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FADE | N:
| NT. OFFI CE - DAY

A neat desk. Various famly photos. A bachelor's degree hangs
on an ego wall along with several framed inspirational quotes,
one nore ridiculous than the next.

TYLER LEEDS (34), stylish-casual, sits on a chair next to the
desk facing the ego wall. He's read every inspirational quote
at least tw ce. He checks his watch, turn around.

Leani ng against a wall and staring out the wi ndow is BRI AN
TASSER (47). A serious man who mssed a few winkles on his
suit. Serious about what, no one is really quite sure.

TYLER
Sir, | hafta get to work.

BRI AN
You are at work.

TYLER
Wrk is where they pay nme, sir.

BRI AN POV: On the STREET bel ow he | ocks in on...

A WOVAN and a YOUNG CHI LD, hand-in-hand, as they playfully
traverse the pavenent. Arnms sw nging, |aughing. A BEAT,
then --

ON BRI AN:

You can al nbost see the |ight bulb above his head.

BRI AN
Ranmpant Harlots Hit Main Street.

TYLER
Sir?

Brian goes to his desk, sits, then opens a drawer and sl ans
down a copy of the M LLTOANN PRESS.



Bri an scoffs

BRI AN
That' s gonna be our headline. Wll,
maybe not that exactly. But that's
what we're gonna do. Expose the
underbelly of this town. The

prostitutes... The whores.
(taps his finger on the
paper )

Ri ght here on the front page. And
you're gonna wite it.

TYLER
| anf?

BRI AN
Yeah. Whaddya t hi nk?

TYLER
| don't the necessary contacts.

BRI AN
(grins)
We have contacts. Don't worry. W'l
set up the interviews. You get the
background. The little things. Then we
unl eash front page hell.

TYLER
But why?

BRI AN
This town's gone to shit, son. You've
seen it.

TYLER
Yeah, well, the factory shut down
three years ago. Myved upstate. Maybe
we should do a story on that.

at this.
BRI AN

Stories like that don't sell papers.
You know t hat .



TYLER
The MIltown Press is free.

Brian glares at him Pounds a chubby fist on the desk.
BRI AN
And it's the best goddamm free paper
in the county.

INT. CAR (MOVING - DAY

The intermttent sw sh-swash of w per bl ades. The pitter-pat
of rain.

EVA (V. 0)
So, you're fromthe MIIltown Press,
huh?

TYLER (V. Q)
That's right.

An exit sign approaches. He takes it.
| NT. COFFEE SHOP - DAY
Wannabe hi pster hang out.

At a table, across from T Tyler, sits EVA (41), back alley
attractive, long chestnut hair. Behind the |ayers of skin
toner, you can tell elegance once resided here.

EVA
Isn'"t that the paper that had a
pi cture of Jesus playing soccer on it
| ast nonth?

Tyler shifts in his seat.

TYLER
That wasn't ne.

EVA
| would certainly hope not. so,
where'd you wite before this?



TYLER
|'ma freel ancer.

EVA
That wasn't ny question.

Tyler pulls out a digital recorder, places it on the table.

TYLER
Who's doing this interview?

Eva twirls her hair, sips fromher cup

TYLER
Look. | appreciate your tine, | do.
This is not ny day job. I'"'ma
furniture sal esman, okay? This isn't
the New York Tines. I'mjust a |ocal
reporter doing a story. The counter
culture of prostitution in this part
of town...

She puts her hand up.

EVA

Whoa, whoa, whoa. Counter culture?

(he flicks the recorder

on)
Lenme tell ya sonething. |'mnot part
of no counter culture. Grls out there
today scorin' fifty here, fifty there.
Qucci bags and i Pads? That's not ne.
Never was.

TYLER
Then who are you?

Soneone sni ckers. Tyl er |ooks beyond Eva to a table where two
MEN, both early twenties, hunker down.

Wt hout turning --

EVA

See those two?
(Tyl er nods)
( MORE)



EVA (cont'd)
Faux rich kids, arrogant disposition?
That one with with the nmessy head?
He's ny eight o' clock.

The one she described | ocks eyes with Tyler, then quickly
turns away.

TYLER
Real | y?

Eva nods, tings her nug with a French cut nail.

EVA
Married his high school sweetheart.
That's what they do around here. They
graduate, marry, then go across the
river over in Youngstown to find work.
You do it any different?

