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EXT: BACKYARD WITH SWIMMING POOL. DAYPRIVATE 

A small party in progress. Near the pool, MARY (early 30's), slim and attractive, with an appealing mischievous quality about her, lies lazily on a chaise. PATTY (early 30's) sits next to her. Nearby, but out of earshot, is TED (early 30's), good‑natured and athletic. He's wearing a bathing suit and doing push‑ups while a fully clothed MALE FRIEND stands talking to him. 

PATTY



What about relatives?

MARY



Ted's family will drive up for the day. I've



only got my father.

PATTY



Look at him. It must be great to be marrying



all that energy.

MARY



It's the only thing I don't like about him.

PATTY



Oh, Mary.

Ted jumps to his feet.

MARY

(shouting to him)



He's so healthy he makes me sick!

Ted makes a dismissive gesture and dives into the pool.

MARY



He won't stay still for a minute.

PATTY



Except at his computer, I'll bet.

MARY



And when he's asleep.

PATTY



Is your father pleased?

MARY



He doesn't know yet.

PATTY



Mary!


HOST (o.s.)



All right, everybody over here!

CUT TO:

People approaching the buffet table on the lawn. HELEN (early 40's), hands them glasses of champagne.

HELEN



Where's Ted?

Mary and others turn and look around.

CUT TO:

Their p.o.v.:  Ted swimming laps, oblivious.



CUT TO:

Mary and Ted, who's dripping wet, side by side in front of table, flanked by Bob and Helen. 

BOB



It was only a few days ago, without any 



warning, that the great event was announced. 



But I don't suppose any of us, except maybe 



Ted, was too surprised. Anyway, I know that 



we're all very happy for
them.

HELEN



To Mary and Ted.

MARY



Thank you. Now, most of you know all this, 



but some of you don't. My father lives in



Saudi Arabia, designing pipelines so that we



can breath clean air in Los Angeles without 



interruption. I always knew when I got married



I'd want him to give me away, and he only comes



to this country every couple of years or so. 



He was about due, but I didn't know he was 



coming till last week. He can't stay more than



two weeks, but I told Ted we'd either do it



before Dad left, or postpone discussion till 



next time. Of course Ted couldn't live with 



that hanging over his head for two years. So



he gave in.

Laughter.

MARY (cont.)





But I also need my father's help in getting



a special place for the wedding. That's why we



haven't told you yet exactly when and where it 



will be. It also means that none of you are



allowed to leave town without checking with us



first. Now here's to all of you.

CUT TO:

Poolside. Later. All are eating off plates on their laps. Ted

and Mary are in sexually segregated groups. At Mary's:

MARY



She's Dad's mother's sister, the one in 



Pasadena.

PATTY



And you're willing to wait till the last



minute to tell the minister, the caterers...



the guests...

MARY



Patty, it's perfect. Lots of grass and trees and



flowers...all secluded. It might just as well be 



a private park. It's just perfect.

CUT TO:

Ted's group.

TED 

   

She says he's very competitive about sports



and wants me to avoid playing tennis with him. 

MALE FRIEND #2



Really?

TED



In fact she wants me to pretend I'm not even



interested in sports.

MALE FRIEND #3



Really.

CUT TO:

Mary's group.

FEMALE FRIEND #1



Aren't you worried about springing it on him



like this?

MARY



Uh huh. But I just couldn't bring myself to call 



him. No normal father, let alone mine, thinks 



his only daughter's fiance is acceptable, and I 



knew he'd be stewing all the way over here. By 



the time I got my nerve up he'd already left.

FEMALE FRIEND #2



He can't help but like Ted. I've never met a 



more easy‑going guy in my life.

MARY



The only problem is time. He's got to get



used to the idea and also get us the garden.



Helen, you've been through it. What can I



do to make it all go clickity‑click?

HELEN



Mary, weddings never go clickity‑click.

CUT TO:


INT: BEDROOM. NIGHT  

Mary, wearing a slip, sits on the side of the bed, brushing her hair. Ted is putting on his pajama top. She lowers her brush and looks at him thoughtfully. He heads for the door.

MARY



Where are you going?

TED

(exiting)



Skiing.

