The Art of Demolishing the House Bunica Built
The Art of Demolishing the House Bunica Built is an allegory about the enduring effects of assimilation that redraws rural/urban hierarchies, and asks the question, “When is the past worth keeping, and when is it best just to eliminate it?”
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Music: 

EXT. GARDEN

T working in her garden, planting, weeding. Only using hand tools. Looks like a peasant. 

EXT. VIEW OF MONTREAL LANDSCAPE FROM JACQUES CARTIER BRIDGE.

BUNICA

(Voice over)

(old lady voice, with Romanian melodious immigrant accent)

Dis is Montreal. Big city. 

EXT. VIEW OF CALGARY FROM SPACE NEEDLE 

BUNICA

(Voice over)

And dis is Calgary. Big one too. 

(Music continues)

EXT. J WALKS ON THE STREETS OF OLD MONTRÉAL, EVERY ONCE IN A WHILE SOMEONE RECOGNIZES HIM AND SAYS SOMETHING ANGRY AT HIM AND HE SLINKS AWAY
BUNICA

(Voice over)

That’s Jeffrey. He’s my son’s boy. Now he lives in Montréal. Speaks French. Things not too good for him now. He visited me on the farm when I was alive.
EXT. K WALKING OUT OF A MODERN INDUSTRIAL PARK BUILDING IN CALGARY. SHE IS CARRYING TWO BOXES, WITH PERSONAL ITEMS ON TOP AS IF SHE IS MOVING OUT OF HER OFFICE. PEOPLE ARE SURPRISED SHE DOESN’T STOP TO TALK WHEN THEY ASK WHAT HAPPENED. 

BUNICA

(Voice over)

That’s Karen. My son’s girl. Nice girl. Things not good for her either. Very sad. She did so well. Makes lots of money in Calgary. Likes the city.  

(music continues)

EXT. J AND K ARE IN THEIR CARS

Cut back and forth:  K stuck in traffic on freeway. J stuck in traffic on Avenue du Parc. K driving down new suburban streets. J driving down gentrified Bernard Ouest in Outremont. Turns his Audi into the driveway of.
BUNICA

(voice over)

Jeffrey, he made a lot of money too. Oh. Yes. He takes pictures all day. The kind that, the kind that are moving.

EXT. SUNNY URBAN PARK IN OUTRMONT 

Camera moves across lawn of nice urban park and pans up to see a relatively dense Outremont street. An Audi drives into the closest driveway and parks in front of a renovated old two storey house. J gets out. Takes a bagette and take-out sushi from the back seat. 

Cut. J gets stopped at the front door of his house by his wife, offers her the sushi but she won’t take it. Can see them talking in French to each other. We see as she begins telling him that he is not welcome. Then we see him protest. She points to his car. The kids, tween and teen, look out the windows upstairs with blank looks. 
Cut to J inside car, see his wife slam the door through the front windshield. The Quebecois pop music (Félix Leclerc? Les Colocs?, or maybe ) on his iPod drowns out the Slavic music. He grabs the iPod, tears the jack out and throws it into the back seat in anger. Back to Slavic music.
BUNICA

(voice over)

Tsh, tsh, tsh, tsh… You don’t want to remember that.
EXT. HOUSING DEVELOPMENT IN OUTSKIRTS OF CALGARY LATE WINTER GREY
Camera moves across farmland that ends abruptly at a suburb of monster houses on the outskirts of Calgary. K’s new sports SUV drives into frame and pulls into the closest driveway and parks. There is a “for sale” sign on the lawn. The garage door opens automatically. K gets out of the vehicle and walks into the garage with one of the boxes she had put in the car. 
Cut. She lights a giant chrome gas barbeque in her “outdoor-kitchen” backyard. She starts tearing pages out of the books and tearing up printouts of Web pages, and dropping them on the flames. From the titles on and images in the materials she is burning, we can see they are extremely right-wing and racist. She is crying and swearing under her breath. 

BUNICA

(voice over)

Tsh, tsh, tsh, tsh… My grandchildren. Their problems, they are big. Their cities theyare big. Tsh, tsh, tsh, tsh… Oy yoy yoy.

EXT. SHOTS OF CALGARY AND MONTREAL FROM BEGINNING. IN CALGARY SEE SEIK TEMPLE SURROUNDED BY SUBURBAN HOUSES.
EXT. ABANDONED FARM YARD

BUNICA

(voice over)

That’s my house. I am their Bunica. That’s what we said from the old country, but they called me grandma. Their parents. They wanted it that way. It was better. 
I built that house with my husband, but that was a long time ago. Most things are forgotten.

Those kids don’t think of Bunica much, but they have dreams. Dreaming of me. I go to them, and that I know. Bunica is there, in their deep sleep. 
Like the bible says: “You will build a house, but you will not live in it. You will plant a vineyard, but you will not even begin to enjoy its fruit. 31 …Your sons and daughters will be given to another nation, and you will wear out your eyes watching for them day after day, powerless to lift a hand. 33” (Deuteronomy 28) http://www.biblegateway.com/
31Boul tău va fi junghiat subt ochii tăi, şi nu vei mînca din el; ţi se va răpi măgarul dinaintea ta, şi nu ţi se va da înapoi; oile tale vor fi date vrăjmaşilor tăi, şi nu va fi nimeni care să-ţi vină în ajutor.

33Un popor, pe care nu -l cunoşti, va mînca rodul pămîntului tău şi tot venitul lucrului tău, şi în toate zilele vei fi apăsat şi sdrobit.

Title: The Art of Demolishing the House Bunica Built
EXT AND INT OF BUNICA’S HOUSE

Camera scrutinizes the exterior of Bunica’s run-down peasant house in a silent yard. Both have been abandoned for 5 years. Sounds of birds and melancholic Slavic music. Camera focuses on decapitated details. 

Off voice of J and K are having a cel phone conversation is heard over the visuals of the house. When K talks, the sound of highway traffic can be heard in the background drowning out the nature sounds. She is in her car on a Calgary freeway at rush hour battling a wet-snow shower. When J talks, the sound of a busy urban street is in the background. He is walking down St. Denis Street in Montréal on one of the first hot days of the year.  
J leads the conversation. There is a tension between them. J opens by talking about the weather. This goes nowhere so J gets to the point, reminding K that their father died six months back and that they have to do something with the farm land in Manitoba that they inherited. In a moment, they are at each other’s throats. J takes a breath and returns to the problem at hand. He confesses that he needs to get away “until things blow over,” and thought that she might feel the same. It is not clear what they are referring to but both seem to have some sort of problem in their lives. J proposes that it would be expedient for them to meet at the farm to take care of everything. K is standoffish, worried about accommodation. J gets angry and insists. K finally agrees.
INT. HOTEL 
J and person talking. He says he is flying to Winnipeg. The other guy says he is a cameraman for sports. He went to shoot curling. How boring it was. Mixes up Winnipeg and Regina. Says how there is nothing there. J agrees.

J is in a PT Cruiser, a rental car he picked up in Winnipeg. He turns from the paved highway onto a gravel road. The sound of the wheels can be heard crunching onto the gravel. He is on the phone talking to K. A plume of beige dust rises behind his speeding car.  
J: “What!?! You took a taxi all the way from Yorkton!”

K is in the back seat of a taxi. 

K: “What is this?” Beat. “I can’t drive these gravel roads. I can’t believe they still exist.”
J’s car drives is seen driving through the valley.

K: “Oh great. This is perfect!!” 

J: “What?!”

K: “I am in a cow traffic jam.”
We see that K’s taxi has slowed down and stopped because a heard of cattle is being moved down the road in the opposite direction they are going. It completely surrounds the car. She has to wait until the heard goes around the car.
J: “N’importe quoi.” 
J’s car comes up a blind hill. 

J: “I’ll see you at the farm.”

J is with his rental car covered with dust in front of Bunica’s house. K arrives in her taxi and pays up. 

EXT. GRAVEL ROAD LEADING TO A MODERN MODERATE SIZE CATTLE FARM YARD WITH GARAGE AND LARGE BARN.

J. and K drive up. J drops off K.

J

I will be back for you in about an hour or two, the time to get myself set up in the trailer. 

