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    fade in:

EXTREME CLOSEUP - WOMAN’S FINGER 

hesitates to tap the enter key on a computer keyboard. Letter by letter the word ENTER flies on to the screen from the key. She taps the enter key. 

EXT. RESIDENTIAL STREET – DAY (SEPIA TURNS TO COLOR)

A car drives down this peaceful, dappled sunlight street of Victorian houses. A woman pushes a baby carriage. 

SUPER: “AUGUST 15, 1912”

MYSTERY POV  

watches FROM BEHIND a tree on the other side of the street, SARAH BREDDING, a young 40, dark hair and brown eyes, walk contented with shopping bags. Only his hands show leaning against the tree as she passes.

BACK TO SCENE

Mrs. Smith, 70, with broom, talks to two POLICEMEN, then with excitement she points at Sarah as she walks towards them. 

     POLICEMEN

(to Sarah)

Madam! Madam! 

Sarah smiles her compliance, then runs fast up a driveway and behind a house as best she can in a long dress. 

The policemen chase her, BLOW WHISTLES. 

Sarah rushes up to a tall brick wall and jumps, her body slams into the cold bricks and ricochets to the ground. Regaining her balance she tosses the bags over and with one last hopeful jump manages to get a grip. 

Both policemen run up to the wall and reach out for Sarah. She quickly pulls herself over the wall just in time, ripping her dress in the process. 



    INT. BREDDING’S OFFICE (MOMENTS LATER)

1900 decor. President Taft’s picture on the wall. Sarah in a hurry lifts the Persian rug, opens the CREAKING TRAPDOOR, and descends. Through the crack she tries to adjust the rug, but the rug remains ruffled. TRAPDOOR CREAKS shut.

SECRET ROOM 

Dark. Sarah looks at the ceiling. Weak amber light outlines her face. A sweat droplet glistens on the tip of her nose... From above, GLASS SHATTERS, FAST FOOTSTEPS, MUFFLED VOICES.

    EXT. BEACH HOUSE - PORCH - DAY

Perfect summer weather over a beach scene. BENJAMIN FRANKLIN BREDDING, 65, relaxed, reads a book on a porch rocker. PHONE RINGS inside. He gets up.

    INT. HALLWAY                                                                                         

A happy loud group of kids in swimsuits run past and jostle Bredding in the tight hallway as he takes the receiver off the wood wall phone. They run out the screen door. He smiles at them.

                         BREDDING

Hello... Yes, this is Bredding.    
POLICEMAN (V.O)

I’m calling to inform you that a woman we were chasing entered your home, and we had to break a window to get in. The woman got away. Your neighbor, Mrs. Smith, was the one who alerted us.

Bredding’s face grows from deep thought to a hopeful smile.

INT. SARAH’S HOUSE (MAUI) - DAY (PRESENT TIME)

INDIAN MUSIC PLAYS in her simple, possessionless small studio house. A Buddha statue in the corner. Flowers everywhere.

SUPER: “PRESENT TIME, FIVE DAYS BEFORE”

Sarah packs a suitcase with messy determination on her bed. Closes it with only one latch, shirtsleeves hang out. 

    She walks to the open front door and flings the SUITCASE out 

    onto the wood porch, THUD. It springs opens, the clothes 

    fall out.

Sarah pushes an un-cooperating, stubborn man through the DOOR, SLAMS it closed. She swipes her palms clean and takes a big breath of relief as she plops down on the couch next to DARIA, her longhair dachshund.

Sarah

Well, Daria, I’m still batting a perfect 1000. Where is he, already?

EXT. SARAH’S GARDEN – MORNING

Sarah greets the sunrise with a big happy stretch and then lies in a hammock and reads a book.

Sarah looks around her garden proud and contented. She smells and picks flowers making a bouquet.

Sarah and Daria sit on the grass watching down the mountain at a rainbow. Sarah, dreamy, is a million miles away. CELL PHONE RINGS. 

She answers it with a little impatience at the interruption. She listens. Her face expresses very bad news.

SARAH

Oh, no....We’ll be right there, in a couple of days. 

Sarah starts to cry as she looks around her small garden. Daria comforts her.

EXT. SARAH’S GARDEN - NIGHT 

Sarah sits alone, forlorn. Her head rests on her knees. A small campfire crackles at her feet. She pokes it with a stick with disappointment and follows with her eyes the sparks as they fly high into the star-studded sky. 
    SARAH TRAVELS – MONTAGE - LEGEND AND MUSIC START

Early morning, discontented, she packs a small shoulder bag.

As the taxi pulls away, Sarah sad, with Daria in her arms, turns for a long last look at her idyllic home.

Sarah rubs her side in pain as she watches palm trees morph into the New York skyline through a jet’s window.

In the New York airport concourse, Sarah carries Daria and the small shoulder bag. She walks at a slower pace, as the crowds walk fast past her in a blur. 

Sarah stops at her son, CHARLIE, 21, long hair, wearing a black suit with an open collar, no tie. They sob as they hug.

    INT. AVANTI CAR - BREDDING HOUSE - DRIVEWAY – DAY 

Car is stopped. Sarah, Daria on her lap, and Charlie sit.

SARAH’S POV  

A three-story, ominous gray Victorian house in need of paint, with an immense perfect lawn. 
    BACK TO SCENE

SARAH 

(sotto voce)

My house... Welcome to the middle class, Sarah... I think I’m about to get punished by the demons of responsibility. 

Sarah’s face becomes mischievous and makes finger circles.

         SARAH

               Charlie, let’s drive around to the   

               kitchen door. Can this car do 

               those wheelie things? 

                         CHARLIE

Sure, but I’ll ruin the lawn.

SARAH 

It’s mine now, isn’t it? Enjoy.

Charlie adopts Sarah’s mischievous expression.

    EXT. AVANTI CAR ON LAWN 

The REAR WHEELS SQUEAL and SMOKE. The car makes a sharp turn onto the lawn, does a fast 360 circle, grass and dirt sprays high into the air, deep dirt tracks. REVVING. At the back of the house he repeats the 360 onto the patio, SCREECH stops.

INT. AVANTI CAR 

Charlie asks with his eyes “satisfied?”

                     SARAH

               I always wanted to do that.

Sarah notices Charlie hasn’t turned off the engine.

Sarah

You’re not coming in?

                     CHARLIE

I’ve got some things to take care of before I go to Italy in a few days. Liz is here waiting for you. You get some rest, Mom, and I’ll see you tomorrow, okay?

Sarah nods her okay. They hug and kiss goodbye. 

    EXT. PATIO

Sarah and Daria exit the car. Charlie drives away.

LIZ, 40, 250 lbs., BURSTS out the back door, descends the steps like a falling sack of potatoes, and gives Sarah a hug. 

SARAH

Thanks for being here, Liz.

Liz holds Sarah by her shoulder and takes and weighs Sarah’s small shoulder bag.

                         LIZ

You’re traveling on empty.

Sarah looks up at the enormous house in apprehension.

sarah    

Not anymore, unfortunately.

                         LIZ 

Oh, you have two guests.
INT. KITCHEN 

1950’s decor. Sarah, Daria, and Liz enter. MRS. JOHNSTON, 80, in a black dress, sits and sips tea. Sarah sits with her.

                         SARAH

Mrs. Johnston. I’m so glad to see you. It’s been too long. I’m so sorry I missed the funeral. The planes were delayed.
They hug and kiss. 

                         MRS. JOHNSTON

(mournful)

Sarah, my dear, please accept my condolences. Your grandmother was my best friend for many decades.  I’ll miss her. 

Mrs. Johnston takes an old envelope from her purse. 

                         MRS. JOHNSTON

She gave this to me for you. These are your home’s trust papers that speak about your house’s mystery.

Sarah looks at the envelope with surprise.

    LIVING ROOM – MOMENTS LATER

1900 dark wood decor. Hassock and long couch. LAWYER, 60’s, short, big belly, black suit, hands Sarah papers from his briefcase with a face of “sorry”. Sarah’s head drops in frustration. 
SARAH’S BEDROOM - LATER

1980’s teenager’s decor. Sarah enters and breathes in its memories. Liz and Daria follow her in. 

Sarah goes into the bathroom. On the bed, Liz pets Daria. 

LIZ

She sure is a beautiful dog.

                         SARAH (O.S.)

She’s not a dog. She’s a dachshund. They have special abilities in communication.

LIZ 

If you say so. Hey, what was that all about on the lawn?

                         SARAH (O.S.)

My father was very strict about keeping it like a golf green when I was a kid. Just wanted to release some old traumas.

Sarah re-emerges in pajamas. Liz looks at her curious.

                         LIZ

You know, Sarah, you don’t look all that sad. 

                         SARAH

I am. But, maybe my Buddhism taught me something about accepting death. 
                         LIZ

It’s good to cry, don’t deny yourself... What did the lawyer say?

                         SARAH

Grandma left me a $50,000 debt in back taxes on the house, that has to be paid in one month or the government takes it. 

Sarah tosses down the house trust papers in frustration.

SARAH 

And get this, the house is controlled by a legal house trust, and I have to solve some mystery before it’s mine to sell. Not that I want to.
LIZ

Mystery? You mean like a treasure?

                         SARAH

               Don’t know. I remember people 

               banging on walls when I was a kid, 

               though. My real problem is I’m       

               near broke and need a good idea 

               to make some real money fast. 

                         LIZ

What would you like to do?

                         SARAH

I always wanted to be a philanthropist.

Liz laughs.

LIZ

How about a bed and board?

                         SARAH

I don’t think so. But I wouldn’t mind a good group of people around for a nice change to fill up this house. I was living kinda like a hermit’s life on Maui.

LIZ

Love life?

sarah

A handful of dead ends, like usual. Let’s not go there...

                What are you doing these days?

                         LIZ

Health aide to the elderly, but my social life has been in the pits, so I bought myself a computer and buy cheap crap on the eBay auctions for entertainment.

SARAH

Hey!... Maybe I should sell all this junk lying around the house on eBay to make a living.  

                         LIZ

And all you need is a computer. 

                         SARAH 

Computer, ugh. I’d rather drink rat poison.
    INT. JOE’s apartment – day

JOE sits at a long table with three computer screens on. He talks into a cell phone with a smile.

JOE  

...That wouldn’t be a favor, Charlie, that’d be my pleasure.                                            

INT. COMPUTER STORE – DAY

Charlie, Sarah, and Joe, 25, goatee, stand together and talk to salesman, ALEX, 28, thin, tall, and reeks of intelligence.

                         SARAH

... And please keep it simple.

                         JOE 

Do you have good debugging skills, specifically in V-C plus plus six point zero I-D-E?

                         ALEX

I just use either text files or e-v-t type logs to record trace information, because the stuff I work on is time dependent, and I can’t afford to step through a socket connection without bombing the stack. 

                         JOE

Okay, I wasn’t clear enough. Here is my problem. I have a D-L-L wrapper, the wrapper is written in C, otherwise... 
         SARAH

Oh, please. Put ‘em away.

    CASHIER’S DESK - LATER

Charlie receives his credit card back, then he and Joe leave the store with boxes. Sarah stays to talk to Alex.

ALEX

...Just be patient and don’t let the computer intimidate you. What do you plan to sell on eBay?

SARAH

Old stuff.

ALEX

You know, I use to help my mother sell antiques on eBay. Good luck on your new adventure.

Sarah gives him a curious but confident look. 

    INT. BREDDING HOUSE - DINING ROOM - DAY 

1900 dark mahogany decor. Tired, in need of laughter. 

Joe and Charlie set the computer boxes down. Sarah opens a door.

    STORAGE ROOM 

(Same room as Bredding’s Office). Off dining room. Dirty. Old ratty Persian rug, filled with cartons and covered furniture. 

Charlie, Joe, and Sarah enter. Sarah opens the curtains. Dust sparkles in the sunrays. She tries the light switch a few times, but it doesn’t work. 

    DARKNESS

Different colored lights pulsate like a heart beat.

EXT. FRONT PORCH - LATER

Charlie’s arm around Sarah. Joe shakes hands with Sarah. Daria GROWLS at Joe. He flinches. Sarah, surprised, pushes Daria back with her foot. 
                         SARAH

Thank you, Joe, for everything. 
                     JOE

I’m half computer. It was my pleasure to set it up for you.

Daria LOW GROWLS at Joe as he walks to his car next to Charlie’s Avanti.

     sarah

               I know, Daria, Joe’s on a

               different road... Charlie, he a 

               good friend of yours?

         CHARLIE

We live in the same building...

Mom, I’m booked tomorrow to go to Italy and stay with my girlfriend, Giulia, and her family. Want me to cancel and stay here with you?

                         SARAH

Italian? You lucky boy. Go be in love and email me everything. Don’t worry about me. Liz is moving in. 
                         CHARLIE

                Okay. I’ll drive home with 

                Joe and leave my car for you.

Charlie gives her the keys. They hug and kiss goodbye.

As Joe and Charlie drive away, Liz drives in. 

Liz walks onto the porch with two suitcases. Sarah slyly finger-curls in a “follow me” gesture.
    COMPUTER ROOM 

(Same room as storage room / Bredding’s office). Sarah opens the door proud. The room is clean. The computer is set up, long table, empty bookshelf, radio.

Sarah looks at the computer with apprehension. Liz excited.

SARAH

I feel I’m betraying myself a little here entering the hi-tech world. Not sure if your idea is all that good.

                          LIZ

My idea!?... Anyway, is it ready to fly on the super highway?

                         SARAH

(holds her side in pain)

Yes, but I’m a bit tired now. But first thing tomorrow. 

Liz puts her arm around Sarah’s shoulder for confidence.         

          LIZ

I’ll help you get started. 

    INT. SARAH’S BEDROOM – NIGHT

STORMY night, lightning, THUNDER. Sarah in bed reads eBay for Dummies and writes on a yellow pad. The HOUSE makes SOUNDS. A SHUDDER SLAMS. Sarah reacts nervous. The lights flicker, then blackout.

    BASEMENT

Dark. Foreboding atmosphere. Nervous Sarah, with flashlight, fumbles at the fuse box. Lights come on. 

Sarah shines the flashlight around the basement, then taps the walls and listens, looking for the mystery. She stumbles into a stack of wooden boxes. 

