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FADE | N:

EXT. CHURCH -- N GHT

Far above the lights of the city, and far below the flying
cl ouds that shadow it, sits the dark silhouette of a church
agai nst the hori zon.

SUPER: London -- Decenber 31, 1844

The towering, steepled church grows closer as the night
grows dar ker

Weak flashes of lightning are foll owed by distant RUMBLI NGS
OF LOW THUNDER.

Qur narrator is an Englishman.

NARRATOR (V. Q)
There are not many people -- and |
beg it to be noticed that | extend
this observation to all conditions
of people: those growi ng up, as
wel | as those growi ng down again --

there are not many people, | say,
who woul d care to sleep in a
chur ch.

| NT. CHURCH -- DAY
A heavy MAN is nodding off during a crowded church service.
A mnister’s VOCE IS DRONING ON in the distance.

The dozing man, his head bowed slightly, eyes closed as if
in prayer, suddenly SNORES LOUDLY.

Al CHURCHGCERS turn to | ook

The man awakens with a SNORT, shocked to see everyone
staring at him A CH LD G GAES.

NARRATOR (V. O, CONT' D)
| don’t nean at sernon tinme in warm
weat her, when the thing has
actually been done, once or
twce. ..



EXT. CHURCH -- N GHT
There is a bright flash of |ightning.

NARRATOR (V. O, CONT' D)
...but in the night...

The lightning is followed by a m ghty CRASH OF THUNDER

NARRATOR (V. O., CONT' D)
...and al one.

EXT. CHURCHYARD -- N GHT

The wi nd bl ows through the old churchyard, over and around
anci ent, crunbling gravestones, toward the church and up to
t he ol d door.

The wi nd does not stop there, but pushes the door open, and
moves fluidly as a ghost through the doorway and into the
chur ch.

| NT. CHURCH -- CONTI NUOUS
The wi nd bl ows past w ndows and doors, MOANI NG as it goes.
NARRATOR (V. Q)
For the night wind has a di snal
trick of wandering ’round and

"round a building of that sort, and
noani ng as it goes.

St al ki ng through the church aisles, the wind WAILS.

diding around pillars and noving up past a great pipe
organ, the wi nd MJTTERS.

Soaring up to the roof, the HOALING wind tries to rend the
rafters, then flings itself upon the stones far bel ow

The wind WHI SPERS as it creeps along the church walls.

At times it breaks out shrilly as with LAUGHTER, and | ater
it MOANS and CRIES as if |amenting.



I NT. AT THE ALTAR -- CONTI NUOUS

As if reading at lightning speed, the wind ruffles through
t he pages of a huge open Bible.

NARRATOR (V. Q)
Heaven preserve us, sitting snugly
"round the fire -- it has an awf ul
voi ce, that wind at m dnight,
singing in a church! The wi nd seens
to LAUGH, or CRY, or both.

A great gust finishes the Bible and SLAMS it shut.
For a nonment, there is SILENCE

Then, a single TOLL OF A FARAVWAY BELL is heard.

EXT. CHURCH STEEPLE -- N GHT

Suddenly a blast of air ROARS and WHI STLES past, and the
great CHHMES RING as if to wake the dead.

The wnd twirls a GROANI NG weat her cock.
The very tower seens to shake and shiver
The bel fry CRACKLES and heaves.

The huge BELLS CHI ME in the gale.

| NT. BELL TOWER -- CONTI NUQUS

Shabby bird nest stuffing is blown out of cracks and corners
of ol d oaken joists.

A fat spider swings wildly to and fro in its web fromthe
w nd and vibration of the bells.

NARRATOR (V. Q)
H gh up in the steeple of an old
church is a wild and dreary place
at night...

There are flashes of |ightning and CRASHES OF THUNDER

NARRATOR (V. O., CONT' D)
...and high up in the steeple of an
old church dwell the chines | tel
of . Far and wi de they may be heard
upon the wind. They pour their

( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 4.

NARRATOR (V. O., CONT'D) (cont’d)
notes into a listening ear right
royally, and are bent on being
heard on storny nights.

EXT. ROAD I N LONDON -- N GHT

TROTTY VECK is trotting down the road on a storny night.
Trotty is 60 years old, with a head of white, w ndbl own
hai r.

NARRATOR (V. Q)
The bells have been known to beat a
bl ustering Nor’wester "all to
fits," as Trotty Veck woul d say.

Trotty turns and speaks directly to us.

TROTTY
Aye, all to fits!

He turns away and continues trotting down the road.

NARRATOR (V. Q)
And Trotty Veck should know. He
stands all day long, and into the
ni ght, just outside the church
door, as he is a porter, and waits
there for jobs.

EXT. CHURCH DOOR -- DAY

On a blustery winter day, Trotty stands waiting beside the
church door

The wind tears around the corner as if it has sallied forth
just to have a blow at him

NARRATOR (V. Q)
And a goose-ski nned, bl ue-nosed,
red- eyed, stony-toed,
tooth-chattering place it is to
wait in the winter tine.

Sonmehow the wi nd catches Trotty’ s apron up over his head,
and he westles with it, his feeble little cane waving in
hi s hand.

Finally Trotty wins the battle with the apron and snoot hes
it back in place.

Then, Trotty's feet begin a little dance.

( CONTI NUED)
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He starts an even trot up and down in front of the church to
war m hi nsel f.

NARRATOR (V. O., CONT' D)
They call him"Trotty" because of
his pace. He could wal k faster
per haps, or slower, but rob him of
his trot, and Trotty would take to
his bed and die.

Trotty blows on his chilly hands and rubs them agai nst each
ot her.

Poorly defended fromthe cold by threadbare mttens, Trotty
continues to trot, with his knees bent and his cane beneath
his arm

Suddenly, the CH MES BEA N TO RI NG agai n.

Trotty trots out into the road to | ook up at the belfry
where the chinmes hang. He stares with his nouth open at the
st eepl e.

The BELLS FINISH RING NG and Trotty slowy cones out of his
trance.

He trots back to his nook beside the church door.

NARRATOR (V. O, CONT' D)
Being but a sinple man, Trotty
invests the chines with a strange
and sol erm character

Trotty blows on his hands and rubs them together.

Fromtine to tinme he makes an excursion out to trot up and
back in front of the church to warm hinsel f.

NARRATOR (V. O, CONT' D)
They seemto himso nysterious, so
hi gh up, so far off, so full of
such a deep and strong nel ody, that
Trotty regards the chines with a
ki nd of awe.

Trotty | ooks up toward the bells, staring at the dark
arched wi ndows in the tower.

NARRATOR (V. O, CONT' D)
And sonetines when he | ooks up, he
hal f expects to be beckoned by
sonet hing which is not a bell, and
yet is what he has heard so often
soundi ng in the chines.



EXT. STREET IN FRONT OF THE CHURCH -- DAY
At mdday, Trotty is trotting back and forth in the col d.

Hs friend, CHILL, a man around Trotty s age but bald as an
egg, sits on the steps of a house beside the church.
Cccasionally Chill takes a large drink froma small flask.

The BELLS BEGA N TO TOLL THE NOON HOUR, and Trotty stops to
wat ch the tower.

NARRATOR (V. Q)
In short, the chinmes are often in
Trotty’'s ears, and often in his
t houghts, and always in his good
opi ni on.

The [ast STRI KE OF TWELVE SOUNDS

TROTTY
D nner tine, eh?

Trotty' s nose and eyelids are red. H's shoul ders are very
near his ears, and his | egs seemstiff.

He uses his mttened hand |i ke a boxing glove, and puni shes
his chest for being cold.

Chill, who is dressed no nore warmy than Trotty, has a rosy
glow, warned by the fire in his little bottle.

TROTTY ( CONT' D)
There’s nothing nore regular in its
comng 'round than dinnertine, and
nothing less regular in its comng
"round than dinner. It’s took ne a
long tine to find that out.

CHI LL
| wonder whether it would be worth
any gentleman’s while to buy that
observation for the papers?

Trotty gravely shakes his head and takes a dirty newspaper
fromhis pocket, holding it at arnm s | ength.

TROTTY

Why, Lord, the papers is full of
observations as it is! Here's | ast
week’ s paper now, full of
observations. | like to know the
news as well as any man...

(folding the paper and putting

it back in his pocket)

( CONTI NUED)
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...but it alnbst goes against the
grain with ne to read a paper these
days. It frightens nme al nost. |
don’t know what we poor people are

comng to.

CHI LL
One way or other, we fill the
papers.

Trotty continues to trot backward and forward, nusing as he
goes.

TROTTY

It seens as if we can’t go right,
or do right, or be righted. | can't
make out whether we have any
busi ness on the earth or not.
Sonetinmes | think we nust have -- a
little, and sonmetinmes | think we
must be intruding. I am not even
able to make up ny mnd whet her
there is any good at all in us, or
whet her we are born bad.

(sighing and shaki ng his head)
W seemto give a good deal of
troubl e.

CHI LL

Lord wll that we conme to sonething
better in the New Year nigh upon
us. Wiich remnds ne, |I’ve got to
find a meal soon, or I'll mss the
New Year altogether! Good day to
ye, Trotty. And if | don’'t see you
before the norrow, a happy New Year
to you and your dear little Meqg!

Chill rises with sone difficulty.
Trotty answers, but he is not smling.
TROTTY
A happy New Year, Chill, to you as
wel | .
Chill slowly hobbles away.

Trotty speaks to hinmself mournfully, his sight directed a
| ong way off.

( CONTI NUED)
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TROTTY ( CONT’ D)
Tal k of a New Year! Supposing it
should really be that we have no
right to a New Year...supposing we
really ARE intruding --

Hi s thoughts are interrupted by the voice of a young | ady.

MEG (O S.)
Why, Fat her!

Trotty is startled out of his dark musing to find hinself
face to face with his daughter, MEG | oo0king close into her
bri ght eyes.

Despite the 20 years of work and poverty on which they have
| ooked, Meg’s eyes bear a cal mradi ance and beam wi th hope.

Trotty squeezes Meg' s face between his hands and ki sses her
l'ips.

TROTTY
Why, pet, what’'s to do? | didn't
expect you today, Meg.

Meg nods and smil es.

MVEG
Neither did | expect to cone,
Fat her, but here I am And not
al one, not al one!

Trotty | ooks curiously at a covered basket Meg is carrying.

TROTTY
Why, you don’t nean to say that you

MEG
Smell it, Father -- only snell it!

Trotty lifts up the cover in a great hurry. Putting a hand
on each knee, he bends down his nose to the basket and
inhales slowly. The grin on Trotty’'s face expands in the
process.

TROTTY
It’s tripe!
MEG
And you' Il say in half a mnute

it’s the best tripe ever stewed!

( CONTI NUED)
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She starts setting up the neal for Trotty on the steps of
t he house beside the church.

MEG ( CONT' D)
And so I’'Il lay the cloth at once.
There’s no law to prevent ne, is
t here, Father?

TROTTY
Not that | know of, ny dear. But
they’ re always a-bringing up sone
new | aw or ot her.

VEG
And we poor people are supposed to
know them all. My goodness ne, how

cl ever they think us!
She finishes the food preparations.

MEG ( CONT’ D)
Make haste, for there’s a hot
pot at o besi des. Then here it is,
all ready. And beautiful it |ooks!
Cone, Fat her.

He trots to her side. As Trotty is stooping to sit on the
steps, the CH MES RI NG

Trotty pulls off his hat and | ooks up toward the bells.

TROTTY
Anen!

VEG
Amen to the bells, Father?

Trotty takes his seat on the steps.

TROTTY
They broke in |like a grace, ny
dear. They’' d say a good one, | am
sure, if they could. Many’' s the
kind thing they say to ne.

Meg | aughs as she sets a knife and fork beside Trotty.
He begins eating with great vigor.
VEG

The bells speak to you, Father?
Vel | !

( CONTI NUED)
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TROTTY
Seemto, nmy pet. And where’'s the
difference? If | hear 'em what
does it matter whether they speak
or not?

He points at the tower with his fork and is becom ng nore
ani mat ed under the influence of dinner.

TROTTY ( CONT' D)
Way bl ess you, ny dear, how often
have | heard them bel |l s say,
"Trotty Veck, Trotty Veck, keep a
good heart, Trotty Veck!"

VEG
Well, | never!

TROTTY
And when things is very bad indeed,
| nmean, at the worst, then it’s,
"Trotty Veck, Trotty Veck, job
com ng soon, Trotty Veck." That

way.
VEG
(wth a touch of sadness)
And a job conmes -- at |ast, Father.
TROTTY

Al ways. Never fails.

Busy eating, he | ooks up and notices Meg sitting opposite
hi m

Her arns are folded, and she watches Trotty’'s progress with
a smle of happiness.

Suddenly Trotty drops his knife and fork.

TROTTY ( CONT’ D)
Wiy, Lord forgive nel My dove! Meg!
Wiy didn’t you tell ne what a beast
| am

MVEG
Fat her ?

TROTTY
Sitting here, cramm ng and
stuffing, and gorging nyself, and
you before nme there, never so much
as breaki ng your precious fast, nor
wanting to, when --

( CONTI NUED)
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Meg interrupts him | aughing.

VEG
But | have broken it, Father, al
to bits. | have had ny dinner.

TROTTY
Nonsense. Two dinners in one day?
It aint possible! You mght as
well tell ne that two New Year’s
Days wi |l cone together.

VEG
| have had ny dinner, Father, for
all that. And if you'll go on with
yours, 1’1l tell you how and where,
and how your dinner cane to be
brought, and -- and sonething el se
besi des.

Trotty still appears incredul ous, but Meg | ooks into his
eyes, and, laying her hand on his shoul der, notions himto
go on.

Trotty takes up his knife and fork again and goes to work,
but nore slowy than before, and shaking his head as if he
is not at all pleased with hinself.

Meg speaks after a little hesitation.

MEG ( CONT' D)
| had ny dinner, Father, with --
with Richard. H s dinner tine was
early, and as he brought his dinner
wi th hi mwhen he cane to see ne, we
-- we had dinner together.

She waits for Trotty to say sonething.

After a nonent, Trotty realizes what Meg is waiting for, and
he speaks, because she wait ed.

TROTTY
Oh!

VEG
And Ri chard says, Father...

She st ops.

TROTTY
What does Ri chard say, Meg?

( CONTI NUED)
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MEG
Ri chard says, Father...

She stops again.

TROTTY
Richard’s a long tine saying it.

Meg continues, lifting up her eyes and speaking with a
trenble in her voice.

MVEG
Ri chard says, another year is
nearly gone, and..

FLASHBACK BEGQ NS:

EXT. STEP OUTSI DE TROTTY AND MEG S DOOR -- DAY
Earlier that day, RICHARD is sitting on the step beside Mug.

