
      
     
         
            
            
         
     
   
 
 
 
 OVER BLACK:

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 There's something I want to tell you.

 
 
 
 
 1         INT. DINGY ROOM - DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 STAFF SARGEANT JOHN TYREE is in his mid-20’s, has a shaved head, and is completely unaware that a bullet is seconds away from entering him.

 
 

 
 

 
 
 John smiles, then turns and says something we cannot hear to someone we cannot see.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 After I got shot, you wanna know the very first thing that entered my mind, right before I blacked out?

 
 
 
 
 Then despite the EERIE SILENCE, the BULLET slices into John’s neck. His eyes widen, but he’s too stunned to cry out.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 Coins.

 
 
 
 
 He drops to his knees. His hand flies up to his neck. In no time at all his fingers are coated with blood. John falls onto his back. His eyes search the dingy ceiling above him. All is still SILENT.

 
 
 
 
 Sunlight pours in from a large mortar hole, and as John stares at it, the light ENVELOPES THE SCREEN, AND --

 
 
 
 
 EVERYTHING GOES WHITE.

 
 
 
 
 2         INT. US MINT - DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John as a LITTLE BOY, standing in front of a sprawling metal contraption that seems to stretch on and on. From his POV it looks like a Rube Goldberg machine.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 I’m eight years old again, on a tour of the US Mint, listening to the guide explain how coins are made.

 
 
 
 
 The other CHILDREN around John are bored out of their minds. But John is not. John is fascinated.

 
 
 
 
 ON A BLANKING PRESS --
 

 
 
 
 
 --as enormous metal coils are fed through a reel that cuts out individual round discs called blanks.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 How they are punched out of sheet metal.

 
 
 
 
 3         ON AN UPSETTING MILL --
 

 
 
 
 
 -- which squeezes the edges of the blanks, giving them a slightly raised surface.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 How they are rimmed and beveled.

 
 
 
 
 4         ON A COINING PRESS --
 

 
 
 
 
 -- which actually engraves the blanks.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 How they are stamped and cleaned.

 
 
 
 
 5         FINALLY, ON A PRESS OPERATOR --
 

 
 
 
 
 -- who uses a magnifying glass to spot-check the new coins.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 And then how each and every batch of coins are personally examined, just in case any have slipped through with the slightest imperfection.

 
 
 
 
 The operator finds a bad coin, pulls a lever to STOP THE MACHINE. The entire batch CLATTERS down onto a belt below, while --

 
 
 
 
 MATCH CUT:

 
 
 
 
 6         INT. DINGY ROOM -- PRESENT DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 -- where spent M-16 rounds CLATTER onto the ground, making the exact same noise. Now all SOUND can be heard, and it is LOUD.

 
 
 
 
 Whoever shot John is paying for it dearly. Three other GREEN BERETS are unloading their ammo.

 
 
 
 
 John is still flat on his back, still bleeding profusely, still staring up at the ceiling.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 That's what popped into my head.

 
 
 
 
 One of the soldiers, Staff Sargeant TONY GALLO, stops firing and turns to John, kneels over him. A vein pops out of his forehead. John desperately tries to make eye contact.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 I am a coin in the United States Army. I was minted in the year 1980. I have been punched from sheet metal, I have been stamped and cleaned, my edges have been rimmed and beveled.

 
 
 
 
 Tony cuts open John’s fatigues. Blood flows freely.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 But now I have one small hole in me, and I am no longer in perfect condition.

 
 
 
 
 John looks at his bloody hands and draws a sharp breath.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 I am no longer in perfect condition.

 
 
 
 
 He glances up at Tony, sees the panic in his face.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 I am no longer in perfect condition.

 
 
 
 
 John GULPS for air. His PUPILS DILATE. He’s fading fast.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 So there’s something else I want to tell you before I go.

 
 
 
 
 His eyelids flutter. The chaos around him slowly slips away.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 After I got shot, right before everything went black, you wanna know the very last thing that entered my mind?

 
 
 
 
 And then as John’s eyes finally close --

 
 
 
 
 FADE TO BLACK

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 You.

 
 
 
 
 FADE IN ON:

 
 
 
 
 7         EXT. BEACH -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 A wave crashes over John, submerging him completely.

 
 
 
 
 He closes his eyes. Then his surfboard pops back above water, and because John is on top of it, he pops up too.

 
 
 
 
 He is younger now, and he is back in South Carolina. But his head is still shaved.

 
 
 
 
 
 
 SPRING 2001

 
 
 

 
 
 Before he can even catch his breath, another wave is coming. John positions himself, paddles into the wave -- stands up --

 
 
 
 
 ON THE SHORE -- he catches a brief glimpse of TWO GIRLS in bikinis as they wade into the water --

 
 
 
 
 8         -- but there’s not time to focus on them -- he’s caught the wave and rides it towards shore, when suddenly another SURFER cuts him off -- John has to wipe out to avoid a collision --

 
 
 
 
 9         UNDERWATER -- he gets lost in the power of the crashing wave, doesn’t try to fight it, lets himself get dragged to shore --

 
 
 
 
 10        -- until he can finally find his footing. He stands up in waist high water, angrily yells out to the other surfer --

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Hey! What the hell--

 
 
 
 
 -- then suddenly realizes he’s only a few yards from the girls he saw earlier. One’s BLONDE, the other is BRUNETTE, and they’re both knockouts. The Brunette smiles at him.

