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FADE IN:

INT. LONDON, OLD BAILEY COURTROOM - DAY
SUPER: ‘The 0Old Bailey, London 1947”

Court No 1. The FOREMAN of the JURY, slightly
emotional after hearing this case, is standing.

JURY FOREMAN
Guilty!

The courtroom is packed, and now silent as the JUDGE
considers this verdict.

JUDGE
And is that the verdict of you all
on the third count?

The Prisoner WILLIAM JOYCE remains silent and defiant.

JURY FOREMAN
Yes My Lord.

JUDGE

(now to the Prisoner)
William Joyce. Although the Jury
has found you “Not Guilty” on the
first two counts, they have found
you “Guilty” on the third count,
that on the 18th of September
1939, and on other days between
that day and the 2nd of July 1940,
being a person owing allegiance to
our Lord the King, and while a war
was being carried on by the German
Realm against our King, did
traitorously adhere to the King's
enemies in Germany, by
broadcasting propaganda.

You have been found guilty of this
most heinous of crimes against the
King’s otherwise loyal subjects
whilst holding a British passport
by not only siding with but
actively encouraging an enemy
power which was wholly intent on
destroying our nation.

The whole courtroom remains completely silent until the
Black Cap is placed upon the Judge’s head, when even then
there is only a slight murmuring.

JUDGE (CONT'D)
William Joyce. Do you have
anything to say before I pass
sentence?



WILLTAM JOYCE
I defy the Jews who caused this
last war, and I defy the power of
darkness which they represent. I
warn the British people...

JUDGE
That is enough!

WILLIAM JOYCE
I am proud to die for my ideals...

JUDGE
I said enough!

William Joyce. You will be taken
from here to the place where you
had last been confined and from
there to a place of execution
where you will suffer death by
hanging, and may God have mercy
upon your soul.

(to the prison

officers)
Take him down!

There is a sigh of relief throughout the courtroom as
Joyce is taken down. The Judge confers quietly with the
CLERK when he approaches the bench.

JUDGE (CONT'D)
(in a quiet whisper)
How many more of these blasted

traitors?
CLERK
Another three today, M’Lud.
JUDGE
Then let’s get through them... We

just have time to start the next
one before lunch.

The Judge gestures to the Clerk to proceed.

CLERK
(loudly)
Call the next prisoner!

Many faces are curious about what is to happen in this
next trial. There is a murmur of voices resonating
around the room.

A tall handcuffed man, KARL von MULLER, smartly dressed
in a dark charcoal suit is being led into the dock from
the cells beneath. Just before he enters the dock, the
handcuffs are removed and he sits down, clearly
unruffled.
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An austere, bewigged KC (King’s Counsel) looks up at
the Judge on the Dais, who nods to him.

KC
Are you Oberstgriippen Fithrer Karl
Gustav von Miiller, SS
Leibstandarten Adolf Hitler?

MULLER
Nein - I am Johan Ratzinger, a
salesman in pharmaceutical
products.

KC
So you were never in the German
armed forces - correct?

MULLER
No - not correct, I was an
Obergefreiter in the medical
division of the Wehrmacht,
serving the 42nd Landseer
regiment.

JUDGE
That would, I believe, be the
equivalent of a corporal in the
British army?

KC nods assent.
KC
I believe so my Lord. A

comparatively low rank.

KC returns to the man in the dock.

KC (CONT'D)
You were never a member of the
SS?
Miiller smiles wryly.
MULLER

Correct sir, as I have said, I
was a medical orderly attached
to the 42 Landseer.

(beat)

You have my discharge papers I
believe.

The Judge ruffles through some papers in front of him.
Then looks down quizzically at the KC.

KC
The 42 Landseer were wiped out
almost to the last man at
Stalingrad, I believe;

(MORE)



KC (CONT'D)
just a handful surrendering and
none ever returning to Germany,
correct?

MULLER
I believe so, Sir.

KC
Very convenient - and yet you,
you survived? How?

MULLER
I was on one of the last planes
out, tending to badly wounded SS
men who were given priority. I
was ordered to accompany them
and treat them en route - it was
my duty.

KC
All SS men were tattooed with
their blood group on their right
arm. You have only a scar there
where it should be - was it
removed deliberately?

MULLER

Nein. That is a bullet wound - one
has no control where a bullet will
strike, it is simply coincidence.
I also have two other scars on the
same arm, one from a bullet, and
one from shrapnel, both received
in Berlin in 1945.

KC
How very lucky for you, yet again.

KC examines notes in front of him.

KC (CONT'D)

As a member of the 42 Landseer,
did you ever meet Adolf Hitler
militarily, or socially, at any
functions?

MULLER
The only time I ever saw the
Fihrer was in the early days of
the war when I was in a march
past. There was a big victory
parade after the collapse of
Poland -
(laughs)
— the nearest I have ever got to
Adolf Hitler was about fifty
metres. He was with Herman
Goering and Rudolf Hess and
others, taking the salute.
(now serious)
(MORE)



MULLER (CONT'D)
Mere Obergefreiters may I point
out did not get to meet the

Fihrer.

KC
Were you marching in this
parade?

MULLER

Yes - alongside a 'blood wagon' -
er - an ambulance Sir.

The KC returns to some papers in front of him. There
is a prolonged silence, then...

KC
You were discharged from the
German Forces in 1946 as a non
combatant, and allowed to return
to your peacetime profession,
eventually securing a job in a
hospital in Hamburg - yes?

MULLER
That is so.
KC
(sarcastically)

In your capacity as a medical
orderly - a non combatant, as
you so quaintly describe it, did
you ever assist in SS duties?

MULLER
(emphatically)
Nein! But as a medical orderly
I often treated wounded SS men.

KC
And you never assisted or took
an active part in the
interrogation of prisoners,
including female ones?

Miiller thumps the edge of the dock with his hand, his
face contorted with fury.

MULLER
(in a loud voice)
NEIN!

KC
(addressing judge)
I would like to call the first
witness.
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Judge laconically nods assent. The usher exits the
courtroom and reappears moments later with MARGERY, the
next witness: An elegantly attired woman, her head
lowered, face masked from the prisoner by a wide-
brimmed picture hat. She walks silently to the witness
stand and slowly enters it. There is a hush in the
courtroom. All eyes are upon her.

Reaching the witness stand, she stands silently awhile,
then, with head still bowed, takes the oath in a low
voice. The questioning then begins.

KC (CONT'D)
Madam, please state your name.

Margery slowly raises her head to reveal her face to
the prisoner in the dock.

MARGERY
My name is Margery Strdhm...

As Miiller sees her face he blanches visibly, his jaw
sags open...

KC
And do you recognise the prisoner
in the dock?

MARGERY
Oh yes - Hello Karl - remember
me?

Miller lowers his head - no longer looking at her - he
stares at the floor, his hands gripping the sides of
the dock and slowly starts to sob, his body visibly
shaking.

KC
You know the prisoner?

MARGERY
Oh yes. I know him alright, and I
wish to testify against this SS
man, whom I know well.
(vehemently)
Extremely well, in fact.

