ENGLISH, PLEASE

WRITTEN BY SEBASTIAN BADARAU

Copyright © 2010 SABAD

NOTE.
The script contains dialogue in Albanian. This is to be subtitled in English.

1. EXT. A VILLAGE. NEAR A HOUSE, BY THE WOODEN GATE. NOON

WE are in ALBANIA, in a village, 70 miles north of Tirana, the capital. 
The modest village is situated on a HILL and our HOUSE is facing the main PATH which goes down for about 1 mile until it meets the main road that takes the peasants to the nearest town.

There is no sidewalk, leaving the path to be used by people, cars, tractors, horses or any other biped or four-legged creature.
CLOSE AERIAL SHOT of the CHURCH TOWER. Like all the other buildings, the church is modest-looking, a vivid testimony of the impact of communism in the Balkan countries.

ZOOM ONTO THE CHURCH BELLS. We just see the rope moving up and down, leaving the bells to dance in the frenzy sound of their movement.

We FLOAT with the camera above the village, accompanied only by the sound of bells. AERIAL SHOT of peasants, performing their DAILY ERRANDS. Some are taking their cattle, down the FOOTPATH, to the nearest meadow, others COLLECTING WATER to feed the animals, others HARVESTING the crops.
We STOP above our HOUSE. The church bells stop their dance. 
OUTSIDE the house, ON THE PORCH, an OLD WOMAN kisses her nephew on the cheeks. FAINT sounds, samples from their conversation can be heard.

 MEDIUM SHOT of the two characters standing on the porch. THE GRANDMOTHER fits perfectly in this decor. She’s wearing a simple dress, and a scarf covers her head. Her WELLINGTON boots, a clear sign, she has or she’s about to perform her menial labouring jobs like milking the cows, or feeding the poultry.
She’s slightly agitated as she wants to see her nephew off as soon as possible so she could go back to work.

THE NEPHEW,18, clearly doesn’t fit the tableau. He is a CITY BOY, wearing smart jeans and a pullover. ONE BIG SUITCASE by his side.

THE GRANDMOTHER
(in Albanian)

     You’re sure you’ve taken everything?

     THE NEPHEW

     (in Albanian)(nervous but for different reasons)

     Yes.

     THE GRANDMOTHER

     (smiling)(in Albanian)

 Good! Let me kiss you one more time .Listen,   Dardan, you study well and don’t do stupid things. You know like...drugs or...(blushing) I don’t know what...
 DARDAN

 (in Albanian)(dismissive)

 Yes , grandma...

 THE GRANDMOTHER 

 (in Albanian)

 And don’t be a stranger. Write me a letter from time to time. Or phone! Do you have our phone number?

 DARDAN

 (in Albanian)

 Yes of course!

THE GRANDMOTHER

(in Albanian)

O.K. then! I’ll see you off!

They both walk towards the gate.

The grandma stops .
THE GRANDMOTHER

(in Albanian)

Listen, Dardan, but why don’t you want a bottle of wine? It’s really good home wine. You’ll drink a bit of wine on the train!

THE NEPHEW

(irritated) (in Albanian)

Come on, Granma. How am I supposed to drink on the train?

THE GRANDMOTHER

(in Albanian)

So what? Everybody drinks on the train! It will give you extra-energy! 

PAUSE.

THE GRANDMOTHER

(in Albanian) 

At least have some for your new classmates! You can’t go empty handed!

DARDAN

(in Albanian)

No grandma. We don’t drink wine there.

    THE GRANDMOTHER

    (in Albanian)

    But what do you drink?

    DARDAN

    (in Albanian)

    We don’t drink. Last time I flushed it down the   toilet.

    THE GRANDMOTHER

    (in Albanian)(disappointed)
    As you wish. So you have everything, yes? Don’t forget to eat, ok? 
    Pause.
    THE GRANDMOTHER

    (in Albanian)

    So you have enough money yes? (hoping it is true)

    DARDAN

    (in Albanian)(finally revealing the reason of his anxiety)
    Actually Grandma...I kind’of  needed a bit more. I mean I have some, but don’t know if I have enough for the train ticket!

    THE GRANDMOTHER

    (in Albanian)

    Oh !...I thought your Dad gave you enough !

    DARDAN
    (in Albanian)

    Well he did... but he gave me the money two weeks ago, and I went out a couple of times. Anyway, I’ve only used a bit.

    THE GRANDMOTHER

    (in Albanian)(thinking)

    Well then come back in the house. I’ll have a    look, see what I have left.

