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BREATHING OUT

SCENE ONE
EXT. NEW QUAY, WALES - MORNING 
BEGIN CREDITS

Maisie walks along the beach in her nightdress and bare feet. [CLOSE UP – her feet on the sand, walking easily over pebbles] 
We see and hear the cry of sea birds dipping and rising over the water, circling high, caught in the thermals. 
She passes a group of fishermen sitting by their boats and mending their nets by the waters’ edge. They look up at her, then at each other and shrug.
Maisie is a familiar sight. One fisherman calls out a ‘hello’ then pulls out his phone and continues to look at her while shaking his head [CLOSE UP – his weathered face with a mixture of amusement and concern as his eyes follow her and he speaks on the phone]. 
Maisie reaches the pier then walks unsteadily along it, stopping at the end to stare out to sea. 
CLOSE UP – Maisie’s face with a dreamy smile.  Her voice-over begins as an image sequence unfolds.

IMAGE MONTAGE
A) Waves crashing onto the pier
B) Waves pulling back from the beach, white foam tracing through the pebbles as it retreats.
C) Seagulls swooping and cawing
D) A chapel beside the sea, tombstones overgrown and fallen over in the sand; signs of land eroded by the sea. 


MAISIE VO

In and out, in and out. Swell and sag; swell and sag. It’s like breath, this sea. Breathe out and the water is sucked out, rattling over the stones as it goes. Then in rushes a lungful of sweet morning air – ahhh. And I hold it… hold it… hold it… and WHOOSH out again.

[Sighs] but then I’ll be gone and the sea will carry on breathing in and out without me. Forever. 

CUT TO –
INT: DEBORAH’S OFFICE; CEREDIGION COUNTY COUNCIL, ABERAERON, WALES - MORNING
Deborah’s office is cold and minimalist in shades of grey. She scribbles on a notepad and talks to her lawyer on the phone. 
DEBORAH
This divorce is turning into a total clusterfuck. What do you mean they lost the form? Hold on a minute, someone’s on the line.  
[PAUSE] 
Shit! My mother’s gone missing. Third time this week... I’ll call you back.

She hangs up and the phone rings.

		 		

DEBORAH (CONT’D)

[Waits a moment] Yes, yes, I know. The Home just called, thanks. 
[PAUSE] 
At the end of the pier? In her nightgown? For chrissake! I’m on my way.

SCENE TWO

EXT: NEW QUAY PIER – LATE MORNING
Deborah rushes down the pier behind Maisie who is gazing out to sea. Deborah looks irritable and shouts into her mobile.
DEBORAH
		
He wants what? Screw that! If he got off his ass he could work as well as you or me. Just DO something!  

Deborah is now beside her mother at the end of the pier.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)

For god’s sake mother what are you doing out here in your bare feet? 
I thought you were about to jump off the end of the pier!  You’ve given me and the whole town a fright!!


Maisie turns slowly and looks at her daughter with a wide, innocent smile but says nothing.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)

Look. I’ve a lot on my plate and can’t just be dropping everything whenever you decide to go AWOL.

The Home is really annoyed and you’re driving the whole town crazy. I’ve got fisherman and shopkeepers ringing up every half-hour giving me updates on your whereabouts.

Deborah stops to catch her breath; she looks defeated and exhausted and shakes her head.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)

Oh, what’s the point? You’ve just gone into your own world now, haven’t you? 

Maisie reaches out, takes her daughter’s hand and pats it blandly, still looking out at the sea.

CUT TO FLASHBACK –
EXT: THE MEADOW BEHIND DEBORAH’S FAMILY HOME IN 1972 - AFTERNOON

Six year old Deborah walks down the lane collecting blackberries from the hedgerow and humming. 

CUT TO – 
INT: MAISIE’s KITCHEN - AFTERNOON

Deborah runs into the kitchen with a pail of berries and holds them out to her mother, pleased with her gift. Maisie stands at the sink and spins around on hearing her daughter’s footsteps. 




MAISIE

Deborah! How many times do I have to tell you not to go wandering off without telling anyone! 

Little Debbie stands in the doorway, lip trembling and tears streaming, then throws the pail of berries on the floor and runs off crying.

CLOSE UP - Dark red berry juice from the pail, which has landed on its side, is slowly spreading over the white kitchen floor tiles.


BACK TO PRESENT –
EXT: HIGH STREET, NEW QUAY – DAY   

Maisie looks at Deborah with tears running down her face at the memory of scolding her small daughter. 


MAISIE V/O

Deborah’s face softens a little. She takes her mother’s arm and leads her off the pier and up the High Street.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)

[Sighs] I shouldn’t be so hard on you. It’s just with the divorce and everything... 


Deborah pulls Maisie up the street with one hand while she continues to talk to her lawyer with the other.

DEBORAH

Look, while I’ve been working my tail off he’s been shagging every waitress in town. Bloody men! Think they can do whatever they like and we should just lie back and shrug. Except you, of course.  

[PAUSE] 

Papers?  Ah… just a minute I think they’re in my bag.

Debora heads for a bench and they sit while Deborah fumbles in her capacious handbag, eventually pulling out a handful of papers. 

DEBORAH (CONT’D)

Yeah, got ‘em. Which one?

As Deborah continues to thumb through pages, we see Maisie watching a young couple walking hand in hand up the other side of the street. They are demonstrably in love and stop in front of a jewellery shop opposite Deborah and Maisie. 

CUT TO – 
JEWELLERY SHOP WINDOW (continuous) 

We see the couple’s reflection through the shop window as they study engagement rings. Then they turn and kiss; the girl points to a ring and they both smile. Behind the couple we see the reflection of Maisie (smiling) and Deborah (frowning) and hear her voice off camera throughout the vignette.

DEBORAH VO

You can tell that bastard if he doesn’t drop his crazy support demands I’m moving to Fiji and good luck getting anything out of me there!
 

INTERCUT – Images of Deborah on the phone, her face red with fury and the couple kissing.
 
