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​‘Luke Blake’s Screenplay’

Barrie David

SUNRISE - ARIZONA INTERIOR - YESTERDAY...

Amid a backdrop of mountainous desert terrain the rising sun provides a spectacular display of intermingling copper and gold clouds, when they slowly fade to an infinity of clear blue sky the rugged landscape, silent and still, is dominated by searing merciless heat.​

CUT TO - An American Eagle, gliding majestically above a remote mountain range gazes down at a stationary Recreational Vehicle on a narrow mountain trail that’s crudely hand painted in military combat green and coated with the grime of extensive mileage. The RV has a steel rack above the cab roof and a pull-out sunshade which is not in use.  A sliding side door is slightly open. Near the RV is a cluster of massive boulders.

CUT TO - A small, semi dark bedroom in the RV showing a floor to ceiling storage cupboard with sliding doors. In front of the cupboard are two sets of top and bottom bunks. On a top bunk, a man in his mid-thirties, six feet tall and ruggedly handsome, is sound asleep. 

A brief screen message shows he’s Jeffrey Blake.

CUT TO - On a top bunk opposite Jeffrey sleeps a teenage boy whose deep suntan sits well with his mass of blonde curly hair.

A screen message shows – he’s Jeffrey’s son, Luke.

CUT TO - In the narrow gap between two lower bunks lays a slumbering medium sized black and white mongrel. A screen message shows his name is Beric.

CUT TO - The Eagle. Circling the RV, intently watching dozens of reptiles that emerge from a dark crevice between the boulders. Suddenly plummeting down, with breath-taking precision it scoops up a small rattlesnake from the crest of one of the boulders. With predator and prey a distant airborne dot... 

SCENES FADES...

NEW SCENE – THE BEDROOM.

CUT TO – While Jeffrey and Luke continue to sleep Beric stirs, briefly yawns and plods over to a large circular stainless-steel bowl near the base of the storage cupboard. The vague sound as he laps up what water remains in the bowl is the only challenge to the absolute silence. Returning to the lower bunks Beric settles down, but suddenly alert, moves to the closed bedroom door. Sniffing around the base he rears up and begins forcefully scratching the door. The sound does not awaken Jeffrey, but Luke, sitting up and grinning how Beric pleads to relieve himself, promptly sweeps back his bedding and climbs down from his bunk. Naked except for boxer shorts, Luke proves to be tall and well-built. Combined with his suntan and blonde curly hair his piercing china blue eyes show him to be an extraordinarily handsome young man. The instant Luke opens the bedroom door, Beric surges passed him into the main area of the RV, the lounge where three rattlesnakes, coiled up beside a narrow gap in the side door, collectively attack Beric when he approaches them. In the blink of an eye the absolute silence is shattered by a chilling crescendo of vicious barking and frenzied rattling. The horrifying scene is conveyed via Luke’s bulging terrified eyes as he sees the un-survivable plight of Beric and to retrieve him would be suicidal. In stark panic Luke turns and retreats into the bedroom, slamming the door with such force it rebounds wide open as he frantically scrambles up to his bunk.

CUT TO - Jeffrey, rapidly sitting up in his bunk, gazing in horrified disbelief from Luke, visibly trembling on the opposite bunk, to the lounge to see Beric, panting heavily as he slumps to the floor. Staring down from their bunks, father and son instinctively recoil as they watch one of the deadly snakes rapidly slithers from the lounge into the bedroom, its hideous rattle rasping on nerve endings of man and boy when it halts in a writhing aggressive coil between the two lower bunks a mere four feet below them...

SCENE FADES STATING THREE WEEKS EARLIER...

NEW OPENING SCENE




––––––––
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SOUTHBOUND FREEWAY

PHOENIX – ARIZONA.

CUT TO - Aerial view showing a Freeway with traffic of every size and description.

CUT TO – The cab of an antiquated Pickup Truck lumbering along the inside lane and an elderly overweight man of Hispanic appearance who gazes anxiously at a gauge on the dashboard indicating fuel is close to zero. Fumbling for a packet of cigarettes the man shakes one loose and lights it with the remains of a cigarette he’s already smoking. Glancing in his rear-view mirror he sees an Arizona Police Cruiser behind him. The drone of the engine suddenly fades causing traffic behind to brake as the Pickup rolls to a halt. With its blue flashing lights and its siren wailing the police cruiser halts behind the Pickup, its two-man crew exiting to take control as the inside lane begins backing up. 

