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WITNESS FOR THE PROSECUTION

COURTROOM NO., 1 - THE OLD BATIEY

A murder trial is sbout to begin., The venerable chamber
of Britlsh justice 1s filled, The participents for the
Prosecution and Defense are in theilr places., So is the
Jury. So are the gpectators. Only the Prisoner's Dock
end raised seats of the Judge and city dignitaries ave
8till vacaent, Three knocks from a wooden mallet ere heard,
An usher rises and calls out, "SILENCE!" Everyone stands.
A door opens and the Judicial procession golemnly enters:
the Sheriff, the City Marshal, -the Mace-Bearer, the
Sword-Bearer, the Lord Mayor, and finally, the Judge. All
in full regalia, ’

The usher beneath the witness box, delivers the opening
proclemation:

USHER
SILENCE! BE UPSTANDING IN COURTS
ALL PERSONS WEO EAVE ANYTHING
FURTHER TO DO 3EFORE MY IORDS
THE QUEEN'S JUSTICES OF OYER AND
TERMIIER AYD GENERAL GAOL
DELIVERY FOR THE JURISDICTION OF
THE GEWERAL CRIMINAL COURT DRAW
NEAR AND GIVE YOUR ATTENTION.
GOD SAVE THE QUEEN}

The CAMERA has begun %o move in slowly on the bench, As
the dignitaries take their places we superimpose the
CREDIT TITIES. The Sword-Bearer affixes the sSvord, polnt
upmost, above the centrel chair. The Judge bows first

to the Jury, then to the Bar, finally to those with him on

the Bench. He sits. Everybody follows suit. The trial
has begun,

Meanwhile, the CAMERA has moved in on the gleaming sword
and holds there untll the last% of the Credlts FADES OQUT:

FADE QUT:
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2.
FADE IN:
LONDON SQUARE  (DAY)

A bobby, framed very large in the foreground, 1s
directing traffic. Among the moving cars, qulte
conspicuous, is a vintege high-bodled Rolls Royce.

INT. OF ROLLS-ROYCE  (DAY)

A vintage chauffeur is driving. In the back
seat are SIR WILFRID RORART3 and hls nurse,

MISS PLIMSOLL. Air Wilfrid is sixty, pale, 1131~
tempered. A lep robe 1s %ucked around his legs.
He has been quite 111, That accounts for the
uniformed nurse, Miss Plimsoll: she is ferty-
five, brisk, unbearsbly chatiy.

MISS PLIMSGLL

{looking out the

window)
What a beautiful deyf Itve
been hoping that we?d have
8 bit of sun for our home-
coming. I alweys say 1iit's
worth having all the fog
just to eppreclate the
gunshine, Is there too
mich of a dreught? Shall I
roll up the window?

SIR WILFRID

Just roll up your mouth. You
talk too rmch., If Itd known
how much you talked I would
neveyr have come out of ny coma.

{pushing cown

the lap-robe)
This thing weighs a bton.

MISS PLIMSOLL
Now, now ~-- wetve been flat on
our back for two months -~ wetd
better be carefull

Sshe has pulled up the robe and tries to tuck him in
agein. He slaps her hand.

THE GATE OF LINCOIN®S INN (DAY)

The Porter at the gate recognizes the Rolls, salufes
gir Wilfrid and waves the car through.
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3.
EXT. LINCOLN'S INN (DAY)

The Rolls proceeds through the Square. It 1s all
very sedate: the old bulldings wearing 1lvy and
some barristers wearing robes and wilgs.

INT. ROLIS-ROYCE  (DaY)

MISS PLIMSOLIL.

(peering out)
Lovely! It must be perfectly
lovely %o live and work in the
Inna of Court. How lucky you
lawyers arel

(a beat)
I almost married a lawyer once,
I was in attendance when he had,
his appendectomy. We became
engaged as soon as he could sit
up, But then peritonitis set in.
He went like that,

(snaps her fingers)

SIR WILFRID
He certeinly wes a lucky lawyer!

EXT. SIR WILFRID'S BUILDING (DAY)

The Rolls pulls up before a dignified corner buildlng
occupied by mahy barristers. The chauffeur jumps out,
opens the door., Misg Plimsoll emerges, holds out a
helping hand to Sir Wilfrlid.

MISS PLIMSOLL
Teeny-weeny steps, now Sir -
Wilfrid. We must remenmber =- we
had a teeny-weeny heart attack.

SIR WILFRID
(ignoring her hand)
Shut up!
{ to the chauffeur)
Williams, my cane.

Williams hands him an invalid's cane, with rubber tip.
He starts briskly for the stone steps leading to the
entrance, In background, Williams 1s taklng luggage
from the boot.
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THE ANTEROOM OF SIR WILFRID'3 CHAMBERS  (DAY)

A serious room. The decor is old and oaky. So are
the three female employees, Miss McHugh, Miss Johnson
and Miss O0'Brien. Doors lead to Sir Wilfrid®s private
office and to the offices of his clerk and juniors.

A staircase rises to the floor above, where Sir
Wilfrid's living quarters are situated. -

Miss Johnson has been leaning out the window. She
turns back into the room, excited,

MISS JOHNSON
Here he comes!

There 13 instant activity. Miss 0YBrien rings a
handbell. CARTER, Sir Wilfrid's elderly clerk,
rushes out from his own room. A cherwoman comes
running down the stalrcase. Miss McHugh has taken
a8 bouquet of flowers from a file cebinet. They line
up in a rehearsed formation, facing the door.- Sir
Wilfrid enters rapidly, followed by Miss Plimsoll
and Willlams,

3IR WILFRID
Good afternoon.

He proceeds toward his office, lgnoring the
receptlon line-up., In passing he whisks the
flowers from Miss McHughts hand,

SIR WILFRID
Thank you very much., Everybody
back to work.

MISS MCHUGH
Sir Wilfrid, plesse -- 1f you
don't mind -- I would like to
read a l1ll%ttle poem which we have =
composed %o welcome you -

She has whipped out a long sheet of legal-gsize paper,
typewritten on both gides.

SIR WILERID
(1nterrupting)
Very touching, Miss McHugh., You
can recite 1% after office hours,
on your own time. Mow back %o work.

He starts for his room, sees Miss O'Brien sobbing, her
cheeks sitreaked with tears,

SIR WILFRID
What!s the matter with you?
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MISS O'BRIEN
Nothing ---- I'm just happy that
youlre your old self agaln.

SIR WILFRID
(a.sweeplng gesture
with his cane)
One more manifegtation of such
gentimentality -- whether in -
poetry or prose -- and I shall
instantly go back to the hospltal.

MISS PLINMSOLL
Not very likely. They won?t take
you back,
(to the staff)
He wasn't really dlscharged, you
know -- he was expelled, For con-
duct unbecoming s cerdizc patient.

SIR WILFRID
Put these 1n vater --
(shoving the
flowers et her)
Blabbermouth!
(to his clerk)
Come on 1in, Carter.

He goes on 1into his office, followed by Carter.

INT. SIR WILFRID'S PRIVATE OFFICE DAY

A large, somber room of faded elegance. On one wall 1s
a palinting of Sir Wilfrid in wilg and gowi. Sir Wilfrid
enters, puts a monocle suspended from a black ribbon

in his eye, and looks sbout. Behind him, Carter closes
the padded door.

SIR WILFRID =

Look at this room! It's really
extraordinarily ugly! Very old
and very musty, and I never kKnew
I could miss snything so muchli

. (turning to Carter)
Missed you, %too, you musty old
buzzard,

CARTER
Thank you, Sir. I'm not a religlous
man, Sir Wilfrid, but when they
carted you off in tha% ambulance, I
went out and 1it a candle.
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SIR WIIFRID
X ( touched)
Why, thank you, Carter,

- CARTER
Actually, sir, I was lighting 1%
for myself., If anything happened
to you, whet would happen to me =
after thirty-seven years.

SIR WILFRID
(taking the monocle
from his eye)
inirty-eeven years? Has 1t been
that long, Carter.

' CARTER

Yes, sir. This is 1952 and that

was 1n vctober, 1915, The Shepherd's
Bush murder. The chemilst accused

of putting cyanide in hig uncletls
tooth~-paste.,

SIR WILFRID

My first murder trial. I was more
frightened then the defendant. The
first time I rose to make an object-
ion, nmy wiz fell off.

{(with the monocle

again)
Where 1s 1t%

CARTER
I've guarded 1t with my life.

He crosses to e shelf, takes down & battered metal
contaliner,

SIR WILFRID
I hope it st11l fits, TITost thlirty
bounds 1in that wretched hospital.
Stlll, I dare say my head isn't
any smaller,

Carter has opened the containep and Sir Wilfrid lifts

out a barristeris wig. Some white pellets rall %o the
floor.

SIR WILFRID
Whatvs this?

CARTER
Welve put 1t in moth balls.
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SIR WILFRID
(sharply)
Moth balls? 4Am I not to practice
agalin??

. CARTER
0f course, you are, The solicitors
have been breaking down our doors,
I've lined up some very interesting
briefs for you, sin,

WILFRID
(relieved)
Thatls better,

CARTER
(pointing to three
envelopes on the
desk) .
A divorce case, a tax appeal, and
an important marine insurance claim,

SIR WILFRID
(wistfully)
Oht

CARTER
They're nice, smooth matters -- with
excellent feesg ~=-

: SIR WILFRID
No, Carterl

CARTER
I'm sorry, sir, but you are not to
undertake eny criminsl caseg --
not any more, Your doctorS.ec..

SIR WILFRID -
Doctors! -~ theytve deprived me of
everythings alcchol, tobacco, female
companionship -~ 1f only they would
let me function in my work ... on
some thing worthwhile --

CARTER
Sorry, Sir Wilfrid,

SIR WILFRID
(resigned) '
You might 25 well get a bigger box,
Carter, more roth balls, and put me
away, teo,.

Te
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9, The door has opened. Miss Plimsoll pokes her head

in.

X MISS PLIMSOLL
Two-thirty, Sir Wilfrid, Time
for our little nap.

LFRID
Get out! SIR WL !

MISS PLIMSOILL
(unswerving)
Beddy-bye., We'd better go upstairs
now, get undressed and lle down.

SIR WILFRID
We? What a nsuseating prospect?

MISS PLIMSOLL
Upstalrs, please,

SIR WILFRID

Are you aware, Miss Plimsoll, that
while on nmy sickbed I seriously
consldered strangling you with
one of your own rubber tubes? I
would then have admitted the crime,
retained myself for the defense.

(¢claps his wig on his

head, assuming the role

of Englandtls foremost

advocate)
My Iord and Members of the Juryl
I hereby enter a plea of justifisble
homiclide. For four months thls
slleged ingel of Mercy has subjected
me to every conceiveble indlgnity
of the rlesh and the spirit. She
hes pawed, probed, punctured, plllaged
and plundered my helpless body while
tormenting my mind with = steady drlp
of the most revolting baby talk --

Miss Plimsoll gently 1lifts the wig off his head and
takes him by the zmm.

MISS PLIMSOLL
Come along now, like a good boy.

SIR WILFRID .
Take your hand off me, Miss Plimsoll,
or I shall strike you with my cane.
(he raises his cane)
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9. : MIS3 PLIMSOZLIL
Oh, you'd never do that -- you
might bresk your cigars.

‘ SIR WILFRID
Cigars? --- what cigars?

MISS PLIMSOLL
(evenly)
The ones you're smuggling in your
cane.,

She pulls the rubber tip from the cane, Three coronas
fall out of the hollow cane.

SIR WILFRID
(blustering)
You -~ you could be jaliled for
this -- you had no search warrant
for my cane,

MISS PLIMSOLL
(to Carter)
e In the hospital he®d hide cigars and
' brandy 2ll over the place, We called
him Wilfred the Fox.
(she picks up the
clgars)
I'm configcating these.

SIR WILFRID
Can®t I have just one? Just a few

puffs, after meals? Please?

MISS PLIMSQLL
(leeading him out)
Upstalrs§

10. THE ANTEROCM DAY

Migs Plimsoll leads Sir Wilfrid to the stalrcase,
Carter following.

SIR WILFRID
(mittering to Carter)

. eve I¥1l do 1t! ... some gdark night
when her back is turned I'11 snatch
her thermometer znd plunge 1t between
her misshzpen shoulder blades ... 80
help met

3

He 13 sbout to mount the stairs when Carter stops him,
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: CARTER
Oh, no, sir, you muatntt walk up.
Welve installed something for you

here, .
(pulling out the seat
of an inclinator)
It's a 14f%t, sir. -

SIR WILFRID
A 1ift! Vhat nonsense! I'm getting
g bit sick of this plot to make me a
helpless invalid.

MISS PLIMSOLL
I think 1t's a splendld ildea. Let's
try 1%, shall we? '

She 1s about to plant herself on the seat when Sir
Wilfrid shoulders her aside,

SIR WILFRID -
I'11 try 1%. It i1s my 11ft, be-
cause 1% wes my heart attack.

He waves her sway, then settles himself in the seat.

CARTER ‘
Simply press this button for up,
and thls one for down.

SIR WILFRID
(pressing the white
button)
Carter, I warn you, 1f this contrap-
tion should collapse -- 1f the
barrister should fzll off the
banister -~ -

He 1s already salling up, Miss Plimsoll trotting after
him. He arrives z% the top of the stalrs, beaming.

SIR WILFRID
(shouting down)
This is remarkable, Carter.
Smoothest flight I've had In
years,

MISS PLIMSOLL
( reaching for his
arm)
Upsy~-dalsyi

SIR WILFRID
Just once more -~ to get the feel
of the controls.
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Before she can stop him, he has pressed the button and
salls down again.

From the bottom of the stalrcase, Carter 1s watching his
master's enjoyment of the new toy. The door behind him
opens and two vlisitors enter the law offices, They are
MR. MAYHEW, e man of Sir Wilfrid's age, a respectable
Iondon solicitor from his high coller to the tip of his
tightly rolled umbrella. The other man is LEONARD VOLE:
young, attrsctive, wesring a sports coat and slacks -~ -
quite out of place in this stronghold of the bowler het,
the brief case and the striped pants.

CLOSER SHOT

Mayhew is gbout to speak to 2 %yplst, then sees Carter.
He gestures to Vole to walt, Vole lights a clgarette
while Mzyhew walks up to Carter.
-7 MAYHEW

Good afternoon, Carter., Would _
it be possible to see Sir Wilfrid?
I'm gorry I didn't ring up for an
appointment, but this is urgent.

CARTER
If 1t%s about =z brief, Mr. Mayhew,
I'm sorry, but welre full up. Sir
Wilfrid has all thet he can handle,

MAYHEW
I'm sure he?ll want this brief -
{nodding toward Vole
and lovering his voice)
== Serious criminal matter.

The typlsts look up at Vole, eyeing him curiously.
He smiles uncomfortably in return.

CARTER

Absolutely not, Mr. Mayhew,

(behind him, Sir
- Wilfrid slides into

SHOT in the inclin-

ator)
Sir Wilfrid 1s still convalescent.
He cannot possibly accept anything
of an overstirmulating nature,

SIR WILFRID
Theytve put me on a diet of bland
civil sults. Hello, Mayhew.
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MAY HEW
Hello, Wilfrid. This i3 very dis-
ressing news about your health,

SIR WILFRID
Distregssing? Itts tregici Yould
better get yourself a younger man, g

with younger arterles.

MAYHEW
If you could give us just a few
minutes. My client is right here.
(pointing) ‘
This is Mr. Leonzrd Vole., Hels
in rother a ghastly mess, I'm
afraid,

"SIR WILFRID
How do you do, Mr., Vole.

VOLE
(with an engaging smile)
Well, according to Mr. Meyhew, Iim
not doing at all welll

For an instent Wilfrid looks st him with interest.

At the top of the stairs an impatient Miss Plimsoll

c¢laps her hsands,

MISS PLIMSOLL
(calling down)
Sir Wilfridl YouTre dawdling agein!

SIR WILFRID

(right back at her)
Shut upl

( to Meyhew)
Sorry, Mayhew., Try me agaln some
day, when you have something not
too stimulating -~ like a postman
bitten by a stray doge.

He has pressed the button and 1s golng up-again.
suddenly, 23 he 1s looklng down at Meyhew, hls
attention is drawn to gomething, He puts the
monocle in his eye for =z better view.

It 1s two cigars protruding from Mayhew!s breast pocket.

MAY HEV .
Well, I wlsh you could help us,
Wilfrid, but I gquite understand.
Take care.

(turns to go)
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10A. Sir Wilfrid, rising on the inclinator;, presses the stop

button abruptly. Then the down button, and the inclin-
ator starts down.

~ SIR WILFRID
Mayhew! Mayhew!

Mayhew and Vole have turned to go., They turn back, 8ir
Wilfrid has come down on the inclinator and jumps up from
the seat.

SIR WILFRID
Come back here, Mayhew}

' " CARTER
Sir Wilfrid, plezse ==

3IR WILFRID

Don't worry, Carter, we won't take
the brief. But Mr. Mayhew 1s an
old friend and he needs help.
Surely, 1f I can glve him a word
of advice —w=

{(he has opened the

door to his own office

and beckons)
Come in, I%'11l give you five minutes,

MAYHEW
Thatls very kind of you, Wilfrid,

He and Vole are sbout to follow Sir Wilfrid into his
office,

SIR WILFRID
( drawing Mayhew
Into the room)
If you dontt mind, Mayhew, just you
and I.

Miss Plimsoll, out of breath, rung down the stairs and
up to Sir Wilfrid.

MISS PLIMSOLL
Sir Wilfrid -- our napl

SIR WILFRID
You go shead -- start 1t without
me.

He follows Mayhew in, closing the door in her face.
MISS PLIMSOLL

This is your fault, Mr. Carter -- you
should not have permitted it}
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104, CARTER
It is not my fault!
“{with = sha
look a2t Vole
I distinctly %told Sir Wilfrid -- no
criminal cases.

VOIE
If 1tts anyone's fault, I expect 1tts
mine. It seems slilly to me, but
Mr. Mayhew thinks 1itis very urgent -
he thinks I mey be arrested at any
minute.

MISS PLIMSOLL
Arregted for vhat?

VOIE
Well -- ror murder,

He smiles engagingly. They stare at him, trying to
reconcile his ost etiractive appearsnce with what he
has just told then,

11, INT. SIR WILFRID'S OFFICE IAY

Mayhew 1s seated in one of the vigitoris chalrs, relating
the case. 3ir Wilfrid is circling him 1like = bird dog,
his eyes glued to the clgars in Mayhewts pocket,

MAY HEW
== 1t?s the case of Mrs. Emlly French.
You have probably seen the reports in
the Press. She was s middle-zged
widow, rather well-off, living with a
housekeeper in Harmpstead. Mr. Vole
had been with her earlier in the even-
ing. Vhen the housgsekeeper returned
from her day off at eleven P.M. she
found her mistress dead -~ struck on
the back of the nead and killed,

SIR WILFRID
I Be€e .oo0
(he doesntt; his mind
is on the cigzrs)

MAYHEW
Vole seems a harmless chap -~ caught
in 2 web of clrcumstantlal evidence --
perhaps 1f I gave you some more of the
detalls, you might suggest the strongest
line of defense -



1l. SIR WILFRID
I could probably think better
{f you gave me one of those
cigarse

MAYHEW

0f coursee.

{(handing him one)
There are naturally no previous
convictions, he is a man of good
character, with an excellent war
record == you would like him
& lot.

gir Wilfrid has torn off the band, bitten off the end
of the ciger and is searching frantically on his desk,
and in the drawers for a matche.

SIR WILFRID
(muttering)
Theyive conflscated the matches,
t00e {to Mayhew)
A light, please =- glve me &
lighte
MAYHEW
(fumbling in his
pockats)

Aa I see 1t, the defenss

mey turn on establishing

alibl for the evening of the

murder ==
{no matches)

Sorry -= I haven't any matches.
(getting up)

Lot me got some.

SIR WILFRID
(holding him back)
Lord, no! You don't know
Migs Plimsoll. Thils will take
gll our cunninge. -

He pauses to formulate & plan, then palms the cigar and
opens the doors
12. THE ANTEROOM DAY

gir Wilfrid stands in the doorway with a benign and
innocent expresslone.
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12, SIR WILFRID
(beckoning to Vole)
Young man ~-- your sollcltor and
I feel that you may be able to
enlighten me on a rather
important point -«

VOLE
(erossing to the door)
Yes, sir. Anything at ell.

MISS PLIMSOLL
- (desperate; advancing
Really, Sir Wilfrid --

SIR WILFRID
You're not in bed yet? UPSTAIRSI!

He ushers in Vole, then slams the door in her frustrated
face.

13. INT, SIR WILFRID!S OFFICE DAY
Sir Wilfrid turns ingtantly on Vole.

SIR WILFRID
Give me s match,

VOLE
Sorry -- I never carry them.

SIR WILFRID
(erushed)
WHAT? §
(to Mayhew)
And you said I'd like him?

VOLE
Itve got a lighter.
(produces 1t)

SIR WILFRID
(snatching the lighter)
Youire right, Mayhew -~ I do
1like him,
(gleefully, =2s he 1s
wvarming the cigzr on
the lighter flame)
Can you imagine Miss Plimsollls
face 1f she saw me now?

VOLE
Ietts make absolutely sure
she doesn't,
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13. He deliberately lowers the old-fashioned metal cover over
the keyhole.

’ SIR WILFRID
( to Meyhew)
Splendid? All the instincts
of a skilled criminal. -

VOLE
{(modes tly)
Thank you, sir.

They grin at each other.

SIR WILFRID
Young man, you may or may
not have murdered s middle~aged
widow, but you have certzinly
saved the life of an elderly
barrister.

VOLE
I haven'’t murdered anybody.
It's absurd, But Christine --
thatt!s my wife =- she thinks I
may be implicated and that I
needed a lawyer. So I went to
see Mr., Mayhew and now he thinks
thet he needs & lauwyer. So now
I have two lawyers. Silly,
isntt 1t?

MAYHEW
Mr. Vole, I am & solicltor.
Sir Wwilfrid is a barrister.
Only & barrister can actually
plead = case in court. -
Sir Wilfrid 1s completely absorbed in his clgar, on
which an inch of ash has now appeared, He bends baclk,
opening 2 small drswer in an old file cablnet behind him.
He drops the ash there, then closes the drawer.

