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OVER BLACK
WOMAN’S VOICE - (V.O.)
Unremarkable and old. That’s how I
would describe my first impression
of Hans Kretchmer. But I gotta
admit, I was curious. There was

something about him. Something I
couldn’t put my finger on.

INT. OFFICE ROOM - NIGHT - BLACK AND WHITE

CHYRON: Nazi Germany, 1934

(NO SOUND) HANS KRETCHMER (WHITE, early 30s, manic) dressed
in a Nazi uniform with a swastika armband. He bounds
frantically around a bleak 10'X10' room.

- Flashes of a battered and bloodied man bound to a chair.

- The Nazi yells at the man, then slides down the wall,
repeatedly banging the back of his head before landing on his
butt. He looks down at the gun in his hand.

- With a flash, he holds it to his temple and screams.

MATCH CUT TO:

INT. ST. MARIA HOSPICE ROOM - NIGHT

Tight shot of the same man’'s face screaming, but now he’s
old, terrified, and alone in his hospice room.

INT. CHARNELLE’'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

CHYRON: Baltimore, 1990

CHARNELLE JOHNSON (African American, 40, cute and bookish)
stirs a pot of noodles on the stove. She's relaxing with some
wine, trying to erase the day. TYREESE (Small, 6 years old)
stands by her side.

CHARNELLE
Did you do your reading?

The boy darts his eyes from hers.



CHARNELLE (CONT’'D)
Don‘t tell me, after all this time,
you didn’t do your reading?

Ty steps back.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
Ty! You betta get your ass in that
room and--

Her mother, MIMS (Small, feisty, matter-of-fact), tersely
interrupts.

MIMS
Now, you got no cause to speak to
the boy like that.

CHARNELLE
Stay out of this, Mims. He'’s got to
learn. I'm not having him turn out
like his --

MIMS
He ain’t his daddy.

Charnelle stares her down. The boy tugs on her nursing shirt.

TY
I'm s-s-sorry, momma.

Charnelle looks down at the sweet boy, then loses it.

CHARNELLE
Jesus, Ty — it’'s... fine.

Charnelle throws the spoon into the steaming pot and storms
past her son to the outside porch for a smoke.

EXT. PORCH - CONTINUOUS

From the second-floor terrace, Charnelle nervously takes a
long drag from her cigarette as sirens wail in the
background. It’s East Baltimore, and the streets are alive.

Charnelle leans on the railing and exhales as several
transients have a shoving match below. A bottle of Ripple
shatters on the sidewalk.

A group of rowdy teens walks under the terrace. One in a dark
hoodie glances up at her. She hears the sliding glass door
open behind her.
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Char takes an aggressive inhale from her cigarette and lets
it slowly escape from her lips.

CHARNELLE
Could you not always take his
side?! He needs to stand up for
himself. These kids out here...

She nods to the punk walking away into the darkness.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
...they’l]l eat him up.

MIMS
He's just--

CHARNELLE
Damn it, Mims, look around.

Charnelle takes another drag while leaning on the railing and
violently snuffs the butt in an overflowing ashtray. She
storms inside, passing her mother without a word.

INT. ST. MARIA HOSPICE - DAY

Charnelle walks down a busy hallway, fiddling with her pants.
She stops at the nurse’s station.

CHARNELLE
Ronnie, Ty took my drawstring.

RONNIE (A beefy Asian in her 30s) is seated behind the desk
doing a crossword puzzle. She sips her coffee.

RONNIE
Damn. What’s a five-letter word for
the bottom of the barrel?

Charnelle looks up from her pants and rolls her eyes.

CHARNELLE
I dunno Ronnie, you got a safety
pin or something?

RONNIE
Is he tying the model planes to his
ceiling fan again?

CHARNELLE
Yeah. He loves them planes.

Charnelle looks at Ronnie with scorn and hikes up her pants.



CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
Ronnie... please?

Ronnie hands over a safety pin from her smiley face cup.

CHARNELLE (CONT’'D)
Thanks.

Charnelle starts down the hallway, then calls back.

CHARNELLE (CONT’'D)
DREGS. It’'s dregs, the stuff at the
bottom of the barrel.

Ronnie smiles and cheerfully fills in her squares.

RONNIE
That’s why you’re the writer —
thanks, Char!

INT. HANS'S ROOM - DAY

Charnelle silently buzzes around her patient’s room,
adjusting monitors and reviewing his chart. A middle-aged
woman, ALICE (Timid, Han’s end-of-life counselor) stands by
his bedside. She closes her eyes, bracing herself.

HANS KRETCHMER (Now 90 years old) yells at Charnelle.

HANS
Hey... HEY YOU, NURSIE. I'M A
LITTLE WET HERE LYING IN MY PISS!

Charnelle looks up from her chart, then slowly puts the
clipboard back by the door. She turns, expands her chest, and
readies for a fight.

Alice steps back, away from the line of fire.

CHARNELLE
Whose piss would you be lying in
otherwise, Mr. Kretchmer?

Hans looks on, stunned by the response, then regroups.

HANS
I'm just amazed that you people
know how to dress yourselves in the
morning, let alone help others.

CHARNELLE
Us people?



Hans leans up in his bed for optimum effect.

HANS
It isn’'t every day that you can see
trained monkeys do so little. I
mean, you do get paid, don’'t you?

Alice'’s eyes saucer.

CHARNELLE
You think I live to come in and
change your diapers? I mean, why
wouldn’t a black woman want to
change some old white man’s
bedsheets?

HANS
I pay you, that’s why.

CHARNELLE
You don’t pay a thing, Mr.
Kretchmer. You know as well as I
do, that’s Medicaid’s checkbook...

Charnelle looks down at his wet bedsheets.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
...and you don’t have a pot to piss
in - do you?

Hans and his nurse lock eyes.
Alice smiles nervously and looks down at her watch.

ALICE
Oooh... I, ah, guess we'’ll pick
this up again next Tuesday. Alright
with you, Mr. Kretchmer?

Hans smiles a big, yellowing, toothy smile and nods. His
counselor quickly leaves. As soon as she’s gone...

HANS CHARNELLE
I don’'t like her. Me neither, she’s so phony.

HANS (CONT'D)
Why do I need a Life Counselor

anyway?
The two smile, and the room settles.

HANS (CONT'D)
I had ya going there, didn’'t I?



CHARNELLE
Not really.

Charnelle smiles as she putters around the room.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
Did you piss your--

HANS
No, it’s just water. Hey, was the
“trained monkeys” bit too much?
CHARNELLE
You’'re an old coot, you know that?

I have a lot going on today, and
well... you're lucky I like you.

Charnelle finishes up what she needs to do.
CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
Want me to turn on ALL MY CHILDREN
for ya?
HANS
No, thank you, dear. Too much drama
for one day. I need a nap.

Hans smiles at her and sinks back into his pillow.

CHARNELLE
I'1ll check back in a bit, honey.

Hans nods and shuts his eyes, quickly falling asleep.

BEGIN FLASHBACK:

INT. HANS'S HOME - GERMANY - DAY - BLACK AND WHITE
CHYRON: Germany, 1929
— An iron glides over a white shirt, caressing the sleeves.

— Soft spray mists from a bottle. The steam from the iron
fills the air as it comes into contact with the water.

— Light shines through a tiny moth hole in the shirt. It
lowers to reveal a young man (Hans) with a concerned look.

— A thin needle carefully sews up the hole and ties off a
final, “surgeon-like” stitch.
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— Hands hold the shirt up for a final inspection. Hands lower
to reveal a smile from Hans. It’'s perfect.

END FLASHBACK:

BACK TO: INT. ST. MARIA HOSPICE - SUPPLY ROOM - DAY

Charnelle stands in the empty room, loading a cart with
hospital supplies. She looks down at a pair of red panties
peeking out from under the shelves. She cocks her head.

CHARNELLE
Damn, Jani.

From behind, she’s startled by a tap on the shoulder. It’s
JAMAL (a strapping “black Adonis” orderly).

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
DAMN, JAMAL! Don‘t ... sneak up on
people like that.

Jamal holds up his hands palms out, then backpeddles.

JAMAL
Sorry, Char — you got a call.

Jamal points back to the nurse’s station.

JAMAL, (CONT’'D)
It’s ah... him.

CHARNELLE
Shit.

Charnelle looks around the room, then down at her hands. She
looks over at a phone on the wall.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
Alright, umm, ask Ronnie to push it
through in here, will ya?

Jamal nods and trots back to the station.

Charnelle looks nervously at her feet, then at the phone. She
lets it ring five times before picking up.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
Yes, I'1ll accept the call.

On the other end is a sweet-talking black male voice. His
name is SMOOTHY (Late 30s, her EX, and a drug dealer from
East Baltimore).



SMOOTHY
Hey sweet baby, how’s that fine
junk doin’?

CHARNELLE

Fuck you, Smoothy. Why you callin’?
SMOOTHY

Na, now don’'t be like that baby. I

miss you.
A long pause.

SMOOTHY (CONT'D)
How'’s Ty doin'?

CHARNELLE
Ty's fine... without his father. He
hasn’t asked about you once.

SMOOTHY
I miss that “little nigga--

CHARNELLE
SHUT-IT, Smoothy, he’s not one of
your banger homies. That shit don’'t
belong with Ty.

SMOOTHY
Ohh, oh, I feel ya baby girl, I'm
sorry. Really, I am. I'm trying to
change, but it’s hard in here.
These fuckers are fo’real.

Another long pause, and a deep voice calls out...

GUARD
Three more minutes, Brown.

SMOOTHY
Baby, I want to tell you I really
love you. I’'m gonna need you when I
get out. We can start over. You,
me, and Ty. A perfect black family,
like The “Cosbys” and shit.

CHARNELLE
I hated that show.

SMOOTHY
Ok, ok, how about our own show?
“The Royals Of East Baltimore”.



CHARNELLE
Better.

SMOOTHY
Yeah, yeah, and we’ll be rich. And
eat out all the time. Not that shit
at McDonald’s, but fancy places.

CHARNELLE
We’ll get like, champagne and fancy
snails and whatnot?

SMOOTHY
Sweet baby, whatever you want.

Charnelle’s voice softens. She twirls the cord tethered to
the phone, then nervously twists her engagement ring.

CHARNELLE
That sounds nice.

She leans against the wall and smiles.

SMOOTHY
I know I fucked up, baby. But I'm
gonna come back a better man. It
ain’t gonna be like before. I'm
gonna make it right.

A pause...

SMOOTHY (CONT'D)
I ain’'t gonna lay with them other
bitches, I swear on momma’s grave.
And I'm gonna take Ty out and shoot
hoops and shit. We gonna be tight.

Charnelle smiles. She’s buying into it.

SMOOTHY (CONT'D)
And you baby — we gonna fuck like
bunnies--

CHARNELLE
Be serious.

SMOOTHY
I am. I know we can make it... I
love you.

CHARNELLE
I love you to--
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SMOOTHY
—— And soon as I can get out and
sell that first kilo, we’ll be on
our way, baby--

CHARNELLE
FUCK YOU SMOOTHY!

Charnelle slams the receiver down and starts throwing shit.

From outside, Jamal is walking by the closed storage door.
The sounds of crashing carts and broken glass fill the air.
Jamal pivots and heads in the other direction.

INT. ST. MARIA HOSPICE - CAFETERIA - LATER

Charnelle and JANI (her best friend, pretty, in her late 30s)
walk with trays down the food line, picking out their food
and talking. Charnelle stops at the apples and picks up one
to smell. She makes a face and puts it back.

CHARNELLE
I don’'t know why it’s so hard to
get fresh produce in here. No
wonder people are dying.

Jani pushes her arm, laughing.

JANT
They dyin‘cause they old Charnelle.

Charnelle smiles and continues on. Reviewing everything
before settling on the meatloaf.

CAFETERIA TABLE - CONTINUOUS
Charnelle is pushing her mashed potatoes into her meatloaf.

JANT
Why can’t you jus’ eat it as it
lay, girl?

Jani looks at her with disappointment.

JANI (CONT'D)
You do this every day. Don’'t matter
what you eatin’. Could be lime
jello and broccoli.

CHARNELLE
OK, that’s gross.



11.

JANI
No, this...

She swirls her finger in a circle, referring to the mess on
Char'’s plate.

JANI (CONT’D)
...18 gross.

CHARNELLE
I know, I know, it’s just my thing.
You... put your drink on the right
side 2 inches from your plate, and

don’t get me started on where your
fork goes.

Jani stares with her mouth open.

JANT
You so mean, you know that?

Charnelle laughs and continues to mix all her food together.
Jani adjusts her drink a millimeter farther from her plate.
Both girls eat in silence, then...

A strikingly handsome doctor (CAMERON, 30s) walks by with his
tray, and the girls stop and stare, gawking.

He glances over at Jani and smiles, then bumps into a table,
spilling his drink. As he reaches to recover, his plate
slides off his tray with a CRASH.
Charnelle laughs. Jani pulls on her arm, getting her to stop.
Cameron kneels to clean it up.
CHARNELLE

I can’'t believe you slept with him.

Did he trip and fall into your

hoochie or something?

JANT
Stop, shush, quit-it!

The people in the cafeteria applaud the doctor.

Cameron stands and takes a bow. Jani glances at her handsome
doctor and smiles. He smiles back and winks.
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INT. ST. MARIA HOSPICE - LATER

Charnelle walks down a sterile corridor towards the nurse’s
station, greeting people as she continues.

CHARNELLE
How'’s it going, Mr. Rosenberg?

The old man smiles as he walks his IV bag on its rolling
stand down the hall. Charnelle stops at the nurse’s station
for some afternoon coffee.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
Hey Ronnie, wus’up girl?

RONNIE
Nuthin’ Char. Been quiet.

Charnelle adds some powdered sweetener. She takes a sip, then
spits it back in the cup.

CHARNELLE
Geeze, Ronnie, who made the coffee?

RONNIE
Jamal did it today.

CHARNELLE
Oh-Ma-Gawd, it’s awful!

RONNIE
Yeah, I don’t have the heart to
tell him. He’s too pretty.

Charnelle dumps it in the sink and wipes her mouth.

CHARNELLE
You got anything in your thermos?

RONNIE
No, sorry, I--

Suddenly, lights flash, and a code red blares on Ronnie’s
desk phone. She looks up from the switchboard.

RONNIE (CONT'D)
It’s Mr. Kretchmer.

Charnelle freezes, then bolts down the hall, dodging and
weaving around strolling patients. She arrives at Hans's room
as a doctor applies shock paddles.

DOCTOR
Clear?
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NURSE
Yes, doctor.

POW! Hans's body rises from the bed with a violent jolt.

CHARNELLE
Careful, he’s old as dirt!

A long monotone beep fills the air.

DOCTOR
Stand back, nurse, please.

The doctor nudges Charnelle away and places the paddles back
on Hans's chest, POW! His body rises sharply and falls.

Han's face is ashen, and his pulse has flatlined.

BEGIN FLASHBACK:

INT. HANS'S HOUSE - GERMANY - NIGHT - BLACK AND WHITE
CHYRON: Germany, 1932

It’s Christmas Eve, and Hans is with his wife, GERTIE (Cute,
20s) and his brother, KURK (Stout, late 20s) all staring
blankly at an enormous Christmas tree whose top bends,
comically squashed against the ceiling.

IN GERMAN:

GERTIE
Why is it sooo big?

HANS
Is that a problem?

Gertie shifts her eyes sideways to see Hans, then smirks.

GERTIE
You stole it, didn’'t you?

KURK
Now, hold on, he didn’t steal it.

Kurk shifts in place nervously.

KURK (CONT'D)
I did.

Gertie throws her gaze at Kurk.
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GERTIE
You?
KURK
From old man Pfluger. He won't
mind. He’'s got a million of’em.
Gertie crosses her arms and looks back at Hans.
HANS
We couldn’'t afford a tree, Gertie,
you know that.

Gert softens and lets him see that she is only playing.

KURK
He only shot at us once.

Gertie spins on Kurk.