She rifles inside the top box, and amongst old books with handwritten mathematical equations she finds and takes a B&W framed picture of two smiling men and an old diary.

SARAH’S BEDROOM

Back in bed, Sarah reads the old diary.

INT. LIZ’S BEDROOM – EARLY MORNING

Liz snores under the covers. 

Sarah BARGES in bright and cheery and holds a yellow pad. She’s wearing ivory baggy pants and a flowery Hawaiian shirt. 

SARAH

               Get your fat ass moving. 

Liz pokes one annoyed eye out from under the blanket.

                         LIZ

Not without an espresso first, intruder. What happened to room service around here?

                         SARAH

Vacation is over. We’ve got work to do.

                     LIZ

We?

Sarah SLAMS the DOOR as she leaves. Liz bolts straight up.

    KITCHEN – MOMENTS LATER

Liz enters disheveled and pissed. Sarah serves her coffee and stares amused at her.

LIZ

You should see me at six.

                         SARAH

Ever heard of yoga?

                         LIZ 

Tasteless yuck, unless it’s full of strawberries and sugar. What’s your point, landlord?

(re: Sarah’s list)

Busy beaver this a.m., aren’t we?

                         SARAH

It’s eBay day!

LIZ

Listen, honey, eBay is 24/7. 
SARAH

Looks like we’re in that time frame, then. 

    DINING ROOM

Liz taps the wall in a few places and listens, then picks up the picture Sarah found in the basement.

LIZ

Nice picture of Thomas Edison. Who’s the other guy?

                         SARAH

That’s my ancestor, Benjamin Bredding. He built this house. 

    COMPUTER ROOM

Sarah carries in a crystal flower vase with flowers, flips the light switch that doesn’t work. She gives a face of “Oh, right”, leaves it up/on.

Darkness. 

Different colored lights awaken and pulsate. 
    COMPUTER ROOM

    Liz squirms and is impatient. Sarah excited. They sit. Liz  

    turns the computer on. 

                         LIZ

Where you wanta go first?

                         SARAH 

eBay.

LIZ

Then type in eBay’s address.

SARAH

How the hell would I know their address?

         LIZ

(typing)

Now, just click search and you’re there. Same with Hotmail. 

Liz gets up quick to leave. Sarah’s face reacts with insecurity.

                         LIZ 

I need a serious leak and shower... Just tap the keys.

Joking, Sarah taps keys haphazard as she watches Liz leave. She stares at the computer screen for a moment apprehensive.

Sarah

(sotto voce)

I sure hope I made the right turn here. 

Sarah takes a big breath, gets serious and types.

    COMPUTER SCREEN – HOTMAIL SIGN-IN PAGE

“The e-mail address or password is incorrect. Try again.” 

She types slow. 

“The e-mail address or password is incorrect. Try again.” 

She types with concentration.

“The e-mail address or password is incorrect. Try again.”

CLOSE ON SARAH’S EYES

Her eyes become frustrated and angry slits, then slowly they widen for the kill. 

KEYBOARD

In a burst of attempted assassination she SMASHES hard and fast every KEY using both index fingers.

    DARKNESS 

Many colored lights awaken. Gauge’s needles redline. A HUM becomes progressively louder. An amber hue grows brighter and brighter until it covers the screen.

                                               HARD CUT TO:

COMPUTER GENERATED: Poof! Sarah flails backwards in dark space. BACKWARDS EERIE MUSIC and colored lights fly by. Her eyes in fear. She reaches out for support in the emptiness.

    INT. BREDDING’S OFFICE – DAY (SEPIA TURNS TO COLOR)

Sarah materializes on a leather desk chair in front of an old typewriter with bundles of electric black and red wires coming out of it, shakes her head and then looks around startled at the dark old fashion office. 

SUPER: “AUGUST 5, 1912”

    DINING ROOM

(Same 1900 decor as in present time.) Sarah walks through confused. White sheets cover furniture. Windows shuttered. 

    KITCHEN

1900 style. Sarah, more confused, walks out the back door.

    AROUND 1912 VILLAGE - MONTAGE

Sarah, befuddled, walks across the lawn onto the residential street. A 1912 CAR BACKFIRES. She recoils. Then stares amazed at the old car sputter down the street. 

She walks in the village and observes people’s vintage clothes with admiration. People in return eye-judge her clothes with disdain. 
Sarah looks in store windows, watches kids kick a can, a horse drawn ice wagon, an old taxi. A child’s joy starts to come on her face. 

She stops at an ice cream parlour and watches happy people sit at outside tables. She notices an INDIAN MAN from India, 50’s, bald professor type, drink a milk shake. He sneezes. 

She examines her modern money disappointed, puts it away.

In a store Sarah looks around happy and astounded. She picks up a teddy bear and sees the Indian Man behind the display. 

    The teddy bear falls to the floor as Sarah vanishes. 
                                               HARD CUT TO:

COMPUTER GENERATED: Poof! Sarah grasps for support as she falls forward for seconds. Lights pass by. EERIE MUSIC. 

    INT. COMPUTER ROOM – DAY (PRESENT TIME)

Sarah sits on her computer chair, shakes her head clear, and then checks the time. 

    INSERT – WALL CLOCK – “7:15.”

INSERT – SARAH’S WRISTWATCH – “8:30”.

Sarah

That was the best hallucination I ever had.

    KITCHEN – MOMENTS LATER

Sarah’s ass sticks out of the fridge, gobbles food. Food debris lands at her feet. Daria cleans the floor.

    COMPUTER ROOM – MOMENTS LATER

Sarah CLICKS the RADIO ON, PLAYS MUSIC. She dances to relax, knocks the flower VASE on the floor with her arm, SHATTER. 

She watches the water disappear through the holes in the rug. WATER SPLASHES ECHO below the floor. 

She pulls back the rug, a TRAPDOOR is revealed. She lifts it slow, CREAKING, cobwebs. A HUM emanates. Amber light comes from below and bathes Sarah’s face. 

Curious, she first sticks her head down in the hole, then takes the first STEP on the wood ladder going down into the dark secret room. It BREAKS. She TUMBLES HARD.

SECRET ROOM

Sarah sits in a puddle, rubs her ass and moans. Daria’s head hangs over the hole. WHINES. RADIO PLAYS, “Welcome to the Machine.”

SARAH’S POV 

Cobwebbed round room. Old ELECTRIC APPARATUS HUMS, topped by colored light bulbs that change in intensity at individual rhythms. 

The largest piece of equipment has a long glass window with number wheels inside.

CLOSEUP – LONG WINDOW - “8 05 1912 9:30”.  

BACK TO SCENE

She stands, turns. Car batteries from floor to ceiling. Behind the ladder stands a large wood cabinet. On the ceiling thick bundles of black and red electric wires protrude from the computer room above, down the walls, into the apparatus.

    COMPUTER ROOM

She comes up from the hole, sits on the floor, scans around the room and focuses on the wall light switch.

CLOSEUP - WALL LIGHT SWITCH

BACK TO SCENE

She gets up, flips the switch to ‘off’, looks down the hole, the lights and HUM fade away. Sarah flips switch to ‘on’, the lights and HUM return. She closes the TRAPDOOR, CREAK, replaces the rug. Sarah stunned, thinks for a few seconds.

COMPUTER SCREEN 

She clicks the history icon. The history page shows the Hotmail and eBay addresses, and a line of letters; “IPTQOQWOEP”. 

COMPUTER KEYBOARD

She touches each of the letters on the keyboard. She finds they are on the same row, and runs her finger along the number row above. 

COMPUTER ROOM

Sarah writes down the row’s letters and the numbers 

diagonally above them on a yellow pad. Daria at her feet. 
                          SARAH

               Look, Daria. The letters translate     

               into the date and time that was on 

               the machine in the secret room. 08 

               05 1912 9:30. 

(beat)

You’re not going to believe this but I think we’re connected to a time machine!... But what good is it if you can stay in the past for only about an hour and can’t bring anything back?... I wonder if I can save lives or stop a war?... WAIT! I’VE GOT IT!... Thank you, existence.

Liz enters. Sarah turns the yellow pad over to hide it.

                         LIZ

Where we at?

                         SARAH

Just have a wee little problem with my Hotmail password.

                         LIZ

(looks at keyboard)

Common mistake. Your cap lock key is on. 
                         SARAH

Liz, I think I’ll hire someone to do the eBay work. 

          LIZ

Why? 

          SARAH

I don’t want to make any eBay mistakes early on and get any bad flashbacks.

LIZ

Feedbacks, Sarah, feedbacks.

    INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

Liz crawls on her knees with her ass in the air. She listens as she taps the floor with a saucepan. Sarah and Alex enter.

SARAH

Alexander, this is Liz. 

         ALEX

Nice to meet you, Liz.

                         LIZ

Yeah? Wait ‘til you get to know me better. 

Alex is taken aback by Liz’s response. Sarah gives Liz a face of “be nice”. Sarah pulls Alex out of the kitchen.
    ATTIC – MOMENTS LATER

Dusty. Packed with five generations of discarded items. Alex and Sarah look through boxes, clothes racks, and shelves.

ALEX

Wow! 1930’s Catalin plastic radios! They’re worth thousands!

Sarah’s eyes open wide. 

                         SARAH

Alex, I‘d like to come to a business arrangement with you to sell all this junk on eBay.

                         ALEX

It sure beats repetitious questions about computers. But, for what I see up here, you don’t have all that much that is all that valuable.

                         SARAH

There’s more around, don’t worry. So we’ve got a deal?  

Alex considers, then nods his head in a “yes”. They smile and shake hands.

                         SARAH

Great!...Alex, I’ve got a dumb question. If you could go back in time, what would you buy then to sell today?

                         ALEX

The right coins, toys, and comics. You’d buy them at cost and sell them for a fortune today. 

Sarah’s eyes sparkle. Alex watches her with curiosity.

    INT. COMPUTER ROOM – DAY

Sarah cleans the colorful plastic radios. Alex enters with a box of collector’s books.

                     ALEX 

    These were my mom’s.

    Alex and Sarah look at a collector’s toy book. He turns the 

pages and stops at a tin carousel. They ooh and aah. She dog-ears the page. 
INT. ATTIC - DAY

Sarah chooses a few old dresses from the racks.

    INT. COIN SHOP - DAY

MR. HOLLINGWOOD, 60, fat, thick glasses, hair combed over bald spot, stands behind counter. DOOR BUZZER. Sarah enters.

                     MR.HOLLINGWOOD

How can I help you?

                         SARAH

I’d like some old spending money.

                         MR. HOLLINGWOOD

Maybe you’re thinking about the bank? We deal in collectibles.

                         SARAH

What I mean is, I don’t want      

real collector’s money. I want a      

few hundred dollars from the early    

1900’s, but not valuable.

He reaches under the counter and takes out an envelope.

                         MR. HOLLINGWOOD 

Are these okay? They’re a bit tired, but inexpensive.  

Sarah checks the dates on the old large soiled paper bills.

                         SARAH

Okay, I’ll take them all. 

DOOR BUZZER. Sarah leaves. JACK CLARK, 55, bright shirt,    

gold necklace, appears from behind curtained back doorway. 

JACK 

That’s strange.

    INT.  KITCHEN – EVENING

    Liz cooks. Sarah models a 1912 dress. 

                    LIZ

          Those styles were made for you. 
                     SARAH

          Thanks. I was just trying it on. 

    COMPUTER ROOM – MOMENTS LATER 

    Sarah types in a time travel date-code, takes a slow   

    breath.  

    CLOSE ON SARAH’S HESITATING FINGER ON ENTER KEY 
                                               HARD CUT TO: 

COMPUTER GENERATED: Poof! Sarah enjoys her fall in space for the few seconds. EERIE MUSIC PLAYS. Lights pass by.

INT. BREDDING OFFICE – DAY (SEPIA TURNS TO COLOR)

She materializes on the desk chair with a happy expression.

SUPER: “AUGUST 15, 1912.”

    EXT. STREET 

Sarah walks across the lawn to the sidewalk. Mrs. Smith sweeps her driveway across the street and eyes Sarah with suspicion. 

Sarah, confident, walks in the village. Men smile and tip their hats at her as they pass. She welcomes the attention. 

She looks in a store window at all the things in joyous wonderment, then in the window’s reflection she sees the Indian Man behind her. She turns around, he’s gone.

    INT. DEPARTMENT STORE

Sarah holds her list at the counter. A SALESGIRL arrives. 

SARAH 

Please, may I see that carousel, and all those mechanical toys?

The salesgirl sets a dozen toys on the counter. Sarah checks them excited. 

SARAH

I’ll take them all.

    The salesgirl adds it up.                    

                     SALESGIRL

That will be... $24.50.

SARAH

$24.50!? 

                         SALESGIRL

Would you like to eliminate something?

                         SARAH

(giggling)

No. No. Please, excuse me. I thought it would be a lot more. 

Sarah hands her a $50 bill. The salesgirl leaves.

Sarah looks around contented. The salesgirl arrives with   

shopping bags and counts out her change, some in gold 

coins. Sarah, thrilled, feels the shiny gold in her palm. 

    EXT. STREET – MOMENTS LATER

Sarah walks with a cheerful bounce and then notices the Indian Man behind a horse drawn wagon. He sneezes.

Behind Sarah, the Indian Man follows her down the street and runs and hides behind one tree after another.

(Continuation from first scene) Near her house. Two policemen talk to Mrs. Smith, with broom. Excited, she points at Sarah. 

                         POLICEMEN

Madam! Madam! 

Sarah runs behind a house. Policemen chase, blow WHISTLES.

INT. BEACH HOUSE – HALLWAY - DAY

Bredding speaks into the phone’s receiver with a big smile. 

BREDDING

... I’ll drive back right now. Thank you, Officer.

    EXT. BEACH HOUSE – MOMENTS LATER

Bredding drives away, smiles and raises his fist in triumph.

    INT. BREDDING’S OFFICE – DAY 

Bredding studies the ruffled rug with a satisfaction, straightens it.

MRS. SMITH’S FRONT DOOR – MOMENTS LATER

Bredding talks to Mrs. Smith.

BREDDING

... Thanks again, Mrs. Smith. And if it happens again, please call me quickly, and not the police. 

