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FADE IN: 

PRESENT DAY- FALL 2018  

SETTING: EUREKA, CA  

 

EXT. GROCERY STORE (OLD TOWN EUREKA)- AFTERNOON 

LONG SHOT OF TYPICAL GRAY DAY IN PORT CITY. GRADUAL ZOOM ON 

MODEST GROCERY STORE ALIGNED WITH OTHER VICTORIAN 

STOREFRONTS. 

Few LOCALS afoot… tourist vehicles driving through. 

 

INT. GROCERY STORE- AFTERNOON 

Store manager, DIANE LAI, 37, attractive but weary-looking, 

collects specific items to fill the hand basket: 

SHOT PER ITEM: 

Thick spaghetti, potato gnocchi, marinara sauce, OATMEAL, 

pickled herring, spam, eggs, MILK, frozen peas, canned 

beets, canned collard greens, and… 

There is an EMPTY SLOT where jarred pickles should be. 

DARRYL JONES, good looking 18-year old, is browsing the 

same aisle. He resembles a friend of hers. 

Diane HEADS to the front register where the cashier-in-

training, MEAGHAN, 16, is studying a list of produce codes. 

Diane sets the basket at the end of the counter and starts 

bagging. 

DIANE 

So these are on Mr. Boller’s list this 

week. He usually calls the day before so 

have a pen and paper ready. Have these 

delivered by 2pm… he’s a creature of habit 

so make sure Kyle’s on it. His credit card 

is on file. The only thing missing is a 

jar of pickles, so when you have time, 

restock and add it to his bag. 
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Meaghan has stopped listening… She OGLES an approaching 

customer: Darryl Jones. He’s about to remove groceries 

(mostly microwaveable meals) from the hand basket… 

MEAGHAN 

It’s okay. You can leave them in the 

basket. 

He obliges. She rings him up, not missing a beat to get 

acquainted. 

MEAGHAN 

Did you find everything you need today? 

DARRYL 

Yeah, I did. Thanks. 

MEAGHAN 

I haven’t seen you around. Are you 

visiting town or just passing through? 

 Darryl is shy to socialize. 

DARRYL 

My folks and I just moved back. 

MEAGHAN 

Oh, very cool. So will you be going to 

college here? 

DARRYL 

I’m not sure yet, actually. 

MEAGHAN 

I’m Meaghan, by the way. 

DARRYL 

Darryl. Hi. 

MEAGHAN 

It’s nice to meet you. 

ANOTHER ANGLE: 
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Diane is STARING inquisitively at Darryl, who NOTICES. 

MEAGHAN 

$16.11 is your total. 

He pays with a $20 bill… issues an awkward glance at Diane. 

 DIANE 

I’m sorry. You just look so much like one 

of my friends… back in high school. But, 

his kids aren’t quite your age. 

Darryl flashes a polite smile. 

DARRYL 

I’m an only child, if that helps. 

 DIANE 

Right. 

He collects his change, nods a casual farewell to both. 

 MEAGHAN 

Bye, see you around. 

Darryl EXITS. 

 MEAGHAN 

 (to Diane) 

He’s kinda hot, right? 

Diane blinks away the odd feeling, finishes bagging. 

 DIANE 

I’m headed out now. Jim will be in to 

close with you. Can you manage on your own 

for an hour? 

 MEAGHAN 

Yeah, no problem. And I’ll get these to 

Mr. Boller. 

Meaghan realizes something. 
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 MEAGHAN 

Hold on, is this the same Mr. Calvin 

Boller in that farmhouse on Bailey? 

DIANE 

I guess. 

MEAGHAN 

Wow, he’s still there? The city’s been 

trying to get him off that property for 

years so they could build a shopping 

center. 

 (with keener interest) 

Is he weird or something? 

 DIANE 

I’ve never met him. 

 MEAGHAN 

Really? 

 DIANE 

Yeah. Now don’t forget the pickles. 

Diane shrugs off the blue vest, tucks it behind the 

counter. She retrieves her backpack and EXITS. 

 

INT. COMMUNITY THEATER- EARLY EVENING 

Spacious auditorium. THREE CASTING DIRECTORS, ages 30-40’s, 

are seated front and centered. A camcorder on tripod is set 

nearby, recording AUDITION in progress on the stage. 

From RIGHT WING, the hopeful DRAMA COACH, 50’s, looks on. 

Spotlight on the well-dressed ACTOR, 20’S. 

ACTOR 

I have reservations about attending my 

father’s funeral… not because he was a 

spiteful man and a lousy husband to my 

mother, but because he was an accomplice 
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to the person I became, which is not a 

good one. I lack so much compassion that 

it makes me deathly afraid to show up on 

that day, stand before his open casket and 

not shed a tear. 

MEANWHILE… 

STEVEN TRAN, 37, stalks the stage from LEFT WING. He is a 

combo of handsome and cute without knowing it.  

POV: AS DIANE CREEPS UP FROM BEHIND… 

DIANE 

Boo. 

STEVEN 

Oh, thank god you’re here. 

DIANE 

Did you go? 

STEVEN 

No, and I’m not ready. I signed you up 

before me. Which role are you reading for? 

DIANE 

(peers out) 

Maybe the same one he is. 

Steven FROWNS. 

STEVEN 

See, that’s the thing with these artsy 

micro budget films… nothing is gender 

specific, anything goes, and I’m so not 

impressed. 

DIANE 

I’m kidding. 

The actor CONCLUDES his performance and clears the stage. 
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STEVEN 

He was terrible. 

 (smirks) 

So you’ll be up against me. 

DIANE 

Really, are you Gayle too? 

 CASTING DIRECTOR #1 

Next talent… Diane. 

 STEVEN 

Go. Break both legs. 

Deep breath… She walks into the idle spotlight. 

 CASTING DIRECTOR #1 

Please state your full name, age, and the 

role you’re auditioning for. 

DIANE 

Diane Lai, 37, for the role of Gayle. 

CASTING DIRECTOR #1 

Go ahead. 

The theater is eerily QUIET. The bright light is burning a 

hole in her resolve… she longs to run and hide.  

DIANE 

I seized her coat sleeve and asked her to 

stay. No, begged her. Maybe I should have 

done more, and I live with that. If I had 

known— if anyone had known that the last 

time would, in fact, be the last time, who 

wouldn’t do more? Who wouldn’t do so much 

more? 

Watching her, Steven becomes forlorn... something 

resonates. 
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Her sad gaze floats across the panel of professionals… 

lands on a MAN, roughly 40’s, sitting two rows behind. He 

wears an old fashioned flat cap. 

Brief exchange between casting directors. 

CASTING DIRECTOR #2 

What was going through your mind? 

DIANE 

I felt maybe she needed closure. 

EXT. THEATER PARKING LOT- NIGHT 

ON DIANE AND STEVEN (IN MOTION) STROLLING THROUGH THE 

NEARLY EMPTY PARKING LOT. 

STEVEN 

I stumbled my lines, no chance in hell I’m 

getting a call back. 

DIANE 

Same here. I think I misinterpreted the 

character. 

STEVEN 

No way. You were spot on.  

She stops in her tracks and Steven sees him too: 

Fast approaching is the same MAN, fashioned in an outdated 

suit, dark broad shouldered trench coat and a matching flat 

cap. 

DIANE 

Is he one of the casting directors? 

STEVEN 

I don’t think so. 

The MAN gets uncomfortably CLOSE to Diane. His tone is 

polite, addressing her alone. 

MAN 

Young lady, may I bother you for the time? 
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Steven digs in his pocket for the phone… the man lifts an 

insisting hand to pause him. He awaits HER response. 

Uneasy, Diane checks her phone. 

DIANE 

It’s 7:45. 

A sinister GRIN forms. 

MAN 

Yes, but what time do you wish it was? 

She is suddenly YANKED in another direction. Steven 

couldn’t divert fast enough. 

 STEVEN 

Time to get a move on. 

 (glances back) 

Man, the crazies waste no time coming out. 

I’ll take you home. Are you coming for 

rehearsal on Sunday? 

Distracted, she doesn’t answer. 

 STEVEN 

I read the play. It’s not great, but good 

practice anyway. Don’t tell the coach I 

said that. I think she spent the best 

years of her life writing and rewriting 

that mess— what a waste. 

Diane looks back. The MAN is no longer there. 

EXT. DIANE’S HOUSE (DIANE’S NEIGHBORHOOD)- NIGHT 

Sullen blue collar neighborhood.  

Diane EXITS Steven’s (slightly) older model car, takeout 

bag in hand.  

She heads toward the unlit one story, surrounded by a dead 

garden and sad looking picket fence. 

INT. DIANE’S HOUSE- NIGHT 
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Diane ENTERS to the sound of sports on TV and her dad’s 

power snoring. 

DIANE 

Dad, I’m home. 

INT. DIANE’S LIVING ROOM- NIGHT  

Rounding the corner to the living room, Diane is greeted by 

the same old sight: MR. LAI, 60’s, dozing on the recliner 

in stained auto mechanic jumpersuit. 

Diane clears the side table of empty beer bottles, sets the 

takeout bag down. 

DIANE 

Dad! 

He reflexively feels for the remote control and mutes TV 

volume. 

MR. LAI 

Di, you’re home. 

DIANE 

Yep, dinner time. 

He checks inside the bag, looks pleased. 

MR. LAI 

You read my mind. I’ve been craving a good 

burger. 

UNWRAPS burger, finds a beef patty blanketed in lettuce. 

MR. LAI 

What is this? A hamburger with no buns? 

DIANE 

With extra pickles. 

Diane PLOPS down on the sofa, tired. 

MR. LAI 

So did you get the part? 
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 DIANE 

I only auditioned. Might be a couple weeks 

before I hear anything. 

MR. LAI 

What a dodgy profession. 

Diane shrugs, hoping to avoid a discussion. 

 MR. LAI (CONT’D) 

If you get the part, will you move to Los 

Angeles? 

 DIANE 

Stop trying to get rid of me. 

MR. LAI 

I’m not. I’m just wondering. 

DIANE 

They can film anywhere, Dad. LA isn’t the 

only place for showbiz. 

 MR. LAI 

I know, but that’s where you wanted to go 

before. 

She brushes away the oncoming sadness. 

DIANE 

It’s probably not that great. I hear it’s 

a nightmare if you don’t drive. 

MR. LAI 

You don’t drive because there is no real 

need to drive in this town. But, I can fix 

you up a nice car when you’re ready to go. 

You just say when. 

He takes a hearty bite of the “burger”, looks undecided. 

INT. DIANE’S BEDROOM- NIGHT 
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Diane’s bedroom is simple: bed, desk and a chair. It 

retains a childhood flair… blossom decors that once emitted 

cheerful colors.  

Most notable: a FADED FLORAL SPREAD on her bed.  

Diane towel dries her hair at the window.  

She sees SALLY SMITH, 70’s— TWO HOUSES AWAY, opposite side 

of the street— appearing downcast as she SMOKES by her 

living room window.  

Diane crawls into bed, heavy lids… lands on her back, GAZES 

at the ceiling. 

DIANE 

 (whispers) 

Twinkling. 

EXT. MARINA- MORNING 

This morning at the marina is bright and clear, a celestial 

sight. 

Diane is focused on her breathing as she JOGS along the 

paved trail. This is the only time she feels like she is 

doing something good for herself. 

INT. GROCERY STORE- LATE MORNING 

Meaghan counts the cash to open the register.  

Diane ENTERS. 

DIANE 

Morning. Everything go okay yesterday? 

MEAGHAN 

Yeah, it was fine except Jim didn’t show 

up.  

Diane looks disappointed, not surprised. 

DIANE 

No call, no show again…  
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MEAGHAN 

Yeah, but no worries. Kyle stuck around to 

help me close, we figured it out. 

DIANE 

Sorry about that. You should’ve called me. 

MEAGHAN 

It was no biggie. I figured I’d see you 

first thing today. 

Diane stows her backpack, puts on the blue vest. 

MEAGHAN (CONT’D) 

Oh, guess what? The hot guy came back. 

DIANE 

Who? 

MEAGHAN 

Darryl. I gave him a dollar over in 

change, so he came back to return it. 

Diane SMIRKS. 

MEAGHAN 

No... I didn’t do it on purpose! I wish I 

was that slick. 

DIANE 

Well, that’s good of him. 

MEAGHAN 

I know, right? Otherwise my register 

would’ve been off on the first day.  

Out of suspicion, Diane heads to the pickles aisle. 

Suspicion confirmed: jarred pickles still out of stock. 

CUT TO: 

EXT. BOLLER’S HOUSE (BAILEY STREET)- EARLY EVENING 
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Backpack on, Diane power walks to Calvin Boller’s house 

holding the jar of pickles in a small paper bag. 

