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FADE IN:

INT. HOSPITAL - CORRIDOR - DAY

LIAM MILLER (65), crew cut, chiseled face, broad shoulders, 
wrapped in a black suit and tie, dry washes his face with 
both hands.

With his head down, he hobbles toward a door marked, 
“Intensive Care Unit.”

INTENSIVE CARE UNIT - WAITING ROOM

A sign posted behind a reception area, “Information Center.” 
An ADMINISTRATOR monitors computer screens. 

Chairs and tables with art work on earth tone colored walls. 
An OLDER COUPLE holds hands. In a corner, a WOMAN weeps in 
the arms of a MAN.  

ADAM HART (40), pasty face, hair out of place, expanding 
waistline, leans back in a chair with a bandaged upper arm. A 
suit jacket draped over a chair.

Liam sniffles, loosens his tie as he stares out a window with 
puffy eyes. He coughs, yanks a handkerchief from a breast 
pocket, wipes his mouth. He stuffs the bloody handkerchief 
back in a pants pocket.

INT. HOUSE - ENTRYWAY - NIGHT

A key in a lock. A front door swings open.

ISABELLE WINTER (35), tall, slim, enters with a white teddy 
bear in one hand and CHLOE HART (5), a ray of sunshine with 
dimples to match, asleep on her shoulder. 

She swipes a light switch, kicks the door shut behind her.

At the bottom of the stairs, she slips off her high heels, 
turns to a full length mirror.

Her eyes well up as she catches a reflection of her ripped 
dress, bandaged forehead with facial cuts and bruises.

She shakes her head, climbs the stairs.



UPSTAIRS HALLWAY

On top of the stairs, Isabelle catches her breath, grabs a 
banister, winces.

SPARE BEDROOM

Isabelle drops the white teddy bear on a dresser. A mirror 
sits atop the dresser.

She lays Chloe on a bed, sits, runs a hand through Chloe's 
curls. Chloe moans as Isabelle touches a bruise on her leg.

ISABELLE
(whispers)

Sorry.

Isabelle places the stuffed toy next to Chloe.

FAMILY ROOM

A flat-screen TV across from a couch, a coffee table, end 
tables, a lazy chair and a bookcase with a few novelties.

Isabelle pours a glass of red wine, leans back in the lazy 
chair, sips.

EXT. SIDEWALK - NIGHT

Under a street lamp, GRACE MILLER (60), gray hair, ashen 
colored face, deep dark eye sockets, peers at the house.

INT. HOUSE - FAMILY ROOM - NIGHT

Isabelle's eyelids grow heavy, fingers go slack. The wine 
glass tilts, paints her dress. She whimpers, wiggles. 

Grace pauses in a doorway with eyes on Isabelle.

The wine glass rolls off Isabelle's lap. 

As it shatters on the floor ...

QUICK FLASHBACK - EXT. INTERSECTION - DAY

An SUV slams into a limousine.
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BACK TO SCENE

... Isabelle jerks forward, rummages for air.

SPARE BEDROOM

In bed, with her eyes closed, Chloe tosses and turns, kicks 
the bed cover.

Grace gazes at Chloe from a half open door.

Chloe bolts upright.

CHLOE
Grandma.

UPSTAIRS HALLWAY

On top of the stairs, Isabelle pauses as mumbles seep through 
the half open door.

SPARE BEDROOM

As Isabelle pushes the door open, the mumbling stops. A slice 
of light illuminates Chloe with eyes fixated at her 
reflection in the mirror.

ISABELLE
Chloe.

With blank eyes, Chloe turns to Isabelle.

CHLOE
Grandma was here.

INT. HOSPITAL - INTENSIVE CARE UNIT - ROOM7 - NIGHT

Surrounded by medical equipment, NAOMI HART (35), petite, 
lies on her back, eyes closed with a side shaved bandaged 
head. Intravenous in her arm.

Bedside in a chair, Liam holds her hand. Adam paces the floor 
with his head down.