INT. KITCHEN – DAY (PRESENT TIME) 

Liz has her ear to the wall. She moves a few inches at a time, finger tapping the wall. Sarah enters in torn dress.

                         SARAH

I’m starving.

Liz, astounded, studies Sarah’s dress.

SARAH

What?

                         LIZ 

“What”? How long you’ve had that dress on? Five minutes? Less? 

SARAH

Oh, it got caught on a nail.

Liz suspicious. Sarah grabs a banana and turns to leave.

LIZ

That sure explains the grass stains on your ass.

    SECRET ROOM – MOMENTS LATER 

Dark. A flashlight’s beam lights up the cobwebbed time machine, then the cabinet doors open, then empty shelves, then moldy shopping bags, then gold coins with dust on them. 

                         SARAH (O.S.)

It works!

    INT. COMPUTER ROOM - MORNING 


Sarah inspects the tin toys on the table. Bookshelves filled with books. Alex enters and hands Sarah a book on toy robots.

                         ALEX

Good morning, Sarah. Wow! Where’d you find these?

SARAH

In a closet last night. 

                         ALEX

With original boxes, too! And they were never played with. Let’s start with the carousel.

Alex opens the collector’s toy book to the carousel page.

                         ALEX

Funny, it’s the same carousel you dog-eared... I’ll put it up on eBay with Buy It Now for $3,800. 

                         SARAH

(holds her side)

Okay, I’ll be back later... 

You know, Alex, this house is way too big for just Liz, Daria, and me. I was thinking, if you like, you can move in here. You’ll have to share the work, but no rent.

ALEX

I’d like that, Sarah. Thanks. 

INT. COIN STORE – DAY

DOOR BUZZER. Sarah enters. Mr. Hollingwood behind counter.

                         SARAH

Hello, Mr. Hollingwood. Could you look at some coins for me?
Sarah takes gold coins out of a handkerchief. 

                         MR. HOLLINGWOOD

That is no way to protect gold coins. They should be in holders.

With a jeweler’s loupe he checks them unimpressed. The last one, he pulls away as if blinded. 

                         MR. HOLLINGWOOD

Do you want to sell this 1912 $10 un-circulated coin? I have a client who’d be interested, and any others in this condition. Cash, of course. Would Saturday at five be okay? 

                         SARAH

It’s a date. I also need all the coin books, a loupe, plastic holders for each size, and $300 dated from the 1930’s to 1950. 

His eyebrows move an inch higher. He fills her order.

DOOR BUZZER, she leaves. Jack comes out from behind the curtain and stands next to Mr. Hollingwood. They both watch Sarah cross the street through the window. 

                         MR.HOLLINGWOOD

Let’s talk about this seriously.

    INT. COMPUTER ROOM – NIGHT

Sarah, in 50’s dress, reads the robot book and makes a list. Liz enters sad and tired. Sarah turns the list over.

LIZ

I spent the entire day at the hospital with the woman I’m caring for. 

(beat)

I brought home a roast chicken and some fixin’s. I’ll be down soon. 

    Sarah stands up and gives her a warm hug. Pats her back. 

Liz departs. Sarah sits, types, and presses the enter key. 

    INT. DINER – DAY (SEPIA TURNS TO COLOR)

1950’s chrome decor. Sarah sits at a window booth, mesmerized by the street scene. She checks her watch and finishes her malt fast.

SUPER: “AUGUST 19, 1951”

With red shopping bags she goes to the cashier. As she waits for her change, a familiar SNEEZE resounds. She looks around in a hurry and finds the Indian Man seated at the counter. She leaves the diner concerned without her change. 

    EXT. STREET – MOMENTS LATER

1950’s cars pass. Sarah hides in an alley, peeks around the wall. The Indian Man comes out of the diner fast, looks around disappointed. She pulls back, peeks again. He’s gone.

Sarah hunts for him down the street. She spots him behind a parked truck on the other side of the street straining his neck in all directions, searching. 

She hides behind a slow bus, crosses the street, creeps up behind the Indian Man, and speaks into the back of his ear.

SARAH

          What do you want from me? 

    He turns with a fright.

                         TIME ANGEL (INDIAN Man) 

     (thick Indian accent)

I have no idea what you are talking about, Ma’am. 

SARAH 

I first saw you in 1912, and now again here in 1951. What is your business with me?

Meek, Time Angel surrenders.

         TIME ANGEL

I watch.

SARAH

You’re some kind of a cop?

TIME ANGEL

No, just an observer. I make sure your time travel ripples don’t turn into tsunamis in my time.

                         SARAH

Then when are you from?

                         TIME ANGEL

I can’t answer that. There are rules. 

(proudly)

This is my first time in the field. I’m actually a history research professor. 

                         SARAH 

You watch me like in the bathroom watching way, or just spying behind skulking kind of way?

                         TIME ANGEL

Just when you time travel. Don’t worry about that. 

He looks at his wrist gadget with lights, buttons, monitor.

                         TIME ANGEL

I’ll walk you home. If you don’t mind, of course. 

SARAH 

Okay. But tell me these “rules”. 

They stroll. Sarah winces and holds her side in discomfort.

                         TIME ANGEL

You aren’t allowed to alter or interfere with history, like no killing or saving lives. No partnering with people before they are successful, or telling people about the future, to list the obvious ones.

SARAH

That sounds reasonable. How come the money doesn’t return back with me like everything else I take from my time? 

TIME ANGEL

If you are 100 yards or more from it when you return, then your time machine has lost touch with it.

          SARAH

Nice to know I’m not screwing anybody. Now, tell me how this time thingy works. 

                         TIME ANGEL

(takes out a comb) 

Time is like this comb’s tines. Each tine represents another time line. All the times run parallel at the same time like these tines. Since all the times run at the same time, history isn’t made until you make it in your time. 

         SARAH

You really suck at explaining this. You know that, Professor? 

He shrugs his shoulders in nonchalant defeat.

    BREDDING HOUSE DRIVEWAY – MOMENTS LATER 

SARAH

Can you give me any advice on being a time traveler?

He looks down at his feet, thinks, and sneezes. 

                         TIME ANGEL

I have found that it to be more advantageous to live at least one day behind everybody else, and let everybody else make the mistakes.

                         SARAH

Thanks, kind of. I enjoyed meeting you, my time angel. 

    INT. KITCHEN – NIGHT (PRESENT TIME)

Table set. Sarah seated, still in 50’s dress. Liz sits.

Sarah rips off a chicken leg and eats like a cannibal.

                         LIZ

How’s it working out with Alex?

Sarah annoyed at the interruption, takes another huge bite.

                         SARAH

(with mouth full)

We’ve got a good shot at the tax payment deadline. Alex agreed to move in and he’ll take care of the general maintenance.

LIZ

Great! Did you hear from Charlie? 

Sarah rolls her eyes with impatience. Answers anyway.

                     SARAH

He emailed and said he’s having a great time in Italy.

Sarah gives Liz a look of “Are you finished?”, covers her next bite with a mound of coleslaw and returns to devour.

Liz watches Sarah’s gluttony mystified, smirks to herself and takes her first bite extra slow. 

INT. COMPUTER ROOM – MORNING

Alex types at the computer. Sarah walks in with coffee.

                         ALEX

Good morning, and good news, too. We sold the carousel! Our first sale! Toys sell great.

Sarah takes the mildewed red shopping bags with robots from under the table and shows them.

                         Alex

1950’s robots?! This house is a treasure chest!

    Sarah notices the window is open. Closes it.

                         ALEX

It was like that when I came in.

THUD and a SCREAM from another room. Alex and Sarah rush out to investigate.

BOTTOM OF STAIRS

Sarah and Alex find Liz spread eagle and entangled on the floor in Alex’s luggage, computer, and boxes.

LIZ

Interior decorating already, Alex?

Sarah and Alex laugh hard, while Alex tries to apologize but can’t speak as he helps her up. Liz rubs her ass.

    EXT. BREDDING HOUSE - LAWN – DAY (SEPIA TURNS TO COLOR)

Sarah in 1914 dress crosses the lawn with caution towards the street. 

          SUPER: “AUGUST 14, 1914” 

         EXT.  MRS. SMITH’S PICTURE WINDOW  

Mrs. Smith speaks on the phone excited while she spies through the curtains. Sarah’s reflection on the window.

    INT.  BREDDING’S OFFICE – DAY (ONE HOUR LATER)

Sarah comes up out of the trapdoor, and faces Bredding with shock-surprise. She starts to run away.

BREDDING 

Hello. I’m Benjamin Bredding. I’ve been waiting two years for you.

Sarah stops, raises her eyebrows happy and turns around friendly with her hand out for a shake. They shake.

                         SARAH 

And I’m Sarah Bredding. I guess that makes you my great-great-great grandfather.

                         BREDDING

Hello, Sarah. I see you discovered my time machine?

SARAH

With luck. I connected a computer to it. 

Bredding’s face questions. 

                         SARAH

It connects the whole world in an instant.

BREDDING

We thought it needed something like that to swirl space fast enough so it bends.

                         SARAH

Who is “we”, Thomas Edison? 

I know you used to work with him.

                         BREDDING

(laughs)

I still do... How come you always seem to time travel in August?

                         SARAH

I found your diary and read you spent August at your beach house. So I thought it would be the best time to not run into anybody. 

                         BREDDING

Good thinking. Okay, you and Tom need to meet. Could you return in one week at this time for a chat? 

                         SARAH

Okay, I’ll be right back. I... 

Sarah vanishes into thin air in mid sentence.

Bredding checks his pulse twice, and then picks up a phone. 

INT. BREDDING’S OFFICE – DAY (SEPIA TURNS TO COLOR)

(One-week time for Bredding. Five minutes for Sarah)

WALL CLOCK TICKS. THOMAS EDISON, 67, sits on chair bored. Bredding paces anxious. CLOCK CHIMES. They check their pocket watches. President Wilson’s picture hangs on the wall. 

SUPER: “AUGUST 21, 1914”

Sarah materializes on Edison’s lap in same 1914 dress. Edison flabbergasted. She jumps off embarrassed.

Bredding wipes off some food from Sarah’s chin with his handkerchief.

                     BREDDING

Sarah, please meet my best friend Thomas Edison. Tom, Sarah. 

Edison stands up. They shake hands. They all chuckle. 

    EXT. GARDEN

Sarah, Edison, and Bredding sit on garden chairs sipping ice tea. Behind them, Bredding’s one story office attached to the house.

                          SARAH

... and when I boomerang back to my time, I’m absolutely famished and I can’t control myself from eating.

          BREDDING                                      

Strange side effect, to be sure.

          EDISON

Sarah, I hope you realize all this is just an experiment. If the batteries fail and you get stuck in your past, then what will you do without money?

Sarah alarmed, chokes on the tea. Her eyes yell “WHAT?”.

                         BREDDING

Don’t worry, Sarah. We’ll open an account for you and put the bankbook in the cabinet below the office.

Sarah relaxes, wipes her forehead, and finds her smile.

SARAH

This gets better all the time!

Sarah takes out of her purse a Walkman and a cell phone with playful mystery. She puts the earphones on Edison. 

He listens, taps his foot, then takes the earphones off.

EDISON

That’s incredible!

From the bushes comes a SNEEZE. Time Angel’s head pops out. 

With clumsy calamity he manages to get out of the bushes.

                         TIME ANGEL

Sarah, there are rules, remember?

Time Angel looks over at Edison and Bredding in idol worship.

Sarah studies his pose amused.

Sarah

My rule is; you break one everyday.

Time Angel is not able to contain himself. Over-excited, he pumps the men’s hands. 

                     TIME ANGEL

It’s an honor to meet you two. This has been a boyhood dream, since I was a child, when I was very young.

         EDISON

Who is he?

                         SARAH

He’s from the future, and baby-sits me so I don’t screw up his present. 

Ignoring Time Angel, Edison picks up the cell-phone.

                         EDISON

Maybe if I hold this tight, it’ll stay when Sarah poofs, Benny.

                         BREDDING

Try it. But, what is it? 

                         SARAH

It’s a portable telephone, and works with satellites.

Time Angel gets nervous, then stern and takes control. 

                                                            TIME ANGEL

I think we broke enough rules today, Sarah. It’s time we go.

Edison holds the cell phone to his chest tight. It disappears. He glances around. Sarah and Time Angel are gone. 

Edison sticks his tongue out and licks the air where the cell phone was a few times, with no results. 

Bredding and Edison jump up from their chairs, lock elbows, and do a jig dance and laugh hard.

                         EDISON 

Should we tell Einstein?

         BREDDING

Hell no! 

EDISON

Yeah, let the genius always wonder.

          INT. HALLWAY – OUTSIDE DOCTOR’S OFFICE DOOR – DAY (PRESENT  

    TIME)

Sarah leans against the wall pensive. She flaps a cranberry folder against her palm a few times. She makes an internal decision, straightens up, steps slow and stiff towards the exit, her face cold and without emotion.

EXT. BREDDING HOUSE – LAWN - DAY 

Sarah drives the Avanti from the street onto the driveway then quickly turns onto the lawn and makes fast circles all over the lawn destroying it. 

INT.  AVANTI

She stops for a few moments, closes her eyes and takes a few deep breaths, looks at the cranberry folder on the passenger seat, then drives back onto the street and away.

          INT. MRS. JOHNSTON’S APARTMENT - DAY

Sarah takes a bottle of white wine out of a bag, opens it and pours two glasses. Mrs. Johnston takes a glass and sips. 

                         SARAH

I found out what the mystery is. 

      (two full beats) 

Aren’t you curious what it is? 

MRS. JOHNSTON

Thought you’d never ask. What is it?

         SARAH

A time machine.

                         MRS. JOHNSTON

Well, I hope it makes you happy.

                                                            SARAH

You mean you believe me?

                                                             MRS. JOHNSTON

Nothing surprises me anymore, Sarah, which is a shame, really. And if you ever meet my first husband, before I met him, could you please shoot him for me? 

                         SARAH

     (beat)

How are you these days?

MRS. JOHNSTON

I’m moving to a nursing home. I can’t make these stairs anymore.

SARAH

Will you be happy there?