Richard is a powerful, handsone young man with eyes that
sparkl e and black hair that curls around his tenples. He is
in the mdst of a serious conversation with Meg.

Rl CHARD
...and where is the use of waiting
on fromyear to year when it is
unlikely we shall ever be better
off than we are now? W are poor
now, and we shall be poor |ater,
but we are young now, and years
will make us old before we know it.
And how hard, to grow old and die
and think we m ght have cheered and
hel ped each other. How hard in al
our lives to |l ove each other, to
see each ot her working, changing,
growi ng old and gray, and grieving
apart.

FLASHBACK ENDS

EXT. STEPS OF THE HOUSE BY THE CHURCH -- DAY
Meg continues relating Richard’s words to Trotty. She speaks

sonetines with a LAUGH, and sonetines with a SOB, and
sonetinmes with a LAUGH AND SCB t oget her

( CONTI NUED)
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MEG
Even if | got the better of it and

forgot him which I never could, oh
Fat her, how hard to have a heart so

full as mne is now, and live to
have it slowy drained of every
drop, without the recollection of

one happy nonent of a woman's life,

to stay behind and confort ne and
make ne better!

13.

Trotty is sitting quite still, his tripe dinner forgotten.

Meg dries her eyes and conti nues.

MEG ( CONT’ D)
So Richard says, Father..

FLASHBACK BEG NS:

EXT. STEP OQUTSI DE TROTTY AND MEG S DOOR -- DAY

Ri chard conti nues his proposal.

Rl CHARD
...As ny work was yesterday nade
certain for sone tine to cone, and

as | love you and have | oved you
full three years -- ah! longer than
that, if you knewit -- on New

Year’s Day, the best and happi est

day in the whole year, and one that

is alnost sure to bring good

fortune with it...will you...becone

nm wfe?

EXT. STEPS OF THE HOUSE BY THE CHURCH -- DAY
Meg | ooks shyly at her father.

MVEG
It’s a short notice, Father --
isn"t it? -- but | haven't ny
fortune to be settled, or ny
weddi ng dress to be nade |ike the
great | adies, Father, have |?

Trotty shakes his head lightly.

FLASHBACK ENDS

( CONTI NUED)
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MEG ( CONT' D)
Ri chard said so nmuch, and said it
in his way, so strong and earnest,
and all the tine so kind and
gentle, that | said I'd cone and
talk to you, Father. And as they
pai d the noney for that work of
m ne this norning, and as |
couldn’t help wi shing there should
be sonething to make this day a
sort of holiday to you, as well as
a dear and happy day to ne, Father,
| made a little neal and brought it
to surprise you

Suddenly the voice of a young man breaks in.

RI CHARD (O S.)
And see how he | eaves it getting
cold on the step!

A surprised Trotty and a delighted Meg | ook up to see
Ri chard, wearing a broad smle

Rl CHARD ( CONT’ D)
Meg don’t know what he |ikes, not
she!

Trotty i medi ately reaches up his hand to Richard and is
about to address him when the door of the house behind them
opens suddenly, and a FOOTMAN nearly puts his foot into
Trotty' s tripe.

FOOTMVAN
Qut of the way, here! Mist you
al ways go and be a-sitting on our
step?

Trotty, Meg, and Richard at once clear the way.

FOOTVAN ( CONT’ D)
Can’t you go and give a turn to
none of the nei ghbors never?

ALDERVAN CUTE, the gentleman for whomthe door was opened,
conmes out of the house.

He is a nan on the snpoth downhill of |ife, well-dressed,

wi th an expression of having inportant and weal t hy
engagenent s el sewhere.

( CONTI NUED)
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ALDERMAN CUTE
What's the matter here, what's the
matter ?

FOOTMAN
(to Trotty)
Way can’t you | et our doorsteps be?

ALDERVMAN CUTE
(to the footnmn)
There! That’' |l do.
(to Trotty)
Hall o there! Porter, cone here.
What ' s that? Your dinner?

Trotty has left it behind himon the step.

TROTTY
Yes, sSir.

ALDERVAN CUTE
Don't leave it there. Bring it
her e.

Trotty does as he is told. He looks wwth a fixed eye and a
wat ering nouth at the piece of tripe he has reserved as a
delicious last tidbit.

Al derman Cute turns the tripe over and over on the end of
t he fork.

Anot her gentleman, MR FILER, cones out of the house.

Filer is alowspirited man of mddle age, with a red face,
as if an undue proportion of the blood in his body is
squeezed up into his head.

ALDERVAN CUTE ( CONT’ D)
Mster Filer, cone here and tell ne
what this is.

Filer, being exceedingly nearsighted, nmust nove so close to
the remmant of Trotty’'s dinner, that Trotty’'s heart seens to
| eap.

But M. Filer is not interested in eating the neat. He nakes
little punches in it with a pencil case.

FI LER
This is an ani mal product, Al derman
Cute, comonly known to the
| abori ng popul ati on by the nane of
"tripe." It is, wthout exception,

( MORE)

( CONTI NUED)
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16.

FI LER (cont’ d)
t he | east econom cal, the nost
wasteful article of consunption the
mar kets can possi bly produce. |f
boil ed, the | oss upon a pound of
tripe is seven-eighths of a fifth
nore than the | oss upon a pound of
any other neat. Taking into account
t he nunber of ani mals sl aughtered
yearly, and formng a |ow estinate
of the quantity of tripe which
those animals yield, | find that
the waste on that anount of tripe
woul d feed a garrison of 500 nen
for five nonths of 31 days each
and a February over. The waste, the
wast el

He | ooks around accusingly.

FI LER ( CONT’ D)
Who was eating this tripe?

Trotty stands aghast, as he seens to have starved a garrison
of men with this one small neal. He makes a mserable little

bow.

Trotty is

FI LER ( CONT’ D)
You were, were you? Then I’ tel
you sonething -- you snatch your
tripe, ny friend, out of the nouths
of wi dows and or phans!

TROTTY
| hope not, sir. |I'd sooner starve
to deat h!

FI LER

Di vide the anount of tripe before
menti oned by the estinmated nunber
of existing wi dows and orphans, and
the result will be one serving of
tripe to each. Not a piece is left
for you, sir. Consequently, you're
a robber.

so shocked that it gives himno concern to see the

alderman finish the tripe hinself. In fact, Trotty | ooks as

t hough it

is arelief to berid of it.

ALDERVAN CUTE
Now, you porter! Don’t you ever
tell me, or anybody el se, that you

( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)
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ALDERVAN CUTE (cont’ d)
haven't al ways enough to eat, and
of the best, because | know better.
| have tasted your tripe, and you
can’t fool ne. You see, ny friend,
there’s a great deal of nonsense
tal k in vogue about starvation and
want -- "hard up,"” that’s the
phrase, isn't it? And | intend to
put an end to it.

(turning to Filer)
You may put an end to anything
anong this sort of people, if you
only know the way to go about it.

Trotty protectively takes Meg’s hand and draws it through
his arm

The al derman noti ces the novenent.

ALDERVMAN CUTE ( CONT’ D)
Your daughter, eh?

The al derman chucks Meg fam liarly under the chin.

ALDERVAN CUTE ( CONT' D)
VWhere’s her nother?

TROTTY
Call ed to Heaven when Meg was born.

The al derman turns to Ri chard.

ALDERVAN CUTE
And you're in love with her, are
you?

RI CHARD
Yes. And we are going to be married
on New Year’s Day.

FI LER
VWhat ? Marri ed!

Rl CHARD
(with ridicule)
Wiy, yes, we're rather in a hurry,
you see, in case Parlianent should
"put an end" to the institution of
marri age before the New Year.

Filer msses the ridicule in Richard’ s voi ce.

( CONTI NUED)
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FI LER
Ah! Put an end to THAT, indeed,
Al derman, and you’' |l do sonething.

Married! The ignorance of the first
principles of political econony on
the part of these people, their

i mprovi dence, their w ckedness, is
-- by heavens! -- enough to...Now

| ook at that couple, will you!

Meg | ooks utterly confused, but Richard is sinply irritated.

FI LER ( CONT' D)
A mn may |live to be as old as
Met husel ah, and may | abor all his
life for the benefit of such people
as these, and may heap up facts on
figures, and he can no nore hope to
persuade 'emthat they have no
right or business to be married,
t han he can hope to persuade ’'em
that they have no earthly right or
busi ness to be born. And THAT we
know t hey haven’'t. W reduced it to
a mat hematical certainty |ong ago.

ALDERMAN CUTE
Cone here, ny girl!

Richard s irritation has been nmounting wathfully. He cones
forward with a stride and stands by Meg as she approaches
t he al der man

Trotty | ooks fromface to face as wildly as a sleeper in a
bad dream

ALDERVAN CUTE ( CONT’ D)
Now, |'’mgoing to give you a word
or two of good advice, ny girl.
It’s ny place to give advice, you
know, because |I'’ma justice. You
know I|"ma justice, don’t you?

VEG
(timdly)
Yes.

ALDERVAN CUTE
You are going to be nmarried, you
say. Very unbecom ng and indelicate
in one of your sex. But never mnd
that. After you are married, you'l
have children -- boys. These boys

( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)
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ALDERMAN CUTE (cont’ d)

will grow up bad, of course, and
run wild in the streets, wthout
shoes and stockings. 1’1l convict

"emsumarily, every one, for | am
determined to put an end to boys

W t hout shoes and stockings. Your
husband w Il di e young, nost
likely, and | eave you with a baby.
Then you' Il be kicked out of your
house when you can’t pay, and
you' I | wander up and down the
streets. Now don’t wander near ne,
for | amresolved to put an end to
all wandering nothers. And if you
attenpt, desperately, ungratefully,
and i npiously attenpt, to hang
yoursel f, or drown yourself, |'1]
have no pity for you. If there is
one thing of which I have nade up
ny mnd, it is to put an end to
suicide. So don't try it!

Meg has turned white.

Al derman Cute turns to Richard and speaks with increased
cheer f ul ness.

ALDERVAN CUTE ( CONT’ D)
And as for you, you bulldog, what
are you thinking? If I were a fine,
young, strapping chap like you,
shoul d be ashaned of being m |l ksop
enough to pin nyself to a wonman’s
apron strings! Wiy, she’ll be an
ol d worman before you're a
m ddl e-aged man, you silly fell ow
And a pretty figure you Il cut
then, with a draggle-tailed wife
and a crowd of squalling children
crying after you wherever you go.
Don’t make such a fool of yourself
as to get married on New Year’s
Day. You'll think very differently
of it long before the next New
Year, a young fellow like you, with
all the girls running after you.
There! Go along with you and
repent!

Ri chard and Meg go along, not armin arm or exchangi ng
gl ances, but she in tears, and he, gl oony and downtrodden.

The al derman now turns to Trotty.

( CONTI NUED)
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ALDERMAN CUTE ( CONT’ D)
As you happen to be here, you shal
carry a letter for nme. Can you be
qui ck? You’'re an ol d nan.

Trotty is distracted, |ooking from Mg back to the al derman.

TROTTY
| amvery quick, sir, and very
strong.

ALDERVAN CUTE
How ol d are you?

TROTTY
| " mover 60, sir.

M. Filer breaks in as if his patience could bear sone
trying, but this really is carrying matters too far.

FI LER
On! This man’s a great deal past
t he average age, you know.

The al derman takes the letter fromhis pocket and gives it
to Trotty.

ALDERVAN CUTE
Never mind that. Here’'s the letter.
M ster Filer, pay our old friend,
pl ease.

FI LER
Very wel | .

He turns to Trotty.

FI LER ( CONT' D)
|"d give you a shilling, sir, but
in that case you woul d be robbi ng
four persons of ninepence-hal f penny
api ece, so here’s sixpence, and
think yourself very well off to get
t hat .

Trotty takes the paynent.

TROTTY
Yes, sir. Thank you, sirs.

The al derman gives an armto his friend and wal ks off in

hi gh feather. He imedi ately cones hurrying back al one, as
if he has forgotten sonething.

( CONTI NUED)
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ALDERVMAN CUTE

Porter!

TROTTY
Sir?

ALDERVAN CUTE
Take care of that daughter of
yours. She’s nuch too handsone.
The al derman turns and hurries off again toward M. Filer.

Trotty speaks to hinself, |ooking at the sixpence in his
hand.

TROTTY
Even her good | ooks are stolen from
sonebody or other, | suppose. She’s
been and robbed 500 | adies of a
bl oom api ece, | shouldn’t wonder.

ALDERVAN CUTE
(calling back again)
She’s nmuch too handsone, ny nan!
Take care of her. Chances are,
she’ |l cone to no good!

Trotty MJUTTERS to hinself, clasping his hands.

TROTTY
No good! Wong every way. Born bad!

The CH MES COVE CLASHING IN UPON HHM full and | oud. But the
tone i s sonehow di fferent.

The bells seemto be ringing in a mnor chord, not
mel odi ousl y, but discordantly.

Trotty |istens.

TROTTY ( CONT’ D)
The tune’s changed. There's not a
note of encouragenent in it. Wy
shoul d there be? | have no busi ness
with the New Year nor with the old
one neither. Let ne die.

The BELLS CONTI NUE TO PEEL FORTH LOUDLY until Trotty's brain
seens to reel. He presses his bew | dered head between his
hands as if to keep it fromsplitting.

As he does, he finds the letter in one hand, and is ren nded

of his business. He |ooks at the letter, which is seal ed
with a very large coat of arms. He reads the address.

( CONTI NUED)
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TROTTY ( CONT’ D)
The greatest district of town. How
di fferent from us!

A mst rises before his eyes.
TROTTY ( CONT’ D)
H s daughters -- gentlenen may win
their hearts and marry them --
Choked by enotion, he can’t finish.
TROTTY (CONT’ D)
Never mind. | know what | nean.
That’s nore than enough for ne.
EXT. ANOTHER STREET I N LONDON -- DAY
The street is full of notion, and the shops are decked out
gaily. There are books and toys, glittering trinkets, new
dresses, and foods everywhere.
Trotty's pace is a nelancholy one. Al he seens to see are
t hi ngs that he and Meg cannot have.
EXT. STREET IN FRONT OF A MANSI ON -- DAY
Trotty’ s trot brings himto the end of his journey.
He approaches the door of a great nmansion, w pes his hands
on his apron, and KNOCKS at the door.
I NT. MANSI ON -- CONTI NUQUS

At the SOUND OF THE KNOCK, TUGBY, a fat butler who sits
readi ng, junps out of his chair faster than he intended.

He drops his book and has a great deal of trouble trying to
pick it up, because his too-tight suit is holding in quite a
| oad of neat.

