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NOTE: This script was written May-June, 2010, prior to the debut
of Season Four of Mad Men.

The story takes place immediately following the final episode of
Season Three, in which Don Draper's wife informed him of her
decision to divorce him and Draper's agency was sold to McCann-
Erickson, precipitating Don and his co-workers' bold move to form
their own start-up agency operating out of a hotel room.

HISTORICAL NOTE: The manner in which Rod Serling speaks differs
from his on-screen vocabulary, notably in terms of profanity.
This is derived from never-broadcast candid recordings of Serling.

A NOTE AS TO LOGISTICS: Various locales in this story have been
chosen for period verisimilitude (Tavern on the Green, the Ritz

Carlton, Cedar Tavern). Naturally, in the case of a real shoot,
these could be adjusted to more generic settings to accommodate

budget requirements.




MAD MEN

“Walking Distance”

EXT. NEW YORK RESIDENTIAL STREET - NIGHT
A SCREAM in the night.

ECHOING off the brownstones to silence.

No one stirs. Snow glints in the moonlight.

INT. PEGGY OLSON'’'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

She sleeps, unaware.

INT. DON DRAPER’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Dark, two figures screwing hot and heavy,
finish, panting.

WOMAN
God, you’re fantastic.

DON runs a hand through his tousled hair,

DON
Your money’s on the table.

She drops the act, climbs out of bed.

INT. PIERRE HOTEL ROOM - DAY

woman on top.

expressionless.

They

Room 435, the ad hoc office of the new Sterling Cooper Draper
Pryce. Morning, and BERT COOPER, JOAN HARRIS, LANE PRYCE and
Peggy are busy at work. ROGER STERLING bustles in, wearing

an overcoat.

ROGER

Jesus, it’'s the end of March and

still winter. I feel like I’'ve
been cold forever.

He moves to peer out the window.

ROGER (CONT’D)

I don’t even have the blues, I have
the grays. Gray sky, gray build-

ings, pavements.
(MORE)



ROGER (CONT'D)
If it stormed, I could at least

play at being a goocd sport.

COOPER
You’re in a cheery mood.

PETE CAMPBELL enters holding a copy of Variety.

PETE
Morning all, I bring glad tidings.

ROGER
And here’s the Hallmark Christmas
card. It’s March already!

PETE
You know how we’ve been looking to
stick it to McCann-Erickson and put
ourselves on the map?

LANE
I believe absconding with thirty-
two million dollars worth of their
clients was a respectable opening
salvo.

PETE
We’ve hit them in the pocket book.
Now let’s go for the throcat.
(waves paper, tantalizing)
Variety, the weekly edition.

ROGER
I'm more of a Wall Street Journal,
New Yorker man.

LANE
They have a word for that.

ROGER
Intellectual? Prosperous?

LANE
Provincial.

PETE
There's this thing called the West
Coast, it's on the other side of
the country.

ROGER
Is there a point here?



PETE
(tosses Variety)
Twilight Zone's been cancelled.

ROGER
You’re kidding!
(beat)
So?
COOPER
(getting it)

That was McCann's show. Johnson
and Johnson, Kimberly Clark,
General Focds.

PETE
(nods)
Rod Serling's in town to meet with
Tom Moore at ABC, see if they'll
pick up the show.

LANE
(thinking)
Serling's under contract to McCann
for all their commercials. But
with TWILIGHT ZONE gone there might
be opportunity...

PETE
His agent’s Alden Schwimmer.

COOPER
It’s a fair bet he won’t be open to
considering us against a powerhouse
like McCann.

PEGGY
I don't understand, why is Rod
Serling important?

LANE

He's a rara avis, my dear. Univers-

ally liked, trusted, lauded wher-
ever he goes --

PETE
He's like Walter Cronkite -- only
Cronkite isn't hawking Chester-
fields.



COOPER
We could plug him into anywhere we
need a touch of class. Underarm
deodorant, mosquitc repellent...

EXT.PIERRE HOTEL - DAY

Don’s heading for the entrance. SUZANNE FARRELL rushes up to
him.

SUZANNE
Don.

DON
Shouldn’t you be at school?

SUZANNE
Mrs. Tarcher is covering for me.
You haven’t taken my calls,
answered my letters. I had to

come.
DON

Suzanne --
SUZANNE

Don... everyone’s heard. We know

you’'re getting a divorce.
Don’s eyes evade.

SUZANNE (CONT’D)
I see your wife, she brings Bobby
and Sally to school. She smiles at
me, everything seems the same,
but...

Her eyes glisten with tears.
SUZANNE (CONT’D)

I can’t sleep, I worry all the
time, that maybe this was my fault,

mavbe I--
DON
It had nothing to do with you. She
didn’t find out... about us.
SUZANNE
(perplexed)

Then what...?



DON
I'm freezing out here.

He turns toward the building. She grabs his wrist.

