SCREENPLAY-WOMEN’S FICTION: THE DEATH OF MRS. DOOLEY BY DOROTHY LOWE
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Summary: Mrs. Dooley is a woman who has decided to leave her troubled past behind,
and is on a quest for a new life. In doing so she is befriended by a woman and her friends who
believe in kindness and the power of love for humanity. They live on an Island that no one
else, but forty families know is inhabited. Mrs. Dooley's past surfaces, when thirteen year old
Terry, the teachers son discovers her deepest secret and darkest dis pare. The Islanders feel
they must decide her fint; whether she will live or die. Entitled " The Death of Mrs. Dooley"”
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Mrs. Dooley, a middle aged woman, who battles with herself over good and evil, and
whose new adventure take her on the journey of a life time. Her dark despair is lifted by a group
of woman who work together for the greater good of all. Through April, Mts. Dooley meets a
group of woman who threugh kindness brings her into their world and show her she is a part of
theirs. Mrs. Dooley%is a middle aged woman with long silky hair that she keeps in a ponytaigsat
the back of her head. She keeps a mothers ring on a chain around her neck even though she
doesn’t have any children. She needlessly wears a straw hat 10 hide her grey hair, and is always
seen working in her garden. She has an attiftvudbgnd when it.comes 1o her husband, but every
once and a while when her husband has had enough and threatens to leave, she tries a little
harder to be a better person. She has a small farm on an Island off the East Shore. Mrs. Dooley
was one of the first people who lived there from the very beginning. From a distance it looks like
a snow-covered mountain, but most people believe the Island to be vmintabited; because seagulls
circle overhead every day, and the white chalk like covering down the sides gives the allusion of
desolation, and that keeps everyone away. Not too many know the Island is occupied, and the
Island people go to great lengths to keep it that way. Small motor boats and large sailing vessels

glide by carefully, so met to drift near the jagged rocks. If encored one could easily get stuck
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between rocks, while their boats thrash around helplessly. The Island can be seen from the shore
clearly, however if a boat was near when a big oil tanker or a ship passes the north side, a small
pleasure vessel would not stand a chance.

Mr. Matthews spends most of his day reading on his front porch with a long cigar pressed
between his teeth, or tending to his garden. He only has a hand full of novels that are worn on
yellow paper with curled up edges, but the older things are the things he loves the most_; they are
familiar to him and he likes to keep things close even if they are no good any more. Nothing is
useless to him, everything is of value from the smallest to the largest, just like that old rusted
Chevy that has sat in his yard for twenty years, and that’s the way ke hikes it. He won’t have
anyone tel! him what to do ox how to de it, ]Ii* is an independent mam and'too old to change now.
He is the oldest living, and first person to live on the Island. The old things that should have been
thrown out long ago are like his dear wife. He tried to throw out an old pot of hers once, but he
got 1oo upset, started crying and put it back in the cupboard. His wife died many years ago and
he mourns for her still.

A low-lying part of the south side of the Island extends half way to the main land, and
from a distance it blends in with the rest of the shore line. They make sure they go back and forth
before and after sunset to assure that they are not spotted, because their privacy is of the upmost
importance. The main land has pxer the years-become so corrupt with: violent gangs withrgerrss— C I‘Mp/ ;CcQ
high numbers of murder’s reported, sirens blast through town waking up children out of a sound
sleep. It was not safe anymore. A hanc}/ fulkof business owners decided to hire others to manage
their businesses, handing over the resp:r?seibility to capable people, and this is the sole reason
they decided 1o disappear onto the Island and they now stay seciuded from the rest of the world.

No one knows that the forty families who live there occupy this cool, foggy discreet retreat. Oh,
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there iﬁﬁg;ne days when it is warm and sunny, but it is rare for the Island to get hot and muggy.
They live off the land with vegetable gardens and animals for milk and meat. Some go to the
main fand to buy their goods, but a handuﬁllg of people never leave, using their gardens. It works
well for themgthey’re a community?g;tblre]p each other. It takes a village they say and this idea
has worked well Yor them. Everyone lends a hand to help the elderly gentleman who had been
there the longest, Mr. Matthews.

He has little company that stops by, but when they do he perks up and is the happiest
person around. Roger Proctor, strolls by Mr. Mathews front gate with his girlfriend, Martha and
they stop to say heﬂo.“‘zf-ﬁ there Mr. Mathews, how are you this fine day?” Reoger said. “Oh can’t
complain, can’t complain.” Mr. Mathews said and he lifts himself up slightly from his.chair and
takes off his imaginary hat, tipping it to Martha. I chopped up some vegetables from my garden
this morning and put them in the freezer for keepen” “Oh, yah, that’s a good idea, looks like you
got it all figured out, now you gotia teach the rest of us.” “Well sure, any time”, and he reaches
in his pocket and pulls out his stop watch and glances down at it. “Any time... this old watch
keeps clicking away; it’s busted, broken glass and the minute hand moves like it’s an old woman
trying to climb out of the tub, but it’s a still worken” “I could see if I can find you a new one
when I go to the main land next week” “Oh, I don’t know, hate to part witl it afler all this time:
It’s like an old friend, you know”? Ne bother Mr. Mathews, I’d be happy to oblige yow” He
waves his hand, no, no, it’s just fine! “

“Come on up and you and your sweetheart can join me in a glass of ice tea” “Well that
will be fine; we’d like that very much.” The old planks that line the porch creaked when they
walked on them, and an old cow bell with-no paint left on it clanked lightly in the breeze. Mr.