EXT. HOSPITAL - MAIN ENTRANCE - NIGHT

Liam raises his hand as a taxi pulls up.
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INT. HOSPITAL - INTENSIVE CARE UNIT - ROOM7 - NIGHT

A hand on Adam's shoulder. He jerks, forces a thin smile as 
he locks eyes with Grace. They hug.

ADAM
How’s Chloe?

GRACE
She’s okay, but confused.

ADAM
Sis?

GRACE
Holding down the fort for now.

Grace turns toward Naomi.

GRACE
How’s she doing?

ADAM
No change. Still unconscious. 
Doctors expect to know more in a 
week or two.

EXT. HOUSE - NIGHT

In a driveway, the taxi stops behind a truck. Liam exits.

The taxi backs up.

He keys a front door covered with ghost posters.

INT. HOUSE - ENTRYWAY - NIGHT

Liam enters, closes the door, pauses with eyes fixed on the 
stairs. Hunched over, he crosses the floor, drags his feet up 
the stairs.

UPSTAIRS HALLWAY

Liam stops at a pink door, pushes it open.

KID’S ROOM

A shaft of light expands across the floor, illuminates Chloe. 
On her knees, she tucks in a brown teddy bear, turns, smiles 
at Liam.
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CHLOE (O.S.)
Grandpa.

UPSTAIRS HALLWAY

Liam whips around, unsteady, gawks at Chloe in pink pajamas.

CHLOE
Is Bear okay?

Frozen, he gapes at Chloe.

CHLOE
Is he sleeping?

A slight nod as he thaws.

CHLOE
Okay. Bear needs a lot of rest. Can 
you leave the door open a bit? Bear 
likes that.

She hurries away.

CHLOE
Night, grandpa.

He snaps his head back at the brown teddy bear in the bed, 
shakes his head.

GUEST ROOM

Liam flicks on a table lamp, places a digital recorder next 
to the table lamp and a smiley-face card.

A tie lands on a bed.

He wriggles out of his jacket, drapes it over a chair.

He plops down on a bed. As he dips his head, his eyes land on 
a steel case marked, “gun safe.” With his heel, he pushes it 
further under the bed.

He pulls a notepad and a pen from a side table drawer, drops 
them in a backpack. 

With elbows on his legs, folded hands, he lowers his head.
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FLASHBACK - INT. HOUSE - KID'S ROOM - NIGHT

Bright colored walls. A princess poster above a pink bed. 
Against a wall, a dresser and a storage bin with toys. 
Spiderwebs in a window. Jack-o'-lanterns around the room. 

A table lamp lights up a framed photo of two girls, Chloe and 
EMMA (5), full rounded cheeks with freckles.

Liam tucks in Chloe and the brown teddy bear.

CHLOE
I hope you’re feeling better soon, 
grandpa.

He kisses her forehead.

CHLOE
Bear too.

As he kisses the stuffed animal, he wiggles his nose, makes a 
funny face. She giggles, exposes a missing front tooth.

CHLOE
Bear needs a bath.

He nods with a smile.

CHLOE
Grandpa, can you give Bear a bath 
before church tomorrow?

He puts a thumb up.

CHLOE
Pinky swear.

They lock their pinkies.

With both hands, he cups her cheeks, gazes at her for a few 
seconds. As he kisses her nose, her dimples come alive.

CHLOE
Good night, grandpa. Love you.

He flicks off the light, leaves.

INT. HOUSE - GUEST ROOM - NIGHT - PRESENT NIGHT

Liam lifts his head, grabs the digital recorder off the side 
table, drops it in the backpack, zips it shut. He stuffs the 
smiley-face card in an inner pocket of a coat.
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KITCHEN

Coffee brews on a counter.

On a table, an overturned cup on a plate. The backpack leans 
against a wall.

From a side door, Liam enters with a pink boombox and a few 
compact discs.

EXT. HOUSE - DAY

The sun bleeds through clouds.

