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PROD. #9411

“MARY ROSE"
e —— e ———

TIME LAPSZES

1896 MARY ROSE is 18.
SIMON is 33.
MR, MORLAND is 50.
MRS. MORIAND is 49.
MR. AMY is (approx.) 47.
1898 KENNETH is born.
1900 MARY ROSE disappears.
CAMERON is ({aprrox.) 22.
1318 MARY ROSE returns.
MR. MCRIAND is now 72.
MRS. MORIAND is 71.
SIMON is 53, )
MR, AMY is 635.
CAMERON is 40.
1939 KENNETH'S return to house.,
He is 41.
DESCRIPTIONS
KENNETH Fair and blue-eyed like mother (Mary Rose)
SIMON Tall man - dark - heavily built. Rabitr-
ually rather solemn; he has a quality of
passion.
MRS. OTERY old, gaunt, narrow-eyed.,

CAMERON {;t 22) old-young man ... gawky youth.
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FADE IN:

Our picture opens on a fairly distant shot of The Islangd,
lonely, sun-speckled yet mist-dim, somehow unsubstantial.
Slowly, the CAMERA moves closer as a man's voice sreaks.
It is a Highlander's soft voice.

CAMERON (o.s.) :
Well, there it iss. The Island.
A mossy bank, a soft bit of scd,
a spot to rest your oars and sit
and sun yourself a spell. Some-
how the sun does seem to favor
the place. A toy island...a wee
insignificant bit of grass and
stone...as tranquil looking a
piece of real estate as anycne
could fancy. Stop. Stop here!

THE CAMERA obeys.

CAMERON (cont'd) (o.s.)
We'll go no closer. Not again.
Not efer again.
(draws a deep breath)

. That
iss its name in Gaelic. 1In :
English it means The Island That
Likes to be Pigited.

(his voice deeply iromic)
Fisited indeed. There are those
who hafe found the island hos-
pitable to a fault. There are
those who hafe found the island...
hungry... for fisitors...

FADE OUT.

FADE IN:

LONG S2O0T, HIGH, of a country house, not really isolatad,

but somehow alienated from its neighdbors, It is run-down,

neglected, empty and...even in the light of mid-afternoon...

. dark. Over this scene we once more hear the 0.S. voice of
CAMERON.

CAMERON (o.s.)
(sighing)
Yes...another choice bit of real
estate. But here...there is no
invitation here... no beckoning...

CONTDIURD
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CONTINUED

CAMERON (cont'd) (o.s.)
no wanting to be fisited. And yet
this house...this house and the
Island are for all time linked
moset tragically together...

The voice fades as a jeep, vintage World War II, ccmes
down the road, slowing down and finally stopping in front
of the house. The CAMERA closes in and by the time the
back door opens and a man, an American officer in battle
dress, gets out of the car, we are in MEDIUM CLOSE-UP.

The man turns and faces the house as if confronting it.
His eyes narrow speculatively as he slowly, deliberately,
takes in the dark decay of the place, the 'FOR SALE' sign,
itself now old and forlornly awry on its base.

At last the man moves across the weedy stretch of lawn,
mounts the steps, starts to knock, changes his mind and
tries the door. It opens easily, and he steps into the
house, closing the door gently behind him.

He finds himself in a small entrance hall. On either side
of him are closed-off rooms. Before him is a staircase
curving gracefully upward. A pale light dimly penetrates
the dirty fanlight above the door, making it possible for
the man...and for us...to make out the gracious lines of
the architecture. Even now, in this sorry state, one can
imagine how inviting, how warm, this small manor house
must once have been.

Without haste, the man takes in the sight, the ambiance.
But, though unhurried, he wastes no time, for his interest,
his focus of attention, seems to be on the staircase and
on the unseen floor above.

Slowly, he begins to mount the stairs. At the top, he
discovers a door, open upon a dark and deeply silent room.
Quietly, he enters. All of this room's past, which can be
taken away, has gone. Such light as there is...no more
than enough to make shadows...comes from the only window,
which is at the back and incompletely shrouded in sacking.
Also toward the back of the room is another door..- It is
closed. As his eyes adjust to the dark, they circle the
room, taking in the peeling wallpaper, the desolated,
deserted sadness of it all, until finally his eyes came to
rest upon the only furnishings in the room... if two up-
ended packing cases and a chair may be called furnishings.

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED

On top of one of the cases is an unlighted candle in a
holder, and beside it is a chair, the back of which is
turned toward the man. These objects sesem only to add

to the impression of empty desertion. . And then, in the
dark, the man becomes slowly conscious of the faintest,
"almost indiscernible movement. It is in the chair. He
freezes. There is a moment of utterly suspended animationm.
Then he speaks, his voice hardly a whisper.

KENNETH
Who's there?

TEE CAMERA closes in tight on the chair, as from its
depth the movement takes shape and turns to face the man,
In the chair is a woman, old, gaunt, narrow-eyed...as
frightened by the man as he has been by her. Only when

- her old gimlet eyes observe the obviously corpcreal
nature of the intruder, does she let out her breath.
Hostilely, she regards him.

MRS, OTEXY
What do you think you're up to
here now: This here's private
property.

KENNETH :
(relaxes, almost smiles)
And you must be the caretaker.
Your name is....?

MRS, OTERY
(compelled against
herself to answer
his gentle, but
utierly assured
command)
Mrs. Otery.

(trying to regain

her authority)
Mrs. Harry Otery, that's who.
And I'm in charge of this house.
It's my job to show it to
prospective purchasers with
appointments.

KENNETH
Really? PFram the looks of
things, I shouldn't think you'd
find yourself very busy.

Courtesy WritingWithHitchcock.com
Educational/Editorial Use Only



3

"MARY ROSE"
Draft #2 - Pe>. 15, 1364

CONTINUED

MRS. OTERY
(£irmly)
Also I'm to see that no mischief
makers come pokin‘' around...

KENNETH
Good for you, but aren't you
allowed a bit of light? Why
were you sitting here in the
dark when you've plenty of
candles there...

MRS, OTERY
I'm not one to waste good candla-
light when I'm sitting alone.
There's a war on, Mister.

KENNETH
(cheerfully)
Right you are, Mrs. Otery.

- But I den't think Qur common.
cause will be fatally compromised
if we burn an inch or so of that
candle.

He attempts to light candle, but the wick has burned too
low. He then removes a knife, a rather largs, lethal-
locking instrument, from inside his jacket and with it
begins to carve the wick out of the wax.

MR3, OTERY
(at the sight
of the knife)
'Ere now...what are you carrying
a wicked thing lika that for?

KENNETE

As you rightfully pointed out,
Madam, there's a war on. Govern-
ment issue.

He now lights the candle and in its feeble, flickering
1ight, begins to look around the room. The light shows
MRS. OTERY nothing she has not already seen; her atten-
tion is still riveted on the knife. We follow KENNETE'S
examination of the room as MRS. OTERY speaks.

MRS, OTERY
(suspiciously)
Wot government? Knives is &
nasty, foreign sort of weapom,

I'd say.
CONTINUED
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CONTINUED

KENNETH
Not at all. 1In this year of
our Lord knives are the call-
ing cards of even proper
English gentlemen.

To tease her, he picks up the knife and casts it it one
ofoghe Packing cases where it sticks, quivering in the
wood . . _

KENNETH (cont'd)
One leaves it on favored
parties, like that.

He moves away, looks about the room as memories come worry-
ing up in him,.

KENNETH (cont'd)
There were peacocks... some-
where...

MRS. OTERY
(indignantly)
Peacocks! Wot peacocks?

KENNETH
Long ago... in this room...
decorations...

MRS. OTERY
Oh, them sort of peacocks.
I was told a cloth used to
hang on the wall there...
tapestries they're called,
and that it had pictures of
peacocks on it. How would
you know?

KENNETH
(not really
addressing her)
This was the living-room...

MRS. OTERY
(quotes from
some brochure)
‘Specially charming is the

drawing-room with its superbd
view of the Downs. This room

is upstairs and is approached
w LA B N
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CONTINUED

KENNETE
By a stair, containing scme
superbly romantic rat-holes.
{moves to window)
There's an apple tree outside
there, with one of its branches
scraping against the window...
(smiles)
It was my own private entrance
and exit...

He pulls aside the sacking, which lets in a littls mors
light. We see that the window, which reaches to the
floor, opens outwards, There is, however, RO trea. The
man stares in disappointment, lets out his breath.

KENMNETH (cont'd)
Ah....

MRS, OTERY
Well, there was a tree, I
believe. You can ses the
root if you look down.

KENNETH

(at the window)
Yaes. Yes, I see it in the
long grass. And a bit of the
seat that used to be around
it. There were blue curtains
at the window, and there was a
sofa at this end, and T had my
firat swimming lessons on it.

(turns, smiles

wryly at the

sour, indifferent

o0ld woman)
You are a fortunats woman to
be here drinking in these
moving memories.

She eyes him narrowly.

KENNETE (cont'd)
I was hoping you would like
to show me arcund the other
rooms.

MRS, OTERY shrugs, stands, moves as if to lead him dowmn-
stairs, but the little door at the back has caught his
eye.

CONTIMUED
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CONTINUED

KENNETH
That door...

MRS, OTERY
(avoiding looking
at the door)
It's nothing. Just a cupboard
door. Come this way.

KENNETH
(turns back
toward the door)
It leads into a little dark

passage...

MRS. OTERY
(agrees...too
quickly)

Yes. That's all.

KENNETH
No...no...it leads...it leads
to a single room. Yes. And
the door ©f the room faces this
way.

Quickly, before she can stop him, he opens the door, dis-
closing, as he had surmised, another door beyond. Ee turns

on her.

KENNETH (cont'd)
(sharply)
Why did you say it was only a
cupbocard?

MRS. OTERY
It's of no consequence, sir.
No consequence.

KENNETH
The room has...two stone windows...
and wooden rafters...

MRS. OTERY
It's the oldest part of the
house. .

KENNETH
I once slept there...when I was
very young...I can't really
remember, but it is a bedroom.

Courtesy WritingWithHitchcock.com
Educational/Editorial Use Only



“MARY ROSE"

CONTINUED

Draft #2 - Feb. 15, 1964

_ MRS, OTERY
Was,

: (insistent) :
If you'll come down with me...

KENNETH
No. I'm curious to see that
rom.lI

She staps in front of him, barring his way, thin-lipped,
determined.

He gives

MRS, OTERY
No.

a piercing look toward the room, then back
at the woman, his face‘shows the beginning of understanding.

KENNETH
Ah....

MRS. OTERY
You cannot go in there.

- KENNETH
(softly: deceptively
casual)
Indeed, Mrs. Otery? For what
reascn?

MRS, OTERY
It's locked. 1It's kept locked.

KENNETH
Since you are the caretaker,
you must have the key.

MRS, OTERY
It's ... lost.

KENNETH
Then whx were you so0 anxious to
stop me? When you knew I would

find the door locked?

MRS, OTERY
Sometimes it's locked; some-~
times not.

KENNETH

?E; Then it's not you who locks
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CONTINUED

MRS, OTERY
(grimly)
Not me.

KENNETH
Then who? Who has the key if
not you,the lawful caretaker?
Who locks and unlocks the door...
withaut, I take it, leave from

you?

MRS, OTERY
(defiantly)
Wot's any of this got to do
with you? You didn't come
here with any sort of proper
appointment! I'm not obliged
to show you around nor answer
no impertinent questions
neither! .
KENNETH
(still softly)
Who, Mrs. Otery? Who locks
the door?

MRS, OTERY
(her defiance
flicker ing out)
It's never locked...it's...
it's held.

KENNETH
(eyes her curiously)
You're shivering, Mrs. Otery.
Are you cold? Here...

He bonda down to the grate of the fireplace and puts a
match to the few sticks there.

KENNETH (cont‘'d)
May I light these bits of sticks?

MRS, OTERY
(stubbornly resisting,
but not ungrateful for
the feeble little flames)
Ask after you've done it! My
orders are to have fires once a
week, no more,

-
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CONTINUED

KENNETH .
(now turns and addresses
her directly, casually)
what is wrong with this house?

MRS, OTERY
(again on guard)
Ehere is nothing wrong with
t.

KENNETH
Then why has it stood virtually
empty for some twenty years?
What made the last tenant leave
in such an extraordinary rush?
And the tenants before them?
Why can no one live in the house?

MRS. OTERY
(snorts)
You've been listening to village
gossip. *

KEMNETH
why, yes. The villagers are
quite keen to discuss this house.
When I inquired about it, they
said the owners had to get a care-
taker from a distance because no
woran from around here would live
in this house.

MRS. OTERY
A pack of cowards.

KENNETH :
They said this caretaker, imported
from another county, was a pretty

bold number ... when she
came,
MRS. OTERY

(pulls her sweater
closer around her
gaunt frame)

I'm bold enough still.

KENNETH :
I was told that this caretak
had been seen to run out into
the fields and stay there trembling

half the night.
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CONTINUED

She does not answsr, and more kindly, he continues.

KENNETE (cont'd)
Village talk, I expect. They
don't care what they say about
an outsider.

MRS, -OTERY
(relieved)
That's the mean way of them.

KENNETH
(suddenly staring
over her shoulder)
What's that?

With a frightened scream she whirls toward the small door.
There is nothing.

KENNETH
(clinically)
What was it you expected to
see, Mrs. Otery?

The woman only shivers silently.
KENNETH (cont'd)
They say there is a ghost. 1Is
there a ghost, my friend?
She remains sullenly silent.
KENNETH (cont'd)

Because if there is a ghost
akout the premises, I'd like

to...
(smiles)
«..pay my respects.
MRS, OTERY
(hisases)

You can smart-talk all you like,

mister, when you've gone, but

for God's sake keep a civil tongue

while you’'re in this house!
(straightens up, her
voice pitched normal-
ly...perhaps a shade
louder than normal)

There is no use showing you the

rest of the place. You haven't (CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED

MRS, OTERY (cont'd)
come to buy. Now, if you want
to be stepping, I have my duties.

KENNETH

{pleasantly, as

he lights a pipe)
My dear Mrs. Otery, we have got
on 80 nicely, I wonder if you
would give me a cup of tea?
There is a deathly chill in the
house.

. (he takes a bill

from his wallet,
presses it upon her)
That woulin't be too much .
trouble for you, would it? Just
a cup of tea?

MRS, OTERY
{eyes the money,
speaks ungraciously)
Well... I don't suppose so,

KENNETH
Since you are so pressing, I
accept your hospitality.

MRS, OTERY
Come on down then, to the
kitchen.

KENNETH

No, no, I'm sure the Prodigal
Son got his tea in the 'drawing-
room'. I'll wait here.
(he leans against a
wall, his arms folded)

MRS, OTERY stares at him, and blandly, he returns her gaze.
At last, the merest hint of a thin smile passes her lips.

MRS, OTERY -
I see. You are meaning to go
into that room. I wouldn't if I
was you.

KENNE TH
If you were me... you would.

With a last look at the o door, sh
closes it gently, then shgegurn:ron.h:rmgz:f.tuw‘rd it and

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED

MRS, OTERY
Prodigal whatever, if you want
tea you can come to the kitchen.

At the door leading to the staircase, she looks dback over
her shoulder at him, and this time she smiles outright.
It is a most unpleasant smile.

MRS. OTERY (cont'ad)
Stay here as long as you like,
sir...with your brave uniform
and your knife. She might take
a fancy to you - or....
(eyes the knife)

to it.

KENNETH
So. It's a woman, is it? Your
ghost?

MRS, OTERY

No concern of yurs, I'd say.

KENNETHE
Yes. It is my concern. I am
a Morland.

‘MRS, OTERY
Picked up that name in the
village too, did you? There's
no more of the Morlands around

here.
KENNETH
There is now.
MRS, OTERY
(tretfully)

The o0ld admiral that died last
‘year... he wasn't even no '
land himselSf.

KENNETH
I know.

MRS, OTERY
(peering suspicious-
ly at him)
The only other Morland just die-
appeared, they say, years ago...

Seens té‘g&%eing€ﬁ21¥lmily,lika.

Disappearing.
CONTINUED
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CONTINUED

KESNETE
Yes. Well, this cne has re-
appeared. I am Kenneth Morland
Blake. The old admiral was my
father and this house...
(gazes around)
now belongs to me.

MRS, OTERY
Who says? If you're him, why
didn't you come in here all
proper with word from the agent?

KENNETH
(obligingly hands
her a piece of paver)
Here you are. All proper with
word from the agent.

MRS, OTERY

(stares first at the

paper, then at him)
Well....

(smiles cynically)
I'd say you've been in no partic-
ular hurry to claim your fine
inheritance.

KENNETH
It is not your place, Mrs,
Otery, to say anything what-
ever. Except in answer to my
qQuestions.

