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"The wounds of Time,
Bound up by death,
Are healed by Time
Beneath the earth.

The wounds of Time

are soon forgot
And that was live
And then made dead

Is soon again
a part of life

But Time, itself,

1s growing old;
Wounding itself

- with passing days.

The agony of wounded Time
Is never eased
The wounds of Time

are never healed,
They Jjust grow old
They Jjust grow old

with Time, itself."

Leaves

1965

P.Bl
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The Man From
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"The Wounded Time Affair"
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TEASER

¥ FADE IN: .
£ EXT. A STREET IN SOHO, LONDON - ESTABLISHING - (STOCK) -
F NIGHT ‘

& Night traffic, SUPERIMPOSE TITLE: LONDON.

- A SMALL ENGLISH CAR - ILLYA

2
driving. Comes down the street, ducks into a parking slot
at the curb,

- NEW ANGLE - FROM SIDEWALK - ILLYA 3
emerges., Carries a cat on a leash. Sets the cat down,
unleashes it., We note the cat'!s resplendent collar;
actually, a miniaturized radiosonde, tuned to the specific
frequency of the receiver in Illya's pocket.

THE CAT 4
Sits on the sidewalk, licking a paw.
ILLYA AND THE CAT 5

Illya speaks to the animal in an open, friendly way.

ILLYA

Don't Just sit there, do something!
You are free; go away,

?he cat continues to lick its paw. 1Illya eyes her with
displeasure.
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ILLYA 5 :
How would you like a good, swift -- ? \ CONT} §
\ |

The cat gets to its feet, arches its back, and goes off, ;
tall straight up, with impeccable cat dignity.

ILLYA 6

ijeans against the car's fender, brings out the locater,
flicks a small switch, dials a small dial, A BLEEP,

- FULL SHOT .

The cat is gone. Following the BLEEPS, Illya goes quletly
after it., CAMERA PANS 180 TO BRING US to OLGA, From THIS
ANGLE, her back is to us, and we see only a figure in a
trench coat; it might very well be a slim man,

s g e e i gy apy v i 4 eas

0LGA | 8
in the shadows of the doorway, Watching Illya. Trim,

slim, beautiful and somehow mannish. She watches after
Illya impassively, and at the proper moment steps out of

the doorway and goes down the street after him,

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. WAREHOUSE AREA, SOHO - CAT - VARIOUS ANGLES - NIGHT 9-11

He prowls, He stops to lick a paw. He moves on.

KEW ANGLE 12
In the shadows a MAN in workingman's dress watches the cat.
He moves after it, smiling.

IVEW ANGLE - MAN AND CAT 13

The Man makes sure he 1s not being watched as he follows
the cat.
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éIKT. ANOTHER PLACE IN THE WAREHOUSE DISTRICT - MAN AND
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CAT - NIGHT 14

The Man, confident no one sees him, brings a small sack
from his pocket, takes from it a bit of fish. He holds
it out toward the cat.

MAN
'Ere kitty kitty kitty kitty --

The cat approaches, takes the bit of fish, rubs up against

the Man's legs, PURRING with pleasure. The Man strokes

the cat's head, gets his hands on the cat without frighten- ;
ing it. He picks up the animal, begins to unfasten the ;
‘collar, §

MAN
Don't need this, do we?

- st111 holding the cat, he turns his head sharply at the

small 'BEEP!, then finds himself pinned in the bright

~ 1light of Illya's flashlight. He can see nothing. In his

fright he continues to hold the cat. He is frightened.

MAN
I wasn't doing anything. Found a
cat, is all, No crime there, is there?
Picked up a stray cat is all I did., I
Just wanted to take a look to see if
there was a name and address on the
—collar, Nothing wrong there, is there?

NEW ANGLE - ILLYA AND MAN 15

Illya leaves the flashlight on, but dims it. He squats
beside the Man, extends a pound note to him. When the
Man doesn't take it at once, frightened of it, Illya puts
the note into the Man's pocket.

ILLYA
That's for finding him.

I1lya holds out another pound note.

ILLYA
Where do you take them?

MAN
I dontt take them noplace.
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Illya adds two more pound nctes. 15
. CONT'D
MAN (2)
You're not from the Gerry society,
are you?

Illya shakes his head, adds still another pound note. The
Man looks at it.

MAN
Make it five --

~ Illya makes it five pounds, but holds the money when the
Man reaches for it. Now each holds the bills at one end.

MAN
I tazkes 'em to Corvy.
ILLYA
Who'!s Corvy?
CLOSE - OLGA 16

watching, her hands deep into her raincoat pockets.

MAN (0.S.)
Just Corvy. !'E and his chum. They
got this whole house stocked up with
cats. Loves cats. Hates to see 'em
-+ walking the streets --

JLLYA ARD MAN 17

MAN
You know? Pays for them, if you bring
'em to the house., Two bob. Five
sometimes, if it's a special big one
-- Loves big cats, they do.

The Man tries to take the five pounds. Illya doesn't let
go Jjust yet. :

ILLYA
One more question --
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Z0LGA - CLOSE ‘ | 18

screwing the silencer on her revolver., She moves methodi-
cally, without haste, with complete competency; almost

stolidly.

SILLYA AND THE MAN 19

ILLYA :
Where do I find this house with Corvy
and his chum?

Ph

CLOSE - THE MAN : 20

~He opens his mouth to speak and half turns to point. The
“side of his face closest to Olga is away from us., We do
not hear the report of Olga'!s pistol. Ve do not see the
shot. The Man starts a little, as if he hiccoughed. His
hand is still extended as he falls without a word, Simply
falls, his other hand so tight on the five pound note he
pulls it with him, It is this, perhaps, which saves
Illyatl's life, for he is pulled forward, off balance,

- OLGA 21

firing a second time. Carefully.

—_—

- ILLYA AND THE MAN 22
The Man is almost on the ground. Illya stooped forward
és the Man pulls him by the money. Olga's bullet enters
-Illya's shoulder. He spins and falls. CAMERA PANS BACK
?0 where Olga was. She is walking away, her hands thrust
deep into her pockets, never looking back.

ILLYA AND THE MAN - ANGLED DOWN SLIGHTLY ‘23

I}lyars hand lets go of the money. Even in death, the
little Man hangs on.

FADE OUT,

END TEASER

-
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"The Wounded Time Affair" Part I #7481 U.N.C.L.E,
.6

CHGS, 12-20-65
ACT ONE
§§,

iEADn IN:
BINT, WAVERLY'S OFFICE - WAVERLY - DAY

WAVERLY writing at his desk, his back to the projector
Zwhen SOLO enters. Without looking up or interrupting the
fgkovx of his pen on the papers before him, Waverly flicks
&5he proper switch and projects a photograph of LANCER
%&mto the screen.

. WAVERLY (to Solo)
Sit down.

gplo sits, studies the picture. Waverly does not look up
#mtil indicated.

WAVERLY
Do you recognize the subject, Mr.
Solo?

SOLO

Benjamin Lancer, PhD, Dean Emeritus.
Harvard, possibly, I'm not sure.
Science Chair in biochemistry, Trimble
College. National Science Award for
work on genetic linkages and X-ray
induced mutation. Shared the Nobel
“Prize in biology in 1952. Retired
three years ago.

WAVERLY
That's when this picture was taken.

;;;ill without looking up, Waverly flicks a swltch which
E?hanges the picture. The man whose photc we see now
¥8trongly resembles the man in the first picture, but seems

1,9?nger by twenty or thirty years.

SOLO
The same man, thirty years ago.
WAVERLY
This plcture was taken last week,
Mr. Solo.
SOLO

A son?

24

P
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WAVERLY , 24
There is no record of any son to CONT'D
Dr. Lancer. (2)
SOLO
That doesn't change the picture, sir.
WAVERLY
There is another fact you should know,

Mr. Solo --

rerly flicks the switch - both pictures appear on the
‘een simultaneously, side by side. Now, for the first
e, Waverly turns to look at the projections on the

en and at Solo.

WAVERLY \
If those two pictures represent father
and son, then we have to consider the
fact that the two sets of fingerprints
which accompanied the two plctures -
are lidentical.

SOLO
Fingerprints have been faked before.
I would like to see both men and get
a positive identification - I'd 1like
to get a retineal pattern, for example
-- I'd like to talk to Dr. Lancer --
WAVERLY
You'll have to find him first, however,
He has disappeared.

SOLO
Do you want to give me any hints, sir,
or shall I start from scratch?

WAVERLY
He has a daughter, Lorelei, who is a
model for the House of DeSala, In Paris.

SOLO
Thank you.

averly looks up, because of the tone with which Solo says
hank you.!
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o WAVERLY' :‘—1%' - e e ‘, o 2)4-
;Mr. Solo, when you contact‘nﬁss T - CONT 'D
lancer, please keep it in mind =~ - (3)
that aithough you are investigating SN

a biological mystery, your relation-
ship with Miss Lancer on behalf of -
UNCLE is research of another order.-

Solo makes the sign of 'the soout's oath, !

B Duty first! Will I have time" to B
... stop in london and see Knryakin
"f‘in the hospital? :

LMe. Kuryakin ieft the hospital
- this morning, and is. back .chasing
'cats in SOhO.j:iu;”

;Solo turns to go as waverly turns back-to the work onr~-f
the desk before him and we.g;jggﬂh . g dtheil

MAISON DE “SALA " DAY

A pleasant house some two hundred years old " care- Hﬂf'
fully restored and reeking of dignified olassicism.q’?ﬂ
The firm inhabiting the house is identified by the = -
l-bzggge plague posted beside the door.; It reads. Lt

DE SALA - HAUTE COUTURE - PARFUMS el
Paris, Rome, New York Beirut N R
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MME DE SALA'S SAILON D'ENTREE - SOLO - DAY 31X1

T
-

wanders, looking at everything: mannequins, fabrics, &
ting, a tapestry - whatever. He turns as MME DE SALA
ters, accompanying the RECEPTIONIST, a beautiful young
-rl who brought Solo's card to Mme DeSala. Mme holds
%1lo!s card in her hand as she approaches him, The
eceptionist goes back to her desk or disappears.

MME DE SALA
I am Madame DeSala, I am the head
of this establishment.

SOLO
How do you do?

MME DE SALA (perfunctorily)
Enchante....

he studies Solo a moment, not with any great joy at what
he sees. She refers to the_card in her hand again.

MME DE SALA (reading the
card aloud)
Napoleon Solo - New York, New York.
Suitably vague. What do you wish,
monsieur?

SOLO
I really did tell your charming young
_lady the exact truth. I want to see
“Miss Lancer.

MME DE SALA
For what purpose, monsieur?

SO0LO (with a charming
smile)
It may Jjust possibly not concern you.

MME DE SALA
Everything here concerns me., Do you
think because a girl is a model one
may Just walk in and just -- just.
You know?

SOLO
Scout'!s honor! Just-just is the last
thing I have in mind!
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MME DE SALA
Who are you and what do you wish?
After those two are answered I will
decide if you are to see Lorelei, or
no. Thank you. Good afternoon.

o steps around her quickly. He moves to the door
ough which she just came, holds it open, partially.

SO0LO (to Mme DeSala)
I have no trouble introducing myself
if it's too much of a burden on you --

hrows the door open as Mme DeSala precedes him into
fitting room. He follows her.

FITTING ROOM - DAY

ug.beSala, Solo just behind her, crosses to LORELEI.
elel stands on a raised platform, being draped by a

.ph does not interfere with the fall of the material.
1ga 1s in the room unobtrusively.

MME DE SALA
Lorelei, this is a gentleman who
describes himself a Napoleon Solo;
whoever he may be. He insists to
speak with you. I shall advise you
not.

SOLO (to Mme DeSala)
Thank you. -
(to Lorelei)
I want to talk to you about your
father, Miss Lancer --

MME DE SALA (to Lorelei)
Whatever he wishes, child, is unimpor-
tant to what you shall wish for your-
self.

IORELET
I'm sorry, Mr. Solo. I really don't
wish to speak to you.

éflo takes out a card and scribbles name and address on
Qﬁias Mme DeSala opens the door for Solo to leave.

R with a length of cloth. She wears an undergarment

P.12

31X1
CONT'D

(2)

32
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SOLO 32
Miss Lancer, I have to reach your CONT'D
father. His life may depend on it. (2)
e DeSala makes a disparaging 'tsk' - Solo hands his card
:Lorelei without hurry.
SOLO

This is where you can reach me,.

MME DE SALA
You may leave this way --

th a slight bow of his head, he exits the fitting room.

MME DE SALA (to Lorelei)
I'm sorry, child. I know it was an

embarrassment
LORELEI
Madame, why didn't you want me to
talk to him? I am worried about my
father,
MME DE SALA
"Why' is because that man is an enemy.
LORELEI
In what way?
- MME DE SALA

Because we are women! How shall I
explain to you a whole history of the
world which we did not create. THEY
have put it together, THEY HAVE! And
we are allowed to live in it to serve
them, to play such parts as they wish
we shall play, but not otherwise. Why
do you think I engage myself in the
designing and the selling of dresses?
Do you perhaps consider it is all of
which I am capable? Do you truly
believe it is all I wish in life? I
want! I WANT! I want what it is in
life which belongs to me no less than
to any man!

Oorelei shakes her head. She doesn't understand. But
$-01za looks at DeSala entranced, worshiping her with her
%}*ﬁyes .



12-20-65 P.15-15

MME DE SALA 32
It is power! A power which is almost CONT'D
in our hand! Not simple power, like (3)

wealth! Which does not change a
world. Something to make the world

new,

$ré1ei looks at her dumbfounded.

MME DE SALA
It's not a fantasy, Lorelei. 1It's
not madness. In a world controlled
by men; I've found a way to control
the controllers!

elei's gesture intends to state she doesn't understand,
11.

MME DE SALA
I know. You will understand when you
are told.

LORELEI

Where 1s my father, madame?

MME DE SALA
I am not free to tell even you. Do
not press me. Simply believe in me.
Do not converse again with that man
—who was just here., I beg you, child!
Your 1life may depend on it!

ginvoluntarily, Lorelei's eyes return to the paper in her
ands - the address written out for her by Solo - giving
ubtle witness to her indecision. Lorelei sticks the

d in her bra. DMme DeSala studies her. In a moment

gme addresses them all, as does a surgeon adéress students
hile performing an operation.

, MME DE SALA
This still needs something....Some-
thing fluid, Let me see the glass
beads, please, Olge....

ESala takes a few steps toward Olga who brings tray with
ads,
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MME DE SALA (sotto voce) 32
She will not talk with that Mr. Solo CONT'D
- you will see to that. : (&)

tca nods. Then Mme DeSala mounts the dais and winds the

pands of glass beads around and around Lorelei's neck.

ZIP PAN TO:

33-34
ouT
ROOM -4H6TEL DES DEUX PERES - SOLO - NIGHT 35
- at the window, talks into his communicator.
SOLO
Camel relay. Research and Files,
please, for Napoleon Solo.
HEAR various CLICKS and BUZZES as the connections are
WANDA (0.S.)
Camel Station. Research and Files.
SOLO
Ah, Wanda. Good evening.
wNIERCUT SOLO IN HOTEL ROOM AND WANDA IN RESEARCH AND
LES ROOM 36

WANDA
Hello, Mr. Solo.

is looking out the window at the moon.
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SOLO 36
Beautiful moon here. How is your CONT'D
moon? (2)
WANDA

I don't know. No windows,

SOLO
I forgot about that. Quel tragique!
Never mind - I'11 share this one with
you --

SOLO
To begin with, it's a little different
than the moon we have at home: this
one here is a girl moon., Her eyes
are open very wicde and her mouth is
open to say "O!', because she's just
been kissed --

};Faverly taps Wanda's shoulder and takes the microphone.

L

WAVERLY
I shall relay your information to the
Mount VWilson Observatory, Mr. Solo.

“In Solo's hotel room the PHONE begins to RING.

SOoLO
Actually, sir --

WAVERLY
They might ask you to read a paper
on the subject,

SOLO
My phone is ringing, sir,

WAVERLY
What else did you have in mind when
you called this station, Mr. Solo?

to his phone. He picks it up calmly.

SOLO (into phone)
One moment, please,
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covers the mouthplece. We hear Lorelei's voice ON 36
HTER, through the earpilece of the phone. CONT'D
= (3)

- LORELEI (0.S., FILTER) WAVERLY (quietly
10? Hello? Mr. Solo! - ironic)
whis is Lorelei Lancer. That's perfectly all right,
+  Mr, Solo: take all the
time you need to recollect --

SOLO (to Waverly)
The feact 1s, sir, I met an extra-
ordinary woman this aifternoon. A
Madame DeSala. I need a dossier on
her, Shall I call you back in a half
hour, sir?

) puts away the communicator - and turns to the phone.

SOLO
Yes, Miss Lancer?
37
ouT
RCUT SOLO IN HOTEL ROOM AND LORELEI LANCER IN HER
DIO APARTMENT SOMEWHERE ON THE LEFT BANK 38

lei holds the phone in her hand, walking everywhere
er apartment, restlessly, at the end of a fifty foot

LOREIEI
Mr. Solo.

SOLO
At your service.

LORELET
You said my father may be in trouble.
What sort of trouble?

SOLO
How long since you've seen him, Miss
Lancer?

LORELET

You haven't answered my question.
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SOLO 38
We can't find him, CONT'D
(2)
LORELEI
¥Who is twe!'?
SOLO

I work for UN,C.L.E. I'd appreciate
it if you kept that confidential,

Torelei's studio, a KNOCK at the door. Listening
tently to Solo, Lorelei carries the phone to the door.
relei covers the mouthpiece of the phone, still listen-
E¥z. She speaks simultaneously with Solo's speaking
¥rough the phone.

LORELEI {covering
mouthpiece)
Yes?

OLGA (0.S.)
Itt's Olga.

elei opens the door. Olga enters.

LORELEI (covering the
mouthpiece)
Mzke yourself a drink.

, LORELEI (to Solo)
That doesn't necessarily mean anything
-~ My father often shuts himself off.
Sometimes for a year or more --

OLGA
Who is it?

SOLO
Miss Lancer?
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: LORELEI 38
Yes, I'm here, Mr. Solo. %O?T'D
3

jiga, unseen by Lorelei, whose back is to her, looks up
Marply at the name.

SOLO
Please, Miss Lancer - I wouldn't come
to you if I didn't think it was urgent,
I must know where I can reach him.

OLGA
Tell him you'll call him back.

- SOILO
Please trust me, Miss Lancer.

iéa comes to her and stands behind her and begins to
tfpassage the tension away with her fingertips, massaging
teck and temples., Lorelei looks up at her gratefully,
th a small smile., She plays with the long extension
ord as she talks.

LOREIEI
I dont't know. I've got to think about
it.

SOLO

If you weren't concerned for your
—father you wouldn't have called me.

sage, however gentle and well-intentioned., She covers
mouthpiece.

LORELEI (to Olga)
I have to do what I think is right.

€2 makes a gesture of 'I cease and desist.!

LORELEI (to Solo)
Mr. Solo -- _

SOLO
Yes --

LORELEI
I haven't seen my father in more than
a year, I don't know where he is --
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2 relaxes momentarily. 38
2o CONT'D
LORELET (4-5)
-- But I do have a way to reach him:
care of Phillip Bainbridge at the
Byram Club in London. ‘

-the one moment, of course, which has allowed the vital
mnformation to be passed on to Solo. Now, reflexively,
iga whips the phone cord about Lorelei's neck and yanks
tight, like a professional garroter. Lorelei does not
pke a sound. Actually, she never quite finishes the
rd 'London,'’

‘ - SOLO

Miss Lancer, who is Phillip Bain-

bridge? --- Miss Lancer?

2 iga leans down to the phone, still in Lorelei's hand.
he takes up the phone.
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OLGA (into the phone;
tonelessly)
You have been disconnected.

P.24

38
CONT 'D
(6)

gche hangs up.

-4

T. HOTEL ROOM - SOILO - 39

he hangs up, Suspicious. Uncertain. Uneasy.
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ACT TWO

T IN:
_m ' IONDON - ESTABLISHING - (STOCK) - DAY 40

‘ihe right side of the tracks. SUPERIMPOSE TITLE: LONDON,

§§T THE BYRAM CLUB - HEAVY OAK DOOR AND BRONZE PLAQUE -
3 A 4

:{ery sedate establishment. The plaque proclaims: The
3gyram Club For Gentlemen. The oak door, of course, is by
i:f of a tree cut down In the reign of George III.

DISSOLVE TO:

;gw‘ THE BYRAM CLUB - CLOSE ON STEWARD'!'S FEET - DAY 42
i
>§g

Jﬂnkirg into the nap of the thick, silent carpet as he
‘xrosses at a sedate establishment pace, Behind him, his
[!bousteps remain imprinted for just a moment; then the
Llnp springs back.

@ ANGIE - STEWARD AND SWICKERT 43
SﬁiNORMAN.ShICKERT - ninety-two years old - as bright as
)%vsh¢ny dollar; but not a new one. He sits in his wheel-
jthair, he is someone important, a part of history - as was
3lnston Churchill, Though he is NOT Churchill, please.

4!he Steward approaches. He stops, standing almost at
&ttention. His respect for Swickert is profound; his
;ﬂelight at seeing Swickert, whom he has not seen for a
g time, is enormous.

STEWARD
Sir Norman --

breaks off, overcome with emotion.

SWICKERT
How are you, Thwait?

: STEWARD (genuinely; moved)
May I say, sir, how delighted we are

that you honor us with your presence

once more. It has been far toco long, sir.
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SWICKERT | 43
Thank you, Thwait. CONT'D
(by way of compliment) (2)

You have allowed nothing to change.
Despite the time between, I am at home.

: STEWARD
Thank you, May I take you to Mr.
Bainbridge now?

SWICKERT

Please.

Mhe Steward pushes the wheelchair, Swickert sits very erect.

RIOUS ANGLES La- L7

they move through the club; the thick carpet absorbs
most all sound. As they pass we HEAR VWILD TRACK a dim
u-chotte-ing of !'Sir Norman Swickert' - 1like an echo
at swells rather than fades.

jow, as the Steward's feet press into the thick, silent
§#Farpet, and the wheels of the chair make straight tracks,
from the deep, leather wing chairs that are the final

Tuge of the club members, old men, and some not so old:
mp in all hils phases, thin, stout, young, middle-aged,
d aged: one by one the club members rise and stand to
ention as Swickert passes. It is not at all humorous
4t is genuine, and deeply moving.

geears spring into Swickert's eyes. He sits erect, nodding;
fgable really to speak. And now, by sign more than sound,
e men standing by their chairs applaud, gently patting

e fingers of one hand into the palm of the other - and
Bgain, it is neither wispy, nor funny, nor undignified.

is solemn and moving.

WICKERT AND THE STEWARD 48

[he Steward leans Gown as he pushes the chair.

STEJARD (quietly)
Everyone is pleased to see you here
again, sir,

%+N€Y pass the weapons display on the wall just outside the
Toom in which we will find Bainbridge. We note the display
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4, passing: merely to establish 1t here - spears, throw- 48
4ng sticks, bows and arros, javelins, boomerangs, blow- CONT'D

gms and darts: all manner of primitive hunting weapons. (2)

STEWARD
Mr. Bainbridge is in here, sir,

x.' ickert stops the chair with a gesture. Almost whispers.

SWICKERT
I should like to go in alone.