CUT TO - The rear of the tailback where a red Ferrari draws to a halt. Jeffrey Blake steps from the cab to glimpse the long line of traffic in front of him. Slumping back into the driving seat he pulls the door closed and with obvious gloom stares at a six-by-six picture glued to the dashboard showing a soldier wearing a 1940’s American army uniform depicting on the left shoulder the head of an eagle with the word. ‘Airborne’.  The base of the picture shows the wording.

Sergeant George Blake. 101st Airborne Division.

Killed - December 1944 at Bastogne

Sighing heavily, Jeffrey begins watching a man and a teenage boy who climb down from a stationary RV in front of him to examine a rear tyre. Wearing tee shirts, trainers, and shorts showing shards of cotton where they’ve been crudely severed from a pair of jeans, they hurriedly return to the RV when their lane begins to move.

CUT TO - The cruiser crew, halting central traffic for vehicles in the blocked lane to pass the motionless Pickup truck.

CUT TO - The Ferrari. Jeffrey, now on the open road, nodding thoughtfully as he accelerates passed the man and boy in the lumbering RV.

SCENE FADES...

NEW OPENING SCENE STATING – JEFFREY’S PALATIAL HOME.

Showing the Ferrari moving down a lengthy driveway bordered by white picket fencing toward a large ranch style house, a vast forecourt with a huge double garage and a generous front veranda with multiple chairs, tables, and sun loungers. A brief aerial view of the rear of the house shows a swimming pool, a Sauna, a Jacuzzi, and shower cubicles.

CUT TO - Parking beside a Mercedes Coupe Jeffrey scoops up his jacket and a briefcase and strides briskly to the house. Echoing from the house is gentle, immensely captivating piano playing.

CUT TO - Jeffrey, crossing a marble-floored reception hallway dominated by a wide mahogany stairway then entering a spacious lounge boasting oak flooring randomly dotted with exquisite hand-woven Persian rugs. Nestling in front of a wide stone fireplace two large white leather settees in no way contrast with the surrounding period furniture. At the far end of the lounge, in front of glazed cantilevered doors overlooking the rear garden, a stunningly beautiful blonde-haired woman wearing pale blue jeans and a red cotton shirt plays a Steinway Grand Piano. A screen heading shows she’s Jeffrey’s wife Elena. (Nickname Lenny).

Pausing as she watches Jeffrey offload his coat and briefcase onto a Regency Chair, Lenny briefly smiles when Jeffrey comments.

“Don’t stop Len! I love what you do with that piano!”

Lenny resumes playing. Jeffrey walks to a well-stocked cocktail bar fronted by a row of bar stools. Moments later Lenny settles onto one.

LENNY - Pleasantly inquiring.

“How’s your day been?”

JEFFREY - Engrossed in making drinks.

“A truck broke down on the Freeway, it was chaos until the cops got things moving!” 

JEFFREY- Brusquely enquiring.

“Where’s Luke?” 

LENNY – Informatively.

“In his bedroom!”

JEFFREY- Sarcastically as he places a drink for Lenny on the bar.

“Where he goes every time I come home!”

LENNY – Affirmatively.

“Let’s not go there Jeff, we’ll only argue!”

JEFFREY - Retorting.

“We could try talking without arguing!”

LENNY- Knowingly.

“When it comes to Luke we always argue, we go around in circles, I tell you about your indifference to him and your obsession for profit, you never fail to justify yourself, and nothing changes!”

JEFFREY - Persistently.

“Profit pays for this house, the cars, the Caribbean cruises, and everything Luke wants, but we can’t be in the same room without something kicking off...”

LENNY – Impatiently.

“Another full circle! What’s on your mind Jeff? Where is this headed?”

JEFFREY- Staring down at his drink.

“I’ve got an idea that might resolve things with me and Luke?”

LENNY – Curiously.

“Go on!”

JEFFREY – Informatively.

“I want to take him on a man-to-man vacation in an RV, the idea is box him up with nowhere to go, we’re sure to argue and hopefully clear the air once and for all!”

JEFFREY – Watching Lenny closely as he continues.

“If I ask him, he will dig in before I even finish speaking and nothing will budge him! If anyone can persuade him to go with me, you can!”

LENNY – Immediately critical as she retorts.

“I’ve been telling you for years to spend more time with Luke, but you never listened, the terrible atmosphere between you is not Luke’s fault! It might surprise you he’s a great kid!”

JEFFREY – Affirmatively.

“I’m listening now! Will you talk to him?”

