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  Introduction




  As a teenager, I avidly read all the Poldark novels and fell completely in love with the unforgettable characters, the compelling stories, and Cornwall itself. The books were

  given to me by my mother, who had read them when she was younger and had similarly adored them.




  When we decided we wanted to adapt Poldark into a television drama, Damien Timmer and I first sought approval from the estate and then set out to find a screenwriter. Despite the

  fact that Debbie Horsfield had never adapted a book for television, or indeed written period drama before, she was top of our wish list, for a number of reasons. Firstly, she is a wonderful writer

  who has been consistently writing top level dramas for many years – everyone at Mammoth Screen was totally in awe of her work! Also, the way Debbie writes family dramas just felt so pertinent

  to the novels. The characters in Poldark, as created by the author Winston Graham, are beautifully drawn and vivid, they almost leap off the page, just as Debbie’s characters always do. And

  whilst the novels are steeped in an epic historical, social and political backdrop, it’s the love stories and the characters’ needs and passions, joys and despairs, that are at the very

  heart of the series. Although being a period piece, the people that populate Poldark are driven by the same feelings that we all have today – and Debbie writes this sort of drama with the

  greatest skill.




  On a personal level, I desperately wanted to work with Debbie again, as early on in my TV career I had been lucky enough to work on one of her dramas. Debbie had spent a lot of time

  on set, absorbed in every detail of making the programme and it was her inspiration and sheer creative energy that led me to seek a career within the script department.




  To our great relief, Debbie loved the books and wanted to adapt them. We then set out on the wonderful journey of series one and then straight into series two – which we are

  currently filming – with Debbie writing all eighteen hours of drama, which is a great achievement in itself.




  From the outset, all of us involved in Poldark were keen to do justice to the novels. Prior to writing the screenplay, Debbie put in a lot of research, first reading all twelve of

  the Poldark novels, so she could get a sense of the full story-arc, the characters’ journeys and the exquisite detail of the Poldark world. Set initially in the 1780s against a backdrop of

  historical, social and economic turbulence, Debbie also immersed herself in the history of the period, taking in everything from Cornish mining to shipwrecking, whilst also reacquainting herself

  with the literature of the period, its vocabulary, Cornish dialect, idioms and phrases, as well as its traditions and forms of etiquette.




  The result is a script brimming with life, packed with an array of colourful characters, and a narrative that sometimes races along, but that also allows for a bit of breathing space

  here and there. We connect with the characters as they experience everything from love and ambition to hardship, betrayal and grief. Some scenes are comedic but also retain a sinister edge, and

  memorable lines are strewn throughout the scripts, some of them drawn from and some inspired by Winston Graham’s own words in the Poldark novels.




  A fantastic range of people also help with the creation of the scripts and the whole production of Poldark. Historical advisor Dr Hannah Greig looks at the scripts and flags any

  areas that might need revision. She also talks to the cast about general cultural trends, mannerisms and any queries they have about the period, and answers a host of random questions raised by the

  production crew as they attempt to recreate eighteenth-century Cornwall.




  Winston Graham’s son, Andrew Graham, also provides invaluable advice and feedback, helping us with specifics about the novels or locations in Cornwall. We also have a whole

  host of experts helping us, from food historians and dance instructors to specialists in Cornish dialect and language, even bringing in a Cornish folk-musician and musicologist, Mike

  O’Connor, to compose authentic-sounding folk tunes to weave in with Anne Dudley’s incredible score.




  Whilst Debbie’s screenplay hits the mark perfectly, it is of course the cast that breathe life into the words. And central to it all is our hero, Captain Ross Poldark, as

  played by Aidan Turner, who takes on his leading-man responsibilities with real professionalism, bringing charisma and a strong physical presence to the screen. His character is that of a

  gentleman, but he also has a rebellious streak, and a real sense of social justice. He makes for the perfect romantic hero, torn between his first love, the genteel and elegant Elizabeth, played by

  Heida Reed, and the lowly-born Demelza. I’m not at all surprised that Aidan’s portrayal of Ross has caused such a stir and gained a huge number of fans for both him and the series.




  Eleanor Tomlinson similarly makes the role of Demelza her own as we follow her journey from street urchin to the wife of Ross Poldark. Eleanor not only captures Demelza’s

  fearlessness and natural spirit, but she also worked hard to master the Cornish accent as she was keen that Demelza remained true to her roots despite her change of fortunes. A heavy dose of

  Cornish also flavours many of the words uttered by Phil Davis and Beatie Edney, who play the incorrigible and feckless servants Jud and Prudie.




  Central to Poldark is also its gritty depiction of late eighteenth-century life in Cornwall: an economic depression has forced mines to close and poverty is rife amongst its workers

  and local villagers, while the bankers grow increasingly rich and more powerful. A situation that may well resonate with modern audiences today. Cornwall itself also has a major part to play in the

  books and our adaptation; the characters and events of Poldark are inextricably linked to Cornwall’s unique character, wild beauty and rugged landscape. And, luckily for us, Cornwall’s

  breathtaking scenery and wonderful palette of colours provide the perfect backdrop for filming, although we do have to cope with some extreme, windy weather on occasions!




  Setting out on the journey of making Poldark, we were also aware that expectations ran high amongst existing fans: those who had read the novels or seen the previous television

  adaptation from the 1970s, as well as fans of Aidan Turner. We hoped that the new series of Poldark – with its high production values, expert crew, first-rate cast and wonderful scripts

  – would draw together all those fans, and also introduce a whole new audience to the series, just as Poldark enthralled me as a teenager and still does today.




  I do hope you enjoy reading Debbie’s wonderfully vivid adaptations. When I sit down to read a new script, or even a second draft of a script, I have to pinch myself to remind

  myself that I am actually working and not just reading for pleasure!




  KAREN THRUSSELL




  Executive Producer
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  Episode 1




  1: EXT. WOODLAND CLEARING – DAY 1




  Caption: 1781, Virginia, America.




  Shafts of sunlight slanting through trees. Drifting smoke from camp fires. Muskets stacked in tripods. Sounds of joking and laughter. A bedraggled group of young soldiers watching a card

  game. Among them a young British army ensign, unshaven, unscarred, long hair tied back. On his little finger a ring. Full of youthful bravado, ‘one of the lads’: Ross Poldark. A pompous

  young captain and lieutenant stand talking close by. Ross is playing French Ruff with a fellow-soldier.




  ROSS Propose.




  The soldier nods. They throw again. The soldier picks up.




  ROSS (cont’d) Lay five.




  SOLDIER Ten.




  ROSS I’ll take it.




  They play the hand. The soldier wins. Suddenly, and without warning, Ross seizes the soldier by the throat as if to strangle him for winning the game. For a moment the soldier panics.

