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FADE IN:

INT. STERLING COOPER - DON’S OFFICE - DAY

CLOSE ON a woman’s mouth, reciting from a list.

PEGGY
Seduction, Sentimento --

We PULL BACK to reveal PEGGY reading off a legal pad, 
SALVATORE and KEN slumped around the coffee table. Ken stares 
intently at his clipboard, pen moving down a list. SALVATORE 
doodles on a pad. DON stands smoking. Looking out the window.

PEGGY (CONT’D)
Serenade, Moonlight Serenade, 
Serenity, Suspicion, --

DON
Ixnay on that last one. It’s a 
perfume. Not a Hitchcock movie.

SALVATORE
Ambush sells. So does 
Schiaparelli’s Shocking.

KEN
There are 492 other perfumes out 
there. Maybe we need some intrigue 
to stand out from the pack.

DON
This is for the woman who sees 
herself as a wife, a mother. A 
sweetheart. Belle Jolie doesn’t 
want anything illicit. Suspicion’s 
a mood killer.

PEGGY
Shangri-la, Spellbound, Sonata, 
Satine, White Satin, -- 

KEN
-- Prince Matchabelli has dibs on 
White Satin.

DON
The Prince wandered into the same 
strip joint.

SALVATORE
Rita Hayworth’s closet. Sorry!



PEGGY
Summer Afternoon, Summer Storm, 
Summer Sunset, Surrender. 

(beat)
That’s it for the letter S.

DON
We got a tag line?

PEGGY
The spray that slays.

DON
Cassius Clay has nothing on our 
Peggy. Rhyming is for the nursery. 
It’s intellectually slack and we 
can do better. Okay what do we got? 
Maybe fifty made the grade?

KEN
I’ll run them down to legal.

The men file out, but Peggy lingers as Don heads to his desk.

PEGGY
Excuse me, Don? Got a minute?

DON
Just.

PEGGY
Well with Arnie Hockstead leaving, 
North-American Aviation needs a 
writer --

DON
And you’re some kind of expert on 
fighter-bomber aircraft and nuclear 
fission. “North-American Aviation: 
Planes with brains.”

PEGGY
It’s not like I’m some kind of 
expert on Pampers and Popsicles and 
hair spray.

DON
You do a good job faking it. 

PEGGY
We all see the research reports.
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DON
Peggy, when North-American Aviation 
walks into the Sterling Cooper 
conference room, there needs to be 
a certain comfort level. We cannot 
telegraph frivolity. 

PEGGY
So I come across as frivolous.

DON
You come across as you. Someone who 
hasn’t earned her stripes.

PEGGY
I can handle a more serious 
challenge. 

DON
Packaged goods are the most serious 
challenge there is. What’s the 
difference between toilet paper A 
and toilet paper B? 

PEGGY
Nothing? 

DON
Glad you haven’t been asleep in the 
classroom. 

The intercom buzzes.

ALLISON (V.O.)
Mr. Sterling would like to see you 
in his office.

PEGGY
Of course it’s your prerogative to--

DON
Thanks for noticing it’s my 
prerogative. 

PEGGY
So maybe in a few months is what 
you’re saying.

DON
If you’re still employed here, is 
what you’re saying. 

Don walks out.
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INT. STERLING COOPER - ROGER’S OFFICE - MINUTES LATER

CLOSE ON a single wingtip shoe being energetically polished 
on a portable shoeshine bench. We PULL BACK to reveal 
JACKSON, a young black man, 23, giving ROGER a shine.

ROGER
The Oyster Bar today was like the 
Brooks Brothers’ annual suit sale--
barely controlled chaos. Tom 
Ingersoll over at Condé Nast says 
Ogilvy’s resigned Helena Rubinstein 
cosmetics. 

DON
(lighting a cigarette)

That’s not like David to wave the 
white flag.

ROGER
The old lady’s hearing must be 
starting to go. 

DON
That fah-fah-fah-fah English accent 
failed to work its swoony magic.

ROGER
(lighting a cigarette)

Exactly.

DON
We’d have to resign Belle Jolie. 

ROGER
You’re asking, is this a worthy 
horse trade? 

DON
That five million dollars should 
come with a warning label. 

ROGER
These career girls are multiplying 
like sea monkeys. We can’t ignore 
the bottomless demand for screw-top 
jars making perfectly ridiculous 
promises of one kind or another. 
Jane and I have his-and-hers 
bathrooms just so I can find my 
razor in the morning.

DON
Five million so quickly becomes 10. 
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ROGER
Listen, go see that broad and start 
strumming the lute. But we may not 
want to take this all the way to 
the altar. 

INT. STERLING COOPER - PETE’S OFFICE - LATER

Don walks in just as the shine boy is tucking his bench under 
his arm. PETE discreetly palms him $2. Not discreetly enough.

