Granddad and the Laundry Basket - a short film of a storyteller: transcript

Narrator 

Once there was a boy called Billy and he was a very lucky boy because both his mum and his dad were very very rich and they lived in a very very big house. But Billy was also a very lonely boy because his mum and dad – to get even richer – had to work even harder and he hardly ever saw them. He had his own front door key and after play centre, he used to run home and let himself into the house. He went to the kitchen, made himself some toast and then sprinted upstairs to play his Playstation. And it was many hours later before his mum and dad came home and all he heard was the front door slamming and his dad shouting up 'Billy are you there?', 'Yes Dad'. And then he wouldn't see them again, perhaps, until the next day. 

Well, one day – it was a Sunday – Mum and Dad were home and they were all round eating their Sunday dinner and that was a great time for Billy. But the phone rang and Dad got up, picked up the phone and said 'Hello... I beg your pardon? What...? What...? But... just a minute, we cannot...! I...I do not take responsibility. All right, all right, all right – I'll be there'. Mum turned and said 'Who was that?'. 'It was the hospital. My father – your grandfather Billy – I am afraid, well his heating doesn't work, one of his windows is smashed and he can't look after himself anymore. We can't afford to put him into a home'. 'No we can't' said Mother, 'We have two foreign holidays a year. I mean, we can't give those up'. 'So, the hospital can't look after him anymore', said Dad, 'It means he has to come and live with us'. Dad said 'Oh dear', Mum said 'Oh no!', Billy said 'Yes!' because he loved his granddad. His granddad was full of stories and always had time for Billy. Billy was so excited, it was as if he was sitting on thorns waiting for his granddad to come. The car pulled up outside, dad got out, opened the boot and picked up Granddad's one suitcase, brought it to the front door, then he opened the door for the old man who slowly got out and came into the house. 'Granddad!' said Billy. 'Oh, hello Billy boy, it's good to see you son, good to see you'. Mum said 'Now, I think you should sleep downstairs because I need the room for my dressing room, and Roger needs the room for his office'. 'That's alright, I don't mind'. 'You'll be sleeping on a camp bed'. 'Oh I am used to it'. 'Are you sure?', said Billy. 'Oh yeah, Billy boy. During the war we used to sleep on camp beds all the time. It's quite enjoyable actually'. That night Granddad stayed downstairs. Billy stayed with him for a long time and they talked into the night. Well, the next day at dinner time, the four of them were sitting around the table, it was soup first. And Granddad got his soup, but Granddad – he had no teeth – so when he sipped his soup, he made a noise. 'Oh it's very good soup Billy boy, do you like it?'. 'It's great Granddad'. Billy started to laugh at Granddad's noise but Mum and Dad didn't laugh and afterwards Mum said 'I cannot have him making that noise at the dinner table. From now on he eats his food in the sitting room'. 'Oh I don't mind', said Granddad, 'I am used to eating alone'. Billy wanted to go in and eat with Granddad – Mum and Dad didn't let him. Well, after that meal, when Mum came in to take away Granddad's plate, there were crumbs all over the carpet because granddad is an old man and when he picks up a fork, the fork shakes and sometimes the crumbs spill. 'Oh I'm sorry my dear. I didn't, I didn't mean it'. 'Oh you are a mucky pup' said Mum, 'You're disgusting, absolutely disgusting. From now on you will not eat your meals in the sitting room, you will eat your meals in the garden'. Billy said 'Mum, please don't put Granddad into the garden'. 'It's alright Billy boy, it's alright. It'll be like having a picnic really at the garden table'. 'Oh no' said Mum, 'You are not eating at the garden table. I am putting your food on the floor'. So Granddad went out to the garden to eat and it was a cold day and Billy looked through the patio windows at his granddad and he said 'Granddad, I'm sorry'. 'It's alright Billy. Don't worry, I'm enjoying it'. 

That night Billy couldn't get to sleep because Mum and Dad were talking in the next room. Billy wanted to know what they were talking about, so he got out of bed and went to their bedroom door. He was just about to knock when, instead, he put his ear to the door and he heard Mum saying 'Roger, we've got to get rid of him. He is turning the house upside down – it's very inconvenient'. 'I know, dear. I know – I am embarrassed that he's my father, but I've got an idea. What we will do is get the big laundry basket from downstairs, we will put him in the laundry basket, put the laundry basket in the 4×4, drive out to Epping forest and leave the basket by the road. Someone is bound to find it. They will open it up, see the old man – they'll take care of him'. Billy was horrified. He opened the door, he said 'Please ,Mum and Dad, don't do that to Granddad'. 'Billy get back to your bed now! Don't be such a naughty boy – get back!'. Billy had to go back to his bed. Mum and Dad went downstairs to where granddad was sleeping. Dad said 'Father, come on, come on. Get up now'. 'Oh, hello son. What's the matter?'. 'You're going on a little journey'. They pulled out the laundry basket and opened it. 'Father, you'll have to get into the basket'. 'Oh, why is that son?'. 'Trust me Father, trust me. I am your son'. Granddad got into the laundry basket and mum and dad pulled the laundry basket out the front door to the 4×4. Billy looked out the window – 'Mum, Dad!'. 'Billy, get back in. We don't want the neighbours to wake up. Quickly, open the door of the disco darling. Try and get him in'. 'But Dad, please, please!'. 'Billy, what is it?'. 'Dad, please remember to bring back the laundry basket'. 'Bring back the laundry basket? But why boy? Why?'. 'Because I'm going to need that basket when you get old, Dad'. Dad stopped and he thought 'What am I doing? – My own dad. I am trying to leave him by the road'. He opened the basket and said 'Dad, I'm sorry. I'm so, so sorry'. 'Oh, that's alright son' and he helped Granddad out of the basket. Granddad sat at the dinner table the next day and when he slurped his soup, Dad got his soup spoon and slurped his soup, Mum got her soup spoon and slurped her soup and they both burst out laughing. When Granddad spilled some crumps on the table, Mum didn't mind. And when Granddad got very ill and he died, they all cried but they weren't tears of sadness – they were tears of joy that they had all spent the last days of that wonderful man together. And that is the end of the story. 

