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     TEASER. 
 
FADE IN.  EXT.  A DORSET COUNTRY ROAD NEAR BOCKHAMPTON ENGLAND-
DAY. 
 
A 1970’S pristine white JAGUAR drives through the open 
countryside.  GLYNN BARRETT, a medium built man with thick black 
framed glasses has a smile on his face.  The car top is open and 
the wisps of dark hair flap in the wind.  The sun shines for but 
a moment and then sheets of rain.  GLYNN pulls the top back up. 
 
     NED.  (VO) 
  How did I end up living in England?   

The man responsible for the Livingston  
household’s big move abroad was my  
Dad’s boss Glynn Barrett.   

 
GLYNN passes a sign welcoming him to the little village of 
“BOCKHAMPTON, THE HOME OF THOMAS HARDY.”   
 
     NED.  (VO) 

My Dad, Blake Livingston had been a  
Theatre Professor at Southern New  
Hampshire College for ten years.   
The college was located between  
Hillsborough New Hampshire and Concord  
along the Contoocook river in a town  
called Juniper New Hampshire.  Which 
claims to be the only Juniper on earth. 

   
GLYNN drives through the tiny village, which is nothing more 
than a few shops, a post office and THE HOME OF THOMAS HARDY.   
GLYNN stops the car and stares at the EDWARDIAN HOME, WITH IT’S 
GRAND FAÇADE.  He nods his head approvingly and smiles.   
 
     NED.  (VO) 
  Glynn had been hired as the Academic  
  Administrator in 1965.  When my Dad 
  met him, he seemed eccentric with 
  wild ideas that couldn’t possibly 
  work.  More often than not, they did. 
 
GLYNN starts the car and drives into the countryside.  He 
reaches the town of DORCHESTER.  He pulls into a pub.  OUTSIDE  
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IS A LARGE SIGN WITH TWO HORSES PULLING A BLACK CARRIAGE. THE 
NAME IS PRINTED IN GOLD LETTERS, THE HORSE AND CARRIAGE.  GLYNN  
stares at the pub exhales a deep breath and offers a satisfied 
smile.   This pub will do, and it will be the perfect stay for 
the night.   
 
CUT TO INT:  HORSE AND CARRIAGE FRONT LOBBY-DAY. 
 
GLYNN enters the pub and approaches the front counter, where a 
SMALL MAN WITH A PASTY FACE, about middle forties greets him, 
with warm hospitable smile.  GLYNN examines the man, he wears a 
SMALL TWEED COAT, A GREEN CARDIGAN WITH A CLOVER ON THE LAPEL, A 
WHITE SHIRT AND A SMALL GREEN TIE.  GLYNN rubs his hands 
gleefully.  He blows his fingers from the cold December air. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  My good man, I seek lodgings for  
  the night.   
 
     PUBLICAN. 
  You’re in luck sir, we have a vacancy. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  How much? 
 
     PUBLICAN 
  Fifteen pound for the night, which  

includes a fine sumptuous supper in  
the pub.   

 
THE PUBLICAN hands Glynn the register.  GLYNN scribbles his name 
with a flourish and slaps down FIFTEEN POUNDS. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  A pub dinner sounds fine. 
 
     PUBLICAN. 
  What part of America are you from? 
 
     GLYNN. 
  The east, a little state called New  

Hampshire. 
 
     PUBLICAN. 
  I see.  What brings you here sir? 
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     GLYNN. 
  I was a Rhodes Scholar at Oxford.  I  

visited Dorset plenty of times.  I  
came to see my favorite author’s home. 

 
     PUBLICAN. 
  That must be Thomas Hardy then sir. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  That it would be.   
 
THE PUBLICAN hands GLYNN the key. 
 
     PUBLICAN. 
  Here’s your key sir.  Hot water bottle  

sir? 
 
     GLYNN. 
  What would that be for? 
 
     PUBLICAN. 
  The bed.  My wife Mildred always  

offers a hot water bottle this  
time of year.  The rooms can be  
rather cold. 

 
     GLYNN. 
  Oh, well in that case, yes.  Tell  

Mildred I would like a hot water  
bottle.   

 
GLYNN walks down a short dark hallway.  In front of him is a 
large door with a glass window.  Over the top is a sign that 
reads PUB.  Glynn takes his suitcase and climbs a spiral 
staircase. 
 
CUT TO.  INT: BEDROOM-DAY 
 
GLYNN unpacks. 
 
     NED. (VO) 
  Glynn was on sabbatical in 1971.  Without  

warning his wife and  five kids, he  
would spend January in  
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   NED.  (VO) 
 
England.  Glynn loved England ever since  
his Oxford days.  He’d been back many  
times.  He found the people to be gracious  
hosts and he warmed to them instantly and  
once they got to know Glynn, they warmed to  
him.  Glynn had this energetic personality.   
He won you over with his enthusiasm for life.   
As Academic Administrator, Glynn took his  
job very seriously, but with a smile on his  
face and a glass half full mentality.  He  
always saw possibilities where others did  
not.  He genuinely believed that all people  
were good.  At times he would be burned with 
having such a trusting heart.      

 
CUT TO-INT PUB-EVENING NEW YEARS EVE. 
 
GLYNN sits in a corner finishing off his Beef Wellington and a 
small glass of wine.  MILDRED a youngish woman with bushy blonde 
hair clears the table.  GLYNN beams at the sight of Mildred. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  Now that was the best Beef Wellington  

I’ve ever had Mildred. 
 
     MILDRED. 
  I’m so thrilled you enjoyed it Mr… 
 
     GLYNN. 
  Barrett.  Glynn Barrett. 
 
     MILDRED. 
  Mr. Barrett, can I perhaps interest  

you in a strawberry tart. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  Oh, no thank you Mildred.  I’m trying  

to watch my girlish figure.  I will  
perhaps sidle up to the bar and have  
a bitters. 

 
     MILDRED. 
 Certainly, and enjoy. 
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GLYNN rises to his feet.  He puts his hands comfortably in his 
pocket and pulls out a cigarette and lights it.  From the table 
he watches a SKINNY MAN with a TWEED CAP, throw darts and rack 
up 180 every time.  GLYNN walks over to the bar and watches the 
PUBLICAN pull draft after draft of every kind, of ale, lager, 
beer and bitters. The pub continues to fill. 
 
     PUBLICAN. 
  Can I get you something Mr. Barrett? 
 
     GLYNN. 
  A bitters.  
 
GLYNN takes another drag off his cigarette, watching the darts 
match from the bar.  The SKINNY man hits another 180. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  Now that is the finest darts shooting  

I’ve ever seen. 
 
     PUBLICAN. 
  That is Ivan Trickler.  He’s our best  

darts player.  Darts by night, Estate  
Agent by day. Have you ever played Mr.  
Barrett? 

 
     GLYNN. 
  Oh yes back in my Oxford days Tom.  I  

think I’ll try my hand. 
 
GLYNN takes a sip of his lager and walks over, and watches IVAN 
thrash his opponent with ease.  The crowd around IVAN cheers.   
 
     IVAN. 
  All right lads.  Who is my next victim? 
 
     GLYNN. 
  I’ll give it a go. 
 
     IVAN. 
  Oh, an American.  We don’t get many of  

you in these parts unless of course they  
are literary types.  Shall I spot you a few 
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     IVAN (Continued.) 

points? 
 
     GLYNN. 
  No.  I hear you’re the best darts player 
  in this pub.   
 
GLYNN opens his wallet and pulls out a crisp 100-pound note. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  Let’s make this interesting. 
 
THE CROWD let’s out a collective OOO!  A SMALL BALD MAN behind 
IVAN comes into a view. 
 
     SMALL BALD MAN. 
  Come Ive, you’re not going to walk  

away from a challenge like that are you? 
 
IVAN’S eyes light up.  A slow lift of the eyes to GLYNN.  He 
raises an eyebrow to tempt IVAN.  He thinks Glynn’s being cocky. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  There it is my man.  100 pounds.   

Now the question is am I any good? 
 
IVAN lets out a soft chuckle and it’s enough. 
 
     IVAN. 
  All right, I’ll double that. 
 
IVAN pulls out a 100 pound note of his own and puts it into a 
pot.  The crowd roars it’s match on.  The SMALL BALD MAN walks 
over to a small booth in the corner and takes a large swallow of 
his lager.  He picks up ten pence and puts it into A SMALL JUKE 
BOX.  He punches in SWEET’S BALLROOM BLITZ.  The opening riff of 
the song begins. 
 
     BRIAN CONNELLY. (VO) 
  Are you ready Steve? 
 
     STEVE.  (VO) 
  Uh huh. 
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     BRIAN CONNELLY.  (VO) 
  Andy? 
 
     ANDY.  (VO) 
  Yeah. 
 
     BRIAN CONNELLY.  (VO) 
  Mick? 
 
     MICK.  (VO) 
  Okay. 
 
     BRIAN CONNELLY.  (VO) 
  All right fellas.  Let’s go!!! 
 
The song blows the roof off the pub.  IVAN’s loyal fans dance to 
the beat of the music.  The GRUDGE MATCH between GLYNN and IVAN 
begins.   It’s a tense match.  Nip and tuck all the way.  Some 
of Ivan’s support has moved in GLYNN’S corner.  Down to the 
final stages of the match.  We watch a close match go back and 
forth until the very end.  IVAN, feels the pressure.  He steps 
up to the line.  He throws his three darts and comes up short.  
GLYNN steps up and delicately hits his triple twenties and wins 
the match.  The crowd roars and pats GLYNN on the back.  IVAN 
shakes his head. 
 