PETE
Thanks, Jackson.

DON
Whoa. Big tipper.

PETE
People judge a man by his shoes, 
Don.

DON
So we’re finding somebody to 
replace Arnie Hockstead.... 

Don stares out of Pete’s open door into the bullpen at the 
shine boy receding into the distance.

DON (V.O.) (CONT’D)
And we want to push a boat out to 
Helena Rubinstein... 

Pete fixes himself a drink, tries to act blasé. 

PETE
Oh Rubinstein’s in play, is it?

DON
Try to look surprised.

PETE
Of course I’d be happy to take this 
one under my wing. 

DON
Of course you would. 

PETE
After all, Ken’s lookout is Belle 
Jolie.

DON
We could use your brain. 
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Pete tips his glass in Don’s direction.

PETE
Can I interest you in a beverage?

DON
Going by the kids’ school. Don’t 
want to smell like a distillery.

PETE
Listen. Don, I know women. I do 
live with one. For better and for 
worse. Ken should think about 
getting a wife.

DON
Possibly.

PETE
He might learn something -- up his 
game. 

Don stops in the doorway.

DON
Being married is no kind of 
insurance against a drink in the 
face, Pete. 

PETE
Being married works just fine for 
most of us most of the time. 

DON
Do I have to remind you we’re all 
on the same team? Don’t be that guy 
who deserves everything that 
doesn’t happen to him because he’s 
out there kicking sand around.

Don walks out.

INT. STERLING COOPER - LANE PRYCE’S OFFICE - DAY

Ken enters and waits a few seconds as LANE wordlessly reviews 
a document. Finally -- 

LANE
(British accent)

You look winded.
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KEN
I was down in casting. Took the 
stairs.

LANE
No need to have rushed. Listen, 
this shoot in Miami -- 

KEN
It’s all set for next week.

LANE
Yes, well you see Ken, we’re trying 
to contain expenses on Bacardi. 

KEN
Rum looks and tastes better on a 
beach. Alas, there are no palm 
trees in the tri-state area.   

LANE
Can’t we just empty a few sandbags 
down at E.U.E.? Roll in a couple of 
cardboard trees?

KEN
Salvatore likes his natural light.

LANE
Yes, well I’m sure the art 
department welcomes any opportunity 
to buck the gloomy confines of the 
art department. 

KEN
I’ll go talk to Sal --

LANE
Please, I need you to break the 
change of venue. On another 
tangent, the table we’ve taken for 
the Clio awards lacks symmetry. 
Might you manufacture a wife in the 
next couple of weeks? 

There’s a rap on the door. MR. HOOKER wordlessly lets himself 
in with some papers and commences filing.

KEN
The future Mrs. Kenneth Guilfoyle 
Cosgrove is somewhere out there, 
biding her time in a typing pool.
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LANE
Isn’t it pretty to think so?

KEN
Of course there’s a chance she 
hasn’t even graduated high school 
yet.

LANE
Wives are the best advertisement 
that a man’s a reliable, right-
thinking sort. 

KEN
And I’m doing my damndest to fill 
the position -- 

LANE
One always wants the married man in 
the foxhole. They never go off and 
try anything too daft.

KEN
Worse-case scenario, I bring Miss 
Cosgrove. Wellesley class of ‘62. 

LANE
And who is that, pray?

KEN
My sister.

Ken exits. Mr. Hooker closes the file-cabinet drawer.

LANE
The lot of them arranged themselves 
a boozy beach vacation in Miami. 

MR. HOOKER
(British accent)

These Yanks have elevated getting 
trollied on the company clock to an 
art form. 

INT. STERLING COOPER - OUTSIDE PETE’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Mr. Hooker pulls over at HILDY’s desk. HILDY’s eating a 
chocolate-chip cookie.

MR. HOOKER
(discreetly)

So you received the biscuits.
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HILDY
Oh....the cookies?

MR. HOOKER
I stand corrected. The...

(painfully)
cookies.

HILDY
(jaded)

Inter-office mail. Sneaky.

MR. HOOKER
So what do ladies here do on the 
weekend?

ANGLE ON HARRY AND KEN DOWN THE HALL

KEN
Is Jeeves over there scheming on 
Hildy? 

HARRY
He’s like athlete’s foot. Or rust. 
Just keeps coming at you.

KEN
Cropdusting every girl on the 
ranch. 

Harry gets out his cigarettes.

HARRY
There’s always somebody who’ll say 
yes. Smoke?

KEN
(taking one)

That’s mighty white of you. 

INT. BROOKSIDE ELEMENTARY - PSYCHOLOGIST’S OFFICE - AFTERNOON

DR. RICHARD BABCOCK, 50s, tweedy, is closing his office door. 
Hat in hand, Don is seated with BETTY in front of the desk.

