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INT. SPARTAN OFFICE. SYDNEY. DECEMBER 16, 1918

TOM
Yes, I realize

TOM SHERBOURNE, late 20's, w d eyes, sits across from MR.
COUGHLAN, 54, hands as hard as rocks. He looks over Tom’s
letter of application. A _summer rain pelts the window.

MR. CO
I mean very to . ant to make
sure you know what you’re in for.

TOM
It can’'t... Al ue respect, Mr
Coughlan, it's ely to be

tougher than the Western Front.

MR.
You'’re probably right on that score.

Coughlin tamps down tobacco with his thumb, lights his pipe.

MR. COUGHLIN (CONT’D)
You pay your o ge to every
posting. You’ , so you don't
get holidays. Permanent staff get a
month leave at the end of each 2-year
contract.

Tom nods in agreement. CO looks over his honorable
discharge papers.

MR. COUGHLIN (CONT'D)
We wouldn’t no end a single
man to Janus -1 ryetty remote and
a wife and family c be a great
practical help, not just a comfort.
But seeing it’s only temporary...

He rolls a stamp back an across an ink pad -

MR. COUGHLIN (CONT’D)
You’ll leave f geuse in two
days. From there you’ll be shipped
off to Janus.

Thumps the stamp down on the m -
MR. COUGHLIN (CONT’D)
Welcome to the Commonwealth

Lighthouse Services

“1l6th December 1918" gli inm wet ink.
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INT. SS PROMETHEUS. SOUTHERN OCEAN. 3RD-CLASS CABIN. DAY.

Tom shares the room with an ELDERLY SAILOR who drinks from a

large bottle of over-pro e is on a drunken rant -
ELDERLY OR
“What a fine thing it is to be -
victorious.” Ha! *“Victorious?”
Victorious and-dead~is a poor sort of

victory...

Tom can’t take it. He escapes the room and the alcohol fumes.

INT. SS PROMETHEUS. LOWE%iéECKS. DAY.

Tom walks the lower decks, tries to clear his head. The floor
is sticky from beer. He group of DRUNKEN EX-SOLDIERS
ahead. It’s the sound of and it echoes in Tom’s mind.

MCGOWAN
First one to score a pair of ladies’
drawers off a first class passenger
is the winner.

Crumpled bills are thrust[in € alir and collected.

MCGOWAN (CONT'D)
Prize money’s do ed if she’s

wearing them Q me.
d A SAILOR looks to Tom.

Cheers from the other sol

SATIOR

How much you iﬁzfngiLe
Here, in the in the bowels of vessel, Tom could swear the

war was still underway. He wants no part of it, pushes by.

INT. SS PROMETHEUS. THIRE CLASSECABIN. NIGHT.

A MUFFLED SCREAM wakes Tom with a jolt. He LOOKS around his
room to orient himself. The EIderly Sailor wheezes in a deep
sleep. Tom LISTENS closely - the ocean presses against steel
belly of the ship, trying to get in. Probably a dream. Still,
he can’'t go back to slee off his sheet, sets out on a
walk.

EXT. SS PROMETHEUS. CORRIDORS/UPPER DECK. NIGHT.

Tom grips the stair rail,/£limbg| to the upper decks - the air
is cooler up here, and t is released from the echo
chamber below. Passing through the shadows, he walks silently
by the upper-class cabins, listening closely...
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3.

The SOUND of a struggle comes from inside one of the rooms.
Tom moves to the door. He knows what’s on the other side of
it - the war. He can’t seem to get away from it. He is
sweating, his eyes wild 14 assoed horse. His breathing
increases involuntarily. n, he opens the door.

In the dim light he sees a darkK haired WOMAN, pinned face
against the wall by MCGOWAN, the soldier from below-decks.

MCGOW
Christ! Thoug re a steward!
You can give me a hand, I was just-

TOM
(stepping into the room)
Leave.
The look in Tom’s eyes and th ound of his voice leave no
room for debate.
MCGOWAN

But I was just gonna make her day.

Mcgowan is desperate. His fight or flight kicks in - in the

form of fight. He grabs vase off the dresser and

shatters it over Tom’s f hich Tom instinctively
efore).

raised up a split second

Tom bats down a couple of
the neck against the dre
grip is strong and unrel
into the man’s face. The

ngs from the man and pins him by

£t is messy and quick - Tom’s
lood from his forearm flows
't breathe.

The woman has tucked herself into a ball and is hiding on the
other side of armoire. S s her face and watches the
scene through fingers - terri .

Tom is going to kill the man if he continues his grip. In the
war, he had to do this. But he’s not in the war, he’s on a
boat. Reality comes backtggzgéﬂlee releases his pressure.

TOM
Apologize to this lady. And get back

to your bunk and don’f show your face
until we berth, you understand me?

Mcgowan nods, blood in tii;ziizi.
MCG

I'm sorry...

TOM
To her!

MCGOWAN
(to the hiding woman)
I'm sorry.
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Tom pulls his weight off of McGowan and throws him out.
Obscured, the woman catches a glimpse of Tom, who stands
deflated in the corner a s his breath.
TOM
You all right?
WOMAN
I-I think so...

Y

Tom reaches for her dressing gown from a hook on the wall

and, without looking at her, ds it to her behind the
armoire. She notices the g on his arm.
TOM

I'm afraid some of us aren’t used to

civilized compan hegse days. You
won’'t get any uble from him.

He rights a chair that had been overturned in the encounter
and disappears through the door, never having seen her face.

EXT. POINT PARTAGEUSE. DEEI::::j
Tom disembarks from the at as men beetle away, loading and

unloading cargo with the occasional shout or whistle.

NEAR THE PIER stands a fre gxanite obelisk, listing the men
and boys who would not be g back. People on the street
wear expressions of playe ., game where the rules have

suddenly been changed. Womern—oGt-number men 4-1 on the
streets. Tom walks along, bag slung over his shoulder.

Tom sees a young woman, ISABE 19, bright, feeding bread to
a flock of seagulls. She is a d by the birds squabbling
and screeching, eager for a prize.

Tom sits on a bench near nd watches her. The sun
caresses his face. He fo \ delicate fingers as they

make silhouettes against the blue.

TSABEL (0251 )

What are you smiling at?

TOM
(caught)

Sorry.
ISABEL

Never be sorry £ iling!

She offers him a crust i stretched hand.

ISABEL (CONT'D)

Want some bread?
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TOM
Thanks, but I’'m not hungry.
ISA
Not for you! To he gulls.

Tom considers it a beat -

ISA T'D)
Bet I can get mo come to me
than you can.

He rises from the bench, ap es her, takes the bread.
They begin throwing pieces gh™Nin the air, ducking as the
gulls dive-bomb, flappin heir wings furiously.
He stretches for a throw and she notices the bandage peeking
out under his sleeve...

ISAJgL (CONT'D)

What happened to you?

Tom pulls down his sleeve, down plays -

Nothing... |

ISABEL
Doesn’t look 1ik

Tom throws the last of hj

Who won?

ISABEL l
I forgot to judge.. t’s just a
silly game...

TOM
Well, thanks for remj;ding me that

silly games are fun.

He slings his bag over hEs Eroag shoulder, turns toward town.

TOM
You have a good a oon now, Miss.

She watches him go.
INT. BOARDING HOUSE. SMAL OOM).| LATE DAY.

Tom dresses the wound on his arm, shaves, puts Brilliantine
in his hair, buttons his collar and hauls on his suit.
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He looks at himself in the mirror, wonders where the light
has gone in his eyes. He slaps his face a few times to wake
himself up.

EXT/INT. HARBORMASTER'S NING.

The ornate front door swings open to reveal Tom in his
greatcoat, holding a bouquet of freshly picked roses. CAPTAIN
PERCY HASLUCK and his wi . CAPTAIN greet their guest.

MRS
Mr. Sherbourne - nice and punctual.

TOM
Army habits...

The captain takes Tom’s hat and coat.

INT. HARBORMASTER'S HOME[[PARLOR. EVENING.

Tom is introduced to some of the more prominent locals -
CYRIL CHIPPER and his wife BERTHA. They chew his ear off.

CYR
The Southern éEean is treacherous
enough on the rface, let alone

having that under-sea-ridge. Safe
transport is the—key to business,
everyone knows/k

Tom is about to respond is saved by the doorbell.

Hasluck goes to answer it.

CAP UCK (0.S.)
Grand to see you al Ah, and you get
lovelier by the day,'/young lady.

Hasluck returns with BILL GRAY K, frail, glasses, worried
brow, uses a cane to wal is wife VIOLET, sturdy,
flushed.

CAPTAIN HASLUCK (CONT'D)
Tom, this is Bill Graysmark, and his
wife, Violet, and their daughter...
(turns around)

Where’s she go yway, there’s

a daughter here s here. Bill'’s

the headmaste Partageuse.
TOM

(shakes han
Pleased to mee ou r.

BILL

So, you think you’re up to Janus,
then?
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TOM
I'll soon find out.

BIL
Bleak out there, u |know.

ISABEL (0.5.)
Dad, lay off, will you?

Tom turns around and seessing daughter.” It is none

other than the girl fromlthe—p .

ISABEL 'D)
The last thing r man needs
are your tales doom and gloom.

CAPTAIN HASLUCK
Ah! Told you shﬁ'd gugn up. This is
Isabel Graysmark- el - meet Mr.

Sherbourne.

LA

Their eyes meet in recognition. He is about to bring up the
gulls but her playful smile interrupts him -

ISA
Pleased to meeﬁ you, &r. Sherbourne.

TOM
Tom...

INT. HARBORMASTER'S HOME @ ROOM. NIGHT.

Tom sits with his hosts and—other guests. Dinner.

BIL
Janus isn’t a parti%ﬁjarly popular
posting. You’ll be only living

man for the better part of a hundred
miles in any directi

er’s compulsion to see the

Isabel rolls her eyes at her fa
es it out of the corner of

negative in all things. Tom cat

his eye.
1
BILL (CONT'D)
I don’'t suppose they told you why

the position ailable?

CAP UCK

(interjects)

Temporarily availa . Trimble will
be back and goo w in six
months. Just n s a jbit of
recuperation 11.

BILL

Is that all?

LBO-93097



This is obviously a sensitive issue between the two men.

TOM
I don’'t beliew told me...

BILL
(gives a look to Hasluck)
Not surprised to hear that...

TRIMBLE DOCHER rked the light
for nearly 6 yea

CAPTAIN HASLUCK

— Without incident
BILL
...Without incégé;;zzjuntil he caused

a stir when he reported that his wife
had been signalling to passing ships
by stringing es with colored
flags. Commonwegalth found this
unsatisfactor or two reasons -
signalling by flag has long been
forbidden, as vessels put themselves
at risk by sailing close enough to
decipher them -

CAPJ;IN HASLUCK

- Obviously, he knows this.

VIOL
What was the se eason?
BILL
His wife has been dead for 2 years.

A bit of shock from Violg%. !

CAPTAIN HASLUCK
Simple case of cabin fever plus a
dose of grief 4 -

BILL
- Is that all?

1
MRS. CAPTAIN
What’s the use raking over coals?
We are trying our meal.

BIL
Mr. Sherbourne should have been

informed... Long before he signed on
the dotted line.

Tom looks around the tab s eyes with Isabel -
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TOM
Well... I certainly appreciate your
telling me, and I hope Trimble

recovers from. ver is ailing

him. No worry . I'm certainly

prepared for the I tion. In fact,
the 1

after France, of a little
time alone on my own private

Island... Welltf: lcome it.
CAPTAIN _HASLUCK
Here here.

Captain raises his glass - st. Isabel is intrigued and
in awe of this mysterious/pian.

INT/EXT. HARBORMASTER'S ME. FOYER. EVENING.
The guests wish Tom well| for his stay on Janus.

CAPTAIN HASLUCK
You certainly look like you’re made
of the right stuff.

Bill nods in agreement. m shakes hands with the gentleman
and nods to the ladies.

TOM
Thank you. It'g
meeting you al

pleasure

He and Isabel share an awkward moment where they would both
like to say something to each other. However, they don’t...

...And the party disperses inﬁ%l%he night.

EXT. WINDWARD SPIRIT. SOUTHERN EAN. MORNING.

The old tub of a boat navigates|[through treacherous waters.
Tom studies the map on the chart table. Even magnified on this
scale, Janus is barely aldet—inm lthe shoals far off the coast.

BLUEY (O.S.
I just want to it’s true.
No harm in askin there?

Tom looks up - BLUEY SMART, 25, a mass of red corkscrew
curls, confers with the ski of the ship, RALPH ADDICOTT,
50's, Father Christmas faziz i%]the pilot room.
TOM
Asking me what?
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10.

BLUEY
If... it’s just that I heard...

Bluey looks at Ralph, to n his own eagerness and
Ralph’s bulldog scowl.

BLUEY (CONT’D)
Well they reckon you got the
Military Cross ofd me it said on
your discharge ﬁ.‘_\ - for the
Janus posting.

Tom keeps his eyes on the water. Bluey is crestfallen.

BLUE CONT'D)
I mean, I'm r to be able
to say I’'ve met a hero.

TOM
A bit of brass||doesn’t make anyone
a hero. Most of the men who really

deserve medals aren’t around
anymore. Wouldn’t get too worked up
about it if I were you.

Tom returns to pore over t. Bluey falls silent. Ralph
keeps his eyes focused on| the horizon.

D7

EXT. WINDWARD SPIRIT. MIDD

A half a day’s journey is over. The ship approaches a
landmass which seems to emexrge“from the water like a sea
monster - JANUS. The imminent isolation is consuming.

BLU
There she is!

RATLPH
Home, sweet ho the next 6
months.

EXT. JANUS. JETTY. MIDDAY. |

NEVILLE WHITTNISH, a remote, taciturn man of sixty-odd, waits
for them as they dock an rk.

NEV
You’'re the replacement...

TOM
Tom Sherbournﬁzggéggééd to meet you.

Tom puts out his hand. Neville looks at it absently for a
moment before remembering what the gesture means - he gives
it a peremptory tug.
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11.
NEVILLE
This way - got a lot to get through.

gather his things, Neville
station.

And without waiting for
starts the trudge up to

INT. KEEPER'S COTTAGE. CQNTINUOUS.

Neville leads Tom throug

gor of a low building with an
iron roof - Tom’s home fe next 6 months.
NEVILLE
Keeper's Cottagzgi; ;
He turns on his heel, he ight back out. Tom follows.

EXT/INT. LIGHTHOUSE. DAY{

The white stone tower rests against the slate sky like a stick
of chalk, 130 feet high near the cliff at the island’s apex.

NEVILLE

She’'s a beaut i after all
these years.

Tom follows the old man through the green door, the sound of
their footsteps ricochet e tray bullets off the green-

gloss-painted floors. Up rallng staircase they go, up

184 stairs to the lanter
Tom looks in awe at the gia ens, far taller than himself,
atop a rotating pedestal - a palace of prisms like a beehive

made from glass. E::::ﬁﬂ:
TOM

She’s a beauty all right.

NEV
The very heart of Janus.

EXT. JANUS. JETTY. FOLLOWING MORNING.

Ralph loads the last of Neville'’s supplies onto the boat.
RALPH
Nearly ready £ ff, then. Want
us to bring out all the newspapers
you'’ve missed next ip?

TOM
It’s hardly n 1it’'s months old.

He shakes Tom’s hand, then boards the ship.

LBO-93097



12.

RALPH
No changing your mind now, son.

Tom laughs ruefully.

RALPH ( D)
We'll be back before you know it.
Six months is nothing as long as

your not tryid your breath!
NEVILELEE

You treat the light right and she
won’'t give you any ouble.

TOM
I'll see what .
BLU
See you in si ; Tom.

The boat casts off, churning water behind it. The distance
presses it further and further into the gray horizon like a
thumb pushing it into putty, until it is subsumed completely.

A moment’s stillness, no ' : the waves shatter on the
rocks, the wind screeches[around Tom’s ears, a loose door on
one of the storage sheds|bangs a disgruntled drumbeat. Tom is
still for the first time in years. 1000-yard stare.

He climbs to the lantern room, opens the door to the gallery.
Wind pounces on him like a predator, slamming him back into
the doorway. He gathers ngth to launch himself
outward to grip the iron han il.

INT. LIGHTHOUSE. MORNING

He takes in the scale of the view - hundreds of feet above
sea level, he is mesmerized by e drop to the ocean crashing
against the cliffs direc .

Tom looks into the distant horizon, taking in the nothingness
of it all. His lungs will never be large enough to breathe in

this much air. His eyes will mevier see this much space, nor
will he hear the full extent of the rolling, roaring ocean.

It seems improbable that less space could exist in
the same lifetime as the gro that was fought over a foot
at a time only a handful s ago.

Suddenly, Tom realizes he’s crying.

INT. LIGHTHOUSE. EVENING@

Like a priest, Tom moves slowly and carefully. He primes the
0oil by lighting a flame under it’s dish.
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It vaporizes and reaches the mantle as a gas. He sets a match
to the mantle. WOOMPH... It transforms the vapor into a white
brilliance.

On the next level down, e~i§§i s the motor. The light turns
with the exact, even rhythm o he 5-second flash.

tes in the wide, leather bound log:
his initials, “T.S.”

He picks up a pen and wr
“Lit up at 5:09 p.m.” an

o

INT. KEEPER’'S COTTAGE. VARIOUS. NIGHT.

By lamp light, Tom eats a f the damper Whittnish left
behind, a piece of chedd and a wrinkled apple. The wind
continues its ancient ve ainst the windows.

i

LATER. Tom carries the 1 the bedroom. His shadow
presses itself against t He pulls off his boots,
strips down to his long hns, kneels by the bed and prays.
His hair is thick with salt, his skin raw from the wind. He
pulls back the sheets, climbs in, falling into dreams. Alone.

i

OUTSIDE. All night, far above him the light stands guard,
slicing the darkness lik

|

INT/EXT. JANUS. LIGHTHOUSE. COTTAGE. LAND. VARIOUS.

Time passes. Tom keeps up Juties. Moments of life alone.

- he sands the wood on t drawer where it has swollen.
- he patches the green paint on the landings.

- he feeds a pair of black sk%ﬁks which live in the woodshed.

- hailstones pelt the vegetable patch.

- he lights the light, a it in the log.

|

EXT. JANUS. JETTY. SOME TIME LATER.
1

Ralph, all red cheeks and whiskers, gives a big fat grin.

RAL
Well, Tom Sherbo you look as
fit and well & ee-months as

any keeper I’ve seen.

He throws Tom the fat, we pe \to tie around the bollard.
Tom looks up and sees Whitftnis merge through the hatch at
the back of the cabin ca is bags.
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TOM
Morning Neville. Didn’t expect to
see your face.

(to Ralph)
Where's Trimbl%;;%iii]

RALPH
(hesitates
There have bee changes...
Captain Hasluck wou like to discuss
them with you ' the shore.

He steps off the boat, hands m some envelopes.

RALP CONT'D)
You can read vy on the way
back. We should leave in 30 minutes
- stay ahead of the storms.

Tom tucks the mail into his back pocket, helps Bluey and
Whittnish and Ralph unlo the goods.

EXT. WINDWARD SPIRIT. GREAT SOUTHERN OCEAN. MIDDAY.

Tom stands on the deck, own at his mail - a bank
statement, a pay stub fr the Department of Repatriation,
and an envelope addressed by hand. Curious - he opens it.

“Dear Tom, thought I'd c
there. And that you have

“Yours truly, Isabel Graxfﬁffjiﬁ

Beneath her signature is a 1i e sketch of a keeper leaning
against his light tower, whistling a tune, while behind him a
giant whale emerges from the water, it’s jaws wide open.

“Be sure to stop by and say o before you go off to
wherever you are going.”

Tom can’t help but smilef——]

INT. HARBORMASTER'S OFFI%
Captain Hasluck sits at across from Tom.

CAPTAIN SLUCK

We all thought was on the way
to a swift rec ry. At least we all
hoped that he s a shame...

The Captain is caught between embarrassment and regret. He
doesn’t want to say what happened. Tom waits for him to speak -
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CAPTAIN HASLUCK (CONT'D)
He threw himself over the cliff-face
at Albany. Apparently, he was

convinced he w ng into a boat
skippered by h@ggggigﬂed wife.

Silence between the two men.

CAPTZ2 FFASLUCK (CONT'D)
Doesn’t take war|to push you over
the edge.

TOM

I suppose notéég;i;;;i
CAP UCK

We haven’t bothered to look
elsewhere to fill the position.

Captain Hasluck hands Tom| a contract to peruse.

CAPTAIN HASLUCK (CONT'D)
We’'d like to offer you a 2-year
contract on the post - you've
proven yoursel han capable.
That is... if nterested.

EXT. GRAYSMARKS HOME. DAY.

Tom stands at their doors
much nervous as puzzled
there. Footsteps approach. .=

plding flowers. He’s not so
iite sure how or why he’s
pefore Violet opens the door.

VIO
Mr. Sherbourne! What||g pleasant
surprise! And what ely flowers.

Please come in...

Tom hands the flowers toEEEZ:Z§%eps in.

VIOLET (CONT’D)
I'm surprised ou - thought
you were on your island...

Tom SEES Isabel peek her of the parlor door. She is
elated to see him and the si of her flusters him.
TOM

Captain Hasluck of ed me a job.
More of a perma pe post.
VIO

How wonderful. I want to hear all
about it. Will you stay for lunch?
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Tom looks to Isabel, she nods her head. Tom looks to Violet.

TOM

That would be ggg%gijje, thank you.

INT. GRAYSMARKS HOME. LOUNGE ROOM/DINING ROOM. DAY.

Tom, sits stiff as a whale n a high backed chair at a
table with Bill and Isab tches Violet arrange the

flowers on the mantle between two silver framed photographs
of two handsome young men in soldier’s uniforms - HUGH and

ALFIE, Isabel’s deceasedﬁzéifiizt.
Tom looks to the empty c to him, then realizes he’s

sitting in a chair that would normally be empty as well. He
understands at once that s a gaping hole in this family.

VIOLET
You must have really impressed
Captain Hasluck - offering you the
post after only three months...

BIL
Doubt there W;E much vying for it...
(looks to Tsabel)

Not a lot of men on the market these
days...

Tom picks up on the double dre.

TOM

Unfortunately,tzggziﬁjhright, sir.
Violet sits down at the table, ey all eat their sandwiches.

Eventually, Violet tries to recover normalcy -

VIO
How long till you go lkack?

