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1. Shot (Art) of an odd-looking sky

Strange clouds drift across the sky. PAN DOWN for LONG ANGLE
SHOT of a road that stretches out across a barren landscape
nrrnnt- rt:f cci irw nrtri rnnk 
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branched tree. The CANIERA STARTS MOVING DOWN this road at a
fast clip heading toward a far-out horizon. Over thi-s we
hear a Narrator's Voice.

NARRATOR'S VOICE
This highway leads to the shadowY
tip of reaiity. A through-route to
the land of the different, the
hizrrro i-ho rrnavnlain:ir'l a

:':-.::: \ 

q'.vz:F*s

\d IJd(.rDY/

You go as far as you like on this
road. Its limits are onIY those of
the rnind itself. Ladies and gentlemen,
you're entering the wondrous dimension
of imaqination. Next stop-

At this moment we've reached the end of the road and are
irr<i- r mnmoni €-^'* '.'h-;f AnnCArS f O L^ ': ^i a^ i ^^i'i -^
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out into nothingness. Concurrent with the next lirre of
h-rrrf .inn +-l-,o 'lcffprino snrinrrq r'rn 'in ffOnt Of the CamefaIIO,J--Lo'Lf\JIIt Urrg ISLUSIIIIY Jp!!rrYJ sll !rr

almost as if on a hinge.

NARRATOR' S VOrCE ( CONT' D)
The Twilight Zone I

CAI4ERA MOVES throug'h into the lettering, smashing it into
bits and then continuing on through until we are suspended
in night sky. A SLOW PAN DOWN to opening shot of the play-

2 . rNT. DEPARIIIENIr SrORE l'tArN ELOOR [DAY] LONG A]rGr,E SEOT
I.OOKING DO}T}I

A humdrum of activity. Customers going to and fro. The
occasional gong, gon9, gong of a floorwaLkers' signal. The
aaaa!+nf rnan.i-^ rnA dF,r1+f .i-^ a€ 

^'1 ^"af.rr rlnnrq_ Ctf:. CAMERAU()IIDLdIIL 9IJeflJ-1I9 <11lL,a i>r1tJLLrI19 v! s-Lsvo'L\J! \-t\-/vrrt suv'

PANS DOWN SLOWLY until it is eye level- with the customers
who move toward the elevators and the others that come out
from behind it, moving away from it. PAN LEFT for MED. LONG
SHOT of Marsha White as she stops hesitantly in front of the
tier of elevators, finding them aIl closed.

3. tted. close shot Marsha As she looks down the line of
elevators.

4. Reverse angle looking toward last elevator on left Its
door just opening as she looks at it. A young operator sticks
his head out, beckons to her.

OPERATOR
Going up, maram.
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5. Track shot Marsha As she approaches the elevator and then
^!^-^ .l 

-^.1 -l^5 LeUS l-rlD-L!r€.

}NRSEA
Housewares ?

OPERLTOR
That would be mezzanine' maram- What
in particular were You looking for?

MARSEA
Thimbles. GoId thimbles. You had
them advertised.

OPERATOR
That woul-d be Specialties' ma'am.
Ninth floor.

6. Different angle Marsha As seen from outside looking in
toward elevator. The operator's hand raises preparatory to
r-'l oq.i no f ho .iOOf .v4v! rr.Y

7. RE\TERSE A!{GI.E IOOKING O!|ITSIDE-EROM EI,EUATOR !{ARSEA' P.O.V.

There are long lines of people gathered, waiting for the
elevators, bui none Of them even come close to the one She'S
in.

8. Reverse angle looking toward her As She looks puzzled for
a moment, a look that is shut off by the closing doors.

9. I!W. EI.T\IATOR TWO SEOT I{ARSEA AIiID OPERATOR

She studies the back of his head as the elevator goes up
s1owly and almost noiselessly.

I'IARSEA
( smiling )

I'm not accustomed to such service.

OPERATOR
(without turning)

Ma'am?

INRSEA
There were a lot of PeoPIe waiti-ng
for elevators. I seem to have a
private one.

OPERATOR
(now turns to her)

This is the express, ma'am' to the
ninth floor. The others are locals
at this time of day.

With this he abruptly turns his back again. The Czu'IERA MOVES
UP to Marsha's face. The smile persists, but she feels a
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sense of oddness in the attitude of the operator and a feellng
of disquiet. There's nothing very concrete in her concerns.
Nothing that could be articul-ated. CAMERA PANS over to the
floor indicator with the little red and green lights that
pop on and off as the car makes its ascent. Over this shot
we hear the Narrator's Voice.