DR. BABCOCK
I won’t take too much of your time. 
Seeing as it’s Friday.

DON
Barbecue weather.
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DR. BABCOCK
And how. Last week as you know I 
spent an informative couple of 
hours with your delightful little 
boy.

BETTY
Bobby hasn’t stopped talking about 
all the games you played.

DR. BABCOCK
His teacher Mrs. De Vries says he 
seems restless.  

(checking clipboard)
The school nurse has called home 
twice since the start of the year. 
Tummy aches and so forth. 

Betty touches her pearls. Looks to Don to answer.

DON
You people send ‘em home with a 
hangnail. 

DR. BABCOCK
First grade is when every child in 
the school system sits for the 
Stanford-Binet, the Peabody Picture 
vocabulary test, the Goodenough-
Harris. And while Bobby’s language 
skills exceed his grade level, his 
emotional maturity is out of kilter 
with that of his peers.

DON
How so?

DR. BABCOCK
It’s all been attached to his 
permanent file. But, here...

Dr. Babcock flips through his report.

DR. BABCOCK (CONT’D)
....when I asked Bobby what he 
wants to be when he grows up, his 
reply was “a Jetson.”

BETTY
He shouldn’t watch so much TV.

DON
He’s hardly exceptional in that 
regard.
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DR. BABCOCK
What I’m hearing is some sense of 
displacement within his own family. 
Alienation. Young boys tend to pick 
a cowboy, a fireman --  

DON
So you checked under the hood and 
found some disturbing existential 
tendencies? Dr. Babcock, do you 
have any sons?

DR. BABCOCK
Two. Why?

DON
I take it one’s a cowboy? And the 
other is gainfully employed as a 
fireman? Be serious.

DR. BABCOCK
There are standard benchmark 
measures of how boys Bobby’s age 
process the world around them. 
Bobby was asked, what are the four 
seasons? 

DON
And what did he say?

DR. BABCOCK
A pop group.

Don smiles tightly. A bell rings. The clock on the wall reads 
3 p.m. Betty gathers her things and stands.

BETTY
I have to collect Bobby and Sally. 

DON
See you out by the car, Bets.

BETTY
(to Don)

I promised the kids we’d go by 
Carvel. 

DON
We won’t be long.

Betty softly closes the door behind her.
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DON (CONT’D)
You were saying? The Dandy Dan 
Daniels’ radio countdown is 
wreaking havoc on Bobby’s I.Q.?

DR. BABCOCK
Yes, well most seven-year-olds --

DON
So Bobby should really be more like 
most seven-year-olds. Or else? 

DR. BABCOCK
Well the research criteria are very 
specific when it comes to child 
development --

DON
Dr. Babcock, the dirty secret of  
my business, the advertising 
business, is that research can 
contort itself to prove anything 
about anybody. 

DR. BABCOCK
Well in my business Mr. Draper 
there are certain designated 
standards of normal --

DON
Doctor, with all due respect, you 
don’t know what normal looks like. 
Normal doesn’t exist. It’s only 
people like you who desperately 
need it to. Because if there is 
normal, there is also abnormal. And 
you’d be unemployed if you couldn’t 
sort everyone into shoeboxes.

DR. BABCOCK
Mr. Draper, we want to keep an eye 
on Bobby. He might profit from 
being held back a year.

DON
Because he doesn’t want to be a 
cowboy.

DR. BABCOCK
I suppose like most ad men, you 
think flogging laundry detergent 
and floor wax to housewives is some 
kind of calling -- 
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DON
You mean, like being a doctor. 

DR. BABCOCK
I suppose, yes. 

DON
Dr. Babcock. Both of us make a 
living walking around people’s 
heads, raking through their 
daydreams, misty yearnings, playing 
on their guilt complexes. Don’t 
think you know my son after two 
hours and a cherry lollipop.

Don stands and walks out.

INT. BROOKSIDE ELEMENTARY - HALLWAY - DAY

Don is striding down the hall, peering into classrooms.

INT. BROOKSIDE ELEMENTARY - SUZANNE’S CLASSROOM - CONTINUOUS

A single KNOCK. SUZANNE FARRELL is packing up her bag. She 
startles at the sight of Don in the open doorway.

DON
Homework?

SUZANNE
The children wrote letters to 
President Kennedy. 

DON
Last night, Sally asked me why the 
president wanted to be president.

SUZANNE
What did you say?

DON
I lied. I said he wanted to make 
the world a better place.

SUZANNE
And the truth is....?

DON
He likes to win. There’s a 
difference. 
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SUZANNE
Men do thrive on applause. 

DON
I hate to think we’re that simple.
Though there’s a psychologist down 
the hall who begs to differ. Why 
are you smiling?

