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To Julie, Papa, and all our AngelsWith eternal love


FADE IN



EXTERIOR: AN OLD NEIGHBORHOOD (A PEACEFUL NIGHT) 



A streetlight reveals many large trees on the lots bordering the road. It seems to be winter because the hardwood trees are bare. The gentle movement of branches shows that a breeze is blowing. We hear a lone owl softly hooting. The camera focuses on a modest house, then zooms in to an upstairs window.



INTERIOR: BEDROOM (CONTINUOUS)



The room is dark, but we see a woman in her mid-30s in bed, asleep. It is samantha DARBY, and she is tossing about. She seems to be having a bad dream. The owl hoots again. We hear the whistle of a distant train.



INTERIOR: SAME BEDROOM (MORNING)



The morning light shows that the bedroom is medium sized and simply furnished. samantha is still asleep. The quilt and sheets are terribly rumpled, indicating a long, restless night. She slowly stirs and wakes up, looking tired and sad.



SAMANTHA (softly to herself): Oh, Jonathan, what a nightmare these three months have been. I still can’t believe you’re gone. Where are you, darling?



She turns around, looks at the clock, and sighs.



SAMANTHA (to herself): Another day…and still no peace.



INTERIOR: HOUSE (CONTINUOUS)



samantha gets out of bed wearily, puts her robe on, and drags herself to her daughter’s bedroom. Ten-year-old MAGGIE is fast asleep. Her bedclothes are all rumpled too.



SAMANTHA: Good morning, Maggie.



There is no response from MAGGIE. SAMANTHA sits on the bed, leans over, and hugs her daughter.



SAMANTHA: I know you’re tired, darling. I know you haven’t been sleeping well. But we have to go to school.



MAGGIE wakes up and looks glumly at her. SAMANTHA smiles, but her eyes are filled with sadness. MAGGIE relents and hugs her mother.



MAGGIE (yawning): It’ll get better, Mom…. I hope.



EXTERIOR: STREETS IN TOWN (MORNING)



samantha and MAGGIE are driving to school, wearing heavy jackets. Both are quiet. Even though it is bright and sunny, they seem to lack the energy to face the day. Bare trees and evergreens line the roads. A sign says Eastside Elementary. They turn into the parking lot, and samantha parks the car. MAGGIE turns and looks at her mother, with a determined look on her face.



MAGGIE: I’m going to quit swimming, Mom. It’s too difficult…not having Dad as the coach.



SAMANTHA: Oh, Maggie, but you love to swim…. Okay, I understand.



INTERIOR: SPECIAL EDUCATION CLASS (AFTERNOON)



samantha is walking around, helping special needs children with their projects. Some are reading, and have questions. Others are drawing, and want her to see what they have done so far. A few are working with puzzles, and need help. samantha looks worn out. A GIRL gets up, walks over to samantha, and touches her arm.



GIRL: Don’t be sad, Mrs. Darby.



SAMANTHA (hugging her): Thank you, dear.



INTERIOR: TEACHERS’ LOUNGE (LATE AFTERNOON)



Teachers are scattered about the room, resting or reading. samantha walks in. Some look up at her, then quickly look away. But one teacher stares at her sadly. Then she stands up and walks up to samantha.



TEACHER: I still think you should file a lawsuit against the student who ran the red light. He ruined your whole life!



SAMANTHA (looking distressed): Please, I don’t want to talk about it.



The TEACHER shrugs, shakes her head, and walks away. SAMANTHA glances around. Everyone else looks away.



INTERIOR: LIVING ROOM (EVENING)



The furniture seems comfortable, but not expensive. Lamps are on, giving the room a warm look. samantha is walking about, talking on her phone. 



MOTHER’s voice: You need to get away, dear. Like I said, you and Maggie come stay with us all summer.



SAMANTHA: Thank you, Mother. I’m still thinking about it.



MOTHER’s voice: I’m sure Maggie wants to come visit us. The beach is not too far.



SAMANTHA: I’ll ask her again. (Pause) Bye, love you.



She puts the phone down and looks pensive.



MAGGIE (walking in): Was that Grandma?



SAMANTHA: Yes. She’s asking again about spending summer with them. What do you think?



MAGGIE: I’m not sure.



SAMANTHA: You know Nana and Pop have also invited us.



MAGGIE: I know. But I don’t want to go there. I’m always afraid I’ll spill something on their expensive carpet.



SAMANTHA: Okay. We don’t have to decide right now.



MAGGIE comes and sits on SAMANTHA’s lap. They hold each other close, looking forlorn.



INTERIOR: SAMANTHA’S BEDROOM (NIGHT)



SAMANTHA is sitting on her bed, leaning back against propped-up pillows and hugging her knees. She looks sad and lonely. She closes her eyes and sighs.



SAMANTHA: Jonathan, I miss you so much. So does Maggie. We are both lost without you. We’re not sure whether to visit my parents in the summer. I’m not sure it’ll help. And nothing will have changed when we return. This town has such terrible memories for us. I feel we need a complete change, but I don’t know what to do. If you are listening, honey, please tell me what to do…somehow.



INTERIOR: SAMANTHA’S BEDROOM (MORNING)



samantha is sleeping, but looks peaceful. She wakes up slowly, and smiles to herself.



INTERIOR: KITCHEN (MORNING)



samantha and MAGGIE are having breakfast at the kitchen table. Both look rested, almost contented. They are quiet, focused on eating. samantha finishes her cereal and beams at MAGGIE.



SAMANTHA: I think we both slept soundly last night, for the first time in three months.



MAGGIE nods, her mouth full of cereal.



SAMANTHA: I had a peaceful dream of lovely English countryside, with rolling green hills and charming villages. Then it changed to impressive mountains around a calm, sparkling lake. When you were little, Dad and I used to talk of going to England, to Sunby Heath, where his father grew up. I think you and I should go there over the summer to start healing.



MAGGIE (excitedly): That sounds great, Mom!



She pushes away her empty cereal bowl and props her elbows on the table.



MAGGIE (happily): And now, let you tell you about my amazing experience, Mom. When I got into bed, I said “I miss you, Dad.” Then, just as I was falling asleep, I saw his smiling face, and heard his voice saying, “I’m with you, always.” I know it was him, Momma. It was very real.



SAMANTHA’s face shows mixed feelings. She is pleased for Maggie. But she’s sad that she herself has not seen or heard Jonathan in her dreams, or when falling asleep.



MAGGIE: Don’t you believe it, Mom?



SAMANTHA (recovering): Oh, I do, darling. I’m sure it was Dad. And then you slept well all night?



MAGGIE: Yes! I felt so peaceful, so happy to know Dad is with us.



SAMANTHA (suddenly hopeful): Maybe my beautiful dream was also from Jonathan.



MAGGIE: Of course! He wants us to go to Sunby Heath.



SAMANTHA: You’re right! I did ask him to tell me what to do. And my sleep was very peaceful, for the first time.



Both lean over and hug each other joyfully.



INTERIOR: LIVING ROOM (DAY)



samantha is sitting at a desk, working on her laptop. MAGGIE is lying on her stomach on the carpet, reading. She gets up now and then to look over SAMANTHA’s shoulder at the computer screen.



MAGGIE: That’s so pretty! Is that what it looks like?



SAMANTHA: I hope so.



MAGGIE: When can we go?



SAMANTHA: At the end of the school year.



MAGGIE: But that’s so long to wait!



SAMANTHA: Time will go fast now. We have something to look forward to. You’ll see.



MAGGIE looks unsure.



INTERIOR: KITCHEN (EVENING, LATER THAT WEEK)



samantha is fixing dinner. MAGGIE is setting the table.



SAMANTHA (smiling): Guess what, Maggie. I found a charming little house for rent in Sunby Heath. It’s called Rose Cottage. I’ve reserved it for two months.



MAGGIE: Oh, that sounds lovely. Can we go soon, please?



SAMANTHA: I told you, remember? We’ll go when school closes for the summer.



MAGGIE (protesting): But that’s months away!



SAMANTHA does not answer. She seems distracted.



MAGGIE: What’s wrong, Mom?



SAMANTHA: Nothing’s wrong…. I was looking at Bridgely, that’s the nearest town, to explore if there’s anything to sightsee. I saw a website that mentioned special education, so I clicked on it. There’s a position open for a Special Ed teacher in a secondary school starting September. You’ll be eleven then, just the right age to start secondary school.



MAGGIE (thrilled): Oh, my goodness. Are you thinking of applying?



SAMANTHA: I got goose bumps when I saw the ad. It does seem providential. 



MAGGIE: Are you going to quit your job at Eastside?



SAMANTHA: Not yet. We need to see if I get the job in Bridgely first. We also have to be sure we like living in Sunby Heath.



MAGGIE: I’m sure we will, Mom. This town has too many sad memories.



SAMANTHA: I know, darling. I’ll apply and we’ll see what happens.



INTERIOR: LIVING ROOM (WEEKEND MORNING)



The sun is streaming in and lights up the room. SAMANTHA is sitting on the sofa, with half-read newspapers all around her. A steaming mug of coffee is on the side table, next to her. She is talking on her phone.



SAMANTHA: … thank you, Mother, for understanding. We’ll visit you and Father when we get back. (Pause) No, I won’t know until we get there. I’ve already told Jonathan’s parents. (Pause) Well, they happened to call. (Pause) Yes, they’re supportive, although Pop reminded me there is nothing to do in Sunby Heath. (Looks up, as Maggie walks in.) How’s Father? (Pause) Glad to hear it. Love you both. Here’s Maggie.



MAGGIE: Hi Grandma. Yes, I’m really looking forward to it. (Long pause, while MAGGIE nods) Okay. Love you too!



INTERIOR: KITCHEN (CONTINUOUS)



samantha and MAGGIE are getting breakfast ready. samantha is frying eggs. MAGGIE is making toast and pouring orange juice into glasses.



MAGGIE: Does Pop not want us to go?



SAMANTHA: No, that’s not it. I think he was bored in Sunby Heath. That’s why he left when he was a young man and came to America. He never seemed to have much attachment to the village. He made it sound so bad, none of Dad’s brothers or sisters wanted to go there.



MAGGIE: Then why did Dad want to?



SAMANTHA: Dad was very close to his grandparents. They used to come from England to visit. They told him about Sunby Heath and it sounded wonderful to him. But Nana and Pop never took him. They sent tickets to Pop’s parents instead, so they could fly here and meet all the family.



They sit at the table and start eating.



MAGGIE: But why didn’t he go when he grew up?



SAMANTHA: He wanted to, but it didn’t work out. He could have gone after high school, but his grandparents came to see the family as usual. They could stay the whole summer, and Jonathan could only have visited them for two weeks because he had a job as a lifeguard.



MAGGIE: Did you know him then?



SAMANTHA: No, I just remember him telling me all this. (Laughing) Don’t you know we met in college? Did you forget?



MAGGIE (smiling sheepishly): I did. So why didn’t you both go, when you were in college?



SAMANTHA: We were so in love, we didn’t think of it for a while. Then we got ready to graduate, and had to look for jobs. It wasn’t easy to find positions at the same school, which is what we wanted, so that kept us busy. By the time we settled down and Jonathan started thinking of Sunby Heath again, we were expecting you, so we put it off again.



MAGGIE (jokingly): So, now I’m to blame.



SAMANTHA: Oh no, darling. You were our bundle of joy.



MAGGIE grins. 



SAMANTHA: When you were about four, Dad started talking of the three of us going to Sunby Heath. We made tentative plans to go, but nothing definite. Some more time went by. Then his grandfather died.



MAGGIE: I remember. Dad was so sad.



SAMANTHA: Yes, he was. You were only five then. He felt terrible about not going to Sunby Heath in time. He quickly prepared to go visit his grandmother, but she died soon after. He was terribly shaken.



MAGGIE: Poor Dad…. Did I ever meet them?



SAMANTHA: No. They didn’t like air travel as they got older. I met them though. They came for our wedding. They were very nice. Different from Nana and Pop, quiet and simple.



MAGGIE: Like Dad.



SAMANTHA: Exactly.



They get up from the table, and start to clear the breakfast dishes.



MAGGIE: It’s funny. I don’t remember Dad ever talking of his grandparents, or of Sunby Heath.



SAMANTHA: No, he never did after they died. I once suggested the three of us should go see the village, but it upset him so much, I never brought it up again.



MAGGIE: But now he wants us to go?



SAMANTHA: It seems that way. I think when we go to heaven, we see everything in a different way. Dad seems to know this would be good for us now.



MAGGIE: I’m glad. I’m really excited about going, Mom.



SAMANTHA: Me, too. And I feel Dad will be with us.



MAGGIE: Of course. He told me so, remember?



SAMANTHA laughs and hugs her.



INTERIOR: LIVING ROOM (A FEW WEEKS LATER)



SAMANTHA and MAGGIE are sitting on the sofa. They are having a heart-to-heart chat.



MAGGIE: I still miss Dad so much.



SAMANTHA: So do I.



MAGGIE: It’s especially hard at school.



SAMANTHA: Yes, because of the bad memories. And because other people don’t understand.



MAGGIE: But it’s getting better at home. We can talk about Dad and where he is now.



SAMANTHA: Yes. It’s important that we talk, and share.



MAGGIE: And you know the best thing? Dad’s visited us both now. I saw his smiling face and heard his voice. And you felt his hug. Tell me about it again, Mom.



SAMANTHA: It was so real. I felt as if he was really there while I was asleep, hugging me close.



MAGGIE leans over, and they hug.



SAMANTHA: It’s magical that Jonathan has connected with both of us this way.



MAGGIE: Yes. It’s so good to know he’s with us still. Do you think he shows up in Nana’s and Pop’s dreams?



SAMANTHA: I don’t know. He was never as close to them as he was to his grandparents.



MAGGIE: Isn’t that weird?



SAMANTHA: It’s unusual, but it makes sense. He was simple, like his grandparents. Content with a modest house, doing what he loved to do. He sure loved to teach children to swim and be safe in water, didn’t he?



MAGGIE: So different from his brothers and sisters.



SAMANTHA: Yes. They’re all like Nana and Pop. Very focused on making money. And spending it on expensive homes and cars.



MAGGIE: And their children are the same. Always showing off their latest electronic gadgets.



SAMANTHA: It bothered Pop that one of his sons “lacked ambition,” as he called it. He kept coming up with ideas for side businesses Dad could undertake.



MAGGIE (laughing): Can you imagine Dad as a businessman?



SAMANTHA: No, indeed. But Pop didn’t understand him.



Both are quiet for a moment.



SAMANTHA: But you know what? It’s alright. At least they were not estranged. They all came to the memorial service. And no one insisted I file a lawsuit, once they saw I was not open to it.



MAGGIE: Yes. I’m glad they support us.



SAMANTHA: Even though we’re so different from the rest of the family.



MAGGIE: We’re like Dad and his grandparents—a separate, little family. (A sudden inspiration) Do you think they’re together now?



SAMANTHA (eyes widening): Of course! How clever of you, Maggie. They must be together. That’s a comforting thought.



MAGGIE: Just like you and I talk about things, Dad has his grandparents to talk to now.



SAMANTHA: Oh! I’m so very grateful to realize he’s not lonely.



MAGGIE: And they can all look in on us and smile.



SAMANTHA (seriously): Yes. I hope we can always give them reason to smile.



They hug each other, as samantha quietly wipes tears from her eyes.



INTERIOR: MAGGIE’S BEDROOM (DAY)



A suitcase is open on the bed. samantha is helping MAGGIE pack for the trip. Fully leafed trees can be seen through the open bedroom window. MAGGIE, bubbling with excitement, brings piles of clothes over from her closet and dresser drawers. SAMANTHA looks these over, chooses a few carefully, and puts them in the suitcase. She shakes her head about the rest, and MAGGIE puts those back without argument. She seems too happy to care.



MAGGIE: I’m so thrilled! We’re finally going.



SAMANTHA: Yes. We have waited many months for this. I think it’ll be truly healing for us.



MAGGIE: Are you nervous about your interview?



SAMANTHA: No. I love my work. I like to help special needs children. And I’m comfortable talking about it. And if I’m not hired, then we can talk about what to do next.



MAGGIE (covering her ears): I don’t want to think about that. You will get the job. You will.



She uncovers her ears, and sits on the bed.



MAGGIE (dreamily): I just want to think about the trip. (A new thought) Do you think Dad will be with us when we travel?



SAMANTHA: I think angels can go anywhere they want. So he’ll look in on us wherever we are.



MAGGIE: Do you think he’s seen Sunby Heath already?



SAMANTHA: I’m sure he has. That’s why he gave me that dream months ago, for us to go there.



MAGGIE: Of course. I forgot…. Mom, do you think we can talk so openly about Dad with anyone else? That he’s with us, and helping us?



SAMANTHA: I don’t know. I wouldn’t. You should be careful, too. I don’t think people will understand.



MAGGIE: What about Grandma?



SAMANTHA: I’ve told her we feel his presence, and that made her feel good. Maybe I’ll tell her more when we meet. I don’t know. I don’t want anyone to think we’re imagining it. Not even Grandma.



MAGGIE: I agree.



SAMANTHA: I think we’re blessed, and we should cherish that.



MAGGIE: I do, I really do. (Looking up) Thank you Dad!



SAMANTHA looks happy.





INTERIOR: AIRPORT (DAY)



The airport is busy with travelers. samantha and MAGGIE are standing in line, looking excited. We hear some announcements about flights. samantha listens with a worried look, but all seems fine with their flight.



INTERIOR: AIRPLANE (DAY)



MAGGIE is fast asleep in her seat, exhausted by all the unusual activity. samantha is looking out of the window at the fluffy, white clouds below. The sky is bright blue. She sighs happily, as she leans back to rest.



EXTERIOR: CAR RENTAL AT HEATHROW (NEXT MORNING)



It is a busy place, on a corner of cross streets at the airport. People and cars crowd every available space. samantha and MAGGIE are weaving their way, through the crowds and traffic, into the car rental office.



EXTERIOR: ENGLISH COUNTRYSIDE (DAY)



It is an unusually sunny and cheery day. The sky is a deep shade of blue. samantha and MAGGIE are driving through the beautiful countryside. There are rolling green hills and huge pastures with sheep. Low walls of grey stone snake across the landscape, separating properties and making interesting patterns. A few large, old trees appear here and there. samantha and MAGGIE point to different things, laughing and talking. Once or twice, they stop, get out of the car, and take pictures.



EXTERIOR: ENGLISH COUNTRYSIDE (CONTINUOUS) 



The landscape has changed. samantha and MAGGIE are now driving on narrow lanes bordered by tall, thick hedges on both sides. They come to a quaint little village, with a sign saying Sunby Heath, and drive into the village. They look around at the old-world houses and cobblestone streets as they drive, clearly charmed by what they see.



EXTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE (CONTINUOUS)



They arrive at a modest cottage with spectacular climbing roses all over the front of the house. There is a very narrow driveway and samantha carefully parks the car. Both get out and look happily at the house. None of the neighbors are around. It is quiet and peaceful. MAGGIE looks under the welcome mat and finds the key. samantha opens the front door and they carry their bags in.



INTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE (CONTINUOUS)



The house is small but cozy. They quickly see all of it. There is a living room and a large kitchen with a dining area. A staircase leads upstairs from the living room. There are three bedrooms upstairs, a large one in front and two smaller ones in the back. The back bedrooms overlook the garden, which is full of a large variety of colorful flowers, nicely landscaped together to create a striking picture.