There it is… the vast piece of land containing a barn 

looking house with a shaded stoop. The drapes are drawn. An 

unfriendly chain link fence surrounds the property. 

Unsure, Diane unlatches the fence gate, and goes to the 

front door.  

No doorbell. She KNOCKS… waits a moment, KNOCKS again. 

A CRABBY VOICE: 

CALVIN BOLLER (O.S.) 

Who’s there? 

DIANE 

It’s Diane from the grocery store. 

The door OPENS a crack. CALVIN BOLLER peers out— early 

60’s, tough demeanor. 

DIANE 

Hi Mr. Boller, I apologize. We charged you 

for a jar of pickles that wasn’t in the 

bag. 

He ACCEPTS the bag, somewhat regretting his tone. 

CALVIN BOLLER 

Okay, Diane… thank you. 

DIANE 

You’re welcome. Have a nice day, Mr. 

Boller. 

She thought she saw half a smile as the door closes. 

Intrigued, she retreats to the sidewalk. 

INT. BOLLER’S HOUSE- DAY 

En route to the kitchen, Calvin Boller PAUSES by the 

hallway opening. 

CALVIN BOLLER 

It’s fine now. You can come out. 
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Clumsy footsteps SHUFFLE forward from far end of the hall.  

DAMON BOLLER, mid 30’s, is bathe in darkness… brief 

silhouetted hint of his grisly disfigurement. 

INT. DIANE’S LIVING ROOM- NIGHT 

TV FLICKERS on Diane’s face as she dozes on the sofa. Half 

a large mushroom pizza sits atop the mess on the coffee 

table.    

MR. LAI, asleep on the recliner, starts SNORING. 

Diane semi wakes, rolls off the sofa and mechanically 

shuffles to her room. 

EXT. SALLY SMITH’S HOUSE- MORNING 

Armed with a HEDGE TRIMMER, Diane is hard at work shaping 

up Sally Smith’s front yard.  

Sally OPENS the door, unlit cigarette between her fingers. 

SALLY SMITH 

Sweetie, don’t kill yourself. 

DIANE 

Morning Sally, did I wake you? 

SALLY SMITH 

 (shakes her head) 

I’ve been needing less and less sleep 

these days. Your day off? 

DIANE 

Yeah, so I’m trying to get this done 

before it gets cold. I told you I would. 

Sally lights her cigarette. 

SALLY SMITH 

You are an angel. You should come with me 

to church. 

DIANE 

I’m good. I have rehearsal. 
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(a pause) 

Where’s Perry? I haven’t seen him out for 

a walk. 

Sally takes a couple drags in silence. Sensing something 

wrong, Diane stops what she is doing. 

SALLY SMITH 

I had to put my baby to sleep, God keep 

his soul. Tried as he might, he couldn’t 

outlive me. 

DIANE 

Sally, I’m so sorry. 

SALLY SMITH 

Perry was a pure soul, the purest. He only 

knew how to love and be loved. 18 years, 

just him and I… I’m really not used to 

this. 

Sally’s eyes brimmed with tears. Diane empathizes deeply 

with her loneliness. 

INT. COMMUNITY THEATER- NIGHT 

ON STAGE: TWO ACTORS in their 20’s, portraying gay lovers, 

are receiving pointers from the DRAMA COACH (INAUDIBLE). 

A handful of STUDENTS, 20-30’s artsy types, are seated 

close to the stage in keen observation.  

Steven and Diane sit off to the side. He is studying his 

lines… she is not even looking at the script. 

STEVEN 

Do you know your lines already? 

DIANE 

 (not hearing him) 

If you get the role, would you relocate? 
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 STEVEN 

That depends. Would you miss me and how 

much? 

 DIANE 

I’m serious. 

 STEVEN 

You’ll seriously miss me?  

 She gives him the look… he acknowledges with a FROWN. 

STEVEN 

Not sure why you even ask. I’ve been 

looking for an excuse to leave since high 

school. 

DIANE 

I know we’ve talked about it… but why 

didn’t you? 

STEVEN 

Well, why didn’t you? Same shit. I feel 

bad leaving my mom by herself. She won’t 

even consider dating, she works so much. 

DIANE 

We’re full of excuses, aren’t we? 

STEVEN 

But, you know, if a solid opportunity 

comes knocking… 

 (clicks tongue) 

I’m gone. Gotta see the world sometime 

before I die. 

She NODS in agreement. Something else is on her mind. She 

deviates. 
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DIANE 

Steve, I’m wondering… have you heard 

anything about Kara and Corey coming back 

to town? 

STEVEN 

No. Did they check in on Facebook or 

something? 

DIANE 

I don’t know. It’s been a while since I 

signed in. 

 STEVEN 

I get that. What’s there to update living 

here? 

 (a pause) 

Come to think of it, I haven’t seen Kara 

post anything in a while. Remember how she 

used to post pictures of pretty much every 

moment of her son’s life? 

 DIANE 

And daughter. 

 STEVEN 

Whose daughter? 

 DIANE 

Hello. They have two sons and a daughter. 

He eyes her strangely. 

STEVEN 

No, they don’t. They have a son. Like, one 

grownass kid. 

DIANE 

What are you talking about? 
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STEVEN 

The same people you’re talking about. 

Dude, you know about Kara’s situation… she 

wants to but she couldn’t have any more 

kids. Her health went downhill after that 

pregnancy. 

Steven is thrown off by her seemingly genuine confusion. 

STEVEN (CONT’D) 

Are you yanking my chains right now? 

Diane keeps from panicking. 

DIANE 

Do you think they’re back with Corey’s 

mom? 

STEVEN 

I wouldn’t be surprised. It’s not too big 

a move from Portland and I’m sure Corey 

could use the help. He’s been holding it 

down on his own for a while. When they 

came back for the holidays a few years 

ago, he looked destroyed. 

Diane’s mind is racing. 

DIANE 

What year was that? 

STEVEN 

Okay, this is disappointing. You and Kara 

were inseparable back in the days… 

DIANE 

(impatiently) 

What year? 

STEVEN 

Okay, jeez… let me think… it was... 2014, 

that Christmas. 
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She snatches her backpack, GETS UP. 

STEVEN 

Where are you going? We’re up after these 

guys. 

DIANE 

Tell the coach I left. 

Diane EXITS, leaving him perplexed. 

CUT TO: 

EXT. MRS. JONES’ HOUSE (UPSCALE NEIGHBORHOOD)- NIGHT 

As Diane POWER WALKS to Mrs. Jones’ house… 

The vintage two story comes into view, alluring in class 

and charm, homely without pretension. 

SOUND UPCUT: DOORBELL RINGING 

INT. MRS. JONES’ HOUSE- NIGHT 

MRS. JONES, 60’s, answers the door in a cozy robe. She is 

surprised to see Diane, who is out of breath. 

DIANE 

Hi, Mrs. Jones. 

MRS. JONES 

Good Heavens, Diane. How good to see you! 

Come, come in! 

Diane ENTERS. 

MRS. JONES 

Oh, it’s been so long, sweetie. It’s good 

of you to come by. 

DIANE 

(on the verge of tears) 

Is Kara here? I tried calling but her 

phone is out of service. 
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 MRS. JONES 

Yes, she is upstairs resting. And don’t 

bother with the phone. It’s been 

deactivated for some time now. She has no 

use for it. 

 DIANE 

Can I see her? 

 MRS. JONES 

In a little bit. She was only able to fall 

asleep. Come, let me make you some tea. 

Mrs. Jones leads Diane into the kitchen. 

INT. MRS. JONES’ KITCHEN- NIGHT 

Mrs. Jones switches the light on in the quaint kitchen. 

MRS. JONES 

She’s been in so much pain, it’s hard for 

her to stay asleep. She never sleeps for 

very long, though. 

Diane tries to contain herself, pacing her words so to not 

alarm another person. 

DIANE 

How bad is it, Mrs. Jones? 

MRS. JONES 

Progressively worse. As you know, it’s one 

thing after another, after Darryl was 

born. 

Darryl… Jones? 

Mrs. Jones sets a kettle on the stove. 

MRS. JONES 

It’s too bad you missed him and Corey, 

they just stepped out for dinner. Oh, you 

should see Darryl, he’s tall now, like his 

dad. 
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Diane closes in on a PHOTO on the fridge. It is of YOUNG 

KARA, 19, cradling her newborn. Mrs. Jones smiles at the 

picture. 

MRS. JONES 

Sweet boy. Can you believe that was 

eighteen years ago? 

Next to that photo, a chummy, aged POLAROID of DIANE and 

KARA, both 18, during one of their last hangouts. 

Diane instinctively searches for more pictures. 

DIANE 

Are there any family pictures? 

MRS. JONES 

Oh, tons. But they haven’t unpacked so I’m 

not sure where anything is. 

Mrs. Jones plucks a framed photo from the kitchen shelf. 

MRS. JONES 

This is a lovely one. 

It is a beach photo of KARA and COREY, early 30’s, and 

DARRYL, 13. Kara is on a lounge chair, covered from head to 

toes. 

Mrs. Jones is first to hear the soft MOAN coming from 

upstairs. She SIGHS. 

MRS. JONES 

I was hoping she would get a few more 

minutes in. 

 (gestures Diane) 

Her door is open. Just keep the lights 

off. I’ll be up shortly. 

INT. KARA’S BEDROOM- NIGHT 

The room is dimly lit by the hallway light. 

Diane arrives at the doorway, lingers a moment… 
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A gaunt, nearly unrecognizable KARA, 37, turns her head. 

She sees Diane and SMILES from the heart. Her smile is the 

only glimmer of life in her being.  

KARA 

Hey, girlfriend. 

 DIANE 

Hey. 

 KARA 

I thought I heard you downstairs. 

 Diane keeps from crying as she ENTERS. 

DIANE 

Why are you still in bed? 

KARA 

 (laughs weakly) 

I know, right? 

KARA (CONT’D) 

You used to say that every goddamned 

school day. So annoying.  

Diane sits on the edge of her bed. 

DIANE 

Well, we missed the bus all the time 

because of you. 

KARA 

Still… so annoying. 

DIANE 

What, more annoying than your questions? 

KARA 

Which were...? 
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DIANE 

‘How’s my makeup? Does my hair look okay?’ 

KARA 

Oh, yeah. 

DIANE 

Like, every single day, twice a day. 

Diane strokes Kara’s thinning hair. 

KARA 

So how’s my hair? 

DIANE 

Who cares. How are you? 

KARA 

Not too bad. Did Corey call you? I asked 

him to. 

DIANE 

Not yet. 

 (hesitantly) 

But I saw your… son. He was in the store. 

 KARA 

Oh, he was? That’s my sweetheart. 

 DIANE 

He’s so well mannered. I’d say good work. 

 KARA 

He’s also unbelievably considerate so 

yeah, we’re lucky. 

DIANE 

 (lies) 

I didn’t recognize him right away, though. 

I wish I had. 
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KARA 

I don’t blame you, the boy is growing 

fast. I have bigger concerns about why 

you’re still employed at that stupid 

store? Di, where’d your dreams go? 

DIANE 

 (abashed) 

I don’t know. 

Mrs. Jones ENTERS with a cup of tea. She sets it down on 

the nightstand (Diane’s side). She goes to the other side 

and adjusts the pillows and covers for Kara. 

MRS. JONES 

How are you feeling? Do you need another 

dose? 

KARA 

I’m fine. 

Mrs. Jones kisses her forehead. 

MRS. JONES 

Darryl called to see if you wanted pizza. 

Kara shakes her head. It is obvious she has no energy for 

pizza. 

MRS. JONES 

I’ll make soup then. You girls catch up 

now. 

Kara feels Diane’s watchfulness. 

KARA 

What? 

DIANE 

I’m just glad to see you— I mean, not like 

this, but at least you’re back home.  
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KARA 

I know Corey’s happier, even though he’s 

the one doing all the lifting. He’s been 

such a godsend, Di. I wouldn’t trade him 

for three superheroes. 

 (pauses) 

What’s bothering you? 

Diane deliberates. 

DIANE 

I’m thinking about that Christmas photo 

you sent me four years ago. 

 KARA 

 (tries to recall) 

Four years ago, let me see… weren’t we in 

town? I remember you were so tied up at 

the store, you didn’t even come by. I was 

pretty pissed at you. I mean it. Like, I’m 

not even pissed that my folks never came 

to see me or their grandson, I expected 

that shit. But you? 

DIANE 

I’m sorry. 

KARA 

Whatever. I can’t even stay mad at you. 

 (sighs) 

But yeah, it’s been so long since I made 

Christmas photos. 

Diane couldn’t help the tears. 

