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PARK -~ DAY
Brief shot of dye].

Roderick {a.s.): My father, who was well-known to the best circles
in this kingdom under the nome of roaring Harry Jemes, was killed in o
duel, when | wos fifteen years old, -

GARDEN -~ DAY

Mrs. James, tolking with o
svitor; Rederick, ct o distance.

Roderick (0.5.): My mother, ofter her hushand's death, ond her retirement,
lived in such o way os to defy slonder. She refused all offers of marTioge,
declering thot she lived now fer her son only, and for the memory of her
deparied saing.

STREET ~ DAY
Mother ond san wolking together,

Raderick {0.5.): My mother was the most beautiful woman of her day.
But if she wos proud of her becuty, to do her justice, she was stil] mere
proud of her san, and has soid o thousand fimes *a me thot | was the
handsomest fellow in the world.

CHURCH -~ EXT - DAY
Mother and son enfering church,

Roderick {o.s.): The good soul's pleasure wos to dress me; ond on Sundays
and Holidays, | turned aut in a velvet coat with g sil ver-hilted sword by
my side, ond a gold gorter of my knee os fine as any lord in the lond. As
we walked o church on Sundays, even the mast envious souls would ollow
that there wes not o prettier poir in the kingdom.,

L4

FIELD - DAY

A pienic. The Dugen fomily. .
o Roderick. = -

Roderick {0.5.): My uncle's femily consisted of ten children, and one of them

was the cause of oll my early troubles; this was the belle of the family, my
causin, Miss Dorothy Dugan, by nome.
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DUGAN MANOR HOUSE - EXT - DAY

A sprawling run~down Irish manor
house with large garden, stables,
born and form.

Idealized imoges of Dorothy.

Rederick (0.5.): Ak! that first affoir, how well one remembers it! Whot
o noble discovery it is thot the boy makes when he finds himself octuolly
and truly in love with some ane!

A lody who is skilled in doncing er singing never can perfect herself without
o deal of study in private. So it is with the decar creahures who cre skilled
in coguetting, Dorothy, for instance, was olwoys proctising, and she would
fake poor me to rehearse her accempl ishments ugon ...

Dorothy tolking with the exciseman.
Roderick (0.5.): or the exciseman, when he cane his rounds.
Dorothy talking to the steward.
Roderick (0.s.):  or the steward.

Dorothy sitting under o free with
the curate, reoding 2 book.

Roderick (0.5.): er the posr curate.

Borothy talking to the apothecary's
fed. -

Roderick (0.5.): or the young apothecery's lod from Dugan's Town whem |
recollect beoting once for that very reason.

Fighting with cpothecery's lad, ’

Roderick (0.5.): The torments of jeclousy she made me endure were horrible.

FIELD - DAY

Dorothy, like o greyhound released
from days of confinement, and

given the freedom of the fields ot

last, runs of top-speed, left and right,
back and forth, returning every
moment fo Roderick.
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continued -

She runs and runs until she is out of brecth,
ond then laughs at the astonishment which
keeps Roderick mationless ond stering at
her.

After cotching her breoth, and wiping her
foreheod, she challenges Raderick to o
roce.

Roderick: | occept, but | insist on a woger. The loser must da whatever
the winner pleases.

Derothy: Agreed.

Roderick: Do you see the gate of the end of the field? The first totouch
it will be the winner.

They line up together and start on o count
of three. Dorothy uses oll her strength, but
Roderick holds bock, cnd Dorothy touches
the gote five or six poces chead of him.

Roderick {0.5.}: ¢ wes certoin to win, but | meent to lose 1o see whot she
would order mo $o do.

Derothy cotches her breath, thinking of
the penclty. Then she goes behind the trees
and, o few seconds later, comes cut ond

says:

Dorothy: Your penclty is to find o cherry-coloured ribbon which | have hidden
somewhere on my person. You e free to lock for it anywhere you will, and
I will think very little of you if you do not find it.

They sit down an the grass. Roderick ,
searches her pockets, the folds of her

short bodice and her skirt, then her shoes;

then he turns up her skirt, slowly and
eircumspectly, as high as her gerters,

which she wears upon the knee. He

unfastens them and finds nothing; he

drews down her skirt and gropes under

her armpits. The tickling mokes her lough.

Roderick: | feel the ribhon.

Berothy: Then you must get it
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/ continued ~ 2

Roderick hes o unloce her bodice ond
touch her pretty breasts, over which his
hand must peoss o reoch it.

Derothy: Why are you shoking?
Roderick: With pleosure ot finding the ribbon.

8 FIELD - DAY

Militery review. One hundred English
froops, o few mounted officers, o smoll
military band, fifty local people.

The Dugoen fomily, Roderick ond his mother,
Ceptoins Best and G: _gon.

Rederick odmires the toops in their splendid
uniforms.

Roderick {0.s.):  About this time, the United Kingdom wes in o stote of
greot excitement Tom the threot generally cradiied of o French invasion.
The noblemen ond geeple of condition in thot ead oll ather parts of the
kingdom showed their loyalty by roising regiments of herse ond foot to resist
the invoders.

How | envied them. The whole country was olive with war's clarums; the
three kingdoms ringing with military music, while poor | wos ebliged o
stay ot home in my fustian jocket and sigh for feme in secret.
9 BALL-ROOM AT FENCIBLES - INT - NIGHT
Darothy end Rederick entering.

Roderick (0.5.): Onece, the officers of the Kilwangen regiment gave o grand
bell fo which Deorothy persuaded me to tcke her.

Severcl cuts depicting the evening.
Borothy ignores Roderick; donces,
chots, loughs, drinks punch, ond,
finolly, strolls cutside with Captoin
Best,

Roderick makes o holf-hearted fry ot
dencing with Miss Claney.
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continued ~ ]

Roderick {a.s.): |hove endured forments in my life, but none like that

Some of the prettiest girls there offered to consale me, for | was the best dancer
in the roem, but | wes tao wretched, and so remoined alone oll night in o

state of agony. | did not care for drink, ar krow the dreodful comfort of it

in those doys; but | thaught of killing myself ond Dorothy, and most

certoinly of making cway with Coptain Bes:.

FENCIBLES BALL-ROOM - EXT - DAWN

The guests leaving and saying their
geod-byes,

Roderick (0.5.): At lest, ond at morning, the boll was over.

ROAD - DAWN

Darothy and Roderick on horseback
together,

Darothy: Sure it's q bitter anight, Roderick decr, and you'll eaich cold without
© handkerchief ta your neck.

Ta this sympathetic remark, fram the
pillion, the soddle mode na reply.

Rorothy: Did you and Miss Claney have a pieasant evening, Roderick? You
were together, | saw, oll night.

.To this, the saddle only replied by grinding
his teeth, and giving o lash o Daisy.

Dorothy: Oh! mercy, you moke Daisy rear and throw me, yeu careless
creature, you,

The pillian had by this got her arm cround .
the saddle’s waist, ond gave it the gentlest
squeeze in the world,

Roderick: | hote Miss Clancy, you know I do? and | only danced with her
becouse ~ because ~ the person with whom | intended to dance chose to he
engoged the whole night,

Derothy: | hod not been in the room five minutes before | was engoged for
every single set,

Roderick: Were you abliged to dance five times with Céptoin Best, and
then stroll out with him into the gorden?
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" conrtnued ~ |

Rorothy: | don't care a fig for Captoin Best; he dances prettily to be sure,
and is o pleasant rattle of o man. He looks well in his regimentols, too; ond
if he chose to osk me to donce, how could | refuse him?

Roderick: But you refused me, Dorothy.

Dorothy: Oh! | con dence with you any doy, ond to donce with your own
cousin of o boll looks as if you could find ro other portner, Besides, Roderick,
Ceptoin Best's o man, ond oy are only a boy, ond you haven't o guineo in
the world,

Roderick: If ever | meet him ogoin, you shall see which is the best man af the
fwe. I'll fight him with sword oc with pistol, captain as he is.

Darothy: But Copiain Best s alreody known as o voliant soldier, and is famous
@s o man of fashion in London. It is mighty well of you %o fight farmers! koys,
but to fight on Englishman is o very different motter,

Roderick folls silent.
12 SMALL BRIDGE OVER A STREAfM ~ DAWN

They come to an old ¢ high bridge, over
@ streem, sufficiently deep ond rocky.

Darothy: Supposa, now, Raderick, you, who are such o hero, wes pessing
ever the kridge and the inimy on the other side?

Roderick: I'd draw my sword, and cut my way through them.
Dorothy: What? with me on the pillion? Would you k ill poor me?

Boderick: Well, then, Il teil you what I'd do. I'd jump Doisy inta the
viver, and swim you both ocross, where no inimy could follow wus.

Dorothy: Jump twenty feet! you wouldn't dare to do any such thing on Doisy.
There's the ceaptoin's horse, Block George, I've heerd say thot Captoin Bes-...

She never finished the word for, -
moddened by the continuol recurrence

of thot odious monosyllable, Roderick
shouts:

Roderick: Hold tight by my waist®
And, giving Doisy-the spur, springs with -

Derothy over the parepet, into the
deeper water below.’

2.18.73
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continued - 1

The horse’s head sinks under, the
girl screcms as she sinks, ond screams
as she rises.

Raderick lands her, half-fainting, on
the shere.

MOTHER'S HOUSE -~ BEDROOM - DAY

Vearious cuts showing illness and
convalescence,

Roderick feverish: the docter taking
his pulse.

Mother brings tray of focd.

Roderick (0.s.}): | went hoeme, and wes ill speedily of o fever, which kept
me to my bed for o week.

Dnraﬁ';y visiting him.

Raderick (a.s.): Derothy visited me enly once, but | quitted my couch still
mere violently in love thon | had been even kefore,

DUGAN MANCR HOUSE - EXT - DAY:

The air is fresh and bright, and the birds
sing loud emidst the green trees. Roderick
is eloted, end springs down the rood, os
brisk os o young fown.

He encounters an erderly whistling "Roast
Beef of Old England®, cs he elecns down
o cavolry horse. ,

Rederick: Whose herse, fellow, is that?

Orderly: Feller, indeed! the harse belongs to my captain, and he's a better
feller nor you any day,

Roderick {0.5.): 1did nos siop to break his bones, os | would on another

oceasion, for o horrible suspicion hod come across me, and | made for the
gerden cs quickly as | could.

i8.2.73
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o HULAN MANOR HOUSE - GARDEN - DAY

Rederick sees Copioin Best and Derothy,
pecing the poth together. Her arm is
under his, ond he is fendling end
squeezing her little hand which lies
closely nestling ogainst his am.

Seme distonce beyond them is Coptain
Grogen, whe is paying court to Derothy's
sister, Mysie.

Rederick (0.5.): The foet is thot, during the week of my iliness, no other

thon Captoin Best wes steying ot Castle Dugen, and making love o Miss
Dorothy in form.

Captain Best: Ne, Darcthy, except far you and four others, | vow hefore
ell the gods, my heart hod never felt the sofs fleme.

Dorothy: Ah, you men, you men, Jahn, your possion is not equal to ours.
We care like - like some plent I've read of - we bear sut one flower, ond
then we die! -

Ceptain Best: Do you meon you never felt an inclination for cnother?

Derothy: MNever, my John, but for thee! How con you ask me such o
question?

Roising her hand to his lips.

Ceptoin Best: Dc:rling.Domfheo!

Roderick rushes jnto view, drewing his
little sword.

Roderick {0.s.): | pulled out a knot of cherry-~coloured ribbons, which she
had given me out af her breast, ond which somehow | always wore upon me,
and flung them in Captain Best's foce, ond rushed cut with my little sword
drawn.

Roderick: She's o liar - she's o lier, Coptain Best! Draw, sir, ond dafend
yourself, if you are o mon!

Rederick feaps ot Captoin Best, and
eollars him, while Derothy makes the
oit eche with her screems.

Coeptoin Gragan and Mysie hasten wp.
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continued ~ |

Though Rederick is o full growth
of six feet, he is smali by the side
of the encrmous English captain.

Best turns very red of the ottack upon
him, and slips back clutching ot his
sword,

Derothy, in en ageny of terrer, flings
herself round him, screcming:

Dorathy: Captoin Best, for Heaven's sake, sacre the child - he is but

on infont.

Coptoin Best: And aught to be whipped for his impudence, but never fecr,
Miss Dugen, | shall nat touch him, your favawrite is safe from me.

Se saying, he stoeps down ond picks
up the bunch of ribkens, which
Roderick had flung at Derothy's feet,
and honding it to her, says in o
sarcostic tones:

Ceaptoin Best: When lodies moke presents to gentlemen, it is time for

other gentlemen to retire . ...

Dorothy: Good heavens, Best® He is but o bBoy and don't signify any mere
then my parrot or lap-dog. Moyn't | give o bit of ribhen to my own
ecusin?

Roderick {rearing): I'm o men, and will prove it.
Captoin Best: You are perfectly welcome, miss, as many yerds as you like.

Derothy: Monster! Your fother was o tilor, and you are clways thinking

of the shop. But I'll have m revenge, | willl Roddy, will you see me
[ttt P b4

insulted?

Roderick: Indeed, Miss Deorothy, 1 intend to have his bload as sure as my
name's Roderick.

Captain Best: 1'll send for the usher to cane you, little bay, but s for you,
miss, | have the honour to wish you o gsod day.

Best takes off his hot with much
.ceremony, and mokes o low bow, and
- is just walking off, when Micheel,

Raderick's cousin, comes up, whose

ear has likewise been caught by the

seream.




continued ~ 2
Micheel: Hoity-taity! John Best, what's the matter hera?

Captain Best:  I°1] el you what it is, Mr. Dugan. | have hed encugh of
Miss Dugen here and yaur irish woys. | ain't used to ‘em, sip.

Michael (gaad—humauredly}: Well, well® What is it? We'll make you
used 1o our ways, ar adopt English anes.

Captoin Best:  1's nat the English way (the 'Henglish' way, the coatain ‘
called it), for ladies ta have fwo lovers, and, o, Mr. Dugan, Il thank

you 1o pay me the sum you owe me, and | resign all claims to thie young

lady. I she has o fancy for schaal~boys, let her toke ‘em, sir.

Michael : Pooh! Pooch’ Best, you are joking.
Ceptain Best: | never was mere in earnest,
Best exits. v

Micheel (in o towering rage): You - you! Hang you for a meddling brat,
your hand is in everybady's oie. What business had ¥au to come brawling
and quarrelling hare, with o gentleman wha has fiffeen hundred a~yecr?

Michael runs after Best.

Dorothy (gasps):  Oh, | shdl die; |know Ishall, | shall never leave this
spat.

Grogan (whispers to Derothy): The Captain has gone.

Derathy, giving him an indignent
lock, jumps up and walks towerds the
hause,

Crogen (in a‘son?hi'ng tone to Raderick): This is o pretty way to recommend
yourself to the femily.

Raderick (shauts after Michcel): The man that merries Derathy Dugen must
first kill me ~ do you mind that?

Michael (shouting back from o distance): Poch, sic. Kifl you ~ flag you,
you meant  I'll send for Nick the huntsman to da it,

Ceptain Gragan: Yau cre o gallent lad, and 1 like your spirit. But what Bugan
says is true. It*s o herd thing o give a lad counsel wha is in such o fer~gone
siate os you; but, believe me, | know the world, and if you will but follow

My advice, you won't regret having teken it, Dorothy Dugan has not o penny;
you are nat o whit richer, And, my poor boy, dan't yoy see ~ though it's o
hord matter to ses ~ that she's o flict, and daes nat core a pin for you or Best
either?

2.18.73
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“WENIRUED - 3

Rederick: Darathy might lave me or nat, as she likes, but Best will have
to fight me before he marries her!

Captain Gragan: Faith, | think yeu are a led that's likely to keep yaur
word.,

He laaks herd ot Raderick for a second
er twe, then he waiks awoy, humming
@ fune, leoking bock at Raderick as he
goes through the aid gate out of the

- gerden.,

When Gragan is gone, Raderick is quite
alane, and he flings himself down an the
bench where Darothy hod mode bel feve

to faint, and had left her heandkerchief
end the ribbons end, toking them ua, hides
his face in them, end bursts into a pession
of teers.

Raderick {a.5.): | must have sat for some hours bemaoning myzeif on the

gerden-bench, for the dinner~beii

clonged os wsual at thres a'clack, which

waokened me from my reverie.

DUGAN MANOR HOUSE - EXT - DAY

As Raderick posses the caurtyerd, he

sees the Coptain's saddie still hanging

up at the stobie-daar, and his odiaus
red~coated krute of q servent, swaggering
with the scullion-giris and kitchen pecpie.

Maid: The Englishman's stiii there, Mester Raderick. He's there in the
parlaur. Go in, and don't let 'im browbeat you, Master Raderick.

DUGAN MANOR HOUSE - DINING ROOM ~ DAY

Roderick enters and takes his place at
the bottom of the big table; the butler
speediiy brings him o cover.

Uncle: Haila, Raddy, my boy! Up and well? - That's right.

Aunt: Held beH:er ke hame with his mother.

Uncle: Don't mind her. it's the coid goose she ate for breakfcst ~ didn't
agree with her. Taoke o gleass of spirits, Mrs. Dugan, to Raderick's health.
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conninuea ~

It is evident that his uncle daesn's
know af what hepaened, but Michael ,
wha is at dinner taa, and Harry, and
almast aii the girls, look exceedingly
biack and the captain foolish; and
Miss Darathy, wha js again by his side,
ready 1o ery. Captain Gragen sits
smiling, and Raderick laaks an as cald
as sfone.

His uncle is in high goad~humaur.

Uncle: Dorathy, divide that merry thaught with the captaint See wha'll be
merried first, Jack Best, my dear bay, never mind & ciean glass for the
claret, we're shart of crystal ot Costie Dugan; take Derathy's and the wine
will teste nane the worse. Mrs, C.gon ond ladjes, if you plaise; this is o
sort of tacst that is drunk o great dale toa seldom in my femily, and you'j]
please to receive it with alf the hanaurs. Here's to Captain and Mrs. Jehn
Best, and lang life ta them. Kiss her, Jack, you rague; far 'faith, you've
Egt-a frecsure.

Raderick (springing 4p) : His already 22727
Hary: Hald your tengue, you foal - haid your tongue’

Raderick (shauting): He hes already been siapped in the face this morning,
Ceaptain John Best: he's airecdy been colled o coward, Ceptain Jahn Best;
and this is the way I'll drink his heaith, Fere's your health, Captain John
Best,

Roderick flings a giass af claret into

kis face. The next moment, he is under

the tcble, fripped up by Hervy, wha hits
him a vialent cuff an the head; s he

goes down, he herdly hes time o hear the
general serecming and skurrying that is
taking place abave him, being so fully
occupied with kicks, and thumps and curses,
with which Harry is belabouring him.

Hary: Yeu foal You great blundering merpiat - you silly beggerly brat
a thump at each), hold your tongue!

When Raderick gets up fram under the table,
the ladies are alj gane; but he has the
satisfaction of seeing the captain's nase is
bileeding, es his iz, - Best's is cut acrass
the bridge, and his beauty spoiled for ever.
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Uncle: In Heaven's ncme, what does all the row mean? Is the boy in
fever ogain?

Hﬂy (turning to his iather}) The foet is, sir, that the young mankey hes

follen in lave with Dorathy, crd finding her end the cpiain mighty sweet
in the gorden taday, he wes for murdering Jack Best.

S:antain Best (bristling up): And, Il tel you whot, Mr. Dugen, i've been
insulied grossly in this 'ouse. | o0in't of ol| sotisfied with these here ways of
goingon. I'm on Englishman, | am, and o men of property; and |- | -

Hary: If you're insulted, and not satisfied, remember there's two of us,

On which, the captain folls to
washing his nose in woter, and
answering never a werd.

Roderick (in dignified tone): Mr. Best may also have satisfaction ény time he
plecses, by colling on Roderick Jemes, Esquire, of Jamesville.

His uncle bursts out loughing,
end in this laugh, Caoptoin Grogen
jains.

Raderick: Coptoin Cragon, | beg you to understand that, for my cousin Herry,
who has been my best friend through life, | could put up with rough tfrectment
from him; yet, even that sort of treotment | will beer from him ne longer;

and any other person who ventures on the like will not like the cost. Mr. Best
knows thot foct very well; and, if he's a man, he'll know where to find me.
Uncle: it is getting late, and your mother will be anxious ebout you, One

of you hod better go home with him (Turning to his sons), or the lod may

ke playing more pranks.

Heary: Both of us ride home with Best here.
Captoin Best: I'm not ofraid of highwaymen. My mon is crmed, and so om |.

Hemry: You know the use of arms very well, Best, and no one can doubt your
cournge; but Michoel and | will see you home for oll thot.

Uncle: Why, you'll not be home tili morning, boys., Kilwengan's o good
ten mile from here,

Hary: We'll sleep in Best's querters. We're going fo siop a week there.
And,in cnother week, my boy.

And here, Harry whispers something
in the Coptoin's ecr.

2.18.73
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Gragan: I'll ga hame with the bay.
ROAD - LATE DAY

Gragan walks with Raderick.

Coptain Gragan: A pretty day's work of it you have made, Moster Roderick,
Krowing yaur unele to be distressed fo maney, ond Ty and break aff q

match which will bring fifteen hundred a~yeer into the family? Best has
promised ta pay off the faur thasend paunds which is bathering your uncle
0. He takes a girl withaut o penny -~ a girl that hes been flinging herse!f

at the head af every mon in these parts these ten veers past, ond missing
them all, and o bay wha aught to be attached 2q your uncle cs ta your father.

Rederick: And sa | em.

Ceptain Gragan: And this is the return you make for his kindness! Didn't
he harbaur you in his hause when your father died, and hasn's he given you
and your mother, rent~free, your fine hause of Janesville yonder?

Roderick: Merk this, come what will af it, | swaar { will figh? the men
wha pretends to the hend af Darothy Dugan.  PIt follow him i it's into the
church, and meet him there. FII have his bisad, ar he shall have mine.
Will you take my message to him, ond crrange the meeting?

Ceptain Gragen: Well, if it must be, it must. Far o young fellow, you cre

Raderick: He'll give the better mark. | em nat afraid af him,

Ceptain Gragen: [n faith, !believe you are nat; for a lad | never saw mare
gome in my life. Give me a kiss, my dear boy. Yau're after my awn soul ,
As long as Jack Gragen lives, you shall never went a friend ar o second,

They embrace.

Raderick (0.s.):  Poer fellaw! he was shat six months ofterwards, at Minden,
and | lost thereby a kind friend. But we dan't know what is in store for us,
and that's a blessing.

HOUSE - EXT ~ LATE DAY

Mother greeting Raderick and
Captain Gragen. ’

Raderick (a.s.): In spite af my precautians ta secrecy, |half-suspected that
my mather knew all from the manner in which she embraced me on my arrival,
end received aur guest, Captain Gragen.

N, .

e

2.°8.73

e ——— i — - —_ - ——



19

20

21

continued - |}

His mether locks o little anxicus
and flushed and, every now and then,
gazes very hard into the Coptain's foce.

