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FADE IN:

INT. TRAIN - CATTLE CAR - DAY 

MEN, WOMEN, and CHILDREN packed like sardines. Some sleep on 
their feet. The car shakes along the tracks. 

Light snakes between alternating wooden planks.

Weary, tired and frightened, young cling to old. 

SUPERIMPOSE: “SOUTHERN POLAND - 1943”

JACOB LEVINE (15), unique among the mass with his fair hair 
and bright blue eyes, is buffeted by bearded OLDER MEN, 
yellow Star of David on their shabby coats in stark contrast 
to the grey despair. 

Moans and prayers, in chorus to the clacking rails. 

A painful plea rises above others. Jacob worms his way to 
it’s source. A PREGNANT WOMAN, pool of blood at her feet. 

Those closest press back to make room. 

Jacob places a gentle hand to her protruding stomach. 

The Woman gasps. Her cries stop. 

Jacob, breath labored, grits his teeth in silent pain.

The Pregnant Woman stares, eyes wide in wonder. 

Her hands to Jacob’s face.

Jacob shields her as the train grinds slowly to a stop. 

A babble of voices, inside and out. 

High pressure hoses blast the outside of the car. 

Water crashes through the cracks with the sunlight, a myriad 
of tiny rainbows.

Many scramble to catch water in their mouths and hands.

Gone as suddenly, people jostle as the car picks up speed.

LATER

Cries of a newborn rent the silence as a GERMAN GUARD pulls 
the door open and sunlight bathes the frightened masses.



INT. SOUL DINER/BEDROOM - NIGHT

SUPERIMPOSE “PRESENT DAY - VIRGINIA - LATE JANUARY”

It is dark in the simple and sparse room. 

A dresser, littered with pictures, books, and journals. A 
small night table beside the bed.

Jacob (now 84), grizzled and worn, but still with clear blue 
penetrating eyes, a sharp mind, and full use of his 
faculties, wakes with a start, pushes to a sitting position.

His breath rapid, sweat beads his forehead.

He blots it away, turns on a bedside lamp.

His hand shakes. He knocks over an ornate picture frame 
beside the lamp, quickly scoops it up, hugs it to his chest.

Jacob stares at the photo, his wife Ruth, in her 70's.

JACOB
The nightmares again... Meshugenah.

He listens to a voice only he can hear.

JACOB
No. It has never been a good 
sign... Who will it be this time.

EXT. SMALL TOWN HISTORIC AREA - DAY

Cobbled streets and narrow alleys lined with old brick 
storefronts, most with apartments upstairs.

A biker bar and a theatre, prominent among the small shops.

Jacob walks briskly along the sidewalk, bag in each hand.

It is cold, and Jacob’s breath comes in steady vaporous puffs 
that look like a steam engine leaving the station.

Sidewalks and streets are clear, but snow clings at the shop 
gutters, dirty piles of icy black and white line the curb.

He stops by a HAGGARD MAN that leans against a storefront, 
about to tip a bottle to his lips.

JACOB
Meatloaf tonight.
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The Haggard man flashes a missing tooth grin, puts the cap 
back on, sticks the bottle in his pocket. He nods.

HAGGARD MAN
I’ll be there.

Jacob smiles, continues up the sidewalk. A sign in the 
theatre window: “Join us tonight for Season Finale”.  

A cab pulls to the curb.

CHELSEA KRAGER (18), BURST from the theatre door, crosses the 
sidewalk in front of Jacob, oblivious. 

Dark braided hair, clear skin, a bundle of kinetic energy 
wrapped in an athlete’s body. She’s obviously on a mission. 

Jacob halts.

MARGARET KRAGER (40’S) follows her daughter to the cab, with 
an apologetic nod and smile to Jacob.

CHELSEA
I have to be back by seven.

MARGARET
We’ll see what the doctor says.

CHELSEA
Doesn’t matter what he says. I 
can’t miss the final show.

The two women pile into the cab. It races off.

Jacob spies a wallet at the curb, picks it up. He opens it. 
Chelsea’s drivers license. He puts the wallet in a bag,  
continues to the corner, crosses the street.

A Black cat, SEEAYETEE, joins him in front of the Soul Diner, 
an innocuous converted townhouse.

JACOB
Yes, I remembered your food.

Jacob goes inside. Seeayetee follows.

EXT. CALFEE ESTATE - DAY

DAVID CALFEE (18), BOUNDS from the door of an immense stone 
house, and down the stairs.

A solid six footer wrapped in natural muscle, thick dark hair 
perfectly not combed. Dressed expensively poor. 
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Jeans, boots, and a nice tee-shirt emblazoned “I’m It Yo”, 
all meticulously fashioned to look old. 

A wide circular driveway cuts through the manicured lawn, and 
a loud, beat up muscle car sits idling.

Behind David, a petite MAID, (30), calls to him from the 
doorway, jacket in hand. 

MAID
David, your jacket!

David waves her off without looking back, jumps in the car, 
and it roars off.

INT. TUCK'S CAR - CONTINUOUS

TUCK drives, smokes a fat joint. Twenty, bigger than David. A 
tough guy more comfortable with those younger and more easily 
controlled. Short cropped hair on a chiseled head.

Drives like he’s late for his funeral.

TUCK
Your dad pay her extra to keep you 
dressed?

DAVID 
He pays her extra to fuck him. 

TUCK 
Think he’d buy me a slice? 

DAVID 
Probably, if it meant getting rid 
of you. Why? You want that? 

TUCK 
Can't ever be too much variety. 

DAVID
Solid truth. 

They high five each other. Tuck swerves into the oncoming 
lane and an approaching car HONKS.

Tuck swerves back, shoots the bird as he passes. Holds out 
the doobie to David.

TUCK
Why’s your dad got such a hard on 
for me anyway?
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David glances at the joint, reaches for it.

DAVID
Gee, I don’t know. Something about 
you not being a good role model.

David takes a toke, holds it. Tuck nods at the doob.

TUCK
Hey, I rolled that fucker.

David blows out the smoke.

DAVID
And it’s a pimpin model, yo.

They both laugh.

TUCK
My man, you’re living large when 
you get chauffeured to pick up your 
car from the cleaners.

DAVID
Somebody has to rule the masses. Am 
I right?

INT. HOSPITAL/EXAM ROOM - DAY

Chelsea wears a hospital gown, sits on the edge of a bed.

She stares at DOCTOR PIERCE, (50’s), who looks at a chart, 
then at the determined girl.

DOCTOR PIERCE
I’m sorry. I just don’t see any 
other options.

CHELSEA
I do.

She stares defiantly at Pierce. He sighs.

DOCTOR PIERCE
I guess we’re done here.

Pierce leaves the room.

Chelsea slides off the bed, begins dressing.
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INT. HOSPITAL/OFFICE - DAY 

Margaret, disheveled and tired, sits in a chair across 
the desk from Pierce.

MARGARET
Why would you release her?

DOCTOR
She’s eighteen. My hands are tied.

MARGARET
But I signed.

DOCTOR
Yes, but now she’s an adult. She 
needs to choose. The treatment thus 
far has been ineffective.

MARGARET
She's one day older.

DOCTOR
I understand, really I do. Give her 
time to come to terms.

MARGARET
And if she doesn't?

DOCTOR
She knows the prognosis.

Margaret breaks down in tears, puts her hands to her face.

Pierce walks to her, takes her shoulder gently.

DOCTOR PIERCE
The best thing you can do is help 
her understand the consequences. 

EXT. CARWASH - DAY 

A converted gas station with a drive through wash and several 
open bays where cars are vacuumed and detailed. 

A beautiful red Mustang sits in the lot. Tuck and David park 
next to it, exit the car, circle the Mustang. 

TUCK
So, you supply the transport 
tonight, and I’ll gather the pussy.

Tuck fingers the window, glances at a nearby EMPLOYEE.
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TUCK
Hey Paco, you missed a spot. 

The employees ignore him. 

TUCK
You can't get good help. 

DAVID 
That’s you, with no rich friends. 

TUCK 
Right, I'm gonna polish cars when I 
can hustle drugs. 

Tuck jumps in his car, fires up the engine. 

David leans in the passenger window.

DAVID 
You’d eat your profits. 

TUCK 
A man’s got to eat. 

David steps back as Tuck squeals from the lot.

EXT. SOUL DINER - EVENING

A neon sign in the window flashes to life: "Soul Diner".

On the sidewalk, a line of indigent become animated.

The door opens. Jacob steps out, gestures to the homeless. 
The crowd files in. Jacob greets them with a smile.

INT. SOUL DINER/SERVING AREA - EVENING 

An open archway separates two rooms filled with small tables.

Shabbily dressed men, women, and children quickly take seats.

The regulars help themselves to coffee at a station littered 
with utensils, condiments, and cups.

Two young BOYS hustle plates of food to the tables.

The Haggard Man enters, takes a seat at the nearest table.

Jacob brings him a plate of meatloaf and mashed potatoes.
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JACOB
Glad you made it.

HAGGARD MAN
Meatloaf’s worth the price.

On the wall beside him, a sign reads:

“NO DRUNKS - NO TAKEOUT - NO SECONDS BEFORE 7:30”

EXT. THEATRE - NIGHT 

Lights dance around the marquee. 

David’s car pulls to the curb by the alley.

Tuck and TERESA (18), sit in the rear. David drives. In the 
front passenger seat, JENNY, (18).

JENNY
We gonna score? 

Tuck punches the back of David's seat.

TUCK
Fuckin A we are, born to be bad.

DAVID
And bad to the fucking bone.

David cranks the radio up. Jenny dances in her seat. A SKINNY 
KID with low slung pants, appears down the alley. 

TUCK
Here we go.

David hands Tuck a wad of bills. 

Tuck completes business with the Skinny Kid. 

The Mustang springs into the street, narrowly misses a--

TAXI

That stops in front of the theatre. The cab door flies open.

Chelsea escapes the cab, hurries toward the theatre door. 
Margaret follows, catches Chelsea's arm before she reaches 
the door. Chelsea spins to face her.

CHELSEA
Mom, please. I have to get ready.
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MARGARET
Part of being an adult is making 
good decisions.

CHELSEA
I feel fine.

MARGARET
The doctor said--

CHELSEA
I was there, remember?

Chelsea pulls free and strides to the door.

INT. THEATRE - NIGHT

The small but plush theatre is half full. In the front row, 
Margaret sits apprehensively.

The sounds of classical music come up as the curtain rises.

Dancers in white move gracefully to beautiful music.

LATER

The dancers spin and pose, the music reaches a crescendo.

Chelsea, runs from stage left, a muscular MALE DANCER from 
stage right. They soar into the air, legs and arms extended 
front and rear, backs arched, heads back.

As she lands, Chelsea's leg buckles for an instant. She 
grimaces in pain before recovering.

The crowd murmurs, breaks into applause.

The dancers take a bow as the curtain falls.

Margaret jumps from her seat and rushes toward the stage.

INT. DAVID'S CAR - NIGHT

A haze of smoke fills the car. David drives through the 
narrow streets.

Jenny pops a pill, rubs her hand on David’s thigh.

JENNY
Sure you don't want one? They 
really get you horny.
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DAVID
I don't need help with that.

Teresa hands a joint to Jenny. She takes a long pull, holds 
it to David's lips. He sucks, holds it in. 

Crunched in back, Tuck buries his tongue in Teresa's mouth.

JENNY
You two need a room.

DAVID
Not my place. Teresa’s too loud.

Teresa takes a hit off the joint.

TERESA
Fuck you.

DAVID
I'm not into seconds.

Teresa waves her middle finger at David as...

EXT. SOUL DINER - NIGHT

Jacob waves to the young boys that helped with dinner. They 
pile into a church van at the curb and drive away.

Jacob steps back inside, closes the door. The lights go out. 
The sign flickers and dies as...

INT. THEATRE/DRESSING ROOM - NIGHT

A lighted mirror flickers to life. Chelsea sits before it, 
removes her make-up. 

Margaret paces behind her.

MARGARET
You should be in the hospital.

CHELSEA
I'm done there. I'm not going back.

MARGARET
You can't just ignore this. It's 
not going away.

CHELSEA
I tried it your way. 
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MARGARET
Chelsea, be reasonable. Let’s talk 
to your father. Figure things out.

