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Over bl ack:
The sound of a RINGTONE, followed by:

OPERATOR (V. O)
9-1-1, what's your emnergency?

VOVAN (V. Q)
He's shooting at us! M God, he
just starting shooting at us!

OPERATOR (V. Q)
Can | have your location, ma'anf?

VWOVAN (V. Q)
Angelica H gh School! He just... oh
Jesus! He started shooting and...
one got hit in the neck! There's so
much blood, | can't... he shot the
children, he just shot thent

OPERATOR (V. Q)
Okay, ma'am officers are on the way--

WOVAN (V. O.)
NO HE S COM NG BACK, PLEASE HELP--

The |ine di sconnects.

DI SPATCHER (V. Q.)
Al'l units, we have a report of shots
fired at Angelica Senior Hi gh School,
thirty-six Main Street. Unknown
nunber of victims. No other
information at this tine.

I NT. SQUAD CAR - MOVI NG - MORNI NG

The vehicle bolts down Main Street in the village of Angelica,
New York. The siren BLARES, O ficer KELLY BOALAND (| ate
20s) behi nd the wheel.

BONLAND
(into police radio)
Copy. Two-one-nine en route.

DI SPATCHER (V. Q.)
Copy, two-one-nine. Reports are of
multiple victins on site, unknown
nunmber of assail ants.

BON_AND
Chri st.
(into police radio)
Two- one- ni ne, received.



DI SPATCHER (V. Q.)
SWAT has been advised. You're to
isolate, contain, set up a perineter
and await back- up.

EXT. ANGELI CA SENI OR H GH SCHOOL - MORNI NG

Bow and' s squad car screeches to a halt approximately fifty
yards fromthe school .

SUPER: Friday, May 14th, 1999 -- 11:38:22am (The seconds
tick for the few noments the super renains on screen.)

More squad cars pull up behind Bow and's.
Al'l the OFFI CERS enmerge fromtheir vehicles.

Screanm ng and cryi ng STUDENTS rush from various doors. A
fewtry to escape through classroomw ndows. Sone of the
students turn toward the flashing lights of the police cars.

GUNFIRE fromw thin the school .

Fell ow of ficer CHRIS TOBIAS (late 20s) crosses fromhis
vehicl e to Bow and.

BOALAND

(into police radio)
Di spatch, two-one-nine. Mre shots
fired frominside the school.
Multiple victine on site. Potential
mass casual ty situation.

(beat)
W have to breach.

DI SPATCHER (V. Q)
Negative. Your orders are to isolate,
contain, set up a perinmeter and await
SWAT team

BOALAND
(into police radio)
What's the ETA?

DI SPATCHER (V. Q.)
ETA for SWAT is thirty m nutes.

BOW_AND
That's i nsane.

Bowl and reaches for her sidearm

TOBI AS
What are you doi ng, Bow and?



BONLAND
I s Col unmbi ne not fresh enough in
your nmenory?

TOBI AS

Too fresh. And we have orders--
BOWL.AND

W wait for SWAT and how many nore

lives--
Their debate is interrupted by the sound of nore GUNFI RE
Gun drawn, Bow and races toward the school.

TOBI AS
Bowl and! Goddamn it.

Tobi as draws his sidearm and foll ows.

As the flock of terrified students noves farther away from
t he school, they are approached by the other officers.

OFFI CERS
Hands! We need to see the hands!

The students raise their arns, then continue to the officers
who usher them farther away, toward an anbul ance and two
MEDI CS t hat have now arrived on scene.

Bow and and Tobi as navi gate the mayhem They dodge scared
and fleeing students as they nake their way to the nearest

S| DE DOOR

Bow and and Tobi as back up against the wall on both sides of
the door. Tobias reaches for the handle, pulls...

The door only opens about an inch... they see the handl es
have been chai n-1ocked fromthe inside.

More GUNSHOTS.  SCREAMS.

Tobi as notions to anot her door approximately fifty feet down
the side of the building. They race toward the

SECOND SI DE DOCR

Tobias tries that handl e, the door opens. 1In cover formation,
they enter...

I NT. SCHOOL CORRI DOR - CONTI NUOUS

The stench of death burns the air.



A few KIDS |ie scattered about the floor, sone crying and
injured, a couple appear lifeless as pools of blood expand
beneat h their bodies.

The cries of the wounded can barely be heard over the din of
a pull ed FI RE ALARM

Bow and and Tobi as stal k down the hallway. Guns drawn. The
tensi on accentuated by the unrel enting ALARM

More GUNFIRE from far down the hallway, around the corner.

Bow and and Tobias start toward the sound of SEM - AUTOVATI C
GUNFI RE, but are startled by a FEMALE STUDENT stunbling out
of a classroom doorway. Blood seeps from her upper thigh.

Tobi as hel ps her into a seated position. Bow and backs up
agai nst the wall next to the open classroom doorway. She
takes a breath, pivots into the classroom gun ained...

She stops dead in her tracks. The look in her eyes says it
all. The carnage. The horror. How could this happen here?

BOW_AND
Jesus Chri st.

CUT TO BLACK
I NT. HODGE HOMVE - BEDROOM - MORNI NG

A cell phone RINGS on the nightstand besi de a ki ng-sized
bed. The clock on the nightstand reads: 5:12am

SUPER: Twenty years | ater
STANLEY HODGE (37), the bed's only occupant, jolts awake,

reaches for the phone. An apparent |ight sleeper, as though
getting calls at unusual tinmes is customary.

STANLEY

(i nto phone)
Hodge.

(1istens)
Ms. Pi ednont, yes.

(1istens)
| did, yes. Thank you for calling
me back.

Cloaked in a t-shirt and boxer shorts, Stanley |aunches
hi nsel f out of bed, reaches for a notebook and pencil resting
atop the nightstand.

STANLEY (CONT' D)
(i nto phone)
No, no. Not too early at all



Stanl ey wal ks out to the
KI TCHEN

and takes a seat at the table, the phone wedged between his
shoul der and ear. He wastes no time jotting notes.

STANLEY
(i nto phone)
Now, |'ve spoken to two other patients
at the home where--

Stanley listens to the reply, scribbles sonme notes.

STANLEY (CONT' D)
(i nto phone)
Right. GOkay, and what did you
overhear at the time? |If you can
renmenber exactly what was said, that
woul d be a trenmendous- -

He takes down sone nore notes.

STANLEY (CONT' D)
(i nto phone)
And what did you take that to nean
exactly?

I NT. HODGE HOMVE - BATHROOM - SHOWER - LATER

Stanl ey stands notionless. Al lows the hot water to trickle
down his slunped shoul ders. Steam overwhel ns the room

I NT. HODGE HOMVE - BATHROOM - MOVENTS LATER

Stanl ey | eans forward agai nst the sink, exam nes his face in
the mrror and the years that have taken their toll

He pulls open the mrror cabinet, pops the cap off of a bottle
of aspirin, swallows two pills, then reaches for a bottle of
antaci ds and downs a few tablets. He closes the mrror

cabi net, chugs a gl ass of water.

I NT. HODGE HOMVE - BEDROOM - LATER

Stanl ey finishes dressing at the closet. Dress shirt, khaki
pants. He reaches for his cell phone, keys and wallet atop
t he dresser.

Stanley turns toward the bed, sees the other side of the bed
unoccupi ed. A realization.

STANLEY
(under his breath)
Shit.



Stanley exits, makes his way to the
LI VI NG ROOM

and sees his wife, MAE (37), asleep on the couch. A snal
bl anket covers her.

He reaches down to touch her, but stops. She stirs, does
not wake. Stanley sighs, then turns, exits.

I NT. STANLEY'S CAR - MOVI NG - MORNI NG

St anl ey navi gates the nmorning rush hour traffic. The radio
tuned to an NPR station.

EXT. SCHENECTADY DAILY GAZETTE BUI LDI NG - MORNI NG
Stanley's car pulls into the parking |ot.

I NT. NEWS ROOM - MORNI NG

About hal f of the desks are occupied this early.

St anl ey works the conputer keyboard on his paperwork-fl ooded
desk. He types at a feverish pace. Hi s cubicle appears
nore lived in than his home.

KEN (O S.)
You know, if you had stayed a
columi st instead of doing
i nvestigative journalism you wouldn't
wor k ridicul ous hours.

KEN PARKER (m d 40s), the kind of coworker afflicted with an
excess of personality, has crept up behind Stanl ey, now stands
over him two store-bought coffees in hand.

Stanl ey doesn't turn to face Ken. Continues to type.

STANLEY
It's worth it sonmetines. Especially
when you get the perfect quote for
one of the biggest stories you've
ever witten--

KEN
You got it?

Ken crosses to his own cubicle adjacent to Stanley's, places
the coffees on his desk. He sits, pivots his chair to face
hi s coworker, eager for the news.

Stanl ey takes a break, faces Ken.



STANLEY
At five-fifteen in the norning but
yeah, | got it. Proof that Briar
Hills adm nistration knew Bel tram
was abusing patients, yet their idea
of discipline meant quietly relocating
himfromtheir Newburgh facility to
right here in Schenectady. Not even
a slap on the wist.

KEN
Darm. Didn't think you' d ever get
t hat quote. Thought you'd have to
pul | a Stephen Gass to finish it.

STANLEY
Persi stence pays the bills.

Stanl ey points to the coffees on Ken's desk.

STANLEY ( CONT' D)
One of those for ne?

KEN
Yeah, you've earned it.

Stanl ey grasps one of the coffees, sips.
KEN ( CONT' D)
You're wel come. Had to nmake a
Power bal | run, anyway.

Ken pulls a wad of lottery tickets fromhis jacket, places
t hem upon t he desk

STANLEY
Shit, how many did you buy?

KEN
Twenty dollars' worth of hope. You
don't play?

STANLEY

Eh, only bought one ticket. Trying
to cut back on hope.

Chi ef editor PAUL BANNON (Il ate 50s) approaches the cubicles.
A tall, inposing presence belied by a kind face, though a
| ook of consternation indicates a rough norning so far.

BANNON
You guys see the email | sent out?
I"mmoving the nine o' clock up a
hal f - hour



KEN
O course. Al ways check nmy email s.

BANNON
If you say so. Don't be |ate.

Bannon exits. Ken and Stanl ey exchange befuddl ed | ooks.

KEN
He sends out emil s?

INT. EDI TOR S OFFI CE - MORNI NG

The norning neeting is in full swing. Bannon conducts said
nmeeting from behind his massive desk

The office is filled with EDI TORS and REPORTERS, i ncl udi ng
Stanl ey and Ken. Sone are seated in chairs, two on the
tattered couch adjacent to the desk, while others stand.
Stanl ey and Ken | ean against the far wall.

The METRO EDITOR is in the midst of updating Bannon on a bit
of breaking news. ..

METRO EDI TOR
Yeah, the woman was crossing at the
corner of Craig and Lincoln when the
squad car struck her--

BANNON
Wait a mnute, |'mconfused, so...
the cop was responding to a call and
t he wonan didn't hear the siren?

METRO EDI TOR
W don't know all the details yet.
Haskins is on his way there now.

BANNON
Yeah, okay.
(scans the roon
Photo, where's Seth? |Is he on his
way there, too?

METRO EDI TOR
No, he's running late. [|'ll send
hi m when he gets in--

BANNON
No! Get himon the phone, give him
the location, and tell himto go
right there.

METRO EDI TOR
W Il do.



BANNON
(exhal es sharply)
Movi ng on. Features. Stanley, you
here bright and early, | take it, is
good news?

STANLEY
Wll, not for Briar Hlls Assisted
Living. | finally got the quote I

needed. Confirmed the cover-up
Just putting the finishing touches
on the piece, it'll be ready this
af t er noon.

Murnmurs of approval filter through the gathering of enpl oyees.

BANNON
Ckay. Wiy don't you give that over
to Erin now. She's working with
Gabriela. They can finish it up and
get a junp start on the fact check,
get Gabriela sone extra practice.

STANLEY
|'"msorry?

BANNON
I's there a problenf?

STANLEY
You nmean ot her than the fact that
I"ve busted nmy ass on this for the
| ast coupl e nont hs?

BANNON
You're not losing the byline. Not
even sharing it, so what's the issue--

STANLEY
I"d just |ike an expl anati on.

KEN
(raises his hand)
Who the hell's Gabriela?

BANNON
(exasper at ed)
You mss that email, too?
Bannon points to a young worman standing in the doorway.

BANNON ( CONT' D)
She's our new i ntern.



Ken gl ances over at GABRI ELA NEVAREZ (19). Dressed in a
smart pantsuit, she stands at attention, ready for duty.

Ken |l ooks in her direction, offers a snmle nore derisive
than anmicable. Gabriela doesn't smle back

BANNON ( CONT' D)
Stanl ey, | have sonething else for
you, and it's a bit pressing.

STANLEY
I"mlistening.

BANNON
As you know, next week is the
twentieth anniversary of The Rising.

STANLEY
And?

BANNON
You' re gonna make ne ask agai n?

KEN
(gleefully interjects)
Yeah, that's not gonna happen, Paul.
He refused at the ten year, faked an
illness to get out of it at the
fifteen year--

STANLEY
| didn't fake that. | had strep

KEN

(to Stanl ey)
Just trying to help. Don't want to
see the intern steal your thunder--

GABRI ELA
(irked)
| beg your pardon? This isn't a
t hunder theft, I'mjust doing what's
assi gned.
KEN
My apol ogi es.
GABRI ELA

What's The Ri sing, anyway?
Ken turns to Gabriela, incredul ous.
KEN

(re: Stanley)
You don't know who this is?



GABRI ELA
You nean that school shooting? The
one in, uh--

BANNON

Angelica, yes. Stanley's alm mater.
He survived it.

(1 eans back)
Not | ong after the incident, this
man here, just seventeen-years-old
at the tinme, penned an op-ed about
hi s own experience. More than that,
actually. He wote about the days
after. Pain, guilt. But also hope.
Possi bility.

St anl ey appears unconfortabl e as Bannon gushes.

BANNON ( CONT' D)
I was editor of the |ocal newspaper
back then. The Rising was a
tremendous piece of witing. The AP
pi cked it up, nmade Stanley an
over ni ght sensati on--

STANLEY
And |'ve been haunted by the specter
of a foll ow up ever since.

BANNON
Just because you downpl ay the
i nportance of that article to those
who were affected--

STANLEY
It's not a piece that lends itself
to serial storytelling, Paul. Jason

Granger killed hinself, the victins
wer e nourned, people nmoved on. Look,
if I step away frommy investigative
work now to wite sone... nostalgic,
phi | osophi cal opinion piece when
there's no real story, it |looks |ike
I"'mfishing for attention. Pl us,
I"mnot high on the idea of a career
spi ke of f the menory of |ost high
school friends.

KEN
He's got a point, Paul.
(to Stanl ey)
That is a hunbl e approach. You used
to be so ego-driven.

11.



12.

STANLEY
Amazing how far |'ve cone, isn't it?

Ken manages to half-stifle a cackle.

Bannon rai ses his arns behind his head and interlocks his
fingers. Never takes his eyes off Stanley as he does this.

BANNON
That' Il be all, everyone. W'l
meet back here at three o'clock.

The reporters and editors begin to file out of the office.

BANNON ( CONT' D)
Stanl ey, you want to stick around
for a second?

The attendees exit, leaving only Stanley and his editor.
Bannon notions for Stanley to have a seat on the couch.
St anl ey conplies.

Bannon stands, pulls open his desk's top drawer, renoves a
bottl e of prescription medication, pops two pills into his
nmout h, washes them down.

BANNON ( CONT' D)
How are things at hone? How s Mae

hol di ng up?
STANLEY
(shrugs)
Mae's Mae, you know... she's hanging
in there.
BANNON
Look, | don't nean to pry, but you've

been a little despondent |ately.
You sure everything is--

STANLEY
Coul d we get back on topic?

BANNON
Okay. You want to tell ne the real
reason you don't want to do this?

STANLEY
You want to tell nme the real reason
you do?

BANNON

Tell you what. Take a walk with ne.



13.

STANLEY
Wher e?

BANNON
Just down to the park and back. M
sciatica' s acting up, and I need to
get out of this damm office.

EXT. SI DEWALK - MORNI NG
St anl ey and Paul Bannon stroll down a sidewal k that connects

the Daily Gazette Building to Steinnmetz Park. Neither speaks
for several seconds. Finally..

BANNON

You're awful ly quiet.
STANLEY

I"mjust bracing for the indignation--
BANNON

Oh, for crying out loud, look... I'm

not gonna apol ogi ze for thinking
this is a good idea.

(scoffs)
You know, being your boss, | could
just be a prick and nake you do it.

STANLEY
Yeah, but we both know you won't.

BANNON
Li sten, we've known each ot her for
twenty years and | do think of you
nmore as a son than a subordi nate,
but don't abuse that.

They continue down the sidewal k. The conversation has
tenmporarily halted. A gentle breeze caresses the treetops.

BANNON ( CONT' D)
Soneone with your kind of talent
wasn't nmeant to end up witing | oca
i nvestigative pieces in Schenectady.
Shit, you were on the national stage
twenty years ago. You nake
i mpressions on people. Hell, |
remenber the first time Marjoree and
| had you over for dinner. Seconds
after you left, ny wife went on and
on about you.

STANLEY
You said she went on about what a
pretentious asshole | was--



BANNON

14.

And that's ny point, you nade an

i mpressi on on her.
They appr oach
STEI NVETZ PARK
Bannon points to an enpty park bench.

BANNON
Let's sit down a sec.

They sit. About twenty yards away, two MOTHERS push their

CHI LDREN on swi ngs.
STANLEY

So, your wife still thinks I"'ma

pretentious asshol e, huh?

BANNON

She thinks you're brilliant. She
al so thinks you're work obsessed,
ego- mani acal, and yes, pretentious.

STANLEY
That's nice and blistering.

BANNON

But those are qualities that nake

t he best journalists.
(beat)
Let me ask you sonething. That

article, The Rising... why do you

hate it so nuch?

St anl ey considers the question for a second or two.

STANLEY
| can tell you what | |ove about
investigative journalism |It's
honest. It's true--

BANNON

And writing about hope, that's B.S.
You ever stop to consider how many
peopl e were touched by that piece?

Stanl ey shifts his body to face his boss,

to better address

himdirectly. A nmeans to accentuate his next point...

STANLEY
Ckay, you want to consider that
article, let's consider it.

( MORE)



STANLEY ( CONT' D)
| wote it when | was sevent een.
Now, | wasn't speaking out or

denonstrating. Not working to change
things |ike these Parkland kids are
doing now. Al | did was wite one
article. And the only reason it got

the attention it did was because it
was witten by a school shooting
sur vi vor - -

BANNON
Ch, stop it, wll ya?

STANLEY

It was a shaneless attenpt to put a

positive spin on a tragic event.
That's why | do what | do now. |
want truth. |f there's one thing

that irritates ne nore than anything,

it's enbellishnent for sone gl ossy,
rose-col ored effect.

