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PROD. #9411

18% MARY ROSE is 18.
SIMON is 33.
MR, MORLAMD is 50.
MRS. MORIAND is 49,
MR. AMY is (approx.) 47.

1838 FENNETH is horn.

1300 MARY ROSE disappears.
CAMERON is (apprex.) 22,

1318 MARY ROSE returrms.
MR. MCRIAND is new 72.
MRS, MORIAMD is 71.
SIMON is 53, '
MR, AMY ia &3,
CAMERON is 40.

1933 FENNETH 'S return to house.

He is 41.
DESCRIPTIONS
KENNETE Fair and blue-eyesd like mciher (Macry Rose)
SIMCN Tall man - dark - heavily built, Habic-
ually rather solemn; he has a quality of
passion.
MRS, OTERY ©ld, gaunt, narrow-eyed,

CAMERON (at 22) old-young man ... gawky youath.
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"MARY ROSE"
Drafe 42 - Fab. 15, 1244

FADE IN:

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

CAMERON (o.s.)

Wall, there it iss. Tha Island.
A mossy bank, a soft bit of scd,
a spot to rest your oars and sit
and sun youwself a sapell, Soma-
how the sun does seem to favor
the place. A toy island...a wee
insignificant bit of grass and
stone...as tranguil locking a
Piece of real estate as anycnae
could fancy. Stop! Stop here!

THE CAMERA obeys.

CAMERON (cont'd) {(oc.s.)
We'll go no closer. Wot again.
Hoet efer again.

{draws a deep breath)

. That
iss its name in Gaeliec, 1In
English it means The Island That
Likes to be Fisited.

(his voice deeply ironic)
Fiasited indeed. There are those
who hafe found the island hos-
pitable to a fault. There are
those who hafe found the island...
hungrv... for fisirora...

FALE OUT.

FADE IN:

LONG SHOT, HIGH, of a country house, not really isolated,
but somshow snated from its nelighbors., It is run-down,
neglacted, empty and.,.even in the light of mid-afterncon...

~ dark. Over this scene we once more hear the 0,3, volce of
CAMERON ,

CAMERON (o.3.)
(sighing)
Yaa...another choicza bitk af real
eatate. But heéra...there is Bd
invitation here... no beckoning...
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“MARY ROSE" 2.
Draft #2 - Feb. 15, 1964

COWMTINUED

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

The voice fades as a jeep, vintage World War IT, comes
down the road, slowing down and finally stopping in front
of the house. The CAMERA closes in and by tha time the
back door opens and a man, an American officer in battle
dress, geta out of the car, we are in MEDIUM CLOSE-OP.
The man turns and faces the house as if confronting it.
His eyes narrow speculatively as he slowly, delibarately,
takes in the dark decay of the place, the 'FOR SALE' sign,
itself now old and forleraly awry on its base.

At last the man mowves 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, clesing the door gently behind him.

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

Without haste, the man takes in the sight, the ambiance.
But, though unhurriad, 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 begina 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. Soch light as thare is...no more
than enough to make shadows...comes from the only window,
which is at the back and incompletely shrooded in sacking.
Also toward the back of the room is another door.. It is
eclossd. As his eyes adjust to the dark, they circle the
room, taking in the pesling wallpaper, the desolated,
desertad sadness of it all, until finally his a come €O
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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"MAXY ROSE"
Draft %2 = Pk 15, 1964

CONTINUED

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

to the impression of smpty desartion. And than, in thas
dark, the man becomms slowly conacious of tha faintast,
almost indiscernible movemsnt. It is in the chair. He
freezes. There is a moment of utterly suspended animation.
Then he speaks, his voice hardly a whisper.

KENMETH
¥ho's thers?

TEE CAMERA closes in tight on the chair, aa from ita
dezth the movement takes shape and turns to face ths man.
In the chair {s a woman. old, gaunt, narrow-syed...as
frightened by the man as he has been by her. Only when
her old gimlet eyes chserve the obviously corpereal
nature of the intruder, does she let out her breath.
Hostilely, she regards him.

MRS. OTERY
What do you think you're up to
here now! This here's private
Property.

KESNETH i
(relaxes, almost samiles)
And you must be tha carstaksr.
Your name is....7

MRS5S, OTERY
(compelled against
herself to answer
his gentle, bat
uttlrlg assured
command )
Mra. Otary.

(trying to regain

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

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

CONTI BIED
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"MARY ROSE"
Drafe #2 - Pab, 15, 1364

CONTINUED

MRS, CTERY
(Firmly)
Alsc I'm to see that no mischief
makars coma pokin' around...

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

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

EENHETH -
(cheerfully)
Right you are, Mra. Otesy.
But I den't think gur common
cause will be fatally compromised
if we burn an inch er mso of that
candle.

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

pR3, OTERY
{at the aight
of the knife)
‘Bre now...what are you carrying
a wicked thing liks that for?

FEXNMMETE
As you rightfully pointed out,
Madam, there's a war on. Govern=-
pent lasue.

He now lights the candle and in its feebls, flickering
1ight, begins to lock around tha room. The light shows
MRS, OTERY nothing she has not already meesn! her atten-
tion is still riveted on the knifa. Wa follow KENNETE'S
examination of the room as MRS, OTERY speaks.

MRS, OTERY
{suspiziously)
Wok government? Knives is w
nasty, foreign sort of weapom,
I'd say.

CONTINUED
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"MARY ROSE"
Draft #2 = Fab., 15, 1564

CONTINUED

KENWETH
Hot at all. In this vear of
our Lord knives are ¢ call-
ing cards of even proper
English gentleman.

To tsase her, he picks up tha knife and casts it at one
of the packing cases where it sticks, quivering in the
worod

KENNETH (cont'd)
One lesaves it on favorad
parties, like that,

He moves away, looks about the room as memories come WOTTYy=
ing up in nhim.

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

MRS, OTERY
(indignantly)
Feacocks: Wot peacocks?

FENNETH
Long ago... in this room...
decorations...

MRS, OTERY
Oh, them sort of peacocks.
I was told a :lﬂtE used to
hang on the wall there...
tapestries they're called,
and that it had pictures of

pPeacocks on it. How would
you know?

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

MR3. OTERY
(quotes from
soma brochure)
‘Specially charming is the
drawing-room with its superb
view of the Downs., This room
is upstairs and is approached

- S
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"MARY ROSE"

CONTINUED

K=RHETH
By a stalr, contalning acme
superkly romantic rat-holes.
(moves to window)
There's an apole tree outside
thare, with one of its branches
lﬂrlﬂin? against the window...
smilas)
It was my own private entrance
and exic...

He pulls aside the sacking, which lets in a littls mors
light. We see that the window, which raaches to thas
floor, opens outwards., Thers is, however, no Ltrema. Tha
man stares in disappointment, lets out his breath.

ERETH (cont'd)
All. ...

MRS, OTERY
Well, there was a tree, I
believe. Yocu can sea tha
root 1f you look down.

KENNETHE

{at the window)
Yaes. Yes, I see it in tha
long grass. And a bit of the
seat that used to ba around
it. Thers wera blue curtalns
at the window, and thers was a
sofa at this end, and T had my
firat swimming leasona on it.

(turns, smiles

wryly at the

sour, indifferent

old woman)
You are a fortunats woman O
ba here drinking in these
moving memorias.

She eyes him narTowly.

EKENNETE (cont'd)
T was hoping you would like
to show ma around the other
TooOms .

MRS, OTERY shrugs, stands, moves as Lf ta lsad him down-
atairs, but the little door at the back has caught his
ays,

CONTINUED
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"MARY ROSE" .

CONTINUED

Dralt #2 - Pab. 15, 1964

EEMNETH
That docr...

MRS. OTERY
(avoiding looking
at the door)
It's nothing. Just a cupboard
door. Come thias way.
KENNETH
(turns back
toward the door)
It leads into a littls dark
passage...

MR5. OTERY
{agrees...too
guickly)

Yas. That's all.

KENNETH
Ho...no...it leada...it leads
to a single room. Yes. And
the door of the room faces this
way.

Quickly, before she can stop him, he opens tha docr, dis-
closing, as he had surmised, another docor beyond. Ea turns

on her.

KENNETH {cont'd)
{(aharply)
Why did you say it was only a
cupbcard?

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

KEMMETH
The room has...two gtone windows . ..
and wooden rafters...

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

KENNETH
I once slept there...vhen T was
very young...I can't really

remanber, but it is a bedroom.
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"MARY ROSE"
Draft #2 - Feb. 15, 1964

It's locked. It's kept locked.

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

MRS, OTERY
It's ... lost,
KEMHETE
Then were you so anxious to

stop me? When you knew I would
find tha door locked?

MR5. OTERY
Sometimes it's locked; some-
times not.

FENNE TH
Iilég Then it*s not you who locks

Courtesy WritingWithHitchcock.com
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CONTINUED

CONTINUED
MRS, OTERY
Was.
(insistent)
If you'll coms down with me...
EENHETH
+ No. I'm curious to sees that
rocm. . .
She steps in front of him, barring his way, thin=lipped,
determined. = 3
MES, OTERY
Ho.
He givaa a piercing loock toward the room, then back
at the woman, his face shows the beginning of uncderstanding.
KENHETE
AR .5
MES. OTERY
¥You cannot go in there.
KEENNETH
(softly; deceptively
casual)
Indesd, Mrs. Otery? For what
reason?
MRS, OTERY



"MARY ROSE"
Draft #2 - Feb. 13, 19365

CONTINUED

MRS, CTERY
{grimly)
Hot me.

FENHETH
Then who? Who has the key if
net you,the lawful caretaker?
Who locks and unlocks tha door...
without, 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
appolntment. I'm not obliged
to show you arcund nROr answer
no impertinent guestions
neither: :
KENWNETH
(still softly)
Who, Mra. Otery? Who locks
the door?

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

KENNWETH
{eyes her curicualy)
¥You're shivering, Mrs. Otery.
Are you cold? Here...

He bends down to the grate of the fireplace and puts a
match to the few stickas there.

FENNETE (cont'd)
Hnr I light these bita of sticka?

MRS, OTERY
{stubbornly resisting,
but not ungrateful for
the feeble little flames)
Ask aftar you've done 1t! My
crders are to have fires cnce a
waek, Do more.
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"MARY ROSE" : 10.
Draft #2 - Peb, 15,1964

CONTINUED

FENNETH
{now turns and addrasies
her directly, casually)
What is wrong with this house?

MRS, OTERY
{again on guard)
Thers is nothing wrong with
it.

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

MES. OTERY
{snorts)
You've been listening to wvillage
gosSs1lD. "

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

MRS. OTERY
A pack of cowards.

KEMNETH
They said this caretaker, imported
from another county, was a pratty
bold number ... when ahe

Sans.

MRS, OTERY
{pulls her sweater
closer around her
gaunt frame)
I'm bold anough still.

FENNETH
1 was told that this carstaker
had been seen to run out into
the fields and stay thsre trembling

half the night.
CONTINUED
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*MARY ROSE"
Drafc #2 - Pe>, 15, 15964

3 CONTINUED

£ha doas not answar, and mere kindly, he continues.

FENNETH (cont'd)
Village talk, I sxpect. They
dem't care what thay say about
an outsider .,

MRS . - OTERY
{relisved)
That's the mean way of them.

FENNETH
(suddenly staring

over her shouldar)
What'a thak?

With a frightenad scream ghe whirls toward tha small door.
There is nothing.

FENHETH
(elinicallwy)
What was it you sxpactad o
see, Mras. Otery?

Tha woman only shivers silently.

KENKETH (cont'd)
They say there is a ghost. 1Is
there a ghost, my friend?

Ehe remalns sullenly asilent.

FEMNETH (cont'd)
Bacause if there is a ghost
about the premises, I'd likes

...
{smilas)
«« . pAY my respects.
MRS. OTERY
(hissea)

You can smart-talk all you liks,

mister, when you'va e, but

for God's sake keep a civil tongua

whils you'rs in this housa:
(straightens up, har
voice pitched normal-
ly...perhaps a shade
louder than normal)

There is no uae showing you the

rest of the place. You haven't (C S TINUED)

Courtesy WritingWithHitchcock.com
Educational/Editorial Use Only



3

“MARY ROSE"
Draft #2 - PFab. 15, 1964

CONTINUED

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

FENNETH
{gﬁll:intlr. as
lightas a pipe)

My dear Mras. Dtery, we have got
on 82 nicely, I wonder if you
would give ma a cup of tea?
There is a deathly chill in the
house.

- (he takes a bill

from his ﬂllit-i
presses it upon har)
That woulin't be too much ’
trouble for you, would it? Just
a cup of tea?

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

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

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

FENSETH

Ho, 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 sea. You are meaning to go
into that roem. I wouldn't Lif I

was you.

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

With a last leck at the
closes it gently, then .gfigugggrgnnﬁ:ru§:={.tnwlrﬁ 35

CONTINUED
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"MARY ROSE"
Draft #2 - Feb. 15, 1964

- 3 CONTINUED

MRS, OTERY
Prodigal whatever, Lf you want
tea you can come to the kitchan.

At the door leading to the staircase, she locks back ovar
ber shoulder at him, and this time she smilas outright.
it is a most unpleasant snile.

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

te it.
KENNETH
So. It's a woman, is it? Your
ghost?
MRS. OTERY
No concern of yurs, I'd say.
£ KENNETEH
Tes. It is my concern. I am
— a Morland.
MRS, OTERY

Picked up that name in the
village too, did you? There's
ne more of the Morlands around

h"rﬂi
EENNETH
Thezre is now.
HRS, OTERY
(fretfully)

The old i'dn!.rnl :Jut died last
v wasn't ave
land himsel?®. v

EENNETH
I know.

MRS, OTERY
(peering suspicious-
1y at him)
The only other Morland just dis-

} appeared, they say, years ago...

seems & Fin InTEAR ¥hni1y, 1ike.
Disappearing.
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"MARY ROSPE™
Draft #d - Peb. 15,1964

1 3 CONTINUED

KEERNETE
Yes. Well, this cne has re—
appeared. I am Kennath Morland
Blaka. Tha old admiral was my
: father and this houss...
(gazes around)
now balongs to me.

— - MRS, OTERY

BAYSE If you're him, why
didn‘t you come in here all
proper with word from the agent?

KENNETH
{cbligingly hands
her a piece of paper)
Here you are. All proper with
word from the agent.

MR>. OTERY
{stares first at the
Farer, then at him)

Well....
> (smiles cynically)
1'd say you've been in no partic-
ular hurry to claim your fine
— inheritance.
KENNETH

It is not your place, Mrs,
Ctery, to say anything what-
ever. Except in answver to my
qll!ﬂtimﬁi

MRS. OTERY sniffa and Pulls her shawl more tightly about
ber. BHer lack of truckle amuses him, and he relents,

stiles,
EENNETH
Mrs. Otery, I find your manners
irresistablae.
MRS, OTERY -
Be thnt[ll it :qy.
curicalty getting
the bettear of her)
¥ou don't speak like no English-
man to my ears.
CONTINUED
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"MARYT ROSE"

CONTINUED

Draft W - PekE. 15, 193

KENNETHE

I have been an American for
over twenty years.

(takes her measure)
See here, I've no objecti ]
satiafying your curiosity i
you will, in turn, satisfy minas.

(confidingly)
You see, I've besn away so long.
I went to America shortly after
the last war. I joinasd ths army
in 1914...1I was only sixteen...I
never got home again...

MR=S. OTERY
{interrupting;
suspiciocuasly)
The army, was it? And you claim
the old adm was your father?

EEANETE

(grimly) °
Cause and effect, Mrs. Otery.

(there is a breath of

silence. And on

FERNETH 'S face we -

can see rasidual pain,

continuing bitterness)
In any event. I was priscner-of-
war for three years, and then whan
I was finally releaszed, I was ad-
vised to go directly to a nursiag
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 housa, the
only home I'd ever known, was
closed and would be s0ld or rantad. ..
at vhich point a nurse came in and
said I was disturbing the patient.

(he takes a deep breath

and a grim flicker of

a smile sats in)
My father...not yet an admiral,
but as always a 5_;_-5_-‘ﬁn_ﬂ.ag man...
gave a short, brutally suceinct
account on what had happened in
this house and of my own history --
after which he gave me a fairly

CONTINLED
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“"MARY ROSE" ’

CONTINUED

She nocds.

OTERY

Draft #2 - Feb, 15, 1964

KENNETH (cont'd)
handsome pourboire and suggested
that I try the 'colonies’'.

(Lets cut his breath)
I naver saw him or my grandmother...
or this house agzin. And that,
old bean, is the story of my life.
Mow,. It'sm your turn. But not, if
you please, the works. Jus
last thrae years...since you've
been here... will do.