KURK (CONT'D)
Yeah, see.

Kurk points to some holes in the backside of his trousers.

KURK (CONT'D)
I bet it’s just rock salt.

Gertie's eyes blow up.
Hans pulls her closer and whispers in her ear.

HANS
It’s Christmas, Gertie...

CRASH CUT TO:

HANS'S ROOM
POW! Hans'’s body pops up from his bed. Still flatlining.

Charnelle steps closer and holds Hans'’s hand. She bends down
and whispers something in his ear.

DOCTOR
CLEAR!

POW! We hear a faint heartbeat.

DOCTOR (CONT'D)
There we go, Mr. Kretchmer!

Charnelle is holding Hans’s hand. He looks up, confused.



15.

HANS
(whispers)
Gertie?
Exasperated, she wipes her tears and looks away.
CHARNELLE
... Jesus, Hansie.
INT. CHARNELLE'S APARTMENT CORRIDOR - NIGHT
Charnelle trudges up the stairs with a couple of bags of
groceries. When she reaches her apartment door, she’s met
with a yellow eviction notice.
CHARNELLE
Damn.
INT. CHARNELLE'S KITCHEN - LATER

Charnelle is on the phone, pacing in the kitchen.

CHARNELLE
Uh-huh. OK, I can get it to you.

She looks up while listening, then shakes her head.
CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
Damn, ah, that’s too late. Can't I
see you sooner? I got to--

She stops...

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
No, I... need the money — all good.

Dial tone. She fills her cheeks and exhales.

INT. CHARNELLE'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

A clock radio flips to 3:01 AM, and the alarm buzzes. A hand
quickly knocks it off the nightstand, shutting it down.

Charnelle shuffles down her hallway and exits her apartment.

EXT. BALTIMORE CITY - CONTINUOUS

Char pulls her hoodie up and starts walking at a fast clip.
She looks at her can of pepper spray and puts it back into
her pocket.
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She crosses a lonely street as a man emerges from the
shadows, then quickly recedes back into the darkness. She
walks to a rundown apartment building with crackheads
lounging on the steps.

INT. RUNDOWN APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

Inside, Char continues down the hallway and arrives at a
peeling blue door — she knocks softly.

BEGIN FLASHBACK:

EXT. OLD ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - NIGHT - BLACK AND WHITE
CHYRON: Nazi Germany, 1934
A watch on a uniformed wrist reads 3:01.
A man (Hans) nervously pulls his sleeve down.
CHARNELLE - (V.O.)
I know that sometimes in life, you
can be unlucky. But some people

seem to be unluckier than others.

A group of men are led into a great room by German soldiers
with machine guns.

They glance up to see a man walk in from the shadows. It'’s
Adolf Hitler. And Hans is walking by his side.
BACK TO: RUNDOWN APARTMENT DOOR

The dirty door opens at the length of a short chain, and a
scraggly, bearded face appears through the crack.

Charnelle’s eyes widen.

MAN
You got it?

CHARNELLE
You got the money?

The man’s eyes narrow.

BACK TO: THE OLD ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - BLACK AND WHITE

The men are lined up against a crumbling wall. They look like
regular working folk.
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Hans — young and unprepared - looks around nervously. The SS
soldiers smile as they stand relaxed with their guns. They
offer cigarettes to the men standing against the wall.

BACK TO: RUNDOWN APARTMENT DOOR

MAN
$500.

CHARNELLE
You said $550.

MAN
That was three hours ago. Things
have changed. You want it or not?

CHARNELLE
Damn, you serious?

Suddenly, the door slams shut.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
Wait-waywayway...WAIT!

Charnelle bangs on the door. After a long pause, it opens to
the length of the chain.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
OK here.

Charnelle pulls the ring off her finger and shoves it through
the crack. A hand eagerly grabs it and slams the door shut.
Charnelle talks at the door.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
It’s half a carrot. Nearly
flawless. At least, that'’s what
Smoothy said.

Charnelle leans her head against the door and listens. Her
eyes narrow, then widen. She bangs on the door repeatedly.

The door quickly opens a crack, and a snub-nosed revolver is
shoved through, touching her forehead.
BACK TO: THE OLD ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - BLACK AND WHITE

The last of the men against the wall is frisked, and the
guard turns, shaking his head, then steps back.

MACHINE GUN FIRE violates the quiet room.
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The men against the wall writhe and contort with every 9mm
bullet that slams into their bodies.

Hans falls to his knees, holding his ears. When it stops... A
German Luger is shoved in Hans's face. He recoils.

CHARNELLE - (V.O.)
So, you know that feeling of being
a child and basking in the
wonderment of life? You know...
when everything seems innocent?

A guard smiles and walks over to a crawling man. He steps on
his back and laughs.

CHARNELLE - (V.O.)
And do you remember the first time
you discovered that Santa wasn't
real? And your Uncle wasn’t the
lovely man he appeared to be when
he let you sit in his lap at
Christmas?

The guard pulls his pistol from its polished leather holster
and shoots the crawling man in the head.

CHARNELLE - (V.O.)
I can’'t figure out why it always
has to get ugly. Why is there so
much evil, and why do people close
their eyes to it?

The guard curses and wipes the blood splatter from his face.

BACK TO: RUNDOWN APARTMENT HALLWAY - PRESENT

The gun pulls away from Char’s face, and the door slams shut.
Charnelle slides down the wall of the dingy apartment
corridor and cries inconsolably. The door cracks back open
without warning, and an envelope stuffed with cash drops to
the floor. Charnelle looks down, quickly shoves the money
back into the envelope, and stands.

She has her rent money.

INT. ST. MARIA HOSPICE HALLWAY - DAY
Charnelle is on the phone with her mother.
CHARNELLE

I know — color markers for Ty’s
car, got it.
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Char looks annoyed.

CHARNELLE (CONT’'D)
I WON'T. Damn, Mims.

She hangs up and mumbles as she walks to the nurse’s station.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
Night, Ronnie.

RONNIE
You stayin’ to talk with Hans?

CHARNELLE
Yeah, I need to decompress a bit
before I head home.

RONNIE
I hear ya, girl — I wish I had a
Hans. All I got’s a Stanley.

CHARNELLE
Ah, be nice, he'’s sweet.

RONNIE
When he’s sleepin’. And I'm
watching my show.

Char laughs softly and heads down the hallway to Hans'’s room.
When she arrives, he’s staring at the doorway.

HANS
Hey there.

CHARNELLE
Hey there, yourself. What are you
looking at?

HANS
You, sweetie. Pull up a stool.

Hans fumbles with his water bottle and finally finds the
straw with his mouth and sucks in hard.

Char rolls up the stool and gets settled.

HANS (CONT'D)
We need to get you a more
comfortable chair. That can’t be
good for your back.

CHARNELLE
I'm good old man.
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She smiles warmly, scoots closer, and holds his hand.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
How are we doing today?

HANS
I've been in a lot of pain.

CHARNELLE
Why didn’t you say something? The
Doc can up your morphine drip.

HANS
Ahh, Cancer’s gonna do what cancer
does.

Hans shrugs.

HANS (CONT'D)
I want to be clear for our talks.

She smiles and squeezes his hand, then remembers something.

CHARNELLE
Oh, I got you these.

The old man perks up.

HANS
Necco Wafers!

Hans grabs the antique-looking candy in the wax wrapper and
melts back into his bed.

HANS (CONT'D)
Oh, you are a saint.

CHARNELLE
I don’t know what the fascination
is. They taste like drywall dust
and old fruit. Aren’t they from
like... Roman times?

That gets a chuckle out of Hans.

HANS
Thank you, honey.

Hans spies a composition notebook poking out from her bag.

HANS (CONT'D)
Writing anything new?



CHARNELLE
Na.

HANS
Com’on, what?

CHARNELLE
Nothing, old man.

Hans gives a sideways look.
CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
Alright, tell you what — a poem.

HANS
There you go. That’s my brave girl.

Hans settles back into his nest of pillows and folds his
hands on his belly as he sucks on a Necco Wafer.
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Charnelle nervously thumbs her dog-eared pages, looking for

the perfect one.

CHARNELLE
OK... now you promise not to be
mean or laugh? It’s still rough.

Hans crosses his heart.

HANS
Scouts honor.

She grins nervously.

CHARNELLE
I call this one... “Stories”.

She clears her throat and tentatively starts.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
The bus...

She swallows nervously.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
Ok, ah, again...

The bus

hauls their stories
from here to there.
Places, places.
Always places.



$2.50 can get you far.
Randallstown to Reeds,
time well read.

A paladin.

A believer.

A junkie.

All heroes.

All wanting.

All lost,

breathing in their stories.
Every day,

the hope for a new story.

Hans is dumbstruck.

CHARNELLE (CONT’'D)
It’s shit... I know.

HANS
It’s magical. And it’s you.

He squeezes her hand warmly.

HANS (CONT'D)
You have a talent, dear.

Hans smiles, and Charnelle doesn’t know what to do.

CHARNELLE
You're just being nice.

HANS
I'm being honest. The byproduct...
is nice.

She grins, embarrassed.

CHARNELLE
Thank you, Hansie. No one’'s ever
said anything that... sweet to me.

She’s beyond the moon and tries to deflect.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
It’s not--

HANS
Bullshit. It’s beautiful.

Charnelle looks at the old man and smiles.

CHARNELLE
Ok...

22.
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HANS
What else do you have?
CHARNELLE
Nope.
HANS
Why?
CHARNELLE
Not ready.
HANS

Yes, you are.

Charnelle and the old man freeze in a loving ‘stare-embrace’.
Hans knows she won’t budge and changes the subject.

HANS (CONT'D)
So0... how’s Tyreese?

She smiles a thank you and closes her book.

CHARNELLE
He's great. He’'s such a smart kid.
He'’'s just... little.

She lets out a nervous sigh.

HANS
All 6-year-olds are little.
CHARNELLE
Kids pick on him.
HANS
Oh.
CHARNELLE

He’'s a hard little worker —

I don’'t know. It’s not clicking.
The others make fun of him, but he
takes it in stride. Damn...

She starts tearing up, but her inner-city-home-girl takes
over, and she bucks-the-fuck-up.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
It’s good... It’s all good.

HANS
Yes, it is. How’s the boy’s father?
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CHARNELLE
He'’'s out soon on good behavior.
That’s a... well--

HANS
I see.

CHARNELLE
What about you? It’s your turn. I
want to hear more about your
dreams... in Germany, when you were
young and impressionable.

She sports a cheeky smile and settles in.

HANS
Ah, I... well, I guess when I was
33, I was still impressionable.
I'1ll start there for tonight.

Hans closes his eyes and ponders for a minute, then smiles...

HANS (CONT'D)
Spargel.

CHARNELLE
Excuse me?

HANS
Asparagus. Specifically, white
asparagus. Germany'’'s white gold.

CHARNELLE
Asparagus?

HANS
You bet. And it was made with love.
Mutter was the best at it.

Char looks confused.

HANS (CONT'D)
My mom. “Mutter”. She would slow-
cook them with butter and ham. And
in 1933, they were both in short
supply because of the depression.

Char smiles and soaks it all in.

HANS (CONT'D)
But, on Christmas Eve, when she
came out from the kitchen holding a
steaming plate of the White Gold...



Hans opens his eyes, his smile as wide as a child’s.

HANS (CONT'D)
Christmas came early.

CHARNELLE
I thought nobody could get them.

HANS
She had her connections. God, I
miss that woman.

CHARNELLE
That’s a good memory.

Char sits up and remembers.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
Wait, Christmas? I thought you were
half-Jewish... like me?

HANS
Yes, but it could get you into a
lot of trouble to show it. The
Nazis persecuted them. Hanukkah was
to be celebrated in private.

CHARNELLE
Weird.

HANS
Exactly. Hard to understand here?
You can’t walk anywhere without
bumping into a Jew.

Hans laughs softly.

CHARNELLE
So, Christmas only?

HANS
We had a Menorah. We 1lit it after
10:00 PM, when Germany slept.

CHARNELLE
Why didn’t anyone do anything? I
mean... stand up to it?

Hans closes his eyes again.

HANS
Our neighbors and the SS constantly
watched us.



CHARNELLE
SS?

HANS
Let’s just say they were the secret
police. They did whatever they
wanted. These were cruel times.

CHARNELLE
Weren’t there protests?

HANS
In the beginning, but after Hitler
came to power, he was the law of
the land. And protesters were...
dispatched.

CHARNELLE
Dispatched?

HANS
A nice way to say murdered.

CHARNELLE
Jani was trying to explain Hitler
to me. But I don’t know anything
‘cept he was a Mother Fucker.

HANS
A Tayvl.
CHARNELLE
Devil?
HANS
Ah, you know Yiddish?
CHARNELLE
My father taught me a bit. Not
much. But that one... I know.

Hans smiles warmly. Then yawns.

HANS
I am getting tired, dear. Mind if
we call it for tonight?

CHARNELLE
Of course, Hansi. Maybe I’'1ll have
something to read ya next time.

HANS
That’s my girl.
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He squeezes her hand and gives a quick wink.

EXT. CHARNELLE'S BUS STOP - NIGHT

Char sits reading a book on a bench inside a small, dimly 1lit
bus stall. Andre(An attractive black man in his late 30s)
sits beside her, reading his book. Char looks over...

CHARNELLE
Scout was a badass.

ANDRE
Sorry?

CHARNELLE
You're reading To Kill a
Mockingbird.

Andre stops and tilts the book in response.
ANDRE
I’'ve read this three times already.
I always find new stuff.
CHARNELLE

I do the same thing. I thought I
was the only one who was weird.

Andre laughs.

ANDRE
You mean, black people reading
classics?

CHARNELLE

Black people reading — anything.
Andre smirks and tilts his head. He offers his hand.

ANDRE
You're funny... name’s Andre.

CHARNELLE
I'm Charnelle. It’s nice to meet
someone who reads a book more than
once. That’s really what I meant by
weird, jokes aside.

ANDRE
What did you mean about Scout?
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CHARNELLE
Well, she was young, but strong.
Years ahead of her age, she trusted
her father to do the right thing
with Tom Robinson.

ANDRE
But Atticus was the real badass. He
took the case of a black man in the
Jim Crow South.

CHARNELLE
Ah, that’s the easy read. The
hidden story is about a young girl
growing up in the Jim Crow South

and not buying into it. That takes
courage.

Andre smiles warmly. The bus pulls up, and the door opens.

ANDRE
Damn. Smart and pretty.

She smiles and steps onto the bus.
CHARNELLE
(quietly)
Alright then.

INT. CHARNELLE'S BEDROOM - MORNING

Light streams through the gaps in the shades. Charnelle lies
in bed, smiling. Dreaming. She moans softly and...

The door flies open, and Ty jumps onto her bed.

TY
HAPPY BIRTHDAY, MOMMA!

Ty lands next to her. She holds up her hands in defense.

CHARNELLE
MY GAWD, JESUS!

Char tries desperately to get her bearings.

TY
It’'s your birthday, Momma!

Slowly, she smiles and leans against her headboard.



CHARNELLE
Oh, alright then. Thank you, Ty.

Through the door comes Mims, carrying a cake.
MIMS
Happy Birthday, child.
INT. CHARNELLE'S KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Around the kitchen table are three plates with slices of
cake. Mims plops a scoop of ice cream on each.

TY
Thanks, Gram.
CHARNELLE
Yes, thank you, Mims. You're a

peach.
Mims smirks at her daughter.

MIMS
I know it.

Char smiles back with a mouth full of cake. Ty digs in.

CHARNELLE
So, Mims, can I borrow $20 ‘til

payday?
Mims looks her up and down.

MIMS
You lucky my Social Security check
came Monday.

Mims reaches for her purse on the back of the chair.
She hands her daughter a 20-dollar bill.

MIMS (CONT'D)
Happy Birthday, Char. No need to
pay me back.

CHARNELLE
Have I ever told you you’re an
angel?

MIMS
Don’'t make me snatch that back,
yv'hear?!