TOM
Two weeks. —

VIO
And what are your s?

BILL
I'm sure there’s a lot of details
to tidy up befor hips off...

ISA
(interrupts)
- He offered to take me on a picnic
tomorrow.
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Tom throws a questioning looks to Isabel - he made no such
offer. Bill is frozen, he looks to his wife to say something -

VIO
Oh, what a nice T should be
quite hot. You’ll n to mind the

sun - don’'t want you spoiling your

skin with freckles...
Tom has the feeling thateing waltzed backwards...

EXT. HEADLAND. THE NEXT zzz;;;;EL
They wander along the di hat leads up to the
headlands, bordered with dense, scrubby trees on each side.

Tom carries a picnic basket and follows her lead.

ISABEL
You won’t get o tired, will you?

|

TOM
I'll just about manage without my
walking stick.

1

ISABEL
Well I just thought, you don’t have
very far to walk on Janus, do you?

TOM
Getting up and
the light all d

he stairs of
ay_Ke€&ps you trim.

9 7

ISA
What’s it like re? You hear
stories, but no one|puch ever
actually goes there eXcept the keeper
and the boat.

i

TOM
It’s quiet - there’s Hime to think.

i

ISA
You get lonel;g 1

TOM
Too busy. Always s hing that needs
fixing.

ISABEL
You like it?

D

Tom nods.

ISABEL (CONT'D)
You don’t exactly yack a lot, do you?
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He stops walking, squints into the sun. Thinks a beat.
TOM

So, do you wri he lightkeepers
who go out to Ja ?

ISABEL
All! There aren’t that many! You’re
the first new n_years!

She reaches into the bas ulls out 2 apples. Hands one
to Tom and bites into the other one.

EXT. JETTY. POINT PARTAG E. EVENING.

Tom and Isabel, bare feet dangling, sit on the end of the
jetty. Harbor lights swe s the water’s surface and the
sky is swept with stars.rf:ESEEi

ISABEL
I want to know everything. You can’t
just say, “nothing else to tell.”

Tom is a closed book, przfggtggﬂ something.
ISABEL (CONT’D)

I can tell you lots about me - my

Mom taught me t iano.

TOM
You still play?

ISABEL
Oh not that we rother'’s used
to tease me awful w I played...
We lost both of the . In the war.

Tom lets it sink in, and lets h get it out.

ISABEL (CONT'D)
My mom hasn’t played the piano since
we found out. She spends most of her

time tidying u rooms now,
polishing the silver frames of their
photographs - and-my—father is like a
shell, so fragile. and so bitter...
well, you saw # don’t blame

them - they really are good people.
It just must be so confusing: If a
wife loses her h , she becomes a
widow. A husba becomes a widower.
But if a pare a child,
there’s no special label for it.
They’re still a mother or father,
even if they no longer have a child.
(MORE)
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ISABEL (CONT'D)
(laughs it off)

Sometimes I wonder if I'm still
technically a sister, now that my

brother’s are

i

19.

He notices her shawl has slip off her shoulder. He pulls

it back up. She bottles up her emotions, smiles.

IS
See, there’s

T'D)

i

TOM

What do you wa ow?
ISABEL

You were there;—i war,

you?

I

Tom nods, concealing pain.

ISABEL (CONT’D)

You poor thing. It must have made
you numb. [f:::::ﬁ

TOM
My feet. Made m t numb more often
than not - fro 11 do that to

you.

He manages a half smile at € attempted joke. She'’s
disappointed she can’t crack him open. She tries again.

|

ISABEL
What about your famIk¥y? Your parents.

TOM
My mother’s de I don't keep
in touch with my father.

ISA
Why won't you%gi;gzgggut anything?

TOM
Sometimes it’s leave the
past in the p

ISABEL

You're experience e never in your
past. You carry em\around with you
everywhere.

Tom stands up, reaches for her hand to help her up.

alaxy waiting
for you to fin out me... And
I want to find out about you.

weren'’t
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TOM
Better get you back home or they’ll
have troopers after me.

Isabel doesn’t want to gg;ggéngrill takes his hand.

EXT. ISABEL'S STREET. NIGHT.

Side by side, they strol

their time together will n—bel over.
ISABEL
If T can’'t talk utNthe past, am
I allowed to t about the future?
TOM
We can’t right talk about the
future, if yo bout it. We can

only talk aboutl what we imagine, or
wish for. It’s not the same thing.

ISABEL
Oh Tom, you’re impossible. OK. What

do you wish £ 2
Tom pauses.

TOM

Life. That’ll reckon.

She takes a deep breath, kes a chance...

ISABEL
Take me out to 7ith you.

Tom laughs, uncomfortable.

ISABEL (CONT'D)
I'm serious. I Qg see it.

TOM
I'm afraid that’d be against
Commonwealth rfules. ThHe only woman
allowed on Janus is the keeper’s wife.

She says nothing. And tiizizééii
ISA

Well, couldn’t you bend the rules?
Just once...

Tom hesitates - ié ”
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EXT. JANUS ROCK. DAY

Tom reaches out to help Isabel off the boat. She jumps onto
the jetty beside him, 1lo d. It’s a bright sunny day.

Ralph and Bluey get on with ding.

/i

RALPH
You'’'ve got an hot 'd like to be
heading back before noon.

Tom and Isabel head off up the path. They come to the crest

4

of the rising hillside. Ther the other side is the grassy

paddock, the outbuildings, e great lighthouse itself.

}

EXT. LIGHTHOUSE. DAY

Tom guides Isabel out on € gallery. Being so high makes
her nervous, but she’s brave. Side by side, they look out
over the ocean. Isabel is thrilled. Tom points to his left -

|

TOM
Indian Ocean.
(points t ' ight)
Great Souther cean...
(points stnaight ahead)
And they meet just about there...

i

ISAB
How can you te
He points to a cluster of s near the beach.
TOM
See there? From an shipwreck...
long before the lighy |was built. If
you trace your finger, straight up
from that spot, you gan pretty much
see where the ents converge.
Creates quite ¢ |[Washes up all
sorts of things - bits of wreckage,
tea chests, treasures...

210

1

Isabel takes it all in - amazed - it’s an entire world.

INT. KEEPER’'S COTTAGE. DAY.

N

Tom opens the door to his quarters - Isabel immediately
notices the old piano.

ISAB
You didn’'t te

She goes to it, looking it over - warped and split wood.
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22.

Came with the place - probably as
old. Doesn’t play - more of a relic.

She backs away from the pi
kitchen, bedroom - he looks O

eps into everything -

ISAR
You look afte so well. But
where do you wasl

e

TOM

There’s a tub. If
wash, there’'s t agoeon.

EXT. LAGOON. DAY.

EXT. CLIFF SIDE. DAY.

They both lie prone on t
They can see the sheer d
and sea below.

nt an all-over

They walk to the edge of Ehe lagoon, see their reflections in
the water. It’s idyllic the sunlight - a true paradise.

near

p, a hﬁndred

ISAB
What are you tj @
TOM

Nothing.

Isabel gazes down, then
She rolls onto her back to ba
on her side, watching him.

ISABEL
You can’'t be t
your brain’s broken.

TOM
Maybe it is.

ISA
I think you’'re

Tom says nothing.

N |

ack to
in the

the edge of the cliff.
feet down to the rocks

safety. Tom follows.
sunlight. Then, lies

nothing. Unless

t a talker.

ISABEL T'D)
People can say ngg \without
talking.

She picks a tiny wild flower, gives it to him. He'’s touched.

LBO-93097



23.

“Woo! Woo!"” The boat’s horn sounds from the harbour. He
stands, reaches down one hand. She takes it, pulls herself up.

They head back across thed towards the jetty...
ISABEL ( 'D)
I like it here, Tom.
TOM
For an hour, ma a sunny day.

Their hands brush against each other. The touch is magnetic,
and soon they are holding h They can see the jetty in
the distance, and they sl elr pace, elongating the
inevitable ‘goodbye.’

Isabel stops, turns into to Tom, presses her body into his.
His hands move to the sm r back, pulls her close.
They stay here for as lo as they can - until the boat’s
horn beckons them to release.

EXT. JETTY, JANUS ROCK - DAY

Tom stands on the jetty the Windward Spirit as it
chugs away from Janus. Ispbel is there on deck, looking
steadily back at him as e leaves.

Dear Tom. Tha
your island. I
me now that I can )
you’'re leading. I think it’s a
beautiful life.

Tom stands where they parted, ;gzing at the boat as it

recedes into the distance.

INT. LIGHTHOUSE. EVENINGE::::::{

Tom lights the great lamp - it flares into life, dazzling
bright. He starts the moggf%ﬁg%ﬁ turns the beam, then
descends to the watch rodm to fill in the log.

Pen in hand, he sits dow e in the logbook.
ISA )

I'm sorry I said your brain was

broken. I say such stupid things. Of

course I didn’t it. Or maybe I
meant there’s s thing broken inside
all of us. Or at least.

There by the log book lies the little flower Isabel picked.
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INT. LIGHTHOUSE COTTAGE. NIGHT

Tom at the table, just finished his solitary dinner, reading
Isabel’s letter.

ISABEL ( )
I was raised to believe love can heal
even the deepest wounds. Next time

you come ashore 1 be there,
waiting on the j

Tom looks up from the letter. His gaze reaches far away -

EXT. HARBOUR. PARTAGEUSE.Z%AY

- to see Izzy, standing on the jetty at Pointe Partageuse, as
she promised. He is on t f the Windward Spirit,
approaching the jetty.

Isabel watches Tom on the boat, approaching -

The boat bangs against the jetty - Tom’s jumps ashore -
Isabel not sure what to expect as he comes to her - until
without a word he’s take inn his arms, and he’s kissing
her, releasing all the lofiging at’s built up in him over
the long lonely months on|Janus. And she’s holding him tight
in her arms, kissing him back.

INT. PALACE HOTEL. PARTA(

A WEDDING CAKE made to 1looR e Janus Rock, complete with a
little sugar lighthouse. A KNIFE cuts into the cake. Applause.

Tom and Isabel, in their fine lothes, hold the knife.
Wedding guests look on, smiliiﬁ} Bill and Violet Graysmark.
Ralph and HILDA ADDICOTT. Bluey. HIS MOTHER. The minister,
REVEREND NORKELLS. Captain and s. Captain Hasluck. The town

constables, HARRY GARSTO B LYNCH, the police sergeant
VERNON KNUCKEY. A cluste Taysmark COUSINS.
A spoon clinks on a glass. Bill Graysmark calling for silence.
1
BILL

I know I'm not in my own school

assembly now. keep it short.

Tom - it is clear anyone who meets

you that you d man... that'’'s

a relief because you have the most
precious thing in our lives now - our
daughter, Isabel

(choked up
Take good care . Protect her.
Protect our little girl.

Tom nods, agreeing to his father in law’s terms...
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BILL (CONT’D)
Violet and I are proud to call you
our son. And who knows, maybe one day

a new generati I follow... So
here’s to Isabel om.

The guests raise their glasses and echo the toast. Violet
gives a little squeeze t ill’s hand - proud of him.

LATER. Bill dances with ile Tom dances with Violet.

ON THE CAKE - The miniature lighthouse rock, now with a slice

cut out of it - Zégiiizj

EXT. JANUS ROCK. EVENING.

The real island stands p he ocean. The beam of light
rotates. It sweeps around| to flash - blinding...

INT. BEDROOM. LIGHTHOUSE COTTAGE. BEDROOM. NIGHT

Darkness. Then the beam of the lighthouse throws a brief haze
of light over the bed. T ith Izzy in his arms, making
love. The beam moves on,|and all is dark again.

INT. LIGHTHOUSE. WATCH R

b=

Tom writes his daily rep the log.

ISABEL (0.S.)
What do you think of fhe new look?

Tom looks up - SEES Isabel comgLetely naked, with his lunch.

ISABEL (CONT'D)
I don’'t think dlothes on a
day as lovely as this

TOM
Very nice. But you’ll get sick of
it soon enough...
He takes the sandwich. Stro her chin.

TOM (CONT'D)

There’s some thin ou have to do

to survive on t ights, darling -

stay normal - roper times -

turn the pages e calendar -
(he laughs)

And keep your clobber on. Trust me.
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Blushing, she retreats to the cottage.

INT/EXT. COTTAGE. CONTIN§Q§§§§§U
She dresses in several layers camisole and petticoat,

shirt, cardigan, then heaves on Wellington boots and goes to
dig up potatoes with unnj : ary vigor in the sharp sunshine.

EXT/INT. JANUS. VARIOUS.

- Floral dresses hang out next to work shirts.
- IN THE KITCHEN, she pe ables - a young woman
playing house.
- IN THE BEDROOM, she dr rs with her finger on Tom's
naked back for him to guess. Laughter, light, love.
The strains of Handel'’'s Messiah ring in the distance.
ISABEL (V.O.)

Teach me sometiing...
EXT. LIGHTHOUSE. EVENING.
wouse and echoes in the

stretched out on a blanket on
Isabel’s belly. It rises and

A phonograph plays in the
natural sound chamber. O]
the grass, Tom rests his\h
falls gently with her brea

TOM
You know Janus-i re the word
January comes from?|[Ngmed after the
same god as this island. He's got two
faces, back to back. Pretty ugly

fellow.

ISABEL
What’s he God of?

TOM
Doorways. Always looking both ways,
torn between t of seeing things.
January looks forw to the new year
and back to t e sees past and

future. And the isIand looks 1in the
direction of two different oceans.

ISAB
You are going our baby so
smart. I like is version of you...
Keep talking.
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TOM
How do you know it’s just one? What
if it’s twins? Or triplets?

Tom turns to kiss her beEE%%i%Eﬂ giggles.

ISABEL
Can you hear an
talking yet?

hing? Is it

Tom listens intently to

TOM
Yep, it’s sayin need to carry
its mum to bed the night

gets to cold.

27.

He gathers her into his Efﬂg:éﬁ% carries her to the cottage.

INT. SHED. DAY.

Tom runs his hands over a piece of wood he has lathed. He is

making a rocking chair.

ISA%%L (0.5.)
Zebedee.

Tom looks up, sees Isabel

cand

twitching just a touch af orners.
TOM
What?
ISA
Zebedee. That'’'s my gat uncle’s
name. Zebedee Zanzi Graysmark.
TOM
Zebedee Zanzi . .2 Hard enough that
he’s going to live in |a lighthouse.

Let’s not lump him with a name
that’1ll make him a laughing stock...
—

He goes back to his lathe.

ISA
But I promised gr a on her
deathbed that r had a son I'd

call him after her brother. I can’t
go back on my promise.

TOM
I was thinkin mething a bit
more normal.

ing in the doorway, her mouth
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ISABEL
Are you calling my great-uncle
abnormal?

He stops working, looks up . She can’t contain herself
any longer - she bursts out ing.

ISA
Got you! Got

EL (CONT’D)
and proper!
comes—alfter her.
TOM

Little minx! Yo sorry you
did that!

Tom puts down his tools,

He chases her out of the shed into the landscape. He catches

up, tortures her with ti[kl%§f §Pe begs for mercy.

INT. COTTAGE. NIGHT.

In bed, Tom rubs her feet as she reads The Australian
Mother's Manual of Efficient Child-Rearing.
ISABEL
Did you know that a baby’s kneecaps
aren’t made of bone?

TOM
I didn’t know [t

ISABE
How old do you think babies are when

they can take §99§:Tﬁfm a teaspoon?
TOM

No idea...
ISA

Oh, you’'re no fun'

TOM
You're having [ababy, |not sitting
for an exam.

She kicks her foot out o d, playfully... Then
replaces it with her other £ . He stares at it - she
wiggles it, demanding th ion of his hands. Smitten,
honored, he begins massaging her other foot.

EXT/INT. COTTAGE. STORMY TE D

OUTSIDE, Tom ties up the goats, puts chickens in their pen.
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INSIDE, Isabel washes dishes, looks out the window - the sky
is ominous. Tom comes in, holds her from behind, his hand
finding rest on her belly which is just starting to show.

ISABEL
What are you doing with the chickens?

i

TOM
Don’t want the blow away - storm
looks like it’ wE:EKJdding around. ..

Worry flushes across her face.

b

TOM T'D
You’ll be safe

He kisses her, then makes his way to the door.

ISABEL
Where are you ing?

i

TOM
...Need to stay with the light.

ISA
All night?

TOM
Just through t

ISA
Can't I come wl

8

TOM

Safest place i On low ground.

:

He comes close, looks into her eyes.

TOM (CONT'
You’ll be all 'rd promise. OK?

i

She puts on a brave face, nods.

|

TOM (CONT'D
Keep this door locked.

~

He leaves her alone in the age.

INT/EXT. LIGHTHOUSE. NIGHT.

The ocean hurls itself azgééggigland, sending spray right
over the top of the ligh , biting pieces off the cliff.

The SOUND is a ROARING BEAST whose anger knows no limits.
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Tom sits in the gallery, protecting the light that protects
so many. Pencil and notebook in hand, he adds up figures. His
annual salary is $327. Minus - clothes, schoolbooks, doctor
bills. He calculates whe uld save a bit more...

He looks out over the cottag it’s like a bunker in the
storm: sturdy, solid, safe.

INT. COTTAGE. NIGHT. CON

Isabel stands by the window, doing dishes. She looks out at

the towering lighthouse sta strong in the raging storm.
She feels a cramp in her omen. She breathes though it and
it’s gone. It’s probably ves. She continues washing.

The cramp returns, this time more painful. She places her wet
hand against her belly, isolate the nagging pinch
inside. She imagines the|worst. After a moment, it subsides.

She goes to sit down at the table. Almost as soon as she
does, another wave of pain washes over her - even stronger
this time. She gets back up, walks back to the sink. Her

hands grasp the counter, ] o absorb her discomfort into
wood. It is no use. Something’s wrong.

She feels a wetness between her legs. She touches for it and
her fingers come back staimed—xed - blood. She washes her
She tries to stay calm. She
She looks up to the

looks to the door - it’s\locked
lighthouse. Desperation sets—in

EXT/INT. JANUS/LIGHTHOUSE-:
Isabel uses all her strength to open the cottage door.

Determined to get to her husband, she pushes through the wind
and the rain. Every 30 s wave of pain cripples her.

By the time she gets to the base of the lighthouse, she is
drenched and exhausted. With what little strength she has
left, she pulls open thelmetal door and collapses on the

floor.
ISA
TOM!

And high above her, 130 feet up, her husband sits, keeping
his watch over the raging s . And the storm thunders
about the light, deafenigggggiigF any other sound that night -

deafening him to her cri
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EXT/INT. LIGHTHOUSE. JUST BEFORE DAWN.

The last of the storm has passed. Tom shuts down the light,
trudges down the 184 stap is| body begging for sleep. As
he descends, he hears a geé%ig ganging of the metal door at
the base of the lighthouse. H ooks down, 40 feet below,

SEES the door opening and closing in the wind. Strange, he
remembers closing the do hind him last night.

As he continues down, th ing staircase reveals a figure
doubled up on the floor, clothes stained with blood - Isabel.

He sprints down as fast as ssibly can until he’s with her
and she’s in his arms. De ation in her eyes.

ISABEL
I'm so, SO, SOrry.

A wave of pain grips her|and she groans, pressing her hands
to her belly. Tom scoops her up into his arms.
EXT/INT. COTTAGE. BEDROOM. NIGHT.

Tom comes into the room a p of tea. She doesn’t want
it now. He sets it on the(night stand.

ISABE
Other women hay
falling off a

e~babies as easy as

TOM
Izzy Bella, stop... It’s not your
fault... It’s =

Her gaze wanders, suggesting itterness that Tom wasn’t
with her last night.

TOM !
I'll send word alph to bring a
doctor.

ISA
What’s the point in a doctor? The
baby’s gone.

TOM
Well... There ’;E: consider.

ISABEL
Please, no - it’ too
embarrassing - A/m just hopeless.

He draws her into his chest, kisses her hair over and over.
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TOM
One day when we'’ve got five kids
running around and getting under your
feet, this’1ll like a dream.

INT. COTTAGE. SOME DAYS LATER. DAY.

ne_first time since the
miscarriage. She walks on ' egs into the lounge room. She
sees her wedding photograph—sitting on the old piano -
everything is covered in a veil of dust. She opens the piano.

Isabel is out of bed for

The walnut keys are split es - no one has played it in
years. She presses middl so slowly that it makes no
sound. She strokes it ag 7 more force...

5

The wood hits against the b f the keyboard, where the
felt has worn away, maki fled “CLACK.”

¢

She hits it again... “CLACK... CLACK...”

EXT. CLIFF SIDE. LATE DAY.

Tom hammers a small cross| he has made from some driftwood,
until it is secure, in t ground.

f

“CLACK..."

Carved into the cross - 1921. Remembered always.”

“CLACK!" He finishes, wipes his hands on his pants, then
places his hand on Isabel’s shoulder with a little squeeze.

TOM
We can try again...

J

She says nothing - just gazes into the unknown.

1L

EXT. JETTY. WEEKS LATER. MIDDAY.

{

The Windward Spirit docks. € gangplank is lowered down.
Ralph and Bluey disembark, followed by a THIRD MAN who
carries a black bag.

High up on the cliff abo 1 watches - betrayed!

1

Tom walks a good 40 paces ahead of the other men, leading
them to the cottage. Isabel 1 rcepts his path.

ISA
How dare you!

b
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TOM
How dare I?

ISA
I told you I di
but you went behin

having him prodding &
about to tell me nothin

already know.
him up here.

33.

ed a doctor,
back. I'm not
d... and poking
g I don't

ther letting

Tom wants to laugh - she always looks like a child when she’s

angry. His grin infuriates h
TOM :g
Isabel... waith

But she is too far off t
catches up to Tom first.

RALPH

1

ven more. She stomps off.

ot...

e rest of his words. Ralph

How’d she take it? Pleased as

punch, I bet!

Tom stuffs his fists int

TOM

1

kets.

Looks like I'm making sandwiches

for lunch.

EXT. COVE. LATER IN THE

DAY.

Isabel sits in the grass, seething, feeling trapped by this

place - a prisoner of this man
pitches of WIND and WATER and
squabble over fish.

Then, A FOREIGN SOUND:
looks around for it’s or

She goes back to her mul
unmistakable sound carri

an INSISTENT NOTE,

hears it again, this time at a EIFFERENT PITCH.

ting: uﬁtil she is arrested by an
shifting air. It is a

. [She HEARS all the different
DS. Two gulls land nearby to

SHORT, REPEATED. She
e light? The cottage? She

SCALE: imperfect, but the pitch getting better each time.