CHELSEA
I need some time alone. I’ll take a 
cab home.

INT. SOUL DINER/KITCHEN - NIGHT

Jacob carries two small bowls to the back door, rests one in 
the crook of his arm. 

He opens the door, sets the bowls on the porch.

Seeayetee emerges from the darkness, eats with a fury.

JACOB
Don’t become reliant. You may 
outlive me.

Jacob shuts the door, sits at a small table by the window. 
The picture from his room is on the table. He picks it up.

He smiles, listens. His smile fades.

JACOB
I know the day’s not over, but I’m 
going to bed.

EXT. THEATRE - NIGHT 

Tears run down Chelsea's cheeks as she steps out the stage 
door into the alley.

She pulls the hoodie up over her head, walks to the street.

She looks both ways along the empty streets, pulls her jacket 
tight against the wind and snow.

She walks quickly down the sidewalk.

The sound of a racing car grows closer, louder.

Chelsea starts across the street.

A red Mustang FLIES around the corner.

It BRAKES, SLIDES sideways, then straightens, CAREENS across 
the sidewalk and SMASHES into the front of the Soul Diner 
with a deafening crunch of twisted metal and cracking glass.
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Chelsea freezes in the middle of the road, terrified.

The diner windows RAIN down onto the car.

Steam BELLOWS from the crumpled hood.

Tuck, Teresa, and Jenny emerge from the passenger side.

JENNY
He's bleeding.

The lights in the diner come on.

TUCK
Get the baggie. We have to get out 
of here.

Chelsea moves to the curb, HIDES herself behind a lamp post.

JENNY
We can't leave him.

TUCK
You want to go to jail?

Teresa grabs Jenny by the arm and pulls her along after Tuck.

TERESA
He'll be O.K.. Come on!

Jacob steps from the diner door as Jenny and Teresa disappear 
down the alley.

Jacob climbs around the smashed car, opens the driver door.

He pulls the unconscious David gently out, lies him on the 
sidewalk. David bleeds badly from a large gash above his eye. 

Jacob looks up and down the street, sees nobody.

He leans over David, runs his thumb across the open wound.

It closes. Heals. Disappears.

Jacob wobbles, then stands straight.

A red wound appears on Jacob's head, turns quickly pink, 
fades to a small line.

Chelsea steps closer. 

CHELSEA 
Is he alright? What did you do? 
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Jacob, startled, spins to face her. She gazes at the pink 
vanishing line on his forehead. 

JACOB 
Just a bloodied nose. He's alright.  

Jacob takes a handkerchief from his pocket, wipes the blood 
from David's face.

Weak kneed and stunned, Chelsea moves to the shadows of the 
alley, leans against a brick wall, slides to the ground.

David stirs.

INT. SOUL DINER/VARIOUS - NIGHT 

Jacob walks up the stairs slowly, the picture of Ruth in his 
hand. He enters his--

BEDROOM

Sits on the edge of the bed. He puts the picture on the night 
table, looks at it.

JACOB 
Go ahead and say it.

Jacob stares at the picture, awaiting a reply.

JACOB
A young man crashed into the diner.  
He wasn’t hurt badly.

Jacob runs his finger across the faint scar, as if showing it 
to the picture.

JACOB
Maybe that’s the end of it.

EXT. SOUL DINER - DAY

SUPERIMPOSE “FEBRUARY”

Jacob stands at the corner, watches REPAIRMEN put the 
finishing touches on the new brick.

A truck sits at the curb. 

TWO WORKERS carry a huge pane of glass from the truck, set it 
into the empty window-frame.
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As one of the workers holds it in place, the other begins 
setting the framing pieces back in place.

Jacob studies the new window, “Soul Diner” colorfully painted 
in green and red across the glass.

MEOW.

Seeayetee wraps himself around Jacob’s feet. 

Blood stains the bottom of Jacob’s pants.

He picks up the cat. Seeayetee is bloody, a nasty tear in his 
back just below the shoulder.

Jacob steps down the sidewalk, away from the workers. 

He strokes Seeayetee.

JACOB
I think this is your ninth. Better 
start being more careful.

INT. COURTHOUSE - DAY

David sits as his ATTORNEY rises, strides toward the bench.

A few COURT WATCHERS sit at the back of the court room.

David’s parents, ANNE and GEORGE, (50s), well dressed and 
smug, sit in the first row of benches.

The JUDGE, shuffles through papers.

DAVID'S ATTORNEY
Your honor, David is prepared to 
pay damages, and--

The judge waves off the attorney impatiently.

JUDGE
Thank you, I've read the documents.

The Attorney takes a seat next to David. 

The judge looks sternly at David.

JUDGE
I've spoken with the owner of the 
diner, and found a rare opportunity 
for justice in this case.

The judge puts his glasses on, picks up a document.
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JUDGE
In addition to restitution, the 
court orders a three month license 
suspension and three hundred hours 
of community service under the 
supervision of Mr. Levine. 

The judge brings his gavel down. In an--

ADJACENT COURTROOM

ANOTHER JUDGE bangs their gavel.

ANOTHER JUDGE
Order, Order. Mrs. Krager, please 
take your seat.

An upset Margaret sits, wipes her eyes, glances at Chelsea.

JUDGE
Mrs. Krager, while the court urges 
your daughter to consider the 
advice of doctors, we find no basis 
to deny her right to decide 
treatment, and this action is 
hereby dismissed.

INT. COURTHOUSE/HALLWAY - DAY

David and his parents emerge from one courtroom, Chelsea and 
her mother from another.

Chelsea sees David. She catches him quickly, grabs his arm.

He turns, startled. 

Chelsea examines his face. 

CHELSEA
I'm... sorry. I thought you were 
someone else.

Chelsea walks away. David looks after her, confused.

INT. MERCEDES - DAY

David’s father pulls from the court parking lot into heavy 
traffic. His mother rides in the front passenger seat. 

David pouts in the back seat.
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DAVID
No way I'm working for some perv in 
the slums.

ANNE
It’s hardly a slum.

GEORGE
I believe we now call it the 
historic district.

DAVID
Whatever.

GEORGE
At least you get out without a 
record. That would look great on a 
law school application.

DAVID
Do you know what kind of people 
hang out there? I could catch 
something.

ANNE
I don't think 'poor' is contagious.

DAVID
They aren't just poor. Freakin drug 
addicts and criminals.

GEORGE
Dregs of society. Not unlike some 
of your friends. Do your time and 
put it behind you.

They stop at a red light. An SUV rolls through the 
intersection on the cross street.

INT. SUV - DAY

Chelsea, sullen in spite of her victory, rides shotgun. Her 
mother, agitated, drives.

MARGARET
I’ll get a psychiatrist to say 
you're not in your right mind.

Chelsea glares at her mother, unbelieving.

CHELSEA
Mom, disagreeing with you doesn't 
make me crazy.
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Chelsea's mother pulls to the side of the road, by a park.

She breaks down in tears.

MARGARET
We won't just watch you die.

Chelsea looks at her mother, softens. She leans over and puts 
her arm around her.

CHELSEA
Remember how I screamed when you 
wanted me to take dance lessons?

Margaret chokes back an involuntary laugh.

MARGARET
You danced before you walked.

CHELSEA
You were convinced I’d like it, and 
be good at it, remember?

Margaret nods, looks in her daughter’s eyes.

CHELSEA
It was magical to me. How many kids 
know at five what they are destined 
to do with their lives?

MARGARET
But, baby, you don’t need to give 
up your dreams.

Chelsea stares at her mother in disbelief.

CHELSEA
What? An artificial leg?

MARGARET
It’s not unheard of for a dancer.

CHELSEA
I’ve been invited to S.A.B. for the 
summer session. You think they’ll 
take me with a wooden leg?

MARGARET
I realize it means starting over, 
but--
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CHELSEA
No! It means the end. It’s not some 
glorious new beginning, mother. 
It’s the end of all my dreams.

Margaret is angry.

MARGARET
And what about my dream? Seeing my 
daughter grow up. 

Chelsea stews.

CHELSEA
My mind is made up. I’ll find 
another way to beat this. Holistic, 
acupuncture, aromatherapy, I don’t 
know.

MARGARET
You have to consider--

CHELSEA
Yes, I have to consider. Me, not 
you. The court said that I decide.

MARGARET
You still live under our roof.

CHELSEA
Fine.

EXT. THEATRE/ALLEY - DAY

The alley by the stage door is empty. 

Chelsea sets down a suitcase, balances a box on one arm, and 
digs out her keys.

She looks quickly side to side, unlocks the door, and hurries 
into the theatre.

EXT. SOUL DINER/ALLEY - DAY

It is snowing.

Jacob sweeps off the porch with a ratty broom, leans it 
against the house.

He grabs crates of meat and vegetables from a pick-up truck 
and stacks them on the porch.
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Seeayetee investigates, sniffs each crate, paying particular 
attention to one with fresh fish.

Rock music thunders from a car as it creeps down the alley, 
the bass rattling windows. 

The car stops behind the truck.

Tuck drives, David in the passenger seat. 

TUCK
Just in time. You get to be a dock 
worker before you start playing bus 
boy to the bums.

DAVID
Fuck you, asshole. You'd be here 
yourself if I hadn't dummied up.

TUCK
Whoa! Careful, dude. You aren't bus 
material. 

Tuck sticks out his hand, rubs his thumb on his fingers.

DAVID

Reaches for his wallet, hands Tuck a bill.

He gets out of the car, walks slowly toward Jacob.

Jacob stacks another crate, looks at Tuck, annoyed.

Tuck grins, flips the bird, backs up, and leaves.

David approaches Jacob, hesitantly. 

DAVID
You run this place by yourself?

JACOB
Some people actually volunteer. 
Tonight it's just us, rookie.

Jacob reaches for another crate.

DAVID
Uh, I can do six to eight tonight.

Jacob sets the crate down, glances at his watch.

JACOB
It's 6:07. Your time starts when 
you pick up your first crate. 
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We stop serving at eight. You're 
done after the tables are cleared, 
dishes are washed, and floors are 
cleaned.

DAVID
This isn't the army, yo.

JACOB
And it’s not day care. 

Jacob grabs a crate, heads for the door. He turns.

JACOB
I'll sign off on your work when 
you've put in the effort. And my 
name is Mr. Levine, not, yo. You 
want to spend extra time to chit 
chat, that's up to you.

Jacob walks inside.

David looks wistfully down the alley.

DAVID
(sotto)

Fuck me.

EXT. THEATRE - DAY

The marquee reads:

“CLOSED FOR SEASON. SEE YOU IN JUNE”

INT. THEATRE - DAY

Dark, except for a bare bulb in a work light.

Chelsea makes her way to the--

STAGE

The imaginary sound of applause. 

Chelsea curtsies. Repeats to the other side.

She pantomimes receiving a bouquet of flowers, removes one,
offers it to an invisible partner.

The applause dies. She looks at the rows of empty seats.

Chelsea warms up. 
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She bends, stretches, moves one leg in a circular sweeping 
motion (ronde de jambe a terr´´e), brushes the floor with her 
foot...

INT. SOUL DINER/KITCHEN - DAY

David carries two crates through the back door to the steel 
preparation table in the middle of the room. 

Pots, pans, and utensils hang above the table. 

He looks around.

A large deep double sink. A high pressure spray hose hangs
above it. Double ovens, twin microwaves, and a twelve burner
stove top take one wall. 

Side by side refrigerator freezers and shelves take another.

Jacob unloads a crate of meat into a freezer.

DAVID
How do you afford all this food if 
you don't charge people to eat?

JACOB
Donations. Store overstocks, local 
churches, community food drives.

DAVID
Where should I put this stuff?

JACOB
Boxes and cans go in the storage 
room upstairs. The key is there on 
the wall.

David grabs the key, picks up the crates, heads through the 
swinging door.

JACOB
Bring down four cans of peaches 
while you’re up there.

DAVID
Aye, aye, mon capatan.

INT. SOUL DINER/UPSTAIRS - DAY

David struggles up the stairs, sets down the crates. He 
fumbles with the keys, unlocks a door with a small sign:
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“FOOD STORES”

A large room fitted with metal racks floor to ceiling. 

