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THE PRI VATE LI FE OF SHERLOCK HOLMES

FADE | N:
BRASS PLAQUE - DAY

Engraved on it are the words: COX & CO., Bankers.
Reflected in its shiny surface are doubl e-decker red
buses, and ot her present-day London traffic.

[ NT. BANK VAULT - DAY

An iron gate opens, and two bank guards cone in. One of
them switches on the lights. On the shelves which |ine
the walls are dusty strong-boxes, docunent cases, w apped
packages, etc. The guards nove al ong the shel ves
searchi ng for sonething.

WATSON' S VA CE
Sonmewhere in the vaults of a bank in
London is a tin dispatch box with my nane
onit. It is not to be opened until
fifty years after ny death.

The guards find a battered tin dispatch box with the nane
JOHN H WATSON, M D., painted on it. They renove it from
the shelf, set it down on a table. The box is tied with
heavy cord, the knots sealed with wax. Strung on the
cord is the key.

WATSON S VA CE
It contains certain nenentos of ny |ong
association with a man who el evated the
sci ence of deduction to an art -- the
worl d's first, and undoubtedly nost
famous, consulting detective.

Wil e one of the guards dusts the box off, the other cuts
the cord with a pair of scissors. He then inserts the
key in the lock, turns it, raises the lid -- revealing
the dusty contents of the box.

OVER TH' S, SUPERI MPCSE THE MAI N TI TLE.

The guards now start to renpve the objects fromthe box,
one at a tine: -- A daguerreotype of Hol nes, standing,
and Watson, seated, in a a stiff studio pose; Hol nes’
deerstal ker hat, his curved pipe, his nagnifying gl ass;
WAt son' s stethoscope, Hol nmes' revolver; a small enanel
sign with the nunber 221B; a pair of handcuffs;



a sheet of nusic paper which is unrolled to disclose a
violin piece conposed by Hol nes, titled FOR ILSE von H.
A pocket watch, the back of which is opened to reveal a
phot ograph of Gabrielle Valladon; a signet ring bearing
the initials S H -- under which is conceal ed a conpass;
a worn norocco case -- inside which is an early-node
hypoderm c syringe; a crystal ball which, when shaken,
produces a snowstorm - and when the snow settles, we see
a bust of Queen Victoria.

OVER THESE OBJECTS, THE REST OF THE CREDI T Tl TLES ARE
SUPERI MPOSED

The last itemout of the box is a thick stack of
manuscri pt paper, bound with green ribbon. The guard
undoes the ribbon, dusts off the top page, as CAMERA
MOVES IN CLOSER. Witten in ink, in the cursive
penmanshi p of the period, is the follow ng paragraph:

To ny heirs:

In nmy lifetime, | have recorded sone

Ssi xty cases denonstrating the singular
gift of ny friend Sherlock Hol nes --
dealing with everything from The Hound of
the Baskervilles to his nysterious

brot her Mycroft and the devilish

Prof essor Moriarty. But there were other
adventures which, for reasons of

di scretion, | have decided to w thhold
fromthe public until this rmuch |ater
date. They involve matters of a delicate
and sonetinmes scandal ous nature, as wl|l
shortly becone apparent.

OVER TH S, WE HEAR THE VO CE OF DR. WATSON, reading the
text.

DI SSOLVE TGO

YORKSHI RE LANDSCAPE - DAY

A passenger train of the late Nineteenth Century is
chuggi ng through the early norning m st.

WATSON' S VA CE
It was August of 1887, and we were
returning from Yorkshire, where Hol nes
had sol ved the baffling murder of Col onel
Abernetty.



I NT. COVPARTMENT - MOVI NG TRAIN - DAWN

There are but two passengers in the conpartnent --
sitting by the wi ndow, facing each other. In fact they
are dozing. One wears a deerstal ker and an I nverness
cape; the other is in a dark overcoat and a bl ack bow er,
a furled unbrella between his |legs, a nmedical bag on the
seat beside him The rest of their luggage is on the
racks above. They are, of course, SHERLOCK HOLMES and
DR. JOHN H. WATSON. This being 1887, they are thirty-
three and thirty-five respectively.

WATSON S VO CE
You may recall that he broke the
murderer's alibi by neasuring the depth
to which the parsley had sunk in the
butter on a hot day.

DI SSOLVE TO

EXT. BAKER STREET - DAY

A hansom cab, with Hol mes' and WAtson's | uggage strapped
to the rack on top, is proceeding down the busy street.

WATSON' S VO CE
He was the nost brilliant man | have ever
known -- and | dare say peopl e have
envied me for sharing that flat with him
i n Baker Street.

The cab draws up in front of 221B. The front door opens
and MRS. HUDSON, a plunp, notherly woman in her fifties,
wearing an apron, hurries down the steps. She greets
Hol nes and Watson warmy as they alight.

WATSON S VO CE
"1l grant you he was stinmulating -- but
he coul d al so be noody, unpredictable,
egocentric, and nore often than not,
conpletely infuriating -- as our
| andl ady, Ms. Hudson, can attest --
bl ess her kind soul.

The cabbie starts to unload their |uggage. As Hol nes,
Wat son and M's. Hudson proceed inside, CAMERA TRAVELS UP
THE FACADE OF THE BUI LDI NG past the nunber 221B, to the
bay wi ndow on the second fl oor.



[ NT. LIVING ROOM - 221B BAKER STREET - DAY

It's all there -- the fireplace, the coal scuttle, the
Persian slipper with the tobacco; the velvet wing chair,

t he basket chair with the witing-arm the couch with the
cushions; the sideboard with the tantalus and the
gasogene; the acid-stained deal -topped table wi th Hol nes’
chem cal equipnent on it, the dining table, the snmal

Moori sh table; the bookshelves and the violin case; the
gas fixtures and the oil |anps; the dunbwaiter connecting
with the kitchen in the basenent; and Hol mes' desk, piled
high with papers, clippings, research nmaterial, etc.

Hol mes is pulling up the wi ndow shades. Watson has
removed his hat and coat, and is putting his nmedical bag
down on the sideboard; the cabbie, having deposited their
| uggage, is just |eaving.

VRS. HUDSON
| do wish you'd give ne a little nore
war ni ng when you cone hone unexpected. |
woul d have roasted a goose -- and had
sonme flowers for you.

HOLMES
My dear Ms. Hudson -- crimnals are as
unpr edi ct abl e as head-col ds. You never
qui te know when you're going to catch
one.

He has picked up a dagger, starts opening his mail, which
is on the dining table.

MRS. HUDSON
["1l unpack your bags.

She exits into one of the bedroons. Witson has now t aken
a magazi ne out of an envel ope.

VWATSON
Here's an advance copy of Strand
Magazi ne.
(shows it to Hol nes)
They' ve printed ' The Red- Headed League!'’

On the cover is a colored illustration fromthe story,
featuring in obligatory Inverness and deerstal ker.



HOLMVES
(of f hand)
Very i npressive.

WATSON
(leafing through the
nmagazi ne)
Wuld you like to see how | treated it?

HOLMVES
| can hardly wait. I'msure I'Il find
out all sorts of fascinating things about
the case that | never knew before.

VWATSON
Just what do you nean by that?

HOLMES
Ch, cone now, Watson, you nust admt that
you have a tendency to over-ronmantici ze.
You have taken ny sinple exercises in
| ogi ¢ and enbel I i shed them exaggerated
them ..

WATSON
| deny the accusati on.

HOLMVES
You have described ne as six-foot-four,
whereas | am barely six-foot-one.

WATSON
A bit of poetic |license.

HOLMVES
(removing I nverness and
deer st al ker)
You have saddled nme with this inprobable
costunme, which the public now expects ne
to wear.

VWATSON
That's not ny doing.
(i ndicating cover of Strand)
Blame it on the illustrator.

HOLMES
You' ve nade ne out to be a violin
Vi rtuoso. Here --



(holds out a letter he's been
readi ng)
-- a request fromthe Liverpool Synphony
to appear as soloist in the Mendel ssohn
Concerto.

VWATSON
(excited)
Oh, really?
HOLMES

The fact is that | could barely hold ny
own in the pit orchestra of a second-rate
nmusi ¢ hal |

WATSON
You' re nmuch too nodest.

HOLMVES
(busy with the mail)
You have given the reader the distinct
i npression that | ama m sogyni st.
Actually, | don't dislike wonen -- |
nmerely distrust them The twinkle in the
eye and the arsenic in the soup.

WATSON
It's those little touches that make you
colorful --

HOLMES
Lurid is nore like it. You have painted
nme as a hopel ess dope addict -- just

because | occasionally take a five per
cent solution of cocaine.

VATSON
A seven per cent solution

HOLMES
Five per cent. Don't you think |I'm aware
you' ve been diluting it behind nmy back?

VWATSON
As a doctor -- and as your friend -- |
strongly di sapprove of this insidious
habit of yours.



HOLMES
My dear friend -- as well as ny dear
doctor -- | only resort to narcotics when
| am suffering fromacute boredom-- when
there are no interesting cases to engage

ny mnd.
(hol di ng out one of the open
letters)
Look at this -- an urgent appeal to find

Si X m ssing mdgets.
He tosses the letter down is disgust.

VWATSON
Did you say m dgets?

He picks up the letter

HOLIVES
Six of them-- the Tunmbling Piccolos --
an acrobatic act with sone circus.

VWATSON
D sappeared between London and Bri st ol
Don't you find that intriguing?

HOLMVES
Extrenmely so. You see, they are not only
m dgets -- but al so anarchi sts.
VATSON
Anar chi sts?
HOLMVES
(noddi ng)

By now they have been snuggled to Vienna,
dressed as little girls in burgundy

pi nafores. They are to greet the Czar of
all the Russias when he arrives at the
railway station. They will be carrying
bouquets of flowers, conceal ed in each

bouquet will be a bonmb with a lit fuse.
WATSON
You really think so?
HOLMES
Not at all. The circus owner offers ne
five pounds for my services -- that's not

even a pound a m dget.



So obviously he is a stingy blighter, and
the little chaps sinply ran off to join
anot her circus.

WATSON
(crestfallen)
Ch. And it sounded so promising --

HOLMVES
There are no great crimes anynore,
Watson. The crimnal class has |ost al
enterprise and originality. At best they
commit sonme bungling villainy, with a
notive so transparent that even a
Scotl and Yard official can see through
it.

He has crossed to the desk, suddenly notices sonething.

HOLMVES
(angrily)
M's. Hudson!
(even angrier)
VRS. HUDSON!

M's. Hudson cones hurrying out of the bedroom

VRS. HUDSON
Yes? What is it? Wat have | done now?
HOLMVES
(sternly)
There is sonething mssing fromny desk.
VRS. HUDSON
M ssi ng?
HOLMVES

Sonet hi ng very cruci al .

(picks up a small feather)
You have been tidying up agai nst ny
explicit orders.

MRS. HUDSON
Oh, | nmade sure not to disturb anything.

HOLMVES
Dust, M's. Hudson, is an essential part
of ny filing system By the thickness of
it, I can date any docunent inmedi ately.



MRS. HUDSON
Sone of the dust was this thick

She denonstrates with her thunb and forefinger.

HOLMVES

(pronptly)
That woul d be March, 1883.

He bl ows the feather away.

DI SSOLVE TO

I NT. LIVING ROOM - EVEN NG

START on Hol nes' foot, operating a bellows. CAVMERA PANS
UP to the top of the chem stry table, on which an

el aborate apparatus of brass, glass and rubber tubing has
been set up. Inserted into the ends of the rubber tubes
are half a dozen cigarettes, four cigars of different
shapes and col ors, and four pipes, all |it. Activated by
the bellows, they are puffing away |i ke mad, wheezing
loudly and filling the screen with snoke. Seated at the
table is Holnmes, in shirt-sleeves. GCccasionally he
knocks of f an ash onto a glass slide, studies it under a
m cr oscope.

Wat son, in a dressing gown, is sitting in the chair with
the witing arm docunenting the |atest Hol nes adventure
for Strand Magazi ne. The open mail has now been affi xed
to the center of the wooden nantel pi ece, with a dagger.

M's. Hudson is clearing the dinner dishes fromthe table,
and | oading themonto the shelf of the dunbwaiter. The
accunul ati on of snmoke in the room nmakes her cough.

MRS. HUDSON
How can you stand this? Wy don't you
let ne air the room out?

VWATSON
Pl ease, M's. Hudson -- he's working on a
definitive study of tobacco ash.

VRS. HUDSON

(drily)
|"msure there's a crying need for that.



10.

VWATSON
In our endeavors, it is sonmetines vital
to distinguish between, say, the ashes of
a Macedoni an cigarette and a Janai can
cigar. Sor far he has classified 140
di fferent kinds of ashes.

MRS. HUDSON
Al of which will end up on ny rug.

She is now pulling on the rope which |owers the
dunbwai t er

WATSON
That' || be enough, Ms. Hudson.
MRS. HUDSON
(headi ng for door)
Al right. If you gentlenmen want to stay

here and suffocate...

She exits, shutting the door. For a while, the two go on
wor king. Then Hol nmes rises abruptly fromthe chem stry
tabl e.

HOLMVES
She's right. | am suffocating.

WATSON
Let ne open a w ndow.

HOLMVES
Not fromlack of air -- fromlack of
activity. Sitting here week after week --
bl ow ng snmoke rings -- staring through a
m croscope -- there's no challenge in
t hat .

VATSON
Personally, | consider it a major

contribution to scientific crimnology...

Hol nes has opened his violin case and taken out his
fiddle.

HOLMES
How | envy you your mind, Witson

WATSON
You do?



11.

HOLMVES
It's placid, inperturbable, prosaic. But
my m nd rebels agai nst stagnation. [It's

like a racing engine, tearing itself to
pi eces because it's not connected up with
the work for which it was built.

He has tucked the violin under his chin, starts to
i nprovi se a nervous pent-up nelody. There is nothing
amat euri sh about it -- he plays quite well.

Wat son resunmes working on his manuscript. Suddenly the
musi ¢ stops. Watson | ooks up apprehensively. Hol nes has
put down the violin, and is crossing to the sideboard.

He opens Watson's nedical bag, takes out a bottle of
cocaine, starts toward his bedroom WAtson pushes the
witing armto the side, rises fromhis chair.

WATSON
Hol nes - -

Hol mes pays no attention, continues into the bedroom
Wat son crosses to the open door. Inside the bedroom
Hol nes has put down the cocaine bottle on the washstand,
and is rolling up his left sleeve.

WATSON
Hol mes, where is your self-control ?

HOLMVES
Fair question.

From a drawer he takes a norocco case, opens it, renoves
a hypoderm c syringe.

WATSON
Aren't you ashaned of yourself?
HOLMVES
Thoroughly. But this will take care of

it.

He has renoved the stopper fromthe cocaine bottle, and
inserting the hypodermc needle into it, starts to draw
up the liquid.

DI SSOLVE TGO



12.

EXT. BAKER STREET - DAY

It is raining. A bus cones down the street, the open top
deck sprouting unbrellas |like black nushroons.

WATSON' S VO CE
Naturally, | don't nean to inply that ny
friend was always on cocai ne -- sonetines
it was opium sonetines it was hashi sh
And once he went one of these dreadful
bi nges, there was no telling how long it
woul d | ast.

I NT. LIVING ROOM - 221B BAKER STREET - DAY

Rai n beats on the wi ndows. Hol nes and Watson are in the
m ddl e of an argunent.

VWATSON
The only reason you noved in with ne is
to have a steady supply of stinulants.

HCOLMES
Now, now, WAtson -- you nustn't
underesti mate your other charns.

He starts into the bedroom

WATSON
Hol nes, | warn you. |If you |ock yourself
in there once nore --

HOLMVES
| intend to do nothing of the sort.

He takes the hypodermi c out of the drawer in the
washst and, starts back into the living roomwth it.

HOLMES
Not until you replace this needle. It is
getting rather blunt.

As Watson glares at him the door opens and Ms. Hudson
comes bustling in. Holnmes hides the hypoderm c behind
hi s back.

MRS. HUDSON
| made you sone tea and cress sandw ches.



She opens the door of the dunmbwaiter, starts to pul

up.

WATSON
M's. Hudson, | want you to pack mny bags.

MRS. HUDSON
Are you going away for the weekend?

WATSON
And beyond. |I'm noving out.

MRS. HUDSON
Movi ng out ?
(she | ooks at Hol nes)

HOLMVES
I"mjust as surprised as you are.

WATSON
You heard ne, Ms. Hudson. And let's not
waste any tine.

M's. Hudson sighs, exits into Watson's bedroom

HOLMVES
May | be so bold as to ask where you' er
goi ng?

WATSON
| don't know yet. But | intend to resune
ny practice. | am after all, a doctor.
And quite a conpetent one, if | say so as
shoul dn't.

HOLMVES
You'll find it very dull -- snipping out
tonsils and flushing out kidneys --

Wat son is gl ancing around the room searching for

somet hi ng.

HOLMVES
If you're | ooking for your nedical bag,
you hid it under the Moorish table.
(as Watson crosses to it)
Which shows a little nore imagination
than last tinme -- when it was under your
bed.

It

13.



14.

Wat son picks up the Morish table, disclosing the nedica
bag, standing on end. He sets the bag down on the
fender, opens it.

WATSON
I will, of course, continue to pay ny
hal f of the rent until you find soneone
to share these roons with you

HOLMES
Were am | going to find anyone who wl |
put up with ny rather eccentric habits?

WATSON
(taki ng hypoderm c needl e out
of bag)
Here's a fresh needle -- and here's ny

farewel| present to you

He takes out three bottles of narcotics, puts themon the
mant el .

VWATSON
If you want to destroy yourself, go right
ahead. But | won't sit by and watch you
doing it.

He snaps his bag shut, carries it toward his bedroom

HOLMVES
Wat son. .

Wat son di sappears into the bedroom slamm ng the door.

Hol mes | ooks after him then | ooks at the bottles of dope
on the mantel piece. He starts pacing. After a nonment he
stops at the chem stry table, studies the assorted

gl assware on the shel ves above.

I NT. WATSON' S BEDRCOM - DAY

There are two open valises on the bed. Watson is noving
around the room collecting various odds and ends, while
M's. Hudson packs his cl ot hes.

VRS. HUDSON
It's so sad. You and M. Holnmes -- after
all these years --
(she sobs)



15.

WATSON
Pl ease, Ms. Hudson -- none of that.

M's. Hudson takes a cl ean handkerchief fromthe open
val i se, blows her nose.

MRS. HUDSON
"1l wash this and send it on to you.
WATSON
I'll be at Brown's Hotel.
MRS. HUDSON
(still sniffling)
| know how it feels -- | once went

t hrough a di vorce nyself.

VWATSON
(renoving diploma fromwall)
Actually, I'mrather |ooking forward to
it. Leading a normal |ife again.
Regul ar office hours -- nine to three --
and if occasionally there's an energency
call in the mddle of the night, | know

it's going be appendicitis and not an ax
murder. Let Hol mes go nucking about in
the fog and the sleet, |ooking for a

bl oodst ai ned col | ar-button out on the
noors, with sonme denented hound snappi ng
at his behind --

Fromthe living roomcones the sound of a revolver shot.
M's. Hudson screans and Watson | ooks off in alarm Then
he races out of the room diploma in hand, followed by
M's. Hudson.

I NT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

As they burst into the room they see Holnes sitting on
the stool beside the chem stry table, a revolver in his
hand. He has shattered one of the narcotics bottles on
the mantel piece, and is aimng at a second one.

MRS. HUDSON
M. Hol nes. ..

Hol mes fires, smashing the second bottle. As Ms. Hudson
takes a step forward, he waves her away with the gun.



16.

HOLMES
Pl ease, M's. Hudson. You're in ny |ine
of fire.

Wat son jerks Ms. Hudson back as Holnmes lets go with
anot her shot. The bullet disposes of the third bottle,
splattering glass and liquid all over the place. Hol nes
rises calmy fromthe stool, crosses to the desk, puts
the revolver away in a drawer.