  Ross’s eyes seem to blaze with hatred. Then he releases his grip and starts to laugh. It’s all a huge joke. The soldier relaxes. Raucous laughter breaks out. The captain and lieutenant

  exchange a glance. They clearly regard Ross as a lost cause.




  CAPTAIN Remind me why you enlisted, Poldark?




  ROSS To escape the gallows, sir.




  The soldiers laugh. The captain and lieutenant do not.




  CAPTAIN Your crime?




  ROSS Brawling, sir. Free trading, assaulting a customs official —




  Everyone laughs. Ross’s attention is drawn back to the cards where he is invited to play another game.




  ROSS (cont’d) The stake?




  SOLDIER Your ring?




  Ross toys with the ring, as if considering the option, then shakes his head.




  CAPTAIN Wastrels and thieves, the lot of you. But you’ll soon have the honour of redeeming yourselves – in the service of king and country.




  Ross’s smile of derision does not go unnoticed.




  CAPTAIN (cont’d) Do you doubt the justice of our cause, sir?




  ROSS What cause would that be, sir? (deliberately provocative)




  Liberty or tyranny?




  The captain, outraged, looks as if he’s about to strike Ross across the face. Suddenly the sound of musket shot rings out. Blood spatters the cards. The captain falls to the ground,

  dead. Soldiers look round in panic. Another shot rings out. The lieutenant falls dead. Confusion. The firing continues. More men fall. All hell breaks loose. Soldiers scatter. The soldier Ross beat

  at cards is cowering on the ground, looking at him in panic. Other soldiers are sheltering from the musket shots, which are ricocheting past. Ross seizes four muskets from the tripods and flings

  them at each of four soldiers.




  ROSS (cont’d) You want to leave here? Or die here?




  Ross is already preparing to fire. Instinctively the others look to him for instruction.




  ROSS (cont’d) On your feet, lads! On your feet!




  The soldiers begin to scramble to their feet as, out of the smoke, American soldiers converge on them.




  ROSS’S POV: Impressionistic images of noise, smoke, gunshot, rushing figures – and the onrush of an American soldier, who attacks him with an axe. Ross bayonets him. A second

  comes upon him. Ross despatches him too. A third rushes forward, flashing a tomahawk, catches Ross across the face.




  Blackout.




  Shafts of sunlight through the smoke. Sounds of girlish laughter . . .




  CUT TO:




  2: EXT. CLIFF-TOPS – DAY 2




  Cornwall, 1780. Blazing sun, sound of wind, crashing waves, gulls crying. A girl’s face appears, blocking the rays of sunlight for a split second: Elizabeth. Young. Carefree. Laughing.

  Hair loose, eyes dancing.




  Cut wide to vast cliff-top landscape. In the distance is a derelict mine. Two tiny figures – Ross and Elizabeth – chase along the headland, Elizabeth running away. Her silhouette

  dipping in and out of the blazing sun. Now she stops, turns to face him, surveys him. He’s wearing a brand new ensign’s uniform.




  ROSS It won’t be for long – six months at most?




  They both laugh. Neither of them is taking this seriously.




  ELIZABETH (teasing) You’ll forget me.




  ROSS How likely is that?




  ELIZABETH (teasing) Men are fickle.




  ROSS Not this one.




  He takes a ring from her finger and puts it on his own little finger.




  ELIZABETH Then, pray, do not be reckless. I wish you to return!




  CUT TO:




  3: EXT. WOODLAND CLEARING – DAY 1




  Aerial shot of Ross spread-eagled on the battlefield, bleeding from a facial wound, the tomahawk beside him, eyes closed, apparently dead.




  CUT TO:




  4: EXT. MOOR, CORNWALL – DAY 3




  Caption: Cornwall. Two years later.




  A coach and horses gallop across a desolate, windswept moor. Below and beyond them, waves crash upon a deserted beach, spray cascades above hostile rocks and the gathering clouds seem to

  speak of some looming crisis.




  CUT TO:




  5: INT. COACH – DAY 3




  A traveller sits hunched in the corner of the coach, apparently sleeping. Wrapped in a cloak, dressed in the uniform of a British army captain, his hat pulled down over his face. Gradually

  we become aware of excited whispering from his fellow-travellers: (later revealed to be Mrs Teague, Ruth Teague and Dr Choake). The following conversation is whispered.




  RUTH’S VOICE Are you sure?




  MRS TEAGUE’S VOICE I trust I may believe the evidence of my own eyes, dear.




  RUTH’S VOICE But was he not reported dead?




  DR CHOAKE’S VOICE Better if he had been! He’s brought little credit to his family—




  MRS TEAGUE’S VOICE His father was no different. A scoundrel—




  DR CHOAKE’S VOICE And a libertine—




  MRS TEAGUE’S VOICE Still the family name counts for something—




  DR CHOAKE’S VOICE And now he’s to inherit—




  TRAVELLER (ROSS) Is my father dead?




  The traveller slowly removes his hat . . . to reveal a deep scar down one cheek. The ladies give genteel gasps of surprise (at the scar). Though Ross looks exhausted, he’s not lost his

  manners, nor his ability to shock.




  MRS TEAGUE Oh! Sir! Bless me! We had no idea—




  ROSS When did he die?




  MRS TEAGUE Some six months past? You’d had no word?




  ROSS None that reached me.




  Ruth is daring herself to address him.




  RUTH How was the war, sir?




  Mrs Teague gives Ruth a sharp dig.




  ROSS As any war, ma’am. A waste of good men.




  Without warning, Ross reaches up and gives the coach ceiling a loud rap. The coach begins to slow down.




  MRS TEAGUE You are not going home to Nampara?




  ROSS To my uncle Charles first, ma’am. Since my father will evidently not be at home, I must look for a welcome elsewhere.




  CUT TO:




  6: EXT. BARGUS CROSSROADS – DUSK 3




  The coach stops near a gibbet. Presently it drives off again, revealing Ross standing in the middle of deserted landscape. As he makes his way across fields, heading for Trenwith, we notice

  a slight limp.




  CUT TO:




  7: EXT. CLIFF-TOPS – DUSK 3




  Making his way to Trenwith along the cliff-top path, Ross halts to let the news of his father’s death sink in. He looks out to sea. The news is a blow, but he knows he must push on.

  After a pause, he continues on his way.




  CUT TO:




  8: EXT. TRENWITH HOUSE – DUSK 3




  Ross arrives at the gates, sees the house lit up and hears the sounds of revelry inside.




