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FADE | N:

EXT. HOUSE - N GHT

Rustic, full of character and charm

| NT. HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NI GHT

STEVE (35) carefully places a mniature BOY and BI CYCLE in
front of a nodel church. It's part of a nmuch bigger spread --

a conplete Christmas Vil l age.

Steve touches the church's steeple wwth his fingertip. The
inside lights flicker on, then --

The entire village |ights up.
He reaches for a glass of chanpagne and takes a dri nk.

Over Steve's shoulder, an unlit Christnmas Tree suddenly bursts
tolife in a spectacle of color.

I n the adjoining
DI NI NG ROOM

BRYN (37) diligently clears the last of the dinner plates. She
di sappears to another room A dishwasher clicks on.

She joins Steve in the
LI VI NG ROOM

BRYN
You outdid yourself this year.

He wraps his arm around her wai st.

STEVE
Coops always loved this. | wouldn't go
a year without setting it up.

A RECORD PLAYER turns on. A 33 1/3 rotates. The armlifts,
slides. The needl e drops onto the vinyl.



He takes her hand.

STEVE
Shal | we?

BRYN
Love to.

In the b.g., a weeping string arrangenent rises as Bryn and
Steve settle in the center of the room

BRYN s POV: The lights fade, giving way to twinkling stars
seemngly fromout of thin air

BRYN
This is nice.

He holds her tight, closes his eyes, snells her hair.

STEVE
Renmember the first time we danced to
this song?

BRYN
How could | forget? You rem nd ne
every year

STEVE
|"msorry. It's just... Those were
great nmenories.

BRYN
Yes, they were.

And for a while, they dance in silence.

STEVE
Renmenber when we first started working
together? You were a tenp and | was--

BRYN
It doesn't feel |ike Christnas.

He stops, opens his eyes. Waits a nonent. Then a nonent | onger
before --



STEVE

What does it feel |ike?
BRYN

Li ke... dark glasses | can't take off.
STEVE

It's been seven years, honey.

They stop danci ng.

BRYN
| know, but... | want to go to him
Steve. | need to go to him Is there

enough magic left?

STEVE
Are you sure this is what you want?

BRYN
Yeah. | just wanna nmake sure he's
okay. This one last tine.

STEVE
You'll need to put your coat on.

EXT. STREET - N GHT
Crisp winter air.

Bryn standi ng under a street light. Vapor trails as she
breat hes, her face bright with anticipation.

STEVE (O S.)
Are you ready.

She cl oses her eyes.

BRYN
Yes.

EXT. WOODED AREA - N GHT

Bryn navigates a small expanse of brush off to the side of
soneone's hone. Steve cl ose behi nd.



She cones to a clearing, grabs onto a fence and hops down on

the shore of a big LAKE.

Hard mud beneath her shoes, she
di stant houses radi ate upon the

She paces forward. Stops, |ooks
her feet. She picks themup and

A tug at her coat.

She spins around, hopeful.
But there's no one there.
EXT. PARK - N GHT

Basketball, tennis courts.

gazes out to where lights from
shi nmeri ng water.

down. A bouquet of ROSES at

See-saws and sw ngs.

Bryn nmeanders around a JUNGLE GYM searchi ng.

Anot her tug at her coat.

BRYN
There you are!

She gi ggl es and gi ves chase.
PARKI NG LOT

Enpty and dark except for Steve,
his car. Huddl ed up. Watching.

Laughter echos fromthe
PARK

Bryn continues her pursuit.

The formof a CH LD scurries behind a slide.

its edge. Nothing.
A single rose falls from her

Her sm |l e fades.

She drops to her

| eani ng agai nst the bunper of

She peeks around

bouquet onto the sand.

knees, | owers her head.



PARKI NG LOT
Cl ose on: Steve's face as he utters a single word:

STEVE
Moy .

PARK

Bryn lifts her gaze. As if on springs, she | eaps up and dashes
across the park to --

COOPER, no nore than six, a nessy head of blond hair and a
m schi evous grin. H s coat unbuttoned.

She scoops hi mup, swi ngs himround under the glow of the park
l'ights.

BRYN
Were you pl ayi ng hide-and-seek with
Moy ?

COOPER
(1 aughi ng)
Yes!

She | owers the boy, | ooks himover.

BRYN
Who dressed you today? Your father?
You' re gonna freeze out here.

COOPER
" m okay, Monmy.

She zips his coat, straightens it out. Licks her thunb and
removes a dirt snudge from his cheek

BRYN
| know, but | don't want you catching
a cold out here.

She takes him by the hand.



BRYN
(fadi ng)
So, do you want Mommy to push you on
t he swi ngs? Yeah...

EXT. FACI LI TY ENTRANCE - DAWN
@ ass doors slide open

Steve shuffles Bryn inside.

| NT. RECEPTI ON - CONTI NUOUS
Wel | mai ntained and inviting.

Seated at the reception desk is a chubby WOVAN (50s), normally
af fable, but not at this nonent. She | ooks up.

WOVAN
(rai sed voice)
M. Karp! W' ve been | ooking all over
for Bryn. You must stop doing th--

A quick nod of Steve's head. She picks up the phone, even
t hough it hasn't rung.

WOVAN
Mount ai n Vi ew? Who? Ch stop. You are
so not M ckey Muse. Prove it. Yes..
Yes. Oh ny God, it is you! How did you
get this nunber?

Steve grins playfully as he and Bryn head down a corridor.
WOVAN (O S.)
Can | tell you a secret? You know
those little shorts you wear? | have a
pair of underwear just l|like them.

CORRI DOR

Pictures of adult RESIDENTS Iine the walls, each engaged in an
array of creative activities.

They turn into a



ROOM

The |ight goes on.

A plant rests on a wwndow sill. A small bow with a Goldfish

sits atop a bureau.

St eve takes her coat, drapes it across a chair.

He lowers her onto a bed, gently sw ngs her |egs up.

rolls a blanket up to her chin.
STEVE

(whi sper s)
Did you see hinf |Is he safe?

Her eyes are cl osed..

BRYN
Oh yeah. He's getting so big.

then start to open...

STEVE
| bet he is.
(then)

| mss you guys.
and stare blankly at the ceiling.

BRYN
(softly)
W m ss you... too.

He ki sses her forehead.

STEVE
Good night, sweet heart.

St eve opens a door behind him goes in. The water turns on.

energes with a paper cup and waters the plant.
Then feeds the gol dfi sh.

He noves to the doorway, |ooks back.

Then

He



STEVE
"1l see you next year.

He | eaves.
The light inside the roomshuts off.
| NT. RECEPTI ON

St eve passes the woman, but she pays himno mnd. Stil
chatting up Mckey on the phone.

The doors open.

EXT. FACI LI TY ENTRANCE - MORNI NG

Steve energes. Hi s car awaits under an over hang. He gets in.
The car pulls away to reveal a sign that hangs on the cultured
stone siding of the building, next to the sliding doors. It
reads --

MOUNTAI N VI EW PSYCHI ATRI C

Steve's car follows the w nding path, past the fine trimed
awns, to the street.

He signals left, and turns. Gone as the sun cones up.

FADE QUT.
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