FLASH TO:
EXTRACT FROM SCENE 90:

INT. BERLIN, SS HEADQUARTERS - DAY 2

Margery is seated, dishevelled, her hair uncombed, her
lipstick smudged. Her blouse is open, displaying a lacy
brassiere and her skirt is up around her waist. Her face
is contorted with pain.

Miiller is holding a pair of pliers, still bloody from his
previous victim. The floor below is also bloody...
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He is kneeling in front of Margery and is starting to
unfasten her stockings which are attached to her black
suspender belt.

MARGERY (V.O.)
He was one of my interrogators.

FLASH BACK TO:

INT. LONDON, OLD BAILEY COURTROOM - DAY 3
The Judge gestures to the KC.

KC
(Addressing the
prisoner,
triumphantly)
So, shall we start again, SS
Oberstgriippen Fihrer Karl von
Miller?

INT. BERLIN, BIERKELLER - NIGHT 4
SUPER “BERLIN 1938"

A group of drunken SS MEN are making a lot of noise in
the night club, singing patriotic songs at the top of
their voices, waving beer steins around and ogling the
waitresses.

As one well-built FRAULEIN passes by, a drunken SS lout
lifts her skirt to a roar of approval from his comrades.
The girl slaps his hand sharply and moves away.

At a nearby table a small party of WEHRMACHT OFFICERS are
watching the SS men disdainfully.

OBERST SMIDT
(to his companions)
If these are representative of the
New Order, then I fear for the
future of Germany.

GENERALMAJOR SIGMUND
(nodding)
Nein - They are a minority, a mere
handful of black uniformed thugs.
The Wehrmacht is the backbone of
the German armed forces and always
will be - not them.

HAUPTMANN GOTTFRIED
I fear that the likes of Himmler
will persuade the Fiihrer to make
them a law unto themselves,
accountable to no one but the
Reich Fihrer himself.

(MORE)
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HAUPTMANN GOTTFRIED (CONT'D)
Such men are dangerous - I have
seen the signs already.

OBERST SMIDT
Gottfried has a point, Himmler has
the Fiihrer's ear, the SS has
already grown too big for its
boots.

GENERALMAJOR SIGMUND
Ever since Ernst ROhm and his
brand of thugs were liquidated.
They have been replaced by another
brand of thuggery, only more
sophisticated.

Suddenly in the background there is a loud commotion.
Margery, now a svelte sophisticated woman, enters. She
is accompanied by her husband Dr EGON STROHM.

OBERST SMIDT
Frau Strohm! I hear the Fiihrer is
enamoured of her and her singing.
They say he paid court to her in
her dressing room with 200 red
roses and a card signed
personally, ‘Adolf’.

GENERALMAJOR SIGMUND

(laughing)
You mean the Fiihrer has a romantic
streak?!!
(beat)
More likely wants to get into her
knickers.

HAUPTMANN GOTTFRIED
Keep your voice down my friend,
the SS over there are watching us;
don't make our sentiments too
obvious.

They quieten their voices.

At the far table an SS STURMBANNFUHRER is glaring at them
whilst waving a wine bottle wildly around, clearly
intoxicated. He staggers to his feet, glass in hand.

STURMBANNFUHRER
A toast to our glorious leader -
Herr Hitler.

All the SS men rise.

OBERST SMIDT
(in a low voice to
his companions)
Do the same - and try to look
enthusiastic.
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All the Wehrmacht soldiers rise, they are very dignified
and have crystal wine glasses in their hands in sharp
contrast to the stein waving, bottle raising SS men.

HAUPTMANN GOTTFRIED takes the initiative.

HAUPTMANN GOTTFRIED
To our Leader - Herr Hitler.

Everyone in the hall rises, and gives a rousing ‘Heil
Hitler’ then they all sit down again.

At another table the Chef de Maison FRANZ and his guest
EMMA, who have been standing with all the others, sit
down again to continue their conversation against the
noisy background.

GENERALMAJOR SIGMUND (V.O.)
(quietly to his
friends)
That took the wind out of their
sails, one up to the Wehrmacht.

EMMA

Just listen to them! They hate
each other as much as we hate
them!

(more quietly, behind

her glass of wine)
So we are agreed Franz? For your
part you do more of the drink
buying with better discounts
whilst I, at my club, do a little
smuggling with these bastards.

FRANZ
You always were the cunning one,
Emma! But can you keep it up?

EMMA
No problem! They are greedy so
will do anything for money, and
from what they get up to in the
club, these Nazi morons leave
themselves open to blackmail too!

FRANZ
You’re pushing your luck!

EMMA
I'm not stupid! Another does that
for me. I’'m not interested in
their politics either, but show I
enjoy their company.

FRANZ
But you never married! I was
hoping - us...? Perhaps after the
war..?
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EMMA
Dear Franz - ever optimistic..!

She pats his hand.

EMMA (CONT'D)
I would do nothing to endanger you
ever, but I need to make a lot of
money now. This nose job cost a
fortune and I still owe most of
it.

FRANZ
(very quietly)
That’s the problem being Jewish!

EMMA
(whispering)
For you, the evidence would be
purely circumstantial, but now
tell me about this couple who have
just walked in. More special
guests?

Dr Stroéhm and his wife Margery are being escorted to a
table with a 'Reserved' card on it. They sit down and a
waiter is in constant attendance on them.

At the SS table an officer comments.

STANDARTENFUHRER
(sarcastically)
It seems the English woman is much
favoured.

HAUPTSTURMFUHRER
She is more German than English,
she has embraced all the Fiihrer’s
ideals and is also married to a
German.

OBERFUHRER
Dr Strdhm is well respected
although it is about time he
joined the Nazi party. War is
coming and such men cannot sit on
the fence forever. There will be
a day of reckoning - you mark my
words.

At Franz'’s table, Emma is now very curious.

EMMA
You're sending them champagne?
You MUST introduce me! I like
interesting people.

Doctor Strodhm's table has now taken delivery of a silver
ice bucket containing a magnum of champagne.
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FRANZ
In a little while, but she is
about to sing, so I will take you
over later.

Franz gets up, gives a little bow and walks towards the
stage, leaving a very intrigued Emma.

STANDARTENFUHRER
(ironically)
So, Strohm drinks champagne now?
His father's fortune was made in
good German beer.

At that moment, Franz walks onto the stage. He gazes
around at all the assembled guests then raises his arms.

There is an immediate silence.

FRANZ
Ladies and gentlemen, service men
of the Third Reich, we have been
graced with the presence here this
evening with the international
Mezzo Soprano -Frau Margery
Strohm!

Applause.

FRANZ (CONT’D)
I have made a delicate overture to
her - coupled with a bottle of
Bollinger 87...

A ripple of laughter from the audience. Emma is now VERY
interested.

FRANZ (CONT'D)
...to request her to sing for us
tonight.

(pauses)

And I am pleased to inform you
that Frau Stréhm will give a
rendering of the song that
captivated our great leader - the
Flihrer himself, 'Die Herz'.

Back to the group of Wehrmacht officers, they immediately
applaud, followed by the whole assembly.