It brims with canned and packaged food.

He pushes the crates into the room, looks back down the 
stairs, walks around checking rooms.

He looks in a bathroom, closes the door, walks to the next.

JACOB’S BEDROOM

David enters, walks to the dresser. He rummages through the 
various books, flips open the largest of the journals.

Newspaper clippings taped to the pages. Articles from the 
early 1940’s, headlines about the war. 

Auschwitz prominent in the by-lines.

He flips to the back of the journal. Obituaries.

A SCRATCHING sound makes David spin in surprise. 

Seeayetee sits outside the window, stares accusingly at 
David, rakes his claws against the glass.

David closes the book, leaves the room.

INT. SOUL DINER/VARIOUS - NIGHT

In the--

SERVING AREA

Jacob guides a SMALL WOMAN, (40’s), dignified despite her 
situation, to a table. He pulls out a chair. 

David delivers plates to a nearby table with a MOTHER and 
BOY, brings a plate to the Small Woman.

She stares at the number tattooed on Jacob's left forearm.

David glances at the tattoo, arranges the cutlery.

SMALL WOMAN
My grandmother had one of those.

JACOB
I’m sorry. 
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SMALL WOMAN
She died there. I never met her. My 
mother had escaped to America. She 
told me never to forget.

JACOB
None should forget.

David turns for the kitchen.

The BOY at the next table pushes his plate away, hits his 
glass, spills juice over the table. It drips on the floor.

BOY
I hate meatloaf!

David GLARES at the kid as he passes.

IN THE KITCHEN

David angrily grabs a mop and rag from the utility closet, 
heads out, passes Jacob coming in at the swinging door.

IN THE SERVING AREA

David returns to the Boy’s table. The Mother, on her knees, 
wipes juice with a napkin. David drops the rag on the table.

DAVID
I’ll get that.

She looks up at him, struggles to her chair.

MOTHER
Thank you. I’m so sorry.

David mops the mess. 

The Boy takes the rag in a mangled hand, cruelly deformed at 
the wrist, clumsily wipes at the table.

The Mother puts her hand on the Boy’s, helps him clean.

Jacob comes to the table with a new plate. A sandwich.

JACOB
Peanut butter and honey, right?

The Boy’s eyes alight, a huge grin.

David sees the Boy’s face is out of whack, the muscles 
pulling it in awkward ways.

He sheepishly completes his task, walks away.
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LATER - KITCHEN

David pushes through the swinging door with two bus trays in 
his hands. He sets them by the sink, leans over and takes a 
deep breath.

Jacob passes his hands under the water three times each, 
before turning off the faucet.

DAVID
Can I turn off the light?

JACOB
May I.

DAVID
Sure, go ahead.

Jacob carefully dries his hands, motions to the trays. 

David scrapes food into the disposal.

JACOB
You mean "may I", not can I. 
Obviously you are able to.

DAVID
Great, I get to work and go to 
school at the same time. May I turn 
off the lights?

JACOB
It's only seven forty five.

DAVID
They're just sitting in there.

JACOB
What about the old woman struggling 
through the snow to get here and 
have her only meal of the day?

DAVID
There's an old woman coming?

JACOB
I don't know, and neither do you. 
But we stay open until eight.

David uses the hose to blast off dishes and sets them in the 
empty sink.
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DAVID
But these people are done. I could 
be sweeping up if they would leave.

JACOB
It's cold out.

DAVID
They'll have to leave in fifteen 
minutes. Won't it still be cold?

JACOB
So, until then they can stay where 
it's warm. Why begrudge them a 
little comfort?

DAVID
Maybe if they worked, they’d be 
more comfortable.

JACOB
And you? How hard do you work for 
your comforts?

DAVID
That's different.

JACOB
We are all different, and all the 
same. You don't know the path that 
led them here.

DAVID
Too lazy to work would be my guess.

JACOB
Come here.

Jacob pushes open the door a crack. Points to a BEARDED MAN 
with a missing arm who sits in the corner by himself.

JACOB
He lost his family and an arm to a 
drunk driver.

Jacob points out a tough looking LONG HAIRED GUY (30’s) near 
the door.

JACOB
Gulf war veteran. Still living the 
nightmares and trying to cope.
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DAVID
OK, I get it. Nobody is lazy. They 
all have a sad story to tell and 
it's my fault they’re bums, right?

David turns back to the sink and works on dishes. Jacob 
stares after him, clearly angry.

JACOB
Go ahead, piss on your own mitzvah.

David turns and stares at Jacob.

DAVID
My what?

JACOB
Mitzvah.

DAVID
I'm not Jewish.

JACOB
Neither is Bill Gates.

DAVID
I don't get it.

JACOB
I'm sure you have a computer. Maybe 
you could learn something besides 
who’s sleeping together.

Jacob hangs pots above the prep table, angrily slams them on 
to the hooks.

DAVID
Don’t have a stroke. What’s the big 
deal anyway?

JACOB
I have no patience for those that 
think themselves better by some 
right of birth.

DAVID
Whoa. It’s not like I’m a Nazi.

Jacob is enraged, barely able to control his emotion.

JACOB
Do you think they appeared by 
magic? 
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They were cultivated by evil that 
played upon their fear and 
ignorance. Indoctrinated to believe 
their superiority.

Jacob storms out of the room. 

David shakes his head, confused. 

He drops a wash rag into a pan of steaming water.

INT. THEATRE/DRESSING ROOM - NIGHT

Chelsea wrings out a hot towel above a bowl.

Over-the-counter pills, medications, and elixirs line the 
dressing table. 

She picks up a bottle with a Chinese label, soaks the towel 
with the dark liquid. 

Wrinkling her nose at the smell, she wraps the towel around 
the calf of her right leg.

She binds the towel tightly with self stick plastic wrap, 
admires her handiwork.

Selecting one of the bottles from the dresser, she opens it, 
shakes out a large pill, swallows it.

One after another, she swallows a pill from each bottle.

She opens a jar of honey and dips in a spoon.

INT. SOUL DINER/KITCHEN - NIGHT

Jacob stirs a cup of tea. He sits at the small table.

A sixties comedy re-run plays on the small B&W TV.

He sets the spoon down, picks up the photo of his wife.

JACOB
This kid... He has some bad 
influences in his life.

Jacob stares at the photo, his eyes grow wet.
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INT. WAREHOUSE - DAY (FLASHBACK)

The Kanada warehouse, where the personal belongings of 
prisoners are sorted. Rack after rack of labelled boxes.

GERMAN SOLDIERS, sit around long tables and sort the effects 
into various piles.

A YOUNG JACOB and another PRISONER, enter, carry boxes.

They move under the watchful gaze of a GERMAN OFFICER.

The Prisoner, exhausted, stumbles, drops the box. 

The contents scatter across the floor.

The Prisoner gets to his knees, scrambles to collect items.

Young Jacob stops to help. 

The Officer pushes Jacob with a club, urges him onward.

Young Jacob moves on.

The Germans at the tables watch the Officer with interest.

The Officer glances at the Germans, assures their attention. 
He crashes his club into the Prisoner’s neck. 

The man cries out, falls prone.

INT. THEATER/BATHROOM - NIGHT

Chelsea, bows before the porcelain goddess, heaves.

A rainbow of half dissolved pills dance across the water in 
the rust stained toilet.

She crosses her arms across the lip of the bowl and rests her 
sweaty head on them.

INT. TUCK'S CAR - DAY

David rides shotgun. Tuck drives. 

Teresa sits in the back. 

They inch along in a fast food line.

TUCK
How long before your parole?
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DAVID
I think I'll be thirty.

TUCK
Dude, you might as well be dead.

TERESA
Jenny's out with Dane Wilson.

DAVID
What did she wait? A week?

TUCK
I can score tickets to the Band 
Jam. She'll dump Dane for those.

DAVID
I'll probably have to work. I got 
accepted at N.Y.U.. Almost 
impossible to get my time in before 
first semester.

TUCK
I’m gonna need some cash for them, 
just in case.

They pull to the window. 

Tuck sticks his hand out to David, who passes him a bill.

Tuck hands the bill through the window to the CASHIER.

TUCK
Maybe I should offer them to Dane.

DAVID
Maybe you should blow me. The old 
man might give me the night off.

Tuck takes a bag from the Cashier, hands it to David. 

TUCK
You should stop being a pussy, and 
just take it off. What’s he going 
to do, fire you?

The Cashier holds out change. Tuck sticks his hand out.

INT. THEATRE/DRESSING ROOM - DAY

Change falls onto the dressing table, along with a dollar 
bill and all the other contents of a young lady’s purse.
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Chelsea drops the purse and rifles her pockets. 

She finds a single and a few coins, adds them to the pile.

She frantically searches her small bag, throwing clothes 
across a roll-a-way cot.  

The bag empty, she stares at her belongings stupidly.

CHELSEA
(sotto)

Great.

EXT. SOUL DINER - NIGHT

Chelsea approaches the diner, watches people enter. 

She walks past, peeks through the window, hesitates.

She takes a deep breath, walks to the door and enters.

INT. SOUL DINER/VARIOUS - CONTINUOUS

Most tables are full and conversation is loud. Some of the 
crowd seems to know each other.

Several people eye her as she moves to a small empty table
and claims a seat.

David and Jacob bustle through the swinging door with 
armloads of full plates.

They deposit the food at various tables. Jacob approaches 
Chelsea, sets a plate in front of her.

JACOB
Here you are, young lady. 

CHELSEA
I haven’t ordered anything.

JACOB
Well, there’s good news and bad 
news. The bad news is, this is the 
only thing on the menu.

Jacob smiles at her.

CHELSEA
The good news?
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JACOB
It’s free.

Jacob is pleased to see her relief.

JACOB
You haven't been here before.

CHELSEA
Is that a problem?

JACOB
Everyone is welcome. There's 
coffee, tea and juice in the other 
room. Help yourself.

CHELSEA
Actually, we’ve met. Kind of. The 
night of the accident.

JACOB
Ahh, the girl in the hood. Well, 
welcome.

Jacob looks at her curiously, recognizes her.

JACOB
Chelsea?

She is surprised.

CHELSEA
Yes, how did you know that?

JACOB
I think I have something of yours.

Jacob gives her a warm smile, hurries off upstairs, leaving 
her confused. 

Chelsea studies the others in the diner, as inconspicuously 
as possible. 

Nearby, a YOUNG MOTHER (20’s), and two small CHILDREN.

The Mother wipes the nose of the smallest BOY, (3). He is 
pale, eyes puffy, nose running. He hacks continuously. 

They are clean, though shabby. Happy and well behaved.

The Older Boy (5), flips his paper place-mat over, searches 
his mother’s purse.
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OLDER BOY
You didn’t bring a crayon?

His mother looks at him, joins the search through the purse.

Chelsea digs a pen from her purse, walks to the table, sets 
it in front of the boy.

CHELSEA
I have this. It’s blue.

The Older Boy smiles at her, grabs the pen, draws.

YOUNG MOTHER
What do you say?

The Older Boy glances to Chelsea, a well rehearsed smile.

OLDER BOY
Thank you.

CHELSEA
You’re welcome.

The Young Mother gives Chelsea a grateful smile.

Chelsea returns to her seat.

Jacob comes down the stairs, crosses to Chelsea, sets her 
wallet on the table.

Chelsea is pleasantly shocked. She grabs the wallet, looks at 
Jacob in surprise.

JACOB
You dropped it getting in a cab. I 
meant to mail it to you, but I 
suffer from A.G.E..

Chelsea gets it, laughs.

CHELSEA
You’re a lifesaver. Thank you.

Jacob nods at her untouched plate.

JACOB
You're going to hurt my feelings.

Chelsea takes a bite.

JACOB
That's better. You look like you 
could use a good meal.
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David passes with an armful of plates, delivers them to the 
Young Mother and children.

Chelsea nods toward David.

CHELSEA
Is that your grandson?

JACOB
No, my slave.

CHELSEA
Your slave?

Chelsea looks at the barely visible scar on Jacobs forehead.

JACOB
I'm kidding. Thought it might bring 
a smile to that pretty face. He's 
doing community service.

CHELSEA
I see.

Jacob smiles.

JACOB
Enjoy your meal.

