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my youngest, Jimmy, was just a month old and it was forest

then. iie came here a yeur before that -- just got nicely
started e~~~ mind you, 1 don't say I'm not glad for it. bBut

you know how it i1s, Heveremd. One day they find old Turtle

Mountain has coal in her and before you know it therets a
railway here and a tovn, ard ... people to fillter up,
esebome of these miners are hard drinkin' men, “everend.

I would expsct 80, &r,. Jackson.

Mind you, therets a lot would disagree with me but «we

well, we're glad you've come, Remember now, the wife will

be lookin' forward to seein' you, Reverend,

I won't forget -- and it's nice to meet you, too, lr,
Jackson,

BRILGH TO

The H.éverend lir, dobert McCoy turned then and went up the
street towards his little dwelling which stood next to where
the nsw church was being built, before going inside he

stopped, and took a deep breath. It was the kind of

weather he loved -~ & keen little wind blew dovm the

valley and it had iu it the smell of Spring in the

Rookies., In this place, surely,he thought, he could find

his life againe... perhaps even, face the torment and terror

off it. His glance £s3ll on the tovering form of Turtle

hountadn, mssed wgainst the stars, mute and huge in the silence

For a moment he thought he heard it rumbling in its fastnesses.
EILGE

varah Holmes, in her cabin further up the slope, thought

she heard the mountain,too seees

What's thateese?

(IMPATIENTLY) Just a slide up the mountain. .... Look,

are you going to answer me or not ?

You're worried how the town's talking, are you ?
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The town can talk how it pleases., You know it aint

that, Surah }

(WEARILY) Well then esess What 48 it ?

It's kckeen } Yon've been 8ceing him lately !

I sec § (SHs LAUGHS) Now, look, Terry, you had a bad
shift, Just take it easy, will you ?

Have you been seeing him, Sarah ?

The thought of any other man in my life is Just too muich
for you to bear, isn't it, Terry ? Is that why you don't
like my parties ?

You can have all the parties you want. I don't give a
damn,

Oh, yes you do, Terry, you might as well ]..Barn that there
have been a lot of men in my life, You aren'tv the first
by a long shot. ~nd you won't be the last, either,

To think you was a school teacher once } You've sure

made a mess of your life, Sarah,

It's important to you, is it, Terry ?

Runnin' a roadhouse for minera !

vWhat's vrong with that ? Are you ashamed of me ?

The way you behave -- yes § I don't give a domn about your
parties but when you start foolin'seeeee

(CAIMIY, DECISIVELY) Stop shouting at me. 1 didn't
know you had any proprigtary rights in my life but since
you think you do let me tell you, Terry, that you don't
own me, the world deesn't own ms, nobody owns me  I'm a
older than you are and perhaps you only need to grow up
a little to understand, but whether you ever understand
or not, remember what I said., I chose my way of life
and I'm sticking to it and I'm not asking anybedy to
apmrove of it =-- only to lst me be, Alright 7....

oo(PAUSE)..... Now, lett's get the place l‘@ady for the bcyﬂ.
BRIDGE TO



pial Blaney had finished his supper of baked beans

NARRATOR
and white bread with lots of butter on\{t, and was doing
up the dishes when Jack Keenan, a single miner like
himself, stepped over smoking his pipe.

JACK I heard some rumbling back in the mountains a while
ago. I guess the snow will be off the hills before long.

BILL Hope so, Jack. Can't seem to get the cold out of my bones.

JACK It's tims you were quittin' work, Bill,

BILLl All of a sudden everybody's tellin' me to quit work |}

JACK Well why not ? You must have enough now to take care of
yourself, A few more years for me and I know I'm through,

BILL The only thing 18 I don't feel like quittint', It's funny,
All my 1ife I looked forward to the years of leisure I'd
epsnd noar the end of it. And now it's here I don't
want it,

JACK There are other things for & man of your age to do besides
mine coal.

