
EXT. GOLF COURSE - DUSK

An orange and pink sky swims over the expanse of a golf-
course. In the distance a country-club can be seen, windows 
yellow, emitting a faint sound of music.

INT. COUNTRY CLUB - DUSK (CONTIN’D)

A ballroom contains a magnificent party, largely feminine. A 
great babble of MIDDLE-AGED LADIES with sharp eyes and large 
bosoms, fan themselves, staring out onto the balcony. 

EXT. BALCONY - DUSK (CONTIN’D)

A smaller group of TEENAGERS dance slightly more barbaric, 
some even sharing kisses. They are watched grudgingly by the 
older women inside. A teenage GIRL laughs uproariously.

GIRL
(loudly)

Oh girls, look! We have an 
audience. Perhaps they wish they 
were as dangerous as us in their 
youth!

INT. COUNTRY CLUB - DUSK (CONTIN’D)

The Middle-aged women blush, turning their backs on the wild 
party outside. 

BERNICE, a plain beauty which is distracted by a large frown, 
plays with her long brown hair, clearly uncomfortable. 

BERNICE (V.O.)
What a bunch of loonies! Look at 
Bessie MacRae...

BESSIE MACRAE, the oldest among the teenagers, dances 
ferociously to the rhythm. 

BERNICE (V.O.)
... Shes been the life of the party 
for a little too long. Her wrinkles 
are so deep-set I could swim in 
them. Dear God, I hope I brought a 
sun hat come to think...

Bernice looks around.



BERNICE (V.O.)
And I mean Otis Ormonde, he’s only 
16!

OTIS ORMONDE, plump and clumsy, stands in the middle of the 
dance floor, being bumped around. He seems to be trying to 
pluck up the courage to cut in, never quite making it.

BERNICE (V.O.)
Someone that young shouldn’t 
gallivanting about with those 
girls. He looks like a bloody 
walrus trying to woo a flock of 
swans.

With a flourish and a bang the music stops. THE COUPLES 
exchange artificial, effortless smiles. A clatter of young 
feminine voices rise over the burst of clapping.

BERNICE (V.O.)
I can’t much dance, but I sure am 
aware that ‘this’, is far less 
enthralling than watching timber 
burn.

A few disappointed STAGS make their back to the walls, having 
being relieved of their dance partners.

Bernice claps unenthusiastically. WARREN MCINTYRE, tall, 
handsome, stares at the band, clapping.

BERNICE (V.O.)
And then there’s men like Warren 
McIntyre...

Warren feels in his jacket pocket, pulling out a pack of 
cigarettes. He strolls out onto the veranda.

BERNICE (V.O.)
I wouldn’t mind a dance with him. 
Yale man. Too bad he’d realize my 
oofish sort of fit I have every 
time I try to give my body any sort 
of instruction. 

The clapping dies down, Bernice continues to stare.

BERNICE (V.O.)
(sarcastically)

Looking for my blessed cousin, 
aren’t you Warren? Is my presence 
in her home an inconvenience for 
you? 
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Warren looks around, searching. He waves and disappears from 
Bernice’s gaze.

EXT. BALCONY - NIGHT (CONTIN’D)

Warren loiters aimlessly, seemingly lost.

MARJORIE
Warren?

Warren looks towards the soft voice at his elbow, turning to 
see MARJORIE, flushed and radiant, bright red hair reflecting 
the romantic lighting of the party.

She settles her hand on his shoulder, Warren’s eye flicker 
slightly.

MARJORIE (CONT’D)
(whispering)

Warren, do something for me - dance 
with Bernice. She’s been scowling 
at Otis Ormonde for almost an hour. 

Warren’s glow fades.

WARREN
Why... sure.

MARJORIE
You don’t mind do you? I’ll see to 
it that you don’t get stuck.

WARREN
Sall right 

Marjorie beams at him, leaving Warren looking dumbstruck.

MARJORIE
You’re an angel, and I’m obliged 
loads.

Warren sighs, glancing around, searching for Bernice.

INT. COUNTRY CLUB - NIGHT (CONTIN’D)

Warren wanders inside, spotting Otis in the centre of the 
floor causing a bit of laughter. He taps on his shoulder.

