




JACK
Stop calling me an idiot.

LEE
They’re going send me to jail. Worse. The 
pillory.

(beat)
I’d kill myself first.

(beat)
You can’t do it anymore.

JACK
We can’t stop now. 

LEE
Everyone is on high alert. 

(beat)
I’ll never pay that schmuck off!

JACK
(beat)

Maybe you should steal more real ones, 
like you did at first. And I’ll sell 
them. 

LEE
Finding those was a fluke.

JACK
Where do the real letters go? Who has 
those?

LEE
Archives. Museums. And you need proof 
that you’re researching something. They 
don’t just let anyone in.

JACK
You can get into archives. You’re a 
famous writer. You could steal those 
letters, copy them, replace your copies 
and sell the originals.

Lee looks at him, like “where did all this come from?”

JACK (CONT’D)
In my sticky finger days I would find the 
thing I wanted, and it could only be 
things that came in boxes - like 
toothpaste, and I’d shop for a while with 
it in my basket. 

CONTINUED:113 113
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Then, when no one was paying attention 
I’d take the toothpaste out of the box, 
slip it in my pocket and put my used one 
in the box. 

(beat)
If they’re suspicious they come back to 
the shelf and see nothing is missing. 

INT. LEE’S APARTMENT - ANOTHER DAY114 114

Lee is crouching down, looking at her cat under the couch.

LEE
You be a good girl.

Jack comes into the room.

JACK
He’ll be fine.

LEE
She. It’s a SHE. She’s old. And she 
better be fine.

JACK
Just let me come with you. You gave her 
enough food for a month!

LEE
I need you here. She needs the pills.

JACK
But it was my idea!

LEE
Oh come on, you know you like the idea of 
actually living somewhere for a few days.
Give her fresh water.  And two pills 
twice a day.

JACK
I will.

LEE
The way I showed you? Mixing it in the 
food?

Jack nods. Lee slowly stands up, grabs a packed duffel bag 
and a typewriter.

LEE (CONT’D)
Don’t snoop. And stay out of my bed.

CONTINUED: (2)113 113
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She opens the door and slams it behind her.

INT. LEE’S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS115 115

He walks into her room and promptly flops on her bed. After a 
second, he opens her night table drawer to snoop and shuffles 
through some things before landing on a photograph. 

He lifts it to see - it’s of Lee and another woman, sitting 
at a picnic blanket in the park. 

INT. GREYHOUND BUS - DAY116 116

Lee stares out the window. She is a ball of nerves. Seated 
next to her, a WOMAN is crying softly. Lee notices, not sure 
what to do. After a moment she reaches into her bag and puts 
on her headphones and turns on her radio.

INT. TWELVETREES BOOKSELLER - DAY117 117

FBI AGENT, SOLANAS 40s, stands with Anna. She’s showing him 
the Flannery O’Connor.

ANNA
I told him I had to have it 
authenticated. He seemed pretty nervous.

AGENT SOLANAS
Do you mind if I keep it?

ANNA
Of course not. 

(beat)
Do you think he knew it was fake?

AGENT SOLANAS
I’m not sure. But he might be working for 
someone who does.  

Anna’s face falls.

ANNA
Lee?

AGENT SOLANAS
If you think you can get her back in 
here, would you be willing to wear a 
wire?

Anna thinks, torn. 

CONTINUED:114 114
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ANNA
I’m sorry.

EXT. YALE UNIVERSITY LIBRARY - DAY118 118

Lee walks through the grand campus.

INT. YALE UNIVERSITY LIBRARY - DAY119 119

A SECURITY GUARD surveys the room, Lee approaches the 
LIBRARIAN behind the counter.

YALE LIBRARIAN
Can I help you? 

LEE
I’m doing an in-depth look at writers and 
alcoholism. Hence - Lillian Hellman. 
Here’s the contract with the publisher.

Lee places a piece of paper in front of the woman. It’s a 
contract that Lee has clearly forged, but it looks real.

LEE (CONT’D)
Since there’s already a great deal 
written about her, I’m interested in the 
more personal, archival material.  Any 
kind of correspondence, journals, diaries 
- would be ideal. 

YALE LIBRARIAN
I’ll give you what we’ve got.

INT. ARMADA BOOK SHOP - DAY120 120

In the back of the shop, Paul stands by as the FBI agent 
Solanas, who is joined by his partner AGENT DOYLE, showing 
him one of the Clara Blandick letters.

AGENT SOLANAS
Look familiar?

PAUL
Yes, I bought this one from her.

AGENT SOLANAS
(re: photo of Jack)

What about this guy? Have you ever bought 
from him?

Of course, Paul recognizes him. 

CONTINUED:117 117
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PAUL
(realizing)

They’re in it together.
(beat)

Right. As soon as I told her she was on 
the ‘no buy’ list, he started coming in.
Such a shame. A smart woman. 

AGENT DOYLE
Sounds like a nut case. 

CONTINUED:120 120
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PAUL
A talented nut case.

AGENT SOLANAS
(rolling his eyes at Doyle)

She fooled every dealer and authenticator 
in New York. She’s smarter than you, you 
idiot.

Doyle looks contrite. 

AGENT SOLANAS (CONT’D)
(to Paul)

Do you think you could get her back in 
here?