NARRAtrOR'S \/OTCE
Express elevator to the ninth floor
of a department store carrying Miss
Marsha Whlte on a most prosaic,
ordinary, run-of-the-mj-11 errand.

Now the J-ight hits number nine on the indicator. The eLevator
slows to a stop. The door slides open. ABRUPT CUT TO:

10. Margha's face As she stares out at the f1oor.

11. Reverse angle looking out Toward an absolutely empty and
quiet department. Empty display cases, empty aisles, devoid
of movement or sound or people.

OPERATOR
Ninth f1oor.

Marsha walks out tentatively, stands looking arcund, then
whirls around, speaklng as she does.

INRSEA (CONT'D)
There must be some mistake. There's
nn .\na trn-

CUT TO:

L2. EI"g\TATOR DOORS

Just as they close. Then a QUICK PAN UP to the floor indicator
above the elevator doors as it starts its descent. PAN BACK
to MARSHA'S FACE as she looks around, now very disquieted.

NARRATOR'S VOICE
Miss Marsha White on the ninth floor,
Speciait.ies departmenE, iooking for
a gold thimble.

(a pausel
The odds are that she'll find it,
but there are even better odds that
she' I1 f ind something el-se because
this isn't just a department store.
This happens to be. . . the Twi j-ight
Tnna IZrVI.t\- .

FADE TO BLACK: OPENING BILLBOARD-FIRST CO}O4ERCIAL_FADE ON
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13 . INT. DEPNRT}'ET{T SEORE NrNfE ELOOR ERACK SEOT

Marsha as she wal-ks down a lonesome aisle, looking left and
right, occasionally stopping to whirl around and stare behind
her.

1,{. Diff,erent angle As she stops by one counter and looks
down.

15. SJ.ow pan acroes tlre glass Nothing is in it. pAN BACK Up
to Marsha's face as she looks off in bewilderment. she turns
and moves across toward the counters on the other side of
.i-ho :i ql o

16. Mad. long shot the counterE These too have no merchandise
in them whatsoever.

77. Angle shot looking down on Marsha

As she pauses for a moment as if trying to make a decision,
then turns and waLks back toward the elevators.

18. Med. close shot the elevators As she pushes the button,
then steps back, waits for a momentr pushes the button again,
this time with more persistence. She looks up toward the
floor j-ndicator. The arrow remains pointed to "G".

19. Close shot Marsha As a look of concern crosses her face,
nothing akin yet to panic, nothing that could be construed
as even a fear. Just a carry-ovei of the disquiet of before
and a suggestion of a growing irritatiorr. Suddenly smashing
into the silence is a woman's voice.

MI{AN'S VOrCE
Was someone helping you?

20. Different angle Marsha As she whirls around, wide-eyed-
Standing a few feet beyond her, alongside one of the empty
counters, is a strikingly attractive woman in her early
forties, her hair tied severely back in a bun, chic and
tasteful in her dress, her voice modulated and pleasant. She
looks a littIe amused at Marsha now.

wol'tAlr
Can I show you something?

INRSEA
ii1-ekino sfor; tOwafd
her, a lictle
flustered )

Why...why, yes. I was looking for a
gold thimble. A gifr for my mother.

2L. Close shot on the woma,n
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WOMAN
A gold thimble? I think we have
something you'd like. This wdy,
^] ^p-Lease.

she turns and wal-ks to the other end of the counter. Marsha
follows her.

22. T'wo shot at the end of the connter As the woman reaches
down behind the counter.

23. Close shot Marsha As her eves fol_low her.

24. Close shot ttrrough the gJ.ass Of a single gold thimble
resting inside a smalL velvet box that is at1 by it.self.
There isn't another thing on display. We see the woman's
hand lift it out and then put it on top of the counter-

r{oMAt{ (coNT'D)
How about this? ftfs fourteen-carat
gold and quite distinctive-looking I
think, don't vou?

25. Trro shot As Marsha picks up the smarl box and studies
'i+ +lran 'l aa].^ ^r rL^LLr Lneil J-OOKS Up at f'ne Woman.

!'IARSEA
Yes. I think this will do.

WOdAN
i (taking out an order
book and a pencil)

This is a charqe?

