRIAN
Hello Daddy...I see you two have 
met Bud. I hope he hasn't told 
you anything too scandalous...

A nervous laugh - from all except Bud.

BUD
Yeah, your parents are cool. 

A moment of awkward silence settles until:

LEONARD
appearing from the (
dining room)

I have dinner ready, Mr. Brian.
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BRIAN
gesturing( )

Shall we?

Queenie and Harry lead the way. Brian smiles at Bud, but 
he doesn't reciprocate.

FADE TO:

INT. CHAPEL STREET FLAT - DINING ROOM - LATER

Lonnie drops the dessert on the table and clears the 
dinner plates.

QUEENIE
So how did you two meet again?

BRIAN
Through friends..

QUICK CUT TO:

INT. A POSH NIGHTCLUB - LONDON - NIGHT

Brian sits in a VIP area, surrounded by an entourage. He 
occupies the throne, holding court...

BRIAN
...and so I said, 'now see here, 
sir, I am a Jewish businessman...
and if we run the world I wish 
someone would let me know!

The assembled laugh the way punters laugh in a 
celebrity's presence...

Just then:

FRIEND (O.C.)
Oh, Brian!

Brian looks up to see Bud - - dressed to show off -  
standing next to BRIAN'S FRIEND 

FRIEND
This is Bud Giles - he's an actor 
from New York.

Brian stands, immediately smitten.
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BRIAN
drinking him in( )

It's a pleasure...

Bud flashes a perfect smile, and Brian melts.

BACK TO:

INT. CHAPEL STREET FLAT - DINING ROOM

HARRY
And you're going to be moving 
here?

BUD
Oh, no...Brian's just my U.K. 
rep. My career's in the States. 

BRIAN
Well we did discuss the 
possibility, right Bud? 

to his parents( )
He might. I'm trying to get him 
to fall in love with London.

BUD
Brian I told you, I'm going to 
LA. You said you'd get me into 
movies, and movies are in LA.

BRIAN
all smiles( )

Well I'm sure my parents don't 
need to hear the specifics of our 
plans.

BUD
Well maybe YOU need to hear. I've 
been telling you since I got 
here, I'm not staying.

to Harry and Queenie( )
And before we let this get too 
far, I'm not his boyfriend OK? 
I'm no queer.. 

Queenie gasps...

BRIAN
holding it together( )

Bud... Mummy, forgive him...
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BUD
No, they need to know! I'm not! 
I'm staying here cause your son 
lets me, and he's my manager now. 
That's it. Whatever else you 
think, it's not true...I don't do 
any of that stuff like he does...

a look at Brian( )
I like girls. Sorry. 

This hits Brian. HARD. Harry stands up.

HARRY
Right. I've heard enough of 
this..

BRIAN
jumping in( )

Dad, no...please - it's not, it's 
not like that. Please, everyone 
just calm down...

HARRY
I think it's best if we go, 
Brian. Queenie, come now.

BRIAN
No - Mummy, Dad...please wait..

They both walk out, and Brian runs after them into the:

FOYER

Harry and Queenie start to pull their coats out of the 
closet. 

BRIAN (cont'd)
Please, don't leave...

HARRY
How can you let him talk like 
that?

BRIAN
It's not like that - he means 
well. He's so talented. Mummy..

Queenie looks close to tears...

QUEENIE
Do yourself a favor, Brian. Just 
let him go back to America.
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BRIAN
He really is such a nice young 
man...and SO talented! He's just 
been under so much stress... 
doesn't know what he's talking 
about. He was worried you'd 
gotten the wrong idea about his 
staying here!

HARRY
pulling Brian close( )

Brian, listen to your mother...
please. Just - be safe, son. 
Don't let yourself be taken 
advantage of.

Brian pauses, listening - but defiant stubbornness 
wins...

BACK TO:

INT. CHAPEL STREET FLAT - DINING ROOM

As Brian and Harry continue their muffled conversation 
in the other room, Bud seethes in silence..

Leonard clears the table in silence, then walks toward 
the door. Just before he leaves:

LEONARD
From what we heard last night, 
Mr. Giles, I wouldn't have 
guessed you like girls.

Bud glares at him but Leonard exits before he can 
respond.

From the other room:

QUEENIE (O.C.)
We'll call you tomorrow, love.

The sound of a door shutting, and Brian returns.

BRIAN
upset( )

Was that quite necessary?

BUD
You know, what the hell man? 
Why'd you leave me alone with 
them? 
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BRIAN
taken aback( )

Bud, I told you last night they 
were coming for dinner. You said 
you would be going out, remember?

BUD
This is MY place too! I shouldn't 
have to leave! 

Before Brian can respond - the door opens and Leonard 
walks in:

LEONARD
Mr. Brian, shall I clear the 
table?

BRIAN
No...no, just leave it, thanks 
Len. That'll be all for tonight. 
Why don't you head home? I'll see 
you tomorrow.

LEONARD
a wary glance at Bud( )

Are you quite sure?

BRIAN
Yes, thanks. Good night.

Leonard, silenced, starts to head out.

LEONARD
ice( )

Have a pleasant evening, Mr. 
Brian.

He leaves. Brian and Bud alone. 

Brian sits down next to him, but Bud stands and paces, 
coming to rest in front of a photo on the wall.

BRIAN
Bud, please..what is the matter?

BUD
agitated( )

Look man, I've been here for like 
a month. I let you do whatever 
you want, every night. So when do 
I get what I want? When do I get 
to see some results?
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BRIAN
I thought - I thought you liked 
it here...

BUD
re: the photo( )

I would if you paid attention to 
my career the way you pay 
attention to theirs!

BRIAN
Now Bud, you know that story. I 
wouldn't have anything without 
them - and you wouldn't either. 
I'm sorry...I told you, the 
auditions will come. You have to 
give it time..

Bud doesn't respond. He continues to look at the 
photo...then gently pulls it off the wall and looks 
closer. 

It's Brian, smiling, with 'the boys.' CU on Brian's face 
in the photo. Pure joy.

BUD
This is a nice photo.

Brian holds his eyes, puzzled and apprehensive.. 

Bud looks at the photo for a beat...

Then SMASHES it down to the floor. Brian jumps up in 
surprise..

BUD (cont'd)
advancing( )

You've had enough TIME, Brian. 
What about my time, HUH?!?

Brian recoils a little. Scared... trying desperately to 
calm him down.

BRIAN
I'm trying...I just, I'm doing 
all I can - just please, won't 
you calm down...

Bud - fully unhinged now - SNATCHES a steak knife off 
the table and holds it to Brian's throat. Brian screams, 
petrified..
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BRIAN (cont'd)
No, please! Why? What are you 
doing??

BUD
I been letting you suck my cock 
since New York and all I hear is 
you tellin me to calm down! Is 
that all you got? I'm done with 
calming down...now if you're not 
gonna help me, I'm gonna head 
back home and you can find some 
real sissy to play house with... 

Brian fights back tears, trying to search for reason...

BRIAN
No, Bud, please...I've done it 
all for you. I...

BUD
Oh yeah, you loove me...fuck you! 
Look, man - this is it, and I 
think I deserve something for 
everything I've done. Now I've 
given you a month, so...two grand 
should do it. Pounds.

Brian's eyes well up as he sits under Bud's grasp, 
frozen in terror...

FADE TO:

INT. CHAPEL STREET FLAT - DAY

Morning. A strange hush present in the house as Leonard 
walks in... 

LEONARD
calling out( )

Mr. Brian?

No answer. He walks into the dining room: 

It's trashed. Most of the dishes he didn't clear last 
night are broken, strewn in pieces around the room. 

He walks in further and sees the broken Beatles picture. 
Gently, he pulls the photograph out from under the 
broken glass...

He runs to the intercom and pushes the button urgently.
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LEONARD (cont'd)
into the intercom( )

Mr. Brian - are you here? 

He waits a stressful beat. Nothing. He runs upstairs...
and runs right into Janet Henson.

JANET
Len! Is everything OK?

LEONARD
What are you doing here?

JANET
He left a message late last night 
that he wanted to work out of 
here today, so I'm just setting 
up shop.

LEONARD
Where is he?

JANET
Still sleeping, I think...

she holds a note( )
He left this in front of his 
door, asked us to leave him be.

LEONARD
When did you get here?

JANET
Just a few minutes ago, why?

LEONARD
No reason...I'll, I'll be in the 
dining room, tidying up.

JANET
Very well - you know where to 
find me if you need me. 

They head downstairs and head off in opposite 
directions...

INT. CHAPEL STREET FLAT - KITCHEN - LATER

The afternoon light shines through as Leonard polishes 
silver...

