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     TEASER: 
 
FADE IN. EXT. INTERSTATE 93 EXIT 23 MEREDITH NEW HAMPSHIRE. 
 
A BRIGHT BLUE TOYOTA CELICA VEERS OFF THE HIGHWAY AND COMES TO A 
STOP.  ACROSS THE EXIT IS A BRIGHT MUSTARD COLORED CAPTAIN’S 
HOUSE, DATING BACK TO THE 18TH CENTURY. A LARGE LOUD SIGN 
PLASTERED ACROSS THE FRONT OF THE HOUS READS FARLEY REAL ESTATE.  
NED LIVINGSTON, late 30’s and wiry in build reminisces about 
this particular house.  He brushes back is brown hair and 
scratches his soft rusted beard.  A reach for MARTY 
LIVINGSTONE’S HAND.  MARTY FACE WARMS TO THE TOUCH with a smile.  
Her green eyes sparkle with wonder at the sight of NED.  Ned 
lets go of her hand and brushes back her Ginger hair and offers 
a soft kiss. 
 
     ALEX.  (VO) 
  Come on you two.  That’s gross.  We’re 
  impressionable kids. 
 
NED, a quick check into the rearview mirror.  ALEX, his son of 
11, has a medium build with rust colored hair.  He’s your 
typical smart Alec kid.  He plays a video game on his phone.  
NED navigates the turn and heads right on route 104.   
 
     NED. 
  You won’t feel that way when you’re older 
  sitting on the porch with your wife. 
 
     ALEX. 
  Newsflash Dad, I’m never getting married.  
 
ALEX makes a GAG ME gesture causing MARTY AND NED to burst into 
laughter. 
 
     NED. 
  That’s what you’re Aunt Darcy used 
  to say. 
 
     ALEX. 
  Look what happened to her.  She got 
  all mushy with Uncle Andrew.  Isn’t 
  that right Bonnie? 
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BONNIE, 9 and curious has her eyes out the window.  She’s never 
seen so many CAMPGROUNDS AND ANTIQUE STORES. 
 
     BONNIE. 
  People sure do sell a lot of furniture up  
  here. 
 
     MARTY. 
  Your mother must have stopped at each 
  one of them along the way. 
 
NED, shakes his head.  BONNIE WRIGGLES IN HER SEAT. 
 
     BONNIE. 
  Hey Dad? 
 
     NED. 
  Yes, my Bonnie Bon of the Bonnie Moor. 
 
     BONNIE. 
  How long till we get to Sahale? 
 
     MARTY. 
  About an hour honey. 
 
     BONNIE. 
  I got to go to the bathroom. 
 
     NED. 
  I think my daughter has inherited the old 
  Livingston bladder.   
 
NED PULLS OFF TO A CONVENIENCE STORE.  MARTY STEPS with BONNIE. 
NED watches MARTY AND BONNIE skip and sing all the way inside 
the convenience store.  A warm smile comes across NED’S FACE.  
He has it all. 
    
     NED. (VO) 
  When I was a kid, I always believed Summer  

was for kids.  I still believe that. 
 
CUT TO.  EXT. CAR-ROUTE 3 MEREDITH-SAME DAY FIVE MINUTES LATER. 
 
NED drives past LAKE WINNEPAUSAUKEE.  We see BOATERS TRAVELING 
THE WATER.   Ned comes to a light and makes a turn on ROUTE 25 
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     NED.  (VO) 
  This is the story of my childhood. A  
  story told in two countries. The Sahale  

Valley, nestled in the very heart  
of the Mount Washington Valley in  
New Hampshire and England. 

 
NED looks up.  BONNIE sleeps on ALEX’S SHOULDER.  NED points out 
the cute picture.   MARTY smiles.  NED travels past THE WELCOME 
SIGN FOR CENTER HARBOR.  THE LAKE WINNEPAUSAUKEE FERRY boat 
prepares for a ride.  THEY pass the FORMER CAMPUS OF BELKNAP 
COLLEGE WITH IT’S IVY COVERED BUILDINGS.  Behind it a GIANT 
SHOPPING CENTER.  NED veers left onto a road and passing a SIGN 
FOR SANDWICH NEW HAMPSHIRE. 
 
CUT TO. EXT. MINUTES LATER, THE OPEN ROAD ALONG 113. 
 
THE CAR travels a long open stretch of road.  NED points out a 
FARM STAND. 
 
     NED. 
  This place had the best corn. 
 
     MARTY. 
  Which your mother made an event with 

her corn orgies. 
 
   NED. 
I busted a gut when I heard her call  
them, corn orgies. 

   
     BONNIE. 
  What’s an…orgey?  
 
NED and MARTY, an awkward adult moment.  ALEX looks up from his 
video game. 
 
     ALEX. 
  An orgy is… 
 
MARTY reaches back and clamps ALEX’S mouth tight. 
 
     NED/MARTY. 
  Never mind! 
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Minutes later, a steep climb up a HILL, followed by a wooded 
area.  A QUAINT WHITE HOUSE, UP ON A HILL.  THE CAR reaches the 
top of the hill and comes down in a picturesque VALLEY.  The 
view is a picture POST CARD.  IN THE DISTANCE, a charming WHITE 
CHAPEL WITH A LARGE GREEN STEEPLE.  THE GREEN SHUTTERED WINDOWS 
GIVE an eerie feeling of watching all that pass by it.    
 
     MARTY. 
  Does that view still give you the creeps? 
 
     NED. 
  Not at all.   
 
NED SIGHS. 
 
     NED. 

Norman Rockwell couldn’t paint this.   
 

NED looks back into the back seat.   
 
     NED. 
  Kids?   
 
ALEX and BONNIE in awe.   
 
     NED. 
  Welcome to my Summer home. 
 
NED points out LANDMARKS.     
 
     NED. (VO) 
  The Valley was majestic. Even the spying 
  Windows of the White Chapel couldn’t 
  Be more perfect.  There was a time when 

Those frightened me.  Now it seemed as 
If those windows were watching over  
The Sahale Valley.   
 

NED comes to large weathered MAPLE on the left.  Behind it, a 
small 1970’s TAN CABIN.  The GRASSY DRIVE is empty.   
 
     NED.  (VO) 
  The Sahale Valley was a child’s paradise. 
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NED PULLS INTO A DRIVEWAY BETWEEN TWO BIRCH TREES.  BEFORE HIM A 
SHUTTERED HOUSE with red GINGERBREAD SHUTTERS.  ALEX and BONNIE 
throw the car doors open and race around the YARD.  NED and 
MARTY step out and watch the two of them playful and free. 
FEARNLEY ROAD.  A MOUNTAIN RANGE, THE MOST PROMINENT, MOUNT 
SAHALE which has no peak, just a bunch of beautiful pine trees. 
 
 
     NED. (VO) 
  There was bike riding.  Fearnley Road 
  had hiking, camping, dam building and 
  swimming holes.  The town of Dudley had  

Babe Ruth Baseball. The heart of my Summer.    
 

CUT TO.  EXT.  A SMALL BASEBALL FIELD-SUMMER 1971. 
 
We come upon a CURVED METAL FENCE THAT CIRCLES HOME PLATE.  
      
     NED. 
  I played at Hatton Field at the Hatton 
  grammar school. 
 
To the left the DUDLEY TIGERS BENCH ROUSED UP.  LOGAN BRENT, 
LATE 30’S WITH DARK HAIR AND A PROFESSORIAL LOOK ABOUT HIM, TUGS 
HIS TIGERS BASEBALL CAP A FEW TIMES.  A clap of the hands and a 
point to the mound.  NED 14, with freckles digs into the mound.   
 
     LOGAN. 
  All right Neddy boy.  You got em.   
  Let’s have a 1, 2, 3 inning. 
 
NED looks over at the CONWAY REDHAWKS BENCH.  THE REDHAWKS, 
pumped up and on their feet.  Why wouldn’t they be?  THE 
SCOREBOARD reads DUDLEY 5 CONWAY 4.  TWO OUTS.  They still have 
a chance.  THE CONWAY COACH CLAPS his hands for DEVON BRUNEAU.  
DEVON, a BIG TALL KID, with tree trunks for ARMS.  With his 
cocky attitude, DEVON appears to be ready for the show now.    
 
     DEVON. 
  Hey kid.  I’m taking you downtown.   
  Just like the last time. 
 
Devon points his THICK RED HANDLED BAT as if he were BABE RUTH 
calling where he’ll hit it.   THE TENNIS COURTS, Four hundred 
and fifty feet away.  The UMPIRE, CHARLIE PLUCKER goes through  
            6. 
 



his ritual.  CHARLIE brushes the plate off.  He wipes the sweat 
off his brow and slicks back his SPIKED BLONDE HAIR.  On his 
heels, CHARLIE turns to the CONWAY BENCH.    
 
     CHARLIE PLUCKER 
  Batter up. 
 
“THE BASEBALL DIAMOND is a cacophony of typical ballplayer 
sounds.  “SWING BATTER, SWING.  YOU GOT HIM, HE CAN’T BEAT YOU.  
BARE DOWN HARD NOW, AND HE CAN’T HIT YOU.”  THE GO AHEAD RUNNER 
held on by ALMON HOOPER, A TALL LANKY BLONDE KID, who looks far 
more suited for a Basketball court than Baseball.    
 
     ALMON. 
  Come on Neddy boy blow that heat right  

by him.   
 
AT SECOND BASE, THE TYING RUNNER, held on by CHUCK CHAPLAIN, 
small, with long shaggy brown hair. He has a a lot of drive and 
determination.  He crouches and is prepared for any groundball. 
 
     CHUCK. 
  Come on Eduardo blow it right by him. 
  I got your back brother.  I got your  

back. 
 
     NED. (VO)  
  Chuck always had my back.  From the first 

day I met Chuck Chaplain I was at his house  
almost every day of every summer that I  
can remember.  I swear I got to know every  
blade of grass on his lawn. Every square  
inch of his house.  Hell, I even knew the  
names of all the spiders that lived there.    

 
AUDREY A MUSCULAR WOMAN in her EARLY FIFTIES and SHORT CROPPED 
GREYISH DARK HAIR CLAPS HER HANDS.  Her HUSBAND EDGAR, Two years  
older, stands tall and proud watching his boy play.  Edgar 
pushes back his BLACK RIMMED GLASSES to the bridge of his nose.   
 
     NED.  (VO) 
  Chuck’s parents, Audrey and Edgar were 
  like my second parents. If Chuck and 
  I both got into trouble, Audrey lectured 
  me as much as Chuck, except she didn’t 
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     NED.  (VO)  
  ground me.  She just banished me from 
  the house for a few days. 
 