MARY

(under her breath)



Damn it!

She gets up.

CUT TO:

INT: LIVING ROOM. NIGHT

Ted goes to a Nordic Track skiing machine. Mary follows him in.

MARY



It's not going to be enough, trying to sound



like you don't care about tennis. Word will



leak out and he'll get you alone and twist 



your arm. I know you both. You'll forget 



to let him win, or he'll see through you.



Either way, he'll get his back up.

TED

(skiing)



So what? You've admitted he won't refuse



to give you away.

MARY



But he'll take it out on somebody. What you 



still don't understand is that he could turn



this whole thing into a misery of resentment



and sullen silences.

TED



Oh, Mary.

MARY



And if he gets in the wrong mood, he won't be 



willing to fight for us with Aunt Dotty. Ted,



you've got to be taken out of commission.

Ted's skiing motion slows way down.

MARY (cont)



I think you should have a sprained ankle,



a really bad one, a seriously incapacitating



one.

He stops skiing to stare at her.

MARY (cont.)



And if you're hopping around painfully on 



crutches, it'll do something more than



keep Dad happy. It'll give him a card to 



play with Dotty. Ted, this is a really 



good idea. Please come to bed.

She goes, and he stares after her helplessly. She pauses in the doorway and gives him a seductive smile over her shoulder.

CUT TO:

INT: BEDROOM. NIGHT

Mary is lying in bed on her back when Ted comes in.

MARY



And you won't have to pretend you don't care



about sports. You can just behave naturally.

TED



Do you mean to tell me that the only way we



can get married in some halfway pleasant 



fashion is to turn me into a damned invalid?

MARY



You shouldn't talk that way about the 



handicapped, but you've got the idea. It's



got to be something simple and obvious. In



fact, you should have a cast.

TED



What?

MARY



Just a small one.

TED



Do you want me to stand up at my own wedding on



crutches with a cast on?

MARY



Do you want my only father to stand up there



next to us with a sneer on his face? Do you



want me to have my wedding just anywhere...in 



some church I've never been to, or a restaurant 



or something?  Ted, I played in that garden when 



I was a little girl.

He climbs on the bed and straddles her.

TED



Mary, listen. Ordinarily I like it that you're 



such a nut. You're the cutest nut I've ever 



known. But this is stupid...bizarre...stupid.

He tries to kiss her. She turns her head away.

TED (cont.)



Damn it!

She starts to cry. He gets off her and lies down. She turns her

body away from him.

MARY



It would be just our little secret...and our 



best friends'...until we have children. Then



we can tell them all about it. And their happy



little faces will laugh...

(sniffling)



and laugh...

TED

(drearily)



Oh, Mary...

Beat.

TED (cont.)

(scornfully)



Where in the world would I get a cast?

CUT TO:

INT: SCULPTOR'S STUDIO. DAY

The SCULPTOR bends over Ted's foot, propped up on a chair. The new cast covers the arch, instep, the ankle, and the lower shin.

SCULPTOR




Okay, it's dry.

MARY




Ken, I owe you.

SCULPTOR




Get your boss to give me a show.

MARY




I'll try, but he likes heavy, metal things




these days.

Ted stands up. Mary hands him a pair of crutches. He sets them under his arms, then moves off around the room, swinging and twisting, stenuously testing the limits of his mobility.

SCULPTOR




Holy cow. He looks like an olympic 




gymnast.

MARY

(grimly)




Exactly.

CUT TO:

INT: BEDROOM. NIGHT

Ted propped up in bed in pajamas, reading a sports magazine. 

Mary in a bathrobe is signing his cast. She has several other pens of different colors. Now she holds one out toward him.

MARY




One with your right hand, one with your




left. "Tough luck" from Harold, and 




"You poor lamb" from Bonnie.

(getting up)




Don't go anywhere.

TED

(bitterly, signing cast)




Right. 

(calling after her)




Bring me a glass of milk.

CUT TO:

INT: HALLWAY/BEDROOM. NIGHT

Camera follows as she walks down the dark hallway, carrying a glass of milk. When she enters, Ted is reading again. She turns off the light.

TED




Hey!