MRS. OTERY
(shrugs sullenly)
I look after the house. I told

you that,

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

KENNETH (cont'd)
Where? In this room? et

looks toward tha inner room.

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

MRS, OTERY

(in a rush..at

last she speaksa)
All over the house...in svery
room and on the stairs, I tell
you I've met her on the stairs
and she drew back to leat ma
pass and said ‘Good evening'!

KENNETH
(incredulous, humor-
ing, he smilas)
Indead? She sounds & very
gentle, harmless sort of ghost.

MRS. OTERY
There's some wouldn't say that,
Them that left in a hurry...
there ia a terrible wind-like
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“MARY ROSE™

CONTINUED
MRS. OTERY (cont'd)
thing...terrible,...that comes
when ahe gets restless and thinks
you are keeping it from her.
Then she'd do you a mischief...
it's terrible then...

FENNETH
What do you mean 'keeping it
:run'hlr'? Feeping what from
ar?

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 locking for. There
is finding it so different from
what you had expected.
(he sighs)
All right, Mrs. Otery, Go on
down to the kitchen and lesave

me here,

MRS, OTERY
guu think you're in no danger,
ut..,.

He bas dismissed her, and is now utterly oblivicus to har
Prasence.

MRS, OTERY f:ﬁnt"d]
I1'll ba in the kitchan...
(she turns, walks
from the room,
does not look back
to daliver har
last line)
Walting. "

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

KENHETHE hesitates, his syes fixed on the little door, but
slowly he forces himself to relax, mmiling at himselsf,

CONTINUED
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“MARY ROSE" 18.
Draft #2 - Peb. 15, 1364

CONTINUED

With a show of patience, indiffs-ence aven, he sits down
in the chair that MRS. OTERY had occupied. He taps out
his pipe, his eyw first on the door, then deliberately
turned toward the delicstes movement of the little fingers
of dying fire. As the firs burns lower, he sits quistly,
and in the increasing dusk, he ceases to be an intruder,
and his figures becomes indistinct and fades from sight,

When the haze lifts we are loocking at the room as it was
#Cme forty-five ywars ago on the serens afternocon that
began its troubled story. There are rooms that are always
cheerful, and MRS. MORIAND'S little drawing-room is cne of
them. It is furnished, as we have already heard, with the
blue curtains, the sofa on which KEMNETH had his first
swimming lesscns, the peacocks on the wil, and the apole
tree is in full blossom at the open window. One of the
tree's branches has even stepped into the room.

MR, MCRLANT and the local clergyman, MR, AMY, ars chatting
importantly about scme matter of ne importance, while MRS,
MORLAXD is on her sofa at thé other gidas of the room. She
is Jnitting and she comes into the conversation occaaicnally
with a cough or a click of her needles. This i{s her
tactful way of telling her husband not to be so assertive to
his guest. All three peopls are slightly over forty yeacs
of age. They are pecople who have found life to be, on the
whols, an easy and hapoy adventure. The sguire is only a
small squire of very moderate means whe passes life pleasant-
ly and not unprofitably in being a J.P. and will digcuss for
days or months the advisability of putting spew roof on a
tepant's cowshed. Eventually, without his knowing it, his
wife will make up his mind for him. PEven she does not kpow
she has done it. MRS. MORIAND is a delightful weman 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 binm, however , and they are an
axtremaly happy sociable couple. MR, AMY is sven mors
sociable than MR. MORLAND: he is reputed to know sveryone

in the county, and has several timas £allen off his horse
because he will salute all Passars-by. On his visits to

a relative of the author, anmd at a Play it is far mocre to
him to learn that the actress has thres children, one of
then down with measles, than to follew har histrionic genius.
He and his host have the pleasant habit of print-collecting,
and a very commcn scene betwesn them is that which now
follows. They are bent over the squire's latest purchase.

CONTINUED
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MR, AMY
Yery interesting. A nice littls
lot. I must say, James, you havs
the collector's rlair,

MR. MORLAND
(modestly)
Oh, I don't know...

MR, AMY
The flair. That is what you
have, James. You got them at
Peterkin's in Dean Streest, didn't
You? Yes, I know you did. I saw
there. I wanted them too,

but they told me you hac already
E‘ﬂt the Hﬂﬂﬂi

MR. MORLAND
Sorry to have been too quieck
for u, George, but it is my
wey ip in. You have some
nilce inta yourselr,

MR. AMY
I haven't got your Flair, Jamss,

- MR, MORLAND
I adoit I don't miss mash,

S5 far it has been a competition in saintliness,

ME. AMY

No .,

(the saint leaves him)
You missed sometllng at Faterkints,
though,

MR. MORLAND
How do you mean?

MR, AMY
You didn't axamines tha 1ittle
1ot 1lying beneath thias lot.

MR. MORLAND
I turned them over; just a few
edds and ends of no ascount,

MR. AMY
(with horrible
eemplacency)
All except one, James,
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MR. MORLAND
(twitching)
Enﬂi_th:l.ng go0d?

- MR. AMY

(at hins ll-lk'lltg
Just a little trifle of &
Caineborough.

( MR. II;HI.H.H:I:
faintly
Whatf{ YouTve got it?

m- m
I've got 1t., I am a poor
man, but I thought ten poundas
warn't too much for a
Gainaborough.

The devil has them both now.

m- mmm
Ten poundsl Is it signed®

MR, AMY
Ho, 1t ima't aigned.

MR, MORLAND

(elmost nia
Ifriend k]
ARt again)

e MA. AMY

at do you precisely mesan
that "Ahl!, James? Ir it h:i
been signed, could I have got
it for ten pounds? You are
always speaicing about your
flair, I suppose I can have a
little flair scmetimes too,

MR . MORLAND
. X am not always speaking about
my flair, and I don't belisve
it is a &I.‘l.nﬂbﬂrnuﬂ't.

MR, AMY
76 T had Shoughn o ot
u

grudge me my l:.tti: f1ind f.
which you missed —- I wouldn't
have brought 1t to ahow you.

(with sheeldng exulta-

tion he preduces a
roll of puper}

Courtesy WritingWithHitchcock.com
Educational/Editorial Use Only

@ NTINUED



"MARY RO3E™ ] 2l.
Draft #2 - Pab. 15, 1554

CONTINUED

MR. MORLAND
(backing from it)
Ss, that's 1%,

MR, AMY
This 48 1t.

Ths squire has ts examine 1t like a Chriatian,

MA. AMY [ecnt'd)
Therel I have the luck this
time. T hope you will havs
it next.

The ecultation passes frem sne face into the other,

MR. MORLAND
Interesting, George. Quite.
But definitely mat a
Gainsborough.

By this time the nesedles have ;ntartﬁ irito the controversy
but they are disregarded,

MA. MORLAND (eent'd)
I mhould say the work of a
clever amatesur, No more.

MR. AMY
Jemes, I had no idea you had
such a smal] naturs,

MF. MORLAND
No ene would have been more
pleased than myself 1f you had -
icked up a Gainsborough. But
cok at the paper, George.

; ME
Wnat 18 wro % ths paper
Mr. l\i:»rla.t'm!.gE ‘

MR. MORLAND 2
Machine made, my rriend, Machine
madel

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

MR. MORLAND (@mnt'd)
Den't get ints a tantmm about
1‘, MEE|
CONTINUED
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MA. AMY
(erandly
1 am pot in a tantrum, and I
should be obliged if you
wouldn't George me, Smile on,
Mr. Morland, I congratulats
| U on your triumph, You have
an old friend to the gquiele.
' Bravo, bravo. Thank you, Mra.
Morland, for a very pleasant
'1!1"51 hﬂd"ma

MRS. MORLAND
(prepared )
I shall ses you into your coAat,
George,

MR. AMY
I thank you, Mrs. Morland, but
I need no one to see me ints
Ky coaAt,

MRS,
h (blandly)
k1 Nonsense., Now which of you 1is
to say it firet? Janes?

= l'm. Hﬂm
George, I apologize.

MR, AMY
James, I am heartily ashemad
of myself, I gquite see that
it isn't a Gainsborough.

After a1, 1t
ter it's ecertain th
Gainaboroign scheor. Y in the

They elasp hands sheepishl but the e
E e r[ Peacemakar helpa the

situation by face, and MR, AMY departs.
MR. AMY
Qoodnight, Panny. What a saint -
you ars,
MRS, MORLAND

Mot a bitthggén a very selrish
woman who # everyone to har
1 1]‘#!1 HL"I.J...
Both MR, AMY and MR, MORLAND laugh and MR. AMY ia gonas,

| CONTIDVUED
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MRS, MORLAND
I coughed so often, James, and
You muat have heard me clicking.

MR. MORLAND
"I heard it alright. Good old
Georgel It's a pity he has no
Ilair, He might as well order
his printa by wireless,

MRS. MORLAND
What 1s that?

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

her initting)
What non senae,

MR, MORLAND
Ch, I don't know, my dear,
There is no denylng that thers
ars mors things in heaven and
earth than are dreamt of in

our philosaphy.

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

For & moment he does mtmmmtmunrm-m.

( MR. MORLAND
Awaz
%h}l}
Oh, that. My dear, that 4a
all dead and done with long age.

MRS,
{thanikfully)
Yes. But sometimes when I lask
At Mary Roae =-

MR. MORLAND
Panny, den't sesek troubls.

CONTINUED

Courtesy WritingWithHitchcock.com
Educational/Editorial Use Only



-1

“RARL NUSET

CONTINUED

Dreft #2 - Peb, 15, 1564

MR3. MORLAND
She'll want to marry one day
BOON e u s

MR, MOELAND
That infant! BReally, Facnyl

MAS. MORLAND
She's eightesen. She only seems
an infant, James,,.it's her...

s o O 'Eﬂ:r- =}

MR, MORIAND
And a delightful wey 1t 1isl

MARS. MCRLAND
I know, I know. And you are
not the only man alive who
will find it so0.
( ahe E“ dewn
And she cannot marry, James,

without your first telling
the man. We agreed.

MR. MORLAND
Well, I'm no longer sure abaut
that, Panny. Let sleeping dogs
115, You chow,

MAS. MORLAND
JADSS, ..

MR. MORLAND
:E:: difference does it malke?

MRS, MORLAND

Whether we like 1t or not

Mary Rose is the same Iim
whom it haffened., Whe

she remembers it or not, it
Eqmunmihn:mr. it makes her
;T.ngulll:r. EE“"E ahe marris
must understand, .. :

MR.
(shrugging 1t all orr
FPossibly. Possibly., We nnnil
think about all that when tha

25,

CONTINUED
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MR, MCRLAND (cont'd)
time comes, But that time, mersi-
fully, is not upon us yet.

{reminded that this
evening'a time 13
pazsing)
However, I belizve my bedtime is.
Where do you think Mary Rose has
hared off to with old Simon?
Shouldn't they be back?

5. MORLAND
{amilea)
They probably walked all the way
to the river...Il don't believe
the young pe=ople found your's
and Georg='s talk about old
printe very stimulating.

MR . MORLAND
Eh? Why Mary Roas 1ie alweys ex-
tremely int...s -
(interrupta himselrf).

Young peopls? Simon? That old
sea Eus? Hat

MAS. MORLAND
Jemes, you have slipped into the
attitude of regarding Simon aa
one of our own genertdiion...he's

enly thirty-three, you know,

MRS, MORLAND
(mildly surprised to
be reminded of SIMON'S3
relative youth)
I do forget, you know., Simon has
always been 80...s0lid and all,

Yas MRS, MORLANT
*  {enigmatically)
For which we may be grateful.
MR, MORLAND .

(Looks keenly at her.
He inows this tane)

What 1s that supposed to convey?
MRS, MORLAND

Just that if it is to be E:I_mn

I am glad that he is what he is.

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED

MR. MCRLAND
{frowning)
Irf what i to be 3imon? What
on ESATLh are you tryilng to
sagg=s%? Do you mean to tell
Be that you think Siron 18...
interested in Mary pocc? What
ULter nonsensel iman and
%%EE Rosel Wiy he'a old enough
]

{quickly calculates the

age difference, is

forced to finish lamely)
- -'I.Il'l'ﬂlﬂ.....

MRS. MORLAND
He 1s thirty-three, She 18
elghtesn. Not an unprecedented
difference in eges.

: MR. MORLAND
But what on earth would a grown
BAN,..8 Havy men,... a Commender,
mind you, should a Tellow
1ike that bother with a baby
like Mary Rose? Why he knew her
in her praml Absurdl Really,
Fanny, 1t's not nice of you to
put such ideas into my head,
(nervously drums hia
fingers on a table,
takes a few short
paces; turns abruptly
and gives his wifs a
rather baleful glere,
then without further
to-do, strides to the
window, pulls aside
the curtain, peers out
into the dark, then
!liHHEEili?iml
u.nrnaﬂﬁrﬂﬁbrsm..; -

A soft answer comes from the nearby gloom of the impenstrabl
1'm tree. 4

MARY ROSE (0.8.)
Yes, Daddy.

CONTINUED
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MR .MORLAND
“E:Etlﬁf;k?’
steps
What's that? Confound it,
Mary Rose, come inside at cnee.
Where's Simon? What are yeu
d-:il.ng in that tree? In the

Iln.m m MSE {ﬂ'i.-}

MR. MORLAND
From Simon?

{he:!.ﬁﬂfiﬂﬂ'ﬂﬂ ltﬂ'l-ﬂu.}
Yolg
Ne...not Simon. * pales)

MR, MORLAND
Mary Rose? Are you fr t
Come in at cnoe. ° b
(there is a beat
while ke waits
for har to obey;
but when she does
net a;ppear. .'I_jm
Epealks apain
What has frightenasd you? Has
Simon frightened you?

The thickly-leaved branchas of
3 the tree trazxb
: 1.5‘15?1 lower hersslr onzeo the bransh that igs i:v:?dw::hl:;
oW. She does net JFet Btep into the room. ©

MA. MORLAND
(heavily)
I sald has Simon frightened yon?
( l!n.l't‘rr = ROSE
a faint mmil
!“ua. !“‘El m ﬂ.-ﬁ
MR. MORLAND -

Then what else? o elser
MARY ROSE new steps into the drawing-room,
MARY ROSE

" You. I am mostly afraid ef
Fou.

CONTINUED

Courtesy WritingWithHitchcock.com
Educaticnal/Editorial Use Only



"MARY ROSE™ :
IE"I.‘I'."‘-‘ ﬁ - Hh‘- 15]1%‘"‘

CONTINUED

If there is anything strange about this girl
of -

-1t 1a“nn more than an elusivensss of which she hziﬁﬁl;'iﬂ
unaware, She appears to be a happy, straightforward gir]
only perhaps & 1ittle er in manner than eighteen would
i.q:%:;‘ She 13 1ikely give way to a tomboyishness orf
Ees or a child's gnileless amusement that L Dore demire
the moment we Firet see o cns ye aine Howerer, now, at

e 2 ims quite d . 1
:ruwﬁhhm:m:-tmu:::;Qﬂyn:fn:fnmn..;hHAIh:ﬁgesz

“1-'“.:. bﬂhi-“lg; BS H-

from the oouch and lpp:-ul.c.t':u MARY Hns%?r mRRE Sy

MR . MORLAND
(quite flattered
dt:ugi:ﬂ that his
ter might find
him frightening)
or mel? Frightened of ma?

MARY ROSEZ stifles a giggl t impu
MRS, MORLAND!S munrtghl:’hb:u:: her head TNy, 0t

MRS. MORLAY
AR, w

ME. MORLAND
'"Ah'? What the devil 1s faht
suprozed to convey?

MRS, MORIAND
. (to MARY ROSE)
I take it Simen's been disturb-
ing you.

MARY ROSE
(pulls her heaa
ap. She likes
motheris way
_ef ssing
the situation)
Yes, he han. TItts all Simoris

rault
MR..

MORLAND
What 1ia? t'sa Simm 1t
mun, 8 fault?

MARY ROSE
AL the foot of the tres.
(Laughs, her mannar
becomes even moras

high-»
He'e so u.l% wants to
come in the doorl O NTDNTED
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MR MORLAND
Well what's stopping him?

MARY ROSE

(in a breath - it

all pours nervously out)
Ma. I tald him it would ba
better if I come first...
after a1l, I lmew you wouldn!t
parisusly abuss mal

(cantt help a

Erin of mischief)
You ean't think hew quickly he
agreed! He's positively cravent
But I don't eare. I lova him
AITFWAY .