K

I’ll be at the house, once I get T to let me in. I really need a shower. 

J

Yea, I think I will come over for one too. 

J. drives off. K looks around the farm yard

EXT. CATTLE FARM YARD. WINTER PEN WITH BIG BULLDOZER CLEANING THE MANURE, PUSHING IT INTO A BIG PILE

T. is driving the Bulldozer with Martin along side showing her how it is done. 

CLOSE UP of her hands on controls with Martin’s guiding her. Can see K walking up to the pen in the background
K has to wait. She doesn’t like the smell of the manure and is afraid of getting her shoes and clothes dirty.
T gets down from the CAT and wades through the pile of manure towards K.

T
Hey cousin! Beat. I’m just learning how to drive the CAT. It’s great! (looking around) Did you walk here?

K

No. My brother dropped me off. You were on the…CAT. 

T

That’s the winter corral for half the cows. It was a cold one. But they stayed warm. I’ll bring you back to the house. I have to patch some holes in the silage tarp first. There were some foxes playing on there in the winter. You can see their claw marks. Common. 

T takes off to the shed to get some tape. K waits outside. Then T heads over to a huge horizontal pile of silage covered with a white slick smooth plastic cover and starts putting tape over some holes.

T

By the end of summer that pile of manure will compost down to about half. It works all summer. Then we’ll get some guys to come with a manure spreader and put it on the silage oats. Dad is out seeding there now. He worked into the night yesterday. The weather is good. With lights. He’s almost done. I saw those foxes up here in the winter. A mother and two small ones. They were sliding down onto the snow. Having a great time. See these tracks. Last year there was a bear that went over it. That really made some holes. 

How long are you out for? I saw you yesterday coming in in that taxi. I never saw a taxi out this far before. It looked cool. 

K

Well, I didn’t find it very cool. We won’t be here long. Just enough time to clean up and sell that property. I have to get back.  
T

Yea, sorry about your Dad. He loved that place. So did Bunica. 
K

Yes, well it has been a year already.

T

Yes, there is the memorial dinner at the church in Lennard on Sunday. Aunty is organizing it. 

K

What’s that? I don’t know if we will still be here. I am meeting the real-estate agent tomorrow and with any luck someone to knock down all those buildings.  Do you know anyone I can get. Maybe you can bring that CAT over. 

T looks up from here work. Doesn’t say anything.

EXT. ROAD TO THE HOUSE

K is in her executive suit and heels riding on the back of a quad with T driving. A blanket has been put over the seat to keep her a bit clean. Her suitcase is strapped on the back. They have to shout when they talk.
T
I don’t think you should demolish Bunica’s house. It means a lot to us, for our Romanian heritage, and the peasant life, our ancestors.

K

The old buildings are a problem. Animals are living in them, they’re falling down, they make it hard to sell the land. They are worthless. 

T

They are not worthless. 

K

You’re romantic, we have to be practical. Let go of it. Things have changed. You can’t go back.
INT. T’S PARENT’S SUPER CLEAN FARM HOUSE

K and T enter the farm house.

T

Sorry. Really. I didn’t realize that dad had taken the truck to the field. 
K 

Well, I am better in here. Can I take a shower and get a plastic bag for these clothes. 

T

Sure, do you want something to eat? 

K

No just a shower. 

T
You’ll be staying in the room at the end of the hall. Beat. You know, those buildings aren’t hurting anyone. 

K

They are a mess and they have to go. 

INT. CAR DRIVING ON GRAVEL ROAD

J and K are in J’s rental car that is now covered with dust. J is driving. 

CLOSE UP of K’s clean manicured hands.

K

It’s obvious that no one will want to deal with that. It will be hard enough getting someone to take the land out here in the middle of nowhere. 

J

Actually, the market is picking up here. 

K

You’ve got to be kidding! Since when are YOU interested in the real-estate market?

J

Actually, I have a small company that does renovations. I got into it about ten years ago. I bought my first house in a bad neighbourhood, renovated it myself. The neighbourhood got gentrified. Then I got in at the right time on the plateau. Renovated that one too, and flipped it for a really sweet profit. I bought it for 60 and sold it for 350. Then we got our place in Outremont. I was too busy with work and the kids I decided to contract it myself. That went well so I kept on going. 

You should see our place. We pulled two containers out of it. 

K

I hate old houses. 

J

Oh no. We stripped it down to the studs. Kept the mouldings. It has a lot of cachet. There was this false ceiling. You should see how high the ceilings are. Your suburban homes don’t have ceilings like that. I was a king in that place. I felt like I was some kind of noble. The wood. You should have seen. The outer walls had these planks about 4 inches thick! 
K

Why not just rebuild it.

J

You just don’t understand the value of history. Anyway, we redid everything. It is all brand new. The bathroom has a jaccusi. 

K

That is what I could have used after riding on that motor bike.

J

Anyway, the Austrians are coming out here to buy land. They are retiring here. So the prices are going up. And with the speculative market on grain doing better, land in general in Manitoba is going up. We are in at a good time sister. I have the touch. 

K

Well, then you’ll understand that the buildings have to go.

J
I guess, but… Hey what’s that?

K and J are driving through the valley

EXT. BUSH

note: if this is when J sees T for the first time, he should say quote while have you ever grown. Look at you! Last time I saw you I think it was when you were five years old. You are so sweet.” And she says: “oh I remember that.” Then J asks, “what are you up to? How come you’re not in school?” “Well I quit school and I’m doing stuff around the farm and around here.” “That’s crazy why did you quit school?” “It wasn’t for me [story about suicide” “yet is nothing for kids out here, just alcohol and drugs.” “The other is a lot of that. But we have fun to.”

rewrite the scene so that the brother and sister stop at the bottom of the valley to try and see where their grandfathers house used to be. We hear shots coming from the woods. Then she comes running out of the woods frightening them carrying her rifle. Tea will ask whether they saw a coyote.

CLOSE UP of T’s hands pushing through the bush with a rifle. She comes out of the bush in a field in the valley. 

INT. CAR

From the car window we see T. going through a barbwire fence and to the road, she waits for the car to pass. 

EXT. SIDE OF THE ROAD

T

Hey cousins, we heard a big commotion in the valley. I  took the quad down and there was this huge black bear. I went back for my gun. When I came back I tracked it into the bush and had to go on foot. Did you see it?

J

No.

T

Shoot. Well, I am going to look around a bit. 

J

Okay, well we’re off to Roblin.

T. continues.

INT. CAR

K

My lord. I thought she was going to shoot me. That girl, if you can call her that, is everywhere. Can you believe that with a gun. Why can’t she just leave that bear alone. My lord in heaven. 

J

Relax. I think it’s cool. 

K

She looked very angry when I said we were going to knock down those old buildings. 

J

Can’t we just save Bunica’s house? Maybe we could renovate it. (thinks). No if we gutted that place there’d be nothing left. And the ceilings are so low…

K

Please, let’s focus so we can get out of here. 

INT. REAL-ESTATE AGENT’S OFFICE
AGENT

Yes, it is picking up. Historically, speaking. This area was only surveyed in 189?. You grandmother’s homestead was purchased in 191? by her husband and has had the same owners since. If you think of it, back then the population was more than now. Some of those villages that are ghost towns only lived for one generation. It seems crazy. That’s it. One generation. Anyway, with the ski resort they built. And I mean built. They built a mountain, down into the valley. The area is really picking up. Like I said, though, everything is relative. There’s not going to be a bidding war on your property of you know what I mean. 

K

Will it help if we clean up the land a bit. I was going to hire a bulldozer to clear off the old buildings. 

AGENT

People want a house to live in. But not Bunica’s house. I remember going there when I was a boy. (Get quotes from interviews with Alan and Shane)

CUT to INT. BUNICA’S HOUSE
J

Look there’s that old fridge, it must have been from the fifties. And was still running when she left the house. It was in the living room. 

K

This place is gross. How could’ve they lived in here, a family of 7?! 

They go into the kitchen stepping down.

J

This brings back memories. 

K

Let’s just put it out of its misery. Common, we have that meeting with the guy with the backhoe. 