VRS. HUDSON
(outraged)
How many tinmes have | told you | will not
tolerate pistol practice on ny prem ses?
| shoul d have evicted you when you shot
them holes in nmy wall.

She points up to a spot near the ceiling. Neatly traced
in bullet holes are the initials V.R, with a small crown
above t hem

HOLMVES
Merely cel ebrating Her Majesty's Gol den
Jubi | ee.

VRS. HUDSON

Look at that mess you nmade --

Watson is looking at Holnes with a little smle on his
face.

VATSON
It's all right, Ms. Hudson. 1'Ill clean
it up --
(hands her the dipl om)
-- while you unpack ny things.

MRS. HUDSON
Unpack?

HOLMES
You heard him

A bew | dered Ms. Hudson goes back into the bedroom
WAt son crosses to the fireplace, picks up the whi skbroom
and the coal shovel, starts cleaning up the broken gl ass.

VWATSON
Thank you, Holnmes. | know how difficult
it nmust've been for you --



17.

HOLMVES
Not really. It was sinple choice between
a bad habit and a good conpani on.

WATSON
You' ve made ne very happy.

HOLMVES
|'ve often been accused of being cold and
unenotional. | admt toit. And yet, in
nmy cold, unenotional way, |'mvery fond

of you, Watson

WATSON
| know that. But one |likes to hear these
t hi ngs occasionally.

He notices the violin, which has been splattered with the
liquid fromthe shattered bottle, picks it up.

WATSON
Look at this. Covered with that nasty
stuff. 1'd better dry it off.

HOLMES

"1l do it.

He takes the instrunent, and dabbing it with a
handkerchi ef, carries it toward the violin case.

VWATSON
For a nonent, | was worried that you were
going to let me wal k out -- that you

weren't even going to try to stop ne.

HOLMES
Now, Watson -- you know there's nothing |
woul dn't do to keep you here.

Wth a side-glance at the busy Watson, he opens the
violin case. Neatly stashed away around the edges are
the three original bottles of narcotics. The ones he
shot up, of course, were substitutes fromthe chem stry
set. He places the violin carefully anong the bottles,
cl oses the case, snaps the locks. As he noves off, we
STAY on the violin case.



18.

WATSON S VA CE
It was not the first not the last time he
tricked ne like that. Normally, | was
inclined to forgive him..

DI SSOLVE TGO

I NT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

Watson, in his dressing gown, is sitting at the tabl e,
finishing his coffee. In front of himis a letter, on
bl ue not e-paper, and a pair of theatre tickets.

WATSON S VO CE
But on one occasion, he did sonething
that was so utterly unforgivable, that I
woul d gl adly have nmurdered him-- had it
not been for ny saintly disposition.

Wat son sets down his coffee cup, picks up the letter and
the tickets, rises fromhis chair. He starts to pace --
addressi ng Hol nes, who is off-scene.

VWATSON
Wiy are you being so stubborn, Hol nes?
Way won't you go? It's the fina
performance of the Inperial Russian
Ball et -- the house has been sold out for
nmont hs - -

He noves towards the door of --

HCOLMES' BEDROOM - DAY

Hol mes is sitting in a hip-bath with a high back, soaping
hi msel f. Watson appears in the doorway.

WATSON
-- seats are going for a guinea apiece --

HOLMVES
That's precisely it. Wy should sonmeone
send up two free tickets? Anonynously,
at that.

WATSON
Whoever sent them nust be in great
di stress. The note says --



19.

(reading it)
"Please! You are the only man in the
worl d who can help ne.’

HOLMVES
| suspect it's sone sort of plot.

VWATSON
You nean sonebody wants to lure us into a
trap...?

HOLMVES
Sonmebody wants to kill ne.

VWATSON
Kill you?

HOLMVES
That's right. It's a plot to bore nme to
death. | detest ballet.

WATSON
But this isn't just any ballet. It's
Swan Lake.

CUT TGO

I NT. THEATRE - N GHT

START ON THE CONDUCTOR, in the orchestra pit, as he gives
t he downbeat for the second acto nmusic of SWAN LAKE.
CAMERA PULLS BACK TO I NCLUDE THE STACGE, with a nechanica
sway crossing the mst-shrouded | ake. CAVERA CONTI NUES
TO PULL BACK, REVEALI NG Hol mes and Watson, in evening

cl ot hes, occupying a box in the upper tier.

WATSON
(confidentially)
You know, of course, Holnes -- that swan
isn'"t really a swan -- it's an enchanted
princess.

HOLMES
(bor ed)
H mmm

On the stage now, the hunters appear, carrying |ighted
t orches.



20.

BOX

Wat son trains his opera glasses on the stage, Hol nes
stifles a yawn.

STAGE

PETROVA, as the Queen of the Swans, nmakes her entrance to
| oud applause. She is in her forties, but splendidly
preserved, undoubtedly the greatest ballerina around.

BOX

Wat son nudges Hol nes, who has dozed off.

WATSON
Fabul ous woman, don't you think so,
Hol mes?

HOLMES

(comng to)
Who?

WATSON
The great Petrova.

He hands the gl asses to Hol nes, who focuses them
indifferently on the stage.
STAGE

Petrova is making an exit, backwards, on points.

BOX
Hol mes | owers the gl asses, returns themto Wtson.

HOLMVES
Very strong arches, | nust admt.

WATSON
They say twel ve nen have died for her.

HOLMES
Real | y.



21.

WATSON
Six commtted suicide, four were killed
in duels, and one fell out of the gallery
in the Vienna Opera House.

HOLMES
That's only el even.

VWATSON
The man who fell fromthe gallery | anded
on top of another man in the orchestra.

HOLMES
That makes an even dozen -- in a nessy
sort of way.

Wat son resunes watching the stage through the gl asses.

STAGE

Petrova and the dancer playing the Prince go into the
f anmous pas- de- deux.

BOX

WAt son enj oying hinsel f i mensely, Holnes sitting there
dourly. The red plush curtain at the rear of the box
parts, and a man in evening clothes and a top hat enters.
He is in his mddle fifties, extrenely soi gne, and
somewhat sinister. H's nane is ROGXZH N, and he is

Russi an. Hol mes and Wat son | ook around.

ROGOZHI N
M ster Hol nes?

HOLMVES
Yes.

ROGOZHI N

I am Ni col ai Rogozhin, director-general
of the Inperial Russian Ballet. So glad
you accept invitation.

Hol mes and Watson start to get up, but he notions them
back into their chairs.

HOLIVES
This is Dr. Watson.



22.

ROGOZHI N
Pl eased to neet you
(seating hinself behind them
You are enjoying?

WATSON
| mensel y.
ROGOZHI N
(abruptly)

Tell nme, M. Holnes, howis your health?

HOLMES
My health? Better consult ny doctor.

VWATSON
(to Rogozhi n)
Oh, he's in excellent shape.

ROGOZHI N
(to Hol nes)
Any insanity in your famly? D abetes?
Ast hma?
HOLMES

Wuld you mnd telling me what this is
al | about?

ROGOZHI N
Certainly. Madane Petrova, she has
probl em
HOLMVES
Coul d you be nore specific?
ROGOZHI N
Certainly not.
VWATSON

A liason with a crowned head?
Conpromising letters? Blackmail?

He gl ances toward the stage.

STAGE

The pas-de-deux finished, to a rousing ovation.
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BOX

Rogozhin rises, turns to Hol nmes.

ROGOZHI N
After performance, there will be little
cel ebration backstage -- and Madane

requests your presence.

WATSON
We' d be del i ght ed.
ROGOZHI N
(to Watson)

You are invited, also.

Wth a parting | ook he exits, pulling the plush curtains
cl osed.

CUT TGO

STAGE

The performance is over, the curtain is up, the party is
on. Tables have been set up, with caviar, vodka and
chanpagne. The nenbers of the orchestra are now pl ayi ng
bal al ai kas, and crew and cast (the ballerinas still in
costunme, the nmale dancers in tights) seemin high
spirits.

Hol nes and Watson, in silk hats with canes, appear from
the wi ngs, stop, survey the scene. Watson's eyes are
shining with anticipation. In contrast, Holnes' face is
sober and qui zzi cal .

Rogozhin spots the two, detaches hinself froma group,
hurries over to join them

ROGOZHI N
There you are, M. Holnes. Mdane is
expecting you in her dressing room Dr.
Wat son, you will anuse yourself neanwhile
-- we have vodka, caviar, girls.

WATSON
No, thank you.
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ROGOZHI N
No girls?

WATSON
No caviar. Makes ne break out in hives.

Rogozhin turns to a group of ballerinas, claps his hands.

ROGOZHI N
Di evushki . Si ude, siuda, dievushki.
Posnakont es s dockt or um Wat sonom

Hal f a dozen ballerinas descend on on Dr. Watson. They
are giggling and chattering in Russian. Rogozhin |eads
Hol mes of f, while WAatson takes in the bevy of beauties

around him

VWATSON
Any of you girls understand English?
G RLS
Nyet .
VWATSON
Not one single word?
G RLS
Nyet .
VWATSON
In that case, | don't mnd telling you

that you all have | ovely po-pos.

He pats a couple of the po-pos with his cane.

BACKSTAGE

Rogozhin is | eadi ng Hol nes toward Madame Petrova's
dressi ng room

ROGOZHI N
M. Holnmes, | nust prepare you -- this is
no ordi nary case.

HOLMVES
It is only the extraordinary that
interests ne.
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ROGOZHI N
Good. Because you will find this extra-
ext raordi nary.

They have now reached the door of Madane's dressing room
Rogozhi n knocks. The door is opened by an elderly
Russi an nai d.

ROGOZHI N
Madane Petrova prini maet?

MAI D
Pozhal ui sta voidite.

Rogozhin | eads Hol nmes inside. The maid steps out, shuts
t he door.

I NT. DRESSI NG ROOM - NI GHT

It is small, elegant and sensuous. There is vodka in an
i ce-bucket, next to a Recam er chaise, a paravent, nasses
of flowers, and finally Madane Petrova, still in costune,

sitting at a dressing table with multiple mrrors,
undoi ng her hair. Candles, in two el aborate candl eabra,
gi ve Madane's face a special gl ow

ROGOZHI N
Ja priviol vam M stera Sherl ock Hol nesa
dor agai a.
PETROVA
(to Hol nes)

G chen rada.
She extends her hand, and Hol nes takes it.

HOLMES
Madane.

He ki sses her hand. Petrova appraises himfromhead to
toe, and back again.

PETROVA
(to Hol nes)
Vi nmenshe rostom chem ja ozhi dal a.

HOLMES
Madane says you are shorter than she
t hought .



HOLIVES
| didn't mean to be.

PETROVA
No eto nie vazhno. Menia interessujut
gl avni m obra som vashi nosghi

ROGOZHI N
Short, tall, who cares? It is the brains
t hat count.
HOLMES
(to Rogozhi n)
Thank you.
(catching hinself, to
Pet r ova)
Thank you.

Petrova rises, crosses to the paravent.

PETROVA
Ja prochia vsie vashi prikliuchenia.
Zam echat el nol Os sobenno sobaka
Baskervill ei.

ROGOZHI N

Madane is great admrer of yours. She

has read every story -- her favorite is

Bi g Dog from Baskerville.

HOLMVES
I"'mafraid it | oses sonething in
transl ation.

Petrova i s now behind the paravent, undressing,
head vi si bl e.

PETROVA
Ni kol ai , pokazhite ienu skripku

Rogozhin picks up a violin case, opens it.

ROGOZHI N
M. Hol mes, you know about fiddl es.
(takes violin out, hands it
to him
What is your opinion of this?

Hol nes holds the violin up, peers through one of
sound hol es.

t he

26.

only her



HOLMVES
(readi ng)

"Antoni us Stradivarius Crenonesis, Anno
1709.' Well, the label is authentic.

(exam nes violin, plucks

strings)

Judgi ng fromthe shape, the color of the
varni sh, and the tone, | would say it is
a genui ne Stradivarius of the best

peri od.

ROGOZHI N
You |ike?

HOLMVES
[t's magnificent.

PETROVA
(from behi nd paravent)

Skazhite jermu chto eto podarok ot nenia.

ROGOZHI N
Here -- take it. Madanme says it
yours.
HOLMVES
M ne?
ROGOZHI N
For services you will render.
HOLMVES

S

My fees as a detective are not exactly
trifling -- but a Stradivarius -- you're

not serious.

ROGOZHI N
| amnot. But Mudane is.

Petrova energes from behind the paravent,
dr essi ng gown.

PETROVA

in a brocade

Nal ejte vodki i obiasnite jenmu v chom

di el o.

She drapes herself on the chai se.

27.



ROGOZHI N
Al right. | wll pour vodka and
expl ai n.
(starts pouring vodka; it is

pi nk)
M. Hol mes, what you have seen tonight is
| ast and positively final performance of
Madane Petrova. She is retiring.

HOLMES
VWhat a shane.

ROGOZHI N
She has been danci ng since she was three
years old. And after all, she is now
thirty-eight.

HCOLMES

(gallantly)
I must say she doesn't look thirty-eight.

ROGOZHI N
That is because she is forty-nine.
(he hands her a gl ass of
vodka, w th an exagger at ed
smle)
So Madane has decided to | eave ballet and
spend life bringing up her child.

HOLIVES
How adm r abl e.

ROGOZHI N
(hands hi m vodka)
Problemnow is to find father

HOLMVES
h? |Is he m ssing?

ROGOZHI N
Correct.

HOLMES

And that's why you called ne in?

ROGOZHI N
Al so correct. W nust have father,
because w thout father, how can there be
chil d?

28.
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HOLIVES
| see. The whole thing is still in the
pl anni ng stage --

ROGOZHI N
Correct again. Madane would like child
to be brilliant and beautiful. Since she
is beautiful -- she now needs man who is

brilliant.

Hol mes' eyes wander slowy toward Petrova. She raises
her gl ass.

PETROVA
Za zdorovi e.

ROGOZHI N
(raising his gl ass)
Za zdorovi e.

HOLIVES
Za zdrovi e.

Pet rova and Rogozhin down their vodka bottonms up. Hol nes
takes one swal |l ow, then stops.

HOLIVES
VWat's in it?

ROGOZHI N
What does it taste |ike?

HOLMES
Red pepper

ROGOZHI N

That's what's init.

Whi | e Rogozhin refills Petrova's glass and his own,
Hol mes takes another tentative sip.

PETROVA
(to Hol nes)
Kogda m snozhem dvinutsa v putj?

HOLMVES
| beg your pardon?
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ROGOZHI N
Madane wants to know how soon you can be
ready.

HOLMES
Ready?

ROGOZHI N
To | eave for Venice. Al
have been nade. You wil
there with Madane. ..

arrangenent s

I
| spend one week

HOLMES
Wll, this is all very flattering. But
surely there are other nme -- better nen --
ROGOZHI N

To tell you truth, you were not first
choice. W considered Russian witer,
Tol stoi --

HOLMES

That's nore like it. The man's a geni us.
ROGOZHI N

Too ol d... Then we considered the

phi | osopher, N etzsche --

HOLMES
Absolutely first-rate mnd...
ROGOZHI N
Too Gernman... And we consi dered
Tschai kowski - -
HOLMES

Oh, you couldn't go wong with
Tschai kowski - -

ROGOZHI N
W could -- and we did. It was
cat astrophe.

HOLMES
Wy ?

ROGOZHI N

You don't know? Because Tschai kowski --
how shall put it? Wnen not his glass of
t ea.



HOLMVES
Pity, that.

PETROVA
(to Rogozhi n)
Skazhite jermu chto je otchen dovolna etim
resheni em

ROGOZHI N
Madanme is very happy with final choice.

HOLMVES
Madane mustn't be too hasty. She nust
remenber 1'm an Englishman.

ROGOZHI N
So?
HOLMES
You know what they say about us. |If

there's one thing nore deplorable than
our cooking, it's our |ove-naking. W
are not exactly the nost romantic of
peopl e --

ROGOZHI N
Perfect. W don't want sentinental
idiots -- falling in |love, commtting
sui cide. One week in Venice -- she goes

back to St. Petersburg with baby -- you
go back to London with fiddle.

HOLMES
An equi tabl e arrangenent.
(puts down violin)
About ny nedical history -- when you
asked ne -- | neglected to nention a
smal |l detail. There is henmophilia in ny
famly. W're all bl eeders.

ROGOZHI N
(to Petrova)
On govorit, chto v jevo sem e stradaj ut
ghenmofilijei.

PETROVA
Pust ni e bezpokoitsa. Ja ostrighu sebe
noghti .
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ROGOZHI N
Madane says not to worry. She will not
scratch you

HOLMES
That's reassuring to know. But --

PETROVA
(to Rogozhi n)
Pochenu on kol ebl etsa? On nie nahodit
nmeni a dostatochno privl ekat el noi ?

ROGOZHI N
Madane says you talk too nuch. You find
her attractive or no?

Bef ore Hol nes can answer, the door opens and Wat son
sticks his head in. He is flushed and slightly

i nebriated, and there is a flower tucked behind his ear.
From of f cones the SOUND of wild bal al ai ka nusi c.

WATSON
Excuse nme.
(to Rogozhi n)
What does prokanzi k nean?

ROGOZHI N
It neans 'You little devil.'

WATSON
It does? | an? Thank you.

He hurries off, shutting the door.

ROGOZHI N
(to Hol nes)
| repeat question. You find Madane
attractive or no?

Hol mes is still looking at the door where Watson exited,
an idea formng in his mnd.

HOLMES
(turning to Rogozhin)
Ch, | find her nost attractive -- for a
woman, that is.

ROGOZHI N
Then no probl em
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HOLMVES
Maybe a slight one. You see, | amnot a
free man.
ROGOZHI N
Not free? You are a bachel or.
HOLMVES
A bachelor -- living with another
bachel or -- for the last five years.
Five very happy years.
ROGOZHI N
What is it you are trying to tell ne?
HOLMVES
| hoped | could avoid the subject. But
some of us -- through a cruel caprice of

Mbt her Nature --

ROGOZHI N
Get to point.

HOLMVES
The point is that Tschai kowski is not an
I sol at ed case.

ROGOZHI N
You mean, you and Dr. Watson -- ?
(Hol mes nods)
He is your glass of tea?

HOLMVES
If you want to be picturesque about it.

PETROVA
(slightly agitated)
Chto on govorit? Pri chomtut
Chai kovsky?

ROGOZHI N
On pederast.

PETROVA
(on her feet now, flaring)
Jescho odin? Eto stanovitsa odnoobrasno!
Kakoi vi idiot!
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HOLMVES
(picking up his silk hat and
cane)
Bel i eve ne, Madane, the loss is all mne.
But | would prefer to disappoint you know
t han di sappoint you in a gondola in
Veni ce.

He takes her Iinp hand, kisses it. Then he crosses to
t he door.

HOLMVES
(imtating Rogozhin's accent)
It woul d have been cat astrophe.

He exits. Rogozhin starts to pour hinself another gl ass
of vodka. Petrova slaps the glass out of his hand.

PETROVA
(scream ng)
Potchemu vi nie vijasnili eto eto ranshe,

prezhde chem posoritj nenial

STACE

The party has built into a real wi ngding by now It's
wild -- drinking, |aughing, singing. Everybody is turned
on -- especially Watson. He is dancing with a dozen of
the ballerinas to madly accel erati ng bal al ai ka nusi c.

FIl ower behind ear, hair nussed, tie undone, short of
breath -- he is in paradise.

Hol mes nmakes his way through the revel ers, approaches
WAt son.

HCOLMES
Wat son!
(Wat son pays no attention)
WAt son, are you com ng?

VWATSON
(wi thout m ssing a step)
What is it, old boy?

HOLMES
W' re goi ng hone.
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WATSON
Hone? Not a chance. Not the slightest --
not the renotest chance. Toodl e-o000.

He waves goodbye, and goes on swirling dizzily with the
girls. Holnmes puts on his silk hat and | eaves.

A shaken Rogozhin cones up to the buffet, pours hinself a
stiff drink of vodka. As he drinks his eyes follow the
danci ng Wat son bal eful | y.