FADE OUT



SCENE THREE

INT:  THE RESIDENT’S LOUNGE AT MERRY MEADOWS CARE HOME, CARDIGAN, WALES - EVENING

Maisie and her friend Dot, a wheelchair-bound mute, sit in a corner of the residents’ lounge which is furnished with worn velvet wing chairs, a faded floral carpet and drab green walls and matching curtains. There’s a television in one corner. 

There are two others in the room: one elderly man who is glued to the TV and the other, a woman, is asleep and snoring.

MAISIE

Dot, they were such a sweet couple; like Fred and me in those first months. 

We were like two tiny boats on a wave of passion. But the winds came and tossed us about, sweeping us away to separate places: him to hell and me to this place here.

Dot shakes her head and looks sad.


A nurse comes into the lounge with a tray and gives each of them a glass of water and a paper cup with pills. 


NURSE

Here you go ladies, a little something to help you sleep. We don’t want any more wandering about the halls in the middle of the night now do we Maisie?


Dot swallows her pills; Maisie smiles at the nurse and once she has gone, pockets the pills.


MAISIE (CONT’D)

Yesterday at the beach I saw some seagulls fighting over a bit of bread. They reminded me of Christmas.

FLASHBACK –

INT. MAISIE’S DINING ROOM 1976 – DAY

Maisie, her husband Fred and 12 year old Debbie sit at the dining table with a centrepiece of red candles and a few sprigs of holly. Maisie brings in a flaming Christmas pudding and places it in front of Fred. He blows it out then picks up a large spoon and gouges out half the pudding before sliding the plate down the table to Debbie.

FRED (to Debbie)

Leave enough for my lunch tomorrow.

DEBBIE

But dad, you’ve already taken half the pudding. 

Fred thumps his fist down on the table and glowers at her.

				FRED

And just where do you think the money comes for the stuff you put in your yak hole [he stabs a finger towards Debbie’s mouth].

The day YOU get up in the freezing rain to drag a bunch of stupid cows out of the mud is when you can have the whole damn pudding!   

Debbie bursts into tears and runs from the table. Fred reaches over and takes the pudding, placing it by his side without offering any to Maisie.

MAISIE

Please Fred, it’s Christmas.

FRED

Sure – just another excuse to spoil that kid with a bunch of stuff she doesn’t need.

MAISIE

I spent very little this Christmas since we’re saving up for Borth.

FRED

Borth?

MAISIE 

[Voice wavering] Oh Fred, you know we agreed about the summer holiday.

FRED

Forget it! I don’t want to hear any more about that silly shit.

Fred is hunched over the table grumbling into his pudding and muttering to himself.



FRED (CONT’D)

Trouble is you think you’re too good for me, bitch!

Maisie does not reply.

BACK TO PRESENT

Maisie looks over - CAMERA PANS to Dot who is fast asleep in her chair, so she carries on talking to herself. 

FADE OUT


SCENE FOUR

INT:  AFTERNOON, THE CAFETERIA, MERRY MEADOWS

There is an afternoon tea dance at the Home to the accompaniment of 1940s big band music. A handful of elderly couples shuffle slowly around the room, the women are in long dresses and the men are in baggy trousers, cardigans and slippers. A few people sit near the window snoozing, playing cards or reading.  Maisie and Dot sit together, both dressed up; Maisie is in an ankle length floral gown of tulle.

Charlie is another resident who, although in his 80’s, still fancies himself a ‘bit of a lad’. He makes a bee-line for Maisie and asks her to dance. They sway awkwardly around the room to the strains of the James Last orchestra.

CHARLIE
Gotta say Maisie; you might not be a talker but you sure can shake the shoe leather. 
Joe and Donny was givin’ me the rib, saying what a gift was a woman without a tongue; no nagging from noon ‘til night. And that I should ask ya’ to marry me before they beat me to it. What’ya say?

Charlie gives Maisie’s rear a friendly smack and, shocked, she takes a step back.  As she looks at his face it suddenly morphs into Fred’s. 
Maisie freezes, drops her arm from his shoulder, turns and walks out of the room without looking back.  Charlie watches her leave, shrugs and scratches his head.

INT:  MAISIE’S GROUND FLOOR ROOM IN MERRY MEADOWS – LATE AFTERNOON

Maisie stands by the window looking out at the late afternoon shadows. Dot is with her.  A nurse walks past the open door with a bedpan, looks in, the moves on. 

Once the coast is clear Maisie collapses Dot’s wheelchair and with great effort heaves it out of the window. Then she climbs out, sets up the chair and pulls Dot after her, setting her back in the wheelchair. 


EXT: THE GROUNDS OF MERRY MEADOWS – LATE AFTERNOON

Maisie pushes the chair down the grassy slope. Both women are still dressed up in their tea dance outfits. Maisie is in bare feet and wears a straw hat with flowers on the brim. 

In the background we see Merry Meadows; a long low brick building dotted with bushes and a few trees. Above the door is a sign ‘MERRY MEADOWS RESIDENTIAL HOME’. 

MAISIE

‘I walked, walking warm and vital breath, While stones watched, and wings rose soundlessly.’ 

A little ramble with Rimbaud; I just love the French poets, don’t you Dot?

Dot nods affably while looking around the garden, pleased to be out.

At the bottom of the rise Maisie sits on an empty bench and parks Dot beside her at the edge of a large pond. Maisie stares into the water then pulls something out of her handbag and throws it into the pond. 
CLOSE UP – A plastic bottle of pills floats on the surface with ripples moving outwards from the centre. 

MAISIE 

Each ripple is a perfect circle spreading outwards until it stops, and then ripples back to where it began.  It’s like the pond is breathing. 

Dot stares into the pond baffled, as if searching for something.

Maisie is suddenly distracted by a squirrel that has scrambled onto the arm of the bench and sits watching her. 
MAISIE 

Oh how I envy your freedom little one. You can go wherever you like, when you like.  

Maisie breaks off when she hears an officious voice behind her. Netty Williams, puffing, sits down heavily on the bench beside her.
NETTY

[Trying to conceal her irritation] HERE you are! You two will catch your death down here in the damp. We missed you at supper and they’ll be locking up for the evening soon, so come along.  

