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* Steve Buscemi plays Donny in THE BIG LEBOWSKI
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i ~ THE BIG Lsaowsx;\

we are floating Up @ Etedp Ecturby slope. wWe hear male voices
Pt b ~ gently ginging "Tumbling Tumbleweeds® and s deep, affable,
£ Festern-accerited voice--Sam Elliot's, perhaps:
' _ Voice-Over
A way out west there was a fella, fella I
want to tell you about, fella by the name of
: Jeff Lebowski. At least, that was the handle
his lovin' parents gave him, but he never had
much_qag;;or_;;_himselt. This Lebowski, he
calléd himself the Dude. Now, Dude, that's a

name_no”pﬁg'ddﬁid'éelf-applY’where I come

from.  Bﬁt'théhT”théfe'was 2 lot abcut the

t - Dude that didn't make a whole lot of sense Lo
me. And & 1ot abobt where he lived, like-

| wise. But then again, miybe that's why I
found the place c'durned innarestin’.

ise and the smoggy Vvastness of Los Angeles 2t

eccheg out before us.

| . . . They call los angeles the City of
tncels. 1 ¢idn't £ind it tO be that exactly,

puc 1t11 allow as théré aAre some nice folks

there. ‘'Course, 1 can't say 1 seen lLondon,
and 1 never been to France, and I ain't never
cecern no gueen in her démn ungies 2s the fella
gzys. But I'll tell you what, after seeing
1cs Angeles and thisahere Story I'm about te

' wnfeid--wal, I cuess I séén gomethin' ever'

‘ rit as stupefyin' as ya'd see in any a those
cther places, and in English too, sc I C&n
die with a smile on Yy face without feelin'
1ike the good lerd cypped me.
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-e, the supermarket al;”pg;_gggﬁ;agéf__We are tracking i
tyigh man in sermuda shorts and ginglassés at the dairy
e is the Dude. His rurpled look anéd relaxed manner
: :

r2n in whom cabualness runs deep.

1ing guUaIts of milk for coldness and examining their
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place back in the early n;netzes--gusz aoout
the time of our cenflict with Sad'm and the
Eye- .rackies. I only mention it *cause some-

times there's a man--I won't say a hee-Io,
tcauds What's A'hee-ro?--But sémetimes

there's a man . .

.The Pude glances furtively about and then opens a quart of milk.
Ee sticks his nosé in the spout and sniffs.

. . . and I'm talkin' about the Dude here--
sometimes there's & man who, wal, ne'‘s the
man for his timé‘'n’place, he fits right in
there--ang that‘s the Dude, in Los Angeles. . .

CEECXOUT GIRL

She waits, arms folded. A small black-and white TV next to her
register shows Ged>rge Bush on the White House lawn with
relicopter rotors spinning behind him.

. George Bush
This aggression will not stand. . . This will
not stand!

e Dude, peeking over his shades, scribbles something at the
T customer's lectern. Milk beads his mustache.

Veice-0Over
2nd even if he's a lazy man, and the

Pude was certainly that--guite possibly the
lzziest in Los Angeles County. .

iz Ralph's Shepper's Club card to one side and is
heck teo Ralph's for sixty-nine cents.

n LY

. which would place him high in the
r;nr;n' for laziest worldwide--but srmetimes
there's & man. . . sometimes there's a man. . .

EXTERIOR RALPE'S

»o: of the clowing Ralph's. There are only two or three
zrked in the huge lot.

Voice-0Over
.. . wal, I lost m'train of thought here. .
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The Dude is a small figure walking across the vast lot. Next to
him walks a Mexican carry-out boy in a red apron and cap carry:ng
a small brown bag holding the guart ©f milk. The two men’'s
footsteps echd in the Brill of the nzght.

After 2 beat of walking the Dude offhandedly points.

o«

Dude
It's the leBaron.

DUODE'S ROUSE

The Dude is going up the walkway of a small Venice bungalow
court. He holds the paper sack in one hand and a small .
leztherette satchel in the other. He awkwardly hugs the grocery
bzp aceinst his chest as he turns a key in his door.

“NEIDE

Trhe Ducde enters and flicks on & light.

¥is hezd is grabbed from behind and tucked into an armpit. We
tratk with him as he is rushed through the living room, his amm
rolding the satchel flailing away from his body. Going into the
bedroom the cutflung satchel catches a piece of doorframe and
wallibozré znd rips through it, leaving an ovoid hole.

The Dude is propelled across the bedroom and on into a small
tzrhreom, the satchel once again taking away a piece of
docrirzame. His head is plunced into the toilet. The paper bag
hogged to his chest explodes milk as it hits the toilet rim and
t%e sztichel pulverizes tile as it crashes to the floor.

Tne Dude blows bubbles.

Voice
We want that money, lLebowski. Bunny said ycu
‘were gosd for it.

¥ ¢ haul the Dude out of the toilet. The Dude blubbers and
cesps fer air.

. . . ¥here's the money, Lebowski!
Eis head is plungeld back into the teoilet,

. Where's the money, lebowski!



wne nanas nAaul nim out again, Oripping e&lu gagpadid.
. . . WHERE'S THE FUCKING MONEY, SHITHEAD!
Dude
It's uh, it's down there scmewhere. lemme take
‘another look. ' -
Kig head is plunged back in.
_ ~ Voice :
Dont't fuck with us. If your wife owes money
to Jackie Treehorn, that means yQu Owe IOney
" to Jackie Irechorn.
The 1n~uzsztor ‘hauls the Dude 5 hezd out one last time and £
Lim over so that he sits on the f£loor, back agdinst the toily
The Dude gropes back in the toiler with one ‘hand.
Losming over him is a strapping blond man.

cnd .n the lzvzng room a young Ch;nese man unzips his fly
ks /er to a2 rug.

Chlnese ¥an
Ever thus to deadbeats, lLebowski.

Ee starts peeing on the rug.

The Dude’'s hand ccmes out ©f the toilet bowl with his sungla

_ Dude
Or, man. Don't do--
Elend Man
You see 'hat happens? You see what happens,
Lertoweki

»de puts on his dripping sunglasses.

- han
PR — S

Dude N
Look, nebody cslls me Lebowski. You got the
wrong guy. I'm the Dude, man. '

Elond Man
Your name is lLebowski. Your wife is Bunny.

_ Dude
Bunny? Look, moron. . .

Ee holds vp his hands.
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| . . You See a wenging ringv LUDeE Tnas
place look like I'm fucking married? All my
plants are dead!

L The blond man SLOODS ‘0 unz-p the satchel. He pulls ocut a
‘bowling ball and ei&ﬁznes it in the manner of a superstltlous

‘nat 1VE

! - Blond Man
! . . . The fuck is this?

The Dude pats &t his pockets, takes ocut a joint and lights it.

Dude
Obviously ysu're not a golfer.

The blond men drops the ball which pulverizes more tile.

! Elond Man
: woo?

! The Chinese man is zipping his fly.
Yoo
- Blond Man
wWzsn't this guy supposed to be a mzlliona;re’

; ¥oo
Th?

.

]
¥

. look around.

iy
LM
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Tuck.

Elond Man
Wrat €o you think?
o Koo
He looks like a fuckin' loser.

Duce pu;ls ris sunglasses down his nose with one finger and
S cver them.

Tre

FEEn
Dule

Hey. AU least I'm housebroken.

—~re two men look at each other. They turn to leave.

woo
Fuckin' waste of time. . .




[Su .

The blond man turns testily at the deor.

Elond Man
‘Thanks a lot, assheole.

On the door glam we cut to:

BOWLING PINS

- Scattered by a strike.

Music and head credits play over various bowling shots--pins
flying, bowlers hoisting balle, balls gliding down lanes, sliding
feet, gradeful releases, ball return spinning up a ball, fingers
sliding ifito fingerholes, etc.

The music turmns into be ny source music, coming from a distant
sukebox, &5 the creditr end over a clattering strike.

rlonde man with stringy hair tied back in a pony:tail
cm the strike to walk back to the bench.

Man o
Hot damn, I'm throwin' rocks tonight. Mark
it, Dude.

g are trécking in on the circular bench towards a big man

Lrsing & lavge plastic cup of Bud. He has dark worried eyes and
ge. Haziry legs emerge from his khaki shorts. He also

a khzaki army surplus shirt with the sleeves cut off over an
wlirg shirt. This is Walter. BXe sguints throuch the smoke
is own cigarette as he adresses the Dude at the scoring

AL A

ORI
tronomn

vde, aiso holéing 2 large plastic cup of Bud, wears some of
cam on his mustache. '

LA |
Yy
tn m

1
Wzlter
This was a valued rug.
Ee elabcoretely clears his throat.
. . This was, uh--

Dude s
Yezh man, it rezlly tied the room together--

. Walter
This was a valued, uh. .
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T by . . _
Denny, the strike-scoring bowles, enters and sits nex®@BRE¥fer.

Donny

' What tied the room together, Dude? e,
el ... Walter n
Were you listening to the story, Donny? BLO™Y
Donny
¥hat-- ]
Walter :

Were you listening to the Dude's story? ~1& Duce’s

. _ Donny
I was bowling--
Walter ) em
So you have no frame of reference, Dcnny f:v:-
You're like a child who wanders in in the:__-;uzibx
middle of a movie and ants to know-- StE G 4
Dude
hat's your point, Walter?
Walter ' L
There's no fucking reascn--here's my point, "THE-C
Dude--there's no fucking reason-- oL
Donny . s
Yezh Wezlter, what's your point? B
Walter
Eeh?
o Dude e
what's the point pf--we 21) know who was_gt . e
f2ulr, so what the fuck are you talking B A
u

. Walter .
Huh? No! what the fuck are ypu tzlking-rI'm 9 =54
not--we're t:lk;ng about unchecked agress;onPhete 2

Donny . ]
what the fuck ie hé talking about? 3 abo
o o Dude
My TUg.

walter

(24
{3

Forget it, Donny. You're out of your -



element.

: Pude ' :
This Chinaman who peed on ¥ rug, 1 can't 80
~give him 2 bill 86 what nhe £uck are you
ralking about? ) _

- ‘walter '
what the fuck are you talking about’l This
Crinamif ig hot the issue!l I'm talxing about
drawing & iine in the ‘€and, Dude. ACIDSE
this line you ‘do not, uh--and alse, Dude,
Chinaman is not the preferreé, uwh. . "Asian-
Amerzcan. Please.' C S

Dude
- Walter, this is not 2 guy who built the rail-
roads, here, this ig a guy who peed on my-=

‘Walter
what :he fuck are you--
o _ Dude
wglter,'he peed on my Iug--
Donny
Ee pee"1 on the Dude's Twg--
Walter _
YOU'RE OUT OF YOUR ELEMINT! This Chinaman is
ot the iessue, Dude. .
. Dude
So who--
walter

Jeff 'ebowskz. Come on. This other Jeffrey
Lebowski. The willionaire. He's gesana be
gzsier to f;nu'nnyway than these two, uh. .
these two . . . AnG he has the wealth, uls,
the refSuTrcés cbvzously, ind theré is no
reason, no FUCKING reason, why ris wife
should go out &nc owe money’ and they pee on
vpour TUg. Am 1 wrong’ :

Tnude
No, Dut--

‘walter
2m 1 wrong!

Dude



Yeah, but--

|  Walter
Okay. . . That, uh, . .

He e.aborately clears his throat.

. . That rug really tied the room together,
dzd it not?

Dude
Puckin' A. '

Donny
And this guy peed on it.

wWalter
Donny! Pleazse!

Dude

Yeah, I could find this Lebowski guy--

Donny
¥is name is lebowski? That's your name,
Dude! '
Yezh, this is the guy, this guy should
compensate’ ‘nie” for the fucking rug. I mean
his wife goes out and owes money and they pee
on By rug.

Walter .
rzszt’'s right Dude; they pee ©on your fuckzng

a
Q.
H

3
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K h PLAQUE

ck from the name JEFFREY LEBOWCKI engraved in silver to

the plazue, ¥rom Variety €lubs Intermatdicnal,
S ACEIEVER OF THE YEAR '

*ted in the plague we see the Dude entering the IoonH with a

We hezr the two men talk:

Young Man
A:d this is the study. You can see the
various commendations, honorary degrees, et

cetera.



| . . . Dude
; Yes, uh, véf?'impréﬁsiVé;
A o " D Young Man
Please, feel free to inspect them.
1 : 7 Dude
1 I'm not really, uwh. . .
; . | ' Young Man
' Please! Please!
N . . )
! _ - Dude

We are panning the walls, locking at various citations and
certificates unrélated to the cnes being discusted offscreen:
! Young Man

~hat's the key to the city of Pasadena, which

Mr. Lebowski was given two years ago in
recogr.ition of his variocus civie, uh. .

S Dude

Uh-huh.
Young Man

That's 2 Los Angeles Cramber of Cormerce
Buciness Achiever award, which is given--not
recegsarily given every year! Given only
wheén trere's & worthy, somebody especially--

. Dude _

Eey, is this him with Nancy?

..o, .. Young Man
Thit is indeed MY lebowski with the first
ledy, yes, taken when-- '

Dude
Letowski on the right?

Young Man
0f ceourse, Mr. Lebowski on the right, Mrs.
Fezgan on the left, taken when--

- - Dude
Ee's hzndicapped, huh?

o Young Man
Mr. lebowski is disabled, yes. And this
picture was taken when Mrs. Resgan was first




lady of the nation, Yes, yes? not nf
California.

Dude
Far out.

Young Man
And in fact he met privately with the
Fresident, though unfortunately there wasn't
time for a photo coppertunity.

Dude
Nancy's pretty good.
_ . ~Young Man
woﬁderful woman, We were very--
Dude o
Are these. . .
Young Man

These are Mr. Lebowski's children, &0 tO
speak-- .

Dude
Tifferent mothers, huh?

Young Man
No, they--

Dude

I cuess he's pretty, uh, racizally pretty
cobl--

Young Man
ney're not his, heh-heh, they’'re not
1tE elly his children; they'ze the Little
Lebowexi Urben Achievers, inner-city chilcren
of promise but without the--

t-Jt-l

. Dude
I see.

Young Man
--without the means for higher education, &0
Mr. Lebowski hzs Ccﬁﬂltted to sending all of
them to college.

. Dude |
Jeez. Think he's got room for one more?

Young Man

i1
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One--ch! Heh-heh. You néver went to
college?

- Dude
Well, yeah T did, but I spént most of my time
ctcupy;ng various, wm, administration
buildings--

: L Young Man
Heh-heh--
| _ bude
~-smoking thai-stick, breaking intoc the ROTC--
: ' Young Man
Yes, heh--
Dude

--2nd bowling. 111 tell you the truth,
Erandt, T don'e remetber most of it. -—Jeez’
- Fuck me!

Cur continuing track and pan have brought us onto a framed Life
Mezczzine cover which is headlined ARE YOU A LEBOWSKI ACHIEVER?
O::_v the Dude's sunclazssed face is on it: we realzze that,

cer the magezine's Jogo and hezdline, the display is mirrored.

hesr the door open and the whine of & motor. The Dude,
ng shorts and a bowling shirt, turms té look,

2t, the yo*n* man we've been listening to. He wears
s his hangd £ clasped in f*cnt of his greoin,

Intering the roow'is a2 fat sixtyish man in 2 motorized
wrneslghalr--Jefi Lebowski.
webowski

Okay sir, you're a Lebowski, I m a2 Leboacka,

that's terrific, I'm very busy so what can I

de o' you?
e wheels himself beh*nd a desk . The Dude sits facing him as
Eranzt withd-aws

Pude
wWell sir, it's this rug I have, ryeally tied
the room tocether-

| Lebowski o
You told Brindt on the phone, he told me. 5o
where do I ‘;t in?



| Dude |
well they were looking for you, these two
guys, they were tfying to--

Lebowski
I'11 say it again, all right? You told
Brandt, He told me. I know what happened.
Yes? Yes? o o :

Dude

5o you know they were trying to piss On Your rug--

Lebowski
Did I urinate on your Iug?

Dude
You mean, did you persenzlly come ard pee on
my - = : '

Lebowski
Hello! Do you speak English? Parla usted
Inclese? 1'l1 say it again. pigd 1 urinate
on your rug? -

Dude
well no, like I sazid, Woo peed on the rug--

Lebowski
Hello! Hello! So every fime--1 just want to
understand this, sir--every time 2 IVg is
ricturated upon in this fair city, 1 have to
compensate the-- '

Dude
Come on, man, I'm not trying to scam anybody
here, I'm just-- - '

Lebowski
vou're just looking for 2 handout like every
erher--2re you exployed, Mr. lebowski?’

Dude
look, let me explain something. I'*m not Mr.
Lenoweki; you're Mr.lebowski. I'm the Dude.
So that's what you call me. That, or Duder.
Bis Dudeness. Or El Duderino, if, you know,

you're not into the whole brevity thing--

tebowski
rre you employed, 8ir?

Dude

i3
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. . . Employed?

Lebowski

 You don't go out and make a living dressed

l;ke that in the middle of 2 weekday.

_ Dude
Is this &--what day is this?

Lebowski |
But I go work, so if you don‘t mind--

Dude
Yo, look I do mind. The Dude minds. This
will not stand, ya know, ‘this will not stang,
man. I medn, it your wife owes--

Lebowsk1 -
My wife is not the issue here. I hope that my
wife will soneday learn to live on her allow-
ance, wh;:h is ample, but if she doesn't,
sir, that will be her preblem, not mine, just
as your Tug is ypur problem, just as every
Eur'e lot in life is his own responsibility
redardless of whoh he chooses to blame. I
ai dﬁ‘t blame anyone for ‘the loss of my legs,
sche ch:n;nan in Korea fook them from me but
1 weht out and achieved anyway. I can't
sclve your problems, sir, only you can.

rises.

Dude
An fuck it

: Lebcw:k;
Sure! Puck it! That's your answer! Taitoo
it on your forehead! VYour answer to
everything!

is heading for the door.

. . Your "revelution*® is over, Mr.
Lebowski! Ceondolences! The bums lost!

ks the Duie cpens the door:

. My advice is, do what your parents did!
Get a jeb, sir! The bums will always lose--
go you hear me, Lebowski? TEE BUMS WILL
ELWAYE - -




|

1%
The Dude shuts the door on the old man's bellowing to find
hanself--
RALLWAY

--in a high coffered hallway. Brandt is approaching.