A sil-ence as Marsha studies her.

r{oDtAl,r (coNT'D)
(repeating, gently)

Is this a charge, miss?

26. close shot Marsha suddenly shaken out of her day dreaming.

ltnRsEA
I beg your pardon? A charge? No...no,
f 'Il- pav for it.

27. Eno shot

Wol,IAN
Do you want it gifl wrapped?

!,IARSEA
Yos- nl o:qo

(then hurriedly
correcting )

On second thought, ro...f'1I wrap it
myself.

( CONTINUED)



wola}I
(scratches on pad)

Twenty-two eighty, plus tax. Twenty-
five dollars even.

Marsha hurriedly takes out two bill,s from her wa}let, hands
them to the woman who immediatelv sticks them insicie an order
book.

24. Close ghot Marsha As her eyes go down to look once again
f h rorroh f ho olaSS.Y.

INRSEA
That's odd.

29. AngJ.e shot J.ooking up ttrrough the glass at the woman

As she wri-tes out the ticket.

30. Sane angle moving over to Marsha's faee through glass

woia]l
What is, Marsha?

IIARSEA
You don't have any merchandise here
at all...except the thimble. Except
the very thing I needed. The whole
floor iooks so emptv and-

She stops abruptly.

CUT TO:

31. Tro shot, the two of ttren

INRSEA (CONT'D)
You called me Marsha.

r{ioDdAl{
(with half-smile)

Did I? f'm sorry. That was forward
of me. f apoloqize.

She takes a paper bag from a shelf behind and starts to put
the smal-l- box into it.

lrnRsEA
How did you know my name?

T.TOMAN
I've probably seen you around the
store-

( CONTINUED )



}NRSEA
( persistently )

No you haven't. I've never seen you.
Look...I don't want to make a thing
of this, but...what kind of a Place
is this? I mean...I want just one
small item - a gcld thimble - and I
come uP on a floor where there isn't
a single thing in evidence except
the very thing I'm looking for. Now
you may be a little more sophi-sticated
than I am, but this I call odd!

The woman keeps her back to her for a moment, then cl-oses up
f r.,a r-.ra rrrrnq f o her. nrris j_t On the COUntef .LI,IE IJOV t LtlIlIJ Lv rru! t yuLv

wol{AN
Please come again.

(a pause)
Any time.

32. Extrenely tight cLose shot Marsha As she studies the
woman.

33. Extrenely tight close shot woman

3{. Trvo strot

}ARSEA
( (now just in a hurry
to get away and
nothing eIse, murmurs)

Thank vou.

She turns, walking toward the elevator.

35. Different angle As she amives at the elevator and pushes
the button. QUICK PAN UP to the floor indj-cator. This time
the arrow starts to head toward the ninth floor.

36. Long angle shot looking over Marsha's slroulder The woman
standing behind the counter.

WO}n}I
Miss White.

Marsha turns to her.

wotdAN (coN['D)
/ /r^ri1-h ararl-
\ \ 'r 

4 urr

simplicity, very
matter of factly, as
if commentins on the
weather)

A ra \/-rr1 h:nnrr?
lvs arsir'I/-I .
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INRSEA
T beg \iour pardon?

(a pausel
Am I what? Am I happy?

(she shakes her head,
^-.i 1.i *- -+ -hO 

qi-r:nfrADlrrJ.r-Illu ctL L---

non sequitur)
You' .l-l- forgive me, but. . . it's really
none of your business.

37. Med. close shot wonan Who throws back her head and lauqhs.

Wol{AN
Reaily? It's none of my business?
A11 right, Miss White. Suit yourself.
It's none of mv business.

There's the sound of the elevator doors opening and they
cause Marsha to whirl around to face them. The same young
operator is at the controls.

OPER,LTOR
Goi-nq down.

Marsha hurriedlv steps inside the elevator.

38 . I,ONG SSOT WOT{}N BY TEE EOU}TTER I'IARSEA' S P . O . V.

She stands there, with an enigmatic smile on her face which
is shut off by closing doors.

39. r![T. ELElriaToR

As it goes down. Marsha keeps studying the young man,

OPERATOR
Find what you were looking for?

INRSEA
( (reaches into the
bag and takes out
the small box)

As a matter of fact, I did. AIso as
a matter of fact, that's the only
thing for sal-e orr that floor. Somebody
better latch onto an efficiency expert
or something. One entire department
devoted to the sale of a single gold
thimble. And an extremely oddball
saleslady who somebody ought to .l-ook
into I

{0. Close shot ttre box In Marsha's hand as she opens it and
cakes out the thimble.