ISA
Wretched docto

i

Isabel’s fury drives her up the path, ready to banish the

intruder from her home.

She passes the OUTBUILDI
stacking sacks of flour.

P

e Tom, Ralph and Bluey are
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RALPH
Afternoon, Isab-

But she marches past the

INT. COTTAGE. LOUNGE ROOM. CONTINUOUS.

- barges into the house.

TISABE
If you don’t mind, that’s a very
delicate instru-

She is flummoxed by the the piano completely
stripped down, a box of en, and the stranger turning
the nut above one of the brass copper wires with a tiny

spanner as he hits it’s ding key.
THIiE MAN

Mummified seagull’s your problem.
That and a good twenty years worth of
sand, salt and God knows what.

He continues to tap theIEfzzgﬂgzﬁurn the spanner.
THIRD MAN (CONT’'D)

Dead rats. Sandwiches. I could write

a book about the-things that end up
in a piano, thg gouldn’t tell
you how they ge ¢. I'm betting

the seagull didh y in by itself.

Isabel is so taken aback that she can’t speak. She feels a

hand on her shoulder, tu ; s Tom. She flushes deep red.
TOM ﬁj

So much for surprises, eh?

They stand, forehead to nggggfﬁ, and break into laughter.
We HEAR Bach's Goldberg Variations begin.
—

EXT. JETTY. EVENING.

Piano music continues. T sabel wave adieu to their
visitors, Ralph, and Bluey, the Piano Tuner.

INT. LIGHTHOUSE. GALLERY. NI .

The music continues. Tom tches| the lights of the Windward
Spirit disappear over th zon. He writes in his logbook,
in the remarks column for Wednesday, 13 September, 1921,
“Visit per store boat: Archie Pollock, piano tuner. Prior
approval granted.”
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INT. KEEPER’'S COTTAGE. NIGHT.

They kiss in bed. Slowly make love.

EXT. JANUS. VARIOUS. i ]

... Tom and Isabel live together -
and light and life and laughter.

Music continues. Time pagsse
an idyllic time, full of

- Isabel hikes around the island with Tom, wearing an old
pair of his trousers, rolled up more than a foot, cinched

with a leather belt, ovezﬁzgii;j his collarless shirts.
- She feeds the chickens 1ks the goats.
- We begin to notice Isabel has a bump on her belly...

- Tom’s logbook tells thE tale of their lives with steady pen.

INT/EXT. COTTAGE. LOUNGE ROOM. MONTHS LATER. LATE AFTERNOON.
Isabel plays Bach on the pi She looks to be about 7
months pregnant. Tom rea in his chair, enjoying the
music, the home, his lifel

She hits a false note. “The Goldberg Variations are tough to

master,” Tom thinks. Soo e~gontinues.
Q bars later and the music

is book - time for a pep talk.

He goes back to his book.
stops again. He looks up

TOM
That sounded beautif@l. You just
need to keep -

Her palm slams the keys, trying—for balance. Her whole body
tightens - trying to not .

Tom stands up, drops his book to the floor.

ISABEL |
Oh no... Ohhh. It’s coming!

She sinks to the floor b piano, groaning. Unbearable
pain. The sounds coming fro r are primal, guttural.

ISABEL (CONT’'D)
it hurts!

I just - Oh, Jesus, Tom,
He kneels down beside herééputsibn arm under her armpit. She

pants, battling pain for eath.

TOM
Let me help you up...
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ISABEL
No! Don’'t move me! It hurts too much.

' as—she notices blood seeping
o :: iloor.

<tR 1
ISABEL (CONT'D)
Oh God, no! No no no no no... Stop.

Please make itiifiiigl
TOM

Tell me what to do, Izz. What do
you want me to do.

Her groans stop, momenta
through her dress and on

She fumbles about her cl es, trying to get her bloomers off
- Tom lifts her hips and em down and over her ankles.
She moans louder, twisting this way and that, her cries

ringing out over the island.
The labor is over almost gs soon as it began.
OUTSIDE THE COTTAGE the wind continues it’s sullen howl. The

falling sun shines through the window, lying a blanket of
bright gold over the husband and wife and their almost baby.

Tom holds his baby. It mEEes no movement, utters no sound.

ISABEL
Give her to me! &1
Let me hold hes:

ve.me my baby!

TOM
A little boy...

He hands it to her.
TOM (CONT

...1t was a little boy.

Isabel manages to sit up i against the wall. She puts
her finger next to the baby’s hand - but the hand doesn’t
respond. She sobs at the sight of the diminutive form.

ISABEL— |
My baby my baby my baby my baby...

TOM
I'll get you b et.

ISABEL
No! Don’t leave u

Tom sits beside her, dra his/ larm around her shoulders as
she sobs against his che

- The officious hands of the clock click their way around.
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— The blood starts to dry at the edges of pools on the floor.
- The willow-pattern plates stand neatly in the dish drainer.

— The cake Isabel made t aqlng lays upside down in the

cooling rack, the tin still cewvered with a damp cloth.

il

INT. COTTAGE. BEDROOM/LO OM. NIGHT.

7

In a clean nightgown, ha ack in a plait, Isabel lies
in bed, eyes closed. Tom dabs her face with moist flannel.

TOM
Try to sleep..

D

Tom stares at his wife - pools of exhaustion, embarrassment,
and desperation in her e{E§::§§jlooks at the floor and leaves.
IN THE LOUNGE ROOM - thel|baby lays under an embroidered sheet
on the table. Tom uses a mop to clean up the mess.

INT. COTTAGE. BEDROOM. MORNING.

Isabel awakens to a sound| “CLACK - CLACK.” She looks out the
window. Sees Tom hammeri another cross into the cliff side.

INT. COTTAGE. BEDROOM. Nj]

A

Tom rubs her forehead with amp cloth.

TOM
We'll be all . it’s just
you and me for the t of our
lives, that’s enough “for me.
Her eyes slide up to meet his: spairing, defeated. He moves
in to touch her but she y, shaking her head.

She struggles to get up. He tries to stop her. It’s no use.

ToM rconT )

What are you doing?

She makes her way out th 00 doubling up for a moment from
pain, before limping int ight.
)

TOM (CONT'D

Please, Isabel, s You're going
to hurt yoursel
He tries to restrain her”Pbu he struggles free.
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ISABEL
Let me GO!

EXT. COTTAGE. NIGHT. ;%g l
Isabel’s long white nlghtgown glows like a paper lantern as

she runs to the cliff side. Tom rushes after her and gathers
her in his arms, keeplng om the edge.

ISA-
I can’'t bear it!

Her voice is so loud and hat the goats start from
their sleep and move wit jangle of bells in their paddock.
ISABEL CONT D
I can’t bear 1
TOM
Calm down, Izz.

ISABEL
(screaming)

I don’'t want t e anymore!
Let me go! LetH me go!

She tries furiously and desperately to pull away from him. It
is all he can do to keep he com breaking from his embrace
and hurling herself over ff He holds her until she

hasn’t the strength to fI
The light scythes a path far above, leaving them untouched by
it’s beam. He carries her in his arms, back to the cottage.

INT. COTTAGE. DAYS LATER. DI]

Chores don’t stop... Isabel, palle lips and downcast eyes,
puts fresh sheets on the places her hand fondly on
her stomach. It’s flatness reminds her it is empty.

EXT. CLIFF SIDE. LATE DAE

She kneels near the smal made driftwood cross and
plants a rosemary bush. e s ly prays, “Our Father...”

She HEARS the SOUND of an INFANT'S CRY. She looks
instinctively to the new grave, panicked for a moment by the

illusion that the baby had een stillborn early, but was
living and breathing. Logic- tel\lls her it can’t be true - the
illusion dissolves but t es not... Impossible.

She stands up, backs away from the grave a step...
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INT. LIGHTHOUSE. LATE DAY.

Tom replaces the vapor tube on the lantern. Something catches
his attention. He goes t indows - catches sight of
something. He grabs binocCu get a better look.

SEES - A rowing boat, swept on the water.

EXT. CLIFF SIDE. LATE DANUOUS.

The door of the lighthouse clangs in the distance.

Isabel looks up, SEES - T tall frame appear on the
gallery as he scans the j ith binoculars. He yells
something to her but she can’ ear it. He points to the sea.

She looks out, sees a bo i swept to the shore. There
seems to be someone IN t boat. She HEARS another BABY'S CRY.
She looks down at the grave, then back to the sea. “Oh God...”

She moves as quickly as she can toward the shore. Up ahead of
her, Tom exits the base of the lighthouse. She yells to him.

ISA
There’s someo in it!

He runs, ahead of her, down the steep path to the little
cove. He gets to the beach as the waves send the boat
crashing ashore. He runs/(t pulls it higher up the
shingle, so it won’t be again.

The FIGURE in the boat is motionless, flopped over the seat.

TOM
Oh Jesus.

Isabel appears at the top of the path, sees - Tom bending
over the boat. She hurries down||[to join him as he tries to
rouse the man - no pulse

TOM (CONT’D)
He’'s dead.
————]

A cry comes from a space under the bow. Tom searches the boat
and hoists out a woolen : woman'’s soft lavender
cardigan wrapped around screaming INFANT.

ISA
Oh my Lord! Oh Tom! Tom! Here -

give it to me!
Instinctively, she knowsgéégzgihhold the child and calm and
soothe it. She checks fo and bruises - seems fine.
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ISABEL (CONT'D)
Shh... You’'re safe now... You’'re
safe little one...

The baby, still crying, ailps of breath in her arms.

INT. COTTAGE. KITCHEN. LATE DAY.

Isabel 1lifts the baby fr kitchen sink like a sacred
offering and lays her on oft; white towel, and dabs her
dry, like blotting ink so as not to smudge it - as though if

she is not careful she could se it altogether.
ISAB%%
Oh, little oneks —poor little one.

Tom scrapes his boots sl the mat before coming inside.
TOM
I’'ve covered the poor soul. How’s

the baby.

He rests a callused hand on Isabel’s shoulder.

ISABEL
It’'s a girl. E

Isabel is glowing with life;—happiness. She wraps the baby up

in a downy yellow blanket,and sits with her at the old
a bott]
sma

kitchen table. Tom takes e of brandy from the pine
ISABEL (CONT’'D)

cupboard, pours himself a& measure, downs it in one.
Thank God we fDHﬁﬁ:TEj in time.

Isabel kisses the baby gently the forehead. The baby

follows every movement of her eyes, as though Isabel might

escape if she does not hold herfwith her gaze.

Tom puts his arms around his wi and the child. Awash with
emotions: awe, at the grip of the miniature hand latching
onto Isabel’s single finE§£::EE:Fisses Isabel on the cheek.

TOM
I'1l go send ' Get them to
send a boat fo dy. And for
Miss Muffet he

ISABEL

(pain in her ree )
There’s no rush do )it right this
minute. The po /4 not going to
get any worse . And this little

chicken’s had quite enough boats for
the moment. Can we leave it a while?
(MORE)
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ISABEL (CONT'D)
At least until tomorrow? Give her a
chance to catch her breath.

TOM
It’s all got to in (the log,
sweetheart. You kn 've got to
report everything straightaway. What
if the boat’s from a ship?

Vi

ISABEL

It’'s a dinghy, . ifeboat.
TOM

Then the baby’s ly got a

mother, waitin omewhere, tearing
her hair out.

i

ISABEL
You saw the c —~The mother must
have fallen o of the boat and
drowned.

|

TOM
Sweetheart, we don’t have any idea
about the mother. Or about who the
man was. Or a

i

ISABEL
Oh, Tom... infants don’t just wander
off from their ... She hasn’t
even been wea The mother

couldn’t have ¢ d.

TOM
Iz. This is serious. The man’s dead.

ISABEL
(holding back tears)
And the baby’s

alive. And at peace...
Have a heart.
TOM

(with great difficulty)
...First thing-i morning
then. As soon Eéfgégfgight’s éut.

She nods, eyes full of eﬁiiiiiiznd relief. Thankful.

INT. LIGHTHOUSE. EVENING.

desk, below the lantern
aithfully to report the day.
He writes, “27th April 1 then he holds his pen over
a blank space. His body Is compelled to write but his mind
won’t allow it. He looks up, catches sight to his reflection
in the glass, and does not recognize the face he sees there.

The light spins. Tom sits
room, his fountain pen waj
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INT. COTTAGE. LOUNGE ROOM. NIGHT.

Isabel attempts to hand Tom the baby. She arranges his arms.

TOM
I'm not exactly an ert in this

department...
ISAB
...And you nevbe if you
stand around like at. I just need
you to hold her while I check the
bottle. Come on. on't bite.
The child is barely the f Tom’s forearm, but he takes

her as though he were ha 1ng an octopus.

IS 'D)
Keep her head |supported - and now
she’s yours forl the next two minutes.

Isabel disappears into the kitchen. This is the first time
Tom has ever been alone with a baby. The child wriggles as he
tries to get a better grip.

TOM
Steady on! Plaw fair with your

uncle Tom.

ISABE
(returns
Here.

She puts a bottle into Tom’ and helps guide it in to
the baby’s mouth, but th n’t take it.

Flustered, he hands the baby to Isabel. She tests the
temperature of the bottle on t back of her wrist, offers it

to the baby. But she turns awa cries, pawing at the
inviting, warm nipple th s her cheek through cloth.

pttle)

ISABEL (CONT'D)
Come on, here fou—arey sweet thing.

Isabel shushes her and eventually gets her to take the it.

INT. COTTAGE. BEDROOM. D

Tom awakens early. Isabel is sleeping with her BACK TO HIM.
He gets out of bed, quietl e can so as not to wake her.

He pulls on a shirt and r to the wicker cot to get a
look at the sleeping baby - it’s empty. He HEARS a suckling
sound, comes around to see - Isabel awake, on her side, breast
feeding. She flashes red, embarrassed yet innocent.
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ISABEL
She was starving...

Tom stares - uncomfortab i is wife’s actions, but
completely out of his dept el can do nothing but turn away.
ISABEL (0.S.) (CONT'D)
Where are you lng?

TOM
To send the sig pback home...
In the doorway, Tom turns b t his wife and the child.
TOM !
Get some sleep. be a big day.

He exits the room, leavi 1 alone in bed. Her eyes tell
the story of panic, despefkation. She looks down at the baby -
belly full and sleeping.

If Isabel doesn’t act now, she never will forgive herself.
She gets up, tucks pillows around the baby.

EXT. LIGHTHOUSE. MORNING[

Tom walks down the path towards the lighthouse.

He stops, turns to see her jogging to him in her nightgown.

IS T'D)
(out of breath)
It can’'t just be a cceincidence that

she turned up so soon after...

TOM
Careful now. She’s a lovely baby,

but she doesn’t belong to us. We
can’'t keep her.

1
ISABEL
Why not? Who’s_to know she’s here?
TOM
When Ralph and ome in a few

weeks, they’ll know, for a start.

ISABE
No one will kn she’/d not ours -
they all think xpecting. They’1ll

just be surprised she arrived early.
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TOM

What about the fellow in the boat?
ISA

Don’'t tell anyon t him.

Tom is speechless.

ISA NT'D)
We'’ve done nothi ng except
give shelter t less baby. We

can give the man a decent burial.

TOM
This isn’'t eve to me - I have
to report it. duty - why
I'm here.
Isabel’s desperation beg ack through her calmness.
ISABEL
I know... I know how much the rules

mean to you. But what are they for?
They're to save lives! That’s all I'm
saying: save ' ife. She’s here
and she needs e can help her.
We are not doing anything wrong...

Once again, he senses her close to a dangerous brink...

TOM
That’'s just it don't need to do
anything wrong. 7€ report her now,

we can apply to adopt her. She can be

ours.
ISABEL l

Adopt her?
TOM

Yes.
ISABEL

They’'d never s by to a

lighthouse in e middle of nowhere:
no doctor; no school. No church will

probably worr e most. They
will never give he us. They'll
pick some cou town somewhere.

And besides, i akes forever to go
through the rigmarole. They’d want to

meet us. You’d ne et leave to go
see them... We’ not \due back
onshore for an ar.

She puts her hand on his shoulder as if to soften him.
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ISABEL (CONT'D)
I know we’ll cope. I know you’'re going
to be a wonderful father. They don't.

(she pull
If you report 1itj; 11 be shipped
to some dreadful o nage. Please

don’'t do that to her. Please...

Tom is frozen in conflic:. E::EAR the sound of TAPPING...

INT. LIGHTHOUSE. WATCH ROOM. DAY.
Isabel holds the baby besj Tom as he taps out a signal.

“Baby arrived early - took us both by surprise - Isabel
recovering well - no need for medical help - little girl.”

ISABEL
llLucy . n”

Tom looks at her, surprised at the ease with which the lie
comes to her.

ISéjEL (CON%’D)
She needs a n . Lucy means ‘light,’
so it’s perfect.

Tom taps the keys and wi ady fingers: “L-u-c-y.”

EXT. LOW GROUND. NEAR BEACH. DAY.

An inquisitive gull watc rap the body of THE MAN in
canvas. It is hard to tell wh e man was in life - he is
slight, blonde, and has a scar his left cheek.

He hoists the man’s body into a}trave.

MOMENTS LATER, the shovel gasps\lat each contact with the
sandy soil. He fills the grave.

MOMENTS LATER. Tom drags- the boat back to the water. He gives
it a heave, HEARS a JANGLE. The SUN GLINTS off of something -

a RAY OF LIGHT pricks hi e peers into the hull.
Something shiny is wedge he rib of the bow. He pulls
it out - jangling: A SIL E, embossed with cherubs.

He thrusts it in his pocket, and returns to the task at hand -
sending the boat off into t ean, making sure it catches
the southerly current.

A tiny purple sand crab es out from under a ledge to
pincer little pieces of a dead blowfish into his mouth.
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We HEAR the sound of a LULLABY come up.

INT. COTTAGE. LATE DAY.
Isabel holds Lucy, pacing, 51§;ﬂng a lullaby to put her to

sleep. Tom stands in the distance, watching.

EXT. JETTY. MORNING. WEEE;jE;E%E.

The Windward Spirit arrives on it’s quarter-annual visit.

This time - it’s packed wit ifts. Ralph strides off the
gangway and grabs Tom, wh cures the line, in a bear hug.
RAL

Congratulations, son. Just marvelous.

Bluey is walking off the Ehlp, carrying a crate of fruit.

BLUEY
Yeah, good on you both.

TOM

(takes th
Thanks boys. preciate it...

They hike up the path. Isabel is silhouetted against a
washing line of nappies. ands of hair escape from the roll

she pinned in. Ralph holrms out to embrace her.
RALPH

Well can’t you just tell, hey?
Nothing makes a girl bloom like

having a littl] .—Just like my
Hilda used to get. !

Isabel blushes at the compliment and gives him a quick kiss.

INT. COTTAGE. KITCHEN. DAY. I

They sit at the old table, strewn with gifts from Isabel’s
parents. Isabel holds uptézééiigh jumper to see the size.

RALP
You’re parents tely wanted to
be here... unfort tely, your father
wasn’t physical or the journey.

ISABEL
I'm sure my mot h something to
say about that

LBO-93097



47.

RALPH
Oh indeed!
(laughs)
You were the t very woman in
Partageuse, h;%%gégégar baby on your
own. I hope Tom was too useless.

The couple exchanges a lee Tom is about to speak, then
Isabel takes his hand, s it tight.
I couldn’t ask for a better husband.

Bluey is up, looking at L in 'her bassinet - her delicate
face peeps out from the lanket.

BLUEY
She’'s a real ittle thing.

RAL
She’s got Tom’s nose, hasn’t she?

Tom is about to respond, to say, “no,” but is interrupted -

ISA
Not sure Tom'’s| nose is what you
want a baby girl to have!

LAUGHTER... Ralph gets u s his tea cup in the sink.
RAL
Well, Mr. Sherb ;/ my friend,

I'1ll be needing your autographs on
the paperwork.

TOM

(gets up, relieved)
Right-o. To the office, Captain
Addicott, sir.

ISABEL
Ooh, Ralph. Can you hang on a tick,
I must write ‘%%gﬁ%:zgu’s’ to my
parents and Hilda.

RAL

Take as long as yo eed, my dear.

Ralph kisses her on the cheek before he and Tom leave for the
lighthouse. Isabel runs into her room for paper and a pen,

leaving Bluey to ‘coo’ ove basket. He reaches for the
silver rattle. He jiggles and makes Lucy laugh.
BLUEY

You're a little angel, aren’t you?
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EXT. COTTAGE. VERANDA. NIGHT.

The new moon is barely a crescent stitched into the darkening
sky. Tom and Isabel sit . Lucy is asleep in Tom’s
arms. She wakes to see Tom a - looks directly at him. It
sends a shiver through him - s falling in love...

EXT/INT. JANUS. VARIOUS.

Days break and recede like waves on the beach, leaving barely
a trace of the time that passes in this tiny world of working

and sleeping and feeding an ching.

— On the GRASS, Lucy sta awl.

- On a FAMILY PICNIC Tom picks different leaves for Lucy to
smell and chew, pulling [Eggszag the strange sensations.

- On the BEACH, he showslliucy the shimmering scales of a blue
mackerel he’s caught.

- In the BEDROOM, Isabel carefully folds away some of Lucy’s
earliest baby things - first dresses, a tiny pair of booties.

- In the WATCH ROOM, the|[logbook changes from 1923 to 1924 in
mid-page. He turns back the page from “27 April 1923."

- In the WORKSHOP, Tom ham
more and more force until

— In the LOUNGE ROOM, Lucy
birthday celebration.

- A STILL NIGHT, Tom reaﬁgziﬁﬁiﬂthe story of the 3 WISE MEN.

EXT. WINDWARD SPIRIT. GREAT SOUTHERN OCEAN. DAY.

The boat cuts through th —I|lsabel holds Lucy tightly on
her lap. She talks to her, preparing her for all the people
she will meet on Partaguese.

—
EXT. POINT PARTAGEUSE. JETTY. DAY.

VIOLET
At long last!

Violet takes Lucy out of Isabel’s arms and inspects every
inch of her. PURE RAPTURE. eeps, smiles, and laughs.

VIO 'D)
Imagine waiting nearly 2 years to
finally lay eyes on you.

