THE DREAMERS
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2 BLACRK SCREZN:
hearsZ as narra<cr.

.
y LS

oW
On 2 full moon night in 1870, a

chow was on its way w0 Zanzibar...

FPaDZ IN:

EXT. THE DHOW UNDER SAIL -
A small lantern is hung up over the deck.
_Three persons are groupeé under ic.

ow
(cont. os)

NIGET

Her freight was ivory and rhino
horn. But the ship helé &lso 2

secret, human cargo--

Sa'id Ben Rhamed, the voung Arab

chieftan, was about to stir and

raise great forces of which the

slumbering world did not vet dream...
tifvl young hero of

SA'ID, a fierce and strongly beautif _
his people, sits on the deck cross~legged, bent forward,

his hands loosely folded ané resting on the planks
before him.
Through treachexzy, he had been
made a2 prisoner in the North; he
was now on his way to take
revenge upon his enemies.
With him there was 2 person once
of great renown: the storytellier,
Mira Jamal.
MIRA eits, like SA'ID, with his legs crossed. His back
is *o the moon, but the night is cleac enough to show
that he is dressed in racs.

The thiré in the company was the
young Englishman, Linccln Forsner.

LINCOLN lies f£fla+ on his s+omach on the deck.
ar. 2rabh shirt and Indian treusers.

Thev sail Zcr a2 zime.
Then LINCOLX changes h:is
himself comfortadle.

He wears

position: he sits up ané makes
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Pause.

LINCOLN

The nignt is very still...

bewildering in i%ts silence ané its
peace. It is as if something had
happeneé to the soul of the world...
As if some magic... turneé it
upside~down.

Mira...

The old storvteller turns to him.

You once had many tales to tell us--
Good tales for a hot night... and
for people out on great undertakincs.

Tales to make the blood run colé...
MIRA

Yes, such stories were once my
stock in trade... Ah, how the wozléd

loved me in those dayvs!

LINCOLN
Ané now?
) MIRA
Alas, how can you make others afraid
when you've forgotten fear vourself?
things

When you have learned what
are really like-- when vou've had
talk with ghosts anéd haé connections
with the devil, vou're more aZrzid
of vour own crecitors.

{(he smiles)

Ané that is why you see me here in
rags-- the follower of Sa'ic, in
prison and in povecrty.

L:ﬁCOLN +urns ané looks thoughtZully at the young
chieftan.

SA'ID 1iZ+s nis hawk's eyes at this, ané

He does not yet know how to dream...

But he will leara.
smiles a little.

3u< he coes no: spezk.
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LINCOLN
Well, then, Mira=-- since vou have
no tale Z£or us tonighs, I'll tell
vou one.
Tris happened far away in places
which are strange to vou. So you
must take in what vou can, and
leave the rest.
It's not @ bad thing in a %<ale that
vou shoulé understané only half of

it...

S.L0W DISSOLVE:
2 EXT. A MOUNTAIN INN - NIGET

LINCOLN'S face seen in a window.

LINCOLN
(his wvoice continuing
the story)

On a winter's night in 1863, I
found myself waiting in a countxy
(m‘ inn on 2 high mountain pass, with
storm and snow, great clouds ané a
wild moon cuteide.

3  INT. THEX INN - ,
LINCOLN, still in his great traveling cloak, stanés at
the window, the storm raging at him on the other side

cf the cglass.

LINCOLN
{(his voice)

I had come that night to the last
station before the steep journey
to the top of the pass.

To the worlé I may have seemeé a
wealthy idler on his way Zrom one
pleasure to zanother. But I was
only being whirled about, forward
ané backwaré, by my aching heart--
a poor fool on & wild-goose chase
gfter a2 woman.

Tor 2 leng time new I had been
searching for her. Anéd in many

fh places...
I had rno reason tc delieve shne
would be pleased iI I shoulé ever

find her...
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DISSOLVE:

A seconé window appears, transparently, over the first--
A woman-~ the woman: a nakec siliouette against the
glowing sky. She has risen, or rather, strzighteneé on

her knees in bed...
Somewhere in the city a voice is raiseé-- thrillingly-~-
in a saeta, that rough, passionate mele cry of love and

adoration...

"This is the Semana Santa: the hoarse, unaccompanied song

is being offered up to some Madonna in procession.

o
el

TEE WOMAN in the window-- gravely attentive, perfe
serene-- seems to accept the <ribute for herself.
After a time, she holds out her hand.
LINCOLN'S nakeéd silhouette tentatively enters the scene,
LINCOIN |
(his voice, cont)
It happened to me that in Spain 1
fell in love...

He 'is holéing something.
gives it to her.

We see that it is moneyv. BHe

wWith a woman in a brothel.

A SHUTTERED WINDOW
Clearly belonging to another place--

INT. A HOTEL ROOM IN SEVILLE

PAN TO: LINCOLN'S REFLECTION IN A MIRROR... He i
up in bed.

LINCOLN
(his voice, cont)

Next cay...
When I woke up in my hotel room,

I had a great £xight:

I had been drunk the nicht belore.
My head haé playeé a trxick on me...

Tha+ woman in the brothel---
There was no such weman!

Ko tosses tack =he sheet a2né sturbles ovt of bed.
H

No such woman coulé exisi--

Z srew ot a2nd ccif &ll cver...
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- - -

(S

K
S

- praresc

e, .

e,

-

v

(RN

AT A ey s
™ . A . _":‘_"'.' 'r""-"?'."';”."",!"'v'f"f?l’-r--n-r

op



\0

’_l

He luzches to the window 2né throws cpen the heavy
shutters.

LINCOLN
‘ (his voice, cont)
Yet érunk or scber-- all on my own--
I coulé not possibly have invented
such a woman...

EXT. BROTEEL - LINCOLN'S VP ~

-

as he hurries through the city.

->

LINCOLN
{his voice, cont)

I remember the little narrow stree:
in the o0lé gypsy guarter where it
stood. And the manyv smells there
in that street...

If ever I were to smell them again,
1'd feel that I'd come home.

NT. TEE 3BROTHIL i
I+'s still early morning, and the patio, with its
tinkling fountain, looks deserted. ‘

LINCOLN -~ BIS VP
He dashes up the stairs... comes to a door and Zlings

open~-

§4e

INT. BEDROOM - RIS VP
t is empty.

Then turning
sees here-~.

He moves up to her where she stands at a windwo in her
dressing gown.

in the corridor in a fresh cGirection, he

LINCOLN
(his voice, con%)

And +here I found her 2gain, just
as I remembered her...

Thev falli into each other's arms.
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LINCOLN
(his voize, cont)

We were always together aiter that...
I bought a small carriage for her,
ané we Grove about, suppPing at the
little inns... Ané often in the early
mornings we'd stop along the road and
érink a bottle o £resh, sour, red
wine, eat raisins ané almonds and
look up at the many birds circling
above-us...
April is a good month in that country.
The air is clear a&s hill water, and is
is strange that it is £ull of larks.
Ané there they sing at that time of
the year...
One afternoon we were on our way
back to the city... -

During these last words--

DISSOLVE TO:

LATE ATTZRNOON

OLALLA DRIVING

Wnipoing the horses into & gallop.
Her long dark curls are blowing out behind her...

LINCOLN
(his veoice, cont)

I coulé not help but see the.scar...

DISSOLVE:

LATE I3TI2NOON

EXT. LINCOLN'S HOTZL

OLALL2A brings their carriage to 2 halt, Zeaps down ang,
with her quick, swinging stride, moves into the hotel...
A groom comes forward to take the horse to the siadles;
LINCOLN is ¢iving him scme moneyv when he catches sicht

of something at the far enéd of the street--

EXT. TEE STREET - EIS VP
2 tall figure zll in black stands motionless in the

shadows.

INTERCUT: LINCOLN'S PZACTION
LINCOLN
(his. vcice, cent)

I was struck by th
I nZai nev

man whom I e

m ®
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LINCOLN
(his voice; con:
But ver- cften afiter that I would
catch sicht of hin--

SERIES OF SCENES:

A VARIZTY OF NARROW STREETS AND PASSAGEWAYS
AND SEVILLE)

The houses in these streets are all a cdazzling white.
Against this whiteness, LINCOLN keeps seeing odd
glimpses of the same cark anc€ sinister figure: an
elegant old gentleman cdressed all in black, with a
long cloak, and tall hat, and carrying a golé-headed

(CARMONA

cane.

LINCOLN .
(his voice, cont)

I never saw Lim with her, or in the
house... But he was in the street
whenever 1 went there, or came. away,

so that he seemec to me to circle

around her, like the moon arouné the
earth... Be began to make me

curiously ill at ease... I had the -
idea that he had some evil power over
her, or was an.evil spirit in her life.

I made inquiries: .
I learned he was a Jew Zrom
+erdam... Bis name was Marcus

. Kleek...

DISSOLV=:

ZXT. THEZ PORTAL OF LINCOLN'S HCTZIL - NIGET
LINCOLN and OLALLA arm in arm. (A week later: they are
éifferently dressed.) He knocks, and they stand waiting
for the porter to opexn for them... The hour is late...

_ Suddenly he catches sight of that same dark Zigure
standing in a passageway.

LINCOLY .
(his voice, cont)

I had ¢ ask her about

Ia the end :
I was 2fraid o what she

him... But
micht tell me...
"Querido," she saigd, "haven't you
noticed «hzt I have no shadow-- 2"
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22

23

24

The hotel door is cpenec... She smiles a% him and goes
in.

LINCOLN, more bewildered than ever, turns back ané
stares at the shadowy, cloaked figure still waiting in
the darkness...

INT. LINCOLN'S BEDROOM

He f£inés her s<anding at a table where flowers ané Sr-iuis
and cold wine are invitingly laid out. She is £illing a
glass for him, ané, as he approaches, she puts it in nis

hand...

LINCOLN
(his voice, cont)

"*About my shaéow..." she said.

She moves awav a few steps, and then turns back, her
eves twinkling, a2s she looks at him over the glass of
wine,

"That was an arrangement I made once

upon & time with the devil.

"I sold it to him for a little heart's

ease, a little fun,

"That man you've seen is only my oid

shadow..."

DISSOLVE:

INT. LINCOLN'S BZD - EAPLY DAWN

OLALLA ic asleep... LINCOLN, lying next to her, gently
1if¢s up one of those dack curls and, looking at the

scar, smiles tenderly.

LINCOLN
{({his voice, cont)

I could only thank Godé Zor that one,
tiny impeczfection.

Without it, how coulé I believe
that she existed?

How could I know I wasn't dreaming?

She has +turned away from him, but no% in anger.

3ut when I asked hexr how she cane
+0 be so badly burneé, she woull noT
answer--

-
’
- -
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DISSOLVE:
25 EXT. A SMALL VILLAGZ EIGH IN THZ SIERRA =~ SUNDOWN
The lovers have made a trip into the mountzins. They
ere on herseback. She is in men's clothes: the Andalouse
riding sogtunme, in thie epoch, still unchanged since Goya.
26 STRIT2 ¢ TIssOLV=ES: TWILIGET

She rises from the beé ané moves cai
to zne kic mizror. There is a gcid
ané she nolds this up close %0 her £
its reflected sparkle.

lv across +he room
cing on her Zinger,
ace, smilinc at

LINCOLN
(his voice, con<)

Instead she began to tezse me with
the names of all the great lorés
and princes and grandees who were

in love with her...
I laughed... I tolé her +that she
had no heart,

She stands motionless before the glass...

&2 3
LiTsT time:

Silence...
aAné now we hear her voice Zfor the

OI\.-E
Oh yes=-- I have a heart...
But it lies buried in the garden of
a little white villa in Milan...

He comes up behiné her. But before he can touch her,

she is gcne...
LINCOLN'S face, reflected in the glass, is shadoweé with

a little pain.
She is at the window, her back turned 4o him.
QLALLA

There will not be much there now...
For nobody will be weeding the
garden, or tuning the piano...

But +there is moonlight there, when
+he moon is up. Ané the souls ol

dead people...

She moves slowly out onto the balcony.

tocether into the town, following the sound ©of
né castanets.
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29

30

3

INT. TEZS COURTYARD OF AN INN =~

& rough, cheerful zlace, boilin
Games are being plaved, food is being pregareé a
anéd there is gypsy music...

LINCOLN
(his voice, cont)

il e
g with life...

About this time I began to have a
strange feeling... which I then
mistook f£or happiness...

NT. TEEIR SLEEPING QUARTERS IN TEE IN - RIGET

I - e
A place in the stables. They have made a2 bed in some
clean straw not far £from their horses. OLALLA is curledé

up under LINCOILN'S cloak. Her eyves are cliosed, but when
he éraws the cloak over her shoulders, she smiles...

He stands up... then moves out into--

THE COURTYARD
The cooking fires are smoking embers now, ané most of
the people here are sleeping.

LINCOLN makes his way to the gate.
door in the gate and goes out...

He copens the small

EXT. A HIGE PLACE IN THE TOWN -
LINCOLN stops here... It is as though all of Spain were
laié out under his feet...

LINCOLN
(his vecice, cont) .

The world around me seemed to be
losing weight ané slowly beginning
to £ly upwerds. .

It seemeéd to me that I might lift
the verv tower of the great’
Catheéral in Seville between my two
fingers. I felt ligkt-headed, and
took it as a foreboding of an even
greater happiness to come.

Now I know well enough what that
means:
"1« is the becinning of the last
farewell.

I= is the cock crowinc.

L 4

AS+er a moment, we hezr %7

JUST BEFORE SUNRISE

30

he scretching ©of 2 pen on saper.
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¢ DISSOZVE:

32 From the cdawn sky over the Sierra to a page ¢ LINCOLN'S
letter, as he sits writing i..

LINCOLN .

(his voice, cont)

The world was indeed on the wing and

going upwarcs.
But I, who was too heavy for +the
£licht, was to be left behiné in

desolation...
He signs the letter.
A FRESE ANGLE shows~=-

LINCOLN'S HOTEL ROOM IN SEVILIE -

The beginning of a bright morning.

LINCOLN is seated by the big window. He turns the pace

arouncé ancd pushes it across the table to where OLALLA is
reakfast chocolate. She is in negligee.

[FY )
W

£inishinc her
He is fully dressed.
Then~-~ assured that he

She gives him a guizzical look.
does indeeéd, want her to read his letier-- she tazkes is

up.
ringing for the early mass. Now

Church bells have been
they cease. She reads in silence...

Then she looks up from the page.
LINCOLN

My brother's ship is in Gibraltar.
He can +ake the letter home with hix.

Ehe puts the page back down on the tatle.
OLALLA
to tell vour father

You ask him there
married.

that we are to be
anéd with the hint of a

This is spoken in surprise,
guesticn. Her eves have gone back to the page lying

between them.
Zcxr her to speak.
Ias<ead, she rises, moving to the
§+i12 he waits, hoping she will return...
R )
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34

36

CLALLA
(her back to him,
ané breaking the
silence at las+)

They have vour horse.

AS LINCOLN rises: DISSOLVE

¥ bl

EXT. THE STREET IN FRONT OF THKE BOTEL

LINCOLN comes out the door. A hotel servant is holéing
the reins of his horse. He looks up at the balcony where

OLALLA is still standing.
The letter (now in an envelope) is in his hané. BHe puts
it in his pocket.

A red carnation cérops at his Zfeet. He picks it up...
It must have come from OLALLA, but when he looks she
makes no sign.

He kisses the flower anéd puts it in +he lapel of his
cozat. BHe mounts his horse, turning so that he can take

a last look~~-
But she is gone, the balcoay is empty.

A cloud has moved over the sun. A wind is star+ting up.
... It blows reé petals from the flowers in their boxes
on the balicony. They scatter down into the shadowed

street.
Worried, and a bit bewildered, LINCOLN starts away...
At the turninc of the street he catches a brief glimpse
of the dark figure in the tall black hat...

He rides on.

DISSOLVES: THE OPZN COQUNTRY ~ SUNSET -

LINCOLN riding over %the long, dusty road...

TEE AFTERDECZK OF A BRITISH SHIP? OF THE LiINZ - TWILIGET
The harbor of Gibraltar only dimly suggesteé... a f£itful
£lare 0f lightning over the Spanish coast...
SECOND LIEUTENANT CAMES FORSNER is LINCOLN'S vounger
brother~~ very conscious of his own rectitude ani ol the
dignity attached tc his resplendent uniform... e nhas
been spelling out the contents c¢f the letter by the
£ading light: an& now, 2s he looks up, LINCOLN, who has
lissle apart, approaches him.

; g
been waiting 2 listle apart,

SJAMES
(choosing his
words with care)
~inx our father is an honest man...
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36 LINCOLN

Yes?

JAMES
I'é say that he deserves an
honest letter.
(slapping the
letter for
emphasis)

Dammit, Link, there's nothing

there that tells him flat out

what that woman veally is.
(gslancing at
random for a
phrase)

Only... that you cannot live
without her.
(looking up,
with simple
gravity)

Yet... you know yvou must.

LINCOLN
If£ I +ried to go away Zrom her,

this hear: of mine woulcé co
running after her Iforever.
I know that. .
JAMES is impressed, in spite of himselZ, by the '
simple sincexity of this decleration... :
JAMES
{patronizing but
affectionate)

Well, Link... you're & poet...

LINCOLN

That's what I usedé to call
myvsels... It's only now-- Zrom t
her-- I've learned the meaning i

‘g'.
k

0f the words we use in poetry.

MBS

JAME
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LINCOLN
Tears... heart,.. longing... stars...

Stars in particular., There may be
other women whe are self-luminous
ané shine in the dark like +toucnhwood,
... Have vou ever met them?

Of course not; and you never will.

JAMES determines not to rise +o0 ¢his bait. He resorts
€0 reason, but rather heatedly:

JAMES

Link, old chap-- let's say your
little bit of gvpsy phosphoresence
giows just as brightly as you say
she does. But you don't really mean
to marrv her? Ané make her come

with us to England to cuxr father's
house? .

LINCOLN remains stubbornly silent.

JAMES
(cont atfter a

moment, in a2 sudden
. burst ol anger)

God's body, Link! What is all this
but just another one of vour alffairs?
You should have had vour £ill of
those by now—-

LINCOLN
{cutting. him ofsf

Yes-- where do they begin? The
drawing room-~- with flatteries and
banalities and a2 little furtive
stroking of the knee. Ané then--
it's supposeé to be the climax)=--

they end up in bed.

But Jaimie, +his affair of mine
becan in bed. Ané now it's grown
into & kind of courtship=--

JAMES
(agein breaking in)
You've admitteé it vourselll! This
wonde=zSul amour ¢ wvours &ll started
in a whorehouse!
Anéd =hz+'s where it's going to ené.

36
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INT. TEZ 3RCTHEZL IN SZVILIE -

LINCOIN brushes past the servant at the door, ané racges -
through the patio and up the stairs,... ;E
He reaches the door of what haéd been QLALIA'S room 0
before she came to stay with him at his hotel... The

door locked: he kicks it open.

A half-éressed -MALE CUSTOMER comically confron+s hixm,
A fat PROSTITUTE is cowering on the bed...

m™he olé, bedizeneé PADRONA o0f the establishment comes
scurrving down the corriéor, cuickly followed by a
little crowd of WHORES, 2nd a few curious CUSTOMERS...

LINCOLN

She's gone:! My rooms in the hotel
are empty. What have vou done with

her?-- Where is she?=--

THE PADRONA
Sefior-~ the woman vou are looking for
is dead.

LINCOLN
(a wild cry)

Deac?!
TEE PADRONA
A sudden fevor. It was over in a2
single night--
LINCOLN
{berserk)

A fever? That's impossikle-- I'll
LI |

have the truth-~ !!

Ee has seized her by the throat ané she can't speak.
Some ¢f the men ¢ry *to putll him off...

ONS,O? mEE WOMEN (IMMACULATA) puts a hané £o LINCOLKN'S
Zace and pulls it arouné so she can whisper in his ear...
What he hears produces 2 great change in him. Ee throws
0fZf +he PERDRONA, and wheels to Zace the little coows...
arzs =0 cive way for him...

Iz o
T~ +ha guiden silence he st=rifes out ¢f the scene.
o M/,
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INT. A BODZGA -~ ~TZ NIGET
This is a poor place, the rescrt of smugglers ané peity
thieves. & few card plavers are grumbling over the
last stages of an all-night game. A prostitute,
entering in some furtive haste, acknowledces their
greeting. This is IMMACULATA, the one who haé whispered
in LINCOLN'S ear. She is almost whispering now as she
sits down next to him where he sits slumped over z tadble
by the window.
' IMMACULATA
I have a £riend, a customs officer
-~ He saw her--

LINCOLN raises his head ané looks at her with clazed,
red eves.

LINCOLN
Where?
IMMACULATA
There was some talk of Santiago-~-

(clancing over
her shoulder)

It woulé be worth my life if the old
woman of the house shoulié learn of

+his...
LINCOLN

They +told me she was dead...
IMMACULATA

Yes, thev were well-peid for that.

He puits monev on the table in front of her.
It was all on the same night vou
left Olazlla for Gibraitar--

(she picks up
the money)

She was gone right afterwards,
within the hour-- by the North Road.

T TR AT

By public coach? .

She cives him & shrewdé look, and doesn't answer. He
+osses his whole puzse 2zt her. ‘
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IMMACULATA

(covering the
purse wizh
both hancés)

You must have seen his carriage in
the town~- the .big handsome one--
dark, and foreign-looking.

LINCOLN

{with sudden
intensity)

Then he's the one who took her-~ the
0ld man in the tall hat!