BILL Up hers, Jack ? ihat else can you do but split kindling,
and gossip. ‘

JACK Wellssel lmow what you mean, How they're talidn' about
takin® action to close down Sarah Holmes'! place.

BILL I'm kind of sorry for that woman, Jack, She's been chased

out of more towns than wefve been in -~ and all because

she's 8ingle and not afraid to nmeke hay while the sun shines,

JACK If you don't stick to the rules you get slapped, That's
the way it 1s.

BILL I think life is slappin® her &ll the time and there's no
need to grind the kmckles in.

JACK Wellsseesyou may be right....but itfs the vay things are,

BILL And they're all wrong, too, I'm just old enough to know it.

The whole damn set-up is wrong, ithen people get the
righteous look in the eye -~ look out ~- there's bound to be
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troubls. And you know what it comes down to, Jack.: FPeople
Just cant't stomach one another.

Well, .« maybes

The fact 18 : they just can!t stomach themselves.

Blame old Adam and Eve, Bill, There's the root of it.

The root of it, Jack, is right between your eyes,

UP. DBGHN BG,

The valley was in complete darkness,now, and shadcws orept
over the slopes of the mountains opposite the town, spilled
into the sky, and the moon appeared,

wSEe AR, BRERE/ W

NARRATOR

SOUND

CATRARINE
McKEEN

RALPH McKEEN
CATHARINB

RALPH
CATHARINE

At the locKeen'!s household, the oldest of ths three children,
Harry, was sitting at the base of the old grandfather clock,
listlessly watching the arm swing 3833833¥93 back and forth.
TICK TOCK TICK TOCK (FADE BG)

Terry, come away from there § ..., So I said to her, you can
keep your opinions to yourself. I'm not very interested in
your opinions, Mrs, Bushell, even if they are only reserved
for my cars. eee.iihy, 8he's told the whole town } I'd just
like to know what she 8ays about ws. That kind hasn't a good
word for anybody but themselves,

Um,

Terry, it's time for your ked } .... And every other day
sheis got some new thing to tell me about her daughter,

And they're all 1ies, you lkmow } She told me her daughter
vias going to marry one of the biggest men in Toronto -~

& chaine store owvner -- and then 1 find out t.hey aren't
even engaged. == And here she thinks I am a snob |
...fﬂ, will you come here |

Dearseese |

But, really, dear, I don't think I can stand it much longer.
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The people here are awful - awful J. ...S0 vulgar

and msan.

Why, not long ago you were saying how kind and considerate
thay viere.

157 did you hear me | Coms this instamt 13 +....Hell, you
have to live next to people to find out what they're really

like, == Oh, oy deer, I don't know how you stand it -- rumning

that little store ~-after =- after --- what you've been,
Wetve got to make the best of it, that's all, Catharine |
Why males it any worse !,

(STHRTING TO (RY) I can't help it -- I can't help it. You had

8o much == 80 much promise, Ralph,

Forget it. That's all over now,

Mo, It isn't, Uelve got to face it, Ralph. I know what
they're whispering about us., You can't blind yourself to
it, Ralph.

Oh «== God § §

They're saying that you had to leave Toronto, Ralph.
Please, Catharineseees

They'se saying you were mixed up in a fraud,

Wietve gone over all this e-- all of it before =- a hundred
times -~ and I don't want to hear any more of it -

How can you stay here and tcke it § After what we o been,
Ralph, how can you § And from people like theSe «e
(Giow 3%50Y) Catharine ~— I'm going out.

