PAGE  

1.

"PUFFING LIFE AWAY"
Written by

SALDUIA©
PILAR HERRERA

                                        FIRST DRAFT


12-03-2005

35 Berrigan Crescent                    © Reg.Prop. Intel.

O’Connor, ACT 2602

Canberra – Australia

Email: salduia@hotmail.com

FADE IN:

1. EXT. STREET IN AN AUSTRALIAN SUBURB. AFTERNOON.       1.

A small suburban house with a front garden and front lawns. A container is being brought close to the back door on one side of the garden. The door is open. In the backyard, Old Nora is commanding the family with the task of clearing all kind of objects from the shed, like children’s old bikes, car wheels, electrical- and mechanical equipment, all kind of spare parts, etc. Five small children are playing in the garden, and three more are riding their bikes on the path around the house. Old Nora comes out of the shed carrying a bike wheel.

old nora 

(80+, large woman, forcefull, working class)

… and this, too. No more bike repairs here. If somebody wants a bike, there are shops where you can buy, or repair a bike.

Some members of the family look at each other.

daughter Lissa

(60, large build, working class)

(worried)

Are you sure, Mum?

old nora

(confronting her and the others)

You’d better care more about your father, a stor. 

daughter Mary

(58, medium build, lower-middle class)

(complaining)

Mum, we do care! But… I think, Dad will be shocked when he comes home and sees that his backyard has been dismantled… by us!

old nora

(authoritarian)

I assume full responsibility.

(sobbing)

Your father needs rest, from now on…

daughter Connie

(55, tall, medium build, teacher, lower middle class)

(siding with her mother)

… and I do agree with Mum. I support her idea of getting rid of all this rubbish, and giving Dad a complete holiday… from now on.

(she smiles at her mother)

daughter fiona

(53, tall, slender, public servant, middle-class)

(coming out of the house with several ashtrays, boxes of cigars and matches)

Here lies the source of all evil, and not his backyard with all his trash and treasures.

son alfred

(51, medium build, working class)

Dad should have given up smoking long ago.

old nora

I am with you, but he never listens to me. 

(reprimanding her children) 

Why did you never say a single word to him, a stor. It is always left to the wife to play the role of the ‘baddy’. (to daughter Fiona) Drop all this at once into the container, so I will no longer see an ashtray in the house.

Fiona does so.

son kerry

(49, tall, slender, medical nurse, low middle-class)

We’d better stop talking and hurry up with the work, if we want to install the barbecue today.

grandson mike

(28, medium build, working class)

And the verandah.

granddaughter helen

(25, small, thin, student, lower middle-class)

I’ll take care of the outdoor furniture, I know where and how.

SON ALFRED

Don’t bring it before Thursday. I’m not sure whether the gas fitter can come this Saturday.

old nora

Dad is coming this Saturday.

grandson mike

We could use an electric one.

old nora

The main thing is to take the van away from here and the container, so he can’t drive, and nothing can be taken back into the shed.

son alfred

(objecting)

But we’re not going to throw away the tools. They are very expensive. If nobody minds, I’ll keep them, just in case we’ll need them.

old nora

(warning)

Be sure you take everything with you, and don’t say a single word to your father.

son kerry

If Dad asks…

Everyone remains speechless, looking at each other.

2. ext. backyard. another day. morning.                  2.

The house looks ‘perfect’. Front lawns mown. Front garded tended. Standing at the entrance, there is a brand new ‘scooter’ for a disabled person.

An ambulance-like vehicle for patient transport arrives and stops at the front. Two paramedics get out. One opens a sliding door and helps the patient to walk steadily. 

Old Nora, some of the children, grandchildren, and great-grand children wait on the front lawn, around the garden, and at the entrance to the house. 

Old Nora moves to Ron, followed by her daughter Lissa and son Alfred. Ron, aided by Nora and daughter Lissa, takes in short steps. The paramedics look on from behind. 

Sound of the ambulance motor departing.

Ron is not taken to the house, but to the backyard, where daughter Connie, and son Kerry are in charge of the grilling, while granddaughter Helen is preparing the salads. Two of the great-grandchildren are around, as if waiting to get some food. 

Ron looks around and doesn’t understand anything at all.

Grandson Mike comes out through the back door, with a heavy watermelon. When he sees his grandfather, he lifts it up,  expressing satisfaction at the same time.

grandson mike

(smiling)

Hey, G-Daddy! Look at it! Isn’t it wonderful? I’ll cut the first piece for you!

Nora and some of their children encircle Ron. Old Ron looks at them, and attempts a smile. He is taken to a comfortable outdoor armchair, and before he can have a proper look around, Mike comes with a cut of watermelon. Everyone seems to be extremely solicitous to him and Ron has not the time to grasp his new environs. 

Late afternoon. Most of the food has been eaten. Lissa and Connie are clearing the table. Son Alfred is cleaning the grill. Everyone seem to be in a hurry. Only the little children play here and there enjoying themselves. 

Nora tries to be everywhere. 

Ron, overwhelmed, sits alone, dizzy, nodding at times.

3. int. kitchen. evening.                                3.

Daughter Mary and granddaughter Helen are washing up.

daughter mary

(without stopping the washing up)

C’mon, hurry up, and put the dried dishes into that cabinet. 