SIR WILFRID
(to himsgelf, with
satisfaction)
she shall not% even find the
ashes.
(to Vole)

Go on, g0 on.
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VOLE

(essily)
Well, I saw in the papers that
poor Mrs. French had been found
dead, with her head beshed in ==~
and then 1t g=id in the papers
that the police were anxious to
interviev me since I had visited
Mrs. French tha{ evening -- 3o
naturally, I went along %o the
police station,

SIR WILFRID

(interrupting; sharply)
Did they caution you?

VOLE

I don't quite know., I mean,
they asked 1f I would like to
make a statement and they would
write it down, and 1t might be
used sgalnst me in Court.

(with a shrug)
‘Would that be cautioning me?

SIR WILFRID
(with e sigh)
Oh, well, 1t can't be helped nowv,

VOLE
Anyway, they were very pollite and
they seemed quite sasgilsfied.

MAYHEW

They seemed satisfied, Mr. Vole.

%o 8ir Wilfrid)
He thinks thz=t he made s
8 tatement and thatts the end ~
of 1%,

(back to Vole)

Mr. Vole, 1sn't 1t obvious %o
you that you will be regarded
as the principal =znd loglceal
guspect in thils cage? I have
great fear that you will be
arres ted,

VOLE
I've done nothing. Why should
I be arrested? I mean, thils is
England. You don't get arrested

or convicted for something you
haven't done?
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We try not to make a habit of it

VOLE
But 1%t does hapren, doesn't 1t?
Of course, There was that case
of whetis-his ncme -- Adolph
Beck, or Becker - hetd been
in jeil for eight years when
they found out it was another
chap entirely -- he was innocent
ell along.

SIR WILFRID
Very unfortunate. But restitution
hag been made, He recelved a
free pardon, a bounty from the
Crown, =2nd was restored to his
normal llfe,

VOLE
(quite agitated)
Yes, that was 2ll right for him,
But what 1f 1% had been murder?
== what if he had been hanged?
-~ how would they restore him
%0 his normal 1life then?

MAY HEW
Really, Mr. Vole, you mustn't
take such a morbid point of view.

VOLE
(2 14%%tle enbarrassed)
Sorry. It's just that when
you tell me 1t's all closing
in on me -~ TI%%s like =
nightmare,

' MAY HEW
Relsx, Mr. Vole., I am putting
you in the hands of the finest
and most experlenced barrister
in ILondon ==~

SIR WILFRID
Now, Mayhew, letis get thils straight.
I may have done something highly
unethiesl: I've %aken your cigar
and I'm not taking your case, I
can't, I'm forbldden. My doctors
would never allow 1%.

(:3 {(to Vole)
I'm truly sorry, young man.

?and to Meyhew again)
However, if you would like the case
handled by someone in these chambers,
I weuld recommend Mr. Brogan-Moore=--
you know Brogen-Moore? --
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13. MAY HEW
Yes, I do.
(to Vole)
A very able man. 1 second
gir Wilfrid's recommendation.

. VOIE
(with a shrug)
If you 38Y SO seoe
Sipr Wilfrid haes risen and crosses to the dooT. In passing
he shoves his ciger in Vole's hand.

SIR WILFRID
Ho 1da this.,

He opens the door into the anteroom.

14, THE ANTEROOM (DAY)

AS Sir Wilfrid emerges, Miss Plimsoll and Carter immediately
converge on him.

SIR WILFRID
I would like to see Mr, Brogan-
Moore in my office just as soon
as he comes in from Court.

CARTER
Yes, sir.

MISS PLIMSOLL
(on the verge of
breakdown)
Sir Wilfrid, I have never known
guch insubordination -- no, not
even when I was 2 nurse 1n the
front lines, during the War -
SIR WILFRID
what War was that? -- the Crimean,
no doub t.

He slams the door in her face again.

15, INT. SIR WILFRID'S OFFICE (DAY)
He crosses to hils desk.
SIR WILFRID

Youfll like Brogan-Moore. He's
had excellent training -- under me,
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As he passes Vole, he takes the cigar out of Vole's
outstretched hand, seats himself opehind the desk and

puffs on.

VOLE

(with e 1little smile)
This morning I had no lewyers at
all -- now I suddenly have three
lewyers.

(to Msyhew)
Perhaps we ought to explain to
Sir Wilfrid thet I have very
little money =--

(to 3ir Wilfrid)
I wvon't be able to pay all the
costs and fees,

SIR WILFRID
Don't worry -- welll get a
fourth lawyer to sue you.

VOILE
He won'% get much, I'm =afrald.
I haven't had a job in four

months,
SIR WILFRID
What sort of work do you do?
VOLE

Well, my last job wes a3 a
mechanic with & motor servicling
firm. The foreman kept riding
me all the time, I took 1t as
long as I could, then I quit.

SIR WILFRID
And before that?

VOLE
I was workling in a depertment
store ~- 1in the toys, demonstrating
children's building sets. O course,
that only lasted through the
Christmas rush., Before that, I
worked in & petrol statlon, but
things got 2 little awkward,and -~
I got flred.

-~

SIR WILFRID
Avwkvward =- 1in what way?
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VOLE
The boss?s daughter. She kept
annoying me, until I told her
where to get off. So she told
her father I waz annoylng her,
and he told me where to get off.

SIR WILFRID
( dropping oshes in the
draver sgain)
Very annoying.

VOLE

Before that, I hzd a job testing
electrlic blanketg ==

(he catches Wilfrid's

penetrating glence)
You must be thinking I'm a bit
of a drifter, sir. It's true, in
3 wvay, but I'm not realliy like
that. Doing my Army service
unsettled me a bit. That
and being sbroad, 1 was
gstationed 1n Germany., It was
fine tnere. That's where
I met Christine, ny wife., She
was an ectress, and a good one.
Shefs been s wonderful wife to
me, too, but I haven'!t been mch
of a provider, I'm afrald =--
somehow, I cantt seem %o settle
down properly since I came back
to this country. Of course, 1f
I could just put my egg-becter
across --

SIR WILFRID
Egg-beater?

VOLE
Yes, sir. I'm sort of an
inventor -« nothing bilz, just
little household things. A&
pocket pencil sharpener, a key-
ring flashlight, but my best
is really this egg-beater. You
gee, 1t not only beats the eggs;
1t also geparates the yolk from
the white,

SIR WILFRID
Is thzat really desirable?

22,
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VOLE
If you were a housewife, Sir
Wilfrid,you'd see it right away.
The trouble 1s I would need some
money for manufacturing and promotion-
-- well,that's really what I wes

hopling Mrs. French might do for me
after I met her, i

SIR WILFRID
Oh. Exactly how d1d you meet this
Mrs. French?

VOLE

That was prather funny in itself --
it was the third of 3eptember -- I
remember distinctly because 1% is

my wife's birthdey -- I wes window-
shopplng on Oxford Street, sort of
daydreaming about what I would buy
for her -- if I had any money --

INSTART CUT TO:

EXT. MILLINERY SHOP OXFORD STREET DAY

Vole strolls by the shop, stops and looks at a display

of silly hats in the window. He looks casually into the
shop and sees s middle-aged lady, neat and prim -- MRS.
EMIIY FRENCH. The salesgirl 1s just putting a small,
congervative hat on Mrs. French. 8he studies herself in
the mirror. Suddenly she 1s aware that Vole 1s looking at
her. She turns towsrd him. Vole shakes his head in
dlsapproval. She accepts his decislon, tries on a second
hat, looks again tovard Vole for his opinion. A4ll she
gets is & "not good, not bad" sort of look, She discards
the hat, tries on s third one. This 1s a wide-brimmed
affélr, quite wild. She looks expectantly at Vole. He
likes thils one and nods his spproval. She looks agailn

8t the mirror, then rmishes out of the shop %o talk %o him.

MRS. FRENCH
You reslly like this one?
VOLE
Very much.
MRS. FRENCH

You don't think 14's too -- too
mad?
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16, VOLE
Mad? Not at alll A little daring,
perhaps -- I wouldntt recommend 1t
to every woman -- but you -- vhy
shouldn't you attract some attention =--%

MRS. FRENCH
You really thlink so?

VOLE
Absolutely. If I may suggest just one -
1ittle thing -- let's tilt that brim
a blt, to show off your foce =-

He does s0. Mrs. French lets him. There 1s the sound of =
bus.,

VOIE
My bus! Good-bye!

He turns and runs for it. Mrs. french looks after him, =
1ittle dazed. From OyF-SCENE comes --

VOLE'S VOICE
Now you buy that hat! I inais &l

Mra. French looks after the bus for a few seconds, then walks
back into the shop with a tiny smile on her face.

INSTANT CUT TO:

17. INT. SIR WILFRID'S OFFICE DAY
Sir Wilfrid 2nd Meyhew 1istening to Volets account.

VOLE
oo getually, 1t was qulte a
ridiculous hat. Siily thing with
ribbons and flowers.

SIR WILFRID

(flicking ashes into drawer
I'm constantly surprised that women?'s
hats do not provoke more mirders.
Go on, please.

VOLE
T was jus$ trying to be nlce to her =-
meke her feel good. I never dreamed
thot I'd see her. again -- or the
flover stand.

SIR WILFRID
But you 414?
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VOLE
Yes. A few weeks later -- agalin
quite accidentzlly. T wes peddling
my egg-beaters that afternoon and
puginess was & little sloWeees

INSTANT CUT TO:

INT., MOVIE THEATRE )
A western is in progress. Vole is sitting in the last row,
his sample-case on a seat beside him, He is tired and 1s
slouched down in the seat, feet extended, A woman, wearing
g wide-brimmed hat, comes Ilnto the row ashead, taking the
seat directly in front of him. His view of the screen 1s
blocked. He sits up and taps her on the gshoulder.

VOLE
Would you mind, Madame -=

She turns around, I% is Mrs. French, and 1itfs that hat
again.

VOLE
O0h, hello =--

MRS. FRENCH
(recognizing him)
Hello, Itts your fault, you know-=-
you choge 1t yourself. .

she 1a about to %take off the hat, sees the empty geat next
to him, then glances at him.

VOLE
gure --- if you like.

He moves %the sample~-case. Mrs, French rises and goes %o
the aisle, moving into the empty seat.
MRS. FRENCH )
Phank you. Itis a bother taking
1t off and pubtting 1t back on again.

They sit in the dark, watehing the movie, There are the
gounds of shooting and hoofbeats.

VOLE
The chep on the white horse 1s
cnlled Jesge James. Theytve lured
him into thisambush -- not at all
cricket,



26.

18, MRS, FRENCH
Dont t worry -- Mr, James sghoots his
way outb,
VOLE
He does?
MRS. FRENCH

I've seen 1%t before, I go to the
movies qulte a lot.

VOLE
You do?

MRS. FRENCH
T get so restless at home -=- 80 I
go out, but then I find that I've
really no place to go -- so I go to
the rovies -- sometimes I see the same
one two or three times.

A pauvse, She tskes some candy from her purse.

. MRS, FRENCH
Toffee?

3 VoL
Yes, plecse =~

( taking one)
Thank you,

MRS. FRENCH
Itve seen Richard the Third flve
times,

VOLE
You llke Shakesgpeare?

MRS. FRENCH
I 1like Sir Iaurence QOlivier. -
(= beat)
Pity he's merried.

More shooting suddenly and more hoofbeats from the screen.
MRS. FRENCH
You see - there goeg Mr. James
now?d

INSTANT CUT TO:
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20.

INT. MRS.

INT. SIR WILFRID'S QFFICE DAY
Sir Wilfrid, Mayhew and Vole - as we left them,

SIR WILFRID
(to Vole)
O0f course, at this time you had no
idea that Mrs. French was well-off?

VOLE
Absolutely not. We were sitting in
the cheap seats., All I knew was that
ghe geemed to be very lonely = had
no friends whatsoever,

MAYHEW
ghe and her husband had lived abroad
in British Nigeria -- for meny years.
He was in the Colonial Service. He
died in forty~-flve = of a heart
attack.

SIR WILFRID
{flicking his ashes
in the drawer)
Please, Msyhew =~-- not while I'm
smoking.
(to Vole)
Go on, young man,

VOLE
Well, they finally polished off
Jesgse James -- and when we left
the movie, she invited me bto her
house for tea..

27.

INSTANT COT TOQ:

FRENCH'S KITCHEN DAY

MRS. FRENCH
I think 1tts the most fasclnating
thing I've ever seen.
(to the housekeeper)
Janet! Come look at thisi

the neat, well-equipped kitchen of a small Iondon
town house in =z good neighborhood.

Vole 1s demonstrating his egg-bezter for Mrs, French. In
the background, JANET XacKrEHZIE, the housekeeper, 1s pre-
paring tes.
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JANET
(sour)
I've seen egz-beaters before, mafam.

MRS, FRENCH
But this beats so quickly =-- and 1t
separates -~ I guess its centrifugal --
or centrifugnl -- or what 1g 1?2

VOLE
(very matter-of-fact)
Well, actually, 1it's specific gravity.
It whips cream, too,.

MRS, FRENCH
(dreamily)
Janet, did you hear that? -- 1% whips
eream, too.
(& grunt from Janet)
We must have one, Is 1t expensive?

VOLE
Compliments of the inventor, manufacturer
and sole diatributor.

MRS. FRENCH

Thank you. Weill use 1t constantly,
won't we, Janet?

(another

grunt from Janet)
Weld better get out of here, Mr. Vole,
Janet doesn't like visitors in her
kitchen,

She takes hig arm, leads him out. Janet looks after them,
then contemptuously takes the egg-beater out of the bowl
and tosses lt into the sink.

INT. DRAWING ROOM MRS, FRENCH'!S HOUSE DAY -
Mra. French leads Vole into the room. He stops to look
around. The room 1s stuffed with mementos of all the yeers
the Frenches spent in Africe: filerce masks, tigerskin
rugs, drumsg, spears and shields.

MRS, FRENCH
A Dbitchilly here, isnit 1%
Shall we have a fire?

VOLE
(a 1ittle aghast)
It's a =~ charming room,
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21, MRS. FRENCH
Hubert ond I collected 2ll these
things when we lived in Africa.
Hubert was my husbaond.

VOLE
(points to a particularly
horrid mask)
There's a lovazble chap!

MRS. FRENCH
That'!s the mask of the witch doctor,
He wore it when he pulled our servents?
teeth, so Hubert used to call him a
witch dentist. Hubert was so witty.

VOIE
Yesa, I can see thzat.

Janet has entered with the tea ¢rey, puts it down.

MRS. FRENCH
Oh, Janet -- let's use our good
silver znd china.

Janet grimly picks up the tray and is asbout to take 1t out
again.

VOIE
oh, no. Dont't bother, Mrs. French --
this 13 perfectly all pright.

Janet puts the tray down sgain, is sbout to pour the tes.

JANET
( to Vole)
Iemon or milk, pleange?

VOLE
I don't really care.

MRS. FRENCH
Would you prefer some sherry?

VOLE
Sherry would be fine,

JANET
We have no sherry.

MRS. FRENCH
But we have. There's that bottle--
the one we bought lesgt Christmas.
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Mrs. French opens an African cabinet and takes from it
e bottle and one glass,

JANET
(sarcastically)
If hetd care for =n eggnogg~ there
happens to be a2 wasted egg in the
kitchen - - all ready and separcted.

MRS. FRENCH .
(pouring the sherry)
Don't mind Janet, Mr. Vole., Itfs
Just that shels terribly Scotch.

VOLE
Is she?
(pointing at the masks)
I thought she came with the collection.

MRS. FRENCH
You know ~--
(takes another glass
from the cabinet)
-== maybe I'1l have a glass of sherry
myself, I feel like Christmas,
somehov, . .

INSTANT CUT TOs:

INT. SIR WILFRIDYS QOFFICE DAY
Mayhew, Sir Wilfrid and Vole cos we left them.

VOIE

-= gfter that I ugsed to see her
once or twice o week., She kept a
bottle of sherry for me and we would
talk, or play canasta, or listen to
her old phonograph records --
Gilbert and Sullivan mostly. -

(a beat)
It's so welrd to*think of her now --
laying there, in that 1lving room,
murdered.

SIR WILFRID
I assure you she has been moved
by now. Not %o have done so
would be unfeeling, unlawful and
unganitary.

He has %taken the drawer with the ashes out of the cablnet,
opens the window and emptiles 1% into the street,
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22. MAYHEW
( to Vole)
Suppose you tell Sir Wilfrid about
the evening of the murder.

VOLE
I wvent around to see her about
eight otclock that evening...She
fixed me a sanduich and we talked
a bit and listened to The Mikado. .
I left sbout nine. I walked home
and got there sbout half-past. I
can prove that - I can swear to 1% --
in or out of court,on the witness
stand, anywhere-~-

Sir Wilfrid has been listening without looking at Vole and
polishing his monocle,

8IR WILFRID
(suddenly, cutting
Vole off
How much money did you ge% from her?

" VOILE
From whom?

SIR WILFRID
From Mrs, Frenchl

VOLE
Nothing., Not a quid.

IR WILFRID
The truth! How much?

VOLE
Why should she give me any money?

SIR WILFRID -
Becsuse she was in love with youl

VOLE
Thatts ridiculous. She liked me.
She pempered me, like an aunt --
but thatt!s all., I svear,

SIR WILFRID
Why didn't you tell her you were
a married man?

VOLE
I did tell her.
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CONTINUED:

SIR WILFRID
But you never took your wife along
wvhen you went there-- dild you?

VOLE
No, I didntt,

SIR WILFRID
Why not?

VOLE

Well, because =--

SIR WILFRID
Because of what?

VOLE
Well, M= French was under the
impression that Christine and I
didni t get along too well =-

SIR WILFRID
Is that true?

VOIE
No. We love each other!

3IR WILFRID
Then how did she get that impression?
Did you give 1t to her?

VOLE
No -- she seemed to want to believe
it that vay =--

3IR WILFRID
But you never corrected that
impression? Why? -
VOLE

T was afraid sheid lose lnterest
in me,

SIR WIIFRID
Becauge she wes rich?

VOLE
Yes, I suppose 80 ==

SIR WILFRID
And you were after her money?

32,
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22, VOLE
Well, yes -- 1n a way ~-

By this time Sir Wiifrid has put the monocle in his eye.
He moves hils head slightly, so that the sunlight from the
windov hits the monocle and 1s reflected directly in Volets

eyes., Vole doesntt bat en eyelash as he contimues his
fervent statement.

VOLE i
I was hoping to get a loan for my
invention -~= a couple of hundred
pounds ~- an honest business
proposition, thatts whet 1t would
have been -- 13 that so wicked?

SIR WILFRID
You knew 1t was the housekeeper®s
day off?

VOIE
Yes, I did,

SIR WILFRID

So you went there becsuse you knew
she would be slone?

VOLE
No. I went there becsuse I thought

she'd be lonely.

SIR WILFRID
All right, lonely! You and the
rich lonely woman all alone in
that lonely house -- with the
gramophone blaring The Mikado ~-
perheps you turned the volume up
to drown out her crles -=}

VOLE -
No. When I left her, she was alive,

SIR WILFRID
But when the housekeeper came back,
she was dead.

VOIE

The house had been ransscked. It
8ald so in the papers, It must
have been a burglar.

(very emotional)
I daldn't do 1t. No matter how bad
things look, I didn't do i%t. You
must believe me. You do belleve me,
don't you?
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22, Complete silence for five seconds. Then -

SIR WILFRID
(dropping the monocle)
Of course, Mr. Vole, If I didnit
believe you, I would not have
subjected your eyes or my arteries
to that ordezl.

VOLE .
(exhaus ted)
Thank you.
SIR WILFRID

(seating himself)
As for things looking bad -- they
don't look bad, Mr. Vole - they look
terrible, Apparently you have no
alibi et all!l

VOLE
I have, I left Mrs, French at nine
ofclock. .
SIR WILFRID
How did you go home -- by bus or
underground?

VOLE
I walked, It was a fine night.

SIR WILFRID
Did anyone see you?

VOLE
Of course., Christine saw me when
I got home. It was exactly nine-
twenty-six. I know because I went
right to work on a new sort of clock
It've been tinkering with., My wife
will tell you that, -

SIR WILFRID
Your wife loves you, does she not?

VOLE
Very much. And I love her. We
are devoted to each other.

SIR WILFRID
You realize, Mr, Vole, that the
testimony of a devoted wife does
not carry much welght.
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VOLE

35.

You mesn that people will think that

Cchristine would tell a lie on my

account?

. SIR WILFRID
1t has been known, Mr, Vole. Blood
13 thicker than evldence.
(there is a knock) )

Yesa?

MR. BROGAN-MOORE enters. He is in his middle forties,
tall, correct in manner and dress. He is carryling a
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brief case and a folded newspeper.

SIR WILFRID

Ah -- Brogan-Mooref Come in, come inf

BROGAN-MOORE
(erossing briskly to
Sir Wilfrid)
So good to have you out of
hospital --

8IR WILFRID
I didntt get a full pardon --
i1im out on parcle. You know
Mr. Mayhew, I believe, and this
is his client, Mr. Ieonard Vole,

BROGAN-MOORE

How do you do.
( they shake hands)

SIR WILFRID
{ cueing him)
The Emily French murder.

BROGAN-NMOORE
(with renewed interest)

Oh, how do you do.
’ Tshakes hands sgaln)

SIR WILFRID
(instantly)
Badly, thank you. There’s a mass
of circumstantizl evidence; no
alibi whatsoever - it's a hot
potato and I'm tossing 1t right
into your lap,

BROGAN-MOORE
Much obliged.
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SIR WILFRID

vour line of defense, however, will
be lack of motive. You will agree
that we can rule out a crime of
passion. That leaves us with a
murder for profit. Now then -- if
Mr. Vole had been sponging on Mrs.
French, why kill her and cut off
the source of supplyi Or -- if he
was hoping for a golden egg, why
k111 the goose before 1t was lald?
No motive. No motive whatgoeverd

(s gkepticel glance from

Brogan-Moore)
You find some flaw in this line of
reasoning?

BROGAN-MOORE
No. It's very sound as far as 1%
goes.

SIR WILFRID
Well, it!s sll yours, Brogan-Moore.
You¥ll find Mr. Vole very responsive
and quite candld -~ so candid, in
fact, that he has slready informed
me that we willl have to sue him
for our fees,

BROGAN-MOORE
(with a smile)
We'll simply put a lien on Mr.
Volets eighty thousand pounds.

