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“ GRAND _UNI ON CANAL'’

By M ke Hallett
FADE | N:
EXT. CANAL - DAY la

Drops of water create ripples in the canal. The drops cone
fromthe foot of PORTI A LANCASTER-HALL, 16, very pretty but
very dead, as four POLICE OFFI CERS carry her sodden body from
t he edge of the canal and deposit her on the towpath.

Two police officers roll Portia onto her back. Portia stares
up through gl assy eyes. The buttons on her school blouse are
m sal i gned. A piece of wet, folded paper clings to her |eg.

JOAN TI DMARSH, 16, conplicated, watches froma bridge.

EXT. FOOTPATH - DAY ( FLASHBACK) 2

Joan paces grunpily along the footpath in her school uniform
She jots in a notebook as she paces. A square of folded paper
protrudes fromthe bottom of the notebook.

Portia and two other cool girls, CLIVIA and KINSEY, follow a
little behind Joan, giggling.

A HANDSOVE BOY, 18, paces past Joan. She eyes him |l ongingly.
He ignores her, his eyes on Portia and her friends. After he
passes they burst into song:

SCHOOLA RLS
“Plain old Joan/ Pl ain old Joan/ She
pl ays nic-nac on her owmn/Wth a nic-
nac- paddy- whack- gi ve- a- Joan- a- bone/
Plain old Joan goes rolling hone”

Joan accel erates, |ooking hurt. She shoves the notebook into
her bag. The fol ded paper catches on the lip of the bag and
flutters to the ground.

Portia, divia and Kinsey swoop onto the fol ded paper. Portia
wins the race and unfolds it in triunph. The three girls read
it. Portia's eyes widen with wonder as she reads:

THE WATER | S STILL AND SI LENT
NO-ONE SEES | T PASS ON BY

DON' T THINK | T HAS NO FEELI NGS

‘ CAUSE YOQU VE NEVER SEEN WATER CRY

Aivia and Kinsey |augh derisively then stroll down anot her
footpath. Portia is nmesnerised by the poem She |ooks up and
sees Joan stride off some distance ahead.

On the other footpath, Aivia and Kinsey stop and | ook back



1b

3a

CLIVIA
Com ng, Portia?

KI NSEY
Po, you fat-arse --

Portia hesitates then runs after Joan.

PORTI A
-- Joan -- Joan --

JOAN
VWhat ?

PORTI A

(of fers paper)
You dropped this.

Joan snatches the paper off Portia.

PORTI A ( CONT’ D)
It’s beautiful.

JOAN
VWhat ?

PORTI A
You wite the nost beautiful words
on paper. Wiy don't they ever cone
from your nouth?

JCOAN
What ? D you nean that?

Portia flashes a dazzling smle.

EXT. CANAL - BACK TO SCENE 1b
Portia s lifeless face, her nmouth gaping. An officer |owers
their nouth onto Portia's and tries to resuscitate her.

I NT. JOAN S HOUSE - DAY ( FLASHBACK) 3a

A nodest townhouse. The doorbell rings. Joan enters and opens
t he door, revealing Portia.

PORTI A
Hel | o.
JOAN
Oh, hi... \What are you doi ng here?

Portia offers Joan a small present. Joan hesitates then
accepts the present and opens the door for Porti a.



3b

3c

JOAN (CONT’ D)
VWw, thanks. Cone in.

Portia enters. Joan | eads her into the --

Kl TCHEN 3b

Joan puts the present on the table and opens the fridge. She
produces a bottle of cherry-flavoured Dr. Pepper’s.

JOAN
D you want a drink?

PORTI A
Yes, please.

Joan pours two gl asses and hands one to Porti a.

PORTI A ( CONT’ D)
Aren’t you going to open it?

JOAN
(enbarrassed)
I wasn’t sure if, ah..

Portia smles encouragingly. Joan unwaps the present. It’'s a
picture frane. Portia and Joan’s pictures have been cut from
a school photograph and pl aced side-by-side in the frane.

PORTI A
Dyou like it?

Joan paces off. Portia hesitates then follows her into her --

BEDROOM 3c

The wall s are covered with poens on scraps of paper. Portia
gapes. Joan opens the back of the picture frane and pulls out
the pictures of her and Portia. She takes a poem off the wall
and inserts it into the picture frane.

PORTI A
What are you doi ng?

JCOAN
People are ugly. Only words are
beauti ful .

PORTI A
Yes. How silly of ne.

Joan stands the framed poemon a table and smles at Porti a.
Portia reads the framed poem



1c

4a

PORTI A ( CONT’ D)
“Leaves flutter on an autumm day
Each one’s a life bl own away
What was green now i s brown
What did float now does drown”
(strokes Joan’s arm
You' re so | ucky.

