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TREATMENT


C.M.B.4: GIANT KILLER 

AUGUSTUS AGAR V.C., a Royal Navy Lieutenant, is assigned to the British Secret Service in early 1919 to conduct courier missions in the BALTIC, in support of British spies based inside Russia.  The British are still backing the Tsarist Whites against the Revolutionary Bolshevik Reds in the late stages of the Russian Civil War.

As an ancillary action, Agar elects to target the heavy cruiser OLEG of the Russian Navy in KRONSTADT Naval Harbor at Petrograd (St. Petersburg).  The attack mode is to use a 3-man, 40-foot, coastal motor torpedo boat (CMB) based out of an abandoned yacht club at TERRIOKI, Finland, ten miles north of Kronstadt.

Agar makes a solo night attack on the OLEG, sinking it with a single torpedo (subsequently being awarded the Victoria Cross).  This stunning success persuades the Admiral of the Baltic Fleet and British brass in London to plan a second, more dangerous, attack against the Bolshevik Navy using a flotilla of eleven CMBs to be piloted in by Lieut. Agar.  

During the planning stages, Agar is diverted to rendezvous with and rescue the important British spy, S.T.25, off the Petrograd coast.  They fail to connect.  S.T.25’s rowboat sinks and he is left in the sea to swim a mile to shore.  The rendezvous attempt by Agar results in his being blinded by searchlights and crashing on a submerged breakwater below an island fort.  He evades capture, sailing the crippled craft back to Terrioki.

11 CMBs arrive at BIORKO naval basin, the British Navy base in Finland 50 miles west of Kronstadt Naval Harbor.  The goal is to sink six major Bolshevik warships and thwart any future attempt by the REDS to attack Finland or the Baltic states (Estonia, Latvia and Lithuania).  After extensive trials, eight of the eleven CMBs make the ultimate attack, supported by Sopwith Camels, Strutters and other RAF airplanes. 

In the week prior to the attack, S.T.25 (Sir Paul Dukes) escapes Russia by overland route.  He and underground accomplices in Petrograd are successful in a bold plan to rescue SONIA ORLOV, the underground guerilla fighter, from the notorious Cheka prison.  Reunited with her lover and co-fighter SHURA, they are taken out with S.T.25.  Sonia is physically decimated due to brutal nightly interrogations and beatings from the Bolsheviks during her four months’ incarceration in the Cheka.  

S.T.25 agrees to take them out; he selects the northerly overland route to Finland rather than heading west over a much longer (but less difficult) escape route to Riga.  Their night crossing at a remote border point succeeds.  Two days later S.T.25 finally meets up with Agar, very briefly, in Biorko, on his way to Helsingfors (Helsinki) with his companions.  Tragically, Sonia dies during the short stopover.  Shura, distraught and weeping, drunk on vodka, departs to return to Petrograd, to fight and die.    

The main flotilla attack, by air and sea, is mounted.  Agar, professional and ice calm, is unaffected by his otherwise-emotional meeting with S.T. 25 and the tragic young Russian lovers.  The attack itself is both a disaster and a victory.  

Two Russian battleships and two large support vessels are sunk or put out of commission; two smaller ships are also damaged with a torpedo from Agar’s CMB 4 boat.  Three CMBs are lost (two due to a head-on collision within the harbor).  Eight British seamen and officers are killed, nine captured.  

Despite the significant losses, the mission is a strategic success:  Subsequently, the Russian fleet is bottled up in Petrograd.  No invasions by the Reds of other territories are attempted in the Baltic.  Two Victoria Crosses are awarded (and another 29 medals) for extraordinary valor.  CMB 88 skipper DAYRELL-REED is fatally wounded in the head:  His boat completes its attack, piloted by the second-in-command, before the race back to Biorko.  Dayrell-Reed dies on the British flagship, battleship HMS Delhi, after being commended by Admiral Sir WALTER COWAN and the returning flotilla officers and men, and his best friend Agar, who bid him farewell.  

Final SCENE is of the remaining CMBs returning to Britain (streaking westward along the Baltic coast toward Helsingfors).  Scrolling SUPER summarizes the career paths of GUS AGAR, V.C. and ST 25, significant dates, and a note on their friendship and later output (6 books between them).  The final text emphasizes the importance of the British Baltic Fleet’s C.M.B. missions during those three months in 1919 vis-à-vis the future independence of Finland.
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FADE IN:

EXT.  YACHT CLUB, FINLAND - EVENING

It is very late in the evening but still partially light, the eerie light of a summer night in northern latitudes.  The gray air is hanging damp and thick, shortly before the few hours of darkness. 

The yacht club basin appears to be virtually abandoned.  The water is inky black.  There are three jetties stretching out from the shore, where a low-lying, sprawling clubhouse borders the pine trees.  There are two unusually long, cigar-shaped ‘speedboats’ lying alongside a floating dock attached to the center jetty, and several small prams.  

Some people are moving about through wisps of mist and fine drizzle.  The sound is only of the soft wet wind.

SUPER:

“June 1919, Finland, north of Petro-

grad (St. Petersburg), Russia.

It is seven months since WWI ended.

The British still support the Whites:

But the Reds have won the Revolution.

In the Baltic, Britain must stop the

Bolsheviks from absorbing Finland.” 

EXT.  YACHT CLUB JETTY - NIGHT

There are occasional subdued lights on the center jetty and muffled noises.  Three or four figures on the floating dock are passing bulky items across to men in one of the two cigar-shaped boats.  The boats are forty feet long, very narrow.  

The harbor basin that is in background, and the gray-white clubhouse further on shore, appear to be nearly deserted, although the momentary glow of a drawn-on cigarette hints at silent watchers in the shadows.  Not quite dark, there is enough light to see by in the open, yet not enough without a lamp in the deeper crevasses.  

Two men in the boat are stowing items  - jerry cans, drums of Lewis-gun ammunition, some boxes, a rolled tarpaulin.  Their motions are fluid and fast and they are silent in black deck shoes; they are camouflaged for night in dark trousers and civilian jumpers under leather jackets.

One man – clearly the skipper – stands erect in the mid-section of the boat in what is evidently a cockpit, behind a perspex windshield covered by canvas.  Holding lightly onto a steering wheel with his left hand, he scans the work of the men on the dock and jetty, and of his own two men in the aft and forward areas of the boat.  Two other men are also in the cockpit, huddled down on the starboard side of the compartment.  One of the men appears agitated, glancing about in some consternation.  The other is still.

The man in the forward part of the boat is in a hole, similar to a turret, but without any canopy or windshield.  The man aft is in one of two slots on either side of a long hump that traverses the boat from cockpit to stern.  The wet light in the sky continues to fade.  Across the boat’s port beam, on the outer side of the boat, the faint outline of a painted-over designator can be seen, comprising large letters and a number: C.M.B. 4  

The skipper’s face, close up, is like a hawk’s; eyes hooded and unblinking, nose arched – a stern face with noble beak.  His mouth is set, corners down.  He looks to be about 30.  Although he wears civilian clothes, he has on his head, at a rakish angle, a white cap with dark headband and Royal Navy insignia.  

At this point he takes the naval hat off and stuffs it in a small compartment in the cockpit, pulling on instead a Russian Commissar’s leather cap.  He is impatient.  He sends a questioning signal to the men ashore.

The men on the dock and jetty, one by one, nod affirmatively and raise their thumbs.  For the first time we hear a quiet voice, clear in the thick air, as the skipper, Lieut. AUGUSTUS “GUS” AGAR, looks fore and aft.






AGAR




Ready, Beeley?  Ready, 

Hampsheir?

The two men give Agar the thumbs-up signal.  The short man in front, Chief Officer BEELEY, is spry and cocky, eyes bright and alert, ready to go.  The taller man aft, Sub.Lieut. HAMPSHEIR, looks nervous, rubbing his two hands together before pulling on a black leather cap over yellow, wavy hair.  His mouth is open, lips drawn back.

AGAR

Hampsheir, make sure those stops 

are tied down tight!  Right then, 

cast off.  Beeley, pram cinched? 

Agar leans over to the two men huddled in the starboard side of the cockpit:  One is PETER – S.T. 27 - a Russian courier for the British Secret Service; the other is a Finnish contrabandist, a SMUGGLER, hired as pilot to steer them through the Kronstadt Naval Harbor forts, mines and submerged breakwaters.

AGAR




All right?  We won’t be able to 

talk once underway.  Peter,  

make sure our smuggler points 

clearly to the channel when we 

get near Kronstadt’s north tip.  

Agar looks directly at the smuggler.






AGAR




Point, point, point, understand?

Peter, talk to this smuggler, 

make sure he understands.

The smuggler – a large, unkempt man, rough looking and dirty – nods after Peter translates.  Still obviously nervous and shifty, he says something in Finnish to Peter.

PETER

He wants to know how fast we 

travel.

AGAR

Over forty knots.  When we get 

near the forts, about two miles 

away, he must stand up.  Right? 

Agar waves an arm to the men on the floating dock who gather the lines as they are cast loose from the boat.  Up at the clubhouse with its balcony surround, three men step out from the shadows, their cigarettes glowing like fireflies, watching.

Suddenly, a roar shatters the stillness of the night.  Flame spurts from the exhaust mechanism as the enormous cylinders of the boat’s engine come to life.  The smuggler, hunkered down in the right side of the cockpit, looks about in consternation, alarmed.

No one else appears phased as the roar subsides into a pulsating throb.  Agar, standing in profile, is sphinx-like, head back, eyes almost closed.  He moves a lever into a slot and eases the throttle forward barely an inch.  The boat slips slowly away from the floating dock.

EXT. LONDON OFFICE – DAY – FLASHBACK SEQUENCE

Lieutenant Agar is in naval uniform standing by a bank of bay windows in a carpeted office that is furnished more like a country drawing room.  The windows stretch from ceiling to floor.  He is alone.  Bright sunshine floods in.  He is looking down at some acres of a green park, at people strolling in the warm early spring weather, children running.  The beds of flowers are close to first bloom. 

The door opens and an elderly man in a Royal Navy uniform with Captain’s insignia enters.  He holds a pipe in one hand.  He wears a monocle in his right eye.  He is Sir George Mansfield SMITH-CUMMING (as a plaque on a desk nearby identifies) - head of the foreign section of the British Secret Intelligence Service, known to the few that are aware of his clandestine dual role as “C”.  He smiles slightly at Agar and walks to an ornately carved desk near the north wall, facing both door and windows.

He waves Agar to a chair facing him.






“C”




Do sit down, Agar.  Thank you. 

Very good of you to come in to 

London.  You have come straight 

from Osea Island, have you?

AGAR





(taking a chair)




No, sir.  I came from Essex 

last night and stayed over at 

my elder brother’s home, near 

Hungerford.

“C” taps the bowl of his pipe into a large glass ashtray and leaves it there.






“C”




Agar, you’ve been serving in 

CMBs for more than a year now.  

Tell me about your experience 

and what you think of the boats.






AGAR




Well, sir.  I was selected for 

CMB service as Torpedo/Mining 

Officer.

Agar pauses, gathering his thoughts.






AGAR

I had some additional training 

in the boats at Thorneycroft,




the manufacturer.  I suggested 

certain design modifications




that they incorporated in the 

newer models and in the larger, 

fifty-five foot versions.  The 

55s carry two torpedoes instead

of one, as in my forty-footers.  

Agar keeps his eyes focused on “C”.






“C”




Yes.  Go on.






AGAR

Toward the end of the war, Sir, 

I commanded a squadron out of 

Dover.  We attacked German patrol 

craft along the Belgian coast.  I participated in the Zeebrugge raid 

led by Roger Keyes.  

Once again Agar pauses to ascertain whether he is talking too much or saying the right thing.  






AGAR

Since the end of the war I have 

been stationed at the main CMB 

base at Osea Island.




“C”

Yes.  And the boats’ capabilities, 

Agar?  Tell me a little bit about 

the boats, can you?




AGAR

Ah, well, Sir.  They are quite 

magnificent small naval craft, in 

my view, Sir .  Incredibly fast; 

peak speed when light – say, after 

dropping the torpedo – forty-two, 

forty-three knots.  Very shallow 

draft; so we skim.   We can pass 

over submerged mines and barriers.

Agar is speaking fluidly and without hesitation now.






AGAR

They turn and maneuver well in 

tight quarters.  Extremely agile.  

The CMB is, frankly, thrilling 

to command.

Agar’s enthusiasm is evident.  His dialogue is quiet and respectful, but faster, clearer.





AGAR




One of the modifications I 

worked on with Thorneycroft was 

the addition of two small 

vertical fins near the stern, 

which have helped to decrease 

skidding in the high speed turn.

Agar actually raises both hands in a banking attitude, the way RAF pilots talk about aerial dog-fighting.

AGAR   

I am amazed at the design of 

this craft and by the engine 

itself – a Fiat composite 

with Thorneycroft.  Superb!

Agar pauses.  He looks at “C” and now, perhaps, realizes he has gone on a bit long.






“C”




Yes.  All right, Agar.  I’ll 

get right to the heart of the 

matter.  We have two secret 

agents in Russia, of vital 

importance at this time, one 

in Moscow, one in Petrograd.  

“C” picks up his pipe from the large glass tray and begins to scrape it out with a silver letter opener.






“C” 

Our only means of communication 

is by courier.  The overland 

border-crossing access is too 

dangerous now.  No wireless.  

No cipher.

“C” pauses.  He looks at Agar carefully.  He takes his time, removes the monacle from his eye.  He weighs his words, and continues thoughtfully.






“C”

Our Petrograd man is ST25; we 

intend to take him out in a 

few months, but in the interim 

we need to get our courier in. 

Are you following me?




AGAR

I am, sir.




“C”

I want to transfer you to MI5 

for some months.  I am asking 

you to volunteer for this:  To 

take two of your CMBs, base 

them at Terrioki, an abandoned 

yacht club on the eastern coast 

of Finland, twelve miles north 

of Petrograd.

“C” begins to fill his pipe from a leather pouch.






“C”

You would have to take our 

couriers - there are three - in 

on night runs, over dangerous 

waters, full of mines, through

a line of twelve island forts 

and barrier reefs, to a drop 

and recover point at the head 

of the Neva river northwest of

Petrograd.  You may have to do 

this run several times.  The 

Finns may cooperate in keeping 

the mission secret, they may not.

“C” glances up at Agar as he bends his head slightly and lights the pipe.  Agar has not moved.  He is impassive.




“C”

You may be compromised.  There 

are double-agents.  You will be 

under me, although technically 

you’d be seen to report to the 

Foreign Office.  As I said, this

mission could last six months.  

“C” places both elbows on the desk and leans forward.






“C”

Are you ready to do that, Agar?




AGAR

Yes, of course, Sir.  I am.




“C”

Good.  Good man.  That’s settled 

then.  You will select five men.  

Our couriers will join you there.

You will be isolated and totally 

self-sufficient.  How much money 

will you need?

For the first time, Agar looks disconcerted.  But not for long.  He takes a deep breath.






AGAR




Five thousand pounds, sir.






“C”




Very well.  Emma will see you get 

that, and other papers, and orders.  

Let me start you off.

“C” comes around the desk and takes Agar’s elbow, leading him toward the door.

EXT. COUNTRY ESTATE, LAWN – DAY – FLASHBACK SEQUENCE

The bright warmth of “C”’s sunlit office carries over to this open, park-like estate.

It is late afternoon.  The sun is still shining; lengthening shadows stream across the lawn.  Three men are sitting in deck chairs, facing the tennis court that is some twenty yards distant.  There is a low table in front of them, with a large tray arrayed with tea service and cups, and a plate with a few remaining sandwiches.  On the tennis court, two young women  - girls of seventeen or eighteen – are hitting back and forth casually.  Behind the men is a fine, two-storey country house, well surrounded with shrubs and flowerbeds and mature trees.

The three men are Augustus “Gus” Agar, his eldest brother SHELTON “SHELT” AGAR, and Gus’ best friend MOSSY DARRYL-REED.  Gus Agar and Darryl-Reed are in naval uniform; both have the rank of Lieutenant. 






GUS AGAR




Yes, Shelt, I’ll be away for 

much of the remainder of this




year.  I’m afraid I can’t tell 

you more than that.

DARRYL-REED




Oh, come on Gussie!  We’re in 

the same command.  This all 

sounds somewhat mysterious.  

Is there a woman involved?

GUS AGAR

    (laughing)





No such luck, Mossy.

Gus Agar and Mossy Darryl-Reed banter back and forth, their friendship direct and open.  Shelt Agar watches the two of them appreciatively, smiling, sometimes chuckling.  He is considerably older than his younger brother and Mossy, almost like an uncle or a father to them.  All at once Gus Agar gets serious and stands up.






GUS AGAR




Come for a stroll around the 

court, Mossy.

The two of them walk around the far side of the open-sided tennis court, hands behind their backs, seemingly watching the girls.

GUS AGAR




Mossy, I’ll be taking two forty 

footers and two crews.  I can’t 

tell you where, and you may not 

know for some time.  I wanted 

to have you come as skipper of 

the second boat but certain 

parties insisted that you have 

to complete our liaison work with Thornycroft on the fifty-fives.

DARRYL-REED

Humph.  And would I have wanted to 

come along on this jaunt, Gussie?  

Is it interesting enough?

GUS AGAR

                       (laughing again)




No, no, no, Mossy.  You don’t 

flush me out.  Can’t say.  

Anyway, I just wanted you to 

know that I did ask for you.  

Gus looks sideways at Mossy, eyes twinkling.






GUS AGAR

In any event, I don’t think 

they would trust the two of us, 

off together on our own, as 

it were.

DARRYL-REED




Yes, I can certainly under-

stand that!

They laugh together, probably reminiscing on many prior escapades.

DARRYL-REED




I say, Gussie, that niece of 

yours is absolutely gorgeous.  

She’s grown into an elegant 

young woman.

GUS AGAR




Monica is not yet eighteen, 

Mossy.  She’s just finishing 

her last year, doing finals 

at Roehampton.  Then back to 

Ceylon in July.  Much too 

young for you, my dear chap.  

Keep your eyes on the ball, 

not the legs.

More soft laughs.  The girls come off the court and join the two naval officers.  They all saunter back toward Shelt who is still encased in his deck chair, placid, benign, comfortable.  

We can hear the girlish giggles and whoops of the young women as Mossy courts them with elegant flattery and pure charm.  It is a perfect waning afternoon, a spring scene in peacetime, gentle and warm, an English idyll.  All is subdued, bathed in light and laughter.  

EXT.  YACHT BASIN, FINLAND – NIGHT – PRESENT DAY

The new scene reverts starkly, suddenly to the near-dark, damp night of Finland.  

The CMB begins to slip ominously out of the yacht club harbor basin, without wake, throbbing, black water peeling back from the sides of the craft, glistening in what is now near darkness.  The craft eases past a breakwater into the channel that empties out to the open water of the Gulf of Finland.  

The wind is no stronger than before.  The water is fairly calm – not flat, but calm.  The pulsating boat picks up a couple of knots speed, moving away, its five figures in silhouette.

EXT.  OPEN SEA - NIGHT

The boat passes through the entrance marker buoys.  Very deliberately, the pulsating noise of the engine increases until it becomes a steady roar.  The boat sinks deeper into the water, its stern low as it gathers momentum.  A white plume of water rises from a point well aft of the submerged propeller and becomes startlingly taller, like a man standing up suddenly.  

The boat accelerates rapidly now:  Its bow drops gently over as the boat levels – horizontal - and the whole craft lifts up, skimming on the plane.  Its slicing keel throws up huge bow sprays to either side, virtually curtaining off the back half of the racing CMB.

The engine’s roar increases to an ultimate level of intensity as the throttle is opened full.  The CMB skims the surface of the dark choppy sea, its speed close to the maximum loaded limit of forty knots.  

In the distance (some seven or eight miles ahead) the dim outline of an island, Kronstadt Naval Harbor – its defensive fort silhouetted on its northernmost cliffs - is just visible.

Agar, almost in full, stands erect in the cockpit.  The other four men hold their heads low.  Agar stretches out his free right hand toward the two men huddled in the cockpit across from him.  

He closes and opens his fingers wide twice, indicating – perhaps – ten minutes to go, or maybe ten minutes until the smuggler must stand up and point out the safe channel passage, or ten minutes until they arrive in searchlight and firing range - it is not clear:  The agitated smuggler looks sideways at Peter and flicks his head, eyebrows up, questioning.  The courier, Peter, ignores him.

Agar is braced behind the windscreen, one hand tight on the wheel, the other holding the throttle full forward.  His face is wet (though mostly protected by the canvas screen) and his whole body is set, rigid, leaning into the speed.  His eyes are slit against the weather and the downdraft, nearly closed under hooded lids, scanning left to right.

He peers intently, from thirty degrees east of Kronstadt’s fort atop the cliff to thirty degrees starboard beyond the flashing light on the massive Tolbukin lighthouse.  

As the CMB tears across the surface of the sea, Agar can now discern ahead the outline of a chain of nine individual, smaller forts to the left of Kronstadt Island, stretching five miles east to the Russian coast.

EXT.  SEA, APPROACHING SMALLER FORTS - NIGHT

Agar imperceptibly turns the wheel.  The boat banks smoothly as it swings ten degrees to port, heading for the center of the chain of forts, still some four miles away.  The distance between them is closing fast.  

The dark-gray, last light of night – that gloom typical just before the onset of the White Nights – lingers enough to reveal the outlines of the smaller forts and the half-mile-wide spaces between them.  

Agar, still holding the wheel with one hand, reaches over and slaps the smuggler on the shoulder, raising his hand again and pumping it up and down.  The smuggler grips the rail in front of him and heaves his heavy frame upright, his head now in line with the edge of the windscreen.  He stows his cap in a pocket.  His eyes are protected from the driving wind but his dirty, unkempt hair is whipped about.

Agar looks directly at the smuggler.  The smuggler raises his hands, points ahead, then turns to Agar and holds up six fingers then seven.  Slicing his open palm through the air and moving it to the right repeatedly, he indicates the channel ahead between the two forts (number 6 and 7), but bearing to the starboard side of the opening.  

Agar moves the wheel again and the boat leans lightly as it arcs a few degrees further to starboard, heading closer to the number seven fort.  The smuggler nods, holds a thumb up, slices his palm again and points straight ahead.  

