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“Bare Walls”

FADE IN:

BLACK TITLE CARD:

No anheles el mar.  Tócalo.

No sueñes.  Mira. 

No suspires.  Pide.

We'll never know how many blues are possible if we don't open our eyes.

EXT. PRIMARY SCHOOL – NIGHT

Yellow and black stripes. Nothing else.

The stripes moving now. A young, fat BOY(9) in a too-tight bee costume runs towards the school entrance. Late.

The boy’s foot slams down in every puddle on the concrete splashing water everywhere.

The last of the sun’s rays sprinkle each messy puddle with yellow and gold.

INT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – CHILD’S ROOM – NIGHT

A closed window surrounded by pink curtains shows the winter’s frost on its outside.

Quiet except for the rustling of a plastic bag in the room. Wind blows open the window curtains a little. In sync with the noise of the plastic. 

Shadows of moonlight here and there showing hints of a little girl’s bedroom.

The outline of a man hurridely throwing the room’s belongings into a large, plastic garbage bag.

Clothes. Stuffed animals. Anything that’ll fit. Goes to the dresser. Takes out its contents. Shoves them in the bag.

A small, toy ballerina left alone on the dresser. Untouched.

INT. PRIMARY SCHOOL – GYMNASIUM – NIGHT

A children’s festival. A bright, fresh atmosphere.

VOICES of parents and children melted into a continuous buzz. The NOISE of chairs moving, children’s shoes SQUEAKING on the waxed floor.

The bee-boy maneuvers through rows of seating. 

Middle-class, MEXICAN PARENTS, most dressed in bellbottoms and paisley shirts, mingle and talk to one another. 

A few CHILDREN scurry about readying themselves for their production.

The stage is a pathetic make up of props and stage material. Loads of cut-out cardboard stars and glitter are situated on stage.

bee-boy runs through the crowd. Pushes his way toward the front.

Parents fix their children’s hair, costumes.

Other BOYS and GIRLS. The boys dressed as bees and the girls as ballerinas...

The fat bee-boy gets near the stage. Runs past a pretty, young Mexican girl, YOUNG PAULA(9), dressed in a tattered ballerina’s costume with wings. She looks around suspiciously. 

Assured no one important is watching, Paula jumps to grab one of the hanging stars close to the stage. Her shoeless feet barely coming off the ground. Just misses.

Parents continue their conversations. No one else notices the little girl.

She tries again. This time she manages to reach one of the glittering stars. Pulls it from it’s home disrupting the continuity of the stage set. 

Suddenly...

CATHOLIC NUN(OS)




  (Spanish)




Hey! Put that back.

Ignoring the request, Paula takes off with her prize. 

The NUN(50’S) goes after her.

The little girl weaves in and out of the half-empty gymnasium avoiding the grasp of her elder.





YOUNG PAULA(VO)

When they tell you you can be anything you want...

EXT. PRIMARY SCHOOL - NIGHT

Paula continues her escape. Her prize in hand. She Makes it to the outside courtyard still damp from the day’s rain. Runs towards a large water puddle on the ground.





YOUNG PAULA(VO)




  (continuing)

...they don’t really mean it.

She’s lost God’s servant. Her teacher.

Paula peers into the water. Watches her reflection. A ballerina with her star.

INT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – CHILD’S ROOM – NIGHT

Still quiet except for the man’s work with the plastic bag.

The man puts the last of the room’s belongings into a second black, plastic bag. The first one sits full next to it. He takes both full plastic bags. Leaves the room.

The outline of a little girl stirs beneath the bed covers. 

EXT. PRIMARY SCHOOL - NIGHT





YOUNG PAULA(VO)

What they really meant is...be a wife.

Finally, the elder catches up to the pupil.  

Little Paula throws the glittering, tattered star into the water creating ripples. Disrupts her reflection.




The nun stands over her. Scolds her. Points down at the girl’s feet where shoes should be.

The guilty-looking Paula avoids the nun’s glare, her voice. Looks at her own, naked, shuffling feet.

The teacher finally leaves.

Paula stands alone. Head down. 

Head up. Smiling now. Suddenly, she runs back towards the building, forgetting something. Shoes perhaps. 

Her wings catch the air.

A train’s WHISTLE in the distance.

Paula stops. Looks toward noise of the approaching train. Runs after it.

INT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – CHILD’S ROOM – NIGHT

An uneasy quiet. The outline of the girl still beneath the bed covers. Blissfully unaware.

The man, still covered by the shadows, returns. Now empty handed except for one item. Shakes a can of spray paint preparing it. Goes to the near wall.

A large message left on the wall. It too, shrouded by the shadows.

Done. The man goes to the bed’s sleeping occupant. He pulls back the covers revealing a small girl dressed in pajamas. Quickly lifts her out of bed.

SOFI(5), a pretty young Mexican girl, is rudely awakened by the sudden change of position. 





SOFI




MOMMY!

EXT. PRIMARY SCHOOL – NIGHT

Young Paula still running.

INT. STAIRWELL – NIGHT

The man carries the little girl down the flight of steps. 

Sofi CRIES. Unwilling.

She SCREAMS. A long drawn out SCREAM.

EXT. REAR OF PRIMARY SCHOOL – NIGHT

Sofi’s scream is consumed by the WHISTLE of the train.

Train tracks close.

The train approaching. Its headlight competes with the last rays of the sun.

It lets out another long WHISTLE letting everyone know its on its way.

Little Paula by herself. Gets on a picnic table to await the train’s arrival. 
The train passes by at a pretty decent pace. Paula watches. Looking.

Finally she finds what she’s looking for. Waves to a VAGABOND on one of the train’s cars.

Too dark for the train’s rider to see its admirer.

Paula continues to wave.  

The train’s loud engine ROARS.

Paula’s outline begins to blur. A ballerina barely visible.

The ROAR of a train continues. 

The blurry outline of Paula shakes from the noise.

Until...

INT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – CHILD’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Same dark room.

The train’s ROAR just outside a bedroom window. Shaking the place.

A blurry image of what appears to be little Paula. Shaking with the roar of the train. A girl in a ballerina’s outfit.

Still just a blurry outline the thing shakes almost off its stand. It suddenly turns around once. A SOUND emanates from the now rotating, plastic toy.

The train’s ROAR dissapates. Quieter now.

From atop a nightstand, the toy dances. In the silence of the empty room. 

INT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – BEDROOM - NIGHT

The SOUND from the toy in the next room wakes the only occupant. A woman sleeps taking up half of a large king-sized mattress on the floor.

Suddenly, the mass of a body stirs from the bedroom floor. The loud train or the toy stirring her. Throws a small blanket from herself. Raises up straight. Panicked.





PAULA




Sofi?

PAULA(30’S), awakened from a decent sleep, reaches for her cellphone on the nightstand. Presses a button. Checks the time.

She gets up from her bed on the floor. Still dressed, minus socks and shoes, from the previous evening, pants and plain shirt, she goes into the next room.

INT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – CHILD’S BEDROOM – NIGHT

Darkness except for the warm, summer wind and moonlight pushing into the room through the pink, princess designed curtains.

Reminence of the little girl’s room. 

Paula enters. Looks around the dark room, at the ballerina toy on the dresser. Goes to it. Grabs ahold of it. Stops its movement. Leaves it.

The only other thing in the room is the spray painted sign on one wall. Not enough light to make the words out. 

Paula doesn’t take notice of the message.

A few scattered belongings on the floor. Someone left in a hurry. 

Leaves everything as is. Leaves the room. 

INT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – LIVING AREA – NIGHT

Dark except for a tiny bit of artificial light coming from somewhere. A nice-sized, modern place. The kitchen and living room, one.

The sound of occasional TRAFFIC outside the large bay window. 

Paula, her slender outline made visible by the tiny light coming from above the stove in the adjacent kitchen, enters.

A small digital clock on the floor reads: 12:37

She goes for the refridgerator. Opens the door. Makes a sour face.

The light from the fridge shows her pretty face and her long, unkempt hair more clearly. Though the emphasis is on the dark circles around her eyes.

The fridge shows its miniscule contents. A few condiment bottles, unidentifiable leftovers in containers and a carton of milk. 

Paula stares at the near-empty space as if she may find something else. Nothing. 

She grabs the carton of milk. Sticks her nose in the milk carton. Pulls back. Throws the sour milk into a small trash can next to the fridge. 

She begins removing the remaining contents. Throws them out also. Containers and all. Cleans the entire fridge out.

Done. She closes the door. 

Heads back toward the living room.

Paintings everywhere except for the bare walls. Some finished others not. A home studio. Her work.

She lifts a medium-sized, unfinished oil of a cat on a dark bakground. Inspects it. Places it on a large nail stuck in the wall.

Takes a seat on the floor in front of the living room sofa. Watches the painting. 

The painting looks back. Almost alive.

Paula winces at the thing. Almost turns from its sight. Puts her hand on her chest near her neck. Rubs at the sore spot inside her chest.

Finally, Paula gets up.

She gathers her painting material. Tubes of used Paint, a small paintbrush, a saucer for a paint holder. Gets them ready.

Fills the largest paintbrush with a large gob of white paint. Paints a broad stroke through the center of the cat. Does another one.

INT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – LIVING AREA – NIGHT

The canvas is completely white. New again.

Paula stares at her born again canvas. Begins to paint. First, a long, single, black, curvy brushstroke down the center.

INT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – LIVING AREA – NIGHT

The small digital clock now reads: 4:13

Paula continues to paint. The entire canvas almost completely painted. 

Again, that familiar cat, with long s-shaped tail, and bright yellow eyes, is painted in the center. 

Now it’s surrounded by a red, odd-shaped, bleeding heart.

Paula stops. Looks at her work. Yet, another one. 

She backs up slowly against the near wall. She slowly slides down it. Comes to rest, sitting on the floor.

She sits inspecting her work. Grabs her chest. A pain. Something inside her. She grimaces. 

She watches the cat like its moving or doing something.

The cat’s yellow eyes stare back.

Finally, Paula lets out a heavy SIGH at her work. Disgusted. The pain not quite gone. Still rubbing her chest. 

Stares. Closes her eyelids for an instant.

INT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – LIVING AREA – DAY

The digital clock on the floor now reads 7:44.

Sunlight shines in through the small living room window illuminating the entire place.

The sun waits at Paula’s feet on the sofa. Paula’s body stretched out. In a deep sleep. Even sleeping the woman’s face isn’t peaceful.

The contents of the apartment are now clearly visible. 

The lone couch, pretty decent shape. Several nicely shaped, expensive dining chairs minus the table.

Against another wall a plethora of brightly colored books sit in neat, uneven stacks. Children’s books of all kinds.

Cat painting on the nail on the wall. 

Nothing else of importance.

The ROAR of the approaching train. Running late.

Suddenly her eyes open. Hurridely pulls herself from the sofa. Looks at the clock on the microwave. 7:46.

The walls shake a little from the train passing. Glasses Clink together in the kitchen. 





PAULA




Shit!

Late, Paula rushes to get ready. Goes to the bathroom.

INT. PAULA’S APARTMENT - BATHROOM – DAY

A mess. Paint brushes and painting supplies lay about, mostly around the sink. A single, dirty towel hanging on the towel rack. No toilet paper.

Paula enters. Immediately goes to the sink covered in old paint. Grabs her toothbrush from the countertop. Toothpaste.

With her hands a colored mess she turns the water on. 

Furiously begins brushing her teeth. Goes to the toilet. Sits. Still brushing.

Done urinating, she looks at the empty toilet roll. Stands without wiping. Pants up. Back to the sink.

Avoids a look at her tired, sad reflection...though her reflection looking directly at Paula. Not mimicking its master. 
Paula spits into sink. Tries fixing hair. 

Still avoiding her reflection. 

Her reflection still looking. Grimaces.

Paula quickly washes hands. Done. 

Turns light off. Leaves.

A silent beat.

A brief moment and Paula’s back in the bathroom. Forgot something. She opens the medicine cabinet, grabs the only thing in there. She quickly puts deodorant on. Leaves again.

INT. STAIRWELL – DAY

Paula locks her front door. With her bag she starts down the long, empty stairwell.

INT. BUS - DAY

A packed bus. More PASSENGERS standing than sitting.

Paula sits in a seat near the window. Watches the passing world outside.