WAt son spins off several of the girls, grabs another
group. His ex-partners wind up close to Rogozhin. He
whi spers sonething to them Their eyes w den, and they
stare at Watson with disbelief. Wtson again swtches
partners, and the first girls now whisper intensely to
those who just left the floor. The sane reaction.

WAt son, oblivious to all this, is whirling around with
anot her set of girls.

By now sonme of the girls who are in on the secret are

whi spering to the nmal e dancers in tights. Their reaction
is slightly different. They are seeing Watson in a new
light. And before Watson knows what's happeni ng, he has
been abandoned by all the girls, and is joined first by
one pair then another pair of male dancers, till he is
dancing only with gay guys in tights. It gradually dawns
on WAatson that there is something wong with this state
of affairs. After sone difficulty, he breaks away from

t hem

WATSON
Hol d on! Just a nonent!

Spotting Rogozhin, he crosses to him The girls shrink
away at his approach

VWATSON
(bew | der ed)
What ' s goi ng on? Wat happened to the
girls?

ROGOZHI N
Way? Do you not prefer it this way?

VWATSON
VWhat way?
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ROGOZHI N
You don't have to pretend. M. Hol nes
told us everything -- about you and him --

WATSON
About ne and hinf?

ROGOZHI N
Come now, no need to be bashful. W are
not bourgeois. Maybe wth doctors and
detectives is unusual -- but in ballet,
is very usual

WATSON
What is?

ROGOZHI N
Caprice of Mdther Nature. Look at Pavel
and M scha and Boris and Dmitri --

Wat son | ooks around at the boys in tights, who are
standing in a half-circle, grinning at himinsolently.
It is beginning to dawn on him He pal es.

ROGOZHI N
-- And Ilya and Sergei --
(breaks off, rocks his hand
back and forth)
Sergei -- half and half.

He pours hinsel f another vodka. Watson grabs the gl ass
away fromhim downs it with a gulp.

DI SSOLVE TO

I NT. LIVING ROOM - 221B BAKER STREET - NI GHT

In contrast to the frenetic anbiance of the back-stage
party, the room seens doubly placid. Holnes, his dinner
coat replaced by a snoking jacket, is sitting in the w ng
chair, having a quiet pipe after the evening' s peculiar
adventure. Only the desk lanp is lit. Fromthe street,
there is the sound of hurried, angry footsteps
approachi ng the house. Holnmes turns his head languidly --
he knows who i s com ng.
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EXT. BAKER STREET - N GHT

An enraged Watson, cane and opera gl asses in hand, and
the flower still behind his ear, is jogging dow the
center of the deserted street.

I NT. LIVING ROOM - N GHT

Hol mes rises casually, twists the wing chair so that its
back is to the door, crosses to the |anp on the desk,
turns the wick down. Fromoff conmes the sound of

Wat son's key rattling in the front door | ock

STAI RCASE - 221B BAKER STREET - NI GHT

The front door opens and WAatson storns into the
vesti bul e.

WATSON
Hol nes!

He races up the stairs and across the | anding, flings
open the door of the flat.

WATSON
Hol nes!

I NT. LIVING ROOM - N GHT

Wat son, grim and breathl ess, stands in the open doorway.
Over the back of the wing chair, he sees snoke curling up
from Hol nes' pi pe.

VWATSON
There you are, you wetch! You rotter!
You bl ackguard! O all the vile,
unspeakabl e fabrications. Wat do you
have to say for yourself?

No answer from Hol mes. We now see -- but Watson does not
-- that the chair is occupied by a section of Hol nes’
snoki ng machine, with the pipe attached.

WATSON
Don't just sit there -- speak up, man!
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Still no answer -- just a little pipe snoke drifting up
fromthe wing chair. Incensed, Watson raises the opera
gl asses, tosses themtoward the chair. There is a |oud
thud, the pipe falls to the floor, then there is silence.
WAt son suddenly becones concer ned.

VWATSON
Holnmes...? Are you all right, Hol nes?

He approaches the chair apprehensively, shoves it aside --
and there on the floor is the snoking machine, still
wheezing slightly. Watson picks it up, and his eyes
travel to Hol nes, standing in a shadowy corner, worKking
the bellows with his foot.

HOLMES
From t he sound of your footsteps, |
gat hered that you were not in a
particularly am abl e nood.

VWATSON
(with renewed fury)
How coul d you do a dastardly thing |ike
that to ne? What the deuce were you
t hi nki ng of ?

He dashes the snoking machine to the fl oor

HOLMVES
WAt son, you have ny nost abject
apol ogi es. But have you ever been
cornered by a madwoman? It seened |ike
the only way to get out of it w thout
hurting her feelings.

VWATSON
What about ny feelings? And ny
reputation? Do you realize the gravity
of what you have done? The possible
reper cussi ons?

HOLMES
So there'll be a little gossip about you
in St. Petersburg..

VWATSON
These things spread like wildfire. | can
just hear those malicious whispers behind
ny back. 1'll never be able to show ny

face in polite society...
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And if it ever got back to ny old

regi ment -- you don't know the Fifth
Nort hunberl and Fusiliers -- they'll
strike ne off the rolls -- they'|ll cut

of f nmy pension..

HOLMVES
WAt son, you're running anok

WATSON
D shonored, disgraced, ostracized. Wat
aml| to do?

HOLMVES
Vell, for one thing, I'd get rid of that
fl ower.

He points to the flower behind Watson's ear. \Watson
grabs the flower, hurls it into the fireplace.

WATSON
You may think this is funny, but we're
both in the same boat. W nust take
desperate neasures. W nust stop this
tal k...
(a beat, then an idea)
Maybe if we got married..

HOLMES
Then they'd really talKk..

WATSON
(starts pacing)
Qobvi ously, we cannot continue to live
under the sane roof. W nust nove apart.

HOLMES
O course, we can still see each other
cl andestinely -- on renote benches in

Hyde Park, and in the waiting roons of
suburban railway stations --

WATSON
(a change in attitude;
defi ant)

The whole thing is ridiculous. W have
not hi ng to hide.

HOLMVES
That's what |'ve been trying to tell you.
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VWATSON
Let sonebody start a runor -- just one
ugly word -- and we'll sue them for
sl ander.

HOLMVES

Nobody woul d dare. After all, you have
an enviable record with the fair sex.

VWATSON
Damm right. | can get wonen fromthree
continents to testify for ne. And you
can get wonen to vouch for you, too --
can't you, Hol nes?

No answer from Hol nes. Watson is becoming a little
concer ned.

VWATSON
Can you, Hol nes?

HOLMES
Good ni ght, Watson

He starts toward his bedroom

VWATSON
Hol nes, let me ask you a question --
(Hol mes stops)
| hope |I'm not being presunptuous -- but
t here have been wonen in your |ife?

HOLMES
The answer is yes.
(a relieved sigh from Watson)
You' re bei ng presunptuous.
(Watson's face falls)
Good ni ght.

He wal ks into his bedroom shutting the door. WAtson
takes a tentative step after him

WATSON
Hol nes. . .

DI SSOLVE TGO
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I NT. LIVING ROOM - 221B BAKER STREET - N GHT

There is a cheery fire burning in the grate. Holnes is

stretched out full-length on the couch, playing a set of
Corelli variations on his violin. Wtson is in his usua
chair, reading the Evening Standard.

WATSON' S VA CE
VWhat, i ndeed, was his attitude toward
wonen? Was there sone secret he was
hol di ng back -- or was he just a thinking
machi ne, incapable of any enotion?

EXT. BAKER STREET - N GHT

Wsps of fog swirl along the street, making yell ow hal oes
around street | anps.

WATSON' S VO CE
I was not to get the answer until we
becane i nvolved in what | consider to be
t he nost outrageous case in all our years
t oget her.

Qut of the m st cones a hansomcab, with the dimfigure
of a worman visible in the passenger seat. The cab stops
in front of 221B, and the driver starts to get down.
From upstairs cones the faint sound of violin nusic.

I NT. LI'VING ROOM - NI GHT

WAt son steps up to the window, pulls the curtain aside,
| ooks down toward the street.

EXT. 221B BAKER STREET - NI GHT

The cabbi e crosses the pavenent, consults an address in
hi s hand, gl ances up at the nunber of the house, then
rings the bell.

I NT. LIVING ROOM - 221B BAKER STREET - NI GHT

Wat son turns away fromthe w ndow, as the BELL downstairs
rings again. Holnmes stops playing.
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WATSON
Were you expecting sonmeone?

HOLMES
Not at this hour.

WATSON
Maybe M's. Hudson is entertaining.

HOLIVES
| never found her so.

WAt son crosses to the door, opens it, steps out. Hol nes
resunes playing Corelli

VESTI BULE AND STAI RCASE - 221B BAKER STREET - N GHT

M's. Hudson, in a robe and night-cap, is talking to the

cabbie in the open street door when Watson appears on the
| andi ng above.

WATSON
What is it, Ms. Hudson?
VRS. HUDSON
(1 ooki ng up)
There's a cabbie here -- he says you owe

hi m t wo- and- si x.

VWATSON
For what ?
CABBI E
(to Wat son)

For the fare, guv'nor. The young | ady
doesn't have any noney.

WATSON
What young | ady?

CABBI E
Thi s one.

He reaches out the door, pulls in the young lady in
question. She is in her early thirties, with strikingly
handsone features, but at the nonent she is sonmewhat
worse for wear. She is wapped in a blanket, her hair is
wet, and there is a bruise on her tenple.



She is wearing and wedding ring and her nanme, we wll
subsequently learn, is GABRI ELLE

WATSON
Wl l. Wat have we here?
(he starts down the stairs)
Who are you, mss? Wat happened to you?

GABRI ELLE
(slight accent)
| don't know.

CABBI E
That's all she keeps saying -- | don't
know, | don't know.

The violin nusic stops o.s. Watson has now reached the
foot of the stairs.

VWATSON
Wiere did she come fronf
CABBI E
Fromthe river. 1 was driving down the

Enmbanknment, just bel ow Westm nster
Bridge, and there she was in the water --
dr owni ng.

Hol mes appears on the | andi ng above, violin and bow in
hi s hand.

CABBI E
It wasn't easy, guv'nor -- what with the
cold water -- and her fighting ne --
HOLMES

(fromthe upper | anding)
Way did you bring her here?

CABBI E
Because | found this in her hand --
(gives a square of soggy
cardboard to Wat son)
-- 221B Baker Street -- that's right,
isn"t it?

Wat son exani nes the cardboard, nods.
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HOLMVES
(to Gabrielle)
Young lady -- what did you want at this
addr ess?

GABRI ELLE
(looking up, trying to focus)
| do not renenber.

VWATSON
(to Hol nes)
Rat her perpl exing, wouldn't you say?
HOLMVES
Rat her .
CABBI E
Well, gentlenmen, you want her? -- it's
two-and-six -- or shall | throw her back

in the river?

MRS. HUDSON
M. Holnmes. You can't let him--

HOLMVES
Wat son, you'd better accept delivery.

Wat son fishes sonme coins out of his pocket, hands themto
t he cabbi e.

WATSON
Keep the change.

CABBI E
Thank you, guv' nor.

He snatches the blanket off Gabrielle, revealing that her
dress is clinging to her danply.

CABBI E
No extra charge for the use of the horse-
bl anket .

He exits into the street, shutting the door. Gabrielle
hugs herself for warnth.

WATSON
You' re shivering, ny dear.
(he puts his arm around her)
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Conme along. Let ne get you out of those
wet cl ot hes.

He starts to |l ead her up the stairs.

EXT. BAKER STREET - N GHT

The cabbi e has tossed the bl anket into the hansom and is
nounting the driver's seat. Across the street, a man
steps out of the fog into a pool of |ight cast by one of
the street lanps. He is a craggy-faced Prussian of about
fifty, and his nane is VON TIRPITZ. He |ooks up toward
the Holnes flat. As the hansom nakes a U-turn and cones
abreast of him he hops into the cab. The hansom

di sappears into the fog.

I NT. LIVING ROOM - 221B BAKER STREET - N GHT

Watson is leading Gabrielle to a chair by the firepl ace.
Hol mes is putting his violin down on the table.

WATSON
Sit here, ny dear.

He settles her in the chair. Holnmes conmes over, plucks
the square of cardboard from Watson's hand.

VWATSON
She's suffering fromshock and exposure.

He starts to nmassage her wists to restore her
circul ation.

Hol mes i s exam ning the soggy cardboard. On one side is
their address, witten in pencil. He turns it over,
di scl osi ng sone snudges of green ink on the other side.

HOLMES
There was sonme printing on the back of
this -- but it seens to have cone off in

t he water.
Wat son i s now studying the bruise on Gabrielle's tenple.

VWATSON
Look at this -- she's had a nasty bl ow on
t he head.

HCOLMES
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Coul d she have hit her head when she fel
or junped into the river?

WATSON
No. The bl ood has al ready coagul at ed.
So it would appear that she was the
victimof a deliberate attack... Get ny
bag, wll you?

As Hol mes fetches the nedical bag, Gabrielle | ooks from
one to the other.

GABRI ELLE
Who are you?

WATSON
I'"'mDr. Watson -- and this is M.
Sherl ock Hol nes. Do the nanes nean
anything to you?

GABRI ELLE
No.
VWATSON
Thi nk.
GABRI ELLE
["mtrying.
HOLMVES
Can you think of your own nane?
GABRI ELLE
(a beat, then shakes her
head)
No.
WATSON
She' s obviously had a concussion -- which

often | eads to tenporary ammesi a.

He has now taken sone cotton and a bottle of antiseptic
out of the nedical bag, and is swabbi ng her wound.

HOLMVES
So all we know is that she was coshed on
t he head, dunped into the Thanes, and
subsequently dunped into our | aps.
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VWATSON
We know a |l ot nore than that. From her
accent, we know she is foreign -- from
her ring, we know she is married -- and

there is one other clue we have...
Sonet hing | deduced while | was hel pi ng
her up the stairs. No corset.

HOLMES
Good wor k.

He gl ances down at Gabrielle's shoe, which has slipped
off her foot. Inside, slightly worn away, are the words:
LA FEMVE ELEGANTE.

HOLMES
(to Gabrielle)
Are you French?
(in Berlitz French)
Vous etes Francai se?

GABRI ELLE
(concentrating -- then)
Non, je ne suis pas Francai se.

VWATSON
How can she say she's not French, in
French?

HOLMVES
Vous etes Suisse?

GABRI ELLE
Non.

HOLMES
Al ors, vous etes Bel ge.

GABRI ELLE

(hal tingly)

Je suis pas sure.

Hol nes reaches behind her, turns back the collar of her
dress. Sewn inside is a |abel reading: BAZAAR MODERN,
Bruxel | es.

HOLMVES
Vous etes Bel ge -- de Bruxelles!
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GABRI ELLE
Bruxelles? Qui... Je pense gue oui.

M's. Hudson has cone in with a |oaded tea-tray, starts to
put it down on the table.

MRS. HUDSON
Oh, dash. WII| soneone renove the
violin, please?

Wat son takes the violin off the table, and she sets down
the tray.

WATSON

We just found out that she's Bel gi an.
MRS. HUDSON

Poor t hi ng.
VWATSON

From Brussel s.

HOLMES
(taking Gabrielle's hand)
If you don't nmind.

He slips the wedding ring off her finger, picks up a
magni fying gl ass, examnes it. It is nmade of copper, and
engraved on the inside is the inscription: Gabrielle -
Em | e.

HOLMVES
Your nane is Gabrielle, is that right?
Gabrielle?
GABRI ELLE
| don't know.
HOLMVES
And your husband's nane is Enile?
GABRI ELLE
(vaguel y)
Emle...
HOLMVES

Wiere is he? What are you doing in
London?
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GABRI ELLE
| don't know.

HOLMES
When did you arrive from Brussel s? Were
are you staying?

GABRI ELLE
| don't know.

HOLMES
What happened at the river? Think!
Pensez! Concentrez vous!

Gabrielle bursts into sobs.

VWATSON
(stepping forward)
That's enough, Holnmes. | will not permt
you to question her in this condition.
(hel ps the sobbing Gabrielle
out of the chair)
Ms. Hudson, put her to bed. M/ bed.
(M's. Hudson gives hima
| ook)
"Il sleep on the couch

MRS. HUDSON
Come, ny dear.

She puts her armaround Gabrielle, who is still crying,
| eads her into Watson's bedroom

VWATSON
|"d better mi x her a sleeping potion.

He gets a packet of white powder out of his nedical bag,
and during the follow ng, stirs a spoonful into her tea-
cup.

HOLMES
Watson, | think we should arrange to have
her renoved to a hospital

WATSON
Under no circunstances.

HOLMES
She shoul d have nedical attention.
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WATSON
She can get that fromne. But nore
i mportantly, she nmust be protected --
there has al ready been one attenpt on her

life.

HOLMVES
This tenporary ammesia -- how tenporary
is it?

WATSON
It depends on the extent of the injury.
It's Iike veils shrouding her nmenory. It
could clear up in a few days -- or a few
weeks.

HOLMVES
Wat son, this is a very snmall flat -- we

don't want to clutter it up with wonen..

VWATSON
Hol mes, we've never had a case |ike this.
A woman cones to us with a problem-- we
don't know who the woman is -- and we
don't know what the problemis. Don't
you find that challenging?

HOLIVES
Quite. But we can't afford to wait for
those veils to lift -- we nust break

t hrough them as qui ckly as possi bl e.

WATSON
You really feel it's that urgent?

HOLMES
| do. The sooner we solve the case, the
sooner we can get rid of her.

WATSON
Oh.

He picks up the cup of tea with the sedative init,
carries it toward the door of his bedroom

DI SSOLVE TGO
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EXT. BAKER STREET - DAWN

The street lanps are still lit. A policeman, on patro
duty, is strolling along the sidewal k, swinging his
truncheon. Suddenly he sees sonething up ahead.

Al armed, he ducks into the doorway of a buil ding,
flattens hinself agai nst the door.

From t he opposite direction cones a horse-drawn water -
sprinkling wagon. The spray covers the sidewal ks as wel |
as the street.

The policeman waits till the wagon is past, then steps
out of the doorway relieved, resunes his patrol.

I NT. LIVING ROOM - 221B BAKER STREET - DAWN

Wat son is asleep on the couch, covered with a bl anket.
He doesn't look as if he were in a very confortable
posi tion.

I NT. HOLMES' BEDROOM - DAWN

Hol mes, in a dressing gown, is standing by the w ndow,
studyi ng the square of cardboard with the green snudges
on it. H s bed has not been slept in.

I NT. WATSON' S BEDRCOM - DAV

Gabrielle is asleep in Watson's bed. The door opens
slowy, and Hol nmes | ooks in. He studies the sleeping
Gabrielle for a nonent, then quietly pulls the door shut.
As the latch clicks into place, Gabriell e awakes and sits
up in bed, her back to CAMERA. She is nude.

GABRI ELLE
Em | e?

She starts to get out of bed.

I NT. HOLMES' BEDROOM - DAWN

Hol mes is back in his room once nore exam ning the
cardboard by the light of the window. The door of
Wat son' s bedroom opens, and Gabrielle cones out.



GABRI ELLE
Em | e?

GABRI ELLE
Emle? Is that you, Emle?

HOLMVES
(stepping into shadow)
Yes, Gabrielle.

GABRI ELLE
(hurrying toward him

Ah, Emle. | thought I'd never find you.

(enbracing him
Hold ne. Hold ne tight.
(Hol mes puts his arnms around
her)
It's been such a long tinme. So many
ni ghts. You know what | did before |
| eft Brussel s?

HOLIVES
What ?

GABRI ELLE
| hope you won't be angry with nme. |
bought myself an expensive negli gee.

HOLMVES
D d you?

GABRI ELLE

(noving toward bed)
A pink negligee with maribou feathers.
Don't you think that's a foolish thing
for a marri ed woman?

(she gets into bed, beckons

to him
Cone.

HOLMES
Where is the negligee?

GABRI ELLE
In ny luggage... Cone here.

52.

