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Waves of Grain

EXT. FOREST - DAY

Gloomy light filters in through eerie, tangled trees. Water
and sleet drip from everywhere, mist filling the air.

SUPERIMPOSE:
"HURTGEN FOREST - NOVEMBER 1944"

A young American soldier, HAROLD RAMEY, 18, trudges forward,
rifle in hand. His eyes full of fear, he scans the trees,
searching, terrified.

Another SOLDIER steps into view. Then another. And another.
SEVERAL DOZEN more creep forward, gingerly stepping, trying
to avoid leaves and branches, uniformly silent.

The POINT MAN suddenly stops, drops to a crouching position.
He holds out his open hand, then clenches his fist. The
other soldiers follow, anxiously searching their surroundings.

MALE VOICE (0.S.)
(whispers)
Looks serious.

Harold glances over at another soldier, ART BISKUND, 20, as
he crouches alongside him, chewing on a clump of pine needles.

ART/MALE VOICE
See, old Lefty up there don't
like to get his knees wet. So
for him to kneel means something.

Harold glances at the Point Man, still scanning the horizon.
Art scrutinizes Harold, senses his overwhelming inexperience.
ART
Just stay close and you'll be
fine.
Harold can only nod.

Art stares out into the cold forest, unable to discern
anything.

ART
What's your name?



HAROLD
Uh... Harold. Ramey.

ART
Name's Art. So, what're you
gonna do when you get out of
this mess, Harold Ramey?

HAROLD
Huh?

ART
When you get home. What's the
first thing you're gonna do.

HAROLD
Uh... | don't know.

Harold pushes his helmet back, looks hard into the brush,
not wanting to talk.

ART
Gotta have a wish, Harold. Me,
I'm gonna settle down, have a
couple of kids and take ‘em to
Yellowstone. Ever been there?

HAROLD
No...

ART
Me neither. Hear it's beautiful.
(spits out needles)
Get ready.

Harold swallows hard, fumbles his rifle, holds it weakly in
front of him.

Sleet rattles lightly on leaves, serene...

A BULLET WHIZZES from somewhere, strikes a SOLDIER. He falls
like a sack of flour.

The rest of the soldiers OPEN FIRE into the dark woods.

VOICES (0.S))
Hold your fire! Hold your fire!

The popping of guns gradually quiets. Silence again.

Art looks up, stares at the tree tops. Harold follows his
gaze, uncomprehending.

ART
They shouldn't have done that.

All is still, water dripping, deathly silent...



A distant WHISTLE sounds, grows louder. It turns into a
ROAR, closer...

VOICE (O.S))
Incoming!

Troops scatter, diving for cover.

A BOMB EXPLODES in the distance.

Harold throws himself into a shallow hole.

Another explosion, this one closer. Another shakes the
ground. Several more scream in from overhead, annihilating
everything they hit.

Harold curls into the fetal position, tries to cover himself.

BOOM!

The earth rattles violently. Soldiers are thrown like rag
dolls.

BOOM! BOOM!
Harold pulls himself tighter.
BOOM! BOOM!

Splintered wood and fire rain down. Men with missing limbs
stagger blindly into the maelstrom, consumed.

BOOM!

Harold wracks with each jolt, cries out in agonizing fear
when...

An ARM reaches down and yanks him from his hole.
BOOM!
Art shoves Harold up against a tree.

ART
Hug it!

Harold looks over dumbly, shell shocked.

ART
Hug the tree! Like this!

BOOM! BOOM!

Art hurries to a nearby tree and wraps his arms around the
trunk.



Numb, Harold does the same. He glances over at Art who smiles
just a little.

ART
You wanna live, don't you?

EXT. GRAVEYARD - DAY

A grayed ELDERLY VETERAN, 78, sits on a folding chair among
many OTHER VETERANS. Dressed in his military best, he watches
somberly as a procession of PEOPLE IN BLACK trudge past him.

SUPERIMPOSE:
"PRESENT DAY"

Seeing the end of the line the Vet rises, straightens himself.
He steps forward, coming to rest in front of...

A CASKET.

The Vet looks over the casket, struggles with emotion. Tears
form in his eyes, but he maintains composure.

VETERAN
Sure am going to miss you. God
bless you, Art.

The Vet takes one step back, clicks his heels, throws out
his chest and salutes. The nameplate pinned to his breast
reads 'Ramey.’

INT. PUB - DAY

Harold and two other VETERANS sit at a booth sipping on pints.
Harold raises his glass. The vets follow.

HAROLD
To Art. May your place in heaven
be as blessed as it was on earth.

All drink from their glasses.

FRANK ALLEY, 79, calm and quietly haunted gulps from his
glass.

FRANK
It's a damn shame, you know? A
damn shame.

LOU HELMOND, 78, fidgety and cantankerous, sets his pint
down.

LOU
Bowling, huh?



HAROLD
(nodding)
League night. They said he was
on his way to a two hundred

game.
FRANK
It true he collapsed in the
lane?
HAROLD

Trying to pick up a seven-ten
split. In the ninth frame.

LOU
That right...

FRANK
Damn shame.

LOU
Well?

HAROLD
Well, what?

LOU
Did he get it?

Frank looks at Lou incredulously when Harold and Lou chuckle
then burst into laughter. Frank gapes at both of them, then
joins in. The laughs fade.

HAROLD
Art was a good man... and a
good friend.
(to Frank and Lou)
Just like the two of you.

LOU
Christ, here he goes.

FRANK
Oh, now you pipe down. The man
just lost a friend today. We
all did. We feel the same way,
Harry.

Harold stares emptily at his glass.

HAROLD
You know what | keep thinking
about?

FRANK

What's that?



HAROLD
Yellowstone.

LOU
The park? Ah, it's beautiful.
Been there three times. Even
took the grand kids a couple
years back. Gorgeous.

HAROLD
It is. I've been twice myself.
Frank?

FRANK

Just once. Ten years ago.
Harold nods.

HAROLD
Know how many times Art went?

Lou and Frank shake their heads. Harold holds up his hand,
makes a "0" with his thumb and index fingers.

HAROLD
Not once. We're sitting here
remembering him and I just got
to thinking about why that was.
He had his wife, three fine,
healthy boys. But he never
went. As long as | knew him it
was always, "Gotta get to
Yellowstone this year, this
summer. | hear it's
beautiful..."

Harold contemplates this, drinks from his glass.
Frank and Lou exchange glances.

FRANK
What's on your mind, Harry?

HAROLD
It passed him by.

LOU
What passed him by?

HAROLD

(leans in)
Do you remember when you were
over there? Do you remember
the way you felt? The way it
smelled? The noise? The
incredible noise? All the horror
and grief... the fear.



FRANK
Of course, | remember. Jesus,
Harry, what kind of question is
that?

LOU
Hell, I been trying for sixty
years to forget.

HAROLD
How did we survive?

LOU
Training.

FRANK
Luck.

Harold shakes his head 'no.'
HAROLD

Hope. That's how. That's what
brought us out the other side.
But we've walked so far now,
when we look back we can't see
where we came from.

LOU
(re: Harold's beer)

How many of those have you had?

Harold stands.

HAROLD
| don't want to end up like
that.

Lou and Frank look at each other before joining him.

HAROLD
| don't want to forget. It's
what's got me this far. It's
what's got all of us this far.
Sitting in that cemetery, it
struck me. Our day is coming,
boys. Sooner than we think.
And | for one don't want to die
with regrets.

LOU

You sure know how to bring down

a perfectly good funeral.

Harold glances over at the two men. He smiles a little at

his sudden seriousness.



HAROLD

(to Frank)
Somewhere over in the Pacific...

(to Lou)
... In Belgium...

(to both)
... something occurred to both
of you. Something that made
you say to yourself "if | could
just get out of this." | think
we owe it to ourselves to
remember what that was. We owe
it to Art.

Harold holds out his beer. Frank and Lou grab theirs. Harold

begins to speak, but thinks better of it. The men drink in
unison, silently.

INT. DRUG STORE - NIGHT
An ALARM WAILS.

A PERSON quickly moves through the remains of a shattered
display window and on to the street.

EXT. CITY STREET - MOMENTS LATER

A PAIR OF FEET sprint along wet pavement.

DAVIS ALEXANDER, 17, disheveled, unkempt, pants hard as he
runs. He looks over his shoulder periodically, clinging to

a duffel bag slung over his neck.

BLUE AND RED LIGHTS flash in the distance, grow closer.
Davis turns a corner, heads down a different street.

SIRENS blare, nearing. More of them.

Davis crashes up against the stone facade of a business. He
gasps frantically for air when...

A POLICE CAR fishtails around the end of the block. Davis
takes off like a shot.

The squad car zeroes in, moves up behind Davis as he
desperately tries to outrun them -- but there's no place to

go.

The vehicle speeds up past Davis, then brakes hard as it
skids sideways in front of him, blocking him.

A BURLY COP hops from the passenger side and catches Davis
as he slams into him.



BURLY COP
No, you don't.

Davis struggles, but is quickly subdued. The Burly Cop grabs
him by his collar and throws him on the hood of the car.

An ATHLETIC COP springs from the driver seat with his gun
drawn, points it at Davis.

ATHLETIC COP
You got him?

BURLY COP
Yeah, | got him. What do you
weigh, kid, a buck ten soaking
wet?

Davis says nothing. The Athletic Cop holsters his weapon.

The Burly Cop pulls the duffel bag from Davis, tosses it on
the hood. The Athletic Cop snatches it up, unzips it. He
shines a flashlight inside.

The Athletic Cop roots around seeming to be looking for
something other than what's already there.

ATHLETIC COP
(to Davis)
You kidding me with this?

BURLY COP
What you got?

The Athletic Cop holds up the bag for the Burly Cop to see.

The Burly Cop, pressing Davis's head down with one hand,
reaches into the bag with the other. He pulls out a handful
of ASTHMA INHALERS.

BURLY COP
Wait a minute... Give me some
light on this kid.

The Athletic Cop shines his flashlight on Davis's face.
BURLY COP
Surprise, surprise. Well, look
who we got here. It's our old
friend --
INT. COURTROOM - DAY

JUDGE
-- Davis Alexander.



An uncommonly attractive JUDGE, 45, with an impossibly raspy
voice sits at her throne.

JUDGE
Why am | not at all surprised
to see you in my courtroom this
morning?

Davis stares at the table as his overly eager lawyer, MR.
DENISON, 32, quickly stands.

MR. DENISON
Your honor, my client --

JUDGE
Save it, Mr. Denison. |
understand this is your first
day in my courtroom. Welcome.
Perhaps next time I'll allow
you more than four words.

Mr. Denison sits to some scattered snickering.

JUDGE
Mr. Alexander. Stand.

Davis looks to Mr. Denison who nods. Davis slowly rises.

JUDGE
Do you speak English?

Davis looks up for the first time. Confused, he glances to
Mr. Denison who shrugs and nods again.

DAVIS
Yes.
JUDGE
It's "yes , ma'am" in my courtroom

and I'm not sure | believe you.
Because if you spoke English
you would've understood the
conversation we had the last
time you were here. Do you
remember that conversation?

DAVIS
Yes.

JUDGE
I'm sorry?

DAVIS

Yes... ma'am.

10.



JUDGE
Well at least we know your memory
isn't failing. But in the
interest of certainty and
ignorance please allow me to
indulge myself with a review.

The Judge picks up a case file.

JUDGE

(reads)
July, two thousand, theft.
August, two thousand, theft.
January, two thousand one, theft.
September, theft.

(to Davis)
You're like a bad cliché out of
an even worse movie. Fortunately
for you they were all
misdemeanors. But now we're
moving up to the big stuff, eh?

The Judge holds up the file.

JUDGE
You just don't get it, do you?
DAVIS
| think --
JUDGE

Shut up. That was a rhetorical
guestion. You know what that
word means?

DAVIS
Yes, ma'am.

JUDGE
Well, we're just full of
breakthroughs today, aren't we?
Here's what's going to happen...

She drops the file onto her bench with a thud.

JUDGE
The little overnight stays the
state's been paying for don't
seem to be doing the trick.
Perhaps an extended vacation
will allow you to see things
more clearly.

Davis looks up in fear. He immediately leans over and
whispers to Mr. Denison. Mr. Denison raises his hand.



JUDGE
This isn't Sunday school,
council. Speak.

MR. DENSION
Your honor, my client has
informed me that any jail time
incurred upon him may result in
physical harm to his person.

JUDGE
Really? So jail's bad then?
(reaches for gavel)
Two years --

MR. DENSION
Your honor...

The Judge freezes, glares icily at Mr. Denison.

JUDGE
Normally | don't take kindly to
interruptions Mr. Denison. But
you're showing some spunk...
Continue.

MR. DENSION
Your honor, Mr. Alexander has
indicated to me that there are
certain individuals within the
system who would like nothing
more than to see him thrown in
with the general population.
Said individuals would most
likely cause bodily harm of the
fatal variety.

The Judge looks over at Davis.

JUDGE
Should've thought of that before
now, don't you think?

Davis glances at her, eyes full of crocodile tears.

JUDGE
You can wipe those eyes, son.
The sympathy store's been closed
a long time.

Dauvis stares at the floor. The Judge peruses his file.

JUDGE
| see the longest stint you've
served to date is a month and a
half?



13.
Davis just looks at her.

JUDGE
Okay, that's the kind of question
that requires an answer.

DAVIS
Yes... Yes, ma'am.

The Judge reads for a moment, then closes the file and folds
her hands over the top of it.

JUDGE
Well | have a proposal. But
I've got to tell you, Davis,
this is it for you.

Davis swallows hard, his eyes wide as he listens to the Judge.

JUDGE
I'm willing to give you a final
chance. But you've got to work
for it. Don't think that you
can just half-ass your way
through this. You step out of
line or miss one minute of your
sentence and you're gone. You
understand? | could lock you
up right now but I'm giving you
a shot. Any misstep on your
part and it's a parole violation.
We get each other?