J

Remember how we used to go get water from the well. That metal honey bucket on a yellow rope. We’d put it in a big pail and carry it in here. There was the wash stand there, and a dipper in the water bucket. Hey, remember, we’d bring rain water, soft water grandma would say and put it in the reservoir in the wood stove for hot water. That was her hot water tank. Ane remember when grandma would light the fire in the stove in the morning. And have all those pots on cooking. I would even split wood. 

K

I can’t believe how primitive she lived. I could never do it now. We know so much better.

J

I couldn’t live without a shower. Let’s go look upstairs. 

K

Why?

K and J walk into the living room area. 

J 

And that’s where she slept on the couch and watched TV. What did she watch. She liked sitcoms. “Archie Bunker: All in the Family”. Remember that show? And that big table with her pills and her bible and the decorated Easter eggs. .   

K
I can remember the smells. But now it’s just so musty in here. I think we should get out. I am getting the creeps. I am going to wait outside. 

K turns to leave but T enters from the kitchen. K steps back as if she is scared of T moving towards J for safety. J is half way up the steep staircase and sees T. 

T

Hi. 

J

Hey T, did you get your bear?

T

Nope.

J

I was just remembering how it used to be here. When we would come as kids. It was like coming to another planet, going back in time. 

T

Yea, well, Bunica decided always kept one foot in her peasant past. She was willing to let some things into her way of living but only so much. 

K

Well, some people can’t let go of the past. Get on with their lives. I felt sorry for her. Sitting there by the stove in her old Baba smock dress, with pins, and that kerchief on her head. She could have had a wardrobe full of clothes. Washing in that little basin, and going outside in the middle of winter to that old outhouse! My lord, what a life.
T

She never wanted a toilet in the house, she thought it was weird. 

J

I guess it’s what you’re used to. And you can get used to anything. 

T

Well, I think it can be hard to understand, but Bunica made choices that we have a difficult time to understand. She and Moshu, made this house.

J

Who’s Moshu? I never heard of him. 

T

That’s the Romanian word; he’s your grandfather. It started with the kitchen, just a lean-to made of logs cut from the farm here, in the style of traditional Bucovinan peasant vernacular. Then they got married and worked on the rest of the house. It is a mix between traditional and influences from the English models they’d see when they went into Inglis. The walls are still solid logs, connected on the ends with a notch and saddle construction. But, the walls are thinner like in the English houses, but look at that staircase. It is so steep. Like in her grandfather’s house that was built in the valley where I saw you this morning. It was on two floors too, but with a big balcony at the front, in traditional peasant style from the Carpathians. I could go on because I did a lot of research about this. I tell you this place is fascinating. Upstairs, it was all one open room, that’s where they all slept. A bed in each corner. Moshu’s by the stairs, Bunica’s and the older girls by the stove pipe that goes through the floor up there, and the younger kids all in a bed on the back wall. With no balcony, it got hot up there in the summer. That was a mistake to use the English style, and later Bunica just slept downstairs on the couch.

J
Yea, I was just saying to K. 

K

It was torture sleeping here when we were kids. The beds were so old, there were flies. And, my lord, we had to pee in that pot at night if we had to go. Yea, and hot like you say.

J

I loved it. It was really like going back in time.

T
This place is special.
K

It may be special to you guys, but it means nothing to the person we want to buy this property. That’s why it has to go. 
J

It does seem sad. 

K

J!

J

Yea, okay. Alright. I’m just going to take a peak up stairs. 

K

I’ll be in the car. 

T is upset. She is holding it back, but J and K sense it and want to get away from her. 

T
(under her breath) You have no right to…

K

(exiting)

We own this property. That’s our right. J, come on. I am in no mood to be waiting.
INT J’S CAR.

We see T from inside the car getting on her bike and going down the drive way. J starts the car.

K

That little redneck is really starting to get on my nerves. 

J

She’s a smart kid. I think that Bunica meant a lot to her. 

K

“Grandma” J, “grandma” we never said Bunica. And I am sorry but we have to do what we have to do, there is no way of going back. She is dead, dad is dead and we are stuck with this place. We came out here to get rid of it and get on with our lives, and that’s what we have the right to do. 

J

Tabernac, K, c’est quoi l’affair? Have some heart. I mean I don’t want to change our plans, mais non. But I can see that you are incapable of any sympathy for the kid. This isn’t a corporate take over. She’s just a kid. Tabernac! 

K
Speak English.

They go silent and drive by K on her bike up the road. 

EXT. ABANDONED FARMYARD
add to the scene: “there’s nothing much to those places. Don’t even have basements. But it’s impressive what they did just with what they found around here. No hardware stores at all. Well than the sawmill opened and they would get wood. We just dig a hole, push the whole thing in, burn it, then smooth it out.” 
Close ups of backhoe shovel pulling down an old sagging barn. 

K and J are in the background watching and waiting. 

J

Wow. Look at that! I love it. 

K

(yelling)

Hey! Yu hu! Hey! 

K walks closer to the backhoe to get in the vision of its driver. He sees her, turns off the machine and comes out to speak to K and J.

TERRENCE 

Hello there. That’s one old barn! Not much left of it. 

K

We are the ones that called about getting you over to our land to clean up the yard. 

TERRENCE

Oh yea, I know who you are. Section ? The N.E. quarter. Bunica and Uncle John’s place.
K

Everyone knows our grandmother around here. How does this work. You knock it down…

J

I don’t see a dumpster.

TERRENCE

We burn it. I used to go visit her and see how she was doing when she was older. She had such a nice garden. Huge. Had some tea. 
J

Cool, no dumpster. I wish we could do that. 

TERRENCE
If you have a little time, I’ll show you how she’s done. I’m most done with the backhoe.

J

That’d be great.

K

Well, we really don’t have the time. 

J

Yea, right, what are we going to do? Milk the cows! (laughs) This is going to be cool. Do you use gasoline?

TERRENCE

Well, there’s the museum in Inglis, just 6 miles down the road. 

J

First the burn, then the museum.

TERRENCE

Okay, I’ll call them. I am on the board there. And tell them you’re coming. 

TERRENCE finishes the job with the backhoe, then he digs a hole with the front bucket and pushes all the remains of the building in. Then he pours gas on it and lights it. There is a huge fire. 

He heads back to the brother and sister. 

TERRENCE

There you go.

J

Wow. Think of it sister, we are going to be contributing to global warming, big time. 

TERRENCE

It is going to be sad to see Bunica’s place go. 
K

Oh brother not you too. 
TERRENCE

All these buildings it’s sad. You know, you go down the road and you see a place and it tells you a story. 

Mostly I’m hired to do farm work. But when I get one of these jobs I kind of have to just swallow. Because, I am, like, taking a big eraser to our history, like the big eraser was taken to the Indian people who walked here before us, and the buffalo. 
K

When can you come and do the work?

TERRENCE

Well, I am really booked this week, got a call this morning from Ron Paulencu had a bit of an emergency there on the farm, a big job that has to be done. And there’s the memorial service on the weekend. I’d say the soonest on Tuesday, or more likely late next week.

K

My lord! I don’t have time like that! Can’t you do better? We can pay you more if you want. I just want to get out of here. 

TERRENCE

Sorry…

J

Well, put us in your schedule. 

TERRENCE

Still want to go to the museum? 

J

(Looking at K by the car) Not today. What time do you open tomorrow?

EXT. TRAILER IN BUNICA’S YARD

J get up with the sun. Eats a bowl of organic boxed cereal with soy milk from a little box. Washes his hair on the grass with rain water from a barrel. Get’s dressed and gets in his car. 

EXT. GRAVEL ROAD

J’s car drives past.

EXT. T’S HOUSE

T’S MOTHER

K is still asleep. Should I wake her up. 

K

(in a sleepy voice)

I’m up. Give me a while I have to have a shower and get dressed.

T’S MOTHER

You want to eat something? It might take a while.

J

No, I already ate. I’m going to enjoy this. (motions to the yard)

EXT. YARD AND BUSH BEHIND T’S HOUSE 

J. sits in yard listening to the birds. Gets up and walks around a bit, exploring flower beds, septic tank. 

EXT. BUSHES BEHIND T’S HOUSE THAT LEAD TO GARDEN

J. walks through the bush that has been cleaned by cattle. Comes to the other side and sees T in the garden working with a bunch of other young people. He walks over to see what is going on.
add to the scene that the brother thinks that she is old enough to be living on her own. And that she should move to the city.

add to the scene: JF: what he moved to the city. Does nothing to do out here.