The boat flies on in - skimming, roaring, sending up triple whitewater sprays of foam.  We see Beeley’s wind-driven face above the forward turret, mouth blown open, eyes staring hard at the small fort directly to his starboard.  The larger island of Kronstadt is further off in the distance, beyond some other smaller island forts.  Beeley has the barrel of the Lewis gun pointing up out of the turret.  He is tense, seemingly waiting for Russian searchlights to shear the darkness.  

Nothing happens.  

They scream between the sixth and seventh forts, well to the right side of the gap, at over forty knots in the calmer water of the sheltered passage.  In less than two minutes they are a mile-and-a-half beyond the chain, out of range, dashing for the drop-off point, Krestovsky, at the mouth of the River Neva, some four miles’ distant. 

EXT.  APPROACH TO RIVER DELTA - NIGHT

Agar abruptly throttles back.  The boat lurches and sinks a foot, as if hitting brakes, from its skimming plane.  Agar eases the craft slowly forward; now they are very close to shore, to the right of the Elagin lightship.  

The river delta consists of innumerable islets and marshy reed-filled banks, which appear ghost-like in the gray-purple atmosphere.  The CMB’s engine subsides, to its previous throbbing pulse, as Agar stops all forward motion.

Beeley springs out of the forward turret and clambers back, just in front of the cockpit where a small pram has been lashed to the hull.  He unclasps quick-releases and before Hampsheir can get to him from his position aft, Beeley flips the flimsy shell over the side, holding on to it from a rope attached to its prow.  

Hampsheir helps Peter slip into the pram, hands two satchels to him and two small oars.  Agar moves to the starboard side of the cockpit and leans far over, close to Peter’s head, talking just loud enough to be heard over the pulse of the engine.






AGAR




This same time.  Two days, 

Peter.  I’ll flash the light 

twice, from right here.  You 

reply, three flashes!  

Agar holds up three fingers.  Peter nods.






AGAR

I’ll wait one half hour, no 

more.  If you don’t appear, 

I’ll return the next night.  

That’s all.  Same time Peter!  

All right?  Good luck Peter!

Peter nods again.  Incredibly, he smiles.  He pushes off, rowing with the two small oars, and gradually eases out of sight into the gloom.

Agar sits down in the cockpit, waiting.  Beeley and Hampsheir are back in their positions.  The smuggler hunkers far down on his side of the cockpit.  The CMB drifts a bit, not much.  The engine continues to pulse.  The noise seems intense in the otherwise silent gloom. Tension is tight; strain is reflected in the faces of the men.

EXT.  PRAM, RIVER BANK - NIGHT

The riverbank consists of reeds interspersed with low walls of mud and grass.  From the south side of the delta, the pram appears through a sluice between the reeds, as it is oared up onto a slimy bank.  

Peter clambers out quickly.  He drags the pram up a few feet.  He swings across to an open spot on the bank that looks out at the black water – far in the distance is a lighthouse light.  Peter takes a torch (flashlight) from an inner pocket of his leather coat and flashes it three times out to sea.  He flashes it three times again.

EXT.  CMB 4 DRIFTING OFFSHORE - NIGHT          

Agar is sitting in the cockpit of the boat looking out the port side toward shore.  He sees three flashes, then three again.  Agar immediately stands and raises the torch he is holding, flashes it twice, then twice again.  He puts the torch in his jacket pocket and rams the throttle forward, all the way to full.  He turns the boat seaward in a mass of spray amid the roar of the Thornycroft-Fiat engine come to life anew.  

Agar aims the CMB’s skimming prow at the gap between the sixth and seventh forts, some five miles to the north.

On the reverse leg, Agar throttles back about a mile from the passage and slows the boat to nine or ten knots.  He turns round and signals back to Hampsheir.

AGAR




Hampsheir, get the Commissar’s 

flag out.  Hoist it astern.

Agar yells again at Hampsheir, who can hear little.  But he knows what the skipper wants and digs out a red Bolshevik Commissar’s flag from a gap below the torpedo tube hump.  He clips it to a halyard on the short stern mast.  

Agar steers the boat sedately through the channel gap at ten knots speed, right below the sixth fort.  Once again the three other men with Agar stare intently at the fort’s outline, expecting a searchlight, perhaps gunfire.  Agar is ice calm.  He looks back at the stern, at the flag. 

The sky is a shade lighter now than on the inward leg.  The short night is well past its apex.  Nothing happens.  It is as if the forts are abandoned.

EXT. OPEN SEA – NIGHT

Agar gradually increases speed.  Hampsheir removes the red flag and stows it in the hole.  The boat rises once more and races across the choppy sea, quickly covering the seven miles to Terrioki.  

As the CMB skims, sending its sprays into the receding night, its roar ever louder, the smuggler loses his former agitation and concern.  He stands full upright in the cockpit – hair flying – mouth and eyes wide open.  He flings his arms wide like an eagle, and lets out a long, loud yell that can be seen rather than heard.  

Agar looks round at Hampsheir.  Beeley looks backward from his turret.  They are nonplussed, amused.

Agar throttles back to half-speed as they near the fast-approaching breakwater, then slows further and eases the craft between the channel marker buoys.  The CMB glides in toward the center jetty with its floating dock.  Agar cuts the engine as his boat completes its final turn in the last few meters and settles nicely against the dock.  The silence is sudden, almost painful.

EXT.  DOCK – EARLY LIGHT

Waiting men throw lines to Hampsheir and Beeley.  As the men climb out of the boat onto the dock there are handshakes all round, nods of congratulations, a pat on a shoulder.  

After securing the boat they file down the jetty to the long clubhouse; most of the men enter by the center door.  Agar stops outside with the smuggler and another Russian courier attached to the British Secret Service, ST 30.

AGAR




Thirty, tell the smuggler I’m 

quite pleased.  Here’s his 

money.  It’s a lot of money.  

Pounds sterling.

Agar hands ST 30 a brown envelope.






AGAR  




Tell him there’s to be no talk. 

Not to his wife, not to anyone!  

Any leak, any talk, no money.

ST 30 translates, repeating in Finnish to the smuggler.  The smuggler nods emphatically, and grunts some words.

AGAR




Tell him we meet here not to-

night but tomorrow night, same




time.  We make the same run, for 

pick up.  

The large, unkempt contrabandist looks down at Agar and he smiles slowly, shakes his head, mumbling some further comments.

ST 30




He’s saying something about 

“you young Englishmen – crazy”.

I think it may be a compliment.

The smuggler goes off, while Agar and ST 30 enter the doorway to the clubhouse.

INT. CLUBHOUSE ROOM – EARLY MORNING

The room must have been a clubhouse dining room.  It is large, the windows are curtained off, and there is a long table to one side with several wooden chairs surrounding it and scattered about.  One man is setting out small glasses and filling them with tots (shots) of rum.  Another man is carrying in, from a side room, steaming mugs of tea and a tray of biscuits.  

The room is lit by a couple of lanterns.  There is a low murmur of comment and talk, a few laughs.  

There are eight men in the room.  One man sitting across from Agar, Lieut. SINDALL, is skipper of the second coastal motor torpedo boat, CMB 7.  Each boat has skipper, second officer, and mechanic; and there are the two other couriers, ST 30 and ST 31 (besides ST27/Peter who they dropped off earlier).

AGAR




Right.  Let’s debrief the run.  

No searchlights.  The smuggler 

was good with his direction;  

the passage was very close to 

the small fort itself.  

Agar pauses to take a Players cigarette from Sindall and light it.

I was worried about the break-

waters; perhaps we skimmed over. 

Perhaps it was a clear passage.

We dropped off Peter at exactly 

the planned spot - about two 

hundred yards from Kretovsky 

Island near the Neva bank.






SINDALL




That seems very close.  Could




you see by then, on the shore?






AGAR   

Not well.  Still pretty gray.

On the return leg, I decided 

to go through the forts at ten 

knots and fly the Commissar’s 

flag.  No lights.  Nothing.  

Forts all seemed asleep.  All 

in all, lucky.  Too easy this 

time.  

Agar takes the small glass of spirits and swallows it down.

AGAR

We go back for pick up tomorrow 

night, if he’s there.  If not, 

we have to try following night.

SINDALL

Do you want me to go in tomorrow 

night, Sir?

AGAR

No Sindall, I reckon not.  I’ve 

done it once.  I have a feel

for the Neva delta and the spot.  

I better make the second run.

If Peter’s not there, we’ll 

reconsider for the following 

night.By the way, Beeley, will 

you and Piper go over that engine

during the day?  It seemed a bit 

rough, and getting louder.

The men continue to talk idly and drink their tea.  Agar looks very tired now.  His creased face, old beyond his young years, is heavy with lines. 

INT.  SMALL ROOM – EARLY MORNING

Agar drops his leather jacket on the back of a chair and sits down on the edge of a cot.  He begins to remove his black deck shoes.  He pauses, leans forward and takes out a wallet-sized log book from one of the jacket pockets.  

He opens the log book and is about to write, but instead reads from an earlier page.  He reads softly, aloud.

AGAR (v.o.)




“Imperative: S.T. 25’s reports.  

  


No day ops.  Movements of Red 

fleet.  Baltic Force mission:

bottle up Bolsheviks.  The key 

is Finland.”

Agar leans back on an elbow, planning to write, but rolls to his side as his head sinks on to a musty pillow.  He squints to see the watch on his wrist:  It is 0330.  His misty gaze moves toward a window high up on the wall.  It is now light outside.  

He is asleep.

EXT.  JETTY, DOCK, CMB 4 – DAY

It is clear daylight, full sun, very bright.  Beeley and the other mechanic PIPER are working on the engine.  The boat is evident in detail now, the clean racing lines, the silent potential for speed and power.  At the stern is an empty hole.  It is the tube where a torpedo’s propeller would show.  The front of the tube, where a torpedo’s snout would peep out, is at the base of the cockpit.  

There is no torpedo.  The engine casing is open and Beeley is using a tool down inside.  Beeley looks up and sideways as he stretches in deep, idly glancing at the skyline of trees beyond the clubhouse and adjoining datcha.  He tenses.

BEELEY




Hoi, Piper.  Look out at that 

clearing, up there on the hill, 

up top, to the left of the 

clubhouse.  There’s a coupl’a 

men looking down a’ us.  I 

thought we’re supposed to be 

totally isolated?  Didn’t they 

say it would be guarded?

PIPER





Aye, I see them.  Better go 

tell Skipper, quick like.

Beeley jumps onto the dock and walks rapidly up the jetty.

EXT. CREST OF HILL – DAY


Two men are standing in a clearing just below the crest of the hill.  They stand side by side and look down on the yacht basin below.  The roof of the clubhouse is slightly to the left, quite far down, and the datcha is behind it, closer to them.  

One man is in the officer’s uniform of the Finnish Army, the COMMANDANT of the Terrioki garrison.  The other is an old Russian PRIEST, of the Orthodox faith, his clothes covered by a full length black cassock.  They are speaking in Russian. 

COMMANDANT (Subtitles)




I’ve given orders.  No one 

comes in view of the harbor,

the village above, nor any-

where near, including this 

vantage point.  

The Russian Priest looks at the Commandant and nods.



COMMANDANT

We don’t need to know who 




they are or what they do.  

They’re friends.

PRIEST




How different it is.  It is

empty.  This time of year it 

used to be filled with yachts. 

Gentlemen and ladies from 

Saint Petersburg, and from 

Estonia, and even Helsingfors.  

Now desolate. 

They see a man appear from the side of the clubhouse far below and start to climb the path through the trees toward them.  He is holding field glasses.  It does not take long for the man to reach them as he is moving quickly.  He is a little out of breath when he arrives at the clearing.  It is Agar.

COMMANDANT





    (in Russian)  

This is their leader.  He does 

Not speak Finnish or Russian.  

He is reporting to me all that




he sees during their sorties.



 


(in English)  

This is the Priest of the 

Russian Church above.  There 

on the crest of the hill.  

You can see it there.  I will 

ask the Priest to show you the 

Church.  From its steeple, there 

is excellent view of the Gulf, 

and all of Kronstadt Island, 

and the coastline from Petro-

grad even to Oranienbaum and the 

Whites’ fort at Krasnaya Gorka.

The Commandant confers with the Priest, who nods and leads the way back toward the crest of the hill.

EXT.  ORTHODOX CHURCH - DAY

The priest guides them into the old Orthodox Church and up narrow, winding steps to a small platform at the top of the steeple.  The panorama is incredible.  

With powerful naval glasses, Agar has a clear view of two battleships lying just outside the entrance to Kronstadt naval harbor, and of the superstructures of various warships inside, as well as of the line of forts on either side of the main island.  As they stand there, the first shells are suddenly fired from one of the battleships toward the mainland’s Fort Kraysnaya Gorka, west of Petrograd, which is held by the Tsarist Whites.  The Commandant appears shocked.

COMMANDANT




Mister Egger, I do not know 

what you are doing, exactly.   




Maybe reconnaissance?  For 

British Navy?  

Agar says nothing, but watches the Commandant warily.






COMMANDANT




We hope British will attack 

the Reds; but we cannot say 

so.  You must, however, report 

to me all changes in Bolshevik 

ships’ movements.  For this, I 

work with you.

AGAR





Look.  We thank you, Commandant.  

We will make another run to sea 

tomorrow night, just one boat.  

It will be late.  I’ll report 




to you on return.

COMMANDANT




The Reds bomb the Kraysnaya Gorka 

Fort now!  It may be over if they 

force Whites’ surrender there.  

Then they go for Finland.  

AGAR




There must be no talk, no rumors, 

about us.  Tell the priest.  I 

know we are only miles from the 

Russian border.  It’s essential 

they not learn of our presence.

Agar looks across at the Orthodox Priest, then back to the Commandant.






AGAR

Commandant, also ask the priest, 

if my men can use this steeple 

lookout at any time.

The Priest nods as he is spoken to.  He takes a key and gives it to the Commandant, who hands it to Agar.  Agar looks out once again at the ten miles of sea between the small harbor below – with its resting CMB torpedo boats - and the distant panorama of Russian forts, the massive naval harbor complex and lighthouses, and the great city far beyond.  Agar lifts his glasses slightly and stares long at the dark heart of Petrograd.

INT. APARTMENT, KITCHEN, PETROGRAD - DAY

Peter, the courier (S.T.30), sits across a kitchen table from S.T.25 (ALEXANDER BANKAU, a.k.a. PAUL DUKES) and a young Russian man SHURA MARENKO.  The room is quite large and comfortably furnished.  At a stove, a woman, DR. KLACHONKA is preparing food. 

S.T.25 is wearing a gray turtleneck shirt under a large woolen overcoat, with a leather cap on his head.  He is clean-shaven except for a small moustache.  He is tall, very thin and terribly tired looking.  His face is kind, sensitive.  His age is thirty-ish.  

The woman Klachonka looks to be in her early fifties, solid, capable, professional.  It is her flat.  Shura is dark, a beautiful masculine face with brooding liquid eyes, sad as only a Russian can be sad.  It is late afternoon.

Peter passes across a packet to S.T.25 who opens it to see two wads of British pounds.  S.T.25 folds it up again and stuffs the packet in a pocket of his overcoat.

PETER




The speedboat is coming back 

tomorrow night to pick me up.




London says you can decide to 

come with me.  It must be very




dangerous here now, Alex?  

S.T.25 looks at Peter and raises his eyebrows.  He smiles ruefully and barely nods.






PETER 

London also says your last 

report was vital; they hope you 

may stay one more month.  Is it 

possible Alex?

S.T.25

I must stay Peter.  Not for 

London.  We must get Sonia out




of the Cheka.  Klachonka says 

she is beaten terribly, often.  

They were betrayed by their own.

S.T.25 looks across at Shura and spreads his hands.






S.T.25

Yes, by Shura’s brother!  You 

know!  I’m sorry, Shura; I have 

to explain; to Peter, to London.  

Shura has his head down on his chest.  His eyes are closed.  He is in mental agony. 

S.T.25

The plan failed!  I know London 

has no interest in rescuing 

Sonia.  This is loyalty to my 

cell, my companions, they have 

saved my life often.

KLACHONKA




Yes, I think Sonia may die.  I 

have to go back to the Cheka 

every night, Peter, they let me 

out each day to care for my 

patients.  I told them that I 

once looked after Lenin, which 

is true, they are checking in 

Moscow, to see if it’s true.  

It’s true.  Here, have some 

more tea.

S.T.25




We have a strategy for getting 

Sonia out.  As soon as we do, 

She and Shura will have to 

cross the border.  They must 

escape Russia.

KLACHONKA

They are hunting hard for YOU, 

Alexander.  We cannot wait too

long.  They interrogate me 

constantly.  They know you were 

at my clinic.  They even have a 

photo of you.

S.T.25

As I am now?

KLACHONKA

No, as you were as Joseph 

Afirenko, with the long hair 

and beard and glasses and even 

the missing tooth.  I tell them 

that is how the man looked who 

came to my clinic.  You’re safe 

for a while, perhaps.

PETER

Egger says - Egger is the 

boat’s captain - that if you 

don’t come out tomorrow night, 

he can’t come back until after 

the White Nights.  He’s given 

three dates in July, nearly a 

month from now.

S.T.25

That will be good.  I have 

another report for you to take 

out.  It’s over ten pages.  I 

attended a Trotsky speech at 

the Putilov Works.  You know, 

in the year and a half since 

the revolution, this city has 

gone from nearly three million 

to less than a million.  Shoot-

ings, bayoneting, typhus, small-

pox, other diseases!  Women, 

children!

PETER

My God.  Here are the dates.  

If you are not at rendezvous, 

half mile south of Lissy Nos 

Point at sea,  at one a.m., on 

the first July date, Egger will 

come back on the second date.  

Klachonka sets plates of food in front of the men, and a dish for herself.  She sits down with them.

KLACHONKA




We have to leave soon.  Where 

do you stay tonight Peter, 




Alexander?

PETER




I still have my old room up on 

the northwest side, near the 

Smolensk Cemetery - I’ll tell 

the hall porter that I was 

away at the front.  Do you want 

to come with me, Alex?






S.T.25




No, too dangerous, the porter is 

probably a spy for the Cheki.  




I sleep in the old Volkovo 

Cemetery, south, in the tomb 

of Michael Semashko.  He has 

been dead seventy-five years.

Klachonka smiles ruefully at him and shakes her head.  They continue to eat in silence.  Klachonka looks sideways at Shura, who toys with his food.  She slides her hand across and covers his.  He doesn’t look up, but nods, his lip and chin quivering.

KLACHONKA





   (in Russian)  

I’ll see her again tonight, 

I’m sure.  They often bring 

her in while they are 

questioning me.  Take heart, 

Shura!

EXT.  YACHT CLUB, DINING ROOM - NIGHT

A group of nine men arise from the long table, among them Agar, Sindall, Beeley, Hampsheir, and the Finnish smuggler.  The other four are the two crewmen of the second boat, CMB 7, and the other two Russian couriers attached to the British Secret Service.  It is night, but still half-light outside the window as on the previous night at that time.  The men are concluding a pre-op briefing.  There are mugs and a tin teapot on the table.

AGAR




After I’ve picked him up, and 

we get back through the line 

of forts to the east, I’m going 

to head west around Kronstadt 

toward the Tolbukin Lighthouse.  

Try to get a closer look at 

those battleships.  I reckon the 

Krasnaya Gorka fort can’t hold 

out much longer, after that 

bombardment today.

SINDALL




You’re right there.  We’ll watch 

with binocs from the steeple.  

Good luck, sir.

AGAR




Use your best judgment, Sindall.  

If you see an explosion on the 

water, think carefully whether 

or not to come out.  Important 

to keep our Number 7 safe and 

hidden for the runs.  We can’t 

lose two boats at once.

Sindall looks at Agar and, after a pause, tilts his head in acknowledgement.  He doesn’t seem to mean it.

The men file out the door, some shouldering rucksacks.  They are dressed as before, in dark civilian clothes, mostly leather jackets, leather caps.  This time the smuggler is almost jovial, ready to go.  He slaps one of the couriers on the back.

EXT. YACHT BASIN - NIGHT

CMB 4 is approaching the breakwater at slow speed, no wake, throbbing, with just-above idle revolutions, passing close as it clears the channel buoy and heads for open water.  Agar is standing upright in the cockpit.  The smuggler is seated on the right side of the cockpit.  Agar’s hand is inverted as he pushes the throttle - all the way - in one steady, slow-motion sweep.  The roar is as before.

EXT. OPEN SEA - NIGHT

The run in to the rendezvous point is as on the previous run; uneventful.  CMB 4 skims between the same forts (number 6 and 7) at 40 knots.  No searchlights pierce the night.  The smuggler is animated, even ecstatic as he gesticulates wildly, pointing the way, urging Agar to hug closer to the wall of number 6 fort, almost up against the rocks at its base.  They fly through.

Agar brings the boat to a slow drift as, once again, he nears the delta of the River Neva.  He looks at his watch; takes out the torch and flashes twice, then twice again.  Immediately, there is a reply of three flashes, and another three.  Agar and the men wait, tense, watching.  Beeley fingers the sights of his Lewis gun which is out above the turret, pointed at the dim shoreline.

Out of the gloom, a short time later, the pram appears.  Beeley and Hampsheir help Peter scramble into the cockpit, and then flip the pram upside down on the CMB’s hull forward of the windshield and tie it down.

AGAR




Hurry it up lads.  Peter, tell 

the smuggler I want another 

channel out.  Closer to the big




island.  I want to skirt to the 

west, toward the lighthouse and 

take a look at those Russian 

battleships.  Sorry, Peter.  

Good to have you back, Peter.

Peter talks to the smuggler.  The smuggler answers, holding his hands wide, seeming to argue.  Agar, however, does not wait for translation.  He moves the throttle forward and once again has the boat skimming at high speed, heading northwest, this time aimed more at the high fort atop the tip of Kronstadt Island.  The smuggler stands up and holds the rail below the windshield, and points to starboard, indicating a passage some six hundred yards east of the cliff face.

Agar does not slow the boat this time.  As they get near, two searchlights open up but they are some three miles further east - from fort number 6.  The lights are sweeping the water between forts number 6 and 7 (where they would have been).  The smuggler looks at Agar with incredulity, clearly expressing “how did he know?”  There are no searchlights from the main Kronstadt Island fort.