MRS. OTERY sniffs and pulls her shawl more tightly about
her. Her lack of truckle amuses him, and he relents,
smiles,

KENNETH
Mrs. Otery, I find your manners
irresistable.

MRS, OTERY -
Be that as it may.
(curiosity getting
the better of her)
You don‘t speak like no English-
man to my ears.

CONTINUED
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3 CONTINUED

KENNETE
I have been an American for
over twenty years.
{takes her measure)
See here, I've no objectiod%o
satisfying your curiosity i
you will, in turn, satisfy mine.
(confidingly)
You see, I've been away so long.
I went to America shortly after
the last war. I joined the army -
in 1914...I was only sixteen...I
never got home again...

MRS, OTERY
(interrupting;
suspiciously)

The army, was it? And you claim
the old admiral was your father?

KENNETE
(grimly)
Cause and effect, Mrs. Otery.
(there is a breath of
silence. And on
KENNETH 'S face we -
can see residual pain,
continuing bitterness)
In any event. I was priscner-of-
war for three years, and then when
I was finally released, I was ad-
vised to go directly to a nursing
home in Switzerland, where a woman
I barely recognized as my own
grandmother informed me that my
grandfather had suffered a stroke
and was dead, that this house, the
only home I'A ever known, was
closed and would be scld or rented...
at which point a nurse came in and
said I was disturbing the patient.
(he takes a deep breath
and a grim flicker of -
a smile sets in)
My father...not yet an admiral,
but as always a commanding man...
gave a short, brutally succinct
account on what had happened in
this house and of my own history --
after which he gave me a fairly

*

CONTINUED
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MRS, OTERY
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KENNETH (cont'd)
handsome pourboire and suggested
that I try the 'colonies'.

(Lets out his breath)
I never saw him or my grandmother...
or this house again. And that,
0ld bean, is the story of my life.
Now. It's your turn. But not, if
you please, the works. Just the
last three years...since you've
been here... will do.

MRS. OTERY
(shrugs sullenly)
I loock after the house. I told
you that.

KENNETH
Yes, but I am interested in your
social life here...your companions.
I am interested in your ghost.
Have you ever actually seen her?

-

KENNETH (cont'd)
Where? In this room? T

looks toward the inner room.

KENNETE (cont'd)
Ah. Has she ever been seen out
of that room?

MRS, OTERY
(in a rush..at
last she speaks)
All over the house...in every
room and on the stairs. I tell
you I've met her on the stairs

. and she drew back to let me

pass and said ‘'Good evening'!

KENNETH
(incredulous, humor-
ing, he smiles)
Indeed? She sounds a very
gentle, harmless sort of ghost.

MRS, OTERY
There's some wouldn't say that.
Them that left in a hurry...

there is a terrible wind-like
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CONTINUED
MRS. OTERY (cont'aQ)
thing...terrible...that ccmes
when she gets restless and thinks
you are keeping it from her.
Then she'd do you a mischief...
it's terrible then...

KENNETH
What do you mean ‘keeping it
from her'? Keeping what from
hezx?

MRS, OTERY
Whatever it is she prowls about
this cold house searching for,
searching, searching. I don't
know what it is. But it is
awful...her loss.

KENNETH

(grimly)
There's worse than not finding
what you're looking for. There
is finding it so different frem
what you had expected.

(he sighs)
All right, Mrs. Otery. Go on
down to the kitchen and leave

me here.

MRS. OTERY
You think you're in no danger,
but, ..

He has dismissed her, and is now utterly oblivious to her
presence.

MRS, OTERY (cont'q)
I'll be in the kitchen...
(she turns, walks
from the room,
does not look back
to deliver her
. last line)
Waiting. -

As MRS, OTERY'S footsteps are heard descending the stairs,

KENNETH hesitates, his eyes fixed on the little door, but
slowly he forces himself to relax, smiling at himself.

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED

With a show of patience, indiffe-ence even, he sits down
in the chair that MRS. OTERY had occupied. He taps out
his pipe, his eye first on the door, then deliderately
turned toward the delicate movement of the little fingers
of dying fire. As the fire burns lower, he sits quietly,
and in the increasing dusk, he ceases to be an intruder,
and his figure becames indistinct and fades from sight.

When the haze 1lifts we are looking at the room as it was
sCme forty-five years ago on the serene afterncon that
began its troubled story. There are rooms that are always
cheerful, and MRS. MORLAND'S little drawing-room is one of
them. It is furnished, as we have already heard, with the
blue curtains, the sofa on which KENNETH had his first
swimming lessons, the peacocks on the wll, and the apple
tree is in full blossom at the open window. One of the
tree's branches has even stepped into the room.

MR, MORLAND and the local clergyman, MR, AMY, are chatting
importantly about scme matter of no importance, while MRS.
MORLAND is on her sofa at the other side of the room. She
is knitting and she comes into the conversation occasionally
with a cough or a click of her needles. This is her
tactful way of telling her husband not to be 80 assertive to
his guest. All three people are slightly over forty years
of age. They are people who have found life to be, on the
whole, an easy and hapoy adventure. The squire is only a
small squire of very moderate means who passes life pleasant-
ly and not unprofitably in being a J.P. and will discuss for
days or months the advisability of putting dnew roof on a
tenant's cowshed. Eventually, without his knowing it, his
wife will make up his mind for him. BEven she does not know
she has done it. MRS. MORLAND is a delightful woman with
rather ghrewder sense than her husband, and she has a joke
that has kept her merry through all her married life, viz.
her husband. She adores him, however, and they are an
extremely happy sociable couple. MR, AMY is even more
sociable than MR, MORLAND; he is reputed to know everyone

in the county, and has several times fallen off his horse
because he will salute all Passers-by. On his visits to
London he usually returns depressed use there are so
many pecple in the streets to whom he may not give a“friendly
bow. He likes to read a book if he knows the residence of
2 relative of the author, and at a Play it is far more to
him to learn that the actress has three children, one of
them down with measles, than to follow her histriomnic genius.
He and his host have the pleasant habit of print-collecting,
and a very common scene between them is that which now
follows. They are bent over the squire‘'s latest purchase.

CONTINUED
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‘MR, AMY
Very interesting. A nice little
lot. I must say, James, you have
the collector's flair.

MR. MORLAND
(modestly)
Oh, I dont't mow...

MR, AMY
The flair. That is what you
have, James, You got them at
Peterkints in Dean Street, didn't
you? Yes, I know you did. I saw
them there. I wanted them too,
but they told me you had already
g0t the refusal,

MR, MORLAND
Sorry to have been too quick
for you, Georgs, but it is my
way ip in. You have aome
nlce ints yourselr.

MR, AMY
I haven't got your flair, James,

. MR, MORLAND
I admit I dontt miss mach,

So far It haas been a competition in saintliness.

m- m

{the saint leaves him)
You missed something at Peterkin's,
though.,

No.

MR. MORLAND
How do you mean?

m.m .
You didn't examine the little
lot lying beneath this lot.

MR. MORLAND
I turned them over; juat a few
odds and ends of no account,
MR. AMY
(with horridle

somplacency)
All except one, James,
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MR. MCRLAND
(twitching)
Scmething good?
MR, AMY

(at his meekest)
Just a little trifle of a
Gainsborough.

(faintly)
What! You?ve got 1t?

MR. AMY
I've got 1it. I am a poor
man, but I thought ten pounds
wasn't too much for a
Gainsborough.

The devil has them both now.

MR. MORLARD
Ten pounds! Is it signed?

MR, AMY
No, it isa't signed,

MR. MORLAND
(almost his
friend again)
Ant

MR. AMY
What do you precisely mean by
that tAhit, James? If it had
been signed, could I have got
it for ten pounds? You are
always speaking about your
flair, I suppose I can have a
little flair sometimes too.

MR. MORLAND
. 1 am not always speaking about
y flair, and I don't believe
it is a Gainsborough.

MR, AMY
(vith dignity)
If I had thought you would
grudge me my little find e-
which you missed -- I wouldntt

have bro £ 4t to show you.
: (with shociding exulta-
tion he produces a

roll of paper)
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MR. MORLAND
(backing from it)
So, that's 1t,

This 1s 1t.
The squire has to examine it like a Christian.,

MR, AMY (cont'd)
Theret I have the luck this
time. I hope you will have
it next, .

The sxultation passes from one face inte the other,

MR, MORLAND
Interesting, George., Quite.
But definitely not a
Gainsborough.

By this time the needles have entered into the ocontroversy
but they are disregarded,

MR. MORLAND (cont'd)
I should say the work of a
clever amateur, No more.

MR, AMY
James, I had no idea you had
such a smal)l nature.

MR, MORLAND
No one would have been more
Plessed than myself if you had -
Eicked up a Gainsborough., But
ock at the paper, George.

" MR,
What is wro #ggh the er
Mr. Morlandze PEPETS

MR, MORLAND .
Machine made, my friend. Machine
madetl

- After further inspection MR. AMY is convinced against his
will, and the find is returned to his pocket less carefully
than it had been produced.

MR. MORLAND (mnttd)
Dontt get into a tantrmum abdout
it, George,
CONTINUED
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Y

MR, AMY
(grandiy)

I am not in a tantrum, and I
should be obliged 1f you
wouldnt!t George me, Smile on,
Mr. Morland, I congratulate
Jou on your triumph, You have
hurt an old friend to the quick,
Bravo, bravo. Thank you, Mrs.
Morland, for a very pleasant
visit., Good-day.

MRS. MORLAND
(prepared)
I shall see you into your coat,
George,

MR, AMY

I thank you, Mrs. Morland, but
I need no one to see me into
my coat, R
| MRS. MORLAND
- (v1anaiy)

k) Nonsense., Now which of you is
) to say it first? Janes?

~ ' . MR. MORLAND
George, I apologize.

MR, AMY
James, I am heartily ashemed
of mysel?, I quite see that
it iant't a Gainsborough.

MR, MORLAND
After all, itt's certainly in the
Gainsborough school.

They clasp hands sheepishly, but the peacemaker helps the
situation by ahowing a roguiah face, and MR, AMY departs,

MR. AMY 3
Goodnight, Fanny. What a saint
you are,

MRS. MORLAND
Not a bitt Itm a very selfish
woman who bends everyone to her
) mn will ™

Both MR. AMY and MR, MORLAND laugh and MR. AXY 1s gone.

22,

. | CONTINUED
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CONTINUED

MRS. MORLAND
I coughed 80 often, James, and
you must have heard me clicking.

MR. MORILAND
"J heard it alright. Good old
Georgel It's a pity he has no
flair. He might as well order
his prints by wireless.

MRS. MORLAND
What is that?

MR. MORLAND
Wireless it's to be called,
There is an article about it in
that peper, The fellow says that
before many years have passed we
shall be able to talk to ahips
on the ocean,

MRS. MORLAND
(who has resumed
her knitting)
What nonsense,

MR. MORLAND
Oh, I don't know, my dear,
There is no denying that there
are more things in heaven and
earth than are dreamt of in
our philosophy.

MRS, MORLAND
You and I know that to be true,
James,

For a moment he does not know to what she i3 referring.

(edging away

from trouble)
Oh, that. My dear, that is -
all dead and done with long ago.

MRS. MORLAND
(thankfully)
Yes., But sometimes when I look
at Mary Rose «-

MR, MORLAND
Panny, don't seek troubdle.

CONTINUED
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MRS, MORLAND
She'll want to marry one day
mn...

MR, MORLAND
That infant! Really, Fanny!

MRS. MORLAND
She's eighteen. She only seems
an wmt, Jmeapooit'. hﬂro!gt
(ahrugs) .

¢ e ner way.

MR. MORLAND
Angd a delightful way it ist

- MRS. MCRLAND
I know, I know, And you are.
not the only man alive who
will find it so.
(she puts down

¢ her knitting)
And she cannot marry, James,
without your first telling
the man., We agreed.

MR. MORLAND
Well, I'm no longer sure about
that, Fanny. Let sleeping dogs
lie, you know.

MRS. MORLAND
James,,.
MR. MORLAND
ggag difference does it maie?
W

MRS, MORLAND
Whether we like it or net
muw!bmeggtmelumeanﬁfto
whom i1t happened., Whether
she remembers it or not, it
happened to her. It makes her
singular, Whomever she marries
mist understand,..

(hrugsing £t a1l ore)
it offt

Posaidbly. Possibly. We shall
think about all that when the

24,

CONTINUED
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MR. MORLAND (contt!d)
time comes, But that time, merci-
fully, is not upon us et.

(reminded that
evening's time i
passing)
However, I belisve my bedtime is,
Where do you think Mary Rose has
hared off to with old Simon?
Shouldn't they be back?

MNIS. MORLAND
(smiles)
They probably walked all the way
to the river...I dontt believe
the young people found your's
and Ceorgs's talk about old
prints very stimilating.,

MR. MORLAND
En? Why Mary Rose is always ex-
tremely int.,... .
(interruptas himself).
Young people? S8Simon? That old
sea dog? Hat

MRS. MORLAND
Jemes, you have slipped into, the
attitude of regerding Simon as
one of our own genera.ion...he's
only thirty-three, you know,

MRS, MORLAND
(mildly surprised to
be reminded of SIMON'S
relative youth)
I do forget, you know. Simon has
always been s0...s0lid and all,

MRS. MORLAND
s, (enigmatically)
For which we may dbe grateful,
MR. MORLAND g

(looks keenly at her.
He knows this tone)
What is that supposed to oconvey?

MRS, MORLAND
Just that if it is to dbe Simon,
I am glad that he is what he is.

CONTINUED
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MR, MCRLAND

(frowning)
If what 1is to be Simon? What
on earcth are you trying to
suggest? Do you mean to tell
me that you think Simon i8s,.,.
interested in lMary rocc? What
utter nonsense! Simon and ugh
Mary Rosel! . Why he*s old eno
To be her...

(quickly calculates the

age difference, 1is

forced to finish lamely)
essNCle, .,

MRS, MORLAND
He is thirty-three, She is
eighteen. Not ‘an unprecedented
difference in ages,

: MR. MORLAND

But what on earth would a grown

man,..a& Navy man,.. & Commander,

mind you, why should a fellow

like that bother with a baby

like Mary Rose? Why he knew her

in her pram! Absurdl Really,

Fanny, it's not nice of you to

put such ideas into my head.
(nervously drums hia
fingers on a table,
takes a few ahort
paces, turms abruptly
and gives his wife a
rather baleful glare,
then without further
to~do, strides to the
window, pulls aside
- the curtain, peers out
into the dark, then
raises his voice

: _ peremptorily)

Mary Rose? Mary Rosel -

A seft answer comes from the nearby gloom of the impenetrabdly
leafy tree.

MARY ROSE (o0.s.)
Yes, Deaddy.

CONTINUED
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MR .MORLAND

(startled, he

steps dack)
What!s that? Confound it,
Mary Rose, come inside at once.
Wherets Simon? t are you
doing in that tree? In the
dark? i

’ HARY ROSE (O.S.)
I'm hiding.

MR. MORLAND
From Simon?

MARY ROSE (o0.s.)
(her voice pales)
No...not Simon.

MR. MORLAND

Mary Rose? Are you frightened?
Come in at onge. °

(there 1s a beat

while he waits

for her to obey;

but when she does

not appear, he

speaks again)
What has frightened yYou? Has
Simon frightened you?

The thickly-leaved branches of the tree tremble and we see
& 8irl lower herself onto the branch that is level with the
window. She does not yet step into the roon,

MR. MORLAND
(heavily)
I sald has Simon frightened you?

MARY ROSE
(a_faint amile)

Partly. Partly, he has,

MR. MORLAND g
Then what else? Who else?

MARY ROSE now steps into the drawing-room.
MARY ROSE

" You. I am mostly afraid of
you.

CONTINUED
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If there is anything strange about this girl eof eighteen,
-1t 18 no more than an elusiveness of which she herself is
unaware, She appears to be a happy, straightforward girl,
only perhaps a little younger in manner than eighteen would
imply. She 13 likely to give way to a tomboyishness of
gesture or a child's guileless amusement that & more demure
or more tactful eighteen would restrain. However, now, at
the moment we first see her, she is quite keysd up,. trying
everything to ease over the situation...girlish appeal,
teasing, dbullying, candour, evasion. Her mother g8ets up
from the oouch and approaches MARY ROSE.

MR, MORLAND
(quite flattered
o hear that his
daughter might find
him frightening)
Of mel? Frightened of me?

MARY ROSE stifles a giggle, butts her head ulsively into
MRS. MORLAND!'S comfortable bosom. i 7

MRS. MORLAND
Ah,

MR, MORLAND
'Ah'? Wwhat the devil is tanht
Supposed to convey?