The Camera follows them as they go back to the porch.

    THE GRANDMOTHER

    (in Albanian)

     Oh Dardan, but how were you planning to go like this without money for the ticket? And what are you going to do in Tirana, without money?

    DARDAN

    (IN Albanian)

    I’ll be fine there. Dad told me he would send me some when I get there. He didn’t have much last time, that’s why !

CAMERA STOPS on the porch. GRANMA goes inside to collect the money. Shot of a LONG HALLWAY inside the house, poorly LIT, while in the foreground ZOOM onto DARDAN’S FACE and then his hands covering it, clearly ashamed of the situation.

The GRANDMA disappears into the darkness of the corridor, while the hallway itself turns into a VORTEX(BLACK HOLE).                                     

                                       CUT TO :

2. EXT. CLOSE TO THE MAIN ROAD, BOTTOM OF THE HILL. NOON.
We are near the MAIN ROAD, facing the FOOTPATH, that splits the village in two. ON THE LEFT, houses, ON THE RIGHT, the crops.
DARDAN, in the distance, walking down the hill, thus approaching the main road .

Silhouettes of VILLAGERS standing close to the wooden gates of their houses and watching DARDAN. We hear FAINT samples of their conversations and the greetings they exchange.

Sporadic SOUNDS OF ANIMALS in the background : a stray dog barking or some animated cows.

As DARDAN comes closer to us, we notice he’s carrying his suitcase with his right hand, while with his left he’s holding A BOTTLE OF WINE.

                                       CUT TO :

3. INT. A CLASSROOM FILLED WITH STUDENTS.TIRANA. DAY.
  MEDIUM SHOT of DARDAN, sitting in the back row of the classroom.

  We hear distinctive voices of students engaged in a conversation in ENGLISH, OFF Camera, while the students, seated around DARDAN, just like him are hardly active. A clear sign they are not so strong in English, nor as confident as those seated in the front rows.
GIRL 
(off camera)(very good English, but with a clear Albanian accent)

Yes, coz that’s what we girls do! When we pinch you, it means we want you!

General LAUGHTER from those engaged in the debate.
BOY

(off camera)(in English, with strong accent)

You actually punched me once! What did that mean?

MEDIUM SHOT of the TEACHER standing in front of the students, close to the desk of the girl who had just engaged in the conversation.

SHE is 45, blonde hair, with playful curls around her face. Though she shows her age, she is still beautiful, a clear sign that in her youth she may have broken a few hearts. She is wearing a LEATHER JACKET, which covers a white with red flowers DRESS, AND BLACK BOOTS. SHE shows off a slight flirtatious attitude towards her more active students. She is smiling, obviously enjoying the word exchange between the boy and the girl.
She is charming, the type of teacher, boys couldn’t imagine not attending classes to.
GIRL

(in English)

It meant you were a jerk! Don’t make me tell everyone one why I punched you!
REACTIONS from everyone around her. The boys, especially, are more excited about her remark

TEACHER

(in English, tries to hide her accent by enunciating every word)

Why did you punch him?

GIRL (now embarrassed by the situation)

He misbehaved… 

PAUSE.

He touched my butt.

TEACHER

My bottom.

GIRL
My bottom.

Everybody goes wild.

TEACHER

(still amused by the situation)

O.K. people, calm down! Let’s go back to Tess! Upon release, critics reacted to the novel just like you did. Was she seduced, was she raped?
She holds a DVD in her hands. 

TEACHER

An interpretation I like is in Polanski’s film. Try to watch it for next Tuesday, please.

(leaves the DVD on her desk, and heads to the board)
TEACHER

I’ll write down some references for you. You can also choose another novel by Hardy.

TRACKING SHOT of the teacher, with the camera moving backwards on one of the room’s aisles only to eventually stop behind DARDAN and surprise him while he’s writing something. On a clear look we see he’s drawing a sketch of the teacher.
BOY (off camera)

Lord of the rings?

TEACHER

Lord of the rings is not by Thomas Hardy, Naki!

Laughter.

TEACHER

Or was that supposed to be a joke? Very funny!... 
                                           CUT TO:

4.INT. HALLWAY OF A LUXURIOUS APARTMENT BUILDING IN TIRANA. WINTER DAY
HIGH ANGLE SHOT of DARDAN climbing the stairs. He eventually stops in front of a door. One more time he checks to see if the shirt is tucked in and shoes clean.
He is wearing most likely his Sunday clothes: a gray cotton shirt, quite simple, tucked in his gray trousers and black shoes and a gray jacket. He is wearing no jumper, despite the cold, as he doesn’t think his only two jumpers are smart enough for the occasion. He KNOCKS at the door. NO ANSWER. He tries the buzzer. Fade in of voices behind the door. The door opens.