Davis nods vigorously, thankfully.
The Judge gathers up the file and her gavel...

JUDGE
Next!

... and slams it down.

INT. VA HOSPITAL - CORRIDOR - DAY
Harold pushes an ELDERLY MAN in a squeaky wheelchair.

HAROLD
(to elderly man)
You're in luck today. The sun
decided to show itself after
all.

The Elderly Man forces a weak smile. Harold smiles with him
as he looks down the sterile hallway. His smile evaporates.



A JANITOR pushes a cleaning cart into a room as a NURSE exits
carrying bundled sheets.

Harold watches for a moment, hangs his head and takes a

breath. He turns and pushes the Elderly Man through a set
of double doors.

EXT. VA HOSPITAL - COURTYARD - DAY

The sun radiates with warmth. Trees whisper in a light
breeze, colorful flowers dancing with the leaves above.

Harold pushes the Elderly Man over to a patch of well-worn
grass. He turns the chair so it faces a small garden.

HAROLD
There you are, young man.

The Elderly Man gazes at the garden, his eyes darting vacantly
over the flowers.

Harold turns, looks over at...

Lou, Frank and a handful of PATIENTS who gather on the other
side of the courtyard.

Harold turns back to the Elderly Man, places a hand on his
shoulder.

HAROLD
(pointing)
I'll just be over there. Enjoy
yourself.

The Elderly Man watches bees pollinate among the flowers.

OPPOSITE SIDE OF COURTYARD --

Frank and Lou hunch over a chess set as patients watch with
amusement.

Frank contemplates his next move.

LOU
Go ahead. | dare you.

Frank reaches for a rook...

LOU
Ooooh. That's it. Come to

poppa.

... then stops.

14.



FRANK
Would you shut the hell up? |
can't think with all your

yammering.

LOU
What's the matter? Can't
concentrate?

FRANK

As a matter of fact | can't.
Don't think I'm not on to you.
You're trying to trick me into
making a different move.

Harold saunters over, eyes the board.

LOU
| would never do such a thing.

FRANK
If you were a wooden puppet I'd
be getting a stick in the eye
right about now.

Frank looks up to Harold.

FRANK
How do you keep him quiet when
you play?

HAROLD

Usually, | just beat him real
fast. That seems to do the
trick.

LOU
As if that ever happened --

HAROLD
For instance, if | was you, I'd
move my knight to bishop four.
He'd have to move his king to
avoid check. Then I'd reposition
my Queen to rook six. He'll
try to defend with his knight,
but will leave his left flank
wide open. Check mate.

Frank glances at the board and smiles.
Lou stares at the board and frowns.
Frank reaches for his knight, moves it.

FRANK
Check --



16.
Lou hops up.

LOU
Oh, alright. It's not like
this was deciding the fate of
the free world or anything.

The patients applaud. Harold takes a mock bow.

HAROLD
(to Lou and Frank)
Now, gentlemen, if you'd allow
these fine war machines...
(motions to patients)
... a chance to prove their
worthiness.

Lou gets up begrudgingly. Frank smiles like the Cheshire
Cat. TWO PATIENTS immediately plop down in their seats and
reset the chess board.

LOU
(to Frank)
What're you grinning at?

FRANK
Just happy to be alive, Lou.

Harold puts a hand on each of the men's shoulders as they
walk away.

EXT. POND - DAY

Harold, Lou and Frank sit on a bench tossing bread crumbs to
a mob of ducks.

HAROLD
We lost Tom Billings this
morning.

Lou and Frank look over, stunned.

LOU
Tommy?

Harold just nods. Frank and Lou gaze at the ducks.
HAROLD
He put up a good fight. His
wife would've been proud.
Lou throws his bread angrily.

LOU
Tommy was a good man.



17.

FRANK
He certainly was.

Harold holds on to his bread.

HAROLD
You boys given any thought to
what we talked about?

Lou and Frank glare at each other, confused.

FRANK
What's that, Harry?

HAROLD
At the bar. After Art's funeral.

LOU
You mean that one thing we always
wished we'd done? That?

HAROLD
Yeah, Lou. That.

LOU
| haven't really thought about
it much.

FRANK
Can't say as I've considered it
much either, Harry.

Harold just nods, tosses some more bread.

HAROLD
You know baseball season starts
tomorrow.

Lou and Frank exchange quizzical glances.

FRANK
That's right, it does.

HAROLD
Supposed to be a perfect day
for it. There's no call for
rain. Temperature should be
close to seventy-three.

LOU
You feeling alright, Harry?

HAROLD
Me? I'm fine. A lot better
than Tommy, anyway. At least
I'll be able to enjoy opening
day. Evenif he can't.



18.
Harold stands, tosses the rest of his bread to the ducks.

HAROLD
| guess the thing of it is, Tom
loved opening day more than
Christmas. More than any
holiday. Hell, it was a holiday
for him. But you want to know
something funny? He never
actually made it to a game.
Always had to catch iton TV or
the radio for some reason or
another.

Harold reaches into his pocket, looks at the sky.

HAROLD
Yep... it's going to be a beaut.

He pulls out TWO TICKETS, sets them on the bench between Lou
and Frank.

HAROLD
Maybe you fellas know someone
who could use these.

Harold walks off. Lou picks up the tickets.
LOU
(reading)
Section one-twelve. Row eight.

(to Frank)
First base line.

EXT. BEACH - DAY

An empty stretch of sand extends for hundreds of yards.
Waves crash peacefully, not a soul in sight.

Frank walks along the shore, taking it all in. He stares
out to the horizon, the sunlight saturated and surreal on
the water.

A HAND

reaches out, taps him on the shoulder. Frank turns...

A JAPANESE GIRL, 19, with a camera smiles at him. She motions
for Frank to take a picture of her.

Frank obliges, returning her smile. He takes the camera,
puts it to his eye, backs up.

The Japanese girl poses, smiles playfully at Frank.



19.
Frank steps back further, twists the camera around his eye
for the best shot. He stops, locks in on the perfect picture
when...
His smile FADES.

He stays frozen, unable to move. He slowly lowers the camera,
his eyes full of dread.

Frank gazes in front of him, unable to comprehend the horror.
FRANK'S POV --
DOZENS of mangled, BLOODY BODIES lie scattered on the beach --

INT. FRANK'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Frank shoots awake in bed panting heavily. Sweat beads on
his face.

His wife, MARIE ALLEY, 75, stirs.

MARIE
Everything okay?

Frank forces a smile.

FRANK
Just a dream. Probably need a
glass of water.

MARIE
(rolling back over)
Drink some for me...
Frank pats his wife's arm. He stares into the dark, still
trying to calm his breathing.
INT. FRANK'S KITCHEN - MOMENTS LATER

Frank leans against the counter holding a full glass of water.
He stares at the floor emptily.

He walks over to the kitchen table and sits down. His eyes
fill with water, but he chokes it back.

Reaching in front of him, Frank grabs a pencil and a pad of
paper. He exhales heavily, then writes.

EXT. BUS STOP - DAY

Davis sits on a weather beaten bench. He yawns deeply as he
unfolds a piece of paper. He scans over it, rolls his eyes
then shoves it back in his pocket.



20.
A BUS pulls up. He reluctantly gets on board.

INT. DINER - DAY

The place is packed, WAITRESSES hurrying to and fro with
plates of greasy hash.

Frank and Lou sit across from Harold at an out of the way
booth.

A waitress approaches them with a pot of coffee.

WAITRESS
Decaf?

HAROLD
No, thanks.

FRANK

(holds out cup)

Please.

LOU

That what you call this swill?
Tastes more like used dishwater.

WAITRESS
Wait'll you taste the eggs.

The waitress finishes Frank's mug and leaves.
LOU
Back in the service we used to
boil coffee grounds in a sock.
A dirty one if we had to.
Harold cups his mug with both hands.

HAROLD
So... what's the occasion?

FRANK
How do you mean?

Harold gestures to their surroundings.

Lou and Frank look at each other, then simultaneously reach
into their coat pockets.

They each pull out an ENVELOPE, setting them down in the
middle of the table.

Harold glares at them knowingly.



FRANK
| called Lou soon as | finished
with mine.

LOU
Yeah. At three-thirty in the
morning.

FRANK
You're right, Harry. We
shouldn't forget.

Harold smiles. The men glance at one another.

LOU
So... what now?

FRANK
Yeah, Harry. How do we do this?

HAROLD
One by one.

Harold reaches across the table and takes Frank and Lou's
hands.

HAROLD
Thank you, fellas. Thank you.

Frank and Lou nod at their friend.

LOU
See how much you thank us after
you eat.

FRANK

What're you talking about? My
wife loves this place.

LOU
My point exactly.

FRANK
You saying Marie doesn't have
any taste?

LOU
Don't go getting all defensive.
Having no taste probably comes
in handy here. Save you from
having to hold your nose when
you eat.

Harold smiles as he looks past his friends. His expression
slowly dissolves.

Harold stares, his eyes searching, something familiar.

21.



HAROLD'S POV --

SEVERAL PATRONS jockey for position at the front door when...

A BLONDE WOMAN sifts through the crowd. Her face hidden,
she shuffles to the front door and EXITS.

BACK ON HAROLD
as he looks on, entranced.

HAROLD
(standing)
Excuse me, fellas.

LOU
Where you going?

HAROLD
Uh... the bathroom. This
coffee's running right through
me.

LOU
Dishwater'll do that.

Harold makes for the entrance.

EXT. DINER - CONTINUOUS

Harold scurries onto the sidewalk, looks down one direction
then the other.

No one.

He checks around one last time, confused. Giving up, he
turns back to the diner and heads in.

INT. VA HOSPITAL - SECURITY SHACK - DAY

A security guard, ROSCOE TAVERALL, 46, as tall as he is wide,
grabs a clipboard from an absurdly messy desk.

ROSCOE
.. and this here is your key to
freedom.

Davis, dressed in work clothes, listens half-heartedly.

ROSCOE
Every day I'll have a list of
the days' chores. Every last
one of them needs to be completed
before you punch out.

22.



23.

DAVIS
Punch out?

ROSCOE
Yeah. Just like a job. If
see you punched in a minute
late or left a minute early,
you're gone. Simple as that.
Back in the system you go.

DAVIS
But what if a bus is late or
something?

ROSCOE

Then you better be a fast runner.

Dauvis rolls his eyes and crosses his arms.

ROSCOE
Any questions?

DAVIS
No.

ROSCOE
Good.

Roscoe grabs a shovel, hands it to Davis.

ROSCOE
You're gonna dig this.

EXT. VA HOSPITAL - DAY

A shovel slides into the ground with a metallic CLANG.
Davis works a load of dirt from a hole and tosses it onto a
small pile. He stoops over, removes a neon orange stake
from the edge of the hole, tosses it aside.

He stands, looks down a pathway leading up to the hospital.
More orange stakes -- as far as the eye can see.

Davis exhales heavily. He returns to the hole, plunges his
shovel back into the ground.

INT. VA HOSPITAL - CAFETERIA - DAY

Frank, Lou and Harold sit at a table in front of an enormous
picture window staring at...

Davis, as he shovels dirt off in the distance.



LOU
So when did this place become a
penitentiary?

FRANK
Guess the kid's going to be
here awhile, too.

LOU
Well, | don't like it. Don't
like it at all. What are people
gonna think when they see this
convict digging up holes all
over the place?

HAROLD
They're gonna think he's serving
out his sentence and that he
should be left alone.

LOU
Anybody know what he did?

Harold smiles a little, rolls his eyes. Lou glares at Davis.

FRANK
Theft or something. And | hear
it's not the first time.

LOU
Really...

HAROLD
| wish you two could hear
yourselves. You sound worse
than a sewing circle, gossiping
the way you are.

LOU
This kid's on our turf. That
doesn't bother you?

Frank and Harold laugh.

FRANK
Turf? What are you, in a gang
now?

LOU

I'm just saying. | don't know
who pulled strings to get him
here, but | got a bad feeling

we're gonna regret it.

Harold stares at Davis as he finishes his drink.



25.

EXT. VA HOSPITAL - DAY

Harold kneels in front of a bicycle rack, gets to work on a
cable lock wrapped around a decrepit single speed bike.

FEMALE VOICE (0.S.)
That isn't Harold Ramey | see,
is it?

Harold turns, looks up.

HAROLD
Well, hello there, Miss Eve.

He smiles instantly, standing as he faces...

EVE CLAUDELL, 78, pleasant and still quite fetching for her
age.

EVE/FEMALE VOICE
| haven't seen you around much
lately. You wouldn't be avoiding

me...

HAROLD
Oh, now I'd be a fool to do
such a thing.

The two smile at each other, playful, friendly.

EVE
| see you're still riding that
rusty deathtrap. Want to know
a secret?

HAROLD
Do tell.

Eve looks left and right then leans forward.

EVE
They make new ones.

HAROLD
Get out.

EVE

It's true. Seen 'em myself.
New paint, wheels. You could
probably get a new bell if you
wanted one.

HAROLD
Well, | guess I'll just have to
keep that in mind.
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Eve grins at him.

EVE
| could even show you. Maybe
grab a cup of coffee along the
way.

Harold's smile dissipates.

HAROLD
Sounds great, but I... I've
been getting busier as the days
get longer. You know...

Eve forces a thin, disappointed smile.

EVE
Sure. Maybe another time. It
was... it was nice to see you
again, Harry.

Eve walks off. Harold closes his eyes, shakes his head in
disgust.

He glances at his bicycle, looks over the rusted frame, the
torn seat, the worn tires. He kneels back down and unlocks
it.

INT. VA HOSPITAL - CORRIDOR - DAY

Covered in dirt and carrying his shovel, Davis trudges through
a lightly populated hallway. PATIENTS and MEDICAL STAFF
move to and fro.