She: what you do in the city?

JF: there’s always something to do stores, theatres, museums…

T.: and what do you usually do?

JF: well… I go to cafés all the time.

T.: I don’t drink coffee.

JF: I go to see movies. Actually don’t vote that much, but it’s great to know that it’s there if ever I want it. It’s where things are happening.
Tea: I can see movies too.

JF: ill never make it out here. You have to move to the city.
EXT. GARDEN

T
Hey, J. How’s your property sale going?

J

Don’t worry my sister is a conservative idiot. What the hell is going on here? 

T

These are students from the New University; they are helping me with my garden. It’s a nomadic university that set up for the summer on some provincial land near Riding Mountain. They’re courses on sustainable agriculture, sustainable science and culture. We’re building houses and a collective kitchen for seniors in the community using natural building methods, curved cob and straw bale, clay finish, natural floor, energy efficient, local materials, log construction, stuff like that.
What do you do in Montréal?

J

I make movies. 
T

That’s cool. I make videos and put them up on YouTube. Mostly of the work we do, related to sustainable agriculture. 

J

Cool. Beat. You have, you know how to use a computer!? 

T

(doesn’t react)

This year I am doing organic vegetable baskets for about 30 families in Roblin. My Dad and Pat are producing organic beef. 

J

Cool. I heard of that in the city. 

T

Crop sharing. Well, we want to finish this planting. Are you going to the museum?

J

If my sister ever gets out of the shower. 

T

Okay, well, I’ll be over there later too. So, I’ll see you. 

J

Okay, great. 

 INT. CAR
K and J are in the car. K’s hair is blow dryed. 
K

Can you roll your window up a bit?

J looks over her hair is blowing. Presses the auto window, it goes up an inch. 

J
(Thinking) Attends. What are we today? 

K

I beg your pardon?

J

What day are we today?

K

What day is it?

J

Yea, what day is it? I’m loosing track. 

K

Today is the day that we wait. Beat. Before we make our move. 

J

Tomorrow we have to go to Aunty’s place to talk about the memorial diner. Don’t forget. I’ll put it in my iPhone. 

K

I’ll put it in my Blackberry. 

J

Let’s stop by the cemetery on our way. Seeing as we are in museum mode. 

EXT. CEMETARY.

K is kneeling beside old grave stone saying a prayer.

J is wandering around the headstones. 

J

One day there’ll be no on left to take care of this graveyard. 

K and J walk over to the Paulencu Pioneer house and look in the windows. 

K

This is worse than Grandma’s house. This is really primitive. 

J

No kidding. I’m hungry, let’s get some lunch and head to the Elevators. 

EXT. GRAIN ELEVATORS IN INGLIS

Car drives up. Shots of elevators.
INT. GRAIN ELEVATOR MUSEUM

J and K listen to the tour guide explain the history of the elevators. Takes them to the big back room where there is a display of folk art. But there is also a group of women and men, young and old, making quilts at the back. T is there.
J

Hey T. (Talking to K). I forgot to tell you that T would be here. 

K

Heavens! That girl is everywhere.

T is working at a hand-cranked carding machine

T

Hey J and K. Come and see. 
K

This is a nice display. But, you’re missing an audience! 

T

Actually, it isn’t a display. It is our quilt making coop. 

J

Cool. I’ve never seen quilts like this. Is that cotton?

T

Wool. It is from a local farmer. We use a design that was used by our grandmothers. Using carded wool, put between two pieces of cotton. And the covers are made from fabric remnants we get from Winnipeg. These quilts are great, can be used summer and winter. We have 5 models, each in three sizes. 

K

How can you sell all those? I don’t imagine this museum gets many visitors. How much are they?

T

Well we do sell them in gift shops in the region. But mostly we sell online. Though Etsy.com. We ship all over the world. We work about 5 days a month. Do a big bee and get them made. 

K
A micro industry. Very nice. 

TERRENCE enters.

TERRENCE

Hi. So you made it. I was passing by. Nice to catch you here. What do you think? 

K and T

Great. 

TERRENCE

We put a lot of hours into this place. Just scraping and painting. Had my kids out here helping. The problem is that we got money to restore but the government doesn’t have anything for operations. Lots of volunteer work though. 
J continues talking with TERRENCE 

K looks around the group making the quilts with T

K

I used to love the feel of these quilts. I am going to buy a few. 

T

Yea, they weigh something. Not like those acrylic ones that float over you. And, once they are worked in, they keep you cool in the summer and warm in the winter. Yea, it is an amazing design. All of our ancestors used them. We don’t know where it actually comes from, we are doing that research.

Well, I better get back to work. But give me your order and I’ll put it together before you leave.

EXT. ELEVATOR MUSEUM PARKING LOT

K is carrying a wack of quilts. 

J

Feel good to do some shopping. 

K smiles.

EXT. GRAVEL DRIVE WAY TO BUNICA’S HOUSE, BESIDE THE ROAD
K asnd J watch as the REAL-ESTATE AGENT hammers in a metal stake, then installs the For-Sale sign

J
This is exciting

K

Finally. 

REAL-ESTATE AGENT

Well, I’m not promising you anything. But, I have a retired couple coming in next week from Iceland. But, they might want a place with a house on it. 

J

No, I am sure they will want to build. Their dream home. On this quiet…

REAL-ESTATE AGENT

Actually, their planning to start an Echinacea farm. Their kid’s in that New University that’s out here.  

K

What ever. We don’t care who buys it. You understand, we just want to get out of this market as fast as we can. And as soon as we can get that work done. It will be in your hands. 
Real-estate agent drives off.

J and K walk back up the driveway towards Bunica’s house and the yard.  

J

Okay so later we have to go to Auntie Vickie’s, and then tonight there’s the films at T’s.

K
Films?
J

She invited everyone from the community to come see a Bollywood movie about this guy who works in NASA who goes back to his village in India and falls in love.

K

Bolly-wood. She’s so weird. I am sure that there will be no one there. Everything she does is weird. 

J

Actually, she isn’t as weird as you think. She is a wiz on the internet. She is up on Indian cinema, agricultural issues, she’s learning three languages because she is going to be traveling to these meetings in South America and Korea about small farmers…

K

Like I said, she is weird. But I did think that her micro business was a nice surprise. 

J
You know K, I was thinking. Beat. Why don’t we just demolish these buildings ourselves. I mean, when I did my first renovation, I knocked down all the walls. It’s messy, but fun. We just need some tools. Check in the garage.

K

Well, at least things would be moving ahead. Do you think it is worth it?

INT. OLD GARAGE

J

Well, I haven’t been to a café in a week. I think I need a diversion.

J finds a sledge hammer, crowbar and an axe with a broken handle.

J

Perfect. Well, we can see if we can get a new handle for this. Beat. Where to start? Quelque chose de pas trop exigent. Beat. One of those granaries la bas. 

K

Don’t we have any gloves?

EXT. GRANARY IN BUNICA’S YARD.

J tears off the door with the crow bar and begins hammering out the walls with the sledge hammer. 

J

Just pile it all la bas. 

K

Forget it, I’m not your lackey.

K grabs for the sledge hammer. 

J

Hey watch it!!? 

K

Give it to me. 

K pulls the sledge hammer out of his hands

J

You never change. 

K starts banging away at the walls, knocking off boards.

K

I work out 5 days a week. The machines. Beat. But, you know, I always thought that fighting with you was the best thing for my corporate career. 
J takes the crowbar and starts prying off wood from the floor. 
K

Hey, wait to do the floor. We’ll have nothing to stand on. 

J

Right. (Looks around) Yea, I was thinking that you owe me big time. Without me you’d never have made the Profit w100 for that ruthless restructuring you did in the late nineties. 

K

I mean this literally. Go to hell. Which I have no doubts…

K and J continue to demolish the granary. 

Behind them we see T ride up on her bike with a trailer being pulled behind. 

T
What are you to fools doing?!

J

If we can’t bring the wreckers to the buildings, then we will be the wreckers!