 
 
 
 
 BRUNETTE GIRL

 
 
 
 
 Nice wave.

 
 
 
 
 John wipes the salt out of his mouth.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Shoulda been.

 
 
 
 
 The Brunette’s eyes twinkle, but the Blonde rolls hers, tugs at her friend. Although the Brunette allows herself to be pulled away, she smiles back at John before she goes.

 
 
 
 
 John watches her disappear down the beach while the surfer that cut John off wades over to him.

 
 
 
 
 OTHER SURFER

 
 
 
 
 Sorry, bro. Didn’t see you there.

 
 
 
 
 John turns towards him fast -- the other guy flinches slightly. But John is smiling now, too.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 What? Oh -- no problem.

 
 
 
 
 Then he climbs on his board and paddles back into the ocean.

 
 
 
 
 11       EXT. PIER -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John leans against the rail, staring down at the water.

 
 
 
 
 Nearby, he hears GIGGLING -- and when he turns, he sees the same two girls from before walking up the pier. They stop 20 feet away or so, but they don’t see him.

 
 
 
 
 John peeks over at them... but before he can make a move, TWO GUYS in polo shirts walk up behind the girls. They’re good-looking and loud, each with a beer in hand.

 
 
 
 
 The one in the YELLOW SHIRT wraps his arms around the Blonde Girl. They’re clearly a couple. But John’s focused on the Brunette Girl, and he watches as the guy in the BABY BLUE SHIRT hops up easily on the rail next to her-- and knocks her tote bag off the edge. It hits the water with a SPLASH.

 
 
 
 
 BLUE SHIRT

 
 
 
 
 Whoops. Son of a--

 
 
 
 
 BRUNETTE GIRL

 
 
 
 
 There’s no way you just did that.

 
 
 
 
 BLUE SHIRT

 
 
 
 
 Shit. I’m really sorry.

 
 
 (off her look)

 
 
 Oh. Should I, um. . .

 
 
 
 
 BRUNETTE GIRL

 
 
 
 
 My whole life is in that bag!

 
 
 
 
 YELLOW SHIRT

 
 
 
 
 You knocked it in, dumbass. Be a man, go save the day.

 
 
 
 
 Blue Shirt SIGHS. Then he sits down, ponderously takes off his shoes, carefully stuffs his socks into them.

 
 
 
 
 He hesitates... takes a deep breath... looks down at the ocean swirling twenty feet below him... hesitates some more...

 
 
 
 
 BRUNETTE GIRL

 
 
 
 
 Oh, for crying out loud.

 
 
 
 
 John watches the Brunette Girl kick off her own shoes, start to climb up the rail. He grins.

 
 
 
 
 Then, without hardly even thinking about it, he hops the rail and jumps down into the ocean himself.

 
 
 
 
 12        He dives under -- John is clearly comfortable in water -- and finds the bag on the ocean floor quickly.

 
 
 
 
 13        He reemerges to find the group on the pier staring down at him in astonishment. John just paddles back to shore. The Brunette meets him at the end of the pier, all smiles.

 
 
 
 
 BRUNETTE GIRL

 
 
 
 
 Thank you so much!

 
 
 
 
 Blue Shirt trails close behind her.

 
 
 
 
 BLUE SHIRT

 
 
 
 
 You really didn’t have to do that, bro. I was just about to jump in...

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 I’m sure you were. Figured I’d just save you the trouble.

 
 
 
 
 He hands the bag to the Brunette. Their fingers brush briefly.

 
 
 
 
 BRUNETTE GIRL

 
 
 
 
 My name’s Savannah.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 John.

 
 
 
 
 Blue Shirt notices the way she smiles at him, rolls his eyes.

 
 
 
 
 BLUE SHIRT

 
 
 
 
 Yeah, he’s a real hero, isn’t he?

 
 
 
 
 Maybe you should give him a reward.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah glares at Blue Shirt. John registers the insult.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 I don’t want a reward.

 
 
 
 
 He nods goodbye to Savannah, turns to leave.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 You all have a good night.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Wait.

 
 
 
 
 She hurries over to him. Blue and Yellow Shirt trade a look.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 I’m staying right over there.

 
 
 We’ve got food, and -- I mean, do you want something to eat?

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Thanks, but I should really be getting home.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 C’mon. One good deed deserves another, right?

 
 
 
 
 John looks at her. Grins.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 You gotta understand. My Dad’s expecting me back for dinner -- I don’t want to ruin my appetite.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah grins too.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Oh, you won’t. Our food is terrible.

 
 
 
 
 Then she reaches her hand out. Looks him in the eye.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Come on, John. Don’t make me beg.

 
 
 
 
 John pauses... then he holds out his hand, too, and their fingers touch again.

 
 
 
 
 14       EXT. BEACH BONFIRE -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 COLLEGE KIDS wander around near the house, setting up the bonfire for later that night. While Blonde Girl and Yellow Shirt take a walk down the beach--

 
 
 
 
 --John sits in awkward silence across from Blue Shirt.

 
 
 
 
 Then Savannah returns with two drinks, to both their relief. Blue Shirt scoots over, making room for her. But she takes a seat beside John instead, hands him a beer (she’s drinking diet coke).

 
 
 
 
 Blue Shirt just eyeballs John.

 
 
 
 
 BLUE SHIRT

 
 
 
 
 You in the military or something?

