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The Hook

The “Waters of Life” is a tragicomic fable for adults, based on a statement by Tarkovsky, made shortly before his death: “If a miracle were to happen, and one man were to receive the gift of eternal life, and another, to discover the exact day of his death, they should both share the same sense of calm and confidence in the value of the days to come.”

Log Line

Andy, forty, is an inept postman, who live in Chicago, in the poorest side of town. One day, quite by accident, he finds himself in the presence of a lonely old man, lying on his death bed. This isn’t just any old man though. He is a famous saint and healer with an uncanny ability to look into the future. In fact, the precision with which his prophecies are fulfilled has earned him a reputation throughout the country. While caring for the old man in his final hours, Andy shares with him his own unhappy story, bereft of any good luck. He tells him about all the time that he had lost and his pessimistic outlook on life in general. His devotion and his saga both touch the old man. Shortly before he dies, he hands Andy a flask, claiming that it holds the “Water of Life,” a potion that is sure to grant anyone who drinks it eternal life. Andy drinks the water, overcome by a sense of irony and distrust.


A few days later, Andy is miraculously saved from a traffic accident. Now he is forced to reconsider the old man’s remarkable claims about the potion. Andy is obsessed by the very idea that he might live forever, and cannot get a moment’s rest. He risks his life by intentionally placing himself in the most dangerous situations, yet somehow he always manages to escape without a scrape. Utterly confused by what is happening to him, he loses his job, but this only detaches him even more from the world around him. He wanders aimlessly throughout Tel Aviv, cursing the old man, who interrupted his calm. 


Then one day, Andy is witness to a jarring event. A woman was caught in a horrible accident that by all accounts should have left her dead, but just like him, she was miraculously spared. On closer inspection he recognizes her as one of the old man’s clients. He follows her, and to his surprise, discovers that she has attempted suicide. Like him, she puts herself in dangerous situations, and like him, each time she is miraculously spared. Deciding that he has finally discovered another eternal victim of the old man’s kindheartedness, Andy is suddenly encouraged. At long last, he has found a partner to share in his eternity.


Andy convinces her that they are both trapped in a similar situation and prods her to get to know him better. Their relationship rushes into a passionate affair, replete with escapades that would only be feasible for two people convinced that no matter what happens, they will live forever. Finally, Andy is happy, and she is too, except for those rare moments of gloom, when sadness overwhelms her and she shuts herself up in her own little world. Other than that they live in bliss, until Andy discovers the real reason for her sadness and for her countless attempts to kill herself. 

Background Story

Andy is a forty-year-old postman, who lives and works in one of the poorest, most picturesque neighborhoods of Old Jaffa. He lives alone in an apartment on the first floor of a small, two-story, public housing project. Andy has no real friends nor even the financial means to go out. Whatever he earns he saves for the emergency he always expects will strike at any moment. In fact, the only pleasure he allows himself is a bottle of Smirnoff at the end of the day, after he has finished working. His only possessions are an old scooter that he rides to deliver the mail, and a battered helmet with a torn strap that he attaches to his head with a wide band tied under his chin. It actually makes him look like someone with a constant toothache. 


An old man of about eighty lives on the floor above him. He is an observant Jew and a healer, well-known throughout the city, a fortune teller, who knows what fate has in store for anyone who asks. All the city’s most respected citizens—doctors, lawyers, politicians, and even the mayor himself—make use of his services. From the wee hours of the morning, the parking area outside the filthy entrance to the building is crowded with brand new Volvos, Mercedes, and BMWs. 
The glamour and wealth of so many others passes constantly in front of Andy. 
On rainy days the staircase is packed with people in line to see the old man

On the other hand, Andy never took the old man seriously or even had any contact with him. He always thought it ironic that these people had nothing better to do with all their money than to constantly be a nuisance to him. They make noise outside his window and leave their dirt in the stairwell. Every so often, he complains to the old man about this, but his neighbor always finds some way to calm him down. 

