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Open with a winter’s night in lonely woods. In the middle distance is Lisa. In an 
evening gown and fur coat, but not bejeweled, Lisa is not taking a stroll. She is lost and she doesn’t give a damn.


Cut to Edward lying asleep in a sleeping bag beside a campfire. And an old leather chair. Lisa comes upon this. She pauses, looks around, steps closer to the fire and warms herself. She then goes and sits in the chair. From within her coat she takes out a pack of cigarettes and 
lights one and she smokes it down to 
the end.


Cut to morning. Edward, awake, sits up. He sees Lisa and he is not shocked.


Pan to Lisa. Lisa is slumped and tired in the chair. Close-up. She laughs. 


Cut to Lisa and her husband Tim coming home late at night from a party. Dolly shot as they come in the front door and make their way into the kitchen where Tim commences to fix himself a drink and Lisa stands there watching him drink it down. 
Tim:

What I should have done, what I really should have done is beat the shit 


out of my father. I might have become a different kind of man. And you, 


my goddamn alternative to suicide….

Lisa does not scream, she does not cry, she simply walks away.


Cut to dolly shot of Lisa and Edward making their way through the woods and eventually they come upon Edward’s parents’ house. It is a small house with a front porch.

Edward:
My mother and father keep sending me away but then they bring me 


home.


Lisa:

The seclusion, do they like it?

Edward:
They didn’t used to.


Cut to Edward’s parents’ kitchen. Breakfast had been made. The mother and father are seated apart from each other at the kitchen table. The father is eating. The mother has her eyes on her son who stands aloof. Lisa is outside in the backyard. She can be seen through the kitchen window smoking a cigarette.

Mother:
Edward, please eat some breakfast.

Edward:
No, I’m not hungry.


Edward leaves the kitchen and in a moment he can be seen through the window. Even from Lisa he remains aloof and she stands there observing him.

Mother:
Her clothes.

Father:

Yes. I saw.

Mother:
She must have had every intention of arriving somewhere wonderful.

THE END