SUZANNE
Don. I still want you. Want us.

He brings his eyes back to her, with no warmth.

DON
I don’‘t live there anymore... It’s
not convenient.

SUZANNE
Convenient?

DON
I've got work to do.

He enters the building, leaving her standing in the snow.

INT. PIERRE HOTEL - DAY
Cooper, Roger, Pete and Peqggy continuing to strategize.

ROGER
We go to Alden, we'll be shot out
of the water.

COOPER
But Rod's here in Manhattan, and if
someone happens to bump into the
man himself at the--?

PETE
(checking Variety)
Ritz Carlton.

COOPER
Ritz Carlton, and romances him just
right...

PETE

So who’s got the vibrating fingers?

COOPER
I'm not the jet-setting type.

ROGER
Rod’s a man of the people...



PETE
So that rules you out.

LANE
(to Pete)
And somehow, I doubt you’d have the
proper finesse.

PEGGY
(eager)
I could do it.

PETE
Please. He’s used to starlets.

COOPER
(to Lane)
And being British, you have a four-
iron stuck up your keister.

LANE
We need a master of charm to
beguile him. A snake hypnotizing a
rabbit.

Don enters, late as usual. 2ll eye him knowingly.

DON
What‘’d I miss?

ROGER
Rod Serling, the Twilight Zone guy?
He’s doing a brief swim off our
shores -- and guess who just got
elected to reel him in.

DON
Twilight Zone? I’ve never watched
it.

PETE
That’s a propitious beginning...

COOPER
You should bone up.

DON
It's not exactly like you can watch
a TV show any time you want.

PEGGY
There's one on tonight at ten.
CBS.



DON
I know the network.

PETE
I've got a friend at Viacom.
(off Don’s confusion)
The syndication arm of CBS.

COOPER
At least until the courts force
them to divest.

PETE
Maybe he can send some sixteen-
millimeter prints.

ROGER
Get on it.

INT. MID-PRICE HOTEL ROOM - DAY

Lunch time, post-coital with Duck. Peggy loocks distant.
Duck’s breathing hard, sated.

DUCK
I think I saw the Virgin Mary on
that one...

She c¢limbs out of bed, pulling on clothes.

PEGGY
Let’s do something.

DUCK
I thought we just did.

PEGGY
No, I mean tonight.

She grabs the New York Times off the dresser, scans the
events section.

PEGGY (CONT'D)
The New York Woodwind Quintet’s
performing... Judy Collins’ at the
Town Hall... John Vaccaro’s
reciting at the Poet’s Theatre...

Duck starts dressing.



DUCK
(dismissively)
Entertainments... As you get older,
vou find repetition doesn’t add
luster. It just becomes a bore.

PEGGY
(off the bed)
Then why do this over and over?

DUCK
It reminds me I'm alive.

PEGGY
You need to be reminded?

DUCK
(off the Times)
I don’t see why you’d want to do
any of that.

She scrutinizes him.

PEGGY
I don‘t see why you wouldn’t.

Dressed, she opens the door and exits.

INT. DON DRAPER’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Don sits smoking and drinking in his T-shirt in darkness in
front of the TV, watching a scene from the Twilight Zone
episode “The Bewitchin' Pool.”

Onscreen, a bitchy MOTHER and FATHER face JEB and SPORT,
their son and daughter, beside their expensive swimming pool.

MOTHER (ON TV)
Children, your father and I are
going to divorce.

Don sits up, surprised. Generally this is a subject not
talked about on television, taboo.

MOTHER (ON TV) (CONT’D)
Now, if you don’t know what that
means, well it means that he’'s
going to live in one place and I'm
going to live in another -- just as
far away as we can get.



FATHER (ON TV)
And what we want to know from you
kids is do you want to live with me
or do you want to live with her?

SPORT
We don’t have to stay with neither
one o’ va! C’mon, Jeb!

The kids dive intoc the pocl -- and disappear. Their parents
are frantic. WHIP PAN on the TV to ROD SERLING.

SERLING (ON TV)
A swimming pool not unlike any
other pool, a structure built of
tile and cement and money... But to
Jeb and Sport Sharewood, this pool
holds mysteries not dreamed of by
the building contractor...

Don takes a drag on the cigarette, a red point in the
darkness.

This is all hitting too close to home. He rises, reaches for
his shirt.

INT. HOTEL BAR - NIGHT

Dimly lit. Don sits at one end of the bar, drinking alone.
At the other end sits AGNES, past her prime but well
assembled. Don glances her way.

AGNES
It’s dark in here or you wouldn’t
even be weighing the possibility.
I'm too old for you. Hell, I'm too
old for myself.

She studies him.

AGNES (CONT’D)
Divorced, huh? And newly-minted.

DON
How’d you know?

AGNES
You’re playing with your ring
finger and there’s no ring...
Slide on over. We can at least
have a conversation.