Jacob starts to the kitchen. 

The Young Boy coughs violently. 

Jacob stops behind him, glances at the Young Mother.

JACOB
Under the weather?

YOUNG MOTHER
Just a cold I hope.

Jacob touches the back of his fingers to the Young Boy’s 
head, then tousles the child’s hair. 

The boy stops coughing. 

JACOB
He'll be fine.

Jacob COUGHS as he makes his way to the kitchen.

LATER
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The Young Mother and Children, along with half the others, 
are gone. Jacob wanders through the dining area, collects 
plates. 

He stops at Chelsea’s table. Her food is mostly untouched.

JACOB
You need me to reheat that?

CHELSEA
No, it’s fine, really. 

Jacob gestures at her plate with his free hand.

JACOB
Eat, eat. It's cold out there. You 
could use some meat on those bones.

CHELSEA
I'm a dancer. It's all muscle. 

JACOB 
Muscles need food too! 

Jacob pats her hand with his free hand. 

He GASPS, DROPS the plates. 

Others in the diner look over in surprise.

Jacob pulls his hand away, steps back unsteadily, shocked. 

Chelsea too, seems to have been struck by lightning, her eyes 
wide. She stares at him with wonder.

Jacob looks afraid.

CHELSEA
Are you alright? 

Jacob struggles to regain his composure.

JACOB
I'm fine. Finish your dinner. 

Jacob leaves the mess of plates, walks quickly and unsteadily 
to the ...

KITCHEN

And peeks back through the door at Chelsea.

He hurries to the sink, turns on the water, passes his hands 
under it three times each. 
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He steps away, falls into a chair. 

He looks at his hands. Water drips from his fingers. 

INT. HOUSING BUNKER - NIGHT (FLASHBACK) 

Drops of blood fall from the mangled fingers of a thin man, 
horribly malnourished.

The man stands first in line of several dozen, who press in 
on Jacob, squeezed into the corner of the filthy room. 

Jacob takes the man’s hand. 

The blood seems to transfer to David’s fingers. The man nods 
thanks, moves away.

His face a mask of pain, David trembles as he grasps hand 
after hand, takes on the wounds and pains of many. 

INT. SOUL DINER/KITCHEN - NIGHT 

Jacob still sits, tired. 

David enters, drops a tray on the counter. 

DAVID
We finally get someone in here that 
doesn't stink and you chase her 
away.

Jacob, in a stupor, stares blankly. 

David moves closer.

DAVID
You alright old man?

Jacob blinks, gathers his senses.

JACOB
Yes... yes, fine.

David scrapes the dishes into the garbage can.

DAVID
So, I took your advice. This 
mitzvah. It's all about doing good 
deeds. Is that it?

Jacob looks up, genuinely surprised.
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JACOB
A selfless act, yes. Helping 
someone when there is nothing in it 
for you.

David gestures around.

DAVID
Is that what this is all about? You 
stocking up good deeds?

Jacob ponders a moment, glances at the picture of Ruth.

JACOB
Everything is art, and life is 
about perspective.

DAVID
What’s that even mean?

JACOB
It means doing good things makes 
you feel good. Cleanses you inside. 
Have you not felt it yet?

DAVID
Well, it hasn’t been as crappy as I 
thought it would be.

Jacob stares at David, puzzled.

JACOB
Why do you try so hard to be what 
you aren’t?

David is confused and embarrassed. He turns back to the sink.

DAVID
I don’t.

JACOB
Then why is basic goodness and 
decency embarrassing? 

David is in deeper than he is accustomed.

DAVID
Because there’s so little of it.

JACOB
Then more the need.

David spins to face Jacob.
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DAVID
That tattoo on your arm. The 
numbers. They’re from a 
concentration camp aren’t they?

Jacob answers with a silent stare.

DAVID
How can you talk about goodness and 
decency after surviving something 
like that?

JACOB
Enough chit chat on my time. Come 
in early if you want to pry into my 
life.

David shakes his head, returns to the--

DINING ROOM 

And turns off the outside light. He collects empty dishes, 
turns to the kitchen, stops.

He looks at the Long Haired Guy by the door.

DAVID 
We've got a little left if you’re 
still hungry.

The Long Haired Guy picks up his napkin, tucks it into his 
shirt, smiles at David. 

LONG HAIRED GUY
Appreciate it.

INT. SOUL DINER/STORAGE ROOM - NIGHT 

Ruth’s picture sits on one of the stuffed shelves. 

Jacob glances at it frequently as he counts items, marks on 
his clipboard. 

He stops suddenly, drops the clipboard to his side, glances 
toward the picture.

JACOB
I’m not ignoring you.

He walks to the picture, picks it up. 
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JACOB
I know it’s not the boy. It’s the 
dancer.

He drops his head in despair, heaves a troubled sigh.

He looks back to the picture.

JACOB
She’s so sick, Ruth... Bad sick. I 
don’t think I can help her.

Jacob stares at the picture for a moment. His eyes tear up. 

His hands shake. He sets it down. 

INT. HOUSING BUNKER - DAY (FLASHBACK) 

Early morning. Jacob throws his legs over the hard cramped 
bunk, drops to the floor. 

Others in the tightly packed warehouse of three high bunks 
begin to wake. 

Jacob moves to the bucket and relieves himself. It is full, 
and splashes over onto the floor. 

A tall bent MAN of twenty or so steps up beside Jacob, 
wordlessly extends his arm. 

A long cut across his forearm is red and raw, oozes puss. 

Jacob grabs the mans wrist, looks into his dull eyes. The 
wound transfers to Jacob's arm, and he winces. 

It quickly fades.

MAN 
Ari needs you, Jacob. 

Jacob lets go of his wrist, frowns, glances toward a bunk 
where a man lies still and silent. 

JACOB 
I can’t heal the starving. 

INT. THEATRE - DAY

Empty.

Chelsea presses a button and music floods from the boom box 
on the stage.
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She moves cautiously at first, barely marking the steps.

She repeats the steps with more motion, but still only 
completes the steps halfway.

She grows bolder, soon dancing full out, every extension of 
her leg to the fullest. Every leap to it's maximum.

She lands sure footed, quickly into the next step.

Drenched in sweat, she completes the dance with a flourish 
long missing. 

She breaks into a grin, fires off two quick jetés, and 
punches her fist in the air.

CHELSEA
Yeah baby! ABT here I come.

INT. SOUL DINER/DINING AREA - DAY

David sweeps.

Jacob enters from the kitchen with an armful of settings.

He sets tables.

JACOB
You’re in early.

DAVID
I need the time. I was thinking 
maybe you could pad my hours a 
little.

Jacob stops, looks at David.

DAVID
I don’t know if I can get them all 
in before my classes start. I’m 
going to N.Y.U., pre-law.

JACOB
Then you should know all about 
serving your sentence.

Jacob heads to the kitchen. David stares after him.
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INT. SOUL DINER/KITCHEN - EVENING

Jacob works at the stainless steel island in the center of 
the room. He tears heads of lettuce and throws them into a 
huge bowl of salad.

David bursts through the swinging door with a tray of 
glasses.

He is frantic as he slips, regains his balance, and puts the
tray next to the sink.

DAVID
I could use some help out there.

JACOB
If you don't clean that floor, it's 
likely to be just me cooking, and 
trying to serve.

David grabs a mop from the closet, attacks the wet floor.

JACOB
How busy?

DAVID
Standing room only.

Jacob grins wryly as he smacks a head of lettuce on the 
counter and rips it apart.

JACOB
Nothing like a late winter storm  
to make people hungry.

David puts the mop away, looks into the pot of boiling water.

DAVID
Should I put more noodles on?

Jacob glances at a large clock above the doorway. 6:50.

JACOB
Two boxes.

DAVID
By the way, your friend is here. 

Jacob freezes.

DAVID
The old woman struggling through 
the snow. She finally made it.
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Jacob walks to the swinging door, favoring his right leg.

DAVID
What’s with your leg?

Jacob ignores the question, peers through the door. 

David looks after him with a wry smile. 

A TOOTHLESS OLD WOMAN with fingerless gloves rocks back and 
forth at the table by the door.

JACOB
Mrs. Martin. She was old when I was 
young. Used to teach in a one room 
schoolhouse. 

David loads his arm up with plates.

DAVID
That's great. Maybe she can help me 
if I miss getting into school. Of 
course, I could always earn a 
living as a waiter. Coming through.

In the--

DINING ROOM

David deftly places plates, picks up empties. 

Chelsea walks in, shakes snow on to the mat. She finds a 
table and sits. 

David goes into the kitchen and comes straight out with a 
single plate. He places it in front of Chelsea.

CHELSEA
Thank you. Where's your slave 
driver? 

DAVID
Jacob? He's still cooking. It's 
really been busy. 

CHELSEA
It's really nice what you guys do. 
The food I mean.

DAVID
Can I get you something to drink? 
Want some juice? Milk? A beer?

Chelsea's mouth drops open.
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DAVID
Just kidding about the beer, but we 
do have juice and milk.

CHELSEA
Some juice would be nice.

David brings her the juice.

DAVID
Courthouse, right?

CHELSEA
Excuse me?

DAVID
That’s where I’ve seen you. You 
thought I was somebody else.

Awkward silence as they stare at each other. David gestures 
to the kitchen.

DAVID
I better get back in there. Nice 
meeting you again.

Chelsea smiles. David turns to the kitchen. 

He mouths the words “Nice meeting you again”, and shakes his 
head in disgust at his own awkwardness.

In the--

KITCHEN

Jacob picks up a cutting board with sliced tomatoes, slides 
some into the large salad bowl.

DAVID
You can have Mrs. Martin. That girl 
is back. She's actually quite 
pretty.

Jacob misses the bowl with half the tomatoes. They land on 
the floor.

JACOB
The girl?

DAVID
Yeah, the one that was here last 
night.

David watches Jacob's hand shake as he picks up the tomatoes. 
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DAVID
She make you nervous? 

JACOB
It's just such a cruel life for one 
so young. I worry. 

David loads another round of plates on his arm.

JACOB
Maybe you can find out where she 
stays? 

EXT. SMALL TOWN HISTORIC DISTRICT - NIGHT

David walks beside and just slightly behind Chelsea down the 
street. Their pace is slow, the silence awkward.

Chelsea points toward the theatre down the block.

CHELSEA
You really don't have to do this. 
It's just there. I'm staying at the 
theatre.

DAVID
Not a problem. Got me out of work. 
Maybe the old man will have the 
pans done.

They take several steps in silence.

DAVID
Do you have webbed feet?

Surprised, Chelsea stops, looks at him.

CHELSEA
Webbed feet?

DAVID
You walk like a duck.

CHELSEA
I'm a dancer. Occupational hazard.

CHELSEA
You spend fourteen years with your 
feet like this...

She turns her feet out in first position... 
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CHELSEA
and see how you walk.

DAVID
I didn't mean anything by it. It's 
graceful, just... different. 

CHELSEA
Meaning I don't walk like a 
Neanderthal?

She throws him a wry smile.

They continue, reach the door to the theatre.

CHELSEA
Well, this is it.

DAVID
Right. Guess you'll be okay from 
here?

CHELSEA
I think so. Thanks for walking me.

Chelsea digs the keys from her bag.

CHELSEA
Can I ask you something?

David looks sheepish, shrugs.

CHELSEA
Why do you work there? I mean, it's 
nice of you, but...

DAVID
It's... a service kind of thing.

Chelsea glances at David's forehead.

CHELSEA
I thought maybe it was something 
else.

INT. SOUL DINER/KITCHEN - NIGHT

Jacob sits at the small table, goes over an inventory sheet 
on a clipboard.

David walks in through the swinging door.

Jacob nods at the sink, full of dirty pots and pans.
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JACOB
I saved the dishes for you.

DAVID
Gee, thanks.

David goes to work on the pots and pans.

JACOB
You saw her home? 

DAVID
If you can call it that.

JACOB
Please don't tell me she's living 
in a box.

DAVID
No, the theatre down the street. 
She's some kind of dancer.

JACOB
The theatre... you're sure?

DAVID
Yeah. She had a key.

JACOB
She comes in again I want you to 
walk her.

DAVID
On your time?