Netty grabs Dot’s wheelchair and heads back to the house with Maisie in tow. As they walk Maisie flashes back to an incident from her childhood.

FLASHBACK – GARDEN OF MAISIE’S CHILDHOOD HOME – EVENING, SUMMER
Maisie floats on her back, her idyll is serene. We hear her voiceover in a 12 year old voice. 
CLOSE UP – A shot of blue sky and rustling leaves overhead as seen through her eyes. Everything is bathed in the sepia light of a summer evening. 

MAISIE V/O 
Now in the ‘Hour of the Gold Covering’ when magic portals suddenly appear and you can slip through into another world. A place where it is always summer; where the fruit is always ripe; and where parents always love their children.
 
But only the pure of heart can see a portal; it might appear in the branches of a tree or at the top of a hill or the bottom of this pond. When you discover one you must pass through at once. No going home to pack or you may miss it and never find another.

OFF CAMERA: A loud call pierces the stillness of young Maisie’s reverie: 
 	
MAISIE’S MOTHER 
Maisie!  Where in heavens name has that girl disappeared to this time? Come in for supper this minute, you’re keeping your father waiting. 


RETURN TO PRESENT

INT:  MAISIE’S GROUND FLOOR ROOM IN MERRY MEADOWS - NIGHT

Maisie sits in her room in a chair by the window with a small table lamp. She is reading a book of poetry. She closes the book and puts her head back, shutting her eyes
CUT TO -
IMAGE of Maisie in nightgown and furry slippers riding on a magic carpet, Aladdin style, across the night sky; shooting stars all around her.  

		MAISIE VO
[Sighs] How many portals have I past unknowing? How many worlds undiscovered? 
I have always hoped I might find one before I died. 
FADE OUT

SCENE FIVE

EXT: A HOSPITAL IN CARDIGAN, WALES – MORNING
IMAGE: Establishing shot of ambulance parked outside the hospital. Written on its side is:  Cardigan & District Hospital 
CUT TO -
Maisie is sitting in the hospital corridor in her coat, hat and clutching a handbag. A procession of busy nurses, chart-flipping doctors and porters with trollies bustle past her.  
Camera pans to a sign above Maisie which reads PSYCHIATRIC UNIT. A clock beside it indicates 10am.
ONE HOUR LATER – Maisie is still waiting. Camera close up of the clock which now reads 11am.
Maisie gets up and wanders absently down the corridor to the entrance. Looking back down the hall and seeing no one, she ambles out of the front door. 

CUT TO –
EXT:  BUS STOP OUTSIDE THE HOSPITAL - MORNING
As Maisie hovers outside the entrance beside the bus stop, one pulls up to the curb marked TENBY. 
Maisie gets onto the bus and stands in front of the driver.
BUS DRIVER
Got a senior’s pass, love?


Maisie looks confused and fumbles in her handbag. After a moment the driver shakes his head, pulls a ticket off the machine and hands it to her. Maisie takes a seat behind him. She looks smug as the bus passes the hospital. 

INTERCUT – 

1. Shot of Maisie looking out the window with a smug smile.
2. Shot of porters running up and down the sidewalk in front of the hospital entrance with Netty Williams on her phone looking distraught.

Maisie settles back in her seat. Smugness has turned to delight; she gazes out the window at the passing scenery like a small child on a big adventure.

IMAGES: A rolling panorama of landscapes as the bus travels over the Preseli hills, then finally a sign for TENBY as the bus enters town.

CUT TO –
EXT:  TENBY BEACH, WALES - AFTERNOON
Maisie is sitting on the beach naked, her clothes and bag in a heap beside her. Twenty meters away a small boy, also naked, is playing by the water’s edge, laughing and jumping in and out of the surf.
FLASHBACK - Maisie, 3 years old, plays at the water’s edge with a red bucket and spade.  Then she gets up and walks unsteadily into the sea. We hear her mother OFF CAMERA -

MAISIE’S MOTHER (VOICE OFF)
Maisie, Maisie sweetheart! You’re not to go in the water by yourself. Wait for mummy.
Maisie’s mother runs up and takes her hand. They walk into the water and Maisie giggles as she is splashed by the waves. 
BACK TO PRESENT -
Maisie looks over at the little boy as his mother has walked up and stands over him.

MAISIE V/O

Shall we stride boldly into the sea my lad? You shall ride a dolphin to the edge of the world and shall rise from the ocean like Venus on a shell; born anew, sleek and smooth and summer sweet. 

The little boy suddenly looks over at her and smiles. His mother, her back to Maisie, looks around and is shocked to see this shrunken old woman sitting in the shallows naked. She hustles the boy out of the water, grabs their things, and runs with him up the beach to the pier. 
 
CLOSE UP: - A mimed sequence of the mother, holding her son’s hand, gesticulating to a policeman who is patrolling the pier and pointing back in the direction of Maisie. 

Maisie, unaware of the fuss, is splashing happily in the water, humming. 

CUT TO -
INT:  TENBY POLICE STATION - LATE AFTERNOON

Maisie sits on a chair in the police station. A policeman, sounding harassed, is on the telephone.

POLICEMAN
This is the Tenby police station, am I speaking to Deborah Lloyd?  
[PAUSE] 
Yes?  Well ma’am I think we’ve got your mother here – a Mrs. Maisie Masterson? 
[PAUSE] 
We found your details in her handbag.
[PAUSE]  
[bookmark: _GoBack]What? I’ve no idea how she got here. She was down on the beach with nothing on. Starkers. Causing a bit of a public nuisance I’m afraid. 
[PAUSE]
So when can you come and get her? We can’t keep her here unless you want me to book her on a Public Disorder charge and clap her in a cell.
[Pause} No? As soon as you can get here?  Right then.

POLICEMAN
Turning to Maisie

Uh… ma’am, would you like a cup of tea?

Maisie, with a conflicting mix of distain and gratitude, nods.
POLICEMAN
Milk and sugar? 

Maisie just stares into the distance.

POLICEMAN (CONT’D)
I’ll take that as a yes then.  

The policeman turns to a colleague.

