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L BLACK
-LTLE" SEQUENCE

SQUND OF HUMMING AND OF MAGAZINE PAGES BEING TURNED. Then the
pages stop turning, the humming stops, and we HEAR ONLY BREATHING
as we

FADE IN
TITLE SEQUENCE CONTINUED

CLOSE ON BLANKET, SOMEONE HUNCHED BENEATH IT...as FROM ELSEWHERE
IN THE HOUSE WE HEAR A WOMAN SCREAH. A Playboy magazine squirts
anto the floor as DAVID HART, a stocky twelve year old in
glasses, battles from under the blanket--startled, guilty, ana,
as THE WOMAN SCREAMS AGAIN, most of all now, frightenad.

FAST FADE QuT

TITLE SEQUENCE CONTINUES as we HEAR 3 RABBI CHANTING THE KADOISH
and

FADE IN on

EXT CEMETERY DAY

EARLY SPRING. David with his parents, LEONA and BILL HART,
walking away from the miniature coffin of nis infant stister. His
motner weeps, nis father nholds her. Though with tnem, Davig
‘éems separate. The door of the limousine is held open and David

les 20 press nis lips to nis mother's cheek, but she twists ner
<30 dway and ducks 1nto the car. His rather pats Caviad on the
nead and Davia turns to stare back at the gravesite.

FADE oOuT -

END TITLE SEQUENCE
FADE IN

EXT HART HOME DAY

LATE SPRING. A forebocing looking BABYSITTER, GLYNNIS, behind
nim, David watches his mother, pale and waozy, hanging on to nis
father, get into a cab as the CABBIE puts the last of the luggage
into the trunk. His father, looking weary but wearing a
sllly-looking straw hat, turns tiredly to Oavia...

BILL
Lay off the cookies ang sugar
Coated glop, whudduya say, pal.

Davld nods and nis father disappears into the cab. As the taxi
whisks nis parents away from Oavia and the somber 1o0king
Glynnis, ODaviag lifts a small farewell.

IN THE KITCHEN

‘asepall game on the kitchen TV. ODavig studies the contents gf
-.¢ Tefrigerator as Glynnis enters, stares at him. Guiltily,



Davic closes the frig.
INT HALLWAY DAY

David at the door to his parent's bDedroom. He walks down the

hall to a closea bHedroom goor. Opens 1t. We SEE the deceased
infant's room, still completely lntact. David closes the door
ang goes intso

HIS B8EDROOH

He turns on his air conditioner and puts on 3 parka. Sits with
nils butterfly collection, opens the-glass frame, and fingers tne
tiger-swallowtails and the mourning clocaks. The powder of
butterfly wings smudges his fingers ana ne smells the sweet must.
He turns tg look at sometning else. Crosses the room and almasr
reluctantly takes from niging the current Playboy. Opens it to
the centerfolg, stares, hesitates...then closes the door to his
room IN QUR FACE.

EXT JAMAICA DAY -~ CLOSE ON GOLF BALL

The ball is ariven INTO THE SUN. PULLBACK. 8111 playing with
ANOTHER MAN, LEO. THE FLIGHT OF THE BALL PANS us TOWARD A HOTEL.
From Rye, New York to the tropics. From silence to an ISLAND
SONG.

NT HOTEL CORRIDOR DAY

CLARA HAYFIELD, SINGING A CAPPELLA THE SAHE SONG, pushes her
mald's cart to the door of 833, From within the rocom we HEAR
WATER RUNNING. , ' .

CLARA
‘€110, clack clack. Step
about, malg is nere.

Ignoring the "Do Not Oisturp® sign on the door, she uses her
passkay, , \

INT HART HOTEL ROGM DAY

The curtains are pulled snhut, Billowing softly with the trage
winds. The room is a mess. Pastel-colored golf shirts are
Strewn across the antique dresser, bottles of cosmetics clutter
the vanity table. Clara looks at the tuwo brass-rramed pictures
of a little boy and a baby on the cosmetics stand. She knocks on
the bathroom goor.

—

CLARA
Maiad 1s here.



LEONA (0.C.)
Come back later. There's
nothing for you to do now.

CLARA
But you have your 0o Not
Disturb our dere from morning
till nignt.
(No answer)
At least let me part de
curtalins.

LEONA (0.C.)
Please, no. Just leave them.

Defiantly Clara draws back the curtains andg flings cpen the
shutters.

LEONA (0.C.)
Exguse me, are you still here?
Hells..?

CLARA
Hold on, coming...
{(Unger her breath)
...YyoU ras,

LEONA (0.C.)
I nave a shaver In that case
on the vanity table. Could
you Bring 1t toc me? '

CLARA
Yes, m'am.

~Sne picks it up, opens the bathroom door.

THE BATHROCOM has a head of steaming clinging to tne ceiling.
Leona sogaen in the murky remains of a bubbile bBath. She appears
L0 Nave brulses Below her eyes. (Clara takes ner in, then loogks
Glscreetly auay,

LEONA
Thank you. I missed a spot
yesterday. ' -

Leona reaches woozily for the razor, 1lifts a leg to the lip of
the tub.

CLARA
Wnat's de difference if ya
got a nhairy place if ygu stay
ln de room all de gay? Listen



CLARA (Con't)
Lo me: If ya take ya worrles
with you, dem will aig their
roots into new soil same as de
0ld. VYou must bust up de gloomy.

Leona stares at Clara, then makes a move to get out of the tup.
-Can’t. Clara reaches for her robe, helps Leona.

IN THE BEDROCH Leona is startled to fing that Clara has ignorea
her wishes and opened -the curtains. She looks at the black
woman; Clara looks right back. Legna deflects her eyes to the
vindow, takes in tnhe beautiful view. Then turns impulsively to
Clars.

LECNA
I'm hungry.

CLARA
Yes?

LEONA
Yes. I haven't eaten a thing
all aqay. :

CLARA
How bout I will arder you some-
thing special.

Clara dials. Behina her, Leona watches curiously.

CLARA
‘Ello, tell ce super is Clara
Mayfleld calling from eight-
thirty-five. Tell nim sena up
a traditional with a side order of
chochg. W®ait, you have toto
down dere?...0aon't tell me it's
not for guest. I have someone
aat grew up in Jamaica longing
fe 83t 1t. She want to taste
ner chilahcod.

Clara winks at Leona. A small smile graces Leona's lips.
BACK ON THE GQLF COURSE

Bill and Leo on the eleventh green. Bill lining up ‘his putt.
BILL
Think, we bpetter pass, Leo.
Ny wife's still not feeling
all that well,



- 3111 steps over his putt.
' LEQ .
HO® bout you ‘n me pop out
alone then?
BILL
No, I don't think so. I'm
scheauled for nursing duty
this evening.
He strokes the putt with just engugh resentment. ..

LEO
Dive, ball, dive.

-..that the ball rolls eight feet past the hole.

BILL
Christ,.

IN THE ROOHM

Legna watches as Clara takes the tray at the door and shoos away
the curious WAITER. She sets the food gut.

LEONA
That looks like scramoled €ggs.
CLARA :
No, sir. Taste it and aen say

gat.
Clara pulls a chair out. tLeogna sits ana takes a small forkful.

LEONA
This is wonderrul.

CLARA
Good cigar!

LEONA
what splces are in {t?

CLARA
Secret spices. Tastes of
angther lire.

Leona takes pig bites.



CLARA
Wwould taste even petter if
you could get in downtown Port
Antonio. Ingredients fresher
ang they speclalize.

LEONA
Haybe one day I'1il hire a
driver and go see the town,

CLARA
Bus runs by de hagtel every
hour. You don‘t need a car
ang driver. O0Only a few cents
and ya feet. Now I have to go.

Leona seems disappointeda.
LEONA

Qf course. You've been very
kinga, Clara.

CLARA
(Heading for the
door)
How difficult is it to be king
to pegple?

At the door she turns Dack to Leana.

CLARA
YOu go and Bust up de gloomy.

And she's gone, leaving Leona looking after her.
INT HOTEL HALLWAY DAY |

THE NEXT DAY. Oressed, her movements free gof medication, Leaona
closes the door to her room. An ELOERLY HMAID in hotel uniform
pushes 3 cart of linens.

LEONA
Is Clara nayfrield working on
anaother floor today?

ELOERLY MAID _
That is no business of yours.
- -. W®e have rules about fraternizing .
wid maias.



LECONA
I was just curious to know ir
She was here.

The maid 4s silent.

LEONA
Are you going to tell me?

ELDERLY HAID
Even fallen angels have days
orf.

The Elderly Maig pushes her cart away from a paffled Leona.
EXT HOTEL ROADWAY DAY

A Ted double-gecker diesel bus approaches. Leona, waiting aiagne,
flags it,

IN THE Bus

Leona is the only wnite person. THE JAMAICANS look at her with a
mixture or curiosity and scorn.

EXT PORT ANTONIOQ NMARKET DAY

Orawn By the shtill cries of RERCHANTS, Leogna inspects bolts gor
.right colored Ccloth, straw golls ang nats ang calypso figures.
The heat is oppressive; Leona's blouse 1s drenched. She strolls
threugh the stalls of Qutdoor BUTCHERS, locking at meat carcasses
offered on nooks. MONGERS hold up wicker Baskets full of risn,
She stops where g BUXOM WOMAN with Noop earrings venags pork Jerky
from a barrel. Helping the woman is a sgny TWELVE YEAR OLD GIRL
with fervent 8yes, whose red pinafore is torn.

‘LEONA
Coula I try a plece, please?

The Buxem Waman Scornfully hands her 3 pilece. Leona hanas tne
“aman a dellar. The waman hands the dollar to the chllad to make
change. Legna tastes the Jerky as she waits. 8y the look on ner
face, it's oo $alty for ner. The Buxom Woman seems pleasedq.

LEONA
I was wondering it you mignht
know of someone in Port antonto.

BUXOM wOMAN
Can try me, I suppase.



LEONA
1 was wongering if you know
Clara rayfield.

The Monger glances away nervously.

LITTLE GIRL
She looking Clara Hayrield.

8UX0!t WOMAN
Shut up ya mouth.

(To Leona)
If you seeking adgvice, she no
longer aavise. Seek a gypsy.

LEONA
I'm sorry..?

BUXOH WOMAN
How you get her name?

LEONA
I met her at my hotel.

LITTLE GIRL
Momma, don't you hear de song?
"To ge notel angel fall..."

BUXOMN WOMAN
Pnillippa, don't be ruge.

LITTLE GIRL
"High as Babylon, but she do
fall...*

: BUXOM wOHAN
If you continue like dat, you
will see what happen. i

LITTLE GIRL
Clara Mayfield was de mugdar
of a cliff boy that jump rignt
off into hell.

BUXOM WOMAN
Phillippa..!

LITTLE GIRL
But before him jump, him ao
shame.



BUXOM woMAN

(Swiping at tne
‘ Little Giry)
What I tel: you!

The angry Honger grabs her daughter, But the child wrenches away,
in the process knocking over gz metal cashbox, sending coins
Scattering on the ground.

BUXOM woHAN
Ah, ya devi] chila, ya 1like
to make me crazy!

The Little Ggir; Scampers grr,

8UXCM wonAN
Come back here, ya devil's
chilg!

(To Laona)
YOU leave me: rf you must,
Ja 8sk elsewhere!

INT THE HART'S HOTEL RogM pay

Clara pulls the coverlet tigntly over the notel bed. |eona
watches.

CLARA
I certainly wisp T coulg
hRave kngun you'd ne in toguwn.
I woulg have arrangeg to
meet you.

LEONA
On your aay off?

CLARA
How much trounle coulg gat
be?

LOUD RAPPING AT THE 0QOR. futtering sgmething unintelliginle tq
the WAITER, Clara takes the tea tray ang SBTS 1t aon a bureay,
Into a ching RO, she begins Measuring aark tes.

LEONA
Dig you Stay home yesterday?

CLARA
Just quiet, Writing letters
to friends in 8rooklyn.

LEONA
Brooklyn?



CLARA .
Can't ya tell by me accent
me come from Brogklyn?

Leona LAUGHS. Clara goes outslide to her linen cart.

CLARA
Cne frienda has hairdressing
parlor in Flatwush. Other
friends work dere.

She raturns with a dbrown paper parcel.

CLARA
I nrought a bakery fun you
should try. How about we
have gur tea on de terrace?

Leona gets up to follow,

LEONA
You don't care if they see
you having tea with me?

) CLARA
Let them dlscharge me. I
lived through worse dan gat. -

Leana follows Clara out into the sunlignht ef...
THE TERRACE

...where Clara pours tea daintlly and cuts the Bun inta slices
and puts them on a plate.

, CLARA

I can see, Mrs. Hart, even
feeling better you are just

as glcomy as before. We must
a0 something about dis. Na one
like to be arouna someone dat
only cast shadows.

LEONA
You're marriedq, aren't you,
Clara? '

CLARA

Yes.



LEONA
Does your nusband work in
town?
' (When Clara gazes
blankly at her)
I'm being too inquisitive.

CLARA :
No....My husband is working out
de country Just now. In Cuba.

LEONA
S0 you're alone right now.

CLARA

By circumstance. Despite any-
thing, thougn, I don‘t allow
myself to bBe regretful. Just
can't live so. Your husbanag is
in de Cuba or de golr course.
Listen na, maybe if ya truly
bust up de gloomy, he would
come Back from dat exile, yean?

LEONA
My two-month old daughter died
in ner crip three montns ago.

CLARA

Clan't know de fact, but me
knes the substance. Dem use
l0se, NMrs. Hart, are buried
first in ce ground. But thay
cannot rest until we bury dem
here. )

(She touches Legna's

head, .takes her nand)
And until we do dat, we punish
and even kill a little Bit 311
aim gat survive the one gat
dile.

They turn to the 0OOR OPENING as 811l enters, holaing a cluster
of hNibiscus blooms before nim. And sees his wife on the terrace
naving tea with a notel mald, who's holding her hanga. It's a
moment before Leona can tear her focus from Clara, as irf she's

- magnetized to her. And nouw she lgnites a blazing smile--tne firse
ve've seen--when she manages to focus on Billl.

LEONA

Oh, 8111, come meet the most
wonderful person!

11



¢XT HART HOME DAY

A limousine pulls up and two pecple in white 1linen get out.
David watches from the window. He glimpses somecne in the
backseat and charges downstairs.

INT FOYER DAY

In the open door his parents enfald him. Through the tangle of
thelr arms ne sees a red knitted coat. His parents -step apart.

LEONA
Oavid, I want you to meet
Clara. She's going to vbe
living with us from now on.

Clara touches his shoulder. She has a knot of silver bangles on
ner wrist and ner fingers are filled with gold rings. David
pulls back.

CLARA
Con't be ‘'fraiad a me, boy.
Me not gwan gnam a bite a'
you. Unless ya don't behave.

LEONA
Come on, Clara, let me show
you to your room.

AsS Leona 1ifts Clara's bulging luggage and heads upstairs, Clara
takes the bag from her. '

CLARA
No, Hrs. Hart, please, you
let me.

DAVID

You're always gonna have some-
one take care of me now, aren't
¥Ou, S0 you won't have to.

BILL
Nensense.

DAVID
Why's she gonna live with us?

LEONA
Because we need help.

_ DAVID
Dad, I really don't want her
here, please.



BILL
But your mother does, Dave.

-

DAVID
Then I'll make her leave!
LEONA
David, what kind of benhavior
1s this? -
CLARA

Is all right, I understand de
little boy. But little boy,
listen,

She steps close to David, who tries to stand firm 1n ner face,
though he tilts away Jjust sligntly.

CLARA
NobBody make me ac w»hat I
gon't want to, so ya best
aim ya meanness @lsguhere.

She winks at nim ana heads upstairs, HUMMING A TUNE.
{HunGH HIS DOORWAY AT CLARA'S ROQHM _
Trylng to be cool and covert about it, David lounges on his ded
watching Clara unpack ner excotic-looking dresses and hang them in
the clgset. She glances down the hallway at him.
CLARA

But come over 1if ya must,

Ooh't maraud down dere in ya

room, '

Daviad strolls out of nis room ana inte ner aoorway.

DAVID
She's not well, ya kngu--my
mother.
CLARA
(Laughing)

You saying only a crazy woman
bring home a crazier woman.

DAVID
You're not in charge of me,
ya know,



On the dresser she

CLARA
Life is de worst when one
person must be burden wig
de charge of anather.

: DAVID
I still don't want you here.

CLARA
Dat 1is clear. So let us move
cn To ccddar subjects.

DAVID
Ny do you talk so weirn?

CLARA
You gon't hear weird talking
yet. ®ait till I talk so deep
bad you think you are in a
nightmare. Come in here and
smell ais.

DAVID
NO.

CLARA
Goed. I really dian't want
you to.

DAVID
¥hat is {t?

CLARA
Bay rum. when ya sick, is
good for fever.

DAVID
Sounds like a lotta Jamaican
V0Qdoso crap to me.

pPuts an lvory cameo picture of her husoand.
Then, as she pulls sometning from her luggage, David reels Back,
frightened. A dlack, nairy thing is in Clara‘s

nand.
CLARA
Cha, man, don't be a Debe.
what ya see is only one of

me wigs....Look ‘pon me, garling.

Davia levels his eyes at her.

CLARA
gon’t fear so many things.

14



. DAVID o
You're saying I'm afraid of a
wig?

CLARA
Sshnh, don't always talk; some-
times only listen. HMe na
frignten of anything. Certainly
not you. Best we become part
of de other. Only dere, maybe,
1s nope re either or us.

DAVID
Listen, I'm real sorry, but
you're really not winning me
gver.

CLARA
¥ell, dat 1s de best I can do
for today, so you go now,

She presses hls chest gently with a finger, backing him up just
enough so she can close her door in nis face.

IXT CLARA'S ROGM NIGHT .

Through her window, we WATCH as Clara finisnes writing a letter,
seals it; gets a small red suitcase from under her Bed: puts the
sealed envelape into the sultcase; returns the suitcase under the
bed. Sits on the bed in her aloneness a moment, then slips under
the covers and TURNS OUT THE LIGHT, her Dody turned away from THE
WINDQW where, as the light goes-out we SEE DAVID IN THE TREE,
watching, eating from a box of cookies squeezed under one arm,

INT STAIRWELL DAY

THE SOUND OF CLATTERING PGTS AND A SONG, “Cni cni buddo, * BEING
SUNG by Clara as Oavid loiters in the bDack stairwell above the
kitchen, A DOOR CLOSES and Davig descends on silent feet, slides
in nis socks across the floor to tne POt on the stove. He's Jjust
Cracked the lia when Clara appears from the laundry room.

CLARA
Get ya duhty hands out dere!

Oaviag drops the 1iad as Lecona comes intg the kitchen,
LEGNA

I hope they like the ackee
as much as I ao.



DAVID
Hate to tell ya thils, gquys,
: but it strongly resembles baby
. puke. :

CLARA
Has some of dat in it, absolutely.
Ya very observant.
(To Leona)
Some toto is in de gven. I
make 1t for de little doy.

DAVID
Now she's trying to win me
with totos--whatever they are.
Ang I'm not a little boy, okay?

CLARA
You act like little boy--
perhaps is cdat confuse me.

BILL
(Entering)
You look like you've Deen eat-
ing okay while we were gone,
8ig Boy.

He pinches David's stomach--uwhg glanceé at Clara, who misses
nothing.

) BILL
You need exercise. I adon't
want you sitting arouna like
you gld last summer. Try out
for the swim team at the club.
I think you mignt make it this
" year. ;

DAVID
I could've made it last year.

- BILL
Then why dian't you?

: DAVID
Because I was too nervous when
I haada race all those other

guys. -

BILL
But that's precisely what it's
all about.



Clara take a large cookie sheet from the oven.

’ BILL
¥hat are those?

CLARA
Totos. Coconut and raisin
cookies. I made then ror you.

‘She puts them back in the gven,

BILL
That's very nice of you, but
I don't eat sweets ana David
shouldn't have any, period.
He has to wear husklies as it is.

DAVID
I do not!

CLARA
A toto or twg won't kill nim.
I will keep an eye on de dalance
"tween exerclse and gluttony.

8111 stares 3t Clara a moment--Was that 1nsolence?--then sticks
‘Is finger towarag the pot of ackee simmering on the stove.

CLARA
(A warning)
ut!

A beat, then Bill pakes nhis finger in the pot, tastes.

LEONA
It's ackee--whudduya think?

811l wipes nis finger on a dish towel, shrugs. 0avid, faced witn
What he sees as three bad cholces, alligns nimself beside nis

fat?er, stdaring at Clara. ®ho BYegins to SING *chi chi bugag®
again.

INT LAUNDRY ROOM DAY

SEVERAL DAYS LATER. Clara ironing, Leona sitting on the counter.

LEONA
He's a maritime lawyer, always
going away, like he 1s togay.
I was always alone. But the
lrony 1s that for the longest’
longest time I dlan't want
children.

17



CLARA
Ya like ce belng alone?

LEONA
I hate it.

CLARA
8ut ya like de feeling sorry
for yaselr.

Leona looks at her a long moment.

LEONA
Maybe.

CLARA
And so?

LEONA

3o the year I turned thirty,
I felt certain 8111 was fooling
arsund, and I decideg--

CLARA
Ya declde instead of ya
confront de man, ya become

pregnant.

LEONA
That's one way to look at 1it,
I guess.

CLARA

¥a must fight for what ya

want., Ya can't expect odaar
pecple to be what ya want dem
to Be 1f ya don't tell dem ang
gey nappen to be gddarwlse gis-
posed--3as 1s usually de case
wid mens,

LEONA
It's ngt easy to stand up to
a strong man.

CLARA
Many things are na easy.
Only thing dat 1s truly easy
is plss and moan, Poor me,
I got no control over me 1life.
Poor, poor me.



IN THE KITCHEN

David comes in the back door, schaol bag in hand. There's one
toto on the table on 3 plate. He lo00ks at it a moment, then
shTugs and takes it. 8111 comes quickly downstairs, suitcase andg
valpack 1in hang. :

BILL
Hey, 81g Boy, how was school?
DAVID
Fine. 4#here ya goin?
BILL
Vancouver?
DAVID
How come?
BILL -

How come? How come ya think?
He sticks nis head into the laundry room.

BILL
Shirts, I need shirts.

CLARA
what go ya call dose?

Clara indicates a half dazen folded shirts. B81ill takes them INTO
THE KITCHEN to nis suitcase, selects three.

BILL
You didn't starch them.

CLARA
But of course not. Shouldn't
starch,

BILL
(Te Leona)
Bidn't you tell her I 1like my
shirts heavily starched.

CLARA
She tcla me, but I tell ner dat
saom it ruln all ya handamade
shirts. '

BILL
It doesn't ruin them. Ang tf
it does, I'll get new ones.



CLARA
You give me a chance toc show
you aat careful ironing can .
give ya de same feel as
starch--ya shirts last for
years and ya spencd de money
ya save on golf balls.

8111 stares at Clara, Lecna and David stare at Bill. Clara
doesn't seem tO know anything at all 1s going on.

BILL
Fine.

Amazed that nls father gave in, David looks at Clara. Bill
closes nis suitcase.. Leocna follows into the kitchen. O0aviag
hangs in the laundry room doorway, glancing from Clara to his
father. B1ill kisses Leona as Clara comes into the kitchen.

BILL
See you Frigay.

CLARA
Not sq fast. Also, I would
1ike to paint me room.

Clara gpens the back door for B8ill and holds his valpack.

BILL
(A Deat)
Fine.

He reaches for the valpack. She draws it back.

CLARA
And as I am only one person,
get rid of twin peds ang nave
one double bed.

BILL
(A peat)
Fine.

sShe hands nhim the valpack, picks a plece of lint off nls Jackert,
and he's out the dgor. Clara turns to look at Leona and
David...ana smile, launching into “chi ehi buddo® ang
disappearing into the Laundry Room, leaving Leona to smile at
Dagic--uno chomps Uown on the toto he's been holding all the
while.



EXT JUNIOR HIGH DAY

KIDS comes out in groups. David comes out alone. ALAN LIPSKY
raps him on the head. ®ith nim is a lovely RED-HAIRED GIRL.

LIPSKY
Hart the Fartt

SEVERAL GUYS with Lipsky make FLATULENT SOUNDS, LAUGH, centinue
on as David unlocks nis bike, looks embarrassedly after the
boys...and at the Red-Halred Girl, who glances back at nim.

INT CLARA'S ROOM DAY

The SOQUND of David storming up the steps. Clara, on a.ladder,
deftly finishing the upper trim work with a paint brusn. He
flles past her room, slams his door. She looks after him a
moment. '

DAVID'S ROON

David digs a box of ¥heat Thins.gut from the bottom of nis palo
shirt drawer. Then Clara's in nls dcorway.

CLARA
~®hat's de mattunh?
DAVID
Nothing.
CLARA
Look llke nothing.
DAVID

You wouldn't understand.

CLARA
Probably not. A little boy's
problems are so mysterious.

DAVID
Would you go away, please.
(when she ggesn't
move)
I asked you politely.

CLARA
¥was only pretend polite. Let
me guess de agony ya bring wid
you home from school....You!

She slaps the box Of Wheat Thins ouf of his hand, ‘grabs his gut
in ner. fists. :



CLARA
De agony is you! To be qe
person ya want, you must stop
de eating all day long and ya
must torture yaself, not always
ingulge anag pity and shoot of
ya mouth.

Stung, Oavid deflantly takes a fistful of Wheat Thins and stuffs
them 1n nis mouth. Clara walks out of his rgom angd in her
absence, he stares after nher, his mouth full and twisted.

INT KITCHEN DAY

Legna and David seated at the kitchen table, Leona serving, Clara
bringing the last daish from the stove. ‘

LEONA
Clara, doc you miss your
husband--nim, his person,
his presence?

CLARA
But of course.

DAVID
S0 how come you're away
from each other?

CLARA
Because a lot of money is
t0 De made where he is work-
ing on de naval base in
Guantanamo Bay. - -

DAVID
You got klags?

CLARA
No.

Oavid catches nis mother flicking her eyes oddly at Clara;
catches Clara catening the odd look . from Leona.

DAVID
Gogd thing--you'd probably
grive 'em berserko.

CLARA
Oon't ya talk like ya know
me. Ya don't,



Clara sits, begins ta fi11 Ner plate, pulls herself in. Leana
shakes her heag at Davig, suggesting he leave her alone.

DAVID
You miss Dad when he's gene?

Leona takes just too long to respond.

LEONA
0f course. -

INT STAIRS NIGHT

Clara heads upstairs with David's laundry. IN THE HALLWAY David
1s visible in his room doing homework. As Clara approaches she
hears something behind tne Closed door tgo Edith's room as she's
about to pass it. Opens the door.

EDITH'S RogM-

Leona in the dimly 1it nursery refolceing Editn's rompers and
Stacking them in the closet. Leona freezes in the act.

LEONA
I'm Just seeing what's here
$0 I can...have a garage sale
oT...

She daesn't finisn the feeble excuse.

' CLARA
. 30: time to dismantle ge
hursery, Hrs., Hart.

Leona collpases .in S08S. Clara leads her out of the nursery,
past Davia (who's come from nis room) to the master bedroom.
David's guilt is writ large on nis face as they pass him.

IN THE MASTER BEDROOM she makes Leona lie down. Clara sits an
the edge of tne bed ang HUMS 4 gloomy lullaby. She strokes
Leona‘'s brow. The sobbing stops, Lecna's 8reatning settles.

And IN THE HALLWAY David hunkers agalnst the wall, wondering if
Rls mother will ever get well and ever love hinm again.

INT NURSERY DAY

Oavid and Clara nave taken apart tne crin. Clara is Driskly
StUffing the last pile of Edith's clotning in poxes. Davia is
mOore slowly Putting the last sturfeg animals into a plastic
garbage Bag. Haunteg Dy the room, by Edith, Davig Nolds the last
“nimal, unaware gof Clara's eyes on nim
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CLARA
Chuck in de bag.

. . DAVID
Haybe we should Keep one.

CLARA
¥ny? Ya think ya need a -
token of someone to be haunted
Dy dem de rest of ya life?

She reaches for the animal; but he continues to stare at it, as
if the memory of Edith somehow resides in it.

CLARA
¥3s not ya fault she die.

His eyes snap to hers: How did she know?

: CLARA
¥as not ya fault.

And now she snatches the animal from him...stuffs Lt in the bag.
EXT GARAGE DAY

# GOODWILL INDUSTRIES ORIVER puts the last of the stuff ints the

JUCk, mounts his cab, and pulls away. ODavid and Clara turn to
the Nouse. Ang SEE Leona watching with raccoon eyes FROM A
WINDOH,

IN THE KITCHEN 3 medicated Leona pours herself some Dourgon as
David ana Clara enter. She trills her fingers at them.

- DAVID
I thought you were Better,
Hom. You seemed better.

Leona maoves in slow motion to a cupboard ana promptly sends pots
and pans clattering. DOavia gets down to help ner pick them up.

CLARA
Jesus, love, how you pulling
up de place sg?

LEONA
I wanna ao sometning nice
for him--for Davig. I'm
going to bake for ninm.
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CLARA
Somber all aay ang den get
a cookln spirit. Hight jJust
wake ya up. Use de nutrasweet
though, darling, not de sugar.

Leona goes erratically about gathering what she needs.

LEONA
CIara... -

CLARA
What?

LEONA
Clara...

CLARA

Yes, I said what--1I'm listen-
ing. Now don't get me stink
up today. Say wshat you wmant
to say.

LEONA
~ I dream of Egltnh; she always
drowns and I fall to save her.

CLARA
Ah, gat's good. Because the.
gypsles tell us when ya dream
something repeatedly, usually
means the opposite of wsnat ya
gream might come true--in other
words, probably you'll have
another child.

Leona stops her erratic preparations, fixes Clara.

LEONA
I don't want any more children.
That's the last thing I want.

Clara glances at Oavid. Indeed, the words sting him. Leona
misses it, dumps a whole package of chocolate bits in the

dlrection of a Tupperware disn, spilling a number onto the
counter.

DAVID =
I have homework. )

He goes, Leona totally unmindful of his exit. But we'll SEE that
he goes only part way up the BACK STAIRS, stopping to eavesdrop.



\ LEONA
Oh, I have such a headache.

CLARA
. You deserve 1t.

LEONA
-What did you say?

: CLARA
Nothing, c¢arling, you mistake
heavy breathing for wordgs.
I will fix it--ya headache.

Clara takes the bourbon from Leona's hand, sits her doun. Opens

the cupboard where all the neros are, begins to mix this andg that
into a glass of orange Julce as...

CLARA
Listen to me, Mrs. Hart: A
child is a woman's greatest
miracle. Be amazed gat a boy
hNas come from ya woman's body.
Pour ya soul into ninm.

LEONA
But I'm so afraiq, Clara.
#hat 1f I lose nim?

ON THE STAIRS, David 1s almost impelled to call out to his
mother, to fly, 3alive, into her arms...put doesn‘t trust the
impulse andg stays put. '

CLARA
Oarling, fear 1is 1life. But
1f ys start neglecting ya
living chila, only ruln will
come from ya neglect.

. LEGNA
I'm trying to tell you I have
trounle!

CLARA

Then you must go into yaself
and learn why! Then it cert-
alnly shall change.

The intensity of Clara's words force Lecna to focus fully on her.
Clara nands her the ligquid concoction.

LEONA
what 1s 1it?
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CLARA
Never ming. -

INT LECTURE HALL DAY

%e are on a good lookling man of 45, PETER THURMOND. We'll PAN

ARAY FROM HIM to a packed hall of HOSTLY WOHMEN, finally locating
Leona. ‘

PETER
Listen to me now! Hear me!
You may not, cannot, must not
delude yourselves that you
are responsible for each
other's happiness. It's
quasi-Christian bullshit!
0h, you can't try to diminisn
someone else's happiness
because you're not happy,
But you're no more reponsible
for making your mates and
children and relatives and
buddies happy than they are
for your unhappiness.

We've COME IN CLOSE ON LEGCNA. Wnhe's mesarmized.
INT GRAND CENTRAL STATION DAY

Lecna enters the Oyster Bar, carrying a book by Peter Thurmond
under her arm.

INT QYSTER BAR

Coming down the stairs, overlocking the smaller room of tables,

she glimpses something and comes to a stop, gamning up boadies
behind her.

WHAT SHE SEES 1s Bill at a tatdle with an ORIENTAL WOHAN smoking a
long cigaret. After several moments of uncertalinty, Leona moves
L0 their table, ner gaze on tne pretty Oriental Woman...who
sénses the approach. B1ill, sensing nis luncnh gate's
precccupation, turns.

BILL
Hi, honey.

- LECONA

What a coincidence. 1Is this...
an occasion?
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BILL
You remember Ching. I intro-
guced you at the Itallan Trade
Commission's Christmas party.

LEONA
I'm sorry, I don't.

CHING
“"Helle, Mrs. Hart. Nice to
see you again.

BILL
what brings you to the ¢ity?

Leona only smiles, shrugs, vaguely indicates the book.

BILL
Have you hag lunch?

LEGNA

Yes. Yes, I have. 1In fact,
I'm just about to catech a train.
I'll sese you at nome.

(Facing Ching)
I really don't recall meeting
you. which surprises me. I
think I'd rememper such a
pretty face.

She leaves quickly, leaving Bill ana Ching looking after ner.
EXT TRAIN DAY '

The train flles acrass the countryside. THROUGH A WINDOW we SEE
Leona, statue-like in her stillness.

INSIDE THE TRAIN

She stares anead, the Book, Generation of the Spirit, on her lap,
an average-looking MALE COMMUTER beside her. Seeming to merely
adjust ner position, she shifts so that her leg touches his. The
Hale Commuter moves his leg, thinking the contact accidental.

But she subtly puts her leg in contact with his again. He
glances at ner only with his eyes. He doesn't move; she doesn't
move. And now, as he turns to speak, to make nis move...Leona,.
confused, unwllling to follow through on what's she started,
picks up the Peter Thurmond Book, opens 1t and turns away. Her
dlsspiriteg REFLECTION comes back at us, her eyes slammed shuf,
Ner oreath coming guickly. '
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INT DAVID'S ROOM NIGHT

CLOSE ON HINM, nis breath coming quickly. He's listening to the

sound of nis parents' voices coming through the heating duct in
nis wall. :

LEONA (0.C.)
It's not just the Bbaby, it's
not just Eaith, let's stop
bDlaming everything on Edith!

BILL
Good! Fine! Then what?
Whudduya wanna dump every-
thing on now?

LEONA
(Overlapping)
It's not even the other women!

BILL. (0.C.)
Other women?

LEONA (0.C.)
(QGverlapping)
It's not any one thing!

BILL
¥nat other women?

IN BILL AND LEONA'S BEDROGHM

Leona's in ped. Falded over her delly is Generation of the
spirit, Peter Thurmond's picture prominent on the back cover.

LEONA
On, 8111, I don't have
names.

BILL

Yean, well I want names!

LEONA
I Just know they exist and
have for years. But Clara's
made me see 1t's not Jjust
any one thing--

TBILL

Ah, the great Clara's benind
this! '
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LEONA
The worst of it is that we
aren't friends anymore.

' BILL
The great Clara says we're
not friends anymore.

LEONA
Rignt.

BILL
¥ell, the great Clara can
go fuck herself--whudduya
thinka that?

LEONA
There was a time when we
were each other's Best
frieng...

BILL
Bullshit.

LEONA
...shen we were truly inter-
ested in each other...

BILL
Never.

LEONa
...ushen we shared the present
ang dreams of a future. But
now we only share a past.

Furious, combative, ne stares silently at her.

LEONA
we have to do samething abogut
1t. Tnis. wus.

He nears her clearly, but he's TG0 angry and frustrated to act
reconstructively.

BILL
Do something about yourself.
Co something about yourself.
Don't redesign me.

IN DAVID

. He stares at the heating duct.



ON HIS PARENTS

They stare irresolutely aé €ach other and away.
INT LIBRARY DAY

David goes through his father's desk, not lgoking for anything in

particular, just snooping. The DOORBELL. Obviously anticipating
1t, Davia jumps up, goes inta... ' ,

THE FOYER

...where he lurks denhind an archway as Opeds—tne door. A

Rye taxl pulls away, having depositie aring
regal looking rhinestone eye glasses. JTace.
CLARA
fu dear, ya look 1like a
giri!
BLANCHE

Cha, man, ya too lie!

8lanche wnhirls into the house, glances jealously over the foyer

and dining room as 1f they're nothing in particular, spotting
-avid, who pulls Back out of signt.

CLARA
Ya like to see mu housa?

BLANCHE
Na. House is 3 nouse. ue
go to ya bedroonm.

Clara leads tne way UP THE STAIRS. ODavid peeks around the
archuway. Blanche 1lnadicates his presence with a nod of her head
at Clara--who 10oks down at him but Keeps gaing.

CLARA
Dere be de torment of me
existence. David.

He stares belligerently up at her.

BLANCHE
How 0ld are ya, boy?

CAVID :
Me na know. We na have
birthday in ais nouse. where
ya live, a Brooklyn, Bronx,
Miaanmi? , .



Blanche and Clara Jam to 3 stop, thelr heads jerk arsund in

unison, Blanche's eyes Blinking with frignt. Fascinated, Clara
Just stares. :

BLANCHE
But stop. So rude. QOon't
you talk dat way! Where
nim learn patols?

CLARA
Only one place me can think.

BLANCHE
You mustn't talk like dat.
Only low-class people talk
like gat. ,

Clara holds the deoor to her room open for Blanche as she stares

curiously down aon David...then ¢loses the door more or less in
his face. )

DAVID
(Te himselr)
He na low-class. Me na
nothing. Me dumb-qumo. He
daork. Me dodo.

within the room there 1s THE SQUND OF LAUGHTER.
INT KITCHEN DAY

HORNING. Leona in ner robe, nhard at work. Clara watching
dubiously, dressed in a blue serge suit, wearing her braideg wig,
an gvernight bag and her small red sultcase close Dy.

CLARA

A change of dlet don't mean
de same as a change of
attitude,

LEQNA
Come on, don't mock me. A
aiet can be changed quickly,
a personality transplant
takes longer.

CLARA
wnat 1s gat ya mashing up?

. LEONA
You'll laugh at me,



CLARA
I won't.

LECNA
This 1s a sunblock made of
clive 0il anag yeast.

Ang Clara LAUGHS.

CLARA
Excuse me, dat was a mistaks
laugh, totally unintenticnal.

O0avid and B1ill enter in salling clothes as Leana prings a wicker

serving pot of rice to the table. David and Bill 1look at each
other.

DAVID
Rice for BDreakfast?

LEONA
with steamed vegetables.

DAVID
For breakfast?

LEONA
I told you I was going to
try some gletary experiments,
everybody said okay.

DAVID
I gldn't know you meant rice
andg vegetables for bDreakfast.

LEONA
I'm sure I'll get tired of
it within a3 week or tuwg--
Just 1inaulge me for now.

She serves tnhe rice ang vegetables. David slants nis eyes.

DAVID
: (SINGING)
"Me na fool, fool Chinee man.
e na come from forelgn lang“--

. CLARA -
where ya learning gat son
now?

DAVID

I don’'t know. Around.



. CLARA
I don't want ya singing ae
songs of me homeland when ya
wish me was dere and not here.

DAVID
Excuse me.

- CLARA
Next thing ya know, I begin
%o think ya liking me.

"CAR HORN OUTSIDE.

CLARA
Taxl here. Goodbye, every-
Body. Sweet weekend. OQOon't
get indigestion.

She grabs ner overnight and her red suitcase and goes cut the
aoor. Leona determinedly serves herself a double portion of rice
ang vegetables. O0Oavid and hls father lock eyes. She smiles at
them.

EXT LONG ISLAND SOUND DAY - THE 0DQCK
B11ll, Oavid, Lecna climb intoc the Sunfisnh.

DAVID
Lemme take the helm, Dad.

BILL
N, I think I better take
her out.

Leona takes a piastic bottle flllea with lotion from her strau

Dag. Rubs the mixture over her hands, reaches for David, uwho
shles away.

DAVID
shat's that?
LECNA
Natural sunscreen,
DAVID
Smells 1ike an Italian
restaurant,
BILL

Cast aff,



uévid aoes as Bill takes the mainsheet. David sits dejectedly as
his father guides the sailboat out.

BILL
¥hat's the purpose of a sun-
screen?

LEQNA

It blocks the sun from tan-
ning. Tanning isn‘'t good for
the skin.

BILL
You mean you're not going to
get 3 suntan in the summers
anymaore?

. LEGCNA
Hard to say, have to see,

She smiles, then turns ner back on him, dangles her fingers into
the water. A chill takes Bill.

BILL
David, toss me my winag-
Breaker.

Just as tnhe winabreaker is changing hands, the wing shifts and
the boom swings.

BILL
watch_ygur heads!

Everybody ducks and the garment is swept intg the water. David
begins to peel down to nis bathing suit. '

DAVID
Just come apout, stay in
the wing, and I'l1l swim

arter it.
BILL

Isn't it a little tooc colg?
DAVID

Na.
BILL

All right, go ahead.

wvld takes off nls glasses and dives in and 8111 steers the boat
+Nto the wind ana sculls the rudder. David sprints back to the
wingbreaker. He treads water while looping one of the sleeves’



shrough his bathing suit. with the windbreaker trailing like a
loose towline, he starts back.

LEONA
Jesus, he can really swim.

BILL
He'll make the swim team
this year, he loses some of
that gut.

LEONA
Just don't push him.

BILL
What's your point?

LEONA
The reason he didn't make
it last year was his fear of
what you'd say if he dlan't.

BILL
I don't think that's true.

LEONA
It's prooably not then,

Legna looks off toward the falnt shoreline of Long Island. Bill
ls about to attack when suddenly David rises proudly from the
Sound, spllling water and body into the boat, neither his father

nor nis mother attentive to his deed, he instantly sensing wny
they're not.

EXT NEWPQRT HANSION DAY

They glide up tc the dock on a run. PEOPLE roaming the vast
lawns and formal gardens turn to stare, a few APPLAUDING when the
Boat makes a pefect kiss up to the dock. David and Bill cast the
moorings ana step asnore, standing together in & self-conscious
nugale, staring at the gathering of mlddle-class people.

LECNA
I'm gonna scout around.

She goes off. Someone hRands 8111 a flyer.

) DAVID
what's 1t say?
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BILL
For the bargain rate of 25
bucks a head we're going
to have a nognday macrobiotic
feast and then hear Dr. Peter
Thurmond, author anag professor
of philosophy and religion at
Columbia uUniversity, lecture
on “Self and the Role of the
Irreligious Spiritc.*

DAVID
One of my favoritie spirits.

BILL
we're being supportive.

DAVID
I know, I can tell.

THE LAWN - LATER

8111 asleep in the sun as a BOY and GIRL, both much chunkier than
Davia, approach., In the B.g. we SEE AND HEAR PETER THURMOND.

LESLIE
Hi, I'm Leslie ana this 1s
my brother, Scott.

DAVID
Hi, I'm David.

SCOTT
fly sister thinks you're cute.
But I think you 1gok like a
real nerd.

LESLIE
Wny don't you come with me,
Dave,

DAVID
Come with you where?

She nods vaguely touard the trees. He looks there.

- DAVID
#hat're we gonna go?

" LESLIE
Come and see.



DAVID
Na, I don't think so. I'm
this man's bodyguard ang--

She togsses her head toward the trees.

LESLIE
Come on, Dave.

DAVID
Na.

She nods insistently, glances meaningfully toward the trees,

LESLIE
(To Scott)
YOu stay here.
(To Davia)
Come on, Dave. Come with

Davia lets ner take his hand. He glances Dack at his sleeping
fatner and the obealent Scott as Lesllie trundles nim into A GROVE
QF 0AK TREES...wnere they come to a HALF-CAVED IN STRUCTURE that
looks like an evil cottage from a falry tale. Leslie pries open
1 broken windcw and tries to climb insice.

LESLIE
Grab my tush and shove.

A beat. Then Davia tries as discreetly as possible to gras ner
tush and shove. She disappears gver the edge with a c¢rash.
Peter 1is Jjust BARELY AUDIBLE still in the D.g. Leslie reappears.

LESLIE
Come on, don't be chicken.

Oavid follows, trying to scale the ogpening coolly, but not quite
managing.

INSIDE the sun snimmers in THE DUSTY ROOM, where there are three

rusted lawn chairs and a taole. Leslie gazes at David, her tauny
eyes caugnt 1In a glimmer of sunlight.

LESLIE
C'mere, cutey.

Slowly, David advances to her. FROM CLOSE we can't see exactly
what Leslie does to nim, but By the look on nils face we assume ne
is being touched sexually by a female for the first time.



N THE LAWN
Peter Thurmond's Speecn bullds to a peak, Leona raptly attentive.

PETER
¥here are you now? Where are
you living? In the past or
in the future? why is the
present always some leper of
time and place ang circumstance?
Live in the present! Live in
the present! Come on, say it
with me:

IN THE HALF CAVED-IN STRUCTURE

Davig's panting matches the rhythm of Peter's speech. In the
distance now we HEAR...

VOICES (0.C.)
Live in the present! tive in
the present! Live in the
present!

-..the rhythm bullaing with Davia's breathing. And abruptly
" eslie stops.

DAVID
whugguya doin?
LESLIE
whudduya think?
DAVID
Oon't stop!
LESLIE ' :
Yep.
0AVID
No! -
LESLIE
That's 1t.
DAVID
Please!
LESLIE ™

That's all she wrote.

-48 adisappears from the FRARE, leaving David staring agitatedly
lnto the space she occupled a moment ago.



: VOICES (0.C.)
Ltive in the present! Live
in the present!

OAVID AND LESLIE EMERGE FROM THE 0AK TREES and we HEAR APPLAUSE
at the end of Peter's speech and Bill looks groggily at Davia
approaching with a chubby girl, whe veers away and is joined By
an equally chubby bay.

BILL
Where ya been, Blg B8oy?

Mis head reeling, David points vaguely nowhere, stands
goggle-eyed.

LUNCH ON THE LAYWN

Hounds of vegetables--in broth, stir-fried, ratatouille style.
And grains--uulgar wheat and brown rice with soybeans anag
raisins. Leona in line, within herself, fixed on Peter Thurmand
in the distancs. :

SERVER
(To those in 1line)
It's gll vegetarian, everyoody.
No meat in anytning.

ON DAVID AND BILL

They sit by the dock, eating potato chips, Velveeta cheese, and
Wonder bread.-

DAVID
How much longer do w@e have
to stay?
| BILL

Your mother wants to stay for
the group discussions. Not
too many of those potatg chips.

DAVID
If you dian't want me to have
them, you shouldn't've had
me bring ‘'em.

BILL
Everything in mederation, though,
pal, that's the trick.

BAVID .
Can I ask Mom 1f we can leave?



BILL
Don‘t make it sound like my
icea. .
DAVID
I'11 say I'm sick.

BILL.
Gaod thinking.

David moves through groups of picknickers. He spies his mother
nolaing a plate of untouched food, talking to Peter Thurmond.
Something strikes David as he studies the two of them together
and he slows his walk and nis mother spots him.

- LEONA
Hello, David. Tnis is
Peter Thurmond, who spoke
thls morning.

DAVID
Yes, I enjoyed your talk very
much .

PETER

Thank you, Oavid. Appreciate
it. nost people your age
think I'm fulla shit.

. DAVID
Really? Not me, sir, uh-un.
fiom, Bad and I want to sail
home ngw. Can you get a3 riace
with someone?

_ LEONA
It's the wrong time to be
asking me this, David,

PETER
Oon't be silly, Leona, that's
all right. Let them go.

Davig catches Peter touching his maother's arm for emphasis. The

gesture bBothers Oavid; nis mother seems to realize thils because
she moves her arm away. ..

—

LEONA

All tight, go on, I'll see
you at nome.



PETER
Nice to meet you, Daviu.

Now, though, David is suddenly reluctant to go.

LEONA
Really. &g on.

MOVING TO HIS FATHER, David glances back.

DAVID
It's okay, we can go.

BILL
Really? ®nat'd she say?

DAVID
That we can go. That man
she's talking to--that's
Peter Thurmondg,
(Then Just assuming
it's true)
He'll bring ner home.

BILL
Let's blow thls joint,

EXT HARBOR DAY

Davia has the helm, nis father's attention fixed on the horizon.
INT DAVID'S ROOM DAY

A SCAP OPERA ON TV. David restless tehind nis Playboy. SOUND OF
CLARA'S SHOWER TURNING ON. A Deat. Cavid higes the Playbov.

CLARA'S BATHRQOM. The door ,ocpens a crack. FROM DAVID'S POY ue
can SEE through the steamed glass cubicle Clara showering. His

breathing intensifies. A PHONE RINGS, startling nim. HE CLQSES
THE DOQR. .

ON CLARA

Her eyes full of soap, she turns an ear to the SQUND. But when:

ner eyes are clear and she peers thorugh the glass she sses
nathing.

INT KITCHEN DAY

-

MORNING. Clara gver the classifleds as David comes down the Back

tairs. Seeing him, she starts his breakfast. He looks at the
sircles on the paper,



DAVID
what're ya doin? vYa leavin?

- CLARA
You think I would want to
make you dat happy? Going
to rent me an apartment.

DAVID
why?

CLARA
So when I escape dis place
on de weekends I have some-
place to stay instead of widg
friends. And when me husbang
come up, he has 3 place to
stay #nlle I'm working.

BAVID
wnen's he coming?

CLARA
Not positive for sure yet.
The letters, ya know, Dback
and forth, Back and forth.

Something about what's she's said, tne way she's saic it, makes
Oavid stare at her, makes her deflect her gaze from hils with a
CHORUS of “Chi chl budde” as Bill enters.

BILL :
€at up, my boy, eat up. The
moment is upon us.

- -CLARA
Don't ve 'giving ae boy age
glarrnea before he even
arrive at de event.

Cavid ana 8111 fix ner. S$She turns her Back, begins to SING
again.

EXT COUNTRY CLUB DAY

8111 turns his Lincoln through the tall stone gates onto a .
straignt two-mile grive lined with gak trees, Leona beside him,
0avid in the pack. 811l stops and FROM A OISTANCE we WATCH nim

and Daviac and Leona get out. Leogna gets in the back, Davig intg
tne ariver's seat, 811l shotgun.



TNSIDE THE LINCOLN

David carefully drives the big car doun the tree-lined entryway,
the three of them silent and vigilant.

IN THE CLUB PARKING LOT

David parks smoothly between the parallel lines of an empty
space. A virtually unified sigh of relief.

BILL
Good Jjobo!

. LEONA
¥ell done, darling!

Hls father puts an arm around David's shoulders and they head for
the clubnause,

THE POOL

The swimming tryouts. ODavid on the line, in nhis tee-snhire,
looking myopic without nis glasses. Beside Rim Alan Lipsky. On
the other side af nim, cne of Lipsky's Friends. 1In the crowd of
PARENTS AND SIBLINGS, the Red-Haired Glrl. The cgacH calling the
swimmers to thelr marks. In tne Crowd, 8111 catching Oavig's eye
nd miming that he should take the tee-shirt off; Davig shakes
+1s nead emphatically no.

LIPSKY
(To Bavia)
Leave some water in the pool
when ya do your famous imitation
of a whale hittin the water,
rotundo. ‘'Kay?

CLOSE ON DAVID

From pain to anger to determination as he steps to nis mark andg
Te€sponds to the Coach's call that the swimmer's “get set." Ang
then the crack of the plstol and David is airborne,.

THE RACE

It's once down the fifty meter pool. Davia falls benind off the
Start...but battles and gains on the leader, Lipsky, runs. abreast
et him through the middle of the race...then fades badly as
Lipsky and three others Beat him, Lipsky's friena just nosing
David out. B11ll, whc has- walked tne length of the pool, calling
encguragement until Davia starts tg fade, fades himself towarg

the back of the crouwd of cheering parents, past Legna, and we CUT
JARPLY Lo



NT LINCOLN DAY

Oressed, DOavia's hair wet and combed slick, peering from the
Backseat at the backs of hils parents' neads.

DAVID
¥nen daila you qecicge this?

BILL
Last nignt.

DAVID
¥ny dion't you tell me before?

LEONA
we thought it best to wailt
until after the tryouts.

CAVID

¥ho am I going to live with?
LECNA

Me.
BILL

But you'll come into the city
and stay with me weekends.

DAVID
HOo® could you let me drive
the car up to the club this
morning and then tell me this?

EXT HART HOUSE DAY

The car pulls into the driveway and stops. ODavid 2olts and heads
for The Sound. AT THE KITCHEN WINDOW, Clara sees him run Dy.

WE FOLLOW Bavia to the boathouse. Panting he stares across the
seemingly endless Sound. Sugdenly nhe kicks of?f his shoes, tears
off nls snirt and pants. He steps into the lip of the Sound in
Nis underweear, nesitates, then dives in.

Ang swims. He WATCHES THE MURKY BOTTOM turn dark and shafts of
sunlight plumb cdeep into the water. When he bBreathes on the
rignt side, nhe SEES THE VICARAGE AND- TUDQR:- MANSIONS that commanag-
the shoreline gradually shrinking away. He swims past Lightnings
and catamarans at their moorings. PEOPLE scrutding the hulls of
thelr boats pause to stare at this brave swimmmer.

“is breatning becomes ladored and he begins to feel stabbing

.nes in nls arms. Then in tne middle of a stroke he GASPS,
+eallizing ne's very frigntened. He freezes.

AL



BAVID
Help!...Helg me!

But his volce doesn't carry and the swells 111 nis mouth., He's
dizzy, seems ready to give up. But then something tells him to
turn on nils pack angd FOCUS ON THE BEAUTIFUL CLOUDS crossing
above, and after a few moments, he turns on his stomach and does
ang easy crawl stroke toward the shore. Then he begins to
sprint, trying to outdistance the frear. ;

when he gets to land, he crawls unsteadily anto the shoals,
panting. And wnen he stands up, THERE'S CLARA, waiting, looking
at him with great compassion. She holds out a hand toc him.

FADE 0OUT

FADE IN
INT KITCHEN DAY

Clara, wearing her day-off wig, spooning condensad milk ints her
coffee, her red sultcase beside her, as Oavid comes down the back
stairs in tennis shorts and a torn tee-shirt. He's tan andg
appears a little leaner.

CLARA
You not goling dressed to see
my frienags like dat,

DAVID
It's hot.

- CLARA

on't care. If dis is same
new person you trying to

De cause you the victim of

a broken home, 1t only getting
my stink up.

Leona enters, looking tranguil.

LEONA
H1, honey, ready to go?

CLARA
No, he is not. You, go change
ya clothes.

Davic exlits, leaving Leona and Clara in an awkuward silence.

LEGQNA
You must bDe making the 10:10.



CLARA
If de taxl would get here.

LEONA
You know how much I appreclate
this.

CLARA
I'm glad to do it. "For nim.

LEONA
well, 1t makes it easler for
me to00.

CLARA
Me can't concern wig what
makes 1t easler fe you dgat
have all de choices. Me must
cgncern for him dat don's.

, LECNA
Then take good care of him.

CLARA
Qf course. I‘m sure him will
have a3 delightful weekend--nis
foadar moving to his new
‘apartment, nis mugdar fumigating
de remalns from de family home,
ang nim wid a3 stranger in ge
Jungle of 8rooklyn.

LEONA
You're the one who urged me
to change my life.

CLARA
Next time I be sure to be
more specific about what is
permissible. HMrs. Hart, ya
own happiness can never be as
important as dat of de child's
until he grow to be a man.

LECNA
¥ell, I don't happen to think
the two are mutually exclusive,
I think if I'm happier, ne'll
be happier..

CLARA
NO.
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llara and Leona stare at each other...and we HEAR the TAXI HORN.
EXT ORIVEWAY DAY

A re-dressed David and Clara get inte the taxi; as 1t Backs out
Qf the driveway, a SMALL MOVING VAN pulls up. As the taxi pulls
awdy, a ORLVER hops out of the van and heads for the Hart's front
door. David peers through the back window of the taxi. '

EXT STATION DAY

At the newstand, Clara picks up a Natignal Enguirer. David
reaches for the current issue of Hustler, but Clara snatnches it
from him and returns it to its Pplace, then takes him by the
elbos. He pulls free.

INT TRAIN DAY

They sit tightly together, Clara‘'s soft flesh }iggling against
Cavid's, ne conscious of her, she agsorbed in ner Natignal
Enguirer, her 1ips moving talntly as she follows the printed
¥0rds. Oavid stares past ner now at the purneg-out tenements gf
the Bronx. ) -

EXT BROOKLYN DAY
-lara and David emerge from ungderground to a dense, two- and

three- story suburban Brooklyn. David stares agout nim like a
tourist.

DAVID
I've never Been to Brooklyn
before.
CLARA
Gwan!
: DAVID
Really.

they cross the street to an 0ld white stucco puilding. At the
ground level is a slack script sign that reads “Blanche's :
Beauty." The window glass has been nit with a rock; shards fan
out into a glittery splger's wep. The enter the shop.

INT BLANCHE'S DAY

There's immediate commotion. “Miss Clara! Hiss Clara:* cry a3
HALF DQOZEN HAIRORESSERS as they crowa intc the antergom orf the
ilon. The Ladies all wear laentical floral smocks, andg some

-dVe teased Bouffant hairdos. .



FELICIA
You bring him after ail!

CLARA -
David, meet Felicia, Lydia,
Bobs, ang Ooris williams.
¥nere Blanche is?

LYDIA
¥id customer.

David's the only white person. They pass a glass display case,
two gasned vinyl chalrs beside a chipped glass coffee table
coverea with pack issues of magazines. The wallpaper matches the
Smocks. SEVERAL CUSTOMERS are lylng half-reclined in retractaple
chalrs, their nailr sticking straignt ocut in identical disarray.
The Deauticians get back to work with hot combs and hair-
straightening creams.

CLARA
Blanche, you remember me
Cavig. Him asking for hot
comdb this afternoon.

DAVID
Oh yean--rignt.

BLANCHE
Ya lost some welight since
I see you at de hguse.

CLARA i
Don't I tell you nim grow-
ing wig hair under de arms
and all agat.

, BAVID
on, great!

BLANGHE
Could still lost some.

Blanche grabs David's gut; he tries to pull away. Blanche takes
Rls shoulders and begins snaking him.

BLANCHE
I shoulc be slapping ya back-
sige fe all de trouble you
give my Clara.



DAVID
Sweet darling, dat is another
child ya talking about. Cha,
man, I give de waoman nothing
Dut Joy now,

The action comes to a dead stop, the girls loocking at Davig in
amazement. B8lanche chuckles, cuffs David on the shoulder.

CLARA
Can me help it if him clever
as de devil?

Lydia clenches her fists, gyrating her Nips back and forth.
DORIS

(Clapping her hands)
Lift 1t up, Baby, lift up ya

Beef!
BLANCHE
All right, stop de ramping
now,
(To Clara)

What we gwan do here togay?

Clara drops her red suitcase, reaches up to unpin the braid-wig,
nNoldas 1t in ner hand like a captive snake.

BLANCHE
Take thls, na, Felicia.

Felicia walks over from ner unoccupled station, takes the braid
and sets it down on a plastic martelized counter. Clara,
meanwhlle, digs in ner suitcase for ner peenive wig.

*  BLANCHE
YOU want us o grogm pnth
‘c dem?

Cavid 1s trying to nide nis amusement.

BLANCHE
what 1s troubling him?

CLARA
Him always get funny over
me wigs., All right, you, I
arrange for Blanche to cut
ya halr now,

DAVID
Forget {t.



CLARA .
You halr too long and well
¥ant 1t cut,

DAVID
Forget 1t!

CLARA
Listen me. If ya don't sit
aosn and let she cut ya hair,
I putting ya back onto de
train.

DAVID
That's Blackmail!

BLANCHE
Miss Clara, if nim so reluctant,
let nim stay.

CLARA
No, sir, I even tell his
muddar. Am I going to
gisappoint gat dear woman?

-anche casts Davig a lgok that says it isn't worth arguing with
clara when her mind is set on something. Afraid to confront her
further, David sits wlth regret. <Clara moves to Felicia's sink,
sticks her head underwater. Then there's a LOUD HOOT as DORA
CAMBRIDGE enters, followed by a3 lanky BLACK MAN. Both sleek and
sleekly dressed.

FELICIA
Hello, ODora.

DORIS
wnat guan?

Dora has fixed ner attention on Davia as she wends ner way ftoward
Blancne's station. The Black Man hangs at the door.

DORA
S0 where you get thils white
charge?

0AVID

She get me from church bazaar.
He was left 1in de manger.

DORA
Jesus, Father.



BLANCHE
Is Clara's boy.

DORA
Where she 1is?

BLANCHE
See her dere.

Dora turns to unére Clara’'s head 1s tilted back into the sink,
her halr saturated with suds. 0Dora moves close to Bavidg.

DORA
So, Clara's boy, dig snhe
tell you bout Ralfie?

BLANCHE
What trouble you trying to
concoct today? If you must
talk so, come fe me to do
ya nair ancther gay!

DCRA
I got me appolintment today.

BLANCHE
Ya early!

DORA
I wait!

Sensing Davia is about 'to ask who Ralfie 1s, 8lanche puts a hand
over his mouth.

BLANCHE
Forget what she say, c¢hila.
She know what time Clara caome,
So she come to juke her.
(To Dora)
If she knew you talk this,
she'd tump you tQ ya grave.

DORA
He na 'fraia of ner.

BLANCHE
You a professional liar.

Clara sees Dora using two fingers to imitate scissors hacking
away at ner gwn hair to indicate what Blanche should do to Davidg.



CLARA
You know something, Oora
Cambricge? vYa sense of
humor is about as foul as
ya crotch.

The Black Han at the door steps toward them. Eyes go there.

CLARA
Can't imagine which one ‘o
ya carryin on wiac such a

pimp.
Dora turns her back, grabs her man and walks out.

BLACKX HAN
¥ha' she call me?

Clara sits pack In Felicia‘'s chair. Felicia goes to work. And
Blanche opens up one of ner marbellzed drawers ang brings out a
stack of girlie magazines. David's eyes open uide.

BLANCHE
Ming Clara don't see dem.
Don't want to cause no
gistress.

She tnrusts them into Oavid's hands. Cautligusly he gpens
one...as the halrcut beglns.

EXT BLANCHE'S DAY

David ang Clara exit, bath neatly colffed. David charges a
window to check cut nis semi-punk naircut.

DAVID
I look llke a complete geek!
CLARA
I personally feel it locking
lovely.
DAVID
I look like a punk rocker!
CLARA
I personally findg it most

stunning.

Oouwn tne street, Clara SEES Dora and the Black Han, kissing
leeply. ' :



CLARA
Stay here.

Clara approaches the Cadillac. David follows at 3 distance
behina Clara.

CLARA ‘
Can't even walt to get him
into ya house, you must pull-
ing nim up into ce alley.

BLACK MAN
Shut your face!

CLARA
You come shut 1t for me.

bavid can't believe she's challenging this guy.

DORA
Leave ner. She's lianle to
do something.

BLACK MAN
Sheeict.

The Black Man stalks Clara.

CLARA
She rignt to tell you not
to mess wid me. Let her
tell you shat I aig¢ people
1ike her in Jamaica. W&nhat
I alo ner.

David doesn't know what to do.

DORA
Bundy, I sala to leave her!
Listen to me when I talking.

The man stops whlle Clara clenches her fists. He opens the car

aoor. QDora gets in. The Black Man gets in and tney drive away.
Wnen Clara turns to watch them go, she sees Davig. :

CLARA
Olan't I tell you stay Bback?

0AvID
I was afralad something was
going to happen.



CLARA
And so if something happen,
what you would co to stop it?

DAVID
I'd kick him in the balls.

CLARA .
(tanaging to 1laugh)
Perfectly right! -

EXT CLARA'S NEIGHBORHOOD DAY

They're passing a cemetery as the shadows of afternoon thicken
into BusK.

DAVID
Who's this Ralfie guy she
mentionea?

Clara stops, takes -Daviag firmly Dy the shoulders.

CLARA
SO already she start. Let
me warn ya sgmething. 1If

you ever try tg discuss me
. business wiad any o' dem, I
will punish you ageep bad.

She quickens ner steps. He runs to catch up. Notices the
cemetery for the first time. Takes it in.

DAVID
I've never seen such a big
graveyarad before.

CLARA '

Remind a person to make ¢
most of life,

OAVID
I hope you don't live too
Close to it.

She nods toward the Building on the far side of the cemetery.
Oavidg looks at it, at the cemetery, at Clars.

INT CLARA'S APARTHMENT DAY '
We're CLOSE ON DAVID, nis eyes wide in wonger.

BAVID
It's...it's Jamaica.



FROR ANOTHER ANGLE now we SEE a living area and sleeping alcove
that are divided By a narrow kitchen. Unlike Clara's rogm in
Rye, the apartment brims with souvenirs. Every available space
on the countertops ang bureau 1s covered with beaded trinkets,
carved wooden boxes and flgures, silver nairpins. O0avid turns tg
look at her, a smile slashing nis face.

DAVID
It's you!

He begins to pass reverently through. He picks up a carvea
figure.

DAVID
®nat's this?

CLARA
¥nen aobeah be Jjuking you,
you use to reverse de juke.

DAVID
Obeah's baa, nhuh?

CLARA
Gbean is de evil dat others
make on us...or dat we make
an Qurself.

He continues on his tour, touching and picking up ana putting on
bracelets ang necklaces.

DAVID
Do you wisn you had a job in
Brooklyn so you coulg live’
here all the time?

. CLARA
~On de long traln I often ask
myself.
DAVID
(Concerneq)
Ang?
CLARA

You must be careful not to
sound llke you care.

(She smliles at nim)
Brooklyn recalls too much
Port Antonlo, too many people
know me from de past.



DAVID
why dld you get so upset.
when I asked about that guy
Ralfie?

CLARA
You too damn nosy.

DaviID
Am I?

A beat. She goes to the window, overlooking the cemetery.

CLARA
What a 1ife this turned out
to be.

DAVID

¥hat do you mean?
He follows her. She looks him dead in the eyes.

CLARA
Ralfie was my son,

DAVID

I thought you dldn‘t have any
childaren.

‘ CLARA
I gon't--ng more.

DAVID
You mean he's not alive?

- DAVID ><
on.

Impulsiuelycpe puts an arm aroung him.

She nads.

FROM QUTSIDE we look at these two people, black and wnite, in a

sea of wingows, .staring across. acres of deatn, her head pressed
to his shoulger.

INT CLARA'S APARTHENT NIGHT

Daviad sleeps on the sofa. FLICKERING LIGHT dances across his

face. OQUTSIDE IN THE CEMETERY A VQICE SCREARS IN FEAR. Ang he

~auakens. The windows are open. An ELECTRIC FAN WHIRS close Dy.

The FLICKERING LIGHT drauws his eyes TOWARD THE KITCHEN. Haking
as little nolse as possible, he creeps toward the light,



stumbling over Clara's red suitcase, wnich is lying open in the
middle of the flooTr. In the DIM LIGHT, nRe can make out several
bundles of aercgrams inside. Three of these letters are opened
up until they become a single sheet of paper. Oavid continues to
creep toward the kitchen. He sees quivering shacows and then
makes out her face bathed in yellow lignt.

Clara has lighted a green coil made from a pulp of crushed strau.
Three stubby votive candles flicker next to it. The obeah figure
stands on the table. From a cupboard abgve the refrigerator sne
takes a small amber bottle and unscrews a dropper. She squeezes
drops of fluid over the candles, which flare dgramatically. Then
she pinches the burning orange center of the coil until she
winces in pain. She grabs a washcloth and presses it to her .
forehead. Her cheeks are molst with tears. A bottle Of agark rum

sits open on the tadle. She takes a long swallow from a glass.
DAVIOD
Clara...
CLARA
(Blowing out the
canales)

what ya doing up?

DAVID
I coulan't sleep.

A letter lies on the counter next to the candles.

DAVID
¥hat were you doing?

CLARA .
(As though hypnotizeaq)
fne have things in me mind
Juking me so till me can't

sleep.
CAVID
what things?
CLARA
Private tnings.
DAVID
(The colil)

wnat's that for?

CLARA
O0lag Jamalcan remedy for head-
ache. GO back to ya bed
now, DBavida.



.3he takes another swallow of the rum. Sees him staring.

CLARA
Other ola Jamalcan remedy
for headache. QOon't ya
start monitor me excesses,.
detective. Go!

On his way back to bed, Davidg stares rfor a moment at the LETTERS,
then back at Clara slumped at the table. He gets into the Bbed,
PUulls thne sheet up, and seeks understanding in the ceiling wnere
SHADOWS FROM THE CEMETERY play, and from where VQICES CRY QUT.

EXT HART HOUSE DAY

Leona is staring myoplcally out the kltchen window as Clara andg
David get ocut of a cab. O0avid hesitates a moment. Clara urges
him gently toward the house,

INirHE KITCHEN Leona 1s buslly cooking, her eyes bright anag
alive.

LEONA
Dig you have a good weekena?

Oavid nods, looks distantly toward his father's library.

LEONA
I like your haircut.
DAVID
Ya go?
CLARA
Ya see?
LECNA

I'm making you lasagna and
steamea asparagus.

He nods agains, walks out of the kitchen.

THE DOORWAY TO HIS FATHER'S LIBRARY. David steps intoc it. wnat
he sees makes him momentarily close nis eyes. And now WE SEE
that the shelves, once lined with nis father's books, are empty,
The antligque writing desk is gone; there are brands on the
carpeting where its legs rested. 0avid snaps on a small lamp
that sits on the floor, flshes a scrap of paper from nis pocket
and dlals. A WwOMAN answers.

WOMAN (Vv.0.)
Hello.
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: DAVID
I'm sorry, I must have. the
wWrong numper.

WOHAN (Vv.0.)
Whom dig you want?
DAVID .
. I'm trying to reach a william

Hart,

WOMAN (V.0.)
He's here, hold on.

He HEARS the phone being muffled. He GROANS.

BILL (v.0.)
Davia?
BAVID
¥ho answered the phone?
BILL (v.Q.)
That's Oeena. My decorator.
DAvVID
Weren't you expecting me to
call?
BILL (v.0.)

0f course I was.

CAVID
Then why aid you nave that
lacy answer?

BILL (v.0.)
Because I was on the laddger
trying to nang scme drapes.

DAVID
Your decgrator is there on a
Sungay night?

BILL (v.0.)
I neeged help, Davidg.

DAVID
Come on, Dad, gime a break.



BILL (v.0.)
Okay. Okay, Dave, it's
hard for me to be here by

myself,
DAVID
But 1s she just the decorator?
BILL (v.0.)

Yes, that's all she 1s,
Listen, you'll see what
she's done when you caome
see me next weekend.

DAVID
I have to go see you?

BILL (v.G.)
Don't you think it'ag de
easler than my coming up
to the house?
(8hen Daviag is
silent)
There's more to do in the
city, anyway. Hunh?

)avid runs nis fingers over an empty Book shelf.

BILL
Dave..?

EXT THE SOQUND DAY

Oavid dives In. FROM SOMEONE'S POV we WATCH him swim strongly

toward the far shore. FROM ANOTHER ANGLE we SEE Bboth Legna, from
her Bdedroom window, and Clara, from the kitchen pay window,

© watching nim. ‘

EXT BILL'S APARTHMENT HOUSE DAY

Through thne doors we SEE David at the reception desk, the Q00RMAN
on the house phone. INSIDE THE LOBBY we can see David is upset.

0AavID
But I'm his son. 0idan‘t he
tell you I was coming, for

Godsake?

- DOGRHAN
Take just a second....Yes,
Rr. Hart--young man here
says he's your son....tessir,
fine,
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OOCRMAN (Con't)
(Hanging up)
All right, 16-G, you can go
up'

DAVID
Oh, great, thanks.

THE DOOR OF BILL'S APARTHMENT GOPENS and 8ill stanas there in
totally agifferent attire--the business and golf clothes replacec
By black slacks and 3 black silk shirt witn subtle polka dots.

BILL
Hey--hi!

DAVID
Hi.

BILL
come on in:

DAVID
Okay.

Oavig ENTERS THE APARTMENT to fina the place madern and
gemgetric, unlike tne antique mocd of the Rye house.

DAVID
Everything's so different.

BILL
Yep. Where'd you get that
haircut?

DAVID i
This great place in 8rooklyn.

BILL
Brooklyn?

DAVID
what's wrong with 1t?

BILL
Little severe, don't you
think?

. DAVID
I like 1t. You nave dana-
TUurf on your shirz.

BILL
Bhat?
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Bill cranes nis neck, swipes almost frantically at nis collar.

BILL
Never had dandruff in my
life.
~DAVID

Yeah, well, you got it now.

There is a partial VIEW OF THE EAST RIVER through a clutter of
other duildings. The windows, though, Rave ng drapes.

DAVID
¥hat nhappened to the drapes?

BILL
They're in tne bedroom.
(wnen Davia nods

stiffly)
You gian't believe me, aic
you?
DAVID

I did ana I aidan't.
-hey LOOK INTO THE BEDRGCOM--which David merely leans into.

BILL '
That's real fur--the bedspread.
- DAVID
Must've Been expensive.
BILL

I can affordg 1it.

8111 leads the way through the kitchnen to THE GUEST BEDROOH. A
magnificent six-foot Prussian toy soldier stands in one corner.

DAVID
That's really beautirful.

BILL
I got it for you. This is
your room. I hope you'll
stay the nignt. :

BAVID
I dldan't bring anything.



BILL
I have everything you need.
Look in those drawers.

David opens drawers. They're full of clothes.

DAVID
How did you know my size?
BILL
Your mom told me.
(A beat)
want a beer?
DAVID
A beer?
BILL

Oon‘t questicn me at every
turn., I feel]l as strange as
you do. You'll be thirteen
in a few months. I had my
first beer at thirteen, okay?

DAVID
So okay, I'll nave a beer.

IN THE KITCHEN 811l pops two cans of Beer, hands one to David.
They ¢clink their cans together and 0Oavlia takes a sip.

DAVID
(Cool)
Tastes llke buffalo snot.

He takes a gutsy belt this time.

INT IL CORNUTO RESTAURANT DAY

Dressed in sharp, preppy clothes, Davia follgws his rfather into
the elegant restaurant. The restaurant ls asout half-filleaq.
The MAITRE 'D greets BILL by name, leads them to a taole. A
slow-maving WAITER brings menus. David takes a look.

DAVID
It's 1in Italian.

BILL
(To the walter)
ny son is from the suburps.

David cringes.



BILL
I think I'11 have oysters
on the half shell. And then
the veal chop. Know what
you want? '

DAVID
YOou have to tell me what
there is first.

The Walter RATTLES OFF A LIST. The thira item is Scampl. As the
waiter babbles monotonously onward...

The waiter recedes.

NQos there™s a blandg
Bill's shoulger.

BILL
What about the scampl? VYou
love shrimp.

DAVID
Filne. ‘

BILL
That naircut is really remark-
able. Maybe we should take
you to my barber ang see if
he can fix 1t up.

DAvID
Mom and I like it the way it
1s, thanks.
—
uomaéiiﬁ%%iff stanaing at the taole, touching
DEENA

Ciaoc, B8111. Hells, Davia.

Confused, Davia accepts her offered hand. She has a faint

foreign accent,

BILL
Davia, meet pDeens.

David throws a murderous look ét nls father as he holds a chair
for Deena anag she sits. '

. BILL
How Bbout having some dinner
with us?



A beat., Then Deena

DEENA
I'm just going to stay a frew
minutes. How do you like your
father's apartment?

DAVID
It's okay, I guess. How much
-dld that bedspreac cost?

DEENA
It was very expensive.
DAVID
I think ne should get rig of
it.
DEENA
why?
DAVID

It's so godaamn ostentatious.
rises, extending her nand again.
DEENA

Well, enjoy your dinner, it
was nice to meet you.

She tugs at the lapel of B1ill's silk shire, rearranging it to her
liking, kisses him on the cheek.

She alsappears into
arrives with Bill's
head,

‘DEENA
I'll see you tomorrow.

the depths of the restaurant. The ®aiter
oysters. 8111 stares at Davia's lowereg

BILL
That was nice.

DAVID
Yeah, really impressive
performance....She really
likes you, doesn't. she?

BILL
¥ny not? I'm not such a 3
bad guy--am I? <



DAVID
God, Dad, you and Mom just
got separated--I don't have
to know you already have
somegne else.

A beat. Bill nolds an oyster toward Davia.

BILL
Here, try one.

David shakes nis head. The candle on the table is doing strange
things to his father's face, like the votive candles did to
Clara's.

BILL
At least I'm not trylng to
hide from you wno I'm seeing.

DAVID
What are you talking about?

BILL
I'm talking about that your
mother 1s carrying on with
somebody.

The news seems tg resound from'every corner of the restaurant,

QaviID
(whispering)
Hom has a boyfrieng?

BILL
(Noaaing)
Trhie great philosopnher we
neard that Saturday.

DAVID
Peter Thurmond.

BILL
But it's good. Snhe deserves
to be happy.

DAVID

Sa, 1in other words, you and
Rom, you and Mom deserve to
be nhappy.

(Nogaing)
Scunds right, makes sense.



INT HART HOUSE NIGHT

Oaviag finas nis mother in the master bedroom reading a thick
papergack, looking owlisnh in a pair of large round reading
glasses as she highlignts paragraphs with a yellow marker.

looks up at him.

LEONA '
Your father called after you:
left, guilty as hell.

DAVID
I'm glad you're keeping in
close contact.,

LEONA
He had no right to tell you
something that was my
responsibilicy.

DAVID
¥nen woulcd you have gotten
aroung to telling me, ya
figure? :

LEONA
ghen I fligured out how I
wanted to explain it.

DAVID
How Bbout just Jjump in now
and do the Best ya can.

LEONA
Peter is making a lot of
things fall into place for
me, Davida.

DAVID
¥nat dges that mean?

LEONA
It means I feel I have to
put 3ll my energy ints trying
to help myself right now Ddefore
I can nelp anygne else,

N DAVID.
That sounds so selfish.

AR

She



LECNA
we're all selfish in this
family, garling....Davidg, I'm
doing the best I can. aAnd
I love you. I do.

Oavid nods, turns away from the doorway, walks down THE HALL.
He's about to pass Ealth's door, but he stops. Opens the dgor
ang steps into EDITH'S ROOM with its few scant pleces of
furniture covered with sheets.

THE CINING ROQH

Davia sits at a window waiting...and when the taxi fturns into the
driveway ang 1ts lignts nit nim, he jumps up and heaas through
THE KITCHEN tg the bDack door, which he throuws ogpen, (Clarsa enters
laden with her red suitcase ana several shopping bags. He tries
to take the red sultcase, but she holds onto that and thrusts fthe
shopping Bags at him anc they head UP THE BACKSTAIRS.

DAavVID
How was your weekend?

CLARA
Lovely. Good labrisning. we
girls can get fast, let me
tell you.

DAVID
¥no came over?

. CLARA
B8lanche, Lydla, Bobs ang
meself,

They stop at the langding outside Clara's door. She darops. the
sultcase, rooting through her handbag for the key to her roam.

DAVID
Since when do you lsck your
aoar?
CLARA
Since I dgecide.
DAVID
But uwhy?
- CLARA

Me have sgme rubies in gere
protecting fe a frieng.

She gpens the door and switches on the lignt.



IN THE BEDROOM

CLARA
How was it at ya father?

DAVID
That's what I want to talk
t0 you about.

CLARA
Let's go to de kitchen and
put up saome tea for me. You
want cocoa?

CAVID
Youldn't touch it. I drink
beer naqw.

IN THE KITCHEN

»

Over tea and cocoa, Clara taking off ner shoes.

DAVID
I mean, aren't they supposed
to keep up appearances or some-
thing for a cnhila's benefit?

CLARA
De desperate have no rules,
man.

Leona, aressed simply but sensually, enters the kitchen.

LEONA
I'm off.

DAvID
Tc where?

LEONA
Peter's speaking in white
Plains.

Oavlia follows ner to the back door.

LEONA
I'll sée you for breakfast.

She kisses nim ang is gone.



DAVID
Doesn't seem too desperate
to me.

CLARA
Is all camouflage, darling,
all done wig clever make-up.
Ay, me two-cent tootsies are
killing me.

She begins rubting her feet.

DAVID
Here, lemme rut ‘em for ya.

She watches nim as ne sits and, somewhat hesitantly, gegins tg¢
rub her feet and toes. '

BAVID
¥hat's in that red suitcase?

CLARA
#hat red suitcase?

DAVID
De one ya keep under ya bed,
daarling, and take a Brooklyn
vid y3.

CLARA
None of ya business. Me
room is me privacy.

 He moves up to her calf.

: DAVID
HOw come you agn't have nair
on your legs?

CLARA
Bey are naturally hairless.

Hls hand ventures a bit nigher and Clara yanks nerileg away.

CLARA
Don't you touch me like dat!
. DAVID
Like now?
CLARA

You leave off my person!



She grads the nearest weapon, a Natignal Enguirer, and slams him
on the nose. :

. DAVID
what'a I go?
CLARA
Why you not respect me,

chilag?

She has a wlld yet defeated 1look on her face we've never seen

before. David's nose burns. His eyes brim with tears..

DAVID
I'm sarry. I didn't know
it would upset you.

CLARA
You must never ao dat to
me again. Ya hear what I
telling you?

0AVID
Okay, okay.

CLARA
Get to ya room now.

HIS ROOH

LATER. Hls alr concgltioner on nigh, David in nis parka in bed

several of nis gutterflies lined up on his chest. His dogr
opens. :

&

- CLARA
Ya supper's ready. Go and
eat.
DAVID
I'm not hungry. Besides I'm
a fat slob.
CLARA

Am I supposed to feel sorry
for ya now? Huh? Fat little
boy wig nis butterflies?

(A peat)
In Jamaica, ya know, fat means

ya rich and have plenty girl-
friends,

DAVID
Then I should go there.
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CLARA )
No. You must learn to live
here. But not to touch a
lady when it don't be asked
aof ya.

He turns gway--angry and emcarrasseo.

CLARA
Fine. Excuse me for trying
to display human compassion.
Get it from ya dead moths.

She slams the door now, leaving nim alone. he angrily suweeps tne
butterriles off his chest.

-DAVID
Clara!

A beat. She opens the door again.

CLARA
what?

FOr a moment ne doesn't respond.

DAVID
#hy diad Ecitn nhave to gie
ang screw everything up?

CLARA
Dem dat cdle do not make de
a%ony ang de strangeness of
life. 0Oe 1iving do gat.

DAVID
Figured you'do say that.

CLARA
Den w¢hy did ya ask?

He snhrugs, presses his face into nis pillow. She sits on the bed
geside him. .

CLARA
Look 'pon me, Daviag..

He looks up at her. She takes hils face in her nands.
CLARA

Kngw dis. Xnow dat you can
depend on me,.



" BAVID
Always?

CLARA
Always 1s much longer dan
you will not need me.

She smiles. _
EXT COUNTRY CLUB POOL DAY

Lipsky bursts from the water, victorious from a practice heat,
spots David watching the team practicc from a distance.

LIPSKY
Hart the Fart! Hear your
ole man's on the loose.
Maype ne'll fix ya up with
some Mannattan hot pants.
Careful ya gon't get herpes.

OTHERS LAUGH, UNLEASH FLATULENT SOUNDS as benhind Davig, Leona
comes out of the locker room, nhears the enad of this. The
Red-Halred Girl and LIPSKY'S OLDER BROTHER AND GIRLFRIEND on
nearby lounges. Leona follows David's gaze to the Red-haired
alrl, senses nis longing. .

LEONA
I'm reaay.

They start away.

LEONA
I coula talk tg¢ Coach Stillson,
see if he'd let you practice
with the team. '

DAVID
Only guys who made the team
shoulad practice with them.

LEONA
But you've improved so much
since the tryouts.

DAVID
HOw dO you know?

LEONA
1 watch you suwimming in the
Sound every morning. I can
tell.



DAVID
Really?

She nods, stops.

LEGNA
Let me talk to nim.

He wants it...but shakes his heag.
EXT VEGETARIAN RESTAURANT DAY

Davidg and Leona seateq, waiting. The place virtually empty.

DAVID

Thls is really a great time

to eat--miggle of ¢t
Ang vegetarian too.

LEONA
Peter has papers to
and lectures to pre
likes to eat early
work late, Ah..!

Peter approaches. He kisses Leana on t
.Sual, though she stiffens slignhtly.

PETER

he afterncon.
nml

correct
pare. He
3o he can

he lips. She tries tg act
He gffers David 3 nang.

Hello, Davig, it's good to

see you agaln.

David shakes, geflecting nhis eyes from Peter's.

PETER

I've peen looking forwarad

to this.

DAVID
gh, I have toog.

PETER -

I hope you'll Jjust relax

with me,

BAVID
Gh, I will. I am.

PETER

Wnat I mean {s ygu don't
have tgo be polite to me

until you feel I've

earned

it....And I'11 do the same.
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A beat: Daviag 1lirts his eyes to Peter's--with interest.

SAME LATER

Over tne end of their meal.

They have the place to themselves,

DAVID

I gqon't get it. The guy
keeps rolling the boulger
up the mountain even though
he knows it's going to roll
back doun.

LEONA

what Peter's saying, carling,

1s Sisyphus 1s conaemned to .
roll the boulger up the mountain--
nNe has no choice--but what's
important is that ne ¢ommits

every flber of his being to

the enterprise anyway.

DAVID

Even knowing he'll never ao
1t? How come?

Bacause

LEQONA
it's the effort, Daviag,

that gives meaning to lire.

DAVID
(To Peter)

Is that right?

Yep.

PETER

0AVID

You make all of this up?

PETER

No. A French philosopher/
writer named Camus made it up.
I've Just had the good sense
to steal it.

WAITRESS

Can I get dessert for anyone?

Davig?

PETER .
They have wonderful

carrot cake,

76



DAVID
. (A beat)
NO, no dessert for me, thanks.

EXT HART HOUSE DAY

Leona pulls INTO THE ORIVEWAY. Clara 1ls at the mallbox, comes
toward them. 0David opens his door, gets out, but his mother
doesn't turn the car off or get out. He ducks nis head back IN.

DAVID
what're ya doin?

LEONA ' 5(1

I'm going to spend the night
at Peter's.

DAVID
what? why? I mean, you're
not giverced. I mean that's
not legal, is it?

LEGONA
My separation agreement with
your father permits me to
hRave a frilend stay aover in
the house once a week. I -
acn’t feel comfortanle doing
that yet. I'll be home
protably before you get up
in the morning....All rignt?

A Dbeat.

DAVID
Sure.

Cavid’'s nurries toward the nouse, leéuing Leona facing Clara

across tne yard. Canflicted, in pain, Leona backs dawn the
driveway.

INT LEQONA'S BEDRCOM DAY

Davia stands in his parents' room, 1ooks at tne Ded, Dbends to it
to sniff {t; tnen sits at nis mother's vanity table, opens gne of
ner expensive moisture jellies and dabs it on nis face Indian-

fashion, then dges the same with a lipstick...as Clara enters
gtehind nim. :

CLARA
Ya kKnow she na want ya to
trouble her things.



BAVID
He na trouble her things.

She takes a tlssue and begins to clean his face. He puts nhis
hands on her walst.

DAVID
Clara...

CLARA
Dat 1s my name.

DAVID
#111 I be like your son
now?

Clara shakes her head, moans, pulls out of his touch.

CLARA
David, dis 1is not good.

BAVID
But you are my friend., right.

CLARA
Of course. But, David, girils,
dey don't interest you as yet?

DAVID
It's not that they don't
interest me. I don't interest
them,

CLARA
Probably dey w=ill start in
to be Interest in you in age
rall.

DAVID
You suwear?

CLARA
But of course.

PHONE RINGS. David goes to nis mother's night stand and answers .
it. Clara follows, continuing to clean nis face.
- DAVID
Hello....Hi, Dad....On, Just
hangin out with Clara, puttin
on Mom's cosmetics Stuff like
that.

78



CLARA
(whispering)
Ya devil chilag!

DAVID
Come on, Dad, get serious, of
course I'm kiading....0n....0n
sure--no problem.... Sure,
Ng, 1isten, have a nice trip....
Sure, talk to ya then. B8ye.

He hangs up.
CLARA
To where is he going now? Qe
moon?
DAVID
Australla.
CLARA

Ah--farder gan de moon!

DAVID
I can na go stay w#i' him
next wseekend in his cool
Dachelor pad. Cha, man,
dat really breaks me heart.

He looks at nhls smeared red and white face in the mirror.

DAVID
Next fall. ABsglutely.

EXT THE SQUND DAY

Oavid sprinting strongly for the shore, staggering panting onto
the snhore. He gabs his towel, Begins to clear nis ayes. As nhis
vision clears, he SEES the Rea-Halred Girl walking her dog past
nim. She glances at him, does a double take.

DAVID
Hi.

RED-HAIRED GIRL
Hello, David.

A Beat. He takes a step or two gver tne pebbles after ner.
0AavID

I aldn't xnow you 1live
around here.. .

e oY



. RED-HAIRED GIRL
Yes, we just recently moved.

She starts to stop, but somehow doesn't, and continues on with
Ner dgg. He calls arfter her...

DAVID
Well, welcome to the neign-
borhood?
She tosses her nhesad, smiles.
DAVID

(Burying his headq;
to himselfr)
Gog! “welcome to the neigh-
borheod.”  You idlct!

He stares after her...and she glances back at him again, the
smile still there.

EXT SUB®AY ENTRANCE DAY

Clara ang Qavid emerge. Oavig takes a deep breath,
IXT CEMETERY NIGHT

Looking across the graveyard at Clara's wsindouw.

IN CLARA'S APARTHENT, she's ready to leave.

CLARA
It de phone ring, mind you
don't talk patois.

CAVID
Come ¢gn, lemme go with you.

CLARA
No. You come wid me to me
apartment, fine. But still
I am allowed to go wid my
friends, Alone. Read a Book.

DAVID
Pretty please.

CLARA
Ng!

Nd she's gone. The apartment is stifflingly not. -David
‘rummages in a closet and comes out with an old metal fan. He



'ugs 1t in. The blades whir for a few seconds--during whlcnh
«1Me he fixes gn Clara's red suitcase in & corner--and then
sudgenly the LIGHTS go off. .

DAVID
Great.

He finds the circuit box in 3 KITCHEN cupboard and switches the
circuit breaker on agaln. He goes bening the refrigerator, yanks
out the plug. The refrigerator grinds into silence. He returns
to the fan, switching it on high. To the SOUND OF THE FAN, he
CHANTS the one phrase of Gypsy he knows and sits to read what we
SEE now is Camus' The Stranger.

DAVID
Na sa ru, ka ku, ma ma tu.
So adeese is Brooklyn, HMe
na like Broocklyn. Brooklyn
have bag ways. Gypsies.
Qbeah.

The PHONE RINGS. He picks 1t up...

DAVID
‘ello, ais be de home of
Clara Mayflelg, yes.

...ang, arfter a beat, hears a DIAL TONE. He hangs up. The PHINE
RINGS again. He picks it up...

: DAVID
Hello.

...and, after a beat, hears a DIAL TONE again. He hangs up.

DAVID
Na sa ru, ka ku, ma ma tu.

EXT CEMETERY NIGHT

PANNING 7Q THE STGOOP OF CLARA'S BUILDING, we SEF David sitting on
the stoop not reading The Stranger. REGGAE MUSIC from a nearsy
BOOM BOX fills the street, JANMAICANS flll other stoops, SINGING,
DANCING, hanging out. PASSERSBY look curisusly at tne shite Doy.
He's startled by a hand on his shoulder. He jumps.

OORA
You mustn't frighten of me.
Must be she tell you bad
about me,
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DAVID
Actually, she na tell me
nothing at all, darling. I
wish she do. He na like
being in de gark.

DORA ,
fim. All ya need to know den
1s dis: w#here Hayfield go,
death and ogbean follow.

A Beat. 3She's very close. He manufactures a YAWN, stretches,
ang starts to get up.

DAVID
Welp, think I'll head upstairs
ang--
But Dora stops him firmly.
OORA
Not yet,
DAVID
8hat the hell, I got time,.
OCRA
Oig Clara told you bout
Ralfie?
DAVID

Tell ya da truth, aarling, I
don‘t see that's any of ya
gunty business.

DORA
I know she don't tell ya,.

t

DAVID
She did tell me. Now what
dc you think of aat?

He starts away again, this time moving forcefully out from under
her hand.

CORA _
She coulan’'t tell you de
whole stary.

Cavid stops, whirls around.
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DAVID
Hey, 100K, whuddu you care,
anyway, huh? '

DORA
Me have reasons to care.

David. is too caught up in this to leave now.

OORA
You must ask her bout Ralfie.
You must certainly ask her.

Cavig watches Dora head for the Black Man's Cadillac at the curb.

BAVID
(Calling after Dora)
You fulla shit like me
can't tell you! Her is
goodness! You should well
want to give ner ya best
wisn!

ATouna nim, JARMAICANS stare as Dora shuts the aoor and the car
pulls away.

LNT CLARA'S APARTMENT NIGHT

Oavid sleeps on the love seat. OISTANT MUSIC. The FAN WHIRS
noisily,

CLARA (0.C.)
Jesus Christ!

Davig Jolts awake. (Clara is standling IN THE KITCHEN, staring
down accusingly at the lingleum flaoor,

CLARA
Wny de ras you take de plug
out? De whole freezer melt
away! Ice cream nastying de
floor! Put de plug back in!

Oavia leaps up, steps over the spill, stooping to plug tne
refrigerator back in; it starts up with a fierce rattiing.

DAVID
I hagd to go outside! I was
burning up and the phone
kept ringing, these vgices
were threatening me!



CLARA
what dem say?

DAVID
They sald they were gonna
“Juke me up."

CLARA
You mean to say was Jamalcans
talking?

DAVID
Who else Jjukes people up?

CLARA
(Inaicating the
flaoor)

Clean 1t up now.

Oavid grabs a sponge and sprays it w»ith some Fantastik.

CLARA
If you think ya coming back
wid me to Brooklyn again, ya
have an cdgar guess coming.

DAVID
I hag to put the fan on. I'm
a white guy, I'm not used to
the tropics. I was burnin up,
I tolag ya.

CLARA
Think of 1t like a steam bath--
ya lose some weight.

DAVID
I'm losing weight! 1I've lost
weight!

CLARA
Yes, of cogurse. I shoulan't
say dat.

sShe qulets, squats beside him on the floor, draws tuo fingers
along nis cheek, shakes her head. .

. CLARA

You get to Know somebody a3
certain way ana dem c¢hange
gulck anag fast. Soon you'll
be turning to a man. Won't
have nc.use for me.



: DAVID
That's not true.

Seemingly alsturbea by their proximity, she steps away. He
continues to clean the mess.

DAVID
! Clara, daces obean have any-
‘ tning‘dn with why you hate

l Bora
| CLARA
¥Yho tell you we hate each
ogdar?
DAVID

Gimme a Break.

Clara peers cut the window toward the verrazang Bridge. WATER
HISSES through the exposed pipes.

CLARA
As children we catch a right.

‘omegne avove beglins STOMPING TO LOUD MUSIC. Clara grabs a mooQ,
<Ngcks the ceiling with the handle. The MUSIC IS TURNED DCuUN.

CLARA
Oora ‘tacking Cnhinee merchant
terrible nasty. Chinee! Quaa!
Pongie.pong! You no ggod!
Chinee woman!...I tell her
can't treat people dat way,
make me want to ¢ry; I tell
her we mustn't adg to dge
awfulness of ge world, tell
her apologlize; put Dora won't.
Bon't know how, but I start
punching her face till I
see ner nose is Broken and
part of tootn is lying on
ner blogdy tengue....I Jjust
forget myselr.

DAVID
Sc she never forgave you for
it. .
CLARA

She aluways a0 things to get
me back.



DAVID
~ Like what?

CLARA
Encugh said for one night,

ABove the MUSIC BECOMES LOUD agalin, the STOMPING RESUMES...but
Clara doesn't seem to notice.

INT CLARA'S CHURCH DAY ~ SUNDAY MORNING

HUNOREDS OF JAMAICANS throng the nave, and David is the only
white person. A VERY MYSTICAL HIGH MASS 1is in progress as they
énter and Clara leads him to 3 wall where scores of candles are
Placed in ascending rows. She genuflects, rises to light 3
canale far away from the cluster af thgse already surning.

CLARA
(whispering) ,
God, let him have his soul
in repose. ‘

She WHISPERS the words again, her eyes clouding, David trying to

appear as if he's not listening. Then she says it once again,
inauginly.

THE PEWS

Clara ana Davia sharing a prayer Dook aduring a HYMN. Clara's
lovely volce rises above the rest, flourisning with {ts ouwn
melodlous conviction. People sitting near turn to admire her.
David crosses nimself whenever she aoes, feeling exhilaratea ang
guilty. The HYMN ends ang people move forwarg for communion.

. CLARA
¥alt here.

She goes forward...and David sneaks up behind her and stands
sllent in 1ine. sShe turns to dlscover nim. THEY WHISPER.

CLARA
Go sit goun:!

DAVID
Please, I wanna do it too.

. CLARA
If ya parents found out,
they'a shit up themselves.

DAVID
Who's gonna tell 'em?

tal



”»

SOMEGONE
. Sshh!

Clara 1looks around to see who dares tell her houw to act.

DAVID
Yhen I'm here, I feel 1like
I'mCnristian. -

CLARA
I said go sit ya backsige
cown in de pew!

Davig goesn't buage...and Clara finally turns her Back on him.
She kneels before the PRIEST, takes tne wafer on her tongue. Her
eyelids flutter with feeling as she drinks from ner gisposable
cup of wine. She then nurries away and David steps into her
place, fixing nis eyes on the Black face hemmed in shite
garments. The Priest whispers sivilantly in Latin, placing the
wafer on nis tongue, offering a sip from a plastic chalice.

DAVID
(Quletly to Priest)
Goog cigar!
"XT THE CHURCH DAY
David talls Clara outsige.
CLARA

Boy, you really know how .
to get me stink up. Don't
kKnow why ya can't listen

to me when I request., You
Just like ya mudaar.

He goutles over, as if she’'s just shot nim in tne gut.

DAVIC
Ng, no, not like me mudaar.

CLARA
Oavid, Goag is not for play-
ing wid. Godg 1s pig guns!

DAVID
Qkay, fine, I was gonna convert
for you, But fgrget it. It
tasted lousy anyway.

e can't hide a smile. They Stop momentarily at a redg lignt and
savig SEES a GROUP OF JAHAICANS ooviously pointing at Clara ang
talking .about her. One of them throws a hex sign at her Jjust as



.ne light changes and Clara wnhacks Oaviad playfully on the butt tg
go. '

INT CLARA'S ROOH (HART HOUSE) DAY

All 1s still--or seems to be--untll we SEE DAVID'S FACE rise
cutside her window.

CUTSIDE HER WINDO®W, David is in the tree. Perllously, he reaches
for her window, almost falls, hangs on., He manages to shove the
window open, tninks about it a moment, then makes his move,
leaping from the Bbranch to the window, catching the eave as he
lands on the sill, teetering dangerously, then flipping..

INTO THE ROOM. He stands, his breath explosive, getting himself
under control. And now he searches Clara's underwear qQrawer,
fingering ner brassieres anag polyester panties; smells a pair.
In angther drawer, he fingers an .apricot silk nightgouwn ginneag
with a plece of paper that says, “In case of hospltal.” Then nhe
rummages into her nignt table,.,.untlil he finds the sultcase key.
The envelope enclosing it is welgned down with all sorts of
manicuring implements ana he carefully keeps them in the same
positions. He drops to the fleor and we SEE him from the
QPPOSITE SIDE of Clara's bed, looking underneath across the her
red sulitcase. Wnlcn he grabs. Ana opens guiltily on the bted.

dUNDLES OF AEROGRANMS BOUND IN BLUE RIBBON. Most have been sent
to Clara Mayfleld, 376 Orchard Lane, Port Antonic. Three stacks
have Been set apart. Curiously they're addressed to Manny
Mayfieldg, united States Naval Base, Glantanamc Bay, Cuba, and
each has been stamped "Return to Sender."

Guiltily he puts the letters down, goes to the window. LOW TIDE
ON THE SOUND. Suddenly he turns back to the letters, grapbs up
one of the Manny Mayfield bungdles as we DISSOLVE TC

SAME LATER

Sitting on the floor, ne's lost in the letters. We HEAR the KEY
IN THE LOCK pefare ne does. Then when ne dges, it's too late,
and ne's barely begun to restore order befare she's in the room.
She SCREARS and tears spring lnstantly ts her eyes.

DAVID '
I nad to know. There're so
many things.

CLARA
Such a dreadful plty ya 1ife
come down to this. va act
like a desperate old man,
nelpless in love with saome
young woman.



We SEE Leona, alerted by the SCREAM, hurry into the doorway.

CLARA
Must be ya parents gone cause
dis putrid selfishness. If
gem attended ya properly,
ya woulon't e up to dis
devil work. Get out of my
room now. Ga scram.

Agenizing, Daviag turns for the door and SEES his motnher, tears in
ner eyes. He goes past her, leaving Leona eye to eye with Clara.

INT KITCHEN DAY

Oavig hunkers into a doorway, hils mother opening a bottle of

mineral water.

Legna pours mineral

Davig plops down in

CAVID
¥here is she?

water over ice.

LEONA
I gave her money to see a
movie.

one of the wooden lce-cream-parlor chairs.

- LEONA ‘
I can't understand it. You've
always respected your father
and my things.

0AVID
You have to get her to for-
glve me.

LEQNA ‘
How do I 4o that, Davidg?

- DAVID

I don't kngw--tell her I'm
sick.

LECNA

on, Bavid, she knows every-
thing about you.

0AVID
So gon't I nave the right ta
kKnow about ner then?



She reaches for him; ne shies back. They stare at each other,
each consumed by fears.

EXT THE SOUND DAY

MORNING., Oavid sprints powerfully for shore. Emerges, standing
waist nigh, panting not from fatigue but from fury. HE LOOKS ONE
WAY, THEN THE OTHER. ON A DISTANT DOCK, darely recognizable, the
Reg-Halred Girl seems to be looking this way.

INT KITCHEN DAY
His towel wrappea around him, he enters the kitchen. Clara

lgnores him, the National Enquirer in front of her face. He goes
into the refrigerator, bangs around it conspicucusly. Nothing.

DAVID
Please talk to me.

CLARA
You ras. fte won't talk
till ya ready for 8ellevue.

Clara sucks air through her teeth, ruffles her newspaper, puts it
between them.

CLARA
Take de vacuum and go 'n
Clean ya room.

Angrily, he charges up the stalrs.

IN HIS ROOM, he shoves Nis door closed, plugs in and turns on the
Electrolux. He's about to change the small corner-cleaning
attachment to the floor attachment when his finger gets sucked
into the opening. He plays nhis finger into. the opening a couple.
of times, tnen runs the ngzzle alone his cheek. The hose darauws
part of nis mouth Insige it and with his tongue he feels tne
apening. Then ne pbegins to run the ngzzle gver nis arms ang
thighs, and then betuween his legs. His eyes close ang he falls
Dack on the bed, QUT OF FRAME, and we HEAR HIM GASP.

INT CLARA'S ROCH DAY
She watches "The Raging Tige" and irons, the door open.'

OO®NSTAIRS IN THE LIBRARY David picks up his fatner's phaone,

© punches ontg one of the several lines and dlals.

CLARA'S ROGOM

PHONE RINGS. It ring five times defore she ansuers Gruffly.
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CLARA
‘Ello, Hart residence.

DAVID/CLARA - ALTERNATELY
Cavid speaks 1n a nign, squeaky Jamaican voice.

_ DAVID
Clara, hi, 1s me, Blossom.

CLARA
Blossle Chatelaine, wha
happen? Me was longing to
hear from you.

DAVID
Haven't seen ya ogut a church
lately. How ya been?

CLARA
well, Blossom, me life up
here getting from bad to
worse.

CAVID
¥ha happen?

CLARA
Oe chila get nasty. Go
through me personal.

DAVID
No! A lie ya tell.

CLARA '
~And to think him don‘t even
satisfy wid gat. Him must
gress up in me frock. Oone
nis nair in me turvans anag
aen spray his stinking self

wid 'Tough of Fire.’

DAVID
(Himself)
I aig not!

CLARA
Me know 1t was you from qe
start. va gevil chilg. vYa
must take me for a fool!

"gELQW, Davlida HEARS a dialtone and Clara's unamused laugnhter.
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'<XT COUNTRY CLUB PATIO DAY

Leona, Peter, and David eating. Some CURIQUS EYES ©n them. A
panner prominently displayed urges: “SIGN UP NOW!!! JULY 4th
S®IN HEET!! ALL AGES!!" At a distant table, the inevitaple
Lipsky Gang, Alan jousting flirtatiocusly with the Redhead, his
Brother's Girlfriena clinging to Lipsky's Brother who is taking
their check from a WAITRESS.

Leona leans in close to Daviag.

LEONA
Peter and I are concerned
about you, David. Neither
Of us thinks it's nealtny
that you agon't have friends
your gwn age,

PETER
If you c¢ia, David, this aiffi-
culty with Clara woulcdn't pose

such a--

DAVID
You told him apbout Clara ang
me?

PETER

David, I want to Be your

frlend, I want you to be

able to talk with me just
as 1f I were your--

8111 comes onto the patic with THREE OTHER GOLFERS, spots them.

BAVID
Ch my Goa, it's Dad.

BILL
H1 there. Hate for peaple
te think we're not an amicable
version of the nuclear family.

He and Leona kiss cheeks fairly aasily.

LEGONA
8111, I don't believe you've
met Peter Thurmona.

8ILL

No, I don't believe I nave.
Peter.

92



‘ PETER :
Nice to see you, B111l.

- LEGNA
We didn't know you were back
from Australia.

BILL
Just back yesterday.
(Te Davig)
¥as gonna call you later
today. Wanna have lunch
with the guys and me?

LECNA
We invited David to lunch
with us.

PETER

%¥e thought he coulc make

my first visit to tne club
easler by shouing me the 1ins
and oquts of the puffet line.

BILL

He's the guy for the job.
LEONA

He's just naving a salad, 81i11.
BILL

Sorry. that didn‘'t come ocut
quite right.

DAavID
Forget 1{t.

8ILL
Right. w®ell, enjoy lunch.

8ill nods and neads far a table...as Lipsky and Friends pass.
Lipsky knuckles David's nead. O0aviag leaps to his feet.

DAVID

Con‘t frig me around, ya ras! .
Ga clear off, ya toot mum and
baggai! -
Davia DIVES into the middle of the Boys. A FIGHT ensues. Peter,
Bill, ana SEVERAL OTHER PARENTS Dreak the fight up. QDavid comes
ut of the fignt with a blooay nose, 8111 aragging nim away as ne
tries to get Back at Alan.
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' ON THEM CLOSE, we see that 8ill is more than a little impresseq
at his son's aggressiveness.

BILL
Hey, hey, easy now, easy.
Don't do it 1ike that, son.
(Nodaing at the
peol)
Do it there, Big Boy.

Ang the father takes a hanokerchief to the son's nose. But David
tear: away and runs for the parking lot, almost Bowling over the
Red-Haired Girl as ne makes his break. .

ON THE TREE-LINED DRIVE away from tne club, Bill's new two-daor
Merceges convertiple and Peter's Volvo drive slouwly, B81ill, Pater,
ang¢ Leona looking tnis way and that for David, tegna CALLING HIS
NAME. Flnally, we SEE him Jogging for nome along the edge of Ine
trees. B111 pulls up next to him.

BILL
Come on, pal, get in, come
nome with me,

DAVID
I'd rather go home to Clars.
BILL
Heard she's not talkin to
ya.
0AVID :
I'd still rather bDe where
she 1s.
. BILL
(A Bbeat)
Fine.

B11ll pulls away angrily. An exasperated but controlled Leona
steps out gof Peter's car.

EXT NIGHT PATIQ

From here, Clara can SEE Qavid at the water's edge, still ang
fixed on the lights of some distance home.

FADE QuUT



"~ “ADE IN
+€ HEAR BILL'S VOICE before we SEF that we're
INT KITCHEN DAY

Clara 1s dicing new potatoes anag onions and raw beef for a steuw.
8111l ana Legna are arguing as if she weren't there. During tne
scene we'll SEE DAVIO eavesaropping halfway up the BACK STAIRS.

BILL
You haven't peen living at
home regularly for weeks and
it's suagenly dawnedg on you .
that staying out sc much mignt
not be the proper thing to do
to a kig who's become depengent
on 3 Bblack woman who's not
speaking to nim, sgo to make
up for it, you want to put
nim in therapy?

LEONA
Look, this 1s not a discussion
about my living arrangments,
I see Davig plenty.

BILL
Oon't you think putting nhim
in therapy is going to make
nim feel even more separate?

LEGONA '
If I thought that, I wouldgn't
be aocing 1it, B1ll1l, now woulg I?

A Deat.

: BILL
YOU want me to pay foT the
treatment, I assume.

LEGNA
1 want your support, Bill,
not your money.

BILL
I really wish I could pelieve
that. '

CLARA

I can't pelieve you senda a
little chila to a psychiatrist.

s



LEONA
-A psychologist, Clara.
. ’ BILL
Stay out of thils, Clara.

CLARA
(Chopping with vigor)

firs. Hart, I knos you toc wmell.
You interest in a new mess for
yaself. 1If you mant twist up

ya orain, that is fine. B8ut
leave the child out of it.

LEQNA
fon't talk to me tnat way.

CLARA
Gon't tell me how to talk to
you. I am not ya child. In
Jamaica we have expression:

BILL

Nobody gives a damn agout your

Jamaican expressions!

CLARA
The nigher the monkey climos,
the more nhe exposes. Ya
understand what dat mean?

Legna snhakes nher head irascidly. 8111 yanks open the

refrigerator.

CLARA
Nice thing about a3 child
is nis ignorance. Finisned
ofrf.

Claras dusts ner'nands, returns to her cnepping.
refrigerator.

BILL
Ah, we can talk again then?

From nis niging place we HEAR...

DAVID
But wnat's wrong with me?

BILL
Terrific.

8il1l slams tne



"ROM THE BACK STAIRS we SEE 8111 and Leona move 1into view.

LEONA
There's nothing wrong with
you. Psychologists don't
geal in right or wrong.

DAVID
But I aon't want to see a
psychologist.

LEONA
He'll nelp you, darling.

DAVID
%11l ne get Clara to talk to
me again?

- LEONA
He mignt help you understand
why you feel like aisregarding
her privacy.

DAVID
I respect Clara's privacy--you
don't understand.

LEONA
Maybe I don't. But nhopefully
Or. Stevens will.

DAVID
Dad‘ Q? V

BILL
Hell, I don't know. Give it
a chance.

DAVID

They'll make fun of me at the
club. I'1ll lose all my friends.

LEQONA
What friends? Tnat's part
of the problem, Davia.

BILL

Bon't worry, pal, nobody'll
fing out, '
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DAVID
You mean you don't want me
to go, But you can't stop
her from sending me?

BILL
I coula try, but it would
cause 3 lot of problems..

DAVID
Like what?

BILL
People go to court over these
kinds of disagreements. For
the time being, Jjust try it.
There's always the possibilicy
your mother won't like him.

Suadenly Clara 1s between David ang his parents on the stairs.

CLARA
GO. GO to ya separate lives.
Him »i1l go to de doctor.

BILL
I really resent your partic-
ipation in this, Clara.

CLARA
Den fire me.

LEONA
He's not firing anyboagy.

Clara turns ner back on Bill ang Leogna and Nolds out a hang to
Bavia as she ascendgs ;ne stairs.

CLARA
You come wig me.

Davig looks at Clara, at nis parents...and takes her hang, B8il1l
and Leona watch them go auway.

IN CLARA'S BEDROOM tney sit on her bed, nis hands clasped in
hers. :

CLARA
David, carling, listen me.
Your Jrailn don't nave ngo
more dlfficulties than ocgaar
chilaren,

M



DAVID
Then what's wrong with me?

, CLARA
Ya muddar's wrong wid you;
ya foddar's wrong wid you.

Her fingers trace his palm.

CLARA
Just as I suspect.

DAVID
what?

CLARA

Two @' us Knowed each oddar
from a past life,

DAVID
Really, we ala? where?

She stares at him a long moment, then...

CLARA
In Bavaria it was.

Thls sends Davig into peals of laughter.

avid looks at Clara. Her eyes lock to his. She retuyrns his

Wanad to him,

DAVID
Ya mean you was de snow maiden
ang me was ya prince consort?

CLARA
Unfortunately, I see something
later on. I $ee years of
torment.

CAVID
How d0 you know?

CLARA
Hand tells me. But listen
ACw. Hust remember dat love
always give way to sad. .8ut
you must love when lgve come,
not stop even wnen love ¢a.
Must 3lways rememper what it
was when it was in flower.



INT DR. STEVENS' WAITING ROOM DAY

A Dook-lined room. ODavig walting alone. He reaches up and pulls
gown a bock called Sexual Behavigr. Opens it and is dellignhted
to discover a serles of graphic sexual pictures. Looks aroundg,
thinks about it a moment, then carefully, guletly tears several
pictures out ang returns the book quickly to 'its place as he
-HEARS movement witnin the ofrice. He sits ang covers the
grection in -his pants casually with arms draped acress nis lag.
OR. STEVENS .cpens the goor. A smiling Leona steps out of the
office ang a smiling Dr. Stevens beckons.

. STEVENS~
Pavia, - e.

Stuffing nis nanas geep in nis pockets, David heads for the dcgor.

IN DR. STEVENS' OFFICE David faces the psycnhologist across a
desk. Dr. Stevens 1s lignting nis pipe,.

BAVID
But I don't even know you,

DR. STEVENS
Exactly. W®e have to get to
know each other,

DAVID
But I don't discuss tnis
stuff with friends. I don't
even discuss 1t with myself.

DR. STEVENS
Don't be arraid. Tell me
shat else you ang Clara do
together. Talk, spend the
weekends 1in Brooklyn--what
else?

Feeling somenow accused of same wrangdoing, David's demeanor
changes just perceptibly and he decides to wing 1it.

DAVID
You won't tell my father?

DR. STEVENS
Certalinly not.

b DAVID
Clara anad I throw darts at
plctures of nhim. -

hAalal



DR. STEVENS
You throw darts at pictures

" of your father?

DAVID
Yeah, see he has this plie
of 0ld eight by tens when
he hag a mustacne--tney re
worthless; we use ‘em for

-d dart board.

DR. STEVENS
I take it then that you're
not that crazy about your
father.

CAVID
well, you gotta admit he ang
my mother are a little welra.

. DR, STEVENS
¥welira in what way?
DAVID
You really wanna hear this?
DR. STEVENS
Please.
DAVID

ell, you see, when 81ll gets
home from work, he angd Leona
get dressed up.

DR. STEVENS
How dg you mean?

DAVID
Leona dresses up like Bill
and 8111 aresses up like Leona.

OR. STEVENS
Could you be a little more
speciric?

DAVID
Well, she gets into his golf-
ing clothes, and he puts on
her mink ana stockings. Then
he starts acting like ner.
He waves nis hands, like tnis,
you Know, and serves her a arink.



OR. STEVENS
How could you kngw this, Daviag,
unless you saw it?

DAVID
I've never seen them. I've
Just figurea it out. There
were clues. Over a8 long perioa
of time. But then Clara saw
them once by accident. It was
a Saturday morning ana I was
at a frienda's house. They
thought she'a gone to Brooklyn,
Qut she hadn't left yet. They
aia it with their door open.

DR, STEVENS
Clara told you she sauw?

- DAVID
No. But I overheard a
telephone conversation she
hadg with her friend Blosson.

OR. STEVENS
Cavid, are you pbelng trutnrful
with me?

DAVID
Bny woula I 1lle?

IN THE WAITING ROOM Dr. Stevens' g¢oor opens and Davia steps cut.

OR. STEVENS
Davia, why don't you sit goun
a minute. Hrs. Hart, could I
see you a moment?

INT LEQNA'S CAR DAY

LATE AFTERNQON OGN THE SAW MILL RIVER PARKWAY. They fly past

gther cars.

She's driving somewnat recklessly.

LEQONA
But why? why?

DAVID
Because I didan't wanna pe
there.

LEONA

Then you should've discussed
it with me.
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DAVID :
You woulan't listen, o2

LEONA
How do you know?

- DAVID
Just takin a wilg guess.

LEONA
Where did you get all that
fiitn?

DAVID
Made it up.

She elbows nim, sweeps her right hand at nls face. The car
swerves dangerously. Her shoulders shake and she beglins to laugh,
to laugh until she cries. Sne has to pull over to thne shoulcer.
She pulls him to her, yet there's something antiseptic in the
emdrace and on Qavid's part even a reluctance to be embraced.

INT KITCHEN NIGHT

ylara sitting at the kitchen tasle, SINGING “Chi chi bugds" and
reaging the Enguirer wnen they enter. Oavid rolls his eyes andg
nits the stalrs. Leona turns to Clara.

LEONA
You're not going to believe
this. Then again, maybe
you will.

CLARA
what, garling?

ON THE STAIRS, QBavia creeps soundlessly back down to he can hear
the scene IN THE KITCHEN.

LEQNA
I tolg Or. Stevens Qavig
isn't coming back.

CLARA
Him 1s healea so fast. Praise
Jesus! I was sg afraid we
all catch de sickness gat
afflict nis vbrain.

.e0n3 persists despite Clara's sarcasm and watches her closely.



LEONA
He told Br. Stevens some
Qutrageocus lles about Bill
° andg me.

CLARA
No, HMrs. Hart. I don't
believe! 0Don't say noc more,
you'll get me too upset.

LEONA
Or. Stevens suggested you're
a bagd influence on David and
I shoula let you go.

CLARA
Him should go suck nis balls.
¥hat dia you tell nim back?

LEONA
(A Dbeat)
I told him not to tell me
how to run my life.

CLARA
Good! Such people need
somebody to show dem where
to get off at. And you are
Just de person to do ae
telling.

In nis niaing place, 0avid 1s abaut to convulse in laughter. A
CAR HORN QUTSIDE.

LEQONA
It's Peter. I'm sorry, I
nave to go.

_ CLARA
Oarling, don't apalogize.
Such an experlence--you need
a nice dinner and some rest,

SOUND OF WILD LAUGHTER v.0. Leona's insulted -countenance and then
se're.,..

IN CLARA'S ROOM. David and Clara convulsed. Clara, ner iron
suspenged in air. Davic on the bea, legs waving. .

GLARA
Ya too lie! Hilli! Shame
on you, man. What else you -
tell nim?



DAVID
I spoke pataois for him.

CLARA
NOo, you don‘t.

DAVID
I Just sang him “Donkey City."

CLARA
But you don't sing him ge
part I taught--“Me gone doun
to Donkey City to circumcise
my kitty"--go you?

DAVID

But that's the best part.
~ CLARA

You running a joke wld me,

rigne?

David nods. Clara gravs a pair of scissors and begins shearing
the alr before hls face. He rolls cut of the way: she chases
him; ne grabs ner hand; they wrestle to the floor, her wrists

eked 1n nhis fists, nim roelling over on top of her, stradling
ner, looking aocwn, ner pinned beneath nim. Something dark ang
alstant clouds her face.

CLARA
All rignt, aat is enougnh.
Up, please. Get up.

Sensing sne's aisturbed, he gets up quickly. Sne's straightens
nNer clothes and for a moment there's a pall in the room.

CLARA
Ya know what I am Rankering
ror?

BAVID
Bhat?

CLARA

Some ice cream. But we
got none in de house. Me
woula drive us guick andg
fast to a place could fix
de hunger but me don't
have Amerlca license.
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OAVID
We don't have a car anyway.

CLARA
Peter come to get her. Her
car is in de garage. Don't
ya father used to take you
driving?

DAVID
what {f a policeman stops us?

CLARA
How dem gwan see who driving
at night? 1If police stop us,
can always sajic on de way to
Nosplital, dat me get heart
attack or burst appendix.

DAVID ‘
Na, I can't do it, I'm too
scared.

CLARA

Qf course. De boy adat suwim
all summer, dat juke de
psychlatrist, dat ae girls
fall on in de next school,
1s too afraid. En-nen.

EXT GARAGE NIGHT

TAIL LIGHTS. Then the car lurches douwn the ariveway.

a Jolt, slips tnto drive, ang leaps forward.
IN THE CAR

Inspireg to this darihg, Oavida concentrates fiercely.

CLARA
Better not run dis car so
slov. Police surely will
notice if you drive so.

Steps wizn

Cavia sgqueezes the gas pedal doun and the speedometer inches up.

CLARA
Too fast now. Mind gat car!

OAVID
You're making me nervous!

~She silences herself. He cancentrates, In control.

1Ne

He puts his



2lbow cockily out the window and the other across the back of ner
seat. Sne smiles.

EXT ICE CREAM PARLOR NIGHT

A CROWOD OF PATRONS milling about. A convertible sits
double-parked at the curb, the Red-Haired Girl on the croun of
the Back seat, darting her tongue at an ice-cream cone. Next to
ner is Alan Lipsky. At the wheel is Lipsky's Brother, next to
him nis Girlrriend. )

BROTHER'S GIRLFIREND
Look at Qavid Hart!

LIPSKY
Pansy! What the hell are
you goin? ®e'll call the

cops on ya!
. DavID
Let's go to ancther ice cream’
parler.

CLARA
Me gon't want no oddar ice
cream.

DAVID
But that's Lipsky and nis
drather.

CLARA

Dat is ge teloved Lipsky?

A car several spaces ahead pulls out.

CLARA
Take dat space.

DAVID
I haven't parallel parked
defore.

CLARA

So 1n tnirty seconds you
will not have to ever say-
dat again.

Bavid pulls well forward of the space and then slips the car into
reverse and drlves tentatively backwarg.

CLARA
Start cutting de wheel.

L i )



He veers into the space toc sharply.

LIPSKY'S BROTHER
YOou better quit while you're
ahead, Hart!

CLARA
Pull ahead and try again.

Lipsky's Brother pulls forward ang blocks Davia's. way.

BAVID
They're blocking me.

CLARA
Dem will move.

with great reluctance, David backs up.

LIPSKY'S BROTHER
®atch out!

CLARA
Keep it coming!

oavia misses the Lipsky car by inches and backs the car perfectly
into the space.

CLARA
Good cigsr!

DAVID
Let's get outta here!

CLARA
Noboay scares you 'n me off.
Oem 1is just cnildren,

DAVID

I coulq be dead tomorrouw.
CLARA

Den have a double scoop

tonignt.

They get out of the car and walk toward the ice cream parlor.

LIPSKY
Look at HMart anma his cumpy
mala! '

Clara whirls aroung, clenching ner fists.



‘ CLARA
Oem don't know who gem {is
messing wid.

DAVID
Let's Just get our 1ice cream
and get gutta here.

IN THE ICE CREAMt PARLOR Clara's mood immediately changes.

CLARA
I think T wlll nave tuwo
SCo0ps of fancarin Chocolate
Sherget. But I feel you
shoula try Baseball Nut. I
well want te taste gat.

BAVID
I'm having one scoop of alet
vanilla--in a cup. .

She clucks her tongue, shakes her head in mock ailsappointment.
QUTSIDE THE PARLOR we watch them exit, nolcing thelr ice cream.

"ipsky's Brother nas pulled farward and has thelr car blocked.
avid ang Clara approach the car.

LIPSKY
Look at the fright wlg she's
wearing.

CLARA

You get nasty wid de wrong
person! Parrot shit is higher
in Gog's orager den you in ya
Danana car and your stinking
women. :

LIPSKY'S BRQOTHER
And you're 3 goddamn mgnkey
nigger!

Clara, nolaing her ice cream cone, moves toward their car until
she stangs next to Lipsky's Brother. David's so scared he's
immooilized.

- LIPSKY'S BROTHER
Piss off.

~lara smootnly jams her ice cream cone into Lipsky's Brather's
4ce. He yells In surprise. ULipsky ana his Brother Jumo gver
the slde of the car. Clara doesn't flinch. She calmly reaches



'into ner apron pocket and wlelds her scissors. Her eyes blaze.

CLARA
Yes, come on, Come right
t0 me and see how I will
cut you to ya balls.

The boys freeze. Lipsky glances at his 8rother.

LIPSKY'S BROTHER
Leave her alone. She's nuts.

The tug Boys get bBack Iin the convertible ana PEEL QUT. GCavid
stares at Clara--wondering Jjust who and how many Jegople she
really is. Tnhnen he turns away and punches his mother's car.

CLARA
¥nat is de matter?

" DAVID
I dalan't go ‘anytning..

CLARA
¥hat should you have done?

DAVID
Something! I'm supposeg to
be the man. You did every-
thing.

CLARA
GO0 to de swimming pocl, tell
the 1little son of a pitch to
take nls mark, den race him
a2 length of de pool, and
beat his ass. :

DAVID
He's fast.

CLARA
S0 too are yogu fast.

DAVID
He's the best aon the team.

, CLARA
You are better.

DAVID
YQu coq‘t Know.



CLARA
Den why you are eating diet
vanilla? vya shoulda hag
Baseball nut like I tolg

ya!

DAVID
I think I broke my hand.

CLARA
Good-~gat would solve every-
thing, woulan't it? I hope
you aid.

She takes, examines it rougnly. He YELPS.
EXT BACK OF HOUSE DAY

Cavida sprints up from nis gaily swim in the Souna, pushing
himself nhard. Bursts INTG THE KITCHEN...and HEARS the SQUND GF
CLARA'S SHOWER above. Takes several deep recovery breaths.

IN CLARA'S ROOM, he hunkers at the bathroom door, the door
crackeg but half? an inch, watching Clara in the shower. THE
SHOWER turns off., David aives into her closet, closes the door.
Clara comes nude from the pathroom, drylng nerself witn g large

ith towel. Suddenly David strolls innocently out of the clozef,
vls towel wrapped around nis walst, the vacuum cleaner in mang.
She SCREANS, covers nerself; but he gets a good eyeful Before she
disappears into the towel and ne turns discreetly away, as if tne
last tnhing ne'a want s to get a look at her naked.

DAVID
Oh God, I'm sorry.

CLARA
wha'chu adoin in nere, man?

DAVID
Just getting the vacuum so
I can vacuum my roam.

CLARA
Ya too lie!

DAVID
I'm trying to help you.

CLARA

Ya vacuum ya room every day
ge last ueek.
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DAVID
I think I'm allergic to dust.
I like it clean.

CLARA
Go, get out of here.

And ne's gone...INTO HIS ROQH. where he plugs in ana flips on
the vacuum. CLOSE ON HIS FACE, we know where the nozzlg goes by
the fluttering of nis eyelids. Ang now, FROM ANOTHER ANGLE, wuwe
SEE that it's hls door that cpens but half an inch.

INT KITCHEN DAY

Davig nunkers lazily over a carrot. Clara Beglns to take things
out of tne refrigerator far ainner.

CLARA

S0, you get ya room cleaned?
DAVID

Un-hun.
CLARA

Ged in heaven, for such a
young Doy, you 4o have a big
bamtog!

BAVID
What are you talking about?

CLARA
®alt, you must take me for
.fool! Me was dere today
watching ae whole thing. From
start of vacuuming to finish.

Davig lets out a HOwL.

CLARA
Me want to tell you something.
In Jamaica we have pelief:
If tooc much of a man arop
‘pon de floor, a devil can
grow from it. Further on,
ya thing might caome rignt off
If ya continue to stuff de
€lectrolux. And if ya thing
gon't break, de machine
certainly will.

DAVID
You genna tell my mother?



CLARA
¥Ya muddar would certainly
vex. Send ya to psychiatrist
for de rest of ya life,

DAVID
0o you think I'm crazy?

CLARA
Yes, ya favor deep madness!
(A Beat)
Ha! He know somedbody in
Jamaica dat xept himself a
goat, like you keep ya vacuum
Cleaner.

Sne finally lets the laughter out, disappears into the Laundary
Room, leaving nim to suffer nis relief ang humilation alone. " Her
LAUGHTER, of course, contlinues to fill nis ears. Then sudgenly
1t stops ana she leans INTO THE FRAME right benind nim, tent to
hls ear, where she WHISPERS...

CLARA
But don't ya peek on me body.
Con't ya do dat. And neitner
will I look ‘pon yours.

SOUND OF GOLF CLUB STRIKING BALL.
EXT BRIVING RANGE DAY .

Daviag following through on a swing, then looking at nis father
who waits with an anxious smile.

0AVID
Go to private schogl where?

BILL
In Manhattan.

‘ DAVID
I'da have to get up 1in the
middle of the night to get
there, woulagn't I?...wnat's
golng on, DBad?

BILL
what's going on i{s...I'd like
you to come live with me.

DAVID
Are you Jjoking?



- BILL
I'm not happy with the way
your mother is raising you.
Her gone ogvernignt all the
time and your life revolving
around z housekeeper.

DAVID
But I like my lire.

BILL
¥ell, I aon't. I'd never
force you to live with me,
okay? But listen to me.
Eventually your mother'il
have to sell the house..

DAVID
¥ny would she sell the
house”?

BILL

When the divorce is final,
she'll only get a3 certain
amount of money every month.
It'11 be extravagant to
keep the place going Jjust
for you ang Clara,

DAVID
But woulg Clara--

BILL
You're almost thirteen now.
I'm sure Clara dgesn't expect
o De burdened with you the
rest of her life.

DAVID
8urdened, .?

B11l tees up another ball for bavig.

BILL
You plcked up too soon on
that last shot. Keep you
head down on the follow

through.
XT HART HOUSE DAY

ON THE BACK PATIO Peter and Lecna sit side By side facing Daviag.



cheese and vegetable platter sits on the samll tadle betuween
chem. In the course of the scene we'll SEE CLARA WATCHING from
the KITCHEN, her eyes hard and fixed,

LEONA
Peter has accepted a position
in California, Davia. 1It's
all very suaden, but we're
leaving for Berkeley next
month. '

PETER
We'd like you come with us.

David stops nibbling a piece of sliced apple in mid-nibble.

LEONA
Listen to me....I had to
choose and, as far as you're
concerned, I'm selfish Because
I chose myself over you. Ang
you're right to feel that wmay.
I cdon't expect you to understang
what I'm doing. But I hope gne
day--

o CAVID
I don't wanna go with you.
And I don't wanna live with
my father. I want to live
with Clara.

Davia backs away from them, tosses the plece of apple at the
platter, and bolts Into the house., Leona and Peter's eyes fgollow
nis flight ang LAND ON CLARA. She comes Out.of the houss.

CLARA
I know you think nim now
loves me more dan you. Notm
tTue, You used his love
for me to justify golng off
wiga ya friena.

LEONA
That's not fair.

CLARA
NO? HOw do you knouw you
can count dls ‘man? My
experience wid mens 1is dem
must always Betray.



PETER
You don't know me, Clara.

CLARA

I know men,

(A beat) )
Mrs. Hart, 1is your extreme
gat most vex me. GCan‘'t be
sensible ana stay near wshere
de child grow up? GOt to go
to California and risk losing
nim forever....Sometimes I
wlsh in 3 few secongs you
could look over me whole lirfe.
Then ya'g know why you must
hold on to ya chila. Americans
are always looking for a change.
Everything grow old so fast andg
ya piteh Lt away. Car, house,
family, laove.

Peter takes Leona's hand in nis, holds it reassuringly, ang we're
CLOSE ON ANCTHER SET OF HANDS--one palr black, the other unite.
"NT TRAIN DAY

0avid ang Clara side by sicde, holding hands. There is silence
BUt fOr the SQUND OF THE WHEELS unaer them. Then the SOUND OF A
ROCKET WHISTLING INTO THE AIR. .

EXT BLANCHE'S SALON DAY

THE ROCKET EXPLODES. FQURTH OF JuLY DECORATIONS UP, In the
distance, a few more FIREYORKS.

INT BLANCHE'S DAY

INSICE, A MOB. Gas lanterns have been hung anc a whita tangue:
table lailc with cornuccoias of fruit,

8eside nim, Oavid feels Clara stiffen. She nudges him with ner
elbow. O0ora is standing among the crowd.

CLARA
Me tell Blanche not to
invite ner. I tell dem
stralght me na want her
mucking around here. But
gem don't listen,

~40ra notlices Clara glowerihg at her ang purposefully turns auway.



CLARA
Perfectly right. Now she
know she not wanteg.

BLANCHE
(Grabbing Bavia)
Come wid me. HMe well want
you to talk patols to some
girls I xnows.

Blanche leads David across the rcoom, Oavid glancing at Oora, uwnhg
it appears is smiling at nia.

BLANCHE
You sing “One Chinee tan*
fe us.

IN THE BACK QF THE SALON LATER, a Band is playing Jamalcarn fures.
People are gancing. 0Oavia watches Clara from a distance, watcnes
the geference that 1s shown her, yet at the same time notices a
reserve, ®e've seen it before, 1in the Beauty shop. IN THE
OISTANCE, FIREWORKS LIGHT THE NIGHT. .

ANg now Blanche ¢rags Clara onto the dance flgor and sudadenly
ara 1s agancing By herself, ner legs pumplng out convulutaa
2CBPS and spins. The Guests cheer. Qavig is mesmerized. She
goes a rhythmic, BRawdy dance called “Lift Up.* Every eignetn

Seat, snhe thrusts nher pelvis forwarae ang yells “Bam.”

LYDIA
Gwan, Clara, gwan, girl!
Lift it up ang arcunag!

CLARA .

(A finger to tne
neavens)

®walt for me, Jesus, walt

for me!

Her gance ends with a splash ang APPLAUSE. Aroused, Davia starrs
for ner, out Cara is suadenly stancing in front of him.

DORA
She certalnly can dance,
ya momma c¢an.

DAVID
She's not my momma.

DORA
Cen what she pe, chilg, ya
lover?



DAVID
Get away from me.

DORA
I want to tell ya sometning
rirse.

She grapbs Davig anc pulls nim INTO THE BATHRQOHM.

DAVID
Let go of me! She doesn't
want you tg talk to me!

DORA
e want to tell you about
Ralfie.
(Pressing nerself
against him)
AbQut nhow ner son Ralfie was
foul and now nim nurt us.

DAVID .
Clear off, you bloogcloth!

CGCRA
Oem ugly words, dose words
¥a talking.

BAVID

Let go of me!
Suddenly the BATHROOM DOOR QPENS and Dora turns aHd we SEE Clara.

CLARA
Clear off me Bay!

A hush veils tne ROOM as Clara pulls David from the bathroom.

OQRA
Qon't you call nim ya boy.
YOU dgn't nave ng Boy. Ya
Boy is aeadq.

A collective GASP comes from the listening crouwag.

CLARA
That nim dead is my pusiness.

. DORA
Tell nim wny ya goy dqon't
geserve tgo live.



CLARA
Get outta here 'fgore I pttch
ya into a sleep you‘ll never
wake from. ‘

Oora grabs Davia again.

CLARA
I ki1l ya 1f y3 touch nim!

with shocking speed, Clara punches Qora in the face. 0Oogra
pounces Bdack and tries to scratch Clara, out Clara purches her
again, tnhis time knocking ner to the floor. "Masse me Gog!“
pecple cry. *“Loro have mercy.” Several men converge on flara
and pull her off.

CLARA
Qon't you desecrate my son!

Lydia is weeping nysterically, ODoris trying to comfort mer. OJcra
lles quietly on the floor.

OCRA
YOUu must tell him what de
Truth. You know him nas a
rignt to xnow wnat de gliff
bay ca.

8lanche pulls Oora away to minister to her woungs.

BLANCHE
Come wld me, girl, ya pleec-
in all aver me snhop.

FIREWORKS explode. (Clara brings Qavia close. NoBocdy elszs moves.,

CLARA
I dqon't want responsinle to
learn you what pains peagple
mast in life. ®ny snould you
learn gat from me? uwnen you
get olger, you'll realize
knowlng de full truth some-
times a curse.

She starts to pull away, as if that's all sne's got to say, out
Ne doesn't let ner go; he farces ner attention back to nim, tg
tne raging question in nis mind. A beat.

CLARA
Ralflie was always excitable.
Nervous stomach, Every littie
thing disturt it. sSome days



CLARA (Con't)
Nim don't eat. Things troupl-
ing nim gat priest, dat gypsy,
- 4dat goctor coulan't gxplain.
Oen when nim was twenty-gne,
hNim think nim in lgve wig
0ora. Far a wnile, Oora
trifle wig him, she play wid
my Boy. I try to warn him,
Out nim think nim know more
gan me. Anc wnen she boreq
wigd trifling widg nim heart,
Nim sufrer ge agony of living
death. Him wguna nis head
wia Black Dancana, take a
sCytne, ang go up nign ‘pon
de cliff to shrec Bamgao grass,

DAVID
This isn't wnat 0ora was talk-
ing about,.

CLARA

You're telling me de story?

0AVID
You're nat telling me! I knouw
ne dia sometning.
(To Lyaia)
¥hat is {¢?
(To Doris)
#nhat s i¢?

But neither Lyadia nor Doris nor anyone else is sbout to speak,

. CLARA .
Oey aon't kngu! 0an't ne
asking dem. opQat is gll iz
i1s. I telling yau.

OAVID '
0id ne nurs sometody? Qig
he kill someboaqy?

CLARA
No!

- CAVID
Cla he try to k111 Qora?

“he sudadenly fnrous a glass against the wal} Beninag nim. Tnen

17 LArows nerself intg tne Bathroom, but pefare sne can secure
t. door, David is IN THe BATHRGOM with ner, JUsSt the tuo of
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- &2m, the DOOR SLAMMED SHUT.

DAVID
what did-nhe dg, Clara?
CLARA
Him gon't kill nobogy.
_ DAVID
Then what?
CLARA
Nothing!
‘ DAVID

What aid ne dg?

CLARA
Him raped ner ang threw
hNimself off de cliff into
ge sea'!

Awestruck, -Davig dcesn't move. Clara sinks To the floor besige
the commoge,

CLARA

You kKnew ge rest. My hus-
vand coulan't take it. So
nim left me. And gen I was
shamed. Pegple don't come
to me again fe agvice. I
am maid in notel umtil I am
given de blessing of you.

Clara bdegins to weep and David takes her In nis arms, noics rer
as FIREWQORKS EXPLODE AND CASCADE out tne small, nhign patnrocm
wlndgu. Anc then ne Begins to kiss her forenhead, to kiss ner
cheek, and then Re turns her face taoward nim, ner 1lips tg nis,
3a0d 3s nhis face maves toward hers, she sugdenly clamps nhis narcgs
In ners, freezing them totn, a look of mgrtal terrar in ner eyes.

CLARA
No, my David, oh no.

She hurls nis nands away from her. Grabs for the door handle,
Can't manage it. He qrabs her.

DAVID
Balt! I'm sorry! I don't
KnNow what happened!. I just--

- hits nim, tnrusts nis nands away. Ralns blows on him..



DAVID

I'm sorry.

He grabs for her,

Ben't touch me!

tries to stop the pummeling of ner fists,

CLARA
Bon't ya

touch me!

All rignet,
I'm sorry,

- DAVID
gkay, I'm sorry,
I'm..,

She shaves nim against thne wall in the crampeag litrie bathroom,

slams nherself
Detween them as possible.

¥Ya shut up!
Ya don't say
anly listen to me!
listen:
listen o

putting as mucn distance

CLARA :

Ya shut up!
nathing, ya
Ya

Ya shut up ang ya
me and den ya

NeVer speak to me again:

Ya want qgat

speak

¥a should never

to me again?

DAVID

I have to knouw the truth.

She noags ana necds,

Her Bbreatnh explages
eyes are wilg ang distant.

QuT of ner chest. Her

He stares gt ner. waits,

CLARA

Oe foreman wnere Ralfle wnrk
3s a bookkeepger calls to
complain Raifie returning

Very late from
I go look for ni
tell me
Freemant Street,
lives gere.

agogr.

insice

done tg Ocra.

him.
as me

Back gr ge alley.
ureten!

ya gevil
Me whale lifai™

Ris lunch’
M. Someagne
S8 nim gut near
Dora Camoriage
I knack at ge
There is SCuffling
. d8n Ralrie runs from

I ran after
Him not run as strang
angd I catch nim at de
“Ya filtny
Ya not mine anymare,
chila, ya dlsgrace

—

122



Clara relives it in the walls, disoriented, ner face pulsing sith
‘terror.
CLARA
Suddenly him grabbed¢ me arm.
Me try to tuwlst away. Him
lash nis fingers toc me throat:
ang me couldn't Bbreath. He
managed to bust me knees agalnst
his chest. But den was like
¥ Dotn were intoc a boat
pltening ais way, c¢at way,
and I see de sky rolling over
me eyes. e heart cry out,
“Stop from now, Ralfie, what
ya doing me? Stop 1t, chila,
stop {t." But nim don't and me
watch the gevil's violence
break 'pon nis face. Him force
his way wiad me. At first me
telling meselr, "“Girl, ya only
areaming. ® ana for a while 1t
is like me agic fall asleep. I
tnink I am at de peach looking
'pon de compbers oreaking lovely
and.- me see ge porpolise winging
through ge water. But open me
eyes ana cere 1s Ralfle, loocking
down like nim know me again,
trying to say de simplest of all
words. “Ma,” nim say. "Mama?“
"Ralfle, dont ya know? QOon't
ya realize...is me'!* But in
Nim eyes me gon't know what nim
Kngw or what it is in me aat
Bore a child cculd want ar neeg
to g0 such a thing. And I don't
Kngw wnhat else to say to him ar
Nim to me. Ang dat ts wnen nim
went ‘pon ge cliff ana me into
shame fe all my life.

Oavig stares at Clara and it's some moments defore her eyes fgcus
8n nim again. He reaches a loving hana towarg ner, but she ngoles
UB 3 nang of ner ouwn that warns him nat tg do it.

INT CLARA'S APARTHENT 0AY

Caun., David lles awake, nis eyes flxed on tne ceiling. Then
ira, completely composed, stands gver him.



CLARA
Time to go. It is ya
Indepenaente Day.

DAVID
I'm not going.

CLARA
Ya must.

BAVID

It's Just not important now.
Don't you see?

CLARA
No. I see just de opposite.
Your present 1s ever so much.
more important dan my past.

She taguches hils cheek,

CLARA
It is time now ya go ang
start in to be a man. But
ya gon't do it fe me, Oavia,
or fe dem. Ya do it only fe
you.

He stares at her. He presses his nhand to hers against nis face.
EXT SWIMHING POOL DAY

WE PAN OQWN from the Banner: “SIGN UP NOW!!! " JULY 4th S®IN
HEET!! ALL AGES!!™ to BOYS ON THEIR MARK, Lipsky Gesiade Davia,
looking at nim smugly, checking out Davig's more streamlineaq,
shirtless torso. His cheering section of Bill and Oeena, Leona
and Peter In two little groups. The gun 15 in the air ang FIRES.
Lipsky takes an early lead, out the halfway mark David pulls evern
with nim ana then pulls away with 2 pouer that impresses <he mass
Jagea among the parents. At tne eng, Lipsky emerges from the
watar with a look of aisbellef on his face. 0avid meets misg
8yes, then 1lifts nimself easily from the poogl, coming up eye to
8ye wilh the Reghead. He 10cks eyes with her a moment then walks
past ner., He's {interceptsd by Coach Stillson.

: COACH _
I want you on this team next
summer, Hart. -~

0AavICD
won't Be living here nexrt
summer, Coach.



COACH
¥nere ya gonna pe?

David stares at the Coach, lgoks arcund at his approaching
entourage--his mother ana Peter, his father and Detcla...anQ
hurries past thelr outstretcned arms and congratulations fgor tne
locker room. His father quickly follows,

IN THE SHOWER ROOM, David stands under the pounding water. B8ill
steps into tne opening, clearly knocked out by what the kig aig.

BILL

Goa, I wisn I nac¢ that on
tape! -

(Davia smiles)
Listen, I got some really
great neuws that I've been
saving. :
(when David adoesn't
responag)
I got a commitment from a
really flne private school
for the fall. The only tning
1s, I nave to give them a
geposit within a coupla aays
Or else you'll lose your spoct.

Bavid slaps at the tile, turns onm his father.

_ DAVID
Look, I'll ceclde, okay? But
I won't dgecice now! .

BILL
(A beat)
Fine. It can certainly wair
3 coupla aqays. :

Javid turns nis Back, gQucks unger the water, clases his eyes,

EXT CAY HART HOUSE

Cavid, Leona, ang Peter pull intg the griveway. Clara steps out
of the NQuse, stands at the back door. David emerges from the
car. Thelr eyes lock. '

DAVID
. No contest,

Clara smiles.



~ XT THE SOUND DAY

0avic ang Clara walk the Beach silently. Now Davig stops, faces
her declsively, maturely. .,

CAVID
I understana why you liea
tc me. You were right not
to tTell me the truth. W®hen
I was younger, I never would
have understgod.

CLARA
Eh-nheh.

DAVID
['ve gecidea I'm going to
live in New York, Clars.
CLARA
Ya going to live wid ya
fadgar just so to see me?

He nods decisively.

CLARA
As much as I love you--and
in spite of wnat nappen to
me--I belleve childaren pound
€0 gere muggar. Is instinct
dat goces Bbayona frienaship,
i'm afraia,

BAVID
You're more than my frieng.

CLARA
No, @at is wnat I am, Davig.
I am ya friend. Ang unat
nRappen if me ring rive-gay
Job makes me work weexenas?

DAVID
I'1]l come to you after school.
Ye'll--

She presses a finger to his lips, silencing nim, sadly shakes ner
head, retracts tne finger fraom nis lips.

CLARA .
Gon't ya see? Qur rel-
atlensnip is changing.



o 0AVID
Sure, it's changing, but
1t's alsc just necoming what
it snoula pe.

CLARA
No. 1Is just past all aat
it ever coula Be, QRavid. _
Not because ya try to kiss.
me, not because of what I
tall ya, but because life 13
always change.

DAviD
So, what're you saying?

CLARA
You know- wnat I am saying.

BAVID
Yean, you're saying you're
gonna be like my mother,
You're gonna Be like my
mother and .dumg me when
things get tough--that's
what you're saying.

CLARA
You can't compare me wla ya
auagadar.
. DAVID
No?
CLARA

No. She's blcod, David. I'm
Just a black housekeeper dat
love you.

DAVID
You're a liar! You're Jjust
looking To coo out! You
Just loved me ‘cause. you
had ng one else. naybe that's
shat happened with Ralfie,
Ya ever thinka that? Hayge
ne saw you were just a selfish
pig, that you just cared adbou?l
yourself, and that's uhy he gla
what ne aia to you!

COUPLE OF JOGGERS ON THE BEACH glance at them.



CLARA
You nasty, dunty chilg to
call me selfish. You ge one
too selfish tgo see me have
ya interest at heart.

DAVID
You .made me love you! And
noe you're dumping me 'cause
it got toc be too much for ya!
You'll get another job and -
never see me again! vYou'll
Just...you'll just e a niqger
in the end!

Clara blinks perplexedly at him., He stares furiously at ner,
INT DAVIO'S RQOM NIGHT

SOUND OF HIS AIR CONDITIONER. David iies awake. LIGHTS FLASH or
the celling. His eyes flick toward ths window.

QUTSIOE, A RYE TAXI has pulled up. Clara, with ner red suitcase,
Pxits tne nouse with Leona., Peter at a distance.

.N HIS BEDROOM, Oavid wants to leap up, yet Ne stays put on tne
Bed, nls breath snallow and explosive.

QUTSIRE, Leona and Clara emorace.

CLARA
.Gaggbye, Mrs. Hare.

. LEONA
Goodbye, Clara.

Clara murmurs to herself, a prayer perhaps, touches her breas:
wlth two fingers and thnen, kissing tnem, Bblesses the house.
Legna closes ner into tne taxi. The taxl Backs ggun the
ariveway. Clara stares fixedly aneag. '

UPSTAIRS Davig lies unmaving, his preath coming in spurts.
FADE QuUT

FADE IN
EXT BROOKLYN DAY

EARLY SPRING, A'YEAR LATER. David, nis hair longish, nis oboay
- 30, nls glasses replaced Uy contact lenses, approaches a
LCTORIAN HOUSE. He rings the bell. Insige he HEARS muZfters of
complalnt before a dumpy, MIOOLE-AGED WHITE WOMAN opens the anor.



WHITE WOMAN
what is (t? .

DAVID '
I'd like to see Clara Hayfleld.

A distrustful look crosses the ghite woman's face.
INT ORAWING ROQOM DAY

Sunlight streaks tnrough nign staineg glass sindews. Davic
walts., B8enhina nim, Clara enters, stares at nim 3 moment,

' CLARA

Son ¢f a hgot. Must be

ya lost twenty pounds in de
last year,

He whirls argund to stare at ner.

DAVID
Hi.

CLARA
'Ella, Daviag.

QAavID -
It's my spring break. I
came to speng it with my gaag,
so I thought...
(A beat)
You're not maad I came?

CLARA
Cha, man, somehow I diag expect
it. How ya get so small?

DAVID
From lack of toto.
LARA
And de glasses gone. Hy my

my .
AR Beat. They stare across tne Nuge room at each other.

CLARA
Come to de kitcnhnen.

She turns anc walks out of tne drawing rgom. He follows.



HALLWAY

Clara points down thne nhallway to a room filled uitn'sunlight. ¥e
SEE A MOTIONLESS 800Y in a wneelchair facing out a Bay wincow,.

CLARA
Bat's de crone.
] . DAVID
The who?

CLARA

O0e old lady I nireag tg take
care of during de days.

DAVID
An 0ld lady? You mean there're
no kids living nere?

CLARA .
You think I'd break me back-
side to care fe some cnila
again? Come fe de day, go
nome to me apartment at nignht.
Ce perfect 1ife.

IN THE KITCHEN

A stark rcom, witnout the warmth of the kitenhen in the Harr
noguse. Oavia approaches thne rolled-glass windows, ungse
imperfections blur the view of the scraggly, untended Backyar:s.

CLARA
It fignten me how clder ya
looking in so snort a time.
Ya Jaw getting wolg.

Me turns tg her, smiles at the praise, yet 1t makes nim
uncomfortacle.

pavIo
You still watch tne scaps?

CLARA
But of course. VYou?

Cavid shakes his head no. A peat. They stare.

QAVID
Clara...

CLARA
Yes.



A Beat,

ra laugns.

BAVID
I wanted to write so many
times. To apologlize for
what I saig.

CLARA
I know.

0AavIiD .
I was so angry at you for
being rignt adout everything.

CLARA
I know,

DAVID
And I wantea to tell you...
I santed to tall you I'm all
righe. :

CLARA
I am glad to know cat, Davia.

BAVID
And...an¢ to thank you, Clara.
NG matter what nappens to me,
you'll always be one of tne .
most important people in my

1life.

CLARA
Because you see, Oavid, dere
1s a force in dais worlag aat
bina us, a force so perfect
gat it connect us clgser aan

‘0lood, :

CLARA
S0, sit gdown, I will make
you a lemonade, and you tell
me bout ya mudaar and Peter
and de rice and de vegetables,

CAVID
well, I kinaa nate tg admit
it, but they're all Tignht.
I Kinga miss ‘em.