Tugby finally recovers the book, lays it on a table, and
goes to answer the door.
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EXT. AT THE DOOR OF THE MANSI ON -- CONTI NUOUS
Trotty stands hol ding out the letter.

Tugby opens the door and undergoes sonme hard PANTI NG Wen
he finally finds his voice, he speaks in a fat whisper.

TUEBY
VWho' s it fronf

TROTTY
From Al derman Cute, sir.

Tugby points to a roomat the end of a | ong passage opening
fromthe hall.

TUGBY
You're to take it in yourself.
| NT. MANSI ON -- CONTI NUOUS
Tugby steps back to allow Trotty to enter.

Trotty wipes his feet with great care and enters the house.
He takes the way pointed out to him

Tugby cl oses the door.

I NT. HALLWAY -- CONTI NUQUS

Trotty wal ks qui ckly down the I ong hall and KNOCKS at the
door at the end.

SIR JOSEPH (O S.)
Ent er !

| NT. SPACI QUS LI BRARY -- CONTI NUCUS

At a table strewn with files and papers, a very stately
woman, LADY BOALEY, sits across from MR FISH a gentl enman
in black, who wites inside a |edger.

SI R JOSEPH BOALEY, an ol der and very stately gentl eman
wal ks up and down with one hand in his breast, and | ooks
conplacently fromtinme to tinme at his own full-length
portrait hangi ng over the firepl ace.

Trotty cautiously enters the room and is addressed
inpatiently by Sir Joseph Bow ey.

( CONTI NUED)
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SI R JOSEPH
What is it? Mster Fish, will you
have the goodness to attend?

FI SH
| beg your pardon.

He takes the letter from T Trotty, |ooks at it, and hands it
to Sir Joseph with great respect.

FI SH ( CONT’' D)
From Al derman Cute, Sir Joseph

Sir Joseph breaks the seal of the letter and speaks to
Trotty.

SI R JOSEPH
Wait where you are a m nute.

He opens the letter and reads it quickly to hinself.

SI R JOSEPH ( CONT’ D)
My Lady Bowl ey, the al derman does
me the favor to inquire whether it
will be agreeable to have a nman
named WIl Fern | ocked away.

Lady Bowl ey, who is much younger than the gentl eman, BLOAS
HER NOSE LOUDLY and replies.

LADY BOALEY
MOST agreeabl el The worst nman anong
thenl He has been conmitting
robberies, | hope?

SI R JOSEPH
Wiy, no, not quite. Very near,
t hough. He came up to London to
| ook for enploynent, trying to
better hinself -- that’s his story
-- and being found at night asleep
in a shed, was taken into custody
and carried before the al derman.
The al derman states, very properly,
that he is determned to put an end
to this sort of thing, and if it
will be agreeable to ne to have
this WIIl Fern | ocked away, he w |
be happy to begin with him

LADY BOALEY
Let him be nade an exanple of, by
all means. Last winter, when |

( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)
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LADY BOALEY (cont’ d)
tried to introduce needl epoi nt and
enbroidery to the nen in the
village as a nice evening
pastine. ..

FLASHBACK BEQ NS:

I NT. LARGE ROOM IN THE TOMN HALL -- NI GHT

The roomis unfurnished except for several wood benches and
an ol d pi ano.

Rough-1 ooki ng MEN and BOYS fromthe village are crowded onto
t he benches, and each has on his lap a piece of cloth for
sewi ng, enbroidery, or quilting.

The nmen | ook awkward and confused as they attenpt their
stitch-work.

Two LADI ES work their way uneasily through the rows of
benches, trying to guide and instruct the nen in their new
pursuits.

Lady Bowl ey stands beside the piano and asks for the
attention of the crowd.

LADY BOALEY
Gentlenmen -- | nean, nen -- if you
can | eave off fromyour crafts for
just a nmonent, |'d like to teach
you a little song that will help
your work go by nore enjoyably.
|"ve had a few short lines set to
music, and if you' d care to listen
and | earn, we can all sing them
together while we stitch.

The nmen | ook at each other in disbelief.
Lady Bowl ey nods to the PI ANO PLAYER

LADY BOALEY ( CONT’ D)
I f you pl ease..

The pi ani st begins to play, and Lady Bow ey sings.

LADY BOALEY ( CONT’ D)
"Olet us |love our occupations
Bl ess the squire and his rel ations
Li ve upon our daily rations And
al ways know our proper stations.

( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)
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LADY BOALEY (CONT' D) (cont’d)
Though far behind in human races
May we al ways know our places And
accept our highers’ graces G ateful
sm | es upon our faces."
(Her song is done.)
There! Isn’t that easy?

WLL FERN, a sun-browned nman with grizzled hair and a rough
beard, stands up, puts his stitch work down on the bench,
touches his hat, and speaks respectfully to Lady Bow ey.

W LL
| hunbly ask your pardon, ny | ady,
but...ain’t | sonething different
froma oversized girl?

Al the nen in the roomburst into raucous LAUGHTER, as Lady
Bow ey, humliated, stands silently before them

FLASHBACK ENDS

| NT. BOALEY LI BRARY -- DAY

Lady Bowl ey finishes relating her story to Sir Joseph, with
M. Fish and Trotty | ooking on.

LADY BOMNEY
| expected it, of course. Who can
expect anything but insolence and
ingratitude fromthat class of
peopl e? That is not the point,
however. Sir Joseph -- make an
exanple of him

SI R JOSEPH
Mster Fish, if you' Il have the
goodness to attend.

Fish imedi ately seizes his pen and wites from Sir Joseph’s
di ctation.

SI R JOSEPH ( CONT’ D)
Private. My Dear Sir, | amvery
much i ndebted to you for your
courtesy in the matter of the man
WIlliam Fern, of whom | regret to
add, | can say nothing favorable.
have consi dered nyself his friend,
but have been repaid with
i ngratitude and constant opposition
to nmy plans. He is a turbulent and

( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)
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SIR JOSEPH (CONT' D) (cont’d)
rebellious spirit. Nothing wl]l
persuade himto be happy when he
m ght. Under these circunstances it
appears to ne that when he cones
before you again tonorrow, his
commttal for sone termas a
vagabond woul d be a service to
soci ety, and would set an exanple
in a country where exanples are
greatly needed. And so forth.

M. Fish makes sone finishing scribbles, Sir Joseph signs
the letter, and Fish seals it.

Trotty steps forward with a rueful face and takes the
letter.

SI R JOSEPH ( CONT’ D)
Wth my conplinents and thanks.

M. Fish notions Trotty to the door. Trotty nmakes his little
bow and | eaves the room

EXT. STREET -- DAY

It is |late afternoon.

Trotty pulls his old, worn hat down on his head. He does not
even |ift the hat to | ook up at the bell tower as he cones

to the old church on his return.

The steeple rises above Trotty, indistinct and faint in the
murky air.

Trotty hurries past the church, trying to get away before
the chinmes ring again.

EXT. HOUSE OF ALDERVAN CUTE -- NI GHT

As darkness descends, Trotty delivers the letter with al
possi bl e speed, and sets off trotting honeward.

EXT. ANOTHER STREET -- N GHT

Wth the approaching gloom Trotty' s quick pace, and his hat
pul | ed down nearly over his eyes, it is only a matter of
time until he trots into soneone and bounces out into the

road |i ke a shuttl ecock.

Trotty pulls up his hat in great confusion

( CONTI NUED)
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TROTTY
| beg your pardon, |I'’msure! | hope
| haven't hurt you.

The man agai nst whom Trotty has run is none other than WII
Fer n.

WIIl stares at Trotty for a nonment as if he suspects him of
being in jest, because Trotty is so small that he is nuch
nmore likely to be hurt hinself.

Trotty asks again.

TROTTY (CONT’ D)
| haven’t hurt you?

WIIl sees that Trotty is in real concern for him

W LL
No, friend. You have not hurt ne.

WIIl carries a small child, LITTLE LILLIAN, asleep in his
arns, and shades her face with the handkerchi ef he wears
around his throat.

TROTTY
Nor the child, | hope?

W1l glances down at the little girl and sees that she is
still sl eeping.

W LL
Nor the child. | thank you kindly.

WIIl is forlorn, tired, and soiled with travel. He wal ks on
sl ow y.

Trotty stands gazing after himas WII| plods wearily away,
with the child s armclinging around his neck.

Just before WII nerges into the shadows at the corner, he
stops wal king and | ooks back around. He sees that Trotty is
still standing there, but WII| seens undeci ded whether to
return or go on.

Finally WIIl starts back, and Trotty trots hal fway to neet
hi m

W LL (CONT' D)
You can tell me, perhaps, where
Al derman Cute |ives?

( CONTI NUED)
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TROTTY
Close at hand. I’'ll show you his
house with pl easure.

WIl follows Trotty.

W LL
| was to have gone to himtonorrow,
but 1’ m uneasy under suspicion, and
want to clear nyself and be free to
go and seek ny bread, though
don’t know where. So naybe he’l
forgive ny going to his house
t oni ght .

Trotty stops.
TROTTY
It’s inpossible that your nanme’s
Fern?
WIIl turns to Trotty in astoni shnment.

W LL
Eh?

TROTTY
Fern. WIIl Fern?

W LL
That’ s nmy nane.

Trotty seizes himby the arm and | ooks cautiously around.

TROTTY
Way then for heaven’s sake don’'t go
to see the alderman! He' Il |ock you

away as sure as ever you were born.
Here, cone up this alley, and 1’1
tell you what | nean.

WIl looks at Trotty as if he thinks himmad, but he follows
nevert hel ess.

I NT. TROTTY AND MEG S HOME -- N GHT

The small room fornmerly a stable, has a fireplace, a |adder
that leads up to a loft, and a few basic pieces of
furniture. The place is poor, but tidy and cl ean.

Meg, alone in the hunble dwelling, sits by the fire and
wor ks on her sew ng. She begins to cry, and puts the cloth
up to her face.
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EXT. ALLEY -- N GHT

Trotty finishes explaining to WIl why he nust not go to see
t he al der man.

TROTTY
...and that’s when | ran into you
in the street there. So you see,
you can’t go to the alderman. He'll
| ock you away, Lord knows how | ong.

W LL
It’s all true enough, for the nost
part. | have gone against his
pl ans, to ny msfortune. For
mysel f, | never took what wasn't ny

own, and never held back from work,
however hard or poorly paid. But
when work won’t maintain ne like a
human creature . . . when ny living
is so bad, that I am hungry -- when
| see a whole working life begin
and end that way, w thout a chance
or change -- then | say to the
gent| ef ol ks, "Keep away fromne! M
doors are dark enough w thout your
dar keni ng of 'em nore!"

The child in WIIl’s arnms opens her eyes and | ooks around in
wonder .

WIl says a word or two in little Lillian’s ear and stands
her on the ground beside him He slowy w nds one of her
| ong, blonde tresses around his finger like a ring.

W LL (CONT' D)
|’ mnot a cross man by nature, and
easily satisfied. | bear no il
wi Il against none of "em | only
want to live |ike a man. But |
can't, and so there’s a pit dug
between nme and them that can.
There’s others |like ne. You m ght
count "em off by hundreds and by
t housands, sooner than by ones.

Trotty nods in understandi ng.

W LL (CONT D)
But |I’ve got a bad reputation this
way, and I'’mafraid I'’mnot |ikely
to get a better one. It ain’t
lawful to be lowspirited, and | AM

( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)
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WLL (CONT' D) (cont’d)
| ow. Though God knows |’ d sooner
bear a cheerful spirit if | could.
| don’t know if this alderman could
hurt ME much by sending nme to jail,
but you see -- !

He nods down toward the little girl

W
Li

rep
an’

I
S

TROTTY
She has a beautiful face.

ies in alowvoice as he gently turns little
face up toward his own.

W LL
Why, yes! |’ve thought so many
times. |1’ ve thought so when ny
hearth was very cold, and ny
cupboard very bare.

TROTTY
I's your wife |iving?

W LL
| never had one. Lillian’s ny
brother’s child, an orphan. Seven
years ol d, though you d hardly
think it, but she’s tired and worn
out now. They’' d have taken care of
her at the Union, 28 mles away
fromwhere | live -- as they took
care of ny old father when he
couldn’t work no nore, though he
didn't trouble "emlong. But | took
her instead, and she’s lived with
nme ever since. Her nother had a
friend once, in London here. W are
trying to find her, and to find
work too, but it’s a large place.
But never mnd. More roomfor us to
wal k about in, Lillian.

He neets the child' s eyes with a smle and then shakes
Trotty’ s hand.

W LL (CONT' D)
| don’t so much as know your nane,
but 1’ ve opened ny heart to you
because |I'm thankful to you, with
good reason. |I’'Il take your advice
and keep clear of this...

( CONTI NUED)
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TROTTY
Justi ce.

W LL
If that’s what they call him Good
night. And a happy New Year.

Trotty takes WIIl by the arm

TROTTY

Stay! The New Year can never be
happy to ne if we part |like this,
if | see the child and you go
wanderi ng away, you don’t know
where, wi thout a shelter for your
heads. Conme honme with ne! I'ma
poor man living in a poor place,
but | can give you | odging for one
ni ght and never miss it. Here! 1’1
t ake her.

(lifting up the little girl)
A pretty one! | could carry 20
ti mes her wei ght and never know
carried it. Tell nme if | go too
qui ck for you. I'mvery fast. |
al ways was!

Despite his boast, Trotty’s thin | egs quiver beneath the
| oad he carries. He quivers in his speech as well as in his
wal K.

TROTTY (CONT’ D)
Why, she’s lighter than a peacock’s
feather. Here we are and here we
go, Uncle WII!

He trots off toward honme with the little girl and WII.

EXT. ANOTHER ALLEY -- NI GHT
Trotty, WII, and the child nake their way to Trotty s room

The little man’s name and occupation are witten on the door
i n chal k.

TROTTY
Here we are and here we go, down
the alley here, Uncle WII, and

stop at the black door with "T.
Veck, Ticket Porter," wote upon
it.

He opens the door.
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| NT. TROTTY AND MEG S HOMVE -- CONTI NUOUS
Trotty enters the room

TROTTY
And here we are indeed, ny precious
Meg, surprising you

He does surprise Meg. She is still in tears, sitting by the
fire.

Trotty sees the tears and pauses briefly, as he decides to
pretend, for the nonent, that he has not seen Meg crying.

In a breathless state, Trotty sets down the little girl
before his daughter in the mddle of the floor.

Little Lillian | ooks once at Meg, and trusting everything
she sees in Meg's face, runs into Meg’'s arns.

TROTTY ( CONT' D)
Here we are and here we go!

He runs around the room COUGH NG LOUDLY.