BANNON
So, why did you wite it?
STANLEY
| dunno. | don't... | nean, | was

havi ng troubl e adjusting after the
shooting, so a teacher suggested |
put ny thoughts on paper. Had no

i dea she'd submt it to the Heral d--

BANNON
No, see, that's bullshit.

A frustrated Stanley scoffs and | ooks away.
seconds of silence, he turns back to his edit

STANLEY
Can | speak bluntly?

BANNON
You' ve been hol di ng back so far?

STANLEY
What do you hope a followup wll
acconpl i sh?

The two nen stare at one anot her.

BANNON
That's rhetorical, right?

After a few
or.

15.
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STANLEY
Yes, it's rhetorical, what you want
is lightning in a bottle. You want
t he same kind of response, aml right?

Bannon doesn't respond. G ants Stanley his full attention
as the reporter orates fromatop his nmetaphorical soapbox.

STANLEY (CONT' D)
The problemis, this isn't Hollywood.
There's no happy endi ng here. \What
do you think, the G angers had anot her
kid, only instead of a shooter, they
had an honor student? You think
all's forgiven, that the parents of
t hose killed forgave and forgot, and
everyone lived happily ever after?
I"'mtelling you, | amtelling you,
this is a bad idea. Nobody in that
town i s gonna want to rehash what
happened, and certainly not to sone
journalist trying to help his enpl oyer
sell a few papers.

BANNON
So, what does that nmke the people
who enbraced that article and took
it to heart? Saps, suckers, what?

STANLEY
| don't know, that's not ny concern--

BANNON
That was rhetorical, too. Let ne
tell you a quick story.

Stanl ey | ooks off into the distance. Undeterred, Bannon
continues. ..

BANNON ( CONT' D)
You know how sensitive ny wife is,
right? How these kinds of stories
affect her?

Bannon takes a nmonent, |eans back, runs his fingers through
his gray hair, collects his thoughts before conti nuing.

BANNON ( CONT' D)
The worst for her was Sandy Hook.
The ages of those kids... it
devastated her. She was a shell of
herself in the weeks after that.
Barely spoke. For weeks.

Bannon takes a nonent, |ooks toward the sky.
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BANNON ( CONT' D)
| thought | was losing her. So, one
ni ght, after another shitty day at
work, | come hone to find ny wife
sitting at the kitchen table.

He turns back to Stanl ey.

BANNON ( CONT' D)
Readi ng your article. She pulled it
frommy home office files.
(a soft smle)
When she was done, she turned, |ooked
me in the eye for the first tine in
what seened |ike forever

Bannon | eans in closer to his protege.

BANNON ( CONT' D)
It was your words that brought ny
wi fe back to ne.

Stanl ey continues to stare strai ght ahead, doesn't neet his
his editor's gaze.

BANNON ( CONT' D)
She set your article aside, w ped
the tears from her face, took nme by
the hand, smled, |ooked at me and
said... "at the very |east, that
asshol e does have a way with words."

Stanley attenpts to conceal a wy snile.

BANNON ( CONT' D)
If it helps, | didn't enbellish that
for gl ossy, rose-colored effect--

The two nmen share a qui ck burst of [aughter

BANNON ( CONT' D)
Just take a few days. Go on back,
reach out to people, whoever is
willing to talk. You still feel
there's no story, so be it.

Bannon pats Stanley on the shoul der.

BANNON ( CONT' D)
But | think there's sonething there.

Bannon stands, starts for the sidewal k. Stanley remains on
t he bench, entrenched in thought.



18.
EXT. HODGE HOMVE - PORCH - N GHT

Mae sits on the porch of their small, nodest one-story house.
A cigarette in one hand, ash tray in the other. Attractive,
but appears worn. Tired. The |ook of a woman run through
the winger by life. She stares into the distance.

Stanley's car pulls into the driveway. Upon seeing his
vehicle, Mae puts out her cigarette and enters the house.

I NT. HODGE HOME - LIVING ROOM - MOMVENTS LATER

Mae sits on the couch. The television is off. The roomis
quiet, dark. Illumnated only by a wan pool of |ight from
an end table | anp.

Fromthe kitchen area, the sounds of Stanley entering,
followed by that of keys being tossed onto the counter.

Stanl ey enters. Mae doesn't acknow edge him just stares
into the shadows. An uneasiness hangs in the air.

STANLEY
Rough day, huh.

MAE
You asking nme about mne? O telling
me about yours.

STANLEY
You know |I' m aski ng.

MAE
Rough day.

STANLEY

Sonet hi ng happen at your neeting?

MAE
| haven't slipped up in nonths, you
don't need to keep asking how ny
neeting was.

STANLEY
| didn't say you slipped up, | wasn't
even thinking that. Wat's going
on? |'ve been here two-and-a-half
seconds and |'m already the bad guy--

MAE
It's eight-thirty.

STANLEY
Am | late for something?
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MAE
No, you're not late. | thought you
were gonna go tonight.

STANLEY
What, the Al -Anon thing? | went to
one of those already.

MAE
That was three nonths ago.
STANLEY
Yeah. . .
MAE

It's not the fucking @0 Summt, the
point is to keep going back.

STANLEY
Ah, shit. | don't know, I... look
"Il go to the next one, alright?
Mae stands, exits. Stanley follows her into the
KI TCHEN

Mae stands before the counter, keeps her back to her husband.
Stanley remains a few feet behind, watches her.

STANLEY
What happened today?

Mae doesn't turn to face him

MAE
Not hi ng.
STANLEY
A friend fall off the wagon?
MAE
Not hi ng happened, Stanley. |'mjust

havi ng a bad day.

STANLEY
That makes a hell of a |lot of sense--

Mae turns to him A quick burst of frustration

MAE
You know, | know how nmuch you | ove
your job and everything, but could
you not project your Lois Lane
fantasies onto ne tonight? | don't
need rescui ng.



Stanl ey raises his

hands in an "I give up" gesture. Me

crosses to the sink, begins washing the dishes.

You want
me about

MAE ( CONT' D)
to talk, why don't you tel
your day. [I'Il listen,

that's the best | can do tonight.

Stanl ey crosses to

the sink, takes a hand towel. He dries

and puts the di shes away.

Silence for severa

seconds as they work. Finally...

STANLEY
Vell, | got the quote | needed for
the Briar Hills piece. It's done.
And then, not wasting any tine, Paul
asked me again to do a followup to
The Ri sing.
MAE
What did you tell himthis tine?
STANLEY
| agreed to do it.

Mae turns to Stanley, astonished. She stops working. A

smle lights up her

Stanl ey faces her,

face.
adm res the change in expression.

STANLEY ( CONT' D)

That certainly turned things around.

MAE

No, | just... God, | never would
have guessed that one.

STANLEY

So you think it's a good idea?

Yes. | |
you were

MAE
oved that piece, just thought
dead set agai nst goi ng back

Mae and Stanl ey resune doing the dishes.

MAE ( CONT' D)

Your grandnother will be thrilled.
You gonna stay with her?

I"msure

STANLEY
she's got ny old bedroom

exactly as | left it.

20.



MAE
Who are you neeting with?

STANLEY
I"ve already reached out to Raynond
Thonpson.

MAE
Oh, yeah? He's still teaching?
STANLEY
Still going strong. | hear Scott
Billuck is still intown. Mght try

to contact Marilyn Granger, also.

MAE
You know, | think this is gonna be
really good for you

MAE
You gonna talk to ne? O do | have
to decrypt your brooding like it's a
Nazi Eni gnma nmachi ne.

STANLEY
| don't think you' d understand.

MAE
Because | wasn't in the classroom
with you when the first shots were
fired, right? Wat do L know, | was
bei ng evacuated at the other end of
t he school - -

STANLEY
Cone on, you know that's not it.

St anl ey drapes the hand towel over his shoul der,
t he counter.

STANLEY (CONT' D)
Paul was goi ng on about The Ri sing.
Al'l the good it did.

MAE
Paul 's right.
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STANLEY
(frowns)
Yeah. Well...
Upon seeing his face, Mae frowns as well. The air has again

left the room Mae stops washing the dishes, dries her hands,
crosses to the kitchen table and takes a seat.

| eans agai nst



Stanl ey takes a nonent to gather his next thought.

STANLEY
After the Associated Press got the
pi ece, people would always ask ne
how | was able to convey such conpl ex
enotions so clearly.

(scoffs)

I didn"t know. | was seventeen at
the time, had just survived the
i nexplicable and I was scribbling
down t houghts. Feelings, dreans |

still had, I... shit, | put less
t hought into that article than the
people who read it did. | could

never understand why everyone was SO
affected by it.

MAE
Does that really matter?
STANLEY
Cone on. | didn't nake a difference,

not a real one. There was no w sdom
in those words, no answers.

Mae rolls her eyes, glances away for a second.

STANLEY (CONT' D)
Mae, |ook... these kids surviving
today, they're testifying before
Congress, they're challenging the
NRA. | wote a few random t houghts
after scoring a brush with fane just
for being the quickest to duck.

MAE
What's the real reason, Stanley?
What are you so afraid of?

Stanl ey turns, begins drying dishes.

Stanl ey catches hinself before finishing the sentence.

| at e.

It

MAE ( CONT' D)
Yeah, maybe you're right. Maybe it
was fake because, God knows, you
never opened up about what it was
like to be one of the few survivors
in a classroom of kids--

STANLEY
Don't do that. Don't head-shrink
me. |'mnot the one with the..

| assoes Mae's attention.
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Too
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She stands, crosses to her husband.

MAE
The one with the what? The probl enf
Right, 'cause |I'mlooking at a
perfectly well-adjusted man right in
front of me. Not on edge at all--

Stanley turns to his wife, his face starts to redden.

STANLEY
Yeah, maybe the reason |'medgy is
because I"'mtrying to help ny wife
adjust to her hone life, and all |
get is kicked in the teeth for it!

Mae stands toe-to-toe with him Never |ooks away.

STANLEY (CONT' D)
Okay, you know why | never go to
t hose Al - Anon neetings? They're
filled with people in pain. Nice
peopl e, good people, but people I
can't help. You know why? Because
they're not ny wife. It's pointless
to be there when | should be here!
But | can't fix things here because
every tinme | ask you what's w ong,
I"'mtold to go away!

Mae shakes her head, turns back to the remaining dishes.

STANLEY (CONT' D)
(si ghs)
Look, | didn't nmean to raise my voice--

Mae turns to himagain, frustration bubbling over

MAE

Fuck raising your voice, Stanley!
That doesn't bother me nearly as
much as the fact that you can't even
detect what it is about that little
diatribe that's killing us! You
know, it mght help, when you' re at
t hese neetings, to sit there and
listen to these people, hear their

stories, and let it sink in! Instead
of wi shing you were at home, fixing
your w fel

Stanl ey glowers at Mae, then does an about face, takes a
gl ass and begins to dry it, his back to her. Silence commuands
the roomfor several seconds.
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MAE ( CONT' D)
If you really feel that way, then
maybe this assignnent is for the
best. Gve us sone tine apart. See
if what we have is even worth saving--

Stanley throws the glass against the wall, SMASHING it. Mae
recoils, shakes. Both face each other, trenble slightly.

Each conbatant ready to blow. Stanley takes a nonent to
cal m hinsel f, then speaks through deep, exasperated breaths.

STANLEY
You know what? You're right. It is
ny fault. 1'mtrying too goddamed
hard. You don't want ny help. |
get it, | do. But |I can't stop
trying. Never letting on how enpty
| feel when I know you just want ne
out of sight. O when you can't
sleep next to me. O |ook at ne
i ke your skin is craw i ng whenever
I reach out to touch you

(beat)
None of this is on you. You just
stay broken. And I'Il take the bl ane.

Mae's jaw trenbles slightly. Steels herself before speaking.

MAE
Are you done?
STANLEY
(a whi sper)

|''m done.

Stanl ey crosses to the kitchen closet, pulls out a broom and
dust pan, proceeds to sweep up the broken gl ass.

Mae starts to exit, then turns back to him tears forni ng.

MAE
| amsorry that nmy recovery is not
what you hoped it'd be. Al L want

is five mnutes where | feel good.
Where I'mnot angry or sad or scared
or confused. But it's not that
sinple. |I'mseeing things in a new
i ght and despite how that sounds,
it's not always exhilarating.
Sonetimes it's downright scary. And
just so you know, that enptiness you
feel? | can enpathize |like a
not her f ucker.

( MORE)
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MAE ( CONT' D)
(a tear falls)
Have a good trip.

Mae exits. Stanley |eans against the counter. Defeated.
I NT. HODGE HOVE - OFFI CE - MOMENTS LATER
Stanl ey enters his hone office, plops down on his desk chair.

The desk is littered... not just with paperwork, but with
enpty take-out containers and cans of soda. Various articles
and other bits of research are pinned to the cork boards
lining the walls.

It's clear this is where he spends the lion's share of his
tine at hone.

After a few seconds of quiet contenplation, Stanley stands,
crosses to the adjacent filing cabinet. He opens the top
drawer, rifles through it, pulls out a thick file.

Stanley returns to his desk, places the file atop it, sits,
opens the file and exam nes the contents...

Inside is a surfeit of heartbreak; a conpilation of news
clippings and photos fromthe Angelica H gh School Mssacre.

Stanley sifts through the articles, the tributes to those
lost. He then comes across a photo of the shooter, Jason
Granger. He stares at the photo, zeroes in on the eyes of
t he boy. ..

I NT. JASON GRANGER S BEDROOM - NI GHT - TVENTY YEARS AGO
Jason lies still in bed. Appears asleep

The bedroomis illum nated by the noonlight through the
wi ndow. It gives the abode a ghostlike feel

It's the roomof a typical teenage boy; novie posters adorn
the walls, the desk is honme to hal f-conpl eted honework, and
the furniture is decorated with dirty |aundry.

The sound of FOOTSTEPS is heard approaching the cl osed door.
The knob turns, the door inches open, revealing the shadow
of Jason's FATHER

He stares at his son for a few seconds, then inches the door
cl osed. FOOISTEPS are heard as his father noves away from
t he bedroom

As the footsteps recede, Jason's eyes open. He rises out of
bed, crosses to the far wall where a footlocker sits. He
unl ocks it, opens...
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It contains a cache of weapons. Jason reaches in, takes
hol d of a .357 doubl e-action revolver. Gun in hand, he
crosses to a full-length mrror in the corner.

Cl oaked in only pajama bottons, the boy stares at his thin,
scrawny reflection, the gun resting in his right hand.

Jason runs his left hand across his bare chest, then | owers
his armto his side.

He raises the gun to his tenple, holds that position for a
few seconds. Jason then takes the gun in both hands and
points it up his chin.

H s face reflects no enption

After several seconds in that position, he | owers the gun,
t hen crosses back to the footl ocker, returns the revol ver
and | ocks it.

I NT. STANLEY'S CAR - MOVI NG - DAY - BACK TO PRESENT

Stanl ey steers his car down a country road. Stares straight
ahead, sungl asses nask his eyes.

EXT. ANGELI CA TOMNWN LI NE - DAY

Stanl ey's car passes a sign that reads: Wl cone! Town of
Angel i ca, New York. Were History Lives!

EXT. ANGELICA - MAIN STRIP - MOVENTS LATER
The car crui ses down the main road that bisects the town.
| NT. STANLEY' S CAR - MOVI NG - CONTI NUQUS

Stanl ey glances left and right, takes in the quai ntness of
his hometown. A general store. Church. Post office. Gas
station. Quintessential small town Anerica.

EXT. RURAL HOVE - DAY

Stanley's car pulls into the driveway of a pleasant, well-
mai nt ai ned hone.

I NT. RURAL HOME - LIVI NG ROOM - MOMVENTS LATER

St anl ey neanders through the house, a travel bag dangles
from his shoul der

STANLEY
(calls out)
Hel | o!
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No reply. He glances around, crosses to the fireplace where
a collection of framed photographs adorns the nmantel.

The photos are of Stanley at various stages of adol escence,
his loving grandparents at his side every step of the way.
Stanley smles as he takes in the nmenories.

EXT. RURAL HOMVE - BACKYARD - MOVENTS LATER

The beauty and tranquility of the day is underscored by the
war bl e of nearby birds. In the corner of the backyard sits
a small greenhouse. Stanley approaches, enters the

GREENHOUSE

At the far end, GRANDMA RUTH (early 80s) prunes a couple
plants. Wth long, flowng white hair, bright eyes, and
surrounded by an array of enchanting flora, the woman is a
sight that coul d assuage the nost cynical of hearts.

Rut h gl ances up, sees her grandson..

STANLEY
H , G andnn.

A wde, warm inviting smle graces Ruth's face. She sets
t he pruni ng shears down and covers her mouth with both hands,
t hough the gesture is no match for her unbridled joy.

RUTH
My beautiful grandson.

She crosses to Stanley and waps himin a tender enbrace.
I NT. RURAL HOVE - KI TCHEN - LATER

Stanley is seated at the table. Ruth stands before the stove,
stirs the contents of a pot.

RUTH
Wiy didn't you call ne and tell nme
you were com ng back?

STANLEY
To be honest, | |ike seeing your
face when you don't know I'm com ng
The pl ace | ooks great.

RUTH
| get a lot of help. The Jones boy
fromdown the street nmows the | awn
and does a | ot of the | andscaping.
How | ong are you in town for?
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STANLEY

Just a few days. Mae says hi.
RUTH

| adore that girl. You picked a

good one.

Ruth pours the contents of the pot into a couple of bow s,
brings the bows to the table, sets themdown. She crosses
to the counter, renoves two spoons fromthe top drawer,
returns to the table, sits.

Stanl ey takes a spoon, stirs his soup.

STANLEY
She wanted to cone and see you.
There's just a lot... you know.
RUTH

I know. 1s she okay?

STANLEY
She will be, yeah.

Rut h takes her grandson's hand.

RUTH
And you?

STANLEY
Yeah, I'mgreat. Couldn't be better.

Rut h keeps her eyes |ocked onto Stanley. He returns her
gaze, smles. Then |ooks away. Ruth maintains her
inquisitive stare. Her grandson again glances at her. They
make eye contact. He gives what passes as a reassuring nod.

RUTH
Ckay t hen.

A serene silence descends upon the kitchen as they consune
their neal s.

I NT. RETAI L WAREHOUSE - DAY
Rows and rows of nerchandise |line the shelves, await purchase.

A forklift inches down one of the aisles. Its haggard
operator, SCOIT BILLUCK (late 30s), has the face of a nan
| osing a bare-knuckle street fight to a mercil ess hangover.

DEVI N BROOKS (| ate 30s) approaches the forklift. Bespectacled
with thick | enses and quite overweight, Devin's status as

war ehouse supervisor is illustrated by his dress sl acks,
button down shirt and cl ean-shaven face.



Devin's attire and overal|l appearance runs in contrast to
Scott's ragged denimand scruffy facial hair.

DEVI N
Yo, Bill uck!

The forklift cones to a halt. The notor shuts off.

DEVI N ( CONT' D)
One of your dipshit high school
friends is here to see you.

Scott's facial expression remai ns unchanged.

