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FADE | N:
EXT. STREET - DAY
A run-down buil ding towers above the deserted street.

A car pulls up to the curb, the driver's door OPENS, the
DRI VER, |ate teens, gets out, leans into the car, pulls out
a brown paper bag filled with groceri es.

The driver CLCSES the door with his foot, wal ks into the
bui I di ng. ..

I NT. BUI LDI NG - CONTI NUOQUS

... The driver walks up a flight of CREAKING stairs, down a
cluttered hallway, he stops in front of a wooden door with
peel i ng paint.

He sets the bag down next to a newspaper, POUNDS on the door,
wal ks away.

The CLICKING of the |locks is heard through the door, it slowy
CREAKS open.

HARMON, early forties, African-American, wearing paj anas,
robe and a scarf around his | ower face and neck, peeks his
head out of the doorway, scoops up the bag.

He | ooks down the hallway |ongingly, nervously, kicks the
newspaper into the loft, hurries in after it.

I NT. LOFT, KITCHEN AREA - DAY

Har non CLOSES the door, LOCKS it, carries the bag into the
ki t chen.

The kitchen is distinguished fromthe rest of the |oft by
t he presence of a two-burner stove, sink, small refrigerator
and a dirty, linoleumfloor.

Harnon sets the bag on the counter, begins to put the
groceries away. ACH LLES, a black cat with a white spot on
t he back of a hind |leg, MEWS |oudly, nuzzles Harnon's |eg.

HARMON
Hol d your horses, Achilles.

Harnon pulls a bow out of the cupboard, sets it before the
cat, pours mlk init. Achilles LAPS at the mlKk.



INT. LOFT, MAIN AREA - DAY

One side of the loft is covered with |arge wi ndows that | ook
i ke chess boards - sone sections are clean, sone so dirty
t hey' re al nost bl ack.

The wal |l s are covered with paintings of nouths - all snmling,
easel s and painting supplies are scattered about, a conputer
and printer sit on a desk.

The main area is partially separated fromthe sl eeping area
by a makeshift wall of cork boards, photos of a smling bl onde
worman from a hi gh angl e pepper the boards.

Har non wal ks the | ength of the boards, runs his fingers across
the photos. He stops at a yell owi ng newspaper clipping, the
headl i ne reads: RENOMED ARTI ST SURVI VES FI ERY PLANE CRASH

He renoves the scarf to reveal that his neck and the | ower
half of his face are covered with scar tissue; he throws the
scarf on the bed.

He | eaves the board, sits at an easel picks up a brush
Startled by the ALARM on his watch, he presses a button to
stop it.

HARMON
Achilles. Lunch rush.

Har non goes to the wi ndows, picks up a camera with a |ong
| ens, points it through a clean section of the wi ndow, CLICKS
a few shots.

Through the canmera he sees the bl onde wonan fromthe photos -
GOLDIE, early thirties, white apron. She tal ks with CUSTOVERS
at a table, with a big smle on her face.

EXT. RESTAURANT, OUTDOOR SEATI NG - DAY

The tables are filled with PATRONS, they are all CHATTI NG
and LAUGH NG Col die stands over a table, taking an order
fromfroma coupl e.

GOLDI E
"1l be right out with your drinks.

She smiles, heads into the restaurant.
| NT. RESTAURANT - DAY

The inside of the restaurant is just as busy as the outside,
NO Sl ER.

Gol di e makes her way to the bar, flashes the bartender, SAM
thirties, a smle.



GOLDI E
Two iced teas, Sam

He grabs a couple of glasses, fills them
I NT. LOFT, MAIN AREA - DAY

Harnon pulls the camera away fromhis eye, his face shows no
enotion, but his eyes are filled with joy.

He turns the camera over, renoves the nenory card, wal ks
over to the conputer, |eans over the desk.

He noves the nouse around, CLICKS a button, the printer HUVS
tolife, he SHUFFLES to the bed.

He takes a small pouch fromthe nightstand, renoves a syringe
and a small bottle, holds up the bottle, the |abel reads:
MORPHI NE

He inserts the needle into the bottle, pulls the plunger,
fills the syringe with the clear liquid; he pulls the needle
out, holds it up, flicks it.

Har non SMACKS his armto find a vein; he injects hinself,
fl ops back on the bed.

The sound of the printer fades away.
EXT. PARK - DAY (DREAM

Birds CH RP, children LAUGH and play, the sun beats down on
a park bustling with activity.

Goldie sits on a blanket, picnic basket at her side. Harnon
sits across fromher - his face no | onger scarred, a huge
smle stretches fromear to ear.

She flashes hima little smle, pulls a bottle of w ne and
two gl asses fromthe basket, fills the glasses, hands one to
Har non.

They raise their glasses in a toast, CLINK the gl asses.

