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END OF THE ROAD





	1.

FOUR-LANE HIGHWAY

running out of long grass 

into foot hills

a young boy

dinner jacket blue jeans long black hair waving

down a ride

a car approaches

             p  a     sses

stillness

in the gravel on the shoulder

of the road

a butterfly tries to mate witl

a piece of coloured glass

a truck approaches

swells     out of the distance

slows      down

kicks
  up
gravel

a butterfly and coloured glass take flight

from the cab

a large red face        rises 

smiling like the       dawn

“How far ya going?”

the driver
Harry

asks

“End of the road.”

the hitchhiker replies

2.

THE BOY CLIMBS

into the fur-lined cab instrument panel     glowing maze of shapes and colours engine hums

Harry pushes a cassette

into
music

blares

“Listen to that, eh. 

Steer-eo-phonetic sound. 

Rig has all the modern inconveniences.

Cost a pretty penny. 

Why not, 

spend half my life in this cab, someday it might be

my coffin.”

hitchhiker moves his lips Harry grins 

turns down the sound

offers
a cigarette

to the boy who doesn’t smoke

“Where’d you say you were going?” Harry asks

“Into the mountain air,” 

the boy replies

“Indian aren’t you?”

“Yes sir.”

“Call me Harry. 

Everybody does. 

Why into the mountains? Nothing there but snow and rocks.”

“I’m going back to the birth place of my people 

the place where life began.” boy’s voice    soft 

hardly a smile 

creases his mouth

3.

AN HOUR LATER

“I thought your people 

came from across the Bering Strait

fleeing from the communists or chasing after a steak.”

boy pushes back his hair fingers a comb inside 

“That is the white man’s 

legend not the Indian’s. According to my people 

the Indian was delivered 

out of the sky.”

Harry laughs

“Tell me about this legend.”

4.

THE LEGEND

before the white man 

before the Indian 

there was nothing 

but the land

trees and the animals 

the land was lonely

cried through the loon

this loneliness made TULOC the sun god weep

one of his tears landed on a mountain side

into snow

out of the snow appeared the first Indian

a beautiful goddess named

CREDO

and from CREDO the Indians stand in a line

5.

HARRY LAUGHS

belly shaking like an avalanche

“That’s quite a tale.”

the boy continues 

“It is also said 

someday CREDO will return to that mountainside. 

When she does 

the world will begin anew.”

“Next time,” Harry laughs “she should let a man 

give her a hand. 

Bring more fun into the world.”

6.

ROAD BLOCK

police cars abandoned 

cop waves Harry down.

“Second time this month. Probably another escaped prisoner

from the federal pen 

over in Freely.”

cop looks up from the asphalt Harry looks down from his cab

“Someone escape from the pen

Harry smiles
officer?”

“How did you know?” 

the cop curses 

his question turned to ashes

“Intuition.”

“Well. Just take care.

Don’t pick up hitchhikers 

This one is a real killer.”

the big transport moves on Harry

giving her
each of

the gears

“Strange.

Same cop I talked to last week

And I swear

those were the same words.”

7.

SOME TIME LATER

countryside        more ancient 

cows stand on the sides of hills chewing grass        unchanged horse drags a plough through

earth

Harry looks at his watch

“Damn.

Watch has stopped. 

Brand new.

Nothing you buy today 

works as well as it did yesterday.”

“You like the old ways better Harry?”

the youth asks

“I think it’s that

the old ways

like me better”

8.

TRANSPORT IS NOW

in two-lane road 

patches of snow on the hills holes in a quilt

—nature’s poverty

“I don’t remember the road narrowing down to two lanes. Not for the last five years. 

I guess I’ve done this route so many times

it’s like driving through a dream.”

“How long have you been on this route Harry?”

“Twenty years or so. 

Loved every minute of it. Used to have a partner but that’s another story.”

9.

THE ACCIDENT

old transport truck 

rolled over 

flames licking the air 

beast writhing in pain

Harry slows down 

cop waves him on 

looks like the same cop 

seen that morning 

fifteen years ago

10.

INSIDE THE CAB

Harry shaking his head

“Same truck, 

same corner.

Peter fell asleep at the wheel, never woke up.

I was thrown clear. 

Terrified of sleep ever since.”