MR. MORLAND

MA. MOFLAND I8 aghast, MARY ROSE rushes ints his arms ts
help in this terrikla heour,

Love?

kT
. ~ -MARY ROSE
Poor Daddyt
MR. MORLAND
Mary Rosa. ...
(blankiy)
Mary Roge...you'rs nst in love
wlith Simeni Are you?
o6, Bt MARY ROSE
, LI am sarryl
! (turns ta har
me thar)
What san we do?
(with no warning
whatever, she
begina to ery)
MRS. MORLAND 2
Oh, darling. «+pet...dan't,
Don't ery.
MARY ROSE
But svarything is se changed|
4 (awed)
Before...before he was just,,,
E}Ii-ﬂ—aﬂa UIE Mﬂ; « «AN4
n A . w1 W 1€,
> {back to h!ﬁEEEEhtr}
You wlll scarcely know himi
gos CONTINUD
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MRS, MORLAND
:;hj;, Ja?;, he breakfasted
th us; think I shall krow
him at111.

MARY ROSE
He is quite different from
break’ast time. He's simply
awfull Hefs,, . het's tallcing
about pro ties and
o mL‘me. lawyers
& begina ta

ery agsin)

Prgeing
wilth sp t

Incomel He's got as far as
thet has he! Does he propoase
that this merriags shauld takes
place tomorrow? Tonightt

- : Hugﬂx ROSE
; Do oC for ages and el
(a breath) —
NHot til]l his rext lsavs.
MRS5. MORLAND
Mery Rosel
MARY ROZE

He 18 waiting dewn thers M
He's terrified,..er J'u.lt,hu:g- :
dog, poor thingt

MRS, MORLAND
Run dewn and tell him te come
up, Mary Rose.

MR. MORLAND
-But dunuwa‘ith him,
MARY
- ROSE
MR3. MORLAND
(scothing her danghter,

and at the sames time
wmg her husband
(4] mizt be sad
¥ r thw nj ‘
our lather is right, Mary Rose
You lnaw Simcon & .
discomfitted, e ¢el quits,..

CONTINUED
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MR. MCRLAND
(mmerts)
DHecomfitted indeedl

MRS, MORLAND
Sand Bimon up, Mary Ross,
Alone,

MARY ROSEZE
(anxicusly)
He wants to do the right

thing, Father.

MR. MORLAND
What?!s that?
(dariciy)
The right thing?

MRS. MORIAND
(calmly mniling)
I'm sure he does, darling,

MARY ‘.:IEEE
Deddy...you won Ty to t
h.'i.ﬂ mﬂt m-l'il m

MR. MORTAND
(ademently)
I moat assuredly will...

MES. MORLAND
(interrupting
amcothly )

sa ot ry...to ‘pl-'l-t him againat
youl, sweetheart,

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

.%unnkl at his Em:.ra. He clears his threat, tarns gently now

s daught

ME. MORLAND
Run aleng, Mary Rose, and tell
Simon we're waiting f‘nr him, 7

MARY ROSE moves slowly toward the door leadin talr
turns back once to regard her parents qunuum. ' .

MARY ROSE

(almost a whisper
I love Simon. I love h.'f.I::L.

She leaves. Wa stay with thas MORLANTS 1&}3{
see their uneasy exchange of looks, m;:n:'g fal -'“?ﬁﬁ ;EI!H
CONTINUED
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in her flight down the stsairs, What starts as a stately,
solemn descent, degeneratas into a headlong, three-steps-
At-a-time plunge., She guite literally lunges at the doeor
and yanks 1t open, out of the breath with whioh ts eall
S5IMON. Bat there is no need. For he is time, framed in
the door, waiting. Startled, delighted, MARY ROSE gasps
and flattens herself sgainat him, She finds the breath te
whisper... "Simon' ....

He takes her in his arms and gently icisses her hair,
CUT TO:

MFR. & MR3. MORIAND, waiting, MR. MORLAND has opened the
leares of a photograph album, an album which one instan tly
surmises is principally dedicated to MARY ROSE. Stapping
at a picture that seens %‘:ﬂt him particularly = pargn.pa
one of a small girl hanging trustingly onto his own hard,
It is charmingly period. It's coler is the sepis of the
period*s photography.

MF. MORLAND

l-lll-m:. rII]]TF, mr ﬂ!ﬂ..qlﬂﬂk,
her= 1s one that took,
Fanny. Yery ste ol wers,

(sighs deeply
Such a child...PFanny, did you
hear what sne eaid? Shs said,
You won't try to put him
againat me, Deddry??

MRE. MORIAND
He must be told.

MFR. MORLAND
I muppose == in any event, he
'ﬁlhm”l”iﬁhtﬂﬂ‘l
him,

(& look out the
Worft he, Panny?
cuUr T0: -

MARY ROSE and SIMON, her face now raised to him as hs kisses
her mouth. When at last, breathlessly, she hreaks away, ahe
cannot bear the sclemnity of the mn%. She makess a lill)‘
face and hisses,

CONTINUED
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- MARY ROSE

I wouldn't like to be you,
Simon, Guess what happened
up there7.

(Ides of March

sort of re )
Daddy, you imow? My darling
g:r:d.l:t 7 He turned into a

th s Ey very ayesi

KT Tight, Simon. Courege.
In you go...and me for the
atticl

MARY ROSE stifles a laugh and rune away leaving SIMON to maks
his way alene Ifo the house and up the stairs to the drawing-
room wWETre the MORLANDS awalt him., SIMON enters the room and
we ses him as the MORLANDS ses him: a tall man, dark, heavily
tuilt, We feel that he 1z habitually rather selemn, but =
certalnly more 30 now. He has a quality of passisn., If
MARY ROSE seems young for her age, SIMON then seama old
for his, He approaches the MORLANDS with & steady step and
a look of assurance...assurance of himsslf at any rates,

But MRS. MORLAND'S almost warning 150K and ME. MORLAND' S
averted |, face, cause him to falter slightly, Thers is an
unexpected moment of strained silence between thess gld and
heppy acquaintances. MRS. MORLAND breaks the uneasy silence,

MRS. MORLAND
S1mon .

S IMON
(a faint fesling-out
sort of smile)
I feel as if I've been bErought

befors a hanging judge.

MR.
grurfly)

t.'l'l'd 2O Yyou d. That's what

ahoul
used do with poachers.
is

o
(he not with=

out ahame)
Oh Lord! I really am in Dickiety
meadow, .. understand perfectly
that you think Mary Rose too
nmill

CONTINUED
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MR. MORLAND
Den't be plaunsible, asir

{ You

will nesd something betier than

plausibility to plead your case,

MCRLAND

MRS,
Oh Simon,...couldn't you have

walted? Juat a little
longer?

SIMON
(directly. To
MRS. MORLAND
he aan spaalk
candidly
No. I don't belisve T

MR. MORLAND

time

muld,

Your...urgency does you no

credit, sirt

There 18 now heard, startling' the
4 gentle tapping from the geiling.

MR. MORIAND

MORLANDS but mt SIMON,

SIMON mmiles,

(glancing upwerds) =

What on earth...?
SI™MON

It's Mary Ross. Shets lending

me her support. From the attie,

She saw instantly that

I might

ghow the white feather, .,
(his smile broadens)
«so8he wouldn't put it pas® me

to bolt.

He catches MR3. MORLAND'S smile and addresses his pext line

ta her.

SIMON {mt'ﬂLﬂ
ms

She suggested that she

up like an sdmiral with a
questicnable link in the line
of command. B5he was to make har
preaence felt, indicating that
England expects her officers
this dread day to do his duty.

MAS. MORLAND

Simon, You two are most rlag-
rantly in cahcots egairst us,

You should ba ashamed,
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Well of 8 4
ol course AR ashsmed,
But there it is. =

MR. MORLAND
(ezzressively)
Are you aware, Simon, what a
::2% tljirmi?ul makes you
quite simply m'inrantl:h“ s

SIMON
No, sir. HNot quite and not

pimply.

MF. MCRLAND shoots him a look, reddsna Bstarts
a ldliling rejoinder, but uﬁuu'qm IIHE. Mﬁmiu.

I expect :FL:RS. ﬁsﬂ?

u are 8imm.,
She 't altogether a child, ..
Nor,..yet is ahe altogather a
woman,

Again there 18 heard the gentle tapping from abeva,

QICK CUT m™O:

“ATTIC. MARY ROSE seatad on floor of attie. Sre holds an

old golf stick that she has obvious us
ed I
Eu ehe puts her ear ts the flaor, 'Hrmin;nzn tﬁ:ﬂt?ppﬂ
e m:.:;:pﬁ not penetrate and impatiently she sita up
pares to wait i
:m.inmp o kL ol further, using the golf stick as

CUT TO:
DRAWING-ROOM.
SIMON
Mra. Morland... :
(turns to in-

elude MR, MORLAND)
I!I'uj I think Ih.t':' Rose is

e hﬂ"i
Epliu-dm: now)
See here, I'm not l:id:uEEl_EE
CONTINUED
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Draft #2 - Fedb, 15, 1364

SIMON (econt'd)
the girl, you kowl We'll
always bes closs by...Mary Rose
will probably even want to
atay on hers 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 BEWAY. _

MR, MORLAND turms 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 coneidsred...

SIMON

(decides to findish

the painful discussion)
Frecisely. "

(he picks up a fire

tocl and points it

at the ¢|:Ll.1.n.g:; Elves

the MORLANDS

-sheepish g:'!.n]
I promised to knock back as soon
af I thought things were poing
well. BShall I call her down?

ME. MORLAND
(locks into the honest,
eartiest eyes of the
other man, then averts
his gaze, olears his

throat, doesn't quite
look straight at his wife)
ml--.:myj I ﬂ'ﬂ-ﬂk hl mtllli

MRS. MOCRLAND
(of aterner sturr)

(takes a deep

breath, faces SIMON)
Simon, there's more than...
there is something...s little
tlu.'ﬂs. Slmon.:s tut we IEﬂI e
:I'I.I.Ehl'r tﬂ t!‘ll ﬂu--.bﬁfﬁl‘l
h‘ﬂﬂk, dear, e

Quricusly, SIMON gives her his attention.
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Draft #2 - Peb, 15, 1964

MRS, MORLAND (@ nt'd)
It'a net very important, I think,
but 1t 1s something she doesn't
now ﬂ'ﬁﬂlﬂlr- And 1it...1t
makes her a littls different from
other girls.

SIMON
(smiles)
She's quite different from other
Eirls.

MRS, MORLAND
For you, of course. But this
1!#.--

( & amall, nervous
Tpocial? laugh is
forced from her)

I'm really finding this moat
difficultl

T BIMON .
. (slowly)
Mrs. Morland. I don't went to
hear anything agsnst Mary Rose.

MR. MORLAND
No, 8imon, We have nothing %o
tell you againat her.

MRS. MORLAND
It 18 just scmething that
pened, Simon. 5She couldn't help
it. It hasn't troubled us in
the least for years, but we al-
ways agresd that she mustn't be
engagzed belore 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 2...but especially
to her. must give us your
hromise, L

SIMON
(rrowning, hesitates
before he answers)

Very well, I promise,

Cnurt&éy WritingWithHitchcock.com
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MRS, MORLAND sits down as 1if suddenly weary. Her busband
eyes her with tender oconcarn, begine the astery.

CONTINUED
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B coNTINUED

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

SIMON
I once went on ahore there from
the Gadfly. Very bleak and
hm!li dl}' .- h‘"ﬂi.l

MR. MORLAND

Yea, 1t 1s moatly like that.
There is a vhaling station.
We went beceuse I was fond of
fiahing...

( sighs)
Anyway, quite close to the inn
where we put up there is.,.a
1ittle island....

Ang here he atg=. He zees th;.t little island so cleerly 4in
his mind's eye that he forgets to go on with the atory.

MES. MORLAND
Jamas, ..,

MA. MCRLAND
m? ghlll I}'Ba'liitlili. quitﬂ‘ l.
small island, uninhabited, no
sheep even. No more, I supposs,
than five, aix acrss, Not un-
usual in ANy WAY ...

; MRS. MORLAND
, It had more tress than the other
islands,

= MR. MORLAND
es, that's right, Scotch firs
and’'a few rowan=trees,..and 1t

has what might be called a lake,

I suppose. A little pool, really,
out of which a small stream {flows.
And it hes hillocks and a glade,
a sort of minlature land,,.our=-
iously complete in itself, That

was all we noticed.

He sems that hias wife hes put trembling fingers to her lipa,

MA. MORLAND (sonttd)
I can tell him without pur
being here, Fanny,
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8 CONTINUED

8 her head, does net mocve., And he resumes his tale,
now moving about the room, nervously recrsating that pther
place and time,

MR. MORLAND (oont'd)
I fished a great deal the
m Hﬁuiﬂiﬂuhdillmd- “n

damned islan 'TE
{he takes a
steadying breath)

«s-8nd the larger one. Mary
Rose always wanted to go with
me, but she didn't like toc see
the bﬂitil‘:g.uﬂit littl'ﬂ 151“d
with its tiny pool attracted her,
She olaimed she could catch every-
thing from minnows to whales in
t-hﬂ-t pﬂﬂl--qﬂﬂ'mut h.it. sadl ahe
wanted to. But she preferred to
sketch and color in a 1little note-
book she carTied., 30 I would row
her acroas to the little island
and leave her there sitting in
her favorite spot = on an old
tree stump beaide the little pool,
prﬂtlﬂd"_".lﬂ to fieh...

T™here 1s now, once ag=in, the tapping from the attie; this
time, the 0o has an impatient ring.

CUT T

9 CLOSE-UP - MARY ROSE

IN ATTIC as she gives one laat :I.Er:.au.l thump on the floor
with the golf stick ashe holds, thump startles even her
and ahs pulls her head into her ' shoulders and swings
herself arcund to hunch herself into a szaller size. We
Ar'® now behind her, and in the dark of the attlo the
miﬂh.d shape, holding the golf stick, is not at all
"Illj ’

=

10 FADE INTO ...

The back of a mmall girl by the island peol holding, instead
of the goll stick, a rishing rod, the line of which bobs
harmlessly in the watar. QOver 8 Bcene we continue to hear
the 0.3, voloe of MR. MORLAND as he describes what happened,
MR. MORLAND (0.s.)

+ssl oould ses her from the boat

most of the time and we used ta

wave to each other.,,. CONTINUED
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We -3e2 the child and man...the man at a distance sver the
water,,.do just that, They wave., And somewhers, muffled
by time and distance, deep below the present voics af

MA. MORLAND, there ars the fain:, dim sounds of that atker
place.,.the wind, the weter and the childish veiee carried

acroes 1it.

MA. MORLAND (contd)(o.s.)
We would wave and then I would
fiah awhile longer and then go
back for her. Mary Rose was very
fond of the gla.u. She called it
her island, her darling, things
Iike that. It had a Caelic name
which means '"The Islend That Likens
To Be Visitad'., We were only told
about it later. After... well, it
happened on whet was to be aur last
dary. I had landed her on the island
as ususl, and in the early avening
I pulled across to take her off,
From the bot I saw her and wavsd
Eu:: I was coming for her. She waved

lﬂki - i

We see this scene from the boat's P.0.V.

MR, MORLAND (cont'd)(o.s.)

«s=sthen I rowed over, with, of
courss, my back to her...

less than a hundred yards to Eo,

but when I got mcross she weantt
there, BEhe just wasn't thers,

Not on the 1sl:nd, No one In

the vula,lg;e 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 wvoice,

MR, MORLAND (cont'd)(o,.s.)

It was then we learned how they
feared the island. They had not =
realized that T had been land ing
Mary Rose there...and they are
deeply religisus people, ashazed
I expect of their superstition...
not wanting to bring it to the
attention of atrangers...not «:-kaut
reason,
Th {.m‘gr d thing

- wWas agged, ..every M
ﬂit!‘ﬁll nothing we didn't try;

CONTINUED
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"MARY ROSE"
Draft #2 - Peb, 15, 1564

CONTINUED

MR.MORLAND (cont'd)(o.s,)
but ahe was gone, QGene., After
the third day, the Searchers EEve
up...except two whom I d to
Hunthmul-iﬂull..Jumagﬁhﬂ;-
Finally, I had to let them go.
Thers wasn't a leaf or a stone
or a hlade of grass that wasn't
examined firfty times. It was
twenty days. But we couldn't
leave. We couldn't leave! That
dey...that Twentisch day, I.was
wandering aleng the shore of the
loch, you can imazine in what state
of mind. I stopped and stood logk=
ing across the water at the islend,
and...and T saw herl I saw her
8ltting there on the tres unk, . . )
as I had seen her last,,,she
waved at me and I...I waved beck.
It was 1like a dream, I got into
my boat and rowed aczros2s, in the
old way...except this time T pat
facing her, so that I eould ses

er the time, When I la=nded,
the first thing she 2s2id4 ts me was,
'Daddy, why did you rew in that
funny way...t

CUT BACK Mo

BOUSE. MAs. MORLAND, still en the Bofa, weeplng Bllently
now, SIMON riveted with attention to MR. MORTAND,

MA. MORLAND (oonttd)

(his face seems

uldg than when
1 lenew lg.uncmelﬂm&ﬂt
kmow anything had happened,

SIMON
Bat thatts simply pet peasiblal -
How oould...where did she ey
ahe had been?