MRS. MORLAND
(to)MRY!MSE)
I take it Simon's been disturd-
ing you. ,

* . MARY ROSE
(pulls her heaa
Up. She likes
E?!mouum;siuw
of' expressing
" the situation)
Yes, he has, It's all Simoms
raﬁt.

what 1s? ’ig};t"m '
[ 8 Simnts fault?
WheTe is he?

MARY ROSE
At the foot of the tree.

(laughs, her manner
becomes even more

high-stun
He'’s a0 pampous...gz wants to

come in by the doort @ NTINURD
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MR, MORLAND = ﬂgb-lst-
help in this terrible hour,
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MR .MORLAND
Well what's stopping him?

MARY ROSE

(4in a breath - it

-all pours nervously out)
Me. I told him it would bde
bettar u I come first...
after 211, I knew you wouldn!t
seriously adbuse me!

(cantt help a

grin of mischie?)
You cantt think how quickly he
agreed! He's positively cravent
But I don!t care. I love him
anyway.

MR. MORLAND

-

Iove?

" :MARY ROSE
Poor Deddy!

' MR, MORLAND
Hl‘-'l'}" RDBQ....
(blaniiy)
Mary Rose...you!'re not in love
with Simon! Are you?

MARY ROSE

Oh, Daddy, I am sorryl
(turns™ to her
mo ther)

What can we do?
(with no warning
whatever, she
begins to ary)

MRS. MCRIAND
Oh, darling...pet...dontt,
Dontt cry.

MARY ROSE
But everything is so changedt
(awea)
Before...before he was just.,,
well...good old Simon,...and
then, Daddy...he wasntt,
back to her mother)

You will scarcely know himt

Educational/Editorial Use Only
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MRS. MORLAND
Well, love, he breakfasted
with us; I think I shall know
him still,

MARY ROSE
He is quite different from
breakfast time., Hets simply
awfull He!s.,.,he's tallcing
about properties and lawyers
and income,
sne begins to

cry again)

sR. MORLAND
(with spirit)
Income! He'!’s got as far as
that has he! Does he propoae
that this marriage should take
place tomorrow? Tonightt

o not MARY ROSE
no Not feor ages and agest
’ (2 breath)
Not till his next leave.

MRS. MORLAND
Mary Rosel

MARY ROSE
He is waiting down there, Munm,,
He's terrified...or Just hang.
dog, poor thingt

MRS. MORLAND
Run down and tell him to come

up, Mary Rose,

MR. MORLAND
‘stemly)
-But don't come” with him,
MARY ROSE
ont
MRS. MORLAND

(soothing her daughter,
and at the same time
warning her husband
of what must be said
Yo . b o mto Si.mn)
our father is right, Mary Rose.
You know Simon mui?: !"eel quite,,.
discomfitted,

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED -

MR. MORLAND
(snorts)
Discomfitted indeedy

MRS, MORLAND
Send Simon up, Mary Rose.
Alone,

MARY ROSZ
(anxiously)
He wants to do the right
thing, Father, '

MR, MORLAND
Whatts that?
(daridy)
The right thing?

MRS. MORLAND
(calmly amiling)
I'm sure he does, darling.

MARY ROSE
Deddy...you won't try to put
him against me,,.

MR. MORLAND
(ademently)
I most assuredly will...

MRS. MORLAND
(interrupting
smoothly)
sesiot try...to fput him against
youl, sweetheart,

At this phrasing, MR. MORLAND turns with sudden memory and

%go}_g at his wife., He clears his throat, turns gently now

ter,

MR. MORLAND
Run along, Mary Rose, and tell '
Simon we're waiting for him, g

MARY ROSE moves slowly toward the door leading to the stairs,
turns back once to regard her parents qQuestioningly.

MARY ROSE
(almost a whisper)
I_love Simon. - I love him.

She leaves. Ws stay with the MORLANDS only long eno to
see their uneasy exchange of looks, then we follow MARY ROSE

CONTINUED
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in her flight down the stairs, What starts as a stately,
solemn descent, degeneratas into a headlong, three-steps-
at-a-time plunge, She quite literally lunges at the door
and yanks it open, out of the breath with which to call
SIMON. But there is no need. For he is tiwe, framed in
the door, waiting. Startled, delighted, MARY ROSE gasps
and flattens herself againat him, She finds the breath to
whisper... 'Simon' ,...

He takes her in his arms and gently kisses her hair.

CUT TO:

MR. & MRS, MORLAND, waiting. MR. MORLAND has opened the

leaves of a photograph album, an album which one instantly
surmises is principally dedicated to MARY ROSE. Stopping
at a picture that seems ove Him particularly - perhapa
one of & small girl hanging trustingly onto his own hard.
It is charmingly period. 1It!'s color is the sepia of the
period's photography.
MR. MORLAND
.0.0h, WJ w de&!"...lOOk,
here is one that you took,
Fanny. Very atea ou were,
(sighs deeply
Such a child...Fanny, did you
hear what sne said? She said,
fYou wontt try to put him
againat me, Daddy?!

MRS. MORLAND
He must be told.

MR. MORLAND
I suppose -- in any event, he
will be an ass if it bothers

him,
(2 lock out the
. dark window&?
Worft he, Fanny?
CUT TO: -

MARY ROSE and SIMON, her face now raised to him as he kisses
her mouth. When at last, breathlessly, she breaks away, she
cannot bear the solemnity of the moment., She makes a silly
face and hisses, '

CONTINUED
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- MARY ROSE

I wouldn't like to be you,
Simon., Guess what happened
up there?.

(Ides of March

sort of reading)
Daddy, you know? My darling
old daddy? He turned into a
father ore my very eyest

t, Simon, Courege.
In you go...and me for the
attict

MARY ROSE stifles & laugh and runs away leaving SIMON to makas
his way alone ito the house and up the stairs to the &rawirg-
room wr2re the MORLANDS await him. SIMON enters the room and
we see him as the MORLANDS see him: a tall man, dark, heavil
bullt. We feel that he is habitually rather solemn, but
certainly more s=o nox. He has a quality of passion. 1If
MARY ROSE seems young for her age, SIMON then seems old
for his, He approaches the MORLANDS with a steady step and
& look of assurance...assurance of himself, at any rate.

But MRS. MORLAND!S almost warning look and MR. MORLAND'S
averted . face, cause him to falter slightly, There is an
unexpected moment of strained silence bdetween these old and
happy eacquaintances. MRS. MORLAND breaks the uneasy silence.

MRS. MORLAND
Simon.

SIMON
(a faint feeling-out
sort of smile)
I feel as if Itve been brought

befors a hanging Jjudge.

MR. MORLAND

 (grurfly)
And so you should., Thatt'!s what
we used to do with poachers.

- SIMON
(he 18 not withe
out ashame)
Oh Lordt I really am in Diclkets
meadow,,..I understand perfectly
that you think Mary Rose too

young. oo

CONTINUED
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There is now heard, startling’ the MORLANDS but mt
& gentle tapping from the ceiling,

" He catches
to her.
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MR. MORLAND
Don't be plausible, sir! You
willl need something betier than

plausibility to plead your case,

: MRS. MORLAND
Oh Simon...couldn?!t you have
waited? Just a little time
longer? '

SIMON
(directly. To
MRS. MORLAND
he can speesk
candidlyg
No. I don't believe I oould.

MR. MORLAND
Your...urgency does you no
credit, sirg

MR. MORLAND
(glancing upwerds)
What on esrth,..?

SIMON

It's Mary Rose. She's lending
me her support., From the attie.
She saw instantly that I might
show the white feather...

(his smile broadens)
«se8he wouldn't put it past me
to bolt,

SIMON smiles,

SIMON,

31".

MRS. MORLAND'S smile and addresses his next line

SIMON (cont'dga
She suggested that she ck me

up like an admiral with a
questionable link in the line
of command. She was to make her
presence felt, indicating that
England expects her officers
this dread day to do his duty.

MRS. MORLAND
Simon. You two are most flag-
rantly in cahoots agairst us.
You should be ashamed,

CONTINUED
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SIMON
Well of course I am ashamed.
But there it is.

MR. MORLAND
(ezggressively)
Are you aware, Simon, what a
fool this business makes you
out? After all, Mary Rose is
quite simply an infant.

SIMON
No, sir. Not quite and not

simply.
MR. MORLAND shoots him a lock, reddens, sterts to deliver

35.

& Idlling rejoinder, but onge agzain MRS, MORLAND 1nterrn:aa.

MRS. MORLAND
. I expect you are right, Simm,
She isn't altogether a child,,.
nNor's..yet is she altogether a
woman, -

Again there 1s heard the gentle tapping from above.

QUICK CUT T0:;

"ATTIC, MARY ROSE seated on floor of attic, Sre holds an

0ld golf stick that she has obviously used for the tapping.
Now she puts her ear to the floor, straining to hear. But
the voices do not penetrate and impatiently she sits up
agein and prepares to wait further, using the golf stick as
& prop to lean against, _

CUT TO:

DRAWING-ROOM.

Mrs. Morland...

(turns to in-

eee8ir, I think Mary Rose is
more woman than you know...
or want to admit. She wants
to marry me as much as I want
to marry her,

(Pleading now)

See here. I'm not kidnagg&gg
s CONTINUVED
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SIMON (cont'd)

the ‘girl, you know! We!ll
always be close by...Mary Rose
will probably even want to
stay on here with you,while
I'm on sea duty, at least to
begin with, Even when we open
up my place...it's still only
a meadow away. _

MR. MORLAND turns to his wife, gives her a gentle look,

puts his arm around her.

MR. MORLAND
That's true enough, Fanny.
She would be near... that is
certainly to be considered...

SIMON

(decides to finish

the painful discussion)
Precisely. .

(he picks up a fire

tool and points it

at the ceiling; gives

the MORLANDS a

-sheepish grin)
I promised to knock back as soon
as I thought things were going
well., Shall I call her down?

MR. MORLAND

(looks into the honest,

earnest eyes of the

other man, then averts

his gaze, clears his

throat, doesn't quite

look straight at 8 wife)
Uell...hnny, I think he mt.ll.

MRS. MORLAND
(of stermer stufrf)

(takes a deep

breath, faces SIMON)
Simon, there's more than...
there is something...z2 little
thing, Simon... but we Ieel we
ought to tell you...before you
knock, dear.

Curiously, SIMON gives her his attention.
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MRS. MORLAND (o nttd)

) It's nct very important, I think,
but it is something she doesn't
now Of-ﬁeraelf. And 1t...it
makes her a little different from
other girls.

SIMON
(smiles)
She!s quite different from other
girls.

" MRS. MORLAND
For you, of course. But this
130.0.

( a smell, nervous
fsocial?! laugh is
forced from her)

I'm really finding this most
difficultt -

- SMN -
- (slowly) .
Mrs. Morland. I don't want to
) hear anything agsnhst Mary Rose.

_ MR. MORLAND
. : No, Simon. We have nothing to
tell you againat her,

MRS, MORLAND
It 1s Just something that hap-
pened, Simon. She couldn't help
it. It hasn't troubdled us in
the least for years, but we al-
ways agreed that she mustn!t be
engaged before we told the man.
And we must have your promise,
before we tell you, that you
will keep it to yourself. You
must never speak of it to her...
not to anyone...but especially
to her. You must give us your
promise.

SIMON
(frowning, hesitates
before he answers)

Very well, I promise.

) MRS, MORLAND sits down as if suddenly weary. Her husband

eyes her with tender ocncern, begins the stery.
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8 CONTINUED

MR, MCRLAND
It happened eleven years ago,
when Mary Rose was seven. We
were on holiday in a remote part
of Scotland...the Quter Hebrides,

SIMON
I once went on shore there fram
the Gadfly. Very bleak and
barren... dly a tree...

MR. MORLAND

Yes, it is mostly like that,
There is a whaling station,
We went beczuse I was fond of
fishing...

(sighs)
Anyway, quite close to the inn
where we put up there is...a
little island....

And here he stgs. He sees thit little island so clearly 4in
his mindts eye that he forgets to go on with the story.

MRS. MORLAND
James,..

MR, MCRLAND
En? Oh...yes...it...is quite a
smell island, uninhabited, no
sheep even. No more, I supposs,
than five, six acres. Not un-
usual in any way...

. MRS, MORLAND
. 1t had more treess than the other
islandsa.,
MR. MORLAND

Yes, thatt's right, Scotch firs
and a few rowan-trees,,.,.and it
has what might be called a lake,

I suppose. A little pool, really,
out of which a small stream flows.
And 1t has hillocks and a glade,

a sort of miniature land,..cur-
‘dously complete in itself. That
was all we noticed.

-

He sees that his wife hes put trembling fingers to her lipas.

MR. MORLAND (eonttd)
I can tell him without pur
being here, Fanny,
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*MARY ROSE" . 39.
Draft #2 - Ped, 15,1564

CONTINUED

SheFhakes her head, does not move. And he resumes his tale,
now moving about the room, nervously recreating that other
place and time,

MR. MORLAND (conttd)
I fished a2 great deal in the
loch detween that island...
that damned island...

(he takes a
steadying breath)

ssoand the larger one. Mary
Rose always wanted to go with
me, but she didn't like to see
the baiting...the 1little island
with its tiny pool attracted her.
She claimed she could catch everye
thing from minnows to whales in
that pool...without bait...if she
wanted to. But she preferred to
sketch and color in a little note-
book she carried. 8o I would row
her across to the little island
and leave her there sitting in
her favorite spot - on an old
tree stump beside the little pool,
pretending to fieh...

There 1s now, once again, the tapping from the attie; this
time, the tatoo has an impatient ring.

CUT TO:

CLOSE-UP « MARY ROSE

IN ATTIC as she gives one last imperious thump on the floor
with the golf stick she holds. The thump startles even her
and she pulls her head into her’  ghoulders and swings

- herself around to hunch herself into a smaller size, VWe

&re now behind her, and in the dark of the attio the

ﬁdiiuniahed shape, holding the golf stick, is not at Ill

e....
-~

" FPADE INTO ...

The back of a small girl by the island pool holding, instead
of the golf stick, a fishing rod, the line of which bdobs

~harmlessly in the water. Over this scene we continue to hear

the 0.S. voice of MR. MORLAND as he describes what happened,

MR. MORLAND (o.s.)
eseX could ses her from the boat
most of the time and we used to

wave to each other.... CONTINUED
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“MARY HOSE"™ _ 40,
Draft #2 - Pedb. 15, 1964

CONTINUED

We .see the child and man...the man at a distance over the
water,..do just that, They wave. And somewhere, muffled
by time and distance, deep below the present voice of

MR. MORLAND, there are the faint, dim sounds of that other
place.,.the wind, the weter and the childish voice carried

acrosa it.

MR. MORLAND (contd)(o.s.)
We would wave and then I would
fish awhile longer and then go
back for her. Mary Rose was very
fond of the place, She called it
her island, her darling, things
Iike that. It had a Gaelic name
which means tThe Island That Likss
To Be Visited'. We were only told
atout it later. After.., well, it
happened on what was to be our last
day. I had landed her on the island
as usual, and in the early svening
I pulled across to take her off.
From the dbct I saw her and waved
that I was coming for her. She waved
bQCka oe

We see this scene from the boat's P.O.V.

MR. MORLAND (2ont?’d)(o.s.)

«sothen I rowed over, with, of

course, my back to her.,,

less than a hundred yards to g9,

but when I got across she wasntt
there. She just wasnt't there,

Not on the island, No one iIn

the village went to bed that night....

We see the tension, the consternation of the villagers,
their eyes on the distant flickering lights of the searchers
on the island... there is a heightening of sound under

MR. MORLAND!S voice.

MR. MORLAND (cont'd)(o.s.)
It was then we learned how they
feared the island. They had not -
realized that I had been landing
Mary Rose there...and they are
deeply religious people, ashamed
I expect of their superstition...
not wanting to bring it to the
attention of strangers...not w:{*haut
reason.

(sighs)
The pool was dragged...everything.
There was nothing we didntt try;
CONTINUED -
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10  CONTINUZD

!‘!R.MOHLA.ND (mnt'd) (oo!o)
but she was gone. Gone. After
the third day, the Searchers gave
UP...except two whom I paid to
gontinue with me,,.hopelessly.
Pinally, I had to let then go.
There wasn't a leaf or a stone.
or a hlade of grass that wasn't
examined fifty times. It was
twenty days. But we eouldn';mt
leave. We couldn't leave!
day...that Twentiech day, I.was
wandering along the shore of the
loch, you can imazine in what sta‘e
of mind. I stopped and stood look-
ing across the water at the islang,
and...and I saw her! I saw_her
8itting there on the tree trunk... )
as I had seen her last,..she
waved at me and I,..I waved back,
It was like a dream. I got into
my boat and rowed across » in the
old Wa7e.eo8Xcept this time I sat
facing her, so that I could see

er 1 the time, When I landedq,
the first thing she said to me was,
'Daddy, why did you row in that
funny way...t

CUT BACX 70:

11 HOUSE. MRS. MORLAND, still on the sofa, weeping allently
now, SIMON riveted with attentien to MR, MORLAND,

MR. MORLAND (ocontta)
.(his face seems
;1:1;: thu:h when
e
I Jnew at onc%ﬁeém&n't
know anything had happened.

