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FADE IN: WO+
EXT. SUBURBAN NEIGHBORHOOD - LONG SHOT - DAY (STOCK)

Bucolic MUSIC sets the tone, while P. T. BARKLEY
croons the tune...

BARKLEY (o.s.).
Far from the madding crowds and
hectic pace. of modern life...

INT. SUBURBAN LIVING ROCM - DAY

Barkley is showing SOLO and ILLYA through the house.
The boys clutch fistfuls of brochures and bocklets.

BARKLEY
Peaceful Haven Estates offers you
.cthe ultimate in suburban living.
;’ (points to brochures)

> i To quote from our Illustrated
<7 , Brochure Number Three... Peaceful
&= * Haven 1s an adventure in serenity.
:f;f SOLO (rummaging through
R brochures)
S hs Number three, did you say? -
— 3
S~ BARKLEY
el It's also in numbers one, two, and
i four.
_g‘f SOLO (peering at
5 brochure)
[y Ah yes, so I see.
f—7]
5w BARKLEY
> And this particular design is one

= of our most popular.

KS) (gestureag

< Spacious, airy, easy to keep clean,
just the thing feor two bachelors
who are locking for....

P.1l
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SOLO
.«s:8erenity,

BARKLEY
Exactly.

(moves toward door)
Believe me, gentlemen, ycu'll
never regret renting a home in
FPeaceful Haven.

S
al}

BARKLEY .

NOT. tO = l"C-.'(:.‘\..,".....,\_.-;n L ey e

at the door.

BARKLEY
To quote from our Illustrated
Brochure Number Two..."Every home
a palace, every resident a king."
Good day, gentlemen. '

He exits, and as the door closes behind him, the
doorknob drops off and CLUNKS to the floor.

SOLO AND ILLYA

SOLO (bowing)
Shall I mend the portcullis, Sire?

ILLYA (crossing)
Allow me -- Sire.

ANOTHER ANGLE

Illya goes to the deoor to re~attach the doorknob.
As he picks it up, we HEAR a XNOCK. He attaches
the knob and opewns the door Lo veveal a MILEEAN
wearing white uniform and holding a standard
milkman's carry-basket.

MILXMAN (toothy smile)
Hello. I'm your milkman.
Sunnyvale Dairy.

ILLYA
We don't drink milk.

2

CONT'D

(2)
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MILKMAN
You don't drink milk? Everybody
drinks milk. It's the American

beverage.

ILLYA
Thanks, but--

Solo approaches.

SOLO
Don't be unpatriotic.

The milkman takes a quart out of his basket and hends
it to Solo.

S0LO
How much?

. MILKMAN .
= Free of charge. It's our welcome
© quart. How about some nice cottage

- cheese?
e LLLYA

f——

" .Z Is that American too?

e MI LKMAN
7.2 u Not as much as milk, but--

< o0 SOLO

.77 Thanks, but we'll skip the cottage
cheese.

i MILKMAN

. Would you like me to put you on
my regular route?

ILLYA
- Wetll let vou know.

MI LKMAN
Okay.
(touches cap)
And welcome to Peaceful Haven.

He leaves and they close the door.

ILLYA _
We'd better call headquarters,

Solo hands Illya the milk bottle and takes out his
Communicator.

P.3
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ON ILLYA 5

He puts the milk bottle down on a nearby table.

ON -SOLO Univoors o7 SR SOL LR -
N - N L . - I -,
PIRAVFICIVE vi S S ML LI SRS S UV AT ST VI

with Communicator.

SOLO
Open Channel D.

WAVERLY (o0.s., filtered)
Yes, Mr. Sclo.

S50L0
We've officially established our-
selves in suburbia, sir.

INTERCUT WITH INT. WAVERLY'S OFFICE - DAY 7-10
Waverly on communicator.

WAVERLY
Good. Any sign of THRUSH?

SOLO (0.s., filtered)
Not yet, sir.

WAVERLY
You'd better be prepared for the
fact that THRUSH may be in the
vicinity. It won't take them long
to pick up-~=~~

He is interrupted by an EXPLOSICH which we HEAR
OVER THE RADIO.

WAVERLY .(urgent)

Mr. Solo...Mr. Solo... s
(£lips switch on radio)
Emergency priority. Dispatch an
armed squad to 1407 Cranberry

Street immediately.
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INT, LIVING ROOM - SOLO AND ILLYA 11
As we left them, but wisps of smoke now hover in the
air, and they are both covered with milk, as ave the
walls, ceiling, floor, and everything else in sight.
SOLO
I'm glad we didn't get the
cottage cheese...
12-22 OUT

_ \..-.FADE OUT
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FADE IN:
INT. SOLO

10-26-66
ACT ONE

~ILLYA HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Solo is carpet sweeping, picking up slivers of

glass, et
the debri
Waverly o

c. Illya is likewise cleaning up some of
s of the explosion, maybe dusting, etc.
bserves their handiwork.,

_ SOLO (as he sweeps)
Anyway, sir', we've learned a valu-
able lesson. Beware of strangers

.jwho come bearing gifts.

.

-

s

~
-
— v

-'_:)v
2
P
o
<

He picks

WAVERLY _
I hope that little incident won't
make you too distrustful cf your
neighbors, gentlemen. You will,
of course, establish friendly
relations with them.

SCLO
Of course. Between explcosions...

WAVERLY
Mmmm. -
(notices something)
There's a piece of glass right over
there, Mr. Solo.

SOLO
Oh, thank you.

it up.

WAVERLY -
Friendly relations with the natives,
after all, will help vyou in your
search for Dr. Rutter.

ILLYA
Uh, you gentlemen have been through
all this, but it's new to me. Could
I ask who Dr. Rutter is and why he
disappeared?

SOLO
He's a Danish scientist. Dropped
out of sight about ten years ago,
apparently of his own free will....

P.6
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WAVERLY
+..When he bad almost completed a

-fevolutionary formula in the field
of anti-matter,
Illya reacts. Obviously he knows what anti-matter
s -~ and what the ramificaticns might be.

ILLYA (a beat)
QAlmOStnooaOf d d he?

")
3
s WAVERLY
I would think he did....And with-
scientific world boe-

] :

.1 drew from tha

5 cause he fearad the consequences.
bl

..

= SCLO
2 At least; that's the assumption that
-+ THRUSH is going under.

WAVERLY
Yeg...Dr. Rutter's formula could

give THRUSH mcre power than zn en-
senai of nJLEECL WEADOLT - - ..

tire arcsenai
lemen are Lo

Which is why you gent
find Dr. Rutter before they do.

S L-"‘."l\—-'l

el d o

"y

UC rL:;J.- .'l. I

Ui

ILLYA
< Is there a picture of him?
= WAVERLY (nods)
= Age four-snd-a-half,
ILLYA
Then what do we have to go on?

SOLO
For one thing, we know hefs here.
He sent a letter to a cclleague in
Vienna with a Pzaceful lioven post-
mark. We also kncw ke suffers from
Humboldt's Syndrome, the only treat-
ment for which is a drug called
diazin.... That might be of scme

help.

»'su

WAVERLY

Very good, Mr. Solo.
%p01pts)
There's ancther piece of glzss over

there.
SOLG (picking 1t up)

Thank you.

P.7

23-26
CONT 'D
(2)
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23-26
CONT'D

< WAVERLY
(3)

[

F'm genuinely sorry that we can't
., Provide you with a maid to take
= scare of things like this. But I'm
cafraid the Accounting Department

1" Swould never permit it.

L

'

2 ILLYA
TT'-f;We understand.
3 WAVERLY

21 hope so. Frankly, Mr. Solo never
struck me as the suburban type.

i

.3
3
2 SOLO
;ug ~An U.N.C.L.E. agent is -- ah -~ very
- © adaptable.
=3

ILLYA
Napoleon and I have an arrangement.

[}
2
He'll do the cleaning and I'1l do
the cooking.
0LO (to Illvi)

S -
. L ok"_‘: "
Which reminds me. What are we hav-
ing for dinner tomight -~ mother?

ljli-f'i;“,':.'..i’r' -'.f.{ .

s =2
-y “—
o )
: <

Illya gives him a withering glance.

ILLYA
I was thinking of making an omelette.

Y
If you'll bring back some eggs.

SOLO
. How many?

i

TILLYA
Two dozen?

SCLO
Two dozen?

ILLYA (shrugs)
I don't know. I've never made an
omelette before.

WAVERLY
I think I'd better leave, gentlemen.

Before I'm asked to stay for dinner.

AR

(to Solo)
I trust, Mr. Solo, that you'll check
o the local drug store -- =zbhout diazin?
' SOLG

Yes, sir. Right sway.
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ILLYA {to Solo)

I hope you'll have time to make the
beds first.
Cn Solot's loock -- and Waverly's:
212 PAN TO:

INT. DRUGSTORE - DAY

FLETCHER is behind the counter.
rying mop.
. FLETCHER
Can I help ycu?

5010
I need a bottle of ammonia.

FLETCHER
Q0f course.

As Fletcher ostensibly looks for ammonia on the
back shelves, Solo tries to plant a bug near the
phone on the counter. Simultaneously, Fletcher
is aiming what appears to be a gun at Solo, the
weapon pointed through the shelves.

Fletchey fires. We hear a click. It's only a

Over all this:

camera,g
- SOLO
2= Just moved in. I'm working at the
-5 chemical plant in Northbrook.
= FLETCHER -
.. . Aha. Must be interesting work.
I SOLO
> Very dull.
- 35 (beat)
R Although we're working on scomething
PRI in your field right now.
3 ' FLETCHER
W And what's that?
" SOLO

A new process for the manufacture
of a drug called diazin. I don't
suppose you get many calls lor It.

Solo enters car--

The suspense
mounts. . Sclo plants his bug, unseen by Fletcher.

23-26
CONT 'D
(4)

27
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3 FLETCHER (bringing 27
L R ammonia) CONT'D
i : " HBever got any calls for it. DMust (2)
e %e a pretty rare drug. '

: SOLO (shrugs)
! . w ¥ 1 don't know. I just make the
-~ - 7 stuff. Ha ha.