In the driveway, Liam picks up a newspaper.

INT. HOUSE - ENTRYWAY - DAY

Liam kicks the front door shut with the back of his heel.

KITCHEN

The newspaper lands on the counter. 

Liam picks up the overturned cup, pours coffee into the cup 
with pink inscriptions, “Best Grandpa Ever.”

He cradles the cup with eyes locked onto the front page of 
the paper. A photo of two mangled cars, an SUV and a 
limousine.

UPSTAIRS HALLWAY

Chloe rushes across the floor with the white teddy bear 
tucked under one arm.

CHLOE
Grandpa.

She descends the stairs with one hand on the banister.

KITCHEN

Liam tightens the grip on the cup. His face twitches as he 
reads, “A limousine carrying a bride and her father ran a red 
light, collided with an SUV with a groom and family members.”
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ENTRYWAY

At the bottom of the stairs, Chloe loses her balance, tumbles 
flat on her face.

KITCHEN

As Chloe leaps into the doorway, Liam spins with a hoarse 
scream, hurls the cup across the room.

It explodes against a wall.

Chloe recoils, drops on her butt, big eyes on Liam. She gets 
up, rushes away.

ENTRYWAY

Chloe hurries up the stairs. Tears run rampant down her face.

KITCHEN

Liam drops on his knees. His hand trembles as he picks up a 
piece marked, “Grandpa.”

He chokes out sobs.

UPSTAIRS HALLWAY

On top of the stairs, Chloe sits cross legged, clasps the 
stuffed animal.

As Liam leaves with the backpack over his shoulder, boombox 
in his hand, Chloe sniffles, wipes her eyes.

The front door closes.

CHLOE
I love you, grandpa.

INT. TRUCK - PARKED - DAY

The backpack lands in the passenger seat.

Liam slides in behind the steering wheel, drops the boombox 
next to the backpack, slams the door shut, keys the ignition.
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EXT. HOUSE - DAY

As the truck rumbles to life, birds shred from trees. The 
truck backs down the driveway, roars down a street.

INT. HOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY

Chloe’s eyes glued on a small pile of broken cup pieces on 
the table.

ISABELLE (O.S.)
Chloe.

Chloe turns. Her eyes well up.

CHLOE
Grandpa broke our pinky swear and 
he broke his birthday present. Is 
he mad at me?

Isabelle kneels next to Chloe. They hug.

ISABELLE
Grandpa has a lot of things to 
think about. He’s not mad at you, 
sweetie. He’s mad at what happened 
to us. He cares about all of us 
very much.

CHLOE
I love grandpa.

ISABELLE
And grandpa loves you.

CHLOE
Why isn’t daddy coming home?

Isabelle clears her throat.

ISABELLE
Daddy will be home soon, sweetie.

CHLOE
I know mommy is sleeping, but if I 
can see her and tell her I love 
her, maybe she feels better.

Isabelle smooches Chloe's forehead.

ISABELLE
We will, sweetie. Soon.
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EXT. CHURCH - PARKING LOT - DAY

The truck pulls up next to a gate. Liam gets out.

EXT. CEMETERY - DAY

Liam trudges the grounds past a church.

He kneels, folds his hands, lowers his head in front of a 
gravestone surrounded by flowers.

An engraved cross divides the tombstone in two halves. On the 
left half engraved, “Grace Miller, May 8, 1962 - May 1, 2022. 
Life was a gift.” The right half of the stone, blank.

Unsteady on his feet, he stumbles up to the headstone, runs a 
hand on top of it.

He sidesteps the gravestone, down on one knee, touches the 
ground.

INT. HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Chloe clutches the white teddy bear, gazes through a window.

As she eyes a police car with red and blue flashing lights, 
she gets on her feet, presses the palm of her hand against 
the window.

CHLOE
Daddy.

Her dimples fade as the police car zips down the street.

