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TEASER

FADE IN:

EXT. STREET HIGHWAY - DAY

A MOTORCYCLE is seen speeding down a COUNTRY HIGHWAY as

peppy rock music plays. The motorcycle speeds past a ROAD

SIGN reading:

Cannon Valley, MO - population 11,046.

FAITH V.O

The story goes, Once upon a time,

in a faraway land, there was a man

with two sons. One day, the younger

son said to his father, "Father, I

want my inheritance now." So the

father divided the property and

gave him his share. Soon, the

younger son packed his bags and

took off for a distant country.

There, he wasted everything he

had...

EXT./INT. GAS STATION - DAY

Faith pulls up to a GAS PUMP and fuels up. Inside, she grabs

a DRINK and goes to the counter to pay for everything. The

girl behind the counter is about 15 years old. It’s her

family’s gas station and country convenience store.

LACY

That’s $21.84.

Faith hands her CASH. Lacy counts out CHANGE as Faith starts

chugging her DRINK. The girl hesitates, recognizing Faith.

LACY

You look real familiar.

FAITH

What?

LACY

You that girl Faith?

FAITH

Do I know you?

(CONTINUED)
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LACY

Probably not. I was real little

when you skipped town.

FAITH

Then how’d you recognize me?

LACY

You’re legend ’round here. Plus...

you look like your mama.

FAITH

What’s your name?

LACY

Lacy McGee.

FAITH

Oh wow. You have grown.

LACY

I heard you were in jail.

FAITH

Really?

LACY

Yeah.

Faith smirks to herself.

LACY CON’T

Well, were you?

FAITH

(smiling)

Nope.

LACY

Well, where ya been all these

years?

FAITH

I joined the circus.

LACY

Doing what?

FAITH

Getting water for hippos.

(CONTINUED)
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LACY

You’re kiddin’.

FAITH

Well, water for elephants was

already taken by that Twilight guy

with the hair.

LACY

(laughing)

They said you were funny.

FAITH

(pleased)

They did?

LACY

Yep. Said that’s why you got in so

much trouble ’fore you left.

FAITH

Oh. Well, it’s nice meeting you

again, Lacy McGee.

LACY

You back for good?

FAITH

I think so...

LACY

I’m gonna tell everybody you’re

back.

FAITH

(beat)

Gimme 5 minute’s head start.

Faith smacks the front of her HELMET down, starts her BIKE,

and speeds away as Lacy runs inside eagerly.

EXT. MAIN ST. - SUNSET

Faith’s VO narrates as she drives through town.

FAITH V.O

Penniless, he began to suffer for

his own idiocy. And the famine that

spread through that country didn’t

help...

(CONTINUED)
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The whole town seems to have stopped, intrigued by her

arrival. They stare at her while she rides by, chattering

to each other.

FAITH V.O. CON’T

He was so hungry he would have

eaten the corncobs in the pig slop,

but no one would give him any.

Faith pulls up to an old country HOUSE. She removes her

HELMET and looks at the house with a sense of dread.

FAITH V.O

Finally, he had a stroke of genius.

He said "I’ll go home - back to my

father. And I’ll say to him,

’Father, I’ve sinned against God,

and I’ve sinned before you. I’m not

worthy to even be called you son.

Let me be one of your servants.’ So

he got right up and went home to

his father.

Her feet climb weightily up each of the front steps and then

across the porch.

This is the best part: And when he

was still a long way off, his

father saw him. His heart pounding,

he ran out, embraced him, and

kissed him.

She pauses in front of the door.

FAITH V.O

At least, I hope that’s how the

story goes...

Her fist lingers above the door, breathing deep. She knocks.

The door opens to a 50ish year old man, who is laughing at

something just said inside. He freezes at the sight of

Faith.

JIM

Faith?

FAITH

Hi, Daddy.

Scene ends. Credits.
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ACT I

INT. CARSON FRONT PORCH / LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

JIM

Faith!

Jim grabs Faith up into a big bear hug and squeezes her

tight. He is overjoyed to see his daughter. Faith smiles

tearfully over his shoulder... until she opens her eyes.

Seeing her mother’s shocked and upset face, her sense of

calm is ruined. She pushes herself away from her father to

stand before Grace.

There is a great space between Faith and Grace. They stand

there silently for a long moment. Faith doesn’t know if she

should try to hug her or say something. The three of them

hover awkwardly before Grace gives an embarrassed laugh and

reaches out her arms questioningly. Faith smiles

uncomfortably and goes into her mom’s arms.

Their embrace is lifeless in comparison to Faith’s with her

father. The silence stretches even in their hug. Jim is

disappointed. They pull away.

GRACE

Welcome home.

FAITH

Thanks.

Grace gestures toward the dining room where dinner seems to

have been untouched.

GRACE

We were just sitting down to

dinner. Are you hungry?

FAITH

Like you wouldn’t believe.

INT. CARSON DINING ROOM - NIGHT

Faith sits at their dining table while Grace makes a place

setting in front of her. Jim is all smiles.

JIM

(enthusiastically)

How have you been?

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 6.

GRACE

(interrupting)

Where have you been?

Jim looks at Grace, annoyed.

FAITH

I’m good. Tired. It’s been a long

trip.

GRACE

(sitting down)

From where?

FAITH

I’ve been all over. The last leg

was from Phoenix.

JIM

That’s far.

FAITH

I stopped a lot.

GRACE

What were you doing in Phoenix?

FAITH

(balks)

I lived there for a while with a

woman named Billie.

GRACE

(skeptically)

Billie?

JIM

Grace...

GRACE

What? A woman named Billie? Is that

code or something? You don’t have

to hide the truth from us. We know

you weren’t... celibate-

JIM

Grace!

FAITH

It’s ok, Dad. Billie really is a

woman. She’s 57. Widowed. Cranky.

She took care of me for a while.

She encouraged me to come home.

(CONTINUED)
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JIM

Give me her number. I’d like to

thank her.

GRACE

(sardonically)

Of course. Thank her.

Jim looks at Faith apologetically.

FAITH

Anyway...

JIM

We’re glad you’re home.

FAITH

I’m gonna take my stuff upstairs,

if that’s ok...

JIM

Here, I’ll help you.

Jim and Faith leave the table. Grace remains there, resting

her head on her clenched hands.

INT. FAITH’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Jim walks into Faith’s room first. A world of memories flood

both of them but especially Faith as she reenters what used

to be her space.

The room doesn’t look like her. It looks rustic and country

and nothing like something Faith would choose to live in. It

makes her uncomfortable. She surveys the room before

glancing at her dad.

FAITH

Everything is exactly the same.

JIM

Yeah, we didn’t change anything. We

kept it the way it was when you

were here.

FAITH

Uh... thanks, I guess.

JIM

Yeah, the more I look at this place

the less I believe you actually

lived here.

(CONTINUED)
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Faith tosses her bag onto her bed, sits, and starts dragging

out clothes.

JIM

Can I ask you...? What happened?

FAITH

When I ran away, I went looking for

freedom. My whole life, I thought I

was a prisoner here, and that

leaving would...be my escape. I’d

finally be free. But when I got out

there - into the big bad world, I

was just as much a slave out there

as here. I just had a new master.