DEVON STEPS INTO THE BATTER’S BOX.  HE DIGS a hole so deep, he 
might break to China.  HE winds his bat like an intimidating 
windmill.  A flex of his broad shoulders.  DEVON’S FACE says it 
all, a cocky sneer in NED’S Direction.  
   
     DEVON. 
  Come on Sticks lay one up for me like 
  you did the last time.  You saw where 
  I hit that one.  
 
     FEMALE (VO) 
  Shut up, lame ass moron. 
 
DEVON looks over at the CATCHER, who puts the mitt out for Ned. 
 
     FEMALE. 
  Come on Ned.  Let’s start this jackass 
  with a strike.     
 
     DEVON. 
  Are you sure you should be playing  

Baseball goldilocks?  Aren’t you more  
suited for playing with your girlie  
dolls? 

 
In an instant the CATCHER bolts up and throws off the mask.  
MARTY CAMPBELL, younger, with small freckles and her hair pinned 
in the back, isn’t anyone to trifle with.   
 
     NED. (VO) 
  Marty Campbell was my catcher.  She taught 
  me my entire pitching repertoire.  She was 
  no girlie girl.  She was tough as nails 
  and could block a plate like Carlton Fisk. 
  As far as hitting went, three for four  

days were common. 
 
     MARTY. 
  Maybe I am smartass, but at least my girlie 
  dolls have a set.  What about you? 
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MARTY, shoves DEVON.  HE responds with a shove back.   
 
     MARTY. 
  Is that the best you got? 
 
THE TWO STAND NOSE TO NOSE.  LOGAN AND CHARLIE break them apart.  
MARTY grabs her mask and puts it over her face.  The fire still 
burning.  DEVON steps in shaking his head and amused by her.  
MARTY FLASHES A SERIES OF SIGNS.  NED nods his head and has the 
sign. 
      
 
     MARTY. 
  Bring me a strike Ned. 
 
NED WIND UP AND THROWS.  THE BALL IS INCHES OFF THE PLATE. 
 
     CHARLIE PLUCKER. 
  Ball one. 
 
MINUTES LATER, NED THROWS ANOTHER PITCH, ALSO OFF THE PLATE.  
 
     CHARLIE PLUCKER. 
  Ball two. 
 
MARTY SHOOTS UP FROM HER CROUCH. 
 
     MARTY. 
  Time! 
 
MARTY Jogs out to the mound.  SHE FLIPS HER MASK BACK AND LOOKS 
NED SQUARE IN THE EYE. 
 
     MARTY. 
  Do you know what happens if we hold 
  them? 
 
     NED. 
  We win the Mountain Division and head 
  off to districts. 
 
     MARTY. 
  Bingo.  I’m tired of this cocky Mama’s 
  boy.  I want some chin music high and 
  tight. Let’s make him think about it. 
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NED nods. MARTY jogs back and gets into her crouch.  ANOTHER 
SERIES OF SIGNS.  A HARD THUMP TO MARTY’S LEFT THIGH.  DEVON 
DIGS IN, WITH THE COCKY SMIRK ON HIS FACE.   
 
     DEVON. 
  Lay me up a fat one Sticks. 
 
NED goes into a windmill windup ala RAY CULP and lets the 
ball fly high and tight.  DEVON watches the ball come further, 
further, further and then….  DEVON panics and hits the deck.  
 
     CHARLIE PLUCKER 
  Ball three. 
 
MARTY eases up from her crouch.  She stands over the top of 
DEVON and intimidates him.    
 
     MARTY 
  Was that fat enough for you big boy? 
 
DEVON grabs a hunk of dirt and tosses it.  He rises to his feet 
and claps his hands angrily in MARTY’S FACE and steps back into 
the box.  He takes a few deep breaths.  He thinks about the 
previous pitch.  The more he thinks about, the more his knees 
shake.  A waggle of the bat. MARTY THROWS DOWN A SIGN.  NED GOES 
INTO HIS WINDUP and throws it on the edge of the plate.  DEVON 
FREEZES. 
 
     CHARLIE PLUCKER. 
  Strike one.  Three and one. 
  
     MARTY. 
  That’s the fire I want to see Ned. 
 
NED catches the ball back from MARTY.  DEVON steps back into the 
box.  Angry, DEVON pushes his helmet down hard on his head.    
NED goes into his windup and fires one right down broad street.  
DEVON SWINGS HARD.  HE CONNECTS HARD.  THE BALL SAILS AND THEN… 
INCHES FOUL.  The TIGER BENCH breathes a collective sigh of 
relief.   
 

 
   CHARLIE PLUCKER 
Foul ball. Strike two. 
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MARTY TURNS TO THE UMPIRE. 
 
     MARTY. 
  New ball. 
 
CHARLIE PLUCKER hands MARTY a new ball.  She grinds her hands 
into it. 
 
     DEVON. 
  A new ball isn’t going to help you much. 
  I got my snap back. 
 
     MARTY. 
  Do you?  I’m pretty sure Ned’s got a 
  pickle pitch that will turn that snap 
  to fizzle rather than pop.  
 
MARTY throws the ball to NED and crouches down behind the plate.  
A hard punch of the glove, making it pop.  Another FLASH OF 
SIGNS.  THE GLOVE OUT. 
 
     MARTY. 
  Bring it! 
 
NED goes into his windmill windup. IN SLOW MOTION.  NED, HANDS 
OVER THE HEAD.  THE LEG COMES INTO HIS CHEST.  THE HANDS COME 
DOWN AND THEN THE RIGHT ON UP OVER THE TOP.  SNAP AND FLING.  
THE BALL sails TOWARDS THE plate.  MARTY SITS WAITING FOR THE 
BALL.  DEVON, A ferocious SWING for the Tennis courts.  THE BALL 
POPS INTO MARTY’S GLOVE.  CHARLIE MAKES A SHOW OF THE CALL. 
 
     CHARLIE PLUCKER. 
  Steerike three! 
 
DEVON DROPS TO HIS KNEES AND LOOKS OVER AT NED.  MARTY leaps on 
top of him, followed by CHUCK and ALMON.    
 
CUT TO.  MINUTES LATER-DAY 
 
HIGH FIVES AT THE FIRST BASE LINE.  MARTY AND DEVON APPROACH.  
DEVON is impressed.  The two freeze, not sure what’s going to 
happen.    
 
     DEVON. 
  What’s your name Goldilocks? 
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     MARTY. 
  Marty.  Yours? 
  
     DEVON. 
  Devon McQuirter.  You call a good game.   

No hard feelings? 
 
     MARTY. 
  Just another day at the office. 
 
A SHAKE OF THE HANDS.    
     DEVON. 
  Good game. 
 
     MARTY. 
  Good game. 
 
          FADE TO BLACK. 
 
     END OF TEASER. 
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     ACT ONE. 
 
FADE IN.  INT. SCREENED IN PORCH SALHALE-VALLEY-EVENING 
 
A RIPPLING BROOK BABBLES PAST A SMALL DAM.  A BUG ZAPPER fries a 
mosquito.  NED paces in front of the SCREEN, that looks out over 
the brook.  His PHONE tight to his ear.  NED’S eyes pop with 
excitement, his FACE animated with dreams of the future.   
 
     NED. 
  Television?  No kidding.  When can I 
  meet with the USA Network?  Monday at 
  nine is great. 
 
MARTY watches NED pace and raises a curious eyebrow.   
 
     NED. 
  No, don’t apologize Bill.  Thank you.   

Thank you very much. 
 
NED PUNCHES HIS PHONE OFF and paces past MARTY not realizing 
she’s there.  She coughs.  MARTY is expecting news.  NED catches 
sight of her and throws his arms around her tight.    
 
     MARTY. 
  Bill bought the novel? 
 
NED pulls back and the two are eye to eye. 
 
     NED. 
  No.  He wanted something much different. 
  He told me that my novel read like a  
  television series.  The USA network wants 
  to meet with me Monday at nine.   
 
     MARTY. 
  Honey this is wonderful. 
 
NED hugs MARTY tight.  
 
CUT TO.  INT SCREEN PORCH AN HOUR LATER-EVENING 
 
 
            13. 
 



MARTY AND NED share a bottle of wine on the chaise lounge tight 
in each other’s arms.   
 
     NED.  
  What are the two urchins up to? 
 
     MARTY. 
  Alex is playing video games and Bonnie 
  is coloring. I think this news is 
  wonderful. 
  
     NED.   
  I can’t believe my hunch landed me  

my own television series. 
 
     MARTY. 
  You were always good at hunches. 
 
NED caresses MARTY’S cheek.  MARTY, a raised eyebrow.  Something 
is up and she wants to know.   
 
     NED. 
  For someone who is afraid of ghosts, 
  you sure have warmed to this house. 
 
     MARTY. 
  She saved my life.  It’s brought a 

whole new perspective to me.   
 
   NED. 
She helped us get this house back. 
 

     MARTY. 
  I don’t think she liked the junkyard. 
 
FLASHBACK TO.  EXT. COTTAGE IN SAHALE-ONE YEAR EARLIER SPRING 
DAY.  
 
CUT TO EXT. FEARNLEY ROAD-MONTHS EARLIER 
 
MARTY SQUEALS AT THE TOP OF HER LUNGS.  NED looks back from the 
middle of a BRIDGE. He thinks she’s gone insane. 
 
     MARTY. 
  Thank you.  Peace solitude.  No  
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     MARTY.  (Continued) 
  more obsessive compulsives, no 
  more cognitive therapy.  No more 
  listening to people’s tortious hell. 
  If only for a weekend. 
 
MARTY, A DROP to the ground and a KISS like some old flame from 
long ago.  NED kneels down beside her.   
 
     NED. 
  Honey, if you don’t calm down, people  

are going to have to give you therapy. 
 
     MARTY. 
  I don’t care. 
 
MARTY CLASPS NED’S HAND.  They walk over the bridge with BACK 
PACKS IN TOE. They come upon a series of WHITE BIRCH TREES.  
THROUGH THE TREES, NED’S FORMER COTTAGE.  What Ned and Marty 
remember is gone and it horrifies them.  The house is RUN DOWN. 
THE lawn replaced by WEEDS and A JUNKYARD.  In the DRIVE, A 
BEAT-UP BLACK PICK UP with rust on the TAILGATE.  NED’S hasn’t 
moved.  His MOUTH hangs wide open from the shock.  He starts to 
move slowly through the CLUTTER.  Curious, NED moves to the back 
of the house.  He stares at a SHED underneath the house.   NED 
pops his head through the door and discovers a series of LIGHTS 
turned towards a large table.  A CHEMICAL LAB WITH BUNSON 
BURNERS AND TEST TUBES.  NED opens a BOX FILLED WITH WHITE  
CRYSTAL METH.  MARTY appears behind him.   
 
