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  CAST OF CHARACTERS:

  RARRAU...                                                    ROUMBINI THE MAIN CHARACTER

  RARRAU…                                                   AS AN ADULT, 40 YEARS OLD (BLOND).

  RARRAU :……………                                 AS A THIRTEEN YEAR OLD.

  P. MATESIS…                                              THE PSYCHIATRIST.

  ASIMINA…………………………………..RARRAUS MOTHER

  DIOMED                                                       RARRAUS FATHER.

  DIOMEDES OLD………………………   .  AROUND 60.

  SOTIRIS ……….                                           A THIRTEEN YEAR OLD. BOY.(Rarraus Brother)                                                    

  FATHER DINOS                                           PRIEST. (The priest around fifty)

  MADAME RITA……                                   WHORE. (Large girl very Sweet, around twenty-six                                                                  

  Ms. SALOME………                                    AN ACTOR. ( Tiritomba family member.) 

  CIVILIAN… (A)…………                            A GREEK                                                                                      

  ALFIO…………………                                THE ITAL IAN CARABINIERI OFFICER

  THE TIRITOMBA’S…………………          THE TRAVELING PLAYERS.

 ADRIANNA…………                                    MADAME SALOME’S 

 KARAKAPITSALAS….                                IMPRESARIO (Adriana husband)

 MRS. MRS.KANELO……………………     BIG AMAZON WOMAN (Neighbor)

 MR. KANELLOS MOTHER…………….     AN OLDER WOMAN.

 LIAKOPOULOS…………………………     GROCERY STORE OWNER,(The Collaborator)

 LIAKOPOULOS TWO DAUGHTERS…      TWO YOUNG LADIES, IN THEIR TWENTIES.

 MIDWIFE…………………………                A MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN

 APHRODITE…………………………           THE BEAUTY. SEVENTEEN YEARS OLD

 VITORIO…………………………………     ALFIOS REPLACEMENT.

  APHRODITE’S MOTHER                              ………………………………….

  THANASI…………………………………….PARTISAN KID.

  FOUR GERMANS SOLDIERS………………………….

  THREE ITALIAN SOLDIERS……………     

   …………………………………………………………………………….   

  MR. MANOLITSIS…………………………  A SHORT MAN. THE DANCE TEACHE

  TASSIS……………………………………….ADRIANAS BROTHER (Truck Driver)

  ARCHANGEL……………………………      COMBARSO(Archangel)

  MARINA……………………………………. ADRIANA’S DAUGHTER.

  LIAKOPOULOS NEIGHBOR.

  MRS. CHRISAFIS…………………………….VALIANTS MOTHER

  VALIANT……………………………………MRS. CHRISAFIS SON, (Partissan)

  MARCELLO………………………………     ITALIAN SOLDIER (Fugitive)

  MITZI………………………………………..ACTOR.RARRAU’S FRIEND.

                                                PRESENTATION CREDIT.

                                               THE DEVILJOHNS BRIDGE


BASED ON FICTION STORY BY PAVLOS MATESIS “THE DOGS MOTHER”




TITLE CARD:

“DEVILJOHNS BRIDGE”
           BY: 

PAVLOS MATESIS

FADE IN:
EXT. DAYLIGHT.

 ON A RAINY DAY, A CAR PULLS UP BY A VILLAGE CEMETERY.

SUBTITLE


GREECE 1940

EXTRERIOR/FOGY DAY.

PRESENTATION TITLE:

SOMEWHERE IN RURAL GREECE.

INSIDE A CEMETERY, A WOMAN IS STANDING IN FRONT OF HER MOTHERS GRAVE MEDITATING. 

L.S . THE REAR VIEW OF THE WOMAN (RARRAU). SHE IS LOOKING FIXEDLY AT HER MOTHERS FRAMED PHOTOGRAPH, SITUATED NEXT TO THE MARBLE CROSS.

(The camera zooms in to the photo)


CUT TO: 

BLACK/FSX IN A PHOTOGRAPHERS STUDIO WE SEE BLACK AND HEAR A CONVERSATION. 

Come closer please and take a sit in that chair over there, great.            

SFX/ACTION,LIGHTS GO ON.

WE ARE INSIDE PHOTOGRAPHERS OLD STUDIO, ASIMINA IS FACING THE LENS OF AN OLD CAMERA WITH BELLOWS, POSING TO THE PHOTOGRAPHER FOR HER PORTRAIT. HER DAUGHTER RARRAU IS NEXT TO HER SITTING ON AN OLD CHAIR ABSORBING THE PHOTOGRAPHER SETTING UP.

                                                         PHOTOGRAPHER.

(COVERED UNDER THE CAMERAS HOOD).

Madame. Can you move your head, just a little to the left please?  Great thank you. Now look straight to the lens please and freeze for a sec. and Waite for my cue..

CUT TO:

BLINDING FLUSHBULB.

RARRAU COVERS HER EYES WITH HER HANDS BLINDED BY THE POWERFUL FLUSH. 

                                                              ASSIMINA

V.O/ACTION


My child, I want to rest in peace, here for good, I do not want to go back there ever again. I have never asked you for anything, but I think that I deserve to own this little patch of land to my self-forever. I want you to purchase this little spot for me.


 CUT TO: 

                     AN INTERIOR OF A DARK ROOM,   RARRAU IS TALKING TO DR. MATESIS.


                                                                              RARRAU    

     
You can call me Rarrau, if you do not mind. My real name is Roubini. My Christian name, if you want, SHE TAKES HER PHOTO I.D. OUT OF HER PURSE ...Miss Raraou. Rarau. It is my stage name. With this name, I have arrived to where I stand today. My I.D. card lists me as Rarrau Meskari. Thespian, so they will carve it on my tombstone, when I am gone.
I was born in Deviljohns Bridge, the capital city, even though it is only a provincial capital, my place of birth, my hometown. I was around fifteen when my mother I and a half a loaf of bread between us left the village. They made a public spectacle of her, the day they celebrated that so- called Liberation of theirs; Not even wild horses could ever drag me back there ever again  ( looks out of the window in space ) …Buried her right here, in Athens..
The only thing she ever asked for in her last will and testament. (SHE SEARCHES INSIDE HER PURSE FOR A HANDKERCHIEF), was Flowers and her perfume. SHE SPRAYS TOWARDS THE CAMERA (a slow motion shot of spray towards the camera). ‘My child, I’m dying, but I want you to make me a promise. I want to be buried right here. I never want to go back there. She never even mentioned the name of the village!

CUT TO: 

C.U OF RARRAU’S HAND HOLDING A SPRAY PERFUME BOTTLE.

RARRAU TAKES A BOTTLE OF PERFUME OUT OF HER PURSE AND SHE SPRAYS THE GRAVE.  

RARRAU

V.O. /ACTION

I think she only wore perfume once in her life…at her wedding.  She takes a couple of steps and bends to place some flowers and chocolate by her mothers picture next to the cross.

                                             RARRAU

NARRATIVE/ACTION
(RARRAU TALKING TO THE CAMERA P.O.V.) 

Mother loved chocolate. She has had a craving for it during the years of the occupation. She kept asking for a whole bar of her own chocolate.

CUT TO:


 INTERIOR SHOT.DR. MATESIS BEHIND HIS DESK (Seated)
  REACTION. 

                                                           RARRAU                                                                     

 SHE IS TALKING TO DR. MATESIS.                                  

So I’ve got my flat, two rooms plus a hallway and my small government pension I ‘m getting as a daughter of a fallen hero, who dyed in the Albanian mountains fighting the Italians, so thank god for the war in Albania I always say. I could not care less if our nation was defeated.
I am also expecting a pension from the actor’s guild as soon as I acquire enough stamps (ensima).
Generally, I am happy and I consider myself, a lucky person. I do not have to answer to no one, or to love no one nor to greave no one. I own a record player and a decent collection of records, with mostly rebel, songs, all though I consider myself a conservative, - in reality, Deep down I am a republican, but I never lived with the idea of getting rid of the Royals. It was very discourteous doing a thing like that and expelling the royal family as they did. Ever sense we got rid of the royals, it makes me fell as if I am on stage without my underwear on. I always vote for the Royals It does not matter, who is running for office, I will vote for the King. I make a note on my ballot. “I VOTE ROYAL” RARRAU. I vote for my mother’s behalf too. No one ever asked me about her if she is dead or alive.  I am a royalist .However; the rebel songs just move me…That’s that .I mean, go ahead and be patriotic, with all the left wing stuff and the trade union talk and all the marches; Me, I’ll demonstrate and I will go on strike, but  give me the royals any day. Yes, I am happy.


CUT TO:

DR. MATESIS LISTENING TO RARRAU.

                                                          DR. MATESIS                                                                          


Tell me about your father. 

                                                                     
                                                                RARRAU.                                                                                                                                 NARRATIVE/ACTION

My father was a tripe butcher. He used to buy the tripe and the guts from the slaughterhouse, rinse them out and turn then inside out one at the time for making sausages.  I remember him very young. He must have been around twenty-four years old .I remember him from a wedding photograph taken in 1932. Personally I never new him that much, I, do remember though, that my two brothers and my self, were little, when he left us in 1940, for the Albanian front, off to fight the Italians.

My oldest brother must be still living somewhere. My only memory of my father, I can still recall

The day he was leaving for the battlefront.

FADE TO:

RAILWAY STATION.

                                                           RARRAU.

NARRATIVE/ACTION.

 My Mother and I saw him at the railway station. He was rushing ahead of us, he was so afraid he’d miss the train he went rushing on ahead with Mother rushing after him, dragging me along behind her: the tears were pouring down her face.  My mother was sobbing and she kept on pulling me by the hand through the crowd. I remember my dad hanging out of the engines car window, waiving to us. He was leaving with no money in his pocket. All we had was twenty drachmas to our name.  Mother tried to hand it to him but he would not touch it. Then she threw through the train window; at first he was crying, and throws it right back at her. All the other soldiers were laughing. She throws it back to him, as she dragged me fast and away from the train platform, before he had another chance. Therefore, I chose his bridegroom photo, to keep in my memory.
The dead and missing ones, the ones who walked out of my life, I tend to forget. Their faces, I mean. I know that they are absent, even my own mother. She passed away at the age of 75, but I never realized that she had aged and I only like to remember her from her wedding photo on the wall. She was 23 at the time, 40 years younger than I was.

CUT TO THE WEDDING PICTURE PRIOR AND DURING RARRAU’S NARRATION.

CUT TO:

                                                            RARRAU.                                                       

M.C.U:  SHE IS LAYING ON THE SOFA
Let me tell you, if it were not for the Albanian war, I would not have had my pension. I do not give a damn that we lost the war. It would not be the first time or the last.
I am a conservative Royalist and a liberal, but beyond all is my pension.
After my father left with our 20 drachmas, we returned tour house after we bought bread from the bakery in credit and mother took a job as a cleaning lady at a near by home and at night she sewed
clothes in an old sewing machine. She was not a tailor by trade, but she managed. She made shirts and baby clothes, and occasionally she helped with funerals. Once in a great while she would get a greeting from my father in the war front. I would write him back, I was finishing grade school at the time. Mother was uneducated; she had never even attended school.


CUT TO:

 NIGHT TIME. (THE SCENE OF A BATTLEFIELD)

                                                     DIOMIDIS. 

HE IS IN A FOXHOLE READING THE LETTER.

 (S.F.X) BOMB BLASTS AND LIGHTING REFLECTING HIS LETTER) 

.

                                                        ASSIMINA

V.O   RARRAU IS WRITING A LETTER TO HER FATHER. HER MOTHER DICTATES.

My dear Diomedes. Everyone here is doing a fine job, so do not worry about me, and please take care of your self. Manny kisses from your little daughter Roumbini, your wife Asimina Meskari.

CUTT TO:

                                                           RARRAU.


I was stuck with the idea that the letters my father send smelled like ox tripe, maybe that’s why I’ve never tasted that staff in my whole life. It reminded me of a human stench.

CUT TO:

INTERIOR.

THEATER. 
L.S.  SOME SEXY GIRLS ARE RUNNING AROUND THE STAGE/ MUSIC AND LOCOMOTION. THE AUDIENCE IS LAUNCHING OUT LAUD. A SMART ASS GUY IS MAKING REMARKS AT RARRAU RIGHT IN THE MIDDLE OF THE PERFORMANCE.

                                                    SMART ASS 

SOME SMART ASS GUY IS HARASSING RARRAU ON THE STAGE.

How much for a one night stand doll. AT FIRST RARRAU IGNORES HIM. THE THIRD TIME SHE STOPS THE SHOW. SHE LEAVES THE STAGE AND SHE WALKS UP TO THE GUY.

                                              RARRAU.

Listen here mister. Who do you think you are, insulting me like that?

                                           SMART ASS.

I paid my money, didn’t I miss, you are an actor right? Therefore, you are a whore.

                                             RARRAU.

Now look here. We have to finish the show so sit down and shut up.

SFX. THE CROWD LAUGHING

CUT TO:


                                                        IMPRESARIO:


Rarrau, come to my office. We need to talk.

 HE WALKS INSIDE HIS OFFICE AND TAKES A SEAT BEHIND HIS DESK.  HE PULLS SOME STYROFOAM OUT OF THE DRAWERS, STANDS AND SHOVES IT INSIDE HIS PANTS, TO MAKE IT MORE MANLY BULGE.


SFX:  DOOR, KNOCKING
RARRAU ENTERS.

                                                    RARRAU


Did you ask for me?

                                                     IMPRESARIO

 HE IS SEATING STRETCHED OUT IN HIS SEAT.                                                                   
Yes. I did. Rarrau you got a hole where your brain ought to be you know that.
How am I going to fit you into our new review Rarrau? Nowadays people like to hear dirty talk but you, you are such a little goody two-shoes. HE STANDS UP.


                                                         RARRAU:

Well, maybe I am but the men always lusted after me. Still do in fact.



                                                      IMPRESARIO


HE TOUCHES HER ON THE BUTTOCKS.

 In addition, you know that I am one of them

                                                    IMPRESARIO

HE TAKES HIS HAND OFF HER.



                                                         RARRAU


SHE WALKS BACKWARDS TOWARDS THE DOOR.

IMPRESARIO:
you’ll never work here again little tits.

SHE SLAMS THE DOOR ON HER WAY OUT.



                                                 IMPRESARIO


Fuck you little tits.


                                                   RARRAU.

 
 LEANING ON THE DOOR KNOB, SHE OPENS THE DOOR AND STICKS HER HEAD INSIDE,   
Fuck me… what are you going to fuck me with you farting pigmy dick you!  RARRAU SLAMS HIS OFFICE DOOR LIKE A BULLET. SHE IS GRADUALLY WORKING HER SELF INTO FRENZY. SHE IS VERY UPSET; SHE GRABS A TOWEL AND STARTS TO BITE ON IT.

SFX .( HER MUFFLED SCREAMING.) HER DIRECTOR RUNS UP TO HER AND HE TRIES TO CALM HER DOWN. RARRAU IS HAVING A NERVOUS BREAK DOWN.  GRADUALLY SHE COMES BACK TO HER SENSES. THE DIRECTOR CONVINCES HER TO SEE A DOCTOR. (MATESIS).



FADE:


CUT TO:

THE INTERIOR A SINGLE ROOM WITHOUT ANY PARTITIONS.
ASIMINA AND DIOMEDES ARE IN THEIR BEAD. A GREEK FLAG SERVES AS A COVER SPREAD. THEIR BODY EXPOSED.

DIOMEDES IS SLOWLY GETTING OUT OF BED. HE IS NAKED –HE REACHES FOR HIS UNDERPANTS.


CUT TO:

 RARRAU’S (RACTION)


                                                         SOTIRIS


EXTERIOR:
WORKING IN THE YARD


RARRAUS: REACTION. (SHE IS STANDING BY THE WINDOW STARING OUTSIDE.)

                                                       DIOMIDIS

 HE IS STEPS OUTSIDE IN TO THE FRONT YARD. 

                                                         SOTIRI

SOTIRI  IS OUTSIDE KEEPING HIMSELF BUSY WASHING THE TRIPE.

                                                       DIOMIDIS

Are you still working on that, you little lazy bum. How many times do I need to say? I need to take the tripe over to the Crystal fountain tavern.

                                                      SOTIRI


ANGRY HE TAKES SOME DIRT AND THROWS IT TO THE TUB WITH THE CLEAN TRIPE. 


                                                         SOTIRI


LOUD.
You are not a man.


                                                        DIOMIDIS
 You are not my son.

                                                         SOTIRIS

 you call yourself a father.


                                                          DIOMIDIS
HE YELLS.
So, go find your self another father then.

                                                        SOTIRI

UPSET AND CRYING.
HE OPENS THE WINDOW WITH FORCE AND STARTS TO YELL ALOUD TO EVERY TOM, DICK AND HARRY WO HAPPENS TO BE PASSING BY. 

Father, Father! 



                                                            ASIMINA


 GIVES SOTIRI A MEAN LOOK AS SHE PUSHES HIM AWAY FROM THE WINDOW. SHE SHUTS THE WINDOW CLOSE AND SHE STEPS OUTSIDE TO THE YARD. SHE RINSES THE TRIPE, UNDER THE FAUCET.
AS SHE DRIES HER HANDS OF: (ANGRY)

All set?

                                                            DIOMIDI


HE LIFTS THE CONTAINER IN HIS ARMS, LETTING IT REST ON HIS SHOULDERS, AND HE WALKS AWAY.

                                                             ASIMINA


SHE WIPES HER HANDS WITH HER APRON, THEN SHE TAKES IT OFF HER AND SHE COVERS THE SEWING MACHINE WITH IT.



CUT TO:
                                                              SOTIRIS
EXTERIOR.

HE IS HANGING AROUND DEVIL-JOHNS WHORE HOUSE
SFX. MUSIC OF THE ERA IN THE AIR
A COUPLE IS DANCING. THEY ARE VISIBLE THROUGH THE WINDOWS CURTAINS’


CUT TO:

EXTERIOR.

ST. MAGDALENE’S CHURCH. (St.Magdaline’s is right next to Rarrau’s house). 

THE PRIEST IS OUTSIDE THE CHURCH LOOKING FOR RARRAU. HE YELLS OUT  FOR HER RAARAUUU! Are you there?

                                                    RARRAU

SHE HEARS FATHER DINO VOICE. SHE RUNS OUT OF HER HOUSE. 

Yes father.

                                                FATHER DINOS.


FATHER DINOS CALLS HER OVER.

Rarrau. Come here I want you to run an errand for me.

                                                 RARRAU 

SHE RUNS OVER.

She kisses his hand.

Listen, my child I need you, to run an errant for me, but you must not tell anyone about it. (HE LEADS HER IN TO THE SANCTUARY). 


Rarrau, you are a good girl. Please come in.

                                                          RARRAU 

 SHE HESITATES TO GO KNOWING THAT THE (IERON).
 IT IS FORBIDDEN TO WOMEN.

FATHER DINOS.


FATHER DINO TAKES RARRAU BY THE HAND: Rarrau, come in, I tell you. Do not be afraid, you are still a sinless little girl. FATHER DINOS HANDS HER A CHUNK OF BREAD WRAPPED IN AN EMBROIDERED CLOTH NAPKIN.

                                                RARRAU


HESITATING. 

My mum said that she‘d have to sell herself first before she accepts charity.



                                                   FATHER DINOS 

I will not accept no for an answer.
Take it.
Do you know the Crystal Fountain tavern?


                                                      RARRAU


The tavern, the Germans use for canteen.


                                                     FATHER DINOS.

Right. I want you to run over to the tavern and when you get there, ask for Madame Rita, Give her this. Tell her it is from Father Dinos, she will understand.


                                                      RARRAU

STANDING THERE, STARING AT THE PRIEST.