IMMACULATA

He didn't take her, no Sefior.
There wasn't anybocéy with her.

She was 211 alone.

TRANEITION: A SERIES OF QUICK DISSOLVES

(Locations as named.) '

I hurrieé nocth

avail...

LINCOLN

(his wvoice)
+o0 Santiago... To no

I thought of Amsterdam-- of Marcus
Kleek... I found his house; and
lezzned that he was always +traveling...

after himee

Rumors sent me chasingc &ft
from Dresden to Ocdesse...

Just once,

for z brief mement, 1

rriage~~ turning

thought I saw his carzi
into a dark street in Prague.

But of my own Olalla there was nowhere
ary living trace...

£x™. VENICE -

o dd o o

- es

been toc many Zzuitless
s

=e

- amese

(ZIN FACT, CEIOGGIA)

LINCOLN
(his voice, consd

§ in Venice that I Zirs: got

civan up by then-- there'é
jo

-

4 omen meas
LTnEeTLACE .,
- =

cf Carznivel...

T e oees

v
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LINCCLN is in nis ordinary éark +<raveling cloak, >u
because the customs oI the carnival are not lighsl

-

-
be disobeved in this city, he wears & mask-- & simple
one... He crosses the s.ene ancé enters-—-

INT. VENZITIAN GAMING PLACE
The gamblers and lookers~on are all in the carnival

disguise of the old Venetian tracdition: huge cloaks as
black as night, and the sirister, beaky chalk-whis

masks...

Wandering iély up to the gaming table he throws & coin
The Wheel of Fortune (a

or two on one of the numbers.
kind of primitive rouvlette) stops 2t his number and he
wins.

A WOMAN seated just across £from him appears %+o have
lost the last of her cash on this last plav, ané as the
others are busily placing monev on the different numbers,
she pulls a ring from her gloveé finger. The croupier
nods acceptance, and she puts the ring down on the.

scuare of her choice. LINCOLN bendés forward, peering
The diamond is the *1g“t s*ze...

intently at the ring.
and there's no mistaking the strange form of the gold
mounting: it is OLALLA'S ring.

LINCOLN

The croupier is about to spin the wheel, but
stoos him with a gesture, then drops on his own number

a whole handful ¢ golé pieces.
LINCOLN
Will this cover it?
The croupiér is pleased to acree... The wheel turns...
and again, LINCOLK wins.
He seizes up the ring, starting at It aviély

LINCCLN

(turning to the woman)

My lacy--

TEZ WOMAN sits immobile in her beakeé mask ané Venetian
Mantilla. (Could this be OLALILA?) ... LINCOLN never

takes his eves from her.

{(af~er a2 silence)

Le+t me sta2ke vou TO another hour o

so of zlayv.
Ye empties his purse, leaving an impressive pile oI

goléd over TEZ "OMAh'S aumberx.
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ané site éown nexs %o

LINCOLN walks around the table
money, dropping it in

her. The WCMAN cathers up :the
her own purse,

Then the two giloved hanés move up to the mask...

LINCOLN walits, very tense.
Suddenly, the mask is whipped away.
Beneath a frizzled and implorable red wig, two eyes,
glittering with intelligence, peer out at him from
behinc another mask:-~ a mask of simple avarice ancd
complicated wickedness. This is none other than DONNA
LUCETTA BOSCARI herself, notorious from Vienna to
Palermo, expert in poisons anéd aphroéisiacs, zrocuress
to the higher clergy, and 2s we have seen-- a hoplessly
adéicted gambler.
DONNA LUCETTA
(as she unmasks)
My dear... if vou imagine that you've
made a purchase, we can at least,
unwrap it for you.
Well aware that the English Miloréd haé other expectations, .
she contemplates his cEisillusionment, her naztural malice
seasoneé with a certain capricious affection. .

DONNA LUCETTH

Unmask, Signor. Return the compliment.

He coes so. She looks at him with approvel.

You are new +o Venice. Tell me who

vou are.
LINCOLN

I am a man who wants +to know about

this rirng.
DONNA LUCETTA

Ané how éo I adéress you?
LINCOLN

That's not important.
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DONNZ~ LUCETTH

The son of old Augustus? Oh, I
knew the o0lé lorxd very well.

LINCOLN

(scarcely

containing his

impazience)
That would have been my uncle. My
own name is Forsner-- Lincoln
Forsner. And now that's settled—-
what about the ring?

DONNA LUCZETTA

and the reason for this interest?
(with 2 cudéen,
rather cGreadful
coguettishness)

I suspect a gallant and romantic
reasoN...

She sees that LINCOLN is unwilling to go into this.

Mio caro Lincoln-- Forsner-- Mortland,

deaz~~
I-- who am so famously kinéd to all
the lovers in the worlid (except, of
course, my own)=-- in all candor, and
in the most perfect frankness, inform
vou that the ring in guestion was a

if+ to me from a great Prince of the
Church... Bis name? Discretion seals
my 1ips... dut ¢olé... my dear, may
sometimes open tnhem.

LINCOLN
T do not care about his name.

o S
]

DONNA LUCZTTA

Ah, but he éid... and that, carissimo,
was my gooé& fortune.

His emminence had rather curious,
even dangerous precelictions. 2anc
since he knew that I ccould lay v
hands on certzin... specialists, he
was cooé enough to express his

gratification in the most generous
terms.

andé
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497 Here DONNA LUCZTTA'S face is shacowed with an annoving
recollection.

DONNA LUCETTA

Net, however, cn the last occasion--
which, incidentally, was ihe death of
him. )

All I got out of that business was
his blessing, and a relicuary studded
with smell rubies in the worst
possible taste.

She rises.
I exchanged it at Lombardi's Zfor the
ring which vou've just won from me.
LINCOLN
Lombaréi's?
DONNA LUCETTA
The colésmith on the Via Volpe.
and now her natural malice shows-- 2s cheerful as it is
thoroughgoing:

If you want to learn where he got it--
you must ¢o o Rome, my dear--

And see if he remembers-- !

She vanishes, like 2 witch in a Zfairy tale, between the
hat=like cloaks a2né skull-wnite masks of the Venetian

carnivel.

CUT TO:

50 LOMBARDI'S SHCP IN ROME
LOMBARDI himsell (that
raftsman) Is peering

at LINCOLN'S ring.

respacted jeweler and mastes
throuch a pair of double specstacles

LOMBARDI
(2f+ez & silence)

~he éiamoné mounted

2 curious design...
bezween licn's wings... ¥es, ané 2 fine
stene.

(looking us a2t
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50 LINCOLN
(by now, seething
FW\ . . wz*h -mnazlence)
) I éién't say it was?
LOMBARDT

(with outstretched
arms)

Excellencia-- neither &id I! Yet, in
these cases, there is alwavs room fcr
doubt From whom dic I purchase it,
after. all’-- a peasant, a poor

waggoner from the mountains.

I have a servant-- Ginc-- he can tell

you Zrom just where. Thev're cousins,
believe...

LOMBARDI returns his attention to the ring for another
silent ané intense menment... Then, érawing 0fZ one pair
of spectacles, he places the zin¢ in LINCOLN'S hané.

| I must confess to vou, Miloré-- the
story they told when it was brought to
me, was S$O... improbable... that I

1 .
believe it-~- !

,.gm\ DISSOLVE:
' 51 ™. THE INN - LINCOLN AT TEE WINDOW -
' LINCOLK
(his voice as
narrator)
That story brought me up into those
mountains...
She was there...

& STORMY NIGHT

Or haé been thece,

I knew that much Zor certein. &he

had come to live in 2 smail country
village somewhere up bevoné that pass...

How many vears ago?... Haé I the
slzghtest hope of finding her...?

All these things were running throucgh
my miné when the door openeé anc two
voung men came in Irom the cold night

outside.

They enter in a cgreat flurry of snow.
Thg fivgs ig APVID CGUIILDINMSTIRN, cavalxy officer,
ﬁ“ c¢ashing devil of a felliow whose splendid appearance are
zlmost ecual to his seif-esteem. With him is 2z young
American whose true name is never mentioned <<NCOLN

ae wwam

(who, as it hanpeﬁs, kaew him beforce) nzcxna:ea Rim
2, abcve everything,

ol Hﬂ - - -
—ova §

t:ue-hearteu -y

vl ™ =
- mae & emamcsnte

'?"Om'—- & goeé,
an arient drezmer. He walxs
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As they come in they are in ceegp conversaticn with the
INN PORTER.
PILOT
There's not a hope then, is there?
THE PORTER
No, sir-- not tonight.
PILOT
(turning ¢o
GUILDENSTZRN)

You see~- just as I toid vou.

GUILDENSTZRN

Yes, but with £resh horses, damn it

alle~-
GUILDENSTERN
(con%;
+0 the PORTER)
I'11

You'd better show me what vou have.
be the judge--

PILOT
take his word,

taéins—-

I think we oucht ©
Guildenstern, he knows these moun
Moving towaxd LINCOLN.
And here's 2 gentleman who looks to
pe in our own situation--
(2aééressing LINCOLN
Girectly)
I take i<, sir, you're also hoping to
get throuvgh that pass?
LINCOLN
£iné anvone tonight who's

I can't
wiliing to attenmst it.
PIiCT
(turning *o
CUILIZNSTZRN)

(a2 brezaks ofZ, and
curns cuickly dack)

-
> (a-ao-h‘
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By Goé, it is:

2
F €9

PILCT (cont)
(moving closer)
¥hno'é ever +think =o
finé you in_this Zorlorn, forcotten
corner of the worlé-~ I'm Frediie
Hohenemser, remenbex?
€0 GUILDENETEIRN,
with a laugh)
'Pilot' =~
<0 LINCOLN)

Didn't vou? Because vou haé a little
éog callec Pilot, ané you thought I

lookeé like him.
(€0 GUILDENSTERN)

But he used to call me

T™is was in Englané when I went there
with mv father~- :

Here he breaks off, realizing that he has been bakbling
on, anéd rememdbering his manners.

Lincoln, my old £riend, permit me to
resent my new friend, Captain
Cuildenstern Zrom Denmark--

Mr. Lincoln Forsnerc.

The Captain clicks his heels.

GU-ZLDENSTERN
Your sexvant, sir...
I think

Ané now, for ail ouxr szkes, I
I'1ll go look in the stables--
(«o <he PORTEIR,

2s he Lttrne back

[ V-
+0 +he c&oor)
Come, fellow--

THEE PORTZ

.

You'll be lucky, sir, with the best
horses in the worlé, if vou can make
it through the pass tomorrow.

DILOT

.
-y -

(with a wicde griz

think it's pretity clear now thét

ve won Our bet.

(sxi£2lv) .
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pILCT
(zfcer a slight oause)

OLn?

GUILDENSTIRN
(with colé severisy)

We arcued the point. You offered me a
wager. I &id not accept.

PILOT looks at'him wi+h some astonishment.

I could never have accepted it. I
am 2 man of honor.
PILOT
's ¢hat

0f course vou are:; but what
got to do with it?
GUILDENSTERN
turns to the
PORTER, in an
angry shout)

Open that cdoor, will vou!
ORTER, paniomiming the hopeless view he takes o
-~ somey &

TEE PORTER, :
this, opens the doo: ané follows GUILDENSTERN out.
DPILOT comes ant sit

s

-

LINCOIN is seated by the fire.-
down next +o hinm.

PILOT
(lowering his voice)

You ané I, Lincoln, we're friengs,
aren't we? »

LINCOLN

0f course.
PILOT

(s+ill more cuietly)

Bu:t Guildenstern... Well, we nmet at

the ‘!rs way station, we've been

fellow traveiers for just two cays.

I haven' t wanted to confide in hinm

wha+ in all honesty I RKnow I must

-e-’ you' L

hcu

_ﬁ - -
& - e -
LINCOLN is uvrnomp

ressed, but milély amuse

g? he had some startling Tystery <o é-sc-cse"
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LINCOLN
I don't care much for other people's
secrets, Pilot.

PILCT

You won't care for £his, lincoln.
You might not care to be seen any

longer in my company.
(abrupt change
o< tone)

Is this the frontier?

LINCOLN
(with a faint smile)

The border's on the other side ¢f the
pass.
PILOT

I was afraid of that...
(2 hoarse whisper)

Linceln-- I'm a fugitive from justice.
Se waits a moment for the effect of this to sink in.
I've just come from Lucecne.

This obviously, has great meaning for PILOT. Just as
obviously, it means nothing at all to LINCOLN.

LINCOLN

Lucerne?

PILOT
‘ (with grim significance)
The Thiré of Merch...

He pauses. This a2ir of high drama is absolutely sincere.

In Lucerne, iincoln, that was a
famous day.
LINCOLN
T ¢hink T éié hear of some fighting
~heére in the stree:is...
2ILO7T
+~hexe were barricades...

he barrigcaies.
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LINCOLN,

PILOT st
pride:

fie turns away, moving

~INCOLN
(still milély amused)

Were you indeec?

I was wis

incresdulous,

PILOT
the rebels, ‘Lincoln.

tries not to laugh in his face.

LINCOLN

You, Pilot=~ & revolutionary?!

Ta

ightens, speaking with a sort of tortured
PILOT

I don't know what I am-- not anymore...

But I know this: I shot 2 man.

LINCOLN
(af+ter a beat)

You shot him dead?

PILOT

The Bisheop's chaplain~-- the Bishop
of St. Gallen's chapizin.

+o0 the window...

Tor a time he stands there, stering out at the storm...

Finally ’

Al

er a moment

he ge:ts his courage up, and speaks:

PILOT
{con<t)

There was a woman in Lucerne--- a

milliner...
he stru¢gcles on:

They say her bonnets are a nmiracle
of art and elecance: Madame 1Lola--
Feshionadble ladies know that name

gll over Europe.
= “wo in LINCOLN'S éirec

v
O

a2 hesitant ste

Thev zlways +clé me that
revolutionaries are +the wors:
scum of socieTy. =t <hat's not
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LINCOLN <ries to hide his amusement with &s serious a
face as he can manage.
LINCCLN
This... er, Lola of vours-~ is
reveolutionary?

a

PILOT replies with touching simplicity.
PILOT
if she's s+ill alive.

(then, with sudcéen
intensity)

Oh, ves,

And lincoln, I believe she is!
That's something which I mus:s believe.
As long as there's a breath left in

my body, I shall go on seazching for
her...

LINCOLN gives him a close look, struck by the news that
someone else proposes to go enflessly searching for a

woman.
PILOT sinks down to the bench below the window.

2ILOT
{cont,
after a moment

I £irst heard about her Zrom the
olé Bishop himself...

The OTEZR TWO tuxn to him.
It was in my uncle's house, the
£irst night of my visit... My uncle,
who's in retirement in Switzerlang,
was in the Consular service, and he.
knew about her, tcc.
They &ll &ié&, a2+ that dinner teble...

SLOW DISSOLVE:

LUCZRNZ:
INT, T¥E DINING ROOM IN THZ VILLA

oup of &3fluent turghers foing Zfu

& CT
izrce and heavy mezl...
SILOT is the only cuast under sixty.
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.+« Oh, as a ccnfectioner ¢f +he

very latest thing ir ladies bonnets,

it woulé appezar that this "Madame

Lola,” a2s she calls herself, is

scmething o 2 geniug=--

AN OBESE LADY QOF FASEION

(speaking wi<h he:r
mouth £ull)

That's t-ue, Your Grace=--

PILOT'S UNCLZE
(with a sneer)

Fashionable millinery is not what
interests the »olice-~-

AN OFFICIAL

(in some sort
of cress uniform)

That's verv t=ue!

snarling laugh sweeps down the table.

TEE BISHOP

This much is known for certain:
+ha+ shop of hers is nothing less
+<hen the clandestine headguarter
of the most dangerous radicals i
the ciocese.

AN OLD DANDY

Ané o think +hzt handsome weman
is their leader...

FILOT'S UNCLE

mhere's not a2 man in that whcie
scrubby, unwashed gan¢ of hers who
woulén'%t éie for her.

THZ BISHEOP
(grimlv pleasel

e dmy

¢+ «he prospect)

They may have their chance to co

X o
just that...

2 VERV SLOW DISSCGLVE--
~ligr, finmighes o= the wexri “shes.™

star+ing ear.ler,
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LUCERNZ ETRZZITS - NIGHET

IL0T is making his way through the 0lé parst cf <he town.
2ILCT
(os; narration)
After 1I'é been warneé so strongly
against this "Madame lolz"-- +the
Sirst thing I diéd, of course, was
to go looking for her shop...
Running figures-~ soldiers and civilians-- are glimpsed

distantly. Shouts are heard, and a rattle of muskesz

fire...
Fighting had already broken out in

the city, and I could only get
there by a network ol side streets...

EXT. "MADAME LOLA'S" =- . NIGHT
PILOT approaches by a side cdoor. Peering through the
window, and between the elegant hats on display there,
he can make out 2 surprising amount o movement and

excitemen=... He ventures in--

INT. "MADAME LOLA'S"
From doorway to garreit, the whole establishment
boiling mass oI people.

2 man in shirtsleeves, stanédinc on the count
an impassicned speech... Others, with 2 kiné o=
gooé humor, are shouting out a revolutionarsy sonc...

unter, is making

£ +his. Incdeed, he

PILOT £inds himself caught up in 2ll of
has scarcely entered when the entire crowé surges out
into the s+treet (through the front dooxway) c&ragging

him with it.
EXT. THE STREZIT OUTSIDE THE SHOP -~

PILOT
(os)

I'll be damned if I know how it
heppened, but 1'éd hardly cot my
wits toge+her when I found myvself,
of all places=- on 2 barricade!

2nd +here she was herseli--

commanding the wihole thing and
ursing us all on £o battlis--

e T an o s
- -

-3

(A8 "-

¢y b
G120

NIGET

L

o

G R Y

n
&%,

K1
Voo s

SYmtevpe e o, .

L T

o7 v——n
T TN T Wy v Ay e



- e .- e

— e— . -

—

56

w

~)

[ X5
.

PILOT
(os; con<)

1) mm

By God, Lincoln, she was wondersul
loading guns like that, ané hanéing
them out to us, as calm ané nea+ as
if she was just trizming bonne:s!

e .

Bullets are flviﬁg... The town militia can be seen
advancing on the other side of the barricade, Ziring as
they come... In the éistance a cannon is being 4rundled

into position...
LOLA puts a gun in PILOT'S hands-- and carried away by
all this excitement, he fires it-- ! ... Ané a great:

cheer is raised,

SLOW MOTION:
The death of PILOT'S victim...

Then PILOT himself being shot in the lec.
Z£f the top of the barricacge....

As he falls (still in SLOW MOTION):

I¢ blows him

SLOW DISSOLVE
back £o--

THE SCENE AT THE INN
*“*ng this PILOT'S VCICE, theﬁ PILOT himsel:

completes

PILOT
I was struck éown, and dropped like
dead...
T woke up in a cdarkened rocm with
Maéame Lola bancaging my leg. She
tolé me I had killeéd the Bishop's
curate, and the revolutionaries

looked upon me as & bdbrother.

I+ can be seen that PILOT is much moved by what he has
to say.
PILOT
We talked together... all that “1g“..
... We talkeé about-- me in particuliar.
abcus the creat things she was sure
was to accompiish in the worid.
He is cuizte lost in this memorv.
I+ seemed o me when I was with her,
«na%+ sz>mehow I had gotT up very hich--
pusgids <he o0id woxlsi I was used to.  (econs
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[21)

S€

LV

PR IR ot LT LRI AN ,

STNMRO N s e e rpaam

had L 2N



pILOT

{con<)

-1

w

She mace nme feel I unders<oos i
Life, tne worls ancé evan God~-

s s

£

ANGL
GUILDENSTERN
know that kind of woman. I&'s a
woman to beware of. '

PILOT turns to him, stastled, and rather angry.

PILOT
I was speaking to mv friend.

GUILDEINETIRN flashes him & conciliatory grinm.

GUILDENSTZ

I'll have to ask your pardon, then.
I never =ry to be an eavesdropper.

I found some decent horses in +he

stables, but the weather's getting
woIrse=-

with an expansive gesture he incdicates

entereé with him carrying a botilie ang
I +thought some branéy might imdrove
tnings. Here~-

some glasses,

He fills a ¢lass ané puts it into PILOT'S hané.

GUILDENETERN
Let's érink to your lady...

has been filling the other %wo glasses.

TESZ PORTE
o0 GUILDENSTZRN ancé the other <o LINCOLN.

gives one
Ané let's all be frienéds... shall we?

mhev have no choice: they érink.

GUILDINSTERN ptis an arm around PILCT'S shoulder
T was maybe 2 bit short with you 2
Lli=tie while ago about the bet...
'l ask vour :ardon for thet, too.

(incluéing LINCOL&)

+the PORTER whec has

fde
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ILOT is conrfiderably mellifiecd,

Please...

He pauses
continue,

Be hesitates

churlish

Witsh & s

The O0th
vehemen

g

GUILDZNSTE

No, I think I shouléd explain-- The
£ruth is that I'm not able to
accept your wager because I've
sworn arn oath never in my life ¢
make another bet.

in the expectation that he will be asked to

Now that's a real storv I coulé

tell vou=-- 1!

But, first, I think we haven't
heard the rest o yours.

PILOT
oh, there's not much more.

for a moment: then decides it would be

not o go on.