A woman's SCREAM i s heard, a car engine REVS; Coldie and
Harnon's attention is drawn el sewhere.

A car tears through the park, people SCREAM and scatter, the
car hits a trash can with a CRASH, sends trash flying.

I NT. LOFT, MAIN AREA - EVEN NG
Harnon bolts up in bed, it's dark, streaks of |ight shine

t hrough the cl ean wi ndow sections, Achilles sits on the |edge
| ooki ng out.



Harnon strolls over to the cat, scratches his head.

HARMON
What have we got here, Achilles?

He | ooks through the wi ndow, sees a car in the alley bel ow,
trash can lying on the hood, driver's door open.

KURTIS, thirties, drunk, disheveled clothing | eans on the
fence. CGoldie is in front of him hands on hips.

Harnon grabs for his canera without taking his eyes off the
action below, lifts it to his eye, twists the | ens, SNAPS
pi ctures.

Through the camera he sees Kurtis and Gol die arguing, their
lips nove, their gestures are ani mated, but no voices are
hear d.

EXT. RESTAURANT, OUTDOOR SEATI NG - EVEN NG

Kurtis and Gol di e stand between the crashed car and the dining
area, ARGUI NG | oudly.

The tables aren't as full as during the [unch hour, the
patrons are gawking at the fighting couple, WH SPERI NG anongst
t hensel ves.

KURTI S
(slurring)
I"msorry baby, | shoul dda waited up

for ya, huh?

GOLDI E
Dam it Kurtis! Drunk again? You
coul d have killed soneone. Killed
your sel f!

Kurtis lets go of the fence, reaches for Goldie, nearly falls,
grabs the fence again.

KURTI S
(slurring)
But | didn't. Besides, you can drive
us hone now anyway. Let's blow this
popsci cl e st and.

GOLDI E
"' mnot going anywhere with you.
Where the hell were you last night?
Let me guess, working late. Again.



KURTI S
(slurring)
Yup. W have this project, clients
that --

GOLDI E
(angrily)
Bull shit! | went by the office to
surprise you. It was our anniversary,
don't you renenber?

Gol die begins to WEEP. In the distance a police siren WAILS.

Kurtis tries to stunble back to his car, Goldie grabs his
arm

GOLDI E
| saw you with her. How long has it
been goi ng on?

Kurtis struggl es agai nst her grip.
I NT. LOFT, MAIN AREA - EVEN NG

Harnon stares intently out the wi ndow, canera still lifted
to his eye, no |onger taking pictures.

Through the canmera he sees Kurtis pull away from Gol di e,
head toward his car.

A police car pulls into the alley, a POLI CE OFFI CER | eaps
fromthe car, Kurtis tries to run, the cop throws himto the
ground, cuffs him

The cop pulls Kurtis to his feet, shoves himtoward the police
car. Coldie steps forward, the cop turns Kurtis to face
Gol di e.

She pulls a ring fromher finger, throws it at Kurtis, runs
back to the restaurant, crying.

Harnon puts the camera down, turns away fromthe w ndow, no
enmotion on his face, his eyes filled with dread.

Slowy he nakes his way to the cork board, pulls down a
picture, |ooks longingly at the smling face of Col die.

DI SSOLVE TGO
INT. LOFT, MAIN AREA - DAY

Harnon |ies notionless, face down in the bed, doesn't
acknowl edge Achilles kneading the pillow next to his head.



Hi s watch al arm BEEPS, he doesn't nove, the BEEPI NG gets
| ouder and nore insistent, suddenly it is silent.

Harnon rolls out of bed, SHUFFLES to the w ndow, | ooks out.
EXT. RESTAURANT, OUTDOOR SEATI NG - DAY

Gol die stands at a table, notebook in hand, a MAN | ooks up
fromthe menu.

MAN
"1l have the club, hold the mayo.

He cl oses the nenu.

MAN
And an ice tea... You get that?

Goldie is lost in thought.

MAN
Hel | 0?

GOLDI E
I"msorry. The club and an ice tea.

MAN
Hol d t he mayo.

Gol die wites on her notebook.

I NT. LOFT, MAIN AREA - DAY

Har non SHUFFLES to an easel, sits in front of a painting of
Goldie mnus the nouth, it's froma high angle, standing by
the restaurant's back door.

He picks up a brush, readies hinself to paint, lets out a
long SICGH, stands, throws the brush against the wall.

Achilles nuzzles his |l eg, Harnon | ooks down sadly.

HARMON
Wiy won't she snmile? Make her smle.

The sadness in his eyes changes to thoughtful ness, he hurries
to his conputer, CLICKS away at the keyboard.