Mathews wobbles to his feet, turned slowly and opens the old squeaky screen door. The smell of
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wood that had burned in the wood stove drifted out the door. “I’ll be right back, don’t go
anywhere, it might take me a few minutes”

“Do you want me to help you? Martha asked as she giggled at his humor. “No, no, it
would put a skip in my step if you come into the house with me, and I’m too old for that, it
would probably kill Me.” he laughs as he walks toward the kitchen. They sat on the porch and
smiled and watched clouds start to form overhead and shade the brilliant sun. He was such a
pleasure to those he liked, but to Mrs. Dooley he was not. He wouldn’t give her the time of day
and no one on the Island would either. Roger jumped up and reached for the tray of drinks as Mr.
Mathews opened the screen door with his elbow. “Well here we are. You too getting anxious
about the coming nuptials” “Yes we can’t wait, it’s going to be a great tinoe and to be withcall of
our friends is what will make it a perfect day” “That’s one of the reasons why we stopped by, we
wanted to make sure you came and to see if you want us to arrange for someone to bring you
down”? “I'm invited?” “Y-es of course you are, it would not be the same if you weren’t there!”
“Is Mirs. Dooley going to be there?” “No she is not invited” “Then I’ll not miss it for the werld.
He lifted his right leg and slapped it. “Sure, I will be there, nothing will keep me away” He
smiled showing his yellow dentures and his eye’s widened as he tried to see the clouds drawing
closer through his dirty glasses. “That woman uses her emotion as 2 weapon or if she was
playing a hand of poker.” hie whispered, wiping his glasses with his alveady dixty hanky.

He fishes on Wednesdays and Fridays, takes his fish up to the main land in his dingy and sells
his goods by the side of the road where he has been selling them for thirty five years. Everyone
knows him for his variations of fresh fish, lobsters and clams, but no one knows where he lives,

he disappears as fast as he appears. No one really questions it though, they are just grateful for
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his service and his wonderful scéne of humor. Everyone on the Island loves him, but he
sometimes does not want to be bothered and has no time for nonsense.

Mrs. Dooley put some coffee on to perk, then put two pieces of bread in the toaster, and
took down one of the jars of jam she and her friend April made last fall. Oh, I wish April were
her having coffee with me. I love it when we’re together looking up recipes, or cooking lasagna
or a turkey for Christmas. She knew she had to except that she was wrong for endlessly
complaining, and, humble herself. It was hard to get to this point, because she only saw her own
pain. She remembers how selfish she’d been, and unfair to her quiet, husband. She pushed him
around, ordered him to do what she wanted or she would make his life a Iiving hell. Over the:
years his confidence dwindled down to nothing, and’he felt like a broken man. He knew he was
already in hell with no way out, because she would do whatever it took to keep him. “Frank
Dooley, get in here!”

“Are you listening to me? I said, g e 1 in h ¢ r e!” Her voice rumbled as loud as it could
go and it fluctuated like music paying in an opera. “She makes Ma Kettle look like a fairy
princess.” Mr. Matthews used to say. She cringed to think she acted that way. There was a knock
on the door and there stood one of the nicest woman in town and her closest friend. “What’s up”
“I was just looking for my glasses.” “Your glasses are on your head!” “Oh, that’s where they
are,” she said, smile. They were always together, baking cookies, knitting sweaters, or playing
cards.

“Sit down April, and I’ll make you coffee, you want coffee?” “Yes, I would love a
coffee. “Here is some sugar and cream for your coffee.” “Don’t mind the mess April.” “What!
your too hard on yourself.” Dooley smiled. “Mly back still hurts from that fall I took last month.”

“Didn’t you use the muscle cream I gave you.” “Yes, thank you!.” “Here is a cake I made, got
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the mix at the store on the main land.” said Mrs. Dooley. “How did you come up with the money
to buy it?” “Oh, I followed Mr. Matthews to the main land and watched him in action, so I
decided to start doing odd jobs to make a littfe money, “Are you stayen fong April, you know I
have the pigs that need to be fed out back, could you go feed them for me?” “No, But, I will go
and talk to you while you’re doing your work. “Alright then lets enjoy our cake and coffee; I'll
feed the pigs after you’ve gone.” “Were you invited to Roger and Martha’s wedding? April asks,
looking down out of the corner of her eye. “No, when is it” “It’s in two weeks, at Nicole’s house.
“They’ve hung lights on a gazebo to surprise Roger and Martha, and they have put in an order at
the florist for ten dozen long stem roses.” “What they gonna do with them?” asked Mrs. Dooley
“I heard that they are going to tie some to the lights to drape down over the gazebo, with

branches of leaves and babies breathe.” "What they gonna do that for"?
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Summeary: Mrs. Dooley is a woman who has decided to leave her troubled past behind,
and is on a quest for a new life. In doing so, she is befriended by a wemna-and-ferfricnds
wio-group who believe in kindness and the power of love for humanity. They live on an Island
that no one else, but forty families, know is inhabited. Mrs. Dooley's past surfaces; when
thirteen year old Terry, the teacher’s son, discovers her deepest secret and darkest dis
paredespair. The Islanders feel-they-must decide her fatcfiat,; whether she will live or die.
Entitled "The Death of Mrs. Dooley"

Mrs. Dooley: is a middle aged woman, who battles with herself over good and evil - ard
whose pevw-adventure-take herShe embarks on the journey of a life time. Her dark despair is
lifted by a group of woman who work together for the greater good of all. Through lAprilg, Mrs.
Dooley meets a group of kind womenmweman who threugh-kindness brings her into their world
and show her she is a part of theirs,

Nrs. Dooley, is a middle aged woman fwith long silky hair that she keeps in a ponytail, at

the back of her headl. She keeps a mother’s ring on a chain around her neck even though she
e ——————

doesn’t have any children|, Jjlflj neediessiy-wears a straw hat to hide her grey hair, and [is always

- seen working in her garden.‘She has an attitude aad when it comes to her husband.- bBut every
once and a while. when her husband has had enough and threatens to leave, she tries a little
harder to be a better person. She has a small farm on an [sland off the East Shore. Mrs. Dooley

was one of the first people whe-tived to ever live there from the very beginningi. From a distance.