JACOB
What? You have an opportunity to 
walk with a pretty girl and you 
want me to suffer? Youth really is 
wasted on the young. 

INT. CONVENIENCE STORE - DAY

Tuck and David fill their cups at a soda fountain.

TUCK
You're fucking kidding right? 
Instead of getting pussy, you're 
becoming one, dude.

DAVID
Fuck you, it's just a party. Not 
like it's the last one ever.

45.



TUCK
Not the point, ass breath. You 
don't do anything anymore. It's 
like the old man is your fuckin
pimp.

Tuck looks to see that he's not being watched, downs half the 
soda, refills the cup.

DAVID
It's not like that. If I don't show 
up, it's too late for him to get 
help. People depend on him.

TUCK
Who the hell are you? Mother 
Teresa? So some bum goes without 
one stinkin meal. They're used to 
that.

DAVID
It's not that simple. I have to get 
my time in, or I’ll end up missing 
my first semester.

TUCK
Dude, this is prime party time. You 
got your whole dull fucking life 
ahead of you.

DAVID
You’re so optimistic.

TUCK
Listen, what if you were sick? 
Fuck, the old man can survive a day 
without you.

They walk to the counter. Tuck pockets a candy bar while the 
cashier waits on another customer.

DAVID
You're right. Fuck it. I'm in.

Tuck high fives, David smacks his hand.

TUCK
That's my man. I was starting to 
worry about you, dude.

Tuck raises the drink so the cashier sees it. 

He nods at David.
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TUCK
You got this, right?

Tuck walks out.

EXT. UPPER CLASS HOME - DAY

Tuck and David roll up to the curb and get out of the car.

Several TEENS in swimwear, race from the front door, chase 
one another around the side of the house and into the back.

IN THE BACK

A DOZEN TEENS mingle around a pool. 

They party hard, drink, smoke, push one another in the pool.

Tuck and David walk up from the side of the house.

TUCK
PAR TAY!

Several Teens look their way, laugh. 

Tuck pulls his wallet from his shorts, puts it on a table. He 
strips off his shirt, cannonballs into the pool.

Jenny and DANE (19), a hefty, rather dull looking football 
player type, emerge from the back door of the house.

Dane heads straight for a large barrel of iced beer.

Jenny spots David, smiles, walks over.

She carries a joint, obviously not the day’s first.

She holds the doobie to David’s lips. He tokes.

JENNY
Thought you moved into that soup 
kitchen.

David blows the smoke out in a long plume.

Jenny drapes her arm around David’s shoulder, leans into him.

JENNY
I’ve been missing you.

David glances toward Dane.
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DAVID
Yeah, that’s pretty obvious.

She follows his gaze.

JENNY
He’s just a placeholder.

She runs her hand across David’s chest, down to his pants, 
squeezes.

JENNY
Girls have needs too.

David pushes her hand away.

DAVID
It’s cool. I didn’t put a ring on 
your finger.

Jenny laughs.

JENNY
No shit! And no ring in my nose 
either.

She walks toward Dane, looks back over her shoulder with a 
wicked grin.

David watches as she reaches Dane, hangs all over him. 

Dane grabs her ass. She giggles. He pulls her into the pool.

David surveys the partying teens. 

One HEAVY TEEN stumbles from the pool, pukes in the grass.

David turns, walks away.

INT. SOUL DINER/SERVING AREA - EVENING 

Jacob steps through the swinging door, plates of lasagna in 
both hands. He freezes for a moment. 

Chelsea sits at a corner table. Jacob takes a deep breath, 
moves quickly to her table, sets a plate in front of her.

JACOB
Enjoy.

He starts away quickly.
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CHELSEA
Wait, Mister...

He turns back, but does not move closer.

JACOB
Levine.

CHELSEA
Mr. Levine. I was wondering if I 
might speak with you.

JACOB
I'm sorry. I'm a bit busy.

Jacob moves to other tables, delivers plates, makes small 
talk with regulars. 

He looks over and sees Chelsea is gone.

Jacob enters the--

KITCHEN

Stops, surprised. 

Chelsea, at the prep table, scoops large slabs of lasagna 
onto plates.

CHELSEA
Looked like you could use help.

Jacob stands speechless. Chelsea smiles, picks up the plates, 
brushes by Jacob on her way to the dining room. 

He winces from the touch.

As the door swings closed --

David rushes in through the back door. 

DAVID 
Sorry I'm late. 

JACOB 
What does that change? 

David starts to speak. Nothing. He shrugs stupidly. 

Jacob nods at the sink, full of dirty pots and pans.

David glances at the pile, turns to Jacob, determined. 
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DAVID 
I really did try to -- 

JACOB 
Work while you make excuses.

David spins to the sink, yanks off his jacket.

He throws it on the counter, turns to the sink, scrapes food. 

Jacob LIMPS to the prep table, cuts lasagna.

DAVID 
Listen, I have to rely on others to 
get here.

JACOB 
Why is that? 

DAVID 
You know damn well why. 

JACOB 
Decisions have consequences. 

DAVID 
I didn't choose to run into your 
diner. In fact, I distinctly 
remember not wanting to.

JACOB 
You chose your friends, chose to 
protect them when they ran off and 
left you. Guess where following 
losers takes you.

Chelsea pushes through the swinging door and pulls up short 
when she spots David. 

She hesitates, takes another armload of plates out. 

DAVID 
What's she doing? 

JACOB 
She stepped up when you let me 
down. 

DAVID 
I said I was sorry. 

JACOB 
Sorry doesn't get the work done. 
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LATER 

Chelsea brings in a tray of dirty dishes. 

CHELSEA 
That's the last of them. Guess I'll 
be going. 

JACOB 
Wait. David, escort her home, 
please. 

David doesn't wait to be asked twice. He grabs his coat and 
takes her elbow. 

EXT. STREET - NIGHT 

David hustles along the sidewalk. Chelsea tries to catch up. 

CHELSEA 
Is something wrong? 

DAVID 
No. 

CHELSEA 
I can get home by myself. 

DAVID 
It's not you. It's that old man. 
Always lecturing me. 

CHELSEA 
Why do you volunteer? 

DAVID 
I don't. It's court ordered. I had 
an accident. 

CHELSEA 
I know. 

They arrive outside the--

THEATRE 

DAVID 
What were you looking for when you 
grabbed me in the courthouse? 

Chelsea turns to the door, inserts the key. 
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CHELSEA 
Nothing. It's not important. 

David takes her shoulder, turns her back. 

DAVID 
Tell me. 

Chelsea ponders a moment, nods. 

CHELSEA 
Come inside. It's cold. 

INT. THEATRE/DRESSING ROOM - NIGHT 

Chelsea sits on the edge of a roll-away cot. David sits on a 
chair, stares at her, disbelieving.

DAVID 
You have to admit, it sounds like 
science fiction.

CHELSEA 
I know what I saw. What do you 
remember?

David frowns, considers. 

DAVID 
Going into a skid. Next thing I 
knew I was lying on the sidewalk.

CHELSEA 
Your friends running away. The old 
man getting you out of the car. 
None of that?

David shakes his head.

DAVID 
I had blood on my shirt but I 
didn’t think it was mine.

CHELSEA 
It was yours. I saw it. Have you 
ever seen him touch anyone else? 

DAVID 
What do you mean? 

CHELSEA 
Anybody come in sick and leave 
healthy? 
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DAVID 
I don't really pay much attention 
to the people. 

CHELSEA 
Oh. 

DAVID 
Not you. I noticed you. 

CHELSEA 
That's not what I meant. I just 
hoped... that he might have done it 
with someone else. Healed them. 

DAVID 
Why? 

CHELSEA 
It doesn't matter. 

DAVID 
Obviously it does. Why? 

CHELSEA 
Because I have cancer. 

DAVID 
What the fuck? 

CHELSEA 
In my leg. The bone. 

DAVID 
Why aren't you in the hospital? 

CHELSEA 
They want to cut off my leg. I 
can't let them do that. 

DAVID 
If they take your leg, you're ok? 

Chelsea nods. 

DAVID
That's a no brainer. 

CHELSEA 
You don't understand. Nobody does. 

DAVID 
You thought he could help you? Did 
you ask? 
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CHELSEA 
How do you ask something like that? 

DAVID 
He likes you. He asked about you 
after I walked you here that first 
night. 

INT. SOUL DINER/KITCHEN - NIGHT 

Jacob hangs the last of the dry pans as David enters. 

DAVID 
Did you heal me? 

Jacob is startled, drops the pan. It clangs to the table. 

JACOB 
What? 

DAVID 
The night I ran into the diner. Did 
you heal me? 

Jacob picks the pan up. 

JACOB 
I... treated you. 

DAVID 
Treated me? For what? 

JACOB 
You hit your head. 

David plops down on a chair, stares at Jacob. 

DAVID 
She saw you. She said a gash on my 
head magically disappeared. 

JACOB 
It was a small wound. 

DAVID 
She's sick. Maybe you can help. 

Jacob frowns, turns to the sink, washes vegetables. 

David stares at him, disbelieving. He becomes angry. 

DAVID
You already knew, didn't you? 
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JACOB 
She’s very sick. It’s not a wound 
like yours. 

DAVID
But still, you knew, and did 
nothing!

Jacob does not reply. David paces the kitchen. 

DAVID
You're a fucking fraud. You have 
this... power, or whatever, but you 
hide in your little world here, 
spouting off about service. 

JACOB
You don’t understand. My gift has a 
price.

DAVID 
You could be saving lives. 

JACOB
Should I put a sign up, David? 
Where would that line end? What 
becomes of my own life then?

DAVID
She's a dancer with cancer in her 
leg. She won’t let them take it.

JACOB 
So she has a choice, but I 
shouldn't have? 

DAVID 
She could die! 

JACOB 
We all die. I can't change that. 

DAVID 
If growing old makes you so self 
centered, maybe that's a good 
thing. I can't believe I was 
starting to like you. 

David stomps out of the kitchen. 

Jacob stares after him.
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INT. SOUL DINER/BEDROOM - NIGHT (FLASHBACK)

Jacob moves to the bedside, sets a bowl of soup on the night 
table and looks down at Ruth (77). 

She sleeps. 

He sits on the edge of the bed, envelopes one of her hands in 
his, closes his eyes. 

Ruth wakes, smiles at him from a tired and worn face filled 
with peace.

Her free hand rises slowly to his grizzled cheek, her fingers 
lovingly stroke his face. 

RUTH 
Jacob, you can't cheat death, or 
stay the hand of God. It's my time, 
not yours. 

A tear runs from his eye, across her finger. 

JACOB 
First Zeke, now you. I am to be 
punished for my failures by living. 

Ruth smiles, sadly.

RUTH 
Much as I wanted a son, I would 
never have traded. You are my great 
love. I'm ready, Jacob. You have 
always been a survivor... survive. 

Her eyes close. The fingers in his grasp squeeze lightly for 
a moment. 

Jacob bends to her face and kisses her forehead as tears wash 
his face. 

INT. THEATRE - NIGHT 

David catches Chelsea mid-rehearsal. 

Chelsea spots him in the wings and stops. 

DAVID 
Don't stop. You're really good. 

CHELSEA 
What's up? 
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DAVID 
I talked to the old man and he 
won't help you. 

CHELSEA 
But he already did. 

DAVID 
What? 

CHELSEA 
When I was in there the other 
night. I mean, I didn't ask him or 
anything but after he touched me I 
was better. 

David is confounded.

DAVID 
That sneaky old perv. 

CHELSEA 
It wasn't like that. 

DAVID 
So you're healed? 

CHELSEA 
I don't know, but I’m better. 

DAVID
I just got done reaming him for 
being such an asshole. Don’t I feel 
stupid.

Chelsea hides a smile.

CHELSEA
I was taught it’s not polite to 
argue with a guest, so...

David laughs, looks around the theatre, gaining his nerve.

DAVID
So, what do you do when you’re not 
practicing?

CHELSEA
I wouldn’t know.

DAVID
Come on, you can’t practice all the 
time.
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She shrugs.

CHELSEA
Pretty much.

DAVID
I thought maybe we could... see a 
movie or something.

CHELSEA
A date? Or co-workers going out?

DAVID
Umm, I’m hoping a date.

Chelsea checks him over critically. David is nervous, and she 
likes it. She smiles.