: MA., MORLAND
She didn't know e had been any-
where, Simon. She thought I
had Jjuat come for her at the
nl'u.n.{ time,

CONTINUED
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SIMON

But h&npg I You aren't
sugz=sTing gé!ﬂluﬂ been on

the 1sland all that time?

ME. MCRLAND
We den®t lmow,

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

catches her breath)

s JUnselfconscious girl, She
had no thought that ahe had bsean a-
way from me for more than an hour
or two.

SIMON
But when you told her,,..

MRS. MRLAND
(riercely)”
We never told her; ghe does pot
knowl

SIMON
But ml'lf.- -

MES, MORIAND
No. We had her back, No one
fiere icew the story. Why
should she be diffsrant?
shiould she be maede s doubt hewe .
sell,..her sensss”

SIMON
You told no ona?

MAS. MORLAND
mumrnfd"‘iﬁﬂu dactora,

SIMON
How did they explain 1t9 =

They explained lhﬂt}fl.tiﬂ'ﬂl
and hysteria and nerves...they
explained 'time disorientatient.

They explained nothing. Nothing.
& CONTINUED
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11 CONTINUED

MR, MORLAND
They had no explanation for it
except that it never took place.
E: can thinl that tec, if yeou
=,

STMON
I don'% know what to think.
(after & moment of
uneasy silence) -
It has had no effect on her,

At any rate,

MR. MORLAND
Mone whataver -- and you can
guess how we used to watch.

MRS. MORLAND
Simon, I am vary anxisus to be
honest with you. I have pcmatimas
thought that Mary Rose is curisusly
young for her age -- as if - you
know hoew just a teuch of frost may
stop the grewth of a plant and yat
leave it blooming =- it has scme-
times seemed to me as if & ecold
finger had once touched my child,

ME. MORLAND
We have sometimes thought that ashes
had momentary glimpses back ints
that time but before we could
question her in a cautious way
about them the gates had elossd
and she remembered nothing. Yeu
navar saw her talking...to some
person who wam'!t there?

STMON
No.
MRS, MCRLAND
Nor listening? As if for some... g
scme pound that never came?
SIMON
A sound?
(he shakes his head)
{ MR3, MORLAND
pighs deeply
shudderingly }
At any rate ahe has gutgrown it
all...the liﬂﬂiﬂgu.lll nl" it. CO NTINUED
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CONTINUED

SIMON
It is curious that she's
Never spososn to me af that
holiday. She tells ma avery-=
thing.

MRS. MORLAND
No; that ian't ocurious; it ia
Just that the island has faded
from her mamory. I should be
troubled if shs began to recall
1t. Well, Simon, we felt we had
to tell you. That is all we
know; I am sure it is all we
shell ever lnow. What are you
going to do?

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

Ee does 8o,

cUT TO:

ATTIC. MARY ROSE 13 inatantly mobilized by the seund.

She jumps to her feet and excitedly answers the tap, then
flings the golf atick 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 abrupt halt, mindful suddenly of her disheveled
appearance, Child-like, she thinks to rub her possibly dirty
face with her dress sleeve, runsan abortive hand through her
tangled heir... she has achleved nothing, really, by her

efforts, when once again, SIMON a sudd bef hear.
She stares wide-eyed at him, PReLrs enly before har

SIMON
Itt's all right, Mary Rose.

MARY ROSE
(flings her-
salf at him)
Oh, Simonl You and mal

SIMON kimsses her, then gently speaks,

Co al .IDEIH They
me org, darling. '
beesn most decent n.gd tht:r'r:‘
walting.

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED

MARY ROSE
Oh, poor %the=ml

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

MARY ROSE
Itis frightfully difficult,
isnlt 1t, darling...being
a Cathar?

MA. MORLAND
Itfs pure hell, that's ell,
Pure hell.

MARY ROSE helps him to find his handkerchief. He blows his
nose. MAS. MOALAND kisses MARY ROSE, then moves to SIHON
and kisses him as well, .

SIDMONM
(pleasad)

Thet 1s the officisl seal, isn't
it, Mrs. Morlard?

MRS. MORLAND
More pr lass,

SIMON
Thenk you.

MAEY ROSE

Oh, goodness, this 1s all sa
solemni It's horribly embar-
rassing. When I get embarrassed
I have to runt

{erabs SIMON'S hand)
'E-:IIII on, mn---:'ll race you
to the summar-house,

SIMON ”
Nothing of the kind my girl,
Now that we sre properly en-
Eaged, we shal]l decorously
stroll to the sumer-houss,

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

are out of sight, MRS. MORLAND moves to har huaband and now
Eently kisses his forenead.
CONTINUED
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CUT TO:

Iraft #2 = Peb. 15, 13684

MR, MORLAND

Well, 1t 41s helll

(alghs, turna

sadly toward

the open window,

holding onto

his wife)
I say, Panny, I don't suppose
we could sit out in the apple

.‘l

14 LAWN, curving gently down to a stream on which the summer-
house is situated. SIMON has sucosadad 4in restreining MARY
ROSE, if rot to a atroll, at leest to the extant of han

having to keep to his pace sven

in front of him, eircling him, taicing two or thres Ba.eps to
his. messured one,

MARY ROSE
How dreaziful to be old and
have to =it up there in that
Ir'oom.,

SIDMON
I know gquite a bit about AFs,
love, and I assure you most of
us don't mind at all sitting
about 1in dull plazes,

MARY ROSZ
dimon, you won't mird 4Ff T don't
bother %o get old, will yocu? I
donft think it would suit me
somanow.

SIMON
(emiles)
Oh, I don't expect you'll mind...
yourll want to keep up with me,
You lmow.

MARY ROSE -
(curicualy)
Will I? Not if you taks to
sltting about in rooms.
(laughs unTercainly)
I mean, Simon, I don't think it
would be very considerate of
Fﬁu'-iatttiﬂs =d an e

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED

SIMON PULLS her to him in a hug, forcing her to march at his
alde for a few paces,

SIMON
What a silly nit 4t is.

MARY RCSE

(agreeably)
Oh yes. B8till...I am guite

frightened by it all, you

know. ..
SIMON
What all darling?
MARY ROSE

Well, I don't mind the idea
of the wedding, of course.,..
(laughs)
«sothat's just rather an expen-
ﬁﬂ way of playing dreas upl
t‘.. L]
(meriously)
Simen. How shall I be...a wife?

SIMON
(s=ugly)
In quite the regular way, poppet.

Sha hugs herself as 1f shillasd.

SIMON (econtrd)
See hers, you've dashed out ints
the night without a WIAD. ..
(akes off his jacket)
Here, Put this around yeour
ehoulders,

MARY ROSE
Oh, bother...

She starts to move ahead but firmly he pull
ool dogen 1 takes mr I.'I'I.. 8

-

SDON
You are in my care now; I am
responaible for you. I order
you to put on this jacket,

CONTINUED
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MARY ROSE
(her mood sudden-
iy chengsd; ghs
is deli.gh'l.:edj
Order? On, Simon You do
B4y the lovelisst thingsl
(quickly she slips

into the wrap,
smilss h.nppif:,'
at him)

Simon...while I was up in
the attic waiting, I had the
most delicious idea about
our heoneymoon., Thare is a
Place in Scotland...in the
Hebrides,...I should lave o
o thE-H‘EI

SIMON
(comes to an
abrupt halt)
The Hebrides?

MARY ROSE
Yes. We went to it oneoe whan
I was little, Isn't it quasar?
I had almost forgotten about
thet island, and then suddenly,
a3 I was s1tting up there in the
attic, I saw 1t quite glee-ly,
_giize clearly,

STA0N
(cautisualy)
Mary Rose, tell me,,.what was
there, I mean in particular
ebout that placa?

o .
E}E Eﬂnre was mgatf‘:eglﬂfind...
Eh:ar&_mll one where I often...

little ialandt
(her face, radiant

1

wilth the rush of -
memory, turns froo
him)

EIMON

(disturbed, but not
wanting to let her
see. Hils wvoice
is cereful)
Mary Rose. Mary Rosze, are you
listening for something?

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED

MARY ROSZ
What? Listening? I den't
heer anything. Do you?
(moves once again
within his orbit,
but continues to
explore the re-
discovered sxcite-
ment within hersslf)
Oh, darling...l should love ta
shew you my island. There is
A rowan-tress and an old stump
beside the dearest baby pond...
(1aughs)
I used to pretend to fish
there...l didn't want dddy to
be disappointed that I didnit
reslly like to fdah, you kmowW.
(solemnly)
Plahing 1s unkind, Simon. Any-
way, Daddy would {and me on the
island. I expect he didnts like
to put up with my wriggling
about in the boat...and ths little
1i8lend was such & gefe plare,

SIMON -
{troubled)
That had besn the idea,
(gives her a
little shalkm)
I have no intention of spend-
E;tﬁnhnnemaﬁ by the see ar
g like it I hope you
can bring yourself to come to
Italy with ma.

fhe laughs and kisasszs him, Then arm in arm they walk,
ﬁtﬂtﬂﬂ:r a long moment before Simon's voloe azaln penetratesns
n w

And yet,,.I nhouimtl‘L g

ta thes Hebrides,...some day.,..
ta see that 1sland of yours, =

MARY ROSE
Oh, yea. Lat'a.

SLOW PADE OUT.
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FADE IN:

At the bose of the apple tree a scall celebration 1a i
progress, There is a tea-tables on which thers is a Sirthdsy
cake with ene candle, MARY ROSZ is seatsd with har year-old
3on on her knee. She helps him. blow out the candle.
There is laughter and applauss. SIMON watches proad:-
nearby and it is this picture that MR. MOFLAND, with MRS.
MORLAND'S asaistance, 238,

MRS. MORLAND
How like you he looks, Mary
Rosel

MR. MORLAT

Mary Bose, bounce him a bit...
let us se= his tooth...

MARY ROSE obligss.
MRS. MDRLAND

Now! Now, James! Be astill,
Mary Rose, .

There 13 a flash. The picture 13 taven. We ses the reality,
and then & moment later, we ses the pilcture as 1t eventuslly
:1}1 Trepode In MR, MOALAND'S album, oval in shaps, senie 4in
olor, &

CUT T4:

Another year, another celebration, the motisn varisd this
time perhaps by the prasence of MA. AMY and a meid bringing
the cake toward the now teddling child. STMON hugs MARY
EEiELE thoulder as the little boy clutches a* his mether's

SIMON
Look at your grandfather,
Kenneth.

The flash. And this pilcture we ses
leaves of the album, x s in turn, among the

FADE oUT.
SLOW FADE IN:

THE ISLAND. The day 1a slesr and bright. Now for the [irst
time we are actually on the island and it is not at all

frightening, The day is clear and sunny; the pond 1is clear

‘and fresh, the growing thi&- are slmply...gowing things...’

firs, rowan, green Eraga,

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED

There 'is a sof%t, langcrous breeze, and in the distanza,
acroas the loch, can eazily Be sesn the pther larges= ig7armd,
There is a boat siirting aleng the ouisx» elges of The 1itcie
island and & young Highiender, a Cameron, giides 1t. Wa
hear a woman's laugn, It i= MARY HOSE. And now, she and
SIMON ecme into sight. They are dressed as English peopls
dreas in Scotlend., And only by her olothes can we saa
that thim 1s a possibly oldar MARY ROSE.

MARY ROSE

(thrilled)
I think...nel I donft think
At all, T am gquite sure.
Thls 1s the place. Simon,
kisa me! OCuickly! You you
promised that when we found
the place...

SIMON

{obaying)
Certainly I am not a man to
braal oy word. Still, I might
point out to you thnat thia is
the third spot you have plecikad
ag being the one and only
plece, and thres times I havs
Kilssed you quick on that undsr-
standing. ...

MARY ROSE
(laughs)
Stingyl

STMON

Not &t all. It's not the kiss-
ing I begrudge...ltts this
elazboring eround that you insiat
must precede it... at any rate,
we've covered the island, as oy
bleeding limbs teatify.

(the whins have haen

tearing at him, and

he rubs his legs)

MARY ROSE
They didn't hurt me at all.
They laver me,

SIMON
Ch. I see., And you...do you
favor this spot? You are gquite
sure thisz is the one? .

CONTINUED
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17  CoNTINUED

: MARY ROSE
Derling, I krow I'm net claver,
but at lesst I anm always risht,

He leughs.

MARY ROSE (cont'd)
Well, aren't I? Look,..,ths
rowan-berrieal I used to put
them in oy hld-'['-
she doea so mgain)
Simon,..I feel abaglutely
sithre that this rowan-tres
a to sez me backt
(addreszaes 1it)
You donft leck a bit older,
How do you think T'm weering?
(she pulles a 1ittle
branch of the rowan-
tree around her
shoulderas)
Ch, Simen, how I loved thias
plece! T remember 4t all L T
80 passisnatelyl

He mmilea indulgently.

MARY POSE (contta)
Dont't emisls, you clodl This
wWas my firat lovet

SIMON
Never mind your first. 5o lang
8% I am your ultimate,

a HkR‘f}HDSE

eughs

Why doea'ulfimste’ sound =

muizh grander than flast'?

Iim ::t at all surs T will

concede you the glory of

fultimatar Oh, I'm so

to be heret §lad
(abruptly) -

Simon...you imow I wanted to

come away. I wanted ¥5 leave..,
(atrickEn] —

He was asc little...waving me his

fad little goodbye, Ch, Simon,

how ecould I have wanted ts come

away ITom himt

CONTINUED
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Dralfs #2 - Fab, 15, 1564

CONTINUED

STHON
{reasonably)
It's only a short halidaey,
Mary Rose. 'We haven': haen
away together in deonlkey's
Years,..

MARY ROSE
But don't you see? I sheuldntt
Want to leave my babyl

He takes her into his arms.

SIMoN
Stop 1t, Mary Ross. TYou're
being absu-d.

( MARY ROSE
sari X
— ously )

SDMoN
Indeed you mre. At this very
moment Mazster Kenneth 13 most
likely being happily beunced
on your mother's lmee wis sut
any thought whatever of us,

MARY ROSE
(net thinking of her?
This 13 a new idsa,
She acimowledges it
with & wrysaile)
Oh. Do you think s0? Are
you sure he doesnt't think I've
abandoned him?

SDMON
(firmiy)

lte sure. Come on now, you

goose, are you going to let

your island see how utterly

ﬂafl?wd in youwr affecticna
-]

She shakes off her mood, laughing a litt
obediently moves about Eajcina d'ifﬂﬂ'“lr 1=E at heraself mngd

™Thi [lu.%'r e

8 moas fael sure thers is
& tree-trunk beneath it, the one
on which I used ts sit,

CONTINUED

-
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17  CONTINUED
Obligingly, SDMON clears LWAY Eoh= mo=3.

MARY ROSE (eont'd)
I believe,..I balisva T sy~
Iy name on it with a knifs, ..

SIMON
Tou're absolutely right.
HH‘I‘E.-.IEE 1t? H.-c.ﬂ-..r?-.-ij
Just M.A.R. It stops thera,

( MARY P:;Llﬂ-ﬂﬂ
puzzled
Why didn't I rinisn?

STMOM
I expect the knife blads broke,

MARY ROSE
(diseppointed)
I can't remenber,

SIMON
(net unpleaseq
he tickles her)
What a trumpery love, You
are fickle, Mazy Rose,

MARY HROEE

(she mppears to

take hisz acouss-

tion ss-ipuely)
Am I?

(restlessiy)
Ch, Simon, it ien't a wrong
thing that I lert him, I wnow
that.,.what is wrong is that
I was msc glad to go,..and
when he waved, 1t was sad.
I.h -kﬂi —

E.
H&rw-ﬂnan..f”uu

MARY ROSE
(in her mind,
& parallel) .
Isn't it funny to think that
from this very spot I
used to wavs to father? That
WaS a hazpy time,

CONTINUED
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"MARY ROSE"

CONTINUZD

Draft #2- Fab. 15, 1954

SDION
({dowm to eerth)

1 should be hsppiler hers ir

1 wastt so hungry. I wonder
where Cemeron is. I told him
af'ter he landed us to tie up
the boat at sny good place end
make a fire. I suppose I had
better try to make 1t myselfl,

MARY ROSE
How you can think of foodl

SIMON
(who is collect-
ing sticks)
All very well, but you will
prezently be eating more than
Your sherse, :

MARY ROSE
Do you kmow, Simony I don't
think daddy and mother like
this i-ﬂlﬂ.ﬂd;

STMON
(on his guard)
Help me with the Iire, pat,

MARY ROSE
They never seem to want to
epeax of 1t,

SIMON
Forgotten it, I suppose,

I ahall Hﬂ‘f sl rrom
wrlte to them
inn this evening. e

SIMON
{casually)
I woulin't write from there,
Wait till we eross to the
mainland.,

MARY ROSE
Wy ?

