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I NT. THOVAS HARDY' S STUDY, MAX GATE, DORCHESTER. 1890.

Aged 50, Thomas Hardy is conpleting the manuscript in

| onghand of "Tess of the d Urbervilles". He is working at
a creaky, rather small, old table. A grandfather clock
ticks loudly. Hs dress is snmart late-Victorian, his
noust ache neatly cli pped.

In CU he conpl etes the final paragraph:

THOVAS HARDY (50)
V/ O ’Justice’ was done, and the
President of the Imortals, in
Aeschyl ean phrase, had fini shed
his sport with Tess.

THOVAS HARDY (50)
1/V.: Well that will get them
goi ng. "Does he nean ' God ?",
they' Il wonder. "Is he being
pessi m stic agai n?"

He renoves his glasses, wipes themwith a cloth and smles
ruefully. He stares into the m ddl e distance.

THOVAS HARDY (50)
VI O They’'ll never accept her as
a pure wonan. But that’s what she
is. Pure. Woman. A child anong
pl easures and a woman anong
pains. Just like the one that’s
gone now. Ch Triffie, you'll
never read this one. Did you read
any of the others? And did you
recogni se anyone, | wonder?

He places the final page of the manuscript at the bottom
of a thick pile of paper, with his hand-drawn title, "Tess
of the d Ubervilles - The Story of a Pure Wman"
uppernost. He rises stiffly fromthe desk and wal ks over
to a large set of shelves with cupboards beneath. Rootling
t hrough one of the cupboards, he draws out a well-worn

not ebook with "Westbourne Park Villas - 1866" witten on
the front. Opening it, he wal ks back to the old table and
repl aces his spectacles. He starts to recite:

THOVAS HARDY (50)
I/V: | lingered through the night
to break of day, nor once did
sl eep extend a wing to ne,
intently busied with a vast array
of epithets that should outfigure
t hee.

He pauses, raises his eyebrows and | ooks quizzically at
t he poem He conti nues:

( CONTI NUED)
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THOVAS HARDY (50)
VIO Full-featured terns - al
fitless - hastened by, and this
sol e speech remai ned: "That
mai den m ne!" Debarred from due
description then did | perceive
the indefinite phrase could yet
defi ne.

AS HE CONTI NUES READI NG LONG DI SSOLVE THROUGH TO THOVAS

HARDY ACED 27 TRAVELI NG ON A STEAM TRAIN FROM LONDON TO
DORCHESTER. HE LOOKS PALE AND EXHAUSTED, HI'S CLOTHI NG I S
CLEAN THOUGH WORN M D- VI CTORI AN.  THE YOUNGER HARDY | S
READI NG THE SAME POEM FROM THE SAME ( LESS- WORN) NOTEBOCK
CRGCSS- FADE V/ O

I NT. TRAI'N CARRI AGE, 1867.

THOVAS HARDY (27)
V/ O As common chests encasi ng
wares of price are borne with
t ender ness through halls of
state, for what they cover, so
t he poor device of honely wording
| could tolerate, knowing its
unadornnment held as freight -

THOVAS HARDY (27)
| /V: The sweetest inage outside
par adi se!

The passenger opposite, a traveling sal esman, |ooks up
fromhis penny dreadful and |eers at Hardy. Hardy averts
his gaze and stares out at the Dorset countryside, steam
billow ng past the wi ndow. He | ooks back at the poem

cl oses the notebook and replaces it in his portmanteau
lying on the seat beside him

THOVAS HARDY (27)
V/Q That last line is good, but
the rest - it really is a bit
clunmsy. No wonder nobody wants to
publish my poetry. 1'Il have to
stick to architecture, but please
God no nore church restoration.

DI SSOLVE FROM CU HARDY' S FACE REFLECTED I N THE CARRI AGE
W NDOW TO NELLI E BROVELL' S COTTAGE NEAR DARTMOOR | N DEVON.
EXT. NELLIE BROVELL' S COTTAGE, 1959.
Nel I'i e Tryphena Bronell and Lois Deacon are wal ki ng

t hrough the garden. It is a warmsunny day in late spring
and they admre the flowers as they pass.

( CONTI NUED)
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LO S DEACON
Can you remenber what your nother
told you about Hardy, Nellie?

NELLI E BROVELL
You nmustn’t forget I’mnearly
ei ghty, Lois. My dear nother died
when | was eleven, so it’s a |ong
time ago. But | do renenber she
read all his books and was gl ad
he becane so successful as a
witer. One thing she did say to
me, | remenber quite clearly, she
said "They’re all real people",
the characters in his books, she
meant .

LA S DEACON
Al'l from around where he grew up,
near Dorchester?

NELLI E BROVELL

| suppose so, but |’ve never been
there, | don’'t know anyone from
those parts. You know, she didn’'t
say it exactly at the tine, but I
t hi nk she neant herself. | think
she saw herself in his books, and
Tomtoo, as well as others from
round there.

LO S DEACON
Did she mnd, that he’d put her
in his books for everyone to
read?

NELLI E BROVELL
Vell | don’t think anyone
knew, no-one except Father, and
he woul dn’t say, obviously.

LO S DEACON
Way not ?

NELLI E BROVELL
Because Tom Hardy and ny not her
were | overs. They were engaged,
too. That’s not sonething a
husband is going to tal k about,
isit?