VOLE
What eighty thousand pounds?
BROGAN~-MOORE
The elghty thousand pounds
Mrs. French left you. -
VOLE
{ open-mouthed)
ITeft me?
BROGAN-MOORE

(handing the newspaper
to Sir Wilfrid)
They opened Mrs., French®s benk
vault today and found her will.
(to Vole)
Congratulations.
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22, VOLE
You're joking!
(rising to look at the
paper over Sir Wilfrid's
shoulder ~=- elated)
Eighty thousand pounds! -- I was
worrying about = couple of hundred
for my silly egg-beater --- and
now -- I must ¢all Christine -=-

He reaches for the phone. Suddenly he becomes aware of the
way Sir Wilfrid, Meyhew znd Brogan-Moore are looking at him.
There's a second's sillence.

VOILE
(quite sober now)
This inheritance -- 1%t doesn't
make things look any better for
me, does 117

SIR WILFRID
No. I wouldnft think so.

VOLE
30 now they'll say that I did have
& mtilve --

SIR WILFRID
{(rising and crossing
to the window)
They will indeed. Eighty thousand
pounds makes for a very handsome
motive,

VOLE
{ to Mayhev)
I thought you were crazy. Butl
guess now they will arrest me.
(to Sir wilfrid)
Won't they?

8ir Wilfrid locks down into street.

23. EXT. SIR WILFRID'S BUILDING DAY FROM WILFRID!S POINT
OF VIEW.

A police car, driven by e bobby, pulls up sharply.
Police driver gets out to open door.

24, INT, SIR WILFRID'S OFFICE DAY
Sir Wilfrid turns back from the window.



24, SIR WILFRID
It's quite likely.

VOLE
{violently)
I knew nothing sbout that willl I
didn't know Mrs. French had any
intention of leaving me her money.
And 1if I didn't know about 1%, how .
could it be =2 motive?

. MAYHEW
(sympathetically)
Mr. Brogan-Moore will certainly bring
that out in court.

SIR WILFRID
{ to Brogan-Moore, as he
crogses to the door)
Itis our old friend, Inspector Hearns.

BROGAN-MOORE
Chief Inspector, as of last month.

SIR WILFRID
Chief Inspector!
(%o Vole)
They mugt think 2 lot of you at
Scotland Yard -- youlfre getting
the de luxe treatment.

He opens the door to the anteroom, Jjust as Hearne and
another detectlve come in from the outslde,

SIR WILFRID
In here, Chief Inspector.

He beckons Hearne and the other detective into his office,

HEARNE =
Sorry to disturb you in your
chambers, Sir Wilfrid --

SIR WILFRID
(closing the door)
Perfectly all right, I never
object to the actlons of the
pollce -- except 1n court once
in a great whille.

HEARNE
Yes, sir. I still have the
scars,
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SIR WILFRID
You know Mr. Mayhew, and Mr. Brogan-
Moore.
(nods all around)
And this is Dangerocus leonard Vole.
Youtd better search him -« he may
be armed with an egg-beater,

HEARNE
(to Vole, very formel)
Ia your name ILeonard Vole?

VO
(rising)
It is.

HEARNE
I have here a werrant for your
arrest on the charge of mirdering
Emily French on October fourteenth
last. I muat warn you that anything
you gay may bhe tsken down and used -
in evlidence.

VOILE
(as carefree as he
can manage)
I'm ready. Must I be handcuffed?

HEARNE
That won't be necessary, sir.

VOIE
You see, I've never been arreated
before. Not even for walking =
dog off the leash, or having a
beer after hours.

SIR WILFRID
There 1s no disgrace in being
arrested, Mr. Vole, Kings, Prime
Minis ters, Archbishops - even
barristers -- have gtood in the
dock.

VOLE
( to Brogan-Moore)
Will you tell my wife that I -=-

4

BROGAN~MOORE)
Yes, I'1l tell her,

MAYHEW
I'11l go down to the station with
you and see that you're properly
cherged.

39.
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VOLE
Thank you, Sir Wilfrid.
to Brogen-Moore)
I'1l be hearing from you, won't I?

. BROGAN-MOORE
Yes, of course.

SIR WILFRID
( to Hearne)
Will you see to it that Mr, Vole
is well trested? -
(whisks the other ciger
from Mayhewts pocket
Here -~ have a cigari

HEARNE
(reaching for 1it)
That's very kind of you, Sir wilfrid.

SIR WILFRID
{pulling 1% back)
Itd better not! It would constltute
g bribel
(he puts 1t carefully
in his inside
coet pocket)

HEARNE
(bitingly) ‘
We ought to be going, Mr. Vole.

Vole starts out with the two detectives on either side

of him, Meyhew following. Vole turns back in the open
doorway.

VOLE
(a 1little grin)
One thing I've lesrned for sure --
never look in a window where -
there are women's hats!

They exit. The door closes.

SIR WILFRID
Makes a very nlce impression,
doesn't he?

BROGAN-MOORE
Yes, rather. Did you give him
the monocle test?

SIR WILFRID
Passed with flying colors.
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24, BROGAN~MOORE
I hope he does as well in the Dock.
This is sticky, you know.

SIR WILFRID
Of course 1t is! The prosecution
will blast him with thelr heaviest
artillery. All you'll have 13 one
1ittle popgun - en alibl furnished .
by hisg wife! Ign't that an
intriguing challenge?

BROGAN-MOORE
(drily)
I think I'd like it more 1if it
wag less of a challenge.

Carter enters.

CARTER
Sorry, Sir Wilfrid, but Miss
Plimsoll has issued esn ultimatums:
1f you're not 1n bed in one minute,
she will resign.

SIR WILFRID
Splendld! Give her = monthfs
pay and kick her down the stairs!

CARTER
Sir Wilfrid, elther you take
proper care of yourself, or I,
to0, shall resign.

_ SIR WILFRID
This 1s blackmaill
(the two men look
at ench other)
You're quite right, Carter. For

my first dzy, this has already -
been rather hectic. I should
be 1n bed.

He tz2kes Carter's =srm casually for support, and with Brogan-
Moore followlng, they go into the anteroom.

25, THE ANTEROOM (DAY)
Sir Wilfrid, Carter and Brogzn-Moore cross to the stalrcase,
BROGAN-MOORE
Mayhew should get on to Mrs.

Vole and have her come over.
W1ll you sit in?
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SIR WILFRID
Thank you, no! I'm in no conditlon
to cope with emdptional wives drenched
in tears.

He sees Miss Plimsoll waiting for him halfway up the stalr-
cage, her arms crossed, her eyes blazing.

SIR WILFRID _ .
Ah, Miss Plimsoll! How alluring
you look -- walting 1like a hangman
on the scaffold,

(plumps himself on the

inclinater
Tone me! I'm yoursl

(to Brogan-Moore)
Handle Mrs, Vole gently,especially
when you breask the news of the
ayrest., Bear in mind she's a
~orely=-r, 80 be prepared
for hysterics -- even a fainting
spell. Better have amelling salts
ready, a box of tlssues and a nip
of brandy.

CHRISTINE?S VOICE
I do not think that will be
necessary.

They look OFF.
In the entrznce stands CHRISTINE VOILE.

she is handsome, calm and self-contained. She wears a
grey practlcsl sult, a small hat and whilte gloves. She
speaks crisply, znd with = slight Germen accent,

CHRISTINE
I never faint because I am not
supe that I will fall gracefully --
and I never use smelling salts
beczuse they puff up the eyes.

(she moves closer to

Sir Wilfrid)
I am Christine Vole.

SIR WILFRID

(putting monocle 1n eye)
How do you do. 1 am Wilfrid
Robarts snd this 1Is Mr. Brogan-
Moore.

( they nod)
My dear Mrs. Vole, I =am afrald we
have rather bad news for you ---
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CHRISTINE
Don't be afraid, Sir Wilfrid. I
am qulte disciplined.

SIR WILFRID
There is nothing to be alarmed about
as yet ---
CHRISTINE
ILeonard has been arrested and charged .

with murder -- is that 1t?
(Sir Wilfrid nods soberly)
1 knevw he would be. I told him so.

SIR WILFRID
I'm glad you're showing such
fortitude.

CHRISTINE

a1l 1t what you like. What is
the next step?

SIR WILFRID

Your husband will have to stand
trial, I'm afreid.

( to Brogan-Moore)
Wwill you take Mrs. Vole inside
and explain the procedure.

(to Christine)
Mp, Brogan~-Moore will leasd the

defense.

CHRISTINE
oh? You will not personally defend
Ieonarad?

SIR WILERID

Regrettably, not. My health =-- or
rather the lack of 1t -- forblds me.

-

CHRISTINE
It 1s regrettavle. Mr. Mayhew
described you ns the champlon of
the hopeless cause,

she has followed Brogen-Moore to the door of Sir Wilfrid's
office. Stops, and turns back,

CHRISTINE
Is 1t perhaps that thls cause 1is
too hopeless?

She does not wolt for an answer, welks into the of'fice
and’ Brogan-Moore closes the door.



——

250

26.

Ly,

Sir Wilfrid lets the monocle fall, seats himself on the
inclinator and presses the button, all the time glaring
at the closed door of his office. The inclinator rises,
and Miss Plimsoll trots beside 1t.

MIS3 PLIMSOLL
I shall hzve a very serious talk
with Dr. Harrison. It was 2z
mistoke to let you come back here,
I should have taken you directly
to a rest home, or %o a resort --
some place quiet, far off ==
like Bermuds.

SIR WILFRID
(his mind on
Mrs. Vole)
Oh, shut up! You Jjust went to
see me in those nasty shorts.

The inclinator comes to o stop at the head of the staircase,
Miss Plimsoll helpg Sir Wilfrid up from the sent. He stands

8till, looking dewn toward his office door. )

MISS PLIMSOLL
(plucking at his
sleeve)
Come, now, Sir Wilfrid, you musgt
not think of i%t. You must get
ready for sleep ~- think beautiful
thoughts,

She leads him ints the btedroom,

SIR WILFRID'S BEDROOM (DiY)

It is the room =zbove his office, of the same shape and
the same octagonal wimdow design., There is a big
Victorian bed, 2 chaise, deep comfortable chailrs, and

2 washstand behind =2 folding screen. As they enter, Miss

Plimsoll takes a palr of pajamas from the bed and hands
them to Sir Wilfrid,

MISS PLIMSOLL

Now put those on -- tops and
bottoms «~ while I mske your
bed.

He takes the pajamas, gces behind the screen, cdeep in

thought. Milss Plimsoll starts to remove the bedspread
and arrange the pilllows,



26.

27,

28.

45,

MIS3 PLIMSOLL
After your res¥, wetll have & nice
cup of cocoa., Then perhaps wvetll
go for a little walk in the square.

Behind the screen Sipr Wilfrid hasntt made a move to get into

ghe pajamas., His body 1s here; his mind is in the office
below.
MISS PLIMSOLL

(busy with the bed)
I must sey, I feel sorry for that
nice Mp, Vole -- not just because
he was arrested -- but that wife
of hilg -- she must be German -~-
I suppose that's what happens
when we let our boys crogs the
channel: they go c¢razy =--- ‘
Personally, I think the Government
should do something sbout those
foreign wives -- like an embargo --
how else can we take care of our
own surplus -- don't you agree,
Sir Wilfridg?

(the bed is ready)
411 right, hop in ==

(no enswer)
Sir Wilfridl

Alsrmed, she locks behind the screen, ‘The pajamas are
there, but no Sir Wilfrid., She runs out.

STATRCASE AND ANTEROOM BELOW (DAY)

Miss P1limsoll runs %o the top of the stairs.

MISS PLIMSOLL
Sir Wilfrid! -

Too late., She gets a last glimpse of Sir Wilfrid entering
his office.

TNT. SIR WILFRID'S OFFICE (DaY)

Brogan-Moore is intervieving Mrs. Vole. He is seated
behiad the desk. Mrs. Vole is in a chalr near the
window. She 1s very calm and polsed. Sir Wilfrid enters
quietly, gestures to Brogan-Moore to continue, then moves
to a position from which he can obgerve Mrs., Vole.
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CHRISTINE
Yes, of course, I knew that Leonard
had been seceilng Mrs. French quite
frequently. I knew it from the day
vhen he came home wlth a palr of
green socks she had knitted for him.

BROGAN~-MOORE
Well, thzatis quite natural. And
I'm sure a jury will find 1t
rather endeering.

CHRISTIRE
Oh, Ieonard con be very endearing.
He hates %that particular shade of
green, and the socks were two
gsizes too small, but he wore them
just the same =-just to glve her
pleasure, Ieonard has g way with
women. I only hope he will have
an all-woman jury -- they will
carry him from the courtroom 1in
triumpht

BROGAN-MOORE
A simple nequittal will do. Now,
Mrs. Vole, you know that Mrs.
French left your hushand money?

CHRISTINE
Yes. A lot of money.

BROGAN-MOORE
0f course, your husband had no
previous knowledge of this
beques 7

CHRISTINE
Is that what he told you?t

BROGA N-MOORE
Surely, Mrs. Vole, you are not
suggesting anything different?

CHRISTINE
Oh, no. I do not suggest anythlng.

BROGAN-MDORE
Qulite obviously, Mrs. French had
come %o look upon your husband
83 & son ~-- or, perhaps, a
favorite nephev,
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CHRISTINE
You think Mrs. French looked upon
Leonard as a son -- or a nephew?

BROGAN-VMOORE
I do. An entirely natursl and
unders tandable relationship,

CHRISTINE
What hypocrites you are in this
country!
(Brogan-Moore and Sir
Wilfrid exchange a look)
I shock you., I am so sorry.

BROGAN-MOORE
Apparently you have a continental
way of looking at things, but I
asgsure you lt would be most urwise
to suggest that Mrs. French had
any feelings for your husband
other than -« well == epr ==

CHRISTINE
Let us say an sunt. By all
means.

Suddenly a bright gleam of sunlight hits her eyes and makes
her blinlk.

Sir Wilfrld has quietly placed himself for the monocle
test.

SIR WILFRID
Pardon me, Brogan-Moore.
(then to
Christine)
Did you say that the socks Mrs. -
French knitted for your husband
vere 222 slzegs too small?

CHRISTINE
At leasto

SIR WILFRID
Would that not indlicate that
she thought of him as a3 small boy,
& nephew, for instance?

. CHRISTINE
It indicates that she did not
know how to knit.
(she blinks, tries to move
to avoid the 1light beam)
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CONTINUED:

SIR WILFRID
(focusing the blazin
monocle relentlessly
Mrs. Vole, you realize that your
husband's entire defense rests on
his word and yours.

CHRISTINE
T realize that,

SIR WIIFRID
And thaet the jury will be quite
skepticel by the word of a man
accused of murder when supported
only by the word of his wilfe.

CHRISTINE
I realize thest, too.

8IR WILFRID
Iet us then at least make sure
that the two are not in conflict.

CHRISTINE
By all means, let us.

She has been moving her head trying to avoid the glare from
Sir Wilfrid's monocle, MNow she casually reaches for the
cord oF the window shade and pulls 1t down a couple of
inches -- enough to cut off the sun from Sir Wilfrid's
monocle,

CHRISTINE
There! -~ 1sn't that more
comfortable for you, Sir Wilfrlg?

Brogan-Moore smiles slightly. Sir Wilfrid, his face now
in shadow, presses on grimly. -

8IR WILFRID
On the night of the murder, your
husband came home before nine-
thirty., Is that correct?

CHRISTINE
Yes -~ I belleve so.

SIR WILFRID
In fact, he remembers that 1t
was preclsely nine-twenty-slx.
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CHRISTINE
Nine twenty-saix! What makes him
80 precise?

SIR WILFRID
The clock -- the new invention hetd
been tinkering with.

CHRISTINE
Clock? Oh =-- oh, yes, a new kind
of cuckoo clock! Itis very clever,
Ieonard 1s quite an inventor.

BROGATN-MOORE
Then 1t is true -=- he wag at home
w~th you at%t nine twenty-six?

CHRISTINE
Preclsely.
BROGAN~MOORE
And he did not go out again?
CHRISTINE
(by rote)

Leonard came home at nine twenty-
gix and did not go out again.
Ian't that what he wants me to
say?

BROGAN-MOORE
Ianft 1% the truth?

CHRISTINE
(after a long pause)
0f course.
(Brogan-Moore and Sir
Wilfrid exchange relleved
glances)
But when I told i1t to the police,
I do not think they bellevi. me, -
Maybe I did not say 1t vell.
Maybe because of my accent.

SIR WIIFRID
My dear Mrs. Vole -- in our Courts
we will accept the evidence of
witnesses who speak only Bulgarlan,

and who must have an interpreter; and

even deaf-mutes,who cannot speal at

all. As long as they tell the truth.

BROGAN-MOORE
You are aware, of course, that
when I put you in the wiltness box
you wlll be sworn, and you will
testify under osath?

kg,



- - —

— o ————

28,

Brogan-
at her.

50,

CHRISTINE

Yes.

(again, by rote)
Ieonard came home at precisely
nine twenty-six and did not go out
again., The tyuth, the whole truth,
and nothing but the truth. Is that
better?

SIR WILFRID
Mrs. Vole, do you love your husband?

CHRISTINE
Leonard thinks 1 do.

SIR WILFRID
(angrily)
Well, do you?

CHRISTINE
Am I already under oa th?

SIR WILFRID
Mrs. Vole, whatever your gembl®
may be, do you know that under
British law you cannot be called
to give testimony damaglng %o your
husband?

CHRISTINE
How very convenlent,

SIR WILFRID
We are dealing with a capiltal
crime. The prosecution will try
to hang your husbandl

CHRISTINE
He is not my husbande.

Moore and 3ir Wilfrid stare at each other, then
There is a moment of shocked silence.

CHRISTINE
We went through a form of marriage
in Hamburg, but I had a husband
living at the time somewhere in
gast Germany ~-- in the Russisan
one.

SIR WILFRID
Did you tell Leonerd?
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CHRISTINE
It would have been stupid to tell
him. He would not have married
me and I would have been left
behind to starve in the rubble.

BROGAN-MOORE
So he married you, end brought
you safely to thls country. Donft
you think you should be very grateful
to him?

CHRISTINE
One can get very tired of gratitude.

SIR WILFRID
Your husband loves you very much,
does he not?

CHRISTINE
Leonard? He worships the ground
I walk onf

SIR WILFRID
And you? .

CHRISTINE

You want to know too muchl
(she rises and puts
up the window shade)

Auf wiedersehen, gentlemen.

She crosses quickly toward the door.

SIR WILFRID
(acidly)
Thank you for coming in, Mrs.
Vole. <Your visit has been most
reassuring.

CHRISTINE

(in the doorvay)
Do not worry, Sir Wilfrid. I
shall give him an alibl., I will
be very convincing. There will
bhe tears in my eyes when I say --
lLeonard came home at nine twenty-
six -- precisely, I may even
bring the cuckoo - as an additional
witness.

SIR WILFRID
Youfre a very remarkable woman,
Mrs. Vole.

51.
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CHRISTINE
And you are satisfied, I hope?

She exits,

SIR WILFRID
I'm damned if I'm satisfied.

BROGAI-VMOORE
{after a beat)
Care to joln me in e whiff of
those smelling salts?
(Sir Wilfrid doesntt
angwer; wealks
to the window)

SIR WILFRID
That woman 1s up %o something, -=
but what?

BROGAN~-MOORE

The Prosecution will bresk her
down in no time when I put her
in the witness box.

(while Sir wWilfrid is

locking cut the window)
You know, defendlng this case 1s
going to be rather like The
Charge of the Iight Brigade,
or one of those Japanese sulcide
pllots - qulte one-slded, with
the odds all on the other slde.
I haven't got much to go on
wilth, have I ?2 The fact 1is,

I've got notning.
Sir Wilfrid turns from the windovw.

SIR WILFRID
Iet me ask you something -~ do
You belleve Leonard Vole is
innccent?
(no enswer from
Brogan-Moore)
Do you?

He has put the monocle in his eye. The beam of light
hits Brogan~Moore squarely in the face,

BROGAN~-MOORE
{ terning avay)
I'm not sure -- I'm sorry,
Wilfrid -- Of course, I*1ll do
my best ==
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SIR WILFRID
It'a all right, Brogan-Moore --
I'l]l take 1t from here.

He whips out the second cigar taken from Mayhew, bits off
the tip. Behind him the door has opened and a frenzled
Miss Plimsoll enters. .
MISS PLIMSOLL

I have called Dr., Herrison and

given him a complete report on

your shocking behavior., I can

no longer ----

SIR WIIFRID
Give me a match, Miss Plimsoll.

MISS PLIMSOLL
Sir Wilfridl

SIR WILFRID
(fortissimo)
Did-you-hear-me? --- A MATCH!
Dazed and scared, she brings out a book of matches, strikes
one with 2 trembling hand and holds 1t out to him. He
lights the cigar, blowing the first puff into her face.
There ig fearless deflance in nis manner.

FADE OUT:

FADE IN: -

EXT. IONDON PRISON (DAY)

A grim, high-walled building looming agsinst a leaden sky.
Sir Wilfridfs Rolls Royce 1s driving through the open
gates. The gates close behind the czr.

DISSOLVE 703

INT, CELL BIOCK (DaY)

A guard 1s leading ILeonzrd Vole between a row of cells.
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A small, grey room with a single deck and three chairs.
Sir Wilfrid end Mayhew, in their overcosts, are walting,
A civilian photographer is setting up a tripod camera,
Vole enters, the guard closing the door and remaining

outslde,
VOLE
Hello, Mr. Mayhew. Sir Wilfrid =-- i
(shaking hands with him)

Mr. Mayhew %t0ld me you were

going to represent me. I'm very
grateful,

SIR WILFRID
I struck & bargain with my doctorg=-
I711 let them exile me %o Bermuda
for six months as soon as we finish
your casge,

VWIE
Thank you.

SIR WILFRID
Let us hope that we will both
survive,

Meanwhile Mayhew has opened a small suitcase, brings out
a faded trench coat and a crushed felt hat.

MAY HEW
Get into these, will you? We
need a photograph.

VOLE
(as Mayhew helps him
into the coat)
What for?

MAY HEW -
Becauge these are what you wore
on the night of the murder. We
want to circulete a photograph.
Perhaps someone did see you leaving
Mrs. French on your way home,

PHOTOGRAPHER

Over here, by the window, please,.
Hold 1t. '

(a2 flash) -
Now cone in profile, please.