JIM

Then what?

Faith pushes her sleeves up, briefly revealing a flash of

fresh-looking tattoos on her wrists. She rubs then

nervously, remembering.

[possible place for brief flashes of flashback - Faith

drenched in blood in a bathtub unconscious.]

FAITH

I hit rock bottom.

Jim realizes that it’s probably too much of a story for one

night. He’s content with what he has so far, knowing he’ll

want the whole story later.

JIM

(sighing)

It’s pretty late. I’m sure you’re

tired.

He gets up to leave the room, but Faith stops him.

FAITH

Daddy,... I’m different now.

Jim takes a long look at her. She does look different, like

she’s lived a lifetime’s worth and survived. Like she’s been

to hell and back and became a better person for it. He walks

to her and slowly kisses her head.

JIM

(whispering tearfully)

I know, baby girl. Goodnight.

(CONTINUED)
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FAITH

Goodnight.

Tears rest in Faith’s eyes as Jim leaves her room.

INT. HOUSE HALLWAY - NIGHT

Grace is waiting in the hallway when Jim emerges from

Faith’s room. She is anxious and agitated.

GRACE

So?

JIM

So what?

GRACE

Did you talk to her?

JIM

Yes...

GRACE

And...

JIM

(annoyed)

What are you looking for here?

GRACE

(whispering desperately)

What is she doing here?

JIM

She’s home. She finally came home.

This is what we wanted.

GRACE

(rolls eyes)

I know. But why...? Why now? Where

has been? Better question: What has

she done?

JIM

(exasperated)

Does it matter? Wherever she went,

whatever she did - she’s home now.

And she’s changed.

GRACE

(caustically)

Don’t be naive, Jim.

(CONTINUED)
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JIM

Don’t be callous, Grace.

GRACE

We don’t know anything yet.

JIM

I do. She’s here and that’s more

than enough.

GRACE

Last time she was here, she tore

this town apart. We have just

finished licking our wounds and

putting ourselves back together,

and now she’s back? Forgive me if

I’m... concerned about her sudden

return, but... I’m concerned.

JIM

Give her a chance, Grace. That’s

all I’m asking. Seventy times

seven.

Jim walks away as Grace hangs back, leaning against the wall

next to Faith’s room. She is more internally upset than she

is letting on. Her relationship with her daughter has never

been easy. In fact, they’ve always hated each other. Grace

doesn’t want Faith to be back, especially in their home. She

wonders if she could really forgive Faith for all she’s

done.

GRACE

(breathes)

Seventy times seven.

INT. FAITH’S BEDROOM / CARSON BACK PORCH - DAY

Faith’s eyes are open as she lays quietly in her bed. It’s

well into morning, and her window is open revealing a

beautiful day outside and a giant tree accessible from the

window. Faith leans up out of bed, dreading the day. She can

hear voices from out the window so she goes over and

listens. Her parents are below her on the back porch,

talking.

To look at them, they are the picture of married bliss. They

are very affectionate toward each other. Grace is a

different person around her husband than she is around her

daughter. Faith eavesdrops.

(CONTINUED)
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GRACE

What time will you be home tonight?

JIM

I should be done by 6...as long as

nothing disastrous happens.

GRACE

Well, in your line of work, there’s

no guarantees. I’ll see you when

you get home.

JIM

(beat)

About last night, I’m sorry if I

was impatient or harsh-

GRACE

Jim-

JIM

Hear me out. I could wait an hour

or so after Faith is up and stay

with you - be your mediator...

But... I thought if I left early,

it’d give you the chance to talk to

her yourself. See for yourself what

I saw last night.

GRACE

We’ll be fine. We’ll talk. Thank

you, dear.

JIM

I’ll see you tonight.

Faith watches Jim walk to his car while throwing new

clothes. Once she’s dressed, Jim drives away and she hears

Grace close the back door, she throws a bag over her

shoulder and perches out the window. She flings herself out

onto the tree and shimmies down it like it’s something she’s

done a thousand times and could do in her sleep. She drops

the last 3 or so feet to the ground and lands easily, but

when she looks up, her mom is watching from the kitchen

window with a cup of coffee in her hand, eyebrow raised, and

a look of I-told-you-so in her eyes. Faith smiles waves

awkwardly.

FAITH

Good morning.
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ACT II

INT. CARSON KITCHEN - DAY

Grace serves breakfast for Faith.

GRACE

So you thought climbing down a tree

was preferable to walking down the

stairs to come have breakfast?

FAITH

Didn’t say it wasn’t crazy.

GRACE

You know, it looked a lot like you

were trying to sneak out. Guess

some things never change.

FAITH

Um... yeah, I was trying to sneak

out. I wasn’t sure you wanted to

see me.

GRACE

Don’t pretend you were trying to

spare me--

FAITH

--I’m sorry. I was trying to spare

me. I was nervous.

GRACE

(sitting down)

Your father says you’ve changed.

FAITH

I have.

GRACE

How?

(beat)

How have you experienced this great

change?

FAITH

(taken aback)

Uh... It’s a long story.

GRACE

(snidely)

We have time.

(CONTINUED)
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FAITH

What do you want to know?

GRACE

Everything.

FAITH

More specifically... I said it was

a long story.

GRACE

Where did you go?

FAITH

California for most of the time.

GRACE

And the rest?

FAITH

Arizona.

GRACE

And where did this life-changing

moment happen?

FAITH

Um... kind of between the two.

Grace is annoyed by Faith’s lack of details but not

surprised. Faith is frustrated by the interrogation. She

doesn’t know how to talk to her mother, especially when she

knows her Mom isn’t on her side. She waits silently for more

questions while eating cereal.

GRACE

Is this just an act?

FAITH

(quietly)

No.

GRACE

I want to believe you. But let’s

face it, I’d be an idiot to just

take your word for it.

FAITH

I guess I’ll have to prove it to

you.

(CONTINUED)
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GRACE

Why are you back?

FAITH

It was time to come home. I want to

make amends.

GRACE

That’s going to take a lot of time.

Are you going to be around for a

lot of time?

FAITH

Mom, I’m here to stay. I’m not

running anymore. I’m not who I was.

GRACE

We’ll see.

Grace goes back to making/eating her breakfast.

INT. NEWSROOM OFFICE - DAY

A woman in her early-mid twenties bounces around a

Springfield (or St. Louis or KC) news paper office. She is

obviously in a good mood. She is humming and prancing

around, everyone is looking at her like she’s crazy. But

they like her, so they don’t mind. She gets to her desk and

starts working, still joyfully. Her supervisor is Scott, a

constantly annoyed late-thirties German. He doesn’t

appreciate her good spirits.

SCOTT

You’re in a good mood.

SARA

Yes, and you don’t get to say

anything that night change that.

SCOTT

I’m the boss, remember? I say

whatever I want. And I do have

something to tell you that you

probably won’t like.

SARA

Well, I don’t want to hear it. I’m

having a great day, and it’s only

going to get better. Plus, I only

have a hour to get this story

fleshed out before I have to go. I

have a date--

(CONTINUED)
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SCOTT

A date?! In the middle of the day!

