






















































































He sits and waits.  Nothing is happening, except that his 
extremely limited time keeps passing.

After a moment, Paul picks up the cell phone.  He holds it in 
front of him, hesitant to make a call.  After some 
consideration, he dials.

After a few rings, a NURSING HOME NURSE answers.

NURSING HOME NURSE
Mountain View Nursing Home.

PAUL
I was hoping I could speak with 
Maryanne Conroy, please.

NURSING HOME NURSE
Um...okay. Ah...let me bring the 
cordless phone to her room.  Hold 
on a moment, please.

We hear the Nurse walk down the tiled corridor floor.  She 
soon reaches Paul’s mother’s room. 

NURSING HOME NURSE (CONT’D)
Misses Conroy, you have a telephone 
call, dear.  Here, you can use this 
phone.

Paul’s mother, MARYANNE, answers.  Her voice is pleasant but 
confused.  It’s clear that she suffers from advanced stages 
of Alzheimer’s Disease.

MARYANNE
Hello?

PAUL
Mom...it’s Paul.

MARYANNE
Who?

PAUL
It’s Paul, Mom.  Your son.

MARYANNE
My son?

PAUL
It’s okay, Mom.  How are you?

MARYANNE
I’m fine.
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PAUL
That’s good.

MARYANNE
Who are you?

PAUL
It’s your son, Mom.  It’s Paulie.

MARYANNE
Paulie?

PAUL
Yeah.  Remember?  We lived over on 
Colfax Street, in the duplex.  
Remember?

MARYANNE
(remembering slightly)

Paulie?

PAUL
That’s right, Mom.

MARYANNE
Is this Paulie?

PAUL
It is, Mom.  It’s Paulie.  How’s 
everything at the home?

MARYANNE
Very nice.  Your father and I have 
been playing gin rummy every night.

This is almost too much for Paul to take emotionally.  He 
fights back tears with all his effort.

PAUL
Yeah...I don’t think Pop’s there 
with you, Mom.

MARYANNE
How are you doing, sweetie?

PAUL
Not very good.  This...uh, this may 
be the last time I talk to you.

MARYANNE
That’s nice, honey.
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