Margery Strohm enters the stage, nods to the Girl Band
Leader and immediately on cue, renders 'Das Herz' which
Margery sings in full.

As the final resounding notes fade away the audience rise
en masse cheering loudly, applauding, and stamping their
feet, they are ecstatic.
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Against this the group of SS men are diminished as they
pathetically give out ‘Heil Hitlers’ and ‘Seig Heils’
then realising they have committed a social faux pas,
they sit down.

Margery smiles and waves to her audience as she returns
to her table. Her proud husband rises to draw back her
chair but before he can sit, Franz appears with Emma and
gives a bow to Egon, followed by a deeper bow to Margery.

FRANZ (CONT'D)
Frau Strohm, I cannot thank you
enough. You were magnificent!

Margery glows.

MARGERY
The pleasure was all mine. Egon
has told me what an excellent
customer you are, so it was the
least I could do.

FRANZ
Yes - difficult times.
(to Egon)
I have been buying your family
beer for years, as you know.

Egon nods.

EGON
And my father knew your father.

FRANZ
(to Margery)
So you see, our families go back
many years.

Egon has been looking at the striking Emma, which is
noticed by Franz.

FRANZ (CONT'D)
But now - I would like to present
Frau Emma Prinz.

Seizing the moment, Emma gushes forward to welcome a hand-
kiss from Egon and a handshake across the table with
Margery.

EMMA
A great pleasure to meet you both!
Franz and I are old friends, so I
must ask him to bring you to visit
my club - the Krawatte Club. Here
is my card.

MARGERY
Well thank you! That sounds very
exciting, doesn’t it Egon?
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EGON
Indeed it does, but you go with
Franz. I have to leave for Munich
tomorrow. More beer business, I'm
afraid.

He winks at Franz.

EGON (CONT'D)
But take care of her!

FRANZ
I certainly will.

EMMA
So you will come? Wonderful. You
will be my special guest!

Egon gives a short bow and sits to join Margery whilst
Franz and Emma also make their farewells and return to
their table.

Back at their table, a waiter refills Emma’s glass, which
she raises to Franz.

EMMA (CONT’D)
And that beautiful sparrow will
make lots of money for us both!

At Margery'’s table, she is looking at Emma’s card.

MARGERY
The Krawatte Club? Funny name for
a club?

EGON
Yes - In English, you would say
“The Tie Club”. As in “Gentleman
cannot come in without a tie”.

MARGERY
But a gentleman always wears a
tie...

EGON
Ah but there is the joke. A play
on words.

MARGERY
Really? How?

EGON
Well even I know enough English to
understand. “Tie” is one word in

English, but two in German...

MARGERY
Two?
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EGON
Yes - “Krawatte” is necktie, but
“Bilden” is the other sort of Tie -
as in “Tie up” - Bind!! So whilst

officially it is known as the
“Krawatte Club”, unofficially it
is known as the “Binden Club”!

Margery looks astonished.

EGON (CONT'D)
So don’t ask what goes on behind
closed doors!

EXT. LONDON, MI9 HEADQUARTERS - DAY
SUPER: “MI9 HEADQUARTERS, 64 BAKER STREET, LONDON"

A sleek limousine with darkened windows 1is seen
arriving at a nondescript building.

An elderly man exits the building and opens a garage
door. The limousine glides in and the doors are shut
behind it.

INT. LONDON, MI9 HEADQUARTERS, GARAGE - DAY

The driver exits and opens the back passenger door.
Margery Strohm née Booth steps out and follows the
elderly man into the building by a side door.

INT. LONDON, MI9 HEADQUARTERS, CORRIDOR - DAY

The narrow corridor is well 1lit but shabby until
another door is reached via a flight of steps down.
The next corridor is wider and smart in décor, in
contrast to the dishabille state of the building’s
exterior and garage area.

This corridor widens into a reception area and Margery
is shown to one of several comfortable seats near a
polished table decorated with a vase of freshly cut
flowers.

ROGER, a tall and suave intelligence officer, looking
every inch the Brigade of Guards officer he is,
resplendent with regimental tie, brings her a tray with
a coffee pot, china cup and saucer with a jug of milk
and sugar bowl. His voice confirms his Eton background
which contrasts with her Lancashire accent.

ROGER
So sorry, Mrs Strohm, to bring
you here in the darkened car,
but the matter that we wish to
discuss with you is one of
national importance.
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Margery smiles sweetly whilst helping herself to milk.

MARGERY
I did rather get that
impression, but I cannot see of
what interest I could be to you.

Roger sits next to her.

ROGER
Well let old 'Q' explain, what?
He's the head of SOE.
Delightful chap - bit of an
eccentric but smart as paint,
you'll see.

At that moment a slender, smartly dressed secretary
comes out of a nearby door. She too oozes class which
Margery has never met before. Probably Roedean and the
younger daughter of an earl. Again, her voice confirms
Margery’s thoughts.

CHARLOTTE
Hullo Mrs Strohm. I'm
Charlotte. Welcome. Charles will
see you now. Unfortunately he
has just had to take a rather
important telephone call. So
sorry. I’'ll bring your coffee.

Charlotte gestures towards the door she has just
exited.

CHARLOTTE (CONT'D)
Please, come in.

INT. LONDON, MI9 HEADQUARTERS, CHARLES’ OFFICE - DAY

Margery enters the room whilst Charlotte follows her
with her tray. CHARLES (Q), a benign gentleman in his
late sixties is sitting behind a huge and very untidy
desk, being littered with files and scraps of paper.

Charles is slightly corpulent, with greying hair,
clenching a somewhat battered briar pipe between his
teeth. He sports a short clipped military moustache
which matches his short clipped military voice echoed
again by his distinct military bearing when he rises as
Margery enters.

He proffers his right hand whilst removing his unlit
pipe with his left hand, which he places in an
overflowing ash tray containing toffee papers, screwed
up silver paper, paper clips and cigarette ends.

They shake hands.
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Charlotte brings a chair forward and Margery sits down.
Charles returns to his seat and studies some papers in
front of him, then glances up at Margery.

CHARLES 0
Mrs Strdhm. Thank you for coming.
We heard you’d moved to Germany
with your husband but you’re over
here on a visit?

MARGERY
Yes - just briefly. To collect my
theatrical costumes mainly, and a
few other personal belongings. It
didn’t occur when I went that I’'d
be on the stage again so much.
Husbands generally don’t like
their wives to work, except in the
kitchen, but it seems I’'m much in
demand, especially by Herr Hitler
who loves my singing, and Egon is
so flattered by the attention too,
so he’s more than happy for me to
work.

CHARLES 0
Well this is precisely why I
needed to meet you, so it’s most
fortuitous we were able to contact
you before your return.

But firstly, may I just check a
few points, my dear? Confirmation,
you know! I have a copy of your
birth certificate here. Born in
Wigan, 1905? A copy of your
parent's marriage certificate.
Levi and Ada Booth? And a copy of
yours. If I read the details,
could you confirm they are
correct?

Margery starts to bristle.

MARGERY
(angrily)
What right have you to pry into
my private life, and also my
parents!