Brandt
How was your meeting, Mr. lLebowski?
Dude
Okay. The old man told me to take any rug in

the house,

WALYWA

2 rousemzn with 2 rolled- -up carpet on one shoulder goes down a
grzne wzlk that w;nds throngh the back lawn, past a swimming pool
to a garage. ErZndt &53 the Dude follow.

Brandt _
Mznolo will lcad it into your car for you,
uh, Dude.

Dude

It's the LeBaron

TUTI'S FLINT OF VIEW

Trazring toward the pool A yo"ng woman sits facing it, her back
ts ve, lezning fomwatd to paint her toenails.
Teycnd her 2 black form floats in an inflatable chair in the
Coil i kb
Brandt
vell, enjoy, and perhaps we'll see you again
some time, Dude.
Dude
Yeah sure, if I'm ever 1n nhe ne;ghborhood
need to use the joha. . . .
10SER TRACK.
Arcing around the woman's foot as she finishes painting the nails

gmerald creen.
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THE DUDE
Looking.

wIlDE

The young woman looks up at him. She is in her early twenties.

She leans back and extends her leg toward the Dude.

: Young wWoman
Blow on them.

The Dude pulls his sunclasses down his nose and peeks over them.
 Dude
. . . Buh? '

In
‘y

wzgzies her foot and giggles.

~ Young Woman
Grahead. Blow.

Dude tentatively grabs hold of her extended foor.

Dude
You want me tO blow on your toes?

Young Woman
Un-hih. . . I can’t blow that far.

+]
1
1]

2Ze looks over at the pool.

_ Dude
You sure he won't ming?

n the inflazable thair is passed cut. He .S

Trne min kDokbing i

thin, in his thirties, with long stringy blond hair. He wears
“.zck lesther pants and a black lesther jacket, open, shirtless,
exposing fine bliengd chest hair and pale skin. ©One arm trails off
into the wite

¥; méxt to it, an empty whiskey bottle bobs.
: - Young Woman

Dieter doesn't care about anything. He's a

nihilist. ' '

_ . DPude
. . . Practicing?

The ycung women smiles.
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Young Wcman
You re not blow;ng
Brandt nervously takes the Dude by the elbow.

Brand: o
Cur guest has to be géetting along, Mrs.
Lebowski .

‘The Dude’ grudg;ngly allows hzmself to ‘be 1ed away, Etill looking
at the young wdmaﬂ

. Dude
You're Bunny?
Bunny
I'11 suck your cock for a thousand dollars.

Erzrnd:z relerses a gale of forced laughter:
- Brandt -

}¥,-ha-ha-ha!l Wonderful woman. Very free-
s;irited. We're all very fond of her.

. - Bunny '
Brandt can't watch though. ©Or he has to pay
a hungred.

Brandt
He-rhe-ha-ha-ha! That's marvelous.

ues to lead away the Dude, who looks back over his

L

Dude
I'm jusc gonng find & cash machine.

Erattered by a sirike.

Zonny cells out froem the bench:

: Donny
Gragshopper Dule--They're dead in the water!t




As the Dude walks batk th'the BESYing table he turns to another
team in black bowling shirts--the Cavaliers--that ghares the

~lane.

: Dude
Your maples,:Carl.

walter, just arriving, is carrying a leatherette satchel in one
hand and a large plastic carrier in the other. '

_ _ walter N
way to go, Dude. If you will it, it is mo
cream.

Dude :

vou're fucking twenty minutes late. What the
fuck is that?

_ wWalter
" Theodcre 1. rzel.
Dude
Huh?
walter

Srzre of Israel. If you will it, Dude, it is no--

Dude -
¥rzt the fuck're you talking about? The
carrier. Wnatts in the fucking carrier?

. walter y
wh? Oh--Cymthia's Pomeranian. Can't leave
= home aloche or he eats the furniture,

| Duce
wrzt the fuck are you--

wzlter
I'm s2ying, Cynthia's Pomeranian, I'm
lookins after it while Cynthia and Marty
hckerman are in Hawaii.

Dude
You breught & fucking Pomeranian bowling?

Walter
wnat 6o you mean *brought it bowling™? I
éién't rent it shoes. I'm not buying it a
fucking beer. He's ndt &8nand ‘take your
fucking rurn, Dude.

18




He lets the small yapping doy out of the carrier. It scoots
arcund the bowling table, sniffing at bowlers and wagging its
tail. ' '

R Dude . g -
Hey, man, if mv fucking ex-wife asked me to
take care of her fucking dog while ghe and
ner boyfriend went to Honolula, 1'd tell her

to go fuck herself. Why can't she board it?

o walter o
First of all, Dude, you don‘t have an é&x,
secondly, it's a fucking show dog with
fucking papers. You can't board it. It gets
upset, its hair falls out. = e

. Dude
ey man--
wal ar o
Fucking dog has p: .ers, Dude.--Over the line!

gmoxey turns from his last roll to lock at Walter.

Emokey

Euh?
~ walter

Over the line, Smokey! I'm sorry. That's a
foul. ' '
_ gmokey
Eullshit. Eight, Dude.

walter o
Ixcuse me! Mark it zero. Next frame.

Emokey
Ewllshit. wWalter!

_ Walter

This 3is not Nam. This is bowling. There are
mules ' S '

: - Dude
Come on Walter, it's just--it's Smokey. So
Lis toe slipped over a little, it's just a
game. fer VEL 8 SabbER. b2 :

o Kalter _
This is 2 Jeacue game. This determines who
enters the nekxt round-robin, am I wrong?

15



S . _ Smokey
Yeah, but-« ' '
S - ‘wWalter
Am :'wrcﬁg!?

Smokey

-Yeah but I wasn't over. Gimme the marker,
-Duae, I'm markzng it an ezght.

hulter takes out a gun

walter
Smokey my friend, you Te entering a ‘world of
paa.n
: : : Dude
ey ¥Walter--
wWalter

Mark :ra: frame an eight, y u're entering 2
world of pain.

Smokey
I'm not-- S

: wWalter
Aw :rld of pa:n

er in 2 bowling-shirt style uniferm is running for a

X marneac

Thzone
: Smokey '
Look Dude, I dcn't heolé with this. This guy
is ydbur parimer, you sﬁcald--'

wzlrer primes the gun and points it at his head,

o walter

EAS THEE WHOLE WORLD GONT CRAZY? AM I THE
o Y 0\ KIRE WHO GIV“_S A sz-.z'r Assﬁ‘r 'rht‘ T
b ES? mx IT 2”2R0~ -

e
J

The Fomerznian is exc:te ly yappzng at walter s elbow making

ch bzdy-twisting tazl uacg.ng leaps.
| - Dude .
rzlter, they're calling the cops, put the
tiece away.

MARY. IT 2ERO!

20
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; J Smokey
wWalter=-- o
i . walter _
T G _ IRRREE ey THINK I'M FUCKING AROUNﬁ HERE’ _MARK IT
g 2ZERO! .
i _ _ : _ - Vo Smokey

All right! There it is! It's fucking zero!

He poznts frant;cally at the score pro;ecteﬁ abcve the lane

-

. . You happy, you crazy fuck?

Walter
This is a league game, Smokey'

! *KING LOT

wzlter and the Dude ualk to the Dude's car. U .& Pomeranian trots
nappily benind Walter who toteés the ewpty ca*rzer

: Dude
r walter, you can‘t do that. These guys're
like me, they Te paczfzczsts Emokey was &
- cense ientious objector.

: L Walter
: Ycu krow Dude, 1 myself dabb‘ed with pacifism
ar cne point Not in Nam, cf couzse--

_ ; Pude
'_An- you g;gh Smokey has emat;onal problems'

_ : N Walter
q-Yo- mean--beyend pacifism®

Dude . _
}e s frag le, man! Hé's very fracile!

r2s the twd meﬂ aet 1nto the car

_ _ walter o

CHuh. I did not know that. Well, ir's water
under the bridge. And we ‘do enter the néxt
round-robin, am I wrong°

‘Dude
o, you'Te not wrong--



Walter

‘Am I'*fdﬁéi
Dude

Y . D A L R
e il e Cagde e F e e

You re not wrong, Walter, you're just an

‘Esshole.

Nalter'

Trey wé:tﬁ a'squédféérztéké S”sdﬁéiiingugﬁﬁﬁ_;dté;:he_lpt,

Okay then  ve ‘play Quintana and O'Brien next

‘week. They'll be pushovers
Dude

Just, 3ust take it easy, Walter,

Walter

That's your ‘answer toé every:hzng, Dude.

And

let me pclnt out--pacif;sm is not--look at
our rent situation with that camelfucker
in zraa--pac1fzsn is not some.h;ng to hide

b=Hznd _ -
Dude

wWell, just take it easy, man.

_ - te-
I'm pe*fectly ca‘m Dude.

- Dude |
Yeegh? Wevin® a gun arcund?!
walter
{smugly)

aimer than you arte.
irritzzes the Dude further

Dude
Just take it easy, man!

r is still smug.

. Walter
Cazlmer than you are.

SUZE'E HOUSE

Wb ieme s e A
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% large, brilliant Persian yug lies beneath the Dude's beat-up



cld furniture.

At the table next £6 the answering machine the Dude is mixing
ka-hJa. rum and mllk

Vo;ce
Dude, this is Smokey., Look, 1 don't wanna be
& hard-on about this, and I know it wasn't
your fault, but I just thought it was fair to
tell you that Gene and I will be submitting
this to the League and asking them to set
as;de the round Or maybe forfeit it to us--

g Dude
Ehit!

' Voice -
—-so l;ke I say, just thought, you know,
fzir warning. Tell wWalter. :

} beep.
Another Voice
- Mr, lebowski, this is Brandt at, uh, well--at
Mr, Lebowski's office. Please call us as -
soon ag is convenient.
Eser

Ancther Voice
_ ‘Lebowski, this is Fred Dyﬁarski with the
=outhern Cal Bohl-ng League. I just got a,
a#.;;form:l repert, uh, that a uh, & member
cf your team, uh, Walter Scbchak, drew a
:;rg-rm during 1eacue play-- -

It s~i::5 cpen to reveal a short, hairy, moscular but balding
micile-aged man in a b‘ack T s“zrt and black cut-off jeans.
: ¥MAN
Dude.
. Dude
Hiya Allan.
- - AﬂLAN

Dude, 1 fin ly got the venue I wanted. ‘I'm
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' performing my dance guintet--you know, my
cycle--at Crane Jackson's Fountain Street
Theatre on Tuesday hight, and I'd love it if

you ‘¢aré ind gave me notes.

The Dude takes a swig of his kalhua.

-

Dude
Sure Allan, I1'll be there.

. ALLAN ' :
. . Dude, uh, tombrrow is already the
tenth. ' o

Dude
Yeah, yeah I know. Okay.

ALLAN _
Just, unh, just slip the rent under my door.

Dude
Yeah, okay.
ELZK IN THEEZ LIVINS ROOM

s vcice continues on the machine.

Voice _ _
--gerious infraction, and examine your
‘granding. Thank you. '

)]
1
"
Ft,

Voice
Mr . lebowski, Brandt again. Please €D call
vs wheh you géf in and I1'11 send the limo.
Let me sssure you:-I hepe you're not aveiding
trhis call becguse of the rug, which, 1 assure
you, is not a problem. We need your help
and, uh--well we would very much like to see
you. Thank you. It's Brandt.

TFACKING
We zre puthing Brandt down the high-ceéilinged hallway.
Distantly, we hear & dolorous scpranc. Brandt talks back over

his shoulder:

Brandt
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~
We've had some terrible news. Mr. Lebowski
: is in seclusion in the West Wing.

Dude
Huh.

Brandt throws open a pair of heavy double doors. The music

washes OVEr us 'as we entér a great study where Jeffrey Lebowski,
a blanket thrown over his knees, stg:aS’hauntedlymzn;o a fire,

listening to Lohengrin.

. Brand:t anndunces, amdiguously:

_ _ Brande
Mr. Lebowski.

Jeffrey Lebowski waves the Dude in without looking around.

Lebowski
. . . It's funny. I can look back on a life
of achievement, on challenges met,
competitors bested, obstacles overcome. . .
T've aécderplished more than most nien, and
without the use of my legs. W¥What. . . What
‘mekes & man, Mr. Lebowski?

S Dude
Duide.
_ Lebowski
Huh?
Dude
I éont't know, sir.

_ Lebowski
Is it. . . is it, being prepsred to do the
‘right thing? Whatéver the price? Isn’'t that
what makes a man? ' '
Dude
Sure. That and a pair of testicles.

turns away from the Dude with a haunted stare, lost in

Tm
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.
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Lebowski
. . . You're joking. But perhaps you're right. . .

The Dude thumps at his chest pocket.

Dude
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- Mind if I smoke a jay?

Lebowski
e Bunny e .

Ke tLrns back around nnd the Iirel;ght shows teartracks on his
cheeks.

Dude
'Scuse me?

Lebowsgki
. . . Bunfy Lebowski. . . She is the light of
my life. Are you surpr;sed a: my‘:ears, gir?

Ducde
Puckin' A.

Styeng nen also ery. . . Strong men also cry. . .

¥e clezrs his throat.

I received this fax this morning

h =

.;ly palls a fl;msy sheet frcm his cl;pboa'd a2nd hands
Dude. -

. . As you can see, it is a ransom note.
SEat by cowards. Men who are unzable to
achieve on 2 level field of play. Men who
will not s;gn their na‘nes. Heaklzngs. Bums.

')
1
in
o)
Z
1}
o

exzmines the fax:

WE HAVE BUNNY, GATEE ONE MILLION DOLLARS IN
RZERED NOK- CONEECITIVE 'm? WITES. T AWAIT
INSTRUSTIONS. N0 FUMNY STUFF.

_ Dude
Bosmney .

. Lebowéki looks &oulfully at the Dude.

Lebowski
. . Brandt will f£ill you in on the details.

gls his chair around to once ‘again gaze into the fire.
tigs &t the Dude's sh;rt and points him back to the hall.

EALLWLY
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The sopranc's singing is once again faint. Brandt's voice is
nhushed: o ' o '

... .. ..,  bBrandt .

“Mr. Lebowski is prepared to fake a generous
offer to you to sct #s courier once we get
instructions for the money. h

Dude
Why me, man?

' . Brandt .

‘'He suspects that the culprits might be the
very peéple who, uh, sciled your rug, and
you're in a unique position to confirm or,
uh, disconfirm that suspicion,

: .. Dude _
So he thinks it's the carpet-pissers, huh?

| Erandt =
well Dude, we just don't know.

WIDEK
111 ir slow motion. We are looking across the length cof the
wling alley at 2 tall, thin, Hispanic bowler displaying perfect

A

Y

Ke weers zn zll-in-ohe dacron-polyester stretch bowling
with a2 recing stripe down each side.

0wty in
0y «t
¥

[

Tl

LA,
at

¢ the Dude, sitting next to Walter in the molded plastic chairs.
The Dude is staring off towards the bowler. '

i oo Dude
Fucking Quinteana--that creép can ¥oll, man--

EACK T0 TEE BOWLER
Diep great slow-motion form as the Dude and Walter's
gconv én chbritinues over. ' T

.4

'_l
"ot

ying
sati

0 s
m
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... Walter
veah, but he'E 3 fucking pervert, Dude.
_ Dude
Huh?
Walter

The man is a sex offender. With a record.
_Spent gix months in Chino for expdsing
himself to &n e;ght -yéar-gld.

FLASE BACK

¥We see Quintana, in pressed jeans and a stretchy sweater, walking
Lp a 5tooP in & tesidential neﬁghborhood ‘and ringing the bell.
ne vcice-over ccnversation :ont;nues._

Dude
Huh.

Walter
when he moved down £o Venzce he had to go
door-to-door to tell everYOﬁe he sz

'pede*aSt
The COLTr SWings open and a beer-swilling middle-aged man looks
guoily cut at Quintana, who locks hesitantly up.

_ Donrny
nat's a pederast, Walter?

,a

wWalter
Shut the fuck up, Donny.

-

czrtered by 2 strike,

TINDANRA

wheeling znd thrusting a black gloved £ist into the air.
Sritehed above. the breast pocket of his all- -in-pne is his first
name,

’ Jesus".,

BACK TO WALTER AND THE DUDE

They have been joined by Donny.
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Walter _
Anyway. How much they cffer you?
Bude o
Twenty grand Angd of course I Btill keep the
mg . - - . . . - L . . . N s B r
Walter
Just for making the hand-off?
Dude
Yeah. . .

He slips a little black box cut ©of his shi:ﬁ poéket;

. . . They gave Dude a beeper, so whenever
these guys call--

N _ Walter
- What if it's during a game?

Dude
I teld him if it was during league play--

Cznny has been watching Quintana.

_, Doany
If whzt's during league play?

Walter . .
Life coes not stop and start at your
cinvEnience, you miseratle piece of shit.

Donany
_k“a*'s wrong with Walter, Dude?

Dude
I figure it's easy mcney, it's all pretty
harmless. I mean she prebably kidnapped
herself.

\ Walter
BHuh?

Donny
WHat éo you mean, Dude?

Dude
Rug-peers did not do this. I mean look at
it. Young trophy wife. Marries a guy for
money but figures he isn't giving her
enough. She owes money all over town--
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Walter
That. . . fuck;ng . . biteh!
' ' ' © Dude
It‘s all a goddamn fake Like Lenin said,

lcok for the person uho ‘will benefit. And
you will, uh, you know, you' 11, uh, you know
what I'm tryzng Lo say--

_ Dcnny
I am the walrus.

: . Walter
- That fucking bitch!
_ | Dude
Yeah,

Donny
I 2mt 2 wWalrus.

wzlter o
ut the fuck up, Donny! ¥Y.I. Lenin!
gdimir Ilyich Ulyanovi '

) _ . . Donny
Wrnat the Lack is he talking about°

_  Walter
Twat's fucking exactly what happened, Dude!
gt rakes me fucking SICK!

: . Duge
veah, well, what cdo you care, Walter?

