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Dear Ken, 

I hope your Carribean cruise was a gas. As and when 
you should ever decide to try a IlHarold Robbins-type" novel, 
you now should have, I hope, plenty of good material. In 
any event, when next we speak, I trust you'll have some 
juicy gossip. 

The screenplay is good. What you have succeeded in 
doing -- which isn't easy -- is to dramatize as many of the 
highlights and turning points of the novel as could 
conceivably fit into a two-hour film. The work to be 
accomplished now is largely a matter of details and fine 
points. 

As I see it, there are two main orders of business. 

First, as you go back through it, I think you need to 
ask yourself in every instance what is going on emotionally 
within and between the characters? Then, if you yourself 
are satisfied that the emotions which you think should be at 
play in the scene are indeed embedded in the lines, you then 
have to ask yourself, is this clear only to you, or is it 
equally clear to an actor and a director? My sense is that 
in some scenes this emotional component is weak or missing, 
and in others it's there, but it's apparent to you the 
author and hasn't been made as clear as it could be to 
readers less familiar with the material. 

This second piece of advice may strike you a bit 
strange, since I imagine it's not anything you've ever done 
before; but you are now writing for actors and not for 
readers; and in order to be fully effective, I strongly 
urge you or maybe you and Barbara together to read aloud all 
the dialogue. A great deal of it is terrific exactly as it 
is; but I am certain that as and when you do this, you are 
going to find that some of your lines may feel too brief, 
others a bit too complicated in their construction for an 
actor easily to speak, and as you do this too, you'll have 
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an opportunity to assess this Whole question of emotion 
which I referred to above. 

I am sending back with this letter a number of 
notations which I made right on the pages of the screenplay; 
and these mayor may not be helpful to you; but they were 
my thoughts as I was reading. 

Perhaps missing from the chase sequence are the larger 
stakes. You might want to consider putting in a phone call, 
a message, maybe even a little scene to show us What great 
pressure Anatoly is under. At the moment he appears to be 
entirely self~otivated. Nor does he ever mention the fact 
that if Ellis gets away, this could really hurt the Russians 
in Afghanistan. In other words, we have no sense that he 
knows that Ellis has succeeded in unifying the rebels. And 
similarly I think at some point Ellis has to say a word to 
Jane that they have to escape, not only for themselves, but 
also for these desperate and persecuted Afghan people. As 
you have it, their survival seans purely a personal issue; 
and that's probably 99% of What it should be, but I do think 
we need that other 1% in there somewhere. 

The film would benefit a great deal, I think, if you 
could put in some humour to alleviate from time to time the 
extreme tension of the chase. As long as you have Mohammed 
around, maybe you could work in some sort of kidding around 
routine with him, either between him and Ellis or him and 
Jane; and then your other principal opportunity, it seems 
to me, is Halam who is in one sense distressing and 
dangerous, but at the same time potentially funny. Another 
possibility could be in the relationship and in the dialogue 
between Anatoly and Jean-Pierre. Perhaps Jean-Pierre could 
be a bit more hysterical than you now have him, with Anatoly 
maybe having to treat him somewhat like a child? 

Ken, I hope you'll find all this helpful; and give me 
a call if you'd like to chew any of it over with me. 

Love,
i1
'f ~ 1,~ , 

Al 

P.S. I enclose an article about Ross Perot and General 
Motors which you'll find amusing. After I read it, I saw 
another small piece which I neglected to save for you; but 
the esssence of it was that General Motors is now trying to 
sell E.D.S., mainly I gather because Ross is too much of a 
thom in their side. Apparently General Motors tried to 
make a deal with A.T.& To; but A.T.& T. was not interested 
in buying E.D.S. -- probably for the same reason! 
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LIE 	 DOWN WITH LIONS 

l~ INT. Ellis's apartment 	 DAY 

This is a single room with a bed, a small table, a 
hotplate for cooking, and a large cheap bookcase up 
against one wall. It is eVidently a man's room but 
otherwise it is characterless - no personal photos, 
souvenirs, etc. 

JANE comes in, letting herself in with a key. She 
is a very attractive woman in her early twenties and 
she is dressed in funky clothes. 

She 	 begins to lay the table for two. She puts out 
some 	 mismatched crockery and battered knives and 
forks. She seems very happy. 

All 	of this takes place in silence. 