LENNY - Hesitating, before answering.

“Your idea can’t make things any worse than they already are so yes, I’ll talk to him later this evening, but I know exactly how he’s going to react!”  

JEFFREY - Leaning forward to briefly touch his glass to hers. “That’s all I ask!”

SCENE FADES

NEW SCENE – LATER THAT EVENING

CUT TO - Lenny, walking up the mahogany stairway, crossing the landing to a door showing an A4 print out saying in large bold lettering. ‘Luke’s Sanctuary’

Lenny gently knocks the door. A gruff boyish voice abruptly demands.

“Who is it?”

LENNY - Pensively.

“Need to speak to you Luke?”

Luke Blake opens the door.

LUKE. Amenably.

“Hey Mom! What's happening?”

With a brief half smile Lenny settles on Luke’s bed and gazes at a large all-in-one computer resting on a solid oak desk. The screen shows the Roman Colosseum. On a swing-out bracket beside the desk a fifty-inch LG television is not turned on and hangs like a dormant blank picture. Two walls have shelves showing rows of CD’s and books about Movie Stars. A further wall shows a montage of actors who have starred in epic films about ancient Rome. Richard Burton The Robe - Victor Mature Demetrius and the Gladiators - Charlton Heston Ben Hur - Kirk Douglas Spartacus - Russell Crowe Gladiator – Channing Tatum – The Eagle. It’s the bedroom of a rich kid who obviously loves movies.

LENNY - Nodding at the computer screen.

“What are you working on?”

LUKE - With boyish enthusiasm.

“We’re doing a competition in School, it’s called Movie Idea, it’s to see who can write the best screenplay! I've started a story about a soldier who joins the Roman Army, did you know mom it took five years to train a fighting Roman Legion, by then they were so disciplined you could march them over a cliff without a single man breaking rank!”

LENNY - Genuinely amazed.

“You’re kidding!”

LUKE – Affirmatively.

“I’m not mom! Every modern Army is based on Roman formations, a company of soldiers is one hundred men, the Romans called it a century, one hundred men...”

LUKE – Pausing as he senses his mother has more on her mind than his passion for all things Roman.

LENNY – Pensively.

“I’ve got something to tell you Luke, you won’t like it, so I’ll come right out and say it! Your father wants to take you on a vacation in an RV, you, and him, man-to-man!”

LUKE’S affable smile rapidly diminishes as he scoffs.

“A vacation, in an RV... WITH HIM? You got to be kidding!”

LENNY Tolerantly

“Yes Luke! WITH HIM! He knows he’s made mistakes...”

LUKE - Increasingly belligerent as he retorts. 

“MISTAKES? Mom, how can you say he makes mistakes when he ignores us every time his cell phone rings, what about my birthday last year, when he drove off in the middle of my party to do a deal somewhere, did he stop to even consider how dumb I felt in frontof my friends? All that matters to him is profit, I won’t go anywhere with him and that’s final”.  

LENNY – Glancing meaningfully around the bedroom.

“He has been... generous!”

LUKE – Contemptuously.

“All this, and a gold Rolex, is not being a father!”

LENNY – Beseechingly.

“Can’t you at least meet him halfway?”

LUKE- Obstinately.

“Mom, I’ll tell you like it is, I can’t conceive anything less appealing than what he calls a man-to-man vacation in an RV!”

LENNY – Sighing heavily.

“OK Luke, he asked me to speak to you and I have, I won’t ask you again or try to convince you this vacation would be a chance for both of you to damn well start acting like the father and son you should be!”

LENNY - Walking to the bedroom door, opening it, and pausing to make lingering eye contact with Luke when she adds.

“One day Luke, you’ll have children of your own, and like your father, you’ll make mistakes, when you do, I hope you get the second chance you won’t consider giving your father!”

LENNY- Intentionally not closing the bedroom door, walking briskly to the stairs but stopping half way down when she hears it suddenly slam.

CUT TO - Lenny joins Jeffrey waiting in the hallway. Together they enter the lounge.

LENNY - Wearily settling on one of the white leather settees.

“I could sure use a drink!”

Jeffrey, stepping from behind the bar, clinking ice cubes into two glasses before adding large measures of Courvoisier.

JEFFREY - “I heard some of that! He’s not going to move is he!”

LENNY – Surprisingly optimistic.

“He’ll go with you Jeff, he doesn’t know it himself yet, but he WILL go!”

JEFFREY – Clearly astonished.

“But he just said...?”

