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"THE ENCHANTED CCTTAGE"

Screen Play

by

DeWitt Bodeen and Berman J. Mankiewilcsz

FADE IN ' .

As the credit titles draw to a close, the score changes
to the sound of brilliant, professional plano
Improvisation.

1 SHOT of Hillgrove's hands, thch have been playlng this
improvisation, continuing. FHe comes to a sudden stop.

2 TWO SHOT of Hillgrove and Mrs. Stanton, who is tapping
him on the shoulder, which was the cause of his stopping.
He turns his head to lock at her. This 1s the first time
we see him and realize he is blind.

HILLGROVE
What is 1t, Harriet?

KRS, STANTON
Laura Jjust phoned. They can't
make it. Oliver has to work.

HITLLCGROVE
(unhappily)
Oh!

MRS. STANTON
If 1t isn't too late they'll
come out - but che says you
mustn't wait for them.

Hillgrove doesn't answer, trying to figure it out.

MRS, STANTCH (contt'd)
I thirk you should go ahead, John.
(smiles)
You can pvlay it for them some
other time.

EITLLGROVE
(d¢ispiritedly)
I guess so.
(rises)

3= ANGLZ of room over Hillgrove's back.

HILLGROVE
Gocd people -~ I'm afraid this
is going to be a little Dbit
like Eamlet == (cont'd) (CONTINUED)
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{CCONTINUED) 2
HILLGROVE f{cont*ad)
(2 slight® pause)
== without Eamlet. Because I've
just received a message that Oliver
and Laura may. not be able to be
here == Qliver has to work.

6

AD LIBS
Oh!
That's too badl
What a shamel

MRS. STANTON
He's so anxious to get the
blueprints of his new plene before
the board when they meet next week.

HILLGROVE
I dare say the airplane industry
is a bit more important than
Tistening to a musical composition.
(ruefully)
Even mine., So perhaps I'd better
begin. ' :

Hillgrove sits down at the plano and improvises for a
moment, almecst like a baseball pitcher warming ups

HILLGROVE (cont'd)

(when he stops)
I suppose you could call this the
first public performance of my new
tons poem, "The Enchanted Cottage."

N I had counted on Laura and Oliver

being here, because 1it's their
story, really.

(lightly)

- “You're golng to have to let your

imagiration supply the orchestral
accompaniment.

He pauses a moment and then begins to play. As he plays,
the CAMERA MOVZS QVER TC the upraised, polished 114 of
the piano top. .
) LAP DISSOLVE TO
NARRATION SECTS3
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DISSOLVE Ii
EXT. COTT\E ~ MCCHLIGET

CLOSEUP of a beauvtiful old
arch window.

. The CALERA PULLS BRACK, and

'we cee that the window is
standing by itself, a part
of an o0ld ruined house. The
floor plan of the wreccked
dwelling is still extant,
marked by the ruined walls
and chimneys covergrown with
ivy and wild flowers., It ic
the end of a summer day.

The CAMERA PICKS UP a trail
of a rambler rose that has
wound up the arch window,

AND TRAVELS WITH the rambler -

over the rulns to the
cottage. The cottage had
cbviously once been a wing
of the manor house 1tself,
and now, left in this
solitary state, it has a
curious disproportion., Its
fireplace chimney is huge;
its roof, strangely s=lanting,
steeply pitched; it= front
window, strikingly largs.

As Hillgrove's ra2rration
oontinues, the JALERA EAS
FOLLOWED the rosevins TO the
oottage, and then PULLED
BACK until wec gct o VERY
LONG SHOT of the cottage,
wibh the New England
shoreline and sea in the f.gs

EXT. SEASHORE - DAY

SHOT of Hillgrove, his small
nephew Danny, and thc dog,
Roger, as they pause on the
shore. There is a hish bank
over them. Xillgrove stands
immobile, the zeca wind
blowing his hair. His
attitude is one of listening.

The CAMERA PULLS OUT
GRADUALLY AVAY FROL them
untll the sca is in the f.g.
At the ¢nd of this bit of
Hillgrove'!s narrative, a

huge wave breaks in front of
camera, DISSOLVING the scenc.