(MORE )
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VIOLET (CONT'D)

Let me get a good look... Oh my
blessed grandchild. Oh... She’s an
angel.

Bill comes in and shakes le hand with his finger.

4

BILL
Well hello there little one. I'm
your granddad.

V

Lucy responds with curios hese strange, emotional
people showering her with klsses and affection.

Bill pats Tom on the back. kisses him on the cheek.

%

Isabel watches as Lucy m sly and instantaneously heals
the lives of her parents who, for years, had been so resigned
to loss. She looks at To hanks him with her eyes.

T

INT. GUTCHER’'S PHOTOGRAPHIC STUDIO. DAY.

In front of a canvas backdrop painted with ferns and greek
columns, Lucy has her photograph taken with Tom and Isabel;
Bill and Violet; and on perched on a wicker chair.

1

VIOLET
I would like to get one more. Just me,
my daughter, and granddaughter.

Three generati raysmark women.
BERNIE GUTCHER frames the e€ /for the shot. Violet is

beaming. Isabel hasn’'t see mother like this in years.

INT. GRAYSMARKS HOME. DI&ING %éEP. DAY.

At Christmas lunch, the family holds hands as Bill says grace
in a choked voice, thanking theyiLord for the gift of Lucy.
Isabel gives Tom’s hand a coup of gentle squeezes.

INT. DR. SUMPTON’S OFFICE. DAY.

DR. SUMPTON washes up. I sses behind the curtain.
DR.
Nothing wrong, mechanically speaking.
ISABEL
So? What is it? I )\)dick?

DR. SUMPTON
Not at all. Just the change of life.
(starts writing his notes)
(MORE)
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DR. SUMPTON (CONT'D)
You’'re lucky enough to have a baby
already, so it’s not as hard on you
as it is on some women, when it

comes early likg;%%;;g
Isabel tries not to cry. She Lucy. She has Tom. It would

be greedy to ask for anything more.

EXT. CHURCH. AFTERNOON. Eij:::i}

A little procession makes it’s way in burning sunlight from
the road into the churchyar llowing the path between the
gravestones to the church or. Tom and Isabel and Lucy,
Violet and Bill, Ralph a i , Bluey: all in their Sunday
best for Lucy’s christening.

They reach the church do to find it’s locked.

VIOLET
Oh, really! Where’s the vicar gone?

BILL
Sleeping off the night before, if T

know him. Lf:::::j
Violet shakes her head in* disgust.

Blue, son, run
Tell him he’s
he’s late.

Bluey runs off. The christening party moves into the shade of
a cluster of mallee tree of nerves, Tom takes out a
cigarette and strolls off amo the graves to smoke.

Ahead, in the distance, he sees a FRAIL YOUNG WOMAN kneeling
by an ornate memorial stone. There’s something deeply tragic
about her, so he watches

She makes the sign of the cross, gets up to leave. He puts his
head down so he is not seen staring at her. She passes by and
he can feel the brush ofEEEE%E;j

He makes his way over wh was grieving. Fresh daisies
lay at the base of the m He looks at the fresh
granite stone - gold letter ead:

“In loving memory of Franz Johannes Roennfeldt, dearly
beloved husband of Hannah, their precious daughter Grace
Ellen. Lost at sea. Wath§§§§§%ﬁ by God.”

His eyes search out the “April 26 1923" He is plunged
into ice.
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RALPH (0.S.) (CONT'D)
Tom!?
Ralph spies him from aro orner.
RALPH ( D)

There you are. They’ve found him.
Come on! Don’'t want to be late for

your own daugthfEi;;iristening!

INT. CHURCH. AFTERNOON.

Tom stands paralyzed besi sabel, who holds Lucy in her
arms. Across them, holdi s are THE GODPARENTS - Ralph
and FREDA, Isabel’s cousim. END NORKELS presides.

REV. KELS
Hath this child already been baptized
Oor no?

PARENTS AND GODPARENTS
No.

The words echo off the siféggggg walls.
REVEREND NORKELS

Dost though, in the name of this

child, renounce devil and all his
works?
PAR GODPARENTS
I renounce them
Tom’s eyes widen and dar . Sweat beads on his lip. He
wonders if it’s possible for rs to hear his thundering
heart. He looks sternly at hi iny boots. He flexes his

foot against the stiff leather, immersing himself in pain.

REV. KELS
Almighty and ever-Iiviing God, you
sent your only Son into the world to

cast out the power of Satan to rescue
man from the kingdom gf darkness and
bring him into the splendor of your
kingdom on light. We pray for this
child: set he om sin, make
her a temple of yo glory...

Lucy is mesmerized by the fireworks of the stained glass.
INT. GRAYSMARKS. AFTERNOO

The christening party gathers around the table, laughing and
chattering. Lucy sits at a small table with some other KIDS.
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Tom stands in the doorway to the garden, watches his wife -
He desperately wants to talk to her.

But she is surrounded by in the midst of the
celebration. She looks tow im - shoots him a look that
says: “What’s the matter?”

Tom can't tell her now,
smoking a cigarette and

ot amongst all the people. He feigns

EXT. GRAYSMARKS. GARDEN. AFTERNOON. LATER.

Ralph comes out to find To o at the far end of the
garden - pacing with a cigarette.

RALPH
Quite a day, eh2

Tom nods. Offers Ralph a|smoke. He takes it.

RALPH (CONT'D)
You okay, mate?

TOM —
(hesitant)

I saw this memdrial in the church-
yard today... Shook me up a bit. Some
German fellow and-his baby...

RAL
Oh... That was ible business...
Lost at sea, in a rowboat. Must be
almost two years ago now. Shocking. No
one ‘round herE:IaiTﬁ;about it much.
Tom’s torn between the need to %now, and the fear of giving
himself away.

TOM[:ZZZZZ%;
.. .What happened Ralph?

RAL
You heard of Septimus Potts - richest
fella around here for miles?

Tom shakes his head “no.” 2%

RALPH (CONT'D)
Has two girls. Rai them on his own
after his wife annah and - and
oh I forget th one’s name...
But nice girl went to a fancy
boarding school up in Perth. Never
wanted for a thing in their lives -
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In the distance, Isabel opens the door, letting Lucy and SOME
KIDS run out into the garden. She interrupts the story -

ISA

(calls out O
Can you keep an ey them?

It takes Tom a second to d a response.
We CUT to Isabel’s perspggjigéggy the door - aware of Tom’'s
awkward behavior. She shuts e door, watches him through the

glass as he LISTENS to Ralph’s story with grave intent.

INT. GRAYSMARK HOME. NIG@

Violet plays a song at the piano and Lucy dances to it - a
little ballerina in the I Isabel and her father sit on
the sofa, watching the performance.

Tom stands IN THE KITCHEN, scraping food off the plates. He
listens as the song ends and Isabel and Bill, clap, showing
their love and appreciation.

IN THE LIVING ROOM, Isab S.

We really better turn in. Got to be
up at the crac wn for the boat.

Violet hugs her granddaug ot wanting to let her go.
VIOLET
You've been SUCH a good girl today. I
don’t know what_weLiE_do with
J

ourselves when you g¢ggd |back tomorrow.

ISABEL
I promise we’ll writ
all her news.
(to Lucy)
Go kiss Granddad, goo

and tell you
t miss a thing.

-night.
Lucy does as she’s told.———1

VIO
Oh, can't you y up all night
and sleep past_t larm and miss
your boat?

Isabel holds out her hand a ucy runs to take it.

ISAB

I wish, mom...
(calls to Tom)
Coming sweetheart?
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Tom downs a drink, walks into the room, says “goodnight.”
INT. GRAYSMARKS HOME. BE IGHT.
Isabel sets Lucy on the groun ar the suitcase...

ISAR
Get your book.

As she digs through her ¢ «+. Isabel turns to Tom, puts
her arms around him, talks quletly. She is as happy as he’s
ever seen her.

ISAB D)
Thank you... S e a magic
tonic. I’'d bet our little girl means
as much to my as she does to
us. She’s give he world back.

She kisses him. No response.

ISABEL (CONT’'D)
So, thank you. Thank you for giving
me my parents

She kisses him again. Again, nothing.

What is it? Oh heart,
something's be i
day. I can tell
Tom wants to tell her. But knows if he does, it will kill her.

TOM !
Stuffy in here... Ighink I need a

some fresh air.

He kisses Lucy on the to head and quietly slips out
on to the back veranda.
ISABEL
Where are you [goingz—]|

But he’s already gone.

EXT. GRAYSMARKS HOME. NI;;;zééééLINUOUS.

Tom sits in the darkness in ane chair, his head in his
hands. He can hear Isabel cy in the room...
LUC

Where'’'s Dadda?
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ISABEL (0.S.)
He needs a little walk, darling.

Let’s see what you picked... ooh it’s
a singing boo this one.
He gets up and walks AWAY... EAR Isabel start to sing.
ISABEL (0.S.) (CONT'D)

“Blow the win
southerly... Blo
the bonny blu

erly, southerly,
wind south over

EXT. POINT PARTAGEUSE. JE . EARLY MORNING.

Bill and Violet stand on e jetty with tears in their eyes.
They wave goodbye to their family on The Windward Spirit.

IS%%%L (V.0.)
“Blow the win outherly, southerly,

southerly... blow bonnie breeze, my
lover to me...”

EXT. WINDWARD SPIRIT. EAﬁEiIﬁéﬁﬁING. CONTINUOUS.
From the stern, Isabel a Lucy and Tom wave goodbye to her

parents who stand, waving, on the Jetty.

“They told me
ships in the o
down to the deep rolling sea...”

We close in on Tom’s face as ﬁ%lﬁooks back toward the shore.

EXT. JANUS. LIGHTHOUSE. AFTERN .

Tom climbs the stairs to the top of the lighthouse. He looks
out over the ocean - the setting sun. His face distressed.

ISABEE (V=01 )

“But my eye could not see it
wherever migh ] .
EXT. CHURCH. GRAVEYARD. MORNING.

The sun rises, its light w the gravestones. The same
frail young woman kneels the) monument - HANNAH ROENNFELDT.

ISABEL (V.O.)
“The barque that is bearing my
lover to me...”
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She places fresh flowers by the foot of the memorial and
walks away, devastated.

EXT. PARTAGEUSE. STREETS. S.

She passes by a playground where children laugh and play
before school starts. She is haunted by their laughter.

ISABEL <)
“Blow the win ly, southerly,
southerly... Blow bonnie breeze o'er
the bonny blue sea i
EXT. PARTAGEUSE. EDGE OFlgé;;;z;LRNING.
She walks through a lowex- eighborhood to a RICKETY

CLAPBOARD HOUSE - her HOME.

ISABEL (V.O.)
“Blow the wind southerly, southerly,
southerly... Blow bonnie breeze, and
bring him to me..."

She checks her mail. The Eusty 1ron letter-box creaks as she
coaxes it open: it’s as ary and reluctant to move as she.

Inside is a scrap of whit ... She blinks. A letter.

INT. CLAPBOARD COTTAGE. A

The house is dark, curtains drawn. Cicadas rasp in the back
veranda at a ferocious p

At the dining table, Hannah looks at the letter - no stamp.
After a beat, she takes a pearl-handled letter opener and
slits the envelope, careful not|jto tear whatever is inside.

A small, single sheet, reads: “Don’'t fret for her. The baby
is safe. Loved and well cared for, and always will be. Your
husband is at peace in God's hands. I hope this brings you
comfort. Pray for me.”

Her heart hammers at her s she struggles to breathe.
HAN
Gwen? Gwen, co come here a
minute?
Her sister, GWEN comes fr edroom, carrying her
embroidery.
GWEN

Were you calling me, Hanny?
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Hannah does not speak, just nods toward the letter.

INT. POLICE STATION. DAY

SERGEANT VERNON KNUCKEY, the ior policeman in Point
Partageuse, sits comfortably behind his desk. Across from him
sits Hannah and Gwen and, their father, SEPTIMUS POTTS.

SERGE CKEY
(to Gwen)
And you didn’t see anyone unusual

around the house, Mi Potts?
GWEN
No one... No around, usually.

Knuckey jots something d

SEPTIMUS
Well?

Knuckey realizes that the question is directed at him. He
examines the letter again.

SERGEANT KNUCKEY
Not much to go &n, I'm afraid.

chief-making,
looks 1like.

He hands the letter back to Haﬁﬂah.

HANNAH

But someone knows she€’s alive!
SERGEANT KNUCKEY
I reckon it’s about time to bury
the hatchet against Fritz.
—

He stands, shows the family to the door.

SER: CKEY (CONT'D)
All a filthy busi s, but there’s
no need for p e this. I’'d
keep it under your hat, the note.
Don’'t want to enc ge copycats.

He hands the letter to S imus/,| nods to Gwen. Hannah hasn’'t
moved from her chair.
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HANNAH
That’s it...? Aren’t you going to do
anything? My little girl is alive!

SER UCKEY
Ma'am... I will fi the necessary
reports and let you ow of any news

that comes along.

o TN
News!? We havel fo-—sawe her!

Eyes all around. Septimus put is hand on her shoulder.

SEPT S
Come on girliek sn’'t over yet -

Hannah reluctantly gets kes the letter out of her
father’s hand...

EXT/INT. STONE MANSION ON THE EDGE OF TOWN. NIGHT.

Hannah inspects the letter by candle light. Septimus brings a

pot of tea, pours her aizfgffzgﬁp of tea.
HANNAH

Why would someone bother to write a
note lying about mething like this,
completely out blue, if it
weren’t true?

SEPTIP
I tell you what, sweetheart, what say

I double the r 11 make it two

thousand guineas. nyone really
knows anything, we’ soon find out.

At least it’s something. He kisges her on the cheek and leaves

for bed. Hannah turns ba letter, reads it to herself

over and over again, try code it'’s every meaning.

HANNAH
“Your husband [Zs—1m God’s hands.”

INT. MAISE MCPHEE'S BOOKE. YEARS AGO.

There is a commotion ins shop - a man with fair hair
and blue eyes, FRANK ROENNFELDT, stands at the counter next
to the owner, MAISE. They are both under attack from a angry

MATRON. The door opens and h, looking younger and
healthier, walks in on t sceng|.
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MATRON
The very notion that you could sell
books that support the Germans - I lost

a son and a dgr o those animals,
and I don't e see you, sending
them money like a Cross parcel.
Maise stands speechless. Frank smiles and speaks with an
accent. He holds the boo d her.
F

I'm sorry if I caused any offense,
ma’am. It is not Mi McPhee’s fault.
You see? It’'s on try.

MAT
Poetry, my foot! Not a decent word
ever came out of their mouths! T
heard we had town working at
the bakery, b I didn’t think you’d
be bold enough—to rub it in our faces
like this! And as for you...

(turns to Maise)

Your father must be turning in his
blessed grave.

F
Please, I am y sorry. Miss McPhee,
please keep the book. I did not mean
to offend anyo

S

He puts a ten-shilling nat e counter and walks out,
brushing past Hannah witho icing her. The matron storms
out after him, clacking her cane down the street.

Maise and Hannah look attggggijirer for a moment... Awkward.

MAISE
Got your list there,

iss Potts?

Hannah hands her a readi and her attention wanders to
the abandoned book on the count - a dainty volume bound in
forest-green leather. She opens it: “Das Studenbuch - Rainer
Maria Rilke.” She takes EEE:EEg:pounds...

HANNAH

And, do you mi i take this too?
Maise looks at her with .

HANNAH (CONT'D)
It’'s about time put the past
behind us, don’ ou \think?

She starts wrapping it in brown paper.
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INT. BAKERS. MOMENTS LATER. YEARS AGO.

The bell above the door rings - Hannah walks in, holding the

little parcel. She takes ultra-clean surroundings.
Moments later Frank walks ou the back, tying on an apron.
FRA

Good afternoon

HANNA

I - I think you left this in the

bookshop. ..
Frank comes near, takes Zﬁ%égggéLfrom her, brushing his hand
against her’s. He looks , the blue of his eyes

reflecting a pool of deep gratitude and emotion.

F
Thank you. B

HANNAH
You're welcome.

F
I'm Frank Roeiﬁfeldt. Pleased to

meet you...

Hannah... Pott
Partageuse, Mr
you like it he

Eyes and hearts locked.

INT. STONE MANSION. DRAWING ROig. DAY. YEARS AGO.
Septimus paces as Hannah sits.
SEPTIMUS

Are you out of your mind, girl?

Marrying a Gerﬁéﬁzg%gﬂdy baker.

HANNAH
He’s Austrian. hat that
should make a di ce anyway.
SEPTIMU

Do I have to take you down to the

Veteran’s Home, ow you the boys
gibbering like idiots \because of the
gas?

LBO-93097



61.

HANNAH
Frank wasn’t even in the war - he was
interned. He’s never hurt a soul.

SEP
Show some sense. e a decent
looking girl. There'’s plenty of

fellows hereabouts - hell, in Perth or

Sydney or eve urne - would be
honored to have a wife.
HANNAH
Honored to have your money, you mean.
SEPT S
I worked like get where I

am. And I'm not ashamed of what I am
or where I came from. But you, you've

got a chance O:EEEEEEHing better.
HANNAH

I want a chance to live my own life.

SEPTIMUS
Look, if you want t
you can go an
natives on the mission. Or work in
the orphanage for that matter. You
don’t have to marry it...

HANNX
You can’t stop\n

SEPTIMUS
Can’'t save yOIﬁf ¥ou mean.
(beat) H
You may not give a mn what this
will mean for me, but have care for
your sister. You know-how folks
around here wi this.

HANNAH
Folks round here are hypocrites!

SEPTIMUS
I never thought I’'d hear myself say

this, my girl, you marry that
man it will be wit t my blessing.
And without m
Hannah stands up, straight and very still.
HANN

If that’s how it to be,
Dad, that’s how it will be...
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INT. CHURCH. MORNING. YEARS AGO.
Reverend Norkells resides. Hannah looks over the sparsely
attended service - her f ig) nowhere to be seen. She
looks into the eyes of her d to be. This is her choice.
And she is in love.

FRANK (V.O.)

(singing i an)
“Sleep, baby, sl "

INT. DR. SUMPTON’'S OFFICE. D YEARS AGO.
Hannah, in the throes of gives birth to a baby girl.
FRANK (V.O.)

“...The fathe he sheep -
The mother shakes a little tree...”

INT. CLAPBOARD COTTAGE. MORNING. YEFARS AGO.

Frank rocks the baby girl in the cradle, sings with a lilting
tenor voice - SCHLAF, KIEDEEINIjSCHLAF.

F s
“,..It falls down a little dream -
Sleep, baby, s

He turns to Hannah, faces

INT. CHURCH. MID DAY. YFARS AGO.
Norkels stands beside the fon alcohol on his breath.
REVEREND NQRKELS
Hath this child been |bhaptized or no?

Frank stands beside Hannah, who\holds the baby in her arms.
Across them, holding candles are THE GODPARENTS - Gwen and

Frank’s UNCLE CLIVE. ——
PARENTS AND GODPARENTS
No.
Hannah looks around, the is largely empty, save for a

handful of friends - typical.

REVERE KELS
Dost thou, in t na of this child,
renounce the deévi all his works?

PARENTS AND GODPARENTS
I renounce them all.
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As Norkells continues, the door to the church creaks open in
response to a tentative push. Hannah’s heart lifts at the
sight of her father, led by Gwen, making his way slowly to
kneel in the last pew. F ispers in Hannah'’s ear -

FRANK
You see? God makes evérything work
out in his own time.

REVE& i KELS

Name this child

HANNAH FRANK
Grace Ellen. é; ;Grace Ellen.
Septimus watches - a hu .
REV KELS (CONT'D)
Grace Ellen, I thee in the

name of the Father, and of the Son,
and of the Holy Ghost.

GRACE ELLEN stares, fascinated, at the stained glass windows.

EXT. CHURCH. MID DAY. YEEFS AGO.

Hannah and Frank pose for a plcture with Grace and her
Godparents. Frank notices mus and Gwen standing alone
against the mallee trees J?‘Rs Bernie Gutcher, the
photographer, to wait up . He runs over to them and
asks them to be in the pi

Septimus hesitates but Gwen and Frank convince him. They

follow Frank back into t e. Hannah hands her father
the baby, wrapped in a blanke rank stands in the back of
the picture, filled with joy, s around his family.

INT. CLAPBOARD COTTAGE. OOM. LATE DAY. YEARS AGO.

Out of the corner of his eye, Septimus sizes up the cracks in
the plaster and holes inEEEE:EE%. He pulls Hannah aside and
takes out his wallet.

SEP
Let me give yo le something -
now that you ittle one...

Embarrassed, Hannah pushes his hand back down.

HANN
It’s all right ut we can
manage on our . Come visit soon.

She kisses him on the cheek.
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SEPTIMUS
She’1ll have the best that money can
buy... Ill see to it.

He leans down, kisses thgzgééiiﬂn the forehead.

INT. CLAPBOARD COTTAGE. BEDROOM. YEARS AGO.

Frank lays in bed as Hans in her nightgown.
HANNAH

Argh! He thinks buy me back
with his money. ter what he did to
you... Did you way he was

looking at our house?

Frank laughs, genuinelylifﬁgéazEb his wife’s anger...
HANNAH (CONT'D)

How can you laugh?

FRANK

Because you a le when you're
angry.

She gets into bed with him.

HANNXA
Seriously... YO dd so much
strife in your but you'’'re
always happy. How? How do you do it?

He smiles that “Frank smi :

FRANK
Oh, my treasure...
forgive once.
do it all day,
keep remembering all
That’s a lot of work!
(laughs, pretendslto wipe

sweat from his brow)
We always have_a choice. All of us.
She leans in to kiss hhniéigééfgips. She loves this man.

EXT. BAKERY. DUSK. YEARS AG

Yau only have to
t, you have to
ay. You have to

he bad things.

Frank locks up for the nj rying two loaves of bread.
Hannah waits outside, as”she always does, to greet him with a
kiss and accompany him home. She holds baby Grace.
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Frank peeks inside the bundle, covers his daughter with
kisses and warmth and affection.

EXT. TOWN STREETS. DUSK. US. YEARS AGO.

The young family strolls home through the town streets as
they always do. But tonight, it’s different. It is Anzac Day.

The pubs are full - of m

were there, or lost brothers
there. The streets are bt with an energy and an edge.