                                                FATHER DINOS

What is wrong?
She is a poor woman without any means of support, and it is our Christian duty to assist her. Off you go now. Be very careful that nobody steals it from you, and do not forget to bring back the napkin; it belongs to my wife.


CUT TO:


                                              RARRAU&MATESIS


                                                       RARRAU
INTERIOR.
We were close in to breaking a record of twenty-six days, eating only but bread and boiled weeds. I was curious to see how long we would last. My mother discouraged us from walking a lot, wasting our energy, unless it was for a good reason. “Every step counts» she kept saying. Each step was a wasted calorie, and every step of wasted energy was one-step closer to the grave…like I was saying, on the twenty-sixth day, Father Dino called me over.


                                                    RARRAU

V.O./ACTION

RARRAU .SHE IS ON HER WAY TO THE TAVERN.
I new who Madame Rita was, all right; she was the number one whore in town, and she worked in the highest-class whorehouse, plus she did Germans on the side.
She was rich, and she was toll. Walking along all I could think of was how scared I would 
be because I had never seen a German so close up; I was so scared I forgot to smell the crusty white holy bread. All of us were terrified of Germans because they never spoke. I was somewhat underdeveloped for my age, did not start my period until I was seventeen, if you can imagine.

                                                        RARRAU

NARRATIVE/ACTION.

MUSIC UNDER                                 
The Italians we have to like because they laughed teased the women in the street and some times threw bread to the kids.
Little loaves of army bread they called pan iota.

CUT TO:

INTERIOR.

INSIDE THE CRYSTAL FOUNTAIN TAVERN,
THE PLACE IS CROWDED WITH GERMAN SOLDIERS EATING.


                                                        RARRAU


RARRAU ENTERS THE TAVERN. NO ONE NOTICES HER EXCEPT THE WAITER. 


                                                        WAITER

What do you want little girl?



                                                       RARRAU

Madame Rita?


                                                       WAITER

 HE MAKES A VULGAR LAUGH.
Hey Rita, You have another surprise from the reverent!

                                                       MADAME RITA

MADAME RITA RISES UP FROM HER CHAIR.
What do you want sweetheart?
RARRAU WALKS OVER TO MADAME RITA WITH THE  PACKAGE.

MADAME RITA IS HAPPY.
Oh, yes. It is from the good father. Come here sweetie, Mmnnh. (gives Rarrau a kiss).

CUT TO


 INTERIOR

RARRAUS HOUSE.

RARRAU IS TALKING TO HER MOTHER WHO SHE IS FIDDLING WITH HER OLD, RUSTY SEWING MACHINE. SHE IS TRYING TO THREAD THE NEEDLE.


                                                       .RARRAU.


 RARRAU WALKS WERE HER MOTHER IS SEWING.
What a nice woman Madam Rita! I swore to the priest no to tell a soul about this.

                                                         ASIMINA.

SHE STOPS SEWING, STARES AT RARRAU.
Where were you?


                                                          RARRAU

 I went over to deliver something to Madame Rit…


                                                          ASSIMINA

SHE STANDS UP AND SHE SLAPS RARRAU WITH A BACK HAND BEFORE SHE HAS A CHANCE TO FINISH HER SENTENCE.
You should have asked me first. I do not want you talking to the priest neither.


                                                            RARRAU

SHE’S CRYING


                                                          ASSIMINA

Don’t you cry on me!


                                                           RARRAU 

I am so cold mum.


                                                           ASSIMINA 

ASIMINA IS SITTING NEXT TO HER SEWING MACHINE; SHE IS TAKING THE STITCHES OUT OF AN OLD GREEK FLAG. REGRETTING THE WAY SHE ACTED, SHE CALLS RARRAU OVER.


Why not give me a hand here.

                                                      RARRAU.


EAGER TO PLEASE HER MOTHER, SHE SEATS RIGHT NEXT TO HER 


                                                          ASSIMINA


SHE SMILES WITH AFFECTION. SHE GIVES HER A KISS.


                                                          RARRAU.

Is this our flag, the one we used to hang to our front door before the occupation? I t was the day, father was leaving for the war, and one other time when the Greek army had won some battle somewhere in Albania right?

                                                         ASSIMINA

Lucky for us it is a big one; your father got it from a butcher he used worked for. At some point, he filed bankrubsy and he owed some money to your father. For three day’s worth I think. Your father requisitioned the flag and one scale, the kind you hang the meat from a big hook to weigh it. 
It is no use to us now. It is downright dangerous to have it here.

What is going to happen, if they ever come here to search our house?

                                                          RARRAU

NARRATIVE CONTINUES.


Anyhow, I never kept one around the house again. I never could figure out what good they are for, except maybe for a patriotic number in a parade or what have you.


CUT TO:

INTERIOR SHOT.


                                                          ASSIMINA.

HOLDING HALF THE FLAG IN HER HANDS, AND THE OTHER HALF ON HER SHOULDER SHE KEEPS ON, UNSTITCHING THE OLD FLAG; SHE SPLITS IT IN TO FOUR SHIFTS, AND SHE CALLS RARRAU OVER TO TAKE HER MEASUREMENTS, USING HER PALMS FOR MEASURE.

I’m going to sew some underwear for you kids.

CUT TO

EXTERIOR SHOT.

                                            FATHER DINOS

INTERIOR

HE IS INSIDE THE CHURCH.

 CHANTING AND WAIVING THE SMOKING CENSER TOWARDS MADONNA’S ICON, HE SPOTS ASIMINA FROM THE WINDOW, HANGING UP UNDERWEAR ON THE CLOTH LINE.
HE RUSHES OUT OF THE CHURCH.

                                                FATHER DINOS


How could you woman?
                                                         ASSIMINA.

SHE KEEPS ON WORKING.

SHE TURNS TO FATHER DINOS.
Alexander the Grate would do the same thing if his kids did not have any clothes to wear father.

                                                   FATHER DINO.

 
HE IS STARING AT THE LAUNDRY, BLOWING IN THE WIND; DISGUSTED HE WALKS AWAY.
 

FADE.

                                                   
                                                          RARRAU

NARRATIVE. /ACTION.

SFX.  RADIO NOISE

C.U  A HAND IS TUNING THE RADIO FREQUENCY.

RARRAU IS OVER TO THE TIRITOMBAS HOUSE (Neighbors) VISITING. (Impresario, Madame Salome). ALL OF THEM ARE SITTING ON THE FLOOR BY THE RADIO, WAITING FOR THE NEWS BROADCAST.

Five months after my father left, he stopped writing. Mother had sent me over to some neighbor’s house that had a radio on the chance I would catch his name in the list of the dead or wounded bulletins announcements. Only a couple of families owned a radio back then.

These neighbors happened to be theater people we called the Tiritombas family.
They played in our little town musical called “Tiritomba.. They happened to be passing through our town when the war broke out so they stayed put.
 They were good people, especially Ms. Salome, the impresario’s sister in law.
We had asked Ms. Salome to listen for the casualty reports so I would not waste my time for nothing. 



                                                 MADAME. SALOME

SHE IS TALKING TO THE CAMERA.
Do not worry. If the unthinkable happens, the authorities will inform you and you can pick up the medal, and they will hang the black crepe over the front door.

CUT TO:

A CIVILIAN IS KNOCKING AT ASIMINAS DOOR.

                                                 ASSIMINA



 ASIMINA OPENS THE DOOR.



                                                         CIVILIAN

THE MAN TAKES OF HIS HAT.
Madam, have you heard anything from your husband?


                                                         ASSIMINA 

HE’S WHITE FACED.
No. I have not heard a thing. Please come in.


                                                          CIVILIAN


THE MAN IS STEPPING INSIDE THE HOUSE.
Do you know anything about your husband’s political views Mrs. Meskaris?


                                                        ASSIMINA

SHE LEAVES IN A RUSH, TO RETURN HOLDING A STACK OF LETTERS IN HER HANDS.
This is all I have from my husband.

 
                                                          CIVILIAN

He has been absent without leave (A.W.A.L) from his regiment, for more than a month.


                                                          ASSIMINA


You will not catch me mourning unless I get orders from the government. Besides, it is bad luck.


FADE
                                                         RARRAU

NARATIVE/ACTION


Later, a lot later, after Liberation, we finally got a letter from the government saying, that my father Meskaris Diomedes, had been declared missing in action and that his, family was entitled for honors and a government pension. THE MAIL CARRIER IS PUSHING AN ENVELOP UNDER THE DOOR.

 Then at some point during the end of the first year of the occupation, they finally came looking for weapons. The first time, was Italians. They busted in our house rummaging through chests, and then they checked out the floor. Some floor, nothing, but dirt. We use to take mouthfuls of water, and we sprayed over the floor to keep down the dust and make it hard like cement. Then we would lay down a board and all of us walked up and down on it. There was a time when a poppy sprouted next to the sink. (Alfio spots a poppy on the dirt floor)).
There was nothing but packed earth.


                                                              ALFIO

ALFIO, WALKS TOWARDS ASIMINA EXTENDING HIS HAND, SMILING POLITELY.
My name is Alfio Segniora… You can find me at the carabineria. 


                                                         ASIMINA

HESITANTLY SHAKES HANDS WITH ALFIO.

Asimina Meskari.

CUT TO:


                                                           SOTIRIS

HAVING SEEN WHAT OCCURRED. 

HE GIVES HIS MOTHER A HARD LOOK, AS HE IS WALKS AWAY.

You are a slot.

FADE.


EXTERIOR.

AT THE RED CROSS FOOD DISTRIBUTION PLACE.
A  STREET SCENE. RARRAU, AND HER BROTHER AND A COUPLE OF PLAYMATES ARE PLAYING AROUND IN THE STREET. SOME OTHER PEOPLE HAVE GATHERED THERE. THEY ARE WAITING FOR THE RED CROSS PEOPLE TO ARRIVE.


                                                      RARRAU 


TALKING TO HER PLAYMATES:
                                                                
Hey, let’s make a bet. How many days, you think we can last without eating.

                                                    SOTIRI



 Twenty-six .

                                                   RARRAU

 Twenty-six?
                                                          SOTIRI

because, for twenty-six days out of thirty we did not eat anything other than some bread and some weeds. 

                                                     RARRAU

Yes but we have had some coffee.


                                                       SOTIRI



 SOTIRI , CHASES RARRAU AROUND.

                                                   ASSIMINA


ASIMINA IS APPROACHING THE SCENE. SHE YELLS AT HER CHILDREN.
Stop the chasing you are going to faint with an empty stomach!
I have told you to walk slowly and not waste too much energy.


                                                   MADAM SALOME

SHE IS DRESSED TO KILL.

                                                    
How long are we going to Waite here for these people, how long, is it going to take?

                                                   THE CROWD.

AN OVERVIEW SHOT OF THE CROWDED STREET; THE PEOPLE IN LINE ARE GETTING IMPATIENCE. SUDDENLY THERE IS SHUDDERING FOLLOWED BY SILENCE. THEN EVERYONE TURNS ABOUT MARCHING TOWARDS THE BUILDING. THEY MANAGE TO GET THROUGH BY FORCING THE DOORS DOWN THE DOORS THEIR BARE BACKS. THERE IS A STAMPEDE.


                                              MADAME SALOME.

SHE IS SHOUTING AT THE PEOPLE TRAMPLING OVER HER, LOOTING THE STORE.

                                                          SOTIRIS

LYING THERE ON THE FLOOR, HE IS ALLOWING THE PEOPLE TO WALK OVER HIM; MEANWHILE HE IS STUFFING HIS MOUTH WITH FOOD.


                                                          RARRAU

SHE IS IN THE MIDST OF IT ALL. SHE MANAGES TO GRAB A CAN COFFEE THAT HAPPENS TO FALL IN HER HANDS. SHE GRABS IT AS SHE FLEES THE SCENE.
                                                      MADAM SALOME.

SHE STUMBLES OUT OF THE STORE IN AN OSTENTATIOUS MANNER, PROCEEDING DIAGONALLY AND SIDEWAYS. HER FUR COLLAR RIPPED. SHE MANAGED TO LOOT SOME COSMETICS OUT OF THE STORE, A LIP STICK AND A POWDER CASE WITH A MIRROR INSIDE. AT SOME POINT SHE DECIDES TO STOP RUNNING. AFTER SHE EXAMINES HER PRIZE CAREFULLY, CURIOUS, SHE OPENS IT UP. WHILE LOOKING IN ITS SMALL MIRROR INSIDE, SALOME SPOTS A CHICKEN THROUGH THE GLASS MIRROR ROUSTING ON TOP OF A STREETCAR. AMAZED AT THE MIRACLE, SHE CHASES THE CHICKEN FOR SOME TIME THROUGH ALLEYS AND ROOFTOPS.  EXHAUSTED, SHE FINALLY MANAGES TO CATCH THE POOR BIRD, INSIDE FATHER DINOS CHURCH.


FADE OUT.


TITLE CARD:


                                 TWENTY-FOUR DAYS WITHOUT BREAD.

CROSS FADE.



                                                            RARRAU

SHE TAKES THE EMPTY CAN OF COFFEE AND SHE TURNED IT UPSIDE DOWN SHAKING IT.
The coffee is gone!

CUT TO:

SOTIRI.

SOTIRI IS ON THE BEAD, WITH THE CHICKEN, HE GOT AS A PRESENT FROM MRS. KANELLO
RARRAU JUMPS ON THE BEAD WITH THEM. THEY ARE TRYING TO KEEP EACH OTHER WORM.


                                                                RARRAU


Ma please let us not kill her, I am begging you, besides Madame Kanello would not like it. She keeps us worm.



                                                              ASSIMINA

All right, we will let her grow a little first maybe she will get fat.


                                                               SOTIRI


Maybe she will even lay an egg or two.

                                                                RARRAU

she is so weak, she cannot even stand on her feet.


                                                                SOTIRIS

HE LIFTS THE CHICKEN AND SHOVES HER UNDER HIS OVERCOAT.
I am taking her outside maybe she can scratch for some worms.
HE TAKES IT OUTSIDE. THE CHICKEN IS TOO WEAK, TO EVEN SCRATCH. 

                                                          ASSIMINA.

Look kids, she is not long for this world. Let us make a meal out of her before she croaks.


                                                           RARRAU & SOTIRI

 THEY BOTH CRY OUT AT THE SAME TIME.
 Please Mama lets not kill her please.


CUT TO:

ECU.  THE CHICKEN’S EYE.
THE CHICKEN STUMBLES A BIT AND THEN DROPS DEAD.


                                                                 RARRAU

RARRAU PICKS UP THE DEAD THE CHICKEN.
She is heavier dead.

Are we going to burry her?


                                                                  ASSIMINA

No. We are not that reach.


CUT TO:
                                                                     SOTIRIS

HE JUMPS BACK TO BEAD.

                                                        RARRAU.

SHE IS DIGGING A HOLE IN THE GROUND TO BURRY THE CHICKEN.


CUT TO:
                                                             MADAME SALOME

SHE IS ON HER BALCONY. SHE SPOTS RARRAU.
                                                           

  Rarrau, what did you do to that bird?

                                                                 RARRAU

Not a thing, she just quit.


                                                      MADAME SALOME


Let us pluck her up and boil her then. A whole chicken going to waist tike that?


                                                            RARRAU


SHE PICKS UP THE DEAD CHICKEN AND GOES BACK INSIDE.

                                            RARRAU AND SOTIRI.  

  
THE KIDS ARE DIGGING A NEW HOLE UNDER THEIR BEAD TO BURRY THE CHICKEN.


CUT TO: 

SFX.
SNOW FLAKES ARE FALLING INSIDE THEIR LITTLE ROOM MELTING AWAY AS THEY REACH THE FLOOR.


FADE.

                                                    RARRAU’S 

NARRATIVE/ACTION.

EXTERIOR.

THE LIAKOPOULOS GROCERY STORE.

AROUND FIFTY PEOPLE FROM THE VILLAGE, MOSTLY WOMEN AND CHILDREN ARE CONGREGATING IN FRONT OF LIAKOPOULOS STORE. SOME OF THEM ARE CARRYING PICK-AXES.

LIAKOPOULOS HAD CALLED IN THE GERMANS TO RESTORE ORDER. THEY GOT THERE RIGHT AWAY.

The word had spread like a wildfire throughout the neighborhood that Liakopoulos storeroom next to his house was full of potatoes.

We flattened our selves against the wall across the street; the army truck came to a halt right in frond of the store. Mr. Liakopoulos stood there wearing a suit and tie and a hat, acing as if he did not know what went on.

The Germans point their guns right at us, but we were not afraid. It was nothing new they were always pointing their guns at us on a daily bases. Then two of them climbed down from their truck, ripped open the metal shutter and went into the storeroom. There are stacks of potatoes all the way up to the ceiling. The Germans started loading then into their truck.

                                                           LIAKOPOULOS.

He was acting as if he was having a stroke.

TWO OF HIS DAUGHTERS ARE SPLASHING WATER INTO HIS FACE. THEN THEY CARRY HIM IN TO THE HOUSE.

                                                    MADAME KANELLO.

SHE IS HOLDING AN AXE IN HER HANDS. SHE SHOUTS.

Maybe we will not be eating your stinking potatoes, you son of a bitch. But you’re not going to selling them to black market either!

                                      LIAKOPOUPOS DAUGHTER.

“Watch what you are saying lady or I’ll turn you to the Commandant.

                                           MADAME KANELLO.

SHE YELLS.

Go ahead you slut. The partisans are not very far from here. They will burn down your house and you in it when they will find out.

THE PEOPLE ARE STANDING THERE PETRIFIED.

                                            MADAME SALOME.

I hope they turn into rocks inside your guts and plug up you assholes you mother fuckers.

THE GERMAN SOLDIERS ARE READY, LOADING WHEN SUDDENLY THREE POTATOES POP OUT FROM THE BACK OF THEIR TRUCK.

HUDDLED AGAINST THE WALL THE PEOPLE LET OUT A GROAN.

A MACHINE GUN RISES. THE MAN WHO IS HOLDING IT SMILES.

THE OTHER SOLDIERS STOP LOADING.

SOTIRIS COMES RUNNING OUT OF THE CROWD AS MAKES FOR THE POTATOES.

LOOKS AT HIS MOTHER FOR HER APPROVAL AS HE PICKS UP THE POTATOES. EVERYONE FREEZES NO ONE MAKES A MOVE.

THEN A GERMAN SOLDIER LEAPS DOWN THE TRUCK AND SMASHES THE BOY’S HAND WITH HIS RIFLE –BUTT. THE POTATOES FALL TUMBLING TO THE GROUND. ONCE AGAIN, SOTIRIS BENDS DOWN TO PICK THEM UP. AGAIN, THE SOLDIER SMASHES HIS FINGERS WITH HIS RIFLE BUTT AGAIN. 

                                                       SOTIRI

HOWLING FROM THE PAIN NOW, WRITHING AGAINST AND FLAILING AROUND AS IF HE WAS A CHICKEN WITH ITS HEAD CUT OFF.

PEOPLES  REACTION.

EVERYBODY TAKES A STEP FORWARD.

THE GERMANS RAISE THEIR MACHINE GUNS IN TO FIRING POSITION. THEN EVERYONE TAKES A STEP BACKWARDS. IN THE MAIN TIME, THE BOY IS STILL DANCING AROUND FROM THE PAIN.

                        ASIMINA. & MADAME KANELLO.

THEY STEP OUT OF THE CROWD RUSHING TO SOTIRI.

ASSIMINA IS ABOUT TO FAINT.

                                              ASIMINA.

SHE CRIES OUT.

Holly, mother of god his hand. 

                                              RARRAU.

SHE IS TRYING TO HOLD HER MOTHER UPRIGHT. 

ASSIMINAS BODY, SLIPS OUT OF HER DAUGHTERS HANDS COLLAPSING TO THE GROUND.