Rederick (0.s.): But she would nat say o word chout the quarrel, for she had

o noble spirit, and would os lief have seen ony ane of her kindred hanged
as shitking from the field of honour.

MOTHER'S HOUSE - RODERICK'S BEDROOM - DAY

Roderick woking up.
Rederick {0.s.): | never slept sounder in my life, though | woke o little
ecrlier than usuol, and you moy be sure my first thought was of the event

of the day, for which | was fully prepared.

Rederick of table with poper and ink.

Rederick (0.s.): And now | sat down and wrote o couple of letters; they

might be the last, thought |, thot | snould ever write in my life.

See him write; "Decrest mather”.

MOTHER'S HOUSE - KITCHEN -~ DAY

Roderick {@.s.): Then | went down fo breckfost, where my mother was

woiting for me, you may be sure. 'We did not say o single word chout what
was taking ploce.

Raderick eots his breckfost with o good
appetite; but in helping himself to

salt, spills it, on which his mether starts
up with o scream.

Mother: Thark Ged, it's follen joweards me!

And then, her heart being teo full,
she leaves the room.

Roderick (0.s.): Ah! they have their faults, those mothers; but are there
any other women like them?

There is an elegant, silver-mounted sword
that hongs on the mantelpiece under the
picture of Roderick's lote fother.

" A poir of pistals hang on ecch side of the
picture.

2w
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Rederick tokes down the sword and
pistols, which are bright ond well-
oited, and collects flints, halls
and gunpowder,

MOTHER'S HOUSE - EXT - DAY
Ceptoin Grogan and Orderly arrive,
Roderick: Heve you teken my messoge to him?

Captoin Gragon: The meeting is arranged. Captoin Best is waiting for you
now, '

Roderick: My mere is saddled and ready; wha's the coptain's second?

Captoin Grogan: Your cousins go out with him.

Rederick and Grogen, and the
Orderly ride off,

Rederick (0.5.): | didnts take leave of Mrs. Jzmas. The curtains of her
kedreom-windows were down, ond they didn’t mave as we mounted and frotted
off ....

COUNTRY ROAD - DAY

They ride their horses ot o leisurely
pace.

Coptoin Grogan: That's o very hendseme sword you have there,

Roderick: It was with this sword that my late father, Herry Jomes, God rest
his soul, met Sir Huddelsione Fuddelstone, the Hempshire beronet, and wes
fatally run through the neck. He was quite in the wrong, having insulted
Lady Fuddelstone, when in liquor, ot the Brentford Assembly, But, like o
gentleman, he seorned to apologise,

Grogan: And now you risk the some fate. Jf you are killed, your mother
is ofl olene in the werld. '

Roderick: | om Horry Jemes's son, and will ogt as becomes my neme and
quelity.

FOREST CLEARING -~ DAY

Harry, Michoel and the Captoin are
clready there. Best, fleming in red
regimentfols, a big o monster as aver
led o grenodier compony. The party
ere laughing together.

2.18 7

P S e p— . o P————— v— . vy .. e — . . - ..

LY Yreey e e



Lt

continued ~

Roderick (ta Grogon): 1| hape 1o spoil this sport, and trust 1o see this
sword of mine in that big bully’s bady,

Captoin Grogan: Oh, it's with pistols we fight. You are no mateh for Best
with the sword,

Roderick: I'lf mateh any mon with the sword.

Captoin Grogan: But swerds are taday impossible; Coaptoin Best is - jg
lome. He knacked his knee ageinst the swinging perk gate lass night, as
he wes riding home, ond can scarce move it now.

Rederick: Not agoinst Castle Dugen gate, that has been off the hinges these
ten years,

Cagtoin Grogan: It must have been some other gote.
'——.l—-—-—..__._

They olight from their horses, ond join

and zalute the other gentlemen. »

Captoin Grogon: | have just explained to Mister James that Captoin Best is
leme, and thot swords are impossible.

Herry: Oh, yes! dead lome.

Haorry comes up to shoke Roderick by
the hand, while Captoin Best takes off
his hot, ond turns extremely red.

Herry: And very tucky for you, Rederick, my boy. You were o dead man
else, for he is o devil of o fellow ~ isn's he, Grogon?

Captoin Grogan: A regular Turk. 1 never yet knew the men who stood to
Ceptain Best.

Herry: Hang the business. 1hate it. P'm ashemed of it.  Say you're serry,
Roderick. You can easily say that,

Coptoin Best: I the young feller will go ta Dublin, os proposed . ...

Rederick: I'm not sorry - I'll not apclagise - and I'Hl as scon go te Dublin
s o hell!

Grogen tokes him aside.

2.18,73
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continued - 2

Captoin Grogan: Look here, Roderick, my boy; this is silly business. The
girl will merry Best, merk my words; ond as sure gs she does, you'll forget
her. You are but o boy. Best is willing to censider you as such. Duyblin's
© fine place, ond if you have o mind to take o ride thither and see the town
for o month, here are twenty guineas ot your service. Moke Best an
apolegy, and be off, '

Roderick: A man of honour dies, but never apologises. Il see the captain
hanged before | apelegise.

Herry (with o laugh o Grogen): There's nothing else for it. Toke your
ground, Gragan - twelve poces, | suppose?

Coptoin Best (in o big voice): Ten, sir, ond moke them short ones, do
~=opioin Yes you
hear, Cantain Grogen?

Hary: Don't bully, Mr. Best. Here cre the pistols (with some emetion to
Roderick}, Geod bless you, my boy; and when | count three, fire.

¢
Rederick: This is not one of my pistols, :

Hary: They are oll right, never feer. It's one of mine. Yauwrs will serve,
if they are needed, for the next round.

Captoin Grogen: Raderick, fire at his neck ~ hit him there under the gorget;
see how the fool shews himsel? open. '

Micheel, who hes not spoken o werd,
Harry, ond the Captain retire to one
side, and Herry gives the signol.

It is slowly given, ond Roderick hes
the leisure to caver his men well

Captoin Best changes colour and ,
frembles s the numbers are given.

At "three” both pistols go off. Best
gives o mest herrible groon, stoggers
- bockwards and folls.

“He's down! he's down!" ary the

semnds, running fowerds him. H
lifts him up - Micheel tckes his head.
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continued - 3
Michael: He's hit here, in the neck.

Laying open his coot, blood is seen
curgling from under his gorget.

Herry: How is it with you?

The unfortunate man does not answer,
but when the suppart of Harry's emm
is withdrawn from his bock, groans
once mere ond falls bockwerds.

Michael (with o scowl): The young fellow has begun well. You hod better
ride off, young sir, before the police are uo. They hod wind of the business
before we left Kilwongan. . &

Roderick: Is he quite decd?
Michcel: Quite dead.

Ceptoin Grogan: Then the world's rid of o caward. 1M's ol} aver with him,
Roddy ~ he doesn't stir.

He gives the huga prostrate kedy o
scornful kick with his foot.

Hary: We are not cowerds, Grogan, whatever he was! Let's get the boy
off s quick as we may. Your man shell go for o cart, and toke away the
body of this unhappy gentlemon. This has been o sad day's work for our
family, Roderick Jomes, and you have robbed us of fifteen~hundred e-yecr.

Rederick: It was Daroshy did it.

He tokes the ribbons she gave him

out of his woistcoo?, and the letter, ,
and flings them down on the body of

Captoin Best.

Roderick: There! Take har those ribbons. She'll know what they mecn; thot's

olf that's left 1o her of two lovers she had and ruined.
Michoel: And nclaw, in Heaven's name, get the youngster aut of the way.
Heorry: 'l go with you.

They mount up and gallep off.
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MOTHER'S HOUSE - EXT - DAY

Ugon seeing Roderick and Herry ride
Up, his mother, who has been weiting
outside, rushes to her son with wild
screams of joy. He dismounts, ond
she kisses ond embroces him.

Live diclegue under o.s.

Roderick (0.5.): | need not teii you how great was my mother's pride and
exhultoticn when she heard from Harry's lips the cocount of my behaviour
at-the duei, s

MOTHER'S HOUSE - PARLOLR - DAY

Stitt much excitemen: and hustie and
bustie.

Herry:  The boy must ge into hiding, for o shart time enyway. Dublin is
the best place for him to g0, and there woit untif matters ore biown over,

Mother: Dublin? But the poer fod hes never been away from home. He
will be cs safe here as in Dublin.

Harry: | wish thet were frue, Auntie dear, but I'm ofreid the bailiffs may
olready be on their way from Kilwangan., '

RODERICK'S BEDROOM - DAY

His mother is rushing chout ond
pocking o velise. Herry sits en the
bedo ~

Roderick (o.5.): Harry persisted in the necessity of instant deperture, in
which ergument, as | was cnxious to see the worid, {must confess, | sided
with him; and my meother was brought to see thet, in our smoli house, in
the midst of o vitloge, escape would be impossible, ond capture would be
impossible to avoid.

MOTHER'S BEDROOM ~ DAY -

His mother tokes cut o stocking from
her eseritoire, and gives Roderick
fwenty golden guinecs.

Mother {gravely): Roderick, my derling, my wild boy, {have forebodings
that cur seperction is to be o fongone. | spent most of cii night consulting
the cords regarding your fote in the duel, and cii signs betoke seporation.
Here is twenty guinecs - cli thet | have in the world ~ ond | went you to keep
your father’s sword and pistols, which you have known to use so fike & mon.
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M LRER®S HOQUSE ~ EXT -~ DAY
Roderick’s departure.

Raderick (a.5.): She hurried my departure now, though her heert, | knaw,
was full, and almest in half-an~haur fram my arival at hame, | was ance
more an the raad again, with the wide world, as it were, before me.

Roderick waves. His mather cries,
HIGH ROAD TCQ DUBLIN - DAY

Roderick (a.s.}: No lad of seventeen is very sad wha has liberty for théfirst
time, and twenty guineas in his packet; and | rade away, thinking, I canfess,
nat sa much af the kind mother left alane » ond af the hame behind me, as of
to~merrow, and all she wonders it would bring.

Raderick heppily riding down the
road.

Roderick (a.s.): I hed no daubts af the future; thinking that @ man of my
persen, perts, and cawrage, could make his way anywhere, Sa | rade an,
singing to myself, or chatting with the passers-by; and all the girls aleng
the raad said, "God save me, for a clever gentleman. "

Farm girls in the fields flirting
with him.

Raderick (a.s.): As for thaughts of Dorothy Dugan, there seemed o be o
gep af a half~a-scare of years.

ROAD TO DUBLIN » Na. 2 -~ DAY

A well-armed gentleman dressed in

green, and a gold cord, with o

patch on his eye, and riding o

powerful mcre, puts his harse alang- ,
side.

Armed Gentleman: Gaad day t¢ you, young sir.

Roderick: Goad morning.

Armed Gentleman: Where are you bound for?

Rederick: (cfter a good long lock ot his camganian): That is nane of your
business. .

Armed Gentleman: Is your mather nat afraid an account of the highwaymen
to let one 0 young as you travel?

Rederick (pulling aut a pistol): Nat at all ¢ 5it. | have a poir of geod
pistals hat have already dane executian, and ore ready $o do it again.

r——— _ . 2.18.73
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cantinued ~ |

At this, a pock~marked men caming
up, the well-armed gentlemean spurs
into his bay mare, and leaves

Raderick.
ROAD TO DUBLIN - NO. 3 - DAY -

Raderick {a.s.): A ljrle later an, as I rade towards Kileullen, 1 sew q
crowd af the pecsant peopie assembled raund o ane-harse cheir, and my
friend in green, as | thaught, making aff half-g~mile up the hill.

A foatmen howls, "Stop thief" at the
top af his vaice; but the cauniry
fellows anly laugh ot his distress, and
make all sorts af jakes at the adventure
which had just befalien.

Cauntry Fellaw 1: Sure, you might have kept him off with your blunderbush?

Couniry Fallaw 2: O the coward. fo let the Captain bate you, and he
anly ane eye!

Cauniry Feilaw 3: The next time my lady travels, she'd better lave you at
hame!

Roderick: What is this naise, fellaws?

Rederick rides up emongst them, and
seeing the lady in the cerriage, very
pale and frightened, gives o slash of
his whip, and bids the red-shanked
ruffians keep off,

Pulling off his hat, and kringing his
mare up in a prance to the chair-
window:

Rederick: What hos heppened, madem, to annay your ladyship ?

Mrs, Q'Reilly: Oh, | am grateful to you, sic. 1 om the wife af Ceptain
Reilly hastening ta jain him at Dublin. My chair wos stopped by o
highwayman; this great aaf of o servant-men fell down an his knees, armed
es he wos, and thaugh there were thirty pecale in the next field, working,
when the ruffian attacked, nat ane of them would kelp but, on the contrary,
wished him *good luck’, :

Country Fellaw 1: Sure, he's the iriend af the poor, and good luck to him.
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continued ~ 1

Country Fellow 2: Was it any business of ours?

Roderick {shouting): Be off to your wark, you pock of rascols, or you will
have a gaad taste of my thong. (To Mrs. O'Reilly} Have you lost much?

Mrs. O'Reilly: Everything ~ my purse, cantaining upwards of o hundred
guineas, my jewels, my snufi-~baxes, watches. And all becouse this
blundering coward fell to his knees ...

Footmen: Be fair, mo'em, them wosn't so much. Didn't he return you the
thirteen pence in copper, and the watch, saying it wos only pinchbeck?

Mrs. O'Reilly: Don't be insolent, ar I'il report you to the Ceptain.

Footmen: Serry, ma’am.

He shuffles o few steps oway and
frowns in the direction thot the
Ceptoin has vonished.

Mrs. O'Reilly: Thot fool didn't know what wos the meening of o hundred~
pound bill, which was in the pocket-~book that the fellow tock from me.

Roderick: | om riding %o Dublin myself, and if your lodyship will ollow me

the honour of riding with you, | shall do my best to protect you frem further

mishop.

Mrs. O'Reilly: But | shouldn't like to put you o such trouble, Mister ....7

Roderick : O'Higgins .... Mehowk O'Higgins.
ROADSIDE INN ~ EXT ~ DAY

They stop at the inn,
Roderick {very gollantly): As you have heen robbed of your purse, may I
have permission to lend your ladyship o couple of pieces fo pay any expenses
which you might incwr be&:re reoching your home?

Mes. O'Reilly {(smiling): That‘s very kind of you, Mr. O'Higgins.

He gives her two gold pieces.
INN ~ INT -~ DAY

Roderick and Mrs. O Reilly finishing
theic meal. ‘
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We will heor diclogue undernecth
Rederick's voice aver.

Roderick {o.s.): How different wes her lively rattle to the vulgar wenches
ot Kilwongan cssemblies. In every sentence, she menticned o lord or o
person of quolity. To the lady's questions cbaut my birth ond perentage, |
replied that | wes o young gentleman of icrge fortune, thot | wes going to
Dublin for my studies, ond that my mother allowed me five hundred per
cnnum.

Mrs. O'Reilly: You must be very cautious with regard to the compeny you
should meet in Dublin, where roagues and adventurers of oll couniries acbound.
1 hope you will do me the honour of oceepting lodgings in my own house,
where Captoin O'Reilly will welcome with delight, my gollant young
preserves.,

Paying the bill.

Roderick {0.5.): Perhaps had | been o little clder in the werld's experience,
| should have begun to see thot Mademe O 'Reilly waes not the person of
fashion she pretended to be; but, as it wes, | tock oll her stories for truth,
and, when the landlerd brought the bill for dinner, poid it with the cir of o
lord. Indeed, she made no maotion to produce the two pieces | hod lent her.

DUBLIN ~ STREET - NICHT
They ride by.

Roderick {(o.s. }: And so we rode on slowly towerds Dublin, into which city
we mode our enfrance of nightfell. The rottle ond splendour of the maches,
the flare of the linkkoys, the number end mognificence of the houses, siruck
me with the grectest wander; though | wes coreful to disguise this feeling.

OREILLY HOUSE - DUBLIN ~ EXT - NIGHT

Roderick (0.5.): We stopped ot length ot o house of rather meon cppecrance,
and were let into o passoge which hod o great smell of supper ond punch.

O'REILLY HOUSE ~ DINING ROOM -~ NIGHT

Captoin O 'Reilly, « stout red-foced
man, without o periwig, and ina
rather tottered nightgovm and cap.
Roderick end Mrs. O 'Reilly.

Cantain O'Reilly: Me. O'Higgins, | cannot sc:y how grc:teful | am for your
timely assistance fo my wife.
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Roderick: | am only sorvy that | was unable to prevent the villgin from
carying off all her ladysh ip's money and pearis.

Ceptein OReilly: Me. O'Higgins, we are in your debt, ond rest assured,
sir, you have friends in this house whenever you cre in Dublin. |
O Reilly pours o glass.

Mister O'Higgins, | wonder if | know your good father?

Roderick: Which OHiggins do you know? For | have never heord your
neme mentioned in my family,

Captain OReilly: Oh, | om thinking of the O'Higgins of Redmendstown,
Generel O'Higgins wes o close friend of my wife's deer fether, Calonel
Grenby Somerses. :

Roderick : Ah - | see. Ne, I'm cfreid mine cre the O'Higgins of Watertown.

Captoin O'Reilly: | have heard of them.

There are relics of some mutton-~chops
end enions on o crocked dish before
them,

Coptoin O'Reilly: My love, | wish | hed known of your ceming, for Boh
Meriaty and I just finished the most delicious venison pasty, which His Groce
the Lard Lieutenant, sent us, with  flash of sillery from his own celler.

You know the wine, my dear? But as bygones are bygones, and no helg for
them, what say ye 1o o fine lobster ond o bottle of as good claret as eny in
Irelend? Betty, clear these things from the toble, and moke the mistress

ond our young friend welcome to our home.

Ceptain O'Reilly searches his peckets
for some money to give to Betty.

Captain O"Reilly: I'm sorry, Me. O'Higgins, but | don't seem to have eny
smell change. May | borrow a fen-penny piece to give o the girl?

Mrs. O'Reilly: | have some meney, my deer. Here, Betty, go to the
fishmonger ond bring hack our supper, and mind you get the right change.

She takes out one of the golden
guineas Roderick gave o her.

DINING ROOM - LATER

They are eating. -
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Rederick (0.5.): Our SUpper was secsoned, if not by ony greor elegence, of
least by o plentiful siore of anecdotes, corceming the highest personoces

of the city, with whom, accarding to himself, the captain lived on rex;ns

of the utmost intimocy. Nat 1o be behindhand with him, | spoke of my

own estotes ond Froperty as if | wes s rich as o duke,

Live diclogue under the 0.5.
OREILLY HOUSE - BEDROOM - NIGHT
The couple wishing Rederick goednight .,

Rederick (0.5.):  Had | been en English lad, the eppeerance of the chember
| accupied might, indeed, have croused instently my suspician and distrust .
But we cre not particuler in kelond on the score of neatness, hence the
disorder of my bed-chamber did nos sirike me so much,

Broken door.
Roderick (0.5.): Woes there o lock to the doer, or o hosp to fasten it 10?
Dress lying aver bed.

Rederick (o.5.): though my ceunterpane wes evidently o greased hrocade
dress of Mrs. OReilly.

Crocked mirror.

Roderick (0.5.): end my crocked toilet~glass not much bigger then a holf-crown,
yet | was used to these sort of ways in Irish houses, and still thought myself
to be in thot of o men of foshion,

Drawers ~ full of junk.

Roderick (0.5.):  There wes no lock to the drawers, which, when they did
epen, were full of my hostess's rouge-pots, shoes, stoys, ond rags.

BEDROOM - O'REILLY HOUSE - NIGHT
- In the middle of the night,
Mrs. O'Reilly comes to Roderick's
room on o flimsy pretext, ond in
the course of events, he has his
firs® women.

oy
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Roderick, Captoin and Mrs. O'Reitly

Coptoin OReilly: | needn't ask whether you hod a comfartobje bed,
Young Fred Pimpleton (Lord Pimpletan's second son) slept in it for seven
menths, during which he did me the honour 1o stay with me, and if he
was satisfied, | don't know who else wouldn't be. -

PROMENADE - PHOENIX PARK

Roderick, Captoin ond Mrs. O'Reilly,
their friends. Various cuts,

Roderick (0.s.): After breckfast, we drove sut to Phoenix Park, where
aumbers of the young geniry were known %o Mrs. O'Reilly, to oll of whem
she presented me in such a complimentary way thot, before half an hour, -
| had got to be considered as © gentleman of great expectations ond Icrge

property.
O'REILLY HQUSE - INT ~ NIGHT

Roderick (a.s.): | hod little nation then that | hod got emongst o set of
imposters ~ thot Captain OReilly vses only an adventurer, and his lady

© person of no credit. The foct Was, ayoung mon couid hardly have follen
into worse honds than those in which | now found myzelf.

An evening of gambl ing.

Roderick (0.5.): Their friends were always welceme on payment of o certoin
moderate sum for their dinner ofter which, you may be sure, thet cards

were nof wanting, and that the company who played did not play for love
merely.

Yerious cuts of the charonters presens,

Roderick (o.5.): Whet could hapgen 1o o man but misfortune from assaciating
with such company? (| have not mentioned the lodies of the society, who
were, perhas, no better then the moles), and in o very, very short time |
became their prey.

Roderick loses two hundred guineas to
Captoin O'Reilly in o single hand.

We see Ceploin OReilly chect, bus
Roderick daes not.

He pays him the 18 goid guineas,
remaining from the sum his mother gave
him,

2.78.73
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continued -~ 1

Roderick: | sholl have to write out o note for the rest of it, Captoin
O'Reilly.

STREET ~ OUTSIDE O'REILLY HOUSE ~ DAWN

Roderick exits to the street. The
sound of the gambling can still ke
hecrd in the street. He is soon
jeined by Counciller Mulligan.

Cauncillor Mulligon: Master Roderick, you appear o young fellow of
birth end fortune; let me whisper in your ear thot you have fallen into
very bad hands ~ it's a reguler gang of swindlers; ond a gentlemaon of your
rank and guelity should never be seen in such compeny. The copfain has
been o gentleman's gentlemon, or’ his lady of ne higher rank. Go home,
pack your volise, pay the little trifle you owe me, mount your more, and
ride back agoin o your parerts - it's the very bes! thing you can do.

Roderick does not reply, ond wolks
slowly away from him down the
street.

O'RELLY HOUSE -~ RODERICK?'S BEDROOM ~ EARLY MORNING
Roderick enters.

Roderick {0.s.): Intc a pretty nest of villains, indesd, was | plunged!
When | returned to my bed~chamber, o few hours later, it seemed as if oll
my misfortunes were to breck on me af once.

Valise open, wardrobe lying on the
ground, ond Roderick's keys in the
possession of O 'Reilly and his wife.

Coptoin OReilly: Whom have | been herbouring in my house? Who cre
you, sirrah? .

Roderick: Sierch! Sirroh, | em as good a gentleman as any in Ireland'.

Caoptoin O'Reilly: You're en imposter, young man, o schemer, o deceiver!

Roderick: Repeot the words ogain, and | run you through the bady.