11/08/44
3

HILLGROVE!S VCICE
From ths first time I

‘became aware of it in the
‘moonlight I sensed its

inherent magic. No place
has ever had «- could ever
have had -- a nore
enchanting legend. Hers
it was -- all that
remained of a great estate,
built long ago by an
English nobleman, come to
live out his life on these
New England shores. The
house had burned, but its
plan was 3till mzrked by
the crumbling walls,
overgrown now with moss
and ivy, wild rosgs and
forest violets.
Miraculously, one wing had
been saved from the flame:z
== the kitchen wing. It
had been remodeled, and
the noblemzan ussed to lsnd
it to young married
couples to live in as long
as they wished. But by the
time I first came upcon 1it,
this gracious tradition
was abandoned and almost
completely forgotten. The
present day owner, I had
learned, was a lone widow,
Mrs. Abigaill Ninnett, who
kept her distance =-- and
made others keep theirs,

DISSOLVE

HILLGROVE'S VOICE
As often as I could, I had
my young necphew walk me te
whare I could stand anéd tr
to sense the rapture of

- the love that had bcen

lived behind thoss walls,
the happiness so many men
and women l:ad known there.
Those things mean music --
and 2s a composer I

longed to capture that
music. But it continued
to eluds me.

DISSOLVE OUT
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» DISSOLVE IN

EXT., COTTAGE - DAY

LONG SHOT of the cottage.

It is winter now. The-
flowers and vines that had
covered the ruins are gone.
The foliage from the birch
trees has falien. A wind
i1s blowing, and a few
leaves fall listlessly in
the air. In ths far
distance is the sound of
churchbells ringing.

EXT. COTTAGE RCAD - DAY

11/28/44
4-5

HILLGROVE'S VOICE
It was not until that
wintry Sabbath morning

"over four ycars ago when

Laura Pennington first

. came to the cottage that

I began to feecl pecrharps

.the meaning of this

strange enchantment
would reveal itself to
mEC ese SOmehowe.

DISSOLVE

SEOT of Laura Pennington, as she rides along the road
on her bicycle. Then a CLCSER SHEOT of Laura as she

rides along, the CAMERA EXAH

INIRG MNCRE CLCSELY the

detalls of her physical appearance. lLaura rides up in
front of the broken wall of the cottage. .

EXT. ROAD AID COTTAGE - DAY

SHOT of Laura as she kicks thc upright rest on the

biecycle into place, so that the biks stands by itself,
Then, 2s she passes through the open gateway entrance,
she becomecs awarc of a young bey -- Eillgrove'!s nephsw,
Dnnny Stanton, shown in Scene 7 -- stealthily making
his way toward the front dgor, on tiptocs. (Hc is
bundled uvp in a mackinaw, a scarf, and mittens. Laura,
-too, has protccted hcrsclf against the cold.) He
bocomas aware that someonc 1is behind him, and turns,

~startled.

(CONTINUED)
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6
10 (CCHTINUED)

JOEIINY
‘ ' (as he s3ses -
. Laursa) _
_ Oni :
LAURA
Hello, Johnny.
JOINY
(avrare that

he needs

an excuse)
Helloe I -- I was just taking
& walk.

Laura smiles et him curiously.

JOY (cont!'qd)
So I thought maybe, well,
nobody arcund her=s ever gets
to =see her or anything -- well,
I thought I'd kinda find out
mysell ebout the witch.

LATRA
What witch?

JOHNIY
Q (thumbing
g . toward the

frrnt door)
in there.

LATRA
Johnny, that's just lrs. Minnett
wvho lives there -- znd jyou know
ite I'm czalling on ner myself.
You don't thinkk I'd zo calling
on a witch?

JOHNNY
5 : Well, everybody saTs ==

LAUFA
I'm afraid vou're a2 couple of
hundred years too late for
sltches, Johnny.

JOEINY
(sadly) o
I guess I'm a coupls cf hundred
vears too late for enything.

LAURA
I woulén't worry., Joannye
> . Something will turn ups

(CONTIXUED)
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21 (CONTINUZD)

22

Mis. UMINNETT
It may be sooner than you think,

The crash of hecavy guns o.s. becomes mors insistent, and

‘the Decembsr wind whince even mors furiously.

FADE OUT

FADE IX
INT. OLIVEZR'S BZDROOI - DAY - (SHOW)

CLOSEUP of a piuce of airplane luggege. Oliver's hands

" come into the secens as he puts some clothes into ths bag.

The CAMERA DPULLS BACK for a FULL SEOT of the scone.
Oiivir, now wearing the uniform of 2 captain in the Army
Air Foreco, is packing his things; Bectrics is helping
him. (Thcy are packing only the few regulation articles
of officcrs! wear tiiat 0liv.r can take with him.)