  CUT TO:




  9: INT. TRENWITH HOUSE, GREAT HALL – DUSK 3




  A feast is in progress. Elizabeth picks at her food, pausing occasionally to smile at a remark made by Francis Poldark. Charles Poldark and Great Aunt Agatha are entertaining guests:

  including Mrs Chynoweth (Elizabeth’s mother). Verity Poldark brings a tray of desserts from the sideboard to the table. Charles raps the table to hurry her along.




  CHARLES Do the honours, Verity. And no half-measures!




  Charles belches in anticipation. Verity serves. Elizabeth declines.




  ELIZABETH I couldn’t eat another morsel.




  CHARLES Piffle, girl, you’re as thin as a wraith. We must fatten you up!




  MRS CHYNOWETH Perhaps Francis will be able to coax her.




  FRANCIS I happen to like her just as she is.




  Elizabeth and Francis exchange a smile.




  VERITY Was that the door?




  MRS CHYNOWETH Expecting someone, my dear?




  Verity blushes.




  CHARLES Don’t encourage her! She’s too valuable here to be thinking of gentlemen callers!




  The door opens and Mrs Tabb the housekeeper comes in, looking as if she’s seen a ghost. Before she can speak, Ross appears behind her. Absolute astonishment greets him. Verity and

  Francis leap to their feet. Charles looks quite perplexed, as if he’d never for a moment entertained the possibility of his nephew’s return; Elizabeth seems frozen with shock; Mrs

  Chynoweth regards Ross with undisguised distaste.




  ROSS I hope I’m not intruding.




  VERITY Oh Ross— !




  Ross limps forward. Verity rushes to him and clasps his hand in a firm embrace.




  VERITY (cont’d) We’d given up all hope –




  CHARLES Stap me, boy, you survived!




  Francis rushes over and grasps him warmly.




  FRANCIS To see you again, Cousin! – We’d quite despaired – hadn’t we, Elizabeth?




  ELIZABETH (softly) Yes—




  For the first time Ross notices Elizabeth.




  ROSS Elizabeth! I had no idea you’d be here.




  As he makes his way to her, Mrs Chynoweth feels obliged to intervene.




  MRS CHYNOWETH Do tell us, Ross, how we managed to lose the war?




  ROSS By choosing the wrong side, ma’am.




  Ross has been making his way round the table greeting people. Now he reaches Elizabeth.




  ROSS I couldn’t have wished for a better homecoming.




  ELIZABETH I must speak with you, Ross.




  ROSS Of course.




  His hand lightly touches her shoulder. She shivers at his touch. Mrs Chynoweth bristles.




  CHARLES And what will you do with yourself now, Nephew? You’ll find Nampara’s not as you left it.




  Aunt Agatha has finally realized the newcomer is Ross.




  AUNT AGATHA Damn me, boy! – if we hadn’t thought you’d gone to join the Blest Above!




  ROSS (kissing her hand affectionately) Great Aunt, I’m glad to see you are still of the Blest Below!




  ELIZABETH We’d had no word from you, so I—




  VERITY Sit here, Ross, you must be exhausted.




  Verity guides him to a seat at the other end of the table.




  MRS CHYNOWETH Elizabeth, fetch me my wrap.




  It’s the last thing Elizabeth wants to do – but Mrs Chynoweth’s expression deters any argument.




  ELIZABETH Yes, Mama.




  She goes out. Mrs Chynoweth is glowering. This interruption is the very last thing she needs.




  CUT TO:




  10: INT. TRENWITH HOUSE, HALLWAY – DUSK 3




  Elizabeth comes out into the hallway. She is breathless, excited, close to tears. In that moment all she can think of is Ross’s return. Not its implications.




  CUT TO:




  11: INT. TRENWITH HOUSE, GREAT HALL – DUSK 3




  Verity has been watching Ross closely. Now she brings him a plate of food. For the first time, he takes in the scale of the dinner.




  ROSS I seem to have interrupted a party. Is it in honour of the peace or of the next war?




  A few looks are exchanged between the family and guests. Ross is tucking into his food and doesn’t immediately notice their reticence.




  FRANCIS No – er – the occasion is—




  CHARLES Something far more pleasant.




  Ross looks up, ready to partake in the pleasure.




  CHARLES (cont’d) My boy is to be married.




  ROSS But that’s tremendous! Who is to be— ?




  MRS CHYNOWETH Elizabeth.




  There is absolute silence in the room. For a moment Ross is unable to compute what he’s heard.




  ROSS Elizabeth— ?




  MRS CHYNOWETH My daughter.




  Elizabeth has just come back into the room with Mrs Chynoweth’s wrap. Immediately she realizes what her mother has done.




  ELIZABETH Mama – no—




  ROSS Elizabeth— ?




  He looks at her, uncomprehending. For what seems an eternity of anguish, Elizabeth and Ross stare at each other, as if neither can comprehend the situation they now find themselves in. Then

  . . .




  MRS CHYNOWETH Naturally we’re delighted that our two ancient and distinguished families will be united.




  Ross is unable to speak. He and Elizabeth continue to stare at each other. Eventually, realising an awkward silence has fallen . . .




  ROSS Did my father suffer much?




  CHARLES A pitiful end. Affairs in tatters and next to nothing for you to inherit—




  AUNT AGATHA Not that he ever thought you’d be back to claim it!




  CHARLES It’s a poor Cornwall you’ve returned to. Taxes sky high, wages in the gutter—




  FRANCIS Mine closures every other week—




  CHARLES Bad as you, lad! Scarred for life and on its knees!




  FRANCIS If you want my help at Nampara, you’ve only to ask—




  Without warning Ross gets to his feet.




  ROSS I can’t stay. I only called to let you know I’ve returned. (then) I must trouble you for a horse, Charles.




  Charles nods. Around the table guests shuffle and stare at their hands. Ross rallies.




  ROSS But first – a toast. To Elizabeth and Francis – (still looking at Elizabeth) May they find happiness together.




  And as he raises his glass we – and Elizabeth – see the ring is still on his little finger.




  CUT TO:




  12: EXT. TRENWITH HOUSE, DRIVE – DUSK 3




  Ross gallops down the drive at such break-neck speed that he can barely stay on his horse.




  CUT TO:




  13: EXT. CLIFF-TOP RIDE, CORNWALL – DUSK 3




  Ross gallops wildly across the moors, the sea crashing below him, the wind tearing at his face.




  CUT TO:




  14: EXT. NAMPARA VALLEY, CORNWALL – DUSK 3




  Ross only slows as he reaches the head of Nampara Valley. Here, as his pace decreases, he can contain his anguish no longer. There are tears on his face. He brushes them away, unable to

  admit them even to himself. He slows down as he passes the derelict mine Wheal Leisure, skeletal and broken in the moonlight. Glancing ahead, the distant sight of his family home, Nampara House,

  does little to cheer him. The house is in darkness, and as he rides slowly towards it, he notices the fences are broken, the walls are unmended and the track beneath his horse’s hooves is

  rutted and puddled. The bleakness and devastation seem to mirror that of his own heart.