Agar returns the smugglers look.  He purses his lips and raises his chin.  His hooded eyes narrow even more so.  The smuggler looks away.   

The water is flat and still, black.  CMB 4 is virtually flying, skimming, sending up sheer sides of spray and the tall center rooster tail.  They streak past the face of the northernmost cliff.  At a point some two miles beyond the island fort Agar banks the CMB into a long, gentle arc to the west.  He maintains the turn, continuing round southwest, aiming toward the massive Tolbukhin Lighthouse.

Agar sees the outlines of the two Russian battleships further to the southeast, lying at anchor some three miles from the entrance to the naval harbor and just west of the two inner channel forts.  He banks the boat again, slightly further to port, aiming to complete his circle about a mile inside the warships’ positions.  

Two smaller channel forts on the west side of the big island are lying beyond the ships, guarding the west neck to the naval harbor entrance and the approaches to the city of Petrograd.  He can see their outlines as well.  

Agar’s turn will take CMB 4 close to a third channel fort north of the other two, which the smuggler sees.  The smuggler is alarmed and he begins waving his left arm to the port side, mouthing inaudible shouts, clearly indicating “turn, turn, turn”.  The smuggler also points repeatedly down with his right hand.  Agar looks disinterestedly at the smuggler but does not tighten the turn.

Suddenly, out of the gloom, dead ahead, Agar and the men all at once see a Russian destroyer.  Their heads collectively snap from having been looking to port:  They had been concentrating on the battleships’ outlines and the forts, to the extent that the low profile of the destroyer had been missed in the dark-gray light.  

Agar opens his mouth and yells an exclamation, inaudible but seen!  He reacts full body, swinging the wheel hard to port, causing the boat to splay an enormous sheet of water off to starboard.  The propeller cavitates in screaming outrage.

EXT. DESTROYER, DECK - NIGHT

Seen from the bow of the destroyer, on the starboard side, four men run out from an entryway below the bridge toward a twin-barreled gun turret.  They are barefoot.  One man has no shirt on.  Further round the starboard side is an upper-deck automatic gun placement where two men are readying the weapon, working fast.  

One man swings the big gun around.  He sights along the barrel and in the near foreground – only about two hundred yards distant – is a huge sheet of sweeping, arcing spray and the black outline of a speedboat’s snout in front.  

One sailor struggles fiercely to attach the ammunition drum.  The other slips into a metal shoulder harness attached to the gun’s structure and leans back into it, taking aim at the receding walls of spray.  “Dum – dum – dum”, the gun begins to chatter.  From the bow area of the destroyer further back, the sound of the much louder, twin-gun turret emplacement is heard, “bam – bam”.

EXT. CMB 4 - NIGHT

Agar is standing erect in the cockpit, braced, leaning forward – grim - gripping the wheel hard.  The boat is straightening out from its wild turn and is headed west-northwest, in the direction of Helsingfors (not toward Terrioki to the north).  The Tolbukhin Lighthouse is to his left.  The other men are hunkered down.  

Some vertical columns of spray appear astern and to starboard, as larger shells hit the water.  Agar turns his body half around and sees them:  He immediately wrenches the wheel and begins S-turning – not more than a few degrees to either side.  He continues to weave the boat away at 40 knots.

Within a few minutes they are out of range of accurate fire.  Some columns of spray still appear far behind.  Agar continues to steer the boat in a westerly direction.  The smuggler tugs at Agar’s arm and points to the north, toward Terrioki.  Agar simply nods.  

When the Tolbukhin Lighthouse light appears to be some nine or ten miles astern, Agar turns and heads north toward the Finnish coast.  Some time later he turns again, east, and parallels the coast until they reach the entrance to Terrioki yacht basin.  

The boat glides in between the entrance marker buoys and past the outer breakwater.  Agar cuts the engine as he makes a final turn and lets the CMB nestle against the dock.

INT. YACHT CLUB, LARGE ROOM - NIGHT

All the men, with the exception of the smuggler, are seated at the long table.  As before, there is the tall pot of tea, steaming mugs around, small glasses (empty), and a tray of biscuits.  The atmosphere is sober.  

The men returning from the run have had a jolt:  Hampsheir, in particular, is clearly shaken – he looks ashen, disheveled.

AGAR




We’ll hear all your news Peter.  

First I want to say I totally 

missed that destroyer – my 

responsibility.  Must scan all 

sectors better.  Watch for low 

silhouettes!  

Agar rises from his chair and stands with his arms folded, looking toward the window.






AGAR

Now; why did we go in so close 

to the battleships?  I wanted 

to see if an attack’s possible.  

SINDALL

We’ve got no torpedoes, Skipper.

AGAR

I’ll get to that.  Let’s have 

your report Peter.

PETER

I was lucky to find ST 25.  

In a park.  We went to Dr. 

Klachonka’s flat.  Twenty-five 

agrees to stay another month – 

in fact, he insists.  He has 

the three July dates Egger; he 

will try for the first one.  

That should give enough time 

for the White Nights to pass.

AGAR

Right, then.  However, that 

means we have to sit around

for almost thirty days!  What’s 

the situation like in Petrograd, 

Peter?  With ST 25, and others?




PETER

It is not good, Egger.  ST 25 is 

hiding out at night in a grave-

yard.  He has changed his disguise 

and papers three times, but his 

present papers are not in order.  

If he is stopped, to be checked, 

he is finished.  They have a very 

large reward posted on him.  I 

have his report here.

AGAR

What about the others?

PETER

We’re not sure Egger.  Klachonka 

knows about Sonia Orlov – Klachonka, 

you know, is let out daylight hours 

to attend to patients at her Clinic 

· but of the other three that were 

captured, we hear little.  Almost

every other night Klachonka sees 

Sonia. 

     

 SINDALL




What happened to them all? 

PETER




It was bad.  Their cell group 

was to attack a key Bolshevik 

office, its officers, blow it 

up.  They were betrayed by 

Shura’s brother.  Shura is the 

lover of Sonia.  For what 

reason the brother did this no 

one knows, perhaps he was 

bribed, maybe compromised.

Peter pauses to reach across the table for his cup, takes a sip.






PETER

They were ambushed before they 

could make the attack.  We 




know they are all in the Cheka 

except Shura.  Klachonka is 

present sometimes when they 

question Sonia.  They are after 

Shura, and ST25.  Sonia has been 

tortured much.

AGAR




Do you think ST 25 can last 

another month?

PETER




Not sure.  Besides the Checki, 

and traitors, he looks very bad. 




There is so much disease in 

Petrograd. They die like flies.  

Yet – he is determined to carry 

out a plan to get Sonia out of 

prison.  He has promised Shura.  

It’s loyalty.  

Peter pauses again, as if concerned at what he has just said.

PETER

ST 25 and Klachonka have a plan.  

She is bribing one of the 

guards, but he could inform 

on her. ST 25 is also paying 

off another high Cheki official.  

No one can be trusted.  

AGAR




When?  When will they do it?

PETER




In a few weeks - before the first 

July date that you gave him for 

the rendezvous.

They sit for a few moments.  There is silence.  The men are mostly looking down, fiddling at their cups of tea, somber.

AGAR




He is amazing.  That man!  I am 

very anxious to meet him.  How




long has he been inside?  Is it 

three years?  Or four?  

SINDALL

Well, skipper, let’s hope he’ll 

still be around in a month.  

The Whites certainly may not 

last that long.  The Krasnaya 

Gorka garrison surrendered late 

this evening, the Commandant 

told us awhile ago.  The bom-

bardment by the battleships, 

today, broke their resistance.

AGAR

I guessed as much.  Well, we 

can’t sit around, doing nothing




for a month.  Here’s what I 

propose.  I’m going to take ST 

25’s report to Biorko, for the 

Officer Commanding to forward 

to our Embassy in Helsingfors.  

I will then ask to meet with 

Fleet Admiral Sir COWAN at his 

flagship.  The Baltic Fleet is 

not far south of Helsingfors at 

this time.  They’ll be making 

their way to Biorko soon to 

join the supply base:  Biorko 

will become the main base of 

fleet operations, I understand.

Agar pauses and rubs his chin with one hand.  The men are all looking at him intently.  He glances across at Sindall.

AGAR




I should be able to get to the 

flagship by tomorrow night.




Sindall, I want you to bring

CMB 7 along.  I’ll have you 

stay in Biorko –  while I go 

on to Helsingfors, another 

110 miles.  Admiral Cowan and 

the fleet are lying south of 

there.  Biorko is 60 miles 

west of here so that won’t 

take us more than an hour and 

a half to get there.  The Navy 

supply frigates and refuelers 

are there now.  I want you to 

get very chummy with the supply 

officer.

Sindall looks at Agar, puzzled.

SINDALL




What are we aiming to get out 

of him, skipper?

AGAR




Two torpedoes!

Sindall laughs, and shakes his head.  Several of the other men look at one another, eyebrows raised.

AGAR

All right men.  We’ll leave in 

four hours.  Let’s make it 0730, 

that should give us time.  

Hampsheir, I’d like you to stay 

here, with our couriers.  Keep 

observation on Kronstadt from 

the tower, the church steeple 

I mean; liaise with the Comman-

dant often, several times each 

day.  Tell him we had to take 

both boats away for repairs.





HAMPSHEIR




Right, Sir.

SINDALL




Perhaps we should leave one of 

our mechanics too, skipper?

AGAR




Agreed.  I have to speak to the 

Commandant before we leave.  

Hampsheir, make sure you keep him




supportive.  Tell him everything 

you see, news, information, but 

nothing about us.  He’s already 

guessed we’re RN.  He doesn’t 

know about the couriers - thinks 

they’re part of us.  You two men, 

30 and 31, say little.  Keep out 

of the way.  Peter, you see that 

the smuggler keeps quiet.

BEELEY




We’ll have the boats ready at 

0700, Sir, fueled, stores.

AGAR




Right.  Those departing, we’ll 

change into naval uniform some 

time before Biorko.  Let’s go.  

Get some sleep.

The men break up, some departing, some cleaning up. 

EXT. JETTY, TERRIOKI YACHT BASIN - DAY

The two boats, CMB 4 and CMB 7, are already idling, double-throated.  Two men are in each boat.  There are five men on the jetty and floating dock, including the Finnish Army Commandant. 

Lines are cast off and pulled aboard the boats this time.  They ease away from the dock and slip out of the harbor without wake.

EXT. OPEN SEA - DAY

The two CMBs are in wing formation, skimming westward along the Finnish coast, two miles offshore.  The ten-mile-wide entrance to Biorko Sound is visible in the distance, with a number of destroyers and smaller frigates and oilers.  There is one “large-design” flotilla leader vessel – anchored well inside the sound, behind a point of land.  Further north of the ships, some dozen or so miles, at the V-neck of the sound, is the city of Viborg.

The CMBs pull alongside a Royal Navy refueling frigate.  They raft together beside the lower platform of the ship’s gangplank.  The four men are now in their RN uniforms.

AGAR




Beeley see to the refueling.  

Sindall, come with me.

EXT. FRIGATE DECK - DAY

Agar and Sindall climb the gangplank and ask permission to come aboard.  They are seen talking to the oiler’s CAPTAIN, who points to a larger ship anchored some distance off.

CAPTAIN




Yes, that’s the HMS Douglas.  

Lieut. Comdr. BLISS is Officer 

Commanding of the Biorko 

Detachment advance base.  Chief 

Supply Officer is also aboard 

the Douglas.  I can have a 

launch take you across.  I’ll 

just signal Bliss first.

EXT. APPROACHING HMS DOUGLAS - DAY

The small launch nears and pulls up to the Flotilla Leader HMS Douglas’s gangplank.  Agar and Sindall board the Douglas, a mid-sized 1,800-ton two-funneled warship.  It is about half the size and tonnage of a Royal Navy light cruiser.

AGAR




Sindall, you go off and meet 

the supply officer.  I’ll have




a word with the Captain.  Don’t 

ask for anything yet; just 

ingratiate yourself.

Agar is led off through some passageways and ladders to the bridge deck.  The young officer escorting Agar raps on a doorway aft of the bridge itself, and they enter the Commanding Officer’s quarters.  Agar steps forward a few paces.  Lieut. Comdr. Bliss looks up from a small desk situated beneath a porthole.

AGAR




Lieutenant Agar, sir.  I’ve 

come across with two CMB’s from 

Terrioki, near the Finland-

Russian border.  We are there 

on special assignment, Sir.  I 

am unable to say much about it.  

Agar pauses a moment.  Bliss is impassive, waiting, bored.






AGAR

I have an important document

out of Petrograd that has to 

to be expeditiously hand-

delivered to London, via our 

Embassy in Helsingfors.

Agar steps forward and places a large envelope on the desk beside Bliss’ elbow.  Bliss does not move.






AGAR

However, Sir, I also respect-

fully request to see Admiral 

Sir Walter Cowan.  I realize it 

is an unusual request.  Could 

you possibly get a message to 

him, Sir?

Bliss leans back and examines Agar carefully.  He is not overly disposed to accommodate the more junior officer, but he is clearly mulling over the implications of Agar’s request.  Agar, though not tall, nor imposing, has the disconcerting look of someone of substance.  His face is older than his rank warrants.  His eyes are cobra-like. 

BLISS




The Baltic Force has moved, 

Lieutenant.  Agar, is it?  It 

is now based at Reval/Tallin on 

the Estonia coast.  It is slap

across from Helsinfors, some 

fifty miles due south.  About 

160 miles from here.  How do 

propose to get there?  Do you 

have the range?

AGAR

I’d say so, Sir, if I cruise at 

rather slow speed; carry some 

extra cans. 

BLISS

All right, Agar.  I’ll get the 

message off.  Admiral Cowan

is on light-cruiser Cleopatra; 

we’re using her as flagship for 

the present, relieving HMS 

Superb.  Due to be replaced by 

HMS Delhi when she arrives.   

Bliss rings for an adjutant and writes out a message for immediate transmittal.  He invites Agar to sit down while he busies himself again at the desk.  It is not long before the adjutant reappears.  Bliss takes the transmission, reads it, and then looks at Agar in a somewhat different light.

BLISS




The Admiral will see you right 

away.  You are to go on one of 

our destroyers.  It will also 

bring you back.  No need to




worry about range now.  I have 

to admit I’m rather intrigued.

Bliss raises his eyebrows.  Agar offers no explanation, but judging from his slight frown, it may be discerned that he himself is surprised.

AGAR




Thank you, Sir.  I would like 

to brief you when we next meet.

Bliss waves away the comment and cuts the meeting short.  Now that there is action to be taken he is all business.  He is efficient.  He takes Agar with him to the bridge and orders signals to be sent to HMS Springbok, a destroyer anchored in a flotilla of destroyers nearby.  The same launch that brought Agar and Sindall across to the Douglas takes Agar to the Springbok.

EXT. GANGPLANK OF HMS SPRINGBOK - DAY     



A junior officer is waiting to escort Agar to the bridge.  The anchor is already being taken up as Agar meets the Captain.  They salute and shake hands; the SKIPPER slaps Agar on the arm - they obviously know one another.

SKIPPER




Big meeting eh, Gussie?  Well, 

welcome aboard!  How did you




manage to spring this spin, 

old man?

Agar smiles.  His weathered, tired face is much creased for so young a man.  His hooded eyes seem nearly closed.

AGAR




Tell you about it some time, 

Harry.  Sorry to disrupt your 

day.

SKIPPER




Love it, old man, delighted.  

Shouldn’t take us more than 




four hours to Reval.  Coming 

right back, are we, Gussie?

Agar nods.  The destroyer is picking up speed and moving out of Biorko Sound, past the anchored advance detachment of destroyers and oilers.  The Springbok is three-funneled, just over 1000 tons displacement, 265 feet in length:  Low in profile, sleek, fast at 30 knots which she is now making.  She has 4-inch guns fore and aft, and side 2-pounder pom-poms plus 4 torpedo tubes.  Agar stands at the open lookout,  one level above the enclosed bridge, letting the wind stream in his face.  He has both hands are on the rail.  His eyes are far away. 

INT. ADMIRAL’S CABIN, H.M.S. CLEOPATRA - DAY

It is a spacious cabin, the working quarters of the Fleet Admiral.  Admiral Sir Walter Cowan is seated on a small couch situated against a bulkhead.  Two chairs and a low table face him.  On the bulkhead behind him is a brass plate with the name of the ship – H.M.S. Cleopatra – and the date and place of commissioning.  

Cowan stands up as Agar enters and moves to the center of the cabin.  Cowan is quite short, perhaps 5 foot 6 inches, square framed, ruddy-cheeked, with sparkling eyes capped by oversized eyebrows.

COWAN




Lieut. Agar.  I have had a few 

memoranda from “C” about your 

attachment to his service and 

your role at Terrioki.  Out 

here, only I know that.  Tell 

me, have you managed to bring 

out our agent Dukes, S.T. 25?

AGAR




Admiral, Sir, I have not.  We 

did take in our courier.  He 

made contact.  He brought out 

S.T. 25’s report, which is now 

enroute to London from Biorko.  

I plan to get S.T. 25 out after 

the White Nights, in a month.

COWAN

I see.  Situation at Kronstadt?

Cowan looks at Agar with enquiring, wide-open eyes.  Cowan’s manner is crisp; his words are spare and direct.

AGAR




Two battleships outside the 

naval harbor entrance, Sir.  




They’ve pounded Fort Krasnaya 

Gorka – the White’s garrison 

surrendered yesterday.  Large 

Russian fleet complement inside 

the harbor:  One heavy cruiser, 

two light cruisers, six




destroyers, several frigates 

and oilers, two transports.  

We have a good observation 

site from Terrioki.

COWAN.

It’s vital they are kept there.  

Kept away from Finland, Estonia.  

  
In a few days I am moving our 

Baltic Force base to Biorko 

Sound.   I need intelligence, 

on any Red fleet movements.  

Are your two CMBs all right, 

Agar?

AGAR

Yes, Sir.  So far.  No problems.

COWAN

Well then, Agar - tell me, what 

can I do for you and exactly 

what it is you want?

The Admiral looks up at Agar with his direct gaze.  Despite his awesome rank, title, battle decorations and command-demeanor, he has a kindly look, like a father asking a son “tell me about it”.

Cowan waves Agar to one of the chairs.  He moves himself back to the couch, sits bolt upright placing his hands on his thighs, at attention.

AGAR




Admiral, Sir, when I brought 

our courier back out last night 

I took CMB 4 around to the west 

side of Kronstadt.  I swung her 

in an arc past the Tolbukhin 

Lighthouse, in close proximity 

to the two battleships.  There 

was a destroyer on guard, maybe 

more than one - the light was 

not good - but we could quite 

clearly see the upper outlines 

of the big ships.

COWAN




Go on, Agar.

AGAR




If we had torpedoes – we don’t 

have them, sir, as we are using 

the tubes to store courier 

gear, uniforms, equipment.  But 

if we had fish we could make an 

attack.  From the run I made last 

night, I feel sure we could fire 

at one or both battleships.

Cowan says nothing.  He is looking at Agar intently, head cocked slightly to one side.

AGAR




I believe it could be a complete 

surprise attack.  We did have a 

run-in with a destroyer last 

night, but the Reds probably




consider our boat to be a lone 

reconnoiterer from Finland.  I




would plan for both CMBs to 

come straight in from the west.  

We have no draft so should pass 

over submerged mines.  Our pilot

advises there are also submerged 

breakwaters, but further north 

near two small island forts. 

COWAN




Agar, stop there.  I am going to 

bring in the Fleet Flag Captain.  

He is Charles LITTLE, a submariner.  

Do you know him?  I realize your 

Secret Service role is not to be 

disclosed, and I will commit him 

to respect “C’s” directive.  Two 

points, however:  I want Little’s 

opinion.  We must also signal “C” 

for his decision and approval, in 

the event that I might agree to 

this proposal of yours.

Cowan sends for the Fleet Flag Captain and for confidential charts of the Gulf of Finland and Kronstadt’s defenses and minefields.  He asks for tea to be brought in while they are waiting.  Cowan writes out a message on a cipher pad and hands it to a junior officer.  Captain Little arrives. Agar stands, and is presented to him.  Seating themselves again, Cowan summarizes succinctly, while three charts are laid out on the floor beside the low table.

COWAN

I want you to listen to this, 

Captain.  Agar here commands 

two CMBs.  He and a few men 

have been seconded to the Secret 




Service.  Their remit is to get 

couriers to our key agent in 

Petrograd, and to extricate him.  

Now, they are based on the coast

of Finland north of Kronstadt.  

Agar has come to me with a 

proposal to launch a night 

torpedo attack on one or both 

Red battleships anchored outside 

the harbor.  It’s a dangerous 

mission.  There’s little chance 

of causing serious damage, but a

CMB attack of this sort could 

deter the Bolsheviks from an 

invasion attempt westward.

Cowan picks up one of the charts and spreads it out on the small table over the cups of tea.

COWAN




Agar, your CMBs, are they the 

smaller model, the ones with




just one torpedo tube?

AGAR




Yes they are, Sir.  Forty 

footers.

Cowan traces with his forefinger the route from Terrioki southwest, and then easterly, passing two miles south of the Tolbukhin Lighthouse, across the north-south minefields, and then straight toward a point southeast of one of the small forts, then turning back to the west.  Agar leans in to make a point.






AGAR




Right here, Sir, I might elect 

· after the attack run – to 

veer north and pass between 

the fort and Kronstadt island 

itself; our Finnish pilot 

thinks there is no breakwater 

that close in.  Then we would 

exit just north of the Light-

house heading west, as if for 

Estonia.

COWAN




What do you think, Charles?

LITTLE




I don’t think it’s worth the 

risk!  It’d be seen as in-

flammatory.  Our position is 

supposedly non-aggressive.  So 

much could go wrong here.  

Black eye for Britain.  Might 

also jeopardize the secret 

service mission.  Look at the 

map - mines, breakwaters, subs,

destroyers, searchlights, shore 

guns.  Some of those mines 

could be floating - we’ve 

already lost our cruiser HMS 

Cassandra and nearly lost HMS 

Curacao.

Little pauses to look at Cowan.  He seems to collect himself, to be more careful not to be disrespectful or condescending.  Cowan says nothing, just waits, hand on his chin, elbow on knee, eyeing Little.  Agar stays still, calm, unmoving.  The atmosphere is brittle.  Little continues, more slowly than before, quieter.

