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FADE IN:  

INT. RESTAURANT – AFTERNOON 

A stream of sunlight comes through the large picture window of the tiny restaurant. It’s the restaurant’s only light source; any more would take away from the room’s ambience. This is an intimate eatery, one that requires you relax and enjoy your meal leisurely. 

There are ten tables in the place. Only two are occupied. MICHAEL and LAURA sit at one of them. Michael, in his late 40’s, is a big guy, but has a friendly face that has you liking him even before you meet him. Laura has just turned 40. She’s pretty, petite, and seems to be a perfect match for Michael.

Michael and Laura sip their coffee - talk quietly, occasionally touch each other’s hand. It’s obvious the two are very much in love.  

At the other table, a gentle old WOMAN, in her 80’s, sits with a younger MAN, 50, who couldn’t be anyone else but her son. The resemblance is uncanny. But the similarity stops there. The man is very animated and loud. He talks almost as fast as his hands are moving. The old woman sits there quietly listening to him, and then begins to fill up with emotion as her son rants and raves. 

                     MAN 

           I’ve had it, Ma! No more! 

           That’s it! I do everything for

           you and Daddy. Everything! And 

           Richie? Richie does nothin’!

Michael and Laura glance over at the table...then look at each other, perplexed. 

                     MAN (Cont’d)

           ...but that’s okay because

           you got me, Philip, number one

           son. I do it all! I take you to

           the stores... I run errands for 

           ya. I even take you and Daddy 

           to the casinos so you can enjoy

           yourselves. But Richie... Ohhh,

           he’s too busy! Doin’ what, Ma?

           Huh? Pampering his lard-ass wife?!     

The old lady can’t hold back anymore; the tears roll down her cheeks. She reaches for a napkin.

                                                        2.

Michael leans in towards Laura.

                     MICHAEL

               (quietly)

           I gotta go talk to that guy.

Lauren grabs Michael by the arm.

                     LAUREN

           Michael, no! Don’t! It’s none 

           of your business. Stay here.

Michael looks over at the other table again. We can see it takes all he’s got for him not to get up.

                     MICHAEL

           Okay...okay.

                     OLD WOMAN

           Philip, don’t say those things

           about your brother, please.

                     PHILIP

           See?! You even defend him!

               (shaking his head)

           It’s no use... I can’t win. 

                     OLD WOMAN

           I’ll call him. I’ll ask him to 

           do more.

                     PHILIP

           Do more?! Ma, he does nothing!

           What do you mean do more?! And 

           when’s the last time he called 

           you, huh?

                     OLD WOMAN

           Take me home, Philip.

                     PHILIP

           No, not yet! I’m not done with 

           this.

                     OLD WOMAN

           Philip, please.

Michael stands up abruptly. Laura is startled.

                                                         3.

                     LAURA

           Michael!

                     MICHAEL

           It’s okay... I’m not gonna do 

           anything.

Michael walks over to the other table. Philip and his mother look up at him. 

                     MICHAEL

               (to the old woman)

           Excuse me, ma’am, I just wanna 

           talk to your son for a second.

Michael turns towards Philip - leans over the table and blocks the old woman’s view. Then, with one hand, he GRABS Philip by the face and SQUEEZES IT. Philip’s scared - can’t say a word, and probably doesn’t want to. Michael’s face is just inches away from Philip’s.

                     MICHAEL

               (furious; but in a whisper)

           Are you fuckin’ nuts?! Is that

           how you talk to your mother? 

           Huh?! Is it?!

With the vise-like grip Michael has on his face, Philip can only shake his head, “No.” 

                     MICHAEL

           Good. Then forget your brother 

           and what he don’t do. You do it!

           That’s your mother. Respect her

           while you still got her. You 

           hear me?!

Philip nods.

                     MICHAEL

           Good.

Michael lets go of Philip’s face and turns to the old woman.

                     MICHAEL

           Thank you, ma’am, and have a 

           nice day.

                                                         4.