MARY




Shhh... During the First World War it's 




midnight in the hospital ward. All the  




lights are out. The nurse glides silently




to the wounded soldier's room with a glass




of milk spiked with brandy. She slips in 




unseen.

She sits astride Ted's lap, and pulls the magazine out of his hand. 

TED




Mary, I haven't...

She silences him with a kiss. The camera pans away from them and stops on a large, dim object that is unmistakably a wheelchair.

CUT TO:

INT: KITCHEN. EVENING

Mary is making a large pitcher of martinis at the counter, where preparations for dinner and a bouquet of squashed flowers are

evident.

Ted and BEN (mid 50's) sit at the kitchen table. Ben has a brush

cut, is tanned and wirey, and dressed as though about to play

golf. Ted is in the wheelchair with his cast sticking out horizontally to the floor. 

TED



How was your flight...or flights?

BEN



Not bad.

MARY



It was so sweet of you to think of flowers, Dad.

BEN 



Mary tells me you were skiing.

TED



Yes, sir. Up north.

BEN



Got to keep it elevated, huh?

TED



Yeah. Doctor's orders.

BEN



Never done any skiing myself.

Mary sets two bottles of beer on the table and pours a martini for Ben. She raises her bottle. Ted hurriedly grabs his.

MARY



Welcome back to the USA.

TED



Yes.

BEN



To the USA.

He takes a big swig.

BEN



Excuse me. Gotta use the jon.

As he goes out, Mary takes the flowers into the dining room. Ted springs out of his chair and follows her.

TED



Does he know?

MARY



Yes! Get back in there!

CUT TO:

INT: DINING ROOM. EVENING

Ben and Ted in his wheelchair sit at the dining room table. 

Mary pours the last of the martini pitcher's contents into Ben's glass, pours wine for everybody, sits down, and unfolds her napkin.

MARY



Well!

Ben raises his wine glass as though about to give a toast. Mary keeps her hands in her lap and smiles at him encouragingly. Ted reaches for his glass, then looks at Mary and pulls his hand back. Ben sets his glass down and rubs his face with his hand.

Mary picks up her fork. Ted picks up his. Ben raises his glass

again.

BEN

Well, it's been kind of sudden, but...ah..congratulations. I hope the two of you will be happy.




MARY





TED



Thank you, Dad.  (together)
Thank you, sir.

CUT TO:

SAME. NIGHT. Camera starts on an Arabian tapestry spread over the backs of two empty chairs near the table.

MARY (o.s.)

(tipsy)



I think it should go over the sofa.

CUT TO:

Mary lounging at the table. She's wearing an Arab woman's outfit, complete with veil. 

MARY (cont.)



Don't you, Ted?

CUT TO:

The three of them. The table has been cleared of dinner, but not of several empty bottles of wine. 

TED



Sure. It'll give the place some style. 



Thanks, Ben.

BEN



Well, it's been a long day. What time are



we due at the Fosters'?

MARY



Doo‑ish.

BEN



What?

She lifts the veil with her thumb and forefinger.

MARY

(more distinctly)



Two-ish.

CUT TO:

EXT: FOSTERS' LAWN AND TENNIS COURT. AFTERNOON

Another small party, this time mostly of middle‑aged people. Ben is playing BILL FOSTER (mid 50's). Ben's in good condition, and needs to be. He spends a lot of energy, hits the ball ferociously, and very often inaccurately.

Ted in his wheelchair, Mary, and a middle‑aged WOMAN are watching from the side.

Ben takes a mighty swing and belts the ball high and out of frame. Off screen there is the tinkling sound of a window breaking.

BEN

(grimly)



Sorry, Bill.



BILL



Don't mention it, Ben.

Ben gets set for a serve and blasts it into the net. Enraged, he turns throws his racquet on the ground.

BEN



Jimal al‑mustaqueen bil‑gufa!
WOMAN

(winking)





It's lovely to see your father, Mary. It's



been much too long.

Ben heads for the sidelines. Ted wheels himself toward him.

TED

(sotto voce)



Ben...

BEN



Not now, Ted. 

TED



Ben, I played for UCLA. Listen to me.

Ben slows down.



TED (cont.)



You can beat this guy.

