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FADE IN:

MAP - THE CRIMEA
The scene opens on a map of the Crimea as we hear the voice of a narrator.
NARRATOR
In the summer of 1855 whilst Britain was at war in the Crimea with Russia, something great was in the making.





DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. SPRING HILL - DAY

An out-of-the-way place between Balaklava and Sevastopol. There is a raw newness about the place, searching for a new world to inhabit. The voice of the narrator continues.
NARRATOR
A woman by the name of Mary Seacole took it upon herself to build a hotel for the British and French troops between their regimental camp in Spring Hill – an out-of-the-way place between Balaklava and Sevastopol.





DISSOLVE TO:

A SERIES OF SHOTS THAT INCLUDE:
- Chisels biting deep into concrete.

- Hammers assaulting walls.

- The hustle and bustle of activity providing a fever of expansion, overlapped by the narrator.

NARRATOR
And within the space of six months – brick by brick, stage by stage, new life was breathed into a building that now became known as the British Hotel.

We zoom in on a sketch of the British Hotel and then:




DISSOLVE TO:

INT. THE BRITISH HOTEL - NIGHT
The hotel is complete, and MARY SEACOLE stands surveying her kingdom alongside her loyal servant, FRANCIS.

MARY
A lot of love has gone into building this hotel, Francis. Every inch has been carefully nurtured and crafted to breathe life into my mother’s memory. I only wish she could...

Her eyes look past him and fix on a menacing silhouette standing motionless at the window.

The silhouette detaches itself from the shadows and merges into the night as it advances towards the door.

FRANCIS rushes towards the door, opens it, and casts a light from the kerosene lamp towards the face of the dark figure. The stranger emerges into the light, revealing scars of battle. His clothes are stained with grime and sweat, and his hand gropes at his wounded elbow.

He begins to approach MARY, and then falls to the floor.

MARY
Get me some water and some towels.

FRANCIS exits.

She kneels down beside him to evaluate his injury and in some eerily way she feels herself being drawn to him. Who is this man?
MARY

(to herself)

Oh, Horatio. I knew you would come back to me.
The camera moves in on her as she stares into the shadows. Her eyes are deep with dark memory, and in a DISSOLVE THROUGH we see what she sees: WE SEE THE BODY OF HER LATE HUSBAND, EDWIN HORATIO HAMILTON SEACOLE LYING DEAD IN HER ARMS. HIS SIGHTLESS EYES BEGIN TO CLOSE, AND HIS HEAD LAYS LIMPLY AGAINST HER BOSOM. 
We DISSOLVE back to MARY’S face, as she is left with the pain and loss of her memories.

FRANCIS enters the scene.

FRANCIS

(handing her a basin of water and towels)
Here we are, Mother Seacole.

MARY
We better take him into the spare room. Let him sleep it off.
FRANCIS picks up the stranger and carries him off.

MARY
Francis.

He stops in his tracks.

FRANCIS
Yes, Mother Seacole.
There is a moment of silence.

MARY
I don’t want to lose this one, Francis.

They trade looks in pregnant silence, and then he departs.





DISSOLVE TO:

INT. BRITISH HOTEL KITCHEN - DAY

The kitchen is cramped with cooks and cleaners providing food and creature comforts for the troops of the Earl of Ulster’s 97th Regiment. The aroma of pork frying in its fat testifies to the pulling power of MOTHER SEACOLE’S cuisine as she metes out wholesome menus from breakfast to dinner.

VOICE (O/S)
Are we having mutton today, mother Seacole?

MARY
Yes, Howard. I’ll be right out in a minute.
ANGLE ON HOWARD
HOWArd
If we win this war, it’ll be because of your cooking, Mother Seacole.

She delivers him his meal, ruffles his hair playfully, and then returns to the kitchen.

A man whose identity is undisclosed enters the kitchen.

MAN
Looks like you’ve got an army of cooks.
She whirls around to identify the voice.

We get our first glimpse of the stranger who has recovered from his wounds. He has a fine bone structure and bears a close resemblance to HORATIO. Even now she stills feel that he is a reincarnation of her late husband.
MARY

(softly)
Hello. 