                         MRS. JOHNSTON

Well, I have to look forward to   

meeting a new group of people who 

don’t know their own names, but   

can remember in minute detail some 

minor event that happened fifty

years ago, and think it was 

yesterday. And that’s in between 

being wheeled around by aliens. 

                                                           SARAH

It would be our pleasure if you moved in with us, Mrs. Johnston. 

Mrs. Johnston takes a sip then looks at the white wine.

MRS. JOHNSTON

Make it rosé from now on and that would be wonderful, Sarah. 

    EXT. BREDDING HOUSE - DRIVEWAY – DAY

 Sarah plays with Daria. MABEL, 25, butch haircut, and         DORIS, 25, long blonde hair, drive in and get out of their station wagon with plastic buckets and cleaning stuff. 

    INSERT – STATION WAGON ADVERTISEMENT

    “MABEL & DORIS – WE NEVER MISS A MESS – 516-555-2727”

    BACK TO SCENE

                     SARAH

Thanks for coming on such short notice. Liz says you’re the best. 

DORIS

It’s our pleasure. Just tell us what you want spic and span.

         INT. BREDDING HOUSE - MRS. JOHNSTON’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Alex puts down suitcases, Mabel and Doris finish cleaning, and they leave. Mrs. Johnston bounces on the bed contented. Sarah gives her a welcome hug and a kiss. 

         KITCHEN – MOMENTS LATER

Alex, Liz, Mabel, and Doris sit at the table with coffee. 

Doris sobs as Sarah and Mrs. Johnston arrive. 

                                                           LIZ

(to Sarah)

The girls want to move in, too. Their landlord is a homophobe.

Alex’s face first beams, then shows disappointment.

         Sarah thinks for a second then releases a slow smiley “yes”. 

Mabel and Doris jump up and smother Sarah with exuberance.

    INT. COMPUTER ROOM - DAY

          Sarah unwraps a rubber sheet off a flat glass container. She   

    re-wraps it, stomps on it. In the glass shards is a new 

    bankbook. She reads it, smiles, then puts it in her bra.

ext.  bank – establishing shot - day (SEPIA TURNS TO COLOR)

Clients exit and enter. 

SUPER: “AUGUST 22, 1914”

    INT. BANK LOBBY 

Sarah enters, straightens her back, and walks to MRS. WRIGHT’S, 35, teller window.

                         SARAH

I’d like to make a withdrawal.

                         MRS. WRIGHT

Fine, Madam. Bankbook?

Sarah rifles her pocketbook for a few moments, then remembers. She unbuttons her dress embarrassed, retrieves it from her bra, hands it to Mrs. Wright, re-buttons. Sarah regains her composure.

Mrs. Wright reads it with alarm, jumps off her seat, trots fast to MR. GORDON, distinguished, 42, banker’s suit, wedding ring. She shows him the bankbook and points at Sarah.

Sarah sees Mrs. Wright point at her and becomes self-conscious. 

Mr. Gordon beelines to apprehensive Sarah with a big grin. 

Sarah relaxes. They shake hands a little longer than usual. Their eyes lock and share an immediate personal attraction for each other.

                         MR. GORDON

Hello. My name is Harold Gordon, and we’ve been expecting you. It was an honor to meet Mr. Edison yesterday. Would you please come into my office where I’ll take care of you personally?

    MR. GORDON’S OFFICE

Glass walled, and over-looks the lobby and street. President Wilson’s picture hangs on the wall. 

He holds the chair for Sarah and then sits at his large desk. He never takes his eyes off her.

                         MR. GORDON 

How then may we serve you, Miss Bredding? It is Miss, isn’t it?

                         SARAH

Yes, it is. I have a list of gold coins I am interested in and would like to examine and choose coins. Is that possible, Mr. Gordon?

MR. GORDON

If that is all, why not? 

May I see your list?

She slides it across his desk to him. He peruses it.

                         MR. GORDON

These old coins have been out of circulation for years. Doubt you’ll find them in a bank. But, I do have a friend who is a well-known dealer of currency. 

SARAH

(sotto voce)

This is getting better and better.

    Mr. Gordon waves his hand, and a female secretary walks in.

MR.GORDON 

(to secretary)

Please re-type this list. 

SARAH

Mr. Gordon, so instead, I’d like 20 gold, un-circulated coins of each year, mintmark, and denomination you have. 

Mr. Gordon waves, and Mrs. Wright walks in. He gives her unheard instructions. She leaves. 

Sarah catches Mr. Gordon looking at her. He’s embarrassed.

Sarah reassures him with a warm friendly smile back.

                     MR. GORDON

Do you live around here? 

                     SARAH

            Only in the month of August.

Mrs. Wright arrives with a silver tray with stacked shiny gold coins, and hands Sarah the bankbook.

Sarah’s eyes glitter gold as she stares at the tray.

As Mrs. Wright wraps the coins in paper rolls, Mr. Gordon taps a pen on the desk, while Sarah looks at her nails. Each takes shy intermittent peeks at the other.

Mrs. Wright breaks the moment as she sets the rolls in front of Sarah. Sarah puts them in her pocketbook.

The secretary walks in, hands the lists to Mr. Gordon. He hands Sarah the original as she stands up. Mr. Gordon stands intimately close to her. Shaking her hand, never letting go. 

                         SARAH

Thank you very much, Mr. Gordon, for your excellent service. I’m not use to it where I come from. I will return in one year from now. 

MR. GORDON

I will definitely look forward to it. It has been a complete pleasure, Miss Bredding.

SARAH

The feeling’s mutual... Oh, you can add to my list all un-circulated pennies and silver, in rolls, too. Till next time.

Their hands release slow with reluctance.

         BANK LOBBY

At the exit she smiles back at Mr. Gordon, who stands in his office door and watches her with special admiration. 

    INT. SARAH’S BEDROOM – NIGHT (PRESENT TIME)

 On her bed with Daria, Sarah is surrounded with the gold   

coins. She loupes, checks the book, writes down the value.

         LATER

Coins re-rolled in their paper wrappers. 

                        SARAH

Here we go, Daria. I’m almost afraid to add all this up... $1.85 million! WOW!... That’s a good start with so little time left... Wait here. I’m going hide these downstairs.

          Sarah gathers up the coin rolls and gets up.                                         

    INT. BREDDING HOUSE - FRONT DOOR – MORNING 

DOORBELL RINGS. Sarah, in a peach lace 1915 dress, opens the door. OFFICER DOOLEY, 40’s, short and round, and OFFICER STANLEY, 40’s, lanky, stand there. Dooley’s Billie club ready to protect from sweet Daria.

SARAH’S POV

Across the street, a woman watches them from the front door of the Smith house. 

         BACK TO SCENE                                             

                                                            DOOLEY

Is the homeowner home, please?

SARAH

That would be me. Come in.

    LIZ’S BEDROOM 

SARAH

Liz, get up! We’ve got company.

Liz groans, raises one eyebrow in a “whom?” 

SARAH

Cops! 

                         LIZ

Aren’t you a bit over dressed for seven in the morning? Never mind, tell me later.

    KITCHEN

The two officers sit restless. Liz, in bright muumuu, enters with a welcome smile. Sarah enters quiet, lays the table.

                         STANLEY

We’ve had a complaint regarding your failure to maintain your landscaping.

                                                            LIZ

Try some of this cheese, Officer.

                         Sarah 

Is that a police concern?

DOOLEY

That’s delicious! What’s its name? 

STANLEY

It’s a misdemeanor, Miss Bredding.

LIZ

Gorgonzola Dolce.

DOOLEY

You gotta try some of this, Bill.

                         SARAH

So, what’s the penalty for not remembering to water one’s lawn these days? 

                         STANLEY

That is delicious! 

                     DOOLEY

There could be a fine, but this visit is only a warning. 

    FRONT DOOR – MOMENTS LATER

Officers leave. Sarah closes the door. Sarah and Liz laugh.

Alex arrives with an armload of boxes ready to ship.

Alex

Hold the door for me, please. I’ll be back after the Post Office. 

Liz looks at all the packages impressed. Sarah looks proud.

COMPUTER ROOM DOOR

         Sarah puts her hand on the knob, turns it, opens door.                                                                                                                

                                                                                                                           WIPE TO:

    INT. BANK LOBBY – DAY (SEPIA TURNS TO COLOR)

Sarah enters the bronze door of the bank. Mrs. Wright comes up to her and they shake. 

SUPER: “AUGUST 22, 1915”

                                                            MRS. WRIGHT

Hello, Miss Bredding. Mr. Gordon just mentioned you this morning. ... Again.

         MR. GORDON’S OFFICE

Mr. Gordon jolts up, straightens his tie, stands up and greets Sarah like a schoolboy. 

MR. GORDON

I hope you’ve been well this past year, Miss Bredding.

                                                            SARAH

I have, thank you, Mr. Gordon. This year was particularly quick, I must say.

                                                             MR. GORDON 

Miss Bredding, I have something to tell you first... A couple of months ago my coin dealer friend was visited by a couple of tough looking characters, who gave him the exact same list of coins that you made. My friend mentions the coincidence to them. They become threatening and demand to know where he got your list. Out of fear he told them my name and address. 

    FLASHBACK – EXT. STREET – DAY

    Two men mug Mr. Gordon. Two young bleach white haired men   

    appear. 

MR. GORDON (V.O.)

It was a Saturday and I was out of my house on errands, so my friend was unable to warn me. When I got back to my home, two men stopped me and started getting rough, with one choking me, while the other mugger kept asking, “Who gave you this list?” I kept refusing to answer. Then out of nowhere two white haired young men appeared. Someone knocked me silly on the head, and when I got my bearings back they were all gone.

    BACK TO SCENE                                    
Sarah stares at Mr. Gordon with deep admiration. Mr. Gordon looks at her not understanding her look.

                         MR. GORDON

Please, don’t worry about it. 

Sarah

It’s not worry I’m feeling, Mr. Gordon. You just risked your life for me, didn’t you?

Mr. Gordon becomes embarrassed and shy, then slowly feels comfortable and proud. Sarah gives him a smile of thanks, nodding her head in approval and satisfaction at her hero.

Mr. Gordon

Ahem... Okay, back to business.

    He straightens his tie, and then lays out two black velvet  

    rolls, and takes sparkling gold coins out of their pockets.  

    The gold-light sparkles reflect on her eyes. 

                                                           MR. GORDON

Here are 100 old gold coins on consignment from my friend that you can choose from. 

Sarah picks up a few gold coins and loupes them. Her hand trembles from excitement, almost dropping a coin.

                     SARAH

They are all wonderful!... I’ll take them all.

Mr. Gordon with a sly smile lifts up a large canvas bag from behind his desk and pours its contents on the desk.

                         MR. GORDON 

These are the old un-circulated common coin rolls you asked for. 

                         SARAH

Well, Mr. Gordon, you certainly are a living cornucopia. Yes, I’ll just take them all.

Mrs. Wright pushes a cart in piled high with canvas bags and leaves it next to Sarah. 

Mr. Gordon cuts a bag open and pours out the shiny gold coins in front of open mouth Sarah.

                         MR. GORDON

Do you want some new gold, pennies, or silver?

Sarah looks at the coin bag’s date tags. Checks her list. She suffers a few silent moments to make a hard decision.

                                                           SARAH 

Would you have a larger bag for me to carry all this in?

                         MR. GORDON

You’ll take them all? 

Sarah nods a reluctant “yes”. 

He does his math shaking his head in disbelief, and then hands the math page and bankbook to Mrs. Wright, who leaves. 

He puts the coin bags and velvet rolls into satchels. Sarah watches his every move. Mrs. Wright returns, hands bankbook to Sarah. 

                         MR. GORDON

You truly are a unique experience in this dry world of banking.

Sarah stands up. Mr. Gordon holds Sarah’s hand. Mrs. Wright watches them with a knowing smile. 

SARAH

Thanks for everything, Mr. Gordon.

                         MR. GORDON

It is I who should be thanking you for such a wonderful, but too short a time.  

Sarah drags the satchels off the desk. They stretch her arms to the floor. He gallantly offers to help, their hands touch, they silently stare into each other’s eyes. She grips the satchels then with reluctance walks out of the office.

Mr. Gordon watches her every step through the lobby. Sarah turns back to look at him as she exits, the door closes slow    

    with both wanting more.

    EXT. STREET

Sarah hails the taxi parked across the street. The taxi does a U-turn and jerk stops in front of Sarah.

INT. TAXI 

Sarah enters having trouble with the weight of the satchels. 

Time Angel, in driver’s seat, smiles at Sarah through rear-view mirror. Sarah distraught, realizes it’s Time Angel. 

                     SARAH

Just the man I want to see.

                     TIME ANGEL

Anything wrong, Sarah?

                         SARAH

Mr. Gordon got mugged because of my coin list. What was that about?

                         TIME ANGEL

I have no idea. Which is unusual, considering it is within my case. I’ll be right back. Wait here. 

He parks under a shady tree. She gets out of the taxi. 

                                                            SARAH

It’s too hot in there. When do    

they invent air conditioning?

The moment she asks her question, Time Angel evaporates. 

He reappears in an instant in front of her, wears a set of garish Hawaiian shirt and shorts, and large sunglasses.

Startled at first, she then takes a long look at him.

SARAH

(laughing)

What in heck are you wearing?

                         TIME ANGEL

(embarrassed)

I’m just coming back from a two-week fantasy vacation... I forgot to change for this year, didn’t I?

Sarah makes a face of being insulted.

                                                             TIME ANGEL

You only waited a second anyway, so what’s the difference to you?

                          SARAH

Okay, okay. It’s hard to keep this future past stuff in order. What’s the story? 

                          TIME ANGEL

The muggers were from your future, my past. They had the same plan as you have with the old metal money, but they were going to use the wealth to take over a country or two, and cause a few billion people’s unhappiness. And that is a serious violation. I guess they thought you were competition to be eliminated. The Time Regulators took care of it, and the bad guys are history now.

                                                             SARAH

Am I in any danger doing what I’m doing with you people?

TIME ANGEL

No, Sarah. I’m here to protect you, not catch you. I hope we’re friends.

Sarah kisses Time Angel on his cheek. He blushes, sneezes.

         INT. COIN SHOP – DAY (PRESENT TIME)

DOOR BUZZ. Jack Clark, colorful shirt, sits behind counter. 