Hol mes | ooks up as Gabrielle appears in the open doorway.
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HOLMES
(noving toward her)
And where is your |uggage?

GABRI ELLE
(inpatiently)
| don't know. Cone, ny |love. Cone.

Pl ease.

As she extends her right hand to him in a beckoning
gesture, Hol mes notices sonething on the palm He takes
her hand in his. There, in the sanme green ink as the
snudges on the cardboard, are what appear the be the
letters "I", "O', and Geek "E'. Crossing to the wash-
stand, he picks up his magnifying shaving mrror, returns
to the bed, holds it up against the palmof Gabrielle's
hand.

GABRI ELLE
What is it, Emle? Wat are you doi ng?

Clearly reflected in the mrror is the reverse i nage of
the lettering on Gabrielle's pal m-- the nunber "301".

DI SSOLVE TO

[ NT. LIVING ROOM - 221B BAKER STREET - DAY

The table is set for breakfast, and Ms. Hudson is
opening the curtains, flooding the roomw th sunlight.
Then she nobves over to the couch, where Watson i s

sl eeping in an awkward position.

MRS. HUDSON
Dr. Watson!
(she cl aps her hands and he
wakes up)
Your porridge is getting lunmpy. Hadn't
you better get up?

Watson tries to rise, falls back with a noan.

WATSON
| would like to very much. But --
(he turns over on his
st omach)
M's. Hudson, would you m nd planting your
knee in the small of ny back?
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MRS. HUDSON
Yes, | woul d.
VWATSON
Pl ease! |'min excruciating pain.

M's. Hudson tentatively rests her knee on Watson's back.

VWATSON
A bit higher -- just below ny seventh
vertebra --
(M's. Hudson foll ows
i nstructions)
That's good. Put your armnms under mne --
fold them behind ny neck --

M's. Hudson presses down harder, and there is a distinct
shap.

VWATSON
Bl ess you.
(he rises, rubbing his neck)
That damm couch
(crossing to table)
You' d better see if our patient is awake.

He seats hinself at the table. Ms. Hudson crosses to
t he door of Watson's bedroom opens it, starts inside,
t hen stops.

MRS. HUDSON
Dr. Watson. She's gone.

WATSON
Gone?

He junps up fromthe table, joins Ms. Hudson, |ooks past
her. The bed is enpty. Gabrielle's clothes are in
evi dence, but there is no sign of her.

WAt son strides towards Hol nes' bedroom

VWATSON
Hol mes! Hol nes! She's gone!

He throws the door open, is about to step inside when he
sees sonething that nakes himfreeze.
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I NT. HOLMES' BEDROOM - DAY

Gabrielle is asleep in Holnes' bed, covered by just a
sheet, and obvi ously naked underneath. Holmes is not in
the room

M's. Hudson cones up behi nd Watson, in the open doorway,
peers over his shoul der.

MRS. HUDSON
(scandal i zed)
Well, | never!

There is the sound of the hall door opening, and they
bot h turn.

I NT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

Hol nes breezes in, carrying a large suitcase, with

| eat her straps around it. Tucked under the straps is a
white parasol. And attached to the handl e of the
suitcase is a cardboard tag with the nunber 301 on it, in
gr een.

HOLMES
(i nhaling deeply)
Mmmm | snell porridge. Lunpy as
usual , | suppose.

He sets the suitcase down on the couch, as Watson and
M's. Hudson approach

VATSON
Ch, there you are, Holnes. W were just
wondering -- how --
(points fromhis bedroomto
Hol mes' )
VRS. HUDSON
(sternly)
We certainly were.
HOLMVES
M's. Hudson, why don't you go down to the
kitchen -- get a towel -- and w pe that

| ook of disapproval off your face.
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Liberties -- in ny house!

She exits huffily.

WATSON

You can't really blane her -- | nean, the
way it looks -- if | didn't know you
better, | mght suspect you'd taken
advant age of the young | ady.

HOLMES
As a matter of fact, | did take advantage
of her... Wuld you hand ne the butter-

kni fe, please?

WATSON
O cour se.

He picks up the butter-knife fromthe table, suddenly

turns back with a del ayed reaction.

WATSON
You did what ?

HCOLMES

(taking butter-knife from

hi m
Thank you.
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He starts to pry open the | ocks of the suitcase with the

butter-knife.

WATSON
(spluttering)

Hol nes, this is reprehensible! Were are

your professional ethics?

Have you no

sense of decency, no shane --

HCOLMES

None what soever. |If you nust know, |
found her body quite rewarding.

WATSON
You cad!

HCOLMES

Especially the pal mof her right hand.



WATSON
|'d rather not hear about it!

HOLMES
Very well. Then | won't bother to tell
you how | traced her suitcase.

WATSON
That's her suitcase?

HOLMES
Renmenber that piece of soggy cardboard
with our address on it? It was a |uggage
ticket -- the nunmber rubbed off on her
hand. And since she nust have arrived
fromBrussels by the boat train, |
concl uded that she had checked her
bel ongings at Victoria Station.

WATSON
By Jove! If you're right, we should find
a clue to her identity.

Hol mes has now forced open the | ocks.

HOLMVES
O at least a pink negligee with maribou
f eat hers.
He opens the suitcase, lifts out the top piece of
clothing, holds it up -- a pink negligee with maribou
f eat hers.
HOLMVES
Voi | a!
WATSON

Let's see - what else is in here?

They start sorting through the clothes in the suitcase.
Hol mes renoves a tied bundle of letters.

HOLMES
Now we' re getting sonewhere.

As he exam nes the envel ope, WAatson takes out a franed
photo of a rather attractive man of fifty.

VWATSON
Who do you suppose this is?
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Gabriell e appears from Hol nes’ bedroom weari ng Hol nes
dressing gown. She is unsteady on her feet and sonmewhat
dazed. Hol nes | ooks up.

HOLMVES
Cone in, Madane Val |l adon.
(Gabrielle stops)
You are Gabrielle Valladon.

GABRI ELLE
Yes.

HOLMES
(hol di ng up phot o)
And this is your husband, Emile Valladon?

GABRI ELLE
Yes.

Her eyes fall on the open suitcase.

HOLMES
Sorry to have ransacked your valise. But
since you cane to us for help --

GABRI ELLE
VWhere am | ?

WATSON
221B Baker Street.

GABRI ELLE
Oh, yes...

(a beat, as she orients
hersel f)

Which of you is M. Holnes and which is
Dr. Watson?

HOLMVES

Dr. Watson is the handsone one.

Wat son, pleased, twirls the end of his nustache.
Gabrielle sways slightly.

HOLMVES
That's the way he affects nobst wonen.

He hel ps her into a chair.



WATSON
(to Gabrielle)
Coffee. You want strong coffee.

He hurries over to the breakfast table.

GABRI ELLE
It's all so confusing.

HOLMVES
Let's try to sort it out. You cane to
London | ooki ng for your husband. ..

GABRI ELLE
Yes. He's a mning engineer. W were
married five years ago, in the Congo.

HOLMVES
Wher e your husband was working in a
copper m ne.

GABRI ELLE
How di d you know?

HOLMVES
Your wedding ring -- it's nmade of copper.

He picks it up fromthe chem stry table, hands it
Gabrielle starts to put it on.

GABRI ELLE
Last year he invented a new kind of air
punp, and was hired by an English
conpany, Jonah Limted.

VWATSON

(handi ng her cup of of
cof f ee)

Here you are.

HOLMVES
Jonah Limted. Go on

GABRI ELLE
We've been witing to each other
regularly. Then suddenly, three weeks
ago, his letters stopped. | kept witing

but no answer. Finally | decided to

go to that address --
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to her.



She indicates the bundle of letters. Holnes glances at
the return address on the back of the envel ope.

HOLMVES
32 Ashdown Street.
GABRI ELLE
Yes. It's just an enpty store -- nobody

there. Then | tried to find Jonah
Limted. No such conpany exists.

WATSON
How deci dedl y odd.

HOLMVES
Madane Val | adon, can you think of any
reason why your husband shoul d have lied
to you about theses things?

GABRI ELLE
Emle? Never. He loves ne -- and | |ove
hi m
HOLMES
So | gat hered.
GABRI ELLE
| went to the police -- they said they

woul d send out a m ssing persons report --
but they didn't sound too encouragi ng.
Then | went to the Bel gi an enbassy and
expl ained the situation to them-- and

t hey suggested that | consult you...

WATSON
You coul d have done worse.

GABRI ELLE
| was on ny way here -- and suddenly
there were footsteps behind ne -- and a
hand over ny nmouth -- and the snell of
chol oroform -- and the next thing I knew
| was in the water -- and then a man was
wrapping ne in a bl anket --

HOLMES
Madane Val | adon, sonebody tried to kil
you |l ast night. Do you have any idea who
coul d have done it?
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GABRI ELLE
| don't understand any of it.
(rises, goes to Hol nes)
What does it all nean, M. Hol nes? \Were
is my husband? You nust help nme find

hi m
VWATSON
We'l | do our best, | assure you.
HOLMVES
Madane Val | adon, | want you to send one

nore letter to your husband.

He crosses to the desk, picks up a sheet of paper and an
envel ope, then | eads Gabrielle over to the chair with the
witing arm seats her init.

HOLMES
To Em |l e Vall adon -- Ashdown Street --
what was that nunber?

GABRI ELLE
(addressi ng envel ope)
32. \What do you want ne to say in the
letter?

HOLMES
Not hi ng.

He fol ds the bl ank sheet of paper, and as Gabrielle
fini shes addressing the envel ope, he inserts the paper in
It, starts to seal it.

WATSON
You' re sending an enpty sheet of paper to
an enpty shop?

HOLMVES
That enpty shop is obviously being used
as an acconodati on address, or letter-
drop. But what gets dropped nust be
pi cked up. The question is how? -- and
by whon®? -- and why?

DI SSOLVE TGO
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EXT. ASHDOWN STREET - DAY

This is a run-down district in the northwestern part of
London. On the corner is No. 32 -- a dil api dated
abandoned shop, wi th wi ndows painted hal fway up.

As CAMERA APPROACHES t he buil ding, we hear sawi ng from
i nsi de.

I NT. EMPTY SHOP - DAY

It is dusty, cobwebby, quite forbidding. |In the rear

wall is a closed sliding door, indented about a foot into
the shop. Nearby stands a |arge, square object, covered
with a tarpaulin.

H gh up in the rear wall is a slanted skylight, fitted
with an iron grill. Fromoutside, Holnes, in deerstalker
and | nverness, can be seen sawi ng through the iron bars.
Wat son and Gabrielle are beside him

HOLIVES
Hanmmer ... Chi sel.

Wat son hands himthe indicated tools. Holnmes chips away
the cenment fromthe top and bottom of the |ast bar, then
using it as a hinge, swngs the grill open. He lets

hi nmsel f through the skylight, drops to the floor. Watson
now hel ps Gabrielle through the skylight, |owers her
toward Hol mes, who puts his arns around her wai st, eases
her to the floor. For a brief nonment he keeps his arns
around her. Watson has now squeezed t hrough the
skyl i ght.

WATSON
Her e!

He hands the tools to Holnes, junps to the floor.
Gabrielle is | ooking around the shop.

GABRI ELLE
It's so strange to think |I've been
witing to a place like this all these
nmont hs.

WAt son crosses to the square tarpaulin-covered object.
He lifts up one corner of the tarp -- and is greeted by a
|l oud twittering of birds.
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What he has uncovered is a | arge cage -- and about a
hundred canari es, suddenly disturbed, are fl appi ng around
unsi de.

WATSON
Look at all these canaries. Do you
suppose this could have been a pet shop?

HOLIVES
Maybe.
(pointing off)
Here cones our letter

Through the front wi ndow, the silhouette of a postman can
be seen approaching. He drops a letter through the slot
in the front door, noves on. The letter lands on a
section of floor which is solidly covered wth dust --
except for a series of double tracks, running to the door
and curving back.

HOLMVES
Now we are faced with the nost nerve-
wracking part of the detective's job --
doi ng not hi ng.

He reassenbles the three tools, fitting each section into
another, to forma cane.

GABRI ELLE
M. Hol nes --

HOLIVES
Yes?

GABRI ELLE

| don't know how I'm going to pay you for
all this. The purse with nmy noney is
somewhere at the bottom of the Thanes.

HOLMVES
It could be worse. You could be at the
bottom of the Thames -- much to your
di sconfort -- and nmuch to nmy chagrin.
VWATSON

| don't understand how anybody picks up
letters here.

(poi nting)
No footprints -- just tracks. What does
it mean?
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HOLMVES
| woul d surm se sonebody is using ice-
skates -- if it weren't for a conspicuous

absence of ice.

They becone aware of a squeaki ng noi se outside the rear
of the shop, growing |ouder as it gets nearer. The noise
stops, there is the sound of a |l ock turning, then the
rattl e of a chain.

WATSON
(in a frantic whisper)
What do we do now?

HOLMVES
(unf azed)
Thi s way.
He | eads Gabrielle and Watson toward the rear wall, right
next to the door. They flatten thenselves with their
backs to the wall, just as the door slides open --

conceal ing them from vi ew.

Revealed is the news behind the shop. |In the door is an
old BIDDY with straggly hair, sitting in a wheelchair.

In her Iap are a bul ky paper bag and a tin pitcher filled
with water. As she wheels herself inside, the unoiled
wheel chair squeaks loudly. She stops in front of the
cage, pulls on a rope which runs through a pulley in the
ceiling -- and the tarpaulin rises into the air, exposing
t he canari es.

WOMAN | N VWHEELCHAI R
(addressing birds)
Good nmorning, ny pretties. Here's Mim
with your breakfast. Did you think I'd
forgotten you?

She pours grain fromthe paper bag into a feeder hanging
i nside the cage, pours water fromthe pitcher into a
t r ough.

WOVAN | N WHEELCHAI R
Sone of you will be going on a little
trip soon -- | hate to | ose you -- but
even an old woman has to live. Al though
you m ght well ask, why?

She cackles to herself, glances toward the front door.
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WOVAN | N WHEELCHAI R
Oh. You never told ne we had a letter.

She starts to wheel herself toward the front of the shop

Through a crack in the door behind which our three are
hi di ng, we see Hol nes' eye watchi ng her.

The ol d woman reaches the letter, picks it up, studies
the address. Then she hears sonething, glances toward
the open rear door

A horse-drawn wagon with a canvas top is just pulling
into the mews. Two CARTERS junp down fromthe driver's
seat, and one of themtakes a small bird-cage fromthe
back of the wagon. As they start in through the door,
the old woman drops the letter into her |ap, wheels
hersel f toward them

FI RST CARTER
Mor ni ng, Duchess.

WOMAN | N WHEELCHAI R
Mor ni ng.

SECOND CARTER
What have you been doing with yourself?

WOMAN | N VWHEELCHAI R
What do you think? Taking dancing
| essons.
(she stops in front of the
cage)
How many do you want this tine?

FI RST CARTER
Two dozen.

He opens the door of the small cage, the bottom of which
is covered with newspaper, starts transferring canaries
into it fromthe | arge cage.

WOVAN | N WHEELCHAI R
What are they doing with all those
canaries? Wat's going on up there?

SECOND CARTER
Look, Duchess, we don't know -- and we
don't want to know.
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FI RST CARTER
When you work for Jonah, it's better not
to ask questi ons.

Through the crack in the door behind which he is hidden,
we see Hol mes' eye studying the small bird cage, as the
canaries are being transferred into it.

W MOVE IN CLOSE on the small cage, and see the soiled
newspaper spread on the bottom The mast head reads:
I NVERNESS COURI ER

FI RST CARTER
(counting as he transfers
canari es)
twenty-two, twenty-three, twenty-
four.

He cl oses the doors of the cages, picks up the snmal
cage. His conpanion indicates the letter in the woman's
| ap.

SECOND CARTER
How about that letter? Does that go,
t 00?

WOMAN | N VHEELCHAI R
No. That's going to be picked up in
per son.

She chuckles. The carriers exit into the mews, stash the
cage in the back of the wagon, nount the driver's seat.

WOMAN | N WHEELCHAI R
(to birds)
Al right, ny pretties. Back to sleep
you go. See you tonorrow.

She pulls the rope and the tarpaulin drops back over the
cage. Then she deposits the letter on top of the covered
cage, wheels herself out the rear door. As she slides it
shut fromoutside, our trio is revealed in their hiding
pl aces behind the door. There is the sound of the chain
rattling, the lock snapping, and the squeaky wheel s
novi ng of f.

VWATSON
(a sigh of relief)
| really thought we were done for.
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HOLMVES
(casual ly)
The art of conceal nent, ny dear Watson,
is nerely a matter of being in the right
pl ace at the right tine.

They step forward, and through the painted shop w ndow
wat ch the ol d woman wheel herself down the street.

GABRI ELLE
Did you hear what she said? You really
think Emle is going to pick up the
| etter hinself?

HOLMVES
It certainly would sinplify things,
wouldn't it?

WATSON
(shaki ng his head)
Mai | drops and canaries and wheel chairs...
And what was all that about Jonah? And
what do you suppose they're doing up
there? And where is up there?

HOLMVES
My guess woul d be Scotland. Inverness,
to be nore precise.

WATSON
| nver ness?

HOLMVES
Didn't you notice the paper at the bottom
of their cage? The Inverness Courier.

Gabrielle glances casually at the letter the old woman
left lying on top of the cage, and her expression
changes.

GABRI ELLE
M. Holmes! This letter --
(she picks it up)

HOLIVES
What about it?

GABRI ELLE
(holding it out to him
It's addressed to you.
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Hol nes takes the letter, exam nes the envelope. It is
I ndeed addressed to him

HOLMES
Nevert hel ess --

Wth the sawend of his cane, he slits the envel ope open,
renoves the enclosure, unfolds it. W see the letter in
his hand as he reads it out |loud. The letterhead says:
DI OGENES CLUB, St. Janes's, London.

HOLMES

(readi ng)
My Dear Sherlock: | expect you and Dr.
Watson to join ne at the club i mediately
upon reciept of this note. According to
nmy cal cul ations, that should be at 11:40
a.m Your brother, Mcroft.

(1 ooki ng up)
What tine do you nake it, Watson?

VWATSON
(consul ti ng watch)
11: 43.

HOLMES
Ei t her your watch is wong, or Mcroft
has m scal cul ated. And knowi ng Mycroft,
| suggest you reset your watch.

Wat son automatcial ly obeys.

DI SSOLVE TO

EXT. DI OGENES CLUB - DAY

Hol nes, cane in hand, and Watson are swiftly ascendi ng
the steps of a building with an inposing Pall adi an
facade. Beside the entrance is a discreet sign reading:
DI OGENES CLUB. Menbers Only. As they reach the top of
t he steps, Watson stops Hol nes.

WATSON
| don't mind telling you I"'ma bit
appr ehensi ve about this.
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HOLMES
I"mrather curious nyself as to what is
going on in that Mchiavellian m nd of

hi s.

WATSON
| don't nmean Mycroft, | mean Madane
Val | adon.

HOLMVES
Don't worry. She's perfectly safe with
M's. Hudson.

He opens the door and they start in.

I NT. LOBBY - DI OGENES CLUB - DAY

Dom nating the |obby is a |arge statue of Queen Victori a.
Presi ding over the reception desk is a uniforned PORTER
of mlitary bearing, with one armand a chest full of
canpai gn ri bbons. Hol mes and Watson stride in.

HOLMVES
(to porter)
To see M. Mycroft Hol nes.

PORTER

Ri ght you are. He's expecting you in the
upstairs study. Now if you gentlenen
will signin --

(opens | eat her-bound

register, turns it toward

t hem
Surnanme, Christian name, address, nature
of business --

He holds out the pen to them but they are gone. He
| ooks around in consternation, sees them hurrying up the
maj estic staircase, steps out from behind his desk.

