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FADE | N:
EXT. RESI DENTI AL STREET - DAY

Morning |ight bathes the rain-slicked road as | awn sprinklers
awaken in the front yards of houses.

Two people jog up the street, small at first, then cl oser
until distinguishable. TAYLOR and JILL, both early thirties.

They keep pace with each other, though Jill has a noticeable
hitch in her gait. On closer inspection --

She wears a prosthetic leg fitted bel ow t he knee.

They conme even cl oser and stop, exhausted. Jill presses a
button on her watch.

JILL
W made good tine. Better than
yest er day.

TAYLOR
That ' s good.

They nmove slowy down the street, their |abored breaths
returning to normal.

TAYLOR
So, did you think about it?

JILL
Yeah.
TAYLOR
And?
She si ghs.
JILL

| just...don't knowif |I'mready for
t hat yet.



TAYLOR
It's been three nonths since you cane
home, Jill.

JILL
| know.

Tayl or relents, doesn't want to press her.

EXT. COVWUNI TY CENTER - DAY

A nodest, stone-sided building flanked by greening trees.
I NT. COMMUNI TY CENTER - ROOM - DAY

Four PEOPLE sit on chairs in a sem-circle, Jill anmong them A
bearded MAN in a sweater vest sits apart fromthe group
listening intently as a young MAN in Army fatigues speaks:

YOUNG VAN
| tried going back to ny old job,
right? I couldn't do the work anynore.
And the worst thing is is | can't
explain it. | don't even know what |'m
qualified for now | nean, things
around nme are the sanme, the people are
still the sane but, it's just...
Sonehow, everything' s different since
| returned.

On Jill, her face displays enpathy. Understandi ng. She knows
exactly how he feels.

The YOUNG MAN | ooks down at his shoes.
YOUNG VAN
| don't know. It's not like they give
you a road map, you know?

EXT. HOUSE - DAY

Jill clinbs the steps to the front door.



I NT. HOUSE - KITCHEN - LATER

She washes di shes as steamrises fromthe sink, shuts the
faucet off, and gazes dolefully out the w ndow.

| NT. HOUSE - BEDROCOM - LATER

Jill paces the floor, stops at a night stand where a franed
picture rests. She picks it up.

PI CTURE: Her and Taylor, a while back, on sone vacation
somewhere. Smiles on their faces. Happier tines.

She puts the picture down.
| NT. HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - LATER
Jill on the couch, reading a book.

The front door opens, in steps Taylor in a business suit. He
sees her sitting there, closes the door.

TAYLOR
Hey.

JILL
Hi .

A curious silence foll ows.

TAYLOR
What ?

JILL
Ckay.

TAYLOR
Ckay what ?

JILL
Ckay, 1'Il do it.

Tayl or, shocked at first, then warm ng because he can hardly
contain his excitenent.



EXT. HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - LATER

Jill can barely sit still. She cleans a table, fluffs the
pillows, her face fraught w th nerves.

As she rearranges trinkets on a shelf, she hears a car door
shut from out si de.

Her face goes white. She sits on the sofa and steels herself.
The door slowy opens, Taylor cones in, |ooks back outside.

TAYLOR
You sitting down?

JILL
Y- Yes.

Tayl or holds a leash in his hand. A Shepherd mx timdly steps
into the house, glancing curiously at the unfamliar
surroundi ngs. He |l ocks eyes with Jill.

She puts a hand to her nouth, lowers it, |ooks at Tayl or.

TAYLCOR
The lady at the shelter said they
naned hi m Duke. Said he didn't have a
nane when he cane in.

Duke has the | ook of an ol der dog, and trenbles noticeably.
There's a bald patch just behind his ear.

TAYLOR
They said his old owner nust have
taken to mstreating him He has
ni ght mares soneti nes. Wakes up
whi npering. You want me to bring him
over?

Jill, overcone, presses her |ips together and nods.

Tayl or crosses the room Duke follows hesitantly.



TAYLOR
Just hold your hand out. Let him snel
you.

She does just that. Duke sniffs her hand, then |icks.

Tayl or takes a knee next to themas Jill scratches the side of
Duke's face. He seens to |like that.

A tear slides down her cheek as she dares to nove in closer.
JI LL
Hey... You're a good boy, aren't you?

You're a good boy.

She touches near the bare spot, the dog flinches.

JILL
Di d sonebody hurt you? Huh? It's okay.
Mommy' || take care of you now. You

don't have to worry..
Tayl or watches in amazenent, surprised at how this is going.

TAYLOR
You know, if you don't |ike the nane
we coul d al ways change it.

She peeks up at Taylor, w pes her face as Duke continues to
nuzzle with her.

JILL
It's okay. | kinda |Iike Duke.
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