SARAH

Hello, is Mr. Hollingwood here? 

                         JACK

Hi, I’m his partner, Jack Clark. He apologizes that he has to cancel your appointment, and he’ll reset it with you, Miss Bredding.

But, I’d be happy to look at the coins to judge them for our client. 

Sarah, annoyed, puts a few gold coins in holders down. Jack loupes. 

                         JACK

These are all very nice. Do you have others like these? 

SARAH

(impatient)            

            Yes, I have. I’ll wait for his call.
DOOR BUZZ. Sarah leaves. Mr. Hollingwood comes out from 

behind the curtain. Jack makes a quick one-word call on his cell phone. 

MR. HOLLINGWOOD

What were the coins like?

                                                           JACK

Half a million. 

         INT. SARAH’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Daria GROWLS. Sarah sleeps. Liz enters. 

LIZ

(whispers)

Wake up, Sarah! I hear strange noises downstairs.

                                        SARAH

            It’s probably Alex or the girls.

                         LIZ

They’re all out for the night. I’m scared.

Sarah gets out of bed, kneels and puts her ear to the floor. DRAWERS and CLOSETS OPENING and CLOSING.

Sarah takes a baseball bat from the closet.

                         SARAH

Here’s the plan. I hit him to the floor so he can’t get away. 

                         LIZ

But I thought we’d want the burglar to get away.

                         SARAH

Good point! I’ll just hit him hard enough, and then you sit on him. Ready?

    STAIRWAY

Daria leads Liz and Sarah down the dark stairs. A DRAWER CLOSES in the living room. Halfway down, GLASS TINGLES from the dining room. They stop. Sarah takes off a slipper. 

                                                            LIZ

Which one first?

Sarah chin-points at the dining room. A flashlight beam lights up the front hallway and door, then disappears.   

    DINING ROOM

Dark. They tip toe around the table. Sarah THROWS her SLIPPER at the kitchen door. Burglar #1 turns to the SOUND. Sarah takes two steps, swings, and connects with his shins. CRACK. He screams. He falls and CRASHES onto the TEA TROLLEY.  

Liz jumps on his chest and pins his arms down. He moans loud. 

         FRONT DOOR HALLWAY 

Sarah crouches behind the stairs. Burglar #2 comes to investigate the noise. As he passes the stairs, she swings and takes his knee out. CRACK. He screams. He falls head first on the floor.

She flicks light switch on with the bat’s end, lights come on. Burglar #2 sees his opportunity and reaches for his flashlight. She kicks the flashlight out of his reach. 

Liz drags her burglar by his long hair next to Sarah’s. Liz puts her foot on his throat. Daria GROWLS and nips at their faces. The burglars protect their faces from Daria.

Liz checks their pockets and takes out their wallets, shows   

the names to Sarah, throws the wallets down, opens the door. 

                          SARAH

Well, Anthony and Samuel, tell Jack the jerk my calendar is filled from now on. Now scat.

The burglars pick up their wallets as they crawl out the door. Liz kicks the last one’s ass. He falls onto the other. They tumble down the porch steps. Liz SLAMS the DOOR. 

The women look at each other in relief and high five. 

LIVING ROOM COUCH

Sarah and Liz plop down exhausted. Daria lies on the hassock.

                                                            LIZ

Who’s Jack the jerk? 

                         SARAH

The partner in the coin shop.

      (to Daria, kissing)

You are so courageous. I’m so proud of you.

LIZ

Well? 

                         SARAH

Remember the story about the mystery?... I found it...

Liz waits for more info, then makes a face of impatience.

SARAH

I’ve been time traveling into the past... It’s a long story.

                         LIZ

It’s two in the morning, got no appointments, I’m half naked, and got some time.

SARAH 

The burglars were after the gold coins that I’ve been buying in the early twentieth century and was suppose to sell at the coin store yesterday, but they canceled the appointment. Probably so they could follow me and see where the coins ended up. That was clever. 

                                                            LIZ

Where are these gold coins?

SARAH

Some we are putting up on eBay. Some I put in a safe place. 

Sarah stands up, spreads her legs and bends over in a yoga position, in a long silence. Her ass faces Liz, and her head upside down between her legs. 

Liz, impatient, rotates her neck to be eye level with Sarah.

LIZ

My meter is running. 

                         SARAH

(nonchalant)

First, you poof backwards into time, then you’ve got just over an hour before you boomerang back. You just can’t try to change history, or they’ll stop you.

         LIZ 

“They”?

SARAH

The Time Angel Regulators, from the future.

Sarah changes yoga asana. Liz turns her aching neck back slow.

                          LIZ

You poof back in time, with angels from the future, for an hour, and then fly home on a boomerang? 

SARAH 

I knew you wouldn’t believe it.

                                                            LIZ

You reckon I’m being unreasonable, do you? Before we look at some mental institution brochures you can choose from, would you like to offer any proof in your defence?

         COMPUTER ROOM 

Sarah shows Liz a few gold coins.

                         LIZ

That’s your best shot?

Sarah lifts the rug, opens the CREAKING TRAPDOOR. Turns the wall switch on. Liz leans over the hole. Amber light from below lights up her face.

                                                            LIZ

Nice lightshow, but no music? And the time travel part?

                         SARAH

That’s a bit harder to prove with words, but if you’d like a go.

LIZ

I’d rather let dead dogs die.

Sarah

Then, name anything from the past.

Mystery pov

watches from outside the house in the dark through bushes into the window at Liz and Sarah talk in the computer room.

BACK TO SCENE

Sarah turns the computer on. Liz thinks for a second.

LIZ

Okay. A newspaper dated on my birthday.

Sarah types, presses the enter key. Gets up, opens the CREAKING TRAPDOOR, lifts out a yellowed newspaper, and slaps it into Liz’s chest. 

Liz reads the front page. Her eyes bulge in disbelief.  

LIZ

                Convince me again. 

                         Sarah

I just had a 27-hour day. Let’s go to bed... after a fridge stop.

Sarah closes down computer and flips the light switch off.

INT. KITCHEN – MORNING

Sarah sets the table for breakfast.  Mrs. Johnston enters.

                         MRS. JOHNSTON

Good morning, my dear.

SARAH

Morning. We had visitors last night. Did you hear them?

                         MRS. JOHNSTON

Oh, yes. The aliens come almost every night into my room and dance. Though their choice of music is just terrible. They are hairless, you know.

Mrs. Johnston takes a pastry and leaves.  

Liz enters, takes a cup of coffee, sits, sips, ponders. 

LIZ

What’s it like in the past?

SARAH

Quieter, more civil, humble. 

Unlike today where everyone is craving for the future.

         LIZ

So, what’s your next adventure? 

                         SARAH

Don’t know. But, I think I’ll give the coin business a rest, considering the burglary and the mugging.

LIZ

Whoa! Back up a few streets there, speedy. What mugging?

                         SARAH

(love swoons)

Harold Gordon... the bank manager, ‘cause of my list. The Time Regulators had to take the bad guys out.

         LIZ 

Like being banished to the Phantom Zone? Then what’s the problem?

                         SARAH

Well, I also saw myself as a greedy monster in the bank. It worried me. There I was, looking at Mint bags of 1914-D pennies that are worth like $8,000.

                         LIZ

That’s like only half a seat in a Mercedes. That’s not high-class greed, yet. 

SARAH

Each!

                         LIZ

“Each” what?

                         SARAH

Each penny is worth $8,000, times 1000 in the bag. And there were more bags of coins just like that.

                         LIZ 

(air writing)

That’s six zeros after the eight, right?... Eight million. $8 MILLION DOLLARS?!!

                         SARAH

Shhh! Someone will hear you.

         LIZ

Sorry, but I think I just wet my pants... What’d you do?

SARAH

I grabbed them, of course.

                         LIZ

Whew! I thought you were gonna to tell me you had some spiritual epiphany crap. So, if this is all too heavy for you, just change categories. And speaking of the Phantom Zone, how about comics?  

KITCHEN - MOMENTS LATER

Sarah re-enters with the comic collector’s book. Liz clears the table in one swipe of her arm, and reads. 

                         LIZ

“The first Superman comic, Action number one, was first issued on June first, 1938, and valued at $300 thousand.”  

SARAH

This will be fun. And June will add some adventure into it, too.  

    DINING ROOM – momentS later

Sarah, in 1938 navy blue rayon dress, looks out the window onto the front porch and sees Alex painting it, then walks past Mabel and Doris as they tug and argue over the use of a vacuum cleaner.

                         Doris

... You did the last two rooms. It’s my turn.                                                                                                                  

    COMPUTER ROOM 

    Sarah turns the computer on and notices the window is open a   

    bit, and a muddy footprint on the table below it. She closes 

    and locks it.

    She goes to put the light switch on and finds it is on.    

    Sarah looks for an explanation in her head, then lets it go.  

    She sits and types a time-code, taps the enter key.

    INT. STOREROOM – DAY (SEPIA TURNS TO COLOR)

Sarah appears on the dusty floor, gets up, brushes off the dust. Opens the door, listens. CHILDREN’S VOICES upstairs.

SUPER: “JUNE 1, 1938”

KITCHEN 

Sarah peeks into the empty room. Finished plates of food on the table, a cigarette burns in an ashtray. FOOTSTEPS come down the back stairs. 

She tiptoes fast through the kitchen and dashes outside, closes the backdoor silently, and enjoys the thrill.

INT. CANDY STORE – DAY

Sarah enters. Overhead DOOR BELL JANGLES. She looks at the comic rack disappointed. She goes to the gruff, unshaven, cigar smoking STORE OWNER, 60’s, behind the counter. 

                         Sarah

Excuse me, sir. Do you have a comic named Superman?

                         STORE OWNER

Yeah, they just arrived. They’re one dime a piece, lady. 

He bends down behind the counter and brings up a bundle. 

          SARAH                                                 

I’ll take them all. And could you wrap them up real well?

Store owner

Sure, lady, for such a big buy it would be my pleasure. That’ll be two bucks.

    EXT. STREET – MOMENTS LATER

Sarah walks with a shopping bag. She stops and twirls, her face looks up in the trees, relishing the moment. Time Angel pops out from behind a tree. Sarah smiles at him, holds his arm, as they walk together as friends.

                         TIME ANGEL

Why have you traveled in June? You could scare someone in your house.

SARAH

Adventure and insecurity.

TIME ANGEL

You’re really enjoying this, aren’t you?

Sarah squeezes him closer, smiles and raises her eyebrows.

SARAH

You betcha.

BREDDING HOUSE - STREET – MOMENTS LATER

Adults stand on the porch, children play tag on front lawn.

TIME ANGEL

How you going to get in without being stopped? This I got to see.

SARAH

How about you go cause a diversion by speaking a foreign language?

                         TIME ANGEL

I’m only the audience. Remember?

                                                            SARAH

Oh, yeah? Can you run fast?

                                                            TIME ANGEL

Why would that matter, now?

         SARAH

HELP! HELP! PLEASE HELP!

TIME ANGEL

Sarah! Quiet! What are you doing?

SARAH

RAPE! HELP ME! RAPE!

Sarah, playful, swings her shopping bag at him as three angry men run towards them with gardening implements.

SARAH 

Well, Seabiscuit, you better start stretching those legs, or you won’t have any in a few seconds.

    As the men get closer, Time Angel looks around nervous for   

    an escape route. He then runs like a three-legged frog down 

    the street, the men after him. He hops behind a tree and 

disappears. The men look around and up the tree, baffled.

Sarah feigns distress, walks towards the women and children.

As she gets up to them, she quickly runs around the house. 

The women and children stand confused, then follow Sarah. 

         SECRET ROOM

Dark, except for the amber glow from the time machine. Sarah puts the comics into the cabinet and waits for her time leap... OVERHEAD FOOTSTEPS, and male and female MUFFLED VOICES come from above in the house. Sarah looks confident.

FURNITURE is DRAGGED across the floor in the storage room above her.

                 MAN’S VOICE

(muffled)

She’s not in here.

Sarah checks her watch.

CLOSE ON WATCH 9:30 HANDS MOVE TO 11:30

      Dissolve to:

Sarah sits on the bottom ladder step and looks nervous. 

                                               DISSOLVE TO:

She climbs the ladder and tries to lift the trapdoor, but it won’t budge. Sarah returns to the first step and sits with her head in her hands trying not to cry.

close on watch 2:45

Desperate, she paces around the room. A GHOSTLY “OOOOOOOO” comes out of the dark. Sarah freezes in fright. “OOOOOOOO”.

Time Angel comes out from behind some equipment, not able to contain himself he doubles over and child-like, laughs hard.

SARAH

You bastard joker!

Sarah starts to laugh with Time Angel as she gives him a warm hug of relief.

    INT. KITCHEN – DAY – (PRESENT TIME)

Sarah enters and swings the mildewed shopping bag onto the table in front of Liz. Liz looks at it and sits frozen.

                         SARAH

Open it. There are ten for you and ten for me. You owe me a buck. 

Liz unwraps the comics while Sarah inhales a pastry.  

                         LIZ

Ten times $300 thousand is...$3 MILLION! In only a few minutes?!

Mrs. Johnston enters, looks at the old mildewed paper bag.

                                                            MRS. JOHNSTON 

Oh, you’ve been time hopping, I see. Did you do what I asked?

                         SARAH

No, Mrs. Johnston. Maybe next time.

                                                            MRS. JOHNSTON

Drat!

Mrs. Johnston shuffles on through to the dining room.

                         LIZ

She knows?... What does Mrs. Johnston want you to do?

SARAH

Shoot her first husband.

                         LIZ

That’s funny... Kind of... Listen, Sarah, I’ve been thinking. Maybe I don’t want any of the comic books.

Sarah rubs her side in pain, waits for an explanation.

LIZ

               All this money coming out of the   

               sky is weird to me. 

                         SARAH

I’m just coasting along on this experience existence threw at me. I’d rather be doing some good in the past with this time gift, but that would always be breaking their rules. So, what I want to do is give all this wealth away and help the needy. This is my last chance to do some good in this life.

                         LIZ

But you seem obsessed with money all of a sudden. You certainly have enough. You always avoided the money game, so why now? This isn’t like you... Hey! What do you mean by “last chance”? 

