Halloween : The Series


          Episode 2.13: Meet The Parents, The Cousin And The Kitchen Knife.





INT. DEBRA’S CAR - DUSK


We keep a tight angle on Debra’s face as many road lights reflect upon it. She seems nervous, divided by driving and her thoughts.





A phone starts to ring O.S.


We hear the phone being picked up.


 


DEBRA (O.S.): Hello?





VOICE (O.S.): Uh… Debra?





DEBRA(O.S.): Yes, who is this?





VOICE (O.S.): Debra… It’s your mother…





A long silence ensues.











HALLOWEEN: The Series





The theme becomes a very rock and roll-like version as the main credits roll and images from the series fly up…





TOMMY DOYLE           DEBRA LOOMIS          LONNIE ELAMB 





ADAM TRAVERS








INT. DEBRA’S CAR - DUSK


We remain on a tight angle as the voice over continues…





DEBRA (O.S.): Mother?





MOTHER (O.S.): Yes it’s me. I know it’s been a long time.





DEBRA (O.S.): (Uncomfortable) So… How are things going?





MOTHER (O.S.): Your father is going very well, I myself am not so bad.





DEBRA(O.S.): That’s good.





Another long silence follows 





MOTHER(O.S.): Debra, there’s a reason why I called you. (Pause) 


                             Your father and I would like you to come home for a weekend.





Debra doesn’t answer.





MOTHER (O.S.): Maybe even bring a young man for us to meet…





Debra smiles to herself and checks in her rear view window. The camera moves from her face and pushes to behind her car to which we find Tommy’s car that contains Tommy, Lonnie and Adam.





DEBRA (O.S.): I’ll think about it.





Debra sighs as her parents’ house that seemed like a small dot grows nearer and nearer.


A sort of nervousness overcomes her, like it has been a very long time she has come to her own house. A home she is no more accustomed to. She parks in the driveway and waits a moment for Tommy’s car to join her. She turns on her feet and mounts the steps followed by hesitation before ringing the doorbell. The door quickly swings open and Mrs. Loomis appears, staring at her daughter. A small smile takes form. From behind Debra appears Lonnie, Mrs. Loomis seems delighted. She quickly lets them in and stares at them.





MRS. LOOMIS: Well this is a delightful surprise!





A knock intrudes.


Mrs. Loomis seems quite confused.





MRS. LOOMIS: Some more company?





Debra jumps to the door opening it for Adam, he greets the mother as Debra invites him in. The door is about to be shut when a hand gets caught in between. Adam brings it open and Tommy comes in. Mrs. Loomis raises an eyebrow, feeling confused. Debra looks at her mother and smiles.





DEBRA: I brought some of my friends for dinner if you don’t mind mother.





MRS. LOOMIS: No, no of course we don’t mind.





DEBRA: This is Tommy Doyle and Adam Travers.





MRS. LOOMIS: Pleased to meet you.





DEBRA: And this is Lonnie Elamb.





MRS. LOOMIS: Pleased to meet you.





LONNIE: The pleasure is all mine.





MRS. LOOMIS: Well we should go over the table and say hello to your father.





INT. DINING ROOM - DUSK


An old man is sitting on the table, handling a small knife. His attention focused on an orange as he is peeling it. As the wood creeks from Debra’s stepping on it, he raises his head to inspect the noise. Debra’s eyes meet with her father.  





LYLE: Debra.





Debra smiles and wraps her arms around her father. He does the same and lets out a giggle. She gets up and pats Lonnie on the back; he jumps and immediately presents his hand.





DEBRA: I brought some of my friends. I thought they could join us for dinner.





LONNIE: Lonnie Elamb.





LYLE: Lyle Loomis.





Tommy and Adam present themselves and all shake hands.


Mrs. Loomis enters the kitchen and offers all of them to sit down as she brings fresh water to the table.





MRS. LOOMIS: Debra could you come in the kitchen with me?





DEBRA: Sure.





Debra follows her mother out.





LYLE: So what do you guys do for a living?





A long pause follows…





INT. KITCHEN - DUSK


Mrs. Loomis stares at her daughter. Debra clears her throat returning the gaze.