Synopsis

Andy is awakened by the sound of a siren approaching in the distance. Sitting up in bed, he notices a commotion outside his apartment. As he opens the window he sees a doctor and two orderlies running into the building with a stretcher. Down below is the regular crowd, waiting to be allowed in to see the old man, but today they are all looking up to his window. Andy yawns as he closes the window, carefully makes a sandwich for work, then gets dressed and leaves the apartment. The doctor is coming down the stairs, angrily voicing his rage and frustration over the old man’s refusal to go to the hospital. The two orderlies are right behind him, carrying an empty stretcher. Outside the people pummel the doctor with questions, but he just gets into his car and drives off, without answering any of them. Instead they are left to stare up at the window, confused and helpless. Andy is in no hurry as he unchains his scooter and revs up the motor. The old man comes out to his second-story balcony, and calls down to the crowd: “Tomorrow, come tomorrow!” before sinking heavily into a wicker armchair and closing his eyes. The crowd disperses, and the sidewalk in front of the building empties. Andy straps on his helmet. A new Buick races toward the apartment, then brakes to a screeching halt right in front of Andy. A pretty, light-haired woman steps out, leaving the door open. As she walks haltingly to the apartment, Andy stops her and says: “He’s not receiving today. He’s ill.” The woman stares desperately at Andy, and then at the old man’s window. “He’s sick,” Andy repeats himself, and the woman bends over the scooters mirror to adjust her tangled hair, before tossing Andy a fleeting smiles and heading back to her car. Andy watches as she pulls out a half-empty bottle of whiskey and empties it. As he approaches, she lowers her head and starts to sob. She slams the door shut and turns on the ignition. The tires skid across the street and the car flies off, leaving Andy little more than a split second to leap out of the way. The car disappears around the corner, and Andy lets out a curse. Then he revs up his scooter again, casts a final glance at the old man’s balcony, and leaves. The old man is still sitting in his armchair, warmed by the winter sun.


By evening the weather has changed drastically. A pale sun peaks out from between the dark clouds. When Andy arrives home, the old man is still sitting in the chair on his balcony, in the exact same position that Andy left him. Andy walks into his apartment, picks up the trash, and goes back into the yard. It is starting to drizzle, but the old man doesn’t seem to notice. Worried, Andy walks up the flight of stairs and knocks on old man’s door. When no one answers, he continues up to the roof. A burst of thunder seems to warn that a storm is on its way. Andy huddles under his coat and walks to the edge of the roof. On the balcony below him, the old man is sitting without moving at all. Andy calls to him again and again, but the old man doesn’t answer. A flash of lightning is reflected in his eyes, and Andy imagines that he saw the old man blink. By now it is pouring, but at risk to his life, Andy climbs down the drainpipe and reaches the balcony. After making sure that the old man is still breathing, he drags him back into the apartment, turns on a light, and asks the old man what happened. The man’s lips tremble, but no sound comes out. Andy searches hopelessly for a telephone, then he starts to run down to his own apartment to use the phone there. Just before he leaves the apartment, he hears the old man’s voice behind him. It takes every effort for him to even move his tongue to speak. He tells Andy that he is paralyzed and that it is too late for an ambulance, because he knows that he won’t live till morning. He adds that he has no relations and that he doesn’t want to die in the hospital. Then he asks Andy to do him one last favor and stay with him until morning. Andy agrees. It is the first time that he ever really went inside the old man’s apartment. The tiny room is crammed with ancient tomes with gilded bindings, bright stones, and wooden utensils of some unknown purpose. Seeing the old man shivering from the cold, Andy forces him to take a hot shower. He carries him to the bathroom and undresses him. It is the first time that he ever saw the naked body of an old man. The old man notices that Andy is having a difficult time overcoming his embarrassment as he washes him. Then he wraps him in a sheet and carries him back to the bed. The old man is still shivering, so Andy heads back down to his apartment to get the bottle of Smirnoff, but the old man refuses to drink any. Each time he shuts his eyes, Andy imagines that he will never open them again, He drinks the Smirnoff himself, straight from the bottle, while he tries to distract the old man with stories about his own life. This actually improves the old man’s mood slightly. Andy talks about his loneliness and of his dreams that disappeared, of the time he has lost, and of the fact that he is already forty, and he hasn’t made anything out of his life. Andy is swept away by his Smirnoff and his story, and he fails to notice that the old man is paying rapt attention to his every word. “Listen,” the old man suddenly interrupts. “I want to thank you for all your kindness, for agreeing to stay with me in my final hours. I want to give you a gift that will turn your life around; something that will make you braver, freer; something that will finally release you from the bonds of time. Please go in to the other room. There, on the shelf, you’ll see a small, green flask with a narrow neck. Bring it to me.” Andy is thrilled that the old man started speaking. He runs to the next room and comes back with a tiny bottle, which he brings to the old man. When he finds him lying there with his eyes shut, Andy is overcome with fear.