Captoin OReilly: Tut, tutt | cen play ot fencing as well as you, Mr.
Roderick James. Ah! you chenge colour, do you? Your secret is known,

is it? You come like a viger into the bosem of innacent families; you )
represent yourself os the heir to my friends the O'Higgins of Castle O'Higgins;

2.18.73



45

continued ~ |

Captain O'Reilly (cantinued);

| inthraduez you i the nabi ity and genthry of this methropalis (the
captain's brague was lerge, and his words, by preference, long); |

take you to my tradesmen, who give you credit. | accept your nate for
neer two hundred paunds, ond what da | find? A fraud (halding up the
nome, Roderick Jemes, printed an the linen). Nat Master O'Higgins of
Watertown, but Raderick Jomes af the devil anly knaws where ...

Ceptain O Reilly gathers vp the linen
clathes, silver wilette crticles, and
the rest of Raderick's geer,

Raderick: Herk ye, Mr. O'Reilly, I will tell you why | was abliged to

alter my name, whichis Jemes and the best name in ireland. | changed it,
si*, because, on the day befare | came to Dublin, lkilled a man in

deadly combat ~ an Englishman, sir, and o Ceptain in His Meaj esty's service;
and if you affer to let ar hinder me in the slightest way, the some arm which

, desttoyed him is ready ta punish you,

So saying, Rederick draws his sword Jike
lightening, and giving o "ha,hat® and

a stamp with his foat, lunges it within

an inch af O'Reilly's hear?, wha starts

back and turns deadly pale, whiie his wite,
with o screem, flings hersalf between them,

Mrs. O'Reilly: Decrest Roderick ~ be pacified. OReilly, you dan’t want
the poer child's blaad. Let him escape ~ in Heaven's name, let him go.

Captoin O Reilly {sulkily): He may go hang for me, and he'd hetter be off
quickly, for I shall go o the magisirate if | see him ogain.

O Reilly exits. His wife sits down an the
bed and begins to cry. ,

DUBLIN STREET -~ DAY

Roderick riding down street, with his
valise.

Roderick (a.5.): Where wos now @ hame far the descendant af the Jomes'?
I wes expelled from Dublin by a persecutian accosianed, | must cenfess,
by my awn imarudence. | hod no time to wait and chaase. Na place of

refuge ta fly ta,

2.13.73
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ALE HOUSE -~ INT - DAY

Roderick {a.s.): There was a scare of recruiting perties in the town
beating up for men to jein aur gallant ermies in America and Germany .

Raderick approaches o Captain and
a sergeant, wha quickly make him
welcome.

Roderick: 1 will tell you trankly, sir. | em o young gentleman in difficulties;
| have killed an officer in o duel, and | am anxiaus ta get aut of the couniry.

Roderick {0.s.): But | needn't have troubled myself with any explanatians;
King George wos in toa much went of men to heed from whence they came -
end o fellow of my inches was always welcome. Indeed, | could not have
chasen my time better. A transport was lying ot Dunlecry, waiting for o
wind.

BRITISH WARSHIP AT SEA -~ DAY
SHIP'S MESS ~ INT ~ DAY
. Action as per a.s.

Roderick {o0.s.): | never had o taste for any thing but genteel compeny,

and hate all daseriptions of low life. Hence my cccount of the seciety in
which | at present found myself mut of necessity be short. The reminiscences
of the horrid black-hale of a place in which we soldiers were canfined, of
the wretched creatures with whom | wos now forced to keep company, of

the ploughmen, poachers, pickpockets, wha had taken refuge from poverty,
or the law, s, in truth, | had dene myself, is encugh to make me ashemed
even now.

Raderick sits very disconsalately aver

a platter of rencid bocen and mouldy

biscuit, which is served to him ot

mess. When it comes to his turn to be ,

helped to drink, he is served, like the

rest, with a dirty tin naggin, cantaining

somewhat mare then helf a pint of rum -
and water. ‘The beaker is sa greasy and’

filthy that he cannot help turning round

to the messman and saying:

Roderick: Fellow, get me o glass®

At which, all the wretches round him

. “burst into a roer of laughter, the very
loudest emeng them being Mr. Teole,
a red~haired monster of a man.

2.18.73
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continued - |

Mr. Toole: Get the gentleman a towel for his konds, and serve him
a basin of turtle~soup.,

Roars the monster who is sitting, or
rother squatting, on the deck opposite
him, and os he speaks, he suddenly
seizes Roderick's beaker of grog and
empties it in the midst of anather
burst of epplause.

Link~boy {(whispers): If you want to vex him, ox ‘im about his wife, the
washerwoman, who bates him.,

Roderick: Is it o towel of your wife's washing, Mr. Toole? [I'm told she
wiped your face often with one.

Link-boy: Ax ‘im why he wouldn't see her yesterday, when she ccme o
the ship,

Roderick (0.5.): And sa | put fo him some other foolich jokes about socp~
suds, hen~pecking, ond fiat~irons, which set the man inte a fury, ond
succeeded in roising o quarrel between us,

Rederick and Toole fight with cudgels.
Roderick gives him o thump across his
head which lays him lifeless an the
fleer,

Roderick {0.5.): This victary over the cock of the vile dunghill obtoined
Mme respect emong the wretches cmong whom | formed port,

OMATED
MILITARY DRILL FIELD -~ CUXHAVEN - DAY

Roderick {0.5.): Our passage wes very favourcble, and in two days we
lended ot Cuxhaven, and before | hod been o month in the Electorate, |
was tronsported into a toll ond greper young soldier, and, having a naturol
apiitude for militery exercise, wes soon as cccomplished ot the drill es the
oldest sergeant in the regiment.

Vearious cuts,

Rederick lecrning the soldierly crts,
musket drill, manuol of arms,
bayonet, marching.

N S e,
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MILITARY COURTYARD - CUXHAVEN - DAY

The Cuxhaven froops ore drawn up
2 receive a newr regiment,
arived from England.

Roderick sees, marching at the head
of his campany, his old friend,
Captein Grogan, who gives him a
wink.

Roderick (0.5.): Six weeks ofter we arrived in Cuxhaven, we were
reinforced by Goles regiment of foot from England, and I promise you the
sight of Grogan's face was most welcome to me, for it assured me that o
friend wos near me.

GROGAN'S QUARTERS - INT - PAY

Rederick and Grogan,

Roderick {o0.s.): Grogaen grve me a wink of recognition, but offered no

public token af ocquointance and it was not until ftwo days ofterweards that
he colied me into his quorters, and then, shcking honds with me cordiolly,
gave me news which | much wanted, of my femily.

Grogan: | hod news of you in Dublin, Foith, you've hegun ecrly, like your
father's son, but | think you could not do better than os you have done. But
why did you not write home to your poor mather? She has sent holf-a~dozen
letters to you in Dubiin.

Roderick: | suppose she addressed them to me in my real name, by which |
never thought to ask for them at the post office.

Grogan: We must write to her taday, and you can teil her thot you e safe

and married to '"Brown Bess!.

Roderick sighs when Grogan says the ,
word 'married’, on which Grogon

says with o laugh: ,

Grogan: | see you are thinking of a certain young lady ot Duganstown.

——— e,

Rederick: Is Miss Dugen weil?

Grogan: There's.only six Miss Pugens now .... pear Rearothy,

|

Roderick: Good heavens! Whatever? Has she died of grief?

Grogan:  She took on so of your going away that she was obiliged to console
herseif with a hussand. She is now Mrs, John Best,

2 187
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continued ~ |
Roderick: Mrs John Best! Wes there anather Mr. dohn Best 292

Grogen: No, ihe VEry some one, my boy. He recovered from his wound,

The ball you hi? him wi th was not likely o hurt him. It was only made of tow,
Do you think the Dugans wauld let you kill fifteen hundred a~yecr out of the
femily? The plen of the dyel was all arrenged in order to get you out of the
way, for the cowerdly Englishman could never be brought to marry from fear
of you. But hit him you ceriainly did, Roderick, ond with o fine thick
plugget of tow, and the fellow wes so frightened that he was on haur in
ceming to. We rold your mother the story afterweords, end o pretty scene

she mode.

Roderick: The coward!

Grogen: He has poid off your uncle's merigoge. He gave Derothy o ceach-
and-six. That coward of o fellow hes been the moking of your uncle's
family. Foith, the business was well dene . Your cousins, Michoel ond
Harry, never let him out of their sight, though he was for deserting to
England, until the merriage wes completed, ond the happy couple off on
their road o Dublin. Are you in want of cash, my boy? You may draw upon
me, for | got a couple of hundred out of Master Best for my shcre and, while
they last, you shell never wont.

VARIOUS LOCATIONS - BRITISH ARMY ON THE MARCIH -~ DAY & DUSK
Roderick on the merch.

Roderick {0.s.): Our regiment, which wos quartered choyt Stade ond Luneberg,
speedily hod got orders to march seuthwords towerds the Rhine, where we
would fight the fomous batte of Minden.

backs written chout it o cmazingly hard 1o understand, thot lhave seldom
been much wiser ot the end of o chopter thon at the beginning, and so sholl
not trouble you with any personal disquisitions cancerning the motter.

Various cuts feoturing Roderick;
merching, cooking of cpen fires,
gombling, resting in o farm yerd,
officers riding by; shivering in his
Biankets, etc. :

2.18.73



BAHILEFIELD OF MINDEN - BATTLE FRAGMENT - DAY
Raderick cnd his compeny .

Roderick (0.5.): Were these memoirs not cherocterized By fruth, | might
eosily moke myself the hero of some strange ond papuler adventures,

MINDEN - BATTLE FRAGMENTS - DAY

Officers ride By in smoke. Troops
marching to the ottock.

Roderick (0.5.): But | saw no one 6? the higher ranks that day then my colonel
and a couple of arderly afficers riding by in the smoke N0 one on our

side, thot js, A pRor corporol is not generally invited into the comf;?ny of
cemmonders ond the greos,

Roderick odvencing,

Roderick {0.5.): But, in revenge, |saw, | promijse You, some very goad
company on the French part, for their regiments of Lorraine and Royai
Cravate were chorging us q] day; ond in that sort of melee high ond low cre
prefty equolly received.

f hote bragging, byt | connot help saying thet | mode @ very close acquointence
with the colonel of the Cravotes, '

Rederick firing his musket . He
bayonets o French colonel, cmidss
uls and curses,

Roderick (0.5.): And finished off poer litle ensign, so young, slender,
end smoll, that o biow fram my pigtoil would have despotched him.

Roderick kills o French ensign with o

blow from the by of his muskes, ,
Roderick {0.5.): ...... and in the poor ensign's pocket found o ourse of
fourtean louis d'er, ond a silver box of sugar-plums, of which the former
present was very ogreeohle to me,

Taking money and the box of suger~piums
the ensign,

Roderick (0.5.): ¢ people would tell their stories of battles in this simple way,
! think the couse of fruth would not suffer by it. All | know of this fomous

fight of Minden {except from books) is told here chove,

2 10

(3 o T T S,

Wneens . .




56

continued - ]

Captoin Grogan is shot, cries out,
and folls,

A brother captoin turns to Lieutenant
Lokenham.

Ceptain: Grogan's down; Lakenham, there's your compony.
Roderick {0.s.}: That was oll the epitaph my brove patron got.
Rederick kneels ahove Grogan.

Grogon: | should have left you o hundred guineas, Roderick, but for o
cursed cun of ill-luck last night at fero.

He gives Rederick a foint squeeze of
the hand; and, os the werd is given
to advance, Roderick leaves him.

Roderick {o.s.}: When we ceme bock to our old ground, which we presently
did, he was lying there still, but he was dead. Seme of our people had
already torn off his epaulets, ond, no doubt, had rifled his purse.

VARIOUS ROUGH RURAL LOCATIONS - EXT

Short cuts to voice aver.
Rederick ond British troops rape,
pilloge end burn.

Roderick {o.s.}: After the death of my protector, Captoin Grogan, | am

forced to confess that | fell into the very worst af courses and company. In
o fareign country, with the enemy before us, and the peagle continually
under coniribution fram one side aor the other, numberless irregulcarities were
permitted to the froops.

It is well for gentlemen ta tolk of the oge of chivolry; but remember the
stoving brutes whom they leod ~ men nursed in poverty, entirely ignorant,
made to toke pride in deeds of blood ~ men who can have no emusement but
in drunkenness, debauch, and plunder. It is with these shocking instruments
that your great wariors and kmgs have been deoing their murderous werk in
the werld.

BATTLEFELD ~ WARBURG -~ BATTLE FRAGMENT

Roderick (0.5.}: The year in which George Il died, our regiment hod the
honour fo be present ot the Battle of Warburg, where Prince Ferdinand once
more comoletely defeated the Frenchmen.
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continued - 1

Lieutenant Lakenhem is shat,
falls, and cries far help.

Raderick (a.s.): During the actian, my lieutenant, Mr. Lakenhem, of
Lekenham, was struck by @ musket-boll in the side. He had shown no want
of courage in this ar any ather aceasion where he hed been called upean ta
act against the French; but this was his first wound, and the young
gentleman was exceedingly frightened by it.

Lekenhom: Here, you, Raderick Jomes. 1 will poy you five guinecs if you
will carry me inta the town which is hard by thase woads.

Raderick and anather man tcke him up
in a clack, and e~y him tawerds the
nearby town af Warburg.

A FARMHOUSE - GERMAN STREET ~ WARBURG - DAY

in arder to get inta the hause, Raderick
and the ather man are abliged ta fire
into the lacks with their pieces, which
summans brings the inhabitants af the
house ta the deoor; a very pretty and
black~eyed, young woman, and her aid,
half-blind father.

They ere af first unwilling to accommadate
the guest, but Mr, Lokenhem, specking to
them in German, and tcking a cauple of
guineas aut of a very full purse, saeedily
convinces the people that they have anly
to deal with a person of hanaur.

WARBURG FARMHOUSE ~ BEDROOM - DAY

They carry Lieutenant Lakenhem to bed
and receive their five guineacs,

Raderick (a.s.): We put the patient to bed, ond he paid me the stipulated
reward. A young surgean (wha desired nothing better than to take himsel
out af the fire af the musketry}, come presently to dress the waund.

in his German jergen, Raderick poys some
deserved compliments ta the black-eyed
becuty of Werburg, thinking, with no small
envy, how comfariabie it would be to be
billeted there.
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STREET -~ WARBURG -~ QUTSIDE THE FARMHOUSE ~ DAY

He sterts back to the regiment, with

his comrade, when the man interrupts
his reverie by suggesting they divide
the five guinees.

Privote: 1 should get half.

Roderick: Yaur share is one guinec.

Roderick gives him one guinea.
Privote: He gave us five guireas, and | blaady well expect holf.
Roderick: Go to the devil.

The private, lifting his musket, hits
Roderick a blow with the buti-end of if,
which sends him stunned o the graund,
alloewing his comrade to toke the other
four guineas frem his pocket.

Recovering his senses, Roderick,
bleeding, with o large wound in the
heod, has barely time to stagger bock
lo the house where be hed just left the
lieutencnt, when he falls fainting ot the
door, fust as the surgean exits.

WARBURG FARMHOQUSE -~ BEDROOM -~ DAY

Rederick is carried by the surgeon
emd the block~eyed girl, into another
ked in the room where the Lieutenont
has keen laid. )

Lokenham (languidly ~ in poin): Whe are you putting into that bed?
Lischen: We have the Corporel, weunded, to you bringing.

Lekenham: A corpoml?- Turn him out, Schicken sie Herrn Koperel weg!

WARBURG FARMHOUSE ~ BEDROOM -~ NIGHT AND DAY

Lischen brings Roderick a refreshing drink;
_end, as he takes it, he presses the kind

hand thot gave it to him; nor does this

tokenr of his grotitude seem unwelcome.



centinued - 1}

Roderick (o.5.): | found Lischen the tenderest of nurses. Whenever

eny delicocy was to be provided for the wounded lieutenant, o shore wos
always sent o the bed opposite his, ond io the overicious men's no smell
enneyance.

Lischen serving food.

Verious cuts, representing different
days.

Lokenhom behaving as rottenly cs
Roderick describes:

Roderick (o.s.): Nor was 1 the only person in the house to whom the worthy
gentlemen wes uncivil. He ordered the foir Lischen hither and thither, made
impertinent love to her, cbused her soups, quarrelled with her omelettes,
and grudged the money which was loid out for his mointenonce, so that our
hostess detested him as much as, | think, without vonity, as she regerded me.

Rederick meoking love to Lischen
while Lieutenant Lakenham sulks
in the next bed.

Roderick (o.s.): For if fruth must be told, | had made very deep leve to her
during my stay under her roof, as is always my way with women, of whatever
oge or degree of beauty. Da not think me very cruel and heartless, ladies;
this heort of Lischen's was like many o fown, which hod been stormed and
oceupied several times before | ceme to invest it. .

Roderick sitting up in bed. Lischen
has just served him his supper.

Enier o British officer, an cide vho

caries o note~bock, and o surgeon.

in o krief scene to be written, we leem

thot o sudden mavement on the port of

the French requires the British crmy to

follow them. The town is % be evocuated,
except for some Prussion line~of~communicotion
froops, whose surgeons ore to visit the wounded
in the ploce; ond, when they e well, they
ere io be drofted o their regiments,

Roderick (0.5.): 1 begon to reflect how pleasont my querters were to me,
and that | was much better here then crowling under an odious tent with o
porcel of tipsy soldiers, or going the night-rounds, or rising long befare
daybreck for driil. | determined thot 1 never would jein mine ogoin.

2 18.73



VEW QUT OF WARBURG FARMHOUSE WINDOW - EXT - DAY

Roderick stands by the window,
watching English troops and wogens
leaving the town.

WARBURG FARMHOUSE - BELROOM - DAY

Roderick wolks inte Lokenhaom's roem
attired in his full regimentals, and
with his hat cocked over his left eye.

Roderick: I'm promoted Lieutenant. I've come to take my leave of you.
| intend to have your papers and purse.

Lokenhem: Yau gweot scoundwel’ You mutinous dog’. What do you meen
by dwessing yourself in my wegimentols? As sure as my neme's Lokenhem,
when we get back to the wegiment,; 1'll have your soul cut out of your body.

With this, Roderick puts his hand under
his pillow, ot which Lokenhom gives e
screcm thot might have called the whole
garrison about his eors,

Roderick (threatens him with a knife at his thraotk Hark ye, sirl No more
noise, oF you are a deod man.

Roderick, taking his handkerchief, binds
it tight round his mouth, and, pulling
forword the sleeves of his shirt, ties them
in o knot together, and so leaves him,
removing the papers ond the purse, and
wishing him politely a good day.

WARBURG FARMHOUSE - STREET ~ DAY

Lischen, woiting outside the house, with ,
o soddled herse, throws her orms around
him, and mokes the tenderest odieu.

Roderick mounts his newly-purchased

enimol,, waves his hot gollontly, ond,
prances away down the sireet.

2.18.73
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ROAD - DAY

Roderick happity riding clong o
wooded country reed, rounds a blind
bend ond sees suddenly before him,
cbout two hundred yords away, ©
company of Prussien infontry resting
olong the sides of the road, together
with o dozen mounted drogoens.

A guick ealculation tells him thet it

is better to proceed then o turn bock,
and he rides inlo their midst, approoching
a group of officers.

He presents himself as Lieutenant Lekenhem
and asks for directions to jein his regiment,
He is told that he is riding in the wrong
direction, and is shown a map.

During this explenction, Captoin
Galgenstein approaches with en open,
smiling countenance, introduces himself,
and says he, too, is bound fer the scme
gloce, and osks if Roderick will henour
him with his compeny.

Te aveid suspicion, Rederick readily
occepts the offer, and the two men mount
up, and ride off together.

ROAD ~ GERMANY -~ DAY .

Roderick and Galgenstein riding
together.

Diclegue under voice-over.

Roderick {0.5.): My compenion treated me with great civility, and asked
me o thousend questians chout England, which | onswered as best | might.
But this best, | am bound to say, was bad encugh. | knew nothing about
England, and | invented o thousand stories which | teld him; deseribed
the king ond the ministers to him, said the British embessadar in Berlin was
my uncle, ond promised my ecquaintance o letter of recommendation to
him. '

Cantain Golgenstein: Whet is your uncle's name?

1.18.73
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continved ~ |
Raderick (slowly): O*Crody.

Coptain Galgenstein (with a laugh): Oh, yes, of course, Amkassader
Q'Gredy ....

DESOLATE GERMAN ROAD ~ DAY

Roderick and Coptoin Galgenstein.
Their horses' heeds tagether, jogging
on.

They pass a party of recruits under the
amed guard of o red-caated Haneverian
sergeant.

He exchanges signs of recognition with
Ceaptoin Golgensiein.

Galgenstein: It huris my feelings to be obliged to commune with such
wreiches, but the stern necessities of wer demond men continually, and
hence these recruiters wham you see market in humen flesh. They get
five~and~twenty thaler a men from our government for every man they bring
in. For fine men ~ for men like you (he adds leughing),tfey would go os
high os hundred,

DESOLATE GERMAN INN ~ EXT ~ LATE AFTERNOON

Roderick and Captoin Galgenstein
approoch o very lonely-leoking place.

Captoin Golgenstein: This is a very good inn. Shall we step for dinner?

Roderick: This may be a very good inn for Germeny, but it would not pass
in old Irelond. Corboch is only o league off, et us push on for Corbach.

Ceptain Galgenstein: Do you want to see the loveliest woman in Europe?

Roderick smiles.

Ceptain Galgenstein: Aht you sly rogue, | see thot will influence you,

Rodarick: The place seems more a farm then on inn-~yard.

Coptoin Gelgenstein:  The people are great farmers, os well os inn~keepers.

." They enter by o great gate into a court,
walled round, ond at one end of which
is the building, o dingy ruinous place.



&%a GERMAN INN COURTYARD - LATE AFTERNOON

A couple of covered wagans are in the
caurtyard; their harses are [ittered
under a shed haord by.

Launging cbhaut the piace cre some men,
and a pair af sergeants in the Prussien
unifarm, wha bath touch their hats to
the coptain.

The inn hes something fareboding abaut
it, and the men shut the great yord-gates
as seon as they enter.

Captain Galgenstein {explaining the gates}: Parties af French hersemen
are chauwt the cauntry, ond one cennat take taa many precautians
against such villains.

The two sergeants take charge of the
horses; the coptain arders ane af them to
take Raderick’s valise ta his bed~room.

Raderick promises the sergeant a glass af
schnapps far his pains.

They enier into supper..

70 GERMAN INN -~ INT -~ LATE AFTERNOON

A djsh af fried eqgs and bacan is

erdered from a hideaus ald wench that
comes $o serve them, in place af the lavely
ereature which had been expected; and
the captain, laughing, says:

Ceptain Galgenstein: Well, our meal is a frugel ane, but a soldier hes
many o time a worse.

- Taking aff his hat, swerd-belt, ¢nd glaves,
with great ceremany, Galgenstein sits down fo eat.
Rederick puts his weopon securely on the
old chest af drawers where the captain's is
{aid.