Tryiung to help in tho packing is Violet Price; Oliver'!s
mother, She it & pretty, very feminine woman, soft and
excitable a2nd not of muech essistance in the packing.
Everything Mrs. Price tulius oubt of the burcau drawers and
puts un the had fo be packed, Bzatrice or 0liver rmst
raturn patiently and surreptitiously to the place frum
which she had originally taksn it. Eer lusband, Cliver's
gtopfather, is Frederick Price, o tall, robust, well-
tailorsd man, wunelly matorisl, complctely inssnsitive,
His neir is graying fashionably. There is o feeling of
great urgency in tne charzcters! actions; they are
playing against timo,

PEDZRICH
(looking
at his
-wristwatch) :
You've got exactly thirty-five
minutes, 0llic.

OLIVZR
Thanlks, Freddie. But don't worry.
I wom't be late for thu wear.

MRS, PiICE
(literal
mindad)
Your step-father isn't worricd
you'll be late for the war,
Olivur,

. OLIV:ZK
I know, nother. I was Jjust
trying Le be funny.

(COXTINUZD)
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22 (CONTINTED)
MRS. PRICE
I don't see enything to be
fuanny ahout,.
(psuses)
If you ask me, I've never
encountersd anything rore
1nconsiderate., I can't imagine
what the War Department can be
thinking of. Barely an hour's
notice to report to Washington
-- and you're suppossd to be
married tomorrow.

FREDERICK
(heroic)
That's the way war 1s, Violet.
You give no quarter, you get no
guarter., I can remember back
in 117 -

MRS. PRICE

Youl!d think peonle would have
- learned better in twenty-rTive
years, It's simply ridiculous,
Olivere. They can't exvect you
to be uprooted as if you were --
as if you were some ordinary garden
. vegetable,

OLIVER
It wouldn'!'t mske much difference,
mother, if I were 2 rare and
exotic hotiiouse fruit. There'ls
a War oOne

MRS. FRICE
Who ever heard of a war starting
in December? Oh, dear! ‘When
I think of all the parties we had
planned for you and Beatrice --

BZATRICE
We'll have them all when he comes
back, dear,

KRS, PRICE

I didn't invite to the wedding --
they're all my enzmics now ==

and wa're not 2ven going to hzave
a wedding! Oh, d=nri.

Her eyes light on a sports swesater which she had laid
out for Oliver and which he has returned to the burczau
drawer. Shez holds 1t up snd looks st him reproachfully.

¥RS. PRICE (cent'd)
Don't you want to take along this
nice warm sweater I knitted for
you, Oliver?

(CONTINUED)
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26
22 (CONTINUED)
OLIVER
It!'s not regulation, mother.

¥Mrs., Price reluctantly puts the swecter bock.

MRS. FRICE
Vho decides what'!s reguletion
and wheat's note That's whet
I'd like to know,.

OLIVEK
The Lrmy doecs, mother.
(to Beztrice)
~8tick thoeose popers in the
briefcese, will you, derling?

YRS. PRICE
Suppose you Jjust hadn't been
home when thot telegrom ccme?

OLIVER
Good thing I was, I'd sey. Looks
iike I‘m really in cn this deel.

BEATRICE
(putting some
undershirts
in the beg)
I guess this is everything,
Olivere.

OLIVER
Ckey, decr. I'll close it.

MES. PRICE
Oh! I just remembered. Vhat're
we golng to do cbout all the
wedding presents.

OLIVER
Send 'em back. Fer the duration.

MRS. PRICE
You con't send things back for
the durztion. You either send
them bock or --

(CONTINUED)
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22 (CONTINUED)

27

BEATRICE

Well, at least I won't have to
write all those "thank you"
notcse

(2 sudden .

thouzght)
I will, =t that, won't I?
Without bsing able to keep
the presents,

(pauses)
Have you got cverything you want
in this briefcasz? )

OLIVER
I think so.

’ FREDZRICK
No bachelor dinner, either,
That's really golng to be too
bad, I czn remember at my
bachelor dinnsr -- well, when
you get back.

) OLIVER .
Yes, Freddie. WhHen I get back.

He helps Beatrice put on her fur coat, which has been
resting over the back of her chalr,

OLIVER (cont'd)
We'd better be going. .
(embracing
his mothaer)
Good~bye, mother,

_ MRS. PRICE
I don't see why we osntt go to
the airfizld with you.

OLIVER
Now, darling, welve been all
over that. Hnil and fearswell
at home. They're alweys such
a mess at the fleld,

Mrs. Price begins to weep, She searches in the pockets
of her dress for her handkerchief.

