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1906. The seaside town of Newport, Rhode Island is a 
playground for the wealthiest families in America, who summer 
in expansive mansions they playfully refer to as “cottages.” 

One year after a traumatic event, Clara Evans arrives in town 
to interview for a job the family of Maxwell Briar and his 
sister Daisy, who live in one of those cottages -- Ember Hill. 

INT. EMBER HILL - DRAWING ROOM - DAY

Clara waits alone in an ornate drawing room, a PORTRAIT of a 
stern GRAY HAIRED WOMAN who looks like Cinderella’s evil 
stepmother above the fireplace. 

Clara takes a few deep breaths and looks down at her HANDS 
and sees them SHAKING. Balls them into fists to try and stop.  

The doors SWING OPEN, and in walks DOROTHEA CARTERET, 62, the 
imposing matriarch from the portrait.

DOROTHEA
Alright then, let’s see you. 

Dorothea advances on Clara and inspects her like a discounted 
horse. Clara, flustered, tries to explain herself. 

CLARA
Good day, ma’am, I’m Clara Evans, I --

DOROTHEA
I am Dorothea Carteret, and in this 
house, domestics speak only when 
commanded. 

(then)
Why haven’t you got a husband? 

Clara blushes, stares at the floor. 

DOROTHEA (CONT’D)
Now is when you speak. 

CLARA
(mumbling)

I am not currently in a posi--

DOROTHEA
Ah-nun-cee-ate.

CLARA
I am not in a position to marry. 

DOROTHEA
Yet you are in a position to take 
care of my grandchildren, are you?



CLARA
I have a degree from --

DOROTHEA
A degree. The very latest in 
women’s fashion, and a trend sure 
to vanish with the season. 

She stops and looks Clara in the eye. Clara tries to look 
down again, but Dorothea grabs and holds her chin in place. 

DOROTHEA (CONT’D)
No. No, I don’t think you’ll do. 

Clara’s heart sinks. 

CLARA
Ma’am?

DOROTHEA
I would recommend that you board 
the next steamer back to New York. 
Mabel and Amos deserve better.  

Finished with her, Dorothea starts to go as Clara despairs. 
But as she breezes out of the room, she adds --

DOROTHEA (CONT’D)
She loves that poetess. The morose 
one. Your glum frock suggests you 
have that in common. 

CLARA
But -- whom do you mean? Have I 
lost the position? 

Not a second later, a SIDE DOOR opens and in walks -- 

DAISY BRIAR, 26, a breath of fresh air who could also give 
you frostbite, holding a folded letter. 

DAISY
I wanted to read up on your 
qualifications before we met.  

A confused Clara readjusts to this new interviewer. 

CLARA
Of course, ma’am. I’m Clara Evans. 
It’s a pleasure to -- 

DAISY
What about this is pleasurable? 
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Clara is flummoxed, but Daisy plows ahead. 

DAISY (CONT’D)
People in this town seldom speak 
plainly. Truth is so rare that it’s 
delightful to tell it.  

Clara REACTS to this, glances at the portrait in surprise.

DAISY (CONT’D)
You arrived with your luggage for 
an interview. A little 
presumptuous. 

Clara REDDENS, she can’t win. Daisy circles her, examining 
her like a medical specimen. Clara’s gaze again shoots 
reflexively to Dorothea's portrait.

DAISY (CONT’D)
You went to Smith, where your 
father taught. I’m sure you have a 
recommendation from some dean in 
that bag. A friend of your 
father’s, no doubt.

Clara just tightens her grip on her bag, stares at the floor.

DAISY (CONT’D)
I could have saved you the trip had 
Mrs. O’Connell given me your letter 
earlier, but we’re still sorting 
things out, so... here we are. 

Clara sinks even deeper into herself. Humiliated. 

DAISY (CONT'D)
(condescending)

These children need to learn the 
meaning of hard work more than 
fractions or French. And you have 
no real experience.  

A beat. Daisy furrows her brow in disbelief. Pity. 

DAISY (CONT’D)
Clara. Go home.

As Daisy turns, Clara braces herself for a beat. Takes a deep 
breath, goes for it.