 
 
 (off John’s nod)

 
 
 What branch?

 
 
 
 
 John flashes him his sapphire ring (which he never takes off).

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Army. Special Forces.

 
 
 
 
 BLUE SHIRT

 
 
 
 
 Yeah? Nice ring -- where’s your beret, did you leave it at home?

 
 
 
 
 Blue Shirt grins -- he’s egging John on. John just ignores the comment, but Savannah levels her gaze at Blue Shirt.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Hey, Randy? I thought Susan told me you were smart.

 
 
 
 
 BLUE SHIRT

 
 
 
 
 (RANDY) Huh? I--

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Then why are you making fun of a guy who could kill you with his bare hands?

 
 
 
 
 His smile wipes away. Slowly realizes three’s a crowd.

 
 
 
 
 RANDY

 
 
 
 
 I’m... gonna go get another beer.

 
 
 
 
 He leaves. John and Savannah are alone now. John grins.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 I’m not so sure I could kill him with my bare hands, actually. He has a thick neck.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Sorry about him -- he thinks he likes me.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 I think he likes you, too.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Nah. I’m not his type, he just doesn’t know it yet.

 
 
 (off John’s grin)

 
 
 What? What are you smiling about?

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 I just think you’re probably everybody’s type.

 
 
 
 
 At that moment, a SIX YEAR-OLD BOY comes out of nowhere and bear hugs Savannah, almost knocking her over.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 See what I mean?

 
 
 
 
 The boy’s name is ALAN, and although it may or may not be apparent right away, he’s autistic. But Savannah’s delighted to see him.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Alan, this is John. Say hello.

 
 
 
 
 Alan hides his head instead.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 He’s shy. Alan, where’s your Dad at?

 
 
 
 
 VOICE

 
 
 
 
 Two steps behind, as usual.

 
 
 
 
 They turn to find TIM, a friendly looking guy in his early 30’s. He rubs Savannah’s head as a greeting and it’s obvious they’ve known each other for years.

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 
 
 Sorry. He’s like a heat-seeking missile when he sees you.

 
 
 (then, noticing John)

 
 
 Oh, hey. I’m Tim.

 
 
 

 
 
 They shake hands. Tim notices his sapphire ring right away.

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 Special Forces, huh? Where you stationed out of, Fort Bragg?

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Germany, actually.

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 You’re on leave.

 
 
 (off his nod)

 
 
 Good for you. I hope you’re enjoying yourself.

 
 
 
 
 John glances over at Savannah. She smiles.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Yeah. Yeah, I think I am.

 
 
 
 
 Tim sees the smile and realizes what he’s walked into.

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 Well, sorry to interrupt. Nice to meet you, though -- c’mon, son.

 
 
 
 
 Alan gives Savannah one last hug. Then, as he goes, Alan calls back to John, almost as an afterthought --

 
 
 
 
 ALAN

 
 
 
 
 Hello, John.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 (waving goodbye)

 
 
 Hello, Alan.

 
 
 
 
 Tim and Savannah trade a quick look, impressed. Then Tim heads Alan back inside the BEACH HOUSE next door.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Wow. That was a pretty big deal.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Yeah?

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Alan doesn’t talk to just anybody.

 
 
 
 
 He doesn’t talk to anybody at all, actually, other than his family.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 He talked to you.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah stands. Nods at the beach houses behind them.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Well we’re practically family.

 
 
 We’ve all been coming here forever -- I’ve known him since he was born.

 
 
 
 
 She motions for John to follow her up.

 
 
 
 
 14A      OMIT

 
 
 
 
 14B      EXT. SAVANNAH’S BEACH HOUSE -- BENCH -- NIGHT
 

 
 
 
 
 They’re all by themselves now -- no one else is nearby.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 When do you go back?

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Two weeks.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 It must be scary, what you do.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 It’s boring, mostly. Long stretches of boring. Occasional flashes of scary.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah looks out on the ocean. It’s getting dark, and the moon is rising on the horizon.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Full moon tonight.

 
 
 
 
 She stands. From John’s view, the moon is as big as she is.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 You ever notice how large the moon is when it’s rising, but how little it gets when it’s up in the sky?

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 It’s all about perspective. C’mere, I’ll show you.

 
 
 
 
 He stands behind her, very close now, and raises her arm.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 If you shut one of your eyes... and hold out your hand like this...

 
 
 
 
 He holds his thumb up. She does the same -- and from their perspective, the moon disappears behind it.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 No matter where it is in the sky...

 
 
 No matter where you are in the world... the moon is never bigger than your thumb.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah opens her other eye. The moon is big again. Then she does John’s trick, and again, the moon becomes thumb-sized. She smiles up at him. His face is inches from hers.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Where’d you learn that?

 
 
 
 
 John looks down at her. Shrugs.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Somewhere along the way.

 
 
 
 
 15        EXT. BEACH HOUSE - NIGHT
 

 
 
 
 
 Randy watches John and Savannah look out at the ocean, so close together and backlit by the giant moon. He takes a heavy swig of his beer, unable to hide his bitterness.

 
 
 
 
 16        EXT. BEACH -- NIGHT
 

 
 
 
 
 The moon is way up in the night sky now, and the bonfire is long out. Savannah lies in the sand, watching John inspect a dangerous looking hot dog.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 How is it possible for a hot dog to be so burnt on the outside and so raw on the inside?

