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FADE | N:

I NT. SOTHEBY' S ANTERCOM - NEW YORK CI TY - N GHT

CLCSE ON a canvas. Too close to read as art. Just surface,
paint built up in layers, varnish gone anber with age. A
HAND enters frane. Unhurried. Two rings. It stops just short
of the canvas. Three inches fromthe surface. C ose, but not
touching. We hold there. PULL BACK to reveal LEE KRASNER
Alone in the storage room She arranged it that way. The

pai nti ng behind her: NUMBER 17A. G| and enanel on canvas.
Springs, Long Island, 1948. She speaks to it like it can
still hear her.

LEE ( THE GUARDI AN)
(barely above a whi sper)
You had no idea what you were
doi ng.

A beat.

LEE (THE GUARDI AN) ( CONT' D)
Nei ther did I.

Sonet hi ng crosses her face. Not grief. Not pride. Something
el se. A KNOCK at the door.

AIDE (O S.)
Ms. Krasner. Five m nutes.

Lee reaches into her coat. Finds a cigarette. Lights it.
Studi es the painting through the snoke. In no hurry.

SMASH CUT TGO

I NT. ART STUDENTS LEAGUE - NEW YORK CITY - N GHT

A different city. A different decade. Turpentine and chal k
dust. Young nen waiting to be told they're right. THOVAS
HART BENTOQN, early forties, noves through the rows of easels
Ii ke a man checki ng work he al ready expects to find wong.
He has opinions. He delivers themw thout apol ogy. He stops
at an easel. Studies the canvas. Behind it, YOUNG JACKSON
PCOLLOCK, nineteen, watches him waiting.

BENTON
(studyi ng the canvas, not the boy)
This is technically conpetent.

A beat. Pollock waits.

BENTON ( CONT' D)
Technically conpetent is not a
conpl i ment .

He taps the lower |eft corner of the canvas with one finger.

BENTON ( CONT' D)
You pai nted what you thought it
shoul d | ook like. | want to know
what it feels like when you
cl ose your eyes and think about



a wheat field in Mssouri in
August at four in the afternoon.

Pol | ock opens his mout h.

BENTON
Do not describe it. Paint it.

Benton noves to the next easel. Pollock stares at his
canvas. Not defeat. The | ook of someone just handed a

probl emworth sol ving. Benton pauses at the door. Looks back
at Pollock without turning all the way around.

BENTON ( CONT' D)
(quieter, and neaning it)
You have sonet hing, Poll ock. |
don't know what it is yet.
Nei t her do you. That's the
i nteresting part.

He | eaves. Pollock stands alone with his technically
compet ent canvas. He picks up his brush

CUT TO

I NT. UNI ON SQUARE WORKSHOP - NEW YORK CITY - N GHT

Five years later. A different energy entirely. Spray guns.

I ndustrial enanel. A dozen young artists cramed into a | oft
that reeks of | acquer. DAVID ALFARO SI QUEI RCS, forty, noves
t hrough the chaos Iike he started it on purpose. Because he
did. POLLOCK, now twenty-four, stands at the back wall.
Different fromthe boy at the Art Students League. Harder.
More coiled. Still carrying Benton's problem Still | ooking
for the answer. Siqueiros stops. Looks at him across the
room

Sl QUEI ROS
( Spani sh-accented, to the room broadly)
The accident is not the eneny.
The accident is the
col | aborator. You are not
controlling the paint. You are
in negotiation with it.

He picks up a can of enanel. No cerenpbny. He throws it at
the wall. The splatter stops two or three people cold.
S| QUEI ROS ( CONT' D)
(directly to Poll ock)
You. Cone here.
Pol | ock does not nove.

S| QUEI ROS ( CONT' D)
| said conme here.
Pol | ock crosses the room Siqueiros puts a can in his hand.

Pol | ock | ooks at the wall. Looks at the can. Looks at
Si quei r os.

SI QUEI ROS



Do not aim Do not think
Negoti at e.

Pol | ock |1 ooks at the wall one nore time. Behind his eyes,
somet hing i s unlocking that has been | ocked for years.
Benton's problem The answer arriving, finally, froma
compl etely unexpected direction. He throws the paint. The
splatter is extraordinary. Different from Siqueiros. Mre
violent. More personal. The room goes quiet. Siqueiros

wat ches him Sonething between fear and thrill crosses his
face.
SI QUEI ROS
(to hinmself, in Spanish)
Di os m o.

TI TLE CARD, quiet, bottomof frame: "My CGod."
CUT TO

I NT. THE BARN - SPRINGS, LONG | SLAND - LATE AFTERNOON

JACKSON POLLCCK, thirty-one, is on the floor of a barn,
novi ng around a canvas laid flat on the boards. He tilts a
can of Duco enanel at his hip. The paint falls in |long arcs.
He isn't watching where it |ands. He already knows. This
isn't chaos. It's a |language he had to invent because the

ot hers weren't enough. LEE KRASNER stands in the doorway.
Her coffee has gone cold. She isn't going anywhere. She
isn"t watching Pollock. She's watching what he's naking.
That's the difference that matters. She steps inside. Sets
the cold coffee on the worktable.