It must have been the medicine they

gave me... anvway, I woke up in a

carriage. They'd tut me there while

I was sleeping. It belonged to an

clé Jewish gentleman, 2 friend of

Madame Lola's. He tcld me I'd be
if I was gone by sunruse--

szfe if 32

udden movement, LINCOLN rises to his Zeex.

She... she was 2lready c¢one. I
don't kaow where-~ I still don't know.

LINCOLN
(bursting out

sudéenly)

I+'s crite cleax to me that I'm a
VS - ]

ivzle ouvt ¢ my head-~ !

<-ws leok at him, surpriseéd by the unexpecte

= <«=ig reaction.

o
-

= =
& CT TOSiE

2IL0T

~iacoln?

P
=20% 8¢,

(he cuts himself 0Zf%)
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<INCOLY
Your voung woman of 4he béarricades...
vour Zamous Dbonnet-maker...

He is choking on his own worés. A confusion of emotions

stifles him.
PILOT

She wasn't voung... She wasn't

anvone of noble birth.
(simply)

She was just 2 milliner from Lucerne.
(2£ter a moment)

But if... if£ I cannot £inéd her, I...

I may ever £iné

I don't know where I

myvself again.

2 deer, tense silence...
GUILDENSTERN feels oppressed by it;
the mood a little.

he seeks to change

GUILDENSTERN
Who'll have more brandy-~- ?

T™here is no replv. He moves to £ill their

LINCOLN
(quietly, to PILOT)

Was he... an 012 man, this Jew of
vours? <
GUILDENSTIRN

Mine was.

LINCOLN
(wheeling o him)

Your wnat=~- ?

GUILDEZNETZIRN

My rich olé Jew...
(to PILOT)

Tlye =zZ one in oy own life, too.
Was veurs in & talli hat?
PILOT
(wide~eved)
Yes...?

[¥]]

classes anvway.
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trumpet somewhere in

sem e ?‘,sm-a\.

LSNP i |

Ané a creat cloak? Anc éié ne
carry--

PILCT
(breaking in)

A golé~headed walking stick?

GUILDENSTERN szares back a+ him.

GUILDENSTZRN

That's rather cueer,

trgently through <the wailing of
the storm.

Then silence.

LINCOLN
Coulé

i must say...

it be possible all three of
us~- in our three separate countries--

A édistant sound is hea*d° plain:ive and sustaineg,
the winé-~ the cry o a

have all been hag-*lcaen by the samne

sinister old Jew?
GUILDENSTZRN

And if he is?
G0 wish our two women=-- ?

.

mis last was o PILOT:
has szié earliexr, he turns back to him.

... three?
LINCOLN
How far is that from lunacy?!

GUILDENSTE

{grim)

You'd better hear myv story--

Aczin there can be heard the far-oif
trumpes.

TET INN PORTEIR hurries iInto scene.
window, s::uggling into his great
cmrough the glass.

TEZ INN PORTZR

-, g, T amen
o e mar s a o

T™hat was & 2%

- e -
<z, ..-S:E:'.-:C-

What coulé he have

tc

: then, remembering wha+t

calling o2

L¢1)
~1

rising

SINCOLN

+the

e stops at the
coat ané peering

earp v
C e N

P
R

Dt .‘;..,‘,:'.. bR ALY it wabitia Do 00 PV
PR o K

L/ am il aantd

——
T

-
)

P



wn
~1
;}i
|4
i
‘v
O
o) ]
.
S
(¥}
~1

I'm sure I heaxs” it. There's a coach

out there...
opens it ané goes cut.

He moves ¢o0 the docr,
sits motionliess, cazing into the

A pause. GUILDENSTERN
fire.
GUILDZNSTERN

The ©lé Jew owned 2 team of Aradb
horses...

The other two Zix their eves on the new storvtieller,
waiting for him to continue.
They were such norses as a man could :
only éream oZ... By Christ, but they :
were beauties! !

The rising wind moans at the windows, shaking the

shutters. .
But I'C best c¢o back, belore those :
horses... t0 the woman.

(to PZLOT)
She was a far cry from ycur .
bonnet-maker. You'd never £iné i
Roszlba on a barricade~-

&, listeainc.

T™he other two lean Zforwaré, c
. . ¢
LINCOLN :

Rosalba=~ ?

I+ can be seen that <he thoucht of
CILDENSTERN In:to 2 sucden, cuiet rage.

wizh a snarl

this woman has driven |
He answers zlmest -

GUILDENSTERN
Madame Rosalba... Or, more propexzly:
iagemoisell eww-
{through clenched

S st g mams

2 b'.- - -
sa- - Gt \--‘-.. E i X —a I

The celekrztel,
He pauses, making an elfort to c-ntrol his Zgelings...

mhen, with an abrupt change ¢ <ene
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GUILDZINETZIAN
(cont)
Does the Generzl Zamula mean anvihin
to vou gen:lemen.

mheir looks are blank.

The General is dead~--

He breaks ©0Zi. Thev hear acgain the faint crv of zhe

post-horn...
Then silence.

Well...
He culps down the last of his brandy.
long, moaning cust of wing.

If what happened to me seems wild
ané fantastical-~- more like a ghost
storv-- believe me, it's no fault

of mine... ‘

There is another

A SLOW DISSOLVE TO:

A STATUZ OF TEI GENZRAL - !
Carved in marble, outsized, fiercely erect...

GUILDINSTEIPN ) :

(his voice, o

continuing the '

stozry)

Among his countrymen it seems the
Generzl's a hero, 2 ma*-v* +o the
cause of 4he Sparnizrés' '1ghtful

king...

e e,
\ .

e s . T
. . .

FRESE ANGiZ:
EXT. A PARRX ~ JUST AFTER SUNSZIT (FRANCZ)
T+

: femzle ficure kneels at *He bese 0 the pecest
+itude of praver, bu: now as she °1ses, .t can
flowers

is an attl
be. seen the+ she has been lavzng a2 boucuet ol

gt the st a“ue'= feet. This is ROSALBA~- excuisitely

1 in white...

austere, ans &.l

~-ciras e
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oraver is noT =

GUILDENSTERN o
(his voice os;
cont)
The rebels killed him. Ané ever since,
his bride~to-be-~ this same pious
spinster, Rosalda-~ has consecrated
her whole life to his memory--
ressing in eternal white, and feeding,
I was tolé, only on lenten dishes ané '
tap water... ‘ :
ROSAL3A tuzn rom the heroic atue of her martyred
fiancee, and moves away=-- an excl amatory note 9% whize
under the dark +trees.
GUILDENSTERN, at a discreet remove, watches her procress.
He can't be certain, but there is Jjust 2 possi b;lit_ that
she has caught a glimpse of him.
EXT. A CEURCH 6C
A Sunéay morning on a sunny day. .
2 ¢group of townspeorle, the rich ané titled leaders of :
local society, is watching with great interest as MADAME :
ROSALBA, her eyes on an open prayer book in her ;
white~gloveé hand, moves up the steps andé into church. ¥
¢
GUILDENSTEZRN, near the church door, gives his rather
splenéié moustachios & thoughtful caress. .
GUILDENSTERN :
{his voice,
cont) :
FPor a2 man like me, o course, such
& woman 1s .2 cha:lence... s
Was she indeed, impregnatle? H
The cld war-horse raises his head at t
the souné oI the trumpet. :
I naé to meet this paracon. ;
And soon enough I managed it-~ right ;
after mass, thanks to my good Iriend, :
the Baron Clootz... ) i
DISSOLVZ:
INT. THT DINING ROOM IN A& EANDSOMEI TOWHIOUSZ - DAY
. - - - L - . ’
CLOOTZ, an excuisite 0id candy, sits at the heszi oI his i
-able, the LADY ROSZL3:A 2t his right. Dinner is about ;
fo begin, btt when it is realized the: RCSAL3L'S head is |
bowed in fraver, the others hastily Isllow sulz. The i
noT triel, l
i
}
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Today this would be calles luncheon parsv, but in «h
v-:-in 3 t‘.le

last century, ané in the provinces sar=iculac=lv
hour for dinner sas still in earlyv afternoon.
This is a very different social affair from that c-oud
of guzzling burghers in Lucerne. The BARON'S cuests
are gt:ictly Zrom the aristocracy, ané this being ;
garrison town, there is a liberal sporinkling of

smart~looking officers from GUILDENSTERN'S cavalry

regiment.

(1]

Among all these elegant people, ROSALBA, in spite of the

extreme severity of her white éress, is somehow the
most elegant of all.
astonishment. She eats most delicately, ané with

downcast eyves. For all the guests she is the object

of a discreet but fascinated attention.

GUILDENRSTERN, at the other eng ¢f <he <table,

her as though hyvonotized.
During all the above his voice continues 0.S.

GUILDENSTERN

0l1ld Clootz is qne of these new
millionaires, and knows how to spend
his money. Be's famous for the
excellence of his table, ané his
cellar is supeck.

But lLaév Roszlba, all demure, drank
water, ané ate only lentils ané éry
bread! .
Now somewhere-- in 2ll this scturff--
was there a bolc ziece 0 deceit?

Por &ll that I could +ell, this swee<
wnite swan ¢Z purity might be counting
the number of her secret iovers with

]

the beads of her rosary-- .
INTER-CUT: TEZ TWO

She never looked at nme...

Or if she éié, it wasn't more

once. And ve:i, v the living
that weman was aware of me...

+«han
Chxrist!

CICT con+tinues through shis transit

Hexr host watches her with amuseé

stares a<c

-

e N v e raa e
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INT. BILLIARD ROOM

GUILDENSTZIRN €2
(in the scene)
Have you ever in vour whol:s life
seen anything more beautiful-- ?
As it_turns out, this more or less rhethorical cues+ion
has referred-- not to the lady-- but to 2 magnificent
double team of Arabian horses drawing a splendié carciage
past the open windows of BARON CLOOTZ'S billiaré room.
€3

A small group oI GUILDENSTERN'S fellow cavalry ofiicers--~
gay blades anc gallant swashbucklers to a man-- are at
the window ogling those wonderful horses. (This is
another day, and theyv are not~~ as they were at the
cdinner party=~- in full dress uniform.)

BARON CLOOT2

I know how vou chaps feel about i%:
As you well know, I'm ar old Colonel
£ the Cavalry mvsell. It strikes
me to the heart to see such horseilesh
in the hanés of a ecivilian~-- ané a

Jew.
A YOUNG OFFICER
They szv he'll soon be on his way again.

BARON CLOOTZ
{rather sharoly)

T™e HEebrew gentleman won't be leaving
: with <hose horses. No, I'll see to

that. I'm buving at least one c:I

them.
2 murmur of pleased surprise... CLOOTZ, delighted by
+his response, turns Irom the window to Zace his

voung guests.,
. BARON CLOOTZ

Yes, ané what's more-- I'll put the

horse up for a prize, ané one 0% vou

shall win it.

mhis is creeted with a jovSul roar. There isn't one eI

+nese gallant gentlemen o the cavalry who isn'<

positively luszing for that nocse. . .

Pirs+, o course, I'll have to have
cmeshine Zrom vou punters-- make it
gix louis &'cr ezlece.
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In this lit<le circle, a bet cf any kind is +he mos:
weiccme of Giversicns, Ixcitement is eleciric as gold
coins are eacerly counted out Onto the green fel:t o the

pilliard table.

The YOUNGEST OFFICER~- +this is probably his first time
ist a cuestion:

as the 3ARON'S guest~-- can't resi
THZ YOUNGEZST QFrrfICER

A lottery=-- ?
BARON CILO0OT2

Rather more spor+ting than thai, I
venture, call it a2 wager.
(addressing the
whole group)

If you'll give me vour attention,
gentlemen, I'll lay down the
conéitions~--
T™hey listen, crinning with anticipation. ZEach point
cets a delighted reaction.
You are to drink, each one of vou,
three bottles of wine before the sun
goes down today--
You are to ride three miles...

And bed three Eifferent women!

Now tell me if that's not a pretty bet?
-~ three miles, three bottles, and three
women. If one of vou can finish all o2

+hem, he wins the horse!
izh a practiced hand, hes

During this last the BARON, with
been scooping the money into his handsome velvet purse.
Be now brings forth a watch-- a splendid hunter-- opens
the 1ié and places it in a mazked manner on the table.

In a2 guick chain reaction the hint is taken and

agoreciated.
The BARON moves <o

L o
-e

+he éoor ané opens i

BARON CLOCT

is short; +the race is cn~-

The time
sheclve vou from all courtesies., 3e
cZZ with vou~-- !

(1]
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In a2 moment cnly GUILDINSTERN remains. He is as eacer
for the came as any of the others, dui there is an
exsiting cemplicetion, and he feesls the need to coniiie

BARON CLOOTZ

Well, now, nwv dear olé fellow--
éon't tell me you aren't takiag on
my wager...

GUILDENSTIRN

My dear Clootz, I'm goinc to win it
This, if yvou'll permit me-~ is the

first of my three bot:zles.

He raises a bottle ©f champacne, and the BARON, with a
graceZul gesture, agrees he may dbegin on it... He
does so.

BARON CILOOTZ

£ I were vou I'é Zavor this--

-

Be incdicates another wine. GUILDENSTERN sketches z bow,
ané the BARON, much amused, £ills a glass for him. &s
he érinks--

And +the women?

GUILDENET=RN
(wizing Rhis
chin a&fzer he's
Gowned +the wine)
I'1) bag the Z£irst two on the wing...

- e -

o T R

2s foxr the thixe

e doesn't primp, but this next 1s very cooly
+o his own reflectica: .

fe has caucht 2 cglimpse ¢ nimself in a

well... A5 it hagpens, that aspointment
is alreasdy mace.
You'd never believe me iZ I <2lé you
who it is.

BARON CLOL2TC

UILDENETIRN

S ey vy o
- AR

A L

e e

[N

ERLRE L R

X A~

Y Sun
..

O i )

At ada Satale s 2
I0A M

RS

AP AR )

a3
'Q.'

. .

LNt ekl
1M e,



O
(V3]

This was lightl
ted

calcul

e

ARQL CLOCTZ
(the gambler's
cleam in his
eve)

Would vou care to wager?

GUILDENSTERN
(surrendering
with 111 grace)

I'm afraid I'¢ lose.
BARON CLOOTZ

Of courrse, vou wouléd. 2né if I were

you, dear Zellow, I'é approach that

specizal, that particular package

rather gingexlv... They tell me she
hezrs voices anéd has visions.

GUILDENSTERN
: (irzita<ed)

They even say that she's a saint,

BARON CLOOTZ
It's also possible that she's a witch.

v spokexn, but we guess that it has Iis
eZfect on GUILDENSTEZIRN.

You've haé a rather long anc arduous
campaign, haven't vou-- Tagging along
af+«er her all these weeks. Doing
gooé works in that Zree hospital ol
hers, visiting her orphanage, bestowing .
charity on the dese-ving door...

-— ate b
COnversaticn, I shculé :h;nk, muss

have been rather heavy going.

GUILIDZINSTZRN

SV b adiv s
I ever talkef to her about my soul...

That doesn't seem to impress her very
much.
(change of tone)

Do vou really think that she's 2 witch?

S2RON CLOOT2
jear fellow-- let's hcpe she Is

movr e M E T e
SUILDENSTIRAN
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v - —_——2e WONEAT.

v

o

(PY)

cAL AN A

LR vy
MEEPEIRN LI 4

L MR

2t s e

TP SAN e g%, e w e L,
eyt .o .

AR N



63

64

He holés ur

3ARON CLO
Thezre's 2 mystery 2150 to this wine.

p his glass to zhe licht...

in my vineyarés we keep the grapes
unpicked for rather longer than is
usual with other wines, anéd they
develop in this way a peculiar
conéition: "Purriture noble"...
woulé you translate that--

dow

GUILDENSTERN
Noble rottenness?

SARON CLOOT2

The zight woré, cf course, would
depend on your own palate. But wisl
this Madame Roszlba there is, how
shall I sav, an atmosphere...
GUILDENSTERN

Yes~~- By Gog!... 3ut what?

BARON CLOOT2Z
Exactly... Is it the true odor of
v-= or that nokie putrelaction

sanctity
which gives the speciel flavor to

nis wine?
(2 slow smile)
Well... by this evening, vou shall
have vour answer.
GUILDENSTERN
Bv this everning I'll have her-- Anc
I'1ll have that horse!

He *urns ané strides away.

oy7 mrTn

CTT TO:
TXT. &2 LONG, STRRIGET, ZUST
CILDENSTIAN

(nis veice,
his story)
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Cn a lazhere

A SMALL
Bis voice continues:

me e

MEDIZVAL CHATEZIAU

GUILDENSTERN
(os)

I'cé thought it lucky Clootz's be+
was the same day a&s my rendezvous...

He leaps from his horse and plunges, rather unstea
foot through the castle cates.

DISSOLVZ:

Jm
- e

He mounts
His voice continues:

e f£inds

T3Z BED CEAMSZIR

——r
N,

2+ the top o ¢
with white flowe:s...
GUZLDENSTERN, nhis clothes covered wi

THZ CHATZAU
the steps in great haste,

-

THEE TOWZR STAIRWAY

GUILDINSTERN
(os)

I'd érunk two bottles--
Done my damned +three miles--

tumbling

anéd finisheé with two women~-- I had

reached Roszlba... punctuzlly-~- 2%
six o'clock.

door a2né throws it cpen--
the castie tower... cead white

to be an emply Toon.

?

45.

zZ3
6¢
gily, on -
£
a2s he ¢goes.
ané fillecd

¢h white édus+t, lurches

o 2 halt in whet seens
Eis voice ntinues:
GUILDINSTERN
' (os)
I+ was hot weather...
ané a thunderstorm was on the wav. The
aiz, in +that zouvdoir of hers up in the
tower, was thick with lillies...
There were TwO oSrvstal classes on 2
czrlge= wine was laié cuz--
One cglass is alreafy £ille€. He selzes it and
w=ireeilt gt Sirzee-- then with zn enforcel resd

~)

bowe

o
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460

laldddd D#:\“. - \i
-y -

(8 § S igeen) oV o - -
(con+)

The best wine that 1I've evar tasteé:
a éry Chateau Y'cuem.

A low roll of +hunder,

That... was my third bottle for the
bet--

Be breaks off.

The lady RCSALBA etherial-- a vision-~ blindingly,
supernaturally white.

The rumpled, red-eved GUILDENSTERN stands swaying in

almost

£ront 0f her, so thicklyv cakeéd with cust that he resembles

some hobgoklin roughly Zashioned out of the raw earth.
He teeters, then regains his balance, straightening under
her cool regaré.

+ is 2all too evident that, following his most recent
sexual explicits, there has been some negligence in th

acjustment of his cress...
ROSRL3A, 2all in white in that white room, is reeling an
swinging before his eyes... :
In the castle courtyazd an old clock has started tcliling
out the hour...
ROSAL3A speaks. BHer tone is £ri
a2 cectzin hint of irony as well.
ROSALBA

Do vou think vou will have time enough
for what vou’'ve come to co?

[p 1}

icdly severe, but there's

Wish & kiné of desperate snarl-- the sound of scme
wounded animal-~ ne throws himselZ upon her, tipring the
£ilmv, white material from her breast.

GUZILDZNETERN

There will be <ime...!

Thunder again.
e speaks verv cuietly, her mouth

She

is as though she ware shaxing & con
ROS2LB2
In & short hour vou must de dac
wi<h that cié lunach ClostI, wiao
~zis the dez...

- n -

ose +o his earxr. It

ci
=idence.

(411

[4})
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She

He

He

th
[11)

68 He freezes

continues, almost whispering--

ROSALBA
{cont)

That is, if you hope to be +the one
to claim hkis horse.

GUZILDINSTERN

dow... how did you know?

ROSALB2A
(cold as ice)

It's the sort of news that +travels
cuickly.
is vtterly abashed.

" GDILDENSTERN
I... I can orly say, Madame...

can't go on,.

ROSALBA
(simply, without a
trace of vehemence)
No... There is nothing vou can say.
GUILDENETZRN nas no option but +to contemplate this tzush
in silence.
2 mirror is close bv. There is something zlmost
ritualistic in her manner, as she turns him so.he Zaces
his reiiection.
ROSZLBA
The great stone siatue, the statue
of myv Cocmmandante...
She pauses... Greatly perpiexed, he stares into the glass.
KEave you forgotten it?
™ Be cannos Enswer siance none ©f this holds the slightest
meaning Sor hinm.
I'¢ £heought that Don Giovanni was
the zcle you ncped o play-- (Don Juan
we 22l him inm my ssumtrr,)  (sexnt
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You should remermber how hi
enés...
GUZILDENSTERN'S face looks back at him £rcm the mirror,
darkly £lushed ané running with sweatx.
In the last act “the grea* s+one

Commandante steps down Zrom its
pedestal ané comes after him...

Low thunger.
There is such a statue of my Generai--

GUILDENSTERN'S eyes fly to hers.

You want Rosalba to betray him?
The day she does that she will disappear.

She meets his frightened gaze in the mirror with a small,
melancholy smile.

Is it time then, Zor hexr to vanish?

... Perhaps...

ror wnat's Rosalba, aiter ali?-- 2

shininc bubble. Break her, ané what

will vou get out of it, Giovanni?--

only a little bit of wet.

There is no response +o this appeal.
The staring eves in the glass are so emdty that it's

possible to believe GUILDENSTERN has failed to recognize

the moment when she askeé fcr mercy.
But the moment has now passecd.
She draws herself up to her full height, spezking in %he
manner ©f a sybyl.
ROSALBA
(cont)
But then, wnho knows?--~ Perhaps it is
too late for vou...

