IS THERE A WAY BACK – Abbotsford/Blandford Version

Introduction

In this first scene we meet Margaret and her mother Mary, who is now a widow. Several months ago Mary had a fall and broke her hip which resulted in her being hospitalized for ten weeks. She has just been released from the hospital and has returned home.

Scene 1

Scene opens with Mary sitting in a wheelchair at table. Margaret enters from side. 

Margaret:
Hi, Mom. I see they discharged you home early that must be nice. 

Mary:
If they didn’t need the bed I’ll still be there - what happened, you were going to pick me up. I had to take a taxi. 

Margaret:
Oh, my hair cut took longer than I expected – you got myb call didn’t you. 

Mary:
Yes but I was disapointed, you know how much I don’t like the hospital. 

Pause

Margaret, I was just looking at my bank statements. (Waves some sheets of paper towards her daughter) What are these withdrawals? There’s one for 3000 dollars and another for 5000 dollars

Margaret:
Remember before you went into hospital you made me power of attorney to pay your bills, etc. Those are the bills. If you don’t want me to do your bills just say so. 

Mary:
I do want you to do them but it’s just that I thought it was only the house taxes that were due. That accounts for the 3000, but…. I don’t remember anything that cost 5000 dollars. What’s that for?

Margaret:
Why Richard’s wedding of course. I thought you would like to give your grandson something nice. (Changing to a patronizing tone) You couldn’t come to the wedding and I knew you’d want to help out. You were going in the hospital, remember?

Mary:
Of course I remember (indignantly) but I had something else in mind…..

Margaret:
You are always whining about your money, mother. Which brings up another point. What are you going to do with this house?

Mary:

My house? (Shock in her voice)

Margaret:
You’re rattling around in this huge house, it’s costing a fortune. The hydro is astronomical. Why do you need so much heat? 

Mary:
Haven’t you heard about old age dear, we get colder than you youngsters. Besides, I can afford it. Can’t I?

Margaret:
Well, I’m not so sure. Now dad’s gone I think we need to make some big decisions – starting with this house. 

Mary:
Margaret, I do have some decisions to make and I will probably have to make some changes. But everything I’ve heard says that you should’nt make any majors decisions in the first year after your husband dies. It’s too soon to think about this.

Margaret:
Mother, you listen to too much CBC – the sooner you deal with the big things the sooner you can live life to the fullest.

Mary:
But Margaret this is my home. I have lived here for thirty-four years. 

Margaret:
Your bills are horrendous, Mother. I’m only pointing out what dad would’ve – you know you have no head for figures. He was the smart one. Let me sort it out for you. 

Mary:
You?

Margaret:
Yes, I am a bookkeeper, you know. I have experience. You don’t know what to do by yourself.

Mary:
But I’m learning.

Margaret:
The way you’re going there won’t be any money left.

Mary:
Oh Margaret what do you expect me to do with my money?

Margaret:
You can invest it. I have financial training you know. I’ve had a good look at things while you’ve been away – you could be making a lot more interest than you are. 

Mary:
Money isn’t everything. I have what I need. I have my (pauses looking slightly confused). Margaret, where is my Grandmother’s silver and the china figurines?

Margaret:
Well, you weren’t using them so I borrowed them.

Mary:
You borrowed them?

Margaret:
I borrowed them (said emphatically). You never use them, they just gather dust.

Mary:
But they’re mine (said with emphasis)

Margaret:
Do you begrudge me using them – OK I’ll being them back (words spit out)

Mary:
Now Margaret, don’t get upset. Let’s talk about this calmly. This is my home my money.

Margaret:
I think it would be much better if you would come and live with me. I could keep an eye on you and your finances. Next time it might be more than your hip you hurt.

Mary:
I don’t really need you to look after my finances and I love my home. This is where I feel close to your father. Really, Margaret, I will be fine. The Doctor says three months from now I won’t need this wheelchair an I’ll be able to manage on my own again.

Margaret:
Let’s discuss this later. I’m going to have a cup of tea.

Fade to black.

Scene II 
One month later.

A month has passed. Mary has been going faithfully to physiotherapy and doing the assigned exercises at home, but she is still unable to walk without the aid of crutches. Margaret has been coming over every day to check on her.

Mary is sitting at the table with a cup of tea again in her wheelchair.

Margaret:
Hi mom – look at this mess.

Mary:
I know but it’s the best I can do until I get out of this chair.

Margaret:
And then what? Are you going to spend all of your time looking after this huge house?

Mary:
What do you mean?

Margaret:
Well I mean I think it’s about time that we got busy and sold this house.

Mary:
Oh no – not that again. I’m not ready for that. 


Margaret appraocches Mary, kneels and takes hand in a concerned pose.

Margaret:
Look mum, it’s for the best you’ll see. The time has come. It’s just that stage in life.

Pause

Look, I’ve contacted a realtor and he’ll be here after supper to talk to us about listing the house.

Mary:
Oh, Margaret please no. 

Margaret
(Getting up) Look it’s done the sooner we deal with this the better. I can’t be running back and forth every day.

Mary:
But, what real estate agent?

Margaret:
You’ll love him, he’s a friend of mine.

Mary:
But why didn’t you ask me first?

Margaret
You would have only argued with me and it’s for the best.

Mary
Margaret……….