NOW THE GERMANS AIM THEIR GUNS AT MADAME KANELLO WHO IS RUSHING TO GET TO THE BOY. AS SHE KNEELS TO TAKE THE BOY IN HER ARMS, HER LEG STOCKINGS COLLAPSES TO HER ANKLE.

                                            GERMAN SOLDIER.

CONFRONTS HER.

Is this your boy?

                                              MRS. KANELLO.

SLOWLY, SHE LOOKS UP.

Yes. He is mine.

                                                  GERMAN.

The boy is a thief. He must be punished. DROPS THE POTATOES ON THE GROUND AND HE GRINDS THEM IN THE DIRT WITH HIS FOOT ONE BY ONE.

                                                    RAARAU.

SHE IS HOLDING HER MOTHERS HAND TERRIFIED.

                                               MRS. KANELLO

SHE IS KNEELING THERE WITH ONE KNEE IN THE GRAVEL; THE BOY’S HEAD IS ON HER OTHER. SHE PICKS HIM UP.

So the boy is a thief. What about me, I am a thief, and all these people here there are all thief too! and what are you. You are at my land stilling our potatoes. In addition, your country I shit on it and your flag too. I’ll dance on your kids grave.

THE GERMANS DO NOT UNDERSTAND HER. CARRYING THE BOY IN HER ARMS SHE STRIDES TOWARDS THE CROWD TURNING HER BACK TO THE GERMAN.

                                                GERMAN.

CALS HER.

Halt.

                                        MRS. KANELLO.

SHE DOES NOT STOP. SHE CONTINUES TO WALK FORWARD NOT TURNING BACK TO LOOK AT HIM.

Go ahead and shoot me. That’s what you do best.

Go ahead mister shoot me and get it over with. My kids are starving and I am tired of listening to Churchill on the radio with his dally bullshit. Come on shoot me, I have had it. I curse you that may you rot in hell. I hope you’ll never make it back to your country alive. May the vultures eat your balls! Go on shoot me. Your time is coming and you are going to pay.

I cannot take it any more. We haven’ had anything to eat for three days so kill me.

EVERY ONE STANDS STILL THEY ARE SCARED SHITLESS. 

                                               FATHER DINOS.

IN THE MEANTIME, FATHER DINOS SOMEHOW HAS GOTTEN WIND OF THE SITUATION HE COMES IN FULL STEAM AHEAD. HE HAS ABANDONED A WEDDING HALFWAY THROUGH WITH HIS CHASUBLE FLAPPING IN THE WIND.

HE COMES TO A STOP, AND WITHOUT ANOTHER WORD, HE COMES OVER TO ASIMINA.

Get up Asimina, we have to look after this Childs hand there is no time for fainting. OFF WE GO TO THE HOUSE WITH EVERYONE FOLLOWING ALONG.

THE GERMANS LEAVE, TAKING THE POTATOES WITH THEM.                                        

EVERY ONE AROUND IS MOTIONLESS. THERE STOOD THE GERMANS.  HERE STOOD THE PEOPLE.

                                     APHRODITE’S MOTHER

Thank you so much holly father. 

                                          FATHER DINOS.

HE SNAPS.

Stuff it Fanny just have someone go call the doctor and then tell everyone to come to church for the service. I am going to be reading out a curse and an anathema overall Liakopoulos clan. FANNI. (APHRODITE’S MOTHER) TELLS RARRAU TO RUN FOR DOCTOR MANOLARAS

RARRAU TAKES OFF, BUT BEFORE SHE HAS A CHANCE TO GET TO THE DOOR, SHE SEES DOCTOR MANOLARAS COMING.

                                            DR. MANOLARAS.

HE EXAMINES THE BOYS HAND.

It’s Nothing serious. HE SAYS YELLING. Just a couple of broken bones that is all.

Somebody bring me a stick from the garden fence. ASIMINA FETCHES HIM A STICK. HE USES SOME GAUZE BANDAGES AND SETS IT UP AS A SPLINT AND HE GIVES HIM AN INJECTION.

Now give him something to eat: he should not be moving his hand for a week.

Use your other hand when you pee. He is not going to loose his hand, but it will always be crooked. DR. MANOLARAS TAKES A CONDOM OUT OF HIS POCKET BLOWS IT UP AND HANDS IT TO THE BOY. Here is pretty balloon for you handsome. THE BOY CANNOT RAISE HIS ARM TO TAKE IT. HE HANDS IT TO ASIMINA SMILING. 

Goodbye. HE LEAVES.


NIGHT TIME:

INTERIOR.

                                                        ASSIMINA

ASIMINA, OPENS HER DRESSER, AND TAKES OUT SOME TOILETRIES.  LOOKING IN A PIECE OF A BROKEN MIRROR HANGED ON THE WALL, SHE POWDERS HER FACE; THEN SHE, LET HER HAIR DOWN. THE HAIR CAME DOWN FALLS TO HER WAIST, AND THEN SHE WALKS BY THE SINK. USING HER SEWING SCISSORS SHE CUTS HER HAIR OFF. THE KIDS WATCH HER WIDE-EYED. AFTER SHE FINISHES CUTTING HER HAIR, SHE CLEANS UP THE SINK. THEN SHE TWISTS THE CUT HAIR INTO A BRAID AND THROWS IT IN GARBAGE CAN.

 SHE ORDERS RARRAU.
Rarrau, go ask Madame Salome if she will lend me her make up.

                                                               RARRAU


Mother, you have never used make- up.


CUT TO:

                                                              ASSIMINAS 

REACTION.

FLUSH BACK TO:

EXTERIOR SCENE,

GRAVE YARD/ ASIMINA’S TOMB. 

A CASKET IS BEEN LOWERED IN THE GRAVE.


CUT TO:

                                                             RARRAU.


FLUSH BACK.

C.U. SHE IS CRYING. SHE TAKES HER LIPSTICK AND THROWS IT IN THE GRAVE NEXT TO THE CASKET.                                               

VO. You have never used make- up before that night, and you have never used it since.


CUT TO.


INTERIOR:

RARRAUS APARTMENT.

RARRAU IS LOOKING AT THE PHOTOGRAPHS OF HER CREDENZA THE CAMERA PANS THROUGH AND STOPS TO TIRITOMBA”S  FAMILY PHOTO. 


                                                      RARRAU

V.O/ACTION.

SHE SMILES.
Madam Salome was the impresario’s sister-in-law. 
We called them “Artistes”. They were fine people all the same. They just happened to be performing in Rampatville. He was the one who discovered my, shall we say, theatrical talents.


CUT TO: 

V.O /PICTURES FSX .MANDOLIN 
(MADAME SALOME IS ON THE STAGE).


                                                     MADAME SALOME

We are the Tiritomba family, we are theatrical performers in transit, Turing the provinces. MADAME SALOME, SMILES IN SILLY MANNER. This is my sister, Adriana, and next to her is her husband Mr. Karakapitsalas, a great performer. We are here today in your lovely town to show you a good time.

A THEATRICAL STAGE

A TEAM OF ACTORS IS GETTING READY TO GIVE A TOSCA PERFORMANCE AT THE VILLAGE SQUARE.  MR. KARAKAPITSALAS WITH A BULLHORN IS READY TO START THE SHOW.

                                                       RARRAU

NARRATIVE/ACTION


They just happened to be performing in Rampatville. The impresario enlisted immediately. However, no sooner did he get to the front then he died by a stray bullet. They told Adrianna so to console her. The truth is that, he died on the spot after he got a kick on the head by a mule while he was setting up for a performance.

CUT TO:

MADAME SALOME ON THE STAGE, PLAYING A PIECE FROM “TOSCA” WITH HER VIOLIN.

OPPOSITE THE STAGE AREA, ADRIANA HAS CLIMBED A TREE. SHE IS SITTING ON THE TREE BRANCH NURSING HER BABY.

                                                        RARRAU

NARRATIVE/ACTION.

Back then, the woman used to suckle their babies with their breast showing, and there was not one husband who ever said a word. However, if a stranger looked at his wife sideways, the husband would beat her or the person.

ON THE STAGE, THE ACTORS ARE EXECUTING A SCENE FROM TOSCA.
Angelotti, (Karakapitsoulas) an escaped political offender, seeks refuge in the church of s della saint Andrea della Valewhere his family has a chapel. His sister,(Madame Salome) the Marchesa Attavanti, while praying for his release, has unwittingly served as a model to the painter, Mario Cavaradossi, (Adrianna discised as a man) for his portrait of the Magdalen. A few minutes before the church Sacristan (Playied byFather Dinos) ( enters (followed shortly by Cavaradossi), the dissident conceals himself in his family’s chapel. The sacristan assists the painter, washing his brushes. When Cavaradossi stops his work for a moment, he removes a medallion from his pocket: the medallion contains a miniature portrait of Tosca, his lover. The painter makes a comparison between Tosca and the model he has been portraying (Recondita –harmonia “Concealed harmony”)……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………….

                                                           RARRAU 

SHE IS AT MADAME SALOME’S HOUSE.

Madame Salome, my mother sends her love.  She is asking if she can borrow your lipstick.

                                                   MADAME SALOME


I will be delighted to lend her my lipstick.
SHE WALKS BY THE REFRIGERATOR OPENS IT AND TAKES THE LIPSTICK OUT AND HANDS IT TO RARRAU.

CUT TO:

ASIMINAS HOUSE.

RARRAU ENTERS . SHE HANDS THE LIPSTICK TO HER MOTHER.

Here you go mother. The Madam that said you can keep it for as long as you like.


                                                         ASIMINA

MOVING SLOWLLY SHE  SPLITS THE FLAMING RED LIPSTICK, AND SMELS IT. SHE DISAPEARS BEHIND THE CURTAIN.

SFX. ASIMINA

Did you thank the Madam Rarrau?

                                             RARRAU

Yes mother. She said she is happy to lend it to you

ASIMINA APPEARS FROM BEHIND THE COURTAIN. SHE HAS BEEN TRANSFORMED INTO A NEW WOMAN, SHE IS WEARING ON A PAIR OF SEXY BLACK HIGH HILLS.

Listen to me kids. There will be a man coming here soon. You’ve got to go out and play in the yard, for a half hour or so. If it starts to rain, go to the church and wait.
There until I call you.

THE CHILDREN GO OUT TO PLAY.

NOW, ASIMINA AND ALFIO ARE LEFT ALONE IN THE ROOM;  THEY ARE  FACING EACH OTHER SPEECHLESS. ALFIO MAKES THE FIRST MOVE, HIS LIPS BRUSH DOWN ASIMINAS NECK TO THE TIP OF HER SHOULDER HE TAKES A STEP BACK AS HE  EXAMINES HER SEXY BODY, HIS EYES STOP AT HER CLEAVAGE. (POV.The camera tilts from her shoes, stoping at the clivage).

Asimina I can hear your heart.

                                                ASIMINA

A BEAD OF SWEAT DEWES PU ON THE NAPE OF HER NECK.

THEIR EYES MEET IN THE DARK.

ASIMINAWALKS SLOWLY BACKWARDS. SHE STOPS WHEN SHE REACHES THE TABLE.  SHE LIGHTAS UP A CANDLE WITH THE MATCH.

SFX./ACTION

MATCH STRIKING.

ECU. FLAME

                                                   ALFIO 

It’s better dark.

                                                         ASIMINA

I just need to make sure that everything is real.

My skin is ready to burst into flame. HER VOICE BREAKS

( ECU./ Slow motion of the lighting match as the room lights up)

HER PRETTY FACE GLOWS IN THE DARK.

                                                               ALFIO

HI CARESSES THE BACK OF HER NECK, WIPING AWAY THE DROP OF PERSPIRATION.

It’s not hot in here but you are sweating.

                                                      ASIMINA

SHE TAKES A COUPLE OF DEEP BREATHS. 

SLOWLY SHE TAKES HER CLOTHES OFF.

CUT TO:

THEIR SHADOWS ON THE WALL AS THEY GO TO BEAD.

.

FSX,.

THE SOUNDS OF THEIR PROLONGED STRAIN BOUNCES AGAINST THE WALS AND THE ROOFTOPS ALERTING THE NEIGHBORS.

CUT TO:

                                                        ASIMINA.


 SHE IS PREPARING A POT OF HOT WATER, A WHITE TOWEL RESTING ON HER LEFT SHOULDER.


CUT TO:

                                                 RARRAU& SOTIRIS

THE TWO KIDS ARE ON THE GROUND IN MRS. KANELLOS ROSE GARDEN.
THEY ARE MUNCHING ON THE OUTER LEAVES OF A ROSE, WHILE WAITING FOR THEIR MOTHERS CALL.


CUT TO:
                                                   MADAME SALOME

SHE WAS HANGING HER WASH OUT ON HER BALCONY.
(SHE TURNS TO THE CAMERA).
God help us.
Adrianna, come here quick! SHE CALLS HER SISTER.


                                                      ADRIANNA

SHE APPEARS AT HER WINDOW WEARING A STAGE COSTUME.
What’s up? SEE SPOTS THE KIDS (RARRAU AND SOTIRI).


                                                 MADAME SALOME

TO RARRAU AND SOTIRIS
Hey kids, there are searching your house.


                                                   ANDRIANNA


Shut up Salome; just do not go judging people. SHE PUSHES HER INSIDE.

THE KIDS LEAVE.


CUT TO:

                                             RARRAU & SOTIRIS 

THEY ARE NOW INSIDE ST. MAGDALENE’S CHURCH. (A few candles, stuck in to the sandy bottom of the candelabrum are burning faintly, shedding light to the saint’s faces).

                                                         RARRAU.

WISPERING TO SOTIRI.

Sotiri, the saints are looking down upon us.

I am scared.

                                                             SOTIRI.

LOUD.

No. I am not. Mother says there is nothing to be afraid of here. She says that there is nobody here.  The church is your home.

SFX

ASIMINAS VOICE AS AN OPERA SINGERS CRY RIPS THE SILENCE.
                                                           

.                                                             ASSIMINA.

SFX.LOUD OPERA KIND OF VOICE.
RARRAUUUU! SOTITIIII! YOU CAN COME HOME NOW.


CUT TO:
                                                    RARRAU AND SOTIRIS


 ALFIO LEAVING. (He straitens his tie)

CUT TO.

INTERIOR .

ASSIMINAS HOUSE.
SHE SLIDES THE WASHBASIN ( FULL OF WATER) OUT THE DOOR AS SHE ORDERS RARRAU TO SET THE TABLE.

Rarrau, set the table, and you and Sotiri seat down we are going to eat something.


CUT TO:

INTERIOR SCENE THEY ARE ALL SEATING BY THE DINING TABLE QUIETLY, STARING EACH OTHER.


                                                             ASSIMINA.

TO  RARRAU.

Say grace.


                                                             RARRAU


Thank you god for the food we are about to take.

We ask you that you will bless our food that we are about to take. Keep us safe.

Amen.
                                                               SOTIRI

HE IS PICKING UP THE LEFT OVER BREAD CRUMBS WITH HIS FINGERS. SUDDENLY HE JUMPS OFF HIS CHAIR AND AWAY FROM THE TABLE, MAKES A BALL OUT OF HIS NAPKIN AND THROWS HIS AT HIS MOTHERS FACE SHOUTING.


                                                              
You are a whore.


                                                               ASSIMINA

FREZES.

SPEECHLESS SHE LOOKS DOWN AND AWAY.


                                                               RARRAU

RARRAU IS FURIOUS. EJECTING HERSELF FROM THE CHAIR, SHE ATTACKS SOTIRI. SHE PUNCHES HIM WITH ALL HER MIGHT USING HER FISTS LEFT AND RIGHT 

I ‘ll scratch your eyes out you ungrateful bastard.

                                                             SOTIRIS

RESISTLESS, HE TAKES THE PUNCHES, UNTIL FINALLY; HE MANAGES TO ESCAPE; RUNS OUT THE DOOR. 

CUT TO: 

EXTERIOR.

SOTIRIS IS RUNNING AWAY. (THE CAMERA FOLLOWS HIM UNTIL HE DISAPPEARS TO THE END OF THE ROAD).

SFX. RAIN.

CUT TO:

                                                   RARRAU

NARATIVE/ACTION

INTERIOR.

HUGGING HER MOTHER

From that evening on, I always spoke to mother in the polite form, even today when I visit her grave

ACTION. (On camera)
Twenty-years later, I run in to Sotiris in Piraeus. He did not say a word. Never saw him sense.
From that day on, we were never hungry again.

CUT TO:

                                                     ALFIO

SEGNIOR ALFIO IS VISITING ASSIMINA AT HER HOUSE.

Bonna sera.  HE PETS RARRAU ON HER HEAD.

RARRAU ASKS FOR PERMISSION TO GO OUTSIDE TO PLAY.

Mama we are going out.

CUT TO:


                                                    MRS. KANELLO

EXTERIOR RAINY DAY.

SHE IS UNDER THE UMBRELLA WALKING TO HER HOUSE IN THE RAIN.

What are you kids doing out in the rain? You will ketch a nasty cold. Come with me.

AS THEY WALK BY ASIMINAS HOUSE, SHE YELLS ALOUD.

Asimina do not worry about your kids, I am taking the home with me.

Come my little lambs; let us go to my place for a while.

 THEY HUDDLE UNDER THE UMBRELLA. THEY FOLLOW HER TO HER HOUSE.


CUT TO:

INTERIOR.

MRS. KANELOS’S KITCHEN.

SHE IS PREPARING A POT OF TEA STANDING BY THE KITCHEN STOVE.



                                                          MRS. KANELO

SHE KEEPS ON LOOKING OUT SIDE WAITING TO SEE ALFIO LEAVING.

FINALLY, SHE SPOTS HIM LEAVING ASIMINAS HOUSE.

You can go home now kids.

Off you go now, and from now on, you show your mother some respect; you hear? In addition, do not pay attention to what he neighbors say.

FADE OUT.

FADE IN:


TITLE CARD.

                                                      SCARY BUSINESS.

WIDE SHOT:   COUNTRY SIDE.

THREE WOMEN ARE WALKING DOWN A HILL. MRS.KANELOS LEADING 
AND BEHIND HER FOLLOWING IS MADAME SALOME; CARRYING A MANDOLIN UNDER HER ARMPIT. APHRODITE IS TAGGING ALONG COUGHING. THE WOMEN ARE OUT ON A MISSION. HOWEVER, ON THEIR WAY, THEY MAKE SMALL STOPS, CHECKING OUT, ALL THE FENCED IN GARDENS, HOPING TO FIND SOME FRUIT OR VEGETABLES OR WHATEVER THEY CAN GET THEIR HANDS ON TO EAT, WHEN SUDDENLY THEY COME UPON A GRAZING COW.


                 
                                                    MSR.KANELO.

SHE SPOTS THE COW.

SHE JUMPS INSIDE THE FENCED GREEN PATCH.
Hey, here is one they have missed. SHE LIES DOWN SMACK UNDER THE COW. SHE TAKES THE UDDER WITH HER HAND AND MILKS IT INTO HER MOUTH, THEN SHE GETS UP, AND HOLDS THE COW WHILE MADAME SALOME AND APHRODITE TAKE THEIR TURN AT THE TIT.

                                                     APHRODITE

LAUGHING
Next time, we have to bring an empty bottle along.                                                


SFX. Church bells.

                                          MRS. KANELLO

The bells are ringing; it’s time to meet up with Thanasaki.

THE WOMEN KEEP ON WALKING, WHEN THE COME TO A ROAD SIGN. A HAND DRAWING IS POINTING TO THE VILLAGE OF VOUNAXOS.

THY TURN TOWARDS THE POINTING FINGERS WAY DOWN THE HILL, MRS. KANELO IS EMBRACING A BASKET IN HER ARM. AS THEY GET CLOSER, MRS. KANELLO SPOTS A YOUNG OPERATE (Thanasi  riding on a donkey) IN THE DISTANCE WAITING.