LO S DEACON
Are you sure they were engaged,
Nel | i e? They were cousins, after
all.

( CONTI NUED)
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NELLI E BROVELL
There’s nothing that says cousins
can't be married. It used to
happen a lot in those days. Yes,
t hey were engaged. She told ne he
gave her a ring, but that she
sent it back. That was after
Fat her started courting her when
she noved to Plynmouth to becone a
headm stress. He did tell ne he
had quite a job to persuade her
even after Hardy married someone
el se.

LA S DEACON
Hs first wife, Emma?

NELLI E BROVELL
Yes, that was her. A lady, so |
understand. | used to ask Mot her
why Tom woul dn’t cone to visit
us, and she said "Ch, he won't
cone to see us, Nellie, he's
married a | ady".

REVERSE SHOT OF THE TWO WOMEN AS THEY REACH THE END OF THE
GARDEN. DI SSCLVE THROUGH TO STEAM AND SMOKE FROM TRAI' N
ENG NE OBSCURI NG THE PLATFORM AT DORCHESTER SCUTH STATI ON
THOVAS HARDY (27) DI SEMBARKS.

EXT. THOVAS HARDY (27) WALKS HOMVE FROM THE RAI LWAY
STATI ON, 1867.

He wal ks along South Street, Dorchester, then past St
George’ s Church, Fordington. He crosses Gey’'s Bridge and
then cuts through the water-nmeadows of the Frone Valley to
Stinsford. On his way he sees and greets people who are
recogni sabl e fromhis novels by their occupations:
shepherd, clergyman, dairymaid, tranter, |abourer, raddler
and furze-cutter.

A MJSI C sequence, eg Celtic Synphony by G anville Bantock.

He approaches the Hardy fam |y hone at H gher Bockhanpton
as the light begins to fade.

| NT. HARDY COTTAGE, H GHER BOCKHAMPTON, NR. DORCHESTER

Thomas Hardy’ s younger brother, Henry (16), and his

Fat her, Thonmas Snr (56), are working on building plans
laid out on the table. His Mdther Jemma (54) is working
in the kitchen with sister Mary (26). The youngest

sibling, Kate (11), is sitting on the wi ndow seat, waiting
for Thomas’ return.

( CONTI NUED)
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KATE HARDY
He's back! He's back! It’'s Toml

Thomas’ brother and two sisters rush to open the door as
Tomis seen wal king up through the carefully-tended
veget abl e garden. Kate flies out to greet himand al nost
knocks hi mover as she flings her arns around him Mich
conmotion ensues as Tomenters the house and greets his
parents.

THOVAS HARDY SNR
Good j ourney, boy? Conme in, cone
in - Kate, Mary, |eave him al one,
can’t you see he’s worn out!

JEM MA HARDY
Tom you look terrible. So pale!
You haven’t been | ooking after
yoursel f, have you?

Thomas reacts with an indulgent smle.

KATE HARDY
Yes! He's |ike a ghost! Just |ike
t he ghosts he told nme he’s seen
in Stinsford churchyard in the
m ddl e of the night!

She wheels around with her arns out |ike a phantom
groani ng | oudly.

JEM MA HARDY
Oh shush, Kate, stop fooling
around. Tom sit down at the
table i medi ately. Mary, make
yoursel f useful, take his bag
upstairs. Henry, pour hima gl ass
of your Father’s beer, |I'’msure
he won’t mnd, will he?

Thomas Snr. doesn’t mnd and goes to pour the beer
himsel f. Henry starts to clear away the plans fromthe
table. Thomas sits down and picks one up, casting a
prof essi onal eye over it. Kate sits by the w ndow, |egs
Swi ngi ng, gazing fondly at her brothers. Jem nma Hardy
returns to the kitchen.

THOVAS HARDY (27)
Anot her terrace of railway
cottages for Dorchester, Henry?
| s business | ooking up for you
and Fat her?

HENRY HARDY
W’ re trying to get them costed
up, Tom But since the banking
crash last year tines are hard.

( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)
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HENRY HARDY (cont’ d)
The noney’s there, but the
devel opers don't like to part
with nore than they can hel p.
Per haps you can give us a hand,
now you’ re back

THOVAS HARDY
| don’t think so, Henry. You know
|’mnot a practical nman. But |
see the plans are Hicks’s. |’ve
an appointnment to see him in the
way of work, so nmaybe |I can gauge
the conpetition for you, at
| east .

Thomas Hardy Snr. returns with three gl asses of beer,
whi ch he places on the table.

THOVAS HARDY SNR
That woul d be useful, son. It’s
cut-throat out there at the
nonent. Any inside know edge
woul d hel p. Now Tom - it’s good
to see you back! Cheers!

The Father and two sons take a long swig fromtheir
gl asses and toast each other. Kate wal ks over, hol ding out
her hand.

KATE HARDY
Oh pl ease, Tom let ne have a
si p!

The nmen laugh at the child and as Tom | eans down with his
gl ass towards her Jem ma Hardy returns fromthe kitchen as
Mary comes downstairs, carrying a washing basket full of

[ aundry.

JEM MA HARDY
None of that, young |ady. You go
off to the kitchen and help Mary
bring the food in, after she’s
put soneone’s laundry in the
scul lery. Henry, lay up please.
It’s a pot roast, Tom | hope
you' re hungry. | don’t think
you’ ve washed your hands since
you arrived.