MRS LOOMIS: I’ve missed you.





Mrs. Loomis hugs her daughter, both of them smiling.





DEBRA: I hope we can start off to a fresh start.





MRS. LOOMIS: Really?





DEBRA: Yes of course.





MRS. LOOMIS: Because that’s exactly what I had on my mind when I invited you here.





DEBRA: So can I help with anything?





MRS. LOOMIS: Well yes, those olives need to be cut.





DEBRA: Perfect.





MRS. LOOMIS: So you interested in any of those young men? 





DEBRA: Well… You know when you have that magical feeling… Someone makes you  


                feel like neon? You have butterflies when you see him… It’s just magical…





MRS. LOOMIS: (Smiling) Yes?





DEBRA: Well I have none of those reactions so my answer would be no.





MRS. LOOMIS: Seriously speaking though…





DEBRA: I think we should just cut the olives for now. 





MRS. LOOMIS: Really? Because I would say you and…





DEBRA: Do you really have to think of marriage all the time?


                I bet you just want me to cut the olives just so you could look at me and 


                imagine what sort of housewife I would do.





MRS. LOOMIS: Now let’s not try to be funny Debra. 





DEBRA: Then why can’t you let me be I?





MRS. LOOMIS: I supported you when you wanted to leave. I love you Debra, very       


                            much. And it’s that strong love that made me very mad when I found 


                            out you were following the footsteps of Sam Loomis. 





DEBRA: Well he’s a man I respect very much and I would love for you to respect that.





MRS. LOOMIS: I didn’t respect when he ruined your Halloweens as a child.





DEBRA: He did it for my own good!








MRS. LOOMIS: Oh that’s what you’re saying now… That’s not what you were saying 


                            when you were a child!





DEBRA: I didn’t understand when I was a kid.





MRS. LOOMIS: Oh Debra. Don’t kid yourself. You remember he almost kept us 


                            barricaded in our own house because he didn’t want you to go trick or 


                            treating?





DEBRA: Oh what are you talking about? He wanted to protect me! I understand now and 


                appreciate all he did for me and my respect for that man grows threw every 


                day!





Debra takes a deep breath…





DEBRA: Why oh why do all our conversations have to turn to this?


                


Mrs. Loomis finishes decorating her dish and leaves the kitchen with it.


Debra shakes her head. Mrs. Loomis comes back in empty handed.





MRS. LOOMIS: Are you done with those olives? 





DEBRA: Yes.





Mrs. Loomis takes the olives and returns to cooking her dish.





MRS. LOOMIS: Can you cut those lemons?





Debra grabs the knife and the lemons and starts cutting them.





MRS. LOOMIS: In quarters please.





DEBRA: Done.





MRS. LOOMIS: Thank you.





DEBRA: Your welcome.





Debra clears her throat, so does her mother.


As her mother verifies what she is cooking, Debra stares at the counter.





MRS. LOOMIS: After this is done can you bring it on the table?





DEBRA: Sure.





MRS. LOOMIS: Those napkins too.





Debra grabs the napkins and leaves the kitchen. Her mother pauses… She closes her eyes and takes a deep breath. She quickly opens the oven and verifies the content. 





INT. DINING ROOM - LATER


All food has been laid on the table, as all are sitting down and eating. 





MRS. LOOMIS: So everything is good?





DEBRA: It’s your food at it’s best.





LONNIE: I would have to agree on that one.





TOMMY: Love it.





ADAM: Indeed.





MRS. LOOMIS: Thank you





LYLE: Debra your mother and I are very happy that you came here. We’ve been talking 


             about it for months.





DEBRA: I’m happy to be here as well.





Debra gets up.





MRS. LOOMIS: Where are you going dear?





DEBRA: Just to the bathroom.





Before leaving she hugs her mother and father. We see Tommy smile knowing what this means to her. A few moments pass…





ADAM: May I ask you a question Mrs. Loomis?





MRS. LOOMIS: Of course.





ADAM: There’s something that I’ve noticed and I’ve been wondering ever since.





MRS. LOOMIS: Yes go ahead.