LITTLE




It seems to me, Sir, with 

respect, it could be safer 

for our fleet to stand off, 

closer – as we will be in 

Biorko – and discourage the 

Russians from venturing out.  

Safer than to try and launch a 

torpedo from a small CMB– at 

least now - Agar has another 

important mission.  Best to 

stay with that.

There is a long silence.  Agar clears his throat, takes a deep breath, and looks at the Fleet Flag Captain.

AGAR




Sir, may I make a comment?

Captain Little spreads his hands.  He is a tall, powerful man.  Imposing.  Agar talks in a low voice.

AGAR




If my boats are lost, there is 

a back-up complement.  “C” has 

two other CMB officers on alert.




Regarding the Russian ships, 

they forced the surrender of 

the Whites at Krasnaya Gorka 

yesterday.  Their confidence 

may be up.  Their big guns are 

long range.  A torpedo, even 

with minor damage, could set 

back that confidence a bit, 

lower their morale, Sir.  We 

have to sit around for a month 

before I can attempt to take 

out our agent.

An adjutant enters with a cipher message and hands it to the Admiral.  Cowan reads it.  He summarizes aloud:

COWAN




“C’”s directive is that the 

boats are to be used solely




for intelligence purposes 

“unless specially directed by 

Flag Officer” - that’s a quote.

Cowan looks down at the map nearest him, thinking, absently tracing with his forefinger the path between the coast of Finland and Kronstadt naval harbor.






COWAN  

Well, I can’t direct you to 

attack.  IF there was an 

attack, I would quite likely 

support it….there having been 

such an attack.

Cowan looks across at Little.  Little lowers his gaze.  Cowan sits up straight.  He is an impressive sight, his uniform jacket emblazoned with rows of ribbons on both sides.

COWAN




This is what I believe.  You

See, nothing is ever worthwhile 




doing unless there’s a risk in 

it.  Always choose the boldest 

course, if you have any choice 

at all.  It is always the bold-

est that stands the best chance 

of success.  Flag Captain, have 

the supply oiler at Biorko put 

torpedoes on the CMBs.

Cowan stands up, as does Little and Agar.  Cowan reaches over and pats Agar on the shoulder.

LITTLE




Good luck, Agar.  Your fish 

will in the tubes when you 

arrive back in Biorko.

EXT. BIORKO SOUND, SUPPLY OILER - DAY

From the deck-rail of the oiler going down the outer hull is a gangplank, which is attached to a twenty-foot-square floating dock.  Rafted to the dock are the two CMBs.  Men are on the dock and in the boats.  

A derrick boom from the oiler is swung out and positioned over the raft, with multiple slings attached to an O-ring from its pulley wire.  The slings are holding an eighteen-foot torpedo, which is now situated just aft of the first CMB (CMB 4), its nose facing directly toward the torpedo tube hole.  

The men are working to unslip the slings, one by one, from under the torpedo as they carefully slide the fish into the slot.

Three SAILORS are leaning on the oiler’s rail, looking down at the operation below.  One is taller, bigger than the other two and is SENIOR by virtue of the stripes on his uniform forearm; the other two are young, JUNIOR, naïve and rough talking.

JUNIOR SAILOR #1




There’s no ‘ole out its front, 

eh?  How does it fire it out?

JUNIOR SAILOR #2




Drops it out its ruddy stern.  

Didn’t you know that?

JUNIOR SAILOR #1




That’s stupid ain’t it.  If it 

came out front, you could aim 

it at wot you want to fire at.  

They should make it with ‘is 

‘ole up front, like a regular 

destroyer ‘as.  I don’t under-

stand ‘ow you fire it.

SENIOR SAILOR





Can’t have it forward firing, 

CMB’s too small.  For that, you 

must ‘ave pressure.  Too heavy, 

too much space.  This way, you 

run in pointing at the target, 

fire the charge to start the 

torpedo prop, and launch it out 

the back.

JUNIOR SAILOR #1




Wot if the torpedo runs you 

over?

SENIOR SAILOR




Ah, man!  You drop it out back 

when you’re doing ‘bout twenty 

five or thirty knots, see.  The 

fish does thirty, but as soon 

as the fish goes out you ram 

the boat to full speed.  CMB 

does over forty.  You pull away 

from the fish and turn aside at 

the same time.  See?

The junior sailor leans over a bit, elbow on rail, hand on chin.  The other two keep on studying the operation below.  The junior sailor glances sideways at the senior man.

JUNIOR SAILOR #1




Wot if the boat’s engine quits, 

just after you drop the fish?

The senior man looks up at the sky and mutters.  He walks away.  The men on the dock below are switching the CMB’s positions, getting ready to insert the second torpedo.  

Sindall and Beeley and placing stops – bracing chocks – along the sides of the torpedo at the rear, just inside the tube, so that it will not move in rough seas.  They repeat the process in the cockpit, where the nose of the torpedo is protruding from the tube.  They do the same thing inside a two-foot-square, curved hatch three-fourths of the way back, where the torpedo’s propeller firing charge is located.  As Beeley finishes, he glances in the direction where Sindall is looking and sees the destroyer HMS Springbok fast approaching.

SINDALL




Good timing.  We should be 

ready to go in twenty minutes.  

Put the stops in number seven 

will you, Beeley, when she’s 

loaded?  I’ll go meet skipper.

BEELEY





Aye, aye, Sir.

EXT. TERRIOKI YACHT CLUB, PORCH - DUSK 

Six men are standing in a loose circle, smoking, talking quietly.  They are standing on the front porch of the clubhouse.  There is enough light to see their faces – they are calm, serious but anxious.  They are in full sea-duty RN uniforms.  Agar is recapping the last points from a final briefing.

AGAR




Right, then.  Sindall - we’re 

close right-echelon formation.  

We come in from the west.  We




spread apart; take up direct 

run-ins to targets.  After I 

fire I peel port.  You fire at 

starboard ship, peel starboard.  

Look out for destroyers.  We 

rendezvous beyond the Tolbukhin 

Light and keep going west.  Any 

questions, men?  This is it then.  

Two torpedoes, two battleships.

No one says anything.  They straggle down to the center jetty and walk along to the boats which are berthed up against the floating dock.  They waste no time getting into their positions.  As they climb aboard, there are several exclamations of “good luck” and “good hunting” from the four men not going.  The atmosphere is tight, reflected by the faces of the men standing at their mooring lines.

Engines are started up.  Their departure is surprisingly rapid.

EXT. OPEN SEA - NIGHT

Just beyond the breakwater the boats are already beginning to plane, tilting horizontal, accelerating to cruising speed at thirty-five knots in tight echelon formation.  They turn southwest.

The four bow-sprays, sheets of water cutting through the inky sea, are sheer white in the gray light, leaving long lanes of foam in their wakes.  CMB 4 is about one hundred yards to port of CMB 7, fifty yards ahead, streaking.  On CMB 7, the rush of wind whips Sindall’s hair; he has the top of his head just above the windscreen.  

Suddenly, CMB 7 bucks halfway into the air.  There is a SHOCKING thud, and the engine screams into over-speed. Sindall is thrown forward against the wheel, then into the well of the right-hand cockpit area.  He quickly pulls himself up, clearly in some pain, feeling his mid-section for broken ribs.

CMB 7 is stopped dead in a cauldron of swirling foam.  The engine is still screaming.  Sindall pulls the throttle back to idle; he tries to move it forward but there is no response from the stern.  CMB 4 is rapidly pulling out of sight, far ahead; within a minute and a half she is over a mile away.  

Sindall shuts the engine down.  The sudden silence is flat.  Sindall calls to Piper in the front turret.

SINDALL




Did you see anything?  What do 

you think?  Are you hurt?

PIPER




Not hurt a’tall, Sir.  Nearly 

went overboard.  Didn’t see 

anything - could ‘ave hit a 

submerged mine, a dud.

Sindall checks with his crewman in the aft section; as he does so he sees and hears CMB 4 returning. 

EXT. BOTH CMB’S, OPEN SEA - NIGHT

Agar circles CMB 4 close alongside the silent, drifting CMB 7.  Agar hails Sindall above the noise of his own engine.

AGAR




What’s problem, Sindall?

SINDALL




Don’t know.  Hit something.  

Submerged object.  Think both 

shaft, prop gone.  Hull’s okay 

so far.

AGAR




Right.  We abort.  Have Piper 

throw Beeley a line.  We’ll 

tow at eight knots.  Keep a




close watch on the forward hull.  

May be a rupture.

The boats move off in single file, CMB 7 under tow, no wake.  Sindall is grim beyond words.  He stands in the cockpit, holding the wheel, steering, shaking his head from side to side.

EXT. YACHT BASIN, JETTY - NIGHT

The CMBs are being tied up to the floating dock.  There is an atmosphere of deep dejection:  Frowns on the faces of Sindall’s crew:  No small talk.  Over in CMB 4, Agar is pulling on his RN cap, his jaw tightly clenched, hooded eyes slanted, more closed than usual.  They gather on the jetty.

AGAR




Get some sleep now, it’s oh-

four-hundred.  We’ll decide 

our plan of action later.  

Piper, Beeley, you’ll 




have to inspect underneath in 

full daylight.

SINDALL




My guess is that we’ll have to 

get her back to Biorko.  Maybe 

even have to ship her home for 

repair.  But at least the hull 

doesn’t seem to be damaged.

AGAR




We’ll see, we’ll see.  Too bad.  

Damn!  Rather rotten luck.  

Let’s meet in five hours, say, 

oh-nine-hundred.

The men file along the jetty toward the clubhouse.  It is now quite light.

INT. CHURCH ATOP TERRIOKI - DAY

Inside the stairwell to the steeple of the Orthodox Church at the crest above Terrioki harbor, the Finnish Commandant is leading the way up, followed by Agar, Sindall, ST 30 and Hampsheir.  

EXT. STEEPLE PLATFORM - DAY  

The men emerge on the platform high atop the steeple tower.  Agar and the Commandant raise binoculars and look toward the south, across the sea to Kronstadt Island.

COMMANDANT




See.  The two battleships are 

not anchored outside any more.  

They might be in the harbor.  

There is another big ship out-

side now, closer to us – see –




further north.

Agar spends a long time looking across at the west foreshore of Kronstadt Island.  As his binoculars slowly sweep across the northern cliffs and lighthouse, Agar sees beyond the rise of the island.  Along the western shore of Kronstadt Island he discernes the superstructures of Russian ships inside the naval harbor.  Further west, there is a large warship anchored quite close to a smaller fort near the island’s northwest face.

AGAR




Yes - I see.  That ship is the 

heavy cruiser OLEG.  She’s 

anchored a bit north of where 

the battleships were.  Awfully 

close to that small fort. 

Agar ruminates as he continues to scan the scene.






AGAR




I think it’s too close.  Ah, 

yes, the battleships are 

inside.  I can make out their superstructures.

SINDALL

Oleg has some smoke coming from 

two funnels.  D’you reckon she 

may be getting ready to move?

COMMANDANT

Mister Egger, see me later this 

afternoon.  I have to signal to 

Helsingfors immediately.

The Commandant steps close to Agar and says something in a low voice.  He turns away to enter the stairwell, heading down 

AGAR




The Commandant does not know 

about last night, or the fish. 

Keep it that way!  And don’t 

let him see any of us in 

uniform.  Now, about the Oleg.

The three men gather close around Agar.






AGAR

 


Yes, she may move.  Look, 

Sindall, it’s thirteen hundred.  

I’m not going to tow you and




CMB 7 to Biorko this afternoon.  

Change of plan.  I’m going to 

take number four out tonight, 

with Beeley and Hampsheir, and 

launch a solo attack on Oleg.  

Last chance.  She’ll probably 

be gone tomorrow.

Hampsheir, at the back of the platform, appears apprehensive, more so than usual.  He glances repeatedly at Agar, then across the water to Kronstadt, then back to Agar.  The others don’t notice his agitated state.

SINDALL




I agree, skipper.  Just about 

the last timing, too, before




the White Nights are full on.  

Also, better chance at some 




damage against the cruiser.

AGAR




Precisely.

The three Royal Navy men, in their civilian leather clothes, turn and file down the circular stairway.  ST 30 stays behind with Agar’s binoculars, to observe for any further Russian fleet movements.

EXT. YACHT BASIN JETTY - NIGHT

The departure routine for CMB 4 is virtually as before.  The three men are silhouetted in the boat as the lines are cast off.  The engine throbs louder as the throttle is eased forward.  She slips out of the harbor without wake.  The men are in their Royal Navy uniforms.  A small RN white ensign flies from the short stern pole.  

The boat eases out of the basin, past the breakwater and through the channel entry marker buoys, at which point Agar thrusts the throttle full forward and CMB 4 leaps forward like a greyhound let loose.

Agar, at the wheel, has his eyes just above the canvas screen, looking forward.  The boat is heading southwest, and the Russian shore is visible far off, some lights winking in the darkness.  

Agar swings the wheel and turns the boat to a heading of due east.  He is aiming for a point past the north side of the Tolbukhin Lighthouse, south of the northern tip of Kronstadt Island.  He can see the dim outlines of the main island fort, and the lighthouse atop the cliff face.  The boat is traveling fast.  

He passes the Tolbukhin Light at speed.  CMB 4 is less than two miles from the smaller outer fort and Agar suddenly sees, dimly in the distance, the upper structure of the cruiser Oleg against the graying night sky.

Agar throttles back.  The boat brakes and settles in the water, slows to around six knots, her engine throbbing.  Agar turns her to a heading of south.  He twists around and shouts to Hampsheir.

AGAR


Hampsheir:  Get the starter 

charge ready   Also, the stops 

– get ‘em out.

Hampsheir clambers out of the small compartment aft and shinnies along the walkway to the side of the tube.  He unclips and opens the access hatch housing the torpedo starter charge.  He slides a hand into the compartment.

Hampsheir’s shoulder stretches forward as he leans further to move something inside.  Suddenly, there is a horrific shudder – the torpedo comes alive.  The torpedo bucks like a bronco for a full eight or nine seconds as Hampsheir is thrown back, nearly overboard.  

He recovers and leaps again for the hatch, reaching in and frantically fiddling with both hands, mouth wide open, weeping.  The shaking stops as suddenly as it has begun.  Agar brings the engine to idle.  The boat is drifting.  Agar is icy-calm, like steel.

AGAR




Good grief, man!  You’ve  fired 

the charge!  

Agar looks forward to Beeley in the front turret and waves his arm.



AGAR

Right then.  BEELEY.  Get aft!  

Fix it FAST.  Replace that 

charge, NOW.

Agar cuts the engine altogether.  There is a deathly silence in the boat, on the sea..  Beeley passes Agar in the cockpit, moving aft, taking some equipment out of a lower compartment in the well under the torpedo’s nose on the starboard side.

Agar speaks softly now.

AGAR




All right Beeley, settle down 

to it.  Hampsheir, you go up 

front in the turret, get




the Lewis gun ready.  Easy now.  

Steady.  By God, lucky the stops 

were still in – that fish would 

be on its way to Petrograd.  

How long do you think, Beeley?

BEELEY




Dunnow, sir – reckon quarter 

‘n hour, maybe more.  Tricky.  

Difficult to get in there this 

way, specially wi’ no light.

Beeley moves back as Hampsheir crosses over going forward.  The CMB is drifting on a black sea with long, slow swells.  From the smaller fort a mile to the east, a searchlight pierces the gray night.  Its beam sweeps in a semicircle, northeast to due west.  Its arc of light does not yet reach the boat’s position.  

Beeley keeps working.  Agar stands at the helm, quite still.  Some minutes later another, more powerful searchlight from the main Kronstadt Fort cuts through the night.  Its location is high atop the island cliff.  The beam swings from east to west, slowly scanning the water, increasing the distance of its arc with each circuit.

Agar remains perfectly still in the cockpit.  Hampsheir has the Lewis gun out, positioned on the lip of the turret, pointing east.  Beeley is doubled over, working in the  dark well, working by feel.  He is calm, efficient, methodical – extracting some part, placing it deliberately in a space where it will not shift with the roll of the boat, replacing some part, reaching for a tool.  His moves are steady, as the searchlight arc comes closer.  The seconds tick by.

The searchlights go out.  Agar looks at the luminous dial of his watch.  As usual, he is icy-calm, rock-like.

AGAR




Beeley, status?

Agar’s voice is low: Beeley answers back in a low voice also.  It is so quiet.

BEELEY




I’ve got the charge in, Sir, 

and set.  Need another few




minutes to replace the covers.  

An’en wrap up.  ‘Bout five 

minutes.  Less.

AGAR




Good man.  Do your best. 

Agar turns back to face southeast again.  He is no longer sure he can see the cruiser’s outlines; the dark light is graying and deceptive.  He grips the top of the windshield with both hands and looks straight up.  His lips are moving imperceptibly. 

Beeley clambers back in the cockpit and stows his materials in the low compartment.  He gives Agar the thumb up.

Immediately, the engine roars again.  Shattering.  Agar waits barely five seconds before pushing the throttle half forward.  The boat picks up speed.  Agar shouts across to Beeley.

AGAR




Beeley, sure charge is set?

Beeley gives him a thumb up again.

AGAR




Stops out aft?

Beeley gives him thumb up again, then reaches in the torpedo tube at back of the cockpit and removes the front stops.

The smaller searchlight comes back on and begins to sweep the surface of the water.  CMB 4 is moving flat out, on the plane now, as Agar keeps the throttle to the wall.  The powerful searchlight atop Kronstadt comes on, plus another light from low down on the water.

The racing CMB is evading the arcs of light - occasionally the larger of the searchlights fixes on the spray of white water flying behind the boat, then loses it.  The light comes back again, searching.  

Agar makes some small turns and continues to hold the throttle forward, though it will go no further.  He veers to port and now heads northeast, directly at the low searchlight where he is certain the cruiser lies.

Suddenly, out of the gloom and the partially blinding light, he sees the Oleg dead ahead, about fifteen hundred yards.  Agar motions sideways to Beeley, but Beeley is already standing up in the cockpit, hand hovering over the firing lever located in mid-panel position.  

The boat is closing the distance fast.  Now two searchlights have the CMB caught in their beams, half in, half out.  When the lights bounce out, Agar can see ahead.

He makes two more small S-turns, keeping the same heading.  Tracer bullets and pom-pom shells are flying over the boat.  Agar eases the throttle back to three-quarters’ revs and the boat slows, still planeing, to under thirty knots.

At a thousand yards Agar holds his right hand out sideways.  Beeley is watching intently.  Eight hundred fifty yards - six hundred yards - the boat is virtually too close to the cruiser to be hit by its gunfire.  Agar drops his hand.

There is a shudder as the torpedo charge fires and the huge projectile ejects from the stern, back between the twin bow waves into the prop’s rooster tail.  

Immediately Agar rams the throttle home and within seconds wrenches the wheel hard to port.  The CMB careens to the left, throwing spray starboard, cavitating in the tight turn, desperately trying to accelerate.  Agar straightens her out heading northwest, zigzagging, evading three or four lights that are wildly arcing, trying to find the boat from her wake.  At times they have her fully caught and lit.  Agar wrenches the wheel again and evades once more.  

Incoming fire is intense; all over the sea.  Shells are coming from the cruiser Oleg, as well as from a battery at Kronstadt Fort.  They are not hit.  

The attack takes place inside a minute.  Astern of the zig-zagging CMB there is a shattering explosion.  The sky lights up like daylight.  The torpedo strikes the heavy cruiser Oleg directly amidships, below the waterline, in the magazine compartment.  There is another massive explosion.  And another.  

CMB 4 is skimming due west now, well north of the Tolbukhin Lighthouse, heading as if for the Estonia coast.  The boat is light and skimming at blazing speed, no S-turns, just straight, escaping at forty-three knots.

Beeley looks back at the receding scene.  There are still secondary and tertiary explosions.  The cruiser is lit up like Picadilly Circus.  Kronstadt Fort is still firing shells.  CMB 4 turns north and soars homeward.

EXT. YACHT BASIN,TERRIOKI - DAWN

CMB 4 is looping smoothly to a final turn – as the engine is cut – slipping up against the floating dock in silence.

Six men are on the dock.  Two of them throw lines to Beeley and Hampsheir, fore and aft.  Sindall, on the dock, leans way over, one hand on the hull of the boat, his torso half into the cockpit.

SINDALL




By God, Skipper you DID it!  I 

believe the Oleg’s SUNK!  

Searchlights are still arcing 

around back there.  Destroyers 




moving about, picking up survi-

vors, looks like.  Spectacular




explosions.  The view from the 

church steeple is incredible.




Bloody good show.  Bloody well 

done, Skipper.  Marvelous!

There are other barely-subdued exclamations, muffled shouts of congratulations, several “by-Gods” and “bloodys”, hand shakes and nods of heads, some chortling:  An altogether unusual display, for these normally reserved young men.  Only one man is not jubilant.  He sits, dejected, in the stern hatch of CMB 4.  Hampsheir is ashen, staring down at his knees, seemingly on the verge of tears.  No one notices (at this time).  Hampsheir is clearly on the precipice, at the edge of a breakdown.

Suddenly, the Finnish Commandant and two Finnish soldiers appear on the jetty above the floating dock and the group of men below.  The Commandant is agitated and breathing hard.  He shouts down to Agar who is still in the cockpit, still in his Royal Navy uniform.

COMMANDANT




Eggar, what – What is happening?  

What are the explosions at 

Kronstadt?  What – what are you 

doing – what is - are you in 

British navy uniform?  Is that 

British navy flag?

AGAR




Commandant, let’s go up.  Let’s 

go inside to the clubhouse.  We

will go to the clubhouse, I’ll 

brief you on everything, Sir.

The Commandant looks aghast, from Agar to the Royal Navy ensign on the stern pole of CMB 4 and back to the three men in their military uniforms.  In the distant background, even though the sky is now quite gray with early morning light, an occasional flash appears – followed a few seconds later by a dull thud.

The men climb up the ramp from the floating dock and file down the long jetty, following the Commandant and his two men to the clubhouse’s center entrance off the porch.

INT. CLUBHOUSE ROOM - EARLY A.M.

The men cluster round in a loose circle.  They do not sit down.  The Commandant is at the center of the circle with Agar and Sindall facing him.  The long table is adjacent to them and Agar places his Royal Navy cap on it.