They move to the bench, out of our hearing. Ben towels off while Ted, leaning forward earnestly, talks to him. After a few moments, Ben sits down on the bench, with his back unnaturally straight, and appears to start some sort of breathing exercise.

CUT TO:

EXT: FOSTERS' PLACE. AFTERNOON

Ben's pushing Ted as the three of them leave the Fosters' place behind.

BEN



Dinner's on me tonight, young'uns. Let's



go to some fancy Hollywood joint.

MARY



Yeah.

TED



Will they let me in like this?

BEN



They'd better. I haven't beaten Bill Foster



since July of '88...June or July...and you 



helped a lot. I mean that.

CUT TO:

INT/EXT: BEN'S CAR. AFTERNOON

Ben's at the wheel. Mary's in front. Ted's in the back with the folded wheelchair, his leg with the cast extended on the seat.

MARY



Dad, about the wedding...

BEN



Don't tell me it's going to be formal.

MARY



No, don't worry. I've got my heart set on



having it in Aunt Dotty's garden.

BEN



Oh, no.

MARY



We have to go see her anyway.


BEN



Oh, Mary, you know how she feels about the 



slightest inconvenience. To her mind there



would be no difference between wedding guests



and marauding Apaches.

MARY



I know, I know. But if you ask her, she can't 



turn you down, especially when my fiance is a 



pathetic invalid. 

BEN



Have a heart, Mary. I hate asking her for favors.



She always makes some condition. I wouldn't put it



past her to tell me what to wear. I might as well



be fifteen years old, still.

MARY



It would mean so much to us, Dad.

Silence.

TED



Ben, what was that you said after the first set



with Foster? Was it Arabic?

BEN

(still brooding)



Umm... "Camel's rectum turned inside out."

Mary and Ted giggle. Then in spite of himself Ben starts to chuckle.

CUT TO:

INT: AUNT DOROTHY'S PARLOR. AFTERNOON

Ben, Mary, Ted, and AUNT DOROTHY (80) sit in an elegant old‑fashioned room. They've been having tea. Ted is wearing a jacket and tie. Ben is dressed in his usual short‑sleeved knit shirt and polyester pants.

AUNT DOROTHY

(to Mary)



Well, if you really want to, dear, go ahead.



The gardener's off today, but I'm sure you'll



be able to find your way around.

(to Ted)



I hope you won't mind my saying this, Mr.



Burwell, but I appreciate your being quiet and



sedentary. All the young men these days are 



so loud and athletic. They all seem to have



such big muscles, too. And they flaunt them 



by wearing hardly any clothes. It's all so 



crude and intimidating. Fred Astaire never 



took his shirt off, and I never wanted him to. 



I'm sure, though, that he'll be remembered long



after Arnold Schwarzkopf has been forgotten.

TED



You're probably right, Mrs. Beaker, and it's 



been very nice meeting you.

MARY



Thank you again, Aunt Dorothy. We're sorry to



have to leave so soon, but I'm sure you and Dad

 

have a lot to talk about.

CUT TO:

EXT: AUNT DOROTHY'S HOUSE AND GARDEN. AFTERNOON

Mary pushes Ted down a narrow path bordered by hedges seven feet high.

TED

 (ominously)



If I have to do much more of this, I'm going



to lose it, Mary.

MARY



That wasn't bad. We got off easy.

TED



I'm not just talking about your Aunt Dotty!  



This thing itches like crazy, and I'm so restless



I could scale cement walls with my finger nails.

MARY



I know, dear heart. I know.

TED



No, you don't know. You can't know, because



your idea of exercise is a good sneeze!  And



all this "Pooor, Ted. How did it haaappen?"



Mrs. Foster almost kissed it to make it better.

He raises his cast, bangs it on the on the wheel chair's leg support, bangs his fists on the arm rests, and emits a HOWL of rage.

MARY



Ted, don't!  Here it is.

She stops at the edge of the garden (which is everything she has said it was). Ted lets out another HOWL and jumps out of the wheelchair. He runs forward...

MARY (cont.)



Ted!  Don't!

and does a somersault on the thick, soft grass, then jumps to his feet and turns a cartwheel. 

MARY (cont.)

(running after him)



Ted, please!

On his feet again, he moves toward her menacingly.