I can't stay here and listen to you §

You're always walking out on me, You just doa't want to
talk to me anymore -= I lnow it's unpleasant, but we've

got to face it. Alright then, go § Go §
0eee(VICIOUSLY )eeee Torry § Come here at once § Do you
hear -~ come at once 3§

TICK TOCK TECK TOCK TICK. TH: DOOR SI1ALS, MoKEKN SIGHS
DEEPLY AND WALKS UP THE RrCAD,



NARRATOR Mr. MeKeen walked slowly up $A983 the street, past the
stables, past his own store, past th: home of the new minister,
the Rewerend licCoy, who 6at inside lunchsd over a single

light reading from Ste Iukeesese

MeCOY - (READING JQUIETLY) “And the devil said unto him, If thouSh
be the Son of God, command this stone that it be made bread."
"And Jesus apsvered him, saying, It is written, That man shall
not live by bread alonBesees"

NARB ATOR The lamp fluttered in the darkmess ~- for a wind stirred
on the mountainside =« but the minister did not notice it,

He saw only tho shape of Jesus wallking alons in a wilderness
of rubble, and the night around hilMsesees

MUSIC VERY FAINT Li TH: DISTANGE A GUITARIST PLAYLNG
SOUND TOGETHER WITH DISTANT LAUGHLIG AND HOOTING w-
NARR ATOR vesihile ab Sarah Holmes a party was in progress.e.e

SOUND /MJSIC UP. HOLD EG. THE GUITARIST IS PLAYING A SAD BALLAD,

VOICE Coms on, Buck § Idven hor up §

MUSIC THE GUITARIST ACCORDINGLY HITS IT UP, A.LIVELY TUNE WHICH
CGALVANIZES THE PARTI.

SQUND CLAPPING IN WIhi TO MUSIC? SHOUTS. LAUGHTER, BGe

SARAH * Another one, Jim, comin' right up |}

ZprNed GIEBS  (IRUNK) It's a grand world : a lovely zran' worl! an' this's
a gran' part of it, Xnow that, Tom ?

TOM Ych, that!s right, Teewy boy, and you're a grand fella, too.
Heh heh,

WBEY™ A%+, 1'm goin' to meks mysel' @ fortuns, know that, Tom ? I'm
gonna inves' my monsy in = coal mine, an' coms out rich,

TOM This 's the place, and you'roe the man to do it, bey .

M/‘//g/rf;f You betcha life. 4n' know what 7 ~-I'm gorma take Sarah out of
here -- If8m gonna set fer up =~ to bes a gran' lady of
high scciety.



A

‘1'OM
.wéw7
TOM
TV 7150,
oM
/
SARAH

TERRY 25,
/

ToM

SARAH

TR

EBReet ey
o /
TERRY

MUSIC
NARRATGR

Good for you, Ierry.
Ay o lel .
Lord and Lady Pememme Gibbs, thass what we'll be -~ Knights
o! the Gutter |
Hoh hoh, You're rich wulready, kid j3 a few more 3I3RP353338
bollermakers and you'll have a share in Fayadise,
Sarah } Sarah § Come over here |
Now, vake it easy, iorry.

Sarah, know what I'n gonna do -~ I was just tellin' Jim here -

I'm gonna seb you up to be a grand iaﬁy...
I'm a grend lady now, Togeydle vy
A Lady of the Cuttey | A strumpet fromeeee

quiet as you can, will you, Jim ? I don't want the place
wreoked, '

I heard you § Sarah, you're goin' straight to hell - you
were made for it., let go ms, Tom, leggo §

You just sit down, 'I:em..%/fyy

Alright.

Here == I'll pour you another ons,

I'm no good == no good == no good=~e

UP. DGHN AND AT A DISTANCE,

Mr, McKeen stood outside Sarah Holmes', listening to the
music and the laughter. It soemed to him that it was from
another life he heard those sounds -~ from somswhere afar
off - twenty-five years zgo when he was very young.

eeoBut the years had pressed him down until there was no

Joy left A} in him, and now, not even love.... The bitterncss
of it } Tho bitterness of his strugzle to succeed § And all
fa)se )} all for nothing 8 He lmew now how )Jittloe he had
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ever wanted sucoess, how ha hated it § He wondered how

it was that it took a man a lifetims to know how to live }
seools walled up the path to Sarah's place, and opsned the
door, and stepped inside,

UP FURICUSLY, DOuN GRADUALLY, BRIDGE TO

Olive Paget finished the sleeve of the sweater she was knitting
for Mike, her husband, and held it up to inspeet it.

