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A REASON TO LIVE
BY DEB CONNELLY

SHORT FILM

SCRIPTWRITTING 1
1. 
EXT.
PADDOCK.
DUSK

Ben is looking dejected after a long day’s work, on his way back to the house. His dog is following close at his heel. Just before he reaches the house, he takes his hat off and turns to look out over the land. The sun is setting on his property, and the sparse cattle Ben has left. He waits a moment before he enters the house.    
 


2.
INT. KITCHEN.
EVENING
Lucy, Ben’s wife, is busy making dinner. Ben comes in, takes a seat at the table and puts his hat down.
Lucy brings Ben his dinner, along with some real estate brochures.

LUCY:

Ben, I’ve been thinking. Well, the drought’s not getting any better, and, well I thought maybe we should consider renting…

BEN:

Renting? Lucy love, are you kidding? This place has been in the family for years. Since the first settlers to be exact. You think this little bit of a dry spell is gonna make me ship out of my family’s own heritage?

LUCY:

O come on it isn’t just a ‘dry spell’. The drought’s been around for the past eight years! We’ve got less than a third of the cattle we started with.

BEN:

Luce dear, just be a little patient. It’ll come good, you’ll see.

LUCY:

All I’ve ever been is patient! We’ve been married almost three years and there’s no improvement! It just keeps getting worse. You saw what happened to old Henry’s farm. He’s bankrupt now. And Johnny and Claire have moved to the city. They’re doing just fine.

Ben gets up and starts pacing around, forgetting his dinner. He sees his rifle near the fireplace and starts fiddling with it.

Ben! Are you listening to me? We need to start thinking about our future. What if we have a baby? I can’t bring a kid up in these conditions.

BEN:

Puts the gun down.

And why the hell not? I was brought up on this property and I turned out just fine! Jesus Luce, why even bring that up. I thought we agreed not to talk about the fact that you can’t get pregnant.

LUCY:

I can’t get pregnant? (quietly) O Ben, if only you knew. Well, can’t you at least just have a look at these…

She holds the brochures out, which he snatches from her and throws into the fireplace.

BEN:

(raises his voice) WE’RE NOT GOING ANYWHERE. THAT’S FINAL.

Storms out the door.

3.
INT.
KITCHEN.
DAY
Lucy is pacing around the kitchen which is in disarray, on the phone to her mum. There has been a bushfire in the area and Ben has been trying to save their property from it. Lucy looks out the window at the blackened land beyond the house; luckily there is no sign of fire close by. She hears the dog barking madly and she herself becomes hysterical.
LUCY:


Speaks into the telephone

CALM DOWN? CALM DOWN? Mum! How the hell can I be calm when there’s a fire? Ben’s out there! I can’t see him… What should I do? As if I can drink tea at a time like this! You want me to what? Jesus Mum, I’m not going to abandon the place, or Ben. No, I think I’m going to go and help him. I can’t just stand around and wait! In my condition?
 She looks down at her belly and places a hand on it 
I’m perfectly capable. SHIT! Yea that’s it, I’m going now Mum, I’ll call you when it’s over.

Slams the phone down, just as Ben enters through the door, covered in black soot and looking panicked. His eyes are unfocussed.

LUCY:

Ben! I was just coming to help…

BEN:

(voice distant) There’s no need. The fire’s moved on now.

LUCY:

Rushes over to embrace Ben

Oh Ben! You’re safe. That’s the main thing.

BEN:

Safe? What does it matter? There’s nothing left. Even old Molly. Everything. It bloody well took everything.

LUCY:

Caressing Ben’s hair, looking at him tenderly.

What can I do?

BEN:

Ben shrugs her off

Nothing. We can’t do anything. You’ve got your wish now. We can’t stay here.

LUCY:

But I…

4.
INT. KITCHEN. NIGHT
Lucy has their bags packed and is standing by the door of the empty kitchen ready to leave. Ben is looking around the kitchen but won’t move.

LUCY:

Come on Ben love. It’s time to go now.

There’s a long pause while Lucy waits for a reaction.

Ben?

BEN:

He walks slowly to the fireplace where the rifle is still sitting. He picks it up and turns it over, studying it. Gradually, he drops to his knees.

You go on without me Luce. I’m sorry, but there’s nothing left for me now. I’ve failed.

LUCY:

Nothing left? What about us, Ben? You’ve got me.

BEN:

Breaks down and starts blubbering, becoming hysterical. He raises the rifle, ready to take his own life.

What good am I to you now? I haven’t provided for you. Look at me! I’m useless! I just can’t do it anymore. I’m bloody a failure! There’s no reason I should go on. I have nothing now. Nothing to live for. 

LUCY:
Takes a step closer to him, and reaches out a hand.
I love you Ben. Please don’t do this. Don’t you love me?

BEN:

(shouting)OF COURSE I LOVE YOU! Don’t you see? That’s why I have to go. I’ll only bring you down. This farm, my family’s heritage, fell straight through my fucking fingers. I’m pitiful. Goodbye Lucy. Look after Rover for me. You should go now. I don’t want you to see this.

LUCY:

Please Ben, you’ve plenty to live for…

BEN:

(cuts her off)JUST GO.

LUCY
Takes a deep breath, walks calmly over to Ben and kneels beside him. She takes the rifle from his shaking hands and places it on the floor.

Ben, I promise, you do have something to live for. We both do.
She looks him straight in the eyes, and places his hands on her stomach.

I’m pregnant.
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