
CUT TO: 

Nick and Rebecca are on the Sandy Ridge trail. 

NICK 

Did you know that Tom paid my bail 

from Merrill’s insurance money? 

Rebecca stops and turns to Nick. 

REBECCA 

He most certainly did not. I have all 

fifteen thousand accounted for. 

NICK 

I was there, Rebecca. The guard 

confirmed it. Tom paid my bail. In 

fact, Tom himself said it was his 

father’s insurance money. 

REBECCA 

But how can that be? I’m sure all 

fifteen… 

She trails off.  

REBECCA (CONT’D) 

Unless… 

NICK 

(finishing her thought) 

…there was more than fifteen thousand 

to begin with. 

They look at each other. Rebecca suddenly looks distressed. They 

walk on in silence for a moment before she speaks again. 

REBECCA 

He is a willful boy, I admit. And he 

has cause to be angry. But to withhold 

this from me — I would not have 

expected that from him. 

 

NICK 

I can understand why he’s angry. I was 

an angry teen once myself, and I 

didn’t go through anything like what 

he’s had to deal with. What I don’t 



get though, is why he’d spend that 

money on bailing me out. 

REBECCA 

Oh, but he looks up to you so. 

NICK 

Me? But why? 

REBECCA 

(sighing) 

Tom is a complex boy, Nick. A man-boy 

now. He’s trying to define himself, 

not only as an adult, but as the new 

Patriarch of this extended family. He 

so desperately needs a good role 

model. 

NICK 

So what’s the deal with this 

“patriarch” business? Tom used that 

word too. 

REBECCA 

The eldest male in the household is 

responsible for the family. That’s the 

way the Order works. 

NICK 

The Order? You mean, like, the 

religious order? 

REBECCA 

Well, it’s not like a monastic order, 

if that’s what you’re thinking. The 

Patriarchal Order is the basic 

organizational principle of the 

celestial family — it’s our form of 

government, really. 

NICK 

So, your religion dictates that Tom 

has to take charge, despite his age? 

REBECCA 

Yes but, technically speaking, not 

until he turns eighteen next week. 

NICK 

And if he’s not ready? 



REBECCA 

It’s my job to see that he’s ready. 

And where he has flaws, it is my duty 

to shore them up, to help him improve. 

NICK 

Even if that means being subservient 

to him, just because he’s male? 

Rebecca stops and turns to face Nick. 

REBECCA 

Nick, I have spent my whole life in a 

patriarchal society. It does not mean 

to me what it means to you. I have my 

strengths, yes, and I’m content to 

pursue them for the good of everyone 

concerned. But I don’t need to be in 

charge. I’m happy to leave that to 

others, so that they may grow too. 

NICK 

But if you, a mature woman, are better 

suited than an eighteen-year-old to 

make an important decision, shouldn’t 

you assert your right to do so? 

Rebecca laughs.  

REBECCA 

You’ve never been married, have you, 

Nick? 

NICK 

No. 

REBECCA 

A man may be the mouthpiece, but an 

experienced woman is often responsible 

for what it utters. When God commanded 

a woman to be the man’s ‘help-meet,’ 

he meant for her to be his counselor. 

Her job is to advise him. 

NICK 

And the more wives a man has, the more 

advice he gets?  



REBECCA 

You can say that. But some men are 

impervious to advice, no matter how 

many women he has to offer it. 

They turn and begin making their way back toward the cottage. 

NICK 

Listen, I’m sorry — I shouldn’t be so 

judgmental. You and your family have 

been through more than I can possibly 

understand. 

REBECCA 

No, you don’t need to apologize. 

You’ve been more than patient with us, 

and very generous as well. We’ll be 

getting out of your hair in just a few 

days. Once we’re resettled in Elwood, 

I hope to make it up to you. 

 


