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OVER BLACK:

A voi ce, speaking in a manner of different inflections --
frustration, exasperation, kindness..

PAUL (V.Q)
VWhat's the conbination, Mel? ... You
gonna tell me the conbi nation today?
It's time to let go, Ml ... Tine
to let go.

FADE | N:
EXT. ROADSI DE - DAY

A rural street corner, a white house nearby. The occasi onal
car passes and the grass is sumertinme green. A makeshift --

MEMORI AL

rests on the corner by a road sign. A stuffed bear, flowers,
and a picture of a LITTLE BOY, no nore than five, in a
popsicle stick franme all reside there.

There's a RED BIKE there, too. Training wheels, paint chipped
and fading. It's back tire is m sshapen, but the frane is

sturdy and whol e.

A chain with a COVBI NATI ON LOCK secures it to the road sign
faded white nunbers in increnents of five.

A pair of --
BOLT CUTTERS

appear. The business end of the cutter slices through the
rusted chain with ease.

A strong pair of hands lift the bike away.
EXT. CORNER HOUSE - CONTI NUQUS

In the backyard, nowing his |awn, is BART, 60s. H s black
socks and plaid shorts the chief reason why fashi ons change.



The man with the bike is PAUL REED, 39. Wth his casual good
| ooks, he makes a case for t-shirts and bl ue jeans.

They exchange a friendly nod. Bart cuts the engine.

Paul | ooks up to the sky, holds out his hand. A single drop of
rain splashes onto his palm

BART
No worries, Paul. They didn't call for
rain today... You know, the m ssus
waters them fl owers every ot her day
just like clockwork.

Fromthe road, a set of tires SCREECH

Paul whi ps around, stares intently. He slowy turns back, and
offers a grateful smle

PAUL
Well, | sure do appreciate that. You
be sure and thank the m ssus for ne.

BART
Ayup.

Bart fires up the nower.
THE MEMORI AL

M nus the bike, it resunmes its lonely vigil. The CLANK of
nmet al against netal, the SLAM of a car door. An engi ne cones
to life and Paul drives off.

EXT. PAUL'S HOUSE - LATER
Paul's truck pulls into the driveway of a big old house with a
wr ap- around porch. A giant weeping willowwith a tire swing is

the only dressing on the freshly cut grass.

He gets out, heads to the back of the truck and |ifts out the
bike with a grunt. He slowly passes the open front door.



PAUL
| got the bike, Melinda. | told you I
was gonna get that bike, |lock or no
| ock.
There's no response frominside. None at all.

Paul hesitates then, bike in hand, disappears around the side
of the house.

| NT. GARAGE - EVEN NG

A single light bulb hangs fromthe spruce ceiling studs.
Screwdrivers, hanmmrers and saws on every wall.

A picture of the boy fromthe nmenorial sits on a work table.
Next to it, a small brown baseball mtt.

The red bike sits firmy in a vice grip.
SERI ES:

Paul works on the bike.

-- He dutifully turns a screwdriver.

-- New pedal s are attached.

-- Newtires set in place.

BACK TO SCENE

| NT. GARAGE - NI GHT

A radio on a shelf. The ballgane is on.

Paul switches it off, tugs at the |light chain above. The
garage is left in darkness.

EXT. PAUL'S HOUSE - MORNI NG

The sky is aglow with a purple hue as the rising sun
encroaches upon the | ast remmants of night.



EXT. MAI N STREET - DAY
Paul 's truck is parked out front of a --
Bl KE SHOP

A nodest storefront with a | one neon and pictures of, what
el se, bikes in the w ndow.

Paul stands at the front door. He holds two cups of coffee.

Al ong the sidewal k comes DAN HANNI GAN, 47, bi ke shop owner.
grins when he sees Paul outside his door.

DAN
Don't you sl eep?

PAUL
Nope.

DAN
Well, either you' re planning on bein
constipated all day, or one of those
is for me.

Paul hol ds out the steam ng cup.

DAN
Three sugars, |otsa crean?

PAUL
Bl ack.

DAN
Perf ect.

Dan fishes for his keys and they enter the shop.
| NT. GARAGE - DAY

Paul turns the pedals on the bike. The wheels spin
effortlessly. He squirts sone oil on the chain.



LATER
-- Paul shoots a coat of red spray paint on the bike.
LATER

-- Paul screws a silver plate onto the front of the frane. It
reads: RED RI DER

EXT. FRONT PORCH - LATER

The bi ke leans proudly on its kick stand. It's shiny and good
as new. A RED BOWis fastened to its seat.

In a red baseball cap and hands on hips, Paul admires his
handi wor k. He | ooks through the screen door.

PAUL
You should really cone out and take a
| ook.
THE SCREEN DOCOR
You can see inside the house... just not good enough. A whisp

of bl onde hair can be nade out along the back of a chair. The
TV is on, but no sound cones fromit.

Again, there's no response.

Paul sits on the porch sw ng.

EXT. FRONT PORCH - LATER

Paul sips a beer. His eyes fixed on the nodest --

HOUSE

next door. It's decorated with streanmers and col orfu
bal l oons. In blue letters, stretched between two chi pped
pillars near the front door:

HAPPY 5TH BI RTHDAY ELI JAH!

A YOUNG BOY in a party hat greets arriving GUESTS. In their
hands are gifts wapped with pretty paper and bows.



PAUL' S FRONT PORCH
Paul finishes off his beer, grabs the bi ke and heads over.

PAUL
Hey, Darrelle.

DARRELLE BI GSBY, 38, AFRI CAN- AMERI CAN. He's Sunday afternoon
casual and smling, holding a beer of his own.