  CUT TO:




  15: EXT. NAMPARA HOUSE – NIGHT 3




  Ross dismounts, tethers his horse to a straggly leafless tree. He notices further evidence of decay – broken windows, filthy window panes, torn curtains, neglected paintwork . . . He

  raps loudly on the front door with his riding crop. No one answers. Ross tries the handle. The door is not locked. He pushes it open. It goes creaking back, pushing a heap of refuse before

  it.




  CUT TO:




  16: INT. NAMPARA HOUSE, HALLWAY – NIGHT 3




  Ross squints into the darkness of the house.




  ROSS (shouting) Jud? (no reply) Prudie?




  Absolute silence. As he gropes his way down the corridor he is momentarily startled to see a pair of eyes – pink, bloodshot – watching him from the far end of the hall. Deciding

  to avoid the encounter, he feels his way into the nearest room.




  CUT TO:




  17: INT. NAMPARA HOUSE, PARLOUR – CONTINUOUS




  He is greeted by the sound of rats scuffling. His foot slips on something slimy. In putting out his hand to steady himself he knocks over a candlestick. He bends to retrieve it and sees that

  the floor is strewn with filth and animal droppings. He puts the candle back in its holder, gropes for flint and steel. After several attempts he succeeds in lighting the candle. The sight which

  greets him is not pleasing.




  HIS POV: A large mahogany-panelled room with a huge, recessed fireplace, built round with low settles . . . on which roost a collection of mangy hens. The floor is thick with old straw and

  droppings. On a window sill are two dead chickens. Rats run across the table. Ross freezes at the sound of approaching hooves. He turns the candle to reveal the owner of the pink bloodshot eyes he

  saw earlier: a mangy-looking goat.




  CUT TO:




  18: INT. NAMPARA HOUSE – NIGHT 3




  Ross holds the candle before him as he makes his way upstairs, peering into various rooms en route, finding all in a similar state. Eventually he halts, his attention transfixed by a

  peculiar rasping sound which seems to becoming from a room at the end of the landing. He approaches it cautiously. He opens the door into a pitch-black room. The sound becomes louder. Ross puts his

  candle down.




  CUT TO:




  19: EXT. NAMPARA HOUSE, COURTYARD – NIGHT 3




  Ross fills a wooden pail with water from the pump and limps back inside.




  CUT TO:




  20: INT. NAMPARA HOUSE, ROSS’S BEDROOM – NIGHT 3




  Ross pours the contents of the wooden pail into the bed from which the sound is coming . . . and from which now issue muffled groans. Ross brings the candle over to the bed – and for

  the first time we see its occupants: Jud (50s, scrawny, balding) and Prudie (40s, substantial, slovenly) – both drunk, soaked to the skin but barely stirring. Ross flings the contents of the

  pail into their faces – to be greeted by a shriek from Prudie and a groan from Jud, who presently whips out his pocketknife and brandishes it at the darkness.




  ROSS Give me an excuse and I’ll break your miserable neck!




  PRUDIE Judas! Is it Mister Ross— ?




  Ross drags Jud out of bed by the collar.




  ROSS Back from the grave!




  CUT TO:




  21: INT. NAMPARA HOUSE, PARLOUR – DAY 4




  As dawn breaks Jud and Prudie are on their knees scrubbing and polishing floors, watched by Ross.




  ROSS You were my father’s personal servants! You were left in a position of trust.




  JUD Well, pick me liver, what could us do? Left all alone wi’ no master t’ guide us!




  ROSS I’ll guide you with the side of my foot in future!




  PRUDIE But see, ’twas rumoured ’ee were dead—




  ROSS Perhaps you started the tale?




  JUD In’t no call t’accuse us, Mister Ross. ’Tidn’ right – ’tidn’ just – ’tidn’ fit – ’tidn’ friendly—




  ROSS You’ll get ‘friendly’ if I don’t see my face reflected in this floor by the time you’re done!




  He goes out, leaving Jud mumbling behind him.




  JUD (muttering) Well, boil me blasted, blatherin’ buttocks – on’y have two pair of hands . . .




  CUT TO:




  22: EXT. NAMPARA HOUSE – DAY 4




  Ross walks out across his land, past the apples in the leafless orchard lying unpicked or mouldering on the ground – and the hay barn empty and in need of repair.




  CUT TO:




  23: EXT. SAWLE CHURCHYARD – DAY 4




  Ross kneels at a grave, the inscription of which reads: ‘Sacred to the memory of Grace Mary, beloved wife of Joshua Poldark, who departed this life the 9th day of May 1770, aged 30

  years’.




  Below it is a newer inscription: ‘Also of Joshua Poldark, Esqr, of Nampara, in the County of Cornwall, who died the 11th day of March 1783’.




  CUT TO:




  24: INT. TRENWITH HOUSE, GREAT HALL – DAY 4




  Aunt Agatha, Verity and Francis are at breakfast. Aunt Agatha tucks in with gusto.




  VERITY Ross looked well.




  FRANCIS He did!




  VERITY Better than one might have expected—




  AUNT AGATHA Considering one thought him dead?




  FRANCIS I’m glad he is not.




  VERITY We all are!




  They continue their breakfast. Then . . .




  AUNT AGATHA Elizabeth will make a fine mistress of Trenwith.




  VERITY Not for three months, Aunt.




  AUNT AGATHA Your father thinks it should be sooner.




  VERITY (surprised) Does he?




  AUNT AGATHA His view is, if two young people wish to be together, what is there to wait for?




  Francis looks pleased, Verity somewhat troubled.




  CUT TO:




  25: EXT. MELLIN COTTAGES – DAY 4




  A rider approaches the cottages. Zacky, Paul, Mark and Jim are in conversation – along with Mrs Zacky and Jinny – around a fire.




  Through the smoke of the fire they see the rider coming closer. At first they can’t quite believe who they’re seeing.




  ZACKY Can it be?




  PAUL Surely not—




  They jump to their feet.




  ZACKY ’Tid’n a ghost!




  ROSS See for yourself!




  Ross dismounts from his horse. They all erupt in expressions of shock and delight, rushing forward to greet him.




  PAUL We ’eard ’ee took a bullet!




  ROSS I dodged a few!




  MARK An’ got a title?




  JIM (mock salute) Cap’n Poldark!




  MRS ZACKY ’Is poor face! (i.e. his scar)




  JINNY It did ’urt?




  ROSS Only my vanity!




  JIM An’ the war?