The intercom crackles to life - a groggy voice sounds:
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BRIAN (O.C.)
Len? Are you there?

Leonard jumps up, silver polish all over his hands...he 
pushes the button with his elbow..

LEONARD
Yes - Mr. Brian? Are you OK?

BRIAN (O.C.)
very groggy( )

Yes, yes...I'm fine...I - would 
you mind preparing some tea and 
toast for me? I'll be in my 
office in a bit.

LEONARD
Yes, right away Mr. Brian...

The intercom goes dead...Leonard puts the cap on the 
bottle of polish.

INT. CHAPEL STREET FLAT - BRIAN'S OFFICE

Len carries the tray in. Brian sits at his desk, in the 
shadows, head slightly down as he reads some 
correspondence.

Leonard places the tray on the desk.

BRIAN
not looking up( )

Thank you Len.

Len looks at Brian's face and sees the edge of a fresh 
bruise...

LEONARD
Mr. Brian?

BRIAN
Yes?

LEONARD
Will Mr. Giles be joining us for 
dinner this evening?

BRIAN
No.

Len lingers...
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BRIAN (cont'd)
Was there something else?

LEONARD
Well if I may...

BRIAN
You may not.

Leonard is hushed. Without another word, he turns and 
exits.

Brian's shoulders slump as he reads his papers, not 
seeing a word.

INT. CHAPEL STREET FLAT - KITCHEN - NIGHT

Brian walks in to a table set for one. Leonard places 
the last of the food on the table as Brian slides into 
the seat.

He sits there for a moment, not moving. Maintaining his 
demeanor. Leonard watches him.

LEONARD
Will there be anything else this 
evening?

Brian looks up at him for the first time: the fresh 
bruise on his cheek is visible and ugly.

BRIAN
Would you...would you like to 
join me Leonard?

LEONARD
delicate( )

Well - I have...plans. It's 
Martin's birthday.. I'm sorry...

BRIAN
No, of course. I understand. 
Thank you.

He picks up his knife and fork, but makes no move to 
eat. Leonard stands, not knowing what else to say. 

He's about to walk out when:

BRIAN (cont'd)
How do you and Martin do it? How 
are you so...open?

(CONTINUED)
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LEONARD
careful( )

Well...we're not...we hide as 
much as everyone. But we make it 
work.

BRIAN
Yes, but how?

LEONARD
careful( )

We just...love each other, is 
all. That's all that matters.

BRIAN
It sounds so easy, when you put 
it like that.

LEONARD
tentative( )

Well perhaps.... you're just, 
going about finding it in the 
wrong way...

Brian clears his throat and composes himself. In an 
INSTANT, he's all business again...

BRIAN
turning to his meal( )

Yes, well. Sometimes one just has 
to focus on other things. Thank 
you Len. That'll be all...

Leonard turns to go.

BRIAN (cont'd)
Oh - Len? By the way...I really 
don't think I can grant your 
holiday request for February. 
You'll just have to take it in 
summer like the rest of the 
staff.

This hits Len hard as Brian continues eating. Leonard 
bites his tongue and leaves.

Brian reaches into his jacket and pulls out a small pill 
from an inside pocket.

With a glass of wine, he tilts his head back to down 
it...

CUT TO:
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INT./EXT. VARIOUS 

BEGIN MONTAGE

- And when he drops his head, he's on the road. He 
quickly takes another pill..QUICK CUTS of Brian on tour, 
accompanied by Peter and others.

- TRAIN to AIRPLANE to CAR: Brian follows a large 
entourage...on the move, running, running running..

- IN A HOTEL ROOM - Brian is strewn on a messy bed, two 
NAKED MEN passed out next to him, amidst a sea of booze 
and drugs...

- NEWS FOOTAGE of the Beatles in Tokyo, wearing 
traditional Japanese jackets...

NEWSCASTER 1 (V.O.)
Protesters in Tokyo gave the 
Beatles a reception they are not 
used to receiving...

EXT. MANILA AIRPORT - NIGHT

Brian and Peter Brown - nervous, scared - run across the 
tarmac through a phalanx of soldiers and entourage...

NEWSCASTER 2
The Beatles left Malaysia today - 
bruised, battered and bewildered. 
Mobs protested their alleged snub 
of Imelda Marcos..

In front of him, a glimpse of the backs of four mop-
topped heads, being ushered onto the plane...

INT. KLM AIRPLANE - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

Still scared - sweating profusely - Brian takes his seat 
in the first class lounge. Peter sits next to him.

Then, a Liverpudlian voice:

VOICE (O.C.)
Where's Tony?

Brian looks around in a panic..

BRIAN
to Peter( )

Where IS Tony?
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PETER
I think they were still checking 
his passport...

Brian springs to action and walks toward the cockpit...
he gets the DUTCH PILOT's attention:

BRIAN
We can't leave yet - one of our 
group is still out there.

DUTCH PILOT
Sorry sir, we have to leave now..

He points out the window to a door at the terminal, from 
which protesters start to stream out onto the tarmac.

BRIAN
livid, panicked( )

No! You cannot leave!!

PETER (O.S.)
He's here! Brian!

TONY BARROW - disheveled - comes bolting into the first 
class lounge.

Brian - shaking - returns to his seat...Peter looks at 
him.

PETER
Are you OK?

Brian - red-faced, almost hyperventilating - is not OK.

FADE TO:

INT. PAN AM AIRPLANE - NIGHT

...and on another plane, Brian sits alone in his first 
class lounge, still nervous, still despondent.

CONTINUE MONTAGE as more NEWS CLIPS sound..

UK NEWSCASTER
Controversy tonight in the land 
of Beatlemania, where comments 
made by John Lennon that 
seemingly denigrated Christianity 
and compared his band to Jesus 
Christ have hit American shores..
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EXT. MEMPHIS STREET - NIGHT

Newsreel. A bonfire burns...angry Southerners dump 
Beatles records onto the blaze:

AMERICAN NEWSCASTER (V.O.)
Just two weeks before their next 
U.S. tour, The Beatles got a 
glimpse of what's waiting for 
them them in Memphis today, where 
protesters outraged by John 
Lennon's comments burned Beatles 
merchandise and albums...

BACK TO:

INT. PAN AM AIRPLANE - NIGHT

Brian downs a drink as the plane lands at JFK airport.

INT. NAT WEISS'S APARTMENT - NEW YORK - DAY

Nat's face drops.

NAT
Are you joking?

BRIAN
No. They've suffered enough this 
year - what will it cost to 
cancel?

NAT
Brian, we're talking millions! 
You've got 10 cities on this 
tour!

BRIAN
I'll pay it. I'll pay every 
cent...just let's cancel, they 
can't go through this again...

NAT
No. There's no need - just tell 
John to apologize, this'll die 
down.

Brian - almost shaking from the stress - takes a drink..

CUT TO:
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INT. HOTEL CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY

Brian - professional and polished - stands at a podium, 
addressing a packed ballroom:

BRIAN
The comments that John Lennon 
made to Maureen Cleave were taken 
entirely out of context..."

CU on Brian's eyes as the statement continues in VO - 
they dart, right and left, filling with paranoia - 
suddenly, they're bloodshot, and welling with tears...

A VOICE cuts through - ending the montage:

NAT (O.C.)
Brian??

INT. BEVERLY HILLS HOTEL, LOS ANGELES

TITLE CARD: 1966

As from ACT I, Brian and Nat, discovering their case 
missing.

Brian sits in a heap on the floor, panicking about the 
missing items..

NAT
Look, we'll get it back. He won't 
get away with it..

BRIAN
weak( )

He means so well...

FADE TO:

INT. PAN AM AIRPLANE

Brian reads an article about the Beatles concert at 
Candlestick - sadness in his eyes.

The flight attendant drops a drink. He nods a thank you 
and takes a surreptitious look around, then sneaks a 
pill into his mouth. 

As the plane ascends, his eyes drift shut. His head 
lolls to the side as he moves into another dream: 
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He is once again a matador...but this time, the bull is 
charging at him FAST. The ethereal stadium in which he 
performs is deathly silent with tension. All that can be 
heard is the snarling of the bull.

In the audience, CU on two grim and nervous faces, 
watching him, unmoving: Queenie, Harry and Clive. 

Brian gets ready to face the angry bull...then realizes 
he has no cape. Panicked, he can do nothing but stare as 
the bull CHARGES closer and closer, the gleam of its 
horns bearing down...

He lets out a SHRIEK...

JANET (O.C.)
Mr. Brian! 

INT. CHAPEL STREET FLAT - BRIAN’S OFFICE

The vision ends as he JOLTS up. Disoriented...