POLICEMAN (CONT’D)
Poor thing; probably has no idea where she is or what she’s doing here. What a scandal! Council shuts down the nut houses and throws all the crazies onto the streets with nowhere to go. Total friggin’ disgrace!

SECOND POLICEMAN 
Then it’s us mugs what hafta mop up the damage. And do we get anything extra for the bother? 

POLICEMAN
Dream on, eh?

The first officer walks over and gives Maisie her mug of tea. She takes a sip and spits it back out making a face – Maisie doesn’t take sugar.

CUT TO:
Deborah storms into the Tenby Police station, her face crimson with anger. 

DEBORAH
Officer I am SO sorry about my mother. She gave her minders the slip in Cardigan and must have hopped on a bus to get her.

POLICEMAN
Aye. After we spoke I found a ticket in her coat pocket. 
Here’s the thing… we don’t want to book her but you’ve must promise to keep a closer eye on her in the future. You’re free to go.



DEBORAH
[Screaming] A CLOSER EYE! Jesus fucking Christ!! Do you have ANY idea what it’s like of me?? I’m getting complains everyday about all the problems she’s causing.

POLICEMAN
[Reproving] Now ma’am, there’s no call for that kind of language around here; we’ve got zero tolerance for verbal abuse.

Deborah just looks at him and slumps into a chair sobbing.

DEBORAH (CONT’D)
Sorry officer but I’m in the middle of a divorce and I’ll lose my job if I have to keep leaving the office to sort out my mother. 
It’s worse than a toddler; people understand when you drop everything because they fell off the monkey bars and need stitches. But no one’s got the patience for some crazy old woman who won’t stay put.
Why can’t she bloody well follow the rules and let the rest of us get on with our lives? It’s so selfish!

POLICEMAN
[Looking embarrassed] Ma’am I hear you. I’ve got a mother-in-law I’d like to… well never mind about that. But you’ve gotta clear off now ‘cause we got a paddy wagon full of drunks comin’ in.

Deborah gives Maisie a look of despair as she drags her away.

DEBORAH
Mother, you’ve done it this time. I’m going to have to find a place with the facilities to keep you under closer supervision.

FADE OUT

SCENE SIX

INT: RESIDENTS LOUNGE, MERRY MEADOWS – LATE AFTERNOON
Maisie and Dot sit in their usual place in the residents’ lounge.	
MAISIE	
I wish I could have taken you to the beach too – you could do with a bit of sea air yourself. But it was a spur of the moment thing.
[Breathes deeply] Ahhh… ‘It has been found again. What? – Eternity. It is the sea fled away with the sun.’ 
That’s Rimbaud again Dot. So young when he wrote that; what did he know of eternity?  Ah well… 
Dot sips tea and nods, looking mystified.

MAISIE CONT’D
Oh, but poor Debbie. She said such awful things at the station I thought the policeman was going to lock her up. 
Now she’s talking about sending me to an ever worse place than this. 

Dot looks at her in alarm.

MAISIE CONT’D
Maybe I should run away. Did I tell you about the time Debbie and I ran away from home? It was after lunch one Sunday…


FLASHBACK – 
INT: MAISIE’S KITCHEN 1978 – AFTERNOON

Sunday lunch has just finished and Fred is sprawled out in the front room watching football and Debbie, 14, is on the phone to a friend. Maisie is at the sink in the kitchen scrubbing a roasting pan. 

CUT TO – 
Camera shot of Maisie looking down at herself from the ceiling.  Maisie speaks in voiceover.

MAISIE VO 

I was watching myself standing at the sink like it was somebody else. Some dull housewife with no past or future. ‘Is this it?’ I thought. ‘Is this all there is?’ 
	
CUT TO –
 
Camera reverts to ground level. Maisie drops the pan into the sink with a clatter, tosses her apron on the floor and tiptoes upstairs. 

In the background we hear the sounds of football commentary and Debbie chattering. Maisie sits on the bed for a moment then get up and stuffs some clothes into a suitcase and takes a roll of banknotes – her savings - out of an empty face cream jar in her bedside drawer. She puts on her coat and steals quietly back downstairs and out the back door, closing it quietly. 

Maisie leans against the door for a moment then comes back in the house. She takes off her coat, carefully stows it, her handbag and the suitcase in the kitchen cupboard and goes to Debbie who is still on the phone, gesturing urgently for her to hang up. Debbie, puzzled, puts down the phone and follows her mother upstairs into Debbie’s bedroom.  
 		
MAISIE

Debbie sweetheart, how would you like to go on an adventure?

Debbie looks dubious.  

				DEBBIE

Where to; how long? I don’t want to miss school.


MAISIE

[Uncertain] A few days, maybe a week. Just the two of us, what do you say? We’ll be back when school starts. Anyway I think your father could do with a break from us nattering females.

I thought we could visit Borth like we’ve been wanting to. But we must hurry, and be very quiet… your father might not like us going away.


It dawns on Debbie that her mother is proposing they leave without telling Fred.

DEBBIE

OK mum, let’s go!


They talk in low tones as Maisie and Debbie throw some things in her backpack and moments later creep downstairs. The football game is in full swing and Fred lets out a whoop as his team scores. 


CUT TO -
EXT: MAISIE & DEBBIE ON A BUS - AFTERNOON

Debbie leans against Maisie’s shoulder, eyes shut, lulled by the movement of the bus. 

CLOSE UP – Maisie gazes out the window but looks preoccupied, her gaze a long way off.  

CUT TO: - camera pans along the Ceredigion coastal road with images of sea, fields and villages. 

CUTS TO – 
The Borth sea front.  Although it is springtime it is raining, the sea is the colour of dull steel and the beach is windswept, glum and empty. 

FADE OUT


SCENE SEVEN

RETURN TO PRESENT 
INT: RESIDENTS LOUNGE, MERRY MEADOWS – EVENING

Maisie pauses in her story to sniff the air. In the background a resident has fallen asleep with a lit cigarette. CLOSE UP of a NO SMOKING SIGN on wall. The cigarette has fallen on some newspapers at his feet and smoke begins to rise.
The old man stirs then gets up and leaves the room without noticing the small flame that has begun to lick at the newspapers. Maisie shakes Dot awake. Both are facing away from the smoke that is beginning to fill the far end of the room.  