%‘i th a bow, the Steward steps back., Swickert wheels his
phair into the lounge. BAINBRIDGE is seated in a great,
veloping, leather wing chair, completely concealed
,giuhin it at this angle. All we can see is the little
#ehess table before the chair, and Bainbridge's hand as it
‘&oﬂes to the table to move one of the chess pileces.

%}gﬁSWICKERT ~ CLOSE 49

"';as the Steward steps back. Swickert takes a moment to
b“ace himself, e sense the coming meeting is important

ff ': SWICKERT | 50

“ghe chair is motivated by a battery powered electrical
%ﬁotor when Swickert so chooses., He presses the button
Jana starts the chair forward. We HOLD ON the chair and
‘i’i‘ CARRIES US to Bainbridge. Swickert brings the chair

‘gﬁl‘to position across the chess table, facing Bainbridge.

\-ICKERT‘S POV - PHILLIP BAINBRIDGE 51

‘?*e Saw his photo in Waverly'!s office - the younger version
#of the man Waverly identified as Dr., Benjamin Dallier.

S

;5‘3 Smiles, letting Swickert study him.

SWICKERT 52

.f‘Fe cannot believe what he sees. He shakes his head.

et

"tir;swzcmm's POV - BAINBRIDGE . 53

g
e

nocds, affirming what Swickert's headshake denies.
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CKERT AND BAINBRIDGE

SWICKERT
Lancer! Is it really you?
BAINERIDGE
Try me.
SWICKERT
What is The Bridge Of Lions?
. BAINBRIDGE
A private chess society.
i SWICKERT
- Are you a member?
BAINERIDGE
Yes,
SWICKERT

What was your most recent move?

BATNERIDGE
Queen to black Queen's Bishop four.

ckert studies Bainbridge, who waits, Swickert leans
brward now,

SWICKERT
—71 want you to describe the events of
November third, nineteen nineteen.

BAINBRIDGE
November third is my birthday, and in
nineteen-nineteen 1 was thirty-seven
years old, You and I were part of the
Mackenson Polar expedition of that year.
On November third we were on the ice
pack north of Greenland, debating if
we should shoot a polar bear we had
tracked - there was yourself and myself
and the bear. You said, 'If we shoot
the old boy we shall have to lug him
back to camp.!

54

P.28



12-20-65 P.20

WICKERT (picking it 54
up and finishing) CONT 'D
-- And you said the sensible thing to (2)

do would be not to shoot him but to
train him to follow us back to camp --

nods. Swickert'!s chin quivers momentarilly.

SWICKERT
I could not believe the process worked.
I had to come to see for myself. But
why the masquerade --

~ BAINBRIDGE
You wouldn'!t want our secret to leak
out would you?

SWICKERT
If I had had this at the right time!
I neceded five years more! And they
turned me out, as they turned out-
Winston Churchill before me! Five
more years! I would have turned the
course of history in five more years!

BAINBRIDGE
Norman, now we can give you twenty-
‘five years

0lds his hands cupped, as one holds hands for storing
Aler, extending them toward Swickert. Outside, dimly,
Wworld proceeds - gears grind and auto horns shout at
orld,

OUTSIDE THE BYRAM CLUB - TRAFFIC - OLGA - DAY 55

=y ing in her little car across the street, smoking,
4‘f0hing The Byram Club.

fNGLE - FEATURES TAXI BRINGING JOANNA | 56

: arts in to the curb. JOANNA is out almost at once,
THRUITIng money into the Drivert's hands. She leaves the

. Of the cab flapping open behind her, Holding a

- Of medicine in one hand, beautiful in her nurse's

~'€ uniform, high heels clicking as she runs, she crosses
-Sldewalk toward the entrance to the club.
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imultaneously, along the sidewalk, Solo moves toward 56
e club's entrance. Joanna literally runs into Solo, CONT'D
ocking him slightly off balsnce. They look at each (2)
+her, Joanna more annoyed with Solo for impeding her

rogress than apologetic. She displays the vial in her

and, as if to explain: her accents are rich with Irish

ogue . .

JOANNA
He's forgotten his medicine, you see --
Bhe moves to the door. Solo stands back, so she may not
s#nock him down again, He watches her, enjoying the
Becsthetic sport of girl-watching. Not finding a bell
tton or pull immediately, Joanna knocks heavily and
sistently. Solo pulls the triangular handle of the
ncient bell-ull and somewhere within the premises we
AR a BELL intone. '

“¥he door opens almost at once and the Steward appears. He
%mams to turn toward Solo, but Joanna is trying to enter,
~end he carefully blocks her way.

STEWARD (to Solo)
Good afternoon, sir --

JOANNA
Be out of my way, will you, man!

sitne Steward gives her a 'look.' Joanna displays the vial,

JOANNA
I must give him his medicine!

STEWARD
We do not allow female persons on the
premises,

JOANNA
I am not a female person, I am a
registered nurse!

= , STEVWARD
5 Nevertheless, you are not a male nurse.

JOANNA
Do you mean to say: in a matter of

life and death you will not allow me
in?

y
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STEWARD 56
Under all circunstances. There has CONT'D
never been a woman in The Byram Club! (3)

JOAMNA (shocked)
Has none of you a mother?

. STEWARD
Those members who do, arrange to meet
their mothers on the outside,

ngteward reaches for the medicine vial,

STEWARD
To whom should the medicine be given?

anna snatches her hand baclk as if something hot has
ached out for it.

JOANNA ‘
I would not trust you with an aspirin.

e Steward inclines his head imperturbably. Rage, murder,
_imﬁ tears chase each other across Joanna's face. She turns
Jnmy abruptly, not to let anyone see her crying. Solo

pry gnals the Steward to wait a moment, whips out his breast
cket handkerchief and proffers it to Joanna.

010 AND JOANNA 57

SOLO
I'd be delighted to offer you my
shoulder to cry on except we haven't
been formally introduced yet, but
if you like, I can take your medlcine
in for you.

K banna swirls about, stuffing the handkerchief back into

f}OANNA's POV - SOLO - 58
B

#He smiles, blandly enough. Although, from Joanna's view-
#point 1t may seem a 1little smug. His hand is extended,
_;&?ady to take the medicine.




1S POV - JOANNA | 59

0 AND JOANNA )

a 1ifts her chin. She puts the medicine into Solo's
_ded hand.

_ JOANNA
It is for Sir Norman Swickert, and
he understands the manner of the
medication, And -- as for myself,
I wouldn'!'t care to be introduced to
a gentleman who meets his mother on
the outside,

urns and goes off.

LAMID 'S POV - JOANNA | 61
g away: a precision clockwork activates a harmon-

and closely fitted assembly of parts.

— 62

hing after Joanna, bemused. A girl like that can make
an interesting day. '

12-20-65 P.32
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ANGLE - INCIUDES STEVARD 63
¥*Solo turns to him again.

SOLO
Napoleon Solo. I have an appointment
with Phillip Bainbridge.

STEWARD
Yes, sir.

stands aside. Solo enters, The door is closed against
.ieaving us outside. The CAMERA PANS 180 to Olga's car
ss the street. She 1s no longer in it.

T, THE BYRAM CLUB - TRUCKING - CLOSE ON FEET - SOLO ..
8D STEWARD - DAY ‘ 64

ing across the thick carpet, the Steward in the lead.
y stop. The Steward turns to face Solo,

ANGIE 65

fe-are just outside the lounge in which Swickert and
inbridge are in conversation, This is the site, as
2fviously noted, of the primitive weapons display. We
re . separated from the lounge by an open archway. Noting
2t Swickert is still with Bainbridge, the Steward detains
5;10 a moment.

STEWARD (to Solo)
Sir Norman is still with him. Will
you wait here, please, while I see
about your appointment?

SOoLn
Thank you.

STEWARD
Shall I take the medicine to Sir
Norman for you?

SOLO
Under the circumstances, I think I
should give it to him personally.
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e is a subtle hint of a smile at the corners of the 65
ard's mouth. He leaves Solo to go through the arch- CONT'D
to the lounge and across to Swickert and Bainbridge. (2)

an see other chairs in the lounge and other club

ers, all engrossed in their own privacy.

6¢-68
ouT
iS POV - SWICKERT, BAINBRIDGE, THE STEWARD 69
kert glanéés over at Solo, and Bainbridge appears from
find the facade of the chair as he peers around the edge
ssee Solo. He signals Solo that he is aware of his
70
ognizes the signal.
SHOT - SOIO F.G, =~ BAINBRIDGE, SWICKERT, THE
VARD B.G. 71

olo continues to move casvally toward the standing

ay case, Bainbridge, now interred in the chair again

% visible, gives the Steward instructions with relation
2"S0lo, The Steward nods and straightens up.

 15 moment, Solo sees in the display case a reflection
vpaes raised gun - and he ducks - we HEAR the SOUND of a
A T]ed shot

ICKERT, BAINBRIDGE'S CHAIR 71X1

ullet embeds itself deeply in the back of the chair.
ere is a small SOUND from Bzinbridge. Swickert is still
king at Bainbridge, a strange expression coming onto
kert's face - horror and disbelief, simultaneously.

72
ouT

k‘
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‘:annot believe what he sees.

STEWARD
Good ILord! A woman!

0LO'S POV - SWICKERT - CLOSE
ckert reacting to what he sees,

—_—

SWICKERT
}-Ie's dead....
CKERT!S POV - BAINBRIDGE
bullet has plerced the back of the chair and gone into
nbridge's neck. He is dead.
SHOT - FEATURES SOLO
ther elub members are moving toward Swickert, Bainbridge,

ﬁd the Steward. Solo pulls his gun and goes after the
5sassin, leaving the brou-ha-ha behind.

78-79
ouT

80

81

82



he door,
then moves through, stooped low, and falling to one

so that he is in perfect position to aim accurately
shoot first.

:THE BYRAM CLUB - THE LOUNGE

grbers gathered about Swickert, Bainbricdge, and the
eyard. Nothing can be done for Bainbridge. Swickert
11 at heart.

. STATIRWELL EXIT TO THE STREET - SOLO - DAY
és out of the door and onto the sidewalk, gun ready.
looks up and down the street,

'S POV~ PANNING WITH THE MOVEMENT OF HIS HEAD

Noking down the street there is nothing important to be
n, Whipping back to look in the other direction VWE
K UP Olga's car as it rockets around a corner, too
kly to pick up the license number.

uts his gun away, frowning.

END ACT TVIO

He stands to one side of the door as he opens

84-86
ouT

87

88
ouT

89

90

91

s
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ACT THREE

E IN:
. HIGH RISE BUILDING IH LONDON o2

SUPERIMPOSE TITLE: THRUSH HEADQUARTERS, LONDON.

o3
ouT
THE BOARD ROOM o4
aps, large table - one man, a middle-aged Chinaman, sits
* the table. He looks up as INTERCOM BUZZES,
VOICE
Mr. Jordin to see you, sir =--
‘e Chinese gentleman, whose name is CHANG -- presses a
izzer. Through a large window can be seen several MEN
prking communicators.
ON JORDIN S5

Bihe enters.
JORDIN
You wished to see me, Mr. Chang?

ordin approaches, Chang the latter presses a button
ad a curtain closes over the window into communications.

CHANG
We noticed a certain interest in
certain matters on the part of UNCLE,
For example, they are very disturbed,
because a man named Phillip Bainbridge
was killed --

JORDIN
By Thrush, I assune.
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_ Chgs- “12-23-65 P.39
e Cemave - ¢ - - 95
You'would think so, wouldn't you‘> CONT 'D
Of course, when your hands-are - (2) -

in your pockets it's not always
possible for one hand to know what
the other hand is doing. But in

.. this case I think we did not kill
him.: We have no information on
Bainbridge whatsoever.

ordin takes out a small loose-leaf notebook and mekes
a brief note.. - =

ffJORDiN .
“I'11 lock into it.

. ,‘CHANG S

" UNCLE is also interested in Dr.

- Benjamin Lancer, the biochemist,
... They have been asking- questions

intensively. .

Jordin makes another pothook. .

- JORDIN
I'll look into it.

o - CHANG ‘
According to our dossier on Lancer,
he was very close to a Professor
Alexander Gritzky for a number of
years -- .

' JORDIN |
"~ Nobel Prize in chemistry, nineteen
'thirty-threeo'

- CHANG
They worked together.,

;Jordin makes a note.

-

 JORDIN
I'11 look into it.

CHANG
Also, Professor Gritzky and Dr.
Lancer were both members of The
Bridge Of Lions - the chess
society.
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3in makes a note. 95

CONT'D
JORDIN (3)
Sir Norman Swickert --
CHANG
Yes.
rdin mekes a pothook in his notebook.
CHANG
And, finally, UNCLE has stationed
Illya Kuryakin in the London Soho,
and he has been following cats.
" JORDIN
Kuryakin?
ang nods.
JORDIN (thoughtfully)
Following cats --
_gé‘ shrugs. Jordin makes annther mark. He reads his
 3;¢ms aloud, to be certain he has gotten everything and
borgotten nothing. Chang nods once at each item.
JORDIN (reads)
Bainbridge. Lancer. Gritzky. The
Bridge Of Lions. Swickert. Kuryakin
-follows cats.
7 g nods a final nod. Jordin snaps his notebook shut.
JORDIN
I'1]l look into everything.
g nods and presses a button - curtains open again.
ZIP PAN TO:
21, ROAD LEADING TO SWICKERT'S ESTATE - LONG SHOT -
L0'S CAR - DAY o6

fie little rented car chuffs along the unpaved country
;g}!ad that leads up to Swickert's main gate and passes on
hl‘ough, The gate is set in a high brick wall that
%%FtPEtches off to some point out of sight on either flank

f the gate. Just outside the gate, beside the road,
€re is a gatehouse.
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he car approaches, a gilant man, FLEETON, a former 06
ceman, steps out of the gatehouse and into the CONT'D
3 ile of the narrow country road and blocks the way. (2)

T eton is literally over seven feet tall - and very

ad besides., The 1little car stops.

0 AND FLEETON or

- leans out the window, wearing a jaunty plaid cap:
ds just the thing one wears for an excursion into the
ntry. Solo and Fleeton are both quite cheerful.

- SOLO
_You're standing in the middle of the
road, dear boy. Very dangerous.,
People get run over that way.

FLEETON
This is private property, sir, and
you are trespassing

SOLO
Unless, of course, I am a guest.

FLEETON
You don't look like a guest, sir,

ing the little car by its {ront bumper, Fleeton turns
bout so that it faces back into the direction whence
ame, He lets it drop with a thump and dusts his hands.

AND FLEETON - CLOSER o8

leeton leans down to Solo and grins at him through the
dow in a cheerful way.

FLEETON
Good day, sir,

;? 0 shrugs, throws the car into gear, lets out his clutch,

}d the car takes off backwards as fast as it will go,

ing the giant guard standing flatfooted.

ETON'S POV - SOLO 99

aihe leans out the window of the tiny car and doffs his
p.

P TARTONS - bt 8 - i, VR SIS S il . 30 s et

.o et e e

S e —
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‘v MNGLE - FULL SHOT 100

ﬁb the car continues on backwards Up tne road leading
gventually to Swickert!s mansion, we observe Fleeton go
gk+o the gatehouse and pick up the telephone there.

% ZIP PAN TO:

_%&r, SWICKERT!S MANSION - FULL SHOT - FEATURES SOLO'S
guq - DAY 101

§w=tiny car backs up the d%lvewav and into the motor court
gm’ore the house, We HOID Solo as he gets out and crosses
;‘the entrance to the mansion.

%LO - CLOSER , 102

ch :t to knock on the door, the door opens <harply, reveal-
Sng Joanna.

-

lﬁ
fz JOANNA (without great joy)
Ah, it is you.

SOLO (with pleasure)
Ah! It is you!

JOANNA
I'm told to inform you to wait where
~you are. Mr. Fleeton is on his wey
herez to get you,

SOLO
The guard at the gate -- ?

«mema neds, Solo's foot prevents the closing of the door.

JOANNA
Put your foot away!

SOLO
You don't look like the kind of girl
who could stand by and watch me get
my neck broke --

- JOANNA
Youtre right. I shall turn my back!

s
°lo glances hastily over his shoulder.




POV - FLEETON

aching the house on a bicycle.

AND JOANNA
ushes intc the house.

JOANNA
I did not ask you to come in, and I
do not want you here! If you do not
go out of your own accord, I will
scream down the house! I will!

SOLO
And the nolse will annoy Sir Norman
and he will be very put out --

JOANNA
And so will you, when Fleeton gets
here.

produces the vial of medicine he took from Joanna
lier and hands it to her again.

SOLO
Give this to Sir Norman --

. JOANNA
It is the medicine I gave to you at
The Byram Club this morning'

SOLO
Exactly. Give it to Sir Norman and
tell him exactly where you got it!

i a2 is moved to comply by the crackle of authority in
010's voice. As she goes to carry out the instruction,
-Steps into the library.

"SWICKERT'S LIBRARY - SOLO - DAY

th.walled lined with shelves filled with books; a
°°nY to reach the higher shelves; a narrow spiral
r to reach the balcony.

105
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there in tke room: on the floor, on the balcony, on 105
es and chairs - there are chess boards set up with a CONT!'D
me in progress on each. The pieces belong to various (2)
vles. Each board has a small brass holder which con-
$4ns an inserted piece of white cardboard with the name
.the person to whom the board belongs printed thereon. ~ :

1o goes about the room. He looks at everything. Here
Bnd there studies a game or picks up a piece and sets it
| ®iown exactly as he found it. His back is to the door as
$Mecton arrives -- and is about to toss Solo out and we
ar Swickert's voice.
SWICKERT (0.S.)
It's all right, Fleeton.

INGLE ON SWICKERT 105X1

SWICKERT (with an edge)
Are you a member of The Bridge Of
3 Lions, sir?

1o does not understand the purpose of the question or
e tone.

SOLO
Sir?

SWICKERT
Although you feel free to study those
boards they are the property of The
Bridge Of Lions, Their examination
e is privileged to the membership of
that society.

= SOLO
Foi I'm sorry, sir., I had no ldea it would
v offend you if I looked at the games.

:é:extends his I.D. Swickert doesnt't take it at once.

SWICKERT
It offends me equally as if you opened
a letter addressed in my name and
K read it without my permission.

SO0LO
My sincere apologies.

- -
~ P L I A %
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T - SWICKERT'!'S POV - SOLO'S UNCLE I,D. 106

-TO SCENE : 107

‘kert returns the identification.

Gk gl
N 1

SWICKERT
If this concerns the murder today --

15

nods. -

WICKERT
Directly I left the Byram Club, I
went to New Scotliand Yard znd made
‘a full statement. If you like I
shall see they furnish you with a copy.

X bt St e Ml Todle 4 daii

SOLO
They already have, sir,

roduces it, holds it as he talks.

SOLO
How well did you know Benjamin Lancer,
sir?
mediate response.
SOLO

~ Dr. Benjamin Lancer who won the Nobel
Prize in chemistry in nineteen fifty-
two --

SWICKERT
I know who he is,

SOLO
Sir - was Dr. Lancer killed in The
Byram Club today?

- kert studies Solo'!s face for several seconds before
sreaches to take the copy of his statement from Solo's
FNd. He finds the passage he wants,
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SWICKERT (reads; 107
flatly) CONT'D
",...and I do hereby assert, of my (2)

ovn free will and under sacred oath,
that I 4did this day witness the death
by murder of Phillip Bainbridge...."

the document to Solo.

SOLO
You haven'!t answered my question, sir.

- SWICKERT .
Did you see Bainbridge? If he was
Lancer he would have to be eighty-
three years old! Do you think he was
eighty-three years 0ld? Did you see
the texture of his skin? Did you see
how clear his eyes were? Look at mv
hands -

olds out his hands. They are unsteady, as an old man's
ds usually are.



12-20-55

SWICKERT
Did you see Bainbridge's hands? How
steady they were?

SOLO ‘ .
When I saw him he was dead - Everyone
has steady hands when they're dead, sir.

SWICKERT -

Then I will vouch to you that Bain-
bridge'!s hands were steady when he was
alive,

-7 SOLO
No, sir, that!'s not the question. The
question is, who was Phillip Bainbridge?
And was he Benjamin ILancer? And will
you vouch that he was not?

kert turns his chair so that he will not face Solc,
se eyes are fixed on the old man as if he would see
ide his head. The chair moves silently along the
sible random winding paths between the chess boards.
0ld man stops at one partizular board and looks cdown
t. His chin begins to guiver, almost as if he were
ing to cry. A deep sadness pervades Swickert, a grey
dancholy as subtle and chilling as fog. What he says
s out of this mood.

— SWICKERT

This is Benjamin's board. We each
have our own boards so we can play
by mail when we're not together.
This one is EenJamin's., Did you
know there were more than thirty
million deaths caused by World Var I?
Unnecessary. An accident of history
brought about by a breakdowm in
communication, Not between nations,
Between men. Between the generals
and the statesmen and the scientists.
The poets,

points out the boards of those he names.

P.1O

107
CONT !D
(3)
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SWICKERT
The men who create history: who speak
for the nations and say yes or no to
fate. It was then that I decided to
build a bridge between the great men
and the great minds of the world.
The Bridge Of Lions. So that the
borders of nations would not stand
between them when they needed to
cormunicate with each other. Forty
years. We have played now for forty
years. Do you think the world is a
better place now than it was fcrty
years ago?

S0LO (shrugs)
I don't questicn history, sir. I
Just try to survive within it - along
with the rest of the human race. Sir
Norman, who was killed at The Byram
Club today?

SWICKERT (drifting off)
Queen to black Queen's Bishop four --

SOLO
- SWICKERT
Phillip Bainbridge.

» SOLO
Yhere is Benjamin Lancer, then?

SWICKERT
Dead., Just as Phillip Bainbridge.

Buickert looks down at his transparent hands. Joanna
ters with a bottle and spoon.

JOANNA
Time for your medicine, Sir Norman.

P.50

107
CONT 'D
(4)

%



WICKERT 107

I take pills - therefore I exist, CCNT'D
(5)

oanna feeds him the medicine, Solo exits.

ZIP PAN TO:

BT . GATEHOUSE AND VICINITY - SOLO!'S CAR - LONG SHOT -
R 108

’éLED FROM the mansion toward the gate. Solo's car 1s
pving away from us.

OSER - PANNING TO HOLD SOLO 109

shind the wheel of the little car, thinking of the inter-
ew just finished with Swickert.

fNGLE TO INCLUDE CAR AND FLEETON 110

ho emerges from the gatehouse as the car approaches. He
stends impassively, hands clasped behind his back, feet
1idly zpart. Solo tips a finger to him as he goes by.
RA HOLDS on Fleeton, letting Solo's car EXIT THE FRAME,
fERA PULLS BACK AND PANS TO INCLUDE Olga, standing in

e doorway of the gatehouse once Solo has gone on. She
tches after the little car as quietly, as impassively as
eeton.