 
 
 
 
 Savannah doesn’t answer, just smiles. So John grabs a few pieces of wood and gathers some kindling.

 
 
 
 
 Then he produces a flint and magnesium block keychain from his pocket, shaves off some magnesium with a pocketknife, and strikes the flint. Instant sparks slowly reignite the fire. Savannah watches, amused, as John recooks his hot dog.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Wow. You can start your own fire.

 
 
 I don’t think I’ve ever met a boy who can start his own fire.

 
 
 (off his modest shrug)

 
 
 No no, it’s very impressive. Very primal. What’re you gonna do next, make me a sundial?

 
 
 
 
 John grins, shakes his head, looks up at the dark sky.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Wouldn’t do much good now.

 
 
 
 
 But that reminds him... he grabs Savannah’s arm, checks the time on her watch. Time has flown by.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Shoot. I should go.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Sorry. I hope you won’t get in too much trouble.

 
 
 
 
 John looks at her. Laying there in the sand, under the stars, she looks just about perfect. John chuckles to himself.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Too late.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah smiles at him. But John shyly turns away, grabs his surfboard, prepares to leave. Savannah watches him.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Well...thank you. For what you did.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 You’re welcome.

 
 
 
 
 Takes a few steps... then turns around.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Any chance you’d wanna do this again tomorrow night?

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Tomorrow night is chicken. You’re not gonna want to try the chicken.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Yeah, I was thinking we could let someone else cook this time.

 
 
 
 
 She smiles at him, doesn’t have to think about it very long.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Okay.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Okay? Okay. I could come by tomorrow, round six?

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Okay.

 
 
 
 
 John grins back at her. Tries to figure out a smooth exit.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Okay. Then I’ll--

 
 
 
 
 Then he steps right into the fire he just relit.

 
 
 He quickly jumps out, tries his best to pretend like it doesn’t hurt like hell.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Anyway. I’ll see you soon then?

 
 
 
 
 She laughs as he limps away.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 I’ll see you soon then.

 
 
 
 
 
 
 17        EXT. ROAD -- NIGHT
 

 
 
 

 
 
 John walks north, carrying his surfboard, still limping a bit on his burnt foot. Headlights from the occasional car illuminate him as they pass by.

 
 
 
 
 A truck comes up from behind him. But this one slows down to a crawl as it passes John... and then the reverse lights come on, and the truck backs up until John sees that the driver --

 
 
 
 
 -- is Tim. Next to him, Alan is in the passenger seat, totally focused on his GAME BOY.

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 Need a lift? We’re headed into town for some ice cream.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Thanks. But I don’t mind walking.

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 How long’s the walk?

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Nothing too bad.

 
 
 
 
 Tim just looks at him. Then, without a word, he gets out of the car, takes John’s board and puts it in the back of his truck. He calls to Alan in the cab.

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 Scoot over, son.

 
 
 
 
 Alan does as he’s told. John opens the passenger door. Alan looks up from his game, makes eye contact.

 
 
 
 
 ALAN

 
 
 
 
 Hello, John.

 
 
 
 
 John smiles at him, impressed he remembered. So is Tim.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Hey, Alan.

 
 
 
 
 18        INT. TRUCK -- NIGHT (MOVING)
 

 
 
 
 
 But Alan just goes right back to his game as they drive off.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 So how long are you in town for?

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 Oh, we live here year round now.

 
 
 Alan loves the water, and we were driving down every weekend anyway.

 
 
 I finally convinced my wife this just made the most sense.

 
 
 
 
 John looks over at Tim, who’s focused on the road ahead.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 She didn’t want any ice cream?

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 Who? Oh, my wife -- no. She’s on vacation herself, actually.

 
 
 
 
 He smiles to himself, but doesn’t take his eyes off the road.

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 I guess I thought if we spent all year in our vacation house, we’ll have a year-round vacation. But it doesn’t really work like that. And it’s kind of tricky to take trips together, since...

 
 
 
 
 He trails off, but it’s clear he’s talking about Alan -- although Alan is too wrapped up in his video game to notice.

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 But it’s fine. We make it work.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 I’m up here on the left.

 
 
 
 
 18A      EXT. MR. TYREE’S HOUSE -- NIGHT -- SAME
 

 
 
 
 
 Tim turns into his driveway. John opens the door, gets out.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Thanks for the lift. Bye, Alan.

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 Hey, John? Just -- for the record -- if you do anything to hurt Savannah, I’ll have to break... something.

 
 
 Something in your leg. One of the bones in there somewhere.

 
 
 (then, a bit embarrassed)

 
 
 I know her father, he’d want me to say that. Although it would’ve sounded a lot more natural coming out of his mouth.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 It -- sounded fine.

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 No it didn’t. Thank you, though.

 
 
 
 
 Tim smiles at John. He’s pretty hard not to like.

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 Goodnight, John.

 
 
 
 
 Then he pulls away. John watches the tail lights slowly disappear down the road.

 
 
 
 
 19        INT. MR. TYREE’S HOUSE -- LIVING ROOM -- NIGHT
 

 
 
 
 
 John walks in. The whole house is dark and quiet, except for the light from one cracked hallway door.

 
 
 
 
 20        INT. MR. TYREE’S HOUSE -- DEN -- NIGHT
 

 
 
 
 
 John peeks in to find his DAD hunched over at his desk, studying something.