You may be heazring sccon niis Zoc
rhis stone Iootsters ¢ the sI&El

Dezthly silence...

Her eves, moving to the tower sialrway,

in the same cdirection...

h
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Suddenly=~ z wilé gust of win

(O3 P9

cpen with a crash.

A mightr bolt of lightning strikes.

- .
€ SL.aTI2rs are Z.own

fter a moment, GUILDENSTZIRN'S VOICE is heax?d ofZ screen,

- oo

as the storv:ieller:
GUILDENS

That's when I saw it--

T™e scene is £rozen in ROSALBA'S tower as hi
continues, ané is joineé >y the voices

<he inn.

TERN'S VOICE

(os}

his voice
£ ¢he ozhers in

GUILDENSTERN'S VOICE

(0s)

Tha+'s when I saw the scar=-- The orand

on her--~

PILOT'S VOICZ

scar=-~ ?

(os;
breaking in
very sharply)

LINCOLN'S VOICE

What sCar=- ?
..- :Ns

It ran down from her ear:

white snake-=-

[

=
you saving?!

or +he love of Chriss,

ot

™he scene is as we lef
o] .’..g feet..‘

TI1LO0T has risen TS nis

A pause.

{os)

TRN'S VOICE
(os)

e small
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Once acain we hear the far-off cry cf a2 post-horn,
gignalling urgently above the wing.

pILOoT
(half to nimsels,

in a hoarse whisper)
A white snake...
LINCOLN, t20, has risen-- his face white as death.

LINCOLN
I‘m Greaming=-- !
GUILDENSTERN
The wing was &rageinc back her hair.
The lightning showed it ¢t2 me plzain--

PILOT
(breaking in)

But in Lucerne--
LINCOLN
By now I'm certain that I'm Creaning...

Here thev become aware of movement in the road ouiside.

PILOT
My Zlola-- she had such & scar...
The sounés-- mufiled by the snow-- of a coach ané horses

drawing up.

LINCOLN
The next thing that will happen is
+he thing that harpens in ny Cream--

He turns, facing the door...
LINCOLN
The door will open...
I+t will be Olallsz...
She will come walking through that
door... swiftly, as she comes alwavs

in =y dreanes-~-~

A pause.
m™e door ovdens... halfway.
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HE INN PORTEZR'S VOiICl:Z €9

Come in, come in, Xnadige Frau-~- all

is in readiness.
TEZ PORTER has opened <the door, but he is on +the other
side ¢ it, and out of sight.
A brief, tense silence... Then the door opens wide.
A2 WOMAN enters.
She stops just inside the door.
hides her face ané ficure.
Ber MAID comes in behind ner, the INN PORTER following.

TEE INN PORTER

Your rooms, Knadige Frau, are waiting
for you there-~

A hooded black cloak

(he indicates zhe
édirecsion)

But £irs+, while we collect veour
lucgage, there's the fire... '
i

to the MAID)

Conme. - .

Exit the PORTER and the MaID.

teps lead up to 2 raised ares by the entrance. The
WOMAN, stanéing there in her great :traveiing cloak, )

commanéds the room in silence.
mne TEREZZ YOUNG MIN are motionless, staring up at her...
T-.2 wind has cropped. The only sounc is the low ticking .

of 2 clock...
The WOMEN s+arts 0 move.

ﬂ

she is coming toward the fire--
stancé there watching her...

cuickly ané cuietly, on her
rocx.

LT P
LY

For a moment it seems that
approaching the THRIZ who

instead, she passes them,
way into the ceorzidor ané to her

In another moment she is gone.

0f the +hree, LINCOLN is the fizrst to spring into 1
He piunces £&own the passaceway... Then stops, and tu
helplesslv back to the others.
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LINCOLN cannct speak.

EILO™
Ne~- it cannot be...!

GUILDENSTEZRN
it can't, but just suppose

of course,
it ige- !
ause.

If we could ask...

LINCOLN
wWho o we ask?-- Khat ¢o we ask?

Is that the woman revolutionis+?-- The
milliner? 1Is that the mystic, some
Carlist General's eternzl bridge?

Or is she-~ as I think she is-- a
Spanish whore?

He*e GUILDENSTERN roundés on TEE PORTER who is jus
ring the scene.
GUZILDENSTERN
Who is that woman?
THE PORTER
She is 4he womzn, sir, in number
nine...

GUIZDENSTERN grabs him by the throzt

Room number nine-=
CILDENSTZIRN
(starting to
- strangle him)

THE PORTZIR

Goé help me, sir, she is Frau
Heerbrand, wile o‘ +he Councilor ¢©

rlssers...
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-
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THE PORTER

(con%)
In Altdoz<, gentlemen, Frau Heerkrand
1s respectec-- highly respected, and
known 2s a fine caxd player...

SERIZS OF SCEINES: EALLWAYS IN THE BACK PART OF TEE INN
LINCOLN has entered a crazy criss-cross of passagewavs
a labrynthine puzzle of dim and nerrow corridors +that
seem t0 ¢o on twisting and turning forever. BHe is
searching for room number nine...

The dark ficure of a woman suddenly breaks out 0f the
shadows~~ running down the hallway like a star<led :zir
LINCOLN has

EURN BCN IS |
[URENE RN

-
~
- e

Then, just as suddenly, she disappears.
recocrnized her: it was the LADV'S MAID.
Confused noises seem to be coming Zrom ouvtiside the inn...
LINCOLN hurries to a window, wipes away some of the
£rost, ané peers out--

Bt he sees nothing... only a vacue sucgestion of men
and horses moving through the snow in the dark night...

~3

LINCOLN continues his search...

2t last he finés the room... But hesitates before he 7

knocks... )

Wnat will he see~~ ? What will he say-- ? .

Suddenly, he notices that the door is not cuite closed... |
the crack--

wWith some trepicdation, he peers through

The room is empty. i
He enters i+, 2né looks arounc... ‘ n

(LZNCOLN, once again, finds himself in a2 deserted -oom.)
LINCOLN crosses :

Muted noise from outside in the snow...
to the beéroom winfow=- ;
ROOM or OSTLR is moving near the house with a e

A G

lantern... By this éim and Zitfuvl light 2 éark silhotette

(2il too familiar +o LINCOLN) is outlined on the wincow...;

T™he tall hat is unmistakakie! ;
)

furiously at the coating of Zrost.
face close to the winéow pane, ané he
okl the eyes of MaRCT

£inds himselZ looking Eirectly int

- abp
TITZX on the cther side of the ¢glass.

™hen the swinging lantern lurches away, the window goes
dark and LINCOLN can see notiing... 3reathing heavilir,
he waits... Is KLEZK cuz there still, ang looking in &=

|
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£--jous decision, he dashes Ircn

-

mmen, making a sudden,
the room=-
«nrough the naze of passagevrys—-
ané out the docr=-
(STUDIO)

£irst

EXT. THE INN -

mhe blizzard is 2t iss werst,
completely aisoriented by the bit

SNOW. e«
Finally, h

is at
and éziving

anéd LINCOLN
~er wind

e manages toO pick his way along the wall to
THE INN STABLE

mgyo OSTLERS are closing the big wooden cate.
approaches them, shouting wildly.

LINCOLN

where's he cone to?

LINCOLN

Wheze is he?

+he two CSTLERS peel throuch the whirling

Numb with cold,
Englishman.

spnow at this masd

T xnow he's here! I
saw him ¢ roughr the winaow.

Now LINCOLN nimself

mhev don't kxnow what tO answer.
what has happened.

s=ruggles <O make some sense ozf

There must

have been & second
carriag... i

FIRST OSTLER
Yes, i+

2iwg

Another carriage?
came soon after the

.
ElT~-"
e

-

LINCOLN
Look there-- :
Ee poirnts.
HIS V2:
THE INN - (STUDIO)

r=z ROXD QUTSIDE
a carriace

é:m shape oI
11, up the

wi1:inding snowi

-t -

make out +he

<h-ough the

—INCCLN'S vOoICz
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“C:'f < must pe rezlly going mad!
T.7% - s ol

ees WOET &m I seeslng tThare wizh

QY Two eves?

The carriace has Zisespeeares inee tha dzrikness and
-om.
3aCR 70 SCINZ:
ZINCQLN
(scunned)
I+« vanished... like a chost.
{srliing himsel:l
together)
3ut, neo=- I saw it!

Saw what, Lincoln?
0 face hin.

LINCOLN

How long have vou been

wheels

2ILCT
Z just came.
LINCOL:

L]

vou woull nave

> =~
- o
ke -

wonder...
ecognized that carriace?

(after a beat)
Pilot! I saw the man himsell. I
saw him throucr the glass in nis
+2l) het-- I'l. swear o it.

Piipe!

DORTER
(coming Zfcrwarsd
inzo =cens)
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THZ PORTELR

ir, Z've just shown him &2 hi
room.

LINCOLN wheels to face him.,
LINCOLN
An old man with a stick?
THE PORTZR

Yes, six.
’ LINCOLN
Wha+ does he call himselZ?
PORTER
He dién't give his name.
LINCOLN
(raging)

Then ask him!«- Is his name Marcus
Rleek? Is he from Amsterdale==- ?

PILOT
And £rom lucerne...?
THE PCRTZR

The olé cexntlemzn has locked his
ané tolé vs that he's not

(¥1]

[¢ 1

f-‘.

door

be distu:bei.
Tor & moment LINCOLN clares at hiwm, then dashes ouvt oI
scene,
INT. THE IKN
LINCOLN bursts throuch the door, and with FILOT close
his heels, zuns into the passaceway.

-t

G""' INSTEZRN, loeming ud out of
<0 ha--.
GUZLDINSTZRN
She's gone.
D" A
E i -

the shadows, brings
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They

=arn

UoLOERSTIRN
(sucdenly
shouvting)

The woman's ¢gone, I tell you

t0o the PORTER 2s he comes t0 scene.

THE PORTER
That was her coach just now,

gentlemen. She orcdered it out again
I

almost the moment she arrived.
don't know why-- but something must

have happened here...
LINCOLN

(his eves
narrowing)

What o vou mean?

THE PORTTR
(with 2 helpless

saxrug)

Well, sir-- to make her change her

pians--~
GUILDENSTERN
And just what are the ladyv's plans?

. THE PORTER

The monastery:; she told her driver--~
GUILDENSTERN

By Goé! It's just where I was pound

for--

wINCOLN

What monastery? Where's she going

aow=~ ?
GUILDINSTERN

T™hne »ass... it's by the pass--

THZ PORTIE

3evend <the pass.
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TEZ PORTER

Sir, to discbey Frau Heerbrand--
that ¢trulv is not possiltle.

She is no ordinary woman.
GUILDINETZIRN
So it would seem!
PILCT has turnecd away ancé is peering out the window.

IleT
Wha+ terror... what cdancer coulé
have driven her out there, zlone,
in the dead of nignt, amongst
wilé mountains?

THE PORTZIR
The coachman was 2Zrazid to gc.
She paié him a great sum of money.
It was & matter of life and death
to her.

LINCOLN
Get me another coach-- another
iriver. I'll pay him twice as much--

GUZILDENETERN
I'll aéd to that. I'm coming, %to0o.

PILOT
ané 1I.

LINCCLK
(curaing to the
other two)

Yes, there's nothing to éo now

but follow her...
DISSOLVZE:
T, TET ROAD LIADING TO TEZI PASS - NIGET
NCOLN'S coacsh fighting its way through the bliizzarc...

e
going upwaszis all txe

IND., TEE COACE
LINCOLN, PILO™ and GUIZDINETIRN -undieé to their =zars
in cloaks ané shawle anf sza-ves...
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g2 FZLOT
tIyYing to look oux
tne coach window)
Ané it's bevcnd the pass~--~ !
tO0 GUILDINETERN)
Was it vou that tolé me that?

GUILDENSTERN
I<'s no more than 2 week ago thet I
first. learnec abou+t the place...
Have I shown you=--

(he breaks of:s

Where is the damneé thing?

PILOT
Here--

wn
0

(18]
[ ;8]

He brings something out ©Z his great coat pocke:, showing

2t to LINCOLX seazeé next £o0 nim.
I+'s a prayer book.
GUILDENSTERN
it was hers.
LINCOLN stares 2t Lim.
Afterwards—-- when that business in
the tower was over-- I founé it
somehow in my hand.
LINCOLN
And vou've kept it 21l <his time?

GUILDENSTERN

(2 bit abashed
by the cues<ion)

Helf & vear... pezhaps a <rifle
onger. No%t uvenir, damn ite-
long ot as a souvenir, da +
the thing's valuable...

The coach bumps ané lurches on. £-2r a moment,

continues.

cay to return 1%,
Vanished-- dag and

smazll chate2a she'cd

ready emptyv... (cont

b il e e Ly i e T Y
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Then last week a book
up some o0f mv old £
caught s;g“b cf it, an
worth a fortune.

PILOT has been turning the pages. 1In the uncertain
light he tries to show them to LINCOLN.

PILOT
The illuminations...

GUILDENSTERN
They're in 2 special stvle, i+ seems,
that could only come £rom one certain
Place--

LINCOLN
The monastery...

GUILDEINSTEZRN

I had anyway to get back to av
regiment again, so I thought: why
not? 1I'd come this long way rouné
and see if I could £finé a2 clue--

Suddenly the coach gives a particularly violent bump,
keels hzlf over to its side ané stops altogether.
mhe COACHMAN tears open the door to 2 great cust ¢ wind
ané show.
THE COACIMAN
{shouting over

.\
-he St..-.u)

We'll go no fu=-ther tonight,
gentiemen~-

Thev star+ to expestulate, dut he cuts them oif.
We'ze stuck fast in e &rif

ZX7T. TEE RO&D

mhe s=orm is +too loud and fierce Zor an \Y
discussion. They +tuxmble out, and the win
knoc..- bn —) \-:‘“-. *

Dﬂh
:

Doutling cver lixe ol men, they take up their pursuis

on Zoot...
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They are all but tlinded by the falling snow, dut z+ a 91
place where the road turns steeply, thev cannot fail ¢o )
see the large, sguare objec- locming up in £ront o3

them: TES WOMAN'S carriage leaning crazily orn i+s side

in a deep Crifc,

LINCOLN jerks the door open-- °5

There §s 2 piercing shriekx. It is the WOMAN'S MAID
crouching in terror on the carriage floor.

THEE MAID
(she can harély
speak)

She has... gone on...
The three men leave her there, ané start away again... %6

Afcer time, the ghostly calling of a post-horn comes
rising over the winé...

GUILDENSTERN stops and turns.

GUILDENSTERN
It's damn hard to believe=-~ bus I do

think there's another coacih...
somewhere behiné us...

SERIES OF SBCzZNES: ‘ 57
LINCOLN is movinc much cuicker than the others...

Soon his fellow travelers are like éim shadows on the

snowy road...

Torn by the wlnd, he strucgles on...

e comes to a nlace where the road crows even steeper.
SLCAean, through the mist of the loose, whirlinc snow
iven a’ong the g*onnd like smoke Zrom a caxnon,

-NCVLN catches sight of a dark shacow, not a2 hundred
vards awayv.

iz is TEE WOMAN. ) 100
~INCOIN cuickens his pace... She seems to disappear...

~hen %o appear again... He's gaining zazpidly on her.
ANGLE: 102
Two doleful figures on the road: GUILDENSTEZRN, dead
tired from the clixd, is forced .o hel the limping
PILOT. Thev have takern off the lantern wnlch was stilil
burzing on TET WOMAN'E coach. PILOT nolds i: aloft,

trving to sisrce the darkness ané the whi -ing snow
aheas...
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102 ANGLZ:

LINCOLN reaches THE WOMAN,.. Her lonz cloak sweeps
backwarés... klows acainst his face...

)2
o
tJ

In a monent they are under the wilé winter moon in a
tight embrace.

LINCOLN
Z don't know what o cdo-- make love
to you or kill vou.
103 ANGLE: 103
PILOT and GUILDEZNSTERN still fighting their way up...

They can make out LINCOLN ané THE WOMAN standing
together... They see THE WOMAN collapsing in a faint,
nd LINCOILN taking her up in his arms and carrving her,

a
PILOT ané GUILDENSTERN increase their pace...

ANGLZ: 104
rooking for shelter, LINCOLN finés a place under a great
projecting rock, almost a cave. Here, where there is

some relief £rom the ferocity of the winc, he does his

best to make TEZ WOMAN comfortedble... She opens her eyves.

He watches her with 2 kind of desperate wonderment., She

has regained her balance a little, ané seems cuite calm--
but somehow totally remote. She turns her face to him.

A pause... £illeé only by the wailing of the winé.

| 2
(o]
s

LINCOLN :
You look a+t me as i I were &
tranger--
He t2nés forwazé, staring deeply into that empty Zace.
As if we haé never met...

Sne does not answer. There is not a hint of recognition.

ANGIZ:

CUILDENSTERN comes stamping into the cave. Eis first
sight of THE WOMAN brings him to & sucden hal:.

GUIIIZNETZIRY
(2 loud crunt
0f astcnishmentc
ané triuvmph)
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PILOT, his eves shining with jorful recogniticz, limos
quickly forwaxg. -

PILCT

Dear, dear Madame Lola--

He breaks off as she turns to him, a vague smile on her
lips. 5He cazes at her with pitiful intensity, slowly
reacéing the perfect blankness behind that smile.

GUILDENSTERN
(with an ancrv
leer)
Lola? Call her what vou will, <his
is my Roszlba and none other~- mv
sainted bride of the stone stazue!

PILOT
(in a small voice,
like a child'’'s)

I beg vou... don'st deceive me--

She turns her eves awayv from him and looks vp at the
moon... PILOT can see that he's been ta2lking to himself
The knowledge shatters him. He érops on his knees before

her in the snow.
At this, THE WOMAN rises cuickly to her Zfeet.
LINCCLN moves, just as cguickly, in front of her, almost
whispering, with great intensity:
LINCOLN
Tell me the truth-- !
She opens her mouth as i to ecxy out.
The truth, Clalia--

She +rrns ané staris awayv. Acain, LINCOLN blocks hers
Da b.‘l

Wnat is it vou're so frightened cf?

GUILDINSTERN, shie’é ng his eves from the ériwving snow,

o oo ani * ant o'nb

is a+ the cave's mouth, peering into the ca-kness.

Tet'e 2lmost here-- +thas other
1

carriage. =
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104 L-NCOLL 10:
Still ¢o THE WOMAN ’
Still half whispering)
The clé man, is i+?
GUILDINSTEIRN
It's the Jew-~- I'm sure 0% it!
Right on our heels~--~

LINCOLN forces her

Are you afraic

to meet his €ve.

LINCOLXR
that he'll ca<tch

vith vou at last?

She seems
inveluntary gestu
it

Or is

- Lucerne...

Bis head is bowed,

as

o shzke hezr
re.

if he wished

heasd

a2t this-- a2 sm=zll,

somecne else?

PILOT
(a low anguished
mu=nar)

to bury it in the

snow 2% TEEX WOMEN'S feez.

*hose great things you tolé me of~-

gll tha+ I shoulé accomzlish in

the

wo:ld... I've forzotten most ¢f ii--
LINCOLN'S eves £lick from PILOT to GUILDEN .

LINCOLN
(increculous)

Patse... Zer upturneé face is white as & bone.
Or... is it me=-- ?
Fe waits, horrifieé by his owa guestion.
In the silence, she cives =im a long, €axk, radiant
look...
PIlCT
(nig nszd sTill Zowed
2t TEZ WOMAN'S fest)
But VOU mMuUsST S2veE TE... SEVEe De...
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104 The 1loox in the WOMAN'S eves seems fypll ¢f meaniac.
LINCOLN struggles to fathom =, and, failing, £21ls
into a sudden, towering race.

LINCOLN
(shouting)
Why so confident, Madame?

Silence. Even the winé had ceased.

GUILDENSTE2N
(a low angry
mutter)
Let's have an end <o this... -to all
this mysterye--

He snatches up the lantern, holding it high, the lighe
fallinc on the WOMAN'S Zace.

LINCOLN
(very sharply)

You seem sO certain that I'm on
your side--

GUZLDZNSTERN

Just one thing will make me certain--
a small brown moie, low, on Rosalba's

back=-
PILOT
My Lola had a scar--
GUILDZNSTERN
They z2li haéd a scaxr! The moie will
do me Zor a starte-
He sour’s really dangerous. He 1s about to tear the
clotrhing o2l the WOMAN 'S back.
She shrinks away. LINCOLN again steps in Zzont of her.
LINCOLN

Give me the &Lruth... The truth, and
+then 2'11 figh+ the werldéd for you--

Cnoe 2né for 21l-= fell ma who wou zrs2?!
- - : v < - -
The *wd s5iand staring into each other's fxightenel

faces...
Suddenly, withous the slichisst warning, she TsesaXs

< - - eecenmem
=0 & 2
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There is no time to stor her. Fcr one second she seems
to liZt herself up witl the wind, her great cioak fliwins
about her as though she's taken winc..., ané then sne‘ ]
Eisarpears from sight.

LINCOLN is the Zirst +to star+ after her

l-‘

EXT. & STZEP CLIFT IN TEZ SNOW - (REAL LOCATION)

LINCCIN, moving very Zast, can't stop himself. He slips
over the edge anad, followed by a comet-~tail of powdery
snow, he slides down and down un=il an outcrorping of
cock finally breaks his fall.

There he lies motionless.

he WOMAN'S body lies much further below, spread-eacglegd,
like 2 dead bird in the snou...