PAUL
Oh, I doubt it.

AGENT SOLANAS
What about Jack Hock? Would you be 
willing to wear a wire?

Paul considers.

PAUL
(tickled)

Just like in the movies. I always thought 
I would make an excellent detective.

OMITTED (NOW SCENES 118 & A129)A121 A121

INT. YALE LIBRARY - LATER121 121

Lee sifts through Lillian Hellman’s personal letters, all 
signed by the author. 

She removes a notebook, and while pretending to take notes, 
begins to copy the letters word for word.

Lee turns, feeling like she’s being watched. Sure enough, a 
security guard is eyeing her. She smiles and he looks away.

Lowering her head, she slowly and very carefully tries her 
hand at the signature.

 OMITTED122-123 122-123

INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT124 124

Working on a large glass of scotch, Lee is spread out all 
over the room with a light box, an old manual typewriter and 
many papers on Lillian Hellman. 

CONTINUED: (2)120 120
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Seated at the desk, she is meticulously typing one of two 
Lillian letters on stationary that looks identical to what 
she saw in the library. When she’s finished she practices her 
signature.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - LATER THAT NIGHT125 125

Lee is in bed with another glass of scotch.

She gets under the covers and picks up the motel phone and 
dials. 

MARIE’S VOICE
Hello?

LEE
Oh, hello. Elaine?

MARIE’S VOICE
No.

LEE
Is she there? 

MARIE’S VOICE
No, would you like to leave a message.

LEE
Yes, this is Lee Israel. 

MARIE’S VOICE
(rude)

Oh.

LEE
Who’s this?

MARIE’S VOICE
This is Marie.

LEE
Well, okay Marie, can you please tell her 
I called? Same number. Thank you.

She hangs up, distraught.

INT. LEE’S APARTMENT - NIGHT126 126

Jack is entertaining KURT at Lee’s apartment.  Kurt is 
recklessly searching through her record collection.

CONTINUED:124 124
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KURT
You’ve got good taste. But they’re in 
pretty bad shape. How long have you lived 
here?

JACK
(starting the record)

Oh, forever.

KURT
Ever think about cleaning some of the 
junk out?

JACK
I might for the right man. What’s your 
place like?

Kurt glides around the apartment inspecting it.

KURT
A lot cleaner! What is all this? Why do 
you collect typewriters?

JACK
It’s too complicated to explain. It’s for 
my work. I don’t bring many people to my 
home. It’s my safe space. I’m very 
private. 

Kurt glances at the upended TV set/light box.

KURT
Guess you don’t watch a lot of TV.

JACK
Rots the brain. I don’t believe in it. 
I’m a reader. 

This makes Kurt smile. Jersey the cat wanders over.

KURT
Well hello little kitty! You look like 
death!

CONTINUED:126 126
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JACK
Don’t say that!

KURT
So, what have you got?

Jack goes to his bag and retrieves a joint and a little vial 
of coke. 

JACK
Little coke, little dope and little old 
me.

KURT
Let’s get this party started.

INT. LEE’S BEDROOM - MORNING127 127

Jack and Kurt, under the covers, are asleep in Lee’s bed. 
Jack wakes and drags himself out of bed wearing only his 
boxers, he flings on Lee’s ratty robe. 

INT. LEE’S KITCHEN - MORNING128 128

He opens two capsules and mixes the contents into a bowl of 
food for Jersey, which she eats. 

JACK
Oh thank god.

He goes back to bed.

EXT. YALE UNIVERSITY LIBRARY - DAYA129 A129

Lee walks through the grand campus.

INT. YALE LIBRARY - MORNING - NEXT DAY129 129

The librarian is at the desk.

LEE
Good morning. The Lillian Hellman box I 
was working on yesterday?

YALE LIBRARIAN
Ah yes, a book on drunk authors. Who else 
are you going to be writing about?

LEE
(checking her watch)

You know what, I’ve got to catch a bus.

CONTINUED: (2)126 126
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YALE LIBRARIAN
(put off)

Of course. I’ll get what you need.

OMITTEDA130 A130

INT. YALE LIBRARY - A LITTLE LATER/DAY 130 130

Lee at the table, again going through the Lillian Hellman’s 
papers. As soon as the security guard looks away, Lee 
replaces the original letters with the forgeries.

CONTINUED:129 129
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Slowly, she slips the originals into her tall boot and then 
looks up to find the librarian glaring at her. 

Has she been caught? They both stare. Nobody breathes. Lee 
smiles. Having been previously snubbed, the woman smirks and 
looks away.

Heart pounding, Lee rises, picks up the boxes and heads to 
the counter.

LEE
Here you go! Sorry for the rush. I just 
get overly anxious when I’m traveling.

YALE LIBRARIAN
(softening)

Oh, of course. I do, too.
(beat)

Find what you needed?

LEE
And then some. Thank you for your help.

Lee walks to the exit and is stopped by the guard, who asks 
to look in her large bag. 

The librarian opens the box, suspicious. She stares at the 
papers, not sure if she’s been had.

The security guard is examining Lee’s bag. He sees her lined 
notebook, pens. Some junk. He gestures that she can go.