"~ SIMON
But that!s simply not poasiblet -
How ocould...where did she say
she had been?
. MR. MORLAND
She didntt know the had been any-
where, Simon, She thought I
had jJust come for her at the
usual time, '

CONTINUED
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“MANY ROSE™

CONTINUED

Draft #2 - Ped, 15, 1964
SIMON
But twen 3! You arentt

sugzessiing are had been on
the island all thet time?

- MR. MORLAND
We don't lmow.

MRS. MORLAND
James drought her back to me
Just the same little...

(catches her breath)

e s unselfconscious girl, She
had no thought that she had been a-
way from me for more than an hour
or two.

SIMON :
But when you told her...

MRS. MRLAND
(fiercely)
We never told her; she does not
Inow!

SIMON
But malyn oe

MRS. MORIAND
No. We had her dback. No one
Rere knew the story.
should she be different? Why
should she be macde to doubt har. .
self...her senses?

SIMON
You told no one?

MRS. MORLAND

- (der
Doctors. Several doctors.

SIMON
How did they explain 1t?

MRS. MORLAND
(with heavy
bitter irony
They explained about fatigue
and hysteria and nerves,,.they
explained *time disorientatioent.

They explained nothing. Nothing.

[ 3
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11 CONTINUED

MR, MORLAND
They had no explanation for it
except that it never took place.
You can think that too, if you
like,

STMON
I don't know what to think.
(after a moment of
uneasy silence) -
It has had no effect on her,
at any rate.

MR. MORLAND
None whatever -- and you can
guess how we used to watch.

MRS. MORLAND
Simon, I am very anxious to de
honest with you. I have scmetimes
. thought that Mary Rose is curiously
young for her age -- as if -- you
know how just a touch of frost may
stop the growth of a plant and yet
leave it blooming == it has some-
times seemed to me as if & cold
finger had once touched ry child.

MR. MORLAND
We have sometimes thought that zahe
had momentary glimpses back into
that time but before we could
questlon her in a cautious way
about them the gates had closed
and she remembered nothing. You
never saw her talking...to some
person who wasntt there?

SIMON
No.
MRS. MORLAND
Nor listening? As if for some... -
some sound that never came?
SIMON
A sound?
(he shakes his head)
MRS. MORLAND
(sighs deeply
lhudderinglys
At any rate she has outzrown it
all...the lisening...all of it. OO NTINUED
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"MARY ROSE"

CONTINUED

He does so.

CUT TO:

-

Draft #2 - Ped, 15, 1964

SIMON
It 18 curious that she's
never spox2n to me of that
holidey. She tells ma every-
thing. :

MRS. MORLAND
No, that isn't curious; it is
Just that the island has faded
from her memory. I should be
troubled if she began to recall
it. Well, Simon, we felt we had
to tell you. That is all we
know; I am sure it is all we
shall ever know. What are you
going to do?

SIMON
(smiles, once more
picks up fire tool)
Why, I'm going to knock on the
celling, Mrs, Morland.

- g

44,

ATTIC. MARY ROSE 1s instantly mobilized by the sound.

She jumps to her feet and excitedly answers the tap, then
flings the golf stick aside and dashes to the stairs, Once
more we witness her headlong way with stairs, half run, half
flight., At the bottom, she grasps the handrail and brings
herself to an adrupt halt, mindful suddenly of her disheveled
Child-like, she thinks to rub her possibly dirty
face with her dress sleeve, runsan abortive hand through her
tangled hair... she has achieved nothing, really, by her
efforts, when once again, SIMON appears suddenly before her,

appearance,

She stares

SIMON kisse

Courtesy WritingWithHitchcock.com

wide-eyed at him.

SIMON
Itts all right, Mary Rose,

MARY ROSE
(flings her-
self at him)
Oh, Simon! You and me!

s her, then gently apeaks,

SIMON
Come along, darling. They've
been most decent and they're
waiting.
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"MARY ROSEZ" , 3 4s,
A Draft # - Feb. 15, 1964

CONTINUED

MARY ROSZ
Oh, poor themt

He takes her arm and leads her into the DRAWING-ROOM where
her parents are, indeed, walting. MARY ROSE takes one
brief look at her mother and father, smiles tremulously at
her mother, goes to her father and puts her arms around him,

MARY ROSE
It's frightfully difficult,
isn't 1it, darling...being
a father?

MR. MORLAND
It!'s pure hell, thatts all,
Pure hell.

MARY ROSE helps him to find his handkerchief. He blows his
nose, MRS. MORLAND kisses MARY ROSE, then moves to SIMON
and kisses him as well. .

SIMON
(pleased)
That 1s the official seal, isnt't
it, Mrs. Morland?

MRS. MORILAND
More or less.

SIMON
Theank you,

MARY ROSE
Oh, goodness, this is all so
solemni It'!'s horribly embar-
ressing. When I get emberrassed
I have to runt

(gerabs SIMON'S hand)
Come on, Simon...I'll race you
to the summer-house.

SIMON -
Nothing of the kind,my girl,
Now that we mre properly en-
gaged, we shall decorously
8troll to the summer-house.

MARY ROSE throws a hasty kiss to her parents; SIMON gives
them an apologetic grin as he is pulled from the room by the
impulsive, over-stimulated girl, ' When SIMON And MARY ROSE -

are out of sight, MRS. MORLAND moves to her husbdand and now
gently kisses his forehead,
CONTINUED
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13 CONTINUED

Py | MR. MORLAND

Well, it 1s hellt
(sIzhs, turns
8adly toward
the open window,
holding onto
his wife)
I say, Fanny, I don't suppose
we could sit out in the apple
Tree,

CUT TO:

14 LAWN, curving gently down to a stream on which the summer-
house is situated. SIMON has succeeded in restreining MARY
ROSZE, 1f rot to a stroll, at leest to the extent of her
having to keep to his pace even if it means walking backward
in front of him, circling him, taking two or three steps to
his.measured one,

MARY ROSE

How dreadful to be old and
have to sit up there in that
roon.

K | SDMON
I lnow quite a bit adbout ege,
love, end I assure you most of
us den't mind at all sitting
about in dull places,

MARY ROSE
Simon, you wont't mirnd 4if I don't
bother to get old, will you? I
don't think it would suit me
somehow.

SIMON
(smiles)
Oh, I dont't expect you'll mind...
you'll want to keep up with me,
you lnow.

MARY ROSE -
(curiously)
Will I? Not 1if you take to
sitting about in rooms.
(laughs uncertainly)
I meean, Simon, I don't think it
would be very considerate of
‘ you...getting 01d and 8ll.....

CONTINUED
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“MARY ROSE" | u7.

CONTINUED

SIMON PULLS her to him in a hug, forcinz her to march a%t his
s8ide for a few paces,

SIMON
What a silly nit it 1s.

MARY ROSE

(agreeadbly)
Oh yes. Still...I am quite
frightened by it all, you

KNow.ee
SIMON
What all, darling?
MARY ROSE

Well, I don't mind the ides

of the wedding, of course...
(1aughas

ssothat!s just rather an expen-

sive way of playing dress up!

B‘lt.‘.
(seriously)
Simon. How shall I be...a wife?
SIMON

(saugly)
In quite the regular way, poppet.

She hugs herself as if chilled.

SIMON (cont'd)
See here, you!ve dashed out into
the night without a wrap...
_ (ekes off his jacket)
Here. Put this around your
shoulders,

MARY ROSE
Oh, bother...

She starts to move ahead but firmly he takes her arm, pulls
her back. ' ¥

-

SIMON
You are in my care now; I am
responsidle for you. I order
you to put on this jacket.

CONTINUED
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14  CONTINUVED

MARY ROSE

(her mood sudden-

ly changed; she

is delighted)
Order? On, Simon! You do
8ay the loveliest thingst

(quickly she slips

into the wrap,

smiles happily

at him)
Simon...while I was up in
the attic waiting, I had the
most delicious idea about
our honeymoon. There is a
place in Scotland...in the
Hebrides...I should love to
g0 there,

SIMON
(comes to an
adbrupt halt)
The Hebrides?

MARY ROSE
Yes. We went to it once when
I was little. Isntt it queer?
I had almost forgotten about
thet i1sland, and then suddenly,
&8s I was sitting up there in the
attic, I saw 1t quite Cleerly,
Quite clearly.

SIMON
(cautioualy)
Mary Rose, tell me,..what was
there, I mean in particular
ebout that place? =

MARY ROSE

h, the fishing for father.
guﬁ there was gnother island..,

a8 verr small one where I often..e
Oht My little islandt

(her face, radiant

with the rush of g
memory, turns from

him)

SIMON
(disturbed, but not
wanting to let her
see, His voice

: is careful)
Mary Rose, Mary Roze, are you
listening for something?

CONTINUED
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"MARY ROSE" _ ' o Lo,
Draft # - Feb. 13, 1664

CONTINUED

MARY ROSZ

What? Listening? I don't
heer anything. Do you?

(moves once again

within his orbdit,

but continues to

explore the re-

discovered excite-

ment within herself)
Ohj mliﬂs...I should love to
show you ny island. There 1is
2 rowan-tree and an old stump
beside the dearest deby pond...

(laughs)
I used to pretend to fish
there...l didn*t wantdaddy to
be diseppointed that I didntt
reslly like to fish, you know.

. (solemnly)

Fishing i1s unkind, Siron. Any-
way, Daddy would iand me on the
is2land. I expect he didn't like
to put up with my wriggling
about in the boat...and the little
island was such a safe place,

SIMON B
(troubled)
That had been the idea,
(gives her a
little shake)
I have no intention of spend-
Ing honeymoon by the sea or
any g like it. I hope you
can bring yourself to come to
Italy with me. -

She laughs and kisses him, Then arm in arm they walk,
silent for a long moment defore Simon's volce agaln penetrates
the night.

SIMON cont'd%o
And yet...I sho go

to the Hebrides...some day...
to see that island of yours, -

MARY ROSE
Oh, yes. Let's.

SLOW PADE OUT.
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n
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Draft #2 - Fedb, 13, 133&

FADE IN:

At the base of the apple tree a small celebratisn is in
progress, There is a tea-tablie on whicn there is a birthdey
cake with one candle, MARY ROSZ is seated with her year-o0ld
son on her knee. She helps him. blow out the candle.
There is laughter and applause. SIMON watches preudl;s
nearby and it is this picture that MR. MORLAND, with MRS.
MORLAND'S assistance, takes,

MRS. MORLAND
How like you he looks, Mary
Roset

MR, MORLA:™

Mary Rose, bounce him a bit...
let us see his tooth...

MARY ROSE obliges,

MRS. MORLAND
Now! Now, James! Be still,
Mary Rose. .

There is a flesh. The picture is taxzen. We see the reslity,
and then a moment later, we see the picture &s it eventuslly
wlll repose in MR, MORLAND!'S album, oval in shape, sepie in
color.

CUT T0:

Another year, another celebration, the action varied this
time perhaps by the presence of MR. AMY and a meid bringing
the cake toward the now toddling child. SIMON hugs MARY
ROSE'S shoulder as the little boy clutches a* his mothert's
skirt.

SIMON
Iook at your grandfather,
Kenneth,

The flash. And this picture we see, in turn, among the
leaves of the album,

FADE 0UT.
SLOW FADE IN:

THE ISLAND. The day is cleer and bright. Now for the first
time we are actually on the island and it is not at all

frightening., The day is clear and sunny; the pond is clear

-and fresh, the growing things are simply...growing things...-

firs, rowan, green grass, whin.

CONTINUED
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"MARY ROSZ" S 5

- . - o~
o 3:: ;'fe - nga :9’ 19'1"

CONTINUED

There 'is a soft, lanzcrous breeze, and in the distance,
across the loch, can eaz2ily be seen the other larger isgland.
Thera is a boat skirting along the ouler edgeg orithe liccie
island and & young Highisnder, a Cameron, gaildes 1T, we
hear a woman's laugh. It is MARY ROSE. And now, she and
SIMON ccme into sight. They are dressed as English people
dress in Scotland. And only by her clothes cen we see
that this is a possibly older MARY ROSE.

MARY ROSE

(thrilled)
I think...no! I dont't think
at all, I 2m quite sure.
This i3 the place. Simon,
kiss me! CQuickly! You you
promised that when we found
the place,..

SIMON
(obeying)
Certainly I am not a man to
break my word. Still, I might
point out to you thnat this is
the third spot you have picked
as being the one and only
= place, and three times I have
kissed you quick on that under-
standing....

MARY ROSE
(1aughs)
tingyt

SIMON

Not at all. It's not the kise-
ing I begrudge...itts this
clamboring around that you insiat
must precede it... at any rate,
we've covered the island, as my
bleeding limbs testify.

(the whins have been

tearing at him, and

he rubs his legs)

MARY ROSE
They didn't hurt me at all,
They favor me,

SIMON :
Oh. I see. And you...do you
favor this spot? You are quite
sure this is the one? -

CONTINUED
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" ROSZ" .
WARY ROSZ Drart #2 - ®. 15,1264

CONTINUED

B MARY ROSE
Derling, I know I'm not clever,
but at leest I anm always right,

He laughs,

MARY ROSE (conttd)
Well, aren't I? Look...the
rowvan-berries! I used to put
them in my hair.
- (she does so agein)
Simon...I feel absolutely
O0Sitlve that this rowan-tree
ES'EIEH to ses me back!
(addresses 1t)
You don't look a bit older,
How do you think IT'm wearing?
(she pulls a little
branch of the rowan-
Iee around her
shoulders)
Oh, Simon, how I loved this
place! I remember it all SOees
S0 passionatelyt

He =miles indulgently.

MARY ROSE (conttq)
Dontt emirk, you clodt This
was my first lovet

SIMON
Never mind your first. So long
as I am your ultimate,

MARY ROSE

(laughs)
Why does'ultimatet sound -~
much grander than flast!?
I'm not at all sure I will
concede you the glory of
‘ultimatet, Oh, I'm so glad
to be heret

(abruptiy) -
Simon...you know I wanted to
come away. I wanted to Teave.,..

(stricksn
He was so 11tt1e...wav1ng me his
sad little goodbye. Oh, Simon,
how could I have wanted to come
away Irom him}

CONTINUED
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"MARY ROSE" ‘ ‘ ) 53.
Draft #2 « Fao, 15, 1264 :

CONTINUED

SIMON
(reasonably)
It's only a short holidey,
Mary Rose., e haven'!t been
avay together in donkey's
years...

MARY ROSE
But don't you see? I shouwléntt
w¥ent to leave my babyt

He takes her into his arms.

SIMON
Stop it, Mary Rose. You're
being absurd.

MARY ROSE
(seriously)
An I?

SIMON
Incdeed you are. At this very
moment Master Kenneth 1s mnst
likely being happily bounced
on your mother!s knee wis sut
any thought whatever of us.

MARY RCSE
(not thinking of her?
This i1s a new idea.
She acknowledges it
with a wrysnmile)
Oh. Do you think so? Are
you sure he doesn't think I've
abandoned him?

STMON
(firmiy)

Quite sure. Come on now, you

goose, are you going to let
your 1sland see how utterly
displaced in yowr affections
it 1s? -

She shakes off her mood, laughing a little at herself and
obediently moves about making discoveries,

MARY ROSE
This mosst I feel sure there is
& tree-trunk beneath it, the one
on which I used to sit.

CONTINUED

-
.
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17 CONTINUED
Obligingly, SIMON clears ansy sone moss.

MARY ROSE (conttd)
I believe..,.T believe T cu+
oy name on it with a knife...

SIMON .
You're absolutely right.
Here...see 1t? M...A...R...
Just M.A.R. It stops there,

MARY ROS=
(puzzled)
Why didntt I finisnh?

SIMOM
I expect the knife blade broke,

MARY ROSE
(disappointed)
I cant't remember,

SIMON
(not unpleased
he tickles her)
Whatl a trumpery love. You
are fickle, Mazy Rose.

MARY ROSE

(she appears to

take his accusa-

tion serfously)
Am I?

(restlessiy)
Oh, Simon, it isntt a wrong
thing that I lerft him, I know
that...what is wrong is tRat
I was so glad to go...and
when he waved, it was sad.
It wes,

SIMON
Mary Hoae..?Mo

MARY ROSE
(1n her ming,
& parallel) .
Isn't it funny to think that
from this very spot I
used to wave to father? That
was a happy time.