\ 

·~r:l.q1.\J \2. 	 EXT. A Paris street DAY 

The 	 street is noisy and busy with tra ic and people. 

JEAN-PIERRE is running along the street. He is a 
strikingly handsome man of about twenty-five. He 
wears a suit and tie (so we know he is not running 
for exercise). He is in a hurry but not panicking. 
He runs strongly, pacing himself for a distance. 

People look at him with idle curiosity as he runs by. 

3. INT. Ellis's apartment 	 DAY 

Silence again as we return to JANE. She puts a 
bowl 	 of salad on the table and opens a bottle of 
red 	wine. 

JJ,-/ ~.; ..J, J. // JI Ie. 'f'~ t... i. 1../ # ~ .. it c. '-f{ C. j., 00 ~ 
(A ,1 ..,-i.,. +LU... ) e..J,('"f"1If. J 'Je.: ')Io-:...-c.. VI,... ~ I c·tP ~ "". 

4. 	 EXT. Another Paris street AY 

ANOTHER SHOT of JEAN-PIERRE running. Behind him 
we can see a car driven by a BIG MAN. We realise 
that the car is following Jean-Pierre. 
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5. INT. Ellis's apartment DAY 

The table is ready. JANE picks up the newspaper, 
lies on the bed, spreads the paper open and begins 
to read. (j 7 

f# () v (; 11.)<:. ~ I 
c.~/j ill, ";;/1 '-ft..t'. 

K u , ¥ +.... ~,~ i. 
6. EXT. Ellis's strlet1 DAY 

JEAN-PIERRE runs then stops at the entrance 
to a'building. 

He glances back and checks that the car driven 
by the BIG MAN is still with him. 

He looks up at a second-floor window. 

_t ije e~ters the building. J 
J~ -14, '( ,,"", ..J" J (. t,t~e... ..... t,. 4 

( $I "", '- /f( C" .,,- I. l. 
7. INT. Ellis's apartment DAY 

JANE is still lying on the bed reading. There 
is a KNOCK at the door. She registers puzzlement. 
She goes to the door and opens it. 

It is JEAN-PIERRE. He is breathing hard after running. 

She is surprised. 

He steps inside and bends down to kiss her. She ,.
offers her cheek. He kisses her lips. She 
pushes him away gently but firmly. 

JEAN-PIERRE 
Ellis isn't here? 

JANE 
Would you kiss me like that if 
Ellis was here? 

Jean-Pierre registers annoyance. He sits down, 
still breathing hard. Jane looks at him 
with tolerant amusement. 

JANE 
Does kissing usually have this effect 
on you? 
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JEAN-PIERRE 
I've been running. (A breath.) 
When will Ellis be back? 

Jane steps to the window and glances out while 

JANE 
Any minute now. 

CUT to her POV 

8. EXT. Ellis's street 	 DAY 

Across the street the BIG MAN 
the wing of his car reading a 

is leaning against 
French newspaper. 

9. INT. Ellis's apartment DAY 

JEAN-PIERRE 
I need to have a serious talk with 
you. 

JANE 	 '7"""~ t (. j ... " .~ 
(Still flip) We had ~Ol.-t.it, three da~s d:4/cj4c.. 
ago, remember? You asked me to ,i (I' (
leave Ell is and..,Bo with you to ..,... ~'.Av, t 

......	Afghanistan. Not many girls could he- I.: A. j"t- <VJl...
resist such a tempting offer, but - r ~.';~ 

'-t.---~., '- <¥'
4,1 L-e-("{; e.- L.JEAN-PIERRE 	 1 

Please. (A beat.) I've discovered 
something terrible about Ellis. 

Jane looks sceptical. She picks up the wine bottle. 

JANE 

Would you like some of his wine? 


Jean-Pierre shakes his head. 

JANE 
Are you rehearsing for life in 
a Muslim country? 
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JEAN-PIERRE 
Oh, no. What happened? 

JANE 
The bastard hit me with his stick. 

JEAN-PIERRE 

What did you do? 


_-~-".y;:lAUlNhWE--. -r... 
~at the shit out~ 

JEAN-PIERRE 
(Displeased) What are you talking 
about? 

JANE 
Well, I knocked him down, 
anyway. 

JEAN-PIERRE 
Oh, God, did you have to? 

JANE 
(Flaring) He hit me with a stick! 