;-ﬁ‘IR POV - SOLO!'S CAR 111

ing away down the road. Dwindling.
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-

%7TSTON AND OLGA -~ CLOSE TWO SHOT 112

o i

i
porg
4

%ney stand, Olga a little behind Fleeton, looking after
sne car, There is no expression on elther face, yet we
ssomehow feel an intangible menace,

ty b

‘£xT. ALONG THE ROAD - DAY 113

Solct!s car ENTERS FRAME, The little car comes toward us.
¥e are some miles from the gatehouse, perhaps. It is
sertainly out of sight.

e
=

=

J=D, SHOT - SOLO IN THE CAR 114

‘%2 drives, His pocket communicator BEEPS, He takes the
device from his pocket to answer,

SO0LO (into comnunicator)
Napoleon Solo, on channel,

2T, THE RESEARCH AND FIILES SECTION OF UNCLE HEADQUARTERS -
DA - DAY 115

Aznda is at the switchboard console. DBehind her, computer
es reel backward and forward endlessly, as the computers

WANDA
How shines the moon down by England's
fair land?

"IIERCUT Solo in car, Wanda in UNCLE Headquarters.
A SOLO

Sorry to disenchant you, baby. It
shines not at all.

% WANDA
: Ah, a moonless night.

SOLO
Ah, a moonless day.

WANDA
That never stopped you before,
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SOLO 115
Re~-port, my child! With regard to a CONT'D
certain Mme DeSala =-- (2)

WANDA (tonelessly)
-- That extraordinary woman =--

SOLO (the clinician
informing his students)
Pure hostility, caused by sheer envy,.

MR BRI b oo s R

WANDA
Madame was born in nineteen thirty-one.
Her mother died the same year, and her
father died nine years later, He was
a general and a member of The Bridge
Of Lions, Sir Norman Swickert took
the child into his house to bring her

up --
SOLO
That's a good beginning for a Victorian
novel.
WANDA

Financially, madame is stacked.

SOLO (correcting her)
Financially, too.

WANDA (ignores it)
-- Total assets over three millions.
Two establishments of haute couture.
One for the rich rich, the other for
the poor rich. Perfumes, textiles,
and costume Jjewelry on the second
floor! Furs on three, please! All
original capital supplied by Sir
Norman Swickert, who remains a major
partner.

SOLO (considers briefly)
Leaving out The Bridge of Lions -- Is
there any other connection between
either Swickert or DeSala, and Dallier?

¥anga scans her dossier, turning pages. She finds an item
3 One place, puts her finger on it ~ she turns back two
Pages for the associative item.

:
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WANDA 115

There's a bio-chemist named Alexander CONT'D
Gritzky - financed by DeSala's cosmetics (3)

company. Hormone research. Gritzky
used to be a pupil of Lancer....

Rt

i%ere is a sharp SNAP; the steering wheel tries to tear
3§self out of Solo'!s hands as the car lurches wildly toward
ghe side of the road.

3

&
imao's POV - THROUGH WINDSHIHLD THE FRONT WHEEEL 116

p Y by itself down the rozd, rolling in a straight line,
iidependent of the car.

3D'IAG WITH THE WHEEL ' 117

stralgh* down tne road, The rozd curves, the wheel con-
$inues straight. Road and wheel part company. The wheel
Jumps a ditch, rolls across a field, climbs a hillock and
spashes into the great rock at the top. Losing speed and
dalance, the wheel begins to roll back down the hillock,
imbinnlng to fall on its side., We HOLD on the tire until
3& falls dead flat. O0.S., we HEAR SOLO'S CAR CRASH. Ve
BAN 180, SLOWLY, TO COME BACK to Solo's car in LONG SHOT.
%&e car 1s«overturned perhaps smoking, Silence. Still-
Pess of movement, uOlO himself, is hidden from view by
.ﬂﬂw angle - behind the car, NOW, AS WE WATCH, a tiny dot
appears and simultaneously, the SOUVD of a LOTORCYCL?
!Emroaching. The motorcycle comes cdown the road, growing
2nd growing. We are STILL ON THE LONG SHOT, ANGLED FROIM
XEERE THE WHEEL FTLL, The motorcycle draws. up to a stop
lksice Solo's overturned car. The driver - a figure in a
Jler-ther motorcycle helmet, great goggles, and a long scraf
?“?Pped about the lower part of his face, gets off the
Jotorcycle and crosses to Solo's car. . .

ACRDIN - CLOSER 118

;ih Stands at a point from which he can tsee Solo, 0.S.;
hiqden from our view still by the angle, which puts him
M the far side of the overturned car. 0.S., we can HEAR
~Xenda's voice, come through the communicator:
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WwANDA (0.S., FILTER) 118
Napoleon? Napoleon?! Mr, Solo -- CONT!'D
You better not be putting me on, (2)
Napoleon! -- Mr, Waverly!!
(ete.)
{ﬂRDIN'S POV - SOLO 119

j&wonsclous thrown half out of the car by the force of
he collision. The communicator is still in his hand and
3¢ HEAR Wanda's voice through it. The car is smoking.
“ordin comes DOWN INTO THE FRAME as he kneels beside Solo,

;1EJANGLE - FEATURES JORDIN 120
X

lk pushes up his goggles, unswathes the muffler, For the
‘fdrst time we are able to recognize him -- As he begins to
gotmrouah Solo's pockets, we FREEZE FRAME,

FADE OUT,

END ACT THREE
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ACT FOUR

"The Chapeau Of Mme DeSala Is On The Fence"

£ IN:
§I7T, SITE OF SOLO'S CAR ACCIDENT - DAY 121
£
g%U&n the previous scene, A minute or two have passed,
xmﬁ.n still kneels beside Solo's unconscious form, and
;ﬁm voice of Wanda comes through the communicator as
Pefore. Jordin ignores it, Taking his time, he examines
e items he has removed from Solo's person. He sketches
' ’—presentation of one interestlng device into his note-

WANDA (0.S., FILTER)
Mr, Waverly! I cant't recover contact
with Mr. Solo, and his channel is
still open.

WAVERLY (0.S,, FILTER)
Camel Station. Waverly speaking. Can
you respond, Mr. Sclo? We are trying
to contact you, Mr. Solo, can you
respond?

in takes 21l the various items culled from the various
Places of concealment on Solo's person, and junks them all
ether into one of Solot!'s pockets, carelessly.

% WAVERLY (O.S., FILTER)
Mr, Solo =--

tor he grasps the sleeve between thumb and forefinger
ﬁmn thus 1lifts Solo's hand to bring the communicator closer
‘30 his mouth, He speaks into it,

JORDIN
Please don't shout. Mr. Solo is going
to have a very bad headache as it is,.
If he recovers consciousness, You
night send him a couple of aspirins,
If you care. About three and a half
miles Just north of Lesser Littleton.

WAVERLY (0,S., FILTER)

'ho is this?
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JORDIN ‘ 121
A good samaritan. CONT'D

(2)

é shuts off the communicator, releases his thumb and
prefinger grasp of Solo's sleeve delicately. Solo's
gj.mp arm drops heavily away. Jordin risees.

DRDIN - CLOSE 122
;pulls his goggles down over his eyes, He flings his
wcarf about the lower part of his face, and again, He
#eturns to his motorcycle, starts it, and DRIVES OUT OF
fE FRAME,
: 'GLED ACROSS S0IO F,G, TC HCLD JORDIN'S MOTORCYCLE 123
“:duindlzmg down the road. The breeze flutters Solo's
®lothing, We are not quite sure, but Solo may have moved

&is hand.

ZIP PAN TO:

Bu. LONDON PET SHOP - PROPRIETOR - NIGHT 124

:&d of a day. It is quite dark outside. The PROPRIETOR
#Ys closing shop. The door is actually locked when Illya
s#ppears and taps. The Proprietor hesitates, then lets
$hin 4n,

2

}"“S‘he Proprietor watches as Illya crosses to the counter,
“drings out a black leather pouch fastened with a string.
" ‘It is the sort of pouch which usually holds fine drafting
| ?ﬁ‘ﬁtruments or Jewelry, It is lined with black velvet.
A1lya opens it to produce a cat collar encrusted with
+Mhat seem to be fine diamonds. The Proprietor starts to
“each for the collar, then, afraid of being misunderstood,
*-ﬁaSps his hands behind his back,

PROYRIETOR (of the collar)
Extraordinary workmanship.

ILLYA (displays it)
You like it?

PROPRIETOR
The Jewels look quite real.

U
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v ILLYA 124
They are. Naturally, for a collar like CONT 'D
this I want a very elegant cat. A nice (2)
big fat one. .

PROPRIETOR

I am a bit confused, sir, which do
you wish - elegant or fat?

, ILLYA
Whet I need is the kind of a cat who
gets himself stolen.

roprietor is completely bewildered.

PROPRIETOR (finally)

Y see.
ZIP PAN TO:
125
ouT
;{CORVY'S HOUSE -~ CATS IN CAGE - NIGHT 126

lozen or so fully grown cats in a cage sufficiently large
that a man may enter into it. As we see more of the

“we shall see many individual cages stacked against
valls - each one labelled - part of an experiment.

he individual cages there are kittens only.

¥ room is situated in a nondescript London row house;

;i%Jhas'been fitted over Into a working laboratory, with

R fessional type lab bench, bunsen burners, glassware,
"fetc

;n}DeSala ALEXANDER GRITZKY, Olga, Fleeton are in the
om. The room is being hastily evacuated. Nothing is
!en except what is urgently needed and irreplacable,
ofessor Gritzky stands by himself, confused, unable to
XdBce an order of importance on the materials of his
Jmsearch He has a pilece of apparatus he holds in his
hﬁ@. Mme DeSala crosses the room to take it from him.

MME DE SALA
Ieave it, Professor Gritzky. You
w11l £ind a part precisely similar
in the new laboratory.
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atzky's vague gesture agrees the part can be replaced. 126

DeSzala sets it down, CONT'D

: (2)
GRITZKY

It is not parts, it is a totality.

Here 1s a place where I come day

after day. All of a sudden we are

divorced, this room and I! I am not

ready to go to a new place, vhich is

for me like to begin again from the

beginning.

» MME DE SALA
So you will be uncomfortable for a
-few days., To be uncomfortable is to
be alive., But if you ¢o not move
from here they'll kill you like they
killed poor Lancer. You want to
finish your work.

"@zky surveys the room helplessly.

GRITZKY (gives in)
Displacement bewiliders me, Always.

NGLE - FEATURES CORVY 127

ters, a cat concealed under his coat. CORVY 1is not
ht, but he 1s a good lab assistant for that. He

EAngs the cat from under his coat, He pets it to ease
its~fear, It is, unmistakably, by its collar, Illya's cat.

' DE SALA AND GRITZKY 128

zky stuffs his already bulging pockets with all sorts
dd small objects: a screwdriver, bent in a peculiar
to form a unique tool, scraps of paper on which are

wled equations and formulae, vials of chemicals, etc.

MME DE SALA (to Gritzky)
You see? Corvy is here. Anything
you will need from here he can bring
to you! Now come! Please! Now!

léing his arm, she draws him to the door. Fleeton is
&rrying a carton from the room.
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MME DE SALA (to Gritzky) 128
Go with Fleeton, please. CONT'D
(to Fleeton) (2)

Start the motor. We shall join you
in seconds.

;g;éton and Gritzky exit. Mme DeSala moves to Olga's side.
;g Y look at Corvy. They are considering his life or death,
guietly. Decision finally rests with Mme DeSala.

IR POV - CORVY 129

;f'v
ylng with the cats.

‘DE SAIA AND OLGA 130
;ﬁ_ng Corvy. Olga indicates Corvy with a slight nod.

e DeSzla thinks for a second, then nods yes. It is a

OLGA (1low)
Give me your hatpin.

?,e DeSala withdraws the hatpin, hands it to Olga. She

'fggmﬁns a moment longer, watchlnc Corvy, then Mme DeSela
;exits the room.

aqu SHOT-- PUSHING IN TO HOLD TIGHT FRAME 1

51
aﬁkOlga holding the hatpin without any special emphasis
:es to stand just behind Corvy.
132-133
ouT
;: OUTSIDE CORVY‘S HOUSE - VARIOUS AMGLES - NIGHT . 134-137

- 038 other cars parked at the curb, Swickert's limousine,
ZMOtor running. The headlamps, however are dark. Fleeton
»1t° behind the wheel, ready to move.
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ritzky, already seated in the back seat of the car, has 134-137
3 second thought. He jumps out of the cer, leaving the CONT'D
Jjoor open. As he runs across the sidewall:, going back (2)

o the house, he collides with Mme DeSala. emerzing from
the house, She catches his arm.

, GRITZKY
The teniperature charts!

MME DL SALA
We have them --

\s she holds the door for him, a gust of wind takes her
12t from her head before she can protect it, blowing it

way along the sidewalk. Gritzky is about to go after it

@r her, She detains him.

GRITZKY
Your hat.

ITME DE SALA
Get in,

iently, femininely, and firmly, she puts Gritzky back into
the car. She, herself, waits outside the car for Olza.

)lga comes from the house, heels clicking briskly acrocs
he sidewalk as she crosses to the car. Her hands are
hrust deep into the pockets of her trenchcoat, One after
the other the two women get into the car. There is an
xchanging of looks between them. The door is pulled to
'rom within, The headlamps wink on. Flceton cramps the
iheel and the car moves away from the curb.

ZIP PAN TO:



. CORVY'S OTREZET - HICH AMGIH - LONG SI03 - TLLYA'G
- NIGHT

car comes around the corner, cruising clowly, It
D5 .

T THE CAR - TLLYA

ching the dinstrument panel of a larger omid more poverful
2ter than the pocket device he used in thic Teascer. £

1t winks on brilliantly, a continuous carrier iave tone
DS, etec. Illya looks out.

A'S POV - CORVY!'S HOUSE

seen throuch the window of the car.

I ANGLE - LONG SHOT - ILLYA'S CAR

car backs around the corner, Ve HOLD i1 the corn-r.
,, the FAINT SLAM of a CAR DOOR, 1Illya 2rpears as he
s around the corner toward us, again, on foct now.
arries the pocliet locater,

[NG VWITH ILLYA

16 homes in on Corvy's houce. The wind cends lime
1la's hat against Illya's feet. He picks it up, eyec
bsently, It means nething to him., But prolitely,
use the hat may have value, he hangs it on a railing
> fronts one of the houses instead of torcing it back
> the street. Illya go=s on to enter Corvy's hcuc=.

ANGLE - HOUSE ENTRANCE

[11y2 enters., The CAMERA FRAMED UP to the upper port
he house, PICKZ OUT one of the dorkened windows thore,
PUSHES IN, -

, CORVY 'S HOUSY - FLAYHLIGHT ATPROACHILG - IIIGHT

Tlarhligkt apprei~hes direetly, FILLIUG "W 117107
T,

13¢

140

142



MIGLE - TILLYA 145

ding the flashlizht. He follows the BEF[ T of his
iature loecater 2long the hall of the qui t house.
SOUNMD grows stronger as he approaches th2 op:n door
the rocw mede over into a laboratory. M-« pzuszs a
~nt, cautious, listening. He enters the room, throw-
Chis Yieht Lefore him.,

YA'S POV - PANNING UITH FLACHLIGHT : ’ 123

it PICKS OUT the room: the kittens in the individual
es, the half dozen grown cats in the larger cage in the
ter of the room (though Illya's cat is not in it),

R PAN WITH FLASHLIGHT as an 0.S, STRANGZ lOICE drawua
~attention, The PAN BRINGS US TO A STRAIGT AFPTERALIUS,
ter seen than described., It 1s the primitive pilot

ca
cendent we shall sece anon., There are a series of noice:
, and a sharpy CLICK, and silence.

YA - CLOS3E 147

ching. Alert, ready for action.

YA'S POV - THE KITTEN ' 148

re is a door with a glass porthole built into the machinc,
ompaniecd by a CLICK, a light winks on within the ‘
aratus, Through the glass porthole we see the kitten's
e, close to the glass, distorted, mewling - by, its open
th - though we hear nothing through the ;lass,

YA 149

roaches the machine, cpenc the door and brings out the
ten, It is Illya's cat, reduced tn a kitien, The

lar is still about itz neck, hanging looscly. The

id state device built into the collar is ©till sending
- signal to Illya's pocket locater.



X4\ 101

cets the kitten down gently and continuer his cxplor-

cn of the room. The cots and littens nme il continuoucly
they are used to his precence, Illva ccres to the opvn
ray of the room which was Corvy's liviar quartcr:s.
fecsionnlly cavtioun, Tllva torces a bunch of keyeo on
~v-rinr abcad oft him, He waito, Hethinc. Sending hicz
hoaheod of him, Illya cautiously enter:s the rcom,

YA'S POV - IMOVING WITH THX FLASHLIGHT 1=z '

see, piece by piece, the areas it illuminates. Nothing.
il we comec to the cot, Corvy is dead on the cot. An
rmous black cat is sitting on his chest, blinking

ently at Illva. : ‘

av—

YA - CLOSE ‘ 153

cting, In the other room something is different. Illva
ains, trying to decide what it is. He rcalizes the cats
e stopped mewling. The other room has abruptly become

vy quiet. ‘

- ANGLE - ILLYA 154

listens, staring down at the dead man., Hc turns his
ht out, listening in the dark, A small SOUIN'D in the
er room, '

ya moves to the doorway silently. He places his dark
shlight on the floor in the doorway, directing it touvard
other room,

turns 1t on unexpectedly, simultaneously springing out
the linc of fire, TUO SHOTS rip through the empty
ce where Illya was a moment before.

tending to be hit, Illya drops heavily te the fleor -
ing a profound GROAN, He waits, on his ctomach, his
covering the doorway, The flashlicht sitill directc
teem into the other room.

re is a THIRD SPOT, Tt hits the flashlicht. The 1i~ht
= out,

ya waltes, tensn,
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am of 1ight shoots out of the darkness, pinning Illya. 154 -
'IRES as he rolls. Glass breaks with the shot and CONT'D v

light goes out. - (2)

soro (0.S.; incredulous)
Illya!

\'s woice comcs from some other part of the room than
point freom which his 1light came; he hacn obvi~nsly
oyed the same evasive technique as Illy=,

ILLYA (cautiously)
Napoleon?

, SHOT 155

light comes on, discovering Solo in the centcr of the

1, his hand on the pull string of the naked bull in the

ling fixture. Illya, sitting with his back azainst the

l, comfortably, his gun resting across his knecs, tips |
hand in a gesture of greeting., Illya rises ac he points

orvy on the bed, behind Solo. Solo turns to see,

ILLYA
Is that who you're looking for?

> looks.,

ILLYA
I believe his name is Corvy. He
collected cats.

) shakes his head.

SOLO
I need a bio-chemist named Alexander
Gritzky.

JILLYA
That's who Corvy was collecting cats
for.

> moves to the doorway and into the other room. He
1s on the light in there, surveying the laboratory
cut touehing anvthing.,

SOLO
Did vou lknow the nervous cystem of a
cat is the closest thing there ic to
the nervous system of -2 human becing?



2 doeon't ancwer, He ic examining Corv ito rcc houw 155
50 killed. He turns Corvy's head a 1liti’~ ord sece cormp
hotpin, buried into his brain in the soft nert just (2)
nd the car: only the glacs bead at the c:d of the
showa,
ITLLYA

rtnin,
& comess into the laborctory with Solo. > gtandes
de him, looking at everything. The 1little cat which
Illya's collar meows and rubs against Qolo s lez.

looks down at him without plcking him up.

SOLO (to the kitten)
Hello, kitten.

JLLYA
Ir. Corvy collected cats - only cats.
Where do the kittens come from?

thing keeps nibbling at the back of Illye's mind. He
s out loud, but still nostly to himself.

ILLYA
Hatpin --

looks at him curiously, Now Illya has it.

ILLYA
Hatpin,

3 moves from the room on the run. Solo r=mains a

1t longer, scanning the room to memorize it for futurec
possibly,

STREET OUTSIDE CORVY'S HOUSE - ILLYA - NIGHT 1~

ni
N

arc out of the house, moving to the hat. still hoy -

n the railing. He examines it incide =2nd out. folo

es from the house a moment behind Illva, I1lya hanrds
he hat,

TLLYA
I think thiz ic the hot the hatpin
vt in before it was in Mr. Corv,
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10'S POV - CLOTEUP - LABEL 157

bold, facsimile signature: DeSala.

20 AND ILLYA 158
lva wat-hes the play of ideas across Solo's face.

SOLO
Do you know who put up the money for
the House of DeSala? A gentleman
named Swickert. Sir - Norman - Swickert.
How would you like a ride in the country?
Sir Norman has a lovely place in the
country.

ILLYA
If I can't get an explanation of what
you're talking about, I suppsse I'll
settle for the ride.

SOLO
Stout fellow!

ey move off to their respective cars. CAMERA PANS TO
reet phone box. In it, phoning - or at least holding
e phone in his hands - is Jordin.

ZIP PAN TO:
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15¢-171
ouT
SWICKERT'S MANSION - DE SALA'S CAR - MME DE SAILA,
ZKY, OLGA, AND FLEETON - NIGHT 172
and Fleeton, Fleeton behind the wheel, wait in the
lights still 1it, motor going, as Mme DeSala and
zky go to the houce. Mme DeSala takes Gritzkyﬂs arm;
as if she were offering him reassurance than as if
is leading him. The door is not locked. Mme DeSala
s 1t, holds it for Gritzky to precede her Into the
e.
THE FOYER - SWICKERT'S MANSION - MME DE SALA,
ZKY, JOANMA - NIGHT 173

na, coming from the library, crosses the foyer to
nd the staircase to the upper floors. She pacces
DeSala and Gritzky. They nod formally, aclmnowledg-
each other's presence, no more. Then Joanna turns

JOANNA
Madam -

la and Gritzky turn. Joanna does not approve.

JOANNA
He 1s waiting for you, but 1t is long
past time for him to be iIn his bed --

MME DE SALA
Thank vo,  Gond rirht.

JCAITA
Dn not keep him too long, pleace,
He is lile a candle flickering.
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na goes on up the stairz as Mme DeSala {zuches 173
tzky's arm to take his attentlon btack fr Joanna. CONT'D
,zky follows Mme DeSala toward the libra-v. (2)
,‘LIPRARY - SWICKERT, MIE DE SALA, GRITZVY - NIGHT 174

lert's head rects forward on his chest. He is 5o still
1"y be 2sleep or dead. But his eyes are pen. blinking
1 time to time, He is in deep thought. .[(me DeSala and
bzky enter after a LIGHT KNOCK, - '

_ MME DE SALA : E
Norman. I have brought Professor '
Gritzky --

kert looks up and makes a pathetic, defeated gesture.
3ighs deeply. Professor Gritzky looks to DeSala for
nission. He gets it with a little nod of her head and
roes to Swickert and takes his pulse. His reaction is
>d. Swickert is at the end of his vitality. Gritzky's
ression communicates this to DeSala without words.

MME DE SALA (to Swickert)
Norman, Professor Gritzky 1s going to
make all his preparationc tonight. By
morning you will have your first
treatment --

kert shakes his head.

SUICKERT
There is a time to die,

1la looks from Swickert to Gritzky.

IME DE SALA (to Gritzky)
Go, get cverything ready.

zky nods. He turns abruptly and goes out. Swickert
ders.

SWICKERT
Cold.

175

ouT
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SALA 176
looks at the old man with great tenderncss,

SUTICKERT (without self-
pity)
Too late, Raine. Too late.

ceer him shuddicr, tales off her fur coat znd puts it

it his shoulders. She stands behind him, her i:ands on
shoulders, as if she would pass the strength in herself
to him.