TROTTY ( CONT’ D)
Here, Uncle WIIl, here’'s a fire for
you. Wiy don’t you cone over here
and sit. Meg, ny precious girl,
where’s the kettle?

WIIl wal ks over to the seat by the fire, and Trotty picks up
the kettle somewhere in his wild course, and puts it on the
fire.

TROTTY ( CONT’ D)
Here it is and here it goes, and
it’ll boil in no tine!

Meg can’t help but LAUGH at her father.
Trotty | ooks relieved to hear her |augh.

VEG
Wiy, Father! You're crazy tonight,
| think. You ve put the dear
child s bonnet on the kettle, and
hung the kettle |lid behind the
door. | don’t know what the chines
woul d say to that!

( CONTI NUED)
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TROTTY
| didn’t do it on purpose, ny |ove.

Trotty hastily repairs his m stake.

He stations hinself behind the chair in which WII is
sitting, and with many nysterious gestures, he holds up the
si xpence he earned earlier in the day.

TROTTY ( CONT’ D)
Meg, ny dear, | saw, as | was
comng in, half an ounce of tea
| yi ng somewhere on the stairs, and
|"mpretty sure there was a | oaf of
bread, too. As | don't renenber
where it was exactly, I'Il go
nmyself and try to find 'em

Meg seens to understand what Trotty is about to do.

MEG
Go along then, Father. W'll do
wel | enough here "til you get back.

Trotty quickly withdraws fromthe room

EXT. TROTTY' S BU LDI NG -- CONTI NUOUS

Trotty rushes around the corner and bangs loudly on a
different door of the sane buil ding.

It is the door of a shop with a sign hangi ng above t hat
reads, "Ms. Chickenstal ker’s."

The stout old MRS. CH CKENSTALKER answers the door.

MRS. CHI CKENSTALKER
Goodness, what's the matter?

TROTTY
Unexpect ed conpany, Ms.
Chi ckenst al ker .
(hol ding up the sixpence)
| need to make a small purchase, if
you pl ease.

MRS. CHI CKENSTALKER
O course, cone in, M. Veck.
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At the same tinme, Meg is seating little Lillian in a warm
cor ner.
Meg kneels down in front of Lillian, pulls off the child s
shoes, and dries her feet with a cloth.
MVEG
Poor little feet. How cold they

ar el

LI TTLE LI LLI AN
Ch, they' re warner now. They're
quite warm now

VEG
No, we haven't rubbed 'em half
enough. And when they’ re done,
we’' |l brush out the danp hair, and
when that’s done, we’'ll bring sone
color to the poor pale face with
fresh water, and when that’s done,
we' || be so brisk and happy!

Little Lillian bursts out SOBBING and clasps Meg around the

neck.

LI TTLE LI LLI AN
Ch, dear Meg!

Trotty reenters the room out of breath.

TROTTY

| had not been able to find them at
first in the dark, but here they
are at last, all correct.

(setting out the tea cups)
| was pretty sure it was tea and a
| oaf of bread, and so it was. Meg,
my pet, if you'll just check to see
if the water is boiling, while your
unwort hy father breaks the bread,
we shall be ready in no tine.

Meg does as she is asked.

Trotty speaks very loudly, to inpress the followi ng upon his

guests.

TROTTY (CONT' D)
It’s a curious circunstance, but
well known to ny friends, that I

( MORE)
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TROTTY (CONT' D) (cont’d)
never care nyself for bread, nor
for tea. | like to see other people
enjoy 'em but to ne, as food,

t hey’ re di sagreeabl e.

Yet Trotty seens to savor the aroma of the freshly baked
bread as if he likes it very nuch.

When he pours the boiling water into the teapot, he | ooks
lovingly down into its depths and allows the fragrant steam
to weathe his face in a thick cloud.

TROTTY ( CONT' D)
Here we are and here we go, al

done! Cone to the table, Lillian.
Conme to the table, Uncle WII,
before Lillian beats you to it and

eats every bite herself!
The two make their way to the table and sit to eat.
Trotty gives each of his guests a thick slice of bread.

Trotty and Meg do not eat any of the bread or drink a drop
of the tea. Their occupation is to watch WIIl and little
Lillian, who eat as if they have not had a bite in days.

Trotty and Meg find high delight in | ooking on. Meg smles
at Trotty, and Trotty LAUGHS at Meg, who shakes her head in
response.

DI SSOLVE TO

I NT. TROTTY AND MEG S HOME -- N GHT

Alittle while later, Trotty sits in a corner by hinself,
wat ching Meg’'s face as she plays with little Lillian.

Meg tries to act happy for the guests and her father, but
Trotty sees the sadness in her eyes. He speaks sorrowfully
to hinself.

TROTTY
(sorrowfully, to hinself)
Poor Meg and Ri chard have broken

off, | see.
(loudly and cheerful ly)
Now, I'Il tell you what. The little
one, she sleeps with Meg, | know.
Little Lillian caresses Meg.

( CONTI NUED)
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LI TTLE LI LLI AN
Wth good Meg!

TROTTY
That’'s right! And | shoul dn’t
wonder if little Lillian kiss Meg's
father, won’'t she? I'm Meg’s
f at her!
Little Lillian wal ks timdly toward Trotty, kisses himon

the cheek, then falls back into Meg’s arns again.
Trotty is delighted.

TROTTY ( CONT’ D)
She's as sensible as Sol onpbn. | --
what was | saying, Meg?

Meg notions with her head toward WIIl, who is half asleep,
| eaning back in his chair.

TROTTY ( CONT' D)

To be sure. | don’'t know what |’ m
ranbling on about tonight. My wits
are wool -gathering, | think. WII
Fern, you cone along with ne.

You' re tired to death and broken
down for want of rest. Meg, take
Lillian with you. Get her to bed.

Meg takes little Lillian by the hand and | eads her off.
TROTTY ( CONT' D)

Now, WIIl, I'Il show you where

you' |l sleep. It’s not nuch of a
pl ace, only a loft, but having a
loft, I always say, is one of the

great conveniences of living in a
stable. There's plenty of sweet hay
up there, and it’s clean as hands.
Cheer up! Don’t give way. A new
heart for a New Year, al ways!

Trotty takes WIl’'s trenbling hand and | eads hi m out as
gently as he would | ead a child.

WIl follows Trotty up the | adder to the |oft.
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I NT. MEG S ROOM -- CONTI NUOUS

At the same time, Meg is tucking little Lillian into a smal
bed in the tiny adjoining room

LI TTLE LI LLI AN
Time to say ny prayers?

MEG
(gently)
Yes, it’'s tine.
Little Lillian clasps her small hands and cl oses her eyes

tightly.

LI TTLE LI LLI AN
Dear Lord, thank you for our food,
and thank you for our warm beds.
God bless Uncle WII, and pl ease
bl ess Meg, dearly, dearly! And --

She opens her eyes and | ooks at Meg.

LI TTLE LI LLI AN ( CONT' D)
-- what is the nanme of your little
fat her?

MEG
They call him"Trotty."

Little Lillian closes her eyes and finishes her prayer.

LI TTLE LI LLI AN
And pl ease, CGod, bless dear old
Trotty as well. Anmen.

She slides down deep into the soft bed.

Meg pulls the covers up around little Lillian, and softly
sings a |ull aby.

MVEG
"When worries grow, and hopes are
few And you don’t know what you
shoul d do Sonetines it’s best to
et things rest To end the day, and
sl eep and pray."
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I NT. TROTTY AND MEG S HOME -- CONTI NUCUS

At the sanme tine, Trotty clinbs back down the | adder, and
stops outside Meg’s roomto listen to the end of the song.

MEG (O S.)
"Pray and sl eep, sleep and dream
Tonight all things aren’t what they

seem Tonorrow W || show us the way
Toni ght we’ll sleep, and dream and
pray."

Trotty is noved by the song. He wal ks over to the hearth,
and nust work to conpose hinself as he begins to nend the
fire.

He pulls his chair up to alittle table with a |anp by the
hearth. He sits, takes the newspaper from his pocket, and
begins to read.

Wth an earnest and sad attention, Trotty skins up and down
t he newspaper columms and speaks quietly to hinself.

TROTTY
Crinmes and vi ol ence!

He stops at a story that catches his interest.

The story has a headline that reads, "DESPERATE MOTHER KI LLS
CH LD AND SELF."

Trotty reads a little further, then drops the paper and
falls back in his chair, appall ed.

TROTTY ( CONT’ D)
Unnatural and cruel! None but
peopl e who are bad at heart, born
bad, who have no busi ness on the
earth, could do such deeds. It’'s
too true, all |’ve heard today.
We're evil!

He | ays the newspaper on the table and stares with worry
into the fire.

Slowy, Trotty nods off to a disturbed sl eep.

Suddenly, the CH MES BURST OUT so |loudly and clearly that
they seemto strike Trotty in his chair. He junps up and
l'istens.

Most strangely, the Chines are not only ringing, they seem
to be speaking to Trotty.

( CONTI NUED)
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THE CHI MES (O S.)
Trotty Veck, Trotty Veck, Break
your slunbers, Trotty Veck! Trotty
Veck, Trotty Veck, Here in nunbers,
Trotty Veck!

Trotty listens, very disturbed. He speaks back to the bells.

TROTTY
|’msorry | ran away fromyou this
af t ernoon!

THE CH MES (O S.)
Trotty Veck, Trotty Veck, Haunt and
hunt you, Trotty Veck! Trotty Veck
Trotty Veck, Waiting for you
Trotty Veck!

Trotty runs over to Meg's door. He TAPS SOFTLY and | ooks i n.

I NT. MEG S ROOM -- CONTI NUOUS

Meg is still kneeling by the bed, little Lillian holding
ont o her hand.

TROTTY
Meg, do you hear anythi ng?

VEG
| hear the bells, Father. They're
very | oud tonight.

Trotty makes an excuse for peeping in.

TROTTY
| s she asl eep?

VEG
So peacefully and happily. | can’t
| eave her yet though, Father. Look
how she hol ds ny hand.

The CH MES CONTI NUE TO RI NG
Trotty whispers loudly to Meg.

TROTTY
Meg, listen to the bells!

THE CHI MES (O.S.)

Trotty Veck, Trotty Veck, Witing
for you, Trotty Veck

( CONTI NUED)
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Meg listens, with her face toward Trotty's, but her
expr essi on undergoes no change. She seens to hear nothing
unusual , and, frowning, shakes her head.

Trotty forces a little smle and withdraws fromthe room

I NT. TROTTY AND MEG S HOVE -- CONTI NUOUS

Trotty resunes his seat by the fire and listens to the
chimes. They speak to hi m agai n.

THE CHI MES (O S.)
Trotty Veck, Trotty Veck, Cone and
see us, Trotty Veck! Trotty Veck
Trotty Veck, Door is open, Trotty
Veck!

Trotty junps up and hastily throws on his shawl as he speaks
to hinself.

TROTTY
If the tower door really is open,
what’s to hinder ne from going up
into the steeple and seeing for

nyself? If it’s shut, | don’'t need
any other satisfaction. That’'s
enough.

He slips out quietly into the street.

EXT. DOOR TO THE CHURCH TOWER -- NI GHT
A few mnutes later, Trotty approaches the tower.

The door is |ow and arched, and stands in a dark nook. It
has such great iron hinges and such a nonstrous | ock that
there appears to be nore hinge and | ock than door.

Trotty approaches the door slowy, and speaks to hinself to
bol ster his courage.

TROTTY
|’ mpretty certain it should be
shut and | ocked, for | know this
door well, and | have rarely seen
it open.

He hesitatingly puts his hand into the dark nook as if
expecting that it m ght be seized.

Trotty is astoni shed when the door opens inward with a | oud
squeak.

( CONTI NUED)
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Trotty steps back and turns to | eave, but courage cones to
his aid i mediately.
TROTTY ( CONT' D)
What have | to fear? It’s a church!
Besi des, the bell ringers may be
there, and have forgotten to shut
t he door.

Wth that thought, he enters.

I NT. FOOT OF THE STAI RS -- CONTI NUCQUS

It is very dark and quiet.

Trotty enters, feeling his way like a blind man as he goes.
Dust fromthe street that has blown into the recess lies
heaped up at the foot of the stairs, which is so close to
the door that Trotty stunbles at the very first, and strikes
the door with his foot.

The door SLAMS HEAVI LY SHUT.

Try as he may, Trotty cannot get the door back open.

TROTTY
Well! This is another reason for

goi ng up.
The staircase is | ow and narrow.

Trotty feels his way up and around.

| NT. STAI RCASE -- CONTI NUOUS
Trotty slowy makes his way higher and higher.
Suddenly, his groping hand touches sonet hi ng.

TROTTY
VWha -- ?! What -- who's there?

Recei ving no answer, he feels again
TROTTY ( CONT’ D)
On! A door! | thought you was a
man. O a ghost.

He tries opening the door, but it does not give.

( CONTI NUED)
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TROTTY ( CONT’ D)
Locked. So, higher up | go.

He clinbs up and around.

I NT. H GHER ON THE STAI RS -- CONTI NUOUS

As Trotty clinbs, he begins to feel a w nd.

| NT. FARTHER UP THE STAI RS -- CONTI NUOUS
The higher Trotty clinbs, the harder the w nd bl ows.

I NT. H GHER ON THE STAI RS -- CONTI NUQUS

The wind is blowng so hard that Trotty has troubl e staying
on his feet.

He reaches a breast-high arched wi ndow in the tower.

Hol ding tightly to the wall, Trotty |ooks out the w ndow.

EXT. CATY -- TROITY'S P.O. V. -- CONTINUQUS -- N GHT
Trotty | ooks down on the housetops, the snoking chi meys,
and the blur of lights all mxed in m st and darkness.

| NT. BACK ON THE STAI RS -- CONTINUQUS -- NI GHT

Trotty | eaves the wi ndow and resunes his clinb upward.

Suddenly, his hand catches in a wild nmass of sonething that
| ooks like hair.

Trotty SCREAMS

But then, at his second terrified glance, Trotty sees that
the stuff is a frayed rope that hangs down through an
aperture in the oaken roof.

Trotty turns and quickly runs up the stairs to get away from
the site of his scare.
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I NT. TOP OF THE STAI RS -- CONTI NUOUS

Trotty, still shaken, reaches the top.

He sees the | adder that leads up to the bells, and after a
nmonent’ s hesitation, he clanbers up.

| NT. BELFRY -- NI GHT

Ascendi ng through the floor and pausing with his head raised
just above its beans, Trotty cones anong the chines.

It is barely possible to make out their great shapes in the
gl oom but there the bells hang, shadowy, dark, and silent.

Trotty clinbs a little farther, and steps fromthe | adder to
sit on the wooden floor. He listens, but hears only the

W ND.