Frank wraps his arm around H 's waist. She carries Grace,
who looks up into a darkeni e sky - stars begin to appear.
Hannah feels safe again, e to have her family - for a

moment. She HEARS a WHISTLE, looks across the street, SEES a

couple of BOYS standing [f§§§§g:p pub.
‘BO

Bloody Hun!

She stumbles on a cobblestone. Frank takes baby Grace into
his arms, snatches the cardigan draped on his wife’s arm to
cover her, and they walkLng;g:ggickly, heads down.

The boys in the pub decide this is fine sport, and spill out
onto the street. The fellows from the other pubs along the
main drag come out too, themone wag, JOE RAFFERTY, decides

it will be a great joke ﬂ- Frank’s hat, and does.

Oh leave us alone Joe Rafferty!

They keep up a brisk pacEI:Ii%gIrb mimic’s her fear -
JOE RAFFE

Leave us alone!

HAN
Go back to the pub a leave us alone.

JOE RAFFERT¥
Bloody Fritz! same - cowards!

(turns to the mob)
You know Fritz_used to eat babies.
Roasted them a ; il bastards!

HAN
Go away or we’ll get the police!

She FREEZES at the sight Y GARSTONE and BOB LYNCH, the
police constables, standi o e hotel veranda, schooners

in hand, smirking behind moustaches.
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MOB VOICE
Come on, lads, let’s have some fun
with the Hun-lovers!

Suddenly, like a struck g%%égigﬁhe scene’s alight...
MOB VOICE

Let’s save the baby from being eaten!

.+..And a DOZEN DRUNKS are ¢
falling behind because her—g
properly and she is screaming...

HANNA
Grace, Frank! e Grace!

...And he runs with the little bundle away from the mob who
are corralling him down th to the jetty, and his heart
is thumping and out of r pain shoots down his arm as
he runs along the rickety| planks above the water and JUMPS
into the first rowing boat he can find and rows out to sea...

g the couple and Hannah is
e stops her from breathing

...out to safety...

INT. LIGHTHOUSE. WATCH R . ING.

The ocean is blustery and whipped white with foam. Tom looks
out over the island from high above.

@-I ind Isabel as they gather
to ey . She’s grown into a real

HAVE PASSED.

He SEES Lucy trotting hap
eggs. She is no longer a
little girl now. Nearly 2

EXT/INT. CHICKEN COOP. MBRNIN§J”

Lucy uses two hands to pick up each egg. She puts each egg to
her cheek and reports either “stiill warm!” or “tone cold!”
When appropriate, she pl carefully in Isabel’s
basket. She thanks each hen for| their contribution.

LUCY
Thank you, Daphne. Thank you, Speckle.

INT. COTTAGE. KITCHEN. Dz
Lucy cracks an egg into Isabel is at the cupboard.
ISABEL

Chocolate or vand what do you
think Dadda wa ?

LUCY
Chocolate.
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OK! Mix it up real good sweetheart.

She pours cocoa into the
and focus. As it thicken

INT. COTTAGE. DAY.
£2onENs

ISABEL
What do you w
front?

They sit at the table in

1

For my Dadda,

Isabel holds the pen, he
in jerky letters, as ins

cy stirs with great passion
ts out a little groan.

f a hefty atlas.

222§§iiiiite in the
LUC

love for ever and ever.

1
ucted.

ngers around Lucy’s, to inscribe

LUCY (CONT'D)

More...

ISA
More what?

LUCY
More *“ever.” “E
ever and ever.

Isabel laughs, and the d
across the page.

ISA
What comes next? Shalll
“From your loving dalg

LUCY
From Lulu Lig

@

d ever and

n trails like a caterpillar

we say,
hter Lucy?”

The little girl shapes the lett
gets bored, and climbs off her k

rs with her mother until she
nee in mid-stroke.

1
LUCY (CONT'D)

Mamma finish it.

So Isabel completes the sig
Sherbourne, scribe of th

r

INT. COTTAGE. LATE DAY.

Tom unwraps the parcel,
hands over his eyes.

e, and adds, “(Per Isabel
entioned signatory).”

ééé;;QELth maneuver with Lucy’s
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LUCY
It’s an antless!

Tom takes in the present S STAR ATLAS - genuinely
moved by it’s combinatio ghtfulness and innocence. He
smiles, turns to Isabel.

TOM

Lucy’s a cleve isn’t she,
organizing this?

LUCY
Read, Dadda. Insid .

Tom opens the cover, see he dedication. He smiles, but the
words stab him. He puts to the top of Lucy’s head.

TOM
It’s just bea ; Lighthouse.
The loveliest present I ever had.

EXT. JANUS. VARIOUS. DAY.

Lucy sits on Tom'’s shouifff§::§gﬁ stabs a finger to the left!
LUC

This way!

Tom alters course, carrie down the field. They search
for something.

TOM
You better call for her, sweetheart.

She trusts yo tees
LUCY ﬁ]

Flossy - !

TOM
That’s good.

There is no sign of what they are looking for in the cove.

1
TOM (CONT’D)
How many words do you know that sound

like goat?
LucC

Boat!
TOM

That’s right. morye?
LUCY

Boat?
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TOM
(laughs)
What do you wear when it’s cold?

LuC
My jumper.

TOM
Yes, but what wear when it’s
cold that sounds goat? Starts

with a ‘kuh’ s
LUCY

He reaches up and tickle v. Then he stops because he

sees something.

TOM
Shhh. Look... [down there, Luce...

Tom points down to a stray goat wandering near the beach.

LUCY

Flossie! Let’s dda!
TOM

Let’s not, bunny rabbit. Don’t want

to scare her awa et’s be quiet -
He lifts Lucy high over hi lders and lowers her to the
grass. He doesn’t noticep)la yst, where he is setting her -

TOM (CONT'D)
You stay here EE%%%EE;SO get her.
Rope in hand, Tom walks up to goat.
TOM (CONT'
Right, Flossie Qn, now, no
buggering about: ayl |still...

The goat looks up and trots a few paces away. Tom gives chase
and ends up falling on his face la few times. Lucy laughs.
It’s kind of like watching an old silent comedy.

Finally he catches her b 1llar and fastens the rope.

N

TOM
Got you!

He turns to face his daug , iling. And in a split
second, he is washed ove ith ock at what he sees -

B

Lucy is sitting on a slight mound, where the grass grows
thick - her real father’s grave -
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TOM (CONT’D)
Get away from there, now! Lucy! Off
that right now! NOW!

Lucy’s face puckers and te cpme with the shock - she has
never been shouted at before: races to pick her up.

TOM (CONT'D)

Sorry, Lulu. Se baby. I didn’t
o E:Eg's is just not
[ love.

mean to scare
a good place to—sit

He holds her in his arms as s slowly settles down. He looks
down at his hands and beco tely aware that the hands

that now touch her are t ands that heaved her father into

the grave. He closes his els a patting on his cheeks.
LuC

Dadda! Look at 1

He opens his eyes, looks at her in silence.
TOM
We should take Flossie home... Can
you hold the r 2

She nods and he wraps it|around her hand, carrying her back
up the hill on his hip.

INT. LIGHTHOUSE. WATCH RO

A MESSAGE is received. Tom eds it. “SPECIAL COMMEMORATION -
JANUS’ 40 YEAR ANNIVERSARY - REQUEST YOUR PRESENCE -"

INT. COTTAGE. AFTERNOON. D][

Lucy sits on Isabel’s knee and ints to the photo album on
her lap. She looks at a icture of herself - taken at
Gutchner’s photo studio ew years back.

LUCY

That’s me! But[-I"was dnly little
then. Now I'm a big girl.

ISA
You certainly are eetie. Who's
that?

LUCY
Mamma’s mamma!

ISA
Yes. We call her Grandma.
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IN THE BEDROOM, Tom packs his best, and only, suit. He looks
DOWN THE HALLWAY at his wife and child - a child who'’s face
is giving hints of her future self - dark hair rather than
the earlier blonde shade uiring eyes, fair skin. The
physical realization of her ritage gnaws away at him.

L

ISABEL (0.S.) (CONT'D)
She’s going to-be very excited to
see you, I kno

%

INT. COTTAGE. BEDROOM. NIGHT.

Isabel kisses Tom good-ni , blows out her reading candle,
and lays next to him in stares at the ceiling...

P

TOM
Do you ever wo
mother looks llike?

t her real

b

ISABEL
(horrified)
I am her real mother.

Silence. [f:::::j
TOM
You know what I'm saying...
Silence.
TOM )
Don’'t you think people are going to
start to notice?
ISABEL !
Notice what?
TOM
She doesn’t 19 hing like us.
ISABEL
Please, Tom. Stop it.
TOM
Pretty soon, she’ ing to notice...
She kicks off the covers ves Tom alone in the room.

EXT/INT. WINDWARD SPIRIT. D

Bluey does magic tricks on the deck. He has her in
stitches. Isabel watches too, though she is a bit
preoccupied. She looks up at Tom, who sits with Ralph in the
bridge - another private conversation.
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INSIDE the BRIDGE. Ralph steers the ship. Tom sits next to
him, watching his wife and daughter through the glass.

RAL
Don’t stay littl orgver, do they?

Tom doesn’t answer - he has a question of his own. For weeks
he has been anticipating,.this moment. He clears his throat.

I

TOM
Have you ever.<-+dome-anything wrong,
Ralph?
RAT.PH
(laughs it
The hell’s tha ed to mean?

TOM
I'm talking ab %%;;;:gutting

something righft.

RATPH
What are you trying to say, Tom?

the unburdening of the trpth about Lucy. He’'s about to speak,
but then catches sight of Isabel on the deck - the pain and
torment of her miscarriages comes back.

TOM
I’'1]1l never kno 7 /names. . .

RALPH
Whose names?

Tom hesitates, poised on the QJEL of a chasm.

Tom is very still, sensiE?:IhE:bpdily relief that will follow

TOM
The men I killed. 1
Ralph weighs his response...
RAL

Well, that'’'s at you do in a war.
Kill or be killed.

TOM
The more time the madder
everything I've done seems.

Tom feels pressed into a vice— He struggles for breath,
suddenly shaking.

TOM (CONT’D)
I just want to do the right thing,
Ralph.

(MORE)
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TOM (CONT’D)
Tell me what the right fucking thing
to do is! I - I can’t stand this! I
can’'t do it anymore.

Ralph looks at him with g:%ééiéﬁ concern and confusion.

RAT.PH
Easy does it, .. Right and wrong
can be like bl akes: so tangled
up that you can’ which is which
until you’'ve s both, and then
it’s too late.

Ralph scrapes at a callus is! finger.
RAL D)

If T had a son, I'd be proud if he

73.

turned out hal 1l as you.
Tom looks ahead at his wife and daughter, silhouetted against

the setting sun.

INT. CITY HALL. DAY.

The Mayor of Partageuse, ?OCK JOHNSON, stands at a podium in

mid-speech.

ON
Forty years agp , Janus light
was first 1lit. forty years
it has been a b of security in

the face of danger, providing a
mantle of safety for 30 miles.

Tom sits on the stage next to ICIPAL ENGINEERS and HARBOR
AND LIGHTS EMPLOYEES. He looks out into a crowded hall of

people - Isabel sits with her ents, Lucy is on grandpa
Bill’s knee. She gives agiéffiggFave to her daddy - he

flutters a few fingers in respopse...

A worker unveils a replica of Janus lighthouse on the table

before the podium. Politg& applalse.

JOCK JOHNSON (CONT’D)

This model was r by our local
benefactor, Mr. S mus Potts. I'm
delighted that ts and his two

charming daughters, Hannah and Gwen,
could attend our gathering today.

He gestures to Septimus, ttingl in the front row next to his
daughters - Gwen and Han ite applause from the crowd.
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It takes a second before Tom recognizes Hannah, with a sick
lurch, as the girl from the cemetery. He glances at Isabel, who
smiles and applauds with the rest of the audience, unaware.

JocC
And, of course we
having three of the

(CONT'D)
the honor of

ast five

lightkeepers here with us on stage -

including our
Thomas Sherbourn
be delighted t

t keeper, Mr.

sure Tom would
few words about

life on Janus rock today.

Tom freezes. No one mentio

JocC
Up you get, sport.

Tom gets to his feet, he

lectern as if to the gallpws.

TOM

speech. The audience claps.

(CONT'D)

ing, and walks to the

I wasn't expecting this.

A smattering of laughter
wipes his palms on the s
lectern for support... S

TOM
Life on Janus

Janus light wa
pretty smart charac
some pretty brave ones
do them justice. Keep

burning... There are |d
lighthouses al a
Plenty more fellows 1

EEes of his trousers,
ence.

with Hannah, then Isabel.

through the audience. He
and grips the

ed by some

s, and built by
. I just try and
the light

ozens of

the coast -

ke me, trying to

make the ships safe, keeping the light

for whoever might need
we’ll mostly n&%EEZEEQ
who they are... Can’'t
to say, really. ExXce
tell what the

from one day to t
that two ocean

He turns abruptly to sit dow
from the bemused audience.

RAL
You all right, mate?

it, even though
them or know
think what else
you can never
oing to bring in

next - everything

at us...

There’s a moderate applause
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TOM
Not too keen on surprises...

INT. CITY HALL. BANQUET NING.

Tom watches Hannah from across the room - she stands
uncomfortably next to he ther. He is busy shaking hands
with many locals. When B h approaches, Hannah walks
away from the conversati ingly troubled.

She walks over near her sister, Gwen, who is being introduced
to Isabel and Lucy by Mrs. k.

MRS. HASTLUCK
Gwen, you know, Isabel Sherbourne,
don’t you?

Gwen hesitates for a mom%Et.

MRS. CAPTAIN HASLUCK (CONT'D)
Graysmark. You’d know her as Isabel
Graysmark.

GWE
Of course - I know who you are.
You’'re father'’'s' the headmaster.

ISAB
Yes.
Gwen gestures to Hannah a et away.
GWEN_

Hannah, did you—realize Mr.
Sherbourne who gave|fghat speech just
now is married to Isabel Graysmark?
You know, the headmaster’s daughter.

HAN
No, I didn’t know.

The gaunt face slowly tufEE:ES%EFd Isabel.

ISABEL
Hello.

HAN
Nice to meet .

Her eyes dart down to the L1i girl in her arms - she is
instantly disarmed, softe , In awe of the child.

GWE
What'’s your little one’s name?
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ISABEL
Lucy.

GWE
Lovely name.

Hannah reaches out to touch Lucy’s arm.

HAN
Lucy.

Lucy is hypnotized by the woman’s touch.

LUCY
Mamma .

Both women blink. She turns to Isabel.

LUCY [(CONT™D)

Mamma, I'm sleepy.

Tom approaches the group. Isabel is relieved to have him
interject this awkward social encounter. She holds his arm.

ISAE%E:::::%
Oh Tom, this i|s Hannah and Gwen

Potts. Their flather is responsible
for this whole event. This is my
husband, Tom.

Hannah finally tears her @ ay from the child, looks at
Tom directly.

HANNAH
You don't remeﬁggf:jjz do you?
Tom feels sweat bead on his b .
TOM
I'm sorry...? E::::::{

HANNAH
It was a long time ago now. We met

on a boat. It Was yeats ago now...

Tom registers the memory. Isabel looks anxiously from one to
the other.

HAN 'D)
Your husband rescued me from a fellow
who - well, who wa othering me. On
a boat from Syd :

(to Tom)
I always wante thank you...
for helping me... You were very
brave to do it... So, thank you...
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TOM
No need thanking me. Anyone would
have done the same.

There is a heavy silence. 1ds out her arms to Tom.

LUCY
Dadda.

The child puts her arms ;ggg;é%gis neck, climbs onto him
resting her head against st. She listens to the
drumbeat of his heart.

LUCY T™D)
I can hear you beating Dadda.

Laughter. There is an awkward moment between the adults.
Isabel looks to Tom - wo t else he’s hiding.

HANNAH
I liked what you said, earlier, about
the light being there for whoever
needed it.
(takes a moment)

Could I ask yo ing, Mr.
Sherbourne?

TOM
(filled with dread)

What’s that?

HANNZ
Do ships ever rese people far out
to sea? Have you ever heard of boats
being picked ivors taken to
the other side © world, perhaps?

I was just wonderin hether you’d
ever come across stories...

TOM
(clearing at)
When it comes to the ‘wcean,
anything’s possible, I suppose.

HANNAH
I see... thank you.
(turns to
I think I'm ready home. Will
you say goodb for me? I

don’t want to interrupt him.
(to Tom and Isabel)

Excuse me...
She is about to leave whgégézgihgives her a little wave.

LUCY
Bye-bye...
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HANNAH
Bye-bye.
Hannah tries to smile, h she can’t hold back tears.
HANNAH ( D)

You have a very lovely daughter.
Excuse me...

She hurries through the

GWEN
So sorry about tha She had a
terrible traged years ago.
Family lost at a - her husband, and
a daughter wh ave been you’'re

girl’s age by now. She’s always
asking that sort of thing. Seeing
little ones se ff... I'd
better go and |see she’s all right.
Lovely meetin ou both.

She hurries off, after her sister. Tom and Isabel are left
alone with Lucy. They are shell shocked. Tom looks at Isabel,

sees the realization, th anic, the fear build in her eyes.
She hurries through the Egowd.

INT. CITY HALL. BATHROOM Uous.
Isabel retches violently. O clinging to the wall
watches her in silence.

INT. GRAYSMARKS HOME. NIEHT. !

Isabel sleeps in bed. Her mother closes the door to her room
and rejoins Tom and Bill in therjlounge.

VIOL
Don’t know what came over her... Do
you think it was the food?

—

BILL
We all ate it. I'm sure it’s just
sheer exhausti doesn’t
really get a brea the island,
does she now?

Tom stays silent - not going to take the bait.

INT. GRAYSMARKS HOME. BE RNING.

OUTSIDE THE WINDOW, Lucy plays with a tea set in the grass.
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INSIDE, Tom sits on the bed next to Isabel. He gently wakes
her up. Whispers...

TOM
Isabel.

4

She opens her eyes, won’t look at him directly.

TOM D
Izz. We have to eople, now.

d

Her eyes fill with tears.

TOM (
...1t’'s over.

3

She covers her face with her forearm, overcome with emotion.

ISA
It’s too late.

1

Tom tries, unsuccessfully, to pry her arm away. She rolls to
her side, attempting to disappear completely.

TOM
You saw her toﬁay. Yoa saw what we've
done to her... We can’'t let it go on.

Sweatheart, we can’t - we can’t do it
anymore - we have-to do what’s right.

We have to do what’s right - for
Lucy. Not you. Not me. Not her. But

for Lucy.
Tom and Isabel stare into eacj]Lther's eyes - stalemate.

INT. CLAPBOARD COTTAGE. E—}GH_@—[

Hannah lays awake in her bed, staring at the ceiling...

She HEARS - the groan of[the hinges on the letter-box. She
LOOKS - at the clock, whose eerie numerals signal three a.m.

She creeps out of bed, p the doorway - nothing.
Again, she hears the iron c of the box, this time caught
by the breeze.

EXT. CLAPBOARD COTTAGE. N .

With a storm lantern lig her way, she ventures through

the front door, careful not to wake her sister. Her pale feet
make no sound on the path.
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The door to the letter-box swings gently back and forth,
giving glimpses of a shape inside. She holds the lantern
closer and the outline of a small oblong emerges - a parcel.

She pulls it out - it’s no uch bigger than her hand,
wrapped in brown paper. It m a rattling noise.

INT. CLAPBOARD COTTAGE. iiji;zgi NIGHT.

The package is addressed + She uses her sewing scissors
to cut the string and open it -

- It’s the silver rattle. same one her father gave to his
granddaughter many years o. Beneath the rattle is a note:
“She is safe. She is loved & cared for. Please pray for me.”

HANNAE ——

Gwen! Gwen, quilck!

She hammers on her sister’s door.

HANNAH (CONT'D)

Look at this! ’ ive! Grace is
alive. I knew

Gwen stumbles from her room, groggy, ready to hear another
outlandish story. Hannah hands _her the rattle, the note. Back
to the wall, she slides ground, weeping and laughing.

HANNAH 'D)
I told you. alive... Grace
is alive... she s alive...
Gwen touches the rattle as th%ﬁék it were an egg that might
hatch a monster.

EXT. JANUS. JETTY. LATE E@gﬁgﬁg{t
Bill and Violet both have tears in their eyes as they watch

the boat cast off. Deflated Bill turns away.

EXT. WINDWARD SPIRIT. LATE MORNING. CONTINUOUS.

Tom and Isabel watch the sh fall away from them. They
argue, each with opposin n what is “right” and what
is “wrong.” We see Tom’s anger come out. Isabel walks away.

INT. WINDWARD SPIRIT. CO?@%@;:;BbM. LATE MORNING. CONTINUOUS.

Bluey and Ralph watch the episode from high above in the
control room.
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BLUEY
Cripes, things seem a bit frosty
between them.

RAL
Piece of free advi Blue - never
try and work out what’s going on in
someone else’s marriage.

Bluey takes the advice to gets back to work.

INT. POLICE STATION. MORNING

Septimus stands before S eant Knuckey'’s desk, chin up,
chest out, like a prizef —Hannah and Gwen sit.

SERG CKEY
Mr. Potts, we’Eﬁ%Eéﬁ%ggr a minute

doubting you can recognize your own
purchases. But I’'m sure you’ll
appreciate that it doesn’t prove
the child’s alive.

SEP
You must inves t! Why would
someone have ited until now to hand
it in? In the middle of the night?
Not tried to claim the reward?

hell would I

SEP
That'’s enough language, thank
you very much - the are ladies

present!

SERGEANT KNUCKEY
I apologize... be
investigating, I can &ssure you.

SEPTEMUS—

How exactly?

INT. GUTCHER’'S PHOTOGRAPHIC IO. FRONT OF SHOP. DAY.

CONSTABLE LYNCH stands at the counter and pulls the silver
rattle from a felt bag.

BERN GUTCHER

Since when hav, en interested
in babies?
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CONSTABLE LYNCH
Since it was about evidence.

INT. GUTCHER'S PHOTOGRAPHI I0. BACK OF SHOP. DAY.

While Bernie sets up his shot, Lynch look around the studio
at some of Gutchner'’s past work - portraits of the local
football team, Harry Garstore~and his mother, and Bill and
Violet Graysmark with their hter and granddaughter.

A FLASHCUBE POPS.

EXT. POLICE STATION. DAYZéZiizzj

The photograph, showing the rattle next to a ruler for scale,
is pinned to the notice- tside the police station.
Beside it is a notice fr ep us Potts, announcing that
the reward for informati leading to the safe return of his
granddaughter now stands at three thousand guineas.