     IVAN. 
  Another? 
 
     GLYNN. 
  No, one’s enough for me? 
 
     IVAN. 
  At least let the loser buy the winner a  
  pint mate? 
 
     GLYNN. 
  Now that I will accept. 
 
CUT TO: INT PUB BAR-EVENING. 
 
GLYNN takes a sip of his bitters. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  Where did you learn to play like that? 
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     IVAN. 
  You’re having me on right mate?   

This is England.  We invented darts.   
No, seriously, I got my start in a  
little pub in Yapton Sussex.  The  
Murrell Arms. 

 
     GLYNN. 
  Is that where you’re from? 
 
     IVAN. 
  Not far.  A little village called  

Walburton. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  Now, I’ve never been to Sussex.   

Hastings is in Sussex, right? 
 
     IVAN. 
  Yes sir.  The Battle of Hastings.   

1066 is ingrained in every schoolboy’s  
Brain.  That and the Magna Charta. 

 
CUT TO. INT PUB BAR-SOME TIME LATER. 
 
TOM THE PUBLICAN serves IVAN and GLYNN another round.   
 
     IVAN. 
  What brings a scholar from America to  
  these parts of the world. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  I did my masters on Thomas Hardy.   
 
     IVAN. 
  Surely an interest in Thomas Hardy isn’t  
  the only reason? 
 
      GLYNN. 
  No, not really.  I find myself at a  
  crossroads in my profession. 
 
     IVAN. 
  What would that profession be? 
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     GLYNN. 
  I am the Academic Administrator for a 
  small private college in a state 
  called New Hampshire.  Ironically, 
  I am on my sabbatical.  England seemed 
  like the perfect place to clear my  
  head of impending doom. 
 
     IVAN. 
  What sort of doom? 
 
     GLYNN. 
  The college is hemorrhaging money.   

Our enrollment is down.  We’re under  
a thousand students for the first time 

  in our short history and our President  
is about to retire.  I predict within a  
year the school will be out of business. 

  
     IVAN. 
  That’s sad mate. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  It is.  I love this little college, 
  I love the state of New Hampshire. 
  I can’t see myself anywhere else. 
 
     IVAN. 
  You need a hero mate. 
  
GLYNN stares into his bitters a hollow man.  He swallows down 
quick and hard and tosses Tom the Publican his GLASS.  He’s 
feeling the effects of the alcohol kick in. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  Tom my good man.  Another for my good 
  friend Ivan here and a round for the  
  whole pub.   
 
     TOM THE PUBLICAN. 
  You sure? 
  
     GLYNN. 
  Sure, it’s New Years.  What the hell. 
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GLYNN rises to his feet and stumbles. IVAN catches him.  He 
stares at him a moment.   
 
     IVAN. 
  Hang on Glynn, I think I have the solution 
  to your problem.  Come with me mate. 
 
          FADE TO BLACK. 
             
     END OF TEASER. 
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     ACT ONE. 
 
FADE IN.  EXT. MAIN STREET-DORCHESTER, TRICKLER’S ESTATE AGENTS-
EVENING. 
 
The BUILDING has a sort of Edwardian charm to it.  IVAN unlocks 
the door and leads GLYNN inside.  IVAN switches on the light.  A 
small office with a small reception desk and a few desks with 
chairs.  IVAN opens a glass door with his name on it and he 
switches on another light.  A LARGE OFFICE that looks out onto 
the street behind and a large roundabout with a MONUMENT OF 
THOMAS HARDY.  His desk is cluttered with CONTRACTS, FOLDERS, 
and PICTURES OF HOUSES.  GLYNN sees the furniture is elegant 
looking and can’t help but wonder. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  Ivan how much do you pull in a year? 
 
IVAN rummages through his drawer in search of something. 
 
     IVAN. 
  This office or my other one in  

Littlefleet? 
 
He gives up on the drawer and searches his LARGE FILING CABINET. 
 
     GLYNN. 
 You have two offices.  That answers my question. 
 
     IVAN. 
  Actually, it will be three.  We’re breaking 
  ground on another office in Charring Cross 
  in June. 
 
He finds the folder. 
 
     IVAN. 
  Ah, here it is. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  What? 
 
     IVAN. 
  The answer to all your problems. 
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IVAN pulls out a bottle of SCOTCH from his bottom drawer and 
fills two shots.  GLYNN puts his hand up. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  Oh, no.  I better hold back a bit. 
 
     IVAN. 
  Suit yourself mate.   
 
IVAN pours himself a shot, downs it and hands him the picture.   
 
     IVAN. 
  That there is your solution.   
 
GLYNN looks up and raises a curious eyebrow. 
 
     IVAN. 
  This was once Mary Waits school for  

girls. It’s in the small village of  
Greenacre, two miles south of Littlefleet.   
The school went bankrupt ten years ago.  
The land was bought at a cut price by  
Lord Atherton-Hall.  He couldn’t find  
any sort of use for it.  I was hired  
to off load it for him.  Now as you can  
tell, the building has fallen on hard  
times.  However, with a little work it  
could be workable.  A second campus for  
your New Hampshire college. 

 
GLYNN starts a slow pace.  IVAN watches the wheels spin in his 
head.  His mind is thoroughly active. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  Yes.  Of course.  Give students what  

they are looking for and they will come to  
you. 

 
IVAN makes himself comfortable at his seat with his legs across 
the desk.  GLYNN takes a seat in front of IVAN. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  How much is the asking price? 
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     IVAN. 
  Normally his Lordship would probably be 
  asking a hefty price for such prime Real  

Estate. What do you think it’s worth?     
 
     GLYNN. 
  A million quid, two million? 
 
     IVAN. 
  You’re close.  He wants 5 million  

quid for it.  Normally a spread such  
as this, Lord Atherton-Hall would ask  
ten million, perhaps more.  It’s simply  
been sitting too long.  He wants it gone. 

 
     GLYNN.   
  Five million is still a pretty penny. 
  It’s gone to rubble. What if I meet  

with Lord Atherton-Hall and haggle a  
little? 

 
     IVAN. 
  Glynn, haggling as you say, will get 
  you nowhere with his Lordship.  He  
  is a very shrewd chap.   
 
     GLYNN. 
  He hasn’t met me yet. 
 
     IVAN. 
  All right, I’ll see what I can do. 
  Fancy another round of darts at the 
  pub? 
 
     GLYNN. 
  You’re on.  This time will make that 
  wager a little smaller. 
             
IVAN LAUGHS. 
 
     IVAN. 
  You picked a great time to be 
  pragmatic with your money. 
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     GLYNN. 
  Now, my good man, I couldn’t  
  conceivably beat you every time. 
  You’re too good. 
 
CUT TO. INT.  THE HORSE AND CARRIAGE-EVENING 
 
THE PUB IS PACKED.  TOM THE PUBLICAN has his hands full with a 
large crowd at the bar.  GLYNN beats IVAN at darts. He hands his 
glass to IVAN.  IVAN heads up to the bar.  The line is long.  He  
slips away to a PAY PHONE in the lobby.  He puts a few shillings 
in and dials.   
 
CUT TO. EXT. GOODWOOD HOUSE-EVENING. 
 
A STATELY MANOR HOUSE WITH THE THREE CURVED FAÇADES’ WITH DOMES 
ON TOP.   
 
CUT TO.  INT.  AN ENORMOUSE DRAWING ROOM GOODWOOD HOUSE-EVENING. 
 
We hear BRAHAMS and find LORD FRANCIS ATHERTON-HALL seated on a 
long velvet chair dressed in a silk bathrobe.  In his hand is a 
brandy.  ATHERTON-HALL is in his forties and tall.  His hairline 
recedes on the sides.  He’s not a particularly handsome man.  A 
rigid face that draws down from both sides at an acute angle 
ending at the chin, which looks like a pin cushion.    He rubs 
his temples and listens to the music.  The calm is broken by the 
ring of the phone. 
 
INTERCUT THE HORSE AND CARRIAGE LOBBY/GOODWOOD-EVENING. 
 
ATHERTON-HALL picks up the phone and puts it to his ear.  His 
eyes remain closed. 
 
     ATHERTON-HALL. 
  Hello. 
 
IVAN puts his hand to his ears to curb the noise from the pub. 
 
     IVAN. 
  Lord Francis, Ivan.  Happy New Year 
  to you sir? 
 
     ATHERTON-HALL. 
  What’s good about it?  State your  
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     ATHERTON-HALL.  (Continued.) 
  business Trickler I’m listening 
  to Brahms to soothe a migraine.     
   
     IVAN. 
  I think I’ve found an interested party 
  for the girls school. 
 
IVAN has ATHERTON-HALL’S attention.  He rises to his feet, takes 
a sip of his brandy and turns off the Brahms from the record 
player. 
 
     ATHERTON-HALL. 
  That is good news.  Who is this person? 
 
     IVAN. 
  An American Academic.  He works for 
  a small school in the states.  The 
  name is Glynn Barrett. 
 
     ATHERTON-HALL. 
  What’s are his plans for the school? 
 