TED



We're a long way from the house, Mary. Don't 



worry. And you need some exercise.

He sweeps her off her feet, throws her over his shoulder, and runs off down the lawn.

CUT TO:

INT/EXT:  AUNT DOROTHY'S PARLOR AND GARDEN. AFTERNOON

Ben stands gazing pensively out a window, with his back to Aunt

Dorothy, who's still at the tea table.

BEN



Aunt Dot, I have something important to...

His eyes widen, staring.








 

CUT TO:

His p.o.v. At some distance away, in a gap between tall trees, Ted runs into view with Mary bouncing on his shoulder. Then he

stops, sets her down on her feet, and makes her a formal bow. 


AUNT DOROTHY (o.s.)



Speak up, dear.

CUT TO:

INT: TED'S AND MARY'S LIVING ROOM. AFTERNOON

Ben stands on a step ladder with a hammer in his hand. One end of the Arabian tapestry has been tacked up. Mary hands him the other and looks at her watch.

MARY



Isn't there anything more we can do? Who knows



what Dotty means by "thinking it over."  



Can't we push her somehow?

BEN

(hammering)



No. How's that, Ted?

TED



Fine.

Ben steps down and walks backward, looking up at his work and smacking the side of his leg meditatively with the hammer. He backs up to Ted's protruding leg, raises the hammer a little further from his side...

BEN



Not bad.

and whacks the cast.

BEN (cont.)



Oh, my God!  I'm sorry, Ted.

They all bend over it. It's badly cracked in several places, but held together by a wrapping of gauze underneath.



BEN (cont.)



Did I hurt you?

TED



No. I'm fine.

BEN



I feel terrible. I'll take him to an emergency 



room right away.

MARY



No!  Don't do that. You know how sloppy they are



in those places. They're run by scared interns.

BEN



Then we'll call your doctor. What's his name?

MARY



Hotflash. No——Warmflash. He's not in on Wednesdays.

We can call him tomorrow. I'm sure he'll see us



tomorrow. I'd feel much better if we did that.

BEN



Don't you have a fitting tomorrow?

MARY



No, today. In fact, I've got to run. Ted,



wouldn't you like to come with me?

TED



Not particularly. 

BEN



Warmflash can't be the only doctor in town.

MARY



I'll just wrap it tight with adhesive tape.

BEN



Do you think you'll be all right, Ted?

TED



Sure. Good idea. I'm not putting any weight on



it anyway.

Mary starts wheeling him out of the room.

BEN



But you've got to go to the bathroom and get 



into
bed.

TED



I'm sure it'll hold.

BEN



Do you want some help?

MARY



No, thanks.

CUT TO:

INT: HALLWAY AND LIVING ROOM. AFTERNOON

Mary's at the door. Ted's wheeling himself toward Ben in the living room.

MARY



Don't forget we're going to that opening 



at six. Dad, why don't you take Ted out for



some air? Bye.

She goes.

BEN



That's not a bad idea, coach. How about some tennis?

TED



How do you mean?

BEN



I saw you cavorting in the garden yesterday.



Mary put you up to it, didn't she?

Beat.

TED



No. I just couldn't sit still any longer. I



had to let off some steam.

BEN



No. The fake injury. It was a ploy to get Aunt



Dot to let you have the garden, wasn't it?

Beat.

TED



It would mean a lot to her.


BEN



Sure. We can cut the gauze along the cracks on



that thing and tape it up again afterward. She'll



never know. Wouldn't you like a little exercise?

CUT TO:

EXT: PUBLIC TENNIS COURTS. AFTERNOON

Ben and Ted walk toward the courts. No cast or wheelchair.

BEN



She's a dear sweet girl, but a little too 



imaginative sometimes. She thinks too much. 



Her mother was like that.

TED



You sure had her thinking an hour ago. 

BEN



That was fun.

CUT TO:

Ben and Ted playing. Ben is getting his racquet on the ball, but making weak returns. 

TED



Get your racquet back earlier.

Ben hits one into the net.

BEN



Stroke the ball!

He comes grimly to the net. 

BEN (cont.)



I'll tell you what pisses me off. I don't



like being played for a fool. And of all



the cockamamie schemes the ditzy little dame 



ever came up with...