SWICKERT
Time is the enemy. It wounds you with
its days. Small days. The sun circles
the eartn once. Vho would think that
1life, itself, could be buried at last
under the weight, the terrible weight
of all those brief days?

holds his hands out.

SWICKERT
Look, Raine. I have become transparent.
Time has taken my flesh and turned me
into glass,

comes around to take his hands and kiss them. She
ps to her knees beside him.

MME DE SALA
We will wound time - now - you and I
and Gritzky!

ckert shakes his head.

SWICKERT
There is no heat in me.

MME DE SALA
By morning you will be on fire!

SYICKERT
I bave vo purnese to fight. I remcmber
when they turned out Winston Churchill.,
I a3 herdly an 0ld man, then, but I
thought - How do they dare do thin!
(Cont.)
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SWICKERT (CONWT'D) 176
How do they dare? And then my tan CONT'D
coame, and I was far more angry, )ccause (2)

it was myself! I thought, let th:m go
on without me, then! They did.

; ME DI SALA
Whint have they done? Is this th~ liind
of world you would have made?

SWICKERT
I ran out of time. I don't want it,
Raine. To lie awake: wcndering how
to move puny people to great purpoces...

MME DE SALA
When I was ten I was in love with you.
And I s2id, 'Somedey I will marry him'!
How I raced! How I raced to grcw up
quickly! Do you remember how I sat
< beside you with my head on your 1lap I

when I was sixteen?
ckert nods.

MZ DE SALA
I am still in love with you, ny Norman.
Yes, you ran out of time, that ic all!
But now you may have it back again!
Norman, do vou remember the power you
had! It was in you! I remeniber, I
was a girl, and when I knew you would
come into a room I would run thers
before you and wait -- The room,
itself, would change as you walked
into it. 1When there were people there,
talking, they stopped, and waited {or
what you would say to them -- KNormen,
how I wanted, then, to take your hand
and walk beside you through the hnlls
of power - to feel that terrible ctrength
of yours go from you into me! And it
shall te, Nerman! Norman, take my hand,
and I shall lead you back to greatnes:
ornir !

holds ber hant Aut te him,

ZIP PAN TO:



SWICKERT MANSION - DAY 176x1

and Solo climb the 1ivy covered wall tryin~s to reach a
ny. A branch breaks off and Illya alinost falls,

JOAINI" *1 PTDROOM - JOANNA - DAY 17ox2

a wakeo up at the SOUIID of the boys outeide,

BALCONY 177

ent later, Joanna appears on the balcony in her night-
and looks down.,

178
ouT

A 179

e rail, CAMERA PULLS BACK to a WIDER ANGLE, reveal-
1llya dangling just below the balcony, and Solo cling-
o the ivy on the brick wall beside the balcony. <o
1y that Joanna has no idea he is there, Solo suings
om the ivy and stands immediately behind Joanna.

SOLO (softly)
You should be saying, 'Romeo, Romeo,
wherefore art thou -- !

urns startled, Illya comes up over the balcony rail.

SOLO
I am not what you think I am --

JOANNA
I am enough of a lady so that I
wouldn't know how to think what I
think you are -- ’

S0L0 (indicating Illya)
I'd 1like you to nieet my chaperon.
Mr. ¥uryatin. Mice Sweet,

. s

Par—
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JOANNA 179
If you're going to stand here 1like CONT'D
that looking at me in my nightgour (2)

you should be red-faced!

stall:s into the bedroom with head high, leaving them
~on the baleony,

SOLO
It's just a matter of speaking te the
girl and orienting her as to who we
are, and what we do, and the principles
we stand for, and --

ya smiles sweetly and nods; it is quite clear that all
any orienting will have to be done by Sole., But it
er gets that far, for the do~rs between the room and

' balcony are flung open again and Joanna and Fleeton
ear, Joanna points dramatically.

JOANNA
There they are.

n as Solo and Illya begin to turn, Fleeton knocks their
ds together so hard he knocks them unconscious.

ZIP PAN TO:

. THE LABORATORY AT SWICKERT'S ESTATE - DAY 180

s lab has been in preparation for some time. It is
plete, modern, and tiled and cleaned. This vas
bably once the dairy room of the estate when there
a herd here.

DE SALA AND GRITZKY | 181

tzky is making observations and recording them - from
eral different flow meters, electrical pgrids, etc.
DeSala is looking through the glacst port in the door
2 plece of equipment which lmoks like a larccer ccale,
> finished version of the apparatus from which we caw
a'n kitten emerge naplier,



12-20-065 P.76
= DE SALA'S POV - THROUGH GLASS PORT - &VTCKERT 182

bbless and strange lights within, Constartly changing.
ere ic a cense of a womb within this macihiine. Subtly,
ickert seems younger, but we can't yet be sure, It may
nmercly the lighting.

= DE CALA AND GRITZKY 183

comes to look through the glass port into the interior
the apparatus. Mme DeSala steps aside. Gritzky looks,
steps back, nodding.

GRITZKY
Soon.
ZIP PAY! TO:
. THE WINERY - SWICKERT'S ESTATE - DAY 184

> winery is underground - an old wine cellar. Fleeton
1gs Illya and Solo up the ramp to the loading platform
the top of the wine press. Reaching the nlatform, with

hesitation or ceremony, Fleeton drops thecm into the
5SS,

ETON'S POV - HIGH ANGLE - ILLYA AND SOLO 185

ng on the floor of the press 1imply, sprsvled, and un-
ing. Unconscious. 0,S., we HEAR a RUMBLING COUID,

REME LO!Y ANGLE - FLEETON 186
king down over the edge of the press from the loading
tform. In a moment Olga joins him, standing becide him
king down impascively. Now re recalize the rumbling

nd is caused by the mechanism of the pres:c as it

cends., VWe FREEZE FRAME,

FLDE OUT,

IND PART I
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The Man Frou
U, N.C,L,E.
"The Wounded Time Affair"
Part IX
Prod. ;7482
TEASER
N3 :
IE WINERY - SWICKERT'S ESTATE - MOVING SHOT - NIGHT 187
MOVES ON SOUND, 0.S., made as Illya and Solo are
i1 into the wine press by Fleeton. CAMERA ARRIVID
) ONLY Flecton, on the loading platform, as he looks
1to the press.
'S POV - ILLYA AND SOLO - IN THE WINE PRILCS 188
1ous, but beginning to,come to. O0.S., Olza's

els CLICKING as she approaches in her usual brisk
1. . ,

- ANGLED UP TO FLEETUN 18¢

; over the rim of the p,wsg above. In a moment Olga
[NTO FRAME, as she moves to stand beside Fleston,

ks down. :

D FLEETON - ON THE LOADING PLATFORN 150

irns to the control on the platform railing, precses

- CLOSEUP - OLGA'S FINGER ON BUTTOH | 171
resses 'Dovmn!, Two buttons: one‘marked~"Up', the
Doim !, '

, ANGLES - FEATUR™ SCREM AND PLATEN - s

nt screw winds the platen down into the prece,




GA AUD FLEETON

tching.

GLFD UP FROM INSIDE PRESS - OLGA AND FLEEINH

cap beluecen the edge of the platen and the rin of the
s¢ closes dovmn. Platen and press rim are even and the
t glimnpse of the two faccs is closed out.

-3
2
s
<
S

GA AND FLEETON

th no word, they leave the loading platform and cross
e cellar to exit, :

LYA AND SOLO - WITHIN THE PRESS

me conscious - first one then the other. They take in
e situation., Illya still has the tiny, powerful flash-
ght he used when trailing the cats - he turns it on to
luninate the scene,

e two 1lie on slatted duckboardw, whose purpose is to

ld back the grape pulp and let the grapz juice through.
e duckboarding is just laid in place loosely, so it may

taken up for cleaning. Now Illya and Solo pull up the
arding section by section and try to jam it between the
ooring and the bottom of the descending press., The
ess comes down inexorably, The duckboards bend, then
linter, then crack with a SOUND like bones cracking.
e platen continues down toward them. '

.0 AND ILLYA - TIGHT TWO SHOT'; WITHIN THE PRESS
oking up at the monstrous platen descending on thaom.

Z1P PAN TO:

', GRITZKY'S LAB ON THE SUICKERT ESTATE - MME Do SALA,
[TZKY, SWICKERT - DAY

lckert is 5t111 in the rejuvenation machire, L% first
do not see his face, Gritzky is checkin: the secend
1 of a clock, one hand poiced on the cwitch i1 rill

p the process. Mme DeSala is watching, tense -n ri~nn
e,

105
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199
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zky pvlls the switech, Silence,

DeSals stands aside as Gritzky goes to the device
opens it. Now for the first time Mae Delala cen
Swickertts face,

MME DE SALA
There is no change! No change!

-ky whirls on her, Tlarirnz into anger,

: GRITZKY
What do you think? We are science
fiction? We are like those hormone
creams you advertise in the magazines
smear on and smear off and underneath
is a new face?

MME DE SALA
I thought it to be finished --

GRITZKY
It is begun! The whole metabolism of
the body is in a new order - VWe don't
do this! The body does 1t by itself!
Cell by cell!

deSala starts oﬁt. Gritzky's voice catches her at the
GRITZKY

I, too, am tense!

MME DE SALA
I know,

xits,
MOTOR COURT AND MANSION - FLEETON AND LIMOUSINE -

-on comes from the housec, bearing luggage which h~
inte the car, Mne DeSala comcs from the stablen
) housesz the lab,

200
CONT''D

(2)

271

e S



MME DE SALA (to Fl:ceton,
in passing)
Go help Professor Gritzky with Sir
Norman -- !

~continues on, into the house,

. ENTRY HALL - SWICKERT'S MANSION -~ JOANUA, MIIE
SALA - DAY

nna 1s sitting on the steps, a sultcase beside her, in
ious silent colloquy with hercelf.

MME DE SALA
Why are you sitting?

JOANNA
I am not sure if I am coming with
you, madam --

MME DE SALA
I thought it was all settled.

- JOANNA
There is too much I don't understand!
Who 1s this new doctor who 1is treating
Sir Norman? And why 1s there such
haste to leave? What is happening is
what I wish to know!

na is almost, not quite convinced.

MME DE SALA
Do you have no faith? Can not you
trust? Sir Norman needs you., Will
you desert him because of something
you do not understand?

JOANNA (suddenly)
I will come with you! . g

MME DE SALA

One day, mademoiselle, you will cee
you have decided in the right way,
There it a miracle here that must
unfold itself as a leaf uvnfoldco,
You will loonk boek to this second and
you will think - 'Here I touched

- history!' llow, go quick. We have a
minute and a half to do evervthinr!

201
COLT'D
(2)

202
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T, MOTOR COURT AND MANSION - DAY

wickert, swathed in blankets, like a child, is already in
ke car - Joanna sits beside him, Gritzky, carrying his
~all satchel, is just getting in. Fleeton is behind the
heel, Mme DeSala comes briskly from the house., 0lga
2lds the door of the Royce open for her.

MME DE SALA (to Olra)
See you in Paris,

lga closes the door after DeSala and gets into her small
ar, The Royce starts off.

204-20C

NT, THE WINE CELLAR - ANGLE FEATURES WINE PRESS - DAY

o
O
-~

he platen is wound fully to the bottom, There is no
0sslbility that anyone within could be alive. The room
5 eerily silent, )

FADE OUT,

END TEASER
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ACT ONE
L IN:

. THE GATE AND GATEHOUSE OF SWICKERT'S ES]ATE - THZ
OUSINE AMD OLGA'S SMALL CAR - DAY

17
[y}
(We]

o carc go out through the gate. CAMER/ HOLDZ then,
n PAIS BACK to the gatehcuce. From besidc the gete-
se, hidden before this by the angle, Jordin steps out,
ding his motorcycle. He looks after the cars, then
nts his ecycle, starts it, and heads for the house.

. WINERY - SWICKERT'S ESTATE - MOVING SHOT - DAY 200

ERA MOVES PAST tuns and vats to bring us to the wine

ss from which there emanates the SOUND of DULL POUIIDIIG.
er a while we can make out the pattern of the poundlng
spells S,0,S,

‘3.
t
b
%

DIN | 210 A
ers the cellar, exploring. Drawn by thc C,S, SOUND, he

es to the wine press, ascends to the loading platform.
discovers the buttons that motivate the mechanicm. He

sses the 'Up! button. The press begins to rise. The

ND from within the press CEASES,

IOUS ANGLES : | | | 211-213
ERCUTTING aspects of the mechanism which motivates the

SS . :

DIN ' 214
iin bends over‘the rim of the press so he can cee into

down to the bottom.

O)IN'S POV

~J
o
\n

erior of vat. Solo kneeling beside 2 srrawled, perhaps
2less I1lya, whe lies face down. Solo ic lirteninzg to
y2's heart wilth his ear against Illya's back. /= cee

" have survived bcing pulped by taking .:fuge in the

D beneath the duecl.boards.
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JORDIN (0.S.)
Good morning --

lo 1looks up.

[ERCUT VARIOUS ANGLES - JORDIN AND SOLO

| ~ JORDIN -
Your friend having a little trouble?

SOLO
Little enough; he's dead.

JORDIN
That's very unusual. Seventy-threce
percent of all accidents happen in
the home. Very rarely do you find
somebody who dies in a wine vat.

SOLO
I think his heart gave out. Sheer
~terror. Killed him. :

SEUP - ILLYA

‘eye opens in reaction to this slur. The angle,
urally, prevents Jordin from observing this,

ERCUT VARIOUS ANGLES - JORDIN AND SOLO

JORDIN
Jordin is the name. J-0-R-D-I-N,.
Insurance game. "In a way. Most
insurance guys sell you something to
: (Cont.)

P.87
215

CONT'D
(2)

220




JORDIN (CONT'D) 229

settle the damages after something CouT'D
happens. My specialty is prevention. (2)
SOLO

Who carries your paper?

JORDIN
It goes this way and that. Sometimes
I carry ny own paper, and sometimes I
get somebody to underwrite me.

1 o

SOLO
Thrush, for example?

JORDIN
Oh, the world is full of birds.

STUP - ILLYA ' v 221

is just thc merest sound - certainly it would not carry
ard as far as Jordin.

TL.LYA
Tweet. Tweet.

n
n
N

CRCUT - SOLO AND JORDIN
iin whips out his little black notebook,.
JORDIN

I imagine you're wondering what I'nm
-doing here. It so happens I'm running
a little survey, gathering up preven-
tative insurance data, you might say.
I don't suppose you would mind answer-

ing a couple of questions, would you,
Mr. Solo?

SOLO
Actually, Mr. Jordin, I answer ques-
tions a lot better when I'm not stand-
ing at the bottom of a wine vat.

JORDIN
I den't know. Isoletion encourager
concentraticn, they say.



12-221-05 P.CD
. SOLO 222
You haven't spent a great deal of ) CONT'D
time at the bottom of a wine presc. ()

have you, Mr, Jordin?

JORDIN
You feel I'm missing something --

5010
I feel ycu lack an understanding of
the effect of the view down here on
conversation: depressing,

- JORDIN _
Look to the brighter view, then, lir.
Solo! Look up!

SOLO '
That gives me a crick in the neck.

JORDIN
Yell -- if you feel it's all too much
for you - a touch of the finger on
the t'down' button puts everything
back the way we found it.

SOLO .
Confining, I admit. But hardly con-
clusive, Unlike my friend here --
(he indicates Illya)
-- I'm not afraid of the dark.

EUP - ILLYA 223
es his eyes in long suffering.

'S POV - UP TO JORDIN | | o2l

furrowed slightly, trying to decide if the rertraint
ot kllling Solo immedlately is worth the effort
iled. T ’

#
et
.



-:=111'S POV - DOWUN TO SOLO

=iling vp blandly.

"II2E POV - UP TO JORDIN

rin abruptly pulls back from the edge of the iine press
.22, vanishing FROM THE FRAME,

s

XLO AND ILLYA

tt the bottom of the wine press. Illya mutters quietly,
mt does not move otherwise, ’

ILLYA
Next time, my friend, you will do
the dying and I will make up the
reasons why it happened --

SO0LO (out of the corner

of his mouth)
Quiet, please - here comes Mr, Jordin.

SIZRCUT VARIOUS ANGLES - TO COVER

erdin returns with a ladder. He thrusts it over the edge

? the press and lets it drop to Solo below,

JORDIN
And now, if you don't mind, will you
take off your jacket, please? Just
drop it anywhere.

oloc complies, revealing a2 shoulder holcter.

JORDIN
And the gun.

SOLO
Sorry -- I've already been relieved
of 1it.

9
n
()

227

228
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. JORDIN 228
The holster then. 4 : CONT'D
. (2)
":io complies.
JORDIN
Pockets, please,
2Io turns out the 1in1ngb of his trousers poclets, letting
-zm hang
~ JORDIN

And one shoe, Either one.

010 complies,

JORDIN
Thank vou.

0lo begins to climb the ladder. He finds Jordin's face
amiliar,

SOLO
Why do you remind me of a motorcycle?

'JORDIN (helpfully)
I have that kind of face.

SOLO (begins to remember)
It's the angle - looking down.
{remembers)
Yes, I remember. When my car turned
over yesterday. dJucst before I blacked
out corpletely, somebody came up on a
motorcycle and leaned down over me --

0olo climbs out of the press. iordin steps back a little.
n deference to Jordin's pistol, Solo raises his hands.

he plstol gestures down the ramp. Solo goes, Jordin .
ollows. . : TR
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- JORDIN 228

I didn't have anything to do with - CONT'D
that accident, you know. | (3)
SOLOo

I didn't think you did. I have to
remember this one shoe bit; it's very
Food. ‘

JORDIN
Throws you just enough off balance to
slow you down a bit. Gives me a
little edge, I did see them loosen
the wheel, though. I had an excellent
view from behind some bushes, Sit
down, please, Sit on your hands.

sits down on the floor, on his hands, palms dowm.

- JORDIN
Palms up, if you don't mind.

complies,

RCUT ANGLES ON SOLO AND JORDIN WITH ANGLES ON ILLYA,
ING OUT OF THE WINE PRESS : 229

séttles comfortably on his hands, palms up.

SOLO | | | | ‘ :
Makes it harder to get to your feet ‘ '
again this way, doesn't it? oo

~ JORDIN
That's my impression. There wcre two
of them working on the wheel: a big
fellow, about seven feet tall --

: S0LO
Seven two, His name is Fleeton.
Works for 3ir Morman Swickert --

JORDIN (nods)
The actual idra came from a young . R
1ady in a tvench coat -- o



SOLO
Doesn't ring a bell.

JORDIN
Good posture. Make a good soldier.

1 Solo Adoesn!t recognize the picture. He shak:s hir

SOLO
That's the trouble with anonymous
gifts: you never know how to address
the 'thank you' card.

(shivers)

I hate to complain, you've been so
nice about it all, but it's cold in
here.

JORDIN
Always is down in cellars,

in brings forth a metal flask, removes the cap, up-

the flask to Solo's mouth at a polite angle:

in lets some go down Solo'!s throat and warm him before

akes the flask away.

JORDIN |
Now we can get down to cases: Review

the data, bring everything up to date,
and go on from there.

soo
Force a little more brandy down my
throat, will you? ‘

in does as asked, replaces the cap.
JORDIN

You have to be careful about this ntuff
- it's habit forming.

brandy.

in pulls up an interesting 1little wooden bench that
ns to be around, sits, crosses his legs, cets the

¢ down on the bench beuide him, brings out his 1little
¢ looseleaf notebook, holds that in one hand and tie
)l in the other., Wis foot dangles as hé faker hin
 frem thn Tittle Mlack book and feeds thom voapid-pi.

1o,

Po'

022G
CONT 'D

(2)

I . u
B Eaird

g T
sl st e
qr PR AN AR S T

RETTIPTY Y B8 4




12-21-75 ' P}Qk

JORDIN 229
Now! Ve have a bio-chemist nam:! CONT'D
Lancer, who disappears for a while, (2)

and the next time we see him he calls
himself Bainbridge, but he seemr to be
thirty years younger. Question:c: Is
appearance reality? Is Bainbrid-e
really Lancer? Now! Bainbridge ceec
Sir Norman Swickert and is shot anc
killed, Questioae: If Thrush didn't
do it - and they didn't; if Uncle
didn't do it - and they didn't....who
did? And why? Now! We look, and
another bio-chemist disappears: a
former student and associate of Dr.
Lancer - Professor Alexander Gritzky.
Question: What 1s Uncle agent Napoleon
Solo's interest in all this? Now!
Uncle sends another agent Illya
Kuryakin to the Loncdon Soho. Kurvakin
follows cats, Question: Why docs
Kuryakin....

S0LO (cuts in)
Lazarus.

JORDIN
I beg your pardon.

SOLO
Not Kuryakin - Lazarus.

ordin refers to his little black bodl.

_ JORDIN
1 have Kuryakin.

SOLO
No, Lazarus: the fellow who rore
Trom the dead. ‘

oW, by the manner in which Solo is looking toward the
ine press behind him, Jordin bezins to understand he may
2 about to have a little difficulty.

ILLYA (0.5.)
Mr», Jordin --.

rdin's head snops toward the sound.
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ITOTIE TV - TILLYA : 23
=~ the 12241ing pl2tform of the wine precc., 1117z tonzes
: mysterious little gadget at him,

A ILLYA
Vateh out, Navoleon!

ARIOUS ANGLES - TO CCOVER 23x-200

he mysterious little object arcs through the zir toward
ordin. Solo flattens himself on the ground. Terrified
hat it will hit the ground and explode, Jordin reaches to
ateh it. Caught off guard, his reflexes totally unpre-
ared, Jordin is clumsy. In order to catch the obhject he
rops his pistol. ' : :

olo launches himself toward the pistol a= Illye leap: doim
rom the loading platform, moving toward Jordin. '
ORDIN - CLOSE | - 23k

s he catches the mysterious 1ittle object holdo it, and
erceives what it is,

JORDIN
This is an electric razor!

ARIOUS ANGLES - TO COVER ' . 235-237

ordin moves - fast as a cat: he tosses the razor at Solo
nd the 1ittle bench at Illya, simultansously snatching up
he metal flask which contained the brandv he offered Zolo.
ordin does something interesting to thz cap of the flask
nd tosses it behind him as he runs: there is a flash,
nere is flame, and there is smoke., Although Solo shoots
vice, using Jordin's pictol - he misses both times.

der cover of the smoke, Jordin is gone,

ving throush the: smok2, coughing. Looking for Zols,

ILLYA
Napoleon -- 2



12-21-65 - PLOO
soro (0.8.) 238
Right here -- | CONT'D
(2)
" MGIEF - ILLYA AND SOLO : - 239

Uzt oemplie and lame, Illya is on his har 1s and knees,
. ing for his razor, He finds it, triec it, and to his
i:light it hums busily, in perfect workirg order. Solo

- 32udies him,

SOLO
Tell me something. Do you alwavs
carry an electric razor on you?

ILLYA
‘That makes you think it's Just a
- razor?

' llya does things to the little object: he clicks some-
- ting, turns something, opens a little compartment,
-2xtracts something, and inserts it into the proper open-
‘g vwhere it clicks happily. Now he holds it up and we
=3 Solo see what it is, ' '

ILLYA
It's also a toothbrush,

zz flicks the switch and the_littlé brush reciprocates
=1 he brushes his teeth as Solo stares at him.
SOLO
I'11 certainly have to recommend

this as standard equipment for all
men in the field,

FADE OUT,

END ACT ONE




ACT TWO "

"And Absolute Power Corrupts Absolutely Everylody"

DY Tiis :
T. "LVFRIY'S OFFICE - UNCLE, N,Y, - WAVERLY - DAY 219

1o and JTllya enter, Vaverly turns to them.