WARREN
Have you seen Bernice?

Otis nods, pointing to the rest rooms.
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OTIS
She’s gone to fix her hair. I’m 
waiting so I can ask her to dance.

WARREN
Well let me relive you of that 
duty.

Otis gasps in mock horror.

OTIS
I see miss Marjorie has sent in 
another distraction.

INT. COUNTRY CLUB - NIGHT

Warren leads Bernice around the dance floor, not quite making 
eye contact. An intermission ensues and the two saunter 
towards a table outside.

EXT. BALCONY - NIGHT

A drawn out silence engulfs the couple as Bernice attempts to 
seem impressive with her fan.

BERNICE (V.O.)
Oh gosh, I’m such a poor 
conversationalist. What do I say?

Bernice lunges into speech.

BERNICE
It’s hotter here than in Eau 
Claire.

Warren stifles a sigh, nodding.

WARREN
You going to be here much longer?

He turns red, looking regretful.

(a beat)

BERNICE
Another week.

Warren fidgets, turning to look her in the eyes.
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WARREN
You have an awfully kissable mouth.

Bernice scoffs, fanning herself.

BERNICE (V.O.)
Oh how charitable of you! 

Bernice becomes clumsy.

BERNICE
Fresh!

She bites her lip, offering him a flustered smile.

Warren, annoyed, switches topics.

WARREN
Jim Strain and Ethel Demorest 
sitting out as usual.

BERNICE
(laughing)

Oh, yes. I hear they’ve been 
mooning around for years without a 
red penny. Isn’t it silly.

Warren frowns deeply.

BERNICE (V.O.)
Why did I say that? Oh Warren I’m 
just so nervous.

INT. MARJORIES HOUSE - BATHROOM - NIGHT

Bernice stares at her reflection, toothbrush hanging out of 
her mouth.

BERNICE (V.O.)
People aren’t very forward with 
their attention down here...

Marjorie’s head appears from behind the door frame.

MARJORIE
Good night Bernice. Sleep Well.

Bernice nods and resumes her forgotten chore.

BERNICE (V.O.)
Not much for feminine intercourse, 
is she? 

(MORE)
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I would have liked to cry in her 
room, maybe we would end up in 
giggles...

INT. MARJORIES HOUSE - HALLWAY - NIGHT

Bernice wipes her face with a small towel, looking alarmingly 
less colorful. 

Bernice stops, as a passionate conversation emits from the 
study. Bernice stops behind the door, listening.

INT. MARJORIES HOUSE - STUDY - NIGHT

Marjorie paces around her mother, JOSEPHINE, a friendly 
looking woman with milky eyes, mid-forties. 

MARJORIE
She’s absolutely hopeless!

Josephine groans, adjusting her glasses.

MARJORIE (CONT’D)
Oh I know what you’re going to say! 
So many people have told you how 
pretty and sweet she is, and how 
the can cook!

Marjorie’s temper rises, hands flying about her head.

MARJORIE (CONT’D)
What of it? She has a bum time. Men 
don’t like her.

JOSEPHINE
(annoyed)

What’s a little cheap popularity?

Marjorie’s hands cover her face.

MARJORIE
It’s everything when you’re 
eighteen. I’ve done my best. I’ve 
been polite and I’ve made men dance 
with her, but they just won’t stand 
being bored.

Marjorie slumps down next to her mother.

BERNICE (V.O.) (CONT'D)
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MARJORIE (CONT’D)
When I think of that gorgeous 
coloring wasted on such a ninny, 
and think what Martha Carey could 
do with it - oh!

Josephine places her arm over her daughter.

JOSEPHINE
There’s no courtesy these days...

MARJORIE
Well, no girl can permanently 
bolster up a lame-duck visitor, 
because these days it’s every girl 
for herself.

Marjorie lays her head on her mothers shoulder, calming down 
as she strokes her hair.

MARJORIE (CONT’D)
I’ve even tired to drop her hints 
about clothes and things, but she’s 
been furious - given me the 
funniest looks-

JOSEPHINE
(interrupting)

It seems to me that you ought to be 
able to do something for Bernice. I 
know shes not very vivacious.