29.
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They smile.

TY
MOM. We gotta g-ga-GO.

Charnelle glances up at the clock.

CHARNELLE
Shoot, we’'re late.

EXT. CITY STREET - DAY

Charnelle watches as Ty'’s bus pulls away with him waving from
his seat. She crosses a busy street and turns down an alley.
A hooded man quickly approaches. He stops in front of her and
pulls a gun. He's wearing a ski mask.

SKI MASK MAN
Money bitch!

He sees her face and immediately lowers his gun.
Charnelle leans in and looks through the mask’s eye holes.

CHARNELLE
Amari?

The thug freezes.

SKI MASK MAN
Fuc...

CHARNELLE
Amari, what in the hell are you
doing, boy?

She yanks his ski mask up. It’s a young black male (AMARI).
CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
Your mother would be spinning in
her grave.

She pulls the mask off and throws it hard at him.

AMARI
Hi... Ms. Johnson

Char shoves him hard, and he takes it.

CHARNELLE
You didn’t answer me.
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ANDRE
I don’'t know...
CHARNELLE
Drugs?
ANDRE
No ma’am.
CHARNELLE

Don’'t lie to me, Amari.

ANDRE
Fo-real Ms. Johnson.

Charnelle crosses her arms and stares at the young man.

CHARNELLE
You embarrass yourself.

AMART
Yes, ma'’am.

CHARNELLE

Straighten yo’ass up, son. You are
much better than this.

Amari looks down and around, anywhere but in her eyes.

AMART
Yes, Ma'’am.

The deflated young man turns and walks away.

CHARNELLE
Amari, wait.

Charnelle catches up to him and puts out her hand.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
Gimme the gun. Now.

He plops the small revolver in her hand, and she puts it into
her purse. Her hand comes out with the $20 Mims gave her.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
Here.

The stunned boy is visibly ashamed.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
Look me in the eyes, Amari.

He looks up like a whipped puppy.
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CHARNELLE (CONT’'D)
Do better.

She leans in and hugs the man-child.

AMART
Yes Ma'’am.

INT. ST. MARTIA HOSPICE NURSE'S STATION - DAY

From a distance, Ronnie, Jani, and Jamal are hustling to hide
something. Charnelle walks up to the scene, suspicious.

CHARNELLE
What?

JANT
Nothing.

Jani steps out with her hands behind her back.

CHARNELLE
Don’t make me--

RONNIE, JANI, JAMAL
SURPRISE!

Jani pulls out a lopsided chocolate cake that a
kindergartener could have made better.

CHARNELLE
Dang, let me guess... You made it.

Jani grins sheepishly and presents the cake with the numbers
“4" and “0” handwritten on it.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
Damn girl, I'm not 40.

JANT
Sorry, Char.

Charnelle hugs her and points at the rest.
CHARNELLE
Don’'t be telling any of these fools

around here my age.

Jamal mimics a zipper lip, and Ronnie shakes a nope.



33.

INT. ST. MARIA HOSPICE, HANS'S ROOM - LATER

Char walks through Hans's door with a plate of chocolate cake
and a fork. She holds it up for him to see.

CHARNELLE
Hungry?

Hans looks up from his crossword.

HANS
I am now.

Char takes his crossword and replaces it with the plate. Hans
digs right in, then scrunches up his face.

CHARNELLE
Yeah, I know. Jani made it. I don’'t
think she used any sugar.

Hans grabs his water and sucks it down.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
Sorry, Hansi.

HANS
What’s the occasion?

CHARNELLE
My Birthday.

Hans frowns and fidgets in his bed.

HANS
Oh my God, honey, I...

CHARNELLE
It’'s alright, Hansi.

Hans pulls out a small wrapped gift and grins.

HANS
I got you something.

CHARNELLE
You sneaky little...

Char smiles. She bought into his ruse.

HANS
Ronnie helped me get it.

CHARNELLE
That little bitch. Kidding.
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HANS
Open it!

CHARNELLE
Oh, alright, slow down, Mr. Man. I
got you.

Charnelle ripped the gift wrap and gawked at her new present.

HANS
It’'s a digital recorder for your
writing. Now, when we talk about
our stories, it goes in there.

Char perked up at the thought.

CHARNELLE
That is so thoughtful, Hansi. Thank
you. Really.

HANS

Sure...sure. So, what’s cookin’?

CHARNELLE
Not much. Almost got mugged today.

HANS
What?

She continues to settle in as she talks.

CHARNELLE
He was a kid from the neighborhood
— I knew him.

HANS
I don’'t understand--

CHARNELLE
All good. Nobody got hurt.

Hans shakes his head, trying to understand.

HANS
What a world, huh?

CHARNELLE
You know it. Ready to start? I need
some stories, ol’ man.

HANS
Don’'t you have anything new to read
to me? Some of your own stories?
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CHARNELLE
Not yet, but I will, when I'm done
with yours.

Charnelle noticed a new chair in the corner.

CHARNELLE (CONT’'D)
Where’d that come from?

HANS
I asked Jamal to find you a
comfortable one, and he absconded
with it from hospice counseling.

CHARNELLE
Look at you, Mr. Resourceful. Alice
doesn’t know, does she?

Hans quickly shrugs, “I don’t know.”

Char drags it away from the corner and next to the bed. It
was a cushy, high-backed, Victorian-type chair. Char wiggled
in, trying to get a feel for it, like a bird does in a nest.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
Ooh, it’s nice.

HANS
Well, I guess you want a story now.

CHARNELLE
Wait.

She put up her hand, stopping him, until she turned on her
new recorder and placed it on the arm of the chair.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
Now we’re ready.

HANS
Alrighty then.

Hans settles deeper in bed and closes his eyes.

HANS (CONT'D)
It was 1934. I was young and
struggling to raise my family.
Germany was exhausted and broke
from the First World War, and the
people felt betrayed.

Charnelle smiles.
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CHARNELLE
Oooh, sounds juicy.

Hans smiles.
HANS
They were looking for a leader to
save them. And that leader was
Adolf Hitler, my new boss.

BEGIN FLASHBACK:

EXT. GERMAN RALLY - DAY - BLACK AND WHITE

CHYRON: Germany - Nazi Rally, 1934

Hundreds of thousands of Germans pack Nuremberg as Nazi
soldiers goose-step proudly in front of the masses. Standing
behind a podium, Hitler'’s arm shoots out a Nazi salute. Hans
Kretchmer stands to the side on the street in his Nazi
uniform, with a red and black swastika. The city of
spectators — men, women, and children- proudly cheer and
extend their arms up and down with their Nazi salutes.

THE MASSES OF PEOPLE
SIEG HEIL! SIEG HEIL! SIEG HEIL!

INT. KRETCHMER LIVING ROOM - NIGHT - BLACK AND WHITE
Gertie walks in and sits on the couch beside Hans.

IN GERMAN:

HANS
They finally fall asleep?

GERTIE
Yes, finally.

Next to them, a 4-foot oak radio console plays soft music.
GERTIE (CONT'D)
It was sweet of Adolf to give us

the radio.

HANS
Yes.

Hans is distracted and tamps down his pipe and puffs a bit.
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GERTIE
What’s wrong?

HANS
Nothing, just mulling things over.

GERTIE
Like what?

HANS
The rally. I've never seen anything
like it. The people were crazy for
him. He’s gotten too big.

Gertie gently touches his hand.

GERTIE
You worried?

HANS
A little. He talks like a madman
now. He tells me all this crazy
stuff. If he ever found out--

GERTIE
What?

HANS
That we have Jewish blood.

Gertie turns and holds his hand with both her hands.
GERTIE
Your grandmother is dead, and her
records have burned. We all lost
our papers in the Reichstag fire.

Hans is stuck in a thought. He tamps his pipe and relights.

HANS
Yes, I suppose you're right, dear.

END FLASHBACK:

BACK TO: ST. MARIA HOSPICE, HANS'S ROOM

CHARNELLE
What crazy stuff?

HANS
Pardon?



CHARNELLE
What kind of crazy stuff did he
tell you?

HANS
Ah, he wanted an Aryan race. More
specifically, a perfect German.
Blonde hair, blue-eyed, white...
and not Jewish.

CHARNELLE
Guess I'd have been screwed, huh?

HANS
Most assuredly, dear.

Hans closes his eyes again and continues his story.

HANS (CONT'D)
It was quiet that night. Gertie was
cross-stitching, and I was reading
the newspaper that my Uncle sent me
from America.

CHARNELLE
You could read English?

HANS
I attended college for two years in
America. Yale.

CHARNELLE
Get out, you didn’t.

HANS
Oh yes. It was magnificent. And
New York was close by. It’s where I
fell in love.

CHARNELLE
With Gertie?

HANS
Babe.

CHARNELLE
A babe?

HANS
THE - BABE. Babe Ruth. New York
Yankees and baseball... they were
my first loves.

38.



39.

CHARNELLE
Baseball?

HANS
You bet. And when I got the New
York Times sports section... it was

always a Godsend.
Hans beams.

CHARNELLE
Wasn’t he a home run hitter?

HANS
Lead the league. Thirty-four that
year. But 1927 was when he hit 60.

Charnelle pushed her recorder closer.

CHARNELLE
So, after that... with your wife?
HANS

Ah, yes, right. Gertie and I were
settling in when the front door
burst open, and Kurk stumbled in.

BEGIN FLASHBACK:

INT. 1934, KRETCHMER LIVING ROOM - NIGHT - BLACK AND WHITE

Kurk, bloody and panting, slams the door shut behind him. He
yanks off his black ski mask and throws it on the floor.

IN GERMAN
HANS
What is this? Jesus, you're
bleeding.
KURK

Just a scratch.
Gertie looks down at the hole in his pants leg.

GERTIE
You‘ve been shot!

HANS
Hush, the children will hear.
Follow me. Quickly!

Hans and his brother hustle to the bathroom.
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Gertie rushes to the kitchen, grabbing a pan and dish towels.

INT. BATHROOM - SAME

Gertie steps up next to Hans, who’s cutting Kurk’s pant leg
away to get to the wound. It’s a mess. She offers a towel.

Hans looks under his brother’s leg and sees the exit wound.

HANS
It’s clean through. Excellent. Hold
this tight.

Hans puts Kurk’s hand on the towel, easing the blood flow.

HANS (CONT'D)
What’s this?

Hans sees another patch of blood on Kurk'’s shirt.

KURK
One of those SS fucks sliced me.

GERTIE
Oh Lord.

Hans turns to his wife and holds her arm.

HANS
My sewing kit.

Hans heads to the kitchen cabinet and returns with whiskey.

HANS (CONT'D)
Take a swig. Take three, you’ll
need it.

Kurk obliges, and Hans grabs the bottle, dousing the wound.

KURK
AhhhFuuuck!

The blood turns pink, mixing with the liquor as it oozes.
Gert arrives with the sewing kit, and Hans gets to work
meticulously closing the wound in the stomach. When Hans is
done, it’s as neat as a tailored shirt. He douses the gunshot
on Kurk'’s leg.

KURK (CONT'D)
Damn brother, don’'t you ever take a
breath?!
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HANS
You're lucky it was through and
through, or we’d be going to the
veterinarian again.

Kurk smirks, grabs the bottle back, and swigs hard.
Hans starts stitching.

KURK
Stolen munitions from a transport.

HANS
You need to stop this madness.

KURK
When the madman is dead.

HANS
I work for that madman. You’'re
going to get us all killed. Do you
want that? Eugene? Emma? Do you
even think about them?

KURK
Those SS fucks couldn’t see my
face. Nothing’s gonna happen.

HANS
You're living in a fairy tale,
brother. He wouldn’t blink an eye.
Kurk sighs and shakes his head. He swigs hard on the whiskey.

END FLASHBACK:

BACK TO: ST. MARIA HOSPICE, HANS'S ROOM

CHARNELLE
Was he a bad guy?

HANS
Hitler or Kurk?

CHARNELLE
Your brother. Hitler was a shit.

HANS
Kurk was part of the German
resistance. The “Red Orchestra”.

CHARNELLE
What?
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HANS
They were the resistance — anything
they could do to disrupt the Nazis.

CHARNELLE
Damn.

HANS
Exactly.

CHARNELLE

So, what happened?
Hans froze, thinking for a moment. Tears started to flow.
CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
I'm sorry, Hansie, we don’t have to
talk about it.

HANS
He didn’t die that night. But--

Char reached over and held his hand. Then, she did something
she hadn’t done before. She kissed him on the cheek.

The old man stopped crying and wiped his tears.
IN GERMAN:

HANS (CONT'D)
My angel.

She smiled and responded in Yiddish.

CHARNELLE
Mishpachah. (Family)

Hans 1lit up. He gently pulled her head closer, touching his.

HANS
Yes, mishpachah.

INT. NEIGHBORHOOD QUICKIE MART- DAY

Charnelle strolls the aisles of Mr. Abadi’s Quickie Mart.
She’s not impressed.

CHARNELLE
Why is the lettuce always wilted,
Mr. Abadi?



43.

MR. ABADI
It doesn’t sell. I can’t keep
anything fresh. I need to stop
selling vegetables. People don’'t
want them.

CHARNELLE
I want them.

Mr. Abadi puts down his inventory clipboard and sighs.

MR. ABADI
I'm sorry, Ms. Charnelle. I can’'t
make money on just you. There are
some good Campbell’s vegetable
soups over there.

Charnelle returns the rubbery lettuce to the shelf, grabs a
Snickers bar, and pays Mr. Abadi at the register.

MR. ABADI (CONT'D)
See you tomorrow, Ms. Charnelle.

Char grins and rips into her candy bar.

EXT. FARMER'S MARKET - LATER
A farmer in overalls talks to Charnelle about vegetables.

FARMER
It takes some time to grow from
green to white asparagus. You’'ll
need to keep the crowns covered for
at least three years.

CHARNELLE
Three?

FARMER
Yup. But in the spring of the third
year, you can harvest.

Char stares, perplexed.

CHARNELLE
This sounds harder than I thought.

FARMER
It’s not so bad. I have some in
covered pots in the back.

The farmer reaches under the counter and pulls out a binder.
In the back, she finds a flyer with directions.
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FARMER (CONT'D)
Here. This will help. Tells you
everything you need to know.

Char looks it over and glances back up.

CHARNELLE
Got anything on lettuce?

EXT. ABANDONED LOT - DAY

Charnelle kneels in the dirt, digging holes with a spade. She
finishes tamping down dirt on some plants. Each vegetable is
meticulously marked with a small handwritten sign. Char
stands and beams at her handiwork.

EXT. BALTIMORE CITY BUS STOP — DAY

Char sits on the bench, writing in her composition book as
Andre strolls up and plops down beside her.

ANDRE
Morning stranger. What’s up?

Char closes her book and stows it in her bag.

CHARNELLE
I'm working on a book.

ANDRE
Nice. Genre?

CHARNELLE
Oh... not sure yet. It’'s all pretty
new. Just outlining now.

Andre nods.

ANDRE
I wish I could write. It’s not in
me. I get ten pages in and BOOM...
the wall.

CHARNELLE
I hear ya. This is my first go at
it, and it’s like birthing a baby.

Andre slides in a tad closer.



45.

ANDRE
So, what do you do for a living,
Charnelle? If that’s not too
forward.

CHARNELLE
A nurse. At St. Maria’s. Mainly
elderly and hospice care.

She squares her body to him.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
How about you?

ANDRE
I work at the trash transfer
station off Northern Parkway.

CHARNELLE
Well, shoot, that’s near St Maria.
How about that?

Charnelle inches closer to Andre and looks into his eyes.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
Do I know you?

ANDRE
Ha, that’s my line.

CHARNELLE
No, seriously, you look familiar—

ANDRE
Nah, I can’t say I’'ve seen you
before. I'd remember you.

CHARNELLE
What'’s that mean?

ANDRE
You’'re too pretty.

CHARNELLE
Go on now. Seriously?

This gets a laugh from Andre.
ANDRE

Well, tell me a little about
Charnelle.