THE TEACHER and one of DARDAN’s classmates are standing in the doorway. THE TEACHER is wearing another leather jacket, of a different colour, leather trousers and the same for the student who is very tall and very well built.
TEACHER (in English)

O.K. Don’t forget to work on the pronouns and the relative clauses. You have my email address, yes? 

The Student nods.

TEACHER

If you have any questions, write an email. O.K.? Have a nice day, I’ll see you next week. Come on in Dardan!

THE STUDENT(in Albanian)

Thank you, miss.

THE TEACHER(in ENGLISH)

You’re welcome.

                                     CUT TO:

5. INT.THE HALLWAY OF THE TEACHER’s APARTMENT. SAME TIME.

The TEACHER closes the door behind, giving DARDAN a moment to scrutinize the apartment. The entire hallway is shielded with books, some almost falling off the shelves. The imposing VICTORIAN furniture leaves almost no space of movement.
She turns to face DARDAN. 

The entire conversation will be carried out in ENGLISH.

TEACHER

He is quite…(flexing her muscles) well-built. (starts laughing immediately embarrassed by her own remark)

Come…this way.

Did you have any troubles finding the house?

DARDAN

No.

They move into the living-room, which despite its’ overwhelmingly French furniture, it’s stacked again with even more English books. It is however huge and lit from everywhere with both natural light and chandeliers.
TEACHER

Just sit where you want…(realizes there are books everywhere, even on chairs-rushes to the couch to collect her papers)

Would you like to drink something? Tea, coffee? I have some homemade pear brandy if you’re cold. Would you like some?
DARDAN nods in approval.

TEACHER

(just before leaving the room)
I’ll put some English biscuits on a plate. They really go well with the brandy.
She leaves the room.

DARDAN looks around for a few seconds, whilst moving uncomfortably on the couch. He finally stretches his hand to grab some ALPHABET biscuits forgotten in a bowl on the coffee-table next to the couch. He takes one, looks around, no noise coming from any other room. He stretches his hand one more time, this time delving his hand deep into the bowl. At the same time the TEACHER enters the room.

TEACHER

(carrying a tray with two glasses of brandy and some biscuits)

Ah yes, I forgot to tell you…Serve yourself!

TEACHER

(as she places the tray on the table)

So, DARDAN I called you and other classmates of yours because you are really quiet during my lessons. You have your exams in a few months and I still don’t know what to make of you… Please, have some brandy!

DARDAN takes the glass and has one sip.

TEACHER

How do you feel at this new school?

DARDAN

(This is the first time we hear him speaking ENGLISH. His accent is perfect, almost like a NATIVE SPEAKER)

It’s fine miss, I get on well with everybody, and you’re doing a great job.

TEACHER

(silent for one second as she takes in his remark)

(smiling)

I’m doing a great job?

DARDAN

Yes, you are. I can clearly see you’re enjoying your work. 
TEACHER 

(trying to hide her reaction to his words, which she took as impertinence)

Oh !... Well, it is fun, you have all these greats of literature, it is after all the language of Shakespeare (slightly frustrated as she realizes she’s just uttering truisms)

Do you live alone?

DARDAN

Yes…actually no. My father knows somebody in Tirana who rents out a room. She’s a nice lady, her husband is almost away, and she rarely interferes into other people’s business. Do you?
TEACHER

What?

DARDAN

Live alone?

TEACHER

Where?

DARDAN

Well…here.

TEACHER

Oh…yes. My ex-husband comes here from time to time. You ask a lot of questions, you know that?

DARDAN

(smiling)

Sorry miss…Just to practice my English.

TEACHER

(smiling back)

Yes, indeed.

TEACHER
(goes to fetch a book)

Anyway, this one is for you. It contains modern interpretations on the themes of Oscar Wilde.(sits next to DARDAN)If you have a look at page 69, they talk exactly about the paragraph we talked about during the lessons…

SHOT of the two sitting on the couch, while in the background, we notice a DOOR leading probably to the kitchen and other rooms. 

THE DOOR opens and a TALL, IMPOSING MALE PRESENCE approximately 60 years old of age, makes his way into the room. He’s wearing an old fashioned, torn-apart gown that tries to hide unsuccessfully a pair of green pyjamas.

