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TEASER

FADE | N:

EXT. NEWYORK CI TY - CENTRAL PARK -- DAY
TI TLE: "APRIL"

WHEELS - smal |, rubber-coated ones - roll happily along the
si dewal k near a patch of neatly-nowed grass, noving fromleft
to right.

ANOTHER SET OF WHEELS roll by in the opposite direction,
followed by a MOM S FEET strolling al ong, which nakes sense
because these wheels are attached to--

--BABY STROLLERS. And as we rise and back away we see there
are lots of them cruising along on this beautiful Spring
day.

Sonme of the nons stop to chat, or to fuss a nonent with the
baby's bl anket. The nons are happy and the kids are healthy.

Damm, life is sweet, ain't it?
EXT. CITY SI DEWALK - CONTI NUOUS
MORE WHEELS. Bigger ones, turning slower than the first kind,

and these are also foll owed by soneone's feet, because these
wheel s are attached to--

--WHEELCHAI RS. Lots of them rolling along the sidewal k
out side a nursing home JUST ACROSS THE STREET fromt he parKk.

The attendants pushing themsmle pleasantly and nost of the

old folks in the wheelchairs smle, too; a few drool or
scow .

Sonme of the attendants stop to chat with each other, or to
fuss a noment with a bl anket.

Damm, life is short, ain't it?

| NT. HOSPI TAL HALLWAY -- DAY

STILL MORE WHEELS. Snmller |like the ones on the strollers,
but these are MOVING LI KE HELL down a tiled hallway and it's

all we can do to keep up.

The white-sneakered feet of TWO NURSES propel the gurney, for
that's what these wheels are attached to.
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Their voices are quick, tight.

NURSE #1
Who's on duty?

NURSE #2
Foster. Just got here.

And now we rise and get a glinpse of the PATIENT, a young
girl, fifteen, her face a tearful ness of pain and fear.

Her breathing is quick and shallow, but she still nmanages to
et out a primal SCREAM - -

--just as the gurney bangs through a pair of SW NG NG DOORS.
We stop, and the doors cone back on us |ike a slap.
A sign on the door: LABOR AND DELI VERY.

FADE TO BLACK:
And in the darkness - the sound of a DI ESEL ENG NE REWI NG

FADE | N:

EXT. H GHWAY REST AREA -- DAY
TI TLE: " AUGUST"

MORE WHEELS, but these are the big, sturdy nothers that carry
ei ght een-wheel ers. A hal f-dozen trucks idle in a row.

We hear an engine rev again as one of the trucks pulls away,
reveal ing a STATI ON WAGON parked beside it. It's a high-end
make and nodel .

The | uggage rack and rear area are packed with suitcases,
boxes, duffle bags, you nane it.

St andi ng next to the station wagon is MELVIN FOSTER (39), a
man who mght be attractive if he allowed hinmself tine to
smle, but who the hell has tinme for that?

Hi s clothes and hair suggest noney and class in a subtle,
non-fl ashy way, but the circles under his eyes tell a
different story -- one that fits well with the words he's
spitting into his cell phone at the nonent.
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MELVI N

(trying to get a word in)
| don't believe--this is just--am|
j ust supposed to--

(yells)
I|"'mon ny way already! Don't you get
t hat ?

(l'i stens again)
No. Phil, that's bullshit. You never
sai d anyt hi ng about student enrol | nent
| evel s. "Four courses and sone
academ c advi sing." Does that sound
fam -

(he's interrupted)
--no, you didn't. W agreed--

(agai n)
--no, | don't have it in witing. Wuat
| do have is ny life packed into a car
on the side of the New York State
Thruway on a Sunday afternoon.

| NT. STATI ON WAGON - - CONTI NUOUS
In the passenger seat is Melvin's daughter, GRACIE (14).

Somewher e beneath the over-sized headphones, heavy bl ack
mascara and purpl e-streaked hair is a young girl who -- well,
shit, she's fourteen. Wio can say what's going on in there?

One eye opens. A hand with bl ack-painted nails lifts one of
t he earphones cl anped to her head. W can hear blasting
nmusi c.

And now Graci e can hear her dad:

MELVIN (Q. S.)
Next senmester? And what the hell am|l
supposed to--?

EXT. STATI ON WAGON -- CONTI NUQUS

Melvin listens, trying to take in air. He's getting shakier
by the nonent.

MELVI N
Fi ne. Yes, fine. Fine. Are we done?
Good.

He hangs up. Squints into the norning sun. Swallows the
nmonment |i ke so much broken glass and gets back behind the
wheel .
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CUT TO
| NT. STATI ON WAGON - - CONTI NUQUS

Melvin turns the key and grinds the starter of the already-
running car. Grunts at his own stupidity. Starts to back out.

A SPORTS CAR barrels past behind themin the parking |ot,
horn bl asti ng.

He sl ans on the brakes.

Notices Gacie is watching him

GRACI E
You m ght want to check those mrrors,
Mel vi n.

MELVI N

G acie, don't.

He checks his mrrors, backs out slowy and gets back on the
hi ghway.

GRACI E
(feigning i nnocence)

Don't what ?

MVELVI N
Don't talk to nme like that. |I'myour
father. Not some jerk in your math
cl ass.

GRACI E
Vell, let's take a | ook at that. Oh,
that's right, | don't have a math
class! | don't even have a school. |

just found out two days ago that ny
dad decided to quit being a doctor,
sell our home, so he can--

MELVI N
| told you at the beginning of the
summer we needed a change and | was
gonna | ook at sone--

GRACI E
"We?" We needed? | liked ny lifel I'm
not the one wal ki ng around nunbed out,
poppi ng those little pills like--
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MELVI N
Look, | don't expect you to understand
this, but sonetinmes the prudent thing
is to step back--

GRACI E
Step back? Prudent??? You're draggi ng
me to Vernont for a job that no | onger
exi sts! Yeah, Melvin, | heard you on
the call! This is not "prudent!"”

SOUND FX: They're interrupted by a strange hol | ow THWKKA-
WOKKA- WOKKA com ng from the engine.

MELVI N
VWhat the hell...

EXT. CAR - CONTI NUCUS
The tail pi pe BACKFI RES- -
| NT. CAR - CONTI NUQUS

--and they both JUWMP, and turn to | ook out the back. Wite
snmoke is pouring out of the tail pipe.

MELVI N
Ckay. Al right...

He eases the car onto the shoul der but continues to drive at
a reduced speed.

GRACI E
Aren't you going to stop?

MELVI N
|"mpretty sure there's an exit just
over this next rise. And the snoke's
white. That can't be that bad, right?