TYLER
|''mnot from here.

EVA
Ch. Up river guy.

TYLER
So, if he's married why does he stil
come and see you?

She leans in close, eyes darting back and forth.

EVA
(whi spers)
| cover ny teeth better than she does.

EXT. MAIN STREET - DAY

Eva and Tyler stroll the strip. Tired shops trying desperately
to | ook current. For Lease, For Rent in every other w ndow.

EVA
This place used to feed off the city.
Not so much now. They'd escape here
when they needed a break. Not ne.

( MORE)



EVA (cont'd)
| left honme at sixteen and headed
straight for the beast.

Tyler scribbles in a note pad, narrowy avoids slanmng into a
| anp post.

TYLER
Wiy so young?

EVA
My not her had a bottle to keep her
conpany. To her | was just an ornanent
on a tree. Sonething she could show
of f when the nei ghbors passed.

TYLER
And your Father?

Eva struts a little, punps her arns |ike she's dancing.

EVA
| used to be a dancer, you know.
Ballet, jazz, ballroom | was really
good. |I'd always dreaned of ny Fat her
and | dancing at ny weddi ng. Armi n-
arm gliding across the floor |ike we
were tip-toeing on the clouds.

TYLER
VWhat becane of that dreanf

Silence, save for the norning traffic.

EVA
He probably woul d've m ssed that, too.

She reaches into her purse, pulls a set of keys. She ains them
at a car ahead on their left. BEEP BEEP

EVA
Look, I know |l said I'd give you ny
time, but I"'mrunning |ate.

Tyl er | ooks confused. He |owers his note pad.



TYLER
| need nore. | nean -- prostitution,
it'"s relation to the drug epidemc
The degradation of this town...

She puts her hand up, snatches his pad and pen and wites
sonet hi ng down.

EVA
You really want nore?

TYLER
(1 aughs, and)
Yes!

She hands the note pad back.

EVA
Call me tonorrow 'round five.

Tyl er |1 ooks up. Thi nki ng.

TYLER
Five o' clock... I"'mworking till six.

Eva steps fromthe curb. Her expensive heels click on the wet
street. Tight black | eggings hug shapely legs up to..

She turns, bends, and for the first tinme -- a hint of
spectacul ar cl eavage spills out fromher fur-lined coat,
zi ppered hal f-way up

Her playful eyes neet his.

EVA
Wel |, get un-worked.

| NT. DEPARTMENT STORE - DAY

Sofa's, love seats, recliners and beds. In the background,
Muzak destroys a perfectly good Beatl es song.

Tyler, shirt and tie, shakes hands with sonmeone O S. He
wat ches as they go.



He turns his back, and steps deeper into a sea of furniture.
He gently slides a finger across a | eather sectional.

EXT. TRAILER HOMVE - N GHT

Early evening light. In the mddle of nowhere, a clearing
and -- a white MOTOR HOVE, nore than nodest in size. Party
Iights dangle along the edge of an awning that juts out over
t he steps.

Eva stands out front, bundled up, snoking a cigarette. She
wat ches as --

Tyler's car rolls up. He kills the engine, gets out. The door
cl osing echos off an abundance of trees set far back al ong the
peri meter.

EVA
You found ne.

TYLER
Amazingly. More like a treasure hunt.

Eva flicks her cigarette, blows out the | ast of the snoke.

EVA
Sonmet hing |ike that.

| NT. TRAILER HOVE - NI GHT

Inside it's neat and expensive |ooking -- |lush carpeting,
Tiffany | anps covered with crinson scarves, fine |eather
seating. |Inpressive stuff.

TYLER
Ni ce pl ace.

She heads to the kitchen.

EVA
Thanks. Want sone coffee?

TYLER
Sure, if you' re gonna have sone.



KI TCHEN

Eva inserts a K-Cup into a Keurig. Inno tine it's done, and
she returns to the

LI VI NG ROOM
To find Tyler gazing at a picture on the wall --

A young Eva with several other WOVEN, dressed to the nines.
Not slutty, as one m ght imagine, but tasteful. And dignified.

Handwritten, along the bottom The Lady's C ub.
She hands hi mthe nug.

EVA
1993. | was ni net een.

TYLER
What's the Lady's C ub?

EVA
(smles)
W were high end all the way. Qur
clientele were the richest of the
rich. Wall Street business types.
Tycoons.