Suddenly, Trotty calls out.

TROTTY
Hal | o!

| medi ately Trotty’s VOCE IS ECHOED BACK to him but
di storted and protracted.

Confused, out of breath, and frightened, Trotty gl ances
around wildly, and sinks to the floor in a swoon.

EXT. CHURCH -- N GHT

The steepl e stands agai nst bl ack, brooding, bl ow ng cl ouds.
The W ND HOALS.

Suddenly, the BELLS BEG N TO CH ME the m dni ght hour.

| NT. BELFRY -- NI GHT

Trotty is awake and standing on his feet. He stares in
di sbelief at the chinmes as they R NG

Trotty is staring incredul ously because, |eaping, flying,

dropping, and pouring fromthe bells w thout a pause, are
tiny, elfin PHANTOVS.

( CONTI NUED)
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The spirit-like dwarf creatures swarmaround Trotty on the
boards, float above himin the air, |ook down on himfrom
t he beans, peep in on himthrough knotholes in the walls,
and spread away fromhimin enlarging circles, |ike water
rippling away froma stone that has splashed into it.

The creatures cone in all shapes and sizes.

Sone are handsone, sone are ugly, sonme exquisitely-forned,
ot hers cri ppl ed.

Sonme are young, sone old, sone cruel, sone Kkind.

QO hers are nmerry or grim dancing or SING NG peaceful or
tearing their hair.

Some of the creatures have w ngs, while others wear chains
and wei ghts.
EXT. BELFRY -- CONTI NUOUS

The air is thick with the little phantons, all restless, al
violently active.

Sone of the creatures fly out the tower w ndows, riding
downward on vibrations fromthe chines.

EXT. VARI OQUS HOUSES -- CONTI NUOUS

The spirits fly into houses, squeezing through wi ndowsills
and cracks in doors.

I NT. VARI QUS HOUSES -- NI GHT -- MONTACE

The tiny creatures becone busy at sl eepers’ beds.

Sone of the spirits try soothing people by gently snoot hing
the lines fromfrowning foreheads.

O her goblins beat people with small, knotted whips.

Some of the phantons yell in sleepers’ ears, while others
play soft nmusic with tiny instrunents on sleepers’ pillows.

Sonme of the creatures cheer with songs of birds and perfune
of flowers, but other goblins flash awful faces while
hol di ng open sl eeping eyelids.

Sone of the little spirits nove the hands of cl ocks forward,
whi |l e ot hers nove the hands backward.
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| NT. BELFRY -- NI GHT

Bewi | dered by the restless and untiring notion of these
extraordinary creatures, as well as the uproar of the

STI LL- RI NG NG BELLS, Trotty clings to a wooden pillar for
support.

He turns his white face fromside to side in stunned
ast oni shnent .

As Trotty gazes, the CH MES STOP RI NG NG

I n an instantaneous change, the whol e swarm of goblins
becones faint.

Many col | apse as their speed deserts them
They try to fly, but fall dead and nelt into the air.

One STRAGGLER | eaps down briskly fromthe surface of a bel
and lights on his feet, but he di sappears before he can turn
around.

Sone of the phantons spin a little longer, but with every
turn, becone nore faint and feeble and few, and soon they
di sappear conpletely.

One snal |l HUNCHBACK has gotten into an echoing corner. He
twirls and floats until at last he dwindles to a | eg and
then to a foot, before he finally vanishes, and the tower is
silent.

Trotty watches the last spirit disappear, then he notices
t he chi nes.

In every bell is a bearded FI GURE, gigantic, grave, and
darkly wat chful of Trotty.

The nysterious figures rest on nothing, poised in the air of
the tower, with their draped and hooded heads nmerging in the
shadowy roof.

A bl ast of cold, shrill air conmes MOAN NG t hrough the tower,
and the figures of the bells speak, |ow and deep, sounding
inall the bells -- the voices Trotty heard earlier fromhis
hone.

THE CHI MES
What visitor is this?

Trotty raises his hands in supplication.
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TROTTY
| thought ny nane was called by the
chimes! | hardly know why I am here

or how | cane.

He pauses as he waits for the bells to reply, but they say
not hi ng.

TROTTY (CONT' D)
| have listened to the chines for
many years. They have cheered ne

of t en.
THE CHI MES
And you have thanked thenf
TROTTY
A thousand ti nes!
THE CHI MES
How?
TROTTY

| am a poor man and could only
t hank themin words.

THE CHI MES
And al ways so? Have you never done
us wong in words?

TROTTY
Never !

THE CHI MES
Never spoken foul and fal se and
wi cked wong of us?

TROTTY
Nev --1

He stops, and | ooks confused.

THE CHI MES
The voice of tinme cries for
manki nd’ s advancenent and
i nprovenent, for man’s greater
worth, greater happiness, his
better life. Ages of w ckedness and
vi ol ence have cone and gone.
M| 1ions uncountabl e have |ived,
suffered, and died -- to point the
way after them He who seeks to
turn manki nd back, or stop himon

( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)
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THE CHI MES (cont’d)
his course, holds back a m ghty
engi ne which will strike the
nmeddl er dead, and be the fiercer
and the wilder ever after, for its
nmonent ary stop

TROTTY
ever did so to ny know edge,
s. It was quite by accident if I
. I wouldn’t deliberately do it,
m sure.

| n
sir
did
[
THE CHI MES

He who | anents for those who have
struggles, and cries for their
eventual |oss, instead of rejoicing
in the strength of their fight --
he who does this, does a wong. And

you have done that wong to us, the
chi mes.

Trotty clasps his hands earnestly.

TROTTY
| f you knew how often you have kept
me conpany, how often you have
cheered nme when |’ ve been | ow, you
woul dn’t bear malice for a hasty
wor d.

THE CHI MES
He who hears in us one note of
di sregard for any hope or joy, or
pain or sorrow, does us wong. That
wrong you have done us!

TROTTY
In ny ignorance. Not neaning it!

THE CHI MES
He who hears us echo the dul
verm n of the earth, those who put
down the unfortunate with broken
spirits, does us wong. And you
have done that w ong.

TROTTY
| have. Forgive ne!
(falling to his knees)
Spare ne, for nmercy’ s sake!
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THE CHI MES
Spare YOU? Look down and see what
you call yoursel f!

A shuttered wi ndow in the tower blows open. Trotty | ooks
down through it.

EXT. BOTTOM OF THE TONER -- TROITY'S P. O V. -- CONTI NUCUS - -
NI GHT

Trotty’ s body, crushed and notionless, |ies below on the

gr ound.

I NT. BACK IN THE TOWNER -- CONTI NUOUS -- NI GHT

Trotty reacts to seeing his own |ifel ess body.

TROTTY
No nore a living man!

THE CH MES
Dead!

TROTTY
|’ m dead! Gracious heaven! | m ssed
my way in the dark tonight and fel
down?

THE CHI MES

Not tonight. Ten years ago tonight.

TROTTY
VWhat ?

He | ooks down agai n.

EXT. BOITOM OF THE TOAER -- TROITY' S P. O V. -- CONTI NUOUS - -
NI GHT

Only a shadow remai ns where Trotty’'s body had | ain, and even
t he shadow fades as swirling |l eaves blow through it in the
gale at the tower’s base.

I NT. BACK IN THE TOWNER -- CONTI NUOUS -- NI GHT

Trotty shudders.

( CONTI NUED)
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TROTTY
Ten years since | died -- how tine
flies!

The voices interrupt, conmandi ng.

THE CHI MES
Quiet! Listen.

An ORGAN SOUNDS FAI NTLY in the church bel ow.
Swel I'i ng by degrees, the MELODY ASCENDS to the roof.

Expandi ng nore and nore, the SONG RI SES until the tower
walls are insufficient to contain it, and it soars into the
sky.

Trotty bursts into tears and puts his hands over his face.
The voices of the bells are nore insistent.

THE CH MES ( CONT’ D)
Li st en!

A sol etm STRAIN OF BLENDED VO CES RISES into the tower.
It is a very |Ilow and nmournful song -- a dirge.

SI NGERS
"W live to work, and work to live
It seens that's all life has to
give The endless toil, the dark,
the cold The hunger turns the young
to old There is no joy, all hope is
gone But always, always, |life goes
on Al ways, always, life goes on."

As Trotty |listens, he seens to recognize a voice in the
song.

TROTTY
She is dead! Meg is dead! Her
spirit calls to ne. | hear her

voi ce anong the singers!

THE CHI MES
The spirit of your child bewails
the dead, and mngles with the dead
-- dead hopes, dead dreans, dead
i magi ni ngs of youth -- but she is
living. Learn fromher life, a
l[iving truth. Learn how bad the bad
are born, fromthe creature dearest

( MORE)
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THE CH MES (cont’ d)
to your heart. Follow her. To
desperati on!

Each of the bell-figures stretches out an arm and points.

THE CH MES ( CONT’ D)
A spirit of the chines is your
conmpani on. It stands behind you.
Go!

Trotty turns to find little Lillian, the little girl whom
WIl Fern had carried in the street.

The bel |l -figures draw back their outstretched hands, and
di ssolve into bells again. The BELLS BEA N TO CHI ME.

Once again, vast multitudes of goblins spring fromthe bells
i nto existence.

And once nore, the phantons are frantically busy with their
fantastic duties.

Trotty turns and calls out to the child through the NO SE.

TROTTY
If | amnot mad, what are these?

LI TTLE LI LLI AN
Spirits of the Chines. Their sound
upon the air. They take the shapes
t hat the thoughts and hopes of
nortal s give them

The BELLS STOP RING NG and again the little spirits weaken
and fade, dwindling into nothing on the ending of the sound.

TROTTY
And you, what are you?

LI TTLE LI LLI AN
Hush! Look here.
| NT. TROTTY AND MEG S HOVE -- N GHT

Suddenly Trotty finds hinself back at his home with the
chil d.

But the roomis different -- poorer and neaner than before.
Meg sits working at enbroidery, but she is changed as wel|.

The light in her eyes has di med. The bl oom has faded from
her cheeks.
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Ten years older, Meg is still beautiful, but her hopes and
dreans seemto have died within her, and it shows in her
face.

Trotty starts to enbrace Meg, but his arns pass through her
as if he is no nore substantial than the w nd.

Trotty realizes that such efforts are useless. He trenbles
and brushes away a tear.

Meg | ooks up fromher work to see a very pretty young wonan
the ADULT LILLIAN, with famliar curls in her blonde hair.

Trotty recogni zes her at a glance, but he | ooks confusedly
fromthe young woman to the child, and back to the young
wonman agai n.

TROTTY
Little Lillian! Al grown up!

Trotty | ooks with awe into the spirit child s face, where he
sees sonething | ofty, undefined, and indistinct, sonething
that nmakes the face seemonly a fading renenbrance of the
little girl.

TROTTY ( CONT' D)
Then, who -- what are YQU?

LI TTLE LI LLI AN
Hardly nore than a nenory. Listen!
They speak.

ADULT LILLI AN
Meg. ..
(hesitating)
... how often you rai se your head
fromyour work to | ook at ne.

Meg sm | es.

VEG
Are ny | ooks so altered that they
frighten you, Lillian?

ADULT LILLI AN
No, of course not. But you never
smle when you | ook at ne.

MVEG
| do so. Do | not?
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ADULT LILLI AN
Now you do, but not usually. Wen
you think I’m busy and don’t see
you, you |l ook so anxious and so
doubtful that | hardly like to
raise nmy eyes. There is little
cause for smling in this hard and
toilsone life, but you were once so
cheerful .

VEG
Am | not now?

Smling, she rises to enbrace Lillian.

VEG ( CONT’ D)
Do | nmake our weary life even nore
weary to you, Lillian?

ADULT LILLI AN
You have been the only thing that
made it LIFE, sonetinmes the only
thing that made ne care to |live at
all. Such work! So many |ong nights
of hopel ess, cheerl ess,
never - endi ng wor k! And not to heap
up riches, not to live grandly,
m nd you, but to earn bare bread,
to scrape together just enough to
keep us alive in the consciousness
of our hard fate!

ADULT LILLI AN ( CONT' D)
(twi ning her arns around
herself as if in pain)
Oh, Meg, how can the cruel world go
"round and bear to | ook upon such

lives?
Meg soot hes her, brushing Lillian’s hair back from her face.
VEG
Way, Lillian! You! So pretty and so
young - -

Lillian interrupts, holding Meg at arnmis I ength and | ooki ng
into her face inploringly.

ADULT LILLI AN
That’s the worst part of all! |
wsh | were old, Meg! Wthered, and
shrivel ed, and free fromthe
dreadful thoughts that tenpt ne in

nmy youth
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Trotty tries to question the spirit child.

TROTTY
But why can’t she --

He turns to ook at the little girl, but she is gone.

TROTTY (CONT’ D)
Were are you?

He turns back to see Meg and Lillian, but then his face
shows a | ook of sudden surprise.

TROTTY (CONT’ D)
VWhere am | ?

| NT. BOALEY HALL -- N GHT

Two | arge banners hang in the great hall. One wi shes a
"Happy New Year" and the other, "Happy Birthday, Lady
Bow ey. "

Trotty’s ghost is there, wandering around drearily.

The hall is full of other VISITORS as well, including
Al derman Cute and M. Filer, both a decade ol der since | ast
seen.

The al derman is speaking to Filer.

ALDERVAN CUTE
...and after dinner in the great
hall, Sir Joseph Bow ey, friend and
father to the poor, will make his
speech. Pl um puddi ngs are to be
eaten by the invited poor and their
poor children -- in another room
of course..

FI LER
O course.

ALDERVAN CUTE
...and at a given signal, the
invited poor will flock in anongst
the rest of us, formng a
famly-like assenbl age, where not
one eye will be unnoi stened by
enotion! But even nore than this,
Sir Joseph Bow ey, Baronet and
Menber of Parlianment, is to play a
mat ch of skittles with his tenants!

( MORE)
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ALDERMAN CUTE (cont’ d)
Which quite rem nds ne of the days
of old. O stout, bluff King Henry.
Ah! Fine character.

FI LER
Very. For marryi ng wonen and
murdering 'em

The al derman turns and speaks to a BOY, age 9, standing
besi de him

ALDERVAN CUTE
You'll marry the beautiful |adies,
and NOT nurder 'em eh, young Sir
Bow ey? We shall have this little
gentleman in Parlianment before we
know where we are.

Trotty wanders up to them

Al derman Cute holds the boy by his shoul ders and | ooks as
reflective as is possible for him

ALDERMAN CUTE ( CONT’ D)
We shall hear of his successes at
the poll, his speeches in the
House, his overtures from
governments, his brilliant
achi evenents of all kinds, |'Il be
bound, before we have tine to | ook
about us!