Sarah doesn’t answer. Hesitates, then takes the cranberry doctor’s folder from a drawer, hesitates, then throws it on the table to Liz, leans back on the counter, folds her arms. 

Liz looks at the folder with apprehension. She opens it slow, reads. Her face drops like a rock, mouth agape. Tears roll down her cheeks as she stares at Sarah in shocked horror. 

                     LIZ

Cancer? One month max!?

Liz gets up, grabs Sarah for a bear hug and they sob.

SARAH

I had a good life... Liz, please keep all this to yourself, no matter what happens. 

Liz nods her agreement through blood shot wet eyes. 

Sarah sits and starts to write on a yellow pad.

LIZ

You’re making another fricken’ list, now?

SARAH

Hey, I’m on a schedule here. 

         LIZ

You aren’t even going to take this serious, are you?

SARAH

Nope. My Buddhism is functioning correctly. I have no fear of the future.

                                                              LIZ

I’m beginning to dislike Buddhism.

                                                             SARAH

Can you do that?... Anyway, I want to go out with a laugh, and I want you to put the fun back in funeral, too. Promise? 

INT.  DINING ROOM - DAY

Sarah, Daria in her arms, looks out the window. Liz, wet-eyed and sad, comes and puts her arm around her and watches Alex kick the car, get in, slam the door, peel out.

LIZ

I see he’s been informed.

                     SARAH

Everything. 

Mabel and Doris laugh loud as they come down the stairs. 

MABEL

We’re off to work cleaning offices. See you in the morning.

                                                            LIZ

I also have to go to work. I put Mrs. Johnston to bed early, so don’t worry about her.

Liz kisses Sarah, walks out with Doris and Mabel. 

                         SARAH

Funny, just when I want to be with people...

    INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

Sarah, 1923 dress, seals an envelope marked, “CHARLIE”. Puts a casserole in the oven. Sets alarm clock for eight. JUDY COLLINS SINGS ON BOOM BOX. Clothes hang on chair. 

    INT. SARAH’S BEDROOM – MORNING

Sunrays stream on Sarah as she meditates. Daria watches her. Sarah opens her eyes relaxed, stands.

                                                             SARAH

Daria, we are going to have a great day today. How’s that sound?

Daria jumps up and down happy.

                                                                                                                             CUT TO:

    INT. AVANTI CAR 

Daria shivers in fear curled up on vibrating floorboard. 

    DRIVING AROUND – SERIES OF SHOTS

Sarah drives Avanti over the lawn in circles, destroying it. 

Avanti passes car after car on highway. Daria’s head out the window, wind blows through her long hair.

On highway side, a patrolman hands amused Sarah a ticket.

         In a park, Sarah and Daria play fetch and cuddle.
         Sarah writes a check with a smile at the tax office.

In the village, the AVANTI u-turns, SCREACHES, and parks.

         INT. AVANTI CAR – CONTINUOUS  

SARAH 

(into phone)

Look out your window, now!

    INT. COIN STORE

Mr. Hollingwood looks out the storefront window, phone at ear. Sarah, with plastic bag, jumps in front of him. 

He startles. A bag lady with a shopping cart filled, stops and watches the scene behind Sarah.

    Sarah puts a gold coin against the window. His eyes widen as 

    he absorbs the coin’s date. She puts it in her pocket. 

Jack appears along side Mr. Hollingwood.

Sarah takes eggs from the plastic bag and throws them at their faces. The men flinch. The eggs drip down the window. 

INT. AVANTI CAR

Daria BARKS into cell-phone on the car seat.

    INT. COIN STORE 

BARKS come from Mr. Hollingwood’s PHONE. 

     MR. HOLLINGWOOD 

Jack! You really screwed that one up! That’s a million dollar coin!

EXT. coin store

Sarah drives and does a SCREECHING u-turn, but continues and makes a full circle. Cars SCREECH to a halt, HORNS. Sarah stops at the bag lady, smiles, and hands her the million- dollar coin, drives away making another SCREECHING u-turn.

The bag lady stares at the coin with a smile, looks into the sky with thanks, starts to walk with a bounce, leaving the shopping cart behind.                                               

         INT. MR. GORDON’S OFFICE – DAY (SEPIA TURNS TO COLOR)

The doorway frames Sarah, dressed to the hilt. Sensual.

SUPER: “AUGUST 15, 1921”

Grayer Mr. Gordon looks up at her and beams at a vision. He holds the chair for her unable to speak. Sits at his desk.

SARAH 

I apologize for not staying in touch these past six years. 

                         MR. GORDON

Well, Miss Bredding, it’s still Miss, I hope? What’s your pleasure today?

SARAH

Yes, it still is, Mr. Gordon. I’d like Mint bags of every year and denomination. 

Sarah hands him the bankbook. Mr. Gordon waves. Mrs. Wright enters, now 41. He gives her instructions and the bankbook. 

MRS. WRIGHT

Nice to see you, Miss Bredding. 

Sarah nods her hello and thank you. Mrs. Wright departs. 

Mr. Gordon admires her. Sarah catches him. He wanted to be caught.                                           

                     MR. GORDON

Sorry, I didn’t...

         SARAH

It didn’t bother me.

         MR. GORDON

Is this all it will ever be?

         SARAH

There are always choices.

         MR. GORDON

Such as?

         SARAH

Follow your dreams. Fear blocks clarity.

Mr. Gordon turns and dreams out his window for a few

moments. His arms winged behind his head. Sarah admires him. 

Breaking the moment, Mrs. Wright arrives with two satchels, hands Sarah the bankbook. 

Mr. Gordon suddenly jumps up.

                         MR. GORDON

Malt?

BANK LOBBY

Sarah and Mr. Gordon stroll towards the exit. He carries the heavy satchels. A clerk runs up to Mr. Gordon with papers. He ignores the clerk away.

MR. GORDON’S OFFICE

Mrs. Wright smiles as she watches them walk together through the lobby.

         EXT. ICE CREAM PARLOUR – MOMENTS LATER

Sunny day. Sarah and Mr. Gordon sit at an outside table. Waiter walks away with an order. Many customers, and yet they are alone. Mr. Gordon takes his tie and jacket off, grins at Sarah with warm affection. 

SARAH 

You look very sad today.

MR. GORDON

You’re very beautiful today.

SARAH

You’re very honest today.

MR. GORDON

You’re five years late today.

They stop their playful banter with a giddy smile and laugh.

                                                           SARAH

                What’s your dream unfulfilled?

                         MR. GORDON

Yachting around the world to exotic tropical islands.

                         SARAH

Got the time, Mr. Gordon?

                         MR. GORDON

Call me Harry, and I’m available. 

SARAH 

“Available”, Harry?

                         MR. GORDON

I got divorced. My children got married, and even the dog left. 

The waiter brings malts. Sarah and Mr. Gordon take sips.

                     SARAH

Sell everything. Buy a yacht, get your butt on the high seas, and don’t look back. 

                                                           MR. GORDON

I’d love too, but...

         Sarah puts her hand on his about to say something, but sees  

Time Angel point to his wrist gadget behind Mr. Gordon.

SARAH 

I’ll have to be going now, Harry.

MR. GORDON

Come with me, Sarah. 

    Sarah gives him a warm long smile of appreciation.                                                   

                         SARAH    

Harry, that is the nicest offer I ever had in my life... But, I’m truly sorry I can’t accept it, as romantic and beautiful as it is... This just isn’t the right time. 

Time Angel, emphatic, points at his wrist again. 

Sarah stands, glides over to disappointed Mr. Gordon and gives him a long romantic kiss. She separates slow and holds his head in her hands, and gentle-drills her affection for him into his eyes.

She picks up the heavy satchels and walks away. Mr. Gordon’s sad eyes follow her as he fiddles with a $20 gold coin on the table. Sarah turns for a last fast look at him.

    RESIDENTIAL STREET – MOMENTS LATER

Time Angel catches up to Sarah, takes the satchels. Sarah doubles over and vomits on a tree. Her knees buckle. He drops the satchels and catches her, and then sprays an aerosol into her mouth. Seconds later, she stands on her own. 

                     SARAH 

Thanks for getting me out of there. I almost fell in love.

Time Angel makes an expression of “almost?”.

         BREDDING HOUSE – MOMENTS LATER

SARAH

You know, the best part of this whole adventure was meeting you. 

I wish we spent more time together.

Time Angel red-eyes, gets shy, sneezes. She gives him a handkerchief.

Sarah kisses him on the cheek, takes the satchels and walks up the driveway. 

Time Angel stands stunned, thinks, and comes up with a plan. 

         INT. COMPUTER ROOM – DAY (PRESENT TIME)

Sarah sits on the chair with the bank satchels on her lap. Out of nowhere, the handkerchief floats down in front of her. She snatches it midair and caresses it against her cheek. She then takes the satchels and heads out of the room.

KITCHEN – MOMENTS LATER

Liz and Alex drink coffee. In the distance, THUD... BARKS. 

    LIVING ROOM

Liz and Alex rush in and find Sarah on the floor unconscious. Daria WHINES and licks Sarah’s face.

                         LIZ

Sarah! Sarah! Wake-up!

Mrs. Johnston enters. Observes the situation.

                         MRS. JOHNSTON

Life sucks!

      CUT TO BLACK.

    INT. Hospital – hallway – day

Sarah lies in a bed behind a large window. Liz, Mrs. Johnston, Alex, Mabel, and Doris sit on chairs and benches, heads down, silent. 

They morph into different clothes and positions.

    INT. HOSPITAL - IC ROOM - DAY 

Sarah lies in bed. Liz sits and holds Sarah’s hand.

SUPER: “TWO DAYS LATER”

    A male nurse with Afro hair enters back to CAMERA (Liz 

    sees his face), injects medicine into the IV tube, leaves.

Sarah’s eyes flicker open and she mumbles. MACHINES begin to 

BEEP. A nurse rushes in and checks the machines.

                         LIZ

What, Sarah? Say again. 

Sarah mumbles again. Liz looks at the blinking machines and the busy nurse, realizes there is no time left.

                                                            LIZ

Sarah, where’s the gold?

SARAH

Hare suck.

LIZ

My hair sucks? That’s not news.

SARAH

Hare suk, hare suk, hare suk. 

Sarah closes her eyes. MACHINES BUZZ and BEEP. 

Nurses and doctor rush in, and move around Sarah very quick. 

HOSPITAL HALLWAY

Liz, Mrs. Johnston, Mabel, Doris, and Alex watch, with white-knuckle apprehension, through the large IC room window. Monitors flat line.  A nurse turns the machines off and then covers Sarah’s face with the sheet.

Charlie runs carrying two backpacks, his long hair flying. Out of breath, he arrives at Liz and looks into her eyes, then through the IC window, his face drops. Liz hugs him tight with her fists clenched.

They all hug Charlie with mournful expressions, cry.

Beautiful, Italian, GIULIA, 20, long black hair, arrives breathless. Realizes the situation and holds sobbing Charlie.

        Charlie separates from Giulia, holds her hand.

charlie

Liz, everyone, this is Giulia.

    Unable to speak, everyone nods there hello to Giulia.

         EXT. BREDDING HOUSE - PORCH – DAY

Alex, Mrs. Johnston, Mabel and Doris enter the house, their heads heavy. Charlie, Giulia, and Liz stand around Daria. 

Daria looks for Sarah. Liz picks up Daria.

                         LIZ 

Sarah’s not coming home anymore.

Daria jumps down, WHIMPERS, and looks out on the driveway.

          Charlie looks confused.

Charlie

All these people live here?

Liz 

                These past weeks are a story.

Charlie tries to swallow this. Giulia takes hold of Charlie, looks into his eyes.

Giulia

(Italian accent)

Charlie, don’t change the subject.

Charlie comes out of his confusion and gives a smile of thanks to Giulia. He hugs her tight.                                         

         EXT. CEMETERY – DAY

Damp dreary day. Four cars creep behind a hearse through a large iron gate, drive on the windy wet road, then park.

Pallbearers remove the coffin, while the PASTOR, African-American woman, in a satiny, bright colored robe, watches. 

Sarah’s ten MOURNERS get out of their cars, one by one. Liz is dressed as a hippie. Charlie wears a brown zoot suit. Giulia is dressed as a sexy roaring twenties flapper. Doris and Mabel in one large men’s suit, and walk with difficulty. 

Mrs. Johnston holds her belly, dressed as a pregnant nun. AGNES and CLARA, Mrs. Johnston’s friends, dressed in their normal 1950’s. Alex as Superman with fake biceps carries a boom box. Daria is a hot dog.

The mourners grieve as they walk behind the coffin. 

CEMETERY MAN arrives, all in gray, and walks sideways like a crab along the procession. 

                                                           CEMETERY MAN

Dogs are not permitted here.

LIZ

She’s not a dog. She’s a dachshund.

CEMETERY MAN

Okay. Dachshunds aren’t allowed in the cemetery.

Daria GROWLS at him. The mourners ignore him. He walks away looking back over his shoulder. 

                                                           CEMETERY MAN

I’m calling the police!

    GRAVESIDE

Pallbearers organize the lowering mechanism and coffin. Alex sets the boom box down. The mourners stand stoic.

The pastor ahems for attention, and is about to read from a bible, when Officers Dooley and Stanley, and the Cemetery Man appear. 

                         DOOLEY

You can’t bring a dog in here.

                                                            MOURNERS

She’s a dachshund.


STANLEY

Whose dog is this?

                                                             MOURNERS

Dachshund.

DOOLEY

Then whose dachshund is it?

MOURNERS

Sarah’s.

CEMETERY MAN 

Arrest her, Officer!

    The mourners all glance over at the coffin.

                         MOURNERS

Be our guest.

Dooley, Stanley, and the cemetery man follow their glance and become embarrassed.

                                                            DOOLEY

Then I’ll have to arrest who ever brought the dog. 

                         MOURNERS

     (exasperated)

Dachshund.

    Liz raises her arm. Her arm fat waves like a flag. 

                         LIZ

                                    I brought her, Officer.

                         MOURNERS

No you didn’t, I did./It was me! Remember?/No, I brought her.

Mrs. Johnston holds her belly, gets belly-to-belly with Officer Dooley, grits her teeth, and juts her chin, growls.

