Pumpkin Love

EXT. PUMPKIN PATCH—DAY

TITLE CARD: 6:58 AM

WALTER ROCHESTER III, 16, elegantly strides across the pumpkin patch.  He wears brown corduroy pants, a fancy, yellow, button down shirt, a green and white floral tie, and a maroon velvet jacket.

His hair is swept over and gelled down, stuck to his scalp.  Other than this he looks relatively normal.  He holds a clipboard and occasionally jots down notes as he surveys the different pumpkins.

His notes are all written in an extremely elegant calligraphy.  They say things like: “Pumpkin G-2:Too fat.”, “Pumpkin F-6:Lopsided.”, “Pumpkin L-6: Perfect, please add to purchase.” Etc.
He continues to take notes on the pumpkins, as he approaches the little hut where they are weighed and bought.

He arrives at the hut which is staffed by STEVE.  Steve is lazily sitting in a fold out chair, with one iPod headphone in his ear, the other dangling down his “It’s Miller Time!” T-shirt.  

Walter rips the note sheet from his clipboard, and looks down at Steve’s name tag.





WALTER



Hello there . . . Steve.

Steve looks up.





STEVE



Yeah?

Walter hands him his list.





WALTER


I’ve compiled a list of the Pumpkins 

That I wish to purchase as well as 
A few pumpkins that I think may need- 

Walter smiles tightly and waves his head from side to side as if mulling over his next word.





WALTER



Attention.

Steve looks at Walter, unhappy, and then down at the sheet, slowly.  A beat.




STEVE



Pumpkin A-1?

Walter perks up, happy to explain.





WALTER



Ah!  I devised a system allowing 

me to label the pumpkins.  I 

simply divided the patch into rows, 

the letters you see; and columns, 

the numbers.

Steve looks up, annoyed.  Walter mistakes his annoyance with confusion.





WALTER



It’s like . . . battleship.

Steve still looks at him annoyed.  Walter shifts uncomfortably.





WALTER



The ones I would like you to fetch 

for me are marked with a star . . .

Steve sighs and gets up.  Walter waits patiently.  Steve slowly pulls a wheel barrel across the yard getting each individual pumpkin Walter pointed out.  There are quite a few.
Walter fidgets, straightens his tie, and smoothes out the wrinkles in his coat.

EXT. WALTER’S HOUSE—DAY

TITLE CARD: 7:52 AM

Walter pulls up in an old green Saab.  Through the windows we can see the car is filled with pumpkins.

AMELIA, 15, looks through an upstairs window in the house neighboring Walters.  She sees him and excitedly exits the window, coming out the front door of the house a little later.  
She runs up to Walter who is unloading the pumpkins from his car. Walter sees her, stands up tall straightens his tie and smoothes the wrinkles out of his coat.  He holds his hand out for her to shake.





WALTER



Hello Amelia.

Amelia curtesy’s.  Walter awkwardly puts his hand, which was waiting for a shake, into his jacket pocket.





AMELIA



Hello Walter.

Walter continues to unload the pumpkins onto his front stoop.  Amelia walks beside him. She wears an “extravagant” dress that a six year old might think beautiful, and it does have it’s own unique, naïve beauty to it.  She also wears a white bow on her head.




AMELIA



Golly that sure is a lot of 

pumpkins.





WALTER



I suppose so.





AMELIA



What do you have all those pumpkins 

for?

Walter stops and stares at Amelia.





WALTER



If you don’t mind my saying so, 

Amelia, you’re being-
Walter fixes his tie quickly.




WALTER



-A bit intrusive.

Amelia looks down at her clear plastic “Glass” slippers.





AMELIA



I’m sorry.

Walter smoothes the wrinkles out from his jacket.





WALTER


It’s fine.