LENNY - Knowingly.

“Our son is full of turmoil, but he’s not a fool! Only a damn fool hate’s forever!”

JEFFREY – Anxiously.

“Can’t we get him down here, and talk to him together?”

LENNY – Adamantly.

“Absolutely NO! It must come from him, let him decide in his own time!”

JEFFREY - Settling beside Lenny, placing a large brandy glass in her hand.

LENNY – Decisively.

“When this trip happens, my advice is be patient with him, don’t rush things, when he stresses you out, and believe me, he will, prove to him you’re not so obsessed with money you can be the father he expects you to be, above all Jeff, I expect you to keep him safe!”

JEFFREY – Reassuringly.

“Len, trust me! Whatever happens, I will keep him safe!” 

SCENE FADES...NEW SCENE – SCREEN HEADING...

DOWNTOWN PHEONIX – THREE DAYS LATER

CUT TO - Jeffrey, drawing the Ferrari to a halt beside a military remembrance park showing several highly detailed stone statues of American soldiers in combat situations. When his cell phone suddenly rings he scoops it up, notes the caller is Lenny and makes the connection.

LENNY – Enthusiastically.  

“Jeff? Luke’s agreed to make the trip!” 

LENNY – Repeating when Jeffrey hesitates... 

“Did you hear me? Luke’s agreed...” 

JEFFREY- Unintentionally brusque... 

“I heard you, what happened?”

LENNY – Informatively 

“I talked to him again! He’s not happy, but he has agreed to go with you!” 

JEFFREY – Advisedly. 

“OK! Listen, I’m going to get a cab to follow me home so I can garage my car, then I’ll use the cab to go shopping!”      

LENNY- Clearly mystified. 

“Shopping? For what?”  

JEFFREY – Affirmatively. 

“For a Recreational Vehicle! See you later!” 

SCENE FADES...

NEW SCENE 

Visual only...


A CAB ENTERING THE FORCOURT OF A DEALERSHIP FOR RV’S     

CUT TO - Jeffrey exits the cab and pays the driver. Immediately he’s approached by a balding, overweight salesman whose white shirt show dark stains under both armpits. Following a brief exchange, the salesman makes a sweeping gesture clearly inviting Jeffrey to look around. With a brief glance of obvious indifference to rows of enormous new and used RV’s either side of the forecourt Jeffrey wanders over to a collection of smaller older RVs stationed beside the dealership garage. About to dismiss a medium sized RV showing several dents and rusting scars on its hand painted military green bodywork, Jeffrey pauses for a double take when he sees three square plaques bolted to the front fender of the RV. The centre one gives the RV a name - The Screaming Eagle, the second shows two names, Hank, and Gus. The third depicts a yellow and white eagle’s head being the insignia of 101st Airborne Division. With increasing interest, Jeffrey slides open a wide side door with a large window and climbs inside. 

CUT TO – Inside the RV

Jeffrey entering a good-sized central lounge showing a worktop with a sink and a small cooking range powered by a gas bottle located beneath the worktop. One side of the lounge has a four feet seat which is also a storage unit.  A triangular corner unit proves to be a WC with a chemical toilet, a wash hand basin but not a shower. Beside the washroom a door leads to a small bedroom showing a wide cupboard at the rear fronted by two sets of top and bottom bunks, the lower ones showing bundles of new bedding wrapped in cellophane.  Subdued daylight from a two feet square skylight layered with years of accumulated grime competes with tiny gaps in the curtains of two small portholes beside each of the upper bunks. Returning to the lounge, Jeffrey takes note of two sliding

aluminium doors leading to the cab. In the cab he picks up and reads a sales card resting on the dashboard. 

This RV was built by two former servicemen to cover rough terrain. It has four bunks, central locking, a three-litre diesel engine, four-wheel drive, and air-conditioning. Added extras are a pull-out sun canopy and a tubular steel rack above the cab. The rear bedroom has a skylight and a large storage cupboard containing foldaway table and chairs and a portable gas-fired B-B-Q. Other extras are brand-new bedding plus pots, pans, and cutlery.

Our mechanics are confident of its reliability. Price – inclusive of the bodywork being repaired and re-sprayed - $11000. 

CUT TO - Jeffrey, stepping down via the side door from the lounge to examine deep treaded steel-reinforced tyres and a circular container at the rear housing a spare wheel.

CUT TO - The salesman, watching Jeffrey from a distance, is confident of a sale as he strides toward him.