MRS. PRICE
Ch, der! Here I am, shedding
tears, and I was golng to be so
brave,
(discovering
the medal in
her pockat)

- Chl This is for yow, Cliver.

It was your father's,

(CONTINUED)
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22 (CONTINUZED)
BEATRICE
A Sanint Christopher, isnt't 1t?

MRS. PRICE
It took your father safely all
through the last war, darling.
Poor David! He went through 2ll
that ghastly business wlithout =
scratch, only to die in New IYork
City of Spanish influenzo.

OLIVER

(t=kin

medzal
Thanks, mothcr. Thanks a lot.
You wsre very sweet to remsmber
this, X

(shaking hand)
!Bye, Freddic. Look after my
mother, won't you?

- FREDERICK
0f course, old boy, of course.
Been doing it sinco you wirs a
little shaver, haven't I?
BEATRICE
(a2t the door)
Come on, dorling,

OLIVER
(picking up
his bag)
Okay. Right with 7ou.
(at door)
Good~bys =- ~nd thanks for
evarything., Blsss you, mother,

MRS, PRICE -
Good-bye, Oliver. )

she blows a farew=ll kiss to hime. He smiles, 2nd leaves
Jauntily with 3eatrics. Mrs. Price looks after him,

The tears begin to flow, and it is more than she can do
to stem them. Shs daubs prettily ot her eyes, Frederick
looks 2t her nnd triss te comfort her,

FREDIRICK
Now, Vi, what are you crying for?
You just invite those people yocu
didn't invite tc the wadding to
dinner, It'll e just as.if
nothing h~d hepp=sned, I promise
youe

DISSOLVE QUT
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DISSOLVE IX 29

INT, OLIVER'S CCUPF - DiY - (PROCESS B.G.)

TWC SEOT of Qliver snd RBeatrice. Oiliver is driving,
and Beatrice is sitting beside him, Outside the

. windows of the moving car 1s o glinmpse of the hard
benked snow coverlng the countryside.

OLIVER
It!'s been that wey &s long as I
can remsnber. Mother and Freddle
and myself.

BEATRICE
It's never easy, soying good-bye.

OLIVER

Not that mother lsn't kind end
gentle -- and doesn't mecn well
¢r that we don't love eech other
-~ 1t's just that we never cen
talk to each other -~ nbout
cenything thet meotters. Velve
clways secmed to go past each
other from thne very beglinning.
: (laughs) :
As for Freddie -- he never forgets
what time it 1s ~- ond that's thaote.

(pouse)
I love you -=- you knew thct, don't
you?

. BEATRICE
Do you? 7Vou meen this wer isntt
Just = greet big excuse Fou've
cooked up to get out of merrying
me?

OLIVER
Oh, thoat's another thing.
(noddéing z¢t
the dashboerd
compa.rtment)
Look in there, will you, dorling?

BEATRICE
(opening the
conportment nn
teking ocut & box)
This?

OLIVER
Cpen it.

Beetrice opens the box. Fer eyes light up with ..
plecsure.

(CONTINUED
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23 (CONTINUED)

INSERT

CLOSZUP of the jewel box in
Beatricet!s honds. Resting
on the cushicn is a pair

of silver wings. .

BACK TO SCENE. Beatrice takes the wings out of the
boxe Oliver grins at her.

OLIVER (cont'd)
83 youlve earned your wings,

m;4

gue
ngel

BEATRICE
They!re sweet, dear, But I'd
still nmuch ra th,r have o wedding
ring.

OLIVER

Uh-uh! Ton't forget, you and I
hzove decided to be two of the
snmart onss. None of this married
on Tuesday, peorted on Wednesday,
see you when the war's over
business for us.

(2 shade self-

consciocusly)
We'rc modern, intelligent lovers,
arenl!t we?

BEATRICE
Yes, darling. We certainly are,

Beatrice opsns her fur coat 2nd pins the silver wings
to her dresse. .

OLIVER
I!'1l lst you know where I am
a8 goon ns I ¥ncw. But wherever
it 1s, I'll be thinking of you
evary minute, Ané It!'ll write.
I'1l write lcots. You do the
same, you hear?

BEATRICE
O courss,
OLIVER
(remembering)

Oh, thait reminds me.

ches with one hzand insids his inner coat pocket
g3 out a choeek,

OLIVER (cont'd)
Send this check to that vioman
. at the cottasge -~ iirs. iinnett
-~ and explain why we didn't
come.,

(CONTINU=D)



