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Changes 11/28/44 
liTHE E!ICHA1~ED CC'!T.~.GE'! 

Screen-Play 

by 

DeWitt Bodeen and Herman J •. MarJriewicz 

FADE IN 

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

1	 SHOT o~ Hillgrove's hands, ~hlch have been playing this 
improvisation, contlnu~ng. He comes to a sudden stop. 

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

HILLGROVE 
What is it, Harriet? 

MRS. STANTONo Laura just phoned. They can't 
make it. Oliver b~s to work. 

HILLGROVE 
(unhappily) 

Oht 

I'iRS. STAlrTm: 
If it isn't too late they'll 
come out - but ehe says you
mustn't wait for them. 

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

~RS. STANTON (cont'd) 
I thir~ rou should go ahead, John. 

(smiles)
You can play it for them some 
other time. 

HILLGROVE 
(dispiritedly) 

I guess so. 
(rises) 

3­ ANGLE of room over Hillgrove's back. 
6 

HIILGROVE 
Goed people 
is going to 
like Ham.let 

be 
-­

1 1 m afra id this 
a little bit 
(contle) (CO~~INUED) 

:llffi 
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:5- (CCNTDTUED) 
6 HILLGRO~ (contfd'

(a slight pause) 
-- without Hamlet. Because I'veo just received a ~essage tr~t Oliver 
and Laura rr~y.n~t be able to be 
here Oliver has	 to work. 

AD LIES 
Oh\ 
That's too badl 
\'Iha. t a shame ~ 

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

HILLGROVE 
I dare say the airplane indust~y 
is a bit more imoortant than 
1Tstening to a musical composition.

(ruefully) 
Even mine. So perhaps I'd better 
begin. 

Hillgrove sits down at the piano and improvises for a 
moment, almost lil{e a baseball pitcher warming up~ 

HILLGROVE (contld) 
(when he stops)o	 I suppose you could call this the 

first publio perfor~ance of ~y new 
tone poem, "The Enchanted Cottage. 1I 

"\	 I had counted on Laura and Oliver 
being here, because itls their 
story, really.

(lightly) 
. -'You're going to r~ve to let your 

imagination supply the orchestral 
accompaniment. 

He pauses a moment and then begins to play. Ashe plays, 
the CAMERA MOV3S O~~ TO the upraised, polished lid of 
the piano top. 

LAP DISSOLVE TO 
NARRATION SECTS 
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~ EXT. CO~~\t~ - MCCl~IGET 

CLOSEUP of a beautiful old HILLGROVE'S VOICE 

o
 

:0
 
I 

, r 

c·
 

arch window. 

The aA1::ERA PULLS BACK, and 
Vie f: ee tha t the ",'I indo".., is 
standing by itself, a part 
of an old ruined house. The 
floor p1~n of the wrecked 
dwelling is still extant, 
marked by the ruined walls 
and ohimneys overgrown with 
ivy and wild flowers. It i~ 
the end of a summer day. 

The CA1~R~ PICKS UP a trnil 
of a rambler rose tha t has 
wound up the ar~h windo~, 

AND TRAVELS WITH the rambler 
over the ruins to the 
cottage. The cottage had 
obviously once been a wing 
of the manor house itself, 
and now, left in this 
solitary state, it has a 
curious disproportion. Its 
fireplace chi~ney is hugo; 
its roof, strangely slanting,
steeply pitched; itf: front 
window, s·trH.:ingly lnrge. 
As Hillgrove1s narration 
oontinues, the 0Ar~RA EA.S 
FOLLO~~D the rose vine TO the 
oottage, and then Pt~LED 
BACK until ~c get ~ VERY 
LONG SHOT of the cottage,
winh the Rew England 
shoreline and sea in the f.g. 

EXT. SEASHORE - DAY 

8	 SHOT of Hillgrove, his small 
nephew Danny, and the dog, 
Roger, as they pause on tho 
shore. There is :l hit:h bank 
over them. Hillgrove-stcnds 
immobile, the sea Wind 
blowing his hair. His 
attitude is one of listening. 

