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WITNESS FOR THE PROSECUTION

COURTROOM NO. 1 - THE OID BAIIEY

A marder trial is sbout to begin. The venersble chamber
of British justice 1s filled. The participents for the
Prosecution and Defense are in their pleces, So 1s the
jury. So are the spectators. Only the Prisoner!s Dock
and ralsed seats of the Judge and clty dignitaries are
8t1ll vacant. Three knocks from a wooden mallet are heard.
An usher rises and calls out, "SILENCE!"™ Everyone stands.
A door opens and the Judicial procession solemnly enters:
the Sheriff, the City Marshsl, .the Mace-Bearer, the
Sword-Bearer, the Lord Mayor, and finslly, the Judge. All
in full regslia,

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

USHER
SIIENCEY BE UPSTANDING IN COURT!
ALI, PERSONS VHO RAVE ANYTHING '
FURTHER 70 DO BEFORE MY IORDS
THE QUEEN'S JUSTICES OF OYER AND
TERMIGER AXD GENERAL CAOL
DELIVERY FOR THE JURISDICTION OF
THE GENERAL CRIMINAL COURT DRAW
REAR AND GIVE YOUR ATTENTION.
GCD SAVE THE QUEEM! )

The CAMERA has begun to move in slowly on the bench. As
the dignitaries take thelr plzces we superimpose the
CREDIT TITIES. The Sword-Bzzre» affixes the Sword, point
upmost, above the central chzlr. The Judge bows first

to the Jury, then to the Bear, 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 lzst of the Credits FADIES 0OUT:

FADE OUT:



2.
S~ PADE IN:
2. IONDON SQUARE  (DAY)

A bobby, framed very large in the foreground, is
directing traffic. Among the moving cars, quite
consplcuous, is a vintage high-bodled Rolls Royce.

3. INT. OF ROLLS-ROYCE  (DAY)

A vintage chauffeur 1s driving. In the back
seat are SIR WILFRID ROBARTS and his murse,

MISS PLIMSOLL. Sir Wilfrid 1g sixty, pele, 1ll-
tempered. A lap robe 1s sucked around hls legs.
He has been quite 1ll. That accounts for the
uniformed nurse, Miss Plimsoll: she is forty-
five, brisk, unbearebly chatty.

MISS PLIMSOLL
{looking out the
window) .
What a besutiful dey! Itve
e been hoping thet weld have
L a bit of sun for our home-
(ﬁ’\ coming. I always say it's
o worth having ell the fog
just to eppreciate the
sunshine. Is there too
mich of a draught? Shall 1
roll up the window?

SIR WILFRID
 Just roll up your mouth., You
talk too much, If I'd known
how much you talked I would
pever have come out of my comi.
{pushing cown -
the lap-robe)
This thing welghs a ton.

MISS PLIMSOLL
Now, now -- we'lve been flat on
our back for two months -- weld
better be carefull

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

4

(™ 4.,  THE GATE OF LINCOIN'S INN (DaY)

The Porter at the gate recognizes the Rolls, salutes
gir Wilfrid and waves the car through.
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6.

Te

EXT. LINCOLN'S INN (IDAY)

3.

The Rolls proceeds through the Square. It 1s all
very sedate: the old buildings vearing ivy and
some barristers wearing robes and wigs.

INT. ROLLS-ROYCE (DaY)

MISS PLIMSOLL

(peering
Iovely! It must

out)
be perfectly

jovely to live and work in the
Inns of Court. How lucky you

lawyers arel
. (a beat)
I almost married

a lawyer once,

I was in attendance when he hagd,

his appendectomy.

We became

engaged as soon &s he could sit
up. But then peritonitils set in.
He went like that. .

(snaps her fingers)

‘8IR

He certalnly was

EXT, SIR WILFRID'S BUILDING

The Rolls pulls up before a
occupied by maiy bdbarristers.

WILFRID
a lucky lawyert

(my)

dignified cormer bullding
The chauffeur jumps out,

opens the door. Miss Plimsoll emerges, holds out &

helping hand to Slr Wilfrid.

MISS PLIMSOLL

- Peeny-weeny steps

s, now Sir

Wilfrid, We must remember -~ we
had a teeny-weeny heart attack.

SIR WILFRID
(1gnoring her hand)

gshut up!

(to the chauffeur)

Williams, my cane
Williams hands him an invall

L 2

d's cane, with-mubber tip.

He starts briskly for the stone sieps leading to the

entrance. In background, Wl

" from the boot.

11iams is taking luggage
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THE ANTEROOM OF SIR WILFRID'S CHAMBERS (DAY)

A sericus room. The decor is old and oaky. So are
the three female employees, Miss McHugh, Miss Johnson
and Miss O'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 sltuated. .

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

MISS JOHNSON
BEere he comes!

There 13 instant activity. Miss O'Brien rings a
handbell. CARTER, Sir Wilfrid'!s elderly clerk,
rishes out from his own room. A charwoman comes
running down the sitalrcase. Miss McHugh has taken
a bouquet of flowers from a file ceblpet. They line
up in a rehearsed formation, facing the door. Sir

Wilfrid enters rapldly, followed by Miss Plimsoll
and Willlams,

SIR WIIFRID
Good afternoon,

He proceeds toward his office, ignoring the
reception line-up. In passing he whisks the
flowers from Miss McHught!s hand.

SIR WILFRID
Thank you very mich, Everybody
back to work,

~ MISS MCHUGH

Sir Wilf»id, please -- 1f you

dontt mind -~ I would like to

read a 12%tle poem which we have ~
composed 4o welcome you ==

- She has whipped out a long sheet of legal-slze paper,

typevritten on both sides.
SIR WILERID
- (interrupting) :
Very touchlng, Miss McHugh. You
can reclte 1t after office hours,
on your own time. Now back to work.

He starts for his room, sees Miss O'Brien sobbing, her
cheeks stresked with ftears. '

S8IR WILFRID
What!s the matter with you?
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MISS O'BRIEN
Nothing ---- I'm just happy that
youtre your old self agaln,

SIR WILFRID
(a.sveeping gesture
with his cane)
One more manifestation of such
sentimentality -~ whether in .
poetry or prose -- and 1 shall '
ingtantly go back to the hospital.

MISS PLIMSOLL
Not very likely. They won?tt take
you back,
(to the staff)
He wasn't reslly discharged, you
\mow —- he was expelled, For con-
duct unbecoming a cardlac patient.

STR WILFRID
Put these in water --
(shoving the
~ flowers at her)
Blabbermouth!
: (to his clerk)
Come on in, Carter.

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

INT. SIR WILFRID'S PRIVATE OFFICE DAY

A large, sormber rcom of faded elegance. On one wall 1s
a painting of Sir Wilfrid in wig and gown. Sir Wilfrid
enters, puts a monocle sugspended from a black ribbon

in his eye, and looks about, Behind him, Carter closes

the padded door.

SIR WILFRID =
look at this room! It's really
extraordinarily uglyt Very old -
and very masty, and I never mew /
T could miss anything so muchl

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

- CARTER
Thank you, Sir. I'm not 2 religlous
men, Sir Wilfrid, but when they - .
carted you off in that ambulance, I
went out and 1li% a candle.
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He crosses
eceontalner,

Carter has

out & barristeris wig.

floor.

6.

SIR WIIFRID
( touched) '
Why, thank you, Carter,

.. CARTER
Actually, sir, I was lighting 1t
for myself. If anything happened
to you, whet would happen %0 ne ==
after thirty-seven yesmrs.

SIR WILFRID
{ taking the monocle
from his eye)
Thirty-eeven years? Has 1t been
that long, Carter. '

: CARTER
Yes, sir. This is 1952 and that
was in October, 1915. The Shepherd's
Bush murder. The chemist accused
of putting cyanide in his uncle's
tooth-paste.

SIR WILFRID

My first murder trial. I was more
frightened than the defendant. The
first time I rose to make an object-
ion, my wig fell off.

- {with the monocle

- again)
Where 13 1t%?

CARTER
I've guarded it with my life.

to a shelf, takes down a battered metal

-

SIR WILFRID
I hope 1% still fits. Lost thirty
pounds in that wretched hospltal.
8St111, I dare sgy my heed isanlt
any smaller,

opened the contalner an& Sir Wilfrid lifts

SIR WILFRID
What?s this?

CARTER
Welve put 1t in moth balls,

Some white pellets fall %o the
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SIR WILFRID
(sharply)

Moth balls? Am I not to practice
again?!

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

(relieved)
Thatt!s better,

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

SIR WILFRID
(wistfully)
Oh!

CARTER
Theytre nlice, smooth matters -- with
excellent feeg ~-

. SIR WILFRID
No, Cartert

CARTER
I'm sorry, sir, but you are not to
undertake any criminal cases --
not any more, Your doctOrS.eecss

‘8IR WIIFRID
Doc tors! -« they!ve deprived me of
everything: alcchol, tobacco, female
companionghip -- 1f only they would
let me functlon in my work ... on
something worthwhile --

CARTER
Sorry, Sir Wilfrid.

_ -SIR WILFRID
(resigned) .
You mizht as well get a bigger box,
Carter, more moth balls, and.put me
awsy, %oo.
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9. The door has opened. Miss Plimsoll pokes her head
in,

: MISS PLIMSOLL
Two-thirty, Sir wilfrid. Tlme
for our little nap.

SIR WILFRID
Get out!

-MISS PLIMSOLL
(unswerving)
Beddy-bye, We'd better go upstalrs
now, get undressed and lie down.

SIR WILFRID
We? What a nsuseating prospect!

) MISS PLIMSOLL
Upstalrs, please,

SIR WILFRID -
' - Are you aware, Miss Plimsoll, that
f while on my sickbed I serlously
(f\ considered strangling you with
: one of your own rubber tubes? I
would then have sdmitted the crime,
retained myself for the defense.
(claps his wig on his
head, assuming the role
of Englandt!s foremost
advocate)
My Jord and Members of the Jury!l
I hereby enter a plez of justifiable
homicide. For four months thils
alleged Angel of Mercy has subjected
me to every conceivable lndignity
of the flesh and the spirit. She ~
‘has pavec, probed, punctured, plllaged
and plundered my helpless body vhille
tormenting my mind with a steady drip
of the most revolting baby talk -=~

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

MISS PLIMSOLL
Come along now, like a good boy.

[’f\ 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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MISS PLIMSOLL
Oh, you'd never do that -- you
might break your cigars.

SIR WILFRID
Cigars? =--- what clgars?

MISS PLIMSOLL
(evenly)
The ones youtlre smggling in your
cane,

She pulls the rmubber tip from the cane, Three coronas

‘fall out of the hollow cane,

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

MiSS PLIMSOLL.

(to Carter)
In the hosplital hetd hide cigars and
brendy all over the place, We called
him Wilfred the Fox.

(she picks up the

cigars)
I'm confiscating these.

SIR WILFRID
Can'4t I have just one? Just a few
puffs, after meals? Please?

MISS PLIMSOLL
{ lezding him out)
Upstairss

THE ANTEROOM DAY

Miss FPlimsoll leads Sir Wilfrid to the stalircase,
Carter followling.
. 8IR WIILFRID
(mttering to Carter)

..ove I%11 do 1%} ... some dark night
when her back 1s turned I®'1l snatch
her thermometer and plunge 1t between
her mlsshzpen shoulder blades ... 80C
help me!

He is about to mount the stalrs when Carter stops him,
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10. . ' CARTER
Oh, no, sir, you mustntt walk up.
We've installed something for you

here, .
(pulling out the seat
of an inclinator)
Itts s 11ft, sir. i

SIR WILFRID
A 1ift! Whzat nonsense! I'm getting
a bit sick of this plot %o mke me a
helpless invalid.

MISS PLIMSOLL
I think it!s a splendid ides, Let's
try 1%, shall we?

She 1s'about to plant herself on the sest when Sir
Vilfr;l.d shoulders her aside,

SIR WILFRID
It11 try 1t. It is my 11if%, be-
cause 1t was us heari attacke.

(7'/'\ . He waves her asvay, then settles himself in the seat.

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

SIR WILFRID
(pressing the white
button)
Carter, I warn you, if this contrap-
tion should collapse -« 1f the
barrister should fall off the
banigster --

He 1s alresdy se.iling up, Miss Plimsocll trotting after
him, He arrives at the top of the stalrs, beaming.

SIR WILFRID
~ (shouting down)
This is remsrkable, Carter.
Smoothest flight I've had in
years.

: ( MISS PI.I!I;ISOI.L
reaching for his
(’\ a.-rm)
, Upsy-delisyl
SIR WILFRID

Just once more -- to get the feel
of the controls.
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{;fﬁ 10. Before she can stop him, he has pressed the button and
salls down agzin.
From the bottom of the staircase, Carter is watchling hls
mas ter's enjoyment of the new toy. The door behlind him
opens and two visitors enter the law offices, They are
MR. MAYHEW, & man of Sir Wilfrid's age, a respectable
London solicitor from his high collar to the tip of his
tightly rolled umbrella, The other man 1s LEONARD VOLE:
young, attresctive, weering a sports coat and slacks -- -
quite out of place in thls stronghold of the bowler hat,
the brief case and the striped pants.
104A. CLOSER SHOT
Mayhew is about to speak to a typlst, then sees Carter.
He gestures to Vole to walt., Vole lights a cigarette
while Msyhew walks up to Carter.
MAYHEW
Good afternoon, Carter. Would
it be possible to see Sir Wilfrid?
8 I'm sorry I dldn't ring up for an
(‘\ appointment, but thls 1s urgent.
CARTER -
If 1tts about 2 brief, Mr. Mayhew,
I'm sorry, but wvefre full up. Sir
Wilfrid has all thet he can handle.
MAYHEW
I'm sure hetll want this brief -
(nodaing toward Vole
and lovering his voice)
-- Serlous criminal matter.
The typista look up at Vole, eyeilng him curiously.
He smiles uncomfortably 1in return.
: CARTER '
_ Absolutely not, Mr. Mayhew,
{behind him, Sir
* ~ Wilfrid slides in%o
SHOT in the inclin-
- ator)
Sir Wilfrid 1is still convalescent.
He cannot possibly accept anythlng
o of an overstimlsting nature. :
(,\ . : SIR WILFRID

Theytve put me on a° dlet of bdland
civil sults., Hello, Mayhew,
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MAY HEW
Hello, Wilfrid. This 1s very dis-
ressing news sbout your health,

SIR WILFRID
Distressing? It's tragic! TYould
better get yourself a younger man, g
with younger arteries.

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

afrald,
‘SIR WILFRID
How do you do, Mr. Vole,
VOLE

(with en engaging smile)
Well, according to Mr, Mayhew, I'm
not doing at all welll

For sn instant Wilfrid looks at him with Ilnterest,

At the top of the stairs an impatient Miss Plimsoll

¢laps her hands..

MISS PLIMSOLL
(calling down)
Sir Wilfridl TYou're dawdling againl

SIR WILFRID

(right back at her)
Shut upl
" ( to Mayhew)
gorry, Mayhew. Try me agaln some
dsy, when you have scmething not
too stimulat -= like a postman
bitten by a stray dog.

He has pressed the bution and is golng up-again.
Suddenly, =s he is looking down at Meyhew, his

. attention is érz=wn to something. EHe puts the
- monocle in his eye for a better view.

It 1s two cigers protruding from Mayhew's breast pocket.
MAYHEST - |
Well, I wish you could help us,

Wilfrid, but I guite understand.
Take care.

(turns to go)
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Sir Wilfrid, rising on the 1nclin5tor, presses the stop
button abruptly. Then the down button, and the inclin-
ator starts down.

Mayhew 2nd Vole have turned to go,.

. SIR WILFRID
Mayhew! Mayhew!

They turn back.

3ir

Wilfrid has come down on the inclinator and jumps up from

the seat,

He and Vole sre sbout to follow Sir Wilfrid into his

office.

SIR WILFRID
Come back here, Mayhew}

CARTER

Sir Wilfrid, please --

' SIR WILFRID

Dontt worry, Carter, we won!t tske
the brief. But Mr, Mayhew is an
0ld friend and he needs help.
Surely, 1f I can give him s word
of advice ===

{he has opened the

door to his own offlce

"and beckons)
Come 1n, JT!'ll give you five mimites.

. MAYHEW -
That's very kind of you, Wilfrid.

SIR WILFRID
( Arawing Mayhew
. 4nto the room)
If you dontt mind, Mayhew, just you
and I.

Miss Plimsoll, out of breath, runs down the stalrs and
up to Sir Wilfrid.

MISS PLIMSOLL
Sir mnm ~-= our napl

SIR WILFRID
You go szhead -- start it without
me.

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

MISS' PLIMSOLL
This is your feult, Mr. Carter -- you
should not have permitted itl
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10A. CARTER
It is not my fault!
“{with a sha
' look at Vole
I distinctly told Sir Wilfrid ~- no
ceriminal cases,

VOLE
If 1tts anyone's fault, I expect it's
‘mine. It seems silly to me, but
Mr. Mayhew thinks 1t!'s very urgent -~
he thinks I may be arrested at any
minute.

MISS PLIMSOLL
Arrested for vhat?

VOIE
Well -- for murder,

He smiles engagingly. They stare at him, trying to
reconcile his iost sttractive appecrance with what he
"~ has just told them,

11, I, SIR VILFRID'S OFFICE DAY

Mayhew 1is seated in ope of the visltor!s chalrs, relating
the case, 3ir Wilfrid is circling him like a bird dog,
his eyes glued %o the cigars in Mayhew!s pocket.

 MAYHEW
-= 1t's the case of Mrs. Emlly French.
You have probably seen the reports in
the Press, She was s mlddle-aged
widow, rather well-off, living with a
housekeeper in Hampstead. Mr. Vole
had been with her esrlier in the even-
ing. When the housekeeper returned
from her day off at eleven P.M, she
found her mistress dead -~ struck on
the back of the head and killed.

SIR WIILFRID
I see .eo

(he doesntt; his ming
is on the cigavs)

MAY HEW
Vole seems a harmless chap -- caught
in a2 web of circumstantisl evidence --
perheps 1f I gave you some more of the
detalls, you might suggest the strongest
line of defense -- :
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SIR WILFRID
I conld probably think better
if you gave me one of those
cigarse.

MAYHEW
Of coursee

(hending him one)
There are naturally no previous
convictions, he 1s a man of good
charecter, with an excellent war
record -- you would like him
a lot.

Sir Wilfrid hes torn off the band, bltten off the end
of the cigar and 1s searching frantically on his desk,
and in the drawers for a match.

SIR WILFRID

(mmttering)
They've confiscated the matches,
too. (to Mayhew)
A ligh%t, please =- give me &
lighte
MAYEEW
(fumbling in his
pockets)

As I see it, the defense

may turn on establishing

alibi for the evening of the

murder ==
(no matches)

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

Let me get some.

SIR WILFRID
(holding him back)
Lord, no! You don't know
Miss Piimscll. This will take
all our cunning.

b

 He pauses to formulate a plan, then palms the cigar and

opens the doors

THE ANTEROCM DAY

sir wilfrid stands in the doorway with a benign and
innocent expression.
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SIR WILFRID
(beckoning to Vole)
Young man -- your solicitor and
T feel that you may be able %o
enlighten me on a rather
important polnt --

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

MISS PLIMSOLL
- (desperate; advancing)
Reelly, Sir Wilifrid --

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

He ushers in Vole, then slams. the door 1n her frustrated

face.

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

SIR WILFRID
Give me a match,

- VOIE
‘Sorry -- 1 never carry them.

SIR WILFRID
| ( erushed) -
WEAT?E

- (to Mayhew)
And you sald I'd like him?

: VOIE
Itve got a lighter,
' (produces 1t)

SIR WIIFRID
(snatching the lighter)
Youl!ve right, Mayhew -- I do

like him,
(gleefully, as he 1s
- varming the ciger on

the lighter flame)
Can you imagine Miss Plimsoll's
_face 1f she saw me now?

o VOILE
Ietts meke absolutely sure
she doesn't,
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13. He deliberately lowers the old-fashloned metal cover over
the keyhole.

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

VOLE
(modes t1y)
Thaenk you, sir.

They grin at each other.

SIR WILFRID
Young man, you may or may
not have murdered a middle-aged
widow, but you have certainly
saved’ the life of an elderly
barrister.

VOLE

1 haven't mirdered anybody.

(P~ Itts absurd, But Christine --

C thet!s my wife —- she thinks I
may be implicated and that X
‘needed & lawyer. So I weni to
see Mr. Mayhew and now he thinks
thet he needs s lawyer. So now
T have two lawyers. Silly,
isntt 1t?

. MAYHEW
Mr. Vole, I am a solicitor.
S8ir Wwilfrid is 3 barrister.
Only a barrister can actually
- plead 2 case in court. -
~8ir wilfria 1s completely absorbed in his clger, on
which an inch of ash hasg now appeared. - He bends back,
opening a small draver in an old file c¢abinet behind him,
He drops the ash there, then closes the drewer.