INT. MARJORIES HOUSE - HALLWAY - NIGHT (CONTIN’D)

Horrified, Bernice scoffs, mouthing the word ‘vivacious’.

INT. MARJORIES HOUSE - STUDY - NIGHT

Marjorie slumps down in her mother’s arms.

MARJORIE
Vivacious! Good grief! I’ve never 
heard her say anything to a boy 
except that it’s hot or the floor 
is too crowded or that she’s going 
to school in New York next year. 
Thrilling!

There is a short silence as Josephine prepares her refrain.
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JOSEPHINE
All I know is, girls not half so 
sweet and attractive get partners. 
Martha Carey, for instance, is 
stout and loud, and her mother is 
distinctively common.

Marjorie groans, tapping her foot.

JOSEPHINE (CONT’D)
Roberta Dillon is so thin this year 
that she looks as though Arizona 
were the place for her. She’s 
dancing herself to death.

INT. MARJORIES HOUSE - HALLWAY - NIGHT

Bernice suppresses a giggle.

BERNICE (V.O.)
A woman after my own heart...

INT. MARJORIES HOUSE - STUDY

Marjorie huffs, acting child-like.

MARJORIE
But mother, Martha is a cheerful 
and awfully witty, slick girl. 
Roberta is a marvelous dancer, 
she’s been popular for ages!

Josephine yawns.

MARJORIE (CONT’D)
I think it’s that crazy Indian 
blood in Bernice. Maybe she’s a 
reversion type. Indian women all 
just sat round and never said 
anything.

INT. MARJORIES HOUSE - HALLWAY

Bernice’s mouth hangs aghast.

BERNICE (V.O.)
The Indian race and I race wonder 
where you got the right to that 
mouth.
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INT. MARJORIES HOUSE - STUDY

Josephine waves her hand, quietening Marjorie.

JOSEPHINE
Go to bed you silly child. I 
wouldn’t have told you that if I 
thought you were going to remember 
it. And I think most of your ideas 
are perfectly idiotic.

MARJORIE
(giving up)

Alright mother, good night.

INT. MARJORIES HOUSE - HALLWAY

Marjorie steps out into a completely empty hall.

INT. MARJORIE’S HOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY

Marjorie eats her breakfast, focused intently on the paper.

Bernice enters, she nods formally, taking a seat opposite 
Marjorie. 

MARJORIE
What’s on your mind.

Bernice pauses, taking in a breath.

BERNICE
I heard what you said about me to 
your mother last night.

Marjorie’s eyebrows raise, showing only a faintly heightened 
color. 

MARJORIE
(voice even)

Where were you?

BERNICE
In the hall. I didn’t mean to 
listen - at first.

Marjorie drops her eyes, becoming very interested in 
balancing a stray corn-flake on her finger.

BERNICE (CONT’D)
I guess I’d better go back to Eau 
Claire - if I’m such a nuisance.
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Bernice’s lower lip begins to tremble.

BERNICE (CONT’D)
I’ve tried to be nice, and - and 
I’ve been first neglected and then 
insulted. No one ever visited me 
and got such treatment.

Marjorie remains silent.

BERNICE (CONT’D)
(dramatically)

But I’m in the way, I see. I’m a 
drag on you. Your friends don’t 
like me.

BERNICE (V.O.)
And I don’t like them.

Turning matter-of-fact, Bernice folds her arms.

BERNICE
Of course I was furious last week 
when you tried to hint to me that 
my dress was unbecoming. Don’t you 
think I know how to dress myself?

Marjorie frowns, glaring at Bernice.

MARJORIE
I didn’t hint anything. I said, as 
I remember it, that is was better 
to wear a becoming dress three 
times straight than to alternate it 
with two frights.

BERNICE
Do you think that was a very nice 
thing to say?

MARJORIE
I wasn’t trying to be nice.

(a beat)
When do you want to leave?

Bernice drew in a sharp breath. A little half-cry escapes 
her.

Puzzled, Marjorie gazes at her.

MARJORIE (CONT’D)
Didn’t you say you were going?
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BERNICE
Yes, but-

MARJORIE
Oh, You were only bluffing!

