Evenr. ot Mico

EDGAR. Come on, Alice, they want us to get the hell to our own saloon—

ALICE. Language, Edgar. Did you get a good look at John Jacob Astor? He looks exactly
like his picture! .

-EDGAR. So do you, Alice.

ALICE. Oh Edgar, this is so exciti Almastevéryfamousnﬁllif)nairemmta'whole
world is on this ship! An:lt‘g.thmk we'll actually be rubbing elbow with them!

How impressed

They'll all be

When they hear

All that you know about hardwarel

Bocae. s \ i hem, Al They
't exactly count on “rubbing elbows” w1 :
V::\I'T'ﬁ \Is pemnmei’:‘\aseoznd-dassto go anywhere near those people in there.

bad‘e,noughthatwehnvetomakedowiththatdinkycabmmeygaveuswith
those two silly little bunk beds—

ALICE. Wlht's&npohnofbeingonthesameboatifwe can’t hobnob with them?! It's

EDGAR. (suggestivety) We don’t have to use the top one, Alice—

ALICE. Calm down, Edgar. 'm telling you right now—I'm going in there. If it’s the last
thing I do, I'm going in there.

EDGAR. Dammit, Alice—
ALICE. Language, Edgar—

EDGAR. —they don’t want us in there. They want us right here, where we are. That’s all
~ we paid for and that's all we get. (Music out)

ALICE. (to herself) Well, that’s not all I'm getting.



Cﬁ&ou,\w_ oe, Caeaes

CHARLES. Rich people, you mean—

CAROLINE. Of course they're rich, darling—they’re Americans. Can’t you just imagine
whtMHﬂ%Mﬂmﬂ;mmyhﬂmMm
international banking, venture capital, cornering the market—you know, that
wl‘IOfdﬂn&

CHARLES. How would I know “that sort of thing,” Caroline? My father never had a

corner on the market. All he ever had was a market on the corner. I warned you
running away with me would be educational—

[CHAILBT\CQN roh“—— I
Aren't you thrilled?
Fin'lly now
You'll see what second-class fooks likel
Music continues under dialogue.

CAROLINE. Ohdudes,lloveitwhmymfrenmdc.ltmkamefeellikewe’maml
married couple.

CHARLES. Why not? That's what we would be if your snob of a father had permitted it.
And that is exactly what we will be the minute we arrive in America.

CAROLINE. Darling, considering our living arrangements, everyone on board thinks
we’re already married.

CHARLES. You know perfectly well we would have separate cabins if I could have
afforded them. .

CAROLINE. Yes, but separate cabins would have meant separate beds, Charles.
CHARLES. Yes, well, we had to make do with what we had, didn’t we?
CHARLES & CAROLINE start off.
youdm'tmppooewe’llbmnmhellforit,doyou? |
CAROLINE. Stop worrying, darling (Music out)—in America it's not a sin at all.
CHARLES. What isn’t?
CAROLINE. Saving money. (Music in)



Kate, VClowen ok Farrell
(4 e done. wrtn “TRisH chng\

FARRELL. So, Kate McGowan, what immodest thing are yot going to say to me next, then?
MCGOWAN. I'm going to say: “Jim Farrell, will you marry me?”

FARRELL. PuhbndfGod,Kﬂellhwit’od\eNmW&ldwe’mw to, but we
haven't got there yet. Don’t you leave nothin’ for the man to say?

MOGOWAN. !kmny‘y&.’demmedudnothawb:mgutﬂm,my

boy-o, and me baby’s gonna need a dad, so we'd better settle it right now. Will
you say “yes,” then? .

FARRELL. Well, I might as well. Chances are you wouldn’t take a “no,” anyway. (pausing
Well, Kate? Aren’t you going to throw me down and kiss me? ‘



[ L V-

BARRETT. ‘Scuse me— (no mswer; louder) ‘Scuse me—!
BRIDE. (continues working) Who's there?
BARRETT. Barrett. Barrett!

m(mmghm)mm,xwwmwd-w
important place on the whole ship, What can I do for you, Barrett?

BARRETT. I heard you could actually send a message back to England.

BRIDE. You heard all
ou mwﬁ‘ghFWMMImme

BARRETT. Yeah?

mm,‘“ﬁ'”ﬂ“wn-hrdapldnmumwrm
afraid---Hold on! There’s a message coming in—iceberg warning—from the

Baltic, that’s your old ship—

BARRETT. Yeah?
BRIDE. (-Wﬁan-k&uu)—doummrmlwfnlbtuy,m-owh:hityw

’ -
’

BriDE. Not to worry. Munumwm
know what hbodyhnﬂny’uddl\supdmmamy
e L - ~m‘f¥wuftbuudbopumﬁd

v’s like we say in the
remain a Christian.”