Trotty | ooks down at young Bow ey’ s feet.

TROTTY
It’s a good thing he's wearing
shoes and stockings, eh, Al derman?
I f he was barefoot, you d have to
| ock hi maway!

Trotty turns fromthem and roans anong the conpany, | ooking
for his spirit-guide.

As Trotty wanders, he encounters M. Fish, Sir Joseph’s
confidential secretary, who is in great agitation.

FI SH
Bl ess ny heart and soul! Were’'s
Al derman Cute?
(calling out)
Has anybody seen the al derman?

The al derman is very near.
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ALDERMAN CUTE
|’ mhere, |I'"mhere, what’'s al
this?

M. Fish takes the alderman into a near w ndow.

Trotty joins the two there, as if by accident in his
wander i ngs.

FI SH
My dear Al derman Cute...

He gl ances around, and seens to feel they do not have enough
privacy.

FI SH ( CONT’' D)
Alittle nore this way.

He notions the al derman deeper into the wi ndow. Al dernman
Cute foll ows.

FI SH ( CONT' D)
The nost dreadful circunstance has
occurred. | have this nonent
received the intelligence. | think
it wll be best not to acquaint Sir
Joseph with it "til the day is
over. You understand him and wl|l
gi ve me your opi nion.

Fi sh shakes his head and repeats an earlier thought to
hi msel f.

FI SH ( CONT’' D)
The nost frightful and depl orable
event !

ALDERVAN CUTE
Fish! My good fellow, what is the
matter? Not hing revolutionary, |
hope! No attenpted interference
Wth the magi strates?

M . Fish shakes his head.
FI SH
Deedl es, the banker -- who was to
have been here tonight --

ALDERVAN CUTE
Not dead! It can't be!
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FI SH
Shot hi nsel f.

ALDERVMAN CUTE
Good God!

startled as well.

Fl SH
Put a doubl e-barreled pistol to his
nmout h, in his own countinghouse,
and bl ew his brains out. No notive.

ALDERVAN CUTE
A man of noble fortune. One of the
nost respectable of nen. Suicide,
M ster Fish! By his own hand!

Fl SH
Thi s very norning.

ALDERVAN CUTE

Oh, the brain, the nerves, the
nmysteries of this machine called
Man! Ch, the little thing that
unhi nges it, poor creatures that we
are. Perhaps it was caused by a bad
di nner, M ster Fish. Perhaps by a
bad fish dinner. O maybe it was
t he conduct of his son, who, | have
heard, ran very wild. Deedl es was
one of the nost respectable nen |
ever knew. A | amentabl e instance,
Mster Fish. A public calamty.
Il be in the deepest nourning. |
shal | make a point of wearing
bl ack. At least 'til Saturday. If |
think of it.

(shaki ng his head)
Only the Alm ghty above knows al
t he answers. W nust submt, Mster
Fish. We nust submt.

i ndi gnant .

TROTTY
What, Al dernman? No nention of
"putting an end" to suicide?
Renmenber, sir, your high noral
boast and pride. Cone, Justice,
bal ance those scales! If it had
been sonme poor wonan, dried by
starving msery and rendered nad by

( MORE)
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TROTTY (cont’ d)
clainms that her offspring has no
authority even to be on the pl anet,
woul d your words of synpathy have
been t he same?

But the al derman cannot hear Trotty, and Cute finishes his
conversation with M. Fish

ALDERMAN CUTE
|11 assist you in breaking the
nmel ancholy catastrophe to Sir
Joseph when the day is over

He shakes M. Fish's hand.

ALDERMAN CUTE ( CONT’ D)
The nost respectable of nen. |
hardly know why such afflictions
are allowed on earth

| NT. GREAT HALL -- N GHT

Later in the evening, Sir Joseph is finishing his speech to
all the guests with a toast.

SI R JOSEPH
...and after drinking to Lady
Bow ey’s health, what is left? My
friends, and others -- to the
dignity of | abor!

Suddenly there is a disturbance at the bottom of the hall

After sone confusion, NO SE, and opposition, one man breaks
t hrough the rest, and stands by hinself.

The man is worn, old, bent, and m serably dressed. But with
the bl aze of |anps on the man’s gray head, Trotty recogni zes
hi m

TROTTY
WI1l Fern!

SIR JOSEPH
What is this? Wo gave this man
adm ttance? This is a crimnal from
prison! Mster Fish, WLL you have
t he goodness --
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W LL
A m nut e!

He turns his head and addresses Lady Bow ey.

W LL (CONT' D)
My Lady, you was born on this day
along with the New Year. Gve ne a
mnute' s | eave to speak.

Lady Bow ey waves her hand as if she is slightly disgusted.

LADY BOMNEY
Let him and be done with it.

Sir Joseph is unsure, but takes his seat.
W1l mekes a hunbl e bow.

W LL
Gentl efol ks, you ve just drank to
the | aborer. Look at ne.

FI SH
Just come fromjail

W LL
Just cone fromjail, and neither
for the first time, nor the second,
nor the third, nor even the fourth.

FI LER
Four tinmes is quite over the
average. He ought to be ashaned of
hi nsel f.

W LL
Gent | ef ol ks. Look at ne! You see
|’mat the worst. Beyond all hurt
or harm beyond your help, for the
ti me when your kind words or Kkind
actions could have done ME good --
(striking his chest and
shaki ng his head)
-- Is gone. But let nme say a word
for others, and while you' re al
toget her, hear the real truth spoke
out for once.

SIR JOSEPH
There’s not a man here who woul d
have you for a spokesnan

WIll’s voice has a trenbling in it now and then
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W LL
Li kel y enough, Sir Joseph. But not
the less true, perhaps, is what |
say. Centlefolks, I've lived many a
year in this place. How hard, how
bitter hard I’'ve lived here, |
won't say. 'Tis harder than you
t hi nk, gentlefol ks, to grow up
decent in such a place. That |
growed up a nan and not an ani mal,
says sonething for ne. As | am now,
there’s nothing can be said for ne.
| " mpast it.

SI R JOSEPH
(quietly to those cl ose bhy)
I’mglad this nan has entered.
Don't disturb him He is a living
exanple. | hope that it will not be
| ost upon anyone here.

W1l continues speaking to the crowd.

W LL
| dragged on, sonehow, so heavy,
that | couldn’t put on a cheerful
face, or nmake believe that | was
anyt hi ng but what | was. Now, you
gentl enen that sits at Sessions,
when you see a man with di scontent
on his face, you says to one
anot her, "He’s suspicious. Watch
that fellow" | don't say it ain’t
under st andabl e, |1’ m just saying
it’s true. And fromthat hour
what ever the nman says, or does, or
doesn’t do, it goes against him

Al derman Cute sticks his thunbs in his waistcoat pockets,
| eans back in his chair, and sm | es.

ALDERVAN CUTE
The comon cry. Excuses, excuses!

W LL
Now, gentlenen, see how your |aws
are nmade to trap and hunt us when
we're brought to this. | tries to
live el sewhere, and |’ m a vagabond.
To jail with him | cones back
here, goes hunting for nuts in your
woods, and |I'm a trespasser. To
jail with him | has a natura

( MORE)
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WLL (cont’d)

angry word with that man when I'm
free again. To jail with hinl |
cuts a stick. To jail with hinml |
eats a rotten turnip. To jail with
him It’s 20 mles away, and com ng
back | begs a trifle on the road.
To jail with him At |ast, anybody
finds nme anywhere, doing anything,
and it’s to jail with him for he's
a vagrant, and a known jail bird,
and jail’s the only hone he s got!

ALDERVAN CUTE
A very good hone, too.

WIIl hears this and | oses his tenper.

W LL
Do | say this to serve MY cause?
Who can give nme back ny |iberty,
who can give ne back ny good nane,
who can give ne back ny innocent
niece? Not all the lords and | adies
in wde England! But gentl enen,
dealing with other nen |ike ne,
begin at the right end. Gve us, in
nmercy, better honmes when we're
lying in our cradles. Gve us
better food when we’re working for
our lives. Gve us kinder laws to
bring us back when we’ve gone

wong. And don’'t set jail, jail,
jail before us, everywhere we turn.
If you'll do these things, there

ain’t a condescensi on you can show
the | aborer that he won’t take, as
ready and as grateful as a man can
be, for he has a patient, peaceful,
and willing heart. But you nust put
the rightful spirit in himfirst,
or the day will cone when even the
Bi bl e changes in his altered m nd,
and the words seemto himto read,
as they have sonetinmes read in ny
own eyes: "Whither thou goest, |
CANNOT go; where thou | odgest, | do
NOT | odge; thy people are NOT ny
peopl e, nor thy God, My God!"

Trotty is greatly noved by WII’s words.

He shakes his head, then | ooks puzzled as he gl ances around.
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TROTTY

What now?
I NT. TROTTY AND MEG S HOME -- NI GHT
Meg is again before Trotty, seated at her work.
But now, their garret is poorer and neaner than ever before,
and Meg sits alone, straining her eyes until it is too dark
to see the threads.
She lights a candl e and works on.

Trotty | ooks down at Meg’s grief-worn face.

He starts to speak to her, but then realizes the effort is
futile. He begins crying quietly.

There is a KNOCK at the door, and Meg rises and opens it.

On the threshold is a slouching, drunken man with matted
hair and an unshaven face, but with traces of having been a
man of good features in his youth.

Meg steps back a pace or two fromthe open door, silently
and sorrowful Iy | ooking upon the man.

Rl CHARD
May | conme in, Meg?

MVEG
Yes. Cone inside, Richard.

Trotty’ s nmouth opens in shock.

TROTTY
Ri char d?!

Meg gives Richard her chair. She stands close by, waiting to
hear what he has to say.

Ri chard sits, however, just staring vacantly at the fl oor
with an enpty smle.

He is a spectacle of such a m serable downfall, that Meg
puts her hands before her face and turns away.

Roused by the rustling of Meg’'s dress, Richard lifts his

head and begins to speak as if there has been no pause since
he entered.
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RI CHARD
Still at work, Meg? You work |ate.

MEG
| generally do.

Rl CHARD
And early?

VEG

Rl CHARD
So she said. She said you never
tire, or never admitted that you
tire. Not all the tine you lived
toget her. Not even when you
fainted, between working and
fasting. But | told you that, the
last tine | cane.

VEG
You did. And I inplored you to tel
me nothing nore, and you nade ne a
sol enrm prom se, Richard, that you
never woul d.

Rl CHARD
A solem prom se. To be sure. But
how can | help it, Meg? What am |
to do? She has been to see ne
agai n.

MVEG
Agai n? Oh, does she think of nme so
of ten? Has she been agai n?

Rl CHARD
Twenty tinmes again. Meg, she haunts
me. She cones behind ne in the
street and thrusts noney in ny
hand. Before |I can turn ny head,
her voice is in ny ear, saying,
"Richard, don't |ook around. For
heaven’s | ove, give Meg this!" She
brings it where | |live, she sends
it inletters, she taps at the
wi ndow and lays it on the sill.
What can | do? Look at it!

He hol ds out a noney bag, and pours the coins into his hand
until they spill over onto the floor.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 64.

VEG
Hide it! When she cones again, tel
her, Richard, that | love her in ny
soul. Tell her | never lie down to

sl eep but that | bless her, and
pray for her. That in ny solitary
work, | never cease to have her in
nmy thoughts. Tell her she is with
me night and day, and if | die
tomorrow, | will remenber her wth
my last breath. But | cannot | ook
upon that noney!

Richard slowy pulls back his hands, pouring the coins back
into the bag.

Rl CHARD

(wth drowsy thoughtful ness)
| told her so, as plain as words
coul d speak. |’ve taken it back and
left it at her door a dozen tines
since then. But when she cane at
| ast and stood before ne face to
face, what could | do?

MVEG
Oh, Richard...

Rl CHARD
There she stood, trenbling. She had
SO0 many questions. "How does Mg
| ook, Richard? Does she ever speak
of me? Is she thinner? Wiat’s in ny
old place at the table?" There she
was. | heard her ask.

Meg leans close to Richard to listen. Tears stream from her
eyes.

Wth his arns resting on his knees and stooping forward in
his chair, R chard continues.

Rl CHARD ( CONT’ D)
Then she said --

FLASHBACK BEG NS:



65.

EXT. RICHARD S DOOR -- N GHT

Lillian, her face in heavy makeup and her attire inmmodest,
stands in the cold outside Richard s door, pulling a shaw
tightly around her and holding the purse out in front of
her .

Ri chard stands at his door, listening to Lillian.

ADULT LILLI AN
Ri chard, | have fallen very |ow,
and you may guess how nuch | have
suffered in having this noney sent
back, when it is all | can bear to
bring it to you. But you | oved Mg
once dearly, even in ny nenory.
O hers stepped in between you,
fears and | eal ousi es, and doubts,
and vanities estranged you from
her, but you did | ove her.

FLASHBACK ENDS

I NT. MEG S ROOM -- NI GHT
Ri chard conti nues.
Rl CHARD

...but you did lIove her, she said.
| suppose | did.

(a pause)
| know | did. But that’'s neither
here nor there. Then Lillian said

FLASHBACK BEG NS:

EXT. RICHARD S DOOR -- N GHT
Lillian continues speaking to Ri chard.
ADULT LILLI AN
Oh, Richard, if you ever did |ove
Meg, if you have any nenory for

what is gone and |ost, take this
nmoney to her once nore. Once nore!

She takes Ri chard’'s hands.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 66.

ADULT LILLI AN ( CONT' D)
Tell Meg how I put your hands in ny
hands, where her own hands m ght
have been, and was so hunble to
you, Richard. Tell her that you
| ooked into ny face, and saw t hat
t he beauty which she used to praise
is all gone, and in its place, a
poor hol | ow cheek that she woul d
weep to see. Tell Meg everything,
and take the noney back, and she
wi Il not refuse again. She will not
have the heart.

FLASHBACK ENDS

INT. MEG S ROOM -- NI GHT
Ri chard finishes telling Meg of Lillian's visit.
Rl CHARD
"...she wll not have the heart."
So won’t you take the noney, Meg?
Meg shakes her head and notions for Richard to | eave.
After a pause, he rises.

MEG
Good ni ght .

Rl CHARD
Good ni ght, Meg.

He wal ks toward the door, then turns to |look at Meg a | ast
tinme.

For a nonent, a flash of Richard’ s old bearing is seen.
Then t he nmonment passes, and he | eaves as he had cone.

Meg sits back down to her work. She has a small fire, and
she notices that it needs nore coal.

She rises to nend the fire, and the chimes RI NG hal f - past
t he hour.

When the bells cease, Meg hears a GENTLE KNOCKI NG at her
door.