TED



I agree with you, Ben, believe me. Try 



tossing the ball a little higher on your



serve.

CUT TO:

Ben serving.

TED (o.s.)



Much better.

Ben hits Ted's return into the net.

BEN



Jimal siflisee wasah!

He approaches the net.

TED



Translation?

BEN



I'm going to show that conniving little 



bubble not to jerk her old man around.

He bangs the top of the net with his racquet, starts to move

toward the baseline, then wheels back.

BEN (cont.)



Don't you want to stand up tall and proud 



at your own wedding? Wouldn't you prefer that?

TED



Yes, I would.

CUT TO:

Ben lunging for Ted's shot, and hitting it weakly off to the side. He throws his racquet.

CUT TO:

The two of them approaching the bench. Ben is soaked with sweat. Ted, fresh as a daisy, is cheerfully contented.

TED



Thanks a lot, Ben. That felt great.

CUT TO:

INT/EXT: BEN'S CAR/OUTSIDE TED'S & MARY'S BLDG. AFTERNOON


Ted is in the back again with his leg extended along the seat. Ben reaches in from the curb to pull out the wheel chair.

TED



You won't scold her in public, will you?

BEN



No, I'll wait. I'll just say, "It seems to me



that Ted moves pretty fast for someone who



can't walk."  But you have to really sprint.



You've got some give in that thing now. And



remember:
Don't let her give you any crap later.





You were scared and just trying to help.

TED



Right.

CUT TO:

INT: ART GALLERY. NIGHT

A small opening for a show of sculpture, which are heavy‑looking abstract metal things displayed on waist‑high columns. Next to one of these, Bob and a WOMAN stand with Mary and Ben.

BOB

(shaking hands)



I've got to go press the flesh, Ben, but



I'm glad to have finally met Mary's dad.

He goes.

WOMAN



Mary, I still haven't met your fiance.

MARY



Oh.

She sees Ted off by himself about ten yards away. She raises a hand and beckons to him. He waves to her, then starts studying a piece of sculpture.

MARY (cont.)



I'll go get him.

Ben makes a gasping noise, clutches his chest, and collapses on the floor. Mary drops to her knees beside him.

MARY (cont.)



Dad!  Dad!

Ted leaps from his wheel chair and starts running toward them.

Ben opens his eyes and props himself up on his elbows. 

Ted races up at the moment an ELDERLY GUEST approaches from a slightly different angle.

BEN

(loudly)



It seems to me...

Ted hops to one side to dodge the guest, loses his balance and falls over, hitting the column on his way, and toppling the sculpture...

BEN



Oh, God.

which crashes down on the foot without the cast.

CUT TO:

INT: WAITING ROOM OF HOSPITAL. NIGHT

Mary and Ben sit side by side, subdued, holding hands.

BEN



I know it was a little dramatic.

MARY



Seems to run in the family.

A NURSE approaches.

NURSE



They'll be done with him in a few minutes.



It's a simple fracture. He'll be all right. 

MARY



Thank you!

The nurse goes.

BEN



You can have the garden. I lied about Dot's



thinking it over. 

She kisses him.

BEN (cont.)



Just to be on the safe side, though, he'd better



keep the fake cast on for the ceremony. Her



memory can work inconveniently at times.

CUT TO:

EXT: AUNT DOROTHY'S GARDEN. DAY

Camera frames Mary and Ted, who is much lower than she, in a

medium shot from behind, with the MINISTER visible beyond them. 

MINISTER




I now pronounce you man and wife.

Camera pulls back, revealing that Ted has both legs sticking out

from his wheelchair and casts on both ankles; and that Ben, unlike Ted, is wearing a tuxedo.

MINISTER (cont.)



You may kiss the groom.

Mary bends down and does so, then takes the handles of the wheelchair and starts pushing him, jiggling slightly, up the grassy aisle.

CUT TO:

Patty and a MALE FRIEND watching them pass. Patty is pressing the corners of her eyes with a handkerchief.

MALE FRIEND

(wryly, whispering)



Awkward honeymoon, huh?

PATTY



Oh, Mary will have a wonderful time.





THE END