SARA

(ignoring him)

--Then I’m going to work on my

article from the not office. And

I’ll be back later tonight to turn

it in and go home.

SCOTT

Do you like your job?

SARA

You know I do, Scott.

SCOTT

Then do it!

SARA

I am doing it. My way.

SCOTT

There’s no such thing as your way.

There’s mine and there’s the

unemployment office.

SARA

You and I both know I don’t do well

in a box. I don’t fit. I need space

and air and light and very

attractive men. It’s what makes me

happy and what keeps people

reading.

SCOTT

(groaning but not disagreeing)

I do have something to tell you.

SARA

No you don’t.

SCOTT

(growling

Sara...

SARA

Not now, Scott. Seriously, you do

not get to ruin my day. Not until

something else good happens. Go

away.

Scott starts to walk away angrily.

(CONTINUED)
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SCOTT

(over his shoulder)

You know that doesn’t even make

sense.

SARA

I know.

SCOTT

We will talk later.

SARA

I know.

Sara smiles to herself as she clacks at her computer. She

goes back to humming.

INT. COUNTRY HOME - DAY

Grace is sitting in an older lady’s home with several other

women (at least 7). It is their Bible study group. Most of

the women are over fifty. The Hostess is Hilary Reynolds - a

sweet-natured busybody most of the time. Doreen is the

youngest in the group, a mid-thirties divorcee who has only

recently become a Christian. She’s very enthusiastic and

doesn’t really know a lot yet. The group is ending their

session by discussing what they are enjoying in their study

of Esther.

DOREEN

What I love about this study is

seeing a woman stand up and do the

right thing. I mean there’s all

kind of speculation about Esther’s

relationship with the king. And

Biblically speaking, we can’t

really know what happened. But what

God does show us is her bravery.

Her faithfulness. Her sense of

honor. She really is a spiritual

super hero. I wish we had more time

to study her each week. I find it

inspiring.

HILARY

(patronizingly)

We all do, Doreen. We just don’t

all have your tireless enthusiasm.

We’d need much stronger coffee if

we were to go longer than our usual

90 minutes.

Doreen looks embarrassed and sad.

(CONTINUED)
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HILARY CON’T

Now does anyone have any prayer

requests?

VERA

My grandson, Joshua. I know I

mention him every week. But he’s

just not getting any better. Anna

told me Principal Vanhooser called

and said, one more strike and he’s

out of there.

Grace smirks to herself. She’s heard those very words

before. She shakes her head in sympathy.

VERA CON’T

If he keeps down this path he’ll be

on the fast track to nowhere like

his father.

HILARY

We’ll keep him in our prayers,

Vera.

Grace, who’s been very quiet at this meeting until now,

decides to speak. It’s not that she’s completelly honest

with this group. But she feels comfortable with them without

revealing too much about her true nature.

GRACE

I have a request. I thought about

not mentioning t. But in this town,

it’s only a matter of time before

everyone knows. You might as well

hear it from the horse’s mouth.

What is is Gracie? Faith is back.

Everyone gasps except Doreen. They start mumbling to each

other as they will continue to do almost until the end.

JUDITH

What?

GRACE

She got in last night.

HILARY

Oh dear. How are you doing?

VERA

"What has she been doing?’ is a

better question.

(CONTINUED)
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GRACE

I’m fine. She’s been...traveling,

apparently.

HILARY

Traveling where?

GRACE

California and Arizona, I suppose.

VERA

A lot of trouble a girl can get

into in California and Arizona.

JUDITH

My, my. I had all but forgot about

that girl.

This causes the chatter to pick up more. Everyone is

expressing how they had forgotten about Faith and what they

remember. Not much of is it distinguishable except:

HILARY

Me too. It seems like so long ago.

GRACE

(introspectively)

A lifetime.

The room quiets at Grace’s words. Everyone looks at her

sadly, except Doreen who doesn’t know what’s going on. After

a beat, Hilary seems to remember how this conversation all

started. She speaks as she writes in her notebook.

HILARY

We will definitely be praying for

you and the fate of the entire

town. There’s no telling what can

happen with the likes of Faith

running wild in the streets again.

DOREEN

Who’s Faith?

GRACE

My daughter.
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EXT. MAIN ST. PARK BENCH - DAY

Dax (not-quite-30, tall, dark, handsome) is lounging

casually on a park bench reading a book. Sara comes up to

him expectantly.

SARA

Hiya, stranger.

DAX

Fancy meeting you here.

SARA

I know. It really is a small world

after all.

DAX

You hungry?

SARA

Like a mother.

EXT. HOT DOG SHOP WALK-UP WINDOW - DAY

Sara and Dax buy hot dogs through a quaint little hot dog

restaurant walk-up window and then they stroll down Main St.

Dax is deep in telling a funny story and Sara is laughing

pleasantly.

DAX

(animatedly)

So I lost all my eyebrows and we

were never allowed to touch matches

ever again.

SARA

(laughing)

I would’ve loved to see you and

your brother in action.

DAX

Yeah, you could’ve reported on

our... crazed adventures.

SARA

Yes. A young Lois

Lane-in-the-making chasing the

Destructo Duo.

(CONTINUED)
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DAX

Ooh, Destructo Duo. We even have a

menacing title.

SARA

You’d be headliners!

They start to slow down as their topic switches gears.

DAX

So... this has been fun.

They stopped and face each other.

SARA

Yeah. Really fun. I’ve loved...

Sara was going to say "I’ve loved hanging out with you," but

she is distracted as she sees Faith walking from a distance

behind Dax. Her eyes follow her as Faith strolls through

town unaware she’s being watched. Dax turns slightly to try

to see what she’s looking at.

DAX

(turning slightly)

What?

SARA

(snapping back to attention)

Sorry... I thought I saw...

(shakes head)

nevermind. What was I saying?

DAX

Well, I was going to say I had a

good time, and I was thinking...

maybe Friday we could...

Sara watches as Faith walks back through town behind Dax

going the other direction. Now she is completely ignoring

Dax and focusing on Faith.

DAX

(turning again)

Are you ok?

SARA

(abruptly)

Uh... I have to go.

DAX

You’re kidding...

(CONTINUED)
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SARA

I’m sorry.

She runs to follow Faith without looking back at Dax. Dax is

stunned and a little hurt but manly enough to hide it.

DAX

(to himself)

That did not go as planned.

EXT. THE SQUARE/INT. BOOK STORE

Sara follows Faith for a few blocks and slips into a book

store "The Book Nook and Cranny" where her friend Blakely,

the shop owner, is working. She speaks from behind a

bookshelf.

Blakely and Sara’s dialogue is fast-fasted and comedic (not

slow and dramatic...)

BLAKELY

Welcome to the Book, Nook, and

Cranny- Oh it’s you. What’s wrong?

SARA

Faith is here.

BLAKELY

What?

SARA

Faith. She’s here.

BLAKELY

Faith, as in...?

SARA

Yeah.

BLAKELY

I’m having flashbacks to prom.

SARA

Are they as bad as mine?

BLAKELY

Worse.

SARA

No. What’s worse is I saw her while

I was with Dax. I think he was

about to ask me out. On an actual

date.

