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BLACK SCREEN - MUSIC - OVERTURE TO SUNSET BOULEVARD MUSIC BY

ANDREW LLOYD WEBBER/LYRICS BY DON BLACK AND CHRISTOPHER

HAMPTON

FADE TO

BLACK SCREEN WITH "SUNSET BOULEVARD - A MUSICAL BY ANDREW

LLOYD WEBBER"

MUSIC FADES

FADE TO

2 INT. NORMA DESMOND’S RECEPTION HALL. DAY 2

JOE GILLIS looks about the new room, a lavish front room

area. It’s old in design, that of the homes of the great

stars of the old movie days. He walks further into it and

towards a child sized body hidden under a silk blanket in

the ajoining room. MAX is no longer in shot but calls from

away. JOE notices a photo by the body and picks it up to

inspect it.

MAX’S VOICE

If you need any help with the

coffin, call for me..

JOE turns abruptly on hearing MAX. He is left alone save for

the body on the table. He is quite desperate to leave.

JOE

Hey!...Hey wait a minute!

But MAX is gone. JOE looks about for a quick escape but from

behind him calls a voice, this is NORMA DESMOND. JOE turns

around quickly. The audience do not see her yet. She looks

younger than her actual age which is somewhere between the

age of 45-50, a striking looking woman. She is dressed in

black lounge clothing adorned with a house coat and matching

head scarf, her outfit completed by a pair of dark round

sunglasses. JOE watches her, transfixed.

NORMA

Any laws against burying him in the

garden?

JOE

I wouldn’t know.
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NORMA

I don’t care, anyway.

JOE watches as she brushes past him and towards the corpse.

She has an air of great pride about her.

NORMA

You know, he always liked poking at

the fire with a stick. He’d sit

there watching the flames crack and

pop all day long in the winter. A

little darling.

NORMA picks up the same photo that JOE was looking at. She

does not face him.

NORMA

Now don’t you give me a fancy price

just because I’m rich.

JOE

Look, lady, you’ve got the wrong

man.

NORMA snaps her head back to face him.

JOE (CONT’D)

I had some trouble with my car, I

just pulled into your driveway...

NORMA

Get out.

JOE

I’m sorry about your friend.

NORMA

Get out of here!

JOE turns to leave but then pauses and looks back at

DESMOND.

JOE

Haven’t I seen you someplace

before?

NORMA

Or shall I call my servant?

JOE recalls and a gives a slightly smug smile.
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JOE

Aren’t you Norma Desmond? You used

to be in pictures, you used to be

big.

NORMA is properly revealed to the audience, she stands

straight and removes her sunglasses before turning to face

JOE.

NORMA

I am big, it’s the pictures that

got small!

NORMA moves forward with great grace, she becomes a star

again. Music swells.

NORMA(SINGING)

Once upon a time not long ago,

The head of any studio knew how and

when to play his aces.

Now they put some talentless

unknown

beneath their sacred microphone.

We didn’t need words, we had faces.

Yes, they took all the idols and

smashed them.

The Fairbanks, the Gilberts, the

Valentinos.

They trampled on what was divine

They threw away the gold of

silence.

When all they needed was this face

of mine.

JOE turns to leave again.

JOE

Don’t blame me, I’m just a writer.

The music for "With One Look" starts to swell.

NORMA

There was a time in this business,

ha! They had the eyes of the whole
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NORMA
wide world, those men in suits in

the film studios, but no, they

wanted the ears of the world too.

END SCENE