                                              MRS. KANELLO.

TO THE OTHERS.

That must be Thanasaki

SHE SHOUTS OUT A SUDDEN CRY TO THANASI FROM AFAR.

Thanasiii! Hello there handsome, we have some goodies for you in the basket. 

Nice and fresh just picked.

                                                  THANASI

 HE SHOUTS BACK TO HER. 
Hello Mrs. Kanello, be careful where you are stepping. That’s a mine field there, (points with his hand) come this way.


                                                       MRS. KANELO


How do you know this you crazy kid?

                                                        THANASI

MAKING A FUNNEL WITH HIS HANDS OVER HIS MOUTH I know because the soldiers never shit there.

                                                   MRS KANELO

O.K Here we come keep a close eye on us kid.

LIFTS THE CLOTH AND REVEALS THE LOAD TO HER GIRLFRIENDS. THEY ALL LOOK INSIDE THE BASKET. (ZOOM IN). THE BASKET IS CRAMMED WITH HAND GRENADES, BULLETS AND OTHER AMMUNITION HIDING UNDER THE POTATOES.

They are freshly picked.


  CUT TO:

                               
SUDDENLY, THREE ITALIAN SOLDIERS APPEAR OUT OF NOWHERE, WALKING AND SINGING DOWN HILL. THEY SPOT, THE THREE WOMEN. THEY RUSH TOWARDS THEM TEASING AND JOKING WITH EACH OTHER 

                                                    ITALIAN SOLDIER


THE GREAT THE WOMEN CORDIALLY

Buonasera signiora. HE IS POINTS AT THE BASKETS. Mangiare,eh?

                                          MRS KANELLO

Si, si, I have three bambini to feed. SHE LIFTS HER SHIRT UP. SHE RUBS HER BELLY WITH HER HAND EXPOSING IT.

ITALIAN SOLDIER

Let me give you a hand .HE TRY’S TO TAKES THE BASKET AWAY FROM HER.

                                                              APHRODITE.                                                     
SHE GRABS HER.
Are you crazy? 
Do you want to get yourself knocked up or something?

                                                     MADAME SALOME

SFX : MANDOLIN PLAYING.

MADAME SALOME PLAYING AN ITALIAN TUNE WITH HER MANDOLIN SINGING

Bella luna……..

                                           ITALIAN SOLDIERS

TAKEN BY THE MUSIC.

Fantastico signora belissima.

ONE OF THE SOLDIERS GOES FOR MRS. KANELLOS BASKET.
                                                                 
                                                           MRS. KANELO


NOT LETTING THE BASKET FROM HER HANDS,
SHE SETS IT DOWN TO THE GROUND.

No,no graci signor graccia, no problemo I’ll take it.

                                                ITALIAN SOLDIERS

THERE IS LAUGHTER, AS THEY LEAVE THEY DISAPPEARED IN TO THE WOODS.

                                                MRS. KANELLO

RELIEVED, SHE WATCHES THEM GO... I’ll never understand how this army made it here across the borders.

SHE TURNS TO THE OTHER TWO.

Look girls, I fell like celebrating today. I am going to celebrate by blowing off one of these hand-grenades. I have been carrying them all this time, and never once, I heard one of them go off. SHE CLIMBS UP THE HILL; SHE TAKES A HAND GRENADE OUT OF THE BASKET, PULLS THE SAFETY PIN OUT USING HER POINTING FINGER. HOLDING THE HAND GRENADE, SHE REVOLVES AROUND HER SELF A COUPLE OF TIMES DEBATING THE DIRECTION SHE CAN THROW IT.

                                                     APHRODITE.

Don’t’ throw it here, you lunatic.  . FINALLY, SHE HEAVES IT DOWN THE HILL. ALL SPRING TIME, ECHOES WITH THE EXPLOSION, IN FACT ONE OF THE SPRINGS ON SALOME’S MANDOLIN POPS OUT. THE EXPLOSION SCARES THE HELL OUT THEM.

CUT TO:

IN THE DISTANCE.

THE THREE ITALIAN SOLDIERS ARE TAKING A DUMP BEHIND A BUSH WHEN SUDDENLY THEY HEAR THE EXPLOSION OF A HAND GRENADE. THEY DISBURSE RUNNING WITH THEIR PANTS DOWN IN DIFFERENT DIRECTIONS.

CUT TO:

                                                        THANASI

HE IS IN THE MIDST OF A MIND FIELD, HOPPING UP AND DOWNRIGHT ON TOP OF THE MINES.

THE WOMEN RUN AWAY

.

                                           APHRODITE

He is going to disindigrate!

                                      MADAME KANELLO

He only weighs about fifty pounds. These mines explode only by the weight of heavy armored vehicles. It’s nothing for the kids to be afraid of.

                                           MRS ADRIANA

SPOTS THE LIGHT OF A ROAD- SHRINE IN THE DISTANCE.

I see some olive oil for the salad.

                                             APHRODITE

Let’s race to the shrine.

THEY ALL RUN.

APHRODITE IS THE FIRST ONE THERE. SHE TAKES THE CUP OUT OF THE SHRINE AND REMOVES THE OLIVE OIL OUT OF IT, PURRING IT IN TO A LITTLE BOTTLE.                                                  

Forgive me Santa Barbara, please forgive my sins, and for stilling the oil out of your icon,

However, a martyr like your self should know what it means to go hungry.

Please don’t be so eager to punish me. I promise to make it up to you some day.SHE TURNS TO THE ICON.

You saints, what do you need? You can get along just fine without the olive oil.

                                    MADAME KANELLO

FRIGHTENED SHE IS CROSSING HER SELF RECITES AN ACT OF CONTRITION.

CUT TO:

EVENING EXTERIOR.

MRS KANELLO INSIDE A CHICKEN COOP TRYING TO STILL SOME EGGS.

THE MOTHER CHICKEN IS PUTTING UP A FIGHT.

Shash you damn bitch you’re going to wake everyone up.

CUT TO:

THE WOMEN ARE EATING.

MADAME SALOME IS APPLYING THE EGG WHITES TO HER FACE.

FADE.

TITLE CARD:

                                     THE BEATING 

                                            RARRAU

NARRAIVE/ACTION.

One day Mrs. Kanello was, summoned to the carabinieria, where they interrogated her. It seemed that someone had squealed on her about the outings with her mandolin.

What I mean to say is that I new who had told on her. She later married some politician big shot and he is still there active in government. I have not said anything to anyone about it because there would cut off my monthly pension.

You know that we were aware about the Resistance; but we would never spill the beans even if they threaten to slit our throats. My mother had sent me off to find signor Alfio before it was too late, but I could not find him.

EXTERIOR SHOT.

AN ITALIAN SOLDIER IN UNIFORM IS LEADING MRS. KANELO IN TO THE CARABINIERIA FOR QUESTIONING. IN THE WAY, SHE IS MAKING A BIG FUSS ABOUT IT.

INTERIOR.

CARABINIERIA.


                                                   MRS. KANELLO. 

Let me out of here. I am not guilty of anything you damn spaghetti eaters.

                                            RARRAU

NARRATIVE/ACTION.

They sat her down in a chair, and slapped around a couple of times, but she would not open her mouth to tell on anyone.
They held her there for several hours, questioning and beating her. 
When Alfio came to the Carabinieria, he was able to rescue her. 

                                                        ALFIO

HE IS TALKING TO THE COMANDANTE BEHIND CLOSED DOORS. (He is Visible through the glass door the camera is outside the office).

SFX.
I know the signora she is all right.

                                            MSS. KANELLO.

SHE IS LIMPING.

WEARING ONE SHOE ONLY SHE HUSTLES DOWN THE STAIRS AS FAST AS HER LEGS WOULD CARRY HER.

Give my shoe back. SHE SHOUTS FROM OUTSIDE.
A WINDOW POPS OPEN AND THE CLOG COMES FLYING OUT, HITS HER SMACK ON THE FOREHEAD.


                                                   RARRAU 

 NARATIVE/ACTION.

INTERIOR. 

A WIDE OVERVIEW SHOT IN MRS. KANELLOS BEDROOM; SHE IS PRACTICALLY READY TO DELIVER HER BABY. RARRAU IS IN THE KITCHEN BOILING SOME WATER FOR THE MIDWIFE. PLASTOURGOS WIFE IS NEXT TO HER BEAD. SHE HAS A FLASHLIGHT WRAPPED WITH A BANDAGE ON THE TOP OF HER HEAD, GIVING INSTRUCTIONS. HER MOTHER IS IN THE ROOM ANTICIPATING HELP FROM RARRAU. 
Six weeks after her beating, Mrs. Kanello gave birth. The pains came at night. Unfortunately that night happened to be a curfew; what a screw-up. She picked the wrong day to have her baby. Her mother lived on the other side of the town, how were they supposed to fetch her in? Sure, Plastourgos wife volunteered. She was a trained midwife and honest as they come. She lived close by too, however, most women did not trust her because she was too educated and worst yet she was too young. 

Fortunately, Signor Alfio was just leaving our place so he escorted me over to fetch her mother, who delivered the baby just fine.
RARRAU IS DELIVERS THE HOT WATER TO MSS. KANELLOS MOTHER.


                                                      RARRAU


Here you go mam.


                                        MRS. KANELLOS MOTHER.

SHE TAKES THE POT FROM RARRAU’S HANDS.
Just give it to me shame on you to invite Italians to your home.

                                        MRS. KANELLO

EXTERIOR.

A FAINT LIGHT IS LIGHTING UP THE WINDOW.

SFX. BABY CRYING

This is my last one. I am done with kids.

FADE.

TITLE CARD:
                                               THE MORNING AFTER


MRS KANELLO IS UP AND AROUND, SHE SUCKLES THE NEWBORN, SWADDLES IT. AROUND TEN IN THE MORNING, SHE PICKS UP HER LUNCH BUCKET AND AN EXTRA COOKING POT AND SHE IS HEADS FOR THE DOOR.


                                               MRS. KANELLOS MOTHER.

GRABS HER

Just where you think you are going? You still have another thirty days left to go big shot.


                                                       MRS. KANELLO.

ASH WHITE FROM THE LOSS OF BLOOD AND HER YES GLAZED OVER. SHE DRAGS HER MOTHER OUT OF THE WAY.

I have no time to waste. The Red Cross is not going to save me, my soup ration.

CUT TO:

EXTERIOR. 

A SMALL CROWD OF PEOPLE HAS GATHERED IN FRONT OF THE RED CROSS BUILDING. AMONG THE CROWD, ARE THE TIRITOMBA’S (The impresario’s family) AND APHRODITE’S MOTHER. 

WHEN MRS. KANELLO ARRIVES AT THE SCENE, PEOPLE HAVE ALREADY LINED UP, WAITING FOR THEIR DAILY RATIONS. SHE LOOKS PALE FROM LOSS OF BLOOD; FATIGUED SHE CAN HARDLY STAND UP STRAIGHT. LIMPING, SHE WALKS TO THE END OF THE LINE.

                                                 IMPRESARIOS WIFE


What is the mater sugar?

What happened to your belly?

SHE POCKS AND PRODS HER. SHE MANAGES TO TURN HER AROUND. SHE PRACTICALLY HAS TO CARRY HER ON HER BACK TO HER HOUSE. MRS.KANELLO IS BRAYING THE WHOLE WAY ABOUT MISSING HER RAT                    ION. 

                                           MSS KANELLO.

Please let me……we are desperate about food don you understand?

                                      MRS. KANELOS MOTHER.

IN THE STREET WAITING, MOTIONING WITH HER HAND AS THEY APPROACH.

                                                  RARRAU

EXTERIOR

BACK IN THE SOUP KITCHEN’S LINE

IN THE MAIN TIME BACK IN THE SOUP KITCHENS LINE, RARRAU AND ASSIMINA (Asiminas first time there) ARE TRYING TO USE SOTIRIS’S FOOD COUPONS ON MRS. KANELLOS BEHALF. AT FIRST, THE RED CROSS LADY’S TRIES TO DRIVE THEM AWAY. LUCKILY, SIGNOR ALFIO, HAPPENED TO BE AROUND, AND AFTER SEEING THE ARGUEMENT, HE RUSHES OVER TO THE LINE AND HE WHISPERS SOMETHING TO THE LADY IN CHARGE. RIGHT AWAY, SHE OBEYS ALFIOS COMMAND AND IMMEDIATELY AFTER, SHE DISHES UP A RATION FOR THE KANELLOS FAMILY NOT SAYING ANOTHER WORD; IN FACT, SHE ADDED AN EXTRA SPOONFUL. IN THE MAIN TIME, SOME UNHAPPY BYSTANDERS ARE MAKING NASTY REMARKS.

                                             RARRAU

TAKES THE FOOD AND RUNS IT TO MRS. KANELLOS HOUSE.

FADE:

TITLE CARD:

                                       APHRODITI.

                                         RARRAU 

NARRATIVE. /ACTION.

INTERIOR.

A WIDE SHOT OF APHRODITE AND HER MOTHER CROCHETING. 

Aphrodite, now there was a real beauty for you, with a real bust. She and her mother crocheted lace for other girls dowries, but come the occupation the customers dried up

Not only Aphrodite had a great bust, she had lovely skin, the color of ripe grapes, and clear blue eyes, the only pair of blue eyes in the district.

She had this had this warm laugh and hair that seemed to curl in the wind. She was a gorgeous girl. But six months after she got T.B.(Tuberculosis) all that was left of her was a shriveled up sack of skin and bones. She was like a saintly relic. Even her yes went pale. Mother would take her margarine whenever signor Alfio brought us some, but the girl kept getting thinner and thinner. Her knees got thicker than her thighs.

                                            APHRODITE’S MOTHER

AS SHE CROCHETING AWAY WHILE, THEY ARE LISTENING TO THE NEWS RADIO. APHRODITE IS LAYING THERE IN A BEAD NEXT TO HER.

Be brave little one we are all most there, Mr. Churchill says so. The Germans are loosing the war.

                                                   APHRODITE.

SHE IS MAKING AN EFFORT TO SPEAK HER VOICE IS VERY WEAK...did we get any news from father yet?

FSX. RAIN

HER MOTHER CARRIES APHRODITE IN HER ARMS AND SEATS HER ON A CHAIR BY THE WINDOW.

                                                         RARRAU

NARRATIVE/ACTION CONTINUES.

However, Aphrodite did not care anything any more; all she did was smile that faint smile of hers. She had stopped asking even about her father.

APHRODITE IS SITTING BY HER WINDOW WITH THE CURTAINS HALF DRAWN STARING OFF INTO THE DISTANCE, DRAWING INVISIBLE SHAPES ON THE GLASS WITH HER FINGERTIP.

                                                            RARRAU

NARRATIVE /ACTION CONTINUES

EXTERIOR.   

I waved at her from outside as I went by, but I don’t think she even saw me.

She had spotted the Tiritombas family loading their props and goats in a horse car to go away, on tour.

RARRAU, WAIVES TO APHRODITE AS SHE PASSES BY.

FADE.

TITLE CARD:

                                       THE MOVIES.

                                           RARRAU

NERATIVE/ACTION EXTERIOR.

RARRAU AND SOTIRI ARE ENTERING THE CINEMA.

We never left the house at night until some of the toughest regulations lifted.

The curfew did not begin until midnight. The movies started again. Signor Vitorio would get us in free

.

FSX: IN MOVIE THEATER.

RARRAU , IN HER SEAT AMONG OTHER AUDIENCE FROM THE NEIGHBORHOOD.( A camera shot from the rear of the movie theater reveals the audience and the movie screen). A BANQUET SCÈNE IS PLAYING ON THE MOVIE SCREEN; SOME ARISTOCRATS ARE SEATING AROUND A HUGE DINER TABLE, STUFFING THEIR MOUTHS WITH ALL KINDS OF FOOD.

CUT TO:

THE AUDIENCE REACTION SALIVATING.

                                         RARRAU.

.

SHE TAKES SOME RAISINS OUT OF HER POCKET AND QUIETLY SHE EATS THEM IN THE DARK.

CUT TO:

RARRAU’S EYES, FIXED ON THE SCREEN. SHE NOW IMAGINES THAT HER MOTHER AND ALFIO ARE THE STARS IN THE MOVIE. AT FIRST, THEY HAVING A DRINK AT A NIGHTCLUB, DANCING TANGO CHICK TO CHICK.

ALFIO MUST TELL HER THE BAD NEWS. THE TIME HAS COME TO SAY GOODBYE. HE IS LEAVING GRECIA, TO RETURN TO HIS BELOVED ITALY AND TO HIS FAMILY, AND TO HIS WIFE ANGELINA WHO HAS BEEN WAITING FOR HIS RETURNS ALL THIS TIME. ASIMINA CRIES ON HIS SOLDER AS THEY DANCE.

.

CUT TO:

THEIR HOLDING HANDS GRADUALLY SPLIT AS HE DEPARTS WITH A KISS. SHE WHISPERS A FAINT GOODBYE.

CUT TO:

THE ARMS OF A MAN COMING FROM BEHIND ASIMINA                             

SUDDENLY SHE IS CARESSED BY THE ARMS (We see the stripes of his uniformed arms around her solders) OF ANOTHER ITALIAN OFFICER. VITORIO, IS ALFIOS REPLACEMENT.

.

CUT TO:

                                              RARRAU.

HER EYES FIXED ON THE MOVIE SCREEN SHE CONTINUES TO FANTASIZE.

SHE IMAGINES HER MOTHER WITH FATHER DINOS, INSIDE ST. MAGDALENE’S CHURCH CONFESSING TO HIM.

( An overview shot at the confession stand)  

FADE OUT.

FADE IN.

                                                ASIMINA.

SHE IS TALKING TO THE PRIEST WHO IS HOLDING THE BELLS ROPE READY TO PULL.

Father I have two things that I need to confess, One is about my extramarital relations with the Italian army..

In addition, the other has to do with my political views.

                                               FATHER DINO

.

HE LAYS HIS HAND ON HER HEAD.

Asimina, you are sinning with the enemy. However, do not worry. How else were you supposed to keep your kids alive? If I were in your place, I would do the same.

What else is in your heart?

                                               ASIMINA.

It’s about the Royals. I fell that we have betrayed the Royal family.

                                              FATHER DINO.

HE’S GETTING IMPATIENT AS HE PULLS THE BELLS ROPE FOUR TIMES COUNTING EACH ONE.

Oh! For Christ shake, you made me ring the bell four times instead of three. I HOPE Valiant did’t get the wrong message. 

Listen to me Asimina, 

I do not understand, how a turncoat and adulterer like you, could even bear to live in the same country as the royal family. Why don’t you go about your business and not concentrate with the Royal affairs.

FADE TO.

INTERIOR.

                                     RARRAU/ASIMINA. 

THEY ARE IN THE KITCHEN. ASIMINA ASKS HER DAUGHTER TO FETCH A PENCIL AND PAPER. THEY ARE SITTING BY THE TABLE. THE WEAK FLAME OF A KEROSENE LAMP IN THE MIDST OF THE TABLE IS SHEDDING LIGHT, PROJECTING THEIR SHADOWS ON THE WALL.

                                                 ASIMINA.

Rarrau. I want to write a letter for Alfio.

SHE IS DICTATING

V.O./ACTION

My respected Alfio,

I am sending this letter to you, just to express my deepest appreciation to you, for everything you have done for my children and me. Thank you for the regular visits and the food you have kept bringing us. You kept us alive. I will always be thankful to you for rescuing my children from starvation. I hope that you and your family will keep well. You are a real man, and truly warm. I want to thank you for introducing me to your successor V.

(ASSIMINA AND RARRAU HUG EACH OTHER IN TEARS.