“It’s for you,” the old man suddenly says, without even opening his eyes. “In this bottle is a potion that grants eternal life. I know that it is hard to believe, but if you drink it, you’ll live forever and be able to achieve whatever you want, without ever having to hurry.” 

Andy begins to smile: obviously the old man has taken loss of his senses. “Why don’t you drink it yourself,” asks Andy, :”if you’re afraid that you won’t make it till morning?

The old man opens his eyes and smiles: “I’m not afraid. I did everything I was supposed to do in this life. Now, my time has come to leave it.”

“No one can do everything,” retorts Andy, who is suddenly roused from his stupor. “There’s no such thing.” 

The old man is silent.

“There’s no such thing,” Andy repeats and gently shakes the old man.

Through the window, he can see the clear morning sky. The first rays of light creep through the blinds and are reflected on the gilded bindings of the ancient tomes. The gentle rays light up the room. Andy stands there, helpless, flask in hand, over the old man’s corpse.

Alongside the cemetery’s crooked fence, expensive new cars like Volvos, Mercedes, and BMWs are parked. A huge crowd is gathered around the old man’s fresh grave man. The rabbi utters the finals words of the Kaddish. Standing among the crowd, Andy feels like a stranger. Then he notices the light-haired woman from yesterday, sobbing the same sentence over and over: “I was late! How could I be so late!” The rabbis completes the Kaddish, and the crowd begins to disperse. Finally, the only people left beside the grave are the woman and a man, apparently her husband, holding her shoulders and trying to steer her to a waiting car. Breaking free, she turns to her husband and hollers at the top of her voice: “He was my last chance!” then walks away. A doctor from the local hospital, one of the old man’s regular clients, walks back to offer Andy a lift to town.

Apart from Andy, a few of the old man’s many admirers are sitting in the doctor’s car. While they drive off, Andy hears incredible stories about the wisdom, the kindness, and the mystical prowess of the elderly saint. He also hears about all the sick people he cured: His death will be an enormous blow for everyone, who knew him. 

Later that evening, Andy sits alone in his apartment, sipping at his Smirnoff. At this time of night, he is drunk as usual. The green flask is sitting on the table right next to his bottle of liquor. Andy picks it up, uncorks it, and sniffs at it: it has no scent. Then he tries to pour a drop onto the tip of his tongue to taste it, but the neck of the flask is much too narrow, so Andy shakes it over his gaping mouth, and to his surprise, all the liquid pours out. Andy chokes and swallows it, then holds his breath and listens carefully to hear if any changes are taking place inside him. He jumps to the mirror, but everything seems to be the same as always. He laughs at his naïveté, then goes back to the room and finishes off the bottle of Smirnoff. When he is done, he tosses it in the trash along with the flask, then goes to catch up on his lost sleep. 

The next day, Andy is delivering the mail. Everything seems to be going as usual, when suddenly a garbage truck crashes into him at high speed. The first thing he sees, when he opens his eyes, is the frightened face of the driver and a pile of scrap metal that was once his scooter. He is not allowed to move until an ambulance arrives. 

At the hospital he is examined by the same doctor, who drove him back from the cemetery. Andy came through the accident unscathed; the doctor cannot find a single scratch. After completing his examination, the doctor expresses his amazement at Andy’s remarkable condition. Jokingly, he suggests that Andy go to the synagogue to offer a prayer for his miraculous rescue. Andy, however, is still in shock. He tells the doctor about the magical potion that the old man gave him. 

After a long silence the doctor says: “I don’t know what to tell you. I knew the old man for years. He never said a false word in his life. I know this might sound strange to you, especially from a man of science, but who knows? Anything is possible. The old man was never wrong.”

“But how can I be sure of it? How can it be checked?” asks Andy. 

“What be checked?” the doctor responds.

“How can I be sure that I’ll live forever?” Andy answers back, as if he has suddenly lost his voice.

“You must try” -  the doctors smiles ironically.

“Try what!?” – asks Andy.

“Try to die…”

This strikes a deeper chord with Andy than he ever expected. From this very moment, everything he sees or does evokes thoughts of eternity. He heads back to the site of his miraculous rescue to spend the night by the remains of his scooter, drowning his thoughts in a bottle of Smirnoff. Try as he may, he cannot find any logical explanation for what happened. 