GRACI E
| don't think you should keep driving
a car like this Melvin. It's not

prudent .
MVELVI N
Gracie! | swear...what kind of girl--
GRACI E
(aggressive)
VWhat ? ' What kind of girl' ...what?
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He shakes his head. This is hard enough. They ride in silence
a nonent, except for the increasing noise fromthe engine -
whi ch now begins to punp out white snoke of its own.

MELVI N
Damni t .
GRACI E
Si nce you' ve abandoned your question,
maybe we can explore one |'ve been
ki cki ng around: Wat kind of a man..

He | ooks at her. She | ooks back, the beginnings of a sneer on
her 1ip.

GRACI E
...runs?

He swal l ows that hunk of glass too and turns his eyes back
toward t he road.

W DE SHOT:

He was right - there is an exit. The car, still pouring
snoke, takes the ranp past a sign: "HAPVILLE - EXIT 57."

END TEASER
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11

12

EXT. ESTABLI SHI NG SHOT -- HAPVILLE, NY -- DAY 10

A quaint little upstate New York town nestled into the
foothills of the Adirondack Munt ains.

The stillness is broken by the approachi ng braaaaaattttttt of
a troubl ed engi ne.

EXT. MAIN STREET -- CONTI NUQUS 11

The "business district” is a short row of squat, brick
bui | di ngs. Chet's Barbershop. Ronnie's Diner. Vera's
Fashi ons.

Faded store awnings flap in the norning breeze |ike droopy
eyelids on this sleepy little town.

The station wagon cones around the corner, the cloud of white
snoke bi gger than before.

I NT. CAR - CONTI NUQUS 12

Mel vin sees a stooped-over old man rooting through a TRASHCAN
in front of a building sporting a sign that says "Augustus
Mat hers, MD."

He pulls over and rolls down his window Gacie is blasting
nmusi ¢ t hrough her headphones agai n.

MELVI N
(to Trashcan Man)
Excuse nme?

The Trashcan Man pops his head out, and waves away the
exhaust that is accunul ating.

TRASHCAN MAN
Looki ng for poke. A right and a left.

MELVI N
Excuse ne?

TRASHCAN MAN
You said that already.

MELVI N
Right, but...this tine | neant ...1'm
sorry, | don't know what 'poke' is,
but I hope you find it in there. But
( MORE)

Created using Celtx



MELVI N ( CONT' D)
maybe you can help nme first? I'm
| ooki ng for--

TRASHCAN MAN
Poke. Right, then |eft.

MELVI N
No, |I'm | ooking for a garage. A
mechani c.

TRASHCAN MAN
Yep. That'd be Poke McHugh. A bit
sl ower than sone, but Poke knows his
way under any hood. Don't inmagine a

differential diagnosis'll take him
nore'n a mnute, with the white snoke
and all.

MELVI N
|"msorry - "differential...?"

TRASHCAN MAN
"Differential diagnosis.' Sorry. It's
a nmet hodol ogy for ruling out various
di agnoses that mani fest common
synptons until you arrive at--

MELVI N
Yes, |'mfamliar. I'ma doctor. |I'm
just surprised that--

TRASHCAN MAN
--that what? That another doctor'd use
t he phrase regardi ng aut onotive
pr obl ens?

MELVI N
" Anot her doctor..."'
(does a doubl e-take at the sign)
Wait - you're Augustus Mathers?

DOC MATHERS
Haven't been ' Augustus' since fifty-
one, when ma died. Now I'm just Cus.
"Doc' to nost fol ks around here, but
Qus' Il do when I'mtal king to anot her
sawbones.

He reaches his hand out for a handshake, sees Melvin's
di sbelief, and realizes he's been half subnmerged in a
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trashcan for nost of the encounter.

DOC MATHERS
Ch, ny apol ogi es. Sonme kids threw
popsicle sticks in here when there was
no bag. Ants are having a party.

He wi pes the hand on his filthy pants. Melvin hesitates, then
shakes.

GRACI E
AMmv. . .isn't that nice? You nade a
friend!

The two nen turn to see Gracie has gotten out of her side of
the car and is standing a few feet away.

GRACI E
(to Qus)
Any chance | can get a decent lunch in
t hi s backward-ass town?

MELVI N
G acie. ..
DOC MATHERS
(unphased)

Ronni e' s di ner, mddle of next bl ock,
makes a nmean turkey club sandw ch

GRACI E
That' Il do. | hope they take American
noney.

She heads up the street.

Melvin is enbarrassed, but Doc Mathers waves it away with the
exhaust snoke.

DOC MATHERS
Next right, then a left. Poke'll be
there by now. You can leave it and
wal k back to nmeet your |ovely child.
(checks his watch)
|"mneeting nmy bride there in a few
m nut es nysel f.

He resunes his rummaging in the trashcan.
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10.

INT. RONNIE'S DINER -- A FEW M NUTES LATER 13
Gracie stands just inside the door

The DI NERS, nostly local farnmers and nerchants and a couple
of truck drivers, gawk at the weird-looking city kid.

GRACI E
(to hersel f)
Oh boy. ..

She | ooks around the place, then takes a seat at the counter
and grabs a nenu.

CUT TGO

Two BEAUTI FULLY MANI CURED HANDS. They dunp ol d coffee grinds
into a garbage can, then plop a newfilter and fresh coffee
into the basket and slide it into an industrial-sized coffee
maker .

These hands belong to VERONI CA "RONNI E* STAID (36), owner and
operator of the place.

Over a decade of trading the hot food for cold cash has honed
bot h her appearance and her attitude.

She notices CGRACIE at the counter.

RONNI E
You | ost, honey?

GRACI E
(annoyed, fiddling with her cel
phone)
No. Do you have wi -fi here?

RONNI E
Huh- uh. Runni ng away?

GRACI E
Yeah, right. Al the way to here.
Pi ss-poor planning on ny part, huh?

They parry eyeballs for a nonent, while Ronnie druns her
fabul ous nails on the counter top.

Gracie notices them and sel f-consciously curls her own bl ack-

enaneled nails into fists. She noves her eyes back to the
menu on the counter and pretends to be engrossed in it.
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11.

Ronnie smles. Instead of responding to Gacie's taunt, she
goes into a little "spiel," her beautiful hands dancing as
she speaks.

During Ronnie's performance, various diners PERK UP
listening to what they've obviously heard before.

RONNI E

(a la TV commerci al announcer)
Green Mountain fresh ground coffee. No
one el se has the robust taste--

(hand fl ourish)
--the deep, rich flavor--

(anot her hand fl ourish)
--or the sweetly satisfying scent of
Green Mountain cof fee.

(a beat)
Avai |l able at all fine stores.

A TRUCKER a few stools away smles at Ronnie.

TRUCKER
You still got it, Ronnie.

GRACI E
(to Trucker)
Ww. She nenorized a commerci al. Does
that make you tip better?

TRUCKER
Little girl, Ronnie was in that
comer ci al .