WAVZRLY
Life, gentlemen, is rarely plausible,
It seems that there now exists an
effective process of rejuvenation.

SOLO | 3
Sir Norman Swickert? N

verly hands them some photos.,

WAVERLY
See for yourself, These photographs i
were taken a few days ago -~ when he
announced his return to political life.

- S0LO
It's difficult to tell from these, s=ir,

WAVERLY
Difficult for you, perhaps, Mr. Solo.
But I know Norman Swickert -- have
known him for over half my life, He's
changed -- or rather been changed,

. soIO -
So the Lancer-Gritzky process is working,
(to Illya)
Almost makes our trouble worthwhile,
doesn't 1it? '

ILLYA.
Almost, What about THRUTH.

SOLO
The prospect of THRUTH members being
able to rejuvenate themsclves ion't
very comforting,



WAVIERLY 240
That, gentlemen, is the children':c CONT'D
version. There are far worse poosi- (2)

bilities if THRUSH had control of the
process: they could unleash it as if
it were a weapon. There would be mcbs
in the streets -- people riotiry in e
frenzied search for their lost vouth,

SCLO
Or THRUSH could sell the treatments to
the highest bidder.

WAVERLY
Yes, You'll have to find Dr, Gritzky
and his miraculous process, gentlemen
--- and find him before THRUSH does,
Perhaps, now that THRUCH is definitely
in the picture Sir Norman will be more
cooperative, '

SOLO
I'm not sure we'll get much cooperation
from Norman Swickert.

WAVERLY
Neither am I, but I know that for all
of his extraordinary political cunning
"and ambition, he'!s basically a decent
man, -- I suggest you begin your search
with him,

ZIP PAN TO:

241
ouT
T, STREET OUTSIDE THE EYRAM CLUB - BANGLES TO COVER :
TION - DAY 2u2-244

rs pulls up before the club - all important carr, mostly
auffeur driven, Swickert steps out of one of thenm.

GLES are so chosen, we see him only from the baclk - rot

s face yet, Immcdiately, the door of the club it opened

d pecople come out tr tolk to him, ' , -




12-01-08 7 PL1O0-101
SI0SER - TO COVER GROUP AROUND SWICKERT 2hr
:+i11 we do not see his face, He continuz~ to move toward

‘e door as people crowd around him, shaki 7 hiz hand, ete.
LT DIAIOGUE IS WILD TRACK HIRE, :

. VOICES
Incredible!

Anmazing!

Remarlioble!
Unbelievable!

¥e SEE the change in him - a brightening of the eyes, a
casual, egocentric wave of the hand, He is into the Byram
Club, The Steward shuts the door.

246-251

ouT
INT, THE BYRAM CLUB - FEATURES SWICKERT AHONG OTHERS - | !
MOVING - DAY 252

Swickert moves through the elub. BLIMPISH MEMBERS ricc
from their chairs and move to him to sheke his hand. ALL
DIALOGUE WILD TRACK,

. VOICES
--Norman, you look like a boy!
-=It's the wildest thing I ever saw;
the man is forty years younger!
--Magnificent! Magnificent, Sir Norman!
You must tell us how you accomplished it.!
--You are a young man again, Sir Norman!
--A young pup!
-=Astonlshing! ' '

- ==I shall have to write to The Times!

wickert smileé, aloof. He moves to the lounge arce.
SWICKERT
-~Thank you, Sir Charles -
--Good to see you, James -
--Helle, Markham -

-=-lc'11 chow them - won't e,
Fte. ~

ANR-264

N
( vl
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', THE LOUNGE OF THE BYRAIl CIUB - FEATURII'G SUICKERT -

255
TS O] Steward as he movec through the cro-d tovard
ckert 2nd hands Swickert a card.
T - CLOSTUP - FOLO'S CARD IN SUICKERT!'S HAND - POV 255
back of the card. In Sclo's personal hind: 'y
L% asks that you give his nephew a moment of yvcur most
uable time,! Swickert's hand turns the card over,
ply-printed: !'Napoleon Solo!,

257

UME - SWICKERT AND OTHERS

ckert nods briefly to the Steward and turns to the
bers. '

SUICKERT
Gentlemen, will you excuse mc for a
moment?

ckert moves off with the Steward, the menlters INUTTERING
itedly to themselves as he goes OUT OF SHOT,

258
ouT
. A READING ROOM - THE BYRAM CLUB - SOLO, SVWICIIIRT,
YA - DAY 25¢

ckert enters, the Steward closing the door after him,
leasant room. Scveral high, glassfronted btookcases
h old, leatherbound books on the shelvis: newspaper
magazine racks; coft leathcr chairs: tables, lanmpe,

The windows look out on the rear courtyard., Solo
I1lyn exchange salutory nods with the older pgocntleman,

SOLO
May 1 say, Sir Noruen, you are con-
sicderahly vouncer than last time we
mct, v
SWICKERT (with a scrroe
of humor)
So 1t cprears,

Fl



AD SUICKERT

wickert turns to face Solo,

SOLO i
Ve shell have to have your secret, 5
sir. :
kert sits down,
SUICKERT

Yhat secret, gentlemen?

SOLO
Y/hether or not we describe it ac a
miracle, a genuine process of rejuve-
nation does exist, doesn't 1it, sir?

SWICKLRT
Does it?

- S01L0
Developed by Dr. Benjamin Lancer and
Professor Alexander Gritzky --

~ SWICKERT.
Go on, g :
S0LO
And since Dr, Lancer is dead, the power

of the process remains with Professor
Gritzky. )

SWICKERT ' K
A fair deduction. : :

.. soro
Will you tell me where Professor Gritzky
is, so we can protect him?

_ SUICKERT
- From whom? o
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3010 2¢1
There probably are Thrush agent:s in CONT'D
The Byram Club right now, rezd: to (2)

snatech vour secret from you ani nut
it to their own use,.

SYICKERT
‘Gentlemen, you're laboring und-1 a
terrible misapprehension, Thes only
secret in my poscescion is my movriage
to Madame DeSala, and that is a cecrev
only till tomorrow - when it will be E
announced in all the papers. ' '

JILLYA
Sir Norman, a truly effective process
of rejuvenation is no Jjokinz matter.

SWICKERT

I quite agree with you, but until one
is discovered I can only recorm:=iid

the process I have tried -- a marriage
to the right woman. Gentlemen, what
you see in me - is only a reflection
of what my wife sees. And now if
you'll excuse me, I have a great many
people waiting for me out thcrc Cood
dey, gentlemen. _

fe turns and goes, Solo and'Illya look at cach other and
shrug . ’ ) ' '

SoLo |
I must say the old boy 1s everything
the Swickert legend says he ic,

ILLYA :
Very nobly put. The question is where
do we o from here?

0lo crosses over to the window and pauses therc to think
ind absently stare outside,

SOLO :
Let's think like Thrush. Yhat do we
want, 2ir Yomnan Swickert or c¢o ve
vant..., '



.
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.ops in the middle of the sentence becausc his hand, 201
1 1dly gliding down the window frame, con2s to rest  COKT'D
small object, - (3)

ILLYA . . I
Want what? ' S
SOLO (holding up the tug)
I think our Thrush friends have bcen
eavesdropping on us,

ILLYA A
Won't be the first time, I

look out through the window, - ‘ » Eﬂ

HOT - EXT, ALLEY BEHIND THE BYRAM CLUB 261X

11 van with a protruding antenna 1is. parked in the
4 ' .

VAN ; 26112
, filled with tape recording maéhinery, etc, Jordin
erating the recorder, He 1s wearing earphones,
red through we can hear Solo's and Illya's voices.,
SOLO'S VOICE
Now let us see what kind of an ear-
ache we can give them.

is followed by a PIERCING WHISTLE. Jordin smiles and
, a switch. : ' "

JORDIN | |
Too late my friends, too late.
TO HIGH SHOT 26113
e van starts out of the alley,
" ZIP PAll TO:

262-269
ouT




Wounded Time Affair-Part 11 UNCLE
Chgs. 1-3-66 P.108

INT, SWICKERT'S LIBRARY - SWICKERT, MME DE SALA - 270
NIGHT A

Swickert moves among the chess games. Something seems
to bother him. Mme. DeSala, a heavy sweater about her
shoulders, perhaps near the fire in the fireplace,
watches her husband.

MME DE SALA
What is it, Norman? You look
so preoccupied. _

SWICKERT
Where is Gritzky?

_ 'MME DE SALA _
He's in a safe place. Why do
you ask? B ,

SWICKERT .

Others have become interested.
Something called Thrush.

MME DE SALA
They won't find him.
. SWICKEKT L '
Can't you tell me where he is?
HME DE SALA

It is better if ouly one of us
knows - o v

SWICKERI (a shndder)A
You sure the windows - ‘
"are closed. There 1: a draft :
from somewhere.wf h

She moves to him and takes his hands holds them
so she can examine the backs -- changing the subject.

MME DE SALA
Let me see your hands - When did
the brown spots appear? '

SWICKERT ’
1 noticed them this morning You
don't think.... - ~

MME DE SALA (tiding over)
It is all precisely on schedule.
Gritzky will be here tomorrow in
the morning.
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-Wounded Time Affair-Part 1I

Chgs. 1-3-66

Swickert takes his hands from his wife. He studies
the brown spots, feels the texture of his skin,
observes the slight tremor.

SWICKERT
I sée. They're growing old again.

MME DE SALA
-1 told you. Gritzky will be here
in the morning to make you new again.

SWICKERT ,
I shall have to have treatments
every month, then.
' MME DE SALA
Is that so terrible?

SWICKERT
I see.... ‘

Swickert studies her.

SWICKERT -

Suppose one day you decide not
to send for him?

MME DE SALA
What are you saying? I love you,
Norman, I love you deeply.

ﬂe will not lec her touch htm

SWICKERT
That may be.

MME DE SALA‘

Don t withdraw yourself away from
me !

SWICKERT
How can I? How can I? 1 am bound
.closer to you than if by chains.
Do you know what a prison is? It
is a method of depriving a man of
alternatives; it shuts off the
wider world so that the prisoner is
left with those possibilities only
which are not contrary to the will
of his jailer.

MME DE SALA
1 will deny you nothing.

UNCLE
P.109

270
CONT 'D

- (2)
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cundoed Lime s v oy art IL
Chgs. , 1-5-66
SWICKERT

This is not to say I am not
your prisoner. It simply means
you are not a cruel jailer.

MME DE SALA
Norman, trust me.

vickert rises angri]y upsetting the chess figures
w1th a sweep of his hand.

SWICKERT
Put the treatment into my hands
and under my control, and I shall
have reason to trust you.

Mme DeSala does not answer. She walks away, keeping

"her back to Swickert until she can recover her self-

control., Swickert drops heavily into a chair,
studying his hands without really seeing them. A
sudden chill shakes him, just as Mme DeSala turns
back toward him. She sees it. She is wearing a
cardigan sweater, a heavy one, as a woman might
wear in the country. She goes to Swickert and, as
she did before, with her fur coat the first time;
now she puts the sweater about his shoulder.

MME DE SALA -

How many women have lives a prisoner
of some man - a lover, husband -
father - some man? Their spirit
cowed, their imagination chained,
their talents wasted -- how many
women? Have you ever thought of

it, Norman? -

} SWICKERT :
I always thought that you at
least were free to do whatever
you wished with your life.

. MME DE SALA
Was I? 1 would have entered
politics as you did. 1 was not
allowed. How do you define a
prison? A place where one is
allowed only such possibilities
as are not contrary to the will of
the jailer?

SWICKERT
So that's what you're after. They
s1y there is no fool like an old
fool. And 1 was fool enough to
delude myself into belieéving that
in spite of everything you could
love me --

UNCLE
P.110
270

CONT'D
3)




Wounded Time Affair-Part Il
Chgs. 1-5-66

MADAME DE SALA
But I do --

SWICKERT
There is no love in you -- only
hate - you hate all men because
. you were born a woman. You wanted
power -- and that's all I ever meant
to you., That's why you married me.

MME DE SALA :
This is a man's world, Norman. 1Is
there any other way open to a
woman?

Another chill shakes Swickert's body. Again
Swickert studies his hands.

SWICKERT
How long would it take - if we
suppose that Gritzky did not come
- how long would it take before I
was once again - what I was --?

'~ MME DE SALA
He will come. He will be here
in the morning. I love you,
Norman.

She gently places her sweater around his shoulder.

SWICKERT
You win - my 1life is worth
more to me than my honor.
o ZIP PAN TO:

EXT. PARIS - ESTABLISHING - (STOCK) - NIGHT

EXT. STREET ON WHICH THE MAISON DE SALA IS LOCATED -
ANGLES TO COVER - NIGHT

Down the otherwise silent, deserted street comes an
ambulance. It stops in front of DeSala's establish-
ment. We recogaize by the same plaque we saw in

: Part I:

DE SALA - HAUTE COUTURE - PARFUMS
- Paris, Rome, New York, Beirut

Several men including Jordin emerge out of the
ambul ance.

UNCLE A
P.111.113

270 )
CONT'D
(4)

270X1

271-273
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)SE ON JORDIN
ches ar Thrushman opens the door - with a zet of lkeys,

n all file in, and now, from the ambulancc, twe white-
ted fellows, looking a good deal like ambulance
~ndants emerge, bringing with them a fold-d stretcher
| Plankats, They cross the sidewalk and enter through
 open door, : :

"y OFFiCE - MAISON DE SALA - OLGA - NIGHT -

* the moment, the concealed sliding door between the
'lce and laboratory is closed, consequently invisible,

a is at the wall safe, She wears her trenchcoat,
iously about to go out. She takes several papers from
 safe, takes what she wants and tosses th= rest back,
ses the safe, and crosses to the open dispatch case on
 desk. There are already papers and manila files in

- and Olga tosses the papers in carelessly. She closes
' case,

 opens one of the desk drawers and presses a button

ch is concealed therein. The heretofore invisible door
ween the office and Gritzky's Paris latoratory slides
de and we can see Gritzky in the laboratory beyond.

s one is more conventional than the others - a lab

ch with a complex of metal standards and glass tubing
anged on 1it, various pieces of chemical apparatus,

mal cages against a wall in the background, and so on.

tzky, too, is just about prepared to leave; he, too,
rs his topcoat, and a hat, He is placing prepared
ppered test tubes and other containers in a rack into
mall traveling case, He appears to be handling
erials which are valuable and delicate, but not
losive, He simply nods to Olga when he HEARS the

r opcn, but keeps his attention fixed on what he in
ng, -

OLGA -
Time to go.

GRITZKY
In a minute,

P.11/

274

275




', SALON

Jordin and his men enter and cross to office <oor.

y men remain in salon - others follow Jordin into office.

3IED TAST OLGA TO INCLUDE OFFICE DOOR 27 o .
ERNCE RAN emall SOUMD, as the door from th~ salon opens

rough which e see Jordin and the Thrush Agents, Jordin
ready has a pistol with a silencer fized to it raised

1 aimed. '

za whirls, Her hands go into her trenchcoat pockets.

IE ON OLGA | 277 .

she produces a gun and FIRES, A Thrushman fallc,

DIN 277X _
ES,
SEUP - OLGA - FULL FACE 278

» eyes open wide with surprise., A small, perfectly
nd, black hole appears in the precise middle of her
ehead. For a second, nothing more. . Then, abruptly -
id - she drops. Her face disappcars below thc BOITOI1

E OF THE FRAME, Now we are able to see Gritzky in the
), Petrified by the shock of the evenb, Gritzky remains
zen in mid-movement,

| ANGLE 279

din enters, the other Thrushmen behind him. They step
'oss 0lga's body, moving toward Gritzky, in the 1lab.

takes the traveling case, hugging 1t to him ac a shield.
they approach, he steps backwards. He trips and falls,
ble to move, in a constrained and difficult position:

- he remains that way, fully consclous, cyes opened,

ply frightened into immobility.



EATURES JORDIN, GRITZKY, OTHER THRUSHMEN : 289

rec of the Thrushmen steps forward, takeo ihe bandaze
cissors Jordin produces from the briefc . He knrecl:
wiftly and cuts straight up Gritzky's sWCPae - topceat,
zcket, and shirt all in one cut. He pullr the sleeves

~ay from Gritzky's forearm. Gritzky's terrified eyes
‘main {ixed on Jordin, As the Thrushman rtandz, moving
rek, Jordin kneels, produces a hypodermic syrinze from

.c briefcase, fixes a needle and plunges it into Gritzky's
orearm. )

ORDIN'S POV - CLOSEUP - GRITZKY'S FACE 281

he terrified eyes dlose gently, almost immediately.

XT, SALON 281X1
olo and Illya drive up - park behind the ambulance -

otice it and run inside, guns drawn,

NT, MAISON DE SALA - MAIN RECEPTION AREA - ILLYA AND

OLO - NIGHT 282

hey énter, pistols drawn, moving cautiously. A SHOT,
hey take cover, shooting as they separate. )

bullet kills a mannequin and the wax dummy fallc over,

11ya and Solo move into the room, takinn cover where they
ind 1it,

1lya gets behind a Thrushman and chops him down with the
uzzle of his gun, '

Thrushman is about to shoot Solo. Illya talkes the man .
ut. )

0lo and Illya move on,

NT, MAISON DE SATA - OFFICT AND. GRITZKY'5 LAB Ii! PARIZ -

ORDIN AND. OTHr S « GOLO AND ILLYA ENTER - NIGHT 2532
5 Solo and Illya enter the office, they see Gritzky being

caded onto 3 stretcher in the lab. They move for the Inby,
ut are forced to fight their way. Jordin slams the secrct
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or shut before Solo and Illya can get into the lab. 283
Thrushman jumps them from behind, knockins Illya down CONT'D
d stunning him. Solo hits the Thrushman, cending his (2)

n flyving,

7 Solo looks for the button that openc tiiz sliding door
2in, Finally finds it. He whirls, The door is open.
2 laberatory 1s empty. Another door, at the other end,
°n,

lya is trying to get to his feet., He follows as Solo

ves out of the door fast,

I, STREET OUTSIDE MAISON DE SALA - PARIS - NIGHT 284
itzky on the stretcher is shoved into the ambulance.

e doors are slammed shut. The ambulance drives off,

ars grinding, high speed.

L0 AND ILLYA - - 285
crge from around the building. They move, on the run

their own car. As they try to start, they realize

eir car has been sabotaged by ripping out the ignition

res.,

FADE OUT,

END ACT TWO
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ACT THREE
OF IM:
I. A TLACE OVERLOOKING THE SWICKERT MANSTOl! - A CAR i
TTH ILLYA AND SOLO IN IT - DAY 205
r2 car i p““i'ed wmqtruuivcly, partially hidden bty an

orhane of foliese, Solo is watching the house thrcugh

: pair of powerful binoculars. Illva is to2ppirg the phoo-
conversations which come into the house by means of an
electronic replay amplifier with earphones. Illya holds
rather than wears the earphones puttihg only one of them
to one ear. : ’

EXT, SWICKERT'S MANSION - ANGLE FEATURES MOTCR COURT -
IONG SHOT - SOILO'S POV THROUGH BINOCULARSG - FLEZTON
BESIDE LIMOUSINE - DAY : 287

Fleeton waits, smoking nervously.

BACK TO ILLYA AND SOLO IN CAR 288

Solo lets the binoculars drop. He produccs a wrapped
sandwich from his jacket pocket, unwraps it, breaks it
in half, and gives half to Illya. They eat, Solo's
pocket communicator BEEPS. Solo responds,

SOLO
Napoleon Solo, with Illya Kuryalin.
Responding.

INT, WAVERLY'S OFFICE AT HEADQUARTERS, UNCLE, N.Y. 289

WAVERLY
What further developments, Mr., Solo?

INTER(‘UT the following.

SOLO

Very quiet, sir, Mrs, Swilickert has

_ made two calls to Paris so far thi:s

- morning;, The second time ~hc oot th-
police who answered in her office,
So she knows about thc murder and
kidnapping. She hasn't used the phore
since then, Two calls by the cook to

(Cont.)



SOLO (CONT'D) _ 289
local shopkeepers, in March-Falin;. CONT'D
And arrangemcnts for a date betuwern (2)
the upstairs maid and a local boy --

WAVERLY
Sounds very exciting.

S0LO
It's a tally-ho norning, sir. I
there anything on your end?

WAVERLY o
We picked up the ambulance they uced
to carry Gritzky. They left it at a-
small private airport and continued
on with Mr, Gritzky in a plane, {£nd
that!s the last we know of them, to
now, So stay with it, Mr, Solo; you
and HMr, Kuryalin., They muct certainly
try to contact Mrs. Swickert --

SOLO
And we shall be there;

WAVERLY
Let us hope so, Mr. Solo.

rly breaks off; Solo puts the communicator away.

1int, regular BIPPING begins to emanate through the
hones, ON FILTER, as are all sounds coming through

1. Solo leans closer, so he can hear, too, throuzh
free earphone, We HEAR A CLICK, as Mme DeSala ansuers
phone., We hear her voice and Jordin's voice ON FILTER
L WE CUT TO THEM,

: MME DE SALA
" Hello -~

’ JORDIN ‘
I'd like to speak to the 1lady of the
houce, please,

-MME DE RALA
Yeos, I ~am listening,

‘“;
N
R
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'RCUT MME DE SALA ON THE PHONE IN THE LIINRARY AI'D

IN II A GLASS PHONE ROOTH IN A PUBLIC P’ ACE
JORDIN . .
Jordin is the name, J-0-R-D-I-I%,

Insurance with a difference, e
prevent Sickness and accident bei'hre
it haprcne --

Mi% DE SALA
Yes? ‘ '

JORDIN .
We recently acquired a client who may
need some prevention - by the name of
Alexander Gritzky.

MMZ DE SALA
I am listening very carefully.

" JORDIN
In view of your husband's present
condition, we thought we might kill
two birds with one stone and do 2
little prevention for Professor )
Gritzky and your husband at the scme
time, . '

DeSala sighs deeply.

MME DE SALA
What are your premiums?

JORDIN
Well, I'd like to get together with
you and discuss the whole paclage,
WVhy don't you get in your car and
take a drive? By way of March-Ealing.
Just go straight on through the village
and see what happens after that --

e 1s a CLICK. Jordin hac hung up.

TO SOIO AND ILLYA IN CAR

e 13 a2 “VCOND CLICK &3 Mme Dellala bangs ur., folo
s up thre. binoculers azoin and directz theu townrd
distant Swickert monsien.

TP Pt e
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I', A STHETCH OF COUNTRY ROLD - DAY 202

signed by Illya, as Swickert's limousine moves into the
tersection, Illya's car emerges from the crozs street

d manares to have the bigger car crunple one of his

ont fenders significantly. Illya's car blocks furtier
scage forward to the bigzer car, despite the blausting -
ceton pives Illva with his horn,

lya emerges calmly. .Villagers are now coming to the
ene to see what has happened. Fleeton, urged on bty

e DeSala in the rear of the limousine, is trying to get
lya to move his car out of the 11mousine'" vay., Illya
ves calmly to Fleeton's window.