11.

AN HOUR LATER

“Hungry?” Harry asks

“Yes,”

the boy responds

“See a place just ahead. 

Must have just opened. 

Don’t recall seeing it before.”

Harry guides his truck 

into a large parking space 

in front of

THE LAST CHANCE HOTEL

parks beside a new 

Model T 

begins to snow 

Harry and the boy 

climb down from the rig

and walk toward the hotel

sign on the door reads

WE DONT SERVE INDIANS

“Well then you don’t serve ol’ Harry,”

Harry snorts

turns angrily

back to the transport

falling snow thickens

12.

INSIDE THE CAB

Harry grunts

“No food. Now snow.

Trouble travels in threes

I wonder what’s next.”

Harry turns on radio 

doesn’t work

“Well, that’s three.”

13.

FALLING SNOW

has become a blanket

“How can you see the road?” boy asks

“I can feel it

though it’s much rougher than usual.

We’re in the mountains now, you can smell them.”

14.

DRIVING BLIND

Harry slows the truck

down

“I’ll be getting out soon,” 

the boy says

“Out here,

in the middle of this storm, nowhere?”

“This is where

the world began,”

the boy responds

15.

SNOW STOPS 

“0 my God,” Harry gasps slams his foot on the brake truck slides to a stop 

Harry jumps out of the truck finds the transport a short yard

from the edge

of a cliff

“The road has ended. 

Where the hell am I?”

16.

HARRY TURNS

faces

a beautiful young woman 

long black hair 

white buckskin suit 

bronze-coloured skin 

warm brown eyes

“Where did you come from? Who the devil are you?”

the woman smiles 

“Welcome home, Harry. 

My name is CREDO.”

THE END
	LESJA BROWN: I received a phone call about ten in the morning. I was still half asleep. It was Sam’s wife Betty. I thought I was dreaming. What was she phoning me at that hour for? She was hysterical. I realized that something terrible had happened but I couldn’t get anything sensible out of her. Except that she was at the Scarborough General Hospital. I rushed to the hospital. When I saw her face I knew what it was. Sam was dead. All the way to the hospital ii the cab I kept saying to myself that he was dead, but I just couldn’t bring my self to believe it. But there it was written on Betty’s face... Sound crazy I know but you know what kept thinking to myself? I kept thinking, where did he go? Like he was hiding on us... I don’t remember much of what happened that night. Betty and I cried a lot. I phoned most of the crew to let them know what happened. To each I had to explain all the details It was like doing thirty takes of the same scene. After a while I felt as if it was me who had found Sam dead, cold as ice still sitting in his chair reading Variety.... Betty said that the last time they had talked they’d had a bit of an argument. Betty accused Sam of making movies a matter of life and death. Sam replied that they were fat more important than that...

MAURICE DUBOIS: It was a great shock to all of us. Losing a director, friend, and to some of us a kind of father... All of the crew got together and it was decided we’d finish making End of the Road. We were already three weeks into shooting when Sam died. I was elected director. It was very democratic. Nobody else would take the job. Fortunately for me, Sam had left detailed instructions regarding each scene. It was simple. Like follow​ing a cake recipe...

ANTHONY WHALE: Mr Bremmer once told me—God don’t we all have our little stories about him — he told me that truth was something you didn’t have to find. It was something you kept trying to bury — like a seed...

SIR JOHN BIRD: I’m always shocked when someone dies before me. Its al​most as if they don’t have any respect for the old. . . ah, Sammy was a good boy. A fine fellow. No doubt about that. I loved him like a son. And yet the strange thing is he always treated me as if I were the younger. I guess I never. . . You know I’ve played Shake​speare, Strindberg, Ibsen, Shaw, O’Neil and though they were all great artists I couldn’t really tell you why. Oh, they touch the heart, they chal​lenge the mind, and they lift the spirit, but there are some people who will argue that their cat does as much for them. How does one define art? How could I evaluate Sammy’s work? You know he once told me that he didn’t care two hoots for art. He just wanted to tell a good story. He had a tremendous faith you know. I don’t mean he was a devout follower of any particular religion. No not that. But he believed that if there were anything intellectually interesting, emotionally fulfilling, or spiritually uplifting in his work it would become evident if the story was strong enough. He believed in a beginning, middle, and end to every film. Birth, life, and death is how Sammy would have put it... Sammy and I were sitting in the Pilot Tavern one night discussing the lack of heroes in the modern world. Sammy was against heroes. Surely, I said, you had heroes when you were a younger man. Sammy broke into a big smile. Only one, he said. And who’s that? I asked, expecting him to name some athlete or political figure. The little tramp, he replied. Chaplin. Charlie Chaplin. When everyone has forgotten Pound and Eliot, Chagall and Matisse, Einstein and Bohr, when their work becomes commonplace, that little tramp will still be making folks laugh.., so don’t ask me to evaluate Sammy’s work. I loved him too well to hurt him now...