MAGGIE chooses the bigger of the two rooms in the back, delighted with her view. samantha agrees with MAGGIE’s choice, and indicates she will take the larger room in front.



SAMANTHA: This works for me. A spacious, airy room. And I like to be able to see the street.



MAGGIE: And I love my room. What a gorgeous garden!



SAMANTHA: It is indeed.



They go to their chosen bedrooms. As they start to unpack, there is a knock at the door. samantha looks out of her window. A tall, strong-looking MAN in his early 30s is on the stoop. He looks up, sees her at the window, and smiles.



MAN: Hello, welcome to Sunby Heath. I’m William Starke, the caretaker and gardener of Rose Cottage.



SAMANTHA: Oh, I’ll be right down.



Meanwhile, MAGGIE has already run down the stairs. SAMANTHA joins her, and MAGGIE opens the door.



MAGGIE: You’re the gardener? We love the garden, it’s so beautiful!



SAMANTHA: Yes, you’ve done a wonderful job.



WILLIAM (smiling): Thank you. I love flowers and trees.



SAMANTHA: I’m Samantha Darby, and this is my daughter Maggie.



WILLIAM: Pleased to meet you both. And now I’m going to fix a snack for you two.



INTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE, KITCHEN (CONTINUOUS)



He walks into the kitchen and they follow him. He puts a kettle on to boil, gets bread, cheese, and fruit out, and prepares two plates for them.



MAGGIE: How did all this food get here?



WILLIAM: I brought it over this morning. I knew you’d be hungry when you arrived.



SAMANTHA: Thank you.



MAGGIE: Don’t you want some?



WILLIAM: No, it’s for you.



They start to eat hungrily. He walks around, looking out at the garden at times from the large kitchen window.



WILLIAM: Do you have any connection with the Darbys who used to live in the village?



SAMANTHA: They were my husband’s grandparents.



WILLIAM: I knew them well. I tended their garden. They died a few years ago. Someone else lives there now. I’ll show you the house if you like.



MAGGIE nods eagerly. SAMANTHA does not respond.



WILLIAM: I’ve seen a photo of your husband as a young boy. I think they doted on him.



SAMANTHA’s face shows mixed emotions.



WILLIAM: Is he joining you later?



SAMANTHA: My husband was killed in a car crash eight months ago.



WILLIAM looks stunned.



WILLIAM: I’m terribly sorry to hear that. Please let me know if I can help you in any way.



Everyone is quiet for a while. WILLIAM leans against a wall, staring at samantha with great concern. samantha starts feeling uncomfortable. She wants to be alone with MAGGIE.



SAMANTHA (in a somewhat dismissive tone): Thank you for all you’ve done. And where can we reach you?



WILLIAM looks surprised and disappointed that she obviously wants him to leave. But he recovers, quickly walks over to a drawer, and pulls out a sheet of paper.



WILLIAM: Here, I’ve written directions to the grocery store and the chemist’s. They’re not far. My phone number is on it too. Call me any time. But I won’t be around tomorrow.



SAMANTHA nods without looking at him. WILLIAM smiles at MAGGIE and leaves.



MAGGIE: He’s so nice. Isn’t he, Mom?



SAMANTHA (in monotone): Yes.



MAGGIE: Don’t you like him?



SAMANTHA: I’m just tired.



MAGGIE: I like him.



SAMANTHA: Good. But I think we need to relax on our first day in our new place, just the two of us.



MAGGIE stares at her, quizzically.



SAMANTHA: Come, let’s finish unpacking.



INTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE, KITCHEN (MORNING)



samantha is puttering about. There is still enough food left to put breakfast together. She keeps looking out at the garden and smiling. It looks like a wondrous fairyland.



MAGGIE (yelling from upstairs): Mom! Come up to see the garden. It’s fantastic!



SAMANTHA: I know. I’m looking at it from the kitchen. You come downstairs for breakfast.



MAGGIE comes running down and hugs SAMANTHA.



MAGGIE: Isn’t it fabulous?



SAMANTHA: Yes, I love it.



MAGGIE: And William made it. Remember that.



SAMANTHA: Maybe the owners did. William is just taking care of it.



MAGGIE rolls her eyes.



MAGGIE: And he brought us all this food.



SAMANTHA: That’s true. He’s a thoughtful person.



MAGGIE: Why do you think he said he won’t be around today?



SAMANTHA: Maybe he has a job to do, somewhere else.



MAGGIE nods. They both gaze at the garden, fascinated.



MAGGIE (sighing happily): Are we doing anything today?



SAMANTHA: We can look around the village, and shop for groceries.



MAGGIE: Do you think we’ll meet some nice people?



SAMANTHA: I’m sure we will, but it may take time. I almost wish we don’t meet anyone today.



MAGGIE: Why, Mom?



SAMANTHA: You saw how William reacted when I talked about Dad. I don’t want to go through that with everyone we meet…. I know what. I’m just going to say, “My husband has passed away,” if anyone asks. That way they won’t know it was so recent and so tragic. They’ll just say sorry, and we can go on talking normally.



MAGGIE: Good plan…. I wonder if there are any kids in the village.



SAMANTHA: I’m sure there are. (Smiling) But we’re not going knocking on doors to find them.



MAGGIE (laughing): “Excuse me, but are there any children in this house?” Wouldn’t that be funny?



SAMANTHA shakes her head, still smiling.



EXTERIOR: CENTER OF VILLAGE (DAY)



It is a cloudy day. samantha and MAGGIE are walking around, looking at the old-fashioned little shops, the cobbled streets, and the inviting benches. It is clearly a setting to relax in, but it could also be a gathering place. They peek in a few stores, but are not ready to shop yet. They are enjoying the atmosphere of the village center.



samantha (looking in the chemist’s shop): Oh, here’s a woman about my age behind the counter. Maybe she’ll be a friend.



She eagerly walks in. MAGGIE tags along.



SAMANTHA: Hi, I’m Samantha Darby and this is my daughter Maggie. We’ll be staying here for the summer.



The woman barely nods, seemingly uninterested.



SAMANTHA: And you are?



WOMAN: Rebecca Holmes. I’m the chemist. What do you need?



SAMANTHA: We just came in to say hello.



There is no response from REBECCA, who is looking through a notebook.



MAGGIE: Do you live in the village?



REBECCA (curtly): Upstairs.



She continues looking at her notes.



SAMANTHA: It was nice to have met you.



REBECCA nods, without looking up. samantha and MAGGIE leave.



MAGGIE: Oh, Mom, she wasn’t very friendly.



SAMANTHA: No. But maybe it’s not so important to find a woman friend close to my age. (Expansively) I’m happy to be friends with anyone who wants to be a friend.



MAGGIE (mischievously): Except William.



SAMANTHA: Now, you stop that. I was tired. I’ll be nicer to him next time.



MAGGIE grins.



MAGGIE: Look, Mom! An ice cream shop.



SAMANTHA (giving some money to MAGGIE): Here, you go get us two cones. Strawberry, for me. (Pointing) I’ll sit on that bench there and wait for you.



SAMANTHA walks over to bench and sits, looking around. She looks peaceful. MAGGIE comes out with two strawberry cones, hands her one, and sits down.



SAMANTHA: How was the ice cream store person?



MAGGIE: Not cold. Ha, ha! No seriously, he was friendly. And he wished me a pleasant day.



SAMANTHA (smiling at Maggie’s little joke): I’m glad. It’s going to be pleasant, I’m sure. Mmmm, good ice cream.



MAGGIE nods emphatically, as she eats her ice cream.



A few people walk by, and glance at them curiously. Just as they finish their cones, a WOMAN in her early 60s comes along. She has a shopping basket on her arm and a kind face. She smiles at them, and stops.



WOMAN: Are you visiting our village?



SAMANTHA: Yes, we are. It seems a lovely place.



WOMAN: I’m Ella Sampson, and I hope you enjoy your stay. Where are you staying?



SAMANTHA: Won’t you sit down?



She slides over, and ELLA joins them on the bench.



SAMANTHA: We’re staying at Rose Cottage. I’m Samantha Darby, and this is my daughter Maggie.



ELLA: Darby! Any connection to the Darbys who lived here?



SAMANTHA: Yes, they were my late husband’s grandparents.



ELLA: I’m sorry for your loss, my dear. And you so young.



SAMANTHA: Thank you.



ELLA: But this is wonderful, you know. I knew your husband’s grandparents very well. They were friends of my parents. Alfred and I even played together as children.



MAGGIE: Who’s Alfred?



SAMANTHA: Pop.



ELLA: You both must come to tea very soon…. Shall we say Thursday at three? Will that suit you?



SAMANTHA: Yes. We’d be delighted, Mrs. Sampson.



ELLA: It’s Miss Sampson. But please call me Ella. I think we’re going to be friends.



SAMANTHA looks pleased. They exchange phone numbers. Another older couple walks into view.



ELLA: Bessie! Bert! Come here. I want you to meet someone. This is Samantha Darby and her daughter Maggie. They’re related to the Darbys. (To SAMANTHA) This is Bert and Bessie Mortimer, dear friends of mine.



The MORTIMERS come over and they all chat a bit, as the camera dollies away from the group to include a wider view of the village center.



INTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE, LIVING ROOM (EVENING)



The living room is smaller than the one in America, but looks cozy and warm. There is a sofa and two comfortable chairs, and several lamps are lit. SAMANTHA is pacing on the wooden floor and talking on her phone.



SAMANTHA: Hello, Mother. Oh, Father’s on the line, too? Great! How are you both? (Pause) Yes, we love the house just as much today. Maybe more so. (Pause) We did sleep well. It’s very peaceful. (Pause) We’ve looked around a bit. The village is so quaint, and we met some nice people. (Pause) Maggie’s out in the garden, enjoying the flowers. (Pause) Thank you, I know we will. I’ll give Maggie your message. And I’ll call in a week or so. Love you both!







EXTERIOR: ROADS IN ENGLAND (MORNING)



samantha and MAGGIE are driving through the English countryside, once again enchanted by the landscape. They see a sign saying Bridgely and drive into town. It is clearly much bigger than Sunby Heath, but uncrowded, clean, and thoughtfully planned. As they drive through the town, we see another sign saying Pine Brook School. The school is not in session and the parking lot is nearly empty. They park near a brick building, get out, and look around.



INTERIOR: CONFERENCE ROOM (CONTINUOUS)



It is a small room. There is an oval table, with eight chairs around it. samantha is being interviewed by two LADIES and a MAN across the table from her. She is talking animatedly, while the other three listen.



INTERIOR: RECEPTION AREA (CONTINUOUS)



MAGGIE is sitting on a sofa, reading a book. samantha walks in. One of the interviewers, a LADY, is with her.



MAGGIE: How did it go?



SAMANTHA turns, and looks inquiringly at the LADY.



LADY: It went well. (To SAMANTHA) We’re so impressed with your training and your dedication. But we have to meet and decide. Yours was the last interview, so it won’t be too long. We’ll let you know. (To MAGGIE) Are you ready for a tour?



MAGGIE (jumping up): Yes!



Long shots of the three: They go all over the school. They see several classrooms and labs, and also see the music room, the auditorium, the dining hall, the gymnasium, the pool, and the outdoor play fields. The LADY is opening doors as they go, and talking. SAMANTHA and MAGGIE are taking everything in, and asking questions now and then. They seem pleased with what they see.



INTERIOR: RESTAURANT IN BRIDGELY (NOON)



The inside of the restaurant is bright, and the décor is casual. samantha and MAGGIE are enjoying lunch.



MAGGIE: This is delicious, Mom! Can we come here again sometime?



SAMANTHA: Sure, more than once if I get the job.



MAGGIE: You’ll get it. I know you will.



SAMANTHA: Let’s not tell anyone about the school yet. We’ll know soon enough.



MAGGIE: Okay.



SAMANTHA: The school is nice, isn’t it?



MAGGIE: And they have a pool!



SAMANTHA (smiling): Yes, I knew that.



EXTERIOR: BRIDGELY (CONTINUOUS)



samantha and MAGGIE are driving around, looking at the sights in Bridgely.



SAMANTHA: And here’s a park we can walk to—if we end up at the school.



MAGGIE: Can we go there now?



SAMANTHA: I thought if we go back now, we could explore the old forest in Sunby Heath. We’ve only seen that area from a distance so far.



MAGGIE: Oh, yes. Let’s do that.



EXTERIOR: FORESTED AREA IN SUNBY HEATH (DAY)



Huge, old trees create an impressive wooded area. Oaks and maples are predominant in the forest. There is a lovely orchard in a clearing, with apple and cherry trees. A grassy slope goes from the orchard to a little stream.



samantha and MAGGIE walk about, looking around, admiring the natural beauty. At one end is a large, manor house. It seems in a state of neglect. Everything, except the orchard, has an air of an estate long abandoned. Much of the grounds have gone back to the natural state.



samantha and MAGGIE walk back from the house to the orchard, where the apple trees are flowering and the cherry trees are laden with bright red cherries. They pick as many cherries as they can hold, and walk down to the stream. They sit on the bank under a gorgeous, flowering crabapple tree, and enjoy the delicious cherries. They see deer, rabbits, chipmunks, and all kinds of birds. The air is filled with birdsong. It is very peaceful.



SAMANTHA: Oh, Jonathan, how right you were about this place! (Eyes misting) Wish you were with us now.



MAGGIE: He is with us, remember?



SAMANTHA: Of course…. But it would be nice to know for sure.



MAGGIE: You mean, a sign?



SAMANTHA: Yes, I suppose.



A sudden breeze blows a huge shower of soft, pink-white, crabapple blossoms on the two. They are ecstatic as they hug each other. It is clear they know that Jonathan is with them. They look up at the tree, laughing with joy.



EXTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE (CONTINUOUS)



WILLIAM is working in the garden and sees them drive up. SAMANTHA and MAGGIE get out of the car, as WILLIAM walks around to the front.



WILLIAM: Hello, there. I wondered where you were. Are you enjoying Sunby Heath?



MAGGIE: Yes! We saw a beautiful forest and a pretty orchard today. And we ate some delicious cherries.



SAMANTHA: Hope that was okay. That place looks abandoned.



WILLIAM: It is. But I take care of the orchard.



MAGGIE: You take care of everything, don’t you?



WILLIAM smiles. Then he looks at SAMANTHA. She is suddenly uncomfortable.



SAMANTHA: Well, I need to go in, and get dinner ready.



She waves and goes inside. WILLIAM stares after her.



MAGGIE: Where do you live, William? I’d love to see your garden.



WILLIAM: I did live in a house, with my parents. They bought the house before I was born. But I sold it recently. I live above the chemist’s now.



MAGGIE: But Rebecca lives there. Is she your wife?



WILLIAM: No. I’m not married. There are two flats above the chemist’s. Rebecca lives in one, and I live in the other.



MAGGIE: Are you friends?



WILLIAM: No, just neighbors.



MAGGIE: So you don’t have your own garden?



WILLIAM (smiling): I think of all the gardens as mine.



MAGGIE: That’s great!



WILLIAM: And I still tend my old garden, so you can see it if you like. The folks who live there are very nice. They have a little girl, Chloe, about your age.



MAGGIE (excitedly): Really? Where does she go to school?



WILLIAM (looking puzzled at her question): School’s off now. She’s home mostly. I can introduce you and your mother to the family.



MAGGIE: That would be lovely.



INTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE, LIVING ROOM (EVENING)



SAMANTHA and MAGGIE are sitting on the sofa, talking. They seem relaxed and contented.



SAMANTHA: Yes, I would like to meet Chloe and her parents. I hope she’ll be a good friend for you.



MAGGIE: And we’ll get to see William’s old house. Why do you think he sold his house, Mom?



SAMANTHA: I guess when his parents died, the house may have made him sad. Just like we wanted to get away.



MAGGIE: And he spends so much time in other people’s gardens, that he may not miss his house.



SAMATHA: Or, may be his gardening jobs don’t pay him enough. He had to sell the house to make ends meet.



MAGGIE looks sad.



INTERIOR: ELLA’S LIVING ROOM (AFTERNOON)



The furniture is old English and there is a fireplace. They sit around an ornate coffee table in comfortable but high-backed chairs. All kinds of cakes and delicately cut cucumber sandwiches are laid out. A pretty tea service graces the table. There is apple juice for MAGGIE, who is really enjoying the food and the atmosphere. samantha also looks happy.



ELLA: So, tell me what you’ve been doing.



SAMANTHA: We spent yesterday afternoon near the woods and the orchard at the abandoned estate. What a wonderful place it is!



MAGGIE: We saw deer, and rabbits, and chipmunks.



SAMANTHA: And so many different birds. What a nature’s bounty for Sunby Heath.



ELLA: My dear, I should tell you what’s going on about that place. It is a very curious affair. Theodore Grover owns that estate. It’s called Maple Wood. But he lives twenty miles away, on another estate called Huntsfield. Anyway, there is a rumor that he wants to sell Maple Wood to a private developer, to build a general aviation airport.



SAMANTHA and MAGGIE (together): Oh, no!



SAMANTHA: Why would anyone want to destroy such a beautiful place?



ELLA: None of the neighboring towns want an airport inside their limits. But they see the advantage of having such an airport within driving distance. So there is some support for this scheme.



SAMANTHA: But surely not in Sunby Heath?



ELLA: No. In fact, nothing will come of this, I believe. Because, you see, Maple Wood is not quite large enough on its own. They would need three adjoining properties to make it happen. So Theodore would have to buy all three properties to give the airport developer the land he needs.



SAMANTHA: And who owns these three properties?



ELLA: One is owned by the Mortimers, the couple you met the other day. They love the village, so they won’t sell. Another belongs to an elderly lady, Liz Carman. She’s lived here all her life, so she won’t sell either. And the third is the mayor, Joe Barkley. He will also want to look out for the village, I would think. So you see, it won’t happen.



SAMANTHA: I’m glad.



MAGGIE: Me, too.



A long shot of the three: They continue to talk and eat, laughing occasionally.



EXTERIOR: ELLA’S GARDEN (CONTINUOUS)



samantha and ELLA are chatting near the garden gate. MAGGIE keeps moving about, admiring various clusters of flowers. It is yet another beautiful English garden.



MAGGIE (to ELLA): Do you know William?



ELLA: Yes, he takes care of my garden.



MAGGIE: I knew it! He makes gardens come alive, doesn’t he?



ELLA: Yes, one does feel that. He has a green thumb, like his father had.



A handsome MAN, about the same age as SAMANTHA, walks toward them. He has a camera around his neck. He stops and points the camera at ELLA and SAMANTHA.



MAN: What a pretty picture this would make. May I?



SAMANTHA: No, please. I prefer you don’t.



ELLA: Let me introduce you two. This is Nick Whitman. He’s a journalist touring the English countryside, and writing a photo essay on the beauty of English villages.



SAMANTHA looks impressed.



ELLA: And this is Samantha Darby and her daughter Maggie, visiting from the U.S. Her late husband’s grandparents used to live here.



NICK: So, you’ve been here before?



SAMANTHA: No.



NICK: Do you like it?



SAMANTHA: It’s beautiful.



NICK: Isn’t it? This is why I’m doing the article. (To ELLA) Does she know about the rumor?



ELLA: Yes, I just shared that.



NICK: Well, ladies, I want you to know I’ve changed my plan about my essay. It’s no longer about different English villages. I’m going to focus on Sunby Heath, talk about the rumor, rouse public opinion, and save Sunby Heath.



SAMANTHA looks at him admiringly. She then turns around and smiles at ELLA.