This tall man with ravished look and unshaved beard looks as if he just woke up.
MAN

(in Albanian)

Have you seen my glasses?

TEACHER

(in Albanian)

Where did you leave them last time?

MAN

(in Albanian)

Had I known I wouldn’t have asked you! (goes to rummage through some papers on a desk near the door)It’s simple logic: when one doesn’t know something, one asks a question. Once a question is asked, it waits for an answer. A question doesn’t need a useless truism. That is your problem: you always speak in truisms.(turns to face his audience, and then grins wryly, showing his imperfect teeth)

TEACHER

(in Albanian)

(turns to DARDAN and smiles)

(goes to her ex-husband)

Well, I didn’t take them. Did you look in the fridge? You sometimes put them there.

They both enjoy the show they’re putting on.

MAN
(in Albanian)

Yes I looked. But I know where I leave them, they just disappear.

TEACHER

(in Albanian)

How can they disappear?
(as she walks out of the room)
They have to be here. You’re just not looking for them properly.(exits)

MAN 
(Albanian)

(alone with DARDAN, going through papers)

You have exams, don’t you?
DARDAN

(Albanian)

Yes.

MAN

(Albanian)

So what are you studying?
DARDAN

(Albanian)

The modern writers.
MAN

(Albanian)

I never understood their system. Why don’t you study the classics?

DARDAN

(Albanian)

We did that!

MAN

(Albanian)

Of course you did. You just have to do it again…

DARDAN

(Albanian)

I read your work in ‘The TRIBUNE’. Why do they put you on the last page, though?
MAN

(Albanian)

A bunch of twats. I told them I wouldn’t write for them anymore. Afrim phoned me the other day, he wants to read some of my poems in a new show. I told him he could do it. But do you think I’ll see a penny from that? Another twat. They’re everywhere.
DARDAN

(Albanian)

Valdrim Afrim, the actor?

MAN

(Albanian)

That one. Here (hands him a paper).

DARDAN

(Albanian)

What is it? 
MAN

(Albanian)
It’s ‘Edona’ the original. 
DARDAN takes the paper with some indecipherable scribbling on it.

DARDAN

(Albanian)

Ah yes I like this poem…

DARDAN

(Albanian)

I don’t. Afrim likes it as well. It’s not one of my best…

The TEACHER enters the room.

TEACHER

(in English)

I found them. They were in the back pocket of your trousers. And why don’t you make an effort to speak English when my students are here?

MAN

(Albanian)

Why would I want to speak English? This is your job, not mine.

TEACHER

(English)

Come. Out. I need to work. 

MAN
( Albanian)

 When do we eat?

TEACHER

(English)

What? Are you hungry now? Why don’t you make yourself a sandwich or something?

MAN

(Albanian)

Why don’t we eat together? Come we’ll eat together. Ask your student to stay for supper!

Dardan 

(Albanian)

(trying to be polite)

It’s ok. I’m not hungry.
MAN

(Albanian)

Of course you are. What else do you have to do tonight? Apart from rushing to your room to wank to a poster of Pamela Anderson. (grins)
TEACHER

(English)

Look at you! (smiles) Why do you speak like that? Maybe he has plans, how would you know? But Dardan you’re more than welcome to stay if you like.

DARDAN

(English)

Ok. Thanks for inviting me.

TEACHER

(English)

Good. (to her ex-husband). Now you, out. I need to work.

MAN 

(Albanian)

I’ll have some brandy in the meantime.
The MAN heads to the door, only to stop and head to the big window of the room

MAN

(Albanian)

Just look at the snow flakes. It’s really beautiful outside.
CUT TO:
6. EXT. Tirana. AFTERNOON
AERIAL SHOT OF THE CITY CENTER. It’s snowing and there is little activity. Some of the townspeople can still be spotted rushing back to their homes after the late Christmas shopping.

In the background the Albanian mountain tops.

In the spotlight the city square. Most of the city’s post World War I lamp posts are lit.

7. INT. THE HALLWAY OF THE TEACHER’S APARTMENT. THAT EVENING.

   DARDAN and THE TEACHER are approaching the camera, thus the apartment’s front door. Same hallway, stashed with books. DARDAN ahead of the teacher, holding a book in his hands. He turns to face her. She’s carrying, what we believe to be a bottle of alcohol wrapped in a plastic bag.

TEACHER

(English)

Don’t forget the brandy. Hope you’ll have fun with it.