SCOTT
Yeah? Wiy is it none of your dipshit
hi gh school friends ever visits?
That's right, you never had any.

DEVI N
Yeah, well ...

Devin reaches for Scott's wal king cane, attached to the
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forklift with Vel cro. He undoes the binding, takes the cane.

DEVI N ( CONT' D)
If you' re gonna be traveling wthout
a forklift, you' re gonna need this...

He tosses the cane up to Scott, who snags it out of the air

with one hand. Devin snickers, turns, wal ks away.
I NT. RETAIL WAREHOUSE - OFFI CE - LATER

Stanl ey waits near the door.

Devin is seated at his work station. H s office chair enits
a nettling squeak as he | eans back and forth. He keeps his

eyes focused on Stanley, arns fol ded over his protruding
belly. Under Devin's gaze, Stanley appears unconfortable.

STANLEY
Long time, Devin. How you been?

Devi n shrugs.

STANLEY (CONT' D)
He on his way?

DEVI N
(smrks)
Yeah. Not as quick as he was.

Scott enters fromthe back warehouse door. He noves with a

noticeable linp, relies heavily on the cane.
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Stanley smles inmediately. Scott remains stone-faced for a
second or two, then offers a half-smle.

Scott crosses to Stanley, they shake hands. Devin watches.

SCOTT
Never thought |'d see this face again.
WAas surprised to get your call

STANLEY
Yeah? You |l ook different.

Scott | ooks down, takes in his dishevel ed appearance.

SCOTT
VWell... then one day, |ife happened.

DEVI N
As touching as this is, you wanna
take this somewhere el se? Sone of
us actually have work to do.

SCOTT

(to Stanl ey)
Truth is, this is all from working
here. This place has a way of taking
soneone you knew as happy and turning
theminto a m serabl e ass-wi pe.

(turns to Devin)
Ain't that right, Devin?

DEVI N
Yeah, bite ne.

Devin stands, exits through the warehouse door.

STANLEY
Actually, he's like I remenber him

I NT. STANLEY' S CAR - MOVI NG - DAY
From behi nd the wheel, Stanley glances over at his friend,

takes in the changes engendered by tragic events and the
passage of tine. Scott cranks down the passenger-si de w ndow.

SCOTT
Where we doi ng | unch?

STANLEY
Your turf, you call it.

SCOTT

Don't matter to me. So, what's the
real reason you're back?
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STANLEY
Eh, my editor's been houndi ng ne
about a foll ow up

SCOTT
Knew i t.

STANLEY
There probably won't be a story,
anyway. He just wants nme to | ook
into the possibility--

SCOTT
There has to be a story. You're
Angelica's little angel

An unconfortable silence corrodes the air between them

STANLEY
Look, | get it. | never contacted
you after... | never cane to visit
you in the hospital. [|'msorry.

Scott remains silent. Cold.

STANLEY (CONT' D)
Scott, | just wanted to di sappear.
The weeks turned into nonths--

SCOTT
Twenty fuckin' years, bud. Ah, |
don't blame you. |[|'d have run away,
t 0o.

Scott stretches his hand out the wi ndow, feels the w nd.

SCOTT ( CONT' D)
You sure there won't be a story?
Gotta add sonmething to the shrine.

STANLEY
The what ?

EXT. ANGELI CA SENI OR H GH SCHOOL - MASSACRE MEMORI AL - DAY

Stanl ey and Scott are seated on a bench before a sincere yet
ostentatious nenorial paying tribute to the victins of the
Angel i ca Shooti ng Massacre.

Sai d nenorial consists of a large statue. It depicts two
traumati zed students consoling each other. At each side are
smal | er nmonunents. . .

One has photos of the victins enbedded into it, along with a
pl aque for each with a short biography on it.
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Stanley's attention is focused on the third nmonunment, which
has a giant plaque plastered to the front, Stanley's entire
article etched on it.

STANLEY
Thought the public had forgotten ne.

He notices the title at the bottomof the large statue. It
reads: NEVER FORGCET.

STANLEY (CONT' D)
Never forget?

SCOTT
Yeah, they just want to nmake sure.
You know, one of those things that
slips the mnd... where you left
your car keys, when your next denti st
appoi ntnent is, that you were shot a
coupl e tines.

A varied array of paraphernalia surrounds the nmenorial .
Year books, flowers, teddy bears, photos, candles, and so on.

STANLEY
(re: the paraphernalia)
These things aren't here all the
time, are they?

SCOTT

Nah. People put 'em here around
this tine every year.

(grins)
Hey, you renenber Richie Trinkett?
Used to spend |ike six periods out
of an ei ght period day snoking under
t he bl eachers? Every year, couple
of his friends |eave cigarettes right
here. Kind of touching, really.

Scott stands, hobbles toward the nenorial, scans the
collection of itenms. He |locates a pack of cigarettes, takes
them returns to the bench, lights up

Stanl ey | ooks at Scott, aghast.

SCOTT ( CONT' D)
What ?  You know what cigarettes cost?

Scott takes a drag, blows snoke into the gentle breeze.

SCOTT ( CONT' D)
So, what do you need for this article
of yours? Tales of mny heroics?

( MORE)
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SCOTT ( CONT' D)
Details of ny surgeries? You bring
al ong a photographer? | can drop ny
pants, give you sone tasty cl ose-ups
of the scars--

STANLEY
| think the Gazette readers wll
pass on that one, thanks.

St anl ey gl ances over at Scott, smles.
STANLEY (CONT' D)
Just thought you and I could catch
up. | mssed you

Scott | ooks askance at Stanley's suggestion. Then offers a
sardoni ¢ chuckl e.

SCOTT
Alright, then. W can neet up at
Trudy's sone night. 1'ma better

storyteller with a few beers in ne.

Scott grasps his cane, stands and heads for the car. Stanley
eyes the nonunents one last tinme, then stands and | eaves.

An abrupt, sharp burst of wind wafts through the nmenorial,
causes the surrounding flowers to shiver.

MAE (V. Q)
H, I'"'mMe, and |'man al coholic.

AA MEMBERS (V. O.)
H , Me.

I NT. CHURCH BASEMENT - AFTERNOON

A covey of the recovering are gathered here in the belly of
spiritual conval escence.

Mae sits surrounded by other alcoholics. She |eans forward
in her chair as she speaks.

MAE
|'ve been sober for one-hundred eighty-
one days.

The attendees applaud. Mae hal f-suppresses a smle.

MAE ( CONT' D)
| like comng here. |, uh... | wanted
to share sonething today that | never
br ought up before.

( MORE)



MAE ( CONT' D)
|'ve tal ked about a |ot of stuff,
what happened when | hit rock bottom
and everything. This, though, um..
about twenty years ago, both ny
husband and | were survivors of the
Angel i ca School Shooting. Not sure
why | never nentioned it before.

(beat)
For the longest time, | never |iked
to think of nyself as a survivor.
Wiat | mean is, | didn't think | was
really affected. | wasn't shot at,

I was in a science class at the
opposite end of the school, we were
evacuated safely. | did know severa
of those killed, but I can't say I

was close to them | always considered

nysel f an outsider to the tragedy.
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Mae shifts in her seat, collects her thoughts before

conti nui ng. ..

MAE ( CONT' D)
Looki ng back on it, | did becone
much nore aware of |oud noises after
that. Couldn't go to a restaurant
and sit at a table with ny back to
the door. Even novies, | prefer to
wat ch at honme. Sitting in a dark
crowded theatre still makes mne
nervous. CQuess it did affect ne
after all. But lately, 1've conme to
realize that | have no idea how it
af fected nmy husband.

EXT. RETAI L WAREHOUSE - AFTERNOON

Stanley's car pulls up to the enpl oyee entrance.
di senmbarks the vehicle, starts for the building.

MAE (V.Q.)
He wasn't at the other end of the
school with me. He was in the first
cl assroom where t he gunman opened
fire. Mracle he didn't get hit.

Scot t

St anl ey watches as Scott hobbles to the door, a rueful

expression on his face.

I NT. CHURCH BASEMENT - AFTERNOON

Mae takes a nonent, glances around at the troubled faces

wat chi ng her.
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MAE
Now i f, at this point, you're thinking
to yoursel f, what the hell was that
traumati zed worman thi nki ng, marrying
a guy who suffered the same traunmm,
well... that's yet another thing you
and | have in conmon

Gentle laughter fromthe attendees spills into the air.

MAE ( CONT' D)
Seened |i ke a good idea at the tine.
It felt like he understood ne.

I NT. STANLEY'S CAR - MOVI NG - AFTERNOON

Stanl ey steers his car down one of Angelica's side streets.
Hi s face a nmask of concentration

MAE (V.Q.)
The thing about my husband is, he
got a bit of fame. He got this by
revealing a little to the public
about the experience.

Stanl ey reaches into the arnrest, retrieves a note pad, opens
it with one hand, |ooks at an address.

MAE (V. Q. ) (CONT' D)
The effect this had on him it... it
really pushed hi mback into hiding.
He didn't want to talk about it.
Not to anyone, not even ne.

EXT. HOUSE - AFTERNOON

Stanley's car pulls into the driveway of a |arge hone on one
of Angelica's side streets. He exits the car, approaches
the front porch, clinbs a few steps, knocks on the door

MAE (V.Q.)
In the years after, with all ny
anxiety, | needed to talk about it.
But he couldn't. So, | turned to
al cohol, and... well, you know how
t hat played out.

The front door opens, a m ddl e-aged COUPLE invites Stanley
i nsi de.

I NT. HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER
Stanl ey and the nother are seated on a couch. They converse,

t hough we don't hear the words. The father |ooks on from
the recliner opposite the couch.
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MAE (V.Q.)
Through everything, ny rel apses, he
never left ny side. A |lesser nan
woul d have retreated | ong ago. But
all that tine, we never tal ked about
what he experienced in that classroom

The nother dries her eyes with a tissue as Stanl ey thunbs
t hrough a photo album The pictures are of a TEENAGE G RL
duri ng happy ti nes.

MAE (V.Q.) (CONT' D)
I'd ask about it, but he said he
wanted to spare ne the details. At
the time, | bought that he was
protecting ne. Now | know | wasn't
t he one he was protecting.

Stanl ey closes the album He glances up at the nother.
They exchange a sad sm | e.

| NT. CHURCH BASEMENT - AFTERNOON
Mae' s eyes have becone gl assy during the confession.

MAE
These past one-hundred ei ghty-one
days, this is the |longest |'ve been
sober since | took ny first drink.
I"mproud of that. And | was hoping
that if he and | were on equa
footing, if I was no longer this,
l'i ke... wounded soul that needed
tending to, maybe he could finally
open up about what happened, about

how he feels. | think he needs to
do that. But that hasn't happened.
(beat)

W're drifting apart. W fight

constantly. Seens the better, nore
i ndependent | get, the worse we get.
| don't know if we're gonna nake it.

Mae hesitates a nmoment, gathers her thoughts...

MAE ( CONT' D)
There's a, uh... a saying that, |
think, pretty much suns up ny
addiction. "It's hard to get enough

of sonething that al nost works."

Spor adi ¢ sighs and nods of enpathy ripple through the assenbly
of recovering addicts.
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MAE ( CONT' D)
For me, it was the alcohol. That's
what al nrost worked for ne, why |
couldn't control it. But for ny
husband, | think the thing that al nost
works for himis ne. Taking care of
nme. That's what's keeping himfrom
dealing with this, from confronting
what happened that day. That's what
I"mafraid is gonna kill him M.

Mae takes a nonent to wi pe her eyes.

MAE ( CONT' D)
Thanks for letting me share.

EXT. ANGELICA - MAIN STRIP - AFTERNOON
Stanl ey's car crui ses down Main Street.
I NT. STANLEY' S CAR - MVI NG

Stanley rolls down his wi ndow, sticks his armout, allows
the breeze to tickle his fingers.

He stops at a red light, glances out the driver's side w ndow.
Hi s eyes catch sight of a YOUNG BOY (9) w elding a toy machine
gun. The child points the gun in Stanley's direction.

Stanl ey remains transfixed on the boy. On the gun.
EXT. ANGELI CA H GH SCHOOL - MORNI NG - TVENTY YEARS AGO

Jason Granger drifts toward the school's front door anobng a
throng of STUDENTS. He keeps his head down, doesn't speak
to anyone and no one seens eager to speak to him

The hood of his sweatshirt envel opes his head, a filled
backpack slows his gait.

I NT. SCHOOL HALLWAY - MORNI NG

Jason stands before his | ocker, opens the backpack, places a
couple itens fromthe pack into the locker. Hs face is a
mask of focus and concentration; it betrays no enotion,
regardl ess of the trigger.

The PRI NCI PAL wal ks by, pulls Jason's hood down off his head
gently, then continues on his way. Jason doesn't react.

Down the hall, Jason's attention is collared by the sight of
a group of BULLIES shoving a weak OUTCAST agai nst the wall.
He doesn't react, just closes his |ocker and wal ks away.
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| NT. CLASSROOM - DAY
Jason is seated in the far right corner, near the w ndow.
As a TEACHER sl ogs through a rather spiritless |lecture, Jason
| ooks at a pretty G RL three rows over. Every few seconds,
he steal s another glance. She doesn't noti ce.
| NT. SCHOOL HALLWAY - DAY
Jason back at his |ocker, retrieves books for his next class.
He sees the sane pretty girl about twenty feet away. She
stands al one, places itens into her own | ocker.
He cl oses his | ocker, crosses the hall, approaches the girl...
She | ooks up at him startled. She backs up a coupl e steps.
The | ook in her eyes is not one of contenpt. Not the | ook
of one who feels superior, but something else. Unease. The
intensity Jason carries with himseens to unsettle her

She turns and wal ks away. After a few steps, the girl glances
back but continues wal ki ng. Jason watches. He doesn't react.

I NT. SCHOOL CAFETERI A - DAY

Three-quarters full with students, the roomis a cacophony
of varied, indecipherable conversations.

Jason sits alone at a table next to the exit as he eats.
Four tables away, that sane girl eats alone as well.

Upon finishing her nmeal, the girl stands, takes her tray to
t he garbage can, disposes of the contents.

Jason wat ches her every step..

She wal ks toward the exit, notices himon the way out. They
make eye contact again. She still carries a | ook of
apprehensi on. She | ooks away, exits.

| NT. SCHOOL HALLWAY - DAY

Jason wal ks toward a classroom Behind him he hears a
conmotion. He turns, sees that same outcast kid being pushed
into the wall by the very sane bullies.

This tine, one of the bullies notices Jason watching them
The bully gets the attention of his cohorts. They all stare,
sneer at their potential new prey.

Jason doesn't react.

He turns away, enters the classroom.
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I NT. CLASSROOM - AFTERNCON - BACK TO PRESENT DAY

Stanl ey peers in...

The roomis equi pped with a custom made handi cap ranp that
| eads to an elevated platformlining the front.

The pl atform gi ves the wheel chair-bound teacher, RAYMOND
THOWSON (I ate 50s) a greater ability to wite on the

bl ackboard. A handsome African-American who carries hinself
with a quiet dignity.

There is no class in session. There is only Raynond who,
fromatop the platform wites sonme biographical facts about
W | iam Shakespeare on the bl ackboard.

STANLEY
Schools will never | earn.

Raynond turns his head. A broad sm|e commandeers his face.

STANLEY ( CONT' D)

Shakespeare? |'m surprised student
bodi es haven't collectively rioted
by now.

RAYMOND

What are you tal king about? You
| oved Shakespeare.

STANLEY
Yeah, that's why | was engulfed with
friends in school.

RAYMOND
Wwell, fortunately, your |ove of
classical literature outwei ghed your

need to be popul ar.
Raynond taps the bl ackboard. ..

RAYMOND ( CONT' D)
Now, this assignment | have for
tonorrow s class, this is on one of
his | esser known. M ght even stunp
the |ikes of you.

Stanley grins, crosses to one of the desks, sits.

St anl ey and Raynmond exchange piercing | ooks. The gauntl et
has been thrown down.



RAYMOND ( CONT' D)
"Love all, trust a few, do wong to
none; be able for thine eneny rather
in power than in use, and keep thy
friend under thy own life's key; be
cheque' ed for silence, but never
tax'd for speech.”

St anl ey ponders. Raynond grins. Then..

STANLEY
"Moderate | amentation is the right
of the dead, excessive grief the
enenmy to the living."

RAYMOND
(a hearty | augh)
You are good.

STANLEY
Yes, well, | actually prefer his
tragedies to his conedi es.

Raynond turns, wheels the chair toward the ranp.

RAYMOND
That's because you've al ways had a
bit of a cloud over your head.

STANLEY
O it could be because |'ve spent
the afternoon neeting with famlies
about their lost |oved ones.

Raynond wheel s down the ranp, to Stanley's side.

RAYMOND
Yes, of course. This can't be an
easy trip. So good to see you.

They shake hands.

STANLEY
Thanks for neeting with me.

RAYMOND
Absolutely. M w fe's got dinner
for us. That is, if you don't mnd
giving ne a lift hone.

EXT. THOWSON HOMVE - DRI VEWAY - EVEN NG

Raynond's wi fe, CASSANDRA (late 50s), waits expectantly at

the front door.

40.
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Stanley's car pulls into the driveway. Stanley exits, pops
the trunk, pulls out Raynond's wheel chair and brings it to
t he passenger's side door.

I NT. THOWPSON HOMVE - DI NI NG ROOM - LATER

St anl ey, Raynond, and Cassandra are seated at the dining
roomtable. Atop the table are remmants of a savory neal

Stanl ey and Raynond are in the mdst of a discussion.
Cassandra |istens, though appears a bit unconfortable with
t he subject matter.

RAYMOND
Actually, no, | didn't really know
Jason all that well. | did have him

in an Intro to Lit class. WMt nuch
of an inpression. Nothing that would
have led nme to think he was vol atil e--

CASSANDRA
(i nterrupts)
You won't forget to take your
nmedi cine, right? And the new
prescription, don't forget that--

RAYMOND
Yeah, | got it, babe. Eight o'clock.

There's an unconfortable pause in the conversation. Stanley
smles at Raynond and Cassandra. She smiles back politely.

STANLEY
(to Raynond)
What about that day? | often have a
hard time piecing it together.

This line of inquiry vexes Cassandra even nore. Stanley
gl ances at her, notices this.

RAYMOND
Yeah, sonetines | do, too, |... you
know, it's odd, but little things I
renmenber. The door was ajar.
Normally, | close it all the way.

As Raynond rem ni sces, Cassandra keeps her eyes focused on a
particular spot on the table. Cearly troubled.

RAYMOND ( CONT' D)
And it's not the guns that stick in
ny mnd. It's his face. He didn't
have any real expression at all.

( MORE)
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RAYMOND ( CONT' D)
Just | ooked |ike some guy wal ki ng
down the street. Hi s damm face | ooked
so i nnocent that the weapons didn't
even register at first--

The di scussion is interrupted by the sound of Cassandra's
chair |egs scraping agai nst the hardwood floor. She rises
fromthe table...

CASSANDRA
(upset)
Pl ease excuse ne. It was good to
see you again, Stanley.