CHELSEA
That might be fun.

INT. SOUL DINER/KITCHEN - NIGHT 

Chelsea walks into the kitchen as Jacob prepares dinner. 

JACOB 
We don't serve until six. 

CHELSEA 
I thought I could help again. 

JACOB 
You know I can't pay you. 

CHELSEA 
You've already paid me. 

Jacob looks her up and down, points to a bag of onions. 

JACOB 
Let's see what you're made of. 

Chelsea shrugs off her jacket and washes her hands. 

Jacob nods in approval. 

David busts through the door and comes up short at the sight 
of Chelsea chopping onions. He recovers quickly. 

DAVID 
Woo hoo! I'm not low man on the 
totem pole anymore. 
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JACOB 
Yes you are. She's a real 
volunteer. The dishes and mop still 
belong to you. 

David can't help himself, he grins. 

LATER 

Dishes washed, floor swept, David turns from the sink.

Jacob hangs pots and pans.

DAVID
Listen, about last night.

Jacob turns, studies David.

JACOB
Yes?

DAVID
Well, I’m sorry. You could have 
just told me.

JACOB
Told you what?

Chelsea plows through the door with empty condiment holders, 
glances from one to the other.

Jacob, realizes David’s awkwardness. 

JACOB
You can walk Chelsea home. 

CHELSEA 
I was wondering if I might watch 
your TV for a little while? 

A horn honks and David looks at Jacob. 

JACOB 
Go. I'll walk her. 

David walks to the door, looks back at Chelsea. 

He taps his watch, mouths, “One Hour”. They exchange smiles, 
and he hurries out. 

Chelsea takes a seat in front of the little TV.

Jacob occupies himself with busy work. Finally can't resist. 
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JACOB
David told me about the cancer. 
You’re seeing a doctor?

CHELSEA
They’ve done all they can.

Jacob turns to face her.

JACOB
Have they?

Chelsea holds his eyes a moment, averts his gaze.

JACOB
He tells me you are feeling well? 

CHELSEA
I can't thank you enough. 

JACOB 
No. Don't thank me. 

CHELSEA
I know it's because of you. 

JACOB 
These things are better left 
unsaid. 

Jacob walks behind her, lays his hand gently on her shoulder 
for just a moment.

He grimaces, pulls away.

He limps to the sink.

Chelsea glances at him.

CHELSEA
Is everything alright?

Jacob nods without turning to face her.

JACOB
I hope you haven’t stopped 
considering your options.

INT. MOVIE THEATRE - NIGHT

Coming attractions play on the big screen.
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David and Chelsea sit near the back of the theatre, eat 
popcorn.

CHELSEA
God, I haven’t actually gone to a 
movie in over a year.

DAVID
Really? What do you do on dates?

Chelsea looks sheepish.

CHELSEA
Uh, actually, this is my first.

David is dumbfounded.

CHELSEA
I started dance training when I was 
five. It sort of became my life.

DAVID
Wow. That’s kind of sad.

CHELSEA
I love dancing.

DAVID
Well sure, you’re a great dancer, 
but still, there’s a lot more.

CHELSEA
So what am I missing out on, oh 
great sage?

DAVID
I don’t know. Life, friends, fun. 
Parties!

CHELSEA
Yeah, I can see how that enriched 
your life.

David falls silent, stung. Chelsea glances at him, repentant.

CHELSEA
I didn’t mean anything by that, but 
I have friends and family. I read. 
I learn. I grow. I’m not living 
under a mushroom.

They sit in silence a moment, watch the trailers.
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DAVID
Where is your family?

CHELSEA
What?

DAVID
Your family. Why are you living in 
a theatre?

Chelsea looks at David, sees his sincere concern.

CHELSEA
Trying to prove my independence I 
guess. Take responsibility for 
myself.

They share a glance. The film begins. The introduction booms 
across the theatre. They look at the screen.

David stealthily inches his hand over hers.

MONTAGE - A TRIOS BOND GROWS STRONG

-- Jacob stirs a pot. David tries to taste. Jacob smacks his 
hand with the spoon. 

-- Chelsea and David serve meals. Hectic, they collide, do a 
dance in the aisle to customer’s delight, continue. 

-- David mops the floor, forward and back. Jacob shakes his 
head, grabs it, mops side to side, hands the mop back.

-- Jacob stirs a pot. Chelsea takes a taste. David throws up 
his hands in mock indignation. Jacob shrugs.

-- David does dishes. Chelsea plops a pan in, splashes him. 
He turns a sudsy face to her with a frown. She smiles.

-- David mops the kitchen floor, side to side. Chelsea tracks 
through. He scowls at her jokingly. She laughs. 

-- Chelsea serves Jacob and David at the kitchen table. Jacob  
touches her back as she puts the plate down, winces.

-- Chelsea dances on stage. Jacob and David, the only 
audience, clap and whistle. She bows.

INT. SOUL DINER/SERVING AREA - NIGHT

The rooms are near full with diners. Quite a few CHILDREN.
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SUPERIMPOSE: “THURSDAY - EARLY MAY”

TUCK staggers in the door, drunk and high. He looks around 
the room defiantly, daringly. 

The diners look away, mind their own business.

Tuck swaggers toward an empty table. He stops beside Small 
Woman, snatches a biscuit from her plate, takes a bite.

She looks up at him, disgusted.

TUCK
What? It’s free right? Get another 
one.

He continues to the empty table, sits.

Chelsea enters from the kitchen, carries drinks to a table.

TUCK
Hey, sweetheart.

Chelsea turns to face him.

TUCK
I could use a little service, if 
you know what I mean.

He licks his lips, wiggles his tongue at her.

Chelsea heads back to the kitchen, passes Jacob as he enters 
through the swinging door.

Jacob carries plates. He spies Tuck, walks to the table.

TUCK
Well, the saint himself. Ain’t I 
fucking honored. I’m here to see 
David, since you locked him away 
from his friends.

JACOB
You’re not welcome here.

TUCK
Not welcome? What the fuck? Am I 
too well dressed for this dump?

JACOB
You’re drunk.

63.



TUCK
And hungry. So why don’t you give 
me that food, old man.

Tuck grabs for one of the plates, knocks it from Jacob’s 
hand. It clatters to the floor, spills sauce on Tuck’s leg.

Tuck jumps from his chair, gets in Jacob’s face.

TUCK
Kinda sloppy for a waiter. Old as 
you are, you should have it down 
pat by now.

JACOB
I’m asking you to leave.

TUCK
And if I don’t?

Long Haired Guy grabs Tuck’s shoulder, spins him face to 
face. Bearded Man and Haggard Man stand solemnly beside him.

LONG HAIRED GUY
You want to leave on your feet, or 
otherwise?

Tuck sizes the men up, brushes the hand away.

TUCK
Food probably sucks anyway.

He turns to Jacob.

TUCK
David is going to a concert 
Saturday, so you’ll have to find 
some other kiss ass to help you.

Tuck heads out, knocks a chair over on the way.

David makes his way down the stairs with several large boxes 
just as the door closes. He takes in the odd scene.

EXT. SOUL DINER - LATER

Chelsea and David exit the diner, cross the street, walk 
toward the theatre.

TUCK

Driving, still high, putts along the street, watches. 
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He stops by the alley, watches Chelsea and David hug. 

Chelsea disappears through the stage door.

Tuck toots the horn. David spots him, jogs over.

DAVID
What’s up?

Tuck nods toward the alley.

TUCK
You hittin that?

DAVID
We’re friends.

TUCK
I could get real friendly with her.

DAVID
I don’t think she’s your type.

TUCK
Really? She like small dicks?

DAVID
What the fuck you want?

TUCK
Easy, little Willie. I didn’t know 
you was in love with an ice 
princess.

Tuck laughs. David is increasingly annoyed.

TUCK
The Band Jam is this weekend. 
You’re in right?

DAVID
I don’t think so. I’m scheduled.

TUCK
Yo, dude. This is the last blast 
before brainiacs like you squirrel 
off to school and become assholes.

DAVID
Now there’s something I could learn 
from you.

Tuck ignores the insult.
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TUCK
I’m gonna need some help with party 
supplies.

DAVID
So it’s about money.

TUCK
It’s about leading my buddy out of 
slow death, man. You got your 
license back, right?

DAVID
Tomorrow.

TUCK
Sweet! It’s like fate calling out 
to you. Your car fixed?

DAVID
Yeah.

TUCK
Awesome, you can drive.

David looks down the street at the diner.

DAVID
I’ll see if I can get off.

TUCK
Stick with me, dude. You’ll 
definitely get off.

INT. SOUL DINER/BEDROOM - NIGHT

Jacob sits on the bed, puts the picture of Ruth on the table.

He studies the picture somberly, smiles.

JACOB
We served almost fifty tonight, 
Ruth... so many children. You would 
love them. 

His smile fades, becomes sad.

JACOB
It would break your heart.

His own heart breaks anew as he stares at Ruth. 
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INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT (FLASHBACK)

A YOUNGER RUTH lies in a hospital bed, drained, pale.

Her puffy eyes betray recent tears.

YOUNGER JACOB bursts into the room, frantic.

He freezes, his pleading eyes locked on Ruth.

She shakes her head once, a tired, almost impossible effort, 
and the tears come fresh.

Jacob’s countenance crashes, his eyes a portrait in pain.

He walks slowly to the bedside, bends to his wife, takes her 
gently in his arms.

INT. SOUL DINER/KITCHEN - DAY

Jacob sprays a window and wipes with a paper towel. David 
wipes down tables.

SUPERIMPOSE: “FRIDAY”

JACOB
You know Saturday is busy.

DAVID
I’ve been late once, and never 
missed a day. I’m just asking for 
this one time.

JACOB
We’ll be closed Sunday. Why don’t 
you go then?

DAVID
It’s a concert, not a doctor’s 
appointment. They don’t set it to 
my schedule.

JACOB
Who are you going with?

DAVID
What difference does that make?

JACOB
Is Chelsea going?
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DAVID
No... I don’t know. I haven’t asked 
her.

JACOB
Your other friends are less than 
desirable.

DAVID
What do you know about my friends?

JACOB
I know they are the sort that would 
leave you bleeding to protect 
themselves.

DAVID
You forgot what it’s like to be 
young.

JACOB
I remember all too clearly. The 
choices you make now set the course 
of your life.

DAVID
I don’t remember the judge telling 
me I had to adopt your religion or 
listen to your bullshit.

Jacob examines the sparkling window, smiles at a PASSERBY.

JACOB
No. He said you needed to work.

DAVID
Whatever. I’ll be back at six.

David walks out.

EXT. PARK/GO-TRACK - DAY

David and Chelsea, decked out with helmets and pads, skate 
along a jogging track.

Chelsea skates backwards, holding a struggling David as he 
tries to stay up.

Crash. Down he goes, nearly pulling Chelsea with him.

She gracefully loops back to him, laughing. 

He frowns, glances at the nearby go-cart track.
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DAVID
Okay, show off, time for something 
I’m good at.

CHELSEA
Have to catch me first!

Chelsea takes off down the track.

David struggles to his skates, tears after her.

INT. THEATER/DRESSING ROOM - DAY

Chelsea bounces into the room, followed by David.

She removes her jacket, throws it on the cot.

She opens the small refrigerator, digs out a plastic bottle 
of soda. David sits on the cot.

Chelsea steps toward the small make-up chair. She falters, 
drops the bottle, grimaces, sits. 

The bottle rolls across the floor. David grabs it.

DAVID
You ok?

She rubs her leg, nods. A weak unsure smile.

CHELSEA
Overdid it a little I guess. 
Different set of muscles.

DAVID
All that stepping on the brake.

Chelsea is thoughtful.

CHELSEA
How would you feel if I had an 
artificial leg?

DAVID
What do you mean?

CHELSEA
Would it be freaky? Change things 
between us?

DAVID
Well, yeah. For one thing, I’d kick 
your ass skating.
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Chelsea laughs, comes to the bed and sits beside him. She 
takes the soda, unscrews the cap.

CHELSEA
That was fun.

She takes a long gulp, gives the bottle to David.

DAVID
Let me guess. First time on go-
carts?