~ Donny
vezh Dude, why 3is Walter sc¢ pissed off?

walter !
Those rick fueks! This whole fucking thing--
1 ¢id rnot wagch my bu ddies die face down in
the nack so that this fucking girumpet--

| Dude

I den't see any cecnnection to Vietnam,
lter
wWalter

well, there isn't & literal ceonnection, Dude.

Dude
Waliter, face it, there isn’'t gny connection.
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It's your roll. -
{ . _
. walter
Have it your way. The point is--
: ~ DPude
It's your rell--
o | walter
- The fucking point is--
) Pude
It's your roll.
Voice _
Are you ready to be fucked, man? -

They bo:h look up.

zna, on his way out looks down at them from the lip of the
. Ovér his polyest : all-in-one he now wears a windbreaker
a racing 8fripe and "Jesus* stitched on the breast. He is
nz a fancy black-and-red leather ball satchel (perhaps a

z Wein). Behind him stands his partner, O'Brien, a short

: Irishman with tufted red hair.

_ Quintana
1 see you rolled your way into the gemis.
Deos mio, man. Seamis and me, we're gonna
fuck you up. I ' '
Dude
vez: well, that's just, ya know, like, your
cpinion, man.

soivcanz looks at Walter.

_ Quintansa
let me tell you something, bendeco. You pull
eny your crazy shit with us, you flash a
piece out cn the lanes, 1'1ll take it away
from you and stick it up your ass and pull
the fucking tricger til it gees "click".

Tude
Jesus.
_ Quintana
You sa:id it, man. Ncbody fucks with the
Jesus. ' ' '

7]
]
n
[
0n

welks Sway. wzlter nods sadly.



32

Walter
.-. . Eight-year-olds, ‘Dude.

DUTE'S BUNGALOW

We are looking down at the Dude who is prone on the ug. Eis
_eyes are closed. He wears & “Walkman headser. lLeaking tinnily
ehrough the headphones ‘we Cafl just hear an intetinittent clatter.

In his outflung hand lzes a casette case labeled V?NICE BEACH
LEASUE PLAYOFFS 1987.

*he Dude absently licks his lzps as we faintly hear a ball
s=bling down the lane. ©On its 1mpaCt w;th the pzns, the Dude

Cpe s his eyes . :

Fe screams.

icnde woman looms over him. Next to her a young man in paint-

spa.te-eﬁ de“-ns s'ccps a#d swings somet h:ng ‘towards the camera.

Tre szp cztches the Dude on the chin and sends hi sm-h_egﬁ_‘;}_ﬁzjupg
=) 4 cn;d':he rug. SR A

we'hea:'tge"’La"Iawle'la*'of :hg_xgnﬂ;n_mg

¥ field éi ssclves into the pattern of the Tug. The Tug

Trhe blac

rollis ewesy to revezl an ae*;a‘ view of the city of los Angeles at
twilight, moving below us &t great spéed.

Tne Dude is flying c e* the c;ty, his arms thrown out in front of
rim, the wind whipping his nair and billowing his baa11n= ghire.
Ee leoks up.

yste*;OJs blonde whﬁan_u;ncs away, riding on the
‘Jike a shiek on a magitc ¢carpet. She is outpacing us,
3

ne Dude does & couple of lazy c*awl strokes and then notices
that & bowling 'Ball has materialized in his forward hand. Eis
be-ssement TUT s8¥ the aerodynimic’ impiications
<us: as the ball seems to" guddenly assume its weight, abruptly
snepping his ‘arm dcwn‘,and hzm after 1t.

He is fglling.

Frem a high angle we see the Dude hurtling down toward the city,

..
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dragged by the ball.

. A reversge locking up shows the Dude hurtling toward us out of the
inky &ky, his eyes wide with horror’.

! r. _Led by the bowling ball, he
zooms past the cametra leaving us in black.

Ke hear.afdiSQan;_??@Plﬁ{_like:tbunﬁ?§:c.?ﬂ}iwxﬁi%PEEiPQﬁ
materialiiﬁwiﬁﬂihﬁﬂﬁé?hﬂ?ﬁﬁth?@ey'ﬁfe'gllnts off the shiny
surface of an onédming bowling ball.

. we pull back to reveal that the blackness was the inside of a

bzll retu?ﬁi“Eﬁa"Eﬁé“ﬁiiéﬁiﬁﬁ““b&iiﬁé”bﬁil”is'being'fegufgitatEd
up at us, overtaking us. o

The Dude looks up, Up, up At the looming ball, its mass rolling a
wge shadow across his face.

ohe glezmins ball shows three dead black holes rolling toward us
Cfinzer me . _ R b it Rttt R

ess -thurb--hole rblls ¢;;é;£1y over us, engulfing us

gein in black. . '

—~re Rlack rolls away and we are spinning--spinning down a bowling

lzre--cur point of view that of someone trapped in the thurbhole
cf trhe rolling bell. T

Wz see rthe receuing powler spinning away. It is the blende
weman, performing her fellow-through.

Ficer spins up at us and then away; ceiling spins up and away;
the length of the alley with pins at the end; floor; ceiling;
gprrezching ping; ggain and again.

nd clatter into blackness. We hear pins spin,

we kit the pins 2
it each cther and drop.

we zre close on the Dude, upside down. AS the picture fades in
the bowling noises centinue, but filtered and faint. They come
from the Dude's walikman, the headset of which is now atkew, with
one zrm ©ff his ear. R -

%s the Dude opens his eyes we spiral slowly upward to put him
right side avound. His head is now resting agzinst hardwood
fiopr, nmect rTug. : ' )

o Dude
Oh man.
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He' raises hzmse‘f ont® his eibows and magsagés the red lump on

his jaw. ‘he beéeper on his belt is blinking red in sync with the

‘gemstinuing irritating beeps.

WIDE ON TEE ROOM

An end table is upser, but otherwise the furniture is in place,

The rug is gone.

The Dude looks around, The bowling sounds continue. The beeps
rentinue, ' ' '

The pheone starts to jangle.

t down tne familiar marble hallway. Again there is
a. E'a 4t throws ou a wrlst to look at hls uatch

Brandt
They called about eighty minutes ago. They
want yeou to take the meney and drive north on
the 405. They' 11 call ycu on the portable
phone with instructions in about forty
_r inctes. One person only or I1'd go with you.

ey ‘wgTé very clear on that: one person

cn; . ¥hat happened to your jaw?

Dude

oh, u..hm" you'kncw .

Trew heve reac‘:@z‘4 the 11t.1e denk o;tsnde of the big Lebowski's
¢fflice; Erand:t o*eﬂs its bottom drawer with a key and takes out
ev strzthe case.  He hands this to the Dude z2long with a cellular
rhone in e bzttt e“y pacx ca**yinc case.

Brandt _
¥ere's the money, and the phmne Please,
Dude, follow whatever instructicons they give.

Dude
Uh-huh. '

Brandt
Fer life is in your hands.

Dude
Oh, man, den't say that..

B e L T T o T e T L
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Brandt
Mr. Lebowski asked me to yepeat that: Her
- 1ife is in your hands. o

Dnade
shit.

Brandt
Her life is in your hands, Dude. and report
back to us as soon as it's done.

DUDE'S CAR

we pan off the Dude, @riving, to his point of view through the
fromt windshield. The headlights play over Walter standing
weiring in front of the st&ref -ont of SOBCHAK SECURITY. Though
Fe is vesring Khaki shorts an’ shirt, the fact that he holds a
rariered Erown briefcase make him look oddly like a commuter.

- Ke elso hoids &n irrezular sh.pe bundled in brown wIrapping paper.

Tne car srops in frent of him and he opens the Dude's docr and
tzrds in the briefcase. ' '

... Walter =~
Take the ringer. I1'll drive.

i)
A

tekes the briefcase and slides over.
Dude
Trke what?

o wWalter -
Trhe ringer! The ringer, Dude! Have they
caled yet?

Trhe Zufe cpens the briefcase and paws bemusedly through it 2s the
cer s-aris rolling. .

Dude
what the hell is this?

waltef
My dirty undies. Laundry, Dude. The whites.

Dude

¥e closest the briefcase.

. . Walter, I'm scre there's & regason you



-
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3¢
brought your dirty undies--

Walter

thasaatis right, Dude. The weight. The

ringet can't lock empty.
. Dude '
Walter--what the fuck are you thinking?

Walter " .
Well you're right, Dude, 1 got teo thinking.
T got to thinking why should we gettle for a

‘measly fucking twenty grand--

o bude
We? What the fuck we? You said you just
wanted to come aleng-- 0 T

Walter
My point, Dude, is why shoulc we sertle for
twenty grand when we tan keer the entire
million. Am I wrong?

Dude L
Yes you're wrong. This isn‘t a fucking game,
walter-- »

Walter .
Tt is a fucking game. You said so yourself,
Duce--she kidnapped herself--

ne thene chirps.

. Tude -
Yezh, but--
it.
Dude
Dude here.
Veice

(German” accent)
. Whno is this?

Dude _ _
Dude the Bacman. Where do you want us to go?
Voice
. Us?
Dude



Beat.

wWzlte

iy

ghit.. . . Dh, yeah, you know, me and the
driver. I'm not handling the money and
driving the car and talking on the phone all
by my fucking-- ) ' ' o

Veoice
Shut the fuck up.

. . . Hello?

Dude
Yeah?

... . Veoice
Ckay, listen--

locks over at the Dude and bellows:

Walter

Dude, a&re you fucking this up?
' Voice
Who is that?

‘Dude

The driver man, I told you--

Dizl tone.

. Oh shit. walter, he. . .

Walter _
Wwnzt the fuck is geing on there?

- Duge o
They hung up, Walter! You fucked it up! You
fucved it up! Fer life was in our hands!

. Walter
Easy, Dude.

: Dude
We're screwed now! We don't get shit and
they're gonna kill her! We're fucked,
walter!

. wWalter

bude, nothing is fucked. Come on. You're
being very unDude. They'll call back. Look,
she kidnapped her--

37



The phone chirps.
| .. . Ya see? Nothing is fucked up here,
pude. Nothing is fucked. These guys are
fucking amateursg«~ ' T

Dude

Shutup, Walter! Don't fuctking say peep when

I'm doing business here.
Walter
- {patronizing}
Okay Dude. Have it your way.
Tre Dude unclips the phone from the battery pack.
. . But they're amateurs.
Tne Dude clares at Walter. Intc the phone:

Dude
Dude here.

Veice
. Okay, vee proceed. But only if there
is no furny stuff. '

Dude
Yezh.

Voice
So no funny stuff. Okay?

Dude
Hey, just tell me where the fuck ycu want us

EIZHWAY S3IGN: SIMI VALLEY ROAD
It flashes by in the headlights of the roaring car.

Dude
That was the sign,

wzlter wrestles the car onto the two-lane road.

. ~ Walter
Yezh. So as long as we get her Dback,
nobody's in & position to complain. And we
keep the baksheesh. N

38



Dude

Terr;f;c, wWalter. But you havea't tpld me
- how we get her_bgck. VWhnere ig she?

- Walter ' '
That's the simple part, Dude. When we make
- the handoff, 1 grab the guy and beat it out
ef him.

“#e looks at the Dide.
. . . BHuh?

Dude _
Yeah. That £ a great plan, Walter. That's
fucking ingenious, if I understand it
'co*ré:tly That's a Swzss fuck;ng watch.

Wwalter
TrRaazt ‘s right, Dude, The beauty of this is
its s;*pl;cnty If the plan gets too complex
sométhing always goes wrong. 'If there's one
“thing I lezrned in Nam--

Dude

Voice
You sre zpprozching a vooden britch. When
you cross it ydu srow ze bag from ze left
vindow of ze moving kar. Do not slow down.
~Vee vatch you.

Clicr. ZIZizl torne,
- Dude |
Tack.
- Walter e,
what'd he say? WwWhere's the hand-off?

Dude
There is no fuckzﬁc hand-off, valter! At a
wooden bridce we throw the money out of the
car!

. valtrer
Huh? '

Dude
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o~ We throw the_ﬁéﬁéy'bui of the moving cAT!
A walter stares dumbly for a beat.
H o -
walter -

. . . we can't do that, Dude. That fucks up

our pian. ' o
| Dude

well call them up and explain it to 'em,
:alter! Your plan is 80 fucking sirple, I'm
sure they'd fucking understdnd it! That's
the beauty of it walter! '

_ walter
wooden bridge, huh?

..... ... Dude
I'm throwing the money, Walter! We're neot
fucking around!

walter
The bricdce is coming up! Girme the rincer,
Dude! Chop-chop!

Dude
Fuck that! 1 love you, walter, but socnher O
lzter you're gonna have to face the fact that
you're a goldamn moTron. ' o

walter

Cxay. Dude. ‘No time to argue. Kere's the

rridge-- - |
~-2ve <t tre bump and new steady of the car on the bridee. The
~.fs ig twigting ETXouUnc to pull the money briefcase from the back
czzc. Wwaltef réaches o©le aIrm aCcIOSs Dude's body to gIab the

ang here goes the ringer.

ze £linmzs it out the window.
Dude
walter!
wWalter

your wheel, Dude! I'm rolling out!

Dude
wrzt the fuck?




Walter -

vour wheel! At fifreen em-pee-aitch I roll
out! i'dcgbié”baﬁk.'grab'ohe'o: ‘em and beat
Lit put of himt ‘The uzi! | |

o ‘Dude N
... Uzivw '

';Walterfpoints”a:rQSSjtthSEQF.gghtpg_pgper-wrapped bundle.

' _ . Walter )
You didn't think 1 was rolling put of here
naked! R LR SRELL T
B Dude -
Walter, please-- '
. . - : _
wzlter has flung open his door and is lezning halfway out over
Mottt POT ADS A¥ SEEmSIE T o

o wWalter
Fifreen! This is it, Dude!  Let's take that
RilyT This is 1t, LuUae: &EF T REE RS
er rolle out with his parcel, giving a loud grunt as he hits
pavement. The car swerves and luyches and the Dude, cursing,
s the wheel. B e e T A

"

r tus>les cnto the shoulder and- -RAT-TAT-TAT-TAT!--muzzle
gs LEzT Cpen the_wfapﬁing”ﬁapér.“~-**“-'1- SRR

Y R S Al Ty - :
N P ' - e e q‘
PR S . C—A—

—te car rocks and the Dude wres .les with the wheel.

- e -

cre car clunke znd screams around in a skid.

The Dude i5 thrown forward as the car hits something.

CUTSIDE
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_As the QQQe;s;;gggles ocut holding the satchel of money. The front
of his ¢ar is crumpled into a tree. The car body sags back to
- the Jeft, where the rear wheel has been shot out.

walter is just rising from the ground massaging an injured knee.
The Dude runs Up the road toward the bridge, frantically waving
the satchel in the air. .

) | | Dude
WE HAVE IT!! WE HAVE IT!!

There is a distant engine roar. A motorcycle bumps up Onto the
road from the ravine under the bridge and, tires squealing, skids
around to speed away in the opposite direction. It is closely
followed by two more roaring motorcycles. '

o o Dugde
WE HAVE IT!!. . . We have it!

cre Dude and Walter stand in the middle of the road, waiching the

erree ved tail lights fightail away.
After 2 leong staring silence:

 walter T
. . . Anh fuck it, let's go bowling.

LR RN T T E
..n.f“"__:\d ....h..\_E

n bzl murhbles in to scatter ten pins.

wr_TER

ke turns from the lane to where the Dude sits in the nook of
maifes plastic chairs. The Dide listlessly holds the poTradle
ghene in his lep. It is ringing.

wWalter o
2itz chzim he, Dude. As the ex used to say.

. Dude .
what the fuck is that supposed to mean? What
the fuck'ze wé gonna tell Lebowski?

L walter
Fuh? ©Oh, him, yeah. W¥ell I don't see, um--
what exactly is the problem?
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The portable phone stops ringing.

_ Dude |
Buh? The problem is--what do you mean what's

The-there's mo--ve didn:t--they're gonna

kill that poor woman--

~ Walter
What the fuck're you talking about? That
. poor wemafi--that poor Elut--kidnapped
‘herself, Dude. You said 60 youreelf--
o Dude o
No, Walter! I said I thought she kidnapped
herself! You're the one who's 86 fucking
certainc. the © .S R e

. . Walter_f.. .
That's right, Dude, 100% certain--

Danay is trotting excitedly up.

_ Donny
They posted the next round of the tournament--

Walter )
smary, shut the f--when do we play?

| _ Donny
This Sazurday. Quintana and--

:  walter
Szturday! Well they'll have to reschedule.

_ Dude
walter, what'm I gonna tell Lebowski?
.. Walter

I told thet fuck down at the league office--
who's in charge of scheduling?

- Dude
wWalter--
.Donny
Burkhalter.
Walter

I told that kxraut a fucking thousand times 1

© dén't Tell én shabbas.

Donny



| | It's already posted.

: A o walter
L - 'W‘ELL ‘!'HEY GAN FUCKING UN-POST IT!

- ‘Wnho gives a shit, Walter? What about that
b _ poor woman? What do we tell-- :

. | ‘Walter
C'mon Dude, eventually she'll ger sick of her
-little game and you know, wander back--

Donny
How ccme you don't roll on Saturday, walter°
wWalter
I'm shomer shabbas.
_ Donny
wraz's that, Walter?
‘ Dude
-'Yea“, and in the meantime what do I tell
_Lebowskz?
Walter

Sa.u-day je shabbas. Jewish day of rest.
eans I don't work, I don't drzve a car, I
do ‘¢ fucking ‘ride in a c¢ar, 1 don‘'t handle
money, 1 don't turn én the oven, and 1 sure

as shit don't fucking rolll

Donny
Eheesh.

Dude
wWzlser, how--

walter

Shomer shabbas.
—re Dufe cets to his feet with the portable phone.

Dude
That's it. I'm out of here.

Walter
Tor Chr:sz & sake, Dude . .

v ang Deany foin th e Dude as he ualks cut of the boul;nn




| . . . Hell, you just tell him--well, you tell
' him, uh, we made the hand-off, everything
£l ! : o . went, uh, you know--

ol Donny
Oh yeah, heow'd it go?