     NED. 
  Someone’s using my summer home as  
  a crystal meth lab. 
 
     MARTY. 
  What the hell? 
 
A SHOT GUN BLAST FROM BEHIND.  MARTY and DIVE BEHIND THE TABLE.  
NED to duck behind the table.  A PORTLY MAN WITH A JOHN DEER 
BASEBALL CAP, carrying a 30 ODD 6.   A long SHAGGY BEARD hangs 
off his chin.  His WHITE shirt, caked with mud, grease and food.  
THE PORTLY MAN eyes them with suspicion.  A swill of his beer.  
His attention is drawn to MARTY.  
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     PORTLY MAN. 
By Jesus you Flatlanders sure do love to 
trespass on private property dontcha!   

 
     NED: 
  Excuse me!  I spent my summers in this 

house.  I don’t consider myself a  
flatlander.  
  

     PORTLY MAN. 
  What are you, numb?  I live here now.   

Now get off my land before I blow your 
  heads off. 
 
NED takes one step up from his feet.  MARTY grips his shoulder.  
She doesn’t want any trouble. 
 
     MARTY. 
  We’ll be on our way. 
 
MARTY snatches NED’S hand and they leave the SHED and back 
through the JUNKYARD.  yard of junk.  THE PORTLY MAN follows 
them out with His SHOTGUN pointed at them.    
 
     NED. 
  What the hell happened to my house? 
 
     MARTY. 
  I don’t know Ned and I don’t think Mr. 
  shotgun is too eager to tell us. 
 
NED turns around and hoists his pack up on his shoulders.  He 
makes tracks down to the bridge.   
 
     MARTY. 
  Ned, where are you going? 
 
NED’S EYES FIXED ON THE PORTLY MAN.  The FAT MAN makes a gunshot 
sound, swills his beer and lets out a cackle.  MARTY chases 
after NED.   
 
     THE PORTLY MAN. 
  That’s it you chickenshit Flatlander.   

Run! 
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THE PORTLY MAN HOWLS wildly, enjoying the moment.   
 
MARTY catches up to NED. 
 
     NED. 
  We’re heading into Dudley to see Mom and 
  Dad.  What’s happened to that house is not 
  acceptable at all!   
 
CUT TO:  EXT-DUDLEY ROUTE 113-DAY 
 
NED pulls into a driveway with a WEATHERED GARAGE where a GOLD 
NISSAN CENTRA is parked.   
 
NED, punches the OVAL door handle with his fist and the door 
opens.    
 
     NED. 
  Good thing I know how to open this 
  tricky handle.   
 
NED leads MARTY into the house.  They walk through a SMALL 
HALLWAY.  A SPIRAL STAIRCASE leads up the stairs.   
 
     NED. 
  Jesus Christ they still have those 
  dangerous stairs.   
 
     EILEEN.  (VO) 
  Blake, I think we have visitors. 
 
     BLAKE.  (VO) 
  I thought I heard voices. 
   
NED AND MARTY appear in the DINING ROOM.  A small white SIAMESE 
CAT takes one look at them and bolts.  BLAKE LIVINGSTON appears 
from another room looking like an elderly CLARK GABLE.   
 
     BLAKE. 
  Ned? 
 
     NED. 
  Hi Dad. 
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BLAKE and NED embrace like two old friends.   He pulls back and 
looks at NED a moment.  It’s a warm feeling.  MARTY catches 
BLAKE’S EYE and she receives the same warm embrace, followed by 
a soft peck on the cheek.   
 
     BLAKE. 
  Marty, how are you? 
 
     MARTY. 
  Great Dad. 
 
 
     EILEEN.  (VO) 
  Who is it Blake? 
 
EILEEN, a petite woman with silver hair appears from the other 
room.  Like Blake, she looks a former movie star legend.  In her 
case it’s BETTY DAVIS.  EILEEN glows with delight at the sight 
of NED and MARTY.  
  
     EILEEN.  (VO) 
  Ned! Marty!  What a surprise? 
 
EILEEN gives NED a big kiss on the lips and then MARTY a smooch 
on the cheek. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  What are you two doing here? 
 
     MARTY. 
  We had to get out of the city. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  Can you stay for dinner? 
 
     NED. 
  We’re here for the weekend. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  Where are you staying? 
 
     MARTY. 
  At the Dudley Inn. 
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     EILEEN. 
  Really?  No.  You will stay here. 
 
     NED. 
  Mom, we’re fine right where we are. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  Are you sure?  I can have that guest room… 
 
MARTY SQUEEZES NED’S HAND FIRMLY AND SMILES AT EILEEN.  EILEEN 
realizes this is a little more than a weekend away from Boston. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  Oh!!!  You stay right where you are. 
 
     NED. 
  What time’s dinner? 
 
     BLAKE. 
  Seven.  
 
     NED. 
  Sounds good. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  Come in and join us in the living room. 
 
CUT TO:  INT. LIVINGSTON HOME-EVENING. 
 
     MARTY. 
  That was a wonderful meatloaf Blake. 
  You will have to five me the recipe. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  There’s no real recipe.  I make it 
  up as I go along.   
 
     EILEEN. 
  I think it’s time for Coffee and  

desert before divorce proceedings 
  start.   
 
MARTY gets up from her seat. 
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     EILEEN. 
  Sit down Marty.  I have this. 
 
     MARTY. 
  Nonsense, Mom.  I’m part of this family.  I  

need to do my share. 
 
MARTY clears Ned’s plate followed by an affectionate scrunch of 
his hair.  BLAKE smiles at NED. 
 
CUT TO: INT: KITCHEN-DAY 
 
MARTY and EILEEN wash dishes in a small cramped kitchen. 
 
     MARTY. 
  Eileen, I was looking at that garden 
  out there.  Wow.  It’s the best in town. 
 
EILEEN BLUSHES. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  I wouldn’t say that dear.  Your mother  

had a far better garden. 
 
MARTY accepts the compliment with a smile. 
 
     MARTY. 
  I’ll let you in on a little secret.   
  Patrice would go for walks up Fearnley 
  road and take mental pictures of your 
  garden. 
   
     EILEEN. 
  It wasn’t that special. 
 
     MARTY. 
  No, everyone used to say your garden 
  was the best in the Sahale Valley. 
 
EILEEN PUTS DISHES AWAY.  She tends to the coffee pot and pulls 
out a CHEESECAKE from the fridge.  MARTY, curious. 
 
     MARTY. 
  How’s your anxiety? 
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     EILEEN. 
  It comes and goes.  Thank you for telling 

my doctor about the shaky tremors.   
 
     MARTY. 
  The tremors were why you were sleeping 
  most of the day.   
 
     EILEEN. 
  Ned is a very lucky man to have you. 
 
 MARTY sticks a finger in the CHEESECAKE and takes a taste. 
 
     MARTY. 
  Believe me, I don’t let him forget it. 
 
CUT TO:  INT DINING ROOM-SAME EVENING. 
 
NED GIVES BLAKE a serious look.   
 
     NED. 
  Dad, some local resident has turned 
  Sahale into a junk yard.  He’s  
  got a Crystal Meth lab in that shed. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  That would be Cy Waller.   
  
BLAKE looks down at the table.  He’s ashamed. 
 
     NED. 
  What happened to the Grimsley’s? 
   
     BLAKE. 
  Kenneth lost his job and they couldn’t 
  afford the trip from England to take  
  care of it.  They had to sell the place.     
 
     NED. 
  So, they sold it to a drug dealer. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  No, they sold it to some banker from  

New York, but they never had the time to  
vacation. They only option was to rent it.  
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     NED: 
  Without proper vetting?  Unwise.  Does the  

Police Chief know about this miscreant?  
   
     BLAKE. 
  Now Ned, Cy Waller is related to half the 

town.  If you go stirring up trouble… 
 
   NED. 
I don’t care.  We have memories in that house. 
Who’s the Dudley Police Chief? 
 
   BLAKE. 
Whitley Monroe. 
 
   NED. 
Tomorrow I am going… 
 
   BLAKE. 
No you’re not Ned! 
 
   NED. 
Dad, that house deserves a better owner. 
 
   BLAKE. 
Like who? 
 
   NED. 
Like the two of us. 
 
   BLAKE. 
I thought you didn’t want the house? 

 
   NED. 
I didn’t, but I’ve got kids and it 
would be a great writers house. 
 
   BLAKE. 
How the hell do you plan on buying it? 
 
   NED. 
Don’t you worry about that. 

 
BLAKE, he does worry about it. 
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        FADE TO BLACK.  
 

     END OF ACT ONE. 
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     ACT TWO. 
FADE IN NED AND MARTY’S BEDROOM DUDLEY INN-EVENING. 
 
NED brushes MARTY’S hair. 
 
     MARTY. 
  Ned, I understand you had some great 
  memories in that house, but I think 
  your Dad might be right.  
   
     NED. 
  You’re right Marty I did have some 
  great memories in that house.  You 
  and I met at that house.   
 
MARTY SMILES. 
 
     MARTY. 
  Even though I was a brat. 
 
     NED. 
  Yes, even though you were a brat and  
  Sprayed me down with water. 
 
     MARTY. 
  I was trying to get your attention. 
 
NED stops brushing her hair. 
 
     NED. 
  Wait a minute.  How come you never 

set foot in that house?   
 

SHE takes his hands. 
 
     MARTY. 
  Do you remember the night of Alice’s 
  party? 

 
   NED. 
I walked you home.  
 
   MARTY. 
Your house always creeped me out.  It 
looked like something out of a Stephen  
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   MARTY (Continued.) 
King novel.  Then you made it worse  
by telling me it was haunted. 
 
   NED. 
Marty, she’s a nice ghost. 
 
   MARTY. 
You’ve seen her? 
 
   NED. 
No, but I felt her.  She brushed my 
face with her icy cold hand.  It was 
her way of telling me she approved 
of me. 

 
MARTY freaks out and runs towards the bed and hides under 
the covers.  NED plays ghost and attacks her.  MARTY jumps out 
of the bed.  Ned bursts out laughing. 
 
     MARTY. 
  Not funny Ned! 
 

   NED. 
Honey, I think memories outweigh any  
ghost.  It’s a beautiful house inside. 

 
NED walks over to her slow and purposeful.  The twinkle in his 
eyes is MARTY’S weakness.  She is drawn to him and takes his 
hands. 
 
     MARTY. 
  It depends. 
 