CHARLES 0
I understand your anger, but
regretfully this is a necessity,
for the matter I wish to
approach you on is of great
national importance, hence my
request to you to attend here
today.

Q leans forward across the desk towards Margery.



CHARLES Q (CONT’D)
War, Mrs Strohm - regretfully -
is on the horizon. War between
us and Nazi Germany is
inevitable unless Herr Hitler
stops his territorial demands.
(beat)
Intelligence reports point to
this happening, Hitler and his
generals are clearly gearing up
for an all out European war.

Q pauses again, then leans even further forward.

CHARLES Q (CONT’D)
Which is where you can help us.

Margery relaxes.

Q nods.

MARGERY
Me?

CHARLES 0
You move in high circles in
Germany. Adolf Hitler himself
is a great admirer of yours, and
furthermore you are married to a
well respected doctor. Heir to
an enormous brewery business,
and a natural born German in his
own right.

We understand, of course, that
you became a German citizen upon
your marriage, but I still
believe you remain British
through and through?

MARGERY
Like Blackpool rock!

CHARLES 0

(across at Roger)
I knew it!

(to Margery)
I need someone to listen and
report on all the small talk
that takes place amongst the
hierarchy there. Who hates
whom, if you like.

MARGERY
(thoughtfully)
I understand. I know there is a
great deal of back biting,
particularly between the
Wehrmacht and the SS. They are
estranged at all levels.

17.



CHARLES 0
I need to know the names of
those who are closest to Hitler,
and those who are not happy with
his policies. Those in
particular who are secretly
opposed to his expansionist
intentions.

There are many Germans including
your husband, who do not want to
see Germany plunged into another
world war - true?

MARGERY
Yes. There is much gossip and
much speculation, many fear
where a second world war might
lead Germany.

CHARLES 0
Will you be my ears? Listen,
note, and report back to me?
You speak good German, your
husband is German, and you know
Herr Hitler - and at the end of
the day Margery, you are British
- born and bred. Can I rely on
your loyalty, to your King and
Country?

MARGERY
Yes Charles, I will help you. I
lost a very good Jewish friend
recently, a doctor. A mild,
inoffensive gentleman who only
served humanity in his capacity
as a physician.

Margery dabs her eye.

MARGERY (CONT'D)
He was arrested together with
all his family and sent to a
concentration camp. I heard
last week that he had died
there, and no one knows where
his wife and children are.

There is a poignant pause.

MARGERY (CONT'D)
(directly to Q)
You want me to spy for you,
right?

CHARLES Q
Yes Frau Strohm, I want you to spy
for me, and your country.

(MORE)
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CHARLES Q (CONT'D)
Due to your unique assignment you
will report directly to me and
will not be connected with either
the SOE or MI6. My particular job
is in developing escape kit, so I
stand alone and “service” all
sections. Roger will explain more
fully.

He hesitates.

CHARLES Q (CONT’D)
SOE - our Special Operations
Executive - functions to train
and liaise with the resistance
in occupied countries. Using
their own discretion they then
request supplies which we drop,
don’t you know.

MI6 runs, shall we say, our more
permanent agents who don’t
really like the SOE whom they
consider not much better than
enthusiastic amateurs. 0dd
really, as SOE began as D
Section of MI6, but there it is.
Could muddy the waters if they
made a mistake, so they keep
clear of each other. ©Not that
they could ever meet, except by
accident. Secrecy, you know.

You’ll be on your own. MI9 helps
escapers and evaders. Sort of
stuff you may pick up could help
them. Reporting directly to me -
you would still be in grave
danger though, if you were
caught.

Margery does not answer. She simply stands up and
takes Q's hand, nodding her head affirmatively.

Charlotte opens the door.

CHARLES Q (CONT'D)
Then we will be in touch
shortly. Your code name will be
Zeus, and your contact, Vulcan.

As the door is open, Roger comes in and whispers into
Charles’ ear.

CHARLES Q (CONT'D)
Ah - Margery - Roger has just told
me that one of our training
lectures is about to start. Can
you spare some time now?

(MORE)
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CHARLES Q (CONT’D)
It would give you a good insight
into what we do at MI9. And you
will receive some basic training -
like how to use a gun, for
example.

MARGERY
Certainly - it sounds most
interesting, although I cannot
imagine when I may need to use a
gun! I expected this meeting to
go on for longer do indeed have
plenty of time.

CHARLES 0
Good show! Roger - please take
Margery through.

ROGER
Right Ho Sir.
(to Margery)
Please come this way.

CHARLES 0
And - I think - you’ll like the
lecturer...

Margery raises her eyes. Charles shake hands with her
whilst Roger and Charlotte exchange glances.

INT. LONDON, MI9 HEADQUARTERS, CORRIDOR - DAY
Roger is leading Margery towards a lecture room.

ROGER
You’'re lucky today. You’'re about
to meet Captain Amies, one of our
best chaps. His particular
responsibility is Belgium but this
will be a general introduction so
it could apply equally to any
country of operation.

MARGERY
Amies? The only time I’'ve heard
that name is Hardy Amies, the
fashion designer.

ROGER
Yes, well it’s him, actually, so
this is one of the many things you
have to keep under your hat! But
then we are trusting you to keep
secrets anyway, what?

MARGERY
Grief yes, but wow - this is
amazing!
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ROGER
Yes, it is rather. He mainly
trains girls and then gets them
dropped into Belgium.

MARGERY
Well dressed, presumably??

Roger smiles. A welcome break from the usual seriousness
of his work.

They approach a door which Roger opens for her, and they
both enter.

INT. LONDON, MI9 HEADQUARTERS, LECTURE ROOM - DAY 10

Margery is surprised to see the room occupied by a large
group of young people, some as young as 18. They include
GIA, JEANNE, NICOLA, AMY, KRISTINA, CATALEYA, NATALIA,
KURT, JAMES, “WHITE” HAWK and NADIA. There is also one
older - a man in civvies - and two others in uniform, one
about 30 and the other around 60 plus a woman SYLVIE,
also in civvies, wearing a parachute harness.

MARGERY
Roger! Some are so very young!
These go out as spies??

ROGER
Indeed they do, and very brave
too, especially the girls. Often
more so, in fact, because many
become radio operators which is
even more risky.

Margery is amazed.

MARGERY
(quietly)
But that chap is much older...

ROGER
Ah yes. A very special case.
You’ll find out later.

All are sitting in a semi-circle. CAPTAIN HARDY AMIES,
the younger officer, is at the other end, and there is a
map of Europe on the wall behind him. The older officer
is behind a desk which is covered is strange-looking
technical equipment. The trainees are quietly chatting
whilst they wait.

Roger leads Margery up to the younger officer.

ROGER (CONT’D)
Amies, old chap, this is Zeus.
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HARDY AMIES
Ah yes - The pleasure is all mine!
Q was telling me all about you.
I'm about to begin a training
session so delighted you can join
us.

ROGER
Well done! See you later, Zeus!

HARDY AMIES
Do join the others Zeus, then we
can begin.