TRENDY MEXICANS and WORKERS busy walking on the sidewalk outside. Expensive CARS and SUV’s fill the air with smog. TAXIS pick up customers. A few older modeled cars.

Across from her, a MOTHER(30’s) and DAUGHTER(4) both in awful colored, matching dresses, sit next to one another. Playfully interacting. Mother holds daughter close.





MOTHER




  (spanish)




My beautiful thing... 

The mother strokes her daughter’s hair. Mother and daughter GIGGLE at one another.

Paula turns to look. Can’t stand it. Gets up to move. 

Makes her way towards the back of the bus. Can barely get through the standing crowd.

EXT. UNIVERSITY CAMPUS – DAY

The place is a gated, fenced facility. A large expansive place. Several football practice fields with teens and twenty-somethings STUDENTS in uniforms practicing.

Paula approaches on the sidewalk. Shows the SECURITY GUARDS her credentials. 

They casually wave her through.

EXT. UNIVERSITY CAMPUS – TOMAS LOUIS BABEL CENTRO DE IDIOMAS – DAY

A two story, concrete structure. Has the look of a military barracks. A large sign on the front reads: TOMAS L. BABEL CENTRO DE IDIOMAS
The Administration building, an over-designed, glassed facade sits adjacent. Perhaps the fanciest building in the city. Several smaller barracks-looking buildings surround it. 

A few KOREAN STUDENTS congregate near the front. Most crouch in uncomfortable positions on the cement smoking and talking loudly.

Other FORIEGN STUDENTS hurry to their classes. Most go into the Language center.

Paula makes her way towards her workplace. Hard to tell her from the students. Hurries a little.

She approaches the Korean students. 

The Korean students notice Paula. Begin to wave excitedly.

A slim, conservatively dressed, FEMALE KOREAN STUDENT(18) greets Paula.





FEMALE STUDENT #1




Hola, Paula!

The other Koreans join in the greeting. Most greet Paula with the same. All smiling and excited to see her.

Paula quickly returns the greetings. Hurries past.

The Koreans continue with the warm greetings as Paula goes by. 

INT. BABEL BUILDING – DAY

A long, empty hallway. Paula walks down the hallway, past the administration’s open office door.

MRS. RUPPERT(50’s), Paula’s high-waisted, American boss comes up the steps in front of Paula. Sees her employee.





MRS. RUPPERT




  (annoying)




Paula! Hi! How are you!?
Paula stops. Forces a fake smile.





PAULA




Just fine, thanks. How are...





MRS. RUPPERT

  (interrupts)

You don’t look so hot this morning...guess you were crying again last night. I understand.  

PAULA





Well...actually... 

MRS. RUPPERT

Get any news of your daughter?

Paula squints. 

PAULA


No.  I haven’t.

MRS. RUPPERT

Oh, I’m sorry to hear that...It’s terrible.

  (shakes head)

Terrible.  If you were in America, It would be different.  But here...sad you don’t have enough money to buy justice, right?

  (raises finger)

Makes me angry.  

PAULA

I'm going to find my baby, you know? I don't know how, but...





MRS. RUPERT




  (thumbs up)

That's spirit! I would killed myself by now if I were you...four months and no word from her...anyways... have to leave our personal issues at home, you know?  Don't want to depress our students!

Paula holds her anger behind clenched teeth.





PAULA




Don't you worry about that. 

Paula gives her best soft smile. Softens the environment a little.

MRS. RUPPERT

Oh, by the way...you are going to be in the award ceremony this year.  

  (shakes finger)

On time please. No excuses.





PAULA




Award ceremony?





MRS. RUPPERT

Yeah! The award ceremony. We won an award this year. For your article.





PAULA




Story. My story...Great.

A late AMERICAN STUDENT walks by. Nods at the two women in the hall.

Mrs. Ruppert smiles. Eyes him. Watches him get to his class. Back to Paula.





MRS. RUPPERT

Now, you understand its important for you to be there.  Important publishers from America are coming.  

  (beat)

I don't understand why you won't write anymore...

Paula getting impatient. Fidgets a little. Looks away from her boss.





PAULA

I don't want to write kid’s stories...when my girl is not with me. Something we used to do together, you know?





MRS. RUPPERT

Well, you should...even if you never find your daughter. You might never find her, you know? There's a good chance of that.

A silent pause. Paula turns her eyes towards her boss. Squints at her. Looks away.





MRS. RUPPERT




  (continuing)

You realize that, don't you?





PAULA




  (inaudible)




No.

Suddenly, a FEMALE AMERICAN STUDENT yells from the other side of the hall.





FEMALE STUDENT 




Paula! Buenos días!

Paula smiles. Waves halfheartedly.





MRS. RUPPERT




  (smiles)




I won’t keep you then.

Paula begins toward her classroom. Still avoiding her boss’s look. Looks at the floor while walking.

Mrs. Ruppert watches Paula for a moment. Gets distracted by something. On her way somewhere.





PAULA




  (quiet)




No...No...No.

INT. CLASSROOM – DAY

A small group of STUDENTS of different nationalities write on their respective papers. All silent.  

Paula sits at the front desk. Looks out the window. Towards the expansive cement courtyard





PAULA




No.

EXT. EXPANSIVE COURTYARD - DAY

The little ballerina sits on a bench. To herself. Quiet. Too short for the tall seat. Swings her legs. Busy with something.

INT. CLASSROOM - DAY

Paula watches the little girl from the top window.

EXT. LANGUAGE CENTER – DAY

Some STUDENTS leaving classes.

With the sun a little lower in the sky, Paula walks from the Language building across the expansive courtyard. Avoids eye contact with anyone.

EXT. APARTMENT BUILDING – DAY

Paula stands at the front, security entrance. Unlocks the door. Goes in.

INT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – LIVING AREA – DAY

The front door opens. Paula enters. Throws her stuff on the floor by the door. Goes straight for the bathroom. Goes inside.

After a brief moment, the door to the bathroom opens with a jerk. Paula sticks her head around the corner. Looks at the contents of her living room. 

Something’s missing.

Steps out into the hall. Takes a better look.

Everything’s the same since the morning. Pictures, couch, paint...except one thing. Dining chairs gone. 
Paula goes into the living area to make sure. Not there. Looks in the kitchen. Not there either.

Paula SIGHS. 






PAULA




My chairs. 

As though she expected it, she carries on as though nothing happened.

Goes to the space where her chairs used to be. Stands there in the emptiness. No emotion. Nothing. 

Place looks lonelier now. 

EXT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – ROOFTOP – DAY

The sun sets a beautiful horizon. The city’s landscape a cornered outline against the sky.

Paula pours water over several potted plants. All are sickly, dead or dying. Too late for water.

Paula continues pouring the water over the stale soil. Still tending the dead things. Stops. Looks at the painted cityscape. Watches the diving sun. Takes it in.

Suddenly...





JOE(OS)




You out there?

Startled but unmoved, Paula remains watching. Recognizes the voice.





PAULA




Yeah.

The rooftop door opens. 

JOE(10) a young, Irish boy with unkempt, reddish hair, stands in the doorway. He holds a HAPPY MEAL BOX in his hands and eats a french fry.

Paula finally looks over at the intruding boy.





PAULA



What do you have there?





JOE

Crap...hamburger and fries...they’re making me eat...they don’t feed this stuff to prisoners.

Joe takes another fry from the box and stuffs it in his mouth.





PAULA




Are you going to eat your hamburger?





JOE




No. Here.

The boy retrieves the wrapped burger from the box. Hands it toward Paula.

Paula takes it. Sets her water can down. Takes a large bite. Sits down on the roof’s construction.

PAULA




  (mouth full)


In Mexico and can’t get anything more original to eat? A taco or something?

JOE


My dad thinks it’s good for me to eat crap from home.

Joe takes another fry. 

Paula takes another bite.



JOE


  (continuing)


What happened to your chairs?

Paula continues eating. Not enthusiastic to answer the young boy.

PAULA


Same thing that happened to your dad’s sense of adventure...gone.

The boy doesn’t get the reference. Continues eating. Looks at the dead and dying plants in pots.





JOE


You know those things are dead, right?

Paula looks up at her freshly watered pots. Back to her meal.

PAULA


They can be brought back. A little watering’s all.

JOE




Why don’t you just get new ones?

Paula takes another bite of hamburger.



PAULA


Why?



JOE


They’re depressing.



PAULA


You know, you depress me sometimes, that's not enough reason to get rid of you. Is it?

Paula’s now talking more to herself.



PAULA


  (continuing)

When you take care of something you just keep doing it...until you lose hope...Hope dies last.

 Joe tries soaking up the philisophical lesson.



JOE


Well, I have some bad news for you... 

PAULA

What?





JOE

These ugly sticks are dead.  

  (points to plants)

I'm afraid they’ve gone to heaven. Passed away. Gone to a better life. Plant's heaven if there is one.


PAULA

Really.




JOE

Heck yeah. All I can see are their skeletons standing in those pots and they freak me out.

Joe imitates a face of horror. 

Paula laughs.

PAULA


Oh! Guess what? My boss told me I won something for my story...remember? The one about...



JOE


Really!?  Good! How much you gonna get for that? Guess you're finally going to buy a car...

PAULA

  (laughing)


I don't think so...I'm just getting a piece of paper telling me how wonderful I am.



JOE


Sorry to hear that.

Joe takes another fry. Lost interest.

PAULA




Me too. 

Paula looks up at her dead plants.





PAULA




  (continuing)

I hate to go to those things.   



JOE


I’m glad I don’t have to go.

The two continue to eat in the silence of the setting sun. Joe his fries, Paula her burger.





PAULA

Actually, there's a party after. Shrimp, drinks, smiles, stuff like that.  





JOE




I like shrimp.

PAULA

Ok, you go with me then. Just don't wear your ugly white socks with black shoes and short pants.

Paula smiles.  

Joe looks down at his white socks, shorts and black tennis shoes. 

Paula doesn’t look at the boy. Continues eating.

JOE




I'm sorry. I have to be myself.





PAULA

Well, be yourself in a tuxido, please. Black socks, hair combed like you care. Go with me to pick up my paper and you'll get all shrimp you want. Spare me the trouble of being nice.

Silent once more.





JOE

Why not go with someone your own age? Better looking?





PAULA

Nothing bad...but my friend options are limited. Just agree with me... 

Joe looks into the sky. Thinks. Smiles.





JOE




I guess I can do that... 

Joe takes out the last of his fries. Paula grabs one from his hand for herself. Eats it.

PAULA




  (smiles)




What? Agree with me? Good.





JOE

Gotta go. Lulu’s in a weird mood. Dad’s not home again.

Joe leaves the rooftop.

Paula continues sitting. Watches her friend leave. Finishes the last of her burger.

EXT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – FRONT DOOR – NIGHT

The door opens. Joe exits. Walks across the breezeway to the door opposite. Opens it. Goes in.

INT. JOE’S APARTMENT – LIVING AREA – NIGHT

Floor plan identical to his neighbor’s.

The place is a complete mess. Food containers and cigarette ash everywhere. Clothes and paper litter the kitchen table. 

The television on without the sound. The heap of a person lays passed out on the sofa in front of the Television. An overflowing ashtray with a smoltering cigarette is the only sign of life.

Joe comes in through the front door. Goes straight for the back room without stopping. Avoiding the sight of his stepmother and the messy apartment. 

INT. JOE’S APARTMENT – BEDROOM – NIGHT

A messy boy’s room. Littered with comics and clothes. A single poster of Albert Einstein hangs on one wall and one of The X-men on another.

Joe stands on his unmade bed. Facing the bare, white wall. He picks a spot right in the middle. With marker in hand begins writing. A large “H” in his best handwriting. 

INT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Darkness.

Paula sleeps on her side of the mattress.  

The train’s approaching WHISTLE and ROAR wakes her up. 

Paula raises up straight.





PAULA




Sofi?

Another unanswered call. Paula remembers. Just the train again.  

The train’s ROAR sounds for a few minutes, gets louder, and then disappears.  

The wind and moonlight push the curtains inside the window.

Paula leaves the room.

INT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – LIVING AREA – NIGHT

Paula stands in front of her recent cat and heart painting. Goes over to it. Gets her cheek close to it. Touches its still-wet texture with her forefinger. 
Finally, stands clear of it. Steps back. Takes the paintbrush and paints a broad white streak through the center. Again. 

