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1 INT. SUPPLY SHIP BRIDGE. EARLY MORNING. 1 

We open on a view of South Solitary Island, as seen through 
the driving rain and the misty condensation of the windows on 
the bridge of the Lady Loch, the lighthouse supply ship. 
Could anything possibly look more drear and forbidding than 
this craggy spectre of a rock, emerging precipitously from 
the ocean? It seems even to have its own personal cloud 
mass, hovering over it like a shroud. MEREDITH APPLETON, 
(early 30’s) stands at the window and takes it all in with 
sinking heart. The skipper, MEAD, leers at her 
companionably. 

 

MEAD 
How’d you like the look of her 
then? This what you imagined, or 
did you think you’d be getting palm 

trees and coconuts? 
 

Meredith manages a polite laugh. 

 
MEREDITH 

Well, perhaps it’s not fair to 
judge her by her appearance this 

morning — 
 

MEAD 
Oh no, it’s fair! Judge away, 
judge away! I’ll tell you one thing 
for certain, we won’t be landing 

today. 
 
 

 
We won’t? 

MEREDITH 
 
 
MEAD 

We’ll be lucky if we land in a  
week. I mean, this is why they 
always complain about us, but jesus- 

 

 

2 INT. CABIN. EARLY MORNING.  2 

Inside the cramped cabin, we can dimly make out a human form 

curled up in a foetal position under blankets on a narrow 
bunk. Meredith enters cautiously. 

MEREDITH 

Uncle? 
 

There’s a feeble groan by way of response. 
 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
You can see South Solitary out 

there now... 
 

From under the blankets, there’s a croak that sounds like 
“Thank God.” 
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MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
...but it doesn’t look as if we’ll 

be landing just yet. 
 

Meredith’s uncle, GEORGE WADSWORTH, pulls the blankets from 

his face and stares at her. He is in his sixties, a hollow- 
faced man, looking especially green around the gills this 
morning. 

 

WADSWORTH 
When does he expect we might land? 

 

MEREDITH 
I’m not sure. He said something 

about a week, but he may have been— 
 

WADSWORTH 
A week! I’ll be dead by tomorrow 

if he doesn’t get me off this thing- 
 

He throws back his blankets and staggers to his feet, 
lurching with the roll of the steamer. Meredith leaps up in 
alarm. Somehow he makes it to the door, and heads out. 

 

 

3 EXT. DECK/ CABIN DOOR. EARLY MORNING. 3 

 
Wadsworth staggers up the deck and disappears up onto the 
bridge. Meredith, uncertain whether she should follow, 
hovers in the cabin doorway. We hold on Meredith as the 
argument in the wheelhouse ensues. 

 
WADSWORTH (O.S.) 

There is nothing humorous in the 
situation as I see it, sir! I say 

again, in plain English — 
 

Mead is obviously demurring, but his side of the argument is 
indistinct. 

 

WADSWORTH (O.S.) (CONT’D) 
I am not “indisposed”, as you put 
it — I am in my death agony — I can 
not state it more clearly than 

that. 
 

More inaudible demurring from MEAD. 
 

WADSWORTH (O.S.) (CONT’D) 
I don’t care if she smashes on the 
rocks and we’re all eaten by the 
fishes, just land this godforsaken 

vessel and get me off! 
 

We continue to hold on Meredith. She is gazing steadily at 

the grim countenance of South Solitary. 
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MEREDITH 
(murmurs) 

I must try to remain cheerful... 
 

Her gaze shifts upwards as she spies a sea-eagle wheeling 

overhead. Up where it flies, there’s a hint of a break in 
the clouds. Bring up music. 

 

 

4 EXT. SOUTH SOLITARY. EARLY MORNING. 4 

A hefty old draft-horse with matted mane pricks its ears. It 

has spotted something out to sea. It snorts some kind of 
protest, and suddenly takes off, galloping through the long 
grass and over the rise. 

5 EXT. SEA/ SOUTH SOLITARY ISLAND. DAY. TITLE SEQUENCE. 5 
 

Music continues. Bring up title: 
 

South Solitary Island. 1927. 
 

The rain has eased off a bit, although conditions are still 
choppy. A small launch is making its way now from the 
lighthouse supply ship to South Solitary Island. It is laden 

heavily with supplies and making heavy progress; Wadsworth is 
hunched over the side, still direly seasick. Behind him, 
Meredith sits jammed between the chicken coop and a barrel of 
meat. Her nose is pink and runny from the cold, and for some 
reason she is clutching a young lamb tightly to her breast. 
As the launch winds closer to the island, Meredith can see a 
woman hanging out washing in the ripping wind, while three 

children race excitedly down towards the landing - one of the 
boys pausing to pick up a few small rocks and hurl them in 
the general direction of the launch. 

 

 

6 SOUTH SOLITARY HAULAGE/LANDING. DAY. 6 

The launch is tying up to the landing now and HARRY STANLEY, 

the Assistant Keeper, leans over with a cheerful grin as he 
ties the ropes off. 

 
STANLEY 

Morning, all! Rough trip, was it? 
I’m surprised you tackled it, 

Meady, with the swell up like this. 
 

MEAD 
Not my decision, Harry! Forced upon 
me by powers that be! Against my 

better judgement, as it were! 
 

Mead indicates Wadsworth, who is endeavouring to collect 

himself, sponging the flecks of vomit from his coat with a 
damp handkerchief. Stanley turns his attention to Meredith, 
still clutching the lamb. 
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STANLEY 
Oh good, you brought lunch. Mind 

your footing, sweetheart. 
 
He reaches down to hoist her up to the landing, then turns 

his attention back to the walkway - Wadsworth is struggling 
up. Meredith turns and finds NETTIE (aged 9) standing 
solemnly before her. 

 
 

 
Hello. 

MEREDITH 

 

The little girl says nothing, just keeps staring at the lamb. 
 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
Would you like to meet my little 
friend? She’s an orphan, I’m 
afraid. Her mother died on the way 

over. 
 
Nettie reaches out shyly to pat the lamb. 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

What’s your name? 
 

NETTIE 

Nettie.  

 
MEREDITH 

Would you do me a great favor, 
Nettie? Would you look after her 
for me while we get ourselves 

organised? 
 
Nettie nods, pleased. Meredith pass the lamb to her. 
Suddenly, her battered dressing table, lifted off the boat 
with the aid of a small crane, swings swiftly overhead, 
causing Meredith to duck wildly in fright. The two boys 
(TOM,12, ROBBIE, 11) laugh uproariously from their vantage 

point on the rocks above. 
 

STANLEY 
Out the way, love - it’s too 
dangerous here. Go and get my 

missus to make you a cup of tea - 
 

MEREDITH 
Yes, all right - 

 
She looks around hopefully, but there seems to be no other 
option but to scramble up the cliff-face. She sets off but is 
immediately obstructed by the dressing table again - 
Assistant Keeper FLEET is attempting to remove it from its 
sling, suspended still from the crane arm. It dangles 

precariously in front of her as he struggles with the 
release. 
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STANLEY 
(from the landing) 

Hurry it up, Fleet - we’ll be here 
till midnight - we’ve got the 
entire contents of the Myer 

Emporium down here - 
 

Still Fleet struggles with it, cursing under his breath - 
suddenly, the temperamental catch releases and the dressing 
table thumps down heavily. 

 
MEREDITH 

Oh, do try to be careful - that 

belonged to my mother - 
 

He gestures impatiently for her to pass by him - she clambers 
onwards up the cliff-face with as much dignity as she can 
manage in the scrabbling gravel. 

 

 

7 EXT. CART TRACK/ STANLEY’S COTTAGE. DAY. 7 

 
A bag in either hand, Meredith trudges along the cart-track 
toward the light-keepers’ cottages. Its a windswept, rugged 
island - nothing pretty about it, certainly not on a day like 
today. Even the cottages have a weather-beaten, neglected 

look to them; fences blown down and paths overgrown, as if 
the daily struggle against the elements has been pretty much 
given up as a lost cause. 

 
Suddenly, behind her, three sheep come tearing up over the 
rise from the haulage way, mad with their sudden freedom. Tom 
and Robbie are close behind, hell-bent on catching them. 

Their mother Alma rushes over from the washing line, flapping 
her apron in a bid to help round them up. After much 
shouting and cursing, the boys finally succeed in crash- 
tackling a large ewe. They clutch gamely onto their trophy 
while the other sheep scamper off into the distance. 

 
ALMA 

(to Meredith) 
Thank God. Three weeks late, the 
supply boat — we could have just 
about starved. We’re that sick of 

mutton bird, I can’t tell you. 
 

She lifts the sheep into her arms and sets off towards her 
cottage, Meredith and the boys in her wake. 
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ALMA (CONT’D) 
This is the sort of thing the 
Department never takes into 
consideration — they think “Oh, 
plenty of mutton birds on South 

Solitary, they won’t starve” — but 
I tell you, I’ve boiled them, I’ve 
roasted them, I’ve literally stewed 
these birds for hours on end — open 

the bloody door for me, Robbie — 
 
Robbie ducks ahead and opens the front door and Alma promptly 

dumps the sheep in the front parlour, slamming the door at 
once to prevent any escape bid. Then she turns and surveys 
Meredith dubiously. 

 

ALMA (CONT’D) 
You the wife? 

 

MEREDITH 
Oh no, I’m the niece. Mr. 
Wadsworth, I mean, the new Head 
Keeper, he’s my uncle. My name is 
Meredith, Meredith Appleton, how do 

you do? 
 

ALMA 
Alma Stanley. 

 
MEREDITH 

I’m so pleased to meet you, Alma. 
 
Alma ignores this and points instead to the cottage 

alongside. 
 

ALMA 
That’s your quarters over there - I 
gave it a good scrubbing-out, but 
you’ll probably want to go through 
yourself with some Lysol and 

boiling water. The previous HK 
left it in a bit of a state, I’m 

afraid. 
 
MEEREDITH looks at her, aghast. 

 
MEREDITH 

He didn’t —? 
 

ALMA 
Oh no, not in the house, which was 
awfully considerate of him. No, he 
did it down in the tea-trees. 

Harry found him. 
 

MEREDITH 
Gosh. What a terrible business.. 
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ALMA 
Ah well. What do you expect? He 

was a miserable bastard. 
 

Meredith stands, momentarily stunned by this bluntness. But 

Alma is already continuing on. 
 

ALMA (CONT’D) 
Look, I might as well say this to 
your face. The fact is we were all 
pretty put out that Harry got 
passed over as new HK, given 

everything he’s done for this 
station. He’s just about run the 
place single-handed for the last 
eighteen months, and without a word 

of complaint. 
 

MEREDITH 
(nodding, dismayed) 

I see. 
 

ALMA 
Someone has to fall down dead 
before anyone gets a promotion in 
this business and in this instance, 

that’s exactly what did happen, and 
Harry’s still over-looked. It’s 
virtually a slap in the face, 

that’s what it amounts to. 
 

MEREDITH 
Oh dear. I am sorry. 

 
ALMA 

No one’s blaming you. You have 

nothing to be sorry about. 
 

MEREDITH 
(feebly) 

Yes, but I feel sorry, you know, 

that it’s happened. 
 

ALMA 
Well, it’s a bit late for that now, 
isn’t it. You’re here now and 

we’re stuck with you. 
 

And with that she turns and heads back to the washing line, 
yelling something at the boys which is lost on the wind. 

 

 

8 INT. HK COTTAGE HALLWAY. DAY.  8 

Meredith stands in the hallway of the Head Keeper’s Cottage. 

Everything looks absolutely spick and span. Alma must have 
been scrubbing for days. 
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9 INT. MEREDITH’S BEDROOM. DAY. 9 

Meredith enters a bedroom. There’s a narrow bed, a small 
wardrobe and a bedside table. She moves across the room to 
open the window, but it is stuck shut, and no amount of 

effort can budge it. Tentatively, she sits down on the bed - 
it sags dismally. 

Then her attention is drawn to a small picture hanging on a 
nail on the wall. Its an idyllic scene of a thatched cottage 
with a tumbling English garden, wild with snowbells and 
daffodils. A small child with golden curls is chasing a 

puppy down the sunlit garden path. Looking closer, she sees 
some gold-embossed writing in the corner — “MacRobertsons 
Finest Milk Chocolates”. The previous Head Keeper must have 
taken the lid of an old chocolate box and put it on his wall. 

10 EXT. LIVESTOCK AREA. DAY. 10 

 
Meredith emerges from the back of the cottages to find 
Wadsworth and Stanley surveying what remains of the fences 
that used to contain the livestock, now mostly blown down. 
The boys, Robbie and Tom, also hang about. 

 
WADSWORTH 

You mean to say you haven’t 

bothered to rebuild them? 
 

STANLEY 
We have rebuilt them, sir, many 
times, but the gales here, sir, - 

you have to experience one to know- 
 

WADSWORTH 
So the poor dumb creatures are left 
to blunder freely about the island? 
Surely they must plummet over 

cliffs and suchlike? 
 

STANLEY 
Well, we do try and tether them 

usually, sir — 
 

WADSWORTH 
Well, where are they? Where are 

our tethered sheep? 
 

STANLEY 
I’m not entirely sure as of this 

moment, sir. 
 

TOM 
One’s in our front parlour, sir. 

 
Wadsworth turns to the boy. 
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WADSWORTH 
Ah. Is it having a cup of tea? 

 
TOM 

No, sir.  

 
WADSWORTH 

A scone perhaps? Some buttered 
toast? 

 
 

 
No, sir. 

TOM 
 
 
WADSWORTH 

What about the other sheep? Why 
were they not invited to the tea- 
party? 

 

TOM 

They went running off, sir — 
 
Behind Wadsworth’s back, Stanley makes a gesture to Tom to 
indicate an imminent clip over the ears. 

 
STANLEY 

As I say, sir, normally we tether 

them. In this instance, there’s 

been a mishap- 
 

WADSWORTH 
Mishap, mistake, misdemeanour — 
it’s all the same in my book. 

(BEAT) Where is Mr. Fleet? 
 

STANLEY 
I expect he’s looking for the 

horse, sir. 
 

WADSWORTH 
Why is he not accompanying us on 

our tour of inspection? 
 

STANLEY 
I wasn’t aware we were having a 
tour of inspection, sir. The 
horse, sir, he’s work-shy; if he 
sees the supply ship, he runs off 
and hides - we spend half the day 

looking for him - 
 
Wadsworth turns on him now, suddenly impatient. 

 
WADSWORTH 

I’m not sure you understand why I’m 
here, Mr. Stanley. 

(MORE) 
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WADSWORTH (CONT'D) 

I have been sent to South Solitary 
because Mr. Arden, the 
Superintendant of Lighthouses, felt 
that I was the only man in the 
entire lighthouse service with 

sufficient experience to sort out 
the problems here. “I don’t care 
where Wadsworth’s stationed — pull 
him off at once and send him over!” 
Those were his exact words. So, you 
see, I’m hardly here to fuss about 
with runaway horses and tea 

parties. 
 
 

 
Yes, sir. 

STANLEY 

 

Having made his point, Wadsworth turns now and beams at the 

two young boys. 
 

WADSWORTH 
And what about you, young men? Do 
you wish to be lighthouse-keepers 

like your father? 
 

TOM 
(mumbles) 

No, sir. 
 

ROBBIE 
(gravely, shaking his 
head) 

No, sir. 
 

 

11 EXT. HAULAGE. DAY.  11 

It seems Fleet has found the horse, because he now has the 
animal secured to the cart and is loading supplies. Meredith 

comes hurrying up. 
 

MEREDITH 
Excuse me, Mr. Fleet! 

 
He stops and looks at her. 

 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
My Uncle asks that you join him, 
please, in inspecting the 

lighthouse. 
 

FLEET 

I’m busy. 
 

Meredith stares at him. This will not go down at all well 
with her Uncle. 
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MEREDITH 
It really might be best if you 
leave this for the moment. My 
Uncle does insist on conducting a 
rather thorough inspection with the 

assistant keepers both present... 
 

She tapers off lamely, as he continues on with his work. He 
lifts her trunk and places it onto the back of the cart - and 
as he does so, she suddenly glimpses a rather shabby item of 
what is unmistakably her underwear hanging out. She stares 
at it aghast. Then she darts across and attempts to push it 

back up inside the trunk — getting in Fleet’s way as she does 
so. 

 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
Excuse me - 

 
She darts out of the way again, red-faced. He continues on 

with his work. She watches him with increasing anxiety:- 
 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
I really do rather think — 

 
FLEET 

(abrupt) 

All right, all right, I’ll be 

along. 
 

Meredith stands rooted to the spot for a moment, indignant at 
the way he has spoken to her. Then she turns and marches off 
up the path. 

 

 

12 INT. BASE OFLIGHTHOUSE. DAY.  12 

Stanley and Meredith stand at the base of the lighthouse 
steps while Wadsworth examines the brass handrail. It seems 
that Meredith is official note-taker on this inspection - she 
is clutching her note-pad rather self-consciously, especially 
since Stanley is peering over her shoulder. The door opens, 

and Fleet enters now, all flushed and windswept from the 
weather outside. 

 
WADSWORTH 

Ah, Mr Fleet, at last! We were 
just discussing the brasswork. 
There is as fine a collection of 

finger-prints on this railing as 

could be found in Scotland Yard! 
 

The two men say nothing. Meredith shifts uncomfortably. 
 

WADSWORTH (CONT’D) 
Surely you men don’t need to be 

told how a lighthouse keeper mounts 

the steps? Like so! 
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Surprisingly nimble for an old man, Wadsworth runs briskly up 
the steps to the first landing. 

 
WADSWORTH (CONT’D) 

Never touching the handrail, except 

to polish it. 
 
He suddenly seems to come over a little light-headed - he 
pulls out a large white handkerchief and grasps the handrail 
with it. 

 

STANLEY 
You right there, guv? 

 
WADSWORTH 

Yes, I’m perfectly fine. Are you 

coming up, or not? 
 
Stanley is already trudging up. 