     IVAN. 
  Start a campus for studying abroad. 
 
     ATHERTON-HALL. 
  I thought you said he’s buying it.  It 
  sounds more like he’s an emissary sent 
  by the college to buy it.   
   
     IVAN. 
  His school is in financial need. 
 
     ATHERTON-HALL. 
  Ivan this is not good.  I cannot sell 
  to a University that is bleeding cash. 
 
     IVAN. 
  Mr. Barrett wants to meet you. 
 
     ATHERTON-HALL. 
  Barrett?  Is he Irish by any chance? 
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     IVAN. 
  I don’t know sir.  He wants to haggle 
  with you? 
 
     ATHERTON-HALL. 
  Haggle?  These bloody Americans.  We  
  give them a country and they butcher 
  our bloody language.     
       
     IVAN. 
  Shall I tell him no. 
 
     ATHERTON-HALL. 
  No.  I’ll see him.  I think it might 
  be interesting to see what this man 
  brings to the table.   
 
     IVAN. 
  When can you meet with him? 
 
ATHERTON-HALL looks at a small date book. 
 
     ATHERTON-HALL. 
  I’m free at noon tomorrow.  Bring 
  him to Goodwood. 
 
     IVAN. 
  Noon it is sir. 
 
CUT TO.  INT.  TABLE-PUB-SAME EVENING. 
 
IVAN returns to the pub. THE CLOCK on the wall.  11.59. 
The crowd counts down 5, 4, 3, 2. 1.  The happy New Years ring 
out.  There is a celebration.  GLYNN is pulled into a conga line 
with IVAN.  The line runs around the pub and then outside into 
the street.  CARS SOUND HORNS, DORCHESTER residents ring bells 
from windows.  THE CONGA LINE moves inside.  AN ATTRACTIVE 
BLONDE WOMAN gives GLYNN a smooch on the lips. 
 
     BLONDE WOMAN. 
  Happy New Years love. 
 
THE KISS takes Glynn off guard. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  Happy New year to you too. 
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He clinks his bitters glass with her wine glass. 
 
     GLYNN. 

 Cheers. 
 
CUT TO INT. PUB BAR-MINUTES LATER-EVENING. 
 
TOM THE PUBLICAN rings the bell for last call. 
 
     TOM THE PUBLICAN. 
  Ladies and gents this is your last 
  call for alcohol.  Your last call 
  for alcohol. 
 
The party atmosphere continues.  IVAN leans over to GLYNN. 
 
     IVAN. 
  You’re in. Tomorrow at noon at his 
  Manor Goodwood House. We’ll have 
  to leave early.  Make sure you drink 
  plenty of water.  I am sure you’re  
  going to be feeling it tomorrow mate. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  Listen Ivan, I can’t thank you enough 
  for this. 
 
     IVAN. 
  Perhaps in the future you might have 
  an opening at the campus.  Cheers  

mate. 
 
IVAN walks out of the pub.  GLYNN sits and contemplates his 
future.   
 
          FADE TO BLACK. 
 
     END OF ACT ONE. 
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     ACT TWO. 
 
EXT. GOODWOOD HOUSE-GROUNDS ROOM-THE NEXT DAY. 
 
IVAN pulls his FORD CORTINA up to the long drive.  GLYNN can’t 
keep his eyes off GOODWOOD HOUSE.  The grandeur of the home 
brings about an intimidating nature to him.  All the wealth 
and power that one man holds from this seat.  ATHERTON-HALL 
opens the front door with a flourish, he is dressed in hunting 
attire.  A RED BLAZER WITH THE ATHERTON-HALL CREST stitched into 
the pocket.  A silk ascot underneath.  He examines IVAN’S CAR as 
he takes off his white gloves and hands them to his FOOTMAN.  He 
waits for his court to pay homage to him.  IVAN and GLYNN 
approach.  ATHERTON-HALL towers over GLYNN by about a foot.  He 
stares down at him.  GLYNN smiles, not sure whether to bow, or 
shake his hand. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  Lord Francis.  So good of you to meet me. 
  
     ATHERTON-HALL. 
  Mr. Barrett. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  This is quite a spread you have here. 
 
The American term spread is like chalk on a blackboard to 
ATHERTON-HALL.    
 
     ATHTERTON-HALL. 
  Tea is prepared.   
 
THEY ENTER THE HOME and walk down a long hallway. 
 
     ATHERTON-HALL. 
  Barrett, I will take a guess that is  

Irish am I correct. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  Yes.  The Barrett line, mixed in with  

the O’Neil clan.  I believe they gave  
you English some trouble. 
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The unintentional dig causes the veins in ATHERTON-HALL’S neck 
to tense.  ATHERTON-HALL opens the door into his large expansive  
DRAWING ROOM filled with rich tapestries and portraits of family 
members throughout history.  ATHERTON-HALL takes a seat and 
motions for GLYNN and IVAN to do the same.  MAISEY his maid a 
plump woman with thick white hair pours the tea.  ATHERTON-HALL 
takes his cup and brings it to his nose.  A soft shut of the 
eyes, the aroma is delightful.  He brings the tea to his lips 
and tastes like he’s at a wine tasting.  He opens his eyes and 
hands the cup to MAISEY. 
 
     ATHERTON-HALL. 
  Maisey would you put just a spot of  

lemon in that. 
 
MAISEY cuts up a lemon on a plate and squeezes it into the tea.  
GLYNN and IVAN exchange a look.  Is this how the rich host tea? 
ATHERTON-HALL a second taste and it is delightful.    
 
     ATHERTON-HALL. 
  Maisey that is perfect. 
 
ATHERTON-HALL crosses his legs, one over the other, giving a 
good look at his perfectly shined boots.   
 
     ATHERTON-HALL. 
  Let’s get down to business Mr.  

Barrett. Ivan tells me that you  
can’t meet my price for Mary Waits. 
Your college in New Hampshire is  
going bankrupt. You’re offering me  
three million pounds.  I did some  
investigating on my own.  I made  
a call to your College, Southern  
whatever it is.  I talked to your  
college President. It was a rather  
interesting conversation, he was  
caught unawares that you had  
undertaken such a scheme on your own.   
That leads me to believe that you’re 
pulling some sort of fraud on me. 
No one frauds an Atherton-Hall. 
I’ll have Montrose see you to the 
door. 
 



            20. 
 
GLYNN remains calm.  A warm smile comes over his face.  He’s 
full of confidence, like he’s planned for this. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  I thought you might call President  
  Danley, so when he called this morning 
  I explained my plan to him.  He liked 
  the idea.   
 
     ATHERTON-HALL 
  Then, your pauper college shall have 
  to seek another school. 
 
ATHERTON-HALL pulls a long rope.  
 
     GLYNN. 
  I was a Rhodes Scholar at Oxford. 

I studied Hardy. I’ve been an Academic  
for fifteen years and if there is one  
thing I have learned, Education is 
outside the classroom as well as in it, 
where the mind can be free to expand 
and grow. I also learned, never force  
the curriculum on the student.  Give the  
student what they want and they will  
come to you.  We plan on providing  
all your normal elective disciplines,  
but far more.  Imagine seeing live 
theatre on the West End, or in Dublin. 
Interpretive Dance, Archeology with 
actual digs as part of the syllabus. 
That is all we’re looking to do. 
Before I go, let me leave you something 
to consider.  A seat on the Board of 
trustees if you should change your mind.   

 
ATHERTON-HALL watches MONTROSE lead Ivan and Glynn out the 
drawing room door.  The idea begins to appeal to his sense of 
pride.   
 
CUT TO.  INT HALLWAY-DAY. 
 
GLYNN counts. 
 
 



            21. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  One, two, three. 
 
ATHERTON-HALL appears outside the drawing room. 
 
     ATHERTON-HALL. 
  Mr. Barrett.  A word. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  Like clockwork.   
 
IVAN is completely floored. 
 
     IVAN. 
  How did you?   

 
   GLYNN. 
Certainly, Lord Francis. 

 
GLYNN holds his ground.  This time he wants the Lord of the 
manor to come to him.  LORD ATHERTON approaches.  GLYNN, a 
confident smile. 
 
     ATHERTON-HALL. 
  I am struck by your enthusiasm.  You 
  are a confident man.  I like that. 
  I accept your offer. Ivan draw up the  

paperwork and set this into motion  
immediately. 

 
CUT TO-EXT-GOODWOOD HOUSE-DAY 
 
GLYNN beams with pride as he gets in the car. IVAN shakes his 
head at Glynn’s audacity.   
 
     IVAN. 
  How the bloody hell, did you manage 
  to pull that off? 
 
GLYNN starts the car and they head out the long stretch of 
drive. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  Simple.  I pushed back and offered 
  him something that appealed to his 
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     GLYNN. 

sense of granduer.   
 
CUT TO. INT-THE RED LION LITTLEFLEET-DAY 
 
IVAN and GLYNN dig into a plowman’s lunch.  IVAN has his mind on 
what just happened. 
 
     IVAN. 
  I sense something. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  What are your senses telling you 
  my good man? 
 
     IVAN. 
  You had no plan.  You never called 
  your boss.  You made this up on 
  the fly. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  Not all of it.  You said the Lord was 
  shrewd.  I knew he would make some 
  calls.  I called Danley this morning 
  and woke him up and told him.  Besides 
  Danley trusts me.  He has been worried 
  about his legacy.  He’s been picking 
  my brain about how to get the college 
  out of hot water.  Your plan gave me 
  the seed. 
 
