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FADE | N:

EXT. CEMETERY ROAD - MORNI NG

A LI MOUSI NE, HEARSE, and convoy of cars glide past headstones
and bl ossom ng cherry trees.

A SMALL BOY, three, stands hand in hand with his MOTHER
wat ching reverently as the parade of cars drift by.
| NT. LIMOUSI NE - MORNI NG

AZRI EL and BRANDON HERBERT, m d-twenties, ride hol ding hands,
dressed in black - very sonber.

AZRIEL (V.0O.)

Life...life is sonetinmes harsh
sonetimes sad, but never this painful
Never.

The linp stops at the curb. Azriel's door pops open.

JOHN MARCUS, a forty-sonmething priest, stands clutching a
bible close to his heart. He assists Azriel out of the |ino.

AZRIEL (V.Q)
This very nonment is never anything a
not her coul d ever prepare for. A
monment like this will test your
faith... test your will to live.

She dabs tears away.
EXT. CEMETERY LAWN - MORNI NG

Brandon and Azriel cling tight to each other. Both half
step toward four nonth old BENJAM N TAYLOR HERBERT' S funeral .

A tear runs down Brandon's stoic face. John Marcus and a
precession of nourners follow

AZRIEL (V.Q)
It's this very nonent that rips at

my heart and tears at ny soul. It's
this monent that | hate, don't
understand, and know | will carry

like a wound frombattle with nme for
the rest of nmy life.



| NT. HEBERT HOME - DI NI NG AREA - NI GHT

Brandon and Azriel finish dinner. Wth a spring in her step
and a smle on her face she collects the dishes.

AZRI EL
Do you notice anything different
about nme?

BRANDON

Beauti ful as ever.

AZRI EL
Beautiful yes, but do I glow?

Rubs her belly.

BRANDON
Are you telling ne...

AZRl EL
Yes. Yes. Yes.

Shear excitenent from Brandon - grabs the dishes from her.

BRANDON
Let me. You need to rest. You're
gonna be a nommy... |'mgonna be a

daddy.
Hel ps her rest on the couch like a delicate flower.

Azriel laughs - He scurries away whistling a nursery rhyne.

EXT. CEMETERY LAWN - MORNI NG

Teary eyed nourners anble toward Ben's funeral.

| NT. DEPARTMENT STORE - BABY SECTI ON - DAY

Azriel rifles through racks of baby clothes, holding up one
outfit after the other.

Brandon nods in approval at some, sticks his tongue out at
others in disapproval.

Both laugh and smle.

| NT. CHECKOUT COUNTER - DAY

Brandon unl oads baby cl ot hes onto the noving counter.



Azriel grabs and rubs her stomach.
AZRI EL
Brandon! Little Ben just kicked.
Here give ne your hand.
Grabs his hand - pushes it into her pregnant belly.

BRANDON
There it is! | felt him

A ki ss and hug.

| NT. HOSPI TAL ROOM - NI GHT

MOVB, DADS, GRANDPARENTS, AUNTS, UNCLES, and COUSI NS mul |
about chit chatting and | aughi ng.

Brandon strides in feeling an inch taller, beam ng bright
with a dozen red roses.

Azriel is worn out fromchild birth. Ben sleeps on her chest.
She strokes his soft head.

Soft ki sses for Ben and Azriel.

BRANDON
Can you believe it? M little boy
is perfect.

AZRI EL

Look he has your nose.

AZRI EL' S DAD
Lets get a picture. Every one gather
close... Cron hurry up. Scootch
in.

Azriel's Dad swoops the visitors around Azriel, Brandon, and
Ben.

AZRI EL' S DAD
Okay shhhhh. On three say cheese.
One, two, three, cheese.

Snaps the shot. A bright flash.

EXT. GRAVE S| DE - FUNERAL - MORNI NG

Everyone is seated. Brandon and Azriel sit promnently in
the front row. She dries her tear soaked face.

John Marcus stands at the podium - delivers a eul ogy.



JOHN
For all that gather to renmenber the
short life of Benjam n Tayl or Herbert
his | oving nother and father thank
you.

Pause - closes his bible.