MAISIE (CONT’D)

(Coughs) My, it’s getting stuffy in here – people know they aren’t supposed to smoke; doesn’t anyone pay any attention to the rules anymore? Let’s go out for a breath of air, shall we? 

Dot nods and fans her face as Maisie opens the patio doors and wheels her outside.
 
CUT TO –
EXT: MERRY MEADOWS LAWN – LATE AFTERNOON

Maisie pushes Dot down towards the pond.  

This pond is a magical place. I’ve often thought it might be a magic portal.

Dot looks at her, eyebrows raised.


MAISIE (CONT’D)

It’s like a doorway into a place where you can find whatever you’re looking for and be anything you want.

Ah, yes - there. See those rhododendrons by the pond? Let’s go see what’s behind them, shall we?

Maisie leads Dot to a shaded glade surrounded by trees and bushes. They settle in a corner where they cannot see the building or the fire.


CUT TO -
EXT: MERRY MEADOWS – ONE HOUR LATER

In the distance, the wing of the building where the residents’ lounge was is now engulfed in flames. Nurses and residents are running about as firemen fight the blaze.


CUT BACK TO – 
RHODODENDRON GLADE BY THE GARDEN POND

MAISIE

[Takes a deep breath] Aaah, that’s better now isn’t it?  So where was I?  

Oh yes. So we got to Borth and took a room with a sea view. We ate fish and chips and watched the dolphins and then after a few days I could see Debbie was getting bored so I took her home. 


CUT TO FLASHBACK –
THE HALLWAY OF MAISIE’S 1978 HOUSE– AFTERNOON

Maisie and Debbie are in the hallway, suitcases beside them, having just returned home. Fred looms over them shaking with fury.




FRED

Goddammit! You never even bloody left a note! Just a mess and a sink full of dishes. What kind of game is this!?

Maisie looks at him and says nothing while indicating for Debbie to go up to her room. Debbie goes halfway up the stairs, then stops.


FRED (CONT’D)

I had the police out and all and now you got nothin’ to say? 

You tryin’ to make a fool of me, you mad cow!!??
 
Fred hits out at Maisie and knocks her to the floor with a thud. Deborah runs back down the stairs and throws herself on top of her mother. 


DEBORAH

STOP IT! Don’t you hit my mother!


Maisie is bleeding and holding her jaw, struggling to speak through the pain.

MAISIE

Fred, I just wanted to give Debbie a little fun and I didn’t think you’d let us go. Just for a bit of fresh air. I’m sorry. 





FRED

You bet you’ll be sorry, you damn bitch! I’ve a mind to feed you to the fuckin’ pigs.

Fred storms out of the room while Debbie and Maisie rock back and forth on the floor, Debbie whimpering, their arms around each other.


BACK TO THE PRESENT -
		
				MAISIE

Knowing Fred he probably would have thrown me to the pigs, but by a stroke of luck he died a few months later. They said it was a heart attack, but I think it was hate that killed him.

FADE OUT 


SCENE EIGHT


EXT: MERRY MEADOWS EXTERIOR WITH SMOKING RUINS – DUSK

The fire has been subdued and one wing of the Merry Meadows building is now a charred ruin with wisps of smoke still rising from them. The rest of the building is intact but in disarray with residents being relocated. 

CUT TO –
INT: MERRY MEADOWS RECEPTION AREA - DUSK

Deborah has just arrived and is talking to Netty Williams. 




DEBORAH

What do you mean you can’t find her?

NETTY 

Your mother and her friend were the only ones left in the lounge when the fire broke out. We tried to go in for them but the smoke was too thick. 

Her friend in a wheelchair and Maisie was probably trying to get her out. They must have been overwhelmed by smoke. I am SO sorry. 

The firemen have been through all the debris but everything – including the metal fittings – has been reduced to ash.

Netty looks at Deborah and reaches out a hand to comfort her.

NETTY (CONT’D)

Again, on behalf of Merry Meadows, I am so terribly sorry for your loss.

Deborah, stunned, slumps into a chair.  


DEBORAH

But I just saw her yesterday. I was so mad I threatened to lock her up. Oh God, what have I done!?


She looks up at Netty helplessly.


				DEBORAH (CONT’D)

I know she was a bit deranged but she was all I had left. Who else is going to care or even notice if I’m dead or alive?

			
Deborah rocks back and forth, head in hands, shoulders shaking. Nelly goes to the window and looks out. There is a quick intake of breath and she calls out to Deborah.


NELLY

Mrs Lloyd, come here it looks like your mother!

Deborah runs to the window and gasps. 


CUT TO –
EXT:  MERRY MEADOWS GROUNDS - DUSK

Maisie and Dot are walking slowly back up the rise, emerging out of the rising ground mist. Maisie is struggling with the wheelchair.

Deborah and Nelly run out to meet them. Deborah gets there first and hugs Maisie fiercely, causing her to let go of the wheelchair. 

Dot, looking terrified, begins to roll backwards down the rise. Nelly runs after the chair, recovers it and pushes Dot back up to join Maisie and Deborah.

			
DEBORAH (CONT’D)

[Sobbing] I thought you were dead. I’m so sorry.

Maisie looks baffled by all the commotion but slowly begins to smile as she returns Deborah’s hug.

FADE OUT



SCENE NINE


INT: MAISIE’S BEDROOM AT MERRY MEADOWS – THE FOLLOWING EVENING.

Maisie is propped up in her bed with a cup of tea while Deborah and Netty speak in undertones on the far side of the room.

NETTY

The doctor says there’s no sign of smoke inhalation so they must have got out before the blaze took hold. But we’ll need to monitor her heart; pushing Dot uphill was a strain. 

It certainly would have been useful if your mother had thought to raise the fire alarm before she went wandering off.  

Deborah jumps to her mother’s defence.

DEBORAH 

Listen, it’s your responsibility to ensure the residents are safe at all times. It’s only because of my mother a tragedy has been averted. The fact is she’s a hero!