SIR WILFRID
(to himself, with
satiafaction)
she shall not even find the
, ashes. ( )
g to Vole
(’-\ Go on, g0 ©On.
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13. VOLE
(easily)
Well, I saw in the papers that
‘ poor Mrs. French had been found
dead, with her head bashed in =~
~and then 1¢ said in the papers
that the police were anxious to
interview me since I had visited
Mrs. French that evening -- 80
naturally, I wvent along to the
police statlion.

SIR WII.FRJJJ
(interrupting; sharply)
Did they caution you?

VOIE
I don't quite know., I mean,
they asked if I would like to
make s statement and they would
vrite it down, and it might be
ugsed sgainst me in Court.
(with e shrmg)
) ' ‘Would that be ca.ut:l.on.‘l.ng me?

SIR WILFRID
(vith a sigh)
Oh, well, 1t ca.n't be helped nov.

: VOIE
Anyway, they were very polite and
they seemed quite satlisfled.

The'y seemed satisfied, Mr. Vole,

%0 Sir Wilfriad)
He thinka thet he made a
s tatement and thatts the end -
of 1t0 '_

{back to Vole)

‘Mr. Vole, isn't 1%t obvious to
you that you will be regarded
as the principal and logical
suspect in this case? I have
great fear that you will dbe
arres ted,

- VOLE

- I've done nothing, Why should _
I be arrested? I mee.n, this 1is
England. You don't get arrested

- or convicted for something you
haven't done?
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SIR WILFRID
We try not to make a habit of 1t.

VOLE
But i1t does happen, doesn't 1%?
Of course, There was that case
of what's-hls name -- Adolph
Beck, or Becker - het!d been
in jail for elght years when
they found out 1t was another
chap entirely -- he was innocent
all along.

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

VOIE
‘ (quite a2zitated)
Yes, that was all right for him.
But what 1f 1% had been murder?
«= what 1f he had been hanged?
-=- how would they restore him
to his normal life then?

MAY HEW
take such a morbid point of view.

VOLE
(a2 1little embarrassed)
Sorry. Itts just that when
you tell me 1t's all closing
in on me -~ I%'s like a
nightmare,

MAYHEW
Relax, Mr. Vole. I am putting

. you in the hands af the flnest -

and mos ¢ experienced ba.rrister
in Londo

SIR WiIIFRID

Now, Mayhew, let's get this stralght.—

I mey have done something highly
une thical: I've taken your cigar
and I'm not tzking your case. I
can't, I'm forbidden. My doctors
vould never allow 1it.
(to Vole)
I'm tmlir sorry, young man.
and to Mayhew again)
However, if you would like the case

handled by someone in these chambers,
I wauld recommend Mr. Brogan-Moore--—

you know Brogan-Moore? --
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: MAY HEW

Yes, I do.

(to Vole)
A very sble man. I second
Sir Wilfrid's recommendation.

. VOLE

(wvith a shrg)
If you Say S0 eee

Sir Wilfrid has risen and crosses to the door. In passing

he shoves his cigar in Vole's hand.

SIR WILFRID

He opens the door into the antercom.

THE ANTEROOM (DAY)

AS Sir Wilfrid emerges, Miss Plimsoll and Carter immedlately
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

. breaskdown)
Sir Wilfrid, I have never Xnpown
such lnsubordinstion -~ no, not
even when I was a murse in the
front lines, during the War -
SIR WILFRID

What War was that? -~- the Crimean,
no doubt. '

He slams the door in her face sgsln.

INT. SIR WILFRID'S OFFICE (DAY)
He crosses to his desk.

SIR WILFRID
Youtll like Brogan-Moore, He's
had excellent training -- under me,
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As he pesses Vole, he takes the cigar out of Vole's
ocutstretched hand, seats himself behind the desk and
puffs on.

VOLE
(with 2 1ittle smile)
This morning I had no lawyers at
81l -- nov I suddenly have three

lewyers.

{to Msyhew)
Perhaps we ought to explain to
Sir Wilfrid thet I have very
1ittle money -

(to sir Wilfrig)
I won't be able to pay all the
costs and fees.

: ‘SIR WIIFRID
Don't worry -- wetlll get a
fourth lawyer to sue you.

VOLE
He won‘t get mich, I'm afraid.
I haven't had a job in four
months,

SIR WILFRID
What sort of work do you do?

: VOLE

Well, my last job was as a
mechanic with a motor servicing
firm, The foremsn kept riding
me all the time, I took 1t as -
long as I could, then I quit.

SIR WILFRID
And before that?

VOIE
I was working in a2 department =
store -- in the toys, demonstrating
-¢childrents building sets. Of course,
that only lasted through the
Christmas rush. Before that, I
worked in s petrol station, but
things got a 1little a.w‘ma.rd,and -
I got fired. )

) SIR WILFRID
Awkward -- in what way?
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VOIE
The boss'!s daughter. She kept
annoying me, until I told her
where to get off. So she told
her father I was annoying her,
and he told me where to get off.

SIR WILFRID
( dropping =shes in the
draver again)
Very annoying.

- VOIE

Before that, I had a job testing
electxic blankets --— .

(he catches Wilfridt's

penetrating glence)
You mast be thinking I'm a bit
of a drifter, sir. It's true, 1n
s way, but I'm not really like
that, Doing my Army service
unsettled me a bit. That
apd being abroad, I was
stationed in Germany., It was
fine there, That's where
I met Christine, my wife. She
was an sctress, and a good one.
8he's been a wonderful wife to
me, too, but I haven'!t been mch
of a provider, I'm afraid =--
somehow, I can!t seem to settle
down properly since I came back
to this country. O0f course, 1f

I eould just put my egg-beater

acrogss ==

SIR WILFRID
Egg-beater?

VOLE

. Yes, sir. I'm sort of an

inventor -- nothing blg, Jjust
little household things. A
pocket pencil sharpener, a key-
ring flashlight, but my best

is really this egg-beater.— You
see, 1t not only beais the eggs;
1t also separates the yolk from
the white.

- SIR WILFRID
Is that really desirable?

ez,
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VOLE
If you were a housewife, Sir
Wilfrid,youtd see 1t right away.
The trouble is I would need some
money for manufacturing and promotion-
-=- well,that!'s really what I was
hoping Mrs. French might do for me
after I met her.

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

YVOIE

That wag rather funny in itself --
it was the third of September -- I
remember distinctly because 1t 1is

my wife's birthdsy -- I was window-
shopping on Oxford Street, sort of
daydreaming sbout what I would buy
for her -- i1f I had any money -~

INSTANT CUT TO:

16. EXT. MILLIRERY SHOP OXPORD 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 a middle-aged lady, neat and prim «- MRS,
EMIIY FRENCH. The salesgirl is just putting a small,
conservative hat on Mrs. French. She studles herself in
the mirror. Suddenly she is aware that Vole 1s looking at
her. She turns towerd him. YVole shakes his head 1In
dlsapproval. She accepts hls declislion, tries on a second
hat, looks again toward Vole for his opinion. All she
gets 1s a "not good, not bad" sort of look. She discards
the hat, tries on a2 third one. This is a wide~brimmed
- affdlir, quite wild, She looks expectantly at.Vole. He
likes this one and nods his epproval. She looks again
at the mirror, then rushes out of the shop to talk to him,

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

You don't think itt's too == too
ma_d?
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. Mad? Not at all! A little daring,
o~ perhaps -- 1 wouldn't recommend 1t
7 to every woman -- but you -- Wwhy
' shoulan't you attract some attention --%
MRS. FRENCH '
You reglly‘think 507
VOLE
Absolutely. If I may suggest just one g

1ittle thing -- let!s tilt that brim
a bit, to show off your face =--

He doeg so. Mrs. French lets him. There is the sound of a
bus. '

VOLE
My bus! Good-byel

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

VOILE!'S VOICE
Now you buy that hat! I insis t!

Mrs. French looks after the bus for a few seconds, then wélks
back into the shop with a #iny smile on her face.

3

INSTART CUT TO:

17. INT. SIR WILFRID!'S OFFICE DAY
8ir Wilfrid and Meyhew listening to Volets account.

VOLB
.. actually, 1t was quite a
ridiculous hat., Silly thing with
ribbons and flowers, '
SIR WILFRID
(flicking ashes 1into draver)
I'm constantly surprised that ‘women's
hats do not provoke more murders.
— Go on, please.

VOIE
I was just trying to be nice to her --
make her feel good. I never dreamed
that I'd see her. again -- or the
flower stand.

»

SIR WILFRID
But you dia?
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VOLE
Yes. A few weeks later -- agaln
quite accidentelly. I was peddling
my egg-beaters that afternoon and
business was a little slovw....

INSTANT CUT TO:

INT, MOVIE THEATRE i

A western is in progress. Vole 1s sitting in the last rov,
his sample-cese on a seat beslde him. He is tired and is-
slouched down in the seat, feet extended. A womal, wearing
a wide-brimmed hat, comes into the row shead, takdng the
seat directly in front of him. His view of the screen is
blocked. He sits up and taps her on the shoulder.

" VOLE
Would you mind, Madame -=-

ghe turms saround, It is Mrs. French, snd itts that hat
agaln.

VOLE
oh, hello --

MRS. FRENCH
_ ( recognizing him)
Hello., It!s your fault, you know--—
you chose 1t yourself.

She 1s about to take off the hat, sees the emptly geat next
to him, then glances at him,

VOLE
sure --- if you like.

He moves the semple-cese. Mrs. French rises and goes to
the sisle, moving into the empty sesat.
‘MRS. FRENCH T
Thank you, It's a bother taking
1t off and putting it back on agalin.

Tey sit in the dark, watching the movie, There are the
sounds pf shooting and hoofbeats.. '

| VOLE

The chep on the white horse 1s
called Jesse James, They?'ve lured
him into thisambush -- not at all
cricket,
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o Don't vorry -~ Mr., James shoots his
o~ vay out,
VOLE
He does?
MRS. FRENCH
I've seen 1t before. I go to the
movies gquite a lot. -
' VOLE
You do?
MRS. FRENCH

I 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 movies ~- sometimes I see the same
one two or three times.

A pause, She takes some candy from her purse,

MRS. FRENCH
Toffee?

m
”~

VOLE
Yes, plesse --
( taking one)
Thank you,

MRS. FRENCH
I've seen Richard the Third five
times.

VOLE
You like Shakespeare?

MRS, FRENCH
I like Sir Iaurence Olivier,
(a beat) '
?1ty he's married.

More shootling suddenly and more hoofbeats from the screen.

: MRS. FRENCH
You see - there goes Mr. James
now}

INSTANT CUT TO:
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INT. SIR WILFRID!'S OFFICE DAY

8ir Wilfrid, Mayhew and Vole - as we left them.

SIR WILFRID
(to Vole)
Of course, at this time you had no
idea tha$ Mrs, French was well-off?

VOIE
Absolutely not. We were sitting 1in
the cheap seats. All I knew was that
she seemed to be very lonely - had
no friends whatsoever,

MAYHEW
she and her husbhand had lived abroad
in British Nigeris -- for meny years.
He was in the Colonial Service. He
died in forty-five - of a heart
attack.

SIR WILFRID
( £1icking his ashes
in the drsawer)
Pleage, Meyhew =-- not while I'm
smoking.
( to Vole)
Go on, young man.

VOLE
Well, they finally polished off
J'esse James =-- and when we left
the movie, she invited me to her
house for tea..

INSTANT CUT TO:

INT. MRS. FRENCH'S ETTCHEN DAY

It is

town house in a good neighborhood.

Vole is demonstrating his egg-beater for Mrs, French.

MRS. FRENCH
I think it's the most fascina.t:l.ng
thing Itve ever seen.
( to the housekeeper)
Janet! Come look at this!

the neat, well-equipped klichen of & small Iondon

In

- the background, JARET .&aemzm, the housekeeper, 1s pre-
paring tes.
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JANET
(sour)
I've seen egg-beaters before, mafam,

MRS. FRENCH
But this beats so quickly -- and it
separates ~~ I guess 1ts centrifugal --
or centrifugal ~- or what 1s 12

VOLE -
(very matter-of-fact) ‘
Well, actually, it's specific gravity.
It whips cream, too.
MRS. FRENCH
- {dreamily)
Janet, did you hear that? -- 1t whips
cream, too.

(a grunt from Janet)
We must have one. Is it expensive?

VOLE
Ccmpliments of the inventor, mamufacturer
and sole distributor.

» MRS. FRENCH
Thank you. Weill use 1t constantly,
‘wont't we, Janet?
another

grunt from Janet) -
We'd better get out of here, Mr. Vole.
Janet doesn't like visitors 1n her
kltchen.

She takes his zrm, leads him out, Jsnet looks arfter them,
then contemptuously takes the egg-beater out of the bowl
and tosses 1t 1nto the sink.

INT. DRAWING ROCM MRS, FRENCH'!S HOUSE DAY

-

Mrs. French lezsds Vole into the room. He stops to look

- around. The room is stuffed with mementos of 2ll the yeszrs

the Prenches spent in Africe: fierce masks, tigersikin
™mgs, ‘drums, spears snd shields.

MRS, FRENCH
" bit chi:l.ly here, isntt 1t9
Shall ve have a fire?

VOLE
(2 11ttle aghast)
It's a -- charming room,



29.

21. MRS. FRENCH
Hubert and I collected all these
-~ "~ things when we llived in Africa.
1 Hubert was my husband.

VOLE
(points to a particularly
horrid mask)
Theret!s a lovable 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. Bubert was so witty.

_ VOIE
Yes, I can see that.

Janet has entered with the tea tray, puts 1t down.

MRS. FRENCH
Oh, Janet -~ let's use our good
silver esnd chinsa.

Janet grimly picks up the trazy and is sbout to take it out
-
: - WIE

6h, no. Dontt bother, Mrs, French --
this is perfectly sll right.

Japet puts the tray down agein, is sbout to pour the tea.

JANET
( to Vole)
Iemon or milk, please?

VOILE
I dont't really care.

MRS." FRmCH
Would you prefer some sherry?

: VOLE
_Sherry would be fine, -

JANET
We have no sherry.

_ MRS. FRENCH
- But we have. There's that bottle——
(’f\ o the one we bought last Christmas,
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Mrs. French opens an African cabinet and takes from 1t
e bottle and one glass, _

JANET
(sarcastically)
If hetd care for an eggnogg- there
happens to be a wasted egg in the
kitchen - - all ready and separated.

MRS. FRENCH .
(pouring the sherry)
Don't mind Jonet, Mr, Vole, It's
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'll heve a glass of sherry

myself, I feel like Christmas,
somehow, - -

IRSTANT CUT TO:

INT, SIR WILFRID'S OFFICE DAY

Mayhew, Sir Wilfrid and Vole as we left them,

VOLE
-- gafter that I used %to see her
once or twice & week. 3She kept a
- bottle of sherry for me and we would
telk, or play canasta, or listen %o
her old phonograph records -—-
Gillbert and Sullivan motly. -
(2 besat) '
It's so welrd to“think of her now --
‘laying there, in that living room,
mardered.

‘ SIR WIIFRID
I zssure you she has been moved
by now, Not %o have done so-
vould be unfeeling, unlawful and
unsanitSWQ

He has taken the drawer with the ashes out of the cabinet,
opens the window and empties it into the street,
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22, MAYHEW
A~ (tO Vole)
f Suppose you tell Sir Wilfrid sbout
the evening of the murder.

VOLE
I wvent around to see her about
eight otclock that evening,..She
fixed me a sandwich and we talked
s bit and listened to The Mikado. -
I left sbout nine, I walked home
and got there about 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,

SIR WILFRID
(suddenly, cutting
Vole off
How much money did you get from hex?

. VOIE
Prom whom?

SIR WILFRID
From. Mrs. Frenchl A

VOLE
Nothing. Not a quid.

-~ 8IR WIILFRID
The truth! How much?

-  VOLE
Why should she give me any money?

'SIR WILFRID -
Becguse she was in love with you!l

' VOLE
That!s ridiculous., She liked nme,
- 8he pampered me, llke an sunt —
but that!s all., I swear,

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

— | VOLE

‘T d1d tell her,
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CONTINUED:

SIR WILFRID
But you never took your wife along
vhen you went there-- dld you?

" VOLE
No, I didn't.

SIR WILFRID
Why not?

VOLE
Well, because --

SIR WILFRID
Because of what?

VOIE
Well Mrs. French was under the
:mereasion that Christine and I
didnt t get along too vell --

SIR WILFRID
Is that true?

VOIE
No. We love each other!

. ‘SIR WIIFRID
Then how did she get that impressilon?

Did you give it to her?

VOIE
No -- she seemed %o want to belleve
it that way ~--

- SIR WILFRID

‘But you never corrected that

impression? Why? -

VOIE '
T was afrald she?d lose lnterest
in me,

SIR WIIFRE
Because she was rich?

VOIE
Yes, I suppose 80 ==

SIR WILFRID
And you were aftt_ar her money?

32,
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Well, yes ~~- 1in a way ~-

By this time Sir Wilfrid has put the monocle in his eye.

He moves his head slightly, so that the sunlight from the
window hits the monocle and is reflected directly in Volets
eyes. Vole doesn't bat an eyelash as he continues his
fervent statement,

VOLE : .
I wss hoping to get a loan for my
invention -- a couple of hundred
pounds -~ an honest business
proposlition, that's what it would
have been -- 1s that so wicked?

: SIR WILFRID
You knew it was the housekeeper's
day off?
VOIE
Yes, 1 did.
SIR WILFRID

So you vent there because you knev
she would be alone?

- VOLE
No. I went there becsuse I thought

she'd be lonely,

' SIR WIIFRID
All right, lonely! You and the
rich lonely woman all alone 1n
. that lonely house -- with the
gramophone blaring The Mlkado --
perhaps you turned the volume up
to drown out her cries --!

VOLE -
- Fo. When I left her, she was alive,

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

WIE
The house had been ransacked, It
gald so in the papers, It mst
have been a burglsar.

(very emotional)

I didn't do it. No matter how bad
things look, I didntt do 1t. You
mist belleve me. You do belleve me,
don't you?
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Complete sllence for £ive seconds. Then -

SIR WILFRID
(aropping the monocle)
Oof course, Mr. Vole., If I didntt
believe you, I would not have
subjected your eyes or my arteries
to that ordeal.

VOLE
(exhaus ted)
Thank you. .
SIR WILFRID

(seating himself)
As for things looking bad == they

don't look bad, Mr. Vole -= they look

gerrible. Apparently you have no
alibl at allf

YOLE
1 have, I left Mrs. French at nine
ofclock.

SIR WILFRID
How did you go home -- by busg or
underground?
VOLE )
T walked. It was a fine night,

8IR WILFRID
Did anyone see you?

VOLE
0f course., Christlne saw ne when

I got home. It was exactly nine-

twenty-six. I know because I went
right to work on a new gort of clock

‘I've been tinkering with. My wife

will tell you that.
SIR WILFRID

Your wife loves you, does she no t?

VOLE
Very much. And I love her, We
are devoted 7 to each other.

' 8IR WILFRID

You realize, Mr, Vole, that the
© testimony of a devoted wife does

pot carry mich welght.
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VOLE
You meon that people will think that
Christine would tell a lie on my
account?

. SIR WILFRID
it has been known, Mr. Vole. Blood
is thicker than evidence,
(there is a knock) i
Yes?

MR. BROGAN-MOORE enters. He 1s in his middle forties,
tall, correct in manner and dress. He 1s carryimg &
brief case and a folded newspeper.

SIR WILFRID
Ah -- Brogan-Moorel Come ln, come in!

_ BROGAN-MOORE
{ecrossing briskly to
Sir Wilfrid)
So good to have you out of
hospital -~ :

SIR WILFRID
T 4idnt't get a full pardon -~
-~ T'm out on parole. You know
Mr. Mayhew, I believe, and this
is his client, Mr. leonard Vole.

BROGAN-MOORE
How do you do.
( they shake hands)

SIR WILFRID
( cueing him)
. The Emily F¥rench murder.

BROGAN-MOORE
(with reneved interest) -~

Oh, how do {%u_ do.
- Tehakes hands again)

SIR WILFRID
(instantly) - \
'Badly, thank you. There's a mass
- of eircumstantizl evidence, Do
8libi whetsoever - 1i's a hot
potato and I'm tossing 1t righ
into your lap, ,
X " BROGAN-MOORE
_Much obliged. '
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SIR WILFRID

Your 1line of defense, however, will
be lack of motive. You will agree
that we can rule out a crime of
passion. That lesves us with a
murder for profit. Now then -- 1f
Mr. Vole had been sponging on Mrs.
French, why kill her and cut off
the source of supply? Or -- 1f he

-was hoping for a golden egg, why

k111 the goose before 1t was 1lald?

No motive. No motive whatsoever!
(a skeptical glance from
Brogan-Moore)

You find some flaw in this line of

reasoning? -

BROGAN-MOORE
Fo. It's very sound as far as it
goes.

SIR WILFRID
Well, it's all yours, Brogan-Moore.
You'll find Mr. Vole very responsive
and quite candid -- so candid, in
fact, that he has already informed
me that we will have to sue him
for our fees,

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

VOLE
what eighty thousand pounds?

