
INT. SUBURBAN HOUSE - DAY1 1

RAISED VOICES behind a closed door. The sound of a SMASH and 
then SILENCE. The door is yanked open and A FIGURE lumbers 
out, holding a BEER CAN, voice slurred.

FATHER
You couldn’t play it anyway.

JAMES TREADWELL (17) is left standing in HIS BEDROOM. Posters 
line the walls - a Beatles poster, an idyllic, exotic beach. 

James is staring down in disbelief.

A GUITAR, already patched up, now broken, lies on the carpet. 
James takes up the instrument and tries a couple of chords. 
Shakes his head in anger. He grips the neck of the guitar. 

Repeatedly smashes it against the wall, splintering to 
pieces.

His sister HEATHER(9) appears, staring uneasily from another 
bedroom. James exits his room and they make eye contact. 

There is tenderness buried in the teenager’s eyes but his 
anger overpowers it. He turns away. Heads down the stairs. 

Strides across a DISHEVELLED LIVING ROOM. His FATHER now lies 
comatose on the sofa, a nearby table littered with EMPTY BEER 
CANS. James glares at him, grabs a bottle of cheap whisky, 
half full, and storms out. SLAMS the front door behind him.

EXT. COMMUNITY GARDEN - NIGHT2 2

James lies sleeping, his head nestled against a moulding, 
discarded CHILDREN’S RIDE-ON TOY in a grubby corner of a 
community garden.

He drags his sad, tired, blood-shot eyes open. Pulls his 
hoodie over his head. Chucks the empty whisky bottle. The 
sound of SMASHING GLASS ON CONCRETE in the distance.

James shuffles joylessly away towards the exit gates. But 
something in his peripheral vision stops him. 

Lights are on in a distant greenhouse, a muted beacon in the 
dark night. A tall, crooked figure, dressed in what appears 
to be PYJAMAS, shuffles across the greenhouse. Then is gone.

James blinks, his eyes fixed on the greenhouse. 

INT. GREENHOUSE - NIGHT3 3

James steps into the greenhouse, rubbing his cold hands 
together, his eyes scanning around. 



An old man is collecting GARDENING ITEMS in the corner. He is 
indeed wearing pyjamas, although he looks peculiarly 
comfortable wearing them outdoors, at near enough midnight, 
on a cold Autumn night. This is HOBIE ALBRIGHT and he -

Fires a welcoming glance towards the hoodied figure. He’s 
70s, at least, maybe older. 

HOBIE
Bring over that trowel would you?

Hobie continues working, hauls up a large terra-cotta pot.

James stays put, studying the old man. A VIOLENT SMASHING 
SOUND. James flinches, immediately alert and defensive.  

The terra-cotta pot lies broken on the ground.

Hobie stares down at it, looking suddenly lost, fragile. 
James picks up the trowel and heads over.

JAMES
I’ll sort that.

Hobie takes the trowel, which seems to re-orientate him. 

HOBIE
No time for that. Very urgent 
business at hand.

James watches in surprise as the old man impatiently kicks 
away the broken pieces of pot with a slippered foot.

Hobie grabs another LARGE FLOWER POT, begins trowelling 
COMPOST in. 

JAMES
You work here?

HOBIE
Astounding detective work.

JAMES
Only asking.

HOBIE
Just teasing. You interested in 
gardening?

JAMES
Err. No.

HOBIE
That’s a real shame.

Hobie’s eyes are alive with genuine emotion and James 
immediately regrets his cynicism. 
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HOBIE (CONT’D)
I run this place with my wife Edie. 
Have done for thirty years now. We 
built it up from nothing together. 

The pot now full of compost, Hobie swiftly snatches up a 
piece of DRIFTWOOD and a KNIFE. His fingers begin expertly 
shaping the wood with the blade.

James’ eyes follow the movement of the blade.

JAMES
What’s that you’re doing?

HOBIE
Making a bridge graft. 

Hobie has a thought and turns to the boy.

HOBIE (CONT’D)
Listen, will you help me? So much 
easier with two. 

JAMES
You’re all right. I’d just mess it 
up.

HOBIE
You’ll do just fine. I’ll show you. 
Please.

There’s an urgency in the old man’s gentle eyes.

And, despite himself, James finds himself nodding.

Hobie gives him a rough slap on the shoulder. James flinches 
slightly, uncomfortable with the physical contact.   