That night Andy falls asleep on the sidewalk, only to be woken up by the blaring horn of a garbage truck. Looking up, he sees a looming wheel directly in front of him. The driver, who recognizes Andy, pokes his head out of the window to ask him something. Andy turns around and leaves without answering. Walking along the sidewalk, he sees the cars shooting past him in the street. “I have to try it,” he mumbles to himself, “I have to be sure.” He closes his eyes tightly and jumps right into the street. Brakes screech to a halt. A taxi stops just a few centimeters from him. The driver hops out and screams at Andy, but he just stands their with his eyes tightly shut. The only thing that saves him from a thrashing is the crowd that is surprised by the driver’s abrupt response. Finally, Andy opens his eyes and walks away without saying a word.

Once again he wanders the streets listlessly. How can be sure that it was the potion that saved him again, rather than the driver’s own skills.

On a blisteringly cold winter day, Andy is roaming along the Tel Aviv beach. Two old men playing paddle ball stop to stare as Andy undresses and dives into the stormy sea. He chokes as he struggles against the waves, but suddenly strong hands grab him by the hair. Directly in front of him he can see the two old men, dragging him to the beach and resuscitating him. Andy breaks free and runs shivering from the beach. He hasn’t thanked his two saviors, and he hasn’t resolved his doubts either. 

Absent from work because of his fit of depression, Andy loses his job. He uses his last savings to buy himself a pistol, but a picture from a suspense film, showing a human brain exploded by a shot and smeared on the wall, eliminates any desire he ever had to conduct such a simplistic test, no matter how direct the consequences. 

Instead he becomes addicted to alcohol on the very day that he is taken by firemen from the roof of an eight story-building, just before he tried to leap to oblivion. 

About a month later, Andy has reached the lowest level of despair. He is more alone than ever before, hovering over a bottle of beer in a filthy little coffee shop. Suddenly, the screech of brakes brings him back to reality. From everywhere around him he can shouts of “There’s been an accident! An accident!” and the sound of footsteps rushing to the scene. Andy joins the flow to see broad skid marks stretched across the asphalt. Sitting on the curb, by a taxi that tilted to a halt, is a woman in shock, her face hidden by a tangle of hair. An ambulance arrives, and a policeman questions the witnesses. Andy hears them defend the driver, explaining that the woman dived into the street. While the policeman notifies her family on his cellular phone, the woman recovers from her shock. She wants to leave at once, but the doctor insists on taking her to the hospital. She just gestures to him in disdain and walks briskly away. Now Andy can see her face. He recognizes her as the light-haired woman that was so distraught at the old man’s funeral. A new Buick pulls up, and the woman’s husband jumps out and races after his wife. Suddenly Andy realizes what is happening and decides to follow them. “Why are you doing it again? Why?!” he can hear the husband shouting. 

The woman refuses to answer him, and just pleads with her husband to let her go. Finally, the man releases his wife, then follows her surreptitiously, so that she doesn’t notice. Andy manages to keep just a short distance behind him. The woman glances around her, then walks into a small pharmacy. She comes out a few minutes later carrying a small bag. Her husband jumps out and grabs the bag away from her, then tosses it into the trash. “Leave me alone! Stop bothering me!” the woman screams at her husband, before slapping him and running off. The man spins around and walks right past Andy, then disappears down the street. Andy looks carefully into the trash bin. He can see the box that fell out of the woman’s bag. On the label, it says “Rat Poison.” Afraid that he might lose track of the woman, Andy runs after her again. He learns that like him, she is trying to commit suicide, yet each time is unsuccessful. He even tries to stop her once, so that he can talk to her, but this just infuriates the woman, who runs away from him too. Still, Andy continues to follow her.

The woman walks to the railway tracks and sits down on them. From behind a distant hill, a train is hurtling toward her. Andy approaches, but she doesn’t seem to notice him. He sits down beside her, and she ogles him in shock. The train is rushing directly toward them. Andy and the woman cannot take their eyes off each other. He squeezes her hand tightly. The train is nearly on top of them. Suddenly they hear the sound of a barrier, redirecting the train to another track. It changes tracks just a few feet behind them. 

“Listen, please …” says Andy, as he stares at the train speeding away. “I have the same problem. You can’t do anything about it. You have to find some way to live with it. I also tried to do all the same things you’re doing, but every time, at the very last minute, someone, something, got in my way. I know you have the same problem. I saw you coming to visit the old man. I saw you at his funeral too. You can’t do anything about it now. He wanted to help us, but he failed!”