; SIMON
Oh, no reason, But if they
have a distaste for the place,
pernaps they wouldnt't like our
coming. I say, praise me, I
have got this fire going.

CONTINUED
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Iraft #2 - Pab, 15,1354
1T CONTINUED

MARY ROSE
(who 1s ofzan
disconcertingly
pertinacious
Simon, why d1d you want %o
come to my island without me?

; SITMON
DHMd I? Oh, I merely suggested
Your remeining at the inn be-
., cause I thought you seemed
tired. I wonder where Cameron
can have got to?

MARY ROZE
Hare he cones.
(s0licitously)
Do be polite to Hm, dear; you
know how toushy they are,

SIMON
i an learningt

The boat, with CAMZRON, draws in. He 13 a gawky Youth...

an gld-young man, 1in “he poor but honoreble garbt of the
ghlllie, and is not especially impresaive until ¥You gquestion
him about the universas.

CAMERON
(in the soft voice
of the Highleander
Isa 1t the wizh of Mr., Hlske
that I skould land?

SIMON
Yes, yas, Cameron, with the
lunchesan.

CAMERON steps ashore with the fishing basket,

CAMERON
Isn 1t thulisﬁ'gr Mr. Blaks
that I should open the beskst?

SIMON
We shall tumble out the luncheson
if you bring & trout or two,
I want you to show my wife
Cameron, how one cooiks fish by
the water's edge.

D NTINUED
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"MARY ROSE"

CONTINUED

Draft #2 - Feb, 15, 195&

CAMERON

LI willl do it with pleasure,

(he pauses)
There 13 one litile mattsr, it
i3 of small importance. You
may haf noticed that I always
addreas you as Mr, Blake. I
notice that you alweys address
me a8 Cameron; 1 take no offense.

MARY ROSE
Ch dear, I am sure I always
acddress you as Mr. Camaron,

CAMERON

That iss 30, Ma'am, Youmy haf
notlced that I alweys addr-eas
¥you as ‘ma'am', It 183 my way
of indicating that I consider
you & ferry genteel young matron,
and of all such I am the humble
seryvant, .

(he pauses}

In saying I am your humble servant

1 do mt imply that I am not as
Ecod a8 you are, With this briesf
explanation, ma'am, I will now
fetch the trouts.

SIMCN
(taking advantage
of his departurs)
That 13 one in the eyes for me.

MARY ROSE
Simon, 1f you want to say any-
Udng to me that is...oh...
that you don't want him to
understand, say it in French,

CAMEFR 0N Hh.l.‘l."ﬁ_l with two small aea-trout.

He wraps up

CAMERON
The trouts, matem, having bsen
cleaned in a thorough and yat
easy menner by pulling them up
and down in the water, the next
procedure 1ss as follows.

in the water,

Courtesy WritingWithHitchcock.com
Educational/Editorial Use Only

CONTINUED

the trouf in a piece of nuwupipu- and scalts them



"MARY ROSE" . EE.
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17 CONTINUED

CAMERON (cont'ad)

I now plage thes gpaking little
parcels on thafire, and when
the paper bezins to burm it will
be & sure gign that the trouts
iss now ready, like myself, ma'am,
to be your humble sarvants.

{(he is returning

to the boat)

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

CAMERON
If 1t ias agreceble to Mistress
Blaks T would wish to go back.
to the boat.

MARY ROSE
Wiy ? '

CAMERCON is not comfortable. She smilas persussivaly,

MARY ROSE (eentd)
It would be more agresable to
me if you would stey.

( uu&mnu}
shuffling
I will atay.

SIMON
Goed man -- look aftar the
trout., It is the most heavenly
way of cooking fish, Mary Rose.

EIE‘ . CAMERON

53 A 3ty way, Mr. Blaks
t I would not usé the word °
heavenly in this conneation.

SIMON -
I stend corrected.
(tartly)
I ouat say ===

MARY ROSE
Prenez garde, mon bravel
CONTINUED
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17 CONTINUED

i |
) on Dieut-*25%,
n a3y - =
m1al 23 un
MARY ROSE

Mals mol, je ltaime, 11 est
tellement -- What is the
French for an original?

SIMON
That stumps me.

Colloquial i

ly feoquin' might
be used, though the clasaic
writers would prodebly sey
simply funm priginalt,

SIMON
(with & grasn)
FPhew, this 15 serious. Wwhat
was that boock you were resd-
ing, Cameron, while I Was
fishing?

k| CAMERON
It 182 2 szmall Buripides I
i earry in the pocket, Mr., Blaks,

SIMON
Latin, Mary Boset

CAMERON
It E:m:.r bah’l:.ntin, but in these
parta we know no better then
to call it Gresk,

- SDON
Crushed againl Well, I dare-
sy 1t is good for n;;r character.

Slt down eand have -
us, Mr, Cameron, ok e

CAMERON -
I thank you, Mr, Blake, but 1t
would not be good manners for B
pald men to sit with his employers.

MARY ROSE
When I ask you, Mr. Cameron?

It 1ss kindl e
¥ meant, but
not besn :I.ntmd:uc:d’l:u w:.hu

CONTINUED
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RMARY ROSE"

CONTINUED

Dralt #2 - Psb. 15, 1G5%

MARY ROEE

Cameran.
CAMERON

I hope you ars ferry well, sir.
SL1ON

The aame to yoay Mr. Camesron.
How do you do? LOvely day,
im't 1t?

CAMERON
It is8 a fairly fine day.
(he iz not yet
appesssd)

MARY ROSE
(te the rescue)
Simonl

STMON
ARl Do you lmew my wife?
Mr. Cameron -- Mrs. Blake.

CAMERON
I am ferry pleaased to make
Mistress Bleke's acquaintence.
Tas Mistress Hleke maicing =
long atay in thesa parts?

MARY ROSE
No, alaa, we go acrossa tomorrow.

CAMERON
I hope the weathsr will be
rn?urlhlu.

MARY ROSE
% T?u'using him the
E:nﬂuinhea]

And now, you know, you are our
guest.

CAMERON
I am much obliged.

(he examines

the sandwiches)
Butcher meati This iss ferry
excelleant.

(he bursts into a
surprising rit or
laughter, and sud.
denly cuts it off)

CONTINUED
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"MARY ROSE"

CONTINUZD

Dralt # - Pab, 15, 10&a

CAMERON (econtfd)

Please %o excuse oy behevior,
You haf besn laughing at me all
this time, but you did not wcow
I haf bean lasghing £ mrself
also though keeping s reseriable
gontrol over my features. I will
now haf my lacgh out, and then I
will lain,

he finishes his laugh)
I will now explain. I am not the
solemn prig I hef pretendad to
you to be, I am re=ally a fairly
attractive young man, but I am
shy and I hal been gus=2ing
against your taking liberties
with rme, not becsuse of myssl’,
who an nothing, but because of
the noble profession it ias my
ambition to enter,

They discover that they like him.

MARY ROs2
Do tell us what that 1=,

CAMERON
It 1ss the profession of medicirs,
I am a student of Aberdsan
Universlty, and in the vacation
I am a boatman, or a ghillie, or
anything you please, to hely to
pay my fees,

SIMON
Wall donet

CAMERON
I am obliged to Mr, Hlaks, And
I may s=ay, now that we know cne

another soeiall that the
183 much in Mr. Blake whsoh® ¥

am trying to copy.

STMON
Semething in me worth copyingl

CAMZRON
It iss not Mr. Bleke's lezrning;
he has not much lsarning, but I
haf always underatood thet the
Englliah manage without 1t., &khat
I admire in you 1las your ferry
nige manners and your ganeral

CONTINUED

Courtesy WritingWithHitchcock.com

Educational/Editorial Use Only

51.



"MARY ROSE™ ;
Draf't #2 - Peb. 15, 1364

17 CONTINUED

A CAMERON (conttd)

— deportment, in all of which I
haf a great deal to learn yet,
and I watch these things in
Mr, Blake and take memoranda
of them in a littls nota-book,

SIMON expanda.

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

CAMERON
You are not, matam, 1t would
noet be seenmly in me, PBut 1t iss
written in my heart, and also I .
hafsaid it to my fetler, that I
will remain a bachelor unlesa I
cen marry some lady who 13a ferry
like Mistress Blake,

3 MARY ROSE
% Simon, you never sald anythkbg
to me as pretiy as that. Ia

your father a crof'ter in ths
villeze, Mr. Cameron?

CAMERON
Yes, ma'am, when he is2 not at
the Univeraity of Abverdsen,

SIMON
My stars, does he go there, too?

CAMZRON
He does so. We ghare a ferry
amall room between us,

SIMON
Father and son. Ia he also -
entering into the medical pro=-
fesz on?

CAMERON
Such lass not his purposs, When
he has taken his &gree he will
return and be a crof'ter again,

" SN
In that case I don't see what
he 1s getting out of 1it,
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"MARY ROSE™ &
Draft ##2 - Fe%. 15, 1954 -

CONTINUVED

CAMERON
He 1sa getting the grandest
thing in the wonrld sut of it;
he iza gettinz ecducation.

SIMON feels that he i1a being gradually rubbed out, and 1% 4
a2 relisf to him that CAMZRON has new o attend tﬁ,ﬁht :rﬂugf
The paper they are wrapped in has begzun to burn.

MARY ROSE
(for the first tima
eating of trout as
it should be cooked)
Delicioual

she offers a portion to CAMTRON.

CAMERON
No, I thank you. I haf
lived on trouts moat of my
iifa., This butchar meat ims
core of an excellent novalty

to me.
(he hes been eat-
ing all this time)
MARY ROSE
Do sit down, Mr. Camewmen,
CAMERON

I am doing ferry well haras
I thank you. !

MARY ROSE
But, pleasa,

CAMERON
(with decisisn)
I will not sit down on this
ialand,

SIMON
(curiously)
E::u, nnnei ,tikitm:rnn. You
. & sclentist, Surely u
are not superscitious? g

CAMERON
This 1slend has a bad nanme,
I haf never landed on it beforas,

MARY ROSE

A bad Name Mr, Cams
but what n’l'hmil iﬂ'.lmmn?.: E,lli

here long ago, I often came to
the island. CONTINUED
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17 CONTINUED

CAMESON
Iza thaet so? It waz a
chanceay thing %o do.

SIDON
(brazenly)

I have heard that its
Oaslic neme has an eodd

. meaning -- "The Ialand
That Likes To EBe Visited!
but thare is nothing
terrifying in that,

MARY ROSE
Cht I naver heaard that.
It's sha=-ming.

CAMERON
That 1s3 as 1t may be, Mis-
tress Hlake,

STMON .
What 1s there ageinst the
ialand?

CAMERON

FPor cne thing, they are say=-
irg it has no authori to be
hers., It was not always here,

g0 they er= saying, Then
one day 1t was hers,
SIMON

That littls Aincident haopened
before your time, I should
agy, Mr. Cemeron.

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

SIMON
I thought so. And does the
island ever go away for a jamnt
in the sanes way?

CAMERON
There are some who say that it
does,

SIMON

But you have not sesn 1t
the move yoursslfy i

CONTIKUED
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"MARY ROSEZ"

CONTINUED -

=

Draft #2 - Feb.15, 135

: EAHERDH
am not always watehimg 1t
Mr. Blake, or 11::::11::1?

SIMON
Listening to the silence? Aan
island that is as still as an
empty church?

MARY ROSE
And has the poor little 1sland
many vialtors?

CAMERON
An lsland that hsd visitears
would not need to want ts ba
visited. Ard why has it pat
visitora? Because they are
alraild to visit it

MARY ROSE
Whatever are they afraid af?

CAMERON
That iss what T BEay to tham,
Whatelfar are you afraig of,

I Bay,

e MARY ROSE
are ysu afraid
Mr. Cameron? o

CAMERON
The sams thing they ares afraid
cf's There are storiss, ma'am,

MARY ROSE
Do tell us. Simoen, wouldn't
1.1.: :I J.n;;laér if he would tell
ome mim eeris HigHen
atoriea? : c B

I don't kn . t
ow; not unleass
they are pretty ones,

There isas many };u i

storles, Th
is2 that one of the boy ﬁuﬂu
Was brought to this islard,
He was nc older than Your baby.

3IMON
What happened te him?
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"MARY ROSE“

CONTINUED

Drafs #2 - Pev, 15, 1064

CAMERON
No one lmows, M=, Blalce, Higs
father and mother and their
friends, they wers gathering
rowans on the island, and when
they looked round, hs was gone,

SIMON
Loat?

CAMERON
He could not be found, Ha
WaS nevar faund,

MABY ROSE
Never! Hs had fallen ints the
wWwaiter?

CAMERON

That 1sa a good thing to s
that he had fallan inte the’
weter. That iszs what I BaY.

STMON
But you don't belisve 41t,

CAMERON
I 4 not.

" e mﬂlﬂ‘f ROSE
et the
villas== se:'?peql. =1 £he

- hGA."IEi-':-H

me g8y he ias

Bti1ll. on the island
SIMON

Mr. Cameronl oh Mr. Cam
What does jyour rithsr m.:ﬁm

He will ‘ba:}m that they

are not here always, but = -
they come= ang .gu? ’ et
SIMON
They? Who are they?
CAMERCN
(wnconrortably)

I do not know. But that ias

what they eay. He h
the island ealling, N hearn

COXTINIED
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"MARY ROSE"

CONTINUED

67.

Imart #2 = Feb, 15, 1054
SIMON
(vlurely )
Calling? How calling?
CAMERON

I do not lmow, No one ean
hear it but those for whom
it 1=3 meant. This iss how
it 1as., I might be atanding
close to you, Mistress Elake,
as 1t were here, and I might
hear it, ferry loud, terrible,
or in soft whispers == no one
knows -- but I would haf to
go, and you willnot haf heard
a sound.

MARY ROSE

" {delighted)
Simon, isn't 1t ereepyl

SIMON
How long ezo wasz this suppossd
to have harppened? The lost
childy

CAMERON
It was belore I was born.

SIMON
(smiles)
I see,

MARY ROSE

Simon, don't make fun. De
you krnow any mores stories
about the island, Mr. Caneron?

CAMERON
:;;;ngzt :;fl thea if Mr. Blake
saying things the
island might not like to h=ar,

MARY ROSE
Simon, promise to be good.

SN
All right, Camesron.

CAMEROM
This one ias about a young
English mias, and they say she
was about eight years of age,

CONTINUED
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17 CONTINUED

MARY ROSE
Not so much glder than I was
when I cans hare, How 100K
AZs was 1%7

CANERON
I think it iss almost fifteen
Years ago.

MARY ROSE
Simon, it must have been the
Year after T was herel

SIMON thinks she has heard snough,

SITMON
Very likely, But, I sey, we
mustn't stay on gossiping.
We muist be getting back, IHd
you bail out the boat?

CAMERON |
I did net, but I will 45 i+
now 1f such i3s3 your wish,

MARY ROSE :
The story first: I refuse o
budge without the story,

CAMEA0ON
Well, then the father of this
miss he will be fond of fisk-
ing, and he scmetimes landed
the 1ittle one on the 1s3lard
while he fished reund 1t fron
the bost.

Just f I::E.hn.ﬂl' it
as father used to do
with mel

SIMCN
I daresay lots of bold tourists
come over hera.

That 1ss s, ir Himu
boldness, and umt!.:::¢:-h

SIMON
Quite so. But I really think
we muist be starting.

Ne , simn? ﬁ.t’ﬁ%!gn on, Mr.
ron,
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17 CONTINUZD

Draft #2 = Peb, 15, 1084

CAMEERON ;
One day the father pulled aver
for his little one as usual.
He saw her from the boat, and
it 138 seaid she kissed her
hand to him., Then in a moment
more he reached the island, but
she was gone.

MAHY ROSE
Goene? Doesn't it make one
ahiverl

CAMERON
My father was one of the
searchers; for meny days they
searched. They searched ma'am,
long after there wes no senass
in searching this smell 1sland,

MARY ROSE
What a curdliing staryl BSimen
dear, it might have been me.
Is thers any mora?

CAMERON

There iss more. It was abeut
a month affervards, Her fatha=n
was walking on the shers sver
there, and he saw something
moving on the island. A1l in &
tremble, matam, he ceme amross
:E 8 boat, and it was his 1i:tlas

Bs.

MARY ROSE
Alive?