(This is the first intimate scene between MARY and the Stranger. The pregnant pauses between the dialogue should bring out their emotions. They have a mutual attraction to each other for different reasons. This scene should have the quality of unspoken sexual tension that will draw the audience into their relationship and away from the war itself) 

You’re awake.
STRANGER
Yes, I am. Thanks to your help, Mother Seacole.
She trades glances with him, and then looks down at his bandaged arm.

MARY
Does it hurt?
STRANGER
A little.

MARY
No signs of a break?
STRANGER
No. 

(Beat)
I take it that Mother Seacole is only the title that the troops have given you, rather than your real name?

MARY
Yes. I’m the closest thing that they get to having a mother out here. 

(Beat)

And they’re the sons I never had. (Her thoughts begin to drift off for a while, and then return to match his gaze.) 

I guess things like that shape the way people see you. 

(Silence) 

My real name’s Mary you know.
STRANGER
And mine’s Samuel Williams.
MARY
Nice to meet you, Mr. Williams. And what brings you out here?
SAMUEL
I’m a war correspondent for a British newspaper in London. 

(Beat) 

I take it you run this place by yourself?
She nods.

SAMUEL
Remarkable. 

(Beat) 

What brings a single woman by herself to the war front?
A cloud comes over her eyes and she looks away.

MARY
I wasn’t always single.

SAMUEL
Oh?
MARY
I was married to an Englishman once.



(Beat)

His name was Edwin...Horatio...Hamilton...Seacole. But I used to call him Horatio. He was in the army and was stationed in Kingston near my mother’s boarding house. Horatio was so poorly that he wasn’t much use to the army. He spent more time in my mother’s boarding house than actually serving his tour of duty. It got to a stage that they had to discharge him, so we took him under our wing.



(Beat)

He was such a kind man. He asked for my hand in marriage every time I looked after him. I thought he was teasing me at first, but after he persisted in offering marriage in such a sweet and charming manner, I couldn’t resist myself. No one else had asked for my hand in marriage up until that moment, and I was at a marriageable age and thought to myself that at least it would give me the opportunity to look after him.



(Beat)



He needed me.



(Beat)



And I needed him.



(Beat)

    

So I accepted his offer.



(Gazing reflectively.)

And we were married for eight wonderful years?

SAMUEL
What happened next?!

MARY
He died of an illness. My mother died the following year. Since then, I’ve been reaching out to save the lives of others so that nobody else dies in my arms. 

(Beat) 

That’s why I’m here, Mr. Williams.
They share a moment silence together that speaks more eloquently than words can ever say.

SAMUEL
You know, love can be a selfish thing sometimes. When you’re together with the one you love there is joy and peace. But when you’re separated through misfortune it brings with it a deep pain and longing. They become an obsession in your mind because they’ve taken half of you with them. 

(Beat) 

It’s the only possession you have left of them!

She begins to feel an affinity with him build up, but is interrupted by a voice off-screen.

RUSSELL (O.S.)

Are we having eggs today, Mother Seacole?
MARY
Yes, Russell, I’ll be out in a minute. 

(She turns her attention back to Samuel.) 

I’m cooking mutton for the boys. Would you like to try some?.

SAMUEL
I’d love to.
She smiles, and walks out of the kitchen into the barroom.

INT. BARROOM - SAME TIME

As she enters the barroom she notices CAPTAIN PEEL at the entrance, looking tense and awkward.

MARY
Good morning, Captain Peel.

CAPTAIN PEEL

(formally)
Mrs. Seacole.

MARY
Is there something I can get you?
MARY
No, thank you, Mrs. Seacole. 

(Beat) 

I hadn’t realised just how homely you’ve made this place.

She gives him a searching look, sensing the weight of troubles in his carefully chosen words.

MARY
You’re getting ready to leave for somewhere aren’t you, captain?

There is a moment’s silence.