K laughs.

T

STOP!

K

What is wrong with you? This is our property we will do with it what we please. Isn’t that clear? 

K takes another swing at the granary. They finally knock it over. Running out of the way as the roof comes down. J celebrates.

J

YEA!! Beat. Com’on T, grab that axe. 

K
Or am I going to have to get a court order to keep you off the property?

J

Lighten up K. You too T.

T grabs the sledge hammer out of K’s hands and throws it as far as she can.

K

You!...

T

Who do you think you are coming out here and…I used to come and visit Bunica. 
K

Our father left us this land. We will do with it what we please. 

T

Then why don’t you keep it!? 

J

I know this is emotional for you…

T

Of course it is emotional. And it’s more than that. You want to get away from the way Bunica lived. I want to stay close to her ways.

K and J give an incredulous look at each other.

J
Okay, she’s right, you’re a freak.

K

How can you choose this (pointing to the pile of rubble from the granary) over the great accomplishments from the modern and the ancient world. I traveled in Greece, Rome and I was on Wall street. I fly in airplanes. I work on the 52nd floor. I am worth 23 million dollars. This is meaningless. 
T

It may seem weird to you, especially from the 52nd floor, but everything out here is meaningful. 

J

Yea, I agree. Bunica was cool. And you’re young. Believe me I was an idealist too. But, I realized that the real world. Well, I really need the money from this sale. And we have to make it go as easy as possible. You can understand that. You can’t understand that.
K
She has no choice. When Dad left this farm, he left behind the poverty and suffering, the primitive lifestyles, the dirt of living like… peasants. Grandma didn’t have to live like that. Not even running water. Why would you want to even look back?

T

What do you know of how Bunica lived? You know nothing. Just what you are fed. There is so much more to know about the history of peasants, the Peasant movement, our culture of assimilation. Sustainable… You can’t imagine. 

K

I can imagine. My grandmother might have been a peasant. But, in my past life I am sure that I was a queen. You want to go back to a time when there wasn’t even electricity. How are you going to run your computer then? Have us going to the toilet in a hole. Maybe you don’t want to have doctors any more so you can die of diphtheria. 
T

Why is it that everyone imagines that they were some kind of nobility in their past lives? Doesn’t that seem strange when almost a hundred percent of the world’s souls have been nomads or peasants? Getting away from that demanding life, with the promise of being king and queen in your own castle dangled in front of your nose, that was change under duress. What choices did your dad make. Was he saying, well, this wasn’t so bad, so I will keep this. No, he had to turn his back on it all, on who he was, become a consumer. They needed lots of them. Yes, I want electricity. But how much do I need? I have gone back and make choices. Found the babies that were thrown out with the bath water. Beat. Go back to your castles. Leave Bunica’s house alone. I know what value Bunica’s house has and I am not going to let you two erase that.
T slowly gets on her bike. As she rides off…
J

Hey, I’m working on a documentary about sustainability. (turns to K) I should suggest her as one of the…
K

I will get an injunction. You stay off this property. I am calling my layer. 

K pulls out her Blackberry. Turns it on. And slouches. 

J

No service? Beat. No services. I could use a café right now. A café in Paris. Nothing better than that. 

K

I could use a drink. 

K kicks what is left of the granary.

J

We better get going to Auntie’s

K

Do you have a bottle in there?

EXT. AUNTIE VICKIE’S FARM YARD

Long shot of Vickie and T slaughtering chickens on the lawn and cleaning them. 

INT. AUNTIE VICKIE’S KITCHEN

The kitchen is full of people making perogies, rice rolls and other food for the memorial diner. 
K & J enter.

J

Wow. A real production. Beet rolls. I love those. 

LADY

Come. You want to help.

J

Come on K, get your hands dirty. Hey, where is T?

K

Sorry, I don’t cook. Yea where is T. I want to know what is supposed to happen at this memorial.
K walks away. 

LADY
Well, excuse me.

J

Don’t mind her. I’ll do her part. Okay, show me how it is done. 

LADY
You take a beet leaf in your hand like this. The smooth part on the inside it rolls better. Yes, like that. Then take some rice. Not so much. Just a bit. Then… 

(She continues cut to)

T & Aunt Vickie enter kitchen with the chickens. Three people from the New University carry them in behind her. 

AUNT VICKIE

There you go ladies. Here’s the chicken.

OLD LADY

I tell you we should have just got it from Chicken Delight. Now we have to cut them and…

AUNT VICKIE

You don’t say nothing. I grew those from chicks just for my brother. We have lots of help. (gestures around the room) Since when are you afraid of work. 

Close-up on J’s hands trying to make a beet rice roll. Hands of an old woman beside him and can hear her voice telling him how to do it. 

CUT TO. T and K talking in the kitchen near the sink away from the others. T continues to work, cutting up the chickens.
K

I don’t understand. Just tell me what I have to do. 

T

You’ll be at the front in the church. Then we will go out to the cemetery to bless the grave. We are making curly bread, kolatch, and we will bring that to the grave. Then there will be the lunch after. You’ll be at the head table with the priest and Aunt Vickie. 
K

(typing in her Palm Pilot)

Yes. How long will that be?

T

A few hours. You can put in there that you are busy the whole day. 

K

I remember being tortured by those orthodox services. In that cramped little church. My Lord, it seemed like it would never end. All that incense, and going behind that curtain so WE couldn’t see. Talking in Romanian. I couldn’t understand. And it could get so hot. There wasn’t even air conditioning. At my church. It is so nice. There is a brand new building, it’s like a beautiful concert hall; it cost 1.5 million. Very open and comfortable. And there is a big screen with a PowerPoint…

Can’t they shorten the service?

T
If you came out here in the sixties, there were no benches in the church. Just the old people had chairs against the walls. 

K

Unbelievable. Yes, I remember that. Unbelievable. No consideration for people’s comfort. No wonder everyone leaves here.
T

Comfort. There is something to be said about comfort. 
I like it. I like too, the old way. It gives us time to stop. Take the time. It makes you realize a lot. Kind of brings us back to something. 

I do pilates with my parents and it helps with sitting and standing for long periods. 
Anyway, you won’t have to stand. But, you’ll want to bring a cushion, for your… 

K notes this in her Palm Pilot. T puts the pieces of chicken in a big bowl
J and LADY place beet rolls to fill a roaster. 

LADY

Not bad. 

J

That was great. Now what?

LADY

Now we make with sour cabbage. Rice with bacon. 

LADY tastes the rice. 

Shots of people working, making perogies. 
AUNT VICKIE

We need about 20 dozen. 

T

The water is boiling. Do you want to start boiling?

AUNT VICKIE

Yes. 

Hands dropping perogies into boiling water.

INT. T’S PARENT’S LIVING ROOM/KITCHEN OR FIELD WITH INFLATABLE SCREEN
rewrite the scene so that the sister actually sits down to watch the movie, but then his disgusted by it because of its subtitles. And it’s story. Tea and her boyfriend kiss.

Dumping popcorn into a big bowl. Then pouring butter over it.

People are arriving and finding a place to sit in the living room. There is a large home theatre. T is setting it up to show a movie. 

NEW UNIVERSITY STUDENT

Hey T. So, what’s the movie. A Bollywood? 

T

Yes, it’s a really good one. I’m totally into Bollywood these days. It’s Swades: we the people, one of my favs. With Shah Rukh Khan. He’s so cute.

NEW UNIVERSITY STUDENT

Subtitles?

T

It is in Hindi. About this guy who works at NASA who comes from this little village in India. Anyway, you’ll see. Find a place to sit. I’m going to start soon.

EXT. DRIVEWAY TO T’S PARENTS’ HOUSE

J & K drive up and get out of the car.

J

J’en revient pas.  Tu sais, I haven’t had an alongé in days. I really miss a good coffee. But this is going to be great. She is showing a Bollywood movie. 
K

Hollywood?
J

A Hindi movie. They make more movies there than Hollywood.

J & K walk into the house. 

T

Hey, we are going to start. Find a place to sit. Over here K.

K

Sorry, I am not interested.