CHARNELLE
Alright then. Living in the city
with my mother and my son, Ty.

ANDRE
Alright then. Got a man?

Charnelle hesitates, then trudges forward.
CHARNELLE
He’'s in jail. Drugs. He hasn't
changed, though. I know it.

Char shakes her head in disgust.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
He’'s no good for me or Ty. All he

talks about is one more big score.

Ty needs a father, not a pusher.
Andre sits, listening. He'’s uneasy.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
Smoothy only cares about Smoothy.

ANDRE
Smoothy?

Andre slowly shakes his head no.

ANDRE (CONT'D)
Damn. Smoothy’s your man?

Charnelle locks in on Andre. She’s confused.

CHARNELLE
You know him?

ANDRE
I ran with him. Five years back,

but I left the life. It was getting

crazy. He was getting too--
CHARNELLE

Tell me about it. So you knew him

before me? Huh.

ANDRE
This isn’'t a problem, is it?

Char pauses and looks at him seriously.

CHARNELLE
Might be. He gets out today.

46.
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INT. ST. MARTIA HOSPICE NURSE'S STATION - DAY

Charnelle stands chatting with Ronnie and Jani. It’s early in
the shift, and the conversation’s casual.

CHARNELLE
Barkeeper’s Friend. That'’s the only
way to clean copper-bottomed pans.

RONNIE
I like Brasso.

CHARNELLE
That stuff smells.

Jani crosses her arms and shakes her head.
JANT
Are you serious? We have ten
minutes in the mornings to talk
gossip, and you fools are talking
about scrubbing pots?
Charnelle and Ronni stop and tilt their heads.

JANI (CONT'D)
Let’s talk about Jamal.

They smile. Then, Char’s EX, Smoothy, strolls up.

SMOOTHY
There’'s my girl.

Charnelle is mortified.

CHARNELLE
Damn, Smoothy.

She pauses and stares at him. The others quickly leave.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
Welcome back, Smoothy.

SMOOTHY
Thanks, baby.

He moves in for a hug. She resists and steps backward,
holding up her hands in defense.

CHARNELLE
This here... it’s not gonna work.
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SMOOTHY
What you talkin’bout, baby? I want
to be with you.

CHARNELLE
I'm not your’s anymore, *“Charles”.

Smoothy pumps the hand brakes, nervously looking around.

SMOOTHY
Shush-sshush. Damn baby, don’t say
my Christian name. I’'1ll lose my
street cred.

Char smiles. Then, looks at her watch.

CHARNELLE
I gotta go.

SMOOTHY
Wait, where’s Ty?

CHARNELLE
School. Where he’s supposed to be.

Char cocks her head and closes the conversation.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
Bye, Charles.

Charnelle walks off as Smoothy looks around to see if anyone
heard the conversation. He tugs down his ‘Tone-Loc’ t-shirt.

INT. HANS'S HOSPICE ROOM - DAY

Char sits in her chair beside Hans, watching the old man eat
dinner. She sips on her Diet Coke and has a thought.

CHARNELLE
You said you worked for Hitler.
What did you do?

Hans scooped his last bite of tapioca and placed his tray on
the table next to his bed.

HANS
I was his personal tailor. I made
all his suits for his campaigns.

CHARNELLE
Only you?
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HANS
He was paranoid. There were a lot
of people who wanted him dead.

CHARNELLE
Did you do anything else?

HANS
That kept me busy. He wanted fresh
clothes to wear in the morning and
again in the afternoon.

CHARNELLE
Why’s that?

HANS
He sweats like a pig.

Charnelle smirks and settles deeper into her chair. The red
light blinks softly on the recorder next to her arm.

CHARNELLE
You mind?

HANS
That’s why I gave it to you, dear.

HANS (CONT'D)
So... where was I?

CHARNELLE
Sweats like a—-

HANS
Oh right. After I worked with him
for a year, he started to develop
allergies. Always sniffling.
Hans leaned back into his pillows and closed his eyes.

HANS (CONT'D)
I guess he had enough.

BEGIN FLASHBACK:

INT. HITLER'S OFFICE - DAY - BLACK AND WHITE
CHYRON: Berlin, Germany, 1933
An irate Adolf Hitler paces back and forth, blowing his nose.

IN GERMAN:



HITLER
Fucking hell, I can’t give a speech
if I'm blowing my nose every other
God-Damned sentence.

HANS
I think you have allergies, Herr
Hitler.

HITLER
It’s from my clothes. Burn them
after every use.

HANS
That’s not possible, sir. I
couldn’t possibly make your new
wardrobe fast enough--

HITLER
Don’'t tell me what I can’t do.
DON'T TELL ME WHAT I--

HANS
My apologies, Herr Hitler.
I could wash them immediately after
each use. And seal them up in bags.

HITLER
Bags? What bags?

HANS
State Nazi bags. With an official-
looking Swastika.

HITLER
That will never do. I want better.
Something that says, I'm important.

HANS
Of course, sir.

HITLER
An armoire. But with wheels. They
can be mobile, with clothing
compartments for potpourri.

HANS
Potpourri?

HITLER
Yes, Herr Kretchmer, am I
stuttering? Potpourri will make
everything smell better.

50.
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HANS
Yes sir.

HITLER
Get with Speer and have him design
it with you. You can deliver new
clothes to me each morning, sealed
up in these mold-free armoires, ja?

HANS
Of course, Herr Hitler.

Hitler points like a child reminding the parent not to forget
the sprinkles on his ice cream.

HITLER
Don't forget the swastika.

Hans steps back and throws up his hand in a Nazi salute.

HANS
Of course not... Heil Hitler.

Hitler makes a silly flip of his hand, resembling a salute.
He was preoccupied and already thinking about something else.

END FLASHBACK:

BACK TO: HANS'S HOSPICE ROOM
Outside the window, the sun had set. Char’s shift is over.

HANS
We made ten armoires. All were
designed a bit differently. Hitler
kept changing his mind. Some in
oak. Some in pine. One was steel,
but that proved to be a monster to
move easily.

CHARNELLE
All for his clothes?

HANS
You bet. All designed to seal up
tight and keep the sniffles out.

CHARNELLE
Did it work?

HANS
A little too well.
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Charnelle leans forward in her chair.

CHARNELLE
What do you mean?

HANS
That’s a story for another time,
dear. I'm worn out.

Char glances at her watch and stands.
CHARNELLE
Shoot, I gotta get home anyway.
We'll pick it up tomorrow. This is
getting interesting, old man.

She leans in, kisses him on the cheek, and squeezes his hand.

As she leaves, her pager goes off. It’s home.

INT. NURSES STATION/CHARNELLE'S APARTMENT - SAME
Charnelle has the phone to her ear. Mims is frantic.

MIMS
I don’t know who they were, they’s
just bangers, Char.

CHARNELLE
Slow down, Mims. What happened?

MIMS
They bust in and shoved they guns
in ma’face. I smacked one of them
devils on the nose.

CHARNELLE
What? Mims, was Ty there? You
alright?

MIMS

I'm fine, child. Ty was at his
friends. They was looking for a bag
or something. They said Smoothy
left it for them.

CHARNELLE
Jesus.

Char stares at the wall, lost in thought.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
They didn’t hurt you, did they?



MIMS
They was shocked that some old
black woman would fight back. I
tol’em I got nothing here for them.
And if they ever see that Smoothy,
they can shoot him for me.

CHARNELLE
Damn, Momma.

Charnelle smiles.

MIMS
They was satisfied with that and
lef... Ty’'s watching Power Rangers.
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Through the kitchen into the living room, Ty leans forward,
drinking his soda while watching the Pink Ranger kick butt.

CHARNELLE
Alright, I'm on my way, Mims. Keep
the door locked.
(a beat)

MIMS
I ain’'t stupid child.

Mims shakes her head, mumbling something, and hangs up.

INT. CHARNELLE'S APARTMENT - LATER
Mims sits at the kitchen table with Char, who’'s smoking.

CHARNELLE
I'm sorry, I'm not going outside.

MIMS
It makes the curtains smell.

CHARNELLE
I don’'t care.

Mims stares indignantly at her daughter.

MIMS
Child...

CHARNELLE
You think they’ll be back?
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MIMS
They know I got nothing they want.
They won’t be back.

Char takes another drag and holds it in. She exhales.

CHARNELLE
Damn, Smoothy.

EXT. BALTIMORE CITY BUS STOP — DAY

Andre and Charnelle sit alone together, chatting. It’s mid-
morning with the sounds of the city all around.

CHARNELLE
So, how was your week? Read
anything new? I never got a call.

Char is flirting.

ANDRE
I called the number you gave me. An
older lady answered and said,
“Charnelle doesn’t live here”.

CHARNELLE
God-Damnit Mims.

ANDRE
Excuse me?

CHARNELLE
That’s my momma. She’s the devil —
I know it.

Andre smirks with a crooked smile.

ANDRE
I got someone like that, too.

CHARNELLE
Do you now?

She smiles, happy in the moment. They pause, not knowing
where to go next. From the top of the street, tires squeal as
a blue Lincoln Continental flies toward them. The power
windows lower, and two automatic pistols emerge and start
blasting.

Andre tackles Charnelle over and behind the bench seat,
shielding her with his body. Bullets ricochet off the bus
stop bench, shattering the glass booth.
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The drive-by bangers speed away as Charnelle screams
hysterically, with Andre shielding her on the ground.

INT. ST. MARIA HOSPICE - CAFETERIA - LATER

Charnelle and Jani sit at their regular table. Jani nibbles
on a carrot, patiently listening.

CHARNELLE
We talked and had a lovely time,
and they came flying down...

Charnelle nervously shakes and spills her Diet Coke.

CHARNELLE (CONT’'D)
Fuck!

Jani gently touches her hand as Charnelle frantically tries
to clean her mess.

JANT
It’s alright. It’s gonna be fine.

Charnelle sucks in a nervous breath and blows out long and
slow, trying desperately to calm down.

JANI (CONT'D)
I got ya, girlfriend.

Jani squeezes her hand.

CHARNELLE
I know, thanks. It’s just...
JANT
What?
CHARNELLE
Fuck... I don’'t know if they were

after me or Andre.

JANT
What, for Smoothy’s package? Your
momma said she ain’t got it. How's
shooting you going to change--

CHARNELLE
Comforting... Jani.

JANT
You know what I mean. I love you,
Girlfriend. And the cops are on it,
right?
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CHARNELLE
Yeah.

Jani nibbles some more off her plate.

JANT
Hey, where’d Andre go? Why’d he
bounce? You ask me, they wanted
him. He ran with Smoothy, right?

CHARNELLE
Yeah, but that was like, five years
ago. He broke ties.

JANT
I bet they were after Smoothy and
saw Andre, thinking he was him.

Jani tilts her head.

JANI (CONT’D)
You talk with him yet?

CHARNELLE
Smoothy?

JANT
No. Ya’ boy, Andre.

CHARNELLE
He hasn’t called.

Jani nibbled the end of another carrot and pointed the rest
at Charnelle.

JANT
Shit, maybe they did want Andre.
You can’t hang with him no more.

CHARNELLE

I just started to like him. Damn.
JANT

No, Char... promise me.

Char and Jani have an uncomfortable stare-down.

CHARNELLE
Well, shit.

JANT
There’'s my girl.
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INT. ST. MARTIA HOSPICE, HANS'S ROOM - NIGHT

Charnelle is sitting in her favorite chair next to Hans. He'’s
in the middle of a story, and she’s enthralled. Her small
recorder rests on the arm of the chair.

HANS
...and I always loved throwing a
baseball. It wasn’'t a big deal in
Germany, but I loved the American
game that captured the nation.

CHARNELLE
That was kinda poetic, Hansie.

HANS
You think?

Hans smiles, loving her comment.

HANS (CONT'D)
Babe Ruth was “The Sultan Of Swat”

Charnelle looks up from her coffee.

HANS (CONT'D)
Kurk loved Lou.

CHARNELLE
Lou?

HANS
Lou Gehrig, the Iron Horse.

Char nods her head.

CHARNELLE
They had a lot of nicknames.
HANS
Yes. And Gehrig was better than
Ruth... as an all-around player.
CHARNELLE
Yeah?
HANS

He had more career grand slams and
the record for consecutive games
played. That is, until Cal Ripken
Jr. broke it a few years back.
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CHARNELLE
Oh, I know him. That’s a long
record, Hansie.

HANS
Gehrig died of ALS early in his
career.

CHARNELLE
Now I remember, that’s Lou Gehrig’s
Disease. Duh... I feel stupid.

Hans laughs and coughs up some spittle into his napkin.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
You good?

HANS
I'm fine, honey.

CHARNELLE
So Hansie, tell me about your boss.

HANS
Hitler?

Charnelle nods with a smile.

HANS (CONT'D)
Oy... where do I start?

CHARNELLE
Somewhere juicy?

Hans settles back into his pillows and closes his eyes. He
sits quietly for a long time.

HANS
I'll start with BShmer, I suppose.
Hitler’s chief architect before
Albert Speer. That’s where I
witnessed Adolf’s true madness.

BEGIN FLASHBACK:

INT. HITLER’'S BOARDROOM - NIGHT - BLACK AND WHITE
CHYRON: Berlin, Germany, 1934
Seven men sit at a long oak table — one is Hans Kretchmer.

Adolf Hitler is seated at the head. Cigarette smoke wafts
into the overhead lights.
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IN GERMAN:

HITLER
I don’'t care what you think, R&hm,
YOU DUMB COW! The SA needs to crack
down on Jew businesses.

Hitler pounds the table with his fist and stands. He starts
to pace, hands behind his back, slowly squeezing them.

HITLER (CONT'D)
Don’'t fuck this up.

Hitler walks the length of the table and turns, pondering.

HITLER (CONT'D)
Herr Bohmer, do you have something?

BOHMER, a talented young man in his 20s, nervously looks down
at his folded hands. He fidgets while sitting in his chair.

BOHMER
I had a few thoughts, Herr Hitler,
but I need time to flesh them out.

HITLER
You’ve had three months. What'’s the
problem, Bohmer? Are you simple?

The men at the table chuckle nervously.

HITLER (CONT'D)
So Bohmer, what do you have for me?

BOHMER
I've devoted much of my time to
thinking about your Final
Solution... Herr Hitler.

Bohmer breathes erratically. Sweat beads form on his brow.

BOHMER (CONT'D)
In fact, my children don’'t see me

most nights. My wife... she has
nightmares. I'm faithfully working
for you... sir.

Hitler pauses at the end of the table.

HITLER
You have no drawings of the
concentration camps? No thoughts?
No grand visions?
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BOHMER
I'm sorry, Herr Hitler... Fiihrer.

The young man stares straight ahead, being careful not to
look Hitler in the eyes.

Hitler smiles at his choice of word (Leader), then continues
his stroll, twitching his hands behind his back.

HITLER
You’'re a good boy, Herr Bohmer,

When he gets to BShmer, he pauses, studying a shiny bronze
swastika statue resting behind him on a marble pedestal. The
light from above makes it majestic, like that of a museum.

Hans nervously glances at his boss. He knows “The Look”.

Hitler smiles and slides his hand up and down the statue’s
jagged edges. He’'s lost in thought.

Within a millisecond, he snatches the statue and impales the
sharp edge of the swastika into BOhmer’s brainpan. He pulls

it out and manically bludgeons him over, and over, and over,
and over. Brains and blood splatter the white walls.

END FLASHBACK:

BACK TO: ST. MARIA HOSPICE, HANS'S ROOM
Charnelle stares, then blinks quickly.

CHARNELLE
Jesus, Hansie... I was hoping for
something nicer I guess. FUCK.

HANS
Sorry, dear. That'’s what popped
into my head.

CHARNELLE
That’s terrible, honey, I'm sorry.

HANS
Not your fault.

Charnelle reaches out and holds his shaking hand.

CHARNELLE
So, what happened after?
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HANS
After that? He brought in Albert
Speer, the principal architect for
the gas chambers.

CHARNELLE
Gas chambers?