( CONTINUED)



}ARSEA (CONT'D)
This is scratchedl I didn't notice
!1.^r 1^^t^-^ T ^^-' | - ^^-,-J r!-: ^Llld L JJCTUtC . J- Udll t- JCllLr LlrrJ L\J lrrV

mother. It's terribly scrafEEed. Ana
it's dented too! See here?

She proffers it to the operator. He keeps his back turned.

OPERATOR
Main floor.

finRsEA
Look at this thing. It's scratched
and it ]ooks like someone stepped on
it or somethi-nq.

OPERATOR
( noncommitally)

Main floor.

The doors r:ncn ancl M:rsha- sccinc i.h:f he rgfuSeS tO evensrrg\rq!er^stuvv+..Y

]ook at the thimble, shoves it back in the bag and fl-ounces
out of the elevator.

CUT TO:

rtl. rtf,r. MR. sloAl{,s oEFIcE (rEE sToRE !nNAGER) FULr, SEOT OF
TEE ROOI.{

As he sits behind the desk. In front of him stands the
floorwa.l-ker, Mr. Armbruster, a Frankl-in Pangborn type ultra-
serious 1ittle man whose well-ordered Iife encloses nothing
but the department store, a fresh boutonniere, and a wel-I-
pressed suit. He's in the middle of a long explanation.

ARMBRUSTER
well I distinctly told her that all
the gold thimbles we have would be
in Gifts. And that if the item were
damaged we would certainly make it
good either by replacement or refund.
I distinctly told her that, Mr. Sl-oan-

sLoAll
(very, very bored)

Then what's the probl-em, Mr.
Armbruster?

ARMBRUSTER
The nroi-rl cm i S that the CuStOmer
claims she didn't get the item in
Gifts. She got it in another
Cepartment.

( CONTINUED)
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SLOAT.I
( (lighting a cigarette,
shakes his head back
and forth with
strained patience)

Then, Mr. Armbruster. . .have
to the department where she
the item.

hor rrn
)rv

*.. 
-^!. - ^^,'lP(l! UrrdDEr..

}RMBRUSTER
Thef I s fhc noi n1_ Mr Ql nen. She haS!r'v4rrut

some idiotic story about having
purchased the gold thimble on the
ninth floor.

sI,oeN
The ninth floor? I trust you explained
to her. Mr- Arml-rrrrsfer. fhat thiSt errv

store doesn't have a ninth floor?

ARMBRUSTER
Mr. Sloan, believe me, sir, I have
tried desperately - I really mean
cjesnerafelv - r^ ^'i-; \er withsuevu!qsuJJ LV d'L-\,lLIAIlIL I

this fact, but she insists she was
taken up to the ninth fioor, waiteci
on by a rather odd woman-

/ .|-hon <fnnni nn :l-rrrrnf'l rz
\ errv^r e rvt/t/!rrY qv! st/ s:_I

and looking
ceilingward)

An odd woman, y€t. A personality
trait she would be particularly
knowledgeable about I Wel-1/ anyway,
this woman who alleqedlv waited on
her-

SLOAI{
(rising, tiredly)

Never mind, Armbruster, I'11 taik to
her.

ARMBRUSTER
( (opening the door
for him)

She's right outside, sir.

42. Track shot witjr hin As thev walk
out into the store.

throuq'h to anteroom and

{3. Group shot As they approach Marsha, standing there
waiting.

ARMBRUSTER (CONT'D)
Miss White, this is our manager, Mr.
S1oan.

( CONTINUED )
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SI.oAN
( smiles perfunctorily)

Perhaps I can help you, Miss White?

}[ARSEA
Perhaps you can. The thimble is dented
and scratched-

sLoAl{
( (takes it from her,
examines it)

It most assuredly is. Now if you'Il
take it back to the Gift department-

}NRSEA
( (shaking her head
from side to side)

Mr. Sloan, I've already explained to
Mr. Armbruster here, f did not
purchase this in the Gift department.
I was taken up to the ninth floor.

44. Close shot Arubruster As he gives Sloan a "see what I'm
up against" kind of 1ook.

115. Group shot

SLOA}I
That's what so difficult to
understand, Miss White. You see, we
don't have a ninth floor.