The hideaus ald woman brings in a pat of
_ very sour wine, at which, and at her ugliness,

Roderick feels a cansiderakle iil-humaur.

Rederick {when she leaves): Where's the beauty you promised me?
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Captain Golgenstein: {laughing ond locking hard at Roderick) It was

my joke. | wos tired, ond did not care to go farther. There's no prettier
woman here than that. If she won't suit your fancy, my friend, then you
mus? wait awhile.

This increases Roderick's ill~humeour.
Roderick (sternly):  Upon my werd, sir, | think you have octed very coolly.

Coptain Galgenstein: | have octed os | think fit.

Rederick: Sir, I'm a British afficer.

Coptain Galgenstein: It's o lie! You're o deserter! You're on imposter,
sir; Yaur lies ond folly hove confirmed ihis to me. You pretend to carry
despatches 10 a general who has been deod these ten months; you have on
uncle wha is an ombassadar ond whose nome you don't know. Will you jein
and toke the bounty, sir, or will you be given up?

Roderick: Neither!

Springing at him like o tiger.

But, agile as he is, Galgensiein i3
equally on his guerd. He takes two
pistols out of his pocket, fires one off,
ond says, from the other end of the
table where he stands dodging Roderick,
as it were:

Captoin Golgenstein: Advance a step, and | send this bullet into your
broins.

The door is flung open, and the fwo
sergeconts enter, crmed with musket and ’
bayenet to oid their captain.

The gome is up. Rederick flings down
o knife with which he had armed himself,
for the old hag, on bringing in the wine,
hed remaved his sword.,

Roderick: | volunseer.

71 A ROAD - DAY

Prussian troops on the merch. Roderick
is now one of them.

Captoin Golgenstein rides by.
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continued ~ |

Roderick (2.5.): At the close of the Seven Years' Wer, the Prussion
amy, sa renowned {or its disciplined velour, wes officered end
under~officered by native Prussians, it is true, but was composed far
the most part of men hired or stolen, like myself, from clmost every
nation in Europe. The deserting to and fro was prodigious.

A FIELD - DAY

Prussion punishmen? gauntlet.

Roderick (0.5.): The life the private soldier led was o frightful one to
eny but the men of iron couroge and endurance. The punishment was
incessont.

OMITTED
VARIOUS RURAL LOCATIONS

Roderick (0.5.): | wos not near s0 unhoppy, in spite of oll, as | hod been
on my first enlisting in Ireland. At least, there will be no one of my
cequointance who will witness my sneme, ond thot is the point which | have
olways cared for most,

Rape
Pillage
Burn.

Brief themotic repeat of British army
version,

Roderick (0.s.): [ recsoned with myself thus: - "Now you cre cought,
there is no use in repining: moke the best of your situation, and get oll the
plecsure you can out of it. There are o thousand opportunities of glunder,
etc., offered to the soldier in wer time, out ef which he can get both
pleasure and profit; moke use of these, and be happy." ,

BATTLEFIELD -~ FRAGMENT

Prussions ogoinst Austricns {or French,
or Sexons.)

Roderick fighting.

Roderick (0.5.): | do not intend to meke o histery of bottles in the Prussion
any more thon in the English service. |did my duty in them as well es
aenother, and there was not o braver, cleverer, hendsomer, and, | must own,
wickeder soldier in the Prussion army.
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BATTLEFIELD - ACTION

Roderick {0.5.): |hod formed myself to the condition of the proper
fighting beast; on o day of actian, | was savoge ond happy.

Roderick saves Captain Galgenstein's
life.

FIEELD -~ DAY
Roderick is decaroted by Colonel Bulow
for his heroism in saving Captain

Golgenstein.

General Bulow {giving him two Frederic d'or in frent of the regiment):

You cre a gallant soldier, ond have evidently come of good stock; but
you are idle, dissolute, and unprincipled; you have done a deal of horm
to the men; and, for oll your tolents and bravery, | am sure you will come
fo no good.

Roderick: | hope Colonel Bulow is mistaken regarding my cherocter. | have
follen into bad company, it is true; but | have only done as other soldiers
have done; and, abave all, | have never had o kind friend and protector
befere, to whom | might shew thot | wos worthy of better things. The
Colonel may say | em o ruined lad, and send me to the devil; but be sure
of this, | would go to the devil jo serve the regiment.

Captoin Galgenstein looks pleosed with
Roderick's performance.

BERLIN ~ 1763

Roderick {0.5.): Soon after the war ended, aur regiment was gerrisoned

in the copitol, the least dull, perhaps, of all the towns of Prussio; but
that does not say much for its gaiety.

ANTE-ROOM ~ CAPTAIN GALGENSTEIN'S OFFICE - DAY

Roderick enters and approaches the
Captoin's sergeent.

Roderick: Private Roderick James. First Honoverien Guerds. Captoin
Golgenstein sent for me.

Prussion Sergeont: You may wait,

Rederick: Thank you, sir.

Roderick stonds stiffly. We con make
out the sound of loud tolking bekind
the closed door,



continued - 1

Enter a private huffing ond
putfing.

Private: Sergeont, the wagen has arrived with the Coptain’s furniture, but
the driver says he Is nat suppased ta unlaad it. s it passible far you ta
talk ta him?

Exit the sergeont, muttering.
Roderick, now alene in the
office, walks claser ta the daar
so that he con hear what is
being said.

Minister Galgenstein: (a.s.}) Give him his discherge! Ban Dieu! Yau ae

a madel af prabity’. Yau'll never succeed to my place, my decr nephew, if
you are na wiser than you are just naw. Make the fellaw as useful fo you

as you please. Yau say he has a goad manner and a frank cauntenance,

that he can lie with assurance, ond fight, you say, on a pinch. The scoundrei
dues nat want for goad qualities. As lang as you have the regiment in
terrorem aver him, you can da as you like with him. Once let him loase,

and the led is likely to give you the slip. Keep an promising him; pramise

ta make him a general, if you like. What the deuce da | cere? There ore
spies enough ta be had in this town withaut him.

Raderick hec the iergeant returmning
and walks back to the doer.

Then the affice door apens, Captain
Gualgenstein laaks aut, sees Raderick,
smiles and says:

Captain Gualgenstein: Goad merning, Private Jemes. Please come in. |
shauld like you fo meet my uncle, Herr Minister af Palice Galgenstein.

Roderick: How da you do, sir? ’
The Minister nods.,

Roderick (0.5.): The coptain was the nephew ond heir of the Minister af
Police, Herr Galgenstein, a relatianship which, na daubt, aided in the
vounger gentleman's pramatian,

Ceptain Galgenstein: Yaur layelty to me and your service to the regiment
hes pleased me very well ~ and naw there is anather occasian an which you
may mcke yourself useful to us; if you succeed, depend an it, your reward
will be your discherge fram the army, ond a baunty af 100 guinecs.

Raderick: What is the service, sir?
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cantinued - 2

Contain Galgenstein:  There is lately come to Berlin a gentiemean in the
service of the Empress Queen, wha calls himself the Chevalier de Belle Fast,
and weers the red riband and stor of the pope's arder af the Saur. He is
made for gaed saciety, polished, abliging, a licertine, without prejudices,
fond of women, af good foad, of high play, prudent and discreet,

The Captain smiles at Raderick.

Captain Galgenstein: He spedks Italian and French indi‘?erently, but we
have some reasan ta fancy this Monsieur de Belle Fast is a native of your
country af freland, and that he has come here as a spy.

The Captain rises and hegins to
pace back and forth.

Captain Galgenstein: Naturally, your knowledge of English makes you an
ideal chaice to go into his service. Of course, you will nat know a word of
English; and if the chevalier asks as ta the perticularity of your accent, say
you are Hungerian. The servant wha. came with him will be turned away
today, and the person to whom he has applied for a faithful fellaw will
recommend you.

Roderick nods.

Coptain Galgenstein:  Yau are a Hungerion; you served in the army, and
Yaft an account of weckness in the lains. He gembles a great deal, and
wins, Do you know the cards well?

Roderick: Only a very little, as saldiers do.

Captain Galgenstein: [ had thaught you mere expert. Yau must find out if

the Chevalier cheats. He sees the English and Austrian envoys continually,
and the young men af either ministry sup repeatedly at his hause., Find aut
what they talk of, for haw much each plays, especially if any of them play
en parole.

If you cre cble to, read his private leiters, thaugh about thase which go o
the post, you need not rouble yourself ~ we logk at them there, But never
see him write a note withaut finding aut to whom it goes, and by what
channel ar messenger. He sleeps with the keys of his despateh~bax with a
string craund his neck ~ twenty frederics, if you get an impressian of the
keys.

Minister: Does this assignment interest you?

- Raderick: Yes, Minister, | am interested in any work in whach | can be of

service to Captain Galgenstein.

The Minister studies Roderick, coldly.
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CHEVALIER DE BELLE FAST'S HOUSE - BERLIN ~ EXT - DAY

Roderick, now dressed in civilion
clothes, admires a beautiful corriage,
waiting at the daar. Then he

enters,

CHEVALIER DE BELLE FAST'S APARTMENT - INT - DAY
Chevalier: You are the young man vham M. de Seebach recommended?

Roderick: Yes, sir. HMere is my letter.

Rederick bows, and hends him a letter
from that gentleman, with which the
Captain had taken care ta provide him.

As the Chevalier recds the letter,
Raderick hes the leisure ta exomine

- him.
He is a man af sixty years af age,
dressed superbly, wecring rings,
dicmands and laces.
One af his eyes is clased with a black
patch, and he weers a little white and
red paint, and a pair of maustachics,
which fall aver his lip.

The Chevalier is seated at a table necr
the window ta read the letter,

Chevatier: Yaur neme is Lazla Zilagyi?

Raderick: Yes, sir. -
Chevalier: Yau came highly recammended by Herr Seebach.
Raderick: Herr Seebach wos a very kind emplayer.

Chevalier: For whom else have you worked? |

Raderick: Na ane, sir. Before that | served in the army but hed to leave
due to weakness of the loins.

Chevalier: Wha else can give me informatian abaut you?

Roderick: Only the agency af servenis.

The Chevalier puts the letter down,
looks at Raderick far o few secands,
and then smiles.
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continued ~ }

Chevalier: Yau will do. | will give yeu 30 ...... a doy. |do nat previde
yeur clothing; you will sleep at hame, ond you will be ot my arders every
morning at seven o'clock.

He neatices Raderick tegin to tremble
end lack peculier.

Chevalier: Is there something wreng?

He goes wp tc Raderick,

Raderick {0.s.): It was very imgorudent af me; but when | saw the splendaour
of his appecrance, the nobleness of his manner, 1 felt it impassible to keep
disguise with him. You, wha have never been aut of your country know little
what it is to hecr o friendly voice in captivity; ond there's many o mon thaot
will understand the couse of the burst of feeling which was dchout ta toke
ploce.

The Chevalier takes Raderick by the
shaulder.

Roderick {as he spedks, bursting into tecrs): Sir, 1 hove o confessien ta mcke.
I em an Irishmen, ond my nome is Rederick Jomes. | wes obducted inta the
Prussion army two yecrs ogo, ond now | have been put into your service by
my Ceptain and his uncle, the Minister of Palice, 1@ serve as a watch upon
yawr actiens, of which | am ta give informotion to the some quortar, For

this adiaus service, | have been promised my discharge, and o hundred
guineas.

Sebbing, Raderick falls into his erms.

Chevolier: The rascals! They think o catch me, da they? Why, young man,

my chief conspiracy is a faro~bank. But the king is s@ jeoclaus, that he will

see o spy in every person who comes to his miserable capitol, in the great
sandy desert here.

BERLIN ~ PARK ~ DAY
Roderick end the Chevalier wolking.

Raderick {o.s.): . And | think he wos as much offected as | wos at thus finding
one af his kindred; for he, tea, wes en exile fram heme, end a friendly voice,
a lack, brought the ald couniry back to his memery ogein, and the old days

af his boyhaad. '

Chevalier: 1'd give five years of my life to see the old country ogein, the
greenfields, and the river, and the old round tower, and the burying ploce.
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BERLIN ~ STREET - DAY
Roderick and the Chevelier walking.

Chevalier: My lad, | have been in every service; and, befween ourselves,
owe maney in every capital in Europe. | have been a rolling stane. Play ~ play
has been my ruin! tha! ond becuty. The women have mede o facl of me,
my dear boy. | om o soft-hecrted ereature, ond this minute, at sixty-two,
have no mare command of myself then when Peggy O 'Dwyer made o facl of
me ot sixteen.

BERLIN ~ LAKE WANNSEE ~ DAY

Rederick and the Chevalier walking
along bank.

Chevolier: The cards are now my orly livelihoad. Sometimes | em in luck,
ond then | lay cut my money in these trinkets you see. li's progerty, lock you,
and the only way | have found of keeping a little about me. When the luck
goes ogoinst me, why, my dear, my diemands go o the pawnorokers ond |
wear paste. Do you understond the cards?

Roderick: | con play as seldiers do, but have ne greot skill.

Chevalier: We will proctise in the mornings, my boy, ond I'll put you ue
to a thing or fwo worth knowing.

CHEVALIER'S ROOMS ~ BERLIN ~ DAY

. Quick cuts ~ Rederick being taught
the profession of cords and the
dice-box.

GARDEN HOUSE ~ BERLIN - EXT ~ DAY

Roderick, Mirister Golgenstein,
and Captain Galgenstein. ’

Rederick {0.5.): | corried my little reports to Captoin Gealgenstein ot the
Gerden~house cutside the town where he gave me rendezvous. These reports,
of course, were arranged between me ond the chevalier befarehend., | was
instructed (ond it is clways the best way) to tell es much truth as my story
would pessibly bear.

Diclogue comes vp from under,

Roderick: He goes to church regularly (he is very religious), aond after
hearing mass comes home to breckfast. Then he ickes on airing in his cheriot
$ill dinner, which is served ot naon. After dinner, he writes his letters,

L4
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continued -~ |

Raderick (cantinued):

if he hes any lefters fo write; but he has very little ta da in this way. His
letters cre to the Austrian envay, with wham he carrespands, but wha daes
nat acknawledge him; ond being written in English, af course, | lack over
his shaulder. He generally writes for maney. He makes his perty with
Calsabigi, the lattery contractor, the Russian attaches, two frem the English
embassy, my lords Deuceace and Punter, wha play a jeu d'enfer, and a few
mare. He wins aflen, but nat always. Lard Deuceace is a very fine player.
The Chevalier Elliatt, the English Minister, sometimes cames, an which
occasian the secreteries da nat play.

CHEVALIER'S APARTMENTS ~ NIGHT

The Chevalier is at play against
several gentlemen, including the
Prince af Turbingen, while Raderick
signals the cords.

Raderick (a.s.): It was agreed thet | shauld keep my choracter of valet, thet in

the prasence af strangers | shauld not know a word af English, that | shauld

keep a gead lack~cut an the trumps when | was serving the champagne and
punch chout; ond, having a remerkably fine eyesight, and a great natural
aptitude, | was speedily able o give my deor benefactor much assistance
against his apponents at the green teble. '

Several cuts af playing and cheating
to illustrate veice aver.

Raderick (a.s.): Simplicity was aur secret. Everything successful is simple.
If, for instance, | wiped the dust aff a chair with my nopkin, it was fo shaw
that the enemy was sirang in diomands; if | pushed it, he had en ace, king;
if | said, "Punch ar wine, my lord? " heorts was meant. ! "Wine ar punch?”
clubs. If | blew my nase, it was to indicate that there was anather
confederate emplayed by the adversary; and then, | warrent you, some preity
trials af skill would rake place.

The Prince af Turbingen, althaugh so young, had a very great skill and
cleverness with the cards in every way; and it was anly from hearing Ritter
van Brondenburg, who ceme with him, yown three times when the chevalier
had the ace af trumgs, that | knew we were Greek o Greek, as it were.

The Prince lases a kig hand, and, in a
fury, throws down his cords. He steres
at the table, then ot the Chevatier.

Prince: Chevalier, thaugh | cannat say how, | believe you have cheated me.
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continued ~ 1

Chevalier: | deny your Grace's accusations, and beg you to say how you
have been cheated?

Prince {glaring at Raderick): | don't know.

Chevalier: Your Grace owes me seventy thousond frederics, which | hove
henourakly wan.

Prince: Chevalier, if you will heve your money now, you must fight for it.
T you will be patient, maybe | will pay you semething ancther time.

Chevalier: Yaur Grace, if | am so teme as %o take this, then | must give up

en hanourable and lucrative occupetian.

Prince: | have soid all there is to be soid: | am at your dispesal for whatever

purposes you wish. Good nignt.
He exits.”
GARDEN HOUSE -~ EXT -~ DAY

Raderick, Captain Galgenstein
and Minister Galgenstein.

Minister: Was he cheated?

Roderick: In so far as | can tell these things - no. | believe the Chevalier

wan the money fairly.

Minister: Hmm-mmmm.
Captein: What are the Chevalier's intentions?

Roderick: | om not sure. The Prince told him quite cleerly that if he wished
to have his money, he would have to fight feor it.

r

10 -,
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centinued -

Minister: A meeting with the Prince af Turbingen is impossibie.

Raderick: The Prince left him only that chaice.

The Captain and the Minister
walk a few steps away
and speak in whispers.

Then they refurn o Raderick.

Minister: Wil you be abie to return here tomerrow withaut areusing
suspician?

CHEVALIER'S APARTMENTS ~ INT -~ DAY

Chevalier: Tell them | intend to demand satisfaction from the Prince.
Rederick: But they will prevent a meeting ot whatever the cost.
Chevalier: Have no fear. It will come aut well for me.

Raderick: |helieve they will depert you.

Chevalier: | hove faced that problem befere.

Roderick: But, if they send you away, then what is to beceme af ma?
Chevalier {with a smile}: Mdke your mind easy, you shal | nat be left
behind, [ warant you. Do teke o fast fook ot your barracks, meke your
mind eosy, say a farewell ta your friends in Berlin. The decr souls, how

they will weep when they hear you are aut of the cauntry, and, out of it,
you shall go.

Rederick : But how, sir?
GARDEN HOUSE ~ BERLIN - EXT ~ DAY ’

Reoderick, Captoin Galgenstein
end Minister Galgenstein,

2.18.73



N

confinued ~ 1
Minister: The King has determined to send the Chevalier aut of the country.

Raderick: When is he ta ga?

ain: Has he sent the challenge yet?

Raderick: Nat yet, but | believe he intends to.

Minister: Then this must be daﬁe tomeorrow.

Roderick: What is to be dane?

Ceptain: Yau say he drives after breckfost and befere dinner. When he
cemes aut 0 his carriage a cauple of gendormes will maunt the box, and the
coachman will get his arders ta move an.

Raderick: And his baggage?

Ceptain: Oh! that will be sent after him. [have a fency to look into that
red box which contains his papers, you say; ond at naan, after perade, shail
be at the inn. You will not say a word $a any ane there regarding the
affair, and will wait for me at the Chevalier's raoms until my arival, We
must force that box. You are aclumsy haund, or you would have gat the key
lang ago.

CHEVALIER'S APARTMENTS -~ EXT -~ DAY

Actian cs per voice-over.
Roderick (a.s.): At tén a'clock the next marning, the carriage of the
Chevalier de Belle Fost drew up os usual af the deor of his hatel, and the

Chevalier come down the stairs in his usual stately menner.

Losking around end nat finding -
kis servant ta apen the daer.

Chevalier: Where is my roscal, Lezlo?

Prussion Officer (stonding by the comiage): | will let dawn the steps for
your honowr.

No sooner does the Chevalier enter
then the afficer jumps in after him,
another mounts the bax by the coachmen,

and the latter begins to drive.
Chevalier: Geood graciousl What is this?

Prussion Officer (fouching his hat): Yau ere going to drive ta the frontier.

2.I1R. 73
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continued ~ 1

Chevalier: 1t is shameful ~ infamous’ | insist upon being put down of the
Ausirion ambassader’s house.

Prussian Officer: | have orders to gog your honour if you ery eut, ond to give
you this purse contoining ten thousand frederics if you do not.

Chevolier: Ten thousend? But the scoundrel owes me seventy thousond.

Prussian Oicer: Your honour must lower his voice.

Chevalier {whisgering): All Europe shall heer of this!

Prussian Officer: As you plecse.

Both lapse into silence.
ROAD -~ DAY

The coach drives by. Suddenly ~ "boom” ,
the olarm cannon begins to rocr.

COACH - INT -~ DAY

Prussian Officer: Do not be olarmed. The clarm eannon only signals a

daserter.

Chevolier. nods.
ROAD - DAY

Cooch drives by ond oction as
described.

Roderick: {0.s.) Hecring the sound of the olarm cannon, the common people

came out olong the road, with fowling-pieces and pitch-forks, in hopes to
catch the fruant. The gendarmes looked very anxious to be on the lock-out for
him toe. The price of o daserter was fifty crowns to those who brought him
in._

SAXON CUSTOM-HOUSE -~ EXT ~ DAY

The block and white berriers come

in view at last herd by Bruck, and

opposite them the green end yellow

of Soxony. The Saxan custom-house
. officers come out.

Chevolier: | hove no luggoge.
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continued -~ 1

Prussian Officer: The gentleman hes nothing contraband.

The Prussion officers, grinning, hend
the Chevalier the purse ond tcke their
leave of their prisoner with much
respect.

The Chevolier de Belle Fast gives them
three frederic a~piece.

Chevalier: Gentlemen, | wish yau o good day. Will you please to go to the
house from whence we set out this morning, and tell my men there ta send

my boggage on to the Three Kings ot Dresden?

Roderick (0.s.): Then ordering fresh horses, the Chevalier set off on his
journey for that copitol. { need not tell you that | wes the Chevolier.

ROOM ~ HOTEL DES TROIS COURONNES ~ DAY - INT

Roderick reading a letter over his
breckfost in bed.

Chevolier (5.5.): From the Chevolier de Belle Fost to Roderick Jomes, Esquire,

Gentilhomme Anglais. At the Hotel des trofs Courennes, Dresden, Saxe.

My decr Roderick ~ This cames o you by a sure hend, no other then M. Lumoit,
of the Englich mission, who is acquainted, as all Berlin will be directly, with
our wonderful story. They enly know half os yet; they only know thet ©
deserter went off in my clothes, and oll cre in odmirction of your cleverness

and volour.

CHEVALIER'S ROOM - INT - DAY

Action os per description in
letter. ..

Chevalier (0.5.): As | lay in my bed two and a holf hours after your
departure, in comes your ex-captain, Galgenstein.

Ceptoin (in his imperious Dutch monner): Rederick! Are you there?
No answer.

Captoin: The rogue is gone out.



continued ~ 1
Action as per vrice over.

Chevalier: Straightway he mckes for the red box where | keep my love
letiers, my glass eye which [ used to wear, my two sets of Poris teeth,
end my other private motters thot you know of .

He first tries o bunch of keys, but none of them fit the English lock. Then
he tokes out of his pocket a chisel and hammer, ond folis to work like o
professionol burglar, octuclly bursting open the littie box!