ADAM: That chair. Is there any reason to why there is an extra chair added to the table? 





MRS. LOOMIS: It’s a surprise for Debra.





ADAM: I see.


MRS. LOOMIS: I beg that none of you say a word.





We hear a door opening and footsteps reaching the table.  All on the table turn to look at Debra coming from the bathroom. She smiles and sits down.  





DEBRA: So what are we planning for tonight?





Lyle clears his throat. 





DEBRA: Will you guys do me the favour of staying longer?





TOMMY: If we aren’t any problem.





LYLE: No problem at all.





DEBRA: Great… (Pauses) Why… Why is there an extra chair there?





LYLE: Excuse me honey?





DEBRA: Why is there an extra chair?





MRS. LOOMIS: Well Debra… That’s what we wanted to talk to you about.





DEBRA: Go on.





MRS. LOOMIS: We have a little surprise for you. You know how we talked about fresh 


                            starts? 





DEBRA (Smiling): Yes?





MRS. LOOMIS: So we thought it would be great to invite you here and do just that.





DEBRA: So who did you invite! Tell me, come on!





Lonnie, Tommy and Adam watch with eyes wide open waiting to hear an answer.


Adam notices the tears mount into Lyle’s eyes as he watches his daughter.





MRS. LOOMIS: My cousin.





DEBRA: Really? Which one?





Her mother doesn’t answer. Debra notices her father starting to cry, her jaw drops and her face becomes the whitest shade. She gets up violently enough to throw her chair behind her. Her head starts to gently shake.








DEBRA: You invite me here saying you want to see me! And I accepted! I accepted… 


                To see what? Him? 





LYLE: I’m sorry.





Debra walks away from the table, running outside. Adam gets up and yells her name reaching out his arm when she walks past him.





LONNIE: Don’t worry, I’ll go talk to her.





EXT. LOOMIS RESIDENCE - NIGHT





LONNIE: Debra!





A tearful Debra turns around and surprises Lonnie as she plunges her face on his chest and wraps her arms around him.





LONNIE: What’s wrong Debra?





DEBRA: It’s never gonna change with them. I love my mother and my father but they 


                have to stop doing this. Always trying to patch up this family together.





LONNIE: What do you mean? Tell me.





DEBRA: This cousin of hers… Frank.  I told my mother to stay away from him but she 


                won’t listen because they grew up together and she always makes me feel like 


                 I’m trying to brake this family up. This cousin… Frank… I think he stabbed 


                 a girl…





LONNIE: You think? What do you mean you think?





More tears pour out of Debra as she explains her story.





DEBRA: It was about a year ago, Frank was divorced and so he began dating this 


                 younger girl… years younger than him… And one night he entered his 


                apartment to find her brutally stabbed with… a kitchen knife. The police 


                counted at least 30 wounds in her body… Things from the house were missing 


                 and it appeared like it was a standard robbery. After viewing the case the 


                 police saw that something was wrong, that it didn’t piece together so the 


                 following days Frank was arrested under suspicion of murder. Only to find  


                 there was one big problem… the evidence that was collected from the scene 


                 was mistakenly mismatched amongst other things and it was lost. So they were 


                 forced to let him go since there was no evidence and thus his trial was 


                 dropped. I know he’s part of my family and I should believe what he says…





LONNIE: Says who? It’s important that you go with what you feel.





DEBRA: I mean why would a simple robber stab a woman 30 times? 


                When police came in they couldn’t even recognise her face…


               Oh it’s horrible just to think about it.





LONNIE: Don’t. It’s ok.





Right behind them comes an immense light growing over them. Debra and Lonnie turn around and put their hands over their eyes to allow themselves to see well. The light stops and as we focus on the light we come to see they are headlights from a car, a blue car that has just parked in front of the house. 





DEBRA: It’s him. He knows what I think about him.





LONNIE: You want us to stay?





DEBRA: Sure, thank you.





LONNIE: Alright let’s get inside.





INT. DINING ROOM - NIGHT


Debra and Lonnie arrive before the table.





DEBRA: He’s here. Mother I’d like to talk to you.





INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT     





MRS. LOOMIS: Once he is inside you will respect him. He’s part of our family no 


                            matter what you think of him!





DEBRA: Then we wonder why we can never be together? I know you want our mother-      


                daughter relationship to work out just as much as I do, but why do you keep 


                doing this to me?





MRS. LOOMIS: So I’m guilty of trying to put my family back together.





DEBRA: He never was an honest man with you! 





MRS. LOOMIS: Forgive me for talking this way about your father’s brother… but where 


                            is he any better?





DEBRA: He’s a good man!


      


MRS. LOOMIS: Funny you’re allowed to make your consensus on everyone but I’m not!





DEBRA: But I don’t manipulate into liking Sam do I? It’s not your fault mother, you grew up with controlling men all your life it and because of it you don’t feel like you have complete control over your life and it causes you to manipulate people sometimes…





MRS. LOOMIS: I don’t want to hear it! No one gives you the right to try to analyse people like that! 





DEBRA: I’m just trying to make you understand. 





Mrs. Loomis walks out the kitchen as soon as she hears a doorbell.





INT. DINING ROOM - NIGHT


Debra sits back in her chair, as there are now two empty seats. Mrs. Loomis comes in the dining room and waits for everyone to give their attention to her. Right behind her it seems like a shadow is creeping upon her, a man follows it…   


It is Frank, a man of average height with a bald head and a gentle face. An innocent smile comes threw when he sees everyone. Mrs. Loomis takes a few steps forward and presents with her hand Adam.





MRS. LOOMIS: These are Debra’s friends, starting with Adam, Tommy and Lonnie. 


                             This is Frank, my cousin.





Frank shakes each ones hands.





ADAM, LONNIE AND TOMMY: Pleased to meet you.





FRANK: Hey Lyle, Debra.





DEBRA: Hello





LYLE: Hey Frank, long time no see, how are things going?





MRS. LOOMIS: Take a seat will you?





FRANK: Thank you





Frank takes the chair facing Debra.





FRANK: Things are getting better, one step at a time…





Out of the kitchen comes Mrs. Loomis carrying a big cake in her hand. The conversation stops abruptly and all look in awe at the wonderful cake. She delivers it on the table with a great smile.





MRS. LOOMIS: Tonight is a night of celebration!





She separates the cake into equal parts and delivers them to each one on the table.


Mrs. Loomis sits down and eats the cake along with the others. 





FRANK: It’s delicious, did you make it?





MRS. LOOMIS: Oh that’s kind of you but no I didn’t make it, I still hope it’s good 


                            though.





DEBRA: It’s great mother.





FRANK: Indeed it is.





Debra nods.





MRS. LOOMIS: I’m just so happy to see you all here. I’m also very happy to have met 


                            you Lonnie, Tommy and Adam you’re great and nice people! 





Debra smiles as she has just finished her piece of cake, she looks beside her where Lonnie, Tommy and Adam thank Mrs. Loomis for the compliment. Her eyes then reach the cake where a craving for a second piece comes up. 





FRANK: You, Adam? Is that it?





Debra glances at the cake where she seems incapable of finding the knife to cut herself a piece. 





ADAM: It is.





FRANK: I noticed you speak with an accent. Where are you from?





Debra looks around trying to locate the knife. 





ADAM: I’m from the U.K.





Debra bends to her side trying to get a view around the cake.





FRANK: Great. Are you visiting or you came to live here? 





She finds it to be located right before Frank as it resting in the gap of the cake.


It is too far from her reach, she clears her throat and looks up at her cousin.





DEBRA: Uh…





ADAM: Well…





FRANK (To Adam): Maybe you haven’t decided yet?


DEBRA: Frank…





ADAM (To Frank): Well it seems I should install myself in the area but I do sometimes 


                                  doubt whether I want to return or not.





FRANK (To Adam): The sweet smell of tea driving you…





Adam let’s out a nervous laugh…





DEBRA: Could you pass me the knife please!





Mrs. Loomis automatically turns her head to Debra, her eyes wide wondering about the intention of her demand. 





FRANK: Sure.