Walter starts unloading again.  Amelia continues to follow him in silence.
INT. WALTER’S HOUSE—NIGHT

TITLE CARD: 10:22 AM

Walter sit’s at his kitchen table carving pumpkins.  He wears safety goggles.  Half of the large table is covered in eight uncarved pumpkins.  The other half has three carved pumpkins.  They are carved in Walters very elegant Calligraphy, and each has its own letter: “H” “O” “M”.
Walter is currently working on what looks to be an “E”.  Suddenly, the pumpkin knife slips swiftly through the pumpkin and nips Walters finger, which starts to bleed.

Panic spreads across Walters face.





WALTER


Mother!  Mother!

Walter, gets up, frantic, holding his finger.





WALTER


Excuse me, mother!





STACY (O.S.)



What?!





WALTER


I‘ve, um, well, I’ve cut myself!

STACY, Walters mom, 44, sighs loudly and comes into the room.  She is a large contrast to Walter, being much more hip, fashionable, and, well, “normal”. Walter scurries towards her as she turns on the sink.  He puts his finger under it as she opens a drawer and pulls out a first aid kit.




STACY



What’s with all the pumpkins?

Walter just stares at her pleadingly, frantically.  She rolls her eyes and pulls a band-aid and an alcohol swab from the kit.

She walks over to him, pulls his hand out from the running water, swabs it, and then applies the band-aid.  Walter shifts back into being his normal, all-together self.

He straightens his tie and smoothes the wrinkles out from his coat. 





WALTER



Thank you mother.

She smiles at his formality and gives him a quick hug which he awkwardly takes, arms refusing to leave his sides.  He then returns to his seat in front of his pumpkin.  Stacy leans against the table.




STACY



So why all the pumpkins Walt?





WALTER



Yes.  Well, um, I plan to use 

them to ask someone to homecoming.

Stacy is interested, and pulls out a seat next to him.





STACY


Who?!





WALTER



Ah, well, hmm.  Her name is 

Katie, and I suppose she is 

the object of my hearts desire.
Stacy rolls her eyes and grins.





STACY



 . . . Walter . . .
She looks at him, almost pleadingly.





WALTER



Yes?





STACY



I’ve never even heard of 

this girl.  And Amelia-

Walter looks at her like she just suggested he ask her to homecoming.




WALTER



Don’t be ridiculous!





STACY



You know she really likes you.





WALTER



Mother, please, I’m trying to work.  
Katie is the object of my hearts 
desire, Amelia’s just, well, she’s 
just a nice girl.
They stare at each other.  Walter turns back to his Pumpkin and begins finishing the “E”.  She stares slightly sadly at him for a moment as he works, then stands up and scruffs his hair.





STACY



Good luck.

Walter frowns and re-flattens his hair as she exits.

TITLE CARD: 12:03 PM

Amelia looks in through the kitchen window at Walter, who is working on the “I” in homecoming. 

She knocks.  Walter looks up.  She waves. Walter gives a quick polite hand flip wave.  Amelia beams, Walter turns back to his pumpkin.  Amelia disappears from the window.

In the front hall of Walters house, the door opens a crack and Amelia pokes her head in.

AMELIA



Hello?





WALTER (O.S.)



Hello Amelia.

She smiles and enters, closing the door behind her.

She enters the kitchen and see’s Walter and all the pumpkins.





AMELIA



Ooh!  These look just wonderful 

Walter.  H-O-M . . .
She looks at them, as if figuring out their meaning in her head.





AMELIA



Home-com . . .Homecoming?  
Amelia smiles hopefully, than looks worried.





AMELIA


Oh!  I’m so sorry!  Was this 

supposed to be a surprise?

She looks hopeful.  Walter looks up at her confused.





WALTER



Surprise?  No.  Well, not for 

you.

Amelia looks crushed as it dawns on her.  She shakes this sorrow off for a sense of determination.




AMELIA



Oh.  Well, she’s a lucky girl.





WALTER



Au Contraire, Amelia.  I am the 

lucky one.

