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"THE LIBERTY TREE"

BOLD, WHITE LETTERING on black reads: LOS ANGELES COUNTY MUSEUM
OF ART, 1971 :

LONG SHOT -~ LOS ANGELES COUNTY MUSEUM - DAY
INTERIOR. LONG CORRIDOR, LOS ANGELES COUNTY MUSEUM. POINT-OF-VIEW

It is past closing time. The piercing sound of resonating foot-
steps echo against empty corridors hung with English master-
pieces. Pan from picture to picture. Soft background music:
Chopin’s "Mazurka in A Minor (Op. 17, No. 4). Long shot, "THE
PORTRAIT OF ARTHUR ATHERLEY," (c.a. 1790-91) by Sir Thomas Law-
rence, English 1769-1830.

CLOSE-UP - "The Portrait of Arthur Atherley.” Take note of pic-
ture’ title, then sweep the entire canvas.

KIP ALLMAN‘S VOICE
Dear Dad, I came across a painting in the Los
Angeles County Museum of Art that made a
striking impression on me. It was called "The
Portrait of Arthur Atherley as an Etonian” by
Sir Thomas Lawrence. I swear I could see the
reflection of my soul in his eyes. If he were
‘alive today, I‘'m sure we’d be friends. Tomor-
row my travels come to an end and I leave for
college: St. John‘s College in Annapolis,
Maryland, a school rich in tradition, like
the school Arthur Atherley attended. Unlike
my friends I have chosen to put my future on
hold and study the classics. By doing so, I
hope to become a gentleman, find God and get
laid. If I ever ignored your advice during my
childhood, please know that I am paying close
attention to your words now. Please write
soon. All my love, Kip.

FINAT, SHOT - IMAGE OF SKY FROM PAINTING. DISSOLVE
EXTERIOR. BRILLIANT ANNAPOLIS, MARYLAND SKY. AUTUMN DAY.

AERIAL SHOT of the docks, huge, ivy covered colonial houses, the
Naval Academy and finally, the campus of ST. JOHN’S COLLEGE.

FRAME ORNATE sign in front of the college that reads: "St. John’s
College, founded 1696 as King William‘s School.”

. LONG SHOT of 400-year-old LIBERTY TREE (tulip poplar, 96’ tall,
76/ wide, with a girth at trunk of 26’). Pan close-up details of
the Liberty Tree and its cement-filled trunk and overhead wire
cables supporting massive limbs that seem to defy gravity as well

. as death.
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MEDIUM SHOT - KIP ALLMAN

Kip is standing at the base of the Liberty Tree, carrying two,
large, old-fashioned leather suitcases and wearing a little
backpack. He has little fashion sense, is working class and
managed to qualify for this expensive, private liberal arts
school with scholarships, grants and work study. His physique is
much like Arthur Atherley’s, with long brown hair, slender body,
but awkward. He has just arrived at school and is confused. He is
trying to look cool by smoking tobacco in an old, burly pipe.
Inspired by the monster tree, he puts the suitcases down, reaches
into backpack and pulls out a leather diary, sits crosslegged,
and begins to write a poem.

MEDIUM SHOT - PAUL SEXTON

Paul approaches Kip on the red, cobblestone path. He is a mid
40-year-old liberal arts student, wears a Colonel Sanders cutfit
and has a clean shaven face. He seems a bit slow, almost retard-
ed. Paul stands before Kip. Kip finishes his poem and looks up.

PAUL -
Now that’s a tree!

KIP
They don’t grow them like that where I come
from. Do you know anything about it?

‘ PAUL

I probably know more about The Liberty Tree
than anybody alive. I’m the gardener....Paul
‘Sexton at your service!

KIP
My name is Kip, Kip Allman. I just got in
from Los Angeles. I‘m a freshman.

PAUL
" (Sneaking a look at Kip’s diary)
"And a poet, too. I gather.

KIP
I mess around.

PAUL
That tree is over 400 years old. It has
survived just about every punishment vou can
- imagine. George Washington and Francis Scott
Key used to party beneath that tree.

. KIP
Didn‘t Francis Scott Key attend St. John’s?
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PAUL
Key is definitely our most famous alumni. He
graduated in 1796. But most people here would
probably agree that "The Star Spangled Ban-
ner" was, by far, the worst thing he ever
wrote.

KIP
That poor tree looks like it is being held
together with cables and cement.

PAUL
At the turn of the century, the Liberty Tree
underwent massive surgery. All the decay was
cleaned out and filled in with 55 tons of
reinforced concrete. The cables help keep the
branches stable.

KIP
Maybe they should just put it out of its
misery.

PAUL

Nonsense. She’ll be here forever. So, are you
living on campus?

KIP
Yeah, Randall Hall, room 308.

: PAUL :
That’s my room! We’re roommates. Tell you
what: I have to pick up an essay at the
dean’s office. Afterwards 1I‘1l1l show you to
your room.