CAMERON
Yen, mal'am,

MARY ROSE

4 am glad; but it rather
the myeatery. .

SIMON
How, Mary FRose?

MARY ROSE
Bacause ahe could tell them
what happened, stupid, What-
ever was it?
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TMARY ROSE™

CONTINUZD

Draft #2 - B. 15, 1564

CAMERON
It 133 not so easy as that,
Ehe did not imow “hat anything
hed harpenzd. She thought shes
had been parted from her father
for but an hour,

MARY ROSE shivers are! talkes her husband's hand.

STHON
spesllng more
lirhtly than
he is feeling)
You and your bogies and wrailths,
you man of the miasts,

CAERON
It 133 not good to disbelieve
the stories when you are in
these parts. 1 beliwe them all
whan I am here, though I turn
the eold light of resmorselass
Reason on them when I am in
Aberdeaen,

STMON
Ch? An 1sland that hes sush
exraordinsry powars could
surely send 1its c¢all to Aberdsen
er Pe=thar,

CAMEROY
(troubled)
I k2d not thoaght of that,
That may be ferry true,

SIMON
Beware, Mr. Camercn, lest some
day when far from here, you are
setting a broken leg or swebbing
a throat, the gall plucks you
out of your very hygsenie and
sclentiliec surgery and brings

you back to the 1sland liks a
trout on a long cast.

CAMERCN
I will go and bail the boat.

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

SIMON
Pazhaps ahe was nevar told.
Ee may have thougnt it wiser
pot €5 disturb hsr.

MARY RCSE
Yes, T suppose that would
have been best. And yet --
it wvas taking a risk.

SIMON
How?

MARY ROSE
Well, mot mowing what had
happened bafore, she might
comea back ard == and be
caught again.

She draws closer to him.

g DO
If she sver comes back, let
us hope it is with an sble-
bodied husband to protect her.

MARY RCSE
{comfortably)
Mize types, hushands.

SDMON
{all business)
And now to pack up the rer-
nants of the feas: and aacape
from the scena of the crira.
We will never coma back agaln
Mary Rose. T find T'm not so
snchanted with your island.

She helpa him to pack,

Then I daresay ﬁ°§§.11 never
visit here again. The last
time of anything is always .
sad, den't you think, Simon?

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

COoNTINUED
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MATYT ®OSE

Yes == T supposa -- for
everything. There must be
a4 last time T shall see you ,
Simon.

(playing with

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

SNMON
Some cday I shall lesk for
it and it won't be there.

MARY ROSE
Oh dear!

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

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

SIMON
Just as I said, ficklas.

He kisses her again, sportively. 5She quivers.

SDMON (cont'd)
What is 1i+?

MARY ROSE
I don't know: something
seemed to pass over me. Simon...
I hate last times! The thought
that there must be a &llt time
to hol

Eh}r.iaiigw.. . my

LR

EIMON

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

COFTINCED
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MARY 2OS5E
T ahall like t£hat, I think.
Ta have Kenneth grown and
handscme and strong...and
he can hold me in his arms
and comfort me....

ETMON
(he has been watching
her, listening to
her. Now he delibar-
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
i ,

SIMON
What a 1life. Le‘ me see now,
how does cne begin?

MARY ROSE

Shall I make love to you,
Simon?

(touches his face,

then puta her head

against his chest)
I wonder if I have besn a
nice wife to you...I mean a
tolerably good wife on the
whole, not a wonde-ful cme,
but a wife that would pass
in & erowd?

Look he SIMON
re, Mary Rosa, if u
are goling to butt ma nmri.i:l:uwh

r head in t wva
H?E-Htuknthip IDE'E;?

your hair.

MAFRY ROSE
{although he has not
meant this suggeation
seriously, she does
take the pins from har
halr, and it falls now
around her shoulders)

Have I been all right as
pother, Simen? v "

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

MARY ROSE
Have I...

SIMON
Shut up, Mary Rose. I know
you; you will be l:rging in
& moment, and I used your
handkerchief to wrap around
the trout whose head came off,

MARY ROSE

(this time nhe

does not find

it s0 easy to

disTupt her mood)
Simon, 1if ona of us had +o...
to go...to leava Kenneth...
and we could choosa which
one...

STHMON
(an exaggerated sich)
Ch, Lord., She's off again.

MAFY ROSE
But 1f? I wonder which would
be best? I mean for him, of
course,

SIMON
Ch, then me. I should have
te hop 1t.

MARY ROSE
Oh, Simon!

STHON

(srins)
Steady, old girl. I haven't
akipped off vet.

{he regards

her curiously)
I axpect you're not unliks
mothers generally. If their
husbands do...as you say. go..
thelr first thought is, 'the

2 happiness must not be
interfered with for a moment',

L9845

CONTIRULD
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MARY ROSE
Is that the way we ara?

SIMOH
{confidently)
You would blot me out forever,
Rose, rather than see
your child lose one of his
hundred laughs a day. It's
troe, lsn't it?

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

BEIMOM
Get your feet off the table-
eleth, slattern.

Her mouth opena.

STMON [(cont'd)
And dom't step in the marma-
lade.

MARY ROSE
(throws her head
back, laughs
gleriously)
Oh Ced! TIsn't life lovely!
I am so happy. Aren't you,
Simon?

5 IMON
Rather,

MAEY ROSE
But you can pat t'tu liﬂ on
tha marmalads. 'L
you scream with hIFF nlll?
One of us has got to scream.

8IMON
Then I know which one 1t will: "
be. Scream away, it will give
Cameron the jumps.

CAMERON draws in.

SIMON (con*td)

There U are, Cameron. Wa
mre still safe, m sam. You
can count us ==
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b savERey
I am ferry glad.,

SDMON
Here you are.
{(hending him the
luncheon baskest)
You needn't tie the boat up.
Stay thesre and I'll sterp
out the fire myself.

CAMERONW
As Mr, Blake pleases,
SIMON
Ready, Mary Rose?
MARY ROSE

I nust say goed-bye to my
island firat, Good-bye, old
mossy seat, nise rown...good-

& B
L]

STMON
I say, Mary Roae, do dry up
3 that drivel,
& MARY ROSE

I won't say ancother word.

SIMOM
Confounded fire., Just as it
seems to be Sout, aparks come
again. De you think Lif I
were to get scme stones =-2

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

talk., They laugh at each other. He is then cccupled for

& little time in dumping wet stones from the lech upen the

fire. CAMEROW is in the boat with his Buripides. MHARY

ROSE 1s sitting demure but gay, holding her tongue with her
fingers like a child.

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

CONTINJUED
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CONTINUED,

through them, and also calling her name, is to be heard
music of an uneacthly sweetness. Once MARY ROSE'S arms
ge 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 back,
back...away from the fire, from SDMON, froam us, until she
is outlined finally againat the rise of the hillock, then
disappears from our view...from our ken. Almost immedimte-
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)
Thera...that's finally done.
We can go now. How esold
and gray it's become. e

(smiling, but with-

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

(he rises).
Mary Rose, where have you
got t0? Please don't hide.
Darling, don't. Cameron,
whare is my wife?

CAMERON rises in the boat, and he is afrald %o land.

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

STMON
Cameron, I can't find her!
Mary Rose. Mary Rose!

In spite of his trepidation, CAMEROM joins SIMOM on the
island and as the CAMERA moves back to show their two
figures running, crossing and recrossing sach other's in

& frantic ballet, we see them too rise to the height of
the little hillock, But we also see them dgscend to its

other side where they discover...nothing. The CAMERA
moves back and back as STMON'S voice continues to5 kesn
the name of his wife. 'Mary Rose!'... "Mary Rose!' . . _
‘Mary Rosel' And as his figure diminishes in the mis-,
80 will his wvoice. The retreat of the CAMERA, the FADE
OUT, will continue until the figures, the volece, ars
utterly diminished and as lost to us...in their way. ..
&3 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 SIMON
on the island to the stillness of utter nething, Now.,.
from this nothing...the caveEza again moves to i1ife. amyu-
its moving should be like a wakening, and it comes
from a distance, a gregat distancs, slovwly forwarad unti,
from timeless mists, there is a gradual focusing and the
minutiae, the facts, of images are Agmin Surs. We m=re
once more in the MORLAND'S DRAWING-ROOM, The CAMERA'S

inished as we moved awvay from him, so now do these voices
Sugment as we approach) is oblique, eircling the room,
little changed from cur last visit, uneil it comes to
Fest...at last...on the thrae occupants. They are M3,
and MRS, MORLAMD ,and MR. AMY. Before we see them we hsar
their talkx. Mmm, MORLAMD says,

MR. MORLAND (o.s.)
It's the sucar T mind most.
We haven't had a Froper puddin' in
wegts,

Hnﬁ AMY tﬂ-l.}

(replies)
Well, perscnally I believe thease
small sacrifices have been a bit
of a blessing in disguise. Bince
I've had to walk about so much,
I've dropped a full stone,..feel
like & boy. You would too, James,
if you followed in my fooisteps
every day.

MR. MORLAMD (o.s.)
I Caresay T fesl as much a boy as
You, George.

Now, finally, the CAMERA Closes in an MORILAND, and we ses
that he is now an old man. He is. g+ill straight and lean,
but there is simply not the vigor and chestiness ef fifty,
nor the look that all is still Possibly recoverable, Eis
halr is quite white, his complexion ruddier and veined,

MR, MORLAND (cont'd)

You never sa Tecisa t your
age :Il.l, Gm:%.? i iy via ’

MR, AMY

(He too is much aged,

but he doesa't

his age as well as

MR. MORLAND. Ee gaems

to have shrunk)
I an in my late sixties. T am
#ura I have told you that before.

CONTINUED
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MR, MORIASD
It would sesnm thet you ha.s
been in the sixties longas
than it ims usual to be in
them.

MRS, MORLAND
{she too, like her
huaband, carries hes
years well, but therce
is no denying that
she is pnow an old worman)
James:

MR, MORIAND
Ho offense, George, I was
enly going to say that at
seventy-two I certainly de
not fecl my age., Nor would
it seem, at, vh,..sixty-nine?...
do you.

MR, AMY

(testily)

Whatever my age, Mr. Morland,
but I have not vet found 1t
necessary to complain about
the pitiful econories of a
government at war.

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

You to complain!

MR. AMY
Perhapa "complain' is teo
strong a term. Your attituds
might best be described as
' frgtfal’,

lﬂutrng:d;

Fretful. Me.
MR. AMY
{tr iumphantly)

Your chagrin ° can well be
understood.

{rises)
I believe I must go. I have
guite a distance to walk. I
quite leok forward to breathing

Educational/Editorial Use Only
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MR, AMY (cont'd)
the invigorating night alir.
Thank you, Mrs. Morland, for
your unvarying hespitality.

Ee is followed to the door by MRS, MCORLAND,

MRS. MORLAMD
{as they leave
the room)
I shall see you into your
coat, George.

MR. MORLAMD
(satisfying himself
withthe last word,
he does not presure
to make it audible to
his departing guest)
Yas, Fanny, Do help the dodder-
ing old fool. He'll never make
it alone, .

{kicks at & burning

log, sighs, then

follows out the docor)

CUT TO:

2l MRS, MORLAND and MR, AMY at front deor., MRS, MORLAND
helpas him with ©e coat.

MR. AMY

Dear Fanny...

({timidly he

touches her arm)
How genercus of you to glive
us your smlle through every-
thing you've had to bear. You
know, Parny, I feel that I
mustn't speak of it in James's
prasence...poor old James haas
naver had your serenity of
spirit, Paony...but lately...
I can't explain it...lately I've it
had the strongest conviection
that Kenneth is alive and well.
That ha is surely prisoner=of-
war somswhera across tha lines
and gquite safas.

Do you !-:%-Mg-? I

do. Otherwise I'm sure I
couldn't go en, CONTIHUED
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MR, AMY
(pats her gen=ly,
sighs)
Will Simon be home?

MRS, MORLAND
Yes, we're bound to see him
anyday. They cannct keep his
ship in constant engagement.
They rust be relieved soon.

ME. AMY
I should love to see him and
hear akout 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 man
guarding our shores asaingt the
silent Frowling killers. They
Shall ¥ot Pass.' Oh Fanny, I wish
I were young!-
(a sudden disturb-
ing thought)
= Hoc that T personally should ever
wish to harm anvone,,.even the Hun.
But I would like o stand guard.
sighs)
Ah well, Now. I really cannot
leave poor James in wrazh,..
(turns as if to remount
the stairs, sees MR,
i MOFLAND at the top)
'ﬁ & ow

MR. MORLAND
It fretted me, George, to have you
g0 without saying goodnight,

‘E leaden ¥

e smiles)
Goodnight, then, James, Goodbve,
!‘I.nnr-
(he leaves)

MRS, MORIAMD looks up, smiles at her husband, begins to
elirh back up the stairs, while he comes down & few to
mast her. -

MR. MORLAND
What weze you two goasiping adout?

CONTINUED
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They walk up the last few ateps cogether curing the ensaing
dialogue and reenter the DRAWLING-FOOM, he to stop again by
the fire, she to where the old aldum lays.

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

MR. MORLAMD
Hal! At his age? He's getting
Fosltively senile.

MRS, MORLAND has picked up the album and opened it., Her
smile deesn't altogether disapoear, but it becomes pain-
fully poignant as she locks at the pilctures. Wa, too,

#es 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 firat Elun:u might almost be the
ons 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 eccupying the place of the absent
MARY ROSE, and somewhat apart, unsmiling, SDMON, who is
locking net at the little boy on his birthday, but ints
some distance of his own, The boy, KENNETH, is seen to
ba fair and blue-esyed like his mother, and he has something
of her opsn gaze and look of innocent joy. This fiz-st
pPicture should be followed by several mere...five or mix...
all on KENNETE'S birthdays. MRS, MORLAND is always there.
STMCN is sometimes not., The pictures in which STMON is
pressant should reveal the estrange-ent betwesn father and
son. They are never touching, never smiling at each
other, always separated by scme person or thing. The last
shot should be dated 1914 and we should see 5DM0N in scoe
attitude indicating his role as warrior and KENNETH'S vy
and seagerness to join the corpany of men. Under the date
1915 theres is no picture. Instead, in a firm hand should
be written the words, 'Private Kenneth Moreland Blake,
Missing in Action.'

MR. MORLAND
Fanny, den'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 bBecoms a danger, It might
fall on someone any day. Yeou know

that.
CONTINUED
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MRS, MORLAND
Bu= iFf wag Hamneth's tree...
his laddar from this room <o
the world: How sad it will
be for him if...
(firm with herself)
when he comes back.

ME. MORLAND
{staunchly)
When Kenneth comes back, we
shall plant ancther tree.

MRS, MORLARMND
{locking ocut)
And it wes her tree.
{(he does not
respond to this)
Can we forget that, Jameas?
{sighs)
It se=ws 50,

ME. MCOCRLAND
{sigha)
Fanny, I have found it better
to forget...so many things.

MRS, MORLAND
Yes. Of course. It ls ell
to the good, I suppose, that
as the yea=s go by the...the
dead should recede farther
from us.

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

Ias...

« MORLAND
As not dead?
(she looks at
him frankly,
speaks simply) -
Yaars.

MR, MORLAMND
{reliaved)
We had Eenneth.

MRS. MORLAND

— {ru::::i:;glﬂ o
And w aga 2 ames,
: COMTINUED
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" MRS, MOPLAND (cont'd)
eel 80 sure of that., As T
never AiT afrer.,.sh, {t was all
a0 §g£;§hnmab1|. Semetines I
feel ms if Mary Hose was Juat
scmething lovely I had dreamed.
Even that room. ..

(her head toward

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

MR. MORLAMD

(genlty)
I'm glad.

MRS, MORLAMD
In a2 wvay T suppose it has all
been harder feor Bimen..,.

MR, MORLAMD
Poor old chap. And he has
Keaneth on hins conscience, of
course.

MES, MORIAMD
(this is wndoubtedly
2 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 firs: vears...he
Was consumed with it all...
i X to tha id
lglinggnﬁqlg=fn..?lvlry h:vltf.

MRS. MORLAKD -
I think Simon couldn't bear to
lock at Kenneth.,.the Tesemblance...

the eyes....
MR. MORLAND
Ah.. oo Ei.mun...

CORTINTED
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MRS, MORILAND
Poor Kenneth.
{a dim, sad sxnile!
Poor everyone.

The telephone rings., MR, MCRIAND moves to answer it.