 
 
 
 
 MR. TYREE is balding. His shirt is a size too small and a decade too old. If he is at all aware of John’s presence behind him, he doesn’t let on.

 
 
 
 
 John watches him for a few beats -- whatever he’s doing, it’s with complete focus. Finally John turns and walks away.

 
 
 
 
 21        INT/EXT. MR. TYREE’S HOUSE -- NEXT DAY (POSSIBLE EXT. SCENE)
 

 
 
 
 
 It is bright outside now, and Mr. Tyree is making a large salad. His socks are mismatched.

 
 
 
 
 John walks out in a nice shirt, sees his Dad at work on the salad.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 I’m not staying, Dad.

 
 
 
 
 MR. TYREE

 
 
 
 
 But... I made lasagna.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Yeah, it’s Sunday. I know you made lasagna.

 
 
 
 
 Mr. Tyree glances up at him. Then quickly turns back to his salad. John sighs, feels like he should explain.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 It’s just, I’ve got a date.

 
 
 (off his silence)

 
 
 I actually need to borrow the car.

 
 
 
 
 Mr. Tyree digs in his pocket for his keys, holds them out to John without making eye contact.

 
 
 
 
 John hesitates just long enough for us to know he wants to say something more... but then just snatches the keys from his father’s hand and --

 
 
 
 
 
 
 22        EXT. SHRIMP SHACK -- LATE DAY
 

 
 
 

 
 
 John gets out of his dad’s old Lincoln Continental in the parking lot of the SHRIMP SHACK, which looks exactly like it sounds.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 I know it doesn’t look like much, but it’s got the best seafood you’ve ever had.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Yeah, I know, I used to come here all the time. It’s just -- don’t you want to eat somewhere nice?

 
 
 
 
 Savannah grins at him.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 I don’t want to eat somewhere nice, John, I want to eat somewhere good.

 
 
 
 
 She heads towards the restaurant. John hesitates.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah turns, motions to him -- you coming? John grimaces.

 
 
 
 
 23        INT. BOWEN’S ISLAND RESTAURANT -- LATE DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Savannah and John walk in, the best dressed customers by far. John nods evenly at the OWNER BEHIND THE BAR.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Steve.

 
 
 
 
 Steve doesn’t respond, just gives John the death stare. John nervously excuses himself from Savannah, then heads over to the bar and quietly takes him aside.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 C’mon, man. It’s been three years.

 
 
 
 
 STEVE THE OWNER

 
 
 
 
 I don’t want any trouble.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 You won’t get any. Okay? I promise.

 
 
 
 
 Steve pauses, weighing his options. Then, finally, he nods over to the HOSTESS, giving his okay.

 
 
 
 
 She takes them to a table by a window overlooking the water. Savannah looks at John curiously.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 What was that about?

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 We’re old friends, that’s all.

 
 
 
 
 The hostess takes their drink orders. Savannah gets a sweet tea.

 
 
 
 
 John glances over at Steve behind the bar again. He’s watching John closely, listening to what he’s gonna order.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Uh... sweet tea for me too, please.

 
 
 
 
 The hostess heads off. But Savannah noticed the look John stole toward the bar and misreads it, thinking that she’s the reason he only ordered tea.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 It’s okay. You can get a beer if you want, don’t let me stop you.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Nah. I don’t drink.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah cocks her head at him.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 You were drinking right after I met you.

 
 
 
 
 John doesn’t have to look over at the bar this time to know that Steve is watching him. He stumbles for an excuse.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Um-- anymore. I don’t drink anymore.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 I met you yesterday.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Yeah, well things change. But don’t let me stop you -- you can get a beer if you want one.
 

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Nah. I don’t drink anymore either.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Oh yeah? Since when?

 
 
 
 
 She looks him in the eye. Grins.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Since that Zima back in 8th grade.

 
 
 
 
 He smiles back at her.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Musta been one hell of a Zima.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Those things can knock you over, lemme tell ya.

 
 
 
 
 23A      INT. BOWEN’S ISLAND RESTAURANT -- NIGHT (LATER)
 

 
 
 
 
 The waitress drops a bucket of shrimp off at their table.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 So. Did your Dad get mad at you for coming home late last night?

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Nah. My Dad... my Dad’s not the kinda guy who really gets mad.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Oh yeah? What kinda guy is he then?

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 A quiet kinda one.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah studies him, feeling him out.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Could be worse, I guess.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 I guess.

 
 
 
 
 John waits for Savannah to take a shrimp, but she doesn’t. John SIGHS, realizing he’s going to have to give her more.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 It’s no big deal. Him and I... we just don’t talk very much.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Why not?

 
 
 
 
 John shrugs. He breaks the standoff, starts to peel a shrimp.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 I have my theories.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah snatches the shrimp out of his fingers and eats it herself. She grins at him.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Wow. Those are good. I want to meet him.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Meet who? My father?

 
 
 
 
 Savannah nods. John hesitates.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Okay.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Tonight. I want to meet him tonight.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 That’s...not quite what I had planned.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 (playfully)

 
 
 And what did you have planned exactly, John?

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Nothing, no that’s not -- I didn’t have any specific plans -- but they definitely did not involve my Dad.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah peels John a shrimp now. Her eyes twinkle.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Well... guess we’ve got a change of plans then, huh?