HANS
Oh, right, I suppose no one really
knows about them.
Hans reaches for his water. Charnelle grabs it for him.

He sips greedily.

HANS (CONT'D)
Sorry, dear, I'm always thirsty.

CHARNELLE
Take your time, sweetie.

Hans finishes and settles back.
HANS
Speer designed a method that
resembled showers. But they feed
Zyklon B to the people.
CHARNELLE
What do you mean? Herd people in
and gas them?

HANS
Yes, with cyanide.

Charnelle flops back into her chair in shock.

CHARNELLE
So, this was starting to happen?

Hans nods in embarrassment; he’s grown tired.

HANS
Yes, the planning of it.

Hans closes his eyes as Charnelle sits. She knows he'’s done.

HANS (CONT'D)
See you tomorrow?
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CHARNELLE
Of course, Hansie. Hey, get your
rest, honey. Tomorrow, I’'m breaking
you out of here.

INT. ST. MARIA HOSPICE HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Charnelle puts on her sweater and walks down the lonely
hallway. She walks by the supply closet. A hand lunges out
and covers her mouth, pulling her into the closet.

INSIDE SUPPLY CLOSET

Charnelle’s about to pepper-spray her assailant when she sees
Andre'’s face. He steps back, holding his side. There’s blood.

CHARNELLE
Oh my God, Andre, what happened?

ANDRE
I've been waiting for you in the
parking lot since this morning. I
saw the police walk you in...

Charnelle breaks into nurse mode and pulls up his shirt to
see the soaked bandage he is holding against his body.

CHARNELLE
Oh my... look at you.

She grabs some sterile bandages and Betadine cleaner from the
shelves and cleans the wound. Blood slowly oozes out.

ANDRE
One got me, I guess.

CHARNELLE
We have to get you to a doctor.

ANDRE
I can't. They'’d have to report it.
They’l]l connect me with Smoothy.

Andre looks up and finds her brown eyes.
ANDRE (CONT'D)
This mess will blow up and suck you

and your family in with it.

Charnelle keeps cleaning the wound. She held the gauze tight
and looked around his back.
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CHARNELLE
It doesn’t look like it hit
anything. It went straight through
your side. Tell you what, I’'ll get
Jani’s doctor boyfriend to look it
over. He’s cool.

Andre winces as she dresses his wound. She talks as she
works.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
That why you left?

Andre nods slightly.
CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
I thought, “Shit, just when I found

a cute one.”

ANDRE
Ha... I thought the same thing.

Charnelle grins, picks up the phone, and dials out.
CHARNELLE

Jani, is Cameron still here? I have
a favor to ask.

DOCTOR'S OFFICE
Andre sits as the doctor (CAMERON) stitches him up.
CAMERON
You're a very lucky man. It missed
your kidney — a clean entry and
exit wound.

He ties off the last stitch and pulls off his rubber gloves.

ANDRE
Thanks, doc, I owe you big time.

Cameron turns to leave and catches his foot on the corner of
the rolling counter, knocking the steel trays onto the floor.

CAMERON
Damn.

He looks down, embarrassed, then up at Charnelle and grins.

CAMERON (CONT'D)
Once a klutz, always a-—-
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CHARNELLE
Thank you, Cameron.

She quickly kisses him on the cheek. He smiles back.

INT. CHARNELLE'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Charnelle sits at a small desk, typing on her electric
typewriter. A cigarette smolders in an ashtray. She pulls a
page and places it on a stack of typed papers, then takes a
drag off her cigarette, quickly loads another sheet in, and
starts typing feverishly.

INT. ST. MARIA HOSPICE, HANS'S ROOM - SAME
Hans tosses and turns, tangling the wires on his monitor.

BEGIN DREAM:

INT. HANS'S HOME - NIGHT - BLACK AND WHITE
CHYRON: Nazi Germany, 1934

It’s Hans's birthday, and the family sits at the table,
eating cake and laughing. Hans leans back in his chair,
grinning from ear to ear, thumbs inside his suspenders. His
daughter hands him a present.

GABI (10 years old, cute as a button) giggles wildly as he
opens the box and holds up a homemade blanket, neatly sewn
together with rabbit fur. It’'s beautiful.

IN GERMAN:

GABI
It’'s for when you sit out on the
porch. To keep you warm.

Hans beams and holds it up.

HANS
Beautiful Gabi, just wonderful. You
sew this yourself?

GERTIE
Yes Papa.

HANS
You're quite the seamstress.



65.

He gently places it back in the box and closes the 1lid.

HANS (CONT'D)
I'1]l use it later, when it'’s
colder, my little Angel.

She kisses him on the cheek and hugs him dearly, then bounces
off, chasing after her brother.

Hans sits with his wife, basking in the quiet.

GERTIE
Did you have a nice birthday?

HANS
Wonderful.

Hans looks down at his pipe, then up at Gertie.

GERTIE
Yes, you can smoke in the house.

Hans smiles and tamps down some tobacco in his pipe. He puffs
a few times and has it stoked, then leans back to relax.

GERTIE (CONT'D)
So, how was your day?

Hans hesitates, puffs a few more times, then starts in.

HANS
He's getting worse.

GERTIE
Who, Adolf?

HANS
Ja. More paranoid. He doesn’t trust
anyone. He has these damn
allergies, and he thinks the
Communists are planting viruses in
his hair tonic.

Gertie smiles and nibbles on some cake.
GERTIE
He’s a madman, Hansie. I don’t
trust him. It’s only a matter of
time before he’ll--

Gertie sits up, startled.



GERTIE (CONT'D)
And your brother? What if he finds
out about Kurk? They’'re rounding up
resistance fighters. If they catch
him, they’ll come for us, Hansie.

Hans nods thoughtfully and puffs his pipe.

HANS
We could leave. Uncle Linus in the
United States — he’d sponsor us.

GERTIE
I don’t know... pull up roots. The
children. What will they do? They
can’'t speak English. Their friends?
Your business--

HANS
We can start over. The garment
industry is booming there.

He looks sincerely at his wife.

HANS (CONT'D)
Uncle Linus says--

GERTIE
Hansie, do you hear yourself?
We are finally making money.
Good money.

Hans looks upset.

HANS
You’'re the one who was worried
about our family... and Hitler.
GERTIE

Yes, I'm sorry, honey.
She catches her tone.
GERTIE (CONT'D)
It’'s your birthday. Let’s have a
quiet evening without him.

Hans calms and settles back into his chair.

HANS
Of course.

He relights his pipe and puffs.



HANS (CONT'D)
So, what’s been going on around
here? I know I'm not home much.
How's the captain of our ship?
Gert smiles and settles.
GERTIE
We'’ve had some rough waters, but
the children are coping just fine.
She offers up a mock salute.

HANS
That’s my girl.

Gertie leans in and nestles her head under his

She remembers something and sits up.

GERTIE
Oh, did you hear about the butcher?
HANS
Klaus?
GERTIE
Yes, he died today.
HANS
No... I haven’t heard a thing,
that’s terrible. We should send our
condolences.

Hans puffs a few more times.

HANS (CONT'D)
How did he die?

GERTIE
Dok Putzkammer said it was
Ragpickers’ Disease.

HANS
From animal pelts? What do you
mean? Wait, grandmother died from
Ragpickers...

GERTIE
Putzkammer said they were infected.
He said that Herr Klaus and his
helper fell ill two days ago. Both
died today.

chin.
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HANS
Well, I'1ll be.

GERTIE
He said, from contaminated fur.

Hans’s eyes widen.

HANS
Gertie.

GERTIE
What?

HANS

Where did Gabi get the rabbit fur
for my blanket?

GERTIE
Jesus! HANSIE!!

END DREAM:

BACK TO: ST. MARIA HOSPICE, HANS'S ROOM - NIGHT

Hans jerks wildly, spilling his water onto the floor, then
bolts upright, ripping away his heart monitors. Bells and
warnings blare as he stares into his dark room, crying.

The night nurse storms in to help.

INT. ST. MARIA HOSPICE - DAY

Charnelle walks through the halls, making her way to the
second-floor Nurses'’ station.

Jani and Ronnie are there chatting, sipping their coffee.

JANT
Hey girlfriend, why you here on
your day off?

CHARNELLE
I'm bustin’ Hansie out.

JANT
You go, girl.

Ronnie looks up from her chair.

RONNIE
You still want my station wagon?
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CHARNELLE
Ah huh, thanks, Ronnie.

RONNIE
All good. Hubbie’s picking me up.
Going to Chili’s, then Sex.
Charnelle and Jani turn and gawk at her.
CHARNELLE
Damn, Ronnie, it’s that time of
year already?
The girls laugh.
RONNIE
Anniversary. And yup, I love me
some Chili’s.

Charnelle grabs the keys and heads to Hans'’ room.

Once there, she leans against the doorframe for a long time,
staring at the sleeping old man. She’s happy.

INSIDE ROOM — CONTINUED

Hans opens his eyes, groggy. Char’s by his side.

CHARNELLE
Hey, how are you feeling?

Hans sits up and wipes his face with both hands.

HANS

It was a long night, dear.
CHARNELLE

Want to talk about it?
HANS

No, I don’t think so.
CHARNELLE

Okay, honey.

She pats his hand and holds it.
CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
Today's the first day of Passover —
and I'm busting you out’a here.

Hans looks surprised.
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HANS
I had no idea-—-

CHARNELLE
Yup. I'll get you dressed, because
you and me...

She looks him straight in the eyes.
HANS

We are going to have us an
adventure.

INT. RONNIE'S STATION WAGON — SAME
Hans is in the passenger seat, being a tourist.

CHARNELLE
So, I figure, we’ll go to Druid
Ridge Cemetery, feed the ducks,
then pay our respects to your wife.
Sound good?

Hans perks up and smiles.

HANS

That would be lovely, Char.
CHARNELLE

Let’s go to Starbucks first.
HANS

Starbucks?
CHARNELLE

Fufu coffee... $4 a cup.

INT. RONNIE’'S STATION WAGON - STARBUCKS PARKING LOT - DAY

Charnelle sips her coffee while Hans does the same, getting
whipped foam on his lip. She laughs and points.

HANS
You got a mustache on your
mustache.

He awkwardly wipes it away. Then smiles big. He takes another
sip and pauses.

HANS (CONT'D)
I haven’t been out and about since
Gertie died. This is nice.
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Charnelle smiles sincerely.

CHARNELLE
My pleasure, Hansie.

EXT. DRUID RIDGE CEMETERY - DAY

Hans rolls his walker on the paved path in the park next to a
pond. Charnelle helps him walk to the water and hands him
some birdseed. It’'s a magnificent day, and all the flowers
are in bloom. The ducks nibble greedily at his feet for food.

HANS
Oh, they like this.

CHARNELLE
I think they like you, Hansie.

HANS
They like my food.

He throws the last of it and dusts off his hands. They slowly
continue down the path, soaking in the afternoon sun.

CHARNELLE
When did she pass on?

Hans ponders for a minute.

HANS
Gertie? 12 years ago. A heart
attack. She was the last to go.

Hans stops walking and leans on his walker, catching his
breath. He shuffles over to a nearby bench and sits.
Charnelle sits next to him.

HANS (CONT'D)
Eugene died 5 years earlier.
Cancer.

CHARNELLE
I'm sorry, honey.

HANS
Have you ever wondered about your
purpose in life?

CHARNELLE
You’'ve already asked me this.
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HANS
I know, but... why are you... I
mean, we here? Did we accomplish
anything significant? Did we help
anyone?

CHARNELLE
I dunno. Sometimes I think about it
— but then I remember I'm too busy
to waste time thinking about it.

HANS
The thought haunts me. Could I have
done more? Will I be forgiven?

Charnelle glances up.

CHARNELLE
For what, Hansie?

Hans looks away.

HANS
I killed a man.

Charnelle opens her mouth to speak, but Hans holds her hand
and slowly shakes his head no.

EXT. GERTIE’'S GRAVE HEADSTONE - LATER

Charnelle watches from a distance as the old man touches his
wife’s gravestone.

HANS
It’s been a while, I know, dear. I
haven’t been able to get around
like I used to.

He wipes his eyes.

HANS (CONT'D)
I miss you, Gertie. It’s hard not
to wake up to your smile. I miss
your warmth. Your companionship...
and Spargle roasted in butter.

Hans chuckles softly.

HANS (CONT'D)
I've made a new friend. Her name is
Charnelle. You would like her. I'm
sure you would be best of friends.



73.

How are Eugene and Emma doing up
there? Are they happy? Do they miss
their Poppa?

Hans pulls out his handkerchief and wipes his eyes. Then
slowly looks around and notices some flowers.

HANS (CONT'D)
I see the daffodils have started to
bloom. I know how much you loved
them. I'm sure you had something to
do with it.

He smiles and struggles to bend down and pick up a small
stone. He gently places it on top of her grave.

HANS (CONT'D)
(in German)
I'll always love you, my Angel. You
are with God now. He will take care
of you and the children until I
arrive, and we'’ll be united again.

Hans struggles to maneuver his walker on the grass, and
Charnelle gently helps him return to the path.

CHARNELLE
I have a few more surprises.

He nods with a smile, and they slowly head back to the car,
soaking in the beautiful day.

EXT. CHARNELLE'S GARDEN - LATER

Hans and Charnelle stand in front of seven rows of neatly
planted vegetables in raised beds, all with tiny signs
marking what has been planted. Hans reads the handmade signs.

HANS
Tomatoes, cucumbers, beans,
collards, corn, squash...

He stops at the last sign. It reads: Hans's Spargle.

The old man pushes away from his walker and beams, then pulls
Charnelle close and gently hugs her.

HANS (CONT'D)
My God, child, what have you done?

She smiles.
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CHARNELLE
Okay, one more surprise.

INT. CHARNELLE'S APARTMENT - EVENING

Charnelle leads Hans into her apartment and takes his coat
and hat. Ty is there to greet them. Mims is in the kitchen.

TY

Are you the old ma-man Momma talks
to at work?

CHARNELLE
Manners!

HANS
That’s quite all right. I am an old
man, and we talk a lot.
Hans squats down and sits in a chair next to Ty.

HANS (CONT'D)
What does Ty stand for?

TY
Tyreese. What does Hans stand for?

Hans smiles and winks.

HANS
Hans.

Ty giggles.

HANS (CONT'D)
How old are you, son?

TY
Si-si-six.

HANS
Wow, I remember being six. It was
almost last year.

Ty snickers, getting comfortable with the old man.

TY
You’'re funny.

Hans holds out his hand to the boy.
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HANS
How about you show me your room? I
hear you have airplanes hanging
from the ceiling fan.

Ty grabs Hans's hand and tugs him toward his room.

CHARNELLE
Slow down, Ty, he’s not really six!

Ty giggles and continues down the hallway with Hans in tow.

TY'S ROOM - SAME
Mims and Charnelle stand outside, listening to Ty.

TY
That’s a P-51 Mustang. And that’s a
P-38 Lightning. They were fast.

Ty turns his attention to a special German plane to the side.

TY (CONT'D)
That’s the--

HANS
Messerschmitt. The Americans didn’t
like that one.

TY
How did you--

HANS
I lived in Germany once.

TY
Coool.

HANS
I didn’t think so at the time.

Charnelle steps in and interrupts.

CHARNELLE
Hansie, this is my mother, Mims.

Hans steps forward with his walker, then accepts her hand and
kisses it. She’s stoic, then looks down at her hand.

HANS
A pleasure, Frdulein, Mims.
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MIMS
Okay, then. Nice to meet you, Mr.
Hansie. You hungry?

HANS
Starved.

DINING ROOM TABLE - SAME

Hans sits in his chair next to Ty as Mims and Charnelle
putter around the kitchen, preparing for the Seder dinner.

There’s a knock at the door.

DOOR - SAME
Charnelle smiles like a child when she sees Andre.

CHARNELLE
Hey, can I take your coat?

Andre smiles and hands her his coat. Char points to his side
and whispers.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
How is it? You’'ve been taking the
antibiotics?