{Vole turns,

another flash)
Thatt g it,
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MAYHEW
( to Photographer) :
I%11 pick up the negatives later,
thank you.

During the followlng, the photographer packs up hie
equipment and leaves,

VOLE
Do we really need this? I mean--
my wife knows what time I came
home that nignt.

SIR WILFRID
A disinterested witness may be
of more value,

. VOLE
oOh, yes, of course -- Christine
is an interested witness --

{with great anxiety =

to Mayhew)
I don't understand -~ why hasntt
she come to see me -- 7 Won'lt
they let her see me? It's been
8 week ===,

) SIR WILFRID
Mayhew, give me the reports,

VOLE
Have you %sliked to Christine --
what's the matter wlth her?

SIR WILFRID

{distracting him)
I want to reed you e porition of
the evidence of Janet MacKenzle,
the housekeeper: "Mr. Vole helped
Mrs. French wlth her buginess
affairs. Particulerly her income
tax returns.? --

VOILE
Yes, I did. Some of the forms
are very compllcated.

SIR WILFRID
There 1s alsc a hint that you
may have helped her draft her
nev will --

VOIE
That's not true., If Janet says
that, she's Iying. She was always
~against me, I don't know why =--
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SIR WILFRID
It's quite obvious, You threw
an eggbeater into the wheels of
her Victorian household.

| (consulting the file)

Now, what sbout this cut on your
wrist? You told the police you
cut yourself with s knlfe?

VOLE

That's right.

(showing the scar)
I was cutting bread, and the knife
slipped. But thet was two days
after the murder. Christine was
there -~ she'll tell them when
she gives evidence.

(he sess Mayhew and

Sir Wilfrid exchange

glances)
Are you keeping something from
me? Is she 111? Was she
shocked by what happened
to me?

SIR WILFRID

All things considered, I think
she took 1t very well. Of course,
that may have been only on the
aurface, Wives are often
profoundly disturbed at such
a time =~

VOLE
It must be hard on her. Welve
never been separated before.
Not since our first meetling.

SIR WIIFRID
How dld you meet your wife, Mr. .
Vole?

VOLE
In Germany, in 1945 --
(with 2 smile)
The very flrst time I saw her, the
celling fell right In on me --

S8IR WILFRID
(with raised eyebrows)
Oh%.soe
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VOLE '
We vere stationed ocutside Hemburg,
with an R.A.F. maintenance unit.
I installed a shover in the
officers' blllet, so they gave
me a vweek-end PassS ceoe

INSTANT CUT TO:

”

EXT. BOMBED-OUT STREET IN HAMBURG ( NIGHT)

The street 1s wet from raln. Flight Sgt. Leonard Vole,
in Royal Air Force uniform, a small kit-bag slung over
his shoulder, comes down the street. He stops in the
cellar doorwey of one of the bombed-out buildings. A
gign over the door, with s blue lantern attached, reads:
DIE BLAUE IATORNE, Next to the door 1s e provocative
poster of an enterteiner exhiblthg her remarkable
gartered legs, Across the poster is printed:

CHRISTINE HELM, Muslc from a small bend drifts from

the shabby cellar cebaret and Christine is heard singing.

It 1s one of those fly-by-night cabarets which spring
up in the rubble to attract servicemen.

Vole glances =t the poster, then goes down the shattered
steps leading into the night club.

INT. NIGHT CLUB (NIGHT)
Vole enters the dark smoke-filled room and iocoks around.

Tt 15 = smill cleustrophobic catacomb with odds and ends
holding the crumbling walls together. It is packed with
British militery personnel., The alr s hot and thick
wlth pent-up anlmal expectancy.

On an ersatz stage an emaclated four-plece Germen band
is accompanying Christine., She wears a German sallor!s
outfit, with pants, sShe sings AUF DER REEPERBAHN and
accompanies herself on a small accordion,

Vole crosses to the bar, where 1t 1s already three-deep,
buys himself a schnapps and watches Christine.

Christine starts the second chorus. She steps down
from the stage. &s she plays and sings, she moves
alluringly between the densely crowded tables, brushling
against the eager, slchollzed customers. A rickety
spotlight, operzted by one of the walters, follows her,

There are scattered éatcalls end whistles of disappointment

over Christine's costume as she 1s moving among them.
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FIRST DRUNKEN SOLDIER
Hey, Frauleln show us some legai’

SECOND SOLDIER
They rob you blind and then throw
you & ruddy sailori

THIRD SOLDIER .
Come on =-- let¥s sece tem]

She moves on, playing and singing, trying to smile them
into submission. There is an atmosphere of impending

trouble, with men shouting and banging the teble with
fists and glasses.

AD LIBS
We want lega!
What are you hiding there?
Cut out the camouflage!
Heraus mit der trousers!
Iegs! 1legsi Iegs!

Her voice 1s drowned out now in the raging of the crovd.
She 1s trying to make the stage, but doesn't quite make
it. A thick-necked Sergeant grabs her.

’ SERGEANT
All right, Fraulein, if you wontt,
shov fem --« T willl!

He holds her, bends down and rips one trouser-leg open,
expesing her leg above the knee, the stocking and the
fancy garter. She kicks him. Another soldler grabs
her and rips the other trouser-leg, The stampede 1s on.

The men packed around the bar also surge forward to get

in the melee, leaving Vole alone, sipping hls schnapps
quietly.

Christine is fighting back, kicking at those in reach,
hitting at others with her accordion., The musicians,
%00, are in on the scrimmage, as are the walters, sll
trying to protect her., From OFF come sirens, shrill
vhistles and screeching of brakes.

A dozen Brltish M.P.%s come surging in, past Vole at
the bar. They fight their way through to the heart
of the roughhouse, start hauling the combatants apart,
and bresk up the fight., Then they start to drag the
gtruggling soldlers out,
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EXT., NIGHT CLUB {NIGHT)

The M.P.7s haul the soldiers out and load them on two
large military trucks parked outside. The First Drunken
Soldier 1s being hustled onto the $ruck by an M.P. He
makes & last stand, grabbing his captor!s trouser-leg.

FIRST DRUMKEN SOLDIER
All right --=- show me your legsl

The M.P. clunks him on the head with his night stick, .
then heaves him onto the truck.

As the last of the soldiers i3 being dragged out of the
night club, sn M.P, officer plasters an Out of Bounds
sign smack over Christine Helm's center section., Catcalls
and hoots from the truck: On target, sir! - Bullts-eye,
Ieftenantl -- Kill-joy! =-- Hoch der Kaiser]

The Lleutenant gets into the front seat of the lead truck
and beth' drive off, the soldlers hooting and shouting.
The street is degserted again.

To the right of the night club 13 a completely shattered
building., All that is standing 1s & door. The door
opens and ILeonard Vole comes out blithely, carefully
clogsing the door again. Without any hegitation he goes
to the night club, For a second he stops at the poster.
The OFF LIMITS sign has come loose at one corner. He
presses 1t down, smoothing 1t out, then goes down the
gteps just as the disheveled musiclans are coming out
with their instruments.

INT. NIGHT CLUB (NIGHT)

As Vole reenters, the walters are trying to clean up
the mess of overturned tables, chairs and broken glasses.
Through the overturned furniture he sees Christine, her
trouser-legs torn, crewling about, looking for something.
She glances up at him coldly.
VOLE
I forgot to finish my drink,

He reaches behind a flre extinguisher attached %o the
wall for hils unfinished glzss of schnapps, toasts
Chrilstine,

VOLE
Gesundhelt.
(no responses
he downs his drink)
What are you looking for?
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CHRISTINE
My accordion.

VOLE
Iet me help you.

He walks toward her,  Suddenly there iIs a discordant
gound, Obviously he has stepped on the accordion. He
stops short, Christine looks up at him.
VOILE
(sheepishly)
I think I found it.

He 1ooks down, then slowly reises his foot, the accordion
responding with a moaning sound., He winces.

CHRISTINE
(vearily)
Step on 1t agaln -- 4it?s still
breathing.
VOLE

I'm terribly sorry.

CHRISTINE
( taking the accordion)
All right -- get out. Welve had
trouble enough.

VOLE
Actually, it's your own fault,
That costume outside glves the
boys idess == then your trousers
let them down - hard.

CHRISTINE
That costume went in the firss$
raid on Hamburg. Then rald by
reld the rest of my dresses. Now .
youlve bombed nmy trousers.

Vole extends a package of clgarettes and some chewing gum.

VOLE
Cigarette? Gum?

She takes a plece of gum, removes the wrapper and puts
the gum in her mouth. Vole, his eyes on her lega,
automatically takes out a pocket lighter and snaps it
on, holding 1t out to her,

CHRISTIRE
(after a long beat)
You'lre burning my nocse.
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the lighter.

— VOIE
Say -- how about some coffee?
( tapping his kit-bag)
Itve got a tin of coffee,

CHRISTINE
How much?

VOLE ’
I don't know =-- whatls the rate
of exchange?

CHRISTINE
Depends - whether itfs fresh
coffee, or pcwdered coffee.

VOLE
It*s ingtant coffee. ADy hot
water at your place?

CHRISTINE
Some times,
VOLE
Iet?s %tske a chance, Where do you
B 1lve?
CHRISTINE

Nearby., Come,

She leads him a few steps toward the badcof the night
club, where & tattered curtain is drawn across a niche.
She pulls 1t back. This is where she lives. It musy
have been the small wine cellar, now transformed into
makeshlft living quarters. The plaster ls broken and
peeling on the walls and celling; 1t is sparsely
furnished with a precarious table, a cot and a gas plate
for cooking. One corner is just about to cave 1n -- 1%
is supported by a beam propped up by a chalr.

CHRISTINE
Sorry -~ 41t¥s the mald's night off.

She tosses the asccordion onto the cot, then lights the
gas plate end puts the water on the stove,

VOLE
It's pretty horrible -- 1n a
(:; gemue tlich sort of vay.
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35. CHRISTINE

It's fine movw. I used to have

& roommate., A dancer. She had

luck. She married a Canadilan.

She llves now 1n Toronto. She

has a Ford automoblle.
(she looks et the tiny
ges flame)

Better make yourself comfortable -

the gas 13 slow these days.

VOLE
I've got a week-end pass.

He puts his kilt-bag and his cap on the table, then starts
for the cheir in the corner.

CHRISTINE
No, not that chalr., It holds up
that beam, and that holds up half
the celling. Better sit on the
cot,

VOLE
On the cot?
(he seats himself)
It's getting more gemuetlich all
the time.

He watches her as she takes a couple of chipped cups from
& shelf, He sees a wedding ring on the appropriate finger.

VOLE
Are you married?

CHRISTINE
Why?
(noticing his look)
Oh =~ that, Ulo, I'm not msrried,
I just wecr 1t when I'm working.
It glves me & 1little protectlion ~-
with all these men,

VOoLE
Didntt work too well
tonight, dia 142

CHRISTINE
Tonlght was bad. But 1t 1is
getting better,
(2 beat)
Q Where 13 the coffee?

T T
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Coffee =- Jawohl}l
(he jumps up, takes
a tin from his kilt-bag)
The finest Brazilian blend -~ the
same kind Field Marshal Montgomery
drinks,

He has opened the tin. She pours a spoonful of the
powdered coffee in each of the cups. Standing behlnd.
Chrigtine, he puts his arms around her waist, He kisses
the back of her neck twice ~ lightly.

VOLE
How'!s that for a rate of exchange?

CHRISTINE
(stirring the coffee)
Fair,

VOLE
Would you be interested in having
the whole tin?

CHRISTINE
I would,

He pushes the tin scross the table, then turns her toward
him and kisses her more ardently.

VOLE
Falm™
CERISTINE
Very fair.
VOLE
How are you fixed for sugam?
CHRISTINE
I could use some, -
VOLE
Cream?
CHRISTINE
Sure,

Vole has removed two more tins from his bag, puts these
next to the coffee, then takes Christine in his arms again.

VOLE
Sug&ro
(e kiss)
Cream,

{2 bigger kiss)
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CHRISTINE
It 1s & pleasure to do business
with you.

VOLE

I also carry becon, powdered eggs
and bilscuits.

He spills the contents of the klt-bag on the table. -

CHRISTINE
I don't knew 1f I can afford 1t.

VOLE
Don't worry. Wetll work out an
installment plan. A small down-
payment will do.

They exchange looks, smiling. From the night club a
gaunt elderly walter, dressed for the street with hat
and coat, looks in.

WAITER
Gute Nacht, Fraulein Helm,

CHRISTINE
Gute llacht,
(she sees his hungry look
at the food)
Hier!
(she hands him all the tins)
Nehmen Slefs mit nach Hauge -~
fuer dle Xinder!

WAITER ‘
Danke schoen - danke vielmals,
Fraulein Helm!}

He bows out, overwhelmed by the goodies, kills the light
in the night club. Vole and Christine are alone again.

VOLE
You gave away & fortune. Half pound
of bacon, four dozen powdered eggs,
and 211 those biscults!

CHRISTINE
Do not worry. I shzll meet every
installment.

VOLE

Forget it. ©No charge. Complliments
of Flight Sgt. ILeonzrd Vole,
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CHRISTINE
No. We are hungry, but we are not
beggars.,

VOLE

Nonsense. Nobody owes nothing to
nobody. Iet!s start from scratch.
Okay?

CHRISTINE ’
(2 warm smile)
Ok 8Y.

VOLE
Iet's have the coffee,
{moves to the couch)
If someone had told me I was going
to vind up with 8 German ssllor =~-

He bursts into a rowdy rendition of REEPERBAHN, and
drops exuberently ~»n the cot. The cot collapses,
81iding forward and dislodging the chalr. The beam
falls, followed by a good-slzed piece of the celling.
A big cloud of plaster dust envelops the room.
Christine, amused. watches Vole who is shilelding hils
face with hils zrms,

VOLE
I'm terribly sorry. Maybe I can fix
it. I'm good at 1lt.

CHRISTINE
Why fix 1%? It 1s not raining.
(s1tting beside him on
the cot
Are you all right?

VOLE
I think so0,.
( rubbing his head) -
My head hurts,

CHRISTINE
Mgybe I can fix 1t. I'm good at it.

He lies back as she kisses him., The sccordlon groans,
and Christine reaches under him to fish it out. She
throws 1t into & corner of the room.

The accordion lands upright, then collapses slowly with
a lovely languorousg sound,

INSTANT CUT TO:
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36.  INT. PRISON INTERVIEW ROOM DAY

Vole, Sir Wilfrid and Mayhew as we left them. The
prison guard visible through the glass in the door.

VOLE
(engagingly)
s+ Well, I had s week-end pass..e
a month's pay in my pocket =-

SIR WILFRID
And she already had a wedding ring --

VOLE
That's right. We go%t married, and when
I got out of the Service, I brought her
to Englend, It was wonderful =- I
rented & little flat on Tottenham Court
Road., When Christine saw 1t for the
first time, she was so happy she broke
down and cried.

3IR WILFRID
Naturally. She had a2 solid roof over
her head, and a British passport,

VOLE
Oh, no, 1t wasn't that a% all -- it
was me, She lost all her family in
the war -- I'm all she hag.

SIR WILFRID
(politely)
Yes, of course,

VOLE
You don't really know Christinge -
the way she feels zbout me -- but
youtll zee when she gilves her evi-
dence,

’ SIR WILFRID
Mr. Vole, T must tell you that I am
not putting her in the witness box.

VOLE
Youlre notf? ---- Why not?

SIR WILFRID
Well =~ for one thing, she 1s & fore-
igner, not too familiar with the
subtletles of our language - the
Prosecution could easily trip her up --
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36. MAYHEW
I hear 14 may be Mr. Myers for the
Crown. We can't take chanceg with
hilm.

SIR WILFRID
Quite,
{consulting his watch)
Weld better be going. Miss Plimsoll
is walting in the car = with her pillls
and & thermos of lukewarm cocos.

MAYHEW
(opening the door)
Guard!

VOLE
(pleading)
But Christine must give evidence.

8IR WILFRID

(putting on his hat)
I am -- and you nust trust me, Mr.
Vole. If for no other reasson, be-
cause I am a mean, i1ll-tempered old
man who hztes to lose.

(extending his hand)
Iet us wish each other luck.

The guard has entered and takes Vole out into the
corrldor. Sir Wilfrid and Mayhew follow,

37. INT. PRISON CORRIDOR (DaY)

The Warder 1s leading Vole up the corridor. He turns
back for one lest plea,

VOLE
(very emotionsal) -
I cant't fece thls without Christine,
I tell you, I'm scared, I need her.
Without her, I'm sunk.

Sir Wilfrid and Mayhew continue down the corridor,
They react, but they don't lock back., After a few
more steps:

MAYHEW .
Touching, isntt 1t, the way he counts
on his wife.

SIR WILFRID
Yes =~ like a drowning man, clutching
8t a razor blade,

They walk on,
FADE OUTs
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FADE IN:

IDONDON STREET (DAY)

A newspaper vendor outside z Tube station., A placard
begide him reads: VOLE TRIAL STARTS TODAY. The business
is brisk.

EXT. OLD BAILEY (DAY)

Start on the figure of Justice on top of dome. A workman
on a scaffold is scrubbing the sword and the scale.

PAN DOWN the facade of the venerable building.
DISSOLVE TO:

INT. COURTROOM NO. 1 OLD BAILEY (DaY)

Continue the pan, then stop to reveal the packed courtroom.
Everyone concerned in the trial except Sir Wilfrid is

in place: Judge, clerks, officials, jurors, barristers,
the defendsnt and those of the public lucky enough %o

have gained admittance,

CLERK

( facing the Dock)
Ieonard Vole, you are charged
on indlctment for that you on
the fourteenth day of September
in the County of Lordon,
mirdered Enlly Jzne French.
How say you, lLeonard Vole?
Are you guilty or not gullty?

In the Dock, flanked by two warders, stands Ieonard Vole,
pale snd tense. ) -

VOLR
(after a pause)
Not guilty.,

CLERK

(tarning to the jurors)
Members of the Jury, the priscner
stands indicted for that he on the
fourteenth day of September murdered
BEmily Jane French, To this indlctment
he has pleaded not gullty, and it is
your charge to say, having heard the
evidence, whether he be gullty or not.

Clerk sits)
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;qb 40, A warder touches Vole's shoulder and he sits down,

THE JUDGE

Members of the Jury, by the oath you
have just taken you have sworn %o
try this case on the evidence.
You mus t shut out from your minds
everything except whaot will take
place in thisz Court.

{to Myers)
You may proceed for the Prosecutlon,
Mr. Myers.

Myers rises, 2 keen, dark, relentless figure. He edjusts
his wig as he spenks,

MY ERS

May 1t please you, my lord.

(then to the Jurors)
Members of the Jury. I appear 1in
this case with my learned friend
Mr, Barton for the Prosecutlon.
My learned friends, Sir Wilfrid
Robarts and Mr, Brogan-Moore
eppear for the Defense.

_€$§ He gestures to the other end of the Bar, where the Defense
Counsel are seated, Brogen-Moore and Mayhew are preseat
but one seat Is vscant -- no sign of Sir Wilfrid.

MYERS
I trust we are not to be deprived
of the learned end stimilating
presence of Sir Wilfrid.

BROGAN=-MOORE
(rising)
My lord, may I essure my leasrned
friend of the Prosecution that
Sir Wilfrid is in the 0ld Bailey.
He is slightly incapacitated bug
he will be in his seat presently.

MY ERS
My lord, may I express my regret
that Sir Wilfrid 1s even slightly
incapacitated --

: JUDGE
You may, Mr. Myers, and you may
also proceed with the case for the
(ﬁ) Prosecution. The transcript will
be available to Sir Wilfrid should
he require 1it.
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MYERS

Thank you, my lord.

(to the jury)
The facts in this case are simple,
and to a point, no% in dispute.
You wlll hear how the prisoner
made the acqualntance of Mrs.
Emily French, = woman of fifty-
six; how he was treated by her
with kindness and even affectlon.
The nature of that affectlon you .
willl have to declide for yourselves.
On the night of October 1li4th, last,
between nine-thirty and ten otclock,
Mrs. French was rurdered and medical
testimony wlll be introduced to
prove that death wasg cauged by &
blow from 2 blunt and heavy
instrument, andéd 1t is the case
for the Prosecutlion that the blow

was struck by the prisoner, Leon=rd
Yole,

VOLE
(excitedly)
Thatls not true., I didntt do it.

The Warder rises with him and urges him back into hls seat,
The commotlon subsldes.

MY ERS
Among the witnesseg you will
hear police evidence; also, the
evidence of Mrs. French's house-
keeper, Janet M=zcKenzie. And from
medlical and lzborstory experits,
and the testimony of the murdered
womanis sollcltor, who drew her
final will,

During this, = shot of the Witness'! Bench outside, with
Inspector Hearne, Janet MacKenzle, two uniformed policemen,
the laboratory man, and Mr. Stokes, a neatly dressed,
elderly solicitor. Back 1n the Courtroom =

MY ERS
I will now call Chlef Inspector
Hearne, Criminal Investigation
Department, New Scotland Yard.

USHER
(calling)
thlef Inspector Hearne!
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The Witness Bench outslde, In doorway from Court,
policeman appears.

POLICEMAN
Chlef Inspector Hearne,

Hearne rises and enters courtroom walking to witness box.
The Usher hands him the Blble nnd holds up the cath card.
HEARNE

(by memory)
I swear by Almighty God that the
evidence I shall give shall be
the truth, the whole truth and
nothing but the truth,

While Hearne 1s reclting the oath, Vole 1s sltting forward
in the dock, hls hands closed tight on the ralling,
gtaring anxiously at the vacant seat where 8ir Wilfrid
should be,

INT., ROBING ROOM OLD BAILEY (DAY)

A smsll, panelled room with wooden lockers along each wall,
Sir Wilfrild is wearing hls wlg, one arm 1g bared, and he
is reluctantly =21llowing a physician, DR. HARRISON, to take
his blood pressure. Carter 1s watching and Miss Plimsoll
is f1lling = hypodermic syringe.

SIR WILFRID
This 1s ridiculous -- just a blt
of nervous heartburn -~ I always
get 1% the first day of a trial.

DR. HARRISON
{detaching the gauge)
240 above 130 =-- you shouldntt
be here 2% sll.