! wWalter .
: went aliright. Dude's car got a little dinged up-

Dude
: But Walter, we didn't make the fucking hand-
' off! They didn‘t gét the fucking money and
they're gonna--they're gonna--

Walter
Yezh yeah, *kill that poor woman."

Ee wzves oth arms as if conducting a symphony orchestra,.
¥i11l that poor woman,
Donny

walter, if you can't ride in a car, how d'you
cer zround on Shammas-- '

Walter
Rezlly, Dude, you surprise me. They're not
esnnz kill shit. They're not genna go shit.
Wnet cza they do? Puckin' amateurs. And
meanwhile, lock at the bottem line. ¥ho's
sitting on 2 millien fucking dollars? Am 1
wItne? :

Dude
Walter-- '

Walter .
¥ho's got & fuecking million fucking dollars
parked in the trunk of our car out here?

Dude
*Cur" car, Walter?
o walter R
=2 what do they got, Dude? My dirty undies.
My fucking whites--Say,where ig the car?

rnree bowlers, stcpped at the edge of the lot, stare ou
ty pé&rking space. ' -

Donny




| ' . . . ¥no has your undies, wWalter?

; wWalter
? ¥here's your Car, pude?

Dude
You don't know, Walter? You seem to know the
answer to everything elsel '

walter
. Well, we we:gm;p_a_papﬁicapped gpot.
71t, uh, it was probably towed.

' Dude .
It's been stolen, walter! 3IOu fucking know
it's bees Etolenmt!

: walter
well, ce :zinly that's & possiblity, Dude--
Dude
rw, fuck it
~ne Tude welks away BCTOSS the lot. The portable phone SLRTL
ringing again. o e L -
Denny

wnere yos going, Dude?

Dude
'r. geing heme, Derny.

Donny
veur phone's ringing, Dude.

D;de

==—D'g& LIVING ROOM

lately back in his“eésy chair,

Tre Dude is slumped disconsolate
t:ezeve cf one hand cupped Jer hie sunglasses. Facing him ¢

:he'c;y;p_a;eﬁ:ygdq:éigpmed_policeman,'one middle-aged, the ¢
z fresh-fzced rookie. T -
Z: the cut the portable phone, in the Dude's lap, is chirpin

ré oude waits for the Tings O end. Wnhen they do:

- Dude
1972 Pontiac leBaron.
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o Younger Cop
Color?

- Dude
Green. Some brown, or, uh, Tust, cecleoration.

Younger Cop
nd was there anythzng of value ;n the car?

' ' Dude
Euh? Oh. Yeah. Tape deck. Couple of
Creedence tapes. And there was a, uh. . . my
briefcase. '

_ Ye¢ .nger Cop
In the briefcase

Dude _
Fepers. Just papers. You know, my papers.
'Eusineéss papers. :

Younger Cop
»né what do you do, sir?

Dude
I'm unemployed.

LOlder Cop
Most people, we're wodrking nights, they
cffe: vs coffee.

€ Dude continues to stare &t a spot on the
€T cOp stares at him.

. . . Me, I don't drink coffee. But it's
‘nice when they coffer.

Dude .
Also, my rug was stolen.

. Younger Cop
Your rug was in the car.

The Dude taps the floor with his fcon.

Dude -
Nz, Here.
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Yeounger Cop
Separate incidents?

The Dude stares at the floor.

Eilence.
Older Cop
.. Snap out of it, son.

‘The home phone starts ringing--a ring distinet from the chirp of
‘the portable. The Dude makes no movE td& ‘ankwer it. Finally the
rings stop as &n AHEWETing machine kicks on.

Dude
. . . You find them much? Stolen cars?

Dude s Vozce on M?*h;ne”J

The Dude's fict in. Ledve i message ‘after the
beep. It takes a minute

Younger Cop
- Somerimes. 1 wouldn't hold out much hope for
trhe tape deck though. ©Or the Creedence

tapes.
- Dude
2nd the, uh, the briefcase?
Xy
f2le Voice on Michine
Mz, Lebowskz, 1'd like to see you. Call when
you get home and 1'11 send a car for you. My
rzte ig Maude Lebowski. I'm the woman who
took the rug.
Zzex Dizal tone.
: -Older Cop
Well, 1 cuess we can close the file on that
one.

TRACHING ?DRWARD

we are n,v~n= throuch the open living 2rea of a large downtown
L.A. lofz. A huge unfinished canvas, lit by standing industrial
lights, deminztes one wall. The furn;shzngs are spare givern the
space. On the floor is the Dude s brilliant rug.




‘We hear a rumble 1iké & approaching bowling ball. The Dud

standing in the middle of the loft, looks into the murky de
of the tavernpous gpace.

Somezhing huge and white hurtles towards the Dude's head. .

‘roars overhead he ducks, and spins to witch it pass.

e 5ee ;he_patgsEde”¢ffg_ggkgd woman in & sling suspended £

ceiling track TuRbling ©Ver a carvas thit lies on the floor

is holding a paint bucket in one hand and a brush in the ot
“with which she flicks paint down at the canvas. -

The Dude turns again as he hears running footsteps. Two Yo
men in paint-spattersd shorts, T-shirts and sneakers reach
siing shortly after it reaches the end of itg track and hau
back for ancther push. T .
‘ Voice
1'11 be with you in a minute, Mr. sabowski.

Sre rurrles by in ancther pass.

. . . 21 right, we'll do the blue tomorrow.
Elfranco. Pedro. Help me down. '

The twd rmen help Maude out of her sling. She is naked exce
leather harness SIYAEPS which ring her breasts and wrap her
znd ¢:ivéE her schhething of a dominatrix lock.

. Does the female form make you uncomior-
tzble, Mr. Lebowski?

.. . . Dude
Iz that what that's a picture of?
: . Maude
In 2 sente; yes. Elfranco, my robe. My art
rzs been commended as being strengly vaginal.
whnich bothers sOTE mén. The word itself
raxes some men uncomfortable. Vagina.
Dude
Ch yeah?
Maude

ves, they don't like hearing it and find it
gifficult to say. VWhereas without batting an
eyé a mzh will refer to his *dick® or his
*rod* or his "Jchnson”. coTr T

Dude
"Johnsen"?
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Maude

- Thank you. _
This to Eifrancb, who has handed her 8 rcbe.

. . . All right, Mr. Lebowski, let's get down
to cases. My father told me he's agreed to
let you have the rug, but it was a gift from
me to My late mother, and so was not his to
give. Now. As for this. . . *kidnapping®--

Dude -
Huh?

_ Maude

Yes, I know about it. And I know that you
acted as courrier. And let me tell you
something: the whole thing stinks to hic
heaven.

- Dude -
Right, but let me explain something about
that Tug-- '

Mzaude
Do you like sex, Mr., lebowski?

.. Dude
Excuse me?

’ Mzude
Sex. The physical act of love. Coitus. Do
you like it?

_ o Dude
I was tzlking about my rug.

g _ Maude
You're not interesteZ in sex?

Dude
Yoo mean coitus?

Maude
I like it too. It's & male myth about
ferinists that we hate sex. It can be a
rnazturdl, zesty ehté¥f¥ise. But urfcrtunately
there aré soMe peéople--it is called
sztyriasis in men, nymphomania in women--who
encage in it compulsively and without joy.

Dude
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oh, no.

Maude
Yes Mr. Lebowski, these unfortunate souls
cannot 1ove in the true bense of the word.
Our mutual acguaintance Bunny is cne of
these. a o o
Dude ‘
Listen, Maude, I'm SQTTY if your stepmother
is a nympho, but I den't see what it has tOo
do with--do you have any kalhua? N

. Maude
Take a look at this, sir.

Sre iz ziming a remote at a projection TV.

The screen flickers to life. A title card:

JACKIE TREZHORN PRESENTS

2 sscend carxrd
¥ARL EUNGUS
and
EUNNY LzJOYA
in
rownizd cerd

LOGIAMMIN

~-z TuZe i; at the bar, 2 bottle of kalhua frozen halfway tO ris
clzgs. ' ' ' ' -

- 1

From the television set we hear & doorbell ring, a&nd then & door
coening A A

¢n the TV screen the door opens to reveal a sallow-faced man in
riue cover-ails. It is Dieter, the floater in Lebowski's pool.

' : Dieter
Hello. Mein @izbatcher says zere iss protlem
mit deine kable. o

‘ Dude _ _
grit, 1 know that guy. Be's a nihilist.

)




: . Maude
And yoa re:ognzze her, of course.

The girl answerﬁng the door is Bunny Lebowski.

. Bunny
The TV is in here.
. _ . Dieter
Ja, okay, b:;ng mein toolz
Bunny

This is my friend Shari. She just came over
L0 use the shower.

Maude
(grimly)
The story is ludicrous.

_ Dieter
Mein nommen iss Karl., 1Is hard to verk in
zese clozes--

wzodz gswitches o0ff the set.
: _ - Mzude _
Lerd. You can imzagine where it goes from
here

Dude
Fe f{ixes the cable?

 Maude

cn't be fatuveus, Jeffrey. Little matter to
“e t“ch thic woman chose tO pursue a career
in peornoszaphy, nor thiat she has been
gzng' Jeckie Treeho*n, to use the
ence of our times. However. 1 am cne of
two trustees ©f the Lebowski Foundation, the
biher being my father. The Foindation takes
youngsters from Watts and--

: Dude
Shit yeah, the achievers.

Mauvde
ttle Lebowski Urban Achievers, yes, and
p*cud we gre of all of them. I asked my
father about his withdrawal of a million
gollars frem the Foundation account and he
tcld me about this *abdurtion®, but I tell
you it is preposterous. This compulsive



.Yeéh, bﬁt'my--

‘A hundred. . .
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fornicator is taking my father for the
proverbial ride.

© Dude

Maude

I'm getting to your rug. My father and 1

don't get along; he doesn't approve of my
lifestyle and, needless t¢é s2y, I don't
approve of hzs Still, I hardly wish to make
my father's enbezzlement 2 police matter, B0
I'm proposing that you try to recover the
money from the people you delivered it to.

Dude
wWell--sure, 1 could do that--

Maude
If you successfully do so, I will compensate
you to the tune of 10% of the recovered sum.

Dude

Maude
Thousand, yes, bones or tlams or whatever you
czll them.

- Dude
Yeah, but what about--

Maude
--yonr rug, ves, well with that money you c¢an
vy any rurber of rTugs that don't have
sentimental value for Te. And 1 g; sorry
beout thet track on the jaw.

f

v

The Tude fingers his jaw, where the lump from the szp has &il but

LI R

d.gzopearesd.

_ Dude
Oh that's okay, I hardly even--

Maude
¥ere's the name and nurber of a doctor who
will look at it for you. You will receive no
Bill. EHe's a good man, and thorough.

L. Dude
That's Tezlily thoughtful bur I--
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Maude : _ o
Please see Wim, Jéffrey. He's a good man,
aﬁd thorcugh

A LIMD

The Dude sits 1n back holding a white Russian, listening to the
chauffeur, a man of about the same age from whose livery cap a
-ponytail emerges.

Driver
--50 he says, "My son can't hold a job, my
daughter s married to a fuckin' loser, and I
got a rash on my ass so bad I can‘t hardly
siddown. But you know me. 1 can‘t
complain.*

Through Tesping laughter:
Dude

Fuckin' A, man. I got & rash. . . Fuckin' A,
man. I gotta tell ya Tony.

-

Fe tzkes 2 sip of a freshly -mixed wWhite Russian, which leaves
rilk ¢n his mustache.
. I was feeling rezlly 5h1tty earlier in
the cay, I'd lest a little money, 1 was down
in the dumps. . .
Tony
Aw, forget about it.
- Dude
3 gal, man! Fuck it! I ¢in't be werrying
ébout that shit., Life goes on!
The lirmz has reoclled to a stop. The Dude gets out, still holding
rhis crink. .
Teny
Eome sweet home, Mr. L. Who's your friend in
the Volkswagon?
Dude
Huh?
Fig eves on the rearview mirror, Tony jerks a thusd over his
shoulder
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. . . He follpWed ug here.
The Dude turns to leok.

RIE POV

Ezlfway up the bloeck a Volkswagon bug has pulled over to the
curb. In the driver's seat we see & fat man's shape.

THE DUDE

_He secowls.

Dude
When did he--

The Dude is gratbed from behind and muscled away in a2 half-nel
by another uniformed chauffeur.

Seccnd Chauffeur
Into the limo, you sonofabitch., No
arguments.

ks re is frog-marcthed towards another limo the Dude holds his
¢rimk awzy from his chest and cups 2 hand underneath it.

Dude
Fuck, man! There's & beverage here!

The wgiting limo's back door is flung open.

+

1

m
{1, 1)
b

[TRrTH
wmth

¢ in and awkwardly takes & seat facing the T
22 behind him.

0
£y IS

i Caw il

Lebowski
Stzrt talking and talk fast you lousy bum!

Brandt
we've been frantically trying to reach you,
Dude.

anft egits carty-corner from the Dude; directly across Irom
.de is the big Ledbowski, a comforter across his knees.

- Lebowski
where's my goddamn money, you bum?!



Dude
wWell we--1 dontt--

Lebowski )
They did not receive the money, you nitwit!
They did not receive the goddarmn money. HER
LIFE WAS 1IN YDUR HANDS!

Brand:
, This iz our concern, Dude.

Dude
No, man, nothing is fucked here--

Lebowski
NOTEING IS FUCKED! THE SODDAMN PLANE HAS
CRICEED INTD THE MOUTAINi '

Tre Jude takes a8 hurried sip from his drink.

Dude
C'men man, who're you gonna believe? Those
guys are--we dropped ©ff the damn money--

Lebowski

¥e?l

Dude
I--the reyal we, you know, the editorial--1
drepped off the money, exactly as per--lLook,
I've gct tertain infermation, certain things
have ceome to light, and uh, has it ever
czcurred to you, man, that given the nature
eof 221 this new shit, that, uh, instead of

running areund blaming me, that this whole
tning might just be, not, you kaow, not jus:
such 2 simple, but uh--you know?

Lebowski
Wrat in Ged's holy namne are you blathering
about?

Dude

I'1] tell you what I'm blathering about! I
get infermation--new shit has come to light
and--shit, mant! She kidnapped herself!

lebowski stares at him, dumdstruck. The Dude is encourag
well sure, look at it! Young trophy

wife, 1 mean, in the parlance of our times,
owes money all over town, including to known
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pcrnographers--and that's cool, that's cool--
. but I'm gaying, she needs money, and of
course they're gonna say they didn’'t get it
'cause she wants more, man, she's gotta feed
the menkey, 1 mean--hasn t that ever occurred

to you. . .? Sir?

Lebowski

(quietly)
No. No Mr. Lebowski, that had not occurred
to me.

Brandt

That had not occurred to ug, Dude.

Dude

» Well, okay, you're not privy to all the nevw

- shit, so uh, yocu kneow, but that's what you

: pay me for. Speaking of which, would it be
pessible for me teo get my twenty grand in
czeh? I gotta check this with my accountant
tcf course, but my concern is that, you know,
it could bump me into & higher tax--

Lebowski
Brandt, cive him the envelope.

. Dude
well, okay, if you've already made out the
crheck. .

'is hending him 2 letter-sized eﬁvelope which is distended
c:hing inside.

ID

_ Brandt
¥e received it this morming.

frowning, untucks its flap, takes out some cotten
2 ynrclls it.

Lébowski
Since you have failed to achieve, even in the
modest task that was your charge, Eince you
have steolen my money, and since you have
unrepentantly betrayed my trust. . .

The wadding, undone, reveals a smaller wad of gavze taped up
irnside. The Dude undoes the tape with his f;naernazls and starcts
to unroll the inner packace.:

. . I have no choice but to tell these bums
that they should do whatever is necessary to
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recover their mofiey from you, Jeffrey
Lebowski. And with Brandt as my witness, I
fell you this: Any further harm visited upon
“Bunny, shall be visited tenfold upon yYouX

head.

Berween thumdb and forefinger the Dude holds up the contents of

the package--& 1little t®é, with emerald green nail polish.

. By Gol sir. I will not abide another
toe.

COFFEE SHOP

Trhe Dude and Tilter sit at the counter, both staring off into
space, both ¢ sently stirring their coffee with little clinking

roises.

Afrer 2 leng beat:

wWalter
Thet wasn't her toe.

Dude
vhose toe wegs it, Walter?

wWalter
How the fuck should I knoew? 1 do know that
rncthing abouet it indicates--

Dude
The nail polish, Walter.

Walter
Fine, Dude. As if it's impessible to get
scme nzil polish, apply it to someone else's
toe--

Dude
Someone else's--where the fuck are they
genna--

Walter
You want & toe? I can get you 2 toe, believe
me. ‘There are ways, Dude. You den't wanna
kriow about it, believe me.

" Dude
But Walter--
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Walter
I'11 get ybii a t6e by this afternoon--with
nail polish. These fucking amateurs. They
T génd us a toe, we're supposed tc shit our-
selves w;th fear. Jesis Christ. My point
ig--

- Dude
- They're gonna kxill her, Walter, and then
they're gonna kill me--

wWalter
Well :hat & just, that's the stress talking,
Dugde. So far we have what looks to me lzke a
se*zes cf v;ctzmless erimegs-~

Dude
What about t!» toe?

Walter
FORGET ABLU.L TEE FUCRKING TOE!

: wWaitress
Could yoa please keep youY veoices down-~-this
is & family restaurant.

: : walter _ _

Oh, plezse dear! 1I've got news for you: the
Supreme Court has roundly rejecteg prior
.resrrazineg!

. Dude
Wazlter, this isn't a First Amendment thing.

waitress

€ir, if you don't calm down I'm geoing toe have
to 28k you to leave,

wWelter
Lady, 1 got buddies who died face-down in the
rdck so you and I could gnioy this family
restaurant!

Tre Duce gets up:

Dude
X1l right, I'm leaving. I'm sorry ma‘am.

wWalter
Den't run away from this, Dude! Geoddamnit,
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thic atffects all of ust

The Dude has left frame; Walter calls after him:

. . . ¢ Dur basic freedoms!
He looks defiantly around
. . . I'm staying. Finishing my coffee.

"He stirs the coffee, bopping his head in time to the Muzak,
‘fec:zng ‘nonchalance.