They stare at each other across the table for a moment. Misty 
waves pass through Bernice’s eyes. 

Marjories face wore a hard expression.

MARJORIE (CONT’D)
So you were bluffing.

Bernice’s admittance shows as she bursts into tears. 

Marjorie’s eyes showed nothing but boredom.

BERNICE
You’re my cousin. I’m v-v-visiting 
you. I was to stay a month, and if 
I go home my mother will know and 
she’ll wah-wonder-

Marjories waits as Bernice’s words turn to little sniffles.

MARJORIE
(coldly)

I’ll give you my month’s allowance 
and you can spend this last week 
anywhere you want. There’s a very 
nice hotel-

Bernice’s sobs rise to a flute note. She rises, fleeing from 
the room.

INT. MARJORIES HOUSE - STUDY - DAY

Marjorie lounges, absorbed in a letter. Bernice reappears, 
red-eyed and consciously calm. 

She doesn’t glance at Marjorie, takes a random book from the 
shelf. She sits, pretending to read.

(a beat)

Bernice closes her book in a snap.

BERNICE
I suppose I better go get my 
railroad ticket.
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MARJORIE
(without looking up)

Just wait till I finish this 
letter.

A painful silences wages, Bernice speaks up.

BERNICE
Do you want me to go home?

MARJORIE
Well, I suppose if you’re not 
having a good time you’d better go. 
No use being miserable.

Bernice shakes her head.

BERNICE
Don’t you think a little common 
kindness-

MARJORIE
Oh please! Don’t quote ‘Little 
Women’. That’s out of style.

Bernice sits back, offended.

BERNICE
You think so?

MARJORIE
Heavens yes! What modern girl would 
live like those insane females?

BERNICE
They were role model for our 
mothers.

MARJORIE
Yes they were - not! Besides, our 
mothers were all well in their way, 
but they know very little about 
their daughters problems.

Bernice draws herself up. The lids of her eyes reddening. 

BERNICE
I think you hard and selfish and 
haven’t a feminine quality in you!

Marjorie drops her letter, turning to face Bernice.
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MARJORIE
Oh my Lord! You little nut! Girls 
like you are responsible for all 
the tiresome marriages, all those 
ghastly inefficiencies that pass as 
feminine qualities. 

Marjorie stands up, pacing. Completely overcome with angry, 
her soliloquy rages on.

MARJORIE (CONT’D)
What a blow it must be when a man 
marries the beautiful bundle of 
clothes that he’s been building 
ideals around, and finds that she’s 
a mere mass of affections.

Bernice’s mouth slips half open.

MARJORIE (CONT’D)
The womanly woman! Her whole early 
life is occupied in whining 
criticisms of girls like me who 
really do have a good time.

Bernice’s jaw descends farther as Marjorie’s voice rises.

MARJORIE (CONT’D)
If you expect me to weep with you 
you’ll be disappointed. Go or stay, 
just as you like.

Marjorie picks up her letter, leaving the room.

BERNICE (V.O.)
Well that was dramatic.

INT. MARJORIES HOUSE - MARJORIE’S ROOM - NIGHT

Marjorie enters, becoming startled as Bernice waits with a 
strangely set face.

BERNICE
I’ve decide, that maybe you’re 
right about thing - possibly not. 
But if you’ll tell me why your 
friends aren’t - aren’t interested 
I’ll see if I can do what you want 
me to do.

Marjorie walks over to her dresser, shaking down her hair.
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MARJORIE
Do you mean it?

Bernice nods her head insistently.

MARJORIE (CONT’D)
Without reservations? 

BERNICE
If they’re sensible things.

Marjorie chuckles.

MARJORIE
You’re no case for sensible things. 
If I tell you to take boxing 
lessons you’ll have to do it.

BERNICE (V.O.)
Ah, she must not have heard about 
the unfortunate relationship 
between my body and brain.

Marjorie takes one last glance at herself and sits next to 
Bernice.

MARJORIE
You have no ease of manner. You’re 
never sure about your personal 
appearance. When a girl is 
perfectly dressed she can forget 
about that sort of thing.

BERNICE
Don’t I look alright?

Marjorie raises her eyebrows sarcastically.