He spots a drinking fountain, makes a bee line for it.
AT THE DRINKING FOUNTAIN --

Davis puts his lips to the water, takes a couple of gulps
then freezes, his eyes locking on something ahead of him.

DAVIS' S POV --

TWO NURSES with clipboards approach a MED LAB. Nurse #1
searches for her keys.

NURSE #1

(to Nurse #2)
... and | told him if he wanted
to see me then he needed to
call first. You can't just
show up on someone's doorstep
and expect them to drop
everything.



NURSE #2
Oh, I'd have dropped something
alright. My foot in his ass.

NURSE #1
| mean, Jesus, we've only gone
out twice.
(not finding keys)
Where the hell are they...

Nurse #1 quick checks her surroundings, then reaches behind
the Med Lab sign pulling out a hidden key.

NURSE #2
That lidocaine better be here.

Nurse #1 pulls open the door, replacing the key. The two
scan the shelves. Boxes, bottles and bags are stacked to
the gills.
BACK ON DAVIS
as he eyes the contents as if it were lost treasure.
NURSE #2 (O.S.)

Here itis. | swear, someone

needs to teach Ramona how to

spell. Bitch can't alphabetize

worth a damn.

Davis resumes drinking.

EXT. PARK - DAY
Sun streams through thick green trees.

Harold cruises on his bike along a narrow pathway, peaceful,
content. Birds and squirrels scatter as he approaches.

He looks up at the tree canopy, eyes the filtered light
seeping through. The trees seem to sway restlessly, surreal.

HAROLD'S FRONT TIRE swerves uneasily on the path.

Harold continues staring to the heavens, a saddened look of
familiarity creeping across his face.

The path turns sharply in the distance.

Harold doesn't see it, still gazing skyward. His eyes trail
slowly downward when...

Harold jerks the handle bars suddenly, tries to follow the
lane. The bike skids, wobbles as...

Harold CRASHES into the brush.
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Sitting up, Harold dusts his jacket then feels his ankle.

He looks to the trees and into the forest, wincing as he
massages it...

Wind rustles the leaves soothingly. Branches undulate
sedately, trees dance with one another. The forest breathes
quietly when...

It gradually MUTATES, becomes choked with smoke. Trees lay
strewn about, destroyed. A layer of mist carpets the ground
as...

A SOLDIER steps into view.

He glances cautiously from side to side, steps carefully
through leaves and broken branches.

The Soldier takes a step then stops, turns suddenly.

SOLDIER
You alright?

The Soldier moves swiftly, crouches down in front of...

YOUNG HAROLD in uniform, his knees pulled to his chest. He
clutches his rifle with white knuckled intensity.

Mud and dried BLOOD splatter across his uniform, his breathing
quick and shallow.

SOLDIER
Hey, buddy, you hurt?

The Soldier quick checks Harold for wounds.

SOLDIER
Just hold tight. You with the
Ninth?
Harold nods.
SOLDIER

Can't believe they stick you
kids in the middle of this shit.

HAROLD
I've... I've never seen anything
like this...

SOLDIER
No one's seen anything like
this.

The Soldier STANDS...
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SOLDIER
Just stay low. We'll rendezvous
with the boys in First as soon --
A burst of MACHINE GUN FIRE blasts from somewhere...

The Soldier's chest EXPLODES, BULLETS ripping into him. He
collapses in front of Harold, motionless.

Harold stares in overwhelming fear, his face screwed in holy
terror.

BLOOD oozes from the downed Soldier, a small stream flowing
toward Harold's boot. Harold watches it, unable to move.

It trickles slowly forward, almost touches his shoe when...
A branch SNAPS. Harold turns suddenly, looks over at...
OLDER HAROLD.

He rubs his ankle, stares off into space, oblivious,
remembering.

TWO JOGGERS run past on a foot path.

Harold snaps to. He glances around, gets his bearings. He
looks to the trees one last time, then pulls himself and the
bike up.

INT. FRANK'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Frank shoots awake in bed, covered in sweat. He looks to
Marie, hard asleep. She rolls over.

INT. FRANK'S BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Frank, now fully dressed, stands in the doorway to his
bedroom. He glances over at Marie, still asleep. He blows
her a kiss then leaves.

A digital clock on the dresser reads "3:12."

INT. VA HOSPITAL - NIGHT

Frank strolls into the hospital through the waiting room,
past the front desk. It's a ghost town.

A BEEFY NURSE looks up from a file.

BEEFY NURSE
(checks her watch)
What is this? You all got new
hours or something?



30.

FRANK
Just missed your smiling face.

BEEFY NURSE
Mm hmm. You're lucky you're a
smooth shit talker.

Frank grins as he passes her, then suddenly stops. He turns
around.

FRANK
You all?

INT. VA HOSPITAL - CAFETERIA - NIGHT

Harold sits at a table by himself sipping from a styrofoam
cup. The rest of the tables lay empty.

FRANK (O.S.)
So this is where the party is.

Harold looks up, smiles a little.

HAROLD
You always were the smart one.

Frank pulls out a chair, sits down.

HAROLD
Where's Marie?

FRANK
Where | should be.

HAROLD
(nods)
No rest for the weary.

FRANK
You can say that again.

Harold watches him.

HAROLD
They're getting worse.

Frank jerks his head up, stares knowingly at Harold.

FRANK
They've never been this bad. |
try going to bed early, late.
Even drank some warm milk last
night. | hate warm milk.

HAROLD
Marie know?
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FRANK
Only that they're nightmares.
She doesn't know about what.
Far as I'm concerned she'll
never know.

Harold gets up, steps over to a nearby coffee maker. He
grabs a cup and pours.

HAROLD
Tell me not, in mournful numbers,
"Life is but an empty dream!"
For the soul is dead that
slumbers, and things are not
what they seem.

Harold glances over at Frank.

HAROLD
Longfellow.

Frank grins, clasps his hands in front of him.

FRANK
Deep into that darkness peering,
long | stood there, wondering,
fearing, Doubting, dreaming
dreams no mortal ever dreamed
before.

Harold turns.

FRANK
The Raven.

He walks over, sets the full cup down in front of Frank. He
sits back down, looks up at his friend.

HAROLD
A dream itself is but a shadow.

Franks smiles, picks up his cup.

FRANK
Hamlet?

HAROLD
Bravo.

The two "clink” their cups.

INT. VA HOSPITAL - CORRIDOR - NIGHT

Harold and Frank round a corner as they put on their jackets.



FRANK
| was thinking maybe | should
put in for a night watchman
spot. At least I'd have a reason
to be up at all hours.

HAROLD
I'm not sure | like that idea.
FRANK
Yeah? Why's that?
HAROLD
Because then I'd have no one to

talk to.
Both men chuckle as they zip up when their faces drop.
Peer ing down the hallway , the men lock on a
ajar. Above the door the words 'Keep locked at all times'
are stenciled. Above it, the words '"MED LAB
Harold and Frank whisper to themselves.

FRANK
Inventory?

HAROLD
( shaking head
It's always done on first shift.

A shadow moves along the floor of the open door.

FRANK
There's someone in there.

HAROLD
Come on, let's get a weapon.

FRANK
What do you mean, 'let's get a
weapon?'

HAROLD
We've got to stop whoever's in
there .

FRANK

Isn't that what the police are
supposed to do?

HAROLD
By the time they get here, he'll
be long gone. It's up to us.

door, slightly
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FRANK
(to himself)
Knew | should've had another
glass of milk.

Harold reaches over, grabs an I.V. stand. He holds it like
a sword.

FRANK
You're kidding, right?

HAROLD
You got a better idea?

Frank shrugs. He picks up a nearby empty five gallon water
bottle.

Harold glances at Frank's bottle then his I.V. stand.

HAROLD
We're in trouble, aren't we?

FRANK
I'm afraid so, yes.

The men move forward, closing in on the door. They nod to
each other, move up along either side of it.

Clutching their ‘weapons ', Harold looks to Frank who gulps.
Harold holds up THREE fingers... then TWO... then ONE...

Harold and Frank charge into the room, screaming like
psychopaths.

INT. VA HOSPITAL - MED LAB - LATER

Davis sits in a chair in a tight corner of the room. He
stares up at Frank and Harold who eye him, but say nothing.

A KNOCK sounds.

Frank opens a door. Lou saunters in. He looks to Davis
immediately.

LOU
That him?
FRANK
That's him.
HAROLD
(to Lou)

You bring it?
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LOU
(pats jacket)
Got it right here.

Davis eyes Lou uneasily.

HAROLD
Quite a spot you're in.

DAVIS
| don't know what you're talking
about. | didn't do anything.

FRANK
Really? You were just walking
along and fell into a locked
pharmacy.

Davis crosses his arms defiantly.

DAVIS
You got nothing on me.

LOU
| say we shoot him.

Davis sits up at this.
DAVIS

You guys ain't security. | can
leave whenever | want.

HAROLD
Yes, you sure can.

FRANK
Harold...

HAROLD

What, he's right. We're not
security. Just a bunch of old
guys who caught a crook.

DAVIS
I'm not a crook. You see me
take anything?

HAROLD
| sure didn't.

DAVIS
Well, there you go. It's like
| told you, | was walking by
and the door was unlocked. |
was checking it out when you
clowns came along.



LOU
Can | shoot him now, Harold?

Davis fixates on Lou.

HAROLD
(to Davis)
Well, you're certainly entitled
to your story.

Davis looks over everyone.

DAVIS
So can | go?

HAROLD
It's a free country.

DAVIS
(stands)
It's your word against mine,
anyways. Better luck next time
old timers.

Davis steps toward the door...

HAROLD
On second thought...

... then stops.

HAROLD
(to Lou)
Go ahead and shoot him.

Davis backs into the corner, eyes wide, as Lou reaches into
his jacket...

DAVIS
What're you guys doing? You
don't have to do this.

FRANK
I'm afraid we do.

... fishes for something, locks on it...

DAVIS
I'm sorry, okay?

LOU
Not half as sorry as you're
gonna be.

... pulls out...



DAVIS
| put it all back, alright? |
put it all back!

... a CAMERA.

Lou quickly raises it to his eye and POPS off a shot.

INT. VA HOSPITAL - CAFETERIA - NIGHT
Frank, Harold and Lou crowd Davis in a booth.

LOU
Look, what're we doing here?
This punk should be in shackles
right now. Let's get the cops
down here.

Real fear leaps into Davis's eyes.

DAVIS
No, you can't. | mean... please
don't.

HAROLD
We're just talking.

LOU

| can see that. What the hell
for? We're not the law. We
should've had the boys in blue
here an hour ago.

FRANK
He's right, Harry. Maybe we
should call the police. It was
breaking and entering.

DAVIS
No, seriously. Please don't
call --

HAROLD

| know what it was. And | know
how serious it is.

Lou points his finger in Davis's face.

LOU
He was gonna take medicine from
men who fought and died for
this country! | should've
brought more than a camera to
shoot him with.

Harold's expression turns serious.

36.



HAROLD
Don't ever say anything like
that again. Now sit down so we
can talk about this.

Lou begrudgingly parks it.

HAROLD

Now, I'm fully aware of what
he's done. And | know what we
should be doing with him. But
| know a few things you fellas
don't.

(to Davis)
For example, | talked to Mr.
Clemont.

Davis squirms.

FRANK
Who's that?

HAROLD
This boy's parole officer.
Dropped by Roscoe's office and
took a peek at his file. Seems
a certain somebody we all know
is here but for the grace of
God. The planets must've aligned
for you son because by all
accounts you should be in a
jailhouse somewhere. Isn't
that right... Davis?

Davis snaps his head up at the mention of his name.

HAROLD
Now, | don't know what you did
to get here and | really don't
care. But Lou's right. You
stole from veterans. And that
cannot go without reprimand.

Harold reaches into his jacket and pulls out three sealed
envelopes. He sets them on the table.

HAROLD
So here's what | propose.

Davis eyes the envelopes.
HAROLD
You help us. We keep our mouth
shut. Simple as that.

Davis looks over everyone, doesn't know what to make of
things.
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DAVIS
Help you with what?

LOU
Yeah, Harry, what the hell is
this kid gonna do for us?

FRANK
Take it easy, Lou. Let Harry
talk.

HAROLD

(taps envelopes)
Do you know what these are?
These are our final wishes,
boys. The one thing we most
wanted to accomplish in our
life. We're going to need all
the help we can get.

DAVIS
Wait a minute. Final wishes?
What, are you guys dying or

something?

HAROLD
We all die. It's just a matter
of how soon.

Davis glances from the envelopes to everyone.

DAVIS
What if | don't?

HAROLD
Frank...

Frank pulls out a Polaroid, holds it up for Davis to see.
IN THE POLAROID:

Davis cowers in the corner of the Med Lab.

BACK TO HAROLD:

HAROLD
You help us complete these
requests and we burn that
picture. Our secret. You skip
out, back out or wuss out in
anyway, that picture, along
with a few select items of stolen
paraphernalia found in your
locker, wind up in the hands of
the judge handling your case.
Back you go.
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Davis glares incredulously at the men.

DAVIS
But... that's blackmail!

HAROLD
You're damn right it is.

INT. BUS - MOVING - NIGHT

Dauvis sits on a molded plastic bench, deep in thought. The
cabin is relatively empty.

HAROLD (V.O.)
Here's how it's going to work.
We'll draw one at a time. No
name. No indication of
ownership. Allin the same
type envelope.

The bus stops. Davis gets up.

EXT. STREET - NIGHT

Davis, his hands thrust into his pockets, strolls
absentmindedly along.

HAROLD (V.0.)
When one is selected we'll
concentrate on only it until it
becomes a reality... using any
means necessary. When it's
completed, we move on to the
next.

Davis rounds a corner. A CAR trolls slowly behind him.

HAROLD (V.0.)
Some may be simpler than others.
But with all our efforts we can
make them work.

Davis walks on. The car drifts closer.