GRACI E

You're an actress?

RONNI E

(showi ng her hands, proudly)
Was, once upon a tine. But only from
the wists to the nails.

(she gives Gacie a quick once-

over)
You' re the pancake type, right? And
none of that blueberry or chocol ate
chip crap. Straight up

G aci e nods.
RONNI E

Gotcha covered. Just et me warmup a
few of these regulars first.
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12.

G aci e watches as Ronni e goes off to pour coffee for other
custonmers. A few who try to sing her praises for the
performance get a stern "Knock it off" along with a genuinely
grateful smle.

One of them a nmuch ol der woman (ESTHER, 70s), sits alone in
a booth. She is staring at G acie.

Graci e stares back, even going so far to glare a bit, but it
only nakes Esther's eyes tw nkle.

ESTHER
C mere, you. Plenty of room and
you're gonna need it for the pancakes.

GRACI E
No t hanks.

ESTHER
| didn't ask a question, sweetie. Now
get your ass over here.

Annoyed but intrigued - an old broad who threatens and
curses? - Gacie slides into the booth across from her.

ESTHER
Ronni e, we're gonna need anot her tea
cup.

GRACI E

| don't drink tea.
ESTHER
(pl easant|y)
| don't care.

Ronnie slides a cup onto the table.

RONNI E
Pancakes in five.
GRACI E
(re: cup, to Ronnie)
No wait, | don't--

But Ronnie's gone. She turns back to Esther, and tries the
gl are agai n.

Esther is placing a fresh tea bag in G acie's cup and
humm ng. She | ooks up, sees the glare. Chuckl es.
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13.

ESTHER
Now that little |look of yours m ght be
the scariest thing on whatever city
bl ock you came from but to nme it's
about as worrisone as a cl oudy day.

Gracie cranks the glare up all the way. Esther doesn't even
acknow edge, just slowly pours hot water into Gracie's cup.

ESTHER
You know, Native Anericans al ways
served hot beverages during the first
visit with |eaders fromother tribes.
The tinme and patience it took to drink
hot |iquids was thought to be synbolic
of the time and patience needed to
grow new friendshi ps.

GRACI E
(drops the glare, tries sarcasm
Ww. | nean, |ike, wow. Really? Native

Anericans did that? Sooooo cool.

ESTHER

Nah. | just nmade that up
GRACI E

You just...l'msorry, what?

Doc Mathers slides into the booth next to Esther, pecks her
on the cheek and nods at G acie.

DOC MATHERS
| see you two've net.
(to Gracie)

| "' m guessing no one told you yet that
ny lovely wife, Esther here, is a

pat hol ogi cal Iiar.
ESTHER
Not ' pathological' - recreational

There's a huge difference.

DOC MATHERS
Lying is lying.
ESTHER
No, it's not. Pathol ogical liars have

no control, and often even del ude
t hensel ves into believing the tales
they tell.
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ESTHER ( CONT' D)
(to Gracie, re: her husband)
He's not a shrink, but he's got a few
shrinky books on this big shelf at
honme so he should know t his.

DOC MATHERS
Now Est her, just because--

ESTHER

(to Doc Mat hers)
Recreational liars, on the other hand,
i nvent fal sehoods for the sol e purpose
of entertainnent. For fun, you old
fart. Renenber fun?

(to Gracie)
Don't you enjoy a good lie?

GRACI E
|"mfourteen. Lying is ny life.

MELVIN (O S.)
Hey.

They | ook up. Melvin has a phony "cheerful" face on.
Graci e recogni zes the | ook and groans.

GRACI E
(to Esther)
Qur car is dead. W're stuck in a town
with no wi-fi.

Melvin slides into the booth next to her.

MELVI N
No no no, it's just gonna need a
little work.

GRACI E
(to Esther)
It's dead.

ESTHER
(synpat heti c)
Don't be harsh. Not everyone lies
well. It's a talent, a gift.

DOC MATHERS
What' d Poke say?
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15.

MELVI N
Probably the head gasket, which
woul dn't have been a big deal if I'd
gotten it towed i medi ately, but I
drove it another ten mles and | may
have, | don't know, bent a val ve or
sonet hi ng.

GRACI E
Dead dead dead.

MELVI N
Resting. Recuperating. Wiich is what
we're going to do for at |east a day
or so. Just need to find a decent

nmot el .
ESTHER

How about a bed and breakf ast?
DOC MATHERS

Now hol d on- -
MELVI N

Sure, that'd be fine.

ESTHER
There's a nice one right here in town.

DOC MATHERS
(to Esther)
No, there's not.
(to Melvin)
There's an Easy Rest Inn the next exit
up. |I'd be happy--

ESTHER
(to Melvin)
And the | ocal B&B rates are way | ower
than that nasty Easy Rest.

DOC MATHERS
(to Esther)
Honey...sweetie...love of ny
life...call it recreational or

what ever you want, but that's a |ie.

ESTHER
(to Doc Mat hers)
No, it's not! It's...a w sh!
(to Melvin)
( MORE)
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16.

ESTHER ( CONT' D)
O a dream

I NT. LI'VING ROOM - AFTERNCON

A DUSTCOVER is pulled off an ol d GRANDFATHER CLOCK. Anot her
is pulled froma beautiful SIDEBOARD.

Est her stands with the dust covers draped over both arns.
Dust notes whirl around her in the |ate afternoon sun like so
much faerie pixie dust.

Doc Mathers, still standing by the open front door with
Melvin, is not enchanted. He tries a wall sw tch.
DOC MATHERS
(to Melvin)
' mnot even sure the electric is
still on. And we haven't serviced the

furnace yet this year

ESTHER
A phone call takes care of the
electric. And Digger's right next
door, so we can get the furnace
checked out before nightfall.

DOC MATHERS
No sure what kind of shape the
mattresses are in, either.

ESTHER
(to her husband)
They're fine.
(to Melvin)
So...what do you think?

MELVI N
| think it's way nore than we need.
You own this place?

ESTHER
Every board and beam | was born in
t hi s house.

MELVI N
But you don't live here.

ESTHER

W' ve been using the apartnent over
Doc's office for years.
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17.

MELVI N
So...there's not really a bed and
br eakfast here in town.

DOC MATHERS
That's what |'ve been trying--

ESTHER
| swear, nmen have no imagi nation.
There are four bedroons upstairs.
Anot her one down here. A kitchen that
can cook any kind of breakfast. O you
can have Ronni e deliver an onel et,
since it's only two bl ocks.

Mel vin | ooks at Doc, who shrugs. He turns to | ook behind him
frowns- -

MELVI N
Hol d on a sec.