MARJORIE
No, for instance, you never take 
care of your eyebrows.

Bernice brushes her eyebrows in the mirror.

BERNICE
Do you mean to say men notice 
eyebrows?

MARJORIE
Subconsciously of course.

Bernice looks back up at her.
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BERNICE
I thought you despised little 
dainty feminine things like that.

MARJORIE
I hate dainty minds, but a girl has 
to be dainty in person. If she 
looks good she can talk about 
Russia, ping-pong or the Leagues of 
Nations and get away with it.

Marjorie gets up, opening her drawer. She pulls out a fan, 
beginning to fan herself, looking at ease.

MARJORIE (CONT’D)
And I’m just beginning, there’s 
your dancing. Stop standing so 
straight, lean on the man. And also 
you’ve got to learn to be nice to 
men who are sad birds. They’re good 
conversational practice.

Bernice sighs faintly.

BERNICE
Yes, I’m beginning to see.

MARJORIE
And finally, poise and charm will 
just come. You’ll wake up one 
morning knowing you’ve attained it.

Bernice rises, looking slightly dizzy.

BERNICE
I feel rather startled, but you’re 
a peach to me... 

(a beat)
I know you don’t like sentiment.

Marjorie turns quickly.

MARJORIE
Oh, I wasn’t thinking about that. I 
was considering whether we hadn’t 
bob your hair.

Bernice collapses backward upon the bed.

MARJORIE (CONT’D)
Well that was dramatic.
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INT. COUNTRY CLUB - NIGHT

GUESTS strolled in through every entrance. Bernice finds her 
place cards, immediately looking at the surrounding names. 
She groans, unhappy with her positioning.

CHARLEY PAULSON, lacking height and beauty, finds his seat 
next to Bernice, grinning as he sits. 

INT. COUNTRY CLUB - NIGHT

Guest had their soup-plates are clearing, Bernice leans 
towards Charley’s ear.

BERNICE
Do you think I ought to bob my 
hair, Mr. Charley Paulson?

Charlie looked up in surprise.

CHARLEY
Why?

Bernice smiles, staying fairly close.

BERNICE
Because I’m considering it. It’s 
such a sure and easy way of 
attracting attention.

Charlie smiles pleasantly. 

CHARLEY
I don’t know much about bobbed 
hair.

BERNICE
I want to be a society vampire, you 
see, bobbed hair is a necessary 
prelude.

Charley looked vaguely flattered.

BERNICE (CONT’D)
(voice rising slightly)

So I’ve decided, early nest week, 
I’m going down to the barber-shop, 
sit in the first chair, and get my 
hair bobbed. 

She falters, noticing that people near her had paused in 
their conversation, listening.
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BERNICE (CONT’D)
Of course I’m charging admission, 
but if you’ll all come down and 
encourage me I’ll issue passes for 
the inside seats.

A ripple of appreciative laughter ensues. REECE STODDARD, a 
fair bit more attractive, exuding a lot more charm, leans 
over, whispering in Bernice’s ear.

REECE
I’ll take a box right now.

She meets his eyes, smiling, as though he were brilliant.

REECE (CONT’D)
(in the same undertone)

Do you really believe in bobbed 
hair?

BERNICE
(gravely)

I think it’s unmoral. But, of 
course, you’ve either got to amuse 
people.

BERNICE (V.O.)
Or feed ‘em or shock ‘em.

Bernice turned to Charley, speaking confidentially into his 
ear.

BERNICE
I want to ask your opinion of 
several people. I imagine you’re a 
wonderful judge of character.

Charley, thrilled, pays her a subtle compliment, overturning 
her water.

INT. COUNTRY CLUB - NIGHT

Warren stands passively in the stag line, abstractedly 
watching the dancers, seemly looking for someone.

Warren spots Bernice, dancing, laughing and in the arms of 
Charley.

He closes and opens his eyes, but this time she was dancing 
with Reece. He stares in shock. Bernice’s hair sparkled while 
dancing, her smile beamed and her dress was flowing.
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Warren blinks rapidly, continuing his search. He sighs, 
disappointed. He looks back at Bernice. She is again with 
another SUITOR.

Half unconscious, he steps out of the stag line in her 
direction. He hesitates.