He picks it up and hands it to Debra, who in return smiles. She cuts herself a piece and places it in her plate. Lonnie stares at her and then at Mrs. Loomis as he finds her intensely watching Debra. Glimpsing the reflection on her fork Debra finds Frank staring at her. 





ADAM: Frank?





FRANK: Yes… What was I saying again?





EXT. LOOMIS RESIDENCE - NIGHT - LATER


Debra is sitting on the steps of her house, standing in front of her is Lonnie.





LONNIE: Are you sure you don’t wanna come with us?





Behind Lonnie is Tommy’s car with Adam and Tommy waiting for Lonnie





LONNIE: We’re waiting for you if you wanna come.





DEBRA: No, Thank you.  I won’t runaway and show my mother I’m a weak little house 


               wife.





LONNIE: What?





DEBRA: Oh what am I saying, I’m letting myself being manipulated by her bullshit.





LONNIE: It’s up to you.





DEBRA: No, I’ll stay.





LONNIE: Sure?


DEBRA: Yeah. Thanks anyway.





LONNIE: You’re welcome, bye.





DEBRA: Bye.





Tommy beeps his cat to get Debra’s attention. Both him and Adam wave at her.


Lonnie gets in the car and waves at his turn. Tommy pulls out of the driveway and heads for his neighbourhood. Watching the car disappear into the darkness, she smiles and reverts into her home. 





CUT TO:





INT. DEBRA’S ROOM - NIGHT


As we are deep into the night we find Debra resting on her bed with her eyes open.


She is clearly unable to sleep as many thoughts race threw her head. 


 She seems to be thinking things over; the sound of glass shattering interrupts her.


Her head rotates to the door, her body in total immobility. A door is heard opened and closed shut again. Debra lightly rises above her bed to enhance her hearing. She focuses her attention on further noise, Debra is rewarded by hearing a light tremble. It is coming from an unknown location as the dark presently prevents Debra from seeing where it originates. She bends forward, led by her hearing sense… It is the sound of her doorknob shaking, as it persists it is clear someone is trying to enter her room. 


Debra relies back on her bed, which causes her bed to produce a cracking noise.


The doorknob is immediately left alone. Debra gently lands her feet and the floor and takes few and slow steps towards the door as she is prudent not to cause any admission of her awakening. Once near, she applies both her hands on the door and poses her ear on it. She hears a brief whisper.





LYLE: Debra, are you awake?





DEBRA: Dad?





MRS. LOOMIS: Debra, open the door.





Debra unlocks the door and lets in both her mother and father who are clutching on to pillows.





DEBRA: What’s wrong?





MRS. LOOMIS: There’s been an intrusion.





DEBRA: Where?











MRS. LOOMIS: In here. Frank told us someone broke our kitchen window and for us to 


                            immediately go upstairs and join you in your bedroom for safety. 


                            He said he saw a mysterious car parked around the house, we didn’t                        


                             have time to see anything as we rushed upstairs as soon as possible.





DEBRA: Then let me check it out.





MRS. LOOMIS: No, stay here.





DEBRA: It’ll only be for a moment.





LYLE: Be careful.





INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - NIGHT  


Debra closes the door behind her and turns around expecting to hear the presence of Frank only to be met with silence. The stairs that leads to the dining room is only a few meters away. She strides to the first steps, deeply aware of her surroundings.


She takes hold of the ramp and goes down each step. She reaches a window that located mid-stairs and takes a moment to observe the view. Debra notices no car as described is present. She turns and continues going down until finally reaching the dining room. 


She freezes as she puts her foot off the last step; the kitchen window is fully intact.


Upon it is reflected a dark figure coming for Debra. She comes to a stark realisation and turns to it, placing her face before Frank’s. 





FRANK: Debra.





DEBRA: Frank.





FRANK: Are you ok?





DEBRA: Yes.





FRANK: You seem pale. Let me open the window for some air.





Frank passes past her and opens the kitchen window. He turns to her with a worried look on his face.





FRANK: Are you sure you’re ok? I got so afraid when I heard noises, I think they’re 


                gone. It was foolish of you to come down here. 





DEBRA: Why is that?