Movie starts. Shots of people watching the movie and screen. People comment over the movie. T cuddles with her boyfriend (?)
NEW UNIVERSITY STUDENT

Hey, Sasha, you speak Hindi don’t you. How is the translation?

NEW UNIVERSITY STUDENT: SASHA

Yes. It’s terrible. But you get the gist. 

Shots of people watching the movie and screen. People comment over the movie.

PERSON FROM THE COMMUNITY: WENDY

I just love the dance scenes. 

T

Just wait to you see the last dance scene. It is great. 

Movie ends. Everyone leaves. 

J

Hey T. That was a great movie. The budget must have been crazy.  

T

Yea, I think around 5 million. 

J

Yea, well it is not that high. Same as Les invasions barbare. But great story.

T

It is inspired by a couple of non-resident Indians who emigrated to the c 

Swades is inspired by the story of Aravinda Pillalamarri and Ravi Kuchimanchi the NRI couple who returned to India and developed the pedal power generator to light remote, off-the-grid village schools [2][3][4]. Ashutosh Gowariker is believed to have read Rajni Bakshi’s book ‘Bapu Kuti’, through which he got to know about Aravinda and Ravi, and the Bilgaon project [2]. The idea of lighting a village appealed to him. After spending considerable time with Aravinda and Ravi, both dedicated Association for India’s Development (AID) volunteers, Gowarikar supposedly visited Bilgaon, an adivasi village in the Narmada valley, which is the back drop of the Narmada Bachao Andolan (NBA) movement. The people of Bilgaon are credited with doing 2000 person-days of ‘shramdaan’ to make their village energy self-sufficient. The Bilgaon project is recognized as a model for replication by the Government of Maharshtra.

tea: who the hell are you? You think you can forget? Your grandmother was this far, a pinch away from being a peasant. You think you can just ignore that? When you’re in the city I bet it’s easy. But here? That house belongs to me now.
INT. BOLLYWOOD FILMFEST

EXT. CHURCH

EXT. CONFRONTATION BETWEEN T AND J /K THEN BETWEEN J AND K IN YARD

Compared to the great artchiteture of the world Bunica’s house is nothing. But, it is meaningful. As long as we are comparing nothing will happen here. It will all just die. Not because the great empires died, under their own weight and violence. But just because we don’t even know how to give meaning to what we are. Our heads are out looking at something else. 
that came into the

 across the roadgoes though a T is seen from the car window coming out of the bush and walking across the r

K IN HER EXECUTIVE SUIT RIDING ON THE BACK OF A QUAD. 

 We feed them there and they stay warm. That 

EXT. IN THE SHELL MOUTH PRAIRIE VALLEY

INT. J’S RENTAL CAR

J and K are riding in the car. Saying nothing to one another. 

"if a moral system defines you as inferior what is there to do? One thing is to do everything you can to prove them wrong by conforming to their moral universe, adopting their values and behaviors."

 "This is what Katie did. You prove the lot didn't you? You do find yourself as an absolute opposite to this. To Bunica. And you JF you ran away from the moral system you grew up in. You rebelled against it."
T meditating at the farm. 
Don’t forget T is learning to speak Ukrainian, Polish, Romanian, Spanish.

She is going to give a talk on food sovereignty. She is part of the peasant/native movement for food sovereignty. She is connected to organisation like Via Campesina, the international peasant movement.  

She documents the life of people in the community on her video camera. 

she meditates.

She lobbies local politicians to?

She welcomes new immigrants to the community

She likes traditional music as well as emo and other alternative rock.

She reads a lot online. Papers and blogs from around the world. She orders books online.

She watches movies from around the world on the Internet. If you like something she buys it.

She has a strong web presence. She publishes reviews in blogs and newsgroups, as well as posting her videos on you tube.

She has a crop shared garden.

She is involved in a quilt making collective.

She’s involved in ecological movement to restore waterways in her area.

INT. MEETING ROOM

notes: “you soil our whiteness with your presence Ukrainians, Italians, Greeks, Czechoslovakian’s. With you people white is gray. Get out and stay out. You do not belong here.”

About 20 people sitting in folding chairs concentrated on the emphatic speaker at the front. There is an Arian Nation flag taped up behind him. 
At first K is seen agreeing with everyone, following the crowd, which in general is uncomfortable because they are all ethnically and racially border-line Aryans, some are even people of color, the one drop of blood rule plays off of the pure race and leaves everyone feeling vulnerable and ready to find an adversary to eliminate. Camera moves slowly through the audience showing these reactions, cutting to the LEADER.

Female of Indo-Aryan decent is the speaker. 

LEADER

We don’t need a DNA test here to say who has White mtDNA haplotypes (R1b, I, or R1a). History shows us that they are mongrolized pieces of garbage. Let me tell you a story. At the beginning of the last century, when our country was being built, it was the Hunkies that did the dirtiest work. Like in the blast furnace jobs that were too dirty and too hot for white men. Yes, I said, “white men,” because as the National Socialist Party, Hitler and Himmler, rightly tells us, the Slavs, along with Jews and Roma, the gypsies, are not white.
AUDIENCE
That means that a half of Alberta is not white! They’re all Ukrainians! Bohunks!
LEADER

That is what I am saying. It is time to go back to the true definition and see the truth.
So this Bohunk steel worker though his own stupidity got his leg caught in a crane. And to get him free would have taken several days and lost time. The foreman didn’t think twice, they started up the crane and cut off his leg. Why because he was expendable. You know, it wasn’t just niggers that were lynched. So that guy joined the hundred of other Bohunks in the cemetery or crippled.
The distinguished American sociologist Pratt Fairchild, one of the founders of the American Eugenics League, said it straight: they are like the Negro, they seem like no problem when you bring them in as slaves, but they ultimately brought terrible bloody conflict. Now Fairchild said that if the Hunky cleans himself up and acquires some wealth and assimilates like he should, that he might be considered an American, but the burden of proof was on him. 

But, just because the Hunkies cleaned up, they could never have created great nations or invent what our true white ancestors did. It is because our ancestors knew better. 
I don’t want to draw divisions between whites. That’s not in our interest. But there is a time when a man and a woman must stand up for the truth. 

After the Chicago race riot of 1919, in the stockyards, Blacks and Slavs met as old friends, putting their arms around each other because they were from the start allies. 

Some of you might say that’s not true. You know some Ukrainians and they are right wind and have a tradition of it in this province, even Nazis.

But they are just hiding behind their white skin. 
I tell you, It’s just a case of “he who protests too loudly” showing his guilt. Like a homophobe wanting to kill all gays, he turns out to be one himself. Scratch the surface and the Bohunk is no better than a gook, in fact the Hunkie was always called the European Chinaman. 
What happens when they get any power? Just look at Ed Schreyer, a Uke from Manitoba who made it all the way to Governor General. He promoted French bilingualism, and now he was instrumental in shaming the West proclaiming Hong Kong week. His daughter even moved to China.

 I am not saying that they should be thrown out of the province. Not for now. But they should be thrown out of this group. 

The only way that America will work, is to have a white nation. That is for the future for the children. We must show them the way. 

AUDIENCE

No-hunk! Bo-hunk! No-hunk! Bo-hunk! No-hunk! Bo-hunk! No-hunk! Bo-hunk! No-hunk! Bo-hunk!
LEADER
(holding up a printed email)

So it has been brought to my attention that there is a Galacian among us. A Bucovenian. A Bohunk. Trying to get away from her own filth. 

K

EXT. J AND K ON HAY BALE

J looks in shock from learning that K is in a racist group. But she carries on with her story.

K
Me Ukrainian!?! I mean, where we grew up. The suburbs! Everyone was just…white! We never thought that we were Ukrainian or Romanian or Polish?! I mean except when we came here, and that was like going back in time. 

INT. MEETING ROOM

We see K being pointed out by the Leader. She is pushed to stand up by the people beside her. She is surprised, we see her saying, “What me, you’ve made a mistake. No!” We can see everyone around her chanting “Bohunk.” 

K (Voice over)

It was me he was talking about. He denounced me to everyone. 

I was…infuriated. (Wants to censor her temptation to swear but lets it out) PISSED OFF!
J
K! What? You belong to… Are you crazy?

K

Yes, I was so… (hesitates again before saying it) …pissed off. I knew it had to do with the affair that her husband had lured me into. 