Thomas wal ks into the kitchen and returns as the neal is
present ed.

SLOALY FADE SOUND OVER MONTAGE OF THE FAM LY MEAL. CAMERA
PANS AND TRACKS FROM W NDOW OVERLOCKI NG FRONT ROOM DOWN
GARDEN PATH TO THE W CKET- GATE. FX LI GHT TRI PPI NG
FOOTSTEPS AND A RUSTLI NG DRESS.



EXT. TRYPHENA SPARKS ARRI VAL AT HARDY’' S COTTAGE.

BCU long white fingers turning the |latch of the gate. A
young fenmale formin neat md-Victorian dress passes

t hrough frane and the gate swi ngs back, rattling as it
cl oses.

Fromthe end of the garden we see the figure wal ki ng
purposefully up the path towards the front door.

At the wwndow lit fromw thin we see Kate junping up and
peering through.

| NT. HARDY COTTAGE.
Kate turns her face fromthe w ndow

KATE HARDY
It’s Triffie! I wonder what she’s
doing here at this tine.

FX quiet firmknock on the door. Henry | eaves the table to
answer it. As he opens the door Tryphena Sparks (16) tilts
her head birdlike and smles at the Hardys. Her very dark

hair is tied up under a sumrer hat. She has | obel ess ears.
Her eyebrows point upwards |ike nusical accents. Her face

falls as she realises they are still eating.

TRYPHENA SPARKS
Ch Aunt Jeminm, |’mso sorry,
| ve di sturbed your neal.
t hought you’ d have finished by
Now.

JEM MA HARDY
Don’t worry, Tryphena, cone in,
we’'ve nearly finished. W’ re
| ater than usual because a
speci al guest has just arrived.

She notions towards Thonas. Thomas is staring, al nost
transfi xed, at the young wonman, still franmed in the
doorway. Henry ushers Tryphena inside. She noves towards

t he wi ndow seat, gl ancing back at Thomas as she sits down.

TRYPHENA SPARKS
| ve just brought sonme nuslin
fromny Mther, Aunt. She said
you’ re j am maki ng tonorrow and
had run out, so | thought |’d
bring it over tonight.

As she finishes speaking she opens her carrying box and
produces sone nuslin for Ms. Hardy. She cannot help

| ooki ng at Thomas, who has been staring at her
continuously. H's Mther |ooks at himquizzically.

( CONTI NUED)
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JEM MA HARDY
That’ s very good of you Tryphena,
| wll need sonme tonorrow. Now
Tom have you forgotten yourself?
You don’t have to stare at your
cousin quite like that.

Tom frowns, shakes his head slightly, trying to | ook away.

THOVAS HARDY (27)
But it can't be Triffie, can it?
| mean, she must be nuch snall er

General anusenent.

THOVAS HARDY SNR
Yes Tom that is your cousin
Tryphena. It’s five years since
you’' ve seen her. And, if | may
say so, she’'s turned into a fine
young woman since you left us for
London. She’s a well-regarded
pupi | -teacher now at the
Puddl et own School .

Tryphena bl ushes and smles at Thomas, tilting her head
slightly in acknow edgenent. Thonas bl ushes as well and
tries to continue eating.

TRYPHENA SPARKS
Conme along Katie, if you ve
finished eating, and sit on ny
lap. Tell me what you’ ve been up
to today.

Kate gains permi ssion fromher Mther to | eave the table
and runs over to Tryphena. They chat away in the b/g as
the Hardys finish their neal.

THOVAS HARDY SNR
When are you due to see Hicks,
son?

THOVAS HARDY (27)
| think I should go in tonorrow
He wote to Blonfield in London,
sayi ng that the gout was naki ng
it inpossible for himto travel.
He has nore church restoration to
conduct, | fear.

JEM MA HARDY

It’s honest work, Tom Wy do you
say "I fear"?

( CONTI NUED)
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THOVAS HARDY (27)
It may be | egal and honest, Mama
but it’s destructive, and to ne
soul -destroying. | want to wite.

THOVAS HARDY SNR
Now Tom | don’t want to stop you
witing, but | nust nake one
thing clear. Tinmes are hard, your
brot her and | are working our
socks off to keep the famly
going as best we can. If you're
not going to contribute | shal
have to ask you to seek
accommodat i on el sewhere.

Tryphena and Kate stop tal king. A silence descends. Jem na
Har dy | ooks upset.

THOVAS HARDY (27)
Ch, you don’t have to worry,
Father. 1'll earn an "honest™
penny from Hi cks, |I'’msure. 1’|
find time to wite in the
eveni ngs and weekends. By the

way, |’ mreadi ng Thackeray and
Browning as well. So when |’ m not
eating Mana’'s delicious food ||
be busy!

Everyone smles as Tom defuses the situation and takes his
Mot her’ s hand. Thomas Hardy Snr | ooks a bit enbarrassed.

THOVAS HARDY (27)
Well Mother, if you' Il excuse ne,
| think I should wal k young
Tryphena hone.

Henry Hardy starts, as if to say he usually does that, but
one | ook fromhis older brother stops himin his tracks.