  ROSS An education, Jim.




  Zacky observes Ross closely. Something in his tone, though light, betrays a wealth of unspoken horror. Ross takes in the dilapidated state of the cottages.




  ROSS Well, what happened here?




  ZACKY Since your father died, we’ve ’ad no repairs.




  ROSS I’ll remedy that. You were my father’s tenants. Now you’re mine.




  ZACKY Nay, Ross, ye’ve enough to think on, wi’ ruined ’ome an’ barren land—




  ROSS I have hands, do I not? A spade, a plough—




  ZACKY We can ’elp ’ee.




  ROSS I cannot pay you.




  ZACKY We’d not expect it.




  ROSS You labour long enough in my uncle’s mine for a pittance. I’ll not have you serve me for nothing.




  He’s about to walk on.




  ZACKY Ross?




  Ross halts.




  ZACKY What did ’appen out there?




  Ross looks him in the eye. He knows he means the war.




  ROSS I grew up.




  CUT TO:




  26: EXT. CHYNOWETH HOUSE, GARDENS – DAY 4




  Elizabeth is sitting, reading. She hears the approach of a horse. She gets to her feet in anticipation. She’s excited. She knows it will be Ross. She prepares to receive him.




  Trying to remain calm, she sits down again. A servant appears.




  SERVANT Mr Poldark to see you, Miss Elizabeth.




  Elizabeth nods her approval. The servant departs. Elizabeth can hardly conceal her excitement. She tries to contain herself, turns away as she hears footsteps approaching. But when she

  turns, she sees her visitor is Francis. She struggles to conceal her disappointment. And apparently succeeds. Francis is beaming.




  FRANCIS My dear, I have great news.




  CUT TO:




  27: EXT. TRURO – DAY 4




  Ross rides into Truro.




  CUT TO:




  28: INT. PASCOE’S OFFICE – DAY 4




  Ross faces Pascoe.




  ROSS Tell me the worst.




  Pascoe has various papers spread across his desk which he now consults.




  PASCOE Your father left little of value. The house – two derelict mines – a few decaying cottages. The land, I fear, has been left to rot?




  ROSS Entirely.




  PASCOE So you come to enquire as to credit? As your friend, I would back you to the hilt. As your banker, I’m obliged to disappoint. Your father had debts, your property is mortgaged, your

  land has no income.




  ROSS I’m a poor risk.




  PASCOE Quite so.




  ROSS And my tenants? Can I do nothing for them?




  PASCOE I know you have an affection for these people – but you can barely support yourself, let alone them.




  ROSS Then you advise me—




  PASCOE To look to your own devices. Seek your fortune as and where you may.




  ROSS Beggars cannot be choosers?




  PASCOE I hope you may rely on the friend, if not the banker.




  ROSS I hope so too. For I need all the friends I can get!




  CUT TO:




  29: INT. WARLEGGAN HOUSE – DAY 4




  George is playing with his coin-scales, idly clinking gold guineas. He seems rather excited by some news he’s just received. Cary comes in, carrying some papers.




  GEORGE Ross Poldark is alive.




  CARY That wastrel?




  Cary sits and begins to go through his papers.




  GEORGE At school I rather admired him.




  Cary looks surprised.




  GEORGE (cont’d) He said what he thought, did what he liked.




  CARY And where did it get him?




  GEORGE It got him a following. Something we frequently fail to acquire.




  CARY Except by bribery or bullying.




  GEORGE Perhaps we should deploy charm.




  CARY Charm is overrated.




  He returns to his papers, George to his guineas.




  GEORGE Still, I wonder if he might not be useful to us? (no reply) His father’s dead. He’s no obvious source of income. If we could rally him to our cause—




  CARY To what purpose?




  GEORGE He has an ancient family name. Doors that are closed to us might open for him.




  Cary seems unconvinced, but George continues to think aloud.




  GEORGE (cont’d) What inducements could we offer?




  He idly piles up some guineas.




  GEORGE (cont’d) His need at present must be severe.




  CARY You mean to buy his friendship?




  GEORGE I would rather he bestowed it willingly.




  CARY I find people are very friendly when they cannot afford not to be.




  He goes back to his papers. George continues to toy with his guineas. The expression on his face tells us he’s still formulating his tactics.




  CUT TO:




  30: EXT. CHYNOWETH HOUSE – DAY 4




  Elizabeth is walking (as if to the stables), when she is intercepted by Mrs Chynoweth.




  MRS CHYNOWETH Where are you going, Elizabeth?




  For a moment Elizabeth hesitates to own up. Then . . .




  ELIZABETH I must speak with Ross, Mama.




  MRS CHYNOWETH To what purpose?




  ELIZABETH To explain. To ask him. What shall we do?




  MRS CHYNOWETH There is nothing to do. You are engaged to Francis.




  ELIZABETH But Ross and I—




  MRS CHYNOWETH Are a thing of the past. (seeing her about to argue) Where is he now? Has he come to see you? Has he written to you? What does that suggest? (no reply) That he

  knows Francis is the better man. The better match. What can he offer except poverty – uncertainty – a dubious reputation—




  ELIZABETH I do not care about reputation—




  MRS CHYNOWETH But you should. And you will. (then) Francis adores you. You will be mistress of Trenwith. Had Ross not returned, would you have the slightest hesitation?




  ELIZABETH But he has returned.




  MRS CHYNOWETH And if he still cared for you, would he not have been at the door by now?




  It’s the final nail in the coffin of Elizabeth’s hopes. She is defeated.




  CUT TO:




  31: EXT. NAMPARA VALLEY – DAY 4




  Riding home across his derelict land, Ross hears raucous laughter and presently he sees Jud and Prudie lounging about by a hedge, near a patch of brambles, picnicking. When they see him,

  they spring up and make a great show of attacking the brambles. Ross isn’t fooled for a moment.




  PRUDIE Jus’ clearin’ the brambles, Mister Ross.




  ROSS A cheering spectacle! And a needful one. Hard work is now required if we’re to put food on the table.




  JUD (puzzled) ’Ard work?




  ROSS I can see you’re unfamiliar with the concept. Let me clarify. We have nothing to live on beyond the fruits of our own labours. We shall need to tighten our belts. (with a glance

  at Prudie) In some cases that can only be to the good.




  Prudie looks confused. Ross’s sarcasm has fallen upon deaf ears. Then Ross notices a horse approaching. It’s Verity.




  ROSS (cont’d – delighted) Verity!




  They greet each other warmly. Jud and Prudie scuttle away back to Nampara. After they’ve gone, Ross and Verity survey the scene before them.




  VERITY Oh Ross, your poor land—




  ROSS My poor Cornwall! (laughs bitterly) Seems we’ve both taken a battering!




