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EXT. SCOTTISH WOODLAND - DAY

Through the sunlit trees of the calm green woodland walks 
ISOBEL (10) followed closely by LINDSAY (13), the two girls 
are clearly sisters.

LINDSAY
I don’t really have time for this, 
Izzy, it had better be worth it.

ISOBEL
It is, Lindsay. Have you ever met a 
king before?

LINDSAY
A king? What are you talking- Wait, 
Izzy! Slow down a bit!

EXT. OVERGROWN RUINS

The two girls walk into a large area partially enclosed in an 
ancient ruined cathedral, nature having long ago reclaimed 
the stone with vegetation. The girls approach what looks to 
be a pile of rags and rubbish at the far end of the 
cathedral.

ISOBEL
Hello your majesty, it’s Isobel- 
That’s how you talk to a king- I 
have brought some copper like you 
wanted.

Isobel takes a small copper, star-shaped Christmas ornament 
and placed it on an old fallen log. The pile of rags moves 
and from it JACK sits up. Jack is an old man with a long 
beard and several layers of old clothes.

JACK
Hello little Isobel, you have 
brought a friend today.

LINDSAY
Oh my god, Izzy. That’s just some 
stinky old homeless man. He’s not a 
king. I don’t think mother would 
want us talking to-

ISOBEL
-Can you get us our Daddy back?

LINDSAY
Izzy!

ISOBEL
Our daddy died and mummy cries at 
night. She thinks no one can hear 
her but we can.



LINDSAY
You can’t tell those things to 
strangers! 

ISOBEL
He’s not a stranger! He’s a king!

JACK
The King of May, at your service 
young mistress, or Jack of the 
Green if you prefer, or simply 
Jack.

LINDSAY
Quiet you! He’s not a king, Izzy, 
he’s an old man who lives in the 
woods and shouldn’t be talking to 
little girls.

ISOBEL
No! He’s magic! He asked for 
copper. Now he can bring daddy 
back!

Jack leans forward to Isobel. Lindsay holds her hand up 
between them.

JACK
I can’t bring back your father, 
child, but I can give you a gift.

He takes the copper ornament off the log and touches the 
sodden bark softly with his finger. Two small flowers grow 
and bloom in front of their eyes, stretching to the sunlight.

ISOBEL
I don’t want flowers.

Lindsay touches the flowers, one slightly smaller than the 
other.

LINDSAY
No... It’s okay, Izzy... I 
understand, sir.

Jack nods and sits back. Lindsay takes her sister’s hand.

LINDSAY (CONT’D)
Come on Izzy, let’s leave the 
gentleman alone, he must be busy. I 
mean he is a king after all.

They slowly walk away from the cathedral. They both stop to 
look back and see Jack, not as an old man in rags, but as The 
King of May, his skin a deep bark, his beard a tangle of 
leaves and his hair a crown of twigs.
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