MARVIN’S ROOM (Miramax, 1996)

75. EXTERIOR. BESSIE’S HOUSE – BACKYARD – NIGHT

BESSIE: Hank?  What are you doing out here?

HANK: Nothing.

B: You gave me a scare.  I’m not used to finding someone else out here.

H: Do you want me to go inside?

B: No.  We’re all glad that you’re here.

H: Yeah, we should do it again in seventeen years.

B: Your mom and I haven’t always gotten along.  That’s why I haven’t been in touch so much.

H: Uh-huh.

B: I wish you could have really known your grandfather.  He’d have liked having a boy around.

H: Kind of gave me the creeps.

B: Well, he’s been sick for a very long time.

H: Don’t you ever wish he’d just die?

B: Hank…don’t ask that.

H: Why not?

B: It’s rude.

H: I haven’t made up my mind about getting tested yet.

B: Is that what you were doing?  Sitting out here thinking about that?

H: No.

B: Oh.  What are you doing with the tools?

H: I’m just looking at them.  I was going to put them back.

B: I didn’t think you were stealing them, Hank.  You can have them if you want.

H: Really?

B: Sure.

H: You’re just giving them to me?


B: Sure, why not?

H: These are really cool tools.

B: They’re your grandfather’s.  I think he’d like you to have them.

H: The hospital won’t let me keep these, though.

B: Well, you won’t be in there forever.

H: When I go back they’re moving me to a place for adults.

B: Why?

H: I turn eighteen in three weeks.

B: Oh.  Happy birthday.

H: Thanks.  If the fire hadn’t spread up the street it wouldn’t be such a big deal.  Now they want to be sure I’m not some kind of threat.

B: You’re not a threat.  I’m sure they’ll see that.  You’re probably the best one there.

H: There’s this one dude on my floor held a razor blade under his tongue or five hours.  Talked to the orderlies and ate and everything.

B: Why on earth did he do that?

H: He was trying to break my record.

B: Hank.  What do you want to be when you grow up?

H: I am grown up.

B: When I look at you I see a lost little boy.

H: Then get your eyes checked.