CUT TO - JEFFREY – Tersely, before the salesman speaks.

“I like this RV, but not the rust, the lack of a shower, or the price! I don’t want it re -sprayed, which will save you money! I’ll make one offer payable with an immediate cash transfer via American Express. If we can’t do a deal, I’ll walk away!” 

CUT TO - THE SALESMAN - His smile fading.

“OK, what’s your offer?”

JEFFREY – Affirmatively.

“Nine grand, you throw in a full tank of diesel and a new gas bottle!”

THE SALESMAN – Pausing before murmuring.

“Let’s go to the office!”

CUT TO – Jeffrey driving the Screaming Eagle off the forecourt.


SCENE FADES...

NEW SCENE –

Visual only...

CUT TO - Jeffrey in a hardware store purchasing two boxes of bullets, two six-feet-long fibreglass fishing rods with reels, and a pair of binoculars. Putting everything into the utility cupboard he drives to his next stop. 

CUT TO - Jeffrey in a supermarket, loading a shopping cart with several six-packs of beer, a bottle of Jack Daniel’s, gallon containers of fruit juice, and tins of Coca-Cola. Other items are a large assortment of tinned food, pre-packed greens and two enormous T-bone steaks. 

CUT TO - JEFFREY’S arrival home.

Making a wide turn on the forecourt leaving the RV pointing outward, Jeffrey shuts down the engine and sees Lenny wearing white shorts, flip-flops and a red halter-neck top emerge from the house staring incredulously at the RV. 

CUT TO – JEFFREY - Grinning as he climbs down from the cab and places his arm around Lenny’s waist.

“Before you say anything, I know it won’t ever turn heads, but for what I have in mind it’s perfect!”

JEFFREY - Sliding open the side door. 

“Come on, I’ll show you around!” 

As Jeffrey and Lenny enter the RV... 

CUT TO - A window overlooking the forecourt where Luke stares contemptuously down at the RV before snatching the curtain closed.

SCENE FADES...

NEW SCENE - MID MORNING THE NEXT DAY.

CUT TO - Jeffrey, wearing trainers, jeans and a t-shirt walking in the searing heat toward the RV carrying a Winchester rifle and a large holdall. Removing keys from his back pocket, two sudden clunks confirm the central locking releasing.

Via the side door, Jeffrey enters the lounge and dropping his holdall onto a lower bunk places the Winchester in the WC. Drawing open the two metal doors he enters the stifling cab, fires up the engine and turns on the air-conditioning.

CUT TO - Lenny, approaching the RV with Luke, carrying a holdall trudging beside her.

CUT TO – LUKE - Brusquely tossing his holdall onto the lounge floor then briefly embracing his mother. Knowing he should close the side door, he ignores it and slumping into the passenger seat sullenly attaches his seat belt. Jeffrey exits the cab, slams the side door closed and gently draws Lenny into his arms.

CUT TO - JEFFREY - The purring engine masking his voice.

“Darling? Don’t look so worried! We’ll be fine! The longer I go without phoning you, the more everything is going to plan!”  

CUT TO - LENNY - Her expression tense as she comments.

“Remember, what I said about being patient!”

CUT TO - JEFFREY - Returning to the cab, attaching his seatbelt, selecting first gear, and mouthing to Lenny.

“I love you! Trust me!”

CUT TO - Lenny, not taking her eyes from the RV until it reaches the end of the drive where the brake lights momentarily glow before it moves out of sight.

CUT TO - Lenny, turning back to the house where she settles on the second step of the mahogany stairway with moistening eyes.

CUT TO – Moments later – A distant view of the house echoing with immensely captivating piano playing.

SCENE FADES...

OPENING SCENE. 

THE CAB OF THE RV...

CUT TO – Moving past houses, shops and commercial businesses recede giving way to horizons dominated by vast mountain ranges the only sound amid the silent oppressive atmosphere between father and son is the steady drone of the engine.  While Luke stares with simmering hostility straight ahead, Jeffrey, noting how white his knuckles are, constantly relaxes his taut grip on the steering wheel.

CT - JEFFREY – Giving a brief, throat clearing cough.

“It’s roughly a hundred and forty miles to Flagstaff Luke, I figure we’ll pitch there tonight and head up to the Grand Canyon! What’ you reckon?”

CUT TO - LUKE - Glaring cynically at his father, his voice emphatic as he retorts.   

“I only agreed to this so-called vacation for mom’s sake, now I’m here, I hate everything about it! I want to go home!”