VERY SLOW DISSOLVE:

INT, THE MONASTZRY - (FRANCS)
In a cack corner, on a pile of straw, LINCOLN lies

unconscious, with a bancdageé head...

He wakes to the slow, Zfunerial ¢olling of z bell...

He rises with a2 painful eZZort, and then looks helplesslwy
about...

Be f£indéds himself in a huge, cavernous place,

unimaginably old... hinting at myvstery, like the orzgre's

castle in some ancient fazirytale...

LINCOLN starts to wander, aimlessly, Zrom one grea:

chamber ©o another

Hoodes friars can be glimpsel everyv so often, at the
ené cf éistant corridors, moving silently in and out
amcng the shadows...

A sounc oi spur:ed bocts hurrying over the stone Iloccr;
FILOT rushes brezthlessly in<to the scene.

LINCOLN
(before PZLCT
can speak)

Where is she==- ?!

FILOT
(very
& mom

(ll «Q}
=4 ('
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They haven't Lold me thacz.
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111 PILOT is deathly pale andé, in some way, cuziouslw 11
diminisheé-looking. Clearly he has 5"‘fe'e~ some greazx
shock.

112 AZter a blank silence, LINCOLN turns away, continuing hilie)

113 his hopeless seazch... 1

PILOT stays doggelly at his sicde,

PILOT
I see the monks have bandaged you.

How are you Zeeling?

LINCOLN
Depresseé, Pilot-- cisappointec. I've
been made a2 fool of.
JCOLN walks on in silence.

114 PILOT 114

She was the one who bandaged me...
She ¢ié it very skiilZully...

_ (a beat)
Iin Lucerne, I mean, aZter the barricacde...
(another beat)

I +hink that everyvihing she &ié, she
éié most skillfully.

LINCOLN replies with great bitterness.
LINCOLN
I'm sure of it.

PILOT

(still kXeepinc at

his side)
Thev hié¢ me in a2 wine cellear...
The solciers czme ans found us there,
but she kept me in her arms with my
face covered.
We were to pretenéd we'd hac no part
whatever in the uprising-- that we
were togeiher there as lovers...
had the whole loang night with her
ne, ané Linccln=-- no rezl love
i: could ever give me sc much
iness...

‘U
'l

3ut i+ was just & comedy, O
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T™ey walk on in silence.

- Am
PILCT

She wasn't young... she wasn's
anyone cf noble birth. She was
just 2 milliner Zrom Lucecrne.

and vet... I édon't know what to
think or what to Zfeel about anvthing,
now I know I'll never talk with her
again.

This brings LINCOILN to a sudden halt.

LINCOLN
Nevexr?

Be has scarcely éares Lo speak the woré... He searches
b s

PILCT'S face... A heavy ctilence.

PILOT
These monks are famous coctors.
But it seems there's nothing they
cotld co...

Silence again.

They came with ropes after you Iell,
and éragged vcu up-- doth ol vou...

LINCOLN

(haif +0 nimsel?)

And brought us here...

(thinking Suriously

m™het must have been in stme new coach
oz ca::;ace...

PILOT
Well, ves...

LINCOLN
(sharply)

Perhaps Yoo
Couvlé i+ =

ecocnized i+, Pilot.
N
. vou £zrom Lo

one That took

1
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PIL0T
(nervous ané
sheepish)
Yes, Lincoln.
It was that carriace.

LINCOLN is in a sudden exaltation of rage... PILOT is
terrifiecd, and all the more so, because thig te-rible
anger i1s so deadly cuie:z.

LINCOLN
(a2s though
sniffing the
air)
He's here, then=-- ?
He's here in this place now?

PILOT

Yes, Linceoln.

(then, wi+h an
abrupt change of
tone)
What are you gcwng to do=-- ?
LINCOLN has startec cf:Z
stops, ané tuc-ns.

into the darkness... Then he

LINCOLN
i1f 211 things in the worlc are
ecuzlly damnable-- Then the time
has come to make a stané ané fignt!
I'm coing to cérive Zzte into a
corner. I'm going to kill him.

He goes.

..

sfter & stunned momen<t, PILOT hurries aZ<er him.

INT. A BUGZ, TMPTY CHAMBEIR
In sOome earlier ané more prosperous time perhaps, this
was the crand reiectory of the estadlishment. It has

2 bleak and unuses look.
"

'.‘
.J
wl

LINCOLN, PILCT a2t his heels, stumbles throuwgh the portal...

TEZ WOMAN (CLAZLA~LOLE-RCUSRIL3:2) is lying cn a stretcher
% - 4 DS mee e I XS % - o 3
here. I is £ifficgele T tell whether Cor not she ls
gxill kreatning.

ZINCOLXN sees her, mczicnlisss and deally sazle... Ze sinks
T nis xness 2eslle Zer.




~J
o
.

Are all things in the worldé zhe sane
to vouw?

I woulé have fought the wecrlé for
you=- if onlv vou'é been truthiul...

The OLD GENTLEMAN has stepped out of the shadows.

MARCUS RLEZK
The truth, voung gentieman?

LINCOLX raises his heacé and looks at his 0lé enemyv.

MARCUS RLZZEK
(cont)

‘Now that vou've cornerec her and
kille€ her, vou want the fruth?

LINCOLN ciscovers that 2lil his ferocity has érained
sucédenly away...

. MARCUS KLEZX
(cont)

I have known this woman a2t & time
when she was known to all <he worié
by her rezl name.

Before tkat I have known her.

I saw her first on & small theair

stage in Venice, ané she was then

sixteen vears ol¢c.

I bought a2 ville for her neaxr Milen.

a2ns when she wasn't traveling, she
szaved there, and haé many Iciends
around her

And sometimes we were &ione together.
ané then we usec *o lauch much

+he worlgéd.

Ané we would walk together in the
garden, arm in axm.

I alone, o a2ll people, knew her.

GUILDEINSTI®N s+irs in +he shadlows. {Cn+il now, LINCOIX

- e vV o - -—ce

%25 nc+ been zware oI hlis presence.)
- GUIZDINETZES
Yeu?-- vou were her lovarc?

- m— e
. .
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216 The OLD MaN meets his eve. Disnisses the woré wi<h
contemzt.
MARCUS KLZEXK

Lovers!... I have seen her lovers...
running about, vaoring arouné her,
flatcterinc ané fightinc...

No, young gentlemen-- I was her Zrienc.
With great pride.

At the gate of paracise when the
keeper of the gate shall ask me who
I am, I shall give no name ané no
position in the worlé. Bu:t I shall
answer him:

"I was the Irien€ of Pellegrina ZLeoni."
PILCT
Pellegrina=- ? NoO=- !

Ee stares a2t 0ld XLEZK Zor a long moment, breathing
heavily.

That... isn't possible!

217 ' LINCOLN
(on his knees 2%
her side, holéing
her hand to nris
face)

You're still... so colé...
DILCT

Doesn't the whole world know nher
storv? Why, ny father was in
Italv-- he was there that night

at the opera. She was the singerz--

XZZZK

=
Yes. She was +the greztest singer in
the world. '

LINCOLY is completely cblivicus to this last... He has
heen tlzcing the ring on her finger:.

pia o are 3
- aieV W W A ¥

(whispering in
her ezar)

- N . s .l s
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LINCOLN ccnt)
Tomorrow when we're salely down cu
oZ the pass, we'll meet the spring
in Italyv.
There it is sprinc now, ang& in Rome,
I think, the swzllows will be back...

Silence.

PILOT
(to RLEER, very
grietly)

Pellegrina's dead.

KLEEX

Yes, vounc gerntleman. I saw her
rave fillied. I raisef a monument
upon it. Pellegrina's dead.

PILOT tries to take this in... He £feels +that he has
somehow straved into & werld of ghosts... of the
wncanny...

At this, LINCOLN'S attention is suéddenly Zocussed on Lis

0l¢ adversary. Be rises to his feet. Beifore he can
speak, MARCUS KLIEK cuts him ofZf:

MARCUS KLEEZR

Pellegrina lLeoni, the Prima Donna
Assoluta, had in her-life two grea:
devouring passions. Ang what was
the £irst of these? It was Zfor
Pellegrina...

She was a devil to the other women
in the opera. It was a terriblie and
jealous love--

ZINCOLN
Angd this other~- who wes he?

MARCUS KLEZX
Hexr othexr passion?
It was not for- me, young gentleman.
turning his caze
PRt g

O maY v ddad )

T was, Z0r the Zirst hals o =y lile,
just such an tnha2dpy young mEn as you
gre... I was Tich, znd traveiesf much.
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He stoDs

MARCUS KLEZEX (cont)

I kep:t my own corps de bzlle: %o
erform beZore me ané my "zencs,

or before me zlone.

I had ¢hir

youtng girls who used to dance

before me naked.

to death, young ge“-leman.
well have dieé of bcredom, haé I

happened tc¢ hear,
stage in Venice,
Pellegrina Leoni.

Then I

And I was bored
I might

on a small
the voice of

for a2 mement, as though listening...

understood the meaning of

heaven and earth, of the stars, of

life ané death
2 subtle +hrill of sound

Is a voice sincing?

Is MARCE

RKLEZEK the only

and eternity...

is vibrating in the
one who hears it,...?

She took you out in a rose garden

£illed withn nzgn *ingaies...
é vou with her, higher than

lq‘b

- o

+he moon...

then

not
+thea<re

el ..

(then, with a
change 0Z tone)

The other passion of hexr life?...

That was for her audience.
proué princes and magnates anc
lovely lacdies 2ll in jewels--

for the poorest in her audience:

the
the
bu+
the
When
2ll her money,
for them. She
anything.

”hat in
their heaxt

gellezies.

S,

scah.e: her soul over
<hat was her

StaTS...

The ghostly music-- the
That is <he <=~
After the nicgch
there LZss Deex
matters.

+he opera she

+imes were hazcé she gave them
ciothes

and soié her
loved them beyvoné

cshovlé mels
that she shoulé
them like
true

eche of

dh, young centleman
t ¢ the é*sas-e*--

Not for

na D;ness.

a song continues.
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MXRCTS KIZEX
(afzexr a bries
silance)
Yes, She was not frightenecd... She
haé a brave hear:, vou know...

Byt I-- I was zf-aigd...

DISSOLVZ:

DOUBLE IMAGE: ‘A SEZP-ES OF SCENES

RIZEK remains Cimly on the screen with superimpositions
¢ the scenes nhe is describing...

INT. TEEATRE

MARCUS KLEEX
(cont)
Just 2t the moment she had made her
entrance, & flaning piece o canvas
£ell in front cf her...

INTERCUT: THE STAGZ
TEE THZATRE BOX

Pellegrina just went steadily on.
But then the scene behiné her burs:
into £ire, andéd the whole theatre
rose up in panic.

She lcoked for me, where I was
gsitting in my box... Yes, at that
moment of despair she lookec at me.

It was as if she meant ‘o say:

"Here we zre +to cie together, vou
anéd I, Marcus."

Thick smoke was spewin¢g ou:z, &né she
was hidden Z-om ny eves...

ZXT. eTR=ET

I got out somehow tO the street...
Ancé it was there that the news
reacheg us: Pellegrina, her
ciothes a.l aflame, was savec.

-
-

m

The peozle, when they hezzi th
she was saved, fell on their xnees...

~he lzst cZ the sececné images Zades away.
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122 TEI SCINZ IN TZT MONASTIRY is in the cieaxr.
MARCUS RLIZ=T
(conz)

I callec the Coctors ©f Milarn around
her. The burn which she hacd susferes
cuickly healec.

Pause.

But it was founé that she had lost
her voice. '
Feliegrina Leorni wouvld never sing
one note again.

HALT DISSOLVE: again a DOUBLE IMAGE

223 Over MARCUS KLEEK, as he speaks, the CAMERA moves siowly

124 among s+trange, twisted shapes:
THZ RUINS OF TEEX BURNT-OUT OPZRA HOUSE - (MINZIATTRE)

MARCUS XLEEK

. (cont)
She crieveé... she grieved for her
¢reat name, but 2ll her tears were
for her galleries... for those
poor people who'd cive up a2 meal or
2 pair of shoes-- the wages cf
haré labor-- to crowd high up in
the hot gallerv to hear Pellegrine
sinc... How were they to live on in
the dazk of night, when their one
star had falien, ané there was no
Madonna in the skies to snmile on

themw?

TET RUINS FADE AWAY... BALF DISSOLVZ:
225 2 DUSTY ROOM in which the motionless Zigure ¢ MaRIU
YIZTK ané PILLEGRINA can scarcely be made out...
#1s0 RLIZX as the storyteller can stilil be seen.
MARCUS XLEZEK
(cont)
ime, i our villa in MiZa=m, used %o
lightlv=~ l1like a2 May oreeze, l1ike

~m
Zly lighel
a

summer shower.

l.}

Bu+ now... 2 cav was liks & year...
2 night, ten years...
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She asked

Doison.

There s a2 low, muffl

MARCTUS

for peoiscn-- a
Anéd I cave it to her.

Xlz
(con

U]
tt

(8]

stronc

stirred to some vacue ﬁnc-gnation, moves a step or two
the direction of KLEEK.

The CLD MAN speaks sharply, bringing him to a2 halz.

Liorns, trapped and shut up in cages,

crieve
hunger.
speak of

vou voung gentlemen

He eves the voung man very colél

£rom shame more than Zrom

But you'll excuse me if I
things too wonderful for

€0 unders<ané--

v.

For where do your women keep their

honor in

+these mocern

.1m=s° Do

thev know the woré even, when they

hear it?

Wny ¢&id she not

LINCOLN

MARCUS

(after 2 moment)

take the peison?

RLEZX

She éid, voung gentlemen; but it had
no eZfect.

T sO She

™he +truth...?

He shrugs.

The trzuth was

cie.

Silence.
Then the voice cf

+o0ld me... She may really
have believed she'é taken 21l of 3

LINCOLN

PEZLLEGRINA:

+ha+ she coulé no:

e @ om e wa
?.’..HL.'..\:-.I'. o

You must make a grave

2s XITZX <uarns i*

on +the streteh

is as thouch

£cr her.

ne turneé to tae

weman

76.

ie€¢ gasp from PILOT, and GUZLD:SS”:P‘
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126 But 1t Is nct PIILIGRINA here in +he monastervy who 12¢€
speaks. It 1s PELLEGRINA as ner ol fr-iend remexmbers
her, in her villa near Milan.
127 INT. THEZ VILL2 - SAWN 127
PELLEGRINA
(in a hoarse
half-whisper)
And vou must have 2 monument upon it,
so the world will know that
Pellegrina's dead.
Will vou do this thing for me?
MARCUS KLEZX
Yes, I will Go it.
PZLLEGRINA
(peering through
the shutters)
Soon it will be hct agein... down
there, on the roac.
128 The garden here slopes down to the roac where the dim 128
figures of men ané women can be seen on their wzy out
to the fielés.
Look, there's a woman going to her
work in the £fields. Mariaz is her
name, perhaps, and because her

husbané has been cgood to her, this
morring she is hapdy...

r perhaps she is unhapry, dbecause
he worries her with jezlicusy...

There's another-- coing to market
on her donkev, and she's annoved
because the donkey's cld anéd slow...

Oh, Marcus-- I will be that woman!

And if I come to think to0 much
about what heppens to her-- why, I
shall go away, anéd then I shall be
.someone else... a wonan who makes
lace, or teaches chilérexn, or & lady
traveling to Jerusalem tD pray at

the Holy Sepulcher, <here zre £°

manv women I can be... -
But never acain will I have = heart

ané my whole life bouni up with one

person., I can't be asxsf TC ST TheEs

anvmere.
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PZILLZGRINA i1s a2t the gate, ready Icr her Zeparture.

MARCUS KRLZEX

Shezll we not meet again?
Her look gives him Lis answer.

PEZLLEGRINA

I should like vou to be easyv, and
vour heaxrt to be light again...
Marcus, I am sure that zll +he
people irn the worlé ought %o be,
each of them, more than one person.
Then they'é 2ll of them be easy at
heazt... Thev'd have a little £un.

MARCUS KLZZ
(2£ter a moment)

Let me follow vou and be near vou.
If you need a friend %o help you,
you can sead for me.

PELLEGRIKA
Yes, be near me, Marcus...

But vou must never speak ¢to me. I
could nct bear to hezar your voice
rithout rememberinc the voice of
De’-eg*zna, and her great triumons...
and this garden now...

She leaves the garden and starts oZf down the dark road...

LISS0ZvZ:

()
L)
©)

INT. TZz MONASTZRY

KLEZX'S eyes are Zixed on PELLEGRINZ.

MARCUS XLZZX
(2fter a silence)

She used to calil herself my lioness...
That was because Marcus is mv nane,
ané we'é £irst met in Venice.

anc that was whzt she was-- nyv wingéd

mhe CL2 MAXN meess —INCOLXN'S eve with & 1look vwhich is a2
sixTiore 2f proudé contemzt &nd The most prelioun
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MARCUS KLZIZK 130
(cont)
There have been... so =many of you.
Pause,
And ye:t, out of vou all, there was
just one she may have trulv loveé...
And he is stanéing there behind vou.
LINCOLN wheels about. Behind him, in deep shadow, there
stanés the silent figure of 2 hoodeé monk.
Por a long moment nothing moves.
MARCUS KLIEX
to LINCOLN, wizwh
2 certzin shaxpd
authority)
Sit éown, sirc...
LINCOLN sinks back down to his knees beside PELLEZCGRINZ'S 4
couch. }
Leave me <o tell this story a2t mv >
pPleasure. :
. . 4
Listen well, for there will be rno :
such tale again... i
T™he hooded monk makes no:t the slightes: movemen<... :
SLOW DISS0LVE:
A SAVAGE MOUNTAIN VISTA -- under 2 spacious shky. 131
MARCU'S RLEZX :
(his voice cont as j
the s:torveieller) ;'
One early morning, not very long aco, E
a cart couvid be seen slowly teiling ‘
up the rocky path %+o0 a small 3
mountain village... [
. - i
The cart haé brcught chestnuts andéd :
wool éown to the plains, f
- ’7»
Now i+ was carrving & passenger. !
We cax jus:t make cut the passenger-- & weman-- & =iny 3
Sigurs in a vast mountzin lanéscape. b
CLOSZZ ANGLE: .
mhe srgzking wasln ocmes T 2 halt inside «hs fowm gEos. 13D -
ee. Thaze ig 2 scuni o Tells cTrembling Lo otThe 2l k
i
t
;
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MARCUS XI1ZTEXK
(ccnt as naxrasor
Searching her purse, the wanderer
foung she had no mcney... She hasg
never in her life given much though:
to monev...

We have begun to recognize +the wanderer.

She had a ring on her left hané with

2 big diamend on it. She took it
oZf ané gave it to the waconer.

He <akes it in considerzble wonderment. Ke lezves... &

-—

chilly wind starts up, skittering alonc between the
narrow houses...

You want the +truin?

You have all seen it-- Pellegrina

coulé not die. )

In one way or ancther she had too much
life in her...

EZRIES Or SCINZS:
PTLILEGRINA walking through the narrow streets of the

village.
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MARCUS FLEIEZK
(cont as narraztor)

Just now she becan to feel that she
was hungry. And she thought:

"I shall have to beg¢ bread from the
people -0f this fown."

She realized that Ior some minutes
she had been following on scmeone's
heels-~ an old scarecrow of 2 men in
a tatterec cloak... He had stecpped

now &t a baker's shop.

fie waits bv the counter until the ruddy baker's wife i
catches sicht of him,., She reaches for a lozZ of breaé,
and, as if in accorcdance with an old hakit, places it

cn his ousstretchei hand.

Tellegrinza was the dauchter of a
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Spanish bazker, anéd sO she knew that

clé, stzle breal was sclf cheaply,
cr given away in charity.
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The o0lé man lurches out cf the shep on 2 crusch, I+'s 137
clear that he's been crizcied by some long-acd Sisascer.

He 1ooks & little crzzed; he's cerzainly hzlf érunk.

As he starts ur the street PILLIGRINA calls sof<lv: 138

PILLZGRINA
Niccolo...
The strancge voice brines NICCOLO £o0 a2 hals, EHe turns.
Wild blue eyes stare out of a black face. The blackness
is a layer of soot.

NICCOLO
(suspiciously)

You know my name-- ?

(azoroaching nhim
I hearé the woman thece inside the
shop. I &ién’'t enter, since I have
no money--

Zvern here, in this lonely viilace where she is becging
= :

for her bread, PELLIGRIXA'S clé hadit o0 charming
everyone she meets has cgot the better of her... But
the 0lé man just leans on his cxrutch and stares.

NICCOLO

Wha+ is vour name?

Eince vesterdayv I've eaztern ncthing...
Will vou, of your chazity, give me 2
piece of bread?

NICIOLO
Where éo ycu come £zom?

She smiles pleasantly unéer his hazc gaze. Ye: %o
hersels, she wonders, 2 litzle sadly, II this stilf oic
numan spirit is indeel bevené the reach cif her charx.
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NICITL

<= have hearé of many kinds cf people
-~ moonstruck, mad, unhappv peccle--
running ané runninc Zrom one Ddlace
to ancther for no reason in tae
worlc...

|
(W]
(4]

-PELLEGRINA
(still smiling
at him)

Ané vou think I'm one of those?
NICTOLO
(2f<er 2 moment)
Here is your breacd.
With a2 suéden, clumsy ¢casture he handés her <%e whole
littie loaZ. ©She breaks cff a2 piece ané cives the res+
back to him. .
Nearbyv there is a stone ledge, like & rough bench. She
sits down there.
PELLEGRINA
Come join me, Niccolo. We'll have
our meal together,

But he cCoesn't move. She bites 0£I scme bread and sizs
chewing it. :
PELLEGRINA

I left a man... just lately... an

unlucky man. Ancé he will still be

running ané running towarsi a goel

<hat sz will never reach.