                         MRS. JOHNSTON 

                I’m Spartacus.

                                                           AGNES AND CLARA

(innocent sweet)

No, I’m Spartacus./I’m Spartacus, too.

Daria BARKS, bounces up on the BOOM BOX and “Smile” PLAYS. The coffin starts to lower into the grave by itself. The pastor turns pages quick to the end of the service.

                         PASTOR

Does anybody have something to say over the dearly departed?

MRS. JOHNSTON

She was a lousy bridge player!

AGNES

You’re at the wrong funeral again. 

         INT. BREDDING HOUSE – LIVING ROOM - DAY

Dressed normal now, the mourners surround the small buffet. 

Joe arrives, gives condolences to Charlie.

Giulia delivers a plate of food to Mrs. Johnston on the sofa. She hesitates to take the plate.

Mrs. Johnston

Are you an alien?

Giulia

Yes. But I have a visa.

Mrs. Johnston takes the plate with an “I knew it” expression, then turns towards Mabel and Doris, looks them up and down.

    COMPUTER ROOM 

On his knees, Joe inspects under the desk at the computer wires, puzzled. Alex enters with suspicion. 

ALEX 

You lose something, Joe?

Joe gets up startled, hits his head on the bottom of the desk.

JOE

Just wanted to see if I set it up correct.

    Joe walks straight out of the room. Alex checks around.

         MOURNING WEEK - MONTAGE

SAD MUSIC PLAYS. Pages of a daily calendar fall off for a week, overlaps montage.

Mrs. Johnston sits on the porch, mumbles disgust to no one. 

Mabel and Doris clean the house.

Giulia lights incense and candles in her room. Meditates.

Liz, distraught, sits on the floor of the kitchen, throwing plates, breaking them against the refrigerator.

Charlie drives madly on the lawn. Alex lays sod on the tire tracks. Charlie drives over the sod. Alex replaces the sod.

Daria’s sad eyes watch the driveway entrance.

      DISSOLVE TO:

    INT. DINING ROOM – NIGHT

Liz, Alex, Mrs. Johnston, Mabel, Doris, Charlie, and Giulia sit at the fully laid out table. Everybody is silent, motionless, stare into nothingness. Their plates full and untouched. 

Sarah’s laughing picture is set at the head of the table with an empty plate and a full wine glass.

Mrs. Johnston takes an ICE CUBE from a bucket, and starts to CRUNCH it loud in her teeth for endless seconds. The entire table turns to watch her in judgment.

Liz starts to laugh. One by one each joins her, until the entire table is in hysterics. Daria BARKS from under table.

Feeling good with smiles and giggles, they all start to eat their food. Liz throws a bread roll down the table at Mabel.

In a loud playful burst of grief-release, everybody throws bread rolls at each other.

Liz stands, raises her wine glass. The room becomes silent.

CLOSE ON SARAH’S PICTURE

                         LIZ (O.S.)

Sarah, thanks for showing us how to pass with grace. We love you.

GLASSES are TAPPED with utensils and build to a crescendo. 

    INT. secret room – day 

Pitch black. The CREAKING TRAPDOOR opens above and lets light on the ladder. Legs come down the ladder. A flashlight beam lights up the room.

Liz descends careful. With the flashlight she looks in the cabinet, behind the apparatus, and taps on the walls.

         She ascends the ladder. CREAKING TRAPDOOR closes. Blackness.    

    INT. CHARLIE AND GIULIA’S BEDROOM – NIGHT

Blackness. TAP, TAP, TAP. Charlie turns on the light, gets out of bed, puts on a bathrobe, and opens door. Mrs. Johnston stands there in a bathrobe, curlers, facemask, and barefoot. 

MRS. JOHNSTON

I’ve got a secret. 

         MRS. JOHNSTON’S BEDROOM – MOMENTS LATER

         Picture of Sarah and Mrs. Johnston laughing with wine.

Mrs. Johnston hands the “CHARLIE” envelope to Charlie.

MRS. JOHNSTON

               Your mother gave this to me for 

               you yesterday. 

                         CHARLIE

Mom died a week ago... never mind. Should I read it now?

                         MRS. JOHNSTON

What would Giulia think if she finds you in my bedroom at three a.m.?

INT. COMPUTER ROOM – MORNING

         A framed picture of Sarah laughing hard next to the computer.

Charlie reads the letter and follows the instructions in it. He turns the light switch on, lifts the rug, lifts the CREAKING TRAPDOOR. A HUM, and amber light bathes his face.

He looks down the hole for a few seconds, then remembers to breathe. 

He continues to follow the instructions; closes the CREAKING TRAPDOOR, replaces the rug, puts the computer on. 

Giulia walks in with Daria, closes the door, they kiss, and she goes to look at the bookshelf. 

Charlie sits, continues reading the letter/instructions and types in a code, and taps enter.  

COMPUTER GENERATED: Poof! Charlie flails backwards, amidst 

colored lights and EERIE MUSIC. His eyes wild with fear.

    INT. COMPUTER ROOM – NIGHT – (PAST)

Charlie materializes on the computer chair. Shakes his head. Looks for Giulia at the bookshelf. No picture of Sarah on the desk. An ALARM CLOCK RINGS in another room. Door is open.

KITCHEN

Charlie enters. Sarah, 1923 clothes, sits, stops ALARM. JUDY COLLINS SINGS. Clothes on chair. Food steams on the table.

SARAH 

I guess I finally died. 

Charlie freezes. She stands up, hugs him, helps him sit. 

                                                           SARAH

               Oh, you just time traveled. 

Charlie says “what?” with his whole face.                                                           

                                                           SARAH

Your ears work at least. Now, quick, get dressed in these. I’ll explain everything as we go along. 

Zombified Charlie changes clothes. Sarah helps him. 

    COMPUTER ROOM

Sarah sits, then pulls still stunned Charlie onto her lap.

    EXT. RESIDENTIAL STREET - DAY (SEPIA TURNS TO COLOR)

Sarah and Charlie walk arm in arm down the street, talk.

         SUPER: “AUGUST 23, 1923”

1920’s cars drive by. A pick-up stops. Time Angel sticks his head out. He wears jeans overalls.

                         SARAH

Charlie, this is our time angel. 

TIME ANGEL

Hi, Charlie.

                         CHARLIE

Hello...?

                         SARAH

Yeah, right. What is your name, anyhow?

                                                            TIME ANGEL 

(sneezes, sniffles)

Toes, Simon Toes... You want a ride?

                                                            SARAH

No thanks, Simon. I think we’ll just walk and talk awhile.

People walk by in period clothes. Charlie looks around at everything more confident. Sarah gives him a hug.

                                                            CHARLIE

This is unbelievable! I love it!

SARAH 

No present like the time.

They laugh.                    

                         SARAH

Maybe you can bring Giulia back for a dinner, so I can meet her?

                         CHARLIE

Giulia doesn’t like to live in the past. 

                         SARAH

I don’t think this is in the same category.

    INT. ANTIQUE SILVER STORE - LATER

Sarah and Charlie look in a glass case. Salesgirl arrives.

SARAH

I’ll take them all. 

Sarah checks her watch and then holds Charlie. Salesgirl pretends to not notice as she packs the corkscrews. 

                         SARAH

You’re about to boomerang back. Change your clothes in my time, and these corkscrews will be in the cabinet in the secret room in 30 minutes, in your time. And remember, don’t get greedy. I love you, Charlie.

    Charlie vanishes. 

The salesgirl looks up at Sarah’s arms around nobody. She looks over the counter, then eye-pleads Sarah for an explanation. 

INT. COMPUTER ROOM – MORNING (PRESENT TIME) 

Charlie, in original clothes, sits on the chair. Giulia is in the same position as when Charlie poofed. He shakes his head, looks around. Giulia turns and gives him a look of love.

         CHARLIE

Let’s have breakfast. 

    KITCHEN – MOMENTS LATER

Giulia looks at Charlie curious as he eats an omelet with gusto. Charlie looks up and sees Giulia stare at him.

                         CHARLIE

                Funny, I just ate but I’m still    

                starving.

                         GIULIA

When? Where? 

CHARLIE

Uh,... eggplant parmigiana at my mother’s house. 

         GIULIA

Where do you think you are now?

                         CHARLIE

(whispering)

Giulia,... I went back in time and was with my mother.

       Charlie fills his mouth.                 

                         GIULIA

What are you babbling about? 

CHARLIE

And I met a man from the future. 

          Charlie takes another fork full.                                          

                                                            CHARLIE

We went back to 1923, too.

                         GIULIA

Mamma Mia! How deep you plan to dig this hole?

    INT. KITCHEN – NIGHT (PAST)

Sarah in pain, in 1923 clothes, observes the finished food. She picks up Charlie’s 1923 clothes from the floor, smiles.

    INT. COMPUTER ROOM – DAY (PRESENT) 

Charlie unwraps the corkscrews. Alex studies them.

                         ALEX

Holy mackerel! Sterling silver no less, with perfect original boxes, too?... Okay, I’ll put some up on eBay today. 

    INT.  LIVING ROOM – DAY

    A picture of Sarah smiling on the shelf. Liz knocks on 

walls, looks under sofa cushions, behind books, in the closet. She then drops on the hassock tired and frustrated.

    INT. CHARLIE’S AND GIULIA’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Charlie, with short hair now, sits exhausted. Giulia enters, sits on his lap with affection and studies him.

SUPER: “TWO WEEKS LATER” 

                                                           GIULIA

Your wrists are red. Why?

                         CHARLIE

You won’t believe me, Giulia.

GIULIA

Oh no! Not this time travel story again for the thousandth time?

CHARLIE

I got arrested... in 1978.

                                                            GIULIA

Don’t stop there.

                         CHARLIE

My time was tight, so I stole a bike from some kids, and cops caught the whole thing. They handcuffed me. I lost the Star War toys I bought, though. 

(laughing)

The cops are probably seeing therapists now about a criminal who evaporated from their backseat.  

GIULIA

How are your wrists?

CHARLIE

You believe me?

                         GIULIA

Just how dangerous is this?

CHARLIE

Mom said there are some risks, and I could get stuck in the past.

Giulia’s face expresses extreme worry.

                                                           CHARLIE 

I just want to get us financially secure, and we’re doing well on eBay for only a couple weeks work. 

Giulia pushes him away and gets off his lap frustrated.

                                                            GIULIA

What if you get stuck there? I’ll never know! 

Charlie gets up and pulls reluctant Giulia by her hand.

                         CHARLIE

Just come look at all I bought, so far.

    COMPUTER ROOM

Alex, angry, talks to Joe. Window is open. Joe, a laptop slung over his shoulder, black tie tuxedo, types at the keyboard. Joe’s eyes are dangerously wild. 

Charlie and Giulia enter in surprise.

                         ALEX

(to Charlie)

He’s been hacking your computer and knows what the mystery is.

                         CHARLIE

You know, too?

          JOE 

                Don’t screw this up for me.   

                Tomorrow I’ll be a billionaire. 

Charlie grabs Joe’s arm. Joe stands up as he breaks Charlie’s grip. Joe grabs Giulia around her neck and holds her in a headlock under his arm. Giulia struggles. Joe types in the code without looking, then puts it on the enter key. 

    Giulia stomps down hard on Joe’s foot. Joe screams, loses   

    his position on the enter key, but keeps a hold on Giulia. 

Charlie rushes Joe and grabs his arm to free Giulia. Alex grabs Charlie’s shirt. Giulia’s eyes are closed in strain trying to release herself from Joe’s grip.

ALEX

Let him go! He’ll be...

Sarah’s laughing picture looks on, as Joe taps the enter key.

    COMPUTER GENERATED: Poof! Charlie, Giulia, Alex, and Joe

    flail backwards through passing lights and REVERSED MUSIC.

Giulia pushes Joe’s arm away from around her neck, then opens her eyes to discover fright. 

    INT. STORAGE ROOM – NIGHT (SEPIA TURNS TO COLOR)

    The four time travelers tumble off canvas-covered furniture.         

         SUPER: “JULY 13, 1982”

ALEX

(sotto voce) 

... back in a second. 

Charlie makes a grab for Joe as he gets up and runs out the door. PEOPLE’S VOICES in the house. Giulia, dazed, rubs her neck and takes a moment to recover.

         KITCHEN

Charlie and Giulia move through silent and slow. Alex, a step behind, glances at the wall calendar as he follows them out the back door.

    GARAGE AREA

RUNNING FOOTSTEPS fade into the night. Giulia, Charlie, and Alex (The Three) stand in the shadows. 

Giulia

When are we?

ALEX

1982.

Giulia expresses disbelief. 

Time Angel pops out from behind a bush. Giulia startles.

CHARLIE

Meet our time angel, Simon Toes. 

TIME ANGEL

Hello, everybody.

GIULIA AND ALEX

Angel?

                                                            TIME ANGEL

Charlie, Joe is doing a scam on Microsoft. He’s about to have them sign a contract giving Joe ten percent of Microsoft for the Windows Operating System that Joe supposedly created, before they actually did. This is a huge violation of the rules. The Time Regulators are doing me a favor by letting me handle the situation and stop him, so I can redeem myself a little, until they feel it’s their burden. 

Giulia

Can we help?

Time angel

If you’re up for an adventure.

CHARLIE

My mom converted you. Didn’t she?

                                                           TIME ANGEL 

I’m not complaining.

Charlie turns towards the open garage and the car within, then looks at Giulia and Alex for an answer. They all agree in silence. 

The Three pile in the car with enthusiasm. Charlie finds the keys in the ashtray and drives out fast before slower Time Angel has closed his door. He almost falls out.

         EXT. TRAIN STATION - NIGHT

Charlie’s car arrives at the train station as Joe jumps into a taxi.

INT. TAXI 

Joe breathes hard and sweats. He turns and sees Charlie in the car behind. Joe leans forward and drops hundred dollar bills on the front seat. The taxi peels out instantly and Joe is thrown back.

    INT. CHARLIE’S CAR

time angel

(enthusiastic)

            The chase is on!

    EXT. HIGHWAY

Charlie follows the slow taxi in the slow lane. Cars behind them pass them annoyed. HONKS.