SIR WILFRID
(trying to get up)
I should be In the Courtroom = =
the trial has begun!

DR, HARRISON
(holding him down =~
to Miss Plimsoll)
The syringe, please,

MISS PLIMSOLL
' (passing the syringe)
Now, be a good brave boy, Sir Wilfrid.



41.

T2,

STR WILFRID

Miss Plimsoll, 1t may interest you
to know that I amn descended from a
warrior famlly whileh traces its
brave Dpast hack to Richard the
Iion-~hearted

(off-scene Dr., Harrison

has jabbed him with the

ncedle) .
oucH!

DR. HARRISON

Yourre to have a calcium injection
delly -- & trenqullizing pill
every houp w-

(handing him 2 small white box)
= in cage of e sudden pain, or
ghortness of breath, pop one of these
nitroglycerine tablets -~ from the
black box ==

(handing him a small black box)
-= under your tongue, And Itll
leave you sorme drops fop --

SIR WILFRID

{getting up)
That?s enough, Doctor -- the
Judge wili be azking for a saliva
tegt --

(to Carter)
I'd better teke that thermos of
cocoa with me.

(%o Dr. Harrison)
Helps me wash down the pllls,

He quickly gets Into his silk robe while Carter produces the
thermos bottle from a small asttache cape.

MISS PLIMSOLL
{to Carter) ~
Iet me see 1t, please,
( taking the thermos -
to Dr. Harrison)
My learned patien: is not above
substituting brendy for the cocog ==
(she has removed the cap,
sniffs at the contents)
It 13 cocoa. So sorry.

SIR WILFRID
If you were 2 woman, Miss Plimsoll,
I'd strike youl

He snatches the thermos and hands it to Carter.
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SIR WILFRID
(with the suggestion
of a wink)

Take care of this, Carter.

DR. HARRISON
Now, Sir Wilfrid, in the courtroom,
you must avold over-excitement.
Watch your temper. IKeep both your
voice and your blood pressure down =--

During this, Carter has moved to the attache case, turning
his back to the others. In the case ls another ldentical
thermos bottle. He deftly exchanges the thermos bottles,
closes the cont.lirer,

3IR WILFRID
(to Dr. Harrison)
Thank you, Doctor. I shall be
quitz safc-, what with the pllls --
sad the cocoa.
( taking the thermos)
Come on, Carter!

They exit: Sir Wilfrid, Carter and the thermos full of
brandy.

INT, COURTROOM NO. 1 {DaAY)

Myers 1s standing, examining Inspector Hearne. The packed
courtroom is following the testimony closely.

HEARNE i
ses from the body temperature,
and other factors, we placed the
time of death at between nine-
thirty and ten p.m., approximately
thirty minutes before Janet MacKenzie,
the housekeeper, returned home and
callied us,

MY ERS
In what position did you find the
body of Mrs. French?

HEARNE
She was lying on her face, with
g gevere injury to the back of her
ead,

Vole, in the Dock, is listening gloomlly. He looks up

and smiles because he sees that Sir Wilfrid and Carter

have entered 2nd are proceeding %o thelr seats., Sir Wilfrid
i8 cerrying the thermos bottle under his gown, The
interrogation proceeds over this.
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42, MYERS "
. Was thot injury the cause of death,
Inspector?
HEARNE

Yes, slr. Death wag instantaneous,
caused by one blow from a heavy and
blunt instrument,

Sir Wilfrid, still unnoticed by anyone but Vole, is msking
his way to the Bar, Carter to the place regerved for him.

MY ERS
Were there any other signs of a
struggle?

HEARNE

Wone, Just the one blow.

MY ERS
One blov? Would that indicate to
you that the murderer had taken
Mrs. French by surprise?

Sir Wilfrid is just about to sit down; straightens up sharply,

’ SIR WILFRID
My lord, I must object -~

( the Judge, Myers, others

are now aware of him)
== my learned friend refers %o
the asszllant as the murderer,
but we have not yet determined
whether the assailant was s man --
or a woman. It could qulte
concelvably have been the
muirderess,

: JUDGE
Mr. Myers, 1t seems thet Sir =
Wiifrld has joined us just in
time to catch you on a point of
grammar., Plesge rephrage your
ques tlon.

3iyr Wilfrid, with a little smile at Hearne, sits down.

MYERS

Yes, my lord.

( to Hearne)
Inspector, iz 1t your opinion that
the assailant --

(glaring at Sir Wilfrid)
-= whether he, she or 1t -- took
Mrs. French by surprise?
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Sir Wilfrid is sbout to put the thermos

bottle under the seat, but rises quickly agaln.

SIR WILFRID
My lord, I am taken by surprise
that my learned colleague should
attempt to solicit from the wltness
an opinion, and not a fact.

JULGE )
Qulte so., Youtll have to do better
than that, Mr. Myers.

MYERS
‘{resigned)
My lord, I wlthdraw the question
entirely.

SIR WILFRID
That?s much better.
- (he si1ts and puts the
thermosg under his seat)

In the crcwded gallery, Mlss Plimscoll squeezes

herself into a vacant seat next to a young blonde

75,

woman whose attention is riveted on Vole in the Dock.

Miss Plimsoll sets her alarm wristwatch and settles

back,

Below the examination hms continued,

MY ERS
Very well, Inspector, let us
proceed with the facts in the
case, After establlshing the
cause and the time of death,
whaet did you then do?

HEARNE
A search was made, photographs
vere teken, and the premises were
fingerprinted.

MYERS
What fingerprints dld you discover?

HEARNE '
I found the fingerprints of Mrs.-
Prench, those of Janet MacKenzie,
and gome which later proved to
be those of Ieonard Vole,

MYERS
No others?
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42, HEARNE
No others.,

Vole takes his hands from the rall of the Dock and moves
uneesily in his seat at this revelation,

- MYERS
Now did you say that the room
had the eppearance that a robbery
had been committed? ’

HEARNE

Yes, Things were strewn about

and a windovw hed been broken near
the catch. There wes glass on the
floor and frogments were found
outside. The gless outside wes

not consistent with the window
having been forced from the outside.

MYERS
What you are saying 13 that
someone attempted to meke 1t look
as though the window had been forced
from the outalide, isn't that so?

SIR WILFRID
(rising)

My lord, I must object. My leavned
friend 1s putting words in the
witnegs! mouth., After 2ll, if he
insists on answering his own
quegtions the presence of the
witness seems superfluous,

JUDGE
Quite, quite. Dontt you think
80, Mr. Myers?

MY

( sourly)
Yes, my lord.

( to Hearne)
Ingpector, did you ascertain
whether any of the murdered
wvomanfs property wag missing?

HEARNE )
According to the housekeeper,

nothing was missing,

MYERS “
In your experience, Inspector,
wvhen burglars --

with a glance at Sir Wilfrid)
== 0Or burglaresses --break into a house,
do they leave without teking anything?
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No, gir.

MYER3
Do you produce a Jacket, Inspector?

" . HEALRNE
Yesg, sir.

An Usher crosses to the teble on which the exhiblis are
put out --a jacket, a knife, the will, and assorted other
papers. The Usher plcks up the jecket 2nd takes 1t to
the Inspector,

MYERS
Is that the Jacket?

; HEARVE
Yes, sir.
(as the Usher replaces
the jacket)

MYERS
I propose that this be tagged
Exhibit Qne.
( then to Hearne)
Where did you find this, Inspector?

HEARNE
That 1s the jacket found in the
prisonerts flat, which I handed
t0 our lab to test for bloodstalns.

MYERS
And did you find bloodstalns?

HEARNE
Yes, though an nttempt had been
made to wash them out.

Sir Wilfrid, seemingly disinterested in the Interrogation,
twirls his monocle around his finger.

MYERS
What tests did the laboratory
make, Inspector?

] HEARNE
First, to determine if the stains
wvere made by human blood; then %o
classify 1t by group or type.

MYERS
And wza the blood of a particular
group or tyre?
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’ HEARNE
Yes, sir. 1%t 1s Type O.

MYERS
And dld you subsequently test the
blood of the dead woman?

HEARNE
Yeg, Sirﬂ ’

MYERS
And what type was that?

HEARNE
The same =--- Type 0.

MYERS
Thank you, Inspector.

Vole, in the Dock, hears the exclted murmur from the
Courtroom. He' glances anxlously at the Judge, who 1s
writing a note, then at the Jury whose expressions
indicate that the Prosecution has scored. He looks &gt
Brogan-Moore, preparing some papers, and at Sir Wilfrid
who 1is impasgsively twirling his monocle, .
MYER3
No further questions.

He sits down complacently. There is a moment's pause.
Sir Wilfrid carefully puts the monocle in his eye, rises.

SIR WILFRID
You say that the caly fingerprints -
you found were those of Mrs. French,
Janet MaocKenzie and the prisoner,
Leonard Vole. In your experlence
when a burglar bresks in, does he
ugually leave fingerprints,
or does he wear gloves?

HEARNE
He wears gloves.

SIR WILFRID
Invariably?

HEARNE

Almost invarisbly.

SIR WILFRID
8o the absence of fingerprints
in a case of robbery would hardly
surprise you?
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" HEARNE
No, sir.

SIR WILFRID
Can't we then surmise that a burglar
might have entered what was presumably
an empty house, might have suddenly
encountered Mrs. French and struck
her -- then realizing that she was
dead, pznicked and fled without
taking amything?

HEARNE
Yeg, sir -= that is certalnly
possible,
MY ERS
(rising)

I submlt, my lord, that 1t 1s
entirely Ilmpossible %o guess

what went on 1n the mind of some
entirely imaginary burglar -- with
or without gloves,

JUDGE
Quite rizht, Mr. Myersg
(to‘Wilfrid
Izt us not surmise, Sir Wilfrid,
but confine ourselves to facts.

8IR WILFRID
(nods -- then to
Hearne)

Inspector, when you questioned the
prisoner as to the stains on hig
jacket, did he not show you a
recently nealed scar on hils wrist
and tell you he had cut .

himself with a kitchen knife -
while slicing bread?

HEARNE
Yes, sir, that is what he salde

SIR WILFRID
And were you not told the same
thing by the prisoneris wife?

‘ HEARNE
Yes, sir, but aftervards =<«
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(sharply)
A simple yes or nO, please.
Did the prisoneris wife show
you a knife and tell you that
her husband had cut his wrlst
while slicing bread?

HEARNE P
Yes, s8ir.

SIR WILFRID
T will ask you to examine this
knife, Inspector.

Usher crosses to table, plcks up xnife with tag on 1%,
and brings 1t to Hearne.

SIR WILFRID

Just test the edge of the knife
with your finger --

Hearne does 8O)
-- carefullyl

(Fearne pulls his

finger eway)
You agree that the point and the
cutting edge are razor-sharp?

HEARNE
Yes, Sir.
(hands knife back to
the Usher)

SIR WILFRID
Wow then, if such a knife were to
alip, might 1t not inflict a cut which
would bleed profusely?

HEARNE
Yes, sir -- 1t might, -

SIR WILFRID
Now, Inspector, you have stated that
the bloodstains on the prisoneris
Jacket were snalyzed, as was the
blood of Mrs. French, and they were
both found to be of the same group -
Group 0%

HEARNE
Thet is correct.
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‘ SIR WILFRID
However, 1f the priscner!s blood
were also of thilg same group then the
stains on his jacket might very well
have resulted from the household
accident he described to you?

| HEARNE
Yes, slir.

SIR WILFRID
Did you analyze the priscner!s
lood, Inspector?

HEARNE
No, sir.

SIR WILFRID

I have here a certificate --

(Brogan-loore extends

it to him)
-= 8tatiug that Ieonard Stephen
Veole i3 a bleood donor at the
North London Hospltal and that
his blood 1z -~

(emphatically)

Group - Q.

A buzz in the courtroom. Vole, relieved, wipes somes
perspiration from his upper lip.

‘ SIR WILFRID
Thank you, Inspector.
(he sits)
MYERS

(trying to recover

: lost ground)

nspector, granted that the cug
on the wrist was caused by that
knife, is there anything to show
vhether 1% was an accident or

done deliberately, after the murdep --
%0 account for the blood-stains?

SIR WILFRID
(half-rising)
Really, my lord -}

MYERS
I withdrav the question. You
may stand down, Inspector,
(to the Usher)
Call Janet MacKenzie,
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CONTINUED:

USHER
Janet MacKenziel

POLICEMAN
Janet MacKenzlel

Janet enters Courtroom, cerrying bag and umbrella, her
tight-lipped face cold and expressionless. As she passes
the Dock she glares at Vole and continues on to the stand.
Usher hands her Bible and holds oath card. Janet starts
to recite the oath.

In the Gallery, Miss Plimsoll is watching the proceedings.
Her alarm wristwatch goes off suddenly, and she quickly
stiflea the buzzer, She looks apologetically at the blonde
in the next seat, then leans forward, attracting the
asttention of Carter below.

Carter catches her eye, nods, signals to Mayhew. Mayhew
signals to Brogan~Moore who leans close to Sir Wilfrid,
vhispering something. Sir Wilfrid has been twirling his
monocle on its cord. He nods, %takes out the white pill
box, from which he removes one plll., Brogan-Moore lifts
out the thermos bottle, unscrews the cap and fills it,
handing 1t to 3ir Wilfrid. Wilfrid looks up at Mass
Plimsoll, who nods spprovingly as he puts the pilll in
his mouth, Then he swirls the 1liquid in the cup, as in
a snifter, inhales the aroms and swallows the contents
eppreciatively.

In the Gallery Mlss Plimsoll 1s setting her alarm watch
egain and whispers to her blonde neighbor:

MISS PLIMSOLL
I donit think he could get
through the trlal i1f he didn't
have his medicine every hour.

During all this Janet MacKenzie hag been sworn and we have
heard the first of the questioning.

MYERS
Your name 1s Janet MacKenzle?

JANET
Aye, thatis nmy name,

M{ER3
Where do you live?
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JANET
(turning to the Judge)
Now that Mrs. French, poor soul,
is dead, I've moved in with my
niece, at 19 Glenister Place,

* JUIGE
Miss MacKenzile, would you please
gpesk intc the microphone.

MYERS
You were companlion-housckeeper
to the late Mrs. Emily French?

JANET
I was her housekeeper. Ifve no
opinlon of companlons, poor
feckless bodlesg, afrald to do a
blt of honest domestlic work.

MYERS
Quite, What I meant was that
you were on friendly terms --
not altogether those of a mistress
and a servant,

JANET
Ten years I was wilth her and
looked after her. "She knew me
and she trusted me, end many's
the time I prevented her doling
s foolish thing.

MYERS
Please tell us in yI.7r ows words
about the events of the evening
of September lith,

JANET

1% was Friday end my nigh* out.
I was golng round tc see my nlece
in Glenister Road, ihich is about
five minutes?! walk. I left the house
at half-past seven, I'd promised to
bring her a dress pattern that shefd
admired.

( the microphone looming

before her makes her

nervous «- to the

Judge)
Is this thing necessary?

83.
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JUDGE '

An excellent question. However,

it has been Installed at considerable
expense to the taxpayers so let us

take advantage of 1t. Please continue,

] JANET ‘
Well, wvhen I got to my niecels, I
found I'd left the pattern behind so
after supper I slipped back to get 1t, .
as 1t was no distance., I got back
to the house at twenty-five minutes
Past nlne. I let myself in, and
vent upstalrs to my roon.
glances at Vole)
As I passed the sitting-room, I
heard the prisoner in there
talking to Mrs, French.

] VOLE
( jumping up)
No! It wasnl't me! It wasn't
my volcel

The warders restrain him. He sinks back in his chair.

MYERS
You'lre sure 1% wes the -
prisoner?s volce you heard?

. JANET
Aye, I know hls voice well enough -
with him calling so often. Talking
and laughing they were, but 1t was
no business of mine, so I went up-
stairs end fetched my pattern.

MYERS
let us be very exact sbout the %ime.
You say that you reentered the
house at twenty-five past nine? -

JANET
Aye, The pattern was on g shelf in
my room, right next to my clock, and
I sav the time, Twenty-five past nine,

MYERS
Go on, please,

JANET
I vent back to my niece. She was de-
lighted with the pattern --
(she has turned to the
Judge who waves her back
toward the microphone)
{contiq)
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JANET (conttd.)
- 8imply delighted. I stayed there
until twenty to eleven, then came
home. I went into the sitting-room
to see 1f the mistress wanted anything,
and there she was, dead, with every-
thing tossed hither and thithesx,

MYERS .
Did you reellv think that a burglary
had occurred?

Sir Wilfrid 1s still doodling with his pills, but at this
question he leaps to his feet,

SIR WILFRID
My lord, I must protess.

JUIGE
( sternly)
I will not allow that question to be
ansgwvered, Mr. Myers,

MYERS
ME 10rdo
(to Janet) |
How much d1d you know sbout the
prisonem
JANET
I knew that he needed money,
MYERS

Did you ever hear him ask Mrs.
French for money?

JANET
He was too clever for thsat,

WERS =
Were you aware, Miss MacKenzie,
that Leonard Vole was a married

man?
JANET
No indeed! Neither was the
migtress,
VOLE
Janet}
(he 1s again restrained)
SIR WIIFRID
(rising)

M'lord, I must object. What Mrs.
French knew or did not knov is pure
conjeécture on Janet MacKenziels part,
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MYERS
Iet me put 1t this way ...
(Wilfria si.tsi'
You formed the opinlon
that Mrs. French thought ILeonard
Vole a single man? Have you any
facts to support that opinlon?

JANET
There wag the books she ordered,
The Iife of Baroness Burdett
Couts and one about Disraell and his

86.

wife. Both of them about women whold

married men years younger than
themselves. I knew what she was
thinking.

JUDGE
I'm afrald we cannot admlt that.
JANET
(bristling)
Why? .
JUDGE

Members of the Jury, i1t is possible
for a8 woman to read the Iife of
Disraell without contemplating
merriage with & man younger than
hergelf,

MY ERS
{(after laugher has
subsided)
Miss MacKenzie, were you avare
of what arrangements Mrs, French
had made for the disposal of her
money?

JANET
Yes, she had her old wlll revoked
and a nev one drawn up. I heard
her calling her solicitor, Mr.
Stokes. He was there, too, the
prisoner, I mean.

MYERS
You heard the prisoner and Mrs.
French discussing her new will?

JARNET
Aye, He was to have all her
money, she told him, as she
had no near relatives nor
anybody who meant to her what
he did.
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o And when did this tske place?

JANET
On September 8th, one week to the
day before she was murdered,

MY ERS
Thank you.
' {turning slightly
to Sir Wilfrid)
That concludes nmy examination.

Janet rises, is sbout to leave the box, but Sir Wilfrid
stops her.

SIR WILFRID
(quietly)
Not just yet, Miss MacKenzle,

She gives him an angry look and resumes her place in
the box.

SIR WILFRID
(monocle in eye)
- Miss MzcKenzie, you have given
- tes timony about two wills:

. in the old will, the will

that was revoked, were you
not to receive the bulk of
Mrs. Frenchis estate?

JANET
Aye. That is so.

SIR WILFRID
Whereas in the new will, except
for a bequest to you of a small
annulty, the principal beneflclary
is the prisoner, ILeonard Vole?
JANET
It will be a wicked injustice if
he ever touches a penny of that
money.

SIR WILFRID
It ig entirely understandable
that you are antagonistic to the
prisoner.

JANET
I'm not antagonistlce to him. He's
a shiftless scheming rascsl - but

e I'm not antagonistic to him,
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SIR WILFRID
I suggest that you have formed
this opinion because his friendship
with your migtress cost you the bulk
of her estate.

JANET
I never liked him.

SIR WILFRID
Your candour 1g refreshing. DNow,
on the night of September 1lh4th,
you say you heerd the prisoner
and Mrs. French talking together.
waat did you hear them sav?

JANET
I didn't hear what they actually said.

SIR WILFRID
You mean you only heard the volces ==
the murmir of voices?

JANET
They were laughing.

SIR WIIFRID
What makes vo: say the man!s volce
was leonard Vule?

JANET

I kpnow his voice well enough,
SIR WILFRID

The door was closed, was 1t not®
JANET

Yes,
SIR WILFRID

You were no doubt in g hurry to
get the pattern, so you probably
valked quickly past the closed
door -~ ye} you are sure that
you heard Leonard Vole¥s volce?

JANET
I wag there long enough to hear
what I heard,

SIR WILFRID
Come, Miss MacKenzie, I'm sure
you dontt wish to suggest to the
Jury that you wvere egvegdrooping.

88.
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JANET
1 know 1t was him in there with
her. Who else could 1t have been?

SIR WILFRID
Exactly! VWhat you mean ls you
wanted 1t %o be him. Thatts the
Way your mind worked. Now, tell
me, did Mrs. French sometimes
vatch televislon in the evenling? .

JANET
Aye. She was fond of a talk, or
& good pley.

SIR WILFRID

Wasn't it possible that on the
evening when you returned home
and passed the door, that what
you really heard was the television
and a man and womant!s voices, and
laughter?

{to the Jury)
There wag a play called YIoverts
Izap” on the talevision that night.

- JANET
It vas not the television.

SIR WILFRID
Oh? Why not?

JANET
Becauge 1t was eway being repaired
that veek.

faughter in the Courtroom, the Jurors Jjoining in. The
Judge, with a2 smlle, 1s making a note.

Mayhew and Brogan-Mpore exchange & worried glaance. 31r
Wilfrid reaches for his "cocoa," ungcrews the cup and
pours, gulping 1t like a man who needs the restorative.

In the Gallery, Miss Plimsoll has seen Wilfrid take the
eocoa, She looks at her watch, puzzled.

MISS PLIMSOLL
(to her blonde
neighbor)
0dd -= 1%'s not time yet.

Sir Wilfrid, catching her loock, qulckly takes a pill from
the white box and swesllows it with an innocent grin.
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42, In the Courtroom, the Usher criss "Silence¥ and as the
crowd subslides, Myers rises,

MYERS
(with a look at
Sir Wilfrid)
If my learned friend has no further
questions I would like -~

SIR WILFRID
(rising ponderously)
I have not quite finished.
“{to Janet -- quite loud)
You are registered; are you not,
under the Netional Health
Insurance Act?

JANET
That's so., Four-and-gix I have
to pay out each week. Itfs a
terrible lot of money for a
vworking woman %o paye.