Bef ore she can respond, the door opens.

Meg recogni zes the entering figure.
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MEG
Lillian!

Lillian wal ks to Meg as swftly as she seens able, pain
flashing across her face as she falls to her knees before
Meg. Lillian clings to Meg' s dress.

MEG ( CONT' D)
Up, Lillian! My dear girl --

ADULT LILLI AN
Never again, Meg. Here, close to
you, holding to you!

MVEG
Yes, we’'re together! Lillian, in ny
heart you’'re ny child, you know
that. No nother’s |ove can be nore
dear.

ADULT LILLI AN
When | first | ooked into your face,
you knelt before me. On ny knees
before you, let nme die. Let it be
her e.

MEG
You have conme back! W will stay
t oget her, work together, hope
t oget her, die together!

ADULT LILLI AN
Oh Meg, fold your arns around ne.
Look kindly on ne, but don't raise
me. Let it be here. Let ne see the
| ast of your dear face here.

Forgive nme, Meg. Forgive ne. | know
you do, | see you do, but say so,
Meg.
MVEG
| forgive you, Lillian.
She kisses Lillian s cheek.
MEG ( CONT’ D)

O course | forgive you.
She holds Lillian in her arns.

ADULT LI LLI AN
Hi s bl essing on you, Meg. He
suffered her to sit beside H s

( MORE)
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ADULT LILLIAN (cont’ d)
feet, and dry themw th her hair.
Ch, Meg, what nercy and conpassi on!

A | ook of dreadful pain passes over Lillian’s face, and then
she relaxes into an expression of final peace.

Trotty watches as Lillian dies.

The spirit of the child, innocent and radiant, returns to
Trotty.

The child touches Trotty’'s hand, and he | ooks at her.

The chi mes RI NG M DNI GHT.

EXT. BELL TOAER -- NI GHT

The chinmes TOLL the 12 o’ clock hour in the black of the
wi nter night.

INT. MEG S ROOM -- NI GHT

The spirit of the child speaks to Trotty.

LI TTLE LI LLI AN
More time has passed.

Richard is nowin Meg’s room He | ooks desperate and
pani cked as he speaks to Meg.

Trotty and the child | ook on.

Rl CHARD .
|’ ve sunk | ower and Iomer! until no
one will enploy nme. | believe | am

incorrigible. There is only one
person in the world who has a
chance of reclaimng ne, and it
ever has been so. Please, Mg, |
pray you, save ne!

MVEG
What you were once to ne, is buried
in a grave beside what | was once
to you.

(after a thoughtful pause)

But in the hope of saving you, for
the Iove of the lighthearted girl,
you renenber her, who was to have
been married on a New Year’s Day,

( MORE)
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MEG (cont’ d)
and for the love of her Richard --
God help nme, but | nust nake the
trial. Lillian trusted you, and |
coul d never forget that.

The child takes Trotty’s hand.
TROTTY
Must we | eave her again? Just as
she has a chance at happi ness?
LI TTLE LI LLI AN
(nods)
Look, over here.

She points to the next scene.

| NT. MRS. CHI CKENSTALKER S ROOM -- NI GHT

M's. Chickenstal ker and a fam liar-looking man sit before a
bright fire. The two of themare fat, rosy-cheeked, and
confortabl e.

On the table between themis the renmnins of their recent
fare of hot tea and nuffins.

A fat, basking CAT PURRS and washes its whi skers near a
hal f-enpty bow of mlk near the fire.

Each hal f of the cozy couple nods off into a doze as the two
wat ch the gl owi ng sparks that drop into the grate.

The firelight gleans in the little roomand on the panes of
w ndow gl ass in the door.

Hal f-drawn curtai ns across another door separate the chanber
fromthe little shop beyond.

I NT. SHOP -- NI GHT

The little roomis choked with the abundance of its stock.
Loaves of bread, balls of thread, ropes of onions, wheels of
cheese, oil lanps, candles, and jars of pickles crowd the

t abl es and shelves of the store.

Trotty and the spirit child appear.

Trotty | ooks back at the couple by the fire.
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TROTTY
That’s Ms. Chickenstal ker, but
who's that with her? Has she a
husband now?

The child nods.

TROTTY (CONT’ D)
VWho is he? | know his face.

FLASHBACK BEGQ NS:

EXT. DOOR OF SIR JOSEPH BOALEY’ S MANSI ON -- DAY

In his mnd s eye, Trotty renenbers the fat butler, Tugby,
openi ng the door for him

Tugby under goes sone hard panting before finally finding his
voi ce and speaking in a fat whisper.

TUGBY
VWo' s it fronf

FLASHBACK ENDS

I NT. MRS. CHI CKENSTALKER' S SHOP -- NI GHT
Trotty' s frown vani shes as he renenbers the man.

TROTTY
Wiy, it’s the butler fromSir
Joseph’ s!

I NT. MRS. CHI CKENSTALKER S ROOM -- N GHT

The former butler stretches his fat | egs before the fire and
rubs them

TUGBY
What sort of a night is it, dearie?

Hs wife answers with enthusiasm
MRS. CHI CKENSTALKER
Bl owi ng and sl eeting hard, Tugby,

and threatening snow. Dark. And
very col d.
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Still

TUGBY
|"mglad to think we have nuffins.
It’s a sort of night that’s neant
for muffins. Likew se crunpets.

rubbing his | egs, Tugby LAUGHS as if someone has

tickled him

MRS. CHI CKENSTALKER
You' re in spirits, Tugby ny dear.

TUGBY
No, not particularly. I'"mjust a
little el evated. The nuffins cane
so tinely!

Wth that, he LAUGHS until his fat legs rise into the air.

TUGBY ( CONT' D)
| told you, | find nyself alittle
el evated. So, it’s blow ng and
sl eeting and threateni ng snow, and
it’s dark and very cold, is it, ny
dear ?

MRS. CH CKENSTALKER
Har d weat her i ndeed.

TUGBY
Aye. Years are like Christians in
that respect. Sone of 'emdie hard,
sone of "emdie easy. This one
hasn’t many hours to run, and is

making a fight for it. I like it
all the better. Well, here | sit if
the weather’s bad, and I'Il not go

out if the weather’s good.

The BELL RI NGS on the outer door.

M s.

TUGBY ( CONT’ D)
There’s a custoner, ny |ove.

Chi ckenst al ker (now Ms. Tugby) rises and wal ks out

into the shop

| NT.
M s.

SHOP - - CONTI NUOUS

Chi ckenstal ker enters the crowded little room
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MRS. CHI CKENSTALKER
Now t hen. Wat’'s want ed?

Suddenly she recogni zes her custoner.
MRS. CHI CKENSTALKER ( CONT’ D)
On! | beg your pardon, sir, |’'m
sure. | didn't know it was you.

She nakes this apology to a DOCTOR i n bl ack who wears a hat
and carries a black nedical bag.

The doctor sits on a beer barrel and nods in return.

DOCTOR
This is bad business upstairs, Ms.
Chi ckenstal ker -- | nmean, Ms.

Tugby. The man upstairs can’'t I|ive.

Tugby cones out into the shop to join them He speaks to his
w fe.

TUGBY
He nmust go, you know, before he’'s
gone.

The doctor in black shakes his head.

DOCTOR
| don’t think you can nove him |
woul dn’t take the responsibility of
saying it could be done. You had
better | eave hi mwhere he is. He
can’t live |ong.

Tugby brings the butter scale down upon the counter with a
CRASH by weighing his fist on it.

TUGBY
It’s the only subject that we’ ve
ever had a word upon, she and ne,
and | ook what it conmes to! He's
going to die here after all. Going
to die in our house!

MRS. CHI CKENSTALKER
And where should he have died,
Tugby?

TUGBY

In the wor khouse. \VWat are
wor khouses for?
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MRS. CHI CKENSTALKER
Not for that! Neither did | marry
you for that. I won't allowit,
Tugby. 1’ d be separated first, and
never see your dear face again.
Wien nmy wi dow s nane stood over
that door, as it did for many
years, this house being known as
"M's. Chickenstalker’s,” | knew him
as a handsone, steady, independent
youth. | knew her as the
sweet est - | ooki ng, sweet est -t enpered
girl eyes ever saw. | knew her
father, poor old creature, he fel
down fromthe steeple walking in
his sleep and killed hinself. He
was the sinplest, hardest-working
man that ever drew breath.

Trotty wipes his eyes as he listens.

M's. Chickenstal ker dries her eyes and shakes her head and
her handkerchi ef at Tugby with an expression of firmess.

MRS. CHI CKENSTALKER ( CONT’ D)
And when | turn them out of house
and honme, may angels turn ne out of
heaven! As they woul d! And serve ne
right.

TROTTY
Bl ess her!

Tugby stands staring at his wife, without attenpting to
reply.

The doctor speaks to the kind wonan.

DOCTOR
There’ s sonething interesting about
t he woman even now. How did she
cone to marry hinf

M's. Chickenstal ker takes a seat near the doctor.

MRS. CHI CKENSTALKER
Wiy that is not the |east cruel
part of her story, sir. You see
t hey kept conpany, she and Ri chard,
many years ago. When they were a
young and beautiful coupl e,
everything was settled, and they
were to have been married on a New

( MORE)
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MRS. CHI CKENSTALKER (cont’ d)
Year’s Day. But sonehow, Richard
got it into his head, through what
an alderman told him that he m ght
do better, and that he’'d soon
regret the marriage, and that Meg
wasn’t good enough for him and
that a young man of spirit had no
busi ness to be marri ed.

DOCTOR
Oh, no.

MRS. CHI CKENSTALKER
True as ny word. And the al derman
frightened Meg, and made her
fearful of Richard deserting her
and of her children comng to the
gal l ows, and of its being w cked to
be man and wife. In short, their
trust in one another was broken,
and so was the engagenent. But the
fault was Richard’ s. Meg woul d have
married him sir, joyfully. 1’ve
seen her heart swell many tines
afterward when Ri chard passed her
in a proud and carel ess way, and
never did a wonan grieve nore truly
for a man than Meg did for Richard
when he first went wong.

DOCTOR
Oh, he went wong, did he?

MRS. CHI CKENSTALKER

Well, sir, | don't know that he
rightly understood hinself, you
see. | think his mnd was troubl ed

by their having broke with one
another, and if it weren't for
bei ng ashanmed before the al der man,
and perhaps for being uncertain

t oo, how Meg m ght answer, he'd
have gone through any suffering to
have had Meg’s hand again. That's
nmy belief. But he never said so,
nore’s the pity. He took to
drinking, idling, bad conpanions,
all the fine resources that were to
have been so nuch better for him
than the hone he m ght have had
with Meg. He lost his | ooks, his
character, his health, his friends,
hi s work, everything.
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DOCTOR
He didn't | ose everything, Ms.
M's. Tugby, because he gained a
wfe.

MRS. CHI CKENSTALKER
I"mcomng to it, sir. This went on
for years and years. Meg, poor
t hi ng, endured m series enough to
wear her life away. At |ast,

Ri chard was so cast down, and cast
out, that doors were shut upon him
go where he would. Finally one

ni ght he went to Meg and nade a
prayer to her to save him

DOCTOR
Ah! Well, and she?

MRS. CHI CKENSTALKER
She cane to ne that night to ask if
they could live here. So they were
marri ed and when they cane here |
hoped that the prophesies that
parted them when they were young,
woul d not be fulfilled.

The doctor gets up fromthe cask and stretches hinself.

DOCTOR
| suppose he used her ill as soon
as they were married?

M's. Chickenstal ker shakes her head and w pes her eyes.

MRS. CHI CKENSTALKER
| don’t think he ever did that. He
got on better for a short tine, but
his habits were too old and strong
to be gotten rid of. He soon fel
back to the drink a little, and was
falling back fast when his illness
cane upon him There he has been
I yi ng now, these weeks and nonths.
Bet ween Ri chard and her baby --

TROTTY
Her baby!

MRS. CHI CKENSTALKER
-- Meg has not been able to do her
ol d work, and by not being able to
be regular, she has |ost the job,

( MORE)
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MRS. CHI CKENSTALKER (cont’d)
even if she could have done it. How

they have lived, | hardly know.
TUGBY

| know. By not paying what they

owe!

Suddenly there is a CRY OF LAMENTI NG from near by.

The doctor noves hurriedly to the door. He | ooks back to
M's. Chickenstal ker and Tugby.

DOCTOR
My friends, you needn’t discuss
whet her he shall be noved or not.
He has spared you that trouble,
bel i eve.

The doctor hurries upstairs, followed by Ms.
Chi ckenst al ker.

The voices of the chinmes call out to Trotty.
THE CHI MES (O S.)
Fol  ow her! Follow her! Learn it
fromthe creature dearest to your
heart!

Trotty and the spirit child float out after Ms.
Chi ckenst al ker .

Tugby PANTS AND GRUMBLES after them at |eisure.

| NT. MEG AND RI CHARD S ROOM -- NI GHT

Monents | ater, Meg, now a haggard, wetched wonman, is
VEEPI NG by the bed, pressing to her breast and hangi ng her
head over her tiny baby.

The doctor |lays his hand upon Richard s heart and |istens
for breath.

Slowy, the doctor rises.

DOCTOR
H's pain is over.

M's. Chickenstal ker noves to confort Meg.

Tugby enters, sees what has happened, and speaks to Meg.
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TUGBY
Conme, come! You nustn’'t give up,
you know. That won’t do. You nust
fight. Wiat woul d have becone of ne
if I had given up when | was a
butler, and we had SI X runaway
carriages at our door in one night?
| fell back upon ny strength of
character, that’'s what | did!/ And
you nust do the sane.

Ms. Chickenstal ker gives Tugby a | ook of exasperation.
Tugby sees the | ook, but does not understand.

TUGBY ( CONT’ D)
What ?

Trotty again hears the voices of the unrelenting chines
speaking to him

THE CHI MES (O S.)
Fol | ow her!

Trotty turns toward the spirit child and sees her rising
fromhim passing through the air.

LI TTLE LI LLI AN
Fol | ow her!

The little girl vani shes.

Trotty hovers around Meg and | ooks into her face. He floats
around Meg's baby as it CRIES feebly.

Trotty puts his hands to his face and weeps.

TROTTY
Oh, God be thanked! She | oves her
chi |l d!

When Trotty takes his hands fromhis face, only Meg and the
baby remain in the room Everyone el se has vani shed.

TROTTY (CONT' D)
More tinme has passed...?

Meg, wal ki ng back and forth, holds her baby and SI NGS
FAINTLY to it in its sleep.