Michael walks back to his table. Philip, still in shock, rubs his cheeks as he gets up from the table. 

                     PHILIP

           Let’s go, Ma.

The old woman looks over at Michael, then back at her son. She says nothing. She reaches down for her handbag that’s on the floor, then gets up from the table. Philip comes around - takes her by the arm and slowly escorts her to the door. As they leave, Philip turns and looks back at Michael. 

Laura turns to Michael. Her look is one of frustration. 

                     LAURA

           You feel better now?

                     MICHAEL

           Yeah... I do.

                     LAURA

           Why did you do that, Michael?

Michael finishes what’s left of his coffee, sets the cup down. Then he looks at Laura and just stares at her. 

                     LAURA

           Why, Michael?

Michael’s hand goes to his eyes. He rubs them - turns away for a moment. When he looks back at Laura again, he sees she’s still waiting for an answer. 

                     LAURA

           Well?

Michael hesitates for a moment. 

                     MICHAEL

           You know my parents are gone,

           right? 

                     LAURA

           Yes. And...? 

Michael just can’t seem to get started. He lets out a sigh.

                                                         5.

                     MICHAEL

           Okay. 

               (beat)

           I was just like that guy. I 

           did everything for my parents. 

           Everything. And my brother... 

           he did shit! Nothing! I was 

           the one that was always there 

           for them. I was the daughter my

           mother never had. Yeah, “the

           daughter.” That’s what my 

           brother called me once during 

           an argument he had with my 

           mother. How do you like that?

           The daughter. Ah!

Laura listens intensely.

                     MICHAEL (Cont’d)

           But, I’ll tell you one thing,

           Laura, even though there were 

           times when I wasn’t up to doing 

           things for them, and sometimes 

           had to change my plans to

           accommodate them... I don’t 

           ever regret doing it. And I 

           never have to say... “I wish 

           I had done this or done that.” 

           No. I did for them, Laura. I  

           did for them because they were 

           my parents, and because I loved 

           them.

Laura reaches out and tenderly places her hand on top of Michael’s.

                     MICHAEL (Cont’d)

           Ya know, one day I stopped by

           to check on them and...

FLASHBACK

INT. MICHAEL’S PARENT’S APARTMENT - DAY

Michael enters the apartment. He sees his father, HARRY, sitting on the sofa rubbing an “Instant Lottery” ticket. His mother, CARMELA, is in the kitchen sitting at the table reading the local Shopper’s Guide. 

                                                         6.

                     MICHAEL (Cont’d)(V.O.)

           ...there they were, doing the 

           same thing they always did. My 

           father rubbing away at his 

           lottery tickets, and my mother

           sitting at the kitchen table

           reading anything that was in 

           front of her.

                     MICHAEL

           Yo, Dad... you ever gonna hit 

           one of those? 

Harry looks up.

                     HARRY

               (sarcastically)

           Yeah, and when I do, you’re not

           getting’ any of it.

                     MICHAEL

           Oh, my God! How am I gonna make

           it without that five dollars?

Michael chuckles. So does his father.

                     HARRY

           Okay, you’ll see, wise guy.

                     MICHAEL

           Okay, Dad... you keep rubbin’.

Michael’s mother looks up from her Shopper’s Guide and gives Michael a big smile. 

                     MICHAEL

           Hi, Ma.

                     CARMELA

           Hi, Michael.

Michael leans over and gives his mother a little peck.

                     MICHAEL (V.O.)

           Every time I saw her we’d do

           that. Ya know, give each other 

           a little kiss. But for some 

           reason, that day, it wasn’t 

           enough. I wanted more.

                                                         7.

                     MICHAEL

           Ma, you know what?

                     CARMELA

           What?

                     MICHAEL

           We always do the same thing...

           give each other a little peck

           like that. And it’s so...

           I don’t know...so routine

           like. Ya know, like it doesn’t 

           mean anything.

                     MICHAEL’S MOTHER

           It doesn’t?

                     MICHAEL

           Yes, it does, but... Oh, forget 

           it. Just gimmee a hug, c’mon.