SIR WILFRID
I am sure that many agree with
you, Now, then, Miss MacKenzle
did you recently apply to the
Natlional Health Insurance -
(dropping his voice

slightly
== for a hearing a2id?
JANET
A what?
SIR WILFRID
(s%111 in a lower
tone)

A hearing ald?

JANET
What did you say®

Iaughter in the Courtroom, The Usher cries "Silence®.

MY ERS
‘{bristling)
My lord, T rust protest at the
manner In which this question
1g belng pute-
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their leaderts triumph.
a faint smile. The usher cries "Silencel®

SIR WILFRID | . '

I will repeat the question, my lord--

(to Janet -- loudly now)
I asked you, in a normal tone of
voice, audible to everyone in open
court =- .dild you avply %o the
National fealin Insurance for &
nearine aid?

JANET
: (also loud)

Yesg, I did.

SIR WILFRID
( shouting)

Did you get 1%?
JANET

Hot yet.
SIR WILFRID

However, you state that you
walked past a door which is four
inches of solid oek, you heard
volces, and you are willing to
swear that you could distinguish
the volce of =-

(lowering his tone)
-« the prisoner, Leonard Vole?

JANET
Wno?

SIR WILFRID
No further questionsi

He sits down, breathing heavily.

JANET
(to the Judge) -
Maybe you can help me, Your Lordshi
gsix months ego I epplled for the
hearing ald --

JULGE
My dear Migss MacKenzle, considering
the rubbilsh that 1s belng talked
novadays, you are missing very
little. You may stand dovwn DOVW.

She stands down, amlidst some general laughter.
Moore, Mayhew and Carter exchange satlsfied looks at
Even Vole shows some relief in

91,

Brogan-
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MYERS
Call Pollce Constable Jeffries.

This 1is echoed by Usher and Policeman, Congstable
Jeffries rises, proceeds to the Box and is sworn.

During this Sir Wilfrld has shsken sll the pilis out
of his white box and starts forming them into a large
star. ’

MOVE IN on the pattern, then ===
DISSOLVE:s

THE COURTROOM AGAIN
Myers standing in his ususl place,

MYERS
The Prosecution will now call Mr.
Henry Stokes.s

This is echoed by the Usher and Policeman. Mr. Stokes,
Mrs. French's solicitor, is the last one on the Witness
Bench, He rises, carrying his briefcase, crosses to
the Witness Box and is sworn.

Sir Wilfrld 1s doodling with the pills. There are only
& few pllls left, and the pattern -« nov a circle --
Is very much smaller.

MOVE IN on the pattern, and then --
DISSOLVE:

THE COURTROOM AGAIN
The Judge looks up from notes he is making,

JUDGE
Mr. Myers, does that conclude your
case?

MYERS
(on hig feet)
No, my lord, I now call the final
wltness for the Prosecution,
Christine Helm!

There 1s stunned silence for an instant. Then, as the
Usher and Policeman repeat the summons ~ "Christine Helmi"
== an exclted murmur springs up,
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Sir Wilfrid looks up sharply. Mayhew end Brogane-
Moore look at each other,

Jeonard Vole, in the Dock, turns slowly toward the
witness?!s entrance, a bewildered look in his eyes.

Christine enters the'Courtroom. She is poised and
inscrutable as she walks deliberately toward the Box.

VOLE
(an ineredulous
whisper, as she
passes)
Christinel

,

8he does not look at him, nor dces she react to his
volce. She takes her place in the Witneas Box, takes
the Bible from the Usher and reads from the oath card
in a clear, dispassionate volce,

CHRISTINE
I svear by Almighty God that the
evidence that I shall give shall
be the truth, the whole truth and
nothing but the truth.

As she concludes the octh, Slir Wilfrid is already on
his feet,

SIR WILFRID
My lord, I have the most serious
objection to this witness being
summoned by the Prosecutlon asg
she iz the wife of the prisoner,
Ieonard Vole =--

MY ERS
My lord, I ¢sll ny learned friend's
attentlion to the fact that I summoned
not Mrs. Vole, but Mrs. Helm.,
( to Christine)
Your name, in fact, 1is Christine Helm?

" CHRISTINE
Yes. Christine Helm,

MYERS ,
You have been living as the wife
of the prisoner, lLeonard Vole?

: CHRISTINE
Yeas,

MYERS
Are you actuslly his wife?



Y,

42. CHRISTIVE
I went through a marriage ceremony
with him in Hamburg. But I slready
had a husband -~ he is 3%1l1l1 allve.--

Ieonard leaps to hls feet,

) VOLE
(wildly)
Christine! --- that?s not truel -«

He 1ls restrained by the warders.

CHRISTINE
(never locking at him)
-= thls being so, my marrlage to
Mr. Vole wa3 not =-
(loocking at Myers

for help)
MYERS
Not vallad?
CHRISTINE
Not valid.
SIR WILFRID

My lord, there 1s proof of a marriage
between the wiltness and ILeonard Vole.
There 1s no proof whatsoever of an
alleged previous marriage.

MWERS

My lord, the alleped previous marvisge
is in fact well-documented,

{(with s superior

amile, he %takes a

document from an

agsistant)
Mrs. Helm, i1s this a certificate of
marriage between yourself and one -
Otto Iudwig Helm,..?

The Usher takes the document from Myers, shows it to
Christine.

MYERS
ooe- the ceremony having taken place
in Bresleu on the 18th of April, 19427

CHRISTINE
Yes, That is the paper of my marriage.



——r— - -

95

o~ h2, JUIGE
/ I should like to see that

certificate,
(Usher hands it to him;
he looks at it quicklyj

I think this wiltness 1s qualified

to give evidence,
(hands 1t back to Usher)

The Usher carries the document to Sir Wilfrid., He takes
it and without looking at it throws it angrily on the table.

JUDGE
(to Myers)
Having had the beneflt of 8ir
Wilfridts opinion, you may
proceed.

MYERS
Mrs. Helm, are you willing to
give evidence ageinst the man
you have been calling your
husband?

CHRISTINE
_) I am willing.

M{ERS
On the night that Mrs. French was
murdered, you stated to the police
that Ieonard Vole left the house
at seven-thirty and returned at
twenty~five minutes past nine.
Did he, in fact, return at
twenty-five past nine?

CHRISTINE
o, He returned at ten
mirmites past ten.

VOLE
{on his feet)
Christine, what are you saying?
That?s not true. You know 1itfs
not truel

The Court is In an uproar,

JUIGE
( taps for order)
I mugt have gsllencel "As your
) counsel will tell you, Vole, you
) will very shortly have an opportunity
of spesking in your own defensel

v
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MYERS
leonard Vole returned, you say,
at ten minutes past ten. And
what happened next?

CHRISTIMNE
He was breathing hard, very exclted,
He threw off his coat and examined
the gleeves, Then he told me %o
wash the cuffs. They had blood

on them,

MYERS
Go on.

CHRISTINE
T said, "leonard, what have you
done?"

MYERS
What did the prisoner say to
that?

CHRISTINE

- (impsssively)

He sald, "Itve killed heri

In the Dock, Vole leaps to his feet desplte the warders
who struggle to restraln him,

VOILE
Christine! Why are you saying
these things?! Why are you lyingi?

The Court is again in en uprosr, the Usher crying
figijencel”

In the Gallery, the spectators are whispering excltedly to
each other., Miss Plimsoll and her blonde nelghbor are
leaning forward, both very agltated, the blonde clutching
Miss Flimsollls arm.

BLONDE
What an awful vomant

MISS PLIMSOLL
Oh, shefs evil, that one, Ifve
known 1t all slong.

The Judge is rapping for order, The Courtroom calms down.

JUIGE
If the Defense go desgireg I
%1ll order a brlef recess, so
that the prisoner may galn control
of hilmself.
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In the Dock, Vole
straight =zhead,

SIR WILFRID
(rising)

My lord 1s most gracious, but pray
let the witness continue. We are
all of us caught up in the suspense
of this horror fiction -- to have
to hear 1t in inatallments might
Prove unendurable.

JUDGE
Proceed, Mr. Myers.

MYERS
Mrs. Helm, when the prisoner said,
?I have killed her," aiqg you know
to whom he referred?

CHRISTINE
Yes. It was the woman he had
been going to see so often.

’ MY ERS
Now, then, when questioned by
the police, fou told them that
the prisoner came home at nine-
tventy-five?

CHRISTINE
Yes, Becsuse Leonard asked me
to say thatl

MYERS
But you have changeaq your gtory
now === why?

CHRISTINE
1 cannot go on lying to save himl
I said to the police what he wanted
me to say becsuse I am grateful %o
him. He married me and brought me
to this country, What he has
esked me to do I have always
done because I was grateful.

MYERS
It was not because he wag your
husband, and you loved him?

CHRISTINE
No. I never loved him.

976

is leaning on his hands, Staring dully
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(to Chrigtine)
It was gratitude to the prisoner
then that prompted you to glve
him an alibi in your statement
to the police?

CHRISTINE
Yes, that 13 1t, exactly.

MY ERS
But now you feel that 1t was
wrong to do so?

CHRISTI!E

It is murder, That womzn -- she
was & harmless old fool, and he
mekes of me an accomplice to the
mirder., I cannot come into
Court and swear that he was with
me at the time when it was done,
I cannot do 1t, I cannot do 1t

MIERS
Then this is the truth? -~ that
Ieonard Vole returned that night
at ten minutes past ten., That
he had blood on the gleeves of
his coat, and that he sald to
you, "I have killed her'?

CHRISTINE
That 1s the truth.

MY ERS
That 1s the truth -- before God?

CHRISTINE
That 1s the truth,

ERS
(solemnly, a low voice)
Thank you,.
(he sits)

The hughed Courtroom ig focusged on Sir Wilfrid. For a
long beat he sits still, breasthing hard., Vole and Sir
Wilfrid's colleagues are anxiously walting for him to
rise for the cross-examination Finally, with a sweeping
gesture of the hand, he brushes =ayay .the pills before
him, then 1lifts himself slowly to hls feet.
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Mprs. Vole =- or Mrg, Helm =~ which
do you prefer to be called?

CHRISTINE
It does not matter,

SIR WILFRID
Does 1t not? 1In thls country
we are incllined to tzke a rather
more serious view of marriage.
However - Frau Helm, 1%t would
appear that wnen you first ma2t
the prisoner in Hamburg you lled
to him about your marital status?

CHRISTINE
I wanted to get out of Germany, 80 ===

) SIR WILFRID
You lied, did you not? Just "yes”

or ¥rc," pleasel

CHRISTIMNE
Yes.,

SIR WILFRID
Thank yvou, And subsequently, in
arranging the marriage, you lied
to the authoritiles?

CHRISTINE
I did not tell the truth to the
authorities,
SIR WILFRID
You lied to them?
CHRISTINE
Yes., -
SIR WILFRID

And in the ceremony of marriage
itself, when you swore to love
and to honor znd to cheprish your
huasband, that, %too, wag a lie?

CHRISTINE
Yes.

SIR WILFRID
And then -- when the pollce questioned
you about thls wretched man who belleved
- gimself marrled and loved, you told
em =-
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CHRISTINE
T told them what ILeonard wanted
me to say -~

SIR WILFRID
You told them that he was at
home wifh you at twenty-five
minutes pest nine -- and now you
say that that was a lie?

CHRISTINE
Yes. A lle.

SIR WILFRID
And when you sald thet he had
accldentally cut his wrist, again
you lied?

CHRISTINE
Yes.

SIR WILFRID
Now %today you have %old us s new
story entirely. The question is,
Frau Helm, were you lying then,
are you lylng now, or are you You not,
in fact, 2 chronic and habitual
1ieri?

By now he 1s short of breath, his hand holding his chest,

In the Gallery, Miss Plimsoll sees his distress. She
leans forward to attract Carterts attention.

MISS PLIMSOLL
(hoarse whisper)
The other plll -- under the
tonguel -
(pentomimes 1t)

Carter rises quickly, takes out the black plll-box and
surreptitiously passes it tBrogan-Moore.

During this --

MY ERS
My lord, 1s my learnecd colleague
to be allowed &o bully and insult
the witness 1n this fashlon?

JUDGE
Mr. Myers, this 1s a capital charge,
and within the bounds of reason I
would like the Defense to have every
latl tude,
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SIR WILFRID

{violently, despite

hls spasm
My lord, mzy I =also remind my
learned friend that his wltness,
by her own admlgslon, hes already
violated s6 many oeths that I am
surprised the Testament did not
leap from her hand when she vas
sworn heve today. ‘

(to Christine)
I doubt 1f anything 1s to be
gained by questlonlng you any
further. That will be all,
Frauv Helm!

He sits, breathing heavily, his head back, his hand under
the robe holding his chest. Brogan-Moore pushes the open
black box toward him. Sir Wilfrid takes a pill, slips

it under his tongue, le=zns back ageln,

MY
(rising)
Mrs. Helm, I presume you know
the meaning of the English word
Tperjury,”
(glancing at a note)
In German, the word 1s "Melneid,”

CHRISTINE
Yes = Meineld -- it means to
gvear falsely under oath.

MYERS ‘
And are you svare, Mrs, Helm,
that in this country the penslty
for perjury 1s a heavy term of
imprisonment?

CHRISTINE -
Yes, I am aware,

MYERS
(solemnly)
Mindful of this, Mrg, Helm, I
agk you once more =---= 13 the
evidence you have given the truth,
the whole truth, and nothing but
the truth?

CHRISTINE
So help me God.



i02.

b2, MY ERS
Then thet, my lord, 1s the case
for the Prosecution.

He indicates to Christline to step down, and sits.

The Courtroom is buzzing with excltement. Christine
crosses to the Exit, looking straight shead. In the Dock
Vole sits numb, his head bowed, The eyes of the warders
follow her, but Vole never raises his hesad. .

In the Gallery, Miss Plimsoll glances at her blongde
neighbor eand sees her wiplng zway a tear.

MISS PLIMSOLL
(opening her handbag)
Want a tissue?

BIONDE
(choked up)
Yes, thanks,
( takes 1%)
Itts the first murder trial Ifve
ever been to, Itts terrible.=--

Below the Usher cries "Silence” and the Courtroom becomes
Btill.

JUIDGE
Sir Wilfrid, are you ready for
the Defense?

SIR WILFRID
(rising with some
difficulty) '
My lord, members of the Jury, the
Progecution has very ably presented
against the prisoner, Leonard Vole,
a case of the most overwhelming
¢ircumstantial evidence, Among the
witnesses you have heard Chief
Inspector Hearne, who has given hig
testimorny in a falr and impartisl
manner -- as he always dces 1n these
cases, He hag evolved and put
bef'ore you a clever theory of
how this crime was committed.
Whether it 1s theory or actual
fact, however, yvou will decide for
yourselves. Then = you have heard
the evidence of Janet MacKenzie,
a worthy and devoted housekeeper,
who has suffered two most grievous
losses. One, the death of her beloved
mis tress -- and second, in being deprived
of an inheritance of 80,000 pounds which
she had fully expected to receive, I will
not comment further on her evidence,
(cont?d)
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SIR WILFRID (CONT!D)
~-- but will express only ny
deepest gyrpathy for her Iin
both these mishaps.

And finslly -- most damaging of

all - the Prosecution has produced
a surprilse wltness, one Christilne
Helm --whom the prisoner married
and brought from the rubble of her
homeland to the safety of this
eountry, giving her his love and
the protection of his name, I
objected to her testimony beczuse

a8 wife cannot give evlidence harmful
to her husband, but 1% hes been
proven that her marriage to Leonard
Vole was fraudulent and blgamous.
Therefore, her evidence must be
admitted and you must consider

it for what 1t 1s worth.

Such is the Prosecutlonts case.
Now 1% 1is the turn of the Defense,
We could present, on behalf of
" the prisoner, a variety of"
witnesses to his character, his
war record, the lack of criminal
or evil sgsocistion in his past.
Hovwever, only one witness can
shed nev light on this traglce
riddle -- the prisoner himself.
Members of the Jury, L call
Ieonard Stephen Volel

The entire Courtroom is intent on Vole as he ralses his
head, gets up slowly, leaves the Dock and proceeds %o
the Witness Box, followed by the Warder, who stops and
stands near the Barrlsteris door.

The Usher hands him the Book and holds up the oath card.

VOLE
I swear by Almighty God that the
evidence I shall give wlll be the
truth, the whole truth snd nothing
but the truth.

Brogan~Moore has placed & long sheet of psper beforé
Sir Wilfrlid, who pushes 1t away.
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SIR WILFRID
Your name is Iesonard Stephen Vols?
VOLE
It is.
SIR WILFRID
Where do you live?
VOLE
55 MTottenham Court Road, .
SIR WILFRID

Teonard Stephen Vcole, did you

or did you not, on the night of
September 18th last, murder Emily
Jane French?

VOL1E
( £1irmly)
I diéd not,.

Sir Wilfrid sits, with a gesture to Myers that Vole is all
his. Myers is tsken by surprise. Brogan-Moore, Mayhew and
Carter look 2ot one another, baffled. There 13 an excited
murmir in the Courtroom and the Usher cries “7silence.”

JUDGE
Have you, in fact, conclucded
your examination of the prisoner,
Sir Wilfria®

SIR WILFRID

(half rising)
My lord, the prisoner has endured
three days orf the most profound
mental agony and shock. The
Defense feels that his :faculties
ghould be gpared for the cross-
examination by my learned friend
for the Prosecution., This is
not a ples for any lndulgence,

am confldent that no matter how

searching this may be, the
prisoner will withstand 1it.

(he sits)

MYERS
(wading in on Vale)
Mr, Vole, at the time that you
made the acquaintance of Mrs.
French, were you employed?

VOLE
No, sir.
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42, MYERS
How much money did you have?
VAIE
Only a few poundse.
. MY ERS
Did she ever give you any money?
VOLE .
No, not a penny.
°  MERS
Dld you expect to recelve any?
VOLE
No, sir.
MYERS

Did you kndﬁ that in her new
will, you were the beneflclary
to the extent of 80,000 pounds,.

VOLE
No.

MYERS
Now, Mr. Vole, when you went %o
visit Mrs., French for the last
tlme, dld you wear a trench
coat and a brown hat?

. VOLE
Yes, I did.

Myers has produced from = file s small poster, about 7 x
11, featuring = photograph of Vole in trench cozt and
hat, with an inscription below in small black capitals:
Will any person who saw this man on the evening of
September l4th last, between 9:00 and 9:30 P.M., kindly
commnicate with Leslle Mayhew, Sollcitor, of 15 Cork
Street, London, W.1l. Telephone Gerrard 0909,

MYERS
(holding up poster)
Was 1t this coat and hat?

VOIE
Yes,
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MYERS -

My lord, the Defense, leaving no
stone unturned in 1ts efforts to
establish an alibi for the prisoner,
cireulnted this photograph hoping
to bring forth a witness who had
geen him leaving Mrs. French's
house or entering his own at the
times he has stated., Apparently,
this splendid effort was without
results., However, the Defense
w1ill be pleaged tc learn thet
at the last moment & witness has
come forward, and that the
prisoner had been seen, wearing
thils coat and this hat.

(reactions from Vole,

and from Sir Wilfrid

and his assoclates)
Lamentably, he had not been
seen on the night of the
mirder, but exactly one week

before,

( turning sharply

to Vole
On the afternoon of September 8th,
wvere you or were you not in s
travel ocgency 1n Regent Street
inquiring sbout prices and
schedules of forelgn crulses?

VOLE
(ins tantly)
Supposing I dild., Thatts not a
erime, 1s 1387

M{ERS
Not at all., Many people go for
a8 crulse «--yhen they can pay for it,

But you couldn¥t pay for it, could
you., Mr. Vole? .

VOLE
I was hard up. I %o0ld you so.

MYERS
And yet you came into this
particular travel agency --
with ablonde -~ a honey blonde,
I understend --

JUDGE
A honey blonde, Mr. Myers?

106.
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y2, MYERS
A term for 2 lady with hair like
honey, ry lord,

JUDGE
Sounds a bit sticky, doesntt 1t?

ILaughter in Court. ot in 3ir Wilfrld¥s camp, however,
vhere he and his associates are huddled with very vworried
faces. .

In the Gallery, Miss Plimsoll 1s looking down at the Bar.
Her blonde neighbor is bilting her 1ip.

MISS PLIMSOLL
(1ooking at the Judge)
~1ite & sense of humori
Wouldn't strike him so funny
if he vere in the Dock.

Below, the Courtroom has settled down agaln.

MY ERS

(not letting Vole

off the hook)
You then admit that you made
inquiries about the most
expensive and luxurious
cruises, How did you expect
to pay for such a thing?

VOLE
I don't know, it was ~-

MY ERS
If you don't know -- perhaps I
can helr you. On the morning of
the very same day, according bto
Mr. Stokes, you heard Mrs. French
change her will, leaving you the
bulk of her money --

VOLE
I daidnft! I knew nothing about
the will!

MY ERS

-= and 1in the afterncon, you
started msking plans to dlspose
of the money!
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VOLE
No! It was nothing of the kind!
T was in a pub, and I me% this
girl -- I dontt even know her
name -- we had z couple of drinks
and then we wzlked out together =--
we passed that display window with
fancy poshers with blue seas znd
palm trees -- the Greclan Islands,
or some plece -- go We went in --
just for the fun of 1t -- and we
asked for some folders. The man
gave me soxt of a funny look --
because I looked a bit shabby --
and 1t Iirritated me so I kept
agking for the swvanltiest tours --
all de luxe and a cabin on the boat
deck -- just putting on an act -=-

MY ERS
An act? No, not an act =-- you
knew that in s week ycu were
going to inherit 80,000 poundsl

VOLE
No, it was no%hing like that!
It was make-bDelieve and chlldishe-
but 1t was fun znd I enjoyed
1t., I wasn'% thinking of
killinz anybody, or inheriting
any money!

MYERS
It was just remerkable coincidence
that Mrs. French should be
killed only =& week later?

VOLE
I've told you - I didntt kill her?

MYERS -
Can you suggest any reason why
the witness, Christine Helm,
should deliberately glve the
evidence she has glven if 1%
were not true?

VOLE
(starting to bresk)
Ro, T donft, I don't know why
my wife - I don't even know why
I st1ll call her my wife --ghe
must be lying, or out of her mind.
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MYERS
She gseemed remarkably san2, and
self-possessed. But Iinsanlty 1is
the only reason you can suggest?