SAMANTHA: Thank you again for a lovely tea. We must be getting along now. Come, Maggie.



NICK (eagerly): May I walk you home?



SAMANTHA: Sure.



A long shot of the three: They pass the chemist’s. WILLIAM is looking out of an upstairs window and sees them. He and MAGGIE wave to each other. SAMANTHA is intently listening to NICK and doesn’t notice. WILLIAM watches them as they walk away toward Rose Cottage.



INTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE, LIVING ROOM (EVENING)



SAMANTHA and MAGGIE are sitting curled up on the sofa.



SAMANTHA: Wasn’t that a lovely tea?



MAGGIE: Delicious!



SAMANTHA: And Ella is so nice.



MAGGIE: Yes, I approve of her as your friend.



SAMANTHA (laughing): Thank you, Ma’am. And what about Nick?



MAGGIE: Hmmm. I’m not so sure.



SAMANTHA: But isn’t it great, his wanting to save the village?



MAGGIE: But Ella said it’s safe already.



SAMANTHA: One never knows. It’s nice to do something to make sure it stays safe.



MAGGIE: I suppose. I saw William, you know.



SAMANTHA: Really? Where?



MAGGIE: He was looking out of his window above the chemist’s.



SAMANTHA: Did he see us?



MAGGIE: Yes. We waved to each other.



SAMANTHA: I’m glad. I wouldn’t want him to think we ignored him.



MAGGIE: Are you going to tell him of our visit to Bridgely?



SAMANTHA: Only if I get the job.



INTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE, LIVING ROOM (DAY)



SAMANTHA is talking on her phone, while pacing up and down on the shiny wooden floor. MAGGIE is sitting cross-legged on the sofa, listening intently.



SAMANTHA: Thanks again for the offer, and for your kind words. I’m delighted to accept. (Pause) Yes, we’ll come by to enroll Maggie, and you can show me all I need to know then. (Pause) Tomorrow will be fine.



MAGGIE jumps up and hugs SAMANTHA.



MAGGIE: Congratulations, Mom! I knew you’d make it.



SAMANTHA: Thank you, darling.



They both go over to the sofa and sit down.



SAMANTHA: Oh, I’m so happy. Now, there’s so much to do. Let me think. We’ll call Grandma and Grandpa and set up a visit. We can celebrate your eleventh birthday with them.



MAGGIE: Sure. That’ll be fun.



SAMANTHA: I have to resign from my job at Eastside. We need to put our house up for sale. Of course this means we must go back soon.



MAGGIE: So we’re not staying the whole summer?



SAMANTHA: No, there’s too much to do. And we’re coming back for good. That’s more important, isn’t it?



MAGGIE: Yes. But what if Maple Wood becomes an airport?



SAMANTHA: It won’t. Ella said it won’t. Besides, Nick’s article will create pressure against that. Which reminds me, I need to call Ella. I know she’ll be pleased.



SAMANTHA gets up, starts pacing again, then stops.



SAMANTHA (excitedly): You know what? I’m going to buy this house. It was advertised as a rental, or for sale, so I already know the price they’re asking.



MAGGIE: Do we have enough money?



SAMANTHA: I can make a large down payment with the money Dad’s grandparents left him. That was from the sale of their house, after paying off the mortgage. And I can make the rest of the payment when our house sells, after we pay off our mortgage.



MAGGIE: Will our house sell quickly?



SAMANTHA: There’s no time to list it with an agent. I’m going to sell it on my own. We don’t need to bring the furniture here, so we can sell it furnished. There are many young couples looking for a furnished house in a wooded, old neighborhood, and I can price it to sell quickly.



MAGGIE (admiringly): You have it all figured out!



SAMANTHA: I do. But all this time it wasn’t real. I was just hoping. Now we need to do all this, and be back in August. School starts the first week of September.



MAGGIE: Why do you think the owners of Rose Cottage want to sell this lovely house and garden?



SAMANTHA: I talked with them after I made the reservation online. They live in the U.S. and inherited the house, but Sunby Heath is too quiet for them.



MAGGIE: Perfect! It works out well for us.



SAMANTHA: I called them again after we got here, and told them I was interested in buying it, and would know in a month or so. They agreed not to book any more renters, and to let me know if they got an offer to buy it.



MAGGIE: How come you didn’t tell me?



SAMANTHA: Nothing was sure. I didn’t want to get your hopes up.



MAGGIE smiles.



INTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE, LIVING ROOM (SAME DAY)



SAMANTHA is sitting on the sofa, talking on the phone.



SAMANTHA: Bye, Ella. Thanks for all the kind wishes.



She sets the phone down. As she walks away, it rings again. SAMANTHA walks back to answer it.



SAMANTHA: Hello, Nick. (Pause) Thanks, but Maggie and I are going out to celebrate some good news.



INTERIOR: MAGGIE’S BEDROOM (CONTINUOUS)



The colorful garden can be seen through the windows. MAGGIE is sprawled on the bed, reading.



SAMANTHA comes in. MAGGIE sees her and sits up eagerly.



MAGGIE: So, where are we going, Mom, for the celebration tonight?



SAMANTHA: Nick is taking us out to dinner.



MAGGIE: Nick? What does he have to do with this?



SAMANTHA shrugs.



MAGGIE: Did you have to call him, Mom?



SAMANTHA: I didn’t. He called and wanted to take us out for dinner. I told him we were going out to celebrate and why. He insisted he wanted to treat us.



MAGGIE looks troubled. SAMANTHA leaves the room. MAGGIE purses her lips as she stares after her unhappily.



EXTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE, GARDEN (A LITTLE LATER)



WILLIAM is walking about, watering plants. SAMANTHA opens the back door and invites him in. He looks surprised. He takes off his work boots and gloves, and goes in.



INTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE, KITCHEN (CONTINUOUS)



SAMANTHA motions WILLIAM to sit at the kitchen table as she and MAGGIE join him. WILLIAM looks unsure about what is going on.



SAMANTHA (breathlessly): I’ve got a job at Pine Brook School starting September. Maggie will go to school there.



WILLIAM (relieved and happy): Congratulations! I’m delighted to hear this.



SAMANTHA: Thank you. I’m also planning to buy this house. Would you stay on as our gardener? On your current terms, of course.



WILLIAM: I would be honored.



SAMANTHA: We’re leaving for the U.S. very soon. To arrange everything.



WILLIAM: I understand. I’ll take care of things here.



SAMANTHA: I know Rose Cottage will be in good hands.



Everyone is quiet for a moment.



MAGGIE: How did you become such a terrific gardener, William?



WILLIAM: I learned it from my father. My parents had me late in life. My father was in his fifties already. I was lucky he spent so much time teaching me about flowers and trees before he died.



MAGGIE: Was your father a gardener too?



WILLIAM: No, he was a chemist. Gardening was his hobby. My mother taught school. They both insisted I go to college, even though I already knew I wanted to be a gardener.



SAMANTHA: And did you?



WILLIAM: Yes. Matter of fact, I studied botany.



MAGGIE: That’s how you know so much about flowers and trees.



WILLIAM: Some of it I learned in college, but mostly from my father.



MAGGIE: So, you might as well have not gone to college.



WILLIAM: No, that’s not so. It was a great learning experience. I’m glad I went. Besides, my parents were worried that I might not earn enough as a gardener. They knew I could teach at a school if I had a college degree.



SAMANTHA: And where would you teach? At Pine Brook?



WILLIAM: Anywhere, if I had to. Right now, I don’t.



MAGGIE: The gardens sure appreciate it.



WILLIAM: Thanks, Maggie.



SAMANTHA is quietly taking it all in.



WILLIAM: Well, with your excellent news, I think we should celebrate.



MAGGIE: Nick is taking us out for dinner.



WILLIAM looks taken aback.



WILLIAM: That’s fine, then. (Getting up) Have fun…. And a safe trip to the U.S.



He goes out the back door into the garden. But instead of continuing his work, he stands for a minute and thinks. Then he puts on his boots and leaves.



INTERIOR: A SMALL CAFE IN SUNBY HEATH (EVENING)



SAMANTHA, MAGGIE, and NICK are at a table outdoors, eating dinner. They are all quiet.



NICK looks at SAMANTHA, but she seems lost in thought.



NICK (clearing his throat): You know, I’ve spent some

years in the U.S., studying journalism and working for newspapers. So I feel comfortable discussing anything

you want to, from the American perspective.



SAMANTHA: I like to think I have a world perspective.



NICK: Oh, of course…. (Trying a different topic) You must admit, we’re all newcomers to the village, and yet we feel a bond toward it. Why do you think that is?



MAGGIE: Because it’s beautiful.



SAMANTHA: And peaceful.



NICK: Sure. But maybe we were drawn to it at the same time for a reason.



He looks at SAMANTHA. There is no reaction from her.



NICK: I may just adopt this village permanently. Maybe it will be my future home.



NICK looks at SAMANTHA pointedly. MAGGIE notices and looks uncomfortable. SAMANTHA seems oblivious.



SAMANTHA: Thanks for the dinner, Nick. It was very nice. But we ought to be getting home. It’s Maggie’s bedtime.



NICK looks irritated, but pulls his wallet out to pay.



INTERIOR: SAMANTHA’S BEDROOM (NIGHT)



SAMANATHA is asleep, but restless. We can tell she is dreaming. We see an image of Jonathan’s face, but he’s frowning. SAMANTHA wakes up with a start.



SAMANTHA: Honey, I hope you’re not jealous of Nick. Please, you have no reason to be. I know it seemed like a date, even with Maggie along. But I don’t really think we have anything in common. I love you very much and always will. Next time he asks, I’ll say no. Please don’t be angry with me, darling.



EXTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE, GARDEN (DAY)



SAMANTHA and MAGGIE are walking about, admiring the flowers.



MAGGIE: Which flowers do you like the best, Mom?



SAMANTHA: It’s hard to say. I think they all are lovely and make a superb collage together.



MAGGIE: I know just what you mean. It’s like a painting. I’m going to miss the garden when we go to the U.S.



SAMANTHA: But it’s only for a short time. And then we’ll have it forever.



MAGGIE looks happy. They continue walking in the garden.



MAGGIE: How will we move all our stuff here?



SAMANTHA: It’s nice that we don’t have to worry about moving furniture. Someone else can enjoy our furniture when they buy our house in America. We already have a fully furnished house here.



MAGGIE: What about all of Dad’s stuff for the yard?



SAMANTHA: It can go with the house. I think the new owners would appreciate it, as they will the furniture.



MAGGIE: I’m sure they will.



SAMANTHA: Everything’s smaller here. But I like it.



MAGGIE: So do I.



SAMANTHA: We need to keep that in mind when we pack stuff to bring here.



MAGGIE: What do you mean?



SAMANTHA: We should bring only the clothes we wear often, and give the rest to charity. I’m also going to do that with the books. Only bring the ones I really treasure. And you’ll need to do that with your books and things.



MAGGIE: I will, don’t worry. I’ll pack only my favorite stuff. And give the rest to poor children.



SAMANTHA: That’s the spirit! Of course, we’ll bring our precious photos and anything else special to us. I think, if we’re careful, we could fit everything in the number of bags they allow for international flights.



MAGGIE: And when we go from here, we can take empty bags, so we’ll have lots of space.



SAMANTHA sits on the wooden bench at one end of the garden. MAGGIE joins her.



SAMANTHA: Well, almost empty. We need to take a change of clothes, and toiletries. And my laptop.



MAGGIE: Of course.



SAMANTHA: And some gifts for Grandma and Grandpa from England.



MAGGIE: Oh, yes. But what?



SAMANTHA: I think they’d like some chocolates and cheese from here, perhaps.



MAGGIE: Yes, I think they would…. But what if they give me something big or heavy for my birthday, as they often do? We can’t bring that here.



SAMANTHA: Good thinking, Maggie. I’ll tell them ahead of time that it has to be something small.  



MAGGIE: And we don’t need to visit Nana and Pop, right?



SAMANTHA: Right. I called to tell them our plans and they didn’t mention our visiting. But they did wish us for our move. And Pop joked that they’d see us when we got tired of Sunby Heath and went back.



MAGGIE: They really don’t understand how much we love this place.



SAMANTHA: No, they don’t.



MAGGIE: I wonder what they’d think if they knew that Dad told us to come here.



SAMANTHA smiles and MAGGIE laughs.



INTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE, LIVING ROOM (EVENING)



SAMANTHA (on the phone): I appreciate the offer, Nick, but I’ve already explained. I have to drop off the rental at the airport, so I don’t need a ride. (Pause) Thank you.



SAMANTHA sets the phone down and rolls her eyes.



A succession of shots: SAMANTHA and MAGGIE on a plane, looking out the window; MAGGIE blowing out candles on a cake, with GRANDPARENTS and SAMANTHA looking on and cheering; SAMANTHA and MAGGIE packing clothes, books, and household items into several boxes marked for charity; SAMANTHA and MAGGIE talking and laughing, as they pack suitcases for their trip back to England.



EXTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE (DAY)



WILLIAM is helping SAMANTHA and MAGGIE unload all their suitcases from a medium-sized, purple car.



WILLIAM: You rented a car again! How long are you going to keep it this time?



SAMANTHA: I have a plan.



WILLIAM looks expectantly at her, but she doesn’t say anything.



WILLIAM: I’ve arranged for us to drop by at Chloe’s on Wednesday, sometime after lunch, if that’s okay. I know Maggie would like to meet Chloe soon. (To MAGGIE) I checked. She will go to the same school in September and will be in your grade.



MAGGIE: That’s great! (Hugging him) Thank you, William.



WILLIAM: You’re welcome. (Looking at SAMANTHA) I thought you would like to meet Amelia and Paul, Chloe’s parents. Amelia teaches at Pine Brook.



SAMANTHA: Yes, I would like that. Thanks for arranging all this, William.



WILLIAM: No problem. They’re looking forward to meeting you both.



MAGGIE: And we can see your old house. And your garden!



WILLIAM: Yes. (Starting to leave) Call me if you need anything. But I won’t be around tomorrow.



He leaves.



MAGGIE: Why does he always say that?



SAMANTHA: Maybe he wants to pretend he’s mysterious.



They laugh.



EXTERIOR: LULL WATER (DAY)



We see a large, sparkling lake, surrounded by a chain of impressive mountains. SAMANTHA and MAGGIE stand on rocks near the lake, admiring the breathtaking views.



They walk to the car, and SAMANTHA gets an urn out. They walk back to the edge of the lake, close their eyes in a silent prayer as they both hold the urn, and empty ashes from the urn into the lake. They sit down on the rocky bank quietly. After a few minutes, MAGGIE turns to SAMANTHA.



MAGGIE: You picked a perfect spot, Mom. And only a two hour drive.



SAMANTHA: I’m glad you think so, Maggie. Lull Water is a lot like the lake in my dream that Dad gave me. I searched online to find a lake that was close to it. We can come here at least once a year.



MAGGIE: Yes, that would be nice. It’s good we didn’t spread Dad’s ashes earlier.



SAMANTHA: We had to wait until we found a home. For ourselves, I mean. You know, don’t you, that Dad is already home? He’s in our eternal home.



MAGGIE: I know.



She hugs SAMANTHA. Both wipe away tears.



Suddenly, a silvery fish jumps several feet out of the water right in front of them. It goes back with a loud splash after tracing a clearly defined arc in the air.



MAGGIE (thrilled): Dad is with us!



SAMANTHA (delighted): I believe he is indeed. He’s telling us he wants us to be happy.



MAGGIE nods and grins.



The next instant, a blue heron flies into view from behind them. It circles over their heads three times, and returns to where it came from. Both of them gaze at it during its brief appearance. MAGGIE looks at SAMANTHA, wonderingly.



SAMANTHA (enchanted): I think Dad did that too. Blue herons don’t normally circle like turkey vultures or ospreys. He’s saying he’s watching over us.



MAGGIE (with much feeling): Thank you, Dad!



EXTERIOR: CHLOE’S GARDEN (DAY)



It is strikingly attractive; it is William’s old garden. MAGGIE and CHLOE seem to have become friends easily. They run all over the place, stopping now and then to admire the pretty flowers. WILLIAM is also there. He smiles at the girls occasionally, as he checks on the flowers and plants.



INTERIOR: CHLOE’S LIVING ROOM (CONTINUOUS)



SAMANTHA is chatting with PAUL and AMELIA. All seem to be getting along, but the interactions seem a bit formal.



EXTERIOR: BUSY HIGHWAY (DAY)



SAMANTHA and MAGGIE are driving on the highway, going toward London, in the purple rental car.



EXTERIOR: CAR RENTAL AT HEATHROW (CONTINUOUS)



It is as crowded as before. SAMANTHA and MAGGIE come out of the car rental office, and hail a taxi.



EXTERIOR: CAR DEALERSHIP IN LONDON (CONTINUOUS)



SAMANTHA and MAGGIE walk around, looking at cars.



EXTERIOR: BUSY HIGHWAY (CONTINUOUS)



SAMANTHA and MAGGIE are in a small, silver car, driving in the opposite direction, toward Sunby Heath.





EXTERIOR: SUNBY HEATH (CONTINUOUS)



WILLIAM is walking along a street. SAMANTHA and MAGGIE drive into the village, and pull over near him.



WILLIAM (surprised): Why, hello. Is this your new car?



MAGGIE: Yes!



WILLIAM: I like it. Simple, yet elegant.



SAMANTHA: Thank you.



WILLIAM: So you dropped off the rental and bought this, all in one trip?



MAGGIE (proudly): She had it all figured out.



WILLIAM (impressed): Nice work. Well, all the best for school tomorrow!



They wave to him and drive off.



INTERIOR: PINE BROOK CLASSROOM (DAY)



The classroom is smaller than the ones at Eastside. But it is bright and nicely decorated. SAMANTHA is teaching special needs children. They seem to like her, and she looks happy.



INTERIOR: ANOTHER CLASSROOM (CONTINUOUS)



This classroom is also small, but cheery. MAGGIE is in this class. She is paying close attention to the teacher, taking notes, and smiling occasionally at CHLOE.



INTERIOR: POOL AREA (DAY)



A long shot: SAMANTHA is having an extended talk with the swim COACH. He is an athletic man, about 40. We do not hear what she says, but she seems very serious. Then the camera zooms in.  



COACH: Thanks for telling me all this, Mrs. Darby. And again, I’m sorry for your loss. I can imagine how difficult it must be for Maggie. I’ll watch out for her, don’t worry.



EXTERIOR: ENGLISH COUNTRYSIDE (DAY)



It is a rainy day. SAMANTHA and MAGGIE are driving back from school. SAMANTHA is focused on driving carefully on the wet roads.



MAGGIE: Most of the students are nice. And of course Chloe is the best. But some kids were making fun of the way I talk. They made me feel bad.



SAMANTHA: Don’t let it bother you. It’s their problem. Not yours.



MAGGIE looks reassured.



INTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE, KITCHEN (EVENING)



SAMANTHA is preparing dinner. MAGGIE is helping her. There is a knock at the front door. They look surprised. SAMANTHA walks into the living room, and opens the door. It is NICK.



NICK (walking in breezily): I heard you got back several days ago. Why didn’t you call?



SAMANTHA: Sorry. We’ve been busy.



NICK: Was it because you heard about my going over to Rebecca’s? William saw me, and I’m sure he told you.



SAMANTHA: No, he didn’t.



NICK: It was nothing really. I was merely interviewing her for my article.



MAGGIE walks in from the kitchen. SAMANTHA goes back to the kitchen.



NICK: How’s school, Mags?