Tho CA~:ERA PULLS OUT 
GRADUALLY A'~":;~Y FRmiI them 
until the ae~ is in the f.g.
At the	 ond of this bit of 
Hillgrovc ' 3 mrra.tive, a 
hugo w~ve hre~ks in front of 
camc~~, DISSOLVI~G the scene. 

From th; first ti~e I 
became aware of it in the 
moonlight I sensed its 
inherent magic. No place 
has ever r~d -- could ever 
ha ve had -- a more 
enchanting legend. Here 
it was -- all that 
remained of a great est~tc 

built long ago by an 
English noble~~n, come to 
live out his life on these 
New England shores. The 
house had burned, but its 
plan was still ~~rked by 
the crumbling walls, 
overgrown now with moss 
and ivy, wild rosas arid 
forest violets. 
Miraculously, one wing had 
been saved from the flame: 
-- the kitchen Wing. It 
had been remodeled, and 
the noble~~n used to lend 
it to young ~arried 
couples to live in as long 
as they wished. But by th( 
time I first came upon it, 
this gracious trndition 
was abandoned and almost 
completely forgotten. The 
present day owner, I b~d 

learned, was a lone Widow, 
Mrs. Abigail ~innett, who 
kent her distance -- nnd 
made others keep· the irs. 

DISSOLVE 

HILLGROVE'S VOICE 
As often ~s I COUld, I h~d 

my yo~~g nephew w~lk me to 
whGre I could stand ~nd t~: 
to sense the r~pture of 
the love t~~t ~dbcen 

lived behind those walls, 
the ~ppiness so m::tny men" 
and women l:ad known there. 
Those things mean music - ­
and as a com~oser I 
longed to capture t~~t 

music. But it continued 
to elude me. 

DISSOLVE OUT
 



11/28/~4 
. DISSOLVE IN 4-5 

EXT. COTTAGE - DAY 

o	 9 LONG SHOT of the cottage. HILLGROVErs VOICE 
It is winter now. Tho· It ·,'Io.s not until tho. t 
flo~ers cnd vines that h~d 
covered the ruins are gono. 
The foliage from the birch 
trees has fallen. A wind 
1s blo~ing, and a few 
leaves fall listlessly in 
the air. In the far 
distance is the sound of 
churchbclls ringing. 

EXT. COTTAGE ROAD - DAY 

SA SHOT of Laura	 Pennington, as 

wintry S~bbath morning 
. over four years ago when 
Lauro Pcr~ington first 
came to the cottage th~ t 
I began to feel pcrhnps 
.the meaning of this 
strange enchantment 
would reveal itself to 
me ••• somehow. 

DISSOLVE 

she rides along the road 
on her bicycle. Then a CLOSER SROT of Laura as she 
rides along, the CA1IERA EXA?ilItJIHC I..!CRE CLOSELY the 
details of her physical appearance. Lauro rides up in 
front of the. broken wall of ths cottage. 

EXT. ROAD A1m COTTAGE - DAY 

10 SEOT of L:lura	 as she kicl\:s the upright rest on theo	 bicycle into place, so teat the bike stands by itself. 
Then, ns she po.sses through the open g~te~~~ entrance, 
she becomes aware of n. YOUI!g bey -- Eillg:::,oVG IS nephe","!, 
tnnny Stanton, shown :n Scene 7 -- stealthily ~~kin~ 

his way toward the front dqor, on tiptoes. (He is 
bundled up in a rroOcl\:imt",7, a sc::.rf, cnd mi ttens. Laura J 

~cro, has protected herself against the cold.) He 
becomos aware that someone 1s behind him, and turns, 
sto.rtlcd. 

(GONTINtJ"ED) 
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10 (C CI~TIlTUED) 
JommY' 

(as he 3ge3o Laura) 
Oh. 

U.URA
 
Hello, Jonr.nJ"'
 

JOR!iiry 
(a\"lare that 
he needs 
an excuse) 

Hello. I -- I was just taking 
a walk. 

Laura s!niles at him curiously. 

JOHNNY (cont'd) 
So I thought maybe, well, 
nobody around here ever gets 
to see her or ~~ything -- well, 
I thought I'd kinda find out 
myself about the ~itch. 

LAURA
 
r~b.at 't'd tch?'
 

(thur.::bi-ng 
towarc. the 
:front door)

In there. 