Bluey, who had been passing by the police station, is stopped
in his tracks - STARING AT THE RATTLE - moment of recognition -

INT. JANUS. LIGHTHOUSE. LiTCH ROOM. DAY.

At first, Tom thinks he'’'s
Spirit as it approaches.
- lashed over rough wate

out his binoculars to SEE IT
crawls up Tom’s spine -

INT/EXT. JANUS. KEEPER'S COTTAGE. DAY.

Lucy plays in the long grass é;gind the cottage.

Isabel watches her through the kitchen window. She hears
Tom’s voice calling out, she tukns and sees him come inside -
he’s out of breath.

TOM

Store boat’s CEEEE%i:Hhere,S Lucy?

ISABEL

She’s playing.
She looks toward the Oce;;zz;;;; the ship - getting closer.

ISABEL (CONT'D)
Why's the boat coming? It’s only
been a week...

Tom looks into her - a moment of reckoning.
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Her eyes fill with terror. She backs away toward the wall. He
clasps her arms, pulls her close to him...

TOM
Do what I say ane-vcg 11 be OK. I'11
tell them it was mey~Jall right? That
it was all my idea -and I forced you
to go along with it. Isabel!?

ISABEL
(in denial
What are you talking about?

TOM
Isabel. I need u to listen to me.
As long as you g with that
story no one will touch you...
you’ll be safe tand? I'11

protect you. I| [promise...
Realization sinking in - she bunches her hair in her fists.

ISABEL
What have you done?

TOM
I had to do something.

She wriggles out of his grip—and launches at him, her fists

pounding his chest, his fe
ISABE

You might as wel ave killed me!

repeated blows. He searches her||face for some hint of her

Tom stands, absorbing thé_morsiLthat hurt more than the
love, but she is full of icy fu¥y. She retreats the bedroom.

EXT. JANUS. JETTY. SOME ER.

The swell is treacherous - it takes all Ralph’s skill of to
dock without smashing thE ?ett¥.

Tom makes his way down the slope to the boat, nods to Ralph.
Ralph just looks down.

Neville Whittnish emergegzgggéigﬁe boat, followed by THREE
POLICEMEN - Knuckey, Gar 7 d SERGEANT SPRAGG.

SERGE RAGG
Thomas Edward S ourne?
TOM

That’s right.
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SERGEANT SPRAGG
Sergeant Spragg, Albany Police.
We’'re here about Frank Roennfeldt

and his daught e.
It is a king-hit, knocking t eath out of Tom for a
moment. Spragg fishes a piece Of cardboard from his pocket.
SER PRAGG (CONT'D)
Do you recognize sir?

Pasted in the cardboard is a photograph of the rattle. Tom
takes it in. He glances up at e cliff towards their cottage.
He gives a great sigh, as relieved of physical weight,
and hangs his head, eyes osed. He feels a hand on his
shoulder. It is Ralph’s.

RALPH
Tom. Tom, SON.|.s the hell’s
been going on |gut here?

INT. KEEPER’'S COTTAGE. DAY. LATER.
Tom opens the door. Spra the men in. Isabel is inside.

SERGEANT SPRAGG
Where'’s the child?

ISABF
Out back.

Spragg looks out the window hild plays in the tall grass.
SER GG
Someone sent this rs. Roennfeldt
last week.

Looks like the same person who sent
her a letter getting on two years ago.

Isabel looks at Tom - betrayed.

TOM
She doesn’t know hing about it...
You need to t , not her.

SERGEANT SPRAGG
I'll be making t isions around
here thank you ry ch.
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SERGEANT KNUCKEY
(interrupts, to Isabel)
We’ll want to ask you some questions

once we've Spo our husband.
Spragg is visibly challenged his.

SERGEANT KNUCKEY (CONT’'D)
Don’'t stray to

Isabel looks to Tom. He her to go. Knuckey gestures
to Garstone to go outside and keep an eye on her.

EXT. LONG GRASS NEAR CLIE?ESIDE. DAY.

Isabel sits by Lucy, as Lucy hosts a tea party for her dolls.

She offers Isabel a cup;£F§§:§§§Pel is dazed -
LUC

Mama... Some tea?

Isabel snaps out of it, for the briefest of moments - long
enough to takes a tiny cup and thank her daughter.

LUCY | (CONT'D)
Some sugar?

with the harsh realities at hand
to play make believe... distance she sees Garstone
standing by the cottage I‘?ng her. And in the cottage
window, she sees Tom spil g his guts to the policemen - he'’s
supposed to protect his family, not rip it apart.

She looks out over the c 0 re is so much air, yet she
struggles for breath. Her min aces to possible escapes -
she could just jump. But then e remembers her daughter and
their tea party... and she takes a sip of the imaginary tea.

But Isabel is too preocc

INT. COTTAGE. DAY

Tom sits at the table, i ted by the police. Knuckey
writes notes while Sprag ith malcontent.

SER CKEY
You're pretty use being the king
of the castle , aren’'t you?
Reckon you can y with
things... No one around.

TOM
It had nothing ith getting

away with thingss
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SERGEANT KNUCKEY
You decided you might as well keep the
baby out here. Your wife had lost
yours. No one er know. That it?

TOM
I told you: I made thé decision. I
made her go along with it.

Knock your wif , do you?

TOM

Is that what ﬁ;
SER GG

That why she lost the baby?

TOM
(deep bredth)
Look, I’'ve told you what happened.
She tried to talk me out of it. I'm
guilty of whatever you say I'm guilty
of, so let’s just get this over, and
leave my wife out of 3

SERGEANT SPRAGG
Don’'t try to tell me what to do. I'll
do what I decide to do when I'm good
and ready.

Knuckey pushes out his cha the table, folds his arms.

SERGEANT KNUCKEY
Let’s talk abo an in the boat.

TOM
The body?

SERGEANT GG
The man.

Tom looks at him, sizing up the rephrasing.

TOM

What about him?

SERGEAN CKEY
What state was hen you found
him?

TOM
He was dead.

SERGEANT SPRAGG
You sure about that?
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TOM
I've seen enough bodies in my time.

Knuckey stands up, moves oor, opens it.
SERGEAN CKEY

Well you’re going to need to see
one more. Come now. Show us.

EXT. JANUS. BEACH. DAY. Eij:::il

Armed with shovels the polic ig up Frank’s body. Tom
watches from nearby. He 1o up at the cliff, sees Isabel
standing with Lucy in he rms, flanked by police.

EXT. WINDWARD SPIRIT. DA
The boat pulls away from|Janus. Lucy sits on Isabel’s lap.

LUCY
Where are we going, mamma?

ISA
Back to Partageuse, sweetheart.

LUCY
Why?
Isabel throws Tom a look @ he child tighter.
ISABEL

I don’'t really know why, Lucy. But

we have to go.E::::j]LL
The child climbs down from he ther’s knee and clambers up

onto Tom. He holds her wordlessly, trying to imprint
everything about her: the smellyjof her hair, the softness of
her skin, the shape of h ] fingers, the sound of her
breath as she puts her face so fllose to his.

LUCY
Smile, Dadda...Tike flhis...

The little girl grins. Tom does his best to return it to her.
He then looks to Isabel, wai for her to return his glance.
The island, the lighthouse, swims away from them, fading into
an ever more miniature versi of itself.

EXT. POINT PARTAGEUSE. J —D

They disembark. Spragg pulls out a set of handcuffs and
strides toward Tom. Knuckey stops him.
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SERGEANT KNUCKEY
Never mind that. There’s a little
girl here...

He nods toward Lucy - shgzgééész Tom, grabs his leg.

LUCY
Dadda! Dadda, pick me up!
Spragg takes Tom by the
SERGEANT SPRAGG
Now, if you please is way. Into
the first vehic
They make their way towa torcars parked near the

jetty, every step more awful. Lucy pursues him, arms still
outstretched - naked dis

b

LucC
Dadda, wait for me!

Her wounded begging turns into screaming panic. Tom can’t go
on, spins around, breaking free of the policeman’s grip.

TOM
Lulu! l

He scoops her up and holds tight. Knuckey looks at the
ground and clears his th

TOM
Lucy, Lucy, Lucyy, cCy... You're
all right, little one. You'’ll be

all right.
At the top of a peppermint trij; a pair of willy wagtails

chitter away. Tom swallows hard, tries to distract her.

TOM !
Look, Lulu! Look a He funny birds
up there. You don’t see those at
home, do you. Go have a proper look.

—

Lucy shows no signs of letting go. Knuckey turns to Isabel.

SER CKEY
Mrs. Sherbourne..

Isabel moves in, pries Lucy from Tom, trying to console the
child who keeps asking for her “Dadda.” Isabel confronts Tom.

ISAB
Is this what y dz

Tom stands paralyzed at the sight of the two of them.
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TOM
I'm sorry...

Spragg has lost patiencerwi 1 this. He grabs Tom by the
arm and shoves him into ar|.| Lucy starts howling. Isabel
tries, in vain, to console h

Ralph watches the scene from the deck of the boat. Devastated.

INT. POLICE STATION. WAI A. DAY.

A AR
N > )

Lucy sits on Isabel’s knee, tious and exhausted. Isabel is
pale, her forehead set in a nt frown.
A MAN paying a fine at t r tries to tempt Lucy into a

game of peek-a-boo. She buries her head into her mom’s body.

Garstone and Knuckey esc r. Sumpton down the hallway
toward Isabel. Sumpton nods perfunctorily, avoids eye contact.

SERGEANT KNUCKEY
Mrs. Sherbourne, the child needs to
be examined and then taken to her
mother. I'd be 1 if you didn't
make it any h er on anyone than it
needs to be.

Lucy grips Isabel as tight her little arms allow.

SERGEANT KNUCKEY
Don’t make it s

ISABEL
Please have some pity. Don’t take
my baby away.

Knuckey makes an eye to Garstong, who in turn puts his hands
around Lucy’s waist and yanks at! her.

She is wrenched from Isabel, scriaming. Isabel faints onto
the stone floor with a resounding crack.

INT. POLICE STATION. OFFICE %ééM. DAY.

The little girl balances between a state of terror and pure
exhaustion - her breathing i luntarily convulsing.

With his back to her, Dr./Bumpt takes a little vial and a
syringe out of his bag. stands in the corner.
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DR. SUMPTON
(calmly, to Garstone)
I'm going to need to get this into

the thigh, Co
Garstone goes to her and pul her dress a bit. Obscuring

the syringe in his right hand, Sumpton comes toward Lucy.

DR. (CONT'D)
I know. I know_1 missie. Just a
little somethi lm you down...
Lucy sees the Dr. coming tow er, concealing something.

She doesn’t like this. He es “her in the thigh -

INT. POLICE STATION. CELL BLOCK. DAY.

- Shrill cries ring throughout the station, reaching as far
as Tom’s cell, where they!\ seem even louder as he imagines
what might be happening to Lucy. He tries to break free and

rescue her... but the bars are solid steel... and he is just
a man... soon he is screaming to be set free... the animal
inside him unleashed... but there is no one to fight in the

cell... and no one to bljégzzz:go one except himself...

INT. POLICE STATION. INTERROGATION ROOM. DAY.

Knuckey sits across from/Z
and rests it on the pape

He takes the cap off his pen

SERGEA KNUCKEY
He says you wanted to report the

boat’s arrival stopped you.
Is that right?

Isabel looks at her hands - she’s a million miles away, most
certainly concussed.

SERGEANT KNUCKEY (CONT'D)
Says he resented you for not giving
him children, and took things into

his own hands.— |

In telling this lie, had Tom revealed a truth?

SERGE NUCKEY (CONT'D)
Did you try to nse into him?
(gently)
Did he threaten you2 Assault you
physically?
Knuckey puts his elbows esk, leans forward.
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SERGEANT KNUCKEY (CONT'D)
Isabel, the law recognizes that a
wife can be powerless at the hands of

her husband. Y, 't be punished
for his crimes~- need to ask you
a question, and I you to think

very carefully. According to Tom,
Frank Roennfeldt was dead when the

boat washed up
(looks her eye)
Is that true?
She'’s about to respond. But before she can open her mouth,
she is overcome by the los cy, by anger, by sheer
exhaustion. She closes her @éyes.

SERGEANT KNUCKEY (CONT'D)
Is it true, Isabel?

She fixes her eyes on heE wedding ring, then tears start.

Knuckey gets up from the desk, goes to the door where
Garstone is waiting.

H

SERGEANT KNUCKEY (CONT'D)
Let’s call he .

EXT. POLICE STATION. DAY.

Hannah awkwardly poses frp a handful of reporters and a
modest crowd as she is reu d )with her child. She is
obviously not comfortable™s this public display. Still,

pictures are taken, people applaud, police shake hands with
one another. And the 1lit irl, drugged, appears to be in a
dream state - half asleel.

INT. GRAYSMARKS HOME. BEDROOM. EVENING.

Isabel lays on her bed, r stands over her trying to
get her to drink - but has no luck. She places the cup on a
side table next to a plate of biscuits.

|

VIOLET
Well... I'1ll just put it right here
for you, OK?

No response. Violet goes oor. Isabel sees her father
looking in from further out in the lounge room.

VIOLET 'D)
Try to get a 1li e st...

Violet walks out of the room, leaving the door open a crack.
Isabel hears her devastated parents argue in the next room -
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BILL (O.S.)
I'1ll never forgive that man.

VIO )
But, Bill... we 't/ leven know what
happened... it’s To e’'re talking

about...

BILL (

Well, I never him.

@

VIOLET (0.S.)
That’s simply no .o

N

BIL
Fair? You think it’s fair that our
boys are burie nds of miles
away and he'’'s walking 'around without
a scratch? Of dourse it’s not fair,
Violet, not fair at alll

i

Isabel stares at the ceiling, listening to the madness.

INT. CLAPBOARD COTTAGE. &ERNING.

Septimus opens the front door to Hannah’s house - decorated
with crepe-paper streamers dainty porcelain face of a
new doll, sits abandoned/¢@ air in the corner, eyes wide
in silent appeal. The clo e mantelpiece ticks
stolidly, and a music box \stretches out “Rock-a-bye Baby”
with a macabre, threatening air. It is all drowned out by the
cries coming from the backyard.

Through the window, out on th ass, the child is screaming,
her face puce with fear and fury. She is trying to escape
Hannah, who picks her up each time she wrestles free and

screams again. Septimus watches|fthrough the window.
HANNAH (OUTSIDE)

Grace, I'm not going to hurt you,
my darling. Come to Mommy...
——

LUCY (OUTSIDE)
I'm not Grace! I'm Lucy! I want to

go home! Where mma ?
HAN IDE)
I've loved you so long. So long...
As he looks on, vengeance ns \across Septimus’ face.
GWE 5L

Oh Dad, what are we going to do?
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He turns and sees Gwen, standing in the shadows of the
passageway. He hesitates, unsure of what to do. Then his
anger does the talking.

SEP
I'm going to see t that that
Sherbourne fellow ge what’s coming

to him - that’s a promise.

INT. POLICE STATION. CELL—BEO DAY.

A lawyer, GERALD FITZGERALD si opposite Tom, who sits

slumped. The table between is strewn with papers.
GE ERALD

Well, they’ve certainly spread the
net wide enough. A reagl dog’s
breakfast of S Commonwealth
charges. That’l|s what I like to see.

Tom raises an eyebrow.

GERALD FITZGERALD (CONT'D)
Means they're ' around, not
sure what the you on.
Neglect of Statjutory Duty - that’s 2
years and a fine. Improperly dealing
with a body: 2 years hard labor.

Failing to report—a-dead body: well,
that’s just a QI; fine.

TOM
What about the - the child stealing
charge?

GERALD FI SERALD
Section 343 of the criminal code: 7
years hard labor.

(reads from statute)
“Any person who;—wi intent to
deprive any parent of\lthe possession

of a child... forcibly or fraudulently
takes or entic or detains the
child...” Luck§§§i¥§¥jyou, most of the
time, babies don’t leave their mothers
unless someone hem away. And
they don’t usu d their way to
barely inhabit ds. You didn't
‘detain’ the H gally speaking.
And you certainly didn’t ‘entice her
away.’ And they c ever prove
‘intention to d ive because we’ll
say you honest believed the parents
were dead. So on I can get you
off that one. And you’'re a war hero,
military cross and bar.

(MORE)

—
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GERALD FITZGERALD (CONT'D)
Most courts will still go easy on a
man who risked his life for his
country.

Tom’'s face relaxes, but ver’s expression changes.
GERALD FITZGERALD (CONT'D)

But what they don’t like, Mr.

Sherbourne, 1is tar. In fact, they
dislike it so mu t the penalty
for perjury is hard labor. And

if a liar stops the real culprit
getting what’s comi to them, then
that’s pervertin course of
justice, and t 's another 7 years.

He stands up, walks to the window, gazes through the bars.

GE ERALD (CONT'D)
Now if I walked into a court, told the
story of a poor woman, beside herself

with grief over the loss of a stillborn
baby: a woman who wasn’t right in the
head for a bit. And if I told the story
of how her husband, a decent bloke,
who’'d always duty, but who,
just this once|,| trying to make things
better for his—wife, let his heart get
the better of his common sense, and

r idea. Well, I could
I could sell it
3 got what we call

mercy’ - the right

to impose a lesser sentence, for the
wife too. But at the moment, I’'ve got a
man who by hisl mission is not
only a liar, but a 1ly. A man who,
presumably worried that people will
think he’s got no lead in his pencil,
decides to keep a tiny baby, and forces
his wife to 1i it.

TOM
I've said what I’'ve said.

GERALD FITZGERALD
Now, if you'’re_the sort of man who

really would d ing like that,
then, for all the ice know, you're
the sort of pe might go even
a step further to get what you
want... Perhaps you’re the sort of
man who'’s prepar kill to get

what he wants.

TOM
They haven’t charged me with that.
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GERALD FITZGERALD
Not yet... But from what I hear, that
copper from Albany - Spragg, is it?

Well, he’s ver d your wife
won’t corrobo story about
Roennfeldt being when you found

him...

TOM
Well, all they do is ask her.

GERALD FITZGERALD
They have.

TOM ié
Then they know was dead when

we found him.

GE ERALD
They don’t know anything. She refuses
to talk about .

Tom feels a hammer blow to his chest, he hangs his head - he
deserves it, he knows it.

GE ERALD (CONT'D)
She must really| hate your guts...
Now, she could hate your guts because

you made her lie about keeping a

the game away.

TOM

If I plead gui 11 the charges -
say I made Isabel g long with me,
and there’s no other E©vidence - no

one can touch her: is that right?

GERAEﬁZEEE%}ERALD
Yes, but -

TOM
Then I'11 takeEQEEEigjcoming to me.

GE ERALD
Trouble is, there t be a lot more
coming to you 've bargained

for.

He gets up, puts the papers in his briefcase.

INT. DR. SUMPTON'S OFFICE. .

Dr. Sumpton puts the stethoscope back on his desk.
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DR. SUMPTON
Well, she’s perfectly healthy.

He pushes a jar of jelly in Grace'’s direction.
HANNAH
Go on. Any color you like, darling.
But Grace turns her head The Dr. rings a bell on his
desk. After a discreet kno ite haired MRS. FRIPP enters.
DR. SUMPTON
Mrs. Fripp, take 1i e Grace out
to sit with you I have a word

with her mothe would you?

MRS. FRIPP
Come on, dear.
After Grace has left... !
HANNAH
I don’'t know what to do, what to
say. She keeps asking for... for

Isabel Sherbou
DR. ;UMPTON

What have you said about her?

HANN
Nothing.
DR. S

Well, you have to say something...

HANNAH
But what?

DR. SUMPTO
My suggestion A you just tell her
she and her husba ad to go away.

HANNAH

Go away where.[ = —why?]

DR. SUMPTON

Doesn’t reall at this age.
Just as long as s as an answer to
her question. orget eventually

- i1f there's nothing around to remind
her. I’'ve seen it often enough with
adopted orphans forth...

HAN

But she gets into such a state. I just
want to do the right thing for her.
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DR. SUMPTON
Eventually those two will fade from
her mind, as long as she doesn’'t

keep in contac ' hem. In the
meantime,
(retrieves a b e from

his drawer)
Give her a drop of sleeping draught

if she’s too anx QH§>OI unsettled -
won’'t do her any .

Hannah takes the little vial with the dropper, examines it.

INT. GRAYSMARKS HOME. DA%Z%

Violet polishes the silver frames of her sons’ pictures. Bill
stares off into space ou indow. They have both reverted
to their ‘grieving selves|,” each doing so in their own way.
ISABEL (V.O.)
I thought he loved me, Mum... He

told me that we were the most
precious things in the world to him -

EXT. GRAYSMARKS HOME. BALE OF HOUSE. AFTERNOON.
@ wicker chair under the eaves.

ils the first thing her daughter
ISABEL

How could he » such a
dreadful thing?

Isabel’s physical alteration is distressing - sunken eyes

shadowed beneath in gray; hair 11 and tangled.
VIOLET

I wish I could understand - what
exactly did heEEfI:E%Hdear? None of
it makes any sense. at happened

to you two? What happened out there

on Janus?
Isabel shakes her head rggggzéiiy. She focuses her pain

outwardly, on Tom, saving herself from a more intolerable
examination...

ISAB%% i'
He lied...

Violet sits next to Isabe
Violet is a bit in shock
has said since returning.
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VIOLET
About what? what happened out
there?

She is overcome with emotio thliinking about Lucy.

d

ISABEL
Oh Mum... I c are the thought of
what it must be do to her - the
poor thing wo ] what on earth’s
going on.

VIOLET
I know, dear. Zégéégij

ISABEL

There’s never been a funeral...
Everyone I've hey’'ve just
been ripped away - into nothing.
Maybe a funera?l would have made it -
I don’'t know - made a difference. My
babies, Ma, never had so much as a
hymn sung for them. And now... Lucy.

]

VIO
(carefull
Sweatheart, Luey’s not dead.

|

An immense weight sinks i

9

INT. CLAPBOARD COTTAGE. A

Hannah passes the nurser hears a voice from inside. She
slows her pace, tiptoes o the door which is ajar.
She’s thrilled to see her dau er playing with her DOLLS: one
with a SKIRT, one with BLOOMERS, and a WOODEN CLOTHES PEG.