He collides with Reece.

WARREN
Oh sorry.

Reece doesn’t stop, he cuts in on Bernice and her suitor.

INT. MARJORIES HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DAWN

Marjorie flicks on the light switch, revealing Bernice, eyes 
sparkling.

MARJORIE
So it worked?

BERNICE
Oh Marjorie, yes!

Marjorie yawns.

MARJORIE
I saw you were having a gay time.

Bernice squeals ecstatically.

BERNICE
I did! Only trouble was that about 
midnight I ran sort of talk. I had 
to repeat myself - with different 
men of course. I hope they don’t 
compare notes.

Marjorie hits the lights, heading upstairs.

MARJORIE
Men don’t, and it wouldn’t matter - 
they’d think you were even 
trickier.

Bernice grasps the banister, looking tired.

MARJORIE (CONT’D)
We’ll fix some new stuff up 
tomorrow. Good night.
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BERNICE
Good night, Marjorie.

INT. MARJORIES HOUSE - GUEST ROOM - DAWN

Bernice lingers on her reflection, taking her hair down. She 
ponders over her reflection, a small smile playing on her 
lips. 

Her eyes flutter, face becoming dreamy.

BERNICE (V.O.)
I did it, well Marjorie- no I did 
it. I bought that red dress. 
Marjorie dug it from the trunk, but 
it was mine.

Bernice combs her hair drowsily.

BERNICE (V.O.)
My own voice, my words, my lips 
smiling and my feet who danced.

Bernice climbs into bed, sighing, drifting off.

BERNICE (V.O.)
Marjorie, nice girl - vain though - 
nice evening - nice boys - like 
Warren... Warren.. Warren - what’s-
his-name... Warren...

Bernice drifts into sleep.

EXT. COUNTRY CLUB - BALCONY - DAY

Bernice and her FRIENDS sit, dining in the afternoon light. 
Laughter sprinkles the air, smiles and eyes wide.

CHARLEY
Oh, Bernice, when you goin’ to get 
the hair bobbed?

Nonchalant, Bernice shrugs.

BERNICE
Day after tomorrow maybe. Will you 
come see me? Because I’m counting 
on you, you know.

CHARLEY
Will we? You know! But you better 
hurry up.
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Bernice laughs nervously, remaining composed.

BERNICE
Pretty soon now. You’d be 
surprised.

EXT. MARJORIES HOUSE - FRONT YARD

Dogs barking, bird chirping and Warren’s car can be seen 
pulled up into the driveway.

Warren knocks on the door, only to be greeted by the 
PARLOURMAID.

PARLOURMAID
Ah, Mr. McIntyre, Marjorie is 
regrettably out today sir.

Warren bows his head.

WARREN
I’m actually here for Miss Bernice, 
if I am?

Quite taken aback, she opens the door for Warren.

EXT. GOLF COURSE - LAWN - DAY

Bernice and Warren stroll the grounds. Never walking too 
fast, in fear that they might miss a piece of conversation. 

They laugh, bumping into one another.

INT. MARJORIES HOUSE - STUDY

Marjorie and Bernice sit on opposite sofa’s, reading. The 
telephone rings, Bernice answers. She begins a long and loud 
conversation with Warren.

Marjorie becomes increasingly more agitated, drumming her 
fingers on the arm of her chair.

Bernice hangs up, gazing over at Marjorie.

BERNICE
I suppose she’s upset. Her most 
reliable beau? Hanging on me for 
the last week? It must be 
exceedingly frustrating.
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MARJORIE
You may as well get Warren out of 
your head.

Bernice is startled.

BERNICE
What?

MARJORIE
You may as well stop making a fool 
of yourself over him. He doesn’t 
care a snap of his fingers about 
you.

A tense moment passes, as they regard each other. Marjorie - 
aloof, Bernice - astounded. 

Riotous honking breaks their silence. Both gasp faintly, 
turning, hurrying out side-by-side.

INT. COUNTRY CLUB - DAY

The group stands around, chatting nonsensically. Bernice and 
Marjorie, far apart, not minding one another.

REECE
When you going back to 
kindergarten, Otis?