LAwnA 
Johnny, that's just Mrs. ~""i!"...'"lett 
who lives there -- and you know 
it. I'm cullins on her myself.
You don't think I'd go calling 
on a witch? 

JOHNNY 
Well, everJboc.~ says -­

LAUFA 
I'm afr~id you're a couple of 
hundred yeu!'~ too l~te for 
',itches, jor....~n7. 

JOSi:NY 
( ~D.dl~·) 

I guess l'm n couple of hur.drod 
years too l~te for enything. 

LAURA 
.I VJouldn I t \'l0rry:- Johr..ny • 

. Something ~ill turn up$ 

(COlTTI1;UrD ) 

rob 
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19 (CONTINUED)
 

Olivo!' and Bce.trj.ce look at b.~;r, then ct oz.ch oth~r.
 

r
 

o
 

o
 

OL!VER 
Vary well, Hrs. ?!innGtt. Please 
put us d.own for·a. res,:;rvation on 
thnt gadget. ~c'rv going to be 
r~rried next TUesd~y. Good-bye. 
Good.-byo, Hiss 

BEATRICE 
Good-bye. 

He goes tow~ro tlw hell with Beatrice and turns b~.ck at 
the throshold. 

OL:r.V!~R 
I'll writ::: our nanu;s on the 
window as soon as we got back. 

Mrs. Hinnett nods and follows them out into tho ~llway. 

20 Lauro. \,:atchas them go. 0.s. is hoard the sound of the 
door op~ning and eo :'10!.1f..mt Ie.~or or the cr'.r sta:-ting and 
drivine; a\luy. T..a.llra laoles up. ':'110:.'·;,1 is f;; mirror 
hanging on th~ wall. r~ura ~oves to it and looks at 
the dr::.b ff'.C'.Q reflacl;,;,d therein. ~h~ to~ch~s h~I' heir, 
tryins to fluff it out prottily the way Boat=,i~vls is, 
but kura's is not tuc iiort of hair that fluffs. She 
sighs e.nd. st:3.rts t;:" r.'lC'vt:; t~ocross the r(IO~, whon h;!' 
attuntion is c:::,u6ht b:T the d~sk C'Rlendar on the little 
writing desk. !t is on~ of those pcr~~n~nt calondars, 
wh~ro on~ simply turns ~!~ ~~prcpriste knob~ to chnnge 
the !:lonth, jr.. y f'.nd S-<::~.r". Lnur!l fro";"/ns, eU1Cl tl-u.nking 
thct ~~3. Uinnutt hRS rcturn~d to the ~~om, c~lls out to 
hoI' ov·er her shoulder ~u~ ellO picl<:s up the calende.r. 

IAUHA 
Your eo.lan9;cl" S Ylay off, iII's. 
~11nnett• .ronlro -- let mc SUQ, 
tod~J is -- D~cQmb~r 7, '41 ~nd 
April 6, 1017 -- why, youlrti just 
tw,mt~r_.f.(lt1.r ?t:ars, t'Jn nonths, 
and on.:.: Cln.y off sch·:;:dula I 

She turns arml~d with th~ c~lendar in h~nd, but then 
stops short, ~-:,;~inr.; thr.1; sho) is':\lvns in the r':'lOr.1 • 

.~?ndcringly, sho puts do~n thG ~~l~nd~r ~nd cross~s to 
t.10 h!".lL';o.y, "'!her~ Sll€l stO?S, stn.::'ine; b;:;~o:'e l::. .. r. 

!~·jT. COT'I'AGE ac..LLWAY - DAY 

21 MED. SHOT of Mrs. ~innett at th~ opun door, sto.ring out 
c.t tlJ.o col·;i w:'nt~r sc·-.;no. r. bittor wind is blowing, 
sti::,"rii"lL ~1';l"r o:'.r~:)nt:s ·.lnj, h:1i~. :~rs. Hinn:ltt I slips 
move;, UI,t ~hc.: cr.n' t hC8.r !l'; r own \0; 0 ru..s • Sh~) S~t:;UlS to 
be listcl1i:1!:,; to SUZ:'l'Jt~1.inf,. 0.5. tntlre 1s the f~1.1nt t.hud 
of ll. distant gun, tho vlh::':'l~ of a ff'l rr,wlly b::Job. . 

