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The Apartment

United Artists/Mirisch (Produced by Billy Wilder), 1960
Screenplay by Billy Wilder and I. A. L. Diamond
Directed by Billy Wilder

Time: 1960 I‘J 'Fo

Place: Manhattan ;

This dark comedy is the story of C. C. (Bud) Baxter, an
employee at a large insurance firm, who is in his early
thirties, unmarried, and living alone in a small apartment
in Manhattan. He has little, if any, social life. Baxter has
been roped into letting his superiors—several married ex-
ecutives—use his apartment to carry on clandestine affairs

with various women. Because Baxter has “played ball” with
them, passing his apartment key from executive to exec-
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utive, the executives “play ball” with Bud, recommending
him to J. D. Sheldrake, the executive in charge of person-
nel, for an advance at the company.

Baxter moves to a junior executive position, complete
with private office, but finds that Mr. Sheldrake, married
for twelve years, is requesting the key to Bud’s apartment.
Sheldrake is having an affair with Fran Kubelik, who works
as a white-gloved elevator operator in Baxter’s office build-
ing. Fran is single, in her twenties, and lives with her sister
and brother-in-law. Baxter is infatuated with Fran. They
speak, make a date to meet one night at the theater, but
Fran never shows up—she’s with Sheldrake, at Baxter’s
apartment. Sweet-natured and vulnerable, Fran falls in love
with Sheldrake and hopes he will divorce his wife. But at
the office Christmas party someone tells Fran that she is
only the latest in what has been a string of office affairs for
Sheldrake.

At Bud’s apartment on Christmas Eve, Sheldrake tells
Fran that he cannot stay with her and must leave to be
with his family. He hands her a hundred-dollar bill and
tells her to get herself something nice for Christmas. In-
sulted, Fran takes the money and begins to undress—“as
long as it's paid for”—but Sheldrake, in a hurry, rushes
off, leaving Fran alone and despondent.

Fran attempts suicide in Bud’s apartment. When Bud
returns, he finds her there. He saves her life with the help
of a neighbor who is a doctor. As she recovers, Fran and
Bud exchange personal stories.

Monologue One

(pensively)
I think I'm going to give it all up. Why do people have to
love people, anyway? I don’t want it. What do you call it
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when somebody keeps getting smashed up in automobile
accidents? That's me with men. I've been jinxed from the
word go—first time I was ever kissed was in a cemetery.
I was fifteen—we used to go there to smoke. His name
was George—he threw me over for a drum majorette. I
just have this talent for falling in love with the wrong guy
in the wrong place at the wrong time. The last one was
manager of a finance company, back home in Pittsburgh—
they found a little shortage in his accounts, but he asked
me to wait for him—he’ll be out in 1965. So I came to New
York and moved in with my sister and her husband-—he

drives a cab. They sent me to secretarial school, and I

applied for a job with Consolidated—but I flunked the
typing test— Oh, I can type up a storm, but I can’t spell.
So they gave me a pair of white gloves and stuck me in an
elevator—that’s how I met Jeff— Oh, God, I'm so fouled
up. What am I going to do now? Maybe he does love me—

only he doesn’t have the nerve to tell his wife. E D ]

Monologue Two
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