7 FLETCHER

- ¥ Ha ha.
; S
| o7 | SOLO
s How much do I owe you?
w3 FLETCHER
RN Thirty-nine cents.
Coy

éfSolo gives him a bill. Fletcher rings it up.

L FLETCHER (handing
him change)
Come back again.

SOLO (leaving)

Ch I will.
As Fletcher watches him leave, his smile fades.
FanN '
FLETCHER (grim, to
himself)
I'11l bet you will.
ANOTHER ANGLE : . 27X1
He picks up the phone and dials.
' FLETCHER
Miss Witherspoon? Fletcher. That
U.N.C.L.E. agent wsg just here---
asking questions about diazin. I
thought you ocught to know.
INT. THRUSH LIVING ROOM - CLOSE ON MISS WITHERSPOON - 27X2
DAY
Talking on the phone. Miss Witherspeoon is a prim
ex~schoolteacher who wears old-maid clothes, wire
o rim glasses, and hair swept back in a bun. In one

hand she holds a WOODEN BLACKEOARD POINTER.
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Chgs. 10-31-66 P.11
FMISS WITHERSPOON ' 27X2
Indeed I ought, Mr, Fletcher. Indeed COXT'D
T ought. Did you get his picture? (2)

FLETCHER
I sure 4did,

11SS WITHERSPOON
Excellent. He will be tzken care of
in due time,

As she hangs up, PULL BACK to show the Purple Valley milkmen,
BARROWS, Sweat pours down his face; he is obviously paralyz-
ed with fear of his prim instructress, Miss Witherspocn talks
to him as sh€would a small boy in cless, tapring the point-
eT in her hand.

oY

-~

f- ) MISS WITEERSPOON (to Milkman)
: mow Barrows, Ifve wzrned you before zbout
f ; falllng to do your assignments properly.

BARROWS (shaking)
But Miss Witherspoomn, I tried my best,

MISS WITHERSFOON
B I'm afraid that's no excuse; Barrows.

[ON MISS WITHERSPOON ‘ 27X3

MISS WITHERSPOON
We must maintain discipline.

We EEAR a CLICK as she presses a button on the pointer,
and a KNIFE zppears at the end of it, Barrows tenses.
As the suspense mounts, Miss Witherspoon presses the
button zgain and the knife retracts.

MIES WITHERSEPOON
Very well., If11l gzve you another
chance. You're very foriunate,
Barrows -- that I'm such a gentle
and forgiving soul.

ZIP PAN TO:
INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY . 28
Solo has Just entered, carrying mop and a—mcnia.

S0L0 (calls)
i1lya?

ILLYA (0.s.3 calling)
I'm in the kitchen.
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INT. BEDROOM - DAY 29

The bed has been pushed against the wall, and the
place has been converted into an operational room.
} ’ Illya is peering out the window with a pair of

- binoculars. Against one wall is a radio receiver.
Solo enters and puts down his sundries.

= - SOLO
Anything interesting?

ILLYA (lowering

_ binoculars)
T The lawn across the street has
‘,%f a lot of crabgrass.
%“ SOLO
i Oh. Too bad... By the way,
i ' I bugged the druggist.

Illya goes over to the radio receiver and ﬁlips a
& switch. 5

o D
e . ' U%j jnleaVaih it
4 : NS FLETCHER {(0.s., filtered)
: -~ That'll be thirty-nine cents,
-; ~please.

. S SOLO :
e = There seems to be a run on ammonia.

'I "I‘
A1

¥l ILLYA (looks at-

L Ff sundries)

o - Where are my eggs?

.’{."—5—‘.::" )

L -7 . SOLO

o 7 Uh-oh. Sorry.

et 5 )
3 ILLYA (angry)
& How do you --
D

3

9 SOLO (cutting in)

< Relax. I'll borrow some from
= one of our friendly neighbors.

Solo leaves and Illya resumes his peering at the
window.

* INT. BHTSY!S KITCHEN - DAY .30

P,

There ie 2 kropk at the ¥itchen docls  Zolay
. answers 1t. It's Sole. )
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3

‘.;“" e ;

Fello.

SOLO (a beat of
surprised pleasure)
Ah, hello. I'm your new neil

: RETSY
Oh, yes -- I heard.
{(extends her hand)
I'm Betsy Wilson.

SOLO (shzlking)
Nepoleon Soclo.

MAW U.N.C.L.E.-
10-31-66 P.13
30
CoRT ™)
(23

ghbor.

There is a beat as Solo looks her over admiringlye.

[y
73

.;  smile}
-:I¥¢ you -- uh -- want to borr
. & cup of sugar?

ETSY {a nervous

S SOLO :
':;:"Ar{fll, NOe oo IlOt E}Z'E.C'.Zl}'. “s
~you're close.

! BETSY
Milk?
> SOLO
- How are you fixed for eggs?
- '
3 BETSY
LA Come on in,..
L (as Solo enters)
- How many do you need?
(@]
5 S0LO
= Four dozen?

_ BETSY (laughs as
she opens regrigerator)
Will six do?

S0L0
T think so.

ow

S ST
SUe
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ANOTHER ANGLE 31
Solo leans over the flower box on the window sill.
SOLO (calling)
Nice flowers.
EETSY
Thank you. They!'re my hobby.
2
W]
CLOSE ON SOLO 7 32
He begins fiicking the petezls on a daisy. ;i
: SOLO (to himself)
She loves me, she loves me not... i
WIDER ANGLE 33
+ Betsy comes up with a half dozen.eggs. N
SOLO (holds up the -
- daisy and pulls the last S
petal) e T
- . She loves me. S
_-,,_,". ..__,—.-5}
iy BETSY (flirting 2
. a little) =
tﬁj But do you love her? =
i SOLO (leaning closer)
o Can you doubt it?
* Betsy looks past him, calls to someone who has passed outcside.
BETSY
Ci, Mar. Willoughby --
33K1
the

REVERSE ANGLE
A dignified gentleman pops his head threough

kitchen door.

% o~
hes,

o
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Suburbia MAN
Chgs.
ANGLE
BETSY (trying to sound stern)
Come in, Mr. Willoughby.
(as he enters)
I have a bone to pick with you.
WILLOUGHEY
Good evening, Betsy.
) BETSY
Now, don't try to change the subject...
WILLOUGHBY
Ah, dear Betev!. You look so pretty
when you're angry.
i~
2 BETSY
‘nfou've got to stop coaching my
.E?EEtudents in their arithmetic lessons. -
<o
s 2 WILLOUGHBY
& 3 Was I wrong again?
U BETSY
03 I hacd to give them Ffs.
-3 . WILLOUGHBY (shaking his
\ o head sadly)
-7 This new math! I'll never get it
3 through my head. '
. ; (looks at Solo.)
e
ia BETSY
ég 2 I beg your pardon. This is --7?
QJ v
3 SOLO
— Solo. Napoleon Sclo.
2
BETSY (to Solo)

Mr. Willoughby's our music teacher.

WILLOUGHBY
I rent a little room over Betsy's

garage... -4 pleasure meeting you,

Mr. dolc... And now, if youfll
excuse me, it's bedtime.

. SOLO ‘
You must be an early riser. It's
still daylight. :

WILLOUGHBY

You know the old saying, Mr. Solo...
karly to bed and early to rise makes

you ~- what 1s it?

oINS}
-..Healthy, wealthy end wise?

U.N.C.L.E.

P.15
34
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WILLOUGHBY (shakes his
head)
Yes... It's not really true, you
know. :
(smiles)
But of course I suppose there's
still time...

Willoughby exits with a wave as Solo and Betsy nod.
SOLO
~ By the way, can you make an
’ omelette?

>3 BETS

:%_g Of course. Why?
5 SOLO
Yo Hrmmmste « « |
SRR o | ZIP PAN TO:

CUINT. KITCEEN -~ ANGLE QU SOLO AND ILLYA - NIGHT

J_JJ_( -t

f§ They are watching while Betsy whips up an omelette
g‘éht the stove o.s.
£ TLLYA
= I am perfectly capable of making
<2 a simple omelette.
3
<

SOLO

Yes, but you don't look as good
in an apron.

WIDER ANGLE - INCLUDE BETSY

working at the stove.

SOLO

Tell us more about Mr. Willoughby,
Betsy.

BETSY (stirring a pot)
He's a dear old man. His Danish
name is Wil-helm-boegh, but no one
could pronocunce it properly, so...
(breaklnp off)
Oh, this is the wrong spoon!

P.16
34

COHT'D
(2)

36
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SOLO
You're working in the dark. Let's
have some lights.

Solo switches on the lights.

~ BETSY (squinting at

J the overhead light)

I don't know why, but I just
~hate it when the lights g2 on.
J

> SOLO

7 When you were little; maybe you
> had to go to bed then -~ like
= Mr., Wil-heim-boegh.

ap ' BETSY

'f No. It's only recently --
5 (drops spoon)
e There! Now I've dropped it!
P SOLO
o2

Allow me --

:faJThey both bend for the spoon and collide. Betsy gets
o the spoon and Solo gets her hand. She pulls her hand
— away and loses her balance. Solo catches her.

E? Suddenly she flares in a rage.

BETSY
Let go of me! What am I going
here?

She spins away from an astonished Sclo, her eyes
frightened and accusing. In doing so, she trips.
This time it's Illya's turn to catch her.

BETSY (to Illya)
Take your hands off me -- do you
hear?!

ILLYA
I thought you were falling.

BETSY
Keep away from me! Keep away.

SOLO
Betsy, what is it...?

As a baffled Solo moves teward her, hands out-
stretched to soothe her, she clobbers him with the
heavy stirring spoon.

P.17
36
CONT'D
(2)
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>
7 ILLYA (to Betsy, 36
3 quite startled by all this) COUT!D
7 Look, Miss,...He didn't mean (3)
el anything.,
2
5 EETSY
,f I'11l scream!
2 ' : '
g ILLYA
- Betsy -

3 :
She SCREAMS at the top of her lungs as she backs

Jtoward the kitchen door.