INT. HOSPITAL - INTENSIVE CARE UNIT - ROOM7 - DAY

With his eyes glued on Naomi, Liam shuffles across the floor 
with the boombox in one hand, the backpack over one shoulder.

Adam stands bedside.

Liam places the boombox on a side table, puts the backpack on 
the floor, slides a compact disc in the boombox, hits play.

As soft music fills the air, Liam leans over Naomi, wipes her 
face with a washcloth.

Adam sits on a chair, takes a deep breath.

Liam pulls the chair closer to the bed, taps his phone, flips 
it toward Naomi. 
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His phone plays a video clip of Naomi and Liam.

NAOMI (V.O.)
Come on, dad. You can do it.

LIAM (V.O.)
I’m too old for this.

EXT. HOUSE - DAY

Wrapped in sweats, armed with a pair of scissors and gloves, 
Isabelle snips off some red roses along the driveway.

EMMA (O.S.)
Is Chloe home?

Isabelle jerks, locks eyes with Emma.

ISABELLE
Who are you?

EMMA
Emma.

Isabelle pauses, stares at Emma.

ISABELLE
Of course you are. Chloe’s friend.

EMMA
Best friend.

ISABELLE
Where are your parents?

EMMA
Mommy’s working. Daddy’s home.

ISABELLE
You walked all the way by yourself?

As Emma nods, Isabelle's phone rings. She gestures to Emma.

ISABELLE
Chloe’s upstairs.

She puts the phone to her ear, fills her lungs with air.

ISABELLE
So good to hear your voice.
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INT. HOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY

Isabelle closes her eyes as she inhales the scent of the 
roses in a vase with no water.

SPARE BEDROOM

Knocks on the door.

ISABELLE (O.S.)
I’m coming in.

Isabelle enters.

CHLOE
Auntie. I’ll borrow one of Emma’s 
costumes for Halloween. We’ll both 
be ghosts.

ISABELLE
Scary.

CHLOE
It’s like we both be dead.

Emma and Chloe chuckle as Isabelle tightens her eyebrows.

ISABELLE
Emma, do you have your parents 
phone number so I can let them know 
you’re here?

EMMA
Daddy can’t be reached, but mommy 
knows I’m here.

ISABELLE
Can’t be reached? I thought you 
said he’s home.

EMMA
He is home.

Isabelle expels a breath, shakes her head.

EXT. HOSPITAL - NIGHT

Clouds cruise by a full moon.
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INT. HOSPITAL - INTENSIVE CARE UNIT - ROOM7 - NIGHT

In the chair next to the bed, Liam saw logs with folded hands 
on his stomach.

He snorts awake, clears his throat. His eyes drift around the 
empty room, land on Naomi.

Grace steps up behind Liam as he pulls the smiley-face card 
from the inner pocket of his coat. He leans forward, opens 
the card.

CHLOE (V.O.)
(reads card)

Grandpa, I hope you’re feeling 
better soon. I miss talking to you 
and laughing with you. Love you 
always, Chloe.

He places the card on the side table. 

Grace gone. An eerie silence.

INT. HOUSE - SPARE BEDROOM - NIGHT

Isabelle tucks in Chloe and the white teddy bear.

CHLOE
Can I pray for mommy, daddy and 
grandpa?

Isabelle nods.

ISABELLE
You got some prayers to do.

Chloe crosses the stuffed toy’s paws, folds her hands.

CHLOE
Auntie, are you staying with me?

ISABELLE
Yes, I’ll be here. I’m not going 
anywhere. Sleep tight. Good night.

CHLOE
Good night.

Isabelle flicks off the table lamp, leaves.
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FAMILY ROOM

Cross legged on the floor, Isabelle thumbs photos on her 
phone, sips wine.

SPARE BEDROOM

With folded hands, Chloe eyes the ceiling. She grabs her 
cuddly bear, flips the bed cover.

FAMILY ROOM

Isabelle snores in the lazy chair.