(CONTINUED)
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BLAKELY

(beat)

What have you guys been doing all

this time?

SARA

Flirting. Not dating. Because I am

a basket case. Oh gosh- Maybe it

was a hallucination.

BLAKELY

What?

SARA

A defense mechanism because I’m

emotionally stunted. Dax was gonna

ask me out. And because I find it

ridiculous that a nice stable guy

could, in fact, like me, I had a

psychotic vision of my lifelong

nemesis. And took off running from

both of them.

CELL PHONE in hand starts ringing.

SARA CON’T

Of course, now She’s calling me at

9 am on a Tuesday morning. Hello?

GRACE

Have you heard?

SARA

Heard? I saw. With my own two

freakin’ eyes!

GRACE

So you know.

SARA

Yeah. I know. Why didn’t you tell

me?

GRACE

I didn’t have a chance to until

just now.

SARA

How’s Jim?

GRACE

He’s so happy I wanna throw up. But

he’s just Jim.

(CONTINUED)
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SARA

What is she doing here?

GRACE

I have no idea.

SARA

What are we gonna do?

GRACE

I have no idea.

They hang up.

BLAKELY

So...

SARA

It’s the end the world.

BLAKELY

Faith is back.

SARA

Faith is back.

A man who has been standing waiting to talk to Blakely steps

up.

LOUIE THE CUSTOMER

Who’s Faith?

SARA

My sister.

INT. CHURCH FOYER / HALL / OFFICE / SANCTUARY - DAY

Faith walks into a church with a sense of nostalgia. She

meanders through it briefly before making it to the offices.

A middle-aged woman is clacking away at the receptionist

desk. She doesn’t notice Faith for a moment until Faith

clears her throat and she jolts to awareness.

CAROLINE

Faith! Oh, I didn’t see you there.

Caroline laughs politely, but looks nervous, even a little

scared of Faith. Faith tries to smile, to set her at ease.

She doesn’t know what to say at first.
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CAROLINE

Your dad said you’re back.

FAITH

Yeah. It’s been a long time.

Faith looks around the office.

FAITH CON’T

This place is still the same.

CAROLINE

You’ll find we’re not much for

change around here. Except the

coffee house.

FAITH

What coffee house?

CAROLINE

The Tavern burnt down and now we

have a cafe. It’s very modern.

FAITH

(politely)

Congratulations. Is the preacher

free?

CAROLINE

Oh, yes. Go on in.

Faith walks through the office, toward a door in the back.

She knocks lightly and enters.

FAITH

Hey, preacher.

Jim sits behind a desk, reading a book.

JIM

(surprised)

Faith, good morning.

He gets up and hugs her, still savoring her presence.

JIM

What are you up to this morning?

FAITH

I’m just getting reacquainted with

the town, starting with this old

place.
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JIM

Good for you. And it’s a beautiful

day outside. It’s like a welcome

home gift from God. Like the town

is smiling on you.

FAITH

Yeah. It is. Anyway, before I go

adventuring, can I play?

She nods her head toward the door.

JIM

Of course, sweetheart. It’s all

yours.

FAITH

Thanks, daddy.

She kisses his cheek and heads out. Jim looks contented

beyond belief at Faith’s presence. She meanders the church

halls for a few minutes before entering the back end of the

sanctuary. She turns on the spotlights illuminating a baby

grand piano on the stage. Approaching it reverently, she

opens it all up and plays.

She is an excellent pianist.

INT. CHURCH OFFICE - DAY

Dax enters the church offices.

DAX

Hey, Caroline. I’m just poppin’ in

to see Ian.

CAROLINE

Go on back.

Dax pokes his head around the doorway of a different office

than the one Faith went into and knocks on the door frame

once.

DAX

Hey, you busy?

A mid-30s-aged man looks up from his computer, surprised.

He’s the youth pastor at the church. Dax and Ian have been

friends longer than either of them have been living in

Cannon Valley. They share a kind of brotherly camaraderie.
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IAN

(scoffs)

Not really. Just getting my

heartbroken by my [INSERT SPORTS

TEAM].

DAX

All work and no play, I see.

IAN

Meh. I’m on lunch.

DAX

Funny. I just finished mine. With

Sara.

IAN

(beat)

And?

DAX

And... why is it every time I like

a chick she turns out to be a

little bit nuts?

IAN

Dude, that’s all chicks.

DAX

True. Still, I’m feelin’ a

little... iffy about this whole...

thing we have going on.

IAN

(deadpan)

Dating is lethal. I don’t recommend

it.

DAX

(pssh)

You’re married. What do you know?

IAN

Are you kiding me? I’m married. I’m

an expert.

DAX

Whatever. You’re the happiest

married guy I know. You suck.

IAN

Yeah, but that doesn’t mean it was

a painless process.
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DAX

For real. I keep looking for signs-

IAN

From Sara?

DAX

Or God! I mean, I don’t think she

wants to be with me as much I

as...I want to be with her. Like

today-

IAN

What happened today?

DAX

She took off. Literally ran away.

IAN

That’s weird.

Faith’s piano playing grows slightly louder, and Dax is

distracted by it as he speaks. Ian doesn’t notice.

DAX

Right? That’s gotta be a sign,

right? Do you hear music?

IAN

(thinking he’s being

metaphorical)

Like a warning bell going off? I

dunno. I’d call that extreme and

premature...Extremely premature,

yeah--

DAX

What? No, literally. I hear music.

They both pause for a moment, listening

IAN

You know, I’m still deaf from that

time with the blowhorn-

DAX

(snapping to alertness)

--We’re losing focus.

IAN

Right. So what is your question,

young grasshopper?
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DAX

Do you think I should keep doing

this - dating -

(spitting the word)

when I’ve got squat to show for it?

IAN

I can’t decide that for you. But

from my perspective, Sara seems...

nice. I mean, she’s the boss’s

daughter, so... But there is

something... secretive about her. I

don’t know her as well as you do.

Maybe it’s a wait-and-see. Or

pray-and-see. Whatever.

DAX

I’m worried you married the last

great girl in the world. And given

my history, if there were any left,

they wouldn’t be coming at me.

IAN

(rolls eyes)

Don’t be such a girl. Your clock

isn’t ticking. You won’t die a

spinster. And if Sara turns out to

be as crazy as... well, a girl,

you’ll live. Don’t make me junk

punch you.

DAX

(sarcastic)

Thank you, E. Inspiring.

(pause - listening)

Seriously - can’t you hear that?

IAN

(listens - then mockingly)

It sounds like angels.

DAX

Bite me.

IAN

On your way out, you can check out

whoever’s practicing in the

sanctuary.

DAX

I’m parked out back. It guess it’ll

be a mystery.
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IAN

(mocking again)

Pretty angel music. I love pretty

little angels.

Dax leaves the church.

INT. CHURCH SANCTUARY - DAY

Faith is still playing in the sanctuary. [Times by Tenth

Avenue North]. Now she starts singing. The way she sings it,

it’s a low, quiet, haunting song. It echoes through the

sanctuary - a moment of truth reverberating around her where

only evasions and deception have present. Her hardened mask

melts away as she sings. She’s beautiful, even angelic.