WI 
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(CONTINUED) 

HH:>. HIUNETT 
It may b3 so(,m~r than ~·()U think. 

The cr~sh of hc~vy guns o.s. becomes mors insistent, and 
tho D\3c~mbor V1 il1d whlnue even taore furiou.sly. 

FADE QU'P 

FADE IN 

IN'T. OLIVER'S B:C:Dp.OOr.r - DAY - (SHOW) 

CLOSEUP of a p~uce of ~irplano lU6g~gC. Oliver's hands 
corne lnto the scen0 as he puts SO!'le clothes into the bag. 
The CA!:~RA :'UL~ BAC::: fv!' a FULL SHOT of the sc~ne. 

Oliv.:::r, no'# 'fiearing tnt::; u.."1ifor:l of a c.c.ptnin in the Army 
Air Fo~co, is packing his thin6s; Be~trlcO is holpin6 
him. (nlcy nr~ pnc~ing only th~ few rebul~tion articl~s 
of off'icc~:'s' wenr tllat Qliv.~r C~l1 take with him.) 
Trying to help in ttl;.: pE:.cldn~ is Violet Pric~; Oliver's 
mother. Sh~ is ~ pretty, VD!'y fccinine woman, soft and 
exc1tabl l3 ~n.j n,:,t of I!l'.l.ch a:=:sistanc;J in tho Y::lc1dng. 
Ev3rythinS !.TS. Price tak... s ou t of the burcau d.rawers and 
puts on the b.':)d to be pc.cked., B-=o.trice or Oliv~r must 
rutuMl pati~ntly nnd surreptitiously to the pluce fr~m 

which she hfl.d c1risinall:r to.k3n it. F.~!' husban(l, Oliver's 
s t(;pf~ ther, is F1"6duricl~ ?l'1.ce, c. tr.~ll, rebus t" \'l~ll­

tailore.:l. ~"'.n, wlJ.(;lljT t1a l;.~ri!?l, co:nplotoly insensi tiva. 
His hair is gr~ying fashi~n~bly. Thore is n f~eling of 
great urgency in tne ch8.r:::.c ters' actions; they ?rc 
plsying ec~inst time. 

(looking 
at his 

. wristwatch) 
You've got exactly thirty-five 
lI".inu tes" Ollie. 

OLIVZR 
Th~nks" Freddie. alt don't worry. 
I w:m' t bu la te for thu ':1?r. 

MRS. P~IICB 
(li t.; rs.l 
min.i~d ) 

Y·'1ur st~p-fnth·::r· isn't v:ol'ril.ld. 
you'll b~ latu for the wnr, 
Qliv'Jr. 

. ()LIV':;;~ 

I know, ~other. I was just 
tr~'ins to b~ t",.mny.u 

tm'l 
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MRS. PRICE , I don't see anything to be 
funny about. 

(pauses) 
If you ask me, I've never 
encoUntered anything morer 
lnconsider~te. I can't imagine 
what the War Deoartment can be 
thinkin3 of. Ba.rely an hour IS 

notice to report to Washington 
-- and you're supposed to be 
married tomorrow. 

FREDERICK 
(heroic) 

Tha.t 's the '.vay war is,. Violet. 
You give no quarter, you ~et no 
quarter. I can remember back 
in '17 

l,ffiS. PRICE 
You'd think people would have 
learned better in twenty-five 
years. It's simply ridiculous, 
Oliver. They can't exnect you 
to be uprooted as if you were -­
as if you were some ordinary garden• vegetable. 

OLIVER 
It wouldn't make much difference, 
mother, if I were a rare and 
exotic hothouse fruit. There's 
a war on. 

MRS. FRIC~ 
Vllio ever he~rd of a war starting 
in December~ Oh, dearJ Vrhen 
I think of· a.ll the narties we had 
~lanned for you nnd-Be~trlce 

B~ATRICE 
We'll h~ve them all when he comes 
back, clear. 

MRS. PRICE 
And when I think of the people 
I didn't in~ite to the weddinG 
they 1r8 ~ll cy ~n~~ics now -­
and w3're not even going to h~ve 
a wedding: Oh, dd~rl. 