DARDAN

(English)

Thank you for the meal. And thank your husband as well for the brandy.

TEACHER

(English)

Ex-husband. 

DARDAN

(English)

Yes, ex-husband.

Pause. They both look at each other.

TEACHER

(English)

Hope the book will be useful. 

DARDAN

(English)

Yes for sure. Goodnight then, miss.

TEACHER

(English)

(opening the front door)

Goodnight then. Will you manage to get home?

DARDAN

(English)

Yes, thanks, I don’t live far from here. A good jog and I’ll be there before you say ‘Oscar Wilde’.(shows the book he’s holding).
We move with the CAMERA in the main hall of the building.

TEACHER

(English)

Goodbye then. I’ll see you tomorrow.

DARDAN turns to go down the stairs, only to stop after a few moments and return as the TEACHER is closing the door. As the door shuts:

DARDAN

(English)

I don’t have a poster with Pamela Anderson.

TEACHER LAUGHS and then closes the door.

Cut to:

8. INT. DARDAN’S ROOM. EVENING

Dardan is seated at his desk, writing his essay. The room is small, and a big wardrobe occupies most of the space. On the wall, an old poster OF VANILLA ICE, leading us to believe this was the landlady’s son’s room. On the desk, a small lamp. Many old books are left open.
CLOSE-UP on the essay. DARDAN is writing almost non-stop. He only stops once to check a book, but this only inspires him to write even more avidly. The pace is frantic. Next to him, a glass filled with pear brandy. Without looking at it, takes a sip, and then gets on with his writing.

CUT TO:

10.INT. THE HALLWAY OF THE TEACHER’S APARTMENT. DAY.

We are inside the apartment, facing the MAIN DOOR. A SHORT BUZZ at the door.
THE TEACHER is running to open. She’s wearing a summer dress, white with red flowers, almost a reminiscence of the dresses of suburban America in the 50’s. The flowers can be spotted only from the back as the front part is covered by a KITCHEN APRON.

She opens the door.

TEACHER

(English)

Quick, come in. I’ve got my scones still in the oven.

DARDAN makes his way into the apartment, while THE TEACHER rushes back to the kitchen.
He is wearing black trousers, and a blue shirt.

He walks in, and shuts the door behind him.

THE TEACHER’S VOICE (off)

(English)

Come into the living-room, and make yourself comfortable.

DARDAN walks into the living-room.  We move into the living room, camera behind him. Wide shot of the room, which now has been cleaned. Curtains of the front windows are pulled and tied to the side, making the room almost theatrically lit by a cool strong wash of light. A great view of TIRANA in the background.
     The door at the back opens and THE TEACHER makes her way into the room, carrying a tray with milk, scones, jam, and clotted cream on it.

     THE TEACHER

     (English)(Jovial)
     I’ve made cream tea. I hope you like it. I am a big fan of it. A friend of mine brought some clotted cream and I thought this would be a great occasion for it. I thought somebody who lived in England would appreciate it.
     DARDAN

     (English)

     I’ve never lived in England before.
     TEACHER

     (English)

     Oh, you haven’t! (back to jovial) Well you had great teachers then.(tries some of the cream). Mmm!... This is really good! Take a seat. We’ll have tea together.(she places the tray on the coffee-table)It’s difficult these days to find somebody to share your passion with.

      DARDAN

      (English)

      For English?

      TEACHER

      (English)

      For English, for England. I love England. If there is a place where I’d like to live, then it’s England. Please, have some tea.
      DARDAN reaches into his bag and takes out a stack of handwritten papers.

      DARDAN

      (English)

      I did what you asked me to do. It’s a really great book. I didn’t agree with all the interpretations but I particularly like when he speaks about the puritan values.

      TEACHER

      (English)

      Just leave them aside for a minute. We’ll have a look at them shortly. Try the tea.

     So, what is your favourite place in London?

     DARDAN

     (English)

     Picadilly Circus.

     TEACHER

     (English)

     Really? How come?
     DARDAN

     (English)

     I think it’s because how connected one feels to a place, that one appreciates it. The big electronic boards, the agitated square, they all work for me. In the background you can still see the top of the Houses of Parliament. To one side, you can still see Nelson’s Column of Trafalgar Square. There is a magic about the place…

     TEACHER

     (English)

     I tell you, if my husband were English, it would have been a different matter…

     DARDAN

     (English)

     With your marriage?...
     TEACHER

     (English)

    The Albanian men are not at all like the English men… My ex husband is different. He is still Albanian, you can clearly see the way he talked to you the other day. But he isn’t like the typical Albanian guy.