She only sings the first verse or so, slowing down the piano

play to a stop. Out of the darkness, she hears a voice. A

young guy (early twenties, punk-styled guy) has been quietly

watching her play.

NAMELESS

Of all the things people remember

to say about you,

(stepping into the light)

they never remember this. Your

music.

Faith doesn’t recognize the guy. He is carrying a guitar and

appears to have been wanting to do the same as her -

practice in the sanctuary. He’s friendly.

FAITH

My music wasn’t much to speak of

back then.

NAMELESS

Still... you’re so talented.

FAITH

Thank you. I’m just learning to

redeem that quality.

NAMELESS

Well, it’s a beautiful.

FAITH

(embarrassed)

I didn’t write it.
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NAMELESS

I know. But to hear Bad Girl Carson

playing sweet Jesus tunes is kind

of a miracle in itself...

(gesturing to his guitar)

Can I join you?

FAITH

You sure you really know who I am?

’Cause if you did, you wouldn’t

want to be seen with me.

NAMELESS

Of course I know who you are...

(beat)

Do you know who I am?

FAITH

Uh...

NAMELESS

(laughing lightly)

Of course you don’t. You didn’t

quite hang with dudes like me.

FAITH

(chagrined)

Sorry. I was...

NAMELESS

Evil.

FAITH

Sure.

NAMELESS

(whispering conspiratorially)

Are you still evil?

FAITH

(whispering back)

No.

NAMELESS

(sarcastically)

Glory be!

FAITH

Sorry...I don’t remember your name.

NAMELESS

It’s ok. I was pretty invisible

back then anyway.
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FAITH

(extending hand)

Well, I’m Faith. As you know.

NAMELESS

Nice to meet you, Faith. Or should

I say it’s nice for you to meet me?

FAITH

I guess so.

(pause)

Are you going to tell me your name?

NAMELESS

Call me a friend.

FAITH

A friend? Yeah, that’s very Angel

of you, but can’t you just tell me?

I really am sorry I forgot. I won’t

do it again.

NAMELESS

(contemplates)

Nope. I think I shall remain

nameless until you can remember.

FAITH

(disbelieving)

Seriously?

NAMELESS

Seriously. So...

(gesturing to his guitar

again)

how ’bout it?

FAITH

I guess,... Alex.

NAMELESS

(setting up)

Wrong.

FAITH

Jesse.

NAMELESS

(situating)

Nope.
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FAITH

Michael.

NAMELESS

(tuning)

Not even close.

FAITH

Can you at least tell me the first

letter?

NAMELESS

No. Let’s play.

FAITH

Last letter?

NAMELESS

C?

FAITH

Your name ends in C? Eric?

NAMELESS

No. Key of C.

FAITH

Oh... yeah.

Nameless laughs and starts plucking at his guitar to singing

Times. Faith eventually goes back to playing as well. She

sings the second verse and is surprised when he joins her on

the interlude. He harmonizes with her for the rest of the

song. It’s beautiful. When they reach the end, they both

sigh peacefully.

FAITH

That felt so good.

NAMELESS

Catharsis.

FAITH

Best kind.

Nameless starts to pack up his guitar.

NAMELESS

It’s been a pleasure, Faith.

FAITH

You too, Nameless. We should do it

again sometime.
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NAMELESS

If you can survive the week,

definitely. Bye.

FAITH

Bye.

Nameless leaves the sanctuary and Faith smiles to herself,

for the first time feeling like she might not being

completely hated by everyone in this town.

Faith starts to pack up the piano. She cuts all the lights

in the sanctuary. As she enters the foyer, she’s stopped

short by the presence of a different man - the janitor -

waiting for her. He looks at her suspiciously.

FAITH

Hey, Bert.

BERT THE JANITOR

You take anything?

FAITH

Excuse me?

BERT THE JANITOR

Did you take anything? Out of the

sanctuary?

FAITH

(shocked)

No. I -- no.

BERT THE JANITOR

Probably not. We lock up everything

of value now - thanks to you.

FAITH

(ashamed)

I just wanted to play the piano.

BERT THE JANITOR

Yeah. Well, I don’t think you

should be allowed in the building

unescorted. But if you’re gonna be

around, it’s my job to maintain the

property. So I’ll be watching you.

FAITH

Bert -- I’m different now.
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BERT THE JANITOR

(caustically)

People like you don’t change.

FAITH

No, I mean - I’m a Christian now.

BERT THE JANITOR

Ha. Yeah sure.

FAITH

I’m serious, Bert.

BERT THE JANITOR

(skeptically smiling)

Why do you keep saying my name?

Like we’re friends or something?

Look, whatever your game is, I’ve

been here a long time. I’ve known

you a long time. And I won’t be

turning my back to you any time

soon.

FAITH

I guess this town really hasn’t

changed.

BERT THE JANITOR

(smiling as though nothing has

happened)

Oh, we’ve changed. There’s a brand

new coffee shop at the end of Main.

She inches closer to the door.

FAITH

Nice. I’m gonna get out of here.

BERT THE JANITOR

You do that.

Faith backs out the front doors, watching Bert watching her

creepily. On the other side of the doors, Faith exhales like

she’s just escaped prison.

ACT III



35.

EXT. PICNIC TABLES / NEWSROOM OFFICE - DAY

Sara is typing on her laptop, much less happy than earlier.

She’s mumbling as she types, trying to get her words

together. But she’s clearly frustrated. In the midst of it

all, a bird poops on her shoulder. She’s shocked at first,

then immediately pissed. She looks up at the sky.

SARA

Are you kidding me?!

She finds a napkin in her bag and tries to wipe it off. When

her cell phone rings, she’s really not in the mood. She sees

it’s Scott.

SARA

What?!

Scott is still in the newsroom, seated at his desk.

SCOTT

Hello, princess. I’m guessing your

date didn’t go so great.

SARA

Ugh. Shut up.

SCOTT

Listen, I really do need to talk to

you.

SARA

Not now, Scott. This really isn’t a

good time.

SCOTT

It’s never a good time with you. I

don’t care.

SARA

Hey, what is this -

National-Make-Sara-Miserable day?

SCOTT

Sara, everything is not about you.

SARA

Uh!

SCOTT

Anyway, since I have no idea when

or if you are even coming in

today--
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SARA

No, no, no. I don’t want to know.

Not yet. I can’t handle anymore

crap today.

She hangs up on Scott, eying the bird crap on her shoulder.

INT. BOOK STORE - DAY

Nameless goes into the book store. Blakely is around the

corner and doesn’t see him.

BLAKELY

Welcome to the Book, Nook, and

Cranny how may I--

She sees that it’s Nameless.

BLAKELY CON’T

Stop me when I go on and on like

that geez.

NAMELESS

What? I’m not an important enough

customer to get the full greeting.

BLAKELY

It’s just such a waste of time for

friends.

NAMELESS

How do you greet friends then?

She hugs him.

BLAKELY

How are you?

NAMELESS

I’m good.

BLAKELY

Have you heard

NAMELESS

Heard? Saw.

BLAKELY

With your own two freakin’ eyes?
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NAMELESS

And talked with my own two freakin’

lips.