BROGAN-MOORE
The eighty thousand pounds
Mrs. French left you. -

VOLE
( open-moutheq)
Ieft me?

BROGAN-MOORE
(handing the newspaper
to Sir Wilfrid)
They opened Mrs. French'!s bank
vault today and found her will,
{to Vole)
Congrztulations.



22. VOLE
You're joking!
. (rising to look at the

f\ paper over 3ir Wilfridls

{ shoulder -- elated)

‘ Eighty thousand pounds! -- I was
vorrying about a couple of hundred
for my silly egg-beater --- and
now -~ I must call Christine --

He reaches for the phone. Suddenly he becomes sware of the

wey Sir Wilfrid, Mayhew 2nd Brogan-Moore &are looking at him,
There'!s a secondts silence,

VOLE
(quite sober now)
This inheritance ~- 1t doesn't

make things look any better for
me, does 1%?

8IR WILFRID
No. I wouldn!t think so.

VOIE

So now they'll say that I 4id have
a mtive -- .

_ -8IR WILFRID
(-\ : _ (rising and crossing

. to the window)
They will indeed. Eighty thousand
pounds makes for a very handsome
motive,

VOLE
( to Mayhew)
I thought you were crazy. But l
guess now they will arrest me,
: (to 8ir wilfrid)
Won't they?

Sir Wilfrid looks down into street. o

23. EXT. SIR WILFRID'S BUIIDING DAY FROM WILFRID'S POINT
- OF VIEW.

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

24, INT., SIR WILFRID'S OFFICE DAY
?\ Sir Wilfrid Surns back from the window.
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SIR WILFRID
It's quite likely.

VWILE
(violently)
I knew nothing sbout that will! I
didn't know Mrs. French had any
intention of leaving me her money.
And if I didn't know about it, how .
could 1t be a2 motive?

MAYHEW
(sympathetically)
Mr. Brogan-Moore will certa..‘lnly bring
that out in court.

SIR WILFRID
{ to Brogan-Moore, as he
crosses to the door) _
Itts our cld friend, Inspector Hearnse.

BROGAN=-MDORE
Chief Inspector, as of last month,

SIR WILFRID
Chief Inspector! _
(to Vole)
They must think 2 lot of you at
Scotland Yard --  youfre getting
the de luxe treatment.,

He opens the door to the anteroom, just as Hearne and
- another detective come 1in from the outside.

SIR WILFRID

- In here, Chief Inapector.

He beckons

(f'\

Hearne and t.he' othey detectlve into his office,

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

SIR WILFRID
(closing the door)
Perfectly all right. I never

"object to the actions of the

pollce -- except in court once
in a great while.

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 Dengerous leonard Vole.
You'!d better search him -- he may
be armed with an egg-beater.

HEALRNE
(to Vole, very formel)
Is your name Leonard Vole?

WIE
(rising)
It 1s. |

HEARNE
I have here a warrant for your
srrest on the charge of murdering
Emily French on October fourteenth
last. I must warn you that anything
you say may be taken down and used
in evidence.

VOIE
- (as carefree as he
cen mensage)
I'm ready. Must I be handcuffed?

HEARNE
That won't be necessary, sir,

- VOI1E
You see, I've never been arrested
before. Not even for wealking a
dog off the leash, or having a
beer after hours.

SIR WILFRID

There i1s no disgrace 1n belng =
arrested, Mr. Vole, Kings, Prime
Minis ters, Archblshops - even
barristers -- have stood in the
dock.

VOLE '
\ { to Brogan-Moore
Will you %tell my wife that I -=-

4

'BROGAN-MOORE)
Yes, I'1l tell her.

MAYHEW
I'1l go down to the station with
- you and see that youlre properly
charged. '

39.
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Vole starts osut with ﬁ'xe tw
of him, Mayhew followlng.

doorvway.

They exit.

VOLE
Thank you, Sir Wilfrid.
('t Brogan-Moore)

1'11 be hearing from you, won't I?

. BROGAN~-MOORE
Yes, of course.

SIR WILFRID

( to Hearne)
will you see to 1t - thatb Mr, Vole
is well treated?

(whisks the other ciger

from Mayhew!s pocket
Here -- have a cigar!

HEARNE
(resching for 1t)

mat's very kind of you, Sir wilfrid.

SIR WILFRID
(pulling 1t back)

T'd better not! It would constitute

a bribel
(he puts 1t carefully
in his inslde
coet pocket)

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

VOIE
(a 1ittle grin)

One thing I've learned for sure --

never look in a window where
there are women's hats!’

The door closes,.

SIR WILFRID

Makes a very nice impression,
doesn't he?

— BROGAN-MOORE
Yes, rather, Did you glve him
the monocle test?

SIR WILFRID
passed wvith flying colors.

-

o detectives on elther side
Vole turns back in the open
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{5 oN. BROGAN~-MOORE
P~ T hope he does as well in the Dock.
This 1s sticky, you know.

SIR WILFRID
Of course it is! The prosecution
will blast him with their heavies?t
artillery. 41l youtll have is one
1ittle popgun - an 2libl furnished .
by his wifel Isn't that en
intriguing challenge?

BROGAN-MOORE
- (arily)
I think I*'d like it more 1f 1%
was less of a challenge.

Carter enters..

CARTER
Sorry, Sir Wilfrid, but Miss
Plimsoll has issued zn ultimatum:
if you're not in bed in one minute,
she will resign,

SR WILFRID
8plendldl. Give her = month!s -
pey and kick her down the stairs!

) J

- CARTER

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

SIR WILFRID

This 1s blackmaill

(the two men look

at each other)
Youlre quite right, Carter. For
my first day, this has slready -
been rather hectic., I should
be in bed.

He tckes Carter's arm casually for support, and with Brogan-
Moore following, they go into the anteroom.
25, 'THE ANTEROOM (DAY)
_ ‘"3 Sir Wilfrid, Carter and Brogsn-Moore cross to the stalrcase,
= BROGAN-MOORE
Mayhew should get on to Mrs.

Vole and have her come over.
Will you sit in?
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§IR WILFRID
Thank you, no! I'm in nd condition
to cope with emotional wives darenched
in tears.

'He sees Miss Plimsoll wailting for nim halfway up the stalr-
ecage, her arms erossed, her eyes blazing.

SIR WILFRID .

Ah, Miss Plimsoll! How alluring
you look -- walting 1ike =& hangman
on the scaffold.

(plumps himself on the

inclinator)
make me! I®m yours! -

(to Brogan-Moore)
Handle Mrs. Vole gently,especia’llv
when you break the news of the
arrest., Bear in mind shet!s a
foreigner, so be prepared
for hysterics -~ €véh 4 fainting
spell. Better have smelling salts
ready, a box of tlssues and & nip
of brendy.

CHRISTINE!S VOICE
1 do not think that will be
necessary. C

' They look OFF.

In the entrance gtands CHRISTINE VO1E.

She is handsome, calm and gself-contained. She wears &

 grey practicasl sult, a ame11 hat and wvhite gloves. She

speaks crisply, and with s slight Germen accent.

CHRISTINE
1 never falnt because I am not
sure that 1 will f2l1 gracefully --
and I never use smelling salts
because they puff up the eyes.
(she moves closer %o
- §4r Wilfrid)

SIR WILFRID

(putting monocle 1n eye)
How do you do. I am wilfrid
Robarts and this is Mr. Brogan-
Moore,

( they nod)
My dear Mrs. Vole, I am afraid we
have rather bad news for you ---
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CHRISTINE
Don!t be afrald, Sir wilfrid. 1
am qulte disciplined.

SIR WILFRID
There is nothing to be slarmed about
as yet ~--

CHRISTINE
teonard has been arrested and charged -
with murder -- is that 1t? :
(Sir wilfrid nods soberly)
1 knew he would be. I to0ld him so.

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

Call 1% what you like.,. TWhat is
the next s tep?

SIR WILFRID
Your husband will have to s tand
trial, I'm afrald..

(%o Brogan-Moore)

Will you take Mrs. Vole inside
and explesin the procedure.
| (to Christine)
Mr. Brogen-Moore will lead the

defense..

CHRISTINE
oh? You will not perscnally defend
Ieonard?

SIR WIEZERID

Regrettably, not. My health -~ or
rather the lack of it -- forbids me,.

CHRISTINE '
It is regrettsble.  Mr. Mayhew
described you as the champion of
the hopeless caouse.

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

CHRISTINE
Is 1t perhaps that this cause is
.too hopeless?

She does not welt for an answer, valks into the office
and” Brogan-Moore closes the door.
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Sir Wilfrid lets the monocle fall, seats himself on the
inclinator and presses the button, 2ll the time glaring
at the closed door of his office. The inclinator rises,
and Miss Plimgsoll trots beside 1¢.

MISS PIIMSOLL
I shall have = very serious talk
with Dr. Hesrrison. It was a ‘
mistake 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 Bermuda.

SIR WILFRID
(his mind on
‘ Mrs. Vole)
Oh, shut up! You just want o
see me in those nasty shorts.

The inclinator comes to a stop at the head of the staircase,
Miss Plimsoll helps Sir Wilfrid up from the seat. He stands
Bt1ll, looking down toward his office door.

MISS PLIMSOLL
(plucking at his
sleeve)
Come, now, .Sir Wilfrigd, you mst
not think of it. You must get
ready for sleep -- think beautiful
thoughts,

She leads him into the bedroom.

SIR WILFRID'S BEDROOM (DAY)

It is the room =2bove his office, of the same shape and

. the same octagonal windlow design, There 1s a big
Victorian bed, a chalse, deep comfortable chalrs, and

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

- Plimsoll takes a pair of paaamas from the bed and hands

them to Sir wWilfrid.

- - MISS PLIMSOLL
Now put those on -~ tops and
bottoms ~- while I make your
bed.

‘He takes %he pajamas, goes behind the screen, €Ceep in

thought. Miss Plimsoll starts to remove the bedspread

and arrange the plllows.
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MISS PLIMSOLL
After your rest, we'll have & nice
cup of cocoa. Then perhaps we'll
go for a 1ittle walk in the square.

Behind the screen Sir Wilfrid hasn't made a move to get lnto

the pejamas. Hls body 4s here; his mind 1s in the offlce
below.
MISS PLIMSOLL

(busy with the bed)
I mst sey, 1 feel sorry for that
pice Mr. Vole -- not just because
he was arrested -- but that wife
of his -~ she mist be German =<
1 suppose that's what happens
vwhen we let our boys cross the
channel: they go crazy ===
Personally, I think the Government
should do something sbout those
foreign wives -- llke an embargo --
how else can we take care of our
own surplus -- donft you agree,
Sir Wilfria?

(the bed is ready)

(no answer)
Sir wilfrial

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

' STATRCASE AND ANTEROOM BEIOW (IDAY)
" Miss Plimsoll runs to the top of the stairs.

MISS PLIMSOLL
Sir Wilfrid!

o

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

IN?. STR WILFRID'S OFFICE (DAY)

Brogan-Moore is interviewlng Mrs, Vole. He -1_5 sested

. behind the desk. Mrs. Vole 4{s 4n s chalir near the

window. She is very calm and polsed. Sir Wwilfrid enters
quietly, gestures to Brogen-Moore to contimue, then moves
to s position from which he can observe Mrs. Vole.
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CHRISTINE
Yes, of course, I knew that Leonard
had been seeing Mrs, French quite
frequently. I knew 1t from the day
when he came home with s pair of
green socks she had knitted for him.

_ BROGAN-MDORE
Well, that's gquite natural. And
I'm sure a jury will find 1%
rather endearing.

CHRISTINE
Oh, Ieonard can be very endearing.
He hstes that particular shade of
green, and the socks were two
sizes too small, but he wore thenm
just the same --just to.glve her
pleasure, Ieonard has a way with
women. I only hope he willl have
an all-woman jury -- they will
carry him from the courtroom in
triumphl

BROGAN-MOORE
A simple scquittal will do. Now,
Mrs. Vole, you know that Mrs,
Prench left your husband money?

_ CHRISTINE
Yes. A lot of money.

BROGAN-MOORE

0f course, your husband had no
- previous knowledge of thls

beques t?
CHRISTINE

' Is that what he told you?

BROGAN-MOORE

. Surely, Mrs. Vole, you are not

sugges ting anything different?
CHRISTIRE

--.0h, no. I do not suggest anything.

BROGAN-MOORE
Quite obviously, Mrs. French had

- come %o look upon your husband

A8 a son -=- oOr, perhaps, a S
favorite nephew,
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28. CONTINUED:

P~ ~ CHRISTINE
( You think Mrs. French looked upon
Leonard as a son -- Or & nephew?

BROGAN-MOORE
T do. An entirely natural and
unders tandable relationshilp,

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

BROGAN-MOORE
Apparently you have a continental
way of looking at things, but I
assure you it would be most umise
to suggest that Mrs. French had
any feelings for your husband
other than -- well -- er =-=-

CHRISTINE
f Iet us say an sunt. By all
(7~ means .

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

Sir Wilfrid has quietly placed himself for the monocle
‘Ms to '

SIR WILFRID
Pardon me, Brogan-Moore.
( then to
. Christine)

Did you say that the socks Mrs. -

French knitted for your husband

were two sizes too small?

_ — Smarl

CHRISTIRE

- At least. ‘
SIR WIIFRID
Would that not indlicate that

she thought of him as 2 small boy,
a nephew, for ilnstance?

: CHRISTIRNE

(f\. It indicates that she did not

know how %o knilt,
‘(she blinks, tries %o move
to avold the light beam)
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CONTINUED:.

SIR WILFRID
(focusing the blazl
monocle relentlessl:??

Mrs. Vole, you realize that your
husband!s entire defense rests on
his word and yours.

I reslize that.

SIR WILFRID
And that the jury will be quite
skepticel by the word of a man
accused of murder when supported
only by the word of his wife.

CHRISTINE
I realize that, too.

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

_ CHRISTINE
By all means, let us.

gshe has been moving her head trying to avold the glare from

Sir Wilfrid's monocle, Now ‘she casually reaches for the

cord of the window shade and pulls it dowr a couple of

inches -- enough to cut off the sun from Sir wilfriad's .
monocle. o

CHRISTINE
There! -- isn't that more
comfortable for you, Sir wilerida?

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

SIR 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-six.
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CHRISTINE
Nine twenty-six! What makes him
g0 precise?

SIR WILFRID :
The clock -- the nev {nvention hetd
been tinkering with.

CHRISTINE
Clock? Oh -~ oh, yes, a new kind
of cuckoo clock! Itls very clever.
leonard is quite an inventor.

BROGAN~-MOORE
Then 1t is true -- he was at home
vith you at nine twenty-six?

- CHRISTINE
Precigsely.

BROGAN-MOORE
And he did not go out agaln?

: CHRISTINE
(by rote)
Leonard came home at nine twenty-
six and daid not go out egaln. '
Ig;t that what he vants me to
s

BROGAN-MOORE
Isnft it the trmuth?

CHRISTINE
(after a long pause)
0f course.
“(Brogan-Moore and Sir
wilfrid_exchange relieved
glances) .
But when I told it to the police,

" 1 do not think they bellieved me. ~
~ Maybe I did not say 1t vell.
Maybe because of my accent.

SIR WILFRID
My dear Mrs. Vole -- 1n our Courts
ve will accept the evidence of

 witnesses who speak only Bulgarian,
and wvho rmust have an interpreter; and

even desf-mutes,who cannot speak at
all. As lcng as they tell the truth.

BROGAN-MOCRE
You are aware, of course, that
when I put you in the witness box
you will be sworn, and you will

. gestify under oath?

4g.



28. ' CHRISTINE

Yes.
(again, by rote)

Teonard came home at preclsely
nine twenty-six and did no%t go out
again. The truth, the whole truth,
and nothing but the truth. Is that
better”?

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

_ CHRISTINE
Leonard thinks I do.

STR WILFRID
(angrily)
Well, do you?

CHRISTINE
Am I already under oa th?

SIR WILFRID .
Mrs., Vole, whatever your gamblt
mey be, do you know that under
British law you cammnot be called
to give testimony damaging to your
husbsnd?

CHRISTINE
How very convenlent.

SIR WILFRID
We are dealing with a capital
‘erime. The prosecution will try
to hang your husbandl

CHRISTINE
He is not my husband.

Brogan-Moore and Sir Wilfrid stare at each other, then
at her. There is a moment of shocked sllence.

CHRISTINE
‘We went through a form of marrlage
in Hemburg, but I had & husband
living at the time somewhere in
" East Germany -- 1n the Russlan
Zone.

SIR WILFRID
Did you tell Ieonerd?
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CHRISTIRE
It would have been stupld to tell
him, He would not have married
me and I would have been left
behind to starve in the rubble.

. BROGAN-MOCRE
So he married you, end brought

you safely to this country. Dontt
you think you should be very grateful
to him?

CHRISTINE -
One can get very tired of gretitude.

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

CHRISTINE
Leonard? He worships the ground
I walk on!

SIR WILFRID
And you? )

CHRISTINE
You want to know too mmuchl
(she rises and puts
up the window shade)
Auf wiedersehen, gentlemen,

She crosses quickly t_oward' the door.

SIR WILFRID

(acidly)
Thank you for coming in, Mrs.

~ Vole. Your visit has been most

reasSuri_ng.

CHRISTINE

(1n the doorway)
Do not worry, Sir Wilfrid. I
shall give him an elibl., T will
be very convincing. There will
be tears in my eyes vwhen 1 say --
Leonard came home at nine twenty-
gsix -=- precisely. I may even .
bring the cuckoo - as an additional
vwltness. —
SIR WILFRID
You're a very remarkable woman,
Mrs. Vole.
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CHRISTINE
And you are satisfied, I hope?

She exits.

SIR WILFRID
I'm damned 3if I'm satisfled.

BROGAN-MOORE
(after a beat)
Care to join me in e whiff of
those smelling salts?
(sir Wilfrid doesn't
answer; welks -
to the window)

SIR WILFRID
That woman 1s up to something, --
but what?

BROGARN-MOORE

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

(while Sir wWilfrid 1s

loocking out the window)
You know, defending this case 1is
going to be rather like The
Charge of the light Brigade,
or one of those Japanese sulclde
pilots - quite one-slided, wilth
the odds all on the cther siade,
I haven'!t got much to go on
with, have I ? The fact 1s,

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

_ SIR WILFRID
Iet me ask you something -~ do
you belleve Leonard Vole is
innocent?
- {no answer 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

( turning sway)
I'm not sure -- I'm sorry,
Wilfrid -- Of course, I'1ll do
my best --
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SIR WILFRID
It's all right, Brogan-Moore -~
I'11 take 1t from here.

He whips out the second cigar taken from Mayhew, bits off
the tip. Behind him the door has opened and & frenzied
Miss Plimsoll enters. ' A
: MIsSs PLIMSOLL

I have called Dr, Harrison and

given him a complete report on

your shocking behavior., I can

no longey «---

SIR WILFRID
Give me a match, Miss Plimsoll.

' MISS PLIMSOLL
Sir Wilfrig!

SIR WILFRID
( fortissimo)
Did-you-hear-me? --- A MATCH!
pazed and scared, she brings out a book of matches, strikes
one with & trembling hand ard holds it out to him, He
lights the cigar, blowing the first puff 1nto her face.
There 1s fearless defiance in his manner.

FADE OUT:

PADE IN: ' -

EXT. IONDON PRISON (DAY) |

A grim, high-walled building loomlng agalnst a8 leaden sky.
Sir Wilfridt's Rolls Royce is driving through the open
gates. The gates close behind the car.

DISSOIVE T0:

INT. CELL BIOCK (DAY)
A guard is leading leonard Vole between a row of cells.
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INT. PRISON INTERVIEW ROOM (DaY)

A small, grey room with a single desk and three chairs.
Sir Wilfrid and Mayhew, in their overcoats, are walting,
A civilian photographer 1s setting up & tripod camera.
Vole enters, the guard closing the door and remaining

outside.
VOLE

Hello, Mr. Mayhew. Sir Wilfrid --

. (shaking hands with him)
Mr, Masyhew told me you were
going to represent me. I'm very
grateful.

SIR WILFRID

I struck a bargain with my doctorse-

It11 let them exile me to Bermuda
‘for six months as soon as we finish

your case, :

VOIE
Thank you.

SIR WILFRID
Iet us hope that we will bo
survive,

Meanwhile Msyhew has opened a small suitcase, brings out

a faded trench coat and a crushed felt hat.

- MAYHEW
Get into these, will you? We
need a photograph.

VWIE
(as Mayhew helps him
into the coat)
What fom?

MAYHEW
" Because these are what you wore
on the night of the murder. We
want to circulate a photogreph.

Perhaps someone did see you leaving

Mrs. French on your wsy home,
- . PHOTOGRAPHER
Over here, by the window, please.

Hold 1t.
(a flash) -

Now one in proflle, please
(Vole turns, .
another flash)

That's 1it.
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MAYHEW
( to Photographer) .
I'11 pick up the pegatives later,
thank you.

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

SIR WILFRID
A disinterested witness may be
of more Vme.