it looks like a snow-covered mountain, but most people believe the Island to be uninhabited,

M\)?

sides gives the aHusienillusion-of desolation, and that keeps everyone away. lNot too many know

the Island is occupied, and the Island people go to great lengths to keep it that way.-Seat
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mMotor boats and larze sailing vessels glide by carefully, so not to drift near the jagged rocks. If

k,ncored" one could easily get stuck between rocks, while their boats thrash around-helplessty. The

J
a‘f)\' Island [can be seen from the shore clearly, however if a boat was near when a big oil tanker or a

ship passes the north side, a small pleasure vessel would not stand a chance.
Most days. Mr. Matthews spendsmostof-his-day-readsing on his front porch with a lens
cigar pressed between his teeth, or tendsinz to his garden. He only ownshas a hand full of novels

which have curled vellow pages-that-areworn-onreHow-paper-with-curled-up-edges, but the

older- are the - ones he loves the most.; tThey re are familiar. te-him-and he likes to
keep lthingsl close even if they are no good any more. Nothing is useless to him, everything is of
value }from the smallest to the largest, just like that old rusted Chevy that has sat in his yard for
twenty years, and that’s the way he likes it. He won’t have anyone tell him what to do or how to
do it.: hlle is an independent man and too old to change now. He is the oldest living, and first
person to live on the Island. The oid Jiifllll that should have been thrown out long ago are like
his dear wife. He tried to throw out an old pot of hers once, but he got too upset, started crying.
and put it back in the cupboard. His wife died many years ago. and he mourns for her still.

A low-lying part of the south side of the Island extends half way to the main land, and
from a distance. it blends in with the rest of the @Iine. [They| make §ure)they go back and
forth before and after sunset to at they are not spotted, because their privacy and safety
arcis of the upmost importance. The main land has everthevearss-become so corrupt with violent
gangs with guns, and a high numbers of murder-s.+eperted: sSirens blast through town waking
up-children from their eut-ef-a sound sleep. It was not safe anymore. A hand full of business
owners deeided-te-hired others to manage their businesses, handing over the responsibility to

capable people.: and+This is the sole reason they escapeddecided-te-disappeared ente L0 the
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Island. ard-tThey now stay secluded from the rest of the world on their cool. foggy retreat. MNe

viee bt that Hie terny tamties oche-Hue there secnpy thiscoel, fope diworest setreat, Oh, | Comment [PHS I520]: Redundant. Already
((Estapiished]

there is-arc some days when it’s is warm and sunny, but it’s is rare for the fisland to get hot and

muggy. They live off the land with vegetable gardens and animals for milk and meat. Some go to

the b’nain-land ko buy their goods, but a handful kasd-ful of people never leave.-using theis | Comment [PHS 1S21]: Pﬁg—rd———----:—-
cardens. It [NTRAIMBIMOIGHGN. they’re a community that help each other. It takes a village they Formatted: Highlight
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who had been there the longest, Mr. Matthews.

He-hasHide company—thatsteps-byHe has few visitors, but wherthex-de-when people

= yiat ORI

stop by. he perks up and is the happiest person around. Roger Proctor, strolls by Mr. Mathews’ [ Comment [PHS 1522]: #weh your verb tenses.
| You switch from past to present tense. Stay
consistent.

front gate with his fiancée girHriend, Martha. and they stop to say hello.

*Hi there Mr. Mathews, how are you this fine day?” Roger said. " Comment [PHS 1S23]: Start a new paragraph |
| when a new person speaks.

“Oh can’t complain, can’t complain.-” Mr, Mathews said. end-hHle lifts himself up
slightly from his chair and takes off his imaginary hat, tipping it to Martha. ~'I chopped up some

vegetables from my garden this morning and put them in the freezer for keepin’keepen.”

“Oh, yah, that’s a good idea, looks like you got it all figured out, now you gotta teach the
rest of us.”
AN -

, \)\ o “Well sure, any time.”: ard-hHe reaches in his pocket and pulls out his stop watch. and
- J

. .\‘0% elaneesdovsat it “Amtime “tThis old watch keeps clicking away; it’s busted, broken glass
)

]
5‘% and the minute hand moves like it’s an old woman trying to climb out of the tub, but it’s a still

workin’ .werken”

“I could see if I can find you a new one when I go to the imain land pext week.” | Comment [PHS 1524]: One word ,
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“QOh, I don’t know, hate to part with it after all this time. It’s like an old friend, you
know "
“No bother. Mr. Mathews, I’d be happy to oblige you.”

He waves his hand.:~ aNo, no, it’s just fine!-=

Come on up. and you and your sweetheart can join me in a glass of ice tea.” [ comment [PHS 1525]): Move this upaline |

| because the same person is still speaking.

“Well, that will be fine; we’d like that very much.”

The old planks that line the porch creaked when they walked on them, and an old cow

bell with no paint left on it clanked lightly in the breeze. Mr. Mathews wobbles to his feet, turred [ Comment [PHS 1526]: Watch verb tense -
| wobbled
slewds and opencds the old-squeaky screen door. The smell of [l that had burned in the JJN | Formatted: Highlght

Fo_rmatted: H_ighlig_ht
stove drifted out the door.

“I’ll be right back, don’t go anywhere, it might take me a few minutes.”

“Do you want me to help you? Martha asked as she giggled at his humor.

“No, no, it would put a skip in my step if you come into the house with me, and I’'m too
old for that, it would probably kill Mme.” hile laughs as he walks toward the kitchen.

They sat on the porch and-smited and watched clouds start-te form eserhead-and shade
the brilliant sun.

He was such a pleasure to those he liked, but to Mrs. Dooley. he was not. He wouldn’t | Comment [PHS 1S27): Why?
give her the time of day. and no one on the Island would either. Roger jumped up and reached
for the tray of drinks as Mr. Mathews opened the screen door with his elbow.

“Well here we are. You too getting anxious about the coming nuptials?”