OMITTED131 131

INT. YALE LIBRARY - HALLWAY - CONTINUOUSA132 A132

Lee exits, sighing with relief. Suddenly the security guard 
emerges and calls after Lee. 

SECURITY GUARD
Excuse me, ma’am? 

Lee freezes, and turns back to him slowly. He approaches her, 
reaching his hand out. 

SECURITY GUARD (CONT’D)
You forgot these.

He hands her a pair of gloves. Lee nods appreciatively.

OMITTED132 132
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INT. GREYHOUND BUS - DAYA133 A133

Lee looks straight ahead, anxious to get home. 

EXT. LEE’S APARTMENT BUILDING - AFTERNOON133 133

Lee walks up to her building with her duffel and typewriter. 
Andrei comes out of the building.

LEE
Hi, Andrei.

ANDREI
Miss Israel. There were two men looking 
for you. They said they were FBI.

LEE
What?!

ANDREI
I told them you weren’t home. They were 
asking all kinds of questions. About what 
you do, what kind of things you write.

(MORE)
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(beat)
I’ve seen all those typewriters in your 
apartment -

LEE
Did you say anything?

ANDREI
No, no. I said nothing. Are you in 
trouble?

LEE
That remains to be seen.

INT. LEE’S APARTMENT - AFTERNOON134 134

She enters and finds the place is an unrecognizable mess. 
Glasses, bottles, records out of their sleeves. 

LEE
Hello? 

No response.  She looks around, increasingly disturbed.

LEE (CONT’D)
Jack? Hello?!

(beat)
Jersey! Mama’s home.  What did he do to 
our home, Jersey? Come on girl.

She glances around and then looks under the couch.

Lee remains there, frozen.  After a beat, she lifts her head 
up and her face crumples. She covers her face in her hands. 

Jack stumbles out of the bedroom, half asleep.

JACK
Oh shit.

He glances behind him nervously. 

JACK (CONT’D)
(loudly whispering)

Alright this looks bad, I know. 

LEE
Get out.

CONTINUED:133 133
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JACK
(re: Kurt, whispering)

I couldn’t resist him, he’s so adorable - 
you have to understand.

LEE
Get out of my house.

JACK
Why? I’ll clean up! 

She throws his jacket and back pack at him. Lee is furious.

LEE
My cat is dead.

JACK
Oh no. I’m so sorry. 

LEE
Out.

Just then Kurt appears from the bedroom.

KURT
Jack? What’s going on? 

LEE
Oh for fuck’s sake. GET OUT OF MY HOUSE.

KURT
Your house?

JACK
Darling, I can explain-

But Kurt is done. Jack is caught between trying to deal with 
Kurt and Lee in the same moment. Lee goes to the front door 
and holds it open, unable to make eye contact with Jack. 
Kurt, grabbing his clothes and shoes, makes his way out, Jack 
reluctantly follows him. 

KURT
This is too fucked up for me.

JACK
(to Lee)

Lee I’m so sorry. It probably just 
happened. It’s not my fault. 

CONTINUED:134 134
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JACK (CONT’D)
I gave her the pills. I did what you told 
me, Lee. 

(beat)
Let me in!

She pulls the dead cat from under the couch. Kneeling by the 
couch, she cradles it in her lap as she cries. 

LEE
(under her breath)

I’m sorry, Jersey. I shouldn’t have left 
you. 

EXT. VETERINARIAN’S OFFICE - DAY135 135

Lee holds a shoe box and walks into the vet’s building. 

INT. VETERINARIAN’S OFFICE - DAY136 136

She walks up to Rachel at the counter.

RACHEL
Hi, Ms. Israel. Is Jersey okay?

Lee can only manage to shake her head.

RACHEL (CONT’D)
Oh. I’m so sorry.

LEE
I don’t have a backyard or anything.

(beat)
I didn’t know what to do with her.

Rachel now sees the box.

RACHEL
Oh, we can take care of that.

Lee hands it to her.

LEE
Okay.

RACHEL
I’m sorry for your loss.

Lee heads for the door.

CONTINUED: (2)134 134
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INT. LEE’S APARTMENT - NIGHT137 137

Lee is in the kitchen, drunk and pacing and dialing the 
phone. 

MARIE’S VOICE
Hello?

LEE
Yes, I’d like to speak to Elaine.

MARIE’S VOICE
Is this Lee?

LEE
Is she there please?

MARIE’S VOICE
Actually she’s -

LEE
(cutting her off)

I just had something of importance to 
tell her. At what time do you expect her 
return?

MARIE’S VOICE
I’m not actually sure. 

(beat)
You’ve got to stop calling here.

LEE
I don’t have to do anything, Marie. I 
just need people to take my calls, 
instead of having some piece of shit tell 
me what I have to do. That’s what I think 
I deserve. 

She slams the phone down. 

INT. JULIUS’ BAR - DAY138 138

At a table, Lee hands Jack a bunch of letters in a folder. 
She is short, averting her eyes. She is all business, cold.

LEE
Let them authenticate all they want. 
They’re real. Don’t settle. 

JACK
Lee - are we going to talk about it? I am 
really sorry.

(CONTINUED)
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She stays the course.

LEE
Did you make an appointment at Armada? 

JACK
Yes. I rang him. He said to come at one.