JLLYA :
You have crumpled my fender --

e DeSala opens the rear window to talk to Illya through

MME DE SALA
Will you please get your car out of
our way? o

ILLYA

You have crumpled my fender,

2eton gets out of the limousine. He comes up behind.
lya, tapping his shoulder. Illya turns, finds himself
e to face with Pleeton's cheot He looks up, Fleeton
ks down, : o

. FLEETON
I am asking you politely: take your
little car out of the way,.

ILLYA
I didn't crumple your fender - you
crumpled mine,

FLIETON
"I'm sure if you contact Sir llorn~n
Swlckeri, the matter can be arraricd
to evervene!s satisfaction --

‘ ILLYA
Is this his cer?

RO




FLETTON ' 20¢

it is his car., Will you take youvrzc COHIT'D
out of the way? ‘ (2)

va turns and looks at Mme DeSala within the car. He
m" back to Fleeton, pointing behind him to Mec Del ala,

; TLLYA
ho 1s che?

FIEETON
That, sir, is Lady Swiclkert.

ya eyes Fleeton coldly.

ILLYA , :
I don't want to tzlk to you. I

turns to lMme Defala again., He brings out his wallet

| begins to extract license, identifications; incurance

ds, etc, Now he begins to search throush his pockets

* a pencil, Fleeton, meanwhile, moves to Illya's car i
| begins to push it back out of the way, manipulating
 steering wheel by reaching in through the window.

} MME DE SALA (to Illya) ' SR
I am willing to concede absolutely ’
it is our fault. Now.wlll you please
let us get on? ‘

"ILLYA
Do you have a pencil, please?
- DeSala opens her pocketbook to search for a pencil.
- finds one and hands it to Illya. le starts to write
the back of a card - cannot find a place to rest it,
ches in through the window for Mme PeSala's poclet-

k to use that as a portable desk. He goes around to
back of the car to copy the license number,

DeSala throws her hands wide in a geéture of despair,

YA . . ’ . ) pc3

ps a microphone-tranrmitter into the pocketbool:: 1t
kt precisely likec a matchbox.

JIT TAN 7O




=, SWICKERT MANSION - MOTOR COURT AREA AND HOUTE
TRANCE - SOLO - DAY | 20

- trudges across the motor court to come to the door of
= housc., He rings the bell and waits., I-= carrics a
-pateh cose,

(K]

COER - AI'GLED PAST SO0LO TO INCLUDE DOCR TIt FRAL o=
1o waits., Solo's back is to us so we caninot cee hirc
inds, Joanna opens the door. She seems more than
irprised at the sight of Solo, she seems chocked.
SOLO (plez oantlj)

Good morning, Miss Sweet,

AHNA'S POV - SOLO

r
\O
N

s pistol in his hand, aimed directly at her.

L0 AND JOANNA

Mo
\O
=

e takes an involuntary step baclmwardz., Then, collect-
g her wits, she tries to slam the door. Solo is too

ick for her., He is into the house, Joanna still under
e threat of the gun. Solo shutc the door from inside,

ZIP PAll TO:

T, A LONELY STRETCH OF INNOCENT COUNTRY ROAN -
JOUSINE - DAY

N

e limousine moves along pretty fast, Fleeton driving,
e DeSala in the passenger seat. The roas ahcad iz empty.

I ANGLE - LIMOUSINE AND MOTORCYCLL 20

w7, a2 small dot at first, and coming fact from bchind
e limousine, a motorcyclec with - as we shall cec -
rdin riding it.

2 motoreyecle comes up cven uith the limousine ~nd Jor<iin
ctures Fleeston to rull over and ctop, Flceton ctons his
r at the side of the road. Jordin stops the notoreycle
the side of the road just in front of ths limousine.




ORDIN ’ 300

ismountz, pushes up his zoggles, pulls ofi his motorcvcle
loves and stuffs them into the belt of hir leather coct,
11 the while walking back toward the limosine. Flecton
s roll~d dovm his window and is leaning out, Vith no
riing hetrcoever. as he comes even with !leseton, Jorain
roducen a2 oun with an unusually long muzz ¢ frowm his
elzet, Me rhootc. Fleeton claps his han. to his nzcl,
bllapses irmediately. He Talls forward, heced on the horn
ing, The SOUND of the HORN is continuous.

ZIP PAN TO:

\T., SWICKERT'S. LIBRARY - oOLD JOANNA, SYWICKERT - DAY 301

rickert is sleeping on a couch, a pillow under his head .
1d covered with a heavy afghan. His breathing ic lalored
1d he shivers in his sleep. He lies so that his fzce is

> the back of the couch, deliberately, And even in this
eition, and even in his deep, drugged state, his hands

¢ up before his face, shielding it from view,.

1o motions Joanna to a chair with a waggle of the gun.
e sits rigidly. Keeping half an eye. on her, Solo moves
) Swickert and touches his shoulder. Joanna starts to
me out of the chair. ' :

JOANNA
What do you want with'gim?

SOLO
Sit down, please!

JOANNA
You are to take your hands from him!

SOLO .
I'm Just tryinv to wake him up,

JOANNA
Well, you'll have no luck with it, I
promice you., The man is asleepn - ifn
2 heavy redation, so you can spire
yourself the effort and take your
hands off of him --
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~ is dismaved. The fact that Swickert is asleep is 301
iously a blow. There is a small BEEP on his CONT'D

-unicator, He takes i1t from his pocket, responds (2)
*he sipgnal, o .

SOLO (into the
communicator)
Mapoleon Solo,

“RCUT ILLYA IN HIS CAR

93]
&
o

JLLYA
The microphone is in her pocketbook.
We should get a very good pick-up.

> looks where Joanna was, she is not there,

SOLO. (to Illya)
Talk to you later!

shuts off the communicator and moves fast.

)!S POV - PANNING TO FIND JOANNA 303

n the empty chair where she was, across the room on
CLICK of the phone dial, to find Joanna at the phone,
ling the operator,

JOANNA (into phone)
Operator, I want the --

> ENTERS THE FRAE. He hangs up sharply. Joanna bites
hand.

) AND JOANNA S 304

"1ings her acrocs to a chalr,  The edme of the chailr
hes her behind the knees., She sits down hard, her

1th expelled in a sharp 'ooph!'. It 1s 'The Taming Of
Shrew'! all over agaln., Boiling with frustration,

> directs an unwavering and accusative finger rtraight-
oward Joanna'‘c face, Surprisingly, thir - as the gun
not - subdues her Lo sillence at once,



S0LO 3cH
Low, listen, Miss Sweet! You're very ' CONT I
brave, extremely loyal, and not very (2) -

intelligent! You malte up your niind
out front, and from there on vou cover
vour ears and chut your eyes 2nd go
charsing headfirst like a rhinoccroc
into wvhatever's ahead of you!. XIf vou
carried on the same way at railrnad
crossings you would probably, b now,
be divided, like Gaul, into three
parts! And the one you would miss

the least is your head!

JOANNA
You are no gentleman, I will tell you
that!

whips out his UNCLE I.,D. and thrusts it into her line

SOLO
Did you ever hear of UNCLE, Miss .
Sweet?- B

 glances at the card and gives it the Leck of her hand.

starts toward the disvatch case, set dowrn ulen he
ered the room. The moment hic back is turned, szhe
rts to rice. Expecting it, Solo whirl~: vithout 1lock-
, aiming 2t her that accunative fircer rhich 2Jon: iv
' world secms the orly means of subduin,: her,

, JOA&NA
Which is not to say that you arec a L
part of 1t! T
SOLO

Yhat can I say to you? .

) JOANNA
You may say anything you like: T do
not btelieve you!

50LO.
But you will, Hise Twect, you will!

S0LO
Sit there!




12-21-585 P.228
~d she cits, meekly enough., Solo goes tc the dispatch 304
=ce, op~ns it and reveals that it contain: a taps couT!D
zcorder and 2 loudspeaker, (3)

ZIF PAT TO:

T, TVE TONTELY STRETCH OF INHOCENT COUNTRY ROAD -
L0UsSIEE AnD MOTCRCYCLE - JORDIN - DAY

L¥V)
(@]
1

T

leeton's head is still on the horn ring, the HORN still

s sounding continuously. dJordin takes the slack of
leeton's collar, pulls his head up., Fleeton's head flops
ick, his mouth open.

e psychological echo of the horn persists, intensifiring

e new silence, Moving without hurry, Jordin opens the
or of the passenger compartment.

~

)RDIN'S POV - MME DT SALA ~ 305
rvous, but tough as steel.
. IME DE SALA

Was that necessary?
E DE SALA'S POV - JORDIN A 307
 smiles bleakly,

JORDIN ,

He's not dead., I Just put him to

sleep with a tranquillizing char:
W ANGLE - JORDIN - COVERS 308

- he pets Into the car.

RDIN AND MME DF SALA 306

riin pulls the door to, ard sits becide iwc De'»12 in
e passenger compartment.

: JORI'IN
Of cour-e. T'11 have to have hin
killed 31 1 can't conie to an agrce-
ment vith you. ‘ R
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MME DE SALA 309
As you did with Olga -- COMNT'D
. o)

: JORDIN (shrugs)
Self-defense, there.

-e DeSala turns away. Her pocketbook is on her lap -
s-establishing to idea of the mike plante’® by Illva,

JORDIMN
I think we should talk very directly.

MME DE SALA
Yes,

NTERCUT - INT, OF THE LIMOUSINE WITH THE ACTION IN
JICKERT 'S LIBRARY 310

here Joanna and Solo listen to the dialogue between
ne DeSala and Jordin as it comes over the receiver in
plo's dispatch case, :

JORDIN
ILast night, before we took Professor
Gritzky, you had power. Now you
don't,  If you want us to, we'll
give it back to you,

MME DE SALA
Who 1s your wel?

JORDIN
Thrush.

MME DE SALA

Why do you need to give me Something
you do not need to give me?

anna turns to Solo, indignant,

- JOANNA
She is going to bargain with them!

1o puts his finger to his 1ips - he wants to hear..




JORDIN
e don't nced to give you anything.
e understand what the good profex: or
has invented, On the face of it, the
profitable thing to do would be te put
the treatment on the market. But,
after conrultation with our comput-rg,
e prefer to keep it for ourselver.
Consider the short 1ife of the average
person, Suppoce we moved into the
present political power structure,
while all about us others were dying
in the normal way? Within a few years
our people would head up every govern-
ment on earth,

NA AND SOLO

na turns to Solo, 1livid.

N AND

JOANNA
They are monsters!

- - SOLO (straight)
I'm glad you told me, -

., JOANNA
They must be stopped!

, - S0LO0 (straight)
Right thinking, Miss Sweet,

MME DE SALA.

MME DE SALA
What do you require of me?

_ JORDIN . ,
We simply propose that, from time to
time, as you guide your hucband along
the treacherous paths of political
decision, you allow yourself to be
gvided by us, '

M1 DE SALA

~

319
CCHT'D
(2)

311

312
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~ DeSala considers the bargain. Now Jordin waits 312
lently. I[Ime DeSala, preoccupied with her thoughte, COKNT'D

»ches absently into her pocketbook for cicarettes and (2)
~hter. As her hand fishes in the pocketuvcok, feeling ‘
thout looking, we suddenly remember the microphone-
nsmitter Illya planted within, '

213
cuT =
ICKERT - CLOSE . 314 @
see that he is awake, somehow., And conscious, as well,
stening. He sits up with an effort.
JOANNA (0.S.)
Why 1is there no sound of her?
soLo (o0.s.) :
She's thinking. !
A JOANNA (0.S,) | B
Of what? Her mind is made up to say
. 'yes! long ago.
soro {0.S.)
But she doesn't have a nice reason yet.
315-317
ouT
RDIN AND MME DE SALA - 318

r cigarette is lighted. ©Smoke plumes out of her nostrils
rcefully. OShe puts the lighter back into her pocketbook,
111 without looking. She comes to an agrecment with
rself, -
‘ MM1E DE SALA
Yes, .

rdin merelv nnds.

g
M. DT SALA
I am doinr it for my husband.

JORDIN (verv dry)
Lucky man, ' :



1A, SOLO AND SWICKERT

ry for Swickert's betraval, Joanna shutc off the
eiver, and snaps the switch to 'off.' Eolo moves
ut the room, locking at the chess gets without seeing
3N ‘

JOANNA

I'n glad he ic acleep and cannot
hear that.

SO10
If he had heard it, he would have
had to believe it!

JOANNA
And where would he find the wanting
to live, in that case? .

S0LO
Man's fete, my dear: you takec the
bitter with the sweet,

: JOANNA
You're not as wise 2as you like to
think! You're not wice, a2t all!
You're nothing but a young man v*tb—
out any feeling!

0 moves away from her, among the chess games scattered
ut the room, " He stops before one, not seeing it, feel-

the o0l1d, polished softness of thc wood with the tip of
inger, 1ost in his thoughts

"KERT - CLOSE :
bening bitterly.

: JOARNA (0.S.)
Mr, uOlO do not force him to know.

) AND JOANNA

Llooks 3t her,

JOANHA
It would bz unkindncac guch as yon
could ncveyr dimngine —--- Uhni loc: n

young ma, know of {the terroy:- of an
0ld man?

i

(3
N
.
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SOL0 321

When did you have your hundred ond COI'T'D
firet birthday, Miss Sweet? (2)
JOANNA

It is beccause I have lived with him
and nurced him, I have felt 'hins nain.
tith him --

ICKERT - CLOSE 322
king a few faltering steps - then grabbing at a table
- steady himself,
JOANNA (cont'd; 0.8.)
-- as he saw his life slipping away
day by day, And I have seen the joy
in him --
ANNA AND SOLO ~ 323 L
. .
anna facing Solo. -
: : 3
JOANNA (cont'd) i
-~ when his life was handed into his
hands anew -- ;
324 ;
OuT 5
ANA | . | 325
| JOANNA i
Last night he was so content, Look-
ing forward to the meeting to be
tonight -~
ANNA AND SOLO | 326

1o looks at her sharply. Joanna seez th: question .in
> look, '




JOANNA
There ic to be a meeting with a sreat
many of the most important political
men. He was working on his speech,
He read me parts of it from tim: to
time -~ He is a spellbinder -- ‘‘uch
Joy he had, last night.

oanna turns awvay.

JICKERT - CLOSE

is eyes are tight shut, but tears come from under the
ids and course down his cheeks,

0LO

oved. Looking dotm at the board before him. - Then he
akes up his mind and out comes the communicator.

SOLO
Overseas relay, open Channel D,
Napoleon Solo.

OLO AND JOANNA

JOANNA (of the communicator)
Toys! Simple ones for 1little boys
and bigger toys for bigger boys!

SOLO
i} "Don't 1look now but you're steppilng
- on ypur.rather complex,

NTERCUT SOLO IN THE LIRRARY - VARIOUS ANGLES, SOIiE
CLUDING JOANNA AND SWICKERT - WITH VARIOUS ANGLES ON
\WERLY IN HIS OFFICE AT UNCLL, N.Y,

averlv responds to Solo's call,

WAVERLY
~Ccme in, HMr. Solo.

(W8]
n
~I

328

329-330

ouT
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SOLO 332

HMay I ascsume, sir, that you know CONT'D
Sir Norman Swickert, very well? (2)
17AVERLY

Since before you were born, Mr. folo,

S0L0 ‘
I thinl you ought to come to England,
sir, and talk to him, in person. I
have it on good authority that --
(with a glance at Joanna)
-- I am only a young man, and not
wise enough.

verly glances at his desk calendar, heavy with appoint-
nts and other responsibilities. He sighs heavily,

SOLO
I think there's a decisive meeting
here at Swickert's house tonight.,

verly frowns at his wristwatch,‘mentally calculating the
fect of time zones on flying time.

WAVERLY
Very well, Mr, Solo, I shall join you
there tonight.

verly clicks off,

CK TO SWICKERT'S LIBRARY 4 333
lo buts the communicator away.>

JOANNA
Thank you,

OSE - SWICKERT 3301
suddenly feels dizzy. He attempts to stcady hinself

ainst a chess table - upsetting the figures which rall

th a LOUD CLATTER to the floor. -And then Mrickert

mself sinks to the floor.




"ISE TWO SHOT - SOLO AND JOANNA 333

D=2y react to the NOIST and turn in constrernation hzving
- 11ized that Swickert must have heard everything.

w -

)
{

ATHER ANGLE - | 3
they rash toward him,
JOANNA
Get his medicine. It's on that table

over there.

!z Solo starts to go, he stops, reacting to what he sees.

0LO'S POV - THRUSHMAN 334

entering through the doors from the terrace, Rifle

leveled at Solo,

L0 , , : 335 -
spins around to face the door giving into the interior of

the house, He draws his pistol.

0LO'S POV - JORDIN, MME DE SALA 336

e DeSala stands Just behind Jordin's shoulder, Jordin's
istol is out, ‘

. JORDIN
Drop it, Mr, Solo.

LOSE - SOLO o : 336x1
eluctantly he lets the gun drop.

FADE OUT,

END ACT THRETR




"The Youndcd Time Aftalr" Part II 7482 U.N.C.T.x,

ADDS 1°-29-7
LCT FOUR

FADE II0:
INT, GRITZKY'S LAB O THE SNICKLPT ESTATE - SWICKEERT,
JORDII. GRITZKY - DAY

”WicLC*E is in his ghirtsleeves, 1is seated on o chair,
“itzly is taking F*s blood pressurs. G tzky o pro-

oocuplbd with the readings on his meters =2nd diclz, ~hicl.

indicate to him that uicker+ iz in difficulty. It ig
several seconds before Jordin addresses Gritziky.
JORDIN
Come on professor - we haven't got
all deay.

GRITZKY
Fnormous strains on the heart take
place in this process., This man is
in no condition to undergo a treat-
ment ncw. His pulse is racinz. The
cistonic pressure is dangerousliy high.

SWICKERT
It's only the excitement.

' GRITZKY
I do not kill anycne for anybody! I
am a scienti t, and I do what 1is ripght
to do! ' '

JORDIN :
Be careful, professor. With a small
additional effort, it should be
possible to replace you with a computer.

SWICKERT (puttini; his
hand on Jordin's arm)

I don't think this will lead us any-
where, Why don't you let me talk it
over with the gnod professor. After
all, it's mv 1life he 1ic worriced about.
I'm certain I chall be abLle tn ppr"u”d‘
him of the absolute necc:"jtv of poir:
through with it.

Jordin weighs this for a moment in hic wind th v shrues,

F.128




exite.

JCADIN
Very well., Fut den't telie teo lon .

FITRANCE TO TFE LAB (EZ-CARRIAGE ICURT) - DY

Joriin °’P“2 from incide. Twe Thrurc-asr w7
-
‘&

moat the

NT, LAB -

C\ .

JORDIN
Stay here. And lkeep an eye on thinzs.

SWICKERT AND GRITZKY
SWICKER

Don't wear such an anxicus expression,
profeczsecr, 1 kaow what I'm doing.

i—J

GRITZKY

isten - Norman - listen. You ctn
recharge batteries sver and cver, but
it shouldn't be ycu let them rua down
too far, and ysu give them baclk theilr
energy not too fast - slow, cler, theore
are heat factors -- and it'cs net a
battery, too, in thic case. Irn viou
there are pa rts more delicate then a
battery --

SWICKERT .
I happen to be involved in a situation
which dees not allow consideration of
fragility --

GRITZKY
You do not underctand what is inveolved
here, WHe reverce all the sctatnalie
procecsen at & very accelloepnt d rnte,
We o ton fast you end up a2 b npain
-- a deni boy,

' SHICKART
I heve ne winh for that., ALY 1 no-d
is a few mcre heurs of ctrength ta de
vhat mit be dsne,




ARITZEY
I don't dare, It is too ri=ky.

SWICKERT ,
Great causes require great ric! !
Vhen in doubt, my friend, prcce onl
Press on -- A’Hays press en --
(irenic) '
Fzeolsior! There is no one to holp
us except ourgeclves,

ritzky begins to start up varicus secctcrs of machinery:
witches, pumps, valves, motors - sector after secter in
rdered sequence.

ZIP PAII TO:

NT, SWICKERT MANSION - THE ENTRY HALL - NIGHT

butler stands at the entrance dcor admitting the
olitices. CAMERA SWINGS OVER to reveal PeSala in an
vening gown greeting the arrivingz dignitariec. Jerdin
tands discreetly in the B.G. (All men are in evening
lothes.)

DE SALA (A2-LIB)
Good evening, Sir Henry. So goed of
you to come. Norman will be down
presently, You know hsw men are.
It takes them forever to get dressed,
etc.

XT, MANSION - NIGHT

IGHT ON entrance as a taxi pulls in. Waverly in top-
oat, bowler hat and carrying an umbrella emerges. frem
he cab,

NT, ENTRY HALL

s Waverly enters. He locks aronund, spots DeSaln and
rosses over to har.

WAVERLY
Lady Swickert?

p. 40
33¢

CONT'D
(2)

342




17020 = 5 r.111

N7 OSATA 3h2
Yec? CCNT'D
(2)
WAVERLY
I'm Alexzander Waverly. I'm 21 »1d
friendl of Sir Kerman's, I heppr:ancd
to be in L~ncdon and I did not wich T~
leave without payling my respectic.

.2l {lashes & quick sifnal to Jurdln whio dimrs “istels
rterializes at her side,

v D= SALA
I'm sure Sir Norman will be delighted.
Mr. Jordin will you take care of Mr.

Wave-e=w-
_ WAVEELY
Waverly.
DE SALA
I'm sorry. I'm so bad at renemoering
new names. Will you forgive me., This

is a big evening fcr us and I have my
duties as a hostess. - : :

e turns to the small group cof zuests she was chatting
Lth. _

TE SALA
- Shall we go in?

e propels the men into the library. Jordin and the
itler, meve in on Waverly, who strips his gloves very
Imly. Jordin brings saut his pistel and lecvels it at
verly. ‘ :

JORZIN
‘Will you please ccme with me, Mr,
Wa‘er1y°

Lverly continueu,to strip off his coat and hat, draping
e coat casually over the outstretched arn of tr= butler,
0, as Jordin does, helds a gun aimed at laverl-.

"' [\\' ! rIJY
Se yon're Jordin?

JORDIN
Your chedient servont, rir.




WAVERLY 3N
Young man, if you had half the menneorc CONT'D S
you pretend, ysu would first h-ve ‘ (
alleowed me to remove my hat and ceszt:

and then you would have pointed your
pistel at me!

crdints mun rover wavers,

: JORDIN ~

A nice point, sir., My apologies.
WAVERLY

With regard to yocur competence: You
left me my umbrella., What males you
believe it as lnnocent as it seems?
Anything can be built irnto an umbrella.

o demonstrate, YWaverly removes what seems to be a white
vory tip to the umbrella, but which turns out to te the
ap of a built-in air-flame lighter, which springs into
lame when exposed to the ailr, and which Waverly uces to :
ight his cigarette and then recaps and hands to the butler, !

v JORZIN
Once more I stand corrected. Once
more, 1 apologize,

| WAVERLY
Yes, apologies, apologies. DBut if
one has good manners, there is no
need to apologize. Where is Sir
Norman? . :

JORDIN
It may be a little while before he
can see you, Meanwhile, let me show
you where you can wait.