“Yes we can’t wait.- ilt’s going to be a great time and to be with all of our friends is what

will make it a perfect day.”= That’s one of the reasons why we stopped by, we wanted to make

sure you came and to see if you want us to arrange for someone to bring you?” dewi—?
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“I’m invited?”

“Yes of course you are, it would not be the same if you weren’t there!”

“Is Mrs. Dooley going to be there?”

“No she is not invited”

“Then I’ll not miss it for the world.” He lifted his right leg and slapped it. “Sure, I will be
there, nothing will keep me away.” He smiled showing his yellow dentures and his eye“s
widened as he tried to see the clouds drawing closer through his [Jlill glasses. “That woman uses
her emotion as a weapon or as if she was playing a hand of poker.:” he whispered, wiping his

glasses with his atready [l hanky.

Hej fillles on Wednesdays and Fridays, takes his Jilflf up to the inain land in his dingy and
sells his goods by the side of the road where he has been selling them for thirty five years. -
Everyone knows him for his variations of fresh -, lobsters and clams, but no one knows where
he lives.- kle disappears as fast as he appears. No one really questions it though, they are just
grateful for his service and his wonderful seénesense of humor. Everyone on the tisland loves
him, but he sometimes does not want to be bothered and has no time for nonsense.

Mrs. Dooley put some coffee on to perk, then put two pieces of bread in the toaster, and
took down one of the jars of jam she and her friend. April. made last fall. Ok, [ wish April were
here having coffee with me. I love it when we 're together looking up recipes, or cooking lasagna
or a turkey for Christmas. She-knew-sShe had to acceptexeept that she was wrong for endlessly
complaining, and. humble herselt. It was hard to get to this point, because she only saw her own
pain. She remembers how selfish and unfair she’d been-and-untairto her quiet, husband. She

pushed him around, ordered him to do what she wanted or she would make his life a living hell.
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Over the years. his scli-confidence dwindled down to nothing, and he felt like a broken man.-He
knew—hlle was already in hell with no way out.-beeausesShe would do whatever it took to keep
him. FFrank Dooley, get in here!”

“Are you listening to mel?:l said, "G e t in h e r e!” Her voice rumbled as loud as it
could go and it fluctuated like opera music payingtinan-epera.

¥She makes Ma Kettle look like a fairy princess..”” Mr. Matthews used to say. She cringed
to think she acted that way.

There was a knock on the door. and-therestead-one-etthe She was thrilled to see it was

April. the nicest woman in town and her closest friend. “What’s up?”
“I was just looking for my glasses.”
“Your glasses are on your head.!”
“Oh, that’s where they are,” she said, smilinge.
They were always together, baking cookies, knitting sweaters, or playing cards.
FSit down. April.: aad I’ll make you coffee, you want coffee?”
“Yes, | would love a coffee. ['Here isseme sugar and eream for vour eofiee.”|
“Don’t mind the mess. April.”
“What! You rer too hard on yourself.™
Dooley smiled. “My back still hurts from that fall I took last month.”
“Didn’t you use the muscle cream [ gave you.”
“Yes, thank you!.”
“Here is a cake [ made, got the mix at the store on the knain land..” said-Mrs. Dooley said.

“How did you come up with the money to buy it?”
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“Oh, I followed Mr. Matthews |to the main land land watched him in action, so I decided

i Comment [PHS 1540]:"1:hat‘s creepy. NO- -

Lwonder be dossrit ks her. _ viges . )
to start doing odd jobs to make a little money.- “Are you stayin'es long. April, you know I have | Comment [PHS1541): Oneword |
the pigs that need to be fed out back, kould you go feed them for me?”

[ Comment [PHS 1542]: Really? Here's some
| coffee, | made you a cake, now go feed by pigs?
“No, But, I will go and talk to you while you’re doing your work.”

“Alright then let’s enjoy our cake and coffee; I'l] feed the pigs after you’ve gone.”

“Were you invited to Roger and Martha’s wedding? April askeds, looking down out of

the corner of her eye.

“No, when is it?”

“It’s in two weeks, at Nicole’s house. “They’ve hung lights on a gazebo to surprise Roger

and Martha, and they have put in an order at the florist for ten dozen long stem roses.”

“What they gonna do with them?” asked-Mrs. Dooley asked.

“heard-that-t They re are going to tie some to the lights to drape down over the gazebo,

with branches of leaves and babies breathe.”

"What they gonna do that for"?
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SCREENPLAY-WOMEN’S FICTION: THE DEATH OF MRS. DOOLEY BY DOROTHY LOWE 1

First of all, this is shown to be a screen play. This is not a screen play. It is the
beginning of a story, not a screen play.

Okay, let me see if I can summarize these pages-

There’s an island off the coast of a mainland (never identified either.)

The store owners in a town on the mainland realized that the town has become very
dangerous. They hired people to manage the stores and they left the mainland to resettle on
the island.

There are two people of interest on the island.: 1. Mrs. Dooley who is disliked by the
people on the island. She is old and was the first to live on the island. She was very mean to
her husband and feels guilty about that.

2. There is Mr. Mattews, who is loved by the people on the island. He is old and was
one of the first people on the island. He fishes and takes his catch to the mainland to sell it.
He, then, disappears from the mainland to return to the island.

No one on the mainland knows there is anyone living on the island,

There’s a wedding coming up. Mr. Mattews has been invited. Mrs. Dooley has not.

That’s what I can get out of these pages.

On to the critique

First, you have to learn the basics of grammar and punctuation. I begin reading a
submission intending to enjoy the ride. No bumps, pot holes, sharp turns, no traffic, no red
lights. Smooth ride and pleasant surroundings.

Unfortunately, these pages are riddled with all the bumps and curves that will distract a
reader. I mention some below. I’'m sure the group will mention more.

