
INT. ANNIE MOFFATT’S HOUSE. DRESSING ROOMS. DAY. 1862. 69 69

All the other girls are unpacking their dresses and tittering 
about. Meg unpacks her few things and then sits quietly. 

ANNIE
Now what dress will you wear 
tonight, Meg? 

MEG
(ashamed, but hiding it)

I will wear this one. 

SALLIE
Can’t you send home for another? 

MEG
I haven’t got any other. 

SALLIE
Only the one? Oh, that’s so 
/funny! 

ANNIE
(jumping in)

/Not at all. Where is the use 
of having a lot of dresses 
when she isn't out yet? 
There's no need of sending 
home, Daisy - I’m going to 
call you Daisy now - I've got 
a sweet blue silk laid away, 
which I've outgrown, and you 
shall wear it to please me, 
won't you, Daisy?

INT/EXT. LAURENCE HOUSE. DAY. 1862.70 70

Beth enters the big house and makes her way to the 
conservatory, looking at the piano with love. 

From his study Mr. Laurence loud-whispers to his staff:

MR. LAURENCE 
Quiet! Everyone quiet! Be sure not 
to disturb the little girl! 

INT. LAURENCE HOUSE. MUSIC ROOM. DAY. 1862.71 71

A very nervous Beth sits down and sees the sheet music in 
front of her. At first she is tentative, trying to play 
quietly, but soon she plays with abandon. She is on fire. Her 
music bleeds into...  
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INT. MOFFATT BALLROOM. DAY. 1862. 72 72

... the music in the Moffatt ballroom. Meg is done up nearly 
beyond recognition. She’s powdered and corseted and drinking 
and flirting. In fact, she’s kind of great at it.

ANNIE
Ned is absolutely in love with you, 
Daisy! They all are! 

Suddenly, Laurie is standing in front of her. Meg starts. 

ANNIE (CONT’D)
Have fun, little Daisy. 

And Annie retreats with her friends, giggling again. 

MEG
(trying to be normal)

Laurie! I didn’t know you were 
going to come! 

LAURIE
It was supposed to be a surprise. 

MEG
And what a nice one it is. 

LAURIE
Why are they calling you “Daisy”?

MEG
It’s their pet name /for me. 

LAURIE (CONT'D)
/Meg is a perfectly good 
name. 

MEG
It’s just like playing a part, to 
be not-Meg for just a little while. 

LAURIE
(re: her champagne)

You’ll have a terrible headache 
tomorrow. 

MEG
It’s a good thing that it’s still 
tonight, then. 

(then)
Don’t you like the way I look? 

LAURIE
No I don’t. 
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MEG
Why /not?

LAURIE (CONT'D)
(disdainful)

/I don’t like fuss and 
feathers.

MEG
You... you are the rudest boy I 
ever saw!

Meg, in her anger and hurt, inelegantly hands him her 
champagne and accepts a dance with the boy standing nearest. 

INT. LAURENCE HOUSE. DAY. 1862. 73 73

Mr. Laurence, sitting in his study, is deeply moved by Beth’s 
music. Tears stream down his face.

INT. MOFFATT BALLROOM. NIGHT. 1862.74 74

Meg feels faint from the corset and the champagne, and leans 
her head against the cool glass.  

LAURIE
Please forgive me and come dance. 

MEG
(still hurt)

I’m afraid it would be too 
disagreeable for you. 

LAURIE
I don’t like your dress, but I 
think you are just... splendid. 

Meg smiles and accepts his apology and hand, and they rise: 

MEG
I know it’s silly, but please don’t 
tell them at home. I’ll tell them, 
but let me have my fun tonight. 
I’ll be desperately good the rest 
of my life.  

LAURIE
What should I tell them? 

MEG
Just that I looked pretty and was 
having a good time. 

LAURIE
Are you? 
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