I wish you health and a long life, and I wish victory for your country and victory for mine as well. Long live Italy and Greece.

Yours,

Asimina Meskaris.(By the hand of her daughter).

CUT TO:

REACTION.

MCU.’S PAN. THE AUDIENCE IS CRAVING THE FEAST.

FADE.

                                              RARRAU

NERATIVE/ACTION.

One month before she died, Aphrodite upped and said that she wanted to go for an outing. She wanted to go to the seaside. Aphrodite had never seen the water in her life.

There was a little port about eleven kilometers from Devil Johns Bridge by train.  

APHRODITE IS LYING ON HER BEAD. HER MOTHER IS SEATING NEXT TO HER CORSETING AWAY. SUDDENLY APHRODITE UPS.

The problem was that we could not travel. The Nazis would allow only civilians who had permission to ride the train. So poor Aphrodite, all she could do was to stare the sea from the top of the church roof.

APHRODITE IS ON THE ROOFTOP OF ST. MAGDALENE’S CHURCH, STARING AT THE HORIZON.

CUT TO:

INTERIOR. APHRODITE’S HOUSE.

A DOOR BUSTS OPEN. ELEVEN WOMEN ENTER APHRODITE’S ROOM. THEY PLACE HER ON A STRETCHER, CARRYING HER FOR ELEVEN KILOMETERS ALL THE WAY TO THE SEA SIDE. ON THEIR WAY THE KEEP ON TRADING THE STRETCHER TO EACH OTHER EVERY QUARTER OF A MILE OR SO 

All along the way the villagers kept throwing stones at us, so we would not still their green crab apples.

RARRAU HELPS CARRY APHRODITE.

That was the day that I saw my period for the first time. By the time, we reached the sea sore I was a grown-up woman.

We spread out a blanket on the sand right next to the water just as she wanted it.

We sat her down; the day was cool, with a brisk breeze blowing in from the sea and all of us kept buttoning up our sweaters except Aphrodite. Her skin could not fell anything any more; she did not even get the goose bumps. She sat there like an unclaimed baggage, like a trunk the steamer left behind. That is when that Aphrodite was leaving the world; she could not even fell the drops of the salty surf on her face. . All she could do was smile, that washed-out smile of hers.

We all sat down for a meal of raisins and bread. Aphrodite did not eat, she said, she was not a bit hungry. Her mother said that she was not eating for a month now.

The only taste she got was the blood in her mouth. Wrapped in a blanket; she kept staring out to the horizon. She let out a simple cry hurray! Then she clammed up.

FADE:                            

EXERIOR .

DUSK, MISTY DAY.

LS. IN A GRAVEYARD, AN ARMED BEARDED MAN IN UNIFORM IS WALKING CAUTIOUSLY TOWARDS A GRAVE.

                                                        RARRAU

NARRATIVE CONTINUES.

Seventeen days letter Aphrodite was dead from the excess tuberculosis. According to the graveyard digger, the partisan (her father) bowed down to her grave; he took a red paper flag out of his army coat pocket and stuck it to the ground. We heard that when the war ended and the partisans liberated Devil johns bridge, he came back to place a real flag on her grave. A year later, he was captured in Athens during the Greek civil war uprising and had his throat slit.

FADE.

EXTERIOR.

EMPTY STREET SCENE. (THE CAMERA CRANES UP, FROM STREET LEVEL TO THE WINDOW OF THE FIRST FLOOR).                                             

SFX.TANGO SONG.

A GROUP OF MALES IS HANGING AROUND THE DANCE FLOOR, LISTENING TO THE OLD SCRATCHY SOUND OF A TANGO RECORD PLAYING.  TWO OTHER MEN ARE DANCING TOGETHER CHICK TO CHICK. THE DANCE MASTER; RUNS UP TO THEM IN QUICK BABY STEPS. 

No. no, no. Not like this guys let me show you.

One slow step left, one right the repeat faster 1, 2.1,2,3,4 and again HE TAKES ONE OF THE DANCERS TO DEMONSTRATE

BACK IN THE CORNER, SOME BOYS ARE PUFFING SMOKE RINGS OUT OF THEIR HAND ROLLED CIGARETTES, SENDING THEM TOWARDS THE CEILING. 

                                                       RARRAU

NARRATIVE/ACTION.

A dancing academy was, were the former lumberyard use to be, and its members were strictly men only.

A certain Mr. Patis, the town pharmacist and his French wife ran it. A dance master by the name Manolitsis, He taught the tango, the fox trot and the waltz mostly.

After the war, he added showing. He was short, light- footed, and he use to ware high hills when he danced the role of women. 

He taught ten lessons to the beginners, but even when the students finished the course, they stayed at the school. It had become a social club. The young men would spend their afternoons at the dancing with each other, wishing they would get the chance to dance with a woman.

FADE:

EXTERIOR/FSX TANGO MUSIC IS COMING OUT OF THE ACADEMY.

A  BOY IS RUNNING DOWN THE STREET.

                                                BOY.

Come quick, partisans, they caught some partisans, let’s go and see. 

RARRAU, MADAME CANELLO AND THE OTHER WOMEN RUSH TO THE SCENE.                                         

THEY MOVED TO THE TOWN SQUARE, NOT FINDING ANYONE THERE, THEY HEAD FOR THE (Gaul) JAIL HOUSE. UPON THEIR ARRIVAL, THEY ENCOUNTER A GROUP OF A SHORT AND SKINNY YOUNG GIRLS DRESSED IN RUG KHAKI UNIFORMS. THIN, THEY WERE NOTHING BUT SKIN AND BONES. THE ITALIANS ALLOWED US TO STARE AT THE PARTISANS FOR A WHILE, BUT SOON, A TRUCK FULL OF GERMAN SOLDIERS COMES ROARING. THEY JUMP OUT OFF THEIR ARMY TRUCK T SHOOING EVERYONE AWAY.

Via, Via THEY YELL. SENDING EVERYONE AWAY FROM THE SCENE, THEN THE GERMAN SOLDIERS, LOCK ALL TWENTY IN A TINY KITCHEN. 

                                                               RARRAU.

Madame Salome, you use to tell us that the partisans were giants ten feet tall. These poor girls are pitiful.

                                               MADAME SALOME.

The partisans are giants and you are trying to tell us they are midgets?

                                                      ADRIANNA.

When you are starving, you dream of bread.

                                                   MADAME KANELLO.

At list, we got rid of those fucking royals. I hope the Brits will stuff them down their throats when the war ends.

                                                                ASIMINA.

You cannot get rid of the King silly; Greece will not be the same without the royal family.

                                                       MADAME KANELLO.

Then they should have stayed here with all of us, instead they are somewhere in South Africa sunbathing while we are starving to death here. I hope some cannibals or something will eat them alive. 

FADE OUT.

                                                      RARRAU

NARRATIVE/ACTION

The Tiritombas were weak from lack of food. One day the Italians brought Madame Salome home, Unconscious on a stretcher as stiff as an Easter lamb on the spit.

                                                          ADRIANA

SHE IS MESSING AROUND WITH M.SALOMES PARROT.

SHE HEARS THEM COMING. SHE RUSHES BY THE WINDOW. SEEING THE THREE ITALIAN SOLDIERS AND SALOME ON THE STRETCHER

Ooh shit! (She whispers) she has blown the whistle on us.

SHE RUNS DOWN THE STAIRS.

All I have is water.

CUT TO.

MRS. KANELLO IS COMING HOLDING A BASKET IN HER HANDS.

                                                            ADRIANA

(WISPERS)

Sweet Jesus! More hand grenades.

CUT TO:

THE ITALIANS MAKING EYES AT ADRIANA WHO IS THROWING WATER ON SALOME’S FACE, THEY DID NOT NOTICE A THING.

                                     MADAME SALOME

SHE WAKES UP. SHE RISES FROM THE STRETCHER.

The British are coming, and we’ll all be eating pudding.

                                            ADRIANA

It would not be long now they will be here by New Years, just in time for pudding.

                                    MADAME KANELLO

I thought they were supposed to be here in 1941.

CUT TO:

INTERIOR. / TIRITOMBAS HOUSE.

THE WOMEN ARE SITTING AROUND THE DINER TABLE.

CUT TO.

THE KITCHEN.

A pot is boiling.

DISOLVE.

BACK TO THE DINER TABLE.

                                                    M.SALOME 

SHE IS CHEWING ON A PIECE OF MEAT.                                                       

Can’t even chew this stuff, what kind of meat is this, anyway? SHE LOOKS AT IT. It’s purple. What is it ferret?

                                                           ANDRIANA

It’s fine just eat it. It will stop you from fainting again in the arms of some Italian soldier.

                                                       MADAME. SALOME.

SHE GETS UP FROM THE TABLE IN A HUFF, CROSSING HERSELF, WEARING THE NAPKIN AROUND HER NECK SHE CROSSES TO THE ROOM LOOKING FOR HER PARROT. NOT SEEING THE PARROT SHE REALIZES WHAT HAS HAPPENED.

Cannibals, SHE SCREAMS.

                                                             MARINA.

SHE SNATCHES, THE HALF-EATEN PORTION FROM HER AUNTS (Andrianas) PLATE.                                                

                                                MADAME. SALOME

SHE IS DEVASTATED.

How could you do such a thing you fucking criminals?

ADRIANA M. KANELLO AND MARINA WITH THEIR HEADS BOWED ARE STILL CHEWING THEIR LAST MOUTHFULS OF THE PARROT.

Have you, no respect for anything. That was my engagement present

You have devoured your sister’s pet. Adriana you are Medea that is what you are Medea reincarnated.                                                

                                                 ADRIANA

SHE BURSTS OUT.

You listen to me little lady, what I’m I supposed to do? Let my kids starve?

M. SALOME

You only have pone kid. That’s all you’ve got.

                                                ADRIANA

Three. I’ve got tree kids. The one good for nothing daughter of mine, my good for nothing brother who does not care about anything but his broken down automobile

                                                TASIS

HE CUTS IN.                                                  

Well excuse me; you want me to get food? Just tell me where to go.

                                            ADRIANA

SHE IS ON A RAMPAGE.

And my third one it’s you, (POINTS TO HER SISTER) my precious

Lady. You are a good for nothing sister of mine, who does not care about anything other, than her make-up and Tokalon powder.        

In addition, lipstick for that mouth of yours that looks kike a chickens asshole you snotty nose Brit-lover.

FADE.                                                    

                                                       RARRAU 

VO./ACTION.

Not much later, the whole Tiritomba clan decided to go on a tour. All night long, they packed their dear costumes, rolled up their stage settings and rolled up the canvases with the Sicilian castles painted on them. Tassis, Marina and the two sisters divvied up the roles. Tassis, handled the dramaturgical part of things. rummaging through the dog-eaten old portfolio where Zambakis Karapitsalas the impresario kept the scripts some of them were painted, some handwritten in pencil, and everything on loose pages, 

                                                            TASSIS

HE IS IN SUCH DITHER THAT HE STICKS THE FINAL ACT OF THE PLAY TO THE FIRST ACT OF ANOTHER.

                                                         ADRIANA

SEEING WHAT TASSIS IS DOING.

What are you doing there Tassis you are mixing up the scripts.

That is the Tosca’s happy ending of Cape Mattapan.

                                                         TASSIS

Who will give a damn about what happens to Cape Mattapan. All they care about is staying alive. That is what they care for.

                                              SALOME

CHEWING ON A CUPCAKE.

Take care of your life and don’t worry about the art. Art takes care of itself.

SFX. GUN SHOTS (Valiant shooting).

                                                     RARRAU

NARRATIVE/ACTION CONTINUES

The Tiritombas didn’t have a clue about Valiant, nor where Mr. Kanellos whereabouts, when they heard the shots that night.

                                                TASSIS

Must be us they’re after, and rightly so. How are we going to get out of this one?

                                              ADRIANNA

Head for the hills. Take the show on the road, what else can we do?

They cleared out overnight in a hurry, turning after they crossed the bridge, like a stagecoach straight out of a cowboy movie, except, any Indians or even Germans 

didn’t chase them. Not even saying goodbye they were gone. Had I known that they were planning to leave, I would have asked to join them for the tour. That was the day; a bunch of kids was snail hunting down by the bridge. The snails would come out at dawn, so we had to catch them before anybody else did. They tasted good boiled and salted. It was a cold day that morning gathering snails under the bridge, when we happen to see Tassis (Mrs. Adriana’s brother). Wood powered truck passing by like a bullet. In it, were Madame Salome, Mrs. Adriana, and her daughter Marina? Next to them was an Archangel, who must have been part of some show they had prepared, or it may have been a plaster statute or something. I could not tell for sure. There were some Albanian children in medieval costumes flapping in the wind.

Soon the vehicle disappears into the mountains.

CUT TO.

SFX. CHURCH BELLS.

                                                   VALIANT.

EXTERIOR/ NIGHT.

HIDING UP ON A TREE. (He hears the bells, nods his head) HE CLIMBS DOWN FROM THE TREE TOP. HE PROCEEDS TO MOVE IN TO THE VILLAGE WITH CAUTION.

CUT TO:

THE SHADOWS OF TREE MEN TALKING.(Two of them are German soldiers) ONE OF THEM POINTS TOWARDS MRS. CHRISAFIS HOUSE.

CUT TO:

VALIANT IS GETTING CLOSER TO HIS MOTHERS HOUSE.

CUT  TO:

THE TWO GERMAN SOLDIERS ARE ABOUT TO AMBUSH VALIANT.

CUT TO:

SFX GUN SHOTS.

CUT TO:

SFX. GUN SHOT

INTERIOR RARRAUS HOUSE.

HER MOTHER IS TUCKING HER KIDS UNDER THE QUILT RIGHT UP TO THEIR CHINS.

CUT TO:

VALIANT FALLS ON HIS MOTHERS DOORSTEP.

CUT TO:

THE GERMAN SOLDIERS ARE CARRYING HIS BODY AWAY TO DUMP IT ELSEWHERE.

FADE.

RARRAU AND SOME OTHER CHILDREN ARE WALKING BACK TOWARDS THE VILLAGE, ON THEIR WAY HOME; THEY ENCOUNTER A COUPLE OF GERMAN SOLDIERS ON A TRICYCLE GUARDING THE ENTRANCE TO THEIR NEIGHBORHOOD.

                                                              KID

A DOOR CRACKS OPENS AND A TEENAGE KID CALLS THEM. (In low voice)                                        

Hey! They have sealed off the area they got some information that Valiant the partisan you know Mrs. Chrisafis son was coming to the village. Someone tipped them off. An informer they said, poor Mrs. Chrisafis. THE DOOR CLOSES.

CUT TO:

                                             MRS. KANELLO.

SHE IS ON HER WAY TO MRS. CHRISAFIS HOUSE, HOLDING A PLATE OF FOOD IN HER HANDS, WHEN SUDDENLY SHE SPOTS VALIANT DEAD ON THE GROUND HE IS LAYING THERE NEXT TO A STACK OF CRATES WITH HIS EYES WIDE OPEN, SHOCKED BY THE GRUESOME SCENE MRS KANELLO HURRIES TO MRS CHRISAFIS HOUSE.                                                                    

SHE KNOCKS AT HER DOOR, LOOKING LEFT AND RIGHT, MAKING SURE NO ONE IS WATCHES HER. A DOOR OPENS AND MRS.KANELLO WALKS IN.

Chrisafina, I brought you something to eat. Come. (SHE SETS THE PLATE ON THE TABLE).                                                                                 

                                            MRS. CHRISAFIS.

No, I’m not hungry right now besides I’m expecting my son. He is bringing me some food. (SHE IS ACTING AS IF SHE IS AWARE THAT SOMETHING WENT WRONG).                                                              

                                             MRS. KANELLO.

Chrisafina, I must tell you, something horrible has happened. Valiant is dead.

We have to bring him home.

CUT TO

.

EXTERIOR

NEIGHBORHOOD..

FSX. MRS CHRISAFIS SCREAM.

Noooo!  My poor Valiant. Nooo!!   

CUT TO:

EXTERIOR.

THE TWO WOMEN ARE LOADING VALLIANT’S BIG BODY IN TO A CART.                                                 

HIS ARMS AND LEGS ARE DANGLING OVER THE SIDES. MRS CHRISAFIS IS PULLING THE CART AND MRS. KANELLO IS FOLLOWING, YANKING THE ENDS OF THE DAD MAN’S CASSOCK OUT OF THE WHEELS AND STUFFING HIS DANGLING ARMS BACK TO THE CART. MRS. CHRISAFIS                                              

I PUSHING THE HEAVY CART UNTIL FINALLY SHE COLLAPSES UNCONSCIOUS. SOME PEOPLE RUN OVER FROM THE STORE SPRINKLING WATER ON HER.

CUT TO:

THE TWO WOMEN MAKE IT BACK TO THE HOUSE PUSHING THE CART WITH THE DEAD BODY. MRS. CHRISAFIS OPENS THE DOOR TO HER HOUSE AND SHE ASKS MR. KANELLO TO LEAVE HER ALONE.

Go on us I can take care of this by my self.

SHE HOISTS THE BODY ON TO HER BACK AND LUGS IT UP THE STAIRS.

SHE CLOSES HER WINDOWS AND HER BALCONY DOOR AND STARTS TO MOURN HER DEAD SON.

                                                   RARRAU

VO/ACTION

She closed her windows and her balcony door, but she left the shatters open. She mourned him for two days and two nights, hysterically. We could not make out what she was saying; it was as if we were hearing the sound of waves by the seashore. However, we could see her through the window. She got dressed in black with a black kerchief around her head. She climbed the trunks the tables as though she wanted to break through the ceiling. 

At night, the acetylene lamp, made the shadows looked much larger against the white washed walls of her living room. The house was dark on the outside and bright inside.

Two days and two nights, we watched over her. The third day she opened the door and asked for something to eat.

CUT TO:

EXTERIOR.

NIGHT TIME.SFX  MOTORCYCLE ENGINE.

TWO GERMANS PULL UP IN A MOTORCYCLE WITH A SIDE CAR IN FRONT OF MRS. CHRISAFIS HOUSE. THEY STARED AT THE WOMEN PRETENDING TO BE PUZZLED.

                                                         ASSIMINA.

TO THE GERMANS IN LOW VOICE.

We are watching over her. SHE POINTS TO A BAT THAT HAPPENED TO BE FLYING AROUND BOUNCING AGAINST THE WINDOWS.

THE TWO GERMAN SOLDIERS DRIVE AWAY INTO THE NIGHT. 

FADE.

FATHER DINO IS WALKING TOWARDS MRS. CHISAFIS HOUSE, SCOWLING AS AN ICON ALL DRESSED UP IN HIS FINEST VESTMENTS SHOUTING AS HE GOES.

Chrisafina! Here is where your dominion ends! HE BREAKS THE DOOR DOWN AND CARIES VALIANTS BOY AWAY FOR BURIAL. ASSIMINA FOLLOWS BEHIND HIM LIKE A LITTLE GIRL SPEECHLESS.

CUT TO:

                                            RARRAU

V.O/ ACTION

People have gathered in the front patio of St. Magdalene’s church where Valiant body laid there in a topless coffin. He was carefree now with his eyes still wide open; the coffin looked like a tiny boat ready to row through the waves, sending us a farewell.

                                                      ASIMINA

EXTERIOR 

CEMETERY.

AFTER THE BURIAL ASIMINA KISSES MRS. CHRISAFIS HAND.

Chrisafina, don’t waist all your tears now. You’ll never get over it until you die.

                                           MRS. CHRISAFI

SHOUTING.

What is that whore doing here?

                                             ASIMINA

SHE TAKES RARRAU BY THE HAND.

Forgive me. All of you forgive me.

THEY LEAVE THE CEMETERY.

THE CAMERA FOLLOWS THEM.