     IVAN. 
  What about the curriculum? 
 
     GLYNN. 
  That?  Complete horseshit. 
 
     IVAN. 
  Then you’re not going through with that. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  The more I’ve been thinking about it, 
  The idea is sound.  Why not. 
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     IVAN. 
  Where are you possibly going to find 
  an archeologist? 
 
     GLYNN. 
  My good man, this is England.  It’s 
  teeming with history.  Universities 
  have whole curriculums on this stuff. 
  Right now, as we speak, I am sure there 
  is some sort of dig going on at  

Stonehenge or one of those  
Roman Villages. 

 
          FADE TO BLACK. 
 
     END OF ACT TWO. 
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     ACT THREE. 
 
FADE IN-INT-LIVINGSTON LIVING ROOM-HOPKINTON NEW HAMPSHIRE-
FEBRUARY-EVENING. 
 
BLAKE hands out gifts. 
 
     NED.  (VO) 
  When my Dad returned from England, he 
  summoned us into the living room for 
  the only family meeting we ever had. 
  It was odd, because we all got the 
  sense he was buttering us up for 
  something.  Gifts.   
 
NED rips open a package.  A RED DOUBLE DECKER LONDON BUS.  NED 
is puzzled by the meaning. 
 
     NED.  (VO) 
  A red double decker bus sat in my hands. 
  I hadn’t received toy vehicles since I 
  was ten.  I was lost by it. 
 
BLAKE beams at NED with a big toothy smile. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  What do you think? 
 
     NED.  
  Dad, not that I’m not appreciative, 
  but I’m 14. 
 
BLAKE is flummoxed. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  Put it on your shelf or something. 
 
He hands DARCY her gift.  DARCY, 16, slender and rebellious with 
ginger hair raises an eyebrow. 
 
     DARCY. 
  Let me guess, a toy horse. 
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     BLAKE. 
  No.  Something you love. 
 
DARCY rips open the large rectangular packages.  MONOPOLY, the 
English version.  DARCY is pleasantly surprised. 
 
     DARCY. 
  Oh wow!  This is cool. 
 
     NED.  (VO) 
  Ever since my mother had introduced 
  our family to board games, my sister 
  Darcy enjoyed every game my parents 
  ever gave her.  Her favorite was 
  a game that Glynn Barret’s family 
  had introduced us to.  It was 
  Risk, the game of world domination. 
   
Darcy gives BLAKE a warm hug. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  Now your Mother. 
 
EILEEN takes a large gift-wrapped box and opens it slowly.  She 
is like a kid opening this box.  She finally unwraps it.  
Inside, a FONDUE SET. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  Oh, Blake.  A fondue set.   
 
     NED.  (VO) 
  The fondue set became a brief fad  
  in the early seventies and my mother 
  couldn’t get enough of it.  It seemed 
  like the dinner parties in our house 
  increased ten-fold.  The day of a big 
  fondue dinner, my mother spent hours 
  creating the most delicious sauces for 
  the beef.  The one sauce that cleaned  

your insides out was the special  
horseradish sauce. 

   
EILEEN gives BLAKE a kiss on the lips and a hug. 
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     BLAKE. 
  Now that the gifts are out of the way, 
  I have a big announcement to make. 
  I know my sudden departure made things 
  a bit difficult for you.  I apologize. 
  It was business with the college.  Glynn 
  invited me over there for a purpose. 
  I think this will change our lives. 
  We’re moving to England! 
 
NED stares with his mouth open and his eyes filled with 
questions.  DARCY bursts out laughing.  
 
     BLAKE. 
  Glynn and the college have bought a 
  campus in England to offer studies 
  abroad.  We’re moving. 
 
     DARCY. 
  Seriously Dad, what were you doing 
  in England?  Having tea with the Queen? 
 
     BLAKE. 
  I am serious. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  England?  Oh, Glynn has really  
  come up with the most cockeyed 
  schemes, but this one takes the 
  cake.  I’m calling him right now 
  and giving him a good piece of my 
  mind.   
 
     BLAKE. 
  Honey, he wants me to head the  
  Theatre program there.  I’d be 
  teaching courses on British 
  theatre.  There would be field 
  trips to London and Dublin.   
  This would be the experience 
  of a lifetime. 
 
     DARCY. 
  Seriously Dad, what were you doing 
  in England? 
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     NED.  (VO) 
  My sister was in a state of denial. 
  I could tell what she was thinking. 
  “What about my friends.”  “What 
  about school?”  “What about horse 
  back riding?” 
 
     BLAKE. 
  Darcy, I am serious! 
 
The enormity hits DARCY hard and it builds into a short burst of 
angry. 
 
     DARCY. 
  No way, am I travelling to some  

foreign country for the rest of my  
teenage years!  I had plans you 
know.  I was going to go to 
Cornell to become a Vet and now 
you’ve just ruined it all. 

 
DARCY tears out of the living room in tears.   
 
     BLAKE. 
  All right Ned, what are your feelings 
  on the subject? 
 
     NED.  (VO) 
  The question had been asked and I 
  really didn’t know how I felt about 
  it, so I asked a question that I 
  felt needed to be asked. 
 
     NED. 
  What about summers? 
 
     BLAKE. 
  The campus would be closed.  We’d 
  come back here. 
 
     NED. 
  That means you would continue to 
  act at the Dudley theatre? 
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     BLAKE. 
  We certainly would. 
 
     NED. 
  Then I wouldn’t have to worry about 
  never seeing Chuck and Marty again? 
 
     BLAKE. 
  No. 
 
     NED. 
  Let me think on it and I’ll get back 
  to you. 
 
CUT TO.  INT-LIVINGSTON HOME-BLAKE AND EILEEN’S BEDROOM-EVENING. 
 
BLAKE and EILEEN lie next to each other staring at the ceiling.  
EILEEN’S takes a drag off a cigarette and snubs it out. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  This is typical of Glynn. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  You shouldn’t be angry at Glynn.   
  It’s no secret the college is 
  losing money and enrollment. 
  This is the type of thing that 
  Glynn is hired to do. 
 
EILEEN thinks about it. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  I suppose if I were in my college 
  years again and this sort of  
  opportunity was opened up to me, 
  I would jump at it. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  I know I would. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  Would you be doing more than just 
  teaching? 
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     BLAKE. 
  For the moment we have agreed that I 
  will act as his Academic Assistant. 
  It’s nothing more than putting out 
  fires when they erupt.   
 
     EILEEN. 
  There is one problem.  I have speech 
  therapy patients.  I can’t simply 
  leave them in the lurch.  I like 
  what I do.  I get a joy out of 
  helping these kids with their 
  speech disabilities and I’ve 
  become close to some of the parents. 
   
     BLAKE. 
  I can fully understand your  
  hesitancy.  You’re good at what 
  you do.  Look at what you’ve done 
  with Ned’s speech after his cleft 
  pallet and hair lip.  Listen 
  I am not going to make the family 
  leave if they don’t want to. 
  I’ll call Glynn and tell him I’m 
  out tomorrow. 
 
BLAKE torn, part of him wants this opportunity, part of him to 
stay for the sake of the family. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  Do you really want this? 
 
     BLAKE. 
  I don’t know. 
 
EILEEN can see it in BLAKE’S EYES. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  How many years would we be there? 
 
     BLAKE. 
  I promised Glynn five. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  Five?  Wow. 
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EILEEN contemplates it. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  I’d need a job. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  How about Bookstore Manager? 
  Glynn’s idea not mine. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  I did that before, to pay for my 

Emerson tuition. 
 

     BLAKE. 
  That was where I first asked you out. 
 
EILEEN laughs out loud. 
 
FLASHBACK TO EXT.  EMERSON SORORITY HOUSE-EVENING. 
 
BLAKE, young and in his twenties walks arm in arm with BUNNY 
FINKLE, a beautiful, blonde with short cropped hair.  BLAKE 
stares at her, not listening to a word she is saying.  He’s 
bored as she talks his ear off.    
 
     BUNNY. 
  The other day I called my mother and I 
  asked her when I can have a car.   

Daddy is supposed to buy me one.  He 
buys all his children cars.  I’m  
thinking of something sporty.  I 
like speed and fins. It has to be  
pink.  I love pink.  Did I ever tell 
you that my father collects antique 
cars. You should see how many cars… 

 
BLAKE prays for a distraction. Then it happens.  ELVIS PRESLEY’S 
“YOU AIN’T NOTHING BUT A HOUNDDOG explodes through the street. A 
large group of sorority girls burst out onto the balcony with a 
series of guys.  The party becomes raucous, rowdy and having a 
good time.  BLAKE’S eyes spy EILEEN dancing away with FRED, a 
frat boy.  
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     FRED. 
  You sure know how to dance Eileen. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  Thank you Fred.  I was selected for American  
  Bandstand once.   
 
     FRED. 
  You mean with Dick Clark? 
 
     EILEEN. 
  Yeah, he’s very nice. 
 
FRED leans forward and attempts a kiss.  EILEEN pushes FRED back 
and spills her drink on top of BUNNY.  BUNNY is startled.  She 
looks up.  EILEEN and BLAKE’S EYES MEET.  BLAKE stares at a 
woman, who looks like BETTY DAVIS.  BUNNY glares at her. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  Sorry. 
 