CONTINUED
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"MARY ROSE"

CONTINUZD

Draft #2- Feb. 15, 1954

SIMON

(dowm to eer:h)
I should be happier here if
I wastt so hungry. I wonder
where Cameron is. I told him
after he landed us to tie up
the boat at eny good plece and
meke a fire. I suppose I had
better try to make it myself.

MARY ROSE
How you can think of food!

SIMON
(who is collect-
ing sticks)
All very well, but you will
presently be eating more than
your shere, '

MARY ROSE
Do you know, Simon, I dontt
think deddy and mother like
this island,

SIMON
(on his guerd)
Help me with the fire, pet,

MARY ROSE
They never seem to want to
8peak of 1t.

SIMON
Forgotten it, I suppose.

MARY ROSE
I shall write to them from the
inn this evening.
SIMON

(casually)
I woulin't write from there,
Wait till we cross to the
mainland.

MARY ROSE
Why?

. SIMON
Oh, no reason, But if they
have a distaste for the place,
perhaps they wouldntt lile our
coming. I say, praise me, I
have got this fire going.

CONTINUED
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ghillie, and is not
him about the universe,

"MARY ROSE"

CONTINUED

MARY ROSE
(who 1is oftzan
disconcertingly
pertinacious
Simon, why did you want %o
come to my island without me?

. SIMON
Did I? Oh, I merely suggested
your remaining at the inn be-
. cause I thought you seemed
"tired. I wonder where Cameron
can have got to?

MARY ROSE
Here he comes.
(solicitously)
Do be polite to Hm, dear; you
lmow how touchy they are,

SIVON
I an learningt v

The boat, with CAMERON, draws in., He is a gawky youth...
an old-young man, in the poor but honorable garb of the
especilally impressive until yYou question

CAMEZRON
(in the =oft voice
of the Highlander)
Iss it the wish of Mr. Blake
thet I should land?

SIMON

Yes, yes, Cameron, with the
luncheon,

CAMERON steps ashore with the fishing basket.

CAMERON
Iss 1t the dsh of Mr. Blake
that I should open the basket?

SIMON
We shall tumble out the luncheon
if you bring a trout or two.
I want you to show ny wife,

Cameron, how one cooks fish by
the water's edge.

G NTINUED
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"MARY ROSE"
Draft #2 - Fed, 15, 1964

CONTINUZD

CAM=RON

I will do it with pleaswre.

(he pauses)
There is one little matter, it
iss of small importance. You
may haf noticed that I alweys
address you as Mr, Blake., I
notice that you alwaeys address
me as Cameron; I take no offense.

MARY ROSE
Ch deer, I am sure I always
address you as Mr, Cameron.

' CAMERON

That iss so, Matam, Youmy haf
noticed that I always address
you as 'matamt, It iss my way

. of indicating that I consider
you a ferry genteel young matron,
and of all such I am the humble
servant, B

(he pauses)

In saying I am your humble servant
I do t imply that I am not as

T T good as you are, With this brief

explanation, ma'am, I will now
fetch the trouts.

SIMON
(taking advantege
of his departure)
That 1s one in the eye for me.

MARY ROSZE
Simon, if you want to say any-
thing to me that is...oh...
that you don't want him to
understand, say it in French.

CAMERON returns with two small sea-trout.

CAMERON
The trouts, matam, having been
cleaned in a thorough and yet
easy menner by pulling them up
and down in the water, the next
procedure iss as follows.

He wraps up the trout in a piece of newspéper and soaks them

in the water,
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17  CONTINUED

CAMERON is

-,

Draft #2 - Feb. 15, 1904

CAMZRON (cont'a)

I now place the soaking little
parcels on the fire, and when
the paper begins to dbwn it will
be & sure sign that the trouts
iss now ready, like myself, ma'am,
to be your humble servants.,

(he is returning

to the -boat)

MARY ROSE
(who hes been pre-
paring the feast)
Don't go away.

CAMERON
Iff it i1ss agreeable to Mistress
Bleke I would wish to go back.
to the bdoat.

MARY ROSE
Why? *

not comfortable., She smiles persuasively.

MARY ROSE (contd)
It would be more agre=sadle to
me if you would stay.

CAMZRON
(shuffiing)
T will stay.

SIMON
Gocd man - look after the
trout, It 1s the most hesvenly
way of cooking fish, Mary Rose.

CAMZ=RON

t is3s a tasty w Mr.
it Pwoutd®sy "aYg ¥, Blake,

heavenly in this connection.

STMON
I stand corrected.
(tartly)
I must say ---

MARY ROSE
Prenez garde, mon bravet

CONTINUED
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17  CONTINUED

STMON
Mon Dieut! " Qutil est un
drole!

MARY ROSE

Mals moi, je ltaime, 11 est
tellement -- What 4s the
French for an original?

SIMON
That stumps me,

CAMERON
Colloquially fcoguint might
be used, though the clasaic
writers would probebly say
Simply tun originalt,

SIIMON
(with a graon)
Phew, this is serious. Wwhat
was that book you were read-
ing, Cameron, while I Was
fishing?

CAMERON
It iss a small Buripides I
carry in the pocket, Mr, Blake.

SIMON
Latin, Mary Rose!t

CAMERON
It may be Latin, but in these
parts we know no better than
to call it Greek.

SIMON
Crushed againt Well, I dare-
say it is good for my character.

Sit down and have t luck with
us, Mr, Cameron. e

CAMERON -
I thank you, Mr. Blake, but it
would not be good manners for a
peld men to sit with his employers,

MARY ROSE
When I ask you, Mr. Cameron?

CAMERON
It iss kindly meant, but I har
not dbeen introduced to you.

CONTINUED
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"MARY ROSE"

CONTINUED

Draft #2 - Fsd. 13, 1664

MARY ROSE
Oh, dbut =- oh, do let me. My
husband, Mr, Blake «- Mr.
Cameron.

CAMERON
I hope you are ferry well, sir,

SION
The same to yay Mr. Cameron.
How do you do? LOvely day,
isntt it?

CAMERON
It iss a fairly fine day.
(he is not yet
appessed)

MARY ROSE
(to the rescue)
Simont

SIMON
Ahtl Do you know my wife?
Mr. Cameron -- Mrs., Blake,

CAMERON
I am ferry pleased to make

. Mistress Blake's acquaintance,

Jss Mistress Bleke making a
long stay in these parts?

MARY ROSE
No, alas, we go across tomorrow,

CAMERON
I hope the weather will be
rayorable.

Ky u.MAHY ROSE
. ?pasaing him the
sandwiches)
And now, you know, you are our
guest,

CAMERON

I am mach obliged.

(he examines

the sandwiches)
Butcher meat! This iss ferry
excellent.

(he bursts into a

surprising fit of

laughter, and sud.-

denly cuts it off)

CONTINUED
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"MARY ROSE"

CONTINUED

Draft # - Peb, 15, 1964

CAMERON (cont'td)

Please To excuse oy behavior,
You hafl been laughing at me all
this time, but you did no: ciow
I haf been laughing % myself
also though keeping 2 remsriable
control over my features. I will
now haf my laugh out, and then I
will explain.

(he finishes his laugh)
I will now explain., I am not the
solemn prig I hef pretended to
you o be, I am r=ally a fairly
attractive young man, but I am
shy and I hefl been gus=ding
against your taking liberties
with me, not becasuse of myselr,
who am nothing, but because of
the noble profession it iss my
ambition to enter.

They discover that they like him.

MARY RCSE
Do tell us what that is.

CAMERON
It 1ss the profession of medicine,
I am a2 student of Aberdesn
University, and in the vaceation
I am a boatman, or a ghillie, or
anything you please, to help to
pay my fees,

SIMON
Well donet

- CAMERON
I am obliged to Mr, BElake. And
I may say, now that we know one

another socially, that there
iss muech in Mr. élake which I

am trying to copy.

STMON
Something in me worth copying!

CAMERON
It iss not Mr. Blake's learning;
he has not much learning, but I
haf always underatood that the
English manage without it. What
I admire in you i3s your ferry
nice manners and your general

CONTINUED
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17 CONTINUED

A ' CAMERON (cont!ad)

— - deportment, in all of which I
haf a great deal to leern yet,
and I watch these things in
Mr. Blake and take memoranda
of them in a little note-book.

SIMON expands.

_ MARY ROSE
Mr, Cameron, do tell me that
I also em in the little note-
book?

CAMERON
You are not, matam, it would
not be seemly in me. But it iss
written in my heart, end also I .
hafseid it to my fatlier, that I
will remain a bachelor unless I
can marry some lady who 1ss ferry
like Mistress Blake,

. MARY ROSE
_ Simon, you never sald anythig
k<) to me as pretty as that., 1Is

your father a crofter in the
villege, Mr, Canmeron?

CAMERON
Yes, malam, when he iss not at
the University of Arerdeen.

SIMON
My stara, does he go there, too?

CAMERON
He does s20. We share a ferry
small room between us.

SIMON

Father and son. Is he also -
entering into the medical pro-
feas on?

CAMERON
Such iss not his purpose, Wwhen
he has taken hisdegree he will
return and be a crofter again,

) SIMON
In that case I dontt see what
he is getting out of it.
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17 CONTINUED

CAMERON
He 1ss getting the grandes:
thing in the world out of it;
he iss getting education.

SIMON feels that he is being gradually rubbed out, and it is
a relief to him that CAMERON has now o attend %o the trout.
The paper they are wrapped in has begun to burn.

MARY ROSE
(for the first time
eating of trout as
it should be cooked)
Delicioust

She offers a portion to CAMZRON.

CAMZRON
No, I thank you, I haf
lived on trouts most of my
1ife. This butcher meat iss
more of an excellent novelty

to me,
(he has been eat-
ing all this time)
MARY ROSE _
Do sit down, Mr. Cameron.
CAMERON
I am doing ferry well here,
I thank you.
MARY ROSE
But, please,
CAMERON

(with decision)
I will not sit down on this

island.
SIMON
(curiously)
Come, come, Mr.Cameron. You .
are a scientist. Surely you

are not superscitious?

CAMERON
This island has a bad name.
I haf never landed on it before.

MARY ROSE

A bad name, Mr, Came ?
but what a’ ghamel  When I 325
here long ago, I often came to

the island. CONTINUED
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17 CONTINUED
CAMERON

— ' - Iss that so? It was a

chancey thing to do.

SIMON
(brazenly)

I have heard that its
Gaelic name has an odd

. meaning -- *The Island
Thet Likes To Be Visited!
but there is nothing
terrifying in that.

MARY ROSE -
Oht I never heard that.
It's charming.

CAMERON
That 1ss as 1t may be, Mis-
tress Zleake.

SIMON .
What 1s there against the
island?

CAMERON

e ” For one thing, they are say-

ing it has no authority to be
hers., It was not always here,
so they ere sayingz. Then
one day 1t was here.

SIMON
That 1little incident happened
before your time, I should
say, Mr. Ceameron.

CAMERON
It happened before the time of
anyone now alive, Mr, Blake,

SIMON '
I thought so. And does the
island ever go away for a jaunt
in the samne way?

CAMERON
There are some who say that it
does.

) STMON

- But you have not seen it on
~- the move yoursslee
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"MARY ROSE"

CONTINUED -

-

CAMERON
I am not always watching iE,
Mr. Blake, or listening,

SITMON
Listening to the silence? An
island that is as still as an
empty church?

MARY ROSE
And has the poor little island
many visitors?

CAMERON
An 1sland that had visitors
would not need to want to be
visited. And why has it not
visitors? Because they ere
afraid to visit 1t,

MARY ROSE
Whatever are they afraid of?

CAMERON
That iss what I say to then,
Whateffer are you afraid of,

I sey.

MARY ROSE
But what are you afraid of,
Mr. Cameron?

CAMERON :
The same thing they are alfreid
of. There are stories, ma'em,

MARY ROSE
Do tell us., Simon, wouldn't
it be lovely if he would tell
us some misty, eerie Higlend
stories?

SIMON
I dontt know; not unless
they are pretty ones.

CAMERON

‘There iss many stories. There

iss that one of the Yoy who
was brought to this islenq,
He was no older than your baby.

SIMON
What happened to him?
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"MARY ROSE"

CONTINUED

CAMERON
No one knows, Mr, Blate, His
father and mother and their
friends, they were gathering
Towans on the island, and when
they looked round, he was gone,

SIMON
Lost? -

CAMERON
He could not be found. He
was nevar found.

MARY ROSE
Never! He had fellen into the
water?

CAMERON

That iss a good thing to say,
thaet he had fellen into the
water, That iss what I say.

SIMON

But you don't believe it,
CAMERON

I éo not.
MARY ROSE

What do the pegle in the
village say? -

CAMERON
Some say he i1ss on the island
still, '

SIMON

Mr. Cameront Oh, Mr, Cameront
What does your father say?

CAMERON
He will bve saying that they
are not here always, but that -
they come and go.

- SIMON
They? who are they?

CAMZRON
(uncomfortably)
I do not know. EBut that iss

what they say. He had heard
the island calling,

CONTINUED
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"MARY ROSE"

CONTINUED
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Draft #2 = Peb. 15, 1064
SIMON
(vlurriy)
Calling? How calling?
CAMERON

I do not know. No 2ne can
hear it but those for whom
it iss meant, This iss how
it iss, I night be standing
close to you, Mistress Blake,
as 1t were here, and I might
hear 1it, ferry loud, terrible,
or in soft whispers =~ no one
¥nows -- but I would haf to
go, and you willnot haf heard
a sound.

.. MARY ROSE
(delighted)
Simon, isnt't it creepy!

SIMON
How long 2zo0 was this supposed
to have heppened? The lost
child?

CAMERON
It was before I was born.
SIMON
(smiles)
I see.
MARY ROSE

Simon, don!t make fun., Do
you know any more stories
about the island, Mr. Cameron?

CAMERON
I cannot tell them if Mr. Blake
will be saying things the
island might not like to hear,

MARY ROSE
Simon, promise to be good.

SN

All right, Cemeron.
CAMERON

This one iss about a young

English miss, and they say she
was about eight years of age,
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"MARY ROSE"

CONTINUED .

Draft # - Feb. 15, 1954

. MARY ROSE
Not so0 much older than I was
when I came here. How long
ago was it? :

CAMERON
I think it iss almost fifimen
years ago.

MARY -ROSE
Simon, it must have been the
year after I was herel

SIMON thinks she has heard enough.

SIMON
Very likely. But, I say, we
mstn?'t stay on gossiping,
We must be getting back. Did
you bail out the boat?

CAMERON |
I did not, dbut I will do it
now if such iss your wish.

MARY ROSE
The story first; I refuse %o
budge without the story.

CAMERON
Well, then the father of this
miss he will be fond of fish-
ing, and he sometimes landed
the little one on the island
while he fished round it from
the bdost,

MARY ROSE
Just as father used to do
with met

SIMON -
I daresay lots of bdold tourists

. come over hesre,
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CAMERON
That iss so, if ignorance bde
boldness, and sometimes --

SIMON '
Quite so. But I really think
we must be starting,

~ No, s.tmon?' .;S.e%%"ésso on, Mr,
Tameron,
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17 CONTINUZD

-

Draft #2 - Ped, 15, 1964

CAMERON ‘
One ‘day the father pulled over
for his little one as usual.
He saw her from the bdboat, and
it 1ss s2id she kissed her
hand to him. Then in a moment
more he reached the island, dut
she was gone,

MARY ROSE
Gone? Doesnt!t it make one
shivert

CAMERON
My father was one of the
Searchers; for meny days they
searcihed. They searched matam,
long after there was no sense
in searching this small island.

MARY ROSE
What a curdling stary! Simon
dear, it might have been me,
Is there any more?

CAMERON
There iss more. It was about
a month afterwards, Her father
was walking on the shore over
there, and he saw something
moving on the island, All in a
tremble, matam, he came across
in a boat, and it was his little
miss,

MARY ROSE
Alive?

CAMERON
Yes, matam,

MARY ROSE

I am glad; but it rather spolls
the mystery.

SIMON
How, Mary Rose?

_ MARY ROSE

Because ahe could tell them -
what happened, stupid, What-
ever was it?
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17 CONTINUZD

CAMMERON
It 1ss not so easy as that,
She did not «ow that enything
had happer2d. She thought she
had been parted from her father
for but an hour.

MARY ROSE shivers ard tekes her husbend's hand.

STMON
(speekxing more
lichtly than
he 1s feeling)
You and your bogies and wraiths,
you man of the mists,

CAMERON
It 1iss not good to disbelisve
- the stories when you are in

these parts, I bel¥ve them all
when I am here, though I turn
the cold lizht of rexorseless
Reason on thesm when I am in -
Aberdeen,

A | STHON ,
0h? An isla2nd thet heas suzh
extreordinary peviers could
surely send its call to Aberdsen
or fartrer,

CAMERON
(troubled)
I kad not thought of that,
Tha®t may be ferry true. '

STMON
Beware, Mr. Cameron, lest some
day when far from here, you are
setting a broken leg or swabbing
a throat, the call plucks you

out of your ve yeenlie and
ScientiFic aurgirﬁfzna brings

you back to the 1island 1like a -
trout on a long cast.