INT . WILLOUGEBY'S ROCM - DUSK _ 36X1
Willoughdby, dn a robg is about to climb into ted

when he reacts to Betsy's o.s. SCREAM. He gquickly
ties his robe and rushes for the door.

BACK TO SOLO-ILLYA KITCHEN ' 36X2

Both Illya and Solo -- the latter showing no effects

from being hit by the stirring spoon -- have grabbed
Betsy by now, are trying desperately to soothe the
crazed glrl.

S0LO
Easy, Betsy. Look, we were
only trying to..s.

She fights like a tigress.

BETSY
Let me go! Let me go!

TLLYA
" Maybe we shculd call a decctor.

S0LO
We'd bet¥er get her home first.
As it is, we're in a rather .=
ah -- compromising position.

Over this, they have been easing her toward the
door to:
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EXT. SOLO-ILLYA HOUSE . DUSK 37

Exiting, the boys drag Betsy with them as gently as
possible,

SOLO
You'll be all right. Just
relax NoOWeose

ILLYA
You'll be home in just a
minute, Miss,

The tension seems to coze out of her. She relaxes
perceptibly,

BETSY
What -~ what's happened?

She looks at Solo and Illya blankly,., They release ;'
their holds on her. At this moment Willoughby R
comes rushing up, Wllloughby eppears in the doorway. -

WILLOUCHESY (in grect
alarm) _
What is it, chilid? What are
they doing to you?

Betsy has managed to subside thoroughly by now. ;
BETSY |

I - I don't know, Mr, Willoughby. L
I don't know wha% possessed me., -

Mr, Willoughby looks at the boys questioningly. _;

SOLO o
I was helping her pick up 2 sgpoon. °

(o,

BETSY (to Willcughby) £
That's all he was doing, really,

WILLOUGHBY |
The whole neighborhoodfs acting
jittery lJately. Tempers flaring
«oePeople losing control...

S0OLO
You mean that isn't normal
suburban living?
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WILLOUGHBY {mock 37
R offense) CONT'D
‘Mr. Soclo -- haven'’t you read the ‘ (2)
“brochures?

BETSY (to Sclo)
2 I'm ewfully sorry ... I hope
7 you'll forgive me.

Moy h

SOLO
Werll fecrgive yeu 1f yeu’il join
us for dinner .. at a restaurant.

. ' © BETSY

- Oh, I can‘t. There's a meeting at

! the school tonight. As a matter of
fact it's about this very thing ....
why our nerves are on edge all the

“ 3 time. -
iy
3w WiLLOUGHBY
I've heard everything from air
polleticn o Martianz.

-2
2
3
< . BETSY
Would you like to ccme?

Solo and Illya exchange glances.

SOLO
Weld love to.

BETSY
And,; come to think of it, vou
should, too, Mr. Willoughby.
It's your civic duty.

WILLCUGHBY
Mv penance? For mzking 511 your
studenis fall in arithmetic.
(smiles}
All right, give me a few minutes
to get dressed.

BETSY (laughing; to

the toys) _
I'11 be ready in a jiffy.

INT. U.N.C.L.E. KITCHEN - NIGHT 33

Solo and Illya come back to the center of the
kitchen, under the strong light.

SOLO {ang;ily)
You had teo have an cmelette!
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é . He flicks

10-26-66

ILLYA (angrily)
You had to feorget the eggs!

SOLO :
Well, I did hzve a few other things
to do, you know!

ILLYA
And I'm sure you bungled them all

. In your usual manner.

off the overhsad light and they move into

the .¢omparatively dark living rcom.

: e
. -

.y
- ~
T

Ty
T

rue, we

SOLO
Wait a minute. Now we’'re doing
it,' tOO.

ILLYA {exasperated)
What do you mean ‘weire doing itI"

S0LO
We're starting to act like BRetsy
cid.e.. '

;7 0n Tllya's look of realizaticn that this is indeed
t

ZIP PAN TO:

< EXT. SCHOOL - NIGHT =~ (STOCK) - TO ESTABLISH

INT. SCHOOL AUDITORIUM - NIGHT

Barkley is addressing a crowded rcom.

BARKLEY
let me wepeat: The Poard of
Health assures me there’s nothing
wrong with the water, the milk,
the food, the climate ==

WILLCUGHBY
Maybe it's a wind like the
Foehn in Bavaria.

BARKLEY (emphatic)
There are nc depressing winds
in Peaceful Haven Estates.,

IRATE tian
Oh yveah? I'm listening te one
right now!

F.21
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CONT'D
(2)
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ON ILLYA, SOLO, RETHY, AN UTLIOUGHRY . 40
in that order.

SOLO {re Willoughby)
I notice this isn't in the brochures.

BETSY (annoyed)
Do you have to be =5 sarcastic?

ILLY4 {sharoly)
He's always sarcastic.

S0L0 (equal
You're stilil rankled
omelette, aren 't you?

IRY;
about that

WILLCUGHRY
We all seem to be rankled, don't
we?

INT. TERUSHE LIVIKG EOCx - RiILuT 3

ANGLE - ON TELEVISION SCREEN. We see the
meeting. Th§ CAMERA DRAWS BACK to include
Fletcher ang MISS WITHERSPOON watching the TV

set. N 5
&3
PO MISS WITHERSPCON
i3 (patiently, as 1.f to a
o child) :
. 1t way seem very amusing to drive
~ . [ people to distraction, Jonathan,

s  but what good 1s it dCCOﬁplxshlng,
if we can‘c find Lyman Rutcer? -

3 FLETCHER

5 As Tive explained, Mics WiZherspoon --
J_.J
R MISS WITHERSFCON
S (cutting him short)
=Y Yes, I know about Hurboldt's Syndrome
R and diazin. But can we be sure our

present neasures will produce an attack?

FLETCHER
You're watching the symptoms we
produce in s¢- cslled normal neople ==
2ll comparatively hermless. of courvrse
-~ but in a mgn euffering Lfrom lum-
boldts Syndrcme. they could prove
fatal. He would try to get the
medicine scmehew. &nd when he does,
wolve pob him.
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1SS WITHRERSFOON 41
I do hope so, Jenathan. Until now CONT'D
‘I haven't had to discipline you =- (2)

but there is & first time.

Fletcher blanches at the prospect.

RESUME - MEETING 42
BSRKLEY {shouting
angrily)
Feazceful Heven Estares i: en ideal
place to live! &
oz
MAN (shouting back) RN
Fezaceful Haven Estates is an ideal Ty
looney bin? ' R
ANGLE ON BETSY AND WILLOUGHBY : o 43
WILLOUGHBY (looking 7
i11) i
You'll have to excuse me,; Betsy. B
I'm not feeling very well. N g’
He stands up to leave. - ;g:f
BETSY | R
Do you want me to come with o7
you, Mr. Willoughby? é?
WILLOUGHBY <
No, no, my dear. I°11 be. all
right.
Pe steris away, waviws a biv. Beisy looks at the
boys. "Solc ncds and all three rlse and accompany
Willoughby down the aisle, Betsy gently holding his
arm. :
44 OUT
CLOSE ON BARKLEY 45

BARKLEY (pcints
at Willouphby )
Rats! Rats deserting the ship!
Welva pot to 2ll cull tegether,
or we'll all heng separately!
We've got to make Peaceful Haven
neaceful apain:




FADE OUT:

EXD ACT ONE

suburbia  MAN U.ILC.L.E,
Chgse 10-31-66 T.24
CLOSE ON THE QU/RTET MOVIRG DOWH THz ALSLE 46
RESUME - THRUSH LIVIRG Al 47
Witherspoon and Fletcher watching the screen on
which is a SHOT of the quartet.
FLETCHER (pointing)
There they are. Those two L.N.C.L.E.
agencs.
Miss Witherspoon gets up and goes to the TV set.
switches channels, and a picture of Barrows appezars.
He is in Qﬁé lab downstairs.
. )
PN MISS WITHERSPOON:
-~ 5 Barrows!
; BARROWS (looks toward CAMERA)
< Yes, Miss Witherspoon?
E K MISS WITHERSPOON
- Thet one more chance I szid Ifd
A~ give YOUewes You will nave 1T
- tomorrow morning. I want those
7 U.N.C.L.E. agents out of thc nelghborhood.
.. ,7CLOSE ON TV SCREEN 48
"b;é: To show Barrows' gruesonie smile of anticipation.
: D o
gUS RARRUWS
%? Don't worry, Miss Witherspoon,
they'll be way out.
49 OUT
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ACT TVO

FADE IN:
EXT. FRONMT DOCR U.N.C.L.E. HCUSE - DAY

A BREADMAN with basket is ringing the doorbell.

BREADMAN (calls)
Breednan!

Door opens and Illya appears.

gf, BREADMAN (hands him
> a loaf)
-One load of raisin rye.
e

;E ILLYA (looks at breed)
5z I don't like raisin,

P

s BRREADMAN
- . - ‘ -
- sreln., v ool Tl e

You order T& A Y

Ty
!

) ILLYA
But I didn't order raisin.

IR BREADMAN
i What did you order?

ILLYA
Nothing.

= D . BREADMAN {(checks order

book)
Is this 1407 Cranberry Street?

ILLYA

Ves,

BREADMAN
Then you ordered raisin.

He departs.

CLOSE ON ILLYA
Cocking a very suspicious eye at the loaf of bread

P.25
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INT. U.N.C.L.E. RITCHEN -~ DAY ' 52X2

Illye ENTERS SHOT - moving quickly - ard hurrics
over to the sink. He throws in the loaf of bread
and begins running water ‘into the sink.

TIGHTER SHOT 5213

Illya leans over the sink - watching the water £ill
it. Now Solo ENTERS SHOT and leans over his shcul-
der to look into the sink.

SOLO
Mzking bread pudding?

ILLYA
Remember the milk?

SOLO
Moo .

ILLY! :
This is supposed to be a loaf of g
raisin rye. I never even heard of "
raisin rye. _ ‘ g

Solo lifts the bread out of the sink.