There is an interesting suggestion of a plot — the conflict between Mrs. Dooley and Mr.
Mattews. If that’s the direction the story is going, 1 feel that you must establish the setting
quickly, and then get on with the story because LITERATURE IS PEOPLE. Anything else is a

distraction.

I’ve imbedded some comments into the story. I hope you can follow them.

Good luck with your writing.

Dave

Summary: Mrs. Dooley is a woman who has decided to leave her troubled past behind,
and is on a quest for a new life. In doing so she is befriended by a woman and her friends who
believe in kindness and the power of love for humanity. They live on an Island that no one
else, but forty families know is inhabited. Mrs. Dooley's past surfaces, when thirteen year old

Terry, the teachers son discovers her deepest secret and darkest dis pare. The Islanders feel
they must decide her fiat; whether she will live or die. Entitled " The Death of Mrs. Dooley"

Page 1 of 7
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Mrs. Dooley, a middle aged woman, who battles with herself over good and evil, and
whose new adventure take her on the journey of a life time. Her dark despair is lifted by a group
of woman who work together for the greater good of all. Through April (Why is April
important?), Mrs. Dooley meets(how did they meet. This is more of a summary than a story.) a
group of woman who through kindness(vague. Let the reader see the reader experience the
kindness. Difficult to have compassion or empathy for the kindness unless we see it in action.)
brings her into their world and show(%0w?) her she is a part of theirs. Mrs. Dooley(,) is a middle
aged woman with long silky hair that she keeps in a ponytail(,) at-the-back-ofher-head. She
keeps a mother s ring on a chain around her neck even though she doesn’t have any
children.(This bit of information needs embellishment. You can’t drop an important item like
this without further explanation.) She needlessly wears a straw hat to hide her grey hair, and is
always seen working in her garden. She has an a (bad?) attitude. And when it comes to her
husband(.,) but-every But, every once and in a while(,) when her husband has had enough and
threatens to leave, she tries eittte-harder to be a better person. (Odd phrasing. Review and
rewrite.)(new paragraph)She has a small farm on an Island off the East Shore(of whai?). Mrs.
Dooley was one of the first people who lived there-from-the-very-beginning-on the island. From
a distance it the island looks like a snow-covered mountain(.,) but mest Most people on the
mainland believe the Island to be uninhabited(.), beeause seagulls Seagulls circle overhead.
every-day, and-the white White chalk like covering down the sides gives the allusion(sp illusion.)
of desolation;-and that keeps everyone away. Not too many know the Island is occupied, and the
Island people go to great lengths to keep it that way. Small motor boats and large sailing vessels

glide by carefully, se-net to avoid drifting near the jagged rocks. If encored(anchored?), one
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could easily get stuck between rocks(,) while their boats thrash around helplessly. The Island can
be seen from the shore clearly(.),-however if If a boat was were near(were near what?) when a
big oil tanker or a ship passes the north side, a-small-pleasure-vessel if would not stand a

chance. (I'm confused. Where is the island? What is the mainland?)

Mr. Matthews (Who is Mr. Mattews?) spends most of his day reading on his front porch
with a long cigar pressed between his teeth, or tending to his garden. He only has a hand full of
novels that are worn on yellow paper with curled up edges, but the older things(avoid “things”.
It explains nothing.) are the things he loves the most, (.) 7hey-they are familiar to him and he
likes to keep things close even if they are no good any more. (Sti// don’t know what the things
are.) Nothing is useless to him,(,) Everything everything is of value(,) from the smallest to the
largest, just like that old rusted Chevy that has sat in his yard for twenty years, and that’s the way
he likes it. He won’t have anyone tell him what to do or how to do it, //¢ he is an independent
man and too old to change now. He is the oldest living on the island, and first person to live-on
the-Istand-to settle here. (Please rephrase this sentence.) The old things that should have been
thrown out long ago are like his dear wife. He tried to throw out an old pot of hers once, but he
got too upset, started crying and put it back in the cupboard. His wife died many years ago and

he mourns for her still.

A low-lying part of the south side of the Island extends half way across the channel to

spotted, because their privacy is of the upmost importance. The main land has(,) over the years(,)
become se corrupted by with violent gangs with guns, high numbers of murder’s reported, and

sirens that blast through town waking up children out of a sound sleep. H-was-not-safe-anymere-

Page 3 of 7



SCREENPLAY-WOMEN’S FICTION: THE DEATH OF MRS. DOOLEY BY DOROTHY LOWE 4

(obvious) (new paragraph)A hand full of business owners decided to hire others to manage their
businesses, handing over the responsibility to capable people;-and this This is the sole reason
they decided to disappear onto the Island and they now stay secluded from the rest of the world.
No one knows that the forty families who live there occupy this cool, foggy discreet retreat. Oh,
there is some days when it is warm and sunny, but it is rare for the Island to get hot and muggy.
They live off the land with vegetable gardens and animals for milk and meat. Some go to the
main land to buy their goods, but a hand full of people never leave, using their gardens. It works
well for them, they’re a community that help each other. It takes a village they say and this idea
has worked well for them. Everyone lends a hand to help the elderly gentleman who had been
there the longest, Mr. Matthews. (4 /ot of narration. We 're not Jollowing any specific person or
group. Very general and bland. Needs a personal view.)