VOLE
1 don't understand 1t}
( tortured)
oh, God, what!s happened - whatls
changed her?i

MYERS
Very effective, I'm gure. But
in this Court, we deal with fact,
And the fact i, MMr. Vole, that
we hsve only your word for 1t,
that you left Emilly Frenchls
house at the time you say you
did, and that you arrived home
at five and twenty minutes past
nine, and that you did not go
out again,

VOLE
(wildly)
Someone must have seen me - in
the street -
{to Jury)
- or going into the house.
MYERS

One would certalinly think so -
but the only person who did

gsee you come home that night says
1t was at ten minutes past ten.
And ghe says that you had blood
on your clothes,

VOLE
{ throws arm out)
I cut my wrist!

MYERS
You cut your wrist deliberately!

' VOLE

No, T didntt! I didn't do

anything, buf you make 1t

sound as though I didl
(hand to head)

I can nezr 1t myselfl

M{ERS
You came home at %ten past ten!

109,
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42, VOLE
No, I didn't - youtve got to
believe mel
(to Jury)
Youtve got to believe mel

MYERS
You killed Emily Frenchl

VOLE ,
I didn*t do it! I didn't

k111 her! I've never killed
anybody. Oh, Codl Iti!s =
nightmere. It's some ghastly,
horrible dream!?

He collapses, his head in his hands.
DISSOLVE TO:

43, INT. SIR WILFRID'3 CHAIBERS OUTER OFFICE (EVENING)

The lights are on. It is after office hours and the
last of the secretaries is putting the cover on her
typewriter. Two large steamer trunks are tagged, ready
for shipment. An elderly man, neatly dressed, is seated
on the visitorst hench, = cardboard box held on his
knees., He 1s Sir Wilfrlidis tailor.

After a few seconds Sir Wilfrid enters, followed by
Mayhew, Brogan-Moore, Carter and Miss Plimsoll. They
are coming back from Court.

SECRETARY
(cheerfully)
Good evenlng, Sir Wilfrld., How
dld 1%t zo today?

No answer. Slir Wilfrid and the others walk on toward his
office in an atmosphere of defeat. ~

TAIIOR
(getting up) .
Sir Wilfrid -- I'm from Hawks % H1l1l --
Itve brought your Bermuda shorts --
for a fitting.

SIR WILFRID
My what?

The tallecr has taken the 1id from the box, holds up a vast
palr of black and white plald shorts. '
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TAIIOR
Yould better slip these on, Sir wilfrid --
if we're to have them ready by tomorrow.

SIR WILFRID

My deer man, I am in the middle of
a rurder irlal --

MISS PLINSOLL
It¥11l be all over by tomorrow after~

noon. The boat train 1isntt untll
nine-rforty.

SIR WILFRID
(to Miss Plimsoll,
pointing at the
shorts)
You work 1t out --
(starting for his
office)

-~ you know my shape -- youfve gtabbed
1% of'ten enough.

' MISS PLIMSOLL
Upstalrs, Sir Wilfrid! You need a
lukewarm bath -«- your calecium in-
jectlon «-~ and there 13 still a lot
of packing to be done...

’

He pays no attention, goes into his office with Mayhew,
Carter and Brogan Moore, slams the door.

INT. SIR WILFRID'S OFFICE (EVENING)

Carter turns on the lights. 8ir Wilfrid crosses wearily
to the chailr behind hils desk,

SIR WILFRID
Ridiculous, having those bcat re-
gervatlons -- how do we know? -- the
Jury may be out for days.

BROGAN=-MOORE
Not on this case, I'm afraid. This
gseems too open-and-shut,

SIR WILFRID
(sits)

I watched them when Frau Helm was on
the stand. They dldntt like her.
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BROGAI-IIDORE
No, they didn't like ner ~-- but they
believed ner., They lilked leonard
Vole, but they didn't belleve him.

MAY HEW
And that travel sgency buslness
doesn't help, either. Clgar,
Wilfrlad?
(extends one; 3ir Wilfrid
waves 1t away)

BROGAN-MOORE
Wilfrid, do you think she lled?

SIR WILFRID
(viciously)
Dontt you?

BROGAN-MOORE
I dea't L-~w., I'm not sure.

SIR WILFRID
(steaming)
I am., She lied --whether she calls
it Melneild, or perjury, she liedf
The only question in my mind is
why? =-- what!s her game? ~-- vhat 1s

she up %o0?

“Thangs his fist on
the desk)

Wh*f’

CARTER
Sipr Wilfrid -- I hope that 1in your
final speech tororrow, you wontt let
yourself become too emotionally
involved -- you must think of your
physical condlition «=-

BROGAN-MOORE -
He's right. I want to szee you save
yourself, This isn't golng to be
your last case -=-

SIR WILFRID

Yes, 1t is.

(working up to 2

crescendo agaln) ,
But until it is over, I am gstill a
barrister and my clilentfs life 1s
at stake. Thatls all that matters =--
his life. He 1s entlitled to the
Pest that I can do. If I cantt
stand up to make my final appeal for
him, I'1l make it sittlng down. If
I become short of breath, I'1ll take

(conttd)
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SIR WILFRID (contta)
a8 plll -- or two pills -- or all
of them -- and the box as well!

During the above, the phone has been ringing. Carter
picks 1t up.

" CARTER
(into phone)
Yeg? .

COCKINEY WOMAN'3 VOICE
(from the receiver,
. slightly inebriated)
Is this Sir Wilfrid Robarts place?

CARTER
Yes,lt is.

COCKNEY WOMAN'S VOICE
Lemme telk to the old boy. '

CARTER
Who 1s this speaking, please?

COCENEY WOMAN®3 VOICE
Never you mind -- lemme talk to
Time

CARTER
I'm afrald that will be impossible --
what 1ls the nature of your business?

COCKNEY WOMAN!S VOICE
It's business, all right, I've got
somethln' to sell 'im, I have,

CARTER
Really, Mzdam --

COCENEY WOMAN'S VOICE
An' what I've got to sell 'im, believe
me, feVll want to buyi TIt's got to do
with that leonard Vole chapi

CARTER
Ieopard Vole!

Sir Wilfrld, Bregan -Moore and Mayhew look up at thils and
listen intently. '

QO CKNEY WOMAN'S VOICE
It!s sbout that German wife -- Tlve
got the goods on fer! an' it!s fop
sale,
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by, Sir Wwilfrid grabs the phone from Carter.

Sound of s
recelvern.

SIR WILFRID
This 1is Wilfrid Robarts speaklng.
Now what 1s this all about?

: . COCKNEY WOMAN'S VOICE
Well, hello, Ducky -~

SIR WILFRID
What 1s this you saild sbout Mrs.
Ieona>d Vole?

COCKNEY WOMAN'S VOICE
I'm not just sayint! - I've got 1%
black and white!

SIR WILFRID
You got what?

O0 CKINEY WOMAN'S VOICE
Listen to thlg cerefully, Ducky =--
I'm in the buffet at Euston Station,
at the far end of the bar, an' Itll be
here for just thirty minutes - because
that's when my train leeves -~ 1f you
want the lovw-down on that German trollop,
ycu get yourself over herel

SIR WILFRID
What low~-down? What do you know
sbout hem?

COCKMEY WOMANT'S VQICE
Uh-uh == not on the phone -« you
better get on over here -- ant bring
plenty o'money!

‘ SIR WILFRID
Now, just a moment ---

el

phone belng hung up rudely. He slams down the

3IR WILFRID

Bilge! --

(he starts pscing

furlously, the heads

of the others following

him curiously)
Some drunken crankl! --- you get those
in every murder trial -- drunk and
disorderly -- giving me an ultimatum --
Buston Statlon in thirty minutes =-
got the low-down on Mrs. Vole -=
Balderdash -« I'm too old and too sick
to go on a wild goose chase --~ Bllge and
Balderdash!
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Suddenly e grebs his hat and his cane,

SIR WILFRID
Come on, Mayhew! .

CARTER
Where %o, sim

SIR WILFRID
Euston Stztion --- wnere else?!’ ‘

He puts on hls hat and overcoet and leads the way to the
outer office, a bewlildered Mayhew following him. At
the door he tzlkes the cigar from Mayhewt!s vest pocket.

INT. SIR WILFRID'S OUTER CEAMBERS (EVENING)

Sir Wilfrid comes storming out, followed by Mayhew.
Carter and Brogan-Moore look after them. The tailor

1s 3%111 ceatel .n the bench. He jumps up, holding
up the shorits!

TAILCR
Now?
SIR WILFRID
(going right on)
Shortlyt

Just then Miss Plimsoll comes sailing down on the
inclinator, holding the hypodermic needle.

MISs PLIMSOLL
Sir Wllfridt Whers are you

golng? TYour bath, your
magsage, your dinner, your
Injection «wr=vwna 3
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She lands. Sir Wilfrid takes the hypodermic
{rom hep hand, punctures the end of the clgar,
hands it back to here

SIR WILFRID
Thank you, Miss Plimsoll:
He 1s lighting the cigar as he and Mayhew
exit quickly. :i:s Plimsoll looks after
him, open-mouthed.

MISS PLIMSOLL
(deeply pained)
What am I to do? =w===

BROGAN=-MCORE
I'd suggest you sterilize
the needle.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. BUFFET IN EUSTON STATION (NIGHT)

The dominant feature of the place is a mirrored bar
of dark wood, crowded with travelers and Juggages
Tables and chalrs £111 the rest of the room. Tall
windows give a view of the trains, travelers and
attendants outslide the Buffet. Intermittently there
is the rumble of trains in arrival or departure, and
jets of steam from the engines.

Sir Wilfrid comes in briskly, followed by Mayhew. He 1s a
bit short of breath, still puffing nervously on his cigar.
The two men scan the room for thelr rendezvous. They move
down the bar until they see someons who fits the bill. A
middle-aged brunette wecman, flamboyintly dressed, with a
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Jigger of whiskey and & beer chaser at her elhow. She is
reading an afternoon paper with the headline: VOLE TRIAL

IN THIRD DAY. She 18 overly made up and her hair is marcell-
ed to fall over one side of her fece. Her general attitude
indicates quite a Tew whiskeys and beer cheasers. She senses
thelr presence when they stop and look up in the bar mirror.

COCENEY WOMAN
You wouldn't be Sir Wilfrid Robarts,
would you?

SIR WILFRID
I would.

COCKNEY WCMAN
(turning s'owly) |
I didn't recognize ynu without your
wig. Lovely you all lonk in them
wig..,
(turns end sees Meyhew)
Two o'yer -- I'm not talkin' to twe o!

yer.

SIR WILFRID
This is Mr, Mayhew, Leonard Vole's
Bolicitor.

COCENEY WOMAN
Well, tkat's all right then, I
guess,

SIR WILFRID
And your name, please?

COCKNEY WOMAN
No need for names., If T dig give

Jou & name 1t mightn't be the right
one, might 1t?¢

MAYHEW
A8 you please. Now, what 1is this informa-
tion you allegediy have? -

CICKNEY
Have a drink, boys,
(to the barman)
T¢o whiskeys for ny gentlemen friends.

SIR WILFRID
You reallize, of course, that you are
in duty bound to come forward to give
any evidence that you might have in
Jour possession?
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COCKNEY WOMAN
Oh, come off 1t! Did you bring any
money?

MAYHEW
What is 1t you have -- madame?

) COCKNEY WOMAN
Letters. Letters thet German wife of
his wrote -- that's whet it 18,
(she pats her tag)

SIR WILFRID
Letters written by Christine Vnle t¢
the prisoner?

COCKNEY VWOMAN
To the priscner? Don't make me laugh!l
Pnor ruddy prisoner, he's been took in
by her all right. An! these letters
prove 1it!

MAYHEW
If you will let us see these letters,
madame, we shall be able to advise
you &8 to how pertinent they are.

. COCENEY WOMAN

Well, as I say, I don't expect you to
buy without seeln', but falr's falr,
If these letters get the boy off =
well, 1t's a hundred prunds for me.
Right?

She openz her bag and shows a packet of letters.
Wilfrid immedlstely puts his monocle 1in his eye.

MAYHEW
If these letters crntein infcrmation
useful to the defense ww
(takes out his wallet)
-- I am prepared to offer you ten
Eounds.

COCKNEY WCMAN

What? Ten blurry pounds for letters
1ike thesge?

(to Sipr Wilfrid)
You can teke thet plevce o'glass outa
your eye.

(snaps beg shut)
G'night, gents,

118,
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SIR WILFRID
If these should help to prove my
client's innocence, twenty pounds
would, I think not be an unreasonabdle
sum -- fOI your ezxpenses,

COCKNEY WNMAN
Fifty -- an' 1t's a bargzin. That's 1if
vyer satisfled with what's In 'em.

SIR WILFRID ’
Fnrty pounds,

He takes iMeyhew's wallet, takes out forty pounds and
extends them temptingly.

COCKNEY WOMAN
All right, blest yer. ‘'Ere, take 'em.
Quite a packet!

She puts the letters on the bar. They are on square,
monogrammed blue paper. Mayhew and Sip Wilfrid each take
one and start reszding eagerly. The berman arrives with
the two whlskeys and Sir Wilfrild znd Meyhew excheange
glances, Sir Wilfrid indlcates e vacant nearby teble gnd.
Mayhew plicks up the balznce of the letters and follews him
to 1t.

COCKNEY WOMAN
Eeautles, 2in't they? I hope they
fix 'er good an' prover.

She plcks up her whiskey 2nd beer and moves toward them.

SIR WILFRID
(1ooking up from & letter)
How do we know these &re from Mrs.
Vole?

COCKNEY WOMAN
Oh, she worte fem, all right. It's
all falr an' square,

MAYHEW
I've hed messages from he,, It locks
like her hondwpiting.
(continues to read)
Good Lord, loock =t thils!

SIR WILFRID

{scanning the letter)
Incredibie!
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k6, COCKNEY WOMAN
. There's one comin' up that's even
- better! Now, what about my mrney?

Sir Wilfrid hends it to her without looking up.

. MAYHEW
How did you get hoid of thege?

COCKNEY WOMAN
(putting money in her bag)
What difference does it meke, just so she
gets what's coming to 'er!

SIR WILFRID
What have you got ageinst her?

COCKNEY WOMAN
I'11 glve you somethin' te dream about,
mister!

She pushes back the hair which has hidden one side of her
face and leans towaerd him, Her left cheek 138 slashed and

disfigured.
X COCENEY WOMAN
. (tauntingly)
- Went to kiss me, Ducky?

Sir Wilfrld snd Meyhew tzke a shocked step back. She
laughs harzhly.

COCENCY WOMAN
No, I didnt't suppose you would.

SE@ éets her nalr fall back in place, covering the scarrad
cheek,

SIR WILFRID
Christine Vole did that to you?

COCKNEY WOMAN
Not 'er. The chap I wes goin' with,
He was a bit younger than me, but I
loved 'im. Then she come along.
Started seein' 'im on the sly and then
one day he cleared out., I went after 'im
and I found 'em together. I told 'im
what I thought of 'er and he cut my face
up proper.,

SIR WILFRID
(moved)

Did you go to the pulice about 1it?



46.

i21.

COCKNEY WOMAN
Who? Me? Not likely. 'Sides, it
wasn't his fault, lNot really. It was
hers. It was all hers. Gettin' 'im
away from me, turnin' 'im against me.
But I walted my time to pay 'er beck -
en it's come now!

SIR WILFRID
I'm ceeply sorry, deeply sorry. Er ~-
we'll meke 1t another five pounds for
the "etters.

He takes out & flve-pound note which she snatches eagerly.

COACKNEY WOMAN
101din' out on me, were ye! I knew
I was belng too soft with ye!

MAYHEW
(st11l reesding)
The cold-blooded vindictiveness!
(to Sir wilfoid)
Read this one!

Sir Wilfrid and Mayhew, standing close together, read the
letter,

SIR WIFLRID
Unbelleveble! We'd better have the

full name of the man to whom the3e were
addressed, Miss -

He looks arcund for the Cockney Woman, who has dilsappeared,

SIR WILFRID
Where is she?

MAYHEW
Gone, 1'd say. She just doesn't want
ber other cheek slashed. Can't blame
her, can you?

There 1s the rumble of s train leaving the station. Mavhew

gathers the letters together. Sir Wilfpid goes to the bar

where the two whiskeys are still standing, He downs one,
at s gulp.

BARMAN
Chaser, sir?

SIR WILFRID
Good idea.

He downs the second glass,

DISSCLVE TO:
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INT . COURTROCM (DaY)

Start on Vole es he 1s being escorted by two Werders up the
stalrs from the celis below the Old Brlley into the Dock.
The CAMERA pens up to reveal the Courtreecm. It 18 the cpen-
ing of the fourth dcy of the trlal end the crowded courtrocm
1s awalting the entrance of the Judge. Presently there sre
the three knocks herclding the Judge's entry:

USHER ,
Stand up!

All rise., Judge, Clerks, Alderman, etc. enter and move to
their places on the Eench,.

USHER
A1l perscrs who have anything further
to do befure Milady the Queen's Justices
of Oyer and Terminer and general Goal
delivery for the jurisdiction of the
Central Criminal Court draw near and
glve your attendence., Cod save The
Queen,

During this, Vole stending in the Drck, sees that Sir

Wilfrid's plece at “he Bar is vacant, He looks around
nervously for his counsel. Meyhew, too, is missing.

The Judge bows to the Court and slts, everyone following.

=

JUDGE
Slnce the Defense has called tut one
witness -- the prisoner -- it has the
right to be heard last in Summatlon,
Therefore, Mr, Myers, 1f you are ready,

let us heve the final address for the
Prosecution.

Myers rises, adjusts his robe and wig with the air of a
man contemplating immlnent, certain triumph,

MYERS

My lord --- members of the Jury == I
shall be brief in ny final speech be-
cause I think the Prosecutjon hes
proved so obvious & case of murder
agalinst the prisoner, Leonard Vile,
that a verdiect of gulity seems to be
the only possible conciusion. I will
briefly summerize these facts --w

-

There is the sound of commotion near the Berristers!
Entrance and hezads turn. Sir Wiifrid bustles into the

Courtroom, sti11 pulling his robe ebout him and adjusting
his wilg, Meyhew is close behind,
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Vole, in the Dock, has been listening bleakly to Myers!

opening, but now looki up eagerly as Sir Wilfrid and
Moyhew maeke thelr way to the Xar.

JUDGE
You'd better begin again, Mr. Myers --
that 1s, if Sir Wilfrid is at all
interested in our proceedings.

SIR WILFRID
(making his way to his .
seat)
I am Indeed, my lord! The summetien
for the Crown, however, is premature -w-
I ask thet the cese for the defense be
reopened and that a witness be recalled!

There 18 a reaction in the Courtroom. Vole 1ooks at
Sir Wilfria with e new glint nf hope, Drecgan-Moore is
puzzled by this approach.

MYERS
My lord, I must strenuously ok ject
¢o the reopening cf = case which
the Prosecution regards as clozed,

SIR WILFRID
Evidence of the most startling nature

has come into my pessesaion only last
night «-.

MYERS
My 1nrd, the course my learned
friend preposes 1s qgulte unprecedented.

SIR WILFRID

I have anticipated my friend's
ot jection and I anm prepared to meet
it with ample precedent. There is,
first, the cese of The Crown against
Stillman -- which was reported at

(by rote) h
page 463 of the 1926 Appesl Cages —w-
also, the Crown sgainst Porter, Augusst
11, 1930, repcrted at the Winchester
Asslzes, at pzpe 231, and before the
Divisioral Court the followlng October,
reported at page 153 of 1942 Kings Bench
Divislon. Further, the case of the
King egainst Sullilvan, in which this
issue was raised, snd I em sure your
lordship will remember since he
appeared for the Prosecution,
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124.
JUDGE

(catehing himself)
Oh, yes. 2Refore Mr, Justice 3windon.
Now, what 13 this new evidence, 3ir

I diae

Wilfrid?

. SIR WILFRID
Letters, my lord, Written by Christine
Helm,

There 1s 2 sharp rezction from Vole. 8Sir Wilfrid hasg
glven the letters to an Usher, who %akes them %o the
Judge. As the Judge inspects the letters --

: MY ERS
My lord, the Prosecution continues
1ts objectlon. =f my memery serves
me well, your Lordship?s simlilap
objection -~ 1ln the King against
Sulliven -~ was sustained.

JUDGE :
Your memecry for once serves you 111,
Mr. Myers. My objection was over-
ruled by Mr. Justice Swindon ~- 23
Jours is now, oy mel

He hands th2 packet of blue letters to the Usher, who
carries them back to Sir Wiifrid.

SIR WILFRID
(his voice ringing)
Call Christine Helm!

The call 1s repeated by the Usher and Policemen st the
door. Christine enters, her customary lmpasslive gelrf,
proceeding to the Witness Box. Vole stares at her blankly,
then he triles %c catch Sir Wilfrid's eye, as 1f hoping

for a clue to the proceedirgs., 8ir Wilfrid glves him an

encouraging nod. -
SIR WILFRID

(turnirg to Brogan-Moore)

If you still have eny douhts about

ILeonsrd Veie, I wouldn't rnind

betting vou a very small box of

cigars,

Christine 1s now in the Witness Box,
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SIR WIIFRID
{ rising)
Mrs. Helm, you apprecilate that you
are still under oath?

CHRISTINE
Yes.
" SIR WILFRID
Mrg. Helm, do you know =& man named
Max? ‘
CHRISTINE

I don®t know what you mean,

SIR WILFRID
It's a simple question. Do you op
do you not know a man called Max?

CHRISTINE
Certainly not.

SIR WILFRID
It's a fairly common name, And ye$
you mean that you have never lnown
a man by the name of Max?

CHRISTINE
Oh, in Germany, perhaps -- that was
a long time ago.

SIR WILFRID
I shall not ask you to go back that
far -- just a few weeks --
(he has taken a folded
oblong whilte letter from
8 pocket)
-- to the 20th of September last,

CHRISTINE
What have you got there?

SIR WILFRID
A letter. I suggest that on the 20th
of September you wrcte a certain letter -
(brandishing the foulded
letter)

CHRISTINE
I don't know what you're talking about,

8IR WILFRID
~- addressed to a man named Max,
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CHRISTINE
I did nothing of the sort.

SIR WILFRI
A letter which was but one of a
serlies written tJ the same men =--

CHRISTINE
Lieg =~=- all lilesl

SiIR WILFRID
You would seem to have been on -- let
us say, on intimste terms with this
man,

In the dock, Vole rises, outrezed.