BLAKELY

You talked to her?

NAMELESS

(amused)

Yeah. She didn’t remember me.

BLAKELY

Seriously?

NAMELESS

I guess I was too The Perks of

Being a Wallflower back then.

BLAKELY

Still... Rude.

NAMELESS

I’d suspend judgment.

BLAKELY

Why? What do you know?

NAMELESS

Nothing. Except she seems...

Different

BLAKELY

What kind of different? Lesbian

different? Special Olympics

different? Serial killer different?

NAMELESS

D. None of the above. More like

Holy Spirit different.

BLAKELY

What?! Are you sure?

NAMELESS

Just saying what I saw.

BLAKELY

You don’t think she’s staying do

you?

NAMELESS

Didn’t ask.
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BLAKELY

I just don’t know if I can go

through this again.

NAMELESS

Your Kung Fu is strong. I’ll catch

ya later.

They do friendly fist bump kind of thing before he leaves.

INT. CARSON BEDROOM - DAY

Grace is seen trying to retrieve a box off the top shelf of

her closet. She’s not tall enough. She eventually grabs a

hanger and uses it to help knock it off the edge. She

doesn’t quite catch it, and the contents of the box fall all

over the closet floor.

Grace stoops to pick up the spilled memories. They are

mostly pictures. There are some of the whole family - Jim,

Grace, Sara, and Faith - at all ages. Faith never looks

quite pleased. Sara is the smiling, well-behaved,

wonder-child. Faith’s style varies from tomboy to punk to

kind of hipsterish. There are pictures of Faith and Jim

hugging and laughing. They are obviously very close. All of

Grace’s pictures are with Sara. She pulls out clipped

magazine articles that Sara had written and were printed in

the local paper. She was very proud of these things.

She pulls out some journals from the bottom of the box. The

first one she opens is from when she was pregnant with

Faith. She reads nostalgically.

GRACE V.O.

This little girl kicks me a lot

more than my last one did. Sara was

a sweet baby, even in the womb. But

little bean here kicks all day and

all night as though she’s either

mad at me or just needs to get out

of there. If she only knew, I’m

ready for her to be out too...

Grace flips several pages with familiarity. A photo of Grace

and just-born Faith flutters out and Grace stares sadly at

the photo before she starts reading a later entry.

GRACE V.O.

I wanted to name her Rachel, but

Jim got his way. Faith Elizabeth

was born - 3 weeks late - stubborn

kid. She cries all the time. I’ve

(MORE)
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GRACE V.O. (cont’d)

never known such a fussy baby. This

must be punishment for sins from a

past life. Or maybe from this

one...

Grace smirks at that entry before closing that journal and

opening the next one. It’s from 5 years ago when Faith was

16.

GRACE V.O.

Sara got editor of the school paper

today. And Faith got suspended.

Some days I wonder if the joys of

parenthood will always be

outweighed by sorrow... Principal

Vanhooser said this is strike 2. I

don’t know what I’m gonna do if she

gets expelled.

Grace’s face contorts bitterly as she remembers - this the

the real Faith. Just as she had begun softening to the

memory of her daughter, she was reminded of "the truth." She

shoves all her mementos back into the box sharply and stuffs

it back in the closet, appeased.

EXT. CHURCH FRONT / MAIN ST. / PARK BENCH - DAY

Faith finds a park bench to people watch from. She pulls out

her iPod and listens to some sweet tunes as the town

scurries about its business.

What starts as her people-watching soon becomes people

watching her. and talking about her. At first she doesn’t

notice, but it becomes obvious as elderly women huddle

together and whisper loudly about riffraff and point. In

fact every shop on the street has people again the windows,

staring out at Faith. The whole town is buzzing with news

about Faith’s presence.

INT. BOOK STORE - DAY

Dax goes into The Cranny looking for Blakely. She speaks

before she sees him - as per usual.

BLAKELY

Welcome to the Book, Nook, and

Cranny! How may I -- You!

She smiles warmly when she sees it’s Dax.
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BLAKELY CON’T

No one ever stops me. They just let

me ramble on and on like a mad

woman.

DAX

Hey, Blake. How you doin?

BLAKELY

Can’t complain. You looking for

something particular?

DAX

Sorta. I’m kinda looking for Sara.

BLAKELY

(crinkles her nose)

She’s been and gone hours ago.

Sorry.

DAX

(laughs at himself)

I knew it was a long shot.

Dax traces some book spines on a nearby shelf, thinking.

Blakely has compassion on him. She knows Sara better than

anyone.

BLAKELY

Don’t give up on her.

Dax doesn’t speak. He just looks at her expectantly.

BLAKELY CON’T

If it’s any consolation, today’s

been kind of an... emotional day.

DAX

For Sara.

BLAKELY

For a lot of people. But especially

Sara.

DAX

Why?

BLAKELY

It’s a long story. Old history

resurfacing. I’m sure she’ll tell

you about it later. She just needed

some... space.
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DAX

Space?

(to himself)

I’m tired of space.

Dax heads toward the door, dejected. Blakely is worried he

won’t want to see Sara anymore. In the ultimate act of

friendship, she intercedes for her.

BLAKELY

She really does like you. I’m not

supposed to tell you that. But you

should know. She really does. But

she... has trust issues.

Dax seems mildly pleased by the confession. He waves as he

exits the store.

DAX

Thank you.

EXT. THE SQUARE - DAY

As Dax leaves the book store, he sees a large crowd of

people gathered in the Square but can’t see what they’re

looking at. In his line of vision, but paying no attention

to him is Sara. He can’t tell where she is coming from, but

she walks toward the west side of tow. Dax watches her,

still confused about their weird conversation earlier,

wondering what happened. He thinks about running and

catching up with her but decides against it as the crowd

starts to disperse frantically.

Faith emerges on the other side of it as though trying to

escape. She pulls her hair over her face, crosses her arms

around her chest, and walks briskly away from Main street.

She passes Dax going the opposited direction of Sara toward

the east side of town. Dax watches her curiously, not

recognizing her. He watches her as she notices the book

store and goes in, seeking safe haven. He walks away

wondering about the new girl in town.

INT. BOOK STORE - DAY

Faith is relieved to be off the street. The Book Nook and

Cranny had been an old favorite of hers, though she never

would’ve admitted it. So far it looks exactly the same, and

that’s comforting... until she hears a voice from behind a

nearby shelf. Blakely starts talking and walking toward the

front door:
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BLAKELY

Welcome to the Book Nook and

Cranny. How may I... hhhhhheaven

help me!

Blakely freezes in shock. Faith is shocked a little too, but

she does a better job at hiding it.

FAITH

With a greeting like that--

BLAKELY

Sorry, you just... weren’t who I

was expecting.

FAITH

Likewise. Rest easy, I don’t bite.

Anymore.

Blakely looks cautious.

BLAKELY

When’d you get back?

FAITH

Uh, yesterday... When’d you take

over the Cranny?

BLAKELY

Couple of years ago. Mabel died. I

bought it.

FAITH

You kept it the same.

BLAKELY

Seemed right.

FAITH

Probably so.

BLAKELY

Besides, I loved it the way it was.