He-haslittle- company-that stops Few people stop by, but when they do he perks up and is

the happiest person around. Roger Proctor(who? Need an introduction), strolls by Mr. Mathews’
front gate with his girlfriend, Martha. and-they-stop-te-say-hello. (new para)“Hi there Mr.
Mathews, how are you this fine day?” Roger said. (new para)*“Oh can’t complain, can’t
complain.(,)” Mr. Mathews said and as he lifts himself up slightly from his chair and takes off
his imaginary hat, tipping it to Martha. “I chopped up some vegetables from my garden this
morning and put them in the freezer for keepen™ (new para)“Oh, yah, that’s a good idealooks
Looks like you got it all figured out(.), Rew Now you gotta teach the rest of us.” (new
para)“Well sure, any time.”;-and-he He reaches reached in his pocket and pulls out his step
pocket watch and glanees glanced down at it. “Any time... this old watch keeps clicking away;
it’s busted, broken glass and the minute hand moves like it’s an old woman trying to climb out of

the tub, but it’s a still worken” (new para)“I could see if I can find you a new one when I go to
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when I go to the m@nd next we:j” “Oh, I don’t know, hate to part with it after all this time.
It’s like an old friend, you know”#/No bother Mr. Mathews, I°d be happy to oblige y He

: @ \9, no, it’s just ﬁne!\p @

-\Come on ug‘&xd%d your sweetheart can join me in a glass of ice tea” “Well that

will be ﬁ\ol!’d like that very much.” The old planks that line the porcjs;akgd? en they
tl

\wSN (4
walked on them, and an old cow bell with no paint 1e\¥on it c&nkméh ih the breeze. Mr.

waves his

Mathews wobblg’to his feet, turned 31°W9' and ope&%‘%e old squeaky screen door. The smell of
wood that had burned in the wood stove drifted out the door. “I’11 be right backOBon’t g0
anywher{gt might take me a few minutes’” @

~

“Do you want me to help you? Martha asked es—stregiggtedat-his-humey. “No, no, it

would put a skip in my step if you cge into theshouse with me, and I’m too old for

My, Wi

was such a

1t
o
would probably kill h{e.“‘h&e !aughs\as he walﬁ‘gtoward the kitchen. They su{iithe porchand

W
smile_c} and watched clouds start to form overheac\i)hc_i shaﬁL;t e brilliant sun.
pleasure to those he liked, but to Mrs. Dooley he was not. He wouldn’t give her the time of day
and no one on the Island would either. Roger Jun’q%$ up and reached for the tray of drinks as Mr.
Mathews opened the screen door with his elbow. “Well here we are. You too getting anxious
about the co Ii% nuptials”;‘@es we can’t waidit’s going to be a great time\d;to be with all of
: ’\Q{i A \4 : < ﬁ

our frlen@c\w at will make it a perfect day” “That’s one of the reasons why we stopped by,
wanted t§ make sure y came§3d.to see if you want us to arrange for someone to bring you

d0w3:’.

f
s Mrs, Dooley going to be there?” “No shg \s not invited” “Then I’ll not miss it for the world.‘)

Los o i ) :
m invited?” “Yes of course you are:gt would net be the same if you wéren’t there!”

He lifted his right leg and slapped it. “Sure, I will be there, nothing will keep me away” He

|
smiled showing his yellow dentures}mﬂhis eye’s widened as he tried to see the clouds drawing
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closer through his dirty glasses. “That woman uses her emotion as a weapon or if she was

playing a hand of pokcir)” he whispered, wiping his glasses with his already dirty hanky.
@ He ﬁshg on Wednesdays and Fridays‘}:akcs hlyg%im to the main land in his dingy; aaj‘ sells
his goods by the side of the road where he has been selling them for thirty five years. Everyone
m\:\’him for his variations of fresh fish, lobsters and clams, but no one.l\&“\?v) where he liv%
%e disappears as fast as he appears. No one really questions it though, they are just grateful foé
}}J his service and his wonderful scéne of humor. Everyone on the Island loveX him, but he

E‘Q}‘ ’V sometimesdoed not want to be bothered ané-has no time for nonsense.

S(f‘ Mrs. Dooley put some coffee on to perk, then put two pieces of bread in the}oaster, and
took down one of the jars of jam she and her friend April made last fall. )(\)h, I wis P!pn'l were
hereﬁaving coffee with me. I love it when we’re together looking up recipes, or cooking lasagna
or a turkey for Christmas(She e,\’zv she had to except that she was wrong for endlessly
complaining, and, humble heme)l it was hard to get to this point, because she only saw her own
pain. She remembedy how selfish she’d been, and unfair to her quieg) husband. She pushed him
around, ordered him to do what she wanted or she would make his life a living hell.' Over the

T~
yeaﬁ his confidence dwindled down to nothing, and he felt like a broken man. He knew he was

—— .

already in hell with no way out, because she would do whatever it took to keep him. “Frank
Dooley, get %
G;A—r’é you listening to me? I said, g e tin h e r e!” Her voice rumbled as loud as it could
go and it fluctuated like music lLaying 10 an gpera. “She makes Ma Kettle lf‘ok like a fairy
A R (b ACY %19
I?IinQ.CSj.” Mr. Matthews used to say. She ng\é}i to think she asted that way. There was a knock

on the door,fmd Ehere stood one of the nicest woman in town and her closest friend. “What’s up”

“I was just looking for my glasses.” “Your glasses are on your head!” “Oh, that’s where they
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/
f

are,” she said, smile. They were always together, baking cookies, knitting sweaters, or playing |

cards \ \ S
“Sit down April, and I’ll make you coffee, you want coffee?” “Yes, I would love a W i AQ‘{\%

coffee. “Here is some sugar and cream for your coffee.” “Don’t mind the mess April.” “What! \E‘j\g j

your too hard on yourself.” Dooley smiled. “My back still hurts from that fall I took last month.” M

“Didn’t you use the muscle cream I gave you.” “Yes, th%you!.” “Here is a cake I made‘@)‘t_

J

the mix at the store on the main land,” said Mrs. Dooley. “How did you come up with the money

to buy it?”%, I followed Mr, Matthews to the main la:.)%and watched him in acti@s_q I

decided to start doing odd jobs to make a little mon%“Are you stayen long April \you know I

have the pigs that need to be fed out back;\could.you go feed them for me?” ﬁ), But, I will go

and talk to you while you’re doing your work. “Alright th(‘ij lets enjoy our cake and coffee; Il .
feed the pigs after you’ve gone.” “ii.re you invited to Roger and Martha’s wedding?hApn'l asl?&.@
looking down out of the corner of her eye. “No, when is it” “It’s in two weeks, at Nicole’s house.
‘%ey’ve hung lights on a gazebo to surprise Roger and Martha, and they!‘ha-ve put in an order at