ILLYA {continued)
What are you doing?

SOLO . _ e
1 ordered it. B

ANOTHER ANCLE : A S52¥4

Sclo opens the wrapper and extradts a very soggy
slice of bread.

SOLO (deposits the
mess in Illya's hands)

Would you mind ordering me another
loaf?

Solo EXITS SHOT. 1Illya frowns, puts dovn the mess
and picks up a nearby wall phone.

LIP TAN TO:
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INT. WILLOUGHBY'S APARTMENT - DAY 5245

Willoughby is sitting in a chair, looking very sick,
while a concerned Betsy hovers over him.
- BETSY
Let me call a doctor, tir. Willoughby.

WILLCUGHBY
It's nothing, Betsy,

,-

o
W

"

BETSY
But you look worse today than N
vou did last night. S

WILLOUGHBY o
No, no, it will pass. R

We HEAR a KNOCK &t the door. - -

ANOTHER ANGLE ®D ‘ =3

as Betsy goes to the door and admits Solo, who is
a little surprised to f£ind her there.

SOLO :
Oh, hello. I just dropped by to
talk to Mr. Willoughby about, ah
-~ music.

BETSY
Well, I'm afraid Mr. Willoughby is -~

ANOTHER ANGLE - INCLUDE WILLGUGHBY 54

At the sight of Selo, Willoughby cireighicnc up a=
pretends to be in the pink.

UILLOUGHBY (inter-
rupts Betsy)
-- is delighted to see you, Mr. Solo.

He hops up and skips to the piano.

WILLOUGHBY
Always delighted to talk about rnwusic.
(riffling the keys)
i'ere zre charms o soothe the cavaze
breast, eh, lr. Solo?
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£0L0 (approeches 54
piano, glances at Detsy) COUT'D
It depends on who's soothing. (2)

WILLOUGHBY (smiles)
Of course, of course. An o0ld music
teacher can't compete with a lovely
young math teacher.

S0L0 {casual)
Have you always Deen a2 music teacher,
Mr. Willoughby?

VILIOUGEZEY {melcdically,
to accompaniment)
Always, always, always...
. (speaks§
Well, actuelly, I was on the stzge
@n my younger days.

~
iT
S

5 SOLO
2 Really?

WILLOUGEIBY
I was a child prodigy, you know.
I can still remember my first con-
cert--Copenhagen--on my eighth birth-
day.
(faraway look)
The lights...the crowd...end me on
my little stool on that huge stage...
(sings with gusto, in DANISH)
Yes sir, that's my baby, nmo sir,
don't mean maybe, yes sir, that's
my baby now. Ah, the good old days.
SCLO -
I don't suppose in the good old days
vou learmed anything about, for
ingtence...
(watching him closely)
..the cube root of pi m three.

WILLOCUGHBY

Ah, the ~ube root of pi m three.
An old favorite cf mine.

(sings with gusto)
Oh, the cube root of pi m thrce,
is the only girl for ne, I will love
her eternally, she's the cube voot
of pi m three.

(to Selo) ,
They don't write that sort of music
any more, lir. Solo.

ZIP PAN TO:




Solo approaching. As he nears the door, we HEAR a
loud EXPLCSION, and the door is blown open, emit-
ting clouds of smoke. B5o0lo draws his gun and

dashes into the smoke.

P.29

10-26-66
EXT. U.N.C.L.Z. FRONT DCOR - DAY 54X1
Another Breadman is at the door, which Illya opens.
This Breeadman is BARRGYS.
ILLYA
Raisin rye?
BARRCUWS
Yup.
ILLYA (takes loaf)
Thanks.
He closes the door, holds the bread thoughtfully for
& moment, shrugs, moves toward the kitchen, pauces,
holds the bread up to his ear. He appears satis-
fied, resumes walking toward kitchen.
CUT TO:
=
O
3 |
.. ZTEXT. U.K.C.L.E. HOUSE - DAY 55
f;E{The Breedman (Barrows) climbs into his truck.
. ::- _'_ I\O[ WD lepivuuned St aerwa Greadioeis ereinaulls
" - ANGLE - AT BACK DOOR 55%
- " =Solo, coming from Willoughby's place, sees the
. .. = Breadman o.s., waves cheerily.
1Y BACK TO BREADMAN - 55%2
:g f He waves bacl: with equal cheer and drives off.
=
S ANGLE AT BACK DOOR 55X
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INT. U.N.C.L.E. KITCHEN - DAY

Smoke-filled. The counter on which the bread lay
is partially demolished, and the surrounding area
is bleckened. Illya stands surveying the damage.
Solo rushes in.

INT.

He is lying on the couch, locking even sicker than

SOLO
What happened?

ILLYA
Raisin rve.
SOLO (picks a raisin
off Illya's lepel)
Sorry.

ZIP PAN TO:

WILLOUGHBY'S APARTMENT - DAY

before.

head.

~

Y

¢t
A

Betsy is spplyving 2 comprecs fo nis fcre-

o/

i L

~
B
& WILLOUGHBY

R
SThank you, my dear.

BETSY
Why didn’t you want Mr. Solo
to know you were sick?

WILLOUGHBY
Betsy, are you a strong girl?
Because I must tell you some
terrible things about myself. -

BETSY
What could peossibly be so tervilkle
about you, Mr. Willoughby?

WILLOUGHBY
That the police are after me.
(beat)
And I'm positive Mr. Solo is a
policeman. :

BETSY
What for, Mr. WUilloughby?

56

57-60 Ol
61
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WILLOUGHBY

Ah, what for. Yes.

{(takes her hand)
You must be strong.

(she nods, he locks

at the ceiling)
For Gretchen in Trieste, for Marla
in Prague, and for Susie in Red
Rank, New Jersey.

(a beat, while Retsy

stares wide-eyed)
I am a trigamist, my dear.

RETSY
No.

WILLOUGHBY
Yes, it's true. Youthful indiscre-
“tions. The fact of the matter is,
iBetsy, I eam a wezk man. Whenever
“ a charming voung lady asked me to
- marry her --

b (shrugs)

I coulan't sey 0.

BETSY
How awful ~ I guess.

WILLOUGHBY

? I am being hunted by the police of

three countries.

BETSY
Why dont't you just...confess,
Mr. Willoughby?

WILLOUGHRY
Confess! In Prague, trigamy is a
capital c¢rime. I1'd be hanged! And

et ¥r. Solo has o very Czechselo-

vakian lock about him.

BETSY
Well, you don't have to worry about
me, Mr. “illoughby. Your three
secrets are safe with me.

WILLOUGHBY
Then I must ask you for one more
favor, Betsy.

BETSY
Anything.

61
CO4T'D
(2)
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6l

WILLOUGHBY
The illness you see is a disease CONT'D
called Humboldt's Sygdrome. . (3)

(produces paper
The only antidote is a drug called
diazin. But the druggist must not

know itfs for me ~- it might give
me away to Mr. Solo.

BETSY (takes
prescription) ‘
Don't worry, Mr. Willoughby. No
one will know.

WILLOUGHBY
Betsy...can you forgive me my.

Gwild oats?

23
_!..’?

= BETSY (hesitant) -

" <What about Marla, Gretchen, &nd
? =Susie. Shouldn't you at least
. Twrite them?

WILLOUGHEBY
I will write them.

LARY)

. 'é‘

T Wil

Youtre right.

BETSY
Then I forgive you.

WILLOUGHBY (takes

her hand) ,

What a wonderful,.girl you are,
Betsy. So kind, so full of com-
passion, the kind of girl a men
.should marry.

BETSY (stands up

quickly)
I'd, uh -- I'd better get your

orescription, Mr. Willoughby.
ZIP PAN TO:

o glivieg

.U

v

(e i

i
i

Fepicdye

oy

1!

62

INT. DRUGSTORE -~ DAY
Betsy in front of the counter, Fletcher giving her

a bottle of pills.
FLETCHER
Diazin is a pretty rare drug.
Could I ask who it's for?
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BETSY | 62
itt's for...ah...Mr. Barkley. %O?T‘D
. ) 2
FLETCHER

The real estete agent?

BETSY (niods yes)
How much do I owe you?

INT. U.N.C.L.E. BEDRGO: 63
Illyva and Soln sre.iistening to the conversation
from their radio set.

)

RN g FLETCHER (o.s. filtered)
{r jThree thirty-nine.
cR
i) ILLYA
< So you were wrong about Willoughby.

0
e SOLO

7 Lookes 1liks 4%, Rut
red herring.

R ILLYA
: We!d better put the herring in
the barrel, just in case.

: SOLO

< _ All right. You start QOperation
L Pickup. I'm going to do a little
more snooping eround.

INT. DRUGSTORE 64
Fletcher on the phere, talking in guerded tones.

FLETCHER
It's Barkley, the real estate agent.

INT. THRUSH HEADQUARTERS =~ INTERCUT 65
Miss Witherspoon on the phone, Barrows in b.g.

MISS WITHERSPOON
Barkley? Are you sure?

FLETCHER
The incidence of lumboldt's Syndrome
is one in twenty~five miliion. Those
are pretty good odds.



"lhzs,

MISS WITHERSFOON
All right. We chail begin Cperation
Pickup.
(hangs up, to Barrows)
Absolutely your last chance,
Barrows. -

EARROUS

Yes, Miss Witherspoon.

ZIP PAN TO:

EXT. REAL ESTATE TRAILER - DAY

A small house trailer, used zs a movable office by -’
the real estate'compeny. Blzzoned on the side is:
"PEACEFUL HAVEN ESTATESY, and underneath, the
slogan: VAN ADVENTURE IN SERENITY.Y

INT. REAL ES FTE TRATLER - DAY

Barkley is “mtchlﬂg et a prospect;ve COUPLE. Om
the wall are*plot maps, pictures of houses, etc.
Q 5
P -BARKLEY
- Far from the medding crowds and

.hectic pace of modern life, Peace-
':ful Haven Estates cffers you the
; ultimate in suburban living. I
like to call it...

(beat)

...an adventure in serenity.

MAN
Welre looking for a house, not
g cewctery.