 
STANLEY 

Whoops — there I go again, using 
the handrail just after you told me 
not to. What’s that they say about 

old dogs and new tricks? 
 

WADSWORTH 
Ah, Mr. Fleet. I see you too are 

still pawing the handrail. 
 

STANLEY 
(whispers) 

Beg pardon, sir. Fleet’s got a dud 

leg. War wound. Doesn’t like to 

talk about it. 
 

WADSWORTH 
Ah. (BEAT.) Then, Mr. Fleet, take 
this. That way you can polish the 

rail for us as you climb. 
 
He extends his white handkerchief down to Fleet. It hovers 
in front of Meredith’s face. As Wadsworth is at the top, no 
one can proceed, and Meredith is stuck awkwardly between 
Stanley and Fleet on the narrow, curving stairwell. Fleet 
gazes steadily at Wadsworth. 

 
WADSWORTH (CONT’D) 

Will you take it or not? 
 

FLEET 

Not, sir. 
 
Wadsworth stares at him a beat, before returning the 
handkerchief to his pocket. They proceed up the stairs. 
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13 INT. LANTERN ROOM/SERVICE ROOM. DAY.  13 

 
The giant prism lens that dominates the lantern room slowly 
revolves, its clockwork mechanism grinding away below. 
Wadsworth stands inside the lens, making close inspection of 

the glasswork. On the narrow platform that surrounds the 
lens, pressed awkwardly up against the lantern room windows, 
stand Stanley, Meredith and Fleet. 

 
STANLEY 

Magnificent lens, isn’t she, sir? 
Chance Brothers, of course, of the 

First Order. Most powerful light 

in the region, as a matter of fact. 
 

WADSWORTH 
(absorbed in examining the 
lens) 

When she’s lit, of course. When 

someone bothers to light her. 
 

STANLEY 
Beg pardon, sir? 

 
Wadsworth climbs out of the lens now, and leads the way down 
the steps to the service room. 

 
WADSWORTH 

There’s no need to feign ignorance, 
Mr. Stanley. You’re well aware, I’m 
sure, of the various complaints 
made to the Superintendant 
regarding the operation of this 

lighthouse? 
 

STANLEY 
What, that couple of times the 

light went out? 
 

WADSWORTH 
Couple of times? Oh no, it was a 

good deal more serious than that. 
 

Having reached the service room, he produces from his breast 
pocket an official-looking letter which he unfolds with great 
ceremony. His hand shakes conspicuously though, and he 
passes it abruptly to Meredith. 

 
WADSWORTH (CONT’D) 

Mopsy, read to us the exact dates 

and incidents. 
 

Meredith takes the letter and proceeds to read aloud in a 
thin, trembly voice:- 
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MEREDITH 
“Thirteenth of April, 1927. The 
Trinity Star reports South Solitary 
light fading, then disappearing 

altogether around 3 a.m.” 
 
She glances up. Stanley wears a slight, insolent grin. Fleet 
is gazing sullenly at the floor. 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

“Twenty-eighth of July, 1927. 
South Solitary light reported out 

by the Me-Wan-Moon, also the Indian 

Princess.” 
 

STANLEY 
(aside, to Fleet) 

Amazing, isn’t it. We don’t see a 
single ship from one week to the 

next, and yet the minute the light 

goes out - 
 
Wadsworth silences him with a look. Meredith continues. 

 
MEREDITH 

“The first of January. The Loch 

Aire reports South Solitary light 

flashing out of character.” 
 
Wadsworth shakes his head as if mystified. 

 
WADSWORTH 

Flashing out of character. In all 

my years of service, I have never 

heard of such a thing. 
 
Fleet shifts uneasily. Stanley suddenly speaks up. 

 
STANLEY 

Well, that last one, sir, I freely 

admit that was my fault. What 
happened was I got my arm caught in 

the mechanism. 
 
Wadsworth stares at him in disbelief. Meredith, dry-mouthed, 
makes a note. 

 

STANLEY (CONT’D) 
Unfortunately, sir, try as I might, 
I was unable to free myself. I had 
to basically just hang there till 
Fleet showed up for his watch. I 
was in quite some physical 
discomfort too, sir, as you can 

imagine. 
 

WADSWORTH 
Had you been drinking? 
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STANLEY 
I won’t lie to you, sir — I had had 
a couple of drinks, it being New 

Year’s Eve. 
 

Wadsworth seems almost to wince at this. He indicates that 
Meredith take note. 

 

WADSWORTH 
Well, I have no choice but to 
report this to the Superintendant. 
We shall see what he makes of it. I 

must warn you however that 
insobriety is an offence usually 

punishable by dismissal. 
 

This is perhaps not what Stanley had expected. He reddens, 
and when he speaks there is a hint of defiance. 

 
STANLEY 

Well, as HK, sir, that’s your 
business what you write. But there 
was no insobriety to speak of. All 
right, I had had a couple of drinks 
but it’s not as if we get a night 
off, is it, sir? I mean, we do try 

and observe some festivities, even 

though we’re stuck here on — 
 

But Wadsworth is pushing open the heavy door, and heading out 
onto the balcony. Stanley turns to Meredith. 

 
STANLEY (CONT’D) 

“Stuck here on the arsehole of the 

earth”. Make a note of it, Mopsy. 
 

 

14 EXT. HK COTTAGE VERANDAH. DUSK.  14 

Still clutching her notepad, Meredith hurries up the path 
from the lighthouse to find Nettie sitting on her front 

verandah, giving the lamb a bottle of milk. She has dressed 
the lamb in an old knitted baby’s bonnet and matinee jacket. 

 
MEREDITH 

Hello there! I was just coming to 
relieve you of your duties! Has 

she been a good girl? 
 

Nettie nods, beaming. Meredith sits down beside her. 
 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
Oh, and look! She’s wearing a 

baby’s bonnet! How sweet.. 
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NETTIE 
Mum says she can sleep by the 
stove, so I’ve made her up a little 

bed. 
 
Meredith’s face falls. 

 
MEREDITH 

Well, actually, Nettie, I was 
rather hoping she would sleep in my 
cottage ... She is my lamb, after 

all.. 
 
Nettie says nothing, just holds the lamb a little tighter as 
she feeds her. Meredith feels suddenly a little ashamed of 
herself. 

 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
I suppose we could both look after 

her. We could share the job, 
couldn’t we? Two mothers are 

better than one, I’m sure! 
 
Nettie smiles at her gratefully, and nods. 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

You know, we’ll have to think of a 

name for her. 
 

NETTIE 
(shyly) 

I was thinking maybe Lucille. 
 

MEREDITH 
Lucille. Yes. That’s rather a 
glamorous name, isn’t it, for a 

sheep.. 
 

NETTIE 
I had another sheep once called 

Lucille. 
 

MEREDITH 
Oh yes? What happened to her? 

 
NETTIE 

We et her. 
 
 

Ah. 
MEREDITH 

NETTIE 

She wasn’t very nice either. Dad 
thinks she might have had 

brucellosis. 
 
She tries to jam the teat back into the lamb’s mouth. 



17.  
 

 

 
 

MEREDITH 
Don't force her, Nettie - 

 
NETTIE 

I’m not forcing her - 
 

MEREDITH 
It’s just she might have a bit of 

colic - 
 

 

15 INT. KITCHEN. NIGHT.  15 

Meredith is struggling to light the wood stove. She curses 
mildly to herself under her breath. 

16 INT. KITCHEN. NIGHT.  16 

Meredith is unpacking a box of her special ornaments - a 
small glass vase, a china figurine. She pulls out a framed 
photograph of a young serviceman in uniform, smiling broadly. 
He looks about 20, fresh-faced and eager. She places the 
photograph tenderly on the mantlepiece. 

Suddenly she becomes aware of strange sounds emanating from 

the flue. Not only that, but the room seems to be filling 
with smoke.  She approaches the stove tentatively, and puts 
her ear to the flue. After a moment, she realises that what 
she is hearing is the increasingly distressed cheeping of 
baby birds.  She stands horrified for a moment, her hand over 
her mouth.  Then she swings open the firebox door and douses 
the fire with water from the kettle. 

17 EXT. COTTAGE/ LIGHTHOUSE. NIGHT.  17 

Meredith emerges from the cottage, wearing a heavy coat and 
head-scarf, and carrying a tray of supper. With some 
difficulty in the wind, she makes her way down the path and 
up the steps to the lighthouse door. 

18 INT. BASE OF LIGHTHOUSE. NIGHT.  18 

Struggling with her tray, Meredith manages to push open the 
door with her shoulder, and once through, shove it closed 
with her foot. She begins to climb the steps. Above her, we 

hear a dull rumbling as the giant lens slowly revolves. 

19 INT. SERVICE ROOM. NIGHT.  19 

In the service room, located below the light, Wadsworth sits 

on a hardback chair, studying the logbooks. He glances up as 

Meredith reaches the top of the stairs. 
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WADSWORTH 
Ah. I thought you’d forgotten me. 

 
MEREDITH 

I’m sorry. I’ve been having a 

terrible time trying to get the 
stove going. I’m afraid your tea 

is not as hot as it could be... 
 

She places his tray on the desk beside him, and pours a cup 
of tea. 

 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
Just bread and dripping for supper, 
I’m afraid. I haven’t unpacked all 

the stores yet.. 
 

Wadsworth takes a sip of his tea, and then pushes it away. 
 

WADSWORTH 
Undrinkable. 

 

MEREDITH 
I’m awfully sorry. I’ll have it 

all sorted out tomorrow, I promise. 
 

She is edging hopefully towards the steps. 
 

WADSWORTH 
Sit down a while. 

 
He indicates the other hard-backed chair in the service room. 
After all her efforts, she is longing to fall into bed, but 

instead she does as she is bid and takes a seat. Wadsworth 
pays her no attention but continues to study the logbook, 
chewing in a methodical fashion on his bread and dripping. 
The great lens rumbles overhead. 

 

 

20 INT. MEREDITH’S BEDROOM. NIGHT.  20 

All is dark. Suddenly, the clanging of a bell commences, 
coming from the lighthouse. Meredith wakes up in confusion - 
what is going on? She hears a door fling open, and Wadsworth 
storming down the hallway - she jumps out of bed and crosses 
to her bedroom window, pulling back the curtain just in time 
to see Wadsworth emerge from the front door, carrying a 
lantern, a coat flung over his pyjamas. Stanley joins him 
now, dishevelled from bed, but far from being concerned by 
any emergency, Stanley is grinning, like he’s seen it all 
before, shaking his head as tells Wadsworth something. 
Meredith peers up to the lighthouse. It’s lit, its beam 
turning, but she can just make out a figure pacing on the 
balcony - is it Fleet? Wadsworth heads down towards the 
lighthouse now, shouting something up to him - Stanley turns 

and glances back at the cottage. In fact - Meredith realises 
with a shock - he is looking right at her, grinning - 
Meredith pulls the curtain across again abruptly. 
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21 EXT. LIGHTHOUSE. DAWN.  21 

The lighthouse lantern is extinguished as dawn breaks pink 
and gold across the ocean. We see a figure in the lantern 
room pulling the curtain across the windows. 

22 INT. KITCHEN. EARLY MORNING.  22 

With some trepidation, Meredith lights the stove fire. At 
that moment, Wadsworth enters the back door, still in pyjamas 
and coat from the night before. Meredith looks at him in 
surprise. 

 

MEREDITH 
Good morning, Uncle. 

 
WADSWORTH 

Good morning. 
 

MEREDITH 
Have you been up the tower all this 

time? 
 

WADSWORTH 
Well, someone had to finish the 

man’s shift for him - he was 
certainly in no fit state. Have you 

got the stove working yet? 
 

MEREDITH 
I think so. 

 

UNCLE 
Then I’ll have my porridge, thank 

you, and a hot pot of tea. 
 

He moves off to his room to get dressed. Meredith hesitates a 
moment, then throws two more logs into the firebox. The fire 
begins to burn in earnest now. Almost immediately, a 
scrabbling commences within the flue, followed by the 

plaintive cheeping of baby birds. Meredith does her best to 
ignore it, and sets about preparing the porridge. 

 
MEREDITH 

I’m sorry, babies. I’m sorry. 
 

 

23 EXT. HK COTTAGE VERANDAH. DAY.  23 

 
Rugged up for a walk, Meredith opens the front door to find 
Nettie and the lamb sitting waiting for her on the front 
verandah. Somehow glad to see them, Meredith smiles. 

 
MEREDITH 

Good morning, Nettie! How’s 

Lucille this morning? 
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NETTIE 
She’s good. 

 
Meredith sits down beside her. She realizes Nettie has a 
small cigar box on her knee — obviously something special. 

 
MEREDITH 

Oooh. What treasures do you have 

in there? 
 

NETTIE 
(shyly) 

Just my scabs.. 
 

MEREDITH 
Your which? 

 
NETTIE 

 

 
A beat. 

My scabs. 

 

MEREDITH 
How interesting. (BEAT.) May I 

see? 
 
Nettie shyly opens the box to reveal a series of impressive 
scabs, painstakingly prised from knees and elbows and 
carefully mounted on cotton wool. Meredith does her best to 
maintain a bright, interested expression. 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

Goodness. Are these all yours? 
 
Nettie nods, quietly proud. Meredith points to a particularly 
grisly looking specimen. 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

And how did you come to acquire 

this beauty? 
 

NETTIE 

Fell over.  

 
MEREDITH 

.. and this one? 
 

NETTIE 

Fell over.  

 
MEREDITH 

Gosh.. (AT A LOSS FOR A SUITABLE 

COMMENT) How fascinating. Each 

scab with its own tale to tell... 
 
She trails off, aghast at her own lameness. 
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24 INT. PIGEON LOFT. DAY.  24 

The pigeons coo and shuffle about the loft, pecking at the 
crusts that Nettie has brought them. Nettie — looking very 
self-important - writes out messages on three small pieces of 
paper. 

 

MEREDITH 
So tell me, what message do you 

write? 
 

NETTIE 
“All well at South Solitary.” That 
way folks on the mainland know 

we’re alive, at least. 
 

MEREDITH 
I see. And do you send that 

message every day? 
 

NETTIE 
Not every day. Not the day Mr. 

Grimshaw topped himself, we didn’t. 
 

MEREDITH 
No.. No, I suppose it would hardly 

be appropriate in that instance... 
 

Having finished writing out the messages, Nettie inserts each 
one into a tiny metal cylinder. 

 
NETTIE 

“Dear Sir, today our Head Keeper 

blasted his head off with a stick 

of gelignite.” 
 

Grinning wickedly, she picks up a bird and attaches a 
cylinder to its leg. 

 

NETTIE (CONT’D) 
Bits were hanging off trees, you 

know. 
 

 

25 EXT. PIGEON LOFT. DAY.  25 

 
Out on the cliff-top, Meredith watches as Nettie releases the 
three pigeons — they flutter up into the sky. 

 
NETTIE 

Go, birds! Fly! 
 

The birds fly up into the vast forbidding sky, pitching 
themselves headlong into the wind. Meredith finds the sight 
unexpectedly stirring. 
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MEREDITH 
Off they go on their mission, brave 

little birds. 
 

And yet, as she watches, the three birds appear to be 

wheeling about, as if executing a large U-turn. In fact, 
they fly directly back and flutter into the loft behind them. 
Nettie looks embarrassed, but says nothing. After a beat:- 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

Do they do that often? 
 

NETTIE 

Sometimes.  
 
MEREDITH 

And this is the system of emergency 
communication on which we rely? 

 

NETTIE 
Well, there’s also the signal 

flags... 
 

Meredith gazes out to sea. Vast and completely empty. Not a 
ship to be seen. Nothing. 

 
MEREDITH 

God help us. 
 

 

26 INT. KITCHEN/ BACK DOOR. DAY.  26 

 
Meredith is ironing. Wadsworth is hunched over a bowl of 

soup. There’s a knock at the back door. Meredith goes to 
answer it. It’s Fleet. 

 
FLEET 

Is your Uncle in? 
 

MEREDITH 
Yes, come in. 

 

She leads him to the kitchen where Wadsworth barely glances 
up. 

 

FLEET 

Excuse me. Mr. Wadsworth, sir. 
 

WADSWORTH 

Yes?  

 
FLEET 

I wanted to explain myself, sir. 
About last night. 

 
Fleet glances at Meredith, who is still hovering, uncertain 
what to do. 
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MEREDITH 
I’ll go, shall I? 

 
WADSWORTH 

No, stay. You have your duties to 

fulfill, as much as anyone. What 
is it you wished to say to me, Mr. 

Fleet? 
 
Fleet reddens. 

 

FLEET 
I just wanted to apologise, sir, 
and vouch that what happened last 

night won’t happen again. 
 

WADSWORTH 
How can you be sure of that, Mr. 
Fleet? I am led to believe that 

this kind of episode is a 
reasonably frequent occurrence with 

you. 
 

FLEET 
No, sir. It has happened before, 

sir, but not frequent, no. 
 

WADSWORTH 
Are you a dipsomaniac? 

 
FLEET 

No, sir. I never drink, sir. 
 

WADSWORTH 
Well then, clearly there is some 
kind of flaw or weakness in your 
mental composition which renders 

you unfit for lighthouse service. 
 
Fleet shifts where he stands, says nothing. 

 

WADSWORTH (CONT’D) 
On what account were you discharged 

from the military? 
 

FLEET 
On account of my wounds, sir. 

 

WADSWORTH 
Was that the only reason? 

 
FLEET 

Yes, sir.  
 
WADSWORTH 

But your nerves went, that’s 
obvious. Your mind snapped or some 
such? 
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Fleet says nothing. Wadsworth stares at him a long moment. 
 

WADSWORTH (CONT’D) 
Well, it shall all go into the 
report. I see no reason to spare 

the Superintendant any details, and 
I’ve no doubt he will wish to make 
further enquiries of his own. In 
the meantime, you may resume your 

station duties. 
 

FLEET 

Yes, sir.  
 