CLARA
(desperate)

Ma’am, I have no home. 
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That stops both of them, Clara shocked she blurted it out.

CLARA (CONT’D)
My parents are dead. I was staying 
with a friend in the city and I 
have no other prospects. I like 
children, and they like me, and -- 

DAISY
Now we speak plainly. I’m 
sympathetic to your plight, Clara, 
but it does little to qualify you 
for this position.  

She goes to the door, and a look of panic builds on Clara’s 
face. Dorothea's portrait seems to urge her on. 

This is it. It’s now or never. One last chance.

CLARA
(forceful)

A wounded deer leaps the highest. 

Clara bows her head, embarrassed. Daisy turns, intrigued. 

DAISY
Emily Dickinson. What possessed you 
to quote her just then? 

Clara can’t help but look at the portrait, but answers evenly --

CLARA
You did the same. Truth is so 
rare...

Daisy’s happily surprised by this cheekiness.  

DAISY
I must admit, I’m impressed. 

Daisy considers Clara carefully. 

DAISY (CONT’D)
As it happens, we’re engaged this 
evening, and it’s Mrs. O’Connell’s 
night off. Perhaps rather than muck 
up her schedule, we could try you.  

CLARA
You are the children’s mother?

DAISY
Daisy Briar. Their aunt. Their 
mother is none of your concern. 
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Clara nods, grateful, but also a little wary. Her eyes flit 
to Dorothea's portrait. 

DAISY (CONT’D)
It’s just a trial. If we’re not 
satisfied, you’ll be dismissed. 

CLARA
Yes ma’am. Thank you. 

DAISY
The children are to address you as 
Miss Evans. You are to be their 
governess, not their pal. And you 
will not, under any circumstances, 
enter my room or Mr. Briar’s. Nor 
the room adjacent to Mr. Briar’s. 
Are these points clear?  

Clara clearly finds this odd, but nods her understanding. 
Daisy stops by the door as Clara looks to the portrait again. 

DAISY (CONT’D)
And for Christ’s sakes, stop 
cowering at Mrs. Carteret’s 
portrait. She’s been dead for over 
a month, she can’t hurt you.  

Wait, what? The door SLAMS, leaving Clara alone. And shaken.  

INT. NEWPORT READING ROOM - DAY

MAXWELL BRIAR, 35, cocker spaniel eyes and a nervous 
disposition, smokes a cigar in a rich leather easy chair.

LORD ROYCE COLLIER, 34, the charming and unflappable 
Englishman in the seat next to him, plays a game of SOLO 
WHIST on a side table.

ROYCE
Are you sure I can’t convince you 
to play, Maxwell? 

MAXWELL
I’m not in the mood for games, 
Royce. Just give it to me straight. 

Royce lays down a card, doesn’t like what he sees.

ROYCE
Well, if the financials you gave me 
hold true, it isn’t a rosy picture. 

(MORE)
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The maintenance of your assets -- 
Ember Hill, your Estes Park property, 
the silver mine -- are burning 
through what little capital you still 
have.

Maxwell massages his temples.

MAXWELL
The mine isn’t failing. It’s a 
solid claim, I just need to invest 
more in it.

ROYCE
Well, selling the Colorado house 
could float you for a few months, 
buy you some time, but you’ll need 
a permanent solution if you intend 
to keep Ember Hill. 

Royce leans in, conspiratorially. 

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Tell me, what are you doing to 
recover your savings? Have you 
involved the Pinkertons? 

MAXWELL
I have someone looking into it.

Royce leans back with his brandy. Takes a puff of his cigar. 

MAXWELL (CONT’D)
I just thought that with your 
experience managing estates, you 
might know of some loophole or 
trick, or... never mind. 

Maxwell sighs heavily and Royce tries to shift gears. 

ROYCE
You’re still coming to the ball 
this evening? 

Maxwell nods, distracted. 

MAXWELL
I haven’t been invited out since 
Marion left. 

ROYCE
It’ll do you good. It’s a rustic 
affair, so wear your best rags.

ROYCE (CONT'D)

6.



Royce tries to refocus on whist, but Maxwell can’t quit his 
shame spiral.

MAXWELL
What will I do, Royce? I have 
nothing.  