Now was my time to actt | odvance towards him armed with an immense
woter-jug. i come noiselessly up to him just os he hos broken the box,

and, with oli my might, | dedl him such o biow over the head as smoshes
the water-jug fo otoms, and sends the captoin with o snort lifeless to the

ground,

Then I ring cii the bells in the house; ond shout, ond swear, ond seream,
"Thieves! - thieves! - londiord! - murder! - fire'" untii the whole househoid
comes fumbling up the stairs.

Chevolier: Where is my servant? Who dares to rob me in open doy? Look

ot the villoin whom [ find in the act of brecking my chest apen! Send for the
police, send for his Exceilency the Austrion Ministert  All Europe shall know
of this insuit! ,

Lendlerd: Decr heoven' We sow you go away three hours ogo.
Chevoiier: Me' why, man, | have been in bed oii the merning. [ am iil = i
have token physic - | hove not left the house this marning! Where is that

scoundrel, Lazio? But, stop! Where are my clothes and wig?

Chamber~maid: [ hove it ~ | have it! Lazlo is off in your henour's dress.

Chevaiier: And my money ~ my money. Where is my purse with forty-eight
frederies in it? But we have one of the vilicins left. Officers, seize him.

Londlord (more ond mare astonished): it's the young Herr Galgenstein.

Chevalier: Whot! o gentieman breaking apen my trunk with hammer and
chisel ~ impossibie’

Chevalier (0.5.): Herr Galgenstein was returning ta life by this time, with o
swelling on his skuil s big os  soucepon; ond the officers carried him off,
end, fo moke o leng stery short, poor Gaigensiein is now on his woy to
Spondou; ond his uncle, the Minister of Poiice Golgenstein, has brought me
five hundred louis, with a humble request thot | would iecve Berlin forthwith,
ond hush up this poinful motter.



98 GERMAN PALACE - BALL-ROOM ~ NIGHT

Roderick, the Chevalier and the
Duke of Wurttemberg.

Roderick (0.5.): The Chevalier de Belle Fast wos in perticularly geod odour
with the Duke of Wurttemberg, whose court wes, ot this peried, the most
britliont in oll Eurcpe, :

The Duke of Wurttemberg chetting
with ballet doncers, wha will p2rform

of the perty.

Raderick (e.s.): He spent fabulous sums on the bollets ond eperas, All the
ballerinas were pretty, ond they all boasted thet they hed oll at least once
made their amcrous sovereign happy.

Rederick ond the Chevelier kissing honds,
hobnebbing with the nebility, end dancing
Mminuets.

Roderick (0.s.): There was not o party of the nobility to which the two Irish
gentlemen were nat invited, ond odmired, nor where we did not mcke the
brave, the high-keorn and the beeutiful talk of us. There was no man in
Europe mere goy in spirits, mare splendid in personel occomplishment, then
voung Rederick lomes.,

o9 GERMAN STREET ~ DAWN

Roderick ond the Chevolier in o comfertable
esach, on their way home to bed, pass
froops marching cut on early porade.

9% COACH - INT - DAWN

Roderick sinks back into the comfortable
cushion ond yawns. . .

Roderick (0.5.): Whot a delightful life did we now lead! | knew | was bern
o gentlemon, from the kindly way in which.| tock to the business, as
business certainly it is.

100 BEDROOM - GERMANY -~ DAY

Rederick in o tub, being weshed by o
servant.,

Roderick (0.5.): For though it seems ol pleasure, yet | assure ony low-bred
persons who may chonce to read this, that we, their betters, hove to work

as well os they; though 1 did net rise until noon, yet hed | not been vp &t
ploy until long post midnight?

2.18.73



101 ANOTHER BECROOM - GERMAN -~ DAY
His hoir being done.
Rederick {e.5.): | come into it of once, and as if | had never done enything
else all my life. ihod o gentleman to weit upen me, o French friseur to
dress my hoir of @ morning.
102 DINING ROOM ~ NIGHT
A candle~lit supper.
Roderick (a.5.): | knew the taste of chocalate as by intuition clmest, end
could distinguish between the right Sponish end the French before | hed been
o week in my new position.
103 INSERTS ~ JEWELLERY

Action and cuts as voice over.

Roderick {c.s.): 1hed rings an oll my fingers, watches in both my fobs,
trinkets, and snuff~-boxes, of oll sarts, ond each cutvying the other in
elegance.

104 RECEPTION ROOM ~ GERMAN
As deseribed.

Roderick {e.s.): | hod the finest notural taste for lace ond chine of eny men
| ever knew.

105 STABLES - GERMAN - EXT - DAY
Buying haorses.,

Rederick {0.s.): | could judge a horse as well as eny decler in Germany.
| could nat spell, but | could speck German and French cleverly..

106 DRESSING ROOM - GERMAN -~ DAY
| Roderick being fitted for clothes.

Roderick {0.5.): | hod of least twelve suits of clothes; three richly
embroidered with gold, two loced with silver; one of French grey, silver-loced
end lined with chinchilla. | had damesk marning robes, to which o peocack’s
toil is as sober as o Queoker’s deab skirt.
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110

ORANGERY -~ INT

Action os voice-over.

Roderick {0.s.}: | took lessons on the guiter, and sang French cotches
exquisitely. Where, in fact, was there a more accamplished gentlemon
than Roderick James?

GAMING ROOM ~ GERMAN ~ INT ~ NIGHT
tion as per voice-over.

Roderick (0.s.}: How have we hod the best blood, ond the brightest eyes,
too, of Europe throbhing round the table as | and the Chevolier have held
the cards and the bank agoinst some terrible player, who was matching some
thousands out of his millions ogoirst our oll which wes there on the boize!

GAMING ROOM 2 - GERMAN -~ lN'i; - NIGHT
Roderick d=oling o fero bank.

Roderick (a.s.): Our principles were: play grandly, hanourckly. Be not,
of course, cast down ot losing; but, above all, be not ecger of winning,
as mean souls are.

GAMING ROOM 3 - GERMAN ~ INT -~ NIGHT
Action as voice over.

Roderick (0.s.}: When the Duke of Courland brought fourteen lockeys eoch
with four bogs of flarins, ond challengad our bonk o play ogoinst the
seoled bags, whot did we ak?

Chevalier: Sir, we have but eighty thousand flerins in bank, or two hundred
thousand ot three months; if your highness's bags do not contoin more then
eighty thousond, we will meet you.

Playing

Roderick (0.s.): And we did, ond ofter eleven hours® ploy, in which our
bank wos ot one time reduced ro two hundred ond three ducats, we won
seventeen thousand florins off him.

Four crowned heods look on of the
geme, ond an imperial princess,
when Roderick turns up the oce of
hearts, bursts into tears. -

2.°8.73



i MASQUERADE BALL ~ INT - NIGH T
Roderick and e girl.
Roderick (o.5.): Nor need | mention my successes emong the fairer pertion
af the creation. One of the most accamglished, the failest, the most
othietic, end the handscmest gentiemon in Europe, as | was then, o young

feilow of my figure couid nat fail of having advantoges, which o person
of my spirit knew very well how to use.

112 BOUDOR 1 ~ INT - NIGHT
Making love to o masked lody.
Roderick (0.s.): Charming Sc.huvai-off.
13 COACH ~ INT ~ NIGHT
Roderick {e.s.}: Black~eyed Sczertarsko.
14 BOUDOR 2 ~ iNT ~ NIGHT
Rederick {o.s.}: Dark Voidez.

Roderick: Do you exnect me to believe thot your lever brought you here
tonight?

Voidez:. Yes. He brought me in his cariage, ond he wili cali for me af
midnight.

Roderick: And he deesn't core cbout me?

Yoldez: He is oniy curious to know who you are,

Roderick: If his iove were iike mine, he would not permit you to come here.

Vaidez: He loves me, os | love you.

Roderick: Will he wish to know the detaiis of this night?

Valdez: He will believe that it wili piecse me if he asks about it, and |
shall teil him everything except some circumstances which might humiiiate

him.

115 GARDEN -~ NIGHT

Roderick {o.5.): Tender Hegenheim.

” 1R.73
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BOUDOR 3 - INT - NIGHT
Roderick {a.s.}): Brilliont Langeac.

Raderick takes from his portfalia a liitle
jacket of very fine transparent skin, eight
inches lang and clased at ane end, and
which by way af a pauch siring af its open
end, has a narow pink ribbon.

He displays it to her, she lodks at it, and
laughs.

Langeac: | will put it an you mysel{.
She puts it on {aut of shat}.

Langeac: There you cre, dressed by my hand. It is necrly the some thing;
but despite the fineness and tronsperency af the skin, the little fellow pleases
me less well in costume. It seems that this covering degrades him, ar
degrades me ~ ane ar the ather,

Roderick: Both, my angel. It wes Lave wha inveniad these little jackets:
far he had to ally himself with Precaution.

ROOM OFF A BALL-ROOM ~ INT - NIGHT

Rederick making lave to the Cauntess von
Tratha. Enter the Count, in the uniform
af a Colanel.

Count: | entered here, mansieur, at a bad moment for you; it seems that you
love this lady.

Raderick: Certairil y, manseigneur, daes not Yaur Excellency consider her

werthy of lave?

r

Caunt: Perfectly so; and what is more, | will tell you that | lave her, and
that | em not of o humaur ta put up with rivals.

Roderick: Very wellt Naw that | know it, | will ro longer lave her.
Count: Then you yield to me.

Raderick: On ti'ne instant. Everyone must yield to such a nobleman es you.

Caunt: Very well; but a man who yields takes to his legs.

Roderick: That is a frifle strong.
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confinved -~ 1
Count: Toke to your legs, low Irish dog.
Raderick smiles at him.

Rederick: Your Excellency hos wantenly insulted me. That keing se, |
conclude that you hote me, Monseigneur, ond that hence you would ke glad
to remove me from the number of the living. In this wish, ! con and will
sofisfy Your Excellency.

BEAUTIFUL GARDEN ~ DAY ~ EARLY MORNING

Roderick's sword duel with the Count.
Deteils to be worked out.

BILLIARD ROOM - INT - NIGHT

Roderick watches the Chevolier play
with o Prussian officer, Lievtenant
Doscher.

Rederick {o.5.): I+ was my unrivalled skill with sword and pistel,
and reodiness to use them, thot mointoined the reputotion of the firm.

Towords the end of the game, Dascher,
seeing that he is lesing, mckes on
unfoir siroke, so obvious thot the merker
teils him so to his face.

Lieutenant Dascher, for whom the stroke
wins the gome, tckes the money which

is in the stake bag, and puts it in his
pocket, paying na attention te the marker's
adjurations, or to Roderick's.

Roderick, who is without his sword, reaches ,
for a billiord cue ond swings if of
Doscher's foce.

He wards off the klow with his am,
drowing his sword and runs of Roderick, who
is uncrmed.

“The merker, o sturdy young man, catches
Dascher cround the woist ond prevents

murder.

Dascher: | see thot you ore without your sword, but | believe you are @ man
of mettle. Will you give me sotisfoction?

n 10 ™
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continued ~ |

Raderick: I shall be delighted;  kut you have last
end you must pay me the maney before we meet, for, after all, you cannat
pay me when you are dead. '

Another afficer: | will undertake ta pay you the 20 lavis, but anly
tomorraw morning af the meeting.

FIELD -~ DAWN

On the field, there are six people waiting
with Dascher, and his secands. Dascher
$sakes 20 louis from his pocket and hands
them to Raderick, saying:

Dascher: | may hove been mistaken, but | mean to make you pay decrly
for your brutality.

Roderick takes the maney and puts it in
his purse with the vtmast calm, making na
reply fo the ather's boasting.

Rederick (privately): It is distasteful o kill a scoundrel ~ that shauld be
wark for a hangman.

Chevalier: To risk ane’s life against such pesple is an impasitian.
Raderick (laughs): | risk nothing, for | em certain to kill him.
Chevalier: Certain?
Rederick: Perfectly certoin, because | shall moke him tremble.
He tokes his station between two frees,
about four paces apert, and draws a pair
of duelling pistols. ,

Rederick: Yau have anly to place yourself ot ten paces difference, and fire
first. The space between these two trees is the place where | chaose to valk
back and ferth. Yau may walk taa, if you wish, when it is my turn to fire.

Na ane could have explained his
intentians mare cleerly or spaken more
‘calmly.

Descher: Bu? we must decide wha is o have the first shot.

Raderick: There is na need af that. | never fire first; and, in any cese,
you have that right.

2.18.73



120 continued - 1

Dascher places himself at the specified
distance.

Roderick welks slowly back and forth
between the fwo ifrees withaut loaking
at him,

Descher takes cim and fires, missing.

Roderick (with the grectes: composure): You missed me, sir. | wes sure
you wewld. Try ogein.

The cthers think he is mad, and hed expected
some kind of discussian between the parties,
but not o bit of it.

Descher takes careful cim and fires a second
shot, again missing Rederick.

Without ¢ werd, but in a firm and confident
manner, Roderick fires his first shat inte the
cir.

Dascher locks emezed. Then, aiming ot
Dascher with his second pistel, he hils him in
the centre of the fovehead and stretches him
out decd on the ground.

121 ROAD -~ DAY

Roderick ond the Chevclier fravelling in their
cooch,

Roderick {a.s.): Thus it will be seen thot aur life, for oll its splendour,
wos one of extreme difficulty and danger, requiring high talents ond courcge
for success, ond sudden ond unexpected departures. .

They meet o four~wheel caricge, drawn by
two horses, carrying a moster and o servent.

The driver of the four-wheel carricge wants
Roderick's driver to mcke way for him.

Rederick's driver protests thot if he does, he
will upset his mester in the ditch, but the
other insists.

" Roderick addresses.the master, ¢ hondsome
young man, ond asks him to order his driver
to make way for him.

9 160 7
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123

continued ~ 1
Raderick: | om pasting, mansieur, and furthermore | cm a foreigner.

Stranger:  Monsieur, here in Sexony, the past has na special right, and if
you cre a foreigner, you must admit that you have na grecter claim than
mine, since | om in my own cauntry.

At that, Raderick gets aut and halding his
dravm=sword tells the stranger to get out,
or to make way for him.

The siranger replies, with a smile, that he
hes na sword and that, in any case, he will
net fight for such a silly recson,

He tells Raderick to get back in his chaise,
and he makes way for him.

GAMING ROOM ~ NIGHT

Raderick and the Chevalier running a
fara~bank when an important lady suffers
o huge lass.

Raderick {a.s.): The ladies were aassianately ford af play, and hence
would aften crise na small frauble to us; for the truth must be tald, thet
ine ladies loved to play, bui nat ta pay. The paint af hanaur is nar
vndersicad by the chaming sex; and it was with the greatest difficulty that
we could keep them from the fable, could get their maney if they last or,
if they paid, prevent them from using the mast furiaus and extrasrdinary
meons af revenge.

ROAD ~ DAWN

Raderick {a.s.): On this evening, the lady af high rank, after | had won

o considerable sum in dicmands and peerls from her, sent her lover with a
band af cut~threats to waylay me.

Roderick and the Chevalier are sound
esleep in their carriage when they cre
awakened by a vialent jal?, upen which
the carriage averturns in the middle of the
road,

The Chevalier is underneath, and screoms

from the pain in his right arm, which he
thinks is braken.

2.18.73
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continued ~ |

Their servant ferces the door open to help
them out, telling them that the two
postilions hove fled.

Roderick ecsily gets aut af the carriage
through the door, which is chove him, but the
Chevolier, unoble ‘o mave because of his
disobled erm, hes ta be puiled out,

His piercing shrieks moke Roderick lough,
because of the stronge ooths with which he
interlards his prayers,

From the carrioge, Roderick tokes his duelling
pistols, ond sword.

Roderick tells his servont to mount and go
looking for armed peasanis in the vicinity; money
in hond , he leoves.

The Chevalier has loin down on the kerd ground,
grouning and in no condiiion to resist robbers.

Rederick mckes his own creparotions to sell his
fortune and his life ot the highest price.

His carrioge is close ta the ditch, and he urhitches
the horses, tieing them to the wheels ond the pole
in o circle, and stations himself behind them with

weeopons.

In this predicament, Roderick cannot help
loughing ot the poor Chevalier, who is writhing
like o dying dolghin on" a sea=-shere, and
uttering the most pitiful execrotions, when o mare,
whose back wes turned to him, takes it into her
heod to empty her blodder on him. There is
nothing to be done; he has to put up with the
whole stinking rain, and to forgive Roderick's
loughter, which he hes not the strength o hold in.

The chill wind ond the silence are suddenly
kroken by an attack, which is holf-hearted and
uncertain, by the lady's lover, ond his hesitont

band of six cut-throats.

N Y0 7
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127 -

continued - 2

Some falter end run away es soon s
Rederick fires his pistol .

The leeder and two heartier followers
engege Roderick. During the fight,
they kill the heipless Chavelier and two
of them cre kiiled.

After they flee, Roderick kneels by the
Chevolier, whe utiers some cppropricte
last words.

His servont finaily arives ot full gellop,
shouting ot the top of his voice, and
foilowed by o band of peasants, eoch with
his lantern, come o his rescue. There cre
ten or tweive of them, all amed with
muskets, and oll ready to obey his orders.

SPA -~ HOTEL - EXT - DAY

Rederick's cerriage orrives.

Rederick {o.s.): After making suitoble arangements for the Chevelier's

buriol, in proper accord with his church, | ravelled o Sea, which wes now
in season, eclene, fo continue my protession which formerly had the suppert-
of my friend ond mentor.

GAMING ROOM -~ NIGHT

meds surround Roderick.

Roderick (a.s.): [ wes by this time one of the best-known cherocters in
Europe; and the fome of my expleits, my duels, my courege at play, would
bring crowds round me in ony public saciety where | appecred.

’

CASINO ~ NIGHT

Attroctive women clone, while .
men are of the gaming teble.

Roderick (0.s.):  The pession for play is stronger than the passion for gollantry;
the gomester ot Spa has neither time to stop 1o consider the merits of o woman,
rer the courage to moke sacrifices for her.

GARDEN iN SPA - DAY

The Countess of Cosgrove wolks beside

her husband, Sir William Cosgrove, who

is in @ wheelchoir. They are cccompanied
by their young son, Lerd Brackside, and two
servanis,
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128

continued ~ 1

Roderick {0.5.):  In evoking the recollections of these doys, | have
nothing but plecsure. [ would if | eould say as much of o lody who will
henceforth play o considercble pert in the dromo of my life ~ | mean the
Countess of Cosgrave, whose fotol ocguointonce | made ot Spo, very soon
after the frogic events which coused me to quit Germany.

Closer shot of the Countess.

Roderick {o0.s.): Victorio, Countess of Cosgrove. A Countess and o
Viscountess in her own right.

Closer shot of Sir William Cosgrove,

Roderick {0.s.): She wos the wife of her cousin, the Right Honouroble
Sir Williom Reginold Cosgrove, Knight of the Both, and Minister o George |l
and George 11l of severol of the smolles courts of Europe.

Closer shot of ynung Lord Brockside,
wolking behind them in the care of his
gavernor .

Roderick (0.5.): She wes the mother to Viscount Brookside ~ o melancholy,
deserted, little boy, cbout whom his fother was more than indifferent, and
whom his mother nevesr saw.

GAMING ROOM ~ NIGHT

Shots of Sir Williem Cesgrove being
wheeled in, and at play with Rederick,
end some other gentlemen.

Roderick (0.5.): | made Sir William Cosgrove's acquaintance os usuol at the
play-table. One could not but odmire the spirit ond gallantry with which
he pursued his favourite postime; for, though wern out with gout and ©
myriad of diseases, o cripple wheeled obout in o choir, ond suffering pangs
of ogony, yet you would see him every morning, and every evening at his
post behind the delightful green cloth.

Sir William: Hang it, Mr. Roderick James, you have no more monness than
o borber, and | think my block footmen hos been hetter educoted than you;
but you are o young fellow of eriginolity and pluck, and | like you, sir,
because you seem determined o go fo the devil by o way of your own.

Leughter ot the toble.
Roderick: | am obliged to ohserve, Sir Williom Cosgrave, thot since you ore

Bound for the next world much sconer thon | am, | will depend on you o get
comfortchle quarters oranged for me.

Leughter.
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continued ~ 1

Sir Williem: Indeed, you are right, sir. Look ot me. Mariage has edded
forty years to my life. | am dying, a worn-out cripple, at the oge of fifty,
When | took off Lady Cosgrove, there was na man of my years who looked so
young as myself. Faol that | wast | had enaugh with my pensions, perfect
freedom, the best society in Europe; ~ and | gave wp all these, and mexried
ond was miseroble. Tdke a warning from me, Mr. Rederick, ond stick fo
the trumps. Do anything, but marry.

Roderick: Would you have me spend my life all clone?

Sir Williom: In tuth, sir, yes, but, if you must marry, then marry o
virtuous drudge.

Roderick (laughing): The milkmaid's daughter?

Sir Williem: Well, why nat o milkmaid's daughter? No man of sense need
restrict himself or deny himself o singie omusement for his wife's sake; on the
contrary, if he selects the animal pregerly, he will cheose such o one as
sholl be na ber to his pleasure, but a eomfort in his hours of annayance.

For instance, | have got the gout; who tends me? A hired volet who robs
me whenever he hos the power. My wife never comes pear me. Whet friend
have 1?7 None in the wide world. Men of the warld, as you and | ere,
don't moke friends, and we are fools for ow peins.

Polite laughter ot the rable.

Sir Williom: My lady is o weck woman, but she is my mistress. She is a feal,
but she has got the better of one of the best heads in Christendom. She is
encrmously rich, but somehow | have never been so poer, as since | married
her. 1thought to better myself, and she hes made me miseroble and killed
me, and she will do as much for my successor when I'm gone.

There is o reflective silence at the
table.

Roderick: Has her ladyship o very large income?

- This question causes Sir Williom to burst .
out info o yelling lough, joined by the
rest of the toble, and mckes Roderick blush
rot o little at his gaucherie.

ORNAMENTAL GARDEN -~ SPA - NIGHT

A beautiful scene, lit by the flombeaux, held
by-o dozen feotmen. A small erchestro, playing
in o Temple of Love, some dancers, people
gambling and lounging olong o line of frees,

Raderick appronches the Countess.



confinued ~ 1

Roderick {o.s.): Despite my friend's strong warning, | resolved to become

ocquainted with his lady. Sir Williem Cosgrove was dying. His widow would

be orich prize. Why should | not win her, ond, with her, the meons of moking
in the werld that figure which my genius and inclincotion desired? When |
determine, | look upon the thing as done.
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continued - 1

Rederick: Charming ledy, tell me the truth end earn my gretitude. Have you
a lover?

The cauntess laughs.
Countess: No., |
Roderick: Hove you had one?
Countess: Never.
Roderick: But, for a time .... a possing fency?
Countess: Not even ﬁum.

Roderick: How con | kelieve thot there is nat a men who has inspired desires
in you?

Ceuntess: Not one.

Roderick: Have you not o mon whom you value?

Countess: Thot mon has, perhaps, not yet been barn.

Roderick: What! You have not met o mon worthy of your attention?