INT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – LIVING AREA – DAY

Paula sits in front of sofa in a deep sleep. A brand new, completed cat painting watches over the uncomfortable looking woman. The only difference in the cat is its colors. More blue this time. 

The walls begin to shake a little from the train passing. Same train, different day.

Paula’s eyelids move. Finally open from the sound outside. Sits there a moment.

EXT. GUADALAJARA CITY STREET – DAY

Overcast. Paula walks briskly. Head down. Poor posture. Easy to miss. 

A few PEDESTRIANS walk fast.
One of them looks up at the cloudy sky. Rain perhaps.

Paula gets to a busy street corner. She watches several cars speed by. Blows her hair a little.

Another car coming. In her lane. She takes a step off the curb...into the path of the approaching vehicle.

The car swerves just missing her. Blows her hair hard across her face. An angry HONK as the car passes.

Paula turns her head with the car’s movement. Follows it as it gets out of sight. Her face neither happy nor sad.





PAULA




  (spanish)




Tommorrow.
EXT. GUADALAJARA CITY BUS STOP – DAY

A few benches with overhead coverings, a mass of MEXICAN PEDESTRIANS waiting for the bus.

Paula stands away from the crowd of pedestrians. She frantically rummages through her purse. It’s devoid of any money. 

She sets her canvas book bag on the ground. Looks through it. Pulls the contents out to get a better look. Her stuff is all over the place.

A large, white CITY BUS turns the corner towards the bus stop. The pedestrians ready themselves. 

Paula’s search gets more frantic. She looks up at the approaching bus. Back to her bag. Through her empty purse once more.

The bus stops, opens its old doors.

The pedestrians load themselves on the bus. Finally, the last person loads. The bus rumbles off leaving a thick trail of exhaust behind it.

Paula remains on the curb. Her things everywhere. She watches the bus leave. She closes her eyes. Lets out a deep SIGH. 

Overhead, the sound of THUNDER breaks her thought. Paula looks up at the looming rain cloud. A raindrop falls on her face, her things. Another. 

She quickly begins gathering her things. She struggles to get everything in her bag before the rain.

Finally, she gets under the bus stop overhead and out of the rain. Raining steadily now. Considers her limited options. 

A MEXICAN MAN(40’S) on an old bike rides past Paula. With one leg, he easily pedals the bicycle through the rain. A neatly folded pant leg exits where flesh should be. The man SINGS a song. 

BIKE MAN




  (singing;accent)




Ain’t no mountain high enough...

Paula sees this.

The man pedals down the wet road out of sight. Continues his pitiful rendition.

Paula gets up. Walks.

EXT. GUADALAJARA - CITY SQUARE – DAY

Raining here and there.  Paula enters the plaza. Same poor posture. Same unhappy demeanor.

A large, beautiful concrete and bricked space. Benches, greenery. A gazeebo in the center. 

The presence of a large, gothic, Catholic church stands guard at one end of the square. It’s as old as the city itself.

VENDORS set up for the day. PEDESTRIANS walk to wherever.

A STREET SALESMAN(30’s) situates hordes of flowers.  He’s got a bucket full of wild flowers of all colors and kinds.

A STREET SWEEPER(50’s) sweeps the litter-strewn plaza. He wears a big yellow rain coat and a sombrero covered with a plastic bag.

Paula hurridely makes her way across the concrete courtyard. Her presence alone depresses the mood of the place.

The church watches.

EXT. GUADALAJARA - CITY SQUARE – DAY

No more rain.  Less PEDESTRIANS mingle in the plaza. 

Some OLD MEN feed the harassing pigeons with corn. 

Other MEN(60’s) play checkers with corks. 

The street sweeper sits near his push cart and broom. He smokes a long awaited cigarette.  

The street salesman still there. Only a half of a bucket of flowers remains.

EXT. GUADALAJARA - CITY SQUARE – DAY

The Sun is a little lower in the sky. Plaza is swept. 

CHILDREN run behind the pigeons chasing them into the air.  

The group of checker players sit and gossip. Done for the day. Some sleep sitting on the same bench.  Another SINGS a sad song. His well-worn face grimaces with each note.

The street sweeper pushes his cart and broom. Also, done for the day. Waves to the flower salesman.

The flower salesman waves back.  Most of his flowers gone. A good day’s work.

Paula crosses the plaza going home. Passes behind the checker player singing. Listens. Sings along.

EXT. GUADALAJARA - BUSY STREET – DAY

The streets are packed on and off. Late afternoon.

Fast moving CARS make their ways up and down the street. Most leaving work, heading home.

Paula’s among those heading home. Moving with a little intention now. A little more spirited. Sings the checker player’s sad song to herself.

Paula gets to a familiar corner. Her morning corner. Stops.

On the other side of the street a small crowd of ONLOOKERS has gathered. A couple of CARS stopped. Witnesses to an accident.

A woman WAILS loudly. One can hear her even over the noise of the rush-hour traffic.

The woman’s wail becomes one long, drawn-out BEEP, like that of a flat line on a heart monitor. The monotonous BEEP overtakes all other sounds.

BEEP.

A break in traffic. Paula hesitantly makes her way across. As she approaches, gets a clear look at the scene.

BEEP.

The wailing woman, a MEXICAN MOTHER(30’S), holds the lifeless and misshapen body of her DAUGHTER(5) in her arms. Holds her close. Rocks over her lifeless body.

Paula watches. The little girl familiar. 

The daughter’s dress a beautiful sight. Could be a woman’s wedding dress. White, flowing linen. Fresh flowers attached to the hem.
The dress identical to her mother’s. 

A trail of blood from her nose. Blood on her head.

BEEP.

The little girl’s dress untouched.

The DRIVER of the car talks on a cellphone frantically. Hysterical. His fault.

Paula walk by slowly, still watching. Takes a good look at the girls face. Wants to turn but can’t.

A MALE BYSTANDER, a dirty and unshaven beggar, notices Paula. Looks at her briefly.

BEEP.

The man smiles revealing several missing teeth. Mouths something to Paula.

Paula looks at the man. Not hearing what he’s saying. 

The man looks back at the dead girl. Still talks to Paula.

BEEP.

Paula looks back at the dead girl. Ignoring the man talking. Looks back up at the rambling man.

The man finally looks up at Paula. Paula at him.


The man looks around at the immediate area. Looks back at Paula.

BEEP.

The man smiles again at Paula. Continues on his way.

Paula watches the man leave. Looks back down at the dead girl.

The dead girl looks back at Paula. Stares at her. Her face speaking to Paula. Painted lips unmoving. 

Suddenly, the daughter’s face is replaced by the face of little Paula.

BEEP.

Paula stares at the image of her young self. A frightful sight. Lying there. Dead in the street. On her corner.

VEHICLES speed by. Some HONK occasionally bringing the sound of the world back. Annoyed at the disturbance in the road. An irritation.

Horrified, Paula walks fast to get away. Her walk turning into a run. Can’t get away from the dead girl fast enough. 

Paula catches up to the male bystander walking now. Runs past him.

The man recognizes Paula. Yells to her.





MALE BYSTANDER




  (spanish)




You can’t run away from it.




  (to himself)




trust me.

EXT. APARTMENT BUILDING – DAY

Sun’s getting lost under the horizon.

Paula still running. Out of breath now. Stops. Gets the security door unlocked. Hurries in.

INT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – LIVING AREA - DAY

Odd colors in the room cast by the disappearing sunlight. The cat paintings guard the place.

A RUSTLE of keys at the lock outside. Suddenly, the door thrusts open. Paula right behind it. Comes in. Closes it. Sets her things down. Has to sit down behind the door on the floor. Holding it closed.

Paula is visibly shaking. Tired. Her head in her hands. Crying now. Looks up. Mascara running a little.

A moment to herself, then...

SOUND of steps running, coming closer.

A soft, child’s KNOCK on the door behind her. 

Paula stands. Fixes her appearance. Doesn’t want anyone to know she was crying.

Turns around, cracks the door a little to see who it is.





JOE




C’mon open up. 

Joe’s cheerful face and messy hair beg to come in.

Paula opens the door the rest of the way.

Joe stands in the hallway holding a small glass jar Looks at Paula.





PAULA




Hi.





JOE




What’s wrong?

Joe remains in the hallway waiting to be asked in.





PAULA




Oh...nothing.

JOE




Can I come in? I got you a plant.

Joe holds the jar in front of him showing Paula.

A small bean and several pulls of cotton around it. A weak sprout comes out of the jar from the body of the bean. 

Paula smiles at the gesture.





JOE

It’s not really a plant yet...but it will be.

Joe smiles back. Enters. Walks past Paula holding the door. Stands in the middle of the room with the jar.

JOE




  (continuing)




You just got to water it.

Paula closes the door. Goes to Joe. Takes the jar with the bean.





PAULA




Thank you. 

Paula sets the jar on the kitchen counter. 

JOE

It’s a traveling plant. You take it with you when you go...You see that dead girl in the road?

Paula walks to the kitchen. Doesn’t respond. Still shaken. Does some meaningless task in the kitchen.





JOE




  (continuing)

Blood coming out of her ears and nose...that’s life, huh?

Joe goes in the living room. 

Paula continues her meaningless task.





PAULA




  (to herself)

So pretty. So dead. Probably took her an hour to get dressed this morning. Put flowers on her dress. Never knew she’d be dead before she got home...where everyone could see her.

Paula goes into the living room. Sits with Joe.


PAULA

  (to Joe)

She made herself so pretty...to die in such a horrifying way.

JOE

She didn’t know she was going to die. Probably going to a party or something.

Paula looks at Joe.




PAULA




But she died! She’s dead. For what?

Joe plays with a small wad of puddy. Rolls it with his hands.





JOE




So. I bet she had a happy morning. 

Joe looks at Paula. 

Paula’s face exudes depression from the thought of the girl. Herself.

Joe gets up. Stands in front of Paula.





JOE




  (continuing)

What was she supposed to do? Walk around with a sad face...

Joe stoops his shoulders mimicking Paula’s posture. Frowns. Shuffles around in a small circle.





JOE




  (continuing;

   mimicking)




Look at me...I’m about to die.

Joe takes a couple of odd, depressed steps around the apartment.

Paula looks up at Joe. Turns from it. Knows its true.





JOE




  (continuing)

C’mon. You got to wear flowers sometimes. So you don’t look like a living...

Joe searches for an appropriate word. Doesn’t find one.


JOE

  (continuing)

...dead...

Joe searches his mental vocabulary again.


JOE

  (continuing)

...corpse.

Paula still avoids the boy’s scrutinizing gaze.





JOE




  (continuing)

That dead girl looked prettier than you...

Paula finally looks up at the boy.





JOE




  (continuing)




Except for the bloody nose. 

Joe sticks each of his index fingers into a nostril.





JOE




  (continuing)

If your nose was bleeding though...





PAULA




I don’t do flowers, boy...





JOE

...Of course not. You don’t have any flowers...you only got those dead, dry things upstairs. 

  (points)

Please don’t put those on...you might scare people.





PAULA

What are you talking about? You brought me a bean. Think that’s pretty?





JOE

It will be. Anyways, my mom said its better to have a beautiful death than an ugly life.

Paula sits silent. Watches the boy standing over her. Threatening now.



PAULA


Maybe that’s why she left.

Joe feels the shot. Looks down at his feet.

JOE

She had a better reason...
Paula squints. Sadness replaced by bitterness.





PAULA




What was it then?




JOE




I don’t know.

Joe looks at Paula.





JOE




  (continuing)




You wouldn’t understand.

The two face off with one another. Neither’s eyes budging.





PAULA




Did you have a good morning...Joe?

JOE
Late for school. No big deal. All Spanish. Yeah. I guess I did.





PAULA

You want to know the last time I had a happy morning?

Joe looks. Waits for Paula to finish.

PAULA




  (continuing)




I miss her so much...

Paula fights back tears. She’s been broken.





PAULA




  (continuing)

I have a terrible life, Joe. I don’t know where she is...I’m sad...lonely...old...and my plants are ugly.

Joe’s won. Paula cries.

Joe puts his hand on her back, comforting her. Tries to find soothing words.





JOE

You’re right, your plants are ugly...can I use your bathroom?





PAULA




You know where it is.





JOE




Uh huh.

Joe goes to the bathroom. 

Paula sits for a few seconds more. Gets up. Goes to the kitchen.

