ELENI SOTIRIOU
THE LIST
2012
Eleni Sotiriou grew up in the city of Larisa, Greece, studied Architecture in Athens, Paris and London, lives and works in Shanghai. The List is her second script-writing attempt. The first one is so old that even she cannot recall it. 
[image: image1.jpg]



SYNOPSIS
Thirty-five year-old Makis lives with his terminally ill mother, who dictates at him a list of advice on how to live his life when she dies. 
SUMMARY
Makis, a single, thirty-five year old man, lives in Athens with his terminally ill mother. On a daily basis, Makis, besides taking care of his sick mom, compiles a list of the advice she insists on dictating at him, in her effort to leave him with a complete guide on how to live his life when she's gone.  
1. - INT. / APARTMENT / DAY
Small sitting space of a Greek middle-class family. The TV is playing a Greek soap opera. A woman in her seventies is sitting in an armchair, her legs covered with a blanket and her head covered with a dark-coloured scarf. She looks weak and tired, with a pale skin. With the remote control in her hand, she watches without paying attention on the TV. All of a sudden, she calls in a loud voice.
MOM:
Makiiiii….Maki!
Immediately, MAKIS, a tall, well-built man in his mid-thirties appears upset at the sitting-room door. 

MAKIS:
What's going on mom, what's wrong? 
MOM:
Come on, son, it's half past three. 

MAKIS:
Mom, you scared me!
MOM:
Come on, let's not waste more time, we have to leave at half past four. Go on, bring me the list.
MAKIS leaves the room and returns after a few seconds carrying some sheets of paper and a pen. He gives the papers to MOM. She browses through the pages and starts asking him questions reading aloud from the papers. 
MOM:
Let's see… Tell me, what do you do in case the frying pan sets on fire while you're cooking? 
MAKIS:
I pull the pan from the stove and cover it with a lid. I must never pour water into it. 
MOM:
Correct… How much alcohol should you consume? 
MAKIS:
A small glass of red wine with lunch and up to three drinks per week.  

MOM:
And?
MAKIS:
Ah, yes. And I should never drink and drive. Yeah, ok, I know that. Ask me something else. 
MOM:
What happens if the girl you are dating announces she is pregnant? 
MAKIS:
I suspect she might be a gold-digger. I take a paternity test to make sure the baby is mine. And I always use condoms beforehand. If the baby is mine, I marry her. Otherwise, I leave her. 
MOM:
Well done. Now, write down. 

MOM passes MAKIS the papers and dictates. He writes down. 
MOM:
Number 59. When you have a child, if it's a boy, you will name it after your father. If it's a girl, you will name it after me. You must have at least two kids. Before you get married you must agree on that with your whoever fiancée, otherwise, if she doesn't agree, don't go on marrying her… Number 60. Never lend money, even if it's relatives or friends. If it's a real emergency, like a health problem, you may lend, but not much, always keep money for yourself, for a case of emergency… Number 61… Be in good terms with your future wife's family, but don't let them control you, always be cautious. Number 62… You should add lemon juice to your lentils, not vinegar; vinegar is not good but lemon kills germs… Number 63… 
They are interrupted by the phone ringing in the other room. MAKIS goes to answer. MOM absent-mindedly goes through the almost creased sheets of paper. From the room next door we can hear MAKIS speaking on the phone. 
MAKIS:
Hello!… Oh, hello doctor. Yes, my mom is here. Yes, she's good… But her appointment is at five. At four? Can we come over now? Yes! (…) yes, thank you. We will be there in half an hour. 
He hangs up the phone. He walks towards his MOM.

MAKIS:
Mom, what time is your chemo today? 

MOM:
Five. 
MAKIS:
What do you mean five mom? Your appointment is at four! You messed it up completely! Come on, come on, let's go! 
He supports his MOM's arm and helps her as she tries to stand up. MOM stands for a while and stares at him affectionately.
MOM:
If it's a girl, you'll name it after me. If it's a boy, you'll name it after your late father. He was a real man your father, tall and handsome, like yourself. 
In slow steps, MAKIS and MOM walk out of the sitting room. 
MOM:
Did you get the list? 
MAKIS:
I got it. I got it. 