FRANK: I pray for your safety, those people could have been dangerous. 





DEBRA: The robbers?





FRANK: Yes.





DEBRA: The robber hasn’t gone. It’s you.





FRANK: What do you mean?





DEBRA: For you are robbing my mother of any dignity for making her believe you are worth something. 





Frank stops breathing. The corners of his eyes start to water and in a panic he rushes for the back door of the house. He opens the backdoor to take a few deep breaths. Debra follows him to watch. 





FRANK: Why do you say these things to me? Like I’m a machine and I don’t have 


                feelings. 





He turns to Debra, waiting for a response.





FRANK: Say something!





Debra doesn’t quite know what to do. She retrieves from his view and mounts the steps to regain the upper hallway. Frank shows signs of anger.





INT. DEBRA’S ROOM - NIGHT


As she enters her room, both her parents get up waiting for some update.





LYLE: Well what happened?





DEBRA: Nothing. 





Debra sits on her bed staring at her troubled parents for a moment. She then lies back down, ignoring the stares of Mrs. Loomis and Lyle. 





MRS. LOOMIS: Are you feeling well?





LYLE: Let’s let her sleep for a bit.





As the door is closed shut, Debra tries to fight the tears. She buries her head in her pillow and deeply sighs. She turns facing upwards and quickly wipes away the few tears gathered around her eyes. She closes her eyes and tries to sleep… A few moments pass…


A voice comes crying for her…





MRS. LOOMIS: Debra!





Alarmed Debra walks to the door.





MRS. LOOMIS: Debra! Are you awake?





DEBRA (Opening the door): Yes.





MRS. LOOMIS: We have some tea waiting for you. We’re all gathered at the table. I 


                            would love it for you to join us.





DEBRA: I’ll be right down.





INT. DINING ROOM - NIGHT


Debra comes down from the stairs. She begins to run down when she hears a scream.





MRS. LOOMIS: No! My china! They broke it!





FRANK: Yes those bastards. They probably came in from that kitchen window which 


                was left open right there… And they probably ran out from that back door 


                there when they heard you go up the steps or felt my presence… which they 


                left open too… 





Debra watches Frank with pure disgust. She feels like telling her mother the truth but knows that it would only bring more arguments. Instead she focuses on the dining table which is decorated with cups and a tea tray. She sits down to join her father, which smiles at her. Her mother comes from the kitchen wiping the tears off her cheeks and sits in front of Debra. She smiles at her daughter while pouring tea in all cups including one beside Debra… Frank surfaces from the kitchen and gladly sits next to Debra. 





LYLE: It’s a bit late for tea but after horrible events like this we all need a little bit help 


             relaxing.





Deeply distressed Debra tries to forget about the day, and immerse herself in the smell of the tea. She nods to her father’s comment and smiles at her mother.





DEBRA: Exactly. Thank you mother.





MRS. LOOMIS: For what?





DEBRA: The tea. It smells great.





Mrs. Loomis giggles…





MRS. LOOMIS: Oh, I’m grateful for your compliment but Frank made the tea.      





 Debra freezes. 





DEBRA: Oh… really? Thank you. 





FRANK: My deepest pleasure.





Troubled she stares at her mother and father who are about to raise the cups and drink their share of the tea. Debra becomes pale, as she must act quickly. 





LYLE: Well let’s not stare at it. 





DEBRA: Agreed. Let’s not wait until it gets cold.





Debra raises her cup and she does so very wide. It seems like she accidentally trips Frank’s cup. Lyle gasps. 





DEBRA: Oh dear I’m so sorry! Let me clean this up and make you another cup.





Frank’s eyes open wide.





FRANK: Oh no that won’t be necessary. 


  


Proud of her daughter polite actions, Mrs. Loomis insists for Debra to make another cup.





DEBRA: In fact the tea got cold since I came down, why don’t I make some for all of 


                you. Do you mind Frank?





FRANK: Um… No, not at all





Mrs. Loomis eyes her husband, who smiles back at her. Frank watches Debra disappear into the kitchen… and she returns after some minutes have passed. She holds a towel in her hand and begins cleaning the tea spilled on the table. She stops briefly to look at Frank.