BARRETT. &Mmmnwﬂwndammmyﬂhmﬂ?smda
mmﬂc_p,—mwnﬂwb)

BRIDE. qu.mm«mmw-mmmm
BARRETT. quﬂﬂMumhwlmdnyplymbAmmbﬂl
BRIDE. Ma—uyhlmﬁynmlww
BARRETT. Yeah? What'd that cost? 9, o
BRIDE. (cslculatis, then mumbles) Nothing. They'll never know the difference.
BARRETT. TnvuyumdLYoummtbummMcmde
BRIDE. Not me. Romance and telegraphy don’t mix, see? How can you communicate
i e T e
BARRETT. Dazlene Watkins, Billsthorp, Nottinghampshire.
Almmmut.w
“Erel What's that you're doin'? |
BRIDE. “Darlene Watkins, Billsthorp, Nottinghampshire.” So what's the rest of it?
BARRETT. I don’t know. -



I‘SH«A\[ o’ AnbtRews

ISMAY enters.

IsMAY. Ah, Andrews! There you arel I've been looking for you everywhere. I want your
opinion on how you think the crossing is going so far.

ANDREWS. Not as well as I'd hoped, Mr. Ismay. We've got a few problems.

ISMAY. (concerned) Really? Such as what? T

ANDREWS. Pmdhnppoimedmﬂnewwwfmd\euppadmm&\eh’mlm

ISMAY. There’s gratitude for you. In my father’s day, they were lucky to get any heat at
all. Now tell me, Andrews—are you satisfied with our present speed? :

ANDREWS. I think so, sir. '

IsMAY. Well, I don’t mind telling you I' Very disappointed. The sea is calm, the
weather’s fair—why aren’t we going faster?

ANDREWS. dedoﬁgmmymmm.hmny.mmﬂmmymm
ship’s ever managed.

ISMAY. mmmmmmuWnﬂWMbﬂtﬂm
Cmurdalﬁp,too—mTiwdcmdomﬂydwg!\edtomoloweﬂ

ANDREWS, Imﬂymﬂpﬁuhmmm.mm,ﬁﬂmmﬂnmhe
demanded safety and comfort before speed. Cunard may get their passengers
there a little faster, yes. But White Star gives ‘em a far better ride.

IsMAY, It's a new world, Andrews. These days people want speed above everything
New York a day sooner. :



Cavran Wz Moadocyt

CAPTAIN.  What's our position, Mr. Murdoch?

MURDOCH.  Latitude forty-two, five north
mewmmmcamln.

CAPTAIN.  And the sea temp'rature, Mr. Lightoller?
LIGHTOLLER. Lastcheck, down five degrees

To thirty-four Fahrenheit, sir.
MURDOCH. (handing him a message) i

Another communication, Captain...

Ice warning from Coromian— (Music continues under dialogue.)

CAPTAIN. Another one?
MURDOCH. They’ve sighted a large berg at 41-50 north by 49-52 west.

CAPTAIN. Plot the position with the other reports we've received. (he hands the message
back to Murdock)

MURDOCH. It’s directly on our new course; sir— -~ -~

CAPTAIN. Not to worry. At least six hundred miles off.
MURDOCH. Still—

CAPTAIN. Notmworry.We'nkeepuhnpeye.eh?Ande.MWOdt—h\m
to twenty-two knots. . ‘ Speed

MURDOCH. Twenty-two, Captain?

CAPTAIN. quds&»emyﬂﬁgmmmmmw.hnuybdnmm

MURDOCH. (smiling) Yes, sir. (picking the telephone) Engine room—increase speed to
w;dumd&'mmmﬂuo

CAPTAIN. If I remember correctly, Mr. Murdoch, you qualified for your master’s papers
wh\ywmdymav-—yomminthew.w.&nhg‘
mnmwm.mdmmmmmmmmmmdﬂ

MURDOCH. ‘The master of a ship carries & héavy resporsibilly; Captain.-
Cmmmmmm.m
Mum&c-l. I'm just not certain I'm up to it, sir.

CAPTAIN. ‘A ship’s master must be certain of everything, Mr. Murdoch, when |
H.mMrmuMdMulthhmyﬁmluf::& I‘

MURDOCH. {surprised) Captain—?

CAPTAIN. After forty-three years of service, I informed the :
duy-hdﬂ:&ymumﬁmw&mmowfmwu;:ﬂ?m
disappointed, mmmmdlmmrmm,m.umdﬁh(::)