PORTER
Gentl enmen. . . !
READI NG ROOM - DI OGENES CLUB - DAY

A huge room with nore marble than a mausol eum and j ust
about as lively.
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A dozen el derly Establishnent types are sunk deep in the
| eat her arnthairs, buried behind their copies of The
Times. Hol nes and Watson are proceeding toward the
study. Suddenly Hol nes stops beside one of the old
fossils, who has fallen asleep in his chair, The Tines in
his | ap, and between his fingers a lighted cigar with an
ash four inches long. Holnes picks up an ashtray, holds
It under the cigar -- just in time to catch the falling
ash. As he replaces the ashtray, he scrutinizes the ash.

HOLMES
Jamai can, no doubt -- either Tropical or
Golosina -- I"'mnot quite sure.

He and Watson continue toward the study door.

I NT. STUDY - DI OGENES CLUB - DAY

It is a very elegant room-- shelves of | eather-bound
vol umes reach to the high ceiling, there are antique
terrestrial and celestial gloves, scientific instrunents
in polished brass, nmarble busts of English statesnen.

MYCROFT HOLMES is standing at a refectory table, with his
back to the door, engaged in a curious operation. A
dusty bottle of wine is held in an ingeniously engi neered
cradle. As he turns the crank, the bottle tilts forward
gently, and he decants the wine into three gl asses

wi t hout di sturbing the sedinent.

Mycroft is an inpressive figure of a man, seven years

ol der than Sherlock, inpeccably dressed. Behind his
snobbi sh airs and bantering manner, one senses trenmendous
reserves of strength and authority.

The door opens, and Hol mes and Watson enter.

MYCROFT
(wi t hout turning)
Come in, come in, Sherlock -- Dr.
Watson... Sit down.
(Hol mes and WAt son seat
t hensel ves)
You're |l ooking very fit, both of you.

VWATSON
Thank you.
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HOLMES
(putting down hat and cane)
And how are you, Mycroft? How s your
gout ?

MYCROFT
Under control. Except for the occasional
tw nge.

He brings over two of the glasses of wine to Hol nes and

Wat son.

MYCROFT
| have a treat for you -- a very old
Madeira -- 1814. There are only six
bottles left in the world. | have two of

them and am negotiating for a third.

VWATSON
[f you don't mind nmy saying so, anybody
who' s susceptible to gout shouldn't be --

Mycroft has noved back to the table and picked up his
gl ass of Madeira.

MYCROFT
The | ast doctor who warned ne about that
was crossing Piccadilly, slipped on an
orange peel, and was run over by a
delivery van fromthe Fortnum and Mason.
Your very good health.

He and Watson sip their drinks, but not Hol nes.

HOLMVES
Why are you wasting this precious stuff
on us?

MYCROFT
Well, | see you so rarely. How |ong has
It been? Not since the case of the Geek
i nterpreter.
(to Watson)
Isn"t it ridiculous? Two brothers living
in the same town. ..

HOLMES
In the same town, perhaps -- but not the
same worl d.
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VWATSON
(taki ng anot her sip)
Mmm  Superb. How old did you say it
was ?

MYCROFT
1814. One year before Waterl oo.

VWATSON
One year before Waterl oo? Think of that.

MYCROFT
You do know where Waterloo is, don't you,
Doct or ?

VWATSON
Belgium isn't it?

MYCROFT
Quite.
(turning to Hol mes)
And speaking of Belgium it has cone to
ny attention that you are interested in
t he whereabouts of a certain engineer.

HOLMVES

Yes, | am
MYCROFT

Wll, | can save you a |lot of trouble.
HOLMVES

I'd be grateful for any suggestion --

MYCROFT
My suggestion is that you pursue it no
further.

HOLMES
Any particul ar reason?

MYCROFT
Because it involves the national
security. W are handling this matter
our sel ves.

WATSON
We? Who's we?
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HOLMES
The Di ogenes C ub, of course.

MYCROFT
| didn't say that.

HOLMVES
| have al ways suspected that there was
sonme under ground connecti on between this
stodgy and seemngly calcified
est abl i shnment and the Foreign Ofice in
VWi tehal | .

MYCROFT
That's neither here nor there.

HOLMVES
It seens to ne that The Diogenes Club is
here, there and everywhere. Wen there
are runblings of revolt in the Sudan, an
expedi tion subsidi zed by your club
conveniently shows up to study the source
of the Nile. Wen there is trouble along
the Indian frontier, some of your fell ow
nmenbers pop up in the H mal ayas,
al | edgedly | ooking for the Abom nabl e
Snowman.

A YOUNG MAN in norning coat and striped trousers cones
in, holding a telegram Mcroft crosses to him

MYCROFT

(to Watson)
What a fertile imagination my brother
has. At the age of five, by
careful ly observing a nei ghbor's house,
he deduced that babi es were brought not
by the stork, but by the md-wife in her
sat chel

WATSON
As good an expl anation as any.

Mycroft has taken the telegram and is com ng forward
with it. The young man clears his throat.

MYCROFT
Yes, Wggi ns?
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YOUNG MAN
An i mmedi ate answer is requested, sir.

inserts a nonocle in his eye, opens the tel egram

noves toward the desk reading it.

He exits.

MYCROFT
Tell themthat the three boxes go to
@ ennahurich, and the red runner goes to
t he castle.

YOUNG MAN
The three boxes to d ennahurich, the red
runner to the castle. Very good, sir.

Hol mes gl ances toward the tel egram as Mycroft

puts it down on his desk. Catching his | ook, Mcroft
turns his telegramface-down, |lets the nonocle drop from

his eye.

HOLMVES
Way don't you crunple it up and swal | ow
it -- to make sure.

MYCROFT
My dear Sherl ock, there are certain
affairs that do not cone within the
province of the private detective. They
have to be dealt with on an altogether
di fferent |evel

HOLMES
In other words, you want ne to stay
within ny limts.

MYCROFT
| do indeed.

HOLMVES
Speaking of limts, what exactly is Jonah
Li mted?

MYCROFT
Sherl ock, when | said drop this case, it
was not nerely a suggestion -- it was an
or der!

HOLMES

By whose authority?
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MYCROFT
By the authority of Her Majesty's
governnent. | hope |I've made nysel f
cl ear.

VWATSON
Perfectly.

In his nervousness he drops his bow er, which rolls al ong
the floor.

MYCROFT

Now i f you'll excuse ne, gentlenen --
WATSON

CGoodbye, sir.
HOLMES

A pl easure, as al ways.
He and Watson retrieve their hats, nove toward the door

MYCROFT
(to Hol nes)
Just a minute.
(pi cks up Hol nes' cane)
You forgot your tool-Kkit.

He tosses the cane to Hol nes, who catches it.

DI SSOLVE TO

EXT. BAKER STREET - DAY

Hol mes and Watson are wal king toward 221B. Holnes is
whi stling 'Loch Lonond.'

VWATSON
You will be gentle, won't you, when you
tell her you're dropping the case?

HOLMES
Wat son, what does the word d ennahuri ch
suggest to you?

WATSON
Absol ut el y not hi ng.
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HOLMES
It's Scottish.

WATSON
Is it?

HOLMES

And like all Scottish nanes, it's really
a word picture. Gen neans valley, na
means of the, and Hurich, if nenory
serves ne, nmeans yew tree.

WATSON
You're just trying to inpress ne.

HOLMVES
So the three boxes go to the Valley of
the Yew Tree.

He resumes whistling. They start to cross the street,
skirting a parked hansom Feeding the horse is the sane
cabbi e who fished Gabrielle out of the river, and in the
passenger seat is Von Tirpitz, the craggy-faced Prussian
we saw before. He stares fixedly after Hol nes and

WAt son.

Hol mes and WAt son cone up to the door of 221B, and WAt son

fishes his key out. Holnmes is still whistling.
VWATSON
(singing al ong)
And 1'Il be in Scotland before ye...

(breaks off, | ooks at Hol nes
appr ehensi vel y)
You are dropping the case, aren't you,
Hol nes?

HOLMVES
Open t he door.

Watson turns the key in the lock, starts to open the
door, but is stopped by a chain on the inside. Through
the opening a revol ver appears, ainmng at them point-

bl ank.

HOLMVES
Don't shoot, Ms. Hudson -- you're |iable
to | ose two excellent tenants.
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I NT. DOMNSTAIRS - 221B BAKER STEET - DAY

M's. Hudson w thdraws the gun, unhooks the chain. She is
al so hol ding an enbroi dery hoop. She opens the door, and
Hol mes and Watson step into the vesti bul e.

VRS. HUDSON
Oh, at last. |It's been a ghastly
experi ence.

VWATSON

VWhy? What happened?

MRS. HUDSON
Did you ever try doing enbroidery with a
gun in your hand?

HOLIVES
(taking gun from her)
You'll be relieved to know it was not
| oaded.

He starts up the stairs, foll owed by Watson

VWATSON
Hol nes, you didn't answer ny question.
Are you planning to di sobey Mycroft's
orders? He's not just your brother, you
know. You' d be defying Her Majesty's
government. ..

No reaction fromHol mes. As they reach the | anding,
Gabrielle is waiting for themin the open doorway of
their flat.

GABRI ELLE
Any news? Did you find out anything?
I NT. LIVING ROOM - 221B BAKER STREET - DAY
Hol mes and Wat son step inside.

HOLMVES
Let's just say | know what the next step
will be.
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(anxi ous)
Yes?

HOLMES
| want you to pack your things.

GABRI ELLE
Were are we goi ng?

WATSON
Hol mes, let ne caution you ---

Hol mes has put the gun down, and is crossing to one of
t he book-shel ves.

HOLMVES
(to Gabrielle)
At 7:30 this evening, Dr. Watson and |
are going to take you to Victoria
Station, and put you on the boat-train.

GABRI ELLE
The boat-train?

WATSON
Well, that's better.

Hol nes has taken a railway guide fromthe shelf and is
consulting it.

GABRI ELLE
You' re sending nme back to Brussels? |Is
that it?
VWATSON
Madanme Val | adon, you nust understand. ..
GABRI ELLE
(to Hol nes, agitated)
| canme here to find my husband -- you

were going to help ne --

VWATSON
Yes, ny dear. But circunstances have
changed - -

GABRI ELLE

The great detective! Well, nmaybe this
case is too small for you --

78.



VWATSON
On the contrary. |It's being handled at a
much hi gher |evel --

GABRI ELLE
Vell, | won't go back to Brussels. Maybe
you're giving up, but I'mnot.
(tears welling up in her

eyes)
I"mgoing to go on |ooking for him And
nobody's going to stop ne -- even if they

try to kill me.

HOLMVES
(1 ooking up fromrail way
gui de)
Are you quite finished? |If you recall
what | said was that we're going to put
you on the boat-train -- | didn't say you
were going to stay on it.

WATSON
She's not ?

HOLMES

At 7:30, M. Holmes and Dr. Watson wl|
be seen wavi ng goodbye to Madane Val | adon
at Victoria Station. At eight-twelve,
M. and Ms. Ashdown acconpanied by their
val et John --

(a glance at \Watson)
-- will appear at Euston Station, and
board the Hi ghl and Express to | nverness.

WATSON
M. and Ms.... ?
GABRI ELLE
(noving toward Hol nes)
Thank you. ['msorry for what | said.

(ki sses himon cheek)

HCOLMES
That's not necessary.
GABRI ELLE
(smling through tears)
"1l go and pack.

She hurries off toward Watson's room

79.
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WATSON
(acidly)
Maybe | should do it, since I'mthe
val et .

Hol mes repl aces the railway guide on the shelf.

VWATSON
Hol nes, what exactly are you up to?

HOLMVES
As you like to put it in your chronicles,
the gane is afoot.

VWATSON
But what ganme? Are you really that
interested in the Bel gi an engi neer?

Wt hout answering, Hol mes heads for his bedroom

WATSON
O the wife of the Bel gi an engi neer?

Hol mes, by this time in his bedroom shuts the door.
Gabrielle reappears fromthe other bedroom carrying a
gl ove.

GABRI ELLE
You don't like nme very much, do you?

She noves toward the couch.

VWATSON
Not hing of the sort. Quite the
opposite... But there's nore to this

case than neets the eye --

By this tine Gabrielle has picked up her parasol fromthe
couch, and is obviously searching about.

WATSON
Looki ng for sonethi ng?

GABRI ELLE
My ot her gl ove.

VWATSON
Let ne hel p you.
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He peers under the couch. Gabrielle noves toward the
wi ndow, shakes the parasol, opens it a few tines.

WATSON
Here it is.

He conmes up from under the couch with the m ssing gl ove.

GABRI ELLE
Thank you.

She slowy starts to shut the parasol.

EXT. BAKER STREET - DAY

Through the upstairs wi ndow of 221B we see Gabrielle
shutting the parasol. CAVERA PULLS BACK TO | NCLUDE t he
hansom par ked across the street, and von Tirpitz

wat ching. He signals to the cabbie, who is back on his
perch. The cabbie flicks his whip, and the hansom t akes
of f down the street.

DI SSOLVE TO

EXT. COUNTRYSI DE - N GHT

The Hi ghl and Express is speeding northward through the
noonl it | andscape, its steam whistle hooting nournfully.

I NT. SLEEPI NG COMPARTMENT - NI GHT

The upper and | ower berths have been made up in the
small, gaslit compartnent. Cabrielle's dress is on a
hanger, but there is no sign of her at the noment.

Hol mes is just pulling a night-shirt over his head.

HOLMVES
Al'l right. You can | ook now.

Gabrielle's head appears from under the covers of the
| ower berth.

GABRI ELLE
Am | enbarrassi ng you, M. Hol nes?
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HOLMVES
Not at all. Wuld it surprise you if |
told you | once spent the night with 121
womnmen?

GABRI ELLE
Ch?

HOLMVES
On a very interesting case -- in a harem

i n Constantinopl e.

He starts to clinb up the | adder to the upper berth.

I NT. THI RD CLASS CARRI AGE - N GHT

There is the nornmal conpl enent of passengers, nmen, wonen
and children, of the mddle and | ower classes. The only
unusual occupants are a group of seven MONKS, in brown
habi ts and cow s.

Watson, in valet's livery, conmes down the aisle, proceeds
toward a wi ndow seat where he has left his unbrella and
bow er. The resf of the bench is occupied by nonks, as
is the facing bench. As Watson tries to squeeze between
them he steps on the foot of one of the nonks.

WATSON
Sorry, father -- | mean, friar -- or is
it abbot?

There is no answer fromthe nonk. Watson picks up his
bow er, settles hinself in his seat, starts to fan
hinmself with his hat. He turns sociably to the nonk
beside him who is absorbed in his Bible.

WATSON
CGoing to Scotland, you gentlenen? So are
we. . .

As he fans hinself the ear-pieces of his stethoscope,
which is coiled inside the crown of his bow er, dangle
down. He quickly shoves them back i nside.

WATSON
I"ma valet. M naster and m stress and
| are our way to Inverness. Ever been
there? Beautiful country.



83.

The nonk | ooks up fromhis Bible, points to his |ips,
shakes hi s head.

WATSON
Ch, forgive nme. You nust be one of those
orders that's taken the vow of silence.
Trappi sts, | believe you' re call ed.

The nonk doesn't answer. Watson turns away, | ooks out
the window -- but there's nothing to be seen. Then he
folds, bored. He glances casually at the Bible in the
nonk' s hands.

The Good Book is opened to a page headed: JONAH.

VWATSON

| see you're reading the book of Jonah.
Funny - we were just tal king about Johan
this norning...

(realizes the hopel essness of

t he conversation, breaks

of f)
Never m nd.

He pulls down the shade, closes his eyes, tries to
conpose hinself into sleep

I NT. SLEEPI NG COMPARTMENT - NI GHT

Hol mes is stretched out in the upper berth, whichis in
darkness. In the lower, Gabrielle is propped up agai nst
a pillow, reading a nmagazine by the |light of a gas |anp.
O her nmagazi nes are scattered across her bl anket.

GABRI ELLE
VWnen are never to be trusted entirely --
not the best of them

Hol mes rai ses hinmself on his el bow, glances down over the
edge of his berth.

HOLMES
What did you say?

GABRI ELLE
| didn't say it -- you did. According to
Dr. Watson.
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HOLMES
Oh.

GABRI ELLE
He gave ne sonme back issues of Strand
Magazi ne.

HOLMVES
The good doctor is constantly putting
words into ny nouth.

GABRI ELLE
Then you deny it?
HOLIVES
Not at all. | amnot a whol e-hearted

adm rer of womanki nd.

GABRI ELLE
["mnot very fond of them nyself.

HOLIVES
The nost affectionate woman | ever knew
was a nurderess.

GABRI ELLE
Ch?

HOLMES
It was one of those passionate affairs --
at odd hours -- right in ny |aboratory.
And all the time, behind ny back, she was
steal ing cyanide to sprinkle on her
husband' s steak and ki dney pi e.

GABRI ELLE
You mustn't judge all wonen by --

HOLMES
O course not. Only the ones | was
involved wwth. And I don't just nean
prof essionally -- Kkl eptomani acs,
nynphomani acs, pyromani acs. Take ny
fiancee, for instance --

GABRI ELLE
Your fiancee?
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HOLMVES
She was the daughter of ny violin teacher
-- we were engaged to be married -- the
invitations were out, | was being fitted
for a tail-coat -- and twenty-four hours
bef ore the weddi ng, she died of
i nfluenza.

GABRI ELLE
|"msorry.

HOLMVES

It just proves ny contention that wonen

are unreliable and not to be trusted.
(a beat)

Good ni ght, Ms. Ashdown.

He pulls the curtain across his berth.

GABRI ELLE
Good night, M. Ashdown.

She cl oses her curtain, as the train whistle sounds.

I NT. THI RD CLASS CARRI AGE - N GHT

Most of the passengers in the car have fallen asleep, in
various unconfortable positions, including Watson. The
nonk besi de Watson | ooks at him to make sure he's out,
then rises and noves toward a nonk seated apart fromthe
ot hers.

MONK
(i n a whisper)
Die Spur fuehrt nach Inverness. Die
steigen dort aus. Dort nuessen wir ihn
finded -- den Vall adon!

The ot her nmonk | ooks up. Under the cow we recognize the
face of von Tirpitz.

DI SSOLVE TO
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EXT. | NVERNESS STATI ON - DAY

The Hi ghl and Express is pulling out of the station. As
the last car disappears, and the steamclears fromthe
tracks, we see Holmes, Gabrielle and Watson on the
platform A BAGGAGEMAN is |oading their luggage on a
hand-cart, under Watson's supervi sion.

WATSON
Let's see -- two, three, four --

Gabrielle renoves her parasol, which has been inserted
under the straps of her suitcase.

GABRI ELLE
I'll take that.

HOLMVES
(to baggagenan)
How do you get to d ennahurich? How far

is it?
BAGGAGEMAN
d ennahuri ch?
VWATSON
You know -- a valley -- with a yew

tree... ?

Gabrielle casually opens her parasol.

BAGGAGEMAN
It's about a nmile out of town.
(a beat)
Wiy woul d you be wanting to go there?
WATSON
Vell, if it's got a view, it mght be a
ni ce place for a picnic.
BAGGAGEMAN
It's got a view, right enough -- but it's

no place for a picnic.

HOLMES
Way not ?

BAGGAGEMAN
Because it's a cenetary.
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Gabrielle | ooks at Hol nes. CAMERA PANS UP TOMRD an iron
foot bridge, spanning the railway tracks. Mving across
it insingle file are the seven cow ed Trappi st nonks,
with von Tirpitz in the |ead.

DI SSOLVE TGO

EXT. GLENNAHURI CH CEMETARY - DAY

Under a | eaden sky, the yew trees which give the place
its name brood over ancient gravestones.

Hol mes, Gabrielle and Watson cone down an over grown pat h,
stop and | ook off.

A rather neagre funeral procession is noving along the
avenue whi ch runs between the rows of graves. It

consi sts of one normal -size pine coffin and two small er
ones, | oaded on a cart which is being wheeled by a couple
of worknmen. Bringing up behind is a MN STER, with an
open prayer book in his hands.

VWATSON
(a note of excitenent)
The three boxes. Is that it, Holnes?
HOLMES
| would think so.
GABRI ELLE
The two small ones -- they mnmust be

children's coffins.