TYLER
Trunp?

EVA
(chuckl es)
Not ne. Her.

She points to an exquisite, |eggy bl ond.

TYLER

EVA
See, we weren't a part of no counter
cul ture. Not hookers. Not cheap sl uts.
We cost noney. Real noney.

( MORE)



EVA (cont'd)
W were our own entity. And we stuck
t oget her.

Anot her picture further down. This one of a young Eva and a
MAN -- distinguished in a tuxedo with graying hair, raising a
chanpagne gl ass.

Tyl er taps the picture.

TYLER
This guy | ooks really famliar.

EVA
He shoul d. That's Sandy Shore.

TYLER
Sandy Shore... You nean Sanderson
Shore, the mllionaire?

EVA

Multi-mllionaire. He was so different
than the rest.

Tyl er takes out his recorder.

TYLER
How so?

She turns to him her eyes aglow. Suddenly she's nineteen
agai n, her body fluid and young. And now - -

I NT. OFFI CE

A portly MAN (57), big-ticket suit, bad conb over, sits behind
a solid oak desk tal king on the phone. He holds up a chubby
finger as he | ooks our way.

EVA (V.Q)
The CEO of Titan Industries would hire
us all -- the entire Lady's Cub --

for an end of the year party. It was a
really big deal. W were there every
year.

10.



| NT. BALLROOM

A massive room bathed in gold [ight. Nunmerous PEOPLE dance and
make nerry -- their conversations nmesh together in one excited
hum and. . .

EVA (V. 0)
Those gat herings were so grand. No
expense spared. |ce scul ptures and
cavi ar. Hundred dollar bottles of
chanpagne like it was not hing.

An ice sculpture of a swan... Bottles of chanpagne in buckets
overflowng with ice... Lobsters and filet m gnon.

And there, sipping a martini by the BAR is Eva, twenty years
younger. She gazes across a sea of people and | ocks eyes
with...

SANDERSON SHORE (54), thousand dollar suit, not a hair out of
pl ace. Assertive. Confident.

EVA (V.Q)
And that's where | net him W found
each other fromacross the room | was
drawn to himlike a magnet. W danced
and tal ked all night.

BALLROOM FLOOR

Sandy and Eva in the mddle of the floor, swaying effortlessly
to the nmusic. Everything so in sync. She puts her head back
and erupts in |aughter.

| NT. EVA'S TRAILER - N GHT
Eva twirls, holds her hand out to an inmagi nary partner.

EVA
Oh, the way we danced. It was like |I'd
found ny soul nmate. Everything seened
so right when we were together.

11.



12.

She stops, breathless. A smle cascades across her face, and
she gazes across the room seem ngly |ooking through the wall
out onto a...

EXT. CTY STREET - N GHT

The city lights twinkle, steamrises fromthe asphalt. Taxi's
zip past, mgjestic buildings soar high into the sky and
here's. ..

Sanderson and Eva, their backs to us, strolling down the
sidewal k. He in an overcoat and she in a fashionable fur.
Their hands cl asped tight, getting further away. Slowy they
di sappear into the night as we slide back into --

I NT. EVA'S TRAILER - N GHT

Eva's eyes, longing and blue. Her cheeks flushed as she
brushes hair from her face.

EVA
We had such wonderful tines together.
And you wanna know t he strangest
t hi ng? W never, ever made | ove.

TYLER
Never ?

Shakes her head, nore a point of pride than disappoi ntnent.

EVA
And I"'mnot really sure why. | used to
t hink he was gay, but that wasn't it.
| think that, deep down inside, he was
just a very |lonely man.

She runs a finger along the tip of her |eather sofa.

TYLER
And what becane of you two?

EVA
Ch, | still see himfromtine to tine.
He buys me things. W talk.

( MORE)



EVA (cont'd)
This | eather couch? Al nost everything
in here that doesn't |ook five and
di mre he gave to ne.

TYLER
(off the sofa)
Stock nunber el even-oh-seven, dash A
Fai r banks and Conpany.

She cl ears her throat and..

EVA
(rolls her eyes)
Ner d.

TYLER
| don't hear nuch about hi m anynore.
Kinda fell away fromthe public life.

EVA
He keeps a low profile. Not the nover
and shaker he once was. He wanted to
take ne away fromall this. The
lifestyle. The Cub. He wanted to save
ne.