EXT. HOUSE - NIGHT

At a distance, flashing red and blue lights.

INT. HOUSE - FAMILY ROOM - NIGHT

Isabelle jerks awake, leans forward in the lazy chair, rubs 
her eyes, scoops her phone off an end table, taps it, “10pm.”

(O.S.) A door slams shut.

She whips her head at the doorway.

Footsteps.

Her eyes bulge as Chloe passes by the doorway in pink pajamas 
and rain boots with a headless white teddy bear in one hand.

ENTRYWAY

Isabelle stumbles, grabs a door frame.

On top of the stairs, Chloe pauses, dangles the headless 
white teddy bear in one hand, the head in the other hand.

SPARE BEDROOM

Next to the bed, two furball pieces hit the floor. 

With the rain boots on, Chloe crawls into bed, pulls the 
cover, closes her glazed eyes.

In the doorway, Isabelle gawks at Chloe and the two stuffed 
animal pieces.
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She sits on the bed, rubs Chloe's shoulder.

ISABELLE
Chloe.

Chloe's eyes pop open. Isabelle jerks.

CHLOE
Baby Bear’s hurt.

Isabelle's hand trembles as she pushes hair away from Chloe's 
face.

ISABELLE
Are you okay? What happened?

CHLOE
A boy tried to take Baby Bear.

ISABELLE
What?

CHLOE
He lost his stuffed toy when he was 
hit by a train.

Isabelle's eyes shift between Chloe and the two stuffed 
animal pieces.

CHLOE
I saw the red and blue lights and 
maybe that was daddy’s lights, but 
he wasn’t there.

ISABELLE
What? Where?

CHLOE
At the train station.

ISABELLE
Train station?

Chloe nods.

Isabelle takes a deep breath.

ISABELLE
Sweetie, daddy’s not working right 
now. He’s at the hospital with 
grandpa looking after mommy.

Big brown eyes on Isabelle.
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ISABELLE
You were sleepwalking.

CHLOE
No, I wasn’t sleeping. I don’t 
remember too much, but It was cold 
out there.

ISABELLE
We’ll talk about it in the morning. 
I’m glad you’re okay.

CHLOE
Can you help Baby Bear?

ISABELLE
Yes.

Chloe's voice trails off.

CHLOE
Thank you. I’m tired. Good night.

Isabelle flips the cover, removes the rain boots and tucks 
her in.

She picks up the two white teddy bear pieces, flinches at a 
red stain on the carpet.

She flips the headless body, peers at a bloody backside.

LAUNDRY ROOM

With crossed arms, Isabelle leans against a counter, stares 
at a front door window of a dryer as the white teddy bear 
bangs against the door.

SPARE BEDROOM

Isabelle places the stuffed animal under the bed cover next 
to Chloe.

FAMILY ROOM

Isabelle drops down in the lazy chair, plugged to music, 
stares into space with blank eyes.

ENTRYWAY

A doorbell chimes followed by light knocks on the front door.
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SPARE BEDROOM

Chloe's eyes snap open.

ENTRYWAY

Chloe rushes down the stairs with the stuffed animal tucked 
under one arm.

CHLOE
Emma’s here.

She dashes across the floor to the front door.

As she opens it, her eyes go wide. She takes a couple of 
steps back, clasps her cuddly bear.

JACOB (7), in ripped and bloody clothes, cracks a smile. 

JACOB
Hi, remember me. I’m Jacob. Just 
wanted to tell you that I’m sorry 
for trying to take your teddy bear.

He nods at the white teddy bear.

JACOB
Happy to see your bear is okay.

CHLOE
Wait here.

FAMILY ROOM

Isabelle catches a glimpse of Chloe as she hurries past the 
doorway. She stares at her phone, “11.30pm.”

ISABELLE
Chloe? Shit.

ENTRYWAY

Isabelle’s eyes locked onto the open front door.

ISABELLE
Chloe.

She shakes her head, locks it.