HAROLD (V.0.)
I've always believed there's no
time like the present. So get
a good night's rest everyone.
Because tomorrow begins the
journey of our lifetime.

The car headlight flashes across Davis's head. He turns,
looks...
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His eyes bulge wide. He spins back around, takes off like a
shot.

The car immediately guns it, pulls in front of Davis, cuts
off his escape route.

Davis skids to a stop, looks for a way out as...

Three car doors to a purple, two-toned vintage IMPALA crack
open. THREE STREET THUGS spill from the inside and quickly
surround Dauvis.

Davis eyes the men warily when...

A fourth man, VANE MACABRE, 26, emerges calmly from the
passenger side, an intimidating lack of menace.

He meanders around the back of the car, smoothing his clothes
as he walks. He comes to a stop in front of the other thugs,
the streetlight just catching his face.

VANE
Mr. Davis Alexander. What a
coincidence me bumping into you
like this. How are you?

DAVIS
(swallows hard)
Hey, Vane.

Vane steps forward into the light. His appearance is clean,
almost corporate -- a stark contrast to the tattooed and
pierced men with him.

VANE
Haven't seen you in awhile.
Thought you might've left town
without saying goodbye.

The thugs close in. Davis glances at them worriedly.

DAVIS
Why... why would | leave town?
| still need to settle up, right?
| mean, you and | have business
together.

VANE
That we do... that we do.

Vane nods to his thugs. Two of them quickly snatch Dauvis,
pull him near the vehicle. Vane casually removes his jacket,
hands it to the remaining thug.

Davis glares at everyone wild eyed.



VANE
I'm only going to say this once:
Yell and I'll make it worse.

Vane rolls up his sleeves. Davis breathes heavily.

VANE
Give my your hand.

DAVIS
What...?

VANE

Your hand. Give it to me.
Davis weakly holds out his left hand.

VANE
Thank you.

Like a cat, Vane grabs two of Davis's fingers, yanks them in
directions they're not meant to go.

Davis HOWLS.

Vane motions to the car. The thugs follow his lead, shoving
Davis inside the vehicle. Vane quick checks the area before
getting in.

INT. CAR - CONTINUOUS

Davis grips his damaged hand, fighting tears as one of the
thugs clings to him tightly in the back seat.

Vane slides in next to him.

VANE
You're probably wondering why |
did that.
DAVIS
.. yes...
VANE

Don't worry. In a moment you'll
be glad you have something to
take your mind off the pain.

Davis pants, his breathing growing erratic.

VANE
You have any tattoos, Mr.
Alexander?

DAVIS

No...
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VANE
Me either.

Vane looks to a thug in the front seat who hands him a small
leather CASE.

VANE
| never understood the concept
of tattoos, actually. When you
think about it, it doesn't make
a lot of sense.

Vane unzips the case, sets it in his lap. A series of SHARP
METAL TOOLS bound by straps gleam in the night light.

Davis sees this and struggles. The thug holding him quickly
suppresses him.

VANE
| mean, in a man's life, it's a
fair assumption to believe that,
as an adult, he will own
different cars, live in different
homes, buy different clothing,
screw different women... change
is forever a constant.

Vane pulls out an odd scalpel-like knife.

VANE
So why a man would choose to
place a permanent picture on
his body, believing even for a
moment that he'll still be glad
it's there when he's fifty...
well, that's the most ridiculous
thing I've ever heard.

Davis eyes the tattooed thugs. They don't flinch.

DAVIS
Vane, | swear, I'm inches away
from having everything. If you
could just cut me some time,
just a little more --

VANE
The only exception, of course,
is if something is of such vital
importance in his life that the
tattoo could, in fact, save it.

The thug clutches Davis's arm and thrust it outward, forearm
up.

Davis stares at Vane with a sickening inevitability. Vane
leans toward him.
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VANE
You ready to be saved?

EXT. FOREST - DAY
Green trees. Blue sky. Branches sway peacefully when...

A SOLDIER steps into view. Art Biskund to be exact. He
kneels down.

ART
Medic!

A FIELD MEDIC appears, immediately digs in his bag.

MEDIC
What we got?

ART
Can't find any wounds, doc.
Looks like shock.

The Medic leans over, snaps his fingers in front of...

YOUNG HAROLD'S face. He doesn't respond, his eyes glazed
over.

MEDIC
Okay, we gotta get him out of
here.
(over his shoulder)
| need a stretcher!

Young Harold stares ahead vacantly, his face morphing into...

INT. BATHROOM - DAY
... OLD HAROLD as he looks at himself in the mirror.

Steam rises from the sink basin as Harold scrutinizes his
reflection. Wrinkles. Grey hair. Age spots.

The steam clouds the glass, obscuring Harold's view. He
angrily swipes it with his hand.
EXT. VA HOSPITAL - COURTYARD - DAY

Harold walks cautiously beside an ELDERLY WOMAN, 85, trying
valiantly to move with a walker.

ELDERLY WOMAN
You have to do it three times a
year. Fertilize, | mean.
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HAROLD
That right?

ELDERLY WOMAN
Oh, yes. A combination of fish
emulsions and cow manure. Plants
love it.

HAROLD
I'll have to remember that.
(re: walker)
You're really getting the hang
of this.

ELDERLY WOMAN
(waves off)
| once had to use an oar for a
crutch for two months in the
field. This is like Club Med.

Harold laughs heartily.

HAROLD
You are an amazing woman. How
does your hip feel?

ELDERLY WOMAN
It's a little tender, but nothing
| can't handle.
HAROLD
Can | ask you a question?
ELDERLY WOMAN
Of course.
HAROLD

When you fell, did you... |
mean, were you --

ELDERLY WOMAN
Scared? Absolutely. I'd have
to be a fool not to be.

Harold thinks on this.

ELDERLY WOMAN
Why do you ask?

Harold forces a thin smile.

HAROLD
I've just been thinking a lot
lately about... things and
realized I've been incredibly
lucky so far.

(MORE)



HAROLD (CONT'D)
No illnesses, no major injuries.
| feel like I'm due. Like
there's something out there
with my name on it and | can't
see it coming.

ELDERLY WOMAN
Well it seems to me if you can't
see it coming, then there's no
sense in worrying about it.

A stiff breeze sweeps through the courtyard. Harold looks
up, watches the trees sway with elegance.

HAROLD
Maybe you're right.

EXT. VA HOSPITAL - DAY

Harold unlocks his bike from the bike rack. He stands, turns
and finds...

EVE
After much thought, I've decided
that | wasn't very clear at our
last meeting.

HAROLD

(jumpy)
You always sneak up on people?

EVE
Only when | need to.

HAROLD
You know, folks are going to
start getting funny ideas about
you always hanging around the

bike racks.

EVE
Let them talk. | happen to
like bikes.

Eve smiles grandly. Harold chuckles.

HAROLD
What can | do for you today
Miss Eve?

EVE
Dinner.

Harold practically swallows his tongue.
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HAROLD
Excuse me?

EVE
The other day | tried to get a
cup of coffee with you, but |
don't think | came across very
successfully. So I am now taking
a more forceful approach. Dinner
at my house on Friday.

HAROLD
Are you asking me or telling
me?

EVE

Which way would give me the
best results?

HAROLD
(thinks about it)
| guess it doesn't really matter.

EVE
Wonderful. Seven-thirty. You
can bring a red wine if you
like.

Eve grins from ear to ear as she walks away. Harold stares
into the air wondering what the hell just happened.

He gazes for a moment when his eyes fixate on something in
front of him. He focuses, locks on...

Davis, off in the distance. He struggles with a shovel, his
left hand and forearm bandaged. Sharp pain radiates across
his face.

INT. FRANK'S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

It's a camera man's paradise. Old and vintage movie cameras
adorn various nooks and crannies throughout the room. War
photos hang from some walls.

Lou, Frank and Harold all sit on the edge of their respective
chairs, open beers in front of them.

The three envelopes sit side by side on the coffee table.
Lou checks his watch, annoyed.

LOU
| knew this kid was gonna be a
no show. It's typical of their
generation. No respect for
anyone but themselves.



FRANK
Would you shut the hell up.
He's six minutes late.

Harold sits calmly on the couch, eyes the envelopes.

LOU
Why are you defending him?
He's a thief for God's sake.
Does it really surprise anyone
that he's a liar, too? | can't
believe you let him know where
you live. He'll have this place
cleaned out within a week --

The DOORBELL RINGS. Frank looks over at Lou and grins. Lou
dismisses him with a wave of his hand.

MARIE (O.S.)
Coming!

A door opens and closes from somewhere.

Marie enters the room along with Davis who scowls.

DAVIS
Sorry I'm late.

HAROLD
That's alright. Come on in and
sit down.

Davis moves to a solitary chair.

MARIE
Can | get you something to drink,
sweetie?

DAVIS
No, thank you.

MARIE

Nonsense. I'll get you a soda.
You make yourself at home and
don't take too much guff from
these guys.

Marie disappears.
FRANK
(to Davis)
No point in arguing. It's done
me no good for fifty-two years.

Davis smiles slightly. Lou eyes his bandaged hand.
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LOU
What'd you do to your hand?
DAVIS
[, uh... slammed it in a car
door.
FRANK
Ouch.
HAROLD

What happened to your arm?

Davis looks up at Harold sharply. He glances down at his
arm -- inside his jacket.

DAVIS
Um... same thing. Broken glass
hit it when the door slammed.

LOU
Hell, sounds like you should
ride a bike or something.

FRANK
That's all Harold ever rides.

Davis and Harold lock eyes for a brief, but knowing moment.

HAROLD
That | do, Frank.

LOU
You really ought to get rid of
that relic, you know. You're
gonna kill yourself on that
thing.

Harold only smiles at Lou.

HAROLD
Shall we get started?

Harold reaches for the envelopes, holds all three out to

Davis.

HAROLD
Pick one.

DAVIS
Me?

HAROLD
Why not you?

LOU

| can give you some reasons.
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Davis eyes everyone else as if to make sure it's okay. He
breathes deep, then begrudgingly reaches towards the
envelopes, selecting one.

EXT. SWIMMING POOL - DAY
CHILDREN splash and play in the shallow end.

Harold, Lou, Frank and Davis emerge out of the men's locker
room -- Frank wears a bathrobe. Davis sulks as he walks,
really not wanting to be there.

FRANK
(examining pool)
... and they said it's relatively
clean, right?

DAVIS
| don't know. It was when |
used to come here.

LOU
Who're we looking for anyway?

DAVIS
(shrugs)
Said her name's Ellie. Said
she'd be around or something.

LOU
Well, you're a fountain of
information.

HAROLD
Lou...

Frank exhales nervously as a young, perky lifequard, ELLIE,
18, approaches the men.

LIFEGUARD
Hi fellas.
(to Frank)
You must be Frank.

FRANK
Is it that obvious?

ELLIE
(looks at robe)
Just a little. I'm Ellie.
I'll be your coach.

Ellie and Frank shake hands.



FRANK
Pleasure's all mine. | have to
tell you though, I'm a little
ner --

DAVIS
(annoyed)
Alright, there you go. We found
her. Have fun.

Davis turns and walks away. Everyone stares after him.

LOU
Where the hell does he think --

Harold touches Lou's shoulder.
HAROLD

(calling after Davis)
Thank you, Davis.

LOU
Why do we need him for this?
HAROLD
You know a good pool?
Lou frowns.
HAROLD
Me either.
ELLIE

Okay, Frank. If you just want
to wait for me in the shallow
end, I'll be right with you.

Frank nods anxiously as Ellie walks off. He stares at the
chlorinated, blue water.

Harold walks up, puts a hand on his shoulder.

HAROLD
(points to bleachers)
We'll be sitting right over
there.

Frank forces a nod.

FRANK
Hold my robe?

HAROLD
Sure thing.

Frank inhales deeply, eyes closed. He exhales long and
concentrated.
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Centered, he unties his robe, pulls it off revealing...
Only a Speedo.

LOU
(turning away)
Oh, for the love of all things
holy.

FRANK
What?

LOU
You could've given us some
warning or something.

FRANK
It's what the guy at the store
recommended.

LOU
Well, | recommend you shoot the
guy at the store.

HAROLD

Don't listen to him, Frank.

Good luck.
Harold leads Lou away.
Frank stares at the ladder into the water, the bottom half
undulating beneath the surface. With shaky hands he grabs
the railing.
EXT. SWIMMING POOL - BLEACHERS - CONTINUOUS

Harold and Lou sit.

LOU
Why'd you let that kid leave?
HAROLD
The kid has a name. Davis.
LOU
Uh huh.
HAROLD

| told him he didn't need to be
here. Probably better if Frank
tackled this one without a bunch
of witnesses.
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EXT. SWIMMING POOL - CONTINUOUS

Frank lowers himself into the water, waist deep. He glares
out at the other swimmers, all splashing, playful, unafraid.

Frank sinks into the water up to his neck. He eyes the

surface warily, then, summoning courage, submerges his head.
A moment passes then...

Frank reappears, a tiny smile on his lips. He wipes the

water from his eyes stares out ahead of him when his smile
vanishes.

Frank stares wildly around him, discovers...

EXT. BEACH - DAY

... he's on a BEACH. He looks down at his feet. He's merely
ankle deep in the water.

He turns his attention to the ocean, a look of horror
screaming across his face.

In the water, a JAPANESE BOY, 9, flails uncontrollably,
struggles to swim.

Frank steps forward, the water level reaching his knees. He
quickly backpedals out of the water.

He stares painfully back out to sea where he finds...
FOUR more JAPANESE PEOPLE all thrashing in the surf.
Frank paces anxiously along the shore. He yells out, but no

sound is heard. He motions to the shore, swinging his arms
wildly, trying to guide. No response as...

A DOZEN more now splash frenziedly, the water becoming filled

with people.

Frank screams again. Still no sound. He runs up and down
the beach maniacally, trying anything to get the people's
attention when...