 KARA 

No, Di. I can’t stand the crying. It’s not 

that bad. 
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 DIANE 

Bullshit. 

 KARA 

Okay, maybe it is that bad… because we 

can’t go drinking. 

DIANE 

Trust me. My dad drinks enough for the 

both of us. 

Kara LAUGHS, WINCES in pain. Diane holds her friend’s hand 

and snuggles next to her. 

CAMERA DOLLIES BACK THRU DOORWAY. 

EXT. DIANE’S NEIGHBORHOOD- NIGHT 

As Diane briskly walks… something occurs to her and she 

breaks into a RUN. 

INT. DIANE’S HOUSE- NIGHT 

Diane BARGES IN (Mr. Lai is not home), beelines for the 

kitchen. 

INT. DIANE’S KITCHEN- NIGHT 

Diane RUSHES to the FRIDGE. Its doors are heavy with 

magnets holding random ads in place. She moves papers 

around, searching for the holiday photo of Kara, Corey and 

the three children she remembers them having. 

DIANE 

Where the hell is it? 

She goes to the OUTDATED COMPUTER, dusty from non use, 

hidden in the living room corner. TURNS IT ON… the old 

system loads painfully slow. 

IN THE MEANTIME…  

Diane RUMMAGES through mountains of junk mails on the 

dining table. 

Finally, she is able to sign in to FACEBOOK…  

OPENS KARA’S PAGE…  
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SCROLLS through pictures from recent to old…  Most images 

were of DARRYL, every stage of his childhood. No other 

kids. 

REACHES FINAL PICS:  

OPENS 3RD OLDEST PICTURE: KARA, 19, holds her NEWBORN 

(DARRYL) in the hospital bed. DIANE, 19, sits beside the 

bed with an arm draped across mother and child. 

Diane is STUCK on this picture. She has zero recollection 

of this moment. 

CLOSE UP ON DATE POSTED: MAY 12, 2002 

DIANE 

 (shocked) 

I was there. 

OPENS 2ND OLDEST PICTURE: From same hospital bed, 

19-year-old KARA and COREY proudly cradle their 

NEWBORN (DARRYL) between them. 

OPENS OLDEST PICTURE POST: A digital snap of that POLAROID 

of KARA and DIANE, both 18, in a tight embrace. 

DISSOLVE TO: 

FLASHBACK- FALL 2001  

EXT. COFFEE SHOP PATIO- DAY 

KARA,18, and DIANE,18, embrace like two drunk girls. 

COREY JONES, 18, undeniably dashing, carefully aims an 

older model POLAROID CAMERA and takes a picture of the 

girls. 

PICTURE RELEASES, not yet clear. He hands it to Kara, who 

snatches the camera also. The bench style table is littered 

with rejected shots. 

COREY 

Good yet, Carebear? 

Kara smiles, WINKS. 



29 

KARA 

We’ll see. Thanks, babe. 

Corey HOPS to the other side of the table to join STEVEN, 

18, who offers him a cigarette. Steven looks super nerdy in 

thick framed glasses that at present day, he no longer 

wears. 

DIANE 

(whining to Kara) 

You’re really not gonna be here anymore? 

Kara gives the picture a shake to speed up development. 

 KARA 

I know, right. It’s so crazy. Me and Corey 

literally decided on Portland like four 

days ago. Just as well, since my folks are 

all packed for Idaho… they might be outta 

here sooner than us. I’m not about to go 

with them to fucking nowhere. 

(irritated) 

They never cared what I wanted. It’s like 

they live in their own two-people world, 

acting like they consider my feelings, but 

in the end, they just go and do whatever 

the hell they want. 

The picture is clear and to Kara’s liking. She blows a kiss 

to Corey. 

DIANE 

Well, that’s why I’m glad you and Corey 

have each other. 

KARA 

(cynically) 

Yeah, but young love, you never know... 

DIANE 

I just can’t believe you’re leaving. 
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KARA 

Well, in all honesty, I thought you’d be 

outtie first. You and Steve here, hitting 

up Hollywood and shit. That’s all you guys 

ever talked about. And weed. 

Steven overhears and CHUCKLES. He and Diane shares a coy 

moment. 

Kara puts out her cigarette. 

KARA 

Let’s go to the bathroom. 

As the girls head inside, Corey looks after with a hint of 

consternation. 

CONTINUES TO:  

INT. COFFEE SHOP’S LADIES ROOM- DAY 

KARA, 18, and DIANE, 18, are CHATTING as they ENTER: 

KARA 

Why the hell not? He’s goofy, he’s kinda 

cute and he’s always been into you. Like, 

we can’t hook him up with nobody, it’s 

that bad. 

DIANE 

Maybe he’s gay. You ever looked into that? 

KARA 

Stop dodging, I wanna know why, how come, 

and all that. 

DIANE 

I don’t have the mind for that right now. 

 KARA 

You said that three years ago and this 

thing between you and Steve is getting 

pretty damn hard to watch. 
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 DIANE 

Oh, I’m so sorry for the inconvenience! 

 KARA 

Yeah. You go ahead and imagine me watching 

him watching you watching each other… god, 

just do it already. 

 DIANE 

Ok, next… 

But Kara wouldn’t let up. 

KARA 

Seriously, though, how long have you been 

in limbo? You’re allowed to move forward, 

you know? And accept that your mom is in a 

better place. 

DIANE 

 (instantly defensive) 

You sound so fucking sure. Where is this 

better place you’re talking about?  

KARA 

It’s called anywhere. Anywhere else is a 

better place! 

DIANE 

Excuse you. Some people still live here. 

KARA 

Then it’s not news to you that this place 

sucks. 

DIANE 

That’s one person’s opinion. 

KARA 

Are you ever gonna leave? Do anything? 
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They roll their eyes in frustration. Kara turns to the 

mirror and pulls her blouse straight. 

DIANE 

Well, you know, I have my dad, who gets 

full off of beer. 

 KARA 

He’ll be fine. What else? 

DIANE 

I don’t know, okay? I feel like I can’t 

budge… like I’m some kind of bad omen and 

any move I make will cause a negative 

ripple effect for everyone around me. 

 KARA 

Stop. Don’t do that to yourself. Bad 

things happen because they do… not because 

you decide to do a little something for 

yourself. 

 DIANE 

 (resigns) 

Well, it’s how I feel. 

Pensively, Kara profiles her belly in the mirror. Something 

is off.  

 DIANE 

Are you okay? 

KARA 

There’s something I didn’t tell you. 

The guilt on Kara’s face is palpable. 

KARA (CONT’D) 

I was almost four months along. 

Past tense… Diane puts 2+2 together. 
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KARA (CONT’D) 

Please don’t feel bad, we didn’t tell 

anybody. Nobody knew. 

DIANE 

Corey knew? 

KARA 

We were going to keep it. He got down on 

his knees and asked me to keep it… but he 

looked so worried. He didn’t sound sure… I 

don’t know what it was. I was so stressed 

out, I made the decision for us. I got rid 

of it. 

Diane is stunned speechless— how could she not have known? 

KARA (CONT’D) 

I haven’t told him about the abortion. 

He’s gonna freak out. Do you think he’ll 

ever forgive me? 

Diane throws her arms around Kara. 

DIANE 

Of course he will. Of course! You love 

each other. But why did you have to go 

through that on your own? I’m so sorry, 

Kara. 

BACK TO PRESENT:  

INT. DIANE’S BEDROOM- NIGHT 

Clothes and papers are SCATTERED everywhere… her room is an 

epic mess… the closet is gutted and there are piles of 

knickknacks that used to be under the bed. 

Diane is going nuts, still searching for Kara’s Christmas 

photo. 

ANOTHER ANGLE 

Mr. Lai APPEARS at the doorway in his dirty jumpersuit, 

arms folded. 
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MR. LAI 

It’s a good thing you’re home or I would 

have thought a burglary was in progress. 

(a beat) 

What are you looking for? 

 DIANE 

 (frustrated) 

Kara’s family Christmas picture that was 

on the fridge! 

 MR. LAI 

Okay, first of all… calm down. Secondly, 

was there a Christmas picture on the 

fridge? 

 DIANE 

Yeah. The one with Kara, Corey and their 

three little kids. 

MR. LAI 

(tries to remember) 

Your friend Kara? Did she end up having 

three kids? I thought it was just the one. 

She looks defeated. 

DIANE 

Dad, you go to the fridge so often, how 

could you not remember? It’s a Christmas 

card thingy that was on the fridge for 

like 4 years. 

MR. LAI 

I may have a beer or seven at times, but I 

would remember seeing a— you know what? I 

think I know where we can check. 

Mr. Lai WALKS AWAY, leaving Diane in suspense. She DARTS 

after him. 
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INT. DIANE’S KITCHEN- NIGHT 

Mr. Lai is crouched, SWIPING underneath the fridge with a 

broom. Diane watches in anticipation. 

Moments later, something gets swiped out. It is a very old 

CHRISTMAS PHOTO CARD. He WIPES the dusty photo on his 

jumpersuit and hands it to her. 

MR. LAI 

This look familiar? 

As a matter of fact, no. The card looks different. 

TIGHT ON EXISTING CHRISTMAS PHOTO OF KARA, 19, PALE WITH A 

TRYING SMILE, AND COREY, 19, HOLDING NEWBORN DARRYL. 

PRINTED: HAPPY HOLIDAYS 2002 

2002 PHOTO (VERY BRIEFLY) CHANGES TO THE 2014 PHOTO DIANE 

REMEMBERS: HAPPY, HEALTHY LOOKING KARA AND COREY, EARLY 

30’S, AND THREE YOUNGSTERS: ELIJAH, 4, CHRISTOPHER, 3, AND 

(GIRL) BREA, 1. PRINTED: MERRY CHRISTMAS 2014! LOVE, THE 

JONES 

2014 PHOTO CHANGES BACK TO DECREPIT 2002 PHOTO IN HAND. 

MR. LAI 

That’s the one I remember... just the one 

kid. Don’t test me, I’ll pass with flying 

colors. 

Shock is an understatement… Diane doesn’t know which way to 

think.  

Mr. Lai grabs a beer from the fridge and heads to his 

recliner. 

MR. LAI 

You’re welcome. Now go clean your room. 

INT. DIANE’S BEDROOM- NIGHT 

The room will have to clean itself because Diane has no 

remaining energy.  

She FALLS into bed, holds up the 2002 Christmas photo. 

CLOSE ON PHOTO, PANNING IN ON KARA’S SICKLY FACE… 
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INT. GROCERY STORE- DAY 

Diane carefully packs a large container of soup and loaf of 

bread into a paper bag, folds the top and staples it close. 

KYLE, 20’s, unkempt but oddly cute, picks up the bag. 

KYLE 

So this goes to Mrs. Jones? 

DIANE 

Yes. Thanks, Kyle. 

KYLE 

Not a problem. 

He EXITS. 

Her phone VIBRATES with INCOMING CALL from Steven. She 

looks torn but doesn’t answer. 

SOUND OF GLASS SHATTER JOLTS HER.  

Diane hurries to where the sound came— the pickle aisle— 

discovers a jar of pickles BROKEN on the floor. She LOOKS 

UP at the security convex mirrors… no one else is in the 

store. 

CUT TO:  

INT. DIANE’S HOUSE- EVENING 

Diane ENTERS, senses the unusual quiet. 

DIANE 

Dad? You home? 

A BEAT. 

Unexpectedly, a gray curly haired PUPPY turns the corner, 

RUNS straight at her.  

Surprised, she kneels to greet it. Certainly an unusual 

breed… looks like Perry, Sally’s deceased dog. 

DIANE 

And who are you, little fella? 
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MR. LAI (VOICE O.S.) 

Who does that remind you of? 

INT. DIANE’S LIVING ROOM- EVENING 

Diane CARRIES the excited pup into the living room. Mr. Lai 

is drinking beer on the recliner… the only thing missing is 

the TV being on. 

She lets the pup down who goes to jump on Mr. Lai’s lap. 

DIANE 

I’ve never seen a dog that looks this much 

like Perry. 

MR. LAI 

Isn’t that funny? And look at him, it’s 

like he knows us. 

Diane sets her backpack down. 

 DIANE 

Where’d you find him? 

 MR. LAI 

He was wandering Sally’s yard when I came 

home. I thought it was Perry getting out 

again. 

 DIANE 

Perry’s not around anymore. Sally had to 

put him down. 

MR. LAI 

Oh, that is sad news. No wonder I haven’t 

seen any movement over there. I tried 

knocking but she didn’t answer. Maybe this 

little bugger is her new dog. 

DIANE 

 (skeptical) 

Isn’t it a little soon? 



38 

MR. LAI 

It’s hard being alone. She’s only got 

those church ladies as friends, God bless 

her soul. I’m just glad they stopped 

knocking on our door. 