RARRAUS NARRATIVE PICKS UP.

                                                           RARRAU

NARRATIVE/ACTION  

Every day Mrs. Chrisafis went to the cemetery and ate little piece of earth from her sons grave. That’s when we heard from Thanasis Anagnos kid, The Scholl masters son from the village of Vounaxos. He was send by the Partisans with an order, to lay down a marble cross in Valiants grave, but Chrisafina refused. She wanted to go there every day and eat the dirt from her son’s grave. It was like a holly communion for her.

FADE OUT.

FADE IN TO.

A LONG SHOT

THE TIRITOMBA TRUCK IS SLOWLY MAKING IT UP A HILL.

INSIDE THE WOMEN ARE BUSY WRITING PROGRAMS FOR THE SHOW PERFORMANCE. ADRIANA IS STUDYING TE ROAD MAP.

                                                  ADRIANA

We should be closing in to Pelopion from what I can estimate we must be about an hour away.

                                           MADAME.SALOME

We have been in the truck for over six hours can we make a quick stop to stretch out a bit?   

                                                     TASSIS.

If we cut the engine now, we may not be able to start it up. THE TRUCK IS AT THE END OF A MEADOW WHEN THE ENGINE STARTS TO RATTLE MAKING STRANGE NOISES. TASSIS IS CURSING WHILE OPERATING THE WHEEL. BLACK SMOKE IS COMING OUT OF THE TRUCK’S EXHAUST PIPE CREATING SMALL EXPLOSIONS THAT SOUND LIKE GUN SHOTS.

CUT TO:

AN ITALIAN SOLDIER HIDING BEHIND A BUSH AFTER HEARING THE TRUCKS EXHAUST HE RUNS OUT HOLDING HIS RIFLE WITH HIS HANDS UP

THE TRUCK GOES INTO CONVULSIONS ITS ENGINE RATTLES SOME MORE AND THEN DIES.

You can do all the your stretch outs now sister 

EVERYONE JUMPS OUT OF THE TRUCK. THEY SPOT THE ITALIAN SOLDIER RUNNING TOWARDS THEM, THINKING THAT THEY ARE UNDER AN ASSAULT THEY RAZE THEIR HAND UP TOO.

                             ITALIAN SOLDIER 

                               (MARCELLO)

MARCELO COMES CLOSE.

My name is Marcelo I’m looking to find someone to surrender to.

STILL HOLDING THEIR HANDS UP.

M. SALOME

We are not Partisans signore; we are some poor traveling players.

                                                       ADRIANA

WHISPERING TO TASSIS

He must have turned the tail.

                                                   TASSIS

WHISPERING BACK

What do you mean he cut the tail?

ADRIANA He is a deserter you idiot.

MARCELLO

Si they are going to send me to the Russian front and I don’t want to die there. I rather die here

                                              MADAME SALOME

No don’t die here now because we are going to be blamed.

                                                     MARINA

He can surrender to me mother, I like him he is cute. He may be useful to us.

We can find a part in the play for him.

CUT TO:

THE TIRITOMBA CLAN AND ITS NEW MEMBER ARE SLOWLY DRIVING THEIR TRUCK TOWARDS THE VILLAGE OF PELOPION, SITUATED AT THE TIP OF A HILL.                                                                                                                        

                                                      MARINA

MARINA AND MARCELLO ARE IN THE BACK OF THE TRUCK SHE IS GLARING AT HIM EVERY SO OFTEN.

We should call you Michael do you like the name Michael.

                                           MARCELLO

SMILING.

Si si,  I like that name. It is a Greek name yes? You can teach me some Greek

MARINA IS TEACHING MARCELLO SOME GREEK WORDS.

FADE.

THE VILLAGE OF PELOPION IS CRAWLING WITH PARTISANS.

THE TIRITOMBAS TRUCK IS SLOWLY PULLING INTO THE VILLAGE; A TALL HANDSOME GUARD STOPS THEM AT THE SECURITY POINT.

                                                   GUARD

Who are you and where are you going?

                                                 TASSIS

We are traveling players from the Village of Deviljohns Bridge.

We had to skip town because the Germans had an eye on us. We are friends of Madame Kanello you know her don’t you?

                                                         GUARD

Any friend of Comrade Kanello is a friend of ours. Follow this road till you get to the Scholl house. You can stay there for as long as you like.

AS THEY DRIVE AWAY TOWARDS THE SCHOOL HOUSE.

                                           MADAME SALOME 

God bless Madame Kanello.

CUT TO:

INTERIOR.

SCHOOL HOUSE AUDITORIUM.

THE TIRITOMBAS ARE HAVING SOME DISAGREEMENTS OVER WHO WOULD PLAY WHAT PART. M. SALOME IS CHEWING A COOKIE AND WASHING IT DOWN WITH A SHOT OF BRANDY.

                                              ADRIANNA

Marina will play the little girls part, and you Salome will take the grown woman.

                                           MADAME  SALOME

Why is it that every time we have a young woman’s role to play we get into an argument? Marina is young she has all the time ahead of her to play young women’s roles. If we don’t play young now when we will ever do it? And you Adrianna I see that lately you have developed a taste for footlights and you are suppose to be a widow.

It’s a good thing that you don’t make me play the barons role, like the last time

I had to play Javert-waite a second; no, no it was the play before the last.

                                                  ADRIANNA

Someone has to call the shots here and you have chosen me to do it so shut up and dance.

O.K. Marcello will play the Angeloti this time.

                                              RARRAU

V.O/ACTION

Marchello turned out to be real useful. He had a knack for everything. I mean he was a natural.

He was born to be a comedian and a joker he could sing and dance. He was and great impersonator. They dreamed a number for him “And now. Ladies and gentleman 
Marcello and his Italians» and Marcello sang his canzonet’s and danced his tarantellas. Marina continued giving him Greek lessons until one morning Mrs. Andrianana (her mother) nabbed them in bead together. Him without a stitch on and

in addition, Marina wearing only her underwear and smocking a cigarette.

The sky just about falls on Adrianna’s head last time she saw a necked man must have been before the war.( And what a man she told Mrs. Kanello at my mothers memorial service her eyes popped out) 
                                                       ADRIANNA


NOT BEING ABLE TO TAKE HER EYES OFF MARCELLO’S PENIS.

Marina just what do you think you’re doing? Don’t you fear god? Smoking?


 
                                                           TASSIS

THE RACKET BRINGS TASSIS ON THE RUN.

What’s the big fuss about? HE ASKS HIS SISTER.

They make a fine couple. HE TURNS TO HIS NIECE. But you shouldn’t have been smocking. HE SNATCHES THE CIGARETTE OUT OF HER MOUTH AND PUTS IT ON HIS. HE THEN PRONOUNCES THEM ENGAGED.


                                                       ADRIANNA

May you live long and have many children

FADE.

A POSTER IS HANGING OUT OF THE SCHOOLS BALCONY.

TWO PARTISANS ARE READING.

“ ADRIANNA”

WIDOW OF ZAMBAKIS KARAPITSOULAS,

HERO OF THE ALBANIAN WAR FRONT

AND HER TRAVELING PLAYERS PRESENT

THEIR NEW PRODUCTION

TOSCA

STARING:

THE EVER LOVELY SALOME PAPIA


MARINA CARA

&

THE CHARMING

TASSIS
SPECIAL GUEST STAR

MARCHELLO .

ADMISSIONS IN KIN

   Eggs, bread sausage, liver              
                                                                
                                                              

CUT TO:

SOME PARTISANS HAVE GATHERED AROUND AT THE SCHOOL AUDITORIUM. THE SHOW IS ABOUT TO BEGIN.

A CHILD APPEARS HOLDING A SIGN “THE CHURCH OF SANT’ANDREA DELLA VALLE”

THE KID RUNS OFF STAGE.                
THE CURTAIN OPENS REVEALING MARINA (who portrays Marchesa Attavanti) IN THE MIDDLE OF THE STAGE ON HER KNEES, PRAYING TO HOLLY MARY FOR HER BROTHERS RELEASE (Angelotti, an escaped political offender, played by Marcello) TASSIS AS (Mario Cavardossi, the painter) IS ON THE SET PAINTING. AFTER NOTICING MARCHESA, HE MANAGES TO PERSUADE HER TO POSE FOR HER PORTRAIT AS MARY MAGDALENE. WHILE HE IS PAINTING HER, ANGELOTI (Marcello) REVEALS HIMSELF.

APPLAUSE AND WHISTLING FEELS THE AUDITORIUM. THE PARTISANS GET VERY EXCITED AFTER SEEING MARINA ON THE STAGE.
                                                       

FADE;

PARTISANS HAVE GATHERED BY THE OLD SCHOOL TO SAY THEIR GOODBYE’S TO THE TIRITOMBA CLAN.

DISSOLVE.

THEY ARE ENTERING A VILLAGE THAT LOOKS ABANDONED.

THE WOMEN TOOK THEIR TURNS SHOUTING, BUT NO RESPONSE. NOT EVEN A WINDOW OPENS. WHEN THEY DRIVE TO THE VILLAGE SQUARE, THEY ENCOUNTER FIVE PEOPLES BODIES HANGING. SUDDENLY THEY HEAR A COMMOTION, AND DOWN THE STREET THEY SEE A LITTLE BOY AROUND EIGHT YEARS OLD PUSHING HIS MOTHER IN A PUSHCART.

WHEN THE BOY GETS CLOSER, THEY REALIZE THAT HIS MOTHER IS 

DEAD.

BOY

STRUGGLING WITH THE PUSHCART, HE STOPS IN FROND OF THE TIRITOMBA VEHICLE. HE GLANCES AT THE TIRITOMBAS WHO LOOK SHOCKED BY WHAT THE ARE SEEING.

SEVERAL MOMENTS LATER THE BOY BREAKS HIS SILENCE 

The Soldiers shot my mother and killed everyone in the village.
                                                  

MADAME SALOME

IS THE FIRST ONE TO STEP OF THE VEHICLE?
SHE CARESSES THE BOY. Where are all the others son?



                                                         BOY

Everyone that could make it fled to the hills.


CUT TO:

LS. THE BOY AND THE TIRITOMBAS ARE BURYING THE MOTHER UNDER A TREE.

CUT TO:

TIRITOMBAS ARE DRIVING AWAY. AS THEY ARE DRIVING BY A HILL THEY ENCOUNETERED THE SURVIVERS THAT HAD FLED THE VILLAGE.

THEY WERE STANDING THERE EMOTIONLESS BY THE ROCKS AS LOOKING LIKE  TREE STUMPS.
WHEN THEY GOT CLOSER TO THE NEXT VILLAGE, THEY SAW IT WAS BURNING FROM AFAR. USING A PAIR OF BINOCULARS, TASSIS SAW THE PLACE WAS CRAWLING WITH GERMANS.

Looks like I’m going to have to cancel tonight’s performance.
HE DRIVES THE TRUCK INTO A SHEEPFOLD. THEY ARE WAITING THERE FOR THE GERMANS TO LEAVE. 


ADRIANNA


If you take away a few episodes like these, I think we are doing pretty- good.

MADAME SALOME

LIGHTING UP A CIGARETTE                                                        

I’ve got no complaints. 


FADE.

PRESENTATION CARD.

TWO YEARS LATER


RARRAU

NARRATIVE/ACTION


Two years have gone by, ever sense the Tiritomba family skipped town, until one autumn day while I was busy playing with Mrs. Kanellos kids. I saw their truck coming from a distance. They followed the winding road past the sycamore trees to stop in front of St. Magdalene’s Church. The people from the entire neighborhood run up to great them. Everyone was hugging them with tears in their eyes. The only disappointment was M. Salome’s absence. She had met the man of her dreams and she had decided to tie   the knot. We were surprised to see the handsome blond haired Marcello who spoke Greek like a hillbilly. Everyone helped them move in to their house and all of us stayed up all night long, listening to their stories. We had a lot to catch up with; their adventures and all. 
Marina and Marcello got married at Saint Magdalene’s the following Sunday. Everyone was there with presents. After the wedding they departed for Rimini

(Marcello’s hometown in Italy). The other Italian left over army accompanied them.

Signor Vitorio did’t even stop to say goodbye. (SIGNOR VITORIO IS BURNING FILES BY THE FIREPLACE.)

 Some of the collaborators went with them as well.( SOME ITALIAN COLLABORATORS WITH SUITCASES IN THEIR HANDS ARE RUSHING THROUGH A NARROW COBBLESTONE ROAD. The Germans got meaner. They gave the Italians the boot. (SOME GERMANS ARE SHOOTING THEIR GUNS ON THE AIR AS THE ITALIAN DRIVE BY).
Afterwards they set up a new security battalion; (Ταγματαλητες) they called them, a sort of a home guard, made by a bunch of starving Greeks dressed in short khaki fustanellas. 
Shortly afterwards the Germans left. One September morning, all the kids went down town for a look and see; the Komandatur was empty. (A DOOR HANGING OPEN)
It was like; the whole city was waiting for something to happen.  The Shops were closed. Some (ταγματαλητες) were busting down doors, looting anything they can get their hand on, and killed people to settle their personal differences. (LOOTING AND HAVOC IN THE STREETS, PEOPLE GETTING SHOT BY THE VIGILANT GUARDS)
For three days, we laid low; the next day, at daybreak we heard gunfire and the sound of voices. SOME PARTISANS HAVE STARTED A FIRE AROUND THE POLICE HEADQUARTERS.

CUT TO:

MADAME  KANELLO

SHE IS ON HER BALCONY, WAIVING A WHITE FLAG BACK AND FORWARD.
 (SHOUTING LIKE A FOGHORN TO THE CAMERA).

Lie low. Liberation is near. 


CUT TO:

ASIMINA

SHE IS CLOSING HER WINDOWS TALKING TO HER DAUGHTER.

Hide! Rarrau hide!

RARRAU

SHE CLOSES THE DOOR

Where to? There is no place to hide.
                                                       

SFX. MACHINE GUN CHIRPING FOLLOWED BY A VOICE THROUGH A MEGAPHONE. This is the people’s government speaking.       

RARRAU

 SHE PIPS OUT OF THE WINDOW AND SEES A TINY BOY PARTISAN WAIVING HIS MACHINE GUN FROM SIDE TO SIDE, DANCING.  
Holly mother of god there some people by the bell tower mum.

CUT TO:

MADAME KANELLO


AT HER BALCONY. A HAND IS TRYING TO PULL HER BACK INSIDE. 

Duck you idiot

SFX.

THE SOUND OF A STRIKING BULLET MAKES THE BELL RING, CREATING AN ECHO IN THE WHOLE NEIGHBORHOOD.

                                                     
BOY PARTISAN

AT THE BELL TOWER.
HE DUCKS BEHIND THE PARAPET.

                                                   
 CUT TO:

  A COUPLE OF (Ταγματαλητες) SHOOTING AT THE PARTISAN KID.                                                 

CUT TO:

RARRAU & ASIMINA


INTERIOR
THEY ARE TRYING TO BLOCK THE DOOR WITH A MATTRESS                                                        
they can shoot all they want now.

FADE.

A MOB CARRYING EMPTY SACKS AND PICKAXES IS MOVING TOWARDS THE TOWN SHOUTING Freedom!                                                     

CUT TO:

INTERIOR.

ASSIMINAS HOUSE.

RARRAU AND HER MOTHER ARE INSIDE DOING HOUSE CHORES. ALL OF A SUDDEN, THEY HEAR STONES HITTING THEIR ROOF AND VOICES FROM THE BACK ALLEY SHOUTING FREEDOM! Burn the collaborators!

Burn the whores!                                                   

RARRAU

Mum lets get out of hear, they are going to burn our house down.


ASIMINA

PUSHING RARRAU
 No Rarrau you must go. Run and hide at the cemetery. I’ll follow you but first I must take Panagias icon.

RARRAU

RARRAU, RUNS OUT OF THE HOUSE TO THE STREET, DOWN THE ALLEYS. NOT LOOKING BACK, SHE FINALLY REACHES THE CEMETERY.                                                  
 (The camera runs with Rarrau)                              


CUT TO:

L.S.

SHE SPOTS A GRUESOME SCENE. SHE IS SHOCKED 

AROUND SIX (Ταγματαλητες) ARE NAILED UP AGAINST THE WALL DEAD.

RARRAU

P.O.V.

ZOOM IN.

(The camera zooms in). THEY ARE ALL DEAD. THEY HAVE BEEN SLAUGHTERED; THEY HAVE SCISSOR SLASHES ON THEIR CHESTS.

RARRAU

SHE TURNS AROUND AND RUNS HOME. 

SHE ENCOUNTERS A PEASANT NAILING HORNS ABOVE THE FRONT DOOR.

PEASANT

Fucking whores collaborators

RARRAU

SHE FORCES HER WAY IN SHUTS THE DOOR BEHIND HER

CUT TO:

DARK.

INTERIOR RARRAUS HOUSE.             

THE SHUTTERS ARE CLOSED. 

RARRAU RUNS UP TO HER MOTHER.  

Mother you must stay here. I must find Madame kanello maybe she can help us.

ASIMINA

SFX

POUNDING ON THE DOOR. 

No Rarrau we must stay here for a while. Don’t panic please everything will be all right.

CUT TO

M. KANELLO WALKING TO ASIMINAS HOUSE SHE ENCOUNTERS THE PEASANT.

MRS. KANELLO

HOLDING A LOAF OF BREAD ON ONE HAND AND THE OTHER HAND RESTING ON HER WAIST. 

What’s the matter big guy? Is that what we are good for, going after the poor people?   

You like harassing a defenseless woman and her little girl, shame on you. Why don’t you go find some real collaborator, some big whore? 

CUT TO:  

AN ARMY TRUCK PULLS UP THE ROAD.

TWO MEN JUMP OUT OF THE BACK AND RUN TO ASIMINA,S DOOR. 

ITERIOR 

ASIMINA AND RARRAU IN THE DARK.

SFX. POUNDING.

MAN

All right Asimina come on out we have to take you for a ride.

ASIMINA

HOLDING RARRAUS HANDS

Rarrau you’ve got to stay here and look after our house. I’ll be back I promise you.

RARRAU

TERRIFIED.

No mum don’t go out there they’ll kill you mum

SFX

DOOR POUNDING

ASIMINA

Don’t worry they wouldn’t. I’ll be back soon SHE WALKS OUT.

SHE CLIMBS RIGHT UP THE TRUCK ALL MOST EAGERLY.

THEY DRIVE AWAY

RARRAU

SHE RUNS TO THE DOOR WITH TEARS IN HER EYES.

Mum, mum, please don’t hurt my mother please!

CUT TO:

EXTERIOR

HOT SUNNY DAY.

THE CROWD HAS GATHERED IN TO WATCH ALL THE WOMEN COLLABORATORS PUBLIC HUMILIATION.

THE TRUCK IS JUST CRAWLING ALONG NOW, TOWARDS THE VILLAGE MAIN SQUARE. THE WOMEN IN THE BACK OF THE OPEN VEHICLE ARE HANGING ON TO EACH OTHER TO KEEP THEIR BALANCE.

RARRAU

NARRATIVE/ACTION

All the women’s hair was gone, cut off with sheep shears. Mother’s hair was sort too.  There she was, standing at the back of the truck. She was not even trying to hide. No she was not... She was just staring at the oblivion. Don’t know what.

The whole crowd was enjoying it, in fact, everybody was laughing and all the windows were full of on lookers.

TWO MEN WITH THEIR JACKETS JUST THROWN ON THEIR BACKS, RATTLING THEIR WORRY BEADS STEP OUT OF THE COFFEE SHOP TO STARE AT THE PASSING TRUCK. 

ANOTHER MAN IS MAKING NOISE WITH A HUGE COWBELL. SOME OTHERS ARE WAIVING THEIR FLAGS PATRIOTICALLY OVER THEIR HEADS.