Margaret:
We could make money on this house if we invest it wisely we’ll make some good interest.

Mary:
But this is my home. I feel safe here! Margaret, I don’t want to sell my house,

Margaret:
Mom, trust me. You’re gonna let me take care of you – forget all that cooking and cleaning – you can live life for a change. And besides, you’re lonely I can tell.

Mary:
I not lonely. Lot’s of people visit me. My phone is right here. I’m not lonely.

Margaret:
Yes you are. Whenever I come over you’re just sitting in your chair. You can’t go out like you used to and I have to come over and help you with everything. Trust me it’ll be better for the both of us.

Mary
But Margaret – please don’t sell my home.

Margaret:
Mom we have to – enough is enough. Look I’m late for the hairdresser I must rush. We’ll talk tonight with the realtor

Mary:
But, but….

Margaret rushes off stage.

Scene III
Three months later.

Mary is now living in Margaret’s house. Mary’s house has been sold and since her daughter’s house is fully furnished so have the rest of her household belongings. She did keep some of the family keepsakes.

Mary is sat in an armchair talking on the phone to Agnes.

Mary:
Oh I know…..  well I never…. Where did you hear that?  Well Margaret says you shouldn’t believe everything you hear on the CBC Agnes. 


Beat


Pardon? Oh, I’ve been in Margaret’s basement for a few months now – it’s not so bad but you know how it is  - it isn’t home….

Margaret:
You whooo…

Margaret enters the room from stage left carrying mail.

Margaret:
Oh, look Agnes ralk of the devil it’s Margaret I’ll call you back later.


laughing 

Listen dear, be careful with that CBC…

Margaret:
Hello dear
Mary:
How are you mother, who was that Agnes again?


Margaret:
Yes, dear. You didn’t tell me she dropped by the other day?

Mary:
Well I thought you were napping so I told Agnes to call ahead in future.

Mary:
But Margaret I would have loved to see Agnes. I don’t get to see her very often any more.

Margaret
I’m sorry about that, but she should cal ahead. Besides she just gets you all riled up talking stuff she knows nothing about.

Mary
Se just didn’t agree with me moving in with you that’s all.

Margaret:
Anyway, I’m not here to go over ancient history I’m just off to the hairdresser and I brought you your mail. I’ll pop in with your lunch when I get back.

Margaret leaves the stage. Mary opens her mail.

Mary:
What’s here I wonder more junk. Oh look, I’ve won a million dollars… again. All I have to do is send in a cheque for a hundred and it’s mine. Really


Tosses letter across table and opens second envelope

Oh, this is more interesting… the bank….

Dear Mrs. Chapman, I am writing to you……  

After reading letter is visiibly angry and reaches for phone and dials number.

Hello, can I have Mr. Sparks please. Pause.  Mr. Sparks? Margaret Smith here. About this 30,000 dollars, well no I didn’t write a cheque for this much. Yes my daughter has power of attorney but I didn’t write it and I didn’t tell her to write it. I don’t understand. Yes…I gave her power of attorney a long time ago but that was only to pay the property taxes when I was in hospital. Yes…yes… I think I could come down to see you tomorrow. Mr friend Agnes could probably drive me. My daughter will be at work in the morning. I can come. I’ll be there at 10:00 AM. Is that OK? Thank you Goodbye.

Mary picks up the phone and calls Agnes

Mary:
Hi it’s me again. Listen could you give me a ride to the bank tomorrow morning. 

Pause

Yes dear, it’s time I started listening to you. 

Fade to Black

Scene IV
The next day. Margaret has just returned home at lunchtime from work and is still unaware of Mary’s call from the bank Manager and he subsequent appointment at the bank. 

Mom enters the room in hat and coat using a cane. Margaret is agitatedly walking around the living room in her coat.

Margaret:
Mother, where have you been?

Mary:
Oh Margaret – I thought you were at work.

Margaret
What do you mean you thought I was at work? (sternly) I came home for lunch and you weren’t here. I’ve been looking for you everywhere – where have you been.

Mary
I’ve just been out Margaret

Margaret:
Out? You didn’t say anything about going out.

Mary:
I’ve been to the bank.

Margaret:
The bank! What would you go to the bank for?

Mary
I have been talking to the bank manager and I found out Margaret that you been taking large sums of money from my account.

Margaret:
But that was money from the sale of the house. I needed it and I didn’t want to bother you. 

Mary:
That money will be your some day, but it is still mine now (pause) and…while I was at the bank I revoked your power of attorney.

Margaret:
You what? Why would you do that... don’t you trust me? 

Mary 
I’m not sure Margaret but I think things will be better this way. 

Margaret:
I was just managing you money!

Mary:
You were also spending it.

Margaret:
Well, this is just fine. I bend over backwards and this is all the thanks I get. I am so fed up with all of this. Well it’s obvious you don’t trust me. I think its time you made other living arrangements mother... see if you can find someone a s gullible as me to look after you. 

Walks quickly off stage.

Mary:
Are you going to the hairdresser dear?


Waits for Margaret to exit.

Mary:
Other living arrangements eh? 


Picks up phone and dials.


Agnes…? Yes dear just as you said she would. Listen are you still OK to pick me up at 5? Good I should be packed by then – put the coffee on dear I’m going to need to put my feet up.

Fade to Black.
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