A toilet FLUSHES from the nearby restroom. 

Paula stands in the kitchen. Throws a pill in her mouth. Chases it with a glass of water. Doesn’t go down easy. New pills.

Joe comes out from the restroom. Turns the light off on his way out.

JOE


We’re gonna find the guy that did that to your bathroom.

PAULA


Did what to my bathroom!?

Interested, Paula quickly goes to the bathroom door. Pushes it open. Turns the light on. Looks around.





JOE

That guy...that guy that made the mess in there.

  (smiles)

Probably the same guy that messed up my place. 

Paula gets the joke. Rolls her eyes. Goes back into the living area. Sits next to Joe on the floor in front of the sofa.





PAULA

Funny. How is it that a ten-year-old can be such a smart-ass?





JOE

It’s in my genes. From my mother. You shoulda heard how she was. What she could say. 

  (beat)

It’s what my dad says all the time.

Again, the odd couple sit in silence. Like an old married couple. Both look somewhere off in the middle distance.

PAULA

Are you going with me to the ceremony?





JOE

Please don’t make me go...

PAULA

I need a handsome date. Please? I don’t want to go there by myself like...a pathetic lonely old woman. Please?

Paula puts her hands in a prayer position. Gives a cheesy grin.

Joe looks at the begging, older woman. 





JOE




  (thinking)

I’d have to ask my dad...but I’m not wearing a tuxido.

Paula’s begging done. Loses the grin and the prayer hands.

PAULA

We’ll talk about that later.

Paula rubs her hand on Joe’s messy head. Smiles. 

EXT. PAULA’S APARTMENT - ROOFTOP – DAY

Early morning. Wet from the night’s rain. Paula’s at her plants again. Still dead and dying.

Paula stands over them. Tending them. Stops. Looks over at the adjacent apartment’s roof.

Joe sits alone at a small, plastic table. Several comic books are laid out on the table. He’s engrossed in one of them. Lost to the world.

Paula looks. Laughs a little at the odd sight of the boy. She pulls at the dead limbs of one of the potted plants. Yanks it from its home.

She throws the dead thing in a nearby bucket. Does the same to the others.

INT. BUS – DAY

Paula stands in the middle isle. No room to sit. The bus is oddly quiet for the amount of people...except for two men’s VOICES. 

Crowded streets outside the windows.

An OLDER GENTLEMAN(60’s) and a younger MEXICAN MAN(30’s), both cheaply dressed, talk loudly in the row in front of Paula. 

She can’t help but listen. 

So does everyone else.





YOUNGER MAN




  (spanish)

...she used to complain about not seeing her parents. 

  (mocking)

Why can’t I see my parents she’d say. 


OLDER GENTLEMAN

Hmmm.


YOUNGER MAN

  (spanish)

That whining was enough to kill a man...What was I supposed to do? I had to let her see her parents.





OLDER GENTLEMAN




Hmmm.

Paula turns her ear toward the conversation. 

YOUNGER MAN




  (spanish)

You know what I did...


OLDER GENTLEMAN

Hmmm?


YOUNGER MAN

  (spanish)

I moved her mother in with us...





OLDER GENTLEMAN




  (spanish)




...Fucking asshole!

Paula doesn’t budge. Tries not to be noticed in the crowd of people.

A few other passengers turn to look at the source of the profanity.

Silence. Everyone waiting for the younger man’s response.

Finally...





OLDER GENTLEMAN




  (spanish)

Fucking drivers. Gonna get somebody killed.

The older gentleman watches a fast moving car from his window.


YOUNGER MAN

  (spanish)

Anyways...

The two gentleman continue their conversation. The noise of their voices trailing off into the background.

Paula puts her attention to the fast moving world outside.

EXT. GUADALAJARA PALACE OF JUSTICE – DAY

A busy place. COPS in uniforms everywhere.  Parked patrol cars on the street.  

The bus pulls up directly in front of the large building. 

PASSENGERS unload from the rear of the bus. 

Paula gets off the bus. Carries her canvas bookbag. Looks up at the overbearing place.  

Most of the other passengers get off behind her. All are going to the same place.

The long, wide front steps await its visitors. The steps appear long. Harsh. A long, lonely walk. 

LAWYERS in expensive suits discuss cases with their CLIENTS, poor Mexicans in cheap, ordinary clothes and worried faces.

Some PEOPLE sit waiting to be called inside. 

Paula walks among them. Blends in easily. Climbs the long steps to the entrance. Hesitates. Goes in. 

INT. GUADALAJARA PALACE OF JUSTICE - DAY

Paula enters. WORKERS, LAWYERS and CLIENTS all turn to look at her. A woman by herself in there a strange sight. 

Paula feels the weight of everyone’s stare.

EXT. GUADALAJARA PALACE OF JUSTICE – DAY

The front entrance opens. Paula exits. Makes her way down the steps.

Same people sit on the steps. Continue to wait.

At the bottom, two POLICEMEN open a patrol car’s rear door and force two skinny DELINQUENTS(43) from the car.  Both have hands handcuffed behind them. 

POLICEMAN #1 taps DELINQUENT #1 on the head with his flashlight.  

DELINQUENT # 1




  (lowering his head)




Ouch!

The two policeman pull the delinquents toward the stairs. 

Paula makes her way down the steps. Gets near the bottom of the steps. Sits on the stairs.

The police officers force the prisoners to sit near Paula.

POLICE OFFICER # 1




  (spanish)

Wait right here, rats.  

Paula looks up at the officer almost in response to his command.

The officer doesn’t notice her. Both officers go up the long steps and into the building.

Delinquent #1 smiles at her. Shows off his lack of dental hygiene.





DELINQUENT #1




  (spanish)




Hi there, precious.
Paula moves away just a little though not far enough. Being in the little bit of shade available more important.

EXT. GUADALAJARA PALACE OF JUSTICE – DAY

Different PEDESTRIANS with similar problems sit and wait their turns.  The building’s shadow is a little longer.  

Paula continues to sit with the delinquents. She cools herself with a cold soda. 

Delinquent #2 sleeps awkwardly on the steps.

Delinquent #1 watches Paula. 

She doesn’t notice.

EXT. GUADALAJARA - CITY SQUARE – DAY

The square is full of life.

PEOPLE sit on benches watching. Talking. OTHERS come and go through the church gates. 

Paula walks up to the flower guy. Shows him a paper. Asks him something.

The flower man shakes his head.  

Paula continues on. Goes to a bench. Tapes the paper to the front.

The paper shows its intention: The picture of her missing girl, Sofi, and contact information.

Paula goes to the next bench. Does the same.

EXT. GUADALAJARA PALACE OF JUSTICE – DAY

Less crowded. Paula still sits with the delinquents. Almost asleep herself.

EXT. GUADALAJARA - CITY SQUARE – DAY

CHILDREN play with the fountain water. Splash one another.

Paula talks with more PASSERSBY. Asks questions to whomever will listen.

VENDORS sit at their stands awaiting business. Some watch small televisions out of the hot sun. 

Noone has a satisfying answer for Paula.

EXT. GUADALAJARA - CITY SQUARE - DAY

Paula sits on one of the metal benches. One of her own copied posters taped next to her. She watches the children across the square chase one another. 

Around the fountain. Around the vendors. 

An image of young Paula in her princess costume sits alone on the cement floor. Catches Paula’s attention. 

Paula notices. Watches herself across the square.

A big piece of chalk in her hand, the little girl colors objects on the ground. Cats. The glittering, cut-out star lays on the ground next to her.

The elder continues watching her image.

EXT. GUADALAJARA PALACE OF JUSTICE - DAY

Sun is nearly gone. Reminence of the day.

Paula and the delinquents the only ones left on the steps waiting.

Finally...A BUILDING OFFICER at the top of the steps calls Paula in.

Paula gives her best, gratuitous smile. Pulls her tired body from the cement. Another walk up the long steps.

Goes in.

A silent moment then the door to the building reopens.

Paula leaves the building. No longer smiling.

The delinquents watch. 

Paula goes down the stairs. Yet another long flight of steps.

Passes the waiting delinquents.

DELINQUENT #1




  (spanish)

Goodbye, precious.  Better luck next time!

Paula hurries past the annoyance. Avoids his gaze.

EXT. GUADALAJARA - CITY SQUARE – DAY

The day’s leaving.

The flower man waits near the fountain. Just a few flowers left in his container.

The sweeper sweeps the last garbage of the couryard and places it in the trash container. The trash mostly Paula’s “missing girl” papers.  The only reminence of them.

The sweeper puts away his broom and the remaining trash on his cart. Pushes it towards home. Waves to the flower man. The flower man returns the familiar wave.

Paula walks. Going home. An even more distressed version of herself. Walks past the flower man. Ignores him.

The flower man looks on. Smiles.

INT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – BATHROOM - NIGHT

Paula stands in front of the mirror inspecting her reflection. 

A reflection, twenty years older, wrinkled and grey sad thing stares back from the mirror. It’s what Paula sees.

Paula turns the sink on. Bends forward. Throws the cold water in her face. Does this several times. Reaches for the hanging towel. Dries her face. Looks back at her reflection.

A fresher, more accurate reflection now looking at Paula. Though still tired looking.





JOE(OS)

Boy, you really like cats.

Paula looks at the closed door towards the boy’s voice.





PAULA


Not really. 

Back at her reflection. Old again.

Turns light off.

INT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – LIVING AREA – DAY

Joe’s standing near the pile of canvases. He holds up the recent cat painting. Looks at it.

Paula opens the door to the bathroom. Comes out. Sees Joe holding her painting.

JOE


This one’s cool. I like his tail. Why do you paint so many cats if you don’t like them? 

Paula stands by Joe. Inspects her own painting. Head sideways. 

PAULA


Because I hate them. These things inside my chest. 

Paula puts her hand on her chest near her neck. 

Paula rubs the spot on her chest, massaging it. Winces.





JOE

What are they doing in there? Sitting?





PAULA




Trying to get out.

JOE




Well, let ‘em out then.

Joe looks at Paula. A simple request.





PAULA

I can’t. All that keeps me going...is this pain.

Ashamed, Paula sits down on the couch. Puts her hands to her face. Covers her tired face.

Joe watches. Sets the canvas down. Goes to Paula’s side. Sits.

Joe consoles Paula. Hand on her back. Doesn’t say anything. Doesn’t have to.

Paula lies down on the couch. Curls up. Watches her cats. 

Joe by her side.

Paula closes her eyes.

Blackness.

INT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – BEDROOM – DAY

A cloudy, rainy day outside. Depressing.

The familiar train’s ROAR and WHISTLE shake the place. 
Paula wakes up from the sound. Pulls herself out of her floor-bound mattress. Still in her unflattering sleepwear. 





PAULA




Joe?

Paula dresses up fast.  Goes into the next room.

INT. PAULA’S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Paula looks at the digital clock. 

The clock blinks rythmically. A malfunction.

Paula walks to the front door. Leaves.  

EXT. PAULA’S APARTMENT - DAY

The front door opens. Paula comes out. Closes the door softly. Trying not to make any noise. 

Goes across the hall to her friend’s door. Hesitates. Ensures her appearance is okay. Knocks. Waits.

Finally, someone at the door.

The door opens. 
LULU(30’S), Joe’s step-mother, an overwieght mexican woman, stands at the front door. Greets Paula. Dressed to go out for the evening, Lulu’s outfit looks as though it’s meant for someone ten years younger and twenty pounds lighter. Glitter and all.

Lulu blows out her recent drag of cigarette smoke directly at Paula in the hallway.

LULU




  (spanish)




Paula! How are you?

Paula politely smiles. Grimaces at the smokey greeting.

PAULA




  (spanish)




Fine...thanks.





LULU




  (spanish)




Haven’t found your daughter yet?

Lulu takes a deep drag of her cigarette. 





PAULA




No...





LULU




  (exhaling;

    spanish)




You go to the police yet?

Again, the irritating smoke goes directly for Paula’s breathing space.





PAULA




Yes.

Lulu shakes her finger and lit cigarette in Paula’s direction.

Ash from the cigarette falls to the ground.





LULU




  (spanish)

Don’t give up until you get her back...that’s what you have to do. 

A car’s HORN from the front of the apartment building. Lulu’s ride.

Lulu hears it. Gets excited. Looks at her faux gold watch.





LULU




  (spanish)




Shit!