JEAN-PIERRE 
There'll be hell to pay. 

Jane pauses, looking at him. His attitude pisses her 
off. Then a look of resignation passes over her face 
and she continues 

JANE 
I don!t think so. If he makes a 
fuss, everybody will find out that 
a woman fought with him and got the 
better of him. He'd never live it 
down. You know how the men make 
fun of a coward. 

JEAN-PIERRE 
I hope you're right. (A beat.) 
I must go - I've got to hold a 
clinic on the other side of the 
mountain tomorrow morning. 

JANE 
My back hurts. Do you think 
I might be going into labour? 
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JEAN-PIERRE 
(briskly) 

No. You've got another six weeks 
to go. 

He begins to put instruments into his medical bag. 

JANE 
Rabia. thinks I'm further on. 

JEAN-PIERRE 
(scornful) 

The village midwife? 

JANE 
She says I'm in my thirty-eighth 
week 

JEAN-PIERRE 
I'm surprised she can count to 
thirty-eight. 

JANE 
I wish you'd stay here tonight. 

JEAN-PIERRE 
You're not in labour. Stop worrying. 

JANE 
(forceful) 

I want you to deliver our baby_ 

JEAN-PIERRE 
I will. 

) 
)~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~. 

~ ~ . ~vdtWJ ~ "-t¥\A._ 

(go to p18A) 

c. 
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~ tI 
29. 

Rabia gives her the baby as she says 


RABIA 

Yes. Yes, she is normal. 


Jane puts the baby to her breast. 


JANE 

A girl.. 


Jane has never been so tired, never been so happy. 


Rabia and Zahara look at the mother and child. Rabia 

looks quietly satisfied. Zahara is beaming with pride 

and pleasure. 


JANE 

Her name is Chantal. 


Zahara gets Jane a glass of water. Jane sips. 


JANE 

Tastes good. 


Hold on mother and child, then slowly DISSOLVE TO BLACK 

I and FAD,E IN - ~. I -; - f. b.. 


~l-t.c./..-7 ,~ '"k. ~~",-"$l,, -' (/ 

'f~• ... l ~ "f'{:.; ./ c. e "1.. c...
INT. A bombed house NIGHT 

It is dark, but a little moonlight comes thorugh a big 
holcf..in the wall, and we can SEE JEAN-PIERRE cautiously 
picking his way through the rubble, peering into the dark. 

Suddenly there is the CLICK of a flashlight and the 
beam shines on Jean-Pierre's face. He is startled but 
recovers immediately. 

The flashlight is the type that has a .dome light as well 
as a beam. Now there is another CLICK as the dome light 
is switched on, dimly illuminating the whole scene. 

The man with the light is sitting on the ground. 
He is dressed in a homespun coat with a hood. He is 
dark-skinned, with a beard and moustache. He looks 
like an Afghan - until he pushes back the hood to reveal 
a close-cropped military haircut which makes him look 
totally European. He speaks with a Russian accent. 
This is ANATOLY. 
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Anatoly is Jean-Pierre's boss, but both of them know 
that Anatoly cannot really control Jean-Pierre, so 
their relationship is one of uneasy equality. 

Jean-Pierre sits on the ground facing Anatoly. 

The light is between them. 


JP. 
ANATOLY 

(trying to be warm) 
JP ~My friend. What news? 

JEAN-PIERRE rvJI.(, "Jr 
(businesslike) 

Another group left for Pakistan 
four days ago. 

ANATOLY 
(hearty) 

They are running out of 
bullets! 

JEAN-PIERRE 
(level) 

They're desperate. 

ANATOLY 
Good. 

JEAN-PIERRE 
(getting down to business) 

It will take them about two 
J , weeks t9 ge t to Pesh::[ar/./ , . .( ~I v R h (.. II "'« "'""J t"')...Jf ~ ., '1. ~ , ~ e. "..s -1D e,,"" L /,' I 

...... ,- t( ....... '\,. .". .... /
'-f 4.... 'r" l' :;.~ lit.. I ~ .... J ..; 4c... tf'1A ,'t' , _ .... :.1 


" .. jl '-I ,';i K;II...... \. '-t.- :11 ~ 4-,. .(.


