
EXTRACT FROM "FIVE EASY PIECES"

INT. MUSIC ROOM - DAY

He crosses to one of the grands, seats himself and
rubs his hands together to warm them. Then,
scanning his mental repertoire, he places his hands
on the keyboard and begins to play a Chopin etude.

Presently, Catherine appears in the doorway. She
stands listening for a moment, then places the
shopping bag and flowers on a settee near the
doorway and crosses to a chair near the pianos and
sits down.

Bobby glances at her, then returns his eyes to the
keyboard.

ON CATHERINE

her features intensely concentrated, as she listens
to his playing.

ON BOBBY

apparently deep into the music. On the wall behind
him are the series of photographs seen in the
opening and the present ANGLE FAVORS an 8-year-old
Bobby in his dress suit, playing a recital.

THE CAMERA MOVES down to his hands...

... then to Catherine, profoundly moved.

ANGLE INCLUDING BOTH

as Bobby plays the concluding chords of the etude.
He lets his hands linger on the keys until the last
overtones fade, then he removes them to his lap.

After a brief silence:

CATHERINE
That was beautiful, Robert. I'm
surprised...

BOBBY
Thank you.

CATHERINE
I was really very moved by the way
you...

Unable to keep up the "serious" musician pose, a
brief, derisive laugh issues from him.

CATHERINE (CONT'D)
Is that funny?

BOBBY
It wasn't supposed to be, it just
struck me that way.

CATHERINE
Why?

BOBBY
Nothing. It's just that... I picked
the easiest piece I could remember.
I think I first played it when I
was 8 years old and I played it
better then.

CATHERINE
It doesn't matter. It was the
feeling I was affected by.

BOBBY
I didn't have any.

CATHERINE
You had no inner feeling?

BOBBY
None.

CATHERINE



Then I must have been supplying it.

She gets up and crosses toward the settee.

BOBBY
Wait...

CATHERINE
Well, at least you're accomplished
at something...

BOBBY
What?

CATHERINE
At being a fake.

And as she picks up the flowers and the shopping
bag:

BOBBY
Catherine...

CATHERINE
No, you're very good at it. I'm
really impressed.

She goes out the door.

Bobby looks down at the keyboard. He closes the
cover and softly utters:

BOBBY
Shit.

INT. CATHERINE'S BEDROOM - DAY

She stands in front of a dresser mirror, pinning up
her hair, preparatory to taking a bath. Her
attention is drawn to...

... Bobby entering, and as he crosses to her, she
quickly turns back to the mirror.

BOBBY
You think I'm a fake.

CATHERINE
I think it's what you think.

BOBBY
No, it isn't what I think.

CATHERINE
Look... You made a very calculated
move, and then made me feel
embarrassed for responding to you.
That wasn't necessary.

She moves away from him and he follows her.

BOBBY
Yes, it was. You've made it clear
that if I can cut a little piano, I
might get a little response.

CATHERINE
(stops and turns to him)

I don't think that's accurate...

BOBBY
Up to now, what I've been getting
from you are meaningful looks over
the dinner table and a lot of vague
suggestions about the day after
tomorrow...

CATHERINE
I'm not conscious of having given
you any meaningful looks. And as
for the day after tomorrow, this is
the day after tomorrow, and I am,
unfortunately, seeing you... Now if
you'll excuse me, I'd like to take
a bath.

She moves back to the dresser and as she begins
searching through an array of bath oils on top of



it, Bobby steps in beside her.

BOBBY
It's convenient to fake looking for
something right now, isn't it?

CATHERINE
I'm not faking anything. I'm
looking for some bath oil...

BOBBY
Some bath oil?

He lifts up one of the bottles.

BOBBY (CONT'D)
What about this one?

(picking up another)
Or this one?

(and another)
How about some jasmine?

(and another)
What about some musk?

CATHFRINE
What are you doing!

BOBBY
(knocking the bottles
over)

What are you doing, screwing around
with this crap?!

A little intimidated by his aggressivity:

CATHERINE
I don't find your language that
charming.

BOBBY
It's direct, anyway, which seems to
be difficult for you.

CATHERINE
I'd like you to leave now. Is that
direct enough?

He makes no move to go.

CATHERINE (CONT'D)
You're not a serious person, by
your own admission. And that may be
interesting, but it doesn't
interest me...

Needing the safety of distance, she moves over to
the windows next to the bed. Again, he follows
after her.

BOBBY
Serious, that's what's important to
you?

CATHERINE
Yes, that's what's important to
me...

He takes her by the shoulders...

BOBBY
Okay, let's be serious...

... and forces her onto the bed.

CATHERINE
No, don't do that...

BOBBY
Shut up...

He hesitates for a moment, full of things he wants
to say and cannot. Catherine looks up at him,
uttering a quiet challenge:

CATHERINE
No inner feeling.

BOBBY



That's right.

CATHERINE
I don't believe vou.

He leans down to her, begins kissing her. Her arms
encircle him and laying back on the bed, she pulls
his body onto hers, fervently returning his kisses.
And as he responds with an ardor absent of fakery
and full of a lifetime of derelict feelings, a FADE
OVER BEGINS, to:

INT. CATHERINE'S BEDROOM - DAY

Catherine and Bobby lie side by side. He watches
her as she addresses the ceiling:

CATHERINE
I married him when I was 17. He was
a cellist, and I thought he was the
most brilliant man I'd ever met...
And I'm sure he was, because at
that age, I hadn't met that many...
But he was insidious, you know. He
had me convinced that I was a
mediocrity, musically, as a woman,
as an intellect. But in this
completely imperceptible, pleasant
way, so that you weren't even sure
he was doing it. Anyway, I just
woke up one morning and I said, you
know something Joseph, you're full
of beans, and I left him...

BOBBY
That's what you said?

CATHERINE
Something witty and devastating
like that.

She moves onto her side, looking over at him.

CATHERINE (CONT'D)
As a matter of fact, he's the one
who introduced me to Carl...

(a pause, then:)
How are you?

BOBBY
I'm fine.

CATHERINE
Carl restored my confidence. He
really did. He's much more
substantial than you give him
credit for.

BOBBY
Is he?

CATHERINE
Yes.

She reaches over, tentatively caressing his face,
then:

CATHERINE (CONT'D)
Do you think you could discreetly
move across the hall now?

BOBBY
Yeah, I think I could.

He kisses her, gets up and crosses to the door, and
as he opens it:

CATHERINE
Robert?

BOBBY
What?

CATHERINE
I could spend some time with you
tomorrow morning, before Carl comes
back, I mean, if you'd like to.



BOBBY
Of course I'd like to.


