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“So, what do you do, Noah?”
“I work at the lumber yard with Fin. Mainly milling and 

receiving logs...and 
stripping the bark.”
“Oh, that’s lovely, dear.”
“Thank you.”
“If you don’t mind my asking, uh, how much do you make at 

your job?”.
“Uh, how much money do I make? Mm-hmm. About forty cents 

an hour. 
Yeah, it’s not much, but I don’t need a lot. And I... I save most 

of it” 
-
-

-

-

Yeah, it’s not much, but I don’t need a lot. 
And I... I save most of it).
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RUTH: And where exactly do you live, Mr. Dawson?
JACK: Well, right now my address is the RMS Titanic. After 

that, I’m on 
God’s good humor 

-
-

-

-

-
 

RUTH: 
you?

JACK Well... it’s a big world, and I want to see it all before 
I go. My father 

was always talkin’ about goin’ to see the ocean. He died in the 
town he was 

born in, and never did see it. You can’t wait around, because 
you never know 

what hand you’re going to get dealt next. See, my folks died in 

teaches you 
to take life as it comes at you. To make each day count 

-
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Vivian is no sooner in door than she is subject to disapproving 
stare 

of a SALESWOMAN standing behind the counter.
SALESWOMAN: 
VIVIAN: I’m just looking, thanks.

glass objects. 
She cautiously examines a dress. The Saleswoman quickly 

comes around 
the counter and approaches her.
SALESWOMAN: Are you looking for something in particular?
VIVIAN: Yes. Something... conservative.
SALESWOMAN: Yes...
Vivian eyes the Saleswoman, puzzled at her tone. She examines 

a dress.
How much is this?

I asked how 
much it was.
SALESWOMAN: It’s very expensive.
Vivian’s body tenses as she stares at the Saleswoman.
VIVIAN: What is with you?

Excuse me?
VIVIAN: I’m going to spend money.
SALESWOMAN: I don’t think we have anything for you here. 

You’re 
obviously in the wrong place 

-
-

-

cooly -
-

-
-

-

I don’t think we have anything for you here. 
You’re obviously in the wrong place).

-

Vivian enters. The moment she steps through the door, Vivian’s 
courage 

leaves her.
The saleswoman is waiting on a CUSTOMER.

would look 
wonderful on you.
Vivian musters her courage. She takes a deep breath and starts 

forward.

VIVIAN:’Scume me.
Both the saleswoman and her customer look up. The saleswoman 

smiles 
pleasantly.
SALESWOMAN: Yes?
VIVIAN: Do you remember me?
SALESWOMAN: No, I’m sorry, I don’t.
VIVIAN: I was in here yesterday.

to dawn in the 
saleswoman’s eyes. Vivian’s courage begins to return.
VIVIAN: Yeah. That’s right. It’s me.I want you to know 

something. You made 
me feel terrible. I wasn’t dressed right and you said I didn’t 

belong here.
Well, I do. You’re the one that was wrong, not me. And I want 

to tell you 
something else. I’m never gonna shop here again as long as I 

live.
And with that, Vivian turns and walks out.
The saleswoman is stunned. A beat. The customer thrusts the 

dress into the 
saleswoman’s arm as if offended by Vivian’s speech and leaves 

the store also. 

-

“Of course I laughed! I’ve seen you take down a bandit with 
barely a blink”. 

“You laughed because...?”.
“Oh. That. Well... uh...”. Shamus scrubbed at his scalp, curls 

and that.
Dray grinned. “Shamus, she won’t bite you...very hard”.
Nia tossed her napkin at him.

He tugged at the collar of his pale 
yellow shirt. 
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“Because I agreed. You look a sight better holding that infernal 
bell than I 

do”.
“Thank you, sir”.
He held her gaze, a smile continuing to tickle his lips upward. 

“My pleasure, 
Princess”. 

-
-
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Oh. That. Well... uh), 

His ears 

tugged at the collar of his pale yellow shirt)  -
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