& BARKRLEY

~ 0 0f course. And Peaceful Haven is
bursting with life and excitement.
The chirping birds, the buzzing
bees, the heppy children...

MAN
Children?
(to woman)
You remember those noisy kids in
that last place we lived?

L o dald

65
CONT D
(23

66
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BARPKLEY ' &7
.+.the happy quiet children, tip- - ' SET'D
toeing througﬁ the tulips... ' (1)

MAN
I grow tulips.

BARKLEY
...0bedient children, alweys walk-
ing on the sidewalk, never stepring
on the flowers, heppy just to zun
through the streets with their
PUPTYCOgS. .

MAN (repeating
with emphesis)
I grow tulips, . . .1,

. -5

- ' —r
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-=ian
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BARKLEY

.e..cats that never leave their own
yard, small, quiet, obedient pussyca.s.

WE HEAR the JINGLE of an ICE CREAM TRUCK fxrom
outside. (One of those tinkly tunes plaved by
Good Humor trucks.) C S

MAN
What's that?

BARKLEY
Just an ice cream truck selling
ice ceold happiness to ocur quiet,
obedient children.

SR T e sission.
EXT. STREET joriobs . oinowiio-d et T

s

An ice cream truck is driving slowly by the real
estate trailer., It is perfectly ordinary except
for a TRAILER HITCH protruding from ite rear end.

ANGLE ON TRUCK CABR

Illya-The-Good-Humor-type-Man 1s driving. He
wears the uniform of his adopted profession.

WIDER ANGLE

The truck pulls in front of the trailer and begins
to back up to it.

RESUME - BARKLEY AND CUSTOMERS

RARKLEY
And what's more, Peaceful Haven
has one of the lowest crime rates
in the state.

The trailer SHAKES, as WE HEAR a CLUNK.

MAN
What's that?

P.33
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J\E:L3I_} ilﬂ e I]a[:Y(\ ) 72
r The truck is now MITCHEL TO the trailer, and Illya
N is attaching a LOCK to the trailer door in order to

seal the occupants inside.

RESUMNE - BARKLEY 73
He goes to the door and tries to open it. No go.

BARKLEY (working the
doorknch)
Hello? Hello? Who's thexre? ..

- PR

; RESUHE - ILLYA Mgt = feow- 777 - ”

Having secured the loclk, he returns to the truck,
gets in, and pulls off, dragging his trailer behind
him. And of course, as soon as the truck starts,
that infernal iingly tune beginrs agaid.

(NOTE: The music is geared to the SFKEED OF THE
TRUCK; the faster goes the truck, the faster plays
the music.)

KESUME ~ INSIDE _ : 75

The trailer LURCHES as Illya heuls it cff. Barkley
runs to a window.

BARKLEY (shcuting
out the window)
Stop! Stop thief! -

The man and wemen rermain in their chaivs; they will
remain in them thrcughout the chase.

RESUME -~ OUTSIDE 76

Il1lya begins to build up speed now, and the jingly
tune increases in tempo.

EXT. ADJACENT STREET 77

o ANOTHER ICE CREAM TRUCK driving down it; THRUSH has
Jjoined the Gocd Humor parade.
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SNGLE ON TRUCK CAB

Barrows is at the wheel of this one. He, too, is
dressed 1Iin appropriate unifecrm.

U.M.C.L.E. TRUCK - BARROW'!'S POV

Driving-across an intersection JINGLE JINGLE, with
trailer.

RESUME - BARRCYUS

He guns the motor and scoots after the rival dispenser

of frozen commodities. e e Ty
o C T T riesion.

ON ILLYA Wt o b8
at the wheel of his truck. He glances into the rear
view mirror and sees Barrows followiug. He specds

up -- causing a corresponding increase in the speed

of the JINGLE, which now sounds like a 33 record
played on a 78 turntable.

oy U.N.C.L.E. TRUCK

as it wheels around a corner.

INT. TRAILER

The force of the turn throws Barkley against the wall.
The men and women are helding hands, parvalyzed with
fright. Their two chairs SLIDE ACROSS THE FLOOR as
the trailer turns.

OM THRUSH TRUCK

as it wheels around the same corner.

ON U.N.C.L.E. TRUCK

taking a corner in the opposite direction.

P.35
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INT. TRAILER - ON MAN AND WOMAN

still locked together, they SLIDE BACK ACRGSS THE
TRAILER.

ON THRUSH TRUCK

- .
. . (IR
P O wd H

ON ROTH TRUCRSVOL O =% (&

P L e e

speeding down a street. The THRUSH truck pulls
ABREAST of the U.N.C.L.E. truck.

BARROWS - ILLYA'S POV

through the window. He casts Illya an evil grin.

ILLYA - BARROWS' POV

through window. Trying to get more speed out of the
truck.

RESUME =-- BOTH TRUCKS

The THRUSH truck pulls slightly AHEAD of Illya's
and. ..

THRUSH TRUCK - PAST ILLYA

SHOOTING PAST Illya out the window. The freezer

door in the side of the THRUSH truck pops OPEN and

a THRUSH gunsel appears (in civvies) to take potshots
at Illya. Illya returns the fire while trying to
keep the truck on the road, and scores a bullseye.
The dead gunsel disappears back inside the truck like
a jack-in-the-box, and the door swings shut.

RESUME - BOTH TRUCKS

Now THRUSH pulls directly IN FRCNT of Illya.

P.36
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KEAR OF THRUSH TRUCK - ILLYA'S POV : 94

SHOOTING FRCM the front seat of his truck. The KEAR
freezer door now pops cpen to reveal yet another
THRUSH gunsel. This one, however, is not fooling
with guns; he holds a deadly ICE CREAM BAR in his
hand. TNT delight.

—- t .- ~y

- U
A ot
-l M

i
B RIS 95
L e

CLOSE ON THRUSH

uvt v

Sticking out of the rear door. He holds the ice
cream bar like a grenade, and USING HIS TEETH in the
best John Wayne tradition, he PULLS THE STOCK out

of it, and lobs it toward Illya.

ON ILLYA ' 56

as the ice cream grenade explodes filling the screen
with smoke and forcing Illva to PRAKE hard.

e ANl

Uit Te T ST L eetasian
ON TRUCKS Natin Bl io. 3 === T .

pulled to a stop now, smoke filling the air. Illya
jumps out to do battle with Barrows and another
THRUSH. He dispatches the THRUSH, but Barrows gets
him with a fudgesicle blackjack.

ON TRAILER ' | 98
Barrows goes to the door, SHOOTIS OFF Illya's lock,
and opens it. Past him we can see Barkley and the
petrified customers.
BARRCOWS
Lucky I came along, Dr. Rutter.

You were being kidnapped by a
very shady organization.

ON BARROWS AND CUSTOMERS g6

Huh?

FADE OUT

CD ACT IWO
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FADE IN:

P.33

INT. WILLOUGHBY'S APARTHENT — DAY 160
¥illoughby is cerrying two suitcases across the room
when we hear = KNCCK at the door. He guickly hides
the suiicases behind something or other and sits down
at the piano. He launches into a rendition of "“The
Volga Boatman,” preferably in Russisn, but Danish
will do. VWe A%AR the X¥Xnock again.
WILLOUGHBY (interrupts
his singing)
‘Come 1in,
e resumes the song. N AT
e iesi0f
Ve PP
ANOTHER ANGLE a;sﬂbbc:bsﬁ~- """" 107

Solo enters,

WILLOUGHBY
Ah, Mr. Solo. Do you know The
Volga Beatman?

He sings a line.

SOLO
Very nice.

WILLOUGHBY
What can I do for you?

Solo peregrinates about the room, casually snooping.

S0LO
Just a neighborly visit.

50lo rounds the piano, nearing the hidden suitcoses.
To distract him, Willoughby launches into a rendition
of "The BErie Canzl," in Danish. But Solo spots the
suitcases in spite of the musical flak.

SOLO
Very interesting. I've never heard
"The Erie Canal' in Danish before.
(nods at suitcasegs)
Goirng on a boat trip”




10-26-66 P,39.

SWILLOUGHZY 101
Oh no, just airing them out. OO
(2)
S0LO

I see. You find they have a %ten-
gdency to must?

YILLOUGHBY
Very definitely.

Solo continues his perambulations while Willoughby
tinkles the piano. ~ ;

I S
A

:ﬁt"-\ e ore . e PR LR O] T ur 3
1) l(] T80 [0 i i e e 1 . ' UL Wi \)l]
L O H -
[} .

ON SOLO - 102

He notices a scholarly journal of some sort on a
table. ' :

ON WILLOUGHBY 103

He definitely does not want Solo to loock at that
journal.

WILLOUGHBY. (singing loudly)
Row, row, row your boat, gently ;
down the stream.

(to Solo)
Mr. Solo, shall we try a duet?

RESUHE - SQLO ' 104

He has picked up the journal and is leafing through
it. i

SOLO
Sorry, but I'm tone deaf.
(indicating the journal)
Could I ask why a2 music teacher is
reading the International Journal
of Theoretical Physics?

AIIGLE - BOTH 105

For answer, Willoughby resumes his singing.
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WILLOUGHRBY (sings)
Merrily, merrily, merrily, merrily,
Life is but a dream.

SOLO
And why it's marked at an article
on the theory of anti-matter --
Dr. Rutter?

WILLOUGHBY (sighs)
I suppose eventually someone had
to find me. It might as well be
YOU. e
{a beat)
Do you knew wihy I ren eway?

SOLO {(a beat)
I think I do.

WILLOUGHBY
Yes... I knew what evil men might
do with my discovery.... Ifve spent
the last ten years trying to prevent
the scientific community from
cupliceting 1t. Anonymously, ol
course. The leading authority on
the anti-matter theory -- outside
myself -- is the man who wrote that
article.

SOLO
Your colleague in Vienna to whom
you wrote several months ago.-

WILLOUGHRBY
Yes. I tried to dissuade him from
pursuing his research. But he
pressed on in spite of my plea.
(smiles broadly) N
And reached the counclusions stated
in the article, '

SOLO
In layman's terms?