     NED. 
  On what? 
 
     MARTY. 
  Before we go turn off the lights, you have 
  to check under the bed for ghouls and 
  goblins. 

 
   NED. 
Do I get a reward? 
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   MARTY 
If you do a good job.  It had better 
be thorough. 

 
     NED. 
  What kind of reward would be suitable? 
  payment. 
 
MARTY playfully draws out her response.    
 
     MARTY. 
  Hmm?  You could be recompensed like  

this.  
 
MARTY KISSES NED on the lips hard, they fall on the bed and 
ravish each other. 
 
CUT TO INT:  DUDLEY TOWN POLICE-NEXT DAY. 
 
DUDLEY POLICE CHIEF, WHITLEY MONROE, 47 years old, medium build. 
Flecks of grey form into the edges of his thick black hair.  He 
checks his uniform and tie in the mirror.  He looks okay, but 
his hair needs something.  He pulls out some gel from his desk 
drawer and slicks it back.  On the wall behind him a PICTURE OF 
HIM holding a BROWN BUCK from a hunting trip.  WILLA PARKS, 
enters the room.  She’s a DEPUTY POLICE OFFICE in her middle 
30’s, tall with dark hair that curls at the bottom.   
 
     WILLA. 
  Whitley, there’s a young fellow out here  
  who claims to be the son of Blake  

Livingston. 
 
     WHITLEY MONROE. 
  Send him in Willa. 
 
WILLA exits the office into a small lobby, where NED waits. 
 
     WILLA. 
  He’ll see you now Mr. Livingston. 
 
NED enters and offers his hand. WHITLEY MONROE, with a flick of 
the wrist WHITLEY puts up the halt sign.  He doesn’t want NED 
any closer.    
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     WHITLEY MONROE. 
  Excuse me a minute son. 
 
WHITLEY MONROE puts on a record on a small turntable.  He stands 
at attention, hand over his heart.  NED isn’t sure what to make 
of this police officer.  WHITLEY MONROE, frowns.  NED is not 
standing at attention.  He pulls off the needle from the record.    
 
     WHITLEY MONROE. 
  Son, Jimmi Hendryx is gonna start our day  

off with the national anthem. 
 
NED wonders if the pledge of allegiance is next.  None the less 
he does as he’s told.  The NEEDLE delicately placed on the 
record.  JIMMI HENDRYX plays a loud guitar lick version that 
explodes through WHITLEY MONROE’S OFFICE.  The version  
brings a tear to Whitley’s eye. 
 
     WHITLEY MONROE. 
  Mr. Hendryx was a great man.  Do you know  

when I first heard that? 
 
NED shakes his head. 
 
     WHITLEY MONROE. 
  1971.  I was playing first base for Salem  
  State.  We were playing Southern  

Connecticut college.  We took a few tokes 
beforehand.  Then we put on Jimmi for  
inspiration. We won that game 8-1.   

 
WHITLEY MONROE gives NED the once over.  NED makes another 
attempt to shake his hand.   
 
     NED. 
  Officer Monroe my name is… 
 
    WHITLEY MONROE. 
  You’re Blake Livingston’s son. 
 
     NED. 
  Yes, Ned. 
 
     WHITLEY MONROE. 
  Best damn actor at the Dudley theatre.   
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   NED. 
Thank you, I will let him know.  
  
   WHITLEY MONROE. 
 What can I help you with? 

 
     NED. 
  It’s our summer house in the Sahale Valley. 
  The yard’s has become a junkyard and the 

owner is running a Meth Lab.   
  
     WHITLEY MONROE. 
  Where’s your house? 
 
     NED. 
  Right past the post office on the left. 
 
     WHITLEY. 
  You must be mistaken son.  That’s 
  where Cy Waller lives and he doesn’t 

run a Meth Lab.  
 
   NED. 
I know my house Office Monroe and I 
know what my wife and I saw.      

     
     WHITLEY MONROE. 
  We have strict no trespassing laws here 
  in the Sahale Valley.  Now if you… 
 
     NED. 
  I was not trespassing. 
 
WHITLEY MONROE folds his arms and looks down the bridge of his 
nose at NED in a condescending manner. 
  
    WHITLEY MONROE. 
  Then how did you come upon this supposed 
  Meth lab? 
 
     NED. 
  I told you. 
 
     WHITLEY MONROE. 
  Listen Mr. Livingston, I’m a busy man.   
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   WHITLEY MONROE. 
traveling the town on some wild goose  
chase.  

 
WHITLEY MONROE reaches for the door to show NED out.  
 
     NED. 

If Waller is your cousin doesn’t that  
make you an accessory to a crime? 

 
    WHITLEY MONROE. 
  Not if I don’t know about it. 
 
     NED. 
  Come with me then.  I can show you. 
 
    WHITLEY MONROE. 
  No. Cy is not a drug manufacturer.  Now 
  good day to you Mr. Livingston. 
 
NED throws the door open and slams it shut.   NED is now on a 
mission and storms past WILLA.  He gives her a dirty scowl. 
 
     WILLA. 
  Mr. Livingston? 
 
     NED. 
  What? 
 
     WILLA. 
  I overheard you and Whitley in there. 
  He’s as corrupt as they get.  Whitley’s 

family owns this town.   
 
NED comes to a realization. 
 
     NED. 
  Of course.  They should have named this  
  town Monroeville.  
 
WILLA slips him a piece of paper with a scribbled name. 
 
     WILLA. 
  The couple that owns your house are  

English. The man owns Century America  
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   WILLA.  (Continued.) 
Bank in Manhattan. 

 
NED glances down at the name and his jaw drops to the floor. 
 
     NED. 
  Thanks for the info…What’s your name  
  again?   
 
     WILLA. 
  Willa Parks.  You played Baseball with my 
  Uncles Almon and Bucky Hooper.   
 
NED, the two names ring a warm bell with him. 
   
     NED. 
  Almon was the best damn Pitcher I ever  

saw. I recall a no hitter came out of 
that arm. 

 
     WILLA. 
  You weren’t too bad yourself.  
 
     NED. 
  Not like your Uncle.    
  
     WILLA. 
  I’ll tell him that the next time I 

see him.   
 

WILLA pulls NED aside. 
 
     WILLA. 

Listen you didn’t get that information 
  from me. 
 
     NED. 
  Mum’s the word. 
 
NED exits the building angry as hell.    MARTY has seen the hard 
scowl before.    
 
     NED. 
  The damn town cop is a Monroe.  The  

Monroe’s are one of the founders of  
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   NED.  (Continued.) 
Dudley.  That means he’s not going  
to help us. However, Almon Hooper’s  
niece, gave me a clue. 

 
NED shows MARTY the name.  MARTY’S mouth hangs open.   

 
   MARTY. 
Is this the father of… 
 
   NED. 
Rosalyn.   

 
MARTY rolls her eyes.  
 
     NED. 
  Listen, we need to talk your mom.   

The damn Lord of the castle isn’t  
going to throw my childhood in the  
dustbin. 

 
CUT TO.  EXT. TAMWORTH IN-DECK.   
 
MARTY on the phone.  NED’s takes a bite into a hamburger.  He 
multitasks, eating while keen interest is on the conversation. 
 
     MARTY. 
  So, what does that mean Patrice?  That’s 
  good isn’t it.  What should we do?  I’ll 
  tell Ned.  Thanks Patrice. 
 
MARTY hangs up.  She tosses her salad with the fork.  A WAITRESS 
appears and tops off their water.  NED waggles his empty beer 
under the WAITRESSES NOSE. 
 
     NED. 
  Another beer please. 
   
     WAITRESS. 
  Coming right up. 
 
     NED. 
  What did your mom say? 
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     MARTY. 
  If there are drugs on the property, 
  and the owner knew about it, they 
  are liable and the land can’t 
  be rented at an exorbitant price. 
  If the landlord was part of it, 
  then the Government can seize it.  
 
THE WAITRESS places a beer in front of NED. 
 
     WAITRESS. 
  You want another. 
 
     MARTY. 
  No, I still have some. 
 
MARTY takes a bite of her SALAD. 
  
       NED. 
  I bet you Monroe is part of this, 
  but we can’t prove it. 
 
     MARTY. 
  Yes, we can.  Patrice told us to 
  take some pictures. 
 
     NED. 
  I brought my camera.  Touché Ms.  

Marple.  Touché. 
 
A CLINK OF THE BEER BOTTLES. 
 
          FADE TO BLACK. 
 
     END OF ACT TWO. 
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     ACT THREE. 
 
FADE IN.  EXT. FEARNLEY ROAD-SAME EVENING. 
 
MARTY PULLS THE CAR down a long stretch of road.  It is an empty 
HIKERS PARKING LOT, WITH TRAIL SIGNS IN A MYRIAD OF DIRECTIONS.  
NED fidgets with the digital settings on his CAMERA.   
 
     NED. 
  The camera is set to night vision.  You 
  should have no trouble taking clear  

pictures of the junkyard and the meth lab.  
   
MARTY takes the camera and throws the car door open.  A march 
with purpose.  Her feet CRUNCH along the dirt road.  An OWL 
screeches.  MARTY jumps out of her skin.  A few steps back.  
CLICK!  CLICK!  A few shots of the junkyard.  She takes two 
steps forward and then freezes.  MARTY’S eyes bug out at the 
sight of NED’S former house in the moonlight.  Like the 
chapel.  The TOP WINDOW appears to be watching her.  MARTY is 
mesmerized by it and drifts back to another time when things 
were just as eerie.   
 
FLASHBACK-FEARNLEY ROAD-1973. 
 
NED and MARTY as teenagers appear from a WHITE HOUSE, with a 
BARN to the side.  Two goats appear and say their goodbyes with  
loud guttural voices.    NED and MARTY walk down the road.  THEY 
PASS a BROWN CABIN on the left.   
 
     NED. 
  That was fun. 
 
     MARTY. 
  As always. 
 
     NED. 
  Although, if Alice had said what’s the  
  situ one last time, I was about to scream. 
 
     MARTY. 
  I thought you liked Alice. 
 
     NED. 
  I do. 
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MARTY, something doesn’t quite compute.  NED catches on. 



 
     NED. 
  Oh, you think…well no.  Not like that. 
  Why did she say something? 
 
     MARTY. 
  No.   
 
     NED. 
  Oh. 
 
NED is slightly disappointed.  MARTY starts to laugh. 
 
     NED. 
  What is so funny? 
 
     MARTY. 
  Alice and I have been trying to figure 
  out why we keep seeing you down at Penny 
  Sutherland’s.   
   
Now NED laughs.  The idea is absurd.   
 