DIl SSOLVE TGO
| NT. RESTAURANT - DAY
The restaurant is busy fromthe lunch rush, nostly well

dressed PROFESSI ONALS. Goldie slides up to the bar, no
ent husi asm at al | .



GOLDl E
Two wat ers.

She puts her head on the bar.
SAM

Cone on CGoldie, put on a happy face.
You' re bumm ng ne out.

GOLDI E
(muf fl ed)
Not in the nobod Sam |I'll get back

to nmy old self again. Eventually.
Sam | ooks of f, distracted.

SAM
What have we got here?

Goldie lifts her head, follows his gaze.

The hostess, DEB, late twenties, holds a floral arrangenent;
she beckons Gol di e over.

DEB
Look what you got Col die.

Goldie just GRUNTS. Deb pulls a card out, hands it to Gol die.

DEB
Here's the card, read it!

Gol die opens it, turns it over a couple of tines.

GOLDI E
It just says Smile. There's no nane.

DEB
| bet it's Kurtis saying he's sorry.
| thought he was a pretty cool guy.

Gol di e just shakes her head, Deb shoves the flowers into her
arns.

INT. LOFT, MAIN AREA - DAY

The loft is a mess, the bed unmade, the only easel still
st andi ng hol ds the unfinished painting of Coldie.

Harnon sits at the wi ndow, canera in hand.

Achilles | eaps on the sill next to Harnmon, MEWS.



HARMON
Yes Achilles, it will work. It has
to.

Through the wi ndow he sees Gol die cone out the back door,
flowers in her arns.

HARMON
Here we go.

Harnmon lifts the canmera

Through the camera he watches CGoldie walk to the dunpster,
struggle to open the lid, throw the flowers away.

HARMON
(angrily)
Smle damm it, smle.
(pl eadi ng)
Pl ease smle

He goes to the bed, gets the small pouch fromthe nightstand,
SOBS.

FADE QUT:
OVER BLACK

GOLDIE (V.0)
If you don't have a smle, I'Il give
you one of m ne.

FADE | N;
EXT. PARK - DAY ( DREAM

Gol die and a scarless Harnon sit on a bl anket, hol di ng hands.
She sniles, feeds hima piece of fruit.

HARMON
I'd like that.

Gol di e reaches up to her nmouth, acts as if she pulls her
smle off, reaches over, presses her hand to Harnmon's nouth,
pulls it away - Harnon sm | es.

HARMON
May | have anot her?

GOLDI E
You' re gonna have to cone get it.

Gol die gets up, takes off running and G GG.I NG Harnon runs
after her, catches her, playfully westles her to the ground.



HARMON

Got you now. |'mgoing to get that

sm | e.
He reaches up to her nouth, pulls his hand away al ong with
her smle, terror fills her eyes, she lets out a nuffled
CRY. Harnmon LAUGHS mani acal | y.
I NT. LOFT, MAIN AREA - NI GHT
Harnon bolts upright in the bed, covered in a cold sweat,
| ooks to the foot of the bed, the unfinished painting stares
at him a single beamof light illumnnates it.

Har non hustl es out of bed, grabs a roll of brown paper, pulls
out a length of it, begins to wap the painting.

DI SSOLVE TGO
I NT. LOFT, MAIN AREA - LATER
The loft is dark, streaks of light filter through the w ndows.
Harnon, still in pajamas, throws an overcoat on, picks up
t he wrapped painting, OPENS the door, peers outside, steps
out, CLOSI NG the door behind him

DI SSOLVE TGO
| NT. RESTAURANT - DAY

Deb | eans on the bar CHATTING with Sam

DEB
So, | tell himhe's going to have to
find his own way to get his rocks
of f.
Sam CHUCKLES.
DEB

Can you believe the nerve of --
Gol die wal ks in, wearing jeans, big sungl asses.
DEB
Hey Goldie, you're running a bit
|ate aren't ya?
Gol di e only GRUNTS.

SAM
You | ook |ike crap.

Deb punches Samin the shoul der.



DEB
Sam
SAM
| just mean you don't | ook well.
GOLDI E
Long ni ght.
DEB

Wiy don't you take the day off? W
can manage.

GOLDI E
Thanks, | could use the rest. [|'ve
just not been feeling nyself lately.

CGol di e makes her way to the door.

DEB
Ch, Coldie..

Deb reaches behind the bar, pulls out a package the size of
Har non' s pai nting.

DEB
This was left for you this norning.
What is it? Another peace offering?

Gol di e grabs the package, inspects it.

GOLDI E
Probably. "Il bring it right to
t he dunpster

Deb reaches out, grabs Goldie's arm

DEB
Wait. Open it, I'mcurious. Aren't
you?

Gol di e shrugs, TEARS off the paper. Deb tries to | ook at
it.

GOLDI E
It's a painting... of... ne?

She turns the painting around. Deb grabs it, squints.