CHLOE (O.S.)
No, don’t close the door.
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With the white teddy bear in one hand, a stuffed toy dog in 
the other hand, Chloe scoots down the stairs on her butt.

ISABELLE
Chloe. For heaven sake, it’s close 
to midnight. What’s going on.

CHLOE
Jacob’s out there.

ISABELLE
Jacob?

CHLOE
The boy from the train station.

ISABELLE
There’s nobody out there.

Knocks on the door.

Isabelle unlocks the door, opens it.

ISABELLE
Emma?

CHLOE
Where’s Jacob?

Chloe turns to Emma.

CHLOE
Did you see the boy?

Emma shakes her head.

ISABELLE
Can someone tell me what the f ... 
What’s going on?

EMMA
Sleep over.

Isabelle turns to Emma.

ISABELLE
It’s almost midnight.

EMMA
My mommy knows.

Isabelle locks the door, leaves.
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EXT. HOUSE - NIGHT

The front door opens. 

Chloe sticks the stuffed toy dog next to some shrubs, turns 
to Emma, puts a finger to her lips.

INT. HOUSE - SPARE BEDROOM - DAY

Sunlight peeks through half open blinds. 

Chloe clutches the stuffed animal, stares at Isabelle.

CHLOE
(whispers)

Auntie. Are you sleeping?

One eye opens, squints at Chloe.

CHLOE
Thanks for helping Baby Bear.

Isabelle grabs her phone off the side table, taps it.

ISABELLE
Early bird, huh?

CHLOE
What kind of bird is that?

They hug.

ISABELLE
A very nice bird.

Chloe’s dimples come alive.

ISABELLE
Where’s Emma?

CHLOE
She went home. Auntie, I want to 
show you something.

EXT. HOUSE - DAY

Chloe points to the front door.

CHLOE
What happened to the ghosts?
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ISABELLE
That was before the accident.

Chloe's eyes shift between the door and Isabelle.

ISABELLE
Come on. I’ll make you breakfast.

A smile spreads across Chloe's face as she waves at Jacob on 
the sidewalk with the stuffed toy dog lifted high above his 
head. 

EXT. PARK - DAY

A pond fountain squirts water high up in the air.

Next to a paved path, Liam sits on a bench. Steam rises from 
a cup in his hand. 

Quacks and faint shrill whispers as a duck and seven 
ducklings cross the paved path.

A slight smile on his face as the duck family waddles toward 
the pond. 

Dark clouds brew at a distance. Wind rustle leaves. Drizzle.

He tosses the cup in a trash can, paces down the paved path.

His phone chimes. As he taps it, his face turns pale.

INT. HOSPITAL - INTENSIVE CARE UNIT - ROOM7 - DAY

Bedside, a motionless Liam stares at a white sheet draped 
over Naomi. He grabs an edge of the white sheet, pauses, 
releases his grip.

He drops into the chair with eyes glued on the white sheet.

A pen scrawls on the notepad, “I love you. Always have. 
Always will.”

He tears off the page, places it on the white sheet.

He picks up the digital recorder from the backpack, sniffles 
as he cradles it with both hands.

NAOMI (V.O.)
You got your speech ready?

He clicks on the digital recorder, places it on the bed next 
to the note.
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The digital recorder plays with speaker on.

LIAM (V.O.)
How about blowing a raspberry on 
your tummy?

(fart sounds/baby giggles)
You like that, huh? 

He sits, folds his hands, dips his head with closed eyes.

LIAM (V.O.)
Oh, boy, that must have been a 
healthy breakfast. Did you drain 
mommy completely?

His eyes well up.

LIAM (V.O.)
(baby coos)

One more raspberry then diaper 
change. You ready?

(fart sounds/baby laughs)
Okay, time to clean you up.

He shakes his head.

LIAM (V.O.)
Feels like yesterday.

INTENSIVE CARE UNIT - WAITING ROOM

Chloe sits in a chair with the white teddy bear in her lap, 
swings her feet.