TYLER
Doesn't sound so bad to ne. Sounds
like he really | oved you.

She faces hi mnow. Defiant.

EVA
| didn't need to be saved. The Lady's
Club was the first tinme 1'd felt |ike
| was part of something. The first
time | felt |like sonmeone really had ny
back. | couldn't |leave all that
behi nd. Turning ny back on them
woul d' ve been like | osing ny
sal vation

TYLER
| don't get it.



EVA

You don't have to get it, sugar. |'ve
been nyself far too | ong to change who
| am now.

She places her hand on his shoulder, runs it down his arm She
slinks to the sofa, and plops herself down.

EVA
So. What el se do you wanna know?

I NT. TYLER S HOUSE/ DEN - NI GAT

Fi ngers tappi ng away on a keyboard. Books on shelves. A half
dozen pens and pencils in a cup.

Tyler in a warm sweater at his desk, his face awash in the
gl ow of the conputer screen.

ERI CA (33) and visibly pregnant, cones up behind him drapes
her arnms across his chest.

ERI CA
What're you witing?

TYLER

(sighs)
Little piece on this prostitute | net.

ERI CA
You i ntervi ewed a hooker?

Tyl er renoves his gl asses, rubs his face.

TYLER
So, you wanna be a journalist, huh?

ERI CA
Yes, you do.

The faint cry of a baby from another part of the house.

ERI CA
Any' s up.



TYLER
You want nme to get her?

Erica straightens, runs a hand through his hair.

ERI CA
No. You finish up. She probably just
wants her binky. But don't stay up too
| ate. You got work tonorrow.
(she | eaves, and)

TYLER
Ckay. Thanks.

At his desk a nonment |onger, staring at the screen. He taps a
key, closes the |aptop. And just sits there.

EXT. EVA'S TRAILER - NI GHT

Dar kness encroachi ng upon day's last light as the sun sinks
behi nd the trees.

| NT. EVA'S TRAI LER/ LI VI NG ROOM

Tyler on the sofa taking notes. His mni work station spread
out across the coffee table as Eva | ooks on, troubl ed.

EVA
Can | ask you a question?

TYLER
Sur e.

EVA
Are you gonna trash nme?

TYLER
Huh?
EVA
The story you're witing. | told you I

wasn't one of them

Tyl er doesn't | ook up.

15.



16.

TYLER
This story's becomng nore difficult
than | thought. It's supposed to be
about prostitution and its relation to
our society and you're giving ne a...a
| ove story.

An unconfortable silence, when... A car door SLAMS outsi de.
Tyl er | ooks up, fearful.

TYLER
Expecti ng conmpany?

A sneaky grin and --

EVA
Ch yes.

She | eaves, goes to the door and opens it. Geetings and
| aughter. A WOVMAN S voice, then a MAN S.

Tyl er peers over, grow ng nore unconfortable by the second.
They enter the room

And here's CASSIE (42), a very buxom bl onde, bl ack | eat her
coat draped over a short red skirt. Her infectious |aughter
fills the room

EVA
Tyler. This is Lady Cassie. One of the
girls fromthe photo.

She saunters to Tyler, plants a kiss on his cheek before he
can utter a word.

CASSI E
"' mthe one who fucked Trunp.

The other new arrival is BOB DEVERAUX (39). He's rail thin,
Freddi e Mercury stache. A powder keg of nervous energy.

TYLER
This is quite a surprise.

Cassie grabs Eva, pulls her in close as they flank Tyl er.



17.

CASSI E
Lady Eva. W nust immortalize the
noment .
(hands her phone to
Bob)

Take some pictures.

Bob turns the phone over several tines before he settles on a
position. He | ooks up, big toothy smle.

BOB
Bro, bro, bro. You |look great! Hold
it. Right there. Don't nove. Grls.
Move in closer. Conme on. Cassie,
great. Just a little bit nore. Eva,

you gotta--

CASSI E
WI1l you just take the fuckin
pi cture!

Tyler nearly junps out of his skin.

BOB
Ri ght, right, right.

He hits the button. Fake snap. Flash and..

Cassie and Eva, their arms around Tyler... Now both wonen

ki ssing either cheek... Cassie with a fish-netted stocking up
along Tyler's mdsection... Just Eva gazing at her journalist.
Tyler -- deer in the headlights ook in every one.

And then it starts.