Lulu steps to the edge of the corridor, overlooking the street in front. She waves to her waiting friends. Smiles. Blows kisses. Rushes back inside.





LULU




  (continuing;

   spanish)

The little guy’s not feeling well...been sick for a couple of days now... 

Just inside the door, Lulu grabs her purse. Throws the finished cigarette in the hallway in front of Paula. Stamps it out. Grabs a can of aerosol deodorant. Uses a quarter of a can under each arm.

Paula can only watch.





LULU




  (continuing;

   spanish)




...come on in. I have to go.

Lulu’s out the door and at the stairwell now.





LULU




  (continuing;

   spanish)

Be a dear and lock the door when you leave...

Lulu looks back at Paula one last time.





LULU




  (continuing;

   spanish)

And wash your hands when you leave...you don’t want what my little baby’s got.  

Lulu smiles. Waves. Leaves.

Paula waves back. Grimaces. Hesitates before going in.

INT. JOE’S APARTMENT - DAY

The same untidied mess. Paula looks around the apartment for the first time. Steps over dirty clothes and cigarette ash towards the back rooms. 
Afraid to touch anything.

Gets into the hallway.

INT. JOE’S APARTMENT – JOE’S BEDROOM – DAY

Curtains pulled to hide most of what little sunlight there is.





PAULA(OS)




Joe?

No answer. No movement in the room.

The bedroom door pushes open a little. Paula hesitantly sticks her head in. Looks around the dark place trying to get accustumed to the lack of light.

Turns the light switch on.





PAULA




Joe?

Joe, a mass of blankets on the bed moves. Raises his head to see his visitor. Sees Paula. Pulls himself to a sitting position.





JOE




What are you doing here?

Paula gets a good look around the room.

Typical boy’s mess. Comics here and there. Hard to tell where clean clothes end and dirty begins. 

Paula notices the boy’s wall above his bed. Fixes her eye on it. Mouth moves reading the wall’s words.

Joe notices Paula. Looks at his wall of words. Back at Paula.

The wall is revealed clearly: Sentences written by the boy. Some in crayon. Others in marker.

HOPE DIES LAST in black marker in the center.

YOU CAN CREATE THE UNIVERSE EVERYDAY WITH ONE WORD in red crayon on one side.

Other less philisophical sayings...I WANT TO BE A DOCTOR...I WANT TO BUY A BIKE...

Paula reading them all.





JOE




Don’t mean anything...




  (coughs)




Just words.

Finally, Paula gets a look at her sick friend.





PAULA 




You eat anything yet...

Before Joe can answer...





PAULA




  (continuing)




Yowch! My God!

Paula frantically swats at her pant leg.

She jumps around crazy.





JOE




  (laughs)




What’s wrong with you?

A good trail of ants has found Paula’s flesh.

Paula gets out of there. Over to Joe’s bed. Finally gets the last of the ants off her. Pulls her pant leg up. Legs red from the bites.

The neat line of ants is now a chaotic mass of moving things. All over the bedroom floor.

Paula gets on the bed with Joe, away from the ants.

Joe’s still laughing.





JOE




You Okay?





PAULA




Funny...better than you.

Paula shakes her clothes some more. Wipes herself.

 



JOE

You know animals don’t really feel pain. Like those ants. Didn’t feel it when you squashed them.


PAULA

That so?

Paula wipes the last of the dead things off her. Looks around at the floor.

Joe lays back down.


JOE

Serious. Pain is just a perception.

Paula fixes his pillow beneath his head.


PAULA

You’re full of information aren’t you.


JOE
Humans are the only one’s that feel pain...well....monkeys maybe too. Anyways, you have to know that you are being hurt for you to feel the pain. If you don’t know that something is causing pain...it won’t hurt.

PAULA

So stand over here and let these ants bite you. I bet you feel it.

JOE

No way. I’m not stupid.

Joe COUGHS. SNIFFLES a little.

PAULA

Okay then.

JOE

That’s not my point. My dad says when they operate on babies...like the ones that are just born...they don’t use an-as-te-tic...
  (coughs)

the babies don’t feel

it...they don’t know what pain is yet so they don’t feel it. Same as animals...So it’s okay to squash the ants. They don’t care.


PAULA

You’re crazy. What else did your dad tell you?

Joe thinks.

JOE

He also said the vagina is the dirtiest part of the body...

Paula laughs out loud.





PAULA

God, now I know what’s wrong with you.

JOE




What?

Joe COUGHS again. 





PAULA

You even know what a vagina is?

Joe gets a little embarrassed. GIGGLES. COUGHS.





PAULA




  (continuing)




That’s what I thought.

Paula lays down with Joe on top of the blankets. Curls up with him.

EXT. APARTMENT BUILDING – COURTYARD - DAY

A children’s playset. Plastic slide and swings.

Joe sits against the building’s wall unenthusiatically bouncing a ball off the adjacent wall.

Paula enters. Sees Joe sitting.

Joe doesn’t bother to look up. Still bouncing the ball.





PAULA


Only one of us allowed to be depressed, you know.

Joe still doesn’t answer. Still bouncing.



PAULA


  (continuing)


Going to get an ice cream. You want to go?

Joe finally looks at Paula. Gets up without saying anything. A stubborn frown on his face.

They walk. Paula rubs Joe’s head. Grabs his shoulder. Pulls him close.





PAULA




C’mon it can’t be that bad. 





JOE


My stupid step-brother won’t let me ride his bike.








PAULA




Where’s yours?





JOE




Never had one.





PAULA




Oh.

The two continue to walk. No longer talking.

EXT. GUADALAJARA - CITY STREET – DAY

Paula and Joe still walking. They share the road with the traffic. No ice cream yet.

They come to a railroad crossing in the road.

The HORN of a distant train down the track.

Joe and Paula stop at the tracks noticing the coming train. Look toward the source. 

A train’s headlight gets brighter as it approaches the crossing.

Cars continue across beating the slow moving train. Some wait.

A slow moving frieght train, slow enough one could reach out and touch it, trudges by. Blows its loud HORN as it passes warning the stalled vehicles.

The train pulls different styles of cars. Flat. Boxed. Some with cargo. Some empty.

Some box cars with their doors open. 

A YOUNG MAN sits just inside one of the empty cars. Watches the traffic as he passes the intersection.

Joe and Paula notice. Paula catches the young man’s eye. He smiles at her. Waves. Close enough they can almost touch one another. Yet so far apart.

Joe waves back excitedly. 

Paula forces a smile back at the man. Doesn’t bother waving.

The slow train finally makes its way out of the intersection. Impatient drivers finally pass.

Paula and Joe continue watching.





JOE




Wonder where he’s going?

PAULA




I don’t think it matters.

JOE


Don’t you think it’d be neat to do that?



PAULA


Dangerous maybe.

JOE


Just get on a train and ride it. End up where you end up.

Paula looks at the boy.



PAULA


What’s the point of going nowhere? 

JOE


Just to go maybe. I dunno.

The couple continue their journey across the tracks for ice cream.

EXT. GUADALAJARA - CITY STREET – DAY

A business district. Several shops selling different things. A toy store one of them.

Joe and Paula turn the corner. Walk in front of the toy store window.

Joe stops suddenly. He fixes his attention on a new bicycle in the window.





JOE




Wow! Look at that. 

Paula stops to look with Joe. They both stand admiring the flashy, boy’s bike. Reflections clear in the window.

PAULA




You know it’s Sofi’s birthday today.

Joe looks up at Paula.





JOE




Really?

Joe puts his attention back to the display window.





JOE




  (continuing)




You gonna get her a present?

Paula looks down at the messy head of the young boy. Frowns. Bad joke. Looks back into the window.





PAULA




I wasn’t planning on it.





JOE

If it was my birthday, I would like to have a big present waiting for me somewhere...I bet my mom has plenty of presents to give me when she finally comes.

Paula looks back down at her partner.

A silent moment looking.

PAULA




You’re right.

Paula goes for the entrance to the place. Opens it. Waits for Joe.





PAULA




  (continuing)




You coming?

Joe smiles. Hurries inside. Paula follows.

EXT. GUADALAJARA - CITY STREET – DAY

A familiar street. Near Paula’s apartment.

Joe and Paula walk home. Both happily eat an ice cream cone. Paula carries a large wrapped, present under her arm.





JOE

If I were a Mexican girl...that’s exactly what I would want.

PAULA

Yeah, but you’re a little gringo...You wanted to get her the BB gun.


JOE

She woulda liked that too.

Paula looks at her friend. Smiles. 

Both continue eating ice cream.

A slow-moving CAR drives past Joe and Paula. Paula notices.

A blurred image of a small CHILD in the front, passenger window.

Paula sees the image. 

Joe looks up. Notices the image also.





PAULA




SOFI!

Without thinking, Paula drops the ice cream. Runs after the moving vehicle. Too fast for her though.

Paula desperately tries catching up with the vehicle.

The car reaches an intersection. Stops. A red light. Paula’s chance.

Paula runs. Only her heavy breath apparent. The car the only thing she sees. 

Almost reaches the car...close to touching it.

Her mouth opens to yell again...no sound just movement.

The child’s blurry image in the back window.

Suddenly, the light changes and the car takes off. Just out of Paula’s reach. Paula stands in the middle of the road exhausted. Watches the image leave out of sight. 

Paula stands there a moment in her silence... 

Suddenly she bends forward breathing hard. Drops the gift on the street.

A pain in her stomach. Dry-heaves several times in the middle of the street. Nothing comes out.

Paula sits in the street. SOBS uncontrollably.

The NOISE of the world returns with a HONK of a car as it passes by the nuisance in the road. Doesn’t bother Paula. 

PEDESTRIANS at a bus stop watch...VENDORS watch... BEGGARS watch...the pathetic girl lost in the road.

All cry with her...pedestrians, vendors, beggars...tears in their eyes.

Finally, Joe catches up to Paula. Avoids speeding cars to get to her. Grabs her by the arm. Pulls.

JOE




C’mon Paula...it wasn’t her!

Joe pulls some more. Can’t lift the lifeless thing out of the road. More cars pass by.





JOE




  (continuing)




You’re gonna get us killed!

With Joe’s help, Paula pulls her lifeless body out of the street, to the edge.

The wrapped gift left in the middle of the street. A CAR runs it over. Smashes it. No longer a gift.

Paula lies down in the soft grass. 

Her eyes remain fixed on the floating clouds overhead. Oblivious to everything except her tears.

Then...Paula pulls a rumpled, flowered shirt to her face. Presses the cloth against her skin...takes in the smell.  

The soft white sky blurs...
INT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – CHILD’S BEDROOM – DAY

Same face. Same eyes.

Paula’s in the same position on her back looking up. Still smelling the little girl’s shirt. Remembering.

The sky is now the soft white ceiling of Sofi’s bedroom.

Her eyes continue to stare at nothing.

Suddenly from the next room...





POLICEMAN #1(OS)




  (accent)

Paula?

Paula turns her head. Looks toward the open bedroom door.

POLICEMAN #2(OS)




  (spanish)




Ma’am, we need to talk to you.

Expressionless, Paula slowly lifts her head. Picks herself up. 

Wearing unflattering sleepwear, Paula looks like a mere shell of herself. Disheveled and unbathed. Neglected.

The girl’s room still the same. Same curtains...toy ballerina...nasty, painted message now clearly visible...

I WANT YOU TO KNOW WHAT PAIN IS WHORE

Paula slowly leaves. Ignores the message screaming at her. Takes the little girl’s shirt with her.

INT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – LIVING AREA – DAY

Two MEXICAN POLICEMAN sit on the lone sofa in Paula’s living room. Both wear large mustaches and uniforms.

The front door is open a little.

The apartment is untidy. Dirty dishes, clothes in the wrong places. Like its been abandoned.

Paula comes down the short hallway towards the waiting policemen.

Both turn to look. Watch Paula from the couch. Don’t bother getting up.

Paula comes in and just looks at them.

The two policeman watch Paula enter. Talk to one another. Discussing something.

Finally...

Done with their discussion, both policeman look at Paula.

POLICEMAN #1




We think you should look for her...





POLICEMAN #2




We don’t think you’ve done enough.

Paula just stares. Silent.

The policeman watch Paula. Look at each other for a response. Nothing.

Soon...





POLICEMAN #1

You got anything to eat in here? In this mess?

Policeman #1 looks around at the unkempt apartment.