ME. MORLAND
Morland here.,.yes, that's what
I said, Morland here...Long
distance?
(iroatliently)
Yeas, of course I'll talk...
Yes?... Please speak up...Who?
I'm afraid I d4idn't catch...
m? - e
(alowly, as he
- listens his ex-
pression becomes
rejecting, suspicious)
Oh? Yes...yes, I remember the
name. Certainly.: Yes...yea,
she's guite well, thank you...
(locks at his wife,
E ralses hia eyebrows
in bewilderment)
et Whers are you calling from?
I didn't catch the....0h.
(his face goes
quits blank)
I see. From...there,..Yes, I
Assurs you wa're quite well...
What is...is there anything I
can do for you? ...

MR. MORIAND now listens at scme length. MRS, MORLAND
watchas, at first curiously, then with gathering alarm

as she sees her husband slowly lower himalef into a

chair, his face blank with shock: he simply listens to the
volce coming from the phone and stares blindly ahead. AL
last MR, Hﬁgm whispers hoarsely.

MR, MORIASD (cont'd)
H“.? a#-.‘li!l x

White-faced MRS, MORLAND rises, creosass to her husband.

MR, MORLAND (cont'd)
(inte the phone)
When? ...0f eourse, of course! ...
We'll meet you...0h...but wve are

a mile from the statlion,..Yes, I
— ses, Certalnly...of gsuras. A3

o

CONTINUED
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MR, MORLAMD (cont'd)
Yyou say. Wa'll...we'll ke
here...goodbye. Goodove.

"~ (a3 he slowly

bangs up)
Hnﬂ-..

(the werd catchea

in his throat)
and,..thank you.

MRS, MORIAND

TRIEE . s s s

MR, MORLAMD looks up at her, instantly is shaken cut of
himself, takes her hand.

MR, MORLAND
Fanny, it's Mary Rose. Marzy
Rose. He saya ste has been...
found,

MRS, MORLAMD
(elutches her breast
as if to restrain
her heart from burst-
ing from its cage)
ARRRhR. e vaun e ;

ME., MORLAND
Camerom...the ghillie.,.the
one who took Slmon and Mary
Rose to the island...it was

he. He is Dr. Cameren, it
seems,

o MRS, MORLAND
Where? Where is she?

HR, MORLAND
T:;?hf?m:r‘:lr.-.nﬁ the Llsland...
a a's ing her to us...
brimging h-r??.hzz..- He said
that was best...he vas quits...
firm...T didn't know what to -
say...

MRE. MORLAMD

When?
MR. MORIAND
Tomorrow night.
(stares)

Fanny...it 4is & hoax! I
mast ba. After slightesn ywars...
it can't be...lt just can't be! CONTINUED
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MRS. MORLAND
It's all right, Jarmes. We
mastn't...be afraid. It's
our Mary Rose.

MR, MORLAND
Alive? She i1s really alive?
He said she was...all right,
Fanny. That she was...very
nervous, he said, but all
right. Somehow, it scunded
ID% a warning, Fanny.

MR5. MORLAMND
We must get in touch with
Simon. Somehow we must get
in touch with Simen.

ME. MORLAND
You dnow, I remembersd the
man's volce...even now...
after gll these years. His
voice instantlv...

MES, MORIAND
James...we must call the
admiralty. If Simen's shio
is in port or on its way, he
muat be informed. We mus:
have Simon here. -

MR, MORIAND stzres at her a moment, then pulls himself
together. He is somehow comforted, reinforced by the

;‘hnught of SIMON. He reaches for the telephone, picks
t up.

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

SLOW FADE OUT.
FADE IN: .

42 INTERIOR TRAIN COMPARTMENT - NICHT

The train is moving through the night. In the darkened
compartment, lighted only by the reflection of the moen,
we sae the wide-awake, eresct figurs of a bearded, scberly
drassed man. THE CAMERA moves in close ersuvh and slowly
enough for us to recognize behind the beard and the years,
CAMERON. Wa sea that his faca has not actually aged. The

CONTINUED
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beard is pechaps the desszerate mezsuze of & youthlul pro-
fessional man seeking all available aids £ dignity. He
is, at this moment, a deeply worrled mzn as he gazes with
Fity and compassien on the sleeping figaze which he is
guarding through this long night journey. The figure 1s,
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 tine,
then opens his medicine kit and takes from it a hyper-
dermic which he prepares, silently, efficlently.

FADE OUT.
FADE IM:
INTERIOR MORLAND DRAWING=ROOM

CLOSF-UP SIMON. His weather=beaten, exhausted face still

-gtight with shock.

SIMON
I would not give .thias cne
moment's credence if it were
anyone but Camerocn. Are you

guite sure.....

TEE CAMERA moves back to include MR, and MRS, MORLAND,
And also to allow us to see that SIMIN has just recently
arrivec at the house,..his cap, a captain's nov, besice
him on the sofa.

MR. MORLAND

His vwoice 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 zome
sort of wild plot to sxtort
money? Scmetiiing of that

art It makea no sSenaAE...
+ it makes more sense than

what he said.,

SIMCH
No. Kot if it was Camercon.
If it was Cameron...

MR, MORILAND
It was Camercn I tell wyou.

CONTINUED
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STMON
(like a sigh)
Then...she is alive. She's
alive!
MRS. MORILAND

Simon, dear...she will be...
very changed. You must prepars
yourself.

SIMON
Eowever changed...if it is
truly Mary Rose...Oh God'
Pid he say how...vhare...

MRS. MORLAMD
Oh, my dear! You'rs sxhaustad.
This is too cruel...

MR. MORLAND

He said that two men fishing

from a boat saw her...thers.

On the island. She called to
them. She...apparently does

not know...rather, she is

confused about what happened.

2...8hinks you left her there...

™MON
Left her!

MRS, MORLAYD
We must compose cursealves...
she'll be here any moment...

EIMON
How will they get from the
station? are wa not to
meeat the train?

- MR. MORLAND
® vas most explicit that the
reunion be privats. ..
{the possible reasons
for this are too
frightening for any
of them to pursuas)
++.be said she would Benafit by
the wvalk....

CONTINUED

8%.



E

“MARY ROSE" 20 .
Dreft #2 - Feb. 15, 1964

2} CONTINUED

SIMCH
(very guletly.
Conversatiomily)
¥ou know, I don't believe I
can bear this...
(his face changes,
alerts. He sw=ds)
They must be almost here. I
am gdng to meet them. I do not
give a damn vhat he sald. I am

going to meet Mary Rose.

He moves from the room without another word., TEE CAMERA
follows STMON'S flight down the stairs, out the door, and
into the night. He runs at full speed acrcss a broken
field until he sees two dim {igures cutting through the
foggy dark. Then he slows to a suddenly shy and halting
walk. The thought of what his next steps might kring te
him are too awesome. But as his stegz slows, the slighiers
of the two distant figures beginas to move forwerd, gaining
momentun until it is, at last, a small missile that throws
itaself into his rusty azms.

MARY ROSE
S§imon: Oh, Simen! Oh, thank
goodness! EHold me!, Sizon!

24 CLOSE-UF - SDM0ON'S FACE

Eis eyes are closed Lln a dreem of ecstasy as his arms enfold
the slight body. There are teazs in his eyes when they dpen.
And what he sees throuch the tears' scft glitter is the
mature, beerded, infinitely sad face of CAAERON. The warning
in the face causea him to clutch more tightly at the girl.

MARY ROSE (cont'd)
between tears
and laughter)
Oh, Simen...whoever would havs
thought that baing crushed to
death would feel so safe!

CAMERCH i
Mr. Blake...Captain, I should
say...I am great.ly reliefed.
; hadn't dared hope to f£find you
!r'l-l-ll

CONTINUED
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MARY ROSE
{net without
some malizs)
Simon, this gantleman very

(& smalliaugh)
chaperoned me home,..

CAMERON

I will go shead and pay my
respects to Mr. and Mras.
Morland, ...

(his warning eye

moves from SIMON

to reat gsntly

on MARY ROSZ)
Tou and your husband ahauld
walk togethar at your leisure...

CAMZRON moves rapidly away from SIMON and MARY ROZE.

MARY ROSE
(whispars) -
He behaves as 1f ha knows
us all...I think he must ba
quite mad,,.although he has
tried to be kind.... I

.LI.EE-I-I.--

(nce more ahe buries hersslf in his arms. Her hign youns
volce, the quickness of her movements, the feel of her
body...but most of all, her lack of the astanishment af
?E%I;Hrulmian.“ all of these things have Dezin to werk on

SIMON
(sartly)
Mary Rose...close your eyey,
Mary Rose....

Unquestioningly, she obeys. Slow he lifta her 4
stares inte ﬁu- Tace. 8 purum]'{’lmtﬂ plmtruﬂﬂl“
aven milll starlight, and he sees her face. It is ths
same face; unmariked, unlined, exactly as hs saw it last
elghtesn years ago. He seas har youth and he fesls her
youth and his less. Her eyslids flutter,,.quickly he kisses
them closed agiin,

: SIMON
NOuuoalO, arling....

He is utterly bewildered by what hs 1is feel +220F NOT

sl » Automatically, he pets and scothes her as, olutshing
side, his face in daricmess adove har, Ne begins to
walk her slowly towerd the house.
CONTINUEZD

Courtesy WritingWithHitchcock.com
Educaticnal/Editorial Use Only



"MARY ROSE" 9o,

Drafft H2 - Teb. 18, 1084
24 CONTINUED

MARY RACZIE

Ch, S8imgn,,.I'm 32 reliaved,
I conldntt think what had

anad o yeul! Everyona
behavead so strangely... I
have no idea what becams of
my lugsage... I got rather
hysteriecal...that man...Siman,

he drupged me...

Her speech is guick, over-snimestad. However deeply troudled
and uneasy she i3, she bravely attempts now ts eover hes
fears. She chatters in a spritely manner and doss ma® walt
for anawers that might be unnerving.

MARY ROSE (con%tid)
I been in this wratchad dress
for three dayst It've hed to
Sle=n in 1tl A3 a matter af
Tact, I sesm to have slept almest
the sntire trip...when I waked
Up...on the island...and eouldn’t
find you...Y was so disturbea,..
i was taken to that man.,.hs said
he mew me.,.he s2id he was a
doctor. 5Simen, he d4id not know
me...I have no idea why he would
lie, but imag  ine hew I fels...
I'd never seen tha hairy gld
thing...if he would l1ie absut
knowing me, then maySe it was a
lie etout his bairz e doctor,
Absolutely nothing made senss!
They were 50 sclemn and silsant and
wouldn't answer any of my questicns...
I thought I was going mad... Simon,
what happened? Why 419 you leave me?
I hadn't any luggage or even a pocke:
bookkl Can you wonder I became a

BEFFRS, OVEDIRUERED Hp 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...O0h Godl
You canft imag ine how relisved T
was to see that I wes really harel
Simon, I'm honel

(she stunbles a little)
I'm still greczy, I miess. Oh,

CONTINUED
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: RY POSE (cont'd)
= darling, taks me in the house,
Gat rid of tha: men...he is
too stranges, Simon. Ch, I
want to pee everyone.
(moves precipitously
ah=ad in her old wey)
Is Kenneth asleep? Of course
he 15, and I ahall have no
consclence whatever about waking
himl Simonl Don't dragl

She pulls the resisting SIMON toward the house.

SIMON
ﬂﬂﬂ-HEJ !‘:-Er.f Roag.ss waAlS.a,

MART ROSE
Derling, I do beliave you'lre
catching a cold., Your volce
scunda 80 I't8DY ... We mst
g2t inside. .
(moves determinedly
towesd door of the
N house)
You are to com= in &t once and
Attezpt to glvs me sone =xplana-
Dl e waw
— (her manner is mean:s
to be aweetly tesa-
ing, but there 15 a
tremcs of uncerteine
tr in her wvoice)
It appears on the face of it,
that my beloved old Simon almply
Bolted, abtandoning me to the
northern elsments and...
(a nervous littls
* laugh and tosses
her head in thes
direction of the
house and CAMERON)
sesnd thet...that axtran
Scotsman! Darling, HF.EII-EHH ;EE
inside, do take a good look at
him and sees if you think he looks
in any wey famlliar...oh...
(she gives another
uneasy little leugh)
This has all been so confusing...
| I shouldn't think it possible to
g2t & sun-atroke in Northern
Scotlafnd, BfoCld you?
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SIMoN As stunned and elready done in by the barselw subdued
hyateria of this girl who is his wille and with his otal

in adequacy to dlEI with the zituetlon.

MARY RO3Z (econtr d)

Simon?
SDvONM
Yes, Mary Rose?
MARY ROSE

Welll You do at le=at rsoall
oy nazel! Oh... I won't stey
out here any longeri I want
to ase oy baby.ies

This time she 18 determined. She darts from hin asd into
the house. Into the light. In the loyer she stops, her
attentlon caught at once by the electric lizght. She beglne
to trexble alightly, controls hersslf, then notlizes a
collection of prints that now hang in the foysr. She
attempts a smile, turms back towerd thes epen door cutaide
which SIMOMN stands, unedle to brinzg himself to croesz ths
threshold ints the revealing light.

MARY ROSE (cont'd)

(determinedly

down to ex-th)
Goodneasl Deddy must have been
toe Londen and speant a paskstt

(insistently)
Simon, do come inzidel Wiy ars
you shuffling about gut there
in thes dark?

SIMON does mot move or answer and her volce goes qua—-ry.

MARY ROSE (econt'd)
BimoN.. ..

And now, slowly, irrevocably, r SIMON steps into the light,
His face, taut with anxiety Y, shame, shows it-

atr

self to her. Her nervous, insistent smile 15 Sifned full on
him, For a long moment, her expression does not change at all,
And then suddenly, & little grimace that is almast s tis
replaces the amile, Her resctions are small, very small, as
they are when one's confidence in one's physical senses are
dangesously ahaken. One's primsry instinect is not to
expose this ferrifying feillure. 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 mesnt

to delineate a smile,
CONT INUED
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SIMON
(in pity)
I anm BTV ; 'w Ronse..,.

She blinks and turns her head slightly to one gide, no
longer able to look directly at him, A small shudder
uns through her, She seezs to become bafore our ‘eyes a
oruel travesty of herself, It is not that ahs 1s any
older, but that her youth is now somehow ggtlmin!d...
what was once vivacity 1s now nerves pull o t;
what was once ingenuous, is mow disingenuous, :

' MARY ROSE
Wiy is the house 30 guiet?
What happened to that sinister
Soot?
(ducks her head away
from SIMON'S...laughs)
What's been going on behind my
back, Simon,..you lock absc-
lutely exnausted,...
ane sTArts to rmun
up the stairs,
quiekly putting
distance between
herself and SIMON)

Where is everybody?! Deddy?

She dashes furisusly up the stairs and bursss into the
brightly lighted IRAWING-ROOM., Her eenfrontation wish

her white-feced, Erembling parents 413 no more than a
tear-dimmed streak percss tha distance that geperatss

thez, She flings herself ints her motherts erms, MRS,
MORLAND, berend tears, almost beyond feeling, sizply holds,
With & mother's reflexes, this memory of a girl,

MARY ROSE

Ch, motherl oh, I'm so glad

%o be home!
As 1if touched by some marvelous, forbdidden enchan tment,
RO one moves of speaks. Only the sound of SIMON'S footateps
at the top eof the stalirs, now sntering the DRAWDNG=ROOM,
breaks the spell, causing MARY ROSE to look into her
Bother's face for reassurance. Sha Seos, undeniably sees,
the age. Slowly, her ayes move from MRS, MORLAND to
MR, MORLAND, whers she Iinds again, the same inexplicable
blighnt, She turms from one face to another, and en sach
ahe sees deeply atched, in unaccountable lines, leve, grier,
shock, shame., Tims,

CONTINVED
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MRS. MORLAND
Ch, my darling....

MARY ROSE
(tremulously)
Daddy?

CAMEROM
(te MAS., MORLAND)
Dan't you think Mary Rose
might like a cup of tea?

MARY ROSE
(brightly)
Oh, ne thanlk Tyoldasas
(har vaice
starts ta
breai)
I den't need anything.

CAMERGN
(kindly)
1f you den't fancy tea, I
expect & sip of something
stronger might...ward ofr

a chill,

MARY ROSE
I'm gquite all right, thank
mll i &

Her smile intact, MARY ROSE disengages herself from the
Eroup and moves, with a pitiful att ‘na.:
toward & wall mirrer. P i B

MARY ROSE (cont'd)
«s.Although I'm sure I loolk
& wrack,..thass clothes....

As if to straighten her hair, her appearance, MARY ROSE

forces har gaze ints the mirrar quitas um.hl; to disguise

the trembling anxiety with whieh she regards her imags.

She sees herself...lets out her breath,...for it is really

hirul.fihtl;- :;El-fnwﬂ;:"m:“ an instant she goes slack
¥ I 3 t 1

Tt 18 shale. but it is real, TR Aape

However, before she ean turn back to face the others, she
degs in the mirror...H s face reflectsd besids har n'n:n...
S3IMON. And the nightmare is real, He 18 8o mush aldar,
and she 1s not. Only she is unchanged. The others ire
OLD and ALIEN. She whirls around, faces them like an
animal at bar.