WILLOUGHBY (exultant)
He concludes that the Rutter Theory
of Anti-Matter is incerrect. It's
marvelous! He's wrong, of course =--
my theory is quite correct., But
after his conclusions, research
along these lines will cease. It
mey be another twenty or thirty
years beferc mankind rodiscovers
anti-matter. And by that time per-
haps they will be in 5 befter nosi-
ticn to cope with at.

P.40
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SOLO (gesturing to 105
suitcases) CCNT'D
Which ig why you feel it's safe (3)

to leave here now.

- WILLOUGHBY

~ Yes. Now I.can return to the

. scientific community and take up
" research in some other area.

SOLO
I suspect Mr. P. T. Barkley may
have a bone to pick with you.

WILLGUGHBY
Why? Have I disturbed his adventure
in serenity?

SOLO
No, but we have.
WILLOUGHBY
We?
S0LO

U.N.C.L.E., Dr. Rutter.... We
kidnepped Barkley == thinking he
was you -- in order to prevent a
rather unscrupulous group from
getting their hands on him.

We HEAR Solo's communicator signal.

SOLO

Excuse me.
(takes out communicator)

Solo here.

ILLYA (o.s., filtered)
You know that wonderful scheme
we had, Napoleon?

SOLO
Operation Pickup?

ILLYA (o0.s., filtered)
Yes... 1I'm afraid it wasn't
altogether original.

INT. THRUSH CELL - TIGHT ON ILLYA - DAY 106

He ig speaking into communicator.

ITLIYA

I'm in a THRUSH cell.
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PULL BACK TO SHOW Barkley and his two customers in
the cell. INTERCUT between the boys.

TLLYA
...along with br. Rutter and two
unfortunate bystanders.

SOLO (digests this;
after a beat)
I have news for you. Dr. Rutter
is with me.

ILLYA o
Willoughby? - ) o -
Not 10 be rgpivnucad v Guwadd o
: . SOLO

Right... Do you know exactly
where you are?

JLLYA
I'm afraid not. I was unconscious
when they toock us here, and the
others were locked in the trailer.

SOLO
All right, as soon as I get Dr.
Rutter into safe hands I'1ll bail you
out. I can triangulate the signal
from your communicator.

- . ILLYA '
Don't dawdle. THRUSH is liable to
get nasty when Barkley can't produce
the anti-matter formula.

RESUME - WILLOUGHBY'S APARTMENT

WILLOUGHBY (cencerned)
What'’s guing to happen to those people?

SOLO :
First things first, Dr. Rutter. The
most important thing is to get you
to a sarfe place.

WILLOUGHBY (overwrought)
I've spent the last ten years in
cblivion beczuse of my concern for
human life ==~ and now you tell me that
four innccent pecople may come to harm
because of me., I won't allow it!

SOLO (into communicator)

-

Opeon Channel D,

WILLOUGHBY (pursuing him)

Thic mraet nat hao M. SnTn

P.42
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(2)
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SOTO (turns away)
I'm corry, Dr, hutter; but my
assignment is to protect you --
and’the xnowledge you possess..
(into cormmunica.or)
Channel D? . . .

INT, WAVERLY'S OFFICE -~ DAY
Waverly on the communicator. --

WAVERTY
Yes, Mr, Solo.

SOLO

10~2E-66

I've found Br, Rutiter. The rezal

one this time,

JAVERLY ,
What about Mr. Kuryakin and the
real estate chap?

S0LO

I'1l get to them as soon as I‘ﬁe put
Dr. Rutter in the nands of our agents.

WAVERLY
Take Route A from where you are,
I'1l]l send a car to meet you midway,

CLOSE ON SOLO

Net ic bz ron:

B s 4

S0L1O
Yes, sir.

He puis avay his comuunilcator,

He stops, locks arcund.

WIDER ANGLE

SCIO
We'll leave right away, Doctor, and..
The room is Rutterless., Solo runs to the door and

out.

41 PAN TO:

P.43
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- INT.  THRUSH CELL - DAY

Same occupants as before. Barrows enters with a
couple of THRUSH gusrds.

BAAROWS (to Barkley)
All right. They're ready for you.

ILLYA
He's not Dr. Rutter.

BARROWS
Shut up.

He reaches Into Illya®s pocket and takes Illya's
communicator. o :

BARROWS
And I'11l teke this little toy.

ILLYA
You're making a mistake. He's
not Rutter.

BARKLEY :
He's right. I'm not Rutter
whoever he is.

BARROWS (to Barkley)
You're either Rutter or desd -~

take your choice. BTSN
CLOSE ON BARKLEY N e
considering the alternatives. ;;”hb;fJ
L S
LA S .
NS ZIP PAN TO:
ol
'..—\:_) i
o

INT. THRUSH LAB - DAY

Miss Witherspoon and Fletcher questioning Barkley.
Barrows in b.g. L:zrkley is standing in {ront of a
BLACKBOARD, which is covered with crude mathematical
equations.

WITHERSPOON
Doctor, that can’t possibly te
the anti-matter formula.

P.44
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BARKLEY (sweating)
You're right. I got the last part

of it wrong.
He erases some of the figures and begins writing new
ones. (He writes the formula for figuring compound
interest over a thirty year period.

CN WITHERSPOON AND FLETCHER
Miss Witherspoon gives Fletcher a skeptical look.

WIDER ANGLE,
MISS WITHERSFOON

Dr. Rutter -- if you are Dr.

Rutter -- you have just written

the formula for computing the
interest on a thirty year mortgage.

o

BARKLEY (very mervous)
I...can't seem to think straight.
It will come to me.

MISS WITHERSPOON (to

Fletcher)
I don't think this is Dr. Rutter.

L O
L

if f.)\_t'J':I_l'SSI:O”.

T \ 1
il bory

3eyes g0 to him and -=- desperately:

o

=3

RPE  BARKLEY

P But I am -~ I swear it.

= 2 FLETCHER

o3 The prescription was for him.
[&]
= MISS WITHERSPOON
gg Have you ever considered the

possibility that the girl was

covering for somsone?

FLETCHER (rising)
We'll scoon find out.

He takes out a hypodermic and approaches Barkley.

BARKLLEY
What are you going to do?

FLETCHER

It's quite paiuniess.

;}arrows looks menacingly toward Barkley. Barkley's

113
CONT'D
(2)

114
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He gives Barkley a shot, then looks at his watch.

FLETCHER
If you are kutter, ycu'll be
almost dead in about five seconds.

BARKLEY
No!
(grabs Fletcher's lapels)
I'm not Rutter. I swear it!
(runs to Witherspoon and
falls to his knees
Please! I'm net Rutter. :

iy
WHIGUE Lreerans
“HPerimission

LETCHER

He's telling the truth this time.
Anyone suffering from Humboldt's z
Syndrome would be writhing on the 5
floor by now. )
=
#ISS WITHERSPOON (to =
Barrows) 3
Get the girl and bring her here. 3
Immediately! ' 3
Barrows scurries out. a f
. MISS WITHERSPOON A
As for this unfortumate.... -3
j=
5
=

BARKLEY
What are you going to do to me?

MISS WITHERSPOON
You're too old for a spanking...
But I'm sure we'll find somethling.

P.46

115
CONT'D
{2)

2IP PAN TO:

EXT. BETSY'S BACK DOCR = DAY
Solo is knocking at the door. Betsy opens it.
| SOLO |
You haven't seen Mr. Willoughby
around, have you?
BETSY
No. Why?
S0LO .
We were interrupted in the middle

T, Ve Tad
If you sez bl

of a discuscien.
will let me know, won't you?

AW

116
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BETSY : 1156
Gf course. CONT'D
(2)

She closes the door and...

INT. BETSY'S LIVING ROOM - DAY 117

...turns toward Willoughby, who is peeking out the
window from behind the drapes.

WILLOUGHBY -
Good. He's going.
(turns)
I can't thank you enough, Betsy.

BETSY
It's perfectly all right, Mr.
Willoughby. Besides, I don't sce
why I should help the Czechoslovakian

police. - .
Unaion -
Notto be resiolucsd &7 Sues noul Zaiinigs.on,

EXT. BETSY'S HOUSE - ANGLE ON SOLO 118

~Walking across the lawn, he sees something approach-
ing down the street and ducks behind some shrubbery.

ON THRUSH CAR 119

driving up in front of Betsy's house. Several
THRUSHES and Barrows get out.

ANOTHER ANGLE 120

as they go to the front door. Barrows knocks.

CLOSER ANGLE ' 121
Betsy opens the door.
BARROWS (draws his gun)

You have an appointment, and we
provide the free transportaticn.

Willoughby enters SHOT behind Betsy, and puts her
behind him.
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WILLOUGHBY _ 121
' I'm the one you want. CONT'D
(emiles) (2)

I knew you'd come here. I've
been wziting for you.

BARROWS
The lady's the one we want.

WILLOUGHBY
But I'm Dr. Rutter.

Barrows exchanges locks with his cronies.

BARROWS
In that case, wefll teke you along.

Willoughby sﬁeps out of the door and one of the
THRUSHES takes his arm. Barrows takes Betsy's arm
and pulls her out of the door.

WILLOUGHBY
No! You dont't need her. I'm
the one you want.

BARROWS .
I got my orders. L5
. ay :"':0
WILLOUGHBY S S
Leave her here!l R
BARROWS (nudging with . . .~
his gun) . =
You make a fuss and we'll leave.. =~ )7
you here -- to be buried. e
WIDER ANGLE e - 122
The group walks toward the car.. CFi~
ON SOLO N 123
watching the procession from his hiding place.
ON CAR 124

Betsy, willoughbyP arnd the THRUSHES get into car
and drive off.
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RESUME -~ SOLO 125
He darts from his hiding place and dashes off.

ZIP PAN TO:

EXT. WITHERSPOON GARAGE - DAY 126

The THRUSH car disappears ingide and the door closes.

EXT. STREET IN FROWT OF WITHEKSPOON HUUSE - DAY 127

Solo pulls up in a car and gets out. He moves
quickly to-the garage.