Andre gives a happy wink. She smiles, and Andre follows her
into the dining room.

HANS
You must be Andre. It’s a pleasure
to meet you.

Andre leans in and shakes Hans's hand.

ANDRE
The pleasure’s all mine, sir. I've
heard a lot about you.

HANS
Moderately good, I hope.

Andre sits next to Hans and smiles warmly. They all sit.

ANDRE
Char really digs you. You have some
great stories.

HANS
Oh, really?
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ANDRE
She says you’re from Germany,
before the war?

HANS
That’s correct, young man. It was a
lively time.

Hans sips from his water glass and gently sets it back.

HANS (CONT'D)
I moved here with my wife and son.
They're no longer with us.

ANDRE
I'm sorry.

Hans shrugs.

HANS
I'll be with them soon, I'm sure.
And you, Andre. Do you have family?

ANDRE
My mother. My pops left when I was
three.

Hans nods respectfully. Charnelle walks in with the Seder
plate and sets it next to Hans.

HANS
I haven’t seen one of these since
Gertie died. This is lovely,
Charnelle. Thank you.

Char smiles and returns to the kitchen as Mims emerges with a
bottle of Manischewitz wine.

MIMS
Party’s just starting, Mr. Hansie.

Hans offers a pleasant smile.

Mims pours a cup of wine for everyone and sits in her chair
next to Hans. Charnelle sits with a plate of matzah.

She holds up her glass of wine for a toast.

CHARNELLE
My beautiful friends and family, I
welcome you all to this first day
of Passover.
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We haven’t done it in a while as a
family, but I wanted to do
something meaningful this year,
and... here we are.
Charnelle smiles nervously and offers up her glass.
CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
To the people whom I dearly love,
L’chaim... To Life!
Glasses clink.
EVERYONE
L’chaim.
MONTAGE:
— They all dip the matzah into their water bowl and eat.

— Charnelle reads from a page as she breaks matzah in half.

— Char continues to read as Ty smiles at his mother, then
sneaks a piece of food from the table. No one notices.

— Charnelle offers another toast of wine.

— Mims places the kosher dinner on the table next to the
other goodies and returns to the kitchen.

— Everyone settles and starts filling their plates.
— Mims returns with a plate of baby back ribs.
Char is peeved.
CHARNELLE
No, Mims. Not Kosher — No ribs at
the table. Absolutely not.
Hans touches Charnelle’s hand.
HANS
It’'s alright, dear. We are a
blended family tonight. And we are
both Jewish and Christian. Ja?

He smiles warmly.

HANS (CONT'D)
Let’s be comfortable tonight.

Char remembers something.
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CHARNELLE
Oh my gosh.

She hustles to the kitchen, returns with a beautiful plate of
white asparagus, and presents it to Hans.

CHARNELLE (CONT’'D)
For the man of the hour.

Hans stares in shock.

HANS
How on earth--

CHARNELLE
From the farmer'’s market. She was
saving them for her family, but
after I told her about you...
She sets the plate down in front of Hans.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
She gave me half!

The old man is flabbergasted. He stares at the steaming plate
of White gold swimming in butter.

HANS
(whispers)
Spargle.

Andre holds up his glass for another toast.

ANDRE
Fan-tastic.

Char glances back at Ty, who’s beaming with all this new
attention and love, then at Mims, who'’s eying her ribs.
Charnelle clinks Andre’s glass. The rest join in.

CHARNELLE
To family.

They stand with their glasses. Warmth everywhere.
Mims looks down at her plate.

MIMS
Can I eat my ribs now?

HANS
Please, yes, everyone... let’s eat.
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INT. ST. MARTIA HOSPICE HALLWAY PHONE - DAY
Charnelle stands talking on a phone. She’s annoyed.

CHARNELLE
No, you can’'t see him.

SMOOTHY
Com’on now, it’s been months. I'm
his baby-daddy, Char.

CHARNELLE
You never paid attention to him.
Have you ever asked how he’s doing
in school? If we need any money to
buy him clothes?

There’s a long pause.

SMOOTHY
I been busy, baby girl. I'm getting
back on my feet since I been out.

CHARNELLE
You been selling drugs, Smoothy.

Charnelle realized she was a bit loud and turned as people
stared and walked by.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
(quietly)
What kind of role model is that?
What kind of father--

SMOOTHY
Okay, I feel you. I’'m gonna
straighten up.

Charnelle could hear him sniffling on the other end. Then he
breaks down crying.

SMOOTHY (CONT'D)
I'm gonna be good. One more chance,
Char. I swear... I can be better.

The line goes uncomfortably quiet.

CHARNELLE
He has a Pinewood Derby race for
his Cub Scout troop tomorrow at
seven. Saint Paul’s Church.

SMOOTHY
I'm there.
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CHARNELLE
Don’'t let him down again. He
believes in you. After I tell him
you’re gonna be there--

SMOOTHY
I tol’you... I'1ll be there, Char.

Charnelle hangs up and yells at the phone.

CHARNELLE
Ahhhhhhh!

INT. HANS'S HOSPICE ROOM - DAY

Charnelle stops outside Hans'’s door, takes a massive breath,
shaking off the bad before she enters.

CHARNELLE
Hey, Hansie. How are we doing?

Hans puts his magazine down beside the bed.

HANS
Good, I suppose.

CHARNELLE
What’s up, honey? Are the meds
right? Has Jani been teasing you
again? I’1ll smack that little--

HANS
No, no, my little Terminator.

Char smiles and plops into her favorite chair.

CHARNELLE
All right then, let’s do this.

She smiles and places her recorder on the arm of the chair
and pulls out a roll of Necco wafers from her purse.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
Here.

Hans smiles and takes the whole roll.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
Hey!

HANS
You think they taste like chalk.
Wouldn’t want to waste them.
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Char beams like a daughter with her father.

CHARNELLE
Alright, old man, what have ya got?

HANS
Let’s hear something from you
today, instead.

Char hesitates and then thinks about it.

CHARNELLE
Huh. Okay, only fair... let me see.
Well, Ty has a Pinewood Derby for
his scout troop tomorrow, and I
haven’t started building his car.

Hans nods and eats his wafer.
CHARNELLE (CONT’'D)

Smoothy’s supposed to come. I’'m not
holding my breath.

HANS
What about Andre?
CHARNELLE
Ahh...
HANS
He's a fine young man. I like him.
CHARNELLE
I do too... I really do.

She sports a coy smile, then frowns.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
But Smoothy is still around, and
it’s hard. I don’t want to
complicate things--

Hans sighs and looks her straight in the eyes.

HANS
Honey, please — complicate things.

INT. ST. PAUL'S CHURCH - LARGE ACTIVITY ROOM - NIGHT

In the middle of the room, a five-lane, declined straight
track, painted blue and gold, with a Cub Scout emblem. Next
to the track is an impressive array of finely carved and
painted cars, most assuredly done by the parents.
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In Ty’'s hand is a rectangular wooden block with a notch in
the center where a car driver would sit. It’s exactly what
came out of the official Pinewood Derby car kit. The only
difference is that a number 5 is hand-drawn on the front.

Ty squeezes his momma’s hand, nervously searching the room
for someone.

EXT. BALTIMORE CITY STREET CORNER - NIGHT
Smoothy leans against a wall with his arm around a sleazy
woman, drinking from a bottle in a brown paper bag. They

laugh and wobble. Both are drunk.

BACK TO:

INT. ST. PAUL'S CHURCH - LARGE ACTIVITY ROOM - NIGHT

Charnelle glances up to see Andre standing in the doorway,
looking around. He spies her and smiles. Ty waves him over.

CHARNELLE
How’'d you--

ANDRE
Hope I'm not late.

He looks down at Ty'’s car and smiles.

ANDRE (CONT'D)
Let’s see that bad boy, Ty.

Andre kneels and gives the car a once-over.

TY
It’'s crappy, I know.
CHARNELLE
Tyreese... watch your mouth!

Andre smirks and lifts the car up and down, weighing it in
his mind.

ANDRE
Seems light.

TY
The man who weighed it said four
and a half ounces. It can be five.

Andre stands.



ANDRE
Give me a minute.

He bolts and leaves. Charnelle calls out as he

CHARNELLE
The race is starting, Andre!

He’'s already gone.
The RACE MASTER calls the cars to the track.

RACE MASTER
Cars 1-5, please report to your
respective lanes.

All the cars are on the track, except Ty’s #5.

RACE MASTER (CONT'D)
Ty, do you have your car?

Ty fidgets in place.

TY
I g-g-got t-t-to... I mean, my
friend An-d-d-dre is c-c-coming--

CHARNELLE
Please wait just one more minute.
He's coming back--

The Race Master sighs.
RACE MASTER

We’'ll need to start without him,
Ms. Johnson.

Andre storms in, holding up the car.
ANDRE

Wait! Here it is. Speed Racer’s
Mach 5. Ready to race!

Andre bolts to the Race Master and hands over the car.

exits.
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It now

has a round thumbtack for a steering wheel. The Mach 5 is
placed into its lane, and Andre stands back and holds Ty'’s

hand to watch. Charnelle looks down at their hands and lights

up with a smile.

The Race Master holds up a cap pistol and squeezes. BANG! The
cars shoot down the steep track, and Ty'’s “Crappy Speed Racer

Mach 5” pulls ahead to win.

Char is dumbfounded.
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CHARNELLE
What... just happened?!

Andre whispers into Char'’s ear.

ANDRE
W-D 40 on the wheels and two
quarters taped under the front
wheels for weight.

CHARNELLE
Is that legal?

ANDRE
Yup, 5 ounces total.

Andre leads Ty to the podium. He gets his trophy and holds it
up like Rocky Balboa.

TY
(whispers)
Best. Day. Ever.

INT. CHARNELLE'S APARTMENT - DAY

The clacking of an electric typewriter can be heard over a
television commercial for Power Puffs cereal. Mims walks to a
corner desk as Charnelle types feverishly.

MIMS
It’s Sunday, don’t you want to rest
or sleep in?

Charnelle doesn’t look up. She keeps clacking away.

CHARNELLE
Got to get it on paper.

Mims looks down into the wastebasket of crumpled paper. A new
pack of unopened cigarettes rests on top.

MIMS
Did you quit?

CHARNELLE
Andre doesn’t like the smell.

Mims crosses her arms and scowls.
MIMS

I been asking you to quit for two
years.
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CHARNELLE
You'’'re not Andre.

Char stops, writes something in red pencil on the page, and
continues typing.

KITCHEN - LATER

Mims sits at the kitchen table, drinking her coffee. The
Baltimore Sun is open to the funny pages. Charnelle enters
and walks to the coffee maker to refill her mug.

MIMS
When you gonna finish that book?
You been workin’ on it for... well,
Ty’'s a teenager now.

Mims smirks and chuckles under her breath.

CHARNELLE
Ooh, soo funny.

Char sips her coffee and cocks her head at her mother.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
I'm getting close... but I know he
has something he hasn’t told me.

MIMS
Don’t it seem rude to tell a man’s
story to the world?

CHARNELLE
He asked me to. I'm not doing this
behind his back.

Mims looks down at her funnies.

MIMS
Alright then.

Charnelle cradles her coffee, leaning against the counter.
CHARNELLE
So, you good with watching Ty
tonight?

Mims doesn’t look up.

MIMS
I do it every day, why should
tonight be any different?



87.

CHARNELLE
Thank you, Mims.

MIMS
About time that boy ask’d you out.
He good with Ty, I see it.

CHARNELLE
I really like him.

MIMS
Don’'t blow it, child.

Charnelle’s shoulders fall, shaking her head in protest.

INT. CHARNELLE'S APARTMENT - FRONT DOOR - NIGHT

A knock at the door. Mims stands to answer, but Charnelle
storms in front to intercept. She opens the door to a
handsomely dressed Andre holding flowers... and a book.

Char is dressed to the nines in a black evening dress.

CHARNELLE
Hey there.

Andre hands her the flowers.

ANDRE
For you.

CHARNELLE
Oh, my.

Andre extends his other hand, holding a book.

ANDRE
Signed first edition. And you were
right about Scout — she’s a badass.

Charnelle gently accepts it and opens the cover to the first
page, where Harper Lee signed it.

It reads: “My first novel! I hope you enjoy it as much as I
enjoyed writing it.
— Harper”

CHARNELLE
Wait, this is yours, Andre.

ANDRE
No, it isn’t... It’'s yours, Char.
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Charnelle beams and holds it to her chest. She leans forward

and plants a passionate kiss. Ty giggles.

INT. HAUSSNER'’S RESTAURANT - NIGHT

Charnelle sits at a fancy table, gawking at the hundreds of
classical paintings filling every nook of the restaurant. She
nervously folds her napkin on her lap. Andre finally arrives.

ANDRE
I'm sorry, parking was a mess.

Char nods and glances around at the well-dressed people.

CHARNELLE
This is a nice place.

ANDRE
My Uncle would take me here for my
birthdays. He let me order the
carrot cake.

CHARNELLE
I love carrot cake!

Andre laughs.

ANDRE
I thought I was a weird kid for
liking carrot cake.

CHARNELLE
Yeah, right? A vegetable cake.

They laugh. Charnelle tilts her head, and her

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
You're a lovely man, Andre.

Andre grins, visibly embarrassed. He lets out
Charnelle’s eyes saucer.
ANDRE
I was involved with a woman for
three years...
Char’s smile fades.
ANDRE (CONT'D)

We were gonna get married. But I
found out she was using.

smile grows.

a long breath.
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CHARNELLE
Using?

ANDRE
Meth. And pills. She kept it
hidden. But I knew it wasn’t gonna
work. We broke it off last year.

CHARNELLE
I'm sorry, Andre.

ANDRE
Oh, no, nono, I didn’'t mean it to
come off that way. What I wanted to
say wasS...

Char leans in a tad.

ANDRE (CONT'D)
I'm glad I found you.

Andre leans toward her, and they both pull closer and kiss.
Outside, Smoothy is looking in and bangs hard on the window.

He flicks his cigarette at the glass and leaves. Char and
Andre quickly look up — but Smoothy is gone.

INT. CHARNELLE'S APARTMENT - LATER

The apartment door slowly opens, and a man in a tracksuit
passes the threshold. He walks in and gently shuts the door.
Ty is giggling while watching a cartoon on the television in
the adjacent room. Mims snores peacefully in her bedroom.

Ty looks up to see Smoothy standing next to him.

SMOOTHY
How'’s it hangin’ little nigga’?

TY
Momma says I’'m not s’posed to say--

SMOOTHY
Momma ain’t here.

Ty looks puzzled.
SMOOTHY (CONT'D)
She tol’'me to come get you. We

having us some father-son bonding.

TY
Momma said--
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SMOOTHY
You got some clothes to take with
you? We going away for a bit.
Ty looks up, not knowing what to do.

TY
Where’'s Grams?

SMOOTHY
She good. She said it’s cool. She
sleepin’. She was really tired.

Ty pauses, then accepts.

TY
0O-K-K-Kay, Smoothy.

SMOOTHY
Naw, little man... call me Pops.

Ty nods slightly.

TY
Pops... OK.

Smoothy holds out his hand and smiles at Ty. Hoping to help
him up from the floor. Ty accepts.

SMOOTHY
We gonna have us some fun.

Ty smiles.

INT. HAUSSNER'S RESTAURANT - LATER

Andre signs the credit card bill and hands it to the waiter.
Charnelle’s pager buzzes. She looks down at the number.

CHARNELLE
It’s Mims, I’'ll find a phone.
HAUSSNER'S COURTESY PHONE - SAME
Charnelle listens as her mother frantically yells.
MIMS
I DON'T KNOW. I WOKE UP, AND HE'S
GONE! I called the police, and

they’re coming.

Charnelle stands, eyes saucered.
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CHARNELLE
I'm on my way.

INT. CHARNELLE'S APARTMENT - LATER
A female police detective stands as Charnelle rants.
CHARNELLE

He'’'s never left on his own. Never!
Not once!