CONTINUED
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MART ROSE (ent'd)
Tall mel! Tall ms!

MR. MDALAND
(8imply)
How can we, Mary Rose? We
don't know.
MARY ROSE
(to SIMON)
1l me. _
SIMON

(manfully, tut
atumbling over
the words, all

the wrong words
m.llﬂﬂ'- ™ -.H'h‘."rl DEt— Fglh LI ]
it was,.. Mary Rose,..you must
understand...l did not leave
you, darling. It was you
who...went away.,.wha laft
MlliEi¢ & ’

MARY ROSE

(whimpars)
Tell me....

MES. MORLAND
(once more it 1=
she who faces up
to the worst)
She wants to now about
Kenneth,

MARY ROSE
Where 1s my baby?

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

She gives SIMON one brief, baleful lock, turns toward the
little door at the far end of the IRAWING=ROOM and runs
for it...her daah toward the door has the desperation of
an attempted escape. Skirting the periphery of pozaibly
restraining hands, she reaches the door, flings it open,
runs down the little hallway to the second door, and, aa
if' anticipating resistance, puts her shouldsr r1=r==iy

againat the wood, twlsts the door handle and pushes violently

into the room %o Iind..-nathinf whatacever. The roon
now seems to function as a 1 study,: There is no bad 1in
CONTINUED
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it and, certainly, there is ne child, MARY ROSE swivels
around. MAS. MORLAND has had the courags to follow her,

I laft ] ‘:nﬂl Righ
Ey baby hers -]

herel Whars ia - 7

Where?| B

MRS, MCRLAND
This imn't used 43 a dedroom

anymorse, Mary Rose.,...

'{blﬂ.ﬂ Hﬂg:

saking

her m“ t‘il-

Where 111:3 hl.h?"i‘m waiy) -

EPBIPOR. - e %t in

ne Blep here...
(travely)

-+«8irce he was seven. He...

needad a largsr rocm....

MARY ROSE looks at her mother with £ d;-“.
frantically beck as STMOY and ME, mm:gm the hi:g‘
to precisely whoss rescue they do mt loiow, E

( t:.'m:l!i
a t to pre-
rliimgvﬂsﬂulﬁnn

of unreality with

the only weapens he

has, courags and command)

Rose. Your mother... your

no cannat stand this,
Rose. Ehe has borne too mach. ..
too many losees....

MARY ROSE
(barely
a vwhisper
What losses? -

( o o
fhtinite pity)
First there was you, omr love.

You have Hﬁﬂtta“ﬂ- Yo
very long time, .

OONT INUED
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sIMON
(dmdly)
Eighteen years.

MARY ROSE

(scarcsly
audible now)

W= re is my baby?

SIMON
Theres ia no...
(is there the
faintest hint
of accusation
in his voice?)
Mary Roae...there 185 no

habz.

MARY ROSE
(she hea been walting
for this blow, but
when 1t cooes, her
reaction 13 one of
faint atupor. She
sits. There ia avan
the begimming of n
amile on her lips as
if she wanted tos urn=
derstand the jJoke too)
No bBeby?

STHON

(feeling that the

worst 1a aver,

that she 13

calming down)
Xennath is...

(finishes lams-

ly; there ia

too much guilt)
t'-h! i.'l--l-i Mt’ h-“-l T

MARY ROSE
Hot hera?

SIMON
E. i-alll-'
(he carnot go on)

MARY ROSE
(still falsely calm)

Ee iz where?
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CAMZRON
{(in & rush,
hoping to
land comilart,
any comfart)
Mrs. Blake, your family has
been given rearon to hope...

MARY ROSE
(the sane
almost-smils)
To hope?

1S, MORLAND
That ha hes besn taken
Prisonsar....

As the room begins te spin elout her and the torfuring =ound
of the volces and the terrible sight of the faces mal=

and flow into ones another, both visually and aurally

(the repeated words are 'missing', 'you went awsy', 'he

has been talen', 'you went away' ...) the tormen<ez

glri throws beck her head in egony, her body stiffens, her
throat arches and swells with & sound that rises in her to
?uvm uug 2ll other sounds, She manages only to choka oub
Fﬂu-r HD]-" H-I [ BN I ]

MARY RDSE
Who %ook my baby?

+sv.Deforea the sound is finally torn from her, It is &
sgcrean To ahaxe the zensges of all who hear it.
It Fllls the little room with its very masence, ungusnchabla
sorrow and rege. And as the scresam 1s born, MASY A0ST dles,
she never rose from the chair, It i3 as though she wera
dead long before the screa:n had finished making its relsnt-
legs,tearing course through her body. When she falls, it is
as 1f the scream, triumphant in its monstrous birth, had
8inply discarded what was left o” her.

Of the figures in the tableau around the body of MARY ROSE,
only SIMON makes & pitiful little human gesture of protest.
Gently he touches her pale, almest luminous chesk.. And when
he takes his hand away, his fingers, where they touched her,
are faintly blus, There is cone amall, awful, choked sound

from SIMON, as the scene fedes. There is no further movenent...

MRS. MORLAND, MR, MORLAND, CAMERON, all stand frozen in =he
icy echos of the scr=amn,.

FADE QUT.
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FADE IN:

And 4t is the 8%ill rezcunding weves of thiz echo=d screan
that meve now into the dusiy old rocm where XENZTH sits
and waits in the darlk, the fire and candle long since
guttered out. The little door at the beck opens slowly to
the extent of a foot. Thus might & breek of wind blow it
if there wers any wind., Presently KENNETH rises slowly to
his feet. He hears nothing; he sees nothing. But the feel
of the screan is with him. A8 he watches, the door
closes softly. Now he picks up the candle, relights it,
and with hardly a moment'a irresclution, mcves toward the
door. He opens it, crosses the short length of the hell
and now triea the final door, Easily, without a mpurzu- of
protest, it cpens for him. He holds the candle up, looking,
welting... there is nothing. He lets out his brezth, turna
baclk, slewly retracing his atsps into the drawirz--pom,

And it 1s there, at last, tha® he is m=%t by MARY BOSS. She
stands quietiy in the middle of the rocom, a5 i” mede gut of
the 1ight he has brought beck with him. 5h= nods politely
and !p&&kﬁ-

MARY ROSE
Have you come to bur the
hous=e?
EKENNETH
No,
MARY ROSE
But it is a nize house.
(doubtiully)
Ient't 4t?
EENNETH
It wes a very nice house oncas.
MARY ROSE
(pleased)
Waan't %tl
auspiclous
Why are ruuphere? 1¥)

KENNETH
I used to know the house. s
When I wes very young.

MARY ROZSE
(eegesly)
Young? Was it you who leughed?
Thers used to be somecne who
laughed in this house... wes
it you?

CONTINUED
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KENNETH
I don't lnow. Perhaps.

MARY ROSE
Na. I don't think so.
You're quits old.

fretfully
mmﬂdymulum.hslhu:nu
why averyone is ss old?

KENNETH
It is only because you have

stayed so young.

( !ﬁﬂ? ROSE
fmlles: plessad
Do I know you? )

KENNETH
I wonder, Do I lsek like
Anyone you ever mew?

MARY ROSE
You don't look like...Simen,
(frowns with
concentration)
You are not ... Simon, are
Fou?

KENNETH
No, not Simon. But he ament
me here. He has disd yeou know,

MAFY ROEE
DHed? Why?
He was ?id.
venturin
My name 4s EenniEla.
' MARY ROSE
(stiffens)

L don't think ao. -

KENNETH :
But that is oy name. And
I would like...very mch. ..
to hear you call me Kerme=h.

MARY ROSE
(firmly)

Ne.

CONTINUED
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KENNETH
I'm sorTy.

MARY ROSE
Are you?
(st11l pertinacious)
I think you are sorry for me.

KENNETH
I am.

MARY EROSE
I'm rathar sorry for aelfl.
I just don't seem ko oW
Aanyone...l1t%s lonely....

KENNETH
You lmow S5imen.

MARY ROSE
Simon? Well...
(confasnes)
I don't really remembar him,
I just know the nams, =~

KE=EXNWETH
Only that?

MARY ROSE
(dismissez the
thought of SIMON)
Anyaay...it isntt he I'm
looking for....

KENNETH
(hopefully)
Ma T
Yo MARY ROSE
: unexpectedly
Who is 1t? - )
EENNETH
Who 7
MARY ROSE
Who 18 1t I'm searching
for?
KENNETH

Have you forgotten? Ewn
that?
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MARY ROSE
(dafansively)
I imew. But it was such
a lonis time ago. And I'm
2o tired.

{amil sadly )
an
Oof searching? -Of searching

_thin ald housa?
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MARY ROSE
(whispering)
Dontt tell.

KTW=TH
No, of coursa not.

MARY ROSE
¥Yau are nica,

RENNETH .
My nams is Henneth. Wentt
you plesze try to say it?

MARY ROSE
(she 1likes=
the sound)
Kenneth, Kerneth, Kenneth,
KEennmeth.. ..

KENNETH
But you den't loow what
Kenneth I an.

MARY ROSE
Na.

KENNETH
I wonld like to help you...
M...Mary Rose.

MARY ROSE
Do you think you ecould? I
I could find him...he would
tell me that he understands
and doesn't blame me. Then
I conld go back.

KENNETH
I saee, To the 1island?

CONTINUED
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KINMNETH
iti.“E you forgotten the i2land
o0?

M. 08B
{ezushed)
I am sorry.

EKENNETH
I think that it is the isla=d
te which you want to return.
Ia it 20 nice there?

MARY ROSE
Oh, it 13 lovely!
EENNETH
Are thers ghoata in that
plece? )
MARY ROSZE
(firmly)
Ne.
K2 ETY
Are you so sure?
BY ROsE
{rather sroesly)
of course!
KENNETH .
Why iz it s0 lovely?
MARY ROSE '

(a beginning

look of radianca)
It's so beautiful and loving
and there is only ocneself...

(the expression fades)
«as0nie peedn't ever.,.seerch...

(1mpulszvely)
dmpulsively

Mary Rose...listen...I beliave
I can help you go back... I
know who you are leocking for...

Educational/Editorial Use Only
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CONTNUZD

MARY PoEZS
{she 2tilfens,
her attention
suddenly
riveted on him)
You know?

E=ENNETH
I think so.

From the beginning of his next to last speech, whers= he
says, 'L know who you are locking for', & scund has begun

to bulld, and now it surrounds KSNNETH end MARY ROSZ2. It

i3 not wind, but a sort of presmira, palpable =2nd infinitely
menscing. MARY ROSZ'S facze has cackened, She doss not teks
her baleful eryeza from KENNETH.

MARY ROSE
{with an almost
unas=able ad-
vance upon him)
Did you deo 1t? Was it you
who took hin?

KENNEIH, chilled, wetchful, he ateps bazk. As he dosz, he
moves agalnat the slde of the packing case, stunblas aiishtlr
egainast it, glancss gquickly down and sees in:tnntlr thas hia
knife, which was enbedded in the wood, 48 now suddanly gone,
He pulls himself together at once and facea MARY POSE, faces
her growing, terrifying wrath.

MARY ROSE
(we ses her now,
her hand gripping
the knifs, the
fury growing
arcund her)
Give him back.

EENNETH
Mary Rose...stop it, Mary
Roaml

MARY ROSE i
You are the ane who stale
him from mel

KENNETH

(faltering)

In A WaY.uu.

MARY ROSE
Give him backSl

CONTINUED
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KENNETH
=3 But you sald you didnmt:
know who. Who? Whe do

107.

you want, Mary Fose? Tall

me wha?

MARY ROSE
(almost & scream)

My babyl Kennethl! Kernethl

KEMNETH
{quietly}

Your baby 1is gone beyond re-

cell, but I am XKenneth,.

She stgpa, stares at him, the imlls s%1ll polsad, the ssund

no longer swelling, but not abating,

KENNETH (cont'd)

(he takes a
cautious atep
towards her)

Surely I can help you...giva

me back the nife....

MARY ROSE
{sc puzzled)
Kenne:h?

KENNETH

Yea. And I understend m=nd

do net blame you. Dont't
you see that, poor thing?

MARY ROSE
OH1

The sound begins to diminish.

MARY HOSE (oontrd)

Ch, are you sure?

Yea, I'm quite sure.

Her hand, the one holding the imife,

KENNETH (cont'd)
There 18 no one who blames

3} you.

MARY ROSE
MI'|I.:11|--

falls to her pide.

-

CONTINUZD
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EEpRET=
Now 12T me nReva zr =Ll
Bafare ryou hu=t s=urral

Sweatly obedient, she gives it
moment they look at one anoths

MARY ROSE
Have you had to search too?
You look so sad.

12

RENIETH
Do I? I sxtect itis fust
an old leaftover leook., I'o

net =22d enyoore,

MART ROSZ
- (suilelessiy)}
I'm gled. You a-e =zo tall

anc gowWwn-up and...comfas-ting.,

Do you think I mizht...lean
eg2inst you... for-jas: a
mazent?

KE=NNZTH gently takes her in his arms,
MARY ROSZ (contrtad)
-th M:E'III r.':l-'.-"E---.

(she smiles cen-
tentedly, the
pulls glightly

eway )
How good you wers a2 coms....
KNNETH
Not grod...I was searching
too.
MARY ROSE
What fer?
e
For you. :
(sighs!

Cr for scliEething vou might
have been... Do you oW new
who I am?

MAREY ROSET
(sdxaly)
Your name is Xesrne*h a=4
I'm sure T would rememhe=

p-
[ |
(il

e him. Fer a lorng

Sha 3ighs,

CONTINUED
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MARY AOSE (cont'e)
Jou, except That,..that
everytning aesms 20 Cim....

XENNETH sighs, than his attenticn 1s caught by he windew
open now on the dark of early even . The stars have
triumphantly worked thei= wey thro the clouds.

Ihe stara sre put, They
BlwWays ssam g3 promising...
are their stess eoove your
1s)l=nA7?

MAEY ROSEZ

My island? Oh....
(her facs hegins
to light a3 the
call 1s hesrd;
saftly it bew
gina ... "Ma=y
Rose, Mmry Roge, °
Mery Foae,...t)

Ch yesl Yesi

Ae the sound swalls, it wraps har around, the wairy
lit*=le 3t., Her face i3 shining as har pv=g s ras-sh
hopefully tefore her; she whispers now 'wes'! .... s=d
tek=s one stap. Only on=., And ahs ism gEone &t las:
telding the awsat beckoning scund with har, g

EENNETH, at the ‘window still, has heard nothing sxse=pt

her volce anawering, ss he supposzed, his guestion, Now

he turns and finds...an empty reom. It 42 & rosz no

longer filled with anything atall but a chair, a pair of
Packing cases, himself... and duat. He sucks in his Ereath
leans weally against the wall, eloses his syes. fTly, :
he whispers 'Ch God! Youdidn®t say goodbye,.' Then, at
last, he opens his eyes, takes a look, & long lmat iunk

. about, sighs, and moves toward the stairs, He calls as

he starta dewn, "Mrs. Otery?, I'm cemin ’
Otery ....t . g R U

SLOW FADE OUT.
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FATDE IN:

Onee more THE ISTAND ms wa saw it firat, & swaably salite-y
. placae, & promising plece. And row Agaln, wWe heas
CAMERON'S wolce,

CAMERON {o.s.)

The Island. The Island That
Likes To Ee Fisited. Surely
we all lmow at least one
such tempting placs...szuch
an islend...where we =may not
Eo. Or if we do dare %o
Fislt zuch en island.. .ws
cannot come away again with-
oRt, ..

(there 1a

bitter humer

in his Yoilcs)
== s Without smbarraszzment,
And 1t talces more tnan a bit
of saarching to find someonse
who will forgife us that,

(CaME2041 S voles

changss new, ba-

comes loudsr,

natter-gf-fact]

and final)
Well, that 1ss 1t, Le:'s g=
baclk home now,

(ironically)
Thers of course it's raininzg. ..

THE CAMERA begins tﬂr!trELt. The Island grows smellap,
mistier,
CAMERON (eont'd)}(o.s.)

+»s28 usual. And thers's a

naughty boy welting lor punish-

ment and an old wvillager who '

had the fatal combinatien ..

weay heart and bad tamper. He'ss

waiting to be buried. A1l tHe

usual , decandabla, un-islandy

things. &

(he sighs deaply)
You undsrstend.

As the Island becomes no more than a distarnt vision, CAVEROM'S
gginu diminishes as well, until at last, wa have lost tharm
th.

PADE QUT.
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