- CLOSER SHOT - GARAGE 128

Sclo tries the decr to find ir locksd secvrelw. He
heads toward the house proper.

INT. NEIGHBOR'S HOUSE ~- DAY | 129

A NEIGHBOR LADY stands at the window looking out. We
see her face register alarm. '

HER POV .- SOLC BREAKRKING INTO THRUSH HOUSE 130

He looks around, sees nobody on the street, then
EXPLODES the front door- lock in an dpproprlately
U.N.C.L.E.ish manner.

1o [ -
NOL 18 U =P R o L

e i S L LIITHELIC
INT. THRUSH LIVING ROOM - DAY 131

Solo comes in thrcugh the window. The TV set is (N,
and shows a shot of the THRUSH cell into which Barkley
is now tossed in to join the disconsolately
languishing Illya and two customers. Solo sees

the picture on the tube, puts two and two together.

He goes to the wall and begins testing it for
revolving panels.
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INT. -NEIGHBOR'S KOUSE

She is on the phone, her VOICE understandably
excited.

NEIGHBOR LADY
That's right, officer.... No,
I haven't had too many martinis!
I saw it! He just attached
something to the door and -
whoom! Like in the spy movies!

BACK TO SOLO

He trips a switch and a panel slides open. He goes
through and the panel slides shut behind him.

INT. THRUSH CORRIDOR =~ DAY

Solo moves down the corridor into which he has
stepped, ctrying to find his way to Iliye's cell.

o ZIP PAN TO:

Net (0 Do g orotulsad b &
INT. THRUSH LIVING ROOM -~ ANGLE ON DOOR - DAY

We HEAR insistent KNOCKING.

ARCHIE (o.s., through
door)
Open up! It's the policel

The door opens.

ARCHILG
It's open, Joe.

ARCHIE and JOE, the two cops, comée through the door
into the living room.

ARCHIE
Anybody home?

There is no answer.. Archle nods to Joe, who goes.off upstairs.

ANOTHER ANGLE - INCLUDE TV SCREEN

On screen, the shot of the THRUSH cell.

O e JJ

132

-134

135

136
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JOE (returning)
Nobody upstairs.

ARCHIE
Iverything loocks okay.

JOR
We'd better wait, Archie.
They can't be g_“e for 10ﬂg——
they wouldn't leave the TV selt on.

CAL&EQ
-31-66 P.51-53

136
CONT'D
(2)

137

- The two cops sit down to watch the tube.
E CLOSE ON TV SCREEN
. Two TrRUSH GUARDS enter the cell, with guns drawn.
: ON ARCHIE AND JOE NOTT0 D& reoictiiin or que td v uinat deniic. 138
ARCHIE ,
It's an old movie. I've seen
it.
JOE

So you'll see it again.

RESUME -~ TV SCREEN

The two TERUSH Guards raise their guns to eliminate
the four »

AN (in great alarm)
tthat -- what are you dcing?
(nc answer; he turns
to his wife)
.. «4nd vou wanted to move to
the suburbsl...

FADE OUT

TMD ACT THRILE

ny
[#3]
.

ey
wE

139

140 oUT
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ACT FOUR

FADE IN:
INT. MISS WITHLRSPOON'S LIVING ROOM - DAY 141

Continuous action. Joe and Archie are watching
the tube, on which the guards are about to shoot.

INT. CELL - REVERSE ANGLE 1b2

Solo, having reached the cell, jumps the guszrds.
I1llye pitches in and the gore flows.

OKN BRINGSIDE SPLECTATORS : ik3
Barkley and his two customers watch the stuffing fly.

ON TUBESIDE SPECTATORS ‘ gRIRIS
Joe and Archie taking it in.

JOE
These movie fights always look
fake to me. '

~ 1 7, . -
.i.
§ . gt P SV . i,
U'-’ e ... N

ot T A

CN FIGHT" Not 10 e r(}';_‘;i';}:-»__:\:u —eomT ) lj‘i‘s

Solo and Illya diépatch their respective antagonists.

SOLO
Come cn, they're holding Zetsy ard
Rutter somevhere in this maze.

They start away.

BARKLEY
What about us?

S0LO
Lock the door and don't let anyone in.

I1lya and Solo run out., BRBarkley CLANGS the door shut,
reacts in horror to vhat he has done,

BARKTEY
.Hey, lemmc outl!

Then, always the salesman, he recnvers and turns to
his prospective customers.
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ANCIHER ANGLE 146

BARKLEY
I ~- ah ~- hope thils doesn't
give you the wrong impression
of our friendly commnity....

INT. CORRIDOR 147

at an intersection. Solo and Illya run INTO SHOT
and stop.

ILLYA - , N
This way! - o ‘_,n"";'— -
They take off. et _:J;an:ﬁ.
| \_: :_":s < ; ’ _J\;‘J i
not e
INT. LABORATORY 148

Miss Witherspoon, Fletcher, Willoughby, Betsy and
THRUSH guards.

. MISS WITHERSPOON

I apologize, Dr. Rutter, for putting
you == and the rest of the community
-~ to so much discomfort. Amazing
how a rapid variation of alternating
current cycles in ordinary light bulbs
can produce irritability and even
violence in people! But vou were
hard to find.

WILLOUGHBY
All right, you've found me now.
And you can let those other people go.

MISS WITHERSEPOON
(crocodilian smile)
That's already been taken care of,
Doctor.

WILLOUGHBY
And you can let Betsy go, too.

‘ ‘MISS WITHERSPOON (to

Fletcher) .
Of course. Jonathan, take care
of the young lady.

Fletcher leads RBetsy out of the laboratory.

MISS WITHERSPOON
Now, Doctor, we <an get cown to
business.
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128

CONT'D

She pulls the drapes to reveal a blackboard (not the
one on which Barkley scribbled). Eguations are
- neatly printed on the board.  She picks up her (2)

pointer.
MISS WITHERSPOON (proudly)

You see how well we've done our home-
work, Doctor. In 1944 you got to that
point.
(indicates with p01nter)

In 1945 you added this. In 1946 you
were here. And then nothing.

: WILLOUGHBY
Yes, I stopped wien 1
was coming to.

[ any
- ‘ MISS WITHERSPOON
Proifessor.

1But you did see the solution,
{1t was in your mind and still is.

saw what I

Y

P
{

ST
- WILLOUGHBY
:No. I wiped it completely out of my mind.

i MiSS WITHERSPOOW (hezd;
tapping her hand with the pointer)

-" ! Then you must recall it, Doctor.

= WILLOUGHBY
Impossible. It was too horrible.
I set it to music once and it even

made the music horrible.

MISS WITHERSPOON (intrigued)
Is it possible to set

’
N . PR .
Peeain

Interesting.
equatlons to music?

_ WILLOUGHBY
I did it all the time cduring the war,

when everything had to be classified.

fel

Top secrets were in G mgjor.

MISS WITHERSPOON
Do play some for me.

Univers:.
O b i

Not :

How ingenious!
We'll get a piano.

RESUME -~ JOE AND ARCHIE
cell.

watching the tube, on which is the SHOT of the
Barkley and the customers aren’t doing much of

JOE S
Pretty dull, y'ask mes The show

don't move.

149

anything.



Lt~ £ 3500

- ARCHIE {disgusted)
They'll put anything on *televisicn
these days. Get ancther chamel,

Joe switches channels and we see a SHOT of the lab.
s at the piano while Miss Withevrepoon
1fic equipment 1s very much

Willoughby is
howvers near.
in evidence.

o

The scient

ARCHIE
A science~fiction musical?

INT. LAB

Willoughby is playing each note as he explains.
Miss Witherspoon stands beside him.

WILLOUGHBY
'A'" is for anti-matter; 'B' is’
zero; 'C?' is the speed of light;
’D' 1s divide; 'E' is energy; 'F!
is infinity; "G’ {sg the fcrce of
gIchty, Sharps and Flets are plus
and minus. A mathematical statement

is easy to play, really, but terrible
to listen to. For example: Einstein's
!3equaLlon for enexrgy goes like this ==

Wlllouohgy PLAYS a series of DISSONANT CHORDS.

WILLOUGHBY (over music)
Of course it may have sounded better
to Einstein. He used a violin. :

MISS WITHERSPOON
wl 7 I understand the technique, Professor,
v © and now I7d like to ccnecentrate on

yeur equation.

WILLOUGHBY {(laughs)
Really, Miss Witherspoen; you under-
¥ estimate me. I was merely stalling
’ for time until the others were free.
I have no intention c¢f giving you that

formula -~ now or ever.

e 2
foud puriy

N

R

LINRN

Ul‘?l‘;',:_;' L ’

5

f_.)

. ‘MISS WITHERSPCON (laughs
= in return)

] Reslly, Doctor Rutter, ycu under-
= estimate me.

L e

149
CONT'D
(2)

150
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She goes to the wall and draws a set of curtains, 150

to reveal a large glass panel, through which we CONT'D
see the inside of a small room in which Betsy is (2)
tied to a chair. On the wall behind her is a '
thermometer. l/hen she strusgcles to rnet free,

-Barrows, behind her, subdues her Toughly.

CLOSE ON THERMOMETER 151

It 1s calibrated to three hundred degrees.
ARNGLE ON FLETCHER 152
entering the lab.
MISS WITHERSPOON
Jonathan, demonstrate the ap-

paratus for the good doctor.

Fletcher goes to a control panel and twists a knob.

CLOSE ON THERMOMETER T 153
It goes up ten degrees. Lt 'A_QP;J'
;3;L?d
?uﬁﬂa i
ON WITHERSPOON AND WILLOCUGHBY - 154

WILLOUGHBY (in
Danish)
You fiend!

MISS WITHERSPOON -
Let's dispense with compliments
and get down to computations,
bPoctor. - '

Willoughby casts an agonized lock at Betsy.

MISS WITHERSFOON
The procedure is this, Doctor. You
will repeat the binomials as you play
them and 1'11 feed them into a com-
puter. The correct solution will free
Betsy, but every incorrect binomial
will raise her temperature ten degrees.
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RESUME - JOE AND ARCHIE

ARCHIE (whistling)
How'!s that for horrors!