As Isabelle paces the floor with a phone to her ear, Chloe 
slides off the chair.

INTENSIVE CARE UNIT - ROOM7

Liam stares at the white sheet.

The digital recorder plays with speaker on.

LIAM (V.O.)
Let’s make a toast to Naomi and 
Adam and a big hug to my favorite 
granddaughter, Chloe.

The digital recorder clicks off.
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CHLOE (O.S.)
(whispers)

Grandpa.

Across the bed, Chloe clasps the cuddly bear with big eyes on 
Liam.

He slings the backpack over his shoulder, picks up the pink 
boombox, grabs the smiley-face card, drags his feet across 
the floor.

CHLOE
Grandpa, I miss you.

At a sliding door, he pauses. Motionless for a few seconds. 
He dips his head, takes a deep breath, exits.

Chloe swallows hard as the sliding door closes.

CHLOE
Mommy, I can’t see your face.

She steps closer to the bed, wets her lips, presses the 
cuddly bear to her chest.

CHLOE
I just wanted to tell you that I 
love you very much.

An eerie silence.

NAOMI (O.S.)
I love you too, sweetie.

Chloe whips around, leaps into Naomi’s arms. A bear hug. The 
embrace lingers.

EXT. HOSPITAL - PARKING LOT - NIGHT

Liam limps past a few cars.

He leans on the truck, picks a set of keys from his pocket. 
His hand shakes as he struggles to key the door lock.

With his fist, he hammers the door, drops to his knees. A 
harsh cough racks his body.

He whips his head up. A hoarse scream as strings of spit and 
blood dribble down his chin as rain pelts his face.
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EXT. HOUSE - NIGHT

The truck clunks onto the driveway. High beams flood a garage 
door as the truck comes to an abrupt stop.

INT. HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT

Muddy footprints.

The backpack hits the floor.

As Liam grabs a bottle of booze from a cabinet top shelf, he 
knocks over a glass.

It splinters on the counter.

He unscrews the cap, takes a long swig from the bottle, 
coughs, pounds his fist on the counter.

His eyes pop. Face contorts. A low pitched harsh yelp as he 
gapes at a shard of glass lodged in his fist.

He pulls the piece of glass from his fist, jerks a dish towel 
off a rack, wipes his hand.

GUEST ROOM

A door swings open, bangs against a dresser.

Silhouetted in the doorway, Liam dangles the bottle of booze 
in one hand, the backpack in the other hand. 

With the bottle, he swipes a light switch. A ceiling light 
turns on. He sways, takes a long pull from the bottle.

The backpack flies through the air.

It hits the side table. The table lamp wobbles. 

He plops down on the bed, takes a swig from the bottle, 
swallows hard.

With his head down, elbows on his thighs, he dangles the 
bottle between his legs. The bottle slips from his hand, hits 
the floor, tips over, soaks the carpet as it rolls to a stop. 
He grins.

He grabs the notepad and the pen from the backpack.

With squinted eyes, he scribbles, “Dear Family”, sniffles as 
a tear carves a path down his cheek, free falls off his chin, 
smears the ink.
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A huff transitions into a hideous laughter as he rips the 
page from the notepad, crumples it, hurls it across the room.

EXT. HOUSE - NIGHT

Liam staggers toward the truck with a gun in his hand.

EXT. STREET - NIGHT

The truck bangs over potholes, blows a stop sign. Cars honk. 

EXT. CHURCH - PARKING LOT - NIGHT

A wheel skids in murky water, bounces off a concrete stopper.

INT. TRUCK - PARKED - NIGHT

Windshield wipers work overtime as Liam slumps over the 
steering wheel. 

He lifts his head. Bloodshot eyes. His hand trembles as he 
kills the ignition. Wipers stop in the middle of a swipe.

EXT. CHURCH - PARKING LOT - NIGHT

Boots splash in a puddle as Liam stumbles out. He slams the 
door shut, loses his balance, bumps up against the truck.