(in a low voice)

We have to leave before explanations have to be done. None of our business. After all, it was grandmum’s idea. 

Both finish quickly and exit the kitchen.

4. ext. back yard. late afternoon.                       4.

Mary and Helen see that everybody, except Kerry, who is saying ‘goodbye’,  has left.  They approach Nora and Ron.

mary

Sorry Mum, we have to leave. Everything in the kitchen has been done. Good night, Dad. I’ll call tomorrow.

Everyone has left. Nora and Ron make their way to the house. Ron seems to be absent. Nora helps him to walk.

nora

Time to take the pills. Tomorrow will be another day.

5. int. dining room. morning.                            5.

Nora and Ron are having breakfast.

nora

A stor, the ‘scooter’, you know, the Government helped to buy it. But you shouldn’t try it out, before the doctor comes and checks on you.

                    ron

(puzzled)

What ‘scooter’? And the van, I haven’t seen my van.

(grumbling) 

What the hell was all the fuss yesterday?

nora

(cautiously)

We’re getting older, and our children want to make it easier for us to keep the house. They will come regularly to cut the lawns, to tend to the garden, and to help you with whatever you need to do in the backyard.

ron

(reasoning)

The barbecue is fine, I don’t object to it, but it’s going to be difficult for me to do my work in the shed, full now with all my things. There is simply not enough space inside.

(preoccupied)

I want to see the mess they have left to me there. Ron gets on his feet, takes the walking stick, and moves towards the back door. Nora follows him, opens the screen door and helps him out. 

6. int. backyard/shed. morning.                          6.

Nora helps him all the way to the shed. He tries to open the door himself, but can’t. Nora does it. The shed is empty. Ron staggers. Nora keeps hold of him.

nora

(frightened)

Don’t worry, dear, everything will be alright… trust me… now you have to rest. Soon you’ll be fit again, and everything is going to be as before. 

(nicely)

Just for a short time… you must rest, the doctors said.

ron

(distrustful)

And where are my tools and things?

nora

(embarrassed)

Ehm… the children took care…  

7. ext. backyard. another day. late afternoon.           7.

Ron is sitting on the new outdoor armchair, alone, looking around anxiously. Impulsively, he motions his right hand to his mouth, as if to have a puff. Disappointed, he lowers his hand, and lapses into a kind of drowsiness.

8. int. sitting room. late afternoon.                    8.

Nora is standing next to the sofa, talking on the fixed phone.

nora

(tense)

Don’t know… seems unwell… maybe came home too early…

Nora listens for quite a long while.

nora

(more relaxed)

Yes, Kerry, come and have a good talk with him.

(Nora listens and nods)

Alright, son. I’ll do as you say.

(she stoops to hang up)

Thank you for calling, I’ll see you after lunch.

Nora hangs up, stretches, and breathes deeply.

9. ext. front garden. afternoon.                         9.

Sitting under the verandah, Ron, Nora and Kerry are talking. It is a hot December day.

ron

(to Nora)

Bring us a nice middy, please.

Nora looks at him, ready to deny his request abruptly. Kerry intervens in time.

kerry

Dad, you can’t drink alcohol with your medication.

ron

(puzzled)

Don’t know what I’m here for.

kerry

(comforting him)

Be patient for a while, Dad. It is better to rest up at home, but if you want me to talk to your doctor, you could be readmitted, even spend Christmas there.

nora

(growing herself again)

Once, I spent… Christmas in hospital… And it was quite nice.

ron

(objecting)

You wouldn’t sent me out there, would you?

(angrily, trying to stand up)

Everyone took advantage while I was away, but wait, I’ll talk to the Trustee and change everything in my Will. All my share will be left to the Government.

kerry

(reassuring both parents)

Calm down, for God’s sake! Nobody is going to take you to hospital against your will, and this year, we’re going to celebrate New Year’s Eve in Bellvue Hotel, (cheerfully) good food, music… (to Dad) but no ciggies, or beer.

Nora, from behind Ron, looks at Kerry anxiously.

kerry

(determinded)

And about your shed, now that it has been cleaned, we’ll bring everything back. Alfred keeps the container and your van at his place.

Nora retreats to the kitchen, feeling defeated.

nora

(voice over)

I should talk to the Trustee. Everything mine - to the Government.

10. ext. front door. evening.                           10.

The front door and the garden are drapped with typical Christmas decorations. Daughter Mary gets out of her car, dressed in a modern outfit, with well done make-up and hair.

mary

Everybody ready? 

Ron is next to the entrance, waiting for Nora to lock the door. He is dressed in a dark suit, white shirt with a bow tie; his hair is combed and sprayed.

Nora locks the door, and turns to Ron. She is dressed in a new outfit and wears an old wellkept feltbrimmed hat. 

Mary, next to them.

mary

(looking at her mother with critical eye)

Mum!

nora

What?

mary

The hat…!

Nora caresses the brim and makes sure that it sits well on her head.

nora

(convinced)

Yes, I know, but this hat and I have shared the most important moments in our life, ever since I bought it for your christening in Cardiff. 

Ron, who had overheard, moves towards the entrance to the backyard.

nora

(whispering at Mary’s ear) 

Cost me a pretty penny or two,                but don’t tell your father.

Nora and Mary look for Ron, who is not there.

From behind the fence in the backyard, the smoke of a cigar can be seen.

FADE OUT.