FAITH

Everyone did.

BLAKELY

Exactly.

FAITH

(looking around)

I’m just surprised you didn’t make

it more... you.
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BLAKELY

(beat)

Who says this isn’t me?

FAITH

I didn’t mean that in a bad way--

BLAKELY

(defensive)

Well, how did you mean it?

FAITH

(retreating)

Nothing. You should have your place

however you want it.

BLAKELY

It’s not always about what you

want.

FAITH

(regretfully)

I know. I was just thinking...

(whispering to herself in

disbelief)

Everything in his town is exactly

the same.

BLAKELY

Not everything. We have a coffee

shop where the Tavern used to be.

FAITH

So I heard. Is it nice?

BLAKELY

(pointedly)

Better than the bar.

They stand awkwardly for a minute. Faith’s plan for a quiet

place to hide has been thwarted by the powers the be. She

shakes her head.

FAITH

You know - sorry. If I had known

you owned the place now--

BLAKELY

You wouldn’t have come in?

FAITH

(anxiously)

(MORE)
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FAITH (cont’d)
I would’ve been more prepared with

what I wanted to say. Instead of...

insulting you. I didn’t mean to...

BLAKELY

(hesitating)

What would you want to say?

FAITH

(breathes)

You have every right to hate me.

And I’m not asking forgiveness. I

just -- I’m sorry. That’s it.

BLAKELY

(nods slowly)

Well, welcome back.

FAITH

Thank you. I’ll see you around.

Faith smiles faintly and heads out the door. Blakely watches

her go, but there is no sense of hostility or anger towards

Faith. Just relief and the thought - maybe it won’t be so

bad.

EXT. MAIN ST. - SUNSET

Faith walks out of the book store, feeling just as much in

need of an escape as when she went it. It seems that around

every corner, there was a frowning face waiting to tell her

what they thought of her. She continues down Main St. as the

sun descends into the horizon and is stopped dead by the

sight of Sara. The sisters see each other at the same time,

from opposite ends of the street.

They both stand, startled and silent, looking at each other.

There is a long awkward pause as they assess each other,

both remember their vast history and animosity. How do you

go back? Faith looks like she wants to say something. But

Sara’s face twists with contempt, she has no interest in

reconciliation. They turn opposite directions and keep

walking.

ACT IV
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INT. NEWSROOM OFFICE - NIGHT

Sara walks through the newsroom in a noticeably unhappy

mood. She marches angrily toward her desk. A coworker -

Brett the copyeditor - sees Sara and tries to get her

attention.

BRETT

Sara, you’re back.

SARA

Yeah. Here’s my story.

She hands him a thumb drive. He looks at it like it’s

archaic.

BRETT

Why didn’t you just email it to

me...?

SARA

(impatiently)

Internet is spotty in Town.

Brett walks away shaking his head before calling over his

shoulder:

BRETT

Scott’s looking for you!

SARA

(yelling back)

Tell him I’m not here.

Scott appears out of nowhere next to her.

SCOTT

Tell him what?

SARA

Scott. Hey. Didn’t see you there.

SCOTT

Naturally. Let’s talk.

SARA

I don’t mean to be a pain in the...

SCOTT

Pain in the...
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SARA

Yeah, that. Listen, I’ve had a

terrible, day and I don’t think I

can take anymore--

SCOTT

Suck it up. You’re getting a

partner. He gets here next week

from Boston.

SARA

Are you kidding me? Please tell me

this is some kind of office prank.

SCOTT

Get over yourself. In case you

haven’t noticed, you’re a mess.

SARA

A mess? What are you talking about?

SCOTT

Where were you today?

SARA

Scott, today is different. I never

do that. I had a crisis. A family

emergency.

SCOTT

If you really had an emergency, you

could’ve called. I’m very

sympathetic. What you have are

personal problems. And you need

someone to ...keep you in line that

you can keep in line...

SARA

What?

SCOTT

You need to learn how to be team

player - for one - and a

responsible adult - for another.

SARA

(begging)

Scott, don’t do this to me. It’s

just today. It’s just been a bad

day!
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SCOTT

You’ll thank me later.

He leaves her at her desk.

SARA

(to herself

For now I’ll just make

inappropriate hand gestures behind

your back.

SCOTT

(over his shoulder)

Feel free. Doesn’t change my decision.

EXT./INT. CARSON FRONT PORCH / DINING ROOM / KITCHEN - NIGHT

Faith returns to her home where wind chimes ring noisily on

the front porch. She watches them, wishing they would quiet.

There is something about them that is annoying and

foreboding. They’re sounding out a warning against going

inside. Faith opens the front door with trepidation.

Grace emerges from the kitchen with a casserole dish in her

hands - taking it to the dining room. She’s smiling hugely.

GRACE

Hello--!

(realizing it’s Faith,

obviously disappointed and

annoyed)

You.

FAITH

Hi, mom.

GRACE

You weren’t who I was expecting.

FAITH

I never am. What’s for dinner?

Grace gives her a look.

FAITH CON’T

I mean - can I help?

GRACE

I don’t know. Can you?
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FAITH

(painfully)

May I?

GRACE

You may bring the stuff from the

kitchen.

Grace watches Faith go into the kitchen with a look of

murder in her eyes. She’s angry about something. Faith tries

not to make eye contact with her. She lays the plates down

painstakingly slowly. Grace watches her. When Faith has

placed the last plate, she finally looks up. Grace’s face is

contorted bitterly. She storms into the kitchen, throwing

open cabinets. Finally, the dam breaks.

GRACE

What are you doing here?!

FAITH

I told you -- I needed to come

back.

GRACE

Like you needed to leave?

FAITH

I don’t understand. Are you mad

that I left or that I came back?

GRACE

Both. I’m mad that you are selfish.

Do you have any idea what you put

your father through?

FAITH

Yes.

GRACE

No! You don’t! You couldn’t

possibly or you wouldn’t dare show

your face in this house again.

FAITH

I am so sorry for what I put you

through.

GRACE

This has nothing to do with me...

Your crimes against me are far

greater than I’m willing to discuss

at this point.
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FAITH

Mom, I’m sorry. I don’t know what

else to say.

GRACE

Say you’ll leave.

FAITH

What?

GRACE

We were doing so well. We were

happy... for the first time in many

many years, we were happy. And

you... you are going to destroy

everything.

FAITH

I won’t. I swear.

GRACE

You cannot erase the past. You

broke your father’s heart.

FAITH

Dad forgave me! Why can’t you?

GRACE

You ripped this town up.

FAITH

And I want to restore it!

GRACE

You can’t! You can’t change

anything! You can’t even change

you! You’ve done what you’ve done.

Let us heal the best we know how.

Let us forget you.

FAITH

That isn’t healing, Mom. That is

pretending. That is lying!

GRACE

Then let us lie! It’s far more

comforting than the truth.

FAITH

The truth being what?
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GRACE

The truth being that the good

pastor and his good wife could

raise a hell raiser as wicked as

you.

FAITH

Mom, don’t you believe in grace?

GRACE

No. Not for you.

FAITH

What did I do that made you hate me

so much? Of all the people in this

town who can’t stand me, you’re the

worst. Why?