He plods past the truck, stops, turns, squints into 
headlights, shrugs.

At the gate, he lifts his head, closes his eyes, mumbles as 
rain slams his face.

The church bathes in floodlights.

EXT. CEMETERY - NIGHT

Liam staggers across the grounds.

Lightning paints the sky. Thor swings the hammer. Thunder 
swipes the horizon.

A lamp post throws dim light over fresh soil and a tarp next 
to Grace’s gravestone.

On his knees, he folds his hands. Eyes locked onto Grace’s 
headstone as his lips move, MOS.
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He steps up to the headstone, touches Grace’s engraved name. 
With a finger, he draws, “Liam,” on the blank half of the 
stone.

A hand peels the tarp off an open grave.

He kneels at the edge of the open grave, pulls the gun from a 
coat pocket, puts it in his lap. His eyes lock onto the dark 
empty hole.

He pulls the smiley-face card from the inner pocket, opens 
it, rocks back and forth as rain rips the ink off the card.

Motionless, he stares at a blank card. Words gone. He presses 
the card to his chest.

The lamp post flicks off.

He slides the card back in the inner pocket, closes his coat. 
His lips move as he raises his head, squeezes his eyes shut, 
jams the gun to his temple. His finger cramps the trigger.

A shot rings out.

Lightning strikes. Thor expresses his opinion.

Water runs off the tarp, seeps past a single bullet hole. 
Pops penetrate the sound of heavy rain as bullets rip into 
the tarp.

Liam pumps the trigger, unloads the entire magazine.

His shoulder and chest heave as he stuffs the gun in a coat 
pocket, buries his head in his hands, bawls.

EXT. HOUSE - DAY

The sun peeks over the horizon.

INT. HOUSE - KID'S ROOM - DAY

Liam stares at the brown teddy bear tucked in under the bed 
cover with paws and head visible. He sits on the bed, picks 
up the stuffed animal, grips it with both hands.

GUEST BATHROOM

At a vanity, Liam rubs soap and water on the stuffed animal, 
rinses it.

Big brown eyes peek through a cracked open door. 
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GUEST ROOM

The digital recorder and the smiley-face card sit on the side 
table.

In a dark suit and tie, Liam picks up the smiley-face card 
and the brown teddy bear.

KITCHEN

On the table, a bouquet of four lilies with baby’s breath. No 
withered roses.

At the counter, Liam sips coffee from the cup with pink 
inscriptions, “Best Grandpa Ever.” He runs a finger across 
hairline cracks, cradles the cup, gazes out the window.

Liam's phone chimes. He taps it, picks up the bouquet of 
flowers and the brown teddy bear, leaves.

A smile spreads across Chloe’s face as she stares at the cup. 
She picks it up, overturns it on the plate on the table, next 
to the withered roses.

Liam pauses in the doorway, turns.

An empty room. No withered roses on the table. The cup sits 
right side up on the counter next to the coffee maker. 

He places the cup upside down on the plate.

EXT. HOUSE - DAY

Liam gets in a taxi.

EXT. STREET - DAY

The taxi sputters along. The church looms ahead.

EXT. CEMETERY - DAY

Birds chirp. The sun shines from a clear sky.

Liam stands in front of a white cross marked, “Chloe, Naomi, 
Adam Hart. Isabelle Winter.” He places flowers next to a 
ceramic teddy bear.

He pulls the smiley-face card from an inner pocket, opens it, 
stares at the blank card. He clears his throat.
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LIAM
I will never forget your words and 
your love.

He steps up to Grace’s gravestone, touches the blank side of 
the stone.

LIAM
I know you miss me ...

A cough. He pulls a clean handkerchief from a pants pocket, 
wipes his mouth. No blood.

LIAM
...but it looks like you have to 
wait for my company. The doctor 
gave me a clean bill of health.

He stuffs the handkerchief back in his pocket, saunters away.

FADE OUT.
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