VOLE
How dare you gay a thing like that =-
{ resisting the Warder)
It isn't truel

JUDGE
The prisoner, in his own interest,
will remsin silent!

Mayhew gestures to Vole to sit down, and he does 3o, urged
by the Warders.

SIR WILFRID
I am not concerned with the general
trend of thils correspondsnce =--
(unfolding the letter)
~= only in one particular letter.
(glancing down, as 1f
reading)
My beloved Mzx. An extrsordinary
thingz nes heprened. I belleve sll
our difficultics may be endeds..

CHRISTINE -
T will not stand here and listen %to s
pack of lies -~ Thig letter i1s s
forgery -- 1t isn't even my letter

paper -=-
SIR WIILFRID
(1nnocently)
It iantt?
CHRISTINE

No. I wrlte my letters on small blue
paper -=-~ wlth my initials on it.
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47, SIR WILFRID
Like this?

He holds up the packet of blue letters which has been out
of her sight. She stares,.

SIR WILFRID
(holding up the white
letter)
This happens to be a bill from my
tallor - for a pair of extremely ‘
becomling Bermude shorts,

Excited reaction in the Courtroom, In the Gallery, Mlas
Plimsoll leans toward her blonde neighbor.

MISS PLIMSOLL
(with pride)
Wilfrid the Fox! That's what wve call
him, and that's what he is!

Below, order 1s restored.

SIR WIIFRID
Now, Mrs., Helm, you have been kind
enough to Lden%ify your letter paper ~--
now, 1f you 1like, I can have an expert
identify youxr henduriting.

CHRISTINE
Damn you -- damn youf

VOoLE
(on his feet again)
Leave her alone!

CHRISTINE
%o 8ir Wilfrid)
Demn yout
JUIGE -
Mrs. Helmi
CHRISTINE

Iet me out of here -- let me go!l

She rushes from the Box, but the Usher stops her. The
Court i3 in a turmoil.

JUDGE
Usher, give the witness a chair.

The Usher helps Christine to a stool near the table. She
¢rles, her nead burled in her arms.
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JUDGE
Siy Wilfrid, will you now read the
letter 1in question so that the Jury
can hezr 1t,

SIR WILFRID

( reading)
My beloved Max. An extraopdlinary
thing haes happened. All our difficulties
may soorn be solved. Ieonard i3 sugpecte d
of murdering the old lacdy I told you
about. Kis only hope of an 211bl
depends on Mg -~ On me alone, Suppose
I teatified that he wes not st home
with me =t the time of the murder --
that he came home with blood on hils
sleeves and that he even admitted
to me that he had killed her, Strange,
i{snit 1t -~ he alwveys sald he would
never let me leave him --- but now,
if this succeeds, he will be leaving
me -- becesuse they will take him
away, sorever --- and I shall be
free, znd yours, my beloved ---
I count the hours until we are
together --- Christine.

During this, 3HOTS of the Jury, of Mlss Plimsoll and the
blonde neighhor, of Myers, and a bewlldered Vole staring
at his sobbling wife.

Sir Wilfrid is short of bresath when he filnishes, and his
hand is under his robe to ease the paln in his chest,

JUDGE
Mrs. Helm, will you go back %o
the witnesg box?

The Usher helps her %o the Box. She 1is pale, her
cheeks streaked with tears.

SIR WILFRID -
I now ask you agaln, Chrilstine
Helm, 41d you write this letter?

VOLE
(wildly)
Christine, tell him you dldn't
write 1t! I know you didn®tl

SIR WILFRID
(speaking wilth difficulty)
Plesse ansver my question ~=--
did you write this letter?
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JUDGE
Before ansvwering, Mrs. Helm, I wish
to warn vou: the law regarding perjury
in this country 1s very severe, If
you have alrecdy commltted perjury
in this courtre-m, I strongly advise
you not %7 add to your crime, But 1f
this letter hzs not been written by you,
then nsvw 1s the time to categorlcally
state thls factl

Christine looks from the Judge to Vole =-- then to Sir
wilfria.

CHRISTINE
(quiztly)
I wrote the letter.

(2 hush in the courtroom)

SIR WILFRID
(holding on)
Then that, my lord, is the case
for the Defense.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. ROBING ROOM OLD BAILEY (DY)

Sir Wilfrid %s lying back in a deep chalr, robe open and
collzr unbuttoned, completely exhcusted, His =rm is bare
and Dr. Harrison, with Miss Plimsoll's assistance, 1s
glving him 2n injection, to which Sir Wilfrid doesn't
reect at all, His minéd 1s elsewhere; he seems troubled.

DR. HARRISON

cee 1 keep o~sking myself, Sir
Wilfrice, which is harder -- your
heaéd cr your arteries?

no response from the

patient)
Youtd better stop pressing your
Iuck «- youlre overdue nov,

(again, no response)

MISS PLIMSCLL
We're all packed, Doctor. The
luggage 1s in the car, I hope
the Jury won't tcke all afternoon.

Brogan~Moore enters wlth a small box of clgars.
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BROGAN-MOORE
(handing Sir wilfrid
the cigars)
I concede! Congratulations!

SIR WILFRID
Not yet.

BROGAIT-MOORE
Oh, c-ome now, 1tis 211 over.
Wrapped up, nest and tidy.

Sir Wilfrld grunts and rises with some difficulty, adjusting
his sleeve and his c¢onllar and rove.

BROGAI-MOORE
Whatls wrong?

31IR WILFRIL
It's a little too neat, too tidy,
snd altogether too symmetrliceal,
That!s what's wrong witn 1t

MAY HEW
{from the open dsor)
The jury 1s just coming back.

BROGAN-MOORE
(to Sir Wilfrid -~
bewilderecd)
Youtlre not worried asbout the
verdict, ore you?

SIR WILFRID
It's not thelr» judgment that
worrles me -~ 1t's mine,
Letis go.

They follow him suk,
DISSO0IVE TO:

TEN MORE PAGES TO
COME. SEE OVER.
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131.
INT. COURTROOM = (DAY)

The Jury 1s filing beack into its seats. There 1is a hush
of s xpectation.

Leonard Vole, nerves strained to the breaking polnt, is
in the Dock. His eyes anxiously scan the Jurors, as if
to try to guess thelr verdict. Then his gaze wanders
toward Sir Wilfrid and Brogan-Moore, just seating theme
selves. Sir 'illfrid, leaning forward, does not meet his
eyes. He looks past the Dock btoward ==

The glass-panellsd door leading into the Courtroom. The
Courtroom Officer stands on guard. The door, opening
inward, i1s pushed just slightly open and through the
aperature we see Christine tensgely awalting the verdict.

In the Gallery, the spectators are silent, motionless, in
taut anticlpation of the result. Among them is Miss
Plimsaoll and beslde her, the dark girl.

In the Court, the (lerk rises.

CLERK
The prisonsr will stand up.

Vole and the Warders rise.

CLERK
Members of the Jury, are you all
agreed upon your verdlct?

FOREMAN

(rising)
Wa are.

CLERK
Do you f'ind the prisoner at the
bar, Leonard Stephen Vole, gullty
or not gullty?

-

Vole is trying to stand steady. The palms of his hands
are moist and he automatlcally rubs them against hils coat.

FOREMAN
Not guilty, my lord.

Excitement breaks loose. There 1s a burst of applause
and some cheers.

Vole slts down abruptly, exhausted. His eyes closs
tightly for a moment.



132,

9. In the Gallery, where all the spectators, including Nis:z
Plimsoll, are cheering and applauding, her brunatte

- neighbor is weeping.

Myers turns toward Sir Wilfrid and makes a gallant gesturs

of salute in defeat. Sir Wilfrid, leaning forward, doas

not see Myers, but Brogan-iloors nudges him. He turns

towvard Myers, with a casual gesture of acknowledgment,

then turns back toward the glass-panelled door.

In the slightly open doorway, Christine Vols ig stanéing,
her face completely imnobile. She withdraws her hand and
the door slowly closes, blockling her from view.

During this, the Usher is trying to re-estebllish order.

USHER
Sillenecet Silencsl

The Courtroom calms down.

JUDGE
Leonard Stephen Vole, you have been
found not guilty of the murder of
Emily Jane French on September 1l,th.
You are hereby discharged and are
free to leave the Court.

He rises, the Courtroom rises with him, He bows to the
Court and the Court bows backs Then the Judge exits,
followed by the Alderman and Judge'!s Clerk.

There 13 again an upsurge of excltement. Spectators are
trying to reach Vole, but are pushed toward the exlts by
the police and warders. Vole shakes hands with his
waprders. The Jury is flling out, as do Myers and his
asgoclates. The Gallery, too, is emptying.

USHER

(during this)
All persons who have anything -
further %o do before the Queents
Jugtices of Oyer and Terminer and
general paol dellivery for the
Jurisdiction of the Central Criminal
Court may depart henee  and give your
attendance here again tomorrow
morning at 10:30 o'clock. God Save
The Queen.

Vole, jubilant, has come down from the Dock and is shaking
hands with Carter, Mayhew, Brogan-Moore, and finally comse
to 8ir Wilfrid who is silently leaning forward in his chalr.
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VOLE
Thank you, Sir 7ilfrid. Thank you
for everything. You were wonderful.

SIR WILFRID
Letts say we were lucky all around.

A Warder carrylng a large envelope has come up.

WARDER
I have your belongings -- if you'll ‘
be kind enough to come with me, kr.
Vole, and¢ sign the papers, we can
release you.

VOLE
Mister Vele! They didn't call me
mister when they checked me in.

MAYHEW
Itll go along with you. I've
brought your coat and your hat.

VOLE
Let's go quickly, before they
change their mind.

They go Into the Prisoner's Dock and down the steps
leading below. A policeman and usher are gathering
up the exhibits.

BROGAN=-MOORE
(looking after Volse,
smiling)
Chipper, lsn't he? An hour ago
he had ons foot on the gallows
and the other on a banana pesl.
(to Viilfrid)
You ought to be very proud, Wilfrid.
(Wilfrid's brow iz lined with
thought) -
Are you?

SIR WILFRID
Not yet. We've disposed of the
gallows, but there is still that
banana pesl -- somewhere =- under
somebody's foot.

There 1s the sound of angry commotion ocutside the Court-
room!'s Maln Entrance. The Policeman and Usher, who have
been collecting the exhiblts, drop their work and go
quickly to investigate. Sir Wilfrid, Brogan-lMoore and
Carter look OFF.
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Through the glass-~panelled door we can see a bit of a
riot -- the crowd in an uzly mood, shoutinz insults and
waving fists. The Pollceman end Usher try to break it
up, and we see that the objJect of the crowd is Christine.

The Policemen and Usher help her into the Courtroom. che
is dishevelled, 2 little roughed up, her hat in one hand,
and gshe 1s rubbing her shin.

POLICEMAN '
Better walt hers until we get rid
of that crowd, Madam.

CHRISTINE
Thank wyou.

Policeman and Usher go out agaln to break up the
disturbance.

Sir wilfrid, Brogan~Moore and Carter look at her. Then
Carter resumes gathering up the defense papers, also
bringing up Sir Wilfrid's thermos from under his seat.

CARTER
Ready, sir? Mlss Plimsoll will
be walting.

SIR WILFRID
Let me finish the lagt of the cocoa=-
(uncapning the thermos)
While I em s%ill beyond her
Jurisdiction.

He motions to Carter and to Brogan-Moore to get out.
Now he 1s alone in the Courtroom with Christine.

He slps the brandy, studying her over the rim of the cup.
She brushes her sult, stralghtens her stockings, looks
around as If for somethiing she had lost.

CHRISTINE =
I never thought you British could
get so emotional -- especially in
& public place.

SIR WILFRID
I apologize for my compatriots.

CHRISTINE
It's all right. I don't mind belng
called names or pushed around, or
even kicked in the shin <= but now I
have a ladder in my last pailr of nylons.
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SIR WILFRID
In cagse you're not familiar with
our prison regulations -- no silk
stockings.

CHRISTINE
Prigon? Will I go to prison?

SIR “TILFRID
You heard the learned judge. You
will quite certainly be charged ‘
with perjury, tried for it, and
to prison you shall go.

CRHISTIME
Well -- 1t won't be for life,
will 1%%

SIR YWILFRID
If I were retained for the
progsecution, it would be.

CRHISTINE

You loath me, don't you? Like
the people outside. 'What a wicked
woman I am, and how brilliantly
you exposed me, and saved Leonardls
IITe. The great Sir wilfrlid Robarts
did it againt

(firmly)
Well, let me tell you something ==
you didn't do 1t alonet! You had
help!

SIR WILFRID
What are you driving at?

CHRISTINE
I am not driving at anything any
more == Leonard ls free, and we
did it

SIR WILFRID
We?

CHRISTINE
That's right. Remember when I
came to see you, and you sald
that no jury would belleve an
alibi given by a loving wife,
no matter how much she gwore
that her husband was ilnnocent?
That gave me the ideas ~=
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Lo. SIR WILFRID
ff; What 1dea?

CHRISTINE
The idea that I should be & witness,
not for my husband, but for the
prosecution == that I should awear
that Leonard was guilty -=- and
that you should expose me as &
vicious liar ==« because only then, !
would they belleve that Leonard
was Innocentt

He stares at her, funbling for his monocle. She
crosses slowly toward him.

CHRISTINE
S0 now you know the whole story,
Sir Wilfrid,
(lapsing into Cockney)
I'll glve you somethin' 4> dream
about, mister.

She leans over, and like the Cockney woman in the
Euston Station, pulls the halr from one side of her face:

fﬁ} CHRISTINE
£ Wanna kiss me, Ducky?

SIR WILFRID
{shocked)
I suspected gomething =« but not
that == never that!

Christine re-adjusts her hair, speaks gently now %o
Sir Wilfrid, who is plainly stunned.

CHRISTINE
Thank you for the compliment. Itis
been & long time since I was an
actress, and I never before played
such an Important role =-

SIR WILFRID
And all those blue letters? =-

CERISTINE
It took me hours to write them ==
to invent Mex =« there never was
a Max, thers never has been anyone
but Leonard == only Leonard.

T W M TP



SIR WILFRID
{(with soms difficulty)

My dear ~-- could you not have trusted
me? == worked with me truthfully and
honorably? -- we would have wone

CHRISTINE

I could not run that risk. You
gee, you thought he was lnnocent =-

SIR WILFRID

And you knew he was innocent. I
understand.

CHRISTINE

No, Sir Wilfrid, you do not
understand at all -=

{(after a beat)

I knew he wvas Euilt 14

What?
Nol! That

SIR WILFRID

(gtunned disbelief)
can't be true. Nol

CHRISTINE
(& low, urgent volce)

Liaten tc me == once and for all ~=-
Leonard came home a few minutes
past ten == he had blood on the
slegeves of his Jacket -~ he did
tell me he had killed the womén.
Only I could save him =-- he pleaded

with ms ==

SIR WILFRID

And you saved him =- a murdsrer!

CHRISTINE

Again, you don't understand - -
I love hin.

She looks off. The
door, where Vole 1s
hat in hand. He 1s
been standing thers
ovarheard.

Camera pana to the Barristers!?
standing in his trench coat,
smiling complacently. He has
for a llttle while, and has
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VOLE

(to Wilfrid)
I vold you she was an actregs =-
and a good onge =--

(moving easily

toward them)
I knew she would do something for
ﬁe == I just didn't lmow what, or
OWo ==

CHRISTINE '
Leonard...darling}

She starts to embrace him. He doesn't respond to her,
instead looks over her shoulder at Sir wilfrid.

VOLE
Pooled you completely, didn't she?

SIR WILFRID
Itt's you, Vole, who really fooled
me e=
(violently)

== after thirty-flve years =- to
be so stupid and so blind «-

(tears the wi

from his head
Wilfrid the Fox!

VOLE
Easy -~ we both got out of it
alive -- let's stay this way --
(seelng Wilfrid
gasping with fury)
=== here, take a pill.

WILFRID
There are still courts in England «-
they're not through with you yet.

VOLE -
Ch, yes they are -« you've done
too good a job. You got me off,
and I can't be tried again =-
that's the law, and you gncw 1.

CHRISTINE
You can't touch him noW ==
nobody can.

WILFRID
(passionately)
You'll pay for this somehow ==
they'll hang you ==

Lt}



Lo. VOLE
) No, they won't. As for paying

for it =« let's double your fee «=-
there'll be plenty of money when
the wlll coes through «- I'm not
cheap -~ I vant everybody to get
gomething out of it. There's Janet
MacKenzie -~ let'!s get her that
new hearing ald «-

%1ooking at

Wilfrid's thermos)
And a new one of those for you ==
18 karat gold, if they make ons.

(and to Christins)
And when they try you for perjury,
therea!ll be 5,000 pounds to get
you off easy.

CERISTINE
I don't care, Leonard == Just so
wetll be %together agaln --- you
don't know what I went through
standing in the witness box,
having to face you in the doclk
and saying I never loved you -
(she kisses him, but
™ he does not respond)
' Leonard, what is 1t7

She looks at him anxlously, then tries to kiss him
again. He draws away, looking past her. She turns
in the same direction. Miss Plimsoll enters with
the brunette girl.

MISs PLIMSOLL

Sir Wilfrid -=- the luggage 1s In
the car == welve only 20 minutes
to make the boat traln --

{then aware of the girl)
Oh == this is a nilce you..z lady
I met in the gallery during the
trial --

{(she stops astoundad

as the girl runs to

Vole)

GIRL
Lent Oh, Len! They've been
trying to keep ms away from
you == 1lt's had me nearly crazy--

- They kiss, and in marked contrast to Chrlstine's
S embrace, Vole returns 1t with some enthusiasm.

!
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CHRISTINE
(shockad)
Leonard =- who is this girl?

GIRL
I'm not this girl -~ T'n his
girl -~ tell her, Len.

Vole doesn't reply, grins uneasily at Christine with
& self-conscious shrug. It graduslly dawns on Christine.

CHRISTINE
Leonard, 1s this the girl who was
with you in the travel bureau --
the girl you said you hardly knew =--
didnt't even know her name? ==

GIRL
That's right -~ that's who I am.
And I know all aboug you. You'rs
not his wife; never have besn.
Youtre years older than he is.
Wefve been going together for months
and we're golng away on one of those
cruises -- Just like they said in
court -- tell her yourself, Len.

CHRISTINE
(calmly, controlled
with difficulty)
Yes, Len, tell me yourself.

VOLE
(very simply)
Sorry, Christine. That's how 1%t 1s.

CHRISTINE
Nol

VOLE
(to the girl)
Come on Diana, let's gos

Miss Plimsoll and Sir Wilfrid are watching the scene.
Sir Wilfrid is spinning his monocle on the ribbon,
the light flashing from it.

Vole and ths girl have taken a few steps and are near
the exhiblt table when Christine steps forward quickly,
holding Vole by the arm.
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L9. CHRISTINE
£ (near hysteria)
Leonard, you can't! -= not after
what It've dons. I won't let you ==

VOLE
(pushing her away)
You're being silly now. I saved
your l1life getting you out of
Germany =-- you saved mine getting
me out of this mess. So we'rs ’
even. It's all over.

CHRISTINE
Don't, Leonard -= don't leave me.

VOLE
Now pull yourself together. They'll
have you up here for perjury =-=- don't
meke 1t worse or they!'ll try you as
an accessory, and you know what that
maans e

CHRISTINE

{holding on to him)

Let them. Let them try me for

perjury, or an accessory --

) (hz shakes himself

loose from her. Her
eyes fall on the rflickering
light from Wilfrid's monocle,
flashing on the blade of
the knife on the exhibilt
table)

== Or better yet, let them try me

for murder!

She grabs the knife, lurches after him, and with one
wild swoop plunges the knife into him. He looks at
har as if almost in surprise, then crumples instantly.
Disna shrieks plercingly. -
Christine stands quietly erect, the lmife no longer in
her hand. Mlss Plimsoll rushes forward, professional

nurge that she 1s, and kneels beside Vole, her hand on
his wrist-

Sir Wilfrid, still twirling his monocle, turns his eyes
to the main door, thru which come running three court
officers, drawn by the girl's scream- They swoop down
on Christine, surrounding Vole's body.

L’I
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-, L9. Sir Wilfrid sits quietly, watching. From off we
hear an offlicer crying "Got a doctori" and the sobbing
of Dlana. Then Miss Plimgoll comes to Wilfrid. He
locks up at hers

MIss PLIMSOLL
She killed him.

SIR WILFRID
(shaking his head) d
She exscuted him.

Sir Wilfrid looks off toward Christine. A policoman 1s

by the body end giving unheard instructions. Two
policemen start to lsad Christine out. Carter, dlstraught
and puzzled, comes in, makes his way to Sir Wilfrid.

CARTER
(not realizing)
I == I've sent the luggage on
ahead, and I've got a car walting
outaide.

Then Carter gasps as he sees. But Wilfrid's eyes are

still on the blg main doors through which the police
N ars just taking out Christine. She stops in the open
o doors, looks baclt at Wilfrid. Miss Plimsoll looks at

Wilfrid, then at the doors, then back to him.

SI.. WILFRID
(tc himself)
eve & remarkable woman!

CARTER
You can Jjust barely make the
boat train, Sir Wilfrid.

MISS PLIMSOLL
(softly)
Better bring the luggage back, -
and you can dismiss the car --
(to0 8ir Wilfrid)
== welre not golng yet, ars we?

There 1s a long exchange of looks between the iwo, then
Miss Plimsoll reaches down for his wig, hands 1t to him.

SIR WILFRID
{a declaration of love)
Thank you, Miass Plimgoell.

- He gets up with some difficulty and stralghtens up.

......
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8IR WILFRID
(to Carter)
Get Brogan=-icors vo my chambers,
and have Hayhew there, too. We
are appearlnsg for the defsnae in
the trial of Christine Vole.

He moves away from his seat and walks past the Beach to
the barriasters! exit, an erect and dignirfied flrfare.

Miss Plimsoll looks after him with great prides 3he
suddenly sees the thermos bottle.

MI3S PLIMSOLL
(calling after him)
Sir Wilfrid! -~ you forgot your brandyt

He stops, smiling. She grabas the thermos and takes 1t

to him gumickly. He pubs his arm across her shoulder
as they walk out of the courtrccm.

THE END