J

Voyons!

K

I’m crazy alright. If I would have known, that dog! 

A friend brought me, apparently she’s a Slav too. Anyway, it was great being those people, before that. I thought I could be myself. Everything seemed so much clearer. At work I was always stressed, proving myself. It was crazy. I had started drinking, heavy, and when I started with the group I stopped. Things were going really well at work. 
J

I cannot…

K

I was at work the day after still fuming. I didn’t want to call him, give her that pleasure of  seeing me so burnt up. So, I let off some steam with my boss  in the food court the next day. We can talk about anything. And she had the same expression on her face as you do. 
J

You didn’t!? Voyons K! How…un-strategic.

K

You bet your life it was. They were terrified that it might get out that I am a Nazi which I am not because I don’t believe that our ancestors should be treated like Jews like Himmler did… That we are white like them.
J

K! Shut the fuck up!

K

…and a lot of people say that he was a quarter Chinese anyway. 
J

Shut the fuck up! I knew that you were (out of your mind) ..

K

(inturrupts)

They made me sign a statement saying that they did not know. We had liberal clients in Canada and Democrats in states and interests in African oil in Sudan and key partners in Asia. 

(pause)

I lost my job. (starts to cry again) (between sobs) I worked so hard. 

J SLIPS INTO ON HIS ROLE OF BIG BROTHER

J

It’s okay. (puts his arm around her) Of course you lost your job! What the hell did you expect? Tabarnac!  So now what? (trying to lighten things up) Join the Klu Klux Clan?

SILENCE EXCEPT FOR SOME TEARS
J

…a joke…

K PUSHES J AWAY FROM HER

K

(angry)

You are a real jerk. 

J

Whao. Hey, just a joke. Sorry.

SILENCE EXCEPT FOR SOME TEARS

J 

Can I tell you my story? You’d be surprised how much it’s like yours. (joking again) Not that I’m a Nazi. 

K

(Doesn’t listen to J, just carries on in a more relaxed sincere voice)

I can’t believe now that I got in with that crowd. It was just so…convincing. It seemed to make things so clear and I really enjoyed the people. There were all kinds of them. 
CUT TO T AND OTHERS WORKING ON THE HOUSE

A group from the international Free University come to join the work crew

EXT. J AND K ON HAY BALE IN FIELD

K is looking better. Is recomposed. It is as if J helped her, listened. 

K

No, tell me. Com’on. If you don’t think I’m some kind of evil monster.

J

I know that you hated me even more for moving to Quebec after University.

K

Well you were such an artsy, with that little burette you used to wear. 

J

(puts his head down out of embarrassment)

À joy. 

K

You always wanted to be different. Remember that time you came home for Christmas and refused to speak a word of English. I thought you were a pretentious looser. Dad took it as a personal insult. Then you had that old video camera filming us. Geeze J! And didn’t your little French girlfriend show up…? 
J

(still with his head down)

THESE ARE JUST NOTES. I WANT TO FIND SOME ACTION HERE.

I was doing some arts journalism. But it was just from time to time; I think I was bringing home 75$ a week. Back then you could live on that. 
Well Mom and Dad would send me some money. My girlfriend was working, but I would clean the apartment and make meals. I felt depressed most of the time. 
But the city was depressed too, it was after the first referendum and the city’s economy had collapsed when all the English Montrealers left with their money for Toronto. There were empty lots everywhere from houses that had been burnt down for insurance money. I loved it. My rent was always under 200$, and entertainment was cheep, there were all these free things going on, like the Jazz Festival and the galleries.
I was angst ridden about my writing and was always in fights with the magazine editors, who I felt were pretentious and didn’t care about my vision. Someone had asked me to write an essay on an art exhibition that had taken place in a homeless shelter. I think they did it out of pity. I was a month late, I put so much time into writing it…gave it to them thinking it was really fresh. They hated it, they were insulted, they freaked, it was too critical and weird. My friend who was part of the collective took me aside one day in a café and said that she’d given me a chance and that’s what I did! She had to do damage control with the rest of the collective which was apparently in tears. She warned me saying that I should “think about things,” if I want to have a decent job before I’m fifty and it’s too late, and end up destitute. 

Right. Then she accused me of being “macho.” Which hit me hard because I considered myself a feminist at the time. I didn’t sleep for two nights that word “macho” kept rebounding in my head. I didn’t want to macho, but I realized that I was being that way anyway so why bother trying to avoid it. 

That’s when I got out of the English ghetto in Montréal for good. At first, I didn’t accomplish much more, but I wasn’t depressed anymore either. I gave up art writing and started partying with these great Québécois musicians and university students. One day my blonde got fed up with me. Dumped me and threw me out. 
This DJ I knew from the clubs said to go over and ask for his friend at the Festival de Jazz. I got a job as a security guard. It was a party. The next year I was working on the stage and by the end I was stage manager. It put me in contact with a whole bunch of people. 
By then I was just speaking French, that’s around the time when I came home for Christmas. 
Then this guy I knew was making a documentary, and he needed a sound guy to go along with them to India. That was the beginning of my film career. I did camera after that, started doing funding. It was very grass roots at the time. 
I realized that when a wave comes, you ride it. I wasn’t the only one. There was a whole generation of us there on that wave, Arcand, ______________ (list names). It was the birth of a whole entertainment industry in Quebec.
At the time the government realized that it had been throwing money at culture, but it wasn’t amounting to anything. Everyone was into making the movies but no one really cared about getting them seen or seeing them. That’s when everyone said, we need to make people want to see these movies. That was when a lot of things happened. All of a sudden all the movies had the same actors in them, they became familiar. They figured it out in Quebec. You wouldn’t understand that it could even exist outside of here. Because you watch so much US tv. But in Quebec they watch their own TV and movies more than stuff from the states. They made what it took, a star system. Telefilm was throwing tens of millions of dollars at cinema in Canada, and with their offices in Montréal, we were getting a piece of action. And a lot of us whet from being bums to being stars. I was there. 
It was all going well we had projects on the go, a great team of people to draw from. I got my fist house in Villeray flipped it, bought a place on the plateau, renovated that too and sold it, then I had enough to get a place in Outremont. We totally renovated that too. What a great place. It was my castle. You should see the mouldings that we saved. High ceilings. An 8 burner restaurant gas stove. 

Until all this accomodement raisonable stuff started happening. It was a huge social debate that started when a bunch of women in pilates class got derange when windows changed, Hasidic community, got them changed back. The papers picked it up. One of the Right Wing political parties took it up and then they did this year long commission into idea asking what the quebec society should do to accommodate cultural differences.

I had this blog that a lot of people were reading because we had just won this award at Cannes. Mostly I wrote about my work and what was going on in the industry. But, this accomodements raisonable was everywhere, so I thought I’d write on it too. 

What a mistake. Dad had just died, about a year ago now, isn’t it. And you the memoires he had written. Well, I was reading that. I was kind of back when he was a kid growing up on the farm here and trying to find a way out. 

I guess I was thinking of my origins so I came up with this idea that it would be drole to write this thing about me accommodating Quebec’s cultural differences and then being completely assimilated. There is this guy I know who has a very popular TV show, I was into his thing of being really sassy in my normal blog. He has this show called Tout le monde en parle, based on a show in France. I ended up on it after the Blog and he put me through the ringer. 
I was considered a traitor. People would come up to me on the street.  

 funny to . (his analysis is insensitive to its effects on everyone. Analysis that speaks uniquely of his exclusion, not of his acceptance)

INT. TOUT LE MONDE EN PARLE : this is a television show where
I guess I was surprised when I will watched Falardeu's film 15 Fevrier 1839. I was surprised by the Brechtian despair that I sensed throughout the film. The action was set on the stage of the inevitability of the hero's death (François-Marie-Thomas Delorimier). I am left with the feeling of trying to fight the despair of this inevitability.

What surprised me was that the film was not more heroic in its totality. I thought I would come out of there inspired by the partiot movement. Instead it was an individual who was the hero (François-Marie-Thomas Delorimier), the example. I did not get the sense that the character was there for us to extrapolate to others who were like him, but rather he stood alone, reflecting a kind of individualistic view of society. I can only imagine that this is how Falardeau feels himself. Alone in its battle for independence.