TRYPHENA SPARKS
| think I can manage on ny own,
t hank you Tom

THOVAS HARDY (27)
|’ m sure you can, but I'd like to
see if | can renenber the way to
Puddl etown in the dark, after al
t hese years.

KATE HARDY
Can | conme too, Tom - please!

THOVAS HARDY (27)
No you can't, it’s getting on for
your bedtine, Katie. If you're

( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)
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THOVAS HARDY (27) (cont’d)
still awake when | return, 11
tell you sone London stories -
Pal merston’s funeral and the
wonder f ul new under gr ound
railway. If not, tonorrow.
Prom se.

TRYPHENA SAYS GOODBYE TO THE HARDYS AND LEAVES W TH THOVAS
HARDY. AS MARY AND HENRY CLEAR OFF THE DI SHES FROM THE
TABLE, MR AND MRS. HARDY EXCHANGE A CONCERNED LOOK

EXT. MOONLI T WALK TO PUDDLETOMWN

Thomas and Tryphena wal k from Hardy’ s Cottage, Hi gher
Bockhampt on, to Sparks’ Corner in Puddletown. (The Sparks’
house no | onger exists. In those days the route was

t hrough heat hl and and ewel eaze (sheep pasture), later
call ed "Egdon Heath" by Hardy in his novels. Since then it
has been planted with conifers by the Forestry Conmm ssion,
al t hough sone areas are now being clear-felled. The

| ocati ons Rushy Pond, Rainbarrow and the Roman road (now a
footpath of varying width) still exist.)

Make use of the moonlight to filmthe pair mainly in
silhouette, inline with Hardy's preference for form over
colour in his narrative descriptions.

TRYPHENA SPARKS
So you want to be a witer, not
an architect, Tonf

THOVAS HARDY (27)
It’s been a dream of mne for
years, Triffie, ever since |
learnt to read. But as ny dear
Papa has just remnded ne, it’'s a
very risky way to earn a living.
|”’ve witten an essay, which won
a prize, and several poens |
can’t get anyone to publish. So I
shall go to see Hicks tonorrow as
| prom sed.

TRYPHENA SPARKS
Some witers nmake a | ot of noney,
t hough. Di ckens, WIlkie Collins,
George Eliot, Thackeray - and now
Thomas Har dy!

THOVAS HARDY (27)
| hardly think, Triffie, that
can hope to join such exalted

conpany.

( CONTI NUED)
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TRYPHENA SPARKS
Wiy ever not? Wiat’'s the point of
witing, anyway, if not to make
| ots of noney? Now, what do you
want to write about?

THOVAS HARDY (27)
Well, I've had an idea for a
novel, called "The Poor Man and
the Lady". It’s about a
struggling architect, who falls
in love with a wonan of far
superior social class.

TRYPHENA SPARKS
So it’s about you. Wth whom may
| ask, have you fallen in | ove?

THOVAS HARDY (27)
It’s not about ne, and | haven’t
fallen in | ove with anyone. You
see, it’s a work of fiction,
Triffie. A witer nakes things
up, which may or may not bear any
resenbl ance to real life.

TRYPHENA SPARKS
| had worked that out, Tom |
think it would be nore
interesting to wite about the
peopl e around here.

THOVAS HARDY (27)

Way on earth do you think anyone
woul d be interested in the rural
peopl e of deepest Dorsetshire?
Anyway, George Eliot has tried
it, though the characters don’t
seem | i ke real country people to
ne.

TRYPHENA SPARKS
There you go, then. If George
Eliot has tried it, so can you,
only you will do it better.

They reach Rushy Pond. The noonlight glints on the water.
Thomas edges closer to Tryphena and tentatively puts his
arm around her. She |ooks up at him smling. He | eans
over, as if to kiss her. She giggles, spins away and runs
t owards the Roman road.

TRYPHENA SPARKS
Come on, race ne to Rai nbarrow

Tryphena runs surprisingly quickly eastwards along the old
Roman road in her neat Victorian dress. Thomas has to

( CONTI NUED)
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exert himself to catch up. Tryphena s hat falls back onto
her neck and her dark hair starts to untie itself and
stream behind her. She runs off the road onto a path that

| eads to Rainbarrow, an ancient tunulus that lies at the
end of a crag overlooking the Frone valley. Thomas catches
up as they arrive and they both fall onto the top of the
nmound conpl etely out of breath

Pul | back in LS to reveal Thomas Hardy (50) observing the
pair as they recover their breath and enbrace.

THOVAS HARDY (50)
V/O In years defaced and | ost,
two sat here, transport-tossed,
it by a living love the wilted
wor | d knew not hi ng of. Scared
nmonent |y by gai nsgi vings, then
hopi ng things that could not
be. .

CU the coupl e becom ng nore passi onate.

THOVAS HARDY (50)
V/O O love and us no trace
abi des upon the place. The Sun
and shadows wheel, season and
season sereward steal. Foul days
and fair here, too, prevail - and
gust and gal e as everywhere.

Junp cut FULL DAYLI GHT. The coupl e have gone, though
echoes of their voices can be heard. Thonmas Hardy at 50
stands on the spot they occupi ed. Tracking pan around
Hardy, revealing the rolling Dorset countryside, and

Dor chester, visible from Rainbarrow. Hardy is | ooking down
at the ground.