He quickly discovers he's in his home office with 
Janet's voice bleating over the intercom. His head swims 
a little in protest to the rude awakening.

JANET (O.S.)
Are you OK?

BRIAN
Yes, yes..what is it?

JANET (O.S.)
Nat Weiss on the line for you, 
sir.

Trying to orient himself, he picks up the phone, 

BRIAN
Nat..

INTERCUT BRIAN'S OFFICE AND NAT'S NEW YORK OFFICE

NAT
They're reporting that the 
Beatles have broken up over here.

Brian's knuckles turn instantly white. He leaps out of 
his chair and starts pacing. 

BRIAN
WHO is reporting that??
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NAT
Several outlets. 

BRIAN
Aren't they supposed to be 
journalists? Last I checked, 
journalists don't MAKE THINGS UP!

NAT
They didn't make it up - they 
quoted an anonymous source...

BRIAN
Who would say such a thing?!?

NAT
It could've been anyone. Everyone 
knows there's no tour planned, no 
album...people read into that 
stuff.

BRIAN
breathing heavy( )

Dear God...

NAT
Brian, we can handle this. Let's 
just release a statement...where 
are they now? 

BRIAN
sitting( )

John just got back shooting that 
movie with Richard - he's just 
going to galleries and writing 
poetry these days. George and 
Patti are going to India to learn 
the sitar or some thing. The 
other two are just enjoying the 
time off here, I think.

NAT
So. There ya go. Just say they're 
taking a well-deserved break, and 
they'll be back in the studio as 
soon as they're done. Just kick 
the can down the road.

BRIAN
Yes..perhaps...

He sighs, almost scared to ask the next question..
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BRIAN (cont'd)
Have you...heard anything? From, 
ah...Bud?

NAT
No. We're looking for him.

BRIAN
He needs help, Nat. He's really a 
sweet young man...you don't know 
him like I do.

Nat holds his tongue, but his silent distaste can almost 
be heard through the line.

NAT
Yeah, well, he took my stuff too. 
I'm trying to get it back, is 
all.

BRIAN
tapering( )

Yes, I suppose....

A marked change. He breathes slower...his body slumps a 
little. 

His hand on the phone weakens as whatever had been 
keeping him awake starts to lose its grip on him...

As his head dips he spots a MAGAZINE on the floor near 
his desk... 

It's crumpled a bit, but the cover is clear: 

"ALMA COGAN, REMEMBERED" Her radiant photo gleams 
through the creased paper.

Tears well in Brian's eyes..

NAT
You there?

BRIAN
Mmm...

NAT
What's the matter?

BRIAN
quiet( )

It's just...I just remembered 
Alma...
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A long silence...

NAT
puzzled( )

Yeah..I know. I'm sorry.

BRIAN
staring at the photo( )

She was two years older than I 
am.

NAT
patient( )

Yes.

BRIAN
I really loved her, Nat. She was 
such a beautiful woman.

NAT
Yes, I know..

Brian doesn't respond.

NAT (V.O.)
Brian - you there?

BRIAN
Yes, I'm here. Let's speak later. 
I must go..

Weakly, he drops the receiver down, then reaches down 
and picks up the crumpled paper.

He stares deeper and deeper at Alma's photo. Searching.

QUICK CUT TO:

INT. FANCY DRESS PARTY - NIGHT

Brian and ALMA COGAN - early 30's and ravishing - 
dressed to the nines, the life of the party. Champagne 
glasses in hand, they're almost an item.

Brian throws his head back and laughs...the sounds of 
the party reverberate until:

BACK TO:

A knock at the door...Brian snaps out of it.

BRIAN
One moment!
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With urgency, he reaches into his desk drawer and pulls 
out a pill bottle. Down it goes, washed down with a 
watered-down scotch.

BRIAN (cont'd)
to the door( )

Yes, Janet, please come in.

JANET
entering( )

I'm so sorry to bother you...

BRIAN
focusing( )

No, no it's quite alright. What 
is it?

Janet subtly clocks the pill bottle on the desk.

JANET
Just some more messages - Mr. 
Robert Twigham returned your 
call, and Mr. Ellis asked if you 
still wanted to meet for dinner.

BRIAN
Of course...I'm..

hazy( )
Would you get Geoffrey Ellis on 
the phone? 

JANET
Yes, sir - that's...er..Mr. Ellis 
wants to know about dinner..

BRIAN
Please ring him through.

He's glazed. Off. Janet, not knowing what to do, just 
nods and exits.

Brian tries to wake himself, willing the amphetamines to 
do their work.

INT. CHAPEL STREET FLAT - JANET'S OFFICE

Janet walks in and picks up the phone, dialing. 

JANET
Mr. Brown?...Yes, well...it's not 
good..

CUT TO:
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INT. TAXI - DAY

Peter Brown, a grim look on his face, drives through the 
Mayfair streets:

QUEENIE (V.O.)
...I'm just so worried about him, 
Peter. I think that American boy 
has done his head in. And Dr. 
Norman thinks this would be a 
good thing...I'd come myself, but 
Harry's not well...would you 
please? Please. Just for a few 
days..

PETER (V.O.)
Of course, Queenie. We'll get him 
sorted.

The taxi pulls up to:

EXT. CHAPEL STREET FLAT - DAY

Peter exits and lugs a suitcase to the door. It's opened 
by ANTONIO - the butler. Mid-60's, Spanish.

PETER
entering( )

Is he here?

ANTONIO
Mr. Brian, he asleep. We have 
dinner in one hour.

Peter looks up the stairway to Brian's room as Antonio 
takes his suitcase.

INT. CHAPEL STREET FLAT - SITTING ROOM - NIGHT

Brian waltzes in, happy, dashing, and dressed for a 
night out. Peter, dressed similarly, stands.

BRIAN
Ready?

PETER
You seem happy.

BRIAN
The the-a-tre, my boy! How could 
I not be? 

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)

99.



And then perhaps the Clermont 
BRIAN (cont'd)

later tonight, eh? Shall we?

PETER
Haven't you seen this play 
enough? 

BRIAN
Enough? How can one see enough on 
the stage? Besides, it's my 
theatre...I owe it to them to 
attend every performance.

PETER
sigh( )

Are you sure you'd not rather 
have a quiet evening in?

Brian just gives him a look - Oh, please - and opens the 
door.

CUT TO:

EXT. SAVILLE THEATRE - NIGHT

Music begins. Outside the gleaming SAVILLE THEATRE, a 
crowd of photographers - modern-day paparazzi's 
ancestors - wait outside to see who's going to arrive. 

Brian's Bentley pulls up and he and Peter exit... 
Flashbulbs fly.

PHOTOGRAPHER
Oy, Epstein! Any of the Beatles 
coming tonight? I heard they 
broke up!!

Brian's face drops and he glares. He starts to stalk 
over to the photographer, but Peter grabs him and pulls 
him back.

PETER
quiet( )

Not tonight, Brian...please 
ignore them.

Seething, he allows himself to be led into the theatre.

INT. SAVILLE THEATRE - NIGHT

Brian and Peter sit in their splendid VIP box, watching 
the play. 
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Brian sits transfixed...completely enraptured. His anger 
forgotten.

Peter looks over at him, glad to see him happy. For this 
moment, at least..

FADE TO:

INT. CLERMONT CLUB - NIGHT 

The paragon of posh. The club is elegantly appointed, 
with the refined atmosphere of the highest of the high-
end.

Brian sits at a Baccarat table, a large wager in front 
of him. He stares at the table, intense. Subtly, he 
reaches into an inner pocket and coughs as he brings his 
hand up to his mouth.

Nearby, leaning against the bar, Peter and GEOFFREY 
ELLIS - late 20's, well-kept - stand with their drinks, 
watching him from afar, keeping their voices low.

PETER
I thought the lawsuit was 
settled?

GEOFFREY
Yes, but did you hear that he 
insisted on paying the eighty-
five thousand quid out of his own 
pocket?

PETER
You're joking..

GEOFFREY
Not in the least. He's a mess 
over it too - you know him, he 
doesn't give a whit about the 
money. But he feels he 'let the 
boys down.'

PETER
Well he might have a point there. 
That was millions of pounds of 
potential, just wasted away. 
It'll haunt them for the rest of 
their lives.

GEOFFREY
Bloody hell, don't say that to 
him.
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Just then a large gasp from the spectators at Brian's 
table...something major has just happened..

Peter and Geoffrey resist the urge to go over - but they 
see Brian stand, slowly - a morose and defeated look on 
his face.

From their POV he approaches...grim, but accepting.

PETER
as Brian arrives( )

Bad night?