She crosses to the kitchen.

STANLEY
(rises)
I"msorry, Ms. Thonpson.

Stanl ey | ooks to Raynond, who offers a reassuring expression.

RAYMOND
No, it's fine. Just give me a second.

Raynond wheels his way into the kitchen after her.

Stanl ey sits back down, buries his face in his hands. He
t hen gl ances toward the kitchen, overhears indistinct arguing.

Stanl ey stands, crosses to the wall next to the kitchen area
where several photos are hung. The real reason, of course,
istotry and listen in on the fight...

CASSANDRA (O S.)
You shoul d never have agreed to this.

RAYMOND (O S.)
He's a nice young man, Cass--

CASSANDRA (O S.)
| know, but that's not the point!
These questions are not doing you or

me any good! | need himout now
STANLEY
(under his breath)
Fuck.

Stanl ey gl ances around the room Unsure. Then exits.
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EXT. THOWSON HOVE - DRI VEWAY - MOMENTS LATER

Stanley funbles with his keys as he crosses to his car.
Raynond wheels up to the house's screen door. Calls out...

RAYMOND
St anl ey!

Stanl ey stops, turns, and wal ks a few paces back.

STANLEY
M. Thonpson, I'msorry. | shouldn't
have cone here.

RAYMOND
It's not about you. Pl ease.

Stanley remains frozen in place under his former teacher's
pl eadi ng gaze.

EXT. THOWSON HOVE - PORCH - N GHT

Raynond and Stanley are perched on the front porch, Stanley
on the porch swing. Raynond nurses a beer while Stanley
hol ds a bottle of spring water.

RAYMOND
This is kind of personal, so none of
this gets witten about, okay?

St anl ey nods.

RAYMOND ( CONT' D)
W noved here from Boston. Roxbury,
actually. Fairly rough nei ghborhood.
Cassandra was worried about our son
growi ng up in that

STANLEY
How i s Shaun?

RAYMOND
Good. Lives up in Rochester now.
Anyway, back in Boston, | was teaching

inthe city. Wrked with a |ot of
great kids. Cass had a good job,
too. But she was scared for Shaun.
Because of gang activity nostly.

STANLEY
M5- 137
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RAYMOND
(nods)
My sister-in-law was living over in
Hornell. Cass insisted we nove.

Stanl ey unscrews the cap fromthe bottle, takes a drink.

RAYMOND ( CONT' D)
| understood the need. But | didn't
want to | eave those kids | thought
still needed me. | asked if we could
| ook around for another place in
Bost on, but she woul dn't budge.

Raynond takes a swi g of beer.

RAYMOND ( CONT' D)
Overall, it's been fine here. The
first couple years, though, | was
bitter. One norning, we had a really
bad fight. | was on about having to
sacrifice a career | |oved and the
kids | left behind. She |ooked at
me, raging, finally said "You don't
really care about the kids you teach
It's all about your ego."

Raynond shakes his head at the nenory... too vivid.

RAYMOND ( CONT' D)
That cut deep. | was nmad, | nean...
how coul d she think that? | knew
right away she wanted to take it
back. | didn't give her the chance.
Just left, headed for school.

The frown on Raynond's face subtly norphs into a soft smle.

RAYMOND ( CONT' D)

But as | was driving, | realized she
only said it 'cause she was scared
for Shaun. And | renenbered why I
married her.

(takes a swi Q)
By the tine | got to school, | wasn't
angry anynore. | knew exactly what
woul d happen when | got hone. We'd
| ook at each other, forgive wthout
having to say a word.

The teacher glances at his former student. Stanley notices
the glassiness in the eyes. It hits him

STANLEY
But that was the norning.



Stanl ey | eans back on the sw ng,

RAYMOND
Yeah. M life was turned upside
down in a split second. Took a |ong
time to fight nmy way back. But that
nonent upended her world, too.

RAYMOND ( CONT' D)

Amazi ng how so much can hinge on
timng. A wfe tells her teacher
husband that he doesn't care about
his students, only his ego. That's
the | ast thing she says to himuntil
hours | ater, when she gets a call,
is told her husband's spine has been
severed by a bullet. That he'l
never wal k agai n, never be the sane.
And it happened because he junped in
front of a gunman for his students.

(beat)
| didn't do it because of what she
said. Don't knowwhy | did it,
everyt hi ng happened so damm fast.

RAYMOND ( CONT' D)
Cass cane into ny hospital room did
not shed a tear. Said we're gonna
deal with this. Helped ne through
all the rehab. Day after day. But
she won't tal k about that norning.

Stanley starts to speak, but stops. The painful
too acute for any conforting words he could inpart.

RAYMOND ( CONT' D)

Every day... whenever she hel ps ne
in and out of bed, in and out of the
car, when she cooks, cleans, takes
me to the doctor, every tinme it's
anot her rem nder.

(a sad smle)
She's strong. But that's not al ways
a blessing. If she doesn't want to
put down that burden, no one's gonna
make her.

RAYMOND ( CONT' D)
I had this... grand romantic plan
once. W used to love to go dancing.
( MORE)

45.

Raynond gl ances out into the darkness. Reflects...

a pai ned expression.

rem ni scence

Stanl ey nods. They sit silently. Raynond begins to chuckl e.
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RAYMOND ( CONT' D)
Both big Etta James fans. | have
this old forty-five of "At Last."

Raynond and Stanl ey both smle.

RAYMOND ( CONT' D)
Once, when she was in the kitchen
cooking, | put the record on. Wen
she canme out, | was sitting here,
hol ding a rose, had nmy hand out...
(gestures)
Li ke this, asking her to dance. |
was just hoping she'd sit on nmy |lap
and we coul d wheel around. Sort of
a handi cap sl ow dance, right?
(beat)
She wasn't having it. The |ook on
her face, hooo boy. Daggers. Never
bot hered to try that again.

They sit in an awkward silence for a few seconds.

STANLEY
Maybe the rose was a bit nuch--
RAYMOND
(1 aughs)
Yeah, | think it was. | know it was
a strange thing to do, | just...

Both sit in contenplative silence, absorb the sentinent.

STANLEY
| shoul d probably get going.

Raynond wi pes his eyes, then | ooks at Stanley, smles. They
shake hands. Stanley stands, crosses to his car. As he
opens the door, Raynond call out...

RAYMOND
St anl ey?

STANLEY
Yeah?

RAYMOND

Do you really have a hard tine
renmenbering that norning?

STANLEY
| do. | blocked a lot of it out.
Sonetimes I'lIl read The Rising again,

and it's like I'mreadi ng sonmeone
el se's story.
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RAYMOND
That's not good.
STANLEY
| know. But | don't knowif it's

fi xabl e.

Stanley enters his car, starts the engine, pulls out and
drives off. Raynond watches, concerned.

I NT. GRANDVA RUTH S HOUSE - STANLEY' S BEDROCOM - N GHT

Stanl ey stands before the wi ndow, gazes out onto the calm
qui escent nei ghborhood. Deep in thought.

His | aptop sits opened atop a small desk opposite the bed,
the light fromits screen beckons. He pays it no mnd.

Stanl ey reaches into his pocket, retrieves his cell phone.
Dials a nunmber, holds it to his ear. Voice mail..

MAE (V. Q)
nme. Leave a nessage, that's

After a couple seconds, the voice nmail BEEPS. Stanley keeps
t he phone pressed to his ear. Doesn't respond. Seconds
tick. He waits... waits... then hangs up.

St anl ey pockets the phone, crosses to the desk, sits before
the | aptop, stares at the blank screen.

I NT. JASON GRANGER S BEDROOM - N GHT - TWENTY YEARS AGO

The door opens, Jason enters. Backpack slung over his

shoul der, a bag of fast food cradled in his hand. He cl oses
the door, twists the dead bolt, seals hinmself in. Tosses

t he backpack onto his bed, the food onto his desk.

The room has a gloomy air. The only illum nation comes from
an unobtrusive floor lanp situated in the corner.

Jason | eans against the wall, renoves his sneakers, then
crosses to the full length mirror. He pulls off his

W ndbr eaker, then his shirt...

Brui ses pepper various parts of his body. Remmants of an
unfortunate altercation.

Jason studies his body wounds in the mrror. As always, his
face betrays no enotion.

He turns, crosses to his desk, sits, fires up the desktop
conputer. The bag of fast food awaits beside the nonitor.
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Jason types. A web browser appears on screen. On the
browser, a web community page pops up entitled "The Cat Cave:
Life and Laughs with the Angelica Hi gh School Jaguars.”

He opens his desk drawer, renoves headphones and a portable
CD player. He places the headphones on, activates the player
from whi ch Johann Sebastian Bach's Suite #3 enanates.

Jason scrolls through a cluster of photographs of his high
school classmates. He reaches for the bag of fast food,
renoves a cheeseburger, unwaps, takes a bite, chews,
continues to scroll...

Dances, parties, sporting events, artistic celebrations,
even hallway hijinks are included in the digital collage.

As al ways, Jason remai ns stone-faced. No betrayal of enotion.
He clicks on a link. The photo array vani shes and a nessage
board pops up. Sone of the topics include "lIdeas for This
Year's Prom Thene", "Your Post-H gh School Plans", "Seniors,
Share Your Favorite Menories", and so forth.

Jason stares, chews his burger, takes a sip of soda.

He sel ects another link. The screen switches to a nmenu of
chat roons. One by one, Jason clicks on a few of the roons..

One room has sone perpetual partygoers tal king about this
weekend's "totally awesome" kegger. Another has a couple
students di scussing homework. He clicks on a third...

There is only one person in this chat room screen name is
lonely n lost. Jason's screen nane is Phoenix_Sire_ 82.

Jason stares at the monitor. No enotion on his face.

On the screen, the word "hey" appears. Followed by "u hate
life 272"

Jason stares. Doesn't type a response.

After a few seconds, "nobody understands" appears. A few
nore seconds pass, then "u there?"

Jason continues to stare. No reaction, no enotion.

On the screen: "don't wanna be on this earth anynore"”
followed by "will u talk 2 me?" Then: "lonely".
A few seconds after that: "please".

Jason doesn't respond, watches the screen a few nore seconds,
then clicks the chat room w ndow cl osed, takes the | ast
remai ning bite of the burger, types again..



49.

The screen changes to a website selling a variegated array
of assault rifles and amunition. He scrolls through the
i nventory.

After a few seconds, he clicks out of that w ndow, |eans
back. Wth the nusic still playing, Jason slips the portable
CD player into the wai stband of his jeans, stands, crosses

to the footl ocker, unlocks, opens, renoves the revol ver

Jason steps up to the full-length mrror. The rooms
delimted light fromthe floor |anp casts dark facial shadows,
gi ves hima somewhat m natory presence.

This tine, Jason points the revolver toward the mrror, as
if he were gunning down the reflection.

I NT. CGRANDMA RUTH S HOUSE - BEDROOM - MORNI NG - PRESENT DAY

Stanley jolts awake to the sound of his cell phone ringing.
He reaches over, answers...

STANLEY
(i nto phone)
Hodge.
(1istens)
|'"msorry?
(1istens)
Uh, yeah. | know him of course.

St anl ey | ooks bewi | dered.

STANLEY (CONT' D)
(i nto phone)
Yeah, | can definitely do that.
Just let ne--

He scranbl es out of bed, crosses to the desk, grasps his
note pad and pencil.

STANLEY (CONT' D)
(i nto phone)
Let me get sone information here.

I NT. GRANDMA RUTH S HOUSE - KI TCHEN - MORNI NG

Wth the dexterity of a seasoned chef and the confidence of
a coxswai n, Ruth noves about the kitchen, prepares breakfast.

Stanl ey enters. Surprised.

STANLEY
You haven't |ost a step.
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RUTH
I will not let the Wnter of Life
bring me down.

STANLEY
Don't think you've hit that season
quite yet.

He sits at the table.

STANLEY (CONT' D)
Do you renenber Henry Pickering?
Lost his daughter in the shooting?
Went on a news blitz tirade against
Jason's parents? Trashed their house
a few tinmes, scream ng about how God
woul d judge t hem

Ruth takes a quick break from preparations, turns to Stanl ey.

RUTH
| do. Poor man. | renenber he wasn't
a fan of your article.

(beat)
WAs a nice man, but losing his girl,
that sent hima bit over the edge. |
always felt a little unconfortable
seeing himafter that.

Ruth turns back to the stove, tends to the scranbl ed eggs.

RUTH ( CONT' D)
He sure wouldn't |ike what you're
doing now. dad you don't have to
run into him-

STANLEY
He wants to neet ne.

Rut h pi nwheel s back to Stanley. Flabbergasted.
STANLEY (CONT' D)

Yeah, his personal assistant just
called. W set up a neeting.

RUTH
| thought he retired and noved away.
STANLEY
He did. Has a cabin on Skaneatel es
Lake. I'mflying out of Dansville

| ater this norning.
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RUTH

Flying? You get sick if aroad is

t oo curvy.
STANLEY

So, I'Il get sone Dranmam ne.
RUTH

How di d he know you were in town?
STANLEY

(shrugs)

Still knows people. Hears things.

RUTH

You' re actually | ooking forward to

sitting down with hinf

STANLEY
Coul d be a good angle for

the story.

A pinch of controversy? M ght work.

Rut h pauses, grabs a lid, covers the eggs, then crosses to

the table, sits. A |ook of doubt.

RUTH
I"mworried about you. |

She takes his hand.

don't think

you' re approaching this in the right--

STANLEY
I"'mfinding the story.

RUTH
But what about you? This

was

sonet hi ng that changed your life--

STANLEY
G andma, |'mfine.
She stares at him |In her eyes... |love, anxiety, melancholy,

and hope wagi ng war with one anot her

Ruth sm | es, caresses her grandson's cheek.

She stands, conposes herself, returns to breakfast

preparati ons.

RUTH
Just prom se nme one thing.

That you

won't nmake any remarks about his

devotion to the church--
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STANLEY
| don't have a problemw th people
who believe in God, you know that.
You're a believer, and you're one of
the nost inportant things in ny life.

Ruth takes the frying pan, crosses to the table, scoops the
eggs onto two plates that have al ready been set.

STANLEY ( CONT' D)
And you gotta admt, M. Pickering
isalittle... extrene in his views.
He hates honpbsexual s, athei sts.
Wwn't even tol erate agnostics, called
t hem "chi ckenshit atheists."”

Ruth crosses to the sink, places the pan into it, returns to
the table, pulls the chair closer to Stanley and sits.

RUTH
You' ve al ways been a sensitive boy,
but you never could resist a little
jab when it cane to the spiritual

STANLEY
No, | only have a problemw th people
who nmake an obnoxi ous display of it.
Who wear crucifixes and sport bibles.

Ruth takes a gentle hold of his arm

RUTH
Yes, and through years of cl eaning
your bl oody nose after unnecessary
fights, will you please renenber
what | tried to teach you?
(beat)
Rermove yourself fromthe situation

STANLEY
One, 1'd like to think a sixty-year-
old man won't punch nme in the nose
and two, we're gonna be in his cabin
in the mddl e of nowhere, | don't--

Ruth cups his cheeks in her hands with surprising vigor.

RUTH
St anl ey. ..

STANLEY
(recites by rote)
| promise, if | see a crucifix
anywhere, | will find a way to renove
nysel f fromthe situation.
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RUTH
Good. Now eat.

EXT. RETAI L WAREHOUSE - MORNI NG

Stanley's car pulls up to the enpl oyee entrance.

| NT. RETAI L WAREHOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

Devin renoves nerchandi se fromone of the shelves, places it
onto the front of a forklift. Sweat stains his underarns.
He appears irked at having to performsuch a m ndless,
quotidian task. This is not for a nanager.

St anl ey approaches. Devin sees him..

DEVI N
Your boy's not here. Called out
si ck.

STANLEY
Ah, shit.

DEVI N

Vel |, you know where he lives. Wy
don't you drag his ass out of bed,
do us both a favor?

STANLEY
Headi ng out of town. Day trip.

DEVI N
"1l have himcall you when | speak
to hi m agai n.

STANLEY
Thanks.

Stanley turns, starts to wal k away.

DEVI N
I"msure he'd love to... hop on down
and see you.

Anot her surly snicker fromDevin. Stanley stops, turns,
marches a few paces back to him

STANLEY
| know you and he didn't really get
along in school, but would it kil
you to dial it back a little?

Devin stops working, turns to him Leans agai nst the shelf.
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DEVI N
Now, there's the real Stanley Hodge.
Putting on airs. Fane really went
to your head, didn't it--

STANLEY
(scoffs)
You're kidding, right? 1 didn't
wite that to be famous. Nice of
you to forget, but I was a victim of
t he shooting, too.

DEVI N
Vll, even if | forgot, there isn't
a single person in the country who
couldn't rem nd ne.

STANLEY
We're both adults. Physically, anyway--

DEVI N
(a derisive | augh)
You know, your friend doesn't have
the flu. He's hungover. Again.

For a brief nonent, Stanley appears concerned. Quickly
regai ns his defiant conposure.

DEVI N ( CONT' D)
Every single night. Getting drunk,
picking fights. @uy's gonna end up
dead in an alley--

STANLEY
Wth everything he's been through--

DEVI N
(scoffs)
What he's been through, what you've
been through. | went through it,
too. N ce of you to forget that.

Devin turns, |oads nore itenms, then pivots back to Stanley...

DEVI N ( CONT' D)
Remenber those support groups the
school set up in the weeks after? |
tried going to one. Sally Kingsbury
net ne at the door. She turned ne
away. Told me it wasn't a good idea
for ne to attend. Said sone girls
m ght get enotional, and that it
wasn't appropriate for ne to be there.
Even t hough everyone el se was.

( MORE)



DEVI N ( CONT' D)
Yeah, | got the message. Wo would
want to bare their soul to an ugly
fat kid, right? GQGuess there's a
pecki ng order, even in grief.

STANLEY
| didn't know that.

The two men stare at each other, each taking in the view

from a new perspective.

DEVI N
Like I said... I'Il have himget in
touch with you

Stanl ey nods, turns, starts to wal k away.

DEVI N ( CONT' D)
You're a smart guy, Stanley. You're
noral. And you care. The probl em
is, none of those mean nuch if you
don't have all the information.

St anl ey acknowl edges the sentinent, turns, exits.

EXT. DANSVI LLE Al RPORT - TARMAC - DAY

A calm clear sky hangs over the regional airport.

and a PILOT approach each ot her, shake hands.

Pl LOT
You Stanl ey?

STANLEY
Yeah. Is this where |I'm supposed to
be? Went to the termnal, | was

told to cone this way.

Pl LOT
(1 aughs)
Yeah, it ain't a commercial flight.
Way too short. | work for Henry.
You ever flown in a Cessna?

STANLEY
Never.

Pl LOT
Ah, you'll love it. Cone on

EXT. SKY OVER CENTRAL NEW YORK STATE - DAY

The Cessna 162 Skycatcher sails through the air.