Kip
Cool!

PAUL grabs one of Kip’s bags. The two walk out of the frame while
the camera continues to pan grounds of college. Linger on open
dorm windows and lounging students.

EXTERIOR LONG SHOT - McDowell Hall, ancient colonial nerve center
of the college.

ZOOM TO FRONT PORCH, note name plate, "McDowell Hall." Pan to
dean’s office window. DEAN MARCUS CARROLL is gazing out the open
window. He is thin, white-haired, with thick, black frame glass-
es, bushy eyebrows, impeccably dressed in a 3-piece black suit.

ANGLE DOWN to 17-year-old JEFFREY HYMN, lying beneath the dean’s
window. Slender, blonde-haired, creamy white complexion, talks
with a lisp, wearing skimpy tank top and short, frayed blue jeans
cutoffs. She is reading from a large volume of Aristotle and is
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drinking a glass of red wine. She looks up at the dean and
smiles. Dean coughs, looks away, embarrassed.

INTERIOR, McDowell Hall, office of the dean. Dusty, dry and
academic. Pan bookcase, world globe, nautical instruments, etc.
Sunlight creates bars of light against the dust as it pours
through the window. Marcus buzzes secretary, EMMA PAGE, a no-non-
sense, conservatively dressed, 70-year-old woman with lots of
spunk.

MARCUS
Emma, may I please have a moment of your
time?

ENTER EMMA. Marcus stands by the globe, twirling its surface.

MARCUS
I seem to have run out of things to do, Emma.
There must be some desperate tutor or student
who wants something out of me.

EMMA
(pondering)
No, you’re all caught up. Why don’t you Jjust
try to relax? You’ve been working nonstop for
the past month.

MARCUS
I‘m shocked. First day of school and nothing
to do.

EMMA
Well, count your blessings. Something’s bound
to happen.

MARCUS
All right, I’l11l try to relax. Sorry to bother
you.

EMMA

No bother. Call me if you need anything.

EMMA leaves room, closing door behind her. Marcus twirls globe
one final time and walks to the window once again, his back to
camera. Jeffrey, lying on her stomach, lifts her leg back in a
sensuous pose. Marcus turns around, a sly smile on his face.

MARCUS
(to himself)
C’mon Marcus, act your age. You‘re too old
for these shenanigans. Nothing worse than a
grown man who can’t handle a little free
~time.
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KIP
Are you kidding? I haven’t even thought about
itl
JEFFREY

Aren‘t you concerned with what’s going to
happen to you after you die?

KIP
. Actually, Jews don’t believe in an afterlife.
Heaven and hell are right here on earth.

JEFFREY
Well, I feel really, really sorry for you.
Personally, I can’t wait to die so that I can
experience the joy of salvation.

KIp
You don‘t strike me as the kind of person
that needs to be saved.

JEFFREY
We‘re all sinners in the eyes of God. Jesus
Christ died for our sins.

WHITEHEAD :
.+..BEven the social lives of St. John’s
students, especially Freshmen, have changed
dramatically. I came across a document,
written in 1920, that outlined the rules for
'the Government of Freshman. Among the rules
were the following: When an upper classman
enters the room, stand at attention and speak
when spoken to....Freshman are not allowed to
speak to girls, unless they have been proper-
ly introduced. All freshman have to carry
matches at all times. And: Freshmen will come
at once when they are called and will drop
everything they are doing.
- (He puts down the ancient document)
You will be relieved to know that the treat-
ment of Freshmen has vastly improved since
1920.
KIP
Well look, what do you say you and I get
together afterwards for a beer?

JEFFREY
I can‘t. I have 200 pages of Homer to read. I
- don‘t think you heard a word I said about
Jesus. Are you trying to pick me up?
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KIP
I'm just trying to get to know you better. I
think I like you. And besides, you know what

Aristotle said....The unlived life is not
worth examining.

JEFFREY
Are you for real? First of all, the quote is
"the unexamined life is not worth living" and
second, that was said by Plato. Excuse me
please, I don’t feel very comfortable sitting
here with you.

Jeffrey glares at Kip, picks up her things and moves to another
vacant seat, a few rows away. The chair next to Kip is now empty.
Kip looks back to the chair agaln and seated there is 14-16
year-old Arthur Atherley, appearing exactly the way he does in
his portrait: Ambiguously androgynous.

ARTHUR
Smooth move, Kip. I can see you’‘re going to
be keeping your virginity for some time.

KIP
What? Who are you?

ARTHUR
Oh, ¢’/mon now. You know who I am. Guess.

KIP
That’s not possible. You look exactly like a
"The Portrait of Arthur Atherley" by Sir
Thomas Lawrence.

ARTHUR
At your service.

KIP
- You mean you‘re Arthur Atherley?!

ARTHUR
'The ghost of Arthur Atherley. Nobody can see
me except for you. You can think of me as
your quardian angel, if you like.

KIP
- My what? What do you want?