POLICEMAN #2

Maybe you shouldn’t look for her...you can’t even take care of yourself.

The two policeman laugh obnoxiously. Look at each other for approval.

Suddenly...





CATHOLIC NUN(OS)




  (spanish)

You always were doing things little girls aren’t supposed to...dreaming.

Paula’s childhood teacher, in full Nun’s garb, stands at the open refrigerator. Years added on to her disciplining face. 

The Nun peers inside the fridge for something. Pulls out some outdated food items. Inspects them.

The lack of Paula’s reaction is now the oddest thing in her house.





CATHOLIC NUN




  (continuing)

Now look at you. Disgusting. Breaking a family apart... You should be ashamed of yourself.  
Paula looks over at the far corner. 

A silent, painted MIME stands. Looks back. He wears a thick painted, exaggerated frown. A painted teardrop on one cheek. Mimics Paula.

The mime makes silent hand motions.

The room grows a little crowded. Hectic. Confused.

Everyone talks at the same time. Except the mime.

The mime continues motioning Paula with his hands. Odd gestures. 

Suddenly, the room is full of unwanted people. A CAMERA CREW, LADY NEWS REPORTER, COWORKERS...

The camera’s light shines directly in her face. 

Paula turns a little from the glare. 

NEWS REPORTER




  (spanish)

Tell us, Paula...what are you doing to get your daughter back?

The news reporter pushes a microphone in Paula’s face.

The policeman GIGGLING from the couch like school children now. Point at Paula.

Paula pulls back. Confused now. Voices blending together. Incomprehensible.

More PEOPLE filing in through the front door.

All asking the same thing.

Through the crowd, little Paula sits in the corner quiet, painting her cats. Her wings look a little more worn.

The older Paula notices. Her solace in the chaos. Tears stream down the older Paula’s face. 

They look at each other. Little Paula gives her older self a smile. Also crying.

The chaotic voices reaching a crescendo...

Louder.

Still louder.

Until...

Paula closes her eyes tight. Squeezes them. Pushes the tears out further. Grabs the sides of her head.

Suddenly...silence.

Paula is CRYING out loud now. The only thing left in the empty room besides the mess.  

The CRYING soon becomes a SCREAM. Filling the emptiness.

EXT. APARTMENT BUILDING – COURTYARD - DAY

Joe sits alone on one of the swings. Swinging halfheartedly. A little nicer dressed, hair combed a little. 

Paula at the front security gate. Opens the gate. Going somewhere. Joe notices. 





JOE




Paula!

Paula stops, notices her friend. Smiles. Goes over.

Paula gets to the play area.





JOE




  (continuing)

Where have you been? 

Paula sits in the swing next to Joe. Begins swinging herself.





PAULA

Why? Miss me? 


JOE

Yeah.

Joe smiles. Paula smiles back.

PAULA

I don’t see you for a few days and you change your hairstyle. What’s the deal?

Joe pats his hair down a little. Making sure it’s still laying down neat.





JOE

My mom is coming to pick me up. We’re going to spend the day together.

Paula drags her feet on the ground. Looks at them.

PAULA




  (unenthusiastic)




That’s great.

Paula forces a smile. Avoids looking at the little boy. Hiding her sadness.





JOE

This may be the last time you see me...I might be going back to Texas with her.


PAULA

Oh.

A silent moment.

JOE

  (continuing)
You know I was thinking about something the other day...about us. 

PAULA




Really.





JOE

Yeah. I was thinking we have something in common.


PAULA

We do, huh?


JOE

Yeah. We’re both named after saints. That means we have a lot to live up to.

Paula thinks about the boy’s association. Squints. Isn’t sure.





PAULA

And which saint are you named after, again?


JOE

What do you mean which saint? Only the most important one...

Paula waits. Still not sure.





JOE




  (continuing)




Oh C’mon...Jesus’s dad. Duh. Joseph


Christ. Without him there wouldn’t 


be any saints.
Paula smiles.





PAULA

So I guess that makes him pretty important. And you too.


JOE

Yep. There’s alot I gotta do.

Joe considers his many plans.


PAULA

Maybe you should start with combing that hair of yours.

Paula smiles.

Joe pats down one of the many clumps of hairs sticking up. No good.





PAULA




  (continuing)

If you don’t some bird is going to come and make his nest in it.


JOE

No he’s not.


PAULA

You wouldn’t even know it if one did.

Paula reaches over and playfully rubs her hand in Joe’s messy hair.





JOE



Quit.

Joe gets away from Paula’s reach.

Paula goes after him a bit.

Joe gets back to his swing. Sits.

Paula does the same.


JOE

Where were you going?

Paula lifts her head looks in front of her at nothing.





PAULA




I don’t know.

A silent moment.

EXT. APARTMENT BUILDING – COURTYARD – DAY

From afar, Paula and Joe sit in the cool air. 

Quiet except for a bird SINGING somewhere.

A silhouette at the security gate. 

Joe notices immediately. Recognizes the figure.





JOE




Mommy!

Joe jumps from the swing. Sprints the fifty feet to the gate. Opens it. Jumps into his mother’s arms.

The woman takes her son in her arms.

Paula doesn’t bother getting up. Watches the mother-son reunion from afar. Smiles halfheartedly The longer she watches though, her happiness dissapates. Her smile slowly fades.

Joe looks back at Paula. Waves.

Paula waves.

Joe and the woman leave the courtyard. Let the gate swing back hard.

BANG! Echoes throughout the courtyard.

Paula continues watching.

Joe gets into a parked LUXURY CAR on the street.

The car pulls away.

Paula sits. She looks odd. A grown-up on the swings by herself. 

Finally, gets up. Walks.

INT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – LIVING AREA - DAY

Everything as it was. 

The flowered shirt added to the mess on the floor.

INT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – GIRL’S BEDROOM – DAY

The wall with the painted, permanent, sign. 

EXT. MCDONALDS BUILDING - DAY

A multicolored structure juxtaposed within the Mexican cityscape. A three-storied, glassed, children’s playground the main attraction. A sore thumb.

CARS parked in the parking lot. The black, luxury car parked amongst the rest. Texas license plates bolted to the rear bumper.

INT. MCDONALDS – PLAYGROUND – DAY

A loud obnoxious place.

MEXICAN CHILDREN running about. Up and down the large tubular slide. Throughout the massive plastic structure.

PARENTS watch. Some eat.

Joe and his mother sit alone facing one another. Space between them. A tray of food sits next to them. Untouched.

Joe drinks from the straw in his cup. He cradles the cup with both hands.

JOE’S MOTHER(30’s) wears an indignant smoker’s face, nice clothing and tons of jewelry. A juxtaposition herself. A woman with too much money and too many years on her face.

Joe’s not dressed nice enough to be her son.





JOE’S MOTHER




How’s your spanish coming along?





JOE




Okay. I guess.

JOE’S MOTHER



  soon as we get moved into the new place you can come to visit. How bout that?

JOE









Can I come live with you?

A silent moment. Joe’s mother hesitates before answering.





JOE’S MOTHER




Listen...

She puts her hand on his.





JOE’S MOTHER




  (continuing)

...Steven and I just got back...are just getting settled again...

Joe looks on. Pulls his hand away. Already knows the answer.

JOE’S MOTHER




  (continuing)




...now wouldn’t be the best time.





JOE




When then?

Joe pulls his straw from his glass. Puts it back in. Creates an annoying SQUEAK.

Joe’s mother leans back a little in her chair. Looks at the untouched bags of food. Grags a bag. 





JOE’S MOTHER

Let’s eat first. Can’t think on an empty stomach.

The woman smiles at Joe. Distributes the food from the bag. Joe isn’t interested.





JOE’S MOTHER




I’ve got some news...

Joe looks up unenthusiastically.





JOE




Yeah?





JOE’S MOTHER




Yeah...you’re gonna have a brother.

Joe sits silent. Looks down at his drink.





JOE

I’ve got a brother...don’t need another one.

Joe’s looks at the woman.

The woman looks at the boy. Searches for an answer. Reaches in her purse.

JOE’S MOTHER




I know what...here...

She pulls out several U.S. dollar bills. Holds them in Joe’s direction.





JOE’S MOTHER




  (continuing)

I want you to go get yourself something. A bike. You want a new bike don’t you?

Joe eyes the large sum of money.

JOE

Couldn’t you buy me a present? I don’t want money.

The woman pulls the money back from the boy.

JOE’S MOTHER

I didn’t have time. You can do it yourself. You’re a big boy. 

She pushes the money in Joe’s direction again.





JOE’S MOTHER




  (continuing)

Besides, this way you can get exactly what you want.

Joe continues to eye the money. Still not taking it.





JOE




What I really want is...

Suddenly a RING from a cellphone in the woman’s purse. She drops the money on the table in front of the boy. Holds a finger up in front of his face as she searches for the ringing thing.

Joe can only watch. Put on hold by his mother.

She finds the phone. Answers it cheerfully. A friend. Talks enthusiastically with the caller.

Joe shakes his head. Disgusted by the lack of attention. The distraction.

Joe turns his attention to the children playing. 
Suddenly his eyes go wide. Looks around at the parents sitting. 
All WOMEN. No one familiar. 
Looks into the restaraunt area. Just a young COUPLE in a booth. 

Joe looks at his distracted mother across the table.

He gets up. Hurries towards the exit past his mother.

The woman barely notices her son. Continues talking away.
INT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – LIVING AREA - DAY

Empty. Paula not there.

A RINGING from Paula’s cellphone on the kitchen counter. 

No one there to answer it.

EXT. MCDONALDS BUILDING – DAY

Joe fidgits around the outside. Telephone to his ear. 

An unanswered RING on the other end.

INT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – LIVING AREA - DAY

Another RING from the phone. 

Still no Paula.

It RINGS again.

EXT. MCDONALDS BUILDING – DAY

Joe stands at the phone box. Payphone to his ear. Pulls the cord till it ends. Trying to get a look inside the buiding. Maintains the phone just at his ear.

Another RING from the earpiece.

Frustrated, Joe reaches to hang the phone up.

Suddenly from the earpiece...




PAULA(VO)




Hello? 

Just before putting the phone back in its place, Joe hears Paula’s voice on the other end.

He frantically puts the reciever to his ear. 





JOE




  (into phone)




Paula!
INT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – LIVING AREA - DAY

Front door wide open.
Paula stands in the kitchen. Cellphone to her ear. Squints trying to hear.





PAULA




Joe? What’s going on?

She listens for a response from the other end.

Suddenly her face changes. Color in her face has left for an instant. Mouth drops open wide. 
The news on the other end the source of the tears in her eyes. Not sure which emotion is the cause. 

Teresa now looking somewhere off into the middle distance.

Suddenly her face cringes. CRIES outloud. 

Embarrassing SOBS fill the empty apartment.

Paula’s body goes limp. Falls to the floor, sitting. Can’t keep the phone to her ear. Drops it on the ground.

Puts her heavy head in her hands.

INT. MCDONALDS – PLAYGROUND – DAY

Same group of children and adults. 

Joe’s mother still on the phone. Still chatting away. LAUGHS obnoxiously every once in a while.

Paula peers into the play area form the outside. Hands cupped around her face blocking the sunlight. 

Joe stands behind Paula. 

A young girl, Sofi, comes sliding down the big, plastic slide. Another girl chasing her.

Paula sees her. Pulls away from the window. Runs.
Suddenly, Paula’s standing at the entrance to the play area.




PAULA




Sofi!

Sofi stops. Looks towards her mother’s voice. Recognizes it.

Paula runs to her daughter.





PAULA




  (continuing)




Baby!

Sofi just stands there. Not sure of what she should do.





SOFI




Mamma?

Paula gets to her. Gets down low. Hugs her tight. Tears of joy in her eyes.





SOFI




  (spanish)




Mamma, what are you doing here?

Paula pulls back a little. Gets a good look at her daughter’s face. Holds it in her hands.

Sofi shows her toothless mouth.





PAULA




  (spanish)

I finally found you, my Sofi...There has not been a single day that I haven’t thought of you.

Sofi looks curiously back at her mother.

SOFI




  (spanish)




Where’s dad?

Paula stares at her daughter. 

Sofi pulls away from her mother slightly.

Paula tries holding on. A look of confusion on her face.

Sofi looks towards the exit. Sees someone.