MAGGIE: It’s fine.



NICK: Everyone nice to you?



MAGGIE: Some of my classmates made fun of my accent.



NICK: Try not to talk much. Don’t stand out. See if you can pick up a Brit accent.



MAGGIE frowns.



NICK: Once they stop noticing you, try to get to know each kid separately. Work your way into the group.



MAGGIE looks puzzled. She wanders back to the kitchen and out to the garden.



WILLIAM is carefully pruning the roses. MAGGIE stops to watch him. But she is quiet.



WILLIAM: Anything wrong?



MAGGIE: Some of my classmates made fun of my accent.



WILLIAM: Focus on pleasant things. Flowers, for instance.



MAGGIE smiles.



WILLIAM: Here, look at this rose.



MAGGIE: It’s gorgeous.



WILLIAM: Now, smell it.



MAGGIE (smelling it): Mmmm, intoxicating.



WILLIAM: The perfect word for it. I think it’s the most fragrant rose in the world. An Abraham Darby.



MAGGIE: Named for Lincoln and us!



They both laugh.





INTERIOR: LIVING ROOM AND KITCHEN (CONTINUOUS)



NICK has been sitting on the sofa, flipping idly through books on the coffee table. He gets up and goes to the kitchen. SAMANTHA is busy cooking, and does not look up.



NICK: I hope I’m not unduly presuming, but I suppose you’d like me to stay for dinner?



SAMANTHA: Sorry, Nick. Not today. It’s been a long day, and we were not expecting you.



NICK: Is it because of Rebecca?



SAMANTHA: Not at all.



NICK: Fine, no problem. But you seemed to enjoy having dinner with me, when I treated you and Maggie.



SAMANTHA: You insisted on treating us. Oh, never mind. I’ll return the favor sometime, Nick. But not today.



NICK: Okay. See you around.



NICK leaves. We hear the front door closing. MAGGIE comes in through the back door, from the garden.



MAGGIE (looking around): I’m glad Nick’s gone…. Oh, sorry, Mom.



SAMANTHA: No, it’s alright. I feel the same.





INTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE, LIVING ROOM (DAY)



SAMANTHA (on the phone): Of course. See you soon.



She puts the phone down, walks to the stairs, and looks up.



SAMANTHA: Maggie! Ella just called. She has something to tell us. She’s coming over. She’s on her way already.



MAGGIE comes running down the stairs.



MAGGIE: Do you think it’s about the airport?



SAMANTHA: I hope not. We saw William, and Chloe’s parents, and even Nick, recently. No one said anything.



There is a knock on the door. MAGGIE runs and opens it.



ELLA: Hello, my dears. I just wanted you to know there’s a rumor that Joe is open to selling his house.



MAGGIE: Who’s Joe?



SAMANTHA: The mayor. (To ELLA) So Grover must have talked him into it. But your friends won’t sell. And nor will Mrs. Carman. Right?



ELLA: I hope so. I hate to ask them. Should we? I might offend them.



SAMANTHA: Then, don’t. They’re decent people. You know them well.



ELLA: I thought I also knew the mayor.



SAMANTHA: Can you ask him if it’s true?



ELLA: No, I don’t feel comfortable doing that. I just wanted you to know.



SAMANTHA: Thank you.



They all look a bit worried.



INTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE, KITCHEN (EVENING)



SAMANTHA is busy cooking. She has a dish in the oven that she peeks at, and then resumes fixing a salad in a large bowl. MAGGIE is doing her homework at the kitchen table.



SAMANTHA (casually): I’ve invited Nick for dinner.



MAGGIE (alarmed): Today?



SAMANTHA: Yes. He reminded me that we owe him a dinner. So I wanted to get it over with.



MAGGIE makes a face.



SAMANTHA: Let’s be gracious, okay?



MAGGIE: Okay.



The doorbell rings. MAGGIE gets up reluctantly and goes to answer the door. NICK walks in.



NICK: Hi there, Mags. How’s the Brit accent coming along?



MAGGIE: I’m focusing on flowers.



NICK looks puzzled. MAGGIE goes back to the kitchen.



NICK (to himself): Funny kid.



He follows her to the kitchen.



NICK (to SAMANTHA): Hi, beautiful. Something smells delicious.



SAMANTHA (hiding her irritation at his familiarity): It’s veggie lasagna, Maggie’s favorite.



NICK looks disappointed. He walks away and looks out the window, as if he is making sure no one is in the garden. MAGGIE is sitting at the table, still doing her homework. But she is also listening intently to the adults.



SAMANTHA: Did you hear about the mayor selling out?



NICK: Yes, so I’ve heard. But it’s just a rumor.



SAMANTHA: How’s the article coming along?



NICK: It’s coming.



SAMANTHA: I wish it could have been published by now.



NICK: You see, things change constantly. It’s hard to know how much to reveal. Also, it’s dangerous to make assumptions. I don’t want to risk my career.



SAMANTHA: You could publish it without making assumptions. Only include what is definitely known. That’s enough to make people understand what is going on.



NICK (brusquely): Do you want to write it?



SAMANTHA looks annoyed.



NICK: Sorry, it was a joke. I’m so worried about Sunby Heath, that’s all.



SAMANTHA: We all are.



NICK: Are you going to the village meeting tomorrow?



SAMANTHA: Of course. Aren’t you?



NICK: Yes, I’m a reporter, remember? It’s my responsibility to figure out what’s going on. And stop it if I can.



SAMANTHA (slightly sarcastic): Good. We’re counting on you. Aren’t we, Maggie?



MAGGIE nods indifferently.



INTERIOR: VILLAGE HALL (LATE AFTERNOON)



The hall is small, but large enough for the village. It is full of people right now. Everyone is there, the MORTIMERS, ELLA, and REBECCA, among other citizens of Sunby Heath, including CHLOE and her parents. SAMANTHA and MAGGIE are sitting together, but not near anyone they know. WILLIAM is by himself a few rows behind, and NICK is in the same row, but at the other end. The MAYOR is at the podium. There is a loud buzz as people whisper to each other. The MAYOR bangs on the podium to get everyone’s attention. The buzz dies down and the hall becomes quiet.



MAYOR: I called this meeting to assure you that Sunby Heath is my biggest concern. You have nothing to worry about.



People look relieved. Then a MAN yells out a question.



MAN (shouting): Are you selling?



MAYOR: If I do, it will only be because that’s best for Sunby Heath.



People groan. Many look worried.



MAYOR: Keep your minds open, everyone. An airport, even a small one, can bring in a lot of prosperity for our village.



REBECCA: For you, you mean!



The MAYOR looks embarrassed. Some people laugh.



NICK (loudly): People, think before you speak. Someone here may have a connection to Grover.



REBECCA looks irritated, as if NICK snubbed her personally.



SAMANTHA turns around to look at WILLIAM. She is surprised to see him deep in thought, and frowning. NICK follows her stare, leans forward, and notices WILLIAM’s expression. He walks over to SAMANTHA, and sits in the empty chair near her. REBECCA looks even more irritated.



NICK (whispering to SAMANTHA): William looks worried, doesn’t he? Perhaps he’s the one with the connection to Grover.



SAMANTHA looks troubled.



SAMANTHA and MAGGIE step out after the meeting. They chat with ELLA for a bit. Most people, including WILLIAM, REBECCA, and CHLOE’s family, leave right away. ELLA moves away to talk with the MORTIMERS. The MAYOR chats with people who are still hanging around. NICK takes photos of different people talking to the MAYOR. Later, NICK chats with the MAYOR by himself.



SAMANTHA (to MAGGIE): Let’s wait to see what Nick finds out.



They wait for a minute or two, looking around at the village. NICK walks over to them.



SAMANTHA: Well?



MAGGIE: Is he going to sell?



NICK: He’s on the fence. But I told him how important it was to preserve Maple Wood. I pointed out that everyone will look up to him if he does all he can to maintain Sunby Heath as it is. He can be a leader of the community for the rest of his life. I think that got through.



SAMANTHA: You said all that to him?



NICK: Of course.



SAMANTHA: So you don’t think he’ll sell?



NICK: Most unlikely, I should say.



SAMANTHA (relenting, hugging him): Good work, Nick!



NICK looks pleased.



INTERIOR: POOL AREA AT PINE BROOK (DAY)



MAGGIE is swimming and looks contented. Other children are swimming or standing about. The ones who had made fun of her earlier, point to her, and whisper something to each other. MAGGIE comes out of the pool and walks along it near the deep end. A BOY runs fast by her and pushes her. MAGGIE is startled and about to fall into the pool, but doesn’t. The COACH sees all this and blows his whistle.



COACH: You there, Lee! I saw what happened. You’re suspended. No more swimming for you. Maggie, are you alright?



MAGGIE (a bit shaken): Yes.



LEE: It was an accident. I swear!



COACH: You broke the rules. No running near the pool and no shoving. And the rest of you, remember the rules, or else you’ll join Lee.



EXTERIOR: ENGLISH COUNTRYSIDE (DAY)



It is raining again. SAMANTHA and MAGGIE are in the car, driving home on the wet, narrow lanes. They are quiet. SAMANTHA is focused on driving.



MAGGIE: Something happened today, Mom. Someone tried to push me into the pool, near the deep end.



SAMANTHA: Oh, Maggie!



MAGGIE: But I didn’t fall in. And the coach suspended him. No more swimming for Lee.



SAMANTHA: I’m so grateful you’re okay, darling. And Coach Smith kept his word to me. He’s looking out for you.



MAGGIE: Yes, he’s very nice…. You should get to know him better.



Both are pensive for a while.



MAGGIE: Why are some kids so mean?



SAMANTHA: I don’t know. There always seem to be a few people everywhere that are bent on doing bad things.





EXTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE (CONTINUOUS)



NICK is standing near the front door, under the awning, to stay out of the rain. SAMANTHA pulls up on the driveway. She and MAGGIE get out of the car, and pull the hoods of their raincoats over their heads.



SAMANTHA: Anything wrong?



NICK: No, just dropping in.



SAMANTHA: It’s a school evening. We have a lot to do.



NICK looks hurt.



SAMANTHA (relenting): Fine, come in for a few minutes.



INTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE, LIVING ROOM (CONTINUOUS)



SAMANTHA and MAGGIE remove their raincoats and hang them up. They start putting away their school things. NICK just stands around, seemingly lost in his own world.



SAMANTHA (conversationally): Someone tried to push Maggie into the pool today.



NICK: Kids do that. It’s part of the fun.



SAMANTHA (irritated): It wasn’t fun. And it’s against the rules at school.



NICK: Maybe you should stop swimming, Mags. So your mother won’t worry.



MAGGIE looks upset.



SAMANTHA (annoyed): She loves swimming, and I wasn’t worried…. I shouldn’t have mentioned it.



INTERIOR: STAIRCASE (CONTINUOUS)



The camera follows MAGGIE as she quickly runs upstairs. SAMANTHA stands watching her, looking very concerned.



INTERIOR: MAGGIE’S BEDROOM (CONTINUOUS)



MAGGIE plops on the bed, tightly hugging her pillow. A minute later, SAMANTHA comes in.



MAGGIE: Has he gone?



SAMANTHA nods, and sits on the bed. MAGGIE sits up.



MAGGIE: Good. I have something to tell you, about what happened to me. It was weird. When I was pushed, my feet left the floor for a second. But then I felt someone catching me and putting me back as I was. I was on my feet again. It all happened very fast.



SAMANTHA (delighted, as she hugs MAGGIE): Dad caught you and kept you from falling!



MAGGIE: I’m so glad you said that, Mom. I was wondering if it could be true. I’ve been hoping it was.



SAMANTHA: I’m sure of it.



MAGGIE looks thrilled.



SAMANTHA: But that doesn’t mean you should become complacent. We need to take care of ourselves, so we don’t bother Dad unnecessarily.



MAGGIE: I agree. (Looking up) Thank you, Dad!



SAMANTHA: Yes, thank you, Jonathan!



They hug each other again.



INTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE, KITCHEN (MORNING)



SAMANTHA is fixing breakfast. MAGGIE comes running down the stairs and into the kitchen.



MAGGIE: Mom! I have to tell you my dream. Dad and I were swimming together. I was so happy. It seemed real.



SAMANTHA: Oh, darling. It sounds like a lovely dream. When it seems perfectly real and you’re joyful, it’s what they call a dream visitation. Dad visited you in your sleep.



MAGGIE: Yes, he did! But then the dream changed. Dad turned into Coach Smith…. I think Dad is saying you need to get to know my coach better.



SAMANTHA: Me? It’s your dream Maggie. I think you should talk to Coach Smith.



MAGGIE looks uncertain.



SAMANTHA (patiently): Thank him for watching out for you. Tell him how much you love swimming. But also tell him you wish you could do it without so much rowdiness around. See what he says.



MAGGIE thinks about this.



INTERIOR: SPECIAL EDUCATION CLASS (AFTERNOON)



SAMANTHA is packing up her things. The special needs children are also getting ready to leave. MAGGIE runs in. Some children wave to her. MAGGIE waves back to them.



MAGGIE: Mom, Coach Smith was great. He said, as I’m already a good swimmer, I can drop out of the regular class. Instead, I can do laps or learn new strokes in the free swim hour after school. Not many stay back. May I?



SAMANTHA: Sure. But we’ll have to plan ahead. That way I can be doing something while you swim.



MAGGIE (hugging her): Thanks, Momma!



INTERIOR: PINE BROOK CAFETERIA (DAY)



SAMANTHA is walking with her tray, looking around. She sees COACH SMITH at a table and smiles at him. He gestures for her to join him. She does.



SAMANTHA: Rupert, I want to thank you again, for helping Maggie.



RUPERT: It’s no problem. She’s a good girl. And it’s nice to see how much she loves swimming. I can relate to that.



SAMANTHA: She’s really enjoying the after-school swims. She takes after her Dad in her love of swimming, you know…. And he also loved to help children learn to swim.



RUPERT: Yes. It seems he and I have a lot in common.



SAMANTHA is quiet.



RUPERT: I hear a lot of praise about you. How much you help the special needs children.



SAMANTHA: I try. You can only do so much with them. So it’s not always easy. But their joy, even in little things, makes it worthwhile.



RUPERT: They’re lucky to have you as a teacher.



SAMANTHA: Thank you. And Maggie and the other students are lucky to have you as their swim coach.



RUPERT: I say, we’re a mutual admiration society, aren’t we?



They laugh.



RUPERT: We should do this more often, Samantha.



SAMANTHA: Yes, let’s.





INTERIOR: SAMANTHA’S BEDROOM (NIGHT)



SAMANTHA is sitting up in bed.



SAMANTHA (looking up): Honey, was Maggie right about the message in her dream? Were you saying I should get to know Rupert better? I did enjoy lunch with him. He’s a good man. And he’s so much like you, that it’s easy for me to like him. But…he’s not you. It’s all very confusing.



EXTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE (LATE MORNING)



It is a cloudy day. MAGGIE and CHLOE are wheeling their bikes, getting ready to ride off somewhere. SAMANTHA is at the front door, waving to them.



SAMANTHA: Be careful in Maple Wood. And don’t go anywhere near the manor house.



MAGGIE: We won’t. Bye, Mom.



The girls cycle off.



INTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE, LIVING ROOM (CONTINUOUS)



SAMANTHA is on the sofa, reading. There’s a knock on the door. She looks surprised. She opens the door. It’s NICK, holding a pizza box. SAMANTHA stares at him.



NICK: Have you fixed lunch already?



SAMANTHA: No.



NICK: Now you don’t have to. I got this from the pub.



SAMANTHA hesitates, then decides to be gracious.



SAMANTHA: Thanks, Nick. Any news?



NICK: No nothing. But you’ll be happy to know I’m sending in my article soon.



SAMANTHA: Great! May I read a copy now?



NICK: I’d rather you see it when it’s published. With the photo layout and all.



SAMANTHA looks disappointed.



EXTERIOR: MAPLE WOOD (CONTINUOUS)



MAGGIE and CHLOE are walking in the forest. Their bikes are leaning against a tree. The maple trees are starting to change colors, but are not yet at their peak. As they near the orchard, they see WILLIAM tending the fruit trees. He is absorbed in his task. Giggling, they decide not to disturb him and walk away.



INTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE, LIVING ROOM (CONTINUOUS)



NICK is sitting on the sofa, looking bored. SAMANTHA is pacing, glancing out the windows. She perks up at the sound of bicycles on the driveway and the girls laughing. MAGGIE and CHLOE come in.



MAGGIE: It was lovely, as always. Who would want to replace it with an airport?



CHLOE: And guess who we saw? William! He was tending the fruit trees.



SAMANTHA: What did he say?



MAGGIE: He didn’t see us.



NICK: So, it’s true! William must be in Grover’s pay.



SAMANTHA: Nick, please! Girls, please don’t discuss this with anyone.



The GIRLS nod. MAGGIE looks irritated at Nick’s insinuation about William.



SAMANTHA: Let’s not make assumptions, Nick. Besides, the girls saw you there a couple of days ago, taking photos. We didn’t make anything of that.



NICK: Everyone knows I’m here to take photos for my essay, especially of Maple Wood.



SAMANTHA: But what would be the point of William’s taking care of trees, if he knows they’ll be cut down?



NICK: It’s not sold yet. Anything well maintained would increase the property value. Maybe the airport owner will want to preserve the trees at one end, as a border. It would be something unique.



MAGGIE (defensively): He just likes trees. That’s all.



NICK: Yes, you’re right. He does. But he wouldn’t work there unless Grover had hired him. Besides, Huntsfield is in need of gardeners. If Grover sees how nicely he takes care of trees, he could get a well-paying job at Huntsfield. This is why William may be devoting time to those trees.



SAMANTHA (suspiciously): How do you know Huntsfield needs gardeners?



NICK: I’ve seen the estate. It’s huge and not properly cared for. I think they could do with some good gardeners.



SAMANTHA frowns.



NICK: What’s the problem? I’m a reporter, remember? I go places and note things. Find out what’s going on. (To MAGGIE and CHLOE) Come on, who’s ready for pizza?



The GIRLS run eagerly to the kitchen.



INTERIOR: MAGGIE’S BEDROOM (NIGHT)



MAGGIE is in bed. She looks comfortable and cozy, with the quilt bundled around her.



MAGGIE (looking up): Dad, I’m sure you know we love your grandparents’ village. It’s our village now. I pray it stays beautiful…. And Dad, thank you for letting us know you’re with us and watching over us. Love you!  





INTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE, KITCHEN (MORNING)



SAMANTHA and MAGGIE are having blueberry pancakes and grape juice. The garden can be seen through the large kitchen window, looking gorgeous, as always.



MAGGIE: This is a delicious breakfast, Mom!



SAMANTHA: Thank you. I’m glad you like it.



MAGGIE: I had a dream of a strange bird. It was like a crow, but black and white. It kept tilting its head and looking at me. Do you think it’s a dream from Dad?



SAMANTHA: I’m not sure. Why such a weird bird?



MAGGIE shrugs. Both eat quietly for a bit.



SAMANTHA: Well, if it is from Dad, I wonder if “black and white” means things will become clear soon? About Maple Wood, I mean. Dream messages are often metaphoric.



MAGGIE: What if everything’s clear, but not good news? I wish I knew what it meant.



She looks out the window and sees WILLIAM walking briskly on the street, alongside the brick wall bordering the garden. He seems to be on his way to somewhere else.



MAGGIE (excitedly): Oh, there’s William.



She gets up from the table, and runs out the back door. 



EXTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE, GARDEN (CONTINUOUS)



MAGGIE comes running out into the garden, calling out to WILLIAM. He stops and walks over to the garden wall.



WILLIAM: What’s up, Miss Maggie?



MAGGIE (breathlessly): Is there a bird, somewhat like a crow, but black and white?



WILLIAM: Yes, a magpie.



MAGGIE looks ecstatic.



WILLIAM: Did you see one?



MAGGIE nods, bubbling with quiet delight.



WILLIAM: Where? Was it in Maple Wood? I haven’t seen one in years.



MAGGIE doesn’t answer. Still bubbling over, she waves to him, and runs inside.



WILLIAM looks amused, as he watches her go.



INTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE, KITCHEN (CONTINUOUS)



SAMANTHA is clearing the table.



MAGGIE (running in): Mom! Guess what, it was a dream from Dad.



SAMANTHA: Really?



MAGGIE (grinning): William said that bird is a magpie.



SAMANTHA: Oh! Dad used to call you that, didn’t he?



MAGGIE: Yes it was his special name for me.



SAMANTHA (smiling): He’s telling you he loves you.



MAGGIE (hugging her): I’m so happy.



INTERIOR: ELLA’S LIVING ROOM (AFTERNOON)



Once again, there is a nice spread of tea things on the coffee table. SAMANTHA and MAGGIE are enjoying ELLA’s hospitality.



SAMANTHA: Have you lived in Sunby Heath all your life?



ELLA: Yes, my dear. I’ve lived in this very house all my life. I never met anyone I wanted to marry, so I just stayed here. My parents doted on me.



SAMANTHA (looking around): It’s a beautiful house.



ELLA: Thank you. When my parents grew old, I took care of them. They died only a few years ago, you know. About the time Alfred’s parents died.



SAMANTHA: And you played with Alfred (Looking at MAGGIE), my father-in-law, as children, you said.



ELLA: Yes, but I never saw him when he was a teenager. He stopped coming over with his parents. He was always going off to Bridgely.



SAMANTHA: I don’t think he appreciated Sunby Heath.



ELLA: No, but his parents did. They were close friends of my parents. And another close friend was Ed Grover. He visited us all the time.



SAMANTHA: Grover? So Maple Wood was his estate?



ELLA: Yes. He was very kind to me. He brought gifts for me—fruits or toys, when I was little. When I was older, he gave me flowers or books. He and my father had long talks in my father’s study. My mother kept me away, so I have no idea what they talked about.



SAMANTHA: And did you go to Maple Wood as a child?



ELLA: Yes, very often. All the village children did. Ed Grover always allowed us to come and play there. His wife Elizabeth didn’t like that. But Ed insisted his grounds were open to everyone.



SAMANTHA: Did you also know his wife well?



ELLA: No, she never visited us. Ed always came alone. I don’t think they had much of a marriage. People said it was a marriage of convenience.



MAGGIE: What does that mean?



SAMANTHA: It’s when people marry for financial or some other reasons. Not love.



MAGGIE: Oh, that’s sad.



SAMANTHA: Yes.



ELLA: Elizabeth had a different estate, Huntsfield. After Ed died, she moved there with the children, Theodore and Doris. And they simply abandoned the manor house.



SAMANTHA: How strange. And does the property now belong to Theodore alone? Or, to Doris, too?



ELLA: I think Ed left Maple Wood to Theodore. And Elizabeth left Huntsfield to him. At least it looks that way.



MAGGIE: What about poor Doris?



ELLA (smiling): Perhaps both parents left money for her. She moved to Australia many years ago.



SAMANTHA: And Theodore seems to have no attachment to Maple Wood, or to Sunby Heath.



ELLA: No, he never did. He’s very much a businessman.



SAMANTHA: Maybe this is silly, but I wonder if we should check the legal ownership of Maple Wood. That thought keeps popping into my mind. 



ELLA looks at her surprised.



SAMANTHA: What if Doris is part owner of Maple Wood? Theodore may be acting without her knowledge. We could use that as a stalling device if necessary. And there may also be some issue with one of the other properties.



ELLA: You may have something there, my dear. I have a lawyer friend in Bridgely, Fremont Howard. I could ask him to check all the titles.



SAMANTHA: Yes. Please do that.



ELLA: But I should ask him in person. Because he’ll do it as a favor, you see. Fremont used to live in Sunby Heath, and still has an attachment to it.



MAGGIE: Why did he leave?



ELLA: Just to be close to his work…. I know, I’ll ask William if he’ll go on the bus with me to Bridgely tomorrow. I have to get my eyes checked, and I’ll need someone to help me after they dilate my eyes. We can see Fremont before that.



SAMANTHA: Do you have an appointment at the doctor’s?



ELLA: No, I’ll just drop in.



SAMANTHA: In that case, I could take you. I have only one class tomorrow. The special needs children are going to a conference with their parents. So, I promised the art teacher I would help with her class. I was going to catch up with paperwork the rest of the day, but I can do that another time.



ELLA: I don’t want to put you to so much trouble.



SAMANTHA: It’s no trouble at all. Can you leave early?



ELLA: Why, of course. I’m up at five every day.



SAMANTHA: Okay. We’ll pick you up at seven-thirty, and drop Maggie off at school. Then we can go to Mr. Sherman’s together, if that’s alright with you.



ELLA: Of course. It would be nice for you to meet him.



SAMANTHA: After that I can drop you at the doctor’s, and go back to the school to help with the art class. I’ll pick you up later, but you might have to wait a little bit.



ELLA: I don’t mind.



SAMANTHA: And then we can go to lunch.



MAGGIE: Hey! What about me?



SAMANTHA (amused): Sorry, no skipping school. (To ELLA) Besides, we owe you. We’ve had two scrumptious teas here.



ELLA: It was a pleasure, my dear. I’m glad you both enjoyed it.



MAGGIE: Yes, very much.



ELLA: All right. We’ll go to lunch. I have a nice place in mind.



MAGGIE pretends to pout, but there’s laughter in her eyes.



SAMANTHA: We’ll have a long lunch while your eyes recover. Then we can walk in the park, if you’re up to it. After that, we’ll pick up Maggie from school.



ELLA: Dear me! You have it all worked out so quickly.



MAGGIE (with pride): She’s very good at this.



SAMANTHA (to MAGGIE): And I might bring something special from the restaurant, for our dinner.



MAGGIE: Oh, Mom, thank you. That’s perfect!



INTERIOR: SCHOOL CAFETERIA (LATER THAT WEEK)



SAMANTHA and AMELIA are having lunch.



SAMANTHA: It’s nice how well Maggie and Chloe get along.



AMELIA: Yes. Paul and I are very pleased about that.



SAMANTHA: What do you think about this airport business?



AMELIA: I’d rather not think about it.



SAMANTHA: But if the mayor sells, the others may too.



AMELIA: I don’t think they will.



SAMANTHA: Do you think we should talk with them, just to be sure?



AMELIA: No, I don’t want to interfere.



SAMANTHA is quiet.



AMELIA: I really don’t think it’ll happen.



SAMANTHA: I hope you’re right.



RUPERT walks over, nods briefly to AMELIA, and then looks at SAMANTHA.



RUPERT: Missed seeing you at lunch the other day.



SAMANTHA: I had some time off. So I had lunch with a friend in Bridgely.



RUPERT: I see. Glad to have you back.



He grins at her, and walks off.



AMELIA looks inquiringly at SAMANTHA, who smiles and shrugs.



INTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE, LIVING ROOM (NIGHT)



SAMANTHA is on the sofa, talking on the phone.



SAMANTHA: Maggie is asleep. I didn’t have time to call earlier. Sorry. (Pause) Yes, she loves school. (Pause) Her swim coach is very nice. He looks out for her. He reminds me of Jonathan a bit. (Pause) I don’t know. I do like him. But he’s not Jonathan. (Pause) I know. But I need time. Please don’t worry, Mother. (Pause) Love you, too.



INTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE, LIVING ROOM (DAY) 



SAMANTHA is on the sofa. MAGGIE is sprawled on the throw rug. Both are reading.



MAGGIE (sitting up): Mom, do you mind if I ask you something?



SAMANTHA: No, not at all.



MAGGIE: Did you offer to take Ella to Mr. Howard because you didn’t want William to?



SAMANTHA: Well, I was free to help.



MAGGIE stares at her, questioningly.



SAMANTHA: Okay, it was partly that.



MAGGIE: You don’t suspect William, do you? You argued with Nick about it.



SAMANTHA: I didn’t like Nick’s insinuations. But William may not be all he seems either.



MAGGIE: What do you mean?



SAMANTHA: Where does he go so often? And why is he so secretive about it?



MAGGIE: You said he may have another gardening job, outside Sunby Heath.



SAMANTHA: It’s true, he may. But why doesn’t he say so? It makes me wonder if he works at Huntsfield, and meets Grover on those days. Or, does he have some other connection to Grover? And is that why he tends the orchard?



MAGGIE: No, Mom. William is a good person. He would never support the airport.



SAMANTHA: I hope you’re right, Maggie. But for now, let’s keep all this between you, me, and Ella.



MAGGIE: What about Chloe and her parents?



SAMANTHA: No. The fewer people involved the better. Besides, I tried to talk to Amelia about it. She said they didn’t want to interfere.



MAGGIE: Not even to save Sunby Heath?



SAMANTHA: She thinks it’s safe. Maybe it is. But we need to be alert. We don’t want to lose Maple Wood.



MAGGIE: No. It’s too precious to us. Let’s go there again, Mom. Just you and me. Let’s go every weekend.



SAMANTHA: That’s a great idea, Maggie. We’ll do that. Simply being there gives me peace. It’s a magical place.



EXTERIOR: MAPLE WOOD (DAY)



It is a gorgeous, sunny day. The maple leaves are at their peak, ranging from bright yellow to golden orange and brilliant red. SAMANTHA and MAGGIE walk around, admiring Maple Wood in its autumnal glory. They reach the orchard, and find the apple trees laden with fruit. They pick a few ripe, red apples. They walk over and sit near the stream, under the same crabapple tree that they did before. It now has glorious orange-red leaves. They eat the apples, laugh, and talk. They look peaceful and contented.



EXTERIOR: ENGLISH COUNTRYSIDE (DAY)



It is another sunny day, with blue skies and a few, fluffy white clouds. SAMANTHA and MAGGIE are in their car, driving home from school, admiring the beautiful views.



MAGGIE: I can’t believe it’s the half-term break already. How come we didn’t make any plans?



SAMANTHA: We’ve been busy.



MAGGIE: What will we do? Chloe and her parents are going to visit her grandparents.



SAMANTHA: I don’t feel like going anywhere. Let’s just enjoy Rose Cottage, Sunby Heath, and Maple Wood.



MAGGIE: Perfect! A lovely way to spend a week.



SAMANTHA: Nine days, counting both weekends.



MAGGIE: True. Let’s make the most of it.



EXTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE (CONTINUOUS)



As SAMANTHA and MAGGIE drive past the house next door, they see the NEIGHBOR near her front door. They wave to her, but she gestures to them to stop. They do so.



NEIGHBOR (walking over to them): Did you know? A construction sign was put up at Maple Wood today. Everybody is stunned.



SAMANTHA: Oh, no! That’s terrible. Thank you for telling us, Mrs. Durwood.



EXTERIOR: SUNBY HEATH (CONTINUOUS)



They drive on past Rose Cottage.



MAGGIE (worried): I don’t believe it, Mom. Do you?



SAMANTHA (hiding her concern): We’ll see for ourselves. I hope there’s some mistake.



They drive to Maple Wood. They are shocked to find the whole place cordoned off. A large sign says “Construction will start in two weeks.” SAMANTHA parks the car. They look at the sign, stunned, then at each other.



MAGGIE (upset): How can this be?



SAMANTHA (nervously): I don’t know, darling.  



She pulls out her phone and calls Ella. There is no answer.



SAMANTHA: Let’s go over. She may be in the garden.



EXTERIOR: SUNBY HEATH (CONTINUOUS)



They drive through the village, over to Ella’s house, and get out of the car. They peek in the garden, but she is not there. They knock on the door. There is no answer. They look greatly troubled as they walk back to the car.



INTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE, LIVING ROOM (CONTINUOUS)



MAGGIE is sitting on the sofa, looking anxious.



SAMANTHA (on the phone): Ella, please call me when you come home. We’re so distressed. Did Mr. Howard call?



She ends the call, but holds on to her phone nervously.



SAMANTHA: I’m calling William.



MAGGIE: Good!



SAMANTHA calls, listens, then ends the call.



SAMANTHA: He’s not there.



MAGGIE: Why didn’t you leave a message?



SAMANTHA: I’m tired of leaving messages. I need to

find someone, do something. I’m calling Nick.



MAGGIE frowns.



SAMANTHA (on the phone): Nick? Did you hear about the construction? (Pause) Okay, see you soon.



SAMANTHA: He knows. He’s coming over.



The phone rings. SAMANTHA answers.



SAMANTHA: Hi, William. Yes, I called. It’s about the construction. Do you know anything? (Pause) Alright, let us know when you do.



SAMANTHA (to MAGGIE): He’s talking to people, trying to find out what’s going on. (Pacing) I hope Mr. Howard has called Ella. I hope the titles are not legal, at least one of them. That’s all we need.



The doorbell rings. SAMANTHA runs to open the door. NICK walks in. He looks very concerned.



SAMANTHA (agitated): How could this happen?



NICK (quietly): The powerful have ways we don’t know of.



SAMANTHA stands dejected. NICK puts his arms around her. She wearily puts her head on his shoulder. MAGGIE looks at them sadly, and bites her lip.



The phone rings. SAMANTHA picks it up, and runs upstairs to talk privately. NICK frowns as he stares at her.



Then he turns to MAGGIE.



NICK: What’s up, Mags?



MAGGIE: I’m so sad. About the village.



NICK: We all are.



MAGGIE (with sudden determination): But at least my Dad is with us.



NICK: What?



MAGGIE: He gives me special dreams. And he caught me when I was about to fall in the pool.



NICK (laughing): You’ve got a wild imagination, kid.



MAGGIE looks genuinely hurt. She goes into the kitchen and then out to the garden.



SAMANTHA comes down. She is very quiet.



NICK: Who was it?



SAMANTHA: Ella. All the titles are legal. She checked.



NICK: Did she? Busy little beaver, isn’t she?



SAMANTHA (irritated): Well, it’s all for nothing. We’ve lost.



NICK: Don’t give up. I’m meeting my editor. Rushing my article through. I’ll be gone for a few days. Keep the faith!



SAMANTHA looks as if she doesn’t have much hope. NICK hugs her again. She pats his arm absent-mindedly.



EXTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE, GARDEN (CONTINUOUS)



WILLIAM comes by. He sees MAGGIE in the garden, opens the garden gate, and goes to her.



WILLIAM: Hi, Maggie. Where’s your mother?



MAGGIE: She’s inside.



WILLIAM starts to head for the house.



MAGGIE: With Nick.



WILLIAM stops abruptly, and turns around. He looks at MAGGIE, who is staring morosely at the roses.



WILLIAM: Don’t be so down-hearted, Maggie.



MAGGIE: Aren’t you sad?



WILLIAM: I just can’t believe it. No one seems to know what happened. I couldn’t find the Mortimers, or Mrs. Carman, or the mayor. They all seem to have disappeared.



MAGGIE: Hiding out, probably.



WILLIAM: Yes, seems like it. But we’ll find them eventually. We’ll get to the bottom of this. We’ve got to stop it.



MAGGIE (brightening up): You think we can?



WILLIAM: We must.



MAGGIE: You love Maple Wood, don’t you?



WILLIAM: Yes.



MAGGIE: So do we.



WILLIAM: I know.



MAGGIE: My Dad wouldn’t have made us come to Sunby Heath, and let us discover Maple Wood, only to lose it.



WILLIAM is looking at her, smiling gently. MAGGIE is encouraged.



MAGGIE: He’s with us, you know.



WILLIAM: Of course. Where else would he be?



MAGGIE (delighted): You believe it?



WILLIAM: I do.



MAGGIE hugs him.



MAGGIE: He used to call me “Magpie” sometimes, and he gave me a dream of that bird.



WILLIAM (smiling): I see.



MAGGIE: And he caught me, when someone tried to push me into the pool. And he’s given dreams to Mom, too.



WILLIAM: It makes me happy to know your father is watching over you both. I’m especially worried about your mother. (Looking at the house) She seems confused.



MAGGIE nods.



SAMANTHA walks out the back door, to where WILLIAM and MAGGIE are in the garden. She looks a bit warily at WILLIAM.



SAMANTHA: What do you think about this construction business?



WILLIAM: I can’t believe it. We’ve got to do something. We haven’t much time.



SAMANTHA: Nick is trying to rush his article.



WILLIAM: That’s fine. But we need to take some kind of action.



SAMANTHA: Like what?



WILLIAM: I was thinking someone, maybe you and Miss Sampson, could talk to the other owners. To see what happened, why they sold. Maybe you could get them to back out. There could be a grace period, if they just signed.



SAMANTHA: That’s brilliant. But do you think they’d tell us?



WILLIAM: Yes. You’re both liked and make a good team. Someone they know well, and an honest, caring newcomer, who has a lot to offer the village.



SAMANTHA looks pleased by his genuine praise.



WILLIAM: They’re not home right now, but they’re bound to show up.



MAGGIE: After dark.



WILLIAM (smiling): Yes. You could try to catch them first thing tomorrow.



MAGGIE: Why don’t you also go, William?



SAMANTHA looks worried. WILLIAM notices.



WILLIAM (to MAGGIE): We don’t want to overwhelm them, right at the start. You and I can join the team later, once we know what’s going on.



MAGGIE: Okay.



WILLIAM: I have to go now. (To SAMANTHA) Good luck!



He leaves quickly.



SAMANTHA: William seems so nice. But what if he’s behind all this? I’m relieved he won’t go along.



MAGGIE: I like him, Mother. And I trust him.



SAMANTHA shrugs.



MAGGIE: I told him Dad is with us. He believed it and was happy about it.



SAMANTHA (surprised): That’s very kind of him. But what made you tell him, Maggie? I thought we were going to be careful.



MAGGIE: You and Nick seemed to be getting close when the village was in trouble. So I wanted to see if he is right for us.



SAMANTHA looks amused at MAGGIE’s way of putting it.



MAGGIE: So I told him first.



SAMANTHA: You didn’t!



MAGGIE: I did. He said I had a wild imagination.



SAMANTHA: Oh, no!



MAGGIE: But William is very good.



SAMANTHA: It seems that way. But what if he’s in Grover’s pay, and putting on an act? We need to be careful.



MAGGIE: He’s on our side, Mom. He’s the one who suggested you and Ella talk to the owners.



SAMANTHA: You’re right. But why did he leave so abruptly? Is he going to talk to the owners first? Oh, let me call Ella.



She talks on the phone, while MAGGIE walks about, admiring the flowers, her spirits slightly lifted now.



SAMANTHA puts the phone away, and joins MAGGIE.  



SAMANTHA: We have a plan. We’ll start out early. I’ll pick up Ella, and we’ll drop in unannounced on the three owners. And you’ll be fine, if I’m gone all morning?



MAGGIE: Of course. I can always call you if I need anything. You just focus on your important task, and don’t worry about me.



SAMANTHA: I hope we can convince them to back out. Even one of them backing out should break the deal.



MAGGIE: I know you can do it, Mom. You must.



SAMANTHA nods, determinedly.