--and ducks back out the front door.
EXT. FRONT PORCH - CONTI NUQUS 15

Melvin finds Gracie | eaning over the side of the porch
railing, |ooking up the driveway that separates the Mathers'
house fromthe one next door.

MELVI N
Hey.

She doesn't turn, and he joins her at the railing.

GRACI E
VWhat the hell's he doi ng?

Melvin foll ows her gaze and sees soneone - short hair, a

sl ender frame swimring in oversized overalls and a t-shirt -

in the yard behind the house next door, bent over a makeshift
table on a pair of saw horses.

EXT. NEXT DOOR YARD - CONTI NUQUS 16

The person's HANDS are worki ng on sonmething so close to us
that it's out of focus.

I n the background we can see GRACIE as she LEANS over the
railing to get a better view

W RACK FOCUS to the person's hands. They're doi ng sonething
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18.

to a dead cat, whose front legs are sticking up stiffly into
the air.

EXT. FRONT PORCH - CONTI NUOUS

Gracie recoils and turns away. Melvin is nore intrigued than
shocked, and gl ances up the driveway a few nore tines.

VELVI N
So, listen. W're gonna crash here for
a day or so.

GRACI E
Next door to the cat mangler.
MELVI N
|"mnot sure that's a cat.
GRACI E
But you're not disputing the mangling
part.
MELVI N

Look, just...cone inside, let's take a
look. It's just a few days--

I NT. LI'VING ROOM - CONTI NUOUS

Gracie enters, frowing at the dust covers piled on top of a
di ning roomtable. Esther and Doc Mathers are nowhere to be
seen.

Mel vin cones in right behind her.

MELVI N
" m thinking we mght be able to get a
cell signal on the second fl oor--

A long, high-pitched SCREAM cuts himoff. They | ook at each
ot her, then down the hallway toward t he back of the house
where it sounds |ike the screamcane from just as a SECOND
SCREAM begi ns.

Melvin sprints in that direction. Gacie foll ows.

END OF ACT ONE
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19.

EXT. BACK YARD - CONTI NUQUS 19

Est her SCREAMS AGAIN just as Melvin and G acie conme bursting
t hrough the back screen door--

--but fromthe SMLE on Esther's face we can see now t hat
t hese have been screans of surprise and delight, not terror
or pain.

Melvin and Gracie shift their gaze from Esther to a STUFFED
AND MOUNTED CAT on the patio table.

The nei ghbor in the oversized overalls is standing beside it.
Thanks to a baseball cap pulled down tight, we can't see
their face.

ESTHER

(to the neighbor)
It's amazing! Harriet is going to be
so pl eased.

(to her husband)
You know how devastated she was to
| ose both Felix and Oscar just days
apart -

(see Melvin and G acie)
Oh! I'mso sorry. Digger, this is
Melvin and Gracie...um..

(to Melvin)
What was your |ast name?

MELVI N
Foster.

ESTHER
Melvin and Gracie Foster, this is
Di gger Peterson.
The person in overalls turns and extends a hand.

Mel vin reaches automatically, hesitates, then LOOKS UP- -

--at the expressionless face of a plain-Iooking but not
unattracti ve woman (CARLA "Dl GGER' PETERSON, m d 40s).

Melvin's aborts the handshake; it turns into a weak wave.

MELVI N
Hey.
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20.

Di gger gives a snmall, al nost inperceptible nod.

DOC MATHERS
Di gger here runs the funeral hone next
door. She's a licensed nortician. But
since a small town like this doesn't
have peopl e 'checking out' often
enough, she does taxiderny too, and a
bunch of odd jobs |ike maintaining the
little | eague fields, plowi ng the
school parking lot...

ESTHER
(to Digger)
Mel vin here's a doctor.

Anot her nod.

MELVI N
(trying to recover, clunsily
f ol ksy)
Yep. | guess guys like me and Doc are
your conpetition, huh? If we do our
j obs, you don't get to do yours.

Di gger | ooks down at the stuffed cat. She pets it and nunbl es
sonet hi ng.

MELVI N
Par don?

Di gger | ooks up - dead into Melvin's eyes.

DI GGER
(soft)
| get "emall eventually.

Melvin flinches a bit; Esther and Doc Mathers exchange a
| ook. Even Gracie raises an eyebrow.

Di gger just continues to |lock eyeballs with Melvin. Not
aggressive - just very matter-of-fact.

The awkward silence is broken by the netallic SQUEAL of
brakes in the driveway, followed by a |oud, insistent horn.

EXT. DRI VEWAY - CONTI NUOUS
A thick necked man with grease-stai ned hands (POKE, 40s)

cl anbers out of a pickup truck . He's red-faced and out of
breath. He starts toward the back of the house--
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21.

--just as Doc Mathers and the others cone out to see who's
her e.

POKE
Doc! Chet Taylor's been trying to
reach ya. Maggie's took a bad fall

MELVI N
Di d soneone call 9117

DOC MATHERS
(to Melvin)
| am 911. And | shoul da been at ny
office by now Dammt.

He turns to Poke.

DOC MATHERS

(re: Melvin)
Take this nman back to your garage to
fetch his bag fromhis car, and neet
me at Chet's.

(to Melvin)
You do have a bag in your car, right?
Mne's in nmy office - Poke's garage is
nore on the way.

MELVI N
Yes sir. But what-

DOC MATHERS
We'll talk there. Just get the bag.

He junps in the car and | eave.

Melvin turns to G acie, but Esther speaks before he can say
anyt hi ng.

ESTHER
She'll be fine. Meet us back at
Ronni e's where we'll be finishing our

t ea.
| NT. POKE' S PI CKUP - SHORT WHI LE LATER
Through the wi ndshield we see Doc's sedan and an ol der pickup

as we pull up behind themin the driveway that runs between
t he house and the barn.
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EXT. CHET'S FARM - DAY 22

Poke's vehicle is barely stopped when Melvin is out the door,
bl ack bag in hand. He heads up the porch, through the front
screen door - -

I NT. CHET' S HOUSE 23

--into the front end of a dogtrot that runs al ongside a set
of stairs--

--he looks left into a dining room right into a parlor, both
enpty- -

VELVI N
(yell's upstairs)
Hey? Doc?

He spins around, realizes Poke didn't follow himinside--
--then noves down the dogtrot toward the rear of the house,
as we start to hear VO CES--

DOC MATHERS (O S.)
Lift her head. There. A bit nore.

CHET (QO. S.)
She' s not breat hi ng!

DOC MATHERS (O S.)
| knowt Now lift!

--but Melvin reaches the back roonms - a kitchen on one side,
bat hroom on the other - and there's still no sign of them

MELVI N
Doc?

DOC MATHERS (O. S.)
(strained)
Qut here!
Mel vin rushes through the rear screen door--

EXT. BARNYARD - CONTI NUQUS 24

--where he finds Doc with his ARM SHOVED ELBOW DEEP into the
mouth of a cow laying just outside the entrance to the barn.