2 <O

the florist for ten dozen long stem roses. at they gonna do with them?”” asked Mrs. Dooley‘
“I heard that they are going to tie some tg&e lights to drape down over the gazebo, with

branches of leaves and babies breath\.” "What they gonna do that for"?
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B
Summary: Mrs. Dooley is a woman who has decided to leave her troubled past behind,
and is on a quest for a new life. In doing so she is befriended by a woman and her friends who
believe in kindness and the power of love for humanity. They live on an Island that no one
- elsej but forty families know is inhabited. Mrs. Dooley's past surfaces, when thirteen year old
yesk” Terry, the teachér som discovers her deepest secret and darkesr@ The Islanders feel
£ Je they must decide herfiaty whether she will live or die. Entitled "The Death of Mrs. Dooley"

M:i;;( Mrs. Dooley, a middle;\aged woman, who battles with herself over good and evil, and

o

efv.é whose new adventure takc;'her on the journey of a li@@'\e. Her dark despair is lifted by a group
of woman who work together for the greater good of all. Through April, Mrs. Dooley meets a 1h n:%/
group of(omgin'who through kindness brings her into their world and show her she is a part of s 1+

ties S
theirs. Mrs. Dooley, is a middl@;a}ed woman with long silky hair that she l(ggﬁs_in aponytail, at 7

L :
the back of her head. She k_ejgs_a moth@ring on a chain around her neck even though she (3 L,a 7

doesn’t have any children. She needlessly wears a straw hat to hide her grey hair, and is always
segh working in her garden. She has an attitude 94{:1/ when it comes to her husband, but every
once and a while when her husband has had enough and threatens to leave, she tries a little
harder to be a better person. She has a small farm on an fsland off the East Shore. Mrs. Dooley

F"N N was one of the first people who lived there from the very beginning. From a distance it looks like

: (h,,ﬁ

circle overhead every day, and the white chalk;like covering down the sides gives thg/ ;@usion of \Fr\i\'é

a snow-covered mountain, but most people believe the Island to be uninhabited, because seagulls

desolation, and that keeps everyone away. Not too many know the Island is occupied, and the
Island people go to great lengths to keep it that way. Small motor boats and large sailing vessels

5
glide by carefully, soﬁnot to drift near the jagged rocks. If encoredjone\could easily get stuck

\ e Pt—”w 7
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between rocks, while their boats thrash around helplessly. The Island can be seen from the shore 7 /
clearly, however if a boat was near when a big oil tanker or a ship passes the north side, a small |
pleasure vessel would not stand a chance. =

Mr. Matthews spends most of his day reading on his front porch with a long cigar pressed \
between his teeth, or tending to his garden. He only has a@of novels that are worn on n &‘

d yellow paper with curled up edges, but the older things are the things he loves the most, they are

£
(\)
X ) familiar to him and he likes to keep things close even if they are no good any more. Nothing is
( .
<%§ ‘f} useless to him, everything is of value from the smallest to the largest, just like that old rusted
\")\y Chevy that has sat in his yard for twenty years, and that’s the way he likes it. He won’t have ar

~
\ anyone tell him what to do or how to do it, he is an independent man and too old to change now. a
He is the oldest livingjand first person to live on the /I'sland. The old things that should have been
thrown out long ago are like his dear wife. He tried to throw out an old pot of hers once, but he
got too upset, started crying and put it back in the cupboard. His wife died many years ago and
he mourns for her still.
A low-lying part of the south side of the /I’sland extends h@y to the main land, and Lo 1 S L o
from a distance it blends in with the rest of the shore line. T_IEX make sure they go back and forth
before and after sunset to assure that they are not spotted, because their privacy is of the u%most
importance. The main land has over the years become so corrupt with violent gangs with guns,
high numbers of murder}/ s reported, sirens blast through town waking up children out of a sound

o
A

&
their businesses, handing over the responsibility to capable people, and this is the sole reason UUL'

&7

sleep. It was not safe anymore. A@@of business owners decided to hire others to manage

they decided to disappear onto the }[/sland and they now stay secluded from the rest of the world.

No one knows that the forty families who live there occupy this cool, foggy discreet retreat./G‘lf
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o
0.}5\ ’ﬁlere i6 some days when it is warm and sunny, but it is rare for the Island to get hot and muggy.

o s

g@h) They live off the land with vegetable gardens and animals for milk and meat. Some go to the

A main land to buy their goods, but a@@of people never leave, using their gardens. It works

& well for themygzey’re a community that help each other. It/tg]ggs_aﬂm_gg they say and this idea
has worked well for them. Everyone lends a hand to help the elderly gentleman who had been

i dvdves r. M Athew
there the longest, Mr. Matthews. /L?—\m— ' ™

\M/

(J, \-f He has little company that stops by, but when they do he perks up and is the happiest

)

Ay

F = person around. Roger Proctor, strolls by Mr. Maﬁ']ews front gate with his girlfriend, Martha and
v

W o ﬁ»ﬂ they stop to say hello. “Hi there\}Mr. Mathew%ﬁ'pw are you this fine day?” Roger said. “Oh can’t
0 F complain, can’t complain,” Mr. Mathews said and he lifts himself up slightly from his chair and
v

7 (VJV/
/
K takes off his imaginary hat, tipping it to Martha./\I chopped up some vegetables from my garden
L

>

this morning and put them in the freezer for keepeny “Oh, yah, that’s a good idea, looks like you
got it all figured out, now you gotta teach the rest of us.” “Well sure, any time”, and he reaches
in his pocket and pulls out his stop watch and glances down at it. “Any time... this old watch
keeps clicking away; it’s busted, broken glass and the minute hand moves like it’s an old woman
trying to climb out of the tub, but it’s a still worken” “I could see if I can find you a new one
when I go to the main land next week” “Oh, I don’t know, hate to part with it after all this time.
It’s like an old friend, you know”? No bother Mr. Mathews, I’d be happy to oblige you” He
waves his hand, no, no, it’s just fine!“ ks

\J o & v-“’“} “Come on up and you and your sweetheart can join me in a glass of ice tea” “Well that

e»/‘AL will be fine; we’d like that very much.” The old planks that line the porch creaked when they

/ ¢ U walked on them, and an old cow bell with no paint left on it clanked lightly in the breeze. Mr.