SUZANNE
I’m just wondering what you’re 
looking for you haven’t found. 

DON
You shouldn’t miss out either. 
You’re so alive. 

SUZANNE
Impossible situations make men like 
you feel alive. 

DON
Do you know many men like me?

SUZANNE
I can tell you’re very good at what 
you do, Mr. Draper. Creating want 
where there is none -- 

DON
None? Really?

SUZANNE
 -- Telling your customer what she 
deserves, then offering absolution.

They move out into the hallway.

DON
So is mowing the lawn your idea of 
how men like me should stay safely 
occupied?

SUZANNE
Is that how you keep busy?

DON
You wouldn’t like that man. Or 
would you? Everybody just chug-chug-
chugging along, doing what they’re 
supposed to. Just like school.

SUZANNE
Unless your school’s in Alabama. 
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DON
Here in Westchester, only ad men 
suffer discrimination in the 
schools. 

Suzanne stops at a water fountain and holds out her bag.

SUZANNE
Hold this?

Don’s eyes run the course of her body as she’s drinking. 

SUZANNE (CONT’D)
Mmmm that water tastes so good.

They resume walking, Don now carrying her book bag.

EXT. BROOKSIDE ELEMENTARY - PARKING LOT - CONTINUOUS

Betty is leaned up against Don’s Cadillac. ROBERT and SALLY 
play tag on the grass abutting the parking lot. From a 
distance, Don and Suzanne emerge out of double doors. Don 
hands over Suzanne’s bag. Inaudible goodbyes are exchanged. 
Suzanne sees Betty and waves.  

ANGLE ON BETTY ON THE EDGE OF THE PARKING LOT

Betty waves anemically, quietly unsettled.

ANGLE ON SUZANNE 

Suzanne heads off in another direction.

ANGLE ON BETTY

BETTY
(eyes following Suzanne)

Kids, come on! We’re going! 
(to Don)

Miss Farrell seems happy to see 
you.

DON
When you’re holed up with kids all 
day, anyone who’s graduated puberty 
gets a warm hello. 

BETTY
She’s almost too pretty to be a 
school teacher.

Sally runs over ahead of Bobby and hugs Don around the waist. 
She imitates a marionette. Don coughs.
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DON
Takes another woman to see 
it. She’s okay I guess. 

SALLY
Daddy! Daddy! 

SALLY
What do I look like? A marionette! 
Is that funny, Daddy?

DON
Very funny.

BETTY
Women like that, it’s like they’re 
in hiding. 

DON
You noticed her. Bobby, Sally, come 
on now, get in the car. 

(to Betty)
Ice-cream cones aren’t the draw 
they used to be.

The kids pile in; Don slams the door.

BETTY
She’s a bit strange.

DON
Why’s that? 

BETTY 
She seems high-strung.

DON
Hazard of the job.

Don and Betty open their respective doors and get in the car.

INT. FRANCINE’S HOME - KITCHEN - NEXT DAY - AFTERNOON 

CLOSE ON almost an entire bag of cane sugar being poured into 
a Pyrex measuring cup by an unseen woman’s hands. The sugar 
is then dumped into a bulbous pitcher. A hand then reaches 
for a lit cigarette idling in an ashtray on the counter.

We PULL BACK to reveal FRANCINE, in a one-piece maillot 
bathing suit with a terry-cloth skirt. Betty is seated on a 
kitchen stool, wearing a sexier, halter-top one-piece and a 
dirndl skirt, a hibiscus blossom tucked behind her ear. Both 
wear leis around their necks.
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FRANCINE
Carlton’s thinking we might try 
Squaw Valley this Christmas.

Francine empties a packet of Kool-Aid into the pitcher.

BETTY
(lights a cigarette)

That’s romantic. I wish Don skied. 

FRANCINE
Don can’t ski?

BETTY
No but I’m sure he could pick it 
up. He’s a regular chameleon.

Francine heaves a plastic gallon container of water from the 
refrigerator and pours it into the pitcher. The pitcher turns 
a bright crimson. As she talks, she pulls foil-wrapped plates 
and trays from the refrigerator, unwrapping them to reveal 
bacon roll-ups, pineapple kebabs, stuffed celery sticks.

FRANCINE
I don’t know how romantic it’ll be 
with the children there. There’s 
never enough time to play grown-up. 

BETTY
Remember when getting married felt 
so grown-up?

FRANCINE
Having children only made Carlton 
start acting like one. 

BETTY
Oh dear. It can’t be that bad.

FRANCINE
We went on a date the other night. 
I leave instructions for the 
sitter, get in the car, and he 
says, “so where do you want to go?”

BETTY
No reservations?

FRANCINE
No theater tickets. Nothing.