Diane goes to the kitchen. 

INT. DIANE’S KITCHEN- EVENING 

Diane opens the freezer, retrieves two zip locked bags of 

meat. 

DIANE 

I’ll make some sirloin for the pup. 

MR. LAI 

Oh, I wonder what I’m having then! 

DIANE 

Stir fried veggies for you, Dad. You eat 

like crap all day as it is. 

Mr. Lai FROWNS. 

MR. LAI 

Can I have what the puppy’s having? 

CUT TO: 

INT. DIANE’S BATHROOM- NIGHT 

Diane SOAKS in the tub, unable to relax, struggling to make 

sense of recent perplexities. 

She plugs her ears, STARES ahead. 

FADE TO: 

FLASHBACK- 1990  

EXT. DIANE’S FRONT YARD (BACK IN THE DAYS)- DAY  

The house is a vision to behold: pristine white paint 

surrounded by vibrant landscaping that boasts a multitude 

of colorful, fragrant life.  



39 

MRS. LAI, gorgeous in her mid 30’s, has on gardening gloves 

and a straw hat. She PRUNES a rose bush while MR. LAI, mid 

30’s, SHOVELS fertilizer for distribution. 

DIANE, 9, brings out two cups of iced lemonade from the 

house. 

MRS. LAI 

Just in time. Your dad is about to pass 

out. 

Diane giggles. Mr. Lai takes a cup. 

MR. LAI 

You think she’s kidding. My only day off 

and I’m shoveling cow dung when I could 

easily be having a cold one indoors. 

DIANE 

Don’t worry, I put ice.  

He chortles— not what he meant, but okay. 

MRS. LAI 

Nothing stays beautiful without love and 

care, right Princess? 

Diane NODS in accordance. 

MR. LAI 

By that, your mother means work… and a lot 

of it. 

Mrs. Lai takes a SIP of lemonade, APPROVES. 

MRS. LAI 

Wow. You’re getting better at this. 

DIANE 

Is it good? 

 MRS. LAI 

It’s perfect. 
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A sudden TREMOR strikes this idyllic scene... Diane 

takes heed, frantically looks around.  

MRS. LAI 

Are you okay, Princess? 

Diane looks back at her mother, whose face QUAVERS 

INTO A BLUR… 

FADE TO BLACK: 

INT. DARK VOID 

DIANE, 9, is paralyzed with fear… Her surrounding has 

become a dark empty space with no top and no bottom. 

DIANE 

Mom? Dad? 

BOOMING: 

MAN’S VOICE 

What time do you wish it was? 

 

CUT BACK TO PRESENT: 

INT. DIANE’S BATHROOM- NIGHT 

Diane LURCHES from submersion, coughing out water... she 

climbs out of the tub, collects herself. It can’t be… but 

how come it felt so real? 

SOUND OF SCRATCHING ON DOOR. 

EXT. DIANE’S BATHROOM- NIGHT 

Diane OPENS the door wearing a towel, hair soaking. 

The anxious pup WHMPERS. She picks him up. 

DIANE 

Hey, kiddo. What’s going on? 

Mr. Lai’s aggressive SNORING becomes audible. 

DIANE 

Oh, I’m sorry… did he scare you? 
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(sighs) 

Unfortunately, that’s the only way I’ll 

know he lived through the night. 

She carries the pup to her room. 

INT. DIANE’S BEDROOM- NIGHT 

The pup actively sniffs around. 

Diane is slowly but surely straightening out yesterday’s 

mess… putting things away… she comes across a scrapbook 

filled with childhood pictures of her with her parents, 

each image adorned with pressed-dry flowers from her 

mother’s garden. 

Every page puts a smile on her face. She reaches the last 

page. 

DIANE 

You know what I wish? I wish… we took more 

pictures. 

A LOW GROWL snaps her out of the mood. The pup is straining 

to look out the window… at something. 

She CLOSES the scrapbook, cautiously approaches the window. 

On the poorly lit sidewalk, cloaked in darkness, is 

silhouette of the MAN in trench coat and a flat cap. He is 

facing her. 

The pup BARKS. 

TIGHT ON DIANE AS SHE BLINKS… 

The sidewalk is desolate again. The MAN has vanished. 

The pup QUIETS, confused.  

She EXHALES in relief. A strange pull urges a glance at 

Sally Smith’s house. It is uncharacteristically dark. 

Troubled, Diane CLOSES the curtains. 

EXT. SALLY SMITH’S HOUSE (DIANE’S NEIGHBORHOOD)- MORNING 

The pup eagerly LEADS the way to Sally Smith’s house. He 

arrives before Diane, barking and scratching the front 

door. 
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DIANE 

Perry, cut it out. 

The pup STOPS on command, noticeably trying to contain 

himself. She is in awe. 

DIANE 

Did you just answer to Perry? 

Diane RINGS the doorbell. 

DIANE 

Sally, it’s me. 

No answer. She tries KNOCKING. 

The pup WHIMPERS anxiously. Something is wrong. 

CUT TO: 

EXT. SALLY SMITH’S HOUSE (DIANE’S NEIGHBORHOOD)- MORNING 

Diane COVERS the nervous pup with her sweatshirt. She sits 

on the curb across Sally Smith’s house. 

SEVERAL NEIGHBORS are outside watching TWO REMOVAL 

TECHNICIANS load the gurney carrying the body bag 

(containing Sally Smith’s body) into the mortuary 

ambulance. POLICE CARS are already pulling out. 

An OFFICER, 50’s, approaches Diane who stands to meet him. 

OFFICER 

Sorry about the circumstances but I’ve a 

few routine questions for you, since we 

are unable to locate family contacts. Were 

you close to the deceased? 

DIANE 

Yes. 

OFFICER 

My condolences. When did you last see her 

out and about? 
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DIANE 

I saw Sally the other day but she hasn’t 

been outside in maybe two weeks. She 

normally walked her dog… he passed away 

recently. 

OFFICER 

So is this her new dog? 

DIANE 

I’m not sure. My dad found him in her 

front yard. 

OFFICER 

Reason I ask is because she was fixing a 

small bath, dog shampoo and all, when she 

slipped. Maybe it was for this little 

mutt. 

His comments triggered an incomplete thought. 

OFFICER (CONT’D) 

We’ll look into it and give you a call if 

anything. Appreciate your time. 

He GOES to his patrol vehicle. The NEIGHBORS gradually 

disperse. 

On the walk back, Diane sets the pup down and he 

automatically heads back to Sally’s house. 

 DIANE 

Perry! Get back. 

He STOPS in his track… glances nervously between her and 

Sally’s house… finally drags his feet back to her. 

Diane picks him back up. She watches with a heavy heart as 

the mortuary ambulance pulls out. 

TWO WEEKS LATER… 

INT. GROCERY STORE- DAY 

Kyle ENTERS carrying Mr. Boller’s grocery bag. He goes to 

Diane who is BUSY at the register. 
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KYLE 

He’s still not answering the door but I 

know someone’s there. I saw the drapes 

move. Can you call him again? 

DIANE 

Okay. I will. 

Kyle sets the bag down behind the counter. 

The next customer steps up sporting a huge grin. COREY 

JONES, 37, is handsome as ever. 

DIANE 

Corey! 

She rushes to HUG him. 

DIANE 

 (to Kyle) 

Kyle, get on the register. I’m taking 15. 

 KYLE 

 (suddenly anxious) 

Okay, but I haven’t been on the register 

in years. 

Diane is already EXITING the store with Corey. 

EXT. GROCERY STORE- DAY 

Corey and Diane tuck away in a shady spot, around the 

corner. He looks delighted to see her. 

COREY 

Hey, thanks for the soup you’ve been 

sending. Really helps my mom out. 

DIANE 

It’s nothing, whatever I can do. 
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COREY 

Sorry, I took my time stopping in, it’s 

been a packed schedule every day since 

we’ve been back. I’m like totally wiped. 

DIANE 

I’ll bet. How’s everything though? How are 

you? 

COREY 

Oh, you know… I don’t want to talk about 

how I am when she’s the one hurting. I 

feel helpless. All I do— all I can do, 

really— is drive her to her appointments, 

pick up prescriptions, adjust her pillow… 

it sucks. 

DIANE 

How is she? 

COREY 

It hurts for her to breathe and she’s got 

no immunity. 

Corey looks DISTRESSED. 

COREY (CONT’D) 

I wish I had better news. 

DIANE 

I’ve been wanting to visit again but I 

don’t want to disrupt… 

 COREY 

No, it’s totally fine. Your company would 

cheer her up and she needs that right now. 

Come by for dinner later, if you’re free. 

 DIANE 

Okay, cool. 
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 (a pause) 

So, is your son… how’s he adjusting to 

town? 

 COREY 

Darryl? I’m not worried about him. He fits 

in anywhere with ease. 

DIANE 

I know. Handsome kid. 

COREY 

I agree. 

DIANE 

Okay, Conceited. He looks just like you. 

COREY 

Well, that’s a relief. 

Diane is weighing the big question about Darryl. 

DIANE 

There’s something, actually, that’s been 

on my mind. 

He sees the change in her demeanor. 

COREY 

What is it? 

DIANE 

I don’t know why I can’t fit Darryl into 

any memory slot. 

COREY 

What? 

DIANE 

I can’t explain this memory thing— it’s a 

big gap, actually— but I just don’t recall 

Darryl being born. 
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Corey can’t decide if she’s being funny. 

COREY 

I don’t remember you having a weird sense 

of humor. 

DIANE 

I’m not kidding. I’m just going to be 

blunt, maybe that’s the only way to get 

this across but… didn’t Kara abort a 

pregnancy right before the move to 

Portland? 

He stiffens in defense. The red is creeping from his neck 

to his face. 

COREY 

Who told you that? 

 DIANE 

Kara did. She was the one who told me. 

COREY 

That never happened. You goddamn well know 

that never happened… you visited her when 

she was in the hospital. You met Darryl 

fresh out of the womb. 

Apparently, this was the moment captured in the Facebook 

picture Kara posted… a memory she cannot place. 

 DIANE 

Why would she lie, Corey? She didn’t have 

to say anything. 

COREY 

Maybe you misheard something. Do you think 

we’d have an eighteen year old if she had 

done what you said? 

DIANE 

I know, this makes no sense— 
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COREY 

You’re right, it doesn’t make any sense 

and you know what else? You’re talking out 

of your bounds. 

She shoots him a dagger glare. 

DIANE 

Kara is family to me. How am I out of 

bounds? 

COREY 

You’re telling me you don’t remember my 

son’s existence! 

DIANE 

I don’t remember… Darryl. 

COREY 

Then I suggest getting your head checked. 

DIANE 

Why are you being so defensive? 

COREY 

Is there another way to be right now? 

DIANE 

I was hoping you’d tell me something that 

might help me understand this... 

COREY 

Why don’t you tell me this: If you don’t 

remember my son, who do you remember? 

She doubles down. 

 DIANE 

I remember Elijah and Christopher and 

Brea. 

Corey BACKS AWAY, LEANS against the wall for support. The 

sound of their names forces the breath out of him. 
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 DIANE (CONT’D) 

You remember them too, don’t you? They 

were beautiful. Kara posted a ton of 

pictures and videos of them laughing, 

playing, studying. Are you really going to 

tell me that never happened? That they 

never happened? 

 Corey is lost in GRIEF, unable to look at her. 

DIANE (CONT’D) 

Where was Darryl in any of those pictures? 

COREY 

 (weakly) 

Which ones? 

DIANE 

The ones I remember. Please tell me you 

remember them too. 

His teary eyes meet hers. 

COREY 

You’re not supposed to have these 

questions.  

DIANE 

Why not? 

COREY 

Did you say anything to Kara? 

DIANE 

I couldn’t. What is going on, Corey? 

Kyle INTERRUPTS. 

KYLE 

Diane, sorry… but I messed up. I pressed 

the wrong key or something, the register 

locked on me. 
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 DIANE 

 (composes herself) 

Meaghan should be in soon. 

KYLE 

But isn’t Jim scheduled? 

 DIANE 

He’s gone. 

 KYLE 

Oh man, the thing is… there’s a bit of a 

line forming… 

 DIANE 

I know, Kyle. Just give me a minute here, 

okay? Just one minute.  

Kyle reluctantly goes back into the store.  

Shifting the focus back to Corey, Diane lowers her voice. 

DIANE 

Something happened, my question is what. 

He shifts uncomfortably… she gets in his face. 

DIANE 

Corey, please. 

His expression is wrought with guilt. He gives in.  

COREY 

I gave him an answer, that was all I did. 

I swear, I didn’t know it would lead to 

this. 

There is an eerie, haunted look in his eyes. 