Roger leaves as Margery finds a good seat. Being a bit
older, she feels perhaps more at home with someone of
similar age, so takes her seat next to John Brown...

HARDY AMIES (CONT'D)
Good afternoon ladies and
gentlemen. I am Captain Amies,
and am here today to give you an
introduction to the job of the SOE
and our work here in MI9.

His small audience starts to relax, and the girls
especially take to his charm.

HARDY AMIES (CONT'D)
With me is Captain Richard Hunt
with some of his toys, and he’ll
be chatting in a moment about some
of these.

Also here is Sylvie who has just
been brought over from France.
She was in the resistance there
but her cover was blown but we
were able to extract her just in
time.

Obviously she cannot now return,
so she will, in the meantime,
remain here and, perhaps, help
with our training. I’ll invite
her to talk to you later.

NB: THE REMAINDER OF THIS SCENE IS STILL IN DUMMY FORM AS
WHILST THE FOLLOWING SPEECH IS TAKEN FROM SOE ARCHIVES IT
IS INTENDED THAT THE “TRAINEES” WILL ASK QUESTIONS AND
THESE STILL HAVE TO BE BUILT IN AS THE DIRECTOR MAY
WORKSHOP THIS SCENE. RICHARD HUNT IS A REAL PERSON
PLAYING HIMSELF AS HE IS AN EXPERT IN SOE WEAPONS SO CAN
EXPLAIN THEM MORE EASILY - AND ANSWER QUESTIONS - THAN AN
ACTOR. LIKEWISE SYLVIE WILL DO A FINAL DEMONSTATION WITH
PERSONAL TIPS OVER THE USE OF THE PARACHUTE HARNESS WHICH
SHE KNOWS IN REAL LIFE.. IT IS ALSO THOUGHT THE DIRECTOR
WOULD LIKE TO WORKSHOP THIS SCENE.



HARDY AMIES (CONT'D)
My talk to you today is on the
subject of your own safety and
wellbeing, not whilst you are
actually flying, but in the event
of your being unlucky enough to
have to bale out or forced land
behind the enemy’s lines.

All of you here today, with a
couple of exceptions, are being
trained as SOE agents, although
the talk I am giving is mainly
aimed at aircrew but should be
useful to you if you are ever in a
position to help them, because you
will then know what training they
have been given.

Not all of you will, of course, be
dropped in, but most of you will,
so please bear with me on this and
I will try to keep it general
where possible.

Now I had better explain that it
is MI9's job to drill personnel of
all three services in their
conduct as PoWs, and try to do
everything possible to help
personnel if they are unfortunate
enough to find themselves caught.

In order to do this, certain “Aids
and Devices”, as they are called,

Amies gestures to the “toy” covered desk.

HARDY AMIES (CONT'D)
are issued to all, and the
experiences of many escapers and
evaders are collected and passed
on, which helps further
development.

Of course, the actual rescue or
help given to evaders is the side
of MI9 which naturally appeals to
Air Crew in particular, but
nevertheless, the work devoted to
drilling personnel of all three
Services in their conduct as PoWs
is of prime importance to our War
effort, and in this talk we will
take that side first.

Firstly, it is everybody’s duty to
evade capture or to escape and to
rejoin their units.

(MORE )
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CAPTAIN HUNT holds one up, suspended by a piece of

cotton.

HARDY AMIES (CONT'D)
Hundreds of PoWs do make an escape
and make it back home, but even if
recaptured it means they have been
outside the camp so can report on
what they have seen and will have
had a good deal of fun and
excitement.

Punishment is usually a maximum of
thirty days in the “Jug”, and all
have had a crack at doing a good
job of work baiting the Goons and
keeping them occupied as otherwise
they would be used as active
fighting soldiers.

If you do succeed in getting out,
you will, in all probability, have
been supplied with aids of some
sort by MI9 through the camp
escape committee. Even the humble
razor blade, for example, will
have been magnetised, providing
you with a compass.

HARDY AMIES (CONT'D)
Travel by night and rest up during
the day. Depending upon where you
are you may find the locals
helpful.

If there is a resistance group,
they will put you onto an escape
line. Their very lives are in
danger by helping you so never let
them down! You may come into
contact with someone from SOE but
never knowingly approach an MI6
operative or you may blow his
cover.

Secondly, If for any reason you
are unable to evade capture, then
you still have a duty to your
country. This is, to deny to the
other side information which he
badly needs.

Thirdly there is no doubt that an
enormous amount of information is
obtained from PoWs and much
trouble and time is spent by the
enemy in trying to obtain this.

(MORE)
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HARDY AMIES (CONT'D)
Finally - (and this doesn’t just
apply to captured aircrew) - you
are ALL prized as sources of
information, and direct
interrogation has more often than
not failed to produce any useful
information to the other side. Do
not imagine, however, that direct
questioning is the ONLY method the
other side employs to obtain the
information he wants.
You all probably know what happens
if a German pilot bales out
anywhere near an RAF base. They
are promptly invited into the mess
where they are given food and
drink and an air of friendliness
prevails before being passed onto
MI9 (b) for official debriefing.

Similarly with yourselves, you
will find that the amount of drink
consumed will loosen your tongue.
A few indirect questions put lead
you to say things you would much
prefer to keep quiet about.

So - be on your guard. They will
already have built up records and
personnel of units so may even ask
you how so-and-so is, and the
natural reaction is "Well, they
seem to know stuff anyway...”

Never assume. Always be on your
guard and give nothing but Rank,
Name and Number.

To those of you working under
cover - you will not,
unfortunately, have a uniform to
provide protection under the
Geneva Convention, and the enemy
don’t, alas, play cricket, which
is why later in your training you
will learn ways of evading severe
interrogation...

Margery cringes at the though. Sylvie sees her reaction
and comes over.

MARGERY
So you’ve been through it then?

SYLVIE
Well not exactly, but it got
close, which is why they extracted
me as soon as they could.
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MARGERY
And you can’t go back then?

SYLVIE
No. Cover’s blown. I don’t know
what I'm going to do now. They’'re
very kind, but I'm not really a
trainer. I was a seamstress at
home. What use is that skill now?

MARGERY
A seamstress?
(beat)
That’s a thought...
How about coming back with me?

SYLVIE
Back? Where?

MARGERY
Germany. I”m in the theatre. You
could be my dresser. I’'ll ask
Charles, and I'm sure he’ll agree
it’s a great idea.

SYLVIE
That sounds interesting. We could
work together, and being in
Germany we'’'d be able to get some
top information back here...

MARGERY
Yes, we could. One moment you’d be
looking after my stage costumes,
the next you’d be spying!!

SYLVIE
I can't wait! I do love the
action, and the thought of helping
to bring down these vile people.

FADE OUT

INT. BERLIN, STROHMS ' APARTMENT, DRAWING ROOM - DAY 11
In their luxurious drawing room Margery is lying
languidly on an ornate chaise longue on her side, her
legs turned up, displaying long silk clad legs.

She is propped up on one arm perusing a large

photograph album, flicking idly through the pages.