Z2IP PANl 10:

NT, WINE CELLAR - WITHIN PRFSS. - NIGHT

averly descends, down a ladder. Jordin and th~ atler
ean cver the rim, leeping ey2s and weapons gim~d ot
hose belew. As he comes down, Vaverly greets theoe
elow,




sverls 33

WAVFRLY

343
Fr. 3o0lo,., Thers you are. And 2 youny COIT™
lady with you, of course, Whe) wue 5

couldn't contact you, we were £fraid
you mizght have fallen on hard timecs,

2t thz bottom of the ladder. Ileo gestures ticre

siove b~ tole it awey. The ladder goes un, sow=ont ctavic
‘=2 pl~len deceending azoin,
S0OLO, JOANNA AND WAVERLY - 3

at the bottom of the wine press, the platen descendirg.

'he platen
)y second.
lential as

S0LO
Miss Sweet, Ir. Waverly.

JOAI'NA (a little afrazid
of him) -
How do you do, sir?

WAVZERLY
Misgs Sweet - what Zs a nice girl 1like
you doing in a place like thig?

begins to descend., All look up toward it for
Solo speaks to Waverly in a2 manner as cornfi-
the circumstances permit,

- SO0LO
I'm afraild, sir, this trip probadly
wasn't necessary. I would have let
you know sooner, but they cut off ny
mailing  privileges.. ’

WAVERLY

Mr, Solo, I wouldn't have micced thirc

. excurclon for anything. IHowevcer --

(consults his watch)
I must be back in New York by tomorrow
noéon, the latest; 5o we are going te
be somevhat precgsd --
(cocks an eye upward to the
descending platen)
No run intendced.




Wounded Time Affair - Part II  UNCLE
Chgs . 12-30-65 P ul,.u.'. .

INT. GRITZKY'S LAB ON THE SWICKERT 'ESTATE - GRITZKY,
SWICKERT - NIGHT 345

The treatment is finished. Although still a little
weak, Swickert is out of the box and on his feet.

GRITZKY (taking a pulse)
I still think I shouldn't have let
you talk me into it. I don't like
the way your heart beats.

SWICKERT
It has always been like this when-
ever I was faced with an important
decision. I remember when I had to
rise in Parliament to answer the op-
position taunts, when one mis judged
word could topple the Government. I
could hear my pulses racing in my ears.
And now I'm facing perhaps the most
crucial decision of my life., It isn't
easy to make up one's mind in matters
like these. I have had to make
decisions that involved life and
death for thousands, They said, well
bomb them, then. And you say, well
ten percent will die - and eighteen
will be wounded and what ‘the losses
will be in pounds of sterling. And
you welgh it all in your mind and you
say go = and let the bombs fall -
and then you go to bed that night and
you sleep = you sleep well because
you know tomorrow there will be other
questions pressing for an answer.....
This is a great thing you and Lancer
‘have discovered -~ the dream of ages
realized =~ a fountain of youth.
What a temptation to a man fighting
the inexorable onset of age. You
drink of it - like a man dying of
thirst in the Sahara -« and then sud-
denly you discover that its magic
waters do not slacken your thirst -
they only make it more unbearable -
and the more you drink of it the
thirstier you become,

GRITZKY
- WHat, then,




SWICKFRT - \ MR
The d:c2a1 hos boeore a ndghtmn , (GANE T
7 am th: priconer of the drean -- a ()

holpleos addict to thore who c¢- trol
the secret. And I an only cne. Thirl:
el Lhe others wihen they learr 7 1tc
eristoirnce, Gritzky. The panic in thr
streotr ) the riots -- peoplec c¢=uwing
czehy other to resain a share oi their
lost vouth., The feor of being left
benind with death would upturn the
world,

GRITZKY (he acree:,
dejected)
I thought of . it, Sir Korman. But I'm
~afraid it is too late now,

SUICKERT
Yot if we bury the cecret right row
and here,

GRITZKY
Ard me? ‘

SUICKERT

That is the hardest part of it.

ring abhove Swickert gets into his familirv cardigan.
- takes a gun from its peccket and is about to fire --
en Jordin re-enters,

JORDIN
The gun is empty, of course. And nowv
that I understand you better -- let
me remind you of the consequences of
any betrayal.....

SUICKERT (to Gritzky)
I am sorry, profecsor. Rut jyou do
understand, don't you?

JORDIN
You'll have 211 the time 1n the world
for explanations later, Right roy
you ‘have 7-roomnful of gucste woiting
for vou,




OUWICKERT R
Oh, ves, I quite foorct......0 uk (GRS E
sou for reminding me, Goodbye (23
riencs?

Critzkyv.

T do hope we part ac

Jordin tales Swiclert boeclr utoilc.

ap the cupty gun and CLICES "he tfog

rit:l 18}
eveiol btimelx, Iyipty., He alrost loolko 2+ 1heor e
ichee T ooy ey 2 londed ~fter 271,

XT, GATE

leeton is guarding the gate. Illya aprearc, driving tir:
ar that we saw ezrlier in the auto accident., Illva cteprs

he car and gets out.

JLLYA :
I dontt believe we really settled
this matter.
(points to car)
If you'tll Jjuct open the gate lile a
gond fellowu. ' v 1
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. STILL ANOTHER ANCLE

glllya drops to his feet, letting Fleeton have 1t in the
" stomach a few times with his closed fists -- 1little
¥ effect -- the same as hitting a boxing dumy.

swings -- Illya ducks -- and Fleeton's fist slams into one
- of the wrought iron bars, krocking it through to the other

f I1lya behind him, Illya quickly unlocks the gate, goes to
L the other side and grabs Fleeton's protruding wrist.
tIllya pulls on the huge man's arm -- pulling his head into
fthe remaining bars on the gate. Fleeten is aut cold, he

t slumps against the gate -- hils caught arm holding him

f 1imply upright.

* I1lya moves inside the grounds, cautiously.

f INT, WINE CELLAR - WITHIN THE WINE PRESS - CLOSE ON
§ JOANNA'S FACE - NIGHT

?Her eyes are tight shut,_her face averted from laveri,
F who, as we shall see, i1s 0.S., just beside her. It is
F quite possible Joanna is blushing.

WAVERLY (0,S,)
I'm sorry to embarrass you. It's not
my habit to disrcbe in public. This
time, however, there's no help for it,

! ANGLE WIDENS as Waverly reaches behind his shirt collar,
L unfastens the clasp which holds his tie and removes it,

' It is an ordinary enough tie, it seems: of the sort with
. prefabricated knot.

WAVERLY (to Joanna)

Now you may open your eyes agzain -
if it doesn't disturb you tco greatly
to see a gentleman sans tie. Research
and Development seems very proud of

- this device. They produce it in thrce
forms, I believe: one explocive, onc
ultra-sonic, and an incendiary torch
of sorts, which I bclieve this is --

- He hands the tiec knot to Solo and hunts in the secret
pPockets of his jacket for something. He find: and pro-
duces it, a pair of small lensed dark velder's gogeles
which he hands to Solo, who puts them on immediately.

" Fleeton moves in on Illya, backing him to the gate. Fleeton

b side. Fleeton's arm is througn the gate up to his shculder,

349




10 -0 P.oet
WAVIRLY 349
Mr, 30lo will do ihe henoves, and the COm

rest of us, lilte Lot's wife. will o (2)
hect if we don't look.

shuts his eyes and folds both arms cover “hovm "o pris
v, Jeamm? lools to hiim and then to Solco, whe oIl

~w3u1}~?1t. Jorir Imitaters Waverlv, OQ-lv ozl 1 Jor
nvo’*QTf” hor avzr. deogr [ole protact

[0 - CLOSE ENOUCH ‘ 2

pulls the dark gogples down over his eyco, alne 2
usts that end of the tiz knot which has a smeil 1i3ht
1t into it. He does somcthing at the other end,

| i N FY
o
O“ ct
p.:.

ted

GHT ANGLE Ol TEE KHOT

A

end become brizhter =n

> 1ight Lulb lights : X
rizht the glare ic tha only thii~

til it iz so b
tire world

HT ON SOLO AND LEVICE 352

a thin line of light shoots out of it torard the u2ll
the vat; very much 1like a single pencil thin line of
laser. Now, cutting through the wood as c¢rsily ac 2

1c1l marks a line, Solo marks a door. The entire spa
as bright with sharp, intence, highlv contracting 131
when a welder works in a closed -opace,

a moment, Solo has cut through a cmall docr, H:a chuts
f the laser built into the tie knot,

I ANGIJ.-- TO COVIR B

‘..
X

Solo puches up the goggles., UHoverly cnd Joon.a wancove o
>ir eyes. Solo kick:s at the prop:r cpot.. ‘I'h dooris:
115 out, :

TAVLEINY
ind thrre we are. It Ic nmy cont rtio.
iyt the ndvanta ~ Lo ity pricon oy ~7
2 ¢l ol vo Lhdner oo prason, o
tiat 3¢ ¢ iven hin wnlirit & pric-ce
to coirtrive his encep --
(Br pestures 4a Jomn)

s =g
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ESUME CELLAR - ANGLE FEATURES WINE PRESS : 354

'irst Joanna, then the others, emerge through tﬁe door
ewly cut in the side of the wine press. Solo moves to
he cellar door, finds it locked as he expected. Waverly
emains a little distance back with Joanna beside him.
laverly lights his pipe. Solo unthreads 2 shirt button
arefully, leaving a small string of thread attached to

he button and dangling after the button 1s removed from
he shirt. When he holds out his hand, Waverly hands hin
he matches he used to light his pipe. Solo talks as he
orks .

SOLO
But once you put someone in a closed
container, even if he has the means
at hand, he is forced to eliminate
kigh explosive ac one of his means
of escape. Unless he wants to blow
himself up - or in, I believe it
would actually be -

e carefully, holding the end of the thread, inserts the
hirt button into the keyhole of the door. The thread
rotrudes half an inch or so. ' :

SOLO
-- to escape by blowing himself in --

e looks about, sees everyone safe. Waverly steps in
ront of Joanna and keeps her behind him without
stentation. Solo lirshts the piece of thread protruding.

here 1s a small soft SOUND - then an enormous cingle
ibration like an earthquake. The door actually ripples
s if it were soft. Then, in the stillness which follows,
olo steps forward, puts a palm against the door, pushes
nd 1t simply falls away. As they start to go through,
~burst of machine gun FIRE forces them to fall back.

here are Thrushmen ahead.

uddenly, the two Thrush guards appear at the new opening.
hey have their guns trained on Solo, Waverly and Joanna.
ne guard steps ahead of the other into the room. As he
oes, Illya comes INTO SHOT silently from beéhind. He

akes the guard at the opening from behind -- an arm

ock pulls him outside. The second guard isn't aware of
his -- but our people are, of cource.

WAVERLY (to second guard)
Where's your friend?
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- I

The guard turns *o look ~-- and Vaverly vanks the gun from 354
his hand. The guard moves for him -- bat YWaverly gives cCTD

nim the butt of the gun across the bacl of hi: neck. (2)
He's down -- and out,
Illya appears
- YAVEPLY ‘
L, v, Kuryekin, Glcd you ~~nld <,
lr. 30lo, if you end vour o, 2c¢iris
here will search out Dr. Gr.izky, iiss
Sweet and I will foin the others In
the house. I won't be needing this.
~ (casually hands his machine .
gun to Solo)
He exits with Joanna. <£olo and Illya chare & look of
amezenment -- - Waveriy's coclness under fire is Imprescive.
CUT TO:
INT., SWICKERT'S LIBRARY - ASSEMBLED GUZ3TS, JORDIN AillG
THEM - NIGHT 355
They are engaged in quiet .conversation. Somecone look:s ot
a watch; they are subtly tired of wailting. They turn at
the sound of Swickert's voice._
‘ UICLR’P (o.h )
Good evening.
POV - SWICKERT AND MIE DE SALA 355
having ju t entprcd the dooruay. He stonds there, vit=l.
intelligent, 2 figure of power and command. iime holds
his arm.
\ SHWICKERT
Please, be scated.
FULL SHOT - FEATURES SWICKERT , » _ Riar

He moves into Lk~ room, and c. at the Eyram Clui, nen
rite and applaud him., Mae Defnla ctens away rom him *-
let hin have thz moment to himnoll. '
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MME DE SALA

Tears spring into her eyes as she watches her husband;
she, too, applauding him.

JORDIN

watching. Nodding ts himself slightly, thinking he has
made a carrect choice

4

SWICKERT

Lv

Ewatching them, losking from one ta another. Feeling this
.mament very deeply.

FULL SHOT

Little by little, at the command of Swickert's gesture,
the applause stops.

, . SWICFERT

You all know me well; and you all
kn-w my reputation far punctuality.
I am late tonight, because if I am
going to look well at my age, the
preparatisn takes much longer --
Which is by way of ap9lsegy. And I

d2 understand, the hsur is late, time
is short, life, itself, nat s+ long as
it sometimes seems, and I shall ccme
to the point -- '

At Swickert's remark absut the sometime shortness of life,

Mme DeSala looks at him with sharp concern. Jordin c4n-
tinues an intense attention. Swickert pauses before
continuilng, looking from ene face to ancther.

A
INTERCUT REACTIONS

of Jordin Mme DeSala, and the guests with VARIOUS ANGLES
on Swickert

W

.151
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Wounded Time Affair - Part II

- SWICKERT ‘
We are gathered in this room tonight

"to discuss the future. My future. ,
But it is yours that I dm now con-

- cerned with. My sudden and mirac-
ulous return to strength and vigor
is only an illusion =-- and the

. power to create this tempting decep-
tion has become & sinister weapon
in the hands of the enemy.

i » Throughout the above: Waverly and Joanna enter,
ake their way by inches through the guests.

A He sees Waverly and Joanna., One of the two Thrush
‘guards from the wine cellar moves in behind Jordin,
painfully whispers something in his ear.

‘swzchnr o
== Now I must touch on the heart of
the matter; my own sudden and mir-
aculous youth. -I must tell you it
ti:is not permanent. It must be re-
f;;newed constantly, from month to
/month == And there is a price one

is expected to pay for the privilege.
A few short minutes ago I tried to
kill a kind and gentle man to prevent
its -falling into their hands, Un-
rortunatoly I waited too long to

1 the trigger. Don't you make
!bu must destroy...

¥ ;Jordin reachea 1nside his suit pocket for his gun

'/ 'and FIRES, and Mme De Sala who has been watching him,
¢y interposes hér body to take the shot. She falls,

'~ not dead, but mortally wounded, in her husband's

“ arms, Jordin runs for the terrace door, hurling

; aaido Anyono who gota into his way.

: : e % Chgse 12-30-65
u . |
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Wounded Time Affa@ir - Part II UNOLI
Cbga . . 12.30‘65 0153

ANGLE - SWICKERT AND MME DE SALA 365 »

She looks up at him, touehes his face. '

MME DE SALA
You didn't expoct this, did you
"Norman?

‘Swickert is moved -- but speechless,

MME DE SALA
Neither did I...

She drops dead. Very gently, Swickert puts her head
down. As Joanna and Waverly move INTO SHOT, Swickert
seems to sink back into age -=- he shivers slightly as
Joanna comforts him,

SWICKERT (softly)
I feel cold,

INT. GRITZKY'S LAB - ANGLE ON DOOR | 366

. The door is opened as & stiff Thrush guard falls
through into the room -- followed by a nimble Solo
and Illya..: The two men look around.

sSoLo
Dr. Gritzky.

No responso. Illja moves to a counter, opens a
ledger. agifff~ P :
0 ILLYA
Hore s his log.

-~

Solo moves to tha devico, still working, looks down
to tho rloor -~ sees the damp footprints.

FOOTPRINTS « SOLO'S POV ~ 367

RESUME - sow AND ILLYA " - 368 -

SOLO
And here are his tracks.,

o Iilya oins him as they follow the tracks over to
. stal

—E e
- AR

-5
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CANOTHER ANGLE - SOLO AND ILLYA 369

,ﬁwy look PAST CAMERA, react with surprise at wgat they
'see, So0lo kneels down and reaches over to....

GRITZKY - SOLO'S POV | 370

sprawled cut on his stcmach, wearing his white sm<ck. B
Sols turns him <ver and WE SEZ whv he lcoks <dd, almest Tt
L shrunken., It's Gritzky all right -- but Gritzky at age kS
Rfifteen. Ghastly. '

UME - SOLO AND ILLYA - 371

pdisturbed by what they see. ~“.é;_
- SOLO

" Looks like he's had an overdose of
his own medicine.

JORDIN (V.0.)
Good for all of us, at one time or
ansther. )

L VIDER ANGLE - INCLUDE JORDIN o 372

JORDIN :
I'll take the professor's notebeosk,
Mr. Kuryakin, Toss it over here.
Carefully. :

f111ya has little choice. He throws it to him.

SOLO
Why don't you give up, Jordin.

JORBIN
Why shsuld I? 1 have the notes --
we'!ll duplicate the process. And
after I destroy the machine -- I
willl have sole possession »f the
late Dr. Gritzky's secret.

% He moves te smash the machine.

-
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ILLYA ' 372
I wouldn't do that if I were you, CONT'D
| . (2)
JORDIN . _ R il ]
I'11 be with you in just a mﬂment B
He swings at the machine -- Illya shcves Solo aside and i}
into a stall -- as the machine EXPLODES, ' : gy
. " t

ANGLE - SOLO AND 1LLYA : : , ’ 3ic

- ILLYA |
The doctor bosby-trapped the machine.
He said s92 in his notes.

- SOLO
Thanks for letting me knecw.

b A S

ANGLE - LAB 374

Solo and Illya move over to where the Thrushman and Jordin
lie sn the floor. They stand over them, Illya nudges the
dead Jordin with his foot.

ILLYA
Well -- at least he won't have to , :
worry about getting any older. ‘ ki

-——

S0lo looks at Illya. Illya shrugs.

| 3
ZIP PAN TO: . i

INT. WAVERLY'S OFFICE - UNCLE HEADQUARTERS, N.Y. - R |
IAVERLY - DAY 375 o

Solo and Illya enter. They place Gritzky's experiment
ook on Waverly's desk. Waverly picks it up.

WAVERLY
No 1luck, gentlemen? *

SOLO
It's even beyond the ability of the
computers, sir. They haven't been
able to decipher the formula.




Well, they were able to decipher the
notebosks of Leonardo Da Vinci in a
little less than three hundred years,
sir., That offers us some hope. :

: WAVERLY
I'm afraid, gentlemen, in my position,
and time of life, that's too long a
time, ,

: He closes the book decisively.

FADE OUT.

THE END

b

12-29-65 P.156
WAVERLY : 375
Strange. Locked in this book is the CONT'D
secret of immortality, perhaps. Why (2)
do scientists insist on keeping notes . '
in code?
JLLYA

¥
i
4



" "one Of Our Spies Is Missing" #6013 U.N.C.L.E.
CHGS. - APBED SCENES ~ 3-14-66  P.A

INT. "BACKSTAGE" DRESSING ROOM AT MAPAME DE SALA'S - DAY  32X1

There is the bustle of activity that marks the final pre-
parations for a fashion show. Among the assorted aildes
associated with this sort of thing, we see four MODELS,

in varying garb, readying themselves for the awaiting
buyers. The First, clad in a sportswear ensemble, is
'zipping up the back of the Second's evening gown. The
Third, in a suilt, is straightening the seams of a stocking.

The Fourth Model, seated before a mirror while a middle-
aged Halirdresser combs her blende locks, is DODO. She
wears a swim suit which she fills admirably. Dodo 1is as
eline as they come, Small and cuddly, she appears
kittenish and will -- as we are to discover -- turn out
o be a tigress, Her face is that of an angel, with no
hint therein of the evil that lurks within her superbly-
designed bedy.

alrdresser with a curt nod She examines Dedo for a

Now Olga enters the rosm, moves to DPodo, dismisses the
imoment her face -- as usual -- cold and expressionless.

hen:

ET
E,

PO N A A

, OLGA
Were you planning to go home after the
showing? .
DODO
Just long enough to change my clothes
again,

OLGA (half-question,
half-statement)
You have a date.

PODO (nods)
Maurice,

OLGA
That pig? '




3-14-66

- DYDO (smiles sweetly) 32X1
That pig is worth twelve million franecs. CONT'D
(2)
OLGA

Break it. .
(as Dodo starts to react)
The date. Break 1it.

DODO (incredulous)
Olga! You don't Just break a date with
that much money and -- ani two yachts,
and --

OLGA (cutting in)
I want y@u to stay with Lorelei this
evening,
(a beat)
It's important.

E From Olga's tone, Dodo realizes that it must be impertant
k indeed, and that further protest would be useless., After
g @ moment: v

DoDce
I see.,...
(a 1ast gasp)
‘What 1if she's going out?

. oweA B
She's not. '!bu‘ll_stay with her in
her flat,....¥You live right next doer,
so you shouldn't have any trouble ..
finding some pretext or other....

Ve

4
i
i

e e )

BSDO |
Why?

oLGA |
I want to be sure that she makes no 4

attempt to telephone a -- Mr. Solo. . P
: (a beat) o ' 3
If you think skre's 5oing to, call me, o -
- I.can be over in ten minutes, » i

. DODO '
And if I can't -- stall her that
long?
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Olga produces a small cace, glances around to see that she 32X1
is unobserved, hands it to Dodo. CONT'D
(3)
OLGA ,
I've discovered that thls has great
-- persuasive power,

Dodo 5péns the.casé. "It contains a smél], deadly dagger.

OLGA
Is everything quite clear?

DODO
YeS..O.

Olga starts away, then turns back for a final word.

OLGA
If you obey orders, Dodo, you will
be rewarded. If not --

She finishes the sentence with a shrug that leaves no doubt
as to her meaning. She walks off, leaving Dodo to look at
the dagger in the case,

INT, LORELEI'S STUDIO APARTMENT - NIGHT 32x2

We SEE a cat curled up on the floor with a ball of string.
CAMERA PANS UP TO a table at which Dodo and Lorelei sit
playing cards, (Lorelel wears a robe over the pajamas she
wears in the presently-existing Scene 38.) Dodo takes one
of‘Lorelei's discarded cards, ’Ber eyes cuddenly become
alight with excitement, triumph -- as if she'!s playing for
enormous stakes and has Just made a mighty breakthrough,

DODO
Gin!

':h¢>tgsses her cards down triumphantly.

DODO
Ybu owe me --
: (rapid mental calculation)
L two francs and forty centimes.
. (shuffles the cards erpertly,
. hands them to Lorelei)
Do you want a chance to get it back?
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- Lorelel rises, starts for the telephene stand on which 32X2 o
her purse rests, CONT'D
(2)
LORELEI

No, I -- some other {ime, Dodo. My
mind's not on cards tonight.

DAD0O (observing her
from her chair)
I didn't think it was. When I
blitzed you three times --
e (a beat)
o What are you thinking of?

'LORELEI (after a.beat)
My father, :

LODO (probing)
Wrat about your fether?

Lorelei has reached -the phone stand, opens her purse.

LORELEI
I -- Just hope he's all right.....
I'm worried about him....

Her eye falls on & card on the telephone stand -- the
card which Solo gave her earlier. ‘Shelpicks it up.

32X3
ouT

e TN PR WO IR T R T T S R T R

‘SCENE o | | C 3ox4

;Dbdo has come up beside Lorelei, looks over her shoulder
-at the card, Lorelei puts it down to take some change
§ trom her purse, and Dodo picks it up,

LORELEI
Two francs and -- 2%
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DIDO
-- Forty centimes. ‘
(she takes the change from
Lorelel in one hand, continues
leoking at the card which she
helds in the sther; casually)
Napolecon -- Solo,,..New admirer?