COREY (CONT’D) 

He said to me: What time do you wish it 

was? 

His phone RINGS. He swiftly answers. 
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COREY 

Yeah, Mom? What’s happening? Is she 

convulsing? Did you call the ambulance? 

I’m on my way. I’ll be right there. Don’t 

leave her side. 

HANGS UP. 

DIANE 

What’s going on? 

COREY 

It’s best you stay away for now. 

He HURRIES to his car that is parked nearby, DRIVES OFF. 

Diane looks after him, panic stricken. 

INT. DIANE’S ROOM- NIGHT 

Diane cradles herself in bed, sick with worry. 

LIGHT KNOCK ON THE DOOR. 

DIANE 

Open up, Dad. 

Mr. Lai OPENS the door, looking concerned. 

MR. LAI 

Everything all right? You skipped dinner. 

DIANE 

I’m not hungry. 

MR. LAI 

I saved you some clam chowder. 

DIANE 

Thanks, Dad. 

MR. LAI 

You sure you’re okay? 
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DIANE 

Yeah, I’m just stressed. 

MR. LAI 

From work, right? I keep telling you, 

there is no need for you to work so much. 

Cut down your hours. I’m getting worried 

about you and I’m a workaholic. 

   (pauses) 

Okay? Make sure you eat. 

EXT. BOLLER’S HOUSE- NOON 

Diane shifts the bag to one arm to KNOCK on the door… she 

hears movement from within. 

DIANE 

Mr. Boller, I brought your groceries. You 

have to open the door. We’re not allowed 

to leave food outside. 

No answer. 

DIANE 

Mr. Boller— 

SOUND OF SOMEONE UNLOCKING THE DOOR. 

Diane HESITATES, tries the door knob… door OPENS to a dim 

space with depressingly outdated furniture.  

INT. BOLLER’S HOUSE- NOON 

Diane PEERS IN, then warily ENTERS. The house almost feels 

abandoned. 

DIANE 

Hello? 

 (a beat) 

I’ll just go set these in the kitchen. 

She proceeds to the KITCHEN, sets bag on the counter, then 

returns to the front door… 
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SOUND OF ODD SHUFFLING FOOTSTEPS IN THE HALL STOPS HER. 

Curious, she backtracks to the hallway opening. 

 DAMON BOLLER (O.S.) 

Stop. 

Diane GASPS. Footsteps retreat in response. 

 DIANE 

I’m sorry. I wasn’t expecting— 

 DAMON BOLLER (O.S.) 

Please stay where you are. 

She stands in place… chooses her words. 

DIANE 

I’m really sorry. I thought Mr. Boller 

lives alone. 

Silence. 

DIANE 

If you don’t mind me asking… who are you? 

DAMON BOLLER (O.S.) 

I’m his son. 

DIANE 

Oh. I didn’t know… I’m Diane from the 

grocery— 

DAMON BOLLER (O.S.) 

I know who you are. 

DIANE 

You do? I mean… and your name? 

DAMON BOLLER (O.S.) 

Damon. 
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DIANE 

Hi. It’s nice to meet you. Can I ask where 

your dad is? 

Brief but heavy silence. 

 DAMON BOLLER (O.S.) 

He died two days ago. They came to take 

him away. 

DIANE 

Oh my god… I’m so sorry. Are you okay? 

DAMON BOLLER (O.S.) 

I think so. Thank you. 

Diane lingers, feeling quite bad. 

 DAMON BOLLER (O.S.) 

Will you deliver the groceries from now 

on? 

 DIANE 

I actually work the check stand. 

 DAMON BOLLER (O.S.) 

I’m asking a favor. 

 She DAWDLES uncomfortably. 

DIANE 

I guess I can do that… but it’ll have to 

be after my shift, in the evening. 

DAMON BOLLER (O.S.) 

That’s not a problem. 

DIANE 

Okay then. 

DAMON BOLLER (O.S.) 

I’ll see you next week. 
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DIANE 

Okay. See you. 

Diane looks toward the voice as she EXITS. 

INT. DIANE’S LIVING ROOM- EARLY EVENING 

Mr. Lai is on the floor playing tug-a-war with the pup. 

Diane ENTERS, impressed. 

DIANE 

We should’ve gotten you a puppy a long 

time ago. 

MR. LAI 

Look who’s home early. No acting class 

tonight? 

DIANE 

I don’t feel like it. 

MR. LAI 

Really? But you like that stuff. 

DIANE 

I guess, but I’m kind of at a crossroad. 

MR. LAI 

It’s normal. I read somewhere that artists 

must go through periods of non creativity 

in order to break through and reach new 

heights. 

DIANE 

I didn’t know that. I’m surprised you do. 

Did anyone call about the dog? 

MR. LAI 

No. They would have called by now. 



56 

 DIANE 

I guess Perry can make himself at home 

then. 

MR. LAI 

Look at him. He’s already comfortable. 

I’ll get him registered, neutered and all 

that on my day off. Are we calling him 

Perry? 

 DIANE 

That’s what he responds to. 

 MR. LAI 

I’m still so sad about Sally. She led a 

lonely existence but what a great person. 

Do you remember her bringing over a pie 

every Sunday after your mother passed? 

 DIANE 

I remember. 

She removes a bag of spinach from her backpack, goes into 

the kitchen. 

INT. DIANE’S KITCHEN- NIGHT 

Diane preps the spinach at the sink to be washed. 

Mr. Lai comes into the kitchen, DAWDLES weirdly. 

DIANE 

Do you need a beer or something? 

MR. LAI 

No, I’m wondering… where do you see 

yourself in five years? 

DIANE 

Really, Dad? That’s what they asked us in 

high school. 
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MR. LAI 

Well now I’m asking. Where do you want to 

be in five years? 

DIANE 

I’ll be in my forties, Dad. 

MR. LAI 

You know what I mean. 

DIANE 

Here, okay? I see myself right here with 

you. 

MR. LAI 

Oh, that’s not good. Your mother would 

never forgive me if her only daughter 

wastes away in this dump.  

 (brief pause) 

I’m not lame, you know. I can feed and 

clothe myself. 

 DIANE 

I know. 

MR. LAI 

I can take care of myself. 

 DIANE 

I said I know. 

 MR. LAI 

I’ve been saving money over the years… 

She busies herself washing the spinach, hoping to avoid 

this conversation. 

 DIANE 

Are you finally going to renovate the 

house? 
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MR. LAI 

The money is for you. It’s there for when 

you want to move… 

DIANE 

Okay, Dad. I don’t know how many times— 

MR. LAI (CONT’D) 

If you want a condominium in Beverly 

Hills, you can have that. That’s how much 

I saved. 

DIANE 

Why would I want a condo in Beverly Hills? 

MR. LAI 

From what I see on TV, there’s quality of 

life in a place like that. 

DIANE 

That’s too extravagant. 

 MR. LAI 

Well then, pick a place… is my point. 

 (turns serious) 

Listen, Di, we don’t discuss this very 

much but I understand why you feel guilty. 

I know the feeling… I felt guilty in my 

own way when your mom passed away. If only 

I didn’t take another car in the day 

before, I wouldn’t have to delay your 

mom’s car and she wouldn’t have been 

running errands on foot that day. I still 

can’t drive through that intersection. 

But, no matter how we feel, it happened. 

Who knows, maybe it was meant to happen 

the way it did. You can’t just freeze your 

whole life and not move on. 

A deep sadness comes over her. 



59 

 DIANE 

Do you really think what happened to mom 

was meant to happen? 

MR. LAI 

I’m not spiritual but if your grandparents 

were alive, they would tell you that each 

fate is the result of karmic balancing. 

Therefore, this is the way it must be in 

this lifetime. 

 DIANE 

What if it was just an accident… and not 

anything having to do with karma? Is there 

no way to undo that mistake? 

MR. LAI 

Your grandparents would tell you to make 

peace with what is. 

DIANE 

And you? 

He HESITATES to engage. 

 MR. LAI 

For years, I obsessed over theories 

suggesting that every big event or tragedy 

triggers life to branch off in a different 

direction… while we continue on the 

consequential one.  

Diane ponders on this. 

DIANE 

If that’s true… 

MR. LAI 

It’s not true. It’s one of many baseless 

theories. 
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DIANE 

But if it has some truth to it, that would 

mean Mom is alive somewhere and we are 

only living where she isn’t. 

MR. LAI 

You’ll drive yourself crazy thinking that. 

DIANE 

Is there even the slightest possibility 

that she’s nearby and we are only 

separated by a thick layer of… something. 

Mr. Lai looks exhausted. 

MR. LAI 

Sorry I opened that can of worms. It 

happened. There’s no option but to accept 

that. 

DIANE 

I do accept it. 

MR. LAI 

Good. Now think about what I said. The 

part about Beverly Hills, not the other 

crap. 

He leaves the kitchen, leaving her lost in a whirlwind of 

emotions. 

CUT TO: 

INT. DIANE’S BEDROOM- NIGHT 

Diane SLEEPS with the pup by her side. 

SLOWLY PANS IN ON HER SERRENE EXPRESSION. THE ROOM 

BRIGHTENS, ILLUMINATING HER FACE WITH WARMTH. 

DISSOLVE TO: 

FLASHBACK #1- 1996  

INT. DIANE’S BEDROOM (BACK IN THE DAYS)- MORNING 

CAMERA PULLS BACK FROM HER FACE. DIANE, 15, OPENS HER EYES. 
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She is alone in bed, back in her bright childhood room. 

MRS. LAI, early 40’s, ENTERS. 

MRS. LAI 

Morning, Princess. Wake up so you have 

time to eat before school. 

Diane STARES unblinking at her mom. This must be one of 

those impossibly realistic dreams. 

MRS. LAI 

What’s the matter? Did you go to bed late 

again? 

DIANE 

Hi, Mom. 

MRS. LAI 

Hi, Princess. My car is still in the shop 

so your dad will take you and he doesn’t 

wait. 

DIANE 

I’m not going to school. 

MRS. LAI 

Oh really? 

DIANE 

Yep. I’m staying right here. 

MRS. LAI 

Don’t be silly. 

 (feels Diane’s forehead) 

You’re not even warm. 

 DIANE 

Not even a little bit? 
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 MRS. LAI 

Not even a little tiny bit. Now, come, 

before your food gets cold. 

JUMP CUT TO: 

FLASHBACK #2- 1996 

INT. STEVEN’S HOUSE- DAY 

TIGHT ON DIANE, 15, SMOKING A BONG ON THE SOFA. 

Suddenly conscientious of what she is doing, she PULLS 

BACK, starts HACKING. 

STEVEN, 15, PATS her back. He has on his dorky thick framed 

glasses.  

STEVEN 

Easy, dude. We’re just starting. 

She looks around in a panic. 

DIANE 

What year is this? 

STEVEN 

Man, you’re higher than a kite. Didn’t I 

tell you this batch was strong? 

DIANE 

(urgently) 

Steve! What year? 

STEVEN 

’96. Are we a little less high now? 

DIANE 

Did we cut class? 

STEVEN 

Obviously. 

(adds) 
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It’s your idea. 

Diane jets to the kitchen counter for the HOUSE PHONE. What 

was her home number again? After a few moments, she 

remembers and DIALS. 

 DIANE 

Mom, please pick up… 

Standard VOICE MAIL comes on... 

DIANE 

Mom, if you’re there, stay home. Please 

stay home. I’m on my way! 

HANGS UP. She FIGHTS the oncoming effects from the weed. 

Steven eyes her strangely. 

 DIANE 

Steve, take me home. 

 STEVEN 

Are you serious? 

 DIANE 

Yes! Get your ass up right now! 

STEVEN 

What’s going on with you? 

 DIANE 

I don’t have time. Please take me home. 

STEVEN 

Man, Di, I can’t even if I wanted to… I’m 

so fucking high. Besides, if your mom sees 

me like this, she’ll tell my mom and my 

mom’s already a worry wart. 

SOUND UPCUT: 
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MR. LAI’S VOICE 

I still can’t drive through that 

intersection. 

DIANE 

Two blocks from here. 

Diane rapidly EXITS. 

CONTINUE TO: 

EXT. STEVEN’S HOUSE (STEVEN’S NEIGHBORHOOD)- DAY 

POV: DIANE, 15, BURSTS FROM STEVEN’S HOUSE IN A DIZZY 

SPELL… STUMBLES TO THE SIDEWALK…  

Determined, she hurries in the direction of a specific 

INTERSECTION, TWO blocks away.  

Nearing the second block, Diane spots MRS. LAI, early 40’s, 

arriving at the curb. She WAITS impatiently to cross. 

SHOT OF TRAFFIC LIGHTS CHANGING… WALK SIGNAL COMES ON… 

Diane opens her mouth in a SILENT SCREAM. 