LEE
All right. Afterward, come right here.

JACK
I’ll do good, you’ll see. I’ll make it up 
to you.

Lee doesn’t reply to this. There is no making it up.

LEE
Get a written receipt. I want to know how 
much you’re paid. 

JACK
Okay, if that’s what you want. He’ll give 
it to me. That little fucker eats up my 
shtick. 

(laughing a little)
Ooh that sounded dirty.

He laughs, trying to engage Lee like they used to. She won’t.

JACK (CONT’D)
Come on. How long are you going to freeze 
me out? 

LEE
(beat)

I trusted you. I don’t know if you’ve 
noticed, but I don’t do that. You have 
reminded me why that is. 

JACK
(sincerely pleading)

Lee, I took care of the cat. I swear. It 
was an accident, and I feel awful.

LEE
And your little friend? Who was not 
supposed to be in my house. Does he feel 
awful too? 

JACK
I don’t know. I haven’t seen him. 

CONTINUED:138 138
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LEE
We will continue doing business together 
because I have no options, but we aren’t 
friends, I don’t think we actually ever 
were. 

JACK
Lee-

LEE
We will meet in public. You will not fuck 
this up like you fuck everything else up 
in your life. Sell the letters. Get the 
money. And get a fucking receipt. 

JACK
Fine. 

(after a moment, one more 
try)

I only-

LEE
I’m done.

She looks him in the eye for the first time. He understands 
that it’s over.

JACK
I’ll be back after the sale.

He gets up slowly and walks away. Lee sits stoically. 

EXT. ARMADA BOOKSELLERS - DAY139 139

Jack walks up the street, smoking, nervous, headed for Armada 
Booksellers.

INT. ARMADA BOOKSELLERS - SOON AFTER140 140

Paul, more uneasy than usual, is handling the letters that 
Jack has offered him.

JACK
Aren’t these fabulous? I just know 
someone is going to treasure them.

PAUL
They’re terrific. Where on earth did you 
find these?

CONTINUED: (2)138 138
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JACK
My granny just passed and I discovered 
them when I was cleaning out her junk. 
They’re worth something, right? 

PAUL
How much are you asking for them?

JACK
I guess around three hundred each?

Paul goes to write a check. Jack is taken aback by how easy 
this is.

JACK (CONT’D)
Actually, do you have cash?

Paul instantly counts out six hundred dollars cash and puts 
it in Jack’s hand. 

INT. JULIUS’ BAR - DAY141 141

Already hammered, Lee sits at the bar, scribbling in a 
notebook, doing calculations of the money she owes. She is 
agitated and more than a little drunk. 

LEE
(to the bartender)

I need another.

Craig comes over, starts to pour. 

CRAIG
That’s debateable. 

LEE
(too defensive)

What did you say?

Craig looks up, surprised by her anger. 

CRAIG
Nothing, Lee.

He walks away, shaking his head a little. 

LEE
(to herself)

Fuckin’ judgemental jack-ass.

INT. ARMADA BOOKSELLERS - DAY142 142

Jack is cornered by Solanas and Doyle.

CONTINUED:140 140
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JACK
(in a panic)

I’m pretty sure they’re stolen, I didn’t 
want to ask. But she asked me to sell 
them as a favor so I said okay!

AGENT SOLANAS
As a favor? You don’t accept a cut?

JACK
Well, a small one. Very small. But I 
don’t know where they came from, honest! 
I’ll tell you anything you want to know. 
Am I in big trouble?

He gives his puppy dog eyes.

INT. JULIUS’ BAR - CONTINUOUS 143 143

Lee is drunk, looks up at a picture of Tallulah Bankhead on 
the wall, amongst all the other famous people who used to 
frequent the bar. Then back to her drink. Empties it. She is 
mumbling to herself. This is a Lee we haven’t seen before - 
more incoherent, nervous. The anxiety is getting to her. 

LEE
(mumbling, barely audible)

...probably ran off with the money. I’ll 
kill him....

CRAIG
(from end of the bar)

Did you say something? 

Lee shakes her head, shooing him off. 

She crumples the piece of paper she was scribbling on. Looks 
back to the picture, weirdly distracted by it. Glances at the 
clock. It’s 2:30.

LEE
(mumbling, only making out 
every couple of words)

No, at least until 3...
(then, calling to Craig)

Actually one more.

Craig sets one down next to her. 

LEE (CONT’D)
(pointing to the picture)

I wrote a biography of her once, in 
another life. 

CONTINUED:142 142
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CRAIG
Yes, you’ve told me. 

More and more festive people are crowding into the bar. Craig 
attends to the other patrons. Someone tries to sit at the 
stool next to Lee. 

LEE
No! I’m waiting for someone. 

The guy rolls his eyes, walking off. Lee puts on her 
headphones, to drown out the crowd. 

LEE (CONT’D)
(muttering to herself)

Nobody has any patience anymore. 

People are crowding into Lee’s space though. Finally, Lee 
gets up to move down the bar, comes face to face with the FBI 
agents, approaching her.

AGENT SOLANAS
Lee Israel?

She takes off her headphones, confused. The patrons of the 
bar, as well as Craig all notice what’s going on. It takes 
Lee a moment.