CHET, a white haired, sunburned farmer, is on the ground t oo,
rubbi ng the Heifer's neck.
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CHET
Easy, Maggi e. Just take her easy.

Mel vin freezes, exchanging an incredul ous | ook with Poke and
anot her farnmhand (PETE, 20s).

DOC MATHERS
(to Melvin)
Don't just stand there. Help ne!

MELVI N
|...what...

Doc strains a bit nore, then pulls his arm back out, covered
with cow saliva and sone of his own bl ood.

DOC MATHERS
(to Melvin re: the cow)
She's got a goiter in there. | can
just feel it with ny fingertips, 'bout
the size of a golf ball in her
Wi ndpi pe. Must have been grow ng for
nmont hs.

Chet shakes his head, rubs the cows neck sone nore.

CHET
(to cow)
|"'msorry, girl, | heard you wheezin
and | shoul da had you checked but
l...1 just...
DOC MATHERS
(to Chet)
Stuff your 'buts,' they're a waste of
br eat h.
(to Melvin)

You got forceps in your bag? Damm
thing's too slippery, |I can't get hold
of it.

Mel vin runmages, conmes out with a TINY PAIR OF FORCEPS t hat
m ght serve if the patient were an infant.

Doc shakes his head, |ooks around, desperate. Points--

DOC MATHERS
(to Melvin)
Grab that potato sack!
(to Poke)
Poke, 1'm gonna need you to hold her
( MORE)
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DOC MATHERS ( CONT' D)
nout h open. Damm near bit nmy arm of f
last tinme, and this is really gonna
pi ss her off.

The POTATOES are dunped on the ground-- --and Melvin TOSSES
the enpty sack to Doc--

--who SHOVES HS ARMinto it, turning it into a crude burl ap
sl eeve.

Poke kneel s beside the cow s massi ve head and | ooks at GCus,
terrified.

POKE
| ain't never done this before.

DOC MATHERS
Me neither. Now shut your nouth and
open hers.

Mel vin has taken position next to Chet, and he puts his hand
on the cow s REAR FLANK

MELVI N
Wait. This cow. ..

The creature's entire nmuscul ar systemis undulating in
regul ar SPASIVES.

MELVI N
(to Chet)
...she's pregnant?

CHET
(nods)
Yeah, but she wasn't supposed to calf
for another three weeks.

MVELVI N

Well...l think our Maggi e here may
have m spl aced her cal endar.

He noves to where he can see better--

--and sure enough, a SMALL PAIR OF HOOVES is protruding from
the birth canal

MELVI N
Yep, it's tinel!

Created using Celtx



25.

DOC MATHERS
Ckay. You boys handl e that end, we've
got this one!
Mel vin grimces but knows he's got no choice. He | ooks around
for sonething, and when he doesn't find it he yanks off his
dress shirt and ties a sleeve around each hoof. He gestures
for Pete to grab the nmain part of the shirt.
MELVI N
Just pull steady - don't yank. I'll do
nmy best to guide the little guy out.

CHET
VWhat do | do?

MELVI N
You...uh...try to keep her calm..

And so it goes. From an angle near Maggie's udder we watch
t he FACES of these two teans of nen as they pry--

--their faces as they REACH -

--their faces as they GRAB HOLD- -

--their faces as they STRUGGLE to naintain a grip--
--their faces as they LEAN BACK...and PULLLLLLLLLL. ..

...and then a long silence...followed by a | ow, exhausted
MOOOO000000. . .

The nen have all collapsed on the ground. Melvin has a SLI MY
NEWBORN CALF in his arns.

Pete tenderly UNTIES the shirt sleeves fromthe calf's front
| egs.

Chet HUGS Maggi e' s neck.

Poke strokes her muzzle. Everyone's |ooking at the calf and
sm |l ing.

Everyone except Doc WMat hers.
He's flat on his back in the dirt, |ooking up at the sky--
--having a heart attack.

END OF ACT I

Created using Celtx



25

26.

EXT. BARNYARD 25

The LITTLE BLACK BAG sitting in the barnyard dirt fills the
frame.

We hear rhythm c breathing, along with Melvin's voi ce.

MELVIN (O S.)
(softly)
C mon. Cone on...
(commandi ng)
My bag. Get it - bring it over here.

Poke' s grease-stained hand grabs the black bag a second
| at er.

Qur view no | onger obstructed, we now see Melvin is
perform ng CPR on Doc Mat hers.

The other nen are kneeling nearby. Watching. Melvin finishes
the series of chest conpressions. He | eans his ear down near
Doc's face, as he |l ooks, listens and feels for a breath.

MELVI N
Okay. He's breathing.

He wipes his filthy hands on his t-shirt, then grabs a pill
bottle fromthe bag.

EXTREME CLOSEUP: The | abel says "Nitroglycerin"

CHET
So he's gonna be alright?

MELVI N
Too soon to say.

He pops the lid, w pes his hands on his shirt once nore, then
extracts a capsule and puts it under Doc's tongue.

He | ooks at the others.

MELVI N
How far to the nearest hospital.

CHET
' Bout an hour.
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MELVI N
(Onh shit)
Hel p me get himin the truck.

EXT. DRI VEWAY - MOMENTS LATER

We keep pace with the LONG TH N SHADOW cast on the ground by
a man running up the driveway.

The shadow reaches and clinbs the tailgate of the pickup, and
a second |later the man catches up and we see that it's Chet,
with several COUCH CUSHI ONS hugged to his chest.

He places themquickly in the bed of the pickup truck. The
four men lift Doc up into the pickup bed. Poke gets behind
t he wheel .

Melvin and Chet clinb into the truck bed on either side of
Doc.

Pete closes the tail gate.

PETE

"Il call Esther.
CHET
(noddi ng)

She's at Ronnie's.

Melvin raps the side of the truck wwth his hand, and Poke
puts it in gear.

[ Begin MUSI CAL | NTERLUDE - e.g. Patty Giffin's "Wen It
Don't Come Easy" https://ww. yout ube. conf wat ch?v=0D&2dCwnr 00]

I NT. RONNIE'S DI NER - SUNSET

The booths are full of happy people with either full plates
or full bellies - and everyone has a full heart.

We don't hear their voices or their |aughter - we just see
their expressions as the gentle guitar strumm ng carries us
fromone booth to the next--

--as we nove toward the RING NG PHONE. It's an old wall wunit.
We get there just as Ronnie arrives, still smling from
whatever flirty thing the truck driver at the counter just
said. She picks it up

In the booth, Esther is sipping her tea and bei ng her kooky
self and chatting away to Gracie who still hasn't smled, but
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maybe the arnor has been pierced a tiny bit?