     NED. 
  No.  I’m playing cupid. 
 
     MARTY. 
  For who? 
 
     NED. 
  Chuck. 
 
     MARTY. 
  There is absolutely nothing going 
  on between you and Penny? 
 
     NED. 
  Nothing.  The two of them are crazy 
  about each other. 
 
     MARTY. 
  Then what’s the frigging hold up? 
 
     NED. 
  Chuck’s shy. 
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     MARTY. 
  That makes sense. 
 
     NED. 
  This is where I live.   
 
THEY REACH NED’S HOUSE.  MARTY STARES.  The longer she stares 
the more the house creeps her out. 
 
     MARTY. 
  No offense Chuck, but every time I walk 
  by your house, it gives me the creeps.  
 
     NED. 
  I’m not surprised.  It’s haunted. 
 
     MARTY. 
  I knew it!   
 
     NED. 
  I’ll let you in on a little secret. 
 
     MARTY. 
  What? 
 
     NED. 
  The Sahale chapel scared the crap out 
  of me until I was eight. 
 
     MARTY. 
  Really.  Why? 
 
     NED. 
  The windows with the shutters.  They 
  look like eyes staring back at me. 
 
MARTY, a timid glance towards the top window of NED’S house.  
The house is watching her.  MARTY turns and jogs a few steps 
down the road.  She stops.   
 
     MARTY. 
  Damn it, Livingston, you’ve done it now.   

I am going to have nightmares. You need  
to walk me to my house.   
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NED laughs out loud as they walk down the road further. 
 
     MARTY. 
  You think this is funny? 
 
     NED. 
  Yes, the girl who drinks Peter Straub is 

afraid of a house.    
   
     MARTY. 
  You’re afraid of a church! 
 
     NED. 
  Was afraid. 
 
FLASHFORWARD PRESENT-FEARNLEY ROAD-NED’S OLD HOUSE. 
 
MARTY paces and recites something softly until we hear it. 
 
     MARTY. 
  She’s a nice ghost.  She’s a nice  
  ghost. 
 
MARTY digs her foot into the ground and takes a confident step 
onto the front yard through the pile of junk.  The SNAP of a 
twig causes MARTY to swing her flashlight wildly.  It lands on a 
RACOON.  He runs off into the woods.   
 
MARTY reaches the shed.  She opens the door and flashes the 
light.  MARTY, surprise.  NOTHING more than an old lawn mower 
that has seen better days and a few television sets.  MARTY 
searches for more evidence.  The LIGHT hits a SMALL DOOR at the 
back of the SHED.  MARTY, cautious steps to the door.  SHE TURNS 
THE HANDLE. A loud creak startles her.  She takes a step into 
the room.  A long string hits her in the face.  She turns the 
FLASHLIGHT in the direction of a LIGHTBULB snug in a socket, 
next to a HUMUNGOUS SPIDERS WEB.  MARTY reaches for the light.  
A GIANT GARDEN SPIDER POPS DOWN INTO VIEW.  MARTY’S EYES BUG 
OUT, HER FACE ASHEN, heart racing and every inch of her body 
shakes.   She dares not scream.  
 
     MARTY. 
  Oh great, creaking doors, spiders and  

a ghost.  Stephen King couldn’t have 
written it any scarier 
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CUT TO.  EXT-FEARNLEY ROAD-SAME EVENING. 
 
AN SUV with NEW YORK PLATES rolls slowly along the road and 
parks.  A SHADOWY FIGURE wearing a hooded sweatshirt steps out.  
We make out the name of a bar on the sweatshirt.  SHANGHAI 
SURPRISE.  TWO MORE VEHICLES pull up to the house.  CY WALLER’S 
BLACK TRUCK and WHITLEY MONROES, DUDLEY POLICE CAR.  
 
CUT TO.  INT.  TOYOTA CELICA-EVENING. 
 
NED TAPS the wheel.  His nerves frayed.  He picks up his phone 
debating whether he should text Marty.  He throws it on the 
front seat and looks up.  THREE DARK VEHICLES in his REARVIEW 
MIRROR. WHITLEY’S POLICE CAR?  He’s not sure.  He turns on the 
engine and slowly pulls out of the parking lot driving at a 
snail’s pace. He stops in front of the BROWN CABIN.  Ned throws 
open the GLOVE COMPARTMENT and finds a pair of BINOCULARS.  He 
pushes them close to his face.  THREE VEHICLES A BLACK SUV with 
NEW YORK PLATES.  CY WALLER’S BLACK PICK UP AND WHITELY MONROE’S 
DUDLEY TOWN POLICE CAR.  He watches a transfer of money go down 
between the three men.   
 
     NED. 
  Shit! 
 
NED, an urgent snatch of the phone.  He can’t text fast enough. 
 
CUT TO.  INT.  THE SHED-MINUTES LATER.   
    
MARTY turns the light on ILLUMINATING THE SPIDER.  MARTY watches 
him happily eat a fly and almost throws up.  MARTY, a flash of 
light.  THE METH LAB ON THE TABLES.  Out comes the camera.  
CLICK, CLICK, CLICK.  More pictures.  She is about to take a 
fourth when she sees TWO CRATES in the corner.  Drawn to them, 
MARTY opens one.  BAGS OF CRYSTAL METH.  Her PHONE DIGNS.  MARTY 
pulls her phone off her jeans and stares at NED’S text message. 
“HONEY, YOU HAVE COMPANY.  GET OUT OF THERE FAST!”  MARTY heeds 
the warning and turns and freezes. 
 
     CY WALLER(VO) 
  By Jesus, if it ain’t the Flatlanders 
  fine piece. 
 
 
            37. 
 



MARTY trembles at the sight of CY WALLER’S SHOT GUN POINTED AT 
HER.   
 
WHITLEY MONROE smirks.  MARTY unhooks her Swiss Army knife from 
her pants.  She hides it behind her back. 
 
     CY WALLER. 
  Whitley am I allowed to shoot a 
  Trespasser? 
 
     WHITLEY MONROE. 
  I think you are Cy.  They’re could 
  be a threat to you and your family. 
 
     HOODED MAN. 
  In New York we don’t talk about it. 
  We do the hit! 
 
THE HOODED MAN grabs MARTY and throws her back into the other 
chamber of the shed.  He throws her down on the ground.  MARTY, 
HANDS in front.  She leans forward.  A quick draw from the 
HOODED MAN and his GLOCK is against MARTY’S HEAD.  MARTY’S 
HANDS. SHE WORKS OPEN THE KNIFE.  She is about to scream, then a 
sound stops her.  THE HOODED MAN, WHITLEY and CY WALLER hear the 
same sound.  The sound is soft and light.  MARTY looks out the 
shed.  A WOMAN walks along the edge of the riverbed.  She is 
young with golden blonde hair, pushed up in the back.  Her face 
angelic. Her dress is light blue with soft light pink flowers.  
THE WOMAN walks slowly and clasps her hands as if she’s in 
prayer.  She sings. 
 
     WOMAN. 
  My Bonnie lies over the ocean.   
  My Bonnie lies over the sea. 
  My Bonnie lies over the ocean 
  Oh, bring back my Bonnie to me. 
 
THE WOMAN TURNS in the direction of the SHED.  Her eyes meet 
MARTY’S and she offers a soft smile in Marty’s direction.    She 
turns her attention to CY WALLER, WHITLEY MONROE and THE HOODED 
MAN.  Her smile turns to a frown as she walks behind the back of 
the house.  All three of them aren’t sure who she is. The 
distraction is enough. MARTY throws her HANDS BACK HARD; she 
jabs THE KNIFE INTO THE HOODED MAN’S LEG and pulls it out. MARTY 
runs out of the shed leaving the HORRIBLE LOW GUTTERAL SCREAM in  
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her ears.  She looks around.  THE JUNKYARD.  Not an option, too 
many obstacles.  To the left.  THE MYSTERIOUS WOMAN motions for  
MARTY.  MARTY jerks forward but is pulled back.    A THICK MEATY 
HAND GRIPS HER ARM.  CY WALLER means to hurt her. MARTY turns 
sharp.  A quick slash of the knife to his cheek.  SHE DRAWS 
BLOOD.  She takes off.  WHITLEY MUNROE chases after her.  HE 
draws his sidearm and takes aim.  MARTY ducks.  She follows the 
woman towards the road.   
 
CUT TO SHED-SAME TIME-EVENING. 
 
THE HOODED MAN throws off his sweatshirt and t shirt.  He rips 
the t-shirt into shreds and wraps a tunicate tight to his leg.  
He hobbles to his feet.  
 
NED BARRELS the CELICA down the road and throws the door open.  
MARTY hops in and slams the door tight.  NED speeds down the 
road, kicking up dirt as he goes.   
 
THE HOODED MAN hobbles to his SUV.  WHITLEY is about to get in 
his car. 
 
     HOODED MAN. 
  Oh, no.  You hicks have caused enough  

trouble.  Let a pro from New York handle 
  this.   
 
THE HOODED MAN jumps in his SUV and guns the engine, kicking up 
clouds of dirt.  He tears off after them. 
 
          CUT TO BLACK. 
 
     END OF ACT THREE. 
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FADE IN-EXT.  SAHALE VALLEY ROAD TO DUDLEY-EVENING. 
 
NED AND MARTY speed through the Valley and down a winding curvy 
hill.  NED looks up in his rearview mirror.  THE SUV BARRELS 
DOWN ON THEM. NED SPEEDS UP, TEARING DOWN THE BOTTOM OF THE 
HILL.  
 
     NED. 
  Hang on honey, we’re about to break Emma 
  Chaplains record into Dudley. 
 
NED flies up a hill. THE CELICA front end CRASHES.  THE CAR 
veers into the middle of the road.  NED feels a hard crunch.  IN 
THE REARVIEW MIRROR, THE SUV is right on top of his bumper.  THE 
TOYOTA CELICA SHOOTS INTO THE BIG PINES NATURAL FOREST, FOLLOWED 
BY THE SUV.  
 
     MARTY. 
  Ned, honey, remember the curves.   
 
NED swings WILDLY into a hair pin curve. TIRES SQUEAL.    
 
     NED. 
  You mean these curves.  
 
NED swings into another hair pin curve. 
 
     MARTY. 
  Yes, those curves!  
   
THE SUV, ANOTHER HARD CRUNCH INTO NED’S BUMPER.    
 
     MARTY. 
  You do realize that you’re paying 
  for the repairs on our car? 
 
     NED. 
  Sweetie you really know how to  
  comfort a guy in a time of danger. 
 