AGENT SOLANAS (CONT’D)
I’m agent Solanas and this is Agent 
Doyle. We’re here to deliver a subpoena 
to appear before a federal grand jury.

He hands Lee an envelope. 

AGENT SOLANAS (CONT’D)
Your appearance is scheduled for two 
weeks from today. You will find the 
address on the enclosed documents. You 
are forbidden to destroy any evidence 
pertinent to this case. 

LEE
I don’t know what you’re talking about.

AGENT SOLANAS
We’ve intercepted your employee, Jack 
Hock. He is cooperating as are the 
dealers you did business with. 

(beat)
Anything you’d like to say? Anything on 
your mind that you’d like to get off your 
chest?
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LEE
I think it behooves me to be a wallflower 
at this particular dance. Until I can get 
a hold of an attorney.

AGENT SOLANAS
As you wish.

(beat)
Mr. Hock requests that you not try to 
reach him or telephone or harass him in 
any way. And by law you are forbidden to 
contact him regardless.

Lee is stung.

INT. LEE’S APARTMENT - DAY144 144

Frantic, Lee attacks her research with a scissors, throwing 
the pieces into different garbage bags. She rips papers and 
crumples up anything she can find.

EXT. UPPER WEST SIDE STREET - DAY145 145

Carrying several black plastic bags, Lee hustles down the 
street.

She glances around her, paranoid, chucking bags into various 
piles of street garbage waiting for pick up.

One by one, Lee throws a typewriter into a different garbage 
can.

INT. LAW OFFICE - DAY146 146

Lee sits opposite an UPTIGHT FEMALE LAWYER. She’s picking cat 
hair off her old jacket, visibly agitated. 

UPTIGHT LAWYER
(reading from a document)

Investigating agents spoke with the 
Assistant Librarian for Manuscripts at 
Yale Library... He confirmed that the 
letters sold to CW-1 did belong to Yale 
and that forged copies of these letters 
were now in the files.

LEE
I could’ve told you that. But you have a 
very good reputation, surely you can -

CONTINUED: (2)143 143
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UPTIGHT LAWYER
(cuts her off)

Ms. Israel, I’m afraid that you will 
spend a fair amount of time behind bars, 
despite my reputation.

(beat)
You were deliberate, your crimes were 
premeditated and I have to say, numerous. 
It says here -

(reads)
You created and sold approximately four 
hundred letters.

LEE
That many?

UPTIGHT LAWYER
You’re proud.

LEE
Did you read them?

UPTIGHT LAWYER
No. Why would I read them?

(considering)
I believe the only way to handle this is 
to plead insanity and frankly, I don’t 
think we’d have any problem proving it. 

Lee stares at her, doesn’t like this one bit.

INT. LAW OFFICE - DAY147 147

Lee sits across from LLOYD, a handsome lawyer. She rubs her 
temples.

LLOYD
Headache?

LEE
Awful. 

LLOYD
Can’t blame you.

(reading papers)
Looking at all this... it’s pretty bad. 
Now that said, can I say - those letters 
were pretty damned impressive. I 
especially enjoyed the Louise Brooks.

CONTINUED:146 146
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LEE
Thank you.

(beat)
I’m afraid they were my finest moment.

LLOYD
I’m sure that’s not true. 

(beat)
You fell on hard times. You had a sick 
cat. You couldn’t get a writing job and 
you didn’t mean for it to get out of 
hand, but then some jerk blackmails you 
and you panic. You never meant for it to 
continue, or to steal, but you had to pay 
him back or you’d go to jail. 

(beat)
Depending on the judge, I think at worst 
you could conceivably get a year and 
change.

Lee looks panicked.

LLOYD (CONT’D)
You’ll bring a book.

(beat)
Look, if you want me to represent you, 
you’re going to have to do a few things 
before appearing in court.

LEE
Like what?

LLOYD
Clean up your act. First, you’re getting 
a job. Any kind of job. And second, 
you’re enrolling in community service to 
show how penitent you are.

LEE
What - what kind of service?

LLOYD
Something with children? 

LEE
Jesus no.

LLOYD
Animals, sick people. Whatever. You’re 
going to show that you have turned over a 
new leaf. 

(BEAT)
You’ve got to go to AA.

CONTINUED:147 147
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LEE
That’s absurd. 

He stares at her. It doesn’t seem possible that her spirit 
could sink even lower.

LEE (CONT’D)
I want to ask you something.

(beat)
So, everyone I sold to - do you think 
they all know?

LLOYD
Yeah. They probably all know.  But right 
now, that’s the least of your worries.

INT. JULIUS’ BAR - DAY148 148

In the mostly empty bar, dressed for court, Lee sits and 
drinks, somewhat a pariah. A few regulars whisper about her. 

EXT. COURTHOUSE - DAYA149 A149

Lee walks up the steps of the intimidating courthouse. 

INT. COURTHOUSE - DAY149 149

Lee and Lloyd sit on a bench outside the courtroom. Lee is 
sweating in her heavy jacket as she anxiously rubs her hands 
against her thighs.

LLOYD
We’re very lucky this is our judge. Very 
lucky. She doesn’t waste time with things 
like this. I have a good feeling. Try to 
breathe.