Royce studies him then offers, as nonchalantly as he can --  

ROYCE
You have a sister. 

Maxwell nervously scratches his palm. Royce returns his 
attention to the cards.

ROYCE (CONT’D)
Join me for a game?

A beat. Maxwell, uneasy, nods and moves to join him.

INT. CLAMBAKE CLUB - DAY 

An upscale restaurant looking out onto the Atlantic. Daisy, 
the only woman dining alone, SCRAAAAPES the last of a bowl of 
ICE CREAM with a spoon as a snooty WAITER approaches. 

He takes the dish, sneering at it. Daisy CLOCKS this. 

DAISY
Something the matter? 

WAITER
(curt)

No, ma’am.

A terse shake of his head. As he starts to go --

DAISY
Those fried oysters were just 
terrific. I’d love to pay my 
compliments to the chef. 

This catches him off-guard. 

WAITER
Chef Percy only comes in at dinner 
service, ma’am. 

DAISY
Then presumably he didn’t make 
them. Bring me whoever did.
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EXT. ALLEY - LATER

Daisy leans against the clapboard back of the restaurant, 
SMOKING by a dumpster. TOM DARNELL, 28, and wearing dirty 
chef’s whites and a scowl, emerges with a TRASH BAG. 

DAISY
Mr. Darnell, I presume? 

He HURLS the trash into the dumpster, turns and nods.  

DAISY (CONT’D)
You have to take out the trash, too?

But Tom isn’t interested in this conversation.

TOM
What can I do for you, Miss...?

DAISY
Daisy Briar. I wanted to thank you 
for an excellent meal, Mr. Darnell.

TOM
Tom. 

Daisy reaches out her hand, and to Tom’s surprise, gives him 
a firm, masculine handshake. 

DAISY
Are you happy in your current 
position, Tom? 

Tom looks around, suddenly paranoid. 

TOM
Not so loud, Miss. I could lose my 
job for just talking to you. 

DAISY
Well, that would simplify things on 
my end. 

TOM
What outfit you with? 

DAISY
No outfit. I’m... well I guess 
you’d say I’m the new lady of the 
house at Ember Hill -- on Bellevue. 

A FLASH of surprise -- then disgust. 
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TOM
You’re a cottager.

DAISY
I’m just a Denver girl who’s here 
on family business. If I’m to 
survive in this town, I’ll need 
better victuals than our 
housekeeper can provide. 

She smiles, but Tom’s wary, uncomfortable. 

TOM
This is a joke, right?

DAISY
Not in the least. The dish she made 
last night was a mystery worthy of 
Wilkie Collins.  

TOM
Cottagers don’t hire negroes. 

He says it pointedly, but Daisy doesn’t bat an eye. 

DAISY
They’re also plutocrats who call 
themselves cottagers, so let’s not 
consider them paragons of reason. 

Tom can’t figure out her game, and doesn’t want to. 

TOM
It’s just... I’m saving to open my 
own place with a friend. 

DAISY
An admirable goal, and one I’d be 
happy to assist with down the line, 
provided your work satisfies.  

He wants to believe her, but something’s holding him back.

TOM
It’s tempting, but I ride the rail 
down to Virginia Beach tomorrow for 
a catering company job. It’s 
guaranteed work through the winter.    

DAISY
We have no immediate plans to leave 
Newport, Tom. You’d have guaranteed 
work with us, as well. 
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He scratches his neck, not enjoying the pressure.

DAISY (CONT’D)
I’m offering you a good 
opportunity. What is it you’re 
afraid will happen? 

TOM
Let me talk to my business partner 
and think it over.

The words are heavy. Daisy wants to keep it light.   

DAISY
That waiter seemed displeased with 
me. Any idea why?

TOM
You finished your food. 

DAISY
(”fuck that!”)

It was delicious!

Despite himself, Tom smiles a bit. He likes her attitude.

TOM
Cottagers think it’s polite to 
leave the last bite on their 
plates. 

DAISY
Cottagers are idiots.

(then)
Come tomorrow ready to work dinner 
if the answer’s yes. 

Daisy stubs out her cigarette.

TOM
Where are you going now? 

DAISY
To dress up like an idiot. 
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