RARRAU IS HANGING ON TO THE TRUCK WHEN A ROTTEN TOMATO HITS HER IN THE FACE. SHE FALLS DOWN AND RUNS TO CATCH UP.

ASIMINA

IS IN THE REAR OF THE TRUCK.

SOMEONE CLIMBS UP TO THE TRUCK AND HANGS A PAIR OF GOAT HORNS AROUND HER NECK.

RARRAU

FOLLOWING ALONG BEHIND IN SLOW MARCH STEP,

CUT TO.

TWO WOMEN AT A TABLE AS THE TRUCK WAS PASSING IN FROND OF ONE OF THE CAFÉS.

WOMAN

Waiter don’t trample the kid! Waiter!

                                                  WAITER

HE TAKES A PITCHER FROM THE WAITER’S TRADE AND RUNS TO THE TRUCK. SHE CLIMBS UP TO THE BACK, SHE HOLDS THE PITCHER UP SO HER MOTHER CAN DRINK, ASIMINA TAKES THE PITCHER BUT INSTEAD OF DRINKING, SHE MOISTENED HER FACE AND NECK DAINTILY TO WASH OFF THE EGG YOLKS.

CUT TO.

VIRTUOUS MAN

.

GRABS THE PITCHER AND SHOWERS THE CROWD WITH WATER.

PEOPLE ROAR WITH LAUGHTER AND SHOUTED, HURRAH, HURRAH.

SFX.

CHURCH BELLS CHIMING.

THE VIRTUOUS MAN STANDS BEHIND ASIMINA AND BREAKS ANOTHER EGG THAT DRIBBLES DOWN ON ASIMINA’S NECK.

CUT TO.

RARRAU

SHE IS GETTING A HOLD OF THE TRUCK AND TRYING TO CLIMB ABOARD.

SFX

PEOPLE ROARING/APPLAUSE.

THE VIRTUOUS MAN LEAPS TO THE GROUND.

RARRAU IS HAVING A SEIZURE.

SHOUTING AND APPLAUDING. Long live, my mother Asimina Meskaris, long lives my mother Asimina!

ASIMINA

SHE BEGINS TO CRY. A WET RUG SMASHES RIGHT ON HER EYES.

RARRAU

HANGING THERE IN THE BACK OF THE TRUCK, SHE TURNS TOWARDS THE CROWD AND BEGINS TO HOWL LIKE A DOG.

ASIMINA

GOES BERSERK AND STARTS TO SCREAM

WOMAN

Go home little girl, you are not suppose to look at this. It will scar you for life.

Don’t worry this is going to end soon. By the end of the day, everyone will be going home,

RARRAU

Grabs the pitcher from the waiter’s trade and runs to catch up. She scrambles up the side of the truck and she pours water over her mother.

CUT TO:

A VIRTUOUS MAN WITH A FLAG IN ONE HAND CLIMBS UP ON THE TRUCK AND BEGINS CRACKING ROTTEN EGGS ON THE HEADS OF THE WOMEN. EACH TIME HE BOWES HIS HEAD LIKE A LECTURER BEFORE HIS AUDIENCE.

MAN (A)

Hey, where did you get all these eggs? You been robbing chicken coops right?

THE CROWD BURSTS OUT LAUGHING.

SFX            

APPLAUSE.

MAN ( B)

Hurrah!(Zito!!)

THE DRIVER IS MOVING FASTER NOW. ASIMINA, IS STANDING THERE, BOLT UPRIGHT IN THE BACK. 

RARRAU

NARRATIVE.

That’s all I remember. Nothing more.

The people, deprived from a show or movie for so long, it seemed like an entertainment to them. 

In the end, they let the women free to go home in front of the church and we all went home. I remember how proudly I held my mums hand all the way home.

THEY BOIL SOME WATER ON THE HEATER AND THEN RARRAU WASHES HER MOTHER, LATER SHE PREPARED SOME HOT SOUP FOR HER. 

SFX

DOOR KNOCKING     

ASIMINA AND RARRAU JUMP IN THE SOUND OF IT.  

THEN ASIMINA RUNS OVER TO THE DOOR AND BLOCKS IT WITH HER BODY.                         

MAD. KANELLO

Asimina open up it’s me. Open up darling.

SFX.

KNOCK, KNOCK

SHE IS SOBBING. Asimina open up I tell you.

ASIMINA

SHE THROWS ALL HER WEIGHT AGAINST THE DOOR. FINALLY, 

M. KANELO

MADAME KANELLO AFTER KICKING THE DOOR OPEN SHE MANAGES TO BARGE IN.

… Brought you some chicken stew with potatoes. TEARS ARE RUNNING DOWN HER CHEEKS.

Maybe we had to become whores for a while Asimina but it was for a good moral reason.

RARRAU

NARRATIVE/ACTION  

INTERIOR.

THE FLAME OF CANDELABRA IS THE ONLY LIGHT IN THE ROOM. 

For four days mother didn’t open her mouth to say a word even when she was asked about food and such. At night, she would not sleep, I was worn out; I just dropped right off to sleep. I was worried about her every so often I would open my eyes and there she was right beside me staring at the ceiling.

DISOLVE.

One week went by but Mum continued to be silent.

M Kanello came over and tried to strike up a conversation, but nothing from mother. The eighth day M. Kanello pricks her on the arm with a safety pin, not a peep. 

Then father Dinos came over to say a prayer, free of charge, and then Doctor Manolaras came over holding a syringe, the needle pointing upwards, and before he even said hello he shot her in the arm and then he took his stethoscope out to examine her. 

DR. MANOLARAS

I just don’t understand, HE SLAPS ASIMINA ON HER FACE, BUT NO RESULT.

CUT TO.

A WOMAN DRESSED IN BLACK COMES TO ASIMINAS HOUSE.

WOMAN IN BLACK

I’m here to help you Asimina, Father Dinos wife send me over to cast this spell out of you, just one thing; don’t let the reverent know about this or he will beat the shit out of her if he finds out. SHE BEGINS TO SAY SOME WORDS WE HAVE NEVER HEARD BEFORE. MADAME KANELLO STARES AT W.B, AND THEN STARES AT RARRAU, FINALLY, REALIZING THAT NOTHING IS COMING OUT OF IT SHE STOPS.

Your Mother struck dump and that’s all there is to it. She seems to have suffered an attack of catalepsy, it’s impossible to say if she will ever recover. ( SHE PETS RARRAU IN THE BACK). You just have to accept it.

RARRAU

ON CAMERA.

And we accept it. Other than that, mother was perfectly normal, she even begun to smile.

FADE.

EXTERIOR DAYLIGHT.

AXTERIOR.

SILENT SCENE.

A COUPLE OF OLD STUFFED SUIT CASES WRAPPED WITH STRING IS ON THE PAVEMENT IN FRONT OF ASIMINAS HOUSE. MOTHER AND DAUGHTER WALK OUT. MRS. KANELLO AND THE TIRITOMBA’S HAVE COME TO SAY GOODBYE. TASSIS LOADS THE BAGGAGE AND SOME FURNITURE TO HIS PICKUP. HE ASSISTS ASIMINA TO CLIMB. ASIMINA IS WEARING A SCARF OVER HER HEAD NOT BLINKING AN EYE. RARRAU SITS NEXT TO THE DRIVERS SEAT. AS THEY DRIVE AWAY, LEAVING THE VILLAGE BEHIND, ASIMINA TOSSES HER HEAD, UNDOES HER HEADSCARF AND LETS IT FLY AWAY. HER HAIR IS BLOWING IN THE WIND.

FADE

POV.

THE TRUCK’S WIND SHIELD.

DRIVING TROUGH.

CUT TO:

RARRAU

ECU OF HER EYES FIXED ON THE ROAD SHE IS DAYDREAMING.

SLOW MOTION.

RARRAU AND ASSIMINA ARE IN A GREEN FIELD. A GENTLE BREEZE IS BLOWING FROM SOMEWHERE, BENDING THE GRASS TIPS. A FACTORY WITH A TALL SMOKESTACK IS VISIBLE IN THE DISTANCE. ASSIMINA STOPS AND SITS THERE IN THE GRASS HER EYES ARE GLASSY SHE IS LOOKING THERE IN THE DISTANCE THROUGH RARRAU AS IF SHE WAS NOT THERE. SUDDENLY, COLORED FEATHERS ARE SPROUTING ALL OVER HER BODY. A MAN HOLDING A NET POLE IS WALKING TOWARDS THEM.RARRAU FEELS THREATENED BUT SHE CANNOT MOVE.

SFX.

TRUCK BREAKS  

ASSIMINA

Stop here!

THERE ARE IN AN OPEN FIELD. THEY CLIMB DOWN. TASSIS POINTS A LITTLE STRUCTURE IN THE DISTANCE THAT LOOKS LIKE AN COUNTRY CHAPEL.

TASSIS.

That’s your block house. THEY HUG AND KISS.

RARRAU

V.O/ACTION

It was not the kind of place we have expected. What I was expecting was an uninhabited one-storey house more or less, maybe partially furnished but didn’t say a word. We unloaded our possessions and moved in.

RARRAU AND ASSIMINA ARE SWEEPING THE OUT THE BLOCKHOUSE. THEN THEY LAY A RAG MAT ON THE DOOR STEP.

FADE.

THE CRIPPLE.

TITLE CARD.

CUT TO:

A KID PUSHING A CRIPPLED MAN ON A WOODEN CART ON CASTERS. 

When a kid brought the cripple; we were in bad the just opened the door and came inside. We stared. He was a half-man, his legs were missing, cut off at the roots, and there he sat, bolt upright and top- heavy, like a statute of some dictator, on a hand- made wooden cart on four casters, two handles at the back for pushing and some rope for pulling. He was maybe forty with a muscular back and sinewy arms. He had lost his legs in the battle some three years ago. His arms had grown strong from pushing.

He looked like a wrestler. Every morning the kid would pick him up. First, he would lift him out of his cart, so he would do his business, then plop him back on and pull him out. He would tie the rope around his waist and pull him in the cart up the hill and down the road, where he begged for money or food.

Every three months or so, he would spend his money on a common street whore.

Shearing living quarters with us the two women was perfect for him. We were two frightened provincials, a mute mother and a skinny, plain, feeble-minded daughter of hers. Now things were beginning to look up for him. The first thing he did was to declare that the blockhouse belonged to him, but he would let us stay, and that we would settle the rent later he said. At some point, he tried to make a pass at my mother and me but after seeing how terrified we had become he told us to forget it.

RARRAU AND HER MOTHER ARE STINGING UP A WHITE SHEET TO USE AS A CURTAIN BETWEEN THEM.

THE BACK LIGHT TURNS THE DIVIDING SHEET INTO A THEATER OF SHADOWS AS ASSIMINA UNDRESSES BEHIND IT. THE CRIPPLED MAN OGLES AS RARRAU BRUSHES HER HAIR.

HE CONTINUES TO STARE AT THEM OVER THE DIM LIGHT OF THE LAMP MASTURBATING.

IN THEIR SLEEP RARRAU HAS EMBRACED HER MOTHER.

FADE.

CRIPPLE

INTERIOR.

THE CRIPPLED MAN IS ON THE DINNER TABLE EATING WITH EN EXTREME APPETITE, TAKING TO THE TWO WOMEN.

As the two of you know, I was here first and this place belongs to me. Of course, you are welcome to stay, here as for the rent we can figure something out that will be beneficiary to all of us. I am a businessperson. I’m in the begging business, so in exchange of rent, I want personal services. The older woman will be my cart pusher, and the girl will be my crier, to pass the cup. 

RARRAU

Look mister, we were placed here by the government and you better watch your self because we’ve got legs and you don’t. We will be happy to work with you in a partnership. You will show us the city and help my mother make her pension arrangements and I, I’m an actress and I need some advice on how to get a job in theater. Until then we will work together.

CRIPPLE

It’s a deal. We will set out at dawn. It will take us about two hours slogging to reach downtown Athens.

DISSOLVE.

ASIMINA IS HAULING THE CART, HARNESSED LIKE A DRAFT HORSE.

UNDER HER ARMPITS, SHE HAS PADS THAT RARRAU HAS MADE FOR HER OUT OF RAGS. BEHIND HOLDING THE CART HANDLES IS RARRAU.

HOLDING THE HANDLES ATOP THE CART SAT THE CRIPPLE LIKE A TOTEM POLE, SHOUTING AT THE WOMEN.

CRIPPLE

Hey, avoid the potholes. The bouncing is irritating my private parts.

AFTER TWO HOURS IN THE HARNESS, ASSIMINA VEERS TO THE SIDE OF THE ROAD TO CATCH HER BREATH. SHE TAKES A SIP OUT OF THE WATER BOTTLE.

FADE.

RARRAU

PUSHING THE CRIPPLES CART.

SINGING AND DANCING THE LINE.

‘Help the cripple, who gave his legs for his country’

CRIPPLE

You make me look like a jerk, dimwit stop acting like that or else.

RARRAU

Woo! What are you going to do about it little man are you going to get up and beat me? ‘Have mercy on the cripple soldier!’

CRIPPLE

ANGRY/LAUDER

O Kay if that’s the way you want it.

‘A drachma for the deaf-mute and her starving daughter.

RARRAU

INSULTED.

You’ve better stop that shit or I’ll dump you in the garbage can.   

ASSIMINA

REACTION

PASSER BY

ON A BICYCLE.

HE STOPS TO DROP HIS CONTRIBUTION.

Hey Miss can you just tell me, how does the couple here manages technically speaking, I mean to do it?
DISOLVE.                                             

                                                      .

RARRAU, ASSIMINA AND THE CRIPPLE HAVE STOPPED IN FRONT OF A THEATER. RARRAU IS READING THE POSTER. WHEN NOBODY IS LOOKING SHE REACHES INTO HER POCKET, PULLS OUT A STUB OF CHALK AND SCRAWLS HER NAME ON THE BOTTOM OF THE CREDITS.

‘And Mademoiselle Rarrau’

THEN SHE STEPS BACK TO ADMIRE HER NAME ON THE CREDITS.

THE CRIPPLE TAKES THE ADVANTAGE TO FEEL HER UP. HOWEVER, IT DIDN’T SEEM TO BOTHER HER. SHE JUST MOVED HIS HAND AWAY WITHOUT EVEN LOOKING AT HIM.

DISSOLVE

INTERUIOR/BLOCKHOUSE.

RARRAU/ASSIMINA AND THE CRIPPLE

ASSIMINA IS TAKING HER CLOTHES OFF WHEN THE CRIPPLE REACHES OUT HIS HAND TO FEEL HER. RARRAU SEES HIM, AND STEPS TO THE SIDE OF HIS CART TIPPING IT SIDEWAYS.

THEN SHE GRABS THE BRIDLE ROPE FROM THE CART AND LASHES HIS HAND WITH IT. THEN SHE WALKS OVER TO THE CORNER WHERE THE CRIPPLE HID HIS MONEY, AND RIGHT BEFORE HIS EYES, STARING RIGHT AT HIM, SHE TAKES HIS SAVINGS. SHE DRESSES HER MOTHER AND THE TWO OF THEM WALK OUT DESPITE THE CRIPPLES PROTEST.

CUT TO:

RARRAU & ASSIMINA

DOWNTOWN ATHENS.

MOTHER AND DAUGHTER ARE SIDE SEEING.

RARRAU TREATS HER MOTHER TO A FRENCH PASTRY. WHILE AT THE PASTRY SHOP, THEY NIP DOWN TO THE TOILETS TO PRIMP THEMSELVES LIKE HUMAN BEINGS FOR A CHANGE.

ASSIMINA DOES NOT WANT TO GO. RARRAU HAS, PRACTICALLY FORCE HER TO GO IN.

Don’t worry Mom we are customers here.

CUT TO:

INTERIOR

SHOE STORE.

ASSIMINA IS TRYING ON A PAIR OF SHOES.

RARRAU BUYS HER THE SHOES.

CUT TO:

AT A GENERAL STORE.

RARRAU IS PAYING FOR A BUTCHERS KNIFE AND A DOG CHAIN.

CUT TO:

INTERIOR/BLOCKHOUSE.

WHEN MOTHER AND DAUGHTER WALK IN THEY FIND THE CRIPPLE LYING ON THE FLOOR IN A PUDDLE OF PISS EXACTLY WERE THEY HAVE LEFT HIM. THEY CLEAN HIM UP PUT HIM ON THE BEAD AND PREPARED HIM A MEAL.

RARRAU

RARRAU TAKES THE PLATE TO THE CRIPPLE.

I want you to know that I have spent all your money, every drachma. I do not want you ever harassing or touching my mother ever again. Keep in mind that I bought me a knife (she shows the knife) and a bag of cement for you. If you ever bother my mother, I will use it to cement you down and cut your throat with this. SHE POINTS THE KNIFE AT HIM. You need us. Just show us some respect.

THE TWO WOMEN ARE PULLING THE CRIPPLE UP A HILL. ASSIMINA HAS WRAPPED THE ROPE AROUND HER CHEST, LUNGED INTO THE HARNESS AND TOWING THE CRIPPLE ALONG.

RARRAU

You have put on weight thanks to all the good treatment; you weigh a ton half man!

CUT TO:

INTERIOR/BLOCKHOUSE.

RARRAU IS MASSAGING HER MOTHERS SHOULDERS AND SHE RUBS AT THE ROPE BURNS ON HER ARMS.

From that day on the cripple treated us respectfully. Still every night before bead time I would lock one end of the chain around the legless man’s wrist and the other to their bead. This way we could sleep peacefully. There was noting he could do. He couldn’t go to the Police because he wasn’t even a war amputee he had lost his legs in an accident while fishing with dynamite, and he didn’t have a begging permit.

He never touched us again

FADE.

RARRAU

V.O./ACTION.

RARRAU PERFORMS A NUMBER BEFORE SHE BRINGS OUT THE CUP.

Later on, I begun my career in theater, I came to know almost every little town in Greece, traveling with theatrical companies. It became easy for me to get gigs because I have worked for half the money and I would run errands for the Impresario.

As things began getting on our side, I bought my own apartment and got better jobs.

I’ve realized that my begging days with the cripple had really helped me develop confidence, the inner strength, I needed to face the audience, and more important, I’ve learned not to let people intimidate me, not to fell ashamed of my background.

My performance really picked up when the cripple bought a radio, a transistor radio that could fit in his hand and run on batteries. I would do dancing numbers while begging. I began to enjoy it. 

FADE.

TITLE CARD.

JULY DREAM.

INTERIOR/BLOCKHOUSE.

ASSIMINA IS IN BEAD ASLEEP.

RARRAU IS LICKING ON A N ICE-CREAM CONE AND SMOCKING A CIGARETTE AT THE SAME TIME, WITH HER BACK AGAINST THE WALL. 

THE SUMMER HEAT IS MAKING HER TIRED. BEFORE HER EYES CLOSE, SHE LOOKS AT THE CRIPPLE SITTING THERE PLUMP AND SLEEK WEARING A PAIR OF SUNGLASSES, SWEATING IN THE HEAT OF THE SUN. SHE FALLS ASLEEP.

SHE IS DREAMING IT IS THE CRIPPLES FUNERAL. THE CRIPPLE IS LYING ON A WOODEN PALLET WITH CANDLES BURNING ON EACH CORNER HE HAS A SUIT AND TIE ON AND ON HIS HEAD LAYS A WEDDING WREATH

AND HE IS WHOLE, HIS LEGS JOINED TO HIS BODY, PATENT LEATHER SHOES ON HIS FEET. A GIPSY MAN WITH HIS DANCING BEAR STAND NEXT TO HIM THE BEAR IS STANDING ON HIS HIND LEGS SWINGING BACK AND FORTH. JUST A FEW STEPS BEHIND THE BEAR, STANDING IS ASSIMINA. THE PSALM ENDS, THE GIPSY MAKES THE SIGN OF THE CROSS OVER THE DEAD BODY.