. "VOLE
oh, yes, of course =-- Christine
is an interested witness --

(with grezat anxiety -

to Mayhew)
I don't understend -- why hasn't
she come to see me -- 7 Won't
they let her see me? It's been
a mk —e

o SIR WIIFRID
Mayhew, give me the reports,

VOLE

‘Have you talked to Christine --

what's the mmtter with her?

SIR WILFRID

(a1strecting him)
T want to read you a portlon of
the evidence of Janet MacKenzle,

' the housekeeper: 'Mr. Vole helped
- ‘Mrs, Prench wlth her business -
. affairs. Particularly her lncome

tax Rm.’ bt

: - VOIE
Yes, I d4id. Some of the forms
‘are very complicated.

SIR WILFRID
There 1s also a hint that you
may have helped her draft her

new will --

VOLE

. That's not true. If Janet says

that, shets lying. She was always

- against me, I don't knov why =--

55..

During the following, the photographer packs up his
equipment gnd leaves.
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SIR WILFRID
It's quite obvious. You threw
an eggbester into the wheels of
her Victorian household.

. (consulting the file)
Now, what about thls cut on your
wrist? You told the police you
cut vourself with s knife?

VOLE
Thatts right.
" (showing the scar)
I was cutting bread, and the knife
slipped. But that 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 thlnk

she took 1t very well. Of course, -

that may have been only on the
gurface, Wives are often

profoundly disturbed at such
a time -~

VOLE
It must be hard on her. Welve
never been separated before.
‘Kot since our first meeting.

. S8IR WILFRID
How did you meet your wife, Mr.
Vole?

' VOLE
In Germany, in 1945 -=
(with a smile)
The very first time I sav hedx, the

‘celling fell right ln onme --

SIR WILFRID
o (with raised eyebrows)
¥ U
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VOIE '
We were stationed outside Hamburg,
with an R.A.F. maintenance unit.
I installed a shower in the
officers?! billet, so they gave
me s week-end pPasSs eaes

INSTANT CUT TO:

L4

EXT. BOMBED-OUT STREET IN HAMBURG (NIGHT)

The street is wet from rsin, Flight Sgt. Leonard Vole,
in Royal Air Force uniform, & small kit~bag slung over
his shoulder, comes down the street. He stops in the
cellar doorwey of one of the bombed-outb buildings. A
gign over the door, with a blue lantern attached, reads:
DIE BLAUE IATERNE. Next to the door is a provocative
poster of an entertainer exhibithg her vemarkable
gartered legs. ACross the poster is printed:

CERISTINE HELM. Music from a small band drifts from

~ the shabby cellar cabaret and Christine is heard singing.

It is one of those fly-by-nilght cabarets which spring
up in the rubble to sttract servicemen.

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

- INT. NIGHT CLUB (NIGHT)

Vole enters the dark smoke-filled 'rdcm and looks around.

1t 4s s small claustrophobic catscomb with odds and ends
holding the crumbling walls together, It is packed with
Pritish military personnel. The air is hot and thick
with pent-up animal expectancy.

On an ersatz stage an emacisted four-plece German band
is accompanying Christine. She wears a German sallor!s
outfit, with pents. She sings AUF LER REEPERBAHN and
sccompanies herself on a small accordion.

Nole cros‘ses to the bar, where it is already three-deep,
buys himself = schnapps and wvatches Christlne.

Christine starts the second chorus. She steps down
from the stage. As she plays and sings, she moves
aljuringly between the densely crowded tables, brushing
egeinst the eager, slchollzed cus tomers. A rickety
spotlight, operated by one of the waiters, follows her.

There are scattered catcalls and whistles of disappointment
over Christine!s costume as she 1s movling among them.
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FIRST DRUNKEN SOLDIER
Hey, Frauleiln show us some legnai’

SECOND SOLDIER
They rob you blind snd then throw
you & ruddy sallorl

THIRD SOILDIER -
Come on -- let's see ‘eml

She moves on, playing and singing, trying to smile them
into submission There is an atmosphere of lmpending
trouble, with men shouting and banging the table with
fists and glasses. :

AD LIBS
We want legs!
What are you hiding there?
Cut out the camouflagel
Hersus mit der trousers!
Iegs! 1Iegsl ILegs!

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

y SERGEANT :
All right, FPraulein, if you won't,
shov 'em === T will!

" He holdas her, bends down and rips one trouser-leg open,

exposing her leg above the knee, the stocking and the
fancy garter. She kicks him., Another soldier grabs
her and rips the other trouser-leg. The stampede 1s on.

The men packed around the bar also surge forward to get
:::1 ﬂgs melee, leaving Vole alone, sipping his schnapps
etly.

Christine is fighting back, kicking at those in reach,

‘hitting at others with her accordion. The musiclans,

too, are in on the scrimmage, as are the waiters, all
trying to protect her. From OFF come sirens, shrdill
whis tles and screeching of brakes. —

A dozen British M.P.'s come surging in, past Vole a%
the bar. They fight thelr way through to the heart

. of the roughhouse, start hauling the combatants spart,

and break up the fight, Then they start to dreg the
struggling socldiers out.
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EXT. NIGHT CIUB (NIGHT)

The M.P.'s haul the soldiers out and load them on two
lerge military trucks parked outside., The Pirst Drunken
Soldier is being hustled onto the truck by an M.P. He
makes a last stand, grebbing his captor!s trouser-leg.

FIRST DRUMKEN SOLDIER
All right --- show me your legs!

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

As the last of the soldiers is being dragged out of the
night club, sn M.P. officer plasters an Qut of Bounds
sign smack over Christine Helm's center sectlon.. Catcalls
and hoots from the tmck: On target, alr! -- Bull's-eye,
leftenant! -- Kill-joyl -- Hoch der Kalserl -

The Iieutenant gets 1nt'o the front seat of the lead truck
and both drive off, the soldiers hooting and shouting.
The street is deserted agaln.

To the right of the night club is a completely shattered
building. All that 1s standing is a door. The door
opens and Leonsrd Vole comes out blithely, carefully
closing the door agein, Without any hesitation 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 it down, smoothing it out, then goes down the
steps just ss the disheveled musiclans are coming out
with their instruments.

INT, NIGHT CLUB (NIGHT)

A8 Vole reenters, the walters are trying to clean up
the meas of overturned tables, chairs and broken glasses.
Through the overturned furniture he sees Christine, her
trouser-legs torn, crawling about, looking for some thing.
She glances up at him coldly. _ _
VOLE
I forgot to finish my drink,

He reaches behind a fire extinguilsher attached to the

wall for his unfinished glass of schnapps, toasts
Christine,

VOLE
Gesunchelt, o
no response;
| he downs his drink)
What are you looking for?
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CHRISTINE
My accordioz_z.

VOLE
et me help you.

He walks toward her.: Suddenly there is a discordant
gsound, Obviously he has stepped on the accordion. He
stops short. Christine looks up at him.
' VOLE

(sheepishly)
I think I found 1t.

He looks down, then slowly reises his feoot, the accordion
responding with a moaning sound, He winces.

CHRISTINRE
{vearily)

Step on it again -= 1t's still
‘breathing.

VOLE
I'm terridly sorry.

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

VOLE
Actually, it's your own fault.
That costume ocutside glives the
boye 1deas -- then your trousers
let them down - hard.

CERISTIRE
That costume went in the first
rald on Hamburg. Then rald by
. raid the rest of my dresses. Now .
youlve bombed my trousers.

Vole extends a package of cigarettes 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 legs,
automatically takes out a pocket lighter and snaps 1t
on, holding it out %o her,

CHRISTINE
(after s long beat)
You're burning my nose, '
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Vole looks up, is aware of his mistake, grins and closes
the lighter.
i VOIE
Say -~ how about some coffee?

( tapping his kit-bag)
Itve got a tin of coffee,

. CERISTINE
How much?
VOLE d
I don't know -- vwhatl!s the rate
of exchange?
CHRISTINE

Depends - whether 1t!s fresh
coffee, or powdered coffee.

VOIE
It's instant coffee. ANy hot
water at your place?

: CHRISTINE
Some times. :
VOLE
Iet's take a chance, Where do you
live?
CHRISTIRE

'Nea.rbj. Come,

She leads him a few steps toward the badkof the night
club, where & tattered curtain iz drewh across a niche.
She pulls 1t back, This 1s where she llves. It mst
have been the small wine cellar, nov transformed into
mekeshift 1iving quarters. The plaster is broken and
peeling on the walls and ceilling; 1% is sparsely
furnished with a precarious table, a cot and a gas plate
for cooking., One corner is just about to cave in ~- 1t
is supported by a beam propped up by a chalr,

CHRISTINE
Sorry -- it's the mald's night off.

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

: VOLE
It!'s pretty horrible -- in a
-geme tlich sort of way.



r’ 35.

(P~

62.

- CHRISTINE
It's fine now. I used to have
a roommate. A dancer. She had
Juck. She married & Canadlan.
She lives now in Toronto. She
has & Ford automobile.,
(she looks et the tiny
ges flame)
Better make yourself comforiable -
the gas 13 slow these days.

- VOILE
I've got a week-end passe.

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

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

VOIE
On the cot?
(he seats himself)
It's getting more gemietlich asll
the time. '

He watches her as she takes a couple of chlpped cups from
a Shelro-

He sees a weddlng ring on the appropriate finger.

VOIE
Are you married?

CHRISTINE

(noticing his look)
Oh =~ thet, No, I'm not married.
I just weer 1t when I'm working. -
It gives me & little protection -
with all these men., '

VOLE
Dldn't work too well
tonight, 4ld 1t?

Why?

- CHRISTIRE
Tonight was bad. But 1t 1is
getting better.
(a beat)
Where is the coffee?
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VOIE
Coffee == Jawohll
(he jumps up, takes
a tin from his kit-bag)
The finest Brazilian blend — the
same kind Fileld Marshal Montgome
drinks. . '

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

_ VOLE
Howts that for a rate of exchange?

CHRISTINE
(stirring the coffee)
Falr.

WLE
Would you be interested in having
the whole tin?

CHRISTINE
I would.

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

VOIE
Palm
: CHRISTINE
Very fair.
VOLE
How are you fixed for sugam®
_ CHRISTINE
I could use some, -
. . VOIE
Cream? '
CHRISTINE
Sure, |

Vole has removed two more tins from his bag, puts these

pext to the coffee, then takes Christine in his erms again.
VOLE

(a kiss)

{a biggei' kiss)

Sugar.
Cream.
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& 35. CHRISTINE
o It is a pleasure to do business
g vith you.

VOLE
I also carry bacon, powdered eggs
and biscuits.

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

CHRISTINE
T don't know 1f I can afford 1t.

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

They exchaenge looks, smiling, From the night cludb a
gaunt elderly walter, dressed for the street with hat
and coat, looks 1in.

WAITER
Gute Nacht, Fraulein Helm,

() ' . CHRISTINE
. Gute Nacht.
7 (she sees his hungry look
at the food)
Hier! _ _
(she hends him all the tins)
Nehmen Sle?s mit nach Hause --
fuer die Kinder!

WAITER )
Danke schoen -- danke vielmals,
Fraulein Helml

. He bows out, overwhelmed by the-- goodles, 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 ell those biscuits!

CHRISTINE
Do not worry. I shall meet every
installment.
VOLE

Forget 1t. No charge. Compliments
of Flight Sgt. Ieonard Vole.

Yo
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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?

(a warm smile)-
Okay.

. VOLE
Ietts have the coffee,
(moves to the couch) :
If someone had told me I was goling
to wind up with a German sailor --

He bursts into a rowdy rendition of REEPERBAHK, and
drops exuberantly on the cot. The cot collapses,
sliding forward and dislodging the chair. The beam
falls, followed by a good-sized piece of the ceillng.
A big cloud of plaster dust envelops the room.
Christine, amused. watches Vole who is ghlelding his
face with his arms.

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

CHRISTINE
'Iih'.v fix 1t? It is not raining,
(sitting beside him on
the cot
Are ‘you all right?

VOIE
T think so,
(ubbing his head) .
'My bead hurts,

Maybe I can fix 1t. I'm good at it.

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

The accordion lands upright, then collapses slawly with

a lovely languorous soung.

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

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

VOILE
(engagingly)
o+ Well, I had a week-end DasSS.,s
a monthts pay in my pocket --

SIR WILFRID
And she zlready had a weddlng r:l.ns -

VOLE
That's right. We got married, and when
I got out of the Service, I brought her
to England, It was wonderful -- I
rented 2 l1ttle flat on Tottenham Court
Road., When Christine saw it for the
first time, she was so happy she broke
down and cried.

SIR WILFRID
Naturally. She had a solid roof over
her head, and a British passport.

: VOLE
Oh, no, 1t wasn't that at all -- 1%
was me, She lost all her family In
the Way =- I'm all she has.

SIR WILFRID

(politely)
Yes, of course,

VOLE

You don't really kmow Christine -=-

the way she feels about me -- but

youtll gsee when she gives her evi-

denee. -

. SIR WILFRID

Mr. Vole, I must tell you that I am

- not putting her in the witness box.

| . VOIE
Youtre not!? ---- Why not?
SIR WILFRID

Well == for one thing, she is a fore=-
igner, not too famililar with the
subtletles of our language - the
Prosecution could easily trip her up --
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- MAYHEW
I hear 1t may be Mr. Myers for the
Crown. We can't take chances with
him,

SIR WILFRID

Quite. )

| {consulting his watch)
We'd better be going, Miss Plimsoll
is walting in the car = with her pills
and a thermos of lukewarm cocoa.

MAYHEW

(opening the door)
Guardl

VOLE
(pleading)
But Christine must glve evidence,

SIR WILFRID

{(putting on his hat)
I am -- and you must trust me, Mr,
Vole. If for no other reasson, be-
cause I am a mean, illetempered old
men vho hates to lose.

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

The gusrd has entered and takes Vole out into the
corridor, Sir Wilfrid and Msyhew follow.

INT. PRISON CORRIDOR (mx)

The Warder is leading Vole up the corridor., He turns

‘back ror one last ples,

VOILE |
(very emotional) - -
I can't face this without Christine,
I tell you, I'm scared. I need her.
Without her, I'm sunk,

Sir Wilfrid and Mayhew contime down the corridor.
They react, but they don't ook mk'. After a few
more steps:

Touching, isn't 1t, the way he counts
on his wlife.

' SIR WILFRID
' Yes == like a drowning man, clutch:!.ng
"at a razor blade.

They walk on.
. FADE OUT:
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38. IONDON STREET (DAY) .
A newspaper vendor outside a Tube station. A placard

beside him reads: VOLE TRIAL STARTS TODAY. The buasiness
is brisk.. ‘ '

39. . EXT, OLD BAILEY (DAY)

. Start on the figure of Justlce on top of dome., A workman
on a scaffold i8 scrubbing the sword and the scale.

PAK DOWN the facade of the venmerable bullding.
DISSOLVE TO:

50. INT. COURTROOM RO. 1 OLD BAILEY (DaY)

Continue the pan, then stop to reveal the packed couritroom.
Bveryone concermed in the trial except Sir Wilfrid 1s

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

have galned admittance. _

DY

CLERK

- (facing the Dock)
Ieonerd Vole, you are cherged
on indiciment for that you on
the fourteenth day of September
in the County of Lomion,
mirdered Emily Jane French.
How say you, lLeonard Vole?
Are you gullty or not gullty?

In the Dock, flanked by two warders, stands Leonard Vole,
-pale and tense.. ' - '

VOLE
(after a pause)
Not guilty.

CLERK
- (tarning to the jurors)
Members of the Jury, the prisoner
stands indlcted for that he on the
_ fourteenth day of September murdered
, Bnily Jane French, To this indictment
- he has pleaded not gullty, and 1t 1s
' your charge to say, having heard the
evidence, whether he be gullty or not.
i {Clerk sits) |
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& 3o, A varder trouches Vole's shoulder and he sits down.
t?\ - THE JUDGE
4 Members of the Jury, by the oath you

have just taken you have sworn to

this case on the evidence.
You must shut out from your minds
everything except what will take
place in this Court.

(to Myers) ' i

You may proceed for the Prosecution,
Mr. Myexrs. ‘

Myers rises, 2 keen, dark, relentless figure. He adjusts
‘his wig as he spesaks.

MY ERS

Mzy 1% please you, ny lord.

(then to the Jurors
Members of the Jury. I appear in
thig case with my lesrned friend
‘Mp, Barton for the® Prosecution.
My learned friends, Sir Wilfrid
Roberts and Mr, Brogan-Moore
sppear for the Defense.

He gestures to the other end of the Bar, where the Defense
Counsel are seated., Brogan-Moore and Mayhew are preseat
but one seat is vscant -- no sign of Sir Wilfrdid.

: MYERS
I trust we are not to be deprived
of the learned and stimulating '
presence of Sir wilfrid.

: BROGAN-MOORE
(rising) |
My lord, mey I assure my learned
friend of the Prosecution that
‘84w Wilfrid is in the 01d Balley.
He 1s slightly incapacitated but -
he will be in his seat presently.

MY ERS |
My lord, may I express my regret

that Sir Wilfrid is even slighitly
- incapacitated --

. - JUDGE
You may, Mr. Myers, snd you may
also proceed with the case for the
: Prosecution. The transcript will
be available to Sir Wilfrid should

he require 1t.

39
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Thank you, my lord.
(to the jury)

The facts in thls case are simple,
and to a point, not in dispute.
You will hear how the prisoner

made the acquaintance of Mrs.

Emily French, a woman of fifty-

8ix; how he was treated by her

with kindness and even affection.
The nature of that affectlon you -
w1ll have to declde for yourselves.
On the night of October 1lhith, last,
between nine-thirty and ten olclock,
Mrs. French wag rmurdered and medical
testimony will be lntroduced %o
prove that death wag caused by a
blow from a blunt and heavy
instrument, and it is the case

for the Prosecution that the blow
;ai s truck by the prisoner, Leon=rd
ole,

VOIE
(excitedly)
Thatls not true, I didntt do 1t.

The Warder rises with him and urges him back into his seat.
fme commotion subsides.

: MYERS .
‘Among the witnesses you wlll
- hear police evidence; also, the
evidence of Mrs. Frenchis house-
keeper, Janet MacXenzie. And from
medical and laporatory experts,
and the testimony of the mrdered
womants solicitor, who drevw her
. final will, .
During this, s shot of the Witness! Bench outside, with
Inspector Hearne, Janet MacKenzie," two uniformed policemen,
the laboratory man, and Mr. Stokes, a neatly dressed,

elderly solicitor. Back in the Courtroom ~°

MY ERS
I will now call Chief Imspector
- Hearne, Criminal Investigation
" Department, New Scoiland Yard.

‘USHER
(calling)
~ Chief Inspector Hearnel
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T™e Witness Bench outside, In doorway fram Court,
policeman appears.

POLICEMAN
Chief Inspector Hearne.

Hearne rises and enters courtroom valking to witness box.
The Usher hands him the Blble and holds up the oath card.

L4

. BEARNE
(vy 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 Hearns is reciting the ocath, Vole is sitting forward

in the dock, his hands closed tight on the ralling,

:htaringbmiously at the vacant seat where Sir Wilfrid
ould be,

INT. ROBING ROOM OLD BATLEY (DAY)

* A small, panelled room wlth wooden lockers along each wall.

Sir Wilfrid is wearing his wig, ome arm is bared, and he
43 reluctantly a2llowing a physiclan, IR. HARRISON, to take
his blood pressure, Carter 1s watching and Miss Plimsoll
is filling a hypodermic syringe.

SIR WILFRID
This is ridiculous -~- just a dit.
of nervous heartburn -- I alvays
get 1t the first day of & trial.

IR. HARRISON
(detaching the gauge)
240 above 130 -- you shouldn't
be here at all.

- 8IR WILFRID
| (trying to get up)
T should be in the Courtroom - -
the trial has begunl

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

MISS PLIMSOLL
o (pessing the syringe)
Now, be a good brave boy, Sir Wilsrid.



h1.

9

YD

72,

" 8IR WIIFRID

Miss Plimscoll, it may interest you
to know that I am descended from a
warrior family which treces 1ts
brave pagst back to Richard the
Iion-hearted

(off-scene Dr. Harrison

has jabbed him with the

needle) ..
OUCH!

DR. HARRISON
Youtre to have a calcium injection
deily -~ a tranquilizing pill
every hour =-
| (handing him a small white box)
- in case of a sudden pain, or
shortness of breath, pop one of these
nitroglycerine tablets -- from the
black box —-
(handing him a small black box)
-~ under your tongue., And I'll
leave you some Arops for --

SIR WILFRID
(getting up)
That's eaough, Doctor -- the
Judge will be asking for a saliva
- tegt ==
(to Carter)
I'd better teke that thermos of
cocoa vith me.
( to Dr. Harrison)
Helps me wash down the pills,

He quickly gets into his silk robe while Carter produces the
thermos bottle from a sma.ll attache cape.