CUT TO - JEFFREY – Imploringly stating.

“Luke, I’m trying to...”

LUKE – Scornfully bellowing.

“I’m not interested in what you’re trying to do, I want to go home! I will keep saying it until you turn this rusting heap around and do it!”

Instantly releasing his seat belt, Luke draws open both metal doors and retreating to the lounge, noisily crashes them closed. Snatching up his holdall and sitting on the storage seat he removes a sizable laptop and turns it on.

CUT TO - JEFFREY.  Slowly shaking his head, glances from his brilliant white knuckles to a green overhead traffic sign indicating a turnoff for the highway to Flagstaff. 

SCENES FADES... 

OPENING SCENE 

A CAMPSITE IN FLAGSTAFF – LATER THAT DAY... 

CUT TO - Jeffrey emerging from a building with sign indicating it’s a Campsite Reception Office. Driving to the pitch he’s paid for he shuts down the engine and climbs down from the cab. Sliding the side door open he steps into the lounge where Luke, engrossed in fingering the keyboard of his laptop, ignores him.

CUT TO - JEFFREY – Murmuring patiently.

“I’ll be in and out setting up the pitch, can you put your feet up?”

Without looking at his father, Luke swivels his legs onto the seat. Going to the utility cupboard Jeffrey removes the folding table and chairs and sets them up outside. Reaching up to open the sun canopy proves difficult when two telescopic legs meant to support it drop down indicating the canopy must be supported while putting them in place. Watching his father struggle to finally set the canopy up Luke turns indifferently back to his laptop. Collecting the portable barbie from the bedroom cupboard. Jeffrey ignites it and places the two T-bone steaks onto it and between rotating them sets the table with cutlery, buttered bread and plates filled with pre-wrapped assorted greens.

CUT TO - JEFFREY – Pensively leaning into the lounge.

“Tables laid and chow’s ready son!”

LUKE – Curtly militant.

“I’ll eat in here!”

Jeffrey patiently nods and places Luke’s meal and cutlery on the end of the storage seat. Both meals are consumed in simmering ongoing silence.


NEW SCENE

LATER THAT EVENING.


CUT TO – A small convoy of RVs arriving at the campsite where, not unlike the covered wagons of the old West, they assemble into a huge circle. As sunset approaches billowing smoke carries the appetising aroma of countless Bar-B-Q’s.

CUT TO - JEFFREY...

Washing and clearing away the dishes, passing the morose Luke to undo the cellophane wrapped bedding and make up beds on both top bunks. Sitting at the table and pulling the ring on a can of beer, the side door suddenly slams and rebounds slightly open when the catch fails to connect. Listening as Luke climbs to an upper bunk, Jeffrey, opening another beer, sits quietly enjoying as the site winds down amid echoes of receding chatter as families are preparing for bed. Entering the lounge, and by now aware the side door needs to be forcibly slammed for the lock to engage, Jeffrey crashes it closed and locks it. Entering the bedroom to see Luke apparently sound asleep Jeffrey strips down to his boxer shorts and climbs up to the bunk opposite Luke. Switching off the light, nestling under the blankets and squaring the pillow behind his head Jeffrey murmurs.

“Goodnight Luke!”

Predictably, no response comes from Luke...

NEW SCENE

THE FOLLOWING MORNING 

CUT TO – JEFFREY - Suddenly awakened by the unmistakable rumble of the side door opening suggesting Luke has left to thumb a ride home. Scrambling into the lounge, with obvious relief Jeffrey sees Luke walking toward the site amenities block carrying a towel and his toiletry bag. Filling the kettle Jeffrey smiles and glances at an unblemished sky confirming the day is set to be a typical Arizona scorcher.     

CUT TO - JEFFREY. Sitting under the canopy, sipping coffee as Luke returns.

“I’ve made fresh coffee! I figure we’ll hit the road and have breakfast later!”

CUT TO - LUKE. Moodily silent as he enters the lounge, pours coffee, then sits on the bench to open his laptop. Jeffrey finishes his coffee and begins replacing everything into the RV. A spring-loaded recoiling device on the canopy makes it easier to close than it was to open.

CUT TO - The vacation resumes with Luke in the lounge and Jeffrey glancing at an overhead traffic sign showing they’re approaching one of the most iconic tourist destinations in the world. The Grand Canyon National Park. 


NEW OPENING SCENE

PARKING LOT - NORTH RIM - THE GRAND CANYON.

EARLY AFTERNOON... 