CAPTAIN PEEL
I would appreciate it very much if you could extend your hospitality to the troops at our camp in the morning, Mrs. Seacole.
She holds his gaze for a moment and gives him a polite nod.

He tries to smile back, but his pride and rank prevents him. Instead, he turns around and exits.




FADE TO:


EXT. REGIMENTAL CAMP - DAY

MARY is busying herself filling mugs of tea and distributing sponge cakes to the soldiers. They are caught up in the mystic feeling of unity as their private sorrows are forgotten. Their eyes testify that death lies in wait for them. They are knocking on eternity’s door, and the gravity of the cause to which they have pledged themselves to die for suddenly tugs at their heart. 
When MARY finishes her task, her eyes rest on SAMUEL coming towards her. There is something in his eyes that suggests that this might be the last time that they will see each other.
MARY

(softly)
Hello.

There is a moment of pregnant silence.
SAMUEL
I’m leaving for Sebastopol with the troops. We’re going to join up with the French Zouaves to attack the Redan in the morning.

MARY is struck with an emotion that she cannot afford to disclose as the loneliness of separation comes upon with an overpowering rush. She turns her back to him to distance herself from any more pain.

SAMUEL steps up behind her, almost putting his hands on her shoulders.

SAMUEL
But don’t worry. We’ll be back victorious before the week’s out. And when we do we’ll have the biggest celebration with the best of your cooking.
MARY remains motionless, un-giving, not wanting to take part in the conversation.

SAMUEL
Goodbye, Mary. 

(Beat) 

Please understand what I must do.
She gazes into the distance, her mind and heart a mass of conflicting emotions.

SAMUEL exits.

The regimental bugler blows a rapid, exciting bugle call.

The 97th Regiment form a line of squadrons like a long tendril of humanity, trot their horses forward, breaking into a canter and then gallop off into the distance.

The wind swirls dust around MARY’S feet as she stands next to the regimental flagpole near the tent. Her eyes are guided towards the flag as it gives way to the wind, falling into the sand.

A sharp premonition grips her. She knows that death awaits the 97th, and because she is emotionally tied to them she feels the necessity to follow them into the war zone.

She turns around and exits.





DISSOLVE TO:

THE CONVOY

PAN as they turn a corner to reveal two crashed cars.  One is overturned and from the other a man's body leans out.





DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. THE BATTLE FIELD - DAY
We see the lone figure of MARY SEACOLE walking through the aftermath of battle. Soldiers dying, praying, moaning, weeping, wishing death would come to them. Her gaze is lost in reflection because she has seen death before, but her attention is juxtaposed into the present by a familiar voice.
VOICE
Mother Seacole.
She looks down at the wounded soldier and recognition immediately ensues – CAPTAIN PEEL.
She kneels down and cushions his head against her breast in subconscious comfort to stem the flow of blood.

CAPTAIN PEEL
You must forgive me for not thanking you for your devotion to 97th. 

(Beat) 

But you were always one of the troops...and always shall be one of the 97th.

(Beat)

God keep you.

His body begins to stiffen, his eyes become unseeing and the bloom of life fades from his tortured face as he slips away into the sleep of death.

She holds his head tightly to her bosom, refusing to let yet another person in her life make the transition from life to death. She closes her eyes and begins to rock backwards and forwards in an endless comforting motion. The camera cranes up as her lament climbs high into the air like a bird escaping from a cage, releasing the waiting tears that she has stored up for over a decade. It continues to rise like a spirit touching the sky until it finds a resting place in the heavens.





FADE TO:

INT. THE BRITISH HOTEL - NIGHT
The British Hotel is packed with officers and soldiers alike. There is an intimacy amongst those who are present, all of them socially participating in their triumph. Men and women, black and white, English and French all working together for the common good.

The walls are bathed in soft colours, soothed by the flow of wine and music. There are bottles of champagne and exotic fruits peppered across the tables, along with roast fowl, ham and tongues, joints of beef, salmon, oysters, lobsters, claret, raspberry vinegar, ale and whiskey. Everything is gleaming: the walls, the tablecloth, and the silverware glistened brilliantly in the candlelight. This is the epicentre of MARY’S kingdom, a monument of art and beauty that culminates everything that she has worked towards.