 
 
 
 
 23B       EXT. MR. TYREE’S HOUSE -- NIGHT
 

 
 
 
 
 Establishing of them walking in. Only one light is on in the entire house.

 
 
 
 
 24        INT. MR. TYREE’S HOUSE -- NIGHT
 

 
 
 
 
 John walks in the front door. Savannah follows.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 You’re not gonna get much out of him. Don’t take it personally.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah nods. John lightly knocks on his father’s door.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Dad? Got someone I want you to meet.

 
 
 
 
 25        INT. MR. TYREE’S HOUSE -- STUDY
 

 
 
 
 
 Mr. Tyree is focused on his coins, as usual, but he stands awkwardly when they enter.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 This is Savannah.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 It’s really nice to meet you.

 
 
 
 
 Mr. Tyree shakes her hand but doesn’t respond, just glances down at his coins. Silence fills the room.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Um -- my Dad collects coins. It’s his big hobby.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Really? How interesting.

 
 
 
 
 Mr. Tyree shrugs, inching closer to his desk as Savannah looks around the room. Coins really are everywhere.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 You have so many! How’d you get started in all of this?

 
 
 
 
 Mr. Tyree stands perfectly still, scratches his bald head.

 
 
 
 
 MR. TYREE

 
 
 
 
 Through John, actually.

 
 
 
 
 He glances over at John. John just looks away.

 
 
 
 
 MR. TYREE

 
 
 
 
 But they’re not really his thing anymore.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Okay. Anyhow, we should probably--

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Tell me about this one.

 
 
 
 
 She picks up a very worn and faded PENNY off his desk.

 
 
 
 
 MR. TYREE

 
 
 
 
 This one? This one’s a mule. Most all of these are mules, actually.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah glances at John, mouths “What’s a mule?” John rolls his eyes, shakes his head -- trust me, you don’t wanna know.

 
 
 
 
 Mr. Tyree doesn’t notice, however, too focused on the coin in Savannah’s hand. He politely but firmly takes it away from her. Obviously he doesn’t like other people touching them.

 
 
 
 
 John’s face burns with embarrassment. This is his father, antisocial to a fault. But then Mr. Tyree looks back at Savannah, makes eye contact with her for the first time.

 
 
 
 
 MR. TYREE

 
 
 
 
 Wanna see some more?

 
 
 
 
 Savannah smiles at him. And so John-- half annoyed, half amazed -- watches his father show off his collection.

 
 
 
 
 26        INT. CAR -- NIGHT (MOVING)
 

 
 
 
 
 John drives Savannah home in his father’s car.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 I like your Dad. I like people that have a passion for life.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 He has a passion for coins. Not the same.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Passion’s passion, John. He raised you all by himself?

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Ever since I can remember. I was two when my Mom left.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Has he always been that... solitary?

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Ever since I can remember.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 So what’s your theory? On how come you guys don’t talk?

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Why?

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Because I have a theory too and I want to see if it’s the same.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 I just... I don’t think we like each other, to tell you the truth.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 John. Come on. You’re family.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Exactly.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah still doesn’t say anything. She doesn’t push him to talk, doesn’t ask too many questions, just waits him out.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 I... well, I got in a lot of trouble when I was younger. I think at some point he just musta figured-- enough was enough. He’d rather deal with his coins than with me.

 
 
 
 
 John stops, suddenly self-conscious of how much he’s talking.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Why, what’s your theory?

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 
 
 (with a smile)

 
 
 My theory’s a little different.

 
 
 

 
 
 27        EXT. SAVANNAH’S BEACH HOUSE -- NIGHT
 

 
 
 
 
 They arrive in her driveway. She leans in, kisses him on the cheek.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 I had fun tonight. Don’t be too hard on him, okay? He loves you -- I can tell, even if you can’t.

 
 
 
 
 Then she gets out, leaving John fascinated and rattled.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 So -- wait. I guess I’ll... see you soon then?

 
 
 
 
 She looks back at him as she walks away. Her eyes do that twinkling thing.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Oh yeah. I’ll see you soon then.

 
 
 
 
 28        EXT. FAR BEACH -- THE NEXT DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John’s out in the water on his surfboard, a good way from Savannah’s beach house.

 
 
 
 
 He squints in the distance, trying to find Savannah among the people milling about the house. But she’s not there.

 
 
 
 
 He half-heartedly tries to catch a wave but is too focused on the house and falls off his board almost immediately.

 
 
 
 
 29        OMIT

 
 
 
 
 30        INT. SAVANNAH'S BEACH HOUSE -- LATER IN THE DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 A few people snooze on the couches when the front door opens and Savannah enters, tired and sweaty.

 
 
 
 
 31        EXT. BEACH HOUSE DECK -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Savannah walks out. There’s only one figure out in the water. Savannah smiles when she realizes who it is.

 
 
 
 
 32        EXT. CLOSE BEACH -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John has paddled out right in front of Savannah’s beach house when she finally comes out and walks towards the water.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Nice waves here, huh?

 
 
 
 
 John looks around. He’s busted -- there are absolutely no waves here. The water is completely still.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Well. It was better earlier.

 
 
 
 
 33        He paddles in. Grins at her as he walks over to her.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Where have you been all afternoon?

 
 
 
 
 She shrugs. Grins back at him.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 None of your business.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 You’re on spring break. You’re supposed to be lounging around on the beach, wasting the day away.