MONTAGE SEQUENCE 1 12

Various events depicted in the photos:

Margery in a period dress singing whilst holding a
“Holy Grail” in one hand.
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The legend written above the photograph in a clear

Gothic hand reads: 'Closing scene of 'Parsival’. Berlin

State Opera House. 1938'.

The second photo shows Adolf Hitler applauding wildly
from a ground level theatre box. Margery can clearly
be seen in the background curtseying to the audience.
Hitler is flanked by black uniformed SS officers.

INT. BERLIN, STROHMS' APARTMENT, DRAWING ROOM - DAY

Margery is still looking at the album when in the
background a door opens and a tall distinguished man
enters - Herr EGON STROHM, Margery’s husband. In his
right hand he is holding a brandy balloon, his attire
smart: a silk monogrammed dressing gown bearing his
initials. He has a distinctive duelling scar on his
left cheek.

STROHM
Reminiscing, my dear?

He walks over, and as he approaches, Margery looks up,
smiling fondly. She points to the picture of Adolf
Hitler clapping.

STROHM (CONT’D)
Ah, 'Parsival' - the Fuhrer’s
favourite opera. You were truly
magnificent that memorable night
my darling.

Strohm chuckles to himself.

STROHM (CONT’D)
Herr Adolf was captivated by you
that evening.

MARGERY
(laughs gently)
Do you remember? That was the
night he sent me 200 red roses.

She turns over another page of the album; a large card
in bold hand reads ‘FROM ADOLF’. The card displays a
large swastika encircled in the top right hand corner.

FLASHBACK SEQUENCES - VARIOUS:

INT. BERLIN, STATE OPERA HOUSE, DRESSING ROOM - DAY

Margery is getting changed and is now in her underwear.

There is a knock on the door. She slips on a sheer
translucent dressing gown and opens the door.

A page boy presents her with a huge bouquet of red
roses. She accepts them and shuts the door.

13
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Back inside, she reads the attached card bearing the
legend 'FROM ADOLF’

Margery smiles.

MARGERY
(to herself)
How sweet. ‘From Adolf’

Underneath it is a slightly larger card with a scarlet
and black edge and wording in a flowery flowing hand
which Margery reads to herself.

MARGERY (CONT'D)

(reading out loud)
“Liebste Fraulein Booth.
Will you honour me with your
presence by joining me for dinner
at my favourite restaurant on
Monday, when you have no
performances. It is only a little
drive from the opera house and
will take you through the
beautiful Tiergarten.

I will arrange for you to be
picked up by Oberleutnant Stiirmer
at a time suitable to you.

Your ardent and devoted admirer
Adolf Hitler”

Margery puts the card in her handbag.

MARGERY (CONT'D)
(to herself)
Now is the chance to see the man
behind the mask, I wonder what he
is really like? This will be a
most interesting experience.

EXT. BERLIN, SCHLUTERSTRARE RESTAURANT - EVENING 15

A squad of heavily armed SS TROOPS are forming up outside
what is normally a quiet restaurant in this quaint old
side street and starts to attract interest from passing
people on their way out for the evening, many smartly
attired for the night out.

The troops then line the street on both sides by the
restaurant entrance to keep back the growing curious
crowds.

An SS CAR with outriders then swings into this street,
followed by another massive Mercedes also flying the Nazi
pennant which, in turn, is followed by one similar to the
leading car, also loaded with SS guards.
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The cars then stop so that the second one is directly
outside the restaurant entrance, either side of which now
has a smart line of SS GUARDS.

One jumps smartly forward to open the car door, out of
which emerges Adolf Hitler himself!

Another guard opens the restaurant door from the inside,
from which emerges the proud owner, beaming and smartly
dressed to greet his special guest, alternately bowing
and giving the Nazi salute.

Hitler, mindful that he is on home territory and always
the opportunist for good press, smiles and shakes the
hand of this sycophantic restateur, then turns so that
they are then side by side to be flashed by Hitler’s
official photographer who had been in the third car.

Doors are flung open as Hitler enters.

The cars then drive off leaving an awestruck crowd
chattering away having been so close to their beloved
leader.

Then - to their further amazement, another car swings
into the street and stops directly outside the restaurant
door. A guard then helps out a beautifully dressed young
woman, obviously out for the evening. Although normally
used to crowds, Margery is a little abashed by this
public scene.

She is ushered through the door to further gossip.

INT. BERLIN, SCHLUTERSTRABE RESTAURANT - NIGHT 16

Margery is guided through the Reception Area and through
a door flanked by two SS GUARDS and into the main
restaurant area which has been especially cleared of all
seating save a round table in the centre, superbly set
such that this is now the Fihrer’s private dining area.

On the inside are two further heavily armed SS GUARDS
flanking the door, each of whom is holding an Alsatian
dog on a short lead. Two men attired in white aprons
stand by, one by a sideboard which has a great array of
crystal glasses, and drinks, the other one standing by a
small serving hatch.

A beaming Hitler is standing upright by the round table
adorned with a white lace-edged tablecloth. In the
centre is a silver candlestick with two scarlet candles
burning.

Not a word is spoken. Hitler gestures towards a chair,
then as Margery reaches it, almost shyly, Hitler extends
his hand to her.
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HITLER
So glad you could come Fraulein
Booth, I rarely have time to
relax.

One of the waiters moves towards Margery, but Hitler
waves him back, pulling back the chair himself for
Margery to sit down, then gently pushes it into place as
she sits. At once the waiter comes over and pulls out
the chair for Hitler who then sits. The waiter snaps to
attention and takes a sharp step backwards.

Hitler picks up a menu and presents it to Margery.

HITLER (CONT'D)
I have arranged a comprehensive
range of dishes Fraulein Booth,
which I trust you will find
satisfactory.

MARGERY
Please call me Margery, Herr
Hitler. I must admit your choice
of dishes shows superb taste.

Hitler smirks.

HITLER
You must call me Adolf whenever we
are together in private. Only
refer to me as Herr Hitler when we
are in the company of my generals
or staff.

MARGERY
Thank you - Adolf, you are most
gracious. And your English is
better than my German!

HITLER
Thank you. Yes, I spent a while
as a student in England. A very
beautiful country. So much like
Germany, which is why we should be

friends.

MARGERY
Really, Adolf? Where were you in
England?

HITLER

I was in Liverpool. It was in
1912, I think. To study art.

MARGERY
That is amazing! Did you know
Liverpool is in Lancashire, where
I was born?
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HITLER
That really is amazing! So we
have many things in common, Ja?

At that moment the wine waiter presents a wine list to
both. Hitler gives Margery a querying look.

MARGERY
(after a pause)
The Eiswein, if I may, please.

HITLER
Eiswein! So - a sweet wine for a
sweet lady! A most admirable
choice, the Mosel district
produces the most famous wines in
the world, and Eiswein must be at
the top of the list.

MARGERY
This is a treat for me, my salary
normally only extends to
Spatslese, or Auslese.