HOBIE (CONT’D)
Excellent. Let’s get it done. No 
time to lose.

JAMES
What’s the hurry?

Hobie ignores the question, his fingers nimbly completing 
their work on the driftwood. He holds it up in his fingers.

HOBIE
Not too bad. Here’s our splint. 
This will secure the graft. 

Hobie gently checks and reorders other items he has laid out. 
NYLON THREAD. TAPE. A WATERING CAN.

HOBIE (CONT’D)
We repair the cambium layer with 
the graft. 
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Build a bridge, restoring the flow 
of water to the roots of the tree.

Hobie’s eyes shine out at him and James finds himself 
increasingly transfixed. 

HOBIE (CONT’D)
It’s one of the most delicate 
procedures there is. What we’re 
doing is nothing short of nurturing 
the life force back. Like surgeons. 

JAMES 
So. Where’s our patient?

A dark shadow crosses Hobie’s face. He motions over to the 
other corner of the greenhouse, but keeps his eyes averted.

A FRAGILE, ORNATE TREE lies on the ground. It’s in a bad way, 
branches torn away, its thin trunk completely ripped in half.

James stares at it with uneasy eyes.

HOBIE
Ginkgo biloba. Common name Autumn 
Dawn. Highly rare over here.

James’ eyes are locked on the tree. 

HOBIE (CONT’D)
I bought it for Edie when we were 
over in Japan. A present. Our 
fortieth wedding anniversary. 

James looks ready to be sick, rising panic in his eyes.

FLASHBACK: Daytime. James grabs the bottle of whisky.4F 4F

HOBIE (CONT’D)
It’s so special to her.

FLASHBACK: James storms down the street, swigs Whisky.

HOBIE (CONT’D)
She mustn’t see it in that state.

Tears fill James’ eyes.

FLASHBACK: James stumbles through the community garden, 
crashing several COLOURFUL POTTED PLANTS off a table with a 
nasty sweep of his arm. 

James stares down drunkenly, black hatred in his features. 

The Autumn Dawn stands below in amongst a bed of flowers. 

James grabs it in a frenzy. Rips the small tree out by the 
roots, pulling it into the air.
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FLASHBACK ENDS: Hobie stares down at the broken tree.

JAMES
It’s dead. 

HOBIE 
Almost. But not quite. 

A determination gathers in Hobie.

HOBIE (CONT’D)
It’ll be difficult. And we’ll need 
some luck. But if the graft 
takes...Then with a little heat, 
light, water.

Hobie studies the boy.

HOBIE (CONT’D)
Some careful tending...We can do 
this.

Hobie’s features light up.

James nods furiously, his belief renewed.

VOICE (OFFSCREEN)
Mr Albright.

James and Hobie turn, stunned. A CARER with kind eyes, in 
medical garb, has entered the greenhouse. He approaches them. 

CARER
I thought I might find you here.

Hobie shakes his head, affronted.

CARER
It’s after midnight. Time to get 
back to Bayridge. Your home? 
Remember?

A sudden realisation comes into Hobie’s eyes. And everything 
crumbles in an instant. Sucking the joy out of him and 
leaving him completely dejected, lost, bewildered. 

The Carer nods across at James. Puts his hand softly on the 
old man’s shoulder, gently leading him away. 

CARER (CONT’D)
We’re going to have to keep a 
closer eye on you Hobie.

JAMES
Hobie.

Hobie turns back. 
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James stares into the old man’s eyes.

JAMES (CONT’D)
I’m James.

Hobie places the driftwood, tape and nylon thread carefully 
down into the boy’s hands.

James watches in sadness as the old man is led away. Leaving 
him alone in the greenhouse.

EXT. COMMUNITY GARDEN - DAY4 4

James and his sister Heather stand in front of a bench in the 
community garden, the greenhouse in the background, rolling 
countryside beyond. 

A plaque on the bench reads: “DEDICATED IN LOVING MEMORY OF 
EDITH ALBRIGHT - 1945-1997.”

INT. GREENHOUSE - DAY5 5

James cascades water down from a watering can, over the 
Autumn Dawn, which stands in the flower pot. A graft holds 
its fragile trunk together.

James smiles down at the tree, which is looking pretty 
healthy. He runs his fingers over the nylon thread and tape 
which secures the intricate graft in place. 

A small figure in the distant greenhouse James passes the 
watering can to his sister, and she begins watering the other 
plants. 
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