I am not one o those who travels

toward a goal.

come - o e
She indicates the place beside her on the li<:le be
PTLLEGPINA has never, Zinzlly, been refused... He 1li
over .and@ sits down next to her.

NICCOLO

= have a litile wine...
Fe zrinss ouvt & grimv-looking dboetle in the bottex zzll
cZ wnich there is a little musky swuli. She takes the
sotzie gravely, &nd Srinks.
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I +thank vou for it.

In the vears +to come, ani somewhere on the other side
of the worldé, LINCOLN (from whom she has just now

‘recently escaped)-- remembering PELLEGRINA-- will say

o her:
'She was good companyv...'

This was never more true than here in this grayv little
village street where she sits, companionably, with oléd
NICCOLO, sharinc his stale bread.

NICCOLO
There is nothing more I have to
give you.

PEZLLEGR

Oh, but I think there is, Niccolo.
There is something you can -give me
which I sacdly lack.

Wwhat is that, lagdv?

Memories.
He s+ares 2+t her. She handés back the bottle.

Drink vour wine, Niccolo...

You see, I have no memories at all.
I'm nct permitted to remember things.

NICCOLO
( kly, sta:ing

the bottle)

I+'s not alwavs good to remember

u’lem. e
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But vou were cnce a child--
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PZLLEGRINA

LOOK back a2t that anéd tell me vou
can't findé an hour when vou were
happy... How was it with your
mothexr?

After a silence, as from the beottom cof a deer cdraw-well,
anéd by the aié of a heavy chain, the old man heaves ugz a
heavy sigh of recollection.

NICCOLO
She usec to sing to us.
ror & very long moment PELLEGRINX éoes not nmove.

When we were children, and she'd pu:i
us ail to bed... my mother used to
sing to us.

He rises and moves to where a modest public fauce:
+rickles out a steady stream of water into a horse
trough... Here he scrubs his sooty face, ané wipes i:
off with an clé rag from his pocke:.

I burn a little chargcoal. That's my
living.

Now thzt he's finishec, he sees that she has turned +o
tv.

him. Her expression is one of periect serenity But
she is pale... She is deathly pale.

PELLEGRINA

You must forgive me, Nicecolc... I
carnot sing Zeor you.

such a change has come over her that he wonders if she's
<z2ken ill.

NICCOLO

Laéy...
Yes, Niceolo?

Where wol1l vou sieep =onigh

2 shor:t silence.
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PSILIIGRINA
(her ccmpassion
ecual to his)

in

[ 4
L)
)

ané vou-- ?

NICCOLO

I have a place to go, but I never
sleep the whole night through. I
wake up many times...

PELLZGRINX
And what 4o vou do then?

NICCOLO
I go outside...
I go outside to see if it's 2 South
wind or a North wind... an East wind
or a West wind.

PELLEGRINA

Ané will you now answer a cguestion
which is, every day, a buréen to me?

NICCOLO
I£ I can.

PELLEGRINZ
Where shall I go, Niccolo?

The 0ld man, feeling the extre wine he's cérunk, tries
hard to think this matter over.

NICCOLO
You won't be used to wzliking in the
mountains, lady.

PEZLLEGRINA
3ut I am here, Nicecolc...

Wnere shall I co?--
To the left, or to the right?

WICCOLO
You will be wiching soon &2 it Sown
in 2 nouse. Ang anv hduse YyoOu may
walk into-- pescple will be asking
who vou are., And veou-- vou will not
<ell <hem who Yycu are.
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138 She makes rno replv... To her relief, she sees +:a= he
expected nocne.
IcCoLo
(cont)
I know of just one house where nobocdy
will ask vou who vou are.
ZLLEGRINA
Can vou tell me where it stands-- ?
To the right, or to +the left?

NICCOLO
Come.

He rises-- waits for her to join him-- and they wzalk up

the stree: together side by side.

There has been a storm in the night, and the cobbled
streets are clistening wet. Where there are no

cobblestones, there is mud. PILLEGRINA l:ifts her wide
skirts to avoid it.

Bells are again ringing in the rainy air...

Thev are coming into a widening street in front of which-
there stands the village church. Seeing this, PTLLIGRIKA

is pleased.
PELLEGRINA
Is that the house-- ? The house
£ Goé?
NICCOLO
Yes. People say that Ze is waitin
there.
Lacv...
PEILEZGRINA
Yes, Niccolo?
KICCOLO

Why have you ccme here to these
mountains?

it's the way I always travel.
You sailers call is 'running befcre
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RICCCLC jerks £o 2 suéden halts. 23
NICCOLO
(deeply shaken)

There is no one in these mountains whe
has ever heazé that I was once a
.sailor.

He teeters drunkenly cn his crutch, then guickly
steacies himself.

You cannot know such things!...
Unless... you're an angel--

She can't help herseli: a provocative twinkle leaps in+o
her eve:
PELLEGRINA
Or a witch?
She i1s surprisec to see that this has shockeZ him to +he
verv marrow ¢f his twisted bones.
NICCOLO
Don't speak like that! I the
people here knew such a thing--
PELLEGRINZ
(cutting him ofZ

Put your heart 2t ease, my littie
Niccolo=- . :
I was an angel once...

(moving cicser)
Ané also-- vou have sailor's eves,
NICCOLO
I have ‘not seer the sez in sixty yvears.

PZLIEZGRINA
(with & laugh)

Surelyv vor cen ses it Irom these
mounteins?
NICCOTO
(evasively)

If Z walk v high enoucgh...
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TILEGRINA
(with a cer=zin
tendfexness)
This is 2 hard werlsd, Niccolo--
The chan<ts ané music¢c o0f the mass can be hearé <ronm
inside of the church. Now there ccmes the shrill
brayving o2 a boys' choir, striking up the Kyrie. At

PST T ESRT

this & shadow of annovance £lits across PZILLEZZRIN:L'S
&
face.

But I can tell vou this-~- Goé loves
a jest.

She has shocked Lkim once agein.
NICCCLO
A jest?!
DPZLLEGRINA

Oh, ves. 2Anc¢ a da ¢capdo is a
favorite jest ©of n:is.

(texrified)

You must not speak like this-- !

PELLEGRINA
(lichtly)

But I've said nothing bad. .
Inside the church the shrill veoices oI the chiliren seenm
toc be growing louder. ' .

NICCOLO
IZ the people in the town should

hears -you--
PZLLEERINA
(she breaks in
with 2 kiné of
cheerf:l impatience)

If +he peccle of this town kaow
anything ol music, They kaow that 2
£2 c2To2 just mezans t2kxing the czaxme
Thing cver, once 2again.

So here vou are-- strandeé on &
mountain +op. Well, éidn't Gog &
that =z Noah? 2ng now 1t seems nie's
dzne The szTa2 +hing Sne moTe Tins,
with Cne Zcrs seilcr...
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0lé KICCCTLO is too crunk, and too stunned by all <hat he
nas hearc, to £ind & coherent answer to this lasz. 3He
turns away Irom her, his cezze focussing on the church.

[ S
NICCOLO
Goc... do you think it's true tha+
He's in there... and waiting?
(2£ter a beat)
You coulé tell me that-- if you
were onge an angel.
PELLECRINA
Well, He was once a2 man, vou know.
NICCOLO
(2 nurd smile;
So they say...

PEZLLEGRINA
it must have been wonderfully pleasant
to =z2lk with Eim. He saicd:
'Be ve therefore perfect.'
2né I tell you, Niccolo~- there is not

an artist-- not a singer in the worlcé
who is not longing to hear those worcés

spoken.

Suédenly, even as she speaks, something has strongly
Zrawn &1l her attention towaré the church:

& voice.:.
‘NICCOLO
The people o0f this village-- ii they
hearé you, theyv'd throw stones 2t you.

Bu: his words have barely enterec her ccnsciousness, and
i o

she replies vaguely, without expression. It is as though
si.e had forgotter his existence.

PEZLLEGRINA

Why shotld I be afraid oI men, when
T've zlreadv szié these things +*c God
';.‘.uce’ &

- —eam -

NITCCL

2n, laév-=- cne may %take liberties
wish Zcé which one may nct taxe with

me: -
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138 A hasty, limping lurch takes him arouné the corner ans

~ awvay...

As Zor PEZLLEZIGRINA, she is transficires.

{(resuming <he
narrazion)
Something from the church had reached
her ears-- something she had though+t
had been forever silenced... a voice
she never dreameé that she would
hear again...

Enchanted, she moves slowly ¢towar< the chuzch...

Ané enters...

[
ty
\0

INT. T8Z CHURCH
She stands érinking in the sounc.
She sees the singer--

t is one of the choir-- a young bov.

The single clear voice has taken up the opening notes
of +the Magnificat.

ANGIZ

MARCUS KLIZK
(cont)

21l zlone, abandoned bv the other
vocices ané leaving them behing,
the voice rose to the ceiling of
the church...
2né Pellegrina's soul went
straight upwardés with that voice...
I+ was her voice...

It was the veice of Pellecrinz lLeorni-- !
As she took in the ring ané timbre

of the singing, she was filled witih

= immense jov.

The veoice continues...

S4er 2 +ime, che lzugheld,,.

Aggin, alter time
: It was, she knew, unseexly to laugh
in churegh, ané when she to0k her
™ handkerchief f£zocm her Zace, she
' found that it was drencheé with tezrs.
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When the voung singer has finished h
up ané cazes arouné her...

The church is almost empty, but a lissle girl is
stanéing neazby..., PELLEGRINA'S Zface is so radiant wizh
hapziness that the chilé's face-- like a refliec<ion in

a mirror-- breaks into 2 smile.

Emanuele.

t this moment the row o choir boys passes them, moving
out oZ the church.

PZLLEGRINA

Emanuele...

I+ was less than a whisper, she barely breathes +he
name, but one oI the boyvs comes to a2 hzlt as though
she haé called out to him. -

He is very beautiful...

He turns, and their eyes meet-- the woman's angé the
bov's... 2 long look... By such a look great lovers
recognize each other...

Af+ter a time the shouts ané laughter of the other choir
boys running home to their dinner: Zfacde away into the
distance. :

A tense cuiet settles over the litile scguare...

Thesn the boy, EMANUELE, turns and goes.

THE LIT?LIE GIRDL
(z£ter = moment,
to PZLLEGRINA)
He is my brother... my Ioster
brother. '
A silence... When she speaks, PZLLEGRINA'S eyes are
stiil fixed on the turning in the street where she last

PR T
SawW Lill.

What is you- nane?
TEZ LITTLE GIRL

Iszhellea.
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Don't wait for me, Isabella... I
sha:l be resting here £z a
littlie while,

But then, as ISABELLA s+tarts O move, she reaches ou<
her hang and stops her.

PELLZGRINA
But stay--

She is almost timid about putiing this next gquestion.
She has made a creat decision.

Do vou know 2 house here in this
town where I might £iné a loéging?

DISSOoLVZ

140 INT. EUDOXIA'S PILAZZ0D -~ "THET PIANQ NOBILE"
MARCUS KLEEZK
(narrating)

Pellegrina took lodging with an
¢ld spinster named Eudoxia...

TUDCXZ2A herself is a ¢grim, cdusty, mean-eved olid woman.

EUDOXZA
(opening the
doc:) .

This is the warmes:t rcom.
It looks bare ané uvnixnviting.

EUDOXZA i
(cont)
It was 2 study once... I could puc
2 bed into that alcove.
During this PILLEGRINA has crosseé to the window an
thrown i -

DPELLICGRINZ
I think the rain hLas stozpel.
TUDOXC: is surprised +o see her ocdger leaning out the
window and waving.
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IXT. TES STRTET 3ZLOW (PZLIEGRINA'S VD)

ISABELLA waves back, then scampers hapsily awav.

- -

BACX TO SCZINE:

w0
L)

EUDOXZIA, consumed with curicsitiy, has joined PZLLIGRINA

at the winaow.
PELLEGRINA
You know her brother?
EUDOXIA
She hes a foster brother-~ Emanuele.
PELLE GR&NA
Yes, I believe tha%t is his name.
turning deck
into the room)
What's behing +those coors?
EUDOXZIA

In the time of the 0lé Count, ny
grandZather, that was the principal
salon.

PELILEGRINA, during this, has been moving briskly to

aouble doors, anc now she opens ‘Hem

EUDOXIA

It woulé be much too large Zor vou,
Signora...

DZILLEGRINA
Oreste.

ZUDOXIA
Paréon?

'd
ty

LLEGRINA

My name, Contessa, is Oreste. You
will have hearé of my late husband

EUDCXIS is pleased by the use of the title, zut
confesszss her igncrance wish a wvery small TI=llian

shrug.

Magss<ro Ores4e

™e singing master
taught creat sing :s f om all <he
operez hcuses in :u:cse

+he
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141  She pauses, making sure that she has manaced L0 impress
the o0lé woman...

PZLLEGRINA

(cont)
Now... abort the dov.
EUDOXIA
The boy?
PELLIGRINA
{impatiently)

Emanuele.

EUDOXIA
A brand, Signcra=-- pluckes frzcm the

£
b - g

PELLEGRINA
(rather sharply)

Fire? What fire?

EZUDOXIAa

A figure of speech, Signora Oreste.
In actual fact, it was a mountain
slige.

PELLEGRIN2R

Oh?... on the road I passed & grezt
scer on the rocks—-

EUDOXIA
ther erioving
the érame o3 i3)

i single night.

The father andé mother-- both
perished in a

TZLLEGRINA ma2kes no comment. After a2 moment, ETUDOXI:
continues with a change of tone.

I don't know your plzn, Signora, how

long you care to stay.

PLLIZGRINA

Plzn? I haven't made a plan...
rause.

m=zt is, until I went To ¢church

<hie merning. (conz)
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thoughtsully,

nalf to hersel?)
But now I think that I must send for
money .

EUDOXIA nas mixed emcticns. She is relieved to hear
that her eccentric lodger will be so¢ve“-, but is
confused anc irritatec by her strange cir of command.

EUDOXIA
Ané you have vour luggage=- ?

"Where" is the unspoken part of this last question.
PELLEGRINA laughs.

PZLLEGRIN~

I don't have any. But never mind,
I will arrange Zor some. Do sit
down, Contessa, ané <ell me more
about Emanuele.

PELLEGRINA makes herself comiortable on 2 dustyv olé
couch. EUDCXIA remains stubbornlyv on her feet.

EUDOXIA

You can still make out the place
where it happeneé... across the
vzlley, when the sun is in the
east.

PELLEZGRINA
1

Yes, I've seen it-~ 2s I think I've
to0ld you.
EUDOXIA

The whole farmstead was coverec.
It was thought that nothing lived.
But the babe was Zound unhure,
yelling for f£ood in the miést of
+he ruins.

(with creat

complacency)

You mickht call It 2 miracle.
FTISGRINA

Yes, and +he chilé's vecice-~ that
is an even greater niracle.
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siience.

EUDOXIX
We have haé miracles befora.

(2fter a2 moment)

Yes?
ZUDOXZA
We had a2 priest here who worked
miracles--
PELLEGRINA
But Emanuele--
EUDTXZIA

He is to be & priest himself.

PZLLEZGRINA stares a2t the olc woman, taking this in.

PZILEGRINA
(her voice hushed
with increduilty)

Witk such a voice as that=-- ?

SUDOYIA moves back +to the door.

A prieste~ !
Beteteen——

T™urning, EUDOXIA stares back at her with something
implacable in her look.

EUDOXZA

You'll be fatigued after your harzd
journey, but will you have a littl
suzpesr? Pechaps an ezg?

PEZLLEGRINA
(erving to stifle
the +true streagth
¢Z her feelings)
Tt's surelv possible, as time goes
bw, that the boy may nct choose o
e a2 priest~~-

The battlie is joinel.
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EUDOXZA
(cuietly stating
& certainty)

The choice is already made,
Signora.

The two antaconists meet each other's eves. C(Clearly,
they are embarked upon a deathly struccle.

Suddenly, PEZLLEGRINZ smiles.
PELLEGRINA
About that egg--
This knocks the 0ld spinster slightlv o0ff balance.
ZTUDOXIA
Yes, Signora?

PELLEGRINA speaks with the air of one kinély pr-ompting
an olé person's memory.
DPELLEGRINA

You offered me an egg... Thank vou,
Contessa, but I'd rather have a
pear ané some of your gooé country

cheese.
. EUDOXIA
There are no pears in the villacge.
PZLLEGRIR2
Is there a piano?
PZLLEGRINA has suédenly treated the olé woman to hers
brignte=t ané most cha*m;ﬂg smile... Nonplussec,
IUXOXIE takes z moment to find & reply.
EUDOXIA
A plano....
I have never hezré cf 2 piano in
this province.
PILLIGRIN®
That's cuite =2ll zight.
Ziashing another
cZ her Zfzmous smiles)
I'2) senc Zcr cne.
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INT., PELLZGRINA'S ROOM - DY

An a:thri;ic, sguintine olé PRIZST, as ugly as sin, hLas
just receivel Irom PELLIGRINA wh2t is coviously a2
generous sum of money. He is tryving to thank her, ané
she is holéing the cocr open to encourage his departure.

THE OLZ PRIZST

My poor will bless vou, Signora--
and my sick will bless voue--

A VOICE
(calling from
outsicde the
window)

Signora-- Signora Oreste=- !

THZ OLD PRIEST
(as PELLEGRINA urges
him out the docr)

God will bless you--

-TET VOIC=
(it is =UDOXIA
Signora, it has arriveé-- !

PZLLEGRIXA goes to. the wincow,

= : .
EXT. STREIST IN TRCONT OF EUDOXZIA'S HOUSE - DAY

EUDOXZIa

INTERCUT: PIZLLZIGRINA AT ESR WINDOW

PEL_EGRINA
So I see.
2 small crowd, mostly chiléren, has Zolloweé the piano
+0 ZUDOX=A'S éoor. It is a2 magnificent instrument, ead
has been transpor+eé in the same wagon which Iirst
brought PELLEGRINA to the town.

ZrO0Xza

It's vesy larse.
DEL_TERINA
(2 trifle briskly)
T+ will a2lsc be & very gooé siano.
T rzve 2 fxiend who will have seex
- e - )
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145 020Xz~
But who could sgueeze that huge
thing upr into vour bedroom?
PELLEGRINA
] (briskexr still)
We won't know till you tryv--

She leaves the wincdow.
EUDOXIA, in the street, turns to THEE OLD PRIEST, as he
totters cut of the house.
ZUDOXzZ2
Of course, it woulé £it very nicely
in the érawing room... She'll have
to pay me well for that.
THZ OLD PRIZST
The woman's rich...
(with bitter recret)
I shouléd have asked for twice as much.

et

narrow stree:t and awav...
note is struck on the piano... Then a chord...

Mumbling to himselZ, he teeters unsteadily up to the

UDCXIA, turning, sees that it's EMANUELZ 'who has his
ané on the keyboardé.

oty e

EUDOXIA

Go home, child, +this is no place
for you.

PCLLEGRINA comes out the door ané into the street, just
in time to catch & last glimpse ¢Z IMANUELE running away.

PZLLEGRIN2Z

I woulé have likeé to speak to
him... The priest, too. There ace

some things I hoped that he could
tell me.

£UDOXIA

vou'll 8o bet:er o ask me, E£i ra.
Tz+ther Bartalomeo has c¢rowa vazy clé,
ne's often not 00 clear in 2l ez2

bl U e -

- - NG W m ey mmqen | s - o w -
Tt's clszr +hz+« PILLIGRINA'S thcughts ere wizh ZMINTZILZE.
o~ - - " -
£he scssks ghsently.
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I thought vou tolé me he worked
miracles.

EUDOXZA

Quite another priest, Signora. That
gooc, holy man of miracles is dead
these many vears. We all expected
that he would be made a saint. We
even sent a delecation all the wayv
t0 ROome--

(she sighs)
But that was long ago, and nothing
came of it.

(then with

cuiet pride)
But soon... in just a Zfew short
years-- we'll have Emanuele Zor ouc
priest.

She's perfectly sincere, but cld EUDOXIA is by no means ‘
unaware +that she is provoking PIZLLIGRINA. .
PZLLEGRINA , '
Is that the chilc's decision-- or . P
his parents? :
_ SUDOXIA

Parents? What have they got to do -
with it? They were killed, both ol )
ther,, on the same night-- as I've
tolc you.

Ny

N

!

PELLEGPINA

But he has relztives--

ETD0XIA
He is not of this village, Signore.
Bu: 2l) the same, our ccoé Mayor
Posati, in his great compassion,
took him in...