Joan twi sts away from Portia’s caress.
JCOAN
You' re the |ucky one.
EXT. CANAL - BACK TO SCENE

The police officer gives up trying to resuscitate Porti a.

INT. JOAN S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DAY ( FLASHBACK)

“SUNSET BOULEVARD' pl ays on a video. WIIiam Hol den’ s body
floats face-down in the sw mmng pool.

Joan and Portia sit side-by-side on the couch. They sip Dr.

Pepper’s and wat ch the video.

PORTI A
This is great, Joan.

JOAN
VWhat ?

PORTI A
(rai ses glass)
This. ..
(i ndi cates vi deo)
This... Everything.

Joan gl ances uncertainly at Porti a.
PORTI A ( CONT’ D)

I never watch bl ack’n’white novies,
but this is fantastic.

JOAN

d oria Swanson comes in soon
PORTI A

Who?
JOAN

doria Swanson. She’'s brilliant.
PORTI A

| bet.

1c

4a



4b

Joan glows. Portia chinks her glass against Joan’s.

PORTI A ( CONT’ D)
Vel |, bottons up

Dr. Pepper’s slops onto Joan’s bl ouse. Joan stares down at
the cherry-red stain over her heart.

PORTI A (CONT’ D)
Shit, sorry.

JOAN
It’s okay. Back in a sec’.

Joan hurries into the --

BEDROOM 4b

Joan renoves her blouse and throws it into a washing basket.
She sifts through her wardrobe. She turns and sees Portia in
t he doorway, possession in her eyes. Portia closes the door.

JOAN
VWhat ?

Portia unbuttons her bl ouse.

JOAN (CONT’ D)
What are you doi ng?

PORTI A
Eye for an eye, Joan. Beauty for
beauty.

Joan stares aghast at Portia. She seizes a shapel ess sweater
and quickly pulls it over her head. She grabs a notebook and
pen then paces to the door, |eaving Portia bew | dered.

PORTI A ( CONT’ D)
VWhat ?

JOAN
I’mgoing to the canal. | can feel
a poem comi ng on

PORTI A
Way the canal ?

JOAN
That’'s where | wite.

Portia hurriedly buttons her blouse out of alignnent.

PORTI A
You're going to wite? Can | cone?
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EXT. CANAL - BACK TO SCENE

1d

An of ficer picks the wet square of paper off Portia s |eg and

carefully unfolds it. The sodden paper dissolves into nush.

EXT. CANAL - DAY ( FLASHBACK)

Joan paces al ong the towpath, hounded by Porti a.

PORTI A
Wite one for ne, please --
JCOAN
| can't.
PORTI A
Way not ?
JCOAN

It doesn’'t work |ike that.

PORTI A
VWhat ? How does it work?

INT. JOAN S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - BACK TO SCENE

The roomis enpty. “SUNSET BOULEVARD' plays on the video.

G oria Swanson is on the screen
JOAN (V. 0)
You can’t nmake beauty into what you
want it to be. Ugly people do that.
EXT. CANAL - DAY ( FLASHBACK)

Joan admires the trees and sky reflected in the canal.

JCOAN

Real beauty is just itself.
PORTI A

What woul d you fucki ng know about

beaut y?

Joan turns on Porti a.

INT. JOAN S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - BACK TO SCENE

S5a

4c

5b

4d

On screen, doria Swanson pursues WIIliam Hol den towards the

SW mm ng pool .



EXT. SW MV NG POOL - DAY ( DREAM 6a

Joan pursues Portia towards the pool. She shoves Portia, who
shrieks and falls in. Portia splashes about in desperation.

PORTI A
-- Help -- 1 cant swim--

Joan wat ches inpassively as Portia founders.

INT. JOAN S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - BACK TO SCENE 4e

On screen, WIIliam Hol den floats face-down in the pool.

EXT. SW MM NG POCL - DAY (DREAM 6b
Portia floats face-down in the pool.

Joan kneel s and rests her notebook on her knee. A rapturous

| ook fills her face as she wites. Joan rises. She tears the
page from her notebook, folds it into a square and throws it
into the pool. It lands near Portia s |eg.

JCOAN
It’s for you. It’s beautiful.

INT. JOAN' S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - BACK TO SCENE 4f
On the video, doria Swanson preens herself for the canera.
GLORI A SWANSON (ON TV)
I"mready for ny close-up now, M.
De MIle.
EXT. CANAL - BACK TO SCENE 1f

A police officer covers Portia s dead face with a bl anket.
Two officers Iift Portia and carry her away.

Joan anbles off the bridge, singing quietly to herself:
JCOAN
“Plain old Joan/ Pl ain old Joan/ She
pl ays nic-nac on her owmn/Wth a nic-
nac- paddy- whack- gi ve- a- Joan- a- bone/
Plain old Joan goes rolling hone”
Joan di sappears, leaving only the placid waters of the canal.
FADE OUT

THE END



