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| NT. DEN - NI GHT
A baby wails in the greasy arnms of an UNKEMPT MAN.

He ashes a cigarette and sets the tray next to the charred
spoon, netal pipes, lighters and bottles of New Ansterdam
Vodka. Incents burn alongside a lit-wick taper, only one, in
a menor ah.

Ajittery BOHEM AN WOVAN comes in fromthe cold world and
ki cks snow of f her tatty Doc Martins.

WOVAN
Look what | found on the Subway.
Put Judah in his crib!

She holds out a small baggie of white powder, assumably
cocai ne or heroin.

QY
Wbo- hoo, nmake it snow

The guy bars the baby in a tattered wooden crib. The woman
nmelts the powder on the charred spoon. She beans as it
bubbl es and exhausts funes.

ANGLE ON: The thin, paler-than-pale baby in the crib.

WOVAN
Happy hanukkah to us.

(€8)1

Ei ght days? Shit'll be gone tonight

Jilly-Jill.
| NT. DEN - LATER
Baby cries continue.
Both of them drowse and strung out on the yell owed
dropcl oth. The worman | eans on the man, her bony ankl es
| ounge on the coffee table.
She nell ows, nestles in and yawns.

Her feet position to tip the candlestick and engul f the
i quor and coffee table and entire roomin snoke and fire.

| NT. ELEGANT LI VI NG ROOM - DAY

Five years |ater

Solemm and twi nkling, a pine tree pours gifts. Five-year-old
JUDAH enters. Excitenent flushes the youngster as he
encounters CHRI STMAS MORNING Silver haired GRETA trails
hi m

Judah junps with gl ee.

JUDAH
Sant a came!



G eta cheers, sinks into the cushiony couch and watches
Judah tear into the presents.

| NT. LIVING ROOM - THAT NI GHT
Chatting on the phone, Geta rifles through a stack of mail.

GRETA
He's been in his roomall day, |
just got himdown. He didn't even
have di nner with ne!

MAN
VWat's his favorite?

CRETA
The paint set. He wont let ne see,
he's been at it constantly.

MAN
You didn't take a peak?

GRETA
| don't know if | bring nyself
to...

MAN

Don't worry yourself, anything
weird's an expression of the
ki ddo's feelings.

GRETA
"' mnot sure | wanna know what goes
t hrough that kids head.

MAN
He' Il have some stuff from
chi l dhood, but he'll be alright.
CRETA
Sonetinmes | feel quilty. | feel

li ke he knows sone how. ..

MAN
That's inpossible. And you can
never tell him

GRETA
| know

ANGLE ON: an envelope from Dr. Dexler addressed to Geta.

MAN
Hs life is better here. Who knows
what those people put himthrough.
W made a mracl e happen that
ni ght .



GRETA
| know, it's in my head.

She opens the letter and firms her brow at the bold print
YOUR RESULTS ARE | N

VE PAN through the ultra-thin walls AND FI ND Judah,
ear-to-the-wall, eavesdropping.

He hears murnurs, slunps in-front of the easel and selects a
wat er col or pencil .

| NT. HOSPI TAL ROOM - DAY
Ten years | ater

W see Greta, drawn, pallid and bald, in the hospital bed. A
nurse spoon feeds her.

Judah knocks and enters, a heart-healthy, shaggy teenager.
He's carries a w cker basket of baked goods and smles from
t he doorway.

GRETA
Oh ny boy. Cone cone!

Judah huddl es down to hug her, then hold out the muffin
basket .

A tear streans Greta's cheek.

CRETA
You brought ne nuffins!

J UDAH
Ms. Lynch made them Are you
crying?

CRETA

My nueropat hy. The chenp aggravates
it.

He gives her the basket, pulls up a chair and takes Geta's
hand.

GRETA
Keep em

She gi ves back the basket.

JUDAH
| can take it from here.

He takes the pudding cup and plastic spoon. The nurse
| eaves.

GRETA
| " m okay.



JUDAH

You sure?
Greta nods.
GRETA
There's sonething we need to talk
about .
Judah si ghs.
JUDAH
What now?

Judah unwraps a muffin and eats it.

GRETA
The cancer's escal at ed.

Judah puts down the nuffin.

GRETA
St age three.

He stands and tightens his grip on Geta's hand.

J UDAH
We're gonna fight it harder Manm,
we're gonna fight it and wn. And
| "' m gonna be there every step!

GRETA
It's gonna be okay. ..

JUDAH
That's what |'mtelling you Mom

GRETA
Cause |'mnot fighting it.

Judah pulls away.

J UDAH
What ?
CRETA
We can't afford it anynore.
J UDAH
So you throw in the towel ? Just
i ke that?
CRETA

Stage three Jude. The survival rate
isonly 3% with the chenp. It isn't
worth it.

JUDAH
Isn't that better than zero?



Judah fidgets with the muffin wapper and crunbs fall.

GRETA

| "' m gonna be okay. And so are you
J UDAH

|"mnot ready to | ose you!
GRETA

|'ve fought this battle for how

| ong?

Judah drops his face in his hands and wal | ows.

CRETA
Al | ever wanted was to see you
grow up and becone a man who'll do

great things.
G eta forces her cracked lips to forma weak sm|e.