OTIS
(mock horror)

Me? The day Bernice gets her hair 
bobbed. 

Marjorie’s head snaps quickly.

MARJORIE
Then your education is over. That’s 
only a bluff of hers. I should 
think you’d have realized.

Otis gives Bernice a reproachful glance.

OTIS
That a fact?

Bernice’s cheeks burn red.

MARJORIE
There’s a lot of bluffs in this 
world. You’re young enough to know 
that, Otis.
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OTIS
Well, maybe so. But gee! With a 
line like Bernice’s-

MARJORIE
Really?

She yawns.

MARJORIE (CONT’D)
What’s her latest bon mot?

No body seems to know as they remain quiet.

REECE
Was that really just a line?

Bernice gulps, seemingly incapacitated.

BERNICE
I don’t know-

MARJORIE
Splush! Admit it!

OTIS
Come through Bernice, tell her 
where you get off.. 

Bernice spots Warren, who’s eyes had left his conversation, 
now fixed on her questioningly.

BERNICE
I like bobbed hair... And I intend 
to bob mine.

Marjorie stomps her foot, calling for Bernice’s attention.

MARJORIE
When?

BERNICE
Any time!

OTIS
No time like the present!

Otis jumps about.

OTIS (CONT’D)
We’ll have a summer bobbing party!

Everyone nods in agreement, making their way for the door. 
Bernice scurries after.
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BERNICE
I’m sorry - what?

Marjorie’s voice came out of the group, clear and 
contemptuous.

MARJORIE
Don’t worry! She’ll back out!

OTIS
Come on, Bernice!

Warren and Marjorie’s eyes stared, challenging, defying her.

Bernice wavered wildly.

BERNICE
All right, I don’t care if I do.

INT. WARREN’S CAR - DAY

Bernice, Otis sat in the back seat as Warren drives with 
Marjorie up-front. Otis speaks incessantly. 

Bernice pays no attention, staring at Warren’s eyes in the 
review mirror. He was moodily quiet.

BERNICE (V.O.)
Is this how Marie Antoinette felt? 
Bound for the guillotine in 
tumbrel.

The come to the shop. Warren pulls up on the curb. He looks 
behind him towards Bernice, nodding to proceed out.

Bernice looks out the window, reading a sign: SEVIER BARBER 
SHOP.

EXT. BARBER SHOP - SIDEWALK - DAY (CONTIN’D)

Bernice steps out, clutching her hair.

BERNICE (V.O.)
My world feel terribly hostile at 
the moment. This is my guillotine 
indeed.

The BARBER, retiring in a white coat, smoking a cigarette, 
spots them. He opens the door, beckoning them inside. 
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INT. BARBER SHOP - DAY (CONTIN’D)

Bernice edges inside, eyeing the barber, never quite 
releasing her hair.

BERNICE (V.O.)
My hangman. He would tie me down. A 
white cloth ‘round the neck. Lest 
any of my blood - nonsense - my 
hair - should get on his clothes.

WARREN
All right, Bernice? 

Bernice, ignoring her uproarious peers, crosses the space, 
taking her seat in the first chair.

BERNICE
I want to bob my hair.

BERNICE (V.O.)
Maybe I do?

The Barber’s mouth slides open, cigarette falling to the 
ground.

BARBER
Huh?

Bernice sits high in her seat.

BERNICE
My hair - bob it!

Outside, a PASSERBY, stopped and stared. Snatches of 
conversation drifted through the shops door.

Bernice never moves, watching him remove one tortoiseshell 
comb, then another. His fingers fumbling with hairpins.

BERNICE (V.O.)
This hair, my hair, is going. I’ll 
never again feel it’s voluptuous 
glory down my back.

Bernice clenches her hands under the white cloth, eyes 
narrowing. 

INT. BARBER SHOP - DAY

The Barber swings her chair around, revealing the full effect 
of the cut.
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BERNICE (V.O.)
God. I’m ugly as sin. Who would 
have known I was that pale.

Bernice runs her fingers through her hair.

BERNICE (V.O.)
I feel frighteningly mediocre. 

She climbs down from the chair, attempting a smile, failing 
miserably.