. - . Finishing my coffee.

“DE'S BATHROOM
A éripping noise.

! The Dude Sits in the bathtub, staring stupeorously, 8 joint
: pinched in one hand, & washcloth draped over his head,

we hear the phone ringing in the other roam.

Dude is staring at his toes, which protrude from the scapy
r, splayed azgzinst the far side of the tub.

khfter the Dude's outgoing message we hear:
Voice Through Machine

M. Lebowski, this is Duty Cfficer Rolvaag of
the L.A.P.D. . . .

']
[13]

-

Tude looks s:tuporously up, his head swaying.

. . . We've recovered your vehicle. It can
be claimed at the North Hellywood Auto Circus
there on Victery. . .

Dude

Far cut. Far fuckin' out.

Message
You'll just need to present a--

e is interrupted by loud smashzng socunds, as of someone
baseball bat to the answerlnc machine,

Dude
. . . Bunh?

L L LA T U P PR
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Ee looks blearzly at the open doorway

A tall man dressed in black leather w;th a cr;cket paddle is
striding acrogs the living room tewards the bathroom.

Dude ) .
Hey! This is a private :eszngce, man!

The man has entered the ba:hrocm and, in strice, swings the
crzcket paddle up to smash the overhead light, Two other mexn are

,rering behind hzm

The room is da*k now except for spzll from the living room; the

men are backlit shapes.

ne of them helds a string at the other end of which a small
animal skitters exc:tedly about the floor.

Tre Dude looks curicusly at the gm2l1l, r ttering animal.

Dude
. . Nice mzrTmdt.

(LS|
oy

'i!

ke man with the strzng £COOPS UP the marthot arnd tosses 1:,
e lirng, into the bathtub.

™

The Dude ecreams.

The maznot splashes frantically, biting at the Dude in a frenzy
cf fezrfyvl aggression.

First Man
Vee vant zat money, Lebowski.

, screaming, grabs the lip of the tub and starts to hoist
< vp but the first man lays & palm on top of his head and
5: e g him rack into the water.

_ Second Man _
You think veer kidding und making mit de
fun

Third Man
Vee tould ado :h ngs you haffent dreamed of,

Lebowski.

Seccnd Man
Ja, vee could really gdo it, Lebowsk; Vee
be‘;e- in nossing.

ooﬂs the mazmot out of the water. It shakes itself off,
7 the Dude. &E ROARES FkSSS0 MasE

“n
'l
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Dude

Jesus!

Dieter o
Vee belzef in nossing, Lebowski! NOSSIKG!!

The marﬁot, back on the floor, is skittering around shaking
itself and convulsing in littleé sneezes. '

~ Dude
. Jesus Christ
First Man
Tecmorrow vee come back und cut off your
chonsen.
Dude

Excuse me?

First Man
I SAY VEE CUT OFF YDUR CHONSON!

The three men turn to leave. Over their retreating backs:

_ _ Secend Man
Just sink about zat, Lebowski.

SO First Man
ca, ycur viggly penis, lebowski.

Seccond Man

Jz, und meybe vesz stamp on it und skvush it,
lebowski!

KIRTHE -DLLY% D AUTO CIRCUS

A pcliceman with a clipboard is leading the Dide through a large
perking lot

_ Peliceman _
You're lucky she wasn't chopped, Mr.
Lebowski, Must've been a joyride situation;
they abandonéd the ¢ar once they hit the
retaining wall.

They have reached the Dude's car. The driver's side extericr has
been scraped raw. The polzceman hands the Dude a dco* haﬁﬂle and
an exierior rear-view mirrer.

These were ©n the rocad next teo the car.
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You'll have to get in on the other side.
The Dude cl;mbs in the passenger side.

Dude
My fucking briefcase! It's not here!

: Policeman
Yeah, sorry, I saw that on the report.
You're lucky they left the tape deck though.

Dude
My fucking brzefcase! " Jesus--what's that
smell? ' S :
Policeman

Uh, yeah Probably a vagrant, slept in the
car. Or perhaps just used it as a tozlet,
and moved on.

Dude tries to rell down the driver's window but it wi.l not
Le bellows through the glass: o

-

1"t 1
00T

Dude
when will you find these guys? I mean, do
‘you have any p'omzs_nc leads?

Tre peoliceman laug.s, agreeing broa*ly

Policeman
Legds, yeah. I'll just check with the boys
down ‘a2t the Crime Ladb. They've assigned four
more cetectives to the case, got us working

in shifus.
Tre Dude looks sagl y _g his window at the policeman rocking
rzck on his heals, hi r dcous laughter muffled by the glass.

L]

EIWLING ALLEY BXR
re bot fe, Walter and Donny sit at the bar, the Dude with a wWhite
ssgian,

iz wzlter with a beer, and Donny eating beer nuts.

‘!Io]'

Donny
. And then they're gonnd gLamp on 3it?!

: valter
Oh for Christ--will you shut the fuck up,
Donny.
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Dude _ .
I figure my only hope is that the big
Lebowski kills me before the Germans can cut
Qyskd piils me betore TR _

Walter _ _
Now that is ridiculous, Dude. No one is
going to cut your dick off.

"Dude
Thanks Walter.

S wWalter _
Not if ]I have anything to say about ait.

_ Dude

{bitterly)
Yeah, thanks Walter. That gives me a very
secure feeling.

Walter
Dude~-
Dude .
That makes me feel all warm inside.
: Walter
Now Dude--
Dude

This whole fucking thing--1 gculd be sitting
here with just pee-stains on my Iug.

wWelzer saily shzkes his head.

Yalrer

Fuck.ng Germans. Noihing changes. Focking
Nazis. .
o Tonny

Trey were Nazis, Dude?

Walter
Come cn, Donny, they were threatening
castration!

Donny
Unh-huh.

wWalter

Are you genna split hairs?




Donny . -
No--
_ L _ Walter
Am I wrong?
Donny
Well--
Dude
They'ré nihilists.
wWalter
Huh?
Dude .
They kept saying they believe in nothing.
valter
Nihilists! Jesus. . .

walter looks hLaunted.

. . . Say what you like about the tenets of
Natienzl Socislism, Dude, at lezst it's an
P‘ c'

Dude
Yezh.

wWalter
And let's 2lso not forget--let's not forget,
Dude--that keeping wildlife, an amphibious
rodent, for uh, domestig, you know, within
the city--3zhat isn't legzal either.

Dude

What're you, & fucking park ranger now?
Walter

o, I'm--
Dude

Who gives a shit about the fucking marmot!

Walter
--We're sympathizing here, Dude--

Dude
Fuck your sympathy! 1 don't need your
syrmpathy, man, I need my fucking Johnson!

€5
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Donny
H*ac do you rieed that for, Dude?

- : - walter
You gotte buck up, man, you can’'t go into the
tourhament with this negative artitude--

Dude <
Fuck the tournament! Fuck you, Walter!

‘There is a moment of stunned silence.

. Walter
. . Puck the tournament?!
SaZi; guiet:
. . Okay Dude. I can see you den't want
tc be cheered up. C'mon Deonny, let's go get
a lane.

ey leave the Dude sitting morosely &t the bar., As he stares
:w“ nto his erpty glass:

Dude
Ancther Caucasian, Gary.

Voice
Right, Dude.

tn
it
1
'_.'
._i

stering down at the bar:

Dude
Friends like these, huh Gary.

Gary
Trat's right, Dude.

Tre p:p_sonc n the jukebox has ended; scmeone puts on "Turdling
TeTrleweeds, ' S

A rman saunters up to the bar to take the stocl that Walter
vacated. Ke is middle-aged, amiable, craggily handsome--8%am
Eiliet, perhaps, He has a larae western_style mustache ant wears
denims, & yoked shirt and a cowboy hat.

7o the bartender:

" Man
D'ya have a good sarsaparilla?

we reccgnize the voice of The Stranger whose narraticn opened the
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movie.

.Bartender
" Sioux City Sarsaparilla.

The Stranger nods.

The Stranger
That's a good one.

for his dr;nk he looks amiably around the bar. His
8 eyes settle on the Dude
The Stranger
. . How ya dozn‘ there, Lude?

The Dude, St ill staring down at his drink, shakes his head.

Dude
mhh, nct so good, man.

The Stranger
One 2 those ‘days, huh. Wal, a wiser fella
than m'self once said, sometimes you eat the
rzr and sometimes the bar, wal, he eats you.

Dude
{absently)
Ur-huh. ‘That some kind of Eastern thing?

The Stranger

Dude
M
The reariender puts a2 brown bottle and a fiosted glass oo the bar
it front of The Stranger, who touches his hat brim.

The Stranger
Mach obliged.

Ee lpooks back at the Dude.

. 1 like your style, Dude.

The Dude looks up, absently

Dnde
. . Well I like yocur style too, man. Got &
whole CCkbOY thing gein'. . .



The Stranger
Thankie. . . Just one thing, Dude. D'ya have
to use s'many cuss words? o

The Dude looks at The Stranger as if just now noticing how out
place the cowpoke is.

.. buge
) The fuck are you talking about?

The Stranger chuckles indulgently and pushes off from the bar.

The Stranger
Okay, have it your way.

¥e brushes his hat brim with a fingertip.

Taker easy, Dude.

| Dude
Yezh. . . thanks man.
Ee is gome. “"Tutkling Tumbleweeds® is ending &s we hear an
céfscreen voice, breaking the spell:
Voice

“eory, the unifcrmed limo driver, is at the door of the bar,
= M . -

WATOEE LOFT
She sirides towerd us, naked under a robe which she is just
cincning shut, Paint flecks her skin.

Maude |
Jeffrey, you haven't gone to the doctor.

Dude
No it's fine, really, uh--
Maude
Do you have any news regarding my father's
money?
Dude
I, uh., . . money, yeah, I gotta respecfully,
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you know, tender my resignation on that
matter, 'causé it looks like your mother

.really was kidnapped after all.

_ .  Maude
She most certainly was not!
, Dude
Key man, why don't you fucking listen
pccasicnally? You might learmn scmething.

And please don't call her my mother.
- . Dude
- Now I got--
Maude

Sre is most definitely the perpetrator and
net the victim,

- pude " o
I'm telling you, I got definitive evidence--
. Maude
From who? '
Pude
The main guy, Dieter--
Maude
Tigrer Hauff?
Dude

Well--yeah, 1 guess--

Maude ‘
Fer "co-star® in the beaver picture? '

Dude
Beaver? Yoéu mean vagina?--I mean, you know
him?

Maude
Dieter has been on the fringes of--well, of
everything in L.A., for about twenty Yyears.
Look at my LP's. Under “Autobahn.*

Trhe Dude fingers thrpugh the albums filling cne bookshelf .

. . That yaé his group--they iéleased one



album in the mid-seventies. . .
The Dude stops between two albums.

Dude
Rey Ocbisen. . . Pink Floyd.

Maude .
- Buh? Autotuhn. A-u-t-o. Their music is a
sort of--ugh--techno-pop. . .

e Dude pulls out an 2lbum with a worn sleeve. On it is the
cup's neme, Autobahn, the album riame, Nage tt. and & picture
three young Germans, their forehesds ;qqmgng below slicked-

¥ hair, gazing upward in thin- lzpped epiphany. They are

Ting severe but modishly xretro suits. Each has his name under
pictuy .--Dieter, Kieffer, and Franz. A bed of na;ls is the

c:ly set cesgzing on the cyc.

Dude
Jeez. I miss vinyl.

Maude
is Le pretending to be the abductor?

Dude
well. . . yeah-~-

. Maude _
ook, Jeff:ey, you don't really Xkidnap
sémecne that you're acguainted with. You
C'“‘t get auay with it if the hostage Kknows

‘ho you are.
Dute
weil yeah. . . I know that. . .
Maude

S5 Dieter has the money?

Dude _
well, no, not exactly. It's a complicated
case, Maude. Llotta ins. Lotta puts. And a
“letta strands to keep in nmy head, man. Llottsa
strends in 2ld duder's--

_ Maugde
Do you still have that docter's number?

Dude
¥uh? No, rezlly, I don't even have the
truise any more, I--



he is scribbling.

: Maude
Please Jeffrey I don't want to be
‘responsible for any delayed after-effects.

. Dude
Delayed af:er eff--

: . Maude
I want ycu to see him 1mmedzate1y

She is picking up a_tglephone.

. . I'11 see if he's availadble. He's a good man,
aﬁd thorough.

L08F SHOT  THE 1 DB

tlosed, a hea-set on, his shirt off. Leaking
ugh the headset we hear the opening bars of *Cemin'
e Bend.®

01 7
:'-"Ol'l'l

Egnind him, cropped so that we see only a little of his torso, a
white-smocked figure taps at the Dude's back.

Aiter & moment the f;gure circles to one side, out of frame. His
rang reac‘es in to pull one amm of the headset away from the
Zode's eeY, ¥nd as he does so the music issues more strongly.
. Veice
Ccald you slide your shorts down please, Mr.
Lebowski?
The DuZe's eyes ppen.
Dude

Huh?  No, she, she hit me right here.
Voice

I understand sir. Could you slide your
shorts dowﬂ ‘please?

“CE'S CAR
The Dude is driving home. A Creedence tape plays.

The Dude is sucking down a jeoint. He glances at the rear-view
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mirror--and, notiecing something, looks again.
KIS FOV
A Volkswagon bug is following, a lone fat man driving.

«

THE DUDE

His eyes still on the mirrer, he absently takes the joint between

thumd and forefinger of his right hand and flicks it out the
driver's window--except that the window is not open. The butt

pounces coff the glass and around the car, showering sparks.

DUDE'S CROTCH
Tre glowing butt rolls dowr :he car seat between his legs.

The Dude screams.

THE STREET ]
The car careens wildly as the surrounding traffic veers off to
rzke way, horns blaring. The car finally spins and comes tc rest
;ith its passénger side wrapped into a telephcne poll.

e T CAR
- e TEE

Tre Tude frantically grabs at his door, which won't open, and

ther slides over to push at the passenger Coor, which also won't

: . Dude
Fuck Marie. . .

he it sitting on the passenger side now, away from the lit

But
butt. He looks around for it.

ke is wisping up from between the driver's seat cushion and
k cushion. ' ' .

. . . Puckela, man. . .
Ke takes his beer and pours it in between the cushions. Therte is
a rissing sound. But there is a piece of paper sticking ocut from
between the cushions.

The Dude pulls it out.
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It is lined spifdl ‘neEenbok pakes; ‘slightly ginged and dripping
beer, covered with handwriting. In the upper right-hand corner
is the name lLawrence Sellers, and under that, Mrs. Jamtoss Sth

 Period. The theme is titled "The Louisiana Pur:hase * In red

ink is a large fireled D and some han&wrztten margznal ccmmen:s,
rmisspelled words are czrcled in red throughout

| CRANE JACKSON'S FOUNTAIN STREET THEATER

we a2re behind lter, the Dude, angd Dcnny, facing the stage in

the backg*cund where Allan, the Dude s balding landlord is

performing a dance moderne.

As Walter talks to the Dude he leans_in to him, his voice hushed,
sc 2s not to d*Sturb the rest of the very sparse audience.

Walter o
Ke lives in North Hollywoc on Radfcrd, near
~the In-znd- Dht Eurger-- '

Dude
The In- aﬁd Qut Burger is on Camrose.

Walter
be=: the In and Ou' Buraer--

D:nny
Thecee are cood burgers, Walter,

| - Walter | -

Enut the fuck up, Denny. This kid is in the
rinth grade, Dude, and his father is--are you
Teady fer this?--Arthur Digby Sellers.

Pude
Vo the fuck is that?
Walter
. Buh?
_ Dude

‘whe the fuck is Arthur ngby Sellers?

wWalter
who the f--have you ever heard of a little
show called Branded, Dude’

Dude
Yealh.
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., . Walter
Al2 but one man died? There at Bitter Creek?

: . .. bude o . .
Yeah yeah, 1 know the fucking show Walter, so
what?

Walter
Fucking Arthur Digby Sellers wrote 156
episodes, Dude.

' : Dude
Uh-huhk.
Walter
The bulk of the series.
o . Dude
Uhéhuh; ' '
Walter
Net exactly a lightweight.
.- - Dude
KNo.
Walter

}nd yer his son is a fucking dunce.
Dude
wWalter

Yeah, ¢o figure. wWell we'll go out there
zfter the, uh, the. .

c & rand vac.ely toward the srage.

. what have you. We'll, uh--

_ . Donny
wWe'll be neer the In-and-Out Burger.

Walter e
Shut the fuck up, Donny. We'll, uh, brace
the kid--he'll be a pushover. We' 11 get that
fucking money, if He hasn't spent it already.
H_llzcn fucking clams. And yes, we'll be near
the, uh--some burgers, some beers, a few
laughs. Qur fuck-ng troubles are over, Dude.



75
RESIDENTIAL ARER

The Dude and Walter are pulling up in front of a dilapidategd

" Houge sztt;ng on a strubby lot. parketd 1ncona*unusly in front of

the house 1s a brand new red Corvette

Dude
Fuck me, man! That k:d s already spent all
the meney!
' Walter

Hardly Dude, & new 'vette? The kid's still
got, oh, 960 to 870 thousand depeﬂdnng on
the options. Wait in the car. ‘Donny .

THE FRONT DOOR
wzlter rings the bell. It is opened by 2 matronly Sp: :ish woman.

Woman
Jace?

‘Walter _
Hello, Pilar? My name is Walters Eobzhak, we
spoke en the ghone, this is my associate
Seffrey lebowski.

Woman
Jacre.

Walter
Mzy we uh, we wanted to talk about little
Larry. May we ceme in?

Womarn
Jace
Trey enter & dim living room and stand, looking about, &g Pilar
cz.le up the stairs:

pilar
Larry! Sweetie! Dat mang is here!

Trhere is a rhythmic co-p*esso* sound; Walter places it and rnudges
e Dude. . At the other end of the living room a man lies on
something tha* 1ooks 1ike a Hospital gurney with its midsecrion
enclosed by a moterized stainless-steel bubble. It is an iren
lung, ar:t 1£1c1a11y breathing with distinct’ ‘hisses in and out.

walter
That's him, Dude.