JOE
Not a bad gimmick.

RESUME - LARORATORY

Willoughby motions to Betsy to try to reassure her.

MTSS WITHERSPOON i
If vou want to help the child,
why don't yvou try something in
G. minox?

~

by a grill. -
,':31

B F MISS WITHERSPOON (eagerly)
Sing it, Professor!

Willoughby strikes a chord on the piano accompanied

S
é ,
\'rrj".

WILLOUGHBY (singing)
; F over D times 2 minus G squared
< E into A plus double E C -~

MISS WITHERSPOON
One second, please.

7 ANGLE - MISS WITHERSPOON

She hurries to her computer console and seats herself.

MISS WITHERSPOON -
Give it to me again, please.

- Willoughby starts playing and singing again and Miss
Witherspoon starts typing the tape.

INSERT - TAPE

as Miss Witherspoon types: "F OVER D TIMES 2 MINUS
G, ETC".

CLOSE ON WILLOUGHBY

playing and singing.

P.5Y
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157
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ANGLE - MISS WITHERSPOON 160
- She pulls a lever.
INSERT - COMPUTER PANEL | ' 161
It flashes: YNEGATIVEY
ON WILLOUGHBY 161X1

WILLOUGHEY (interrupting
himself; suddenly disconsolate)

That was a formula for fertilizer, ;?y
if I recall correctly. R
ANGLE - MISS WITHERSPOON : 162
MISS WITHERSPOOHN
Whatever it wao, it's not the
one we're after. .
Lights blink. A bell SOUNDS.
INSERT - THERMOMETER :jf 163
e
<
In Betsy's room. We see it rise from 80 to 90
degrees.
ANGLE - BETSY - 164
She reactes to the sudden increeses in temperature.
ANGLE - WILLOUGHBY 165

He has witnessed this.

MISS WITHERSPOCN
Would you like to try again?
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INT. LABORATORY - DIRECT CUT 166

Willoughby is playing and singing - a maddening
sequence of discords.

ANGLE - MISS WITHERSPOON ‘ 167

She is fiendishly feeding the computer and pulling
the lever.

INSERT - COMPUTER : 168
It flashes: "NEGATIVE" "NEGATIVE" "NEGATIVE"

INSERT - THERMOMETER 169
It jumps up to: 100 - 110 - 120 - 130 - 140 --
ON WILLOUGHBY NOI {0 D& fEptSomium or nameonm womimn ooy ooy

In growing anguish as he plays, trying desperately
to f£find the right formula and the right notes.

ANGLE ~ BETSY ' 170

She is fanning herself with her hand and really
beginning to wilt.

INT. MiSS WITHERSPOON'S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 171

ARCHIE
Ridiculous.

JOE
It's different anyway.

They concentrate on the screen.

CLOSE ON TV SCREEN 172

Willoughby is playing under unbearable tension.
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WILLOUGHBY (pleading) 172
Please let her go! €O§T’D
2

MISS WITHERSPOON
You're not trying.

WILLOUGHEBY
I'm out of practice.

He plays a thundering series of chords.

WILLOUGHBY
D-A-D=-A-C-B-C-B-D --

INT. LABORATORY - CLOSE ON COMPUTER PANEL : f 173

'~ Suddenly it flashes: "AFFIRMATIVE".

ANGLE -~ GROUP 174
Miss Witherspoon jumps up excitedly.‘

MISS WITHERSPOON
That'!s it! That's it! I have it!
I'm the master of the world!

WILLOUGHBY (pleading
with her)
Betsy! You promised!

i

‘
4

MISS WITHERSPOON (to
Barrows through a wsll speaker)
Barrows, bring the giri herel

Mot s

ANGLE - DIKECT CUT ' 175

Betsy is being brought in by Barrcws :
and on their heels come Solo and Illva. An U.N.C.L.E.
type fight ensues. Betsy flies to Willoughby's arms.
Miss Witherspoon alns a gun at hers

ANGLE - WILLOUGHBY ' A 176

He sees the gun almed at Betsy and whirls her around
in time o weesdve Che bullet im his bsck. He falls.
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WILLOUGHBY (pleading) 172
Please let her go! %g?T'D

MISS WITHERSPOON
You're not trying.

WILLOUGHBY
I'm out of practice.

He plevs. a thundering series of chords.

WILLOUGHBY
D-A-D-A-C=-B-C=-B=D-- &

INT. LABORATORY -~ CLOSE ON COMPUTER PANEL - 1173

- Suddenly it flashes: "AFFIRMATIVE".

ANGLE - GROUP 174
Miss Witherspoon jumps up excitedly.(

MISS WITHERSPOON
That's it! That's it! I have it!
I'm the master of the world!

WILLOUGEBY (pleading
with her)
Betsy! You promised!

MISS WITHERSPOON (to
Barrows through a wsil speaker)
Barrows, bring the girl herei

Mot i L.

ANGLE - DIRECT CUT | ' 175

Betsy is being brought in by Barrows _
and on their heels come Solo and Illyva. An U.N.C.L.E.

type fight ensues. Betsy flies to Willoughby's arms.
Miss Witherspoon alns a gun at her.

ANGLE - WILLOUGHBY ‘ 176

He sees the gun aimed at Betsy and whirls her around
Jdn time te receive the bullet in his back. He £glls.
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ANGLE - SOLO AND ILLYA

as they dispatch Barrows and Fletchers |
During the fight, Miss Witherspoon escapes through
door.

ON WILLOUGHBY

Betsy on her knees beside him.

WILLOUGHBY (weakls) 5
The computer. It must be cestroyed.

WIDER ANGLE
Solo and Illya come Over.

WILLOUGHBY (to them)
You must destroy the computer!
My formula is inside it.

SOLO
Your formula is in good hands
now, doctor.

WILLOUGHBY (raising
himself on an elbow) ;
No! Mankind is not ready for it. =
It muist be destroyed.

Vheo i
.

SOLO
Think of the good it might do.

NJ[ lL;

. WILLOUGHBY
I am thinking of the evil it will
do. Destroy it!

Sole znd Illya exchenge looks. Quandary time.

WILLOUGHBY
It is the request of a dying man.

Slowly, Solo stands up and approaches the computer.

ON SOLO

He takes out an EXPLOSIVE CHARGE, attaches and
primes it, then:

- o — =

177

178

175

180
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WIDER ANGLE

He steps back as the charge EXPLODES, wrecking the
computer.

RESUME -~ JOE AND ARCHIE

The room shakes as the charge goes off in the lab
below.

ARCHIE
What's going on?

ANGLE ON PANEL

In the wall. It opens and a dishevelled Miss
Witherspoon emerges; and Tuns...

'L " . . R S
[ IR e v I

B L et
TR

WIDER ANGLE NOt ) e :’3;"‘,\’_',;.,:,;.,« S

«ee.sinto the arms of the waiting cops. The SCENE
FREEZES.

INSERT - NEWSPAPER PICTURE

of Joe and Archie with their prisoner, Miss
Witherspoon. Captioned: "PATROIMEN CITED FOR
DARING CAPTURE."™ '

ZIP PAN TO:

END ACT FOUR

P. 64
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TAG

INT. WILLOUGHBY'S HOSPITAL ROCM - DAY 186

as Willoughby, abed, sniffs at a large bouquet of
flowers, sets it down and removes the card from
the accompanying envelope. CAMERA BACK to show
Solo, Illya, Waverly and Betsy around his bed.

WILLOUGHBY (reading

the card)
"Dear Mr. Willoughby -- Please get
well scon. We miss you very much.
Even though our grades have been a
lot better since you haven't been
around to help us with our homework.
From the boys and girls in Miss
Wilson's arithmetic class.™

(puts the card down)
How very sweet...

(and, with a wry smile)
I think.

iscion.

'iill A

PR BETSY
. = .. They're very nice children.
SoE " WILLOUGHBY (nods)
.~ ¢ Mmmm. I think they're trying to
" tell me something, though...
S From now on, I'd better stick to
- . teaching music.

H

.- ; S010
“ .. ; What about ~~ anti-matter, Dr.
! Rutter?

WILLOUGHBY {(cutting in)
oo Mr. Willoughby.

Urdvooos

Not to bz il

SC1LO0
o s oMr. Willoughby.

WILLOUGHBY

Anti-matter...

(shakes his head)
Funny thing about that. You
remember when I nearly died while
they were taking out that bullet?

{shrugs)
It must have affected a part of
brain...I'm not even sure any
more what anti-matter is!

Waverly and the boys exchange glances.,



B

WAVERLY (aft.-r
a beat)
Perhaps -~ perhaps it's for the
best.

BETSY (sudden hope)
You -- say you'll stick to teaching
music. Does that mean you might
stay on in Peaceful Haven?

WILLOUGHBY
Oh, haven't I told you? Of course
I will!

BETSY (overjoyad)
You will?!

WILLOUGHBY
How could I leave?...Far from
the madding crowds...An adventure
in serenity..c.

Betsy impulsively kisses Willoughby as the U.N.C.L.E.
trio exchange further glances -- snd smiles,

SOLO
Well, I guess we'd all better be
going now.
(to Willoughby)
You must be very tired, and it's
almost dinnertime...

Y

WILLOUGHBY
If you're going to dinmer, there’s
a Danish restaurant I can recommend.
Nyskov's Condittori. They make a
fineg wemawnoc=~ .

SOLO (leaping in)
Wonderful! I've always liked
Danish food and ==

[
o O G o d v T S HESIoN.

1
1

ILLYA (interrupting,
in a fury)
Oh, no, you don't! You're not
going to weasel out of this!...

~

NOJI'. tD bL‘: i’_i‘..'i{_u.{ [

4

Ui oo
- s 18S

BETSY (explaining,
to a puzzled Willoughby)
Illya's going to cook for us tonight.
It's his last night in the suburbs.

ILLYA (proudlw)
I'm going to make a souifle.

FADE OUT.

THE END

P.66
186
CONT 'D
(2)