MVEG
"Pray and sl eep, sleep and dream
Tonight all things aren’t what they

( MORE)
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MEG (cont’ d)
seem Tonorrow wi I I show us the way
Toni ght we’ll sleep, and dream - -

She | ooks up as her door is softly opened. WII| Fern |ooks
in.

W LL
For the last tine.

MVEG
WII!

He enters, closes the door softly, and listens Iike a hunted
man. He speaks in whispers.

W LL
Meg, ny race is nearly run.
couldn’t finish it without a
parting word with you. Wthout one
grateful word.

Meg | ooks suddenly frightened at WIIl’'s words.

MVEG
What have you done?

WIIl makes a gesture as if to brush Meg’'s question aside.

W LL
It’s long ago now, Meg, but that
night we first net is as fresh in
my nmenory as ever it was. W little
t hought then, that we should ever
meet |ike this.

He | ooks at Meg’ s baby.
W LL (CONT' D)
Your child, Meg? Let nme have it in
my arnms. Let ne hold your child.
He trenbl es as he takes the baby.

W LL (CONT' D)
Is it agirl?

VEG
Yes.

WIIl puts his hand in front of the baby’'s face.
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W LL
See how weak |’'ve grown, Meg, when
| need courage to | ook at her. Let
her be, a monent. | won’t hurt her.
It’s been a long tine, but --
what’ s her name?

MEG
Lillian.
WIl is noved.
W LL
|’mglad of that. I'"mglad of that!

He seens to breathe nore freely, and after pausing for an
instant, he takes away his hand and | ooks at the baby’s
face.

W LL (CONT' D)
Lillian!

He gives the baby back to Meg as quickly as he can.
W LL ( CONT’ D)

It'’s Lillian’s face!
MVEG
What ?
W LL
MY Lillian’s! | held the sane face
innmy arms the night Lillian's

nmot her di ed and | eft her.

Meg sits in a chair, pressing the baby to her breast, and
weepi ng over it.

She rel eases the infant from her enbrace, |ooks anxiously in
its face, then presses it to her again.

Trotty begins to shrink back in fright.

THE CHI MES (O. S.)
Learn it fromthe creature dearest
to your heart!

WIIl |eans over and ki sses Meg on the brow.

W LL
Meg, | thank you, for the |ast
time. Put your hand in mne and
tell me you Il forget nme fromthis

( MORE)
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WLL (cont’d)
hour and try to think the end of ne
was here.

MEG
Pl ease tell nme, what have you done?

W LL

There’' Il be a fire toni ght. Wen
you see the distant sky red, think
of me no nore, or if you do,
remenber what a hell was |ighted up
i nside of me, and inmagi he you see
its flames reflected in the clouds.
Good ni ght, Meg. Good- bye.

He hurries out of the little room

MVEG
WIIl!

But he is gone.
Meg sits, stupefied.

After a nonent, she is roused by the baby CRYING in her
arns.

She | ooks down at the baby’'s face.
MEG ( CONT’ D)
Like Lillian, when her nother died
and | eft her...
A strange, wild | ook cones into Meg’'s eyes.
TROTTY
But it is lovel She'll never cease
to | ove her baby! My poor Meg.

There is a RUMBLI NG OF LOW THUNDER i n the di st ance.

EXT. STREET -- N GAT

It is a bleak, wet night.

Li ght ning fl ashes and THUNDER ROLLS.

A cutting wind blows rain and sl eet against Meg, who is

carrying her baby and wal king as if she is very tired and
faint. Meg speaks to the baby.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 81.

VEG
No work tonight, but we'll find
some tonorrow |’ m sure.

She presses the baby close to her to keep it warmand dry as
she wal ks back to her room

She is close to her door and about to enter, when she sees
M. Tugby standing in her doorway, filling the entire entry.

TUGBY
Oh, you have cone back. Don’t you
t hi nk you have lived here | ong
enough wi t hout paying any rent?
Don’t you think, that w thout any
noney, you’'ve been a pretty
constant custoner at our shop?

VEG
Pl ease, sir --

TUGBY
Suppose you try and deal somewhere
el se. And suppose you provide
yoursel f wi th another | odging.
Conme! Don’t you think you could
manage it?

Meg i s exhausted. She speaks in a | ow voice.

VEG
It’s very late. Tonorrow --

TUGBY
Now | see what you want. You know
there are two parties in this
house, and you delight in setting
"em agai nst each other. | don’t
want any quarrels. |’ m speaking
softly to avoid a quarrel. But if
you don’t go away, |’'Il speak out
| oud and you shall cause words | oud
enough to please you. But you
shan’t cone in. That | am
det er m ned.

Meg brushes her wet hair back with her hand, and | ooks in a
sudden manner at the sky.

Red is reflected in the clouds on the horizon.

Meg | ooks down at her baby and speaks quietly to herself.
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VEG
Fl anes reflected in the clouds...

Tugby pays no attention.

Meg slowy turns and wal ks down the dark street.

TUGBY
This is the last night of an old
year, and I won't carry ill blood

and quarreling into a new one, to
pl ease you nor anybody el se. |
wonder you ain’'t ashaned of
yourself to carry such practices

into a new year. If you haven't any

business in the world but to be

al ways maki ng di sturbances between

man and wi fe, you' d be better out
of it. Go along with you.

Winging his hands, Trotty watches Meg.

THE CHI MES (O S.)
Fol |l ow her! To desperati on!

TROTTY
She | oves her baby, Chines! She
|l oves it still!

THE CH MES (O S.)
Fol | ow her!

EXT. STREET -- CONTI NUGUS

Meg hurries on through the rain.

She wal ks

Meg hurries on.

bri ghter

VEG
Like Lillian. To be changed |ike
Lillian!

faster and faster.

TROTTY
| was her father! Have nercy on
her! Turn her back! Were is she
goi ng?

THE CHIMES (O.S.)

To desperation! Learn it fromthe
creature dearest to your heart!

red.

82.

Trotty keeps close to her.

There is LOUD THUNDER, and the sky is
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MEG
Li ke Lillian!

Al at once, Meg stops.
She takes off her thin shawl and waps the baby in it.

She ki sses the baby’s face tenderly, and holds it closely,
steadi | y agai nst her.

Then she speeds onward in the rain.

Trotty tries to grasp Meg as she passes, but she sweeps
t hrough himlike the w nd.

Trotty SCREAMS, tearing at his hair

TROTTY
My child! Meg! Turn her back! G eat
Fat her, turn her back!

EXT. RIVER BANK -- CONTI NUQUS

Scattered lights along the river reflect a dull red in the
swftly flow ng water.

Meg wal ks toward the dark |evel

EXT. RIVER S EDGE -- CONTI NUQUS

Meg' s desperate footsteps match the swiftness of the rapidly
flowi ng waters.

She arrives at the edge of the river and pauses.

Trotty runs up beside Meg and reaches out to hold her back,
but his hands pass through her again.

He falls to his knees and SHRI EKS to the bells.

TROTTY
| have learnt it! Fromthe creature
dearest to ny heart! Have nercy,
if, inny love for her, | slandered
nature in the formof nothers
rendered desperate. Pity ny
i gnorance and save her! This
dreadful crinme has sprung fromlove
perverted, fromthe strongest,
deepest | ove we know. Thi nk what
her m sery nmust have been. There is

( MORE)
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TROTTY (cont’ d)

no | oving nother on earth who m ght
not conme to this if such a life had
gone before. She neans nercy and
dies herself, to save the child
fromsuch a lifel

(turning to Meg)
| see the spirits of the chines
within you! | know that our
inheritance is held in store for us
by Tinme. | know that one day, al
who wrong us or oppress us will be
swept away |like |eaves. | know that
we nust trust and hope, and we nust
not doubt ourselves, nor doubt the
good i n one anot her.

(to the Chines)
Spirits, | take your |lessons to ny
heart! O spirits, | am grateful

Meg takes a step forward, the step that will carry her into
the rushing river.

Trotty reflexively reaches out to pull Mg back.

This time, Trotty's fingers catch in Meg's dress. He can
hold it.

He pulls Meg away fromthe river. His strength is like a
giant’s.

He takes Meg in his arnms and hol ds her.

There is a sudden great gust of wind, and the rain begins to
change to a gentle snowfall.

The great chimes begin to RING

EXT. BELL TOAER -- N GHT

is mdnight. Lustily, nmerrily, joyfully, the CH MES Rl NG
|1

| t
the start of a new year through falling snow

DI SSCLVE TGO

| NT. TROTTY AND MEG S HOVE -- N GHT
The CH MES CONTI NUE RI NG NG the 12 o’ cl ock hour.

Trotty is having a difficult tinme waking in his chair beside
the fire.
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Meg, bl oom ng and yout hful, stands beside Trotty, hol ding
her needle and a sinple, white gown she has been dressing
wi th ribbons.

Meg gently shakes Trotty, who finally rouses fromhis deep
sl eep.

MVEG
What ever you do, Father, don’t eat
tripe again wthout asking a doctor
whether it’s likely to disagree
with you, for how you HAVE been
goi ng on, good graci ous!

Trotty utters a great CRY as if he is seeing a ghost in his
house.

He rises to clasp Meg in his arns, but someone cones rushing
in between the two.

Rl CHARD
No! Not even you. The first kiss of
Meg in the New Year is mne. |’ve

been waiting outside the house to
hear the chinmes and claimthe first
kiss. Meg, a happy New Year. A life
of happy New Year s!

He snothers Meg with ki sses.

Trotty sits in his chair and LAUGHS and CRI ES and BEATS HI S
KNEES. He junps up and hugs Meg, then Richard, then both at
once. He squeezes Meg's face between his hands and ki sses
it.

TROTTY
And tonorrow s your weddi ng day, ny
pet. Your real, happy weddi ng day!

Ri chard shakes hands with Trotty.

Rl CHARD
Today! The chines are ringing in
the new day along with the New
Year. Hear themni

The three listen to the happy PEALING of the chines.
TROTTY
(to Meg)

But today, | nean yesterday, you
and R chard had words.
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VEG
Because he’s such a bad fellow,
Father. Aren’t you, Richard? Such a
headstrong, violent man! He d have
made no nore of speaking his m nd
to that great al derman, than he
woul d of --

Rl CHARD
(interrupting)
O ki ssing Meg.

He does.
MVEG
No, not a bit nore. But | wouldn’'t
| et him Father. Wat woul d have
been t he use?
TROTTY
But you were crying by the fire
toni ght, my pet, when | canme hone.
Way did you cry?
MVEG
| was thinking of the years we’ve
passed together, Father. And
t hi nking that you m ght mss ne and
be | onely.
Awakened by the commotion, little Lillian runs into the
room

TROTTY
Wy, here she is!

He picks little Lillian up onto his back.

TROTTY (CONT’ D)
Here we are and here we go! And
Uncle WII, tool

WIIl Fern has cone down fromthe |oft.
TROTTY ( CONT’ D)

Oh, Uncle WII, the vision that
| " ve had toni ght through | odgi ng

you!
Before WIIl can reply, a band of MJSIClI ANS bursts into the
room acconpani ed by Trotty's old friend Chill, and severa
NEI GHBORS.
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NEI GHBORS
Happy New Year!

CHI LL
Many of 'em

(to Meg and Richard)
And a happy weddi ng day!

Ri chard takes Meg into his arns and ki sses her again.
The crowd is pl eased.

Chill, carrying a portable collection of nusical bells on a
frame, is rather drunk already. He steps forward.

CHI LL

Trotty Veck, ny boy, it’s got about
t hat your only daughter is going to
be married today.

(to Meg and Ri chard)
There ain’t a soul that knows the
two of you that don’'t wish you both
all the happiness the New Year can
bring. So here we are, to play it
in and dance it in, accordingly.

Hi s speech is received with a general SHOUT.

TROTTY
What a happiness it is, |I’msure,
to be so esteened. How ki nd and
nei ghborly you are. It’s al
account of ny dear daughter Meg.
She deserves it!

Trotty sets Lillian down, and the mnusicians begin setting
up.

Ms. Chickenstal ker rushes in, attended by a MAN carrying a
| arge steam ng pitcher

TROTTY ( CONT' D)
It’s Ms. Tugby -- er, | nean, Ms.
Chi ckenst al ker!

MRS. CHI CKENSTALKER
Married, and not tell ne, Meg?
Never! | couldn’t sleep on the | ast
ni ght of the year without comng to
W sh you joy. So here | am and
it’s New Year’s Eve, and the eve of
your weddi ng too, ny dear.

She | ooks at Trotty and w nks.
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MRS. CHI CKENSTALKER ( CONT’ D)
| had a little punch made and
brought it with ne.

The "little punch" in the pitcher snokes and reeks like a
vol cano, and the man carrying it | ooks faint.

TROTTY
Ms. Chickenstal ker, bless your
heart and soul! A happy New Year
and many of 'em

He grabs Ms. Chickenstal ker and plants a big kiss on her
lips.

Ms. Chickenstalker’'s eyes wden with surprise and delight.

The crowd gives a CHEER and bursts into LAUGHTER and
APPLAUSE

Trotty notions for WIIl and little Lillian to cone to him

TROTTY ( CONT’ D)
Ms. Chickenstal ker, these are our
new friends, WIlliamFern and his
niece Lillian Fern.

Ms. Chickenstal ker | ooks very surprised.

MRS. CHI CKENSTALKER
Not the Lillian Fern whose not her
lived in Dorsetshire?

W LL
(curious)
Yes, that’s right.
M's. Chickenstal ker shakes hi m by both hands.

MRS. CHI CKENSTALKER

|’ m Anne Chi ckenstal ker. | was a
friend of Lillian’s nother!
TROTTY

WIIl Fern! Not the friend you was
hoping to find here in London?

W LL
Aye!

M's. Chickenstal ker gives little Lillian a giant hug.
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W LL (CONT D)
And |ikely to prove as good a
friend, if that’'s possible, as the
ones | found earlier tonight!

Trotty turns to the nusicians, who have finished setting up
their instrunents.

TROTTY
Ch, please play for us. WIIl you
have the goodness?

To the MUSIC OF THE BAND, Trotty |eads Ms. Chickenstal ker
in the dance, neking Meg and Richard the second coupl e.

DI SSOLVE TO

EXT. BELL TOAER -- DAY

The chinmes happily ring in the bright first norning of the
new year.

NARRATOR (V. Q)
Had Trotty dreaned? Or are his joys
and sorrows but a dream hinself a
dream the teller of this tale a
drean? If it be so, dear |isteners,
try to bear in mnd the stern
realities fromwhich these shadows
cone. No one is too big or too
small for such an end. So may the
New Year be a happy one to you, and
happy to many nore whose happi ness
depends on you. May each year be
better than the last. And may no
one in our world be denied his or
her rightful share in what our
great Creator has formed us to
enj oy!

FADE OUT