I
Viva voce:

; - . . . And a good day to you, Sir.

Pilar
tee down, please.

: 1 . o . Walter
g o - e Thaﬁk you, ma'am.

He and the Dude s;t on 2 sagging green sofa. In a lowered voic
te P lar

e

. Does he, uh. . . Is he still writing?'

Pilar )
No, nc. He has healt' problems.

S ‘Walter
Uh-hul.

e De.l0ws &CIOSS the room:

ar e e et errml? = et 0 D s

. . I dust want to say, sir, that we're
bo*r e“,..ous--cn a pereonal level, Brended,
gspec ally the early episodes, has been a
scurce of, uh, inspir---

~-cve are footsteps on the stairs. Larry, a fifteen-year-old,
! _Toheg &t 1"e two men. ' '
§ - - _ - o P;lar
i _ .- - - Eee down, Sweetie. These are the policeman--
Walter
_ho ma'am, I cdidn't mean to give the
itpression that we're police exactly. We're
¥ S hur_.c that it will not be necessary to call
8 : : - the lelCB
1 e eZcpts his command veice in turning to larry:
: . . . But that is up te lzttle Larry here
! . _ Isn't it, Larry?
; Wa.zer pops the lat ches on his a:tache case and tzkes ocut the
3 rncrewsrk, which is now in a ziploc bag. He holds it out at ar
‘ length, c;splaylng it to Larry.

e Is :hzs ycu' homewcrk Larry?

Lzrry does no: respond.
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- « . Is this your hcmewdrk, larry?

, Dude
Look man, dig you--
‘ walter _
Dude, please!. . . 1Is this your homewerk,
Larry? :
. Dude

wazlter is

i—',_

exT

-y
L

-
b
enied

Just ask him if he--ask him about the car,
man!
still holding ocut the homework.

' | Waiter | :
Is this yours, Larry? 1Is this your hemework,
Larry?

. Dude
Ils the car out front yours?

wWalter
Is tris your homework, Larry?

Dude
we know ¢t s his fucking hemework, Walter!
vhere's the fucking money, you little brat?

i34 wa ter ras been star at larry with the homework
_— Walter
Look, Larry. . . Have you ever heard of
Vietnam?
Dude

n, for Christ's sake, Walter--

' walter
You're cocing to enter a world of pain, son.
We know tkat this is your homework. We know
you stole & car-- -

Dude
&nd the ;uck;ng mOﬁeyl

- Walter |
And the fucking money. And we know that this
is your homework, Larry. 0
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. . . You're goﬁna KILL your FATHER, Larry!. . .
_Finelly, in disgust: |
.« « « Ah, thzs is po;ntless. |
As he shoves the homework back in the attache case.;_ )

. . A1l right, Plan B. You m;ght want to
watch out the front w;ndow there, Larry

 He is heading for the door. The Dude puzzled r;ses to fcllow
him.

e Thzs is what happens whén you FUCK a
STRANGER in the ASS, Larry.

OUTSIDE

Walter is_s;r;¢_“c down the lawﬁ with his atvtache case like an
nraczed encycloped;a salesman wzthout 1ook~ng back at the ‘Dude,

who fcllows:

Walter .
Fucking language problem, Dude.

the Dude's trunk, flings in the briefcase and takes cut a

. Maybe he'll understand this.
ig walking cver to the Corvette.

YOU SEE WHAT HAPFENS, LARRY!

CFAEE! Fe swings the crowbar into the windshield, which
graLiers. -

.. YOU SEE WHAT HAPPENS?!
CrALH! FKe takes out the driver's window.

. . THIS 15 WHAT HAPPENS WHEN YOU FUCK A -

S‘RANG:R IN TEE ASS' T

lights are going on in houses down the street. Distant dogs
bark I LR T e ERE EESEER TR et

. . HERE'S WHAT HAPPENS, LARKRY!

CratH!
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. . . HERE'S WHAT HAPPENS! FUCK A STRANGER
IN THE ABS:! APt Sep

CRASH!

% man in &2 sleeveless T-shirt and boxer shorts has run over
behind Walter and grabbed him ‘#rom behind on & backswing of the

CTOwWDEY

‘Man
WHAT THE FUCK JOO DOING, MANG?!

Fe wres;;eé the crowbar away ffam the Stértled Walter,
. . . I JUS' BAWDEEZ FUCKEEN CAR LASS WEEK!
‘elter cringes before the gnraged'Mexican.

‘Walter
.. Hunh?

~ne man looks about, wildly.

i XILL 300, Mﬁﬁ”‘ I--1 KILL JOR FUCKEEN CAR!

¥e muns cVe' te the Dude € car.

o - Dbude o
Noc! XNo! "NO! 'TRAT'S NOT--

TEZrCE!  CRASH!

o ' " Man
-1 FOZ h“gN KIitli JOR FUCKEEN CAR!

Crnss:!
. I hILL JDR FDCXE:N CAR‘
INSIDE TEE CAR

Glass rains in on a terrified, cringing, Donny.
- MAN
I XILL JOR FUCKEEN CAR!

Cr. 2 ceafening CRASE we cut to:
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THE DUDE'S CAR

~ ,We are looking into the car through the broken windshield as it
Crattles doéwn the freeway Wind whistles through the caved-in
windows.

The Dude drives, his jaw clenched, staring grimly out at the
road. Walter, beside him, and Donny in the back seat, munth on
In-and-Cut Burgers

Creedence music plays above the bluster of wind.

DUDE'S BUNGALOW

As the Dude talks on the phone he is hammering a two-by-four into
trhe floor just 1nszde, and parallel to, the £rcn: deor.

Dude
. . 1 accept your epolegy. . . No I, I just
want to handdle it myself from now on. . . No.
. . That has fnothing to do with ir. . . .Yes,
it made it home, I'm galling from home. . .
No, Walter, it gign't look like Larry was
a_ou:'to crack. . .
e finmiskes he-mering, rises and grabs a straightbacked chair
tnzt stanis nearby.

. Well that's your perception. . . Well
you're right Walter, and the unspoken
rmessage is FUCR YOU AND LEAVE ME THE FUCK

RILONE. . . Yeah, I'll be at practice.
¥e hanss up and has just finished sliding the chair into place
with Its tcp under the goorkned and its legs braced against the
swa-Ey-four, thus wedging the door closed, “when the door is
crenes--outwards. The chair clatters to the flcor.

Dude
Huh?

woo and the blongd man who earlier peed on the rug stride in,
‘Zxing the chair away.

. wWeo
Pin your ciszpers on, lLebowski. Jackie
Zeelorn wants to see you.

Blond Man _
And we know which Lebowski you are, Lebowski.




Woo
Yeah. Jackie Treehorn wants to talk to the
deadbeat LebAwski. 7

oo ... ‘Blond Man
You're not dealing with moréns here.

BELACKNESS

Out of_gngfp;p;knesswgomgphing is falling toward us. It is 2
wWOMman, failing in slow moetion, her 1imbs £lailing, her mouth
contorted by either fear or_eps:agy;'“She'ié'ﬁd@less. She falls
pest the camera, leaving blackness, then after a beat Teappears,
rising into the night sky. ' i '

vALIBU BEACH

- A erowd of mostly tanned middle-aged men “iﬁhubk??:¢?§e¢_h3ir?
wezring jogging outfits andmgphgglgﬁthsively cazial attire, are
planket-tossing the sguealing young woman in nightmarish slow
mocien. : SuEEes _ _

WIDER

It ig a party, lit by festive beach lights and standing kerosene
hea:ers,:_;gﬁpjg_ ma;n§t;eammjazz, of the M@ﬁ;ini»?:ybe;k\s:hool,
nzs been piped down To spéakers ¢n the beach. .

In long £hot now the woman rises, sguealing, g2isappears into
Garwress, Gescends intd’light, rises &gain.

, tOwW2TCS the camera through the pocls of beackh light.

ame, FifiyisH, wegring cotton twill pants Fné 2

nerer shirt with a foulard knotted at the ieck.

¥ s hend

Terrbull & Asher £hirt 2 foulazd !

zerind nim, the woman rises and ¥alls, appears and disarpears.
¥an

Bello Dude, thanks for coming. I'm Jackie
Treehern.

INEIDE THE BEACH HOUSE
Tre Dude is looking around at the '£0's modern decor.

_ Dude
Trhis is guite & pad you got here, man.




Completely unspoiled.

Treehorn
What's your drink, Dude?

Dude
White Russzan, thanks. How's the smut
business, Jackze’

Treehorn L _ )
1 wouldn't »now, Dude. I deal in publishing,
entertainment, pelitical ‘advocacy, and--

Dude
¥hich one was Lg_;amm;n_?

Treehorn _ _
_Reg'ettably, it's true, standards have fallen
in adult entertainment. It's wvideo, Dude.
Now that wé're competing with the amateirs,
we can't afford to invest that little extra
~in s.ory, pfoduczzon value, teeling.

¥e tgps his forehead wzth cne finger.

Pecple forcet that the brain is the
b-uuest erogendsus zone--

: : .. Dude
o you, maybe.

¥z zrde Fim the &rink.

Treehorn
O‘ course, you déo get the good with the bad.
The rew techroloﬂy perm‘ts us to o exciting
trhings with interactive erotic soltware.
wave of the future, Dude. '100% electvonic.

Dude
Th-huh. Well, I still jerk off marually.

Treehorn
- Ot co“*se you do. I can see you're anxious
for me to get to the point. Well Dude, here
it is. Where's Bunny?

Dude
1 thought you might know, man.

Treehorn
Me? How would I know? The only reason she




ran O0ff was to get away f#yom her rather

gizable debt to me.
_ Dude
But she hasn{t run_o££, ghe's been--

Treshorn waves this off.

: Treehorn
I've heard the kidnapping story, S0 Bave it.
1 know you're mixed Up in a1l this, Dude, and
1 don't care what you're trying to take off
’ her husband. That's your pusiness. A3l I'm

saying is, I want mine.

Dude
veah, well, right man, there are many facets

to this, uh, you knovl, many interested
parties. If 1 can find youtr money, man--
that's in it for the Dude?

TreehoIT

chere's that to Giscuss. Refill?

O0f course,

Dude
Does the Pope shit in the woods?

Treghorn
Let's say a 10% ¢inder's fee?

Dude

Okay, Jackie, done. 1 like the way Yyou do
rusiness. yYour money is being held by 2 kid
naﬁeé_La;ry’Sellérsg' He lives in North
Ecllywdod, on Radford, neaf the In-and-Out
wrger. A Teal fuckin' brat, but 1'm sure
yeur goons’ll pe able O get it off him,
mezn he's only £i¢cpen drid he's fiurking
eocizl sriudies. SO if you'll just write me a
check for my ten per ceat. . - of half a
rillion. . . fifty grand. . -

‘He is getting to ris feet, but Eway$s woozily.

. 1'11 go out and mingle.--Jesus, You mix

a hell of a Caucasian, Jackie.
—re Dude shakes his head, rries to focus.
... Treehorn

A £ifteen-year-cld? 1s this your idea of &

joke?




He is 3cined ©n either
1eooking grimly down

Jackie Treehorn's imsge £tarts to gwim.
cide by Woo ‘&hd ‘the blond man, all three meén

at the Dude.
A . -Dude
NoffunﬂyTStﬁff, Jackie. . . the kid's got it.
. Hiya, fellas. . - kid just wanted 3 car.
.o alib;Qe_ng§ gy§: wanted. . . was his T8
rack. . “not ‘greedy. - - it really. . -
He sguints at chkie_Trggpgfn, who gwims in angd out cf focus.
. tied the room together. o
He tips fcfward}“épiilihg'his arink off the table.

$RoNM UNDER TEHE Gaass_corrzs'rABLa
the Dude 2s his £§¢¢:hits ﬁhe'glaés"and szuushes.

Laoking up &t

QO

TaeT FROZ O

&

ELACK
Tre Stranger's Voige |
Da:knESSjggrsheﬁ over the Dude--darker'n @
plack 5;?5;‘§ tbqku§ on & moonless prairie
night. Théve wag o bottom. - :
ve neir & LhruTning bass.

sy wITE TITLE CARD:
SRCRIE :3323933_P2355N75
z22THER TITLE CHRD: |
THEE DUDIE
‘and
MHUDE LEBOWSKI
o S
2 TEIRD TITLE CRRD:
| GUTTERBALLS
~ne title 1080 is a suggestively upright bowlis

i i

ng pin fianked by 2
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pair of ‘bowling balls. The bend;nﬁ\bass sound turns into :he
1ead- :n to Kenmny Rogers and the Pirst Edition g *Just Dropped

In.

The Dude is walking doﬂh P long cortidor dressed as a cable
repairman.” The Dude's face is washed with & prill{ant light as

the cO: 1dor opens oato a gleamzng bowling alley.

In the center of the alley stands Maude Lebowskz. singing
operatic harmony to the Kenny Rogers sofg. Shé waars an armered
breastplate and Norse’ headgear, has bra;ded pigtails. and holds &

:r;dent

The Dade scands behznd her and, pressed up against her, helps her
with her foilow-throngh as she releases 2 bowzang ball

The lane is straddled by a line of chcrznes in spangly mini-
ckiris, their afms &ximbo, Busby-Berkley style, their legs
rurring the lane inte & tufifel leading to the pzns at the end.

i no lonoer a bbulzng ball rollzng between :he:r 1egs--;:

Eur it

i e Dude h*mself levitating inches off the lane, the tools
from hisS L’*lz*y pelt swinging free. He is face dbwﬂ, his arms,
rcrpedoli ke, pressed against his sides.

His peint cé view shows the lane rxshzng by below, the llttle
raii-guide BTIOWS zzpplng by

~-e Dule twists his body &Tow ind, performing a parrei-roll so that
e iz now gli ding along the lane face-up.

‘Nz his poing of view lo0ks up the dresses_of the passing

1. crce zoain glididg face-down. He 100kE foruard and his
-2 TImentym b*ous back h;s ha*r

-z Dofe smiles dreamily aﬂd does 2 backs roke motion so that he

2e we go through the las* feu pa*rs of legs, are
g pins. We hit the pins, scatt #ing them, arc rush

2y &rops aown intec the blackness in slowlmo:ion-fa"tcpless
womzn, souezling, her 1e:s kicking. SR o o

L& she C'C“s cut o‘ ‘*nme ‘jeaving blackness aaaln three men are
ercerins from the ba:kgrouﬁd ‘émerging into & pool of light. It

‘e the Cermans, advareing inously, wielding oversized shears
which they menac 1ngly sczssor

: ¢e, now standing in a f;eld of black reacts to the
aivencing Germans. ?e TUINS and runs, fzsts puinping.
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Bé

! The scissoring sound of the shears turns into the whoosh of car-
' ' " bys. The field of plack is punctured by headlights. ~The ‘Dude is

L~ : running blearily dowh the middle of the Pacific Coast Highway.

Friwid o . Cars Tush by on ezther smde horns blaring

with the BLOO WHUP of a short s;ren blast, a'Sqﬁad car with'
£lashing gumballs pulls up. T

EQUAD CAR :

The Dude sits in the back seat hzs head lolling wath the motion
of the car ag he blear:ly szngs ‘the theme of 2:

- Dude
He uas 1nncCEﬂt. . .

Not & - 1arde was true. e
And t. y say he ran awaaaaaay. . .

CHIEF'S OFFICE

ke D is hurled aca;rst the Cul&f s desk whzch he bounces off
£,0t e to rest more °or 1ess seated 1n 2 faczng chazr
£is wallei is tossed onto the desk |

Tre chief leans £c*wa*d takes the wallet and so*ts th ough it
wizr cigzoszed incredulity. :

Chief
Th;s is yo;: enly 1.D.7

vz ig Looking gt the Pa ph s Shopper's Club card.

Dude

I know ry *1ghts
- Chief

You den't knpw_sh;t " Lebowski.

‘Dude ' S
I want a fuck*ng lawye ‘maEn., ‘1 want Bill
Xunstler. oo :

Chief

wrat are you, some kinc of sad-assed refugee
¢rom the fucking s:.:-ct::es'=1 -

Dude




Uh-huh.

Chief
Mr. Treehorn tellé ugE that he had to eject
you from his garden party, that ycu were
drunk and abusive.

g Dude
That guy treatlts women like objects, man.

Lt Chief

Mr. Treehorn draws a lot of water in this
rown, Lebowski, ¥You don't draw shit. We got
. a nice quiet beach cosmunity here, and I aim
- to keep it nice &nd quie:. So let me make
something plain. t don't like you gucking
.. argund bothering our citizens, Lebowski. I
dsn't like your jerk-off name, I don't like
your jerk £f £ace, I don‘t like youl jerk-
off behav. z, and I don't lzke you. je:k -off
--do 1 mahu_myself clear°

The Dude stares.

Dude
. . I'm scrry, I wasn't listening.

m~we Chief hurls his steamzng mug of coffee at the Dude. It hits

rim in the fq-ehead w;th a thud the s:ald;nc coffee ‘§plashing

everywn nere.
~me Chief is alreacdy up off his chair, rounding the gesk.

- ~ Dude
--Dw! Fucking fascist!

~re Chnief ’aps "-m tw:ce.

Chlef
scay out o‘ Malibu, Lebowskz'

Fe kicks the chair out frcm under the Dude, and then starts
kicking at him. A N

. . . Stay out of Malibu, deadbeat! Xeep
your ugly fucking co“db*zckzng ass out of my
beach cormunity!

C;—
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The Dude, in the back seat of a taxicad that rocks and sgueaks
with every bump, '{& gingerly touching &t &6re Epots on his face

and scalp

*peaceful Easy Feel;ng"zs on the radioc.

DUDE'S POV

mhe back of the dr;ver, a large black man with rasta dreds under
a knit cap ' o : oo
Dude
Jesus, man, can you change the sration?

Driver
Fuck you man! You . ‘on't like my fucking
music, get your oW fucking cib

| Dude
I"V_e had F- L

Driver
I pull over and kick your ass out, man!