  Verity glances keenly at him. She can see he hasn’t taken last night’s news well.




  VERITY You would be surprised to hear about Elizabeth.




  ROSS I had no option on the girl.




  VERITY It was strange how it happened. One moment she barely noticed Francis. The next—




  ROSS She noticed his mine, his house, his estate— ? (then) That was uncalled for.




  Ross looks out to sea. Verity watches him closely. She has further bad news for him.




  VERITY The wedding’s in a fortnight.




  ROSS So soon?




  Verity can see it’s a blow to him.




  VERITY I wish I could help you, my dear.




  ROSS I must find my own way out of this.




  CUT TO:




  32: EXT. COASTLINE – DAY 5




  The season is changing, the weather is worsening. Waves crash onto rocks.




  CUT TO:




  33: EXT. NAMPARA VALLEY – DAY 6




  Torrential rain is pouring down as Ross mends a dry-stone wall. He curses silently as he skins his knuckles on a stone.




  CUT TO:




  34: EXT. NAMPARA VALLEY – DAY 7




  Ross is drenched and covered in mud as he hammers in a fence post.




  CUT TO:




  35: EXT. MELLIN COTTAGES – DAY 7




  Ross sits with Zacky, Paul, Mark and Jim round a fire. They sing a folk song: ‘The Keenly Lode’. Zacky offers Ross a drink of brandy. He is lost in thought and doesn’t

  notice.




  CUT TO:




  36: EXT. HEADLAND – DAY 7




  Elizabeth stands on the headland where she had said goodbye to Ross before he went to war and wonders why he hasn’t yet come to see her. The thought occurs: perhaps he never

  will.




  CUT TO:




  37: EXT. NAMPARA HOUSE – DAY 7




  Ross limps home across his fields after a long day’s labour.




  CUT TO:




  38: INT. NAMPARA HOUSE, KITCHEN – DAY 7




  Exhausted from his labours, Ross sits alone by a meagre fire.




  CUT TO:




  39: EXT. CHYNOWETH HOUSE – DAY 8




  Elizabeth is walking in the garden. Francis, unseen, watches her a while. He can see she’s troubled. She turns, sees him, tries to look cheerful. He comes over, takes her

  hand.




  FRANCIS (trying to make a joke of it) An alarming prospect, is it not? A lifetime with me! (then, genuine) I cannot promise to be as fascinating as some. Or as confident. Or as

  ambitious. But one thing I can promise you. (beat) My undying love. And gratitude.




  Elizabeth’s heart melts. Has she the heart to hurt him? Her hesitation makes Francis fear the worst.




  FRANCIS (cont’d) But if something still troubles you? If there is something you wish to tell me?




  ELIZABETH There is.




  She hesitates. Will she choose Ross or Francis. Now is the moment to decide. Finally.




  ELIZABETH (cont’d) I wish to tell you – that I cannot wait to be your wife.




  Francis almost bursts into tears of relief. He kisses her hand gratefully.




  She smiles at him. They are reconciled.




  CUT TO:




  40: EXT. WHEAL LEISURE – DAY 8




  Ross is dripping with sweat as he gathers stones from beside the derelict Wheal Leisure to mend his walls. As he pauses, he hears the sound of horse’s hooves and sees Francis

  approaching.




  FRANCIS Should you be doing this?




  ROSS I cannot afford a farm-hand.




  FRANCIS Your father would not have wished you to stoop—




  ROSS My father would not have wished me to starve.




  Francis dismounts, ties his horse beside Wheal Leisure, contemplates the derelict mine.




  FRANCIS She’s proved a poor legacy.




  ROSS Certainly a fickle one.




  Francis flushes. Is this a dig at Elizabeth?




  ROSS (cont’d) Perhaps I should examine her.




  FRANCIS Is that wise?




  Ross shrugs. He’s taken Francis’s ‘betrayal’ to heart. He strides over to the mine shaft. Francis follows warily.




  CUT TO:




  41: INT. WHEAL LEISURE, SHAFT – DAY 8




  Ross climbs down the ladder into the mine shaft. Once out of the wind, he lights a candle and sticks it to the front of his hat with melted wax. He begins to descend.




  FRANCIS How deep did they drive it?




  ROSS Thirty fathoms. Most of it will be under water by now.




  Francis follows Ross down the ladder.




  FRANCIS (tentative) Ross – my father’s concerned—




  No reply. Francis struggles to light his own candle.




  FRANCIS (cont’d) That you should make the right choices—




  Ross’s candle flickers smokily and throws shadows against the walls. Above him Francis begins to descend.




  FRANCIS (cont’d) Face certain realities—




  Still no reply.




  FRANCIS (cont’d) Accept that your future may lie elsewhere—




  ROSS I thank him for his concern.




  Ross begins to descend further, Francis above scrambling to keep up with him. The candles gutter fitfully and threaten to go out. There is a constant drip of water. Francis dislodges a

  stone, which clatters onto the next platform then falls with a plop into the water below. Ross looks round at the dank walls covered in green slime – then, to the side he sees, two feet deep

  in water, the opening to the first level. Ross steps down till he’s up to his knees in water, then heads into the tunnel. As he walks along, he can hear Francis sloshing through the water

  behind him.




  FRANCIS (calling after him) Ross – you do know I’m to be married next week?




  ROSS And?




  FRANCIS You’ve not yet accepted our invitation.




  ROSS I’ve things to attend to – my house is a pig-sty – I’m not one for ceremonies—




  FRANCIS But you must come. It’s our dearest wish—




  The flickering candlelight casts grotesque reflections on the dark, oily water. Ross continues to stride ahead, Francis struggling to keep up. The tunnel contracts, allowing passage only if

  Ross and Francis bow their heads. Francis begins to feel claustrophobic. His candle sputters.




  Ross strides ahead towards a glimmer of light. He reaches an air shaft, full of water, crossed by a narrow plank.




  FRANCIS (cont’d – catching up) Ross, you must understand – when I first met Elizabeth, there was no thought of my coming between you – but what could I do? My

  feelings – our feelings for each other—




  Suddenly Ross turns, his face contorted with pent-up fury.




  ROSS In God’s name, must you rub my nose in it?




  His expression is so menacing that Francis steps backwards – and in so doing inadvertently steps onto the wooden plank crossing the shaft. It snaps. Francis plunges into the water and

  instantly disappears below the surface. Ross is momentarily transfixed with shock. There’s no sign of Francis. Then he struggles to the surface, gasping for air. For a moment Ross seems

  unable to move. Francis screams at him before going under again—




  FRANCIS Ross! For pity’s sake—




  As he disappears from view, Ross seems to come to himself. He drops onto his stomach, leans over the edge, tries to fish through the water to catch hold of Francis. But there’s no sign

  of him. Ross leans further into the water, thrashes around trying to locate Francis. Finally a hand grasps Ross’s sleeve. Ross seizes hold and hauls Francis to the surface. Francis is staring

  frantically at him, gasping for breath. Ross tenses his muscles and with a superhuman effort hauls Francis out of the shaft. Francis lies face down on the rock, choking and spitting out water.

