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TI ME TO BREATHE - SHORT FI LM
FADE | N:
| NT:  AFTERNOON

BLANK WALL EXCEPT LARGE CLOCK, ROVAN NUMERALS, CASTI NG
SHADOW CLOCK TI CKI NG DOWN FROM 12: 59: 45 TOMRDS 13: 00: 00.
CLOCK STOPS AT 13:00: 00

PATRI CK (V. Q)
What is this life if, full of care,
W have no tine to stand and
stare?--

AS THE CLOCK STOPS, BEG N FADE TOMNRDS NEXT SCENE
EXT: AFTERNOON - SUNNY

PATRICK (V.Q ) (cont’d)
No tinme to stand beneath the
boughs,

FADES FROM CLOCK TO W DE VI STA OVER- LOOKI NG RYDAL WATER I N
THE LAKE DI STRI CT. HI LLS/ MOUNTAI N RANGE | N BACKGROUND, BLUE
SKY, SUMMERTI ME. VI EW ACRCSS CALM GREYI SH BLUE LAKE, DUCKS
TRAVERSI NG. PANNI NG ACROSS CATTLE I N FI ELDS BEYOND LAKE.

PATRICK (V. Q) (cont’d)
And stare as | ong as sheep and
COWs:

DOG RUNNI NG BACK AND FORWARD QUT OF WATER FURTHER DOWN LAKE
(OUT OF EARSHOQT) .

PATRICK (V.Q.) (cont’d)
No time to see, when woods we pass,

WATCHI NG SQUI RRELS RUNNI NG AROCUND BASES OF TREES. SOUNDS OF
A FEWBIRDS I N THE TRESS SURROUNDI NG THE FI RST PLACEMENT.

PATRICK (V.Q ) (cont’d)
Where squirrels hide their nuts in
grass:

PAN ACROSS TO STREAM FLOW NG DOWN FROM HI LLS | NTO EDGE OF
LAKE. W DE SHOT OF YOUNG LADY | N STREAM

PATRICK (V. Q) (cont’d)
No tine to see, in broad daylight,
Streanms full of stars, l|ike skies
at ni ght:

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 2.

FOCUS NOW FULLY ON LONE YOUNG BARE- FOOTED LADY TWRLI NG I N
STREAM SUMVER DRESS ( YELLOW W TH BI G FLOWERS, KNEE LENGTH,
FLON NG HEM) .

PATRICK (V.Q.) (cont’d)
No tinme to turn at Beauty’s gl ance,
And wat ch her feet, how they can
dance:

FOCUS I N ON YOUNG LADI ES HEAD/ FACE - LAUGH NG AND SM LI NG
ARMS QUT AS SHE SPI NS

PATRICK (V.Q.) (cont’d)
No tinme to wait till her nouth can
Enrich that smle her eyes began?

PAN CAMERA BACK TO W DE VI STA (OVER- LOOKI NG RYDAL WATER I N
THE LAKE DI STRI CT) SHOW NG BLUE SKY, MOUNTAINS, WOODED AREAS

PATRICK (V.Q ) (cont’d)
A poor life this if, full of care,
We have no tinme to stand and stare.

FADE QUT:
THE END