BRIAN
Not one of my best.

GEOFFREY
How much are you in for?

Brian motions to the bartender.

BRIAN
Scotch and soda, please.

GEOFFREY
Brian - how much?

BRIAN
You know what? I think I'd quite 
like to get the Four Tops to play 
at the Saville, what do you 
think?

PETER
Are you not going to tell us?

BRIAN
I can't see how it's relevant.

PETER
Brian, we're your friends...we 
just want to know you're OK.

BRIAN
It's nothing, really..just a 
couple grand.

Peter and Geoffrey wait. Brian can't not tell them.

BRIAN (cont'd)
Seventeen, to be exact.

(CONTINUED)

CONTINUED:
102.



PETER
Seventeen hundred? Could've been 
worse.

BRIAN
mumble( )

Thousand.

GEOFFREY
I'm sorry??

BRIAN
more clear( )

Seventeen THOUSAND. Bloody 
banker.. 

Geoffrey and Peter are frozen in shock.

BRIAN (cont'd)
uncaring, bright( )

Never mind! Just...forget it. 
What were you two talking about?

PETER
This Saltaeb business...

Geoffrey glares. 

Peter immediately regrets mentioning it. Brian grows 
very quiet - an IMMEDIATE changes of mood.

BRIAN
What about it?

PETER
trying to backtrack( )

Nothing, nothing. We were just 
saying it's good that the lawsuit 
is settled..

BRIAN
Mm...

GEOFFREY
trying( )

You really shouldn't blame 
yourself, Brian..there was just 
so much going on at the time.

Brian doesn't answer. Morose silence.
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PETER
Besides, how were we to know they 
would make a Beatles breakfast 
cereal?!

Geoffrey and Peter laugh, trying hard. 

BRIAN
not having it( )

They won't forgive me when they 
find out. Paul especially...

GEOFFREY
Of course they will. And Paul is 
as loyal as anyone. They love you 
Brian - you must stop worrying so 
much.

Brian sips his drink, unconvinced and sad.

PETER
Right well we've still got work 
tomorrow, shall we call it a 
night?

BRIAN
You chaps go on ahead, I'm going 
to stay for a bit. See if I can 
recoup a bit.

GEOFFREY
Brian...

BRIAN
I'll be fine. I'll settle your 
tabs. Get Gareth to drive you 
both home and just tell him to 
come back for me later.

Peter and Geoffrey, apprehensive, linger.

BRIAN (cont'd)
Please, really. I'll see you in 
the morning. 

to Peter( )
Roomie.

He smiles a winning smile. Reluctantly, Peter and 
Geoffrey both nod their goodbyes and head toward the 
door.

Brian watches them go, then reaches into his coat, 
toward his secret pockets...
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INT. CHAPEL STREET FLAT - SITTING ROOM - MORNING

Peter sits with tea, surrounded by busy-looking 
paperwork. The clock reads 11 AM.

A sound from the stairs, and he looks up to see a 
STRANGE MAN pass through the foyer toward the rear 
entrance of the flat.

They lock eyes briefly - the Man is tough-looking and 
disheveled. Without a word, he slips out the back.

Peter touches the intercom and speaks:

PETER
Hi Janet - have you heard 
anything from him yet today?

JANET
He left a note in front of his 
door, Mr. Brown. I'm not to 
disturb him....

a loaded pause( )
He, ah..does this quite often 
these days..

Peter shakes his head...the morning light turns to the 
afternoon as we:

FADE TO:

INT. CHAPEL STREET FLAT - DINING ROOM - LATER

Late afternoon. Peter reads some papers at the table. 

Then: the clomp of something heavy descending the 
stairs. Brian appears in the door - still in his 
pajamas. Tired, but betraying no emotion.

PETER
Good evening.

BRIAN
Good evening.

Never have those words been emptier.

Leonard drops a grapefruit in front of Brian and pours 
the tea.

Janet enters, some papers in hand. She tentatively  puts 
them in front of Brian.
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JANET
Mr. Brian, you have messages from 
Mr. Martin and Mr. Twigham. 

PETER
a look at Brian( )

Twigham? What does he want?

BRIAN
That'll be all, Janet.

She drops the notes and departs, followed by Leonard. 
Peter holds his look.

BRIAN (cont'd)
What?

PETER
What are you talking to Twigham 
about?

BRIAN
quiet( )

Nothing. A merger.

PETER
What??

Brian eats his grapefruit.

PETER (cont'd)
You're selling to him??

BRIAN
Not selling. A merger.

PETER
Does Clive know? Geoffrey?

BRIAN
I mentioned it to Clive. Geoffrey 
can't know yet. 

PETER
But - why? What does he have to 
offer? That bloody Aussie band? 
You hate that group.

BRIAN
distant( )

It's someone else's turn. My time 
is over.
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PETER
controlling his (
anger)

But what about us? Did you think 
of that? 

BRIAN
You'll all be retained. NEMS will 
merge with The Twigham Group and 
all the acts will be under NEMS - 
very little turnover of staff. 
That's the idea anyway.

PETER
The boys will never agree to 
this, you know..

BRIAN
with great sadness( )

They won't have a choice.

PETER
Why do you think you need a way 
out? They're as loyal to you as 
they've ever been! 

BRIAN
I'm of no use to them. Why should 
they be loyal? It's in their best 
interest to NOT retain me, isn't 
it?

PETER
incredulous( )

No - you're the one who bloody 
got them here. They're nothing 
without you and believe me, they 
know it. I know they're starting 
to puff their chests a bit, but 
they would never leave you out!

Brian sulks, picking at the grapefruit. Peter stares 
long and hard.

BRIAN
without looking up( )

It's good you're here, Peter. 
It's making things easier.

Peter clocks an ominous tone as Brian continues to pick. 
The phone sounds from the other room - then the intercom 
bleats with Janet's voice:
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JANET (O.S.)
Mr. Brian, it's Mr. Weiss from 
New York.

Brian rises.

BRIAN
I'll get it upstairs..

Peter watches him go.

INT. CHAPEL STREET FLAT - BRIAN’S ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Brian walks in and sits on the bed, then grabs the 
phone.

BRIAN
Nat?

NAT
Hey. So, uh...we found him. That 
hustler kid. I got a letter.

BRIAN
jolting up( )

Bud? Is he OK?

NAT
What? Brian - he's demanding ten 
thousand dollars or he'll go to 
the press about what was in that 
case. It's fucking blackmail..

Suddenly: Brian's brain FLASHES BACK to the sting 
operation from his childhood: 

As if in a child's nightmare, the menacing face of the 
STRANGER fills his vision. Brian is petrified.

BACK IN THE PRESENT Brian starts to sweat. He almost 
whispers into the phone:

BRIAN
Just pay him...

NAT
What? No way..

BRIAN
Please..just do it. I can't...
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NAT
That's ridiculous. I'm calling 
the police.

BRIAN
shrieking( )

No police!!! Please, Nat...

Nat is taken aback. Brian can barely control his 
terror...

BRIAN (cont'd)
petrified( )

No police. Please..I don't care 
about the money - I don't want to 
have a trial again. Just give him 
whatever he wants..

Nat proceeds cautiously...

NAT
Look...just...get some sleep, OK? 
I can hear it, you're exhausted. 
I'll take care of this.. 

BRIAN
Just don't hurt him Nat, 
please...he can't help the way he 
is. Just keep it out of the 
press. I can't...

NAT
Ok, Ok...it's OK...I'll take care 
of it...

Brian - fighting panic - replaces the receiver. His eyes 
dart to a bottle of pills on the bedside table.

Nat gently hangs up, concerned.

INT. CHAPEL STREET FLAT - BRIAN’S ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Brian stands and paces, flustered and scared. Janet 
appears in the doorway.

JANET
Mr. Brian, Mr. Lyndon called and 
wanted to speak about the 
Saville. 

BRIAN
snappish( )

What about the Saville??
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JANET
tentative( )

He didn't say, sir...

BRIAN
raised voice( )

Well why didn't you ask him! And 
by the way, Janet, I'd appreciate 
it were you not to waltz into a 
room and announce my messages 
when we have guests!

JANET
But it was just Peter...

BRIAN
It doesn't matter.  That was a 
terribly awkward place you put me 
in! Show a bit more discretion in 
future! 

JANET
timid, but upset( )

Please don't yell at me like 
that..

Brian glares at her...then picks a pot of old tea up off 
the nightstand and HURLS it across the room - not 
exactly AT Janet, but not exactly away from her either..

The steeped leaves fly out, hitting Janet - but the pot 
misses her by a mile and lands harmlessly on the rug.

Janet stares in horror. 