. MISS PLIMSOLL
(to Carter) - -
let me see 1t, please. :
( taking the thermos -
to Dr. Harrison)
My lezrned patient is not above
substituting brandy for the cocoa =-
(she has removed the ecap,
sniffs at the contents)
It 1s cocca. So sorry.

SIR WILFRID
If you were a woman, Miss Plimsoll,
I'd strike you!l

He spatches the thermos a.n‘d hands 1% to Carter.
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SIR WILFRID
(with the suggestion
of & wink)
Take care of thls, Carter.

' _ DR. HARRISON

Now, Sir wilfrid, in the courtroom,

you must avold over—-excitement.

Watch your temper. Keep 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 1s another identical

thermos bottle. He deftly exchanges the thermos bottles,
closes the contalner, :

SIR WILFRID
( to Dr. Harrisonm)
Thank you, Doctor. I shall de
quite safe, what with the pills -
and the cocoa.
( taking the thermos)
Come on, Carter! -

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

INT. COURTROOM NO0. 1 (DAY)

Myers is standing, examining Ingpector Hearne. ‘The packed
courtroom is following the testimony closely.

' HEARKE -

ses from the body temperature,

and other factors, we placed the

time of death at between nine-

thirty and ten p.m., approximately
thirty mimites before Janet MacKenzle,
the housekeeper, returned home and -

' MYERS
In what position did you find the
body of Mrs. Frensh?

HEARNE
she was lying on her face, with
: 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 and are proceeding to their seats. Sir Wilfri
is cerrying the thermos bottle under his gown. The -
interrogation proceeds over this. ' '
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42, MYERS ;
Was that injury the cause of death,
Inspector?
HEARNE

Yes, sir. Death was instantaneous,

ceaused by one blow from a heavy and
blunt instrument,

Sir Wilfrid, still unnoticed by anyone but Vole, 1s making
his vey to the Bar, Carter to the place reserved for him,

MYERS
Were there any other signs of a
struggle? o
HEARNE
None, Just the one blow.
MY ERS

One blow? 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 WIIFRID
My lord, I must object --- .
(the Juadge, Myers, others
are now awvare of him)
-= my learned friend refers %o
~the assallant as the murderer,
but we have not yet determined
whether the assallant was a man --
or a woman. It could qulse
concelivably have been the

mirderess.,
. JUDGE
Mr. Myers, 1t seems that Sir =

Wilfrid has joined us just in
time to catech you on a point of
grammar, Please rephrase your
ques tion,

Sir Wilfrid, vith s little smile at Hearne, sits down.

MYERS

Yes, my loxd. —_

( to Hearne)
Ipspector, 1s it your opinion that
the assallant --

(glaring at Sir wilfrid)
-« wvhether he, she or 1t -- took
Mrs, French by surprise?
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42, S8ir 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 collesgue should
attempt to solicit from the wltness
an opinion, and not a fact.

JUIGE - :
Quite so., Yout!ll have to do better
than ﬁia-t’ Mr.- mers.

- (resigned) ,
My lord, I wlthdraw the question

SIR WILFRID
Thatts much better.
(he sits and puts the
thermos under his seat)

In the crovded galleyy, Miss Plimscll squeezes

herself into a vacant seat next to s young blonde

voman whose attention is riveted on Vole in the Dock.

bnis; Plimsoll sets her alarm wristwatch and settles
C . ’

‘Below the examination has contimued,

. MYERS '
Very well, Inspector, let us
proceed with the facts in the
case., After establishing the
cause and the time of death,
what did you then do?

: HEARNE
A search was made, photographs
wvere taken, and the premises were
. Tingerprinted.
MYERS
What fingerprints did you discover?
. HEARRE '
I found the fingerprints of Mrs.-
French, those of Janet MacKenzle,
-and some which later proved to
- be those of Iecnard Vole.
' MYERS
No others? )
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2. - HEARNE
¥o others.

(- Vole takes his hands from the rail of the Dock and moves
uneasily in his seat at this revelation.

' .  MYERS
Row diad you say that the room
had the sppearance that a robbery
had been committead? ’

, HEARNE

Yes., Things were strewn about

and a window had been broken near
the catch. There wes glass on the
floor and fragments were found
outside. The glass outslde was

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

MYERS
What you are saying 1s thet
someone sttempted to make 1t look
as though the window had been forced
from the outside, isnt't that so?

_ SIR WILFRID
, ‘{ rising
("' ' : My lord, I must object. My learned

friend 1s putting vords in the
witness?! mouth. After all, if he
insists on answering his own
questions the presence of the
witness seems superfluocus.

' - JUDGE
Quite, quite. Don't you think
so, -Mr, Myers?

M{ERS -
| { sourly) : '
Yes, my lord.

' { to Hearne)
Ingpector, did you escertain
whether any of the murdered
woman'!s property was missing?

According to the housekeeper,

nothing was missing.

-~ . In your experience, Inspector,
( vhen burglars -- ~

with a glance at Sir Wilfrid) -
-- por burglaresses --break into a house,
do they leave without toking anything?
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NO, 511'-
£~ WERS
Do you produce a Jacke%, Inspector?
. . HEARNE
Yes, 8lr..

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

MYERS
Is that the jacket?

. HEARKE
Yes, slr.
(as the Usher replaces
the jacket)

MYERS
I propose that this be tagged
Exhlibit One.
{ then to Hearne)
Where did you find this, Inspector?

(e HEARNE

’ That 1s the jacket found 1in the
prisoner!s flat, which I handed
to our leb to test for bloodstalns.

MYERS
And 4id you find bloodstalns?

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

Sir Wilfrid, seemingly disihterested in the interrogation,
twirls his monocle around his finger,

- - MYERS
What tests did the laboratory
make; Inspector?

HEARNE
First, to determine if the stalns
vere made by human blood; then to

.classify 1%t by group or type.

( And wes the blood of a paritlcular

group or type?



’ HEARNE
Yes, sir, It is Type 0.

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

- HEARRE
Yes, sir. 5

MYERS
And wvhat type was that?

HEARNE
The same === Type O,

: MYERS
Thank you, Inspector,

Vole, in the Dock, heszrs the excited murmur from the
Courtroom., He' glances anxiously at the Judge, who 1s
writing s note, then at the Jury whose expressions
indieate that the Prosecution has scored. He looks at
Brogan-Moore, prepering some papers, and at Sir Wilfrid
who 1s impassively twirling hils monocle.

MYERS
No further questions.

-
kY

He sits down cdnmla_‘cent:!:y. There is a moment!s pause.

34r Wilfrid carefully puts the monocle in his eye, rises.

SIR WILFRID
You say that the only fingerprints -
you found were those of Mrs. French,
Janet MacKenzle and the prisoner,
Leopard Vole. In your experience
when a burglar bresks in, does he
usually leave fingerprints, -
or does he wear gloves?

. HEARNE
He wears gloves.
SIR WILFRID - B
Invariably?
HEARNE

Almost invariably.

SIR WILFRiD
So the absence of fingerprints
in s case of robbery would hardly
surprise you?
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. HEARNE
Ko, sir.

SIR WILFRID
Can!t we then surmise that a burglar
might have entered what was presumably
gn empty house, might have suddenly
encountered Mrs. French and strmck
her -- then realizing that she was
dead, panicked and fled without

taking anything?

HEARNE -
Yes, sir -- that 1s certainly
possible.

MY'ERS
(rising)
I submit, my lord, that it is
entirely impossible to guess
what went on in the mind of some
entirely imaginary burglar -- with
or without gloves.

- JUIGE
mte I‘i?.h‘b, MI'. ISe
(to warfria) - :
Iet us not surmise, Sir Wilfrid,
but confine ourselves to facts.

SIR WILFRID

(nods -- then to

Hearne)
Inspector, when you questioned the
prisoner zs to the stains on hils
jacket, did he not show you a
recently healed scar on his wrist
and tell you he had cut .
himself with a kltchen knife -
while slicing bread?

Yes, sir, that is what he sald.

_ SIR WILFRID
And wvere you not told the same
thing by the prisonerts wife?

: : HEARNE
Yes, sir, but afterwvards --
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y2, SIR WILFRID-
(sharply) -

A simple yes or no, please..

Did the prisoneris wife show

you a knife and tell you that

her husband had cut his wrist

while slicing bread?

. HEARKE .
Yes, sir.

- SIR WILFRID
I will esk you to examine this
xnife, Inspector.

Usher crosses to table, picks up kxnife with tag on 1it,
and brings 1t to Hearne.

SIR WILFRID
Just test the edge of the knife
with your finger =--
(Hearne does s0)

- carem;é;z-!
arne pulls his

finger away)
You agree that the polnt and the

cuttlng edge are razor-sharp?

HEARNE

Yes, Sir.
(hands  knife dack to
the Usher)

SIR WILFRID
Now then, if such a knife yere to
'81ip, might it not 4nflict a cut which
‘would bleed profusely?

- HEARNE
Yes, sir -- 1t might. =

SIR WILFRID '
Kow, Inspector, you have stated that
- the bloodstains on the prisonexrts
jacket were analyzed, as was the
blood of Mrs, French, and they were
both found to be of the same group =
Group 0%

' HEARNE
That 1s correct.
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: SIR WILFRID -
However, if the prisonerts blood
vere also of thls same group then the
stains on his jacket might very well
have resulted from the household
accldent he described to you?

' HEARNE
Yes, sir.

SIR WILFRID
Did you snalyze the priscner’s
blood, Inspector? |

HEARNE
No, sir.

SIR WILFRID

I have here a certificate =--

(Brogan-Moore extends

it %o him)
-=- stating that Iesonard Stephen
Vole is a blood donor at the
North London Hospital and that
his blocd 1is =--

(emphatically)
Group - 0.

A buzz In the courtroom. Vole, relieved, wlipes some
perspiration from hls upper 1lip.

| SIR WILFRID
Thank you, Inspector.
{he sits)

MY ERS

(trying to recover

lost ground)
Inspector, granted that the cut
on the wrist was caused by that
knife, 1s there anything to show -
whether 1t was an accident or
done deliberately, after the murder --
to account for the bliood-stains?

" SIR
(half-rising)
‘Really, my lord --%

MYERS

I withdraw the question. You

may stand down, Inspector,
(to the TUsher)

Call Janet MacKenzle,
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CONTINUED:

USHER
Janet MacKenzie!

. POLICEMAN
Janet MacKenziel

Janet enters Courtroom, carrying bag and umbrells, her
tight-lipped face cold and expressionless. As she passes
the Dock she glares at Vole and contimues-on to the stand.
Usher hands her Bible and holds ocath card. Janet starts
to recite the oath. . _ '

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

Carter catches her eye, nods, signals to Mayhew. Mayhew
signals to Brogan-Moore who leans close to Sir Wilfrig,
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 pill. Brogsn-Moore lifts
out the thermos bottle, unscrews the cap and fills.it,
handing 1t to Sir Wilfrid. Wilfrid looks up at Miss
Plimsell, who nods spprovingly as he puts the pill in

his mouth. Then he swirls the liquid in the cup, &s in

a snifter, inhales the aroma and swallows the contents

‘appreciatively.

In the Gallery Miss Plimsoll is setting her alarm watch
egsin and whispers to her blonde nelghbor:

_ MISS PLIMSOLL
I don't think he could get _
through the trial if he dldn't
have his medicine every hour.

'mring all this Janet MacEenzie has been sworn and we have

heard the first of the gquestloning.
g MYERS :
Your name is Janet MacKenzle?

JANET
Aye, that's my name,

MY ERS3
Where do you live?
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3
( turning to the Judge) -
Now that Mrs. French, poor soul,
is dead, I've moved in with my
niece, a% 19 Glenister Place.

. JUIGE
Miss MacKenzie, would you please
speak into the mierophone.

MYERS
You were companion-housekeeper
to the late Mrs. Emily French?

JANET
I was her housekeeper. I've no
opinion of companions, poor
feckless bodles, afraid to do &
bit of honest domestic work.

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

JANET
Ten years I was with her and
looked after her. -She knew me
and she trusted me, and many's
the time I prevented her doing
a foolish thing.

- MYERS
Please tell us in your own words
about the events of the evenling
of September l4th,

JANET -
It was Friday and my night ocut.

I wes golng round tc see my nlece
in Glenister Road, vhich is about

five mimites?! walk. 1 left the house
at half-past seven, I'd promised to

bring her a dress pattern that sheid-
‘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. Howevey,
it has been installed at considerable
expense to the taxpayers so let us
take advantage of 1t. Please contimue,
. JARET - :

Well, when I got to my niecels, I
found I'd left the pattern behind so
‘after supper I slipped back to get 1it, .
as 1t was no distance, I got back
to the house at twenty-five mimtes
Past nine, I let myself in, and
went upstalrs to my room.

(glances at Vole)
As I passed the sitting-room, I
heard the prisoner in there
talking to Mrs, French,

VOLE
jumping up)
Neo! It wasn?'t me! It wasn't
my volcel

The varders restrain him. He sinks back in his chair,

MYERS
Youtre sure it was the - .

- prisonexrts volce you heard's

o JANET
Aye, I know his voice vell enough ==
wilth him calling so often. T
and laughing they were, but 1t was
no business of mine, so I went up-
stalrs and fetched my pattern.

MYERS
Jet us be very exact about the time,
You say that you reentered the
house at twenty-five past nine? -

JANET

Aye, The pattern was on a shelf in

my room, right next to my clock, and
I saw the time, Twenty-five past nine,

MYERS
Go on, please.

JANET .
1 went back to my nlece. She was de-
lighted with the pattern --
(she has turned to the
Judge who waves her back
tovard the microphone)
. {conttq)
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g1 JANET (cont?a.)’ th :
-- 8imply delighted. I stayed there
until twenty % eIeven, then came
home., I went into the sitting-room
to see if the mistress wanted anything,
and there she was, dead, with every-
thing tossed hither and thither.

MYERS ‘

Did you really think that a burglary
had occurred? .

Sir Wilfrid is still doodling with his pills, but at this
question he leaps to his feet. :

SIR WILFRID
My lord, I must protest.

( sternly)
I w11l not allow that question to be
ansvered, Mr. Myers.

MYERS
Mtlord.
{to Janet)

How much did you know about the
prisoner?

JARET
I knev that he needed money.

MYERS
Did you ever hear him ask Mrg.
French for money?

JANET

He was too clever for that.

MYERS -
Were you aware, Miss MacEenzie,
tha.: Ieonard Vole was a married
man

JANET
No indeed! Nelther was the
migtress, ‘
WIE
(he 13 sgain restrained)
SIR WILFRID

_ {rising)
Milord, I must object. What Mrs.

Janet)

PFrench knew or did not know is pure -

ccn;[éemre on Janet MacKenzie'!s part.
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- MYERS

Let me put 1t this way ...
(Wilfrid sits

You formed the opinion

that Mrs. French thought Ieonard

Vole a single man? Have you awy

facts to support that opinion?

JANRET
There was the books she ordereqd,
The Iife of Baroness Burdett

Couts and one about Disrasell and his

wife. Both of them about women who'd
married men years younger than
themselves. 1 knew what she was
thinking.

JUDGE
I'm afrsid we cannot admit that.
JANET
(bristling)
- Why?
JUIGE

Members of the Jury, 1t 13 possible
for a woman to read the Life of
Disraeli without contemplating
marriage with a man younger than

‘herself.

MYERS
(arter laugher has
. subsided)
Miss MacKenzle, - .were you aware
of what arrangements Mrs, French

- had made for the disposal of her
- money?

' JANET
Yes, she had her old will revoked

and a new one drawn up, I heard

her calling her solicitor, Mr.
Stokes, He was there, too, the
prisoper, I mean,

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

: JARET
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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32, ' MYERS
And when aid this take place?

* JARET
On September 8th, one week to the
day before she was murdered,
: MYERS
Thank you. :
( turning slightly .,

to Sir Wilfria)

That concludes my examination.

‘Janet rises, is about to leave the box, but Sir Wilfrid
stops her. '

SIR WILFRID

(quietly)
Kot just yet, Miss MacKenzile,

She gives him an angry look and resumes her place in
the box. :
SIR WILFRID
(monocle in eye)

Miss MacKenzle, you have given

testimony about two wills:

in the old will, the will

that was revoked, were you

not to receive the bulk of

Mrs, Frencht!s estate?

: JARET
Aye. That 1s so.

SIR WILFRID
Whereas in the newv will, except
for a bequest to you of a small
anmity, the principal beneficlary
is the prisoner, leonard Vole?
JANET
It will be a wicked injustice 1if
he ever touches a penny of that
money.
: SIR WILFRID
It is entirely understandable
‘that you are antagonlstic to the
prisoner.

JANET
I'm not antagonistic to him. He's
a shiftless scheming rascal - but
I'm not antagonistic to him,



SIR WILFRID
I suggest that you have formed
this opinion because his friendship
with your mistress cost you the bulk
of her estate.

JANET
I never liked him.

- SIR WILFRID '
Your candour 1is refreshing. Now,
on the night of September lith,
you say you heard the prisoner
and Mrs. French talking together.
What 414 you hear them say?

_ JANET
I aidntt hear what they actuslly sald.

SIR WILFRID
You mean you only heard the. volces -~
the mrmyr of volces?

JANET
They were laughing.

SIR WIIFRID
What makes yo say the man's volce
vas Ieonard Vo..e?

JANET

I knov his volce well enough.
SIR WILFRID

The door was closed, vwas it not?
JANET
SIR WILFRID

‘You were no doubt in a hurry to

get the pattern, so you probably
walked quickly past the closed
dcor -— yet you are sure that
you heard Leonard Volets voice?

JARET

‘I was there long encugh to hear
what I heard. )

: SIR WILFRID
Come, Miss MacKenzie, I'm sure

you don't wish to suggest to the

Jury that you were eavesdropping.
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JARET
I know 1t was him in there with
her. Who else could it have been?

SIR WILFRID
Exactly! What you mean is you
wanted 1t -%o be him., That's the
vay your mind worked., Now, tell
me, did Mrs. French sometimes
vatch television in the evening?

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

SIR WILFRID

Wasn't 1t possible that on the
evening when you returned home
and pessed the door, that what
you really heard was the television
and a man and woman's voices, and
laughtexr?

(to the Jury)
There was a play called ®Iovert's
Isap” on the television that night.

- - JANET ‘
It vas not the television.

SIR WILFRID
oh? ﬂpy not?

JANET

Becsuse 1% was_away being Epaired
at week. '

89." .

ILaughter in the Courtroom, the Jurors joining in, The
Judge, with a smile, is msking a2 note.

Mayhew and Brogan-Moore exchange a worried glance.
Wilfrid reaches for his ®cocoa," unscrews the cup and
pours, gulping it like a man who needs the restoretive,

- In the Gallery, Miss Plimsoll has seen Wilfrid take the

Yeocoal,

She looks at her watch, puzzled.

MISS PLIMSOLL
(to her blonde
"~ neighbor)
0dd -- 1¢'s not time yet.

8ir

- 8ir wilfrid, catching her look, quickly %takes a pill from

the white box and swallows 1t with ar innocent grin.
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MYERS
(with s look at
Sir Wilfrid)

If my lesrmed friend has no further

questions I would like --

SIR WILFRID
(rising ponderocusly)
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-six I have
to pay out each week. It's a
terrible lot of money for a
working woman to pay.

- 8IR WILFRID
I am sure’ that many agree with
you, Now, then, Miss MacKenzle
d1d you recently apply to the
Rational Health Insurance e-

(aropping his volce
slishtg? | .

' == for a hearing aid?

JANET
A wvhat?

' SIR WILFRID
(3%111 in a lower
tone)

A hearing ald?

JANET
What did you say?

' MERS
My lord, I muast protest at the
manner in which this question
1s belng put--

 90.

In the Courtroom, the Usher cries "Silence® and as the
crovd subsides, Myers rises,

Iaughter in the Courtroom, The Usher cries ¥Silence®.
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SIR WILFRID, .

I will repeat the question, my lord=-

(to Janet =- loudly now
I asked you, in a normal tone of

.

volce, zudible to everyone in cpen

court -- .d1d you apply to the
National Health Insurance for &

hearing aid? |
JANET
(also loud)
Yes, I dld.
8IR WILFRID
( shouting)
Did you get 1%?
| JANET
Not yet.
: STR WILFRID

Howeveyr, you state that you
walked past & door which 1s four
4nehes of solid oak, you heard
volces, and you are willing to
swear that you could distinguish
the voice of --

(lowering his tome) -
-= the prisoner, leonard Vole?
JANRET"

- Who? y

o SIR WILFRID
No further questionsl

He sits down, breathing heavily.

JARET
(%o the Judge)

L

Maybe you can help me, Your Lordship --

six months ego I applied for the
hearing aid -- '

JUICE ' :

My dear Miss MacKenzie, considering

the mubbish that is being talked
nowadays, you are missing very
1ittle. You may stand down noOW.

she stands down, amidst some general laughter.

Moore, Mayhevw and Car

their leasder!s triumph.

a faint smile.

Brogan-
ter exchange satisfled looks at
Even Vole shows some relief in

The usher cries "Silencel!"
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' MYERS
Call Police Conztable Jeffries.