In a fow hours like vould return. In a vay, it was better,
she thought, the night shift, She found that she had more
time with him,

HUMEING A LITiIE TUNE, OUT.

It only her husband liked it here § 3he did, It was
pleasant to her, the psople vere kind ~- she liked the long
valley, the wild flowers that grrew on the mountain slopss
in sumuer, even the sight of Turtle Mountain so close over
their heads., She was sure, that in time, ¥ike would gst used
to tne work, end everything would be fine,

HMIING R LITTLL TUNE, FADE, |

Cut on their ranch the geckson's had gone to bed, but still
lay ewake, talldngess | '
lletra goin' to break even this yezr, Debbie. With a little
luck we'll break even.

Oh, Jim, it's so good.

The valley's alright, There vere times I wondered about it.
I've come to like it, Jim, Our youngest born here, and

novw we're doing so well,

It's a queer thing, Deb, we used to own some of the best ranch
country anywhere, and yet we hever could make anything out
of it, Hardly scraped tihrough, We start here 8 from
scratch and before you know it wetlve got a real ransh,.

Did the Minister say when he was goin' to call, Jim ?

No, but he will, never fear,

Itts good havin' a minister here, and a church,



Jiu Makes it feel like homs, don't it, Deb ?
DEB There vas somethin' my Mother always said, Jim t you just
can't tear up your roots without hurting somethint,
JIu Well, she was right, too., Good night, Debbie, ‘e got a
big day ahead of us and we're zoin'! to need all the sleep we

can gete
Goodnight, Jim,
MUSIC QUIELT, SUBLUED,
NARRATGR Tho town was going to sleep, Olive Paget had put away her

knitting, and was dozing by the firs, because she did not
liks to go to bed until her husband returned.

The Eeverend lir, MoCoy lay in the darkness of his room,

the cool mountain air fanning him, making him drowsy in the
warmth of his bed, and yot he could not slsep.

Bill Blaney, sitting on the side of his bed, pulled off

his socks and stared at his swollen faet with his face
scrcwed up in a mixture of disgust and sympathy.

essciveryone in the towm, alone in the private world of their
thoughte, expectamt, waiting, looking for something : the next
drink, the next pay check, the next erop, the next meal, the
next day. Each person in the room of his thoughts, blaming
the wed her, or other people, or the world, or the stars,

for what was vrong, or else hopeful, waiting, a little afraid
that what they hoped for would not help, and only a few

able to enjoy the moment in a knitted sleeve, tho breeze
coming down the vallgy with the smell of melting snow in it,
and the sounds of streams on ths mountainside, or

misic and young laughtereeses

lz. MeKoen sat in Sarah's front room, flushed with pleasure,
388 not mowing quite what to do with it, watching it 1lilw

a small boy would, the extra large coin he had found in the
gutter, and which was now in the palm of his handee.e.
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Yeah, Sarah ?

MUSIC AND PARTYING, HOID BEG,
Tom, ~- come over hers a moment.
Aty s

Thare's going to be troubls if we're not careful. Jarry
has the notion 1've been playing around with owr friend,
keKeen theres == You'll have to watch &wry?} I'm goirg
over to McKeen and talk to him.

I wouldn't do that, Sarah. You're just asking for trouble,
Haybe 1 ambutltold&'y;bod&whe‘amtgoingtotell
me who to 8ee, or what to do, and tids 1s a good time to
make it clear to him

(DOUBTFULL) Alright, Sarah, suit yourself,
Don't worry, tom. I think L know Tesfy pretty well and 1
dontt think he's going to do a thing.
up

Hsllo, Mr, Mckeen, lieloome to Sarah Holmes' establishment.
Is thare anything I can bring you in the way of refreshment?
Just a Scotch and water, Sarah, Male it thick, will you ?
Coming right up.
THE GUITARIST STARTS A NEN MELODY.

Haro wo are, kir, lickeen.