Brian is wild-eyed, a little crazed.

Janet - too angry to respond - stalks out..

Brian sits down on the bed and tries to calm himself - 
unsuccessfully. 

Shaking heavily, he stares at the bottle of pills on his 
bedside table...

INT. CHAPEL STREET FLAT - DINING ROOM

Peter sits, picking at his food just as Janet - upset 
and scared - appears in the doorway. 

He stands up, concerned...
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JANET
close to tears( )

Mr. Brown, I really hope you can 
help him...he's just not himself 
lately. 

PETER
What happened?

JANET
Just help him...

She turns and heads to the door - Peter looks up the 
stairs as the front door sounds.

Concerned, he starts up...

INT. CHAPEL STREET FLAT - HALLWAY

Peter walks to Brian's door and knocks.

PETER
Brian? Are you up?

His knocks grow louder...no answer from within. Peter 
jiggles the handle in growing concern - it's locked.

Just then: 

GARETH (O.S.)
Mr. Brown?

PETER
Gareth! Up here...

Gareth ascends the stairs..

GARETH
Sorry sir, will you or Mr. 
Epstein be needing the c....? 

He stops himself when he sees Peter jiggling the door.

PETER
banging the door( )

Brian?!?

Gareth stands, unsure of how to help.

PETER (cont'd)
to Gareth( )

Is there a key to this door 
somewhere?

(CONTINUED)
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GARETH
He's got it in there.

Peter shakes the door harder, harder - then he throws a 
shoulder into it. Nothing happens. 

He throws another...then another...and finally the door 
CRACKS open and Peter runs into the 

BEDROOM

...to find Brian, slumped over. Unresponsive, his legs 
dangling off the side of the bed. A empty pill-bottle 
with the cap off lies next to him.

Peter runs over and listens for breathing - it's shallow 
and slow.

Brian's soft features jiggle as Peter shakes him, trying 
to rouse him.

Nothing works.. Gareth tries to calm himself.

GARETH (cont'd)
Should we call an ambulance?

PETER
No - he'd never forgive us. The 
press would be all over it...

thinks( )
He's still breathing - we have 
time. Go bring the car around.

GARETH
What, the Bentley?

PETER
It doesn't matter! We'll take him 
to Putney - they'll be discreet. 
I'll call ahead...go!

Gareth runs out.

Peter picks up the phone, but something catches his eye:

On the floor next to the bed is a note in Brian's 
unmistakable handwriting. Peter picks it up and reads 
the first line:

CU ON PAPER: "This is all too much..."

He stops reading, pockets the note and continues to 
dial.
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CUT TO:

EXT. CHAPEL STREET FLAT - NIGHT

The door opens and Peter's head pops out. He looks up 
and down the quiet Mayfair block - not a soul in sight..

PETER
Let's go.

He exits and walks down the stairs to the street, 
holding one end of a body wrapped in blankets. Gareth 
carries the other end and closes the door behind him. 

The car waits at the curb, running. They struggle to 
stuff the swaddled body into the sporty two-door 
Bentley.

Once Brian's in, there's no room for Peter...he shuts 
the passenger door as Gareth gets behind the wheel.

PETER (cont'd)
I'll meet you there.

The car peels off.

FADE TO:

INT. A STAGE - NIGHT

Backstage. A smoky, darkly lit theatre. Brian - in a 
mop-top - stands in the wings, waiting. On stage is a 
drum kit and mic stands - set up for a Beatles 
concert...

The roar of the crowd sounds, and Brian trots out and 
takes his place behind the drum kit. He picks up the 
sticks and looks to the back of the other band-members' 
heads: they also wear mop-tops.

The LEAD GUITARIST slowly turns around...It's the 
MATADOR - the beautiful man from the photo...the man 
from his earlier hallucination. He's a Beatle from the 
neck up, but he's dressed in his traditional garb...

He looks over to another band-member. He can't see her 
face in the lights, but she wears a cute black dress and 
a pixie cut.

Brian holds his sticks high and waits for the signal...
and waits... Until he realizes THEY are waiting for HIM. 
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He gathers his courage and counts out the beat on the 
sticks - the crowd roars as the music starts - an 
upbeat, celebratory tune.

Brian gets into it and locks eyes with the Matador, who 
flashes an approving smile. Brian plays the drums with 
flair and confidence - loving every minute...

The crowd noise and music swells then starts to die down 
as we...

FADE TO:

INT. PUTNEY HOSPITAL - DAY

Brian slowly comes out of the dream. Voices waft in as 
his eyes flutter, subtly.

DR. NORMAN (O.S.)
...should have told me. 

PETER (O.S.)
He's under tremendous pressure, 
Dr. Norman.

DR. NORMAN (O.S.)
Well he and I will have a little 
chat when he wakes up..

Brian opens his eyes.

BRIAN
I'm awake.

He looks up to see Peter, Geoffrey and Nat Weiss 
standing with DR. NORMAN - middle-aged and severe. 

DR. NORMAN
bitter( )

Oh, good. I was just saying that 
it would have been nice if you 
had been honest when I gave you 
the prescription for Carbitral..

BRIAN
woozy( )

But I needed those to sleep.
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DR. NORMAN
dry( )

Yes, but it is possibly all the 
amphetamines you didn't tell me 
about that are preventing you 
from sleep.

NAT
Doctor, the man just woke up - do 
you need to do this now?

DR. NORMAN
No. Fine. 

to Brian( )
You need to change course, Brian. 
And quickly.

He nods at the group then departs. Brian sits up in bed, 
still groggy, but starting to awaken.

BRIAN
What happened?

PETER
They pumped your stomach...

NAT
I heard the nurse say you took 
enough to kill three men.

Brian smiles at this...Peter and Nat exchange a look.

NAT (cont'd)
That's not a good thing, Brian. 
What the hell are you doing??

BRIAN
Oh, Nat...I just woke up. Do we 
have to do this now?

This shuts Nat up.

BRIAN (cont'd)
So how long must I stay here?

NAT
If it were up to your doctors 
you'd never leave.

BRIAN
Oh come now, it's not as bad as 
all that...I'm fine. 
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Peter and Nat's faces show how much they believe this 
statement.

PETER
You'll be here for a few days, so 
just get comfortable.

Brian sighs, surprisingly accepting.

BRIAN
Very well. What sort of Scotch 
selection do they have, hmmm?

He smiles broadly.

NAT
There's still the question of 
what we're going to tell people. 
We've covered for you as best we 
can, but it's wearing thin. 

BRIAN
Right, well just spread the 
word - quietly - that I'm here 
for exhaustion. That's benign 
enough. Try to keep the press 
out.

NAT
We are - I'll go draft something.

He moves to leave - but Brian stops him.

BRIAN
warm( )

You're such a dear for flying 
over here, Nat. Thank you.

Nat nods and leaves.

Peter waits a moment, takes a quick look around, then 
lowers his voice and leans in.

PETER
reaches into his (
pocket)

And this?

He holds out the suicide note.

BRIAN
subtle( )

Oh, that...well..I'm sorry you 
had to find it.
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PETER
searching for words( )

But...why?

BRIAN
A mistake... it was just a 
mistake. Thank you for keeping it 
private.

PETER
exploding( )

Keeping it PRIVATE?? Brian, this 
is MADNESS! You need to get help! 
What are you doing to yourself?? 
Why? You have so much in your 
life!! I just don't understand!!

BRIAN
Peter...please, stop. You're 
right. I know... I'm going to. 
I'll get help.

PETER
taken aback( )

You'll get help? 

BRIAN
Yes...

Peter examines him, searching for the lie. Brian stares 
at him, sincere..

BRIAN (cont'd)
I promise. I will. Now please, 
tell me what I've missed. We have 
so much to talk about now, just 
let's move on. I know I've missed 
some things... What have I 
missed? At work I mean.

Peter stares at him for a long beat...Brian's pleading, 
bright face wins him over and he jumps in.

PETER
OK, fine. Robert Twigham has been 
calling every hour..

BRIAN
Brilliant, there we go.. Let him 
know I'll receive him here as 
soon as he can come. 

PETER
Here?
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BRIAN
Yes, but I've changed my mind. 
I'm going to keep the Beatles and 
Cilla - he can have the rest...

PETER
That doesn't exactly solve..

BRIAN
That's how it will be, Peter. 
Please give him a call.

PETER
turning to go( )

Fine.

BRIAN
Wait...do you think - what do you 
know of the Priory?

PETER
The clinic? They're very good.

BRIAN
See if they have a room for me, 
would you?

Peter smiles and nods, then departs.

Brian watches him go, then looks at the letter.