The woman listens to his story, disbelieving at first, but then gratefully attentive as soon as he mentions the old man.  Her name is Tali and she is about thirty. She covers her face and begins to cry, so Andy tries to comfort her and offers her his friendship. For a while, Andy tries to find out what actually brought her to the old man, but every mention of his name evokes such a rush of emotions, that he soon foregoes all his efforts to learn about her relationship with the miracle-worker. Tali only calms down, when Andy promises her that they will never speak about the old man again.

Now that she finally found someone, who shares the same experiences as her, she refuses to discuss the topic any further. Andy agrees. Although she does not like talking about herself, she does reveal that she has been married for ten years to a man that destroyed her passion for life: a man that never wanted to have children.

The dawn of spring coincides with the beginnings of their love. Andy feels that he no longer needs to put his eternal life to the test, now that he has found someone to share them with him. They move to another town, one step ahead of Tali’s husband, who is still chasing them. They are finally happy. Their life is like a carnival, where they can do what they want, whenever they want. They travel across the country together and even take a trip to Egypt. Yet every so often, Tali has an attack of dizziness and grows pale. Instead of telling Andy the reason, she just makes a joke out of it. For his part, Andy just attributes her attacks to the hot climate.

There is no limit to their happiness, when they find out that Tali is pregnant. Until now, they had been living off of Tali’s savings, but when they run out, Andy gets a job washing skyscraper windows. 

Meanwhile, as the baby grows in Tali’s womb, her attacks become more frequent. She is now in her eighth month. It is the Purim holiday, and Tali insists that she wants to go to the carnival. Despite her bulging belly, she even wants to dance. Andy waltzes her around the street, when suddenly she passes out and collapses. Despite all Andy’s efforts, Tali will not recover.

Her contractions begin on the way to the hospital. Andy sits beside her, consumed by terror. Tali is taken directly from the emergency room to the ICU unit. Andy mistakenly blurts out that he is not her husband, and when he asks to be taken to her, the hospital staff refuses. He tries to force his way past the medics, and the security guards remove him from the hospital. His shouts grow distant and blend in with the cries of the newborn baby.

Andy comes back to his senses and returns to the ICU unit. Through the window he can see the doctors hovering over Tali. When one of them comes out, Andy pounces on him: “What’s wrong with her?”

“Don’t you know?” the doctor asks cautiously. “She only has a few days to live. It may even be a question of hours.”

“What wrong with her?” Andy repeats, refusing to believe what he just heard.

“She has a brain tumor,” he can hear someone say behind his back. He spins around to see Tali’s husband. A nurse comes out of the ICU unit, carrying an infant in her arms. She is followed by a doctor. From the look on their faces both Andy and Tali's husband realize that she is no longer alive. “It can’t be!” murmurs Andy. 

“The baby is healthy” the doctor mumbles in confusion, not knowing who the father is. “She even managed to see it.”

“It can’t be” Andy stutters. He turns and walks silently down the corridor. Pictures flash before his eyes. 

The old man’s lips quiver: “This bottle contains the potion for everlasting life. Drink it and you will live forever.”

The face of the driver that struck Andy flickers before him.

Andy steps into the elevator and presses one of the buttons, without even noticing where it will take him.

He sees the doctor smiling ironically: “Try dying.”

Tali appears before him too: “Just don’t mention the old man again. He really wanted to help me.”

The doctor continues: “He cured so many incurable cases.”

Tali’s husband says: “She has a brain tumor.”

Andy gets out of the elevator and follows a long corridor. Eventually, he comes to a door. He opens it and finds himself on the hospital’s tenth-floor roof.

He sees Tali’s distraught face at the old man’s funeral: “He was my last chance!”

Andy inches forward to the edge of the roof. The sky begins to clear.

He sees Tali’s excited expression as she announces: “I’m pregnant!”

Andy moves forward slowly. Suddenly, from somewhere down below, he can hear the wail of an infant in the distance. He leans over the ledge of the building and the baby’s cry gets louder and louder. Suddenly he realizes where is and runs back along the same way that he came. People back away from him and doors suddenly open widely. Andy bursts in to the empty room to find a baby lying on a large bed. Tali’s husband and the nurse are hovering over it. Tali’s husband picks the baby up and hugs him. “I have no intention of taking him away from you. I know that it’s yours. The old man was her last chance, but he didn’t have enough time to finish.”

Andy takes the baby from him. “Over the last few months of her life, you gave her everything that I could n0t during all those years we lived together,” Tali’s husband continues, but Andy can no longer hear him. He is heading outside with the baby in his arms. The rising sun casts a long shadow in front of him.

The End