Countess: Many worthy of attention; but voluing is something mere. | could
volue only somecne whom | loved.

Roderick: Then you have never loved? Your heart is empty.

Countess: Your word ‘empty’ makes me laugh. Is it fortunote, or unfortunate?

If it is fortunote, | congratulote myself. I it is unfortunote, | do not cewe,

for | am not owere of it.

F

Roderick: It is nonetheless o misfortune, end you will know it when you love.

Countess: But if, when | love, | am unhappy, | will know thot my empty heart
was my goed fortune.

Roderick: That is frue, but it seems o me impossible thot you should be unhappy
in love,

Countess: It is only too possible. Love reguires o mutuel harmeny which is
difficult, and it is even more difficult to moke it lost.
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continved ~ 2

Roderick : |ogree; but God put us on earth to tcke that risk.

Countess: A man may need tc do thet, cad find i omusing; but o girl is

bound by other laws.

Roderick: | believe you, and | see | must hosten to leave, for otherwise
| shell hecome the unhappiest of men.

Countess: How s0?

Rederick: By loving you, with no hope of possessing you.
She laughs.

Couniess: You went my heart?

Rederick: It is my only object.
Countess: To moke me wretched in two wesks.

Roderick: To love you until death. To subscribe to cll your commonds.

Countess: The emusing thing is that you deceive me without knowing, if it

is true thot you love me.

Roderick: Deceiving someone without knowing it is something new for me. if
I do not know it, | am innccent.

Countess: But you deceive me nonetheless if | believe you, for it will not be

in your power to love me when you love me no longer.

Roderick loughs and kisses her,

Countess: Be so good es to tell me with whom you think you cre?

Rederick: With o wemaon who is completely charming, be she o pnncess or o
woman of the lowest condition, end who, regerdless of her ronk, will show
me some kindness, tonight.

She laughs.
Countess:  And if she does not choose to show you some kindness?

Roderick: Then | will respectfully toke leave of her.

Countess: You will do as you please. [t seems to me thot such o matter can
herdly be discussed until after people know eoch other. Do you not ogree?

Roderick: Yes ~ hut | am afraid of heing deceived.



Lountess: Poor mon. And, for that reason, you wont o begin where
people end?

Roderick: 1 ask only o payment on cccount today - ofter that, you will find
me undemanding, chedient ond disereet.

She loughs. He kisses her ogoin.
They exit.

130 ROAD -~ SPA ~ NIGHT

Cooch and four moves slowly olang.

130A  COACH - INT -~ NIGHT

They kiss. She gently struggles as he
fries to wndo her dress, He stops.

Rederick: Will we clwoys leave it at this?

Countess: Always, my decr one, never ony further. Love is o child to be
pocified with trifles. A full diet can only kill it.

Roderick: 1 know hetter than you do. Love wants o more substantial fere,
and if it is stubbornly withheld, it withers cway.

Countess: Qur ohsiinence makes our love immortol. If 1 loved you o quarter
of an hour oge, now | should love you even more. But | should love you less
i you had exhausted my joy by satisfving all my desires.

Rederick: Let us give eoch other complete happiness, and let us be sure
that as mony times os we satisfy our desires, they will eoch time be horn anew.

Countess: My hushand hes convinced me of the contrary.

Roderick: Sir Williem Cosgrave is o man who is dying, and yet | envy him
more thon any man in Christendsm. He enjoys o privilege of which | em
deprived. He may tcke you in his arms whenever he pleases, and no veil keeps
his senses, his eyes, his soul from enjoying your beouty. ’

She silences him with her fingertips.

Countess: Sholl 1 tell you something ~ | helieved whot wes colled love come
after the union ~ and | was surprised when my hushand, moking me o woman,
made me knew it only by poin, uncccompenied hy any pleasure. | sow that
my imoginings had, stood me in better steod. And so we became only friends,
seldom sleeping together and arousing no curissity in each other, yet on geod
terms for o while, as whenever he wented me, | was ot his service, but since
the offering wes not secsoned with love, he found it tasteless, and seidom
dernanded it.
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132

continued - }

Rederick: O, my decrest love. Encugh! |beg you. Stop believing in
your experience. Yau have never knawn love. My very soul is leaving
me! Cotch it on your lips, ond give me yours'

They kiss erdently.

Roderick {0.s.}: To make o long story short, her ladyship and | were in love
six howrs after we met; ond after | once got into her ladyship's good groces,
| found innumercble occosions to improve my intimocy, and was scercely
ever out of her company.

COUNTESS'S HOUSE -~ SPA - EXT - BUSK

Action as per voice over,

Roderick {o.5.): 1 shell never farget the astanishment af Sir Williem Cosgrove
when, on one summer evening, as he was issuing out te the play-toble, in his
sedan~choir, her lodyship's barouche and four come driving into the courtyard
of the house which they inhobited and, in that exrioge, by her lodyship's
side, sat no other then 'the vulger Irish adventurer’, as she wes pleased to

coll me.

Sir Williem mokes the most courtly

of bows ond grins, and woves his hat
in as graceful a manner as his
multiplicity of illnesses permits, and
her lodyship ond Raderick reply o the
salutotian with the utmost politeness
end elegance on their pert.

RODERICK'S APARTMENT -~ SPA - NIGHT
Meking ardent love.

Countess: Without you, my decarest, | might have died without ever knowing
leve. Inexpressible love! God of naturel Bitterness then which nothing is
sweeter, sweeiness than which nothing is more bitter. Divine monster which
can only be defined by peradexes.

Roderick: Let me give o thousand kisses fo thot heavenly mouth which hes told
me that | am happy.

Countess: As soon as | saw you loved me, | was pleased, and | gave you every
opportunity fo fall more in love with me, being certoin thot, for my pert, |
would never love you. But ofter our first kiss, | found that | had no power
over myself. 1 did not know that one kiss could motter se much.

Roderick (0.s.}: We then spent an hour in the mest eloquent silence except
that, from time to time, her lodyship cried out: "Oh, my Ged. Is it true -

§f om not dreoming?"®
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GAMING ROOM = INT -~ NIGHT

Rederick enters and approaches a
table at which Sir Williem Casgrove,
wha is drunk, s at play with several
ather jovial fellows.

Raderick (a.s.): Sir William Casgrove, with his complicatian of ills, was
dying befare us by inches. He wes continually tinkered up by dactars,
end, what with my usual luck, he might be restared to health and live |
dan't know how many years. I Cosgrave would not die, where was the
use af my pursuing his lady? 3ut my fears were to prove graundless, for
on that very night, patient nature wouid claim her account.

Sir Williom: Gead evening, Mr. James, have you dane with my lady?
Roderick: | beg your perdan?

Sir Williom: Came, come, sir. | em a man wha would rather be knawn
as a cuckaid than a fool.

Raderick: I think , Sir Williom Casgrove, you have had feo much
drink. Yaur chaplain, Mr. Hunt, hes intraduced me inta the company of
your lady ta advise me an a religiaus matter, af which she is a cansiderable

expert.

Sir William Cosgrove greets this line
with a yell of lcughter. His laugh is not
tavial ar agreeable, but rather painful
and serdonic, and ends in a vialent fit
of coughing.

Sic Williem: Gentlemen, see this amigble youth! He has been troubled by
religiaus scruples, aend hasflown for refuge to my chaplain, Mr. Hunt, wha
has asked far advice from my wife, Lady Casgrove, and between them bath,
they are confirming my ingeniaus young friend in his faith. Did you ever
hear af such doctors end such a disciple? .

Raderick: Faith, sir, if | want to learn gaad principles, it's surely better |
shauld apply far them to your ledy, and your cheplain than to you?

Sir Williom (laughing, but pretty red): He wants to step into my shaes!
He wants ta step inte my shoes!

Roderick stares at him coldly.

Roderick: Well, if my infentians cre what you think they are ~ if | da wish
to step inta yaur shoes, what then? | have na ather intentians then you had
yourself. Lady Casgrove's wealth may be great, but am | nat of o generous
rature encugh ta use it worthily? Her rank is lofty, but not so lofty as my

A TN A
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continued - 1
Roderick (continued):

ambition. [ will be swern to muster just as much regerd far my Lody
Casgrove os you ever showed her; and if | win her, and wear her when you
ore deod and gone, ceorbleu, knight, do you think thet it will be the fear
of your ghost will deter me?

Sir Willicra: Is it nat o plecsure, gentlemen, for me, cs | om drawing near
the goal, to find my home such a hoapy one; my wife so fond af me, thot she
is even now thinking of appointing o successer? Isn't it o comfort to see

her;, like a prudent housewife, getting everything ready for her hushand's
departure?

Roderick: | hope that you are not thinking af leoving us scon, knight?

Sic Williom: Not so soon, my deer, as you may fancy perhaps. Why, man,
| hove been given over many times these four yeers, and there was always

¢ eandidate or two woiting to opply for the situction. Who knows how long
) may keep you waiting.

Roderick: Sir, let those iaugh that win.

SicWilliam: | am sorry for you, Mr. James. !'m grieved to keep you or
any gentiemon woiting. Hod you not better to arronge with my dactor or
get the cook to flovaur my omelette with arsenic? What cre the odds,
gentlemen, that | don't live to see Mr. James hang yet?

There is laughter eround the $oble, ond
Sir Williom sterts deoling the cerds.

Voice: Died of Spe, in the Kingdem of Belgium, the Right Honourcble

Sir Williem Cosgrove, Knight cf the Both, Member of Perlicment for
Cosgrove ond Devonshire and many years His Majesty’s representotive at
various European courts. He hath left behind him o neme which is endeared
to oll his friends for his manifold virtues and talents, o reputotion justly
oequired in the service of His Majesty, and an inconsolokle widow to deplere
his loss.

Sir Williom keels over dead.

CHURCH ~ INT -~ DAY

The wedding of Roderick ond the Countess.
The service is performed by Reverend Hunt,
her lodyship's cheploin.



134 continued ~ 1

Roderick {0.5.}: A yecr from that day, an the fifteenth of May, in
the year 1773, 1 had the honeur end happiness to lead to the altar
Victoria, Countess of Cosgrove, widow of the late Right Honourcble
Sir Williom Cosgrove, K.B. | had procured His Majesty's gracious
permission to add the name of my levely lody to my own, ond,
henceferwerd, assumed the title of Jemes Cosgrove.

i35 A GARDEN - LONDON - EXT
The Wedding reception.

Roderick end the Countess cre
approached by young Lerd
Brookside, oged 12,

Countess: My Lord Brockside, come end embrace your papal

Braokside wolks slowly toweards
them, and shakes his fist in
Roderick's foce.

' Brookside: He, my father! | would cs soen call one of your ladyship's
footman, pape.

Roderick laughs, as the Countess
-unsuccessfully tries o get the boy
to shoke hands.

Countess: Lord Brookside, you have offended your father.

Brockside: Mother, you have offended my father.

Roderick {o.s.): It wes o declaration of wer to me, as | saw at once; though

| declare | wos willing enough to have lived with him on terms of friendliness.
But &5 men serve me, | serve them. Who con bleme me for my ofter-quarrels
with this young reprobate, or lay upen my shoulders the evils which ofterwards
kefell?

136 ROAD - DAY

Three carrieges, eoch with four
horses, proceed along the
picturesque trock.

Roderick {o.s.}: After we had received the congratulations of ouwr friends
' Londan ~ | and Victorio set off to visit our country estate, Cestle Heckion,
where | hod never as yet set foot.

137  CARRIAGE -~ INT ~ DAY
Roderick end his ledy.



137 continued -~ 1

Roderick {0.5.): The first days of o marioge ore commonly very trying;
and | have known couples, who lived tagether like turtle~doves for the

rest of their lives, peck each other's eyes out almost during the honeymcon.
| did not escape the common lot. In our journey westwards, my Lady
Cosgrove chose o querrel with me because | had pulled aut o pipe of
toboceo. Lody Cosgrove was o houghty woman, and | hote pride, ond |
promise you that, in this instant, | overcame this vice in her.

Roderick blows smoke into the
Countess’s foce. She is shocked into
en opprehensive silence.

138 COACH 2 - INT - DAY

Young Lord Brookside with his
governer, glowering and petulont,
A porrot, in o coge, on his lap.

1?39 ROAD -~ DAY

As the cerriages drive pest, there is o
band, floral arches, flags, church bells
ringing. The parson and the farmers
essemble in their best by the roodside,
and the school-children and the labouring
peeple are loud in their *hurrohs' for her

lodyship.

Roderick flings pennies emang the cheering
tenants, from two bogs of cappers, stored
in the carrioge for the occasion.

140 CASTLE HACKTON ~ EXT - DAY

Fifty, or o, servants have turned out to greet
their misiress, and their new master. The lond
steword, who is the senior servant, introduces
the others ~ the clerk of the kitchen, clerk of
the stobles, heod gordener, ladies in waiting,
butler, valet, chef, cook, ete., etc.

Rederick (0.5.): | had now emived ot the pitch of prosperity, and having,
at thirty years of age, by my own merits and energy, raised myself to one
of the highest sociol gositions that any man in Englend could occupy, |
determined to enjoy myself cs becomes a mon of quality for the remoindes
of my life.

2 10 ™



141 STABLES ~ INT - DAY
Roderick and his beautiful horses.
142 A STREAM -~ DAY

Roderick and some compenians
fishing.

143 FIELDS -~ DAY

Roderick cnd his friends riding.
144 FIELDS - DAY

Roderick and friends shooting.
145 CASTLE HACKTON -~ DAY -~ INT

Rederick having his partroit
painted by o miniaturist.

Roderick {o.s.): But it was not meont for me to finish my life as o man of
quolity and position. Indeed, | am one of those born clever enough at
geining a fertune, but incapable of keeping one; for the qualities and
energy, which lead o man to occept the first, are often the very cauzes
of his ruin in the latter case; indeed, | know of no other reason for the
misfortunes which finalty befell me. '

144 CASTLE HACKTON - COUNTESS'S BEDROOM - DAY

Roderick {0.5.): At the end of the year, Lady Cosgrove presented me
with o son; Pairick Cosgrove, | colled him, in compliment to my royel
ancesiry, but what mere hod | to leave him than o noble nome?

147 COSGROVE HOUSE -~ LONPON - EXT - DAY

Two cooches pull up, and the
Countess and Rederick exit.
Servonts remove their luggege and

baby Potrick.

Roderick {0.5.): We spent the secson in London of our house in Barkeley
Squexe.

148 COSGROVE HOUSE ~ BEDROOM ~ NIGHT
The Countess alone and depressed.

Rederick {0.s.): Her ladyship and | lived, for o while, pretty seporote when
in London. She preferred quiet, of, to say the truth, | preferred it, being o
great friend to o madest, trenquil behoviour in woman end a taste for the
demestic pleasures.

? IR 77
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COSGROVE HOUSE ~ LONDON ~ DAY

Severol cuts of the Countess,
caring for the infant, Patrick.

Roderick {o.s.): Besides, she was o mather, ond hod greot comfort in the
dressing, educating, and daendling of our little Patrick for whose soke it was
fit thot she should give up the pleasures cnd frivelities of the warld; so she
left that part of the duty of every family of distinction to be performed by
me.

THEATRE LOBBY ~ INT ~ NIGHT

Roderick erriving with o party of
friends, escorting o beautiful woman.

COSGROVE HOUSE -~ LONDON ~ DAY

Roderick {a.s.}): Her lodyship's conversotions with me were cheracterised
by o stupid despair, or o silly blundering attempt ot forced cheerfulness,
still more disogreecble; hence, our intercawse wes bui trifling, and my
temptations to carry her into the werld er to remain in her society of
necessity exceedingly smoll.

Countess erying ond having an argument
with Roderick. Live dialogue under
voice over.

COSGROVE HOUSE - DRAWING ROOM -~ LONDON ~ NIGHT

A drunken Roderick rudely demands his
lody to entertoin their guests. She
rushes from the room in ftears. Diclogue
starts scene, goes under for voice aver,
then ends scene.

Roderick {0.s.): She would try my temper, at home, oo, in o thousand ways.

When requested by me to entertoin the company with cenversotion, wit, and

lecrning, of which she was o mistress; er music, of which she wos an
occomplished performer, she wauld, os often as not, begin to cry, ond leave
the reom. My comoany from this, of course, fancied | was o tyrant ever her;
whereas, | was only a severe and coreful guardion of a silly, bod-tempered
and weak~minded lody.

PARK -~ DAY

Roderick strolling arm~in~crm with his
Countess. '

Rederick {0.5.): Desgite the utter distoste with which 1| now regerded Lody
Casgreve, and, olthough 1 took no porticular poins to disguise my feelings
in general, yet she was of such o mean sairit thot she pursved me with her
regard, ond would kindle up ot the smollest kind word | spoke to her.
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COSGROVE STUDY - DAY

Rocerick ond oceountant. Her iodyship
is signing verious dacuments, and orders

for payment.

Roderick (0.s.): And, in these fits of fove, she was the most easy creature
in the worid fo be persuaded, and wouid hove signed away her whole
property, has it been passible. And, | must confass, it was with very iittle
oltention on my pert thot | could bring her into good humour, ond, up to the
very last day of our being together, woulid be reconciied to me, and fondie
me, if | addressed her a single kind word. Such is femole inconsistency.

COSGROVE HOUSE - INT - DAY

Roderick and the Countess fighting about
her refusol to sign some popers. Live
diologue under voice over.

Roderick (0.s.): She was iuckily very fond of her youngest san, and through
him | had a wholesome and effectual hold of her; for if in any of her tanitums
er §its of haughtiness, she pretended to have the upper-hand, to ossert her
authority against mine, to refuse to sign such papers c: | might think necessery
for the distribution of our large and complicoted property,

Rederick picks up boby Pafrick.

Roderick {0.5.}: | would have Mas.ter f’otrick carried off to Chiswick fo;"

o couple of days; cnd | warrant me his iady-mother could hold out no longer

and would ogree to anything i prepesed.

She fushes to the window to see the
child being put into o carrioge.

COSGROVE HOUSE ~ INT - DAY
Arother querrel . ¢

Rederick (0.5.): Ledy Cosgrave and | did not quarrel mare than fashionsbie
pecple do, and, for the first three years, | never struck my wife but when |
wes in liguor. '

COSGROVE HOUSE ~ INT ~ DAY

Roderick throws o knife of young
Brookside. The knife digs into an
_expensive antique chest, just missing
. the young Brookside's head.

n op mA
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continuwed - |

Roderick (0.s.}): When | flung the corving-knife ot Brookside, | was drunk,
as everybody present con testify, but es for having ony systemotic scheme
egeinst the peer lod, | can declare solemnly thot, beyond merely hating
him, | am guilty of no evil towards him.

COSGROVE HOUSE - INT - DAY

The Countess discovers Rederick
mcking iove to the child's nurse.

Roderick {o.s.): Do what one woulid to please her, my lody would never be
heppy or in goed humour. And scon she odded o mean, detestobie jeaiousy
to ol her other fouits, ond would weap ond wring her honds, ond threoten
fo commit swicide, ond | know not whot,

She screoms ond shouts something
obout suicide.

Her son, Brockside, comes running
in and conscies her.

Rederick {0.5.): Her decth would have been no comfort to me, os | leave
any person of common prudence o imogine; for thot scoundrel of o young
Brockside who was cbout to become my greatest plogue ond ennoyance,
wouid hayve mherlted every penny of the property.

COSGROVE HOUSE - LONDON - RODERICK'S STURY ~ DAY

Rederick, beored end distrocted, sits
before o stock of bills and papers,
with his occountont.

Roderick {o.s.): Humble people envy us grect men, and fancy thot our lives
are oli pieasure. But the troubies of poverty, the rascolity of ogents, the
quibbles of lawyers cre endiess. My life ot this pericd seemed to censist of
nothing but drafts of leiters to lawyers ond money-brokers reiative 1o the
roising of meney, and the insuring of Ledy Cosgrave's life, and innumercbie
correspondence with uphoisterers, decorotars, cooks, horsekeepers, boiliffs,
and stewards.

CASTLE HACKTON -~ GARDENS ~ DAY

Verious cuts.
Birthdoy fete for Potrick who is now
five years oid.

Goily coloured tents, pomes, © puppet
show, expensive presents.
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continued - |

Roderick {o0.s.) (Linkingbit to be written - five years have passed)

My own decr boy, Pofrick, was now five yeers old, ond wes the mest polite
end engeging child ever seen; it was o plecsure to freot him with kindness
and distinction; the little fellow wos the pink of fashion, becuty, ond gsed
breeding. In foct, he could not have been otherwise, with the care both
his porents bestowed upen him, ond the ottentians which were lavished upon
him in every way.

Brodkside and Rederick.

Roderick (0.s.}: Whereas, young Brodkside hod grown to be o very nasty
cnd disrespectful fellow indeed. In my compony, he preserved the most
rigid silence, and o houghty, scornful demeenour, which was se much the
more disogreeable becouse there was nothing in his behaviour | could octuclly
take hold of to find fault with, olii.uugh his whele conduct wes insolent and
supercilious to the highest degree.

OMITTED
CASTLE HACKTON ~ LIERARY -~ DAY

Brookside sitting clone reading o
book .

Roderick {0.s.): In addition to this, the lod was fond of spending the chief
part of his time occupied with the musty old books, which he tock out of the
library, and which | hote to see o young mon of spirit pouring over.

CASTLE HACKTON ~ DAY -~ INT
Brockside and the Countess.

Roderick (0.s.): The insuberdinotion of thot boy was dreodful. He used to
quote passages of 'Homlet® to his mother, which mode her very angry.

Brockside quoting 'Hemlet'.

The Countess begins to cry and
leaves the room.

CASTLE HACKTON -~ RODERICK'S STUDY
Roderick cening young Brookside.

Rederick {o.s.): As it is best to nip vice in the bud, ond for o master of ©
femily to exercise his outherity in such o monner as thot there may be no
question about it, | took every opportunity of coming to close quorters with
Mester Brookside. -
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CASTLE HACKTON ~ DINING ROOM ~ NIGHT

Many guests around the table,
Roderick {o.5s.): He olwoys chose the doys when company, or the clergy,
or gentry of the neighbourhood were present, to moke violent, sarcastic,

and inselent speeches.

Brockside begins to fendle end
coress Potrick.

Brockside : Dear child, what a pity it is | om not deod for your sckel The

" Cosgroves would then have o worthy representotive, and enjoy oll the

benefits of the illustrious blood of the James's of Dugantown, would they
not, Mr. James Cosgrave?

ROSERICK'S STUDY -~ NIGHT

Roderick coning Brookside ogoin.
The boy bears the punishment
without crying.

CASTLE HACKTON - EXT -~ DAY

Roderick’s re~union with his mother.
Present are the Countess, Potrick,
Lord Brockside ond others.

Mrs. James flings herself into her son's
arms with o scream, ond with transports

of joy, which can only be comprehended
by women who have held, in their arms,
an only child, ofter o twelve~year ohsence
from him,

Roderick (0.s5.): (Write linking voica~over for arivol of his mother).,

r

CASTLE HACKTON -~ INT -~ DAY
Rederick and mother feeding Potrick.
CASTLE HACKTON -~ GARDEN ~ DAY

Roderick end mother playing with
Patrick in the gerden.