Esther's nouth is noving and we can tell from her expression
t hat she just cranked up her kookiness ALL the way--

--and Gracie LOOKS AVWAY, trying and failing to suppress the
grin that insists on energing--

--and she sees RONNI E'S FACE.

Gracie's grin dies. Esther notices. She turns to foll ow
G aci e's gaze--

--and sees Ronnie's face too.

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - SUNSET

The trees are a mxture of gold and crinson that only happens

when the end of a gorgeous day dances with the end of yet
anot her sunmer.

Poke' s pickup conmes over a rise, noving as fast as is
prudent .

I NT. POKE' S PI CKUP - SUNSET

Poke HANDS are white-knuckled tight on the wheel. He SQUI NTS

into the | ast golden rays of the day, and takes a nonment to
| ook into the--

REAR VI EWM RROR: Melvin is doing CPR again. Chet's kneels
near by, hel pless, clutching his ball cap against his chest.

EXT. DI FFERENT COUNTRY ROAD - SUNSET
A SEDAN noves qui ckly al ong the bl ackt op.
I NT. RONNIE'S CAR - CONTI NUQUS

A single TEAR steals down Ronnie's |eft cheek. She wi pes it
away hurriedly and | ooks over at--

--Esther, who is |looking stoically out the passenger w ndow
at the gorgeous foliage ablaze with color and light. Ronnie
shifts her gaze slightly to the--

REAR VIEWM RROR. Gracie is |ooking dowm at her hands.

She | ooks up and neets Ronnie's eyes, then shifts her gaze
slightly to something on the road UP AHEAD- -
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--and Ronni e | ooks away fromthe mrror to focus on the
approaching intersection, where she sees POKE S PI CKUP on the
shoul der, the driver's door open. She pulls in behind it.

EXT. RURAL | NTERSECTI ON - DUSK

Ronnie kills her cars headlights; the only illum nation |eft
beneath the indigo sky is the intermttent light fromthe
traffic signal: anber...crinson...anber...crinson... Poke and

Chet watch the wonmen energing fromthe car.

These nmen have been raised to be providers and protectors,
but they know there's no way to protect the wonen fromthis.
Melvin sits on the open tailgate, |ooking into the woods.

I NT. TRUCKBED - CONTI NUOUS

Doc rests peacefully, eyes looking up glassily into the
crinmson sky.

Esther's face appears over the side of the truck bed, her
expression a m xture of love and | oss. She doesn't cry.

Beside her, Ronnie tries and fails to keep her face from
crunpling.

EXT. ROADSI DE - CONTI NUQUS

Melvin still hasn't acknow edged the wonen's arrival. He's
peering into the woods, his face steel ed agai nst sonet hing
ol der and deeper than these recent events - sonething trying
to surface.

Behind him G acie approaches. She | ooks into the truck
first.

Then at her dad.

He | ooks back at her. And suddenly, for all the crap we've
seen themsling at each other, it's abundantly clear that
these two - this wfeless, notherless, father-daughter pair -
have endured such storns before. They're not exactly pros at
handl i ng them but they're not rookies either.

And the night really is arriving, because now the intervals
bet ween the flashes of the traffic |Iight seem | onger and
darker, and during one of the intervals of darkness we--

CUT TO
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I NT. KITCHEN #1 - N GHT 35

A WOVAN S HANDS wash a POTATO under running water. W get a
glinpse of her flowery print apron as she adds it to a | arge
bow of already washed pot at oes- -

--and then reaches for another and puts it under the water
was we- -

CUT TGO
I NT. GARACE - NI GHT 36

A different set of hands plunged into the running water,
|iberally soaped and scrubbed for several seconds before we--

CUT TGO

Di gger as she turns fromthe sink, drying her hands. She is
wearing an industrial strength rubber apron and a surgi cal
mask.

We follow her to a stainless steel table where Doc Mat hers
naked body | ays.

CUT TO
I NT. KITCHEN #2 - N GHT 37

From INSIDE an old refrigerator we watch as the door is
opened and a SECOND WOMAN, this one in a red plaid apron
removes JARS of pickles, mayonnai se and peppers fromthe door
shel f, hugging themto her chest as she closes the fridge
with her hip and we--

CUT TO
| NT. GARACE - NI CGHT 38
Di gger, concentrating, as she pours a COLORFUL, M LKY FLU D
into a contraption with a notor and several |ong tubes and
hoses, and if we don't know that the contraption is an
enbal m ng vacuum that's okay since before we can really get a
good | ook at it, we--
CUT TO
| NT. KITCHEN #3 - N GHT 39

A THIRD WOVAN S HANDS use a CHOPPI NG KNI FE to scrape remants
of onion cores and skins froma cutting board into a sink
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di sposal

She RINSES the knife blade a nonment, then raises a hand to
RUB her red, tear-filled eyes with the back of her wist, and
V\e__

CUT TO
I NT. GARACE - NI GHT 40

TABLE LEVEL POV: A |l arge SCALPEL is selected froma surgica
tray.

W TILT UP slowy, following Digger's armto the surgical
mask covering Digger's nouth and nose, and up to her bone-dry
eyes.

She LEANS FORWARD over us, concentrating on meking an
i nci si on.

On the wall shelves above and around her we can see a crazy
col l ecti on of DEAD ANI MALS, stuffed and nounted |ike the cat
we saw earlier, |ooking down |ike they're WATCHI NG -

CUT TO
EXT. DI GER S HOUSE - N GHT 41

A CASSEROLE in a Pyrex pan is carried up the front steps by
an elderly wonman, to the front porch where small groups of
men are snoking pipes and tal king softly. The casserol e nmakes
its way inside--

I NT. DIGEGER S HOUSE - N GHT 42
--where it joins dozens of other plates and bow s on a huge

di ni ng room TABLE, the spread being orchestrated and arranged

by Ronni e.

Because this what we do when we | ose sonething inportant,

when a hol e appears in our |ives so suddenly and so big we
couldn't even plug it wwth Maggie the cow we try to fill it
anyway - -

--with children that don't know to keep it down and have to
be hushed- -

--and hal f-eaten plates of food left on the coffee table--

--and hushed conversations in the parlor about being sorry
for the | oss--
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--and in the hallway, about how sudden it was--
--and in the kitchen, about how he lived a good, full life--

--and as we nove through this brightly Ilit home and watch

t hese good people do what they can when there is really

not hing to be done, and even though the occasion is sad, and
the song we're hearing is sad, it's clear that this house is
being filled with | ove and nenories and shared sorrow and al
the things we have to keep the darkness back.

And the light and warnth of this place is even nore apparent
when we suddenly leave it to--

CUT TGO
I NT. KITCHEN OF THE HOUSE NEXT DOOR - CONTI NUOUS 43

A lonely light over the stove in an otherw se dark kitchen.
It casts a bluish tint over everything in the kitchen--
--including Gacie.