Deciding, he looks around the bedside table and finds 
his toiletry case. Reaching inside, he pulls out an 
extravagant lighter, and holds the paper up.

A quick strike, and the paper lights, burning quickly in 
his hands. He drops it in the bin next to his bed before 
his fingers burn.

CUT TO:

INT. PRIORY CLINIC - DAY

Brian sits on a chair in his palatial room, surrounded 
by papers. It's become his office.

Janet sits next to him, close. She holds her bag with 
sadness. Brian is crestfallen, a pleading look on his 
face. 
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BRIAN
pleading( )

Please - I'm so sorry for what I 
did, I beg you...

JANET
Mr. Brian - I'm very glad you're 
alright and that you seem to be 
getting help, but I can't abide 
what you did. It's been like this 
for too long.

BRIAN
Please, please...I will do better 
from now on, I promise. I've been 
in such a horrid place for so 
long...

Janet can't fight her sympathy.

BRIAN (cont'd)
I don't mean to hurt people, but 
I know I do...and now I've hurt 
you, and you mean so MUCH to me, 
and please..you just can't leave. 
Give me one more chance. This 
clinic is doing wonders for me, 
and with this merger I need you 
more than ever. Please...

He's utterly sincere, and Janet is convinced. She 
nods...Brian breathes a sigh of genuine relief.

Then, from outside:

TWIGHAM (O.S.)
Anybody home?

BRIAN
Yes, Robert - in here.

ROBERT TWIGHAM enters - large, Australian accent, and 
powerful. He takes a seat.

BRIAN (cont'd)
to Janet( )

That will be all Janet, thank 
you. Please call me when you're 
back at the office.

He winks at her, subtly - thanking her with his eyes. 
She smiles back and returns to her desk.
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TWIGHAM
Well then, Eppy - nice place 
you've got here. Back in the 
trenches now?

BRIAN
Yes, and I hear from my troops 
that you've not been behaving 
well.

TWIGHAM
petulant( )

Beg your pardon?

BRIAN
I was just informed that since 
our merger was announced, you've 
been, shall we say, unkind in the 
office. 

TWIGHAM
I have no idea what...

BRIAN
all business( )

Now listen. This is a family 
company, Mr. Twigham. It may not 
seem so due to its size, but our 
employees have always been 
family, and like family they 
shall be treated.

TWIGHAM
careful( )

You agreed to let me take over, 
Brian. It's been announced. 
You've got the Beatles and Cilla 
and that's it. I'm in charge 
now.. 

BRIAN
You're in charge of nothing, yet. 
Once you raise the half-a-million 
pounds, THEN your stake takes 
hold. But until then, if I hear 
once more that you have treated 
any member of my staff poorly, 
then all you'll control is what 
the boys first promised you: a 
looped recording of God Save the 
Queen. Am I understood?

Twigham seethes inside, but nods cooly.
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TWIGHAM
Understood. I apologize.

BRIAN
I appreciate your visit.

He nods toward the door - Twigham stands and walks out 
to the..

HALLWAY

And passes Nat Weiss and Peter Brown, arriving. 

PETER
Robert. Everything OK?

TWIGHAM
Everything except that man, yeah. 
He's not right in the head boys. 
I wouldn't listen to a word he 
says...

He stalks off, leaving a puzzled Nat and Peter to walk 
back into

BRIAN'S ROOM

They enter to see Brian writing in his diary...he breaks 
into a giant smile when they walk in.

BRIAN
Gents! Welcome. What's on the 
agenda today?

NAT
What happened with him?

BRIAN
I just told him how NEMS 
operates. He'll get in line.

He notices the bag in their hands.

BRIAN (cont'd)
Is that for me?

Nat and Peter can't hide their grins. 

PETER
A gift..

He reaches into the bag and pulls out an album in a 
plain, brown-paper cover.
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BRIAN
Is that...?

Nat smiles.

NAT
In a brown paper bag, just like 
you suggested.

Brian laughs and takes the album...

BRIAN
Ohh! But is the real cover here?

NAT
Yes, of course..

He pulls the brown paper off to reveal the album: SGT. 
PEPPER'S LONELY HEARTS CLUB 

Brian examines it with joy - CU on the myriad of famous 
faces, all covered in flower-power.

BRIAN
And no one's sued us yet?

PETER
You can thank Janet for that one.

BRIAN
Well come on - let's hear it!

He takes it over to the record player and drops the disc 
on. The needle lifts up and comes to rest at the edge.

CU on Brian's face, in anticipation...as MUSIC BEGINS:

It's "A Day in the Life" - it plays as Brian listens, 
riveted, mesmerized... The same rapture he feels at the 
theatre, or at the bullring...

FADE TO:

INT. KINGLEY HILL - NIGHT

...And he remains enraptured as the song continues - He 
sits in a LARGE BEDROOM, dressed in flower-power garb, 
draped on the bed near the record player. 

OTHER PEOPLE - in full-on hippie garb - sit variously on 
the bed and floor, listening.
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The mishmash of rising clusters reaches its climax - and 
the final chord hits. People can't move. They're 
mesmerized. The song is a revelation - not least because 
most of them are either tripping or completely baked.

The silence is deafening after the chord ends...then a 
few beats later - the REAL ending of the song. The weird 
chant that ends the album repeats over and over. 

Then - real silence. Brian speaks to no one in 
particular.

BRIAN
tears in his eyes( )

This is it...this is why...

He trails off. He's clearly affected, and clearly 
tripping.

The song over, he makes his way up and out to the:

LIVING ROOM

...where the scope of the party is revealed: psychedelic 
colors are EVERYwhere, and the place is packed. A thick 
haze of marijuana smoke pervades.

Brian moves through the exclusive crowd, locking eyes 
with everyone...he sees Nat and Peter sitting next to 
MICK JAGGER and heads over.

BRIAN (cont'd)
Nathaniel!

plopping down next (
to him)

Nat. My dear, beautiful friend...
and how are you Mick?

Mick Jagger smiles.

MICK
Never better, Eppy. Nice place 
you bought here...

He looks off toward someone...

MICK (cont'd)
standing( )

'scuse me, chaps.

They watch him go..then Nat puts his arm around Brian.

NAT
Enjoying yourself?
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BRIAN
a little slurry( )

Yes, indeed...but wait. This 
isn't right..

A SUDDEN sadness. Brian's shoulders slump..

PETER
Eh? What is it now?

BRIAN
Paul should be here. The other 
three are here...but they should 
ALL be here.

NAT
He couldn't make it.

BRIAN
YOU came! And you're from 
AMERICA!

NAT
Yeah, cause you paid my ticket.

BRIAN
Well now..look. I need you. I'm 
so glad we're friends...

He embraces him, warmly. Nat - sober, but used to it - 
hugs him back. 

NAT
I am too. But should you be doing 
all this stuff? Isn't that clinic 
helping?

BRIAN
Oh yes! They're wonderful over 
there. I mean, I'm celebrating 
tonight, but I've turned a 
corner...

NAT
not buying it( )

Glad to hear it...

BRIAN
Oh! And we're all set for the big 
BBC broadcast! Did you hear the 
title of the song they wrote? 
It's 'All you Need Is Love!' 
Isn't that lovely?
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PETER
puzzled, sarcastic( )

I seem to recall someone long ago 
saying that love is overrated, 
and not worth the pursuit...
wasn't that you?

BRIAN
Me? I would never say such a 
thing.. Say, where is Derek? He 
hasn't even said hello...

PETER
He's out with John and some 
people in the Rolls, listening to 
that new Procol Harum single...

BRIAN
Well they should be here!! Go GET 
them!

He playfully slaps at Peter, who stands reluctantly and 
goes off...

BRIAN (cont'd)
Now. Nat..

NAT
sipping his drink( )

Brian.

BRIAN
I need to discuss something of 
TERRIBLE importance with you.

NAT
You sure now's the time?

BRIAN
dead serious( )

Indeed! There has never been a 
better time...now listen. I'm 
making a change. No more of this 
following footsteps rubbish...the 
boys are branching out, and so 
should I. 

Nat wonders how seriously to take this.

BRIAN (cont'd)
And I'm thinking that New York is 
where I'd like to do it.. so I 
need management over there. 

(CONTINUED)

CONTINUED:
125.



NAT
Who were you thinking about?

BRIAN
Well YOU, my dear!

He breaks into a big smile..

BRIAN (cont'd)
We're already set up with 
Nemperor in the States, so I'll 
just join the roster, and you'll 
be my manager.

NAT
pondering( )

That's not a bad idea for you...
I'm sure we can get you some 
hosting gigs to start.

BRIAN
Exactly! Now you're thinking like 
a manager! You're the manager's 
manager now!