     BUNNY. 
  I’m sure you are.  Isn’t she cute? 
 
BLAKE, he can’t stop staring at her because EILEEN IS CUTE with 
her short cropped dark hair.  EILEEN waves. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  Hi. 
 
BUNNY catches BLAKE smiling at EILEEN.  She snatches his hand 
and brings him inside as if he’s property. 
 
CUT TO.  EXT. BOSTON STREET-DAY 
 
BLAKE ambles down the street and enters a BOOKSTORE.  He walks 
the aisles in search of something specific in the THEATRE 
SECTION.  A BOOK on UDA HAGEN. BLAKE approaches the register and 
lets his eyes wander around the store. 
 
     EILEEN.  (VO) 
  Uda Hagen.  She’s method. 
 
BLAKE looks up.  EILEEN checks the price and offers a friendly 
smile to BLAKE.  BLAKE BEAMS. 
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     BLAKE. 
  Hello. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  Hi.  How’s your girlfriend? 
 
     BLAKE. 
  Bunny and I are not dating anymore. 
  She talked too much. 
 
EILEEN bursts out laughing and then realizes it’s not funny and 
cups her mouth. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  I’m so sorry. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  Were you really on Bandstand? 
 
     EILEEN. 
  Scouts honor. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  I’d like to hear more about that. 
  What time do you get off? 
 
     EILEEN. 
  In an hour. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  There’s a diner a block away.  Let’s 
  get a cup of coffee. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  That sounds fine. 
 
BLAKE walks out of the store all smiles.  EILEEN watches him 
leave through the door.  She wonders if she’s met MR. Right. 
 
FLASHFORWARD.  INT. BEDROOM-SAME EVENING 
 
EILEEN ROLLS INTO BLAKE’S ARMS. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  Bookstore Manager sounds fine. 
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          FADE TO BLACK. 
      
     END OF ACT THREE. 
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     ACT FOUR. 
 
FADE IN.  EXT-HOPKINTON HOME-LATE JUNE-DAY 
 
A hot early summers day.  In front of a pristine white 
VOLKSWAGEN BUG are piles of bags and boxes and suitcases.  BLAKE 
struggles to put each item in.  NED comes out of the house and 
drops more boxes off and adds to the pile.  BLAKE stops, and 
examines the driveway.  It’s going to be a task to get it into 
such a small car.   
 
     NED.  (VO) 
  Over the next few months Glynn and  

Dad had managed to convince the 
board of trustees to fund the 
project. By graduation there had  
been a snag.  Ivan had hired a 
shady contractor with shady practices 
and the restoration of the building 
was shut down.  It wasn’t an easy 
summer before we moved.  My Dad 
was tense.   
 

NED drops off another box and begins loading. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  Ned!  Stop! 
 
     NED. 
  I’m just loading the car. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  Yes, but your bringing out too much 
  before I can figure out where to 
  put it all.   
 
INT. CAR-SAME DAY. 
 
THE LIVINGSTON CAR JAMMED to the gills.  DARCY and NED squished 
against windows between boxes and POPCORN, a black and white 
spotted dog, that looks part cocker spaniel and part beagle.  
NED pets POPCORN’S HEAD.   
            
     NED.  (VO) 
  Our trips from Hopkinton to the  
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     NED.  (Continued.)  (VO)   

Sahale Valley were never easy. 
  We packed everything but the 
  kitchen sink into a small cramped 
  Volkswagen Bug. This would include 
  two animals and one had a ritual 
  every trip.  Hubert, our Maine  
  Coon cat.  
 
POPCORN pants happily.  NED feels something sharp like needles 
digging into his shoulder.  Ned let’s out a squeal.  BLAKE looks 
back and becomes angry. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  Ned! 
 
     NED. 
  It’s not my fault.  It’s Hubert. 
 
HUBERT, a grumpy MAINE COON CAT, with a STUB for a tail works 
his way down into NED’S lap. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  What’s he doing? 
 
     NED. 
  He’s come out from the well of the 
  car. 
 
BLAKE, rolls his eyes.  He knows the routine and it is never 
good. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  Ned keep him away from the front  
  of the car. 
 
     NED. 
  I’ll do my best Dad, but you know 
  how he hates car rides. 
 
NED reaches for HUBERT.  Hubert attacks with teeth and claws.  
NED squeals again and HUBERT is on his way up front.  EILEEN 
pushes HUBERT back. 
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     EILEEN. 
  No Hubert.  No. 
 
HUBERT pushes hard against EILEEN’S hand.  EILEEN sees there is 
no use, she pulls him up front into her lap.  She strokes him. 
 
     NED.  (VO.) 
  Hubert had right to be angry.  He  

caught his beautiful fluffy tail up  
in a tree when he was young.  Gang  
green settled in and the vet could  
not save his tail.   
 

EILEEN’s strokes become firmer, harder and longer.  HUBERT’S 
EYES stare out the windshield like a terrified child.  EILEEN 
STROKES CLOSER AND CLOSER TO HUBERT’S TAIL.   Without realizing 
EILEEN STROKES HUBERT’S TAIL.  The irritation is too much. CLAWS 
AND TEETH ATTACK AND DRAW BLOOD. HUBERT leaps into BLAKE’S LAP 
DIGGING HIS CLAWS INTO BLAKE’S THIGHS.  BLAKE lets out a wicked 
howl.  He loses control of the car and he swerves towards a 
GUARD RAIL, then BLAKE swerves back.  The car behind blares  
it’s horn.  HUBERT, EYES WIDE OPEN STARING THROUGH THE 
WINDSHIELD.  BLAKE gains control of the car and slows down and 
pulls off.  BLAKE looks straight ahead and takes a deep breath. 
 
     NED.  (VO) 
  As if almost losing our lives wasn’t 
  bad enough, Hubert completed the  
  humiliation. 
 
HUBERT’s stomach rolls AND PUSHES.  A series of GAGS FOLLOWED BY 
A FIT OF COUGHING.  Then…LARGE CHUNKS OF HUBERT’S DINNER, ERUPT 
LIKE A VOLCANO OVER BLAKE’S PANTS. BLAKE looks down at the puke.   
BLAKE picks HUBERT up and hands him over to EILEEN.  HUBERT 
STRUGGLES FREE and leaps down and under the seat.    
 
CUT TO EXT-FEARNLEY ROAD-DAY 
 
THE VOLKSWAGEN rolls slowly up the dirt road and turns into a 
small driveway over tufts of grass and sand.  THEY STARE AT THE 
DILAPIDATED HOUSE.  BLAKE, lets out a heavy sigh, the exhaustion 
is written over his face.   NED, and DARCY jump out of the car 
with POPCORN.  HUBERT’S head appears from under the seat in the 
back of the car.  He pops his head out the door, to make sure 
the coast is clear and then he steps out gingerly and examines  
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his surroundings.  EILEEN takes BLAKE’S hand.  BLAKE OPENS HIS 
EYES.  She rubs his hand. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  What did Glynn say exactly? 
 
     BLAKE. 
  That the construction crew we did not  

have the proper paperwork.    
 
     EILEEN. 
  What does that mean? 
 
     BLAKE. 
  The renovation has stopped.  We have  

two months to have some sort of campus  
ready.  Glynn has asked us to come  
early to help. 

 
     EILEEN. 
  Aren’t you in Three Men On a Horse?  
 
     BLAKE. 
  I can’t be now.  I’ll have to talk to 
  Clifford tonight. 
 
BLAKE turns his attention down FEARNLEY ROAD.  NED ambles 
towards the post office.  BLAKE doesn’t need this right now. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  Ned!   
 
     NED. 
  Yeah! 
 
     BLAKE. 
  Where are you going? 
 
     NED. 
  Chuck’s. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  That can wait.  We have a whole car to 
  unpack. 
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CUT TO. EXT-THE LIVINGSTON FRONT YARD- EARLY EVENING 
 
MARTY CAMPBELL in front of the house on FEARNLEY ROAD.  She 
stares at the house.  As night approaches, the SHINGLED HOUSE 
WITH RED SHUTTERS looks a bit spooky. MARTY hears voices from 
the back of the house.  She walks down a little and spies EILEEN 
and DARCY arguing on the PORCH.   
 
     DARCY.  (VO) 
  I don’t see why I have to go! 
 
     EILEEN.  (VO) 
  We’ve been over this Darcy.  
 
     DARCY. 
  Mom, I have two years left of school. 
  Why do I have to pick up and leave 
  in the middle of them? I want to graduate  

with my friends. 
 
     EILEEN.  
  This is for your father’s job? 
 
     DARCY. 
  Couldn’t he just tell them no. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  No.  Now you’re going. 
 
     DARCY. 
  Fine! 
 
DARCY storms out the porch door. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  Darcy?  
 
DARCY stomps all the way to FEARNLEY road.  EILEEN comes off the 
porch steps and takes one last drag of her cigarette and then 
crushes it into the ground. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  Darcy?  Where are you going? 
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     DARCY. 
  I’m going to the Cousins Mom! 
 
     EILEEN. 
  No you’re not.  The dishes need to be done. 
 
     DARCY. 
  Ned is here.  Use him to do your servants 
  work. 
 