Carmela looks up at Michael, confused, but opens her arms to him anyway. Michael smiles - bends down and wraps his arms around his mother - hugs her tight. 

                     MICHAEL (V.O)

           She had no idea what I was 

           talking about at first, but 

           then I think she got it. 

END OF FLASHBACK

                     MICHAEL

               (melancholy)

           I’m so glad we hugged like that 

           because I can’t remember the 

           last time we had. Now, I’ll 

           never forget it. And it was the 

           last time we did. 

Teary-eyed, Laura smiles warmly.

                     LAURA

           You were a good son, honey.

Michael looks up at Laura.

                     MICHAEL

           I think so.

                                                         8.

The WAITRESS comes over to the table carrying a pot of coffee.

                     WAITRESS

           More coffee?

                     LAURA

           Yes, thank you.

The waitress refills Laura’s cup – looks at Michael.

Michael nods. The waitress refills Michael’s cup – smiles, and then leaves.

                     LAURA

           What about your Dad?

                     MICHAEL

           What do you mean?

                     LAURA

           Did you ever show him that

           kind of affection?

                     MICHAEL

           You mean like hugging?

                     LAURA

           Yes.

                     MICHAEL

           Um...

               (thinking)

           ...not until after my mother 

           died... then yeah, I’d give 

           him a hug once in a while. But 

           “the biggie” was when he started 

           to use the word “love.” He never 

           said that word, to anyone. And 

           it wasn’t because he didn’t 

           love anyone... it just wasn’t 

           a word he used.

                     LAURA

           Oh... so he started to express

           himself more?

                     MICHAEL

           Yes.

                                                         9.

FLASHBACK

INT. MICHAEL’S PARENT’S APARTMENT – NIGHT

Michael and his Dad are sitting on the sofa watching “Jeopardy” on TV. The place isn’t as tidy as it used to be. 

                     MICHAEL (V.O.)

           Well, after my mother died, I 

           made it a point to see him 

           everyday. He missed my mother 

           terribly. He was lost without 

           her. Poor little guy.

                     MICHAEL

           You like this show, eh, Dad?

                     HARRY

           Nothing else is on.

                     MICHAEL

           Dad, there’s like ninety 

           somethin’ channels you can

           watch.

                     HARRY

           Well, there’s nothing good on 

           them. 

                     MICHAEL

               (shaking his head)

           Okay... whatever you say.

Michael stands up.

                     HARRY

           What... you leavin’ already?

                     MICHAEL

           Dad... I’ve been here over an 

           hour.

                     HARRY

           Oh. Okay.

Michael heads for the front door. His dad follows him.

                     HARRY

          Wanna take some macaroni home?                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                     

                                                        10.

                     MICHAEL

           No, Dad, I’m good. Thanks.

Michael opens the front door and steps...

OUTSIDE

His father’s right there with him. Michael gives his dad a little hug – kisses him on the cheek.

                     MICHAEL

           Love ya.

                     HARRY

               (almost a whisper)

           Love ya, too.

END OF FLASHBACK

                     MICHAEL

               (very emotional)

           That was the first time I ever 

           heard my dad say, “I love you.”

           It really surprised me. It felt 

           good, too. Really good.

RETURN TO THE FLASHBACK

Michael walks down the path towards his car. Just before he gets to it, he turns – looks back at his dad, and waves. 

                     MICHAEL (V.O.)

           ...and every time I left, he’d 

           do this little thing instead of

           waving good-bye. I guess it was 

           a carry-over from his boxing 

           days.

Michael’s dad makes a fist with his right hand and goes through the motion of throwing a short blow to an imaginary opponent’s body, while stepping in with his right foot at the same time.

                     MICHAEL (Cont’d)(V.O.)

           I can see him doing it now.

END OF FLASHBACK

Michael sits there with a contented expression on his face.

                                                        11.

Laura squeezes his hand.

                     LAURA

           Thank you. 

Michael smiles at Laura warmly.