He FREEZES.

Staring down in front of him in terror, Frank locks on...

An INFANT floating face down in the water ...

INT. FRANK'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Frank jolts awake, his hair matted with sweat. He quick
checks the room, clutches the bed to make sure it's real.
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Marie stirs, sees Frank's condition.

MARIE
Frank, are you alright?

Frank calms his breathing, wrings his hands.

MARIE
Frank...?

He tosses her a thin smile.

Frank breaks down, sobbing uncontrollably. He slides into
Marie's arms. She holds him without saying a word.
EXT. VA HOSPITAL - FRONT LAWN - DAY

Dauvis finishes digging a deep hole. He drops his shovel,
reaches for a baby pine tree, when he finds...

Harold standing next to him. He continues working.
DAVIS

Am | in trouble? You said |
didn't have to stay at the pool.

HAROLD
You're right. | did.

DAVIS
So... what do you want?

HAROLD
Just had a question, that's
all.

DAVIS

(warily)

Okay.

HAROLD

| just wondered what the number
eight thousand meant.

Davis stops, looks up at Harold.

DAVIS
Eight thousand?

HAROLD
On your arm there. Where the
car door slammed into you.



Davis quickly glances at his forearm where a crude tattoo of
the number "8000" is freshly imprinted. He quickly unrolls
his previously rolled up shirt sleeve, covering it.

HAROLD
That must've been some kind of
car to leave a mark like that.

Davis looks to the ground, caught in his lie.

DAVIS
You could say that.

Harold just nods.

HAROLD
Still having car trouble?

Davis looks up at him.
HAROLD
You know, | can be quite the
mechanic.
With that, Harold leaves. Davis returns to his planting,
watching Harold as he walks away.
EXT. EVE'S HOUSE - NIGHT
Harold approaches a quaint, festively painted gingerbread-
style home. He gapes at the vibrant colors, his eyes drifting
to the front porch and the door.
EXT. EVE'S HOUSE - FRONT PORCH - MOMENTS LATER
Harold raises a finger to ring the bell, then halts. He
glances at the bottle of wine he holds, looks over his dressy
clothes.
HAROLD
(to himself)
What're you doing?
He looks back to the door.

HAROLD
I'm sorry, Eve.

He turns, takes a step when...

The front door OPENS. Eve stands in the doorway.
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EVE
Well, are you going to come in
or are you going to stand on
the porch all night?

HAROLD
| was just --

EVE
Uh huh. | know what you were
just...

(re: the wine)
Is that for me?

Harold snaps out of it.

HAROLD
Uh, yes. Yesitis.

Eve takes it, reads the label.
EVE
Ah, Merlot. My favorite. It'l
go perfectly with the roast.

Eve spins around, disappears inside. Harold remains on the
porch, looking like a lost puppy.

EVE (O.S))
Well, come on.

Harold smiles nervously then steps inside.

INT. EVE'S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Harold enters a living room right out of Better Homes &
Gardens. Rustic. Immaculate. Homey.

EVE
Would you like something to
drink?

HAROLD

Uh, yes. Iced tea, please.
Eve turns around, a look of disgust on her face.

EVE
Oh, come now. You can do better
than that. I've got Scotch,
Gin, Bourbon, Johnnie Walker,
even beer if you'd like.

HAROLD
A beer sounds good. Thanks.
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EVE
Uh huh.

Eve pours herself a small glass of Scotch and downs it.

EVE
One beer coming up.

She disappears into the kitchen. Harold gazes into the cozy
living area.

HAROLD
(yells)
You have a wonderful home.
EVE (0.S))
Thank you.
HAROLD

It's so... lived in. So warm.

Eve returns.

EVE
| should hope so. I've had it
for over twenty years.

She hands Harold his beer, then pours herself a regular glass
of Scotch.

HAROLD
Can | ask you a question?
EVE
You may.
HAROLD

Are you always this forward?

Eve turns, smiles.

EVE
As opposed to what? Backward?
No, sir, living in the past is
not my cup of tea. Noris
waiting for opportunity to
happen.

HAROLD
So | guess you hounding me for
a date is your version of carpe
diem.

EVE
| would hardly say hounding is
an accurate description.
(MORE)
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EVE (CONT'D)
In any case, you're here, aren't

you?

HAROLD
| had to come.

EVE
How so?

HAROLD

| thought if | turned you down

| might find you waiting for me
at my bicycle with a club or
some other pummeling device.

Eve dips her fingers in her Scotch and flicks them at Harold.
Both grin from ear to ear.

INT. EVE'S HOUSE - DINING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Harold and Eve sit at a durable, well used oak table. Bowls
of food litter the surface as Harold and Eve eat in an
excruciatingly uncomfortable silence.

EVE
You don't talk much do you?

Harold chokes a little.

HAROLD
Excuse me?

EVE
I'm having trouble deciphering
whether you're shy or polite.

HAROLD
Is there a difference?

EVE
Only in the grandest of ways.

Harold smiles, takes a sip from his water glass.

HAROLD
| prefer the word 'reserved.’

EVE
Whatever floats your boat.

Eve winks at him.

EVE
How is everything?



HAROLD
Absolutely delicious. You're
one heck of a good cook.

EVE
Why thank you, kind sir. This
recipe is actually one my mother
used to make. | always loved
it.

Eve leans back.

Eve giggles.

HAROLD
Do | taste cardamom in the
potatoes?

EVE

A man who knows his spices.
I'm impressed. You're just
full of surprises.

HAROLD
| can hold my own in the kitchen.
Toast, cereal, pasta? No

challenge.

EVE
Oh, now you're just playing
with me.

HAROLD

I'd never do such a thing.

The two eye each other, the mood suddenly lighter. Harold
digs into his dinner.

Eve watches him, anxiously kneads her napkin.

EVE
Why do you keep that bike?

Harold freezes, looks up at Eve for a moment. He glances
down at his plate.

HAROLD
It was a gift.

EVE
Really? From whom?

HAROLD
A very dear... it was a gift.

He resumes eating.
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INT. EVE'S HOUSE - FOYER - NIGHT

Eve and Harold step to the front door. They stand a moment,
awkwardly silent.

HAROLD

Well | should probably get going.
EVE

Of course.
HAROLD

| have to tell you that was one
of the best meals I've had in
more than a decade.

EVE
Where was the last one?

HAROLD
Burger King.

Eve raises an eyebrow to this.

HAROLD
Just before my bypass. Kind of
like a last salute. Boy, a
bacon cheeseburger never tasted

S0 good.

EVE
Harold Ramey, you are a silly
one.

Both laugh softly then stand silently. Harold looks at Eve,
then holds out his hand.

HAROLD
Thank you for a great evening.
| can't remember the last time
I've had this much fun.

Eve takes his hand.
EVE
There's plenty more where that
came from you know.
They smile at each other.

HAROLD
| do.



60.
EXT. CITY STREET - DAY

Davis sprints as fast as he can. Dodging people and trash
cans, he screeches to a halt in front of a bus stop as...

A CITY BUS pulls away down the street.

EXT. VA HOSPITAL - DAY

Harold locks up his bike, gives it the once over when he
looks up and sees...

Davis running with every last ounce of energy he has. He
enters the hospital.
INT. VA HOSPITAL - SECURITY SHACK - DAY

Davis crashes into the time clock. Sweaty hands fumble for
the time card, clumsily slip it into the slot. KA-CHUNK!

Davis puts the time card back, whirls around...
Roscoe stands behind him.

ROSCOE
You're eighteen minutes late.

DAVIS
| know, I'm sorry. | --

ROSCOE
What did I tell you when you
first got here? Not one minute.

DAVIS
| know. It'll never happen
again.

ROSCOE

Damn right it'll never happen
again because I'm reporting
this.

DAVIS
What? You can't be serious!
I've been here every day on
time. I've done all the work.
Can't you make an exception
this one time?

Roscoe gets right in Davis's face.



ROSCOE
That's the problem with you
punks. You never take
responsibility for yourselves.
| gave you the rules. You broke
‘em. Not my problem.

DAVIS
Please... you can't... | can't
go back in... I can't go --

HAROLD (0.S.)
Davis, were you able to find
that chain for me?

Davis and Roscoe spin around. Harold stands in the doorway.

ROSCOE
Good morning, Mr. Ramey. Now's
not a good time.

HAROLD
Oh, I'm sorry. | didn't mean
to interrupt. | just wanted to
know how much | owe Davis.

ROSCOE
Owe Davis?

HAROLD
He said he knew of a bike shop
on his side of town that sold
bike chains for my old mare.
Said he was going to try and
pick one up this morning.

(to Davis)

How much was it?

Davis stares at Harold, reads his eyes.

DAVIS
They... didn't have any.

Harold slaps his knee.

HAROLD
Oh, ain't that a kicker. Guess
I'll have to try somewhere else.

ROSCOE
(to Davis)
Is that where you were this
morning?

Davis looks to Harold and back then nods.



HAROLD
| didn't get the boy in trouble
or anything did 1?

ROSCOE
He's got a very strict time
line, Mr. Ramey. Truth be told,
the boy's a convict. Just paying
his debt to society by being
here.

HAROLD
(fake surprise)
A convict? Really? Is he
dangerous?

ROSCOE
No, sir. Just a little truant.
(to Davis)
By the skin of your teeth, boy.
Don't try this again.

DAVIS
Yes, sir. I'm sorry | didn't
tell you.

ROSCOE
Get to work.

DAVIS
Yes, sir.

Davis gathers up his work clothes. He shoots a sideways
glance at Harold as Harold leaves.

EXT. SWIMMING POOL - DAY

A PAIR OF HANDS hold Frank's head just above the waterline
as he struggles to float.

ELLIE (O.S.)
Relax your body. Now breathe.

FRANK
(panicked)
I'm going to sink.

ELLIE (O.S.)
No you won't. I've got you.

Frank breathes erratically, his arms trying to find a balance.

ELLIE (O.S.)
Let your arms float beside you.
Your body will follow. 1
promise.
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Frank inhales deeply. His arms calm, float like deadwood
beside him.

Ellie removes her hands.

ELLIE (O.S.)
Hey, Frank?
FRANK
(concentrating)
Yeah...
ELLIE (O.S.)

You're floating.

Frank suddenly gives into realization, tries to look at
himself then laughs out loud.

FRANK
I'm floating... Ha ha! I'm
floating!
He stares at the sky, an ear to ear grin plastered across
his face.
FRANK'S POV --

Puffy white clouds meander across a summer blue sky. The
wind blows calmly, serene when...

The SOUND of a MOTOR fades in. Louder as...

A MEDIC'S FACE suddenly fills the frame, the red cross on
his helmet chipped and spattered with mud.

MEDIC
You're gonna be alright! Just
hang in there!

Art Biskund leans in on his rifle from the opposite side,
gruff and dirty.

ART
Boy, you are one lucky S-O-B.
They're gonna take good care of
you. Hot showers, hot food,
hot women...

Art and the Medic share a Cheshire Cat-like grin.

The Medic reaches forward, adjusts an I.V. bag. Art glances
up at the sky.

ART
Beautiful day, huh, Harold?



YOUNG HAROLD lay on his back staring upward, an empty, glazed
look in his eyes. His body wracks with each jarring shift
of the truck he rides on.

Other WOUNDED lay packed in beside him. Bandaged. Bloody.
Dying.

The distant NOISE of WAR filters in.

The clouds form a myriad of shapes, evaporating and
condensing, shifting and moving as...

EXT. VA HOSPITAL - DAY
... OLD HAROLD stares up at them.

He stands with his bicycle, seemingly in a trance. Snapping
out of it he walks his bike over to the rack. He guides the
front tire between metal slats, kneels down...

DAVIS (0.S.)
Why'd you do that?

Harold turns around, looks up at Davis.

DAVIS
The other day. Why'd you cover
my ass like that?

HAROLD
(shrugs)
Looked like you needed help.

DAVIS
Well, | don't. | can take care
of myself.

HAROLD
If you say so.

Harold resumes locking his bike.

HAROLD
Looks like your arm's healing
well.

DAVIS

It's fine. And so am |I.

Harold snaps a U-lock around the front tire, then stands,
faces Davis.

HAROLD
So you've said.
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Harold reaches in his pocket, pulls out a slip of paper. He
hands it to Davis.

Harold walks

Harold stops.

DAVIS
What's this?

HAROLD
Time and place for the next
envelope. Seems Frank's coming
along faster than he expected.
No reason not to move on.

away. Davis exhales, exasperated.

DAVIS
Why are you making me do this
stuff? This last wish bullshit
ain't got nothing to do with
me. | didn't even have to do
anything on the first one.

HAROLD
Nope, you didn't.

DAVIS
Then why're you hassling me?
If you're gonna turn me into
the cops then just do it. |
got other things to worry about.

He turns around, walks up to Davis.

Davis can barely speak.

HAROLD
Why do you hate old people so
much?

DAVIS
What...?

HAROLD

You've been arrested five times
in the past two years. All of
them misdemeanor possession

charges.

DAVIS
How do you --

HAROLD
But what | don't get is what
you stole.

(MORE)
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HAROLD (CONT'D)
Along with your garden variety
amphetamines you also took things
like naproxen... sulfaslazine...
methotrexate... calcitonin...
inhalers... That's all medicine
used mostly by us old codgers.
What were you going to do with
those?

DAVIS
Look | don't know where you got
your information, but it's none
of your business, okay?

HAROLD
Well, in fact, it is my business.
You tried to steal from the
hospital where | work and | hid
it. That doesn't bode well for
either of us so why don't you
just tell me what's going on.
Maybe | can help you.

DAVIS
You can't help! No one can.

HAROLD
Try me.

Davis looks up then walks at Harold. He rolls up his sleeve
exposing the crude tattoo of the number '‘8000' on his forearm.

DAVIS
See this? That's how much |
owe. | gotin with some bad
people and now I'm screwed.
Okay? Happy? So just pull
that amount together for me and
everything'll be great.