AR
s 70

9% W T TP vy
BRI s

~

. LN
CAN

(change o tone)

zoout the piano--

mhis Posa+i is a2 nighly pious marn, '
Z nave nc Soust. -
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145 EUDOXIA 145
- Indeed.
PELLZGRINA
Ané this pious andé compassicnate
Posati is as determined as the rest
of you to see Emanuele made a priest?
Here EUDOXIA delivers, with some intensity, the accep:ed
dogma of the wvillage.
EUDOXIA
) There are many of us here who
feel that on the night of the
disaster the chilé was spared by
Divine Providence so that at last,
our village may still come to have
a2 szint of cur vesy own.
At this, severzl of the icle onlookers gathered around
the wagon make the sign of the cross.
' But as to vour piano=--
PELLEGRINA
- (hiding her true
) feelincs with 2
| Pleasant snmile)
' VYes, Contessa.
EUDOXIZ
. (crossly-~- she
knows about those
‘ feelings)
b
The men will never get it ud nmv
sua‘:uay, not without unscrewing
all its legs--
PELLEGRINZ
(sweetly)
Unscrew them by 2ll means, Contessa.
She turns awayv anc goes striding down the stireet-~-
Ol& =UDOXIA, whose own feelings are by now a rich
enovgh mixture, stanis with folded arms, waiching hers
lode]
ﬁm 1:i8 STRIZS CF SCINZE: PZLLIGEIN: moving purpossfuvlly throush L2
hR-2 <he narrow streects... =4
-#%  ; iigke r2is has begun =2 fall... -7
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EXT. AN OPIN PLACE -432

Behind the church, perhaps: not <o be Gignifjed bv the
name of a park, but used as such-~ particuiarly by the
village chiléren...

The rain has chased them 2ll away.
Except EMANUELE.
He stands there waiting for her...

)
)

Seeing him, she stcos.

The two conZront each other-- neither one paying the
slightest attention to the rzin.

PELLEGRINA
I have & secret for vou.
EMANCELE
I have a secret, too.

She smiles at him.

PELLEGRINA

We'll exchance secrets, then. But
mine will have to wait awhile, I
think...

EMANUELE
Why have you ccme here to this town?

DPELLEGRINA

I have come here to this +town because
there was no reasonr in the woridé whv
I shoulé come.

+ is the way I travel.
She holds out her hand.
Ccme here to me...
z5ter a mement he slowly approaches her.

Have vou hearé the legend of the

Phoenix?
SMANUZLE
Ne...
Pacse.
2o 2=ink iz is & Christiaxn

PR s e g v e

v .,
"
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She was a2 birs.

What kinéd ¢f hiz2d?

PELLZGRINA

There is never more than one cf
her at any time. She is consumed
by fire. That is her cdeath; aac
her one egg is hatched in flames--
one only, f£or there must never be
mere <than one Phoenix in the worlé.

She cannot keep her hands from his thick hair (wet now
£rom the continuous crizzle of the rain). She twists i+
caressingly between her Zfingers.

When is your birthday?

He céisencages himself and backs away.

EMANUELE
My birthdéay?

The fire?...
You mean +he fire ip the opera house?

INA is zbsolutely stunned.

PELLEGRINA
(sczrcely adle
+0 speak)

What can vou know of that?

IMANUZLE
(2Ztex 2 long
monent)
<2lé vou... that is my secrex.
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(cont)
You are not Signora QCraste from
Naples.
You are Pellegrina Leoni.

PELLEGRINA closes her eves...
A long silence.
Then we hear the NARRATOR:

MARCUS RLZZK (0.S.)
For thirteen years those were the
words which she haé éreaded more
than death., -
'Have I-- ' she wonderec, 'for
thirteen yvears been trazvelling--
not in a flight-=- but in a beeline,
toward a goal?!

She cpens her eves and Zinés the bov has gone.
She stands where he has left her-- motionless, in the

ra2in...

SLOW DISSOLVZ:
INT. ZUDOXIxa'S EBOUSE - TEZ NZXT DY

The Big Room (the o0lé Count's "principal salon") nas not
been returned to all its ancient gliory, but it is no
longer +the mere éusty storeroom i+ haé been when
PZLLEGEIXA Zirst arzived. Junk has been clearel away,
ané storeé neztly into corners. The cood furniture has
been set out as invitingly as PELIEGRINA'S ccnsiderable
ingenuity has been able to manage.

MARCUS XLEZX

(as narzater)

So... she was to take up her voice
of olden Gays, arni make it periect
as it once had been...

She sat waiting Zor <he dcv...

s'q o - e e bg'.; (Jo] '-"—d-‘e
~e I3 wihOs5€e natare - - - - - ook

modesty, was tinic now...
- - - - - . ‘... s - * ‘ -
2 emall scuni Tsacghies her ezrs: the Tuiet scuesking o2 &
A w2 emasa
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PTLLEGRINA
Zmanuele...?
The door opens just enouch +C le+t him enter... He meets
her eve for a long moment... Then closes 2*he éoor,
taking some care about it.
Come closer.

He approaches slowly...

Wnen he is close enough to touch, her hand goes to his
throat... He starts a little, but she is very centle...

A gooc, strong column..
Paus=z. ‘
Take ©£f vour jacke+.
He looks a2t her, ané decides to obey.
Ané now vour shirt,

This Zreezes him for a moment. But there is SOﬁething

in PEZLLEGRINA'S smilie which (as azlways) mekes it finally

-—ds

impossible to reiuse her.

CCT TOC:

TEE ZzLL OUTEIDE
TUDOXIa has her ear pressed against the coor.

PELLZGRINA'S VOICZ

You must remember vou're a mu
instrumens=, ané there are thi
we must know about i+...

is the ches. deep enough? The mouth
wide enough? Its paiate high?... 2ve
the lips scit enough, ansg sensitive...?

-
CEa

si
ngs which

CUT BACK TO SCEZNE:

TEZ BIG& ROOM

TMENUELS is submitting himself to this examination

N et
D mes ooen S dooe

withou= <he loss o0 any cf nls own peculizx dignistr.
PSILEGRINE is almest like z doc=cr 2s she goes akou

& e ek dned e
her task. A&And yec< ner hands, moving ovecz the boy's

podv zné his mouth, seem tTO be sifnalling & certain
complicisy.
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PZLLEGRINA 223
It's like an czier baskex...
Sre has taken his twc hands in her own, pressing one
high in his back, ané holding the other just above
his ¢iaphragm.
I can Zfeel my own lungs crawing
breath in vour bod¥y...
CUT BACK TO:
TUDOXIA listening at the door. 1s3
PELLEGRINA'S VOICE
Now the toncue... Neither too long,
nor too short... :
(2 sucden change
o< tone)
What is it=- ?
A pause... Then EMANUZLE ‘opens the door.
EUDOXIA, in great confusion, beats a2 hasty recreaz<.
BACK TC SCZINZ:
i34

m3z BIG ROCXK
IMANUELE closes the Goor, then turns 0 100k at
PSLLEGEINA.
DPILIZTCGRINA
(she is a Txif:
breathless

You have a better ear than nine!

T can +tell vou that vou are, in all
things, without blemish...

(2fter a2 beat)

ct

Is the ¢.Z woman gone?

TINRITTIT - T
e oo b.—.—-

Yes.

A &
- - -

. .
Then SIone Z=2ci TT TE.
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He cdoes sc.

Pause.

Pause.

PZLLEICGRINA
(cont)

Now then-- if she is safelyv édown
the stailrs-- there is a guestion
I must ask you.

About the fire?...

People believed that you had éiecd.

PCZLLIGRINA

Until just now I us2d %0 think so,
toc.

EMANUGZLE
Luigi told me that vou cannot éie.

He t0ldéd me how to recocnize vou=-
'By the way she walks,' he to0lé me,
'By her long hands; ané by her
kincdliness to all low and »oor
people...'

'If vou shoulé ever see her,' he
s2ié, 'think of me.'

DPELLEGRINA
uigi?
EMANUZLE

He was my mothex's brother... He
was your servant in vour villa in
Milan.

-

her chest with 2ir... raises ner chin a2

PZLLEGRINA

(a suécen
joveus lzush)

have just realized scmething...
hen I'm with vou, myv licile so=n,
e
&
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154 PELLEGRINA (cont 254
I've just realized how Luigi useé
to laugh... When I'C come home at
night from the Opera House, he'd put
my f£flowers in water. I can see his
Zace now-- laughing over a2 big heap
of roses...
(2 change
of tone)
But this must be our secret-- a
secret between the three of us.
EMANUZLE
Luigi's dead.
Pause.
He spoke 0f vou *o no one else. BHe
- said vou were the greatest singer
in the world.
Yer eves are shining.
PZLLEGRINA
Come here to0 the »iano, ané let's
see if it is tzue.
She strikes a2 cherd like a2 commané. He moves to <he
oiano and the £f£irst lesson begins...
1:z5 ZX7T. THE VILLAGE 1:zs
A SERIZS OF EHORT SCEINZS:
Neighbors comincg £o their windows...
Peorle stopping in the streets tc listen.
The voice coes ringing out...
DISsCLVZ:
138

6 INT. PELLEGRINZ'S BEDROOM - NIGET

2 celd shaft of moonlight shows her lyinc in her beg,
her eves wide open.

[ =]
n

MARCUS XLZIZ=2

T™he lessons filled her gars, and
Tianning fcr them f£illel her nigh:ts.
She knew now that Fellegrinz's
audience-~ her cgilt boxes and her
beloved celleries~-- woull soon Daar
witness <7 2 mirzcle: [comt
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MARCUS FLEZK (con<)

The voice 0f Pellecrina Leoni woulsé
be hearé again.

There is a sudden souné c clapping
t is 2 ghost of a souné and, as PSLLEGRINA iooks up, as
though to acknowledge the applause, it blenfs ané

disappears into the sound of bezting wings.

Something has disturbed the doves which hazve been
sleeping under PELLEGRINA'S window=-- a cat.

It looks down a2t her ané their eves meet.

MAERCUS RLIE
(narra=ion)

Ber thoughts fixed on the boéy, she
sensed once more her power over a
voung male being, and her heart
cried out in triumph:

have got my tzlons in him. BHe
will not escape!’

The cat jumps down from the window onto PELLEIGRINA'S bed.
She takes it in her arms.

PELLEGRINA
Three yeaTs...

A silence... She keeps the cat close to her, slowly
stroking and caressing it. .

In three vears vou anéd I will be
one, and vou will be my lover,
Emanuele... )

DISSOLVE:
INT. THEZ SMALLEIR ROOM IN PZLLIGRINA'S RPARTMENT - ZVEINING 157

2+ +he end ¢f another éav's haréd work, EMANUELZ can be
hearé in +the nex:t room, noocling icly on the piano.
PELLEGRINA lights a lamp anéd sits down at her work
tzhie., Here she keeps her sewing basket. Bright
ribbons and swatches of rzich-looking matevla;s are
spread ous, and in the midst ©f this is a magnificen
écll.

DEIIEGRIND

(X 2

Come here and tell me what vou think.

oCT.
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PTLLIGRINA 153

S 15 )
(W\ (con<c

This...

~1

She rzises the Goll. The movement is reveren<izl.
Like the elevation of the Hos=z.

Tris is Pellegrina. i

He approaches the table and for a silent moment, they
both gaze at the éoll.

Ané what she's wearing is a replica
of what she wore on the night of
her first tziumph. Have I tolé vou

aboutt that?

EMANUZLE
Yes. The pecple took the horses
£rom hexr cacrriage.

PELLEGRINA

It haopenec many times, in many
\ cities. That £irst night thevy
fm\ pulled the carriage &l 1 through the
streets o Paris,

L - e g o
™
PR

She has put the doll cown onr the -tzble between +then,
He looks up at her.

LR

ey

Qutside this room, no one has ever
hea>¢é me speak of Pelilegrin:z...

Not even Isabella.

Whet corlé she make cf z1l1 our visions
for vour Zfuture in the world? recr
her, the wo:ld is this small mounzain -
village.

ATy mene e

-

-~

(searching his
Zace for 2 zeply)

Or dces she fear the éay when I b
will carry you away with me?

-

wue cuy

-

2 silence... This is +he first time PEZLLEZCRINA has
cpenly, in éirest words, informesd the doy that she
does ;ﬂdeeé, have “-n a plan for him.

. . o . . o . e o ez
™en suddenly shes smiles, as though & new Idesz nal
e JueT ctme w5 hsrz. -
e a e . ) s
Well... why shoul&n't she come wiih
Le? [Rodeindnl .
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~?

caliculatiag her
effect)

You'll tell me that she has no
taste for roval courts and opera
theatres... Welil=-- _
(tuzning to the
doll)

Here's a2 little splendor and elegance
for her to get starteé on.

Ber handés caress the &oll's costume, a2aé the rich, vivié
materials scattered over 'the %able.

Pellegzina, vou know, was clever
with her needle. When she was
D00r and just beginning, she made
her own costumes Ior the stage--

A light knock on the door.

)

EMANUZL
I+'s Isazbeila.

k

He rises and moves to +the cdoor.

1'll leave vou now.

He opens the door. ISABELLA slips in cuietly. The zwo

voung people exchange a silent look, and EMANUZLE
after a2 small, formel bow to PELLEGRINA, goes oux
leavineg the girl a2lone with her.

(2t her mos:
charming)
My cear, we were just speaking
cf vou. Come here ané lei me
show you somethiing.

But ISABILLA stavs where cshe is, in Zront ¢ the door.
& pause.

-~ S s £2 P 3 Ve &

T™is is the Zixst time, lsn't 1%,

.. - s - -

that you've come IC visit me zione?
- - anene & o
—SASELL:E

- - . .

Tes, Lalfy, I nhave ccne to s&y

- n gy et m  dmem  menes
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Goocd-bve?... But Isabella, where
in the weorlé will vou be going?

is very crave. She smoothes the £c¢cils in

-before she speaks.

ISABELLA
To Greccio.,

PELLEGRINA
(smiling to
herself)

2h, ves, Greccio. I know where that
is. I can see it Irom my becroom 4
wincow. -
ISABELLA P
I have an a2unt in Greccio who is
a nun, and the nuns of Greccio run
a school for voung gixls. Ané when
I'm big enough, in five vears, I
shall become a2 nun, t0o.

R TR L e e B T

o mm,
.

PELLEGRINA
A nun? Whatever makes vcu want to
be a nun.
"ISABILLA :

I shall be 2 nur so I can pray all
cay Zoxz someone.

Yes?... For whom?

Emanuele.

P Mo mas o, .
N ‘ .

« B
. . ool

How wise vou are.

Now %hat's one thing I havex't
thought of~-- that scmeone must De
praving Zor him.

- amer e e .

(she s+ands the
2011 up on iz

.‘a,_-.'.)

- e b

T % o ng e

Look... I've made a Eo11 <o go with

vou to Greccic.

e go e
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*he l;ttle girl's eves widen a+t the sight cZ +the 137
magnificent doll. She leaves it untouches on the
.aole, Dut she craws 2 long, a2déoring sigh.

ISABELLA
I con't ¢think I'll be zllowed +o
have 2 éoll in Greccio-- no: a
¢oll like her--

PELLEGRINA
An, but this~~ this is no oréinary
c¢oll. This is the blessed Szins
Cecilia, who is the patroness of
music... Much love of mine will go

wish her, now that I know that
vou'll be prayving £or Emanuele.

T™e chilé coesn't move. She looks £rom the éoll o
PZL_EGRINA'S face.

ISARZLLA
¢ just feor him that I'll be

ISABZLIA
I've heard you tell Emanuele about
the creat th;ngs waiting for him
out in the worlé, ané I've thought
to myself, Lady, that yvou have
known &ll cf that c¢iory, ané have
ccme v here to £ind vour sou
again.
That's why, in Greccio, when I pray
£or Emanuele, I shalil pray for vour
soul, too.

13,

PTLILEGRINE pu%s her arms around the chi

DPELLEGRINA
Yes, it's tzue; anc prey Ior my
soul, Isabelilz.

Heyr Zzoe e£<ill azwverted, IS2Z3TIL2 hurries ouvt the.éoor...
SILIIGRINS is lelf< noléing the Scll..., AZter & moment,
she sees Zrzx nar window the small figure emerging Ircm
+=e house and rTunning ¢i:Z...
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INT. TEZ BIG RCOM - ANOTEZR DAY 13
~ leaden, miserable winter's cay...
£inds PILILEGRINA moOSt suzgueé this morning... Sae has &
leng*H ©f Zlannel Zfastenel aroundé her throa+, ané she's
wearing a warm, woolen shawl.
PELLEGRINA
(as he comes in)
Shut the door after vou, tightly;
I don't want a craft.
Keep that muiffler on, ané stay away
from me, unless vou want to caich
nmy colé...
He gives her a wazrm smile.
EMANUELE
I wouldn't minc.
DPELLEGRIN2
That's bravely said, but keep vour
cistance 2ll the same. 2aAnd let's :
have some scezl.es.
: (stopping him as
he starts to move)
No nsed to go to the piano. I'm
in no concition to accompany vou.
He s+tancés still, keeping silent for a while, preparing
himselZ.’
Then he begins to sing.
PILEGSTIN: listens... then takes 2 steamine kettie frcm
the little stove in front of which she's been attempting
to warm herselsf, She £iils two cups with the steaming
infusiorn.
Singing, the boy has been moving clcser to her.
PELLEGRINA sips the hot Erxrink, her eves zlways on her
pupil. An inciination of her head is an invitation he
understanés, ané now, as he finishes his sczle, he
reaches cut his handé for the other cup.
Zt's hot He pulls his hané away, and the vecelizing is
cus o== w;t; an anguishetd ¢y,
¥e puts nhis fingers =0 nhis mouinh-- oI tries tu. FILLIGRILNA

- e

stops ainm, helding nis wrist.
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She br;ggs kis hang up to her face, holdizng up <he
fingertips and smiling at therm.
PELLIGIINA
(cont)

well, my trave heart-- there doesn':
seem to be much ¢f an injucv. But
what a fuss you made abou: i+!

She'd hoped that this teasincg woulé make him laugh...
He doesn't

She becins playing with the fingecs.

Dear li<<tle brother, if vou're

going to0 be a singer~-- a2 crea:
s;nge*-- you must bear in mind that
only haré metals will ¢ive ou:z a2 rinec.

She takes 2 needle IZrom her sewing basket, her cther
nané stilil holéing his.

I'm going to test you now. I'm
going to take three of your
fingertips and draw a &rop of
blood from each of them.

She lauchs silently at the doleful look he gives hex.

With a2 curious air of loving malice, she pricks three
Zingers, one after the other. They both stare at the
three érops ©f blood.

Then she raises the first finger to ner mouth--

He pulls his hand violently away-- !

HEe stares a2t her in horror, his face cdeathly white...

In another mcment he has rushed out o0f the room. She

starts forwaré, but he slams the Goor.

She standés fcr a time thinking about the chill's

behavior, more amusel than cistresses...

On a table near the big wincdow there is a larce cpen box,

wm

elecantly trimmeé with colcé paper. (A present IZxrom her

o o
olé -'zend in Rome.) Nestleé in cotton, each in iz

own neat little compartment, are scme very splendic-

lookingc pears. She picks out one ¢ them, and turns to

she wincow...

S S ——m moe AT DD e .
TUT., TET ETRTIT BTLOW EIR WINOOW
e o o : *' - - -

TMAWNTUILT Zreezes 2zt the sigoT C- ner.
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STLLZERINA, stznéing closs TO TRe c.28S, TElsSes & pe:ar
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He takes a few steps backwarid, then wheels angd runs
away as tiouch he were cunninec £or his life.

INT., PZLLZIGRINA'S BEDROOM - NIGET

A lonely clang cor two Irom the church belfry...

Ther the silence of the deas hours in this lit:l
mountain village...

PELLEGRINA lies -in her bed, wide awake.

She has sensec something... Her ears are sharp: perhaps

she's heard i4: +here's an intrvder iz the house...
Now <here's no doubt 0f it=-- he's on the stairs...
She sits up in her bed, listening. Then puts her feet

cown on the floor as if +«o0 rise.

There is someone in the next room. She hears ais
reathing.

PELLEGRINA
Is that vou?
No reply.
Come in here.

She waits.
Then the boy's vecice is heard: .

EMANUELD

Where &ié& vou get vour ¢cié ring?

Silence.
Z want +o0 see

AZter 2 long moment, he appears.

Fom -
Ze stanés 3ust outside her beéroom &oor. There is
scmething twisted and awry ad2out him.

~n

m™he w0 stare at each other,

Zt's very late, Zmanuce.s.
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Your know the one.
Silence.

PELLEGRINA
Emanuele-- come here and sit bv nme.

EMANTZLE

No.

PELLEGRINA
I have a2 secret Zoc- vou.

Silence again.

It's & great secret-- It's my own
great secret.

She waits. But there is no response.

I've beern waiting for some time
to *tell it to vou...

She waits again.

You want a ring? I have got many

rings.

EMANUELE

+ +o0 Camillo.

[

You gave
PELLEGRINA
T 8o not kaow Camillo...

But now that I think of it, I have

never given you a present. Would

vou like & zing?... Oz a ¢oié watch?
Or would vou like some silver
uttons for yvour coat?

0
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PELLEZGRINA 160

IMANTUELLD
Camillo's brother is the servant in
a place in Rome-- Lombarii's- where
they de2l in ¢old and jewels.
Camillo solid the ring to them for
so much money that he's bought 2
large farm with it, anéd is s¢ill
rich with what's left over.

Zooking a2+ him, PZLLEGRINA sees that he has suédenly
lost 2ll his beauzy.

She rises.

He turns away Zzom her and stumtles 03f into

the éarkness.,

After 2 moment, she follows him into--

THEZ 3IG ROOM 161

She can just make out where he is standing in +he

shadows.

Dause.

EMANUZIIZE

There's nobody up here-- even if
they had such thing:~- would give
them away as you do.

EMANUZLE
. (cont)

Where o you get vour golcé?

For scme reason, this, for ZImanuele is a terribie
guestion, ané he waits, expecting & terrible answer.