She sits in a wooden chair by the w ndow, watching the |ines
of cars and people arriving and joining the throbbing knot of
war nmt h next door.

She lifts her feet and puts themon the seat of her chair so
she can hug her knees to her chest, rocking slowy.

[ END MUSI CAL | NTERLUDE]
| NT. UPSTAI RS BEDROOM - CONTI NUOUS 44

Melvin is near a wi ndow, |ooking down at the same scene - and
he's tal king loudly on his cell phone.

MELVI N
Yeah, | understand. Two cl asses as an
adjunct, and 3 shifts in the health
center. Thanks Phil. W shoul d get
there by...Phil? Can you hear nme?
(Looks at his phone. The call was

dr opped.)
Damni t .
| NT. KITCHEN OF THE MATHERS' HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER 45
Gacie is still huddled by the window as Melvin cones in with

his cheery face.
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MELVI N
Hey. |'ve got good news and better
news.

She rai ses an eyebrow, far from hopeful.

MELVI N
The good news: | got a cell signal in
the roomat the end of the hal

upstairs.
That gets a non-comm ttal shrug.

MELVI N
And the better news--

A KNOCK at the front door interrupts--
| NT. FRONT HALLWAY - MOMENT LATER
He opens the door to find ESTHER on the porch.

ESTHER
| need your help with sonet hing.

MELVI N
O course. Anyt hing.

END ACT 111

Created using Celtx

46



47

48

49

34.

I NT. UPSTAI RS HALLWAY - A FEW M NUTES LATER 47

Melvin is up on a | adder with his upper torso sticking
through a ceiling entrance to an attic.

ESTHER
It should be right there.
MELVI N
(muffl ed, strained)
It is, | just need to...nove...this

ot her box so | can...there!
He starts to cone down the |adder, a big box in his hands.
EXT. LI'VING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER 48
Mel vin and Esther cone down the stairs.

ESTHER
(calling)
G aci e?

Gracie appears in the kitchen doorway.

ESTHER
You're comng with ne. There's an
awful lot of food piling up next door.
We' || need your help getting rid of
it.

GRACI E

Thanks, but |I'mfi ne.
ESTHER
(to Melvin)

Isn't that cute? She answers like |
asked a question.

(to Gracie)
| said we need your hel p, young | ady.
|"m sure you're not so busy staring
out a wi ndow that you can't be
hel pful .

EXT. DRI VEWAY - MOMENTS LATER 49
Mel vin hesitates, |ooking up the long driveway toward the

garage. The warmlight fromthe house doesn't quite reach it.
The |ight escaping the garage along the edges of the doors
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and wi ndows is col der, al nbst bl uish.

MELVI N
Just...bring this to her?

ESTHER
| know, it's pretty conplicat ed.

MELVI N
No, | nean...should I knock?

ESTHER
(exasper at ed)
| don't know, Melvin. | never brought
clothes for a dead man before. You'l
figure it out.

She takes Gracie's arm and heads for the front of the house
next door.

Mel vin |ingers another nonment, then goes up the driveway into
t he shadows.

EXT. DI GGER S FRONT PORCH - SAME AS BEFORE

At the bottom of the porch steps to Digger's house, Gacie
st ops.

It's obvious she doesn't want to join the crowd inside, but
she can't bring herself to abandon Est her.

As if to reinforce this, Esther readjusts her grip on
Gracie's arm but doesn't try to hurry her up the stairs.

ESTHER
Back in that big old city you two |eft
- what kind of doctoring did your
daddy do?

GRACI E
Cbstetrics nostly. He was chief of
staff in the neo-natal unit.

ESTHER
Now isn't that funny. Your daddy's an
expert in hel ping people cone into
this world. And our Digger is an
expert at hel ping people |eave. Big
doi ngs, huh?
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GRACI E
| guess.

ESTHER
You 'guess.’ Well, listen. One liar to
another, I'mgoing to tell you the

bi ggest truth I know. com ng and going
is the easiest stuff we do. The real
trick is filling the space in between.

Gracie chews on that as they start up the stairs.

GRACI E

Has Digger always been so...weird?
ESTHER

Nope.
GRACI E

What happened to her?

Est her stops at the top stair and fixes her eyes on Gacie's.

ESTHER
Where's your nmana?
GRACI E
What? |...uh...she..
Gracie's anger boils over and she shakes Esther's hands from
her arm
GRACI E
That' s none of your business.
ESTHER
(smling)

Atta girl. You answered your own
guestion about Digger. Let's get sone
pot at o sal ad.

And she firmy takes Gracie's armagain and | eads her in.

51 INT. GARAGE - N GHT

Di gger is wheeling Doc's body into a wal k-in freezer. Behind
her, Melvin conmes in quietly with the box in his arns.

MELVI N
(re: the box)
Est her sent this over. Hi s clothes,
( MORE)
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MELVI N ( CONT' D)
guess. For tonorrow.

Di gger nods once as she closes the freezer door, then crosses
back to the table and begins putting away tools and
equi pnent .

Mel vin | ooks around for a place to put the box, but can't
find a flat surface that doesn't have a stuffed animal on it.
A badger. Various birds. A bobcat.

Finally, Digger approaches, noves aside a few animals, then
puts her hands on the end of the box closest to her.

She doesn't take it yet, however. Instead, she whispers over
it, a whisper |like you'd use in a cathedral. And he whispers
back, so their conversation is |ike a prayer.

DI GGER
Aren't you going to say it?

MELVI N
Excuse ne?

Dl GGER
He was a friend. We were nei ghbors.
Aren't you going to say you're sorry
for ny |oss?

Mel vin | ooks around. The animals are watching. Waiting. He
| ooks back at Digger.

MELVI N
|"msorry for your |oss.

Di gger bows her head.

Dl GGER
Now ask.
MELVI N
Ask?
Dl GGER
(still bowed)

Ask. If there is anything you can do.

Melvin frows. He's not a stupid nan and he doesn't like to
feel stupid. Still, he can't think of a reason to refuse.
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MELVI N
|s there anything I can do?

She | ooks up, an odd | ook on her face. Pity? Benusenent?

DI GGER
No.
(a long beat)
Did it help you? The saying? O the

aski ng?
MELVI N
No.
DI GGER
Me neither.
(a beat)

But we al ways say and ask.

And now, finally, she takes the box and turns, and noves a
few of the animals to create a space for it on a nearby
shel f.

Then she wal ks away, renoving the rubber apron as she gets to
t he sink. She hangs it on a hook and starts washi ng her
hands.

Melvin realizes their interaction is done. He takes one | ast
| ook around and | eaves.

