CoMe FRoOM AWAY

... Ar€ youssure [ cannot help-you with the f60d?
CLAUDE
People starptéking passengers Féck to their houses to get cJeanedupand then inviting

¢ todinner—and then p dtting them up in their gu€st rooms.

A  (fARTHA)

' Look, Misses. Jn just 20 weeks atong and my Terry’s alreaghf set up the nursery, you and
your little pfie will be mucpnore comfortable there.

3 (BRITNEY)
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) | People are saying “we want you to come {o our house.” And I think, what is up with this?
| I mean, are they charging for these “free” showers? Or are they gonna go all Norman
| Bates... Anyway, [ wasn't falling for it. But finally, I'm invited back to the Mayor of

Appleton’s house—that sounds fancy, but it's not— there’s a mayor for every town of a

thousand people in Newfoundland. There's the Mayor, of Gander (ke points to CLAUDE).

There’s the Mayor of Lewisporte (CLAUDE puts on glasses). There's the Mayor of Gambo
| (CLAUDE puts on a moustache). Anyway, I'm staying with the Mayor of Appleton.
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.(CLAUDE puts on a hat, becoming DERM.)

11 (DERM)
Come on in, son. The Irish Whiskey’s in the bar downstairs.

BOB ;

His wife shows me where my bedroom is and where the shower is and through it all, I
keep thinking —where am I going to leave my wallet? Someone is gonna steal my wallet.
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