  Eventually he turns and looks up at Ross. Ross is fuming.




  ROSS Why the hell don’t you learn to swim?




  Francis stares at him, shivering at his narrow escape.




  FRANCIS For a moment I thought you’d let me drown.




  ROSS For a moment I thought so too.




  Ross turns and makes his way back up the tunnel. Francis stares after him. If he’d had any doubt about the strength of Ross’s feelings towards his forthcoming marriage,

  he’s in doubt no longer.




  CUT TO:




  42: INT. NAMPARA HOUSE, ROSS’S BEDROOM – DAY 9




  Ross dresses carefully for Elizabeth and Francis’s wedding.




  CUT TO:




  43: INT. SAWLE CHURCH – DAY 9




  Ross watches as Francis and Elizabeth stand at the altar. His face betrays no emotion, but the knuckles of his hands are white.




  CUT TO:




  44: EXT. TRENWITH HOUSE – DAY 9




  Ross, Verity and other guests walk up the drive to Trenwith House. A coach drives up, almost running them over. It stops outside the front door and George and Cary get out. Ross hangs back

  so as to avoid meeting them.




  ROSS (surprised) George Warleggan? He’s done well for himself – judging by his waistcoat.




  VERITY As you’ll discover, the Warleggans are on the rise.




  At that moment George spots Ross and gives an urbane smile. Ross nods in return.




  CUT TO:




  45: INT. TRENWITH HOUSE, GREAT HALL – DAY 9




  The wedding festivities are in progress.




  CHARLES Ladies and gentlemen, this is a proud day for the Poldarks.




  Various couples are assembled for dancing. The musicians strike up and Francis leads off with Elizabeth. Ross watches silently from the sidelines. Presently he is approached by

  Verity.




  VERITY I wish you could dance, Ross.




  ROSS I thank an American musket for sparing me the ordeal! (then, seeing her genuinely distressed) I trust I shall soon get the better of all my wounds.




  Verity smiles sympathetically and goes off to tend to the wedding guests.




  CUT TO:




  46: INT. TRENWITH HOUSE, GREAT HALL – DAY 9




  George and Cary are observing the bridal pair, in particular Elizabeth.




  CARY Perhaps I should have purchased her for you, nephew.




  GEORGE I broker my own business these days.




  CARY She’ll be wasted here. These Poldarks have nothing beyond the name. And with Charles’s mine on its knees – and mortgaged to the hilt – Warleggan’s Bank may

  send in the bailiffs as and when it chooses.




  GEORGE This is elegant talk for a wedding, Uncle!




  CARY Talk of a profit is always elegant, George.




  ON ROSS: He’s caught the gist of the conversation and his mood darkens further. He turns away from the dancing and makes his way out of the room.




  CUT TO:




  47: INT. TRENWITH HOUSE, HALLWAY – DAY 9




  Ross is looking at the family portraits which adorn the walls. George comes in, strolls over.




  GEORGE My compliments on the scratch! (Ross’s scar) Was it got in any actual fighting or yet another gambling brawl?




  ROSS (smiles) Old habits die hard.




  GEORGE I was sorry to hear of your father.




  Ross nods in acknowledgement.




  GEORGE (cont’d) We have something in common.




  Ross looks doubtful.




  GEORGE (cont’d) Both fatherless? Hostages to our family fortunes?




  ROSS And there the similarity ends.




  GEORGE Cornwall is changing. These are difficult times. I trust you will feel you can rely on your friends.




  ROSS For what?




  GEORGE Whatever you might require.




  It’s a defining moment. Ross takes stock of George – and for the first time realizes he has a choice: to throw in his lot with the Warleggans or to go it alone. Eventually . .

  .




  ROSS I believe I can manage, thank you, George.




  From the next room comes the sound of cheering and Cary’s voice shouting ‘Go on, my beauty, do me proud! Rip its head off!’ George hesitates, then . . .




  GEORGE (cont’d) D’you believe that breeding can ever be bought?




  ROSS You should ask your uncle.




  George flushes, embarrassed by his uncle’s vulgarity.




  ROSS (cont’d) Elizabeth would be delighted by talk of bailiffs on her wedding day.




  GEORGE Elizabeth’s delight is surely no longer your concern?




  It’s as near the knuckle as George dares to go. Ross forces himself to smile. In the nick of time Verity appears.




  VERITY There you are, Ross! I’ve been sent to find you.




  Ross and George bow politely to each other then Verity walks Ross away towards the Great Hall . . .




  CUT TO:




  48: INT. TRENWITH HOUSE, GREAT HALL – CONTINUOUS




  Ross and Verity come in to find a table being prepared for the cockfighting.




  Charles is unveiling his own fighting cock, to the admiration of Aunt Agatha and Francis. Then Ross realizes he is being directed towards the Oak Room . . . and Elizabeth.




  CUT TO:




  49: INT. TRENWITH HOUSE, OAK ROOM – CONTINUOUS




  VERITY (to Elizabeth) You see – he hadn’t left after all!




  Sensing there is much to be said between these two, Verity leaves them. Elizabeth smiles nervously at Ross. He forces a smile in return. The awkwardness between them is almost

  tangible.




  ELIZABETH I was glad to see you at church. (no reply) You must wonder why I wished you there.




  No reply. Ross is determined not to make this easy for her.




  ELIZABETH (cont’d) After that night – when we had no chance to speak – I thought you would come to see me—




  ROSS Why would I do that?




  ELIZABETH To give me chance to explain – to apologize—




  ROSS For what? There was no formal undertaking between us.




  ELIZABETH Not officially, no, but – you know there was something – an understanding—




  Ross stares at her, unable to believe that she’s bringing up this subject, today of all days.




  ELIZABETH (cont’d) But three years is a long time, Ross.




  They are interrupted by the arrival of Mrs Chynoweth.




  MRS CHYNOWETH Elizabeth, remember your duty as a bride is to all your guests?




  ELIZABETH I’ve no taste for fighting, Mama.




  MRS CHYNOWETH Are you a fan of the sport, Ross? Perhaps you’ll instruct me in its finer points.




  ROSS I doubt there are any subtleties of combat on which I can offer you advice, ma’am.




  Mrs Chynoweth looks sharply at him – has she understood him correctly? – then at Elizabeth to see if she will take offence on her mother’s behalf. But Elizabeth is resolute

  in wishing to be left alone with Ross.