POLICE DETECTIVE
Has the child ever strolled out...
maybe looking for something at the
corner store? Candy?

CHARNELLE
NO! He’s always home!

POLICE DETECTIVE
Is there a relative he trusts?
Someone he may leave with? His
father? Someone with a key?
Charnelle stares at the detective in shock.
SMASH CUT TO:
A close-up of Smoothy’s face.
CHARNELLE
Smoothy.
EXT. BALTIMORE CITY STREET CORNER - DAY

Smoothy continues walking to a couple of men loitering on a
corner, drinking from the same bottle hidden in a paper bag.

SMOOTHY
Sup my Niggas? Look here.

Smoothy pulls Ty to the front, showing him off.

SMOOTHY (CONT'D)
My son, Tyreese.

The men smile and nudge him playfully.

MAN 1
Sup, little blood.

One of the men extends the bottle to Ty.
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MAN 2
It’l]l grow hair on your balls.

SMOOTHY
Fuck you man, don’t be doin’ that.

Smoothy pushes the bottle away.

MAN 2
Ahh, sorry, I was jus’ playin’.

Smoothy turns to Ty.
SMOOTHY
Big deals happen on this corner —
with very important people.

Ty looks up and smiles.

SMOOTHY (CONT'D)
Do my Nigga’'s need something?

MAN 1
Nah, man, we good.

The other man takes a quick swig and wipes his mouth, then
nods “no”.

SMOOTHY
A’ight, I'll be back tomorrow.

He looks down at Ty and holds his hand.

SMOOTHY (CONT'D)
Let’s bounce, 1li’l man.

Ty waves bye to the men as he leaves.
MAN 1 MAN 2
Later, little dude. Later, Mini-Smoothy
QUICK MONTAGE:
— Smoothy takes Ty to the fish market. A man tosses a large
fish to another man 20 feet away, who catches it in a

newspaper and wraps it up for a customer.

— They walk around Federal Hill overlooking the inner harbor.
An 1800s sailing ship is being pushed by a tug boat.

— A clown walks by a beguiled Ty as he juggles bowling pins.

— Smoothy and Ty ride the city bus. Ty ponders the
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interesting man in a dress sitting across from him.

— Smoothy walks into Pimlico race track, holding Ty on his
shoulders to see the magnificent horses.

— Smoothy yells excitedly at the horses rounding the track.
His horse wins, and he’s over the moon.
INT. PIMLICO WINNINGS COUNTER - LATER
Smoothy and Ty stand at the counter with the winning ticket.
COUNTER CLERK
Yes sir, you picked a lucky one.
And at 20 to one odds...

The clerk pauses and smiles.

COUNTER CLERK (CONT'D)
That’s $5,000.

Smoothy jumps up and down, pumping his fists in the air.

She quickly counts out $100 bills behind the bars protecting
her, then slides them to an ecstatic Smoothy.

He turns with his money and is face-to-face with three police
officers and the woman detective from earlier at Charnelle’s.

His smile falls.

WOMAN DETECTIVE
Charles Jerome Brown?

He lowers his wad of money, and his shoulders sink.
WOMAN DETECTIVE (CONT'D)
You’re under arrest for the
kidnapping of Tyreese Johnson.
SMOOTHY
Damn...
INT. CHARNELLE'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Charnelle hugs her son — the detective is by her side.

TY
Mom, stop!



CHARNELLE
I was so worried that he would hurt
you and--

TY

He was nice to me. We had fun. I
met his important business
associates. Then we took a bus ride
and saw some people who smelled bad
and liked to sleep a lot and--

CHARNELLE
Alright, baby. I thank the Lord
you’re safe.

WOMAN DETECTIVE
He seems perfectly fine, ma’am. His
father... came without a fuss.

CHARNELLE
What’s going to happen to him?

WOMAN DETECTIVE
It’'s a federal offense, but if you
don’t press it too hard, he may be
eligible for release in five to ten
years with good behavior. It’s up
to the courts.

Char nods quietly.

MIMS
They should throw the book at that
man. He nothin’ but a drug dealer
with a smile.

The detective grins and closes her little notebook.

WOMAN DETECTIVE
If that’s all, I'd like to get home
to my own child.

CHARNELLE
Of course, thank you for
everything, Detective.
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The detective steps to leave but remembers something. She
leads Charnelle around the corner, away from Mims and Ty.

WOMAN DETECTIVE
I almost forgot.

She pulls out an envelope and hands it to Charnelle.
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WOMAN DETECTIVE (CONT'D)
It’s his winnings from the race
track. It would have languished in
seized property.
Charnelle looks down at the envelope, confused.

WOMAN DETECTIVE (CONT'D)
It’s 5,000 dollars.

Charnelle almost faints and catches herself against the wall.
The detective pats her hand and smiles, catching her eyes.

WOMAN DETECTIVE (CONT'D)
You have a good night, ma’am.

The detective closes the door behind her, leaving Charnelle
in the corner, smiling to the heavens.

INT. ST. MARTA HOSPICE NURSE'S STATION - DAY

Halloween decorations are everywhere. A witch, a sexy zombie,
and a seated Raggedy Ann cluster at the nurse’s counter.

CHARNELLE
You look all sexy, don’t you,
girlfriend?

She gives Jani a hip bump.

JANTI
These too much?

Jani cups her breasts with both hands, pushing them up.
Charnelle smirks.

CHARNELLE
Nah.

RONNIE
I love Halloween. You can be
something different for a day.

JANI
Raggedy Ann... seriously?
Ronnie scoffs.
RONNIE

Better than Slutty Black Barbie.
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JANI
That’s hurtful, Ronnie.
Jani pushes up her boobs again and laughs.
Ronnie looks down at her crossword.

RONNIE
Whatever.

Char smiles and grabs her cup of coffee.

CHARNELLE
Gotta go girls. Gonna see Hans.

Ronnie holds up a finger to stop her.
RONNIE
Hey, he’s been slipping a little.
He'’'s in pain, and they upped his
meds last night.

Charnelle’s face drops.

HANS'S HOSPICE ROOM

Charnelle leans against the doorway, staring at a sleeping
Hans. She walks in and starts her routine:

Fill the water cup and add a new straw.

Open the blinds and water the small plant on the ledge.

Check the bathroom for anything the night nurse left.

Pull the covers up on Hans — he opens his eyes and smiles.

HANS

(groggy)
Hello, Dear One.

CHARNELLE
(softly)
Hi Hansie. They upped your meds?
What’s going on?

HANS
It’s nothing.

CHARNELLE
Where'’s the pain?

Hans shifts and tries to raise in his bed. He winces.



97.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
Is it your stomach? Your head?

HANS
It’s all over, dear.

Charnelle gently touches his arm.

CHARNELLE
What can I do, honey?

A serene smile emerges.

HANS
Sit with me. I want to tell you
about Kurk.

CHARNELLE
Your brother?

Hans nods and reaches for his water. Char helps him.

HANS
Can you close the blinds, dear?
It’s much too bright in here.

CHARNELLE
Of course.

Char walks over to the blinds and twists them closed, leaving
the bedside lamp to light the room.

She closes the door and sits in her comfy chair.

HANS
Love your costume, by the way.

Char smiles, acknowledging her witch costume, and places the
blinking recorder on her lap, becoming one with the chair.
Hans closes his eyes.

HANS (CONT'D)
So, ah, he... Kurk, was five years
younger than me. And after my
father died, I was next in line to
take over the family business.

Hans sipped some water and thought for a moment.

HANS (CONT'D)
I worked and raised my family the
best I could. All in the shadow of
Adolf Hitler.
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Hans cleared his throat.

HANS (CONT'D)
He had won the election. And when
President Hindenburg died, Hitler
declared himself Filhrer — the
supreme leader of Germany. This was
when Kurk and I drifted apart.

Charnelle shifted forward in her chair.

HANS (CONT'D)
I wanted to save my family from
this madman, and Kurt... wanted to
save Germany.

CHARNELLE
So he joined that “Red Orchestra”
thingy? The Resistance?

HANS
He'd been in it for a year. I kept
it from Gertie until the night he
was shot.

Hans exhaled a rattled breath.

HANS (CONT'D)
That... was a long night.

CHARNELLE
(whispers)
Ah-huh.
HANS

I had a business to run, and when
Hitler absorbed it into his Nazi

party, I slowly became his right-
hand man.

CHARNELLE
His Shirtmaker?!

HANS
Yes, a trusted man — a “Made Man,”
as the mafia people say in those
Godfather movies.

CHARNELLE
Was that you? A made man?

Hans paused, then coughed violently. He couldn’t catch his
breath. Charnelle rushed to his side.
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He held up his hand and waved her off. She waited patiently.

HANS
I'm... good. I'm fine, dear.

Charnelle rubbed her neck, worrying for the old man. Hans
grabbed his water and took a long sip. He clumsily placed it
back on the side table.

CHARNELLE
You're sure?

Hans nodded, and she retreated to her chair and settled in.

HANS
A made man? Ah, I suppose.

Hans paused and thought for a second.

HANS (CONT'D)
When Kurk was shot, there was a
manhunt, but they didn’t know it
was him. At least that’s what I
thought.

Charnelle tilted up her recorder, making sure it was on.

HANS (CONT'D)
Adolf insisted on prodding me with
questions, but it never escalated —
not until my birthday. That’s when
I was summoned.

CHARNELLE
Summoned?

HANS
Hitler sent a car to pick me up.
The driver took me to a deserted
warehouse without a word between
us. When we stopped, three Nazi SS
guards escorted me inside. A group
of men were lined up against a wall
with their arms up.

The old man stopped and opened his eyes for a moment,
transfixed on his story.

HANS (CONT'D)

I knew many of them. They were good
family men.

Hans closed his eyes and continued. They fluttered nervously.
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HANS (CONT'D)
I've had nightmares about this my
entire life. It always ends the
same way.

Tears glide down his cheeks.

HANS (CONT'D)
I cowered in a corner. The sound of
the guns... and all the men, lying
there on the floor.

Hans winces with his eyes closed.
HANS (CONT'D)
A gun was shoved in my face. It was

Hitler. He asked me to take it...
to prove my allegiance.

BEGIN FLASHBACK:

INT. WAREHOUSE - NIGHT - BLACK AND WHITE

CHYRON: Nazi Germany, 1934

(THE STORY CONTINUED FROM THE FIRST SCENE IN THE MOVIE)

Hans sits in shock, staring at the German Luger beside his
face. A hand urges him to take it. Across the room, the smoke
clears to reveal a pile of dead men. Nazi soldiers joke and

light up cigarettes.

Hans accepts the gun, then looks up at the smiling face of
Adolf Hitler.

IN GERMAN:
ADOLF
I need you to do something for me.
Just for me, Hansie.

Hans looks confused. He whispers...

HANS
Whah...?—--

HANS (CONT'D)
There is someone — a resistance
leader, who is a problem. He's
bound to a chair in that room.

Hitler points with his chin.
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HITLER
I want you to kill him... for me,
Hans. For your allegiance. Show me
I can trust you.

Hans looks up from the gun in his hand.

HANS
Trust?

HITLER
Yes, you are my Brother, ja?

Hans pauses, then answers with a whisper.

HANS
Ja.
HITLER
Go... and see the man who is a

thorn in my side.

Hans nods and slowly stands. Hitler smiles and watches him
shuffle toward the room in the corner. The Shirtmaker
nervously enters the room. In the middle is his brother Kurk,
bloodied and bound to a chair. Eyes straight ahead. No
emotion. Hans leans against the door, closing it.

HANS
No... this can’t be real.

Kurk doesn’t move.

HANS (CONT'D)
Why did you do this? WHY KURK?!

Hans wails, rubbing the gun against the back of his head.
HANS (CONT'D)
Now... we're both dead — and my
family? Jesus Kurk, why?!
Kurk remains stoic. Staring straight through Hans.

Then...

KURK
I love you, brother.

Kurk smiles and bites down on something hidden in his mouth.
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A crisp POP, sounding like broken glass. He smiles, then
convulses as foam pushes out from the corners of his smile,
until there’s too much and he coughs uncontrollably. Blood
spatters. He shakes once more, then still.

Hans charges his brother and shakes him vigorously. He
reaches into his mouth, scooping out the foam and blood.

HANS
No, NNNo, no no, NO! NO!

Kurk is dead.

HANS QUICK MONTAGE IN THE DARK OFFICE ROOM:

— Screaming. Veins popping.

— Pacing back and forth.

— Shaking his head and crying.

— Hans rocking in the dark corner in a fetal position.
— Hans with the gun to his temple. Screaming.

He pops up and circles his brother, building up his courage.
He glances at the closed door, then back at his brother.

Hans takes a handkerchief from his pocket and cleans Kurk'’s
face of foam and blood. Then cleans out his mouth.

He kisses Kurk on the forehead, then slowly steps back and
shoots his brother in the head.

END FLASHBACK:

BACK TO:

INT. HAN'S ROOM — DAY
Charnelle is on the edge of her seat. In shock.

CHARNELLE
Oh... my... Gaud, Hansie.

Hans looks up and smiles nervously. Tears are streaming.

HANS
I killed Kurk. My only brother.

Charnelle stands and pleads with the old man.
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CHARNELLE
No, no... you didn’t kill him. He
killed himself to save you. You
know that, don’t you, Hansie?

Hans tilts his head as she holds his hands gently.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
He did it for you and your family.
He knew what he was doing was
dangerous. That’s why he had the
cyanide capsule.

The old man sighs softly.
Charnelle pauses for a moment and wipes a tear from her face.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
But why did you have to shoot him?
Why clean him up?

HANS
(whispers)
To prove my allegiance.

CHARNELLE
But you could have said that Kurk
killed himself. You wouldn’t have
needed to shoot him.

Hans sighs...

HANS
Yes, but the ultimate trust...
would be to shoot your brother, ja?

Charnelle stands confused, holding his hand.

HANS (CONT'D)
If I have their trust, they will
never suspect me of being the one.

CHARNELLE
The one?

HANS
The one who killed Hitler.

Char reaches back, awkwardly grabbing for the chair and
slides it under her butt, and plops down before she faints.

CHARNELLE
Damn...
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INT. CHARNELLE'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Charnelle sits at her typewriter, clacking away. In Ty's
room, Andre is reading him a bedtime story. Charnelle stops
typing and focuses on her paper. She hears Ty giggle and
glances over to see Andre pointing to a picture while making
a fart noise.

Charnelle’s in heaven.

Mims is carrying a basket of laundry and stops next to her.

MIMS
He likes that boy.
CHARNELLE
He does.
MIMS

You sleep with him yet?

CHARNELLE
MIMS, JESUS!

MIMS
Make him marry you first. Don’t
give away the milk--

CHARNELLE
I get it, thanks.

MIMS
I'm jus'’ saying.

Char shakes her head like she always does with her mother,
and focuses back on her writing.

LATER AT THE TYPEWRITER:

—-Charnelle smiles as she types.

-She pulls the paper free from her typewriter and gently
places it face down on her tall stack of finished prose.
INT. HANS' HOSPICE ROOM — NIGHT

Charnelle sits with her chair pulled close to Hans'’ bed. Hans
is propped up by his pillows. He looks sickly.

CHARNELLE
Please let me call Dr. Bishop. He’s
on call tonight.
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HANS
No, dear, I want to be lucid.

CHARNELLE
You're a stubborn old man.

He smirks.

HANS
Got any Neccos?

Charnelle snatches up her purse and rifles through it.
She finds them, opens the package, and gives him the roll.

HANS (CONT'D)
Thank you, honey.

He settles back and savors his candy for a moment.
Hans suddenly winces. Charnelle stands quickly.

CHARNELLE
Let’s up your meds. I can’t have
you in pain. I’1ll turn it up a
notch. It’ll help.

She reaches for the morphine drip next to his bed and fiddles
with a dial. He closes his eyes and sighs.

HANS
When did I get so o0ld?

Char smiles and finds her seat again.

HANS (CONT'D)
How's the writing going?