46. Close shot Marsha

IRRSEA
( (firmly)

I was taken up to the ninth fl_oor. I
was waited on by a very odd woman. I
paid cash.

ARMBRUSTER
Your receiot?

}NRSEA
Mrz ror-o'i -

iqha hi1-oq har I in
i v^rv 

--Lr 
l

quietly)
I ciicin't get a receipt, but I paid
cash. I gave the woman a twenty-doll_ar
bil-1 and a f ive-dolLar bi}l.

(pointing to a package
now in Sloan's hand)

I was qiven that thimble and I-

She stops abruptly, her eyes going wide. CAMERA SWEEPS right
toward the obiect of Marsha's look.

( CONTINUED)
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47. lded. close shot The back of a saleslady's head, the hair
tied back in a bun iust as before.

48. Flash shot Marsha

IIIARSEA (CONT 'D )
There she is. ft's the woman who
waited 

?1.*e._(calling loudly)
Miss! Miss, I wonder if you'd-

{9-51. Series of close shots Sloan, Arobruster, and ttren
Marsha As they look and react. SLOW PAN OVER to the back of
the woman as she is suddenly lifted into the arms of a window
dresser who turns with her and starts toward the camera. The
woman is a mannequin. The face is a perfect replica of the
woman we've seen, but is nonetheless a mannequin.

52. Track shot As the window dresser carries her past Marsha
and the others t then ZOOMS into a close shot of Marsha as
her mouth half opens as if to scream.

53. Moving cloge shot mannequin As it is carried t.oward the
window, the face wooden, immobil-e with a painted smile

FADE TO BLACK-END ACT ONE-ACT TWO-FADE ON:

5{ . INT. DEPARTMENT STORE GROT'ND ELOOR DAY (EARLY II'ENTNG)

MED. CLOSE SEOT TEE FACE OF ?EE Mil{NEgUrN

Who was the saleslady. Itrs been set up in a ladies wear
section which is directly across from the ladies lounge. PAN
SHOT from the face over to the door of the lounge. Mr.
Armbruster paces fretfully back and forth in front of the
na^> 71 r 'a-na sa I esoi rl eomes out .gVV!. n _YVqrlv uqr9Jvr!r vvrl

ARMBRUSTER
Well-, weIl, well? How is she?

SAI..ESGTRI,
She'11 be ail right, Mr. Armbruster.
She was just frightened, that's all-.

ARMBRUSrER
( (with a surreptitious
l-ook left and right,
inches cl-oser to the
girl, almost sotto)

What about this. . . this delusion of
hers?

SALESGIRII
f don't know. f didn't talk to her,
but she's restinq now. I think she
--" 

}..--.^ +n- n'] a^^
lrL<1y rrq.vg 9vrlc Lv o_LgYIJ.
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A gong rings and Armbruster l-ooks up toward a large clock on
the wall.

55. Close shot c].ock It reads six o'cIock.

56. Ero shot Armbruster takes out a pocket watch and checks
it.

ARMBRUSlER
WeIl, tell- her we're closing now.
And te]l her to come back tomorrow
and we'II gei a replacement on her
merchandise. . .or a refund. . .or
anything she wants.

(then wiggling a finger
to someone across
the room)

AIl right, Miss Pettigrewl
(he claps his hands
together )

Closi-ns up time.
(anotirer look at t.he
salesgirl )

What I'd like to give her is a bus
ticket, a one way bus ticket to any
department store west of Cl-eveland,
preferably Chicago, Los Angeles or
Honolulu !

(then he moves away,
calls out)

Miss Pettigrew, did you hear me?
Closinq time.

The salesgirL turns and starts toward the door, to the ladies
lounge, has her hand on the knob ready to open it.

vorcE (off )
Miss Keeversr 1rou have a customer.
Hurrv please.

The salesgirl once again put.s her hand on the knob, then
Iooks up at the clock, then turns away from the door and
moves of f l-eft.

SEI,ESGIRT,
I'm cominq.

The CAI.{ERA PA-I\TS UP to the cl-ock.

I,AP DISSOLVE TO:

57. Close shot clock It reads 6:35. The lights have been
turned off in the store and only a few night lights remain.
PAN DOWN for MED. CLOSE SHOT, the door.