Hol nes starts to cut across between the graves, Gabrielle
and Wat son fol |l ow ng.

At the grave-site, the worknen are renoving the coffins
fromthe cart. There is one |large grave, two snaller
ones. A couple of grave-diggers stand by respectfully,
caps i n hands.

Hol nes, Gabrielle and Watson cone up behind a nearby
headst one, stop and wat ch.

At the grave-site, the mnister is finishing the service.

M NI STER
earth to earth, ashes to ashes, dust
to dust.
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In sure and certain hope of the
resurrection to eternal life through our
Lord, Jesus Christ. Anen.

The workmen trundl e the cart off, the mnister follow ng.
The grave-diggers don their caps, pick up their shovels.

From their vantage point, Holnes, Gabrielle and Watson
are wat chi ng.

GABRI ELLE
It's so sad.
HOLMES
Sad -- and rather odd. There are no
flowers -- and no nopurners.
The grave-diggers have finished filling in the graves

when Hol nes, Gabrielle and Watson conme up

HOLMVES
Mor ni ng.
GRAVE- DI GGER
(1 ooki ng up)
Mor ni ng.

HOLMES
Wor ki ng you hard, Dad?

GRAVE- DI GCER
Not really. This is healthy country.
Sonetines you sit around for weeks with
nothing to do. Then you get three in one
day.

HOLMES
What happened?

GRAVE- DI GGER
An accident. Aye. Father and two sons,
they say -- they were found floating in
the | och.

HOLMVES
Local people?

GRAVE- DI GGER
No. Nobody around here knows them The
story is that their boat capsized in a
swell -- but | don't believe it.
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HOLMVES
What do you believe?

GRAVE- DI GGER
You may think I'"man old fool or an old

drunk -- but 1've living around Loch Ness
all nmy life...

WATSON
Are you trying to tell us it was the
nonst er ?

GRAVE- DI GGER
Damm right. MacLarnin saw the kids'
faces when they were pulled out of the
water -- |ooked like old nen -- nust've
died of fright.

WATSON
| ncr edi bl e.

GRAVE- DI GGER
Is it? Last Easter Sunday ny w fe and
nme, we were on our way to services, when
suddenly... But what's the use?

He picks up a white-washed wooden cross, plants it at the
head of the grave. The other grave-digger has inserted
smal l er crosses into the other two nounds of earth.

HOLMVES
(taking some coins out of his
pocket)
Here you are, Dad.
(hands themto the grave-

di gger)
GRAVE- DI GGER
Thank you... You look Iike nice people.

If you're wanting a holiday in Scotl and,
go to Loch Lonpond, go to Holy Loch -- but
stay away from Loch Ness

He and his partner shoul der their shovels, nove off.

VWATSON
(snorting)
To think that people still believe in
that nonsense. Here we are, living in

the Nineteenth Century --
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GABRI ELLE
|'mashaned to admt it -- but | was
reli eved when he nentioned a father and
two boys. It could possibly have
anything to do with Emle.

HOLMES
It would appear not.

WATSON
However, there still remains the clue of
the castle and the red runner -- wherever

it may be.

They are about to get under way when suddenly Hol nes
stops them

Com ng down the avenue toward themare four small boys,
i n kni ckerbockers and caps, carrying bouquets of flowers.

Wthout a word, Hol nes draws Gabriell e and Wat son back to
their hiding place, behind the headstone.

The four boys approach the freshly-filled graves. They
remove their caps, lay their flowers on each of the two
smal | graves, then kneel down and bow their heads in
prayer.

From their position behind the headstone, Hol nes, Watson
and Gabrielle are watching the four boys, who have their
backs to them

VWATSON
If they're unidentified graves, why are
t hose boys bringing fl owers?

HOLMES
Because it's their brothers who have just
been buri ed.

VWATSON
Thei r brot hers?

HOLMVES
And they're not boys. They're as tall as
they' Il ever grow. Hand ne sone pebbles,
will you?

VWATSON

Pebbl es.
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He picks sone up fromthe ground, hands themto Hol nes,
who tosses themin the direction of the graves. The
pebbl es strike a granite cross. At the sound, the four
boys simul taneously turn their heads over their

shoul ders. Despite their slight bodies they have the
features of mature nen

Gabriell e and Watson react to the sight.

GABRI ELLE
They are -- how do you say it in English?
-- nains.
VWATSON
M dget s.
HOLMVES
(noddi ng)
Boys with the faces of old nen..
WATSON
| still don't see --
HOLMVES
Wuld it help if I told you they were
acr obat s?
VWATSON
Not at all.
HOLMVES
Do you renmenber a tunbling act -- siXx
brothers -- mssing fromthe circus?
VWATSON
Ch, yes -- that case you turned down -- |

conpl etely forgot.

HOLMES
Sormre of us are cursed with nmenories |ike
flypaper. And stuck there is a
staggering of m scellaneous date, nostly
usel ess.

The four mdgets have now risen, and putting on their
caps, nove off down the avenue. Holnes, Gabrielle and
Wat son energe fromtheir place of conceal nent.
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GABRI ELLE
(worriedly)
M. Holnmes, is those are not children,
then -- ?
HOLMVES
Quite. The question nowis -- who's in

the third grave?

CUT TGO

EXT. GLENNAHURI CH CEMETARY - NI GHT

The point of a crowbar digs under the edge of a coffin
lid, which starts to give with a squealing protest of
nails. CAMERA PULLS BACK TO REVEAL Hol mes, standing in
the large grave, fromwhich the earth has been renoved.
Kneel i ng beside the grave, watching anxiously, are
Gabrielle and Watson, the latter holding a bullseye

| ant er n.

Hol mes pries the Iid open, disclosing the corpse of a

m ddl e-aged man. His arns are fol ded across his chest,
and on the third finger of his left hand is a wedding
ring simlar to Gabrielle's. Fromthe picture of himwe
have seen earlier, we recognize the face as that of Enile
Val | adon.

Gabrielle lets out a piercing scream collapses in a
faint. WAtson catches her.

WATSON
Hol nes! She's fainted.

HOLMES
(preoccupi ed)
Hand ne that |antern.

WAt son passes down the lantern, and Hol mes slowy shines
the beam along the I ength of the coffin.

WATSON
It is Valladon, isn't it?

HOLMES
Qoviously. What is not so obvious is why
his wedding ring has turned green --
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The | antern beam now reveals that |laid out at Vall adon's
feet are three canaries -- their plumage bl eached a grey-
white col or.

HOLMVES
-- and why there are three dead canaries
in the coffin. Wite canaries.

DI SSOLVE TGO

EXT. CALEDONI AN HOTEL - DAWN

An open carriage is proceeding along the driveway toward
the hotel, scatting a flock of sheep grazing nearby.
Watson is sitting beside the coachman. Hol nes and
Gabrielle are in the passenger seat, their luggage is
strapped to the back. Through the trees which line the
road we glinpse Loch Ness, which is partly obscured by a
| ow | ying m st.

The carriage pulls up in front of the hotel, which is
identified by a sign above the entrance, and Hol nes,
Wat son and Gabrielle get out.

CLOSE SHOT - HOTEL REG STER

Hol nes’ hand is witing: M. And Ms. Ashdown and val et,
London.

I NT. HOTEL ROOM - DAWN

The MANAGER, in kilts, is just opening the curtains --
di scl osing a view of the m st-shrouded | ake t hrough the
wi ndow.

The roomis on the second floor, and is furnished in a
styl e which has been described as Scotch Baronial -- twn
beds with a night-table between them wardrobe,
chiffonier, desk, a couple of chairs, and several nopunted
stags' heads.

Hol nes and Gabrielle are in the room Watson is bringing
t heir bags through the door.
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MANAGER
You have a lovely view of the |loch from
here -- as soon as the norning mst rolls

awnay.
(crosses to desk, picks up
gui de book)
If you've a mind to do any sight-seeing,
here's a guide to the |ocal points of
i nterest.

HOLMES
Thank you.

The manager starts toward the door, nodding to Watson.
MANAGER
This way, please. | will show you to your
room

WAt son picks up his suitcase, follows him

I NT. HOTEL CORRI DOR - DAY

The manager and Watson conme out, the latter shutting the
door.

VWATSON
| suppose you're putting ne in the
basenent .
MANAGER
No, your roomis in the attic.
VWATSON
Good.
MANAGER

It's the privy that's in the basenent.
WAt son grunts as the manager |eads himup a narrow flight
of stairs.
| NT. HOTEL ROOM - DAY
Hol mes renoves his coat, turns to Gabrielle.

HOLMVES
May | have your wedding ring, please?
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Gabrielle tearfully renoves her ring, hands it to Hol nes.
From his vest pocket he now produces Valladon's ring --
the copper has a greenish tinge to it. He crosses to the
wi ndow, conpares the two rings in the light. Gabrielle
si nks down on the edge of one of the beds.

HOLMVES

Just as | thought. There is a distinct
difference in col or between your ring and
your husband's.

(a sob from Gabrielle)
Whi ch | eads ne to believe that the cause
of death was not drowning...

(Gabrielle is now crying)
| wish you would stop that.

(crossing to her)
Stop it!

GABRI ELLE
["msorry.

HOLMVES
| know it's not easy. But you nust
remenber that we're that nice couple from
London, on Holiday in the Hi ghl ands.

GABRI ELLE
(a final sniffle)
"1 try.
HOLMVES

That's nmuch better

GABRI ELLE
Thank you.

She nanages a tentative smle. Holnes |ooks at her for a
| ong nonent, then --

HOLMVES
(gruffly)
Now, if | may proceed w thout further
interruptions --

WATSON S VO CE
(fromoff)
M. Ashdown!
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I NT. HOTEL CORRI DOR - DAY

Wat son cones dashi ng down the narrow stairs fromthe
attic, races toward teh door of Hol nes' room

WATSON
M . Ashdown!

He flings the door open.

I NT. HOTEL ROOM - DAY

WAt son bursts in breathlessly.

WATSON
Holnes! | sawit! | saw it fromthe
attic! It's out there in the | akel
HOLIVES

You saw what ?

WATSON
(1 ooki ng around desperately)
The tel escope. Wiere's the tel escope?

HOLMVES
What did you see?

VATSON
The nonst er!

HOLMVES

The nonster?
Wat son fishes a small tel escope out of Hol nmes' suitcase,
rushes through the open French wi ndow to the bal cony.
EXT. BALCONY - DAY

Wat son focuses the tel escope on the |ake.

LOCH NESS THROUGH TELESCOPE - DAY

Through the swirling m st which clings to the surface of
the | ake, a shadowy figure with a |long, nonster-1like neck
can be see gliding al ong.
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EXT. BALCONY - DAY
WAt son al nost drops the tel escope in excitenent.

WATSON
There it is! There it is!

Hol mes j oins himon the bal cony.

VWATSON
Look for yourself.

He hands the tel escope to Holnmes. Gabrielle comes up to
the wi ndow behind them Holnes trains the tel escope on
t he | ake.
VWATSON

See it? See it?
LOCH NESS - THROUGH TELESCOPE - DAY
Hol nes’ eye slowy scans the | ake, but there is no sign
of Watson's nonster -- just the rolling mst.
EXT. BALCONY - DAY

Hol mes | owers the tel escope.

HOLMVES
| see not hing.

WATSON
Not hi ng?

He grabs the tel escope from Hol nes, | ooks toward the
| ake.

VATSON

It's gone.
HOLMVES

Gone? Maybe it was never there.
WATSON

| swear to you -- | sawit -- clear as

anything --
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HOLMES
WAt son, as you so succinctly put it, we
are living in the Nineteenth Century --

He steps back into the room

I NT. HOTEL ROOM - DAY

Wat son cones hal fway through the French w ndow.

VWATSON
Maybe that grave-di gger was right -- the
swell, and the boat overturning --
HOLMVES

Monsi eur Val | adon may have been found in
the lake -- but he did not drown. He
di ed of asphyxi ati on.

GABRI ELLE
Asphyxi ati on.

HOLMVES
(hol di ng up weddi ng ri ngs)
There is only one substance that can turn
a copper ring green and bl each the color
out of canaries -- chlorine gas.

VWATSON
That may be. But the fact remains that |
saw sonet hi ng out there.

HOLMES
A fignment of your inmagination. Now | et
us be logical. The only concrete |ead we

have is the reference to the castle --
(pi cks up guide book from
desk, opens it to nap)

The question is, which castle?

WATSON
You call yourself logical? You're the
| east |l ogical man | know.

HOLMVES
Am | ?
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WATSON
How can you say it's a fignment of ny
i magi nati on, when for years you' ve been
saying | have no inmagi nati on what soever!

He | ooks at Hol nes al nost triunphantly.

CUT TGO

SERI ES OF SHOTS - DAY

Hol mes, Gabrielle, and Watson bicycling away fromthe
hotel. Holnes, in knickerbockers and a Norfol k jacket,
and Gabrielle, holding her parasol, are on a tandem

Wat son is behind them on a bicycle with a picnic basket
attached to the rack. He is in his valet's outfit, with
nmetal clips around his trouser cuffs.

The three of them bicycling past a | ong stone wall.

They pedal up to an inposing castle. Holnes disnmounts,
knocks on the front door.

Qur trio bicycling through a copse of trees.
They approach anot her castle.
On a steep road, they ride through a fl ock of sheep.

They are proceeding al ong a causeway, away froma third
castl e.

CUT TGO

EXT. LAKE SHORE - DAY

Hol mes and Gabrielle are sitting on a bl anket, the
contents of the picnic basket spread before them having
| unch. Watson is pouring the wwne. Their bicycles are
resting nearby.

WATSON
We have so far investigated eight drafty
castles -- had our bicycles attacked by

sheep and our ears assaul ted by bagpi pes
-- and we are exactly where we started.
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HOLMVES
(to Gabrielle)
Wul d you |i ke sone cranberry sauce,
dear ?

GABRI ELLE
Yes, dear.

HOLMVES
Wul d you pass the cranberry sauce,
pl ease, John?

WATSON
Yes, dear.

As he does so, he catches sight of sonething o.s.

WATSON
(cal l'ing)
| say there. Good afternoon. Renenber

me?

On the road above, approaching a bridge which spans the
| ake where it narrows into a stream are the seven
Trappi st nonks, walking slowy in single file.

WAt son waves to them but the nonks pay no attention to
hi m

WATSON
(to Hol nes)

Sone chaps | nmet on the train. W had a
| ong conversation -- or rather, | had a

| ong conversation -- because they're not
allowed to talk -- Trappists, you know.
Just study their Bibles. You'll never
guess what the one next to nme was reading
-- the Book of Jonah -- isn't that odd?

HOLMVES
(1 ooking after the nonks)

Quite.

As he turns back, he notices that Gabrielle is
mani pul ati ng her parasol in the air.

HOLMES
VWhat is it, dear? Wat's the matter?
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GABRI ELLE
A bee.

She continues to work the parasol, alternately opening it
and partially closing it.

On the bridge von Tirpitz, who is at the rear of the file
of monks, gl ances back toward the | akeshore.

DI SSOLVE TO

EXT. URQUHART CASTLE - DAY

On a pronontory jutting into Loch Ness stand the renains
of a nedieval fortress. Around the Tower, the Mtte, and
the ruins of the East wall, wooden scaffol ding has been
erected, and a coupl e of dozen nen are engaged in what
appears to be repair work. Amdst the rubble of the

Net her Bail ey, an encanpnent of tents has been set up.

Hol mes, Gabrielle and Watson cone bicycling up along a
fence on the heights overlooking the castle, disnount in
front of the |ocked gates. Attached to the gatepost is a
sign reading: WARNI NG No Unaut horized Person Permtted
Beyond Thi s Point.

WATSON
Well, | don't think we have to bother
with this castle. It's just a pile of
rubbl e.

GABRI ELLE

Then why are they taking precautions?

She points to the sign -- and to a guard com ng up the
dri veway, with a couple of huge mastiffs on | eashes.

HOLMVES
Wiy, indeed?
(turning the tandem ar ound)
Let's go.

WATSON
Go wher e?

HOLMES
When rebuffed at the front door, one's
only choice is to try the tradesnen's
entrance.
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They nove off.

DI SSOLVE TO

EXT. URQUHART CASTLE - DAY

Hol nes, Gabrielle and Watson are coming up a path from
the | akeside, leading their bicycles. They |lean the

cycl es against a ruined wall, start across the courtyard.
A mddl e-aged MAN in kilts energes fromthe tunbl ed-down
gat ehouse, cones toward them

GUI DE
Sorry. No visitors allowed.

HOLMES
Are you the gui de here?

GUI DE
Yes. The castle is closed to the public
whil e work is going on.

HOLMES
What are they doing?

QU DE
It's being restored by the Society for
the Preservation of Scottish Monunents.

HOLMES
Too bad. | particularly wanted ny wfe
to see Uquhart Castle. The tower is one
of the nost interesting exanples of --
about 1400, wasn't it?

GUI DE
That's right.
HOLIVES
Let ne see -- was it built under Janes

the Second or Janes the Third?

GUI DE
The Thrid... [If you come back next year,
we'll be all done here, and I'Il be gl ad
to show you around.

HOLMES
Thank you.
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As the three of them nove off, a canvas-topped wagon
comes through the stone archway, stops at the front of
the steps leading to the inner courtyard.

WATSON
Pl easant sort, isn't he?

HOLMVES
Pl easant, but ignorant. He was off one
hundred years and one Janes.
(taps gui de-book in his
pocket)
It's actually 1500 and Janes the Fourth.

GABRI ELLE
If he's an official guide, shouldn't he
know. .. ?

HOLMES

I'f he's an official guide.

They have now reached the wall against which they left
their bicycles. Suddenly Hol mes stops, attracted by the
sound of birds chirping.

HOLMES
Listen... Do you hear anything, Watson?

WATSON
(concentrating)
No. Those birds are naking too much of a

racket.
HOLMES
(1 ooki ng of f)
They're not just birds -- they're our old
friends.

Wat son and Gabrielle follow his gaze.

Fromthe back of the wagon, the carriers have renoved the
smal |l bird-cage we saw in the mail-drop on Ashdown
Street. They hand it to a workman, who starts up the
steps with it. To another couple of worknen they pass
down an open-sided crate in which rest two heavy gl ass
bottles protected by wicker. Stencilled on the wooden
slate of the crate are the words: SULPHURI C ACID -
CORRCSI VE.
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Hol mes is watching thoughtfully, Gabrielle and Watson are
puzzl ed.

WATSON
Sul phuric aci d?

GABRI ELLE
The nore we find out the | ess sense it
makes.

HOLIVES

To a graduate chem st it makes a great
deal of sense. Sul phuric acid, when
exposed to salt-water, produces chlorine
gas.

(a beat)
Wul d you m nd cl aspi ng your hands,
WAt son?

WATSON

(obeyi ng)
Li ke this?

HOLMES
Alittle lower... Thank you

Wat son has | owered his clasped hands, and Hol nes uses
themas a foothold to go scranbling up the scaffol ding of
the nearby wall. Reaching the top, he | ooks off in the
direction of the tower.

The wor kman carrying the canary cage, and the two
carrying the crate of sul phuric acid are approaching the
tower. A draw bridge cones down, and the three nmen cross
the noat and enter the tower.

HOLMVES
(1 ooki ng of f)
That tower nmay be nore interesting than I
t hought -- and not just architecturally.

Qut of the ruined gatehouse conmes the guard with the two
mastiffs on | eashes. The dogs start to snarl viciously.

VWATSON
Hol mes, | have a feeling we're redundant
her e.
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Hol nes | eaps down fromthe scaffol ding, wheels the tandem
around, starts back in the direction fromwhich they

cane. Cabrielle follows. Watson hurries after themwth
hi s bicycle, casting anxious glances over his shoul der as
t he dogs conti nue bar ki ng.

DI SSOLVE TGO

EXT. LOCH NESS - EARLY EVEN NG

The sun has just gone down behind the hills, but there is
still light in the sky. An omnous mst is beginning to
settle on the water.

Gabrielle is sitting in the stern of a rowboat, her
parasol in her lap. She is wearing Hol nes' Norfolk
j acket over her dress to ward off the chill.