HAROLD
So you're in debt.

DAVIS
Gee, Harold, can't get anything
by you.

HAROLD
Is it drug money?

Davis freezes, glares at Harold with pained eyes. He pushes
his sleeve down, buttons it back up.



DAVIS
You know, | actually thought
you were someone | could get a
fair shake with.
Davis straightens himself, adjusts his sleeve.

DAVIS
Guess | was wrong.

With that, Davis turns and walks off.

INT. BIKE SHOP - DAY

Harold peruses an aisle of shiny new bikes. He runs his
fingers over the chrome handle bars, eyes the fresh paint
and black, oiled tires.

He turns around, finds several other rows of more bikes.
Dozens of them. He eyes them as if they were alien life
forms.

Overwhelmed with the selection, Harold makes for the door.

EXT. CITY STREET - MOMENTS LATER

Harold shuffles along the sidewalk, hands in his pockets.

He looks ahead of him, squints through the afternoon CROWD.

His face drops.

Barely discernable in the distance, the Blonde Woman from
the diner moves among the masses, walking away from him.

Harold steps up his pace, his eyes locked.

The Blonde glides gracefully through the crowd, her hair
radiating like a beacon in the afternoon sun. She reaches

the end of the block, turns the corner.

Harold moves faster, rounds the corner, searches the crowd...
Nothing.

He stares in disappointment then FREEZES, the color draining
from his face.

A considerable distance away -- much farther than she should
be -- the Blonde stares at Harold and smiles. Suddenly...

A BUS pulls in front of her, then passes.

The Blonde is gone.
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EXT. VA HOSPITAL - DAY

Davis walks out of the hospital main entrance, heads up the
sidewalk towards the parking lot.

Harold pulls up beside him in a Lincoln Towncar.

HAROLD
Need a ride?

DAVIS
No, I'm fine.

Davis trudges on. Harold coasts alongside him.

HAROLD
Actually, I was kind of hoping
you'd come with me. I'd like
to show you something.

Davis halts, scrutinizes Harold.

EXT. GRAVEYARD - DAY

Harold leads Davis among a sea of headstones. Dauvis rolls
his eyes, already annoyed at this exercise.

DAVIS
Are we getting close or what?

Harold makes a beeline for a lone gravestone. The ground is
freshly dug in front of it.

HAROLD
This is it.

Davis reads the headstone.

DAVIS
(reading)
Arthur William Biskund.
(to Harold)
| take it he's a friend of yours.

HAROLD
He was more than a friend.

Harold steps front and center and comes to attention. He
snaps a salute to the grave.

DAVIS
Look, I'm not sure what it is
you're showing me here, but
I've got some things --



HAROLD
How old are you?

DAVIS
| just turned eighteen.

Harold nods knowingly, sorrowful.

HAROLD
It's a magical age, don't you
think?
DAVIS
(shrugs)
| don't know.
HAROLD

Not quite a child yet not quite
a man. Although we all like to
think to the contrary, don't
we?

Davis watches Harold -- where's this going?

Harold steps
from the top.

Harold nods,

HAROLD
| was seventeen when | enlisted.
Me and some friends thought
we'd take on the world, give
Hitler a run for his money. We
had so much life back then. So
much optimism. How bad could
it be, we thought, if everyone
felt like we did? Gung ho and
ready for anything... ten months
later | was in the Theater.

up to Art's headstone, wipes dirt and dead leaves

HAROLD
You know much about the war?

DAVIS
Not really.

not at all surprised.

HAROLD
Well, they didn't call it a
world war for nothing. Seemed
no place on the planet was
untouched by it. Distant
countries and faraway places.
Hell, most of 'em we never even
heard of before. But you learn
quick in the thick, as we used
to say.
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Harold sits beside the grave with effort. Davis instinctively
follows, sitting across from him.

HAROLD
Fresh out of boot camp, | was
sent to a patch of forest in
Germany called the Hurtgen. |
was a replacement, seeing the
war for the first time from the
front line. War is never pretty,
but this place... this place
was like hell on earth. | don't
think it ever stopped raining.
The forest was always wet, misty.
The sun just couldn't find a
way to penetrate. Fog seemed
to just hang in the air. Along
with the smell of smoke and
death.

Davis listens, seeming to be interested.

HAROLD
Well, that was a little more
than this country boy was ready
for. All that macho bravado
went out the window soon as |
set foot in that damp, dark
place. It was my third day
with the Ninth ID. Up to that
point we hadn't encountered
much, but I'd heard the stories.
And seen the bodies. | knew it
wouldn't last long... We were
on patrol when we got hit. It
was a massacre. The Germans
dropped bomb after bomb on us
until I was sure there'd be no
forest left to hide in.

DAVIS
So... how'd you live through
it?
Harold grins slightly.
HAROLD

A fellow helped me. A fellow

I'd never met up until that

moment. When the mortars started
raining down | dropped to the
ground for cover as most of us

did. That was our training.

It was instinctual. But no

sooner had I hit the ground

when a hand was jerking me up,
shoving me up against a tree.
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DAVIS
Why'd he do that?

HAROLD
| asked the same question in
that split second. I'm trying
to save my life and this guy is
pulling me up, exposing me.
Turns out he probably saved my
life despite myself. What us
new guys didn't know at the
time is when the bombs explode
at the tree tops it showers
everything below with wooden
shrapnel and fire. | saw boys
skewered with tree branches,
others on fire.

DAVIS
Holy shit...

HAROLD
To put it mildly. Hugging that
tree saved my life and | have
only one person to thank for
it.

Harold turns, pats the grave beside him. Davis eyes the
grave with a new reverence.

HAROLD
I'm only here because of this
man. This man who had just met
me moments earlier and was now
putting his life on the line
for me. This man who would
become my best friend for the
next fifty plus years... This
man who has caused me to see in
you the same things he saw in
me.

Davis snaps his attention to Harold.

HAROLD
| know you think you're alone
and that no one can help. What
do you think went through my
mind with each step in that
wretched forest?

Davis stands. Harold stands with him.

HAROLD
Despite what you may think, you
are not alone.

(MORE)



HAROLD (CONT'D)
There's always an Art looking
out for you somewhere. You
just have to be ready to accept
him when he arrives.

Davis stares at the ground.

HAROLD
And this 'last wish bullshit'
as | think you once put it means
more to me than you could ever
know. The others, too, although
| don't think they realize it
just yet. When you reach the
end of your life and have the
ability of hindsight you'll
understand what I'm talking
about.

Harold looks to the trees above him.

HAROLD
It took me years to look at a
tree the same way again. These
days, though...
(looks to the grave)
They're not looking so bad.

Harold salutes the grave then heads back toward the car.
Davis watches him walk away then turns toward the grave. He
eyes it one last time then follows.

EXT. HOMELESS SHELTER - NIGHT

Harold pulls up out front. STREET PEOPLE saunter in.

INT. CAR - CONTINUOUS
Harold peers out Davis's window.

HAROLD
You live here?

DAVIS
Only for now.

HAROLD
And the court allows this?

DAVIS
I'm eighteen. What can they
say?

(MORE)
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DAVIS (CONT'D)
Gotta have a place to stay. |
know the manager here, she keeps
a bunk for me. Inreturn |
help out when needed.

HAROLD
That right.

DAVIS
It's a piece of shit but until
| can get a paying job this is
home.

Davis pushes open the door, hops out. He sticks his head in
the window.

DAVIS
You ever kill anyone? In the
war, | mean.

Harold's eyes droop, saddened, remembering.

HAROLD
Just one... Good night, Davis.

Davis only nods as he steps back. Harold pulls away.

Davis turns toward the shelter, makes for it when something
catches his eye. He stops looks over at...

A FIFTY DOLLAR BILL, folded and laying peacefully at the
entrance to an alley.

Davis looks around. Nobody. He steps toward it when...

A POLISHED SHOE steps on the bill from out of the alley --
Vane Macabre's shoe.

VANE
Evening, Davis.

Davis spins, tries to run. He slams into the chest of one
of Vane's THUGS.

VANE
You don't have that glad-to-see-
me face. Why ever could that
be?

The Thug grabs Dauvis, forces him toward the alley.

VANE
It seems my last little reminders
didn't have much effect. Guess
I'll have to make them more
obvious.
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Davis squirms in the Thug's grasp.

DAVIS
Vane, please. I... | know what
you're thinking. I'm not dodging
you. | swear. | justreally
need more time. Just a little
more time and | promise --

VANE
(puts finger to lips)
Shhhhhh. You'll spoil it.

Vane backs into the alley. The Thug prods Davis to follow.
The shadows swallow them whole.

EXT. VA HOSPITAL - COURTYARD - DAY

Lou stares down on a chess board, a game in progress. Frank
sits across from him, agitated.

FRANK
Would you move already? You've
been staring at the board for
over five minutes. The pieces
aren't going to move themselves.

LOU
Don't rush me. Although you
may choose to move hastily, |
prefer to examine my options.
FRANK

Fine. Wake me when it's my
turn.

Frank looks away, his expression shifting to concern.
FRANK'S POV --

Roscoe speaks animatedly to Harold, hands waving. He points
to his watch as the two men nod to each other. Roscoe leaves.

Harold walks up to Frank and Lou.

HAROLD
Something's happened.

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY

Harold, Lou and Frank stand in front of Davis, his HEAD
WRAPPED and BRUISED, his ARM in a SLING. He looks like hell.
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LOU
Boy, somebody sure did a number
on you, kid.
(whispers to Frank)
Probably deserved it.

Frank smacks Lou's arm as Harold steps over to the bed.
Dauvis tries to sit up.

HAROLD
Whoa, take it easy. Just relax.

Davis speaks through a swollen mouth.

DAVIS
Am | gonna get in trouble with
Roscoe?

HAROLD

Don't worry about him.

FRANK
What'd the docs say, son?

DAVIS
Mild concussion. Fractured
elbow. Couple of missing teeth.
Some minor pride damage.

Harold and Frank chuckle.

LOU
Hell, any man takes a beating
like that's bound to suffer a
little knock to their ego. |
remember back in the day when |
used to box for my unit. Got
stacked up against this little
fella who proceeded to beat the
tar out of me. Course, wasn't
nothing like the battlefield,
but you get the idea.

FRANK
You get a look at the guy that
did it?

DAVIS

Uh... no. It was too fast.
Hit me from behind, took my
money and ran.

Davis peeks up at Harold who exchanges a wise, knowing glance
with him.



HAROLD
Well we'll just have to hope
somebody catches them.

DAVIS
Yeah.

The two lock eyes for just a moment.

FRANK
How long they gonna keep you?
DAVIS
Overnight. Should be gone

tomorrow.
Davis winces with a sudden surge of pain.

HAROLD
(to Lou and Frank)
Alright, boys. Let's give the
man his rest. He's had a long
day.

The men turn to leave...

DAVIS
Wait...

They stop, face Davis.
DAVIS

Weren't... you going to open
another envelope tonight?

HAROLD
It's nothing that can't wait.
Just rest.

DAVIS

Well... we could do it here.
Harold eyes Davis curiously, intrigued by his interest.

DAVIS
Do you have them?

FRANK
Are you kidding? They haven't
left Harry's side since we wrote
them down.

Frank nudges Harold playfully. Harold grins, pulls TWO
ENVELOPES from inside his jacket.



DAVIS
Might give me something to take
my mind off the pain.

Harold lays them on Davis's bed.

HAROLD
Okay, then.

Davis looks the envelopes over then selects one.

HAROLD
Frank? Would you be so kind as
to handle envelope detail?

FRANK
| would be honored.

Frank takes the envelope.

FRANK
Oh, I almost forgot to tell you
all. | test next week for
certification. Can you believe
that? Me. A certified swimmer.

HAROLD
That's great, Frank.

LOU
Good job, Frank. Now open that
envelope before | die of an
anxiety attack.

Frank rips the end of the envelope open, blows inside. He
reaches in and pulls out a single slip of paper.

He reads it, Harold looking over his shoulder. Both turn
and look at Lou.

INT. MUSIC STORE - DAY

Harold, Frank and a fidgety Lou stand at a sales counter.
They glance around at all of the instruments, not sure what
to make of everything.

FRANK
| never would've figured you
for a music man, Lou.

HAROLD
It's perfect. This is what
it's all about. What made you
choose this?
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LOU
| don't know. | remember being
in a cafe in Belgium somewhere
and this guy shows up and starts
playing. Doesn't say a word,
just plays. You would've thought
Mozart stepped into that room
the way he commanded it.

Lou seems to drift to another place, another time.

LOU
It was beautiful. His mastery
over the music. The way he
made the instrument sing almost
without effort. Ever since
then I've always wondered what
it would be like to perform.
To move someone with music and
not have to say a word. To
have that kind of confidence.

FRANK
I'm getting all misty.

LOU
Ah, I knew you guys wouldn't
take me seriously.

HAROLD
Don't you pay attention to him.
It think this is the greatest
thing you've ever done. I'm
proud of you.
(to Frank)
Both of you.

A balding SALES CLERK, 28, with long hair steps up to them,
ogles them curiously.

SALES CLERK
Can | help you guys?

HAROLD
Yes. We need a violin.

FRANK
That's right. A nice one.
EXT. MUSIC STORE - DAY

Harold, Frank and Lou exit the store. Lou holds a hardshell
violin case.

HAROLD
Step one.



FRANK
You're on your way to becoming
a modern day Paganini.

LOU
A what?

Harold pats Lou on the back.
HAROLD
He means good for you, Lou.
Good for you.

The men stroll down the sidewalk.

INT. HAROLD'S HOME - LIVING ROOM - DAY
Harold rests easy in his Lazy-boy, reading 'Moby Dick.’
The doorbell RINGS.

INT. HAROLD'S HOME - FOYER - MOMENTS LATER
Harold pulls the front door open. Eve stands in the doorway.