     DARDAN

      (English)

     What’s the typical Albanian guy like?

     TEACHER

     (English)

     Not English.

     DARDAN

     (English)

     I don’t think they’ll invite you to give a speech on the Albanian National Day, anytime soon.

The teacher giggles. Takes the teapot and pours some more tea in DARDAN’S cup.
     TEACHER
     (English)

     I’m the black sheep in my family. I come from a family of scientists. My brothers are all doctors or researchers. My parents wanted me to follow their path. But in a communist country it was more challenging to dream of something you don’t have. England seemed so far away. It still seems like that.
They are both seated on the couch.
Pause.
     TEACHER
    (English)

    It’s cold. Aren’t you cold?

     DARDAN

     (English)

     I’m fine, thanks.

  The TEACHER stands and goes to the wardrobe, near the big windows. Opens the wardrobe and takes out a jumper. She only puts the jumper around her shoulders. Wants to come back to the couch, but notices the big snowflakes outside. Turns to face the windows.

     TEACHER

     (English)

     It’s beautiful outside…Cold but beautiful.

  TWO-SHOT of the two protagonists, with the camera behind DARDAN, holding the cup of tea and looking at his teacher. He notices the curves the dress makes when it touches her thighs. 

  Stands and goes to the window. Stops behind her.

  PAUSE.

  He touches her shoulders, while the camera zooms on his hands.

  He then lowers his hands and touches her hips.

  She turns and faces him. He can read in her eyes, she wants to kiss him.

  THE CAMERA zooms onto her lips. Her mouth slowly opens, while, like in the scene with the grandma and the hallway, the camera disappears into her mouth.

BLACKOUT.

  FADE IN OF ‘SILENCE’ BY DELIRIUM AND SARAH MCLACHLAN.

                                      CUT TO:
11. INT.A NIGHT CLUB IN TIRANA. NIGHT
    In the BLACKOUT fade in of STROBE LIGHTS, orchestrated by the rhythm of the song played in the background.

    This turns into an AERIAL SHOT of the dance floor in a nightclub in Tirana. ZOOM ONTO the centre of the dance floor.

    Tableau of teenagers occupying the entire space dancing to the music track.

   ZOOM ONTO DARDAN in the center. His moves are minimal, consisting mainly of accentuating the beat by tapping with his foot on the ground. 

   Front close-up of his waist. H’s wearing a white shirt, and blue-jeans.

   TWO HANDS grab his waist and move it to the beat.         MEDIUM Shot of DARDAN and a beautiful 18 year old girl. She compensates his lack of movement by pointing out almost every accent in the dance track. 

                                           CUT TO:

12. INT. THE LADIES TOILETS OF THE SAME CLUB. NIGHT.

In the background the same track as the one mentioned before.

The TEACHER, wearing her usual leather clothes is standing in front of a sink. One sad looking light bulb tries unsuccessfully to cover the whole space.

The teacher takes out from her bag a red lipstick and applies it on her lips. She then places it back in her bag and heads to exit.

We follow her as she climbs up the stairs, back to tables near the dance floor. She sits at one of the table where two cocktails are waiting for their owners. 

She looks at DARDAN on the dance floor. She finishes her drink, leaves some money on the table and stands to leave.
On the dance floor, DARDAN notices her just as she exits. He rushes to the door, but he is slowed down by the dancers on the floor.

 CUT TO:

12. EXT. OUTSIDE THE NIGHT CLUB. SAME TIME. 
   DARDAN comes out of the night club. In front of the club a gang of friends smoking and chatting effervescently. 
   He hesitates for a moment whether to go left or right. He eventually goes left on a poorly lit alley.
   The camera follows DARDAN. We are right behind him, hearing his agitated breath as it succumbs to the rhythm of his walking pace. He eventually reaches the end of the alley. Wall on the left. The road can only continue to the right. Turns to get to the main road but sees no trace of his teacher. Only a couple trying to find a dark corner. Giggles and loud laughter coming from that area.
He turns to go back. Front shot of DARDAN approaching the club’s main doors. He eventually decides to keep walking though his slow walking can only show the uselessness of his search. She’s already left.

At the end of the road, he turns left. She’s there leaning on the wall, smoking.

DARDAN

(Albanian)

Are you ok? What happened?

TEACHER

(English)

I’m fine. 

Pause.
Why don’t you make an effort and speak English? I am your teacher after all.