[Turning to Maisie] I love you mum!

MAISIE 

I love you too dearest girl.


Deborah rushes over and plops down on the bedside chair. Netty follows and hovers at the end of the bed, gaping at Maisie.		


DEBORAH (CONT’D)

My God! You can speak!! 


				MAISIE

Of course I can speak. Just because I don’t doesn’t mean I can’t. 


Netty looks at her watch, shakes her head and reluctantly leaves the room.  Deborah takes her mother’s hand and strokes it, still dumbfounded.  


DEBORAH

But after all these years! I don’t know what to say. I thought you were… well, you know…


MAISIE

I know, love, and I’m sorry for all the trouble, I never meant to hurt you. 


DEBORAH

But why mum? Why the silence?
MAISIE

It’s about freedom. If nobody knows what’s in your head they can’t police it. Silence is my escape from a world I longer believe in.

Debbie love, would you mind bringing me another cup of tea?

Deborah gets up, picks up Maisie’s empty cup, stoops to kiss her mother on the forehead then exits the room.

Maisie picks up a book from the bedside table and opens it. CLOSE UP – The front page says A Collection of poems by Maisie Masterson. Underneath is written: Dedicated to my daughter Deborah.


CUT TO -
EXT: TENBY BEACH – A SUMMER EVENING

Maisie, with her white hair flowing behind her, walks along the beach in a long floating gown and bare feet, surrounded by the sepia light of a setting sun. A fissure in the cliff suddenly opens, out from which streams a ray of opalescent light. Maisie walks into it and vanishes from sight.

We hear a long outward breath then silence. 

The camera ZOOMS OUT so that we see Maisie from above lying in bed. Then CLOSE UP - Her face is tilted upwards, eyes closed and a radiant smile on her lips. The book is slack in her hand and the pen has clattered to the floor.


FADE OUT


-The End-

OUTLINE
by 
Elaine Graham

Title:  		Breathing Out
Vehicle:  	TV or short cinema film
Length: 	30-45 minutes 

TREATMENT
An elderly  woman retreats into silence to escape a noisy and senseless world, while all around her, including her daughter, think she is senile. All except for her loyal confidante,  a woman who  really is mute,  A rebel and a poet , Maisie Masterson forces the audience to ask: What is the basis on which we decide  who is crazy and who is sane?
PROPOSAL
Today’s ‘silver boomers’ are typically affluent with a surplus of time to be film-goers.  The problem is there are few films that appeal to them, since most are aimed at the youth market. This is a missed opportunity and one that Breathing Out is designed to address.
A secondary genre in the film is the mother/daughter relationship; conflict-based and emotionally cathartic.  Breathing Out explores both the aging and family  themes with a mixture of comedy, conflict and wistful lyricism.  The protagonist, Maisie,  defies stereotyping while other characters overplay stereotypes in order to say more in a limited time. 
The running time of the film is elastic as the landscape and related imagery can either be shortened or drawn out with Maisie’s voiceovers and flashbacks.   
STORY PREMISE
This is the story of an elderly woman who everyone including her daughter has dismissed as ‘off with the fairies’. But although she has chosen silence as a form of rebellion, her interior life is rich, poetic and often seems more in touch with reality than the world around her. 
The question the audience is asked to consider is this: In an age where behaviour outside the social norms makes people uncomfortable, and aging and dementia often seem synonymous, who is to be the judge of what constitutes crazy and what constitutes sane?  
SYNOPSIS
The opening shot is of Maisie, an elderly woman recently consigned to a residential care home, walking along the beach in her nightgown and bare feet in the middle of the day. In fact, she continually ‘escapes’ which drives her daughter, who is in the middle of an acrimonious divorce, to distraction.  Because the world (including her daughter) does not understand her, Maude has retreated into silence, causing everyone to assume she has lost touch with reality.
Flashbacks reveal that Maisie is a poet and a rebel who, far from being suffering dementia, has elected to remove herself from the noise and strictures of society. The only person she does talk to is her friend at the Home who, ironically, actually is a mute.  Other flashbacks reveal an abusive and bullying husband wherein silence became a tactic of survival. 
Events come to a head when Maisie flees a hospital visit and hops on a bus bound for Tenby. Spotted sunning on the beach in the nude she is taken to the police station where her daughter is yet again forced to drop everything and collect her, threatening to have her sent to a high security ‘establishment’.   
That evening the residents lounge is accidentally set on fire and by chance Maude and her friend have gone wandering down to the bottom of the grounds just as the fire is taking hold.  No one knows they have gone and assume they have died in the fire.  Maisie’s daughter is distraught, feels guilty and realised she loves her mother.  At that moment Maisie and friend reappear and she and her daughter are reunited.  
As daughter and nurse are discussing her condition in Maisie’s room, Maisie gently lets go of life with a gentle outbreath (death rattle) and a dream sequence Maisie walking along the beach in her nightgown and bare feet, disappearing into a mystical crevasse in the cliff.
STEP OUTLINE
As this screenplay is only of 30 minutes’ duration, it is not divided into the classic three acts. Instead, it is arranged in a series of nine scenes arranged in such a way as to move the story forward:
Scene One
Starts with Maisie walking along beach against credit opening, tracking her walk along the pier, introducing the fisherman and other residents of Aberaeron, and then then introducing her daughter Deborah in her workplace, her preoccupation with the divorce and then ends with a call from a concerned local to report her mother has been seen walking along the pier and may be intending to jump off.
Scene Two
The scene opens with a harassed Deborah running along the pier still talking on her mobile, grabbing Maisie and roasting her for leaving the Home unsupervised.  This prompts a flashback of Maisie roasting the child Debbie for leaving the house to collect berries without telling her.  Meanwhile Deborah is dragging Maisie up the High Street while conducting a fraught phone call with her lawyer about the divorce settlement. At the same time Maisie is observing a couple who are in love and are looking at engagement rings in a shop across the street.
Scene Three
In this scene we are introduced to Merry Meadows, the care home and to Dot, Maisie’s mute friend. Pocketing her pills instead of swallowing them, we see Maisie the rebel at work.  She tells her friend about the young couple in Aberaeron and compares this to her relationship with husband Fred and recalls an unhappy family event Christmas that contributed to her decision to stop talking and which also informs Deborah’s attitude towards men.
Scene Four
The scene opens with a residents’ tea dance at the Home. Charlie asks Maisie to dance and when he takes his flirting a little too far she abruptly leaves the room. Later the same day she sneaks herself and Dot out of her bedroom window for a stroll down to the pond at the bottom of the grounds. We find out she is a poet and when Nurse Nelly discovers them and frog marches Maisie back to the Home, we get a flashback of young Maisie at the bottom of her garden being summoned abruptly into supper by her mother. It is in this scene that Maisie introduces the idea of portals into the unknown.
Scene Five
Maisie is waiting at Cardigan Hospital to see a doctor in the psychiatric unit. An hour later, tired of waiting she wanders out the front door and gets on the first bus that pulls up in front of the hospital: it’s going to Tenby. She splashes childlike in the water, having stripped off completely. She is then arrested for causing a public nuisance and is sitting in the Tenby police station waiting for her daughter to come. When Deborah arrives she is in a rage and threatens to send her mother to a residential institution with ‘much higher security’, i.e. sectioned. 