CAMERON
I will go 2nd bail the boat.

He goes back to the boat which soon drifts out of sight.

MARY ROSE

How awnBl$552RELY fhrilled)
her father told her that she
had been away for weeks! CONTINUED
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17 CONTINUED

Draf+ #2 - Feb. 15, 194

SIMON
Perhaps she was never told.
He may have thougnt it wiser
not to disturd her.

MARY ROSE
Yes, I suppose that would
have been best. And yet --
it was taking a risk.

SIMON
Bow?

MARY ROSE
Well, not knowing what had
happened before, she might
come back and -- and be
caught again.

She draws closer to him.

STMON
If she ever comes back, let
us hope it is with an able-
bodied husband to protect her.

MARY RCSE
(comfortably)
Nice types, husbands.

- SIMON
(all business)
And now to pack up the rer—
nants of the feast and escare
from the scene of the crime.
We will never come back azain
Mary Rose. I find I'm not so
enchanted with your island.

She helps him to pack.

Then I dargﬁﬁg.i?gﬁall never
visit here again. The last
time of anything is always

sad, don't you think, Simon?

SIMON
(briskly)
There must always be a last
time, Mary Rose. For every-
thing.

CONTINUED
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17 CONTINTED

MARY ROSE

Yes -~ I suppose -- for
everything. There must be
a last time I shall see you,
Simon.

{(playing with

his hair)
Some day I shall flatten
this wretched tuft for the
thousandth time, and then
never do it asain.

SIMON
Some day I shall look for
it and it won't be there.

MARY ROSE
Oh Qdear!

She is whimsical rather than merry and merry rather than
sad. SIMONm touches her hair with his lips,

MARY ROSE (cont'd)
Some day, Simon, you will
kiss me for the last time.
But if you plan to be bald
and fat, I daresay I shan't
mind!

- SIMON
Just as I said, fickle.

He kisses her again, sportively. She quivers.

SIMON (cont'd)
What is it?

MARY ROSE
I don't know: something
seemed to pass over me. Simon...
I hate last times! The thought

that there must be a_last time
£0 kiss you... to hold my

SIMON

Darling, the day after you
have held Kenneth for the last
time as a badby you will see
him for the first time as a
little boy, and then before
you know it, as a man. Think
of that.

CONTINUED
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17 CONTINUED

MARY ROSE
I shall like that, I thirk.
To have Kenneth grown and
handsome and strong...and
he can hold me in his arms
and comfort me....

SIMON
(he has been watching
her, listening to.
her. Now he deliber-
ately breaks into
her mood)
Well, I suppose I ought to
stamp out this fire?

MARY ROSE
Let Cameron do it. Simon...
come sit beside me and hold
me,

SIMON
What a life. Lei me see now,
how doces one begin?

MARY ROSE

Shall I make love to you,
Simon?

(touches his face,

then puts her head

agains:t his chest)
I wonder if I have been a
nice wife to you...I mean a
tolerably good wife on the
whole, not a wonderful one,
but a wife that would pass
in a crowd?

SIMON
Look here, Mary Rose, if you
are ggi Eo Eg:% me with
ur head in way, you
ggst take the pins ogﬁ of

your hair

MARY ROSE
(although he has not
meant this suggestion
seriocusly, she does
take the pins from her
hair, and it falls now
around her shoulders)

Have I been all right as a
mother, Simon?

CONTINUED
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17 CONTINUED

Draft #2 - Seb. 15, 1964

SIMON
(smiles)
You must wait a few years
and ask that of Kenneth
Morland Blake.

MARY ROSE
Have I...

STMON _
Shut up, Mary Rose. I know
you; you will be crying in
a moment, and I used your
handkerchief to wrap around
the trout whose head care off,

MARY ROSE

(this time he

does not find

it so easy to

disrupt her mood)
Simon, 1f one of us had to...
to go...to leave Kenneth...
and we could choose which
one...

STMON
(an exaggerated sich)
Oh, Lord. She's off again.

MARY ROSE
But 1£? I wonder which would
be best? I mean for him, of
course.

SIMON
Ch, then me. I should have
to hop it.

MARY ROSE
Oh, Simon!

STMON

(grins)
Steady, o0l1d girl. I haven't
skipped off yet,

(he regards

her curiously)
I expect you're not unlike
mothers generally. If their
husbands do...as you say, go...

their first thought is, 'the

‘baby's happiness must not be

interfered with for a momen<t'.,

CONTINUED
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17 CONTINUED

MARY ROSE
Is that the way we are?

SIMON
(confidently)
You would blot me out forever,
Mary Rose, rather than see
your child lose one of his
hundred laughs a day. It's
true, isn't it? '

MARY ROSE
It is true that if I was the
one to go, that is what I
should like you to do.

SIMON
Get your feet off the table-
cloth, llatternt

Her mouth opens,

SIMON (cont'd)
And don't step in the marma-
lade.

MARY ROSE
(throws her head
back, laughs
gloriously)
Oh God! 1Isn't life lovely!
I am so happy: Aren't you,
Simon?

STMON
Rather. .

MARY ROSE
But you can put the 1lid on

the marmalade. Why don't
you scream with happiness?

One of us has got to. screamn.

SIMON
Then I know which one it will:
be. Scream away, it will give
Cameron the jumps.

CAMERON draws in.

SIMON (con®"td)

There u are, Cameron. We
are still safe, {:g see. You
can count usg == s
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17 CONTINUED

18

- CRMEPROY
I am ferry clad,

STMON
Here you are,.
(handing him the
luncheon baskest)
You needn't tie the boat up.
Stay there and I'll stamp
out the fire myself.

CAMIRON
As Mr, Blake pleases,.

SIMON
Ready, Mary Rose?

MARY ROSE .
I must say good-bye to my
island first. Good-bye, old
mossy seat, nice rown...good-
bye...

SIMON
I say, Mary Rose, do dry up
that drivel.

MARY ROSE
I won't say another word.

] SIMON
Confounded fire, Just as it
seems to be out, sparks come
again. Do you think if I
were to get scme stones --?

He looks up and she signs that she has promised not to

talk. They laugh at each other. He is then occupied for

a little time in dumping wet stones from the loch upon the

fire. CAMERON is in the boat with his Buripides. MARY

ROSE is sitting demure but gay, holding her tongue with her
- fingers like a child.

But something else is happening: the call has come to =
MARY ROSE. It is at first as soft and furtive as whisger-
ings from holes in the ground, ‘'Mary Rose', 'Mary Rose'.
Then in a2 fury of storm and whistling winds that might be
an unholy organ it rushes upon the island, raking every
bush for her. These sounds increase raidly in volume
till the mere loudness of them is horrible. Struggling

CONTINUED
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through them, and also calling her name, is to be heard
music of an unearthly sweetness. Once MARY ROSE'S arms
go out to her husband for help, but thereafter she is
oblivious to his existence. Her face is rapt, but there
is neither fear nor joy in it. Her figure moves beck,
back...away from the fire, from SIMON, fram us, until she
is outlined finally against the rise of the hillock, then
disappears from our view...from our ken. Almost immediate-
ly, the island resumes its stillness. The sun has
gone down. SIMON is by the fire still, and CAMERON is in
the boat. They have heard nothing.

SIMON

(on his knees)
There...that's finally done.
We can go now. How cold
and gray it's become. =

(smiling, but with-

out looking up)
You needn’'t grip your tongue
any longer, you know.

(he rises).
Mary Rose, where have you
got to? Please don't hide.
Darling, don't. Cameron,
where is my wife?

CAMERON rises in the boat, and he is afraid to land.

His face alarms SIMON, who runs this way and that and is
lost to sight calling her by name again and again. Ee
returns livid. '

SIMON
Cameron, I can't £ind her!
Mary Rose. Mary Rose!

In spite ofhhis trepidation, CAMERON joins SIMON on the
island and as the CAMERA moves back to show their two
figures running, crossing and recrossing each other's in

a frantic ballet, we see them too rise to the height of
the little hillock. But we also see them descend to its

other side where they discover...nothing. The CAMERA
moves back and back as SIMON'S voice continues to keen
the name of his wife. ‘Mary Rose!'... 'Mary Rose!'...
‘Mary Rose!' And as his figure diminishes in the mis:,
80 will his voice. The retreat of the CAMERA, the FADE
OUT, will continue until the figures, the voice, are
utterly dininished and as lost to us...in their way...
as MARY ROSE, who has become, it seems, no more than the
haunting echo of SIMON'S fading voice. :
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From the final dim vision and failing whisper of smvoxn
on the island to the stillness of utter nothing. wNow...
from this nothing...the caMeoa again moves to 1ife. 3u-
its moving should be like & wakening, and it comes
from a distance, a great distance, slowly forward until,
from timeless mists, there is a gradual focusing and the
minutiae, the facts, of images are again ours. We are
once more in the MORIAND'S DRAWING-ROOM. The CAMERA'S
approach to the voices we hear (as SIMON'S voice dim-
inished as we moved away from him, so now do these voices
augment as we approach) is oblique, circling the room,
little changed from our last visit, until it comes to
rest...at last...on the three occupants. They are MR.
and MRS. MORLAND,and MR, AMY. Before we gee them we hear
their talk. MR. MORLAND says,

MR. MORLAND (o.s.)
It's the sugr I ming most.
We haven't had a Proper puddin' in
weeks. -

MR, AMY (o.s.)

(replies)
Well, personally I believe thase
small sacrifices have been a bit
©f a blessing in disguise. Since
I've had to walkx about 30 much,
I've dropped a fuli stone... feel
like a boy. You would too, James,
if you followed in my footsteps
every day. :

MR. MORLAND (o.s.)
I daresay I feel as much a boy as
You, George.

Now, finally, the CAMERA closes in on MORLAND, and we see
that he is now an 0ld man. He is.still straight and lean,
but there is simply not the vigor and chestiness of fifty,
nor the look that all is still possibly recoverable. His
hair is quite white, his complexion ruddier and veined,

MR. MORLAND (cont'd)

You never say Precisely what your
age is, George. -

MR, amy
(He too is much aged,
but he doesn't carry
his age as well as

MR. MORLAND. BEHe seems
to have shrunk)

I am in my late sixties. I am
s I have told you that before.

CONTINUED
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MR, MORIAND
It would seem that you hz.=2
been in the sixties longzr:
than it is usual to be in
them.

MRS, MORLAND
(she too, like her
husband, carries her
years well, but there
is no denying that
she is now an old woman)
James: :

MR, MORIAND
No offense, George. I was
only going to say that at
seventy-two I certainly do
not feel my age. Nor would
it seem, at, uh...sixty-nine?...
do you.

»

MR, AMY
(testily)
Whatever my age, Mr. Morland,
but I have not yet found it
necessary to complain about
the pitiful economies of a
government at war.

MR, MORLAND
Are you suggesting that I...I,
who administer this county'
rationing, have been heard by

you to complain!

MR. AMY
Perhaps '‘complain' is too
strong a term. Your attitude
might best be described as
'fretful’,

: MR, MO
(outraged)
Fretful! Me!
MR, AMY
(triumphantly)

Your chagrin ° can well be
understood.

(rises)
I believe I must go. I have

quite a distance to walk. I
quite look forward to breathing

CONTINUED
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MR, AMY (cont'd)
the invigorating night air,
Thank you, Mrs. Morland, for
your unvarying hospitality.

He is followed to the door by MRS, MORIAND.

MRS. MORLAND
(as they leave
the room)
I shall see you into your
ccat, George.

MR, MORLAND
(satisfying himself
withthe last word,
he does not presune
to make it audible to
his departing guest)
Yes, Fanny, Do help the dcdder-
ing o0ld focl. Ee'll never maXke
it alone. .

(kicks at a burning

log, sighs, then

follows out the door)

CUT TO:

21 MRS. MORIAND and MR, AMY at front door. MRS, MORLAND
helps him with his coat.

MR, AMY
Dear Fanny...
(timidly he
touches her arm)
How generous of you to give
us your smile through every-
thing you've had to bear. You

know, Fanny, I feel that I
mustn't speak of it in James's

presence...poor old James has

never had your serenity of

spirit, Fanny...but lately...

I can't explain it...lately I've -
had the strongest conviction

that Kenneth is alive and well.

That he is surely prisoner-of-

war somewhere across the lines

and quite safe.

Do you fec?&aﬁmge? I

do. Otherwise I'm sure I
couldn't go on. CONTINUED
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MR. AMY
(pats her gently,
sighs)
Will Simon be home?

MRS, MORLAND
Yes, we're bound to see him
anyday. They cannot keep his
ship in constant engagement.
They rust be relieved soon.

MR, AMY :
I should love to see him and
hear about it all.
(lowers his voice
confessionally)
It is thrilling to think about, isn't
it? The icy black reaches of the
sea, our grave ships, the gallant men
guarding our shores against the
silen: prowling killers. They
Shall Not Pass'' Oh Panny, I wish
I were young!-
(2 sudden disturb-
ing thought)
= Not that I personally should ever
’ wish to harm anyone...even the Hun.
But I would 1like %o staand guard.
(sighs)
Ah well., Now. I really cannot
leave poor James in wrath...
(turns 2s if to remount
the stairs, sees MR,
MORIAND at the top)
Oh....

MR, MORLAND
It fretted me, George, to have you
go without saying goodnight.

(glﬁéeéﬁm

e smiles)
Goodnight, then, James. Goodbye,
Fanny.
(he leaves)

MRS. MORIAND looks up, smiles at her husband, begins to
climb back up the stairs, while he comes down a few to
meet her. v

MR, MORLAND
What wesw you two gosaiping adous?

CONTINUED
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They walk up the last few steps together curing the ensuing
dialogue and reenter the DRAWING-ROOM, he to stop again by
the fire, she to where the old album lays.

MRS MORLAND
(smiles)
Nothing really. Just how
George wishes he were in the
Navy like Simon.

MR. MORLAND
Ha! At his zge? He's getting
positively senile.

MRS. MORLAND has picked up the album and opened it. Her
smile doesn't altogether disappear, but it becomes pain-
fully poignant as she looks at the pictures. We, too,

ses them, these faded images of the past, the color of
the present giving way to the sepia shades of memory,

The first one we see, at first glarca might almost be the
One taken on KENNETH'S second birthday. But we must stay
with it long enough to take in the three candles on the
cake, MRS, MORLAND now occupying the place of the absent
MARY ROSE, and somewhat apart, unsmiling, SIMON, who is
looking not at the little boy on his birthday, but into
some distance of his own. The boy, KENNETH, is seen to
be fair and blue-eyed like his mother, and he has something
of her open gaze and look of innocent joy. This first
Picture should be followed by several more...five or six...
all on KENNETE'S birthdays. MRS. MORLAND is always thers.
SIMON is sometimes not. The pictures in which SIMON is
present should reveal the estrangenent between father and
son. They are never touching, never smiling at each
other, always geparated by some person or thing. The last
shot should be dated 1914 and we should see SDMON in sone
attitude indicating his role as warrior and@ KENNETH'S envy
and eagerness to join the company of men. Under the date
1915 there is no picture. Instead, in a firm hand should
be written the words, 'Private Kenneth Moreland Blake,
Missing in Action.'

MR, MORLAND
Fanny, don't, my dear,

MRS. MORLAND =
I was just remembering how
lovely the apple tree is in bloom.

MR, MORLAND
But it must come down, Fanny. It
has become a danger. It might
fall on someone any day. You know
tmt L]
CONTINUED
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MRS. MORIAND
Bu: it was Xenneth's tree...
his ladder from this room to
the world!: How sad it will
be for him if...
(firm with herself)
when he comes back.

MR, MORIAND
(staunchly)
When Kenneth comes back, we
shall plant another tree.

MRS, MORLAND
(looking out)
And it was her tree,
(he does not
respond to this)
Can we forget that, James?
(sighs)
It seems so.

MR, MORLAND
(sighs)
Fanny, I have found it better
to forget...so many things.

MRS. MORLAND
Yes. Of course., It is all
to the good, I suppose, that
as the years go by the...the
dead should recede farther
from us.

MR, MORLAND
Fanny...how long is it since...
since you last thought of her

las...

MRS, MORLAND
As not dead?

(she looks at

him frankly,

speaks simply)
Years.

MR, MORLAND
(relieved)
We had Kenneth.

MRS. MORLAND

(reassuringly)
And will again, James. X
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MRS, MORLAND (cont'd)

feel 80 sure of that. As T
never did after...ch, it was all
80 unfathomable. Sometimes I
feel as if Mary Rose was just
something lovely I had dreamed.
Even that rocm...