Her eyes fix on him with a cold look as she delivers this last line;
DARDAN

(English)

What wrong did I do?

She starts walking away from him.

TEACHER

(English)

Nothing.

DARADAN

(English)

(frustrated)

This was your idea.
TEACHER

(English)

Exactly. And that’s why I think you need to go back and have fun.
DARDAN

(English)

But I don’t want to have fun there, without you.

PAUSE.

TWO SHOT of the two facing the camera and walking towards it. DARDAN is still behind her.

DARDAN

(English)

Is it because of that girl? That is nothing, you know that.

TEACHER

(English)(stops to face him)
Do you understand it’s not always about you? It’s about me. Go back and have fun.

DARDAN
(English)

Look I understand how you feel. You feel old, don’t you? But you are not old. I don’t think you’re old. I like you.

TEACHER

(English)

Well thanks, that is very kind of you. I now feel much better.

DARDAN

(Albanian)

How shall I make it better?

She starts walking again.

TEACHER

(English)

By speaking English first of all.

DARDAN

(English)

How shall I make it better? 

Pause.

How shall I make it better? I’m so clumsy. Forgive me I sometimes don’t know what to say.
Rushes to her. Grabs her hands. She turns to see him.

TEACHER

(English)

You always know what to say. You knew exactly what to say the first time you came to my house. I thought you were so aggressive. Don’t worry about issues you don’t have.
DARDAN

(English)

I don’t know what to say now. Look at you. I’m obviously not doing a great job since you’re so pissed off. 
TEACHER

(English)

This morning, when I woke up I thought ‘What am I doing?’ You don’t need this. You have to do the things you have to do. Why do I feel so guilty?

(starts to cry)

I’m terrorizing you and I don’t recognize myself. How did we both get here?

Pause.

I’ve always run away from hurting people. I don’t want to hurt you. 

 Goes into pocket of her jacket and takes out an used handkerchief. Wipes the tears off her face.
  TEACHER

  (English)

 I don’t want to hurt you.

DARDAN approaches her and gently caresses her hair. He holds her in his arms.

  DARDAN

  (English)

  You’re not hurting me.

 They both look at each other.

 She smiles, and then giggles. She tries to arrange her hair.

  TEACHER

 (English)

  How do I look?
  DARDAN

  (English)

  Fantastic.
                                          CUT TO:

13. INT. THE MASTER BEDROOM IN THE TEACHER’S APARTMENT. DAY.

 It is dark in the room. The curtains fully cover the windows. We are at the foot of the bed, hearing the gasps of two lovers making love.
We see the silhouette of the TEACHER’s naked body on top of DARDAN.

They stop. Pause.

She stands and goes and pulls the curtains wide. Full wash of warm light in the room.

She goes back to the bed, and covers her top with the bed sheets. She reprises her position on top of DARDAN.

She is still naked, and although the bed sheets cover only the top, she makes no effort in covering her lower parts. She is still very beautiful and her body shows little to almost no signs of ageing. She looks at him for a few moments, poker face leaving DARDAN to anticipate what she wants. She eventually turns and sits next to him at the edge of the bed.
TEACHER
(English)

(fuming)

Why do you always leave things around my house? A week ago was your school bag, yesterday a pair of socks. Don’t you understand I don’t live alone?
DARDAN

(Albanian)

All right, I’ll be more careful next time.

She stands and leaves the room. This time the sheets cover her whole body.

CUT TO:

14. INT. A SMALL ROOM IN THE TEACHER’s APARTMENT. SAME TIME.

As the door of a wardrobe is being shut, the TEACHER is revealed. She’s wearing a red bra and blue jeans. She’s now putting on a red top.

The door opens and DARDAN makes his way in the room. He is now dressed.

TEACHER

(English)

Can I have some privacy? 

DARDAN

(Albanian)

It’s too much privacy already in this house.

TEACHER

(English)(ironic)

Ha-ha. Very funny. I can see you didn’t lose your sense of humor. There was a time when your comments were much more interesting to listen to. 

DARDAN

(Albanian)

Like?

TEACHER

(English)

Like when you were making some sense. Like when you were speaking about England.

Goes to him.

TEACHER

(English)

I told you to speak English. I told you that, a million times, speak English! Is it that hard?

Exits the room. DARDAN goes after her in the kitchen. He grabs her hands.

TEACHER

(English)

Stop it! Don’t touch me.
She is cornered in the dark kitchen. He won’t move away. She looks at him. She wants to leave. He comes closer. She feels trapped.