He laughs, excited and invigorated - and it's not just 
the drugs. Nat reservedly shares his excitement...and 
silently hopes that this is the start of something good.

FADE TO:

INT. TV STUDIO - NIGHT

Brian and Peter - dressed in 60's casual - wander 
through the flower-power-themed set. 

In the background, the boys settle in to play, just 
visible. Brian and Peter take their places..

LOUDSPEAKER (O.S.)
One minute everyone!

PETER
And you're going to move to New 
York?

BRIAN
Just for a few months. I mean 
listen, despite Twigham's 
management style, NEMS is doing 
fine under his purview, and with 
me just worrying about the boys 
and Cilla, it's just time for me.

(CONTINUED)

CONTINUED:
126.



LOUDSPEAKER
Thirty seconds!

PETER
Nat's already found an apartment 
overlooking the East River.

PETER (cont'd)
I prefer the West Side myself.

BRIAN
The West side? Do you enjoy being 
mugged?

Brian laughs at his own joke...his excitement is 
palpable and Peter doesn't want to dampen it. 

PETER

It sounds wonderful. Whatever I 
can do to help...

LOUDSPEAKER
We are live in five...
four..three...

Two and One. The opening horns of La Marsellaise 
sound...Brian watches with joy as the lights go up on 
the packed studio. 

MUSIC begins: "All You Need is Love" Brian watches, rapt 
and at peace...his eyes widen, and 

CUT TO:

INT. BULLFIGHTING RING - NIGHT

...as the song plays, he's back under the lights, only 
this time the crowd is energetic once again.. He swishes 
his cape around with dramatic gestures, and turns to 
face the bull...

It's less imposing now - CU on his face as he waits for 
its charge, confident in his strength. 

FADE TO:

INT. CHAPEL STREET FLAT - BRIAN'S ROOM

He sits on the bed, high, listening to the song with 
unbridled joy.
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As the song winds down, over John's fading voice singing 
"She loves you, yeah yeah yeah..." he crawls over to the 
phone and dials a long number...

NAT (O.S.)
Hello?

Brian grins into the phone - in another world...

BRIAN
Nat... All you need is love. 
That's the single...tell them 
that's the single..

NAT
Brian? What are you....?

Brian clicks the receiver down and moves to the record 
player. He pulls the needle over and starts the song 
again...La Marseillaise plays again...

But as the song begins again, the phone rings. He picks 
it up..

BRIAN
Hel..Hello??

He hears muffled sobs in the background as Clive's 
harried voice sounds:

CLIVE
choked( )

Brian...it's Dad....

The song continues as Brian's face registers the news...

CUT TO:

INT. EPSTEIN HOME - LIVERPOOL - DAY

In the family home, Brian, Queenie and Clive all sit on 
low cushions - the traditional Jewish Shiva. Brian and 
Clive both wear Yarmulkes.

SEVERAL GUESTS mill about, talking in low voices...an 
ANNOYING GUEST sits next to Brian:

ANNOYING GUEST
...so I told them that the great 
Brian Epstein was gonna be here, 
and all they wanted to know was 
could I get an autograph. The 
nerve! 
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But I 
ANNOYING GUEST (cont'd)

did promise I would at 
least ask so if there's any way 
at all...

Brian doesn't hear any of it. He watches Queenie, who 
sits, lost - looking very much like someone mourning the 
loss of her husband of 35 years.

INT. EPSTEIN HOME - LIVERPOOL - NIGHT

The guests have left. Queenie - exhausted - sits back on 
the sofa. 

Brian sits next to her, her hand in his..

BRIAN
It's really the wise thing, 
mummy. This is such an empty 
house...

QUEENIE
Oh, I'd just be in your way. I 
would cramp your style.

BRIAN
Not in the least. Please, mummy. 
Why don't you come stay with me 
for the next few days? We'll look 
into getting you a flat near 
Chapel Street. 

Clive walks in with tea and hands a cup to Queenie.

CLIVE
It's not a bad idea, Mum. I'm 
down there quite a bit anyway...
you'd just be alone up here.

BRIAN
And it's not as if you're an old 
lady, mummy... You'll enjoy 
London these days. And Gareth 
will take you to Kingsley Hill 
anytime you want to go.. 

QUEENIE
a sweet grin( )

Perhaps..
she looks at her (
sons)

He was so proud of you both. 
Neither of us could imagine the 
success you've had...
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The boys smile, embarrassed by the praise..

CLIVE
Well it was his example that got 
us here.

QUEENIE
I'm not quite sure that's true 
for your brother..

The boys laugh, bittersweet...

CLIVE
Right - well I'm going to get 
home.

He kisses his mother as Brian stands to say goodbye.

CLIVE (cont'd)
shaking his hand( )

For what it's worth, I think this 
New York expansion is a splendid 
idea.

BRIAN
Thank you, Clive.

CLIVE
Even though it'll mean you're in 
the office less than you are now.

They smile at each other. Clive departs.

Brian sits next to his mother as she sips her tea. Her 
conversation is weary and drowsy - the week of mourning 
has taken its toll.

QUEENIE
to Brian( )

Are you going back to London 
tonight?

BRIAN
I thought I might spend the night 
here.

QUEENIE
In your old room?

BRIAN
If that's OK.
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QUEENIE
I don't know if your bed will be 
as comfortable as you're used to 
these days...

Brian smiles in reply. Queenie looks him over - a 
prideful mother, her thoughts on Harry. 

QUEENIE (cont'd)
He was so worried about you, 
growing up. We both were.

BRIAN
Well there's no need to worry 
anymore, Mummy.

QUEENIE
piercing( )

Isn't there?

BRIAN
I'm doing fine now. Much better.. 

QUEENIE
Heard anything from that crazy 
American...what was his name, 
Buff?

BRIAN
tight( )

Bud. Nat found him in New York. 
He was arrested...he won't bother 
me again. 

QUEENIE
And is there anyone else in your 
life? Anyone who's nice to you?

BRIAN
Everyone's nice to me, Mum. I 
have wonderful friends.

QUEENIE
Yes, you do. I just wish you'd 
find someone to settle down a bit 
with. We just want you to be 
happy, Brian...what you've 
accomplished...it's just...well. 
We're just so proud.

Brian smiles in reply.
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QUEENIE (cont'd)
But I just worry...I worry that 
you're not happy. In spite of 
everything.

Brian can't help himself - the tears come, unbidden...
but he holds them in his eyes.

BRIAN
I'm getting there, Mummy. I 
promise. Things are getting 
better. And I won't worry you, 
ever again. I promise..

He leans over and they embrace.

CUT TO:

INT. EPSTEIN HOME - BRIAN'S ROOM - NIGHT

The door opens...spilling light into the small room. 
Brian looks around - everything is exactly as it was 
when he was twelve. 

A school portrait of himself sits on the dresser: about 
13 years old, he beams into the camera. His hair is 
perfect. He moves in and drops his case. 

Idly, he opens the drawer in the desk...inside is a mess 
of papers and files...some color peeks out from within 
the pile.

He grabs the corner and pulls the sheaf out: it's the 
naked-lady photos he drew as a child. Even he is 
impressed by the skill. 

With a grin, he puts the drawings into his briefcase, 
and settles down on the small bed. 

INT. CHAPEL STREET FLAT - BRIAN’S OFFICE

Brian chats on the phone, in good spirits. INTERCUT with 
Nat Weiss in New York.

BRIAN
...and I can't locate her! I 
finally get her her own damn TV 
show, and she's nowhere to be 
found!
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NAT
I'm sure she'll flip...that's 
great news. 

BRIAN
Tough work, it was! The BBC is a 
hard nut to crack. But Cilla's 
worth it. 

So listen - I'll be down at 
Kingsley Hill this weekend, then 
I'll be in Wales on Monday. But 
let me know if there's anything 
else to be done for my visit. 

NAT
What's in Wales?

BRIAN
Oh the boys are up with that 
Maharashi fellow. I promised I'd 
come say hello.

NAT
Going to find enlightenment, huh?

BRIAN
God I hope so...

NAT
Is your mother still with you?

BRIAN
She leaves today...I'm worried 
about her going back to that 
empty house, but she's insisted.

lowering his voice( )
But truth be told, it'll be good 
to get back to some fun for a few 
days...

NAT
a grin( )

There'll be plenty of that when 
you get here, I'm sure. I have 
you in the Waldorf again.

BRIAN
Brilliant - oh, and I heard Brian 
Bedford is performing with 
Ustinov at Lincoln Center. Can 
you arrange tickets?

(CONTINUED)
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NAT
Sure.