ANOTHER HARD BUMP sends NED’S CAR UP A BUMP.  A hard crash down 
into the road. THE SUV veers hard into the other lane.  HE 
SPEEDS ALONGSIDE NED.  Before NED comes into a DOUBLE HAIR PIN 
CURVE. 
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     MARTY. 
  Ned the double hair pin!  The double  

hair pin!   
 
NED swings into the double hairpin curve, just as the SUV BUMPS. 
HIM.  NED’S CAR SPINS WILDLY OUT OF CONTROL and turns towards 
DUDLEY.    
 
THE HOODED MAN, a quick look at the road.  A YOUNG MAN, in FARM 
CLOTHES from the early twentieth century appears.  His face is 
ash white, blood drips from his face.  THE HOODED MAN is headed 
right for him.  He veers hard left and the SUV climbs the RAVINE 
and crashes into a BIG PINE TREE.  NED hits the gas.  THE FARMER 
remains in the road.  NED is about to hit him.  NED and MARTY, 
EYES WHITE.  NED SLAMS THE BREAKS HARD.  The FARMER disappears  
before their eyes.  NED and MARTY don’t look like they’ve seen a 
ghost.  They have seen a Ghost. 
 
     MARTY. 
  Is he? 
 
     NED. 
  I don’t know.  Let’s get back to the inn. 
 
     MARTY. 
  Then you can tell me about the woman 
  that haunts your house. 
 
     NED. 
  Honey, we have bigger problems. 
 
     MARTY. 
  I saw her Ned.  She helped me escape. 
 
NED’S MOUTH HANGS OPEN.   
 
     NED. 
  What? 
 
     MARTY. 
  I saw that woman. 
  
CUT TO INT SUV-SAME EVENING 
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THE HOODED MAN SLUMPED ON THE STEERING WHEEL.  He looks dead.   
The WINDSHIELD smashed open.  BLOOD DROPS from his FOREHEAD,  
MOUTH and LEG.  
 
CUT TO. INT TOYOTA CELICA-MINUTES LATER. 
 
     NED. 
  You okay? 
 
     MARTY. 
  Sure Ned.  I fight off drug dealers, 

spiders and ghosts for kicks.    
 

     NED. 
  Sorry, that was a stupid question. 
 
 
             
     MARTY. 
  You think? 
 
     NED. 
  I owe you a shot at the Dudley Inn. 
 
     MARTY. 
  You owe me two. 
 
CUT TO. INT. DUDLEY INN BAR-EVENING 
 
NED enters a DARK bar with a series of benches and tables 
scattered through the room.  The bar is quiet.  A group of 
WOMEN in a corner are loud and drunk.  NED takes a seat at the 
bar.  A BIG BURLY RED HEADED BARTENDER WITH A BUSHY MOUSTACHE 
gives NED the once over.  HE knows him and laughs.    
 
     BARTENDER. 
  How long you in town Ned? 
 
NED looks up.  He stares at the familiar face and it soothes 
him.  
 
     NED. 
  Viking King! 
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     VIKING KING. 
  Good to see you?  You still writing those 
  travel tips for the Globe.  A shot of 
  Jameson’s? 
 
     NED. 
  Two. 
 
     VIKING KING. 
  Two? Hard night? 
 
     NED. 
  No.  One’s for my wife. 
 
VIKING KING pours two shots of Jameson’s.   
 
     VIKING KING. 
  I’ll be.  You’re married.   
 
MARTY appears from the bathroom shaking. She finds NED talking 
to VIKING KING. 
 
     NED. 
  Speaking of my beautiful wife.  Here she  

is. Marty, I want you to meet the legendary 
  Viking King. Also known as Darrell King. 
 
MARTY, uneasy about NED’S calm demeanor.  A quick glance at the 
VIKING KING and a timid wave. He waves back.  MARTY snatches up 
the shot and downs it.  She slams the GLASS ON THE TABLE. 
 
     MARTY. 
  I’ll have another Viking King. 
 
     VIKING KING. 
  Ned, she’s got spirit. I like that.   
 
NED SLAMS his back down his throat.  NED puts the glass in front 
of VIKING KING FOR ANOTHER and he refills.  MARTY grows 
impatient.   
 
     MARTY. 
  Viking King, would you mind if I had 

a word with my husband. 
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     VIKING KING. 
  Not a problem.  The drinks are on the 
  house. 
 
MARTY leads NED over to a booth and throws him down into his 
seat.  She’s pissed and NED isn’t sure why. 
 
     MARTY. 
  How the hell can you be so calm? 
 
     NED. 
  Calm?  I am far from calm.   
 
He displays his hands, the wave like a leaf.  MARTY takes them 
and soothes them.  NED nervous, swirls his drink. 
 
     MARTY. 
  The ghosts?  You saw the second one 
  right? 
 
     NED. 
  I saw him all right.   
 
     MARTY. 
  Ned, I am no longer afraid of your 
  house.  I want to know about that 
  woman.  I want to know who she  
  was and How she came to haunt the  
  place. 
 
     NED. 
  Why? 
 
     MARTY. 
  She saved my life.  I owe her a debt. 
  I want to help her cross the other side. 
 
     NED. 
  She doesn’t seem at peace does she? 
 
     MARTY. 
  No.  That’s why we should help. 
  We need to find out the history 
  of the house.  
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     NED. 
  I’m sure the library has something. 
  Not to change the subject, but 
  What did your mother say? 
 
     MARTY. 
  Patrice we’ll be here in a couple of  

hours. 
 
NED and MARTY toss back their shots. 
 
CUT TO. NED AND MARTY’S BATHROOM-DUDLEY INN. 
 
SEVERAL METH LAB PICTURES hang off the shower railing.  THE SINK 
filled with WATER.  NED plucks a picture out with some tongues.  
MARTY appears inside the door. 
 
     MARTY. 
  How are you coming? 
 
NED, pulls off the dry pictures in quick succession.    
 
     NED. 
  I just need this one to dry and we’re  

done. 
 
MARTY sits on the edge of the tub.  Arms crossed.  She’s in deep 
thought.  NED looks up. 
 
     NED. 
  What is it? 
 
     MARTY. 
  I’m thinking about that other ghost 
  we saw in the Big Pines forest. 
 
     NED. 
  You want to help him cross the other 
  side? 
 
     MARTY. 
  Yeah, he saved our life too. 
 
MARTY thinks a moment.  A thought hits her. 
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  Do you suppose the two ghosts are 
  connected? 
 
     NED. 
  They couldn’t be.  Ones in the Valley 
  and the other is in the Big Pines. 
 
     MARTY. 
  I don’t know.  I think there’s a  
  connection. 
 
A KNOCK from the other room.   
 
     NED. 
  There’s your mom. 
 
MARTY AND NED open the door.  MARTY HUGS PATRICE, A tall angular 
woman with a bush of silver hair. She has the air of a woman 
that is always in control.    
 
     MARTY. 
  Thanks Patrice. 
 
      PATRICE. 
  I’m your mother.   
 
     MARTY. 
  A pretty cool one at that. 
 
PATRICE notices the pictures in NED’S hands.  He hands them 
over.  A cursory scan of each picture tells PATRICE all she 
needs to know.  She drops them on the bed. 
 
     NED. 
  Is this enough? 
 
     PATRICE. 
  It should be.  This is enough to put  

those manufacturers away for decades. 
I’ve called contacts in the DEA, FBI 
and the New Hampshire State Police. 

 
     NED. 
  If what you told Marty is true, we 
  would be able to buy it dirt cheap? 
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     PATRICE. 
  That’s what it looks like. 
 
NED AND MARTY jump up and down like two kids on Christmas Day.   
 
     PATRICE. 
  Hold on you two.  We’re far from that 
  stage yet.  Marty tells me you may 
  know the owner personally. 
 
     NED. 
  Yeah, snobby Lord Francis Atherton-Hall. 

We lived in his thatched cottage in England. 
and then kicked us out three years later.   
After that he continued to be a thorn in  
our sides.    

     PATRICE. 
  We’ll need to talk to him and find out 
  If he knew what was going on at the house.   
 
     NED. 
  He lives in the Hamptons. 
 
     PATRICE. 
  Next, I need statements from both of  

you. 
 
CUT TO.  EXT. BIG PINES FOREST-DUDLEY-EVENING. 
 
A HUB OF ACTIVITY.  FLASHING RED AND BLUE LIGHTS ILLUMINATE THE 
FOREST and the CRASH SCENE.  A FLASHLIGHT lights up the front 
seat of the SUV.  BLOOD ON THE STEERING WHEEL AND SEAT, BUT NO 
SIGN OF THE HOODED MAN.  TOM COLVIN A STATE TROOPER IN HIS 
FORTIES, POPS HIS HEAD BACK OUT OF THE SIDE WINDOW. TOM’S, 
MEDIUM BUILD WITH A SHAVED HEAD.  JESS a young officer in his 
20’s approaches TOM. 
 
     TOM COLVIN. 
  Jess, what have you got? 
 
     JESS. 
  The car is registered to Theodore DeMello  

of Staten Island New York.  We ran a  
background.  DeMello is an alias for  
Franco DeRosa, 40 of Merges Point Long 
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   JESS.  (Continued.) 
Island.  He’s a Capo for Gigi Allegandra.   

 
     TOM COLVIN. 
  Good work Jess. I’ll alert the FBI 
  when they get here. 
 
TOM COLVIN ADDRESSES HIS OFFICERS. 
 
     TOM COLVIN. 
  Listen up.  I want an APB on Franco  

DeRosa a mobster with the Allegandra 
crime family.  Proceed with caution.   
He high tailed it up that ravine.   
Let’s get a move on. 

 
SIX TROOPERS WITH FLASHLIGHTS AND DOGS ROAM UP INTO THE RAVINE, 
WHILE ANOTHER SIX TAKE OFF TOWARDS THE SAHALE VALLEY.  
 
CUT TO.  INT NED AND MARTY’S ROOM AT THE DUDLEY INN. 
 
NED and MARTY lay in BED wrapped in each other’s arms with worry 
etched on their faces.  THE SOUND OF POLICE SIRENS outside their 
window. 
 
     NED.  (VO) 
  After Marty and I gave statements to 
  Patrice and the FBI, the sounds of  

police flooded the air.  It seemed the  
entire law enforcement community had  
descended on the quiet of Sahale  
Valley.  The innocence of one Dudley’s 
most cherished five villages was  
shattered. 

 
CUT TO.  EXT.  NED’S OLD HOME-LATE EVENING. 
 
STATE PATROL CARS LINE FEARNLEY ROAD. A TEAM OF TROOPERS, FBI 
AND DEA STORM INTO THE HOUSE. 
 