    INT. TAXI

The old driver, with thick glasses, hunches over the steering wheel with an expression of glee for speed. Joe pounds on the seat frustrated.

EXT. FACTORY STREETS

The taxi turns onto a dark wet street between the old factories near the 59th Street Bridge. Charlie follows and makes the turn. But, the taxi is gone. Charlie drives slow, looks up side streets.

He stops the car in the middle of the road. The Three sit silent, defeated.

     Giulia

Nice work, Bullit.

                                                            TIME ANGEL

(leans forward)

Well, he’s not hanging around here. That’s for sure. 

                         GIULIA

Where’s he heading?

TIME ANGEL

It’s not as much fun if you know everything in advance. Now is it? 

ALEX

Quick! Find a newspaper stand!

Time Angel settles back again with a smug satisfied smile.

         INT. CHARLIE’S CAR – 59th STREET BRIDGE

Charlie drives fast. New York skyline looms ahead.

                         TIME ANGEL

(singing)

“Slow down, you move too fast. 

Got to make the morning last. 

Just skipping stones on      

  cobblestones.

And feeling groovy.” 

         EXT. MANHATTAN STREET – MOMENTS LATER

Car careens to a stop at a newspaper kiosk. Charlie jumps out, grabs newspapers. He looks at his money disappointed. 

In no hurry, Time Angel exits the car. Relaxed, he takes monies from his pockets; checks, rejects, and replaces them. Charlie’s impatient hand wiggles. Finally, he hands Charlie a dollar.

INT. CHARLIE’S CAR

Each grabs a newspaper and speed-reads, TURNING PAGES LOUD. Time Angel, cross-legged, reads slow like it’s a lazy Sunday morning. 

                                                            ALEX

It’s at the Waldorf Astoria!

Charlie SCREECH peels the car out without a look. HORNS BLOW.  

    INT. WALDORF ASTORIA HOTEL – LOBBY - NIGHT

Joe shoots out of the revolving door, and limps in a hurry through uniformed guards and many people in black tie and gowns. President Reagan’s picture hangs on the wall.

    MOMENTS LATER

One by one, Alex, Charlie, Giulia, and Simon come through the revolving door. They stand shoulder to shoulder and look around. Their clothes are out of place. 

As two guards walk towards them, The Three formulate a plan without a word. 

Just as the guards are about to question them, The Three run football feints, and have fun avoiding the guard’s grasps. 

Hotel guests run and scream. 

Three more fat guards join the fray. As the five guards are just about to encircle The Three, Time Angel runs and flies sideways into the guards. He entangles their legs and arms.  

                         TIME ANGEL

FREE TIBET! FREE TIBET!

    The Three run away. 

Guards pile on top of Time Angel. Then they all step away astonished. Time Angel has vanished. 

    HOTEL HALLWAY

The Three open and close DOORS in a hurry, SLAM, to empty meeting rooms. 

    MEETING ROOM

Joe sits at a long table with four lawyers about to sign papers. 

Charlie opens the door and peaks in. The Three rush in. Charlie flies onto the table, slides on his belly, his hands reach out for the laptop.

Joe jumps up, grabs his laptop and heads out a back door. The Three follow Joe. Giulia turns to express “excuse me” to the lawyers.

    EXT. ALLEY – NIGHT (POURING RAIN)

The Three exits out of breath into the dingy dark alley together, stop, and get drenched without a thought about it. The Three turn towards fading RUNNING FOOTSTEPS. 

Joe’s silhouette runs towards the bright lights of the street ahead. Two white haired men appear from either side of the alley entrance and grab Joe at street end. A WAIL of ANGUISHED FAILURE echoes as they vanish into thin air.

         INT. COMPUTER ROOM – NIGHT – (PRESENT TIME)

The Three materialize dry on the floor. A RUMBLE steadily increases below them. Sarah’s laughing picture above them.  

ALEX

IT’S OVERLOADING!

The RUMBLING grows louder. They all scramble out of the room. 

COMPUTER GENERATED: An amber smoke TORNADO EXPLODES through the floor of the computer room. In an instant the computer/dining room wall and computer room evaporate. 

The WHOOSHING TORNADO grows into the sky. HOUSE SHAKES.

DINING ROOM

Liz comes out of the kitchen door alarmed, stands with The Three and watches the tornado. All frozen.

    Mabel appears carrying a small kitchen fire extinguisher,     

    offers it to Liz. Liz looks at it, then looks at the   

    tornado, and shakes her head “I don’t think so”. 

    Doris enters and holds a dustpan and broom at the ready.

    Mrs. Johnston comes out of the kitchen, looks at the   

    Tornado unimpressed, and returns into the kitchen.

COMPUTER GENERATED: The TORNADO retreats into the ground with a SUCKING SOUND and abruptly disappears. Calm. Dead silence. 

 LIVING ROOM – MOMENTS LATER

Alex, Liz, Charlie, and Giulia, sit speechless. Daria on the hassock. Doris and Mabel stand confused. All covered in dust. 

                         CHARLIE

(depressed)

I had over $2 million’s worth in the secret room... I guess I’ll have to sell the house now.

SARAH (O.S.)

You’re not selling any house, Charlie.

They all turn around. Time Angel stands behind them, with a short hair blonde woman, without dust on them.

Daria jumps off the hassock. Smells the woman’s ankles and wags her tail excited. She picks Daria up and they smooch.

Liz stands up and stares into the woman’s eyes. 

                                                            LIZ

Sarah? It’s Sarah! I don’t believe this!

Sarah smiles. Liz gives her a big bear hug. 

Happy and excited, they all hug and kiss her. Sarah now covered in dust. Sarah kisses Charlie. Mabel and Doris more confused.

                         CHARLIE

Mom, this is my love, Giulia.

Giulia and Sarah hug and kiss. They all sit down, except Time Angel. 

                         LIZ

I remember you. You were the male nurse at the hospital. Right?

TIME ANGEL

Yes, that was I.

SARAH

You can now all call me Janet. Sarah was buried. We don’t want to scare the neighbors. Simon decided to break some rules, thankfully, and he put me in a coma state that made me appear dead. He then switched me for a fake Sarah, and took me to the future, where they gave me a new pancreas. But, Simon got busted and he is punished to live in our century. He’s also banned from any more time trips.

                                                            MABEL AND DORIS

What future?

                         CHARLIE

We lost everything, Mom. All the money, the merchandise, the time machine, everything. 

Sarah’s mouth opens in shock, turns her head around towards Time Angel behind her, and shows an expression of disappointment.

                         TIME ANGEL

What to do?

Sarah regains her positive attitude.                                        

                                                           SARAH

We may have lost the time machine but we didn’t lose everything. This family of ours is very rich.

LIZ

That is so true, Sarah, I mean Janet. We all have a place to call home and people to rely on. We are now a real family.

They all look at each other in love and appreciation.

                                                            SARAH

True, but I mean we are really rich. Liz, say “hare suk” three times fast.

LIZ

Hare suk, hassuk, hassock!... So?

                                                            SARAH

Open it!

Liz opens the hassock’s top and glares into the cavity, puts both hands in, then lifts and throws dozens of plastic framed gold coins into the air. Then lifts and shows the coin bags, velvet rolls, and comics.

                         CHARLIE

How much is here?

                                                           SARAH 

Hundreds and hundreds of millions... And everybody gets a million dollars if they help me give it away to the needy. 

They all cheer as they throw the framed coins into the air.

    Liz kisses Time Angel on the cheek.

Liz

Thanks for Sarah.

time angel

(humble)

If it weren’t for eBay...

                                                                                                                          DISSOLVE TO:

    INT. DINING ROOM – DAY

Flowers everywhere. The room now is alive and cheery. Alex in a fringed cowboy shirt HAMMERS a nail into the just repaired unpainted plywood wall where the computer room was. Sarah in blonde wig and 1930’s ivory outfit hangs a picture on it. 

Doris and Mabel in sexy maid’s uniforms set the table. Time Angel wears a hunting jacket with many pockets, tosses a salad. 

Mrs. Johnston comes up to Sarah and leads her eyes towards bald Time Angel.

                     MRS. JOHNSTON

            See, I told you so. Aliens.

    Mrs. Johnston walks away. Sarah puts her arm around Time    

    Angel’s shoulders.

SARAH 

You don’t sneeze anymore, Simon.

TIME ANGEL

I had an allergy to the 20th century.

    FRONT DOOR

The lawyer and Miss Brush, 25, tall and elegant, with briefcase, strain their necks into the house through the open front door. Sarah and Charlie come and invite them in. The lawyer almost recognizes her. Sarah closes door.

         LIVING ROOM

Charlie, Sarah, the lawyer, and Miss Brush sit.

                         LAWYER

Liz gave me an old bankbook to investigate. Miss Brush, our computer expert, did the work on your behalf. It belonged to one of your ancestors, another Sarah Bredding. 

The Lawyer stops and looks at Sarah curious, then dismisses his thought.

          LAWYER

I am pleased to announce it has a current balance of... $460,994.08.

He hands the bankbook and papers to unimpressed Charlie and waits for an exuberant reaction that never comes.

Liz and Giulia at this instant enter in old aprons and large chef’s hats covered in tomato sauce stains and flour. 

 LIZ

Lunch is served. Will you two join us, please?

                         LAWYER

It’s lunchtime, already?

GIULIA

Our home has been declared timeless.

         DINING ROOM

Everybody arrives and sits. Alex helps Mrs. Johnston to sit. His eyes lock on Miss Brush and he is smitten with love at first sight, DOORBELL RINGS at this moment. He lets Mrs. Johnston go. She plops hard on the chair. She’s not amused. 

         FRONT DOOR

    Sarah opens the door. Officers Stanley and Dooley wait.

          Behind them, a woman stands and watches from the driveway   

    of the Smith house across the street.

                         DOOLEY 

May we speak to the homeowner?

                         SARAH

Charlie! Trouble for you!

Liz arrives with Charlie. Sarah leaves uninterested. Liz 

leads the officers by their elbows. Charlie shrugs, follows. 

                         LIZ

Officers, just in time for lunch.

          DINING ROOM

          The table covered in food dishes, laughter, and loud talk.

                         STANLEY

Liz, we have a complaint about an unreported conflagration.

                         LIZ

Oh, the wall was filled with termites and fell apart with a dust cloud is all. Sit, and meet some happy people for a change.

The officers can’t resist, sit. Giulia serves them spaghetti. 

         Alex and Miss Brush, both in love, flirt.

The lawyer, next to Mrs. Johnston, sips wine.

                         MRS. JOHNSTON

(to lawyer)

You know, I haven’t had a proper pimple to pop in years.

The lawyer chokes and wine sprays out his nose.

Giulia sits and kisses Charlie. Charlie kisses Giulia.

Mabel and Doris put their heads together with affection.

Sarah looks out the window at the perfect lawn.

                         SARAH 

Who’s responsible for this?

Daria points and BARKS at Alex. He lowers his head, expects admonishment. Sarah smiles, then kisses Alex’s cheek.

SARAH

Do whatever makes you smile.

Sarah sits at the head of the table next to Time Angel. She suddenly loses her smile and looks nostalgic. 

With a twinkle in his eye, Time Angel taps his pockets looking for something, finds it, then reveals in private to   

Sarah a wrist time gadget from his inside pocket and hands 

it to her under the table.

                         Time angel

(whispering)

This one has no time limit, and it’s all set to go.

         Sarah’s face glows like a sunrise with all its possibilities.

    She palms his cheek with tenderness.

SARAH

You little rule breaker you.

    Liz, at the other head of the table, raises her glass in a 

    salute to Sarah with a loving wink.

    Sarah winks back at Liz, then pushes a button on the gadget.

    ext. ice cream parlour – day (1921) (sepia turns to color)

Mr. Gordon sits devastated, fiddles with the $20 gold coin on the table. Two half empty malt glasses on the table.

A shadow covers him and the table. He looks up slow, not wanting to be disturbed, tears in his eyes. It takes him a second to see it is Sarah against the bright sun and blonde wig. His face fills with hope. 

Sarah takes off and throws her blonde wig away over her shoulder. She grabs Mr. Gordon by his collar, lifts him up until their lips are a millimeter apart. 

                         SARAH

Yessss.

His eyes fill with unexpected joy. They share a passionate long kiss and embrace. The world spins around them in a blur.

    CLOSE ON THEIR HANDS (SLOW MOTION)

    as they clench and squeeze tight.

    CLOSE ON THEIR FACES (SLOW MOTION)

as their eyes seer their shared future into each other.  

    BACK TO SCENE

    Sarah pulls him by his hand and they run off happy. His suit 

    jacket and tie left behind on the chair.

SLOW DISSOLVE TO:

    SARAH AND mR. gORDON’S HONEYMOON – MONTAGE - MUSIC

Wide open ocean. Beautiful fluffy apricot clouded sky. 

A white yacht glides through gentle waves towards emerald Bora Bora.

The yacht is anchored. Two figures embrace on board, silhouetted against a mind-blowing sunset.

Sarah and Mr. Gordon laugh and play tag on a deserted crescent black sand beach in the surf, framed in palm trees.

The yacht on the high seas sails in the opposite direction.

Sarah and Mr. Gordon eat at a torch-lit luau, natives dance and play drums.

Yacht sails. Mr. Gordon at the wheel. Sarah at the prow, wind blows through her hair.

Sarah sits under a perfect small waterfall. Mr. Gordon cuts a mango and hands it to her.

Under a full canopy of stars, Sarah sits contented embraced within Mr. Gordon’s knees. She stokes a small fire on a beach and watches the sparks fly into the stars. 

      cut to white.

super: “ONE year later”

    int. bredding house – dining room – day (PRESENT TIME)

The spaghetti lunch has not lost a second. The entire party goes dead silent, freezes in their animated gestures and glares towards the head of the table. Except Mrs. Johnston, she drinks rosé. Time Angel gives a knowing smile.

    Sarah stands with her arm around Mr. Gordon’s waist. She’s 

pregnant, in an aqua dress. He wears a worn yachting cap. They are golden caramel tan and in bliss.     

Sarah

Everybody, meet Harry.

The crowd goes wild!

INSERT - Edison and Bredding’s smiling picture on the new plywood wall.

                                                  FADE OUT. 