POLLOCK
(wi t hout 1 ooking up)
Go inside, Lee.

LEE ( THE ARCHI TECT)
| am i nside.

POLLOCK
I can't work when you watch

LEE ( THE ARCHI TECT)
Then you can't work.

He stops. Sets the can down. Turns and | ooks at her over his
shoul der. The paint keeps dripping fromthe tilted can. He
lets it.

POLLOCK
VWhat do you see.

Not really a question. He needs her to confirmhe hasn't
i magi ned it.
LEE ( THE ARCHI TECT)

(a long beat)
| see it.

POLLOCK
That's not an answer.
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LEE ( THE ARCHI TECT)
It's the only one | have right
NOW.

He turns back to the canvas. Lee crouches beside it, |ooking
at it like she already knows what it's worth.

LEE ( THE ARCHI TECT) ( CONT' D)

(quietly)
Jackson. This is the one.

Pol | ock | ooks at her. She is not given to this kind of
st at ement .

POLLOCK
How many tinmes have you said
t hat .

Lee makes a small sound. Not a word. She | ooks back at the
canvas. That is the answer. A silence. Sonmething in him
settles. Lee stands. Crosses to the worktable. Finds a

not epad under a stack of paint-stained rags. Wites a nane.
Tears the page. Wl ks back and holds it out to Poll ock

wi thout |ooking at him He takes it. Reads it. Looks up at
her .

POLLOCK
VWho is this.

LEE ( THE ARCHI TECT)
The person who's going to show
the world what's on that floor.

A beat .

LEE ( THE ARCHI TECT) (CONT' D)
You just paint.

She crosses to the door. Stops. Looks back at the canvas
once nore. Then she is gone. Pollock | ooks at the nane on

t he paper. Looks at the canvas. Picks up the paint can.
Qut si de the barn wi ndow, barely visible in the tree line, a
CAR sits with its engine off. A MAN behind the wheel. Dark
suit. Hat A BbARrG Am Fl 1l oLwM S Witing in a notebook. He has
been there for a while. Nobody sees him

CUT TO

I NT. BETTY PARSONS GALLERY - NEW YORK CI TY - DAY 13A
(1948)
A white room Wrk on the walls.

BETTY PARSONS, thirties, holds the torn notepad page. Lee's
handwiting on it.

Pol | ock stands in the niddle of the room Wong cl ot hes.
Aware of it. Deciding it is her problem

BETTY
You brought nme a piece of paper.

POLLOCK



My wi fe brought you the paper. |
br ought the work.

He sets down a flat portfolio. Doesn't open it.

BETTY
Then open it.

POLLOCK
You first. Tell ne what you've
heard. | want to know what |'m

correcting.
Betty | ooks at him Doesn't answer that.

BETTY
I've heard you paint on the
floor. That you don't use a
brush. That it's a stunt.

POLLOCK
And you.

BETTY
| don't show stunts. | show work
that will still be right in

thirty years. So open it.
He crouches. Turns the portfolio to face her.
We do not see the canvas. W see Betty see it.
She is quiet a long tine.

BETTY ( CONT' D)
VWho el se has seen these.

POLLOCK
Lee.
BETTY
Besi des Lee.
POLLOCK
Nobody who matters.
Betty pins the torn notepad page to the wall. Wiere a
painting will hang.
BETTY

Novenber. The whole front room
No group show, no sharing the

wal | .

POLLOCK
Lee said you' d say the front
room

BETTY

Your wife is right nore than she
is confortabl e being.

Pol |l ock ties the portfolio. Stands.
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BETTY ( CONT' D)

M. Pol | ock.

He stops.
BETTY ( CONT' D)

The floor. The no brush. Keep

doing it. Don't let anyone in a

roomlike this one tal k you out

of it.
He | eaves. Betty | ooks at the nane on the wall. Lee's
handwriting. She leaves it pinned there.

CUT TGO

INT. A COFFEE SHOP - AFTERNOON (1944) [SHOOT IF TIME 10A

PERM TS|

Lee and RUTH, thirty, sit across fromeach other at a snal
table. Ruth is a painter. The person Lee tal ks to when she
cannot talk to Pollock. Not fanmpbus and doesn't expect to be.
Thi s has nade her perceptive about people who are.

RUTH
How i s he?

LEE ( THE ARCH TECT)
He' s wor ki ng.

RUTH
That's not what | asked.

Lee | ooks at her coffee.

LEE ( THE ARCHI TECT)
He's drinking. He's working. The
sanme as al ways except the work
is getting better and the
drinking is getting worse and |
don't know which one is driving
t he ot her.