This 1s echoed by Usher and Polliceman., Constable
Jeffries rises, proceeds to the Box and is sworn..

During this Sir Wilfrid has shaken all the pills out
of his white box and starts forming them into a large
star.

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

THE COURTROOM AGAIN |
Myers standing in his usual place,

MYERS
The Prosecution will now call Mr,
Henry Stokes.

This is echoed by the Usher and Pollicemen, Mr, Stokes,
Mrs, French's solicitor, is the last one on the Wiltness
Bench., He rises, carrying his briefcase, crosses to
the Withess Box and 1s sworn.

Sir Wilfrid is doodling with the pills. There are only
a few pills left, and the pattern -- now a circle -~
is very mach smaller,

MOVE IR on the pattern, and then --

" THE COURTROOM AGAIN

-

The Judge looks up from notes he is making.

JUIGE
Mr., Mvers, does that conclude your
case?

MYERS
(on his feet)
No, my lord, I now call the final
witness for the Prosecutlon,
Christine Helm!

There 1s stunned silence for an instant., Then, as the |

Usher and Policeman repeat the summons ~ "Christine Helm!" |

~= an exclted murmuy springs up.
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Sir Wilfrid loocks up sharply. Mayhew and Brogan-
Moore look at each other..

Teonard Vole, in the Dock, turns slowly toward the
vwitness?!s entrance, a bewlldered look in his eyes.

Christine enters the Courtroom, She is poised and
inscrutable as she walks deliberataly toward the Box,

VOLE
{an incredulous
whisper, as she
passes)
Christinel

She does not look at him, nor dces she reect to his
voice. She takes her place in the Witness Box, takes
the Bible from the Usher and reads from the oath card
in a clear, dispassionate voice,

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

As she concludes the oath, Sir wilfrid 1is a.'l.rea.dy on
his reet.

SIR WIIFRID
My 1ord, I have the most serious
objection to this witness being
sumnoned by the Prosecution as
she 1s the wife of the prisoner,
Ieonard Vole =~

MYERS
My lord, I call my learned friend's
attention to the fact that I summoned
not Mrs. Vole, but Mrs. Heim.
- {to Christine
‘Your name, in fact, is Christine Helm?

Yes. Christine Helm,

" MYERS
You have been living as the wife
of the prisoner, Leonard Vole?
: CHRISTINE
Yes. )

MYERS '
Are you actuslly his wife?
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I vent through a marriage ceremony
with him in Hamburg. But I already
{f\ had a husbend -- he is still alive.=--

Ieonard leaps to his feet.

(wildly)
Christine! --- that!s not true§ -==

He 13 restrained by the warders.

CHRISTINE
. (never looking at him)
~= this being so, my marriage %o
Mr, Vole was not =~
(looking at Myers
for help)

MYERS
Fot valid?

CHRISTINE
Kot valid.

SIR WIILFRID
My lord, there is proof of a marrisge
(i"\ : between the witness and Leonard Vole.
) There is no proof whatsoever of an
alleged prevg marriage.

‘ MYERS :

My lord, the slleged previous marriasge
is in fact well-documented,

(with  a superior

smile, he takes a

document from an

assistant)
Mrs. Helm, 1s this a certificate or
marriage between yourself and one -
Otto Indwlg Helm...?

The Usher takes the document from Myers, shows it to
Christine.. '
MYERS R
ese. the ceremony having taken place
in Breslsu on the 18th of April, 1942¢

CHRISTINE
Yes. That ‘:Ls - the paper of my marriage,’
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~ ho, JUDGE
g~ T should like to see that
{ certiflcate,
(Usher hands 1t to him;
he looks at 1t'qu1ck1y5
1 think this witness 1s qualified
to give evidence,
(hands 1% back to Usher)

The Usher carries the document to Sir Wilfrid. He takes
1% and without looking at 1t throws 1t angrily on the table.

JUDGE
(to Myers)
Having had the benefit of Sir
Wilfridts opinion, you may
proceed.

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

. CHRISTINE
- I am willing.
(»"\ MIERS
On the night that Mrs. French was
mirdered, you stated to the police
that Ieonard Vole left the house
at seven-thirty and returned at
. twenty~-five mimites past nine.
Did he, in fact, return at
twenty-five past nine?

CHRISTINE
¥o. He returned at ten

mimites past ten.

(on his feet)
Christine, vhat are you saying?
That!s not true. You know 1itls
not truel

The Court is in an uproar,

_ JUIGE
( taps for order)
‘ I must have silence! -"As your
P~ counsel will tell you, Vole, you
Q . will very shortly have an opportunity
 of spesking in your own defensel
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MYERS -
ILeonard Vole returned, you say,
at ten minutes past bten. And
vhat happened next?

CHRISTIIE
He was breathing hard, very exciteds
He threw off his coat and examined
the sleeves. Then he told me to
wash the cuffs, They had blood

on them,
| MCERS
Go on. '
: CHRISTINE
I said, "leonard, what have you
done?"
MWERS
what did the prisoner say to
that?
| CHRISTINE
- (impassively)

He said, "I've killed her!"

In the Dock, Vole leaps to his feet despite the warders
vho struggle to restraln him,

VOLE
christine! Why are you seylng
these things?! Why are you lyingi?

he Court is again in an uproar, the Usher crying
Silencel}"

In the Gallery, the spectators are whispering excltedly to
each other. Miss Plimsoll and her blonde neighbor are
jesning forward, both very agltated, the blonde clutching
Miss Flimsollls =2 -

BIONDE
" What an awful woman}

MISS PLIMSOLL
oh, she's evil, that one. Itve
knovn it all along. ,

 4me Judge is r=pping for order. The Courtroom calms down.

- JUIGE ‘

If the Defense so desireg I

will order a brief recess, SO

that the prisoner may galn control
of himself,
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42, SIR WILFRID
(rising)

My lord 1is most gracious, but pray
let the witrness continue, We are
all of us caught up in the suspense
of this horror fictlon -- to have
to hear 1t in installments might
prove unendurable,

JUDGE
Proceed, Mr, Myers.

MYERS
Mrs,. Helm, when the prisoner saiq,
%I have killed her,” aid you know
to whom he referred?

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

: MYERS
Now, then, when questioned by
the police, you told them that
the prisoner ceme home at nine-
tventy=-flve?

: CHRISTINE
Yes, DBecauge Leonard asked me
to say that!

. MERS
But you have changed your story

now -—- why?

- CHRISTIRE
I camnot go on lying to save him]
1 sald to the police what he wanted
me to say because I am grateful to
him, He married me and brought me
to thls country. What he has
asked me to do I have always
done because I was grateful.

MERS

It vas not because he wes your
husband, and you loved him?

CHRISTINE
No. I never loved him.

In the Dock, Vole 1s lésning on his hands, staring dully

‘stralght shead.
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(to Christine)
It was gratitude to the prisoner
then that prompted you to give
him an slibi in your statement
to the police?

. CHRISTINE
Yes, that is 1%, exactly.

MYERS
But now you feel that 1%t was
wrong to do so?

CHRISTINE

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

MYERS
Then this is the truth? -- that
Ieonard Vole returned that night
‘at ten mimutes past ten. That
he had blood on the sleeves of
his coat, and that he sald to
you, "I have killed her"?

CHRISTINE
That is the truth.

MY ERS _
That is the truth -- before God?

CHRISTINE
That 1s the truth,

- MYERS =
 (solemnly, s low voice)
Thank you.
(he sits) -

The hushed Courtroom is' focussed on Sir Wilfrid, For a
long beat he sits sitill, breathing hard. Vole and Sir
Wilfridts colleagues are anxlously walting for him to
rige for the cross-examination Finelly, with a sveeping
gesture of the hand, he brushes away :the pillls before
him, then 1lifts himself slowly to his feet.
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SIR WILFRID
Mrs. Vole ~= or Mrs, Helm == which

. do you prefer to be called?

CHRISTINE
It does not matter,

SIR WILFRID
Does it not? In this country
we are inclined to tzke a rather
more serious view of marriage..
Bowever - Frau Helm, it would
appear that when you first met
the prisoner in Hamburg you lled
to him about your marital status?

CHRISTINE -
I wanted o get out of Germany, 80 ===

: STR WILFRID
You lied, did you not? Just "yes”
or *"no,? plesse!l

CHRISTINE
Yes.

SIR WILFRID

" Thank vou., And subsequently, in

erranging the marriage, you lied
to the authoritles? :

CHRISTIKE
T aid not tell the truth %o the
suthorities,
SIR WILFRID
You lied to them?
- CHRISTINE
Yes. _
SIR WILFRID

- And in the ceremony of marrisge

itself, when you swore to love
and to honor and to cherish your
husband, that, too, was a lie?

CHRISTINE
Yes.

. SIR WILFRID
And then -- when the pollce gquesticned

you about this wretched man who belleved
-himgelf married and loved, you told

them ==
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CHRISTINE
I told them what Leonard wanted
me o say -=-

L]
-

SIR WILFRID
You told them that he was at
home Wit you at twenty-five
minutes pest nine -- and Dow you
say that that was a lie?

CHRISTINE
Yes. 4 lie.
| SIR WILFRID
And vhen you said that he had
accidentally cut his wrist, again
you lled?
CHRISTINE
Yes.
SIR WILFRID
Now today you have told us a new
story entirely. The ques tion 1s,
Prau Helm, were you lying then, -
are you lying now, or are you not,

in fact, 2 chronic and hebitual
112217

By nov he is 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 pill -~ under the
tonguel -
(pantomimes 1t)

Carter rises quickly, takes out the black pill-box and
surreptitiously passes 1t 1o Brogan-Moore.

" During this --

' MY ERS
My lord, is my learned colleague
to be allowed to bully and insult
the witness in this fashion?

: JUDGE : "
‘Mr, Myers, this 1s a capital charge,
and within the bounds of reason I
would like the Defense to have every
latitude.,
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SIR WILFRID

(violently, desplte

his spasm
My lord, mey I also remind my
learned friend that his witness,
by her own admlsslon, hes already
violated sd meny oaths that I am
surprised the Testament ald not
leap from her hand when she was
swvorn here today.
- (to Christine) :
I doubt if anything 1s to be
gained by questioning you any
further., That will be all,
Frau Helm!

He sits, breathing heavily, his head beck, his hand under»
the robe holding his chest. Brogan-Moore pushes the open
black box toward him. Sir wilfrid takes a pill, slips

4t under his tongue, leans back again,

MY ERS
(r1sing) |
Mrs, Helm, I presume you know
the meaning cf the English word
®perjury,”
(glancing at = mote)
In Germen, the word 18 "Meireld,

: CHRISTINE
Yes - Meineld -- it means to
svear falsely under oath.

MYERS :
And are you aware, Mrs, Helm,
that in this country the penslty
for perjury is a heavy term of

- dmpryisonment?

' | CHRISTINE | -
Yes, I am aware, '

: MIERS.
(solemnly)

Mindaful of this, Mrs, Helm, I

ask you once more ---- 13 the

evidence you nave given the truth,

the whole truth, and nothing but

the truth?

CHRISTINE
Sc help me God.
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: MYERS
Then that, my lord, is the case
for the Prosecution.

He indicates to Christine to step down, and sits.

The Courtroom is buzzing with excltement. Christine
crosses to the BExit, looking straight shead. In the Dock
Vole sits mumb, his head bowed., The eyes of the va.rdars
follow her, but: Vole never raises his hesd.

In the Gallery, Miss Plimsoll glances at her blonde
neighbor and sees her wiping sway a tear,

MISS PLIMSOLL

( opening her handbag)
Want a tissue?

BIONDE
(choked up)
Yesa, thanks,
(bakes it)
Itts the first murder trial I've
ever been to., It's terrible,=-

Be& the Usher cries "Silence” and the Courtroom becomes
8

JUIGE
Sir Wilfrid, are you ready for
the Defense?

SIR WILFRID

{rising with some

-adfficulty)
My lord, members of the mry the
Prosecutlon has very ably presented
against the prisoner, Ieonard Vole,
8 cage of the most overwvhelming
circumstantisal evidence, Among the
witnesses you have heard Chief
Inspector Hearne, who has given his
tes timony in a falr and impsrtial :
manner -- 28 he always does in these
cases. He has evolved and put
before you a clever theory of
how this crime was committed.
Whether 1¢ 13 theory or actual

fact, however, you will decide for

‘xhourselves. - Then -~ you have hea

“tne evidence of Janet MacKenzle,

a worthy and devoted housekeeper,

who has suffered two most grievous

logsses. One, the death of her beloved :

-mistress -- and second, 1n being deprived

of an inheritance of 80,000 pounds which

she had fully expected to recelve, I will

'not comment i‘urther on her evidence,
(contta)
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STR WILFRID (CONT!D)
~= but will express only my
deepest sympathy for her in
both these mishaps.

And finally -- most damaging of
all - the Prosecution has produced
a surprise witness, one Christine
Helmn --whom the prisoner married
and brought from the rubble of her
homeland to the safety of this
country, giving her his love and
the protection of his name. I
objected to her testimony beceuse

& wife cannot give evidence harmful
to her husband, but 1t hes been
proven that her marrisge to Leonard
Vole was fraudulent and blgamous.
Therefore, her evidence ™St be
admitted and you must consider

it for what it 1s worth.

Such is the Prosecutlon's case.
Now 1t is 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 sssociation in his past.
However, only one wilness can
shed new light on this tragle

radle =~ the prisoner himself.
Members of the Jury, 4 call
Ieonard Stephen Volel
The entire Courtroom is intent on Vole as he mises his

head, gets up slowly, leaves the Dock and proceeds to
the Witness Box, followed by the Warder, who s tops and

© gtands near the Barristerts door.

The Usher hands him the Book and holds up the oath card.

VOLE
_T swear by Almighty God that the
evidence I shall give will be the
¢ruth, the whole truth and nothing
but the truth.

Brogan-Moore has placed & long sheet of paper before
Sir Wilfrid, who pushes 1t away.
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a2, SIR WIIFRID
Your name is Ieonard Stephen Vole?

VOLE

3y

It 1is.

SIR WILFRID
¥Where do you live?

VOLE
55 Tottenham Court Road. ’

SIR WILFRID
Ieonard Stephen Vole, did you
or did you not, on the night of
September 18th last, murder Emily
Jane French? _

) VOIE
( £irmly)
I 4id not.

Sir Wilfrid sits, with a gesture to Myers that Vole is all
his. Myers is taken by surprise. Brogan-Moore, Mayhew and
Carter look at one another, baffled. There is an exclted
mapmr in the Courtroom and the Usher cries silence.”

' : JUDGE
Bave you, in fact, concluded
your exaemination of the prisoner,
Sir Wilfria?

)

SIR WILFRID
(half rising)
My lord, the prisoner has endured
three days of the most profound
mental agony and shock. The
Defengse feels that his :facultles
ahould be spared for the cross-
_examination by my learned friend
for the Prosecution, This is
- pot & plea for any indulgence. =
T am confident thet no matter how
- - searching this msy be, the
prisoner will withstand it.
(he sits)

. MYERS
(wading in on Vole)
, Mr. Vole, at the time that you
‘ made  the acquaintance of Mrs..
~ French, were you employed?
2 voIz

NO, Sil'o

T - T
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o, A MYERS
How much money did you have?
VALE
Only a few pounds.
. MYERS
Did she ever give you any money?
VOIE .
¥o, not a penny. :
MY ERS
Did you expect to recelve amy?
VOIE
No, sir.
MYERS

Did you know that in her new
will, you were the beneficlary
to the extent of 80,000 pounds,

VOLE
No.

MY ERS
¥ow, Mr. Vole, when you went %o
vigit M>s. French for the last
time, ¢id you wear a trench
coat and a brown hat?

: WIE
Yes, I did.

Myers hes produced from & file s small poster, about 7 x
11,  featuring = photograph of Vole in trench coat and
hat, with an inscription below in small black capitals:
Will any person who saw this man on the evening of
September 1l4#th last, between 9:00 and 9:30 PoM., kindly .
comminicate with Leslie Mayhew, Solicitor, of 15 Cork
Street, Iondon, W.l. Telephone Gerrerd 0909.

MYERS '
(holding up poster)
wWas 1t this coat and hat?

VOIE
Yes.
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’ M{ERS °
My lord, the Defense, leaving no

stone unturned in its efforts to

establish an alibi for the prisoner,
circulated this photogreph hoplng
to bring. forth a witness who had
seen 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

w111 be pleased to learn that

at the last moment & witness has
come forward, and that the
prisoner had been seen, wearlng
this coat and this hat. '
: (reactions from Vole,
and from Sir Wilfriad
and his associates)

‘Lamentably, he had not been

geen on the night of the
marder, but exactly one week

| sharply
to Vole

On the afternocn of September 8th,
were you or were you not in a

travel agency in Regent Street

inquiring sbout prices and
schedules of foreign crmulses?

_ VOLE

{ ins tantly)
Supposing I aid. That's mot a
erime, is it?

MIERS

ot at all., Many people go for

a crulse ~-when they can Ea?: for 1t.

But you couldn't{ pay for 1it, cou

you, Mr. Vole? =
VOIE

I was hard up. I %old you so.
MYERS

And yet you came into this

particular travel agency --

‘with eblonde -- a honey blonde,

I understand —

JUDGE
A honey blonde, Mr. Myers?
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2, MYERS
- A term for 2 lady with hair like
P~ honey, my lord.

v JUIGE
gounds a bit sticky, doesntt 1%?

Laughter in Court. Not in Sir Wilfrid!'s camp, however,
vhere he and his associates are huddled with vewy worried
. faces,. .

‘In the Gallery, Miss Plimsoll 1s looking down at the Bar.
Her blonde neighbor is biting her 1ip.

MISS PLIMSOLL
{1locking at the Judge)
Quite a sense of humor
Wouldn'%t strike him so fumny
if he vere in the Dock.

Below, the Courtroom has settled down again,

MIERS
(not letting Vole
off the hook)
You then admit that you made
P tnquiries about the most
P~ expensive and luxurious
cruises., How did you expect
to pay for such a thing?

T don't know, 1t was --

M{ERS
If you don't know -- perhaps I
can help you. On the morning of
the ve same day, accordling to
Mr. -§,to§,es, you ﬁea‘.rd Mrs. French
change her will, leaving you the
‘bulk of her money =- :

VOLE .
T didn't! I knew nothlng about
the willl ' B
. M{ERS

-- gnd in the afterncon, you
started meking plans to dlspcse
of the money!
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VOLE
No! It was nothing of the kind!
T vas in a pub, and I met this
girl -- I don't even know her
name -- we had a couple of drinks
and then we walked out together --
we passed thet display window with
fancy posters with blue seas and
palm trees -- the Greclan Islands,
or some plece =-- gso we went 1n --
just for the fun of it =-- and ve
asked for some folders. The m2n
gave me sort of a funny look --
beceuse I looked a b1t shabby =-
and 1t irritated me so I kept
asking for the swanklest tours --
all de luxe and a cabin on the boat
deck -- just putting on &an act --

~ MYERS
An act? No, not an act =-- you
knew that in & week you were
going to inherit 80,000 poundsi

: VO1E
No, 1t was nothing like that!

It was meke-belleve and chlldish--
but 1t was fun and I enjoyed

1t. I wasnti thinking of

killing anybody, or inheriting

any mo !

. M ERS
It was just remerkable colncldence
that Mrs. Prench should be
killed only a week latem?

VOLE :
Itve told you - I didn't kill her!

"M{ERS
Can you suggest any reason why
the witness, Christine Helm,

~should deliberately give the

evidence she has glven if 1%
wvere not true?

VOLE
- (starting to bresk)
Ko, I donft. I don't know why
my wilfe - I contt even know why
I still call her my wife =-gshe
mist be lying, or out of her mind.

Ve
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MYERS '

She seemed remarkably sane, and
self-possessed, But insanity 1s
the only reason you can suggest?

VOLE
1 don't understand 1t
- ( tortured)
Oh, God, what's happened - whatts
changed her?l

: MWERS
Very effective, I'm sure. But
in this Court, we deal with fact,
Apnd the fact is, Mr. Vole, that
we have only your word for it,.
that you left Emily 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.

VOIE
(wildly)
Someone mMust have seen me = in
the street -

(o Jury)

= or going into the house.

MY ERS
One would certainly think so =
but the only person who did
see you come home that night says
1t was at ten minutes past tenh.
Ancd she szys that you had blood
on your clothes.

VOLE
‘ ( throws arm out) -
I cut my wrist! -

MYERS
 You cut your wrist deliberately!?

VOLE

 No, I didntt! I didntt do

anoything, but you mske 1t

sound as though I didl
(hand to head)

I can hear it myselfl

‘MYERS
You came home at ten past tenl
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VOLE
No, I didntt - you'lve got to
believe me!
(to Jury)
Youfve got to believe mel

MYERS
You kllled Emily French!