SOFI




  (spanish)




Let me go, mom. Dad’s here.

Sofi pulls at her own arm.

Paula tries holding on. Looks into her daughter’s eyes. Wiser than five. Searching for an answer.





PAULA




  (spanish)




Sofi, please don’t go, I love you.





SOFI




  (spanish)




Let me go. Now.

Paula holds on a little tighter. Her hand in her daughter’s.





SOFI




  (continuing)




Let me go, I said!
Sofi looks back toward the man standing in the window. Doesn’t want to be there. Pulls harder.




PAULA




  (spanish)




Don’t you want to be with me?
Sofi reluctantly turns towards her mother’s voice. 

SOFI




  (spanish)




No!  Leave me alone! 
Sofi struggles free from her mother’s tight grip.

Finally, Paula releases her daughter. Her heavy hand remains in the air. Still holding on to something.

Sofi runs. Gets her pink shoes and matching jacket. Escapes towards the external exit. Pushes it open. Leaves without looking back.
Through the playground window, A MAN(30’s) lifts the little girl up. Holds her tight.
Paula can only watch from the floor of the playground. Tears of pain in her eyes.

Joe watches from the interior door. 

Kids continue to play.  

Joe’s mother LAUGHS out loud for the hundreth time. Oblivious.

Sofi and her anonymous father leave out of sight.

Paula remains frozen in her position.





PAULA(VO)

I remember her black, thin hair shining with the sun...

Finally, gets up leaves the restaraunt without saying anything.





PAULA(VO)




  (continuing)

I remember her pink coat and her matching shoes...

Joe follows.

EXT. MCDONALDS BUILDING – DAY





PAULA(VO)

I remember her sweet smile with a few teeth, her little fine hands, her breathing...

Everything moving fast. Blurred images. The McDonalds building the only thing standing still. The center of the universe for that moment.





PAULA(VO)




  (continuing)




I remember her beautiful, kind eyes.

Joe, a tiny thing against the McDonald’s building, stands alone.

Paula long gone.

PAULA(VO)




  (continuing)

I remember her everyday and cry...everytime...and still don’t understand...Why?

Blackness.

PAULA(VO)




  (continuing)




Why? 

Children’s LAUGHTER. Playing happily somewhere unseen.
EXT. GUADALAJARA CENTRAL BUS STATION – NIGHT

Paula, dressed the same, sits with a few other TRAVELERS at the lit bus station. Still, Paula’s a lonely, depressed sight.

A HOMELESS MAN plays a home-made guitar in one corner of the station. A plastic collection cup with a few pesos. He SINGS a miserable song. The song and his voice both depressing, out of tune.

Soon, an outdated TOUR BUS approaches.

Paula stands. Everyone else stands.

The bus stops. Lets Paula on. The others.

INT. BUS - NIGHT

Paula sits alone in a seat near the window. Watches the passing world outside. City lights mostly. Tears visible in her reflection in the window.

Across the isle, a MALE PASSENGER sniffles. CRYING also. 

Paula turns to look at the noise. 

The man holds an illustrated, romance novella in his hands reading it. Wipes tears from his eyes. Stays with his book. Doesn’t notice Paula watching.

Paula turns back to the empty window.

INT. BUS – DAY

Paula still sitting in her seat. Head against the window. Sleeping gingerly now.

Paula puts her attention to the fast moving world outside. A dead stare.

Sitting. 

The world around her moving at a much faster pace now...the scenery outside changing, getting more desolate and isolated...people next to her come and go...the entire world moving without her.

The day becomes night. 

Finally the bus stops. 

Paula’s stop.

EXT. GUADALAJARA CENTRAL BUS STATION – NIGHT

A cold wind blowing the early evening air. 

PASSENGERS unload. Most carry luggage off the bus with them.

Paula gets off. Looks around. Shivers at the cold air. 

RELATIVES greet their loved-ones.

Paula follows a few passengers inside. Out of the cold.

INT. GUADALAJARA CENTRAL BUS STATION – NIGHT

An old, well used station with little seating.

Just a few PASSENGERS waiting. Sitting. Sleeping. Most wear warm clothing or blankets. 

Paula finds a seat. Sits. Alone and cold. Pulls her legs up to her chest. Holds them to keep warm.

INT. GUADALAJARA CENTRAL BUS STATION – NIGHT

Paula sits in the same chair. Eyes closed. Sleeping. Colder. Her shivering body wakes her from her sleep.

Fewer passengers still waiting. 

The man with the guitar takes up two chairs near Paula. Sleeping pretty comfortably, he lies covered in newspaper keeping the cold off him.

His homemade guitar by his side.

Paula straightens her legs. Stiff. Hard to get them in front of her. She looks at the man sleeping. Watches him for a moment.

Feeling her stare, the man opens his eyes. Looks directly at Paula.





GUITAR MAN




  (spanish)

Cold? 

Paula doesn’t answer. Continues watching.


GUITAR MAN

  (continuing)

You want one of these?

The man holds up a large piece of newspaper from his side. Smiles.





PAULA




  (spanish)




No...Thank you.





GUITAR MAN




  (spanish)




Haven’t I seen you before? 




PAULA




  (spanish)




I don’t think so.

Paula gives a polite smile. Pulls herself out of the uncomfortable chair. Leaves the desolate station.

The guitar man watches. Waves goodbye.

EXT. GUADALAJARA CENTRAL BUS STATION – NIGHT

The front entrance opens. Paulaa comes out. Walks.

EXT. GUADALAJARA - CITY STREET – NIGHT

Paula stands. Waits.

Headlights from an approaching bus.

Paula holds her hand out signaling it.

The bus stops in front of Paula. Its doors open.

Paula gets on.

EXT. STREET CORNER – NIGHT

Same bus stops at the corner.

Paula gets off. Walks down.

EXT. FUENTES RESIDENCE – NIGHT

Porch light is the only light on.

Paula stands in front of the house. Inspects it a moment. Hesitates. Finally, rings the bell.

She stands in the dark silence. 

The only window in front lights up. 

Paula waits.

The front door opens.

An elderly, Mexican man, MR. FUENTES(60’s), stands in old T-shirt and shorts. Looks at his visitor. Smiles.





PAULA




Dad.

Paula goes up to her father. Hugs him.

He takes her in his arms. Holds her tight in the doorway. Haven’t seen each other in a while.

They go inside.

INT. FUENTES RESIDENCE – NIGHT

A simple Mexican home. A pastel painted kitchen. 

Paula sits alone at the kitchen table. She pushes a fork around a plate of untouched food. Watches it.

Mr. Fuentes sits at the table next to his daughter. Eats something from his own plate.

No conversation between the two.

Paula’s mind elswhere. Her father’s as well.

Mr. Fuentes finishes his plate. 

Paula gets up. Clears the table.

Paula gets a dishrag. Wipes the table clean around her father, her own place.





PAULA




  (spanish)




You want anything else?





MR. FUENTES








  (spanish)




No...Thank you.

Finished, Paula puts the dishtowel away. Sits at the table again.

Paula’s father gets up from the table. Goes to the kitchen away from his daughter.

Mr. Fuentes goes to the kitchen sink. Watches nothing out the window. 
Paula looks up at her avoiding father. Wanting to be noticed.

A long awkward silence. Strangers in a room.

INT. FUENTES RESIDENCE – BEDROOM – NIGHT

Still evidence of Paula’s room. A picture, a framed award with her name on it...

Paula sits on the edge of the small, twin bed.

A small bedside lamp casting yellows.

Holds a stuffed pig in her hands. Feels its softness. Comforting. She lays down on the bed still dressed, on top of the quilted blanket. Curls up.

Holding the stuffed toy tight, Paula stares for a moment. 

She weeps. 

INT. FUENTES RESIDENCE – LIVING ROOM – NIGHT

The television casts silent images into the lifeless space. 

Mr. Fuentes sits in a lone chair beneath the yellowish lighting. Fiddles with a rosary on his hands. Sees the television. Not watching it. Looking somewhere he can’t get.

He weeps.
INT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – LIVING AREA – NIGHT

An untidy mess. A few day’s worth of dirty dishes in the kitchen.

A train’s ROAR. Getting louder.

Paula sleeps in the same curled up position except now on her couch. Shaking a little from the train.

Paula’s eyes just open. Nervous. Lays there getting her bearing. Finally, sits up. Looks at the clock in the kitchen. Still blinking.

Paula lays back down. Watches her paintings from across the room. Afraid of them. 

INT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – BATHROOM - DAY

Paula stands in front of the mirror. Turns the water on. Looks at her reflection. Loads of grey and greying hair on the sides. Paula runs her fingers through it a little. Gets close to the mirror to check it.

Water runs. 

INT. UNIVERSITY CAMPUS - AUDITORIUM – DAY

An awards ceremony. An abundance of people, all elegantly dressed, in attendance. All watch the AMERICAN SPEAKER speak at the front, behind a lecturn.

MRS. Ruppert, herself nicely dressed, sits with several other important PEOPLE from the local newspaper. One empty seat amongst them.

Mrs. Ruppert looks around the crowd and at the entrance for the missing person.

SPEAKER

It is an honor to present this award... given once a year to the best foreign language, children’s piece in an editorial...

The speaker refers to his paper on the lectern.

Mrs. Ruppert looks around once more. A little panicky. 

Joe, hair combed wet and dressed better than usual, stands in the back near the exit. Listens to the speaker. He holds a poorly wrapped, rectangular gift in his hands. 





SPEAKER




  (continuing)




to Paula Fuentes...

The speaker smiles and steps away from the lectern. Waits for the recipient. CLAPS a little.

The AUDIENCE CLAPS along.
Mrs. Ruppert looks around again. Visibly agitated now.

The guests look around for someone to stand. The APPLAUSE slows, quieter. 

Paula’s no where in the auditorium.

Mrs. Ruppert gets up. Approaches the front. Gets on stage. Says something in the ear of the speaker.

The speaker motions Mrs. Ruppert to the lecturn. Hands her Paula’s plaque.

Joe turns. Leaves.

Joe walks. Out of the auditorium.

INT. AUDITORIUM – HALLWAY – DAY

Joe leaving.

Muffled APPLAUSE from the auditorium.

Joe finds the exit. Leaves.

EXT. UNIVERSITY CAMPUS - AUDITORIUM – DAY

A dreary afternoon. Rain clouds hanging around.

Joe with his gift.

A Catholic procession passes on the concrete in front of the auditorium.

A large group of followers trail behind the costumed PRIESTS and NUNS. Most walk with religous banners.

The Catholic procession passes directly in front of Joe. Moving like a slow, deliberate, organic thing.

Joe watches the entranced mass pass.

Gets behind it for a moment. Appears as though he’s following it. Then, continues on.

Joe one way, the Catholic procession the other.

INT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – LIVING AREA – DAY

Same untidy mess. No one around.

The front doorknob moves a little. Someone trying to get in.

It moves some more. Whoever it is is having trouble with the lock.

Finally, the door open a little. Cautious.





JOE




Paula.
Joe sticks his head just inside the door. Looks around the empty apartment.

JOE




  (continuing)




Paula. 

No answer.

Joe steps inside the apartment. Looks around at the mess. Sets the key on the kitchen counter. Leans the gift against the wall near the front door.





JOE




  (continuing)




Paula?
Again, no response.

Joe cautiously goes to the bathroom door. Pushes it open. Turns the light on. 

Noone.

Continues on down the hall. 





JOE




  (continuing)




Paula?

Both bedroom doors closed. Goes to the first. Opens it. Turns light on. Stands in the doorway looking.

INT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – PAULA’S ROOM – DAY

Bed unmade. The appearance of noone there.

Joe sees the empty room. Turns light off. 

INT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – HALLWAY – DAY

Joe goes to the next door down the short hallway. Sofi’s room.

Gets to the closed door. Turns the knob. Slowly opens the door. Never been in there before.

Stands there looking into the room.

INT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – CHILD’S ROOM – DAY

Joe stands in the doorway. Surveys the room.

Paula’s sitting. She’s got the flowered shirt to her nose. Smelling it. Puts it in a plastic garbage bag with Sofi’s other belongings. Doesn’t bother looking to see who’s there.

The room has been cleaned out. Barely evidence anyone lived in there. Curtains gone, stuffed animals gone.





PAULA




She’s not coming back, you know.

Joe looks over at the spray painted sign on the wall. First time seeing it. To Paula.