Her ~ye.s li.ght. on a s;Jorts sweatdr wh.tch s..~e hqd 1,1d 
out for Oliver and which he ha.s returned to the bureau 
drawer. She holds it up and looks at him reproachfully. u ~RS. PRICE (cont'd)

Don't you want to take nlong this 
nice w~~m sweater I knitted for 
you, Olivor? 

ce. (CONTINURD ) 
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22 (CONTINUED) 
OLIVER 

It's not regul~tion, mother. 

~~s. Price reluct~ntlj puts thG sweeter beck. 
. . 

!!RS. PRICE 
~bo decides wh~t!s regulation 
and whet's not. Th~t's what 
I'd like to know. 

OLIVER 
The- Army docs, mother. 

(to Bectrice) 
Stick those u~uers in the 

- briefCD-se, will :rou, derling? 

r·ms. PRICE 
Suppose you just h~dn't been 
home when thr.t telegrc~ ccme? 

OLI\TER 
Good thing I w~s, Iid say. Looks 
like I'm really in .on this deel. 

BEP.TRICE 

o 
(putting some 
undershirts 
in tho beg) 

I guess this 1s everJthir~, 
Oliver. 

OLIVER 
Okcy, deer. I'll close it. 

MRS. PRICE 
on: I just re~embered. Vfuct're 
we going to do c.bout c.ll the 
wedding presents. 

OLIVER 
Send 'em back. Fer the duration. 

l'!RS. PRICE 
You ccn't send things back for 
the duration. You e1 t~er send 
thea br.ck or -­

(conTINUED) 

mb 
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22 (CONTINUED) 
BEATRICE 

Well, ~t least I ~on't have to 
write 0.11 those "thank you" 
notes. 

('J. sudden., thought)
I will, c.t th~t, won't I? 
Without b~;ing ~ble to keep 
the presents. 

(pa.uses) 
H~ve you got Gverything you want 
in this briefc~se? 

OLIVER 
I think so. 

FREDERICK 
No bachelor dinner, either. 
That's re~lly going to be too 
bs.d. I Cm1 remember c.t my 
bnchelor dinn~r -- well, when 
you get back. 

OLIVER 
Yes, Freddie. Vfhen I get back. 

He helps Beatrice put on her fur coat, whiCh has been 
resting over tho b~ck of her chair. 

o OTJIVER (cont'd) 
We'd better be going. 

(embrncine;
his mother) 

Good-bye, mother. 

lffiS. PRICE 
I don't see Why ~e o~ntt go to 
the airfi01d with jvu. 

OLIVSR 
Now, d~rling, we've been nll 
over that. H~il and farewell 
at home. They're always such 
a mess at the field. 

}~. Price begins to ~ee~. She se~rches in the pockets 
of her dress for her h~ndkerchicf. 

?ms. PP.ICE 
Oh, del.rJ Here I ~m, shedding 
t eo.rS, (l.nd I w~s going to be so 
br-!'.ve. 

(discovering 
the medal in 
her pock:;t) 

Ohl This 1s for yon, Oliver. 
It w~s ~rour f~:ther' s. 

(CONTINUED) 
ca 
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22 (CONTINUED) 
BEATRICE 

.A Saint Christopher, isn't it? 

MRS. PRICE 
It took your father s~fely all , through th~ l~st wqr, dnrling. 
Poor D~vid! He ~ent through ~ll 
thnt ghastly business without a 
scr~tch, only to die in Ne~ Yprk 
City of Spanish influen?~. 

OLIVER 
(tr..kin6 
mcd::.l} 

Thanks, ~othor. Th~nks a lot. 
You were very sweet to remember 
this. 

(shnking ho.nd) 
'Bye, Freddie. Look ~ftar my 
mother, won't you? 

. FR.:'"":D:;:RICK 
Of cours~, old boy, of course. 
Been doing it since you w~re a 
little sh~ver, h~ven't I? 

BEATRICE
 
(!Jot the door)
 

Come (In, d ~rlin3.
 

OTJIVER
 
(picking up
 
his b':'.g)


Oko.y. Ri5ht with you.
 
(~t door) 

Good-by~ -- ~nd thcnks for 
evcr:,'"thing. Ble S5 you, mother. 