A’V‘

9

Mathews wobbles to his feet, turned slowly and opens the old squeaky screen door. The smell of
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wood that had burned in the wood stove drifted out the door. “I’ll be right back, don’t go

anywhere, it might take me a few minutes”

@ 6'“7')“/ X “Do you want me to help you? Martha asked as she giggled at his humor. “No, no, it

D

would put a skip in my step if you come into the house with me, and I’m too old for that, it
would probably kill ]/’//Ie.” he laughs as he walks toward the kitchen. They sat on the porch and
smiled and watched clouds start to form overhead and shade the brilliant sun. He was such a
pleasure to those he liked, but to Mrs. Dooley he was not. He wouldn’t give her the time of day
and no one on the Island would either. Roger jumped up and reached for the tray of drinks as Mr.
Mathews opened the screen door with his elbow. “Well here we are. You too getting anxious
about the coming nuptials” “Yes we can’t wait, it’s going to be a great time and to be with all of
our friends is what will make it a perfect day” “That’s one of the reasons why we stopped by, we

wanted to make sure you ganﬁ and to see if you want us to arrange for someone to bring you

down”? “I’m invited?” “Yes of course you are, it would not be the same if you weren’t there!”
“Is Mrs. Dooley going to be there?” “No she is not invited” “Then I’ll not miss it for the world.
He lifted his right leg and slapped it. “Sure, I will be there, nothing will keep me away” He
smiled showing his yellow dentures and his ey@@widened as he tried to see the clouds drawing

closer through his dirty glasses. “That woman uses her emotion as a weapon or if she was

playing a hand of poker.” he whispered, wiping his glasses with his already dirty hanky.

4:/ He fishes on Wednesdays and Fridays, takes his fish up to the main land in his dingy and sells

6\5‘7
. J‘)@ his goods by the side of the road where he has been selling them for thirty five years. Everyone
\I"

knows him for his variations of fresh fish, lobsters and clams, but no one knows where he lives,

he disappears as fast as he appears. No one really questions it though, they are just grateful for
/

{wjgfj 'f’f’U e gm\D

'w,_;ch ars ..
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e~ .
his service and his wonderful scésfe of humor. Everyone on the fsland loves him, but he

sometimes does not want to be bothered and has no time for nonsense.
Mrs. Dooley put some coffee on to perk, then put two pieces of bread in the toaster, and
took down one of the jars of jam she and her friend April made last fall. Oh, I wish April were

A~ '\G,
@@wing coffee with me. I love it when we’re together looking up recipes, or cooking lasagna \,g\ryy \/]
-

or a turkey for Christmas. She knew she had t@pt that she was wrong for endlessly pg
&‘ {M VJM
complaining, and, humble herself. It was hard to get to this point, because she only saw her own
pain. She remembers how selfish she’d been, and unfair to her quiet, husband. She pushed him
around, ordered him to do what she wanted or she would make his life a living hell. Over the
years his confidence dwindled down to nothing, and he felt like a broken man. He knew he was
already in hell with no way out, because she would do whatever it took to keep him. “Frank
Dooley, get in here!” w7
_ cAafS> .
“Are you listening to me? I said,%e tin h e r e!” Her voice rumbled as loud as it could .
A
go and it fluctuated like music paying in an opera. “She makes Ma Kettle look like a fairy por s’ ' VZS

princess.” Mr. Matthews used to say. She cringed to think she acted that way. There w{aﬁ%knock -

on the door and there stood one of the nicest woman in town and her closest friep gf‘g\fhét’s @)
“I was just looking for my glasses.” “Your glasses are on your head!” “Oh, that’s where they
are,” she said, smile. T__}_li}i were always together, baking cookies, knitting sweaters, or playing
cards.

“Sit down\}April, and I’ll make you coffee, you want coffee?” “Yes, I would love a
coffee. “Here is some sugar and cream for your coffee.” “Don’t mind the messj\pril.” “What!

g‘ H’ Q@oo hard on yourself.” Dooley smiled. “My back still hurts from that fall I took last month.”

“Didn’t you use the muscle cream I gave you.” “Yes, thank you!.” “Here is a cake I made, got
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the mix at the store on the main land.” said Mrs. Dooley. “How did you come up with the money
to buy it?” “Oh, I followed Mr. Matthews to the main land and watched him in action, so I S
P~
decided to start doing odd jobs to make a little money, “Are you@ lon%jApﬁl, you know I gh/ﬁ ‘
have the pigs that need to be fed out back, could you go feed them for me?” “No, }gut, I will go
and talk to you while you’re doing your work. @chen@njoy our cake and coffee; I'll
feed the pigs after you’ve gone.” “Were you invited to nger and Martha’s wedding? April asks,
looking down out of the corner of her eye. “No, when i@‘lt’s in two weeks, at Nicole’s house.
“They’ve hung lights on a gazebo to surprise Roger and Martha, and they have put in an order at
the florist for ten dozen long stem roses.” “What;trhbey gonna do with them?” asked Mrs. Dooley
“I heard that they are going to tie some to the lights to drape down over the gazebo, with
branches of leaves and b,abiés breathg./” "What they gonna do that fonmg \
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