.

Z have a frienc. He gives me 21l
i want.

SMARUZLE
I never see hLim.

PETLLZERINA
Nor éo Z... Those pears there co
<he tahle=-~ N1e sent tTaem to ne.
Worlé vou like a2 pear? Thev're
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(nis back *o her)

I want acthiing £zem him.

PELLEGRINA
Ané vou don't want my secre:?,..
If there's nothing else that I can
cive you, I think that you'll wanc
this:
Do vou know, my little Emanuele,
whose voice it is now that vou're
singing with?
My little star, it is the voice of
Pellegrirna. The t-ue voice.
Ané until now, Pellegrina 2ién':
know herself how beautiful it was...
How beautifgl it is.,

She cannot tell whether he's been listening %o this, or
whether he hasn't hearé a word she's spoken.

-

She turns awav... looks out the window..

It's almost dawn.

[T

She craws a deep sigh.

But I'm aZzzid it's coing to be
another awful winter's cay...

till-~- I console myself +that
somewhere, among 2l those ugly
people, Isabella is prayving for me.
m NijerT ™

L1 =P

Isabelle is no longer here.
PELLIGRINA

On? Eas she gone already?
EMANUZLE

Ané vou... I woncer why vou stayv.

b--eﬁ_e L]

— > w -y
P-—I.—-‘U{'.-.\."s

( in 2 smaill
voice)

What Eéo vou mean
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She takes

EMANUZLE

I know vou c€o not like
We are such ucly peor:ie in
town...

Has that offendec vou? Why? Goé
knows that vou aren't one of

(sharply)
You weren't berrn here, were you?

(another cuick
change cf tone)

Ch, my dear chilé and brother...
these are not vour pecople. Lcok=--~

him by the shoulders and turns him so that

he's forced +o face the mirro:x.

In this town they've been

inter-marrving for centuries,

their heads are growing narrower.

Haven't vou noticeé how many of

them souint?...

2 sguinting race, ill-favored and

ill-brec. There is no jov in them.

This is a town without laughter--
EMANUELZ

(cravely, staring

into the class)

a saint.

This is 2 town withou:

Silence.
PELLEGRINA
(aftex & moment,
very coidly)
2né woulé you iike to be that szint,
Emznuele?
EMANUZLE
(repeating it
wecrd fcor word)
T have been taught that sanciity
is a2 gift Zrom heaven.
She finds nim, 2t this moment, a2lmost intolerably
sanczimenice gns ig serongly wempted D Dox hils ears.
Tu= ghe rememters that she is ZighzTing Zcor Ris stul.
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ZLLEGRINA

An€ if a gift more rare and

Drecious nas already been
bestowec cn vou?

She waits for his reply. He remains stubdornlv silent.

Do vou know the kiné of saint
these people here are greedy fox?
He'll have bloody palms ané dirty
fingernails. He's scourgeé with
£leas, ané-- vou can be sure of it
-=- he'll have a sguint.

Oh, my little son, myv brother--
heaven is already crowded with
saints. There is a great
congestion of halos up there
among the stars. But you--

(proudly)

You have been ¢czlleé into 2 more
exclusive company.

In 2 gesture which is pure theatre, and vet passionately

felt, PELLEGRINA throws open the window.

Look at this world of ours—-
+this universe with its dewdrops
gnd its calaxies. Look at the
dolphin and the draconfly. Oh,
my dear Emanuele. look at the
hummingbiré and the ¢girzife...
& leaf... an ecg... and telil me
if creation itself is not,
supremely, & work ol axz?

Who then are the Lord's own
chiléren? Are thev not ar-tists
~-- after His own example?

Do they pray in heaven, éo you
+hink, or do they sing?

She waits--

Certzin in her heac-t that she must finallyv have moved

- ol

him to her will, she waits for his ressonse...

She sees +that he is cazing around the roon, letiing
his eves res+ £n cne =hing alter anviher,
Te- some veascn, this frxighsens hex a litiise.

- v = =y
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IANUELE

1 was looking a2¢ this
2ll +he .hlncs nere.
lamp anéd the pianc.

(o}

i them 211

rocm... at
At the creen
I was thinking

Pauvse.
PELLEGRINA
What were vou thinking of them?

He speaks after a momen:, very simzly

EMANUELE

1 was thinking that here
been happy.

I have

After another moment-- 2 long moment-- he turns,
moves slowly out the d&oox.

She doesn't move.

She stancés there in the shadowy room,
open Goor...

staring at

DISSOLVZD:

mose

£IG ROOM -

PZLLEGRINA, carefully dressed, sits in hexr usual
gt the window.

HJer fazce is like stone.

She waizs...

DISSOLVZ: -

mye—
-

3IG ROOM -
PEZLLIGRINE,

€111 weai

Y}\'M .
as before...

+inc...
DISSOLVE:

INT. THE STAIRWAY -

's coo-‘..

0lé ZUDOXI2 labozing vp to EZGRINA
She puts her ear to it and listens...

ané hezrcs thinc.

INT. TEZ BIG ROOXM

?:::3:2_:1 STill a+ her window, hezrs & Surzive
kncoking. She does neot respend.
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A pause... Then the Zocr ig slowlv opened.

ZTOCxzA
It's me.

PZLLEGRINA
Yes.

ZUDOYIa

You might have thought it was +the
bov...

Another pause.
It's three ceys now...

No re

'y
§-»
<

I've wonderec 1f Signor Rosat
knows he hasn't been coming Lor
his lessons.

I went to ask this nmorning. 3He
wasn't there.

He's been much away on his own
lately... That's 2il that they
"covlé tell me--

PE_LEIGRIKR rises, puts & shawl zrouné her shouléders,

-

ané without & woré, goes out the door.

ZXT. 2 SMALL S5QUARE

Some boys are dlaving with & ball. Thev sitcp as
PSL'“’R.LA comes into the scene.

IMANUEZLE is not among themn.
SZRIEZS OF SCENES: VARIOUS ST REZTS IN THE TOWN
d storm is threatening.

2 colé, gusting wind folliows PELLZGRIN2Z on her search...

7]

uééenlv, at the outskirzs of town, she comes upon hLim.

Ze s+z2ndés immovable, his back turneld, gazing inte the
gietance.

Than, just as she's adbout o call cut hi ame, he
walks away... At Sizst slowly, then guickening his ster.

She Zfolliows, Zust as cuicklyr,
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He swerves cZZ into a stesp 2
nicgh vp, in & Zlighe c¢f rsugh
&

.l WRICH encs,
a
=

'V
n

Lichtnine fizres across the valley. Thunder is heaxé...

The scarl arouné the bey's neck is & dburning ceé spos

in the cold, grav picture... The com: has fzllen “ronm
ELiZGRINA's headé, ner long dlack hair is loosened and

floa:s after her...

She has almost caught vz with him, but here on the
steps her heavv skirts are in the way, ané she is Zforceé
to0 stor.

-«
> -

DT

ZLLZGRINA

Emanuele! Stay--
He hac¢ alresacy senseé her apprcach. Now, a2t the souné
of her voice, he starts to run.
She follows.

He comes cuickly to the peiat where he can ¢o no
farther.

& klast of winé shakes the olive trees on the slopes
below. & crash oI thunder... Then sucdéenly, everv:ihin
‘S s_.'l .

He stors... Then turns to face her.

oy

Both are out of breath... The absurdi<y of ¢h
situetiorn is too much Ior her, & PILLEGRINE aughs.

PELLEZGRINZ
Is 14 rezgllv true vou're runnin
y ]

Some violent emoticn has him in i<s ¢rip... She knows
ehe must de carelul now... £2e wmust 1 Lxd tac
to her...

Dearest chilé, come here wish me--

I+ has begun to rain.

PELILEGRINA
(cont
her husky voice
insinuetinc...
nticaing)

I have socme beautiitl new scags
for vou--
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Ne!... No, no-- nc!l!

Ané it's going to be 'nc' every
time, I tell vou, whatever you
Trv t0 make me Eo.

She s+tands there in the rain, not speaking, looking up
at him, trvinc to take in his Zace...

It is no longer +he face of the beauvtiftl boy she has
been teaching.

T™is face seems to have been 2ll £flatteneé out scmehow.
The eves, half-&isappearinc in the Zlatness, seem IO
- ]

be sguinting down at her. It is the face of a2 little
0ié woman.

EMANUELZ
I know vou...

You're 2 witch, a vampire!
You want to érink my blooé--

He stops, a2s if terrified by the sound of his own woris
Then he shouts

You suckeé my blocc!
Ané vou want all the blooé that's
in me. Thaz+t's how witches live

forever. Luigi tolé me-—-

PZLLEGRINA

3 "
-d

Luigi?-- Luigi, my olé servant i
Milan? BEe ©t0i€ vou I'm a witenr?
SMANUELE
He told me that vou cannot die.
He stanés dead still.

~he rain has storpred.
I thoucht once that if I ever
lef:t vou I would die.

Now I know that I woulé cGie if I
went kack with vou.

She z<ands ilezeming o this long wa2il of :a_ew__-, oz
Zcom... spoken =y the voice of Pe‘le rina Leoxni.

m™e bov opens hLis eves. There is nowhere he can run.
Te'e 2 wildé - animal a2t dav... He fumdles on the grounc,
—iake uwo & stone =ng Dressss It tc his Dbreasc.

PRV

-

com e

fag 2R o 2 e
-:,..'...._': .

ARNCY
.

g vy
. . R



[ =)

~1

[
N
(4}

*uN - -

EMANUZIE
£ vou con't sta2y where vou are,
' throw this stcne at yov.

- -

y
i

1

In the bliné hope that, somehcw, the strucglie may be
turned into an embrace, she lif+s her skir: in froa:
of her and, as in a2 dance, takes a light step upwards,
As she moves, he hurls the stone.

He might have killed her, bus in the terrible tumul: ¢
his miné his hané is unsteady, and the stone ornly
brushes her head. It is a2 glancing blow, but strong
enough s¢ that she staggers ané £2lls to her knees.
There is rlooé on hexr Zorehead.

2 secon€ stone whirls pest her.
Ané now sudcenly, she's Zurcious.

PELLEGRINA
¥

You cloé€! VYou stumpy peasant boy!
Throwing stones, are yvou?=-- a< me?

There are a thousand men-- great
lords ané princes, a Pope, an
Zmperor-- if I but 1iZ:t my voice...

She breaks cff, taking 2 great casy of air... She carnot
iift her voice...

But she has not been ancry for thirteen empty vears.
Now, in & seconé, she is thrown back twice that leng:ih
of time.

Yes, I am a witch: A great witch-
a vampire with bat's wings! But
what are vou?

You're worried for that precious
soul of yours? GO sit on ite~!

like & voung miss on her maidenhead!
with all veour sguinting £riencds
arouné you! You're poisoned by it,
vour soul is a bad tooth-- ¢o0 have
it out!

She woulé go on=-- she woulé be happy to go on. 3But she

- o

<ODs shors Hex ear has caucght... the sound of her own

veize., W=mzt shoulZ have been the roer c¢f£ a lioness was

<he mere hisesing of a cander.

She s+teziies herself, then +turns
SoctT Touches The sTone thet nhai >

starts cowz... Her
£hrovn &t hex:

o
M

2
e
She takss it uvp =ncé Tubs it into <& sgratch on her
Ssrenezd, Then, Turning once mcre, she Ilings it o
lighziv, £o zThz= it fallg 2t the zov's fees.
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PELLZCERING

Xeep 1¢, vou! Pelliegrina's =locd

She leaves him now, ané star+s o wzlk back édown +the
path.

On the way, she fumbles at her hair ané wipes the dlood
0fZ her face with it.

A CROSSROALS
On & corner, there stands a low stone trough for

watering donkevs ané cat:ile. She sits cdown on its edge.

The storm has blown away. There is a distant sound of
bells...

PELLEGRINA (0.S.)

Oh, my deaxr chilé, dear 3rother ané
Lover--~ 3e not unnhaspy and fear nox.
t is over between vou and me.

You may live to give your town a
priest-saint of its own. You will
sing, too. Only, dear heart-- vou
vill have to werk hard to unlearzn
what vou have learned £rom me.

You will have +o take care, when
you are singing the Gospels, not
t0 introduce portamento effects...

And the voice 0Z Pellecrinz lLeoni
will not be hearé again.

A cuick, chill winé ccmes zunning aliong.

But now...

There is one cuestion to be answered:
Shall I go to the zight or to the
lef:? '

Somewhere bevond these mountains baring their
testh acainst & troutled skye- thexe waits for
PELLIGRINZ the grezz worif oI cizties and men.

granite

h oo

oais.

We _eawve her &t the cros
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HZR V2
A vast landscape Z-om cn high, & diank immensitr... an
for punctuation: one human Iiguce, like a tiny guvesticn

maxk.

I )Y

Durinc this:

A VERY S1OW DISSOLVZ:

INT. THE MONASTERY

MARCUS XLZEX'S voice is hearcé
T™hen we see him:
He s+ill sits in his 0lé place besicde the streicher, ané

behinéd PELLEGRINA'S heaé (he is most careful abous +this:
:Z she shoulé wake, he must be faishfrl to his o0lé

promise, ané she must not see him).

As we return now to the Monastery, there is~- before
anyvthing else-- a2 subtle emphasis on the hoodeZ,
enicmatic figure of the voung MONK... (we éo not see
his face).

ring this <ransition...

MARCIS RLEZX

Wnhy then-- alfter these weary years
-- dié she come back again into
these mountains?

His eves rest broofingly Zor & moment on the hoodel .
figure in the shadows.

-£ she knew about him=-- that he
¢ié not, aiter 2ll, grow up to te
2 priest, ané that insteaé, he'd
joinel this monastery-- then she
would kKnow that just as she can
never sing again-- Imanuele,

accoréing +o his vows, can never
spea¥...

DPause.

Wae he, indeed, the one lover she
could not banish £rom her memory?

AZcer a2 moment:

2né I myvsell...

(he si )
Since +that night she went awav..
I nave never scoken +tc herx since.
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PELLEGRINA stirs on hex couch... her evelids cuiver...
RLZEX moves to hide himsel?, but the next sesond she
looks up, ané her gaze £alls s<traight upon hLim.

She looks at him attentivelyv, neither smilinc nor
frowning.

Gooé evening, Marcus.

Pause.

L 3
-

It was good of vou to come. I'm
¢lacd you're here. I don't know
why, but tonight I am a liszle
nesvous.

-
-
-

-

The OLD AN Instandly understanés where they are
suppose€ to be: They are in PELLEGRINA's &ressing room
in the opera house.
MARCUS KLiEEX
You have no reason to be. It has
gone very well up to0 ncw.
She scrutinizes his face.
PZTLLIGRINA

Do you rezlily mean thazt? VYou co
not criticize? Nothing coulé have
been improved? ’

i

< MARCUS XLIZK
I éo not criticize. You have done
well, and@ I am well content wizh
+he whole thing.

> - -

DELLEGRINA

ty

Wno are these gentlemen?

MARCUS KIZZK

These are three Zcreign younc
gentlemen who have traveled 2 long
way +o0 have the honor cf beinc
introduceé to you.

Zer eves move frcm cne face to zncther.
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PELIZGRINA (cont)
I 8o not zhink +£hg+t +he incernissicn
can last much longer.

IARCUS KLIZTK

My ncble yvoung siz-s--

i am pleasec td have obtained fo=r
vou an unforgetizble moment in vour
lives.

I introduce +to0 vou herewith--

Donna Pellec--na Leoni, the greatest
singer in the worlg.

PELLEGRINA
I-am very glaé to see vou here.

They kiss her hand, all tihcee.

Nay, but I really am a little
nervous tonight...

Wnat scene is i+, Marcus?

MARCUS KIEZK
My lit+le star, be not nervous at
21l; it is sure to0 go well with
you uonig It is the -seconé
act of Don u-ovaun-. Your
recitative: 'Crudele? ah no,
mio bene...' .

She draws a ceer sigch and repeats:

PILLIGRINA
'Crudele? Ah no, mio bene!
Troppo mi spiace allontanaxti
un ben che lungamente l2 nos<tc!
alma desia...'

As she speaks these worcés ¢f the ¢ld opera a rain

tears springs from her eyes.

oz

0% a sudden, clé MARCUS KLEZK takes up his heavy walking
s+=ick, ané (making the o0lé signel of the theatre) sirikes

-5

+hroe short strckes on the stone Ilocrs.

MARCTS FLZIZX

3 - Ta=
(in & clear

Donne Pellezrinea Leoni--
on scene Zor <he seccni act.

voice)
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And PELLEIGRINA responds to this like a soldier o the 173
call, or a war horse to the blast cf a2 +trumpet... She
collects herself, ané then grows Guie: in & gallan:,

aeadly calm.

A strange scund comes IZrom her breast, like +the éistant
roar of a great animal.

From the chapel come the low veices of the monks chanting
a prayer...

Then they are singing, ané a2 single voice is raised
above the others...

EMANUZILE sings now as a man, dut if anything, %the man's
voice is mecre thrilling than the bov's...

I+ rises to the rafters, uplifting every heart; it is the
voice o music itself.

There are s+ill flames in PILLEGRINA'S face... Bvt in an
instant they sink fast, an€ an ashen gray covers iz
instead,

Her body £falls back.
2fter a long moment, MARCUS KLEZK presses his hat cown
on nhis head. .
MARCUS RLZEX

Iicadal rejiiskadisch schemel =-obo.
The candles are still bucning, but daylight is already
showing, high up, in the nar-ow windows.
THE T=Z2TT YOUNG MEIN, in silence, have taken depacture.
The +two remain:

PELLEGRINA on her couch, and MARCUS XIZEK at her side,
nis chin resting on his stick...

Ané the voice continues singing...
A slow transition:

ErLF TADE, HALF DISSOLVE:

'-l
~9
29

TYT. T=ET ARARBIAN DEOW - NIGHT
The heavy waters sing and murmur aiong the prow...

T TANIMAAT

AZ+er a noment, LINCOLN speaks

Fd

LINCOL .

I have citen askeé mysell-- what

wotlé have happeneé iZ she'd lived?
(

-~ b
cne

T A cemee® 2 - . <
Whet woull she nave cocne?
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LINCOLN (cont)

[
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K {9

She might have heccme a dancer
Mombasse. ..

132,

in

She might have cone wiih us into
the highlanés on an expecdition Zor
ivory or slaves, and made u? her

miné to stay awhile... anéd been

honoreé by some war-like nactives

as a witch.

Dause.

In the encé 1
have decided to become z pre:s

ve thought she might

+tle jackal... ruaning about and
Playing with her shadow... Having
& little ease of heazt, a little

Zan...

On a2 moonlight nici
) thougnt that
up in the hills...

o
0
o)
[+
'-0
o ok
o gl B
04
v
"

MIRA
it

i
o &

ream.

LINCOLN

I have been blown about by many

ike this I've
her voice...

s true then-- vou have learned

winds; but ves, Mira-- bv the Grace

o Goé-- I dream.
MIR2
By Goc's Grace, indeel.

LINCOLN

I have been irying lately tc make

£riends with him. 2ané I think

<0

love Go& truly vou must love a joke.

MIR: opens his toothless old mouth and laughs

souncdlessiy in appreciation.

MZ

Ah, Lincoln-- mey you iive Iorever

Tor what is l1ife, when you coOme

0

emink of I+, but a2 ~‘nuLe1& set,

o -bhan

. s
-..c'e:‘.:.c‘.. machane P o3d

-eP v ne cT b.o-’-IGZ = -D ur e'

e =

-
-

.
the

1=

£

Lt Taraial She o b gdel T L REALRT SRR




He has turned to look at the voung SA'ID BIN AIMED,

They

e thinks

sail

-Be is mistaken.

+his over Zor a mcoent.

(conz)

We may even ask ourselves which
is the more intense pleasure-- <o
érink wine, or to make water.

LINCOLN
Those are not his guestions.

’

MIRA

Sa'id...? He asks no guestions.

Insteacd, he throws his 'pravers a:
God, ané with such energy &s +tha:
with which elephants copulate.

"I shell show no mercy,” he zell
God, "ané I shall ask for none."

He will be showing
mercy in Mombassa, I think, before
he's done with all of us.

LINCOLN
Ané you, Mira, vou'll make & story
of it in the end. )
MIR2A

It is another story,
is not yvour story.

Lincolan. 1z

LINCOLN

No, but my heart is light. I'm
pleaseé with this wazm night, aacd
the full moon...

I'm here t0 see... what's coing

tc nappen. ZXs belore I've seen

.h;ncs happen in o.ne* :laces in
+he wozlé.

cn for a li<tle while in silence.

Yee, +here will be other stories--

’
even sto-ies about her...

Srhe was cool company, ¥OU RXIOW...

She might have been here wizth us
!
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LINZOLY (const
The zruth is, there wazs =00 much
life in her. She usedé to say
herselZ she coulé no+ éie...
A murmur In the air, like the vibra<ting of a string.
SA'ID rises to his feet.
&'ID
Those are the breakers. We shzll
be in Mombassa at édawsn.

He moves up into the prow, ané stands there starcing
aheadc...
LINCOLN
He isn't praying now.
MIRA
No, ne thinks.
" LINCOLN

There ace onlyv two things it is
ever seemly Zor an intelligent
person to be thinking.

MIRA
Yes?

LINCOLN .
One is: "What ciéd Goé mean by

4
cr azing the worlg?"
MIRL
An2 +he other?
LINCOLN
"What éo I o next...?"

TADE OUT,.
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