AGAR




Commandant, six of us here are 

Royal Navy – four officers and 

two senior non-commissioned men.  

I am officer in charge, my rank 

is Lieutenant.  Three others



 
are support men.  We were sent 

to this yacht basin to report 

on movements by the Reds’ fleet, 

so that our navy can attempt to 

prevent the Bolsheviks from an

incursion against Finland.

Agar pauses to appraise the reaction from the Commandant.  There is none.  






AGAR

When the shelling of Krasnaya

Gorka began a few days ago, 

which precipitated the Whites’ 

surrender, I became alarmed.  

I saw that the two battleships 

were replaced by the heavy 

cruiser OLEG and I suspected 

the big guns of their fleet 

were preparing to move out and 

press their advantage in the 

Gulf of Finland.  I decided to

risk an attack on the Oleg as 

she sat outside the naval

harbor at Kronstadt in order to 

give the Reds pause, or at least 

some cause for concern.

Agar stands quiet for a few moments, once again assessing the countenance of the man before him.  The Commandant remains silent, his gaze on Agar unwavering.  One of the men standing beside Sindall reaches forward and offers Agar a cigarette from a packet of Players.  Agar looks down and takes one, glances up at the Commandant.

AGAR




May I, sir?

The Commandant does not move:  Says neither yes, nor no.  Agar does not light the cigarette.

AGAR




Tonight, earlier, I made a run 

at the Oleg and launched a 

torpedo from the CMB you saw 

us in - the speedboat.  The 

torpedo scored a direct hit.  

It may have struck the ship’s 

magazine.  Sindall here, who 

was watching from the church 

steeple, thinks the cruiser may 

have been sunk.

Agar draws himself erect.  He speaks in a harder, more commanding voice now.






AGAR

I am telling you all this, Sir 

– you and your two men here –




in utter confidence.  I trust, 

no I pray, that you will honor 

our secrecy; and keep all this 

information in total confidence, 

for at least two months.  It is 

vital that no rumors circulate 




about our mission, about our 

presence or our actions.  Can I 

have your word on that, sir?

The Commandant continues to look at Agar, mute, mouth slightly open, stunned.  Eventually, he shakes his head from side to side.  Agar is apprehensive, as if expecting further reprimand.

COMMANDANT




This is absolutely incredible 

feat, Egger.  Is it Captain




Egger now - or Lieutenant 

Egger?  You, alone, in that 

little boat?  Three men?  You 

sink the Russian CRUISER?

The Commandant shakes his head again.  He looks round the room, at the circle of nine men.  His own two soldiers stand a few paces back.

COMMANDANT




Hokay.  No word about any of 

you.  Anywhere. I will see to 

my own men, later, about this.  

Your mission will be secret.  

Captain Egger, you will report 

to me any movement of Russian 

ships.  Meanwhile, I help you 

more; much as I am able.

Huge relief shows on the faces of Agar, Sindall and the other Englishmen.  The group drifts apart and some sit at the table, many light cigarettes; one or two, pipes.  The bottle of rum appears, with glasses.  There is clinking as silent toasts are made.  Agar and the Commandant clink their glasses and drink, soberly.

AGAR




Commandant, one of our boats – 

the other one – is damaged and 

needs repairs.  We will tow it 

out tomorrow and be gone three 

days.  Some of the men will 

remain and the one I place in 

charge will report to you daily.

After a few more exchanges, the Commandant and his two men take their leave.  The British contingent remain at the long table in idle talk, recapping events, now drinking tea.  Beeley approaches Sindall, skipper of CMB 7, and bends down to talk to him in a low voice.  Sindall looks over toward Agar, then across at one of the men sitting apart.  He is suddenly alert, as he focuses more carefully on Hampsheir, who is by himself, hands folded and held oddly between his knees.

Sindall rises and walks over to Agar who has moved to a window overlooking the harbor.

SINDALL




Skipper, couple of items.  

Beeley says a cipher just in 

from Admiral Baltic Force.  He




requires your presence on the 

flagship tomorrow.  I told 

Beeley to acknowledge.  I had 

earlier sent a coded message 

estimating damage and action.  

Second, Skipper, Beeley thinks 

Hampsheir is broken.  Looks 

like shellshock; he’s shaking 

and has been crying.  Nervous 

breakdown.  You may have to 

leave him in Biorko.

AGAR




I see.  I’ll have a talk with 

him and evaluate his situation.  

We should plan on leaving about 

· I reckon – say, ten hundred.  

We had a near-disaster on the 

run out to the attack.  




Hampsheir fired the charge by 

mistake; took us nearly 

twenty minutes to reset.  

Sitting duck, we were.

SINDALL

I wondered about the long delay.  

Even from our vantage on the

tower, we thought something had 

gone badly wrong.

Agar turns and addresses everyone.

AGAR




All right, let’s turn in.  We 

depart with CMB 7 in tow at ten 

hundred.

Agar takes Hampsheir aside.  The two of them sit down facing each other on two chairs that Agar has swung around. 

EXT. GULF OF FINLAND: AT SEA - MORNING

It is bright daylight.  The two CMB’s are traveling westward along the Finnish coast at under ten knots.  CMB 4 is towing CMB 7.  The three men in each boat are in Royal Navy uniform.  The boats are flying White Ensigns from the stern poles.

Agar, in the lead boat cockpit, has his cap tilted at a rakish angle.  He looks back over his shoulder, past the stern of the boat to the towline arcing to CMB 7.  The bow of Sindall’s boat is slicing cleanly through the water.

There is a moderate swell, two to three feet, no whitecaps.  Agar’s scan continues through three hundred and sixty degrees - there are no other vessels in sight.

Sindall sees Agar looking back again.  He raises his arm high with a thumb extended.  Agar nods. 

The scene dissolves - time passes.  Later, as Agar looks at his watch, he sees that it is 1330, three and a half hours after departure from Terrioki.  They are getting closer to the entrance to Biorko Sound, some three miles ahead.  

Within the Sound, there is a great array of naval ships anchored, the entire British Baltic Force Fleet.  HMS DELHI, the Admiral’s flagship, is positioned beyond the center of the fleet, surrounded by six destroyers.  HMS Delhi is a heavy battleship, imposing, with massive superstructure.  It has a second high-bridge positioned a hundred feet above the main bridge, held aloft by v-shaped vertical steel columns.

EXT. THE MAIN BRIDGE, HMS DELHI - DAY

A Royal Navy sailor approaches one of the junior officers standing at the center of the main bridge.  He says a few words and points.  The officer turns and walks toward the Admiral, who is on the port side of the bridge talking to two other senior flag officers.

JUNIOR OFFICER




Admiral, the watch notifies 

that two CMBs are approaching 

the entrance to the Sound.  

One is in tow to the other.  

That will be Lieut. Agar, Sir.

ADMIRAL 




Very well.  Signal him with 

lamp to approach directly to 

the flagship.

The junior officer acknowledges the Admiral’s directive and turns away to address the sailor.  There is further activity on the starboard side of the bridge.  

The CMBs are now inside the Sound itself and only a half amile from the outer line of fleet ships.

EXT. BALTIC FLEET, BIORKO SOUND - DAY

The two CMBs are about to pass the first southern-most line of naval ships as they begin to thread their pathway through the anchored vessels to the flagship.  An extraordinary scene begins to unfold.  

All naval seamen, officers and men, begin lining the rails of all the ships of the fleet.  Men from the engine and boiler rooms below, men off watch, the full complement of men.  There is a mass of white at every inward rail, on those ships’ sides facing where the two small boats will have to thread their way.

As CMB 4 begins to run this gauntlet at a speed of five knots, with CMB 7 in tow, the men of the fleet’s ships begin cheering.  They raise their right arms in the air, fists clenched.  As CMBs 4 and 7 pass each ship, some officer takes the lead and shouts “Three Cheers”, followed by the traditional hip-hip-hooray - chorus after chorus, ship after ship.

On one ship, an oiler, some of the men are holding up two large pieces of cardboard, or plywood, on which has been lettered in black pitch “GIANT KILLER”.  Agar, in the cockpit of CMB 4, has a look of astonishment on his face.  He swings his gaze from the oiler to Beeley in the forward turret and shouts above the noise of the cheering.

AGAR




So much for “SECRET” mission!

Beeley smiles and shakes his head.  Nevertheless, he is chuffed. 

CMB 4 is now moving slow at near idle revolutions.  Agar glides his boat through the ring of protecting destroyers and positions both boats for an approach to the battleship’s ramp.  He cuts the engine as he eases CMB 4 up against the platform at the foot of the gangplank.  A stairway leads up the starboard side of the flagship, HMS Delhi.  

Hampsheir throws the end of the towrope to one of the sailors on the platform who coils it as CMB 7 drifts alongside CMB 4 to a rafting position.  Sindall steps across from his cockpit to Agar’s.  They climb onto the platform and mount the ladder.  The other CMB crewmen remain on the boats.  At the head of the ladder Agar requests permission board.  They are escorted by a junior officer to the Admiral’s quarters.

INT. ADMIRAL QUARTERS, HMS DELHI - DAY

Three senior Royal Navy officers are standing in the center of the Admiral’s large stateroom.  They are Fleet Admiral Sir Walter Cowan; Fleet Flag Captain Charles Little; and Commander Chichester CLARK, Captain of HMS Delphi.  Agar and Sindall are standing just inside the door. 

AGAR




Lieutenants Agar and Sindall 

reporting as ordered, sir.

COWAN




Well, well.  Agar, let me be 

first to congratulate you on 

your successful sinking of 

Oleg.  One of our aeroplanes 

flew over Kronstadt this 

morning; our pilot reports 

that the cruiser can be seen 

down under in seven fathoms.  

You’ll be able to go up later 

on and take a look.

AGAR




Thank you, sir.  We were lucky, 

I believe, to strike her in the 

magazine. 

COWAN




Nonsense.  Not luck.  Judgment,




timing, skill – and courage.

The other two senior officers join in with murmured ‘hear-hears’.  Flag Captain Little steps forward.  He holds out his hand, a small smile on his lips, and gives a slow nod of his head as he shakes Agar’s hand.  Sindall stands by at attention.

COWAN




Your two crewmen, Sub-Lieut. 

Hampsheir, and mechanic Chief 

Beeley, I’m going to recommend

they be awarded medals for 

valor.  With Captain Little’s 

concurrence, this communiqué 

was sent to Admiralty today:- 

“For sinking the Bolshevik 

Cruiser ‘OLEG’, we propose 

that His Majesty make the 

following award:  To Lieut. 

Agar R.N., the Victoria Cross.”

The Admiral looks across at Agar as he folds the sheet of paper in his hand.






COWAN

 


Of course, Agar, this action, 

and any awards made, will not 

be publicly announced in 

London.  The entire mission 

will be kept secret.  As for 

that demonstration by our men 

on your way in, they’ll hear 

a message from me!

Captains Little and Clark exchange glances and there are ghostlike smiles on their lips.






COWAN

Again, I congratulate you.  I 

am most envious, not only of 

your exploit, but of your VC. 

Yours may be the only VC ever

awarded outside a time of war. 

AGAR

I am deeply honored, sir.

COWAN

Right.  Now then, sit down.  

Let’s get to work.

The five men take seats on two small couches and some chairs around a low map table. 

COWAN




Captain Little, go ahead.  

brief us on the latest message 

from London.

LITTLE




Commanding General Donlon, RAF 

Chief of Staff, and Admiralty 

held a joint meeting, along 

with Sir Gordon MacKenzie, 

chairman of Thorneycroft.  

They are astonished by Agar’s 

solo attack on Oleg.  Having 

said that, they now want to 

plan a full-scale attack on 

the battleships in Kronstadt 

harbor using a flotilla of two 

squadrons of CMBs supported by 

RAF ‘planes.  Prime Minister 

has approved the proposal, in 

view of Finland and the 

Bolshevik’s clear intentions. 

Little glances down at the sheets of paper on the low table in front of him.






LITTLE

The thinking is to cripple two 

battleships and sink up to six 




other vessels.  The proposal’s 

to send out ten to twelve CMBs, 




half of them twin-engine 55s, 

with twin torpedoes, the rest 

40-footers.  Also, the aircraft 

carrier, HMS Vindictive, with 

eight aeroplanes.  She carries 

Sopwiths and some Shorts 

seaplanes.  They are to bomb 

and strafe prior to the CMB’s 

entry into the harbor.  The RAF 

has not bombed at night before.  






COWAN

Admiralty proposes to leave 

detail planning to us.  We’ll 

need all of July and part of 

August to get ready, I rekon.  

That would position the attack 

sometime mid-August, a month 

after the White Nights.  Agar, 

you’ll be assigned to structure 

training.  Also to pilot the 

squadrons through the forts 

into attack position.  






LITTLE

The CMB flotilla leader will 

be Commander “C. C”. Dobson; 

second-in-command, Lieut.Cmdr. 

Brade; in command of the 55-

footers’ squadron, Lieut. 

Darryl-Reed.  

COWAN




Well, Agar, what do you think?

AGAR

Sir.  Incredibly bold plan.  

Sounds terrific, sir.  Major 

impediment, as I see it, is 

the restricted maneuvering 

room inside the naval harbor 

itself.  After launching one 

or two torpedoes at thirty 

knots, we have to accelerate 

to forty to clear the track.  

Then bank out of the way.  Our 

turning radius is quite wide 

at that speed.  There may not 

be sufficient room:  May graze 

a seawall or ram a moored ship.  

We’ll have to lay out a dummy 

harbor with buoys for training.  

Also, eleven CMBs skimming in 

and out of that narrow harbor 

mouth, at night, under speed – 

with maneuvers – could be -

well - exciting.

The senior officers allow themselves another ghost of a smile. 

COWAN




Yes, I see.  I’m sure you’ll 

work it out.  Along with 

Dobson.  He’s a splendid 

officer.  I know him from 

sorties in ‘seventeen. 

AGAR

Yes, I know Cmdr. Dobson:  

And “Mossy” Darryl-Reed is 

my best friend, Sir.  We’ve 

been together since first 

joining the Navy twelve years 

ago - did our schooling and 

midshipmen training together, 

also RNC Greenwich; served 

together in several theatres.

COWAN

Agar, you’ll have to regroup 

your Terrioki detachment: 

Relocate to Biorko. 

AGAR




Yes, Sir.  I’m committed to go 

in to Petrograd again on July




20, 23 or 24 to take out ST25.  

He has been given those dates 

and will be rendezvousing on 

one of them.  I could stay in 

Terrioki until the flotilla 

arrives, then move back for 

the initial training week.  

LITTLE

Very risky.  If something goes 

awry on your next couple of 

runs to Petrograd, it could 

jeopardize the big operation.

COWAN

 
I agree.  You do have to go in.  

However, I don’t want you to 

make more than one run.  Do the 

first date only. 

AGAR

Aye, aye, Sir.  What is the 

arrival date of the flotilla?

LITTLE

Not fixed yet.  I estimate two 

weeks.  We’ll set the training 

base at a small fiord west of 

here - agree it with Finns.

AGAR

Sir.  I’ll head back.  Sindall 

will stay here – CMB 7 needs 

repairs.  Struck a dud mine.  

One of my men on CMB 4, Sub. 

Lieut. Hampsheir, is in shock, 

mental breakdown.  He should 

be sent to the hospital ship. 

Admiral Cowan nods.  He does not appear to be surprised, nor are the other two officers.  The scene closes as the men rise.  As they move toward the door, Captain Clark reaches across to Agar and holds out his hand.  They shake.  Clark says nothing, but his look implies everything.

EXT. PARK, PETROGRAD OUTSKIRTS - DAY

ST 25 is sitting at one end of an iron park bench, holding a small parcel wrapped in brown paper and tied with twine.  He is dressed as before, rumpled and disheveled, a stubble of beard about his chin.  He is talking, as if to himself.

However, behind him - perhaps fifteen feet away - facing away toward a statue situated in the center of a circular bed of low shrubs, is a solid-looking, heavy-set man.  His name is BORIS, a mid-level Cheki official.

ST 25




That is not a good date!  Why 

27th of July?  Why so late?  

We need it to happen on 18th 

or 19th.  I have a special

reason why it must be then, 

critical reason.  Once we have 

her out, we must get across 

the border immediately – to 

Estonia or Finland.  We can 

only do it if we have her out 

before the 20th. 

There are no other people within seventy yards of them.  A main pathway artery through the park has some walkers on it; they are far out of earshot.  The man facing the statue

does not move.  He wears a dark suit but no tie.  His shirt is buttoned at the neck.  He is breathing hard, a habit as a result of his girth.  When he talks, he speaks English with an American accent.

BORIS




Can’t do it, man.  Impossible.  

It can only be on the day that 

I’m telling you - twenty seven 

or twenty eight.  Listen, the 

entire guards’ unit rotates on 

the 27th, being replaced by a 

new unit from Moscow.  Escape 

from Cheka has only one chance, 

that is when the new guards 

come in.  With present guards, 

impossible!  They see everyone, 

every visitor, every prisoner.  

Also, I know two new guards 




coming in, I can grease them, 

they did something for me




in Moscow, for a Riley job.

ST 25 says nothing.  He looks around the park.  He sits still for half a minute, thinking, his chin resting down on his chest.  Finally he leans back, raises his head and drives his two hands though his unkempt hair.  He is frowning, mouth set in a grim line.  

ST 25




All right.

BORIS




Okay.  So it’s very dangerous.  

I have to pay off the two 

additional men.  I need more 

money.  I need double.

ST 25




I don’t have double.  Listen, 

Boris, don’t play me for a 

dunce.  Your cover is thin, so 

be careful.  I have five 

hundred sterling with me now.  

I will get you another two 

hundred pounds for delivery 

when we meet next.  I will 

provide a further three hundred 

after it’s over.  That’s it.

BORIS

Very difficult, pal.  Okay, 

I’ll see things are greased.  

Make it easier at the Cheka 

for the switch.  The woman 

is not good, you know.  She 

is beaten, vomiting a lot, 

maybe getting typhus - she 

may die before then.

ST 25

She better bloodywell not die!

BORIS

Believe me, Alex, I wish we 

could get her out of there

earlier.  Just not possible.

Two walkers, a man and a woman, are heading their way, striding briskly.  ST 25 gets up and walks behind the iron bench, past the heavy-set man, and turns toward the main pathway artery.  He is no longer carrying the parcel.  The heavy-set man, who pivots and walks in the opposite direction has a small parcel wrapped in brown paper tied with string under his arm.

INT. FLAT, KITCHEN, PETROGRAD - DAY

ST 25 is sitting at the kitchen table with Dr. Klachonka, Shura Marenko and a tall young woman of about thirty, LIYDIA.  They have empty plates in front of them.

ST 25




No, there is no possibility we 

can do it earlier, not until




the end of July.  Probably the 

evening of the 27th.  Boris is 

squeezing me for more money as 

well – I don’t trust him.  He 

claims to be an agent for the 

Americans, linked to our Riley 

in Moscow - I don’t trust Riley 

either.  But we have no choice.  

We have to make the attempt 

that night or not at all.

Shura Marenko sits dejected; he looks devastated.

MARENKO




We all know - I know - that 

they are torturing Sonia to




get to me.  God!  I should 

give myself up.

ST 25




It would do no good.  They 

would just kill her anyway.




And you.  Pull yourself 

together.

KLACHONKA




What about your rendezvous, 

with the speedboat?  




Is that not ten days earlier?

ST 25




Yes, it is.  It’s set for 20th.  

I’ll meet the boat as planned, 

but I’ll tell Egger that I am 

not going out with him.  If he 

can’t come back for us on 27th 

we’ll have to go out overland, 

northern route to Finland.  It

is dangerous these days - that 

exit – many caught and shot 

these past weeks.

KLACHONKA




Can’t you go in a small boat?  

Slip around the border by sea 

at night?  

ST 25




No.  Too well patrolled now. 

It is a possible route in 

winter, across the sea ice. 

MARENKO




Enough of that.  So.  Let’s go 

over it once again.  Go over

the sequence for escape.  We 

have to make sure Liydia has it.  

Everything depends on Liydia.

KLACHONKA




OK.  I return to the Cheka 

late afternoon after my Clinic.  

The time will be right after 

the shift change at 5 o’clock.  

Liydia will be with me.  She 

Will have nurse’s shoes on 

and a heavy coat.  Nurses cap.  

She is assistant to Doctor




Melnikov’ who, I say, ‘is 

‘already inside’.

MARENKO




They accept this?  The nurse?





KLACHONKA




Yes, they will.  They are all 

new guards, if what Boris says 

is true.  Also I have at times 

taken in another doctor, or a 




nurse - this has been in the 

evening usually, to see to




critical prison patients.  Now 

I tell them that we have to get 

Dr. Melnikov immediately and go 

back out to an emergency at a 

church in the north section due 

to new epidemic outbreak.

ST 25




Liydia, you must practice 

wearing the extra clothes – the 




skirt, shirt, jacket, coat – 

often, until it feels natural, 

so you look and walk natural.  

Underneath, you have extra 




white medical coat and the 

black trousers and the leather 

jacket.  You carry heavy shoes 

in the medical bag.

KLACHONKA




Coming out, we hope that the 

guards we talked to going in




are still there.  We will be 

coming out twenty minutes 

after going in.  I will have 

told the official that we both 

have to leave due to a plague 

outbreak.  Liydia is the nurse

going in, the doctor coming

out. 

ST 25




You all come out together.  

It’s a little before half-past 

five.  All normal.  You Liydia 

are the doctor.  Sonia is now 

the nurse.  You are all in a 

great hurry because of the 

emergency.  Don’t stop for 

anything, for anyone.

KLACHONKA




God!  I hope Sonia can walk!  

And act.  We are all dead if it




fails at that point.

ST 25




Yes.  Say prayers.  It has to 

work.  Boris will have greased 

two of the new guards.  Can we 

trust?  I will improve that 

trust by adding more money – 

for payment after the escape.  

We can’t risk another betrayal.

Shura Marenka looks gloomily at ST 25.  He is not convinced.

EXT. COVE WITHIN FJIORD, FINLAND - DAY

The fjiord has a deep cove slicing in to its northwestern bank.  It is a few miles west of Biorko Sound. 

SUPER:  




“Three weeks later, July 11,

1919. A cove in Finland.

Eleven CMBs begin training.”