GIPSY

Ashes to ashes, dust to dust HE LEANS TO WRITE THE CRIPPLES NAME ON THE CROSS. HOWEVER, HE DOES NOT KNOW HIS NAME. ASSIMINA STANDS UP.

ASSIMINA

Just a minute

(She is talking!)

ASSIMINA REACHES TO THE CASKET AND PULLS THE MAN’S SHOES.

THE LOWER PART OF HIS BODY SNAPS OFF AND FALLS TO THE GROUND; HIS LEGS ARE MEDE OF WOOD.

ASSIMINA

He wanted these legs so bad, TURNING TO THE BEAR I had to rent them I’ve paid 2000 drachmas. SHE HOISTS THE WOODEN LEGS ON HER SHOULDER. AT THE FAR END OF THE STREET, A FIRE IS BURNING RIGHT IN THE MIDDLE OF THE ROAD. NOW, THE THREE OF THEM ARE BACK TOGETHER

ASSIMINA TAKES HER WATER BOTTLE OUT FOR A DRINK BUT THE BOTTLE IS EMPTY. SUDDENLY SHE STIFFENS AND HER EYES ROLL BACK IN THEIR SOCKETS AND SHE COLLAPSES.

RARRAU

FANS HER MOTHER AND SLAPS HER ON THE FACE.

THE CRIPPLE WHEELS HIS CART OVER, PULLS HER BY THE SKIRT, AND HANDS HER A BOTTLE.

CRIPPLE

Drink!

RARRAU

SHE STARES AT HIM What’s that?

CRIPPLE

Elixir. Take some

RARRAU

What is it?

CRIPPLE

How should I know, It’s medicine.

RARRAU

Shakes the bottle; let’s give her some instead of water. SHE TAKES THE STOPPER AND TRIES TO OPEN HER MOTHERS MOUTH; NOTHING, HER TEETH ARE CLENCHED TIGHT. THEREFORE, SHE STAFFS THE NECK OF THE BOTTLE INTO THE SIDE OF HER MOUTH, HER MOTHER STARTS CHOCKING. RARRAU TAKES A SIP OF THE ELIXIR

CRIPPLE

Give me some!

RARRAU

SHE HANDS HIM THE BOTTLE HE TAKES A MOUTHFUL.

Bitter. Let’s get out of here.

RARRAU

How can we pass no-legs, it’s impossible.

CRIPPLE

HE PICKS UP A STONE AND THROWS IT AT HER

‘I told you never call me no-legs. HE PICKS UP ANOTHER STONE AND HITS ASSIMINA THIS TIME. 

RARRAU

SHE TAKES THE ROPE AND LASHES THE CRIPPLE WITH IT. HE IS TRYING TO PROTECT HIMSELF BY GRABBING IT.

‘I told you not to bother my Mother ever again! SHE PUSHES THE CART WITH HER FOOT DOWN THE HILL. THE CART STARTS TO MOVE, PICKS UP SPEED, RUNS INTO A WALL, AND STOPS.

RARRAU

How did you like that? Want some more? 

THE CRIPPLE SAYS NOTHING; ASSIMINA IS WAITING FURTHER DOWN THE ROAD. RARRAU GRABS THE HANDLES OF THE CART AND OFF THE MOVE AGAIN. ASSIMINA IS WAITING FOR THEM STANDING IN THE MIDDLE OF THE ROAD STARING AT THE OBLIVION. THE GIPSY WITH THE DANCING BEAR GIVES THEM WATER. RARRAU STANDS IN FRONT OF THE BEAR.

BEAR

You are a little under-age whore, bedraggled and miserable. Business stinks, even the Allies can’t stand the heat, but you are good hearted and high- spirited.

RARRAU

STANDS IN FRONT OF THE BEAR TRYING TO CATCH ITS EYE, TO MAKE HER GET UP AND DANCE FINALLY SHE ENDS UP DANCING BY HER SELF

THE GIPSY BANGS ON THE TAMBOURINE..

RARRAU SPREADS HER LEGS APART LIKE SHE WAS PISSING AND THE BEAR JUST SITS THERE CLUMSILY. 

RARRAU SNAPS AWAKE.               

OUT SIDE THE BLOCKHOUSE ON A HOT SUNNY DAY AFTERNOON. THE CRIPPLE MAN IS WEARING SUNGLASSES AND HE IS GAZING OFF INTO THE DISTANCE TOWARDS THE CITY CAPITAL.

HE IS DREAMING.

HE IS UPRIGHT IN HIS CART WITH A SUIT JACKET AND A TIE ON, FLOATING IN THE MIDDLE OF THE OCEAN WHEN SUDDENLY AN OCEAN LINER IS COMING DOWN ON HIM LIKE AN INVADING ARMY. HE SNAPS AWAKE.

Assimina! Assimina! Come out here.

ASSIMINA COMES OUT.

Do you see this empty land? (He points his hand) This will be part of the city in no time. More and more and more people will be moving to Athens to find a life. There will be shops here markets and customers, lots of them. In addition, us, our begging business will be booming. We would not have to move for money they would come right here to our doorstep. Listen to me Assimina, I know what I’m talking about.

Assimina is very hot she slides down with her back against the wall.

FADE

BACK LIT (SILHOUETTES SHOT)

A LONG SHOT OF THE THREESOME IN THE DISTANCE. ASSIMINA PULLING THE CART THE CRIPPLE ON HIS CART IN THE MIDDLE AND RARRAU BEHIND.

RARRAU

I want to put my mother in the cart. She is not feeling well.

CRIPPLE

Are you nuts? There is no room; the cart can’t take the weigh!

You want to wreck it. Is that it? Besides, you are not going to be able to tow us both,

Don’t you understand? 

RARRAU

Yes I can, I can do it. You watch me.

CRIPPLE

We are taking a short cut(Points to another direction)

Only, it will be tougher climbing the hill, and you are worn out; can you do it?

RARRAU Don’t worry about me, I can do it.

MEDIUM THREE SHOT

THEY TURN AROUND. RARRAU WITH THE ROPE WRAPPED AROUND HER BREAST. ASSIMINA IS ASH WHITE; EVERY SO OFTEN, SHE TAKES A SWIG OF WATER FROM HER BOTTLE. IN FRONT OF THEM LAY A HILL.

ASSIMINA IS TRUDGING UP THE SLOPE BENT FORWARD, AS IF SHE IS WALKING IN TO THE WIND. THE INCLINE IS STEEPER NOW, BUT THEY ARE ALL MOST HOME.

CRIPPLE

See what I mean, how much quicker it is this way? Sure, you get a bit tired but we will get there faster and Assimina can lie down. Have her take the rest of that medicine.

RARRAU

 SILENT

SHE IS GASPING.

CRIPPLE

You sound like a donkey in heat.

RARRAU

INSTEAD OF ANSWERING, SHE PULLS THE CART ALONG FASTER. HER BREATH SOUNDS LIKE BRAYING, SHE CAN HEAR IT HERSELF.

V.O./ACTION

It sounds funny. Just imagine what my audience would think if they saw me like this.

Like a donkey in heat.

CRIPPLE

Courage partner, we are all most there. You are tough as nails Rarrau!

RARRAU

SHE WANTS TO RESPOND, BUT SHE DOES NOT HAVE THE ENERGY HER KNEES START TO WOBBLE. SHE STOPS; SHE DOES NOT WANT TO FALL.

Mother set the socks under the wheels so the cart doesn’t roll down the hill.

CRIPPLE Take your time partner; take a breather.

RARRAU

I don’t need a rest, SHE PLEADS, AS IF SHE WAS AFRAID THAT SHE WOULD LOOSE THE RACE. SHE JUMPS ACROSS THE DRAINAGE DITCH, SLICES OFF A MULBERRY BRANCH WITH HER POCKET KNIFE, COMES BACK, HANDS IT TO THE CRIPPLE AND WRAPS THE ROPE AROUND HER AGAIN.

Here take the whip.

CRIPPLE

What for?        

RARRAU

Take it, help me 

SHE LEAPS FORWARD. HOWEVER, SHE CAN’T GO ON; HER KNEES ARE ABOUT TO DESERT HER.

CRIPPLE

Come on Rarrau, you flea-bitten nag you, go for it. We’re all most there.

RARRAU

SHE IS READY TO BLACK OUT.

Whip me! If you see me falling, whip me hard! SHE THROWS HER SELF FORWARD WITH A FRESH SURGE OF ENTHUSIASM.

CRIPPLE

HE FLICKS THE SWITCH THROUGH THE AIR SHOUTING, Giddy up, giddy up!  SFX.(Sexual scene)

RARRAUS KNEES DESERT HER THE CRIPPLE BRINGS THE WHIP DOWN ON HER BACK SHOUTING WITH ELATION, Rarrau struggles forward groaning.

RARRAU

Whip me, whip me hard!

CRIPPLE

HE TAKES SOME CONFETTI AND SPRINKLES RARRAU WITH IT.

ASSIMINA TRIES TO SHAKE IT LOOSE BUT RARRAU SHOVES HER ASIDE.

RARRAU

I’m a star, nothing can stop me now.

CRIPPLE

HE CONTINUES TO WHIP HER ACROSS THE BACK, PELTING HER WITH CONFETTI.

WHEN THEY REACHED THE TOP OF THE HILL, ASSIMINA TRIES TO RUN AHEAD. RARRAU STARING IN THE DISTANCE TOWARDS THE BLOCKHOUSE SHE HOLDS HER MOTHER BACK. THEY STROLLED ALONG AT A NORMAL PACE.

RARRAU

POV.

SFX/NO SOUND.

TWO BULLDOZERS ARE CRAWLING TOWARDS THE BLOCKHOUSE.

We are not going any farther. IN ADDITION, THEY WATCHED THE BULLDOZERS HEADING FOR THE BLOCKHOUSE. THE BULLDOZERS HIT THE BLOCKHOUSE STOP FOR AN INSTANT THEN BACK UP BEFORE TEARING IT DOWN. RARRAU HOLDS HER MOTHERS HAND.

THE FIRST BULLDOZER DRIVES BY, THE OTHER DRIVER STOPS HIS BULLDOZER NEXT TO THEM AND THE DRIVER SHOUTS FROM THE WINDOW.

                                               BULLDOZER DRIVER

Anybody live here?

                                           RARRAU

Not that I know of.

                                                       ASSIMINA

NODS HER HEAD AS IF TO SAY YES, THAT’S RIGHT.                                               

BULLDOZER DRIVER

We got orders from the Municipality to tear it down! I could have sworn I heard voices. HE SAYS DRIVING AWAY.

CUT TO:

SOME STRAY DOGS SNIFFING AROUND THE FLAT SPOT THE BULLDOZERS LEFT BEHIND.

CUT TO:

THE CRIPPLES TRANSISTOR RADIO; ITS ANTENNA EXTENDED

PLAYING, “THE NATIONAL ANTHEM”.

FADE.

RAARAU/MATESIS

INTERIOR.

MATESIS OFFICE.

V.O/ACTION

And generally speaking, there is only one think that concerns me now that my mother is gone and all. I keep seeing my past life in a TV set right in frond of my eyes. They come and they go away, maybe I’m daydreaming or something, I’m not sure.Take the funeral scene for instance. I dream that I’m in the fish market, at the crack of dawn, why I’m I going to such place I haven’t the faintest idea, but it’s six o’clock in the morning and it’s raining. It’s cloudy and you can’t even see the Acropolis from the fish market. The Acropolis was always in my dreams, ever sense I was a little girl back in Deviljohns Bridge. SHE TAKES A (None existing) CIGARETTE OUT OF HER PURSE LIGHTS IT(With a none existing lighter) UP AND PUFFS OUT SMOKE.

Now I’m an adult and I never had the chance to climb up to the top. Any way the fish market is empty, nothing moving, like a still black and white photograph, not a customer in sight. What’s got in to me, coming out at this hour of the morning, fortunately the panhandlers haven’t showed up yet.

Just at that moment, a funeral procession comes through a neoclassical archway. The four pallbearers are women prostitutes. There are dressed to kill with many necklaces flashy earrings, wearing eyeglasses and lots of makeup, smocking cigarettes. The four are carrying a wide board high above their heads, an open casket, lots of confetti is coming down from the top; not a voice, not a sound.

The dead woman is invisible completely covered she too is a prostitute. The woman is my mother. They are taking her away for burial. However, there is something missing from the picture… That is it, there is no clergyman around, and instead of mourning relatives, and there is a dancing bear, showering the casket with confetti and next to the bear stands another young prostitute like an apprentice. She is the bear’s servant and stares at it with admiration, but she walks along stiffly, like an aged woman.                                                                They march past me without a greeting without a glance. Maybe they don’t even see me. Then they vanish in to the fish market. Meanwhile, I’m standing there, holding a tambourine in my hand. I’m not allowed to follow along behind. The funeral ventures out across the sea surface. It’s calm, motionless sea of dreams. I lower my eyes with respect and there I see beneath the surface of the water swimming, a blue corpse of a woman, staring at me with boundless blue eyes. Now the blue corpse is blue as if is made out of cardboard. I lift my head, walk out over the sea surface and unlock the door to my apartment. What was I doing in the fish market so early in the morning anyhow? Got out of there before the pan handlers showed up.

SFX

DOOR KNOCKING.

RARRAU

INTERIOR THEATER CABIN.

SHE OPENS THE DOOR.

MITZI

LAUGHING.

Rarrau there is an admirer of yours waiting outside, hurry up, you’re in luck, and it’s about time.

RARRAU What’s his name?

MITZI

Don’t know, he’ll be waiting outside, he looks harmless. And old country yokel’.

RARRAU

SHE TAKES HER SWEET TIME LOOKING IN THE MIRROR COMBING HER HAIR, SHE TAKES OFF HER MAKEUP AND SHE WALKS OUT TO THE STAGE. NOT A SOUL. Fat face is putting me on! JUST THEN AN OLD MAN STEPS OUT FROM BEHIND THE CURTAIN. HE IS WEARING A LONG GABARDINE AND A HAT.

DIOMEDES

Rarrau is that you?

RARRAU

STARTLED.

SHE TAKES A GOOD LOOK AT HIM.

Daddy?

DIOMEDES

I’ve been following you for a long time. I heard you were in show business, saw some photos of you out side a coffee shop, and how is your mother.

RARRAU

She died a year before last

DIOMEDES

And your brother?

RARRAU

I’ve lost track of him long time ago.

DIOMEDES

I’ve heard about you in Arta, years ago, saw your photos always wanted to come and see you. However, I kept putting it off, waiting for something to turn up. Finally, I had some business to do here in Athens, so I decided to come and see you; get to know you.

CUT TO.

RARRAU AND HER FATHER ARE HAVING A DRINK AT A LOCAL TAVERN.

DIOMEDES So your mother is dead.

RARRAU

SHE TAKES A DRINK. NODS

I could never stand that woman, may she rest in peace.

I was up there fighting the Italians for two and a half months, one night I said to my self, what I’m I doing here, what I’m I fighting for? Who’s country, what did my country ever do for me? So, I decided to turn back. I play dead during an attack. They took me for dead. Afterwards I got up and walked away. No one said a thing. They had a war to fight they didn’t worry about me. I walked for days and nights until I came in to a tiny village not far from Arta to get me some rest, so this widow gives me work and before too long she asks me to marry her. I thought it over real hard, what’s the point of going back I said to my self to go back washing tripe?

So I told the widow, Yes. He had two kids together, and changed my name. I’m Arnokouris Diomedes from Saint. Sarande, Greek from Albania, Had a good life. I’m still alive. BREATHS WITH A SIGH OF RELIEF.

RARRAU

Daddy, in the end everything turned out okay for all of us.

I have a good life here in Athens. Is there something I can do for you?

DIOMEDES

CHEWING HIS FOOD.

Nothing, Rarrau my child, I was just curious, that’s all I only wanted to see you. 

RARRAU

V.O/ACTION TWO SHOT

RARRAU/DIOMEDES AT THE TAVERN.

The father I’ve known was a twenty-five year old leaving for the war with twenty drachma coin in his name, the father who made me feel good when I saw him naked as he changed his clothes, however this man here meant nothing to me. I didn’t feel any warmth for him. He was a stranger.

Therefore, I told him so. He gave me his word that he was going to stay out of my life. We said goodnight and he was gone. Never saw him again.

DIOMEDES

HE IS PAYING THE WAITER.

You are right Rarrau. We are all getting on fine.

RARRAU

NARRATIVE/ACTION 

EXTERIOR, NIGHT TIME.                                                        

SHE IS WALKING HOME.

AS SHE IS PASSING AN APARTMENT BUILDING, SHE SPOTS A FAMILY IN THE BASEMENT THE LIGHTS ARE ON THE WINDOWS OPEN.

THEY LOOK HAPPY AND CONTENTED; A DROOLING BABY, A DADDY WITH STRIPPED PAJAMAS (one of the buttons is missing) AND A YOUNG MOTHER WEARING AN APRON.

THEY ARE SO HAPPY.

They are so happy it makes me furious. I come by here all the time I like to see them so I can get angry and mad. Maybe I can think of some way to ruin that mindless pleasure of theirs, maybe I could get some gas; I could throw it down there, light a match and burn them, because mindless pleasure is not be allowed. Never did get around to it; the fire, I mean. I’ll leave it for later, to have something to look forward to.

CUT TO:

                                               ASSIMINA

BLACK SCREEN.

SFX.

Rarrau!

CUT TO;

INTERIOR.RARRAU’S APARTMENT SCENE.

ASSIMINA ON HER DEATH DEAD CALLING HER DAUGHTER.

RARRAU

SHE RUNS TO THE BEDROOM.

Mother you spoke, your voice is back! 

                                                 ASSIMINA

Rarrau come close to me my child.

                                                 RARRAU

SHE WALKS NEXT TO HER MOTHER.

Mom your voice came back! 

ASSIMINA

Come close to me. I’m going to die. I never really lost my voice. I just didn’t want it any more. From back then! SHE IS CRYING.

Yesterday, while you were out, something happened to me, something very serious. I didn’t call for help; but I know if it comes back, I’m going to die, or loose my mind.

Come close, I want to give you my blessing; and to say thank you, thank you for everything you have done for your mother and thank you for not getting married.

SHE CARESSES RARRAU AND THEN SHE DRIFTS OFF.

RARRAU

Mum! All these years you could talk and you chose not to!

ASSIMINA

SHE OPENS HER EYES AND STARES AT RARRAU.

What for? It wasn’t worth it.

RARRAU

Do you want something mom, water or anything? Shall I call a doctor?

ASSIMINA

No. What I want is something special. When I die, I want you to bury me here. Do not send me back to the village. I want my own grave here in the capital. I don’t know how you are going to do it, but you must.

RARRAU

It’s bought and played for Mother. It’s a twin spacer and it’s ours for eternity Mother, so don’t worry about it.

ASSIMINA

I’ve never asked you for anything. Not even my bones don’t let them take me back.

SHE FELT SILENT.

CUT TO THE SCENE AT THE GRAVEYARD IN THE BEGINNING OF THE SCRIPT. RARRAU IS STANDING IN FRONT OF HER MOTHERS GRAVE.

SHE LOOKS UP AT THE SKY SMILING.

POV RARRAU.

SOME WHITE CLOUDS ARE MOVING IN THE SKY.

CUT TO:

ECU. RARRAU.

V.O.

The sky is alive, a living beast; never could figure it out before, seeing the blue beast that devours the day. SUDDENLY A CHICKEN FLIES OVER HER (slow motion) AND SLOWLY DISAPPEARS IN TO THE BLUE SKY                                                             

                                                       THE END.            
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