DARRELLE
Hey, Paul. Care to join the party? GCot
sone burgers cookin' out back

PAUL
Yeah, | can snell "em But | just cone
to give a gift.

He hol ds up the bike.

DARRELLE
Well now, that's one fancy machi ne you
got there. You shouldn't have, Paul

Paul waves him of f.
DARRELLE
Elijah! Come on over here and see what

M ster Reed got for you.

Elijah turns, spies the bike. He cones bounding over |ike a
little spring-heel ed Jack.

ELI JAH
Ww |s that m ne, daddy? Is that
m ne?

DARRELLE

CGotta ask Mster Reed that question.

Elijah | ooks up to Paul, his big brown eyes pleading --
Pl ease! Pl ease!l Please let it be m ne!



PAUL
Wll, let's see... it's got a bow on
it. It is your birthday... Yeah, |
guess it's yours.

Elijah squeals with delight and hops on the bike. Before he
can pedal away --

DARRELLE
Elijah, you forgettin' sonmethin' ?

ELI JAH
Thank you, M ster Reed.

Elijah takes off down the driveway.

DARRELLE
Wait, son!

Darrelle sprints after Elijah, presses his hand lightly
agai nst the boy's back to keep hi m steady.

Paul watches them raises his head slightly. He has to. It's
all he can do to keep the tears in.

PAUL
(above a whi sper)
You' re wel cone.

A WOVMAN in a yellow sun dress cones over. This is SH RLEY, md
thirties. She sides up to Paul.

SHI RLEY
Hey, Paul.
(to Darrelle)
Uh, honey, you better go get your
brother. He's cookin' them burgers
I i ke hockey pucks and he's ashin' al
over 'em

Darrelle glances into the --

BACKYARD



where his BROTHER, 40s, stands over the grill in big dark
sungl asses. He's in a white apron, a spatula in one hand, and
alit, long-ashed cigarette in the other.

Darrel |l e sighs.

DARRELLE
Hey, Shirl, you see what Paul got for
Elijah?

SHI RLEY
Yeah, | see... That was awfully nice

of you, Paul.

PAUL
My pl easure.

Toget her they watch Elijah and Darrelle.

SHI RLEY
How s Melinda doing? W don't see
enough of her, Paul.

PAUL
Yeah, | know. It's a work in progress.

She puts a hand on his shoul der.

SHI RLEY
| stopped by the nenorial the other
day to put sone flowers down..
Somret hi ng was m ssi ng.

Paul rubs the back of his neck.

PAUL
| thought... | nean... | could go pick
anot her one up at the shop. They had a
| ot of nice bikes there..

SHI RLEY
You ki ddi ng? Look how happy you nade
him Paul. W' re honored. Really.
Besides, you try takin' it away from
hi m now.



Paul grins, | ooks down.

Elijah circles the driveway, Darrelle close behind. The boy's
cont agi ous | aughter echoes throughout the yard.

SHI RLEY
So, you want a burger, Paul ? Sonethin
cold to drink?

PAUL
Nah. Doctor says |I'mgettin' too nuch
ash in nmy diet.

They share a brief |augh when --

SHI RLEY
Darrelle, what is it?

Darrelle and Elijah have stopped in their tracks. They're
eyei ng sonmething. Darrelle | ooks to Shirley and points.

PAUL' S FRONT PORCH
Standing on the steps in pajama bottonms and a |light sweater is
MELI NDA, md thirties. She grips the railing of the porch,

t akes an unsteady step forward.

She blinks at the sunlight, brushes her dishevel ed hair away
fromher pale face. She | ocks eyes with Elijah.

PAUL
Excuse ne- -

He races over and gently takes Melinda by the arm

PAUL
Mel, what are you doing out? Are you
okay?
DARRELLE' S DRI VEVWAY
ELI JAH

Daddy, is that M ssus Reed?

Darrelle hesitates -- hasn't seen her in a while.



DARRELLE
Yeah, that's her, son.

FRONT PORCH

MEL| NDA
l'd like to sit, Paul.

PAUL
Yeah, okay. Okay.

Paul hel ps her up the steps to the porch swing. He carefully
| owers her onto the seat. He sits next to her. The sw ng
gently sways.

Elijah, seated on his bi ke, gazes back at Melinda. A smle
forms across his face. He lifts a small hand and waves.

Mel i nda rai ses her arm hal fway, waves back

VELI NDA
Oh, Paul ...

Paul shuts his eyes tight. No stopping the tears now. He puts
his arm around her shoul der and pulls her in close.

PAUL
|"msorry, Melinda... I'"mso, so
sorry. ..

Melinda puts two fingers over his |ips.

PAUL
| never should have taken him..
never shoul d have taken himthat day.

Next door, Shirley joins Elijah and Darrelle. She says
sonmething. Elijah continues to pedal circles around the
dri veway

MELI NDA
You shouldn't say things |like that.

Paul buries his face in his hands.

10.



11.

PAUL
| still wake up and | see him.. If
only 1'd grabbed hima nonent sooner
... | could ve pulled himback..

Mel i nda cradles his head, the soft skin of her cheek resting
on his hair.

MELI NDA
It's okay, ny darling. It's okay...

The porch swing continues its gentle rocking. Mlinda holds
onto Paul as if he mght slip away.

PAUL
| al ways knew the conbination, Ml . |
just wanted to hear you say it... Just
once. Dam old |l ock was just so
rusted. ..

MELI NDA
(softly)
El even seventeen thirty.

The giant weeping willowwith the tire swng casts a |ong
shadow as the sun begins its final descent.

Mel i nda ki sses Paul on the cheek.

VELI NDA
It's time to let go now, Paul...

FI NAL FADE QUT.

MELI NDA (V. Q.)
It's time to |l et go.
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