GRETA
Do don't deserve to suffer with ne.

J UDAH
So you're just giving up?

GRETA
| did what | had to do.

Her frail wobbly hand clings to Judah's.

GRETA
You're going to be an amazi ng man.
| want you to study abroad. | want

you to see you artwork where it
bel ongs. On the walls of nuseuns in
France and Italy.

JUDAH
That's just a stupid dreaml You're
my nother, don't you wanna see that
t 00?

Hi s voice cracks. Geta' s |ips quiver.

GRETA
| want it. But you need it. You
deserve it. And love. And children
You deserve that life.

JUDAH
' mnot going anywhere. |'m not
letting them di scharge you, | won't

| eave this chair.

CRETA
You can't stop this from happening
Judah. |1'moutta here Friday.



Judah rolls the nuffin into a ball and tosses it in the
trash.

GRETA
Judah. ..

JUDAH
You're crazy!

He tosses the basket in the trash and | eaves abruptly.

GRETA
Judah!

| NT. BEDROOM - DAY

Judah soaks a paintbrush in nurky water and strokes the
bristles in a pan of Ivory watercol or.

A swift knock at the door then a | ady peaks her head in.
MRS. LYNCH (45), enters with a covered plate of food.

MRS. LYNCH
Knock knock. | made Pork Loi ns,
mashed pot at oes, and green beans.
And I'mworkin on sonme fresh apple
pies right now.

JUDAH
Thanks.

She places the plate on the nightstand and | ooks over
Judah's shoul der.

MRS. LYNCH
My goodness Judah, you really are
t al ent ed.

Judah rolls his eyes, inplicit.

MRS. LYNCH
That's beauti ful.

JUDAH
Thanks. . .

MRS. LYNCH
VWhat'd Mama think' a her nmuffin
basket ?

JUDAH

(get out!)

Loved it.

MRS. LYNCH
Fant asti c.

She lingers for a beat. When she | eaves we see the painting.

This kid is gifted..



Delicate stroke work. Detailed. Angular. Sinple, subtle
contrast. A wi nsone worman, |aughing. Fam liar. Tasteful.
Di stingui shable to the BOHEM AN WOVAN.

| NT. HOSPI TAL BED - DAY

Greta's out of bed, but wwred to a heart nonitor, hacking up
phl egm She wat ches nature outside her wi ndow and eyeballs a
caterpillar on the wi ndowsill.

Judah enters, an 11 x 14 inch canvas firmto his chest.
Daub variants from past years jut out from his backpack

JUDAH
Sorry.

GRETA
You handled it better than |
t hought you woul d.

They hug and sit on the bed.

JUDAH
How you feelin?

GRETA
How re you?

He gl ances to the painting.

J UDAH
| wanted to show you sonet hi ng.
CRETA
VWhat's ny little artist conjured up
t oday?
J UDAH

You're gonna think this is weird,
but I've been painting this since |
was a little kid.

G eta furrows her brow

JUDAH
There's been tons of others, but
this one spoke to ne. She's finally
perfect.

He reveal s the nmasterpiece. Geta' s face bl anks, then she
si npers and nods.

GRETA
You're very tal ented.

G eta takes a pensive pause as he displays the bevy of
artwor k.



JUDAH
It's kinda strange it's been the
sanme for so |ong but--

GRETA
There's sonething | need to admt
to you. ..

JUDAH

Not again Mom. .

Geta's heart rate sprouts froma steady 80 to 85 and
clinbs.

JUDAH
Why is that beeping?

Beat .

GRETA
| ve kept sonet hi ngs about your
chi | dhood from you

JUDAH
| don't know if | can handl e
anyt hing el se. ..

CRETA
You know how | used to be a
vol unteer at the fire departnent?

The heart nonitor intensifies.

JUDAH
Mom

G eta veers to the nonitor. Then the painting. Then Judah.

JUDAH
What's going on? (then) Hey can we
get a doctor in here?

CRETA
' mnot you're real nmom Judah.

Her breat hes sharpen. Judah staggers back.

JUDAH
What did you just say?

GRETA
You were in a f--

Greta gasps for air. Judah falters back. Now at a STEADY
BEEP G eta's eyes roll back and seal shut.

JUDAH
(1 ouder)
VWhat !



He falls to his knees and CRIES. The high pitched tone
BLARES. . .

CUT TGO
| NT. JO NT HOSPI TAL ROOM - PRESENT DAY
The ringing continues.
A privacy curtain parts the room
The bohem an woman is tucked into the bed.

A sl ew of doctors and nurses enter and go behind the
curtain. W hear themtry to revive a patient.

NURSE (O C.)
Nonr esponsi ve.
DOCTOR (O C.)

Call it!

The heart nonitor stops. They wheel out a lifeless patient.
Then the bohem an woman awakens. | n passing, a nurse
noti ces.

NURSE
Doctor! Jill Stovina's awake from
her coma!
The nurse approaches the bed and checks Jill's clipboard.
JILL

Where's Judah! Were's ny baby?
The nurse di sparages her.

NURSE
Oh Mss... Your baby didn't make
it. You ve been in a coma for the
| ast five years.

Angui sh washes over Jill's face, and we hear the horrendous,
acrid shrieks of a bereaved not her.

THE END.
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