CT – JEFFREY- Drawing to a halt surrounded by cars, luxury air-conditioned coaches, gas-guzzling 4x4s and countless RVs. Shutting down the engine and releasing his seatbelt he gratefully yawns and leans back to stretch his arms. Winding down his window he sees a stand of high fir trees running adjacent to the parking lot for what seems miles. In the distance, nestling between the trees are three buildings constructed to look like pioneering log cabins. One shows an overhead sign stating it’s a combined Hotel/Diner. After browsing a colourful brochure that came with the parking fee Jeffrey nudges open the metal doors and enters the lounge to see Luke sat wearing headphones connected to his laptop.

CUT TO - JEFFREY – Politely informative.

“We’re here son! The Grand Canyon!”

Getting no reaction whatsoever from Luke Jeffrey gently taps his shoulder and points meaningfully at the headphones. Grudgingly removing them, Luke glares up at his father.

JEFFREY – Repeating.

“We’re here Luke, the Grand Canyon! There is a Diner nearby, we could get some breakfast?”

Watching Luke slowly shake his head before replacing the headphones, feeling his patience is on a knife-edge, Jeffrey snatches them clear of Luke’s head and tosses them onto his lap.

JEFFREY – Bellowing.

“You know what I’m trying to do here Luke, you don’t want any part of it, so what the hell DO you want?”

CUT TO - LUKE – Coldly adamant.

“I want what I asked for yesterday! I’ll say the same tomorrow, and the next day! I WANT TO GO HOME...!”

JEFFREY - With seething finality as he turns and strides to the cab.

“YOU WANNA GO HOME! YOU GOT IT!”

CUT TO - JEFFREY - Noisily drawing both doors closed, sagging hot and sweaty into the driving seat, snatching up and connecting his seatbelt, reaching for the ignition key but hesitating then releasing the seat belt and ramming both doors open to re-enter the lounge.

CUT TO - JEFFREY- Aggressively towering over Luke, who’s replaced the headphones.

“Is going home what you really want? Can’t we at least talk?”

CUT TO - LUKE - Calmly turning off his laptop and placing it beside him on the bench. Removing the headphones he gently sets them down on the laptop. Staring up at his enraged father his china-blue eyes show no sign of fear or intimidation, his voice rock steady when he quietly murmurs.

“I’m your son, I’m fifteen years old, tell me what you think I want to do with my life, tell me what you think my future ambitions are?”

As a sudden heavy silence dominates the lounge, Jeffrey, visibly bewildered, hesitates.

LUKE – Nodding, continues.

“There was a time when I admired how everything you touched made money, then I saw how your obsession for more put me and mom in second place, you could see what you were doing to us, but you did nothing!”

LUKE – Pausing, stating with obvious contempt.

“When mom asked me to come on this so-called vacation, what was man to man about it when you couldn’t bring yourself to ask me?”

JEFFREY- Retorting.

“I knew talking to you would get me nowhere!”

LUKE – More contemptuous than ever.

“So let’s define things, you knew exactly how I would react to coming on this trip, but you haven’t got a clue in hell what my future ambitions are?”

JEFFREY – Aware his wrath is diminishing, murmurs.

“Right at this moment Luke, I can’t tell you how sorry I am for not knowing what every father should know, I can only say when I was earning a hundred thousand dollars simply by sending a text or an email I forgot my real wealth was my family. I can only apologize to you, and give you my word, as one man to another, never to take you or your mother for granted again!”

As a heavy silence returns, Jeffrey, noting how the pent-up anguish in Luke’s eyes distinctly softens, beseechingly adds.

“Your mother said only a damn fool hates forever, I’m not more than you Luke, and you’re not less than me. I’m asking for a second chance son?”

When Jeffrey offers his hand, Luke hesitates then slowly accepts it.

Briskly returning to the cab, Jeffrey winds up the window and snatches up his cell phone from its charging cradle on the dashboard. Climbing down into the oppressive heat he sees Luke exit from the side door. Forcefully slamming it closed, Jeffrey initiates the central locking and places the keys in the back pocket of his jeans. With silence dividing them father and son walk toward the distant Hotel/Diner.

SCENES FADES...

NEW OPENING SCENE.