He joins her, extends a hand.

Don looks

DON
Don Draper.

AGNES
Agnes Wainwright. How long?

DON

Let’s just say I'm still licking my

wounds.

AGNES
Helpful hint: when picking up
women don’t refer to your ex as a
bitch, it’s a real turn-off.

DON
I'll keep that in mind.

AGNES
Kids?

DON
Three.

AGNES

S0 she gets the house in Connecti-
cut and the offspring, while you
pay through the nose and live in a
fourth-floor walk-up.

DON
Something like that.

AGNES
Let me guess -- you thought you’d
feel liberated, like the Goodyear
blimp released from its tether.
Instead you just feel marconed.

away, doesn’t want to discuss it.

AGNES (CONT'D)

Come on, we’re never going to see
each other again, think how
liberating that is... You ever
lived in the city before?

DON
Not for a long time... and it’s
different now. Sordid and shabby
and sad.

10.



11.

AGNES
You talking about New York or your
life?

DON

I take it you’re on the other side
of the equation.

AGNES

I got the furs and jewels and the
house that echoes.

(leans in close)
Here’s the thing about this whole
ghastly experience -- there’s no
more “they’ll do it,” nothing on
automatic, you have to be mindful
of everything. The laundry, the
food, the kids -- you got
visitation?

DON
Weekends.

AGNES
(nods)
Have to book time to see them,
figure out what to do with them
when they’re there... But worst of
all is the time by yourself...

She’s looking beyond him, to a place dark and private and all
her own.

AGNES (CONT'D)
You don’t want to see anyone, do
anything. You’re a walking mass of
scar tissue... The nights are
endless, and you try to f£ill the
silence but it won’t fill. What’s
inside you is bigger than what'’s
outside... and it’s empty.

She comes around, covers with a laugh.
AGNES (CONT’D)
Jesus, Mary and Joseph -- make some
friends, join a bowling league,
rise up and brush off the ashes.

Don takes a swig of his drink, recovers a bit of his bravado.



12.

DON
What makes you think any of that is
me?

AGNES
It’s Friday night... and here you
are.

EXT. BETTY DRAPER’S HOUSE - DAY

Weekend morning. Don emerges from his Cadillac, walks to the
front door. Before he gets there Betty opens it, revealing
herself and BOBBY, who’s bundled up and ready to go.

DON
Where’s Sally?

BETTY
(to Bobby)
Stay here.

She takes Don aside.

BETTY (CONT'D)
Whenever they’re with either of us
lately they’re clumped together
like Siamese twins. I thought
maybe if you took Bobby for the day
and I took Sally, they’d feel --

DON
Valued.
BETTY
Yes.
DON
(nods)

How you doing, Bets?

BETTY
Good.
(not wanting to say more)
So. TI’'1ll take Sally to the beauty
parlor and you can have some time
in the city man-to-man. Then you
can have them both next weekend.

EXT. CITY STREET - DAY

Don walking along as Bobby chatters.



13.

BOBBY
Mommy and Henry are gonna send us
to summer camp in the summer and we
got to meet the counselors and they
asked us if we had nicknames and I
said, “Everybody calls me Chip.”

DON
Nobody calls you Chip.

BOBBY
I know, but I’'ve always wanted them
to. Did you ever go to camp, Dad?

DON
No.

BOBBY
Did you have a nickname as a kid?

Don weighs it, then:
DON
No.
INT. SODA FOUNTAIN - DAY

Bobby slurps on a root beer float. Don joins him with a
paper.

DON
Here we go, let’s see what’s
playving... The Incredible Mister
Limpet... Flipper... Alakazam the
Great...

BOBBY

They all sound great!

DON
Jesus.
(decides, rising)
Let’s see something we’ll both
enjoy.

INT. MOVIE THEATER - DAY

Don and Bobby watching Dr. Strangelove, Don engaged, munching
popcorn, Bobby bored out of his mind.




DR. STRANGELOVE
(onscreen)
Mein Fuhrer, I can walk!

INT. TAVERN ON THE GREEN - NIGHT

An early dinner. Peggy sits eating with her mother,
KATHERINE OLSON.

PEGGY
So, did you like it?

KATHERINE OLSON
She was a tramp.

PEGGY
Ma, you’re talking about Fanny
Brice.

KATHERINE OLSON
The way she chased after that
gambler, they think that’s
appropriate to put in a Broadway
musical? And it wasn’t funny
enough to call it Funny Girl.

PEGGY
How’s your chicken?

KATHERINE OLSON
I've had better.

PEGGY
I'm glad you could come into the
city.

KATHERINE OLSON
You know, you’re inviting disaster
living the way you do.

PEGGY
Could we not have this
conversation?

KATHERINE OLSON
You see that article in the Times
the other day about that girl who
got murdered, Kitty Genovese?

PEGGY
I saw it, Ma.

14.












































































