Mrs. Lai STEPS OFF the curb... 

JUMP BACK TO: 

PRESENT DAY  

INT. DIANE’S BEDROOM- NIGHT 

Back in the dark room, the pup is watching as Diane SQUIRMS 

and STRUGGLES to wake… 

An ordeal… she finally BUSTS out of the sleep dungeon in 

sheer terror. She orients herself... Diane covers her face 

and CRIES. 

EXT. HARBOR- AFTERNOON 

It is a cloudy afternoon at the harbor, PEOPLE JOGGING, 

BIKING, SIGHT SEEING, offering a sense of normalcy. 

Steven watches as Diane absentmindedly stirs her Coke 

float. 
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STEVEN 

Hey.  

DIANE 

What’s up? 

STEVEN 

 (enunciates sarcastically) 

Thanks for meeting me. I’m glad you’re 

alive. And not mad at me. 

 DIANE 

Don’t be stupid. 

 STEVEN 

Really, that’s all you have to say for 

yourself? You haven’t been picking up my 

calls. 

 DIANE 

I’m not mad at you, Steve. 

STEVEN 

I thought you might be for the whole Corey 

and Kara thing— which, by the way, I 

talked to him. 

She doesn’t pursue… he decides to SKIP the subject. 

STEVEN 

So why’d you drop the class? 

DIANE 

It’s just… some things right now. Why 

aren’t you there? 

STEVEN 

Finally, somebody asked! 

He takes an exaggerated sip of his soda. 
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STEVEN (CONT’D) 

I got the part. 

 DIANE 

That’s really good news. 

He expected better. 

 STEVEN 

Yeah, your tone sells it well. 

Diane reaches for his hand. 

 DIANE 

I mean it. I’m happy for you. 

He clasps her hand in return. 

STEVEN 

You better be. Remember what I said about 

their micro budget? Turns out, not so 

micro. They’re flying me to three 

different shooting locations, room and 

board, per diem, union rate, the whole 

deal. Guess where the first stop is? 

She is unsure how to take her hand back, whether she 

should… 

DIANE 

Where? 

STEVEN 

Think, where have we always wanted to road 

trip? 

DIANE 

Many, many places. 

STEVEN 

Orlando, Florida! It’s freaking nuts. I 

haven’t been anywhere except when we drove 

to Portland to see Corey and Kara, after 

she gave birth. 
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She couldn’t even pretend to remember. 

STEVEN 

Don’t tell me you don’t remember that 

trip. 

DIANE 

(lies) 

No, I do. 

(diverts back) 

Orlando is far. I bet it’s so much 

prettier than here. 

STEVEN 

Prettier and warmer. But, I’m not moving 

anywhere. It’s just one role and I’m back. 

 DIANE 

Why are you so keen on coming back? I 

thought you’ve been looking for an excuse 

to superman outta here… well now, you have 

it. 

STEVEN 

Yeah, but… you know. 

He looks down at their hands still holding. How does he get 

through to her? 

Her phone CHIMES with a TEXT MESSAGE. She withdraws her 

hand to check, becomes alarmed. 

DIANE 

Can you take me to the hospital? 

CUT TO: 

INT. HOSPITAL- AFTERNOON 

ON DIANE AND STEVEN MOVING URGENTLY DOWN THE HALL. 

Mrs. Jones PACES back and forth outside a room, dabbing 

tears. She SEES the pair coming her way. 
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MRS. JONES 

Diane… Steven, is that you? 

STEVEN 

Hello, Mrs. Jones. We came as fast as we 

could. 

DIANE 

Corey messaged me. 

MRS. JONES 

He and Darryl are inside. 

Mrs. Jones stifles a sob. Steven goes to put a comforting 

arm around her. 

MRS. JONES 

She fell into a coma. The doctor told us 

to be prepared. 

Diane couldn’t fathom, does not want to further devastate 

by adding her own tears. 

DIANE 

Can I go in? 

MRS. JONES 

They said no more than two visitors at a 

time. 

Just then, Darryl STEPS OUT, eyes red from crying. He 

RECOGNIZES Diane. 

DIANE 

Hi… again. 

 DARRYL 

Hi. So you’re my mom’s best friend. 

She nods. 

DIANE 

I’m so sorry. 
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 DARRYL 

Thank you. And thanks for being here. I’m 

off to the vending machine. Can I get you 

guys anything? 

 DIANE 

We’re fine. 

Darryl smiles at her, heads down the hall. 

 MRS. JONES 

Diane, please go in. 

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM- NIGHT 

BUZZING OF LIFE SUPPORT MACHINES. 

Kara looks emaciated, peaceful, barely breathing. Corey is 

leaned over the bed rails, stroking his wife’s hair.  

Diane ARRIVES at the opposite side of the bed. He is 

ashamed to look at her. 

COREY 

I’m so sorry. I had no right to tell you 

to stay away. 

He BREAKS DOWN. Diane puts a hand on his shoulder. 

COREY 

God. How do I live without her? Please, 

how do I live without her? 

Diane hangs her head, weeps quietly. 

FADE TO: 

EXT. CEMETARY- NOON 

LONG SHOT OF SMALL FUNERAL GATHERING AS COFFIN IS LOWERED 

INTO THE GROUND… 

PAN ACROSS: 

COREY HAS AN ARM AROUND MRS. JONES WHO IS INCONSOLABLE… 

DARRYL IS PALE WITH GRIEF…  
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DIANE STANDS ALONGSIDE MR. LAI AND STEVEN. 

CAMERA CLOSES IN ON DIANE’S PUFFY EYES THAT NOW HARBOR A 

LEVEL OF COMPREHENSION.  

ONE MONTH LATER... 

EXT. AIRPORT- MORNING 

It is a bustling morning, people coming and going in all 

directions.  

Mr. Lai WAITS in his modest TRUCK while Diane and Steven 

figure out their goodbyes. 

STEVEN 

Any last minute advice? 

DIANE 

Oh, umm... just do your best, I guess. 

You’ve been at it long enough. 

STEVEN 

Not on this scale. 

DIANE 

Still, you can do this… and you’ll be 

awesome. 

STEVEN 

Sounds like something I would say to you.  

DIANE 

Yeah, it’s my turn to be your cheerleader. 

STEVEN 

I would ask about the uniform but your 

dad’s waiting— 

DIANE 

Oh, shut up. You should get going. 

Steven doesn’t budge, he wants to break the mold and say 

something...  
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STEVEN 

Do you still hate me for what happened? 

She is caught off guard by his audacity— they never before 

discussed her mom’s passing. 

CUT TO: 

FLASHBACK: 1996  

INT. DIANE’S HOUSE (BACK IN THE DAYS)- DAY 

House phone RINGS. 

Mrs. Lai ENTERS from the back door, removes a gardening 

glove to pick up the phone. 

MRS. LAI 

Hello? Yes, speaking. 

Suddenly WORRIED. 

MRS. LAI 

Thank you for letting me know. 

She HANGS UP, removes the other glove and DIALS (STEVEN’S 

MOTHER). 

MRS. LAI 

Hello, Mrs. Tran? Yes, I’m sorry to bother 

you at work… so you got the call? Yes, I 

think they skipped class together again. 

Okay, please try calling him. I will go 

check for them at your house. I’ll let you 

know. 

She grabs her purse, EXITS. 

CONTINUE TO: 

INT. STEVEN’S LIVING ROOM- DAY 

SOUND OF PHONE RINGING SEVERAL TIMES, THEN STOPS. 

STEVE, 15, OPENS his eyes a peep, nudges DIANE, 15, who is 

sound asleep on the sofa.  

He feels for his glasses on the coffee table where the bong 

sits. 
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STEVEN 

I think we’re busted. 

DIANE 

What? Is school over already? 

STEVEN 

No, but my mom’s already calling. We 

better get back.  

Diane groggily sits up. 

CONTINUE TO: 

EXT. STEVEN’S DRIVEWAY— STEVEN’S CAR— DAY 

Diane gets into STEVEN’S CAR, early 90’s model, immediately 

SLUMPS in the passenger seat.  

Steven finishes his cigarette, puts it out.  

He notices a commotion TWO BLOCKS AWAY: a crowd of people 

block the view of a traffic accident involving a commercial 

truck, flipped on its side.  

POLICE AND FIREFIGHTERS ARE AT THE SCENE. SOUND OF SIRENS 

IN THE DISTANCE. 

DIANE 

What are you doing? Hurry up. 

STEVEN 

Something happened over there. I guess 

we’ll have to detour back. 

Diane couldn’t care less, she is halfway dozing. 

BACK TO PRESENT: 

EXT. AIRPORT- MORNING 

Steven is uncharacteristically somber. 

STEVEN 

I realized, early on, after what happened, 

that we probably couldn’t be more than 

friends. 
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DIANE 

Steve— 

STEVEN 

Don’t get me wrong, it’s amazing you’re in 

my life at all. 

DIANE 

Let’s not do this now. 

STEVEN 

Okay, well, that’s all I wanted to say. 

DIANE 

You have things going on now. You need to 

focus. 

STEVEN 

Yeah, but… I just wanted you to know… what 

I wouldn’t give to do that day over… but 

there’s nothing I can give. 

 (exhales) 

Okay, now I’m done. Tell your dad thanks 

for driving me. Really thought my mom 

would’ve taken the morning off to do this, 

but wishful thinking as always. 

 DIANE 

No worries. 

 STEVEN 

I’ll send a postcard wherever I land. 

 DIANE 

Okay. Take care and break both legs. 

STEVEN 

I’ll try. Might be hard to do both. 

They HUG. She returns to the truck, waves goodbye through 

the window.  
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Mr. LAI DRIVES OFF.  

INT. MR. LAI’S TRUCK- MORNING 

SIDE MIRROR: Steven GATHERS his things, GOES INSIDE and 

there: the creepy MAN stands in his place, waving at her. 

Diane TURNS hastily to see out the back window. The MAN is 

no longer among the crowd. 

MR. LAI 

What happened? Did he forget something? 

DIANE 

No. sorry. 

She settles back down. The world feels different. 

FADE TO:  

WINTER 2018  

EXT. BOLLER’S HOUSE (BAILEY STREET)- EARLY EVENING  

It gets darker earlier this time of the year.  

The Boller’s house is one of the few not decked out with 

the holiday spirit… or any kind of light. 

SOUND OF FRONT DOOR UNLOCKING even before Diane reaches the 

stoop with the bag of groceries. 

INT. BOLLER’S HOUSE- KITCHEN- EARLY EVENING 

Diane ENTERS more comfortably now.  

She goes to set the bag on the kitchen counter and places 

the eggs in the fridge. 

She picks up the carton of milk, it is nearly empty. 

DIANE 

You’ll be needing more milk for your 

oatmeal. I’ll put that on the list. 

Going back to the front door, she hears footsteps shuffling 

in the unseen part of the hall. 
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DIANE 

I wish you would ask me to stay for 

coffee. 

No response. 

DIANE (CONT’D) 

But I guess we’re not friends yet. 

She OPENS the door. 

DAMON BOLLER (O.S.) 

You can stay, but I don’t have coffee. 

DIANE 

Water is fine. 

MOMENTS LATER…  

INT. BOLLER’S LIVING ROOM- EARLY EVENING 

Diane sits on the sofa holding a glass of water. It is 

awkward. 

DAMON BOLLER (O.S.) 

I regret not joining you… thank you for 

serving yourself. 

DIANE 

Thanks for inviting me to stay.  

 (looks around) 

So, how long have you lived here? 

DAMON BOLLER (O.S) 

I’ve always been here. My ma grew up in 

this house, it’s the only place I call 

home. 

DIANE 

I assume your mom is no longer around? 

DAMON BOLLER (O.S.) 

She’s been gone a long time. 
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DIANE 

How was she like? 

DAMON BOLLER (O.S.) 

Bossy. Beautiful. Funny. Opposite of my 

pa, but they got along. 

DIANE 

That’s very sweet. How did they meet? 

 DAMON BOLLER (O.S.) 

Ma used to have this place opened as a bed 

and breakfast. Pa was a fisherman who came 

to stay often. They married less than a 

year after meeting. 

DIANE 

I never knew Mr. Boller was a fisherman. 

 DAMON BOLLER 

He retired early after a boating accident… 

just as well, since we couldn’t stand him 

being away for weeks, sometimes months, at 

a time. I missed him all the time. 

Diane empathizes with the sorrow in his voice. 

 DIANE 

Thanks for sharing that with me. This is 

nice. 

 DAMON BOLLER (O.S.) 

Thank you… for making yourself at home. 

She SMILES. 

DIANE 

I’ll show myself out. 