CUT TO:
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58. IlqT. LOI'NGE

Marsha lies on a couch sound asleep. She wakens abruptly'
h] inke hor orroq- fhen bolrs ttnr'i ohf - A q-^'r'1 -i^r^i ri'rhf ise) rv / sravrr vvreJ LIP!rVlIL' n JIIIOII lIrVIlL IaVrrs !r

An nrav'i rl'i nn f he onlv illuminatiOn in the rOOm. It OutlinesVIlt I/!VvrVIllY Lll9 vrrrJ

the door.

59. Moving shot rittr her As she jumps up and runs toward the
door, opening it wide.

60. Reverse angle looking toward her from tJre store As she
stands in the doorway and is gradually aware that Shers left
alone in the store.

61. Moving Ehot rith her As she walks down the center aisle
leading toward the front door. She stops abruptly at the
sound of gongs which are immediately intruded upon by the
chimes of a clock. She reaches the front doors, yanks on
them, then knocks, then calls out to no one in particular.

I.IARSEA
Please. . . someone? I'm locked in here I

(she pounds on the
door again)

Anyone? Could I have some help please?

She waits a moment in sil-ence, then turns and studies the
rnrrm I nnt i nrr for anothgr exit.!vvrrrt 4vvr!4r1),

62. Track shot with her As
slowly looking down at her

53. CI,OSE SEOT EER FEET

she walks back down the aisle
F^^r

They send out a sharp clj-ck, click, click of high heels on
wood. Then they stop. PAII UP TO HER FACE as her eyes move
Ieft and right, Iistening intently. She starts to walk again.

5{. Extrenely tight close shot trer feet As they continue to
click, click, click along the floor and once again they stop.

65. Different angle Marsha As she stands stock still and
then very, very slowly turns to stare at something behind
ner.

66. Reverse angle loohing toward lrannequin It remains in its
nncii-inn .rno 1-,rnA nh hjn 'l-ha nihcf qnf^-.i nrrf in rrrli93]
vve+ ildllLf UIl LILL)t LIl(: \rLrrs! rl'!sa\J vuL rrr Ll/l

model form. Around the wrist of the extended arm i-s a small
handbag.

67 . ExtreneLy tight close strot l.larsha As her eyes go wide.

68. Extrenely tight close slrot trandbag Very slowly' al-most
imnorr:onl. ii'rlw- ir soems ro qwino har:k end forth.lrtL|/g!vsl/stvL!, f u revrrlr
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59. Different angle Marsha As she whirls around and runs
down the aisle, continually looking over her shoulder to see
if she's being pursued.

70. Different angle of her As she runs.

7t. Pan shot up to sign Which reads: Men's Department

CUT TO:

72. l'!ed. long shot of her As she races toward the camera,
veering slowly to the left as she gets cl-oser.

CUT TO:

73. Different angle As a figure of a man seems to loom onto
the screen from the right. Marsha hits it head on, knocking
him over.

74. Flash shot manneeJuin As it lands stiffly on the ground,
hitting the back of ils head.

75. Extrenely tight close shot Marsha Reacting.

76. Extrenely tight cloge shot mannequin This is the face of
the young elevator operator who took her up to the nj-nth
fIoor.

77. Different close angle Marsha As her hands go to the sides
of her head and involuntarily she shakes her head back and
forth as if rejecting everything she's looking at.

78. Close shot her feet As once again she runs in the opposite
direction, then the feet suddenly stop.

?9. Angle shot J'ooking up at her face As like some frightened
chil-d, her head jerks to various different positions of
listening and watching. From someplace far off, unintelligible
is the sound of a giant whisper.

vorcE (off )
Marsha...

80. Tight close shot As she turns in that direction.

VOICE (CONT'D)
t^.€F €rnm ^rposite':i;:, ---'" -o

v4vv /

Marsha...

81. Close shot Marsha She whirls around toward this direction.

SEIVERAI, VOICES
( (with the same

r^rh i qrrar\/ anr: l i l-rzl

Marsha?

( CONTINUED)
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82. Close shot Marsha As she turns this way and that way.

\torcEs
Marsha.

CUT TO:

83. TiIt shot woman nannequin

84. Close shot Marsha As she recoils.

85-88. Seriee of tilt shots of various of ttre mannequins
Each shot coinciding with a whispered voice-

vorcBs (coNT'D)
Marsha? Who do You think You're
fooling, Marsha? Come oor
dear...climb off it. You remember'
Marsha? You know who You are.

89. Angle shot looking dorn at Marstra

As she backs away from the voices of the mannequins.