     NED.  (VO) 
  They stormed the house like it was the 

beaches of Normandy. The house was a mess  
before the cops got there.  By the time 
they left, it looked the Nazi bombing 
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   NED.  (VO) 
of Coventry England.  When we got the 
house, Marty and I had to start from 
scratch.  The meth lab was destroyed  
by a troop of DEA agents.  They spared 
nothing that existed. The shed where a  
lawnmower and my radio flyer wagon had 
been stored were in ruins.   

 
CUT TO INT. SHED-DAY 
 
DEA AGENTS smash the contents of the lab.  Others carry out Meth 
by the bagful and search for evidence left behind. 
 
CUT TO.  EXT.  RAVINE WOODS BIG PINES FOREST-EVENING. 
 
     NED (VO) 
  Franco DeRosa was never found.  He  

vanished.  Marty and I thought that 
the wound she gave him was so bad, he 
bled out in the woods.  Others thought 
the city man didn’t know how to survive  
in the wilderness.  Marty and I had  
this eerie feeling in the pits of our  
guts, we had not seen the last of the  
man.  It left us with sleepless nights. 

 
CUT TO. EXT.  ROUTE 113 A SANDWICH ROAD-A FEW MINUTES LATER. 
 
     NED.  (VO) 
  As for Cy and the Dudley Police Chief  

Whitley Monroe, they tried to skip 
Town. Although neither one got very far. 
 

 
A ROADBLOCK WITH TWENTY STATE PATROL CARS. WHITLEY MONROE’S 
SLOWS his car to a stop. CY WALLER panics and tears out of the 
car and makes a break for it.  WHITLEY jumps out of the car and 
pulls out his side arm and shoots.  CY WALLER drops dead on the 
ground.  AN FBI AGENT approaches WHITELY MONROE. 
 
     FBI AGENT. 
  Thank you, Officer.  You must have just  
  caught him. 
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     WHITELY MONROE. 
  I did. I got a call from a woman 

saying she thought Cy was beating his 
girlfriend Cheryl.  When I got here 
I found Cheryl against the fridge.  
She had taken a real beating.  I  
Caught Cy as he was about to take  
off.  Are we all done here? 
 

THE FBI gives WHITLEY MONROE a suspicious look.  He glances down 
at his name tag. 
 
     FBI AGENT. 
  Yeah, we’re done Chief Monroe.  Hank, 
  cuff him. 
 
     WHITLEY MONROE. 
  What’s the meaning of this? 
 
HANK SLAPS THE CUFFS ON WHITELY MONROE. 
              
 
     FBI AGENT. 
  Officer Whitley Monroe you are under  
  arrest for aiding in the manufacture 
  Methamphetamine.  You have the right  

to remain silent… 
 
WHITLEY is taken away in hand cuffs and put into an unmarked FBI 
SEDAN and driven off. 
 
     NED.  (VO.) 
  The charges never stuck.  Whitley’s  

family hired a slick lawyer who made  
Bruce Cutler look clean. We’d angered  
the town Police Chief.  We knew he’d  
be gunning for us. 
 
        FADE TO BLACK. 
 
   END OF ACT FOUR.     
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     ACT FIVE. 
 
FADE IN.  EXT HIGHWAY TO THE HAMPTON’S-DAY 
 
NED and PATRICE drive through POSH TOWN of WEST HAMPTON BEACH.     
 
     NED.  (VO) 
  Lord Atherton-Hall was wealthy beyond 

belief.  He made his money in banking 
and real estate.  Patrice and I took a  
nine hour drive to see him in the  
Hampton’s.   

 
A turn up a LONG HIGH HILL.  A TALL MENACING SECURITY GATE.  TWO 
GUARDS STAND watch dressed in Black suits.    
 
     NED. (VO) 
  I wasn’t looking forward to seeing  

his pompous Lordship.  He had caused 
enough problems in our family’s  
life.  Funny how life has a way of  
taking some strange turns. 
  

A TALL SANDY HAIRED GUARD APPROACHES THE GATE. 
 
     SANDY HAIRED GUARD. 
  What’s your business? 
 
PATRICE hands her card to the GUARD.  He has a look and shrugs 
his shoulders.  He doesn’t understand what she wants. 
 
     PATRICE. 
  I’m here to see Francis Atherton-Hall. 
   
     SANDY HAIRED GUARD. 
  You’re not going to see him, unless  
  you fly to England and visit his 
  grave. 
 
PATRICE AND NED exchange a surprised look.  NED pops his head 
out the window. 
 
 
     NED. 
  Tell Rosalyn that Ned Livingston is here  
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   NED. (Continued.) 
to see her. 

 
THE SANDY HAIRED GUARD STEPS AWAY and makes a phone call on his 
cell phone.  PATRICE AND NED watch from the car.  The 
conversation is brief.  He steps back up to the gate. 
 
     SANDY HAIRED GUARD. 
  She’ll see you. 
 
THE SANDY HAIRED GUARD opens the gate and NED drives through and 
parks. 
 
CUT TO-INT-ATHERTON-HALL ESTATE-DRAWING ROOM-DAY 
 
TIMMONS a rather elegant man dressed in tails leads PATRICE and 
NED.   
 
     TIMMONS. 
  I’ll let Madam know you’re here Master 
  Livingston. 
 
TIMMONS EXITS.  NED and PATRICE take a tour around the DRAWING 
ROOM.  Everything is expensive from the antique furniture to the 
GRAND MARBLE FIREPLACE.  Over the FIREPLACE NED examines a large 
PORTRAIT of LORD FRANCIS ATHERTON, with slicked back hair.  The 
sides along the front of his head are receding.  His nose long 
and angular.  His eyes small and dark, his chin looks like the 
tip of a pin cushion.  HE IS HOLDING A POLO HELMET AND DRESSED 
IN HIS BLUE AND RED CHECKERED POLO UNIFORM and dark boots.  In 
his other hands, the reigns to a BIG BLACK HORSE.   
  
     PATRICE. 
  Polo? 
 
     NED. 
  Oh yes.  He was quite a rider in his day. 
  He just wasn’t friendly to his horses. 
 
     FEMALE VOICE.   
  Who wasn’t friendly to the horses? 
 
NED turns and faces the door. A rather tall elegantly dressed 
WOMAN with perfect shiny platinum blonde hair. She closes the 
double doors.  The shine from her jewelry is blinding.  NED and  
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THE BLONDE WOMAN stare one another for a moment.  It seems to be 
a battle of who will break the silence first. 
 
     ROSALYN. 
  How many years has it been Ned? 
 
     NED. 
  College when you defied your mother and 
  father and came to the states to study 
  fashion. 
 
     ROSALYN. 
  Oh, that’s right.  I never did follow 
  that dream.   
 
ROSALYN STEPS FORWARD to PATRICE and offers her hand. 
 
     ROSALYN. 
  And you are? 
 
PATRICE hands her the card.  She stares at it.  The name 
CAMPBELL reminds her of someone. 
 
     ROSALYN. 
 
  Campbell.  I knew a Campbell once. 
 
     NED. 
  Patrice is my mother in law and Marty’s 

mother.   
 
     ROSALYN. 
  Oh right, the little rude perisher 
  you took up with. 
 
PATRICE tenses.  NED intercedes before she says anything. 
 
     NED. 
  Rosalyn I am here because of the house 
  in Sahale Valley.  Your father owned  

it.  I assume you have the deed now? 
   
     ROSALYN. 
  Sahale Valey?  Refresh my memory. 
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     NED. 
  Sahale is in the Mountains of New Hampshire. 
 
     ROSALYN.  
  Of course.  I remember now.  Daddy never 
  used it much.  He said the place was  
  frightfully boring and the people that 
  lived in village weren’t good enough 
  to lick his boots. 
 
     NED. 
  Rosalyn is the deed to the house yours? 
 
     ROSALYN. 
  Yes.  Why do you ask? 
 
     PATRICE. 
  That used to belong to Ned’s family. 

Ned wants to know whether you knew  
anything about the man that you  
rented the house to was manufacturing 
methamphetamine in it.  

 
     ROSALYN. 
  No.  Can’t say as I did. 
 
NED and PATRICE are satisfied with her response. 
 
     NED. 

How much would you be willing to  
sell it to me?  

   
     ROSALYN. 
  If I don’t sell, is this going to be 
  like your pursuit of me…long and  
  persistent? I did love the chase. 

Hmm.  I could make you beg. The house  
means nothing to me.   

 
     PATRICE. 
  I’ll contact your lawyer and we can 

make some sort of arrangement? 
 
ROSALYN hands PATRICE a card.  PATRICE looks at it and then puts 
it in her suit pocket.   
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     NED. 
  Thank you, Rosalyn.  You don’t know 
  how much this means to me. 
 
     ROSALYN. 
  Ned, I’ve always liked you.  Someday I  

shall come calling for a favor.  I only  
hope you will be as charitable.    

 
NED, the idea makes him squirm.  He looks over at PATRICE, she 
doesn’t like the smarmy smile on ROSALYN’ FACE.   
 
     NED. 
  That will depend on the favor.   
 
     ROSALYN. 
  I’ll have my lawyer contact you Mrs.  
  Campbell.  
 
ROSALYN tugs on a ROPE.  TIMMONS enters. 
 
     ROSALYN. 
  Timmons see Mrs. Campbell and Mr. 
  Livingston out please. 
 
TIMMONS offers a curt nod and opens the door. 
 
     TIMMONS. 
  This way. 
 
ROSALYN CLOSES THE DOOR AND POURS A COGNAC.  She swirls it 
around and breathes in the aroma.  SHE WATCHES PATRICE and NED 
get in the car from the door. 
 
     ROSALYN. 
  Ned, Ned, Ned, Ned. Ned.  You’re about 
  to disrupt my plans and I can’t have that. 
 
THE CAR ROLLS OUT OF THE DRIVE and away from the mansion.  
ROSALYN picks up the phone and makes a call. 
 
     ROSALYN. 
  Franco!  It’s Rosalyn, I’ve been  
  to reach you for a week now?  Where 
  have you been? 
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ROSALYN listens to a rather hyper story on the phone. 
 
     ROSALYN. 
  My former boyfriend and his mother 
  in law were here.  They asked me 
  about Cy Waller.   
 
ROSALYN listens. 
 
     ROSALYN. 
  Dead?  How?  And what about Monroe. 
  This is not good.  Where are you? 
  I’ll come see you in Maine. 
 
ROSALYN hangs up.  SHE WANDERS the room, thinking out her 
predicament.  She picks up a scrapbook and opens it. She thumbs 
through it until she comes upon an old picture from the 1970’s.  
NED and ROSALYN at a dance holding hands.  ROSALYN finishes her 
brandy.  She tugs the rope by the door.  TIMMONS opens the door.   
 