He takes a drink. She pokes him in the ribs. He spills a bit 
of soda down his chin.

She laughs, grabs the edge of the sheet, wipes the soda off 
his face. Their eyes meet. 

He leans toward her, slowly, unsure. She looks uncertain, but 
doesn’t retreat.

He kisses her.

The kiss grows more passionate. They put their arms around 
each other. David pushes her gently down on the bed.

He breaks away, kisses her cheek, her neck, her ear.

His hand moves up her body, along her side. His thumb reaches 
her breast.

CHELSEA
David.

He unbuttons her top button, moves his hand into her blouse.

CHELSEA
David. Wait.

He presses on, cupping her breast in his hand, tries to kiss 
her mouth.

CHELSEA
Stop!

She pushes him away. He sits abruptly, frustrated.

DAVID
Damn, Chelsea. You’re really 
milking this innocence game.

She’s offended and angry. Gets off the cot, glares.
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CHELSEA
Is that what this is? A game? 

DAVID
I didn’t mean it like that.

CHELSEA
Really? Is there some other way to 
mean it? Clue me in, worldly one.

David stands, tries to embrace her. She knocks his hands 
away, steps back.

DAVID
We’ve been seeing a lot of each 
other.

CHELSEA
And? That means what? Four dates 
and score?

DAVID
I just thought--

CHELSEA
I know what you thought, and what 
you’re thinking with. You better 
go.

David turns to the door and leaves.

Chelsea sits on the cot and cries, head in hands.

INT. SOUL DINER/KITCHEN - EVENING

David bursts through the swinging door.

Jacob, at the prep table, sorts the night’s ingredients.

DAVID
Why are you closing Sunday?

JACOB
I’m making a pilgrimage of sorts. 
To visit my wife.

DAVID
Why can’t you do that tomorrow?

JACOB
It’s too late to change my plans.
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DAVID
Well, I’m not going to be here. I’m 
going to the concert. If you want 
to make a big stink about it, I 
guess that’s your choice.

Jacob stares at the angry David. David holds his gaze.

DAVID
Well?

JACOB
We are all defined by the 
influences we follow.

DAVID
You know what? I’ve had about 
enough influences defining me. I’m 
going to start leading my own 
fucking life.

JACOB
How does following a loser make you 
a leader?

David stares.

Jacob looks at the clock.

JACOB
It’s time to open.

David leaves the room without a word.

LATER

Jacob’s cane leans against the cupboard by the sink.

He stirs a pot at the stove, puts down the spoon, dumps the 
pot into a strainer in the sink.

He staggers slightly, grabs his cane, walks painfully to the 
chair at the small table.

David enters, obviously still angry. He looks at Jacob, who 
sits rubbing his leg.

He grabs the strainer from the sink, dumps the contents back 
into the pan. 

David grabs a couple plates, loads them with food.
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JACOB
Do you know why Chelsea didn’t come 
in tonight?

David answers without looking.

DAVID
Like you once told me, this ain’t 
day care.

David leaves with the plates.

Jacob struggles to his feet, moves to the phone on the wall.

INT. THEATRE/DRESSING ROOM - NIGHT

Chelsea lies on the cot.

A small fan blows, but Chelsea sweats, tosses uncomfortably. 

The door opens. 

Chelsea sits up, frightened.

Her mother and the THEATRE MANAGER (50’s), step into the 
room. The Manager is shocked and surprised. 

CHELSEA
How did you find me?

MARGARET
Mr. Levine contacted me. He was 
worried about you.

MANAGER
Chelsea, you can’t live here.

CHELSEA
It was just temporary. I wasn’t 
going to stay.

MARGARET
Your father has been worried sick. 

CHELSEA
I’m fine.

MARGARET
I’ve been patient, but the clock is 
running out.
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CHELSEA
I’m not giving up my leg. That 
hasn’t changed.

MARGARET
It's your leg or your life, 
Chelsea. Be reasonable.

CHELSEA
My legs are my life, mother! You,
of all people, should know that.

Chelsea jumps to her feet. Her leg buckles and she falls to 
the floor.

INT. SOUL DINER/KITCHEN - NIGHT

David turns off the sink, dries his hands on a dish towel.

He turns to Jacob, who wipes the prep table.

DAVID
That it?

Jacob looks at him, sees he is still angry.

JACOB
David... I know that--

DAVID
I’m really not interested in any 
more lectures. If we’re done, I’ll 
see you Monday.

They stare at each other a moment.

David leaves.

INT. HOSPITAL/OFFICE - DAY

SUPERIMPOSE: “SATURDAY”

Pierce sits at his desk with a file, across from Margaret and 
Chelsea. He studies as they anxiously watch.

DOCTOR PIERCE
Obviously we’ll need to wait for 
full test results, but from the 
preliminary examination, it’s clear 
that the long range prognosis 
hasn’t changed.
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CHELSEA
But I’ve been feeling fine. Today 
was the first time in weeks that 
I’ve even felt any pain.

DOCTOR PIERCE
I have no doubt that the 
progression has not been as rapid 
as I expected. You have had some 
period of remission, but clearly 
that has passed.

INT. SOUL DINER/SERVING AREA - DAY 

Jacob limps from table to table with his cane, setting each 
in order with condiments, napkins, a single flower.

He turns to the door as it opens.

An angry Chelsea enters, glances at his cane, stares him in 
the eyes.

CHELSEA 
I don't know how I could be so 
stupid. You touch me. I feel great 
and you feel like shit. Doesn't 
take an Einstein. 

JACOB 
I never meant-- 

CHELSEA 
For me to find out? I'm eighteen, 
you're eighty. Don't you think I 
would have found out eventually 
that I need an old man's touch to 
keep me well? 

JACOB 
I wanted you to have time to make 
the right decision. 

CHELSEA 
My leg? You're just like everyone 
else. You think you can decide for 
me what's important. Dancing is my 
life. 

JACOB 
You’re being selfish.
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CHELSEA
Because I choose not to be 
crippled?

JACOB
Because you think only of yourself. 
What about your parents and 
friends? The people that love you. 

CHELSEA
They don't care if I dance. 

JACOB 
That’s my point. They just want you 
to be part of their life. But to 
hell with them, right? It’s just 
about you and what you want. You’re 
acting like a child.

CHELSEA
I’m not a child. 

JACOB
Then understand the world doesn’t 
revolve around you. Care about 
those you affect. Life is not a 
solo journey, with others here 
simply to serve your desires.

CHELSEA
You’re the worst. You deceived me. 
At least everyone else was honest 
about what they wanted. You gave me 
false hope. You made me believe.  

Chelsea storms out. 

LATER

Jacob enters with a huge platter of sandwiches, covered in 
plastic wrap.

He sets them on the juice table next to two other platters, 
cut vegetables, rolls, pickles, olives. A regular picnic.

He stands back, surveys the table.

Satisfied, he picks up his coat and a homemade sign from a 
nearby table and walks to the front door.

He puts the sign in the window, puts his coat on, unlocks the 
door, and walks outside.
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EXT. SOUL DINER - DAY

Jacob turns back and looks at the sign.

“Help yourself night. Please take only what you need.”

He walks slowly up the sidewalk.

EXT. KRAGER RESIDENCE - DAY

Margaret and Chelsea turn into a cul-de-sac and try to find a 
way through the dozens of cars filling all the driveways and 
curb space. Some are even parked in lawns.

CHELSEA
What’s all this?

Margaret looks at her incredulously.

MARGARET
People that care about you.

CHELSEA
What? Why are they here?

MARGARET
Because I called everybody that’s 
been looking for you.

Chelsea looks around at the sea of cars as Margaret gives up 
and parks in the middle of the street.

MARGARET
You can’t disappear for weeks and 
not know the people that love you 
will worry.

EXT. CEMETARY - DAY

A cluster of tombstones in a quiet spot amongst trees.

Jacob kneels in front of a simple headstone, brushes dirt 
from the top of it, lays flowers.

He gently runs his finger over the name on the stone.

“RUTH LEVINE”.

JACOB
I’ve failed, Ruth. Both of them... 
My pride and arrogance.
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EXT. FAIRGROUNDS - EVENING 

David steps out of a port-a-john and lets the door slam 
closed behind him. Jenny throws her arms around his neck and 
plants a sloppy kiss on his mouth.

JENNY
This so fuckin rocked!

A huge makeshift stage is silent except for the stage hands 
breaking down equipment. The grass is littered with trash.

Hundreds of people move toward a gravel lot in the distance.

Tuck and Teresa make out a few yards away. David and Jenny 
walk over to them. Together, they head for the parking lot.

Tuck kicks a filthy hot dog across the dirt.

TUCK
Hey! You can snag some food here 
for your grubby friends.

Tuck and the girls laugh. David doesn't.

Tuck glances at David’s troubled face, smiles teasingly.

TUCK
I've been thinking of a plan to set 
your ass free. 

David looks suspiciously at Tuck. 

DAVID 
What kind of plan? 

TUCK 
You have to work at the diner 
right? 

DAVID
Right. 

TUCK 
Well, what if there wasn't a diner? 

DAVID
What are you talking about?

TUCK
A diner is useless without a 
working kitchen, right? 
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What if something went terribly 
wrong with the appliances? An 
electrical problem maybe.

DAVID
That’s crazy.

TUCK
Dude, you got class starting in two 
weeks. We got partying to do. 
Besides, you gonna have your hours 
in by then?

DAVID
Probably not, but still...

TUCK
That old fuck won’t sign you off. 
You’ll end up missing a semester 
because he’s a prick.

David realizes how serious Tuck is. Battles demons.

DAVID
No, man. He’s actually a good dude. 
I did the crime.

Tuck laughs at him.

TUCK
Yeah, you’re bad to the bone, 
right? You into serving losers and 
hangin with frigid bitches now?

David steps forward, menacingly. 

Tuck smiles, cooly.

TUCK
You wanna go there, you better be 
more than shit talk.

David takes a hard stare, blinks.

DAVID
Fuck this.

David heads for the parking lot. The girls giggle at a 
smiling Tuck.

TUCK
You became a fucking dickweed, man. 
All your friends have noticed. You 
always were more talk than walk.
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David stops, turns back.

DAVID
Friends? You mean, like the kind 
that hangs with you because you 
have money? Or the ones that 
fucking leave you injured to take 
the fall for them? That kind of 
friends?

TUCK
Fuck you. You would have done the 
same thing.

DAVID
Yeah... Sad thing is, you might be 
right.

David walks toward the lot.

INT. SOUL DINER/BEDROOM - NIGHT

Jacob slowly shuffles into the room, his cane a slow drumbeat 
on the wooden floor.

He drops to the edge of the bed, lets the cane fall to the 
floor. He bows his head into his hands.

His body trembles. Great sobs rack his tired frame.

He looks to the picture of Ruth, extends a shaking finger, 
strokes softly across the glass covered face.

JACOB
I wish I had your grace and 
strength... I don’t know why you 
still talk to me. An eighty four 
year old man still afraid of dying.

Jacob falls back onto the bed, exhausted.

EXT. SOUL DINER/ALLEY - NIGHT

Quiet. Deserted.

Seeayetee meanders down the alley, stops, stares at a car 
rolling slowly closer.

Tuck, behind the wheel, engine off, creeps silently down the 
inclined alley, stops thirty yards from the diner.

He pops the trunk, gets out, walks to the back of the car. 
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Tuck carefully surveils, pulls up the trunk lid, extracts a 
large pair of rubber handled cutters.

He pushes the trunk lid closed, holds the cutters at his 
side, makes his way stealthily down the alley.

He whispers an impromptu song as he moves along, to the rough 
cadence of the classic kid song, ‘This old man’.

TUCK
This old man, pissed me off.
Stole my friend and messed him up.
With a snip snap, little hack, 
gonna fuck him up. Then he’ll 
learn, don’t screw with Tuck.

Tuck grins at his awesomeness, reaches the diner door.

He uses the butt of the cutter handle to smack the small 
glass pane closest to the door knob. 

The glass fractures into a spiderweb. A few small pieces 
tinkle to the floor.

Tuck sets the cutter down, pulls on gloves from his pocket. 
Using his fingers, he carefully works shards of glass from 
the frame.

Tuck reaches through, unlocks the door.