DEBRA: The tea is almost ready.





She smiles and clears up the table before disappearing once again into kitchen. 


Some long minutes pass before Debra reappears. In her hand is a tray of three cups filled with some hot tea. She poses it on the table and gladly passes it to her mother, father and puts the last one before her seat.





DEBRA: I’m sorry, I forgot yours Frank. I’ll be right back.





MRS. LOOMIS: Debra, give yours to Frank.





Debra freezes.





DEBRA: I would but I put sugar in my tea.  





MRS. LOOMIS: Oh that’s right, you don’t like sugar in your tea Frank.


DEBRA: I’ll be right back. 





After a few moments Debra pops out holding on to Frank’s hot cup of tea.


Never leaving his eyes she places the cup right before him.





LYLE: Finally we can all enjoy our tea.





DEBRA: I made it with my special touch.





MRS. LOOMIS: Thank you, we appreciate it Debra.





DEBRA: You’re welcome. 





LYLE: Frank.





FRANK: Yes?





LYLE: Don’t you want your tea?





FRANK: Of course.





Frank looks deep in his cup, knowing all stares are on him. He struggles to pick it up.


He looks at Debra, makes a defying smile and proceeds to drink the whole content.


All look at him stunned. His tired face watches them all feel awkward. Long silent moments pass as they quickly forget about it and return to enjoying Debra’s tea. 





LYLE: I’ve said it before and I’ll say it again, Debra makes some good tea!





DEBRA: I’ve improved since I had some good classes from my friend Adam.





MRS. LOOMIS: That’s right, tea is something very important in his culture.





FRANK: Indeed it is, this is a good tea. But if you don’t mind me I’m tired and I think we should all go to bed. Today wasn’t a very good day.





MRS. LOOMIS: Why do you say that? We’ve had some setbacks today, but nothing of 


                            that took the pleasure away of sitting here with all my family.





Mrs. Loomis looks at all sitting at the table, a big smile carved on her face.





MRS. LOOMIS: Frank… Why?





Frank raises his head, we slightly see his bloodshot eyes. He stares at Mrs. Loomis as if he was in a deep trance. 





FRANK: What?





MRS. LOOMIS: Why would you say this is a horrible day? Debra… Frank… Besides 


                             you and Lyle, I have nobody. (She takes Debra and Frank’s hands in 


                             her own) You’re my only family. 





FRANK: You love me?





MRS. LOOMIS: Yes.





We pan in closer to Frank. We see he is troubled as if something is burning inside him.


His eyes get slightly watery.





FRANK: This isn’t a family.





Mrs. Loomis is visibly surprised.





FRANK: Families… are honest to each other…





Debra turns her head to Frank…





FRANK: It’s because…





MRS. LOOMIS: Go on…  





FRANK: I, I haven’t been…





Debra intensely watches Frank.





MRS. LOOMIS: Frank… Is there something you would like to say?





FRANK: There is something horrible I would like to admit.





Mrs. Loomis doesn’t reply.





FRANK: I don’t know how to say this





Frank makes both fists out of his hands. Debra cannot help to shy away from her smile.  


A light tremble in Frank’s voice takes place… 





FRANK: I… I…





Debra takes her eyes off from Frank and onto her mother, who seems like she ceased breathing.





FRANK: I…





Mrs. Loomis raises from her chair, towering over Frank. He looks up to her as tears come from his eyes as they are begging for her warmth. Her eyes never leave his figure as she walks beside him. She extends her arms and firmly clasps them around him as a cry is emitted from Frank. He hugs her as well and they become a figure of deep affection.





MRS. LOOMIS: Frank, It doesn’t matter what you did, I don’t care to know.                 


                            We’re a family again and that’s all that matter.





The camera pans from Frank to Mrs. Loomis and then Lyle, both very happy. The camera makes a last turn on Debra’s face… Looking deep into the camera her face reveals anger and her tired eyes begin to weep… 





DEBRA (O.S.): I do not deserve to be at this table, for I am an animal incapable of love…





FADE OUT. 





THE END
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