                     MICHAEL

           So, you understand now why I

           did what I did?

                     LAURA

           Yes.

               (beat) 

           You think it’ll do any good? 

                     MICHAEL

           I don’t know...maybe. If it 

           doesn’t, I know he’s gonna be 

           one very sad person after his 

           mother’s gone.

               (beat)

           Okay, enough of this. You ready?

Laura nods and gets up from the table. Michael stands, goes into his pocket and pulls out some money - throws a few bills onto the table. 

                     MICHAEL

           Let’s go.

Michael puts out his hand - Laura takes it. They head for the door. 

EXT. STREET – DAY

Michael and Laura, still holding hands, stroll leisurely down the quaint, tree-lined street.

                     MICHAEL

           Nice day, huh?

Laura stops, looks at Michael and smiles - lets go of his hand and puts her arms around his neck.

                     LAURA

           C’mere, you. 

                                                        12.

Laura pulls Michael to her and kisses him full on the mouth. After a few seconds they part.

                     MICHAEL

           What was that all about?

                     LAURA

           That was about... I love you.

                     MICHAEL

               (smiling)

           Oh. I love you, too, babe.

After a moment of ogling each other, and another little kiss, Michael and Laura take each other’s hand again and continue on down the street. 

As they walk, Laura takes in and admires the old row-homes that line both sides of the street.

                     LAURA

           I just love these old 

           brownstones, don’t you?

                     MICHAEL

           They’re okay...I guess.

                     LAURA

           Oh, Michael, they’re 

           magnificent. 

Michael kinda rolls his eyes in a, “if you say so” look. Laura catches it and playfully punches him in the arm. 

                     LAURA

           Michael, c’mon, be nice.

                     MICHAEL

           Hon, I saw houses like these

           everyday where I grew up.

                     LAURA

           So? They’re still magnificent.

They continue walking. Then all of a sudden Laura stops dead in her tracks. Michael looks at her.

                     MICHAEL

           What’s the matter?

                                                        13.

Laura is staring at one of the old brownstones with a look of disbelief.

                     MICHAEL

           What is it?

                     LAURA

               (still staring at

                the house)

           Look!

Michael turns and looks in the direction of Laura’s gaze.

                     MICHAEL

               (shocked)

           Holy shit! Is that...

                     LAURA

           Yes!

Laura grabs Michael and ducks behind one of the curbside trees with him. They peek out and focus on the first floor window of the brownstone.

There, in the living room, sitting together on the couch, is Philip and his mother. They’re talking.

                     MICHAEL

           Can you believe this?

                     LAURA

           ...ssshhhh.

                     MICHAEL

           Wha...? They can’t hear us. 

                     LAURA

               (quietly)

           I know. Just watch.

Michael shakes his head and continues to watch Philip and the old woman. 

                     LAURA

           Oh, my God! Look!

Philip leans in towards his mother and takes her into his arms. The old woman responds – embraces her son. The two of them hold each other, lovingly. 

                                                        14.

                     LAURA

               (teary-eyed)

           Oh, Michael, it worked! You 

           did it.

Michael puts an arm around Laura and leads her away from the tree. As they head down the street, Michael tenderly wipes the tears from Laura’s face and smiles warmly at her.

                     MICHAEL

           You okay?

                     LAURA

           Yeah, I’m fine. But I still

           can’t believe it.

Michael stops – faces Laura. He fights hard to keep a straight face as his hand comes up and grabs Laura’s cheeks. He squeezes them, but not nearly as hard as he had squeezed Philip’s cheeks.

                     MICHAEL

               (tough guy voice)

           Believe it, baby!

Michael, not able to stay in character, cracks up laughing. So does Laura.

                     LAURA

           You nut!

They put their arms around each other’s waist and start walking again. As they do, Laura’s hand slips down to Michael’s butt.

                     LAURA 

           Mmmm. Nice ass.

                     MICHAEL 

           Nah. Just a smart-ass.

Michael and Laura chuckle as they continue walking.

                                               FADE OUT:

                       THE END

