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EXT. FRENCH COUNTRYSIDE - EVENING

A dirty old wooden fence runs along the top of a beautiful 
hillside, the sun slowly setting behind a wooded copse. 

A title card informs us that it is in fact: 

France 1915

Two British soldier, HARRY (45) and TIMOTHY (20) are being 
led across the line of the fence by an old FRENCH FARMER in 
dusty clothes, carrying an axe. Harry is supporting Timothy, 
who is clearly very badly injured.

TIMOTHY
I need to sit for a while.

HARRY
I don’t know, mate, we’re out in 
the open here.

TIMOTHY
Please Harry.

HARRY
Right... Right you are, old boy.

Harry places Timothy against a fence post. The Farmer turns 
around.

FRENCH FARMER
Allez, encore quelqu’ p’tites
heures, c’est plus bien lion.

HARRY
Just a little while there, Pierre. 
The boy’s tired. Il est fatigue, 
right?

Harry takes three cigarettes out of a battered box and gives 
one each to the farmer and Timothy. They smoke quietly for a 
moment.

Timothy’s speech is pained and laboured. 

TIMOTHY
I’ve been here before. I know this 
place... No... Painting! This is a 
painting.

HARRY
Would that it were, son.

TIMOTHY
No, I’ve seen this place in a 
painting. It hung on the wall at my 
grandmother’s house. I can’t 
believe I’m actually here. 

(MORE)



The artist must have sat right 
here, on this very hill.

HARRY
Well isn’t that extraordinary?

TIMOTHY
I used to stare at that painting. I 
loved it. There was a man on a 
horse, down there by that patch of 
trees. I would imagine he was a 
knight returning from a quest, his 
army gone. A lone hero coming home.

HARRY
Tell you what, mate, when we get 
back I’ll buy that painting from 
your grandmother and you can jolly 
well hang it in your own house, eh?

FRENCH FARMER
Monsieur.

Harry turns and sees the farmer gesturing across the hills. 
He looks to see a man on a horse galloping towards them.

As the rider nears we see that it is a KNIGHT, though his 
armour is battered and his banner torn he is still sat 
resplendent on his horse.

Timothy is amazed at the sunlight shining off the Knight’s 
silvery armour.

The knight saunters up and reaches down to Timothy who, 
beaming, reaches up and climbs painfully onto the horse.

TIMOTHY
See you at home, Harry.

Harry and the farmer watch as the horse gallops away into the 
distance.

HARRY (V.O.)
Timothy, old son?

Timothy is in fact still leaning against the fence post, a 
look of serene calm in his eyes.

He is dead. Harry is crouched over him.

HARRY (CONT’D)
Speak to me boy.

He looks up to the farmer and shakes his head. Harry reaches 
into Timothy’s shirt and rips off his dog tags.

Harry and the farmer silently wander off down the hill, 
following the fence line. 
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TIMOTHY (CONT'D)