St anl ey

55.
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| NT. CESSNA - CONTI NUQUS
The roar of the engine thunders throughout the cockpit.
Stanley and the pilot sit notionless, both under the aegis
of noi se-cancel i ng headsets.

The pilot couldn't be nore relaxed. Stanley's hands remnain
clutched to his knees like they were stress balls.

Stanley turns his head, |ooks out the w ndow, then down,
then sits back again and stares strai ght ahead. Nervous.

He takes a deep breath, glances about the cockpit...
Dangling fromone of the knobs is a crucifix.

Stanley steals a slightly distraught glance at the pilot,
t hen | ooks again at the dangling crucifix.

PI LOT
(noti ces)
That's ny co-pilot.

They both [augh. Stanley's laughter stens from stress.

PI LOT ( CONT' D)
Catholic? Presbyterian?

STANLEY
Actually... I'"man atheist.
Pl LOT
(1 ooks at him
Wow.
STANLEY
Hope that's not a probl em
PI LOT
Not at all. | don't judge. Heck, I
admre your courage. | wouldn't
dare go up in a plane w thout saying

a prayer.

Stanley smles. Then, as he considers the statenent, his
expressi on changes to sonewhere between perplexity and terror

STANLEY
But you... you still have a | ot of
training as a pilot, though. 1In

case sonet hing goes wong?

Pl LOT
(adj usts his headset)
Say agai n?
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STANLEY
Training in this aircraft, | nean.
You have a lot of tine init?

Pl LOT
(checks hi s watch)
It's twel ve-twenty-one.

Stanley's face = dunbfounded. He sits back. Wen will that
Dramam ne kick in?

EXT. SKANEATELES AERCDOME - DAY

Stanl ey and the pilot disenbark the Cessna. Stanley gl ances
around, shields his eyes fromthe sun.

About fifty feet away, adjacent to the main hangar, an ol der
gentl eman stands beside a pick-up truck. Dressed in a flannel
shirt, blue jeans, hunting cap. H's arnms crossed, sunglasses
mask his eyes. A forbidding deneanor..

This is HENRY PI CKERI NG (early 60s).

Henry renoves his sungl asses, surveys the reporter with flinty
eyes. Stanley offers a subtle nod in return.

I NT. PI CKERI NG CABI N - DAY

Henry's retirenent retreat is a small, nobdest but cozy abode.
Beyond gi ant floor-to-ceiling windows at one end is a subline
vi ew of Skaneat el es Lake.

Stanley is seated beside a grand fireplace. He thunbs through
a photo al bum of Henry's daughter, CHARLOTTE.

From behind the wet bar in a corner, Henry pours hinself a
whi skey. He sneaks a quick glance at Stanley, then |ooks
back down as he pours.

HENRY
You sure you don't want anything
stronger?

STANLEY

Water's fine, thanks.

Henry reaches into the mni-fridge beneath the bar, renoves
a bottle of spring water, then energes, crosses to Stanl ey,
hands himthe water and takes a sip of his whiskey.

He stands above Stanley, watches over his shoul der as the
reporter stares at photos of Henry's deceased daughter..

Stanl ey stops at a picture of Charlotte at ten-years-old.
The photo shows her in a loving enbrace with her MOTHER
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Smiles fromear to ear on both.

HENRY
She was a special girl.

Henry crosses to the large recliner on the other side of the
fireplace, sits. The two nen are now seated face-to-face.

HENRY ( CONT' D)
| remenber the day we took that.
She had gotten a good grade on an
essay. It was on who inspires her
the nost. She wote it about Jesus.
Never seen her wite or tal k about
anything with nore passion than her
Lord and Savi or, Jesus Christ.

Stanl ey | ooks up, smles. Then returns to the photo.

HENRY ( CONT' D)
Thi ng was, she first cane hone crying
that day. Seens everyone had to
read their answers in front of the
class, and after hers, some kid raised
hi s hand and went on about how Chri st
didn't really exist, wasn't nothing
but a fairy tale. Her nonma had to
cal m her down.

Stanl ey closes his eyes, shakes his head.

HENRY ( CONT' D)
What ki nd of fourth-grader would say
such a thing?

STANLEY
| had forgotten about that.

Resigned to contrition, Stanley |ooks up into Henry's sad
but intense eyes. Henry stares back. H s inplacable
expression forces Stanley to | ook away. Unconfortable.

After a few seconds, Henry relaxes his face a little..

HENRY
Nah, don't be beating yourself up.
Your bl aspheny was no match for her
faith, anyways.

Henry finishes off the whiskey with a gulp, stands, crosses
to the window. Looks out at the | ake.

HENRY ( CONT' D)
Beauti ful out here, ain't it?
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St anl ey stands, approaches the w ndow as wel | .

HENRY ( CONT' D)
You fish? Was thinking we could
head out on the | ake, talk there.
Maybe hook us up sone trout or
whi t ef i sh.

St anl ey appears a tad apprehensive at the suggestion.

STANLEY
You and ne, al one out on the | ake?

HENRY
That no good?

St anl ey shrugs.

HENRY ( CONT' D)
" man outdoors guy, M. Hodge. |If
you don't like fishing, | got ne a
coupl e of Rem ngtons, we could head
into the woods, do a little target
practice- -

STANLEY
"Il carry the bait.

EXT. SKANEATELES LAKE - AFTERNOON

Henry and Stanley ride out onto the |lake in Henry's snall
al um num fishing boat. The outboard notor's propeller emts
a rat her soothing high-frequency cavitation noise.

Henry at the stern, his hand affixed to the tiller. Stanley
sits near the bow, admres the propitious weather.

EXT. SKANEATELES LAKE - LATER

Stanley lifts his head to catch nore of the sun. H s line
already cast. Henry grasps his pole, casts his |line out
into the cal mwater

HENRY
Yeah, this is a bit nore rel axi ng
than target practice.

Stanley smles. Still appears a little apprehensive.

HENRY ( CONT' D)
Does it surprise you?

STANLEY
What's that, sir?
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That 1'mstill a passionate gun
advocate, even after |osing a daughter
the way | did?

STANLEY
Never really thought about it--
HENRY
Bul | shit. | know where you're com ng

from all you liberal nedia types.
You think I'ma joke.

St anl ey sighs, glances away, unsure how to respond.
in the scenery instead.

HENRY ( CONT' D)
You're anti-gun, ain't you?

STANLEY
I"'mfor stricter gun | aws, yes.

HENRY
You think that woul d have made a
lick of difference in all these here
school shootings?

STANLEY
(faces him
Let's just say I'mnot a fan of the
NRA' s response to them

HENRY
Fair enough. Let me ask you anot her
question. 'Bout how many shootings

have there been since Angelica?

STANLEY
| have no idea. Countl ess.

HENRY
And after your article went national
how many peopl e you suppose read it?

STANLEY
Don't know, sir.

HENRY
Don't you think it's possible that
t hese shooters got nore influence
fromreading articles like yours and
wat chi ng the news coverage on tv?

Stanl ey grins, nods. Acknow edgnent.

Takes

60.
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HENRY ( CONT' D)
You renmenber that Tine Magazi ne cover
after Col unmbi ne? Know what | remenber
about it? The photos of themtwo
killers, they was enlarged, in color,
right in the mddle. The victins?
Their pictures were all around the
sides. Small, in black and white.

Stanley | eans forward, glances down at his feet. Pensive.

HENRY ( CONT' D)
| renmenber the date it canme out.
May third, nineteen-ninety-nine.
El even days before G anger went on
his spree. You don't think that had
sonme i nfluence on hin®

STANLEY
O course. The nedia needs to be
much nore responsi bl e--

HENRY
And I'mthe crazy old coot.

Stanl ey sits back up, |eans against the gunwal e.

STANLEY
| don't know that people think that.

HENRY
O course they do. It's why | got
out of Angelica.

STANLEY
Peopl e under st ood your | oss.
Respectfully, sir, | think they were
just getting a little scared. You
went after the Grangers pretty hard--

HENRY

Ah, ny arrests had nothing to do
with it. Country's a libera
wast el and. They hate nme 'cause |
made the unwi se decision to air ny
views in public.

(points)
Views | will not apologize for, by
the way. God's lawis the only | aw,
there should be a nandate to teach
religion in schools, and honobsexuality
is both a sin and a choi ce.

St anl ey gl ances away, sighs.
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HENRY ( CONT' D)
Sonet hi ng on your m nd?

STANLEY
Doesn't matter.

HENRY
No, please. You got something to
say, |'d very nmuch like to hear it.

Stanl ey hesitates, then exhal es audibly. Nervous.

STANLEY
If you insist.

Stanl ey subtly reaches over the gunwal e, dips his hand into

the | ake, tests the water... yeah, about fifty degrees.
Here goes. ..
STANLEY (CONT' D)
Respectfully, sir, | find your views
antiquated and offensive. | believe

t he separation of church and state
isn't there to protect the church
it's to protect the state from
fanatics, and nmy best friend in
col l ege was a honosexual. After he
came out to his father, he was beaten
so badly, he had to spend three weeks
in the hospital, so the very notion
that he woul d choose that is

absol utely fucking ridiculous. Sir.

Henry stares at Stanley. Intense. Several seconds pass.

HENRY
(furrows his eyebrows)
Were you under the inpression |
expected you to agree with ne?

STANLEY
That's a relief. So, why don't we
cut through the socio-political snall
talk. Wiy am| here, sir?

I NT. GRANDMA RUTH S HOUSE - KI TCHEN - AFTERNOON

Ruth | eans over a steam ng beef stew atop the stove, breathes
in the arona.

RUTH
Mm Yes, | am good.

She grasps the pot, dishes the contents into two bow s.
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RUTH ( CONT' D)
And I'm al ways | ooking for a reason
to hang around in the kitchen, so...

She sets the pot back atop the stove, takes hold of the bows
and brings themto the table where Mae sits.

RUTH ( CONT' D)
Beli eve ne, dear, you are not an
i mposition at all.

Mae smiles at her. Ruth sets the bows atop the table.

RUTH ( CONT' D)
| amjust so thrilled that you're
here. It's wonderful to see you

Ruth crosses to the counter, retrieves utensils fromthe
drawer, returns. Mae appears a bit anxious.

MAE
Yeah, | kind of surprised nyself by
com ng here.

RUTH
(sits)
Vell, now ! really wish Stanley hadn't
gone out to Skaneatel es.

MAE
Henry Pickering, really?

Ruth shrugs. Silence for a nonment as they begin their neals.

RUTH
He' || be back tonight. You're
staying, right?

MAE
No, | um.. | can't, I... | just
needed to talk to himabout sonething.

Mae now | ooks very troubl ed.
RUTH
(takes her arm
What's the matter, dear?
Mae | ooks Ruth in the eye, an angui shed expression.

MAE
It's not good.

Mae starts to talk, but stops. She reaches down to her travel
bag, retrieves an unseal ed envel ope.
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MAE ( CONT' D)
Wasn't sure if | could even say the
words, so | wote it down. In case.

Mae sets the envelope atop the table. Ruth stares at it,
t hen gl ances back at Mae.

EXT. PI CKERI NG CABI N - DOCKS - AFTERNOON

Stanl ey and Henry disenbark the boat. Henry secures it to
the dock. Stanley heads for the cabin, fishing rods in hand.

EXT. PI CKERI NG CABI N - REAR DECK - LATER

The two nmen sit silently on chairs overlooking the | ake and
the |ate afternoon sky. Henry now has the bottle of whiskey
in his hand, wi thout the gl ass.

STANLEY
It is beautiful country.
(1 ooks at Henry)
But you still haven't told nme why
you invited ne here.

HENRY
You didn't know Charlotte well, did
you?

STANLEY
Not really, no.

HENRY
You know G anger?

STANLEY
(hesitates)
Not well. | nean... we knew each
ot her when we were a | ot younger,
but lost touch in high school. Al ways
regretted that.

Henry takes a sip, places the bottle at his side.

HENRY
That why you nention Granger's name
eight times in your article, but
didn't nention Charlotte once?

STANLEY
(si ghs)
M. Pickering... is that what this
is about? | can't even renenber

what | was thinking when | wote...
I"'msorry | didn't nention her in--



65.

HENRY

No, no. | understand. Listen..

(l eans toward him
Charlotte was an inspirational girl.
| could give you tons of exanples of
how she changed lives. [|'d Iike you
to focus this article on her. On
all the victins, but especially on
Charlotte. Now this here could really--

STANLEY
Whoa whoa, M. Pickering, let ne
stop you there. | can't have the
content of the piece dictated to ne--
HENRY
No, | ain't saying that. |'mjust
tal king, like, re-focus the article

to center around Charlotte and her
work with the church. W have a

gol den opportunity here, son. To
really hel p people through the Wrd

of Christ. Now, | know you feel bad
about not nentioning Charlotte in

your first article, but we can rectify
that here--

STANLEY
Sir... | would |ove to hear about
your daughter, the life she |ived
and all the incredible things she
did. But the content of the story
will be decided by nme. |'msorry.

Henry's facial expression turns sour. He sits back, reaches
down for the whiskey, takes another swg.

HENRY
| remenber seeing that national tv
interview you did way back. The one
with that, uh... Di ane Sawyer--

STANLEY
Jane Paul ey.

HENRY
That's t he one.

(beat)
| remenber her saying your words
i nspired people. GGave themthe green
light to nmove forward, or sonething
l'i ke that.

Henry turns his head to Stanl ey.
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HENRY ( CONT' D)
Not everybody had that green |ight.
Dam you, son, you didn't have the
right to hel p people nove on when
not everybody could. You lived,
others didn't.

STANLEY
M. Pickering, this isn't personal.
I just can't have the piece influenced
by an agenda- -

HENRY
So don't wite it.

STANLEY
What? That's not an option, it's an
assi gnment fromny editor.

HENRY
| happen to know it ain't a done
deal. It's your choice to do the

damm thing, am| wong about that?

Stanl ey studies Henry's face. Curious. How does he know
about that?

Henry's eyes narrow...

HENRY ( CONT' D)
You gonna speak to Marilyn?

STANLEY
Marilyn G anger?
HENRY
No, Marilyn Monroe. Yes, Marilyn
G anger!
STANLEY
Yeah, |'mneeting with her tonorrow

norni ng. What does that have to do
wi t h anyt hi ng?

Tensi on nmounts between the two nmen. Henry stands, crosses
to the front of the deck, |eans over the railing to gather
hinmsel f. He turns back to Stanl ey.

HENRY
You know what she's been doing lately?
Interviews. Speeches. Saw her doing

one of themthere... Ted Tal ks or
what ever they call it. Tal king about
mental illness and-and... how schools

need to be nore aware of bullying!



67.

STANLEY
I know, |'ve seen the interviews.
It's a good thing.

HENRY
(scoffs)
Good? Tell me something, have you
been bullied in high school? Ever?

STANLEY
O course.

HENRY
Me, too. Bullying s been around
since schools were invented, for the
| ove of God, hell, ny daughter
survived bullying, so don't feed nme
that Iine of crap! Her son did what
he did because he was a nonster,
pure and sinple! And that woman has
the gall to go on tv and try to
hurmani ze hi m

Henry pauses, |ifts the whiskey bottle to his nmouth, starts
to drink, but stops, lowers it to his side and continues...

HENRY ( CONT' D)

Did you see her on Central New York
Sunrise? You see who was with her?
Jill and Patrick CGelding. Her son

killed their daughter in cold bl ood
that nmorning. The Geldings used to
be our friends, used to sit in our
kitchen with ny wife and I, all of

us trying to figure out how to keep
l[iving. Now, they're on tv with

t hat wonan? Consoling each other?

STANLEY
| think they just needed to forgive.
Find some senbl ance of peace--

HENRY
Wl |, ny daughter is too damed
i mportant for nme to forgivel

STANLEY
(hesitates)
Respectful ly, sir--

HENRY
GODDAMWN | T!

Henry turns, hurls the whiskey bottle toward the |ake.
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HENRY ( CONT' D)
Son, | don't know how you do it, but
you have a way of saying the word
"respectfully" like it's the nost
di srespectful thing in the world!
The two nmen remain silent for several seconds.

STANLEY
| shoul d go.

Henry | ooks at Stanley one final time, shakes his head, turns,
enters the cabin.

| NT. GRANDVMA RUTH S HOUSE - LI VI NG ROOM - AFTERNOON
Ruth is seated upon the couch. She reads the letter.
Mae paces at the other end of the room Distressed.

Ruth finishes, folds the letter, slips it back inside the
envel ope. She | ooks up at Mae, who continues to pace.

MAE
| amso sorry. I'mnot... | don't
want to divorce him that's not even
a consideration now, it's... | just...
RUTH

(smiles)
Take a breath, honey.

Mae stops, places her head in her hands, exhales. Then
resumes pacing. Gesticulates as she ranbles...

MAE
| wasn't |ooking to nove out, |
just... | feel like |I have to give

hi m some space. You know, for him
to work this out, to confront this.

And... | don't know, | think we both
need that, and with this job in
Brookline... | mean, it's nothing

per manent, but it could give nme tine
to think, and us some tine apart to

wor k on what each of us needs and...
| know, | just know how rmuch this is
gonna hurt him and. ..

Mae stops pacing, turns to Ruth. They nake eye contact.
Rut h mai ntai ns her soft, synpathetic smile. Mae |ooks at
her with gl assy eyes.
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MAE ( CONT' D)
I"mjust really scared of what you
must think of ne right now

Rut h hesitates, then stands, offers her hand...

RUTH
Come with ne.

I NT. CGREENHOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

Ruth and Mae stroll through the floral array. Mae stands
awe-struck at the sublimty of Ruth's hobby, admres the
Amazon lilies, African violets, Chinese hibiscus, as well as
the orchids and roses.

MAE
It's stunning.

RUTH
It's what feeds ny soul. This
greenhouse was the best thing Bil
built for me. And he helped build
our hone.

They share a soft, tender | augh.

RUTH ( CONT' D)
So tell me about this new job?
MAE
(caught off guard)
Oh, uh... it's nothing, really.

It's at a publishing house.

RUTH
What do they publish?

Mae appears confused at this |ine of questioning.

MAE
Children's books, nostly.

RUTH
You al ways did have a creative flair.
Sounds exciting, is this sonething
t hat coul d becone a new career?

MAE
(di sconbobul at ed)

["mnot, uh... I'"mnot sure. But
the point is, | don't want to hurt
Stanley. | love your grandson.
It's just that right now -
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RUTH
What is it you want, dear?
MAE
(clears her throat)
I, uh... I want Stanley to be happy.

But I want himto |let down his guard,
you know? To be able to talk to ne
about things that worry him-

RUTH
That's not what | asked.

MAE
| want... | want us to end up
together, | do. But I'mafraid we've
gotten into this... kind of pattern

where, when he's taking care of ne,
he's not really exam ning--

Ruth sm | es, approaches Mae, cups her cheeks in her hands...

RUTH

My dear sweet child. | love you
with all ny heart. And | know, as a
worman of advanced age, ny job is to
of fer sage advice in the gentl est
manner possible. But in the interest
of clarity, and respect for the fact
that | have a limted anmount of tine
left on this earth...