LEE
I’m scared.

LLOYD
(handing her a mint, 
annoyed)

You smell like alcohol.

She shrugs and takes the mint.

INT. COURTROOM - DAY150 150

In a simple, nearly empty courtroom, Lee and Lloyd stand 
before the JUDGE.

CONTINUED: (2)147 147
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LLOYD
(continuing)

She is seeking employment with Scholastic 
books as a copy editor, and has already 
put in over forty hours of community 
service at a cat shelter. 

JUDGE
(to Lee)

Before I render my verdict, have you in 
the last twenty-four hours used drugs, 
pills, alcohol, anything that could 
affect your ability to understand what is 
going on?

LEE
No ma’am.

JUDGE
Have you anything additional you would 
like to say to the court before I offer 
your sentence?

LEE
Yes.

Lloyd watches her carefully as she stands, and takes a deep 
breath. What comes next begins as something rehearsed, but 
devolves into a stream-of-consciousness confession. 

LEE (CONT’D)
I have been living in a state of enormous 
guilt and anxiety for the past year. Not 
because I felt like I was doing something 
wrong, but because I was always afraid of 
being found out. I can’t specifically say 
that I regret my actions-

Lloyd clears his throat, urging Lee to watch herself. 

LLOYD
Lee-

LEE
I don’t. I thoroughly enjoyed writing 
these letters, living in the world of 
Dorothy Parker and Noel Coward, 
pretending I was something I am not. In 
many ways, this has been the best time of 
my life. It’s the only time recently I 
can remember being proud of the work I 
was doing. 

(then)

CONTINUED:150 150
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But it wasn’t my work, was it? I was 
hiding behind these people, their names. 
Because if I’d actually put myself out 
there, done my own work, then I would be 
opening myself up to criticism. And I’m 
too much of a coward for all of that. 
I’ve lost my cat- the only soul that 
truly loved me, maybe ever- and I lost my 
friend - who might have been an idiot, 
but tolerated me, and was nice to have 
around. And I’ve realized that I’m not a 
real writer. In the end, it was not worth 
it.

This hits Lee in a surprising way. Lloyd looks at her 
nervously. She returns to her script.

LEE (CONT’D)
I will accept the judgement of the court 
as valid and fulfill whatever sentence I 
may receive with the full understanding 
that I have earned said punishment.

A moment. The judge nods.

JUDGE
Lee Israel, the court sentences you to 
five years probation plus six months 
house arrest. You may only leave home to 
go to and from your place of employment, 
your work in the community, and to 
alcoholic’s anonymous meetings.

LEE
(blurting)

I don’t have anywhere to go. 

JUDGE
You are not to leave the state or consort 
with felons and you are to pay 
restitution to your victims within your 
means.

Lloyd grins at Lee, nodding. Lee stares, in disbelief.

LLOYD
(quietly to Lee)

This is a good thing. Very fair.

But Lee is reeling. The weight of everything is finally 
settled on her, and it is heavy.

CONTINUED: (2)150 150
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LEE
(at her lowest)

Mm hmm. Good.

Lloyd doesn’t know what to say. 

EXT. COURTHOUSE - DAYA151 A151

Lee walks out of the courthouse emptied and exhausted.

INT. LEE’S APARTMENT - DAY151 151

Lee enters her apartment. It is eerily empty. No typewriters. 
No Jersey. No Jack. Jersey’s empty food bowl sits on the 
floor, taunting Lee. She checks her answering machine but has 
no messages. She collapses onto the couch. She does not know 
where she will go from here. 

EXT. CENTRAL PARK - DAY152 152

Lee sits on a bench waiting. After a moment she sees ELAINE, 
45, coming toward her.

LEE
Thanks for coming.

ELAINE
It sounded important.

LEE
It was. It is. My phone got shut off. In 
case you tried to call. 

ELAINE
I didn’t. 

They sit down and Elaine notices the cat hair on Lee’s 
jacket, picks at it.

ELAINE (CONT’D)
I see you brought Jersey with you. How is 
that old bitch?

LEE
That’s what I wanted to tell you, Elaine. 
She just died.

ELAINE
Oh. 

LEE
I figured, since she was a gift from you-

CONTINUED: (3)150 150
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Lee starts to tear up. 

ELAINE
Was she? 

(beat)
I’m so sorry, Lee.

LEE
(shrugging)

I got too attached to her.

ELAINE
You going to get another?

LEE
No. I can’t replace her. It wouldn’t be 
right.

ELAINE
Maybe in time.

LEE
I do go to Aunt Eleanor’s pretty 
regularly. 

ELAINE
Oh god, I haven’t thought about that 
place in years! It’s still there? On 
96th? 

LEE
Exactly the same. Different cats.

ELAINE
(beat)

You still on 82nd?

LEE
Where else would I be? 

ELAINE
You look all right. You all right?

LEE
You can’t imagine what I’ve had to do to 
survive. 

ELAINE
We all have to do things we don’t want to 
do. 

CONTINUED:152 152
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LEE
Maybe. I can’t remember the last time I 
was doing something because I wanted to 
do it.

Elaine examines Lee, concerned. 

ELAINE
Are you sleeping, Lee? 

This bit of kindness hits Lee. 