WADSWORTH 

And if there’s any repeat of the 
kind of episode I witnessed last 
night, you will be suspended from 
all duties and removed from the 

island. 
 

FLEET 
There’ll be no repeat, sir. 

 
Wadsworth makes a little gesture to indicate that he is 
dismissed. Fleet turns abruptly and departs. 

 

 

27 INT. KITCHEN. DAY.  27 

 
Meredith sits at the kitchen table, typing a report from her 
Uncle to the Superintendant of Lighthouses. 

 
“...the failings of the light can be attributed to nervous 
instability on the part of Asst. Keeper Fleet and insobriety 
on the part of Asst. Keeper Stanley -” 

 
NETTIE 

What are you typing? 
 

Meredith looks up with a start. Nettie has somehow 

materialised in the kitchen, and is peering over her 
shoulder. 

 

MEREDITH 
Good heavens, Nettie. Don’t you 

knock? 
 

Nettie shrugs, then deftly thinks up a lie. 
 

NETTIE 
I did knock. You just didn’t hear 
me over that racket. Did you used 

to be a secretary or something? 
 

Meredith pulls the page out of the typewriter, anxious that 
Nettie not read any further. 
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MEREDITH 
Oh no, just a typist. I wanted to 
be a secretary, but you had to have 
shorthand. Make sure you learn 
shorthand, Nettie. It will get you 

ahead in life. 
 

NETTIE 
(dismissive) 

Oh no. I’ll probably just get 

married. Who’s this? 
 

She has picked up the framed photograph of the young soldier. 
 

MEREDITH 
That was my fiance. His name was 

Eddie. 
 

NETTIE 
What happened to him? 

 
MEREDITH 

He died in the War. 
 

NETTIE 
No offence, but he’s sort of funny- 

looking, isn’t he? His ears stick 

out. What’s that noise? 
 

The scratching sound in the flue has begun afresh, and now 
some plaintive cheeping. Meredith gets up as one transfixed, 
and crosses to the stove. 

 
MEREDITH 

How can they still be alive? 
 

She picks up a soup ladle, and bangs the flue vigorously. 
 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
Fly away, stupid birds! Fly away! 

 

 

28 EXT. HK COTTAGE/ BANKSIA. DUSK.  28 

Meredith and Nettie stand by the ladder, looking up. Stanley 
is awkwardly positioned with one arm down the chimney as far 
as he can get it. 

 
MEREDITH 

Can you manage? 
 

STANLEY 
Almost got it — bitch of a thing - 
ow, jesus, the little buggers are 

pecking me! 
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Nettie cackles merrily. Meredith bites her lip. She is 
feeling rather anxious about the whole thing. Up above, the 
mother bird circles in an agitated fashion. 

 
STANLEY (CONT’D) 

Ah, now I’ve got it! 
 
Stanley is now very carefully pulling the nest from the 
chimney. The babies are cheeping shrilly. Carefully, he 
slides down the roof tiles towards the ladder. 

 
STANLEY (CONT’D) 

Hold the ladder for me, will you? 
It’d be a pity if we went arse over 

teacups now. 
 
She holds the ladder as he climbs down, gently carrying the 
little nest. Inside are three tiny baby birds, mouths wide 
open, cheeping away. 

 

MEREDITH 
Oh, look at them. 

 
NETTIE 

Can I keep them, Dad? Please?? 
 

STANLEY 
Yeah, that’s right, Nettie — 

they’d be dead in a day — 
 

NETTIE 
(crossly) 

No, they wouldn’t! 
 

STANLEY 
(to Meredith, with a grin) 

Kills them with kindness, this one. 
Actually, sometimes it’s not even 

kindness — she just kills them. 
 
Nettie immediately falls into a sulk — arms folded, scowling 

face, pouting lip. 
 

MEREDITH 
I think what your father means, 
Nettie, is that babies this little 
need their mother to look after 
them. You see how she’s watching 

us? 
 
They look up at the mother, now eying them fiercely from a 
nearby tree. Meredith turns anxiously to Stanley. 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

I hope she goes back to them. They 

sometimes don’t, do they, if you 

disturb the nest? 
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STANLEY 
Tell you what, we’ll put them in 
the old banksia. That way she can 
see what we’re doing, and it’s 
reasonably protected down there.. 

Here, you take them, Nettie - 

carefully now. 
 
Nettie takes the nest and they head off down toward the 
banksias. The sun is setting and the clouds have parted, 
bathing the island in an ethereal golden-pink glow. 

 
STANLEY (CONT’D) 

Not so bad, is it, when it stops 

raining for a minute. 
 

MEREDITH 
It’s beautiful... 

 

STANLEY 
Such is the life of the lighthouse 
keeper — unrelenting drudgery and 
tedium, but you do catch the odd 

nice sunset.. 
 

MEREDITH 
Have you been here long then? 

 
STANLEY 

Too long. Six months to go. 
 

MEREDITH 
Where will you go next, do you 

know? 
 

STANLEY 
Oh, I’m going to try and get on one 
of the mainland stations. Send the 

kids to school would be good. 
 

NETTIE 
I don’t want to go to school! 

 
STANLEY 

Yeah, I know you don’t but you have 
to. (TO MEREDITH) See, this is no 
place for a family. It’s too bloody 
isolated. That’s why you get all 

the nutters - like Fleet, for 
example. He’s been here eight 

years, on a two-year station. 
 

MEREDITH 
Eight years? 

 

STANLEY 
Oh yes - keeps requesting to stay 
on. 

(MORE) 
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STANLEY (CONT'D) 

Of course, no one else is begging 
for the job so they let him. Never 
mind that he’s always seeing 
distress flares. 

 
MEREDITH 

He sees distress flares? 
 

STANLEY 
Well, that’s what all the business 
was about the other night. Grimshaw 
was just as bad. If they’re back 

from the war and feeble-minded, 
they send ‘em straight to South 
Solitary - it’s like a sanatorium 

here. 
 

They stroll on through the long grass. 
 

STANLEY (CONT’D) 
And in Fleet’s case, you got to 
wonder. I mean, you couldn’t get 
much further away from Old Blighty, 

could you? 
 

MEREDITH 
What do you mean? 

 
STANLEY 

Well, I mean, desertion, self- 
inflicted wounds, whathaveyou - 
it’s all punishable by execution 

over there, isn’t it? 
 

Suddenly, Nettie bursts into raucous song:- 
 

NETTIE 
Gutless wonder, gutless wonder, 
Mr. Fleet is scared of thunder 
Went to France 

And soiled his pants - 
 

STANLEY 
All right, shut up, that’s enough. 

 
He cuffs her affectionately, and she giggles. 

 
STANLEY (CONT’D) 

And here’s your Uncle wondering why 
the light went out occasionally. I 
mean, it’s a miracle it was even 

lit half the time. 
 

 

29 INT. SERVICE ROOM. NIGHT.  29 

Wadsworth sits at his desk, studying the logbooks. Meredith 

sits knitting what is apparently a man’s sock. 
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WADSWORTH 
Ah! Here again, some ten months 
later. (READS ALOUD) “Twenty- 
eighth of July. Lit up all 
correct. 11 p.m. Light out, called 

Assistant Fleet, changed burner, 
put on another vapouriser, repacked 
regulator valve, all going correct 
12.30.” Never mind the fact that 
the light has been out half the 
night while they muddle about with 
burners and vapourisers! (HE 

NOTICES MEREDITH STRUGGLING) What’s 

your problem there? 
 

MEREDITH 
I don’t know, I seem to be making a 

frightful hash of this heel. 
 

WADSWORTH 
Pass it here. 

 
She hands her knitting over. He examines it intently for a 
moment, before pulling it off the needle and briskly 
unraveling several rows. Meredith watches in dismay. It has 
taken her ages to get this far. 

 
WADSWORTH (CONT’D) 

You know, it comes as scant 
surprise to me that shipping have 
all but abandoned this route. 
Imagine the uncertainty. South 
Solitary may be operational — or it 

may not! 
 
Meredith glances over at the logbook. She can see “Asst.Kpr. 
Stanley” signed at the bottom of the page in a round, 
lopsided script. 

 

MEREDITH 
Yes. Although I suppose in fairness 

these were isolated incidents. 
 

WADSWORTH 
What’s that? 

 
MEREDITH 

I suppose in fairness these were 

isolated incidents which could 
happen anywhere really. I mean, 
trouble with vapourisers and 

suchlike... 
 
Wadsworth stops knitting and stares at her. When he speaks, 
his voice trembles. 
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WADSWORTH 
Tell that to the swollen corpses 
that come washing up on the rocks 
below - their clothes ripped away 
by the sea. No fingers left nor 
toes after the fish have been at 

them. No dignity for them in 
death, nor even means of 
identification. Perhaps, if you’re 
lucky, there’ll be some small item, 
perhaps a signet ring, to bring 

comfort to the family... 
 

Meredith listens without emotion. She has heard variations 
of this speech many times before. 

 
MEREDITH 

Yes. Although I don’t see how they 
could be wearing a signet ring if 

they didn’t have any fingers... 
 

She grins like a guilty child and then reddens, amazed at her 
own cheek. Wadsworth stares at her. 

 
WADSWORTH 

Go to bed. You’re too old to 
behave like a school-girl. It 

doesn’t become you. 
 

The grin has disappeared now. She gets up, sullen and 
embarrassed, and stomps downstairs. 

 

 

30 EXT. STABLES. LATE DAY.  30 

Meredith is milking the cow. It doesn’t have much milk left, 
but Meredith gets what she can into the bottom of her tin 
pail. As she is about to go, she suddenly stops at the 
stable door. The stable is situated near the back of Fleet’s 
cottage, and she has just seen him emerge from his back door. 
Keeping very still - she doesn’t want him to notice her - she 

watches as he hangs out a few sad-looking items on his 
washing line; a pair of greyish long-johns, a couple of 
threadbare socks, a woollen vest. 

The cow suddenly clanks against its barrier - Fleet looks up 
and sees her. Their eyes lock for a moment, a strangely long 
moment, before he turns and heads back inside. 

31 INT. KITCHEN. DAY.  31 

Alma sits stiffly at Meredith’s kitchen table, which Meredith 
has set with her best cloth and tea cups. Nettie sits on a 
stool by the stove, playing with the lamb. 
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ALMA 
What’s this cake got in it - 

dripping? 
 

MEREDITH 
Yes, instead of butter. It’s quite 
a useful recipe, if you run a bit 

short.. 
 

ALMA 
Except it tastes like dripping. 

 

MEREDITH 
(ashamed) 

Yes, I suppose so... 
 
Alma pushes her plate aside, and swills a mouthful of tea as 
if to remove the dripping taste. 

 
ALMA 

So tell me. What are you doing 
rattling around lighthouses with 

your uncle? Why aren’t you married? 
 
Meredith is a little taken aback by Alma’s bluntness. In 
fact, there’s something almost accusatory in her tone. 

 
MEREDITH 

Oh. Well.. I never met the right 

fellow, I suppose. 
 

ALMA 
I have news for you. You’re never 

going to meet the right fellow 
whilst stuck on a rock in the 

middle of the ocean. 
 
Meredith laughs weakly. 

 
MEREDITH 

Oh, that’s all right. I’m not 
really expecting to meet anyone 

these days. 
 

ALMA 
Well, you haven’t got time to muck 
around - especially if you want to 

start a family. 
 
Meredith reddens. She glances over at Nettie, who is playing 
with the lamb. 

 

MEREDITH 
(in a low voice) 

Well, unfortunately, you see, I’m 

not able to have children. So... 
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Why not? 

ALMA 
 
 
MEREDITH 

Well... I have a problem with my 
insides. (ALMOST A WHISPER) I 

don’t have a womb as such. 
 

ALMA 

No womb? 
 
 

No. 
 
 

How come? 

MEREDITH 

ALMA 

MEREDITH 

Well, it’s all rather 
distressing... 

 

ALMA 
Were you born like that? 

 
MEREDITH 

Oh no, I was born with a - a womb, 
in fact a perfectly good womb, but 
unfortunately you see, I had to 
have an operation several years 
back and there were 
complications... In the end, they 
had to.. they had to basically 

remove everything... 
 
Alma gazes at her steadily. 

 

ALMA 
You were up the duff, is that it? 

 
Meredith nods, reddening miserably. She glances over 

anxiously at Nettie, who pays them no heed. 
 

MEREDITH 
I was... you know, very young and 

foolish. 
 
 

 
How young? 

ALMA 
 
 
MEREDITH 

Well, I was twenty-nine. 
 

ALMA 
That’s not young. 

 

MEREDITH 
I suppose not... 
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ALMA 
Why couldn’t you have just got 

married? 
 

MEREDITH 
Well, that wasn’t possible, I’m 

afraid. 
 
 

 
Why not? 

ALMA 
 
 
MEREDITH 

He was already married. 
 

ALMA 

I see. 
 
This said as if Alma expected as much. There’s a pause, and 
then briskly, Alma scrapes some crumbs off the table-cloth 

and onto the floor. 
 

ALMA (CONT’D) 
Well, I still say it’s no life for 
you here. You’ll end up like 
Elspeth Tanner. She was on Tasman 
Island. Did you ever get stationed 

there? 
 
 

 
No. 

MEREDITH 
 
 

ALMA 
HK’s daughter - never married, like 

yourself. Only interest in life 
was waving at ships. Didn’t matter 
if it was raining or hailing - 
there she’d be, all day long, out 
on that cliff-top waving her little 
hanky. She’d have stayed out there 
all night, but her father put his 
foot down. Actually, he had to lock 
her in her room at night, - she was 
none too happy about that. 

 
Meredith stares at Alma, trying to make sense of this 
allegory. 

 

MEREDITH 
Had she been disappointed in love 

or something? 
 

ALMA 
I don’t think so. Just liked 

waving at ships. 
 
A few beats. 
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MEREDITH 
Well, I hardly think — I hardly 

think I’m in that league... 
 

 

32 EXT. LIGHTHOUSE SIGNAL AREA. DAY.  32 

Meredith, out for a walk, comes across Wadsworth conducting 
signal practice with Stanley and Fleet. Stanley is labouring 
his way through a long message, formed letter by letter with 
the semaphore flags. 

 
WADSWORTH 

Error! Start again, Mr. Stanley, 

from the beginning. 
 

Stanley drops his flags in exasperation. 
 

STANLEY 
Crikey. This’d be a lot easier if I 

knew how to spell. 
 

WADSWORTH 
Make the error signal! Prevent 
confusion! They’ll have no idea 

what you’re doing out there! 
 

He gestures out to sea, where an imaginary ship is receiving 
these signals. Stanley makes the error signal, waving both 
flags up and down. 

 

STANLEY 
They’ll have passed away from old 

age by the time I get this message 
out. It’ll be like the Ancient 
Mariner. They’ll have beards down 
to their knees. They’ll be saying, 
Christ, has he finished that 

message yet? 
 

He grins at Meredith, gives her a wink. She smiles back 

quickly before hastening along her way. 
 

 

33 INT. BATHROOM. NIGHT.  33 

Meredith is having a bath. As she soaks, she turns her arm 
and ruefully examines an elbow. It is showing definite signs 

of wear and age. She rubs at it with a pumice stone. 

Suddenly she hears a low knock, coming from the back door. 
She stops, not sure if she’s heard it or not. But then there 
it is again. 
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34 INT. KITCHEN. NIGHT.  34 

 
In her dressing gown, her hair damp from the bath, Meredith 
crosses to the back door. It’s Stanley. 

 
STANLEY 

Oh, I’m sorry. Were you in bed? 
 

MEREDITH 
No. I was just in the bath, 

actually. 
 

STANLEY 
Oh, I’m sorry. (BEAT.) I’ll let you 

get back to it. 
 

MEREDITH 
No, that’s all right.. 

 
Stanley smiles at her. 

 
STANLEY 

I was just out for a walk, and I 
saw your light on, and I thought, 
gee, she must get a bit lonely when 
Uncle’s up tower. So I thought I’d 

just check up on you. 
 

MEREDITH 
Oh! That’s very kind of you. 

 
STANLEY 

Everything all right? 
 

MEREDITH 
Yes, thank you. 

 
They stand there a few beats. 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

(uncertain) 

Would you like to come in? 
 

STANLEY 
Is that all right? 

 
MEREDITH 

Of course. (BEAT.) Would — would 

Alma care to join us? 
 

STANLEY 
No, she’s busy. She’s doing the 
tea dishes. I usually like to go 
for a walk round this time, get out 
of the house. Get a bit of fresh 

air before my shift. 
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Meredith crosses quickly to the stove to pull down some 
underwear she had been drying. 

 
MEREDITH 

Would you like a cup of tea? Or 

perhaps Ovaltine? 
 

STANLEY 
Actually, I thought maybe something 

else — 
 
He produces from his pocket a hip flask. 

 
STANLEY (CONT’D) 

I tell you what, warm up some milk 
and we’ll have a little drop in our 
milk. Like a nightcap. Warm our 

insides. 
 

MEREDITH 
(doubtfully) 

Well, all right. Will powdered 

milk do? 
 

STANLEY 
Powdered milk will be perfect, 

Mopsy. 
 
At the use of her Uncle’s pet name for her, she looks up at 
him. He is grinning at her. 

 
MEREDITH 

You know, Mr. Stanley, you mustn’t 

mind my Uncle. I know he seems 
rather old-fashioned and he can be 
a terrible stickler for things 
being done by the book, but 
underneath it all, he really is 

very decent and fair. 
 

STANLEY 
Who’s complaining? I think he’s 
terrific. We needed a good shake- 
up. (NOTICES THE TYPE-WRITER 
SITTING ON THE KITCHEN TABLE) You 

type? 
 

MEREDITH 
Oh, just Uncle’s paperwork. 

 
STANLEY 

Letters to the Superintendant and 

suchlike? 
 

MEREDITH 
(awkward) 

Well, yes — 
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STANLEY 
Put in a good word for me, will 

you? 
 
She stares at him — is he serious? 