VOLE
I dian't do 1t! I didn't ’
k11T her! I've never killed
anybody. O0Oh, Cod! It!s =
nightmsere, It's some ghastly,
horrible dream! -

He collspses, his head in his hands.
DISSOLVE TO:

INT. SIR WILFRID'3 CHAMBERS OUTER OFFICE (EVENING)

The lights are on. It is after office hours and the
last of the secretaries 1s putting the cover on her
typeuriter. Two large steamer trunks are tagged, ready
for shipment. An elderly man, neatly dressed, is seated
on the visitors' bench, =2 cardboard box held on his
knees, He is Sir wWilfridts tallor.

After a few seconds Sir Wilfrid enters, followed by
Mayhew, Brogan-loore, Carter and Miss Plimsoll. They
are comlng beck from Court.

SECRETARY
(cheerfully)
Good evenlng, Slr Wilfrid, How
did 1t go today?

No answer. Sir Wilfrid and the others walk on toward his
office in an atmogphere of defeat. -

TATIOR
(getting up)
Sir Wilfrid «~ I'm from Fawks & H1ill --
I've brought your Bermuda shorts --
for a fitting.

SIR WILFRID
My what?

The tailor hss taken the 1id from the box, holds up =& vast
pair of black and white plald shorts.
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43, o TATIOR
Youtd better glip thedeé on, Sir Wilfrid --
. if ve're to have them ready by tomorrow,.

SIR WILFRID
My dear man, I am in the middle of
a murder irial -- ,
MISS PLIMSOLL
It*11 be all over by tomorrow after~

noon. The boat traln isn?t until
nine-forty.

SIR VILFRID

(to Miss Plimsoll,

pointing at the

shorts)
You work 1t out --

(starting for his

office) _
~= you knov my shape -- youtve stabbed
i1t often enough,

. MISS PLIMSOLL

Ups talrs, Sir Wilfrid! You need a

lukewarm bath -=-- your calclum in-

jection -~ and there 1s still a lot
(,\ of packlng to be done... ,
He pays no attentlon, goes into his office with Meyhew,
Carter and Brogsn Moore, slams the door.

4k, -INT. SIR WILFRID'S OFFICE (EVENING)

Carter turns on the lights. 8Sir Wilfrid crosses wearily
to the chailr behiné his desk.

: SIR WILFRID
Ridiculous, having those boat re-
servations -- how 4o we know? -~ the
Jury mey be out for dsys.

BROGAN-MOORE
Not on this case, I'™m afraid. This
seems too open-and-shut,

SIR WILFRID
{sits)
I watched them when Frau Helm was con
the stand. They didntt llke her.
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BROGAN-MOORE
No, they didn't like her -- but they
believed Ler. They liked Leonard )
Volie, pbut they didn't belleve him.

MAY HEW
And that travel sgency buslness
doesn't help, either, Cigar,
Wilfrid?
(extends one; 3ir Wilfrid
waves 1t away)

BROGAN-MOORE
Wilfrid, do you think she lled?

SIR WILFRID
{ viciously)

" Don't you?

BROGAN-MOORE
I don't know. I'm not sure.

SIR WILFRID

. (steaming)
I sm. She lied --vhether she calls
Tt Meineid, or perjury, she lledl
The only question in my mind is
why? -- whatt!s her game? =~-= what is
she up to? -

“{hnangs his fist on
the desk)

why?

CARTER :
Sir Wilfrid -~ I hope that in your
£inal speech tomorrow, you won't let
yourself become too emotionally
involved =-- Tou must think of your

physical condition --

_ BROGAN-MOORE -
Hets right. I want to see you save

ourself. This isn't going to be
your lsst case --

SIR WILFRID

Yes, it is.

{(working up to &

crescendo agaln)
But until 1t is over, I am stlll a
berrister and my clientts life 1s
at stake. That!s all that matters --
his life. BHe is entitled to the
Pest that I can do. If I cantt

‘stand up to make my final appeal for
him, I'1l make 1t sitting dowvn. 1If

I become short of breath, I'1ll take
{cont?d)
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Ly, SIR WILFRID (contt'ad)
a plll -- or two pills -« or all
of them ~-- and the box as welll

mring the above, the phone has been ringing. Carter
picks 1t up. ’
‘ " CARTER
: (into phone)
Yes? ’
COCKNEY WOMAN'S VOICE
(from the receiver,
" slightly inebriated)
Is this Sir Wilfrid Robarts place?
CARTER
Yes,it 1s.
COCEKNEY WOMAINN'S VOICE
Lemme talk to the old boy.
CARTER
Who 1s this speaking, please?
- COCENEY WOMAN'!S VOICE
Never you mind -- lemme talk to
; tim,
-

CARTER
I'm afrald that will be impossible --
what i1s the nature of your business?

"COCENEY WOMAN'S VOICE
It's business, all right. I've got
some thin® to sell 'im, I have.

Really, Madam --

COCKNEY WOMAN'S VOICE
Ant! what I've got to sell tim, believe
me, fe!ll want to b%! It's got to do
with that E e chapl

Leonard Vole?

Sir Wilfrid, Brogan -Moore and Mayhew look up at this and
listen intently.

COCKIEY WOMAN!S WICE
Itts about that German wife -- Ilve
Q’\ got the goods on fer! An! itts for
sale, _
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44, Sir Wwilfrid grabs the phone from Carter.

SIR WILFRID
This 1s Wilfrlid Robarts speaking.
Now what 1s this all about?

: . COCKNEY WOMAN'S VOICE
Well, hello, Ducky -~

SIR WILFRID ’
What 1s this you said about Mrs.
Ieonard Vole?

COCXNEY WOMAN'S VOICE
I'm not just sayin'! - Itve got it
black and white! :

. SIR WILFRID
You got what?

COCKNEY WOMAN'S VOICE
Listen to this carefully, Ducky == -
I'm in the buffet at Euston Statlon,
at the far end of the bar, an! I'1l dbe
here for just thirty mimtes - because
that's when my train leaves -~ 1f you
want the low-down on that German trollop,
ycu get yourself over herel

_ SIR WILFRID
What low-down? What do you know
about hem

COCENEY WOMAN'S VOICE
Uh~-uh -- not on the phone -- you
better get on over here -- an'! bring.
Dlenty olmoney!

- SIR WILFRID
Now, juat = moment —--

-~

Sound of a phone being hung up rudely., He slams down the
receiver.

SIR WILFRID
Bllge! -- '

(he starts pacing

furlously, the heads

of the others following

him curiously)
Some drunken crank! --- you get those
in every murder trlal -- drunk and
disorderly -- giving me an ultimatum ~=
Buston Statlon in thirty mimites -=-

- got the low-down on Mrs., Vole --
Balderdash -=- I'm too old and too sick
to go on a wild goose chase --— Bilge and
Balderdash!



14,

L5.

115.
Suddenly he grabs his hat and his cane.

SIR WILFRID
Come on, Mayhew!

CARTER
Where to, sim

SIR WILFRID
Buston Station --- where else?!l 4

He puts on his hat ard overcoat and leads the way to the
outer office, s bewlldered Mayhew following him. A¢
the door he tzkes the cigar from Mayhew's vest pocket.

INT. SIR WILFRID'S OUTER CEAMBERS (EVENING)

Sir Wilfrld comes storming out, followed by Mayhew.

Ccarter and Brogan-Moore look after them. The tailor
is still seated on ths bench. He junps up, holding

up the shortsal

TAILOR
Now?
SIR WILFRID
(going right on)
Shortlyt

Just then Miss Plimsoll comes salling down on the
inclinator, holding the hypodermic needle.

MISS PLIMSOLL
Sir Wilfridt Where are you
going? TYour bath, your
massage, your dinner, your
injection w===e===l
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She lands. Sir Wilfrid takes the hypodermic
from her hand, punctures the end of the clgar,
hands it back to here

SIR WILFRID
Thank you, Mliss Plimsoll:
. .
He 1a lighting the cigar as he and Mayhew ,
exit quickly. lss Plimsoll looks after )
him, open-mouthed. '

MISS PLIMSOLL
(deeply pained)
What am I to do? «===--

BROGAN-MCORE
Itd 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 luzgzagee.
Tables and chairs £ill the rest of the room. Tall
windowa give a view of the trains, travelers and
attendants outside the Buffet. Intermittently there
is the rumble of trains in arrivel or departure, and
Jots of steam from the engines.

Sir Wilfrid comes in briskly, feollowed by Mayhew. EHe is a
bit short of breath, still puffing nervously on hls cligare.
The two men scan the room for their rendezvous. They move
down the bar until they see someone who fits the bill. A

‘middle-aged brunette woman, flamboyintly dressed, with a
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jigger of whiskey and s beer chaser at her elbow. She is
reading an afternoon paper with the headilne: VOLE TRIAL

IN THIRD DAY. She 1s overly made up and her hair is masrcell-
ed to fall over one side of her face. Her generel attitude
indicates quite a “ew whiskeys and beer chasers. She senses
their 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,

~ COCENEY WOMAN
(turning siowly)
I didn't recognize you without Your
wig. Lovely you all look in them

wigs,
(turns and sees Meyhew)
Two o'yer -- I'm not talkin' to twe of

Yyer.

SIR WILFRID
This 18 Mr, Mayhew, Leonard Vole's
solicltor,

COCENEY WOMAN
Well, tkhat's all right then, I
guess,

SIR WILFRID
And your name, please?

COCKNEY WOMAN

No need for names. If I did give

Jou a name 1t mightn't be the right
one, might 1t?

" MAYEEW

AB you please. Now, what 1s this informa-
tion you allegedlyrhave? =
CICKNEY

Have a drink, boys.
(to the barmen)
TUo whiskeys for my gentlemen friends. -

SIR WILFRID
You realize, of course, that you are
in duty bound to come forward to give
any evidence that you might have in
your possession?
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T ' COCKNEY WOMAN
Oh, come off it! Did you bring any
mrney?
MAYHEW

Whst 1s it you have -- madame?

: . COCKNEY WOMAN
Lettere. Letters that German wife of
his wrote -- that's whet 1t is.

(she pats her tag)

SIR WILFRID
Letters written by Christine Vnle to
the prisoner?

. COCKNEY WOMAN

To the prisoner? Don't make me laughl
Pnor ruddy prisoner, he's been took in
by her all right. An'® these letters
prove 1t!

MAYHEW
If you will let us see these letters,
mademe, we shall be able to advise
you &8 to how pertinent they are.

COCENEY WOMAN
Well, a8 I say, I don!t expect you to
buy without seein', but falris falr.,
If these letters get the boy off --
well, 1t's a hundred prunds for me.
Right?

She opens her bag and shows a packet of letters. Sir
Wilfrid immediately puts his monocle in his eye.

MAYHEW
If these letters crntzin infcrmation
useful to the defense -=-

(takes out his wallet)
-— Iasm prepared to offer you ten
pounds., T

"COCKNEY WCMAN

What? Ten blurry pounds for letters
like these?

- . (to Sir Wilfrid)
You can take thet piece o'glass outs
your eye. .

(snaps beg shut)

G'night, gents.
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SIR WILFRID
If these should help tec prove my
client's innocence, twenty pounds
would, I think not bé en unressonable
sum -- for your expenses.

COCKNEY WNMAN
Fifty -- an' it's g bargzin. Thet's 1if
- yer satisfled with what's in 'em.

SIR WILFRID ’
Forty pounds, -

Ee tezkes Meyhew's wallet, tekes out forty pounds and
extends them temptingly.

COCENEY WCOMAN
A1l right, blast yer. 'Ere, take 'em.
Quite a packet! ’

She puts the letters on the bar. They are on square,
monogrammed blue paper. Mayhew and Sir Wilfrid each take
one and stert reeding eagerly. The barman arrives with
the two whiskeys and Sir Wilfrid and Meyhew eXxchange
glances, Sir Wilfrid indicztes a vacant nearby table end

Mayhew picks up the balance of the letters and follews him
to 1it.

COCENEY WOMAN
Beautles, ain't they? I hope they
fix 'er good ant' proper.

She picks up her whiskey and beer and moves toward them.

SIR WILFRID
(1ooking up from a letter)
Bow do we know these zre from Mrs.
Vole?

- COCENEY WOMAN
Oh, she worte 'em, all right. 1It's.
all falr an! square.

_ MAYHEW
I've had messages from her, It locks
1ike her handuriting.

(continues to read)
Good Lord, look at this!

SIR WILFRID

: (scanning the letter)
Incredible!
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COCKNEY WOMAN
There'!s one comin' up that's even
better! Now, what about my mcney?

Sir Wilfrid hands 1t to her without looking up.

. MAYHEW
How did you get hold of these?

COCENEY WOMAN
(putting money in her bag)
What difference does it meke, Just so she
gets what's coming to ‘exr!

_ SIR WILFRID
What have you got against her?

L4

COCENEY WOMAN
I'1l give you somethin' to dream about
mister!

She pushes back the hair which has hidden one side of her
face and leens toward him, Her left cheek is slashed and
disfigured.

COCENEY WOMAN
(tauntingly)
Went to kiss me, Ducky?

Sir Wilfrid and Mayhew take a sh&éked step back. She
laughs harshly..

COCENEY WOMAN
No, I didn't suppose you would,

Sg: iets her hair fall back in place, covering the scarred
cheek.,

SIR WILFRID
Christine Vole did that to you?
COCENEY WOMAN
Not 'er. The chap I was goin' with,
He was a bit younger than me, but I
loved 'im. Then she come 2long.
Started seein' 'im on the sly and then
one day he cleared out. I went after 'im
and I found tem together., I told 'im
what I thought of !er end he cut my face
up proper.

' SIR WILFRID
(moved)
Did you go to the police ‘about 1t?
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COCEKNEY WOMAN
Who? Me? Not likely. 'Sides, 1t
wasn't his fault. HNot 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 back -
an 1it's come now!

SIR WILFRID
I'm Geeply sorry, deeply sorry. Er --
we'll meke it another five pounds for
the ‘etters.

He takes out s five-pound note which she snatches eagerly.

CACENEY WOMAN
'01din' out on me, were ye! I knew
I was belng too soft with ye!

MAYHEW
(st1ll reading)
The cold-blooded vindictiveness!

(to Sir wWilfrid)
Read this one!

Sir Wilfrid and Mayhew, standing close together, read the
letter.

SIR WIFLRID
Unbellevable! We'!d better have the

full name of the man to whom the3e were
addressed, Misg --

He looks around for the Cockney Woman, who has dlsappeared.

SIR WILFRID
VWhere 1is she?_

MAYHEW
Gone, I'd say. She just doeen't want
her other cheek slashed. Can't blame
her, can you?

There is the rumble of a train leaving the station. Msvhew
gathers the letfers together. Sir Wilfrid goes to the bar

where the two whlskeys are still standing. He downs one,
at a gulp.

BARMAN
Cheser, sir?

SIR WILFRID
Good idea.

He downs the second glass,

DISSCLVE TO:
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INT. COURTROOM. (DAY)

Start on Vole as he is being escorted by two Warders up the
stairs from the celis below the Old Belley into the Dock.
The CAMERA pens up to reveal the Courtrocm. It 1s the cpen-
ing of the fourth dcy of the trilal and the crowded courtrocm
is awaiting the entrzonce of the Judge. Presently there sre
the three knocks herelding the Judge's entry:

USHER ,

Stand up!

All rise. Judge, Clerks, Alderman, etc. enter and move to
their places on the Eench.

USHER
Al1 perscms who have anything further
to do before Mlledy the Queen's Justices
of Oyer and Terminer and general Goal
delivery for the jurisdiction of the
Central Criminal Court drew near and
give your attendsnce. God save The
Queen.

During this, Vole standing in the Drck, sees that Sir
Wilfrid's place at the Ber is vacant, He looks around
nervously for hls counsel. Meyhew, too, is missing.

The Judge bows to the Court and sits, everyone following.

JUDGE
- Since the Defense has called tut one
snitness -~ the prisoner -- 1t has the
right to be heard last in summation,
Therefore, Mr. Myers, if you are ready,
let us have the final address for the
Prosecution.

Myers rises, adjusts his robe and wig with the air of &
man contemplating imminent, certain triumph,

MYERS

My lord ——- members of the jury -- I
-shall be brief in my final speech be-
cause I think the Prosecution has
proved 8o obvious a case of murder
-agalnst the prisoner, Leonard Vcle,
that a verdict of gulity seems to be
the only possible concilusion. I will
briefly summerize these facts —--

There is the sound of commotion nesr the Berristers!
Entrance and heads turn. Sir Wilfrid bustles intc the

Courtroom, still puliing his robe about him and adjusting
hig wig. Meyhew is close behind, .-
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47. Vole, in the Dock, has been listening hleakly to Myers'
opening, but now looks up eegerly as Sir Wilfrid and
Mayhew meke their way to the kar.

JUDGE
You'd better begin again, Mr. Myers --
that 1is, 1f Sir Wilfrid is at all
interested in our proceedings.

SIR WILFRID ST
(making his wsy to his ’
seat)
I 2m indeed, my lord! The summetinn
for the Crouwn, however, 1s premature ===
I ask thet the case for the defense be
reopened and that a witness be recalled!

There 1s a reaction in the Courtroom. Vole looks at
Sir Wilfrid with & new glint of hope. Drogan-Moore is
puzzled by this approach,

MYERS
My lord, I must strenuously otject
to the reopening c¢f a2 case which
the Prosecution regards ss clo3sed.

SIR WILFRID
Evidence of the most startling nature

has come into my possession only last
night --- K

MYERS
My 1nrd, the course my learned
friend proposes 1s guite unprecedented.

SIR WILFRID

I have anticipated my friend's
otjection and I am prepared to meet

i1t wlth ample precedent. There is,
firgt, the case of The Crown against
Stillman -- which was reported at

~___(by rote) -
page 463 of the 1926 Appeal CaseS —=--
also, the Crown against Porter, August
11, 1930, repcrted at the Winchester
"Asslzes, at page 231, and before the
Divisional Court the following October,
reported at page 153 of 1942 Xings Bench
Division, Purther, the case of the
King against Sullivan, in which this
issue was raised, end I am sure your
lordahlip will remember since he
appeared for the Prosecution.
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JUDGE
I ai4d?
( catching himself)
Oh, yes. 3Before Mr. Justice Swindon.
Now, what is thls new evidence, 3ir

Wilfrig?

' - S8IR WILFRID
Ietters, my lord. Written by Christine
Helnm,

There 1s & sharp reaction from Vole, Sir Wilfrid has
given the letters to an Usher, who takes them to the
Judge. As the Juége inspects the letters --

- MYERS
My lord, the Prosecution contimes
1ts objection. if my memory serves
me well, your Lordship!s similar
objection -- 1n the King against
Sullivan -- was sustsined.

JUDGE ’
Your memcry for once serves you 1l1,
Mr, Myers. My objection was over-
raled by Mr. Justice Swindon -- as
yours is now, by me!

He hands the packet of blue letters to the Usher, who
carries them back to Sir Wilifrid.

SIR WILFRID

(his voice ringing)
Call Christine Helm!

The call is repeated by the Usher and Polliceman at the
door. Christine enters, her customary impassive self, :
proceeding to the Witness Box. Vole stzres at her bdlankly,
then he tries %*c catch Sir Wilfridls eye, as 1f hoping

for a clue to the proceedings. Sir Wilfrld gives him an
encouraging nod. -

- SIR WILFRID
( turming to Brogan-Moore)
If you still have eny doubis about
Leonsrd Vecie, I wouldn'¥t niind
bettirg you 2 very small box of
cigars.

thristine is now in the Witness Box.
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SIR WILFRID

( rising)
Mrs. Helm, you apprecilate that you

~ are still under oath?

CHRISTINE
Yes.
©  SIR WILFRID
Mrs, Helm, do you know a man nared
Max? ’
CHRISTINE

I dontt know what you mean,

SIR WILIFRID
It*s a simple guestion. Do you or
do you not know a man called Max?

CHRISTIRE
Certainly not.

SIR WILFRID
It's a failrly cormon neme. And yet
you mean that you have never known
2 man by the name of Max?

CHRISTINE
Oh, in Germany, perhaps -- that was
a long time ago.

I shall not ask you to go back that
far -- just a few weeks --
{he has %aken a folded
oblong white letter from
a pocket)
-= to the 20th of September last,

CHRISTIKE
What have you got there?

SIR WIIFRID
A letter. I suggest that on the 20th
of September you wrote a certain letter -
(brandishing the fulded
letter) -

CHRISTINE
I don't know what you'tre talking about.

SIR WILFRID
-« addressed to a man named Max,
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. 1 did nothing of the sort.

: SIR WILFRID
A letter which was but one of a
series written to the same man --

- CHRISTINE
Ijes =-==- all liesl

SIR WILFRID ’
You would gseem to have heen on -- let
us say, on intimste terms with this
man.

In the dock, Vole rises, outraged.

VOIE
How Gayre you say a thing like that --
{resisting the Warder)
It isn't truetl

* JUDGE
The prisoner, in his own 1nterest,
Wwill remaln silentl

Mayhew gestures to Vole to sit dm, and he does 30, urged
by the Warders.

- SIR WIIFRID
I am not concerned with the gerneral
trend of this correspondence =-
. (unfolding the letter)

-« only in one particular letter,

(glancing down, as if

rea
My beloved Mzx, An extraordinary
thinz has haprened. I believe all
ouy difficulties may be ended...

