
EDWARD #1 
EXT. WATERFRONT DOCKS – NIGHT 
 
Mary Wilson walks to a car in a back alley…where Edward 
awaits. 
 

   MARY 
Next time you approach a woman in a 
dark alley, you might introduce 
yourself. 

 
Edward references the unexpectedly blow she delivered to his 
head a little earlier. 

 
   EDWARD 
I shall endeavor to remember that, 
provided my concussion isn’t too 
severe. 
 (handing her his card) 
Should you need me. Call any time 
before 9. 
 
   MARY 
What happens at 9? 
 
   EDWARD 
My wife and I go to bed. 7 o’clock, 
sherry. 8 o’clock, Benny Goodman. 9 
o’clock, bed. 
 
   MARY 
You’re new to espionage, aren’t you? 
 
   EDWARD 
Far from it. Last summer, I caught 
the cook pocketing the good spoons. 
 (opening the door for her) 
What now, Miss Wilson? 

 
Push in on Mary, a faint smile creeping across her face… 
 

   MARY WILSON 
Now, I go to work. 
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EDWARD HUTCHINS #2 
INT. HUTCHINS RESIDENCE – NIGHT 
 
A telephone rings next to a radio playing the Hit Parade. 
After a moment…Edward enters, in an apron, whisking a bowl. 
 

   EDWARD 
 (into phone) 
Hutchins residence. 
 
   MARY (O.S.) 
They’ve weaponized it. 
 
   EDWARD 
Miss Wilson? 
 
   MARY (O.S.) 
 (staring at a glowing sphere) 
Do you know anyone else handling high 
explosives this time of night? 
 
   EDWARD 
As a matter of fact, no. It’s just, I 
promised my wife a soufflé and if 
it’s not in the oven by- 
 
   MARY (O.S.) 
Mr. Hutchins, what was once a theory 
is now a bomb, so my apologies to 
your wife, but I’m afraid dinner will 
have to wait. 
 
   EDWARD 
Quite right. I believe Mr. Brown left 
a note. 

 
He puts down the phone next to the radio creating hold music 
for Mary and leaves the room. Edward returns with a 
notebook. 
 

   EDWARD (CONT’D) 
Is the nitramene glowing, by any 
chance? 
 
   MARY (O.S.) 
Yes. 
 
   EDWARD 
Oh. That’s not ideal. Mary closes her 
eyes, summoning patience. He reads. 
 
   EDWARD (CONT’D) 
“An orange glow would indicate the 
nitramene has reached peak  
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volatility, and should be handled 
with caution. One crack in its shell 
would result in an implosion with a 
blast radius of 500 yards.” 
 
   MARY (O.S.) 
Delightful. 
 
   EDWARD 
“Render it inert with a solution of 
sodium hydrogen carbonate and 
acetate.” Though I don’t know where 
you’ll find any of that this time of 
night. 
 
   MARY (O.S.) 
Leave that to me. 
 
   EDWARD 
One more note. “Avoid touching the 
core to the containment ring. Failure 
to do so will result in-“ 
 
   MARY (O.S.) 
Death? 
 
   EDWARD 
I was going to say core overload, 
but, yes. 

 
Just then, a door creaks open. 
 

   MRS. HUTCHINS (O.S.) 
Edward, love, I’m home. 
 
   EDWARD 
Won’t be a minute, Fiona. 
 (whispering into phone) 
If that will be all? 
 
   MARY (O.S.) 
Mr. Hutchins, you do realize this job 
will have certain “afterhours” 
requirements? 
 
   EDWARD 
So does my wife. Good night, Miss 
Wilson. 

 
He hangs up and heads for the kitchen. 

 
   EDWARD (CONT’D) 
Darling – 
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EDWARD HUTCHINS #3 
INT. AUTOMAT – MORNING 
 
EDWARD pushes his cereal around without eating. Soon… 
 
Mary Wilson sits down in the next booth, so they’re back to 
back. She rests a bag at their feet, eyes red, face bruised. 
 

   EDWARD 
Did she have a family? 
 
   MARY 
 (almost a whisper) 
She lost a brother at Guadalcanal. 
I’d only known her a few months… I 
needed a place to stay. I didn’t have 
any friends in- 

 
Her voice catches. EDWARD discreetly passes her a napkin. 
 

   MARY (CONT’D) 
I seem to have a habit of losing the 
people closest to me. 
 (bitterly) 
Or maybe losing is too nice of a way 
to put it. I get them killed. 
 
   EDWARD 
Miss Wilson – 
 
   MARY 
When Glenn came to me, I may have 
acted reluctant, but the truth is I 
was damn happy to see him. I’ve been 
wallowing in it since the war. 
Wondering why no one wanted to give 
Agent Mary Wilson a shot. So I 
grabbed the chance…and I mucked it 
up. Now Colleen’s dead. Because of 
me. 

 
EDWARD take a breath, a bit unused to such honesty. 
 

   EDWARD 
Miss Wilson, I’ve read your war 
record. You are a credit to your 
profession. Inarguably. If the men at 
your office can’t recognize it, 
they’re fools. 
 
   EDWARD (CONT’D) 
 (beat) 
You were trying to do something good. 
And I believe you accomplished it. 
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   MARY 
Was it worth it? 

 
EDWARD eyes the dark sphere in the bag at their feet. 
 

   EDWARD 
I don’t believe we’ll know that until 
the job is truly done. 

 
Mary takes that in. They sit, back to back, yet connected. 
 

   MARY 
Where does your wife think you are 
right now? 
 
   EDWARD 
One of Mr. Brown’s more amorous 
admirers has refused to vacate his 
penthouse. I had to supervise her 
extraction. 
 
   MARY 
I imagine that’s quite believable. 
 
   EDWARD 
You’ve no idea. 
 (sipping his tea) 
I’ll make it up to Fiona. Perhaps 
she’d like a Sticky Toffee Pudding. 

 
Mary smiles at this little window into domestic happiness.  
She glances down at the sphere. 
 

   MARY 
We need to know where this came from. 
But I can’t exactly walk it into 
headquarters. 

 
EDWARD sips his tea. 
 

   EDWARD 
I might know a gentleman… 
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