THOVAS HARDY (50)
V/ G But |onely shepherd soul s,
who bask amid these knolls, may
catch a fairy sound on sl eepl ess
noonti des fromthe ground.

CU Thomas Hardy (50), tears in his eyes:

THOVAS HARDY (50)
I/V: Onot again, till Earth
outwears, shall love like theirs
suffuse this glen!

I NT. H CKS' S OFFI CE, SOUTH STREET, DCORCHESTER. LATE
AFTERNOON.

Thonmas Hardy and M. Hicks, a prematurely aged architect,

are studying drawings of St. Juliot church in Cornwall.
Hardy is | ooking nmuch better than when he arrived hone.

( CONTI NUED)
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MR HI CKS
There’s nothing else for it, Tom
The tower will have to go. The
stonework is in terrible
condi tion. The roof has to be
repl aced, the interior needs a
conplete refit.

THOVAS HARDY (27)
If there’s no way it can be
saved, why not leave it as a
wonderful ruin and build a new
one el sewhere?

M. Hicks smles ruefully.

MR, H CKS
| know your views, Tom and |
share them to a certain extent.
But that’'s not what the Church
wants. As you know, it wants its
ol d churches restored. The
original features are to be
repl aced with nodern work, nore
inline with the tines.

THOVAS HARDY (27)
| wouldn’t mind so nmuch if it was
willing to pay for decent
craftsmanship. Instead we rip out
beauti ful masonry and woodwor k
and replace it with
mass- produced, soull ess -
not hi ng!

MR HI CKS
It’s a question of noney, Tom
And | think we can agree that,
for all our progress, we |lack the
craft skills of our nedieval
forebears. W cannot recreate the
past .

As Hardy gazes sadly at the drawi ngs, FX footsteps
clinmbing the staircase outside the office. After a brisk
tap, the door flies open to reveal Horace Mule (35,
pronounced "Ml e"), with full nutton-chop whi skers.

HORACE MOULE
Ah, M. Hicks, Tom | hope |I'm
not di sturbing anything?

MR HI CKS
No, no, M. Moule, we were just
finishing for today. Go on Tom
|’msure M. Mule wants to go
for a pint of beer with you. ']

( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)
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MR. HI CKS (cont’ d)
see you tonorrow, at the usual
tinme.

MOULE AND HARDY LEAVE THE OFFI CE I N SOUTH STREET. THEY
TURN | NTO THE TREE- LI NED SOUTH WALKS.

10 EXT. SOUTH WALKS, DORCHESTER

HORACE MOULE
So you' re back with dear old
Hi cks again in Dorchester. It's a
pity you left town, | nust say.
But then | should al so say that
you | ook rmuch better after your
return to the country. Fresh air
and good food have done wonders
for you, Tom

THOVAS HARDY (27)
You' re | ooking well yourself,
Horace. Yes, |’'m back wi th Hi cks.
He’s got the gout, you know, and
needs a young pair of legs to run
around for him |I’mgrateful he's
taken me on, as ny Father nade it
quite clear that | should
contribute to the famly
fi nances.

HORACE MOULE
Ah yes, fathers. I'"min deep
trouble on that front. My attenpt
to snmuggle in the latest edition
of Darwin’s "Origin of Species"
to the famly hone failed. Pater
is appalled that | should bring
such bl aspheny to the rectory of
St. Ceorge's, Fordington. He told
me to get rid of it or never
darken his door again. So here
you are, dear boy - take it from
ne.

Moul e wi t hdraws the book from his jacket pocket and hands
it to Hardy.

THOVAS HARDY (27)
| have read it, Horace, but thank
you very nmuch. Wiy have you
bought this latest edition - you
read the first one, over seven
years ago, and then nmade ne read
it. It’s rather long, | renenber.

( CONTI NUED)
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HORACE MOULE
You see, Tom | eaving London
means you' re mssing the | atest
news. Darwin’s changed the
| anguage - he uses the word
"evol ution" now, follow ng
Her bert Spencer. It’s an
i mprovenent on "descent by
nodi fication".

THOVAS HARDY (27)
So he now neans that we're
evol vi ng, not descendi ng?

HORACE MOULE
Speci es, Tom species evolve. Not
us as individuals, though we can
adapt. Societies can evol ve too,
tal king of which - have you heard
what Disraeli’s up to with the
new ReformBill? Cone on, let’s
have a pint...

THEY ENTER THE BLUE RADDLE, ACLAND STREET, DORCHESTER

11 | NT. BLUE RADDLE PUBLI C HOUSE

Moul e and Hardy carry their pints of beer to a table in
t he corner.

THOVAS HARDY (27)
Cheers, Horace. Now tell ne al

about Disraeli. The last | heard,
£10 rate-payers would get the
vot e.

HORACE MOULE

No Tom it’s everyone!

THOVAS HARDY (27)
Everyone?

HORACE MOULE
Yes - you, your brother Henry,
when he’s twenty-one, your Father
- providing you're al
responsi bl e for paying the rates,

you get the vote. There will be a
mllion nore voters at the next

el ection. The franchi se has just
doubl ed.

THOVAS HARDY (27)
But how s he done that? It’s nuch
nore than the Liberals failed to
achi eve a coupl e of years ago.

( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)
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THOMAS HARDY (27) (cont’d)
Disraeli’s Conservatives don’t
even have a ngjority and didn’t
want to extend the franchise
anyway.

HORACE MOULE
Well, he put up the £10 ratepayer
qualification, the Liberal
opposi tion kept proposing
anmendnents to lower it, assum ng
t he Conservatives would vote them
down: but |lo and behold - D zzy
accepted thenl d adstone was
furious, but trapped by his own
party. The only anendnent
rejected was MI1's, to include
wormen.

THOVAS HARDY (27)
But the Conservatives don’t want
to give the working class the
vote. Wiy have they changed their
m nd?

HORACE MOULE
This is where it gets
interesting. By giving the vote
to the industrious, thrifty part
of the working-class, the Tories
reckon they’' |l act as a bul wark
agai nst all the sociali st
agitators and radicals. In
return, the Conservatives wll
retain the loyalty of the
grateful new y-enfranchised
voters for generations to cone!
The Liberals could be dooned, or
"di shed", as Lord Derby put it.

THOVAS HARDY (27)
And what does the reverend Henry
Moul e think of that?

HORACE MOULE
| haven’t dared ask. It was bad
enough when soneone showed him
t hat book. | don’t know what the
Church fears nore - denobcracy or
evol ution. Now - it’s your round,
Tom | have a great thirst.

Moul e has al ready downed his pint whilst Hardy is |ess

t han hal fway through his. A shadow of concern flashes over
Hardy' s face as he rises to go the bar.

( CONTI NUED)
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THOVAS HARDY (27)
O course, Horace. 1'Il just get
nyself a half. Then | nust be off
- | don’t want to m ss Mama’'s
cooki ng.

CU ON MOULE WATCHI NG AS HARDY WALKS PAST CAM MOULE' S FACE
DI SPLAYS A M XTURE OF SADNESS AND LONG NG

I NT. THOVAS HARDY' S STUDY, MAX GATE, DORCHESTER. 1890.

Thomas Hardy aged 50 at his desk as before. He holds a
phot ogr aph of Horace Moule in both hands and slowy pl aces
it on the table before him He finds another poem from his
West bourne Park Villas 1866 notebook - "Confession to a
Friend in Trouble". He reads it to the picture of Moule:

THOVAS HARDY (50)
V/ O Your troubles shrink not,
though | feel themless here, far
away, than when | tarried near. |
even smle old smles - with
listlessness - yet smles they
are, not ghastly nockeries nere.
A thought too strange to house
within my brain, haunting its
outer precincts | discern:

THOVAS HARDY (50)
I/V: That | will not show zea
again to learn your griefs, and
sharing them renew ny pain.

THOVAS HARDY (50)
VIO It goes, like nmurky bird or
buccaneer, that shapes its
| aw ess figure on the main. And
staunchness tends to bani sh
utterly the unseemly instinct
t hat had | odgenent here.

He places his hand on his heart.

THOVAS HARDY (50)
| /V: Yet, conrade old, can
bitterer knowl edge be than that,
t hough banned, such instinct was
in mel

END ON CU OF HARDY' S FACE AS HE REMOVES H S SPECTACLES AND
BRUSHES A TEAR FROM HI' S EYE. LONG DI SSOLVE THROUGH TO CU
HARDY (27)' S FACE I N RAPTURE.
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18.

EXT. A SHEEP- PASTURE ( EWELEAZE) NEAR PUDDLETOMN. DUSK. (A
CORNER OF COOMBE EVELEAZE, A PASTURE NEAR BEACON CORNER
PUDDLETOMN FOREST, NOW THOUGH A CORNFI ELD. )

Pull back to reveal Thomas Hardy (27) lying on his back.
Astride himis Tryphena Sparks. They are nmaking love. Film
mai nly in silhouette as before. CU Tryphena Sparks:

TRYPHENA SPARKS
V/ O The years have gat hered
grayly, since | danced upon this
| eaze, with one who kindled gaily
love’s fitful ecstasies! But
despite the term as teacher,
remain what | was then, in each
essential feature of the
fantasies of nen. Yet | note the
little chisel of never-napping
time, defacing wan and grizel the
bl azon of ny prinme. When at night
he thinks nme sleeping | feel him
boring sly within ny bones, and
heapi ng quai ntest pains for

by- and- by.

THOVAS HARDY (27)
VIO Still, 1'"d go the world with
Beauty, | would | augh with her
and sing. | would shun divinest

duty to resunme her worshi ping.

But she’d scorn ny brave
endeavour, she would not bal mthe
breeze, by murmuring -

TRYPHENA SPARKS
| /V: Thine for ever!

THOVAS HARDY (27)
V/ O As she did upon this |eaze.

THEY BOTH CLI MAX. FADE TO BLACK AS THEY LI E SLUMPED ON THE
PASTURE

EXT. HARDY COTTAGE, H GHER BOCKHAMPTON. DAYLI GHT.

A horse and cart pull up at the rear entrance of the
cottage. Rebecca Sparks (37, Tryphena's ol dest sister)
hol ds the reins. Tryphena rides next to her. Tryphena
junps into the back and starts to lift a snal
witing-table down. Thomas Hardy (27) and his Mot her
Jem ma energe fromthe house

JEM MA HARDY
Wiy Tryphena, Rebecca, whatever
is this? W do have sufficient
furniture, you know.