CUT TO - Jeffrey and Luke entering a foyer bustling with tourists from all over the world. One side is dominated by a long Reception/Information desk, opposite it is the unrelenting clatter of dishes and voices in a diner. Edging through the crowds to the far end of the foyer they approach a wide stone fireplace showing in its hearth a small mound of smoke-blackened logs, beside the fireplace a pair of wedged open doors lead to a sizable gift shop virtually shoulder to shoulder with tourists. Moving toward beckoning daylight beyond the shop they emerge onto a short-gravelled pathway and walk to a curved stone buttress overlooking the Grand Canyon where, like countless of millions who visit the Canyon, they’re instantly captivated by one of the most sublime visual experiences in the world.

Plunging to the mighty Colorado River one mile below and stretching left and right as far as the eye can see a vast panorama of multiple gorges, buttes and plateaus are tinted in a kaleidoscope of indescribable colour randomly broken by the caressing shadow of a passing solitary cloud. Ten thousand centuries in the making, and extending more than two hundred miles, the Canyon ingrains a moment of pause that endures forever...

CUT TO - In the fierce afternoon heat they explore the narrow tourist pathways along the Canyon Rim until...

CUT TO - JEFFREY – Commenting amenably.

“I could sure use a coffee, even better, a king size mixed grill!”

Luke nod’s immediate in agreement.

CUT TO - A BOOTH IN THE DINER showing scant conversation between them as they consume the mixed grill.

CUT TO - THE GIFT SHOP - SOMETIME LATER...

Jeffrey buy’s a book. Luke buys a crafted Indian bangle.

CUT TO - THEIR RETURN TO THE RV.

When Jeffrey initiates the central locking, to his surprise Luke climbs into the cab.

CUT TO - LUKE – Settling into the passenger seat, murmuring...

“Dad? Why don’t we go off road, get away from people?”

Jeffrey, immediately elated, nods, and fires up the engine.

CUT TO - The RV, stopping at a garage in the parking lot to fill the gas tank before heading for the open road. 

SCENE FADES...

NEW SCENE - SOMETIME LATER...

CUT TO - The view from the RV’s windscreen...Showing desert and distant mountain ranges bordering a highway stretching as straight as an arrow to the horizon where the searing heat creates the illusion the road ascends in hovering tangled confusion.

CUT TO - The steering wheel, confirming how relaxed Jeffrey’s become via knuckles that are completely brown.

CUT TO - JEFFREY. Smiling as he glances at Luke.

“So, what are your future ambitions Luke?”

LUKE – Amenably turning in his seat to face his father.

“Two things appeal to me dad, one is a career as an Historian!”

JEFFREY- Incredulously.

“Why an Historian?”

LUKE – Amused, but affirmative.

“History fascinates me because we never learn from it!”

JEFFREY – Attentively curious.

“Go on!”

LUKE – Informatively.

“OK, take America for example, we’re the richest country in the world, and the most generous, we give billions of dollars to third world countries and do incredible things like putting a man on the moon, yet countless Americans live in dread of illness because they can’t afford medical treatment! Where have we progressed?”

JEFFREY- Clearly impressed.

“I sure can’t argue with that, what’s your second ambition?”

LUKE – Hesitantly.

“My other choice is to write screenplays!”

JEFFREY – Again incredulous.

“SCREENPLAYS? You mean, stories like in the movies?”

LUKE - Grinning...

“Yes dad, exactly like the movies, I told mom about a competition we’re doing in school called ‘Movie Idea’, it’s to see who can write the best screenplay, the competition is fierce, the school has some brilliant writers?”

LUKE - hesitates before adding...

“I love movies as an art form, when I picture a scene in my mind’s eye I find it very easy to bring it to life when I write it, a screenplay is like writing a book, but more complicated...

JEFFREY – “Why more complicated?”

LUKE – “Because all stories, whether they’re action, comedy, romance or whatever lead to conflict and how that conflict is resolved, in a screenplay every tiny detail about events and how characters are reacting is what the writer visualises on a cinema screen!”

JEFFREY- Grinning and somewhat bemused.

“Well I’ll be damned, my son the screenwriter!”

LUKE - Curiously.

“I guess you figured I’d want to be a lawyer or a doctor?”

JEFFREY - Shaking his head...

“Hell no, I admire you for knowing what you want to do at such an early age, I particularly like your definition about history!”

JEFFREY – Pausing, knowingly adding...

“Don’t make the mistakes I’ve made Luke! You only get one life, when it’s over there’s no coming back, it’s easy to live in a mindset where you want everything to be permanently ideal, trust me, it’s a pipe dream, count every day, son, and make every day count! You want to raise pigs, or go prospecting, what can I do to help? You want to write screenplays, I'm there for you!”
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