CHARNELLE
Really well. Turns out, you’'re a
fascinating man.

HANS
Don’t I know it.

CHARNELLE
I'm searching for my ending though.

Hans glances sideways at Charnelle.

HANS
Let’s see if we can fix that, dear.

BEGIN FLASHBACK:
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INT. FUNERAL PARLOR - NIGHT - BLACK AND WHITE

Hans stands staring at his daughter in the coffin. She looks
angelic, almost sleeping. Gertie cries, holding onto his arm.

HANS - (V.O.)

Gabi died from Ragpickers’ disease,
two days after Klaus did.

EXT. BON FIRE - NIGHT

Hans stands covered in protective clothing, shielding him
from the anthrax spores.

HANS - (V.O.)
I made sure to wear a mask and
gloves as I burned everything.
Hans looks at Gabi’s doll and tosses it into the flames.
HANS - (V.O.)
Since then, I’'ve thought of my life
in two chapters. Before Gabi
died... and after.
INT. HITLER’S OFFICE - DAY

Hans stands holding a pressed shirt as Hitler yells.

(In German)

HITLER
I don’t FUCKING CARE, Hans. I want
it fixed.

HANS
But--

HITLER

NO! I cough, I sneeze. My eyes
water. It’s not a mystery. I'm
allergic to something. Make the
cases we discussed and seal the God-
Damned clothes in as soon as you
launder them!

Hitler sneezes and wipes his nose. He looks at the
handkerchief and scoffs.

MONTAGE:

- Hans and the designer look at potential drawings
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- A man hammers as Hans oversees

- The woodworker watches as Hans points to the top of the
case, explaining something.

- The carpenter grins as he shows Hans the small compartment
at the top designed for potpourri.

- Hitler opens the door and peeks inside. Then opens the
potpourri compartment door and pulls out the small bag of
heaven and smells it. He turns to Hans and nods his approval.

INT. HITLER'S OFFICE - NIGHT

A blueprint is rolled out onto Hitler’s desk. A lamp holds
one curled end while a Nazi knife pins down the other. Albert
Speer (Nazi Senior Architect) and Hitler stand gazing at the

architectural drawing.

(In German)

SPEER
Isn’t it magnificent?
HITLER
Ja, wunderbar. Hansie, what do you

think?
Hans leans in to process the drawing.

HANS
What is it?

HITLER
The Final Solution. The
Concentration Camp.

HANS
Concentration Camp?

HITLER
Where we take the Jews.

Hitler leans in closer, pointing to the rendering.
HITLER (CONT'D)
Here are the furnaces, ten for now.

This will be the prototype.

Hans’'s face freezes in horror, trying to process. Hitler
takes notice and frowns.
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HITLER (CONT'D)
Is there a problem, Hans? You know
we house them in Warsaw. I can’'t
keep them there forever. I need to
make room for more.

HANS - (V.O.)
Hitler was more paranoid than ever,
and his trust in me was razor-thin.
It would only be a matter of time
until I mysteriously disappeared to
one of his glorious camps.

HITLER
So I ask you again... is there a
problem, Shirtmaker?

Hans stares defiantly at Hitler.

HANS
Ten?
HITLER
Ten... what do you mean, ten?

Hans stares him down.

HANS
You'’re only building ten furnaces?

Hitler breaks into a smile.

HITLER
Acht... Shit. You had me going.

Hitler pats Hans on the arm and walks around his desk to
ponder Speer’s plans. He smiles jubilantly. Hans lets out a
long, quiet breath.

EXT. FRONT OF NAZI HEADQUARTERS - DAY

Hans stops his truck as a pair of Nazi guards walk around to
check his contents.

HANS - (V.O.)
Each day, they would stop me and
search my truck. The clothing
containers were to be left alone.

Hans wheels a large armoire up a ramp and into the massive
concrete Nazi headquarters.

A guard escorts Hans into Hitler’s office.
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HANS - (V.O.)
Every morning, the same thing.
Deliver the new, take away the old.
Most days, his office was empty,
and I was thankful not to have to
talk to him. He was excitable — and
on drugs.

END FLASHBACK:

BACK TO:

HANS'S HOSPICE ROOM
Charnelle perks up in her chair.

HANS
Yes, his doctor made him a cocktail
of vitamins and amphetamines.
Hitler was a meth-head.

CHARNELLE
Ha, that explains a lot.

HANS
But I walked on eggshells. He was
starting to doubt his Shirtmaker. I
knew I had to do something, and I
had a plan.

Charnelle’s now on the edge of her seat, double-checking her
recorder to see if the red light is flashing. She looks up,
realizing something.

CHARNELLE
Oh... oh, geez, this is my ending?

Hans grins.

BEGIN FLASHBACK:

INT. NAZI HEADQUARTERS - DAY

Hans finishes setting up his armoire in Hitler's office when
four SS guards storm in and order him to open it. They rifled
through his clothes but found nothing. From the corner of the
room, Hitler blew his nose with a handkerchief and gave a
slight nod and the guards left.

PAUSE FLASHBACK:
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BACK TO: HANS'S HOSPICE ROOM
The room is quiet. Hans stops to sip his water.

CHARNELLE
What were they looking for?

Hans smiles.

HANS
Something they couldn’t see.

Charnelle smiles only as a writer could.

CHARNELLE
Ooohh, the plot thickens.

HANS
Yes, but my time was running out.

RESUME
FLASHBACK:

INT. HANS'S TAILOR SHOP - NIGHT - BLACK AND WHITE

A rubber-gloved hand slowly irons a shirt and then sprays a
mist onto the collar. Steam rises to wipe the frame.

INT. HITLER'S OFFICE- DAY - CONTINUED

Hitler sits, talking to his doctor. He looks terrible. The
doctor listens to his heartbeat through a stethoscope.

HANS - (V.O.)

Adolf was getting worse every day,
and his doctor was struggling to
find a cure. He increased his
dosage of Vitamultin, and he seemed
to improve. It masked the symptoms,
but I knew it was all in vain.

Hans enters the room wheeling in another armoire. He places
it next to the wall and stands at a “soldier’s attention”.

HANS - (V.O.)

By this time, we weren’t speaking.
He was paranoid and didn’t trust
anyone — the byproduct of the drugs
and his difficulty breathing.

Hitler orders Hans to leave.
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HANS - (V.O.)
You see... the month earlier, when
my Gabi died, something in me died
with her. And with Hitler talking
crazy about his “Final Solution”
for the Jews, I knew something had
to be done.

INT. HANS'S TAILOR SHOP - NIGHT - CONTINUED

Hans is dressed in coveralls, rubber gloves, and a mask. He
carefully handles a rabbit pelt and gently places it into a
pressure cooker. He pours in a cup of water.

HANS - (V.O.)
Before I burned them, I took the
infected rabbit pelts that Gabi
gave me and made up a lethal
mixture of anthrax to spray on
Hitler’s shirt collars and
potpourri bag.

Through the top, a tiny copper tube coils three times and
makes its way to a glass beaker with a lid. Something
resembling a moonshiner’s still. Drops of liquid slowly fall
into the beaker. Hans sits in a chair, observing its
progress.

HANS - (V.O.)
I also rubbed some dry pelts onto
his handkerchiefs for good measure.

Hans finishes with a rabbit pelt, slowly folds a
handkerchief, spritzes it with anthrax mist, and neatly irons
it into a pocket square. He gently places it into Hitler’'s
suit pocket and hangs it in the armoire. He sprays the
potpourri with his secret concoction, puts the bag in the
top, closes the door, and removes his mask.

INT. HITLER'S OFFICE- DAY

HANS - (V.O.)
He loved the smell of potpourri.

Hitler pulls the potpourri satchel out from its special
compartment at the top of the armoire. He takes in a
satisfying whiff and smiles.

HANS - (V.O.)
On his clothes and in the
potpourri.
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It was a daily dose that took a
month for the pneumonia to take
hold.

Hans, nervously standing at attention in the corner.

HANS - (V.O.)
The longest month of my life.

INT. HANS'S HOME - GERMANY - NIGHT - CONTINUED

Hans's front door bursts open. Flying wood debris everywhere.
Nazi stormtroopers yell and grab Hans at gunpoint in front of
his terrified family and drag him away.

HANS - (V.O.)

And at the end of that month, I was
summoned once again.

INT. HITLER'S OFFICE - SAME

A pale and sweaty Hitler lies on a bed in his office. His
doctor, by his side, holds up an X-ray.

(In German)
DOCTOR
Something has eaten away the
protective lining of your lungs,
Herr Hitler.

HITLER
How long?

DOCTOR
I'm not certain.

Hitler scoffs and waves him off.

HITLER
Leave me and send him in.

Two SS guards forcibly push Hans into a chair next to Hitler.
The Fiirher waves them away — he slowly points a gun at Hans.

Hitler stares at Hans for an uncomfortably long time. He
waggles the Luger around, then points it back at Hans.
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HITLER (CONT'D)
(labored)
You... you were always so smart.

Hitler nods at the Shirtmaker, then smiles.

HITLER (CONT'D)
That’s why I kept you close — like
a brother...

Hitler laughs maniacally, which ends in a coughing fit. Hans
sits quietly as sweat trickles down his face. The room is
hot. Stifling. Hitler sucks in a few rattled breaths.

HITLER (CONT'D)
How did you do it?

Hans sits, not moving a muscle.

HITLER (CONT'D)
I loved you, Hansie.

Hitler points the gun and squeezes the trigger — it misfires
with a CLICK. He looks stunned at yet another betrayal. His
arm suddenly falls limp, releasing the papers he had been
holding. They spill onto the floor along with the gun.
Hitler exhales long. His eyes — still open. He'’s dead.
Hans frantically looks at the closed door and then at the
floor. He picks up the papers and reads the list of Nazi
aggressors that were ordered to be rounded up and shot.
He finds his name.
HANS - (V.O.)
And there I was. Number 33: Hans
Kretchmer.

END FLASHBACK:

INT. HANS'S HOSPICE ROOM — SAME

Charnelle stares through Hans, as if she were watching it all
play out in her head — she blinks hard.

CHARNELLE
Wait...what? You killed Hitler? How
did... I mean... Hol-ly Shit,

Hansie.

Hans sat up in his bed, not smiling.
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I'm not proud of it.

CHARNELLE
Yeah, but think of what could have
happened. Oh My God! He wanted to
exterminate the Jews. ALL JEWS. And
that was just... in Germany.

Hans let out a pathetic sigh.

CHARNELLE (CONT’'D)
And the showers? The Furnaces?

Hans softly shakes — no.

CHARNELLE (CONT’'D)
Jesus, Hansie!

HANS
I still murdered a man. I‘1l1l face
my maker soon, and... will I be

allowed to see my family?

Charnelle’s brow furrows, and she softens.

CHARNELLE
OK, ok, sometimes... Hansie... it’'s
justified in God’'s eyes... to kill
one from his flock to save

millions.

Charnelle looks at the old man with deep compassion.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
Don’'t you think?

Hans softly weeps.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
You're a wonderful and caring man.
The world is a better place with
you in it, Hansie.

She smiles and holds his hand.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
I mean that. I really do.

Charnelle leans in close and whispers.
CHARNELLE (CONT'D)

You’'re the father I never had — and
the savior... the world needed.

114.
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She stops for a moment and looks deep into his eyes.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
I love you. Hansie.

Hans smiles.
(In Yiddish)

HANS
I love you too, my daughter.

Charnelle quickly nods yes, tearing up.

INT. CHARNELLE'S KITCHEN - DAY
CHYRON: Three Months Later.
Charnelle walks into the kitchen with a stack of mail. She
stands while scanning the envelopes, and she excitedly opens
one. The header at the top is from a book publisher.
Mims sits at the kitchen table, drinking her coffee and
reading the newspaper. Char scans the page: "A wonderful
piece of writing, but it’s not right for us”.
Mims watches her over the top of her readers.
MIMS
I'm sorry, baby. What do they know

anyway? Damn rich crackers.

Charnelle walks to the fridge and fastens it to a magnetic
clip holding dozens of rejection letters.

INT. HANS'S HOSPICE ROOM — NIGHT
Hans lies in bed with a breathing apparatus, his lungs
expanding and contracting. Charnelle watches quietly from her

chair. The room is dark except for the faint lights from his
life support machine.

Jani walks to the doorway and peeks in.

JANT
How you doing, girlfriend?

Charnelle looks up, rubbing her eyes.

CHARNELLE
Oh, ah, I'm good. Thanks, Jani.
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JANT
I'm really sorry, honey. He’'s a
good man.

Jani steps close to her best friend and rubs her shoulder.

JANI (CONT'D)
I love you, sweetie. Come talk to
me later. I’'m gonna make my rounds.

Char looks up and forces a smile.

DREAM SEQUENCE:

EXT. BASEBALL STADIUM - 1933 - DAY - BLACK AND WHITE
CHYRON: 1933 World Series
A packed house cheers as the New York Yankees make an out.

ANNOUNCER
It’s the bottom of the ninth folks,
and the Yanks are one out away from
winning the World Series.

Lou Gehrig turns from first base and signals two outs. Babe
Ruth smacks his glove in right field and digs in. In center
field is a young and vibrant Hans Kretchmer. He hops up and
down, getting ready.

CHARNELLE - (V.O.)

They say a person needs to hit rock
bottom before they can reach their
true potential.

A batter swings and hits a long FOUL BALL screaming down the
right field line, hitting the home run fence. Ruth shags it
down and flips it into the stands. He feigns a worried look.

CHARNELLE - (V.O.)

And I've also heard that with
enough pressure, you can create
some magnificent things... like
nature does with those geode rocks.

The pitcher winds up and delivers a strike on the outside
corner. The batter steps out, disgusted with the call.

CHARNELLE - (V.O.)
They withstand millions of years of
pressure...

Hans paces in center field, smacking his glove.
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The pitcher waves off a sign from the catcher, then nods. He
winds up and with a crack of the bat, the ball screams on a
line-drive to right-center field. The crowd is silent.

Inches from the ground, Hans snatches it, flying horizontally
with the grass to make the catch. The stadium erupts, and
Hans is “The Man”. Babe is there to help him onto his feet.
He tips his hat in reverence to Hans. From first base, Gehrig
is hopping around like a giddy child, pumping his glove into
the air. Ruth playfully ruffles Hans's hair. Hans turns to
the stands and sees his family.

Kurk smiles and shakes his head in disbelief. Gertie beams as
Eugene jumps up and down. Gabi holds her arms out, excited to
see her father. Hans runs to the stands and hops up to sit on
the edge. He hands Eugene the game-winning ball, pulls Gabi
up onto his lap, and smiles. Gabi hugs her daddy and doesn’t
let go.

END OF DREAM:

INT. HANS'S HOSPICE ROOM — NIGHT

Hans's eyes are closed as he lies motionless in his bed. The
room is dark except for the lamplight next to him. His
eyelids flutter from REM sleep, and a smile emerges gently.

The life support machine sounds a long, dreadful tone.
Charnelle holds his hand, sobbing.

Jani rushes in and hugs her best friend, and they softly cry.

INT. QUIET LIBRARY ROOM - DAY
CHYRON: One Year Later
Attentive watchers sit in metal folding chairs. The room is
packed. They’re waiting for something. Jani and Cameron sit
together up front, holding hands.
A sign on the wall reads: Charnelle Johnson, book reading.
A smartly dressed Charnelle is reading from her new book.
CHARNELLE

... nothing but a crusty rock on

the outside, yup, that’s it.
Charnelle glances to her right and back at her book.

She smiles.
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CHARNELLE (CONT’'D)
Then... somebody, somewhere,
decided to see what was inside that
ugly rock. They made the effort.

Charnelle removes her glasses, looks out at an attentive
audience, and closes her book. We see the cover, “The

Shirtmaker”.

CHARNELLE (CONT'D)
They cracked one open and saw its
magnificence. That was my
Shirtmaker... MY ROCK.
The audience stands and applauds reverently.

Andre, Ty, and Mims stand off to the side, beaming.

THE END