Marjorie’s mouth curve into attenuated mockery. Warren’s eyes 
seem cold.

BERNICE
You see... I’ve done it.

WARREN
Yes, you’ve - done it.

Bernice looks down, kicking at the floor.

BERNICE
Do you like it?

WARREN
Uh, sure.

Marjorie turns swiftly, with serpent-like intensity to 
Warren.

MARJORIE
Would you mind running me down to 
the cleaners? I’ve simply got to 
get a dress there before supper.

Warren stares at some infinite speck out the window. 

For an instant his eyes rest coldly on Bernice, as they turn 
to Marjorie.

WARREN
(slowly)

Be glad to.

INT. MARJORIES HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Bernice step’s inside, gathering amazement from Josephine.

JOSEPHINE
Why, Bernice!

25.



BERNICE
I’ve bobbed it, Aunt Josephine.

JOSEPHINE
Why, Ber-nice!

Bernice plays nervously with her hair.

BERNICE
I suppose I’ve shocked you.

JOSEPHINE
No, but what will Mrs. Deyo say? 
She’s hosting the party for you and 
Marjorie.

Bernice frowns.

BERNICE
It was sudden. Anyway why does it 
matter?

JOSEPHINE
Why, child, in her paper on “The 
Foibles of the Younger Generation” 
that she read at the last meeting, 
she devoted fifteen minutes to her 
loathing of bobbed hair.

Bernice looks down.

BERNICE (V.O.)
What a nasty trap...

INT. MARJORIES HOUSE - GUEST ROOM

Bernice wondered about, undressing as she paced. She dresses 
in her nightgown. Marjorie appears through the doorway.

MARJORIE
Bernice, I’m awfully sorry about 
the Deyo dance. I’ll give you my 
word of honour I’d forgotten all 
about it.

Bernice stands before the mirror, combing out her hair.

BERNICE
‘Sall right
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MARJORIE
I’ll take you down-town tomorrow, 
the hairdresser will fix it. You’ll 
look so slick.

Bernice remains calm.

BERNICE
Oh, ‘sall right.

MARJORIE
Still it’s your last night, so I 
suppose it won’t matter much.

Bernice winces as Marjorie begins to braid her hair. Twisting 
it slowly, looking somewhat of a Saxon princess. 

BERNICE (V.O.)
You’ve made such a fool of me. My 
chance at beauty, sacrificed, to 
the jealous whim of you, selfish 
girl.

Bernice grits her teeth, forcing a smile.

MARJORIE
It looks all right. For heaven's 
sake, don’t let it bother you!

BERNICE
It won’t.

MARJORIE
Good night, Bernice.

Marjorie exists swiftly, slamming the door on the way out. 

Bernice’s eyes shut, opening slowly. She springs dramatically 
to her feet, noiselessly crossing over to her bed.

From underneath it she drags out a suitcase.

Hurriedly she packs, throwing in clothes and toiletries.

She moved quietly, but deadly efficiently. 

She sits down at her desk, writing a short note. She seals 
it, laying it on her pillow. She glances at her watch.

INT. MARJORIES HOUSE - JOSEPHINE’S ROOM

Bernice peers through the doorway, blowing a sweet kiss in 
her aunt’s direction. She smiles sweetly, exiting the room.
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INT. MARJORIES HOUSE - MARJORIE’S ROOM - NIGHT

Marjorie lays asleep, as her door is pushed open softly.

Bernice creeps towards her bedside. Bending over she grabs 
one of Marjorie’s braids, severing it with a pair of 
scissors.

She pause as Marjorie mutters in her sleep. She steps 
backwards slowly towards the door.

EXT. MARJORIES HOUSE - FRONT YARD - NIGHT

Bernice exists, closing the door carefully behind her. She 
steps onto the sidewalk swinging her baggage like a shopping 
bag.

She looks at her opposite hand, finding the braids, letting 
out a loud guffaw. 

She passes by Warren’s house. On an impulse she sets down her 
baggage with a slight thud.

She swings the braids, flinging them onto the porch. Laughing 
hysterically. 

BERNICE
Huh! Scalp the selfish thing!

She picks up her suitcase, setting off at a half-run down the 
moonlight street, bob bouncing.
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