BETTY
I’m sure he got so busy at the 
office it slipped his mind.
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FRANCINE
Once upon a time, Carlton was a 
wonderful boyfriend.

There is a silence.

BETTY
When I married Don, friends asked, 
what’s it like being with someone 
that good looking? 

FRANCINE
What did you say?

BETTY
After a while, you stop noticing. 

FRANCINE
You notice when they’ve stopped 
noticing you. 

BETTY
It’s strange. I never even think 
about that.

FRANCINE
It’s all I think about.

Francine unwraps a plate of stuffed tomatoes.

BETTY
It’s still a kick walking into a 
room on Don’s arm. 

FRANCINE
The two of you look like you fell 
right off the top of a wedding 
cake. Bring the pinwheels?

Betty grabs a tray. Francine takes up the pitcher and a plate 
of salmon eggs but then stops, her hand rising to her temple. 
She puts the plate and pitcher down and grips the counter.

FRANCINE (CONT’D)
Meet you outside.

BETTY
Francine, are you okay? 

Betty gently places her hand on Francine’s arm.

FRANCINE
I’ve been living on cigarettes and 
cans of Metrecal all week. 
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BETTY
(wincing)

I don’t care for it. The taste!

FRANCINE
Baby weight just won’t budge.

BETTY
I got lucky with my three. You’re 
smart to lose it now. Don’t wait. 

FRANCINE
Be out in a jiff.

BETTY
Deep breaths.

Francine inhales deeply and smiles weakly at Betty.

EXT. FRANCINE’S HOME - SWIMMING POOL - AFTERNOON

Adults wearing leis. Children doing handstands in the pool 
reflected in Don’s sunglasses. Soft strains of Hawaiian music 
float in the air. We PULL OUT to reveal Don, reclining on a 
lounge chair, wearing a lei. Betty’s handbag is on the vacant 
lounger next to his. Don watches CARLTON chase, then drag his 
eight-year-old son ERNIE toward the deep end.

CARLTON
Don’t be a girl, Ernie!

ERNIE
No, Daddy, noooo! 

CARLTON
You’re going in!

Carlton hurls the squealing boy into the deep end. Ernie 
sputters and flounders. Then goes under. Nonplussed, Don 
removes the paper umbrella from his highball, sips and 
relaxes into his chair, fingers twirling the umbrella.

EXT. QUARRY SWIMMING HOLE - DAY- (FLASHBACK)

A BOY joyfully surfaces and swims to the shore where ten-year-
old DICK WHITMAN (Young Don) sits watching on a blanket with 
UNCLE MACK JOHNSON, dressed in Depression-era church clothes, 
and Dick’s stepmother ABIGAIL WHITMAN in her unadorned Sunday 
best. Abigail has Dick’s newborn half-brother ADAM cradled at 
her breast. A handful of TOWNSPEOPLE sit on nearby blankets. 
BOYS Dick’s age and older are doing cannonballs and jack-
knifes from a ledge over the canyon. 
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UNCLE MACK 
Little lunatics.

Uncle Mack looks to where Dick is sitting. He’s vanished.  

UNCLE MACK (CONT’D)
Where’s Dick gone off to?

ABIGAIL
Oh my Lord. Mack! Mack!

Dick has appeared at the top of the ledge, stripped down to 
his undershorts. The other five boys are jeering.

BOYS 
Dickie ain’t gonna do it. Dick’s a 
fraidy cat. Go on Dick, y’ain’t 
jumpin’ today.  

UNCLE MACK
Lord ha’ mercy. Not again. 

Dick takes a running leap. Uncle Mack starts stripping off 
his shirt, shoes and socks. Dick does a full somersault. Not 
perfect but gets the job done. Landing feet first in water. 
The boys hoot and cheer. Mack and Abigail look horrified. 

Dick breaches the surface sputtering, flailing. It’s clear he 
can’t swim. 

BOYS
Hoo-ey! Dick’s done it now. Go on 
now, do it again, Dick. 

Uncle Mack jumps into the water in his undershirt and 
suspendered pants to save Dick, dragging him onto shore and 
back to the blanket where he sits, coughing, shivering.

UNCLE MACK
What kind of fool game you playin’ 
boy? You know you can’t swim.

DICK
Sorry Uncle Mack.

UNCLE MACK
You ain’t sorry. Your Pa was here, 
he’d-a made you sorry. 

ABIGAIL
The Sabbath’s no day for making a 
display of yourself. 
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UNCLE MACK
Coulda died out there, took 
me withya. 

ABIGAIL
Ruined your uncle’s best 
trousers. 

UNCLE MACK
Ain’t even kin to me. Day doesn’t 
goes by I wonder we shouldna turned 
the boy over to county when his Pa 
passed. 

ABIGAIL
His Momma couldn’t get near enough 
attention neither. 