Eleven CMBs are moored in a narrow cove that branches off a fjord.  There are several prams and a few small outboard-engine craft on the shore.  Above the shoreline, on a strip of grassy flat ground, are thirty or more small tents and two large tents.  It is early morning.  The sea is dead calm.

INT. LARGE TENT, TRAINING BASE - DAY

Half of the large tent’s space is set up as a mess hall with twelve trestle tables, each able to seat ten men.  There are benches on either side.  The other half is open-floored.  There is a makeshift easel near one corner with a three-by-five white poster-board on it.  Nearby is another easel with a blackboard with white chalk markings.

Some seventy men and officers in Royal Navy uniforms are standing in a broad semi-circle facing the easels.  To the side, in front of the men, are four officers:  Commander Dobson, flotilla commander; Lieut.Cmdr. Brade, second-in-command; Lieut. “Mossy” Darryl-Reed; and Lieut. Agar.

DOBSON




Right, gentlemen.  We begin 

training phase.  We have 

three weeks.  We move from day 

to night ops.  No accidents.  

Lieut. Agar will do the 

morning’s briefing.

Agar takes a large sheet of butcher paper from a block on the floor and pins it to the cardboard on the easel.  He uses a black crayon.

AGAR




This is a rough diagram of what 

the final attack will look like.  

It may change a bit. 

Agar draws with the crayon, quickly, first the outlines of Kronstadt Island with the naval harbor’s twin rectangles, the outer line of forts, the perimeters of the Gulf of Finland.  It is a rough sketch.  At the right side of the chart (between Kronstadt island and the Russian coast) he draws five lines, each coded differently - a thin solid, a thick solid, a thin dashed, a thick dashed, a dotted - in quick strokes.  As he draws, facing the easel, he talks clearly so that all can hear.

AGAR




Eleven CMBs will be assigned 

in five pairs, with myself in 

CMB 4 as guide-in pilot.  I’ll 

lead through the line of forts.

We continue south.  As we round 

the tip of Kronstadt, we spread 

formation into five waves.  I 

will point the first two 55s 

directly at the entrance to the 

main harbor.  They have the 

critical role:  Their targets 

are the battleships here, the 

Andrei Pervoszanni and the 

Petropovlovsk.  We have to 

strike them fast and hard and

early – then hit them again at 

the end with the last wave.  

They are docked in an awkward 

situation.

Agar stops tracing on the butcher paper and turns to face the semi-circle of men.






AGAR

Each of these first-wave CMBs 

will fire two torpedoes at each 

battleship.  After exiting all 

boats will veer starboard and 

parallel the island for a mile 

before turning west and heading 

home, past the north face of 

Tolbukin Lighthouse here.  

Questions?

There is silence in the tent.  Agar looks at Dobson, who nods to him to proceed.  Agar turns to the chart and points again to the five lines inside the main harbor confines.

AGAR




Each wave of CMBs will follow 

that pattern.  Each wave has 

its target.  There will be 

destroyers outside the harbor.  

Timing has to be such that as 

the first wave is half way – 

here at the second turn inside 

the harbor – the second wave 

enters.  Danger is collision.  

There will be searchlights, 

flares, bombing by our own 

planes, shelling and machine 

gun fire.  Blinding.

DARRYL-REED




Dimensions of Kronstadt inner 

harbor?

AGAR




The main harbor consists of two 

basins actually.  The north one,




here where the battleships are, 

is 1500 feet deep, 3000 wide.  

The south basin, here where the

sub depot ship Pamyat Azoma and a 

destroyer depot ship are berthed, 

is smaller - about 1000 ft deep 

and 2000 wide.  Very tight.

Several hands now shoot up for questions.

DOBSON




Look men, let’s on questions.  

There will be more briefings.  

Get on to today’s schedule. 

Agar rips down the butcher paper and replaces it with a clean sheet.

AGAR




Those dimensions I indicated 

will be duplicated by a dummy 

naval harbor layout. It’s been 

set up fourteen miles out.  We 

are using over a hundred buoys.  

Once again, Agar talks as he swiftly sketches in lines, and at times an initial.

AGAR




All we are doing this morning 

is to make high-speed turns




inside the dummy harbor area.  

This afternoon we’ll add entry




and exit scenarios, by waves.  

The pairings are listed on the 

other board.   






DOBSON




Thank you, Lieut.  Next week 

we switch to nights.  By the 

third week we will be doing 

everything in near dark, and 

we’ll have three of our 

destroyers providing tracers, 

searchlights, interference.  

Move out then.

Agar and “Mossy” Darryl-Reed move off to the side of the tent and engage in one or two minutes of snatched conversation.  It is the warm side of Agar, last seen at his elder brother’s home, in the spring.  He is laughing openly, and puts one hand on Mossy’s shoulder.  Darryl-Reed is infectiously engaging and witty,

DARRYL-REED




How do you get away with it, 

Gus?  Time after time you 

escape by the skin of your 

teeth.  Has to be the luck of 

the Irish.

AGAR




I am Irish, Mossy!  Back to 

fifteen-hundreds, eight

generations.

DARRYL-REED

Aha, so you say.  Well, I’ll be 

all right if I stick with you.  

Didn’t do Childers much good, 

though, did it?

AGAR

I was devastated by that.  He 

was a great friend, Mossy.  

Went to school together.  I 

don’t understand these things. 

DARRYL-REED

Sorry, Gus, I didn’t mean that.  

Anyhow, how’s that lovely

niece of yours, Monica?

AGAR

You must have scared her off, 

Mossy.  What did you do?  

She’s back to Ceylon for the 

holidays.  Probably going to 

marry a tea planter some day.  

Anyway, she’s barely eighteen, 

Mossy, for heaven’s sake!

DARRYL-REED

Well, let me know when she’s 

nineteen, Gussie, and reserve 

Westminster Cathedral for us.  

All right - better mount.  

Good luck, Gus.

AGAR

‘Luck, Mossy.  God Bless!

Commander Dobson is checking numbers of the boat pairings, their wave positions, and the names of their skippers and first officers.  There is general milling around as the group breaks up and heads for the exit.

EXT. MOORINGS, TRAINING BASE - DAY

Several prams are ferrying crews to the moored CMBs.  The larger 55-foot CMBs, with their twin engines and twin torpedo tubes, have a complement of six or seven men.  The 40-footers, three to four men.  The boats are being boarded and made ready.  No time is wasted.  The engines fire up and the noise level increases exponentially.  Moorings are cast off in unison.  

Commander Dobson in CMB 31 leads the two squadrons of the flotilla out of the narrow cove, like a mother duck leading ducklings.  They head due south to open sea.

The roar of engines becomes awesome as all boats open up to near maximum revs.  The boats nose over as they accelerate and mount the step to the plane; at the same time they slide laterally into a V-formation, forming tight port and starboard echelons on either side of Dobson’s lead craft.  

The boats skim south at 40 knots, leaving a pattern of thirty-three bow sprays and rooster tail trails in the crystal clear flat sea.  It is an awesome mini-armada.

INT. FLAG CAPTAIN’S STATE ROOM, BIORKO - DAY

Five men are seated around a working map table in Flag Captain Little’s suite aboard the flagship.  They are Captain Little; Commander Dobson; Lieut.Commander Brade; Lieut. Darryl-Reed; and Lieutenant Agar.  Little sits erect.  He looks stern as usual.  Superior.  Aloof - but not altogether unkind this time.

LITTLE




How does it look, Dobson?  We 

are nearly three weeks into 

training.  Do you feel we are 

about ready?






DOBSON




Flag Captain, I don’t think we 

are there yet.  The White 

Nights are only just over.  It

is getting darker now at night.  

We need more black nights.  It 

is July 19th.  I reckon early 

August.  Also, next week, we’ll

have a couple of destroyers - 

we need that realism; moving 

in tight quarters with search-

lights.

LITTLE

Seems a pity to put the attack 

so far off.  Things can change 

quickly - fleet movements.  

The Reds do the unexpected.  

Accelerate the training.  Push 

the boats and crews.  Think of contingencies!  Plan for them.

Agar:  Your observations?

AGAR

Sir, I’m in accord with Cmdr. 

Dobson.  We’re not ready.  

We will be.  These are good 

squadrons, good boats, good

men, with a bold plan.  They 

are motivated, keen to attack.  

But we have to have some good 

fortune on our side:  I feel 

it is fraught with danger.

The five men sit quietly for some moments, absorbing Agar’s frank assessment.

LITTLE




Yes.  A conundrum.  To mount




a decisive blow to the navy 

of a nation we are not at war

with.  While n the other hand, 

we may lose 50 Royal Navy 

officers and men, 10 or more 

boats, and damage British 

international relations world-

wide if this turns out to be




a botched, illegal escapade.

The four men facing Captain Little regard him with some concern.

LITTLE




Not to worry.  I’m not going 

to recommend anything drastic.




You’ll go ahead as planned.  

Make it work.

Admiral Sir Walter Cowan enters the stateroom.  The others rise and stand to attention.  He waves them at ease and motions for them to be reseated.

COWAN




How does it look to you, 

Captain Little?

LITTLE




On track, Sir.  Training 

schedule is progressing.  

Another three of four weeks, I 

believe.

COWAN




Very well.  How do you feel 

about the men, Commander?

DOBSON




I feel confident the men will 

be ready by the second week of 

August.  The weather and the 

light will be right at that 

time as well.  The men are 

primed, morale is very high.

COWAN




Excellent.  Agar, you have the 

other commitment, to pick up




ST 25.  When is that due?

AGAR




Tonight, in fact, Sir.  I’m 

leaving now, for Terrioki.  I 

plan to take Sindall and CMB 7 

with me.  We’ll close that base, 

Sir, and give the other two 

couriers their new orders.

COWAN




Very well, gentlemen.  We meet 

again in twelve days, here.  

I’d like a final briefing with 

charts, latest intelligence on 

Russian ship movements.

LITTLE




Yes, Sir.

COWAN




Before departure on day of 

attack I’ll address all men.  

And RAF personnel and pilots.  

Point of departure for the 

CMBs will be Biorko Sound.  I 

will move two Fleet Force 

sections to points further east 

and meet the CMBs returning.

The officers stand up with the Admiral.  He shakes hands with the four CMB skippers.  They move to file out of the stateroom door.

EXT. BOAT YARD LISSY NOS - NORTH OF PETROGRAD - NIGHT

Two men are untying a sixteen-foot fisherman’s rowboat.  It is nearly dark.  There is subdued light from a lamp pole some distance away, near a small boathouse.  The light, such as it is, casts yellow ripples on the water as they rock the boat getting in.  

The boat has a center bench between the oarlocks, and a rear bench against the transom covering an enclosed bait well.  There are two oars lying on top of the benches.  ST 25 takes the oars and positions himself on the center bench, inserting the oars in the oarlocks.  The other man with him, GEFTER, sits on the rear bench.

They push off and row silently away from the slip.  In the distance, five miles to southeast, is the glow from the lights of Petrograd.  As they get further out, rowing northward on open water, they can see the faint outlines of the tallest buildings of Petrograd.  Opposite them to the west is the island of Kronstadt.  Their direction is pointed through two of the smaller outer forts, which can be seen directly ahead of them. 

ST 25 speaks softly to Gefter as he rows.  It is dead quiet.  There is no other movement on the water.

ST 25




We are on time, on schedule.  

It will take us about an hour 

to row out two miles.  I’ll 

have you row back, Gefter.  

Do you have that torch?

Gefter responds in a heavy accent.

GEFTER


I do.  I’d be glad to row.  

Let us switch in half an hour?

ST 25 nods and grunts his assent.  He continues to pull smoothly, the oars squeaking rhythmically in their oarlocks.  As they get further out to sea, the water becomes choppy with a two-foot swell, and a hard damp wind picks up. 

Time passes.  The wind is stronger.  ST 25 is still rowing but he is straining much harder now, having trouble competing against the swell and the current as well as the wind.  It is not easy going.  Gefter is sitting erect in the stern, his body nervously upright and taut, holding on to the bench lip below him with both hands.

ST 25




God!  It is getting so hard to 

row this boat!  I think I have




barely made a mile, Gefter, 

barely making headway.  The 

wind is against us, as well as

the tidal current now.  Yet, 

it should not be this hard.

ST 25 continues to heave on the oars, not smoothly.  Fatigued and frail looking, he appears near exhaustion.

GEFTER




Let me take over, Alex.  It’s 

nearly one a.m.!

The men make the switch.  The boat rocks and turns half around during the drift.  Gefter takes the oars and begins to row.  ST 25 scans the shoreline to the east, more than a mile away.  

The glow of Petrograd is seen to the southwest.  Directly to the west, the shoreline and headland of Kronstadt Island is dark.  They have passed the smaller island forts, which are also dark.  ST 25 looks ahead, past Gefter, watching for light signals, listening for the sound of an engine.

As Gefter pulls heavily on the oars, ST 25 looks down - suddenly - at his hands, then at the bench underneath him.  ST 25 pats his hands on the bench and looks at them again – they are dripping wet.  He feels the seat of his leather pants, which is glistening wet.  He half rises, turns and kneels on the center floor plank and lifts the heavy rear bench that is also the lid of the bait well.  It swings up on hinges and water gushes out of the well like a geyser.

ST 25




Oh, God!  There is no stopcock 

in the baitwell.  Good God, 

Gefter; where did you get this 

bloody boat?  Didn’t you check?  

Good God, man!  Bloody hell.  

We’ve taken on a lot of water.

ST 25 lifts up the center floor plank with some difficulty.  There is water right up to it, perhaps as much as a foot of water below the boards, rising fast now.  The water is bubbling over the bait well.  ST 25 slams the lid down but it doesn’t make much difference; water seeps through.  As the boat gets heavier, the water comes in faster.

ST 25




I’ve got to bail.  Keep rowing, 

man.  I’ll have to bail with my 

shoes, nothing else.

Gefter heaves on the oars.  ST 25 throws out water with his shoes, clearly a useless struggle.  Water is pouring through the join at the well lid and the boat is riding considerably lower in the sea.  The boat is now a sea anchor and making no headway.  Wavelets from the choppy swells are starting to splash into the boat.

ST 25




We are not going to make the 

rendezvous.  This is hopeless.  

Our only chance is to head to 

Lissy Nos.  Perhaps the wind 

and current will drift us in.

Gefter heaves on one oar and turns the boat one-eighty degrees.  ST 25 looks behind him, watching for Agar and the CMB.  He bends down and starts bailing again, both shoes cupped in his hands like bowls.  It does little good.  The boat is sinking lower in the water.

GEFTER




It’s no good, Alex.  We have 

to swim.  At least it will be 

with the waves.  About a mile.

We should swim east - not try 

to go between the forts.

ST 25 despondently nods assent.  There is just enough gray light so that they can see each other but not much further.  ST 25 ties the laces of his shoes together and strings them around his neck.  He unbuttons his leather jacket but does not take it off.  Gefter follows suit.  

The gunwales are now only a foot above the waterline and waves are flowing into the boat with each swell.  They are about to slip into the water when they hear a dull roar to the north.  They look in that direction and see - against the lighter gray of the sky above the horizon - a white rooster tail; white spray moving swiftly southeast, about two miles away.  

So close, and yet so far.  The two men are forlorn as they see the moving white streak stop and hear the roar subside.  Then there is no sound.  The CMB is waiting at the pre-arranged point.  They see flashes of light.  Gefter flashes his torch three times, several times over.  There is no response.  They are too low in the water.  The rowboat is now under water.  ST 25 and Gefter start swimming southeast, away from Agar’s CMB 4.

EXT. AT SEA, CMB 4 - NIGHT

CMB 4 is idling, lying still in the choppy water.  Agar is standing in the cockpit.  With him in the cockpit are the Finnish smuggler and ST 30.  Beeley is up front.  Piper is in the aft slot.  They wait and watch.  Once every minute, Agar flashes his torch.

Agar looks west toward the northern bluffs at the tip of Kronstadt Island, then south at the line of small forts.  They are quite close to two of the forts.  Far to the southwest is Petrograd.  Agar checks back and forth between points.  He flashes his torch again.  They wait.

AGAR




Ten minutes.  Time to go.  See 

any lights, Beeley?  Anything?

BEELEY




Nothing, Sir.  

AGAR




Right.  Thirty, tell the 

smuggler we’ll return on a 

track due north, close to the 

eastern shore.  I want to 

check a new passage, one that 

is well clear of barriers. 

Agar moves the throttle forward as ST 30 talks to the smuggler huddled beside him.  Beeley gets the Lewis gun into position in the forward turret.  CMB 4 accelerates smoothly to a plane and holds steady at 25 knots, slicing through the choppy swell.  It is quite dark.  Agar looks at his watch:  0140.  

Agar scans ahead, his hooded eyes squinting.  He can see the dim outline of another small fort on the starboard side, the second last fort just off the Russian coast at a point some five miles from the Finnish border.  Above it – another mile north – is the last fort off that eastern coastline.  They are going to pass within a half mile of the second-last fort.  

The smuggler is signaling with his hand, indicating a path further to port rather than straight ahead.  Agar tilts the wheel and banks gently in that direction.

Out of the black night, two searchlights come on simultaneously from the small fort to their starboard side.  Within a few seconds, another light comes on from the last fort, further north.  All three lights’ emplacements have the CMB squarely in their sights.  Agar tries to shield his eyes from the blinding glare.  He spins the wheel to port.  

Agar ‘sees’ only circular prisms and shattering white light.  He instinctively jerks the wheel to starboard, reversing course to evade the lights with S-turns.  He spins the wheel again, holding 40 knots, CMB 4 careening in the turn with prop screaming, fighting to bite the water.

Agar spins the wheel to port again.  The Finnish smuggler and ST 30 are thrown against Agar in the cockpit.  Piper is nearly thrown overboard but manages to hang on to the stern pole.  They are out of the seachlights’ beams.  

Agar has turned the boat nearly full circle while S-turning and they are momentarily heading northeast, directly at the last fort.  Agar is still partially blinded.  Suddenly, one of the searchlights finds the boat again.  The other two beams swing in.  This time the beams are dead ahead.  Agar spins the wheel to port.  He is utterly blinded now, eyes closed.  He rams the throttle full forward as machine gun fire opens up. 

Instantaneously, the roar of the engine and the noise of the boat’s cavitating propeller stop dead.  The engine noise is replaced by a tearing, scraping sound.  Then black quiet.   

The searchlights’ beams are already a mile ahead, arcing, circling, hunting for the white wake and skimming speedboat.  CMB 4, however, is sitting atop a wall of barely-submerged cement blocks.

The boat is teetering on the edge of the barrier wall, virtually out of the water.  Agar and the crew have been thrown violently against bulkheads during the instant deceleration, and are now sorting themselves out in the near dark.  It is quiet except for the chattering of a machine gun to the northeast.  

The searchlights’ beams are even further away, searching in a northwesterly direction.

AGAR




BeeleyPiper – you al’right?

Both men call out softly that they are not hurt.

AGAR




Damage?

BEELEY




I see nothing up here.  Bow is 

intact.  No water below me.

PIPER




No water below here, sir.

AGAR




Beeley, come back here.  Check 





the cockpit compartments and 

inner keel.  Thirty, take the 

Finn to the stern with Piper.

Beeley moves quickly to the cockpit as the other two scramble aft.  CMB 4 seems to teeter as the men move their positions.  Beeley comes out from the cockpit compartment hatch and signals Agar thumbs up.

AGAR




Right.  I’m beginning to see 

again.  Listen Beeley, Piper.




The tide’s ebbing.  Not much 

time.  Get everyone on the bow.  

She may be tipping.  May inch 

forward off the barrier wall.

Beeley, Piper, ST 30 and the Finn all move amidships and then climb past the Perspex windshield along to the bow, past the forward turret.  The boat tilts down to an angle of thirty degrees, its stern high in the air, its bow deep in the water, but it does not slide.  

Agar climbs over the windshield and inches forward.  The CMB slides slowly into the black water beyond the submerged reef.  She is free.  And floating.

Agar moves back to the cockpit.  Piper scrambles quickly to the stern.  The others stay near the bow turret, while Beeley positions himself in the turret.  The drift of the ebbing tide takes the boat slowly west-nor’west, away from the two small forts, toward the Finnish coast.  The lights are still searching to the north of them, but not by much.

AGAR




Beeley, come back here please.  

Thirty, man that Lewis gun.  

Beeley, we’re drifting nor’west 

pretty fair in this current, 

I’d say three knots.  The wind 

is still nor’east.  Can we rig 

up a sail?  It could give us 

another couple of knots.

Beeley scrambles aft toward Piper.  He slides a long gaff pole from the slot beside the torpedo tube.  Piper opens the hatch in the well and hauls out a rolled tarpaulin.  It is rectangular, about eight feet by twelve.  Beeley jabs holes along the length of one side, working deftly in the gray-dark light.  Piper cuts lengths of twine and laces them through the holes in the tarp, affixing them to the gaff pole.  Beeley takes the short stern mast pole and lashes it perpendicular to the top of the gaff pole.  The men tie the short end of the tarp to the stern pole.  

They carry the contraption to the cockpit and stand it erect – the lower end below the starboard bench seat - lashing it at the bottom and at two other intervals to the cockpit bulkhead.  They secure lines from the top of the gaff pole to cleats on either side of the cockpit and lines fore and aft.  It is all done in a few minutes.

The mast is in place.  Piper ties a line to the outboard corner of the tarp.  He pulls it in, the wind catches and fills the sail and he cinches it tighter.  Agar eyes it with approval.

AGAR




Well done.  Not big, but good.  

It’ll get us out of range 

before light.  We’re moving 

along nicely now.

The wind picks up as he speaks.  The small sail is tight as a drum and holding the wind.  They have moved a mile west of where the searchlight beams are still hunting.  The boat is drift-sailing northwest at about five knots.  They are still eight miles south of Terrioki, their former base, but heading further west of it. 

EXT. OPEN SEA, SOUTH OF FINLAND COAST - DAY

It is very early morning, a gray blustery day.  CMB 4 is sailing on a strong northwesterly swell.  They are only two miles off the Finnish coast, but several miles west of Terrioki yacht basin entrance.  Agar is scanning the sea and coastline to the east.

AGAR




Aha!  There he is.  Sindall’s 

spotted us.  Beeley-Piper,




make ready to take in the sail.  