LORELET
'Hmm?.....No....Hardly,
(a beat; politely)
a Dodo -- wsuld you mind? I mean, I'm
e very tired, and --

~ DODO (wisely)
- And I'11 bet you want to call this
- o Mr 8010....

_LORELEI (flustered; her
look suggests that she does) -
I told you, he's not a boy friend...
. He's a ==
(thinking fast)
-- he'!s a car salesman, I <~ uh = I
was going to call him about buying a nevw
car, 4
, 1D9D0
Oh, '
(smiles) _
} I mean, 1t's not my business, anyway,
S 18 1t°? @
v (2 beat)
e ~ I'11 go as soon as you fix me a drink
All right? Whiskey and soda?

.orelei returns Dodo's smile. After all how can she help
;ut like her appealing neighbor?

: LORELEI
Whiskey and soda....

he moves to the kitchenette, begins to ready the drink.

??do Picks up the phone, starts to dial., After a moment:

” o OLGA'S VOICE (FILTER)
Hello,

LODO (into phone;

: seductively)
Maurice? Dodo....
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- OLGA'S VOICE (FILTER)
~Go ahead, '

E DODO :
Maurice, my -~ uh -- my headache is
a lot better now, 80 --

(coyly)
== Can you come over?

OLGA!'S VOICE (FILTER)

I understand
hézphone on;the other end clicks, Dodo hangs up,
-relei who has heard Dodo's end of the conversation
a* round it amusing and co characteristic of the girl
noaches with the drink

'LORELEI (smiling)
You may have an 1nterest1ng evening,
arter a11 -“‘73

he&takes Qhe drink with ‘one hand, CAMERA ANGLES ON the
other hand, which she holds behind her back, We SEE her
ing :;ng'thanggcr hich Olga gave her as we:

4.

ZIP PAN TO:

s
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NT.,ROOM - HOTEL DES DEUX PERES - SOLO - NIGHT
at the window he talks into his communicator,

SOLO
Open Channel D, please.

S |
e HEAR varisus CLICKS and BUZZES as the connections are

ade.

.,wANDA (o;s., FILTER)

; bR SOILo (a bit surprised)
> You.donftjsound like Mr. Waverly.

LA

anda's cubicle 13 furnished with a desk, a couple of
hairs, a cemmunications console, etc. Wanda is a very
Dvely girllwithva%throaty voice that 18 as irresistible

-?’Now really;JNapoleon .;Mr. Waveriy
" has assigned-mewtogge your oontact woman,

D
~‘§

,,shows 1mpeccab1eptaste,'wanda,
¥ (glances out'his window)

;Well, I'll ‘share this one with you...
:To begin with, it's a little different
« from the moon we have at home. This
8] “one here is a girl moon. Her eyes are
”{-;open very wide and her mouth 1s open

; to" say "o" beeause she's just been

Sy




43-14-66

A WANDA
Lucky moon,

(a beat; then, dreamily)
I == miss you, Napoleon,

SOLO
As soon as I get back, I'l1l make 1t
up.to you. We'll really share the
same moon,

In‘B.G., a meek-looking, bespectacled, balding man named

[ELVIN has entered Wanda's cubicle, He bears a wax-paper-

apped sandwich in one hand and a large, lidded paper cup

ipossibly containing a malt -- in the other. He places
on t . ,

'”ZWANDA (meaning 1t;

¥ huskily)
I'%l -« count the days, darling.
**  (she turns, sees Melvin)

Oh, thank you, . M91v1n

Give him mw regards.
2717 7 (a'beat) | |
Uh == the reason I’ oalled Wanda --
met'an extraordinary woman this
.aftemmocgc “ ‘1 .

'&28' WANDA (Buspiciously)
Don't yOu alwaya. :

2

’P;ﬁi

36
CONT'D .
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SOLO (quickly) (NEW),-
She's not my type..,.Anyway, I need a '
dossier on her, Her name is Madame
DeSala.,..I'd appreciate it as soon (3)
as possible....

WANDA
Will do....Have you been in contact
wilth -- that Lancer girl yet? .

SOLO
Yes. I've been hoping she'd phone
me: ‘back’ .tonight, but so far, she

‘hasn't,’ I_think I'd better call her,

5 WANDA (dryly) .
,"I¥1magine she's extraordinary, too,

" SOLO (a smile)
Not to the extent that you are.....
Over and_out - my pet ‘

ZIP PAN TO:
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flga enters, The epartment is empty.

OLGA (calls)
Dodo?

DODO (from bathroom, 0,S.)
In here, '

]

lga moves to. the:--
Bs . fk‘ R ;{“ EEIe A N I

- where Dodo, holding her dagger at Lorelei, is forcing
fher: ;o tape her own mouth -- with tape, bandages ete.,
hat‘have been taken ‘from the open medicine cabinet,

E%

\ff?\ I don'g think that's necessary.
T "*She;' 1‘]@;‘ s
‘*g" WL

?e telephone.
%— 1%. R

;gou don't’ underetand....
R o Ty
SN i
47 %6 popo (V 0., into phone)
Yes.....Just a moment, please,,..

p
)

@

A moment 1ater, Dodo reappeara at the bathroom door, hold-
Ang . the,phone at the end or a long cord,

)n‘

f"
F :
A
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DODO (whispers, to Olga)

It's S0l0.... , . 39
CONT'D
OLGA (hesitates briefly, : (2)
then) '

Tell him to -~ come over,

G0 WITH Dodo as she returns to the main room, telephone
in hand.

DODO (into phone)
Mr, Solo,...? Lorelel had to --
(glances back toward bathroom)

% .

. -- step out for a little while. But

' I know she did want to speak to you,
(a veat)

Good,., . Do you have the address?

CLOSE ON SOLO ‘ 39XA1

" 8010
Yes. “

He hangs up, a thoughtful expression on his face. He
suspects something is wrong, but -- '

ZIP PAN TO:

INT, CORRIDOR OUTSIDE LORELEI'S APARTMENT - NIGHT ‘ 39X1

Solo moves down the corridor, searches for the door to
Lorelei's flat, finds it, knocks. There 1s no answer,

. SOLO
"Miss Lancer?

3t111 no answer, He tries the knob, The door is ﬁnlocked,
gnd he enters, ' '

INT, LORELEI'S STUDIO APARTMENT - NIGHT  39x2

[he cat we have seen earlier is still playing with her -
ball of string. There is no sign of anyone in the room.

e frowns, starts to look around, As he does so, his eye
is caught by a letter, half-covered by a vase, on a table,
He picks it up. o o =
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' INSERT ENVELOPE

raddressed to Lorelei, and on which we clearly see, in the.

b

p

&

upper left-hand corner, the name Benjamin Lancer, There
1s no return address,

SCENE

Solo is about to open the envelope when his attention .is
‘caught by the SOUND of a doorknob turning, It's the door
connecting with Dodo's apartment. Solo quickly puts the
letter down, An instant later, the door opens and Dodo
.stands -- or leans rather provocatively <- in the doorway.

DODO
Hello, Are you Mr, Solo?
SOLO
Yes,
DODO
I'm Dodo,
(gestures back toward her
apartment)

I live there,.,..I Just talked to you
on the phone, :;

. SODO
Oh....Apparently Miss Lancer's not
back yet ‘ .

DODO -
‘No... e S
(brightly) - _
But I'm sure she will be soon, She
left the coffeepot on, ..

(as Solo turns to see that the

" coffeepot is indeed on the stove)
Can I == fix you a_ little drink while
you're waiting? ik

‘ sobo T
I'11 settle for some of that coffee,
if you don't mind.

He sits, bends over to pet the cat. As Dodo starts for

the kitchenette she sees it, and:
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DODO :
Do you like cats, Mr, -- Solo? CONT'D
. (2)
SOLO

A friend of mine has become quite a

cat fancier, ‘
(wryly) |

I guess a 1little of it has rubbed off

on me,

DODO (as she pours the
coffee, her back to Solo)
Sugar, sugar,...l wonder where it is,..

SOLO :
That's all right, I Just take cream,
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Dodo, her back to Solo, has been about te doctor the 39X3

coffee with a small packet of powder, Now, with a : CONT'D -

slight shrug, she puts the powder into the cream pitcher. (3)
Then she emerges from the kitchenette with the cup of

coffee and the pltcher, places them on the 1little table

beside Solo,

‘ SOLO
Thank you.

DODO (demurely)
Do you mind if I make a little drink
for myself?....I mean, something
besides coffee...?

SOLO (rather amused)
Be my guest,

e pours some cream into hils coffee,

DODO (as she returns
to the kitchenette) ,
Not that I drink much, Mr, Solo. I
mean, I wouldn't want you to think
that I'm the kind of girl who drinks
a lot,

SOLO
Oh, perish the thought.

le 1s about to take a sip of coffee when the cat nuzzles
1gainst his leg, Almost absently, Solo puts the coffee
up down, pours some cream 1nto the saucer and places 1t
eside the cat.

DODO (as she works on
her drink)
- I don't have any vices, And, believe
me, that's very hard, ‘

SOLO
It 1s?

DODO
I mean, for a girl who -- looks like
me, '

3010 ponders this, then, solemnly:.

[




SOLO o 39X3
I'm sure your mother raised you very - . CONT'D -
r properly, Dodo, I'd like to ask you (4)
- : a few == ‘ ‘

! 7 o 3-14-66 - BN
3 ' .
|

DODO (cutting in)
- Oh, she did! One thing she always
told me, "Helga," she said --

(parenthetically)
Helga's my real name, We come from
Hamburg.

(and, back to her thought)
"Helga - U

Over this Solo's eye has happened to fall on the cat,
who -

CLOSE GN CAT 39%4

?--.has arched her back, is hissing at the cream.

?SCENE ‘ o 39X5

Solo reacts, sniffs his coffee and the pitcher of cream,
Clearly, the cream has been poisoned Sols gives the cat
a grateful nod, S

"Helga, ir there*s only one thing
you ever learn in your whole 11fe,
it should be -- ";#g Tt

Solo has risen, moved quickly to Dodo. Néw he spins her
around, grabs her .

SOLO (hard)-
You make a fine cup of coffee, Dodo
....Now, where's Miss Lancer?

lSuddenly, Dodo doesn't look like an innocent angel any
more., She breaks loose, produces the dagger from some-
::ere on her person, Solo sends it clattering to the
floor, . S

The details of this action scene will be largely at the
director's discretion ~- but with the understanding that
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'Solo is fighting for his life and knows it, He can 39X5
yafford to be -- indeed, he has to be -- rough. And he CONT'D
appears to have almost all he can handle in the clawing, (2)
yscratching, biting, kicking tigress, When he finally

| appears to have her almost under control --

-5 ’

- ANGLE ON FRONT DOOR o 39X6

" -=- the front door opens and a huge man -- complete with
cowboy boots andéa ten-gallon hat which spell Texas --
stands gaping at the scene. He doesn't waste too much
time analyzing it. He rushes to Solo from the latter's
blind side, spins him around, and -- POW! Solo crumples.
to¥ the floor. An astonished Dodo and the man -- whom we
shall call the TEXAN -- watch him fall. The Texan then
iremoves his hat gallantly and with a sweeping gesture,
and° e L U

TEXAN (to Dodo)
Mah name 1is Bentley, ma'am, From

- Fert Worth,
R .“f(helpfully, as a dazed Dodo
Soas Just stares at him)

. That's in Texas....Ah couldn't hep
R but hear the commotion.:
.. (looks down at Solo with

%" disapproval)
Was this fella botherin' you?
‘ﬁh }5.;4 ."- f’ B g

Dodo looks at’ the Texan 1n amazement -= this nut who, by
| some incredible happenstance, has become her benefactor.
: Then she whirls and dashes out the front door. This
further baffles.the Texan, who watches her go with eyes
?wide. He turns Kis attention to Solo, bends over him,
",laps his face a few times to bring Jhim to,

S

B . 80LO; (mumbles
groggily)"
18 Bheoovotthe

A< Rl “You sound likg an American...

: “3 Ah'll bet you arel ° ¢
At S8 (furiously)

Ah oughta call the gen-darmes, You
- should be ashamed o' yourself, mister,
: . :It's people like you that give us
fv**}tourists a.bad name'

;
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Solo sﬁaggers to his feet. The Texan, thinking the
battle might be resumed, ralses his hands and clenches
his fists, but Solo merely lurches to the window, looks
down, ‘

'SOLO (turns to regard
, the Texan disgustedly)
.es¥Ou let her get away.,...

TEXAN o
'Now, look, ah don!'t know what this
is all about, but -- :

He breaks off in frustration and bafflement as Solo, still
woozy, shakes his head to clear 1t, staggers off to the
bathroom, obviously for repairs,

INT, BATHROOM | . | 30X7

Solo enters, steps to the sink, turns on the faucet and

dashes some cold water on his face, The Texan stands in
the bathroom doorway. Solo reaches for a towel, As he

does so, his eye falls on «-

ANGLE ON BATHTUB . o | 35x8
-- Lorelei's pajama-clad leg, sticking out of the tub,

Quickly, Solo bends to examine the slain girl as the Texan
enters the room behind him, gazes in shock at the scene.

A ETEXAN 
Well, I'1l be --

S010 (turhs to look up
at him; sadly)
~ You should be,...

He rises, leaves the bathroom,

‘ SO0
There's a police station two doors
down,,..Why don't. you run down
- there and bring back some =--
(gently mimicks Texan)
-- gen-darmes,
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‘TEXAN
Huh? Oh =-- oh, sure, You bet,

i:-‘,
]
“He exits, With the Texan gone, Solo picks up the envelope

fram the table, removes the letter, begins to read it,.

INSERT ON LETTER

the ending'of which reads:
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"o...I'11 explain it all to you when
I see you again, my darling. Mean-
while, if you have to reach me, you

‘" ecan do so in care of Phillip Bainbridge
at the Byram Club in London.

-« Your loving father"

T R soro (v.0.)
"..4..in care-of Phillip Bainbridge

ZIP PAN TO:
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INT WANDA'S OFFICE AT UNCLE HEADQ,UARTERS - DAY

Wanda is at the counnun:lcations console, a manila folder
in her ha.nd. CL e

E
3
7

i ‘,’

A )

- WANDA
How shines the moon down by England's
fair land?

'INTERCUT Solo in car, Wanda in UNCLE Headquarters.
Solo's< dialogue 1n the car 1s unchanged from the

'm‘still counting the days, Napoleon
{==funtil our moon shines.

: %I ' v;%‘

gbeat)
ce,ived j,_t_.he dossler you

A& “'UANDA (consults the

: gdossier)z ‘1;;

Mada.me wapm%bom 1n nineteen thirty-
ii;sone, Her mother ﬂied the same year,
#; and her father d ed nine years later,
He’ was: ‘a gene ;and & member of the
3 Sir Norman Swickert
& took the ohudﬂ,intodhia house to bring
her up, .. 4 &% s

* (she tnpa a page)

She owns a cosmetics company and two
"establisrunents of . haute couture, Ohne
.Tor the rich rich, the other for the
%% ‘poor rich, %A1l original capital

A" supplied by Sir Norman, _who remains a
“+*major partner.” ‘
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At this point, Melvin enters the room. He carries a
‘large paper cup with a straw, places it on Wanda's desk,
;Wanda looks ‘up. o

WANDA (to Melvin)
Ybu're an angel, ‘

SOLO (FILTER)

I am?

WANDA
Melvin He brought me a

ALeaving out the Bridge of Lions, is
y there®any other connection between

3

either‘Sw ckert or DeSala and Lancer°

Wanda scans,the‘dossier, turning pages, She finds an item
*in one placef%puts her“finger on it -- she turns back two

<

% es for theaassociative 1tem.

1nanced by DeSala's
pany.* Hormone research.
d&tqéb”' ‘pupll of ILancer,,..

E,

=There 18 a sharp(anlgkwthe%steering wheel tries to tear
*1tself out of Splo's‘hqnds asithe car lurches wildly

o

3y
Wordy b



' SIR NORMAN ANNOUNCES CANDIDACY

E:CAMERA BACK to show Solo, who has been reading the story
. while eating lunch from a tray., He puts the paper down,
t dabs briefly at his mouth with a napkin, and takes out his

: f'SOLD (1nto communicator)
‘Open Channel D, please.

Wanda, a bit sleepy—eyed her hair slightly
mussed, is applying lipstick with the aid of a mirror.
She looks eminently kissable. A cup of steaming coffee
8" in front ‘of her, There is a BEEP from the communi-
-She flicks a switch.

: with the one he loves, s
(2” beat; ‘throatily)
ur eyea Bhlnins, Napoleon?

L

e Y i
:».-";‘J-.“t, LS $§ P &
W%ﬁ;@%@g b
L -SOLO

'Brightiy, wanda. arightly.

8 o 8 e i,
"ﬁ
w
% SR
3




: T "a? , -;, . A 3-11-66

Over this, Melvin has entered the room, bearing a single’
flower in a small vase, Fe places it on Wanda's desk,.
If he's heard the conversation, he gives no indication
of it. But his momentary presence flusters Wanda, who
decides she'!d better steer the conversation to other
nmatters.

o WANDA
Uh -- did you have any other message?

Melvin exits_silently.,

~ sow

‘Yes. I don!t know if you've seen
the morning papers yet, but Sir
‘Norman Swickert is going back into
political life,

o (glances down at his paper)
-There are some pictures of him here,

; “: " WANDA
;Then the rejJuvenation process 1s work-
1ng Why,“that's -=- that's really

5so'I;o* o
> It could be a oalamity, Wanda -- if
3, g dgeta,hold of it,

before*thgy‘do.{

ng'

ZIP PAN TO:
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INT, WANDA'S OFFICE AT UNCLE HEADQUARTERS - DAY

Wanda is busy at her typéwritef when Solo enters unseen,
tiptoes around behind her, puts his hands over her eyes.
She gasps.

- S0LO
To coiln a phrase, guess who?

She whirls about, eyes wide,

WANDA
Napoleon!

. SOLO
Everything comes to she who waits.

As she rises from her chair, he starts to take her into his
arms, To his surprise, she pulls back, looking more than
a little alarmed,

WANDA (nervously) . E;%{
Napoleon there's «- uh -~ something : SN
Itve got to. tell YOU....

SOLO (trying to draw
her close again)
Later.... .

, , WANDA
Napoleon.,..

MEﬁVIN (0.s.)
Ahem, :

Solo turns, We SEE Melvin standing in the dborWay, re-
garding the scene with stern disapproval. Wanda takes
the opportunity to pull away from Solo,

'WANDA
Uh, Napoleon -- you know Melvin,
SOLO (regards Melvin,

a bit piqued by the interruption)
From Accounting....l've heard of you,

\ WANDA
Uh -- it just happened in the last
couple of days, Napoleon,  Melvin
-swept me off my feet,
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Solo blinks, Melvin looks modest, shy, digs his toe= 374X1
into the floor, CONT'D
(2)
WANDA
Welre -- engaged to be married,

As Solo continues to react, looking incredulously from one
to the other.,

WANDA
" I'm SOPTYe...

SOLO (manages a smile)
I'm -- uh -- very happy for both of
‘you, Congratulations,

At this point, the scené 1s interrupted b&:

GIRL'S VOICE (OVER
SPEAKER; FILTER)
Mr, Solo....Mr. Waverly can see you
and Mr, Kuryakin now,

It's an extremely sexy volce. Solo moves to the Speaker
in the console, flicks a switch,

S0LO
Thank you....Who is this Margo?

GIRL'S VOICE (FILTER)
No, this is Jeannette. I'm new here...

SOLO (entranced)
Oh, well, I -- uh -- look forward very
much to meeting you Jeannette,

-GIRL'S VOICE (FILTER)
It will be my pleasure, I assure you.

Solo flicks the switch off, Then, to Wanda and Melvin as
he starts backing toward the door~ o

SOLD o ,
Well, once again, my -- heartiest
congratulations.

He gives them a rather weak little wave as he exito. Wanda
turns to Melvin.

WANDA (to Melvin)
Could we «- invite him teo dinner
sometime?

frrvry iy oA S\

- ZIP PAN TO:
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SOLO'S POV

Olga's car rockets around a corner,

ANOTHER ANGLE
Solo rusheé out into the street, halls a passing taxicab,
points in the direction taken by Olga's car, We cannot

hear his instructions to the driver, but the cab 1is back
in motion even before he's finished c¢limbing in,

SERIES OF SHOTS

of the chase, We SEE Olga's car and the trailing taxi as
they race through the London streets, narrowly missing
other vehicles, scattering pedestrians, etc. Olga's car
spins into an alleyway and --

EXT, THEATER LOADING DOCK (OUTSIDE STAGE 6)

-= onto the loading dock elevator,

INT, THEATER BACKSTAGE AREA
as Olga whirls to face someone in the shadows,
- , OLGA
Quickly! ’
ANGLE ON DODO
who is at a small control panel, She pushes a couple of
buttons, Immediately, the 1ift begins to rise and, simul-

taneously, the huge, overhanging door begins to descend.

. ' DODO
What happened?

' OLGA
There was a -- slight mistake,

PX

(NEW)
90

90X1

90X2-8

90X9

90X10

90X11
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EXT, LOADING DOCK , - 90X12

Solo's cab Jjerks to a stop in front of the descending door, .
He leaps out, literally tosses a couple of bills at the
‘driver, and races for the door,

INT. THEATER BACKSTAGE AREA - ON SOLO 90X13

as he leaps onto the rising elevator -- and narrowly
averts being caught between it and the descending door.

A split second after he has avolded death in that fashion,
a bullet slams into the door behind him.

OTHER ANGLES . " 90X14-25
As the scene progresses, the foliowing will happen:

The shot has been fired by Olga, the only one of the women
who is armed. She and Dodo have split -- the latter to
climb up a stepladder to a catwalk high above the back-
stage floor, From there, she will train a spotlight on
Solo, making him a brilliantly i1lluminated target for
Olga. Solo will race around the eerie, set-laden stage,
ducking behind props, etc., trying to escape the relent-
less spotlight beam, unable to return Olga's fire effec-
tively because he cannot see her,

At last, when there 1s a pause in the shooting, Solo pulls
a lever adjacent to the theater curtain, leaps to the
curtaln as it begins to rise., He remains bathed 1n Dodo's
spotlight. _ s

DODO (yelling)
Olga, shoot him!

OLGA
I can't! I have to reload!

_'The rieing curtain takes Solo to Dodo's catwnlk onto which
“;he leaps. Dodo backs away on the rickety boardg.

. Solo 1s about to grab her when Olga, her gun reloaded
fires up at him, But another mistake has been made., The

bullet hits Dodo, She winces, staggers backward a couple

of steps and falls off the catwalk edge, her SCREAM echoing
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as she hurtles to the floor far below, We will have 9OX14-25~
a CLOSE SHOT OF Olga as she watches; then she whirls CONT 'D
and darts out one of the regular doors, And there (2)

will be a SHOT OF Solo as, knowing that he's unlikely
to catch Olga (for it would take him too long to descend
from the catwalk and begin the chase), he looks down
toward the fallen Dodo and shakes his head,

SOLO (softly, musingly)
Poor Dodo.

Z1P PAN TO:




