
MELANCHOLY

EXT. HOUSE -- LATE MORNING

The sound of chirping birds and the laughter of children mix
in the breeze.  A bicyclist rides past.

The house is well-kept but otherwise unremarkable.  A small
commercial dumpster sits on the side of the driveway. 

INT. HOUSE -- CONTINUOUS

An older woman (JEAN, late 60s) sits at a kitchen table,
sips coffee.  She wears blue jeans and a worn sweatshirt. 
The only sound is the ticking of a clock.  She looks to her
right, an empty chair.

She focuses on a photo on the wall of herself and her late
husband.  Her eyes well up but she does not shed a tear. 
She sighs and finishes her coffee. 

INT. CAR -- MOMENTS LATER

A woman (CARRIE, early 40s) pulls up in front of the house,
turns off the radio and exits the car.  She wears similar
attire to Jean, her hair pulled back in a ponytail.

EXT. HOUSE -- CONTINUOUS

The automatic garage door opens.

EXT. DRIVEWAY -- CONTINUOUS

Jean steps out from the darkness of the garage into the
sunlight.  She waves.

JEAN
Carrie!  Good morning!

CARRIE
Hi Mom.  You get started yet?

Carrie walks up the driveway.

JEAN
Not yet.  The guys dropped off the
dumpster only about a half hour ago.

Carrie peers into the empty dumpster.

CARRIE
You think this is going to be big
enough?
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JEAN
I don't know.  Hopefully you'll find
something useful to take with you.

Carrie laughs and shakes her head.

CARRIE
Even if Dad left anything we could
use, I'm not sure I can fit anything
more in our house.

Jean extends her arms, gives Carrie a hug.

JEAN
I'm glad you're here.  I don't see
you nearly often enough.

They hug for an extended moment.  Jean looks sad, wistful.

CARRIE
No problem, Mom.

Jean blinks back a tear and smiles.

JEAN
Don't say that so fast.  You haven't
seen how much of a mess your dad
left us yet.

They step into the semi-darkness of the garage.

INT. GARAGE -- CONTINUOUS

Their eyes adjust.  A rusty refrigerator sits in one corner. 
An old riding lawn mower.  Rakes, shelves, tools, piles of
lumber.  The place is a mess.

JEAN
See what I mean?

CARRIE
Mom, it's not that bad.  Let's just
get to it.

JEAN
Before we get started...

Jean starts towards the service door.

JEAN (CONT'D)
...can I get you something to drink?

Carrie holds her hand up.  Jean stops.
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CARRIE
Mom, I grew up in this house.  I'm
sure I can find something to drink.

Carrie enters the house.  The screen door slams shut behind
her.

Jean looks around, picks up a chunk of 2 x 4, puts it down. 
She appears overwhelmed.

JEAN
John, why'd you have to leave me
with all...this.

She puts her hands on her hips.

INT. GARAGE -- LATER

The women have obviously been working for a while.  Several
shelves are cleared off, many larger items sit on the
driveway.

Jean slowly picks through items spread out on a workbench. 
Carrie rapidly inspects and quickly tosses items into the
dumpster.

CARRIE
Mom.

(exasperated)
You've been looking at this stuff
all morning and you're not throwing
anything away.

A distracted, distant Jean picks up a foot-long piece of
wood with metal caps on each end.  She looks at the item
quizzically.

JEAN
This is interesting--I wonder what
this is for?

Jean holds out the item.  Carrie glances at it as she walks
back into the garage.

CARRIE
It's for the dumpster, Mom.

Jean looks at Carrie, confused.

JEAN
It's for the what?

CARRIE
For the dumpster.
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Jean chuckles and smiles.

JEAN
Yeah, I suppose it is.

Jean tosses the item into the dumpster.  Carrie points at a
moldering, partially broken wooden shelving unit.

CARRIE
Wanna get started on this?

JEAN
Sure.

They each grab an end and shuffle it towards the driveway.

JEAN (CONT'D)
If I'd known this is how I could
spend more time with you, I'd have
decided to sell the house sooner!

EXT. DRIVEWAY -- LATER

They carry the shelving unit out of the garage.  A man (KEVIN,
40) stops at the bottom of the driveway.

KEVIN
Hey, you havin' a garage sale?

JEAN
No, just getting rid of some old
stuff.

Jean and Carrie prepare to throw the shelving unit into the
dumpster.  Kevin holds his hands out as he hustles up the
driveway.  They stop.

KEVIN
Hey, wait?  You gonna throw that
away?

Puzzled, the women look at the unit.  It is trash.

CARRIE
Well, yeah.

KEVIN
Can I look at it first?

JEAN
Sure.

The women back away, amused, as Kevin inspects the unit.
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CARRIE
You want it?

KEVIN
Really?  For free?

JEAN
Yup, but you have to take it with
you right now.

CARRIE
(jokingly)

And you have to come back and take
the rest of the lumber, too.

KEVIN
Sure, yeah--thanks!

Carrie grins and raises an eyebrow towards Jean.  Kevin picks
up one end of the shelving unit and drags it noisily down
the driveway.

JEAN
Hey, wait a minute!  I've got
something else for you!

Kevin trots back up the driveway as Jean runs back into the
garage.  She comes out with a pair of tan overalls.

JEAN (CONT'D)
You're just about John's size.  Want
to try them on?

KEVIN
Sure!

She hands Kevin the overalls.  He slips them on.  They are a
perfect fit.

KEVIN (CONT'D)
Hey, this is great!  Thanks!

JEAN
You're very welcome.

Kevin picks up the shelving unit and drags it down the street. 
He waves.  They wave back.

CARRIE
At least we didn't have to lift that
darn thing into the dumpster.

JEAN
I like to think he'll get some good
use out of it, too.
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EXT. DRIVEWAY -- LATER

Jean works a bit more quickly.  She throws a chunk of metal
into the dumpster.  It CLANGS loudly just as EUNICE (late
80s) comes around the side of the dumpster, frightened.

EUNICE
Aiigh!

JEAN
Eunice!  I'm sorry.  I didn't see
you coming.

Eunice is barely taller than the top of the dumpster.  She
carries a paper plate covered by wax paper.

EUNICE
Oh my!  That was a fright!

CARRIE
Eunice.  So good to see you.

Carrie rushes over, gives Eunice a hug.  Jean removes her
gloves and takes the plate.

JEAN
What's this?

INT. GARAGE -- CONTINUOUS

The women walk into the garage.

EUNICE
It's a little of the coffee cake I
made this morning.  I saw you working
and thought you might need a snack.

JEAN
Thank you so much.  That's so nice.

Jean puts the plate on a workbench.

JEAN (CONT'D)
Say, how did your test results go? 
Have you heard back from the doctor?

Eunice looks perturbed.

EUNICE
Yes, I heard back.

Carrie's eyes flit between Eunice and Jean.  Uncomfortable
silence.
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JEAN
So the results were good?

EUNICE
Yes, they were.

JEAN
Well, that's great!

Eunice looks away, somewhat miffed.

EUNICE
I...I've got to go now.  I don't
want to be in your way.

Eunice abruptly starts shuffling down the driveway.  Carrie
watches, puzzled, as Eunice reaches the street.

CARRIE
What's up with that?

Jean chuckles and waves off the question.

JEAN
Oh, she had some cancer tests done. 
The doctor didn't even think she
needed them.

Jean unwraps the coffee cake.  On one side of the plate are
two plastic forks and two napkins.

CARRIE
Well then, why's she acting that
way?

JEAN
Honestly, I think she wants to die. 
Her husband--you remember Mr. Johnson--
he's been gone so long.

Jean and Carrie pick up their forks and bite into Eunice's
coffee cake.  They chew...and chew.

CARRIE
(muffled)

Mom, this is the driest coffee cake
I've ever tasted.

A bit of dry cake escapes her lips on the letter "f" in
coffee.

JEAN
She's never been a very good cook.

(MORE)
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JEAN (CONT'D)
(beat)

If she really wanted to die, I suppose
she could just eat some of her own
cooking.

Carrie laughs, expelling more coffee cake.  Jean, laughing
too, chokes down her bite.

JEAN (CONT'D)
You know, Carrie.  I think this is
for the dumpster, too.

They both laugh softly as they watch Eunice walk up her 
driveway.  Jean slowly walks out of the garage, holding the
paper plate full of coffee cake low, out of sight.

Eunice opens her screen door and turns to wave just as Jean
tosses the coffee cake into the dumpster. 

Carrie waves back.

CARRIE
(through clenched
teeth)

Nice one, Mom!

Jean recovers quickly and waves at Eunice.  Eunice enters
her house, closes the door.  Jean turns to Carrie.

JEAN
Well, at least I'm learning to get
rid of things.

INT. GARAGE -- AFTERNOON

The garage is nearly cleaned out.  The dumpster is
overflowing.  Both women are dust-covered, their sweatshirts
smudged with grime.  Carrie regards their handiwork.

CARRIE
Well, looks good.

Jean is staring blankly, in a different place.  Carrie takes
off her work gloves, observes her mother.

CARRIE (CONT'D)
You had your grief support group
last night, right?

JEAN
Yes.

Jean refocuses, smiles at Carrie.  They start walking out of
the garage.
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CARRIE
So, how did it go?  Did it help?

EXT. DRIVEWAY -- CONTINUOUS

They step into the bright sunshine.  Jean looks up at the
sun, closes her eyes, takes a deep breath through her nose.

JEAN
I think so.

She opens her eyes and turns towards Carrie.  She spots a
black smudge on Carrie's cheek, wipes it off with her thumb.

JEAN (CONT'D)
But not as much as this.

They hug.  Carrie heads towards the car.

CARRIE
Love you, Mom!

JEAN
Love you too, Carrie!

Jeans walks back into...

INT. GARAGE -- CONTINUOUS

As Jean walks towards the door into the house, she spots a
photo of John--proudly holding a large fish--tacked to the
wall.

She pauses, kisses her fingers and lovingly touches the photo.

JEAN
Sleep well, John.

THE END


	1	EXT. HOUSE -- LATE MORNING
	2	INT. HOUSE -- CONTINUOUS
	3	INT. CAR -- MOMENTS LATER
	4	EXT. HOUSE -- CONTINUOUS
	5	EXT. DRIVEWAY -- CONTINUOUS
	6	INT. GARAGE -- CONTINUOUS
	7	INT. GARAGE -- LATER
	8	EXT. DRIVEWAY -- LATER
	9	EXT. DRIVEWAY -- LATER
	10	INT. GARAGE -- CONTINUOUS
	11	INT. GARAGE -- AFTERNOON
	12	EXT. DRIVEWAY -- CONTINUOUS
	13	INT. GARAGE -- CONTINUOUS