  MRS CHYNOWETH I’ll send Francis to you.




  With great reluctance, she leaves.




  ELIZABETH You mustn’t blame my mother. This was my decision—




  ROSS And we must abide by it.




  ELIZABETH And we shall be neighbours. (beat) And friends.




  ROSS If you say so.




  Francis has arrived.




  FRANCIS Feeling neglected, my dear? (takes her hand) May I claim my bride, Ross?




  He leads her away, back to the guests, leaving Ross struggling to put on a brave face.




  CUT TO:




  50: EXT/INT. NAMPARA HOUSE – NIGHT 9




  Ross returns home from the wedding, kicks open the front door, slams it behind him. The house is dark except for a single candle.




  CUT TO:




  51: INT. NAMPARA HOUSE, STAIRS – NIGHT 9




  Much the worse for drink, Ross seizes a decanter of rum and stumbles upstairs.




  CUT TO:




  52: INT. TRENWITH HOUSE, GREAT HALL – NIGHT 9




  A hand puts down a tarot card: the Empress (Elizabeth).




  CUT TO:




  53: INT. NAMPARA HOUSE, ROSS’S BEDROOM – NIGHT 9




  Ross sits on the bed, fully clothed. He has never felt more alone.




  CUT TO:




  54: INT. TRENWITH HOUSE, GREAT HALL – NIGHT 9




  A hand puts down another card: The King of Swords (Ross).




  CUT TO:




  55: INT. NAMPARA HOUSE, ROSS’S BEDROOM – NIGHT 9




  Ross takes a swig of brandy. And despairs.




  CUT TO:




  56: INT. TRENWITH HOUSE, GREAT HALL – NIGHT 9




  The wedding celebrations are over. All the guests have gone. Aunt Agatha is tut-tutting over her tarot cards. Charles is seated at the table. Verity comes in, with a glass of wine, exhausted

  from the events of the day. She takes a seat beside Aunt Agatha, who lays another card: the Four of Cups (Francis).




  VERITY (as a joke) Still a good day for the Poldarks?




  CHARLES Don’t encourage her!




  AUNT AGATHA (touching the King of Swords card) The dark Poldark? (touching the Four of Cups card) Or the fair?




  She deals another card: The Wheel of Fortune.




  AUNT AGATHA (cont’d) The stronger rises as the weaker falls.




  She deals more cards. The Lovers. The Devil. The Tower.




  AUNT AGATHA (cont’d) For all is fair in love and war.




  Charles suddenly looks anxious. Though he usually has no truck with Aunt Agatha’s fortune-telling, this time her predictions fall alarmingly in line with his own fears. He knows he

  must take action.




  CUT TO:




  57: INT. NAMPARA HOUSE, ROSS’S BEDROOM – NIGHT 9




  As Ross stares at his hands, he realizes he is still wearing the ring Elizabeth gave him. The last vestige of hope now gone, he tears it from his finger and flings it across the

  room.




  CUT TO:




  58: EXT. NAMPARA HOUSE – DAY 10




  Ross is repairing a trough in the yard. Jud is repairing a barn. Prudie is feeding chickens. The sound of hooves is heard. Charles approaches. Jud and Prudie slink away. They (and Ross) know

  that Charles is not a fan of theirs.




  CHARLES Still feeding that pair of wastrels? If you turfed ’em out, you could afford to buy stock.




  ROSS They were my father’s friends.




  Ross resumes his work. Charles glances round at the state of the farm and the land, still in disarray despite Ross’s efforts.




  CHARLES You drive yourself hard, boy.




  ROSS It keeps me out of mischief.




  Ross continues to work.




  CHARLES I’m not unfeeling, Ross. I know your father had the worst of the land – and the property—




  ROSS (smiles) The lot of a younger son—




  CHARLES So I’d like to show you something.




  CUT TO:




  59: EXT. CLIFF-TOPS BY GRAMBLER – DAY 10




  Charles and Ross, on horseback, survey the distant Grambler Mine.




  CHARLES What do you see?




  ROSS Grambler. Your family mine.




  CHARLES Not so. What you see – is the past.




  ROSS Does it not still produce?




  CHARLES Precious little. And nothing to trouble the Welsh mines where they’re dragging it out by the cart load. Meantime, we’re sunk in debt, the bankers have us by the

  throat—




  ROSS I’m sorry—




  CHARLES And your mines? What of them? (before Ross can reply) Even worse than Grambler. Derelict, both of them. Your land? Barren. There’s nothing for you here, boy. Your future

  lies elsewhere—




  ROSS Well—




  CHARLES A change of profession. The law, perhaps? – or even the church—




  ROSS (laughing) D’you really not know me, Uncle?




  CHARLES A move to London – or Oxford? (beat) I’ll fund it.




  Ross looks at him in amazement.




  CHARLES (cont’d) Your education, your expenses. I believe it’s what your father would have wanted.




  Ross contemplates him narrowly. He suspects he can see what Charles’s agenda is: to remove him from proximity to Trenwith and to Elizabeth.




  ROSS And Francis? What d’you believe he would want?




  CHARLES For you to prosper.




  ROSS Away from here.




  CHARLES I think that would be best for all concerned.




  Ross smiles. He now knows how keen Charles and Francis are to get him away. And Charles’s offer has a lot going for it.




  ROSS I’ll think on it.




  CHARLES You should be biting my hand off!




  ROSS And may yet do so. But till I’ve exhausted every possibility – of making a living on my own land, among my own people—




  CHARLES Damn your stubbornness, boy! The land is useless, its people are starving – what possible reason is there to stay?




  Ross says nothing. Thwarted, angry, Charles rides away. Ross watches him go. Presently Paul, Mark and Zacky approach, on their way to work. They see him looking down at Grambler.




  PAUL Would ’ee ever think to re-open yer own mine?




  ROSS Wheal Leisure? Without coal and wages? Am I a magician?




  ZACKY If ’ee ever become one, ’ee know where t’ find us!




  Paul and Mark murmur their agreement. Ross rides off.




  CUT TO:




  60: EXT. NAMPARA HOUSE – DAY 10




  Ross rides home. He realizes how much improved Nampara is since he first returned from the war.




  CUT TO:




  61: INT. NAMPARA HOUSE, KITCHEN – DAY 10




  Ross comes in. (Jud and Prudie, caught napping in the box bed, now spring to life and start sweeping and scouring.) Ross seems to have come to a decision.




  ROSS Tomorrow’s market day?




  JUD Aye, sur, ’tis, sur.




  ROSS Well, don’t stand there gawping, Jud! Fetch me my father’s pocket watch!
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