CASTLE HACKTON -~ DINING ROOM ~ NIGHT

Mother ot dinner with the fcmnly, in
o strained otmosphere.
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PATRICK'S BEDROOM ~ NIGHT

Raderick and his mather talk in
whispers near the bed of the
sleeping Patrick.

Mather: Ah, Roderick, it's a blessing ta see that my darling boy heas

attained a position | alweys knew was his due, and for which | pinched
myself to educate him. Little Pairick is a derling bay, ond you live in great
splendour, but how lang will it last? Your lady~wife knows she has a treasure
she cauldn't have had, had she token o duke to marry her, but if, one day,
she shauld tire of my wild Roderick end his ald-fashioned kish ways, or if

she should die, what future would there be far my son and grondson?

RODRERICK'S STUDY ~ CASTLE HACKTON ~ NIGHT

Rederick and his mather.
Mather: You have nat o penny of your awn, and cannat transact any business
without the Countess's signature. Upen her death, the entire estate would go
to young Brockside, who bears you little offection. You could be penniless
tomorrow, ond darling Patrick of the merey of his step~brother.
MOTHER'S ROOM -~ CASTLE HACKTON ~ NIGHT

Raderick and his mather.

Mother: | shall tell you a secret - | shall not rest until | see you Eerl of
Duganstown, and my grandson, a Lord Viscount,

She szflc:c:ths down Raderick's hair.

NMother: This head would become a coronet.

CASTLE HACKTON -~ GARDEN -~ DAY

Rederick and Mather slowly walking ’
and talking., Young Patrick, chead
of them, sitting in a small c=t,
pulled by a lomb.

Mother: These things entail considerable expense, and you will need your
lady's blessing, but the young boy forms the great bond of unicn betweer you
and her ladyship, and there is no plon of ambition you could propase in which
she would nat jein for the poor lad’s benefit, and ne expense she will not
eagerly incur, if it might by any means be shewmn to tend to his advancement.
You have imporiont friends, and they can tell you how these things are dane.
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LONDON GAMING ROOM - NIGHT

Stonding away from the play tables,
Roderick chots with Lord West, a fot
giant of a mon.

Roderick {e.s.}: And, o be sure, | did know someone wha knew precisely
how these things were done, and this was the distinguished soliciior and former
Government Minister, Lord West, whose acquoi ntance | mode, as | had so
many others, at the gaming teble.

Lord West: Do you hoppen to know Gustavus Adolphus, the thirteenth Earl of
Crobs? -

Roderick: By nome only.

Lord West: Well, sir, this nobleman is one of the gentlemen of His Majesty's
closet, and one with whom owr revered mancrch is an terms of considerable
intimacy. | should say you would be wise to fix upon this nebleman your
chief reliance for the advoncement of your cleim o the Viscounty which you

propese fo get,
LONDON CLUB - DAY

Roderick having lunch with Lord West
and the Earl of Crabs.

Roderick (0.s.): And for e ﬁ've-hund;'ed .guineo fee, paid to his City low~firm,
Lord Wes? kindly arranged o meeting with thot old scamp ond swindler,
Gustavus Adolphus, the thirteenth Eorl of Crobs.

Earl of Crobs: Mr. Cosgrove, when | toke up o person, he or she is scfe. There
is no questian about them ony mere. My friends are the best pecple. | den't
mean the most virtuous, or, indeed, the least virtuaus, or the cleverest, or the
stupidest, or the richest, or the best born, but the “"best” - in a word, people
obout whom there is no question. [ cannot promise you how long it will tcke.
You can appreciote it is not an ecsy metter. But any gentlemen with cn estote,
and ten-thousand a-year should have o peerage.

DRAWING ROOM ~ EARL OF CRARS - DAY

Roderick Eeing infroduced $o three
noblemen, including the Duke of Rutland.

Roderick {0.s.): The striving ofter this peerage, | consider fo have been one
of the most unlucky dedl ings at this peried. | mede unheerd of sacrifices

to bring it abeut. | can tell you kribes were odministered, and in high ploces
too ~ sa near the royol person of His Mojesty thot you would be astonished were
| o mention who? great personoges condescended to receive our loons.
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DRAWING ROOM - NIGHT

Roderick gives a beautiful diamond fo
o fot princess on her birthday. He is
applauded by the other guests.

Rederick (o.s.}: 1 lavished money here, end diamends there.

FARM LAND - DAY

Rederick and the seller, riding aver a
prospective property. A broker shows
them o swrvey map of the property.

Roderick (o.s.): 1 bought lands of ten times their value.

SALON -~ LONDON - NIGHT

A musicel evening.
Roderick (0.5.): ] gave repeated entertoinments o these friends fo my
cloims whe, being ahout the reyel gersen, were likely to odvance it.

STATELY HOME ~ DAY

Rederick buying pictures.
Roderick (0.s.): | purchesed picthures end crticles of vertu of ruinous prices.
RACES ~ DAY

Rederick laughing and paying a bet.
Rederick {o.s.): 1 lost meny o bet to the royal dukes, His Majesty's brothers.
FIELD ~ DAY

Reviewing the company of froops.

Roderick, the Earl of Crobs, the Countess,

Patrick and Brockside, severel princes

ond nehlemen and the Duke of Rutlond,
Roderick (0.5.): One of the main causes of expense which this ombition of
mine entoiled upon me was the fitting out and crming of o company of infaniry
from the Hockton estotes, which | offered to my grocious sovereign for the

cempoign ogainst the American rebels. These troops, superbly equipped and
clothed, were embarked ot Portsmouth in the year 1778.
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T JAMES - RECEPTICN ROOM -~ DAY

George Il meeting people ond stopping
to tolk o Rederick. Present olse is the
Duke of Rutiend.

Roderick (o0.s.): And the petriotism of the gentiemen who roised them wes so
occeptoble of court thet, on being presented by my Lord Crebs, His Majesty
condescended o notice me perticulerly and soid:

Gearge Ill: Thet's right, Mr. Cosgrove, roise another compeny, and go with
them, too!

COFFEE HOUSE ~ INT -~ NIGHT

Roderick {0.s.): Crobs was reclly cne of the most entertoining fellows in the
werld, ond | ook o sincere pleasure in his company, besides the interest and
desire | hod in cultivoting the society of the mest important persenoges of the
realm.

Rederick clumsily fries fo engoge in
conversotion the fomed Dr. Johnsen,
on the subject of o book or play, of

the day, and is rebuffed for his trouble.

Johnson:  If | were you, Mr. Cosgrove, | should mind my horses and teilers
end not frouble myself chout letters,

Loughter, Roderick bristles.

Rederick: Dr. Johnson, | think you misbehave most grossly, treating my
epinions with no more respect thon these of o schoelboy. You fancy, sir, you
know o great deol mere than me, becouse you quote your *Aristotle’ and 'Pluts’,
but can you tell me which horse will win ot Epsom Dowms next week? - Con you
shoot the oce of spodes ten times without mnssmg? If so, tolk chout Aristotle
and Pluto with me.

Boswell: (roars) D'ye know who ye're speaking to 2?7277

Johnsen: Hold your tongue, Mr. Boswell, | hed ne right to brog of my Greek,
gentlemen, and he hes cnswered me very well. )

Roderick {pleased): Do you know ever o rhyme for Acistotle?

Goidsmith {loughing): Pert, if you ploise.

Johnson: Woiter, bring one of Captoin Jemes's rhymes for Aristotle.

Rederick {0.5.): And we hod six rhymes for Aristotle befere we left the
coffee house thot evening.



186 LONDON CLUB ~ NIGHT

Earl of Crobs: Henri, this is Mr. Jemes Cosgrove, who wishes to arange
a dinner party next week for sixty guests.

Herri: | am ot your service, Mr. Casgrove. How much do you wish o spend?
Roderick: As much os possible.

Henri: As much as possible?

Roderick: Yes, for | wish fo entertain splendidiy.
Henri: All the seme, you must name an amount.
Roderick: It is entirely up fo you. | want the hest,
Eerl of Crabs: May | suggest five hundred guineas?

Roderick: Will thot be encugh?

Henri: Last menth, the Duke of Suffelk spent no mere.

Roderick: All right, five hundred guineas.
187 CASTLE HACKTON -~ RODERICK®S STUDY - DAY

Raderick is seated at a lerge tohle,

stacked high with hills and letters; -
his accountant is seated next fo him,

cided by a hook-keeper. Roderick

locks ot each hill and his cceountant

explains the charge.

Roderick {o.5.}): The life | was leading was that of o happy man, but | was
not happy.

188 CASTLE HACKTON -~ LONG GALLERY -~ DAY

r

Roderick, walking with big strides,
leads Brockside by his ear. Little
Patrick runs alongside, pleading for
his brother.

Patrick: Pcpa, please don't flag Brookside today. It wasn't his fault -
reclly it wosa't. Ete.

Roderick ignores him.
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continued - 1

Roderick (0.5.): By now, young Brookside was of so wild, savoge, and
insubardinote o noture thot | never hed the lecst regerd for him. As he grew
up %o be o man, his hotred for me assumed on intensity quite wicked to think
of and which, 1 promise you, | returned with interest,

He drogs Brookside info his study,
slemming the door behind him.

LiBRARY -~ INT ~ DAY

Roderick olone. Brookside enters
with o pisiol.

Brookside {grinding his teeth): Lack youw now, Mister Roderick Jomes, from
this moment on, | will submit to no further chestisement fram you! Do you
understand that?

Roderick: Give me that pistol.

Brookside: Toke heed, Mister Jomes. | will shoot you if you loy hands on me
now, or ever again. Is that entirely clear ta you, sir?

Roderick stcres hard of him, then
he laughs and sits down.,

Roderick {0.5.): 1decidad, ct ence, o give up that nocessay part of

his education. In fruth, he then hecame the moast violent, doring, d iscbedient,
scapegrace, that ever caused an offectionate parent poin; he was certainiy
the most incorrigible. .

CASTLE HACKTON ~ BROOKSIDE'S ROOM ~ DAY

Brookside smeshing a chair over the
heed of his governor, Reverend Hunt.

Roderick {0.5.): Twice or thrice, Reverend Hunt ottempted fo punish my
Lord Brookside; but | promise you the rague was t0o strong for him, and
leveiled the Oxford man to the ground with a choir, greatly to the delight
of {ittle Patrick, who cried out: "Bravo, Brooksy! Thume him, thump himl"

CASTLE HACKTON ~ GARDEN ~ DAY

Brookside and Patrick.
Roderick (0.5.): With the chiid, Brookside was, strange to say, pretty froctoble.
He took o liking to the fittle feliow - liked him the more, he soid, because he
wes *half a Cosgrove’. : -
CASTLE HACKTON ~ BALL-ROOM ~ NIGHT
Rederick {0.s.): Another day, it was Patrick's birthday, we were giving o

grand boll and galo of Hackton, ond it was time for my little Potrick o maoke
his appecronce among us. .



121 continued - 1

There is o greot crowding ond tittering
as the'child comes ir, led by his
haolf-brother, who walks inte the
dencing-reom in his stackinged feet,
leeding little Pairick by the hend,
poddling obout in the greot shoes of
the older.

Brockside (very loudly): Der't you think he fits my shoes very well, Sir
Richerd Wargrave ?

Ugen which, the compeny begins to
lock of each other and to titter, and
his mother comes up to Lord Brockside
with greot dignity, seizes the child to
her breast, and says:

Countess: From the manrer in which | love this child, my lord, you cught
to know haw | would have loved his elder brother, had he praved worthy of
eny mother's affection.

Brockside is stunned by his mother's
words,

Brookside: Madam, | heve borne os long as mertal could andure the ill-treatment
of the inselent Irish upstart, whem you have toker into your bed. It is rot only
the lowness of his birth, ord the generol brutelity of his monrers which disgusts
me, but the shameful rature of his conduct towards your ladyship, his brutel

and ungentlemarlike behaviour, his open infidelity, his habits of extravogance,
intoxication, his shameless robberies ond swindling of my property and yours,

It is these insulls to you which shock and aonnoy me mere than the ruffion's
infamous conduct to myself. | would have steed by your lodyship, as | promised,
but you seem to heve token latterly your husbond's part; end, as | cannot
personolly chostise this low-bred suffian, who, to our shame be it spcken, is the
husbaond of my mother, and os | cannot bear to witness his treotment of you, end
locthe his herrible society os if it were the plogue, | om determined to quit my
native country, ot least during his detested life, ar during my own.

Bursting into tears, Lody Casgrove leaves
the reom. Roderick loses control, ond
rushes ot Brockside, k&nocking dewn Lords,
Dukes and Generols, left and right, who
fry to interfere.

The compeny is scondolised by the entire
incident,
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LONDON CLUB ~ INT ~ NIGHT

Actian as per a.s. Raderick is
shunned.

Roderick (a.s.): If | had murdered my lard, | could searcely have been
received with mere shemeful dblequy and slander than now fallowed me in
town ond country. My friends fell cway from me, and a legend crose of my
cruelty o my stepsan.

ST JAMES ~ INT - DAY

" Raderick {a.s.): My reception ot court was scarcely mere cardial. On poying

my respects ta my sovereign at $t. James, His Majesty paintedly asked me when
| had news of Lord Brockside. On which | replied, with na ardinery presence
of mind: '

Raderick: Sire, my Lard Breokside has set sail ta fight the rebels against
Yaur Majesty's crown in America. Daes Yaur Majesty desire that | shauld send
anather campany to aid him?

The King stcres at Raderick, turns
an his heel end quickly leaves the
presence~chomber.

Rederick is cpproached by the Duke
of Rutlend, wha takes him eside into
on-alcove,

Duke of Rutland (specking very quietly): Let me tell you, sir, that your canduct
has been very odiausly represented to the King, and has formed the subject af
royal camment. The King has said, influenced by these representatians, that you
ere the most disreputable mon in the three kingdems, end o dishanaur to your
neme and caunity.

Roderick begins to splutier.

Duke of Rutland: Hecr me aut, plecse. It has been intimated to His Majesty
that you had raised the Americon Campeny for the sale purpase of getting the
young Viscaunt to command it, and so get rid of him. And, {further, that you
had paid the very men in the company, wha was ardered ta dispatch him in the
first general action, .

Raderick: Thus it is that my layalty is reworded, and my sacrifices in favour
of my country viewed?

Duke of Rutland: As for your ambitiaus hages regerding the Irish peerages, His
Maijesty has also let it be known that you have been led astroy by that Lerd Crabs,
wha likes ta take maney, but wha hos na mare influence to get a caranet then ta
proeure a Pope’s ticre. And, if you have it in mind to call upon Lord Crabs, you
will be discppointed. He left for the continent an Tuesday, aend may be away

for several manths. :

2 1R 77
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LORD WEST'S OFFICE - INT - DAY
Roderick ond Lord West.

Roderick: | insist upon being allowed to appecr before His Mojesty and clecr
myself of the imputatians ageinst me, o point out my services to the government,
and fo osk when the reword, that had been promised me, the title held by my
ancestors, S ogoin to be revived in my person.

There is a sieepy coolness in the fat
Lord West, He hears Roderick with
helf-shut eyes. When he finishes his
violent speech, which he has made
siriding abaut the room, Lord West
opens one eye, smiles, and says:

Lord West (gently): Have you done, Mr. Cosgrave?
Roderick: Yes!

Lord West: Well, Mr. Cosgrave, I'll enswer you point by point. The King is
exceadingly overse to moke peers, os you know. Your cloims, os you call them,
have been loid before him, and His Mojesty's gracious reply was, that you

were the most impudent man in his dominions, and merited a halter, rother than
o coronet. As for withdrawing your support frem us, you are perfectly welcome
to carry yourself whitherscever you plecse.  And, now, as | heve o great deol
of necupotion, perhaps you will do me the faveur to retire, or tell me if there

is anything else in the world in which | can cblige you.

So saying, Lord West rcaises his hand
lezily to the bell, ond bows Roderick
oul.

CASTLE HACKTON ~ RODERICK'S STUDY - DAY

Rederick ond his accountant geing over
the bills which he has hecped on the
teble.

Roderick (0.5.): The news of His Mojesty's disregerd were not leng in getting
around, and, in © very short time, oll the bills ceme down upon me together -
oll the bills | had been controcting fer the years of my marrioge. | won't cite
their cmaunt; it wes frightful . | was bound up in an inextricoble toil of bills
and debts, or mortgoges and insurances, and oll the herrible evils ottendant
upon them.

2.18.73



196

197

198

199

CASTLE HACKTON -~ GROUNDS - DAY
Raderick walking alane.

Roderick (a.s.): Wes it my own went of siyle, ar my went of o fortune?

| know nat. Naw | wes arrived at the height of my embition, but both my
skitl and my luck seemed ta be deserting me. Everything | touched, crumbled
in my hands; every speculation | had, failed; every agent | frusted, deceived
me. My incame was saddled with hundreds of annuities, and thausands af
lawyers' chorges, and | felt the net drawing claser and claser creund me, and
no means o extricate myself from its toils. All my schemes had turned aut

‘ failures.

LONDON GAMING CLUB ~ INT -~ NIGHT
Roderick at the geming icble.

Raderick (a.s.): My wife's moady despondency made my house and home nat
over-plecsant; hence, | wes driven a gaad deal abraad, where as play wes the
fashian in every club, faverr, end assembly, |, af course, was abliged o
resume my ald habit, and o commence as an emateur those gemes at which |
was ance unrivalled in Eurcpe.

Rederick lases a large amount af
money.

Raderick {0.5.): | had arun of ili-luck ot play, and wes forced to meet my
lasses by fhe most shameful sacrifices to the maney-lenders, and wes compelled
to berrow lergely upan my wife's annuities, ensuring her ladyship's life, which
wes the conditian for every loan against her property.

LONDON OFFICE -~ INSURANCE BROKER -~ PAY
Roderick and the broker.

Broker: . o o Your
wife's life is cs well known amang the insurence sacieties in Landon, as eny
women in Christendam, and, I'm sorry o say there is not ane of them willing
to place anather policy against her ladyship's life. One of them even had the
impudence $o suggesf that your freatment af the Countess did not render her
tife worth a year's purchese.

STUD FARM - EXT - DAY

Rederick buying a horse.
Roderick {a.s.): In the midst af my difficulties, | promised to buy a litile horse
for my deer little Patrick, which wes 1o be a present fer his eighth birthday, that

wos naw coming an. | moy have had my faults, but na man shall dere ta say af
me that | wes not a gead and tender father.

R X ¢ B



199 continued ~ 1
Raderick admires the harse.

Roderick {0.s.): It wos a beautiful little animal, and stood me in a good
sum. | never regorded maney for that decor child,

i99a ROAD -~ EXT -~ DAY

The harse kicks aff ane af the
herse~boys wha fries to ride him.

Raderick: (0.s.) But the harse wes a bit wild, and he kicked off are of the
herse~boys wha rade him ot first, cnd broke the lad's leg.

200 ROAD - DAY

Raderick riding the harse. The
horse~boy lies in the back of a
wagon.

Raderick {a.s.): But he was a beautiful animal and wauld mcke a fine harse
for Patrick ofter he had a hit of brecking~in.

201  ROAD - NEAR CASTLE HACKTON ~ DAY

Raderick dismaunts and gives the
horse o ane af th= herse-boys.

Rederick: Timmy, take the injured lad to see the docter, and then kring

the horse to Daalan's farm, and tell him to breck him in theroughly. Tell him
it's for little Patrick, and that 1'll be over to see him next week.

Horse-boy: Yes, sir.

Roderick: One more thing, and listen well, | dan't want little Patrick o
knaw where the harse is being kept. 1t's going to be a surprise for his birthday.

202  CASTLE HACKTON - EXT - DAY
- Patrick rushes aut to greet his father.

Patrick: Hello, popal

Rederick picks him wp in his ams, and
kisses him.

Patrick: Did you buy the harser, papa?

Roderick: Now, just have o little patience, my boy. Your birthday isn't
until next week. '

2 10 7™



202

203

continued -~ 1
Pofrick: But | will have it on my birthday, wan't 1?7
Roderick: Well, we'll just have to wait and see, won't we?

He walks up the steas holding Patrick,
who hugs ond kisses him.

Roderick {0.s.}: My san, little Poirick Cosgrove, was a prince; his breeding
end manners, even at his early oge, showed him to be worthy of the two noble
femilies from whom he wes descended, and 1 don't know whot high hapes | hod
for the boy, and indulged in o thousand fond enticipotions cs to his future
success and figure in the werld, but stern Fate had determined thet | should
leave none of my race behind me.

CASTLE HACKTON ~ DINING ROOM - INT - NIGHT
Roderick is drunk. Patrick is brought in by
his governor, Hunt , to soy goodnight.

He kisses his mother first, then approaches
Roderick.
Potrick (kissing him): Good night, pape.

Rederick: Good night, my little derling.

Patrick: Popa?

Roderick: Yes?

Patrick: One of the bays in the stable told Nelly thot you've olready bought
my horse, ond thot it's at Doolen's farm, where Mick the groom is brecking it
in. Is thot true, papo?

Roderick (ongered): What the devil? What kind of focls do we have here?
Pottle, who toid the lod this story? ,

Hunt.: 1 don't know, sir.
Potrick: Then it's true! it's true' Oh, thank you, papo! . Thank you'
He hugs his fother.

Countess: Promise me, Patrick, that you will not ride the horse except in the
company of your fother.

Potrick (unconvincingly): 1 promise, memo.

Roderick: 1 promise your lordship o good flogging if you even so much as go to
Poolan’s farm o see him.

Potfrick: Yes, popo.

2.18.73
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RODERICK'S BEDROOM ~ INT - DAY

Rederick is awakened by his voiet and
Hunt ., the governer.

Roderick: Yes ....?

Volet: 1'm sorry to disturb you, sir, but Mr. Hunt - hes something important
te tell you.

Roderick: Yes?

Hunt = | think Maoster Patrick has disobeyed your orders and stolen off o
Doolan's farm. When | went to the lad's room this morning, his bed was empty.
One of the cooks soid she saw him go away before doybreck. He must have
slipped through my room while | was osleep.

CASTLE HACKTON ~ STABLES - DAY

Roderick, in o rage, toking o great
horse~whip, gallops off ofter the child.

ROAD - CASTLE HACKTON -~ DAY

Roderick comes upon o sad procession of
fermers, moaning and howling, the block
horse led by the hord, ond, on © door

thot some of them cairied, little Potrick.
He lies in his little boats and spurs, and

his little coat of scarlet ond gold. His foce
is quite white, and he smiles os he holds ©
hand out to Roderick and says, poinfully:

Patrick: You won't whip me, will you, papa?
Roderick bursts out inte tears inreply.
PATRICK'S BEDROOM -~ NIGHT

Some doctors around the bed, Roderick and
the Countess onxiously waiting upon them.