The camera finally rests on MARY. She is dressed with extreme care for the occasion, stressing every ounce of femininity that she possesses. The softness of her youth has returned to her face as she stands poised with confidence, finally at one with the world around her. Her shoulders shine alluringly in the candlelight, accentuating her mature desirability. Her dress is pleated gently over her breasts, emphasizing their fullness. Her untapped beauty flows out of some inner core of loveliness as she connects comfortably with her comrades, looking happy and fulfilled in her kingdom.

Her eyes catch a glimpse of SAMUEL as he makes his way over to her.

SAMUEL
Good evening, Lady Seacole. If I may say so myself, you’re looking rather pretty tonight.
MARY
Why thank you, kind sir.

SAMUEL
I have a theory. I think you’re Queen Victoria’s estranged sister whose come to sort us all out and show the military how to conduct itself.
MARY smiles flatteringly.
A clouded silence falls on him.

SAMUEL
There’s been a treaty signed in Paris to end this war, you know. (Beat)
It means that there’ll be no more British Hotel?

The sad reality of her future comes between them.

SAMUEL turns to face the guests.

SAMUEL
Before we separate, I would like to propose a toast to the conclusion of this war, and, to the woman who has given up all unconditionally, without any suggestion of a reward. A woman who has made us richer human beings for having known her, and has demonstrated unflinching devotion to the 97th. Her influence will stay with us for the rest of our lives. Please raise your glasses with me…to the mother to us all...Miss Lady Seacole.
He turns to her and raises his glass.

She trades looks with him and smiles.

Words are no longer necessary.





DISSOLVE TO:

INT. THE BRITISH HOTEL - LATER
The barroom is now empty, and MARY stands a solitary figure, alone with thoughts of her past. It is as though her past is present in the room with her - a third character in the story ready to be evoked in some physical manifestation. She takes in the scattering of empty glasses and deserted seats, peopled by shadows of long lost friends in her own mind. 

A strangeness begins to envelope her as she continues to stare into dark memory. Tears start to build in her eyes, and as she looks into the shadows we gain entry into her tortured thoughts through a voiceover.

MARY (V/O)

Alone.

Homeless.

Penniless. 


All of my loved ones dead – gone – buried into another existence.


Leaving me behind in this God-forsaken world.


Even the British Hotel that I built with love and affection will be taken away from me.


(Beat)


If I have to be robbed of all the people that I love in the world…


(Beat)

...then at least let me join them in death.

Her eyes move in the direction of the kerosene lamp, wanting to sink her memories into silence for good. In this one moment of desperation all of her long suppressed anxiety combined with a desire to join her loved ones in death comes to the fore as she picks up the kerosene lamp and hurls it into the shadows. It sails through the air, crashing into the bottles of liquor in an explosion of fragmented glass and then bursts into flames.

The camera moves in on her as she stands passively, waiting for certain death. The flames lick at her, and eternity beckons.
SAMUEL pierces through the flames, oblivious of the dancing waves of heat. He lifts her off her feet and carries her away to safety outside. 
EXT. THE BRITISH HOTEL - NIGHT

He places her back on her feet and gathers her into his arms, holding her close as if they are the only two people left in the world.

SAMUEL

No, Mary it’s not by dying that you will justify your existence but by living. 

(Beat)

In death, you cannot rid yourself of the past. 

(Beat) 

If you leave this world now there’ll be no light to see, no air to breathe.
They are interrupted by a roar of a burning roof that gives way to flames, falling into the fangs of fire like being sucked in by a huge in-take of breath. They glance at the British Hotel for the last time, watching it belch in its death throes like a drowning sea monster. And in a mournful cry, the structure of the building falls to the ground with despairing finality, taking with it the painful memories of HORATIO’S death.
SAMUEL touches MARY’S face with great tenderness, healing her to give her the reassurance she is seeking. She is free of the past, and forgetting the world outside their lips seek each other in a deep kiss. 




FADE OUT.