EVA
Bobby, you brought the goodi es?

BOB
Ch yeah.

He opens a black bag, lays it out on a table -- white powder
in vials, shiny razor blades, a wad of hundreds and a bottle
of pills.



He snatches the bottle, rattles it next to his ear.

BOB
Is this what you desire?

He tosses it to Eva along with the noney.

EVA
Thanks, sugar.

She unscrews the cap, pops two dry. Turns, and starts for
t he hal | way.

TYLER
Wi t

EVA
What, honey?

TYLER

(di screetly)
| can't stay for...this. Wiatever's
going to happen. This is not ny scene.
|"ve got a famly at home. |'ve got--

EVA
You fancy yourself a journalist, yes?

He's defeated and knows it.

TYLER
Yes. OF course.

EVA
Then you need to see. You need to see
what's real and what isn't. | won't be

| ong.
She di sappears into a back room shuts the door.
Tyler slowy turns find Bob, cocaine in his noustache, wearing
not hi ng but a pair of Speedo's that appear to have a drawer

full of socks stuffed down the front.

Cassie on the sofa, her huge breasts spilling out of her bra.

18.



Tyler sits next to her.

BOB
Hey bro? Bro, bro, bro.

TYLER
Yes?
BOB
You wanna see ne tie ny cock in a
knot ?
TYLER
Umn . .
CASSI E
Wat ch.

From behi nd, Bob yanks down his Speedo's. He fiddles mghtily
with his junk. Tyler's face contorts with each pull and tug.
And this goes on until, finally, Bob spreads his arns apart
like a circus ringnaster.

BOB
Ta- Da!

I NT. LI'VING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Bob (still naked), Tyler (hands fol ded between his |egs) and
Cassie sit together on the couch, shoul der-to-shoul der.

Bob bends over the table, loudly snorts a |line of coke. He
raises his head just intinme to see..

CASSI E
And there she is. Lady Eva.

Eva at the edge of the hall wearing a see through eveni ng gown
over |lace bra and panties. Sexy beyond belief. A five-foot two
i mge of snooth, on the noney curves.

BOB
Oh. Daddy i ke.

19.



20.

Cassie and Bob get up. Eva slides in next to Tyler, and rests
her head on his shoul der.

EVA
Do you think I | ook beautiful?

CASSIE (O S.)
WI1l you untie that thing.

TYLER
You | ook exquisite.

She rai ses her head.

EVA

(groggy)
That' s sonet hi ng Sandy woul d have said

to ne.

She cl oses her eyes. Very relaxed now. Tyl er observes
intently. She | ooks beautiful. Peaceful. Finally starting to
see her as sonething nore than --

One armslips from her gown.

And there it is -- dozens of scars like train tracks, trailing
fromshoulder to wist. Criss-crossing. Both arns. And |l egs --
thigh to ankle like a busy railway station. Sone fresh,
scabbed over, sonme old and faded.

Not heroin tracks. They're too neat. Purposeful.

Cassie places a half-full glass of wine on the table in front
of Eva, next to the pills.

CASSI E
(ot herly)
Not so nuch now, dear.

EVA
Ckay.

She goes to put sonething el se on the table.



EVA
No.

Eva hol ds out her hand. A doubl e-sided razor bl ade w nks back
in the |ight.

Cassie retreats to Bob. Even the side show freak is solem, as
t hough wi tnessing a sacred ritual.

TYLER
Eva, no...

EVA
It's okay if you wanna | eave now.

He t hi nks about this, then shakes his head.

TYLER
No. I'"I'l... I"Il stay.

Eva smles softly.

Her fingers press the blade against the tender skin bel ow her
shoul der. The skin breaks. The bl ood | eaks. Slowly she inches
the razor further down. Carefully precise. Pressing down just
hard enough.

Tyler, fixed, surveilling every nove.

TYLER
Does it hurt?

Through a smle --

EVA
Not hi ng hurts right now, sugar.

Suddenly, a SLAP! Cassie's open hand connects with Bob's face.

CASSI E
You just gonna stand there and watch?
Show a little respect!

BOB
Yes, ma'am

21.



22.

But Tyler's attention is only on Eva, observing, as she cuts
hersel f again. And agai n.

And so the party conti nues.
FADE TO BLACK

Muf f I ed | aughter echoes in the darkness. Crazy, drunken
cackling as a car door SLAMS shut and we're still in

I NT. EVA'S TRAILER - NI GHT
as Tyler's eyes snap open. Where am|?