     ROSALYN. 
  Timmons, I’m going to the shooting range. 
 
     TIMMONS. 
  Will you be long my lady? 
 
ROSALYN tugs on a pair of WHITE GLOVES. 
 
     ROSALYN. 
  As long as it takes me to improve  
  my aim. 
 
TIMMONS watches ROSALYN walk out the door into the FOYER.  He 
worries about her. 
 
CUT TO.  EXT.  INTERSTATE TO MASSACHUSETTS-DAY 
 
PATRICE DRIVES PAST THE SIGN TO THE MASSACHUSETTS BORDER.  NED 
is in deep thought.   
 
     NED. 
  When Patrice and I left, you would have 
  thought that I would have been thrilled 

to have the house back in the Livingston  
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name. I wasn’t.  I knew Rosalyn well  
enough to know, nothing comes without 
a price. It unnerved me.  I wasn’t 
sure when that other shoe would drop 
but it would drop and break my world  
in two.  We could not break the  
Atherton-Hall’s hold on us.  We never  
wanted this feud.  Ahterton-Hall brought 
the fight to us.  I like to think, it 
started after New Years of 1971.  A 
Monday evening in January right before 
Laugh in.  We got a phone call from Glynn 
Barret, my dad’s eccentric boss. 

 
CUT TO.  INT.  LIVINGSTON DEN HOPKINTON NEW HAMPSHIRE- 
EVENING JANUARY 1971. 
 
A TELEVISION.  MARTIN AND ROWAN’S LAUGH IN PLAYS.  THE 
LIVINGSTON FAMILY roar with laughter at LILLY TOMLIN’S EDITH ANN 
SKETCH.  BLAKE, is much younger with black hair and tinges of 
grey at the sideburns.  BLAKE is laughing so hard; he retrieves 
a handkerchief from his pocket and wipes his eyes.  Then he 
moistens his lips with a chap stick. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  Oh my god. 
      
EILEEN, small petite and in late 30’s takes a drag off her KENT 
KING and chuckles quietly.  MARTY 13 pounds the floor. DARCY, 15 
with ginger hair lets out little titters.  THE PHONE BLARES OUT 
FROM THE OTHER ROOM.  EILEEN rolls her eyes.  The interruption 
is not welcome. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  Who’s calling at this hour?   
 
BLAKE snubs his CIGAR out.  He rises. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  Honey, it’s late.  We’re watching 
  Laugh In. 
 
     BLAKE 
  I’m just going to see who it is. 
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THE PHONE RINGS uncontrollable and stops once BLAKE snatches it. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  Hello. 
 
INTERCUT TO A PUB IN ENGLAND-EVENING. 
 
GLYNN BARRETT, a jovial sort pushes his thick dark glasses back 
on his head and pounds down his whiskey.  It’s a party behind 
him.   
 
     GLYNN. 
  Blake, it’s Glynn. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  Glynn? 
 
THE PARTY gets louder.  A PASTY FACED MAN POUNDS A YARD WHILE 
THE CROWD EGGS HIM ON. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  Where are you? 
 
GLYNN lights a cigarette and takes a quick hard drag.  His FACE 
animated and hyper.  His eyes are bleary from drink. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  I am in Thomas Hardy country.  In some pub 
  in some town near his house.  Dorset, I 
  think. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  Glynn, do you know what time it is here? 
 
     GLYNN. 
  Of course, I do.  You’re five hours behind 
  us. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  We’re watching Laugh in.   
 
     GLYNN. 
  Pshaw, my friend.  You can watch Laugh In 
  When you get back from England. 
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     BLAKE. 
  What? 
 
     GLYNN. 
  I booked you a flight. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  What? No!  I can’t.  The kids have started 
  school. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  Blake, you have to see this country.   
  The rolling hills, endless numbers of 

Manor houses and castles.  Rich, rich 
History.  You will love it.  I mean 
love it.   

     BLAKE. 
  Glynn you sound drunk.  Call me… 
 
 
     GLYNN. 
  Blake, do you tweed jacket.  I always 

liked a Professor in a tweed jacket. 
Now that’s a touch of class. I can see  
you wearing tweed in front of your 
students here in England.  
 

     BLAKE. 
  Teaching.  Now I know you are drunk. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  Blake, my mind has been working.  I  
  have a project for New England College. 
  I want you involved, so no if, ands 
  or buts.  Meet me at Heathrow Airport 
  Friday.  I got something to show you 
  and believe me my man, you’re not 
  going to regret this. Damn man, It’ll 

change your life.    
 
BLAKE hangs up the phone.  Confused and numb he stares at EILEEN 
like he’s been run over by a truck.   
 
     EILEEN. 
  Who was that? 
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     BLAKE. 
  It was Glynn. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  What did he want? 
 
     BLAKE. 
  He’s in England. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  On vacation? 
 
     BLAKE. 
  I guess.  I don’t know.  Honey 
  he booked a flight for me to 
  meet him in London. 
     
     EILEEN. 
  What?  You can’t do that. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  I kind of have to.  He is my boss. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  Blake, I adore Glynn and his family, 
  but he can be a bit peculiar. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  No, I don’t think so.   
 
     EILEEN. 
  It sounds like he was drunk. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  Yeah, he was but not to the point 
  of being incoherent.  
 
     EILEEN. 
  You’re really going to go aren’t 
  you? 
 
     BLAKE. 
  I have to admit, the man does intrigue 
  Me.  There’s always something going on 
  in his head.  He’s a visionary. 
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EILEEN, resigned that he has no choice. 
 
     EILEEN. 
  When do you leave? 
 
     BLAKE. 
  Friday. 
 
CUT TO. EXT.  HEATHROW AIRPORT-DAY 
 
BOAC FLIGHT 207 touches down. 
 
CUT TO.  INT.  HEATHROW TERMINAL-DAY 
 
BLAKE grabs his suitcase off the baggage carousel.  He walks to 
a waiting area.  He sees a crowd holding up signs with names.  A 
DASHING CHAUFFER with a bushy white moustache catches BLAKE’S 
attention with his sign.  LIVINGSTON.  BLAKE walks over to him.  
The CHAUFFER examines him. 
 
     CHAUFFER. 
  Are you Blake Livingston? 
 
     BLAKE. 
  Yes.   
 
     CHAUFFER. 
  Come this way sir. 
 
THE CHAUFFER grabs his luggage and they are out the door.  THE 
CHAUFFER puts the luggage in the back of a LONG STRETCH 
LIMOUSINE.  HE opens the door.  BLAKE steps inside.  GLYNN BEAMS 
broadly. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  Welcome aboard Blake. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  Welcome aboard where and to what? 
 
     GLYNN. 
  To your destiny my boy. I can see you 
  In Dublin my friend.  At some intelligent 
  Theatrical production of Playboy of The  
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     GLYNN. 
  Western World.  It’s just across the Irish 
  sea.  That could be you.    
 
THE CHAUFFER DRIVES THE CAR out the airport and through LONDON 
HEAVY LONDON MOTORWAY TRAFFIC.  THEY PASS SEVERAL SIGNS, one 
through CRAWLEY, another goes through HORSHAM, Then 
BILLINGHURST.  Along the way BLAKE is struck by the beauty of 
the English countryside.   
 
     BLAKE. 
  I don’t know what this surprise is Glynn 
  but this is probably the most beautiful 
  stretch of country, I’ve ever seen. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  Yes, it certainly is that. 
 
THE CHAUFFER drives past a sign reading ARUNDEL.  They drive 
past a train station, then over a bridge and past a sign that 
reads ARUNDEL.  The TOWN CENTER looks like it hasn’t changed for 
the past four centuries.  LITTLE TUDOR SHOPS line the high 
street.  TO BLAKE’S LEFT is a large stone castle wall. A turn 
left takes them past a 15th century cathedral with gothic 
architecture.  THE CHAUFFER drives them through a ROTARY. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  Oh, these are not called rotaries.  They 
  call them roundabouts. 
 
Glynn rolls his belly with soft chuckles and smiles.  He points 
behind him.  A large NORMAN STONE CASTLE DATING BACK TO THE TIME 
OF WILLIAM THE CONQUERER.   
 
     GLYNN. 
  It conjures up images of Robin Hood 
  and that dastardly Sheriff eh?  The 
  students are going to love this. 
 
GLYNN rubs his hands with glee.  THE CHAUFFER hits a long 
stretch of road.  On the left is a humungous corn field.  The 
fog makes it look like a moor from out of the Hound of The 
Baskervilles.  They pass another sign that reads FORD. A few 
more yards and they come to a STONE HOUSE COVERED IN IVY.  THE  
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CHAUFFER takes a small turn past a sign that WELCOMES THEM TO 
TORTINGTON PARK.  The short lane is thick with oak and horse 
chestnut trees and opens up into a clearing and a large parking 
lot for AN OLD STONE MANOR HOUSE that dates back to the 18th 
century.  The building is dilapidated.  The white paint chipped 
and the FRONT END OF THE MANOR is cracked looks like its about 
to fall into itself. THE CHAUFFER PARKS THE CAR in front of a 
fifty foot long BUILDING STRUCTURE, that also looks weathered 
and about to crumble apart.  GLYNN gets out and beams with 
pride.  This is his baby and he loves his new home. 
 
   
     GLYNN. 
  What do you think Blake? 
 
He studies the building.  It’s unattractive.   
 
     GLYNN. 
  A little paint, some roofing and we got 
  ourselves something.   
 
BLAKE, a long look at GLYNN.  There’s something that tells Blake 
this is not going to be a little paint and some roofing, but a 
very long renovation project.  However Blake is curious why this 
building? 
 
     BLAKE. 
  What is this place? 
 
     GLYNN. 
  It’s New England College. 
 
Long Pause.  BLAKE furrows his brow.  The confusion is apparent 
to Glynn. 
 
     GLYNN. 
  Arundel. 
 
He chuckles and smiles. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  Glynn I never heard any rumors that 
  Henniker closing shop and moving to 
  England. 
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  They’re not. Students can study abroad 
  right here, but not just Americans.  
  We’re going full bore here.  NEC Arundel 
  is going to be International studies. 
 
     BLAKE. 
  Okay, great.  What do I have to do 
  with this? 
 
     GLYNN. 
  You’re going to teach theatre right here! 
 
BLAKE isn’t so sure he likes this hairbrained scheme. 
 
          FADE TO BLACK. 
 
     END OF EPISODE. 
 
     
   
 
    
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
     
 
 