JOHN
We could | ook up the heavens and
screamwhy. We could do that. It
seens like the right thing to do.
But | tell you it is not. W may not
under stand why...\\e may never
under st and why. Look over at Azri el
and Brandon, they surely didn't do
anything to deserve this pain. They
di d nothing, yet here we are...gathered
together to bury a son... an infant.
Instead find it in your hearts to
enbrace faith and believe that Ben
now bel ongs to God's nursery.

John turns and lifts the casket |id.

AZRIEL (V.Q)
That's when | came face to face with
reality. My own baby boy |ying dead
i nside that coffin.

EXT. GRAVE SIDE - CASKET - MORNI NG
Azriel passes by the coffin. W only see the lid.
AZRIEL (V.Q)
This is ny nightmare. The one that
will cling to ny mnd fromthis nonent
forward until my own deat h.
She hesitates - takes a deep choked up breath and then noves
on.
I NT. BEN'S BEDROOM - CRIB - N CGHT
Azriel winds a chine toy. Miusic plays. Ben lies on his back.
AZRI EL
Good night little Ben. Sweet dreans.
Mommy | oves you.

She tucks himwi th his bl anket, kisses himon the forehead.



I NT. MASTER BEDROCOM - NI GHT

Azriel bounds straight up out of a deep sleep, gasps, then
stares at the clock. It reads 3:03am

AZRI EL
Br andon. Br andon!

She nudges himw th a sharp el bow

BRANDON
VWhat. |'m awake. What's wrong?
AZRI EL
(poi nti ng)
Look at the tine.
BRANDON
Just after three. Wat's wong?
AZRI EL
| haven't heard Ben. It's past two.
He's usually fussy and raring to eat
by now.
BRANDON

|"msure he's just tired...and
traumati zed fromthe doctor's visit.
Go back to sl eep.

AZRI EL
Maybe...l just need to make sure he's
okay. I'Il be right back.

She springs out of bed. Brandon rolls over - back to sl eep.

| NT. BEN' S BEDROOM - NI GHT
Hi s Door creaks open. She flips the |light on.

AZRI EL
Ben. Wake up.

No response. Tip toes to the crib, gives it a shake. His
nmobile springs to life with nusic.

Ben lies on his stomach - bl anket pulled over his head.
Azriel pulls the blanket off.
AZRI EL

OCh Ben. You're gonna burn up under
t hose covers.



Picks himup, realizing he's cold, stiff, and bl ue.

She screans hysterically - sprints out of the room cl utching
a lifeless Ben to her chest.

I NT. LIVING ROOM - NI GHT
PARAMEDI CS, POLI CE, and FI RE FI GHTERS buzz around frantically.
Ben lies blue and |ifeless on the carpet.

A PARAMEDI C, stops delivering CPR.  Steals a glance at his
wat ch.

PARAIVEDI C
Time of death 4:1lam

Azriel |eaps off the couch hysterically. She falls to the
floor face to face with Ben and the Paranedic.

AZRI EL
No! He's not dead. Hel p himhe needs
your hel p! Pl ease. Please help him

Brandon collects his wife, tearing her away from Ben and the
par anedi c.

A FI RE FI GHTER snatches up Ben, waps himin a bl anket and
bolts out the door.

Azriel goes fromhysterical to hyperventilation.

BRANDON
(shock)
Azriel ...Azriel. Did they say he was
dead? He's not dead. No. No. No.
Not ny son.

EXT. GRAVE SI DE - FUNERAL - MORNI NG
Brandon, Azriel, and John stand over Ben's open casket.

AZRIEL (V.Q)
It was so surreal. My little Ben
lying dead at only four nonths ol d.
The doctors didn't know why. They
had no expl anati on how ny Ben coul d
have di ed so suddenly. The experts
called it Sudden Infant Death
Syndronme. Oh, they had theories but
no concrete reason why. Qther than...
it just happens. As parents we are

( MORE)



AZRIEL (V. Q) (CONT' D)
left with little nore than a few
short nmenories and an enpty crib.

Azriel places a small teddy bear next to his head. Brandon
| ays an aut ographed baseball by little Ben's folded arm

AZRI EL
Good bye Ben. Mymy and Daddy wil |
al ways renenber you. We will always

| ove you. And one day we will claim
you as our son from God's nursery.

Brandon pulls the casket |lid shut with a definite thunk.

Fi ve seconds of bl ack.
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