TEACHER

(English)

No! Move away! 

She pushes him away.

Teacher

(English)

Get out!
DARDAN moves towards her. 

TEACHER

(English)

No! Get out! Take all your stuff and get out. It’s over, that’s it, do you understand. It’s over.
PAUSE.

DARDAN

(English)(softly)

What have I done wrong?

TEACHER

(English)(almost shouting)

Get out! Get the hell out of this house!!

DARDAN goes to collect his bag and jacket.

In the main room, DARDAN is slowly putting on his jacket.

She stands by the window and looks at him.

Eventually he grabs his bag and heads to the door. He stops in front of the door, but doesn’t turn. He opens the door and exits.

                                         CUT TO:

15. EXT. OUTSIDE A SCHOOL. DAY.
Groups of students, aged 16-18, are swarming around in front of a school. Their voices mix with the sound of traffic from a nearby street. 
Close –up on two girls, aged 18, eating a sandwich, sitting on a bench. One of them is laughing at her classmate as she has mayonnaise around her lips.

Fade in of voices of students engaged in a conversation in English.

                                    CUT TO:

16. INT. THE SAME CLASSROOM AS BEFORE. DAY
TRACKING SHOT of the students listening to one of their classmate reading an essay in English

VOICE BOY (off)(not very good English)

‘Oscar Wilde had to live all his life, hiding from his friends. He never told them about his frustrations and that is clear if you read the book. I particularly didn’t enjoy reading it, as I think it’s old-fashioned’ and the plot is childish. Who cares about Salome? I particularly don’t.’
The boys seated around him start giggling.

GIRL

(English)

How can you say the plot is childish? It’s based on the bible.

BOY

(English)

Is it? Salome is in the bible?
General Laughter.

TEACHER

(English)

Ok, everybody calm down! Naki, did you listen to a word we said last lesson? (smiles)

She is radiant and shows the same flirtatious attitude.

BOY

(English)

I thought that was another book.

DARDAN is seated in the back row, wearing his Sunday clothes. He looks at the teacher. She’s smiling, looking at the students in the front rows.

TEACHER

(English)

All right Naki, carry on reading. Quiet everybody. 
BOY (behind NAKI)

(imitating the TEACHER)

Come on Naki, stop fooling around, and read your essay. And please pay more attention next time.

Students laugh. Same for the TEACHER who laughs viciously, while winking at the boy who said the line.
CUT TO:
17. INT. SAME CLASSROOM. SAME TIME

It is time for a break and students exit the classroom. The TEACHER is at her desk, placing all the books in her bag. The students are excited and engage avidly in conversations. As he walks out, DARDAN stops and LOOKS at the TEACHER.

She feels his look, turns and SMILES kindly to him. She then continues packing as if nothing happened. She is still smiling, and answers back kindly to the occasional ‘See you miss’ thrown at her from everywhere.
                                       CUT TO:

18. EXT. CENTER OF THE CITY. THE CITY’S MAIN SQUARE.DAY

DARDAN dressed in the same clothes as in the classroom scene approaches the camera. He’s carrying a backpack. We are in the city’s MAIN SQUARE. Not many people around, as it is noon. It is a beautiful day, and the occasional tourists stop and take pictures of monuments or the church nearby.

DARDAN stops and sits on the edge of a non-functional fountain.

 He looks around and notices the same girls from his school as in the scene with the sandwich. They are having fun, laughing, and enjoying the beautiful day. He turns and thinks he spots his TEACHER, as he notices a blond lady wearing a leather jacket. It’s not her.

                                        CUT TO:

19. EXT. OUTSIDE THE APARTMENT BUILDING WHERE HIS TEACHER LIVES. AFTERNOON.

DARDAN is behind a hedge, looking at the apartment building. He stands still though he’s not necessarily hiding. He’s wearing the same clothes.

Not much activity in front of the building, apart from the occasional old nouveau riches entering and exiting the block. Long still.
CUT TO:

DARDAN is strolling up and down at a certain distance from the apartment building. He occasionally greets strangers that are about to enter the building though he doesn’t really get an answer to that.

CUT TO:

He slowly walks towards the front door of the building. It is now late afternoon. He stops in front of the building and looks up.

The bells of the church around him announce the time.

He looks up.

AERIAL SHOT of DARDAN LOOKING UP, while we float in the air with the camera until we stop on the CHURCH bells swaying to the movement of the rope.

FIN.