EXTERIOR: THE MORTIMERS’ HOUSE (EARLY MORNING)



SAMANTHA parks the car on the street. She and ELLA get out, walk to the front door, and ring the doorbell. They see a lace curtain move, but no one answers the door.



ELLA (calling out): We know you’re in there. You might as well open up.



The door opens, and the MORTIMERS invite them in, looking sheepish.



INTERIOR: MORTIMERS’ LIVING ROOM (CONTINUOUS)



They sit around the coffee table, BERT and BESSIE on the sofa, ELLA and SAMANTHA on the chairs. The MORTIMERS look uncomfortable, and don’t say anything.



ELLA: Well?



BERT (defensively): Sorry to let everyone down. But sometimes you have to look out for yourself.



BESSIE: You see, he knew of our problem.



SAMANTHA: Who knew?



BESSIE: Nick.



SAMANTHA and ELLA (together): Nick?



BESSIE: Yes, he’s been so kind to us, so helpful.



SAMANTHA and ELLA exchange glances.



BERT: We don’t have the resources to visit our children and grandchildren in the U.S. as often as we would like.



BESSIE: And we don’t like to impose on them—by staying with them for weeks at a time.



BERT: But if we had a house in the U.S., they could all visit us there. Nick knew all this. So he let us in on the secret.



SAMANTHA: What secret?



BERT: That the airport plan had been modified. All they needed was Maple Wood and one property. If we didn’t sell, one of the others would. And we would miss out on this opportunity.



ELLA: And you didn’t mind what this would do to our village?



BERT: Well…if we didn’t, someone else would.



ELLA: And you didn’t care that you would leave Sunby Heath, and your friends here, for good?



BESSIE: After this, we wouldn’t be welcome anyway.



SAMANTHA: Is there a grace period where you can back out of the deal?



BESSIE: We have until tomorrow, but…



BERT: But we don’t want to back out.



SAMANTHA: How did Nick know about the modified deal?



BESSIE: Why, my dear, he’s a reporter. He finds out everything.



SAMANTHA (grimly): I see.



BERT (standing up): There’s nothing more we want to say.



BESSIE also stands up. They avoid looking at ELLA, who looks terribly annoyed.



SAMANTHA gestures to ELLA that they should leave. ELLA gets up, and walks out without a word. SAMANTHA nods to the MORTIMERS, and follows her.



INTERIOR: LIZ CARMAN’S LIVING ROOM (CONTINUOUS)



The elderly MRS. CARMAN is sitting in a high-backed chair. ELLA and SAMANTHA are sitting on the sofa.



SAMANTHA: Mrs. Carman, thank you for agreeing to talk to us. We’re terribly concerned about the proposed airport. Please tell us why you decided to sell your house.



MRS. CARMAN: I’m old. I have many health issues, and no family to help me. I may have to go to a nursing care home soon. But the ones in England are not so comfortable, you see. The ones in America are far better. They offer a lot to the elderly. All you need is money, which I can get now.  



SAMANTHA: How do you know about nursing homes in America?



MRS. CARMAN: That nice reporter, Nick, told me.



SAMANTHA and ELLA exchange exasperated glances.



MRS. CARMAN: He’s been very kind. He’s lived in the U.S., you know. He said he would be happy if I was well taken care of, and he would show me how to set it all up.



SAMANTHA: And did he tell you only one owner was needed, in addition to Maple Wood?



MRS. CARMAN: How did you know? It was a secret.



SAMANTHA (controlling her rising anger): A strategically shared secret.



MRS. CARMAN: What?



SAMANTHA: Nothing…. When did you sign the agreement?



MRS. CARMAN: Two days ago. Why?



ELLA: Do you know there’s a nursing care home in Bridgely that’s excellent?



MRS. CARMAN stares at her, her mouth slightly open.



ELLA: All the friends you have are here, in Sunby Heath. We could have come to see you.



MRS. CARMAN (stubbornly): It’s all arranged. I’m not changing my mind.



ELLA and SAMANTHA look at each other and get up. MRS. CARMAN stares at them. They nod to her and walk out.



INTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE, LIVING ROOM (CONTINUOUS)



MAGGIE is lying on the sofa, reading. SAMANTHA and ELLA walk in. They look worn out.



MAGGIE (jumping to her feet): What happened, Momma?



SAMANTHA (wearily): Nick was behind all this. It’s a long story.



ELLA: We have to do something. Wish we had a man to help us.



MAGGIE: We do. William!



SAMANTHA: You’re right.



SAMANTHA picks up her phone and walks away. We see her talking on the phone, but don’t hear what she says.



SAMANTHA (walking back): He’ll be right over. Oh, you look exhausted, Ella. Let me fix you a snack.



MAGGIE: No, you’re tired too, Mom. Let me.



MAGGIE runs out, and SAMANTHA sits down. We hear a lot of noise from the kitchen. SAMANTHA and ELLA smile at each other. MAGGIE comes in with a tray of cut fruit, crackers, cheese, and large glasses of fruit juice.



ELLA: My, aren’t you a fine hostess?



MAGGIE: Look who’s talking!



They all laugh and help themselves to the food. There’s a knock on the front door. MAGGIE runs and opens the door. It’s WILLIAM. She hugs him impulsively, and he hugs her back. Then he walks over, and sits down near the others.



SAMANTHA (pointing to the food): Please join us.



MAGGIE runs to the kitchen.



WILLIAM: No, I’m fine, thank you.



SAMANTHA (softly): Maggie fixed it.



MAGGIE runs in, and hands WILLIAM a glass of fruit juice. WILLIAM takes it, smiling.



WILLIAM: Well, then, I will join you.



WILLIAM helps himself to some food. MAGGIE sits down.



SAMANTHA: It was such a good idea of yours that we talk to the owners. We know now what happened, but it’s not pleasant.



ELLA: That Nick! He was behind all this. He told the Mortimers and Mrs. Carman that only one owner was needed in addition to Maple Wood. They believed him.



SAMANTHA: He discovered their vulnerabilities and used this to trick them. They all think he’s wonderful.



ELLA: It was the photo essay that made everyone like him. And trust him. I know I did.



SAMANTHA (blushing slightly): I was fooled, too. For a short while.



WILLIAM and MAGGIE smile at each other quietly.



SAMANTHA: The photo essay! What a joke. He never was a reporter. That was just a cover story. It gave him the opportunity to be out with his camera and note pad, and talking to people. He’s probably Grover’s employee.



WILLIAM: I think you’re right. But he’s gone now. I doubt he’ll be back. His work is done.



SAMANTHA shudders. ELLA shakes her head sadly.



WILLIAM: But ours is not…. Is there a grace period?



SAMANTHA: Yes! The Mortimers said they have until tomorrow. And Mrs. Carman said she signed two days ago. But none of them want to back out.



WILLIAM: If it’s the typical three-day grace period, they all must have signed the agreement two days ago. It seems carefully coordinated by Nick and Grover. But why?



SAMANTHA: Well, the construction notice went up the day after they signed. Maybe the idea was to intimidate them, by exposing what they did to the whole village, so they couldn’t quietly back out if they changed their minds.



WILLIAM: I think you’re right, and it seems to have worked so far…. But we need to keep trying to get them to retract.



ELLA: And we haven’t even seen the mayor yet.



WILLIAM: I looked for him, last night and this morning. I’ve left phone messages, but he hasn’t called back. He’s made himself scarce. But we’ll find him. (To SAMANTHA) Can you call the Mortimers and Mrs. Carman, and explain to them how Nick tricked them? See if they’ll back out.



SAMANTHA: I will.



WILLIAM (getting up): Thanks, Maggie. That was delicious.



MAGGIE looks happy.



WILLIAM (leaving): I’ll be in touch.



SAMANTHA (already on the phone): …But Mrs. Carman, Nick tricked you. He made up the story about only one owner being needed. He told the same story to all three owners. Everyone is selling. (Pause) Yes, but the nursing homes in the U.S. are not necessarily better. And you won’t have any friends visiting you there. Can you please back out? (Long pause) Please think about it.



SAMANTHA ends the call, looking disappointed.



SAMANTHA: She sounds all confused. She’s still not sure she should back out.



ELLA shakes her head disapprovingly. SAMANTHA tries to make another call but apparently cannot get through.  



SAMANTHA: The Mortimers won’t answer. I’ll keep trying and if I have to, I’ll leave a detailed message about how Nick tricked them. I hope it works.

ELLA: My dears, I should be going. This is all very frustrating.



SAMANTHA: Let me drop you home. You must be so tired.



MAGGIE: Go ahead, Mom. I’ll clean up in here.



SAMANTHA: Thanks, darling.



EXTERIOR: ELLA’S HOUSE (CONTINUOUS)



SAMANTHA and ELLA are parked on the street near ELLA’s house. ELLA opens the car door, ready to get out.



ELLA: Thank you, my dear. It’s depressing not to be able to save Sunby Heath. I think I need a lie down.



SAMANTHA: Yes, please rest. As for me, I hope we can still save Sunby Heath. But I don’t know how.



EXTERIOR: SUNBY HEATH (DAY)



WILLIAM is walking around. He checks all the stores, as well as the café and the pub. He looks everywhere, and talks to people he encounters. People shake their heads, suggesting no one has seen the mayor.



EXTERIOR: SUNBY HEATH (CONTINUOUS)



WILLIAM is ringing a doorbell, presumably the mayor’s house, because it is close to Maple Wood. There is no answer. He walks away.



INTERIOR: PUB (EVENING)



In his second visit to check the pub, WILLIAM looks around, and spots the mayor at a dark corner table, chatting with a couple of men. WILLIAM goes over, and joins them quietly. The others nod to him, but carry on their conversation.



MAYOR: But why do you think this’ll be bad for Sunby Heath?



ONE MAN: You know why. Everyone knows.



OTHER MAN: And what will you do? Where will you go?



MAYOR: I don’t suppose it matters much. I haven’t made any plans. I just have to start somewhere else again.



FIRST MAN: I still can’t believe it, Joe. I never imagined you would do this to our village.



MAYOR: Do what? I’m trying to help Sunby Heath, make it strong economically.



INTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE, LIVING ROOM (CONTINUOUS)



SAMANTHA is sitting on the sofa, deep in thought. The phone rings. She quickly answers it.



WILLIAM’s voice: Is it too late to come over?



SAMANTHA: No, not at all. But knock softly. Maggie’s asleep.



SAMANTHA starts pacing, and looking out the window. As soon as she sees WILLIAM, she opens the door.



WILLIAM (coming in): I found the mayor. But it didn’t help. All he says is a lot of double talk. He won’t even admit he signed anything. Never mentioned Nick, although I’m sure Nick was involved.



They walk over to the sofa and sit down.



SAMANTHA: Of course. Nick must have told him of some opportunity to get into politics in London, if he had the money.



WILLIAM: Probably.



SAMANTHA: Nick tricked us all. And to think I often wondered if you were the one in Grover’s pay.



WILLIAM: Me?



SAMANTHA: Nick planted that idea in my head. Because you were in the orchard so much.



WILLIAM shakes his head, a bit sad that she believed Nick.



WILLIAM: I just take care of the orchard because I want to. Everyone in Sunby Heath knows that.



SAMANTHA: Maggie was right about you all along.



WILLIAM looks pleased.



SAMANTHA: But you often disappeared, and never said where you were going.



WILLIAM: You never asked.



SAMANTHA: Well?



WILLIAM: I go twice a week to Pleasant Hill, the nursing care home in Bridgely, to spend time with my mother.



SAMANTHA: Your mother! We thought both your parents had passed away.



WILLIAM: No. My mother has severe, debilitating arthritis. It was getting difficult for her to clean and cook. Even to move about. But her mind’s sharp, I’m grateful for that. I read to her and the other residents. We chat about things.



SAMANTHA: They’re lucky to have you visit. But when did she move there?



WILLIAM: A couple of years ago.



SAMANTHA: Is that why you sold your house?



WILLIAM: Yes. I didn’t need it any more. And I could use the money to provide some extras for my mother. After all, the government only pays for the basic stuff. And I could save the rest for a rainy day.



SAMANTHA: And you didn’t mind living in a flat?



WILLIAM: Before I was born, my parents owned the chemist’s shop, and they lived above it.



SAMANTHA: Where you live now?



WILLIAM: Yes. When I was on the way, they sold the whole package to another chemist, and bought the house that we lived in all these years. Later, that chemist sold to Rebecca, who made the upstairs into two flats, and rented one out. When mother had to go to the nursing care home, Rebecca was between renters. So I became her new renter.



SAMANTHA: And sold your house.



WILLIAM: Right.



SAMANTHA: That must have been very difficult, knowing how much time you and your Dad spent in the garden.



WILLIAM: It was…. But you see how it all worked out? I’m tending our old garden still.



SAMANTHA reaches out, and touches his hand.



SAMANTHA: You’re so good, William. I’m sorry I didn’t trust you earlier.



WILLIAM lifts her hand, and holds it against his cheek.



WILLIAM: It’s alright. You were under great stress. And Nick misled you.



He puts her hand down gently.



WILLIAM: But you were uncomfortable about me even before Nick. Why was that?



SAMANTHA: Your concern was so evident, it overwhelmed me. I wanted to be strong. I needed to be independent and to heal.



WILLIAM: I understand. And I’m thankful you weren’t hurt about Nick.



SAMANTHA: I never really cared for him. I just got carried away every time he talked about saving Sunby Heath. I wanted to believe him. That was all I liked about him. And it wasn’t even true. In fact, it was the opposite.



WILLIAM: I wondered whether to tell you about his visiting Rebecca several times, while you and Maggie had gone back to America. But I decided not to interfere.



SAMANTHA: He told me himself. He said he was interviewing her for the article.



WILLIAM rolls his eyes and grins.



SAMANTHA (laughing): Don’t worry. It didn’t bother me.



WILLIAM: I’m glad. I truly am.



Both are quiet for a moment.



SAMANTHA: But what do we do now? We have only tomorrow left. Is it too late to save Sunby Heath?



WILLIAM: I don’t know. We must do something. But what?



He gets up and starts pacing, deep in thought. Suddenly, he stops walking, and looks at SAMANTHA.



WILLIAM: I have an idea. It may be our last chance.



He hesitates.



SAMANTHA: Well?



WILLIAM: I hope you don’t mind my saying this, Samantha. But you could ask your husband’s spirit for guidance. I know he’s watching over you and Maggie. And that he communicates with you through dreams. We need his help.



SAMANTHA’s eyes fill with tears. She goes over to WILLIAM and hugs him. He holds her gently.



SAMANTHA: You’re right. I should have thought of it myself.



She walks back and sits on the sofa. WILLIAM follows.



SAMANTHA: How is it, that you’re so open to spirit communications?



WILLIAM: I feel my father’s presence when I’m gardening. I already know what he taught me and what I learned in college. But my best inspiration while gardening comes from him, from where he is now. I feel him with me when I’m tending to flowers and trees. It gives me a lot of peace.



SAMANTHA (sincerely): That’s wonderful, William. I’m happy for you.



INTERIOR: SAMANTHA’S BEDROOM (NIGHT)



SAMANTHA is sitting up in bed, with pillows propped up behind her. 



SAMANTHA (softly): Jonathan, darling, I hope you’re listening. How wrong I was to trust Nick. No wonder you were frowning in my dream. I didn’t understand it back then…. And I totally misjudged William. Maggie had better instincts than I did. She was right. He’s very good. I like him a lot, and somehow I know you don’t mind. After all, you guided us to come here. Maybe you wanted us to meet. You knew he would be right for me and Maggie.



SAMANTHA adjusts the pillows behind her and changes her position, sitting up even more.



SAMANTHA (continues softly): As for Maple Wood, I’ll never forget how you showered us with cranberry blossoms when we wished for a sign. We felt so loved then, and we still do. (Fervently) But now Maple Wood stands to be ruined. What can be done? I’ll do anything, if you can give me a clue. But can you please do it soon? There’s not much time left.



SAMANTHA flattens the pillows, and lies down, getting ready to sleep. She pulls the covers way up, to her chin.



SAMANTHA (whispering): I love you, darling. Always.



INTERIOR: SAMANTHA’S BEDROOM (MORNING)



SAMANTHA is fast asleep. She starts stirring and slowly wakes up. A big smile lights up her face. She leans over, picks up her phone, and makes a call.



SAMANTHA: Did I wake you?



WILLIAM’s voice: No. Are you okay?



SAMANTHA: Yes. I had a wonderful dream. Can you come over? I hear Maggie in the kitchen. I can tell you both together. Have breakfast with us.



INTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE, KITCHEN (CONTINUOUS)



MAGGIE is in her pajamas, eating cereal. SAMANTHA comes in tying her robe, and hugs MAGGIE.



SAMANTHA: Dad gave me a dream. It may have something to do with saving Sunby Heath.



MAGGIE: Tell me, tell me!



SAMANTHA: I’ve called William. He’s coming over. I’ll tell you both together.



MAGGIE (surprised): So you like him now?



SAMANTHA (smiling): I do. Very much. You were right about him, darling.



MAGGIE grins, and goes on eating.



There’s a knock on the front door. SAMANTHA goes into the living room to answer the door. We hear them speak, but not what they say. She and WILLIAM walk into the kitchen. MAGGIE gets up, and goes to WILLIAM. They hug each other. Then, all three sit at the table.



SAMANTHA (to WILLIAM): Please help yourself to whatever you like.



WILLIAM: Thanks, but I’ve already had breakfast. And you?



SAMANTHA: No. I’m too excited to eat.



MAGGIE finishes her cereal, and pushes her bowl away.



MAGGIE: Go on, Mom. We’re ready.



SAMANTHA: I was going up some stairs. But there was a mist or a fog. I couldn’t see anything, but I kept climbing. Suddenly I was at the top and the mist had cleared. It was an attic. There was a window at one end and sunlight was streaming in. It was lighting up the timber supports. I went to the window and looked out. I could see rooftops and gardens. It could have been Sunby Heath, but not anything I recognized. There was a wooded area in the distance. That might have been Maple Wood, but I’ve never seen it from such an angle, so I don’t know. I turned back, and there was a box in the middle of the floor. I felt drawn to it. I opened it and brilliant light came out of it. I felt euphoric and woke up.



MAGGIE: What a fabulous dream! It has to mean something.



SAMANTHA: The fog indicates we don’t know what to do. But then the mist clears. The view suggests it’s about Sunby Heath and Maple Wood. And the light stands for guidance. I’m not sure what the box means. Is it literal?



WILLIAM: Can you remember where the wooded area was? When you looked out the window?



SAMANTHA: On the far right.



WILLIAM: This is great! I think we’re getting somewhere. The houses that have timber supports in the attic are all over the village, but only three of them fit what you said, where Maple Wood can be seen to the far right. And I know which three houses they are.



MAGGIE (amazed): How do you know?



WILLIAM: Well, I also do some handyman work. And at one time or another, I’ve been up in most of the attics.



MAGGIE: But what do we do? (Giggling) Go to all three houses and ask to go up to their attics?



SAMANTHA gets up, and takes note paper out of a drawer. She sits down again, and starts sketching.



WILLIAM (to MAGGIE): I could say I need to check something in the attic. But then, I couldn’t pry around,  could I? (To SAMANTHA) What are you doing?



SAMANTHA has drawn a square window. She has filled in the view with rooftops and a wooded area on the far right.



SAMANTHA: I wanted to draw the view while it’s fresh in my mind.



MAGGIE: Good thinking, Mom.