BRIAN
It will be so good to see him 
again...it's been ages.

NAT
noticing his (
happiness)

You sound good, Brian - glad your 
mother's doing well. Can't wait 
to see you.

BRIAN
bright( )

Till the 2nd, my dear.

He hangs up. Nat drops the receiver, happy to hear his 
friend so upbeat.

EXT. CHAPEL STREET FLAT - DAY

Brian walks out with his mother. Antonio follows, 
carrying Queenie's suitcase. They walk to the waiting 
Bentley, where Gareth grabs the case and loads up the 
boot. 

Brian embraces Queenie. 

BRIAN
Are you sure you'll be OK?

QUEENIE
Yes, of course. I've got things 
to settle at the house...

teary( )
Thank you, Brian. This has been a 
wonderful week. 

BRIAN
There's plenty more where this 
came from Mummy - that flat will 
be ready for you before you know 
it. Now if you need anything, 
please call me at the country 
house, mmm? I'll see you next 
week.

They embrace - she gets in the car. Brian watches and 
waves as it shoots off, then walks back in the house.
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INT. CHAPEL STREET FLAT - FOYER

As he walks in, Janet is there, ready to leave.

JANET
Is there anything else you need 
today, Mr. Brian?

BRIAN
Not at all - are you sure I can't 
entice you to the country this 
weekend? We have quite a bash 
planned tonight...

JANET
So sorry, sir...we have plans. 
But thanks!

BRIAN
Very well - go enjoy! 

She nods and walks out. He calls out.

BRIAN (cont'd)
Antonio!

Antonio appears...

BRIAN (cont'd)
I'm leaving soon - I'll be gone 
all weekend, so you and Maria 
just hold the fort, hmm?

ANTONIO
Yes sir.

Brian bounds upstairs, excited.

FADE TO:

INT. KINGLEY HILL - NIGHT

Several bottles of wine sit empty on the table, along 
with three glasses in front of Brian, Peter and 
Geoffrey.

Brian shifts, restless and bored as Peter and Geoffrey 
chat.

PETER
Well it's a good development, for 
certain.
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GEOFFREY
Historic, it is. What do you 
think Eppy? No more sneaking 
around, eh? 

Brian's distant - in his own world.

PETER
Brian?

BRIAN
Hmm?

GEOFFREY
I'd think you would be excited by 
this.

BRIAN
Oh, yes. Quite.

PETER
incredulous( )

Quite? They've legalized it. Just 
think - no more sneaking around! 
We can be who we are!

BRIAN
I highly doubt this is the end of 
the persecution of homosexuals.

GEOFFREY
Well surely it's a step in the 
right direction, no?

BRIAN
Oh God, can't we just leave it? 
Where the hell is everyone, 
anyway?

PETER
They said they'd be here, right?

Brian stands up, abruptly.

BRIAN
Right that's it....I'm off.

Shocked looks from Geoffrey and Peter.

PETER
What? 

(CONTINUED)
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BRIAN
They're clearly not coming - 
they're an hour late. No one else 
is around...I'm just going back 
to London.

GEOFFREY
Why?

BRIAN
I just... need some fun.

GEOFFREY
You're going to drive all the way 
back tonight?

BRIAN
I'll be fine. Do I seem drunk?

PETER
admitting( )

No..

BRIAN
Well then. Look, I'll return 
tomorrow. You gents just enjoy 
the place.

He swiftly grabs his keys and walks out, leaving Peter 
and Geoffrey puzzled, but accepting.

FADE TO:

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - NIGHT

Brian drives with purpose...sad and angry. He speeds 
through the country toward London.

INT. KINGLEY HILL - NIGHT

Peter and Geoffrey sit in drugged-up silence, passing a 
joint back and forth.

The doorbell rings. Loudly...Peter and Geoffrey exchange 
a surprised glance.

Geoffrey stands and goes to open it - he's greeted by 
SEVERAL HOT LADS who stand at the door, ready for a 
party...

(CONTINUED)
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HOT LAD
Oy, sorry we're late...those 
directions he gave were rubbish..

Geoffrey looks at them in surprise.

FADE TO:

INT. CHAPEL STREET FLAT - BRIAN'S ROOM - NIGHT

CU on the line of pill bottles, neatly arranged. A hand 
gropes for one in the darkness, hesitating. It rests on 
one bottle, then changes its mind and grabs another. 

Brian - in the darkness, not really awake - drops a pill 
into his hand...then grabs a glass. The pill goes in. He 
groggily replaces the cap again, and lines up the bottle 
with the others on his nightstand. 

It starts to take effect...the grogginess sets in. As he 
sits on the edge of the bed, he takes another, long look 
at the photo of the Matador...

And the Matador EXITS the photo, just as Brian entered 
it before. 

Splendid in the moonlight, the Matador stands before 
Brian, seductive and inviting.

Tears stream down Brian's face as he stands and walks 
toward the figure. The Matador opens his arms and pulls 
him into a firm embrace... Brian buries his face into on 
the Matador's chest, overcome with warmth and love.

They walk together in an embrace back to the bed and lay 
down, still clutching each other. 

Brian engulfs him, closer and tighter...refusing to let 
go. Not wanting to ever let go.

His tear-filled eyes shut as they settle in together. 
Brian's face - resting on the Matador's chest - relaxes 
into peace...

A phone rings as his mouth turns into a slight smile.

INT. CHAPEL STREET FLAT - NIGHT

Antonio sits in the kitchen with tea and bounds up to 
answer the phone.

INTERCUT EPSTEIN HOME
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Queenie sits alone:

QUEENIE
Oh, hi Antonio. I just called the 
country house and Peter said 
Brian went home...is he there?

ANTONIO
Yes, Mrs. Epstein, but Mr. Brian 
he is sleeping. I have no heard 
from him today..

QUEENIE
Oh, well - don't disturb him 
then. I'll catch up with him 
later.

Queenie hangs up the phone. A pang of worry crosses her 
mind, but she tries to will it away.

CUT TO:

INT. KINGLEY HILL - DAY

Peter and Geoffrey walk into the house to hear the phone 
ringing. Peter runs to get it..

PETER
Hello?

JANET
quivering voice( )

Mr. Brown - hi, I'm sorry to 
bother you, but I just got a 
fairly worried call from 
Antonio...it seems Brian isn't 
responding to his calls. And the 
door is locked.

FADE TO:

INT. CLIVE'S HOME - LIVERPOOL

The phone rings...Clive picks it up.

CLIVE
Clive Epstein.

He listens...his face contorts...not believing..
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CLIVE (cont'd)
No...you're LYING! YOU'RE 
LYING!!!

CUT TO:

INT. EPSTEIN HOME - FOYER

Clive and his WIFE - BARBARA - enter slowly. Both are 
exhausted, with tear-streaked faces...

Behind them, a WHITE-COATED MAN follows them into the 
house.

CLIVE
shaky voice( )

Mum? Are you here?

Queenie appears, surprised.

QUEENIE
Oh hi!

She immediately notices their faces. 

CLIVE
miserable( )

It's Brian....

Her face drops...the panic sets in and they all run to 
her as she breaks down...

CU on a photo in the foyer as Queenie collapses...it's 
the picture of Brian with The Beatles. Happy.

FADE TO:

INT. CHAPEL STREET FLAT - BRIAN'S ROOM - DAY

...And then the same photo on Brian's mantlepiece. We 
FOCUS IN on Brian's smiling face, as in the background 
his body lays slumped on his bed, being attended to by a 
doctor...

FADE TO:

INT. NEMS - BRIAN’S OFFICE - DAY

TITLE: November 9, 1963

Brian stands, putting his coat on. Alistair walks in.
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ALISTAIR
You called for me, Mr. Brian?

BRIAN
Get your coat. We have a lunch 
date.

Alistair is puzzled, but does as he’s told. The two of 
them walk out the door...

EXT. NORTH END MUSIC STORE (NEMS) - DAY - CONTINUOUS

They turn right out of the store and walk down the 
street, stopping in front of a sign that points down a 
set of stairs: “CAVERN CLUB”

The billboard outside advertises The Beatles. They 
descend the stairs and enter the dank lair...

INT. CAVERN CLUB - DAY

Brian squeezes through the sweaty mass of youth - very 
out of place in his tailored suit, but very much 
enjoying the energy.

He sits down at a reserved 'table' with Alistair. The 
DJ's voice sounds..

DJ
And now, ladies and gentlemen...
The Beatles!

The music begins - some raggedy cover of a contemporary 
song. 

CU on Brian's face as he watches, his eyes lighting up. 
Growing more and more excited with every chord.

Pure elation.

FADE TO BLACK.
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