Scene Six
Her latest attempt to run away (to Tenby) causes Maisie to recall to an earlier occasion. Feeling trapped in an unhappy marriage and small life she takes young Debbie and runs away for a week without telling Fred.  A long bus journey and beautiful coastal scenery is marred by rain and grey skies which tells us that Maisie cannot escape her life simply by changing location.
Scene Seven
Maisie and Dot are in the lounge when a fire starts. Not realising this they decide to go for a late afternoon walk to the pond and gardens.  Maisie continues her tale about the time she ran away from Fred, his rage and his threat to have her put away, echoing Deborah’s own threat the day before. Fate intervenes however and Fred dies of a heart attack before he can make good on his threat.
Scene Eight 
Deborah arrives at Merry Meadows and is informed that her mother and a friend have been trapped in a fire in the residents lounge and are feared dead. In the face of loss Deborah suddenly realises how much her mother means to her and breaks down. Nurse Netty sees Maisie pushing Dot in her wheelchair up the rise. Deborah falls on her mother hugging her violently, while Maisie is bemused by the fuss.
Scene Nine
Maisie is in bed while Nurse Netty and Deborah discuss her care regime following the stress of recent events. Nellie blames Maisie for failing to raise the fire alarm when she wandered off for a stroll and Deborah springs to her defence, calling her a hero for saving life. Meanwhile Maisie, her heart strained by pushing the wheelchair all the way up the rise, is hovering between life and death. 
Just before the end, Maisie reveals to Deborah that she can speak and explains her silence. Deborah goes off to fetch tea, and while she is gone Maisie passes away.  As she moves from one world to the next, we see her in a dream state walking along the beach and then disappearing into a crevasse (portal) that has suddenly appeared in the cliffs.
CHARACTER BIOGRAPHIES
Maisie Masterson, in her late 70’s has pure white hair she wears long and flowing and secretly imagines herself as a pre-Raphaelite heroine. Maisie has been dispatched to a residential care home by her daughter and takes every opportunity to escape her confinement by evading her minders to take walks along the beach in either inappropriate or no dress.  But her major rebellion against what she sees as the ‘fuss and noise’ of the world, is a vow of silence, taken some years earlier. Ironically, she only friend and confidant is a fellow care home resident, Dot, is actually is mute.  By her silence and eccentric behaviour, Maisie is dismissed by everyone, including her daughter, as being ‘off with the fairies’.  In fact she has had a lively imagination and an ‘otherworldly’ quality since childhood as we see through flashbacks; a major theme of which is her search for a ‘portal’ into another, better, saner world.  This she rediscovers as she passes from this world into the next.  
Visual characteristics like Vanessa Redgrave 
Deborah Lloyd, Maisie’s daughter runs on her nerves and bottles her emotions until they erupt uncontrollably. In her late 40s she is in the middle of dealing with a bitter divorce, has a demanding job and the responsibility for a mother who ‘won’t stay, all of which has left her feeling helpless, permanently stressed and on the edge of a nervous breakdown.  Her distrust of men has been influenced by a bullying father – as we see from flashbacks – and while as a girl it was Debbie (an only child) and her mother against the world, these days Maisie represents nothing more than a nuisance for which an expedient solution (sectioning) must be found.   
Visual characteristics like Kristen Scott-Thomas
Dot is Maisie’s mute friend.  Although she cannot speak and is wheelchair-bound, Dot has an expressive face and while many of Maisie’s ideas and literary references baffle her, she is a loyal listener and always ready to go along with one of her friend’s madcap adventures.  Recommended actor: 
Visual characteristics like Sophie Thompson (Miss Bates in 1996 film Emma)
Netty Williams is the supervising nurse at Merry Meadows in the mould of Louise Fletcher (One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest). She likes to project a caring façade but is more concerned with keeping ‘inmates’ docile, running a tight ship and protecting the care home against claims of negligence.   
Fred Masterson, Maisie’s husband who died early from a heart attack, is a large, red-faced physical and mental bully who is unhappy with his job as a farmer and a Welsh shepherd. Although land rich, he is a miser and considers his wife and daughter to be incorrigible spendthrifts. While he likes football and the company of men he is disappointed his only child is a female and long ago lost any romantic interest in his wife who he considers silly at best and mentally unstable at worst.
Maisie’s mother, who we see in flashback through the eyes of Maisie, is sweet and loving towards her daughter as a toddler but as Maisie gets older and more independent, becomes increasingly like Netty Williams. 
Charlie, in his 80’s is a fellow Merry Meadows resident and has a crush on Maisie.  A ‘wide-boy’ type, he still fancies himself a Lothario and offends Maisie – sensitive to male aggression – by slapping her on the behind.
The Tenby policeman is a decent man who is concerned about the council having released former asylum inmates onto the street and has no interest in exacting petty punishments.  Indeed he feels sorry for Maisie, who he views as a harmless old woman and just wants the problem to ‘go away’.
Other ‘walk-on’ characters include a bus driver, Cardigan Hospital staff, a mother and child on Tenby beach, the second Tenby policeman, Merry Meadow residents at the tea dance, and the resident who starts the fire.
_______________________________________

CRITICAL ESSAY

Breathing Out went through ten iterations before completion and involved a steep learning curve; one that could not have been negotiated without the close and continuous assistance and of my tutor, Dic Edwards who contributed many of the best ideas. 