He | ooks around. Confused. OCh yeah. Headlights pour in through
t he wi ndow, then di sappear.

Tyler tries to nove. He grabs his neck in pain, nmanages to
stand. He finds his coat and slips it on. It's late. And he
just stands there a nonent before |ooking to the

HALLWAY

Careful, quiet steps now |lead himinto nore darkness. He stops
at the last door, cracked open only an inch. It's Eva's room
He knows it, wants to peek in but -- hold a BEAT --

Doesn't. He re-enters the

LI VI NG ROOM

and gl ances down at the coffee table. It's been w ped cl ean.
No cocaine, wne or razor blades. Instead --

A silver MJSI C BOX.

He sits. Drawn to it. BEAT. He takes it, studies the finely
detail ed bordering along its edges. He flips it over, and

t here, engraved on the bottom

"My Sunshine, My Eva -- Sandy, 1998."

He slides a finger across the words, scans the room and
slowy raises the cover.



On a circular sliver of glass, a mniature BALLERI NA dances
round and round while...

A soft waltz acconpanies her. The notes rise and fall Iike the
delicate breaths of a newborn, beautiful yet sad in 3/4 tine.

He listens for a short while. Carefully, he closes the box and
pl aces it down.

EXT. TYLER S HOUSE - DAY

Mor ni ng sun, dewey grass. Daybreak on a mddle class hone in a
m ddl e cl ass nei ghbor hood.

I NT. KITCHEN - DAY

A weary Tyler in t-shirt and pajams, at the stove with Any in
his arnms, trying not to burn breakfast.

Erica eyes himfrom behind a coffee nmug. She's not happy.

ERI CA
So, how was your night?

He hesitates, adjusts his gl asses.

TYLER
It was interesting. To say the |east.

She shrugs, raises an eyebrow.

ERI CA
You are al nost finished wth this,
right? You can't be stayi ng out al
night like this.

TYLER
| know, honey. You're right.

(Amy tugs his nose)
| kinda can't wait for this to be over

with either.

The phone RINGS. Erica shuffles to the cordless, checks the
caller ID, clicks a button.

23.



24.

ERI CA
Hel | 0? Yeah. He's here. Hold on..
(covers the receiver)
Cassi e?

Tyl er freezes.

TYLER
Yeah. | net her |ast night.

She hands hi mthe phone, staring intently.

TYLER
Hel | 0? Cassi e? Yeah, what. ..
(sobs heard on the
ot her end)
Ch, ny God.

EXT. EVA'S TRAI LER - LATER

The trees behind the trailer and the open expanse of |and
i nterrupted now by the presence of a POLICE CAR, as two EMI" S
| oad a sheet covered gurney into the back of an AVMBULANCE.

Cassie and Tyler, out front, watch as both vehicles crawl down
t he dusty road.

Through tears, trying to hold it together --

CASSI E
|'"d forgotten sonmething. | cane back
And. .. There she was.

TYLER
VWher e?

CASSI E
Bedroom It was |ike she'd just gone
to sleep. The bottle of pills and..
Then | tried to wake her..

She trails off. Tyler enbraces her, holding on for a | ong
whi |l e before he rel eases.



25.

TYLER
"1l be right back.

| NT. TRAILER - DAY

Everything so surreal now.

Tyler slips slowy into the

HALLWAY

The door to Eva's room | oons ahead |ike a portal to another
worl d. He stops, studies it as though only a password w ||
grant himentrance.

His fingertips brush the wood, it opens w thout a sound.

| NT. BEDROOM

Stuffed animals on the bed -- Blue, white and gold ribbons
(1st Place, dance, ballet, interpretive) on the walls --
certificates of achievenent. Ballet slippers on the floor.
This is alittle girls room

On a nightstand next to the bed, a franmed picture of -- Eva
w th Sanderson Shore, dressed for the evening. The power
couple out for a night on the town. A long tine ago. Now back
into the

LI VI NG ROOM

and the silver nusic box still on the table until...

Tyler takes it and di sappears. O S., the sound of his
footsteps crossing the floor, and the door closing behind him
as he | eaves.

EXT. CEMETERY - DAY

Surrounded by trees, tucked safely away fromthe nmain road.
Rows upon rows of headstones, different shapes and sizes. A

few cars parked near a clearing and there, under a TENT, is
Cassi e and Tyl er.