SKIRTED DOILL
Dinnertime.

i

Grace holds up a tiny teacup to the clothes peg and made
“nyum nyum” noises. —

SKIRTED DOLL (CONT’D)
Good little gi time for bed,
sweetie. Ni- nig

The doll 1lifts the peg t ips to kiss it.

SKIRTE (CONT'D)
Look Dadda, Luc sleeping.
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BLOOMERS DOLL
(deeper voice)
Goodnight Lulu. Got to light up
now. Sun’s ne

The doll leans in to kiss th

i

SKIRTED DOLL
Don’'t worry, e witch can’t
catch you, I mak dead.

4

Her heart sinks, and before she knows what she’s doing,
Hannah marches in the room a natches the dolls away -
tearing one of them in hal

b

HAN
That’s enough of those silly games,
you hear me?

She smacks her daughter’gihand. Grace’'s limbs stiffen, but
she does not cry. Instead, she scampers under the bed where
the real witch can’t get to her.

Hannah is immediately flooded with remorse. She begs for

forgiveness. Gwen watCheEfE§§:Eﬂagic scene from the doorway.

INT. CLAPBOARD COTTAGE. NIGHT.

The child is asleep and th 0 \sisters can talk in peace.
Gwen gathers up courage tOD hat she’s about to say.

GWEN
Perhaps you should let her see

her... Isabel @hg;bTﬁjne.
Hannah looks horrified.
)

hing you want
to hear. But maybe if |Grace thought
you were a friend of her mother’s,
that might help somehow.

1

GWEN (CONT
I know it’s t

HANNAH
A friend of her mothers!

She storms out of the room.
HANNAH (CONT’D)
How dare you even such a thing!
INT. CLAPBOARD COTTAGE. . NIGHT.

Hannah walks into her daughter’s bedroom. She cautiously
approaches her bed.
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By the light of a single candle, she watches Grace sleep. She
can now observe every aspect of her daughter, her legacy.

She HEARS the sound of F Lspering...

HANNAH’S POV - IT'S YEARS AGO~~ Frank looks over a tiny
figure asleep in the cot. Baby Grace. He whispers to her in
German. Turns to Hannah.

FR2
I'm whispering
dreams.

HANNAH’'S POV - IT'S PRESE AY - Frank is gone. Hannah looks
at Grace asleep in bed, r on the forehead, blows out

the candle.

ings for her

—
INT. POLICE STATION. INTERROGATION ROOM. DAY.
LA

Sergeant Spragg sits across from Tom, looking at his
paperwork. The cicadas click shrilly in the forest outside.

SERGEANT SPRAGG
Quite the war ptured a German
machine-gun negt single-handed.
Carried four of your men to safety
under sniper fire... You must have
killed a lot of-peopl

Tom remains silent. Spragg
SERGEANT SPRAGG (CONT’D)
I said ‘you must have killed a lot
of people in o
Tom’s breathing remains steady.~He looks straight ahead, his
face expressionless. Spragg thumps the table.

11

answer it, understand me?!

TOM[:::::::j

(quietly)
When you ask tion, I will.

SER GG

Why did you ki Roennfeldt?
That’s a question.

TOM
I didn’t kill m
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Was it because he was German? Still

had the accent, by all accounts.

TOM
He didn’t have an nt when I
came across him. He was dead.

SERGEA PRAGG
You killed plentjy is sort
before. One more-—would have made no

difference, would it?

101.

Tom lets out a long breath 1lds his arms, choosing to
remain steadfast. It ril Spragg even more.

SERGEANT SPRAGG (CONT'D)

Seven men, it says you killed in your
little machine apade. Looks to

me like the work of a violent man.
ruthless killer. Your heroics might

just be the death of you.
(stands, gathers notes)

Garstone! Take our war hero back to

his cell.

INT. CLAPBOARD COTTAGE. LERNING.

Grace draws a picture of
lighthouse while Hannah

Oof a

A HORN HONKS outside. HaS:Bﬂl-oks out the window - SEES -

EXT. CLAPBOARD COTTAGE. .

Septimus standing outside of his Model-T.

SEP
Thought we mi g Qr a mystery
outing today...

HAN
But I'm in the middle of mending
the curtains. For the church hall.
I promised Re rkells...

SEP
I'1l take her by myself. She’ll be
right as rain.

Hannah looks at her fatheég strgkk by his generosity.
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EXT. POTTS’'S TIMBER MILLS. STABLE. MORNING.
Grace tentatively feeds an apple to a Clydesdale.

SEPTT
This is Arabella..:

When the horse gets close, she pulls away and the apple falls

into the dirt. ®
SEPTIM ONT'D)

He won’t bite you. Keep your palm

open.
Septimus shows her how t2i§01d éer palm flat. Gradually, the
girl gains confidence.

SEPT NT’D)
Let’s have an ; shall we?

EXT. FOREST. DAY.

Septimus rides beside Grace along the old milling tracks
through the towering karpgi spots a marsupial hopping
slowly near the track.

SEPT

6. That little
chap’s a quokka.=Like a kangaroo but
tiny. That’s as big as he’ll ever get.

Grace seems amazed by this faﬁﬁu

SEPTIMUS (CONT'’D)
Good to see you smil girlie. I know
you’ve been s '
life. I know
because, well, that happened to me.

Grace gives a puzzled lofgk.— |

SEPTIMUS (CONT'D)

I had to say o0 my mum, and
go all the way ac the sea, on a
sailing ship. as just a

little bit older than you. I came
here, and got a new mum and dad,

called Walt and They looked
after me from n o And they loved
me just like loves you. So

sometimes, you don’t just have one
family in your life.
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Grace's face gives no clue what she makes of the talk. The
horse walks on gently through the dappled light.

SEPTIMUS (CONT'D)
Do you like the i

Grace nods. Septimus points to Some saplings.

SEP CONT'D)
See - little tre owing back. We
chop the big o and new ones

take their place. Everything grows

back, if you give it time. By the
time you’'re my ; at tree’ll be a
giant... This est will belong to
you one day. I your forest.

GRACE
My forest?

SEPTIMUS
Well, it belongs to me, and one day
it’1ll belong to your mummy and your
Auntie Gwen, and then it’1ll be
yours. What do_you think of that?

GRA
Can I giddy up the horse?

1 we’ll hold

INT. CLAPBOARD COTTAGE.

Hannah answers the front door - Septimus holds Grace’s hand.

SEP
Here she is, s sound.

She gets down to Grace’s level.

HANNAH
Did you have a lovely day?
GRACE
(nods, sl I
He gave me the forest.
Hannah’s heart skips a bea looks up at her father,
mouths “thank you.”
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INT. CLAPBOARD COTTAGE. NURSERY. NIGHT.

Hannah sits on the little girl’s bed, listening to her

recount the events from .o
HANNAH

Do you remember the horse’s name?

GRA
(thinking)
Araballa.

HANNAH
Arabella, that’ ght. She’s
lovely. She’'s lends there too
- Samson, and , and Diana.
She’s quite old now, but still very
strong. Did Gr how you the
timber whims s ull?

.

Grace shakes her head. Hannah is filled with hope.

HANNAH (CONT’D)
Oh, my darling. There’s so much T
want to show y 11 love the
forest, I promifse..

i

INT. MOUCHEMORE'S HABERDASHER MORNING.

High up on the walls on a @- rank bolts of cloth -
damasks and muslins, linens_and/cottons. At the far end of
a—row of tables.

the store, CUSTOMERS sit a

Hannah and Gwen sit at a nsidering a bolt of pale
lemon linen in MR. MOUCHEMORE ands. At their side,
fidgeting with a rag doll, is ace, immaculately turned out
in a pink smocked dress.

HAN
What do you think, sweetheart, do you
like the yellow or the red for your
new riding satchel?

—

Grace looks up at the linen - she points to the yellow.

MR. RE
Excellent choice g lady. And
what kind of 11 we have?

EXT. PARTAGEUSE. MAIN STZZE?;;??ﬁNING.
Violet and Isabel walk d e street. It is the first time
Isabel has been out of the house and in public since

returning home. People on the street treat them as lepers,
crossing the street to avoid them.
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ISABEL
I don’'t really feel... Maybe I should
go back home.

VIOL
Nonsense. I won't you acting
like your father - stéwing in the

house all day. You’'re coming with me.
This instant. Come~an...

They continue down the st antil they arrive outside the
Haberdasher’s. FANNY DARNLEY, on her way out of the shop,
gives a little gasp, wide eyed with alarm and relish as
Violet and Isabel go insid

INT. MOUCHEMORE'S HABERDASHERY. MORNING. CONTINUOUS.
The little girl’s eyes d o see who has come in - she
drops the doll, scrambles| down from the chair.

LUCY
Mamma! Mamma! Mamma!

Before anyone can take i is happening, Lucy wraps her
arms around Isabel’s leg 1lds as fast as a crab. Isabel
bundles her up and hugs r, letting the child snuggle into
her neck like the final piece of a jigsaw.

ISAB
(oblivious
Oh, Lucy! Lucy

one else)
ling!

Hannah watches, stricken: humiliated, and despairing at the

magnetic pull Isabel exe race. For the first time, the
enormity of the theft hits her{|.|. Isabel and Lucy are knitted

together like a single being, a world no one can enter.
Struggling to breathe calmly, nah picks up her bag from
the counter and walks stggﬁiiy?%?ward Isabel.

HANNAH

Grace darling. It’s time to come home.

She reaches out to touch the little girl, who screams: a full
throated, murderous cry that bounces off the windows.

LUCY
Mamma, make he y!
THE SMALL CROWD looks on, t N perplexed and the WOMEN
horrified. Lucy continues , with tiny hands on each
side of Isabel’s face, s ting) the words at her as though to
overcome distance or dea annah finally shouts -
HANNAH
Let her go!
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Isabel remains mute. The child still clinging and begging.

HANNAH (CONT'D)

Let go of my Now!
She grabs the child around t ist and pulls.
LuC

(resistingy

56 aming)
No! Let me go! \

my Mamma!

HANNAH
(trying to be hing)
It’'s all right, g. I know you
want to stay, we can't.

Hannah is finally able to pull her away, holding her in a
strong enough grip to st her om wiggling out of her arms
and running away.

ISABEL
How can you be so cruel? You can
see the state she’s in...

Hannah continues to reas daughter on her way out the
door. Gwen follows in a ream.
ISABEL (CONT'D)

Have some common se, if you
can’t have any/kindnegs to her!

At the door, Gwen turns
eyes. She shakes her head ™ €spair and leaves the store.

For a moment, no one sti el stares into thin air, not
daring to move her limbs so a ot to lose the feel of Lucy.

VIOLET
Come on dear...
And with that, they leavg;:::::{

INT. POLICE STATION. CELL_BLOCK,| DAY.

Tom eyes Ralph warily through the bars.

RATLPH

Why are you p her?
TOM

Should have pro her better...
RAL

Nonsense! It’s about time you got
on your feet and did something. For
Christ’s sake, wake yourself up!
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TOM
Ralph, I’'ve had this coming a long time.
Sins catch up with you in the end.

RAL
Enough with the ma dom, son. The
committal hearing’ll be next week...
It’s your life we are talking about.

TOM
What are you suggesting I do?

RALPH

Tell the truth@
TOM

People can only take so much, Ralph.
Izzy was fine until she got mixed up
with me. I sho never let her
come out...

RATPH

She’s a grown woman, Tom. They’ll go
easy on her.

TOM —
They won’t touch her.

RALPH
Tom, please...‘ﬂ!-ﬁh 1d outside of
here hasn’t stopped moving... and you
are running out\of time.
TOM
(thinks a
Could you do m qr?
RALPH

Anything...

TOM[:::::::%;
Could you get me a bit of paper and

a pencil. I want you to deliver her

a letter. :j

EXT. GRAYSMARKS HOME. DA
Ralph stands in the door el takes the letter from him

reluctantly, hand trembling.

RALPH
(gravely)
That man needs lp, Isabel.

He turns to leave.
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ISABEL
And so does my little girl.
He turns to see tears in s. She returns inside,
closing the door behind he

INT. GRAYSMARKS HOME. BEDROOM. DAY.

Back against her closed e stares at the letter. She
raises it to her face tolsm - no trace of Tom. She goes
to her dressing table and picks up some nail scissors and
starts to slit the corner.

A thought freezes her fi rs — opening this letter will let

Tom back into her heart. oes that she will sabotage
any glimmer of hope that she may someday reconcile with her
daughter. She must deny i nd deny him. She puts the scissors
down, and slips the lett a drawer, then closes it

slowly and without a sound.

EXT. PARK. DAY.

Isabel sits on a bench, ' into the distance. The light
has officially gone out er eyes.

By the edge of the park, Gwen passes by, carrying a dress.
She sees Isabel and hurrie t her, but she soon realizes
there’s no risk of Isabe her: she is in a trance.

She gets an idea...

INT. CLAPBOARD COTTAGE. D‘HRﬁEjl DAY.
Pages of a story book are str across the room. Hannah

walks in, carrying a load of laundry, and sees the book -

Grimms’ fairy tales in German -yjtorn to shreds.
HANﬁAH E
Daddy’s book?

What have you done to

She sets down the basket[and drdps to her knees, gathering up
the elaborately illustrated watercolor pages.

HAN 'D)
How could you?

Fearing retribution, Grace scrambles under her bed and curls
up in a ball. But Hannah isn’t angry. She’s devastated.

INT. CLAPBOARD COTTAGE. . A LITTLE LATER.

Hannah sits at the table with Gwen. Heartbroken.
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HANNAH
There’s so little left that’s Frank.

GWE
I know, Hanny. #ﬁgm
doesn’t. She didn'tJdg it on purpose.
(touches her shotlder)
Why don’t you go and lie-down. I’1l1l
take her out.

But Grace

HANNAE
She needs to get used to being in
her own home.

GWEN:;
We’ll just go . He’'ll love it.
And the fresh air will do her good.

HAN
Really, no. I don’'t want -

GWEN
Come on, Hanny. Get some rest...
EXT. STREET. NEAR PARK.

They walk down the street, nearing the entrance to the park.
Lucy carries her satchel and licks a lollipop.

GWE
Are you tired,

The girl cocks her head to one side, noticing the name. She
shakes her head, “no.” E::::le

Gwen sees Isabel in the dista on the same bench.

D )
needs to slow

un ahead to
ollow.

GWEN (CONT
Well your auntj
down. Why don’t you
the benches and I'11

The child does not run, buf amblles, dragging her rag doll on
the ground. Gwen keeps her distance, watching from afar -

Isabel, in a daze, sudde s back to life when she
notices Lucy. She gathers t irl into her arms. The girl
grips her tightly. Isabe around to see where she came
from. She sees Gwen, who nods as if to say, “go on.”

CLOSER IN, Isabel takes in hanges to her daughter: hair
parted on the other side; drepls made of fine muslin; new
shoes with butterflies o kles.
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ISABEL
Oh, you’ve got thin, little one!
You’re skin and bone. You must be a
good girl and Mamma .

Gwen walks up to them - reli to see her niece’s response,
as 1f she is watching a completely different child.

GWE
I better take he I wasn’'t
sure you’'d be

ISABEL

But - I don’t&zgziiiijnd.
GWE

My sister’s a good woman, really she

is. I'1l try ' her again. I
can’'t promise.| [Bé patient. Be patient
and perhaps... But please, don’'t tell

anyone. Hanny wouldn’t understand.
(holds her arms out)
Come on now, Lucy.

The child clings to Isab remnant of the rational
stops Isabel from acting|pn the impulse to snatch her away.

ISABEL
Be good for Mamm

WO
with this lady/r aRnd I’'1l1l see
omise.

you again soon
Gwen smiles, pulling her carefully away.

—
INT. CLAPBOARD COTTAGE. KITCHEﬁkLOUNGE ROOM. DAY.

From the stove where she waits for a teapot, Hannah can see

Grace sit on the lounge room flpor, talking to her pegs.
GWEN (PEG)E

Lucy want a loli?

LUCY (PEC)
(gobbling thin air)
Yum.

GWEN g PE%
I've got a spe ret. Come with

auntie Gwen when Hannah is asleep.
Hannah feels a cold sickn as \she comes closer to the door
to hear. She sees Grace er al|lemon with a handkerchief.

GWEN (PEG) (CONT’D)
Goodnight Hannah.
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LUCY (PEG)
Now we get to visit Mamma in the park.

“Pwoi, pwoi.” TWO PEGS p inst one another with kisses.
ISABEL (ﬁ[

My darling Lucy. Come on,
sweetheart. Off we go to Janus...

And the pegs trot along

The whistle of the kettle startles Lucy - she turns and sees
Hannah in the doorway. She t s the pegs down and smacks
her own hand.

LuC
Bad Lucy!

She then scampers under o her hiding place.

Hannah’'s face fills with horror, then despair. She moves
quickly into the kitchen and turns off the tea water, then
goes outside where Gwen is taking the washing off the line.

From her hiding place, L EAR the two sisters argue
outside this strange, strAnge house.

GWEN (0.S.)
...Because I can’t-hare to see either
of you suffer 4 .. I think you
should give he For the child’s
sake. And for Hanny. For yours.

HANNAH (0.S.)
Never! She’ll e that woman
again as long ;s ? {Ewe. Never!

INT. POLICE STATION. DAY.
Knuckey stands near the goun%er}in the front of the station.

SERGEANT KNUCKEY
It’s not usual procedire to let the
victim’s family members see the
accused, Mrs. Roennfeldt.

Hannah stands across from hi%éiéolding him with a silent,
steady gaze.

HANNAH
I want to see hi ant to look him
in the eye - thé/man jwho killed my
child.

SERGEANT KNUCKEY
Killed your child? Steady now...
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INT. POLICE STATION. CELL BLOCK. DAY.

Tom has risen to his feet, puzzled by the news.

SER KNUCKEY
You're not obliged; course. I can

send her away.

TOM
No... I’'ll see h ank you.

Knuckey walks away. And a few moments later, Hannah enters,
followed by Garstone bearing all wooden chair. He places
it a few feet from the bar

GAR
I can stay here if you prefer?

HAN
There’s no need. I won’'t be long.

Garstone gives one of his pouts, jangles his keys, and
marches back down the corridor.

Hannah stares in silence ' in every inch of Tom, her
anger seethes. He submit o € inspection without flinching.
HANNAH (CONT'D)

Thank you for le ng me see you,
Mr Sherbourne

Tom is shocked by the ci <;;:;>

HANNAH (CONT'D)

I need to knows is really all
your doing.

Tom nods, slowly and gravely. Pain flits across Hannah’'s face.

He gives a slight nod.

HAN T'D)
How could you?

Tom can’t answer - he can onlg shake his head. She is doing
all she can to contain h n.

HANNAH (CONT'D)
Are you sSOrry you did?
The question stabs him. s on the knot in the
floorboard.

TOM
Sorrier than I /gan .
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HANNAH
Didn’t you even think for a moment
that the child might have had a

mother? Didn’t-i r to you that
she might be 1 missed?

Tom’s jaw is rigid.

HANNA QNT'D
Why? If I could E} ta nd why you
did it...
TOM
I really can’'t s I did what I
did.
HANNAH
Try, please.
She deserves the truth, t there is nothing he can say to

her without betraying Isa el.

TOM
Really, I can’t tell you.

She takes a deep breath, [EEEEZES to leave.

TOM (CONT D
Do what you lik
asking forglver
had no choice. oves that little
girl. Show her :

-

The bitterness in Hannah’'s face fades to weary sadness.

HAN&%E:::_J

Frank was a lovely .

She walks slowly back down the forridor.

EXT. PARK. DAY.

Isabel sits on the same bench in the same park. Only this

time,

she isn’t staring off into space. This time,

she looks

around, desperately, eyes searching.

Isabel weighs her next actiom,<. then, starts walking.

INT. CLAPBOARD COTTAGE. LATE

Hannah stands at the stovéx

HANNAH
Grace! Dinner.
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No response. She goes and looks for her in her nursery, sees
a couple of her clothes pegs strewn on the floor. She sees
the sheets hanging over the side of the bed.

HAN T'D)
Grace. I need you gtop hiding
now and come eat for mommy. OK.
HANNZ ONT ' D)

I'm going to count to 5 then I'm

going to have to c get you. 1 -
2 -3 -
She gets on her knees. M rds the bed.
HANNAH NT'D)

- 4 - 5! OK. C

She pulls up the sheet and finds nothing under the bed. Dread
washes over her -

EXT. CLAPBOARD COTTAGE. EE%%ZEﬁﬁ.
Panicked, Hannah opens t front door, searches the perimeter

of her home for Grace. Calls for her. SEES her tricycle lying
on it’s side in the pathwa e light in the sky is falling.

EXT/INT. GRAYSMARKS HOME.<;;:;;XG.

Knuckey and Garstone hammer on the front door. Bill answers.

g

—
SERGEANT JCKEY
Mr. Graysmark.

BILL
Evening Vernons irig Harry. ?

SERGEANT KNUCKEY
We're looking for the Roennfeldt girl.

————]
BILL
Hannah?

SERGEAN_;E ééUCKEY

No, her daught e. She’s gone
missing.

It takes Bill a moment to e he means Lucy.

GAR
Have you got her here?
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BILL
Of course I haven’t got her. Why on
earth...

SER UCKEY
Is your daughter h 9

BIL
Yes.

GARS
Sure?

BILL
Of course I'm e.

Violet comes up behind her husband.

Whatever’s the|l matter?
SERGEANT KNUCKEY

We need to see your daughter, Mrs.
Graysmark. Could you get her please?

VIO
Wait here...

SABEL’S ROOM, but it is empty.

Reluctantly, Violet goes int

VIO
Isabell?

She hurries OUT BACK, where she finds Isabel sitting on the

swinging seat.
VIOLET (CL&T’D)

Isabel! It’s the police... they are

asking for you. {

EXT. GRAYSMARKS HOME. FRONT DOOR. EVENING. MOMENTS LATER.

Isabel stands, flanked bjher parents.

SERGEANT KNUCKEY
(to Isabel
When did you last e her?

VIOLET
She hasn’t been n here since she
came back... we did come across
her, by acciden¥... Mouchemore'’s,
but that’s th ime...
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SERGEANT KNUCKEY
(to Isabel)
That right, Mrs. Sherbourne?

BILL
Of course it’s rig What do you
think she -
ISABEL
(interrupts)
No, Dad. Actuall did see her.
Both parents turn, confused, ocked, worried.