. - Dude
--i-:a"t a roa;h night, and I hate the fucking
facles, man--

: Driver
That's it! Outta this fuckzng cab*

r towarés the curb. rnccher car, neoming
+allicd, speeds by. -

5 & *e* cc-ve*tzble ‘The driver, s;nc-ng lcudly and badly
= u*th the radio, her hair blowing in the wind, a dreamy
ii her face as she speeds a‘ong, higher than a2 kite, 1is
Eonn Lbbowskz

TEEL FOOIWELL

ne :cele*atc* her right foot, in an open- toed bright red
-heeled sghoe, nhas five pa;nted toes.
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When she downshifts her lef:t foot enters to engage the clutch.

Five more toes.

DUDE'S BUNGALOW

The Dude_staggersjin the open front door, one hand pressed to a
lump on his forehead, and looks arcund.

.Dude-
. . Jesus.

The place is a wretk. Purniture has beén overturned, upholstery
clashed, drawers cumped.

Quiet.
Trhe £oor tp'the bedroom starts to ¢ ak open,

Trhe Dude cfingeé.

Mzuie emerées frcﬁ the bedroom. She is wearing a bathrobe.
: Maude

Jeffrey. B

L - Dude
v - oMaude?

€he pullg cpen the bzihrcbe 2s she approaches.

5 : Maude
wOVE Mme.
The Tude 1s stupefied.
Dude

. That's my robe.

£! On the ermbrace we Cut to:

rizer & beat, & lcag sigh, and then a voicte from the blackness:

Mzude _ _
Tell me a2 little about yourself,
weffrey.
Dude
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Well, uh. . . Not much to tell.

A match'is'ﬁ:agged across a headboard; the Dude is lighting
himself a2 joint. He shakes the match out to restore blackness
except for the glowing tip of the joint. '

4 .. 1 was, uh, one of the authors of fhe
POI"t Hurcn State-""‘ent.—-'rhe ‘Qn_g_im Port
Huron Statement. . S .
o Maude
Uh-huh.
Dude ‘

Vot the cesisrémised second draft. And then
I, wh. . . Ever near of the Seattle Seven?

Maude

ck--the Dude turns on a bedside lamp. He and Maude lie next

..o .. Dude _ '
Mo, And then. . . let's see, I uh--music
business briefly. ‘

e Maude
on?
| Duce

Yezh. Roadie for Merallica. Speed of Soun
Jour. ”

Mzude

: : : Dude

gunch cf assholes. And then, you know,
little &6f this, little of that. My career's,
uh, Blbwed down @ Bit lately. o

L ' - Maude
Wrnat do you co for fun?

: - "Dude
Ooh, you know, the usual. Bowl. Drive
around. The occasional acid flashoack.

ke climbs out of bed but Maude remains in it. She vedges a
Fislow into the small of Ler back and clasps & hand on each

kneeczsp.

She pulls her knees in toward her chest to keep her
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L
pelvis raised.

. Maude
. .- Wha;_happened to your house?

: - Dude =
Jackie r:eepq:n;:rashe¢ the place. wanted to

save the finder's fee.

Maude
Finder's fee?

L Dude )
He thought 1 had your ¢ather’'s money, SO he

gét me out of the way while he iooked for it.
. Maude |

It's not my father's money, it's the Founda-
tion‘s. Why did he think you had it? And
who does? _ T :

_ Dude
Laryy Sellers, a nigh-school kid. Real
fucking brat.

1
i
m

<tke 2 wnite Rugsian off the pedside table.

; Maude
Jeffrey--

A .Dude
1o a cocmplicated case, Maude. Lotta ins,
igzta outs. Fortunately I'vé been adhering
o & prézty strict, uh, @rug regimen ro keep
my mind, you know, lirber. 1I'M rezl fucking
cicse to your fathel’s moaey, real fueking
cicse.  It's just--~

Maude
T keep telling you, it's the Founcesionls
rmsney. Father deesn't have any.

Dude
Huh? He's fucking loaded.

_ _ Maude
Xo no, the wealth was all Mother's.

Dude _
But your father--he ruris stuff, he--

Maude



We dzd let Father run one of the companies,
braefiy. but e didnit do very ‘“Well at it.

e Dude
But he's--

- Maude
He helps administer ‘theé charities now, and I
give him a reasonable allowance. ‘He has TiCo
moniey of his own. I know how he 1ikes to
present himself; Father E weakness is vanity.
Hence ‘the Blut

y _ Dude
Ruh. Jeez. well, so, did he-—zs that yoga?

Throughout, Maude has been 1ying on her back with her knees
pulled in. ' '
Maude
It increases the chances of ccqcept;on.
Trhe Dude sp:ts some Wh;;e Russian.

: . tude
Increases?
Maude

Well yes, what did you :hlnk this was all
about? Fun and gamnes?

o - Dude
well. . . no, of course not--
_ M2ude
T want a thild
Tude

vezh, okay, but see, the Dude--

Z ~ Yaude

Look, Jeffrey, 1 don't want a partner. in
fact I don't want the father to be someone I
Yave to sege soczally, or who'll have any '
¢“ge*est in rearlﬁg the chzld ‘himself.

S Dude
Huh. .
Something cccu*s to hzm

. Se. . . that doctor.



» ... Maude
Exactly. What happened to your face? Did
Jackie Treehorn do that as well?

The Dude is staring off into space, thinking. Eis answer is
absent: o - T . .

: _ Dude
: No, the, uh, police chief of Malibu. A real
.’ teactionary. . . So your ¢ather. . . Oh'man,
I get it!
: - Maude
¥hat?

The que_ig leaving the bedroom.

: Dude
Yeah, my thinking about the case, man, it had
become uptight. Yeah. Your father--

LIVING ROOM
The Duse finishes punching 2 numbeér into the phone.

. .. ... .  Pnhcne Voice
This is walter Scbchak. 1'm not in; leave a
messsce after the beep. R

Trom the besdroom:

N ~ Maude's Voice
vhat're you talking about?

Co Dude

Wzlter, if you're there, pick uvp the fucking
phore. Pick it up, Walter, this is an
emergency. I'm not--

: A Walter
Dude?

L Dude
'2lter, listen, I'm at my place, I need you
to come pick me up--

_ wWalter _
I can't drive, Dude, it's erev shabbas.
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Dude
Huh?

_ walter ' '
Erev shabbas. 1 can't drive. I'm not even
supposed to pzck 'up the phone, unless it's an

emergency.
Dude
It is = fuck ng emergency
I m' Walter
T 'understand. THat's why I picked up the
phone. '
' pude

'2 CWRY CAN'T YOU--fuck, never ming, just
call DOﬁny then, “and ask hxm to--

walter
Dude, I'm'not supposed to make calls--

Dude
AUTER, YOU FUCKING ASSEOLE, WE GOTTA GO ™0
“hSHDthA' COME PICK ME UP OR I'V OFF THE
FOCKING BOWLING TERM!

: o Maude's voice
Jefifrey? o

———— g -
- -

Fe emzrges on his front stoOCp, pulling on a shire.

¢ zztention is caught by scrething down the street.

XI5 POV
A carﬂ* pa*ked halfway dewn the block. We can see the shape of
2 fzt man in the driver's seat.

Strigding purposefully down the street.
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The fat man leans forward and we hear the sound of the car's
ignition e&ughing, bur tfe Efging will not turn over. More
whines angd coughs neg’ *tart.

The man hurrzedly fumbles in front of him. He brings up a
riewsgaper, uhzch he holds before his face.

TEEZ DUDE

As he gets to the car., He reaches through the open driver's
window and ‘gfabs the new spaper and hurls it to the ground. He is
revved with nervous enérgy

: Dude
Get out of ‘that fucking car, man!

The man nervéusly complies. The Dude flinches at the man's
rmovement as he gets out,

The man cringeé; reac ting to the Dude s flinch.

ing 2 cheap blue serge Suit. He is bald with a short

Ee ig wear
fringe and' e mustache.
The Dufe 5h::ts to éever his feer:

: Dude
kho the fuck are you, man! Ceme on, man!

L - Man
relazx, man! No p“ys;;al ha-u ‘intended:!

_ . Dude
Who the fick are you? ¥hy've yeu been
,c--Ou-:c me? Come on, fuckheas)

. Man
Hey, relax man, I'm a Erother shamus.

3

ne Dude is stunned.

Dude _ _
her Seamus? Like an Irish menk?

Man
*rst n—-What the fuck are you talking about?
Vy nere's Da Flno! I'm a Private snoop!
ke ycu man

; Dude
Heh?
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Da Fino

A dick, mah! And let me tell you something:
I dig your work. Playing oneé side against
the othe;:fip_bgd“qi;blgyg;ybody--fabulous

Stpff} man.

; _ Dude
I‘m not a--ah, fuck it, just stay away frfom
myjfucking lady friend, man.

i _ pa Fimo
Hey hey, I'm not messing with your special
lagdy-- '

: Dude

Snéis nct_ﬁy'sﬁéCiél lady, she's my fucking
lady friend. I'm just helping her cenceive,
mah! ' :

; ‘Da Fino
Hey, man, I'm not--

R Dude
who're you working for? tebowski? Jackie
Treshosn? :

_ _ Da Fino
The Gundersons.

i | Dude
—he? Who the fff--

S Ca Fino

The Guncersons, Ir's a wzndering cdaughter
scb. Bunny Debowski, man.  Eer real name 15
Fzwr Gunderson. FKHer parents wWant her back

He ig fushling in his wallet.

See?

+]
iy
1]

n.de looks at the picture.

It is probably a school portrait, unmistakadbly Bunny, but fresh-
faced, much ycunger looking, with 2 corn-fed smile and straight
Tariridce Fémily hair and bangs.

- Dude
Jesus fucking Christ.

3 Da Fino _
Crazy, huh? Ran away & year ag
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He is holding oﬁt dndthér pictﬁre. |

... . The Gundersens told me to show her this
when I found hHer. The family farm. . .

A b;eak farm“cuse and s;lo are ‘the only features on a flat Snow-
swept ;aﬁdscape

5. ; Outsnde of Moorhead Minnesota, They
think it'll make her homes;ck

5 _ Dude
Boy. How ya gonnia keep 'em down en the farm
cnce they seen Karl Hungus.

Fe hanis back the pzcture

.:. . She's been kldnapped Da Fino. Or
naybe not, but she's defznztgly neot around.

_ - . Da Fino
Fuck, man! That's terr;ble'

L  Dude
Yeah, it sueks.

: Da Pzno
knll maybe you and me could pool our

resoy ces-—trade 1n.ormatzon--p*ofessional
courtesy--cimpeers, you know--

t'Yapping, growing lJouder with the hum of an
Rt 25 .

we hear ZisteEn
goorccaching ce
- . 0 Dude oL .

Yezh, I get it. Puck off, Da ‘Fino. Ang stay

away {rom my special la--from my fucking lady

f:iend.
Tre Dufe gte p ‘out to meet Walter's car as 1t pulls up, its
pacsenger window open a*d the po*e*an:an leaning out and yapping.

:*le s it at 2 boct ‘Dieter, ‘Kié‘fér. Franz, all in black

Four pecp

lezzner, and & yourg wgman w;th long stringy blonde hair, wesring
texn zngd pa,ched jeans and a ribbed sleeveless tee-shirt, worn
thin with age. She is arparently braless, ansd is tELhCﬁlcally
pale with bi Tt aTks on her face and arms.
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Notable is her camera-side leg, which ends in a bandage-swaddled
foor. Dried rust-coleoréd blocd stains the tip of the bandage.

The fo;:_q:?_a:guing,;ldudiy, in German. They seem very unhappy.
A waitress enters with a checkpad and pen.

: . wWaitress
You folks ready?

The German ghouting”stéps. Dieter locks sourly up.

' . _ Dieter =
. . . 1 haff lingenberry pancakes.

o . Kieffer
Lincenberry pancakes.

' Franz
Sree picks in blanket.

Tre woman Speaks to Dieter in German. He nods.

: Dieter
Lingenberry pancakes.

's eyes are on the road as he listens, driving, to the
whose epeech is octcasiocnally punctuated by yaps from the
car - i _ o

= - : Dude

1 meah we tetally fucked it up, man. We
fucked uvp his pay-off. And got the
‘kidnappers all pissed off, and the big
 Lencwski yelled at me 2 lot, but he didn't go
anything. Euh? '

. wWalter
Well it's, sometimes the cathartic, uh. .

N ~ Dude

I'm saying if he knows I'm a fuck-up, then
why does he still leave me in charge of
getting back his wife? Because he fucking
doesfi't wWait her back, man! He's had enough!
Ke no lenger digs her! It's all a show! But
then, why didn't he give 3 ghit about his
million bucks? 1 mean, he knew we didn't
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~hand vff his br;efcase. but he pever ggsgg
'igz it pack.

Walter

-What ' your pc;n: Dude?

' ‘Dude

st n;llzcn bucks was never ip it, man!

ThHere was ne moneéy in ‘that briefcase! He was
hoping they'd kill her! You threw cut a
rznger for a ringert

_ walter

2eah? o

- - Dude

Shit yeah!

i \ Walter

Oka: but how does all this add up to an
gmer ency”?

é- L .Dude
R . Huh?

Walter

I ™ saying, I se€ what you're getting at,
bude, he kept the money, but my pe:int is,
hLere we are, it's shabbas, the sabbath, which
I'm allowed to b'eak only {f it's a matter of
lzfe and death--

Dude
halte:, come off it. You're not even fucking
Je.“.q s'bj yc‘lre-.'_ - . .o . .

Walter
what the fuck are you talking about?

Dude
ch"e fucking Folish Catholic--

Walter
w*a» the fuck are yéu talking about? I
converted whén I married Cyntnza! Come on,
Dude!

Pude
Yeah, and you were--

Walter
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And you were divorced five :gcxing_years ago.

. Dude
o Walter
Yeah?
”d;vorced5
.Get a few driver's license?
Jewish?
_ Dude
This driveway
As he turns:
walter

What do you think happens when you get

You turn in your library card?

Stop being

It m as 7e§;sh as fucking Tevye--

D de _ _
your whole sick Cynthia

It's just part -
- Taking . .re of her fucking dog.

thing.

Geoing to her fucxzna syragogue. You're

ii v*nc in the fucklnc past.

. VWalter
nreé thousand years of beautiful traditien,

f.ow Moses to Sandy Koufax--YOU'RE GODDRMN

RIGHT

ke : lock_ng'cff as the c¢ar slows.

tl
sank.

cuat.

&re gaping

I LIVE'IN'YHE FPAST!
¥Wrat the hell happened?

(I MANSION

I--Jesus. . .

The Dude looks where Walter

ar pulls up the drzve into the foreground and he and

off a2t thé front lawn.

Walter
Jesus Christ.

-re treads lead across the manicured front lawn to where a
ittle red sports car resty hlth ite hood crumpled into a2 palm
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TRACKING Doi'm THE GREAT HALLWAY

Through the French dccrs at its far engd we can tee Bunny, naked,
, briefly bcunczng ©h thé diving boArd Pefore spiashing into the
75:?} _ _111Lm¢n=ted pool outside. Heavy metal music filters in from a
"boom PSX"by the pool

Brangt, acp*cach:nc sbccps and gtraightens, stoops and
straightens, picking up the discarded clothes that run the length
of the hall.

Brandt
He can! t ‘see you, Dude.

We pull the Dude and Walter as they approach the doors to the
g*eat_Studv” Halte*‘s dog follows, stiffly waving its tail.

o Dude
Wbere’d she been?

Brandt _
vlsztin: friends of hers in Palm Springs.
Jus: picked up and left, never bothered to

tell us.
_ _ Dude
But 1 cuess she told Dieter.
Walter
Jesus, Dude! She never even kidnapped
hezees e == : :
Brangdt

h*c s this gentleman, Dude?

o Walter
weno'm I I'm a fucking VETERALN!

Brandt

You shc,ld“‘t go in there, Dude! He's very
aBgry!

EXNG--the Dude angd Ralter push .Hrcugh the dcublé doors into--

THEE GREAT ROON

The big Lebowski tu*ns at the sound of the door. His wheelchair.
rhome 2s he spzns it around. '

Lebhowski
(bztterly}




wgli. ghe's back. No thanks te you.

- Dude
Where s the money, Lebowski?

- wWalter
A MIL*ION BUCKS FROM FUCKING NEEDY LITTLE
UREAN ACHIEVERS! YOU ARE SCUM, MAN! .

The dog yapé,

Lebowskz
WHD the hell is he?
o Walter
-I 11 tell you who I am! I'm the guy who's X

gcuna KICK YOUR PHONY GOLDBRiCkING ASS‘

' - Dude
ke know the briefcage was empty man. We
know you képt the million bucks yourself.

: ' ~Lebowski
well you Have your story, I have mine. 1
say I erntristed the money to you, and you
stole it.

o 'Walter
A8 IF WE WOULD EVE E Eg, oF ”AKIN' YOUR
LE '

SEYT MANEY)

’ Dude :
Voa theught Bunny'd been kidnapped and you
could use it as a pretext to make scme money
diszppear. All you neeue* was a sap to p;n
it cn, and you'@ just met me. You thought
rhey, a Ceadbeat, a loser, somedne the sﬁua*e
cc.m_‘;ty ucn t g~ve a sh*t aboat
1
- Lebowsk;
wWell? A*en t you’

o Dude
Well. . . " yeah.
'; _ | Lebowski
ALl right, get cut. Both of you.

' . Walter _ '
Look at that fucking phony, Dude! Pretending
to be a ﬁuckzng mzllloﬂadre‘

102
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' L ' Leboaski
1 said out. Now.

: wWalter -
Let me tell you sofething else. I1've seen a
lot of spinals, Dude, and this guy is 2 fake.
A fucking goldbricker. .

He is c*oss ing to Lebowsk;.

. . This guy fuckzng ‘walks. I've never
been moTe ce*za;n of anytﬁ;ng in my 1ife!

' Lebowsk;_
Stay away from me ‘mister!

walter 'eaches around from behznd and hozsts the b;g Lebowskz out
of the wheeichair by his armpits.

walter
alk, you fucking phony!

bouskz uac~1es helplessly, his rubbery feet grazing the

The big Le
frpcr like a Pacue,y Ann s The pomeranzan gazly leaps ané yaps.
| Lebowskz
Ph- me down, you son of a bitch!
o . Dude
Wazlter!
_ _Walper
It's all ove man! We call your fucking
bBluff! '
- __Dude
WALTEIR, FOR CHRIST'S SW¥EI! EE'S CRIFPFLED!
FUT HIM DOWN! '
walter

‘sure, I'11 put him down, Dude. RAUSS!
;'Aczmma, BAEY! !