ROBERT DRAYTON: He gave me a big break. Mr. Bremmer was always  very kind to me. He was in many ways a very civilized man. But I think he was quite mad. He was obsessed by his work. It consumed every moment of his life. He was always studying people, the way they ate, walked, laughed. All research for some future project. His eyes were like a camera, panning the world. He didn’t have opinions or tastes or prejudices; he had scenarios. One time we were walking through Queens Park looking, I think, for a location to shoot a scene in one of his films. I forget which one. Anyway, a squirrel ran down a tree and up to us looking for a handout. The squirrels there are real beggars. Well, when the squirrel came up to us Mr Bremmer says, not good enough, too hasty, do it again. He was serious. See, Mr Bremmer was never part of our world. We were all part of his… This artistic passion of his was just a sort of benign megalomania... Here we are in a world going mad, speeding toward Armageddon and he’s spinning out his little three reelers…

SIR JOHN BIRD: Said once he couldn’t believe in a God who made him angry. Hated to lose his temper. Said it was counterproductive. How could there be a God amongst so much grief and suffering? If there was, he said, that God was a son of a bitch... I don’t think he meant most of what he said. He just wanted to see how people would react. Most of the time he was disappointed. Maybe that’s why he made movies — so he could pro​duce the kind of reactions he wanted…

MAURICE DUBOIS: Sam told me once that a good film was like a ghost. You didn’t understand it; it haunted you...

LESJA BROWN: I don’t think anyone understood him. Not really. You’d think that his films would have shed some light onto the man, but they don’t tell you much. They’re more like children with a family resemblance and not much more. . . Now that he’s dead I guess there’s no need to keep it a secret any longer. We were lovers. Had been for over twenty years. It was always discreet. No one suspected a thing. Not even his wife. Besides it was long past being a pas​sionate affair. Each of us needed an anchor… I’ll miss him.. . He made a terrific omelet...

BARBARA HARRIS: Of course no one knew it at the time. Not even Les​ja and she’s known him since their college days. He was my father. I was born out of wedlock. A ‘bastardess’, if that’s the word for it.. . He gave me my chance in films. He owed it to me. Never was a father to me. He could have married my mother, the bastard. Except for his almighty career... You know at the funeral when I went up to his wife to tell her, everyone thought I was kidding. That it was some kind of black joke. I had to show them my god-dam birth certificate. . . You know I’m going to be a big star someday. My name is getting around the studios and I’m considered good box office and I didn’t do it all on my back as some would have it... You know I never got the chance to call him daddy...

ROBERT DRAYTON: Well now we’ll hear all the lies about the man. All the sentimentality will come gush​ing out. Pure show biz shmaltz. And to hell with the truth. I guess it’s to be expected. We all end up being buried in legends...

MAURICE DUBOIS: Not until I began to direct the film did I begin to understand the man. It’s the difference between driving a car and being a passenger. You can feel the film flow​ing through you when you direct. You get a sense of the malleable shape of creation. It’s intoxicating. Exhilara​ting... Yet I had a strange feeling while we were editing the film. I felt as if my hands, my eyes had been taken over by him. That he was doing the cutting and splicing. And then it occurred to me that he too might have felt the same sensation. Perhaps something or someone takes over in all acts of creation. We share in creating but something else is in control...

LESJA BROWN: Sam’s wife gave me a poem he had written when they were first married. Perhaps you’d like to hear it... 

I cannot pray.

God is not within me.

I love him.

I stand in the wings

Part of his audience

Amazed by his sadness...

THE END
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