(calmy)
If you nmention my grandson's nane
again during the course of this
conversation, | will slap the bejesus
out of you.

Mae hesitates. Ruth smles, causes Mae to let out a stress-
relieving chuckle.

RUTH ( CONT' D)
W' re not tal ki ng about Stanl ey,
we' re tal king about you.

Ruth turns away, steps toward the collection of orchids.
She sniles, then turns back to face Mae.

RUTH ( CONT' D)
You know what feeds the soul for
wonmren? It's not |ove, although the
fifty-eight years Bill and | had
were magic.

( MORE)
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RUTH ( CONT' D)
(beat)
It's not children, either, even though
havi ng Bess was the greatest bl essing
a not her could have. Despite |o0sing
her when we did, the years we had
her were a gift from above.

Rut h approaches Mae, |ooks directly into her eyes.

RUTH ( CONT' D)

The thing that feeds the woman's
soul is the same as it is for a man.
It's purpose. It's being able to
identify sonething we want, and
al | owi ng ourselves to seek it.

(beat)
Wnen are thought of as nurturers.
W' re taught to not want things.
But when you see sonething you want,
and allow yourself to want it, that's
you telling yourself that you're
worthy. That you have val ue.

Mae gl ances downward. Ruth reaches out, lifts her chin,
stares into her eyes where tears have begun to well.
RUTH ( CONT' D)
My grandson will be okay. | know

it, even though it pains ne to see
hi m bl ocki ng people out. And if you
two are nmeant to be together, you'll
find a way there, too. But this is
about you.

The struggle to keep her enotions in check is evident in
Mae's eyes...

RUTH ( CONT' D)
I am|looking at a warm |oving, funny,
exceedi ngly tal ented, bright,
beauti ful young worman who can be
very hard on herself, and has been
t hrough hell and back. But she's
standing here. Strong, right in
front of ne. So there's only one
question. Wat do you want?

The fl oodgates open. Mae breaks down into her arms. Ruth
hol ds her as she cri es.

EXT. SKANEATELES AERODOVE - EVEN NG

Henry's pick-up truck conmes to a stop about fifty feet from
the awaiting pilot and the Cessna.
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I NT. HENRY'S PI CK- UP TRUCK - CONTI NUQUS
Henry shuts the engine off.

Stanl ey gl ances over at Henry, who keeps his eyes forward.
Henry's face appears gaunt, ravaged with self-loathing... a
far cry fromhis ani mated di splay during their argunent.

Stanley starts to say sonething, but stops. He sighs, opens
the door, starts to |ean out--

HENRY
My wife, Sondra... she left ne.

Stanl ey | eans back in, closes the door.

HENRY ( CONT' D)
Don't know why I'mtelling you that.
Sondra. Charlotte. | just...

Henry | ooks off into the distance.

HENRY ( CONT' D)
Sorry if | wasted your tine.

STANLEY
Coul d you do sonething for ne?

Henry | ooks at Stanl ey.

STANLEY (CONT' D)
Tell me sonet hing about Charlotte?
But not... not sonething she did for
t he church or what peopl e al ready
know. Somet hing only you know about ?

Henry takes a nonent.

HENRY
Wl |, she was wonderful in so many
ways. Hard to pick one thing.

Stanl ey eyes Henry with a penetrating gaze... alnmost willing
the man to think of something. Henry thinks some nore.

HENRY ( CONT' D)

(smiles)
She had this thing where she'd..
point out to ne things she |iked.
Since she was a little girl, all the
dam tine, did it in this adorable
way. She'd point at sonething, could
be anything, she'd say "I like that,

Daddy. " -
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HENRY ( CONT' D)
Coul d be an animal, the way the sun
hit the water, shape of a cloud,
damm near anyt hi ng.
(gestures)
She'd point, "I like that, Daddy."

Stanl ey sml es.

HENRY ( CONT' D)
Figured she'd grow out of it, but
nah... even into her teens, she'd
pi ck out things she |liked, nade sure
| knew about it.

(frowns)
Sonetimes | was too distracted to
really pay attention. | think about

that, how | w shed I'd Iistened nore.

But she woul d al ways keep trying,

al ways be showi ng ne things she |iked.
(beat)

And... strange thing is, even now,

sonmetimes I'Il be out in the woods

hi king or something, and I'll see

like... | don't know, like a bird or

sonet hing. And sonehow | just know...

Charlotte woul d have |iked that.

They sit silently for a nonent.

HENRY ( CONT' D)
Those times | do see sonething
Charlotte would have liked... for a
few seconds... | ain't so angry.

Stanl ey extends his hand. Henry shakes it. The reporter
smles, exits the vehicle, crosses to the Cessna.

Henry watches himfor a nmoment, then faces forward, blinks
away the formation of tears. He starts the engine, drives.

EXT. TRUDY'S TAVERN - NI GHT

Stanley's car pulls into the parking lot, |ocates a space.

I NT. TRUDY'S TAVERN - MOMENTS LATER

For a small town bar, the joint is hopping. A few people
drink at the bar, the television tuned to a professional
basket bal | playoff game. Al but one of the booths are taken,
as are a few of the tables.

A country tune bl ares throughout the establishment.
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Near the back of the room a couple pool tables are in use.
One of the players is Scott. He talks and |aughs with a
coupl e ot her PATRONS. Boi sterous atnosphere.

Stanl ey enters. He glances around, turns his attention toward
the pool table area. Sees Scott. After taking a shot, Scott
tosses the cue stick onto the table, takes a swig of beer,
turns his head, notices Stanley near the door. Waves.

I NT. TRUDY'S TAVERN - BOOTH - MOMENTS LATER

Stanl ey and Scott are in the mdst of a conversation. Scott
speaks through a haze of snoke, carel essly waves the cigarette
perched in his fingers as he tal ks.

SCOTT

No way! You did not say that to
Henry Pi ckeri ng.

(1 aughs)
And he didn't throw your ass out of
t he boat ?

(shakes hi s head)
Hard core, man.

Stanley smles in response, but doesn't speak. He stares at
Scott, a cryptic grin on his face.

SCOTT ( CONT' D)
The hell you looking at ne |ike that
for?

STANLEY
You know, sonehow Pickering knew it
was up to me whether or not I'd wite
t he fol | ow up.

SCOTT
(alittle confused)
Ckay.

Stanl ey continues to stare.

SCOTT ( CONT' D)
Ch, you don't think--

STANLEY
You're the only one | told.

SCOrIT
Man. . .
(takes a drag)
Doi ng that investigative reporting
shit is maki ng you paranoid.
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STANLEY
Scott, | blocked out a | ot of what
happened after the shooting, but
there are two things | have a strong
menory of. One is how bad | felt
about not coming to see you after
the injury. The other is how bad
you nmust have felt when you heard
the girl you had just started dating
was one of those killed.

Scott doesn't reply. Sits stone-faced.

STANLEY (CONT' D)
You didn't think anyone knew about
you and Charlotte?

Stanl ey and Scott stare at each other, each waits for the
other to speak first. Finally...

SCOTT
Look, the guy called nme out of the
bl ue. Just asked ne if we had tal ked.
| dunno, | guess he knew we were
friends. Wasn't trying to sabotage
you or not hi ng.

Stanl ey continues to stare. A WAI TRESS approaches the boot h.

WAl TRESS
What' Il it be, guys?

SCOTT
I'll have another beer. And...

Scott |eans toward the waitress, speaks in a faux
conspiratorial fashion... |loud enough so Stanley can hear.

SCOTT ( CONT' D)
See this guy here? | did himwong,
so | gotta make it up to him Gve
hi m anyt hi ng he wants. [It's on ne.

STANLEY
(to the waitress)
Just an ice water, please.

SCOTT
Yes! That is on ne.

The waitress turns, heads for the bar.

Scott smles at Stanley. The expression isn't returned.
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SCOTT ( CONT' D)
Cone on, man. | didn't know that
stuff was a secret, okay?

STANLEY
(hal f-smles)
Yeah, well... | always had a hard
time figuring what a church-going
girl like Charlotte was doing with
soneone who's... not exactly virtuous.

SCOTT
Hey, if you don't sin, Jesus died
for nothing, aml right?

They both chuckle. Neither speaks for a couple seconds.

STANLEY
"' mdoing the fol |l ow up.

Scott's face turns solemm at this news.

SCOTT
Good. Good for you.
(takes a drag)
You' |l be the town fol k hero again.

Scott takes a final drag of his cigarette, taps it out in an
ashtray, reaches into his shirt pocket for another cigarette,
lights up. Sone latent hostility toward Stanley's deci sion.

STANLEY
You okay?

Scott ignores the question, blows nore snoke into the space
between them The haze becones thicker.

SCOrIT
You? You were smart. You knew to
duck. | was in the cafeteria. Heard
the shots, but for sonme fucked up
reason, | didn't run
Scott gl ances out the window. .. a haunted | ook in the eye.

SCOTT ( CONT' D)
Granger wal ked in, started shooting,
and | get hit twi ce, one of which
lands a millineter fromny dick.

The waitress returns with the drinks. She sets them upon
the table, turns and heads for another boot h.



Scott breaks into raucous |aughter.
with pursed |ips.
| aughter slowy begins to fade..

SCOTT ( CONT' D)
You suppose he was aining for there?
Because of ny, you know... prowess?

STANLEY
| don't think Jason Granger gave a
rat's ass about your prowess. Shitty
luck is all.

SCOTT
(takes a swiQ)
You did okay with the | adies.

STANLEY
Oh pl ease- -

SCOTT
Nah, you did. Had that one nmisfire,
t hough. That goofy chick who |ived
across the street fromyou. Wat
was her name? You know, that nousy
thing with the frizzy hair, the one
who used to coll ect bugs or sone
shit? Mae! Me Katz! Goddam,
man, | can't believe you dated her...

SCOTT ( CONT' D)
(residual chuckl es)
Yeah, that was... that was just...
(slowmy realizes)

ahhh... you married her, didn't you..

(beat)
Goddanmm, |'m an even bi gger di ckhead
than | was twenty seconds ago. Hey,
to make it up to you, I'Il let you

beat ne at pool --

STANLEY
No, | gotta go. Tired.

SCOTT
Seriously? You have propeller-1lag
or sonething? Couldn't have been
nore than a thirty-mnute flight!

STANLEY
Li sten, why don't | drive you home?

Stares intently at his friend.

Scott's

Stanl ey stands, |ooks at Scott. Concern in his eyes.

7.

Stanl ey smles and nods
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SCOrIT
Now? It's only... fuck, | dunno,
it's early.
(hol ds up his beer)
Got about a dozen nore of these with
my name on 'em

STANLEY
Thi nk maybe you've hit your limt--

SCOTT
What ' re you, mny sponsor?

Stanley bristles at Scott's attenpt at hunor.

STANLEY
How are you getting hone?

SCOTT
'l take an Uber.

STANLEY
(furrows his eyebrows)
Angel i ca has Uber?

SCOTT
Hel | yeah, | couldn't get around
without it.
(yell's out)

HEY, WHO HERE' LL G VE ME A RI DE HOVE?
THERE' S TVWENTY BUCKS IN I T FOR YA

PATRON (O S.)
Yeah yeah, | got you covered.

SCOTT
See? Uber.

Scott guzzles the remai nder of his beer, stands, stunbles

but maintains his balance. He crosses to the pool tables,

an obnoxi ous, drunken yell as he greets the other players.

St anl ey wat ches. Concer ned.

EXT. GRANDMA RUTH S HOUSE - NI GHT

Stanley's car pulls into the driveway.

| NT. GRANDVMA RUTH S HOUSE - KI TCHEN - MOVENTS LATER

Stanl ey enters. The house is quiet, dark, still. He crosses

to the refrigerator, opens it, renoves a jug of mlk. The
fridge light illum nates the seal ed envel ope on the table.
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Stanl ey closes the refrigerator door, turns on the |ight,
crosses to the table, picks up the envelope. It has his
nane on it, along with a Post-It note. |In Gandma Ruth's
handwiting, the note reads:

"This was left for you. I'mhere if you need to talk."
| NT. GRANDVMA RUTH S HOUSE - STANLEY' S BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Dark, gloomy. The only light courtesy of the noon through
t he wi ndow.

Stanley is seated upon the bed. He |leans forward, el bows on
hi s knees, his hands fol ded over his nmouth. H's face echoes
pai n, confusion, distress. The opened letter next to himon
the bed. He buries his face in his hands.

I NT. GRANDVA RUTH S HOUSE - BATHROOM - MORNI NG

Stanl ey stands before the sink, stares at his pained
reflection in the mrror. He reaches into his toiletries
bag, renoves a bottle of aspirin, taps three tablets into
his palm pops theminto his mouth. Chugs a gl ass of water.

A knock on the door. It opens... Grandma Ruth | eans in.

RUTH
Morni ng. Sl eep okay?

St anl ey nods, takes his toothbrush, tops it with toothpaste.
Ruth stands still, eyes her grandson. Unconfortable silence.

RUTH ( CONT' D)
If there's anything you want to talk

about, |'m always here.
STANLEY
I know. Thanks, Grandma. |'m good.

St anl ey begins brushing his teeth. Ruth observes a few nore
seconds, offers an accomodating smle. She exits.

I NT. STANLEY'S CAR - MOVI NG - MORNI NG

St anl ey appears distracted as he drives. H's facial
expression is a mxture of indignation and despair.

EXT. FOREST - DAY - TVENTY YEARS AGO

The trees stand strong, mgjestic. Their branches extend
like arnms, protecting the wildlife.

Sharp wi nds bl ow through the treetops. A storm brew ng.
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Jason Granger weaves through the forestation. Coaked in
jeans, t-shirt and a Wndbreaker. A duffel bag hangs from
hi s shoul der.

He reaches a clearing, lays the bag down at his feet. Jason
kneel s, unzips the bag, renoves an assault rifle and
ammuni tion.

He fills the cartridge, locks it in place, stands, scans the
woods. His eyes rest upon a large tree. He points the rifle,
i nhal es through his nose, lets out a slow breath and. ..

A barrage of GUNFI RE echoes throughout the forest as pieces
of bark and wood splinter off of the tree's trunk.

Jason lowers the rifle, stares at the danage done. No joy.
No anger. No reaction.

The wi nd how s. Jason again scans the woods, |ocates another
target. He ains, inhales, |ets out another slow breath and...

Anot her tree sustains a fusillade of ANGRY FlI RE

Jason lowers the rifle, crosses to the second tree. He rests
hi s hand agai nst the part of the trunk that took the bul k of
the bullets. Coses his eyes...

Feel s the heat. Power. Control. No turning back now.
EXT. FOREST - MOMENTS LATER

The wi nd has picked up. Stormclouds rally in the sky. A
clap of thunder.

Jason lays the rifle against a tree, then lies on the ground,
hands over his chest, eyes on the tenebrous sky, as though
maki ng peace with the darkness ahead. This is it.

EXT. CGRANGER HOME - MORNI NG - BACK TO PRESENT DAY

The house appears fairly well-maintai ned, though nothing
about the home is ornate. I1t's the house of someone content
with obscurity. A FOR SALE sign dots the front |awn.

Stanley's car pulls into the driveway.

EXT. GRANGER HOME - FRONT DOOR - MOMENTS LATER

Stanl ey knocks. After a few seconds, the door opens...

MARI LYN GRANGER (| ate 50s) stands before him A woman with
the eyes of one who has loved fully and | ost conpletely,

with age lines that bespeak years of struggling to escape
t he abyss of the unfathomable. She offers a small smle.
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MARI LYN
St anl ey Hodge.

STANLEY
How are you, Ms. G anger?

EXT. CGRANGER HOME - BACKYARD - LATER

A rat her expansive piece of property. Just beyond the yard
lies a small pond with a dock situated at the near end.

Next to the hone is a separate two-car garage, its doors

cl osed, an SUWV parked in front of it.

Marilyn's CGol den Retriever wanders through the yard, sniffs
pat ches of grass.

Stanley and Marilyn are seated at a patio table on the rear
deck of the house. They are in the mdst of a conversation,
sips of coffee interspersed throughout the discourse.

MARI LYN
Al bany, actually. Have famly there.
After Dennis noved to Col orado, there
was no point keeping this place.
I"musual ly off giving speeches or
| ectures these days anyway.

STANLEY
| saw you on tv the other norning.

MARI LYN
It's been a long haul, but I'm
functioning again. Spent a couple
nonths witing letters to the victins,
their famlies. Broke through with
a couple people. Don't knowif I"IlI
ever be able to cone to terns with
t he pain ny son caused.

Stanl ey nods, pauses. His face a profile of trepidation.
Difficult questions... both to ask, and to answer.

STANLEY
Was there ever a tine when hatred or
anger overtook sadness?

MARI LYN
Toward Jason? Never. | know that's
adifficult thing to understand.
(beat)

My heart aches for those parents and
famlies. Aways will. M son was
so angry and in pain, and if there's
hate at all, it's at nmyself for not

being able to help him



82.

STANLEY
What do you renenber nost about Jason?

Marilyn | ooks toward the bl ue sky, considers the question.

MARI LYN
Mostly as a little kid. Just how
bright he was. Picked up things so
fast. Math canme especially easy to
him Dennis and | were astounded.
Was artistic, too. Misic, witing.
Pl ayed both piano and guitar.

A slight smle graces Marilyn's face at the nmenory. She
t hen glances off into the distance. The smle fades.

MARI LYN ( CONT' D)
I think because things cane so
naturally to himas a child, when he
struggl ed socially in high school,
he'd turn his anger on hinself.

Marilyn's dog barks a couple tines at something beyond the
pond. Watches, then returns to sniffing the grass.

MARI LYN ( CONT' D)
Aft erwards, doctors who read his
journals, they told us about how he
was | osing touch with reality. That
he wrote about hinself nore as a
Godli ke figure than a person

She traces the rimof her cup with her finger. Contenplation.

MARI LYN ( CONT' D)
He felt so alone. He was so used to
handling things on his own, | think
he just... he couldn't talk to us.

Marilyn's dog approaches her, sniffs, perches hinself at her
side. She reaches down, pets him but keeps her eyes focused
out into the distance.

MARI LYN ( CONT' D)
Peopl e tal k about warning signs, as
if they're always flashing neon. As
far as the guns in the house, how do
you apol ogi ze for sonething you don't
know? W never owned guns. | just
never thought to | ook.

Stanley remains silent. Takes a sip of coffee.
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MARI LYN ( CONT' D)
Couple times | sat down with him
asked what was wong. He'd say he
was fine, then would clamup. 1'd
say something | thought could help...
but what | was really doing, | think,

was talking to fill the spaces. To
make the silence | ess unconfortabl e.
(softly)

And he slipped through ny fingers.
Then. ..

STANLEY
Jason and | were best friends in
el ementary. Lost touch in high school --

MARI LYN
I know. But that had nothing to do
wi th what he did.

STANLEY
My closest friend in high school was
Scott Billuck. It's funny, we didn't
really have anything in common. And
| know he didn't treat Jason and
sone of the other kids very well.

MARI LYN
He didn't. Jason didn't say much
but I knew about the bullying.