GRACE

Maybe because I know you best.

FAITH

You don’t know me at all.

GRACE

(beat)

You’re not welcome here.

FAITH

(shocked)

Here in this house or here in this

town?

GRACE

Either.

FAITH

I’m not leaving town.

GRACE

Fine. But you’ll find another place

to stay. Starting tonight. Get out.

Faith balks. Realizing how serious her mother is, she spins

on her heals and flies out the front door. On the front

porch, she leans over the railing and vomits, trying to

catch her breath. The wind chimes continue to rattle

annoyingly. When Faith can stand back up, she glares at the

chimes then walks over and grabs them frantically. She holds

them together, making their ringing stop, desperately

seeking solace. She takes off in a sprint away from the

house as the chimes continue to ring.



51.

INT. COFFEE HOUSE - NIGHT

Faith runs down Main St. past all the shops she visited

today knowing none of them will protect her from life. In

the past, she would’ve run from a confrontation with her mom

immediately into the arms of a bottle of whiskey. She runs

toward the Tavern but remembers when she sees it, it’s not a

bar anymore. Perfect. She doesn’t want a bar anyway. She

sober. Gonna stay sober. The coffee shop is called Grounded

- something Faith finds interesting and fitting. She opens

the door with a deep breath and focuses on anything other

than home.

Dax is behind the counter starting to clean up. The last of

his customers have just left. His back is to the door when

he hears the bell ring. He hollers over his shoulder:

DAX

We’re closed.

Faith doesn’t hear him. Dax starts to turn around.

FAITH

Sorry, did you you say you’re

closed?

Dax realizes who she is - the stranger from the street.

There’s something else familiar about her. He doesn’t want

to turn her away. He takes this as an opportunity to find

out what the town has been buzzing about all day.

DAX

Uh, no.

Faith pauses inside the door and takes a long look at the

room, taking in the new, remembering the old, thinking of

her last time there.

FAITH

(with her back turned)

I like what you’ve done with the

place. Last time I was here, it was

still a bar.

DAX

Yeah, the town finally got its way

when it went down in flames.

Literally.

Faith walks up to the bar and sits on the stool directly

front of Dax. He watches her as she peruses his drink menu

for a few seconds. She makes him a little nervous and

curious, but he knows he wants to get to know her.
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DAX

So what can I get you?

FAITH

(embarrassed)

Uh... how about... an application

and a pen?

DAX

We don’t really have applications

here...

FAITH

And you’re probably not hiring...

DAX

Not exactly.

Faith is disappointed. Dax feels sad for her.

DAX

Have you worked at a coffee place

before?

FAITH

Uh, no.

DAX

What’s your work experience?

FAITH

(hesitating)

Uh... I don’t really have any

experience... to speak of.

DAX

Ok, well, do you have any

recommendations? Someone I could

call who will vouch for you?

FAITH

(awkwardly)

You know... I don’t think I’m

really the person for the job.

DAX

Really? Too bad. It was yours.

FAITH

What?
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DAX

The job’s yours if you want it.

FAITH

I don’t need charity.

DAX

Maybe you don’t. But I do. The high

schooler I had helping me made the

football team. So he quit. And I

was gonna have to look for a

replacement, but when you

volunteered...

(trails off)

I don’t know... I thought, it was

some kind of answer to prayer.

FAITH

But I have no work experience.

DAX

I can train you. It’s not that

hard.

FAITH

But I have no recommendations.

Literally... no one would vouch for

me... How would you know I’m not a

serial killer or a drug dealer or

an illegal immigrant?

DAX

Are you a serial killer?

FAITH

No.

DAX

Are you a drug dealer?

FAITH

(beat)

No.

DAX

Are you an illegal immigrant?

FAITH

Yes!

Dax gives her a skeptical look.
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FAITH CON’T

No...but how would you know?

DAX

I guess I got a feeling...

FAITH

Acid reflux?

DAX

...That you won’t kill me or the

customers or peddle illicit

substances from the kitchen or be

deported.

FAITH

Well... I won’t.

Faith breathes deep before realizing she should probably

introduce herself.

FAITH

(extending her hand)

I’m Faith by the way.

DAX

Do you have a last name, Faith?

FAITH

Uh, yeah, it’s Carson.

DAX

Carson? My pastor’s name is Carson.

Any relation?

FAITH

Youngest daughter.

DAX

(surprised)

Funny... I didn’t know he had a

daughter -- another daughter. I

mean, I knew he had one. We’re--

She’s-- I know her.

FAITH

Yeah, they don’t really talk about

me much.

DAX

Well, I’m Dax...Tate. Would you

like some coffee? It’s free for

employees.
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FAITH

(beat then exhaustedly)

Yes, please.

EXT. CARSON FRONT PORCH - NIGHT

Song: Imogen Heap - First Train Home

or The City Harmonic - Coming My Way

Faith walks up to her home where Jim is waiting on the porch

steps, with a Bible beside him. She joins him there. The

stare out into the night quietly until Jim hands her a

bottle.

JIM

Cream soda?

FAITH

(she accepts it)

Thanks.

After a few moments of sitting and drinking on the porch,

Faith sighs.

FAITH

(regretfully)

You know I can’t stay here.

JIM

Your mother told me you had some

friends who offered you a place.

Faith is surprised her mom would lie to her dad but decides

to go with it to protect her dad.

FAITH

(pauses)

Um... yeah. I just... think it’s

better this way.

JIM

You know I want you here more than

anything.

FAITH

Yeah, I know you do. I’m sorry...

JIM

Don’t leave, okay? I mean, don’t

run off again. I can’t lose you

twice.
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FAITH

You won’t. I’m here for good unless

God tells me otherwise.

JIM

It’s crazy to hear you talk about

God. You’ve really changed.

FAITH

Tell me about it. Three years have

passed, and this town is exactly

the same -

Jim starts to interrupt and she waves him off.

FAITH CON’T

- except the coffee shop, I

know. Not me though. I’m

completely different. But being

here, I feel 17 again. Everybody

looks at me like I’m... contagious.

And it’s as though... time has

stopped. And somehow it’s my

responsibility to help them move

forward. But who’s gonna listen to

me?... [groan] it’s been an

exhausting day.

JIM

(nudging her with his

shoulder)

Welcome back, slugger.

Camera pans and the audio fades as the music kicks in. Their

conversation doesn’t matter as much as their relationship.

They can talk and laugh and joke and hug unlike any of

Faith’s other relationships.

FAITH

I hate those wind chimes.

JIM

Tell me about it.

FAITH

If I stole them, you think Mom

would notice.

JIM

Of course.
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FAITH

She’d probably have me arrested.

JIM

(laughing)

Probably.

They stare out into darkness as camera pans away.

FAITH V.O

I wish I could ask that prodigal

son for advice. I mean, after so

much time and so much stuff, how do

you go back? How do you make amends

with all the people you hurt? What

happens the day after the prodigal

child comes home? And the day after

that? And the day after that? No

one knows how much coming home is

way harder than leaving. So how do

you stay?...I don’t have all the

answers yet, but I’ve got a

feeling... it’s gonna be a long way

back.

FADE TO BLACK

The End.