UNCLE MACK
Harlot dug her own grave, she did.

ABIGAIL
The Lord don’t truck with vanity.

UNCLE MACK
You can’t curse a horse for not 
being a cow.

Dick looks up with a knowing glint in his eye and stares at 
Don who returns his gaze from behind his sunglasses as he 
relaxes on the lounger, fingers working the paper umbrella.

EXT. FRANCINE’S HOME - SWIMMING POOL - PRESENT

Don’s attention returns to Ernie sitting on the edge of the 
pool, coughing and crying; Francine has her arm thrown around 
Ernie’s heaving shoulders. Carlton stands nearby, toweling 
his hair, wet from Ernie’s rescue. A highball on the table.

FRANCINE
Honestly Carlton. He’ll learn to 
swim at the Y. If I even get him 
near a bathtub again.

CARLTON
Oh don’t be such an Aunt Minnie. 

Carlton downs his highball and wanders away.

INT. LE PAVILLON RESTAURANT - MANHATTAN - NIGHT

Lane and his wife REBECCA are here with Roger and Roger’s 
wife JANE. Eating dinner. Jane stares intently at Roger.

JANE
Roger, darling...
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ROGER
Yes, dearest?

JANE
The rest of us are trailing behind 
you. I’m always saying, Roger, this 
isn’t the Navy.

ROGER 
It’s true. I’m barely housebroken. 

JANE
They do a better steak au poivre 
here than at the Colony.

Rebecca is forking her lobster in a desultory way.

JANE (CONT’D)
You don’t like it.

REBECCA
(British accent)

No. Yes. Perhaps I’m not yet 
hungry.

LANE
You lot demand your food on the 
table so much earlier.

REBECCA
It’s only 7:30.

ROGER
Well I aim to be home by 9 making 
friends with a glass of brandy. If 
Johnny Carson looks out and doesn’t 
see me there asleep, he’s liable to 
file a missing persons report.

JANE
Spoilsport. He knows I’m dying to 
go dancing at El Morocco. Have you 
been?

LANE
I seem to recall that last time I 
attempted the rhumba, I twisted my 
ankle.

ROGER
You’d think my sweet wife would be 
squawking for a baby like every 
other thirty-almost newlywed out 
there -- 
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JANE
I’m not even close to thirty!

REBECCA
Why, you’re practically a baby. 

JANE
Roger looks forward to aging me. 

ROGER
Only in the manner of the best 
Bordeaux. But I have to be careful. 
I don’t want you to outgrow me.

JANE
He’s insisting I go on all these 
committees -- 

ROGER
It’s what’s expected. 

JANE
They depress me. The disease balls 
and all the hospital benefits. The 
Arthritis Foundation. Cancer Care.

LANE
My dear girl, if you only knew what 
stormy weather lies just beyond the 
fog of youth. 

JANE 
I may be young but I’m not some 
space case.

ROGER
New subject. To accompany the next 
round of drinks. Rebecca? 

REBECCA
A Clover Club for me, thank you, 
Roger.

ROGER
Lane?

LANE
I suppose another Beefeater dry 
martini wouldn’t go amiss.

ROGER
Bury me in a tux with a bottle of 
Beefeater.
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JANE
You’re forgetting somebody. 

ROGER
I did? 

JANE
What if I want a real drink?

ROGER
(uncomfortably)

But you don’t. She doesn’t. 
(laying a hand on Jane’s)

Right, honey? A year’s supply of 
Turtle Wax to whoever spots the 
waiter first. 

JANE
(nettled; to Rebecca)

So Roger tells me you’re living in 
one of those gorgeous old apartment 
houses on Sutton Place.

Jane removes her hand from Roger’s and reaches for the salt.

REBECCA
(trading glances with 
Lane)

I don’t know that I would call any 
of those buildings old.

ROGER
I keep forgetting where you come 
from, nothing is old unless it 
predates Christ.

INT. LE VEAU D’OR RESTAURANT - MANHATTAN - NIGHT

Close up on a WAITER’s hands clearing dinner dishes.  We 
reveal Peggy seated with DUCK at a casual French restaurant. 
ANOTHER WAITER deposits drinks in front of Duck and Peggy.

WAITER 2
Ginger ale pour monsieur. Sherry 
flip pour madame.

PEGGY
They think we’re married. 

DUCK
They’d never guess this was 
Madame’s very first trip to a 
French restaurant. 
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PEGGY
You know, I’m not some little Kelly 
Girl off the potato truck. 

DUCK
No, I feel honored. Like Jack 
Kennedy when he said, “I am the man 
who accompanied Jacqueline Kennedy 
to Paris.”

PEGGY
It’s embarrassing.

DUCK
It’s refreshing. Don’t change.