Roderick (0.5.): The docters were colled, but what dees o docter aveil in o
contest with the grim, invincible enemy? Such es came could only confirm

our despair by their occount of the poor child's case. His spine was injured,
the lower half of him wos dead when they loid him in bed ot home. The rest
did not last long, God help me' He remained yet for two days with us, and

o sad comfort it was to think he was in no poin. :

Lo B e ]



208

209

PATRICK'S BEDROOM - DAY
Rederick, Cauntess and Patrick.

Patrick (weckly): Popa, | beg you and mema te perdon me for any acts of
discshedience | have been guil ty af fowards yau.

Countess {weeging}: éh, my little angel, you have done nothing for which you
need pordon.

Patrick: Where is Brooksy? | would like to see him.

" Roderick: Your brother is in America fignting the rebels.

Patrick: is he all right, popa?
Raderick: Yes, he's fine.

Patrick: Brocksy was better then you, papa, he used nat to swear so, and he
taught me many goad things while you were awcy. .

Patrick tokes a hand of his mather and
of Roderick, in each af his liftle clammy
enes.

Patrick: |beg you not o quarrel sa, but to lave each other, so that we might
meet again in heaven where Broaksy told me quarrelscme people never zo.

His mother is much affected by these
admonitians, and Raderick is tea.

Patrick gives Rederick a ring fram his
finger, and a lacket ta his mather.

He says that these gifts are sa that they
will not forget him.

Raderick {a.s.): At lest, ofter two days, he died. Thers he lay, the hope of
my femily, the pride of my manhaad, the link which kept me and my Lady
Cosgrove together,

CHURCH - GRAVE-YARD ~ DAY

Funeral.

Raderick {0.5.): 1won't tell you with what splendaur we buried him, but what
avail ore underiakers' feathers and heralds' rumpery.

i 1 B
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CASTLE HACKTON -~ STABLE

Roderick enters the steble and, cfter o
few seconds, we heor o pistol shot.
He exits rapidly, the smoking pistol
still in his hond,

CASTLE HACKTON - VARIOUS ~ DAY AND NIGHT

The Countess:
Praying

Woking up screeming
Fits of erying
Severely degressed,

Roderick (0.5.): Lody Cosgrove, olways veperish ond nervous, after our blessed
boy's cotasitophe, beceme more ogitoted than ever, and plunged into devotion
with so much fervour thot you would have fancied her olmest disirocted at
times.

Countess sees visions.

Roderick {0.s.}: She imogined she saw visions. She soid on angel from heaven
told her thot Poirick’s decth wos o punishment to her for her neglect of her
first~born. Then she would decleare thot Erookside wos dead.

To be written up as o brief diclogue
scene.

RODERICK'S STUDY ~ INT - DAY

Rederick and his cccountant.
Bills, bills, bilis.

Roderick {0.5.): By now, my financicl aoffoirs were necr to ruin. | could not
get o guineo from ony money-decler in London. Our rents were in the hands
of receivers by this time, and it was as much es | could do to get enough
money from the rascols to pay my wine~merchonts their bills. Our property
was hampered, ond often as | epplied to my lawyers ond ogents for meney,
would come o reply demonding money of me for debts and pretended cloims
which the rapocious rascols soid they had on me.

CASTLE HACKTON -~ EXT - DAY

Mother arives. Roderick greefs her.
Servents unlood her bogs.

Roderick {0.s.): My mother was the only person who, in my misfertunes,
remoined foithful to me ~ indeed, she hos clways spoken of me in my true light,
as o martyr to the roscality of others, ond o victim of my own generous and
cenfiding temper.
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CASTLE HACKTON - INT -~ DAY
Mother supervising kitchen stoff,

Roderick (0.5.): She was on invaluoble person to me in my house, which
would hove been ot rack ond ruin long before, but for her spirit of order and
manegement ond her excellent economy in the government of my ropidly
dwindling household stoff.

CASTLE HACKTON ~ GARDEN - DAY
Roderick ond his mother.

Roderick{a.s.): If onything could have saved me from the consequences
of villoiny in others, it would have been the odmiroble prudence of thot werthy
creoture.

CASTLE HACKTON ~ DRAWING ROOM ~ NIGHT
Action as per o.s.

Roderick {0.s.): She never went to bed until all the house was quiet and oll
the candles out; you may foncy that this was o matter of some difficulty with
o mon of my habits who hod commonly a dozen of joviol fellows to drink with
me every night, ond who seidom, for my part, went to bed sober.

CASTLE HACKTON ~ RODERICK'S BEDROOM ~ NIGHT
Action as per o.s.

Roderick {0.s.): Many ond meny o night, when | was uncenscious of her
attention, has that good soul pulled my boots off, and seen me loid by my
servanis snug in bed, ond caried off the condle herself ....

CASTLE HACKTON ~ RODERICK'S BEDROOM ~ DAY
Action as per 0.5. ,

Roderick (0.5.): ..... ond been the first in the merning, too, to bring me
my drink of smoll beer. [t was my mother's pride that | could drink mere than
any man in the country.

RODERICK'S STUDY ~ NIGHT

Roderick ond his mother holding a
jetter before o fire, which slowly
brings cut the writing in lemon juice
between the widely~spaced linss of
directions to her milliner.



219 continued ~ 1

Roderick {@.s.): My mather discavered that alweys, before my ledy-wife
chose to write letters to her milliner, she had need of lemons to make her drink,
s she said, and this fact, being menticned to me, kind of set me a-~thinking.

Raderick {reading letter alaud): “This day, three years ago, my last hope and
gleasure in life was teken from me, and my decr child was colled to Heaven.
Where is his neglected brather, whom | suffered to grow up unheeded by my
side, and wham the tyrenny .f the manster to whom | em united drove fo exile,
and, perhaps to death? | proy the child is still alive end safe. Charles
Brookside' Come to the aid of o wretched mather, wha acknowledges her crime,
her coldness towerds you, and now bitterly pays for her error. What sufferings,
what humiliatians have | had to endurel | am e prisoner in my awn halls. |
shauld fear paisan, but then | know the wreich has o sordid interest in keeping
me alive, and that my death would ke the signal fer his ruin, But | dore nat
stir withaut my adiaus, hideous, vulger gealer, the hemrid Irish woman, wha
pursues my every step. | am locked into my chember at night, like a felon,
and anly suffered to leave it when ardered into the presence of my lard, to

be present at his argies with his boen-compenions, and to hear his adious
converse cs he lapses into the disgusting madness of intoxication. "

220 CASTLE HACKTON - DINING ROOM - NIGHT

Roderick, and the Countess end
mother, ot asilent dinner.

Roderick {0.5.): 1t was nat passible to recover the name for whom the nate
was intended, but it wes clear that, to add to all my perplexities, three
years after my paer child's death, my wife, whose vegaries of temper and
wayweord follies | had borne with for twelve yeers, wented to leave me. |
decided it best nat to reveal te her ludyshia our discovery, that we might still
intercept and uncaver further schemes which might be afoot.

221 CASTLE HACKTON - VARIOUS PLACES ~ DAY AND NIGHT

A few cuts showing Mother keeping ,
an eye an the Countess.

Raderick {a.s.): Yet I was bound to be an my guerd that she should not give
me the slip. Had she left me, | was ruined the next day.

I set my mother to keep o sharp watch over the moads af her ladyship, end
you may be sure that her essistence and surveillance were invaluabie to me.
If  hed paid fwenty spies fo watch my lady, 1 should not have been half so
well served as by the disinterested care and watchfulness of my excellent
mother. :



CASTLE HACKTON ~ GARDENS ~ DAY
Roderick walking with the Countess,

Raderick (0.5.): My Lady Cosgrove's relationship with me wes a singular
ene. Her life was passed in a series of crack-brained sort of alternation
between lave and hatred for me. We would guarrel for a fortnight, then we
shauld be friends for a manth together sametimes.

One day, | wes joking her, and asking her whether she would toke the water
egain, whether she had found cnather lover, and so forth. She suddenly
burst aut into tecrs, and, after a while, scid fo me:

Countess: Raderick, you krow well encugh that | hove never loved but you',
Wos | ever so wretched that a kind word from you did nat make me heppy?
Ever so angry, but the least offer af goad-wiil an your pert did nat bring me
to your side? Did | nat give a sufficient preof of my offection for you in
besiowing ane af the finest fortunes of England upan you? Have | repined ar
rebuked you for the way you have wasted i#? Na, [ loved you foa much and
too fondly; | hove always laved you. From the first moment | sow you, |
saw your bad qualities, and trembled at your vialence; but | could nat help
loving you. | married you, though | knew | wes sealing my awn fate in daing
s0, and in spite of reason and duty. What secrifice da you want from me? |
am ready ta moke any, so you will but lave me, or, if not, that at |east,
you will gently use me.

Raderick kisses her., .

Raderick (a.s.): | wes in a particularly good humeur that day, and we hed
a sort af reconciliction.

CASTLE HACKTON ~ NIGHT
Roderick and his mather.

Mother: Depend en it, the artful hussy hes some ather scheme in her head
now, ’

Roderick: (a.s.) The ald lody was right, and | swallawed the bait which her
ladyship had prepered to enirep me es simply as any gudgean tekes a hook.

CASTLE HACKTON - DAY - EXT

Arrival of Mr. Newcombe. the
money-braker.

Raderick {a.s.): | had hired a money-braker espacially to find some means
of my making a laan. After several months withaut success, it wes with some .
considerchie interest that | received his visit,



RODERICK'S STUDY -~ DAY

Roderick and the money~broker,
Mr. Newcambe.

Newcombe: | have good news for you, Mr. Cosgrove, The firm of Brocegirdle
and Chotwick, in the city ef London, are prepared to lend you £20,000,

pledged against your interest in the Edric mines. They will redeem the
encumbrances against the property, which amount o some £1G,000, ond tcke a
twenty~year working lecse on the mines. They will lend you the £2G, GO0 ogoinst
the lecse incame, which they will apply to the loen os it comes in, and they
will mcke a charge of 18% per annum interest on the outstending loon balance.

Roderick: Mr. Newcombe, | have mode some difficult loans during the past
few years, at very onerous terms, but 18% o yeer interest seems very stitf
indeed.

Newcombe: Cansidering your financial circumstances, Mr. Cosgrove, it has

been impossible to find onyone at all prepared to do ony business with you. |
think you moy count yourself lucky to have this oppertunity. But, obvicusly,
if you would reject this offer, 1sholl keep trying to find o bettor one.

Rederick (ofter o pause): 1| am prepered to occept the terms, Mr. Newcombe.

Newcombe: There are o few cther points we should discuss. The loan agreement
can only be executed upon her ladyship's signature, ond provided that Brocagirdle
and Chotwick con oe assured of her ladyship's freewill in giving her sicnature.

Roderick: Provided that they con be assured of her lodyship's freewill? Are
you serious? :

Newcombe: May | be quite frank with you?
Roderick: Yes, of course.

Newcombe: Mister Brocegirdle soid to me thot he had heard her ledyship lives
in some fecr of her life, ond meditated o separotion, in which case, she

might later repudicte ony documents signed by herself while in durance, and
subject them, ot any rote, to o doubtful ond expensive litigation. They were
quite insistent on this point, and soid they must have absolute assuronce of

her ladyship's perfect freewill in the transaction before they would odvance

o shilling of their capitol.

Roderick: 1 see.

?.18.73
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continued ~ 1

Newcombe: When | asked them in whot form they would occept her lodyship's
essurances, they said "+ - that they were anly prepered to

accept them if her ladyship confirms her written consent by word of mouth,

in their presence, at their counting-house in Birchin Lane, London. |requested
they come here, ond save her ladyship and yourself the inconvenience of the
frip to London, but *hey declined, saying thot they did not wish to incur the
risk of o visit o Castle Hockion to negotiate, as they were awere of how other
respectoble perties, such as Messrs. Sharp and Solomon hod been freoted here.

CASTLE HACKTON ~ INT ~ DAY
Ro.deri'ck and his mother.,

Mother: Depend on it, there is seme atifice. When once you get into that
wicked town, you are not safe. There are scores of writs cut ogoinst you for
debt. If you ore taken in Londan, and thrown into prison, yow case is
hopeless.

Roderick: Mother dear, we cre now living off our own beef and mutton., We
have to wotch Lody Cosgrove within and the bailiffs without. There are certain
situations in which people cannct dictote their own terms; and foith, we cre

so pressed now for money, thot | would sign a bond with old Nick himself, if
ke would grovide a good round sum. With this money, we can settie our
principal debts ond mcke o fresh stert.

Mother: Roderick, you must listen to me. As scon os they have you in London,
they will get the better of my poer innocent lad; and the first thing thot |

sholl hecr of you will be thot you ere in trouble, You will be o victim of your
own generous and confiding nature,

CASTLE HACKTON ~ COUNTESS'S BEDROOM

Rederick and the Countess.
Countess: Why go, Roderick? | em happy here, as leng as you ere kind to
me, as you now cre. We can't appear in Londan as we ought; the little

meney you will get wiil be spent, like oll the rest has been. Let us stay here
and be content.

She takes his hand and kisses it.

CASTLE HACKTON ~ INT ~ DAY
Mother ond Roderick.

Mother: Humph! | believe she is ot the bottom of it ~ the wicked schemer.
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CCUNTRY ROAD ~ DAY
Raderick's carricge moving clong.

Roderick (o.5.): We did not start in state, you may be sure. We did not let
the country know we were going, or leave notice of adiev with our neighbours.
The fomaus Mr. Jomes Coscrove and his noble wife travelled in o hock~chaoise
end pair.

COACH - INT - DAY

The Countess loys her head on Roderick's
shoulder end smiles.

Roderick (0.5.): When o man is going to the devil, how easy and pleasant
a journey is' The thought of the meney quite put me in @ geed humour, ond
my wife, as she loy an my shoulder in the post-chaise, going to Londen, soid
it was the happiest ride she had token since our marricge.

INN - EXT -~ DUSK
The carrioge stops and they disembark.
Roderick (0.5.): One night we stayed ot Reading.
INN ~ INT
Rederick and his wife at dinrer.
Roderick (0.5.): My lady and | agreed thot, with the maney, we would ge
to France, and weit there for better times, ond that night, over ocur supper,

formed a scere of plons both for pleasure and retrenchment. You would have
thought it was Darby ond Jaan together over their supper.

INN -~ BEDROOM ~ NIGHT
Rederick and his wife meking love. .

Roderick (0.5.): O women! Women! When | recollect Lady Cosgrove's smiles
and blandishments, how henoy she seemed to be on thet nightt Whet an air

of innocent confidence appecred in her hehaviour, and what offectionate
nomes she colled me! | em lost in wonder ot the depth of her hypocrisy. Whe
can be surprised that an unsuspecting person like myself should have been @
victim to such o consummote deceiver?

GRAY'S INN OFFICE -~ EXT - DAY
The coach drives up.

Roderick (0.5.): We were in Londen ot three o'clock, on holf-en~hour hefare
the time appointed.
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STAIRCASE ~ INT -~ DAY

Roderick end the Countess iocking
for the office.

Roderick {0.s.): | ecsily found cut Mr. Tapewell's apertment: a gleomy

den it was, and in an unlucky hour, | entered it.
They climb up o dirty boeksteir, lit by
c feeble lamp, and the dim sky of o
dismel Londen cfterncon.

The Countess seems cgitated and faint.

When they get to the door, she stops
in front of it.

Countess: Roderick ~ don't ge in: | am sure there is denger. There's time

yet, let us go beck - an}mhere!
The Countess has gut hersel{ before the

door in o thectricel cottitude ond fakes
Rederick’s hand.

He pushes her away e cne side.
Rederick: Lody Cosgrove, you are an cld faal.
Countess: Qld fool

She jumps ot the bell, which is quickly

answered by a mouldy~lecking
gentlemen in an unpowdered wig.

Countess: Say Ledy Cosgrove is herel

She stolks down the passage, muttering:
'Old fool!’

MR TAPEWELL'S QFFICE ~ DAY

Tepewell is in his musty room, surrounded
by his parchments ond tin boxes..

He odvances ond bows, begs her ladyship
to be sected, and points towards ¢ cheir
for Roderick, which he takes, rother

wondering at the lawyer's insolence.

" em A
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continued - 1

The lawyer retreats to o side~door,
saying he will be back in 0 moment.

In the next moment, he re-enters,
bringing with him another lawyer,
six constables in red waist~coats,
with bludgeons and pistals, and
Lerd Brookside.

Lody Cosgrave flings herself into the

arms of her son, crying ond whimpering
end colling him her saviour, her preserver,
her gallent knight.

Then, turning fo 2-derick, she pours out
o flood of invective which quite cstonishes
him.

Countess: Oh fool as | am, | have autwitted the most crafty and treacherous
monster under the sun. Yes, | wos a fool when | married you, and gave up
other and nobler hearts for your sake ~ yes, | was o fool when | forgot my
name and lineage to unite myself with o bese~born adventurer ~ o fool fo beer,
without repining, the most monstrous tyranny that ever woman suffered; to
ollow my property ta be squandered; to see women as base and low-bern

e yourself ...

Mr. Tapewell: For heaven's scke, be colm.

Tapewell bounds bock behind the
constobles, seeing o threatening lock in
Roderick's eye.

The Countess continues in o stroin of

incoherent fury, screaming ogsinst Roderick,
and ogeinst his mother, and olwoys beginning
and ending the sentence with the werd 'fool’.

Roderick: You didn't tell all, my lady ~ | scid *ald’ fool .

Brockside: | have no doubt thot you said and did, sir, everything thot o
blockguard could say or do. This lody is now safe under the protection of
her relotions and the law, and need fear your infomous persecutions no
{onger.

Roderick: But you cre not sofe, and as sure as | am o men of hanour, b will
have your heart's bleod. '

Topewell: Toke dawn his vords, constables; sweer the peoce ogoinst him.
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continued - 2

Brookside: | wauld nat sully my sword with the bload af such a ruffian.
If the scaundrel remains in London anather day, he will be seized as a comman
swindler.

Raderick: Where's the man wha will seize me?

He draws his sword, placing his back
to the dacr.

Raderick: Let the seoundrel come! Yau -~ you cawordly braggert, come first,
if you have the soul of a man?

The Countess and the bail iffs move
mw'

Tapewell: We are nat going to seize you! My dear sir, we dan't wish ta
seize you; we will give you a handsame sum ta leave the cauntry, anly leave
her ladyship in peace.

Broakside: And the country will ke well rid af such a villain.

As Broakside says this, he backs inte e
nex! raam.

The lawyer follows him, leaving Raderick
alane in the company af the canstcbles
wha are all armed to the teeth.

Raderick: {a.s.}) | was na langer the man | was at twenty, when | should have

charged the ruffians, sword in hand, and sent at least ane af them to his account.

| was braken in spirit, regularly caught in the toils, utterly baffled and
beaten by that woman. Was she relenting at the dacr, when she paused and
begged me to turn back? Head she nat a lingering lave for me still? Her
conduct showed it, os | came ta reflect an it. It was my anly chance now left
in the werld, so | put down my sword upan the lawyer’s desk.

Roderick puts his sword down an the
leawyer's desk.

Roderick: Gentlemen, |shall use na vialence; you may tell Me. Tapewell |
am quite ready fa speak with him when he is at leisure.

Rederick sits down and falds his crms
quite peaceably.

COFFEE HOUSE - NEAR GRAY'S INN - EXT ~ DAY
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RODERICK'S ROOM IN COFFEE HOUSE - INT - DAY

Rederick (0.5.): | was instructed o toke o ledging for the night in o
coffee house néar Gray's Inn, cnd enxiously expected a visit from
Mr. Tapewell.

Topewell talking to Roderick.

Tepewell: | have been autherised by Ledy Casgrove and her advisors to pay
you an ennuity of £300 o year, specificolly on the condition of you
remoining abrood out of the three kingdoms, and to be stopped on the instant
of your return. | advise you to accept it without delay for you know, os
well as | do, that your stay in London will infallibly plunge you in gasl,

as there are innumerable writs token out against you here ond in the west of
England, and thot your credit is so blawn upen thot you could not hope to
roise a shilling., | will leave you the night to consider this propesel, but

if you refuse, the family will proceed ogoinst you in London, end have you
arrested. If you accede, o quarter solary will be paid to you ot any foreign
pert you should prefer.

Roderick: Mr. Tapewell, | do not require o night to consider this propesel.
Whot other choice has a poor, lonely and braken-te orted mon? | sholl toks
the annuity, and leave the country.

Me. Tocewell: | am very glad to heor that you have come to this decision,
Mr. Cosgrove. | think you are very wise.

There is o knock at the door and

Rederick opens it. Brookside enters

with four constobles armed with

pistols.

The diclegue for this scene hes to be written.
Brockside hos gone ogeinst the bargein,

ond has decided to have Roderick

arrested upon one of the mony writs

out ageinst him for debt.

Mr. Tapewell is surprised and complcins
weckly thot Brockside is octing in bod
foith.

~

Brookside brushes asidz his objections.

Roderick is defeated, and meekly sits down
in o chair.

The following lines are reed over Roderick
being shockled and led out of the room.
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Nerrotor: Mr. James Cosgrove's gersonol narotive finishes here, for
the hand of death interrupted the ingenious author soon after the period
ot which this memoir was compiled, after he hod lived nineteen yecrs

en inmate of the Fleet Prisan, where the prisen records state he died of
del irium tremens,

239 FLEET PRISON - EXT - DAY

His mother, now very old and hobbled
with arthritis, enters the prison,
carying o basket on her erm,

Narrater: His foithiul old mother joined him in his lonely exile, and hed
© bedroom in Fleet Morket over the way. She would come end stay the
whole day with him in the prison warking.

240 CASTLE HACKTON - COUMTESS'S STUDY

Signing a payment draft, the Countess
sighs and gozes out of the large window.

Narator: The Countess was never out of love with her husband, and, s
long as she lived, James enjoyed his income of £300 per yeor and wes,
perhaps, as hapoy in prisen, as at any period of his existence.

241 CASTLE HACKTON - STUDY -~ DAY

Brookside tecring up the peyment droft
presented fo him by his occountant,

Narrotor: When her ledyship died, her son sternly cut off the anauity,
devoting the sum to cherities, which, he said, wauld make o nobler use
of it then the scoundrel who hod enjoyed it hitherto.

242 FLEET PRISON - INT ~ DAY

Roderick, now grey-halred blocking
koots, etc.

Nerrator: When thot femous cherocter lost his income, his spirit entirely
foiled. He was removed into the pauper's ward, where he was known io
block boots for weolthier prisoners, and where he was detected in
stealing a tobhocco box.

243 FLEET PRISON -~ INT ~ DAY

Roderick and his mother. Action as per
0.5.
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Nerretor: His mather attained e pradigicus eld age, and the inhabitants

of the place in her time can recard, with aecuracy, the deily disputes

which used to take place between mather and sen, until the latter,
from habits of intoxication, felling inte a stete of elmest imbecility,
was tended by his tough ald parent &s & baby elmost, and weuld cry if
deprived of his necessary glass ef brandy.

TILE CARD

I was in the reign of Gearge 1M that
the above-ncmed persenages lived and
quarrelled; goed er bed, handsome or
ugly, rich ar poar, they are all equal
new.

THE END