The basic plot and premise of the screenplay was mapped in the initial stages – that of an elderly woman who has retreated into silence and who everyone assumes is suffering dementia. In reality she is a poetic soul who chafes against the confinements of living in a care home and cannot resist challenges society’s petty moralities. 

As someone facing my later years, I have for some time been interested in the challenges inherent in the aging process. Too often in the West the elderly are written off a having little worth and nothing to say.  I wanted to create a character that challenges this attitude and shows that while the body may decay the spirit can continue to grow until the end.

In casting about for a point of departure I had several inspirations.  One is the film The Winter Guest which opens with a ten minute sequence of Law (an elderly woman) tramping across fields to visit her daughter (Thompson).  This was the spark for Maisie’s opening walk along the beach to the pier.  The Winter Guest is also a story of mother/daughter conflict and resolution, which is the secondary theme of Breathing Out.  

One of the main challenges of a silent protagonist is the lack of ‘call and response’ dynamism provided by dialogue. In the first version of the play there were long sections of Maisie speaking in mental voiceover. This quickly became monotonous. To overcome the problem a foil was needed, so in a flash of Theatre-of-the-Absurd irony, Maisie’s loyal listening post Dot appeared – a fellow care home resident who actually is mute.  

The most difficult element in the screenplay was to find Maisie’s ‘voice’.  I wanted a mix of whimsy, poetry and absent-mindedness; to paint an aging woman still capable of childlike wonder and a rich imagination who challenges the assumptions of mental atrophy in old age.  Without this rich interior life there would be no point to the story.  Finally it came together, largely through drastically reducing the length of her speeches and instead of explanatory language, having her cite short snatches of poetry and posing ‘out of the box’ questions. As my tutor points out: Words get in the way of writing.

Another major challenge was learning to think visually. A great help in this was Potter’s Screen Language; specifically her treatment of the film Midnight Cowboy where she anatomises every scene and points out how imagery and visual symbolism reinforces character and meaning.1   I realised through this that writing a screenplay is like telling two stories:  one in pictures and one in words, that are then fused together to create a single experience.  A third strand of story is sound. I have suggested the natural sounds of the sea but beyond that have not ventured into soundtrack suggestions for Breathing Out: this is something to be considered.  A source of inspiration for this was an article by Kichiko Kakutani: An Odd Couple Argues ‘Amadeus’ Onto the Screen.2 wherein he talks about the additional dimensionality sound gives the film version of Shaffer’s script – obvious in the case of Amadeus but equally valid for any other film.

The third hurdle was ensuring the script has pace. This immediately brought to mind Robert McKee and the concept of ‘Beats’3.  This is the idea that a story is move forward by a series of alternating pulses: fast/slow, in/out, crisis/calm, and so on. It was in thinking about this that the title was conceived; Breathing Out – the story  of a woman in her last days who rebels against death by challenging confinement and petty moralities to ‘Rage, rage, against the dying of the light.'4   Throughout the story Maisie is, symbolically, breathing in and breathing out in alternating beats towards the final climax when she breathes her last.

In terms of story development, Trottier maps out the stages as: catalyst (what McKee refers to as inciting incident), big event, crisis, climax and realisation5, while McKee refers to the inciting incident6  In Breathing Out there are many small catalysts – events that disturb the balance. The first catalyst – or inciting incident – is Deborah rushing to prevent her mother from ‘jumping off the pier’. The second is her running away to Tenby and being arrested; and the third (in flashback) is escaping to Borth and subsequent confrontation with Fred. Each of these brings Maisie to the brink of either death or incarceration (the same thing to her).  

Everything culminates in the big event of the fire, followed by the crisis of Deborah thinking that Maisie is dead and regret for how she has treated her. The climax is Maisie’s sudden reappearance and Deborah’s realisation that despite everything she loves her mother, and her mother is not senile, ties the climax & realisation back to the inciting incident  -  Deborah in a fury fetching her mother from the end of the pier then acknowledging her mother can’t help her actions since she’s demented..  

The primary realisation is Maisie’s:  the magic portal, which has longed to discover all her life, is real and is now beckoning her to a better world.

Footnotes
1. Potter, C. Screen Language: From Film Writing to Film-Making, London: Methuen, 2000. Pgs  76-100
2. McKee, R. Story: Substance, Structure, Style and the Principles of Screenwriting, London, Methuen, 1998. Pgs 37-38
3. McKee, R. Story Seminar:  Workbook, London: Seminar Associates, 2009.  
4. Dylan Thomas,  Rage, Rage’
5. Trottier, D, The Screenwriter’s Bible, Los Angeles: Silman-James Press, 1995. pg 117
6. McKee. Story:  Pg 181 
7. 
Bibliography
BBC Writers’ Room (online) -  screenplay format library
Blacker, I. Elements of Screenwriting, London: Macmillan, 1996.
Field, S. Screenplay, the Foundations of Screenwriting, New York: Dell Publishing, 2005.
Gooch, S, Writing a Play, London: A & C Black, 1988.
McKee, R. Story: Substance, Structure, Style and the Principles of Screenwriting, London, Methuen, 1998.
McKee, R. Story Seminar  Workbook, London: Seminar Associates, 2009
Potter, C. Screen Language: From Film Writing to Film-Making, London: Methuen, 2000.
Saunders, J. How to Write Realistic Dialogue, London: Allison & Busby, 1994.
Trottier, D, The Screenwriter’s Bible, Los Angeles: Silman-James Press, 1995.
Walls, M, Shepherd, S. Studying Plays, London, Arnold/Hodder Headline Group, 1998


1