I think it will help, Sarah,

It should. Mind if I join you ?

I'd be honoured.

"It's a long time sinoe we've had a gentleman like you in

ow midst.

Hare's 10 youpsarah.

Thank you.

Let me ccrrect you, Sarah. I was a gemtleman oncs,

But it never suited me very woll, In fact, Sarah, trying to
be a gentleman, I msan a successful gentleman, is one of
the unhappiest jobs in the world.

Youtre still a gentlemun. 1 recognize it, kr. McKeen,

It sticks out a mils because it!s so rare., It dossn't
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have anything to do with the clothes you wear or even
your manners. lLet's say it's the munner of your manners,
Are they real or arc they worn like a fashionabls suit.
1stts say, then, Sarah, that I'm a broken down and wern
out gentleman who vants to forget what:he should be w=e
and learn the taste of things all over agein, Enow what I
meand

I believe 1 do, ¥, licKeen.

Yes, you would. You doa't waste time thinking about what
should be, do you ? =- only about what is, Am I right ?
It's sometimss sad, lir, MoKeen, to have to think that way,
We understand ons another, don't we, Sarah, and we don't
have to say a thing,

Maybe we're the same kind of neople, lr. licKkeen, If we
are I'm sorry for you. You must bave had a hell of a life.
I have,

Well then here's to you, lr. lMcKkeen. Drink deep and enjoy
yowrself, You must need it aftre all these years. I'll
bring you another glass,

[$) 4

1 see ‘IL@M‘;’ZZ under control, Tom,

Funniest thing I ever saw, He watched you talkin' to
koKeen there and I thought for sure somsone was goin' w
die. Then, he reached for his ghss; gulped it off, and went
out liks a light.

Good for him, He!s got some sense, after all, Thanks Tom.
No troubls at all, Sarah.

Hey, Buok, a little more mmsic, The eveningls fresh and
weire just beginning to enjoy ourselves,

Comin' right up, §arah.

THh GUITARIUT PLAYS A LIVELY TUNE

Now, Mr. McKeen, let?s celebrate §

UP, AN INTeRVAL wHICH GRADUALLY FADES TO STRING SHIMMER.
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The moon had passed behind Turtle lkountain as the night
WOre ONessee

Jack Keenan svore in his sleep, and Bill Blaney, with

a botile of hot water at his feet, on an Ontario farm.

He was climbing up a ladder attached to the side of the
barneesesses (FADE)

FALE IN CHILUREN'S SHOUTS,

Hey I Hey ! Look out, Bill § look out § The Fenlans are
coming, the Fenlans are coming § Help ! Help !}

Ocoonoooh §

And dovn from the ladder he fell fifteen feet straight to
the ground.

(GAINING QONSCIOUSNESS) Father ?

Ye-e=-e-8, it's your Father, Billy., How you feelin' ?

I got a awful headache,

(CHUCKLING) well.... 50 would anybody, Billy, ,ho dove
head first into the ground. MNow that was a cragsy thing to do !
(FRIGHTENSD ALL OVER AGAIN) Have the Fenians gone, Father ?
Don't let them come, they're not coming are they ? The
Fenians won't catch me, will they, Father ?

No no no no. You go to sleep now, Lverything's fine.

What are rFenians s Father ?

Then the hot water botile fell away from his feet and

Bill Blaney had to grope for it, cursing,and when he got

it backiin place, he dreamed that the school teacher was
caning him again, and when he was finished he stood him up
and said :

#illiam, I'm afraid you'll never came Lo much good.
William, I'm afraidesess

WEDDING LUSIC VERY SCFT BG.

And Olk¥e Paget asleep by the fire which was down to two
gleaming coals, saw herself in her shimmering bridal gown,
moving up the aisles between the rows of people, all of them
smiling upon her, and the young man who was waiting for her
at the altar, turning to give her a furtive,happy glance
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before she joined him and they stood forever in

the glowing candle light. hand in hand.