HITLER
I hope this is the first of many
dinners and meetings Margery, and
I shall see that Eiswein is always
available to you. I do not drink
much, but prefer spring water -
but tonight, just for you and to
keep you company, I will indulge
in my favourite alcoholic drink -
Franziskaner Weissbier. It is
from Munich so brings back fond
memories. We all drank it there
in the old days.

Hitler turns and snaps an order curtly to the wine
waiter.

HITLER (CONT'D)
Madame will have the Eiswein, and
I will have a Franziskaner.
Arrange also for one dozen bottles
of the Eiswein to be put in
Oberleutnant Stlirmer’'s car -
packed in an ice box.

The waiter hesitates, then responds.

WAITER
Mein Fiihrer, I do not think we
have a dozen bottles, it is a rare
wine.
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Hitler glares angrily at him. Throughout the evening he
is trying to be sweet and friendly to Margery but
occasionally starts to “make a speech” only to see that
it alarms her, so does a quick back-pedal, accompanied by
a forced smile.

HITLER
Then get some in at once, and in
future make sure we always have a
supply of it — RIGHT!

The waiter bows. The wine and beer are produced and
served whilst Hitler preens himself, smooths his hair and
straightens his tie - yet again - and talks of Wagner.

HITLER (CONT’D)
(raising his glass)
So - What shall we toast?

MARGERY
How about Lancashire? That is
something we share?

HITLER
An excellent idea! And opera too!

MARGERY
(raising her glass)
Lancashire and Opera!

They clink glasses.

HITLER
Lancashire and Opera!

The starter is then served. Margery gently enjoys this
whilst Hitler eats it in his own way...

DISSOLVE TO:

The main course is served. Hitler has pork knuckle whilst
Margery has chosen a schnitzel.

HITLER (CONT'D)
Pork is so succulent! I never
could understand Jews not liking
it. Just shows they’re not
normal! I am convinced that I am
acting as the agent of our
Creator. By fighting off the Jews,
I am doing the Lord's work!

Again, no simple degustation for him as he devours his,
interspersed with draughts of beer whilst an embarrassed
Margery, not quite knowing where to look, eats like a
bird.

After downing more beer Hitler leans forward slightly and
Margery notices a bad smell.
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Hitler sees her look up and does what he has done many
times before - glares across at the dogs which, like
their guards, unnoticingly stare ahead.

When Margery looks back at him, she has a sudden vision
of him as the monster he is, with mad staring eyes,
ranting to a crowd accompanied to the tune of Horst
Wessel Lied (”Die Fahne hoch”.) She blinks back to normal
when he speaks:

HITLER (CONT’D)
I'm glad to see you don’t use much
makeup, Margery?

MARGERY
That is true, although onstage it
is necessary, so offstage I prefer
little. But why do you ask?

HITLER
I keep asking Eva to wear less.
She should follow your example.
They use animal fat in the
manufacture, so some animals are
dying quite unnecessarily just for
women to improve their looks!
In fact, I will ban it soon!

At the end of meal a waiter gathers up the dirty dishes
whilst a second waiter stands by brandishing a silver
tray with coffee decanter and two cups. He proceeds to
serve these as soon as the table is cleared.

MARGERY
That was a most fantastic meal
Adolf, a truly magnificent menu.

Hitler beams.

HITLER
Nothing is too good for talent
such as you have Liebchen - your
voice is one in a million. I must
arrange some recordings of it for
my private use.

MARGERY
Before I came here I was under the
impression that you were a
vegetarian, but I see from the
repast we have both enjoyed so
much that you are not.

Hitler wipes his mouth with a napkin.

HITLER
A myth I have often heard repeated
when I visit generals and dine
with them. I do not know how the
rumour started.
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He gives a light laugh.

HITLER (CONT’D)
That is the trouble with rumours -
no one ever knows where they
start. (beat)
The only one of my people who is a
vegetarian is Goebbels. It seems
he cannot stand the sight of
blood, he once nearly passed out
when General Keitel who was dining
next to him was served a rare
steak. When he cut it blood oozed
out and Goebbels had to leave the
table.

In one of his speeches he said

‘Meat eating is a perversion lying

at the heart of human nature.’
(laughs)

I try to make it a habit not to

dine with him.

CUT TO:

INT. BERLIN, SS HEADQUARTERS, BASEMENT - DAY
GOEBBELS is giving orders to a PRISON GUARD.

GOEBBELS
Have this implemented at once, I
want him executed NOW! No
appeals. Eliminate him.

The Prison Guard raises his right hand and shouts out
‘Heil Hitler.’

A cell door is opened and TWO GUARDS enter. The PRISONER
is obviously an SS man. His jacket is open and he is
holding his trousers up with his left hand. He raises
his right hand in the Nazi salute shouting out ‘Heil
Hitler.’

PRISONER
What news?

As he speaks, an SS OFFICER enters the cell and the
Prisoner who shrinks back from him.

SS OFFICER
Appeal denied!

The Two Guards stand back as the SS Officer draws his
Luger from its holster.

PRISONER
Where are you taking me?

THE SS Officer fires.

17
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SS OFFICER
To hell!

The Prisoner slumps into the corner of the cell, his head
at an angle, his blood oozing from a hole in his temple
and a small pool of blood starts to flow and widen on the
floor whilst outside, Goebbels has to avoid the sight.

INT. BERLIN, SCHLUTERSTRABE RESTAURANT - NIGHT 18

HITLER
Goebbels could never stand the
sight of blood...

SUBLIMINAL FLASH OF DEATH CAMP SCENE (LIBRARY FOOTAGE)

HITLER (V.O.)
But yes, I do also discourage the
inhumane use of animals.

They have, by now, drunk a fair amount, so seem very
happy.

HITLER
But enough of that. I hope you
have enjoyed the evening?

He leans forward...

MARGERY
Very much so, Adolf. Very much
SO...

HITLER

And about Lancashire - so much we
have in common, Ja??

She smiles and under the table his hand finds her knee.

He smiles.

They finish their coffee and Hitler rises, goes behind
Margery’s chair to help her up.

HITLER (CONT’D)
I must show you around the
restaurant before we leave. They
have some nice little private
rooms here.

Come - let me show you...

FADE TO:

EXT. BERLIN, SCHLUTERSTRARE RESTAURANT - NIGHT 19

The cars have returned in the now quiet street and
Margery is standing by Hitler.
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With a slightly stiff bow Hitler takes her hand and
kisses it. OBERLEUTNANT STURMER is standing by.

HITLER
(to Stirmer)
Drive carefully.
(beat)
Is the Eiswein safely packed?

STURMER
Eight bottles in ice, Mein Fihrer.

Margery gives Hitler a light kiss on his cheek.

MARGERY
(quietly)
Auf Weidersehn Adolf (quietly),
MEIN FUHRER, till me meet again.

Her car drives off, leaving Hitler in pensive thought
before entering his own car.

INT. BERLIN, STROHMS’ APARTMENT, DRAWING ROOM - DAY 20
STROHM
(humorously)

The bounder! Paying court to a
married woman. Sending red
roses indeed to my wife? AND
taking her out to dinner too! I
should have challenged him to a
duel!

Margery places her hand on his.