CMB 7 is flying toward them, now only a mile away.  Beeley is standing on the starboard bench seat unlashing the gaff pole.  Agar is watching him with some admiration and a hint of wry amusement.

INT. KITCHEN, PETROGRAD - DAY

It is mid-afternoon.  Warm bright light is streaming in the window of Dr. Klachonka’s kitchen.  ST 25 and Klachonka are standing facing Liydia, looking over her clothes and shoes.  Shura Marenko is standing further back, next to the kitchen table.  Klachonka turns Liydia around.  The tall young woman looks solid, overweight.  She is holding a black physician’s bag.

ST 25




Let’s sit down.  We’ll talk it 

through again.  Then rest.  

Calm down.  Be at ease, Liydia.  

We must steady ourselves. It’s 

a play.  Do you want a drink?

Liydia shakes her head.  She walks over to the table and sits down.  She looks grim.  Her face is ashen.

LIYDIA




It may be a play.  But it’s a 

terrifying play Alex.  I hope 

I can stop my hands from 

trembling.

KLACHONKA




I am going to give you a mild 

sedative.  You will be fine 

when the moment comes.  You 

will be good.

MARENKO




Hopeless.

ST 25 lashes out at Shura Marenko.

ST 25




Not hopeless!  Damn it, snap 

out!  There’s confusion, 

layers of new people, guards, 

minor officials, middlemen,




some bribed.  Klachonka’s a 

doctor with special status at 

Cheka, a doctor in a city that

has had two million dead.  She




and Liydia will do this, they 

want to do this!

Marenko sits with his head down.  Klachonka moves over to him and puts her hand on his shoulder.    

ST 25




Liydia, when you come out 

at half-past five, I will be 

with Shura inside the hospital 

ambulance van.  We’ll be fifty 

yards from the entrance.  We 

have to go directly to the 

Smolensk Hospital and leave 

the ambulance in the street.  

We go by foot to the coastline 

junction; get off the inland 

line night train at Bielostrov.  

We are met by the guide who 

will take us to the new border 

crossing point.  It’s ten miles.

Very long, hard journey over

rough land.  We have four hours.  

With Sonia!  Shura, you will 

have to carry her most of the 

way, probably all the way.

The four of them huddle over the table, hands in front of them, continuing to talk quietly. 

EXT. PETROGRAD, CHEKA PRISON ENTRANCE - DAY

It is late afternoon; the shadows are lengthening on the sidewalk.  Most of the street is in shade.  The city block that contains the notorious Cheka prison is bordered on the south by a deserted, ominous street where its main entrance is located.  The entrance is up six steps from the sidewalk, to a narrow porch, leading to massive double doors.  

Turning into the street from the south are Klachonka and Liydia, each holding a physician’s bag.  They pause at the foot of the steps, look at each other, turn and walk up and through a small doorway that is cut into one of the huge double doors.

INT. CHEKA PRISON, ENTRANCE FOYER - DAY

The two women enter an outer hallway foyer where there is a desk.  Two guards are sitting at it.  To the right of their desk is a glass-windowed office.  There is a uniformed official, VASLOV, standing behind an opening in the glass.  

Twenty feet behind the desk is a doorway with a guard standing in front of it.  To the left of the desk, and to the rear, is a curving staircase ascending to a balcony level above.   

Klachonka ignores the guards at the desk and goes directly to the official behind the glass, followed by Liydia, and speaks in a loud voice.  She speaks in Russian.

KLACHONKA (Subtitles)




Comrade Vaslov, I return from 

my Clinic.  I have to leave 

immediately with Dr. Melnikov.  

He is here. This is his nurse.  

We must return to St. Isaac’s 

at once.  There is an epidemic. 

They need serum and doctors.

VASLOV

I don’t see note of a doctor.

KLACHONKA

His nurse knows he is here.  

He’s at prison dispensary or 

in the cell blocks.  I will 

be back very shortly.

Klachonka turns and motions authoritatively to Liydia.  She marches across foyer to the inner door and past the guard.  The official behind the glass looks annoyed, bemused, but as the women disappear he reverts to the sheets of paper he has been working on.

On the far side of the doorway, the two women traverse several corridors, and then go down a flight of bare stairs to a cellblock where a guard is waiting.  He takes them to one of the cell doors and unlocks it.  The guard says nothing.  He moves away down the corridor.  The women enter the cell.

INT. CHEKA PRISON CELL – LATE AFTERNOON

Inside the cell, there is a bare cot on which Sonia is lying.  There is nothing else in the cell but a pail.  Klachonka moves to Sonia’s side and forces her to sit up, pulling her legs to the floor.  The girl, Sonia, is semi-conscious, her body is rubbery.  She seems unable to concentrate, or even to hear Klachonka.  

KLACHONKA

Sonia, it’s me, Klachonka.    

You must walk.  You have to 

walk, now!  First we change.  

Hurry.  Stand up!

Klachonka handles Sonia roughly, but professionally.  The girl begins to come out of her stupor, moving by herself as she realizes what is happening.  Liydia has stripped off her heavy overcoat, nurses’ veil, white skirt, blouse and white shoes.  The two women take off Sonia’s gray button-down prison dress and begin to put Liydia’s clothes on her.  

Klachonka pulls Sonia’s hair free of the bun and straightens it out behind her shoulders.  Liydia pins the nurse’s veil in place.  They slip Sonia’s feet into the white nurses’ shoes and tie the laces.

Liydia takes the heavy masculine shoes from her bag and puts them on.  She rolls down black pant legs from above her knees.  The doctor’s long white tunic she leaves unbuttoned; a white shirt buttoned to the neck shows underneath.  

Klachonka takes a leather cap from her bag and puts it on Liydia’s head after having coiled her hair to a tight bun on top.  Liydia pulls the cap firmly down, its peak level with her eyes.  They work fast, breathing hard.  Finally, Liydia dons a short leather jacket, left open, and a pair of silver-rimmed spectacles.  

All is done in absolute silence except for the sound of their heavy breathing, sometimes gasps, and few weak cries from Sonia.

KLACHONKA




Let us go.  NOW!  Sonia, walk.  

Do not fail us at this time.  

Act like a nurse; firm steps.  

Carry this doctor’s bag.  It 

has forty small bottles in it.  

If they ask, say they are serum 

for plague.  Liydia is ‘Doctor’.  

I do all the talking.

Klachonka reaches over and takes Sonia’s arm, smiling wanly.  Sonia nods her head.  They walk to the door and leave the cell.  Outside, they retrace their steps, up the bare staircase, along the corridors.  Sonia is unsteady – at times Klachonka holds her firmly under the elbow.  The corridors occasionally have a guard, or pair of guards, marching in the opposite direction who – after a quick glance at the doctors’ and nurse’s whites – pay no further attention.  The atmosphere is quiet, tense.  There is only the hollow sound of Klachonka’s and Liydia’s footsteps.

The three women come to the doorway to the inner foyer.       Klachonka pauses, looks directly at Sonia and Liydia, takes a deep breath.  She blows out sharply.   Then she turns, opens the door and leads them through.

The three women walk briskly past the guards at the desk.  The guard that was previously in front of the inner door is not at that post, but is now with the uniformed official in the office behind the glass partition.  They are talking.  They look up as the three people in their whites approach to pass by.  

The official, Vaslov, tentatively raises a hand and is about to say something as he leans toward the opening in the glass.  The guard with him waves a paper at him and gesticulates while talking.  The official is momentarily distracted, looks at the guard, back at the three.  Vaslov takes in their white uniforms and the white nurse’s shoes on Sonia.  The three are past his office now and near the exit door.  Then they are gone.  

Vaslov, once again, wears a frown with that slight air of puzzlement, sensing - like a deer sniffing, twitching at a water hole – that something is about to happen.  Then he turns back to the guard.

EXT. CHEKA STREET - DUSK

The three women turn left on the sidewalk.  Klachonka is holding Sonia’s upper arm very tightly, forcing her along at a brisk pace.  Liydia is striding long to keep up.

  Forty yards from the prison entrance is a military-type ambulance van, a red cross on its side with Russian writing in a large circle.  It looks like a box.  The driver’s cab area is open, just two seats and a steering wheel.  

The back door of the van opens as they approach.  Liydia and Klachonka literally lift Sonia onto the lip of the van where two hands take her under the armpits and drag her inside.  Liydia follows her inside and the door closes.  

Klachonka strides around to the front and climbs up next to the driver.  The van moves off slowly, down the long, empty, morose street that reeks of death and pain.  The van turns the corner.  They are gone. 

INT. TRAIN CARRIAGE, NORTH OF PETROGRAD - NIGHT

The inside of the railway carriage is dimly lit by a few ceiling lamps.  The benches are all packed.  Outside the windows, it is dark gray.  It is around midnight.  

Occasional patches of illuminated landscape move by.  Inside the carriage, the motion of the train rocks everyone in unison.  The clack of wheels on the rails is anaesthetising.  It is stuffy.

On a bench in the middle of the carriage – crammed between a large woman on the aisle and the window – sit ST 25, Klachonka and Liydia.  ST 25 is hunched low, trying to look shorter than he is, chin on his chest.  The two women are still, eyes looking down at hands folded in their laps.

Two rows further up the carriage, two people are squashed against the opposite window.  They are Sonia and Shura.  She is half lying against his chest, her head nestled in the hollow of his neck, her eyes closed, lips parted.  She is breathing fast, in short gasps.  Shura has his arms about her, one forearm curling up so that he strokes her cheek with the back of his hand.  He is infinitely gentle.  His eyes are open and he stares ahead at nothing, waiting.

Throughout the long carriage, down the length of it, the mass of dishevelled local travelers sleep.  A few lights appear outside the windows.  The train whistles three times and the passengers feel its motion slowing.  It is pulling into a small station, amid smoke and steam.  The train jerks to a noisy stop.

EXT. A FIELD, NEAR RUSSIA/FINLAND BORDER - NIGHT

There are six people crawling low in deep shadow, the shadow of a line of small trees and scrub bushes sloping down a field to a gully.  Some light filters in.  It is the dark graying light of very early morning.  

One form, a man, is carrying another in his arms.  The woman being carried has her head against the man’s upper arm and shoulder.  The lead person, a man – their GUIDE - is broad and tall.  He looks back constantly to see that he is being closely followed by the string of human shapes.

The guide stops some thirty yards from the gully, at a point where the line of shrubs ends.  The remainder of the group gathers behind him.  He spends some moments listening intensely and scanning the gully from side to side.  The gully stretches away to the right, and where it bends he can discern a glint of water in the trough.  To the left, it runs straight, traversing the length of the bottom of the field they are in.  The guide turns and speaks in a whisper, in Russian, to those about him.

GUIDE (Subtitles)




Ready?  You go now.  First you, 

Alex.  Straight ahead.  At lip 

of gully, you see open patch.  

Slide down fast.  Wade through 

the water; not deep.  Go up 

other side.  Wait to help the 

others up.  Go. 

The guide hits ST 25 on the shoulder.  Alex does not hesitate but moves off fast, low, silent.  At the lip of the gully he discerns a smooth patch of mossy soil and half- runs, half-slides down the bank.  He runs quickly at a low crouch through the few yards of water in the streambed; it is no more than a foot deep.  He clambers up the bank on the other side and lies flat on the ground at the top, melting into the earth.

Within a minute, another form appears, sliding down the far bank across from ST 25, wading across the stream and beginning the climb up to him.  He reaches down and grabs a hand, pulling Liydia up to his position.  She moves on a few yards and stays flat on the ground.  

The next one over is Klachonka.  Then Shura, with Sonia in his arms.  ST 25 slides back down the bank, waits for Shura to cross the water, then helps him get up the other side by pushing on his buttocks and lower back.

They lie for a minute exhausted on the top of the far bank.

ST 25




We’re in Finland.  Let’s move, 

now, quickly.

The shadows of the four forms, one of them carrying another, move up the far field, crouching low.  They have to go about a hundred yards before they reach the shelter of a stand of trees.  No shots ring out.  They melt into the darkness within.     

INT. HOSPITAL WARD,VIBORG, FINLAND - DAY

There are eight beds in the small ward, four of which are occupied.  Over by a large window, the sun is streaming in; bright daylight.  By the window, in the last bed on that side of the aisle, lies Sonia.  She is in a white hospital gown, her dark hair swept back beside her head, black against the clean pillow.  She is pale and most beautiful, more beautiful than imaginable, as one in mortal sickness.  

Shura sits beside her on a chair, holding her hand, stroking it, kissing, rubbing his cheek against her skin, touching her hand to his brow, his neck.  Sonia cannot smile, her are eyes almost closed.  In the aisle, at the foot of her bed, stand ST 25 and Klachonka.

A door swings open at the far end of the ward and Agar enters, in full naval uniform.  He walks down the center aisle to ST 25.

AGAR




Twenty-five, I presume.  I’m 

Lieut. Agar of CMB 4.  I was 

due to pick you up, Sir.  

Sorry about the miss-cue.

ST 25




Ah, my dear chap, Agar.  How 

very good it is to meet you.  

I’ve heard so much.  Yes, 

about the other night, I’ll 

tell you about that.  But here 

we are!  In Viborg.  We did 

get out of Russia, after all.  

And we got Sonia out of Cheka.

ST 25 gestures to Sonia.  Agar takes off his cap and places it under his arm.  He shakes hands with Klachonka on being introduced by ST 25.

AGAR




I got your message yesterday, 

saying you had arrived.  And 

that you would be here today.   

You’re enroute to Helsingfors?  

Alex nods and is about to speak but Agar continues.






AGAR

We are based a short distance 

south.  The Finnish military 

know how to reach us.  Look, I 

can only stay a few minutes,

but perhaps later?  

ST 25



 
Agar, please call me Dukes – 

or Paul – my real name.  

Haven’t used it in many years!  

This is Shura Marenko, under-

ground fighter, Sonia’s fiancé.  

Our other traveler, Liydia, is 

resting, exhausted.  Very




difficult crossing – very, 

very difficult.

Agar stands silent, looking at Sonia, sorrow clearly etched on his narrow hard face.  She looks angelic.  Her beauty, together with Shura’s exquisite misery, seems to take his breath away.

AGAR




I must go.  Paul, I’ll come to 

your hotel before I return to 

base this evening.  We can have 

a talk.  

Agar moves to the side of Sonia’s bed; he stands behind Shura Marenko.

AGAR




Good bye, Miss Orlov.  I wish 

to say that my admiration for




you, your bravery and courage, 

can never be fully expressed.  

I pray that you will regain 

strength quickly and be well.

Sonia half opens her eyes, and looks gently on Agar.  She does not smile but it seems as if she does, like a blessing.  He turns, clearly moved, and leaves the ward.

INT. DRAWING ROOM, SMALL HOTEL, VIBORG - NIGHT

There are six or seven upright parlor armchairs in the hotel drawing room.  It has the worn atmosphere of an old, overnight travellers’ inn.  There is a tiny bar in a far corner, with some bottles on a shelf behind it, and a few glasses on the counter.  Two lamps are lit.  A fireplace has a couple of pieces of firewood, glowing.  

ST 25 and Agar are alone in the room, sitting adjacent to each other on either side of a low table.  They have drinks before them.

AGAR




I can’t stay long, Paul.  By 

the way, I’m called Gus by my 

family and friends.  We will 

get together in England.

ST 25




Yes, of course.  Sorry about 

that missed rendezvous.  I




had a complete disaster.  Our 

rowboat sank and I had to swim 

back.  I would not have come 

with you, though, Gus:  We had 

to free Sonia at a later date 

than we expected. 

Agar drains his drink.  ST 25 gets up and walks over to the small bar, coming back with a decanter of whiskey and a glass jug of water.

AGAR




Thank you.  Well, for your 

information, we had a bit of a 




disaster ourselves.  Nearly 

lost the boat.  I got blinded 

by searchlights and ran her up 

on a submerged breakwater.

ST 25




Oh dear God!  My fault, Gus.  

If I hadn’t been late.  Also,




I wish I could have got word 

to you.  None of that would




have happened.

AGAR




Can’t be helped.  My boat may 

be repaired in time for our




final mission.  Maybe not.  

Paul, how is the girl, Sonia?



  
She looked very done in this 

morning.  Was she beaten much?

ST 25




Gus, I’m afraid she died late

this afternoon.  Yes, she was 

indeed tortured, interrogated 

endlessly, not fed.  Shura, 

her young lover, is broken.  

It’s been a long, guilt-ridden 

wait for him.  Now she’s gone.  

He’ll be drunk now.  Tomorrow 

he will return to Russia, he




says, to fight and die.  

Agar says nothing.  There is nothing he can say.

ST 25




Dr. Klachonka says she will 

return also.  There is much 

death in Petrograd, millions.  

Thousands more with disease.




She cannot abandon them.  She 

will be caught.  It is all a 

desperately sad ending for me.

Agar looks long at Paul Dukes, ST 25.  Again, he says nothing.  But he nods, and seems to be one with Dukes in understanding.  Bittersweet.  He rises.  They shake hands, and hold each other’s hands for a long moment:  Two men who have tasted the edge of death many times in the past few months.  They know, without words.

AGAR




Good luck, Paul.  Say a prayer 

for me, please.

EXT. ADMIRAL’S FLAGSHIP, BIORKO SOUND - DAY

The assembly is on the forward deck of the Fleet Flagship, the battleship HMS Delhi.  The full complement of men attached to the CMB flotilla, the crews and their support personnel, are standing in a semicircular group facing the base of the superstructure leading to the bridge.  There are some seventy-five Royal Navy men altogether - officers and enlisted seamen; plus twenty-five Royal Air Force men, pilots, gunners and maintenance crew supporting the Shorts Seaplanes, Sopwith Strutters and Camel and DFC aeroplanes.

Admiral Sir Walter Cowan appears from a hatch in the superstructure and mounts a narrow walkway surrounding one of the big guns’ battery emplacements.  He faces the group of a hundred men.  The Flag Captain and two other senior officers are with the Admiral.  The rest of the ship’s sailors and officers remain in the background.

COWAN




Men, you are embarking on a 

daunting mission tonight.  It 

is an all-important mission 

that you undertake.

There is absolute silence as the Admiral looks carefully at all the men, individually.






COWAN




You have been preparing for 




weeks.  The mission demands 

perfect coordination and 

seamanship.  We are without 

three of our eleven CMBs.

Cowan pauses again.  There are some coughs.






COWAN




Agar will still be pilot for

 
Cmdr. Dobson’s flotilla, in 

CMB 7 with Lieut. Sindall. 

Cowan turns slightly and looks directly at the RAF complement of men standing at one side of the semi-circle.






COWAN  

You’ll be supported by pilots 

and crew of the RAF, bombing, 

strafing.  Bold aerial attack, 

not done at night before.  Our 

eight attack boats depart here 

at twenty-three thirty.  On 

the return, I will meet you 

with our Fleet Force “A” half-

way home.  Gentlemen, I truly 

wish that I was going with you!  

 


Commander Dobson, God Speed.  

To all of you, seamen and 

airmen, good hunting.

Admiral Cowan draws his five foot six inch frame to full attention and salutes the group of men standing before him.  Commander Dobson quickly calls the entire group to stand to attention.  They salute in unison.

The Admiral steps down from the narrow ramp and walks back to the bulkhead hatch, followed by his senior officers.

EXT. CMB MOORING BY CRUISER, BIORKO SOUND - NIGHT

Eight CMBs are moored in rafting positions up against a large floating platform.  Adjacent is a light cruiser, assigned as flotilla support.  There are several other small boats tied to the platform, up against the base of the ladder on that side of the cruiser.  The weather conditions are gloomy with low broken overcast.  The low clouds are moving quickly, with a second layer of broken clouds some five thousand feet above.  There is a quarter moon, sending occasional slashes of light through the fleeting scuds.  At times, it is drizzling.

It is late at night.  There is little movement on the ships of the Baltic Force.  There is some quiet activity on the large floating ramp, a few men in dark uniforms moving about.  Otherwise, the CMBs lie still, like seals against a black rock, glistening in the wet air from occasional reflections of moonbeams off the windshields.

A hatch door opens on the cruiser’s lower superstructure and a stream of fifty-five men file out and move toward the stair ramp, descending down the side of the ship.  They are all in RN uniforms, with dark deck shoes and short upper slickers.  

The men clamber into several skiffs and are taken out to the large floating platform nearby.  The crews man their boats, their support teams standing by.  

Within a few minutes all eight boats are ready, three – in some cases four - men to the four forty-footers, six or seven men in the four twin-engine fifty-five-footers.

The end boat of the line is CMB 7, Sindall’s boat, now commanded by Agar with Sindall second-in-command.  Beeley is in the front turret as usual.  Next to Agar is a fifty-five footer, CMB 31, commanded by Commander Dobson, the flotilla leader, with Lieut. McBean second-in-command.  The third boat is another fifty-five footer commanded by Lieut. Dayrell-Reed with Lieut. Steel second-in-command.  These two fifty-five footers comprise the first wave, the lead attack boats, their targets being the two Russian battleships.

Commander Dobson looks intently to his port side, toward the platform and the line of six other boats.  He raises his arm.  One by one, he sees - in the gloom and intermittent moonlight - the other boat skippers raise their arms.  He looks to his starboard side.  Agar has his arm up.

DOBSON





All right, Agar.  This is it.  

Let’s mount.

Agar salutes in the semi-dark.  He pauses and looks across Dobson’s boat to Mossy Darryl-Reed in the next boat, CMB 88.  He gives an open wave, a sort of mix between a salute and bon voyage, and he is seen to mouth “be well”.  Mossy waves back and grins.

Agar motions to Beeley and Sindall.  They throw their lines to the men on CMB 31.  Those men follow suit, throwing their lines to CMB 88, all the way across the eight boats.  Engines fire up and roar.  Here and there exhaust flames spurt.  The noise is deafening.  Pulsating.  Agar’s boat, CMB 7, eases forward into the wet night.  

The water in the sheltered area of the big ships is calm, but there is a chop visible further out.  CMB 7 throbs through the line of ships at no-wake speed, five or six knots, closely followed by the line of seven other CMBs, each separated from the other by two hundred feet.

As the CMBs pass the last of the fleet ships, half a mile from the entrance to Biorko Sound, Agar moves his throttle forward smoothly, steering for the center of the passage into the Gulf of Finland.  He accelerates in phases, allowing the flotilla boats to adjust their positions into traveling formation.  