On the row ng seat, facing her, are Watson and Hol nes,
the latter in his waistcoat. Their oars are pulled in,
and they are watching U quhart Castle, on the opposite
side of the | ake.

WATSON
We have now observed the castle fromthe
front, fromthe back, fromthe side, from
| and, fromwater... what now? Are you
pl anning to spend the night out here?

HOLMVES
I f necessary.

VWATSON
You're going to catch your death of cold.
(to Gabrielle)
Wuldn't it be ironic if Holnes' | ast
case were a case of pneunonia?
(with an enbarrassed chuckl e)
Sorry.

Gabrielle glances past them and her eyes w den.
GABRI ELLE
(pointing off)
What's that?

Hol nes and Watson turn their heads.
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About half a mle away, noving in and out of patches of
drifting mst, is Watson's nonster, its long reptillian
neck cutting through the water.

Wat son | eaps to his feet.

WATSON
Hol nes!

Hol mes grabs his arm pulls himback into his seat.

HOLMES
Qui ck, Watson. After it!

He grabs his oar, and Watson belatedly joins in. They
strain at the oars, setting a course which will intercept
the nonster. Gabrielle leans forward in her seat, trying
to peer past them through the curtains of m st.

The nonster is nmuch closer now -- no nore than a quarter
of a mle away.

Suddenly Wat son stops row ng.

VWATSON
Hol mes, what are we doing? W should be
going away fromit.

HOLMES
Keep row ng, dammt!

WAt son resunes pulling on his oar. As they row, Hol nes
| ooks over his shoul der.

The nonster has started to subnerge. |Its head di sappears
beneath the surface of the water, and the wake it | eaves
behi nd soon trails off into the n st.

Hol nes shi ps his oar.

HOLIVES
We've lost it.

VATSON
(stops row ng)
At |east you admt there's an it, not
just a fignent of ny inmagination.

HOLMES
Qui et .
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He listens intently. There is only the sound of water
sl appi ng against the side of the boat. The mst is
heavi er now, and billow ng around them

HOLMES
(to Wat son)
Do you have your stethoscope with you?

WATSON
Never without it.

He renoves his bow er, unwi nds the stethoscope fromthe
inside the crown, hands it to Holnes. Holnmes plugs in

t he ear-pieces, |eans over the side of the boat, extends
the other end of the stethoscope to the surface of the
wat er .

WATSON
VWhat is it?

HOLMES
| can hear sonething...

We becone aware of the faint beating of engines,
acconpani ed by a bubbling sound.

HOLMES
It's getting closer -- closer --

Suddenly the surface of the water breaks, about twenty
yards away fromthem and the head and neck of the
nonster rear up fromthe depths. Witson is first to
notice it and junps to his feet, nmaking choking noi ses.
Gabrielle sees it and screanms. Watson grabs an oar,
throws it at the nonster as it conmes past. The backwash
hits the boat broadside, rocking it, and Hol nes, Wtson
and Gabrielle are spilled into the | ake.

The nonster noves away fromthem heading in the genera
direction of the castle. It disappears into the mst.

Holnmes is the first to cone up, |ooks around, sees
Gabrielle surfacing a few yards away, swins to her.

HOLMES
Are you all right?

GABRI ELLE
| lost ny parasol.
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HOLIVES
Where' s Wat son?

He gl ances around, sees Watson's bow er floating nearby,
SW ns over to it.

HOLVES
VWat son?

He lifts the hat -- but Watson isn't under it.

As Gabrielle hoists herself into the boat, Wtson

cl anbers over the other side. After a noment Hol nes
joins them and they sit there, sopping wet and breathing
heavi |l y.

VWATSON
| have conme face to face with man-eating
tigers -- | was once caught in a stanpede
of wild elephants -- India, you know - -

but I wasn't half as frightened. This
beast seens to have a personal grudge
agai nst us.

GABRI ELLE
| just hope it doesn't cone back.

HOLMES
| don't think it will.
(pointing off)
Look!

They glance in the indicated direction.

There is no sign of the nonster. But the m st has
nonentarily lifted to reveal the castle, and an odd si ght
greets their eyes -- the wooden scaffolding in front of
the tower is slowy rising into the air.

VATSON
(amazed)
What strange goi ngs-on.

HOLMES
Not really. M/ guess is that the
nonster, after a hard day's work, has
returned home for his supper.
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The scaffolding in front of the tower slowy descends
back into the place, as mst once nore engulfs the
castl e.

DI SSOLVE TO

I NT. HOTEL ROOM - NI GHT

Hol mes, in a different suit of clothes, is pacing across
the room whistling the main thene from"Swan Lake." He
stops before the open French wi ndow, gazes out toward the
| ake. Gabrielle is propped up in bed, a blanket drawn up
to her chin, watching him Watson, who has changed into
a pair of kilts, is standing in front of the firepl ace,
war m ng hi s backsi de.

Gabrielle glances at Wat son, suppresses a giggle.

WATSON
Yes, | know. But would you believe that
you can't borrow a decent pair of
trousers in this place?

Hol mes resunmes paci ng, and Watson becones aware of his
whi st i ng.

WATSON
Wuld you like to confide in us?

No answer from Hol nes. Watson turns to Gabrielle

VWATSON
Whenever he starts whistling, | know he's
getting close to a solution

HOLMES
I[t's nothing new, actually. W' ve cone
across this situation before.

WATSON
We have? Were?

HOLMES
At the ballet.

WATSON

Bal |l et ?
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HOLMES
There's a lake -- and there's a castle --
and there's a swan that isn't really a
swan -- or, in this case, a nonster that

isn'"t really a nonster --

WATSON
Then what is it?

HOLMVES
What is it indeed that feeds on canary
bi rds and sul phuric acid, and has an
engine for a heart?

GABRI ELLE
An engi ne?

HOLMES
The stethoscope is a very sensitive
instrunment, and water is an excellent
conductor of sound. There is no doubt
that what we are dealing with is a
nmechani cal nonster

WATSON
Ch?

HOLIVES
Not only is it equipped with an
artificial heart, it also has artificial
l ungs. Judging fromthe bubbles on the
surface of the lake, it uses sone form of

air punp.

GABRI ELLE
You think nmy husband was involved in al
this?

HOLIVES
Yes, ©Madane Val | adon. |'"'msure of it.

WATSON
But why woul d anybody build a mechani cal
nonster? Just to scare people?

HOLMVES
Not very likely.



111.

GABRI ELLE
Wiy did they try to keep nme fromfinding
ny husband? And why was he buried
anonynousl y?

HOLMVES
| think I have a pretty good notion of
what they're up to -- the Society for the
Preservation of Scottish Mnunents --
better known as the Di ogenes C ub.

WATSON
The Di ogenes C ub?

There is a knock on the door.

HOLIVES
Come in.

The door opens and the hotel nanager enters, holding a
magnum of chanpagne.

MANAGER
M. Ashdown, | have a bottle of chanpagne
for you.

HOLMVES

(crossing to him
A bottle of chanpagne? | didn't order
it.

MANAGER
No, indeed. You are to deliver it.
These are ny instructions.

He hands the magnumto Hol nes.

HOLIVES
I nstructions fromwhon? Deliver it
wher e?

MANAGER

I wouldn't know, sir. But there's a
carriage waiting for you downstairs.

HOLMES
Are you sure you have the right M.
Ashdown?
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MANAGER

(flatly)
Quite sure, M. Hol nes.

He turns and exits. Holnmes taps the bottle of chanpagne
t hought ful y.

HOLMVES
Well, Watson, | would say the curtain is
going up on the |ast act.

WATSON
| don't like the sound of it.

GABRI ELLE
Pl ease be car ef ul

As Hol nes starts toward the door, WAtson reaches into his
sporran.

WATSON
You' d better take this with you

He produces a revolver, holds it out to Hol mes. Hol nes
ignhores it, exits.

EXT. CALEDONI AN HOTEL - NI GHT

A gigis waiting in front of the entrance, and | eaning

against it is the guide we saw earlier at Urquhart.
Hol mes comes out, carrying the chanpagne bottle.

HOLMES
Who's mi nding the castle?
GUI DE
You'd better get on. It's late.

Hol mes clinbs into the gig, and the guide noutns the seat
besi de hi m

HOLMES
Where are we goi ng? Sone sort of party?

GUI DE
You won't be disappointed in the guest
list.
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HOLIVES
Who's the host?

GUI DE
Jonabh.

He flicks the reins. The horse starts off at a trot, and
the gig turns into the driveway.

EXT. MOVING G G - N GHT

As they drive along, Holnes glances at the guide, who is
gri mand uncommuni cati ve.

DI SSOLVE TO

EXT. ROAD LEADI NG TO CASTLE - N GHT

The gig, with its two passengers, proceeds along the
| akeshore, approaching the entrance to Urquhart.

EXT. URQUHART CASTLE - N GHT

A workman is lighting a couple of torches attached to the
rui ned gat ehouse when the gig comes through the archway.
The guide reins up the horse in front of the steps

| eading to the inner courtyard -- which are now covered
with a narrow red carpet.

The gui de nods to Hol mes, who dismounts, starts up the
steps, examning the red carpet. As he reaches the top,
he | ooks off.

The strip of red carpet runs across the courtyard, lit by
torches planted in the ground. A couple of worknmen are
are unrolling the rest of the carpet toward the entrance
of the tower.

As Hol mes passes one of the tents, the flap opens and
Mycroft steps out, dressed in his inevitable frock coat.

MYCROFT
M. Ashdown, | presune.
HOLMVES
(turning)

The red runner, | presune.
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(i ndicates carpet)
You shoul dn't have gone to all this
trouble just for ne.

MYCROFT
It's not for you.
(calling into tent)

McKel | er.
(to Hol nes)
May | have the chanpagne, please?
HOLMVES
(handi ng himbottle)
1886 -- not a very good vintage, is it?
MYCROFT
Medi ocre. But then again, it's not for

dri nki ng.

A bl ack-suited MAN energes fromthe ten, and Mycroft
gi ves himthe chanpagne.

MYCROFT
Tieit up, wll you?

The man noves off toward the tower. Mcroft pulls back
the flap of the tent.

MYCROFT
In here.

Hol mes passes inside, Mycroft follow ng.

I NT. TENT - N GHT

It islit by a kerosene | anp suspended fromthe ridge-
pole. There are several cots, one of themwth the
bedding rolled up. Resting on the stripped cot is a
trunk with the nane E. VALLADON painted on it. Lying on
a table, anobng a group of engineering nodels, are
Gabrielle's parasol and Watson's stethoscope. There are
al so a couple of drafting tables, wth plans and

bl ueprints tacked to them

Hol nes noves around the tent, taking all this in.

HOLMES
Interesting -- and educational .
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MYCROFT
Despite ny nost enphatic warning, you
persisted in neddling. It would have

served you right if you'd all drowned.

HOLMVES
Sorry to be so unobliging.
(stops beside torch)
E. Valladon... H mm

MYCROFT
(i ndicating parasol and
st et hoscope)
| imagine this belongs to the pretty
| ady, and this belongs to your valet...
We found themfloating in the | ake.

HOLMES
Speaki ng about things floating in the
| ake --

MYCROFT
How nmuch do you know -- or think you
know?

HOLMVES
| think you' re testing sone sort of
underwater craft -- canmouflauged to
mslead the gullible. | think it's an
experinental nodel, operated by a crew of
m dgets. | think it is powered by

sul phuric acid batteries, and uses
canaries to detect escaping gas...
Al toget her a strange contraption.

MYCROFT
Not quite that unique. R ght now, four
countries are trying to devel op what we
call a subnersible. But none of them
coul d solve the critical problem-- how
to stay subnerged | ong enough to nmaeke it
ef fective.

HOLMES
What does the Good Book say? "And Jonah
lived in the belly of that fish for three
days and three nights."
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MYCROFT
That was our goal. And thanks to
Val | adon' s air-punp, we got a junp on the
rest of them It's a highly conplex
systemof filtration -- so we had a
series of trials --

HOLMES
And at | east one error

MYCROFT
During a test run in Mray Firth,
pressure caused a leak in the hull. Sea

water mxed with the acid in the
batteries to produce chlorine gas.
Before they could reach the surface,
Val | adon and the crew were dead.

HOLMES
So you had them buried in unmarked
graves, to preserve your secret.

MYCROFT
It was essential to keep the information
fromyour client.

HOLMES
You went to all those |lengths to prevent
Madane Val | adon from fidi ng her husband?

MYCROFT
Your client isn't Madane Valladon -- it's
the I nperial German Governnment. They
were after the Bel gi an engineer -- or

rather, his invention. They knew he was
enpl oyed by us, but they couldn't find
out where -- so they enlisted the best
brain in England to help them You, ny
dear brother, have been working for the
W | hel nstrasse.

HOLMVES
And Madane Val | adon -- what part did she
play in all this?

MYCROFT
Madane Val |l adon is dead.

HOLMVES
Dead?
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Mycroft crosses to the trunk, opens the |id.

MYCROFT
The Germans di sposed of her three weeks
ago, in Brussels. This is Gabrielle
Val | adon.

He hands Hol nes a snall, framed photograph. Hol nes | ooks
at it with apprehension, as well he should: the picture
is of a sonewhat matronly wonman, not the gl anorous
Gabrielle. Holnmes |lowers the photograph. Behind it,
Mycroft is glaring at himw th customary arrogance.

MYCROFT
The woman who was brought to your house
in the mddle of the night -- apparently
fished out of the Thames -- and
apparently suffering fromammesia -- is,
in fact, Ilse von Hof frmanstal, one of

their nost skillful agents. AmI going
too fast for one of the "best brains in
Engl and?"

HOLIVES
Go on.

As Mycroft continues, Hol nmes picks up Ilse's water-soaked
parasol and examines it.

MYCROFT
They planted her on you quite neatly, |
must admt, so that you could | ead them
to their objective, the air punp. Very
much |ike using a hog to find truffles.
And now perhaps you'd care to join nme. |
am expecting a certain royal personage
from Bal noral .

EXT. CASTLE - N GHT

A coach and escort approach the castle. Painted on the
door of the coach are the initials "V.R "

I NT. CASTLE COURTYARD

The entourage enters the castle courtyard and stops.
Foot men open the door and bow to the | one passenger.
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Waiting on top of the steps, outside the tent, are
Mycroft and Hol mes. Lined up on the other side of the
torch-1it red carpet are half a dozen scientists, in
their best clothes.

Qut of the coach steps a famliar figure -- Her Mjesty,
QUEEN VI CTORI A, Def ender of the Faith, Enpress of India.
She is 69 years old, and dressed entirely in bl ack.

Mycroft cones down the carpeted steps to neet her

MYCROFT
Your Majesty.

He bows. The Queen extends her hand to him and he
touches it.

MYCROFT
| trust you had a pl easant | ourney,
Ma' am

QUEEN VI CTORI A
It was long and it was tedious. And it
had better be worth our while, M.
Hol nes.

MYCROFT
| can assure you, Ma'am it will be.

A lady-in-waiting and a uniformed equerry have now
descended fromthe coach. Mycroft |eads the party up the
st eps.

QUEEN VI CTORI A
Now what is this curious ship we are
supposed to christen?

MYCROFT
We call it a subnersible, Ma'am It
travel s under water.

QUEEN VI CTORI A
Under water? What a fantastic idea.

They have now reached the top of the steps.
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Ma'am may present sonme of the scientists
who were responsible for this
achi evenent. J.W Ferguson, naval
architect --

FI RST SCI ENTI ST
(bowi ng)
Your Maj esty.

MYCROFT
Prof essor Sinpson, our |eading expert on
hydraul i cs --

SECOND SCI ENTI ST
(bowi ng)
Your Maj esty.

MYCROFT
WW Prescott, co-inventor of the
revol vi ng peri scope --

THI RD SCI ENTI ST
(bowi ng)
Your Maj esty.

MYCROFT
And this is Sir Arthur Gisby, our
authority on maritime ballistics --

QUEEN VI CTORI A
We don't claimto understand any of this.
But Engl and is proud of you, gentlenen.
To think that nman can now observe fish in
their native habitat --

MYCROFT
(trying to correct her)
Well, not exactly, M am --

QUEEN VI CTORI A
-- and underwater plants and coral
reefs --
(noticing Hol mes)
Young man -- what was your contribution
to this project?

HOLMES
I"'mafraid it was rather negligible, Your
Maj esty.

119.
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MYCROFT
(to the Queen)
This is nmy brother, Sherlock, M'am

QUEEN VI CTORI A
Ah, yes. Sherlock Hol mes. W have been
followi ng your exploits with great
I nterest.

Hol mes bows, touches the Queen's extended hand.

HOLMES
Thank you, M' am

QUEEN VI CTORI A
Are you engaged in one of your
fascinating cases at the nonent?

HOLMES
In a manner of speaking, M' am

QUEEN VI CTORI A
When can we expect to read Dr. WAatson's
account of the case?

HOLMES
| hope never, Ma'am It has not been one
of ny nore successful endeavors.

Mycroft signals to a bagpi per, who starts playing H ELAN

LADDI E.

QUEEN VI CTORI A
Ah, the cerenonies are about to begin.
(to Mycroft)
Now where is this underwater ship of
yours?

MYCROFT
(pointing to tower)
In the dungeon, Ma' am

QUEEN VI CTORI A
The dungeon? What a peculiar place to
keep it.
(turning to the others)
Vell, let us get on with it, gentlenen.
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Mycroft | eads the Queen along the red runner toward the
tower. Holnmes follows, then the lady-in-waiting and the
equerry, then the scientists.

As they cross the inner courtyard, the H ghland piper
falls in ahead of the procession, |eads themtoward the
drawbri dge. Then he steps aside, as the royal party
crosses the drawbridge and passes through the door of the
t owner .

I NT. DUNGEON - N GHT

A high-ceilinged rock chamber, with a spiral iron
staircase | eading down. The floor is a concrete ranp,
the lower end of it covered with water. Beyond is the
entrance fromthe Loch, canouflaged by scaffol ding and
veget ati on.

On the upper part of the ranp is a snmall, primtive
submarine, resting on wheels. Prominently |ettered on
the bowis the nane HMS. JONAH, and suspended by a rope
fromthe prow is the magnum of chanpagne whi ch Hol nes
delivered. Along the sides are torpedo tubes, and fitted
over the conning tower is the head and neck of the
"monster” we saw in the | ake.

Present are half a dozen naval personnel, conmanded by an
officer. As the royal party cones down the spira
staircase, the officer snaps to attention. Mcroft is in
the lead, followed by the Queen, Holnes, the |ady-in-

wai ting, the equerry and the scientists.

MYCROFT
There she, Ma'am Her Majesty's Ship
Jonah.

The four surviving mdgets appear on the deck, in wool
jerseys and navy caps. They start pulling on a chain
which slowy raises the detachabl e head-and-neck of the
nonster toward the ceiling, disclosing the conning tower
and the periscope.

QUEEN VI CTORI A
And what, may we ask, is the purpose of
t hat hi deous gargoyl e?

MYCROFT
It's nerely a decoy, Ma' am
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QUEEN VI CTORI A
On. To frighten away the sharks, we
I magi ne.

MYCROFT
Sonet hing of the sort... The crew wll
now denonstrate the workings of the
subner si bl e.

A SAI LOR of normal height appears on the deck of the sub.

SAI LOR
Stand to.

The m dgets scranble down the hatch

QUEEN VI CTORI A
Aren't they rather small for sailors?

MYCROFT
They are. But because of the size of the
craft, the Navy nade an exception.

QUEEN VI CTORI A
They should nake it a rule. It's quite
fatiguing to pin on all those nedals
whi | e standi ng on our toes.

There is the sound of the engines starting. Mcroft
| eads the Queen to an open bul khead in the side of the
sub, with Holnmes and rest of the party cl ose behind.

Inside, all is noise and confusion. Metal rods are

di pping into glass jars of sul phuric acid, conplicated
machinery is driving the propeller shaft, bellows are
inflating and deflating, etc. The mdgets are at their
stations in the cranped quarters, pulling swtches,
oiling the engines, operating the periscope. Overhead is
a cageful of canaries, all chirping away. Mcroft points
out the various features to the Queen.