90. Close shot As she backs into the saleswoman mannequin.

91. AIIGLE SEOT LOOKTNG ItP Tq{ARD MAT.IIIEQUIN I'qRSEA'S P.O.V.

92 . Reverse angle looking down on Marsha' 8 ltorrified face
She continues to back away.

CUT TO:

93. Shot through glass phone booth Of Marsha as she backs
into it, lets out a littie gasp, turns' SeeS the phone, enters
t-ha J.rnnt- h ninks nn f ho rtrCeivef .L11g UVVLrrt !/4u^o 

q}/ Lrru

94. C].ose strot coin slots

95. Extrenely tight close Ehot Marsha As her eyes cl-ose- She
suddenly realizes she has no coins. WiIdIy, illogicalIy' she
jiggles the hook up and down. Over her shoulder we see the
saleswoman manneguin in the same place.

95. Different angle Marsha Very close to the phone as she
replaces the receiver. She looks up slowIy and her eyes go
wi-be again.

97. Angle shot ove! her shoulder The spot where the saleswoman
mannequi-n was in no longer occupied.

98. Zoom through ttre glass of tJre phone boottr To where the
mannequin was.

( CONTINUED )
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99. RSVERSE A}IGI.E }NRSEA

As she pushes the phone booth door open and rushes out, pushed
and prodded by a directionless fear. she winds up arongside
l-ha olorr:i-nr dg91g and almost concurrent with her arrival
there, the doors of one elevator sl-ide open. without thinking,
she runs inside.

1OO . INT. EI.E\'IATOR

Marsha has moved to the opposite side of the erevator and
stands in the corner, her face buried against the wall, eyes
n'l ncod I i nht 'l

'*'.,'*V.

101. Extrenery tight close ghot side of her faee Her hand
covering her eye. suddenry she hears the sound of the door
behind her slide shut and the row, steady hum of the erevator
as it ascends. very slowry she turns as if expecting to see
someone operating it.

102. Reverse angre looking toward the button panel Arongside
the door where the operator usually stands. No one is
operating the elevator.

103. Extrenely tight cl,ose shot ttre panel As the light flashes
at each fl-oor. Six, seven, eight, and on up.

10t1. Extremery tight elose shot l.tarsha As she stares at the
board intentlv.

105. Extrenely tight close shot ttre board The lights go pasr
ei Ohf :ncl 

^n 
rrn i-A n i na ihan ql- nnv+\:,rre qrrv vtr g}/ LV ttlllE t Llrgrr J uJ|/ .

106. Reverse angre rooking tonard Marsha As she slowry looks
up, her face white, tense.

107. Reverse angle ttre doors As they very slowry slide open.
The floor beyond the open door is a vast dark emptiness.
Marsha steps into the frame from behind the camera and out
of the elevator. Almost immediately lights go on and she's
rooking into a semicircl-e of faces of men and women, each
ciressed in specializeci fashion, sportswear, skiing, bathing,
etc. In the front stands the saleswoman, now as flesh and
brood as we first saw her. They rook at Marsha with a kind
of collective pitying smile, not unfriendly or menacing, but
hardly a welcome smile either.

T{o[dN
WeIl, Marsha dear, you'Il forgive an
observation. . .but you're acting like
a sill-v child.

1?t;"!t:::^:n"t 
Marsha Her eves ciarf aroslid, looking at each

}NRSEA
What...what are vou...whv arn I...?

( CONTINUED )
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109. Reverse angle looking toward saleswoman

wotnt{
Come now, Marsha, think now.
Concentrate.

(a pause)
Remember now? A11 of us will try and
help you. We'1I help you concentrate.

110. Pan shot past the faces of ttre people Each nods. The
PAN ENDS ON MARSHA as she shakes her head from side to side
and on the last motion stops abruptly. iier eyes go up, then
Iook away.

111. GTROI'P SEOT

r{os{At{ (coNT'D)
Remember now? Coming back to you?

The people behind her nod encouragement.

LL2. l.!ed. cJ.ose shot l{arsha As she slow}y nods along with
them.

IARSEA
Why...that's odd. That's really odd.
But suddenlv I do seem to-

I{ONTA}{
( (filling it in for
her)

Remember? Coming back now, is it?

11{. Close shot Marsha This informati-on is said more to
herself.