What I can't get out of my mind is the encounter between Delormier and the only Anglophone with him in prison, an Irishman, Lewis Harkin. Now I didn't take notes when I was watching the film, but there is an exchange between these two characters that went something like this: "we are not against immigrants, outsiders, we welcome them if they fight on our side." there is a strange resemblance between what President Bush said after the World Trade Center attacks and what Falaredau is saying in his film released earlier the same year. "you are either with us or against us."

Delormier, and we can assume Falardeau, do not consider immigrants to be their allies, people love their own histories, their own battles, but rather soldiers in their wars. This sends the message: "your concerns are not important. You do not exist unless you're fighting our fight, because we are the dominant here. You have chosen to live in our culture." 

The Québecois characters deny their own status as immigrants and to animate the shared experience with all other immigrants. They do not want allies but rather soldiers fighting in their war. There's no interest in learning about or seeking knowledge and understanding about the others. I cannot help but interpret this as an expression of self importance, perhaps even arrogance and ultimately a belief in a value system which acknowledges the privilege of dominant cultures over their subcultures. Of course his contradiction is nothing new to the Québec debate. The first nations question is the first hydra that must be battled. The claim is that the Pepsi ads in the chemical and general were not the ones that decimated the first nations cultures the rather it was the English Examples are brought forward to prove this. But in fact, there is no clear lasting evidence that Québec is any different than any other colonizing power when it comes to its indigenous culture. The indigenous culture is to be eliminated and its status is removed. The second paradox is that Québec's argument for cultural and political superiority within its borders, is contradicted with a simple shift in focus from micro macro. That is Québec is a minority linguistically and culturally in Canada, and North America. The initial logic would suggest them that the dominant Anglo culture is right to demand the assimilation of the Québecois.

What I find surprising is this dysfunctional need to rationalize these contradictions. From my perspective it would seem better articulate a new paradigm in which alliances could be struck along deeply shared experiences of being marginal as immigrants. But what this would require would be a focus on the shared history of migration and assimilation, rather than nationalistic or linguistic revendications. 

 I would very much like for the brother character to bring these ideas up in his story 

JF is talking to a friend in French on the phone. The friend is looking at an article in an online paper. "JF n'est plus l'ami des québécois." was a headline. In the friend says to him, "Comment tu aurais pu nous faire ca?"
J
Some people were surprised. They said, “I thought he was from English Canada, or England, but I just always thought of him as a québécois. I thought that he was one of us and all that didn’t matter to him. Wasn’t he born in Quebec city.” I didn’t make a point of clarifying these mistakes, because it was great that they thought I was just one of them. In fact, I was an honorary Québécois. 
The one that stood as an example, like Nathalie Petrowski. Speaking of her, I had said that she was like me. When I saw here she called me a cowboy redneck. I felt her European roots digging in. She’s the daughter of Russian immigrants but considers herself a completely integrated francophone. She said that, says that its outrageous to give so much to immigrants and not think of the needs of the pure laine. She says every hijab wearing, kirpan carrying and Synagog attendee gets a candy but not the quebecois de souche. She was really angry. 
Even my name, Jeff, I changed it to J F (short of Jean Francois) in the media, because the two sound the same 
I made some jokes about how we could take advantage of welcoming the Hasidic community in our neighbourhoods because in an economy of supply and demand it made our property more valuable, but that upset a lot of people, I guess it’s different when you or your grandmother grew up there? 
He does renovations on the site, has a company and can’t get anyone to work for him. His wife is furious, and insulted and hurt. 

T
Some people say to survive and prosper, to live well and to die well, you need meaning in your life. 
I think that’s why people are drawn to big cities. If they are big enough and famous enough, just living there makes you feel your life has meaning. There are all these things going on, you walk out your door and there are shops, restaurants, entertainment for you. You go on with life in a superstore of meaning. You just have to say that you come from New York or Paris or Montreal and everyone understands.

When you grow up somewhere that everyone thinks is meaningless, it is a problem. We still look for meaning. You can get angry; angry that comes from feeling insignificant and try to prove that you’re as good as what ever. But another way, you become more sensitive. And ultimately, you learn to find meaning in just living in a place that is meaningless, or subtly meaningful. There is something amazing about that. 
Places change. That is something that I really believe. There is this thing that people believe that the way it is now, it has always been or at least will always be. Look here, these villages only existed, viably, for about 50 years. They came and they went. Things change. 

And that’s why you can’t demolish Bunica’s house. I am going to put a satellite dish on it. It will be my new home and office.

"it's wrong to eliminate this story from the landscape. Our ancestors did it, I mean, they eliminated the rivers. But this doesn't make it right. To do what they did. I'm not against progress or change, but this story has to remain outside of us, otherwise it wanders lost inside ourselves from generation to generation.
"It's not that I want the old ways back. I understand that it was far from a utopia. It's just that I can't believe that the way, the knowledge of, tens of hundreds of generations should be discarded in 50 years. There was a lot of good in the peasant ways. I feel that the good must be retrieved. It was a sustainable culture. A culture based on sustainability not on consumption. I think that's why we look back and admire Bunica. She chose not to live in consumer culture. She had so little but we saw it she lived a good life. That says a lot to the world that we live in. For the dignity and healing, to find what was thrown away that shouldn't have been. We see things differently now than your dad's generation. They had to turn their backs on everything. They were given an ultimatum. "Prove that you're not peasants, prove that you can be one of us, and you can work with us. But you must look down on what you were just like we do, and believe that it is inferior to the life that you've chosen with us." that's what that generation faced. Their culture have been displaced and it did not survive space for more than a generation or two. They were on a melting ice flow. A lifeboat came along and they jumped on it. But now, they became consumers like Bunica wouldn't. They turned their back on their languages and their culture and their economy. Their children are not ordinary, we are not ordinary. We are the children of assimilation. That is our identity. It's funny, so many people fighting for their language and their culture and their class yet they look at immigrants and don't understand their desire for the same thing."
K: grandma would never change. If she had her way she would still have horses working the land.

 T: yes, but try for a minute to imagine what it would be like for you to have everything you embrace the erased like an endangered species falling into extinction. Forever.

 “Do you ever wonder where the ancient folk songs come from? And what was there before them? To us there to be cherished or forgotten, but they had to be new at one time. At that time they took the place of something before. Something that's lost now. It's like Bunica's house. Before it was here there was a whole other civilization, a whole other economy, but reaches back thousands of years. In Bunica's house being here follows from its demise. We still find ancient cree ask heads in the rock piles, and Bunica told stories of their death pyres. It's all sad. Like the present will always bring death, and the longing that comes trailing after it.

Kay: that's just life T!

T: well if it is, but I want to have more reverence for it. I will make a new world, but I will step lightly as I do. And take responsibility for what I step on. And what I demolish in the process.”
Sounds of birds and melancholic Slavic music continue. Archival video shot in slow motion of Bunica in her kitchen circa 1980.
BUNICA

(Voice off)

There are people, they are in a group. Their kind. If the group, your kind, is most people. They have more then. You are most of the people. Your kind. 

Then you say, to everyone who comes in your village, you say be like us. Eat like us, work like us, make your children like us. Like when we came from the old country. The people here said, we are the most people, so you be like us. 

But, I see, things change. 
Now, even the people who think they are the most, can say, come eat at my table, eat my food. And too, Beat, bring your food. We eat some of theirs and they eat something we brought. 

Because in the old days, we thought in our village that we were most people so everything had to be our way. Today, we know that it’s a bigger world. 
So maybe you’re the most in your village, but you watch the television, or read it. You look bigger, and in this village maybe you’re still the most. Today you can think bigger, that somewhere you will not be with your kind, someone else will be the most. But you will still want to be yourself. 
Be connected to where you come from, that is powerful. Some pretend that it isn’t but it is. 
And then you don’t have to be afraid of anyone’s kind. Today, you don’t stop eating your own food, or stop someone from eating their own food. 

The village is our home, but our home is greater than the village. 
But to make real friends, they have to see you for who you really are. Otherwise. Beat. You are just pretending. 

(Bev Dobrinsky)
PAGE  
4