I NT. DIGGER S KI TCHEN - MOMVENTS LATER

Mel vin cones in the back door and makes his way through the
t hrongs of people still visiting and eating. The kitchen is
| argely wonen and sone of the smaller children.

More than one of the wonen greets himwth "Evening, Doc" or
"H, Doc." He nods back, smles, keeps nmaking his way through
t he room -

--down a hallway full of |anky nmechanics and farnmers and town
folk, the greetings varying slightly, but always carrying the
title.

He gets to the end of the hallway and sees Chet hol ding court
in the mddle of the living room delivering an ani nated
story to a knot of people huddl ed on and around a couch,

i ncluding Graci e and a CHUBBY KI D.

CHET
-figured she'd swal |l owed sonet hi ng
( MORE)
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CHET ( CONT' D)
bad, maybe sonme tw ne |like that dunb
dog Jake | useta have did one tine.
But Doc takes one look at 'er layin
there, listens to her neck with his
st et hoscope for a second, and next
thing I know he's shoving his arm down
Maggi e's throat. But he can't get hold
of the, uh, the...what'd he call it
agai n?

MELVI N
A goiter.

Chet wheels around and snmiles to see Melvin there.

CHET
Yeah! Thanks Doc!

(returns to the tale)

So this goiter, it's too slippery, so
Doc--not this Doc here, but Doc

Mat hers--he gets this burlap sack and
shoves his armin it, and then this
Doc-

(jabs a thunmb toward Mel vin)
-notices that Maggie's starting to
calf! So Doc Mathers tells him and
Pete to take care of the back end,
whi l e he has Poke pry open Maggie's
nmout h agai n- -

He continues with his story, but Melvin's attention is
di verted by Esther who has come up al ong side him She hands
hima plate of food.

ESTHER
Beef stroganoff. Fill ya right up.
After the day you've had you nust be
running on enpty. Gacie's knocking
back a plate too.

He takes it, shovels in a mouthful, and tunes back into
Chet's tal e--

CHET
--at the sane nmonent that the calf
conmes out! It was |ike the weirdest
tug-o-war |'ve ever seen.

CHUBBY KI D

So, if Doc Mathers and Poke were at
( MORE)
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Everyone

Graci e and Melvin both bl anch,

CHUBBY KI D ( CONT' D)
Maggi e's head, and this other Doc and
Pete were taking care of the other end
- what the heck were you doi ng?

CHET
(grins)
Well, Maggie's ny cow, boy. | was
super vi si ng!

cracks up. And then Chet sees Esther.

CHET
Aw, dam. Esther, | don't know what's
wong with me. Telling this like it's
a big joke. You know I -

ESTHER
We'll have plenty of time to mss Cus.
Toni ght isn't about him It's about us
- about |ove and confort and
community. He'd be mad if you didn't
tell a story like that, especially
since he was one of the main players.

GRACI E
Pl ayer? Hell, he was the hero! | nean,
he saved Maggie -- right?

ESTHER
Mm Not quite.
(nods toward the plate of
st roganof f)
You' re eating her.

cracks up.

Melvin and Gracie | ook at each ot her.

CHET
Oh, she got you good!

t hese peopl e?

EXT. DI GGER S HOUSE - LATER

Goodnights and tail |ights; handshakes and hugs.
off the last of them then turns to G acie.

ESTHER
Get lost. Big people need to talKk.
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GRACI E
(feigning hurt)
Sheesh. | |ike you better when you

lie.

She gives Esther a sudden, shy hug, then heads across the
driveway, |eaving Esther and Melvin al one.

ESTHER

Just need to make sure you're okay.
MELVI N

Wth. ..
ESTHER

Al this. My husband ate fried eggs
every norning for nore'n sixty years
and was twenty pounds overwei ght.
Preferred sitting on the couch to
taking a wal k, and never could put
down t he tobacco conpletely. This was
not a lightning bolt out of a blue
sky.

MELVI N
(shaki ng his head)
If I'd noticed a few seconds earlier--

ESTHER
--it wouldn't have changed anyt hi ng.

MELVI N
No. No, | suppose not.

ESTHER
So you' re okay.

MELVI N
As okay as | get.

ESTHER

Good. So you'll be able to nmake up
your m nd about what |'m gonna ask you
wi t hout getting tangled up in sone
m spl aced guilt or stupid sense of
debt .

(a beat)
| think you should stay. You and
G aci e.

Created using Celtx

41.



54

55

56

57

42.

MELVI N
Stay?
ESTHER
That hospital is still an hour away.

W need a doctor here.

MELVI N
You nore than anyone shoul d know
coul d never take Gus' place. How can
you ask nme to try?

ESTHER
| *' m asking no such thing. Don't take
his place. Take yours. Here with us.
You need a job. And that girl of yours
- well, let's just say she needs nore
than what you're haulin' in that
station wagon. Think about it hard.
Now i f you don't mnd, I'll excuse
nyself. Can't trust another woman to
put the final touches on dressing ny
man.

She wal ks of f toward the garage where Digger is standing in
t he doorway, silhouetted against the |light wthin.

| NT. BEDROOM - NI GHT

Melvin lies awake, staring at the ceiling. After a nonent he
gets up.

I NT. HALLWAY - CONTI NUQUS

Mel vin cones toward anot her bedroom door. He | ooks in.
MELVI N' S POV:

Graci e sl eeps.

Mel vin wat ches her. Thi nks.

EXT. COUNTRYSI DE - DAWN

Sunlight tickles its way through trees on a distant hill.
| NT. GRACI E' S BEDROOM

G aci e stands at the w ndow, | ooking down.

GRACI E' S POV:
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43.

A group of pallbearers guide a gurney bearing Doc Mathers'
coffin along a series of planks between the garage and the
back door of Digger's house.

A CREAKY FLOORBOARD | ets her know her dad has cone into the
doorway behind her. She | ooks at his reflection in the
wi ndow.

GRACI E

VWhat was the better news?
MELVI N

Huh?
GRACI E

Last night. You got off the phone and
told ne you had good news and better
news, but then Esther showed up and
you never told me the second thing.
What was it?

He comes up behind her, | ooks down at the people bel ow

MELVI N
That |' m done runni ng.

Their eyes neet in the reflective gl ass.

| NT. FUNERAL HOVE VI EW NG ROOM - MORNI NG 58
Est her | ooks up fromher place at the front of the room next
to the casket and sees Melvin and Gracie in line to pay their
| ast respects to Cus.

Peopl e stop to say words of confort to her, so her view of
themis intermttent. But every few seconds she gets anot her
gl i npse. She watches them kneel.

And then they rise and nove on - to take seats in the mddle
of the town folk filling the rows of chairs in the center of
t he room

Mel vin sees her | ooking. He nods.

She nods back.

FADE QUT.
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