Peggy sips her sherry flip. There is a silence. 

DUCK (CONT’D)
I like you, just like this.

PEGGY
Like how? 

DUCK
A gal for whom marriage isn’t a 
career. Who has all the time in the 
world to discover herself. Who 
won’t be packed up in a box with 
kids and delivered to Westchester, 
ne’er to be heard from again. 

PEGGY
Your wife didn’t like it there?

DUCK
No I didn’t. Anyhow, that’s ancient 
history. 

He drinks some of his ginger ale.

DUCK (CONT’D)
You’re smart. You don’t want that.

PEGGY
How do you know what I want?

DUCK
So you want children?

PEGGY
Is that a question? Or an offer?
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DUCK
Here’s a question. And an offer: 
Are you staying over tonight? I do 
a helluva breakfast. French toast 
for Madame.

PEGGY
Tonight’s difficult.

DUCK
It’s Saturday night! 

PEGGY
Blame Helena Rubinstein. Creative’s 
making a house call this week.

DUCK
Helena Rubinstein makes Mr. 
Maxfield at Belle Jolie look like 
somebody’s pet goldfish.

PEGGY
Monday morning is pencils down, as 
Don likes to say. 

DUCK
Don Draper is lucky to call you a  
protégée.

PEGGY
I’m hardly that.

DUCK
Then come follow me to Grey.

PEGGY
I won’t be your spite hire.

DUCK
This isn’t East Germany. You don’t 
have to stay there.

PEGGY
I’m still learning.

DUCK
Don’s really got you by the 
pigtails.

PEGGY
Duck! Please.

DUCK
Hey, he’s a handsome fella.
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PEGGY
We work together. 

DUCK
So?

PEGGY
We’re immune to each other.

DUCK
That happens when you know each 
other’s secrets.

PEGGY
Don is my boss. Not my husband. 

DUCK
There’s always some overlap. 

PEGGY
Somebody’s imagination could use a 
few days off!

Peggy gathers her things and storms out.

DUCK
Hey, now. Don’t be sore. Come back--

INT. STERLING COOPER - OUTSIDE PETE’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Pete, Paul, and Salvatore are watching Don usher A WOMAN, 
20s, carrying a black portfolio case, toward the exit.

SALVATORE
The Broadway auditions continue. 

PAUL
Ambition made flesh and blood in 
the female is unnatural.

PETE
I’d rather see the Yankees crap out 
of the series than another girl 
writer in here.

SALVATORE
Princess Peggy would go bananas. 

PAUL
Peggy thinks Sterling Coo is a game 
show and we’re all just 
contestants.  
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The men laugh. Pete’s secretary Hildy giggles. Goes poker-
faced as Pete turns sharply. 

PETE
What in hell is so funny?

Hildy resumes typing.

INT. STERLING COOPER - COOPER’S OFFICE - DAY

Don enters to find BERT COOPER and Roger seated on the couch. 
Roger’s smoking a cigarette.

COOPER
So I hear we have a winner in this 
little beauty pageant of yours?

DON
Her name is Sidney Rosenthal. His 
book is head and shoulders above 
anyone else’s I’ve seen. We’d be 
idiots not to snatch him up.

A long beat. 

ROGER
Our first Jew.

COOPER
(pleasantly)

Integration is in the air. 

Roger gets up and fixes himself a drink. Don lights up.

ROGER
These Jewish copywriters are 
exploding out of the Seventh Avenue 
agencies with a vengeance. 

DON
It’s a moment all right. 

ROGER
Mona got herself a Jew lawyer for 
the divorce. Threw me up against 
the wall and emptied my pockets at 
knifepoint. 

COOPER
So you never fail to mention.
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ROGER
That’s when my ulcer decided to 
reopen for business. 

DON
We can be the beneficiary of the  
need they have to prove themselves. 

ROGER
Oh don’t get me wrong: I only wish 
I’d called the guy first. So this 
Sidney Rosenberg --

DON
Rosenthal. 

ROGER
Rosenthal. I stand corrected. Will 
he play well with the rest of the 
groundpounders?

DON
You’ll meet him. He’s smart, one of 
these City College boys. 

COOPER
His father probably ran a pushcart. 

DON
I forgot to ask.

ROGER
My only concern is clients might 
complain the work smells too 
ethnic. Too New Yorky.

DON
DDB is on a tear and nobody’s over 
there counting yarmulkes. Bill 
Bernbach made that place. 

COOPER
Doyle Dane’s eating our breakfast, 
lunch, and dinner --

DON
It’s a non-issue -- 

ROGER
Bill Bernbach’s a country-club Jew. 
Most clients probably think he’s a 
Kraut. 
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DON
We don’t need Sid out on the golf 
course. That’s what Pete and Ken 
are for.