INT. DIANE’S HOUSE- NIGHT 

Diane ENTERS. The usual sports blast on TV. The pup runs to 

her, much bigger now. 
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DIANE 

Perry boy! You all ready for a walk? 

MR. LAI (O.S.) 

Don’t let him fool you, I walked him 

already… but I didn’t pick up the poop. 

INT. DIANE’S LIVING ROOM- NIGHT 

Mr. Lai is fully reclined with a beer in hand. He looks out 

of it. Diane ENTERS. 

DIANE 

You walked him drunk? 

MR. LAI 

Correction— before I started my ritual, 

thank you very much. Aren’t you a bit late 

tonight? 

DIANE 

Yeah, sorry I left my phone at home. Have 

you seen it? 

MR. LAI 

Oh, yeah! You have a phone call. 

DIANE 

Like on my phone, right now? 

He feels around the recliner. He finds her phone buried, 

looks at it. 

MR. LAI 

I guess he hung up. 

Diane takes her phone, reviews the details. 

DIANE 

Seriously, Dad? You left Steve on hold for 

28 minutes? I hope you at least played 

elevator music. 

INT. DIANE’S KITCHEN- NIGHT 
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Diane removes a bag of tomatoes from her backpack… opens 

the fridge for some eggs… CRACKS them into a bowl to be 

mixed. 

DIANE 

It’s fried eggs and tomatoes tonight. 

We’re doing lazy dinner. 

His loud SNORING ERUPTS, scaring the pup to the kitchen. 

DIANE 

Go ahead and sleep but don’t think you’re 

getting out of eating a nutritious dinner. 

Mr. Lai suddenly SPEAKS, as if in a trance. 

MR. LAI 

Why were you late? 

DIANE 

I was delivering groceries and made a new 

friend. 

MR. LAI 

Who is this friend? 

She starts dicing tomatoes. 

DIANE 

Remember Calvin Boller who passed away? 

MR. LAI 

Of course. The poor guy. Half the town 

went to his funeral. 

She finds this remark peculiar. 

DIANE 

Did you know him or something? 

 MR. LAI 

We all did. He volunteered much of his 

free time to collect canned goods for the 

shelters. 
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DIANE 

I didn’t know that. Well, I delivered 

groceries to his house and had a chat with 

his son, Damon. 

 MR. LAI 

Nonsense. There is no house there anymore. 

 DIANE 

Funny, Dad. I was just there. 

He EXPLAINS, his eyes still closed. 

 MR. LAI (CONT’D) 

Rose sold the house after Calvin died in 

that dreadful boating accident. She moved 

with her son to San Diego. They bulldozed 

the house years ago. 

 DIANE 

The weird thing about that is we’ve been 

delivering groceries to a Mr. Calvin 

Boller, at that same house, for like 20 

years. 

MR. LAI 

That is not possible. Calvin Boller died 

25 years ago. 

Perturbed, Diane goes to confront him. 

INT. DIANE’S HOUSE- LIVING ROOM- NIGHT 

Diane EMERGES from the kitchen still holding the knife. 

DIANE 

What do you mean by that? 

Mr. Lai forces his lids open, JOLTS AWAKE when he sees the 

knife. 

MR. LAI 

What— what happened? 
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DIANE 

What do you mean Calvin Boller died 25 

years ago? 

Mr. Lai tries to remember a Calvin Boller. 

MR. LAI 

Calvin Boller the hermit? Wasn’t his 

obituary in the paper some months ago? 

DIANE 

That’s right.  

MR. LAI 

So what’s the question? 

DIANE 

You don’t remember what you said? 

MR. LAI 

Was I sleep talking? That’s why I keep 

saying… don’t interrupt me when I sleep! 

And put that knife away. 

 DIANE 

You sounded like you knew him. 

MR. LAI 

I used to see him a lot back in the days, 

when he was volunteering to pick up canned 

foods for the homeless shelters. And then, 

he lost his wife and became homebound. I 

think he spent the rest of his days caring 

for that disabled son of his… I forget the 

name. 

 DIANE 

What’s wrong with his son? 

 MR. LAI 

It was a bad accident. The car caught 

fire. 
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Diane REENTERS the kitchen, deeply troubled. 

CUT TO: 

EXT. GROCERY STORE- DAY 

Old Town is particularly sleepy during the winter. 

Sitting on the curb, Diane takes a final DRAG of the 

cigarette before putting it out. She can’t remember her 

last smoke… or being this weary. 

INT. GROCERY STORE- DAY 

CAMERA DOLLIES ALONG AN EMPTY AISLE, TOWARD THE REAR WHERE 

DIANE IS RESTOCKING DAIRY ITEMS. 

She is trying hard to focus. Her hands begin to SHAKE, but 

not from the cold. She is experiencing the onset of a panic 

attack. 

POV: AS SHE LOOKS AROUND… 

Surrounding QUAKES, TRANSFORMS into different settings— 

CUT TO: 

FLASHBACK #1: CHRISTMAS 2014 

Diane REMOVES the 2014 CHRISTMAS PHOTO from envelope: 

CLEAR LINGERING SHOT OF healthy Kara, Corey, early 30’s, 

and their three smiling kids: ELIJAH, 4, CHRISTOPHER, 3, 

and BREA, 1. 

CUT TO: 

FLASHBACK #2: FALL 2018 

INT. KARA’S BEDROOM- NIGHT 

Kara, 37, bedridden, turns her head to see Diane at the 

doorway. She manages a weak smile. 

MEANWHILE: VOICES OVERLAP  

SOUND UPCUT: 

COREY’S VOICE 

I gave him an answer, that was all I did. 

I swear, I didn’t know it would lead to 

this. 
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SOUND UPCUT:  

DAMON BOLLER’S VOICE 

He retired early after a boating accident… 

I missed him all the time. 

SOUND UPCUT: 

MR. LAI’S VOICE 

That is not possible… Calvin Boller died 

25 years ago. 

CUT TO: 

FLASHBACK #3: FALL 2018  

EXT. SALLY SMITH’S HOUSE- MORNING 

Sally Smith, 70’s, holds a freshly lit cigarette at the 

front door. 

SALLY SMITH  

I had to put my baby to sleep, God keep 

his soul. Tried as he might, he couldn’t 

outlive me. 

Sally turns to look directly— piercingly— at DIANE and 

VEERS OFF ORIGINAL MEMORY. 

SALLY SMITH 

Diane, listen to me. Every path is 

afflicted by its own set of destruction. 

There are no exceptions. Let the dead stay 

buried. 

CURRENT SCENE TREMBLES VIOLENTLY…  

BACK TO PRESENT 

INT. GROCERY STORE- DAY  

Diane is doubled over on the floor, HYPERVENTILATING. Her 

teeth chatter loudly. 

Kyle is beside her, trying to keep her steady. 
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KYLE 

Di, listen to me. You’re okay. Just take 

it easy… breathe. Let’s calm yourself down 

and breathe. 

In BG, Meaghan ARRIVES in the aisle. 

MEAGHAN 

I called her dad, he’s on his way. Should 

I call the ambulance? 

KYLE 

No, it’s fine. This happened before, just 

gotta wait it out. Bring her some water, 

though. 

He takes off his hoodie, tucks it under her head. 

KYLE 

You’re doing good, Di. You’re calming 

down. Just slow your breathing… you’re 

doing good. 

Her breathing noticeably SLOWS. 

FADE TO: 

INT. DIANE’S BEDROOM- DAY 

Diane SLEEPS with the pup at her side. 

Mr. Lai watches from the doorway, clearly DISTRESSED. He 

gestures for the pup to come along before closing the 

bedroom door. 

INT. DIANE’S KITCHEN- NIGHT 

The kitchen is a WAR ZONE as Mr. Lai fumbles about making 

dinner. 

The pup WATCHES inquisitively. 

Fresh from sleep, Diane APPEARS. 

DIANE 

Hey, Dad. 
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MR. LAI 

Oh, good timing! Dinner is about ready. 

DIANE 

It’s so weird seeing you in the kitchen 

for longer than the time it takes to get a 

beer. 

MR. LAI 

Now that’s just rude. Look what I made for 

us: ramen noodles with specialty toppings. 

Diane sits on a bar stool at the kitchen counter. 

Mr. Lai carefully sets before her a bowl of noodles topped 

with poached egg, neatly sliced spam and cabbage. It looks 

artsy. 

MR. LAI 

You didn’t know your dad can cook, huh! 

Are you surprised? 

DIANE 

I’m more surprised my dad can’t cook and 

clean at the same time. 

MR. LAI 

Oh, don’t worry about that. 

He gets chopsticks and soup spoons for both and sits down 

with his bowl. 

MR. LAI 

Try it. I added a little bit of sesame oil 

and roasted garlic.  

DIANE  

Cool. Very chef of you. 

MR. LAI 

And how are you feeling? 
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DIANE 

I’m fine. 

He looks DUBIOUS. 

DIANE 

Really. I feel better. 

 MR. LAI 

Get all the rest you need. I’ll be home 

early tomorrow with one of the guys’ 

killer Pho recipe. 

Diane feeds the pup a piece of spam. 

 MR. LAI 

He needs to eat his dog food. I bought him 

the expensive kind. 

CUT TO: 

INT. DIANE’S BEDROOM- NIGHT 

Diane is sprawled on the faded floral throw of her 

childhood, staring at the ceiling. 

SOUND UPCUT: 

MRS. LAI’S VOICE 

What are we looking at? 

SLOWLY PANS IN ON DIANE’S SAD FACE... ONE BLINK AND THE 

SCENERY CHANGES: 

DISSOLVE TO: 

FLASHBACK: SUMMER 1996 

EXT. DIANE’S BACKYARD (BACK IN THE DAYS)- NIGHT 

CAMERA PULLS UPWARDS REVEALING VIBRANT COLORS OF THE FLORAL 

THROW ON MANICURED LAWN. MRS. LAI, EARLY 40’S, LAYS 

SLIGHTLY PERPENDICULAR TO DIANE, 15, AS THEY STAR GAZE. 

DIANE 

Stars. 
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MRS. LAI 

They are clear tonight. 

DIANE 

Yeah, it’s like being in space. 

MRS. LAI 

I hear that in the future, you can shoot 

your ashes to any star of your choosing. 

DIANE 

Why would anyone do that? That’s like 

being incinerated twice. 

MRS. LAI 

 (a thought) 

That is true. I guess that won’t make much 

sense. 

DIANE 

Mom? 

MRS. LAI 

Yes, Princess? 

 DIANE 

I don’t want to be an astrologer. 

MRS. LAI 

Well, isn’t that a shocker? 

 DIANE 

I want to be a star, though. A movie star. 

 MRS. LAI 

 (smiles knowingly) 

No arguments from me. Whatever you want to 

be, I’m right behind you. 
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 (a pause) 

Just don’t tell your dad. I’ll tell him. 

He’s old fashioned. 

 DIANE 

Thanks, Mom. And good luck. 

 MRS. LAI 

So what can you tell me about the 

twinkling stars? 

 DIANE 

Besides the fact that they’re not actually 

twinkling? 

MRS. LAI 

They’re not? 

DIANE 

They only appear that way because we are 

seeing them from Earth. The movement in 

our atmosphere creates that twinkly 

illusion. 

 MRS. LAI 

 (impressed) 

Interesting. So something I thought was 

fact was always just a perspective. 

 DIANE 

They’re still beautiful. 

 MRS. LAI 

Yes, they are. Enjoy the view while it 

lasts. The stars won’t be as bright in Los 

Angeles, with all the city lights. 

Diane turns to her mom, eyes hopeful and bright. 
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 MRS. LAI (CONT’D) 

That’s where actors go, right? You’ll be 

homesick though, believe me. But, we’ll be 

here. 

Soaring in bliss, Diane HUGS her mom. 

DIANE 

I love you, Mom. 

MRS. LAI 

I love you, Princess. 

JUMP CUT TO: 

EXT. BOLLER’S HOUSE- DAY 

Diane debates within herself at the front door. Maybe this 

was a bad idea… 

SOUND OF DOOR UNLOCKING. 

Too late. She inhales deeply, OPENS the door. 

INT. BOLLER’S HOUSE- DAY 

Diane ENTERS, closes door. She hears MOVEMENT in the hall. 

DIANE 

I don’t have groceries for you. 

Silence. 

DIANE (CONT’D) 

I’m just at a loss here… maybe you can 

help me understand. It’s about your 

father. 

The air is tense. 

DIANE (CONT’D) 

That boating accident he was in… did he 

die? 

No response. 
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DIANE (CONT’D) 

Please say something because I’m going 

crazy. I don’t understand what’s happening 

or why— 

DAMON BOLLER (O.S.) 

He did die. 

That’s it. She must be crazy. 