MAGGIE and WILLIAM lean over to peer at the drawing. SAMANTHA is adding some squiggles in the lower right corner. She looks up, amused at her own drawing.



SAMANTHA: I guess there was a bird’s nest on the ledge.



WILLIAM (exultant): That’s terrific! I know exactly which house it is.



MAGGIE cheers.



WILLIAM: It’s Norman Jones’ house. I was there last week, and saw the nest when I looked up from the garden.



MAGGIE (beaming at SAMANTHA): And Dad knew all this and showed it to you in your dream!



SAMANTHA: You’re right, darling. (Smiling at WILLIAM) He knew that once I told you the details, you would figure out which house it was. (Looking up) Thank you, Jonathan.



MAGGIE (looking up): Yes, thank you, Dad.



WILLIAM smiles at both of them.

SAMANTHA: So what do we do now?



WILLIAM: We’ll have to persuade Norman to let us into the attic. Should we tell him the truth? He won’t believe it.



SAMANTHA: No, he won’t. And I’d rather not share my dream with strangers.



MAGGIE: I agree, it’s too special…. But what do you think is in the box?



WILLIAM: That’s what we have to find out. Should we call him first?



SAMANTHA: Let’s not. It’s easy to say “No” on the phone. Let’s go over. And not late, or he may not be home.



WILLIAM: Right. You both get ready. I’ll look around in the garden. (To SAMANTHA) But eat something first, it may be a long morning.



SAMANTHA (smiling at his thoughtfulness): I will.



EXTERIOR: NORMAN JONES’ HOUSE (CONTINUOUS)



WILLIAM, SAMANTHA, and MAGGIE are at the front door. They knock. NORMAN opens the door. He has a robe on, over his pajamas.



NORMAN: What is it? What’s the matter?



WILLIAM: May we come in? It’s important.



NORMAN (grudgingly): Okay.



INTERIOR: NORMAN’S LIVING ROOM (CONTINUOUS)



They come in. NORMAN does not invite them to sit down.



WILLIAM: May we have permission to look in your attic?



NORMAN: Why?



WILLIAM: There may be something there that could save Sunby Heath from this airport business.



NORMAN: What on earth do you mean by that?



WILLIAM: I don’t know exactly.



NORMAN: No. Everything there is my uncle’s stuff. I can’t let you people poke about in it.



SAMANTHA: You can come up with us, if you like.



MAGGIE: And watch us.



NORMAN: No, I’m afraid not. I have better things to do. Good day.



NORMAN holds the front door open.



EXTERIOR: NORMAN JONES’ HOUSE (CONTINUOUS)



The three leave the house in a dejected way. They sit in the car and are silent. Then WILLIAM has an idea.



WILLIAM: Wait a minute! This uncle he’s talking about must be Mr. Walter Jones. He used to practice law. And now he’s in Pleasant Hill. (To MAGGIE) That’s the same nursing care home my mother is in.



MAGGIE looks surprised, but doesn’t say anything.



WILLIAM: His mind is not very sharp though. But maybe we can talk to him, and he’ll give us permission.



SAMANTHA: Oh, that’s a ray of hope. Shall we go right now?



WILLIAM: Yes. We haven’t much time left.



They drive off.



INTERIOR: PLEASANT HILL (CONTINUOUS)



The lounge of the nursing care home is clean and roomy. WILLIAM, SAMANTHA and MAGGIE walk in. Some of the residents, on sofas or in wheelchairs, wave to WILLIAM and he waves back. They go to his mother’s room. She’s in a wheelchair. She looks frail, but has a bright face.



WILLIAM: Mother, I brought some friends to meet you. This is Samantha and Maggie Darby.



MRS. STARKE: Hello, do come in. I’ve heard so much about both of you. I’m happy to meet you at last.



SAMANTHA: Very pleased to meet you, Mrs. Starke.



MAGGIE (shyly): Hello.



WILLIAM: Mother, we need your help. There are some papers of Mr. Walter Jones in his nephew’s attic. We think they’ll help save Sunby Heath, but Norman refuses to let us look. Do you think you could persuade Mr. Jones to give us permission?



MRS. STARKE: We can certainly try. Let’s go.



She starts wheeling herself out of the room. They follow.



INTERIOR: WALTER JONES’ ROOM (CONTINUOUS)



MR. JONES is sitting in a chair by the window. He turns around as they appear at the door, but his face looks blank.



MRS. STARKE: Good morning, Walter. May we come in?



MR. JONES (recognizing her): Good morning, Adelaide. Yes, do come in. But who are all these people? Ah, William, I know you.



WILLIAM: This is Samantha and Maggie Darby, friends of mine.



SAMANTHA: Pleased to meet you, Mr. Jones.



He looks at her absent-mindedly.



MRS. STARKE: Walter, you have some papers that can save Sunby Heath from development. They’re in Norman’s attic. These people need your permission to look through them.



MR. JONES thinks about this. He looks confused.



MRS. STARKE: It’s very simple, Walter. You just have to sign a note, saying it’s okay to look through your papers in Norman’s attic.



MR. JONES (nervously): I have to write a note?



MRS. STARKE: No. You just have to sign.



SAMANTHA: I’ll be right back.



She quickly goes to the reception area and gets paper and a pen. Back in the room, she sits on a chair near a table. She writes a note of permission, dates it, and hands it to WILLIAM. WILLIAM looks it over, and nods approvingly.



WILLIAM: Here’s the note Mr. Jones. And here’s a pen.



MR. JONES looks worried.



MR. JONES: You’re sure this is fine, Adelaide?



MRS. STARKE: I’m very sure, Walter. You’re doing the right thing. You’re saving Sunby Heath.



It is clear MR. JONES trusts MRS. STARKE. He signs the paper.



WILLIAM: Thank you, Mr. Jones.



SAMANTHA: And thank you, Mrs. Starke.



MRS. STARKE smiles at her.



WILLIAM: We should go now, Mother. I’ll be back later. Do you want to go back to your room?



MRS. STARKE: No, dear. (Looking kindly at Mr. Jones) I’ll chat with Walter a bit.



EXTERIOR: NORMAN JONES’ HOUSE (CONTINUOUS)



WILLIAM, SAMANTHA, and MAGGIE are at the front door. They knock, but there is no answer.



SAMANTHA: Do you think he’s in?



WILLIAM (peeking in): No. I think he’s gone out for his walk. Let’s come back in half an hour or so.



They walk back to the street where the car is parked.



EXTERIOR: NORMAN JONES’ HOUSE (A BIT LATER)



WILLIAM, SAMANTHA, and MAGGIE are back once again. They knock on the door and wait.



NORMAN (opening door): What is it now?



WILLIAM: We have permission from your uncle to look through his papers. May we come in?



NORMAN ignores the question. WILLIAM hands him the note. NORMAN reads it.



NORMAN: He didn’t write this.



SAMANTHA: No, I did. But he knows what it says, and he signed it.



NORMAN: Yes, it’s his signature. But I don’t know if he knew what he was signing. I have to call him. Wait here.



He shuts the door. They wait outside, looking unsure. He opens the door in a moment.



NORMAN (brusquely): I couldn’t reach him. He’s taking a nap. Good day.



He shuts the door before they can speak. They are taken aback by his rudeness.



MAGGIE: What do we do now?



SAMANTHA (to WILLIAM): Can you call your Mother and ask her to let us know when Mr. Jones is awake? Then we can tell Norman to try calling him again.



WILLIAM: But who knows what he’ll say on the phone? He might well say he has no idea what he signed.



MAGGIE: He might even say he never signed anything.



WILLIAM: True. Let’s go back to Pleasant Hill, and wait till he wakes up.



INTERIOR: MRS. STARKE’S ROOM (CONTINUOUS)



MRS. STARKE is in her wheelchair. The other three are sitting on her bed. They all are talking seriously, but we don’t hear what they say. A nurse pokes her head in.



NURSE: I just saw Mr. Jones in the lounge. You said to let you know.



MRS. STARKE: Thanks so much, Jennie.



INTERIOR: PLEASANT HILL (CONTINUOUS)



MRS. STARKE wheels herself out of her room. The three walk behind her. They find MR. JONES talking to someone else in the lounge.



MRS. STARKE: Hello, Walter. Did you have a nice nap?



MR. JONES: I did. Did you?



MAGGIE starts to giggle quietly, but stops. She looks sadly at MR. JONES.



MRS. STARKE: Norman wants you to call him. You have to tell him you give permission to William and the others to look through your papers.



MR. JONES: What papers?



SAMANTHA and MAGGIE look at each other, worried.



WILLIAM (quietly to mother): Can you prompt him softly if I call Norman?



MRS. STARKE: Yes. I’ll try.



SAMANTHA (to WILLIAM): But use the Pleasant Hill phone. He might not answer if he thinks it’s you.



WILLIAM: You’re right.



They go over to a wired telephone on a corner table. MRS. STARKE wheels herself over. WILLIAM helps MR. JONES walk to a sofa chair near the phone and assists him into it. SAMANTHA and MAGGIE follow and sit close by.



WILLIAM: I’m calling your nephew Norman.



MR. JONES: Okay.



MRS. STARKE: Tell him you have given permission.



MR. JONES: “I have given permission.”



WILLIAM hands the telephone to MR. JONES.



NORMAN’s voice: Yes?



MR. JONES: Norman, it’s Uncle Walter.



NORMAN: Hello, Uncle Walter. Is anything wrong?



MR. JONES: Wrong?



MRS. STARKE (whispering): “No.”



MR. JONES: No, nothing is wrong.



MRS. STARKE (whispering): “I have given permission.”



MR. JONES: “I have given permission.”
 

MRS. STARKE (whispering): “to look through my papers.”



MR. JONES: “to look through my papers.”
 

NORMAN’s voice: Are you sure?



MR. JONES looks at MRS. STARKE. She nods vigorously while smiling at him.



MR. JONES (encouraged): Yes, I’m sure. Bye, now.



WILLIAM takes the telephone from him and ends the call. They all breathe a sigh of relief.



MR. JONES (wearily to MRS. STARKE): Is it finished?



MRS. STARKE: Yes, Walter. You did very well.



MR. JONES: Thank you, Adelaide.



SAMANTHA: Thank you, Mr. Jones, and Mrs. Starke.



MR. JONES is already waving to someone across the room.



MRS. STARKE: My pleasure. Good luck to you all.



WILLIAM: Thank you, Mother. We could not have done this without you. I’ll see you later.



SAMANTHA (smiling): We’ll see you later.



MRS. STARKE looks pleased.



INTERIOR: NORMAN’S LIVING ROOM (CONTINUOUS)



NORMAN holds the front door open. The three walk in.



NORMAN (pointing to the stairs): William knows the way.



WILLIAM goes up the stairs. SAMANTHA and MAGGIE follow.



INTERIOR: ATTIC (CONTINUOUS)



The attic is filled with boxes and other objects.



SAMANTHA: My goodness, a lot of stuff to look through. Not like my dream. But the timber supports seem the same and so does the window. How fantastic! Wait, let me look at the view.



They all walk over to the window, gingerly stepping around piles of boxes.



SAMANTHA: Oh, yes! The roof tops look the same as in my dream. And there’s Maple Wood on the far right.



MAGGIE (delightedly): And here’s the bird’s nest.



She hugs SAMANTHA, who hugs her back.



WILLIAM: This is amazing! Your dream was so accurate in all these details.



SAMANTHA: Yes, it was. But now, where shall we start?



WILLIAM: I’ll move stuff around, and you see if you spot a box like the one you saw in the dream.



MAGGIE: Good plan. I’ll move what I can too.



WILLIAM moves heavy things. MAGGIE moves smaller stuff. SAMANTHA watches and shakes her head when they look at her questioningly. This goes on for a while.



SAMANTHA: Wait! That might be it, that small box. It seems the right size.



WILLIAM brings the box over and opens it. It is full of papers. SAMANTHA and WILLIAM pull out papers, scan them quickly, and put them aside. At the very bottom is a fat, legal-sized, sealed packet, addressed to Ella Sampson.



SAMANTHA pulls it out, and shows it to the others.



SAMANTHA: This must be it. Everything else seems unrelated to Sunby Heath.



WILLIAM: Eureka!



MAGGIE hugs SAMANTHA.

INTERIOR: ELLA’S LIVING ROOM (CONTINUOUS)



ELLA, WILLIAM, SAMANTHA, and MAGGIE are sitting around the coffee table, on which the unopened packet rests.



SAMANTHA: Aren’t you going to open it?



ELLA: But what is it? Tell me again where you found it. I couldn’t catch half of what you said when you came in.



SAMANTHA: Sorry we dropped in without much notice. But you know, there’s no time to lose. Anyway, I had a dream from Jonathan, guiding me to Norman Jones’ attic. So we went there, not knowing what to expect, and we found this.



WILLIAM: We think it’s something that can save Sunby Heath.



MAGGIE: But we don’t know how.



ELLA: I see. Well, let’s find out.



She opens the packet, looks inside, and removes a small, fat, fancy looking envelope addressed to her. She looks at the name of the sender on the top, left corner.  



ELLA: Why, it’s a letter from Ed Grover. How strange! There are two other envelopes in there, but not labeled. Let’s read the letter first. I’ll read it aloud.



ELLA (pulls out the letter and reads): My dearest child, I don’t know if you will ever read this letter. Your parents, the Sampsons, may decide it is better for you not to know. But I have told them that if you ever need money or a home to stay, they should give you this letter, so you can claim Maple Wood as your own. It is rightfully yours. You are my oldest child.



ELLA stops reading, with a look of amazement on her face.



ELLA: Ed Grover, my father? I don’t believe it…. No wonder he was so kind to me.



Everyone is surprised, but hope glimmers in their eyes.



ELLA (continues reading): Your dear mother Abby, who I loved more than my life, died in childbirth. I had married her secretly because I knew how my father felt about keeping the classes separate. He would have disowned me if he knew. I had not a penny to my name then, and could not support Abby or you. But I was to inherit a sizeable amount of money at age 21, and I was only a few months short. Abby and I decided to keep it quiet.



ELLA stops again, trying to absorb all this new information.



ELLA (goes on reading): Abby lived with her relatives in Bridgely, while I lived at home and visited her daily. Her relatives were very kind to us. I planned that after receiving my inheritance, I would tell my father about Abby and me, and the baby (you). If he broke off relations with me, we would go live elsewhere, probably in Bridgely. But it was not to be. Abby died when you were born. I was totally devastated. I did not feel capable of raising you alone, and made an arrangement with the Sampsons to adopt you.

ELLA looks up, mixed emotions crossing her face. The others look back at her encouragingly.



ELLA (resumes reading): John was a distant cousin, twelve years older than me. He and Anne had been married nearly ten years, and were childless. They were the kindest couple I knew. When I shared my plight, they visited Abby’s relatives with me to see the baby. When they saw you, they were completely charmed. They assured me they would adopt you and love you as their own. They had been thinking of moving to Sunby Heath. Now they could move there with the baby. Nobody would know you were adopted and I could visit and see you often. It was the perfect plan. I tried to see you as frequently as I could. It was a blessing to see you being raised with so much love.



ELLA stops reading. She has tears in her eyes. SAMANTHA goes over impulsively to ELLA and hugs her. ELLA dabs her handkerchief at her eyes.



ELLA: I’m alright now, my dear. Thank you.



SAMANTHA goes back to her seat between MAGGIE AND WILLIAM. They smile at her reassuringly.



ELLA (keeps reading): Some years later, my father arranged a marriage of convenience for me with Elizabeth Thomas, daughter of the rich owner of Huntsfield. I agreed without spirit. I was a dutiful husband, but loved no other woman than Abby. Elizabeth did not seem to mind. She was cold and passionless, and more interested in society affairs. We did have two children, Theodore and Doris. But I was not close to them, sad to say. Theodore was utterly spoiled by Elizabeth. Doris was cranky and complaining. I did best when I left them alone. But enough of all that. I’m an unhappy man except when I visit you and my dear cousins, John and Anne. The rest of the time I’m always down-hearted. They say such sadness can lead to an early death, and I worry if you will ever see your inheritance.



ELLA looks up at the others. She seems a bit overwhelmed.



SAMANTHA: Would you like to take a little break, Ella?



ELLA: Yes, my dear. I think I’ll go get a drink.



WILLIAM (standing up): I’ll get it for you. Some fruit juice?



ELLA: Thanks, William. Perhaps something for everyone?



WILLIAM nods.



MAGGIE (jumping up): I’ll help.



WILLIAM and MAGGIE go to the kitchen.



SAMANTHA (sympathetically): It’s a lot to take in, isn’t it?



ELLA: Yes. It’s hard to believe…. But it must be true.



SAMANTHA: I have no doubt it’s true.



WILLIAM and MAGGIE return holding two glasses each, filled with fruit juice. They set these on the coffee table. The four of them drink some juice and relax a bit.



ELLA: Thanks, everyone. I think I’m ready to continue. (Back to reading) After my father died, I inherited Maple Wood. I talked with the Sampsons about leaving it to you. But they were concerned about how this would affect you. They feared it would shock you to learn they were not your parents. They assured me that all they had was yours, and that you were well provided for. So I wrote a will leaving Maple Wood to my oldest child. This way, if the Sampsons changed their mind on my passing, they could produce the birth certificate and the adoption papers, and you could claim Maple Wood. If they chose not to do so, Maple Wood would go to Theodore, my oldest, acknowledged child. I leave it to John and Anne to decide. They are truly the loving parents you deserve, and I am grateful you are in their care. Your ever loving father, Ed Grover



ELLA has tears in her eyes again, but is determined to be stoic. She puts the letter down, pulls out the smaller of the two unmarked envelopes, and opens it.



ELLA: Why, it’s a note from my parents! I’ll read it aloud.



ELLA (reading): Dearest Ella, you must have read Ed’s letter now, and know the whole story. Please forgive us for not telling you the truth about your background. We love you so much, and were afraid this would be too much of a shock for you. But Walter Jones knows that he is to give you this packet after we are gone. We think you could bear it better then, and having Maple Wood as your own may even be a solace. Love always, Mother and Father



ELLA looks up, smiling through her tears. Then she looks down at the note again.



ELLA: There’s a postscript. (Resumes reading) We have not told Walter what’s in the packet. Just that it’s a family matter. He’s a good person, but we did not want to take the chance of his spreading this news. (Looking up) My dear, dear parents. How much they cared for me.



SAMANTHA: Yes, they truly loved you. But so did Mr. Grover.



ELLA: Yes, I know. I’m very thankful.



WILLIAM: And you own Maple Wood.



ELLA: I still can’t believe it. Are our problems solved?



MAGGIE: Yes!



SAMANTHA (guardedly): I hope so. But you should check with Fremont, I mean Mr. Howard.



WILLIAM: Mr. Howard? Who used to live in Sunby Heath?



SAMANTHA: Yes.



WILLIAM: Is he still practicing law?



SAMANTHA: Yes. We had asked him to check the titles of the four properties involved, including Maple Wood. He can tell us what to do now.



WILLIAM: Good. We do need legal advice.



MAGGIE: What’s in the last envelope?



ELLA: Oh, yes. Thank you for reminding us, Maggie.



ELLA pulls out and opens the last envelope.



ELLA: Why here’s a marriage certificate for Ed Grover and Abby Martin, my other parents. And here’s my birth certificate. It names Ed and Abby as my parents. And what’s this? Ah, the adoption papers.



SAMANTHA: It seems we have everything we need.



MAGGIE: But why didn’t Mr. Jones give this to you?