DILS OUT,

But the Reverend lkr., NcCoy could not sleep. His bed was
small and hard and he found himself getting peevish with it,
and with the night that lay heavily upon him, so that he
found it hard to breathe .... and he sat up with surprise,
his hands searching @or the window beside him, He could
find it nowhere, and he jumped to his feet expecting the
floor to give way beneath him, There was a table on the other
side of the room and he crept to it on his hande and

knees, until he had bumped into it and groped for the

lamp and thematches beside it....

when he had 1it the lamp, he sat on a chair with his head

in his handse +e..1t was alright....it wvas alright....

the night had turned black...that was =211, he said over

and over to himself as he prayed to the darkececse

A FAINT STRING SHIMMER

There was no sound anywhere in the night, &l though & cat under
the Jackson's porch, yawned and stretched its paws. ...And
Jim Jackson turned in n1s 8166pessss 4 DREAGT ‘THal il wae
riding with the boys for a ..11d time in his old Saskatchswan
toWneese

GAY, SQUAKE DANGS. HOb LO#N. FADE THROUGH

Uncork that bottle again, Reg, and pass her over.

Hey, Jim § Do you think Sue will be waitin' for you tonight,
Jim 7

You're damn right she is,

You aimin'! to marry her ?

(REG AND BILL LAUGH)

As a matter of faot, 1 am }
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Theret's a gal worth any dogen of the others,

Waal, if that's the case you better brace yourself up a bit,
Jim, Here's the bottle, Help yourself,

No, I don't want any.

I believe that man is in love with Susan Sarah Clara Jones,
(REG AND BILL LAUGH AGAIN.O)

Are you goin!' to ask her tonipht, Jim ?

You better take a drink to set yourself, Jim, for askin! her,
What 1f she says no, Jim ? .

Better have just one little drink, Jim.

No girl wants to say yes to a sourpuss, Jim,

Just one then =~ only because I'm tired to death of listenin'
%o the teo of you |

(THE OTHERS LAUGH AND CHELR.,)

Wheeee 1

REG alNb BILL START 10 SING A RONDY SONG, INTERSFERSED wITH
REG SHOUTING : "HAVE ANOTHIR CGNE? Jik. ‘THAT'SA BOY) ¢
LAUGHING AND SINGING - ALL FADL)

(IN HIS SLEEP) ...Susand Sarah 6lara JoneBescsees

And Mrs, lickeen in another room in another part of the town
dreamt that she and her husband were dancing in a great palace room
and all the eyes of the multitude were on her swirling beauty
secesand her husband would not let her dance with any other mane...
A GHOSTLY VIENinSE wALTZ UP AND FADk TO VERY LOéi DRUMN ROLL

TO $38pP38F WISFS UF MUSIC BGaeeoo

The mountain, in the early moraning, locked coldly down

on the little town hugged into its side. iuge coils of mist had
spread along its peaks, and sprung in plumes high into the
pre-davn skYseees

STRINGS SHIMLKRING,

It was still dark when tickeen moved slowly down the road

to his own home -~ and all the town slept. Jlndeed, it seemed
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to him that all the world was in a deep unconciousness,
and that he was the only wakeful member left. Ho ard
the mountain, which loomed above him in spires that
pointed through holes in the mist to the flecks of stars....
(PAUSE)
Thers 48 that in the pre~dawn which has the taste of
pre-existence : a rawness in the earth and in the air,
that h2s no shape or life., No wind exists «- no sound ewee
but only far and away ~- the moving darkness, like the
shadow of some giant's mind in sleep.
Mekeen folt it, ancient in his bones, and woulci have- fled the
rising terrore.sess. but he could not,
Instead, he opened the door to his home, and stood inside,
and waited, as all the sleepers of the town were waiting
==« for tne dawn,

SCUND OF THY GR ANDFATHER CLOCK : TICK TOCK TICK TOCK : RISING
LOUDER aiD LOUDER, THEN OUT,

MUSIC END WITH DISTANT BaLLAD OF FRANKS,