(her head toward

the small back room)
++«.after we moved Kenneth out of
it, I never again seemed to connect
it with her. I go in there now
without a memory.

MR, MORLAND

(genlty)
I'm glad.

MRS, MORLAND
In a way I suppose it has all
been harder for Simen..,.

_ MR. MORLAND
Poor old chap. And he has
13 Kenneth on his conscience, of
course,

MRS, MORLAND
(this is undoubtedly
& conversation that
they have had many
times...each of them
knows the litany
only too well)

He was with Kenneth so little...

MR, MORLAND
Well, those first years...he
was consumed with it all...

: ing back to the Hebrid
againggndgagain...overy geave??.

MRS. MORLAND _
I think Simon couldn't bear to
look at Xenneth...the Tresemblance...

the eyes....
MR. MORLAND
Ah...poor Simon...
CONTINUED
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_ MRS. MORLAND
Poor Kenneth.
(a dim, sad snmile)
Poor everyone.

~ The telephone rings. MR, MORIAND moves to answer it.

MR. MORLAND
Morland here...yes, that's what
I said, Morland here...long
distance?
(impatiently)
Yes, of course I'll talk...
Yes?... Please speak up...Who?
I'm afraid I didn't catch...
Who? ....
(slowly, as he
-listens his ex-
pression becomes
rejecting, suspicious)
Oh? Yes...yes, I remember the
name, Certainly. ' Yes...yes,
she's quite well, thank you...
‘ (locks at his wife,
E| raises his eyebrows
in bewilderment)
Where are you calling from?
I didn't catch the....Oh.
(his face goes
quite blank)
I see. From...there...Yes, I
assure you we're quite well...
What is...is there anything I
can do for you? ...

MR, MORIAND now listens at scame length. MRS, MORIAND
watches, at first curiously, then with gathering alarm

as she sees her husband slowly lower himslef into a

chair, his face blank with shock; he simply listens to the

voice coming from the phone and stares blindly ahead. At
last MR, MORLAND whispers hoarsely.

MR. MORIAND (cont'd)
Mary Rose.... ' -

White-faced MRS, MORLAND rises, crossess to her husgband.

MR, MORLAND (cont'a)
(into the phone)
When? ...0f course, of course. ...
We'll meet you.,.Oh.,.but we are

a mile from the station...Yes, I
~ : ses, Certalnly...of courss. A3

«

CONTINUED
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- ~ MR, MORLAND (cont'd)
you say. Wa'll...we'll be
hers...gocodbye. Gooddbye.

" (as he slowly
hangs up)
And...
(the word catches
in his throat)
and...thank you.
MRS, MORIAND
Jares....

| MR, MORIAND locks up at her, instantly is shaken out of
himself, takes her hand.

MR, MORLAND
Fanny, it's Mary Rose. Mary
Rose. He says she has been...
found.

MRS, MORLAND
(clutches her breast
@8 if to restrain
her heart from burst-
ing from its cage)
Ahhhhhll.l.‘..l -

MR. MORLAND
Cameron...the ghillie...the
one whe took Simon and Mary
Rose to the island...it wvas
he. He is Dr. Cameron, it
seems.

A MRS. MORLAND
Where? Where is she?

MR, MORLAND
They found her...on the island...
and he's bringing her to us...
bringing her...here.' He said
that was Dest...he was quite...
£irm...I didn't know what to -
IIY..- :

MRS. MORLAND
When? '

MR, MORLAND
Tomorrow night.
(stares)
Tanny..,.4it 4s & hoax! It
must be! After eighteen years...
it can't be...it just can't be! CONTINUED
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MRS. MCRLAND
It's all right, James. We
mustn‘t...be afraid. It's
our Mary Rose. '

MR, MORLAND
Alive? She is really alive?
He said she was...all right,
Fanny. That she was...very
nervous, he said, but all
right. Somehow, it socunded
11&3 a warning, Fanny.

MRS, MORLAND
We must get in touch with
Simon. Somehow we must get
in touch with Simon.

. MR, MORLAND
You know, I remembered the
man's voice...even now...
after all these years. His
voice instantly...

MRS, MORLAND
James...we must call the
admiralty. If Simon's ship
is in port or on its way, he
must be informed. We must
have Simon here.

MR. MORLAND stares at her a moment, then pulls himself
together. He is somehow comforted, reinforced by the
thought of SIMON. He reaches for the telephone, picks
it up.

MR, MORLAND
Of course, of course. Simon
must be here.

SIOW FADE OUT.
FADE IN: - .

INTERIOR TRAIN COMPARTMENT - NTIGHT

The train is moving through the night. In the darkened
compartment, lighted only by the reflection of the moon,
we see the wide-awake, erect figure of a bearded, soberly
dressed man. TEHE CAMERA moves in close erou:h and slowly
enough for us to recognize behind the beard and the years,
CAMERON. Wa see that his face has not actually aged. The

CONTINUED
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beard is perhaps the desterate measure 9f a youthliul pro-
fessional man seeking all available aids £2 dignity. He
is, at this moment, a deeply worried man as he gazes with
pity and compassion on the sleeping figure which he is
guarding through this long night journey. The figure 1is,
of course, MARY ROSE. But she is in deep shadow, her
head averted. The figure moves:; there is a faint moan.
Quickly CAMERON takes out his watch, checks the time,
then opens his medicine kit and takes from it a hyper-
dermic which he prepares, silently, efficiently.

FADE OUT.
PADE IN:
INTERIOR MORIAND DRAWING-ROOM

CLOSE-UP SIMON. Eis weather-beaten, exhausted face still
“tight with shock.

SIMON
I would not give .this come
moment's credence if it were
anyone but Cameron. Are you

Qquite sure.....

THE CAMERA moves back to include MR, and MRS. MORLAND.
And also to allow us to see that SIMON has just recently
arrived at the house...his cap, a captain's ncwv, besicde
him on the sofa.

MR. MORIAND

His voice was unmistakable,
I tell you.

(a moment of almost

hostile tension)
Simon...you knew the man...
do you think...I know it's
mad, but could this be some

sort of wild plot to extort
mon¢¥? Something of that

ort It makes no sense...
ut it makes more sense n

what he saigd.

SIMON
No. Not if it was Cameron.
If it was Cameron...

MR, MORLAND
It was Cameron I tell you.
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SIMON
(like a sigh)
Then.,.she is alive. She's
alive!

MRS, MORLAND
Simon, dear...she will be...
very changed. You must prepare
yourself, g

SIMON ;
However changed...if it is
truly Mary Rosge...Oh God!
Did he say how...where...

MRS, MORLAND
Oh, my dear! You're exhausted.
This is too cruel...

MR, MORLAND
He said that two men fishing
from a boat saw her...there.
On the island. She called to
them. She...apparently does
not know...rather, she is
confused about what happened.
She...thinks you left her there...

STMON
Laft hexr!

MRS, MORLAND
We must compose ourselves,..
she'll be here any moment...

. SIMON
How will they get from the
station? Why are we not to
meet the train?

MR, MORLAND

Be vas most explicit that the
reunion be private...

(the possible reasons

for this are too

frightening for any

of them to pursue)
ssohe said she would benefit by
the wvalk....

CONTINUED

3%,



.

"MARY ROSE" 90.
Draft £2 - Feb. 15, 1964

23 CONTINUED

24

SIMON

(very guietly.

Conversaticraily)
¥You know, I don't delieve I
can bear this...

(his face changes,

alerts. He s‘ands)
They must be almost here. I
am gdng to meet them., I do not
give a damn what he said. I am
going to meet Mary Rose.

He moves from the room without another word, TSEE CAMERA
follows STMON'S flight down the stairs, out the dcor, and
into the night. He runs at full speed acrcss a broken
£ield until he sees two dim figures cutting through the
foggy dark. Then he slcws to a suddenly say and halting
walk. The thocucht of what his next steps might bring to
him are too awesome. But as his step slows, the sligh:er
of the two distant figures begins to move forward, gaining
momentum until it is, at last, a small missile that throws
itself into his rusty arms.

MARY ROSE
Simon! Oh, Simon! Oh, thank
goodness. EHold me!, Simon!

CLOSE-UP « SITMON'S FACE

Bis eyes are closed in a dream of ecstasy as his arms enfold
the slight body. There are tears in his eyes when they open.
And what he seas throuch the tears' soit glitter is the
mature, bearded, infinitely sad face of CAMZRON. The warning
in the face causes him to clutch more tightly at the girl.

MARY RCSE (cont'd)
(between tears
and laughter)
Oh, Simon...whoever would have
thought that being crushed to
death would feel so safe!

CAMERON
Mr. Blake...Captain, I should

say...I am great:\ly reliefed.
I hadn't dared hope to £ind you
here....

CONTINUED
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MARY ROSE
(not without
some malice
Simon, this gentlenan very
' kindlyooa
(& smailiaugh)

chaperoned me home,..

CAMERON

I will go ahead and pey my
respects to Mr. and Mrs,
Morland.,....

(his warning eye

moves from SIMON

to rest gently

on MARY ROSZ)
You and your husband should
walk together at your leisure,..

CAMZRON moves rapidly away from SIMON and MARY RO3Z.

MARY ROSE
(whispers) -
He behaves as if he knowsa
us &11.0.1 think he must de
quite med,,.2lthough he has
tried to be kind.... I

NEE! LN N

Once more she dburies herself in his arms., Her hish youns
volce, the quickness of her movements, the feel of her
body...but most of all, her lack of the astonistmant of
this reunion.., all of these things have 0€ZLn to wWork on
SIMON.

SIMON
(softly)
Mary Rose...close your eyes,
Mary Rose....

Uhquestioning%y, she °b§{ o Slowly, he lifts her chin and
stares into her face. 8 plercing scrutiny penetrates

even thepale starlight, and he sees her face. It is the
same face; unmariked, unlined, exactly as he saw it last
eighteen years ago. He sees her youth and he fesls her
youth and his loss. Eer eyelids flutter...quickly he kisses
then closed again.

' SIMON
No....n0, darling....

He is utterly bewildered by what he is feeling...or not

feeling. Automatically, he pets and soothes her as, oclutahing
W‘EEEM.I side, his face in darimess adove her, he begins to
walk her slowly towaerd the house.

CONTINUED
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MARY RG3E :
Oh, Simon...I'm 3¢ relisved,

I couldnt!t think what hed
happened to yocu! Everyane
behaved so strangely... I
have no idea what became of
my lugsage... I got rather
hysterical...that man...Simon,
he d—: :EE;EEC! ool — PPN ’

Her speech is quick, over-animsted. However deeply troudled
and uneasy she is, she bravely attempts now to cover hen
fears. She chatters in a spritely manner and does not wait
for answers that mizht be unnerving.

MARY ROSE  (conttd)

Ine been in this wretched dress
for three dayst Itve hed to
8leep in it{ As a matter of
Tact, I seem to have slept almost
the entire trip...when I waked
Up...o0n the island...and couldntt
find you...I was so disturbed...
i was taken to that man...he said
he knew me.,.he sa2id he was &
doctor. Simon, he did not know
me...I have no icdea why he would
lle, but imazine how I felt...
I'd never seen the hairy old
thing...if he would lie about
knowing me, then mayde it was a
lie gtout his beinz e doctor.
Absolutely nothing mede senze!
They were so solemn and silent and
wouldn!t answer any of my qQuestions...
I thought I was going mad... Simon,
what happened? Why did you leave me?
I hadn*t any lugsage or even a pocket
book!{ Can you wonder I became &

v we?
biithe vermoyenty gg save me
Simon, and after that...it's all been
& horrible blur. I knew I was on a
train, but I ouldn't speak or cry -
out... then he was trying to force
me to drink coffee and Simon, he
shook me and made me walk and then
when the train stopped...0h God!}
You cant!t imagiine how relieved I
was to see that I wes really heret
Simon, I'm home} -

(she stumbles a little)
I'm still groczy, I guess. Oh,

CONTINUED
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- MARY ROSZ (conttd)
= darling, take me in the house,
Get rid of that men...he is
too strange, Simon. Oh, I
want to see everyone.

(moves precipitously

ahead in her 014 way)
Is Kenneth asleep? Of course
he is, and I shall have no
consclence whatever about waking
him! Simont Don't dragl

She pulls the resisting SIMON toward the house.
. SIMON

Please, Mary Rose... wait,..

MARY ROSE
Derling, I do believe youtre
catching a cold. Your voice
sounds 80 r2spy... we must
get inside. R
(noves determinedly
toward door of the
N house) _
’ You are to come in at once and
attempt to give me some explana.
On.o-a
(her manner is meant:
to be sweetly teas-
ing, but there is a
tremor of uncertain-
t7 in her voice)
It appears on the face of 1it,
that my beloved old Simon simply
bolted, atandoning me to the
northern elements and...

(2 nervous little
. laugh end tosses
her head in the
direction of the
house and CAMERON)
eso.2nd that...that extraordin
Scotsman! Derling,” when we geE
inside, do take a good look at
him and see if you think he looks
in any wey familiar...oh...
(she gives another
uneasy little laugh)
This has all been so confusing...
3 I shouldn't think it possible to

get a sun-stroke in Northern
~ : Scotland, shoulXx you?
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CONTIMNUED

SIMON is stunned and elready done in by the barely subdued
hysteria of this Eirl who is his wile and with his ptael

in adequacy to de with the situation.

MARY RO3Z (cont' 4)

Simon?
SIMON
Yes, Mary Rose?
MARY ROSE

Welll You do at least recall
my neme! Oh... I won't stey
out here any longert I want
to see oy Yadby....

This time she i1s determined. She darts from him and into
the house. to the light. In the foyer she stops, her
attention caught at once by the electric light. She begins
to tremble slightly, controls hersslf, then notizes a
collection of prints that now hang in the foyer. She
attexpts a smile, turns back towerd the open door outside
whicn SIMON stands, unadle to bring himself to cross the
threshold into the revezling lizht.

MARY ROSZ (cont'd)

(determinediy

down to esrih)
Goodness! Deddy must have bdeen
to London and spent a packatl

(insistently)
Simon, do come inside! Why are
you shuffling about out there
in the dark?

SIMON does not move or answer and her voice goes quav- ry,

MARY ROSE (cont'd)
Simon....

And now, slowly, irrevocably, poor SIMON steps into the light.
His face, teut with anxiety and, strangely, shame, shows it-
self to her. He nervous, insistent smile 17 turned full on
him. For a long moment, her expression does not change at all,
And then suddenly, a little grimace that is almost a tic
repleces the smile. Her reactions are small, very small, as
they are when one's confidence in one's physical senses are
dangerously shaken. One's primasry ' instinct is not to

expose this terrifying failure. Under SIMON'S sad and silent
gaze, MARY ROSE, her young body as still as a stopped heart,

‘forces her mouth slowly back into the lines that are meant

to delineate a smile,
CONTINUED
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SIMON
| (in pity)
I am sorry, Mary Rose...

She blinks and turns her head slightly to one side, no
longer able to look directly at him. A small shudder
runs through her, She seems to become defore our ‘eyes a
oruel travesty of herself. It is not that she is any
older, but that her youth is now somehow determined,..
what was once vivacity is now nerves pulle o t;
what was once ingenuous, is now disingenuous, .

' MARY ROSE
Wy is the house so quiet?
What happened to that sinister
Scot?
(ducks her head away
from SIMON'S...laughs)
What!s been going on behind my
back, Simon...you look abso-
lutely exhausted,...
she starts to rmun
up the stairs,
quickly putting
distance between
herself and SIMON)
Where is everybody? Deddy?

She dashes furiously up the stairs and burs:s into the
brightly lighted DRAWING-ROOM. Har confrontation wisn

her white-faced, trembling parents is no more than a
tear-dimmed streak across the distance that geperatss

them, She flings herself into her motherts erms, MRS,
MORLAND, bYeyond tears, almost deyond feeling, simply holds,
with a mother's reflexes, this memory of a girl,

MARY ROSE
Oh, mother! Oh, I'm so glad
to de homet

As if touched by some marvelous, forbdidden snchantment,

RO One moves or speaks. Only the sound of SIMON'S footateps
at the top of the stairs, now entering the DRAWING-ROOM,
breaks the spell, causing MARY ROSE to look into her
mother!s face for reassurance. Shs sees, undeniadly sees,
the age. Slowly, her eyes move from MRS, MORLAND to

MR. MORLAND, where she finds again, the same inexplicadle
blight. She turns from one face to another, and on each

she sees deeply etched, in unaccountadle lines, love, grier,

~ shock, shame, Time,

CONTINUVED
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MRS. MORLAND
Oh, my darlinge...

MARY ROSE
(tremulously)
Daddy?