LEE
Fits and starts. But when you can’t 
recognize your own life it’s hard to find 
rest.

ELAINE
You’re having one of those times. You 
just gotta ride it out. 

LEE
I was supposed to be something so 
different than this. Wasn’t I? When we 
were together, people liked my work 
right?

ELAINE
That’s why you wanted to see me? 

LEE
No. I mean... I’ve wanted to see you for 
a long time. I’ve needed to see you, 
Elaine. I just... I’m in a crisis. And 
you know me.

ELAINE
It always seemed more important to you 
that people liked your work than that 
they liked you. 

LEE
Well, of course. 

ELAINE
No, Lee. That’s not healthy. 

LEE
I guess not. But- 

ELAINE
You were so miserable. 

CONTINUED: (2)152 152
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LEE
No I wasn’t. 

ELAINE
Yes you were. 

A beat. 

LEE
I was happy with you. 

ELAINE
Well, I appreciate that. We were happy 
there. For parts of it. 

LEE
It was more than parts of it. 

ELAINE
No, Lee. There was always a wall between 
us. Something I couldn’t penetrate. 

LEE
I tried. God damnit. I tried more with 
you than with anyone ever.  

ELAINE
No you didn’t. You did everything you 
could to keep your distance. You lied, 
you drank constantly, you were self-
involved-

LEE
Well, I didn’t say I was perfect.  

ELAINE
And the moment anyone wronged you, you 
cut them out. It was like you were 
looking for everyone to fail you, so you 
wouldn’t have stay connected.

LEE
Well fuck. I always thought of myself as 
pleasantly prickly. 

ELAINE
More like a fortress of disdain. I could 
never get you to let down the wall- to 
trust me- and at some point I just 
stopped trying.  

LEE
I wish you hadn’t. 
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ELAINE
I don’t know why you were so afraid for 
anyone to get to know you - maybe you 
thought nobody would like what they saw. 
Such a shame. 

This takes Lee by surprise. Elaine starts to stand up, Lee 
grabs her arm.

LEE
Wait - don’t go.

ELAINE
This isn’t my job anymore, Lee. To talk 
you off the ledge. It’s exhausting.  

LEE
Who is she? 

Elaine sighs, she was trying to avoid this. 

ELAINE
Lee.

LEE
I’m just curious. 

ELAINE
She’s a public advocate. She’s warm and 
it’s simple.

LEE
Is she always a cunt to your old friends? 
I wouldn’t let her answer the phone if I 
were you.

ELAINE
And there it is. I don’t know why I try.

(she makes a motion of a 
wall going up)

You’re never going to change. Everyone is 
always wronging you - nobody appreciates 
you, nobody gives you what you 
deserve.... 

(short beat)
And nothing is ever your fault.

Lee is stunned. 

ELAINE (CONT’D)
I’ve got a class. 

(then)
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It was good to see you, for a minute 
there. 

She turns and walks away.

LEE
(beat)

Say hi to Marie!

Elaine doesn’t turn around and Lee sits there, hating 
herself. 

LEE (CONT’D)
Shit.

OMITTED153 153

INT. LEE’S APARTMENT - BEDROOM - NIGHTA154 A154

Lee lies in bed, staring up at the fan. She isn’t filled with 
anxiety anymore. She is numb. She is lifeless, replaying 
Elaine’s words in her head. She pulls out Anna’s short story 
and begins to read.

EXT. TWELVETREES BOOK SHOP - DAY154 154

Lee walks past Anna’s bookshop. She sees Anna inside, talking 
to a customer. She knows she can’t go in. She stops and 
watches though. Suddenly Anna looks up and the two women make 
eye contact. 

Anna breaks it and when she looks back up, Lee is gone. 

Sadly, Lee walks away. 

OMITTED - (NOW SCENE A154)155 155

INT. LEE’S APARTMENT - DAY156 156

Lee stares for a while. Finds nothing.

She goes and sits at her one remaining, original type-writer. 
She puts in a piece of paper. She thinks. 

CONTINUED: (5)152 152
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INT. JULIUS’ BAR - AFTERNOON - SOME MONTHS LATER157 157

Lee sits at a table - she doesn’t look good but she doesn’t 
look bad either. Craig brings her a scotch. 

CRAIG
Haven’t seen your face in here in a 
while. 

LEE
Yeah well, I’m only allowed to leave the 
house for my AA meetings. 

Craig walks away shaking his head. Suddenly the door opens 
and Jack comes in. He sees Lee, approaches her table. Is this 
a coincidence? Jack looks a little thin, and walks with a 
crutch, babying one foot.

LEE (CONT’D)
Thanks for coming. 

JACK
(shrugging)

It was quite inconvenient. I had to move 
around some meetings, but I had my 
assistant cancel my afternoon.

Lee smirks. It’s kind of Jack to make this easier. 

LEE
Can I get you a drink? I’m buying. I’ve 
started counterfeiting money now. 

She smirks, this tickles Jack. 

JACK
Not today. 

(off Lee’s surprise)
It’s my new meds. Throwing my whole 
system off. Gin tastes like mouthwash. 
Takes the fun out of it. 

Lee is concerned, but doesn’t press. 

LEE
I guess you were able to cut a deal? 
Ratting on me worked out? 