MYCROFT
This is the main engine, which propels it
under water at the rate of two knots --
the stabilizing mechanism-- the multi-
stage conpressor -- the ballast tank
trimrer -- the air-punp which filters and
recirculates the air --
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QUEEN VI CTORI A
How char m ng.

MYCROFT
The air punp, M anf?

QUEEN VI CTORI A

(poi nting)
The canari es. Must neke the crew feel at
home.
MYCROFT

Yes, Ma'am These are the |levers for
firing the torpedoes, which are accurate

up to as nmuch as 120 feet -- the
peri scope for scanning the surface of the
wat er - -

QUEEN VI CTORI A
But where is the glass bottonf

MYCROFT
The what, M anf?

QUEEN VI CTORI A
The gl ass bottom

HOLMES
You know -- to see the fist --

QUEEN VI CTORI A
-- and the plants and the corals --

MYCROFT
That's not quite the idea, Ma'am H MS.
Jonah is being conm ssioned as a warshi p.

QUEEN VI CTORI A
A war shi p?
(wavi ng her hand)
Stop that noise. Stop it!

At a signal from Mycroft, the sub engines are turned off.

MYCROFT
Ma'am if | may explain --

QUEEN VI CTORI A
You had better.
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MYCROFT
The Admralty regards this craft as the
ulti mate weapon in naval warfare. It can
seek out eneny ships and destroy them --
with these torpedoes -- while renmaining
conpl etely invisible.

QUEEN VI CTORI A
You mean in can fire at other vessels
whi | e under water?

MYCROFT
Yes, Mr' am

QUEEN VI CTORI A
Wt hout any war ni ng?

MYCROFT
That is correct, M am

QUEEN VI CTORI A
And wi t hout showi ng her col ors?

MYCROFT
| ndeed, M' am

QUEEN VI CTORI A
M. Hol mes, we are not anused
(Mycroft stares at her)
It is unsportsmanlike, it is un-English,
and it is in very poor taste. W wll
have none of it!

MYCROFT
| beg your pardon, M anf

He exchanges a | ook w th Hol nes.

QUEEN VI CTORI A
Sonetines we despair of the state of the
world. What will scientists think of
next ?

MYCROFT
That's precisely it, Ma"am At this very
nmoment the Gernmans under Count von
Zeppelin, are experinenting with a
dirigible --
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QUEEN VI CTORI A
A dirigible? And what, pray, is that?

MYCROFT
A rigid balloon, which could fly over
London and drop a bonb on Bucki ngham
Pal ace. It is being devel oped at the
express orders of Kaiser WIhel mthe
Second.

QUEEN VI CTORI A
Nonsense. W refuse to believe that our
grandson Wllie would do a thing |ike
t hat .

MYCROFT
We have concl usive proof, Ma'am Qur
agent in Friedrichshafen, a man naned
| bbet son, actually saw the dirigible, and
made a drawing of it. Unfortunately, he
was apprehended before he could cross the
bor der.

QUEEN VI CTORI A
(i ndicating sub)
Nevert hel ess, we don't want any part of
this beastly invention. Get rid of it!
Scuttle it! The sooner the better.

MYCROFT
May | point out, Ma' am --

QUEEN VI CTORI A
And don't concern yourself about that
dirigi ble droppi ng bonbs on us. W shal
wite a very sharp note to the Kaiser.
(to equerry)
Now we wi sh to return to Bal noral.

She starts toward the spiral staircase. The equerry
precedes her up the stairs, the lady-in-waiting foll ows,
the scientists trail after them Mcroft and Hol nes

| i nger behind.

HOLMES
Vell, Mycroft, it seenms we have both been
undone by a woman.
(Mycroft is staring at the
sub)
What a sharne.
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Al'l that superb engineering, and all that
cunni ng espi onage, for nought.

MYCROFT
Not necessarily. [If the Germans want
t hat subnersible so badly, why don't we
give it to then?

HOLIVES
Gve it to then?

MYCROFT
Invite them aboard for the final journey
-- seven hundred feet -- straight down.

HOLMVES
And how are you going to arrange that?

MYCROFT
I"mrather counting on you to do it.
Since you are on such intimate ternms with
Fraul ei n von Hof f manst al .

O s., the bagpi per resunmes pl aying.

MYCROFT
Shall we say goodbye to Her Maj esty?

He starts up the spiral staircase. Holnes follows slowy
and thoughtfully.

DI SSOLVE TGO

EXT. CALEDONI AN HOTEL - DAWN

The gig, with the quide driving and Hol nes beside him
conmes up the driveway, stops in front of the entrance.

Hol nes hops down, and twirling Gabrielle's parasol in his
hand, wal ks into the hotel.

I NT. HOTEL ROOM - DAWN

In the half-light, Gabrielle can be seen asleep in her
bed. She is wearing the pink negligee with the mari bou
feathers, which has slipped hal fway off her shoul ders.
The ot her bed has not been slept in.

The door fromthe corridor opens and Hol nes steps in,
carrying the parasol
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He crosses to Gabrielle's bed, |ooks down at her for a
| ong nmonment, adjusts the negligee with the tip of the

parasol. The he noves to the French wi ndow, opens it,
gl ances out.

LAKEFRONT - FROM HOLMES' ANGLE - DAWN

The seven Trappi st nonks are standing on the shore,

sil houetted against the water, watching the hotel.

| NT. HOTEL ROOM - DAWN

Hol mes withdraws fromthe wi ndow , |ooks at the sleeping
Gabrielle, then casually swings the parasol, hitting a

netal | anp-shade overhead. Gabrielle sits up abruptly in
bed, clutching her negligee around her.

HOLMES
Sorry about that. But as long as you're
up -- what is the German word for castle?

Schloss, isn't it?

GABRI ELLE
(carefully)
I think so.
HOLMVES

And how woul d you say under the castle?
Unter das Schlss? O die Schloss?

GABRI ELLE
| don't know. M Gernman isn't that good.

HOLMVES

(1 ndicating)
Your Trappist friends are out there
waiting to hear fromyou -- it's a chilly
norning -- we don't want to keep them
standi ng around too |ong, do we, Fraulein
Hof f manst al ?

(Gabrielle | ooks at him

wi t hout answeri ng)
Come now. It's too late to play cat and
nouse.

GABRI ELLE

(flatly)
Unter dem Schl oss.
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HOLMVES
Thank you.
(hol di ng out parasol)
Here's your signalling device -- it's a
bit danp, I"'mafraid -- would you care to

| et them know where they can find the
submer si bl e?

(Gabrielle nakes no nove to

t ake the parasol)

No? Then I'Il just have to do it nyself.

(rmovi ng toward w ndow)
| only hope ny Morse code is adequate to
t he occasi on.

Keeping well to one side of the open w ndow, he extends
t he parasol outside, opens it, starts sending out a
series of long and short signals.

LAKEFRONT - DAWN

von Tirpitz and the other nonks strain their eyes in the
di rection of the hotel.

HOTEL - FROM MONKS' ANGLE - DAWN

Qutside the hotel window, Gabrielle's parasol can be seen
flashing the message UNTER DEM SCHLOSS in Mrse code --
but it is not apparent that Holnmes is doing the
signal li ng.

| NT. HOTEL ROOM - DAWN

As Hol mes conti nues opening and cl osing the parasol,
Gabrielle gets out of bed, conmes up beside him Hol nmes
finishes the nessage, shuts the parasol, draws it back
into the room Then he | ooks out the w ndow.

LAKEFRONT - FROM HOLMES' ANGLE - DAWN

The nonks turn away fromthe hotel, and with von Tirpitz
in the | ead, nove off along the shore.

I NT. HOTEL ROOM - DAWN

Hol mes steps back fromthe wi ndow, faces Gabrielle.



HOLMVES
Wll, it's up to the good nonks now. You
can consider your part of the m ssion
acconpl i shed, Fraul ei n Hof f manst al .

GABRI ELLE
You're all wong about me. M nanme isn't
Hof f manst al .

HOLMES
It isn't?

GABRI ELLE
It's von Hof f manst al

HOLMES
| stand corrected.

GABRI ELLE
(gl anci ng toward w ndow)
| suppose once they're in the castle...
It must anuse you, M. Hol nes, Trappists
wal king into a trap

HOLMVES
I[t's nore anusing than that. Once in the
castle, they will encounter surprisingly
little resistance -- it will take but a
smal |l bottle of chloroformto overcone
t he guards.

GABRI ELLE
(skeptically)
You nean you're going to let them have
t he air-punmp?

HOLMVES
Better than that. W're going to |et
them have the subnersible. They wl]l
find it wth its engines running, all set
to go. | assune they're all expert
sailors? And since there is a German
battl eship cruising off the coast of
Scotland, | expect they'll try to sail it
out of the |lock and rendezvous at sea.

GABRI ELLE
Did you say try to?

129.
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HOLMVES
I woul d suggest you get your things
together. Mycroft will be here to take
you into custody.

He opens her suitcase, which is on the baggage rack at
the foot of the bed. Gabrielle watches himfor a beat,
then crosses to the wardrobe, starts taking her clothes
out .

GABRI ELLE
| never had you fooled for a nonent, did
I ? You knew right fromthe beginning --
when t he cabbi e brought ne to Baker
Street.

HOLMES
Let me see -- not quite that soon.

He stretches out on the bed.

GABRI ELLE
It's so funny. | asked for this
assignnent, you know. | was scheduled to

go to Japan, but | couldn't resist the
chal | enge of com ng up agai nst the best.
["msorry | didn't give you a closer

gane.
HOLMVES
Cl ose enough.
GABRI ELLE
You're just being kind. | failed
m ser abl y.
HOLMVES

We all have occasional failures.
Fortunately, Dr. Watson never wites
about m ne.

DI SSOLVE TO

I NT. HOTEL CORRI DOR - DAY

Wat son, back in his valet's outfit again, conmes bounding
down the narrow stairs fromthe attic, races toward the
door of Hol nes' room
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WATSON
Hol nes! Hol nes!

I NT. HOTEL ROOM - DAY

Bright sunlight now floods the room Gabrielle, fully

dressed, is standing in front of the mrror, putting on
her hat. Her packed bag has been set out in the mddle
of the room and resting on it is the parasol.

The door bursts open and WAt son dashes in.

WATSON
Hol nes!

In his haste he trips over the bag, goes down. As he
pi cks hinself up again, Gabrielle points toward the
bal cony.

EXT. BALCONY - HOTEL - DAY
Hol nes is | eani ng agai nst the parapet, scanning the | ake

through his tel escope. Watson appears through the open
French w ndow behi nd him

WATSON
(excitedly)
Holmes, | saw it again -- that thing --
it came fromthe castle -- it's out there

LOCH NESS - THROUGH TELESCOPE - DAY

A trial of bubbles is noving along the surface. Suddenly
there is a muffl ed expl osion from bel ow, and a geyser of
wat er shoots up into the air.

EXT. BALCONY - HOTEL - DAY

Hol nes slowWy |owers the tel escope.

HOLMES
It was out there. Now it's gone.

WATSON
Gone?
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HOLMVES
Forever. Look for yourself.

LOCH NESS - THROUGH TELESCOPE - DAY

There is a great turbulence in the water. Up to the
surface pops the bottle of christening chanpagne, wth
rope and ribbons still attached. Then a copy of the
Bi bl e pops up.

EXT. BALCONY - HOTEL - DAY

VWATSON
A bottle of chanpagne?... and a Bible?. ..

HOLIVES
That's all that's left of HMS. Jonah.

He steps through the wi ndow as a puzzl ed Watson | owers
the tel escope.

I NT. HOTEL ROOM - DAY
Wat son follows Holnes in fromthe bal cony.

HOLMVES
It would seem that sonebody carel essly
| oosened the bolts of the subnersible.
VWhat a fitting end for Trappists -- now
they are resting in eternal silence at
t he bottom of the | ake.

VWATSON
(to Gabrielle)
Do you know what he's tal king about ?

Thr ough the open doorway comes Mycroft. In the corridor
behind himis one of his aides.

MYCROFT
Fraul ei n von Hof f manst al ?

GABRI ELLE
Yes, M. Holnes. I'mall ready.



Gabrielle |

MYCROFT
If there's one thing I |ike about the
Prussians, it's their punctuality.

GABRI ELLE
If there's one thing I dislike about the
British, it's their climte. |
understand your jails are quite danmp --
and your heating facilities totally
i nadequat e.

MYCROFT
They are. But you're not going to jail.
You' re goi ng back to CGernany.

GABRI ELLE
Ger many?

MYCROFT
You will be conducted to the Sw ss-German
border, and be exchanged for one of our

agents -- a nan naned | bbet son.
GABRI ELLE

Thank you.
MYCROFT

Don't thank me. Thank ny brother. It
was his idea.

ooks at Hol nes, but he avoi ds her eyes.

MYCROFT

(to Gabrielle)
Frankly, 1 think we are making a very
poor deal. You much better than nost
operatives working for British
intelligence.

(turning to Hol nes)
Don't you agree, Sherl ock?

HOLMES
(with a small but gallant bow
to Gabrielle)
And better than some consulting
det ecti ves.

Mycroft signals to his aide, who cones in fromthe
corridor and picks up Gabrielle's bag.
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She turns and wal ks out the door, Mycroft follow ng.

MYCROFT
(to Gabrielle)
Shal | we?

GABRI ELLE
(reaching for parasol)
"1l take that.
(to Hol mes and Wt son)
Gent | enen.

Wat son' s bewi | dernent has now reached nonunent al
proportions.

VWATSON
(folding his armns)
Al'l right, Holmes -- you don't have to
explain anything to me, if you don't want
to.

HOLMVES
| appreciate that, Watson.
VWATSON
After all, I"'monly your official
bi ogr apher --
HOLMVES
Anyway, | don't think she'd care to have

this story spread all over Strand
Magazi ne.

VWATSON
The public has a right to know these
things. |If she's a Gernman spy, why
shoul d we concern oursel ves about her
feelings?

Hol mes crosses to a small w ndow overl ooki ng the
courtyard of the hotel, opens it, |ooks out.

EXT. HOTEL - DAY

Mycroft's aide cones out of the hote

sui t case

carri age,

with Gabrielle's
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loads it into an open carriage waiting in front
of the entrance. Gabrielle energes, carrying her parasol,
and acconpani ed by Mycroft. He helps her into the

gets in beside her.



135.

The aide joins the coachman, and the carriage drives off.
Gabrielle does not | ook back toward the hotel.

EXT. SMALL W NDOW - HOTEL - DAY

Hol nmes is framed in the open wi ndow, watching the
carriage. Watson cones up behind him

VWATSON
If | promsed not to wite a word about
it, would you enlighten ne? As your

friend -- as your valet --

HOLMVES
Quiet. I'mtrying to read a persona
nmessage.

WATSON

A nmessage?

EXT. DRI VEWAY - DAY

The carriage is noving away fromthe hotel. Gabrielle
has her parasol over her shoulder, and it opens and
cl oses, opens and cl oses.

GABRI ELLE - I N MOVI NG CARRI AGE - DAY

She continues to signal with the parasol, unnoticed by
Mycroft.

EXT. SMALL W NDOW - HOTEL - DAY

Watson is straining forward to see out the w ndow.

VATSON
What is she saying?

HOLIVES
(slowy)
Auf W eder sehn.

WATSON
Auf Weider---? The nervel
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EXT. DRI VEWAY - DAY

The carriage di sappears down an avenue of trees,
Gabrielle's parasol still flashing its nessage.

DI SSOLVE TO

EXT. BAKER STREET - DAY

There is snow on the ground, and drifts of it piled up
along the curbs. Traffic is light. Householders are
shovel ling the snow off the sidewal ks, and pedestri ans
are hurrying al ong bundl ed up agai nst the cold.

I NT. LIVING ROOM - 221B BAKER STREET - DAY

Hol mes, in his dressing gown, and Watson, in his snoking
jacket, are at the breakfast table. There is snow on the
w ndowsills, and a cozy fire is burning in the grate.
Watson is reading the norning paper. Holnmes is sorting

t hrough his nmail.

HOLMES
(hol di ng up envel ope)
Hmm A letter fromthe D ogenes C ub

VWATSON
Maybe Mycroft is putting you up for
menber shi p.

HOLMVES

If only to have the distinct pleasure of
bl ackbal I i ng hi s brother.

He has slit open the envel ope. Watson watches him
curiously as he reads the letter, but Hol nes' face
remai ns expressionless. Slowy he puts down the letter,
rises, crosses to the w ndow, stands there staring out
into the wintry street.

VATSON
Aren't you going to finish your
br eakf ast ?

Hol nes doesn't answer. Watson takes a |lunp of sugar out
of the bowl with a pair of tongs, drops it into his
cof f ee.
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Then gl anci ng over his shoul der to nmake sure Holnmes isn't
wat chi ng, he swivels the letter around with the tongs.
It is witten on Diogenes Club stationery, and reads:

9t h Decenber, 1888

Dear Sherl ock,

My sources in Tokyo informnme that Il se
von Hof fmanstal was arrested | ast week by
t he Japanese counter-intelligence service
for spying on naval installations in
Yokohama harbour. After a secret trial,
she was summarily executed by a firing
squad.

It mght interest you to know t hat
The page ends at this point. Wtson turns the sheet of

paper over with the tongs. The letter continues on the
ot her si de.

she had been living in Japan these past
few nont hs under the nane of Ms.

Ashdown.
Si ncerely,
Mycr of t
Wat son | ooks toward Hol nes, who is still standing with

his back to the room gets up fromthe table.

WATSON
Holmes -- I"'mterribly sorry about this.

HOLMVES
(quietly, w thout turning)
VWhere is it, Watson?

WATSON
(after a beat)
In the files. May to July, 1885.

Hol nes turns to the bookshel ves above the desk. From a
row of simlar volunes, he slides out the three files
mar ked MAY, JUNE, and JULY 1885. Actually, it's the
nmedi cal bag, standing on end, with the spines of three
vol umes pasted on the bottom

HOLMES
You're getting better.
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He sets the bag down on the desk, opens it, takes out a

bottl e of cocai ne.

shuts the door.

Footsteps are heard hurrying up the stairs,
nonent there is a knock on the door.
the door, opens it to reveal |NSPECTOR LESTRADE - -
nervous man whose features are sharper than his
He is wearing an overcoat, his bower is in his

short,
m nd.
hands,

and his fingers are drunmm ng on the crown.

LESTRADE
Good norni ng, Watson

(stepping in)

Just happened to be in the nei ghborhood,

and | thought --

goes in,

a

WATSON
What is it this time, Inspector Lestrade?
LESTRADE
We've had three rather nasty murders in
VWi techapel. Al |adies of easy virtue.
You may read sonething about it -- the

newspapers are referring to the killer as

Jack the Ripper.

WATSON
Yes, | think | have.

LESTRADE
Some of us at Scotland Yard were

wondering if perhaps M. Hol mes woul d be

willing to --

VATSON
(a glance toward the bedroom

I'"'msorry, Lestrade. But at the nonent,

Hol mes i s working on another problem

LESTRADE
(trying to hide his
di sappoi nt nent)
Ch... Well, | just thought it was the
ki nd of case that mght interest him
dare say we can solve it without his
hel p.

Wat son wat ches himw th conpassi on as
he crosses to his bedroomw th his cocai ne,

and after a
WAt son appr oaches
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WATSON
Oh, I'msure you will.

From Hol nes’ bedroom cones the sound of a nelancholy tune
bei ng played on the violin. Wtson starts to ease
Lestrade out of the door.

VWATSON
Good day, Lestrade.

He shuts the door after him listens to the sound of the
violin for a nonent. Then he crosses to the w cker
chair, seats hinself. He takes some sheets of paper out
of the rack and places themon the witing arm dips his
pen in the inkwell, starts to wite.

The violin nusic continues OVER SCENE, infinitely
romantic, infinitely sad.

FADE OUT.

THE END