ISAB CONT'D)
At the park, s ago. Gwen
Potts brought her to see me... I
didn’t go looking for her or anything
- Gwen brought me, I swear.
What'’s happening? Where is she?

b

SERGEANT KNUCKEY
I thought you might be able to tell

us that...
(to Bill)
You don’t min earch through
your house, Bill]l?
BILL
Go right ahead
Garstone enters the hous arts searching.
ISABEL
But she’s not
Garstone opens wardrobes and s under beds.
ISABEL (CONT'D)
You're wasting me!
(turns to er)

Dad! We’ve got to find her!
Garstone returns to the haldwayq shaking his head.
SERGEANT KNUCKEY
Thank you. If her, make
sure you let us knéiz:
They turn to leave.

ISABEL
Let me come. I n help.

SERGEANT KNUCKEY
You need to stay here, ma’am.
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The officers leave the worried family behind... Bill can’t
sit idle. Cane in hand, he grabs his jacket and follows.
EXT. PARK. DUSK.

Grace'’s satchel sits on the park bench next to an apple core
with small teeth marks. An have overrun the remains now.
Knuckey picks up the satoks out into the distance...
EXT. TOWN STREETS. VARIOUS.

Darkness seeps into the ights begin to twinkle in the

gloom. PEOPLE WITH LANTERNS search the bush - not just
POLICE, but MEN FROM POTTS’S TIMBER MIILIL, MEN FROM HARBOR AND

LIGHTS. Bill is also outiiﬁgiézgg a lantern, as 1s Septimus.
Both “Grace” and “Lucy” fill the air, though only one child
is lost.

Creatures of the night awaken - the owls, the crickets, the
snakes - and begin to hunt in the inky landscape.

INT. POLICE STATION. CEIiiBLOCK. NIGHT.

Alone in his cell, Tom heaz
outside. “Lucy? Lucy, aré¢
you, Grace?”

ices carried on the air
\ere?” Then “Grace? Where are

TOM
Sergeant?

There is a rattling of keys, i;gn Constable Lynch appears.

TOM (CONT'D
What’s going on?

CONSTABLE
The little girl’s gone missing. Ran
off, by the looks of

TOM
How the hell di happen?
CON NCH
No idea.
TOM
Let me help. I "t\Jjust sit here.
The look on Lynch’s face ply enough.
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CONSTABLE LYNCH
I'1l let you know if I hear
anything. Best I can do.

And he turns and leaves.[ ;Eg l

TOM
Oh for crying out loud! Where do you

think I'm goin Constable!
METAL CLANGS and he’s gohe+Tems alone again with the voices.

EXT. ROCKS BY BEACH. NIGP@

Clutching her drawing, o and Dadda and the light, the
child has spotted the light of Janus, out to sea. Though
there’s something not qui ight. The flash has a red beam
between the white ones. follows it.

Down toward the water she heads, where the swell has picked
up for the night and the waves have taken the shore hostage.
The sound of the waves drowns out the voices of the adults
looking for her. The wind picks up. The water churns.

She climbs over slippery| Focks - every step takes the little
girl closer to the light}|(out in the ocean.

INT. CLAPBOARD COTTAGE.
Hannah kneels, eyes clos ing softly.

HANNAH
Keep her safe, rotect her and
save her. You've sa her before.
I promise you that ill put her
first from now on... If you’ll only

save her again... I omise I will do
what’s right £ . I'11 give her
back...

EXT. TOWN STREETS. NEAR JETTY. NIGHT.

Vernon Knuckey searches alone, carrying his lantern, which

takes a swing at the dar ach of his steps. The beam of
light falls on a pale patch e almost misses it, catches it
out of the corner of one : beam tracks back, finds a

little leg, a shoe.

It’'s Grace - curled up as P th her drawing, in a hollow
of the rocks.

I3
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EXT/INT. CLAPBOARD COTTAGE. NIGHT.

A kicking at the door. Hannah opens it, eyes agape -

Before her stands Sergeagigiiéégky with Grace’s body in his
arms, her limbs floppy. Hanna nges for her.

ANT KNUCKEY

Fast asleep. A_mogiakripped over
her down on the P She’s got
O

nine lives, thi for sure...

4

Hannah barely registers ;zgiiiiiugs her sleeping daughter.
INT. CLAPBOARD COTTAGE. BEDROOM. NIGHT.

Hannah lies beside Grace[i listening to every breath
she makes. THUNDER CLAPS||waking the child. She looks

sleepily at Hannah - a moment between them - then snuggles
closer, leaving Hannah to weep silently.

EXT. JANUS. EVENING. MINDSCREEN.

The woomph of the oil vappr ignites into brilliance at the
touch of Tom’s match.

INT. GRAYSMARKS HOME. KI] IORNING.

Violet sits beside Isabel, ding her hand, looking at the
fingernails, bitten to the quick. Rain pelts the window.

ISA&EL !
She could have died/And it’s my

fault. Oh Mom... she could have died.

VIO
Yes... But she’s alive... And she’s

safe.
ISABEL —

What have I done?

The question wasn’t rhetoric She is searching for a
mirror, something to sho t she could not see.

VIOLET
Can’'t say that w me as much as
what you’re doi no

Isabel looks up at her mother, desperate for guidance.
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VIOLET (CONT’D)
If you think things are bad now,
they’1ll be a whole lot worse if you

don’t speak u ... He’'s still
your husband. TLu S [young - she’s
got people to care her, and give

her a good life. Tom got no one -
unless you want to see Tom in jail,

She can’t finish the sentence
VIOLET 'D)
I don’'t think t ch time...

INT. POLICE STATION. CELL BLOCK. EARLY MORNING.

A BLACK HOUSE SPIDER weaVes it’s web in the corner of Tom’s
cell. The storm is building outside his cell. Sergeant
Knuckey approaches Tom’s cell.

SERGEANT KNUCKEY
Spragg will be here within the
hour... Anythi ant to tell
me? This is your last chance...

TOM
No thanks.

SERG I@ UCKEY
Once you're in\albany, there’ll be

nothing I can do for you.
Tom makes no response. K ives him a look, sighs. Then
turns and leaves.

INT. GRAYSMARKS HOME. MORNING.

Isabel pulls on her raincoat and heads through the lounge
room, she kisses her father on her cheek as she passes by.

BILI::]

Where are you going?

ISA
I have to go to t lice station.

BILL
What on earth for?2

ISAB
I need to see nt Knuckey.
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BILL
But it’s bucketing down. Wait till
it stops, at least.

She heads down the passage the front door...

4

ISABEL
I'll be all right.

14

She opens it, and is start =hs\ a SILHOUETTE in the doorway,
about to ring the bell -
The figure, soaked with rain,—3is Hannah. Isabel stands
speechless. Hannah keeps eyess on a bowl of roses on the
table behind Isabel and aks gquickly...

i

HANNAH
I've come to s
say it and go.
please...

hing. Just to
sk me anything,

]

Isabel listens...

HANNAH (CONT'’D)

I know that my, r isn’'t coming
back to me. I dan see that now. After
last night T alized, she can live
without me, even if I can’t live
without her. I c punish her for
what happened. can’t punish
you for your decisions.

i

Isabel begins to protest,

HAN 'D)
Grace loves you. Pe ps she belongs
to you.

(pushing the words out)

But I need to know that justice is
done. If you swear td |me that this
was all your ki doing - swear
on your life - then 11 let Grace
come live with you.

§

T

ISABEL
(by sheer reflex)
I swear.

Hannah feels a sisterhoo sabel at this moment.

it

HANNAH
OK. As long as y
against that m
he’s safely 1lo
come back to

e evidence
as soon as
y, Grace can

Suddenly, Hannah is in tears - she rushes away.
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Isabel stands, dazed - wonders if it was a dream.

Lightning strikes. Isabel looks through the fly-wire door and
sees Hannah'’s wet footpri the veranda. The thunder
rolls in and shakes the ro

BILL (O.S.
I thought you were going to the

police station
She turns, see’s her fathe Ading at the end of the hallway.

BILL (CONT'D)
I thought you’d y gone. What
happened?

ISABEL

There’s lightnfn%: |

INT. POLICE STATION. VARIOUS. DAY.

Sergeant Spragg opens the door, walks through the station
with urgency. He is dripping wet from the rainstorm outside.
Sergeant Knuckey interce '

SERGEANT KNUCKEY
Not the best weather for the boat...

SER

EANT SPRAGG
Captain Addicoh I

nake it.

-

He opens the door to the ce plock. Tom rises.

SER GG (CONT'D)
Garstone, open the 1.

Harry Garstone fishes for his keys to open Tom’s cell. Tom
exchanges a silent stare off wi Spragg.

INT. GRAYSMARKS HOME. BEDROOM. Y.

Isabel is curled in a ball on helr bed. She is sobbing. Unable
to resist it’s call any longer, she edges to the drawer, and
takes out Tom’s letter. She opens it, slowly... Reads...
“Isabel, love,

I couldn’'t go on the way things were - I couldn’'t live with
myself. I'm sorrier than I'l ver be able to say for hurting

you. We each get a little t 1ife, and if this ends up
being how my turn went, it/will)|still have been worth it. My
time should have been up go. To have met you, when I

thought life was over, and been loved by you - if I lived
another hundred years I couldn’'t ask for better than that.
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All I can do 1is ask God, and ask you, to forgive me for the
harm I've caused. I will always be your loving husband,

Tom."

INT. GRAYSMARKS HOME. DAY.

Isabel opens her door and leaves her house, this time not
saying goodbye to her pare Iizk‘he leaves without a raincoat,

without an umbrella.

EXT. PARTAGEUSE. VARIOUS. .

The clouds hurl down water, ing the town to it’s very
core. The water springs off the church roof and, through the

mouth of a gargoyle, onta:E§E:?§W grave of Frank Roennfeldt.
It rushes down the war memoria

A
The town has gone quiet...

Except the lone car driving down towards the jetty.

INT. CAR. CONTINUOUS. DA%.

Tom sits in the back, cuffed, between Knuckey and Spragg.
Garstone drives through the—r=a

INT. POLICE STATION. DAY.

Isabel swings open the doors to the station. Constable Lynch

stands at the counter. E::::iﬂ:
ISABEL

I need to see my husband.

CON YNCH
He'’'s gone.

ISA
Where 1is he'°

EXT. JETTY. POINT PARTAG .

Ralph waits at the end o e jetty on the Windward Spirit.
The ocean swell sends the boat on a dangerous rise.

AT THE END OF THE JETTY - m 1s| escorted out of the car.

Tom’s eyes meet Ralph’s. Ralph can’t hold his gaze, it’'s all
too much to take in. Both men’s bodies sink, defeated.
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Spragg pulls Tom on, as if walking him to the gallows.

They reach the boat and struggle to board with the waves.

There is A NEW DECK HAND g Ralph this day.
TOM

Where'’s Blue?

RALF
Couldn’t make it

Spragg follows Tom on board. They turn back to the shore

where Knuckey stands to send off...
Something catches Tom'’s ention - in the distance, a police
car pulls up to the jettys or opens and a small figure

comes out. He recognizes the outline immediately. Isabel.

She dares not move - criEEE%5:%9 fear, regret, shame.

Tom, too, is frozen. He realizes that Isabel is righting the
path. And he can’t allow her to do that. He turns away from
the shoreline, to Spragg -

TOM
We need to go. ]

Isabel watches him turn away from her.

She starts walking toward ship, slowly at first,

gradually picking up her pace until she is running.

ISABEL (CE@T 'D)

Tom!
ON THE SHIP, Tom calls to Ralphy
TOM i

Cast off! Now!

But it’s too late. Isabel—arriwvels at the ship, out of breath.
Knuckey stands in her way. Tom can’t look at her.

TOM ON
Don’'t, Isabel. Dop’t say a word.

ISABEL
I - I just want to y goodbye...

Knuckey relents, lets he n board. She steps onto the boat

and puts her arms around n this embrace, it’s as if
both of their bodies are brought back to life.
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ISABEL (CONT'D)
Tom! Oh Tom!

Her body shakes despite gth of his hold.
TOM
Shh, Izz, shh. It’s all right. It’'s

all right.

It’s not true nore—of it’s true!

(turns to Knuckey)
Frank was dead whe he boat washed
up. It was my i keep Lucy. I
stopped him fr reporting the boat.
It’'s my fault.

Tom holds her tight, kisses the top of her head.
TOM

Shh... Isabel. Just leave things
be. Don’'t say any more.

Knuckey shakes his head. Spragg is at a loss. Ralph relieved.

INT. CLAPBOARD COTTAGE. LERNING.

Hannah sits in the lounge reem across from Knuckey. To her

surprise, she feels more han anger.
HANNAE

She said that?

SER UCKEY
(nods)
She was a decent girl-before she went

out to Janus. Being qut in that
island didn’t do her |dany good at all.
Not sure it do e any good.

HANNAH

So what happens—to them now?

SERGEANT KNUCKEY
They’1ll go to

Hannah stands up, walks ntle.

HANNAH
For how long?

SER NUCKEY

Long enough to think about what
they’ve done.
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HANNAH
You think they need jail for that?

CKEY
We're all respon for our actionmns,
Ms. Roenfeldt. If w ross certain
lines, there needs to be consequence -

otherwise -
But she isn’t really lisiijuiiigao him - she’s looking at the

family picture on the mantle - the one from the christening -
the one with her father holding baby Grace - the one where
Frank stands in the backgr ~smiling that Frank smile.
Hannah stares at him, her ack to Knuckey as he expounds on
the virtues of punishmen

1nterrup
And what if I oke for them? Asked

for clemency?

SERGEANT KNUCKEY
(utterly confused)

Why...? Why W‘\EE#TLIdO that?
HANNAH

- what would happen then?
SERG UCKEY

F \
Depending on -@-' ... there’d be

fines. A few months—jail time, maybe.
But -

She turns back to him, interrﬁ%ﬁs.

HANNAH

Thank you very much, ergeant. I'm
sure you can fji way out.

He stands, noticing the picture on the mantle. He knows her

mind is made up, but can!’ ly understand why - what
secret did she see in th e? He tips his hat. She

watches him walk through the door into a dazzle of daylight.

EXT. CLAPBOARD COTTAGE. @

The sun burns the last of the clouds away. Knuckey has gone.

Hannah goes outside, lays n her belly in the grass. The
strength of the sun saps r engrgy. Exhausted, half aware of
the bees and the scent o delions next to her, she

finally sleeps.
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EXT. POTTS’'S TIMBER MILLS. STABLE. MORNING.
Septimus guides his granddaughter’s hand, grooming the horse.
SEPTT

Tell you who used e a good rider -
my Hannah when she was little. She

was good at everything as a little
one. Always ke on my toes, just
like you.

He tousles her hair.

SEPTI NT'D)
My saving Grac ou are.
GRACE

No, I'm Lucy!

SEP{iMUS
You were called Grace the day you
were born.

GRACE
But I want to

He eyes her up, taking t measure of her.

Tell you what,
difference and
Grace. Shake hs

She thinks about it. Then shakes...

EXT. CLAPBOARD COTTAGE. LATE jiL.

A shadow crosses over Hannah'’'s sleeping face. She opens her
eyes to find Grace standi w feet away. Hannah sits up,
smooths her hair, disoriented.

SEPTIMUS
Princess, why don‘t_ydu tell Hannah
all about the birds you saw. How many
did you see?

The little girl hesitates. éé

SEPTIMUS (CONT'D)
Go on, remember how you counted
them on your fi
She holds up her hands.

LUCY-GRACE
Six.
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SEPTIMUS
You stay here and tell Hannah all
about that greedy seagull we saw...

He disappears inside. Lu y~"ﬂ3ﬂ- sits on the grass a few feet
from Hannah. Her blonde hair™sgkiines in the sun.

HANNAH
Shall we make ' chain?

LuC
What'’s a daisy train?

HANNA
(smiles)
Chain. Here, e you a crown.

She starts picking the dandelions beside her. She shows the
girl how to pierce a ste r thumbnail and thread the
next stem through it. She| watches her daughter’s hands as
they move.

A lightness fills her chest, as if a great breath has rushed
though her.

EXT. HOPETOUN. FARMHOUSE[lMANY YEARS LATER.

A wide bay nearly four hundred miles east of Partaguese. A

small house stands on a d just inland, looking down over
the sweep of beach below é

SUPER - “HOPETOUN, 28th A

INT. FARMHOUSE. DAY. !

The clock chimes. As Tom ties his tie, a stranger with gray

hair catches a glimpse of him, gust a flick of an eye, then

he remembers it’'s himselgzéﬁzgé% mirror. His suit hangs more
ere|

loosely on his frame, an s a gap between the collar
and the neck inside of it.

Through the window, the waves rilse, sacrificing themselves in
a blizzard of white, far out to sea.

INT. HOSPITAL. DAY. 22

Tom sits by Isabel’s bedside, holding her hand.

ISABE
Are you sorry ev met me, Tom?

TOM
I was born to meet you. That’s what
I was put here for.
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He looks at the sunspots on her hand, and notices how the
ring moves loosely on the skin between the knuckles.

TOM 4
Is there anythin ou (want to ask me?
Anything you want o tell you?
ISABEL
(attempts e)

l1t’s nearly

Means you must thi
over...

TOM
(holds her

Or maybe that just finally
ready to talk.

ISABEL
It’'s all right s nothing
more I need, .

Tom strokes her hair, looking a long while into her eyes. He
puts his forehead to hers, and they stay, unmoving until her
breathing changes, growing more ragged.

IS 'D)
What if God doesn’t forgive me?

TOM
It’s about

The letter... you’ll look after it?

TOM
Yes, Isabel. I’'ll logk after it.

ISABEL

I'm not going to say |[goodbye, in case
God hears and i I'm ready to go.

She squeezes his hand.

1
INT. FARMHOUSE. DAY.
Tom sits alone in an empty, ent house. Outside the window,
he sees a plume of dust, I out in the sky, signaling the

arrival of a car. Tom stands to get a better look.
EXT. FARMHOUSE. DAY.

Tom comes out the front door. SEES - A WOMAN emerges from the
car, taking a moment to smooth down her blonde hair.
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TOM
Afternoon... You lost?
WOMAN
I hope not... \q for the
Sherbourne’s propexiy. Tom and
Isabel?
TOM
You’'ve found iom Sherbourne.
WOMAN
(tentative smi
Then I'm not los name’s Lucy-
Grace Rutherford: Roennfeldt as was.
(smiles a
I'm Lucy.
TOM

(almost tg |himself)
Lucy...? Lulu Eighthouse?

LUCY-GRACE
I hope I haven'’t intruded.

Tom shakes his head. [f:::::j

LUCY-GRACE (CONT'D)
Wait. I’ve broug something to
show you.

in the front seat, and
her face a mixture of tenderness

She returns to the car, ks
returns carrying a bassin
and pride.

LUCY= CONT'D)
This is Christopher y little boy.
He'’s three months old.

Peeping out from the blanket, T sees a child who so exactly
resembles Lucy as a baby ingle creeps through him.

INT. FARMHOUSE. DAY. 1

Tom brings in a tray with a teapot and cups, as Lucy-Grace

sits looking out at the e baby beside her in the
basket.

TOM
How did you hear? About Isabel?

LUCY CE
Mom told me. W, wrote Ralph
Addicott, to let him know how ill she
was, he went to see my mother. I wish
I would have made it... before...
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She lets the words trail off, looks out at the distant water.

LUCY-GRACE (CONT’D)

I couldn’t co . I had to
wait for Mom to.=—well, to give
her blessing, I su €.nn

She smooths her skirt. Tom watches her, catching flashes of

her younger face. h
LUCY_GRACE | CONT'D)

I’'ve thought about you both so often,

over the years... emember some
things. At least nk I do... a
bit like snatc from a dream... I

remember being shoulders. And
playing the piano. But it’s all sort
of jumbled together...

TOM
She left something for you...

He goes to the camphor chest, reaches inside, takes the
envelope. Hands it to Lucy-Grace. She holds it a moment
before opening it..

“My Darling Lucy, !

It has been such a long time
you, and I've stuck to m

promised I'd stay away from
however hard that was for me.

I'm gone now, which is wt
me joy because it means tha
up hope that you would.

In the chest are some of the ;igliest things of yours - things
from that lost part of your 1lire. I kept them safe for you -

in case you came in search of it.

ave this letter. And it brings
you came to find us. I never gave

You are a grown woman nows e life has been kind to you. I
hope that you can forgive me fox keeping you. And for letting

you go.

—
Know that you have always been beloved.”

She sets down the letter back emotions, opens the
chest, revealing fragments o ime, of a life - knitted
booties, satin bonnet, B ar Atlas. Tom feels a pang

as he remembers the day she gave it to him.

She sees the long dedicati ide. “Forever and ever and
ever and ever...” A tear ails) |down her cheek.
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LUCY-GRACE
I never had the chance to say thank
you. To you and... Mamma, for saving

me, and takingE52§§§§GOd care of me.
TOM
There’s nothing to thank us for.
The baby starts to cry, ce bends down to pick him up.
LUCY-GRACE

Shh, shh, bubba. You'’re all right,
bunny rabbit.

She rocks him up and dowiigntil the crying subsides.

LUCY-GRACE (CONT’D)
Do you want to_hold him?
TOM !
I'm a bit out of practice these days.

LUCY-GRACE
Go on.

She passes the little bu € gently into his arms.

1

TOM

(smiling)
Well, look at
mummy when she
you? Same nose

blue eyes.

The child holds him with a serious gaze, long forgotten

sensations flood back. H the crack in his voice.
TOM (CONTL

Oh, Isabel would have loved to meet

you. She would have just loved you.
Lucy-Grace looked at hert%g%gggf

LUCY-GRACE
I'd better be headingjoff, I suppose.
Don’t want to be driving in the dark.

TOM
Of course... Shal elp you put
the things in That is, If
you’d like to take them. I’1l1l
understand if you’d rather not.

He hands the baby back to/her.
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LUCY-GRACE
I don’'t want to take them... Because
that way we’ll have an excuse to come
back. One day ybe.

4

EXT. FARMHOUSE. LATE AFTERNOON.
The sun is just a sliver ring above the waves as Tom
lowers himself into the ol mer chair on the veranda.
Beside him, on Isabel’s - e cushions she made,
embroidered with stars and a sickle moon.

7y
i

He still aches for Isabel. ars he fought off in front
of Lucy now trail down his/ face.

B

He watches the ocean surrender to night, knowing that the
light will reappear.

DNILJO T 1
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