 
 
 You’re not supposed to be out...doing things.
 

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 You have your spring break, I’ll have mine.

 
 
 
 
 John steps out of the water.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 What if I want yours, too?

 
 
 
 
 She pauses. Then she smiles again.

 
 
 
 
 34        EXT. HALF BUILT HOUSE -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Savannah and John get out of the car, look up at something that we cannot see.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 The family that lives here, their home was smashed up in the hurricane.

 
 
 
 
 REVEAL that they’re in front of a half-built house.

 
 
 Construction materials are stacked everywhere. John stares at it all, a little floored.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 So... now you’re rebuilding it.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Well. Not me by myself.

 
 
 
 
 John glances sideways over at her. Grins.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Okay, I gotta be honest. You’re kinda making me nervous here.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Why am I making you nervous here?

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 I’m just starting to think you may be too good of a person for me.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Trust me. I’m not that good of a person.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Savannah. You’ve been secretly sneaking off every day... to do manual labor. On a house for charity. On your spring break.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah pauses and bites her lip.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Wow. I’ve never thought about it like that. But you’re right -- it’s selfish, really. Me being this generous.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Oh, but that’s just the beginning, though. Because you don’t drink...

 
 
 (she mock GASPS)

 
 
 You don’t smoke...

 
 
 (she shakes her head)

 
 
 You probably don’t sleep around...

 
 
 
 
 She moves close, almost -- but not quite -- seductively, and she smiles back up at him.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Absolutely not.

 
 
 
 
 John eyes her. Registers how close she is to him.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 I mean, you gotta have a fault in there somewhere.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Sure. I have lots of them.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Well just name one. Please. Cause I’m getting a little intimidated.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah narrows her eyes at him. Thinks.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 I curse like a sailor.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 No you don’t. You haven’t said a single bad word the entire time I’ve known you.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Well I think them. There’s a never-ending stream of cuss words going on up here.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Oh yeah? What are you thinking right now?

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 I can’t say. But it’s filthy, I swear.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah grins, looks him in the eye. They are very close now.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 I have faults, John. I have plenty of them. You’ll see.

 
 
 
 
 John steps even closer. Thunder RUMBLES in the distance.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Hope so.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah does not take her eyes off of him. Their faces are just inches apart. They are having a moment.

 
 
 
 
 Then... she grabs his hand again.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 C’mon.

 
 
 
 
 35        INT/EXT. HALF-BUILT HOUSE -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 The concrete slab is set and the wooden framework is mostly complete, but there’s not even a roof yet. Nevertheless, Savannah gives John the grand tour under the open night sky.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 This is gonna be the boys room back here... and then -- oh, come here, I want to show you this.

 
 
 (heading into another

 
 
 ‘room’)

 
 
 The Mom is a great cook, so this is gonna be a huge kitchen, and there’s gonna be a separate pantry here and one of those marble islands here--

 
 
 
 
 Right then, RAIN DROPS BEGIN TO FALL on the nonexistent marble island, light at first but getting heavier quickly. Savannah looks up at the open sky.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 -- oh, and a roof up there.

 
 
 
 
 They duck under a nearby overhang. John builds some makeshift seats with a few crates. Savannah studies him as he works.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Where’d you get your scar?

 
 
 
 
 There’s a decent sized scar on one of his eyebrows. He reflexively brushes it with his hand.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Knife fight. Five years ago. The guy was going for my eye.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Oh my god. That’s terrible.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Why? He missed.

 
 
 
 
 John helps her up on one of the crates.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Can I touch it?

 
 
 
 
 John nods. She slowly runs her finger over his eyebrow.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 The way people act around you -- the way they treated you at the restaurant. It’s like they’re scared of you.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 They’re not scared of me. They’re scared of who I used to be, maybe.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 And who was that?

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Somebody different.

 
 
 
 
 The rain begins to come down even harder.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 When did you change? When you went into the army?

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Partly.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 And the other part?

 
 
 
 
 John looks away. Shrugs.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Still working on the other part.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Well how much longer is it gonna take? Cause we got less than two weeks left here.

 
 
 
 
 John doesn’t answer. Doesn’t want to think about that. Savannah steps closer to him. Looks him in the eye.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 So you used to be tough. And maybe you still are. But you don’t scare me one bit, John.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 No? Well you scare me.

 
 
 
 
 Then he kisses her. It starts small, but it builds into something much bigger. It becomes so intense that it’s a struggle to catch their breath.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Jesus.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 
 
 You shouldn’t... take the Lord’s...

 
 
 name in...

 
 
 (as he kisses her harder)

 
 
 Oh Jesus.

 
 
 

 
 
 The rain around them gets heavier and heavier. So do they. Savannah is conflicted -- half the time she’s in the moment, half the time she’s trying to take herself out of it.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 John... John. Hold on -- John, it’s just... it’s too perfect. And if we do this... if we do this now, I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to recover.

 
 
 
 
 John hesitates, pulls back. Savannah cringes.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 That makes no sense. I know it makes no sense, but--

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 It’s okay, I understand. You don’t have to explain.

 
 
 
 
 She looks up at him, looks into his eyes, looks at his scar.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 That’s the thing. I feel like I don’t have to explain anything to you.

 
 
 
 
 She kisses him, pulls him down beside her.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 And that... that scares me.
 

 
 
 
 
 They lay together, there on the crates, while the rain pelts the wooden frame around them.