MRS. PRICE
 
Good-bye, Oliver.
 

She blo',7s e. fn.row~ll kiss to him. He smiles, ~nd leaves 
jauntily with Beatrice. Mrs. Price looks Qfter him. 
The to~r~ beEin to flo~, ~nd it is more th~n she c~n do 
to stem them. Sha d~ubs prettily ~t her ~yen, Frod~rick 

looks ~t her ~nd tri~s to cocfort h~r. 

FRE:;EP.ICK 
No ':1 , Vi, wh'Jt !:..re you cr~rins for? 
You just invite those people you 
didn't invito to the ~~drling to 
dinnor. It'll be just n~.if 

nothing h~d h~ppen~d, I promise 
you. 

DISSOLVE OUT 

ce. 
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DISSO~VE nr 

INT. OLIVER'S COUPF. - D£Y - (PROCESS B.G.)
 

o· 23 ~!O SHOT of Oliver end Bcntric6. Oliver is driving,
end Bcntrice is sitting beside him. Outstde the 
windows of the rnov1.ng cc.r °is ::. gli::lpse of the hard 
b~nked snow cove~ing the countr7side. 

OLIVER 
It's been th~t w~y e.s long as I 
cnn re=c~ber. Mother end Freddie 
and nI7self. 

BEATRICE 
It1s never ecsy, sc.ying good-bye. 

OT...rVER 
Not that mother isn't kind und 
gentle -- end doesn't me~n well 
C~ th~t we don't love eech other 
-- it's just thnt we never ccn 
talk to ench other -- ~bout 
e.nything thC'o t ::c tters. ":Ie 've 
clways se~mod to go past each 
other from tho verj beginning. 

(laughs) 
As for FTcddie -- he never forgets
what t1~e it is -- end that's that. 

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

BEP.TRICE 
Do you? You mor·n this ~:ror ian r t 
just ~ great big excuse you've
cooked up to get out of ccrrying
me? 

OLIVER 
Oh, tl~t's ::.nother thing. 

(nodding ct 
the dcshboc.rd 
C oI!1?c.rtr:en t ) 

Look in there, will you, dc.rling? 

BEATRICE 
(o!'Gning the 
conp::rt::!ent nne. 
tcking out u box) 

This? 

OLIVER 
Open it. 

Bec.trice opens the box. Eer eyes light up \\·i th " 
plee-sure. 

e:> (CO~~I!~~~) 

nb 
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INSERT CLOS3UP of the juwel box in
 

o Bentric c' s h~"lds. Rest.ing 
on the cus~~on is a p~ir 

of 511vcr vlings. 

BACK TO SCElffi. Be~trice takes" the Winge out of the 
box. Oliver grins nt her. 

OLIVER (cnnt'd) 
"I guess you've e~rned your Wings, 
sngel. 

BEATRICE 
They're sweet, dear. But I'~ 
~till much rather huve a wedding 
ring. 

OLIVER 
Uh-uhl Don't forget, you nnd I 
hQve decided to be two of the 
sm~rt ones. None of this mnrried 
on Tuesd~y, pcrted on ~c~nesday, 

see you when the ~ar's over 
business for us. 

(a shade self ­
consciously) 

We're: ood:3rn, intelligent lovers, 
aren't we?o BE.-Vi'RICE 
y~s, darling. ~e certainly ~re. 

B~atr1ce op~ns her fur coat ~nd pins tho silver Wings 
to her d.ress. 

OLIVER 
I'll let you l(DOW where I am 
as 80nn rts I kno·tl. But viherever 
it ls, I'll be tbinking of you 
every minutp.. Anc 1 111 write. 
I'll write lots. You do the 
same, you hC'lr? 

BEAT:tICE 
Of courso. 

OLIVER 
(rl3~et!1berin;) 

Oh, th~t reminds me. 

H~ rC:lches '.1ith on~ hmd insic.e hi.s inner cont ;,ocket 
~nd t:J.lces Clut .9, c:h~ck. 

OLIVER (cont'd)
Send this check to th~t woman 
at the cottnge -- !~s. ~lnnett 

-- and explain why we didn't 
come. 

ca (CONTINU~D) 