( CONTI NUED)
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TRYPHENA SPARKS
It’s for Thomas, Aunt Jem nm.
It’s for his witing. | bought a
small one to fit in the bedroom
he shares with Henry.

Thomas Hardy hel ps Tryphena |lift the table out of the
cart. Rebecca clinbs down fromthe seat and wal ks towards
her Aunt.

REBECCA SPARKS
Tryphena has this notion that
cousin Tomis going to be a great
witer, Aunt. And once Triffie is
set on sonething, there’'s no
st oppi ng her.

JEM MA HARDY
| know, dear, | know. But Tomis
supposed to be working for M.
Hi cks, though his attendance at
the office is erratic to say the
| east .

Thomas is carrying the table with Tryphena into the house.
He i s wal ki ng backwards and | ooks over to his Mother.

THOVAS HARDY (27)
W' ve tal ked about this, Mdther.
Hicks is not a great tine-keeper
As long as | conplete the work in
time, he doesn’t mnd. | think
Triffie is exaggerating ny
prospects, but now | have a
witing-table, well, all | have
to dois...wite, | suppose.

He grins at Tryphena, who gazes back at himw th a cool
penetrating stare. Ms. Hardy takes both of Rebecca’ s
hands in hers, |ooks concernedly into her eyes and then
shifts her gaze to Thomas and Tryphena as they enter the
house.

DI SSOLVE THROUGH TO THOVAS HARDY (80) SITTI NG AT THE SAME
VIRI TI NG TABLE I N THE STUDY AT MAX GATE

| NT. THOVAS HARDY' S STUDY, MAX GATE, DORCHESTER. 1920.

Now an old man, Thomas Hardy is assenbling poens for the
"Late Lyrics and Earlier" collection. He draws out the
manuscri pt of one of them "The Little A d Table".

THOVAS HARDY ( 80)
I/V. Creak, little wood thing,
creak, when | touch you with
el bow or knee. That is the way

( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)
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THOVAS HARDY (80) (cont’d)
you speak of one who gave you to
nme!

He runs his fingers over the table s surface and nudges it
gently. It creaks.

THOVAS HARDY ( 80)
VIO You, little table, she
brought - brought me with her own
hand. And she | ooked at ne with a
t hought that 1 did not
under st and. Whoever owns it anon,
and hears it, wll never know
what a history hangs upon this
creak fromlong ago.

DI SSOLVE BACK TO THOVAS HARDY (27) WORKI NG AT THE
VIRI TI NG TABLE I N A BEDROOM AT HARDY' S COTTAGE,
BOCKHAMPTON. THE WND IS RUSTLI NG AS A SUMVER STORM
APPROACHES.

I NT. HARDY COTTAGE, H GHER BOCKHAMPTON. CANDLE- LI GHT

Hardy is working on the script for "The Poor Man and the
Lady". The table creaks as he wites. He checks the tine
on his fob-watch, packs up his witing materials and goes
downstairs, carrying the candle-stick. H's younger sister
Kate tip-toes behind him and sits a few stairs fromthe
bottom out of sight.

M. and Ms. Hardy are in the front room Ms. Hardy is
knitting, M. Hardy re-stringing his fiddle. They | ook up
as Thomas enters the room

THOVAS HARDY SNR
How s the witing going, son?

THOVAS HARDY (27)
Very well, thank you Father. |’ m
on chapter eleven, a scene set in
Hyde Park - Rotten Row. | thought
| would go out for a walk on the
heath, before this stormsets in

JEM MA HARDY
Are you neeting Tryphena, Tonf

THOVAS HARDY (27)
Un well, yes, she nay be out
wal ki ng t oo.

He wal ks towards the kitchen.

( CONTI NUED)
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JEM MA HARDY
Tom Tom | nust say this. Wit,
pl ease. Tryphena is a |ovely
girl, I know that, but she is
your cousin, Tom

THOVAS HARDY (27)
That’ s not an objection, Mama. It
is not forbidden for cousins to
marry.

M. and Ms. Hardy start and | ook worriedly at each ot her
and Tom

THOVAS HARDY SNR
That’s not what your Mother and |
want, Tom W think you can do
better than that. And if you're
going to be a witer, you |l need
to marry well, like M. D sraeli
Hs wife's fortune hel ped to
establish his career as a
novel i st and politician.

THOVAS HARDY (27)
"Better"? "M. Disraeli"? | beg
your pardon, but | cannot bear to
hear such dreadful tal k about the
woman | | ove.

He strides out, slamm ng the door behind him A heavy
sil ence descends on the room

THOVAS HARDY SNR
This is what happens when we try
to keep a secret, ny dear. You
are going to have to tell himthe
truth, however shaneful it may
be. I just hope things haven't
gone too far. | forgave you | ong
ago - but wll he now?

MRS. HARDY LAYS DOWN HER KNI TTI NG AND HOLDS HER HEAD | N
HER HANDS, WEEPI NG SHE GROANS SOFTLY. CU KATE ON THE
STAIRS, LOOKI NG CURI QUS AND WORRI ED

EXT. RAI NBARROW PUDDLETOM HEATH. NI GHT, A STORM BREW NG

Thomas Hardy waits on the nound, |ooking around anxi ously.
The Iights of Dorchester can be seen in the distance as

cl ouds scud overhead. FX footsteps approaching, mxed in
with the w nd.