STANLEY
| amso sorry--

MARI LYN
No. Jason told me you never bullied
him Had a hard tine understandi ng
why you hung out with Scott, but--

STANLEY
| should have said sonething. To
Scott. God, it sounds so stupid
now, but he was a popul ar kid, and I
didn't have any popul ar friends--

MARI LYN
You were just a boy.

eyes beseech forgiveness.

MARI LYN ( CONT' D)
Can | show you somet hi ng?
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I NT. CGRANGER HOME - GARAGE - MOMVENTS LATER

Wth the cough of the notor and the squeaky whine of the
pul | eys, the automatic garage doors slowy elevate...

Sunlight filters into the garage, cascades over a vast
col lection of itenms fromJason's childhood. H's stereo,
bi ke, guitar, books, record collection, video ganes.

Marilyn and Stanley enter. Her dog follows, sniffs around
some of the itens.

MARI LYN
Dennis is flying in this weekend.
W' re gonna go through everything,
deci de what each of us wants to keep,
what' Il be thrown out or given away.

Stanl ey inspects the itens. He crosses to Jason's old stereo
system against the wall. Presses a button, the CD tray slides
open. Surprises him

STANLEY
Didn't realize it was plugged in.

MARI LYN
(poi nts)
On the shelf, right there, that box?

Stanl ey | ocates the referenced box atop the shelf adjacent
to the stereo.

MARI LYN ( CONT' D)
Sone CDs init. Play one.

St anl ey opens the box, renmoves a CD, inserts it into the
tray, slides the tray back in...

The sound of a captivating piano solo emanates fromthe
adj acent speaker. The nel ody has a dreany, sonewhat
nmel ancholic feel, as if the nusician were yearning for |ove

or friendship well within reach but still unattainable.
Stanley listens for several seconds, turns... sees a tear
fall fromMarilyn's eye. Imediately silences the stereo.
STANLEY
|"msorry.
MARI LYN
No, please. |'ve learned not to be

ashamed of my enotions.

STANLEY
He was good. What was that song?
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MARI LYN
| have no idea.

STANLEY
(surprised)
He wote it?

Marilyn nods. Stanley continues to peruse the itens. Comes
across a faded yell ow rocking chair.

STANLEY ( CONT' D)
This was his?

MARI LYN
Uh, no. That was mne, but it's
gonna be destroyed.

Stanl ey | ooks at her, a quizzical expression.

MARI LYN ( CONT' D)
You' re looking at ne |ike you want
to know why.

STANLEY
No, no, I... it's a nice |ooking
chair is all.

MARI LYN

Dennis and | got pregnant before we
were married. | was terrified of

what ny father would think. Hardcore
Catholics, you know. After we told
him he got very quiet, went upstairs.
| thought he'd disown ne or sonething.
About a week | ater, he showed up at

ny place with that chair in his truck

As Marilyn recounts the story, Stanley circles the chair,
admres it.

MARI LYN ( CONT' D)
Built it with his own two hands.
Said he could tell | was scared about
having a child. He told ne the chair
woul d hel p both nme and the baby rel ax.
Go ahead, try it.

STANLEY
You sure?

Marilyn nods. Stanley, tentative at first, sits in the chair.
Rocks ever so gently, as though afraid he m ght danage it.
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MARI LYN
| never felt closer to Jason than
when sitting in this chair.
(frowns)
After what happened... | just couldn't
| ook at it anynore.

Stanley's face regi sters an expression of regret. He stands,
crosses to Marilyn, glances back at the chair.

MARI LYN ( CONT' D)
(remenbers)
Ch, wait.

She turns to a shelf against the wall, retrieves a notebook.

MARI LYN ( CONT' D)
This is what | wanted you to see.

She t hunbs through the pages...

MARI LYN ( CONT' D)
Uh... here.

Hands t he opened notebook to Stanl ey.

MARI LYN ( CONT' D)
There was a brief time when Jason
was neeting with the school counsel or.
One of the things he had himdo was
to wite down tinmes he was happy.
You know, sonething to focus on during
stressful noments? Look at the very
first thing he wote.

She points. Stanley reads...

STANLEY
"Time | spent with Stanley."

He continues to read.

MARI LYN
He wote that in high school. After
you and he had | ost touch.

St anl ey suddenly appears distraught. Sonething in Jason's
writings |ocks onto him..

MARI LYN ( CONT' D)
I"msure he forgave you

Stanl ey cl oses the notebook, hands it back to her. A |ook
of overwhel m ng dread on his face.
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STANLEY

| just renenbered, | have to, uh..

| gotta go. There's sonething--
MARI LYN

I's everything okay?
STANLEY

Yeah, good, uh... thank you so nuch

for taking the tine.

Stanl ey gives her a friendly enbrace, exits. Marilyn watches,
worry in her eyes.

I NT. RETAI L WAREHOUSE - DAY

Wth sungl asses nmasking his eyes, Scott stocks one of the
shelves. Al too obvious he tied one on again |ast night.

Two ot her EMPLOYEES stock the opposite shelf a few feet away.

Devi n approaches, clipboard in hand.

DEVI N
You were forty-five mnutes |ate
today, Billuck. |'m docking you.

Scott ignores him continues to work at a | ackadai si cal pace.

DEVI N ( CONT' D)
(scoffs)
Cl ean up your act.

Devin turns, starts to wal k away.
SCOTT
M ght wanna keep your eyes peel ed.
Thought | saw | shmael out there--
The ot her enpl oyees snicker. Devin stops, turns, wal ks back.

DEVI N
You got a problem scunbag?

Scott turns to him renoves the gl asses, smrks.

SCOTT
No problem Just had this flash
now. It was of you. | nmean, young

you, back in school, maybe a..
fraction thinner than you are now,
cheeks all red and shit. About to
cry 'cause the nmean kids were picking
on you.

( MORE)
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SCOTT ( CONT' D)
Then you goi ng honme to nomma, having
her try to hug you, telling you to
not mind them that one day, you'd
have school all behind you, be

successful at

sonething. And twenty

years |later, here you are. A mddle-
manager taking shit fromthe sanme
peopl e who ragged on you all those

years ago.

Devin stares at his nenesis. Keeps his cool.

SCOTT ( CONT' D)
What are you gonna do after work,

huh? Go back

to momm, get anot her

pep tal k? Maybe deal with your anger

with a... Pop

Tart? Wat do ya think?

Devin's eye twitches ever so slightly. Scott's words cut
deep, but he hol ds his conposure.

The two stare at each other. Devin grins.

DEVI N
I won't fire you, even though | know
you woul dn't mnd that.

(beat)
You know what

|'ve noticed about

you? That every tinme you take a
step, even with that cane, you w nce
alittle. Each step is a rem nder

t hat you're nowhere near the nman you
t hought you were. And yeah, this

isn't where |

wanted to end up. But

knowi ng that you're just bel ow ne...
what do | think?

Devin steps closer to Scott. They're al nost nose-to-nose.

DEVI N ( CONT' D)

Worth it.

Devin turns, wal ks away.

Scott scoffs, turns to the other enployees. They all share
a derisive laugh. He continues to stock the shelf.

EXT. RETAI L WAREHOUSE - AFTERNOON

Scott and anot her EMPLOYEE exit. They share a quick |augh,
t hen the enpl oyee heads for his car.

The wi nd has ki cked up.

A stormon the horizon
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Scott crosses back to the side of the building, |eans against
it. He reaches into his jacket pocket, renmpbves a pack of
cigarettes, takes one and, after a fewtries, lights it.

He gl ances around the lot...

Several parking spaces over, he sees Devin in his car. The
engine is off. Devin doesn't notice him Scott squints...

He sees that Devin is crying.

Scott's reaction to the sight is not one of satisfaction.
Quite the opposite. Any remmants of joy in Scott have |ong
been expunged. His face is the quintessence of self-Ioathing.

He watches for a few seconds, takes his cane, turns, |eaves.
| NT. GRANDMA RUTH S HOUSE - BEDROOM - NI GHT

Stanley is seated at the desk. Laptop open. His face gl ows
fromthe nonitor's light.

He types at a rapid-fire pace. The |ook on his face is one
of turmoil, like soneone trying to explain the
i nconpr ehensi bl e.

He stops typing, clasps his hands together, interlocks his
fingers, stares intently at the screen. He then sighs, |eans
back, runs both hands through his hair. Consuned wth doubt.

His cell phone rings. He lets it ring a few nore tines,
t hen answers. ..

STANLEY

(i nto phone)
Hodge.

(1istens)
Yes, this is Stanley Hodge. What
can | do--

(1istens)
Wait, what?

Stanl ey | ooks perplexed. He buries his face in his hand.

STANLEY (CONT' D)
Ckay, where is he now?

(1istens)
Alright, 1"l be--
(1istens)
No, it's fine. [|'Il be right there.

He hangs up, closes the |laptop, exits.
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EXT. TRUDY'S TAVERN - NI GHT
Stanley exits his car, jogs up to the entrance.
I NT. TRUDY'S TAVERN - STOREROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Pitch black. The sound of footsteps. A door opens, the
light switch is flipped...

Mounds of bar paraphernalia occupy the shelves. Stanley and
the bar OMNER enter. Scott sits slouched in the corner.
D shevel ed. Drunk. Passed out.

OMNNER
The guy he took a swing at was a
friend of his. Nobody was hurt, the
guy didn't want to nake a big deal
of it. Not a lot of nunbers in his
phone, yours was one. Sorry.

Stanl ey | ooks down at his forner high school best friend.
Lost. Destitute. Scott stirs, glances up at Stanley.

I NT. STANLEY'S CAR - MOVING - N GHT

Drops of rain begin to decorate the wi ndshield. Stanley
turns on the wipers. Eyes straight ahead. Annoyed.

Scott | eans agai nst the passenger door. Half-conscious at
best. Stanley doesn't |ook at him Fixated on the road.

SCOTT

(groggy)
Wiy did you even conme back here? To
wite some bullshit, feel-good story?
Can't resist being the fuckin' hero.
Save the parents, save the school,
save the town, the town... is fine.

Scott tries to sit up. A half-assed attenpt that vyields
little success.

SCOTT ( CONT' D)
Stop the car.

STANLEY
Just go back to sl eep.

Suddenly hit with a burst of both anger and energy, Scott
thrusts the cane toward the steering wheel.

STANLEY (CONT' D)
What the hell are you doi ng?



91.

Stanley tries to maintain control. He sees the increasingly
bri ghteni ng headli ghts of an oncoming car. Scott continues
to poke at the wheel with his cane.

STANLEY ( CONT' D)
KNOCK | T OFF!

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - N GHT - CONTI NUOUS

A honking HORN from t he opposing car avails no success, as
the cars veer toward a head-on collision. At the |ast second,
bot h vehicles swerve out of the way.

Stanley's car pulls onto the shoul der, screeches to a halt...
The passenger door opens, Scott hobbl es out.

Stanley exits as well, crosses to the other side, tries to
hel p himstand. Scott pushes him off.

SCOTT
CGet the fuck off nel!

Scott grasps his cane, begins to hobble down the shoul der.
The rain has increased in intensity.

After about ten yards, Scott turns back.

SCOTT ( CONT' D)
| know where you were today. TalKkin'
to Momma Granger. She tell you what
a poor, m sunderstood boy he was?

STANLEY
You sure didn't make his life easy--

SCOTT
PIECE! OF! SHT! That's what that
little fucker was! He slaughtered
si xteen people! Crippled nore! But
what the hell do you know, man. You
weren't there!

Scott turns, heads further into the darkness. Stanley
follows. The beans of light fromthe car are still able to
perneate the rain and fog.

STANLEY
What are you tal king about? | was
in the first goddamed room -

SCOTT
(turns back to him
Who you ki ddi ng?
( MORE)
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You didn't experience it, you didn't
feel the pain like the rest of us
did. You fuckin' disappeared for
twenty years! And sonehow you becane
this town's gol den boy!

A runbl e of thunder interrupts the argunent.

SCOTT ( CONT' D)
You know sonet hing? As nuch as |
hat ed guys |i ke G anger and Devin, |
sorta respect 'em too. Know why?
"Cause they bleed. That's how you
know t hey got sonething inside. But
you? Frozen! You are a one-nan |ce
Age, notherfucker! The only reason
we became friends? Because you were
too stupid or blind or nunb to know
when | was | aughi ng behind your back!

Scott turns, hobbl es away.
STANLEY
Okay. Al that stuff | bl ocked out?
Yeah. Coming back to me now
Especially what a prick you are!

Scott turns back.

SCOTT
Wanna take a shot at me? | don't
need this cane, I'Il kick your ass!
STANLEY

I"'mdone with your shit.
Stanley turns, starts back for the car.

SCOTT
You can't save ne, Hodge! You didn't
hel p anyone, you're a fucking fraud!

Stanl ey stops, turns to face him

SCOTT ( CONT' D)
Oh, yeah. | heard it all before!
Bl ah- bl - bl ah- bl - bl ah- bl - bl ah- bl - bl ah.
No father, you couldn't save your
nmom from cancer, couldn't save your
grandfather from.. fuck, | dunno,
old age! That why you're trying to
save ne? Lookin'" for sone redenption?

Stanl ey waves himoff, turns, starts back for the car.
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SCOTT ( CONT' D)
Let me guess... probably couldn't
save your wife from whatever--

That's it. Stanley turns, charges for Scott..

SCOTT ( CONT' D)
(derisive chuckl e)
Whoa ho, there it is!

Scott tosses the cane aside, puts up his dukes. Stanley
plows into his mdsection. They tunble to the ground..

The drunken and crippled Scott is no match for Stanley, who
hurls punch after punch into his face. He cocks his fist
back for one nore bl ow, but stops...

St anl ey, shaken, stands, takes a couple steps backward.
Scott shakes the cobwebs off. Looks at Stanley, shoots him
t he nost contenptuous of grins.

Stanley turns, wal ks toward the car.

SCOTT ( CONT' D)
Where you going? If you were any
kind of friend, you'd put nme out of
ny msery right fucking now

Stanl ey stops. Turns back to himone last tine...

STANLEY
| hope you find your way. | really
do. But I'mdone with your bullshit.

Stanley turns, crosses to the car, gets in. The car merges
back onto the road, zoons away. Scott struggles to his feet,
wat ches the taillights vanish into the stormy night.

SCOTT
FUCK YOU!

I NT. STANLEY'S CAR - MOVI NG - MOMENTS LATER

Stanley wipes his face. Sneaks a quick glance into the
rearview mrror, then turns his attention back to the road.

EXT. ANGELI CA SENI OR H GH SCHOCOL - MASSACRE MEMORI AL - NI GHT

Stanley's car pulls up next to the nenorial. Merciless rain
attacks the ground.

He emerges fromthe car, staggers toward the nenorial, stops
before it. Looks up at the statue of two di straught students
consoling each other. Stares...
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EXT. ANGELI CA H GH SCHOOL - MORNI NG - TVENTY YEARS AGO
Late-nmorning. Cl asses already in session.

Jason Granger marches toward a side door. Alone. No backpack
hangs from his shoul der. Today, it's a |large duffel bag.

No W ndbreaker, either. This time, it's been replaced by an
oversi zed trench coat.

I NT. HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER

Enpty hall. Students interspersed to all the classroons.
Sone doors cl osed, others open. |Indecipherable |ectures can
be heard fromthose doors that remain open

Jason makes his way to the boys bathroom Unnoti ced.
| NT. BOYS BATHROOM - MOMENTS LATER
Jason sits in one of the stalls. C oses the door.

He unzi ps the bag, renoves a TEC-9 sem -aut omati ¢ handgun.
Di gs deeper, pulls out two fifty-two round nmagazi nes. He
slides one into his belt, locks the other in place...

At that nmonent, he hears the sound of the bathroom door
opening. Two JOCKS enter. Jason freezes. Leans toward the
bottom of the stall, peers out, sees two sets of sneakers.

JOCK #1 (O S.)
Dude, you didn't hook up with her
yet?

JOCK #2 (O S.)
Patience, man. |'Il get there--

JOCK #1 (O S.)
Thi nk you're | osing your touch.

JOCK #2 (O S.)
Fuck that. What about Syracuse, you
hear anything yet?

The door opens again, a TEACHER enters.

TEACHER (O . S.)
Where are you boys supposed to be
ri ght now?

JOCK #1 (O S.)
| have a bat hroom pass.

TEACHER (O S.)
For the both of you? Seriously?
Let's go.
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Jason peeks through the cracks around the edges of the stal
door, watches the three |eave.

He again reaches into the bag, pulls out a Smth & Wsson
9mm Shi el d handgun. He stands, tucks both weapons into the
hol sters hi dden beneath his coat.

He sits back down. No enotion on his face. Breathes in.
Br eat hes out.

I NT. HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER

Jason wal ks down the hallway, guns hidden in his coat, the
bag hangs from his shoul der.

He passes the cafeteria, glances in. |It's about half-full.
No one takes note of him He's becone skilled in the art of
obscurity.

Jason faces forward. At the end of the hall lies a door
| eadi ng out of the school, toward the bus garage. He wal ks
to the end of the hall, passes classroons on the right.

Once at the exit door, he reaches into his bag, renpves a
chain and padl ock. Careful not to attract attention, he
wraps the chain around the door's two handles, locks it...

No escape.

Jason turns, wal ks back to the other end of the hallway. He
backs up next to one of the classroomdoorways. This
particul ar door is slightly ajar.

He cl oses his eyes, a deep breath in... then out. It's tine.

He opens his eyes, pivots into the room gently pushes the
door open..

I NT. CLASSROOM - CONTI NUQUS

Raynond Thonpson | eans agai nst the front of his desk. The
| ecture is halted. The teacher turns, sees Jason. Confused
by his presence.

Jason stands perfectly still, |ooks directly at one of the
students in the front row He then reaches into his coat,

one hand sei zes the TEC-9 sem -aut omati c handgun, the ot her
takes hold of the Smth & Wesson 9nm Shiel d. ..

Eyes wi den throughout the class. No screans at first... as
t hough nobody is quite sure this is actually happening.

Raynond | unges for Jason. Not fast enough. He points the
Smth & Wesson at his assailant, pulls the trigger..
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A BULLET penetrates Raynond's chest, spins himaround. Jason
FI RES again. Another ROUND pierces his back. The teacher
tunbles to the floor.

SHRI EKS. SCREAMS. This is real now. ..

Jason points the TEC-9 toward the class, SPRAYS the room
with BULLETS. The students attenpt to duck beneath their
desks. O the four kids in the front row, three are snuffed
out. Gone. The first lives lost. Fam!lies broken forever.

More ROUNDS are fired into the back of the room several
nore kids hit. The room asphyxi ated by terror.

Jason turns, exits...
| NT. HALLWAY - CONTI NUQUS

A TEACHER approaches. Jason ains the Smth & Wesson. Upon
seei ng the weapon, he flinches, raises his hands before his
face. Jason points the gun toward the man's neck, FIRES..

He drops to the floor, blood spatters agai nst a prom banner
stretched along the wall.