Harold quickly adjusts his posture, removes his reading
glasses.

HAROLD
Well, hello there, miss Eve.
To what do | owe the pleasure

of this visit?
EVE
I've got a surprise.
HAROLD
A surprise?
EVE

Mm hmm. But you'll have to
come out to the car to see it.

HAROLD
Then to the caritis.

EXT. HAROLD'S HOME - CONTINUOUS

Harold follows Eve when he comes upon her standing next to a
car in his driveway.

Mounted to the roof racks is a sparkling NEW BICYCLE eerily
similar to Harold's own rusty ride.
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EVE
It wouldn't fit in the trunk so
| had the young man at the store
put it up there. So, what do
you think?

HAROLD
She's beautiful.

Harold steps toward it, his face taking on an uneasy
familiarity.

EVE
The man at the bike shop said
it was as close a match to yours
as you're going to find these
days. Apparently, retro is in.

Harold walks up to the bike, touches the tire, feels the
chain, the pedals.

EVE
| had no idea there were so
many different kinds out there.
Road bikes, mountain bikes.
What happened to the days when
a bike was just a bike?

Harold runs his fingers across the smooth, painted surface.

He turns to Eve.

HAROLD
You picked yourself one heck of
a bicycle, miss Eve.

EVE
Oh, it's not mine. This one
belongs to you.

Harold snaps his head toward Eve.

EVE
Now let's get it down so you
can give it a test drive.

HAROLD
Mine?

EVE
Why, yes. You do like it, don't
you? | took a picture of your
old one so | could make sure to
get the same kind. The one you
have is so old and | worry...

Eve looks closely at Harold, sees that he's tearing up.
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EVE
Harold? Are you alright?

Harold grins, steps over to Eve.

HAROLD
Do you like ice cream?

EXT. ICE CREAM STORE - DAY

Harold and Eve each hold ice cream cones as they sit at a
picnic table.

HAROLD
Her name was Abigail. Abigalil
Duvall. But I called her Abby.
Most of us that came to know
her ended up calling her that.

Harold takes a small lick from his cone.

HAROLD

| was only in country a handful
of days when | met my first
combat. In the heart of the
lion's den. Germany. | was on
patrol when we took fire.

(looks up at Eve)
And | froze.

Eve studies him, unsure of what he means.

HAROLD
I'm not sure exactly what it
was. The smell, the fear, the
sight of all those bodies... |
just couldn't move. So | lay
there on the forest floor,
crumbled in a ball as men died
around me.

Eve stops licking her cone.

HAROLD
Art eventually found me. Made
sure | got to the nearest
hospital even though they weren't
much to speak of. But any place
was better than there. And
that's where | met Abby... To
say | had a case of the Florence
Nightengales was putting it
mildly. | fell for her
immediately and | fell hard.

Eve appears hurt by this.
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HAROLD
But it was the same for all of
us at the hospital. Abby just
had this way about her. When
she was talking to you, you
were the most important person
in the room. And she always
seemed interested in what you
had to say even if she wasn't.
Endearing and generous to a
fault. Even down to the way
she would gently touch my foot,
letting me know it was time to
rest. And she'd do itin such
a reassuring way. Like
everything was going to be okay.

Harold drifts away for a moment, then returns.

HAROLD
Then, one day, we got to talking
as we had been known to do and
we start up on our hometowns.
Turns out we're both from small
Midwestern cities, population
no more than ten thousand. Her
uncle's a farmer, my father's a
farmer and so on. We struck a
real chord. And the more we
talked the more we found we had
in common.

Harold starts to lick his ice cream, then stops.

HAROLD
We spent more time together
after that day. Talked of what
we'd do when the war was over
and how we'd spend the rest of
our lives. She wanted to start
a beauty salon. Said she'd
seen enough bloodshed and death
to last a lifetime. | talked
of possibilities - law school,
business, Wall Street. But the
one thing | was certain of, |
told her, was that | wanted to
ride my bicycle through the
countryside the way | used to
before the violence of war
tarnished my sense of beauty.
| wanted to breeze past wheat
fields and smell wet hay after
a rain.

(MORE)
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HAROLD (CONT'D)
| wanted to try and make it
through Gallagher's Creek at
top speed and hope the current
wasn't stronger than me that
day.

A YOUNG COUPLE exits the ice cream shop laughing and eating
ice cream. Eve watches them as they walk away.

HAROLD
| had forgotten at the time,
but it was my birthday. Abby
came in, took me by the arm and
lead me outside where this brand
new, shiny bicycle was waiting
with my name on it. It was the
most beautiful thing | had ever
seen.

Eve smiles.

HAROLD
She told me she hoped it would
hold me over until | got home.

Harold chuckles slightly.

EVE
What is it?

HAROLD
All these years later and it
still manages to... You've got
to love irony.

EVE
Irony?

HAROLD
| suggested Abby get a bike of
her own. That way we could
take rides together.

Harold laughs harder. Eve breaks a smile.

EVE
What is so funny?

HAROLD
You're not going to believe
this. But she loved the idea.
So that's what she did. She
went back to the same bike shop
where she bought mine. And of
all the days to be in there...
of all the minutes...



Harold's smile dissipates. He sets his ice cream down, fights
back tears.

HAROLD
It was a friendly fire incident.
Took out most of that small
city block. A bakery, post
office, couple of markets, lots
of homes. And one bike shop.
The place was decimated. |
never saw her again. But now...

Harold stares at the table, then looks up suddenly.

HAROLD
I'm seeing her, Eve. Here.
Now.
EVE
Abby?
HAROLD
(nods)

| feel like she's trying to
tell me something. Does that
sound crazy?

Eve studies Harold, then slowly takes his hand.

EVE
Is that why you never married
all these years? Because of
her?

Harold can't meet Eve's gaze.

EVE
Maybe she is trying to tell you
something. Maybe she's trying
to tell you to live your life.
To not dwell on the past and on
something that wasn't even your
fault to begin with.

Harold looks up.

HAROLD
She's dead because of what |
told her to do... The only person
| ever killed in the war was
the only person | ever loved.

INT. SCHOOL - DAY

Harold, Frank and Lou -- carrying his violin -- follow behind

an unamused Davis who leads them through an empty hallway.
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LOU
You sure this is alright? |
mean, everything's been approved?

DAVIS
| told you, | talked to Vanessa
and she cleared it with the
teacher. Her daughter's in the

same class.

LOU
Vanessa... that's the homeless
lady?

DAVIS

She's not homeless. She runs a
shelter. Jesus.

Davis checks a slip of paper, reads from it. He scans room
numbers as he passes door after door, then stops.

DAVIS
Here it is.

Lou approaches the door when Frank grabs him, spins him
around. He mockingly pretends to adjust his clothes.

FRANK
Now, be nice and do what the
teacher says.

LOU
Get off me.

Lou brushes off a grinning Frank and turns for the door. He
takes a deep breath, puts his hand on the doorknob...

INT. CLASSROOM - CONTINUOUS
The door opens. Lou sticks his head inside.

A young man, MR. BRZENY, 27, with thick glasses and a
horrifying fashion sense spins around to meet him.

LOU
Hello... Mr. Brzeny? I'm Lou
Helmond. Vanessa Deets spoke
to you?

MR. BRZENY
Why, yes. Come in, come in.
Glad you could make it.

Lou steps into the room, looks at the class. His face drops
like a ton of bricks.
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MR. BRZENY
We were just about to get
started. Why don't you take
that stand over there by Miss
Carlton.

Lou nods, dumbfounded as he walks in to...

A CLASS of waiting FOURTH GRADERS.

They all snicker and giggle as Lou moves up to a music stand.

He sets down his violin case, opens it and removes the violin.

Miss CHELSEA CARLTON, 9, pigtails and braces, lifts up her
viola as she looks over at Lou. He glances at her.

LOU
That's a mighty big violin for
a little girl.

CHELSEA
It's a viola. And I'm not
little. I'm nine.

Lou smiles as Chelsea sets sheet music on her stand.

EXT. SEASIDE CLIFF - DAY

Frank walks along a narrow trail overlooking a bluff. Waves
crash a HUNDRED FEET below him on JAGGED ROCKS.

He breathes in the air, enjoying the scenery...

MARIE (O.S.)
Frank, are you coming?

Frank turns, sees Marie further up the trail. She waves,
smiles at him.

FRANK
I'm getting there. Just give
me a minute. I'm old, remember?

MARIE
Well, hurry. | want to introduce
you to my new friend.

Frank looks up. Marie stands with a JAPANESE WOMAN. The

two hold hands.

MARIE
Her name is Yuki.

A sudden look of horror washes over Frank.
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FRANK
Marie, get away from her!

MARIE
Why? She's so nice. And she's
got three beautiful children.

Frank hurries up the trail.

FRANK
Marie, come here, right now.

MARIE
Come on, slow poke. We can't
wait all day.

Frank tries to RUN, his feeble legs moving as fast as they
can.

FRANK
Matrie...

MARIE
Well, you'll just have to catch
up with us later then. See you
at the bottom.

Marie smiles grandly, blows Frank a huge kiss. Along with
the Japanese woman she turns, stands at the edge of the
cliff...

and JUMPS.

INT. FRANK'S HOUSE - BEDROOM - NIGHT
Frank bolts upright in bed.

FRANK
NOOOOQ!

Marie shoots up beside him, dazed, disoriented.

MARIE
What? What is it?

Frank turns to her, delirious. He grabs her, makes sure
she's real then breaks down, sobbing uncontrollably in her
lap.

Marie hugs him, confused as a tear rolls down her cheek.
She breaks from him, grabs him by the shoulders.

MARIE
Frank Alley, you tell me, tell
me what's wrong right now.

(MORE)
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MARIE (CONT'D)
Enough of this. You hear?
Enough.

Frank gazes at his wife through tear stained eyes.

INT. FRANK'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT

Marie sets two cups of tea on the kitchen table then seats
herself. She bobs her tea bag in the water, looks across
the table at Frank.

MARIE
How long have you been having
them?
FRANK
Forever. Just more of 'em these
days.
Marie nods.
MARIE
Can you tell me about them?
FRANK
Not much to tell.
MARIE

Not much to tell? Frank, you're
up practically every night
because of them. Don't you
think | notice?

Frank looks over at his wife adoringly, thankful for her.
He pushes his tea aside, takes her hand.

FRANK
You remember when | was stationed
in the Pacific.

MARIE
Of course | do.

FRANK
You remember what | did?

MARIE
You were a photojournalist.
For the paper.

FRANK
That's right.
(nods)
That's what | told you.



Marie stares at Frank.

MARIE
What do you mean, that's what
you told me?

FRANK
| was a photojournalist. That
part's true. Just not for any
paper.

Frank meets Marie's eyes.

FRANK
| didn't just take pictures. |
shot movies. And | didn't shoot
on base. | shot on the front
line.

Marie pulls her hand away.

MARIE
What...?

FRANK
The letters | sent to you,
talking of life on base and how
boring and safe it all was.
They... they were a lie. |
just didn't want you to worry
about me. After each letter
I'd write to you, I'd write
another to my father telling
him what was really going on.
| couldn't keep what I'd seen
inside me.

MARIE
Oh, Frank...

FRANK
| saw things over there | don't
ever want to see again. But
since Art's death, it's all
I've been seeing night after
night.

Frank takes a sip of his tea.
FRANK
| thought for sure by learning
to swim they'd go away, but...

Frank looks to his wife. She has no idea what this all means.
He breathes calmly, centers himself.



FRANK
The Japanese, we were told,
were vicious fighters. And |
certainly saw enough of their
ruthlessness firsthand to know
this was no idle rumor. But
the most heinous thing | think
they ever did was what they
perpetrated against their own
people. | never thought so
many people could end up that
way...

Marie leans in, listens close. Frank inhales deeply.

FRANK
As we invaded Saipan, the
civilians there saw us coming
and scattered. | mean, they
took for the hills, real fear
in their eyes at the sight of
us... But what we didn't know
was that they had been
brainwashed by their military
into believing that we were
bloodthirsty monsters hellbent
on killing anything and anyone
in our way. So they did the
only thing they could to escape
us.

Harold takes the smallest sip from his tea.

FRANK
| remember my unit pushing up a
cliff along the coast line when
we came across a young Japanese
woman with three children. You
could just see how terrified
she was. The monsters were
coming to get her after all. |
called out to her, waved. To
let her know everything was
alright. She just looked at
me, her eyes black with fear.
She shuffled her children behind
her. A nine year old girl and
a boy, maybe three or four.
And in her arms an infant...
But in a split second - too
quick to react - she pushed
them over.

MARIE
Oh, my God.
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FRANK
First the boy. Then the girl.
Then... then she threw the baby.
She jumped in after them eighty
feet to the bottom. They all
died.

Frank grabs a napkin, quickly wipes his eyes and mouth.
FRANK

I've thought about that young

lady and her children every day

since. Floating in that water.

Looking up at me with those

empty eyes. They drifted out

with the current and all | could

do was stare at them.

(looks at Marie)

And try as | might | just can't

shake them.
SERIES OF SHOTS:
A) Lou struggles with holding his violin, placing his fingers.
B) Frank crawl strokes in an enormous swimming pool.

C) Harold cleans his old bike, looks over at Eve's new
bike leaning up against the garage wall.

D) Lou bows the strings to his violin, strains to read sheet
music.

E) Davis mows the grass in front of the VA Hospital.

F) Harold peruses black and white photos of soldiers and
hospital staff circa World War II.

G) Lou moves more gracefully, his hands becoming accustomed
to the instrument as Chelsea Carlton instructs him.

INT. VA HOSPITAL - SUPPLY CLOSET - NIGHT

Harold stacks supplies -- linens, paper, gowns -- on a shelf.
He puts the last of it away, looks out the door as...

A blonde NURSE passes by. But not just any blonde nurse.