MARGERY
Challenging your glorious leader
to a duel indeed, can you
imagine what would have happened
if you had? Anyway - I have now
seen him for what he really is.

She laughs at him.

MARGERY (CONT'D)
Your feet would not have touched
the ground.

Strohm puts his arm around Margery, and perches on the
edge of the chaise longue.

STROHM
Only joking, my dear, what I
should have done is send a posy
to Eva Braun, his mistress,
together with a card saying
Touché.
(beat)

(MORE )



21

37.

STRSHM (CONT'D)

In actual fact I was quite
touched by his gesture, it was
shortly after that that I was
invited to visit him in the
‘Wolf’s Den’ as his little
retreat is called, though the SS
guards there call it the ‘Wolf'’s
Lair’ whilst others call it the
‘Eagles Nest’

(he chuckles)
He was most affable and told me
I was a lucky man to be married
to you.

Strohm looks directly at Margery.

STROHM (CONT’D)
Mind you Leibste, Eva was not in
hearing at the time. He also
invited me to join the National
Socialist Party.

Marjory raises her hand and strokes the vivid scar on
her husband’s cheek.

MARGERY
I still don’t understand why you
had to duel to get that scar.

STROHM

I've told you - Heidelberg - in
my student days as you know, we
all duelled; a wound here

(touches his left

cheek)
was a mark of honour, a status
symbol, it showed you were a
Heidelberg man!

MARGERY
I love you dearly Egon, but
sometimes I find it hard to
understand your Teutonic ways.

Strohm looks at his watch.

STROHM
I have to meet Karl Brunstein
now.

He kisses her.
STROHM (CONT’D)
See you at lunch, say, one
o'clock sharp!

EXT. WIGAN, HODGES STREET - DAY

SUPER: “WIGAN - 1920”
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It is early evening and 17 year old JAKE is walking home
back from his work at the mill. His clothes are shabby

and he looks very tired. He turns up the path and goes

into the house.

INT. WIGAN, HODGES STREET, MARGERY'S HOUSE - DAY

In the kitchen VERY YOUNG MARGERY aged 15 is pirouetting
slowly around the kitchen. She is dressed in a cotton
frock that has seen better days. As she waltzes around
the room she is holding her frock out with both hands as
though she’s a ballerina.

All the time she dances around she is singing. As she
does so her mother MRS BOOTH looks at her disapprovingly
whilst busy preparing supper.

MRS BOOTH
For goodness sake girl - if you
want to play act then go into the
other room, or better still the
garden. You’re under my feet
here.

She shakes her head disapprovingly.

MRS BOOTH (CONT'D)
I do wish you would get that
singing nonsense out of your head.

The Front Door SLAMS CLOSED.

VERY YOUNG MARGERY
But Mum, I want to be a
singer...!!

MRS BOOTH
There’s no money in singing.
(beat)
That’1ll be Jake now, wanting his
supper!

HEAVY FOOTSTEPS announce Jake creaking up the stairs.

MRS BOOTH (CONT'D)
You need a proper job in this day
and age, something steady, then we
wouldn’t have to take in lodgers
like Jake.

Her mother picks up a towel and dries her hands.

MRS BOOTH (CONT'D)
He’ll be down in a minute...

She sits down on a plain wooden chair and gently pulls
Margery towards her, her attitude is soft and kindly.
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MRS BOOTH (CONT'D)
Listen, one day you will leave
school and have to go out in the
real world and get a proper job.

Jake comes in and flops into a chair. He just nods to
both.

MRS BOOTH (CONT'D)
Most of the work round here is in
the mills, isn’t that right Jake?

Not one for words, he nods again.

MRS BOOTH (CONT'D)
And as long as there are sheep and
wool, the mills will be here, so
you can always rely on work, isn’t
that right Jake?

Another nod. Margery shakes her head.

JAKE
Is that hotpot I can smell?

MRS BOOTH
Yes Jake - your favourite.

Margery bursts into a couple of lines. Jake'’s expression
turns to pain.

VERY YOUNG MARGERY
Sorry Mum, but all the girls go
into the mill. They’re so dark
and boring.

JAKE
And VERY noisy. Could you sing
VERY quietly...

VERY YOUNG MARGERY
(ignoring Jake)
I want to sing, Mum, go into the
theatre.

JAKE
Or in the garden maybe...?

VERY YOUNG MARGERY
(ignoring the remark)
I don’'t care if I'm just a chorus
girl or in the back row of a
singing troupe, but I want to sing
Mum, I want to see the world - not
just Wigan.

Her mother shrugs her shoulders resignedly.
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MRS BOOTH
You’ll find reality when you are
older, you mark my words. You’ll
see.

Margery turns to leave, then suddenly turns around to her
mother.

VERY YOUNG MARGERY
Mum - There’s a local opera group
in Wigan that meets once a week at
a small hall there. Can I go
please? My friend says they want
young singers.

Jake’s face lights up at the thought of Margery going
out.

MRS BOOTH
Um - I’'1l1l think about it. Set the
table for Jake. He'’s been working
real hard.

The though of supper emboldens Jake.

JAKE
She might enjoy that, Mrs Booth...
Perhaps she should go...

They both look at him, surprised at his break in usual
silence. Mrs Booth then looks at Margery.

MRS BOOTH
You really want to go? Well, it
might not be a bad idea.

Jake’s face is now a treat. Margery’s is too...

MRS BOOTH (CONT'D)
All right, yes, of course you can.
Maybe it will help you face
reality and get some of these
stupid ideas out of your head once
and for all.

Margery is thrilled. Her mother produces a purse from
the folds of her apron and removes two coins.

MRS BOOTH (CONT'D)
Here’s tuppence for your bus
fares, but don’t be late home.

Margery throws her arms around her mother gleefully.
MRS BOOTH (CONT’D)
And put your warm coat on - it may

be chilly when you come home.

VERY YOUNG MARGERY
Thank you Mum. I will be alright.
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JAKE
And here’s a penny - buy yourself
a bun.

Margery beams.

VERY YOUNG MARGERY
Gosh - thanks Jake!

Margery rushes out.

MRS BOOTH
That was very thoughtful Jake, but
I expect you want a quiet evening
in.
(beat)
I just hope she’ll be alright. No
doubt come home in tears...

INT. WIGAN, VILLAGE HALL - DAY

Young Margery is milling about with a small group of
others of similar age who have all just arrived.

The dimly 1lit village hall has seen better days.
WILLIAM, a small rotund man, is approaching the group
armed with a list of names. He looks quizzically at
young Margery.

WILLIAM
Hullo - Do I know you?

VERY YOUNG MARGERY
No Sir, I just heard about this
evening and thought I’d come
along. Am I too late?

WILLIAM
No, no - not at all. What is your
name?

VERY YOUNG MARGERY
Margery Booth, Sir.

WILLIAM
Margery. .Booth.

He glances down at a paper in his hand, fishes out his
pencil and adds her name.

WILLIAM (CONT'D)
Booth? Margery Booth. Done.

Margery speaks in a beautiful, lilting voice.

VERY YOUNG MARGERY
Aye sir, that's me.
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WILLIAM