Down the hall, a couple TEACHERS and several STUDENTS energe
fromtheir respective classroons, see Jason, inmmediately
charge for the exit door at the end of the hall. The door
doesn't open any nore than an inch. Chain-|ocked.

Jason wal ks toward the horrified gatherers before the exit.
He raises the TEG-9... a BARRAGE of GUNFIRE. Mre bodies
tunble to the floor. SHRIEKS fromthose still standing.
Jason pulls the trigger again. This time... enpty.

Those left at the end of the hall attenpt to force open the
door. Futile. Jason renoves the enpty magazine fromthe
weapon, inserts the second one. The act |eaves tine for

t hose before the | ocked door to think about their fate.

Once | oaded, Jason takes aim FIRES... horrified SCREAMS
just before the remaining victins fall to the floor.

Jason turns, crosses into the

CAFETERI A

Most of the kids have evacuated. Two boys remmin, they stand
adj acent to the exit, as though waiting to pounce on the
perpetrator. Upon seeing Jason, however, they freeze.

Jason points the Smith & Wesson, fires a few rounds. Both
go down, one hit near the groin.
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Jason crosses to the center of the cafeteria, hears the sound
of kids crying beneath one of the tables. He holsters the
Smith & Wesson, flips the table over..

Three of the four hidden kids attenpt to scranble away.
Jason sprays nore BULLETS fromthe TEC-9 onto his prey.

The fourth student remains on her knees. |It's the girl Jason
appeared to have a crush on. She keeps her eyes turned toward
the fl oor, tears streamng..

Jason | ooks at her. Doesn't shoot. Lowers the TEC-9. No
enmotion on his face. The girl shakes, terror rattles each
nerve. Jason takes a couple steps past her..

He stands behind her now. They face opposite directions.
She remai ns on her knees, eyes focused on the floor. Shivers.
Jason stands notionless. Doesn't turn to face her. Calm

Time slows. The seconds seemlike an eternity. Nothing.
Not hi ng.  Not hi ng. .

Then. .. Jason renoves the Smth & Wesson, turns around, FlIRES
into the back of her head. She falls to the floor. Gone.

I NT. ANGELI CA H GH SCHOOL - HALLWAY - MOVENTS LATER

Jason marches down the enpty hall. FIRES a few ROUNDS into

cl assroons he passes by, but all the roons are enpty. He
enters the

GYMNAS|I UM

It, too, is devoid of any students or teachers. Jason crosses
to the center of the gym stands atop the artwork depicting

a charging Jaguar. Takes one final deep breath...

Points the Smth & Wsson up his chin, pulls the trigger..

EXT. H GH SCHOOL - MASSACRE MEMORI AL - NI GHT - BACK TO PRESENT
The ECHO of a GUNSHOT rings out. Last remant of a ni ghtnmare.

Stanley sits on the bench before the nenorial. Drenched.
Buries his head in his hands.

EXT. CGRANDMA RUTH S HOUSE - N GHT - LATER

The rain has stopped. Fog now nonopolizes the night air.
Two beans of light slice through the mst...

Stanley's car turns, pulls into the driveway. He exits the
vehicle, starts toward the front door. As he steps up onto
t he porch, the porch light turns on, the door opens...
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Grandnma Ruth steps out. Cloaked in a white nightgown, she
| oons as an ethereal oasis in a wastel and of agony.

St anl ey backs up a couple steps, off the porch

RUTH
What happened?

St anl ey gl ances down at his drenched, bedraggl ed appearance.

STANLEY
(a sad chuckl e)
I, uh... Scott and I... had a little
di sagreenent. |'mfine.

RUTH
Cone i nsi de.

Stanley turns, starts to wal k back toward the car.

RUTH ( CONT' D)

St anl ey- -
STANLEY
I"'mfine, Grandma. You go back to
sl eep- -
RUTH
DAWN YOU!

Stanl ey turns back to her, surprised by the sudden outburst.

RUTH ( CONT' D)
You are not fi nel

Ruth's eyes burn with intensity. Stanley stands transfixed.

RUTH ( CONT' D)
| prom sed ny daughter that | would
take care of you. |'ve given you
space to deal with things in your
own way. But you are slipping away
and taki ng everyone who | oves you
down with you.

Atear falls fromRuth's eye. She nmakes no notion to w pe
it amay. Forces her grandson to w tness her angui sh.

RUTH ( CONT' D)
Every tinme you say you' re fine when
| know you're not, | feel like I'm
failing nmy daughter. There is no
greater heart break.



STANLEY
(softly)
G andma- -

RUTH
Talk to ne.

Stanl ey casts his eyes down to the sodden ground.

STANLEY
I made a ness of things.
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He sighs. Hi s shoulders sag. Can no |onger avoid talking...

STANLEY (CONT' D)
He nmade his point.

RUTH
Who, Scott?

STANLEY
(a pained smle)
No. Not Scott. Jason.

Ruth crosses to the front of the porch. Stanley renains
several feet away.

STANLEY (CONT' D)
Marilyn Granger showed ne one of his
journals. \Were he'd witten that
he cherished the tine we were friends.

RUTH
This wasn't your fault.

STANLEY
He al so wote that he didn't blane
me for abandoning him He knew t he
only reason | did that was because |
didn't know what it was |ike to be
alone. That's what he wote.

Ruth continues to stare at him Confused. Heartbroken.

STANLEY (CONT' D)
I remenbered sonet hi ng.
(beat)
Jason called ne. The day before.
There was a nessage on the machi ne.
| didn't get back, | deleted it.

RUTH
Wy ?

Heavy tears well in Stanley's eyes.
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STANLEY
(weakl y)
| don't know.
RUTH
You coul dn't have known what he was--
STANLEY
In that classroon? | was in the

front row. Jason was two feet away.
Looked right at ne.

Ruth stares into her grandson's tornented eyes.

STANLEY ( CONT' D)
| didn't survive because | ducked.

RUTH
St anl ey- -

STANLEY
He spared ne.
(a tear falls)
He spared ny life. Everyone who
died? It was so | could know what
it was like to be al one.

RUTH
You don't know t hat.

STANLEY
(softly)
| do. | saw it in his eyes. Just
bef ore he opened fire.

Stanley wipes the tear away. Ruth steps out onto the grass,
bare feet be dammed. She crosses to her grandson.

STANLEY ( CONT' D)

It is ny fault.
(begins to cry)
I"'mso sorry. |I'mall alone--
RUTH
No, no.

Stanley leans into her warmenbrace. Cries hard. A mass of
ensl aved enotions liberated in a torrent of tears.

She holds him Two broken souls adrift in a sea of fog.
| NT. GRANDMA RUTH S HOUSE - BEDROOM - NI GHT

Dar kness conmmandeers the room Stanley lies still in bed.
Awake. Eyes on the ceiling.



101.
He renoves the covers, rises, crosses to the desk, sits,
opens his laptop. The light fromthe conputer sunmons him
to express what was hidden, to bestow what was | earned..

He types. Slow at first. H s pace starts to quicken. Types
faster. Faster.

I NT. ANGELI CA TOMN DI NER - MORNI NG

Filled for the breakfast rush. Stanley is seated in one of
the booths. A manilla envel ope atop the table before him

I ndeci pherabl e conversations perneate the air, nearly drown
out the instrumental nusic playing through the speakers.

Stanl ey stares out the window. Lost in thought...
FLASHBACK - | NT. CLASSROOM - DAY - TWENTY YEARS AGO

Aftermath. Seventeen-year-old Stanley sits crouched agai nst
the wall. Traumatized. Shaking.

He gl ances around at the bodies of the innocent... kids he's
known, hung out with and | aughed wi th since kindergarten.

Cries fromthe wounded. Sobs. Many cry out for their nmom
and dad. MEDICS tend to the injured.

SWAT TEAM MEMBERS sift through the horror.

Stanl ey | ooks over, sees a team of MEDICS feverishly work on
Raynond Thonpson

No tears on Stanley's face, but rather the | ook of soneone
lost in battle. Singed by war. Someone who will never be
able to erase these inmages... pictures seared into the nenory.

At that nmoment, a gentle hand reaches down, caresses his
cheek. Stanley turns...

The hand belongs to officer Kelly Bow and. Her eyes red, a
synpat hetic, conforting smle on her face.

BOALAND
You' re gonna be okay. You're alive.

END FLASHBACK
| NT. ANGELI CA TOAN DI NER - MORNI NG
St anl ey recogni zes soneone that has just entered. He offers

a smle and a wave of the hand. The person crosses to the
booth, slides in across fromhim..
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Kelly Bow and. Now in her late 40s. Years have bestowed
age lines and winkles, though she still carries that
intensity in her eyes. Dressed in business attire.

She smles warmy at him

BOALAND
Certainly wasn't expecting this today.

STANLEY
Thanks for com ng. Hope it wasn't
too much of an inconveni ence.

BOALAND
Sone nenbers of ny staff were a little
put out, but any call fromyou, it's
worth noving a few things around.

A WAl TRESS approaches. Wth a smle and a wave of the hand,
Bow and di sm sses the possibility of ordering. The waitress
turns, tends to another customer.

BOWLAND ( CONT' D)
| was happy to hear you were back.

They stare at one another for a few seconds. Both smle.

BOWLAND ( CONT' D)
You | ook good.

STANLEY
So do you. Been follow ng your
career. Still the first one into
t he breach.
BON_AND
(smiles)
add habits.

Anot her nmoment of silence as they stare at each other.

BOWLAND ( CONT' D)
Sorry, | only have a few m nutes--

STANLEY
O course.

Stanl ey slides the envel ope across the table toward her.

STANLEY (CONT' D)
| wanted you to have this.

BOALAND
(furrowed brow
This is...
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STANLEY
The article. The followup. | wanted
you to have the first copy.

They | ock eyes.

STANLEY ( CONT' D)
Well... second copy, actually. M
editor, he has the first.

BOALAND
(a warm sm | e)
Second copy will have to do, then.

Sil ence again. They continue to stare. An AIDE, who had
been standi ng by the door, now approaches the boot h.

Al DE
(to Bow and)
It's time, Assenbl yworan.

Bowl and nods to the aide, who crosses back to the door.

BOALAND
Sorry. Full day ahead.

Anot her nonent of silence between them

BOALAND ( CONT' D)
You gonna be okay?

STANLEY
Yeah. Every day's a struggle. But
I"mmeeting the chall enge.
(beat)
Thank you.

Bow and snmiles. 1In her eyes... a | ook that betokens awe at
the man that once-frightened boy has becone.

BOW_AND
You' re wel cone.

They reach across the table, shake hands... hold the enbrace
for a couple extra seconds.

Bow and takes the envel ope, stands, heads for the door.
Stanl ey watches, smles. Content.

I NT. HODGE HOVE - KITCHEN - DAY

Mae enters, two travel bags hang from her shoul ders. She
sets themon the floor, crosses to the counter where coffee
brews. She switches the machine off, fills a cup, glances
out the wi ndow at the bright, cal mday.
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She turns away fromthe wi ndow, |eans against the counter.
Lost in thought.

Mae wal ks toward the opposite wall where a collage of pictures
hangs. Her and Stanl ey during happier tines. The nenories
educe a soft smle.

Mae crosses to the table, sits. She reaches into one of the
travel bags, renoves her |aptop. Opens, types...

She calls up her email account. A recent one from Stanl ey.
Mae clicks on it, reads...

STANLEY (V.Q)
My dearest Mae. | finished the
article. No easy answers, no words
that can quell the pain or ease the
heart break. But | know now how
i mportant this was for nme. |
realized, too, that | didn't cone
back to wite a followup. | cane
back to wite this. To you.

EXT. ANGELI CA SENI OR HI GH SCHOOL - MASSACRE MEMORI AL - DAY
Stanley's car pulls up to the nenorial.

Both Stanley and Grandma Ruth di senbark the vehicle. She
hol ds a bouquet of poppies and daffodils.

Stanl ey crosses to the passenger's side, offers her his arm
She smles, takes it. They approach the nonunents.

STANLEY (V.Q)
You are the love of ny life, Mae
Katz. |1'mso sorry for all the years
| was too paralyzed with guilt to
hear you. To confort you.

Stanl ey and Ruth approach the nenorial .

Ruth steps up to the main nonunment, sets the bouquet at the
base, steps back to her grandson's side.

STANLEY (V. Q.) (CONT' D)
It's scary how easily we can be
silenced by pain. By fear. By hate.
How seductive it can be for us to
al |l ow oursel ves to be di sconnect ed
fromour own |ives.

Stanley and Ruth walk to the nonument featuring the victins
and their bios. They take a nonment, one by one, and ponder
the lives of each one lost. As they read the bios, she gently
| eans her head agai nst his shoul der.
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STANLEY (V. Q) (CONT' D)
I know | have to let you go. The
t hought of returning to an enpty
house breaks ny heart. But | wll
never give up on us.

| NT. HODGE HOVE - KI TCHEN - DAY
Mae continues to read...

STANLEY (V.Q)
| remenber once, an adventure we
t ook when we were a couple of silly
ten-year-old kids, living across the
street fromeach other. There was
that trail behind your house.

A knowi ng smle brightens Mae's face.

STANLEY (V. Q) (CONT' D)
Your not her always said not to go
too far into the woods. Ws afraid
you woul dn't be able to find your
way back. But we just had to know
what was out there.

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - DAY

The wi nd picks up, tree branches bend to the will of an
i mpendi ng storm | eaves trenble on the branches.

Scott Billuck hobbles along the shoul der, fights his way
t hrough the current.

STANLEY (V.Q)
So, one afternoon, when we knew your
nmom wasn't | ooki ng, we headed out.
Felt the excitement of going where
we thought no one had been before.
Knowi ng each step further was anot her
step we'd have to take back.

A car approaches quickly frombehind. Scott turns, lifts
his thumb into the air, hoping for a ride. No luck. The
car speeds by. Scott hobbl es on.

I NT. THOVPSON HOMVE - LIVI NG ROOM - DAY

Situat ed agai nst one of the walls, just beneath a collection
of framed phot ographs, an ol d phonograph rests atop a cabi net.

A pair of hands holding an Etta Janes forty-five stretches
toward the player, sets the record atop it, activates the
turntable, lifts the needle, places it onto the forty-five.
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I NT. THOWPSON HOMVE - KI TCHEN

Cassandra stands before the sink, her hands vigorously scrub
a pan clean. Hears sonmething fromthe Iliving room Misic.

She lifts her head, closes her eyes. Sighs. Not again.
| NT. THOWVPSON HOME - LI VI NG ROOM
Cassandra enters. ..

Raynond has hinself positioned in the rooms center, a rose
i n hand.

STANLEY (V.Q)
As we got further out, | becanme a
little nervous. It's not the road
ahead that's scary, it's | ooking
back and not recogni zing the path
that | ed you here.

Cassandra's eyes shoot daggers. Her lips pursed. She slowy
shakes her head, inplores himwth her eyes to stop.

This tinme, however, Raynond hol ds his position. The
expression on his face is a conbination of |onging and
fortitude. The npbst penetrating of gazes. Never |ooks away.

STANLEY (V. Q) (CONT' D)
| thought about turning around, but
at that nonent... you took ny hand.
W were in this together.

Cassandra's eyes twitch every so slightly. Enotions at the
gate, inploring freedom Snall tears begin to well. Try as
she m ght, she cannot blink them away. She nouths the words
"pl ease stop."

Raynond wheels the chair closer. He reaches out to her..

She buries her face in her hands, steps toward him
si desaddl es herself upon his lap. They hold one anot her.

Fettered tears set free. The burden finally put down. The
| ong-awai ted sl ow dance. At |ast.

EXT. ROAD ALONG LAKE - EVEN NG

Henry's pick-up truck cruises down a road that abuts the
beauty of Skaneatel es Lake.

I NT. HENRY' S PI CK- UP TRUCK - CONTI NUOUS

The wi ndow down, Henry's eyes on the road.
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STANLEY (V.Q)
W went on. Deeper into the woods.
Until we cane upon the nost beauti ful
stream There was an opening in the
branches, just enough to | et beans
of light in. And trees that we could
clinb until the end of tinmne.

Sonet hi ng catches Henry's attention
EXT. ROAD ALONG LAKE - CONTI NUQUS

The truck pulls onto the shoulder. Henry glances out the
w ndow. Awe-struck. .

Of in the distance, just above the tip of a hill... a sunset.
Sonet hi ng about the way the sun hits the clouds, and the
rays of light... so sharp, so fine, as though they were

reachi ng down to caress the | and.

A view so mpgjestic and infiltrating, it's as if God wanted
Henry and Henry alone to witness it.

He stares. This tinme, no attenpt to blink away the tears.
For these few seconds... no anger. No bitterness. No pain.
Only an exquisite sight...

Yeah. Charlotte would have |iked that.
EXT. GRANGER HOVE - BACKYARD - POND - DAY

Marilyn steps onto the dock at the near end of the pond. A
portabl e CD player and a headset in hand. At the end of the
dock, the faded yell ow rocking chair awaits..

She eyes the chair. Tentative. She walks out toward the
chair, sits, places the headset on, opens the player, inserts
a disc of Jason's nusic. C oses, presses play.

Marilyn rocks back and forth, allows herself to feel close
to hi m agai n.

STANLEY (V.Q)
W played for hours. | think it was
then that | knew we'd end up together.
But neither of us could have predicted
what we'd face, the effects it would
have and the toll it would take.

Tears flow freely fromMarilyn's eyes. She continues to

rock back and forth, a synphony of thoughts and enotions

swirl through her as the nmusic flows. The love felt, the
pai n caused, questions forever unanswered...
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A struggle to conprehend the inconprehensible. To Iove fully,
wi t hout full understanding.

EXT. HODGE HOVE - PORCH - DAY

Mae exits through the front door, the travel bags hang from
her shoul ders. She starts down the steps, but stops, |owers
the bags to the ground, sits atop the steps.

STANLEY (V. Q)
Twenty years later and | have no
answers. Only what |'ve gl eaned
from ot hers who have | oved and | ost.
Just keep breathing. Keep living.
Fromone mnute to the next. Even
when | ogi ¢ demands ot herwi se. \Wo
knows what the next day will bring?
| love you, Mae. And | hope we'll
neet up again, with hearts as young
as ours were at that stream | hope.

She stares into the afternoon sky. Deep in thought...
I NT. STANLEY' S CAR - MOVI NG - DAY

Stanley rolls down the wi ndow, sticks his armout. At peace.
A newfound freedomin the wind that tickles his fingers.

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - DAY

Stanley's car cruises down the road. Toward uncertainty.
Toward possibility. Toward hope.

EXT. HODGE HOVE - AFTERNOON

Stanley's car pulls into the driveway. He exits the vehicle,
renoves his travel bag fromthe trunk. Walks toward the
porch, a melancholic expression on his face.

As he nears, the front door slowly opens...

Mae.
They | ock eyes. Tears well in both.
The | ook on Stanley's face is a nedley of enobtions... joy,

gratitude, hope, longing, all at once.
It's the ook of a man who, at long | ast, has cone hone.
FADE OUT:
THE END
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