 
STANLEY (CONT’D) 

Nah, just joking! Although it 

might save me my job, of course! 
 
He chuckles good-humouredly, pulls out a kitchen chair and 
sits down. 

 

STANLEY (CONT’D) 
I hope you don’t mind me saying 
this, Meredith, but gee, you’ve 

brightened the place up. 
 

MEREDITH 

Really?  
 

STANLEY 
Oh, my word. You’ve always got a 
nice smile and a pleasant manner. 
My little girl thinks the world of 
you. Because Alma’s not 

affectionate, you see, she never 
really has been. That’s just the 
way she is, I suppose I’m used to 
it now. But little Nettie, you can 
tell she really appreciates that 
sort of stuff. 

 
Meredith pinkens with pleasure. 

 
MEREDITH 

Well, she’s a lovely girl. I’ve 

grown terribly fond of her. 
 

STANLEY 
Yeah, she’s all right. Animal mad, 

of course. 
 
A beat. He watches as Meredith prepares the milk. 

 
STANLEY (CONT’D) 

You know, you’re a sight for sore 
eyes in that dressing gown. Is 

that satin? 
 

MEREDITH 
Not real satin. Satin-viscose, I 

think. 
 

STANLEY 
You see, that’s another thing. You 
make an effort with your 

appearance. 
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MEREDITH 
(a little embarrassed) 

Oh well, I wouldn’t normally wear 
anything so fancy. I have a much 
more sensible dressing gown I 

normally wear. It’s just that I was 
having my bath, and I felt like 
using all my nicest things, just 

to... 
 
She trails off. She had been going to say “just to cheer 
myself up.” 

 

STANLEY 
You know, I wish you’d stop 
mentioning the bath. Because every 
time you mention it, I get this 

picture in my head... 
 
Meredith is a little shocked. She reddens. 

 
STANLEY (CONT’D) 

I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to 

embarrass you. 
 

MEREDITH 
Oh, that’s all right. 

 
STANLEY 

But you’re making things very 

difficult for me, you realise that. 
 
He is suddenly gazing at her very seriously. 

 
MEREDITH 

I didn’t realise that. 
 

STANLEY 
You haven’t noticed my feelings for 

you? 
 
 

 
No. 

MEREDITH 
 
 

STANLEY 
Well, that’s good, because I was 
worried everyone would notice. 
It’s pretty awkward on a small 

station like this. 
 

MEREDITH 
Well, particularly since you’re 

married. 
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STANLEY 
Ah, did you have to bring that up? 
(HE LOOKS AT HER.) I’ll just say 
this one thing. Not all marriages 

are made in heaven, Meredith. 
 
Meredith says nothing, just continues stirring the milk, her 
cheeks pink. 

 

STANLEY (CONT’D) 
Won’t you come and sit down for a 
minute? The milk can look after 

itself, can’t it? 
 

MEREDITH 
I suppose so. It can get a little 

bit lumpy, that’s all. 
 

STANLEY 
I don’t mind it lumpy. I like it 
lumpy. (BEAT.) Come here and sit 

down a moment... 
 
Meredith comes over and sits down at the table. He reaches 
over and puts his hand on hers. 

 
STANLEY (CONT’D) 

I’ve gone and got you all worried 

now, haven’t I. 
 

MEREDITH 
Oh no. It’s quite flattering 
really. (BEAT) I just hope I 

haven’t led you on in some way... 
 

STANLEY 
You haven’t led me on. These 
things happen, that’s all. 

Feelings arise. 
 
He strokes her hand. 

 

STANLEY (CONT’D) 
Anyway... don’t you like me too, 

just a little bit? 
 

MEREDITH 
Well, of course. You’ve always 

been very pleasant. 
 

STANLEY 
But I mean, like me in the other 

way. 
 

MEREDITH 
What other way? 
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STANLEY 
(softly) 

Now you are leading me on... 
 

His hand slides up her forearm. Meredith has a look about 

her like a rabbit in the headlights. 
 

MEREDITH 
Oh, there’s the milk boiling. 

 
But she makes no move to get up. 

 

STANLEY 
Let it boil. 

 
MEREDITH 

It’s just that it makes a terrible 

mess- 
 

He leans forward and kisses her. She offers minimal to no 
resistance. 

 

 

35 INT. SERVICE ROOM. NIGHT. 35 

 
Wadsworth is winding the weights. He pauses when he hears 

the lower door open and close. 
 

WADSWORTH 
(calls out) 

Is that you, Meredith? 
 

MEREDITH (O.S.) 
Yes, Uncle. 

 
He resumes winding. A few moments later she appears, 
carrying a tray with his supper. She is rugged up in her 
coat, her hair tidied hastily. 

 
WADSWORTH 

You’re late. 
 

MEREDITH 
I know, I’m sorry. Trouble with 

the stove again. 
 

She puts the tray down on his desk. She looks quite flushed 
and flustered. 

 

 

36 EXT. PIGEON LOFT. DAY.  36 

 
Meredith is walking up towards the pigeon loft when she sees 
Nettie emerge, holding a couple of pigeons. 

 
MEREDITH 

Hello! I was just coming to find 

you! 
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NETTIE 
I’ve just been doing the birds. 

 
MEREDITH 

“All well at South Solitary”? 
 
Nettie nods. She tosses the birds skyward. This time, to 
Meredith’s surprise, they continue on instead of turning 
back. 

 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
Well, look at that! Off they go! 

 
NETTIE 

I just hope she doesn’t get them. 
 
She points up high, where the sea-eagle is wheeling. 

 
NETTIE (CONT’D) 

She’s always hanging about — she 

gives me the shits. 
 
Meredith glances at Nettie - the little girl seems to be in 
rather a sullen mood today. 

 
MEREDITH 

And where’s Lucille today? 
 
Nettie shrugs. 

 

NETTIE 
I don’t know. 

 

MEREDITH 
You don’t know? 

 
NETTIE 

She took off. 
 
Meredith stares at her. 

 

MEREDITH 
When did this happen? 

 
NETTIE 

Yesterday.  
 
MEREDITH 

You mean she was out all last 
night? It was barely thirty 
degrees! 

 
Again Nettie shrugs. This infuriates Meredith. 
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MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
You know, if you couldn’t be 
bothered to look after her 
properly, you should have given her 

back to me. 
 

NETTIE 
Mum said she’d be fine - 

 
MEREDITH 

(snaps) 
She can’t fend for herself yet! 

You know that! She’s probably dead 
already, and you’ve only got 
yourself to blame! Well, I 
certainly hope you’re pleased with 

yourself. 
 

She marches off a way, before stopping and turning for one 

last crack. 
 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
I’ve a good mind to give you 
another scab to add to your 

collection. 
 

Nettie’s face starts to crumple, but Meredith is too angry to 
care. She storms off. 

 

 

37 EXT. TEA-TREE SCRUB/ GRIMSHAW’S GRAVE. DAY.  37 

Meredith is blundering through the thick tea-tree scrub, 
looking for Lucille. Suddenly she stumbles into a clearing, 
overlooking the sea. She sees Fleet standing not far off, 
gazing out to sea. She calls out to him: 

MEREDITH 

Excuse me! 
 

He turns and looks at her. 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

I’ve lost my lamb. Have you seen 

her at all? 
 

FLEET 

Your what?  

 
MEREDITH 

(irritated) 
My lamb! A small, white fleecy 

lamb! 
 

He shakes his head and turns away. He seems a bit annoyed by 

her intrusion. A rush of indignation flares up inside her. 
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MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
You know, you could improve matters 
for yourself if you at least tried 
to be civil. It wouldn’t kill you, 

you know - 
 

Just then she realizes that he is standing by a small 
headstone. Fleetingly she glimpses the name “Grimshaw.” 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to 

disturb- 
 

She turns abruptly, and thrashes her way back through the tea- 
trees. 

 

 

38 EXT. STANLEY’S COTTAGE VERANDAH. LATE AFTERNOON. 38 

Meredith, returning from her fruitless hunt for Lucille, 
rounds the corner to find both Alma and Stanley sitting on 
their front veranda, sharing a bottle of beer. Alma is 
scraping the vegetables, while Stanley leans nearby, smoking 
a pipe. Meredith feels a stab of guilt at the sight of their 
comfortable domestic intimacy; however she has no choice but 
to continue on, smiling brightly. 

 
MEREDITH 

Hello there! 
 

Alma nods curtly. Stanley grins at her. 
 

STANLEY 
Been out for a walk, have you? 

 
MEREDITH 

Yes, I’ve just been out looking for 
the lamb. Nettie tells me she ran 
off yesterday, and I was — I was 
just hoping I might be able to find 

her — 
 

Stanley shakes his head as he relights his pipe. 
 

STANLEY 
Be gone for good, I’m afraid. 
Wouldn’t be the first sheep we’ve 

lost either. 
 

Alma gazes at her grimly. 
 

ALMA 
They fall down holes. 

 
MEREDITH 

Holes? 
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STANLEY 
Oh yes. You want to be careful 
where you walk. You might fall 

down a hole on top of a sheep. 
 

He grins at her through a haze of smoke. Alma is now gazing 
stonily out to sea. Meredith feels completely rattled. 

 
MEREDITH 

All right, yes. I’ll bear that in 

mind. Thank you. 
 

She lurches off, racked with shame and confusion. 
 

 

39 INT. KITCHEN. EVE.  39 

Meredith washes the evening dishes, lost in deep thought. 
She appears to be forming some kind of resolve. 

40 INT. KITCHEN. NIGHT.  40 

The kitchen is in order now. She puts the cover on her type- 
writer, and puts the folder of her Uncle’s notes away on the 
dresser. She takes off her apron and smooths her hair. Then 

she sits down at the table with a book. But somehow she 
lacks the concentration to read. She seems to be on edge, in 
a state of anticipation, as if half-expecting, half hoping 
for, a knock at the door. 

41 INT. LIGHTHOUSE STAIRWELL. NIGHT.  41 

Meredith climbs the lighthouse steps rather heavily, carrying 
her Uncle’s supper on a tray. 

42 INT. SERVICE ROOM. NIGHT.  42 

Meredith sits knitting as her Uncle writes his last 
observations in the logbook. There is the sound of the door 
being pushed open below; steps being climbed. Meredith 
tenses. Wadsworth glances at the clock: it’s just after 10 
o’clock. 

 

WADSWORTH 
Ah. Only three minutes late 

tonight. 
 

Meredith packs her knitting into a bag, as Stanley appears at 
the top of the steps. 

 
STANLEY 

Good evening, all. (HE GLANCES AT 

MEREDITH IN SURPRISE.) Hello 

there. Having a late one tonight? 
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MEREDITH 
(embarrassed) 

Yes, I suppose I am. Sometimes I 
just get so absorbed in my 

knitting.... 
 
She trails off, suddenly aware of how unlikely this sounds. 
Even Wadsworth glances at her curiously. 

 
STANLEY 

How is it, sir? All running 

correct? 
 

WADSWORTH 
Yes, all running correct. (HE 
STANDS AND PUTS HIS PEN IN HIS 
POCKET) How did you and Fleet go 
scraping down the balcony? Did you 

finish it? 
 

STANLEY 
More or less, sir. 

 
WADSWORTH 

Well then, you can start on the 

painting tomorrow. 
 

STANLEY 
Thursdays we usually do the 

glasswork, sir. 
 

WADSWORTH 
Yes, I realise that, but it looks 

to be fine tomorrow so we may as 
well take advantage of the clement 

weather. 
 

STANLEY 
Yes, sir. If we’re not polishing 
something, we’re painting it, 

aren’t we, sir? That’s the 

lighthouse life. 
 
He offers this in a good-natured enough fashion, but 
Wadsworth is not about to encourage him. 

 
WADSWORTH 

Yes, well, good night then. 
 
He proceeds down the steps. 

 
STANLEY 

Good night, sir. 
 
Meredith crosses the room to follow her Uncle. Stanley grabs 

her as she passes him, and plants a big kiss on her lips. 
She struggles out of his arms - her Uncle is only just out of 
view. 
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STANLEY (CONT’D) 
Good night, Mopsy. 

 
Meredith is bright red, flustered. Any resolve she may have 
formed seems to have completely evaporated. She grins back 

at him foolishly. 
 

MEREDITH 
Good night! 

 
She scurries down the steps to catch up with her Uncle. 

 

 

43 EXT. STANLEY’S COTTAGE VERANDAH. DAY.  43 

Meredith wanders down past the Stanley’s cottage, carrying 
her milk pail. Although it’s a cold, windy day, she is for 
some reason wearing an oddly inappropriate summer frock and 
dainty shoes. She glances up at Tom, Robbie and Nettie who 

are sitting on their front veranda, playing cards. 
 

MEREDITH 
(making an effort) 

Hello there! 
 

The boys mumble something. Nettie says nothing, just looks 

stony-faced. 
 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
What are you playing? 

 
TOM 

Poker. 
 

Meredith nods, although she is a little shocked. She had 
thought they might be playing “Snap.” She turns to Nettie. 

 
MEREDITH 

No luck finding Lucille, I’m 
afraid. I’ve been right over the 

island. 
 

Nettie says nothing, just examines her cards. 
 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
Nettie, I’m awfully sorry I got 
cross the other day. I shouldn’t 
have spoken to you like that. I 

don’t know what got into me. 
 

Nettie still doesn’t respond. 
 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
I do hope we can still be friends. 

 

ROBBIE 
Excuse me, Miss, have you used your 

bath yet? 
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Tom immediately elbows Robbie in the ribs to shut him up. 
Nettie snorts with laughter. 

 
MEREDITH 

Yes, I’ve used the bath. (BEAT) 

Why do you ask? 
 

TOM 
No reason, Miss. Just ignore him. 

 
Nettie and Robbie are now convulsing with giggles. Even Tom 
is trying hard to stifle his amusement. 

 
MEREDITH 

Well, I can see there’s no point in 

continuing this conversation. 
 

With as much dignity as she can muster, given that her 
ridiculous dress is flapping wildly in the wind, she turns 

and walks away. 
 

 

44 EXT. LIVESTOCK AREA. DAY.  44 

Meredith has just finished milking the cow, and is untying 
her when Alma emerges from her back gate. She eyes Meredith 
in her pretty dress. 

 

MEREDITH 
Good morning! 

 
ALMA 

Have you been milking the cow 

again? 
 

MEREDITH 
Yes - she hasn’t got much left, I’m 

afraid. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A beat.. 

ALMA 

She’s actually our cow, you know. 
 

MEREDITH 
Oh. I’m sorry. I didn’t realise 
that. I thought she belonged to 

the whole station. 
 

ALMA 
No, that’s not correct. She’s our 

cow. We brought her here. 
 
 

 
MEREDITH 

Would you — do you want the milk 

then? 
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There is the most meager amount swishing about in the bottom 
of her bucket. 

 

ALMA 
Well, I dare say since I do have 

children to nourish. 
 

MEREDITH 
(stung) 

Yes, well, by all means — you take 

it. 
 

She passes the bucket to Alma, who takes it without thanks 
and heads back inside her cottage. 

 

 

45 EXT. HK COTTAGE/ BANKSIA. DAY.  45 

Meredith is heading up towards her cottage, when she glances 

down toward the old banksia. She sees something that makes 
her pause; then she hurries down to investigate. As she 
approaches, her fears are confirmed - the nest has blown out 
of the tree and now lies crumpled on the ground. With a cry, 
Meredith drops to her knees to examine it — it is empty save 
for small tufts of baby down on the twigs. Then, she 
suddenly stifles a sob. Nearby on the ground, lies the tiny 

broken body of a baby bird. 

Suddenly, she notices Nettie hovering, some distance away, 
watching her. Realising that Meredith has seen her, Nettie 
turns and marches huffily away. 

46 EXT. LIGHTHOUSE BALCONY. DAY.  46 

Stanley and Fleet are painting the balcony rail. Meredith 
comes out onto the balcony, and sees Fleet. She nods curtly 
at him, and moves around to the other side of the balcony 
where Stanley is painting. 

STANLEY 

Hello. 

Hello. 
MEREDITH 

STANLEY 

I think your Uncle’s doing the 
weather checks, if you’re looking 

for him. 
 

There is something brusque about his manner — he is obviously 
not about to encourage any unsolicited daytime contact. 

 
MEREDITH 

Actually, Harry, it’s you I wanted 

to talk to — I have some bad news. 
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He looks at her in alarm, and motions to her to keep her 
voice down - Fleet is just around the corner. 

 
STANLEY 

What?  

 
MEREDITH 

The nest has blown out of the tree. 
 

Stanley stares at her; then the penny drops. 
 

STANLEY 
Jesus, don’t do that to me. 

Christ. 
 

He looks at her, and realizes she is coming over all teary. 
Now he’s over the fright, he’s able to adopt a more 
solicitous manner. 

 

STANLEY (CONT’D) 
Oh dear. What a shame. All dead? 

 
Meredith nods, unable to speak. 

 
STANLEY (CONT’D) 

Ouch. Bit of a hard landing, 

obviously. Dear oh dear. 
 

Meredith wipes away her tears with the back of her hand. 
Stanley continues painting, rather slapdash in his method. 

 
STANLEY (CONT’D) 

Well, I didn’t like to say it at 

the time, but I thought if it 
wasn’t a stiff breeze, it’d be that 
bloody sea-eagle. That’s Nature, 
I’m afraid. Best not to mess with 

it. 
 

Meredith stares at him. 
 

MEREDITH 
Well, that’s why I feel so 

terrible! 
 

STANLEY 
Mind your dress! 

 
Her flapping dress has now got wet paint on it. She reins it 
in as best she can, then turns and stumbles round to the 
balcony door, passing Fleet on the way. 

 

 

47 INT. MEREDITH’S BEDROOM. NIGHT.  47 

Meredith and Stanley are having sex on Meredith’s sagging 

little bed. 
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Opening her eyes, Meredith suddenly catches, in the 
reflection of her dressing-table mirror, the image of Nettie 
standing in the bedroom doorway, watching them. Meredith 
stares at her speechless for a moment, as if she’s an 
apparition. 

