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FADE IN:
EXT. POOR VILLAGE - DAY
Early 18th century, in an overcast, muddy village. Two girls in simple dresses sit on stools outside an old, drafty house. They are blonde FREESIA (14) and dark-haired GAURA (17). Freesia twirls a dirty, homemade doll in front of Gaura's face.
FREESIA
Come on, let's play wedding!
Gaura grimaces, shucking corn. A cough comes from the open window inside.
INT. POOR HOUSE - DAY
TALIA (35), a sick-looking woman sits near the window. She weaves two bracelets from thin scraps of leather and fabric, coughing intermittently.
FREESIA (O.S.)
Look, I made a her wedding wreath
out of flowers!
Talia smiles.
EXT. POOR HOUSE - DAY
Gaura pushes the doll from her face.
GAURA
Marriage is for fools, Freesia.
FREESIA
But why? My doll will marry a good
man and live happily.
Talia's cough is heard from the window of the house again.
GAURA
(grumbles)
If father was a good husband,
mother wouldn’t be so sick. Why did
she even marry him?
Gaura aggressively shucks more corn.
Freesia thoughtfully turns the doll over in her hands.
Male laughter in the distance. Gaura and Freesia look anxiously towards the forest on the
outskirts of the village. A man walks in the direction of their house, barely keeping
on his feet. This is FRED (40).
GAURA (CONT'D)
Oh, no!
She jumps off the stool and runs into the house. Freesia follows, dropping the doll to the ground.
INT. POOR HOUSE - DAY
The door swings open and Talia jumps. She’s anxious when she sees Gaura’s and Freesia’s expressions.

GAURA
Mother, he's drunk again! Barely
standing on his feet.
Talia quickly hides two bracelets under the tablecloth on the table and smiles as calmly as possible. Freesia stands in the far corner of the house with her hands clasped.
TALIA
It's okay, girls. Hide behind the
stove. He will go to bed soon.
Freesia takes Gaura's hand and they squeeze into the narrow gap between the stove and the wall. Talia sits by the window, her hands folded in her lap.
EXT.POOR HOUSE ENTRANCE - DAY
Fred, staggering and muttering under his breath, steps on the doll lying at the entrance to the house, squishing it into the mud. He opens the door with a bang.
INT. POOR HOUSE - DAY
Talia, back in her seat, turns to Fred. Her hands subtly tremble on her knees.
TALIA

I didn’t expect you until evening.
Fred slips off his dirty, tattered jacket and throws it to the floor.