DARCY turns around and bumps right into MARTY. 
 
     DARCY. 
  Oh my god!  Out of my way Marty. 
 
DARCY shoves MARTY aside and marches up the road a few steps.  
MARTY remains frozen, not sure whether to go into the house. 
 
     DARCY. 
  What are you waiting for Marty? 
 
     MARTY. 
  Nothing. 
 
DARCY senses something.  She approaches Marty. 
 
     DARCY. 
  You’ve never been in our house have you? 
 
MARTY fidgets nervously. 
 
     MARTY. 
  Sure.  I’ve been in your house lots 
  of times. 
 
     DARCY. 
  No you haven’t.  You think it’s haunted 
  don’t you? 
 
     MARTY. 
  No, No.  I don’t. 
 
     DARCY. 
  Well it is and she’s evil!!! 
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MARTY screams and runs as fast as she can down FEARNLEY ROAD. 
DARCY bursts into fits of laughter.   
 
     DARCY. 
  That’s for putting gum my hair last 
  summer you brat! 
 
CUT TO.  EXT-CHAPLAIN HOME-MINUTES LATER-EVENING. 
 
We hear voices on a small porch.  A family dinner with laughter. 
 
CUT TO. INT-CHAPLAIN PORCH-EVENING. 
 
THE PORCH IS SMALL AND ALSO DOUBLES AS A BEDROOM WITH A LARGE 
QUEEN SIZE BED.  AUDREY CHAPLAIN, a middle-aged woman, with salt 
and pepper hair and muscular build sits at the table telling a 
story to her children.  CHUCK is on the small size, but with a 
little muscle.  He’s turning into a good-looking boy and has 
long scraggily brown hair in the front.  EMMA is 16, tall, with 
long blonde hair often braided.  She has deep blue eyes and a 
sunny smile. 
 
     AUDREY. 
  I am riding out towards the woodlot  
  to clear it out and I hear this rustling  

coming from the trees, followed by a  
loud flapping sound.  I looked up and  
there he was, this big beautiful hawk  
came out of nowhere.  He was majestic  
Chuck. 

 
     CHUCK. 
  Did you get a picture of him mom? 
 
     AUDREY. 
  No. 
 
     EMMA. 
  Mom, we should get pictures of the 
  wild animals we see.  We could make 
  a collage. 
 
     CHUCK. 
  That’s a pretty good idea Em. 
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An urgent rattle on the metal door.  CHUCK looks over at the 
door and through the window.  MARTY, her face is white.   
AUDREY turns around. 
 
     AUDREY. 
  Marty?  What a pleasant surprise. 
  Come on in. 
 
AUDREY opens the door. 
 
     MARTY. 
  I can’t stay long Mrs. Chaplain. 
  I just wanted to see Chuck for 
  a moment. 
 
     AUDREY. 
  There he is. 
 
MARTY fidgets in the doorway.  Her eyes move from AUDREY to 
CHUCK.  Chuck senses she wants to talk alone. 
 
     CHUCK. 
  Hey Marty, I got a new tape we can 
  listen to in my room. 
 
     MARTY. 
  Sure, it sounds good. 
 
CHUCK leads MARTY through a larger room that doubles as a 
kitchen.  They move into a small hallway.  One door to the left 
and another in front. 
 
     AUDREY. 
  Chuck? 
 
CHUCK appears in the LIVING ROOM.  Something’s coming, but Chuck 
isn’t sure what. 
 
     CHUCK. 
  Momski? 
 
     AUDREY. 
  Remember to leave the door open. 
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     CHUCK. 
  Oh mom! 
 
     AUDREY. 
  Now wait a minute Chuck. 
 
     CHUCK. 
  Mom, this is ridiculous! 
 
CHUCK rolls his eyes and stands still.  AUDREY approaches 
Chuck.  She speaks in hushed tones. 
 
     AUDREY. 
  Chuck, what have we said about  
  having Marty in your room with 
  the door closed. 
 
     CHUCK. 
  You have to be kidding me. 
 
     AUDREY. 
  No, I am not. 
 
     CHUCK. 
  She’s a friend Mom! 
 
     AUDREY. 
  The operative word is she. 
 
     CHUCK. 
  All right, I’ll leave the door open 
  so you can spy on us. 
 
CHUCK stomps towards his room. 
 
     AUDREY. 
  Now wait a minute Chuck! 
 
     CHUCK. 
  Mom, I get it. 
 
CHUCK rolls his eyes in MARTY’S direction and shakes his head.  
MARTY has seen this before and all she can do is smile and let 
out a soft chuckle.  They enter her room.  MARTY paces.  CHUCK 
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pops in a tape to his small stereo.  We hear a high-pitched 
winding sound.  a guitar, followed by the sound of a sports car.  
JIM MORRISON AND THE DOORS fill the room with a rhythm blues 
rock and roll sound that captivates the soul. THE SONG, LA 
WOMAN.  
 
     CHUCK. 
  Good to see you Marty.  How was your winter? 
 
CHUCK plays air piano along with RAY MANZAREK’S KEYBOARD. 
 
     MARTY. 
  Forget my winter.  It sucked.  Chuck, Darcy 
  Livingston hates me. 
 
     CHUCK. 
  How do you know? 
 
     MARTY. 
  She just spooked me when I was by Ned’s  
  house. 
 
     CHUCK. 
  Marty, you did put a stick of chewing 
  gum in her hair last summer. 
 
     MARTY. 
  I was goofing around. 
 
     CHUCK. 
  Look, I wouldn’t worry about it.   
 
CHUCK stops playing his air piano.  He is puzzled by something. 
 
     CHUCK. 
  Why are you worried about it? 
 
     MARTY. 
  Look, you can’t tell anyone.  I mean 
  anyone.  If you say anything than that’s 
  it.  Our friendship is finito.  
 
CHUCK raises an eyebrow like JOHN BELUSHI IN ANIMAL HOUSE.  
She’s got his attention. 
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     MARTY. 
  You how I was a pissant for years to 
  Ned? 
 
     CHUCK. 
  Kind of? 
 
     MARTY. 
  You know when you would come to my house 
  and I always ask you what you and Ned 
  did together on any particular day? 
   
      CHUCK. 
  Marty out with it! 
 
     MARTY. 
  I like him. 
 
     CHUCK. 
  Oh, well I like Ned to.  He’s my brother 
  from another Mother. 
 
     MARTY. 
  No, Chuck, I like him. 
 
     CHUCK. 
  Okay you like him. 
 
MARTY loses her temper.  CHUCK just doesn’t get it. 
 
     MARTY. 
  No!  I LIKE NED!   
 
CHUCK gets it now.  AUDREY POPS her head in.  AUDREY looks from 
CHUCK to MARTY.  MARTY turns red.  If she could, MARTY would 
crawl in a hole and die right now.     
 
     CHUCK. 
  Moms? 
 
AUDREY hands CHUCK a BLUE BASEBALL UNIFORM AND A BLUE BASEBALL 
CAP WITH LARGE D on it. 
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     AUDREY. 
  Logan dropped this off for you today? 
 
CHUCK takes the uniform from her. 
 
     CHUCK. 
  Oh cool.   
 
AUDREY is about to close the door and she pops her head back in. 
 
     AUDREY. 
  Oh, Marty, I like Ned too.  He’s a good 
  boy.  I think everyone in Sahale Valley 
  likes him. 
 
AUDREY CLOSES THE DOOR.  CHUCK opens the door. 
 
     CHUCK. 
  Mom’s.  Why is my door closed? 
 
     AUDREY. 
  I am not sure why, but suddenly I trust 
  you. 
 
CHUCK CLOSES THE DOOR.  MARTY falls on CHUCK’S bed and pounds it 
with her fist. 
 
     MARTY. 
  Kill me now please. 
 
     CHUCK. 
  Marty, mom’s not going to say anything. 
 
     MARTY. 
  This is Audrey Chaplain we’re talking 
  about here. Gossip is her middle name. 
   
     CHUCK. 
  Trust me she will forget about it by 
  Next week. 
 
CUT TO:  EXT-CHAPLAIN HOUSE FRONT DOOR-EVENING. 
 
NED knocks on the door. 
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AUDREY opens the door for NED. 
 
     AUDREY. 
  Ned!   
 
NED hugs AUDREY like he would a second mother. 
 
CUT TO.  INT-CHUCK’S ROOM-EVENING. 
 
CHUCK tosses a Baseball in the air.  MARTY is antsy.  Her eyes 
dart from CHUCK to NED and back several times. She wants to ask 
NED something, but she can’t get it out. 
 
     CHUCK. 
  England.  Wow.  Now that’s sweet. 
 
     NED. 
  I think you’d get a different response 
  out of my sister.  Marty are you okay. 
 
     MARTY 
  Ned, why does your sister hate me? 
 
     NED. 
  I don’t think she hates you.  I don’t 
  think she trusts you because of the 
  gum incident. 
 
     MARTY. 
  Why won’t she let that alone.  I told 
  her I was sorry. 
 
     NED. 
  I don’t know.  Darcy can be weird like 
  that.  What’s with the uniform? 
 
     CHUCK. 
  Playing Babe Ruth for the Dudley Tigers 
  this year.  They’ve already played a  
  few games, so I’m joining in kind of late. 
 