 
 

 
Nettie! 

MEREDITH 

 

Stanley swings around to see his daughter. 
 

STANLEY 
Oh Jesus. Go home, Nettie! 

 
The little girl just stands there. 

 
STANLEY (CONT’D) 

Go home. Go on! On your bike! 
 

NETTIE 
Mum told me to come and get you. 

 
STANLEY 

Tell your mother I’ll be home in a 

minute - 
 

NETTIE 
(in a sing-song tone) 

She’s not ver-y hap-py! 
 

STANLEY 
Oh well, what else is new? 

 
Nettie’s eyes gleam with self-importance. 

 
NETTIE 

She’s gone up the tower to tell Mr. 

Wadsworth. 
 
Stanley and Meredith stare at her, frozen in their coital 
positions, the full horror of the information dawning on 
them. 

 
 

 
Jesus. 

STANLEY 

 

Nettie meanwhile is eye-balling Meredith triumphantly. 
 

NETTIE 

Slut. 
 
She turns and saunters off down the hallway, whistling a 

jaunty air. Fade to black. 
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48 EXT. CLIFF-TOP NEAR LANDING STAGE. EARLY MORNING.  48 

Fade up from black. It’s a cold bleak morning, early. 
Meredith is standing amongst the tea-trees, at a vantage 
point where she can see the landing stage, without being 

observed herself. Out at sea, standing off, is the 
lighthouse supply ship. Down below, the supply launch is in 
the process of being loaded with the Stanley’s possessions, 
including the cow and a coop full of chickens. Stanley and 
his family — a very unhappy-looking party - climb aboard. 
Stanley pauses to shake Fleet’s hand, but pointedly ignores 
Wadsworth. Meredith watches as the launch pulls away from 

the jetty, then turns away. She looks haggard and red-eyed, 
like she’s been crying for a week. 

49 INT. PIGEON LOFT. DAY.  49 

In a bid to keep herself occupied, Meredith is tending to the 

pigeons. She writes “All Well at South Solitary” on some 
slips of paper. A tear drops splashes onto the paper, 
smudging the ink. She screws it up, wipes her eyes as if 
furious with herself, and starts a new one. 

50 EXT. PIGEON LOFT. DAY.  50 

 
Composed now, although still red-eyed, Meredith emerges from 
the loft, carrying three pigeons. She tosses them upwards, 
and watches despondently as they wheel about and flutter 
straight back into the loft. 

 
MEREDITH 

That’s all right, birds — it was a 

lie, anyway. 
 

 

51 INT. KITCHEN. DAY.  51 

Meredith stands by the stove, listlessly stirring the soup. 
The table is set for lunch. She looks anxiously out the 

window. There is no sign of Wadsworth. 

52 EXT. HAULAGE/LANDING. DAY.  52 

 
Meredith stands at the top, looking down towards the landing 
The launch has long ago left, but Fleet and Wadsworth are 

still bringing up supplies, hauling up great kegs of 
kerosene. Meredith calls down to her Uncle. 

 
MEREDITH 

Uncle! What about your lunch? 
 

Wadsworth looks up at her, and makes a dismissive, 

contemptuous gesture. He looks red-faced and exhausted — 
this work is obviously much too heavy for him. 
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She watches him labor for a moment, then sets off scrambling 
down to the landing stage, passing Fleet on the way. 

 

 

53 EXT. LANDING STAGE. DAY.  53 

 
Wadsworth is lifting a heavy keg onto the higher stage of the 
landing, where he drops it abruptly. Almost purple with the 
effort it has taken, Wadsworth leans over to catch his 
breath. Meredith watches him anxiously. 

 
MEREDITH 

Why don’t you sit down for a 

minute? 
 

WADSWORTH 
We’ve no time for that. There’s 

bad weather on its way. 
 

Meredith looks up at the sky. It’s true — there’s an ominous 
looking bank of black clouds hanging off. 

 
MEREDITH 

Well, at least let me help — 
 

Wadsworth swings upon her before she can finish. 

 
WADSWORTH 

You would do well to keep right out 
of my way. You see the predicament 
you’ve placed us in — one keeper 

short and no replacement. 
 

He hoists another heavy keg onto second platform, groaning 
with the effort, the veins on his forehead bulging. He turns 
back to Meredith, as if unable to contain himself. 

 
WADSWORTH (CONT’D) 

I had thought that other business 
was a momentary lapse, an 

aberration, but now I realise it’s 
you, the sort of person you are, a 

person completely without honour - 
 

He is so angry and out of breath, he can not continue. 
Meredith stares at him. Then she turns and blunders wildly 
up the hillside, stumbling past Fleet who is climbing the 
cliff-face with a barrel on his back. 

 

 

54 INT. KITCHEN. DAY.  54 

Meredith sits upright at the kitchen table, hiding her face 
in her hands. She is trying desperately to rein in her 
misery. Stifled sobs rise violently within her. Her shoulders 

heave with the effort of trying to contain it all. 
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55 INT. KITCHEN. LATE AFTERNOON. 55 

 
In the now-darkening kitchen, Meredith stands anxiously at 
the window. Finally, the back door opens and Wadsworth 
enters. He looks pale and exhausted. 

 
MEREDITH 

I have some soup for you, Uncle. 
 

Wadsworth walks right past her. 
 

WADSWORTH 
I’m just going to lie down for five 

minutes. 
 
 

 
All right. 

MEREDITH 

 

He heads off up the hallway to his bedroom. She looks at the 
clock on the mantelpiece. It reads ten minutes past five. 

 

 

56 INT. HALLWAY/ MAIN BEDROOM. LATE AFTERNOON.  56 

Meredith knocks on her uncle’s door. 

MEREDITH 

Uncle? 
 

Hearing nothing, she pushes the door open. 
 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
It’s almost half past five. 

 
Wadsworth lies on top of his narrow bed. He looks dreadful. 
His skin is pale and clammy and his breathing is shallow. 

 
WADSWORTH 

Go and tell Fleet to take the first 

shift. 
 

Meredith stares at him anxiously. 
 

MEREDITH 
Are you all right? 

 

WADSWORTH 
(irritable) 

I’m all right... Just a bout of 

dyspepsia... 
 

MEREDITH 
Can I - can I get you some 

bicarbonate of soda perhaps? 
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WADSWORTH 
You can get out of here, and stop 
bothering me! Do as you’re told, 

for God’s sake - go and tell Fleet! 
 

The effort of this outburst causes him to wince and clutch at 
his ribs. Meredith backs out of the room. 

 

 

57 EXT. FLEET’S COTTAGE. EVE. 57 

The storm is almost upon South Solitary. Rolls of thunder 

rumble through the black clouds. Meredith hurries up the 
path to Fleet’s cottage. She knocks loudly on his front 
door. No response. She knocks again. 

FLEET (O.S.) 
Who is it? 

MEREDITH 

It’s Meredith. 
 

She hears the sound of bolts being undone on the inside. 
Fleet opens the door. 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

My uncle asked if you would take 

the first shift please. 
 

He looks at her a moment, then nods tersely and closes the 
door. She stares at the closed door in outrage, then turns 
and hurries back to her own cottage. 

 

 

58 INT. WADSWORTH’S BEDROOM. EVE. 58 
 

Tentatively, Meredith approaches her Uncle’s bed. 
 

MEREDITH 
Uncle, I’ve brought you some 

bicarbonate. I really think you 

should try to drink it. 
 

He now seems too weak to argue. He tries to sit up, but can 
not seem to manage it. Meredith jumps in to try and support 
him before he collapses back. Propping him up, she brings the 
glass to his lips. He takes a tiny sip, then shakes his head 
feebly. She lets him sink down again onto his pillow. 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

Uncle. I think we need to try and 

get you a doctor - 
 

WADSWORTH 
No, no doctor... 
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Another louder clap of thunder causes him to turn his head 
towards the window. Meredith realises with alarm that tears 
are beginning to roll down his cheeks. 

 
MEREDITH 

(in a fraught whisper) 

Uncle, I’m sorry! I’m so sorry! 
 

His chest heaves with distress - his breathing shakes with 
the effort of containing his sobs. She tries to take hold of 
his hand, but with a great effort, he rolls over onto his 
side, facing away from her. Meredith stares at him, bereft. 

 

 

59 INT. HALLWAY. EVE.  59 

Meredith closes the door of his bedroom. She stands in the 
hallway, at a loss to know what to do. Then suddenly, she 
grabs her coat and runs out the back door. 

60 EXT. PIGEON LOFT. EVE.  60 

The sky is dark with the impending storm — thunder rolls 
across the sky. The very last scraps of daylight hang in the 
air. The lighthouse is lit, its beam slowly turning. Meredith 

runs down to the pigeon loft. 

61 INT. PIGEON LOFT. EVE.  61 

 
By lantern light, as hastily as she can, Meredith scrawls a 
message: “Send doctor at once. South Solitary Island. Head 

Keeper gravely ill.” She grabs a pigeon and hurriedly 
attaches the message cylinder to its leg. 

 
MEREDITH 

I know it’s dark. I know there’s a 
storm coming. But you have to fly 

this time - 
 

Suddenly she stops and listens. A drop of rain on the tin 
roof, then another and another, coming faster and heavier. 
With a little moan, she crosses to the door and flings it 
open. In the time she has taken to do so, the storm has hit. 

 

 

62 INT. HALLWAY/ WADSWORTH’S BEDROOM. NIGHT.  62 

Meredith throws open the front door, and rushes in out of the 
storm. She is absolutely drenched. She pulls off her coat, 
dumps it on a hook, and shakes herself like a miserable wet 
dog. Then she proceeds very quietly to her Uncle’s bedroom 
door. She listens. Hearing nothing, she opens the door as 
silently as she can.  She peers in. By the light of the 

lantern on his bedside table, she can see he is tossing 
restlessly. She closes the door again. 
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63 INT. KITCHEN. NIGHT.  63 

The rain is still bucketing down outside. Meredith stands at 
the window, watching the lighthouse beam, barely visible 
through the torrents of water.  Then she turns and looks at 

the clock on the mantelpiece. It is almost midnight. 

64 INT. WADSWORTH’S BEDROOM. NIGHT.  64 

Meredith opens the bedroom door and peers in. The lantern on 
his bedside table has gone out. She can hear the sound of 

her Uncle’s breathing — irregular, rasping. 

MEREDITH 

Uncle? 

No response. 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
Uncle, it’s almost time for your 
shift. What shall I tell Mr. Fleet? 

 
A strange, rattling breath. 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

(almost a whisper) 

Are you asleep? 
 

Silence — an awfully long silence. 
 

 

65 INT. SERVICE ROOM. NIGHT.  65 

 
Fleet sits at the desk in the service room. He looks up at 
the sound of someone hurrying up the stairs. Meredith 
appears, wearing a heavy oilskin. 

 
MEREDITH 

I’m here to relieve you — my Uncle 

will be along shortly. 
 

Fleet regards her quizzically for a moment, then stands up. 
 

FLEET 

All right. 
 

He moves past her to the steps, and then pauses. 

 
FLEET (CONT’D) 

Tell your uncle the burner fired 
before. I wrote it up in the 

logbook. 
 

Meredith nods, though she has no idea what he is talking 

about. 
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FLEET (CONT’D) 
He might want to keep an eye on it. 

 
MEREDITH 

Yes, all right. 
 

Why is he standing there? Why doesn’t he just move off? 
 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
(crisply) 

Good night then. 
 

FLEET 
Good night. 

 
He moves off down the steps. She stands there, listening to 
the sound of his retreating steps. Above her, she can hear 
the dull rumbling of the lens. 

 
MEREDITH 

(mutters to herself) 
Burner fire. What the hell is a 

burner fire. 
 

She moves over to the desk, and looks down at the logbook. 
It reads, in tonight’s entry, “Asst. Keeper Fleet instructed 

to take H’Keeper’s watch. Burner fired 8.50 p.m. Changed 
burner. Light full power 9 p.m.” 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

Christ. 
 

She takes herself up the steps to the lantern room. 
 

 

66 INT. LANTERN ROOM. NIGHT.  66 

It’s a freakish scene in the lantern room, with the rain 
lashing the glass and the huge lens slowly turning. Propped 
on the narrow surrounding platform, squinting against the 
powerful beam, Meredith peers inside. 

 
MEREDITH 

(mutters) 
Keep an eye on what, exactly? What 

am I supposed to keep an eye on? 
 

The lamp itself seems to be burning all right, as far as she 

can tell. 
 

 

67 INT. SERVICE ROOM. NIGHT.  67 

Outside, the storm rages on. Meredith sits, ragged with 
weariness. Desperate to keep herself awake, she pulls down a 

book from the shelf. It is a signalling book, illustrating 
the maritime signalling flags and their meanings. She leans 
over it intently, studying the distress signals. 
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As she reads, she becomes suddenly aware that the light above 
her is flickering, waning. She stares up at it. 

 

 

68 INT. LANTERN ROOM. NIGHT.  68 

Tentatively, she climbs the steps and peers inside the lens. 
Something is definitely not right. The lamp is spluttering 
and surging. She clambers inside the lens, and stares hard   
at the lamp as if some solution might suggest itself. 
Timidly, as if dismantling a bomb, she turns the pressure 
valve at the side of the lamp. Immediately, a crest of flame 

shoots up. Meredith leaps back in alarm. 

MEREDITH 
Jesus! 

 
In a panic, she turns the valve back again, and the flame is 
immediately subdued. In fact, it now seems to be pretty much 

burning as it should.  She stares at it intently for a 
moment, the great glass dome turning slowly around her. 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

Maybe I’ve fixed it... 
 

She steps outside the lens onto the surrounding platform. 

She gazes out the window. She can see the beam of light 
flash across the darkness. But something makes her turn back 
to the light. The giant lens is filling with smoke. A stream 
of kerosene spilling downwards from the lamp has ignited. She 

stares at it a moment, paralysed. 
 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

Fire. 
 

She bolts down the ladder to the service area, looks about 
wildly, seizes a teapot and bolts up the steps again. 
Desperately, she throws the entire pot through the opening of 
the lens. Immediately, the lighthouse is plunged into utter 
darkness. A beat. 

 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
(in blackness) 

Christ. 
 

Another beat. 
 
 

 
Oh Jesus. 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

 

In the darkness, we hear her clanking down the metal ladder 
now, whimpering to herself like a madwoman. 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

Where’s the lamp. Where the hell 
is the lamp. I can’t see a thing - 
there’s the lamp! I have the lamp. 

(MORE) 



59.  
 

 

 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

Where are the matches? Where are 
the matches, for God’s sake?! 

 
At last she finds them, and manages to light her hurricane 
lamp. Above her, we hear the low rumbling of the lens still 

revolving in blackness. With great trepidation, she once 
again mounts the ladder to the lens and peers inside. By the 
light of her hurricane lamp, she can see that the lantern is 
utterly sodden and covered in tea leaves. 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

Oh God. I’ve drowned it... 
 

She wipes a glass prism with her handkerchief. It is, of 
course, a completely useless gesture. 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

God help me. 
 

She must act, yet she has no idea what to do. She hits the 
alarm bell, grabs her lamp, and hurries down the steps. 

 

 

69 INT. LIGHTHOUSE STAIRWELL/ BASE OF LIGHTHOUSE. NIGHT.  69 

 
Lit only by the light of her hurricane lamp, Meredith hurries 

down the hundred-odd steps of the tower. Just as she reaches 
the last landing, the door is thrown open below and Fleet 
appears, holding a lantern. 

 
FLEET 

What happened? 
 

MEREDITH 
The light’s out! 

 
FLEET 

Where’s your uncle? 
 

MEREDITH 
He’s sick so I’m taking his shift, 

but then the lamp caught fire —- 
 

FLEET 
Caught fire? 

 
MEREDITH 

Yes, but I doused it with the 

teapot - 
 

FLEET 
You doused it with tea? 

 
MEREDITH 

(flaring) 

It was all I had at hand - should I 
have let the whole structure burn 

to the ground? 
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Fleet hurries up the stairs past her now. He pauses at the 
next landing, and calls down: 

 
FLEET 

What about your uncle? How sick is 

he? 
 

MEREDITH 
I think he’s quite sick actually - 

 
FLEET 

Does he need a doctor? Should I try 

and signal a ship? 
 

MEREDITH 
Yes - yes, that would be good - 

 
He heads off up the stairs, the light of his lamp the only 
illumination. 

 

 

70 EXT. HK COTTAGE VERANDAH. DAWN.  70 

It’s just after dawn. The storm has passed, although the sky 
is still grey and heavy. Meredith stands on the front 
veranda, looking towards the lighthouse. The light has been 

extinguished, the curtain drawn across the glass. Fleet is 
coming up the path, having finished the shift. He looks up 
and sees her. 

 
FLEET 

You made a mess of that light. 
 

MEREDITH 

I’m sorry.  
 
FLEET 

You should have made the situation 
clear to me. I would have stood 
your Uncle’s watch. 

 
Meredith nods. 

 

FLEET (CONT’D) 

Is he any better? 
 

MEREDITH 

He’s dead. 
 

Fleet stares at her a moment, then shakes his head. 
 

FLEET 
That’s no good. 

 
MEREDITH 

No. 
 

A long beat. 



61.  
 

 

 
 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
What should I do? 

 
Fleet says nothing for a moment, just stares off. Finally: 

 

FLEET 
Well, we’ll just have to try and 

signal a ship, I suppose. 
 

He turns and starts trudging back down towards the 
lighthouse, as if this was all a bit annoying and 
inconvenient. Meredith stares after him, infuriated. 

 
MEREDITH 

(calls out) 

How do we do that exactly? 
 

FLEET 
(grumbling) 

It’s all right, it’s all right, 

I’ll see to it. 
 

 

71 EXT. LIGHTHOUSE. EARLY MORNING.  71 

 
Fleet is hoisting a signal flag up on the lighthouse 

semaphore. Meredith, clutching her cardigan around her, 
approaches tentatively. 