Harold freezes, unsure if he wants to look. He slowly peers
around the corner.

INT. VA HOSPITAL - CORRIDOR - CONTINUOUS

Harold glances down the hallway as...



The Blonde Nurse turns a corner. Harold wills himself into
the corridor and follows after her.

INT. VA HOSPITAL - CORRIDOR - MOMENTS LATER
More PEOPLE fill the hall - DOCTORS, PATIENTS, NURSES.
Harold sifts through them, his eyes locked on...

The Blonde Nurse as she maneuvers among the smatterings of
individuals.

Harold speeds up, anticipatory. He dodges an oncoming gurney,
skitters around a large HISPANIC FAMILY. He looks up in
time to see...

The Blonde Nurse step into an elevator. She turns and smiles
just as the door CLOSES in front of her.

INT. VA HOSPITAL - ELEVATOR - MOMENTS LATER

The doors slide OPEN with a DING! Harold stares out, searches
in front of him.

At the far end of a less populated hall the Blonde Nurse
stands. She glances at him, then disappears around the
corner.

Harold spills out of the elevator.

HAROLD
Wait!

He scurries down the hall, almost at a jog. He reaches the
corner, turns and sees...

The Blonde Nurse standing at the entrance to an ER, the number
"3" stenciled above the door.

Harold freezes, unable to speak.

The Blonde Nurse smiles coyly. She opens her mouth, starts
to speak -- DAVIS'S VOICE COMES OUT.

DAVIS (0.S))
Harold.

Confusion washes over Harold as he turns around. Davis stands
behind him. He spins back around, looks for the Blonde Nurse.

Nobody is there.
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EXT. DINER - NIGHT

Harold and Davis each work on a plate of cheeseburgers and
fries. Harold, lost in his own world, stares ahead blankly,
his plate virtually untouched.

Davis eyes him nervously, pushing his plate away from him.
He takes a deep breath, summons every ounce of courage...

DAVIS
The drugs weren't for me.

Harold snaps out of it, looks up.

HAROLD
What?

DAVIS
The drugs. From the hospital.
| wasn't going to steal them
for me.

HAROLD
Then who were they for?

Davis shifts uncomfortably.

DAVIS
They... they were for my
grandmother.

HAROLD

Your grandmother?
Davis nods, stares at the table.

DAVIS
She... she's over at Pine Creek.

HAROLD
I've heard of that place. Hear
it's nice.

DAVIS
| wouldn't know.

HAROLD
What does that mean?

DAVIS
It means I've never been there.

HAROLD
You've never been to visit with
your mom or dad?



Davis laughs.

DAVIS
My mom or dad? My dad left
when | was three but I'm not
sure who he is because he
could've been any one of three
different guys my mom was seeing
at the time. But then she left
five years later so | never got
the chance to ask.

HAROLD
So you stayed with your
grandmother then?

DAVIS
Where else was | going to go?
But she could barely take care
of herself let alone a... a
kid. Few years go by and I'm
like her babysitter. Feeding
her, changing her...

Davis twists a napkin tightly.

DAVIS
It's not fair, you know?

HAROLD
Sometimes it isn't.

DAVIS
So she gets to be more than |
can handle. And | have to put
her in one of those places.
But | can't afford it. So |
sell her house. Her stuff.
Get as much money as | can and
pay off as much in advance as |
can. Until it runs out.

Harold watches Davis with building empathy.

DAVIS
| steal drugs. Whatever | can
get. And I sell them. There's
always somebody buying... Even
had to lie to the Judge to keep
me out of jail so | could keep
at it.

Davis's hands shake as he twists the napkin even tighter.
Harold looks at them.
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DAVIS

Goddamn her. Goddamn her to
hell.

(looks right at Harold)
Why doesn't she just die? She
can barely move, wouldn't even
recognize me if she saw me.
Why is she still alive?

HAROLD
She's your grandmother.

Davis glares at the table, fights tears.

HAROLD
And I'll be willing to wager
she'd be more aware of your
presence than you think. She
may be old, but she doesn't
forget... None of us old folks
really ever do.

Davis says nothing. Harold scrutinizes him.

HAROLD
But that's not what you came
here to tell me, is it?

Davis locks eyes with Harold.

DAVIS
l... I need help. You know the
kind of help | mean?

Harold nods ponderously.

DAVIS
| don't know what else to do.
| don't know where else to go.
All I know is that if | don't
take care of this, | may not be
alive in a few days.

Harold picks up a French fry, chews on it, thinks.
HAROLD

Well, then... guess we'll have
to fix that car.

INT. AUDITORIUM - BACKSTAGE - NIGHT

Lou, dressed in a tuxedo, paces maniacally. Frank watches
him calmly as Harold strolls up.



Lou picks up his violin, clutches it firmly. He looks at

Harold.

LOU
Where the hell've you been? |
go on in five minutes.

HAROLD
Sorry. Had to make a stop.
(to Lou and Frank)
I'm afraid | won't be able to
join you fellas after the
performance for celebratory
beers. Got an errand to run.

FRANK
Errand? Everything alright,
Harry?

HAROLD

I'd by lying if | said | wished
you wouldn't come with me.
Truth be told it could be a
little dangerous. Didn't want
to volunteer you.

FRANK
Of course we'll come. Whatever
you need, Harold. Right, Lou?

LOU
(nervously)
Sure, sure. Whatever.

HAROLD
Tonight's the big night.

LOU
Yeah. |look okay?

FRANK
You look great, Lou.

MR. BRZENY (O.S.)
Okay, everyone let's line up.

Lou looks to Mr. Brzeny then back to Harold.

LOU
...  want to thank you for
this, Harry. | never would've
done it if you hadn't pushed
me.

HAROLD
Don't thank me. You did all
the work.
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Lou smiles, turns to the stage. He takes two steps then
freezes. He slowly turns back around, meets Harold and
Frank's gaze. He inhales, troubled by something.

LOU
| never fought.

FRANK
What, Lou?

LOU
In the war. I... | never saw

battle. Never even fired my
weapon. | was a supply sergeant.
| rationed beer and boots to

real soldiers.

FRANK
What're you talking about?
Harry, what's he talking about?

LOU
I'm talking about how I'm a
liar. How I'd listen to you
two talk about the war and what
you'd done and saw and I'd want
to be like you. To face that
kind of fear, have that kind of
courage. But | wasn't like
you. Not even close. | was
ordinary.

Harold steps up to his friend, puts his hands on his
shoulders.

HAROLD
No, Lou. You're extraordinary.
War or no war, you are our
friend. Don't ever forget that.
And here you are now on the
verge of one of your most
courageous moments. And you
have only you to thank for it.

Lou glances uncomfortably between Harold and Frank. He holds
out his hand to Harold.

LOU
Thank you, Harry.

Harold takes his hand. Lou turns to Frank and shakes his
hand.

LOU
Both of you. | couldn't ask
for better friends.
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FRANK
Us either.

Lou smiles, fighting emotion when Mr. Brzeny steps up.

MR. BRZENY
| hate to interrupt this Hallmark
moment, Mr. Helmond, but are we
performing tonight?

LOU
Uh, yes. Yes, we are.

MR. BRZENY
Then could we please find our
way to the stage? Thank you.

Lou turns back to Frank and Harold.

HAROLD
Give 'em hell.

INT. AUDITORIUM - SEATS - MOMENTS LATER

Frank and Harold seat themselves into two empty seats beside
Davis. The crowd settles in.

DAVIS
(re: seats)
You guys are lucky. | almost
had to fight a PTA group to
hold onto these.

HAROLD
It's a memorable night.

FRANK
(to Harold)
| can't believe that about Lou.
| never had any idea. Did you?

Harold smiles slightly.

HAROLD
All along.

The lights DIM. The crowd QUIETS. The CURTAINS PART
revealing...

A stage full of tuxedoed FOURTH GRADERS -- and Lou.

Mr. Brzeny steps to center stage. The crowd applauds as he
takes his bow. He turns to the class and raises his hands.
Everyone readies their violins.



Lou stares out into the crowd, finds Harold and Frank. They
look back, Frank giving a thumb's up.

Mr. Brzeny, glances over his students then, with a wave of
his hand, conducts.

The students immediately play "Twinkle, Twinkle, Little Star" --
badly.

Discordant sounds resonate from the stage as the group tries
to stay together, pitches overlapping abrasively.

Proud PARENTS smile at one another amid the racket as they
point discreetly to their respective children.

Lou, his eyes closed, loses himself in the music, all of it
beautiful. A solitary tear streams down his face.

INT. CAR - MOVING - NIGHT

Frank drives while Lou rides shotgun. Harold and Davis sit
in the back.

Lou stares down at his lap towards SOMETHING out of sight.
He glances back at Davis then at his lap again.

LOU
You sure about this?

HAROLD
I'm sure.

Lou looks in the rear view mirror at Harold.

FRANK
We're sure, Lou.

Lou nods, stares out the window.

HAROLD
You sounded great tonight.

Lou smiles to himself.

EXT. MANDRAKE HOTEL - NIGHT

A neon sign flickers with the word 'Mandrake', each flash of
light enough to reveal a deteriorating, seedy establishment.

Frank's car pulls in front of it.

EXT. MANDRAKE HOTEL - FRANK'S CAR - MOMENTS LATER

Davis and the men exit, glare at the hotel.
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LOU
Okay, I'll say it again. You
sure about this?

Davis pushes through dirty, frosted glass front doors. Harold
and Frank follow, glancing back at Lou as they walk. Harold
looks up at the sky.

HAROLD
Looks like it might rain later.

INT. MANDRAKE HOTEL - LOBBY - CONTINUOUS

Fake trees and gaudy, red carpet adorn the foyer. Davis
makes a bee line for the front desk, a rotting hunk of
varnished mahogany.

A SCRAGGLY HAIRED MAN, 48, with an eye patch, looks up from
Capote's 'In Cold Blood," as Davis approaches.

DAVIS
H-hey, Lorenzo.

LORENZO/SCRAGGLY HAIRED MAN
Davis... been awhile.

DAVIS
Yeah. Is, uh... room three
fifteen available?

Lorenzo peers around Davis at Harold, Frank and Lou.

LORENZO
It always is.

Davis nods, swallows hard then makes for the stairwell.
Harold, Lou and Frank keep close behind.

INT. MANDRAKE HOTEL - CORRIDOR - MOMENTS LATER

Stained carpet and chipped paint illuminated by bare sixty
watt bulbs.

Davis emerges followed by Harold, Frank and Lou.

FRANK
Don't we need a key?

DAVIS
Not for this room.

Davis slows, cautiously approaches a door. The number "315"
sits crooked on it in tarnished bronze.
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Dauvis raises his fist then knocks three times, waits, knocks
twice more, waits, then one final rap. He steps back.

Harold watches the door anxiously when...
It OPENS.
A GUN BARREL is all that comes out. It points right at Davis.

MALE VOICE (0.S.)
Speak.

DAVIS
l... | need to see Vane.

MALE VOICE (0.S.)
You have an appointment?

DAVIS
No. But I think he'll want to
see me. | have something for
him.
(looks at Harold)
We have something for him.

The gun barrel lingers for a moment, then recedes back into
the dark doorway.

MALE VOICE (0.S.)
Come.

The door opens all the way, colored light filtering into the
opening from somewhere.

Davis glances at everyone nervously, then steps inside.
Harold, Frank and Lou follow.

FRANK
(to Harold)
Where's an I.V. stand and a
water bottle when you need it?
INT. MANDRAKE HOTEL - ROOM 315 - CONTINUOUS

The room is in stark contrast to the rest of the hotel: fine
furniture, Asian carpets, Tiffany lamps, French wallpaper.

Davis, Harold, Frank and Lou move to the center of the room --
much bigger than a hotel room should be.

The Male Voice calls out from the shadows.

MALE VOICE (0.S.)
Raise your hands.

Everyone looks at one another, then raise their hands.
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MEN in black seem to materialize from dark corners of the
room as they move up behind Harold and the others, frisking
them.

Finishing, they step back, their features barely visible in
the light.

Frank and Lou glance at each other, clearly out of their
element when...

HAROLD
Enough of this tough guy routine.
We came to see Vane. Is he
here or not?

VANE (0.S.)
Oh, he's here alright.

Vane steps into the light from a shadowy doorway.

VANE
Always right where he needs to
be.

HAROLD
You the one that marked up this
boy's arm?

Vane pretends to look at Davis's covered arm.

VANE
Looks like my signature.

HAROLD
What does it say?

VANE
Say again?

HAROLD

If you're the one who put it
there then you can tell me what
it says.

Vane's playful sneer evaporates.

VANE
Technically, it doesn't 'say’
anything. It reads eight
thousand. But you already knew
that | knew, didn't you?

HAROLD
| suspected as much. Just wanted
to make sure | had the right
coward.



Davis's face turns ashen. Frank and Lou's mouths drop open.

Vane glares at Harold. Harold walks over to Vane's desk,
pulls an envelope from his jacket and tosses it on top.

Vane's smile

VANE
What's this?

HAROLD
It's called debt consolidation.
The boy's free of you. You say
he owes you eight thousand?
Well, there it is.

returns.

VANE
That's right. Eight thousand.
Principal. That doesn't include
the ten percent loan fee.

HAROLD
| figured as much. That's why
there's an extra fifteen percent
in there. Keep the difference.
We'll call that insurance.

VANE
Insurance for what?

HAROLD
Davis's release. He's done
with you, you understand? |
don't want you to talk to him,
call him or even write him a
letter. As far as your
concerned, this boy is dead.

VANE
You have no idea how easily |
could make that a reality.

Vane grins as he seats himself behind his desk. He picks up
the envelope, thumbs through the cash, sniffs it. He looks

up at Harold,

throws the cash back on the table.

VANE
Deal.

Harold exhales in a puff of shock -- that was easy.

HAROLD
Excuse me?

VANE
Agreed. He's free and clear.
(MORE)
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