DIANE 

Why doesn’t any of this make sense? He was 

here. I met him. I’ve spoken on the phone 

with him for years. 

DAMON BOLLER (O.S.) 

You’re not crazy. He was here and he died 

again recently of natural causes. 

DIANE 

What do you mean he died again? 

 DAMON BOLLER (O.S.) 

I couldn’t handle it then, I was just a 

kid. I remember collapsing when Ma and I 

got news that he went overboard. By the 

time they retrieved his body, there wasn’t 

hardly anything left. It was a closed 

casket. 

CAMERA FOLLOWS HIS DEFORMED SILHOUETTE LIMPING TOWARD THE 

HALLWAY OPENING. 

DAMON BOLLER (O.S) 

Ma took it hard. She didn’t waste any time 

selling the house and moving us to San 

Diego. She thought it would help. 

Diane gravitates toward the hallway, to better hear him. 

 DAMON BOLLER (CONT’D O.S.) 

But it wasn’t home… she was unable to cope 

and neither could I. We couldn’t help each 

other while nursing our wounds. She turned 
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to gambling. I dropped out of school, did 

drugs. One night, I tried to kill myself… 

I was livid when I woke up in the 

hospital. They kept me on watch and it was 

in that hospital room that the MAN, whom I 

thought was in my head, came for his 

answer. 

Her eyes widen with a realization. 

CUT TO: 

FLASHBACK: 1993 

SAN DIEGO, CA  

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM- NIGHT 

YOUNG DAMON BOLLER, 11, is securely strapped onto the 

hospital bed. He is distraught over his failed suicide 

attempt. 

A NURSE routinely fills out a clipboard and EXITS. 

A LOOMING PRESENCE MATERIALIZES at the doorway. It is the 

MAN in dark trench coat and matching flat cap. 

Damon appears more resolute than terrified. 

DAMON BOLLER (V.O.) 

I was offered the choice… to bring him 

back. 

ON MAN AS HE ENTERS THE ROOM... 

BACK TO PRESENT: 

INT. BOLLER’S HOUSE- DAY 

Her trepidation grows with every passing moment, but she is 

also spellbound. 

DAMON BOLLER (O.S.) 

I thought it was an angel of mercy who saw 

through my suffering and came to answer my 

pleas… but it was a pact he sought. 

DIANE 

What happened then? 
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DAMON BOLLER (O.S.) 

I woke up here, on the day of the boating 

accident, and my dad had returned. He said 

it was a close call, and announced his 

retirement. All was well again. But less 

than two months later, the inevitable 

trade off… 

SOUND UPCUT: FLURRY OF COMMOTION  

FLASHBACK: 1993  

INT. CALVIN BOLLER’S CAR- FREEWAY- DAY 

POV OF 11-YEAR-OLD DAMON BOLLER’S PERSPECTIVE FROM 

BACKSEAT: 

BLOOD DRIPS FROM HIS EYELIDS ONTO HIS T-SHIRT…  

HE SURVEYS THE WRECK… THE CAR IS CRUSHED INWARDS LIKE AN 

ALUMINUM CAN… IT HAD ROLLED AND CRASHED INTO A SHALLOW 

DITCH.  

CATCHES SIGHT OF CALVIN BOLLER, 30’S, UNCONSCIOUS AND 

DRENCHED IN BLOOD, BEING PULLED FROM THE DRIVER’S SEAT BY 

THREE GOOD SAMARITANS. 

EXT. CALVIN BOLLER’S CAR- FREEWAY- DAY 

BYSTANDERS GATHER, SOME ON THEIR PHONES.  

SAMARITAN #1 

Let’s get him away from the wreck. 

Everybody stand back! 

BYSTANDER #1 

What about the other two? 

BYSTANDER #2 

That’s Rose and her son! 

SAMARITAN #2 

They’re stuck! We have to wait for help. 

SAMARITAN #1 

Get back! The car is leaking gasoline! 
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BYSTANDER #3 

He said to get back… get back! 

INT. CALVIN BOLLER’S CAR- FREEWAY- DAY 

ROSE BOLLER, 30’s, GROANS from the front passenger seat. 

Damon LEANS forward and puts an arm around his mom. She is 

not bleeding but struggling to breathe. Both front airbags 

are deployed. 

YOUNG DAMON 

Ma? Are you okay? 

Rose raises her hand to touch Damon’s arm. 

 ROSE BOLLER 

Hang in there, baby. Help is on the way.  

EXT. CALVIN BOLLER’S CAR- FREEWAY- DAY  

SLOW MOTION AS GOOD SAMARITANS CARRY CALVIN BOLLER FURTHER 

FROM THE CAR. 

SOUND OF SIRENS APPROACHING IN THE DISTANCE...  

SHOT OF GASOLINE LEAKING FROM ENGINE… 

INT. CALVIN BOLLER’S CAR- FREEWAY- DAY 

Rose Boller DRAWS her final breath. Her hand falls limply 

to her side. 

YOUNG DAMON 

Ma! Ma! Wake up, Ma! 

EXT. CALVIN BOLLER’S CAR- FREEWAY- DAY 

CAR EXPLODES WITH DEAFENING BOOM… TALL FLAMES ENGULF THE 

VEHICLE. 

BACK TO PRESENT: 

INT. BOLLER’S HOUSE- DAY 

Damon shifts his deformity into the lighter part of the 

darkness… it is a ghastly sight (not visible to her). 
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DAMON BOLLER 

With each passing day, the life before 

this one became a distant memory. I had to 

stop thinking about it. It’s the only way 

I could live. 

Just then, her phone VIBRATES with an INCOMING CALL from 

Mr. Lai. 

 DIANE 

I should go. 

She RUSHES to the door, OPENS it— A SCARRED FIST POUNDS IT 

SHUT from over her shoulder. He STANDS directly behind her. 

CAMERA REMAINS ON DIANE, OFFERING PARTIAL GLIMPSES OF HIS 

BURNED APPEARANCE. 

She does not move. More so than his appearance, she fears 

her reaction to it. 

 DAMON BOLLER 

I know you’ve seen him. I know you are 

seeing as I once saw… memories that never 

were. 

DIANE 

Who is he? 

DAMON BOLLER 

He is no angel of mercy as I thought. He 

is better known as The Reaper. The only 

mercy he bestows is allowing you glimpses 

of what was, before it was altered. 

DIANE 

But, why? 

DAMON BOLLER 

A pact is not binding without consent… and 

your consent is no good unless you know 

what you’re getting into. 

   (an eerie pause) 
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Now do you understand why you are seeing 

these things? 

The idea is too disturbing to entertain. His lipless mouth 

brushes her hair as he speaks.  

DAMON BOLLER 

 Diane, you are next. 

She CLOSES her eyes, tears falling.  

DIANE 

I’m sorry. 

Diane OPENS the door, EXITS. 

CUT TO: 

EXT. BOLLER’S HOUSE (BAILEY STREET)- DAY 

As Diane reaches the sidewalk… 

Her surrounding TREMBLES and BLURS… she takes off 

running... destination uncertain. 

After a long stretch, she STOPS at a chain link fence, 

hangs onto it, to catch her breath. 

PHONE VIBRATES… ANOTHER INCOMING CALL FROM MR. LAI… She 

tries to pick up… the phone does NOT respond. 

She NOTICES the familiarity of her location… What in the 

holy hell? She is back where she was. 

Where the Bollers’ house should be, an EMPTY LOT of SEVERAL 

BLOCKED OFF ACRES, steamrolled for new construction.  

Questioning her sanity, she CONTINUES RUNNING. 

CUT TO: 

EXT. MRS. JONES’ HOUSE (UPSCALE NEIGHBORHOOD)- DAY 

ON DIANE as she slows her steps to a halt…  

Mrs. Jones’ house comes into view a short distance away… 

Christmas lights neatly line the exterior, a giant blown up 

Rudolph stands in the yard. Her holiday home blends in 

seamlessly with other participants. 

How did Diane arrive here? What is going on? 
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Just then, a LUXURY SUV pulls into Mrs. Jones’ driveway. 

COREY, 37, and a stunning KARA, 37, EXITS the SUV in good 

spirits. They OPEN the back doors… ELIJAH, 8, CHRISTOPHER, 

7, and BREA, 5, HOP OUT. 

Diane watches in SHOCK. 

Brea SQUEALS when she sees the front door OPEN. Mrs. Jones 

HURRIES outside, all bundled up. 

KARA 

Look who’s there! 

BREA 

Grandma! 

MRS. JONES 

 (arms widespread) 

Oh, Merry Christmas, my loves! Come here! 

The kids RUN into her arms, breathlessly updating her on 

current events. Corey fetches Christmas presents from the 

trunk. 

Gift bags in hand, Kara strolls toward the bunch. 

 DIANE 

Kara! 

Kara PAUSES, recognizing the voice. She turns to see who it 

is… 

Diane takes ONE STEP towards them— this motion triggers an 

actual FREEZE FRAME to the scene before her. 

FADE TO BLACK: 

EXT. DIANE’S HOUSE (DIANE’S NEIGHBORHOOD)- NIGHT 

Diane is startled by the sudden DARKNESS… and the fact that 

her house is less than a hundred yards away. 

Waiting on the sidewalk, beside the dilapidated picket 

fence, is the MAN in dark trench coat. He wears a devilish, 

presuming GRIN. 
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Despite the fearfulness, she finds the COURAGE to press 

forward… 

LONG SHOT SUGGESTS A PERILOUS CONFRONTATION… BUT SHE PASSES 

HIM BY, LIKE HE WASN’T THERE. 

She STOPS, centered in front of her depressing house.  

The MAN senses her deliberation, TURNS to face her. 

ONCE MORE, HER CELL PHONE VIBRATES… THIS TIME, IT CUTS OUT. 

LIKE AN ENCHANTED SPELL, THE TRANSFORMATION TAKES PLACE IN 

REAL TIME BEFORE HER EYES— 

EXT. DIANE’S HOUSE (ALTERNATE REALITY)- DAY 

Dreary night turns into a beautiful spring day. 

Her timeworn house TRANSFORMS like ragged Cinderella into a 

magnificent beauty, well maintained, complete with a 

blossoming garden and snow white picket fence. 

Beyond the drapes, an uncluttered cozy home… and her mom. 

A classy older MRS. LAI, 60’s, sets a vase of fresh cut 

flowers on the dining table. MR. LAI, 60’s, fixes a bowl of 

salad.  

Diane’s eyes glistened with tears. 

Mrs. Lai looks out the window, sees her daughter, and 

HURRIES to the front door.  

Door OPENS… Mrs. Lai appears like an angel, bright and 

energetic. 

MRS. LAI 

Princess, you made it! I was worried you 

might not come till tomorrow. How was the 

drive from Los Angeles? 

Mr. Lai comes to the door. 

MR. LAI 

Di, you don’t pick up calls anymore? I’ve 

been dialing you all day.  



97 

MRS. LAI 

(to Diane) 

It’s not important. 

 MR. LAI 

Well, it kind of is. Your mom couldn’t 

decide which of your favorite dishes to 

make so she went ahead and made them all! 

I hope you’re not on one of those diets 

again. 

 MRS. LAI 

Oh, I made only three.  

 MR. LAI 

Not including appetizer and dessert. 

MRS. LAI 

 (to Diane) 

What are you still doing there? Come in, 

we’ll get your bags later. 

ANOTHER ANGLE 

A NEW MODEL SPORTS CAR is parked behind Diane at the curb. 

Mrs. Lai BECKONS. 

Overwhelmed with emotions, Diane takes ONE step forward… 

and the IDYLLIC WORLD before her FROZE. 

Her mouth is agape with DREAD. No, no, no, no… don’t let 

this go away… 

The MAN approaches from peripheral… sports that knowing 

grin. 

Diane is FIXED on her mom… never more scared of anything in 

her life. She is deathly afraid to move, to risk breaking 

the spell. 

CLOSE ON HER PAINED EXPRESSION, FULL OF LONGING FOR LOST 

TIME. SHE CLOSES HER EYES. 
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DIANE 

I know what time I wish it was. 

PULLS BACK AS HER EYES OPEN… 

Mrs. Lai WAVES for her to come inside. 

Warily, Diane takes a step… and another… and another… 

MRS. LAI 

Don’t be silly. Hurry up. 

Finally accepting that this is no illusion, she RUNS to 

embrace her mom, who is astonished by the zeal. 

DIANE 

I miss you so much, Mom. 

LONG SHOT OF JOYOUS FAMILY REUNION BEFORE DOOR CLOSES. 

The MAN remains IDLE, looks pleased. 

GRADUAL ZOOM ON HIS MENACING STARE AS BACKGROUND SHAKES 

INTO A BLUR… 

FADE OUT: 

THE END 