 
MEREDITH 

Excuse me - isn’t that the V flag? 
 

He nods tersely. 
 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
“Require assistance”? Is that all? 

 
Fleet says nothing, continues hoisting. 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

Shouldn’t it be the N and C flags? 
 

FLEET 
That’s the distress signal. We’re 

not in distress. 
 

Meredith stares at him. 
 

MEREDITH 
I’m in distress. I’m in a great 
deal of distress. Hadn’t you 

noticed? 
 

He pauses for a moment and gazes up at the V flag. Then, 
clearly irritated, he proceeds to lower it back down again. 

 
FLEET 

Have you sent off some pigeons? 
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In fact, the thought had not even occurred to her in her 
dazed state. 

 

MEREDITH 
No, I haven’t. I was just about 

to. (BEAT.) They will be terribly 

effective, I’m sure. 
 

She turns and stomps off in the direction of the pigeon loft. 
 

 

72 EXT. PIGEON LOFT. DAY. 72 

Meredith releases three pigeons. Two of them flutter 

directly to the ground. She waves her arms at them furiously. 
 

MEREDITH 
Fly! Fly, you fat bastards! 

 
They pretty much ignore her. She shakes her head in 
disbelief. Then she turns her attention to the remaining 
bird, who is heading off gamely into the wind. Suddenly, she 
realizes that the sea-eagle is hovering not far off. She 
picks up a rock, and with all her strength, hurls it at the 
predator — although it’s way too high to hit, it veers off a 
small way. 

 

 

73 EXT. LIGHTHOUSE STORE SHED. DAY.  73 

Returning from the loft, Meredith sees Fleet is hammering 
something outside the store shed. She stops with a jolt when 
she realises it’s a coffin he’s putting together. Warily, 

she approaches and watches him for a moment. A neat stack of 
coffin boards leans up against a wall. 

 
MEREDITH 

You keep a supply of coffin boards? 
 

FLEET 
The Department sent us those, after 

Grimshaw died. 
 

Meredith stares at the coffin boards. There seems to be an 
awful lot of them. 

 

MEREDITH 
Goodness. They’re obviously 

anticipating some sort of massacre. 
Possibly an invasion of some 

sort... 
 

Fleet makes no response, but takes a nail from his mouth and 
starts hammering. She wanders off. 
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74 INT. WADSWORTH’S BEDROOM. DAY.  74 

Meredith surveys her dead Uncle, laid out on the bed. She 
has dressed him in his jacket with epaulets, combed his hair, 
put shoes and socks on his feet. She comes to the last item 
she has laid out for him — a neatly pressed monogrammed 
handkerchief. Uncertain what to do with it, she hesitates — 
then pokes it sensibly up his sleeve, as if he might have 
occasion to use it in the hereafter. 

75 INT. HALLWAY/WADSWORTH’S BEDROOM. DAY.  75 

 
Meredith leads Fleet down the hallway and into the bedroom. 

 
MEREDITH 

I have him all ready, as best I 

can... 
 

They enter the bedroom. Fleet stands at the end of the bed, 
hat in hand, head lowered respectfully. After a beat:- 

 
FLEET 

Was your Uncle in the Services? 
 

Meredith stares at him, puzzled. 

 
MEREDITH 

No. (BEAT.) Oh, you mean the 
jacket. No, he.. he just felt 
that lighthouse keepers should have 
a uniform, you see, so he had this 
one specially made up. It was 

something he felt quite strongly 

about. 
 

Fleet nods, says nothing. 
 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
(in a fraught whisper) 

The odd thing is -- he looks so 
disapproving. I always thought 
that when people died, they would 
seem somehow peaceful, but look at 

him. 
 

It’s true — Wadsworth’s expression in death is haughty, 
almost contemptuous. Suddenly Meredith is crying — lip 

trembling, nose running, shoulders shaking. Fleet stands by 
stiffly, saying nothing. After a moment, she blows her nose 
and pulls herself together. 
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76 EXT. HALLWAY. DAY.  76 

With great difficulty, Fleet and Meredith attempt to 
manoeuvre the heavy coffin out of the bedroom and into the 
hall. Fleet backs out first, but the coffin is too long to 

get around the doorway. 
 

FLEET 
We’ll have to tip it on end. 

 
MEREDITH 

(o.s, in the bedroom) 

We can’t tip it on end! 
 

FLEET 
Well, how else are we going to do 

it? 
 

A beat. Meredith obviously acquiesces, because Fleet 

shuffles the coffin back into the bedroom, then comes out a 
moment later with it on its end. 

 
MEREDITH 

You know, he was not a tall man - I 
don’t understand why he has a tall 

coffin. 
 

FLEET 
They sent us the one size only. 

 
They struggle with it up the hallway. 

 
MEREDITH 

Nevertheless. 
 

 

77 EXT. HK COTTAGE. DAY. 77 

 
The lighthouse horse stands tethered to the cart on which 
Fleet is now securing the coffin. Meredith watches sadly. 

 
FLEET 

You know... there’s a chance we 
might not be able to attract a 
ship. In time to bury him, I mean. 
In time to bury him on the 

mainland. 
 
 

 
Really? 

MEREDITH 
 
 

FLEET 
Well, we didn’t have much luck with 
Mr. Grimshaw. 

 

MEREDITH 
Oh. (BEAT.) What did you do then? 
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FLEET 
(uncomfortable) 

Well, we tried to, uh... preserve 

his body. While we waited. 
 

A beat. Meredith stares at him. 
 

MEREDITH 
How did you do that? 

 
FLEET 

Just mixed up a brine solution in 

the bathtub - pretty much as you’d 

salt a side of beef. 
 

MEREDITH 
In the bathtub? 

 
FLEET 

Yes.  
 

MEREDITH 

Which bathtub? 
 

FLEET 
Your bathtub. 

 
Meredith stares at him. 

 
MEREDITH 

Did it work? 
 

FLEET 
Not so well. 

 
MEREDITH 

Christ almighty. 
 

Fleet clambers onto the cart, and with a whistle to the 
horse, the cart lumbers off. 

 

 

78 INT. KITCHEN. NIGHT.  78 

Meredith stands at the stove in her dressing gown. She has 

all her big pots on the stove, heating water for her bath. 

79 INT. BATHROOM. NIGHT.  79 

Meredith carries a large pot filled with hot water into the 

bathroom. She is about to pour it into the bath when she 
stops. She has never really noticed this before but the bath 
has, undeniably, an unseemly ring around it. 
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80 EXT. LIGHTHOUSE. DAY.  80 

The V flag flaps in the wind. Fleet stands beneath it, 
looking out to sea. Meredith approaches, her hair clearly 
unwashed. 

 
MEREDITH 

Good morning. 
 

FLEET 
Good morning. 

 
He glances at her uneasily. She makes him a little nervous 
at the best of times. 

 
MEREDITH 

You know, Mr. Fleet - this business 
with Mr. Grimshaw. How long did he 

remain in my — in my bathtub? 
 

FLEET 
I can’t really remember.. 

 
MEREDITH 

A day or two? A week? 
 

FLEET 
Maybe about nine days … 

 
MEREDITH 

Nine days? 
 

She stares at him in disbelief. 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

You know, I wish that someone had 
mentioned this to me earlier. Did 
anyone not think that I should 
probably like to have a bath some 
time? Did it not occur to someone 

to say to me, “Oh, by the way, you 
probably ought to know, there’s 
been a corpse soaking in your 
bathtub in a briny solution, like a 

side of beef.” 
 

FLEET 
Well, I did tell you. 

 
MEREDITH 

Yes, but my point is, I learned 

about it very late in the piece. 
 

FLEET 
Did you have a bath already? 
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MEREDITH 
Yes, of course I’ve had a bath 
already. I’ve had several baths 

already. 
 

FLEET 
Well, there was no harm done to 

you, was there? 
 

MEREDITH 
Well, only because I didn’t know 
there’d been a dead person soaking 

in it previously. 
 

Fleet shrugs, defeated. 
 

FLEET 
We gave it a good scrub-out. 

 
She stares at him in bitter triumph. 

 
MEREDITH 

Not good enough, as a matter of 

fact. You left a ring. 
 

He looks at her. Uncertain what to do now she has made her 

point, she turns and veers off. 
 

 

81 EXT. SIGNAL AREA. DUSK.  81 

 
Meredith keeps watch for a ship. Down below, the seals play — 
various sea birds squabble as they make their nests for the 

night. After a few moments, Fleet approaches, on his way up 
to light the lamp. He stands nearby for a moment, also 
surveying the sea. She looks up at him. 

 
MEREDITH 

You know, I never really noticed 
before all this how few ships we 

ever see. 
 

He looks over at her. 
 

FLEET 
Well, shipping don’t really bother 

with this route much any more.. 
 

MEREDITH 

I see. 
 

Another beat. 

 

 
 
 
 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
I wonder, has anyone ever mentioned 
this to the Department? The fact 
that shipping don’t really bother 
with this route much any more? 
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He looks at her uneasily. 
 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
Because at the very least, it’s a 
terrible waste of kerosene, keeping 

this thing burning all night. 
 

FLEET 
Well, it never used to be like 
this, you see. This was quite a 

busy route in times past... 
 

MEREDITH 
But not any more. 

 
FLEET 

Not so busy these days, no. 
 

A few ominous beats... 

 
MEREDITH 

Well, I must say, this business of 
running up the signal flags was a 

bit optimistic then, wasn’t it? 
 

Fleet doesn’t look at her. He gazes out to sea a moment then 

turns and heads wearily into the lighthouse. 
 

 

82 EXT. GRASSY AREA. EARLY MORNING.  82 

Fleet is digging a grave on a patch of grass overlooking the 
sea. 

83 EXT. GRASSY AREA. DAY.  83 

The grave has been dug, and the coffin lowered into it. 
Fleet stands, head bowed respectfully, while Meredith reads 
aloud from a small book. 

 

MEREDITH 
“The days of man are but as grass; 
he flourishes like the flower of 
the field; When the wind passes 
over, it is gone, and its place 

will know of it no more..” 
 

She frowns at the page. Fleet glances at her surreptitiously. 
 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
I don’t find that particularly 
comforting, do you? It’s basically 
saying: bad luck! When you’re 
dead, you are gone and forgotten. 

And yet, this book suggests it’s an 
appropriate passage for the passing 

of a loved one. 
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She stares at the cover of the book. It is entitled 
“Inspirational Thoughts and Prayers”. 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

I mean, is that the best they could 

come up with? 
 
She claps the book shut, and looks at him. 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

Do you know any hymns? 
 
He shakes his head. 

 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
Me neither.. 

 
She gazes sadly down at the grave. Fleet shifts uneasily. 

 

FLEET 
Did - did you want me to say a few 

words about your Uncle? 
 
She stares at him in astonishment. 

 
MEREDITH 

No. You hardly knew him. What 

could you possibly say? 
 

FLEET 
I just thought.. a eulogy of some 
sort is customary, and if you’re 

finding it too.. too difficult... 
 
She stares at him, incensed. Then she stabs at her chest 
with her finger. 

 

MEREDITH 
It’s all in here, that’s all. Do I 
have to say everything out loud? 

My Uncle was the only person I had 
in the world, Mr. Fleet, did you 
realise that? He took me in when I 
had nowhere else to go. He could be 
a very difficult man sometimes, 
too, but if you knew my history, 
Mr. Fleet — you would realise that 
he was perfectly - perfectly 

entitled - 
 
She breaks off wretchedly. They stand together by the open 
grave, as if held down by weights. 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

I have many regrets, Mr. Fleet, but 

that is the worst of them all — his 

disappointment in me. 
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A few moments pass. Fleet clears his throat. 
 

FLEET 
As you say, I didn’t know him well. 
However, I thought him to be a very 

good light keeper. 
 

Meredith stares at him. And yet it seems he has offered this 
tribute humbly and sincerely. She nods, a little ashamed. 

 
MEREDITH 

Yes, he was. He was a very good 

light keeper. (BEAT.) Thank you 

for mentioning that. 
 

 

84 INT. KITCHEN. NIGHT.    84 

Meredith sits at the table, quite alone. Several moments pass 

in stillness. Then she gets up, crosses to the window and 
looks out towards the lighthouse. 

85 INT. SERVICE ROOM. NIGHT.  85 

 
In the service room, Fleet sits at the desk, reading a book. 

He looks up in surprise as he hears the sound of someone 
climbing the steps. Meredith appears, carrying a tray. 

 
MEREDITH 

I thought you might like a cup of 

tea... 
 

She places the tray down on the desk. 
 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
Also a bit of cake. Nothing 

special, I’m afraid.. 
 

He mutters some kind of thanks — it’s clear he doesn’t 
particularly welcome her presence. Conscious of this, 

Meredith nonetheless gamely soldiers on, pouring him a cup of 
tea. When she has finished, she puts the teapot down and 
stands there a moment, at a loss. 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

Would you — do you mind if I sit up 

here for a bit? 
 

He looks at her. Clearly he is far from thrilled at the 
prospect. 

 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
Just till you drink your tea. Then 

I’ll go.. 
 

She sits down on the top step. The great lens rumbles 
overhead. 
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86 EXT. HK COTTAGE VERANDAH. DAY.  86 

A grey day. Meredith emerges from the house and looks at the 
lighthouse - Fleet seems to be in the process of taking the 
distress flags down.. 

87 EXT. LIGHTHOUSE. DAY. 87 
 

Meredith approaches Fleet, now raising the “V” flag. 
 

MEREDITH 
You’ve taken the distress flags 

down. 
 

FLEET 
Well, your Uncle is buried now. 

 
MEREDITH 

Yes. (BEAT.) And as for me, will I 
just wait till some ship sails 

past? 
 

She gives a hollow laugh, as if to indicate the likelihood of 
this. 

 

FLEET 
If the birds got through, they’ll 
soon be sending a replacement 

keeper. 
 

MEREDITH 
I suppose so. (BEAT.) But if that 

was the case, wouldn’t they have 

sent someone by now? 
 

FLEET 

Probably. 
 

He picks up the distress flags, and crosses to the 
lighthouse. She follows. 

 

 

88 INT. BASE OF LIGHTHOUSE. DAY.  88 

 
Fleet puts the “N” and “C” flags back in their canisters in 
the signal flag box. Meredith hovers in the doorway. 

 
MEREDITH 

I don’t suppose then, Mr. Fleet... 
since I’m to be stuck here 
indefinitely... that I might 
perhaps do my share of the light- 

keeping? 
 

He doesn’t respond, just keeps on doing what he’s doing. 



72.  
 

 

 
 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
You can’t keep doing the whole 
night on your own. It’s not 
reasonable. And besides, it says in 
the Instructions to Light Keepers 

that in a situation such as this, 
the Acting Head Keeper is empowered 
to call in the best assistance he 

can procure. 
 
He looks at her. 

 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
That’s me. I’m the best assistance 
you can procure. Unless you’re 

considering the horse. 
 
He moves past her and begins climbing the steps of the 
lighthouse. Doggedly, she traipses after him. 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

Admittedly, my first attempt wasn’t 
altogether successful... obviously, 
I’m going to need some form of 
instruction... but to be honest, 
Mr. Fleet, if I don’t have some 

kind of purpose to my existence I’m 
going to end up standing on cliff- 
tops waving at ships. That’s if 
there were any ships. I’ll end up 
standing on cliff-tops, wearing 

nothing but a signal flag. 
 
He glances down at her. 

 
FLEET 

Which signal flag would that be? 
 

MEREDITH 
The W flag, I expect. Or, what’s 

the one where you’ve lost your 

rudder? 
 

FLEET 
The D flag. 

 
MEREDITH 

The D flag, that’s right. Perhaps 

the D flag.. 
 
She looks up at him, vaguely surprised, as they climb he 
steps. 

 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
You do have a sense of humour, 

after all. 
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She can’t see his face but as he turns to climb the final lot 
of stairs, she fancies that she glimpses the smallest 
suggestion of a smile. 

 
FLEET 

Not really. I just know you’re very 

particular about your flags. 
 

 

89 INT. LANTERN. LATE AFTERNOON.  89 

 
Standing together inside the lens in the darkening afternoon 

light, Fleet lights a long match from the vapourising tray 
beneath the lamp, and passes it to Meredith. 

 
FLEET 

Light the mantle. 
 

Tentatively, Meredith holds the match to the mantle. It 

immediately shimmers into a beautiful bright light, casting 
the elaborate glasswork around them into a pattern of 
glittering reflections. She gazes around her in awe. 

 
MEREDITH 

Gosh, it’s awfully pretty, isn’t 

it. 
 

He nods. They stand there rather solemnly, as if in church. 
 

FLEET 
I’ll have to oversee things, of 

course, for a while. 
 

MEREDITH 
Yes, of course. Thank you, Mr. 

Fleet. 
 

He nods acknowledgement, and moves off down the steps. 
 

 

90 INT. SERVICE ROOM. NIGHT.  90 

 
Meredith and Fleet sit in the service room.  Fleet is filling 
out the details of the day in the logbook. Meredith is 
knitting her sock. She glances up at him. She decides to 
venture a conversation. 

 
MEREDITH 

Whereabouts did you serve during 
the war, Mr. Fleet? If you don’t 

mind my asking? 
 

He glances at her guardedly. 
 

FLEET 
I don’t usually talk about these 

things with folk. 
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MEREDITH 
I see.. (A FEW BEATS, TENTATIVE:) 

Why not? 
 

FLEET 
Because some things are best not 

dwelt upon. 
 

She considers this. 
 

MEREDITH 
I suppose so. Although I find 

myself that the more one tries not 
to dwell upon certain unpleasant 
aspects of one’s life, the more 
they keep jumping up and screaming 

at you - 
 

Fleet gets up abruptly, pushing back his chair. 

 
FLEET 

You know, we’ll get along all right 
if you don’t keep forcing yourself 

upon me. 
 

She reddens, stung. She watches as he crosses the room, 

ostensibly to check the kerosene pumps. 
 