30. INT./EXT. A streetUin Peshawar DAY 

This is a busy, colourful scene. All kinds of goods 
are on display in a row of open-fronted, dirt-floor 
shops on a market square. People are arguing, bargaining, 
calling their wares and shouting greetings to one another. 

CLOSER. In one of the shops a guerilla, AHMED GUL, 
sits at a table. Opposite him is the DEALER. On the 
table between them is a Kalashnikov rifle, and 
they appear to be arguing about it. At the back of 
the shop we see crates of guns and ammuntion stacked 
up to the ceiling - so much weaponry it is almost funny. 

Also IN SHOT, a furtive-looking man examines the goods 
on display next door, glancing from time to time at 
Ahmed. Let us call this man the SNOOP. 
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SHER KADOR comes out from behiqd his rock. The boy is 
unharmed. 

Old SHAHAZAI gets to his feet. 

Two more GUERILLAS who have' been playing the same trick 
get up. 

SHAHAZAI looks at AHMED. AHMED is unconscious but alive. 

SHAHAZAI looks around. He finds two more wounded 
GUERILLAS. Both are able to walk. 

The survivors gather around AHMED. SHAHAZAI picks 
AHMED up, puts him across his shoulder, and starts 
to walk. A -;

/Y ....... ,c,/.- """"'(JIo(.-"'1.,'k.5 0 '7
I 

" 9\.vY\.-.A •After a moment, the others follow. 


DISSOLVE TO 

33. INT Jane's house DAY 

It is evening. 


CLOSE on CHANTAL who is now a month old. 

PULL BACK to reveal JANE holding her, sitting on 

the floor. With her is ZAHARA who is pounding 

chickpeas into paste using a mortar-and-pestle. 


ZAHARA 
It's true, what you say - that 
a woman should not have a baby 
every year. 

JANE 
You can't feed your babies 
properly if you're always 
pregnant. 

ZAHARA 
One every two years is best. 

JANE 
Do you remember which days 
are the fertile days? 
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JEAN-PIERRE 
I told him you'd stop. 

JANE 
(sounding dangerous) 

Stop what? 

JEAN-PIERRE 
Telling them how to avoid 
pregnancy. 

JANE 
(taut) 

I don't tell them how to avoid 
it, I tell them how to control 
it. Some of them want to get 
pregnant and can't - I tell 
them the best time to try. 

JEAN-PIERRE 
If you keep offending the mullah 
it could create big problems. 

JANE 
We'll just have to take that risk. 

JEAN-PIERRE 
(a note of panic) 

We might be sent home! 

JANE 
(sardonic) 

How terrible. 

JEAN-PIERRE 
But my work here ... Why are 
you so stubborn? 

JANE 
Because there's only one thing 
we can give them, really, "and 
that's information. It's all 
very well to patch their wounds 
and give them drugs, but they 
will never have enough doctors or 
enough drugs. Teaching them basic 
health care will help them 
permanently. 

We can faintly HEAR VOICES coming from outside. The 
volume rises gradually while 

y4t.--..,,, ~ .[, ""'\ (.. -,......"", ....,)- " "" \.C.

.r L}~ 


I '- ( h~_~_ v.. 
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37. The Cobak Valley 

A harshly beautiful landscape. 
are almost bare. In the valley 
steam tqples over rocks. A few 
the sparse vegetation. 

The rocky hillsides 
bottom, a flashing 
thin sheep graze 

Near the stream is a stone bothy, a one-room hut, very 
crude, built by nomads for travellers to sleep in. 

JEAN-PIERRE approaches the bothy leading a loaded pony. 
He ties the pony to a bush and enters the bothy. 

37 

DAY 

38. INT. Stone bothy 

ANATOLY is there. He is dressed as before with his 
hood pushed back. 

JEAN-PIERRE comes in. They shake hands. 

ANATOLY 
How are you, my friend? 

JEAN-PIERRE 
Well. 

They sit on the floor. 

ANATOLY 
And your wife? 

DAY 

39. EXT. A mountain trail DAY 

JANE is hurrying along the trail. She half-walks, 
half-runs. She is in a real hurry, but she is not 
sprinting because she has a long distance to cover. 

j..Io...... W\;o""tf "'<e. );('''''0..... "",,{t., 
-I, Y:"t-J 4;,-: 

40. INT. Stone bothy DAY 

JEAN-PIERRE 
(mistrustful) 

Why do you always ask me about her? 
































