The boats transition into a starboard echelon, each boat some fifty yards to starboard and fifty yards behind the boat ahead of it.  Agar can see the white wakes quite clearly.  When he judges they are in position, he advances the throttle revs to eighty-five percent.  The boat’s speed is now thirty-five knots, skimming.  He holds her steady.   

Agar, in the cockpit, looks over his right shoulder, scanning the line of rooster tails and bow sprays.  They are cutting smoothly through a three-foot sea.  He nods to himself, lips pursed.  They have a ninety-minute drive ahead.  He looks at the dial of his luminous watch.  It is midnight.  Their heading is due east, parallel to the coast of Finland which lies five miles to the north of them, occasional lights winking in the damp darkness. 

EXT. AT SEA NORTH OF KRONSTADT - NIGHT 

Time has passed.  Agar in CMB 7, scans the other boats’ wakes in the middle distance.  he looks at his watch.  It is oh-one-twenty.  The sea is flatter now, and the quarter moon appears more often through the cloud layers.  

The eight CMB boats are still in echelon formation.  Agar turns around and shouts to Sindall in the stern slot while pointing with his left arm to the shore, due north, where there are one or two faint lights.

AGAR




Terrioki!  

Sindall cannot hear, but knows what Agar is saying.  He nods and raises his hand with the thumb up.  Agar eases the wheel to starboard, turns seventy degrees and heads south- southeast.  It is the signal for the flotilla to change from echelon formation to bow-on-stern trailing line, each boat riding in the wake ahead, tucking up close.  They are less than five miles from the line of nine forts that are strung from the middle of Kronstadt Island’s eastern side, to Point Lissy Nos due east on the Russian coast.  

Agar is headed for the known channel path between forts six and seven, close to the west side of number six.  

They are approaching at thirty-five knots, flying in a tight column, skimming; one solid wide white wake.  

As they pass between the two forts, searchlights come on from fort number six, but they are already through.  By the time the beam swings south and catches sight of the wake and residual spray, the flotilla is a mile and a half south.  

Agar is beginning an easy, gentle turn to starboard, starting the wide circle round the south end of Kronstadt.  Exactly at that moment, the RAF aerial bombardment of the naval harbor to the north of them begins.

Two Sopwith Strutters pass over the CMBs, heading west to east.  Other aeroplanes including three Shorts seaplanes follow them.  Their forms can be seen below the lowest layer of clouds, like large birds, highlighted now and then by moonlight.  There are flashes to the west as bombs explode in the harbor area.  The planes bank and circle to the right in a wide arc, preparing to come in again from the west on another run.  

The CMBs are two miles from the south tip of Kronstadt Island now, moving past it and turning to a heading of northwest, only some three miles from the entrance to the main naval harbor.

The action moves very fast.

The flotilla makes its final quarter-turn.  Their position is west of the south tip of Kronstadt, and they swing - in three sections at intervals of ninety seconds apart - from a heading of northwest to northeast.  The night sky opens up some more and the occasional drizzle has stopped altogether.  The middle layer of clouds is scudding faster, letting more moonlight through.  

The eight triple wakes, widely separated in their three units - three boats in the first wave, two in the second, three in the last – are streaking across the inky sea in a perfect wide arc, steadying on track, directly aimed for the harbor entrance two miles ahead.  

There is a Russian destroyer lying just off the starboard side of the harbor entrance, a half-mile out.  They will pass right by it.

Searchlights from the inner harbor and from several ships, including the outlying destroyer, are arcing through the sky above, searching for aeroplanes.  Beams are bouncing off the clouds.  The destroyer has not yet focused its searchlight on the CMBs.

The second and third boats, CMB 31 and CMB 88, which are close behind Agar’s lead CMB 7, are in a tight V-formation.  Commander Dobson is in the cockpit of CMB 31.  He swings his arm to the side pointing at his second-in-command, who in turn waves at the men in the aft slot between the twin torpedoes.  They move forward and set the firing charges, remove the stops, all in the space of twenty seconds, as the boat flies toward its goal.  

Darryl-Reed is in CMB 88; his crew is calm, completing the same tasks, retaking their positions.  In Agar’s boat, from the cockpit, he looks straight ahead but sees in his peripheral vision the destroyer flying past their starboard beam.  

The entrance to the main harbor is dead ahead, moving at them fast.  

At a quarter of a mile out, Agar swings the wheel abruptly to starboard and veers out of the path of the two boats behind him.  They streak into the harbor mouth.    

EXT. CMB 7, OUTSIDE KRONSTADT NAVAL HARBOR - NIGHT

CMB 7 banks hard to starboard – making way for the two fifty-five footers to pass him - sending a massive sheet of spray to the port side.  He straightens her out after a one-eighty turn, lets the boat head southwest for only a few seconds then executes another one-eighty in reverse – to port.  

When Agar straightens out the boat, he is heading directly for a second, narrower entrance to an adjacent, smaller naval basin south of the main one.  

Agar raises his arm to Beeley aft.  The boat careens toward the entrance, half a mile and closing; we see Agar’s face close up, his lips mouthing “four – three – two -”.  He drops his arm.  The charge fires, the torpedo bucks and flies from the stern hole into the wake.  Agar rams the throttle to the wall, accelerating the boat to maximum and banks again hard to starboard, missing the outer sea wall by not more than twenty yards.  

The torpedo slides barely beneath the surface of the sea, straight through the center of the narrow entrance, into the harbor basin, directly at two frigates docked side-by-side dead ahead.  The torpedo strikes one of the two ships’ hulls just where they rest nestled together, blowing a holes in both vessels.

Agar throttles back and slows the boat to 20 knots, circling wide to watch the action to the north, trying to see if the second wave of two forty-footers, CMB 79 and CMB 72, are on cue and have entered the main harbor entrance.  Instead, he sees that they are late and still a mile out from making their entrance.  He scans ahead, but cannot see inside the harbor itself.

EXT. CMB 31 & 88, MAIN HARBOR BASIN, KRONSTADT - NIGHT

Inside the main harbor, the two (first wave) lead boats are in close formation, CMB 88 riding just outside the wake of CMB 31 and thirty yards back, holding thirty knots.  They drive straight toward the back wall and the docked ships, then bank hard to port ninety degrees, heading for the north wall.  Again, after a few seconds, nearing the docks on that side, another hard bank to port is executed in unison.  Now they are driving west, inside the harbor, directly at the two battleships tucked behind the north and west outer walls.  

They are six hundred feet away.  There is no time left.  Commander Dobson drops his raised arm, raises it and drops it again.  Two torpedoes leap from the stern.  He wrests the wheel hard to port and accelerates simultaneously.  

Right behind him, a few yards to port, is CMB 88.  Darryl-Reed drops his arm twice.  Two torpedoes launch.  He too spins the wheel hard to port, his boat screaming close to the seawall.  He has to make a violent S-turn in order to make the exit to the harbor.  He can see Dobson ahead in CMB 31 executing the same maneuver.

There are myriad searchlights now, crisscrossing the water in the harbor, trying to hold steady on the turning, twisting speedboats.  Machine gun fire is constant.  Pom-poms are opening up, BAM – BAM – BAM.  Fires set from the aerial bombing raids lend a confusing glow on areas of the harbor and beyond. 

In the adjacent smaller harbor basin, to the south, Agar’s single torpedo has caused both frigates to catch on fire.  

At that instant the four torpedoes aimed at the two battleships hit their mark, three fish striking the larger Andrei Pervoszanni, one torpedo hitting the Petropovlovsk amidships.  There are massive explosions.  Suddenly, all is chaos, even greater confusion and bedlam than before.

Just as the two lead boats complete their final S-turn to exit, the second wave boats enter the harbor.  It is a close near-miss.  The second wave is unaccountably late by a minute or more.  CMB 31 and CMB 88 roar out of the harbor, banking hard to starboard and making a quarter turn to parallel the island’s coastline for a minute before turning west.  The destroyer is firing at them.  

Right at that point, the skipper of CMB 88, Mossy Darryl-Reed, take a machine gun bullet to the back of his head, low down just above the neck.  He is flung to the side of the cockpit and he slides to the deck of the well.  His second mate, Lieut. Steel, dives for the wheel before the boat spins out of control, wrestling it back on course while at the same time trying to turn Darryl-Reed over.

EXT. CMB 79 & 72, MAIN HARBOR BASIN - NIGHT


The second wave boats, both forty-footers, are driving straight ahead.  They aim their torpedoes at two larger Russian ships docked adjacent to the west wall.  Lieut. Bremmer in CMB 79 fires his torpedo and strikes the submarine depot ship Pamlat Azana, blowing her magazine instantly.  Sub-Lieut. Bodley, in CMB 72, fires his single torpedo at an adjacent light cruiser but the firing charge fails to ignite.  The torpedo remains in the tube.  There is nothing he can do. 

The two boats remain in formation, CMB 79 in the lead, executing two ninety-degree turns in order to aim for the exit.  They are well into the second turn when two searchlights simultaneously capture CMB 79 and hold her in their cruciform glare.  Bremmer is completely and instantly blinded, as are the rest of the three-man crew.  Bremmer tries to escape the beams with two rapid S-turns.  They have him locked-in.  More searchlights zero in on him.  Sightless and desperate, he turns once again, to port.

EXT. CMB 62 & 24, OUTSIDE MAIN HARBOR ENTRANCE - NIGHT

The third wave, one forty-footer, CMB 62 and a fifty-five footer, CMB 24, are skimming in toward the harbor entrance at thirty-five knots.  They are four hundred yards out.  A searchlight from the destroyer Gavril picks out the second boat, CMB 24.  Incredibly, a fluke shell from the destroyer’s forward gun strikes a bulls-eye on CMB 24, landing squarely between the two torpedo tubes halfway between the cockpit and the stern.  The torpedoes do not blow up, but the shell cuts the boat cleanly in half longitudinally.  

The floundering, shattered craft is incongruously silent and dark, except for subdued moonlight and some reflected glare from the chaos inside the harbor a quarter mile away.  Flashes continue in the background.  RAF planes are still strafing.  CMB 24 is slowly sinking in two pieces, sheared in half longitudinally, right down the center of the torpedo tubes from bow to stern, dead in the inky water.  

Miraculously, three of the six-man crew (skipper, mate and mechanic) are clinging to the canted aft deck of the starboard side.  They are bleeding.  The mate seems unconscious, barely hanging on.  The mechanic, DAVIES, a cocky Welshman, does not appear to be hurt.  He looks over at the skipper, Lieut. Napier, and makes a dry comment. 

DAVIES




Gawd, skipper, now that’s 

sugared it!

CMB 62, meanwhile, has entered the harbor mouth at thirty-five knots.  Instantly the gunfire, explosions and searchlights revert to their previous level of bedlam.

CMB 79 is still twisting crazily for the exit, but with Bremmer blinded he makes a final desperate S-turn to port, away from the exit.  CMB 72 is behind him, out of the searchlights’ beams and in the shadows, driving straight and true.  

At the same time CMB 62 has skimmed into the harbor entrance, heading for its target dead ahead.

CMB 79 is skimming at forty knots, throttle to the wall.  The disaster is about to happen.  She rams CMB 62 amidships, with a combined speed approaching 80 knots, cutting it virtually in half.  

They both lie in the water for some moments as the horror of the scene sinks in.  The searchlights sweep further ahead as the collision occurres, and they are now arcing back, hunting for boats and wakes.  

One searchlight picks up the wake of CMB 72.  CMB 72 has skimmed past the two interlocked craft just after the collision and cleanly exited the harbor mouth.  

CMB 79’s engine is still running.  It’s skipper, Lieut. Bremmer, staggers to his feet from where he has been thrown, pushes the throttle full forward and drives the boat ahead with both halves of CMB 62 wrapped around his bow. He manages to push both boats out of the harbor mouth and into the open sea some two hundred yards west.   

The Russian destroyer, Gavriel, catches them in its forward searchlight beam and fires several salvos of shells and tracer machine gun rounds at them.  CMB 79 and CMB 62 sink, still locked together.

CMB 72 makes a full circle, once outside the harbor, and comes back to the area where Bodley estimates the other two boats sank.  They find only one man.  The destroyer’s searchlights are close and moving in on their position.  Bodley accelerates CMB 72 and heads south in order to escape the lights, before turning north. 

Agar in CMB 7 is turning in a short circle at no-wake speed, some four hundred yards south of the secondary harbor entrance.  He has watched the chaos without knowing what has actually occurred.  He scans ahead intently, squinting in the glow of fires and residual explosions, and thinks he sees three boats foundering.

Searchlights, from both the harbor seawall and the destroyer, are focusing on the scenes of sinking wreckage, and on some personnel in the water.  Agar cannot approach.  

Suddenly – off to the east - he sees a low boat in the water.  It is a CMB.  Agar swings his boat around and moves cautiously toward the drifting craft.  It is CMB 86, Sub-Lieut.Howard’s boat, lying dead in the water.  Agar moves in closer.

AGAR




Ahoy, Howard.  What’s happened?

HOWARD




Broke down on the approach.  

Just died.  Blown block.

AGAR




Beeley, get a line back there, 

quickly.

They act rapidly and silently in the near dark.  CMB 7 begins its return journey heading southwest, away from the destroyer, towing the larger fifty-five footer, CMB 86.

Their speed is about twelve knots, as fast as Agar dares go.  They move away in an unnatural calm.  The disturbed water from their wake swirls long after they blend into the gloom.

EXT. GULF OF FINLAND, FLEET FORCE “A” - DAWN

Two CMBs are approaching the Baltic Fleet Force “A”, one of the two sections of the RN Baltic Fleet.  They are positioned well out at sea in the Gulf of Finland, the northern landfall is barely visible.  CMB 7 is towing CMB 86.  

It is early morning, streaks of light beginning to appear across a gray wet sky.  Agar is heading for the outer ring of destroyers nearest him, still some two miles away.  Beyond the destroyers is an array of larger ships including HMS Delhi, the Admiral’s flagship, its superstructure taller than the rest.






SINDALL




Lamp signal coming in, Gus.    




‘Proceed to flotilla leader 

HMS Douglas for rafting.”






AGAR




Very well.  Force “A” must 

have come out forty miles 

from Biorko.  There’s the 

Douglas. 

Agar corrects his heading.  They thread their way past the destroyer escort.  The fleet ships are barely making way, less than three knots.  As Agar gets closer to the Douglas he sees a large floating platform beside the starboard hull, secured by four overhead lines leading to a derrick boom positioned over the side of the flotilla leader.

The other surviving CMBs – CMB 31, CMB 88 and CMB 72 – are already tied up in rafting position alongside the platform, having arrived at the fleet’s position more than two hours earlier.  Agar does not ramp his boat but steers to the north side of the platform where several seamen are positioned, waiting.  Beeley and Sindall throw them lines for their own boat, and Beeley passes the towrope to one of the men.  CMB 86 is pulled in alongside CMB 7 and made fast.  Agar cuts the engine.  All is quiet.

Agar looks about.  There is a gentle swell to the otherwise flat sea.  The large raft and the CMBs all move in unison with the flotilla leader and the other fleet ships.  He sees a total of five CMB boats.  He is obviously counting.

Agar disembarks and steps onto the platform.  Commander Dobson meets him.

DOBSON




Thank you, Agar.  Well done.  

Glad you could bring Howard 

and his crew home.  

AGAR




We were incredibly fortunate 

to find him.  Dead in the 

water.  Engine blown.  Unable 

to attack; rotten luck.

DOBSON




Not as bad as it might have 

been for them.

AGAR




Three boats not here.  How bad 

is it?

DOBSON




We’re having a full debriefing 

at oh-six-hundred.  On Delhi.  

In a nutshell, we’re missing 

sixteen men.  Three boats sunk.  

Probably half those men killed, 

the rest captured.  Very bad.  

Mossy Darryl-Reed is here, in




sick bay on the Delhi, shot in 

the head – won’t make it.

AGAR




I see.  Ahh, dear God!  Dear 

God, not Mossy.

Agar says that quietly.  He has his eyes closed.  His jaw is clenched tight.  He reverts to his youth, an Irishman praying.

DOBSON




Come along.  Get the others.  

Let’s have a cuppa before the 

meeting.

Agar lowers his head, deeply dejected.  Cmdr. Dobson gathers the other eight men from the two CMBs and shepherds them into small outboards for the ride across to HMS Delhi.  

Agar and Dobson sit amidships of a small navy punt steered by a Sub-Lieutenant.  They motor quietly on the calm sea past several ships of the Force “A” section, to where battleships HMS Delhi and HMS Cleopatra and five destroyers are positioned. The big ships appear awesome in the early morning light.  They are barely making headway.   The coming day looks bleak.

INT. WARDROOM, HMS DELHI - DAWN

It is a large wardroom, capable of holding sixty/seventy men.  Admiral Sir Walter Cowan is standing on a small platform at one end of the wardroom.  To the side of the dais, there is a group of senior officers.  Cowan stands erect, quietly observing the assembled men seated in front of him.

There are about fifty RN officers and men; the returning crews of the five surviving attack boats, plus the crews of the boats that were scratched earlier, and their support and maintenance men.  

It is a somber gathering.  Nearly all the men are sitting at bench-tables.  A few have their elbows on the tables, foreheads in their hands.  No one is talking.  Some have mugs in front of them.

Agar sits toward the front of the room with Dobson.  He has a mug of half-drunk tea on the table to the side of his hand.  He sits erect, head high and perfectly still, his mein sober.  His thoughts are clearly away from the wardroom.  Dobson is calm.  His very presence denotes that he is in control, and he looks directly at the Admiral, waiting for him to speak.

COWAN




Gentlemen, you are tired.  It 

has been a long night. We have 

experienced great loss.  Of the 

forty-one men leaving here, only 

twenty five returned.  We lost 

three boats, CMBs 79, 62, 24.

Yes, we have lost much! 

Cowan takes a long pause, gathering his thoughts. 






COWAN 

On our side of the ledger, you 

accomplished the mission!  You 

sank or seriously damaged both 

Russian battleships.  You sank 

a submarine depot ship, and 

two frigates.  The RAF sank a 

destroyer support ship.  Men,    

always remember what it’s about:  

This mission.

The senior officers standing near Cowan are watching him with grave intensity.  Cowan speaks more firmly, convincingly.






COWAN

  

All other British forces are in 

peacetime conditions.  But 

last night you served our 

nation and allies in a vital 

capacity!  Your action will 

confine the Bolshevik fleet 

to Petrograd.  It will prevent 

the Russians from invading 

Finland, from swallowing

them into the Soviet regime.

Cowan waits some moments to let that sink in.






COWAN  

It may also prevent Russia 

from depriving neighboring 

Estonia of its independence.  

It may protect Latvia and 

Lithuania.  But Finland and 

the Gulf of Finland are keys. 

In future years, men, Europe 

will look back and understand 

that Finland remained an 

independent, free nation due 

to the quarantining of the 

Russian fleet by the British 

Navy, and – when it may be 

openly told – by your 

magnificent, courageous raid 

on Kronstadt naval harbor: By  

your two CMB squadrons. 

Cowan steps down from the platform.  Without fanfare, he strides out of the wardroom as the men scramble to their feet and stand at attention.  Flag Captain Little calls for them to be at ease.  He motions to Agar and Dobson.

LITTLE




The Admiral wants you to go to 

sickbay now, to see Lieut. 

Darryl-Reed.  He asks that the 

crew of CMB 88 go along as well.  

He will not see the day out.

INT.   SICK BAY, HMS DELHI - DAWN

Ten men stand to one side of a ward bed in the ship’s sick bay.  Cowan and Little are at the foot of the bed.  Agar and Dobson are beside the bed.  The crew of CMB 88 stand behind Agar and Dobson.  Mossy Darryl-Reed is in the bed, lying half on his side, his head resting on a high pillow.  The top half of his head and the lower part down in the back toward his neck are wrapped in heavy gauze bandage.  There is a large faint stain near the neck, on the side facing up from the pillow.

Mossy’s eyes are half open but glazed.  He stares straight ahead, seemingly oblivious of the men standing near him.

Agar reaches out and places his hand on Mossy’s chest and leaves it there.  Slowly, Mossy’s eyes focus and he shifts his gaze slightly so he can see Agar.  He moans something.  Agar leans in to him.

AGAR




It’s all right, Mossy.  I’m 

staying with you.

MOSSY




How – how - 

AGAR




We did well, Mossy.  Your 

crew is here, Mossy.

The crew of Darryl-Reed’s boat come forward, one by one.  The two junior officers put their hand on Mossy’s shoulder; the three seamen stand silently before him.  He sees each one in turn, and grunts or groans each time.  

Dobson comes to his side, holds his hand, and says farewell.  Cowan and Little do the same.  All the men except Agar take their leave.  

Agar resumes his position at Mossy’s side and places his hand back on Mossy’s chest.  Mossy looks at him, then closes his eyes.  There is a hint of a crinkle at the corner of his closed eyes.  Agar’s eyes are damp.

EXT. GULF OF FINLAND, WEST OF BIORKO - DAY

The day is bright with summer sunlight, a glorious day.  An echelon of six CMBs is streaking westward across crystal blue sea in formation, parallel to the coast, about two miles offshore.  

Their wakes are creasing the water like icing on a cake.  They are returning home.

CMB 4 is the second boat.  Agar is in the cockpit, his face - as usual - hard and lined.  His cap is off.  His hair is flying in the wind.

SUPER: 

“The remaining CMB boats 

returned to England on August

24, 1919, via Helsinfors.

The King awarded thirty-four

Medals to crew members of the

Kronstadt attack, including

Two more Victoria Crosses.

Agar subsequently commanded 

the King’s Royal Yacht.  He

captained the Dorsetshire

heavy cruiser in WWII.

He was President & Commodore 

Of the Royal Naval College,

Greenwich.  He died in 1969,

Aged 78.  CMB 4 is now in a

Naval Museum in England.

ST 25 was knighted by the King.

Sir Paul Dukes became a great

friend of Augustus Agar, V.C.

Between them they wrote five

Books about that period, 1919.

Finland remained a free and

Independent nation.”  

The white wakes of the homebound CMBs are like eighteen tiny threads, creasing the sparkling blue sea, streaking towards the west at forty knots.

FADE OUT

PAGE  
3