MEREDITH 
All right then. Well, I’ll just 
sit here very quietly till the end 
of my shift. You won’t hear 

another peep out of me. 
 

She begins to knit one, purl one in a sulky fashion. 
 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
Please forgive me for endeavouring 

to have a conversation. 
 

 

91 EXT. LIGHTHOUSE STORE SHED. DAY. 91 

 
Fleet is chopping firewood. Meredith appears in the 
background - hesitates - then hurries up to him. 

 
MEREDITH 

Excuse me, Mr. Fleet. 
 

He pauses in what he is doing, and looks up at her. 
 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
You obviously think me the sort 
that pokes my nose into other 
people’s business when I asked you 

that question last night. But it’s 
only that I had a friend go over 
there, you see. 

(MORE) 



75.  
 

 

 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

Well, more than a friend - we were 
practically engaged. 

 
She looks at him hopefully, but he makes no response so she 
barrels on. 

 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
He’d only just got there - he’d 
been there barely a week, and they 
had to go over the trenches for 
some reason, with the Germans just 
thirty yards away. Well, there was 

nothing left to bury, he was blown 
to bits. And I’d just sent him a 
letter and they sent it right back 
to me, and all over it they stamped 
“Killed in Action, Killed in 

Action.” How do you like that? 
 
Fleet says nothing, stares at the ground. Meredith gazes at 
him hopelessly. 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

It would tear you to pieces just to 

look at it. Stamped all over. 
 
A few moments pass. 

 

FLEET 
Whereabouts was he? 

 
MEREDITH 

Villers-Brettoneux. I’m not quite 

sure how you pronounce it. 
 
Fleet says nothing, pulls his axe out of a log. 

 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
Were you ever near there at all? 

 

FLEET 
No. No, I wasn’t. 

 
Meredith nods. A moment goes by. 

 

FLEET (CONT’D) 
I think Grimshaw may have been 

there. The previous HK. 
 

MEREDITH 
Was he? Do you know which 

battalion? 
 

FLEET 
No, I don’t. 

 
Meredith stands there, trying to absorb this information. 
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MEREDITH 
I wonder if they... if they knew 

each other at all... 
 

She looks at Fleet. He is gazing down at the ground. He seems 

unable to say anything. 
 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
Anyway, I just wanted to explain 

myself, you see. That’s all. 
 

She stumbles away. 
 

 

92 EXT. HK COTTAGE. DAY.  92 

Although the sky is heavy, the atmosphere is eerily still. 
Meredith is hanging out her washing on the washing line. She 
looks up in the sky as three small oyster-catchers fly off at 

speed, their agitated cries echoing mournfully. 

93 INT/EXT. KITCHEN. DAY.  93 

 
It’s dark in the kitchen as Meredith hangs her smaller items 
over the stove. She pauses in her work when she hears noises 

outside the back door. She opens the back door to find Fleet 
piling firewood beside her back step. He looks at her. 

 
FLEET 

I saw you were getting low. 
 

MEREDITH 
I was getting low. That’s awfully 

considerate of you. 
 

He finishes stacking the wood but instead of leaving, he 
hovers there a moment, on her doorstep. 

 
FLEET 

I don’t much like the look of this 

weather. 
 
 

 
Really? 

MEREDITH 
 
 

FLEET 
We might be in for a bit of a rough 

spell. 
 

MEREDITH 
Right. Gosh. Just when I got the 

washing out. 
 

She gazes at him. It seems almost as if he is attempting a 

conversation. 
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FLEET 
I meant to say also, about this 
bath business - you could use the 
bathtub in my quarters. I would 
stay out, of course. I mean, out 

of the house. 
 

He is clearly embarrassed to be discussing such things. 
Meredith also feels suddenly rather awkward. 

 
MEREDITH 

Thank you, Mr. Fleet. But I think 

I was probably making a bit of a 

fuss over nothing.. 
 

Fleet nods, and heads off with Lord Johnson and the sledge. 
 

 

94 EXT. HK COTTAGE/ LIGHTHOUSE PATH. LATE AFTERNOON.  94 

In her oilskin, Meredith emerges from the cottage - the wind 
immediately seizes the door and slams it open. Startled, she 
ventures out and clutches hold of the verandah post. As she 
does, a chimney pot smashes down off the roof of her cottage. 
She stares at it in alarm, then - bracing herself against the 
gale - sets off towards the lighthouse. The wind is so strong 

that at one point she has to drop to her hands and knees and 
crawl. 

95 INT. SERVICE ROOM. LATE AFTERNOON.  95 

 
Meredith is reading the logbook. She looks up as Fleet comes 

down from lighting the lantern. 
 

MEREDITH 
“Wind force ten?” Isn’t that what 

you call a “whole gale?” 
 

He nods. 
 
 
 

FLEET 
You just have to watch with the 
tower swaying like this — sometimes 

it’ll cause the mantle to split.. 
 

MEREDITH 
The tower is swaying? (BEAT.) It 

won’t topple over, will it? 
 

FLEET 
Well, it’s never toppled over yet. 

 
MEREDITH 

Because that would just about cap 

things off, if the lighthouse were 

to fall over, with me in it. 
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He looks at her in grim amusement, and shakes his head. 
 

FLEET 
You know, I’m not sure you have the 

mettle to be a lighthouse keeper. 
 

 

96 INT. SERVICE/ LANTERN ROOM. NIGHT.  96 

The gale is really blowing now, and the lighthouse creaks 
mournfully against the battering. Meredith is winding the 
weights beneath the lens. As she does, some mercury sloshes 

out of the bath in which the lens revolves, and onto the 
floor next to her. She stares at it. 

MEREDITH 
Christ. 

She finishes winding the weights, and climbs down the lantern 

stairs. 
 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
You know, some mercury just 

splashed right out of the bath — 
 

She stops dead on the steps because suddenly there is the 

most terrible, indefinable noise — 
 

FLEET 
(suddenly) 

Get away from the windows! 
 

MEREDITH 

What — 
 

And suddenly she realizes it’s the sound of huge hailstones 
battering the metal dome of the lighthouse — outside she 
glimpses them, big as cricket balls, ricocheting off the 
balcony rail. She dives down the steps to the relative 
safety of the service room, crouching on the floor near the 
desk at which Fleet sits. For several moments, they just sit 

there, listening to the smashing and battering above. 
 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
What comes after “whole gale” on 

the Beaufort scale? 
 

FLEET 
Well, then you have “a whole gale 

with hurricane squalls.” 
 

MEREDITH 
And then, what after that? 

 
FLEET 

Then you have the hurricane. 
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MEREDITH 
And what do we have? 

 
Fleet says nothing for the moment, just keeps his eyes on the 
light above. 

 

FLEET 
I think perhaps you should stay 

here in the tower tonight. 
 

More or less under the desk now, Meredith nods in mute 
agreement. She has no inclination to make the perilous trek 

back to her cottage. 
 

 

97 INT. SERVICE ROOM. NIGHT.  97 

 
The gale continues.  Meredith knits. Fleet sits at the desk. 
After a while, he opens a drawer and pulls out a piece of 

embroidered cloth. As she watches surreptitiously, he 
threads a needle and begins to embroider. 

 
MEREDITH 

You embroider? 
 

He nods, a little embarrassed. 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

May I see? 
 

Somewhat reluctantly, he passes it to her. He has pencilled 
in a drawing of South Solitary lighthouse, surrounded by a 
border of signal flags - one of which he is now beginning to 

embroider in the appropriate colors. 
 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
Gosh. That’s awfully good. 
Whenever I try to embroider 
anything, it ends up looking like 

the dog might have done it. 
 

She passes it back to him. 
 

FLEET 
That’s one thing about being a 
lighthouse keeper. You have plenty 

of time to get good at things. 
 

MEREDITH 
I suppose so... 

 
He resumes his work, but she has no inclination to continue 
her knitting. She gazes down at it a moment. 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

Do you like lighthouse life, Mr. 

Fleet? 
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FLEET 
It suits me, I suppose. 

 
MEREDITH 

You see, it doesn’t suit me at all. 

I’m the worst person to be stuck on 
a place like this. I need company, 
you see. I can’t stand this 
rattling around on your own all the 

time. 
 

He doesn’t respond, just keeps working. She looks at him. 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

Don’t you just go mad from the 

loneliness? 
 

FLEET 
I’m used to it. 

 
MEREDITH 

But being used to it doesn’t mean 

you enjoy it - 
 

FLEET 
I don’t need company like you do. 

I’m not good with company - I’m 

better off without it. 
 

She gazes at him sadly. 
 

MEREDITH 
You’re just out of practice, that’s 

all. 
 

Fleet says nothing, just bends over his work. 
 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
I sometimes think I would be happy 
just to have a small, furry animal 

— perhaps a nice little spaniel 
with floppy ears — just a little 

warm body to sit on my lap.. 
 

No response. After a moment, she resumes her knitting. 
 

 

98 INT. BASE OF LIGHTHOUSE. DAWN.  98 

Meredith opens her eyes. She is lying on a makeshift bed at 

the base of the lighthouse. She gets herself out of the bed, 
and climbs the steps. 

99 INT. LANTERN ROOM. DAWN.  99 

As she enters the service room, Fleet is coming down from the 

lantern. 
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MEREDITH 
Has it eased off at all? 

 
Fleet shakes his head. 

 

FLEET 
They usually take a couple of days 

to blow themselves out. 
 

MEREDITH 
Is it safe to go outside, do you 

think? 
 

FLEET 
I wouldn’t. I might go out later 
and check the horse and the birds, 

but not just yet. 
 

A few beats. Meredith bites her lip, and stares out. 

 
MEREDITH 

It’s just — I need to use the 

privy. 
 

FLEET 
Can’t you use the, uh, the chamber 

pot? 
 
 

 
It’s full. 

MEREDITH 
 
 
FLEET 

I could empty it. 
 

MEREDITH 
No, I can’t, I’m afraid. I need to 

use the outhouse. 
 

He stares at her. 
 
 

 
Now? 

 
She nods, red-faced. 

FLEET 
 

 
 
 
 
MEREDITH 

Preferably as soon as possible. 
 

 

100 
 

EXT. LIGHTHOUSE. DAY. 
 
Fleet and Meredith, dressed in oilskins, emerge from the 

100 

lighthouse. Feeling the full blast of the wind, Fleet takes 
Meredith’s arm, and together they struggle up the path 
towards the outhouse, at times barely able to move against 
the onslaught. Surrounding them is evidence of major damage 

— trees uprooted, branches strewn. 
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101 
 

EXT. OUTHOUSE. DAY. 
 
As they struggle around a clump of battered tea-trees, 

101 

Meredith looks hopefully towards the outhouse, and realises 

with dismay that all four of its walls have completely blown 
away. All that remains is the wooden box-seat. They stop 
and stare at it. 

 

FLEET 
(shouting to be heard 
above the wind) 

Do you still want to use it? 
 

She nods unhappily. 
 

MEREDITH 
Will you - will you look the other 

way? 
 

Manfully, he assumes a position with his back towards her. 
She pulls down her underwear, and takes her position on the 
box-seat. As she sits, she gazes around. In spite of the 
cold and the howling wind, it is all rather splendid and awe- 
inspiring.  Branches and palings are strewn everywhere, and 
all around them the white sea churns. She feels like some 

kind of mad Queen, seated on her throne, gazing out over her 
storm-battered kingdom, while all the while her loyal 
henchman averts his gaze. 

 

 

102 
 

INT. SERVICE ROOM. DAY. 102 

 

Outside the storm continues to rage, but it’s a cosy scene in 
the service room. The last remaining pigeons have now joined 
them - they stomp about on the railings, drying their 
feathers and cooing. 

 
Meredith meanwhile is studying the semaphore signal book. 

There are many pleasing diagrams of a stick figure holding 
two flags in various formations to form each letter of the 
alphabet. She looks up when Fleet comes up from below. 

 
MEREDITH 

I think I’ve got the hang of it now 

- shall I send you a message? 
 

FLEET 

All right. 
 

He sits down on the lantern room steps, and watches. She 
launches right into it, startling several pigeons. 

 
FLEET (CONT’D) 

No, no - always begin a message 
with the “Attention” signal - wave 

your flags up and down. 
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MEREDITH 
Oh! Rightio. 

 
She forms the “attention” signal, and begins her message. 

 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
(as she signals) 

This is good, isn’t it. There’ll 
be no need for us to ever actually 
talk to each other - we can simply 

communicate through semaphore. 
 

FLEET 
Was that your first word? 

 
MEREDITH 

Yes. Did you get it? 
 

FLEET 
“Ungeptly”? 

 
MEREDITH 

Not “ungeptly” - “urgently”. 
 

FLEET 
You spelt “ungeptly.” 

 
MEREDITH 

I don’t think so. I think I know 
how to spell “urgently”. (SHE 
CONSULTS THE HANDBOOK) Oh. I see 

what you mean... 
 

 

103 
 

INT. SERVICE ROOM. LATE AFTERNOON. 103 

 

They sit together in the service room, the gale still raging 
outside. Meredith has Fleet’s sampler, and she is 
painstakingly embroidering in one of the signal flags. 

Finally, she completes it and passes it back to him for his 
inspection. He examines it without comment for a moment, and 
then looks at her. 

 

FLEET 
Would you be offended if I pulled 

that out? 
 

As he speaks, he breaks into a grin, as if unable to keep a 
straight face. 

 

MEREDITH 

Is it that bad? 
 

FLEET 
No, it’s not. It’s not bad at all 

for a first try. 
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MEREDITH 
But you’re going to pull it out. 

 
FLEET 

I’m going to pull it out. 
 

They look at each other in amusement. 
 

 

104 
 

INT. LANTERN ROOM/SERVICE ROOM. LATE AFTERNOON. 104 

 

Meredith lights the lantern. She climbs out of the lens and 
looks out the lantern room windows. The sea is tumultuous. 
She gazes at it a moment before heading downstairs. 

 
MEREDITH 

You know, you should have a sleep 

while I take the first shift. 
 

FLEET 
I’m all right. 

 
MEREDITH 

But you have to sleep. You haven’t 

slept since we’ve been in here. 
 

FLEET 
I don’t need much sleep. 

 
MEREDITH 

What are you, the Undead? Of 
course you need sleep! Everybody 

needs sleep - 
 

FLEET 
I’ll sleep when I need to, so shut 

up about it. 
 

He pushes past her to climb the lantern steps. Chastened, 

cheeks reddening, Meredith calls after him. 
 

MEREDITH 
Am I not to be trusted on my own, 

is that it? 
 

There’s no response. 
 

 

105 
 

INT. SERVICE ROOM. NIGHT. 105 

 

It’s around midnight. The storm continues. Fleet sits at the 
desk now, writing up the observations. 

 
MEREDITH 

Mr. Fleet, may I say something? 
 

He looks at her. 
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MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
It’s been troubling me that what 
you know of the — of the 
circumstances surrounding the 
Stanleys’ departure — well, might 

not cast me in a very favourable 

light. 
 
He gets up abruptly. She carries on quickly. 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

Whatever you’ve heard, Mr. Fleet, I 

want you to know that I truly am a 
decent person, but if I have a 
weakness, it’s that sometimes I get 

sort of desperate for affection— 
 

FLEET 
(abruptly) 

I don’t know anything about why the 

Stanleys left. 
 

MEREDITH 
Nothing at all? 

 
He shakes his head. 

 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
But you must have wondered, surely? 

 
FLEET 

It’s none of my business. 
 
She stares at him a moment, her cheeks reddening. 

 
MEREDITH 

Well, in fact, I have to correct 
you there, Mr. Fleet - I am your 
business now. If two people are 
stuck together on a rock in the 

middle of the ocean, then we have 
to be each other’s business because 
otherwise we might just as well 
cease to exist. It’s like that 
thing about the wind blowing and 
suddenly there’s no trace of you, 
except that’s supposed to be when 
you’re dead and as a matter of 

fact, Mr. Fleet, I’m actually still 

alive! 
 
He stares at her, flummoxed. 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

Well? 
 
 

What? 

 

 
FLEET 
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MEREDITH 
What do you mean, “what”? 

 
FLEET 

What do you want me to say to you? 

I don’t understand what you expect 

of me. 
 

MEREDITH 
Well, just some formal 
acknowledgement that I exist for a 

start! 
 
They stare at each other for a moment. Meredith sighs. 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

I’m sorry. I was ranting again. 
 

FLEET 
Oh, that’s all right... 

 
MEREDITH 

What was that one, do you think, on 

the Beaufort scale? 
 

FLEET 
That was only about force six. 

 
MEREDITH 

Just a small squall? 
 

He smiles. 
 
 
 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
I suppose what I was trying to say, 
Mr. Fleet, is that it’s become 
quite important to me... (BEAT.) 
It’s quite important to me for some 

reason that you like me. 
 

He looks at her a moment. 
 

FLEET 
I like you. 

 
A beat. She looks at him gravely. 

 
MEREDITH 

Thank you. I like you also - very 

much, Mr. Fleet. 
 
He goes off up the steps to check the lantern. She resumes 
her study of semaphore. 
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INT. BASE OF LIGHTHOUSE. NIGHT. 106 

 

Meredith wakes suddenly. Something has woken her - a crash, 
or a shout. She listens intently, but hears nothing more 

except for the screaming sound of the wind outside. She sits 
for a moment, unable to account for why she suddenly feels so 
uneasy. Then she realises - there is no light from above. 

The lighthouse is in darkness. 
 

In a panic, she hastily lights her lantern and scrambles up 
the stairs. 
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INT. STEPS/SERVICE ROOM. NIGHT. 107 

 

She reaches the service room, all in darkness. Above the lens 
continues to revolve. She holds up her lantern, trying to 

see into the shadows. 
 

MEREDITH 

Mr. Fleet? 
 

Suddenly she sees a movement. Fleet emerges slowly, hollow- 
eyed, like a frightened animal. 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

What are you doing? 
 