     NED. 
  Really?  Are there anymore spots on the 
  team? 
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     CHUCK. 
  Call Logan Brent. 
 
     NED. 
  Marty you should play. 
 
     MARTY. 
  Why? 
 
     NED. 
  You’ve played Little League and if  
  I’m gonna pitch, I need a catcher. 
  You taught me everything. 
   
     MARTY. 
  I haven’t played ball for two years. 
  I’m going to be rusty. 
 
     NED. 
  Oh, come on Marty.  It’ll be really 
  cool to hang out together all summer. 
 
MARTY exchanges a look with CHUCK.  CHUCK pops his eyes wide 
open and grins from ear to ear. MARTY understands the message. 
 
     MARTY. 
  All right, why not.  It’ll be fun to  
  play ball. 
 
          FADE TO BLACK 
 
     END OF ACT FOUR. 
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FADE IN.  EXT.  HATTON FIELD-DUDLEY-EARLY MORNING 
 
AUDREY pulls a dark brown station wagon into the HATTON SCHOOL 
PARKING LOT.  CHUCK gets out dressed in his uniform.  He’s full 
of nerves.  NED and MARTY follow him without uniforms and watch 
infield practice.  TUG BREWSTER a lanky red headed kid of 14, 
ambles over to first base, where gangly ALMON HOOPER stands.   
 
     TUG. 
  What’s with the girl? 
 
     ALMON. 
  Maybe she can pitch like that girl  
  in the Bad News Bears. 
 
     TUG. 
  Tatum O’Neil.  I hope not.  She shouldn’t 
  be allowed to play.  We’re going to be 
  the laughingstock of the league. 
 
     ALMON. 
  Tug, didn’t you go 0 for when we  

played Bartlett Saturday.   
 
   TUG. 
So? 
 
   ALMON. 
Did you ever catch up to Rhonda Peabody’s  
fastball?     

 
TUG doesn’t have an answer.  Almon stares at him blankly. 
 
     ALMON. 
  I thought so. 
 
     BUCKY.   (VO) 
  Almon.  Look lively! 
 
BUCKY HOOPER.  He’s taller than his brother if that’s possible.  
BUCKY holds a BASEBALL in one hand and a fun-go bat in the 
other.   
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     ALMON. 
  Bucky.  Bite me. 
 
     BUCKY. 
  Almon can we be serious here.  We have a 
  game Tuesday. All right now.  Let’s look  

lively out there.  Let’s turn two CJ.   
Let’s turn two. 

 
BUCKY whacks the ball to SHORTSTOP, CJ LOCKWOOD, a big burly kid 
with some baby fat on him.  CJ scoops the ball up like Brooks 
Robinson and flips it to the GARVEY PYLE who throws to ALMON for 
a textbook 6-4-3 double play. 
 
     BUCKY. 
  All right.  All right.  That’s the way  

to turn two.   
 
LOGAN BRENT, approaches CHUCK.  He’s in his late 30’s with a 
moustache and wavy brown hair.  He greets CHUCK with enthusiasm. 
 
     LOGAN. 
  Chuck Chaplain? 
 
CHUCK looks down at the ground.  AUDREY gives him a nudge. 
 
     CHUCK. 
  Yeah. 
 
     LOGAN. 
  I’m Logan Brent, the coach.  From what 
  your mom tells me you were quite a star 
  on the Rotary Baseball team in Laconia. 
  Second Base? 
 
     CHUCK. 
  Yeah. 
 
     LOGAN. 
  I’ve got a second basemen at the moment. 

I may need you to fill in and play some 
outfield, but I promise you that you 
everyone plays in every game.   

 
LOGAN looks over at NED and MARTY. 
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     LOGAN. 
  Ned and Marty, right? 
 
     MARTY. 
  I’m his catcher in case you’re asking. 
 
     LOGAN. 
  Where do you play when you’re not  
  catching. 
 
     MARTY. 
  Catcher. 
 
LOGAN is thrown off by MARTY’S CANDER. 
 
     LOGAN. 
  Okay, I’ll try you out at Catcher 
  and Shortstop. 
 
     MARTY. 
  I don’t play Shortstop, I’m a catcher. 
 
     LOGAN. 
  Okay.  We’ll table that right now. 

Let me get you some uniforms and then 
  I’ll introduce you to the team. 
 
LOGAN runs off to his DATSUN HONEYBEE.  MARTY watches BUCKY 
throw the ball in the air and whack a high fly ball to the Right 
field. 
 
     BUCKY. 
  Remember Tug, Cut two!  Cut two! 
 
TUG, tracks back as the wind carries the ball.  He catches it 
cleanly.  He puts a Fred LYNN effort into his throw.  The ball 
flies over CJ’S HEAD.  CJ tosses his glove on the ground. 
 
     CJ.   
  Jesus Christ Tug, stop showing off 
  your arm!! 
 
NYLES HANAFIN sprints from second and steps on third and chugs 
towards home.  The ball soars to the CATCHER BUTCH CONNORS 
positioned off the plate.  The ball hits BUTCH’S GLOVE.  NYLES  
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HANAFIN slides headfirst missing BUTCH’S late tag and touching 
the plate.   
 
     LOGAN  (VO) 
  Butch you have to block the plate on  
  those balls.  
 
LOGAN stands in front of home plate.  
 
     LOGAN. 
  You need to be here.  Not over there. 
 
     BUTCH. 
  It’s practice coach, I didn’t want 
  anyone to get hurt. 
  
MARTY marches over to home plate.  NED and CHUCK exchange a 
look.  This can’t be good. MARTY addresses BUTCH and puts her 
hand out. 
 
     MARTY. 
  Let me see your mask. 
 
BUTCH pulls the mask close to him.  MARTY tugs the mask away 
from him and puts it over her head and down her face. 
 
     MARTY. 
  Stand back kid.  Let me show you 
  how Carlton Fisk does it. 
 
MARTY addresses LOGAN.  
 
     MARTY. 
  Coach put your runner back on Second. 
 
LOGAN stymied by the bravado.  PLAYERS, STUNNED AT WHAT THEY ARE 
WATCHING IN THE FIELD.   
 
     MARTY. 
  You!   
 
MARTY points in BUCKY’S direction. 
 
     MARTY. 
  What’s your name? 
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     BUCKY. 
  Bucky Hooper. 
 
ALMON HOOPER and TUG watch from first base.   
 
     TUG. 
  Are you watching this? 
 
     ALMON. 
  Ayuh.  
 
     TUG. 
  I’m telling you Almon, get a girl 
  on a Baseball team and she’ll take 
  over.   
 
     MARTY. 
  Hoops hit another long fly ball to right. 
  
BUCKY has never been called Hoops before, he’s not sure he likes 
it.  MARTY CUPS HER HANDS. 
 
     MARTY. 
  Hey Dwight Evans, this time hit your 
  cutoff man!   
 
TUG can’t believe the gall of this girl.   
 
     TUG. 
  Are you talking to me? 
 
     MARTY. 
  Yeah I am. 
 
TUG marches from right field towards home plate.  CJ makes a 
wall between himself and Marty.    
 
     CJ. 
  What are you going to do Tug, hit  

another girl.  Remember what I did 
to you the last time you did that? 
 
   TUG. 
Shove it CJ. 
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TUG, pushes CJ’S thick chest.  CJ reacts by a snatch of TUG’S 
UNIFORM COLLAR. 
 

   CJ. 
Just hit the cutoff man.  That would be 

  me. 
 
TUG grumbles, trotting back to right field.  BUCKY hits another 
deep drive to right.  Tug catches the ball and fires a perfect 
strike to CJ. CJ.  turns and fires.  MARTY in front of the 
plate.  NYLES comes chugging at her full barrel.  MARTY catches 
the ball.  A HARD CRASH OF BODIES.  MARTY takes the full brunt  
of the hit and hangs onto the ball with her glove digging into 
NYLES ribs.  BUCKY looks down. 
 
     BUCKY. 
  By Jesus Nyles, you’re out bud. 
 
NYLES gets up and dusts himself off and pulls MARTY up to her 
feet. 
 
     NYLES. 
  What’s your name? 
 
     MARTY. 
  Marty Campbell. 
 
     BUCKY. 
  Welcome to the team Marty. 
 
LOGAN shakes her hand. 
 
     LOGAN. 
  Yeah, welcome to the team. Marty, you  

start at Catcher.   
 
BUTCH CONNORS jaw drops. 
 
     BUTCH. 
  But Coach? 
 
     LOGAN. 
  Butch don’t worry.  I you can fill in 

during the late innings. 
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          FADE TO BLACK. 
 
     END OF ACT FOUR. 
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     ACT FIVE. 
 
FADE IN.  EXT-FEARNLEY ROAD-LIVINGSTON-DAY 
 
PEARL COUSINS ambles down the road with her two dogs.  OSCAR, a 
large BLACK NEWFOUNDLAND, and CEASAR, a COLLIE.  PEARL is middle 
aged, always cheery with a round face and a ponytail. 
 
 
     NED. (VO) 
  The day after we all made the team,   
  Pearl Cousins came to visit my mother. 
  Little did my mom know that Darcy had 
  worked out a plan to escape our move 
  to England.  Like the Chaplains the 
  were a second set of parents to me, the  
  Cousins were a second set of parents 
  to Darcy.  The Cousins were good hard 
  working people who ran the farm up 
  the road.  It was a farm with cows, 
  pigs, geese, chickens and horses.  
  The horses were the real problem 
  between my mom and Darcy. 
 