INRSEA
Why, f'm...I'm a mannequin.That's
what I am. I'm a mannequin. And it
was mv turn to-

115. Close shot ttre woman Smiling very contentedly now.

woidAN
Your turn to leave us for a month.
Becoming much clearer now, isn't it?
You left us for a month and l-ived
with the outsiders. But you were due
h:r:k wesf ercie.' ^-^ '/-r': ̂ 1r t ShOwvsvA ! vr eu-uqy d.II\f yVU \.I!Ul.

up.
i noni- I rz rarrrnrzi nn nnw)
\ YLrrLr j rrv'r /

Anrl \rntt lznnr.r lr- -^L ^ !L ^! I q qO-] f i eha1.ll\,r y\-/Lr NIIIJw 7 l'ld,lJIId,7 t-Ild,L J JsI!1JrI,

my dear. A11 of us wait our turn and
r.16 eimnlrz rin ru',,r/*,r sv ;rot cver-stay it. It

, fr,*- af rrf inn 'l rot- n.iahf TlfrwdJ It{..v Lu!.tl J Ld! Lrlr9 rd- L l1-L\Jrl L . -L lrl

-] ^" 
l|al 

^"^rl 
r1*arArr

vtlE uay \lgrayg\-f 4.1!sauy.
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!tARSEA
( (softly)

Of course. Of course, I'm sorry. I
forgot. When you're on the outside
everything seems so. ..so norma.l-, ds

ELT\IATOR OPERLTOR
As if what, Marsha?

116. Close shot Marsha

}NRSEA
As if we were...like the others.
Like the outsiders.

(a pause)
Like the real people.

LL7. Group shot The woman steps forward and puts an arm around
Marsha.

wotdAN
WelI, fry dear...no serious harm done.

(she pats her arm
gentl-y and crosses
in front of her over
to the elevator door)

I'11 see vou al-I in a month. Take
^€ ,,^,,*^^1..^\-o.re (.)I V(JUIUeJ-VeS.

cEoRus oF vorcEs
Have a nice time. Enjoy yourself.
See vou in a month.

118. Med. long shot elevator doors As they open. The woman
smiles and waves and walks inside. Then the elevator doors
close and we hear the hum as it descends. CAi'{ERA DOLLIES
BACK in for a MED. CLOSE SHOT I4ARSHA as she stares toward
the elevator.

EI.T\':ATOR OPERATOR
Enjoy it, Marsha? Was it fun?

r''ARSEA
( (nods slowly, in
almost a whisper)

Ever so much fun.
(a pause, then her
eyes go down)

Ever so much funl

119. Pan shot over and up to ttre fJ.oor indicator Over the
elevator doors as the arrow reaches G.

LAP D]SSOIVE TO:

( coNTTNUED)
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L20 - The sane indicator puLL BACK for LONG ANGLE sHor of the
department store's first floor and the hustle and bustre of
mid-morning. we see Mr. Armbruster warking up and down the
aisres, snapping fingers, giving orders, iitrbing faurts.

LzL. Different angle eye reveL Down one aisle as he walks
toward the camera. The czu{ERA puI,T,s BACK as he walks toward
ii' rrni- i'l -irraf 

^ ^-$+ ^€aL unrl-r lusr d parE or a female mannequin from the back can
be seen on one side of the screen.

L22. closer moving shot Ar-rnbruster As he walks fuIl face
inio camera, stops, looks thoughtful for a moment, then turns
to look behind him.

L23. cloEe shot Marsha's f,ace in manneguin fon she is in
the place formerly occupiec by the saleswoman mannequin,
dressed identically, with her hair in the same bun.

L24. E'UL& SEOT TEE AREA

As Armbruster turns back to face the camera. stirr the fittle
n,,.i 

--.i ^^'l 
!LgulzzLcatt rnoughtful Look, then he shrugs and makes a face

and continues to walk down the aisle. The cAl'{ERA STARTS A
SLOW PULL UP from the shot until we're I ooki na anwn ^n Marsha
as a focal point in the room.

IIARRATOR' S VOICE
Marsha White, in her normal and
natural state. A wooden lady with a
painted face, who/ one month out of
the year, takes on the characteristics
of someone as normal and as flesh
and blood as.you and I.

(a pause)
But it makes you wonder, doesn't it?
Just how normal are we? ,_lust who
are the people we nod our hel_los to
as we pass on the street. A rather
good question to ask. . .particularly
in The Twilight Zone !

FADE TO BLACK.