JOE




I know.

Joe goes, sits on the floor next to his friend.





PAULA



This is an empty home, a useless   shell, just like me. I was a mother, now...I’m nothing. What am I going to do? I’m alone, Joe.
Paula searches for an answer in the little boy’s face.





JOE




We’re both alone, you know?
Paula gets up. Goes to the dresser. Opens the last drawer. Pulls the remainder of the little girl’s clothing from it. Puts them in the bag.

Back to the dresser. Grabs the toy ballerina. Holds it for an instant. Finally, throws it in as well.

Joe sits watching.





JOE




  (continuing)


My mom...she’s not coming back either.

Paula looks at Joe. 

JOE


  (continuing)


You know? I’m not crying...look.

Joe pulls his bottom eyelid down. Dry.



JOE


  (continuing)


She has a new kid...a new life.

Joe stares at his lap.



JOE


  (continuing)


Why would she want a new one? I’m not good enough for her or what!?

Joe looks back up to Paula.



JOE


  (continuing)


Still I don’t cry. Have you ever seen me crying?



PAULA


No, love.



JOE


Don’t you think I miss her?

A silent moment. Joe looks back at his lap. Holding his emotions.

JOE




  (continuing)




I do.

Back to Paula.

JOE




  (continuing)

I do! She is my mom, she doesn’t love me! How could she? Why?! 

Joe cries.
PAULA

It doesn’t mean she doesn’t love you...how could a mother not love her child?

Joe looks. Shakes his head. Rolls his teary eyes a little.





PAULA




  (continuing)

Sometimes your hands are useless and your heart is not enough...trust me...I know.

The sound of a distant train outside.

Joe stares at Paula. 




JOE

Same for kids...how could a kid not love her mom?

Paula tries holding her stare. Turns her head slightly hiding the tears.

Joe watches. Wipes at the tears with his arm. 
JOE




  (continuing)

It’s just that...you know...she’s a girl. Girls are stupid. Look at my mom.


PAULA

Shut up.

Paula cracks a smile through her sadness. 
Joe returns it. Eyes dry now. Composed.





JOE

If you had a boy things would be different.


PAULA

I don’t have a boy...I have nothing.

JOE

What am I then? 

Joe’s demeanor turns sour.

The train’s ROAR outside getting closer. 





PAULA




My pet?




  (smiles)




I feed you...sometimes...





JOE




...I feed you, you mean. Pet. Hmmph.





PAULA




Then what are you?

JOE
I’m your only friend...stupid girl. You see...girls are stupid.

Both laugh. 

The train’s roar is close now. Blows its HORN.

Hearing the train, Joe stops laughing. Turns towards the sound. Thinks. 

Looks at Paula.





JOE




So what are we waiting for?

Paula looks curiously at Joe.





PAULA



What do you mean?

Paula still doesn’t get it.


JOE

Let’s go catch that train.





PAULA



What? What train?

The train’s WHISTLE again.





JOE




Which one? That one. You hear it?

Joe puts his hand to his ear catching the sound.





JOE




  (continuing)

It’s calling us...it’s not going to wait.

Joe looks at Paula. A big grin.

Paula returns it. Eyes are dry now.





JOE




  (continuing)




Run.

Joe turns. Runs out of the room. 

Paula stands silent. Considers. He’s right. 

Finally, she follows.

EXT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – DAY

A beautiful afternoon.

The train’s WHISTLE sounds just up the street at the intersection.

The front gate swings open. Joe rushes out. Turns left towards the noise.

He’s down the street a little before Paula finally comes out. Looks down the street after the boy.

PAULA



  (to herself)




Shit. Crazy.

Paula takes off running after Joe.

PAULA



  (continuing)

Wait for me!

EXT. BUSY ROAD – TRAIN CROSSING – DAY

Loads of cars wait at the ungated intersection. 

The slow moving freight train trudges by. The weight of the freight cars seemingly too much for the lone engine.

A few PEDESTRIANS wait as well.

Joe gets to the intersection. Out of breath a little.

Looks back. Waits for Paula.

Finally, Paula catches up. Also, out of breath.

The two look at each other to make sure this is what they want to do.

Joe Smiles.





JOE



C’mon.

Joe runs to the front of the long line of cars waiting at the intersection. 

A boxcar the next train car to pass. Its door wide open. This one’s it.

Joe looks back to Paula still standing.





JOE




C’mon, Paula!

Joe turns back toward the train. Runs alongside it.

A couple of other VAGABONDS chase the train also. 

Runs...Runs...Runs.

Finally, grabs ahold. Gets a good grip. Pulls himself off the ground a little. Feet just off the ground. Struggles to pull himself up. 

Suddenly, a young VAGRANT helps the boy. Pulls him safely into the car.

The other vagrants pull themselves on adjacent train cars.

INT. TRAIN BOX CAR - DAY

Joe lays on his back a moment. Exhausted.

Remembers...sticks his head out the open door.

EXT. MOVING TRAIN – DAY

Paula running to catch the same car. Can hardly keep up.





JOE




C’mon, Paula!

Joe smiles. Holds his hand out.

Finally, Paula catches up to the car. 

The young VAGRANT holds his hand out to help. 

Paula grabs the young man’s hand. 

He pulls her safely into the car.

An OLD FAT WOMAN standing near the tracks sees everything. Yells.





FAT WOMAN




  (spanish)

Where do you think you’re going...bunch of vagrants!

The vagrant answers.

YOUNG VAGRANT




  (spanish)

We’re going to see the world, pretty momma!

The vagrant smiles. 

EXT. TRAIN CAR ROOFTOP – DAY

The ROAR of a moving train. The CLANK of the trains metal wheels against the metal tracks.

Paula’s face against the background of the train car’s roof exposed to the wind and sun. Eyes closed. Mouth open taking in the moving air. Dreaming perhaps. Hair blows across her face.

Joe’s face the same. Opposing Paula’s. His eyes level with her mouth. Her eyes level with his mouth.

Both faces two round objects blending in with the metal of the roof. Still and unmoving.

The sunlight reflects equally off the two faces and the metal.

Wind continues to blow across their faces.

The train continues to ROAR.





JOE(VO)




You see the colors?...shades of blue?

Paula closes her mouth. 

Both sets of eyes remain closed. Mouths unmoving.

EXT. BLUE SKY – DAY

The perfect sky above the train. Fluffy, painted clouds. The most beautiful blue surrounding. Unmoving except for hints of clouds being pushed one way or another. 

EXT. TRAIN CAR ROOFTOP – DAY

Both in the same position.

JOE(VO)




  (continuing)

It’s amazing what you see when you’re looking. 

Paula acknowledges with an enthusiastic smile. Eyes remain closed.

The wind again. Hair blows.

Both passengers wear the largest grins. Permenant things on their faces.

Then...

Both bodies slowly become visible. Necks. Shoulders. Torsos.

The entire train car’s roof now showing off completely its passengers. Lying  face up, horizontal, in opposite directions. The rest of the train unseen. Only assumed.

The ROAR of the train continues.

The wind continues against the top of the train.

Suddenly, the image of the young boy begins to fade. Soon its completely gone from the roof of the train.

Just the wind, the noise of the train and Paula’s still figure remain.

The ROAR of the train continues.

Then, like her friend, Paula’s immovable image begins to disintegrate. Soon nothing left but the sun’s reflection off the roof’s metal.

The remainder of the train’s surrounding begins to become exposed. The image of the train gets smaller as more of its top is revealed.

Further...

Even further...until a good length of the train tracks and train are revealed.

A good look of the entire scene reveals the lone boxcar with its nonexistent passengers on top. It sits alone on a dead-end track. Attached to nothing except the overgrowth of weeds at each end.

A long, medium paced frieght train passes on an adjacent track. Runs precariously close to its dead, forgotten cousin.

The train ROARS as the last of its cars pass.

Once again, the abandoned box car is left to fend for itself.

A train’s fading WHISTLE in the distance.

EXT. CEMETARY – DAY

The close image of a plain, crumbling, cement tombstone. Aged By the weather.

A good look at the inscription reveals its message:

PAULA FUENTES
   1936-1877

   

MADRE

Suddenly, a hand lays a flower near the tombstone’s base.

Soon, the hand’s owner is revealed.

Paula stands over the tombstone bearing her own name. Her dress and face are brighter. Ten years younger looking yet the same age. Dress with flower motif...face with color. Life. Hair a brilliant grey.

A traveler’s bag sits on the ground next to her. 

The rest of the graveyard sits around the lone visitor. Rows of disheveled and forgotten gravesites and tombstones. Uncut grass in places. Similar wild flowers blooming throughout.

Paula stands a moment looking at the tombstone. Smiles. Picks up her bag. Walks.

EXT. APARTMENT BUILDING – DAY

The front of Paula’s apartment building. Front security gate closed.

A PEDESTRIAN walks by in front.

A few CARS pass.

A closer look towards the front security door. 

At the security door. 

Through the security door.

EXT. APARTMENT BUILDING – COURTYARD – DAY

Up the stairwell. Towards Paula’s apartment.

EXT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – DAY

Her front door unmoving. A moment at the front door expecting movment.

Suddenly...FOOTSTEPS coming from the stairwell.

A DELIVERYMAN(20’s) gets up to the top floor. Paula’s floor. He carries a rectangular pakage under his arms. Looks at Paula’s door. Looks at his paperwork. Wrong door. Turns around.

Across the hall, Joe connects an airpump to a brand new bicycle. The one from the store window. Joe looks up at the deliveryman.

The deliveryman approaches the boy.

Joe stands.





DELIVERYMAN




  (spanish)  

Number six?





JOE




That’s me.

Joe approaches the deliveryman.

The deliveryman holds his clipboard in front of the young boy. Shows him the information on it.





JOE




Yep.

Joe smiles at the man acknowledging the accuracy of his paperwork.

The man continues holding the clipboard. Gives Joe a pen.

Joe signs the paperwork. 

The deliveryman tears off a reciept. Gives it to Joe. Hands him the large, rectangular package. Leaves.

Joe takes it. Sets it down. Opens it in the hallway. Can’t get the brown wrapping off fast enough.

Pulls out the gift from his long gone friend. 

A large painted canvas. A painted seascape and beach. Beautiful colors of blue with hints of white. The sea and sky merge into one another. A tiny image of a girl...in a ballerina’s costume...with wings painted sitting on the beach.

A letter with the painting.

Joe looks at the letter. Reads it.

The letter’s contents show:

ITS AMAZING WHAT YOU SEE WHEN YOU ARE LOOKING. 

-PAULA
Joe smiles. Looks at the painting. Studies its colors.

INT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – LIVING AREA – DAY

Completely empty. Moved out. Only the permanent furniture remains.

INT. PAULA’S APARTMENT – SOFI’S ROOM – DAY

Also empty. All the girl’s furnishings gone. Room’s clean. Except for the wall with the message...now shows several messages...the old one replaced by several new ones. Each in a different color.

HOPE DIES LAST in red across the middle of the wall...

YOU CAN CREATE THE UNIVERSE EVERYDAY WITH ONE WORD in blue...

Other messages...completely covering the wall...obscuring the original message.

EXT. CANCUN, MEXICO – DAY

A bright blue sky and matching sea. 

Paula watches the gently breaking ocean from the balcony of a hotel room.

EXT. HOTEL ROOM – BALCONY – DAY

Paula sits. Notpad and pencil in hand. Considers the next line on her page. Watches the pristine ocean.

The bean plant in its jar sits on the balcony’s ledge. It’s become a beautiful blossom. Its flower bloom is as beautiful as any tropical flower. yellows and reds. Shows off its full potential.

Little Paula sits in the sand off in the distance. 

Big Paula watches the image of her young self. Smiles.

Little Paula looks up at her elder. Returns the smile.

As Paula watches the ocean scene, The waves slow...then stop...the birds and the little girl as well. All motionless. 

The entire landscape is slowly replaced by Paula’s painting against a white background. 

Blackness.

Then...

EXT. CITY STREET – DAY

Blackness.

The RUMBLE of a bus’s engine in first gear.

The blackness begins to move. The side of the now moving city bus. As the bus pulls away, the advertisement on its side is revealed:

YOU CAN CREATE THE UNIVERSE EVERYDAY WITH ONE WORD – NOKIA CELL PHONES

The bus pulls away.



FADE OUT.

THE END