In front of Eva's casket, a PRIEST goes on telling them about
how death is only the beginning.

PRI EST
Let us go in peace to live out the
word of God. In the nanme of the
Fat her, the Son, the Holy Spirit.

Quietly -- Anmen. And it's over.
Cassie turns to Tyler.
CASSI E
| thought you mght like to have

t hese.

She hands hima thin, brown paper bag.

CASSI E
These are the pictures we took from
the other night. I don't know Maybe

you can use them for your story.

TYLER
That's very sweet of you, Cassie. You
take care of yourself.

CASSI E
You t oo.

She | eaves Tyler on his own. He slides the pictures fromthe
bag. The first one he sees is --

Cassie with her |eg draped across his wai st.

He |l aughs to hinself, shuffles through some nore. Here's the
one he's |l ooking for --

Just himand Eva. She, wi stful as she gazes up to him and he,
frozen, a crooked snile on his face.

He regards it for a nonent, then slides it back in the bag
with the rest. Now he takes a deep breath and slowy
approaches the casket.
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A shiny wood grain finish with gold roping and handles. It
does not | ook cheap.

He reaches into the pocket of his overcoat, pulls out the
musi ¢ box and places it on top. Then --

Foot st eps from behi nd.

Pol i shed bl ack shoes tap al ong the cobbl estone until they cone
to a stop next to Tyler. A MAN in a |long black overcoat with a
red scarf, white hair beneath a fedora.

Tyl er raises his head, shocked to see SANDERSON SHORE (74)
standi ng next to him

He searches for words -- the right words. There's so nany
guestions, but all he can think to say is..

TYLER
|"mso sorry for your |oss.

The ol d man nods.

SANDERSON
Did she go peaceful ly?

TYLER
Yeah. | believe she did.

Sander son pl aces his hand on the casket.

SANDERSON
Good.

An awkward silence falls over them

TYLER
She spoke well of you.

SANDERSON
|'d speak well of her, too.

TYLER
Yeah. It's alnost |ike she thought of
you as. ..



Sander son reaches for the nusic box. He cups it lovingly in
hi s hands, opens the top. The little ballerina dances. The
soft waltz begi ns again.

Tyl er, watching. Curiously, and then --

It hits himwith all the force of a wave crashing on a beach.

The realization sweeps across his face, then ebbs, as though
he shoul d've known it all al ong.

TYLER
You're her father. Aren't you?

Sander son nods. He cl oses the nusic box and places it gently
back where it was.

SANDERSON
This should go with her.

TYLER
|"msorry. | was under the inpression
that you were a... Mre of a client.

The ol d man conposes hinsel f.

SANDERSON
| was a client. | had to pay for her
time just |ike the rest.

TYLER
(1 ncredul ous)
-- | don't understand.

SANDERSON

| tried ny best to explain it to her.
By the tine we had reconnected it was
just too |ate. She was too far gone at
that point. Too wapped up in her..
own world. So I just enjoyed the tine
| had with her.

(1 ooks to the sky)
Maybe-- maybe if 1'd been there for
her nore when she was younger,
coul d' ve. .

28.



H's fist clenches. He trails off, then drops his hands at his
sides. Silence again.

A quick wind rustles up sone | eaves behind them Sanderson
clears his throat.

SANDERSON
So, you're the journalist.

TYLER
(per pl exed)
She told you about ne?

He shakes his head yes.

SANDERSON
She nentioned you |l ast tine we spoke

TYLER
| see.

Tyl er offers his hand. They shake.

TYLER
Vll, I-- 1 guess I'll |eave you two
alone. It was real nice neeting you.
And Eva. I'msorry.

SANDERSON
Thank you.

TYLER
Ckay.

Tyl er | eaves Sanderson al one. He heads down the cobbl estone
path to where his car awaits on the street.

As he opens the door, Sanderson calls out --

SANDERSON
Hey. How do you think your story's
gonna end?

Tyl er stops abruptly. Searches the hood of his car as though
the answer m ght be scrawled there. It's not.

29.
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Finally...

TYLER
|"mstarting to think we're gonna need
arewite.

Sander son nods approvingly, and raises his hand.

Tyler smles, waves back. He gets in the car and slowy pulls
away, heading for the exit.

FADE QUT.
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