Amelia smiles sweetly, then notices a huge tub with all the pumpkin guts in it.  She gets and idea.
AMELIA



If you’d like, I could throw 

away these Pumpkin innards for you.



WALTER

That’s quite alright Amelia, I’ll 

handle it later.

Amelia is already struggling over it.





AMELIA



I insist.

She lifts it and moves to exit.  Walter looks up.





WALTER



It’s okay-

Amelia is out the door already.  Walter shrugs and continues to work, poking his tongue out the corner of his mouth in a studious manner.

EXT. KATIE’S HOUSE—NIGHT

TITLE CARD: 12:07 AM

Walter’s green Saab pulls up in front of Katie’s house.  He begins unloading all the pumpkins, then carefully puts a candle in each one, carefully lighting each candle.  The last pumpkin has a note pinned to it.  On the front is Walters recognizable elegant calligraphy, it say’s: “Katie”.

Walter surveys his handiwork, smiles, straightens his tie, smoothes the wrinkles from his coat, and runs up to the house, rings the doorbell, runs back to his car, and speeds away as lights come on in the house.

INT. WALTER’S HOUSE—NIGHT

TITLE CARD: 12:30 AM

Walter rushes into the house, and sit in a comfortable chair, eagerly by the phone in the living room.

TITLE CARD: 7:00 AM

Walter wakes up in the chair.  He realizes why he fell asleep in the chair and quickly checks the phone for messages.  No such luck.  He gets up, straightens his tie, smoothes the wrinkles out of his coat, and exits excitedly.

EXT. KATIES HOUSE—DAY

TITLE CARD: 7:28 AM

Walter pulls up in his green Saab, sipping a chocolate milk carton.  In front of Katie’s house is a horrible sight.  Every one of the pumpkins he worked so hard on has been smashed to a pulp except two letters: “N”, and “O”.  The wonderful letter has been ripped to shreds and is spread out across the yard.
Walter stares at it a moment, as the sadness creeps across his face.  He lets it mull there for a bit, and then it turns to anger.  

He turns the volume way up on the oldies channel, and speeds away, chucking his milk carton from the window.

A few second later he stops, reverses a bit, gets out of the car, picks up the milk carton, straightens his tie, smoothes the wrinkles out of his coat, and returns to the Saab, finally pulling away.

EXT. WALTER’S HOUSE—DAY

TITLE CARD: 8:01 AM

Walter pulls up, music still blasting through the closed windows.  He parks angrily, and the music goes off.  He steps out of the car slamming the door behind him.

He angrily walks up the path to his house, and goes up the stairs.  At the foot of the door, he notices the huge tub he had thrown all the pumpkin guts into.  It is now filled with little bags of pumpkin seeds, individually wrapped in cellophane, and labeled with their specific seasoning in wonderfully happy bubble lettering.

He is still angry though, and knocks the tub over, spilling the bags down the front steps. He notices a note, with his name written on it in bubble lettering.  He sighs and picks it up.

The letter is written all in the bubble letters, it is read in a voice over by its author:




AMELIA (V.O.)



Walter, I think it’s a shame 
when people ignore what’s right 
in front of them.  Sure, the 
pumpkin is pretty and orange and, 
after your skilled hand worked on 
it, ornate; but that doesn’t make 
it right to just throw away what’s 
inside the pumpkin.  So I decided 

I’d help you see the lovely inside 

of the pumpkin, by just giving you 

a little taste.  Enjoy! Amelia.
Walter looks up from his note at Amelia’s window.  She looks down at him giving an unsure half smile.  Walter smile back and waves.

Amelia beams, quickly waving back.  Walter scoops the bags of seeds back into the tub, and walks over to Amelia’s house, sets the tub down, and rings the doorbell.

Before he can finish straightening his tie and smoothing the wrinkles out of his jacket, Amelia bursts out the front door wrapping her arms around Walter.  Walter returns the hug.

END.