He stands there - confused, disoriented, spooked. 
 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
Are you all right? 

 
FLEET 

I saw something. 
 

MEREDITH 

What? 
 

He looks at her strangely, as if trying to make sense of her. 
 

FLEET 
I saw the flares again. 

 
Her heart thuds. She eyes him warily. 

 
MEREDITH 

What flares? You mean distress 

flares? 
 

He nods. 
 
 
 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
From a ship? 

 

He pushes past her suddenly, and heads down the stairs. 
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MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
What are you doing? 

 
FLEET 

I’m going out there. 
 

She feels a wave of panic. 
 

MEREDITH 
But -- are you sure that you — that 
you actually saw these flares? Is 

it possible that — 
 

FLEET 

What?  
 

MEREDITH 
I don’t know, that perhaps you 
might have dozed off - 

 
He goes to move off but she grabs his arm to stop him. 

 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
It’s just that I heard that 
sometimes — that sometimes you see 
things that aren’t there — it’s 

perfectly understandable, given - 

given these conditions - 
 

He shakes her off and moves off down the stairs. She leans 
over the railing and calls after him. 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

We never see any ships! There 
aren’t any ships! Why would there 

suddenly be one now?! 
 

The exterior door of the lighthouse slams shut. 
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INT. LANTERN ROOM. NIGHT. 108 

 

Inside the lens, with shaking hands, Meredith relights the 
lamp. She climbs out and stands on the ledge outside the 
lens, staring as best she can out to sea. The lighthouse 
beam picks out the churning white foam of the sea — beyond 

that there is nothing but blackness. She shakes her head 
sadly. 

 

MEREDITH 
There’s nothing out there, Mr. 

Fleet. 
 

 

109 
 

EXT. LIGHTHOUSE. DAWN. 109 

 

It’s dawn. Meredith emerges from the lighthouse. The storm 
seems to have blown itself out now. 
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The wind has dropped and the rain has eased, though the sky 
hangs heavy and grey. Clutching one of the signal flags (Y) 
around her for extra warmth, she stands and looks about her. 
Branches strewn everywhere. The pigeon loft has partly blown 
down. She looks out to sea - it is vast and dismal and 

empty; there is nothing to see. Behind her, a couple of 
pigeons flutter out of the lighthouse. 
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EXT. HK COTTAGE. DAY. 110 

 

Meredith is standing staring at what remains of her washing 
line. One support has blown over - the other is gone 
altogether, along with all Meredith’s washing. 
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EXT. FLEET’S COTTAGE. EARLY MORNING.   
 
Meredith approaches Fleet’s cottage. It seems to be all 

111 

locked up. Part of the front veranda has blown down. She 
regards it for a moment, then steps up to the front door and 
knocks. There’s no answer. 
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EXT. GRIMSHAW’S GRAVE. DAY. 112 

 

Roaming the island looking for Fleet, Meredith comes to the 
clearing where she had come across him once, when she was 
searching for Lucille. She enters the clearing warily, not 
sure what she had expected to find here. She looks down and 

sees Grimshaw’s headstone. She gazes at it a long moment. 
Spying a small battered clump of wildflowers nearby, she 
pulls out a handful and places them carefully by the 
headstone. They look forlorn and pathetic; almost 
immediately the wind blows them away. 
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EXT. LIGHTHOUSE. LATE AFTERNOON. 
 
Still with the Y flag clutched around her, Meredith walks 
down to the lighthouse. She has spent the whole day 
searching for Fleet, and is now entirely desolate. 

 

 
INT. LANTERN ROOM. LATE AFTERNOON. 

113 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
114 

 

Meredith lights the lantern. The sudden warming glow of the 
prisms gives her no comfort this evening. 
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INT. SERVICE ROOM. NIGHT. 
 
Meredith stands at the desk. She opens a drawer and finds 

115 

Fleet’s sampler. She studies it a moment, then puts it back 
again. She stands there a moment, at a loss. Then she sits 
down heavily, and picks up her knitting. 
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INT. SERVICE ROOM. NIGHT. 116 

 

Meredith starts at the sound of the lighthouse door opening 
below. She waits, filled with apprehension, till Fleet 

appears at the top of the steps. She eyes him warily. He 
looks dreadful — haggard, unshaven, unslept. 

 
MEREDITH 

Hello. 
 

He crosses over to check the kerosene levels, without looking 

at her. 
 

FLEET 

All going correct? 
 

A beat. She stares at him. All going correct? 
 

MEREDITH 

Yes. 
 

He begins to climb the steps to check the lantern. 
 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
(nervously) 

You know, I’m awfully relieved to 
see you again. I’ve been looking 
for you all day. I‘ve been 
terrified something happened to 

you. 
 

There is no response from above. She tries a joke. 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

I thought I would be the only one 
left. That wouldn’t reflect well 
on me, would it? All these keepers 
coming to an unhappy end, one after 

the other.. 
 

She glances at him hopefully as he comes down the steps 
again. His face is grim. 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

Mr. Fleet, I’m awfully sorry if 

anything I said last night - 
 

FLEET 
(cutting her off) 

You can go now. 
 

MEREDITH 

What?  

 
FLEET 

Your shift is over. You can go. 
 

She looks at him in dismay. 
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All right. 

MEREDITH 

 

She puts away her knitting and gets up, moving past him to 

the steps. 
 

FLEET 

What are you doing with that flag? 
 

She stops and looks down at her Y flag, then back at him with 
a slight pang of hope. 

 
MEREDITH 

I think possibly - possibly I’m 
dragging my anchor.. isn’t that 

what the Y flag means? 
 

But Fleet is not about to respond to any attempts at levity. 

He is studying the logbook. 
 

FLEET 
It’s against regulations to use 

flags for decorative purposes. 
 

MEREDITH 
(reddening) 

Well, you could hardly say it’s 

very decorative. 
 

FLEET 
You should put it back where it 

belongs. 
 

She stares at him, her cheeks burning. 
 

MEREDITH 
Yes. (BEAT.) Yes, I suppose there’s 
always the chance that the 
lighthouse will one day break free 

of its moorings and start drifting 
out to sea. I must put the Y flag 
back in readiness for that 

eventuality. 
 

Her voice is shaking. She flings the flag off and stomps off 
down the steps. 
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EXT. CLIFFS/ LUCILLE’S COVE. LATE AFTERNOON. 117 

 

Meredith is moping along the cliff-tops, wretched and alone. 
Suddenly, hearing something, she turns. Down in a deep 

crevasse, she sees a small, wild-looking young sheep looking 
at her. 

 
 

 
Lucille..? 

MEREDITH 
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They stare at each other a moment. 
 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
What are you doing down there, you 

silly sheep? 
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EXT. LUCILLE’S COVE. LATE AFTERNOON. 118 

 

Meredith scrambles in a most ungainly fashion down the rocks 
and into the crevasse. Alarmed at Meredith’s arrival, the 

sheep has retreated to the edge of the water. Carefully — 
with no sudden movements — Meredith moves across the rocks 
towards her. Lucille eyes her skittishly. 

 
MEREDITH 

Lucille... don’t you remember me? 

Come on now. I won’t hurt you.. 
 

Meredith takes a wary step towards her. Lucille makes a bid 
to bolt past her, but Meredith crash-tackles her, throwing 
herself down heavily upon the sheep. In the ensuing struggle, 
they tumble down into the rising water. Clutching the 
struggling sheep in her arms, Meredith clambers to her feet 
and looks around in alarm — the sea is moving in horribly 

quickly. Not only that, but she suddenly sights the remains 
of her washing line, some clothing miraculously still 
attached, jammed amidst the rocks, being thoroughly rinsed by 
the sea. 

 
 

 
(O/S) 

FLEET 

Are you all right down there? 
 

Startled, she looks up. Fleet stands up above in the 
clearing, looking down at her. Evidently he has observed the 
entire embarrassing scene. 

 
MEREDITH 

(calls back) 

Yes, I’m fine, thank you! 
 

She certainly doesn’t look fine — wet and bedraggled, up to 
her shins in water, arms full of struggling sheep. 

 
FLEET 

Hang on a minute. 
 

He scrambles down the crevasse to an embankment above her. 
 

FLEET (CONT’D) 
Have you got something to tether 

her? 
 

MEREDITH 
No, I don’t actually. 
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FLEET 
Here, use this. 

 
He undoes the belt of his trousers and secures it round the 
sheep’s neck, then lifts the sheep up onto the embankment. 

 
FLEET (CONT’D) 

Give me your hand. 
 
He takes her hand, and helps her scramble up onto the 
embankment. She smooths down her wet skirt with as much 
dignity as she can muster. They look at each other. 

 
FLEET (CONT’D) 

Are you all right? 
 

MEREDITH 
Yes, I’m all right, if perhaps a 
little damp. (BEAT, POINTEDLY:) 

What about you? 
 
He looks at her. 

 

FLEET 
I’m not damp. 

 

MEREDITH 
No, I didn’t mean that - I meant, 

are you all right? 
 

FLEET 
Yes, I’m all right. 

 

MEREDITH 
Well, that’s very good news. I’m 
glad to hear it. (SHE LOOKS AT 
HIM) I never know where I am with 

you from one moment to the next. 
 

FLEET 
Well, I did tell you I’m not fit 

for company. 
 

MEREDITH 
But you are fit for company. You’ve 
been just about the best company I 

could have hoped for. 
 

FLEET 

No.  
 

MEREDITH 

What do you mean, no? 
 

FLEET 
I just can’t do it, you see. I 

can’t seem to be with people.. 
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Why not? 

MEREDITH 
 
 
FLEET 

Well, you’ve seen what happens to 
me. 

 
She gazes at him anxiously. 

 
MEREDITH 

You mean the other night? But 
surely that was just some kind of.. 

visual disturbance.. 
 
He shakes his head. A moment passes. 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

Does it happen often? 
 

FLEET 

Too often. 
 

MEREDITH 
Out of the blue like that? 

 
FLEET 

Usually when I’m most anxious that 

it shouldn’t. 
 
She looks at him. 

 

MEREDITH 
Why were you anxious that it 

shouldn’t? 
 

FLEET 
Because I didn’t want you to see me 

like that. 
 
She stands there in her wet bedraggled clothes, and gazes at 
him. It is one of the rare occasions when she is lost for an 

immediate response. After a moment:- 
 

MEREDITH 
Well, I’ve seen you like that now, 

and it wasn’t so bad... 
 
She shivers involuntarily from the cold. He looks at her. She 

is wet and bedraggled, and her lips are acquiring a bluish 
tinge. 

 

FLEET 

Here, you should have my jacket. 
 
He pulls off his jacket, and she pulls it on gratefully., 

They both gaze down at Lucille, looking disgruntled at the 
end of Fleet’s belt. 
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MEREDITH 
I hope your trousers don’t fall 

down. 
 
 

 
Me too. 

FLEET 

 

They set off up the embankment, the little sheep in tow. As 
they reach the top, they suddenly see the lighthouse horse 
galloping wildly off. 

 
Meredith gazes after the animal curiously, and then with a 
thud, the realization hits her. She turns to look back at 
Fleet - he is staring out to sea. There’s a ship out there, 
of course, standing off. And not just any ship — it’s the 
Lady Loch, the lighthouse supply ship, its signal flags 
hoisted in readiness to communicate. 
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EXT. SIGNAL AREA. DUSK. 119 

 

Meredith watches as Fleet finishes communicating by semaphore 
with the supply ship. He puts the flags back in the signal 
box, and turns to her. 

 
MEREDITH 

When are they landing? 
 

FLEET 
First light. You should probably 

start packing. 
 

She nods. A few beats, then in a strangled voice:- 
 

MEREDITH 
Tell them to go away. 

 
He looks at her. She has gone a strange color, and has the 

oddest look on her face. 
 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
Go on - use the semaphore flags — 

I’ll do it myself— 
 

She grabs the semaphore flags out of the signal box, and 

makes the attention signal, waving the flags wildly up and 
down. He grabs her wrists to stop her. 

 
FLEET 

What are you doing? 
 

MEREDITH 
I don’t want to go. That’s 
obvious, isn’t it? How much more 
obvious can I make it? I want to 

stay here, with you - 
 

He stares at her. The emotion is beginning to bubble over:- 
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MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
I’ve got nothing out there. I’ve 
got nobody. And here — well, I’ve 

got ... I’ve got.. 
 

She seems to have forgotten to breathe — everything is coming 
out at once. 

 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
I mean, you and me, we’ve done well 
together, don’t you think, given 
our circumstances? — I mean, we’ve 

forged a kind of companionship — 
which is more than - more than most 

people can hope for - 
 

In her distressed state, she had hoped that some kind of 
similar sentiment might be returned. But he’s just staring at 
her with a strange — she realises - panicked expression on 

his face. 
 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
(abruptly) 

That’s all right. I know how it is 

with you. Forget I said anything. 
 

She drops the semaphore flags on the ground, and hurries off. 
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EXT. SOUTH SOLITARY. DAWN. 120 

 

A splendid dawn breaks over South Solitary. Fleet drags the 

reluctant horse over to the cart. 
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INT. KITCHEN. DAWN. 121 

 

Meredith is all ready to go — hat and coat on, trunks packed 

and waiting. She gazes out the window at the new day 
breaking. Suddenly, she turns towards the stove, and listens. 
There it comes again, distinctly - a scrabbling sound from 
within the flue. It seems a new nest might be under 
construction. 
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EXT. HK COTTAGE. DAWN. 122 

 

Meredith climbs up onto the seat of the cart as Fleet hoists 
her trunks onto the back. Then he comes around and is about 
to climb up next to her. 

 
MEREDITH 

Can you pass me Lucille? 
 

He looks at her. 
 

FLEET 
You’re taking the sheep? 
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She nods stiffly. 
 
 
 

FLEET (CONT’D) 
Won’t that make it difficult to 
find lodgings? 

 
MEREDITH 

I don’t care. 
 

He looks at her a moment, then picks up Lucille and puts her 
in the cart. Then he comes around and climbs up next to her, 
taking the reins. 

 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
I have something for you. 

 
She passes him a small package. He takes it in surprise, and 
unwraps it. Two hand-knitted grey socks. He gazes at them, 
apparently at a loss for words. 

 
MEREDITH (CONT’D) 

They’re socks. 
 

FLEET 
Are they the ones you were 

knitting? 
 

MEREDITH 
Yes. They look awfully scratchy, 
don’t they? Like the sort of thing 
some lonely spinster might have 
sent you in the trenches, perhaps 

with a lump of hard biscuit. 
 

FLEET 
(gazing at them solemnly) 

They’re very nice. I needed new 

socks. 
 

He gazes down at the socks for a long moment. It seems 
possible that at any moment either one of them might say 

something important, that could change everything. Moments 
pass. 

 

MEREDITH 
Oh well. Let’s go then. 

 
He whistles to Lord Johnson, and the cart begins to lumber 

off. 
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EXT. HAULAGE AREA. DAWN. 
 
The launch is approaching South Solitary Island, clearly 

123 

laden to the hilt with new keepers and their families and all 
their provisions. Standing at the top of the haulage area, 
Meredith watches with sinking heart. Fleet unloads her trunk 
from the cart, then comes over to her. 
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FLEET 
Did you want to walk down, or take 

the haulage cart? 
 

MEREDITH 
Oh no thank you. We’ll walk. 

 
They look at each other apprehensively. Clearly it’s time 
for goodbye. 

 

MEREDITH (CONT’D) 
Oh well. Goodbye then — 

 
She holds out a hand. 

 
FLEET 

Yes, goodbye. And good luck with 

everything. 
 

MEREDITH 
Thanks. And you, too. 

 
They shake hands rather formally. Their hands seem to grasp 
each other a little longer than necessary. 

 
FLEET 

(abruptly) 
Would you write to me? When you 

get yourself settled? 
 
Meredith looks at him in surprise. 

 
MEREDITH 

Yes, of course. (BEAT) Will you 

write back? 
 

FLEET 
If you wouldn’t mind. 

 
MEREDITH 

No, I wouldn’t mind. 
 

FLEET 
I’ve got leave coming up soon, you 

see.. 
 
She nods, feeling suddenly a pang of hope. There’s a shout 
from the approaching launch. A self-important looking man - 

obviously the new HK - is shouting something about signal 
flags. 

 

MEREDITH 
What’s he going on about? 

 
FLEET 

I don’t know. Ignore him. 
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They look at each other. And suddenly, she goes to hug him — 
they each try to kiss each other, but sort of miss, and are 
so embarrassed they quickly separate. A few panicky beats — 
they stand side by side, clutching each other’s hands. 

 
FLEET (CONT’D) 

We didn’t do that very well, did 

we? 
 
 

 
No. 

MEREDITH 
 
 

FLEET 

Shall we try again? 
 

MEREDITH 

All right. 
 

And this time they manage to kiss each other briefly but 

tenderly, and without missing. 
 

FLEET 
(trying to sound composed) 

All right then. (BEAT) Are you 

ready? 
 

She nods, unable to speak. He picks up her carry-all, and 
they head down to the landing. 
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EXT. LAUNCH/ SOUTH SOLITARY. EARLY MORNING. 124 

 

The launch pulls away from South Solitary. Meredith sits, 
clutching Lucille, taking one good last look at the island. 
She can see Fleet, hard at work now, hauling up supplies with 
all these bustling new residents — he would be hating all 
this commotion, she thinks to herself with a rueful smile. 
Tethered to the whim, Lord Johnson is proving as unmanageable 
as ever, balking under the instruction of the new keeper. 

Shouting ensues. 
 

As the launch clears the Needles, she lifts her head for one 
last look at the lighthouse. With a jolt, she realises that 
all the signal flags are out, hanging gaily like bunting on 
ropes extended from the top of the lighthouse out to the 
ground on either side. It seems all the flags are 

represented, from A to Z, all the numeral pennants, even the 
answering pennants — their purpose entirely decorative, 
strictly against regulations, entirely for her benefit; 
flapping wildly in the wind. 

 
Cut to black. Roll credits. 
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