JACK
Three years probation. 

LEE
At least you’re out and about.

(CONTINUED)

            CYEFM    Final Shooting Draft 3/13/17    115.



JACK
So are you.

LEE
No, I’m at an AA meeting on 10th street. 

Jack laughs. 

JACK
Criminals at large!

(then)
I couldn’t imagine what was so important 
that Lee Israel swallowed her pride and 
asked me to meet her. So spit it out.

LEE
I’m reconsidering. 

JACK
Oh just tell me. 

LEE
Well... I’ve been thinking about writing 
a new book. About what happened. About 
what I did. And about you, if you’ll let 
me. 

JACK
Like hell I will! What would my boyfriend 
think if he knew about my shadier 
dealings? 

LEE
Do our crimes even count in your top ten 
of shady dealings? I doubt it. 

JACK
Fair enough. But I don’t want a book out 
there about me. I’m a very private 
person. 

Lee is quiet. 

LEE
I have to do something. I have to write 
again. 

JACK
What about Fanny Price? 
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LEE
Brice? No. I think for once I would like 
to write about one Lee Isreal. As 
terrifying as that sounds. 

JACK
I’m still mad at you, you know. You 
treated me like shit. I don’t think 
you’re a very nice person. 

LEE
I would agree with you. 

JACK
But I suppose you may be mad at me as 
well. 

LEE
If you didn’t look quite so decrepit, I 
would be.  

JACK
(quietly)

Yes, well. I guess it’s not some huge 
plot twist. It was going to catch up to 
me eventually. 

LEE
You have fucked your way through 
Manhattan.  

JACK
I would like that on my tombstone. 

They share a morbid laugh. 

JACK (CONT’D)
With the addition of: but he steered 
clear of the boroughs. 

LEE
Sure. 

After a beat.

JACK
Will you make me 29? And with perfect 
skin? And don’t make me sound stupid? 

Lee is quiet, realizing he is agreeing. 

CONTINUED: (2)157 157
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JACK (CONT’D)
Oh fuck it. Write whatever you want. It’s 
not like anyone reads your books anyways. 

LEE
I’ve already written five chapters.

Jack laughs. 

LEE (CONT’D)
(quietly)

Thank you.

Lee reaches out and touches Jack’s hand. This lingers for 
just a moment and then Jack stands, breaking it.

JACK
I’m late for a board meeting. My driver 
is waiting. The life of a millionaire. 

They both smile, going with the bit. Jack starts toward the 
door. Crossing in front of Lee. Lee stifles a little laugh. 

Jack looks back... 

JACK (CONT’D)
What? 

LEE
No... I was so tempted to trip you, just 
now.

Jack laughs, against his better judgement. 

JACK
Wow, you’re ... a horrid cunt, Lee. 

LEE
So are you, Jack.

JACK
Good luck.

LEE
You too.

He leaves. 

INT. LEE’S APARTMENT - DAY158 158

Sitting at her dining table, Lee writes on an old, large 
computer. She sips scotch. 
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A kitten scampers around her ankle and settles on the 
keyboard. The place is cleaned up again, but still Lee’s.

EXT. CENTRAL PARK - DAY159 159

Springtime. Lee sits on a bench, content. She eats a hot dog, 
and watches people pass. 

EXT. STREET/LAST BOOKSTORE - DAY160 160

Lee walks down the street and backtracks, having seen 
something in a bookstore window that has caught her eye. It’s 
a mounted letter from Dorothy Parker. One that Lee has 
written.

INT. RENWICK & CO. RARE BOOKS - DAY161 161

Lee addresses the bookseller.

LEE
My friend’s birthday is coming up and 
he’d love to own that Dorothy Parker in 
the window.

BOOKSELLER
She’s a beauty, isn’t she?

LEE
Can I ask how much a letter like that 
runs?

BOOKSELLER
We’re asking nineteen hundred, framed and 
matted, and she comes complete with a 
letter of authenticity.

Lee’s eyes widen. 

LEE
Does the letter of authenticity come with 
a letter of authenticity?

BOOKSELLER
Oh, I can assure you. It’s the real 
thing. No one can write like Ms. Parker 
could. Not before and not since.
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The bittersweet compliment is music to her ears.

LEE
Well, that might be out of my price 
range, but thank you very much.

INT. LEE’S APARTMENT - DAY162 162

Lee sits at her old typewriter (the one she already owned), 
and writes.

LEE’S VOICE
My dear sir, I offer my droopy 
salutations from the Great Beyond. I 
understand that you’re selling my 
personal letters to the tune of nearly 
two grand. To think poor Lee Israel 
received a tiny fraction of that sum when 
she sold them to someone, who then sold 
them to you.

EXT. RENWICK & CO. RARE BOOKS - DAY163 163

We see the man through the front window, reading this letter. 
He looks into the distance, considering. Disturbed, he moves 
to the shop window.

LEE’S VOICE
I dearly hope this letter will not affect 
the selling price of your valuable 
artifact. As I most famously muttered 
mere moments after my cremation: 
“Darling, excuse my dust.” 
Yours, 
Dorothy Parker.

The bookseller removes the letter from the window display. 
And then decides to put it back.

CONTINUED:161 161
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