DEB
There's no nout h.

GOLDI E
I"mgetting rid of it. [It's creepy.

10.



11.
Goldie rips the painting away from Deb, pushes past her.
I NT. LOFT, MAIN AREA - DAY
Harnon sits at the window staring intently.
Through the wi ndow he sees the back door of the restaurant
open, Coldie conmes out holding the painting, walks to the
dunpster, |ooks at the painting, |ooks at the back door.
EXT. RESTAURANT, OUTDOCR SEATI NG - CONTI NUOUS
CGol di e stands by the dunpster, |ooking at the painting.

GOLDI E
What the...?

She repositions herself in front of the door to match her
position in the painting, |ooks up directly at Harnon | ooking
down at her.

I NT. LOFT, MAIN AREA - CONTI NUQUS

Thr ough the wi ndow Harnmon sees Col die | ook up at him

He dives away fromthe window, falls to the ground face to
face with Achilles, the cat MEOAS

HARMON
(whi spers)
Shit. You think she saw ne?

Achilles PURRS, |icks Harnon.

HARMON
(whi spers)
Yeah, | shoul d | ook.

Har non makes his way to the w ndow.

He tentatively | ooks out just intime to see Goldie enter a
door bel ow him

HARMON
She's com ng. She's coming in.

Har non scurries around the room pi cking up things, he pushes
t he cork boards against the wall to hide the picture of
Gol di e.

There is a |l oud KNOCK at the door, Harmon | ooks up. He picks
up the scarf, waps it around his face and neck as he wal ks
to the door, he | ooks through the peep hole and sees Col die
sans nout h.



He turns the | ock, opens the door. Goldie stands in the
hal | way hol di ng up the painting.

GOLDI E
Thi s yours?

Har non nods.
GOLDI E
What's the nmeaning of it? Wy's
there no nouth? Am | supposed to
keep qui et or sonething?

He shrugs, shakes his head.

GOLDI E
Vell, it's creepy. Gve ne a reason
not to call the cops... Say sonething!
Har non drops his head.
HARMON
I"msorry. | have this condition..
and | like to see you smle.

He st eps back.

HARMON
Cone in. Please.

She shakes her head, sets the painting down, crosses her
arns.

GOLDI E
What condition?

Har non shifts unconfortably.

HARMON
Well, | was in a crash. | was burned--

GOLDI E
Bad?

12.

Har non nods, he slowy unwaps his scarf, renoves it. Coldie

GASPS softly.

GOLDI E
I"msorry, | didn't nean to--

HARMON
It's okay. A nornal reaction.

He repl aces the scarf.



13.

HARMON
So, as you can see, the scar tissue
prevents me from show ng
um . .enotion.

GOLDI E
Li ke smiling.

HARMON
Yes. So you can understand ny
fascination with your smle.

GOLDI E
Wiy ne?
HARMON
You' re al ways happy, always smling.
Until...
He | owers his eyes.
GOLDI E
Yes, until... Kurtis.
She begins to SOB.
HARMON

Don't cry. Please. Let ne finish
the painting. Cone in.

She SNI FFLES, shakes her head.

GOLDI E
| really shouldn't... <can't.

She picks up the painting, thrusts it at Harnon.

GOLDI E
Take it back. | need to go.

Har non reaches out, firmy grips her arm she | ooks down at
hi s hand, he rel eases her.

HARMON
I"msorry, but this is really
important to ne. At least conme in
for a drink. You can |ook at mny
work. 1'll do you justice.

She mulls over the proposition.

GOLDI E
Okay. "Il look, but no prom ses.



14.
She steps past Harnon, enters his |oft.
DI SSOLVE TO
I NT. LOFT, MAIN AREA - DAY

Harnon sits at an easel, painting, the scarf is no |onger
around his face.

HARMON
| can't tell how nuch | appreciate
this. | thought I'd never finish

you.

Achilles nuzzles around Harnon's | eg, MEWS. Harnon | ooks
down at the cat.

HARMON
Yes Achilles, her smle will be
i mortalized.

He | ooks up.

HARMON
Wiy so quiet? Cat got your tongue.

He CHUCKLES.

HARMON
That's ok. Just keep the smle.

A police siren WAILS in the alley bel ow.

HARMON
Wonder what that's all about.

He gets up, wal ks to the wi ndow, |ooks out to see Deb talking
to the police, her hands flailing about frantically.

HARMON
Sonet hi ng bad nust have happened.
Well, you'll be safe here...

He turns away fromthe w ndow, |ooks at Col die.

She sits notionless, tied to a chair, a chain links her |eg
to the radiator, her eyes are closed, her nouth frozen in a
per manent snile.

HARMON
For ever.

He returns to his easel, paints.

FADE QUT:
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