RUTH
Does he know how good it is?

LEE ( THE ARCHI TECT)
He knows. That's part of the
pr obl em

RUTH
What's the rest of it?

A beat .

LEE ( THE ARCHI TECT)
Peggy. The contract. The nural .
He' s becom ng sonet hing and the
beconing is very loud and |I'm
not sure he knows how to be
inside it.

RUTH
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Pause.

VWhat about you?

LEE ( THE ARCH TECT)
VWhat about ne.

RUTH
Lee. Your work.

LEE ( THE ARCHI TECT)
My work is fine.

RUTH
Is it being shown?

LEE ( THE ARCH TECT)
Not this season.

RUTH
Not | ast season either.

LEE ( THE ARCH TECT)
| know that, Ruth.

RUTH
I'"masking if you do.

Lee | ooks out the wi ndow at the street.

LEE ( THE ARCH TECT)
VWat | knowis that there are
two of us and one show and |'m
not going to conpete with him
for the same inch of wall.
That's not strategy. That's just
how t hi ngs are.

RUTH
He wouldn't see it as
competi tion.

LEE ( THE ARCH TECT)
| know he wouldn't. That's not
t he point.

Rut h says nothing. Lee turns back fromthe w ndow.

LEE ( THE ARCH TECT)
The work is good, Ruth. | know
the work is good. That's enough
for now.

RUTH
Is it?

Lee picks up her coffee. Drinks it. Sets it down.

LEE ( THE ARCH TECT)
It has to be.

I NT. SOTHEBY'S - CORRIDOR - NI GHT (1974)

CUT TO

5A



Lee stands before a painting waiting to go up. Nunmber 17A. A
man stops beside her. CGERALD SI MMONS. Gover nnent cul tural
affairs. The kind of title that explains nothing and neans
everything. He is in no hurry to get anywhere.

SI MVONS
Ms. Krasner.

LEE ( THE GUARDI AN)
I don't know you.

SI MMONS
No. But |'ve known your work for
sonme tine. Particularly the
advocacy. The estate. The
exhi bitions abroad.

She is very still.

LEE ( THE GUARDI AN)
The exhi bitions.

SI MMONS
The European tours. Fifty-one,
fifty-three, fifty-eight. The
Congress for Cultural Freedom
shows.

LEE ( THE GUARDI AN)
I worked to get them seen.
That's different from what
you' re descri bi ng.

S| MMONS
O course.

A beat. He | ooks at the painting.

SI MMONS
Nunber 17A is a remarkabl e piece
to have in circulation.

LEE ( THE GUARDI AN)
It's a remarkabl e pi ece
regardl ess.

S| MVONS
There will be consi derabl e
i nterest from European buyers.
We' ve taken note.

LEE ( THE GUARDI AN)
V.

SI MMONS
The cultural affairs office. W
track significant works as they
nmove t hrough the market.

She | ooks at himnow. Really | ooks.
LEE ( THE GUARDI AN)



VWhat do you want to know?

SI MMONS
Not hi ng you haven't already
answer ed.

LEE ( THE GUARDI AN)
Then we're done.

SI MMONS
Ms. Krasner. The Anmsterdam
venue. Nineteen fifty-three. Do
you renmenber who coordinated the
shi prment on the American side?

She | ooks at him

LEE ( THE GUARDI AN)
No.

She goes. Simmons wat ches her. He doesn't nove. Doesn't
write anything down. He just watches.

CUT TO

I NT. SOTHEBY' S ANTERCOM - NEW YORK CITY - N GHT

Lee finishes her cigarette. Drops it. Steps on it once. She
| ooks at the painting. A KNOCK

AIDE (O S.)
Ms. Krasner. They're ready for
you.

Lee picks up the 1949 Life Magazine fromthe table beside
her. Jackson's face on the cover. She tucks it under her
arm

LEE ( THE GUARDI AN)
(to the canvas, quietly)
Good.

She opens the door and wal ks into the light.
CUT TO
I NT. SOTHEBY'S - NEWYORK CITY - N GHT

Lee wal ks through a corridor into the light and noi se of the
auction. W see her from behind: the coat, the posture, the
Li fe Magazi ne under her armw th Jackson's face turned out.
She does not sl ow down. She does not | ook around. She wal ks
into it the way you wal k into something you built.

CUT TO BLACK

AUCTI ONEER (V. Q)
(over bl ack)
We'll open the bidding at forty
mllion dollars.

SMASH CUT TO BLACK.

The Cl A secretly funded Abstract Expressioni sm exhibitions
across Europe for seventeen years. The artists were never



10.

told. Lee Krasner managed Pollock's estate until her death
in 1984. Nunmber 17A sold in 2015 for $200 million. The nost
expensi ve American painting ever sold. She knew it woul d.
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