' ARTHUR
The question is: What do you want? But I
already know what you want. You want to, and
I quote, One: Become a gentleman. Two: Find
God and Three: Get Laid. How old are you
-anyway?
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KIP
Eighteen.

_ ARTHUR
And you haven’t got laid yet? Oh, that is
priceless. But it does make sense. I mean
look at yourself. You don’t care about your
appearance: You are UG-ly. You have no tact
and you’re kinda boring to be around.
(Confidentially)
Hey Kip, that Jeffrey is a babe! Can you
possibly imagine what it must be like to have
that pair of legs wrapped around your neck?

KI1p
I beg your pardon?

ARTHUR
¥Y’know: Make the beast with two backs. But
maybe you prefer to do the Portuguese pump,
'if you know what I mean. But no matter....
‘you’ll be lucky if she ever talks to you
again.

KIP
Correct me if I’m wrong, but aren’t guardian
angels supposed to be supportive?

ARTHUR
Not this one.

KI1iP
'Well, do you have anything of value to offer?

ARTHUR
You may not believe this but at one time even
I had trouble getting laid. But this little
book  solved everything.
(Hands Kip a dusty book)

KIP
"The Art of Love," by Ovid.
(Hands book back to Arthur)

ARTHUR
Lesson number one.
(Finds a place in the book)

" Under no circumstances have your hair curled,
.~ or powder yourself. Dress simply, for you are
a man. Wash yourself, get tanned, wear clean
clothes, take the tartar from your teeth, and
don’t galumph around in shoes that are three
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ARTHUR (Cont)
sizes too large for you. In any case, don’t
stagger around smelling to high heaven. Leave
the more subtle toilet refinements to
females.

Kip turns to Arthur, but all that remains is an empty chair. He
has disappeared.

MARCUS
You are now about to join a proud tradition
of St. John’s students. You 65 freshman are
about to sign a register which dates back to
the College’s inception. Please step up to
the podium when I call your name, bow or
curtsy to President Whitehead, sit down at
the table and inscribe your name in the
register. Ahmed Ahmadi.... Mary Alger....

~ Unavoidably detained.... Kip Allman....

As the names are called, each student walks up to the podium,
bows or curtsies to the President, who sagely acknowledges their
gesture, shakes their hands and congratulates them. They then sit
down at the table and write their names into the register. After
calling each name, if the student is not present, the dean says
"unavoidably detained.” When Kip approaches the President, he
does not bow.

Kip bows,

WHITEHEAD
You’re supposed to bow, Mr. Allman.

KIP
I‘m sorry, Mr. Whitehead. I just don’t feel
right about bowing to you.

WHITEHEAD
(To entire freshman class)
Please don’t be shy. You're not bowing to me,
you’‘re bowing to St. John’s College.
KIP
I suppose I can live with that.
sits down and writes name in register.

MARCUS

‘Anthony Chavez....Unavoidably detained.

Cut to end of convocation. Last names are being read.

MARCUS
Jason Vandenberg....and David Zucker.
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WHITEHEAD
By signing this ancient register, you have
committed yourself to a study of the seven
traditional liberal arts: The trivium of
‘Grammar, Rhetoric and Logic, as well as the
Quadrivium of Arithmetic, Geometry, Astronomy
and Music. Facio Liberos Ex Liberis Libris
Libraque. Congratulations, you are now offi-
cially members of St. John’s College.

. 8tudents cheer. Fade out.

EXTERIOR, BACK CAMPUS. Sunny day. Kip is standing before the open
door of the boathouse in the backcampus. It is a neat, little
colonial structure, in harmony with the rest of campus, with a
sloped, wooden boat ramp leading into the College Creek.

' . KIP
Hello! Anybody home?

INTERIOR, BOAT HOUSE. Spartan interior is full of ropes, sails,
wet suits and six highly polished, 1l4-foot "Laser™ sailboats.
Kimo, the boat steward, is busy sanding the hull of a crippled.
boat. Kimo is a tall, strong, well-tanned student who has spent
his life on the water. He is in his early 20’s. He puts down his
work and approaches Kip. ' '

_ , KIMO
Can I help you?

‘ KIP
Yeah, I heard I could learn how to sail here.
My name is Kip, Kip Allman.

KIMO
I’'m Kimo and this is the St. John’s Armada.
- We have six l4-foot sailboats here, better
known as "Lasers," but before I can allow you
to sail, you will need to pass some tests.

KIP
Hey! I thought there were no tests at St.
John’s! o

KIMO

There are here.

MONTAGE SCENE set to Wagnerian maritime music. Kimo quizzes Kip
about each part of the boat. Next, Kip is sliding a sailboat down
the tracks of the wooden boat ramp into the water and begins
rigging the boat. He wears a life preserver and wetsuit. Kimo
watches from the beach in both frustration and approval. Every-
thing that can go wrong, does go wrong. Kip tips over, he turns