PEARL watches EILEEN tend to a beautiful garden full of 
FOXGLOVE, DAFFODILS, CHRYSANTHEMUMS, MARIGOLDS and DAT LILLIES.  
EILEEN mumbles to herself.  PEARL STEPS ON THE LAWN and observes 
EILEEN’S MUMBLING.    
 
     EILEEN. 
  I’ve told you before, the car was in 
  the drive that night.  I thought that 
  was odd because Mr. Flint was not to 
  be found. 
 
     PEARL. 
  Eileen? 
 
EILEEN stops, turns around and realizes PEARL has caught her. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  Hello Pearl.  I was reciting my lines. 
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PEARL lets out a soft giggle. 
 
     PEARL. 
  You had me going.  I love your garden. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  Thank you.  It’s a work in progress. 
  It’s always a work in progress.  With 
  The long season at the Dudley Theatre 
  I try to get out here when I can. 
  Beautiful day. 
 
     PEARL. 
  Yes, it’s not humid, at least yet. 
  I heard your moving to England in 
  the fall. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  Yes, we’re very excited about it. 
  It will be a fascinating adventure. 
  Did Darcy tell you? 
 
     PEARL. 
  Yes.  She was…well… 
 
EILEEN knows what she is about to say. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  Angry about it.  I know.  I am not 
  worried, she’ll come around.  
 
     PEARL. 
  Listen Eileen I don’t mean to pry, 
  aren’t you taking a risk with  
  Darcy’s education.  She has two more 
  year’s left and… 
 
PEARL is treading on thin ice with EILEEN. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  No, I don’t believe we’re taking 
  a risk at all.  This will be a 
  wonderful experience for her. 
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     PEARL. 
  It’s just that she asked if she  
  could stay with us for the next 
  two winters.  She felt that she 
  could go to school in Conway with 
  Eliza. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  Did she? 
 
     PEARL. 
  Yes, and we have more than enough room. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  Do you? 
 
     PEARL. 
  Plenty. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  Really.  Fascinating. 
 
     PEARL. 
  The offer is there if you choose to 
  Pursue it. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  I’m sure it is Pearl, but Darcy will  

spend her winters in England until  
she graduates.  Now if you mind I have  
some lines to run. 
 

     PEARL. 
  I am so sorry Eileen, I was trying 
  to be charitable.  Come along Oscar 
  and Cesar. 
 
PEARL moves down the road with the two dogs.  EILEEN grits 
through her teeth.  She tugs on a giant weed and flings it back 
into NED’S face.  He blows off some grass in his swimming 
trunks. 
 
     NED. 
  Mom?  Watch what you’re doing? 
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EILEEN stares at NED and realizes she has let her temper get the 
better of her. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  Sorry honey.  I didn’t see you there. 
  Where did you go swimming? 
 
     NED. 
  Darcy and I went to the potholes with 
  Chuck and Emma. 
 
EILEEN, no response. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  Where is Darcy? 
 
     NED. 
  I think she’s at the Chaplain’s. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  Ned would you be a dear and go 
  fetch her.  I want to have a word 
  with her. 
 
     NED. 
  She’s not in trouble is she Mom? 
 
     EILEEN. 
  Never you mind.  Just fetch her. 
 
NED walks down FEARNLEY road.   
 
     NED.  (VO) 
  As I walked down Fearnley Road, I  

felt a sense of  impending doom.   
When Darcy returned home, World  
War 3 hit, with my poor Dad trying 
to play Switzerland.    

 
CUT TO. INT. LIVINGSTON LIVING ROOM-A HALF HOUR LATER-DAY. 
 
DARCY pouts in a chair. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  You’ve done a lot of scheming things 
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     EILEEN.  (Continued.)  
  before Darcy, but to use the Cousins 
  this way takes the cake. 
 
     DARCY. 
  I didn’t scheme.  I merely mentioned 
  I did not want to go to your precious 
  England. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  So, you’re telling me that you didn’t 
  put Pearl up to this? 
 
     DARCY. 
  No, I didn’t. 
 
BLAKE leans against the fireplace. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  All right now let’s all calm down. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  Calm down!  Blake perhaps you don’t 
  understand what our daughter has done. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  I do understand and it seems harmless 
  to me.  It was just a passing  

conversation. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  It’s those damn horses. 
 
     DARCY. 
  This has nothing to do with the horses. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  It always has to do with the horses. 
  Your obsessed.  One of these days 
  your grades are going to take a dive 
  because of this obsession. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  All right.  I’ve had it.  Can you 
  both stop!  This is getting out of 



            60. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  hand.  I want you two to talk this 
  out. 
 
     DARCY. 
  I have a question? 
 
     BLAKE. 
  Good.  This is a start. 
 
     DARCY. 
  Why England?  Why now? 
 
     BLAKE. 
  I don’t know.  It seemed like the 
  perfect opportunity for my teaching 
  career. 
 
     DARCY. 
  Dad do you really need to teach in 
  England to further your teaching 
  career? 
 
NED walks in the room. 
 
     NED. 
  What’s going on? 
 
     EILEEN. 
  Ned, we’re having a talk with your 
  Sister, why don’t you go down to 
  Chuck’s? 
 
     BLAKE. 
  No, Eileen, he should be part of this. 
 
     NED. 
  What are we talking about? 
 
     BLAKE. 
  England.  How do you feel about moving? 
 
     NED. 
  I’m warming to it.  I think it’s 
  Cool. 
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     DARCY. 
  Oh god, Ned, you’re like a Stepford  

son.   
  
     NED. 
  I can think for yourself thank you. 
 
     DARCY. 
  Yeah right. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  Listen, I suggest a compromise.  Darcy, 
  if you try England for one year and 
  don’t like it, then you can stay with 
  the Cousins. 
 
DARCY, the scowl starts to soften. 
 
     DARCY. 
  What if you sacrifice England? 
 
     EILEEN. 
  What does that mean? 
 
     NED. 
  I think she means, if after a year, 
  Darcy and I don’t like England, we 
  come back to the states and return 
  to our normal life here. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  Eileen? 
 
     EILEEN. 
  That does seem fair.  I’m not even 
  sure if I’ll like it there. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  Neither am I, but I think we need 
  to give this a try.  Are we agreed? 
 
     EILEEN/DARCY/NED. 
  Agreed. 
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    NED.  (VO) 
  Eileen and Darcy agreed to a truce,  

but the war wasn’t over.  Later, Dad  
made a promise to Darcy that  
continued the horse debate. 

 
CUT TO. INT. DARCY’S ROOM-EVENING. 
 
DARCY’S ROOM, a small loft with no door.  BLAKE stands outside 
the doorway. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  Knock, knock. 
 
DARCY looks up from her book. 
 
     DARCY. 
  What can I do for you Dad? 
 
     BLAKE. 
  Listen Darcy, I know I kind of sprung 
  this trip on the family out of nowhere. 
  I certainly didn’t mean to.  I thought 
  our lives had become stagnant.  I 
  think a new adventure is what we need.   
 
DARCY rolls her eyes and turns back to her book.  BLAKE enters 
the room a bit further and takes a seat on DARCY’S Bed. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  You’re growing up.  I remember reading 

You the Bobbsey Twins at night before 
bed. 

 
DARCY puts her book aside.  The memory is a fond one. 
 

 
   BLAKE. 
You’re so independent minded.     

 
     DARCY. 
  That bothers you, doesn’t it? 
 
     BLAKE. 
  No, not at all.  I like the fact that 
  You can think for yourself.  You and 
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     BLAKE.  (Continued.) 

your mom are mirror images of each 
  other.  You’re also both stubborn. 
  When you two get an idea in your head 
  nothing is going to change that. 
 
     DARCY. 
  Two independent women in one household 
  must make you crazy?  
 
     BLAKE. 
  I’m not in a padded cell yet, but at 
  times I’d like to be. 
 
DARCY smiles and offers a soft chuckle.  She reaches for BLAKE’S 
hand and caresses it. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  Listen honey, I’m going to make a promise 
  to you.  This won’t be the end of your  
  riding.  You’re never happier than when 
  you are on a horse.  When we get to England, 
  I’ll see what I can do about finding a 
  riding school for you. 
 
 
     DARCY. 
  What about Mom? 
 
     BLAKE. 
  You let me handle mom.  All right. 
 
DARCY hugs BLAKE. 
 
     DARCY. 
  Thanks Dad. 
 
BLAKE gets up from the bed and is about to leave. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  Honey, don’t stay up too late. 
 
     DARCY. 
  I won’t. 
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BLAKE exits.  DARCY lies back on her bed and stares at the 
ceiling as a million thoughts run through her head. 
 
     NED.  (VO) 
  With that, my Dad got her compromise  
  and my sister got her promise of 
  riding lessons.  Now the only question 
  was would it be enough for Darcy to 
  warm to England.  Soon we would find out, 
  but first we had a whole summer to get 
  through.   
 
DARCY rolls over on the bed and turns the light out and listens 
to the CRICKETS and OWLS.  We watch and hear the BABBLING BROOK 
outside her window.    
          FADE TO BLACK. 
 
     END OF EPISODE TWO.  