INT. SOUL DINER/KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Tuck enters, looks around the kitchen. He walks to the 
refrigerators, opens one. The light cast his shadow across 
the room.

Tuck sets the cutter on the prep table.

He grabs a handful of grapes, shuts the door. 

He pops grapes in his mouth as he opens cabinet doors.

He pulls the refrigerators out from the wall.

He grabs the cutter and snips each cord into pieces.

TUCK
(sotto)

Splice that.

Tuck moves around the kitchen in an ecstasy of destruction.

He opens the ovens, cuts the heating elements.
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He smashes the oven controls with the cutter handle.

He cuts the power cords to the ovens.

He opens all the cabinet doors, pulls items to the floor.

He uses the high pressure hose to blast water into cupboards, 
soaks boxes of food and supplies.

Seeayetee stops at the doorway, leery. He looks around the 
room, at Tuck, slowly pads inside. Tuck spots him.

TUCK
Here, kitty kitty. Want a haircut?

Seeayetee stops, stares at Tuck

Tuck lunges for the cat, trips, slides across the floor.

Seeayetee darts out the door.

Tuck gets to his feet, surveys the damage.

He walks to the sink, plugs the stopper, turns the water on.

Satisfied, he leaves.

LATER

The sink overruns, spills water across the counters, on to 
the floor.

The water builds steadily, expanding toward the cut cord from 
the oven.

It reaches the cord. Sparks leap across the tip of the cord.

The cord melts. The socket smokes, bursts into flame. In an 
instant, the curtains catch.

EXT. FIRE PIT - NIGHT (DREAM SEQUENCE)

SUPERIMPOSE: AUSCHWITZ - 1944

Steadily forward across the beaten grass, the massive pit in 
the distance can already be heard, crackling bones and 
burning fat like a thousand pounds of sizzling bacon.

Red blue flames dance into the night sky.

Closer.
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The flames give way to a white heat that sends shimmering 
waves through the still air.

Surreal sound of SCRATCHING.

Closer.

The mass of burning bodies horribly recognizable as such.

They twist and turn in the heat, limbs writhing, stretching, 
breaking, curling. 

Black blisters explode, give way to boiling fat, turn to 
dancing flames. 

And more SCRATCHING.

The flesh melts from one of a thousand skulls, it’s empty 
sockets stare vacantly.

INT. SOUL DINER/BEDROOM - NIGHT

Jacob stirs from his deep slumber.

He springs up in his bed, drenched in sweat.

He gasps in huge gulps of air, shakes uncontrollably. 

Still the SCRATCHING.

He throws back the covers, swings his legs to the floor, sits 
on the edge of the bed in wide eyed terror.

Seeayetee sits on the windowsill, SCRATCHES at the glass.

Jacob glances at the cat, sniffs, a sudden realization.

He gets to his feet, quickly leaves the room.

INT. SOUL DINER/KITCHEN - NIGHT

One wall is an inferno of flames. Smoke rolls from the 
ceiling in great curling waves.

The table near the wall smolders, the TV melts like a candle.

Jacob hobbles painfully through the swinging door, small fire 
extinguisher in hand.

He squeezes the handle, the rushing bloom of foam adding to 
the choking air.
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Jacob presses forward, sweeps the nozzle side to side. He 
coughs, gags, stumbles.

He goes down, his head catches the edge of the prep table.

EXT. THEATRE/ALLEY - NIGHT

David’s car is parked in the alley.

David stands at the stage door, pounds. 

DAVID
Chelsea! Please. I need to talk to 
you.

He pounds again, waits. Nothing. 

He shakes the door handle uselessly, pounds one last time, 
turns to his car.

In the distance, he sees smoke rising.

He walks slowly toward the street, moving more quickly as he 
realizes where it’s coming from.

Finally, bolting toward the diner at full speed, punching 911 
into his cell phone as he runs.

I/E. SOUL DINER - NIGHT

OUTSIDE

David reaches the front door, shakes it, pounds on it, 
finally remembers his key. 

He unlocks the door and barges--

INSIDE 

The smoky haze races for the open door. 

Flames leap across the kitchen ceiling and peek from over the 
swinging door.

David coughs and hacks.

He pulls his tee-shirt up over his mouth and nose, runs at a 
crouch toward the swinging door, pushes it open.

The heat forces him back, but not before he spots Jacob on 
the floor, lying in blood and water.
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David gets to the floor, pushes his way through the door, 
crawls to where he can reach Jacob’s feet. 

Burning strips of wood peel from the blazing cabinets, fall 
or float to the wet floor, and sizzle.

David clumsily pulls Jacob toward him, scurrying backward on 
his stomach, pulling again.

Pieces of the flaming ceiling begin to fall, a large piece 
landing on Jacob’s back.

David brushes the piece away, cursing.

He gets to his knees, pulls Jacob up by his shoulders and 
tucks his shoulder under Jacob’s chest and stomach.

He struggles to his feet, bounds through the swinging door.

OUTSIDE

Sirens in the distance.

David emerges with Jacob, carries him into the street before 
collapsing to his knees and laying Jacob gently on the 
pavement.

He examines the old man. A large gash over his eye bleeds. 
His clothes show burns on the back, but are drenched in 
front. Jacob’s eyes slowly open.

DAVID
You’re going to be alright.

JACOB
How about you, David. How are you?

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT

Jacob lies in bed, head wrapped, tubes running to IV, 
equipment monitoring his vitals.

He is lucid, and of good cheer.

David stands at the side of the bed.

JACOB
You saved my life.

DAVID
Yeah, I guess I did. Maybe you can 
pad my hours now?
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JACOB
I sent your release to the judge 
two weeks ago.

David is amazed.

DAVID
Why do you try so hard to be a 
tough guy?

Jacob smiles.

JACOB
You asked me once, how I could see 
the good in people after living 
through such hell. You remember?

David nods, remembering.

JACOB
It was perspective. What we each 
choose to seek, and see. We lived  
the unspeakable horrors, knew with 
dread certainty the cruelty we 
would endure. But we never lost 
faith in our own humanity, and were 
therefore invincible. Does it make 
sense?

David is moved, can only nod.

EXT. CONVENIENCE STORE - DAY

Tuck leans against his car in the lot, laughing with Teresa.

A Mustang squeals into the lot, slides to a screeching halt. 

David flies from the car, storms over to Tuck.

DAVID
I told you no! 

TUCK
Yeah, you pussied out, so I did it 
on my own. You can thank me later.

DAVID
You nearly killed him, you asshole.

Tuck looks genuinely surprised.

TUCK
You said he wouldn’t be there.
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DAVID
I should fucking turn you in.

Tuck’s demeanor takes a dangerous turn. 

He grabs David by the shirt.

TUCK
You wouldn’t want to do that.

David SMACKS Tuck’s hand away.

Tuck swings a fist at David’s head.

DAVID

Bobs, easily dodges the punch.

He LUNGES forward, CRACKS his fist into a surprised Tuck’s 
face. He follows with a fury of punches to the midsection.

Tuck slams against the car, sinks to his knees.

Teresa screams, pulls at David. He brushes her aside.

David glares at Tuck, furious. 

DAVID
We’re done. You’re done. You stay 
the hell away from me.

David turns and walks to his car. 

Tuck strains for breath, calls after him.

TUCK
That should be easy, since you’re 
nowhere.

David gets in the car, pulls away.

Tuck struggles to his feet, shouts after him, angrily.

TUCK
You fucking loser!

EXT. THEATRE - DAY

The Manager locks the front door, turns to the street.

David pulls to the curb, jumps from the car.

He races to the door and jiggles it.
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The Manager turns to him.

MANAGER
We’re closed.

DAVID
I need to see Chelsea.

MANAGER
I’m sorry. She’s not staying here 
anymore. I think she’s gone home.

DAVID
Where is that? Do you have an 
address?

The Manager looks at David suspiciously.

DAVID
It’s important. Maybe a matter of 
life and death.

EXT. KRAGER RESIDENCE - DAY

David pounds on the door impatiently.

Margaret opens the door, taken aback and concerned by the 
obviously hyper excited young man.

DAVID
I need to see Chelsea. It’s urgent.

Chelsea approaches the door behind her mother.

MARGARET
Who are you?

CHELSEA
It’s okay, mom. I’ve got it.

Chelsea gingerly makes her way on crutches, past her mother, 
and out the door.

Margaret looks at David suspiciously, then her daughter.

Chelsea smiles at her, nods her inside.

Margaret steps back with a frown, closes the door.

Chelsea turns stern, her smile gone.
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CHELSEA
What’s so important? You lose your 
watch down my blouse?

David deflates.

DAVID
I’m sorry for that. You were right. 
I was a jerk.

CHELSEA
But all that’s changed?

DAVID
Chelsea, I am sorry, and I hope 
you’ll give me a second chance. I 
like you. A lot. But, that’s not 
why I’m here.

Chelsea softens a bit, but still defensive.

CHELSEA
What then?

DAVID
There’s been a fire at the diner. 
Jacob was hurt. I thought you’d 
want to know. 

They stare at each other a moment.

DAVID
So, now you know.

David turns back toward his car.

CHELSEA
Wait. Let me get my sweater.

INT. HOSPITAL/ROOM - EVENING 

The light is dimmed. Jacob rests, eyes closed, reclined in 
the bed. A large stitched scar over his eye. 

Chelsea stands at the door with crutches.

She decides at last to approach, moves awkwardly to the bed. 

She eyes the equipment that silently cares for Jacob. 

She leans one crutch against the bed, gently rests her hand 
on his, folded onto his chest. 
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His eyes open slowly. He smiles at her. 

JACOB 
Pretty girl like you should be 
dancing, not visiting old men. 

She smiles wanly. It fades, and she looks away from his 
eyes at the monitor. 

CHELSEA 
It will take time to learn with an 
artificial leg. 

JACOB 
You will have the operation? 

She looks back at him, holding her tears at bay. 

She nods. 

CHELSEA 
You were right. Life isn’t just 
about what you want. 

Jacob places his free hand over hers. 

JACOB 
I knew you would choose wisely. 

Chelsea, fascinated by the scar, reaches to his face, gently 
traces under the stitches with her fingertip.

JACOB
God is mysterious, is He not?

CHELSEA
You’ve taught me so much. I can’t 
ever repay you.

JACOB
You’ve taught me too.

Jacob takes her hand more firmly with both of his. 

Chelsea glances at his hands. Her eyes grow wide. 

She tries to pull her hand away. He grips it tightly, 
surprisingly strong. 

JACOB
I’m not afraid anymore.
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Jacob's hands shake. The shaking spreads to his whole body, 
but his eyes remain calm, shining, his face a glow of love, 
determination, and joy.

Chelsea stands paralyzed, her other crutch falls away, 
clatters to the floor. 

CHELSEA 
Jacob! No!

The shaking stops. Jacob relaxes, at peace. 

He looks at Chelsea and smiles. Holds her hand in one of his, 
pats it with the other.

JACOB 
You chose life. Now live it. 

Jacob closes his eyes slowly. His hands go limp, fall.

Chelsea stares, unbelieving.

She takes one of Jacob’s hands in hers, presses it to her 
face, weeps.

David pushes the door open, steps into the room.

Chelsea turns to him, runs across the room, embraces him.

David stares at the crutches on the floor, the lifeless body 
on the bed.

EXT. CEMETARY - DAY

A RABBI concludes service, and people begin moving away. 

The Haggard Man, Young Mother, Bearded Man, Long Haired Guy. 
All there, with others, in their finest.

As they clear away, David remains alone on one side of the 
grave. Margaret and Chelsea stand on the other side.

Chelsea whispers to her mother. Margaret nods, walks away.

Chelsea moves slowly around the grave to David.

She takes his hand, studies his face.

David stares solemnly down at the fresh dirt.

CHELSEA
We were blessed.
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David glances at her leg.

CHELSEA
Gone. As if it never existed.

Hand in hand they walk slowly from the grave site.

CHELSEA
You’ll be leaving for school?

David nods.

DAVID
New York.

Chelsea stops. David looks back at her, curious.

CHELSEA
I’m going to New York.

DAVID
It would be nice to have a friend 
there.

CHELSEA
Yes. Yes, it would.

They walk hand in hand from the grounds.

FADE OUT
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