-

He ghcves, ‘the big Lebowski forward and he cruamples to the flocr.

- WeEEping.

Walter
.. . . Oh, shit.

Lebowski
{sobbing)
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Ybu're bullies! Cowards, both of youl

wazlter is a&ashgd,;“fgéf§i§ LéS6§§£i”fI%i1B"abbﬁt"én the floor.

. . Wwalter
. . - Oh ' Shi t -

Dude
He can't walk, walter!

- Walter
Yeah, I can see that Dude
S Lebowsk1

- You monsters!
| Dude

Eelp me put him back in his chair.
Walter msves_to ccmply.

5 . Walter
Ehit, scrry man.

Throuch his tears:

: Lebowski
gt ay away from me! You bullies! You and
theese women! You won't leave a man his
-_ck-nc balls"

, Dude
Walter, you fuck!

' Walter _
Su-t. Dude, I didn't know. 1’ ‘wouldn'tive
cr= 1t 1f I kneu he uas a fuck¢nc crybaby.

: Daue
we're sorry, man. We're really serry.

Trhe Duds e= plcked Lvp the Big Lebowski's plaid lap warmer and is
frzniically tuck‘na it back in around his waist and batting the
CoS EwWaY.

There ya go. Sorry man. .
wzlter, puzzled, hands on hips, stands over the big lLebowski.

Lo - walter
Sh;t. He d dn t lggg lzke a spznal
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TEN FINS

Scattered at the cut.

DU'DE AND wh.L'rEa
Eacﬁ u;th a beer at the scor;ng table.

- ' -~ Walter
Sure you 11 see some tank battles But
fighting in desert is very different from
f;ght;ng in cancpy jungle

: Dude
Uh-huh.

Walter
I mean 'Nam wag a foot soldier's war whereast
4h, this thing should be a futking cakewalk.
I mean 1 had an Mlé, Jacko, not an Abrams
fucking ta&nk. Just me &nd Charlze,_man,
eyeball to eyeball.

| - Dude
?eah.

: . Walt

T“g;'s chP;n' conbat The man in the black

p}janas, Dude. wo*thy fuckzn adversary. '
: Domny _ o

¥ro's in pyjamas, wWalter?

k _ walter

ghut the fueck up, Déany. Not & bunch of fig-
gaters with tcwels en their heads try;n to
find reverse on a Soviet tank. Th:s is not &
worthy--

: Veice
!-I".—Z."z"I

The Dude and Wal:er look

a2 is bellowing from the lip of the lane, and is
iné d by 0 Brien.

: _ Qu:n*ana
what s thzs "day of rest® shit, man?!
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wWalter looks at ‘him znnccently

f. . What is this bullshzt. man? I don't
fuckzng care! 1t don't matter to Jesus! But
ybu're not fooling me! You ‘might fool the
"fucks in the league office, but you don't -
fool Jesus! It's bush league psych-out
stuff?l’ Laughable, min! 1 would've fucked _
you in the ass Saturday, I’ 11 tuck yei in the )
ass next Wednesday instead!

é makes hﬁp a*;ndzng coital motions as Q'Brien lqads_him_gway.
;?. You ‘got a date ﬂednesday, man'

walter, h:s head cocked and the Dude, peekzng cver his shades,
wailh hdm go : : :
walter
He's cracking.

’

TOWLING n;ué? PARKING LOT

iter and the Dude emerce from the alley. each holdﬁng

; . ‘walter o
A tree of life, Dude. To 2ll who cling to
lt_

—!
Hog
o
>¢

. Kidffer and Franz, in shzny vlack leather, stand in 2

a';ng them in the all-but-deserted lot. Eehind them orange
ick gently at the Dude's ‘car # which has been put 'to the

torch. -The orange flames glow on :he men's c*éak:ng leather.

Nex:t to thé car are three motorcycles. parked in a neat row.

Thne Dude l1ooks sadly at the burning car.

Dude _
They f;nally did it. They killed my fucking
ear. ' o
- Dieter
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Vee vant zat money, Lebowski.

! | Kieffer

Ja uzzerv:ze vee kill ze girl.

P Franz

, ) Ja. it seems you forgot our little deal,
i Lebowski.
F . Dude
' ' You don't have the fucking girl, dipshits.
k ’ We Kriow yoo never did. So you've got nothin!

' i op_my Johnson.
The men in black, stunngd,'édnfe: amongst themselves in German.
. Under his breath: _ g

| _Donny
Are these the Nazis, Walter?

Walter answers, ;150 sotto voce, his eyes still on the three men:

Walter
, They'—e il 11;5ts, Dcnny, nothing to be
' al ra*d of

Dieter
Vee don't care. Vee still vant 2zat money Or
vee fuck you upp. 0

_ Kieffer _
Ja, vee s£till vant ze money. Vee sreaten
you.
e pulls an uzi from under his coat. It glints in the firelight.

: walter
. Fuck you. Fuck the three of you.

- - Dutde
" Hey, cool it walte*.

wazlter ignores the Dude, addresses the Germans:

Walter
There's no ransom if you don't have a fucking
rostage. That's what ransom is. Those are
the fucking rules.
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_ - Dieter
Zere ARE no ROOLZ!
. -~ walter -
NO RULES! YOU CAEBAGE-EATING SONS-OF-
BITCHES-- - ottt R
Kieffer p

His girlfriend gafe up her toe! She sought
‘we'd be getting million dollars! Iss not
fair! ' : '

; waltér _
‘Fair! WHO'S THE FUCKING NIKILIST HERE! WHAT
KRE YOU, A BUNCH OF FUCKING CRYBABIES?!

- - Dude
Hey, coel it Wslter. Listen, pal, there
never was any money. The big Lebowski gave
me &n eTply briefcase, man, sO take it up
with him.

: wazlter
RO 1'D LIKE MY UNDIES BACK!

Trz Germans confer again, in German.

Tonny is vigibly {rightened.

The Dude

: Donn
Are they ganna hurt us, Walter?

tcne is ges

)

tlie:

13

L wWelter
They won't hurt us, Domny. These fen are
cowards.

Dieter

Okay. Vee take ze meney you haf on you und
vee call it eefen.

; Walter
Fuck you.

ig digzing into his pocket.
Dude

Come on, Walter, we're ending this thing
cheap.
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Waiter's eyes, burming with hatred, are ilocked on Dieter's.

.. Walter
What s mine is mine.

_ - Dude
Come on, Walterf - .

Louder, to the Germans, as he looks in his wallet:
. . Four dollars here!
Ke inspects the change in his palm.
Almost five!
Donny
: (tremulously)
1 got eighteen dollars, Dude.
walter

{grimiy}
what's mine is mine.

With & ring of steel, Dieter produces & glinting saber.

_ _ Dieter

FEE FUCK YOU UPP, YAENI VEE_TAKE YOUR MONEY!
Walter
(coclly)

Cocme and get it.
_ . Dieter
VEE Fﬁfx YOU UPP, MAN!
Ceme and get it. Pocking nihilist.

Dietzer
I FOCK YOU! 1 FOCK YOU!

: .. Walter \
Shou ne what ycu got. Nihilist. Dipshit
with a nine-toed woman.

In & rage, Dieter charges.

: Dieter
:I FUCK YOU! 1 FUCK ¥YOU!

108
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WALTER

hurls hiS'iéather sat¢hgl{

KIEFFER

warching Diéterfs_:harge,'is caught off-guard. The bowling ball
thuds into his chest and lifes him Off his feet.

_Re falls back, his uzi't;g;te;ing_away.

WALTER

twists away as Dieter reaches him; grabs Dieter's head in both
nands; draws Dieter's head up %0 his mouth, which closes on

DUSE

Ke rushes Franz but draws up short as Franz sends out karate
xicks, his leather pants é&ueaking and popping. franz gives a
lcué cry with each kick; the Dude leans back, throwing his aIms
vp, eveding the kicks. ' N ' e

His jaw is stiil clamped on Dieter's ear. Dieter draws his saber
zzainst Walter's side, Grawing blood. T N o
walter doesn’t react to the wound. Growling as Dieter screams,

he worries Ris ear, waggling his head with his jaws clamped.

—
.-

.
(L}

SIEER
S L

Tieter drops it.

DUTE

Aukwardly”ciréling, evadihg Franz's kicks.

11 worrying the ear. With a tearing sound his head and
ter's separate. - o
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Dieter, earless, screams:
D;eter

I FUCK YOU! YOU CANNOT HURT ME! I BELIEF IN
 NUSSING! | o '

Walter spits h;s ear into his face

. DUDE

The Dude aﬁd Framz, both now panting heavily, have yet to
establzsh bcdy ‘contatt., Franz ccn:inues to kick.

: _ _Franz
VEAKLING!
WALTER
draws back ..is fist.
: Dieter
NUSSING!
| wWalter

ANTI-SEMITE!
Eam!i--A powerhouse blow to the mzddle of hls tace drops Dieter
fcr the co"nt
DUDE RT FRALZ

th 2 pa e*c*nc sh*zek Franz flna‘ly suTMons the nerve to charge
¢ Dude, hands raised to deliver karate blows.

e re ,hes the D"def-wﬁtnp--the boor box swings into frame to
smzsh him 1n the face Its volume shoobs up '

All guiet.
walter,_pahting, looks around.

i Walter
We ve got a man down, Dude.

With & nan¢ pressed to his bleeding side he trots over to Donny,
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who lies gaspzng cn the ground.

The Dude, also panting, rises and trots over.

My God! They shot him, walter'
Z _ . Walter
Nc Dude.
Dude

They shot Dc'xy'

Dcnny Dasps for a;r. His eyes, wide, go from the Dude to walter.
ne hand s:zll clutches h;s ‘eighteen dollars.

walter
The*e ueren t any shots.
Then what's -
Walter
It s a hea*t attack
_ Dude
Wha. . |
‘ "walte$
Call the medigcs, Dude.
f Dude
Wha. . . Deonny--
Walter

Eu r*y Dude. 1'd go but I'm pumps ng blood
Might pass out.

ude -_“s 1n = the lanes

walter lays a reassuring hand cn Donny's shoulder.
. . . Rest easy, good buddy, you're doing
f;ne We got help chopperzﬂg in.

TATE OUT

EZLD IN BLACK

.
TR
n

DUDE RS WALTER
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They sit side by side, forearms on knees, in a nondescript
waiting ered. Walter bounces the firigertips of one hand off
those of the other. They Bit. They wait.

A tall thin man in a conservative black suit enters. He eyes the
Dude's bowling attire and sunglasses and Walter's army surplus,
but doesn’t make an issue of it.

L ... Man
Helle, gentlemen. You are the bereaved?
i'ﬂ S Dude
Yeah man. '
Francis Donnelly. Pleased to meet you.
Jeffrey Lebowski.
) : Nai;er
Valter Sobchak.
-é | bﬁde _
The Dude, actually. Is what, uh. .
: : Donnelly
Ewcuse me?
Dude

Nothing

: Donnelly
Yes. I understand you're taking away the
remains

walter

Vgah
: _ Donnelly
e have the urn. . .

He rois through a door. Another man in a black suit enters to
carefully deposit a large silver urn on the desktop.

. . . And I assume this is credit card?

Ee is vaguely handing a large leather folder across the desk to
whomever wants to take it.

L wWalter
Yezh. '
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He takes it, opens it, puts on reading glasses that sit halfway
down hig nose, and inspects the bill with his head pulled back
fer focus and cocked for concentration.

. Silence.

The Dude smiles at Dcnnelly

Doﬁnelly gives back a mortician's smzle.

At length walter ‘holds the b:ll tcwards Donnelly, peinting.
. .. Wnat's this?

Donnelly .
That zs fcr the urn .

walter
Don't need it. We're scat. -ring the ashes.

Donnelly
Yes, so we were informed. However, we must
of course £ra¥Emit the remains to you in a
receptacle.

. Walter
This is a hundred and eighty dollars.

1 : . Donnelly
Yes sir. It is our most modestly priced
reteptacle.

: o Dude
Well can we--

: walter

A rundred a.d e:g 2ty dollars?!

: Donﬁelly

ey range up to three thousand.

. wWalter
Yeaﬁ but we re-- 

. Dude
Can we 3ust rent it froem you°

_ _ Donnelly
'Sir, this is a mortuary, not a rental house.

walter
We're scattering the fucking ashes!
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; Dude

Walter--

' - wWalter

JUST BECAUSE WE'RE BEREAVED DOESN‘T MEAN

WE'RE SAPS"

Donnelly

Sir, please lower your voice--

Hey man, don't ¥&u have something else you
could put it in? '

. Donnelly
That is our most modestly priced receptacle.

_ Walter
GOTDAMNIT! IS THERE A RALPH'S AROUN : HERE?!

FCINT DUME DAY

high, wind-swept bluff. Walter and the Dude walk towards
of the bluff. Parked in the background is one lonely

: wWalter
. I'11 szy & few words.

de clesps ris rands in front of him. Walter clears his

. Doany was a good bowler, and a good
man., BHe was., . . He was one of us. EKe was a
man who loved the outdoors, and bowling, and
‘as a4 surfer explored thée beaches of sdbuthemn
Celifornia from Redonde to Calabasscs. And
he was an avid bowler. And a good friend.

Ee d:ed--he died as 80 many ‘of his genera-
tion, before his time. In your wisdom you
took him, Lord. As you took so many bright
flowering young men, at Khe San and Lan Doc
2nd Hill 384. These young men gzve their
lives. An2 Donny teo. Doany whe. . . who



e b btn e R s A g A I e B Togh D U et f0R e g eyl Pt b
L I R e Ra T U - G Rt R RN TR

216 - -

loved bowling. . .

Walter clears his throat.
.+ . And so, Theodore--bonald--Xarabo:sos,
in accordance with what we think your dying
wishes might well have been, we comiiit your
mortal remains to the bosam of. . .

Walter is pEelzng the plas:zc lid ott the ccf:ee can,

- . . the Pacific Ocean, which you leoved so
well., |, ., :

As he shakes:oﬁf'the'aﬁheéz
. Goodnight, sweet prince. . .

The wind has blown all of the ashes znto ‘the Dude, étand'ug Just
to the side of and behind Walter.

The Dude stands, frozen.
Finished evlogizing, Walter looks back.
- Bhit, I'm sorry Dude, |
Ee starts b:ué;ing ©ff the Dude with his hands.
Gedcamn wingd. -

e moti chless, the Dude ‘1nally explodes, slapping
ha:ds away,

... Dude
Geddarmnit Walter! You fucking asshole!

walter
Dude! Dude, I'm sorry!

T Dude Is near teazrs.

- Dude
Yeou make everything a2 fucking travesty!

~ Walter
Dude, I° m--;t was an accident]

The Dude g;ves_walter a furipus shove,

' Dude
What about that shit about Vietnam!

He
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_ . . Walter
bude, I'm sorry-~

e Ny ' -~ Dude
ERR : o What the fuck does Vietnam have to do with

- . " anythingt What the ‘fuck were you talking
about?! _
wWalter for?;hg_t;:st time is ggnuinely distressed, almost lost.

S - Walter
Ehir Dude, I'm sorry--

Dude
You re a fuck, walterl

: He gives walter a wesker shove. Walter seems dazed, then wraps
! his arms around the Dude N 3

. Walter
Awww, fuck it Dude. Let's go bowling.

THE LANES -
DUDE A&:i WALTER 'B"c'.;mms

+1
L
tn

| We watch each of them glide across the fleor, release, follow
tr*cqch--c*ace‘ully ¥We have never seen them bowl before. They
gre guite good. Each wears a black arnban‘ cn hms’bowl;ng sh;rt.

EAR ARRER

The Dude walxs ﬁp'to the bar,

Dude
Tuo cat sodas, Gary.
L Gary
Right. Gcod luck tomeTrrow.
o Dude
Thanks, man.
: | Gary

o'ry to hea* about Deonny.

: Dude -
Yeah. Wwell, you know, sometimes ycu eat the




bear, and, uh. . .

*Tumbling Tumbleweeds' has come up on the jukebox, and The
Stranger ambles up to the bar._

The Stranger
Howdy do, Duce.

- Dude o
Oh, hey man, how are ya? I wondered if I'a
see you agiin. '

The Stranger
Wouldn't miss the semis. How things been

goin'?

. Dude

Ahh, ydu know. Strikes and gutters, ups and
gowns.

The Strang cer" s eyes crznkle merrzly

The Stranger
Sure, I gotcha.

The garte.de-_has put two gleaming beers on the counter.

Dude
Tharnks, Gary. . . Take care, man, I gotta get
back.

The Stranger

Sure. Take it easy, Dude--I know that you
will.

Tne Dufe, leaving, nods:

Dude
Yezh man. Well, you know, the Dude abides.

Gazing after him, The Stranger crawls, savoring the words:

The Stranger
”he Dude ab;des . .

¥e gives hls head a shake o‘ apprecnatzoﬁ then looks into the
cemersa.

. 4+ . I gon? t ‘know about you, but I take

comfort in that. It's good knowin' he's cut
‘there, 'the Dude, takin' her easy for all us
sinners. Shoosh 1 sure hope he makes the
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 finals. Welp, that about does her, wraps her
_all up. Things seem to've worked out pretty

' good for the Dude'n wWalter, and it was 2 purt
. good story, dontcha think? Made me laugh to
.~ beat the band. Parts, anyway. Course--1

- didn't like seein' Donny g©. But then, I

' happefh t© know that there's a little Lebowski

on the way. I guess that's the way the whole
durned human comedy keeps perpetuatin' it-
gelf, down through the generations, wegtward
the wagons, across the sands a time until--
aw, look at me, I'm ramdlin' agdin. Wal, uh
hope you folks enjoyed yourselves. .

He irushgs his hat brim with a fingertip as we begin to pull
pack. T -
: 5

Cateh ya further on down the trail.

As we puil away The Stranger swivels in to the bar. As his voice
fades: C-
. . Say friend, ya got any more & that good
ezrsaparilla?. . .