CAMERON
(to MRS. MORLAND)
Dont't you think Mary Rose
might like a cup of tea?

MARY ROSE
(brightly)
Ch, no thank you....
(her voice
starts to
break)
I don't need anything.

CAMERON
(kindly)
If you don't fancy tea, I
expect & sip of something
stronger might.,.ward off

a chill,

MARY ROSE
I'm quite all right, thank
YoU.ess

Her smile intact, MARY ROSE disengages herself from the
group and moves, with a pitirul attempt at casualness,
toward a weall mirror.

"MARY ROSE (coﬁt'd)
esolthough I'm sure I look
& Wreck...these clothes, ...

As if to straighten her hair, her appearance, MARY ROSE
forces her geze into the mirror, quite unabdle to disguise
the tremdling anxiety with which she regards her image, -
She sees herself...lets out her breath...for it is really
herself, the self she knows. For an instant she goes slack
with relief, and a smile springs spontanecusly to her lips.
It 18 shaky, but it is real, .

However, before she can turn bdack to face the others, she
sees in the mirror...nis face reflected deside her own...
SIMON. And the nightmare 1s real, He is so much older,
and she 1s not. Only she is unchanged, The others &are
OLD and ALIEN, She whirls around, faces them like an
animal at bday.

CONTINUED
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MARY ROSE (enttd)
Tell me! Tell me!

MR. MORLAND
~ (simply)

How can we, Mary Rose? We
don'!t know.

MARY ROSE

(to SIMON)

Tell me.

SIMON

(manfully, but
stumbling over
the words, all )

: the wrong words
Darling...wh2n I lost you...
it was,...Mary Rose...you must
understand...l did not leave
you, dearling. It wes you
who...went away...who left
me...UScuss ’

MARY ROSE
(whimpers)

Tell me....

MRS. MORLAND
(once more it is
she who faces up
to the worst)
She wants to know adout
Kenneth.

MARY ROSE
Where 1s my baby?

SIMON
(he cannot
bear this)
Nol You mustn't go on like
this,.. believe me...

She gives SIMON one brief, baleful look, turns toward the
little door at the far end of the DRAWING=-ROOM and runs

for it...her dash toward the door has the desperation of

an attempted escape. Skirting the periphery of possibly
restraining hands, she reaches the door, flings it open,

runs down the little hallway to the second door, and, as

if anticipating resistance, puts her shoulder fiercely
against the wood, twists the door handle and pushes violently

into the room %o rind...nothinf whatsoever. The room
now: seems to function as a small study. There is no ded in
CONTINUED
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CONTINUED

98.

1t and, certainly, there is no child., MARY ROSE swivals
around. MRS. MORLAND has had the courags to follow her,

MARY ROSE
I left my baby heret Right
heret VWhere is my baby?
Where?!

MRS, MORLAND
This isn't used a3 a beldroom

anymore, Mary Rose...

' MARY ROSE
(dreaking in,
her voice ris-
ing dangerously)
Where is &y babdy? -

MRS, .MORLAND
Kenneth hasn't slept in here...
(bravely)
ceos8ince he was seven. He...
needed a larger room....

MARY ROSE looks at her mother with fear and horror, drawing
frentically beck as SIMON and MR. MORLAND come down the hall,

to precisely whose rescue they do mt lnow.

SIMON :

(attempting to pre-

vaill over this seea

of unreality with

the only weapons he

has, courage and command)
¥ary Rose. Youwr mother... your
mother cannot stand this,
Rose. 8he has borne too much...
too many losses....

(b HA?; ROSE
arely even
& whisper)
What losses?

MRS. MORLAND
(gently, with
infinite pity)
First there was you, my love.
You have been...sway. For a
very long time.

Courtesy WritingWithHitchcock.com
Educational/Editorial Use Only

CONTINUED



25

"MARY ROSE"

CONTINUED

Dreft #2 - Fsb, 15, 1964

- SIMON
(cully)
Eighteen years.

MARY ROSE

(scarcely
audible now)

W=re is my baby?

SIMON
There is no...
(18 there the
faintest hint
of accusation
in his voice?)
Mary Rose...there 1is no

baby.

MARY ROSE
(she has been waiting
for this blow, but
when 1t comes, her
reaction 2s one of
faint stupor. Shne
sits., There is even
the beginning of a
smile on her lips as
if she wanted to un-
derstand the Jjoke too)
No baby?

SITMON

(feeling that the

worst is over,

that she 1is

caiming down)
Kenneth is...

(finishes lame-

ly; there is

toc much guilt)

_...he is... not here.....

MARY ROSE
Not here?
SIMON
He 1is....
(he cannot go on)
MARY ROSE

(still ralsely calm)
He is where?
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CAMZRON
(in a rush,
hoping to
lend coxfort,
any comfort)
Mrs. Blake, your family has
been given reacon to hope...

MARY ROSE

(the sane
: almost-smile)
To hope?

MRS, MORLAND
That he has been taken
prieoner. see

As the room begins to spin ebout her and the torturing sound
of the voices and the terrible sight of the faces mel®

end flow into one another, both visually and aurall

(the repeated words esre 'missing’, tyou went awey'!, the

has been taken'!, 'you went away! .,.) the tormented

girli throws back her head in egony, her body stiffens, her
threcat erches and swells with a sound that rises in her to
drown out all other sounds. She manages only to chokz out
JTour words....

MARY ROSE
Who took ny baby?

ess.before the sound is finally torn from her, It is e
scream To shake the senses of all who hear it.
It f1l11s the little room with its very essence, unguenchable
sorrow and rage. And as the scresm is born, MARY ROSE dies.
She never rose from the chair, It i3 as though she were
dead long before the scream had finished making its relent-
less,tearing course through her body. When she falls, it is
as if the scream, triumphant in its monstrous birth, had
8imply discarded wha’t was lef't of her.

Of the figures in the tableau around the body of MARY ROSE,
only SIMON makes a pitiful little human gesture of protest,
Gently he touches her pale, almost luminous cheek.. And when
he takes his hand away, his fingers, where they touched her,
are faintly blue, There is one amall, awful, choked sound

from SIMON, as the scene fades. There is no further movement...

MRS. MORLAND, MR, MORLAND, CAMERCN, 2l stand frozen in the
icy echos of the scream.

- FPADE OUT,
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FADE IN: .

And 1C 1s the still rezounding weves of this echoed scream
that move now into the dusty old rocm where XENNZTH sits
and waits in the dark, the fire and candle lorng since
guttered out. The little door at the beck opens slowly to
the extent of a foot. Thus might & break of wind blow it
if there were any wind. Presently KENNETH rises slowly to
his feet., He hears nothing; he sees nothing. But the feel
of the scream is with him. As he watches, the door
closes softly. Now he picks up the candle, relights it,
and with hardly a moment's irresolution, moves toward the
door. He opens it, crosses the short lenzth of the hall
and now tries the final door. Easily, without a murmur of
protest, 1t opens for him. He holds the candle up, lookirg,
waliing... there 1is nothing. He lets out his breath, turns
back, slowly retracing his steps into the drawirg-room.

And iT is there, at last, that he is met by MARY ROSE. She
stands quieTIly in the middle of the rcon, a8 if made out of
the light he has brought beack with him. She nods politely

‘and speaks.

MARY ROSE
Have you come to buy the
house?
KENNETH
No.
MARY ROSE
But it is a nice house.
(doubtfully)
Isntt 1t?
. md...I.{
It was a very nice house once.
MARY ROSE
(pleased)
Wasntt %tt
Suspiciously
Why are you here? )
KENNETH
I used to know the house. .
When I weas very young.
MARY ROSE
(esgeriy)

Young? Was it you who laughed?
There used to be someone who
laughed in this house... was
it you~

CONTINUED
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KENNETH
I don't know. Perhaps.

MARY ROSE
No. I dontt think so.
You're quite old.
fretfully)
Would you mind telling me
why everyone is so old?

It is only bec:uae you have
stayed so young. _

. MARY ROSE
(smiles; pleased)
Do I know you?

KENNETH
I wonder. Do I look like
anyone you ever knew?

MARY ROSE
You don't look like...Simon.
(frowns with
concentration)
You are not ... Simon, are
you?

KENNETH
No, not Simon. But he sent
me here. He has died you know.

MARY ROSE
Died? why?
He was o0ld.
(venturing)
My name is Kenneth.
MARY ROSE
(stiffens)

I don't think so.

KENNETH .
But that is my name. And
I would like.,.very much...
to hear you call me Kenneth.

MARY ROSE
(firmly)

No.
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KENNETH
I'm sorry.

MARY ROSE
Are you?

(sti11l pertinacious)
I think you are sorry for me.

KENNETH
I anm,

MARY ROSE
I'm rather sorry for self.
I jJust dontt seem to E%ow
anyone...itts lonely....

KENNETH
You know Simon.

MARY ROSE
Simon? Well...
(confesses)
I don't really remember him,
I Jjust know the name,

KENNETH
Only that?

MARY ROSE
(dismisses the
thought of SIMON)
Anysey...it isntt he I'm
looking for....

KENNETH
(hopefully)
No?
MARY ROSE
No.
(unexpectedly)
Who is 1t?
KENNETH
Who?
MARY ROSE
Who is it I'm searching
for?
KENNETH

Have you forgotten? Ewn
that?
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26  CONTINUED

MARY ROSE
(defansively)
I knew. But it wes such
& long time ago. And I'm
8o tired.

KENNETH
(smiles sadly)
Of searching? -0Of searching
this old house?

MARY ROSE
(whispering)
Don't tell.

‘ KZNETH
No, of course not.

MARY ROSE
You are nice.

K=ENNETH .
My neme is Xenneth. Won't
you pleese try to say it?

MARY ROSE
(she likes
the sound)
Kenneth, Kerneth, Kenneth,
Kenneth.seae

KENNETH
But you don't know what
Kenngth I an.

MARY ROSE
No.

KENNETH
I would like to help you...

M. ..Mary Rose.

MARY ROSE :
Do you think you could? If -

I could f£ind him...he would
tell me that he understands
and doesn't blame me. Then
I could go bdack.

KENNETH
I see. To the island?

CONTINUED
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(perpi:xe
where?
KINNETH
Have you forgotten the island
too?
¥i. _DQCSE
(crushed)
I am sorry.
KENNETH

I think that it is the island
to which you want to return.
Is it so nice there?

MARY ROSE

Oh, it is lovely!
KENNETH

Are there ghosts in thet

plece?
MARY ROSE

- ) (firmly)
;= '15_9_. ’

KENNETH

Are you so sure?

MARY ROSE
(rather crossly)
Of course!

KENNETH .
Why 1s it so lovely?

MARY ROSE
(a beginning
look of radiance)
It!'s so beautiful and loving
and there is only oneself...

(the expression fadces)
«ssONe needn't ever...seerch...

KENNETH

(impulsively)
Mary Rose.,..listen...I believe
I can help you go back... I
know who you are looking for...
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Y 208=
(she atilfens,
her attention
suddenly
riveted on him)
You know?

KENNETH
I think so.

From the beginning of his next to last speech, where he
says, 'I know who you are looking for!, & sound has begm

to build, and now it surrounds K=NNETH end MARY ROS=Z. It

is not wind, but a sort of pressurs, palpable and infinitely
menacing., MARY ROSE'S face has carkaned., She 2o0es not takes
her taleful eyes from XENNETH.

MARY ROSZ
(with an almoat
unsecabdble ad-
: vance upon him)
Did you do 1t? Was it you
who took him?

KENNETH, chilled, watchful, he steps beck. As he does, he
moves against the side of the packing case, stumblass siichtly
egainst 1t, glances quickly down and sees instan<ly tha“ his
knife, which was embedded in the wood, 1s now suddznly gone
He pulls himself together at once and faces MARY ROSE, feces
her growing, terrifying wrath.

MARY ROSE
(we see her now,
her hand gripping
the knife, the
fury growing
around her
Give him back.

KENNETH
Mary Rose...stop it, Mary
Roset

MARY ROSE

You are the one who stole
him from met

KENNETH
(faltering)
In 2 Way.eee

MARY RCOSE
Give him backft

CONTINUED
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KENNETH .
But you said you didn':t
know who. #ho? Who do
you went, Mary Rose? Tell
me who? -

MARY ROSE
(almost a scream)
My beby! Kenneth!{ Kenneth!

KEMNETH
(quietly)
Your baby is gone deyond re-
cell, but I am Kerneth.

She stopa, stares at him, the nif=s still poised, the s=ound
no longer swelling, but not abating.

KENNETH {cont'd)
(he takes a
cautious step
_ towards her)
Surely I can help you...givs
me back the inife....

MARY ROSE
(20 puzzled)
Kenneth?
KENNETH

Yes. And I understand and
do not blame you. Dontt
you see thet, poor thing?

MARY ROSE
OHY

The sound begins to diminish.

MARY KOSE (ocont!d)
Ch, are you sure?

KENNETH - -
Yes, I'm quite sure,

Her hand, the one holding the imife, falls to her side.

KENNETH (cont'd)
There is no one who blames
you. -

MARY ROSE o

CONTINUZD
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Now 12t me nave v ‘=mil=.
2afore you hur<s yzurszzli’®,

Sweetly obedient, she gives i%f %z him. Por a lorg
moment they look at one another.
MARY ROSE
Have you had to sesrch too?
You look so sad.

KENNETH
Do I? I expect 4itts just
an old leftover losk., Itnm

not ssd enymore.

MARY RCS=
- (suilelessiy)
I'm glad. You are so tell

Do you think I mizht...
2inst you... for:jus<:
monment?

KENNZTH gently takes her 4n his srms. She 3ighs,

MARY ROSZ (contta)
Ah., Thet is.... nize,.,,.
(she smiles ccn-
tentedly, than
pulls slightly
away )
Hqow good you werz ¢5 coxme....

K2WNZTH
Not good...I was sezrchin
too. '
MARY ROSE
What for?

KENNEZTH
For you. ) -
- ' (sighs) |
Cr for something ycocu might
have been... Do ycu oW new
who I am?

MARY RCSE
(simply)
Your name is Xenne<h and
I'm sure Y would rememter

CONTINUED
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MARY ACSE (conz'dl
Jou, excent tThat,,.that
everyining seems 2o dim,...

KENNETH sighs, then his attention is caught by “he window
open now on the dark of early evening. The stars have
triumphantly worked their way through the clouds.

KENNETRH
The stars are out. The
always seem so promising...
ere their stars adove your
island?

MARY ROSE
My islend? Oh....
(her facs begins
to light as the
call is heexrd;
softly it te-
gins csa e ..ME—"Y
Rose, Mary Rose,
Mery Rose....t)
Oh yest Yes!

As the sound swells, it wraps her around, the wazry
little ghost., Her face is shining as her srms s retah
hopefully tefore her; she whispers now tyes' ,... end

tekes one step. Only one, And she is gone at lset,
telking the sweet beckoning scund with her,

KENNETH, at the ‘window still, has heard nothing excent

her voice anawering, as he supresed, his question. Now

he turns and finds...an empty room. It is a roem no

longer filled with anything atell bu* a chair, a pair of
packing cases, himself... and cdust. He sucks in his treath,
leans weakly against the wall, closes his eyes, ftly,

he whispers 'Oh God! Youdidn!t say goodbye,.! Then, at
last, he opens his eyes, takes a look, a long last look

. about, sighs, and moves toward the stairs, He calls as

he starts down, 'Mrs. Otery?, I'm coming cdown., Mrs.
Otez'y ssswd ) .

SIOW FPADE OUT.
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FADE IN:

Once more. THE ISLAND as we saw it first, & swa2ily solitery
. place, a promising place. And now again, We hear
CAMERON'S voice.

CAMERON (o0.s.)

The Island. The Island That
Likes To Be Pisited. Surely
we all know at least one
such tempting place...such
an island...wshere we may not
82. Or if we do dare %o
fisit 3uch an island...ws
cannot come away again withe
out...

(there 1is

bitter nuror

in his Vvoice)
s sWithout embarrassment.
And 1t takes more than a bit
of s2arching to find someone
who will forgife us that.

(cAMERON!'S voTcs

changes now, be-

comes louder,

matier-of-fact,

end final)
Well, that iss it. Llei's go
back home now,

(ironically)
There of course itts reining...

THE CAMERA begins tdyetreat. The Island grows szeller,
mistier,
CAMERON (contt'd)(o.s.)
«s+.28 usual. And therets a
naughty boy welt 2{ for punish-
ment and an old villager who )
had the fetal combination - _
weeX heart and bad temper. He'ss
- waiting to be buried, All the
usual, derendable, un-islandy
things. : -
(ne sighs de=ply)
- You understand.

As the Island becomes no more than a distant vision, CAMERON'S
ggice diminishes as well, until at lest, we have lost thex
th.

FADE OUT.
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