THOVAS HARDY ( 80)
VIO | could hear a gown-skirt
rustling before | could see her

( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)
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THOVAS HARDY (80) (cont’d)
shape; rustling through the
heat her, that wove the common’s
drape, on that evening of dark
weat her when | hearkened, |ips
agape. And the town-shine in the
di stance did but baffle here the
sight, and then a voice flew
f orwar d:

TRYPHENA SPARKS
Dear, is't you? | fear the night!

THOVAS HARDY (80)
And the herons flapped to norward
in the firs upon ny right.

A flock of birds scatter out of the neighbouring trees.
Tryphena and Hardy enbrace, huddl ed together. She | ooks up
at him fearful and trenbling.

THOVAS HARDY ( 80)
There was anot her | oom ng, whose
life we did not see. There was
one stilly bloomng, full nigh to
where wal ked we. There was a
shade entonbing all that was
bri ght of ne.

FX THUNDER RUMBLI NG I N THE DI STANCE. A LI GHTNI NG FLASH AS
CU THE LOVERS EMBRACE. TILT DOAN AND HOLD ON TRYPHENA' S
BELLY.

| NT. HARDY COTTAGE, H GHER BOCKHAMPTON, NR. DORCHESTER

Thonmas Hardy enters the rear door of the cottage. A
vi ol ent gust of wind blows through, flickering the candle
by his Mdther’'s side. She wakes with a start.

JEM MA HARDY
Tom is that you?

Tom enters the room renoving his coat. He is wet and
bedr aggl ed.

JEM MA HARDY
Oh Tom vyou' re soaked through.
Hang your coat up in the kitchen
and take off your boots. Dry your
hair with the towel.

Tom goes back into the kitchen and returns a nonent |ater,
wi ping his head with a towel.

( CONTI NUED)
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JEM MA HARDY
Sit down, Tom a nonent. Your
Fat her’s gone to bed, but 1’ve
waited up for you. Tom there's
sonething | have to tell you
This is very difficult for ne.
She pauses after a bright flash illum nates the inside of
the cottage and a giant clap of thunder follows al nost
i mredi ately.

Tom nods i

Anot her fl

JEM MA HARDY
You know |’ ve always said, Tom
that ny famly is cursed. Cursed
by a man standi ng ahead, hol di ng
his arm up and bl ocki ng our path
when we nake any progress.

n assent.

JEM MA HARDY
Now, Tom you are not ny first
child. No, no, wait, let me tel
you. My first child is your
cousi n Rebecca Sparks. She’s not
your cousin, dearest, she’s your
hal f-si ster

THOVAS HARDY (27)
My hal f-sister? So who was the
Fat her ?

ash of |ightning and thundercl ap,

as the storm noves away.

M's. Hardy gazes at

JEM MA HARDY
That needn’t concern you. He |eft
these parts years ago and pl ayed
no part in her upbringing. Don’t
tut like that: he said he | oved
me, but could not bear the

t hought of being married. He said

it would chain and doom him Your
Fat her knew about this before we
marri ed.

THOVAS HARDY (27)
So what has this to do with ne

and Tryphena? | assunme Aunt Maria

and Uncl e Janes agreed to take
Rebecca and bring her up as their
own child. Tryphena' s ol dest

sister is ny sister - what is the

pr obl enf?

real i sation grows over Tonmis face.

further apart

her son sorrowfully. A terrible

( CONTI NUED)
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THOVAS HARDY (27)
You nean - no, it cannot be,
pl ease!

JEM MA HARDY
Yes, Tom Rebecca fell into the
sanme trap as nme. Tryphena is her
daughter. She is your niece!

his head in his hands and sways fromside to

side, sobbing. A faint lightning flash, followed by nore
di stant thunder runbling around the hills. Heavy rain sets

in, rattli

Tom st ops
Mot her .

ng the house.

JEM MA HARDY
And | can tell you who the Father
was in this case. You renenber
when you left the school in
Bockhanmpt on and went to
Dorchester instead? It upset poor
Julia Augusta Martin, who doted
on you, but we had to renove you
from her school. Rebecca’s
seducer was her husband, "Squire"
Martin, as he liked to be call ed.
It cost your Father the works
contract at Kingston Maurward,
but we had to do it. What a
wretch, preying on a young
country girl who knew no better!

sobbing, lifts his head and glares at his

THOVAS HARDY (27)
Wiy was | not told this? Couldn’'t
you trust ne to keep a secret?

JEM MA HARDY
We never thought you'd fall in
| ove with your cousin! Trust
didn’t cone into it. Now, Tom
must ask you - how far has it
gone, between you and Tryphena?

THOVAS HARDY (27)

W are lovers, Mama. | cannot lie
to you, at least. | |ove her, and
she | oves me. That's all there
is.

JEM MA HARDY
Ch Tom | pray that is all there
is. You should have taken warni ng
- love is a terrible thing. Sweet
for a space, and then al
nmour ni ng, nour ni ng!

( CONTI NUED)
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TS TWO- SHOT, BOTH HEADS BOWED. THE RAI'N FALLS STEADI LY.
FADE TO BLACK, CROSS-FADE FX RAIN TO A CRACKLI NG FI RE.