CHRISTINE -
I will not stand here and listen to a
pack of lies -- This letter 1s a
forgery -- 1t 1sn't even my letter

paper «=
B SIR WILFRID
(innocently)
It isnt$?
CHRISTINE

No. I write my letters on small blue
paper ~-- with my initials on 1t.
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SIR WILFRID
ILike this?®

He holds up the packet of blue letters vhich has been out
ef her sight. She stares.

SIR WILFRID
(holding up the white
letter)
This happens to be a blll from my
or - for a palr of extremely .
becoming Bermuda shorts.

Excited reaction in the Courtroom. In the Gallery, Miss
Plimsoll leans toward her blonde nelighbor.

MISS PLIMSOLL
(with pride) .

Wilfrid the Fox! That's what we call
him, and that's what he is!

Below, order is restored.

SIR WILFRID
Now, Mrs. Helm, you have been kind
enough to iden%ify your letter peper ---
now, 1f you lilke, I can have an expert
identify youxr handuriting.

CHRISTINE
Damn you -- damn youl

VOIE
{on his feet again)
Leave her zlone!

CHRISTINE
(to Sir Wilfriq)
Damn youl
JUIGE -
Mrs. Helm}
CHRISTINE

Iet me out of here ~- let me gol

. 8he rushes from the Box, but the Usher-stops'her. The —

Court is in a2 turmoil.

JUDGE
Usher, give the witness a chair. —_

The Usher helps Christine to a stool near the table, She
¢ries, her head burled in her arms.
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 gip Wiilfrid, will you now read the
letter in question so that the Jury
can hear it,

SIR WILFRID
{ reading)

My beloved Mzx. AR extraordlinary
thing has heappened. A1l our aifficulties
may soon be solved. Ieonard is suspected
~f murdering the old lady I told you
about. His only hope of an 2libl -
depends on me == OR me alone. Suppose
I testified that he wes not at home
with me et the time of the murder -~
that he came home with blcod on his
sleeves and that he even admitted
to me that he had killed her. Strange,
{entt it -- he always sald he would
never let me leave him === but now,
if this succeeds, he will be leaving
me -- Dbecause they will tske him
away, forever --- and I shall be
free, and yours, my beloved =--
I count the hours until we are
together --- Christine.

Daring this, SHOTS of the Jury, of Miss ‘Plimsoll and the
blonde neighbor, of Myers, snd & bewildered Vole staring
at his sobbing wife.

gir Wilfrid is short of breath when he finishes, and his
hand is under his robe to ease the paln in his chest.

JUDGE
Mrs. Helm, will you go back to
the witness box?

The Usher helps her to the Box. She is pale, her -
cheeks streasked with tears.

- SIR WILFRID -
1 now ask you sgain, Christine
Helm, did you write this leitem?

Christine, tell him you didn't
write it! I know you didnttl

SIR WILFRID
(speaking with aifriculty)
Please answer my question --- -
did you write this lettex?
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JULGE
o Before ansvering, Mrs. Helm, I wish
to warn you: the law regarding perjury
P~ 4n this country is very severec. 1f

you have alrecdy committed perjury

in this courtronm, 1 strongly advise
you not £» adé to your crime., But if
this letter hzs not been written by you,
then novw is the time %o categoricelly
state this factl

christine looks from the Judge to Vole =- then to Sir
wilfrid.

CHRISTINE
(quietly)
I wrote the letter.
(2 hush in the eourtroom)
SIR WILFRID
(holding on)
Then that, my 1lord, is the case
fo>r the Defense.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. ROBING ROOM OLD BAILEY {DaY)

3>
5

‘gir Wilfrid is lying back in a deep chalr, robe open and

coller unbuttoned, completely exhcusted. His zrm is bare

and Dr. Earrison, with Miss Plimsoll's assisitance, 1s
giving him an injectlon, +o which Sir Wilfrid doesn't

resct at ail., His minéd is elsewhere; he seems troubled.

DR. HARRISON

vee I Xeep osking myself, Sir
Wilfricd, which is harder -~ your
head or 7your arterles?

{no response from the
: patient
You'd better stop pressing your
luck -- youtre overdue now,

(again, no response)

-MISS PLIMSOLL
We're sll packed, Doctor. The
luggege is in the car, I hope
the jury won't teke =2ll afternoon.

—

Brogan-Moore enﬂbefs with a small box of cligars.
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BROGAN-MOORE
(handing Sir wilfrid
the cigars)
I concede! Congrztulations!

SIR VILFRID
Not yet.

BROGAN~-MOORE
Oh, come now, 1t!'s all over.
Wrapped up, neat and tidy.

Sir Wilerié grunts and rises with s-me dirﬁcultw, a.djuating
his aleeve anc his ¢s5llar and rooe.

BROGAN-MOORE.
What!s wrong?

SIR WIIFRID
It's a little $oo neat, too tidy,
and altogether too SyTm etrical.
That!s whatt!s wrong witn 1t

MAYEEW
(from the open door)
The jury is just coming back.

BROGAN-MBORE
(to Sir Wilfrid --
beuildered)
You're not worried about the
verd:!.ct, are you?

SIRr WILFRID
Itts not thelr jucgment thaet
worries me -- 1t's mine.
Ietts go.

They follow him out,

DISSOLVE TO:

TEXK MORE PAGES TO
COXE. SEE OVER.
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131.
INT. COURTROOM = (DAY)

Ths Jury is filing back into 1ts seats. There 1s a hush
of e xpectation.

Leonard Vole, nerves strained to the breaking polint, is
in the Docks His eyes anxlously scan the Jurors, as if
to try to guess their verdict. Then hig gaze wanders
toward Sir Wilfrid and Brogan=Moore, just seating them--
selves. Sir Wilfrid, leaning forward, does not meet his
ayes. He looks past the Dock toward =«

The glass-panelled door leading into the Courtrocom. The
Courtroom Officer stands on guard. The docr, opening
inward, 1s pushed Just slightly open and through the
aperature we see Christine tansely awaliting the verdict.

In the Gallery, the spectators are silent, motionless, in
taut anticlipation of the result. Among them is Miss
Plimsoll and beside her, the dark girl.

In the Court, the Clerk rlses.

CLERK
The prisoner will stand up.

Vole and the Warders rise.

~ CLERK
Members of the Jury, are you all
agreed upon your verdlct?

FO
{riaing)

We are.

CLERK
Do you find ths prisoner at the
bar, Leonard Stephen Vols, gullty
or not gullty? -

Vole is trying to stand steady. The palmg of his hands
are moist and he automatically rubs them against his coat.

- FOREMAN
Not guilty, my lord.

‘Bxcitement breaks loose. There is a burst of applause
and some cheers.

Vole sits down abruptly, exhausted. Eis eyes close
tightly for a moment.
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4o, In the Gallery, where all the spectators, including Misc
Plimsoll, are cheering and applauding, her brunette
neighbor is weeping.

Myers turns toward Sir Wilfrid and makes a gallant gecture
of salute in defeat. Sir Wilfrid, leaning forward, doos
not see Myers, but Brogan-Hoores nudges him. He turns
toward Myers, with a casual gesture of acknowledgment,
then turns back toward the glass-panelled door.

In the slightly open doorway, Christine Vole 1s standing,
her face completely immoblle. She withdraws her hand and
the door slowly closes, blocking her from view. -

During this, the Usher is trying to re-establish order.

Silence! Silencel
The'COurtroam calms down.

JUDGE
Leonard Stephen Vole, you have been
found not guilty of the murder of
Emily Jane French on September lth.
You are hereby discharged and are
I'ree to leave the Court.

He rises, the Courtroom rises with him. He bows to the
Court and the Court bows backe Then the Judge exita,
followed by the Aldermen and Judge's Clerk.

There 1is again an upsurge of excltement. Spectators are
trying to reach Vole, but are pushed toward the exlts by
the police and warders. Vole gshakes hands with his
warders. Ths Jury is filing out, as do ¥yers and hils
associates. The Gallery, too, 1s emptying.

_ USEER
(during this)
All persons who have anything -
further to do before the Queents
Justices of Oyer and Terminer and
‘general gaol delivery for the
Jurisdiction of the Central Criminal
Court may depart hence” and glve your
attendance hers again tomorrow
morning at 10:30 otclock. God Save
The Queen. _
Vole, jubilant, has come down from the Dock and is shaking
hands with Certer, Mayhew, Brogan-Moore, and finally comes
to Sir Wilfrid who 1s silently leaning forward in his chair.
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VOLE
Thank you, Sir Wilfrid. Thank you
for sverything. You were wonderful.

SIR WILFRID
Let's say we were lucky all around.

" A Warder carryling a lafge envelope has come up.

WARDER
I have your belongings -~ 1f youtll
be kind enough to come with me. Kr.
Vole, and sign the papers, we can
release you.

VOLE
Mister Vole! They didn't call me
mister when they checked me 1n.

MAYHEW
It1l go along with you. 1I've
brought your coat and your hat.

' VOLE
Let's go quickly, before they
change their mind.

They go into the Prisonerts Dock and down the steps
leading below. A policeman and usher are gethering

up the exhibits.

BROGAN-MOORE
{looking after Vole,
. smiling)
Chipper, isntt he? An hour ago
he had one foot on the gallows
and the other on a banana peel.
(to wilrrid)

You ought to be very proud, Wilfrid. -
(Wilfrid's brow 1s linad with

thought)
Are you?

- SIR WILFRID
Not yet. We've disposed of the
gallows, but there is still thet
banana peel ~- somewhere == under
somebody's foot.

123.

There is the sound of angry commotion outside the Court-
room's Main Entrance. The Policeman and Usher, who have

been collecting the exhibits, drop their work and go

quickly to investigate. Sir Wilfrid, Brogan-Moore and

Carter lcck OFF.
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Through the glass-panelled door we can see a bit of a
riot -~ the crowd in an ugly mood, shouting insulis and
waving fists. The Policeman end Usher try to break it
up, and we see that the object of the crowd 1s Christine.

The Policeman and Usher help her into the Courtroom. She
is dishevelled, a little roughed up, her hat in one hand,
and she is rubbing'her shin. :

POLICEMAN ‘
Better walt here until we get rid
of that crowd, Madam.

CHRISTINE
Thank you. '

Policeman and Usher go out again to break up the
disturbance. . '

Sir wilfrid, Brogan-Moore and Carter look at here. Then
Carter resumes gathering up the defense papers, also
bringing up Sir Wilfrid's thermos from under his seat.

CARTER
Ready, sir? Miss Plimsoll will
be walting.

SIR WILFRID

Let me Finish the last of the cocoa==-

(uncapoing the thermos)
While I am still beyond her
jurisdiction.

He motions to Carter and to Brogan-Moore to get out.
Now he 1s alone in the Courtroom with Christine.

He sips the brandy, studying her over the rim of ths cup.
She brushes her suit, straightens her stockings, looks
around as if for scmething she had lost.

CHERISTINE =
I never thought you British could
get so emotional -- especlally in
- a public place.

SIR WILFRID
I apologize for my compatriots.

CHRISTINT
Itts all rizht. I don't mind being
called names or pushed around, or
even kicked in the shin -« but now I
have a ladder in my last pair of nylons.
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SIR WILFRID
In case you'rs not familiar with
our prison regulations -- no silk
stockings.

CHRISTINE
Prisont? Will I go to prison?

SIR YILFRID
You heard the learned judge. You
will quite certainly be charged ‘
with per jury, tried for it, and

"to prlison you shall go.

CRHISTINE
Well -~ 1%t won't be for 1life,
will 14?2

SIR WILFRID

Irf I were retained for the
prosecution, it would be.

CREISTINE

You loath me, don't you? Like

the people outside. What a wicked
woman I am, and how brilliantly

ou exposed me, and saved Lecnardls

e The great Sir Wilfrid Robarta
did it .againi -
{(fimly)

Well, let me tell you something -~
you didn't do it alone! You had

helpt
SIR WILFRID
What are you driving at?
CHRISTINE

I am not driving &t anything any
more == Leonard is free, and ¥e
did 1¢i

SIR WILFRID

CHRISTINE
That's right. Remember when I

- game to sase you, and you sald

that no .jury would believe an
alibi given by a loving wife,
nc matter how much she swore

-¢hat her husband wes innocent?

That gave me the idea, ==
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SIR WILFRID
What idea?

’ CHRISTINE
The idea that I should be a witneas,
not for my husband, but for the
rosecution -~ that I should swear
EEEE Leonard was guilty -~ and
that you should expose me as &
vicious liar -- because only then, !

would they believe that Leonard
was innocentt

He stares at her, fumbling for his monocle. She
crosses slowly toward him.

CHRISTINE
S0 now you know the whole story,
Sir wilfrrid.
(lapsing into Cockney)
Itll give you somethin' to dream
about, mister.

She leans over, and like the Cockney woman 1in the
Euston Statlon, pulls the halr from one side of her face:

CHRISTINE
Wanne liss me, Ducky?

STR WILFRID
{shocked)
I suspected something -- but not
that -- never that!

Christine re-adjusts her hair, speaks gently now to
Sir Wilfrid, who is plainly stunned.

CHRISTINE
Thank you for the compliment. Itts
"been a long time since I was an -

actress, and I never before played
such an important role --

SIR WILFRID
And all those blue letters? «-

CHRISTINE
It took me hours to write them =-
to invent Max == there never was
2 Max, there never has been anyons
- but Leonard =- only Leonard.
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SIR WILFRID
(with some difficulty)

My dear -- could you not have trusted
me? == worked with me truthfully and
honorably? -- we would have won.

CHRISTINE

I could not run that risk. You
see, you thought he was innocent ==

SIR WILFRID

And you knew he was innocent. 1
unders tand '

" CHRISTINE

No, Sir Wilfrid, you do not
understand at all ==

I kmew he

wWhat?
Noi That

Listen to

(after a beat)
was guilty!

SIR WILFRID

(stunned disbelief)
can't be trus. Nol

CHRISTINE
(2 low, urgent voice)
me -~ once and for all ~--

Leonard came home a few minutes
past ten =- he had blood on the
sleeves of his Jacket -- he did
tell me he had killed the womAn.
Only I could save him -- he pleaded
with me e=

SIR WILFRID

And you saved him -- a murderer!

Again, you don't understand -

CHRISTINE

I love him.

She looks off. The
door, where Vole 1s
het in hand. He 1is
been standing there
overheard.

Camera pans to the Barristers!
standing in his trench coat,

smiling complacently. He has

for a littles while, and has

7o
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VOLE

(to Wilfrid)
I told you she was an actress ==
and a good onee =--

(moving easily

toward them) '
I knew she would do something for
ggw-- I just didn't lknow what, or

CHRISTINE *
Leonard...darling!

She starts to embrace him. FHe doesn't respond %o her,
instead looks over her shoulder at Sir Wilfrid.

- VOLE | |
Fooled you campletely, didn't she?

SIR WILFRID
It's you, Vole, who really fooled

mne ==
{violently)
== after thirty-five years -- to
be so stupid and so blind --
- {teara the wi
from his head
== Wilfrid the Foxi

. 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 -
Oh, 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 gnow it.

. CHRISTINE
You can't touch him now =--
nobody can. _ o
~ WILFRID
(passionately)

Yourll pay for this somehow ==
-they!'ll hang you ==
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ho. . VOLE
) No, they won't. As for paying
for it =« let's double your fee ==
?'\ there'll be plenty of money when

the will sces through -- I'm not
cheap -- 1 want everybedy to get
something out of it. There's Janet
MacKenzie -= let's get her that
new hearing ald =-
n?1ooking at -
Wilfrid's thermos)
And a new one of those for you ==~
18 karat gold, if they make one.
(and to Christine)
And when they try you for perjury,
there!ll be 5,000 pounds to get
you off easy-

CHERISTINE

I don't care, Leonard =-- just so
wetll be together again --- you
don't know what I went through
standing in the witness box,
having to face you in the dock
and saying I never loved you =--

(she kisses him, but

he does not respond)
Leonard, what is 1%?

Y

She looks a% him anxiously, then tries to kiss him
again. He draws away, loocking past her. She turns
in the same direction. Miss Plimsoll enters with
the brunette girl.

MISS PLIMSOLL
Sir Wilfrid -- the luggage is in
the car == wetve only 20 minutes
to make the boat trailn --
(then aware of the girl)

- Oh ~- this is a nice young lady

I met in the gallery during the
trigal --

(she stops-adtoundad
- a8 the girl runs to
Vole)

GIRL
Lent Oh, Len! They've been
trying to keep me away from
you -= it's had me nearly crazy--

They kiss, and in marked contrast to Christine's

-
;;\ embrace, Vole returns it with some enthusiasm.
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CHRISTINE
(shocked)
Leonard -~ who is this girl?

GIRL
I'm not this girl -- I'm his
girl =-- tell her, Len.

Vole doesn't reply, grins uneasily at Christine with
& self-conscious shrug. It gradually dawns on Christine.

- ' - - CHRISTINE
Leonard, is this the girl who was
with you in the travel bureau ==~
the girl you said you hardly knew --
didnt't even know her name? -e-

: - GIRL .
That's right -=- that's who I am.

And I know all about you. TYou're
not his wifa; never have bsen.
You're years older than he is.

We've been going together for months
and we'!re going 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 1t 1a,
‘CHRISTINE
Nol
VOLE -
{to the girl)

Come on Diana, let's go.

Miss Plimsoll and Sir Wilfrid are watching the scene.
Sir wilfrid is spinning his monoclea on the ribbon,

_ the-light flashing from it.

Vole and the girl have taken a few steps and are near
the exhibit table when Christine steps forward quickly,
holding Vole by the amm.
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CHRISTINE
(near hysteria)
Leonard, you can't! -- not after
what I've done. I won't let you -~

VOLE
(pushing her away)
You're being silly now. I saved
your life getting you out of
Germany -- you saved mine getting
me out of this mess. So we're ’
even. It's all over.

CERISTINE
Don't, Leonard -- don't leave me.

VOLE
Now pull yourself together. They'll
have you up here for perjury -- don't
make 1t worse or they'll try you as
an accessory, and you kmow what that
moans e

CHRISTINE
(holding on to him)
Let them. Let them try me for
perjury, or an accessory =--
(he shakes himself
loose from her. Her
eyes fall on the flickering
light from Wilfrid's monoocle,
flashing on the blade of
the knife on the exhibit
table)
-= or better yet, let them try me
for murder!? '

She grabs the lmife, lurches after him, and with one
wild swoop plunges the knife into him. He looks at
her as if almost in surprise, then crumples -instantly.
Diana shrieks piercingly. -

Christine stands quietly erect, the lmifs no longer in

her hand. Miss Plimsoll rushes forward, professional

gzrsa :h%t she is, and kneels beside Vole, her hand on
s wrist. :

Sir Wilfrid, still twirling his monocls, turns his eyes

" to the main door, thru which ccme running three court

officers, drawn by the girl's scream- They awoop down
on Christine, surrounding Vole's body.
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Sir Wilfrid sits quietly, watching. From off we

hear an officer crying 106t a doctori" and the sobbing
of Diana. Then Miszs Plimsoll comes to Wilfrid. He
looks up at her.

MISS PLIMSOLL
She killed him.

SIR WILFRID
(shaking his head) '
She executed him.

Sir Wilfrid looks off toward Christine. A policezan 1s
by the body and glving unheard instructions. Two _

policemen start to lead Christine out. Carter, dlstraught
and puzzled, comes in, makes his way to Sir wilfrid.

: CARTER
{not realizing)
I -~ Ilve sent the luggage on
ahead, and Itve got a car walting
outside.

Then Carter gasps as he sees. But Wilfrid's eyes are
still on the big main doors through which the pollce
are just taking out Christine. She stops in the open
doors, looks back at Wilfrid. Miss Plimsoll looks at
wilfrid, then at the doors, then back to him. :

SI. WILFRID
{(to himgelf)
eves & rTemarkable womanl!

CARTER
- You can just barely make the
boat train, Sir wWilfrid.

MISS PLIMSOLL
(softly)
Better bring the luggsge back, _—
and you can dismias the car -=- _
(%o Sir Wilfrid)
== we!re not going yet, are we?

There 1s a long éxchange of looks between the two, then
Miss Plimsoll reaches down for his wig, hands it to him.

SIR WILFRID
(a declaration of love)
Thank you, Miss FPlimsoll.

He gets up with some difficulty and straightens up.



SIR WILFRID
(to Carter)
Get Brogan-Hoore to my chamberss
and have Mayhew there, t0O. We
are appearing for the defense 1in
the trial of Christine Vole.

He moves away from his seat and walks past the Bench to
the barristers' exit, an erect and dignified figare.

Miss Plimsoll looks after him with great pride. She '
suddenly sees the thermos bottle.

MISS PLIMSOLL
(ealling after him)
gir Wilfridl -~ you forgoet your brandyt

He stops, smiling. She grabs ths thermos and takes it

to him qmickly. He puts his arm across her shoulder
as they walk out of the courtroome.

THE END
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