ELLA: He was probably starting to lose his grip when my father got ill. And the packet may never have seemed very important to him, because my parents downplayed the whole thing. My mother was so worried about my father, she mustn’t have thought of reminding Walter about these papers. After my father died, my poor mother was terribly depressed. She died a few months later of a heart attack.



WILLIAM: I think meanwhile Mr. Jones moved to Pleasant Hill. When his house was sold, Norman must have moved his uncle’s papers to his own attic for safekeeping. But I doubt he looked through them.



MAGGIE (happily): And my Dad knew all this!



ELLA: What? What do you mean, my dear?



MAGGIE: He gave my Mom a dream, remember? That’s how we found the packet.



SAMANTHA: Yes. And the thought about checking the title of Maple Wood kept popping in my mind. I realize now that Jonathan was trying to tell me that you own Maple Wood.



ELLA is taking all this in, with wonder in her eyes.



MAGGIE: And Dad even gave Mom a dream for us to come to Sunby Heath.



SAMANTHA: Yes, it’s true. He brought us here.



ELLA (smiling broadly): He’s watching over the two of you then. How amazing! And we’re so thankful you both came here. Aren’t we, William?



WILLIAM: Indeed.



He looks lovingly at SAMANTHA and MAGGIE. SAMANTHA looks back at him and they gaze at each other. ELLA catches on.



ELLA (to SAMANTHA): He knew you would meet someone (Looking at WILLIAM) worthy of you, here.



WILLIAM and SAMANTHA smile at ELLA.



ELLA: Well, what shall we do now? Should I call Fremont?



WILLIAM: I think the three of us need to go get some lunch. It’s been a long morning. Samantha didn’t tell you all the details.



MAGGIE: No, she didn’t. Norman wouldn’t let us in. We had to go to Pleasant Hill to get Mr. Jones’ permission, and back and forth, till it all worked out.



ELLA: My poor dears, you must be exhausted. Do go and have lunch and rest. I’ll call Fremont and let you know what he says.



INTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE, LIVING ROOM (AFTERNOON)



SAMANTHA is on the phone, walking, as she talks to ELLA. WILLIAM and MAGGIE are sitting on the sofa looking at a book of bird photos. They glance at her occasionally. SAMANTHA finishes her call, and comes over to them.



SAMANTHA: You remember Mr. Howard had checked the titles before? He said now that Ed Grover’s will did leave Maple Wood to his oldest child. Everyone assumed that was Theodore. Now with this new information, he’s going to try to stop the sale right away. He’ll pick up all the papers from Ella, and set up an urgent meeting with Theodore and his lawyer. But he said it may not be an open and shut case.



MAGGIE: What does that mean?



SAMANTHA: It might not work out as easily as we hope.



WILLIAM: What does he see as an issue?



SAMANTHA: Theodore, and everyone else, assumed he owned the property for years. So he and his lawyer may contest this new information. We may have to go to court. But at least that’ll put the construction on hold.



MAGGIE: That’s good.



WILLIAM: Yes, a delaying tactic, but not as effective as stopping all plans for construction right now. If we could only get the other three owners, or at least one or two of them to back out, the deal will fall through.



SAMANTHA: But Ella and I have already talked with the Mortimers and Mrs. Carman. They didn’t want to back out. Not even when I told them that Nick tricked them.



WILLIAM: If we could think of ways to help them with their problems, they might be willing to back out.



MAGGIE: How do we do that?



SAMANTHA: Let’s see. Ella and I told Mrs. Carman that Pleasant Hill is excellent. Maybe you could tell her more about it, William. That your mother’s there and that she likes it.



WILLIAM: Better still, we can take her for a visit, so she can see for herself. She can also talk to my mother.



MAGGIE (grinning): Your mother will convince her for sure.



WILLIAM laughs appreciatively.



WILLIAM: What about the Mortimers?



SAMANTHA: Won’t it be enough if one owner backs out?



WILLIAM: It might. But you never know. The developer may adjust his plans slightly. And Mrs. Carman may need to think about it. She may not decide as quickly as we wish.



They are all quiet for a bit, trying to think of solutions.



MAGGIE: Wait, I have an idea! The Mortimers can swap houses with Grandma and Grandpa in the summer, or any other time.



SAMANTHA: Oh, Maggie, how clever of you!



WILLIAM: Indeed, that’s brilliant. How did you think of it, Maggie?



MAGGIE: Well, when Mom told me that Grandma and Grandpa could visit us in the summer and stay in the third bedroom, I thought it would be too small for them. They wouldn’t be happy staying there for two months.



SAMANTHA: You never said anything.



MAGGIE: No, because I didn’t know what else we could do. But now I remembered that the Mortimers need a house in the U.S., at least for the summer. So I thought they could swap houses.



SAMANTHA: That’s perfect. That way the Mortimers can stay in Sunby Heath the rest of the time. They have many friends here, although they’ve lost Ella’s friendship, I’m afraid.



WILLIAM: One can hardly blame her…. Let’s go over right now to see the Mortimers and Mrs. Carman.



SAMANTHA: Yes. We don’t have a minute to spare.



INTERIOR: ELLA’S LIVING ROOM (LATER, SAME DAY)



The four are sitting around the coffee table.



ELLA: My news is not so good. Fremont called me back after talking to Theodore’s lawyer. Theodore intends to fight tooth and nail for Maple Wood. Fremont said our best bet is to get some of the other owners to back out.



SAMANTHA (smiling): We’ve been working on that already. Maggie had the idea of the Mortimers and my parents swapping houses over the summer, or any other time.



ELLA (looking at MAGGIE): How ingenious!



MAGGIE (grinning): Thank you. The Mortimers liked it a lot. So we called my grandparents. They’re looking forward to visiting us often, and staying in a house of their own.



SAMANTHA: So we told the Mortimers it was okay with my parents. They agreed to call Theodore’s lawyer right away and cancel their contract.



ELLA: Really? That soon? 



SAMANTHA: Today’s the third day since they signed, so they couldn’t afford to wait. And nor could we.



ELLA: Of course. I’m relieved they’re acting quickly. 



WILLIAM: And we took Mrs. Carman to see Pleasant Hill and gave her a brief tour. My mother told her how well she is looked after and how comfortable she is. Mrs. Carman even tried out the cafeteria and talked to other residents. She liked it all, very much in fact.



SAMANTHA: And I told her if she needed money for extras, we would help sell her house in Sunby Heath. But not to a developer! She agreed.



MAGGIE (laughing): And Mom insisted she call Theodore’s lawyer while we waited.



SAMANTHA: I know that was a bit pushy, but I didn’t want to take the chance of her waiting, and then forgetting.



ELLA: My dears, this is all wonderful news. Let me call Fremont.



ELLA takes her phone to the kitchen while the others talk softly to each other. She returns and joins them.



ELLA: Fremont said he would call Theodore’s lawyer right away and call me back. (A bit sadly) So my owning Maple Wood won’t play a role in saving it, after all.



SAMANTHA: No, that’s not so. The fact that you can claim it will go a long way in winning this battle.



WILLIAM: I agree completely. I can’t imagine any more arguments about the sale.



ELLA looks reassured.



WILLIAM: We should ask them to take down that awful construction sign. It’s such an eyesore. They need to open up Maple Wood without further delay.



SAMANTHA and MAGGIE (together): Yes!



The phone rings. ELLA answers it.



ELLA: I see. (Long pause) That’s excellent. (Long pause) Thank you, Fremont. I so much appreciate all your help.



ELLA puts the phone down on the coffee table. The others look at her expectantly.



ELLA: Theodore’s lawyer had already heard from the Mortimers and Mrs. Carman. So he was very amenable when Fremont called him. He said with these two backing out, and with the ownership of Maple Wood contested, the airport construction company will drop this plan and look for a new location. He said that once Theodore understood there was no big financial purchase forthcoming, he would not want to incur court and legal costs to claim Maple Wood. He knows we have all the documents to back my claim. (Shaking her head) He never cared for Maple Wood. His only interest was in selling it to make a quick profit.



SAMANTHA: Oh, this is such good news. The four of us should go out for dinner, to celebrate.



ELLA: A delightful idea, my dear.



INTERIOR: UPSCALE RESTAURANT, BRIDGELY (EVENING)



ELLA, SAMANTHA, MAGGIE, and WILLIAM are enjoying a fine meal. We see them laughing and talking as they eat. They finally start on their delicious looking desserts.



ELLA: And now, my dears, let me tell you my plans. I did a lot of thinking all afternoon.



The others look eager to hear what she has to say.



ELLA: I’ll go on living in my house. I’m comfortable there and have happy memories. And I’ll make Maple Wood open to the village, as my father, Ed, did for years.



MAGGIE: How lovely! It’s such a beautiful place. Mom and I love it. And of course, William does, too.



SAMANTHA: Yes, it’s a very special place.



ELLA: I know. I want everyone in the village to enjoy it. They can walk on the estate, and admire the woods. (To WILLIAM) And thank you for the upkeep of the orchard.  It’s a highlight for everyone who sees it.



WILLIAM: I’ll be glad to continue doing that.



ELLA: That’s very good of you, William.



MAGGIE: What about the manor house?



ELLA: I want to make it into a community center, with a library, a dance hall, and a theater.



SAMANTHA: That sounds marvelous! I’m sure the residents of Sunby Heath will appreciate it.



WILLIAM: And we can involve them in the conversion. I can lead the effort in the cleanup. Everyone can contribute to cover incidental expenses and volunteer their time.



ELLA: Thank you, William. That’s so thoughtful.



MAGGIE: But what made you think of a theater?



ELLA: There’s a small theater, to the left of the entrance hall. But it was never used, at least in my lifetime.



WILLIAM: So you’ve seen the manor house from inside?



ELLA: Yes. Ed…my father…arranged a tour once, when Elizabeth and the children were at Huntsfield. I was a teenager then and remember everything clearly because it was so impressive.



MAGGIE: But who would put on plays there?



ELLA: We can invite amateur productions from Bridgely or elsewhere. And musicians for the dances.



SAMANTHA: That would be lovely. And the dance hall is there already, I presume.



ELLA: Yes, to the right of the entrance hall. Straight back from the entrance hall is the living room. It has a grand piano, but chairs and sofas only for about a dozen or so people. If we decide to invite a pianist for a performance, we could bring in some extra chairs from the theater.



SAMANTHA: Oh, they’re movable! Then they could be used to line the dance hall when there’s a dance. (Breathlessly) One does need to rest between dances, you know.



The others are quietly amused at her enthusiasm.



WILLIAM: And where shall we get the books for the library?



ELLA: The manor house has a huge library. It’s in the back of the theater. Elizabeth left everything behind when she moved away with the children. We can ask people to volunteer to clean the books and organize them.



SAMANTHA: But should someone supervise the effort?



ELLA: Yes, I hate to say it, but we must. After how the Mortimers and Mrs. Carman acted, with no care for Maple Wood or Sunby Heath, we should be careful not to go too far in trusting people.



WILLIAM: Sad, but true.



SAMANTHA: And the upstairs? Do you plan to close that off?



ELLA: There are six bedrooms upstairs, I believe. I thought it best we only use the downstairs.



Everyone ponders this for a bit. Then WILLIAM looks up.



WILLIAM: We could search for a caretaker couple, someone ready to retire, but still active. You would not need to pay them. They would have free lodging in a beautiful mansion. You could let them use three rooms upstairs for a bedroom, a sitting room, and an office. They could act as librarians, and organize the dances, plays, and concerts.



ELLA: These are superb ideas, William. But only if we find someone suitable.



SAMANTHA: If we do find someone, would you allow them to use the kitchen and the dining room downstairs?



ELLA: Why, of course. There’s a separate staircase going up from the kitchen to a maid’s room. They could also use that room, for storage or whatever, and we could close off that whole side to visitors.



MAGGIE: And the other three bedrooms?



WILLIAM: The caretakers’ job should be to keep the whole house clean and do the maintenance. After the residents have cleaned it up, of course. So the other three rooms could be toured by visitors perhaps.



ELLA: Yes, why not? The caretakers, if we find them…



SAMANTHA and MAGGIE (together): We will!



ELLA (smiling): They can guide tours of the whole house, except their living area.



WILLIAM: But the residents should care for the grounds. We could organize volunteers to do seasonal cleanups as necessary.



SAMANTHA: This is all so exciting. The manor house will go from an abandoned mansion to a lively, thriving community center. And the grounds, already beautiful, will be nicely cared for.



ELLA: I greatly value all your ideas, my dears. Is there anything else we need to think of?



MAGGIE: What about the mayor?



SAMANTHA: True. He’s the only loose end we didn’t tie up.



ELLA: And he’s going to have a hard time facing everyone.



They are all quiet for a minute or two.



WILLIAM: Here’s a thought. Let’s bring him in on the plans for the community center. We can ask him to spearhead the effort to get the village involved in the cleanup and the restoration. I can work behind the scenes.



ELLA: This is very generous, William. It’ll help him save face, and push him to back out of the deal with Theodore.



SAMANTHA: But the three days grace period will be up by midnight tonight. How can he back out in time?



WILLIAM: You’re right. I’ll step out and call the mayor right now. I’ll leave a detailed message if he doesn’t answer. As long as he leaves a message for Theodore, cancelling the agreement before midnight, we’re covered.



MAGGIE: But why would Theodore want the mayor’s property now?



WILLIAM: We can’t predict what Theodore would do. That property is right next to Maple Wood, so we shouldn’t take a chance of Theodore’s ruining it in any way, perhaps as retribution. It’s best to keep him out of Sunby Heath.



ELLA: I agree wholeheartedly.



WILLIAM (getting up): I’ll be right back.



EXTERIOR: RESTAURANT (CONTINUOUS)



WILLIAM is outside the restaurant, talking on his phone. He is talking earnestly, as he paces back and forth.



INTERIOR: RESTAURANT (CONTINUOUS)



WILLIAM returns to the table and sits down, smiling.



SAMANTHA: Well?



WILLIAM: I left a message saying I had urgent news about the sale. I was prepared to leave a second, more detailed message, but he called back immediately. He listened to everything, and realized he might as well agree. He promised to call Theodore right away.



MAGGIE: Good job, William!



WILLIAM: Thank you. (Smiling) I think the plan for his being involved in the community center helped in convincing him.



ELLA: I’m not surprised. Joe loves to be in the limelight.



SAMANTHA: True. He probably wanted to go to London only because he was not center stage here all the time.



WILLIAM: This will give him a new surge of energy. He’ll work at getting everyone involved more than I could. This way we can make sure it’s really a community effort.



Everyone relaxes a bit, as they think about all this.



SAMANTHA: How is it that Theodore didn’t sell all the furnishings and the books, especially when this airport proposal came up?



WILLIAM: He probably wanted to wait till the other owners agreed to sell. He may have been in the process of arranging the sale of the contents in the last three days.



ELLA: What a relief it didn’t happen.



SAMANTHA: Yes, a great relief. And I’m glad he didn’t sell the contents years ago.



ELLA: Most likely for all these years he was hoping to sell Maple Wood to someone who wanted an estate. So he would want to keep all the furnishings as they were. It was only when someone wanted to tear the house down that he would have thought of selling the contents.



SAMANTHA: That makes sense…. Now, how shall we let the residents know of these important developments?



WILLIAM: Let’s call a village hall meeting. Ella can tell everyone at once.



ELLA: Yes, that’ll work. And I can fully acknowledge your role, my dears.



SAMANTHA: No, please, I’d rather you didn’t. It would be hard to explain how I knew where the papers were. I prefer not to reveal our precious connection with Jonathan.



MAGGIE nods emphatically.



ELLA: I understand. Publicly I’ll get all the credit. But privately I’ll never forget what I owe you.



SAMANTHA: We did it for all of us, for Sunby Heath.



WILLIAM (grinning): And if Norman ever asks, you could tell him you sent us to him. Say you found a letter from your parents, directing you to the papers.



ELLA: Alright, I’ll say that if it comes up.





EXTERIOR: CENTER OF VILLAGE (DAY)



People gather around the village center, celebrating the fact that Maple Wood is safe, and Sunby Heath too. There are long tables with food and drink. ELLA, WILLIAM, SAMANTHA, and MAGGIE are mingling with the other residents. Everyone looks joyful.



INTERIOR: ROSE COTTAGE, LIVING ROOM (NIGHT)



SAMANTHA and WILLIAM are sitting on the sofa. WILLIAM has his arm around SAMANTHA. She has her head on his shoulder.



SAMANTHA: Maggie has had such a ball these last few days. I hope she sleeps peacefully. It’s been a long week.



WILLIAM: But a good one.



SAMANTHA: I still can’t believe how well it all turned out.



WILLIAM: You did it. You saved Maple Wood, and Sunby Heath.



SAMANTHA: Jonathan guided me. And you suggested I ask him, and helped with everything. I’d say it’s a group effort. What about your mother? And Ella? And Mr. Howard?



WILLIAM (laughing): Yes, indeed. And Maggie helped a lot, with her clever idea for swapping houses and her constant faith in me, which eventually made you trust me too.



SAMANTHA: I do trust you. And I care deeply for you. I feel I’ve known you for years. Isn’t that crazy?



WILLIAM: No, it’s not. I feel the same. I’ve felt protective about you and Maggie ever since I heard of your loss.



SAMANTHA: How grateful I am to have you in my life. And to know how much you care for Maggie and me.



WILLIAM: And I’m very thankful to have you both in my life. It means the world to me.



SAMANTHA (hesitating): But will it bother you that I’ll always love Jonathan as well?



WILLIAM: No, of course not. It is right that you should love him. He loves you and Maggie so much. I don’t want to replace him, Samantha. I’m another person who loves you both, and whom you can love.



SAMANTHA smiles and snuggles closer. WILLIAM rests his head on hers.



WILLIAM: You, Maggie, and I will be a family. But I’m ever grateful that Jonathan will always watch over you both.



SAMANTHA: I truly believe you’re the reason Jonathan wanted Maggie and me to come to Sunby Heath. He wanted us to meet, to become a family.



WILLIAM: Yes, I do believe he did. But he also wanted you to come here to save Maple Wood.



SAMANTHA: So we could all save Maple Wood together.



WILLIAM (laughing): Yes.



They kiss.




Epilogue




(Scroll the following on the screen)



Samantha and William get married, and William moves into Rose Cottage. Samantha and Maggie continue to appreciate Pine Brook. Maggie especially enjoys her swim time there, and the guidance from Coach Smith, who remains a friend to Samantha as well. Maggie and Chloe stay close friends. William still tends to gardens and the orchard. Everything thrives under his care. The family spends some time every weekend at Maple Wood, immersed in its natural beauty.



All three help out at Pleasant Hill. Samantha and Maggie get to know Mrs. Starke much better and like her very much. She in turn is happy that her family has expanded to include them. Samantha’s parents visit regularly, swapping houses with the Mortimers. The arrangement works well for both families. Mrs. Carman moves to Pleasant Hill. She is pleased with the care and the companionship there.



Ella becomes good friends with Samantha’s parents, who are delighted to have William as their son-in-law. Samantha remains close to Ella. She, William, and Maggie are the family Ella never had.



The mayor puts his energy into getting people to help on the restoration project. He often claims it was all his idea. The residents are enthusiastic about the community center and grateful to Ella for her generosity. Enough volunteers and contributors make the restoration a reality.



Samantha and Maggie continue to feel and cherish Jonathan’s presence, even as they build a joyful and contented life with William. The three make an annual trip to Lull Water, which never fails to touch them with its serenity and its heavenly vistas.






FADE OUT
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