ROGER
(to Don)

This kosher with Lane?

DON
Sid comes cheap. I don’t see Lane 
objecting.

COOPER
Poets do their best work on an 
empty stomach. And Don? This 
Rosenthal fella sure in hell had 
better be one. 

DON
Sid could be useful on Helena 
Rubinstein. 

ROGER
You know there’s a story going 
around that Goldwater’s Jewish?

DON
That a fact?

COOPER
I think I read something along 
those lines in Time magazine.

DON
It’s not the kind of detail a 
candidate plays up.

ROGER
Unfortunate name. Sounds like piss.

COOPER
Not that Rockefeller’s in with a 
chance. Goldwater’s killing him in 
the Gallup.

DON
Man’s personal life is a disaster.

ROGER
Women don’t want to think Rocky 
could possibly be happy with that 
new wife. 
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COOPER
Rocky was on Meet the Press. Asking 
why Kennedy thinks we need to go to 
the moon.

DON 
I’m glad somebody did.

COOPER
So a radical Jew from the desert is 
the only person alive who might 
conceivably take Jack Kennedy out. 
What does that say about the state 
of the Republican party? 

ROGER
Kennedy’s dipping a toe at Doyle 
Dane for next year.

COOPER
Jack DeNove is out of the picture?

ROGER
He says they stiffed him on his 
fee. 

DON
The hell they did.

COOPER
Consider how we might induce any of 
these folks to avail themselves of 
our talents.

DON
Be the first to tell Barry 
Goldwater to take his hands out of  
those pockets. Looks like he’s 
digging for car fare. 

ROGER
He needs to stop slouching. 

DON
It would help if he actually looked 
presidential. And not like a 
conductor on the New York Central.

EXT. CENTRAL PARK ZOO - SEA LION POOL - CONTINUOUS

CLOSE ON a woman’s white-gloved hand pushing a turnstile. 
CLOSE ON a woman’s pumps clicking down the pavement. We PULL 
OUT and reveal JOAN, sitting down on a park bench. 
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Next to ROGER, who is staring straight ahead at the MOTHERS 
wheeling Silver Cross baby carriages, Hedstrom strollers.

ROGER
Every toddler in New York must be 
here. 

JOAN
It’s a sunny day. Look at the sea 
lions. They love the sun. 

ROGER
I’d rather look at you. A jaguar on 
the loose. You gorgeous animal. 

(re: the children)
Behold your future. Married lady.

JOAN
Thanks for acknowledging.

ROGER
This may be my future, too. 

JOAN
Is the new and improved Mrs. Roger 
Sterling expecting?

ROGER
Not that I can tell. But you and I--

JOAN
What about us?

ROGER
We’re both hitched now. At last 
we’re even.

JOAN
Why must men always keep score? 

ROGER
Joanie, I have but one question.

JOAN
Of course.

ROGER
You happy? 

JOAN
Don’t you want that for me?
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ROGER
I do. But I did like being that guy 
who made you happy. 

JOAN
That’s what husbands are for.

ROGER
There are wives who don’t 
appreciate that. Just look at the 
sea lions. 

ANGLE ON ENTWINED SEA-LION PAIR SUNNING ON LEDGE

ROGER (V.O) (CONT’D)
They don’t obsess over the future 
or dwell on the past. They live 
only in the present. Now don’t they 
look gloriously happy?

ANGLE ON JOAN AND ROGER

A CHILD runs up to grab a runaway ball.

JOAN
Of course they do. They’re sea 
lions. 

ROGER
Living for today. Carefree. Just 
like children.

JOAN
Yes. That’s why we want them so 
badly. To love life again through 
their eyes.

ROGER
Your fella’s a doctor, isn’t he?

JOAN
You know he is.  Roger, are you 
feeling okay? Is that why you 
called me? 

ROGER
Yes. I suppose it is. 

JOAN
He’s not a heart specialist.
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ROGER
(lighting a cig)

What he would do with a guy like 
me. Take these away, for starters.

JOAN
He could arrange for you to see the 
top man there.  

ROGER
He’s a surgeon, right? Young. Good-
looking. Every mother’s dream son-
in-law.

JOAN
Yes, my mother is gone over him.

ROGER
Good with his hands, I expect.

JOAN
(curtly)

Yes.

ROGER
Is he good to you, Red? You’re so 
damned competent. You wouldn’t put 
up with anything less.

JOAN
I’m happy you think so.

(stands)
I’m sorry but there’s somewhere I 
have to be. A doctor’s appointment.

ROGER
This seems to be my fate. 

JOAN
If you need a referral, tell me.

ROGER
Just remember every husband starts 
out a hero of the imagination. 

JOAN
And then what?

ROGER
You call me when you find out. 

Joan walks away. *

END SCENE
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