 
 
 
 
 35A       EXT. DOWNTOWN CHARLESTON -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Savannah and John go somewhere interesting.

 
 
 
 
 36        EXT. HALF-BUILT HOUSE -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 The rain has stopped, the sun is out. Savannah arrives again, bright and early and ready to work.

 
 
 
 
 A few other volunteers are already here. Savannah heads over to say hello -- and her mouth falls open.

 
 
 
 
 There’s John, up in the rafters, fitting a beam into it’s frame. He grins at her, nods a silent hello.

 
 
 
 
 37        EXT. BEACH -- IN THE OCEAN -- ANOTHER DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John holds his surfboard for an unsteady Savannah, teaching her how to balance on it.

 
 
 
 
 A wave comes and John loses his grip. Savannah falls into the water, disappears below it.

 
 
 
 
 John looks around, can’t find her. Then she suddenly pops up behind him, pushes him down under the surface.

 
 
 
 
 38        EXT. BEACH -- SAME
 

 
 
 
 
 Savannah’s friend Susan, her boyfriend Jerry (Yellow Shirt), and Randy watch warily on as Savannah and John splash in the water, laughing and kissing, completely unaware of the world around them.

 
 
 
 
 39        INT/EXT. HALF-BUILT HOUSE -- ANOTHER DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 The roof is being tar papered, the walls are being stuccoed. John is sealing the front kitchen ocean window into its frame when there’s a RASP on the glass. He looks up to find Savannah standing outside, grinning down at him.

 
 
 
 
 John opens the window for the first time and pulls Savannah right through it into the house.

 
 
 
 
 40        INT. MR. TYREE’S HOUSE -- DINING ROOM -- ANOTHER DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Three places have been set for once. Savannah, John, and Mr. Tyree eat their meatloaf in an easy silence.

 
 
 
 
 41        INT. MR. TYREE’S HOUSE -- KITCHEN -- LATER
 

 
 
 
 
 As Mr. Tyree carefully measures out the exact right amount of detergent, then begins to load the dishes into the sink --

 
 
 
 
 42        INT. MR. TYREE’S -- HALLWAY -- SAME
 

 
 
 
 
 Savannah’s heading to the bathroom when John pulls her into his bedroom. He gently pins her against the wall, kisses her on her shoulder, her neck, her lips.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah starts to get into it. She glances out in the hall, sees Mr. Tyree standing over the sink, his back to them but still only feet away.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Don’t worry. He gets very focused.

 
 
 
 
 Back in the bedroom, John can’t keep his hands off her. She grins up at him.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Yeah, so do you.

 
 
 
 
 She makes her escape by slipping out from under his arm, but John grabs her by the waist, pulls her onto the bed.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah laughs, rolls right over him back onto solid ground. John makes a couple of playful swipes at her legs. She puts a hand on his forehead, mockingly holds him at arm’s distance.

 
 
 
 
 Then John breaks free and Savannah SHRIEKS, ducking by him again, jumping into --

 
 
 
 
 43        THE CLOSET --
 

 
 
 
 
 -- where she slides the door shut and holds it closed, laughing harder now.

 
 
 
 
 But then, when she realizes what’s surrounding her, the smile wipes off her face. She stares at the clothes hanging in this closet. Clothes she’s never seen John wear.

 
 
 
 
 Here are ACU uniforms, PT uniforms. A set of dress greens. A set of dress blues.

 
 
 
 
 She’s alone in this four foot box, surrounded by these reminders of who he is, and where he’s going.

 
 
 
 
 
 
 44       EXT. BEACH -- DAY
 

 
 
 

 
 
 An impromptu End-Of-Spring-Break party is taking place on the beach. Plenty of people are around the bonfire, including Randy and Susan and her boyfriend.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah’s neighbor, Tim, is over on his deck behind them, grilling burgers and chatting with a couple KIDS. Nearby, his son Alan has his nose in his Game Boy, as usual.

 
 
 
 
 45        John appears from over the sand dunes, looks around for Savannah. But he can’t find her anywhere.

 
 
 
 
 Then he glances up the beach, sees a LONE FIGURE on the pier.

 
 
 
 
 46       EXT. BEACH -- BONFIRE -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 -- through the flames, Randy ignores the girl YAMMERING next to him as he watches John head up the beach, alone.

 
 
 
 
 47       EXT. BEACH -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Savannah sits on the sand, her back to John.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 You’re missing the party.

 
 
 
 
 She startles, tries to wipe her tears away before he sees.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 It’s managing just fine without me.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 (noticing the tears)

 
 
 What’s wrong?

 
 
 
 
 She wipes her eyes again, tries to pretend she doesn’t know what he’s talking about. John’s not buying it, though.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah SIGHS, gives up the act. She looks straight at him.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 I’m dying, John.

 
 
 
 
 John reacts. But Savannah rolls her eyes.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Sheesh. I’m not dying, you sap. Do I look like I’m dying?

 
 
 
 
 John glares at her, not amused. Savannah shrugs.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 I’m just sad cause it’s almost over.

 
 
 
 
 John turns. Knows she’s not talking about Spring Break.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Savannah. It’s not almost over.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 I leave tomorrow. I have to be in class on Monday and christ, you--
 

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Don’t worry about me. Twelve months until my commitment is up and I’ll be back for good.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Yeah, but come on. A lot can happen between now and then--

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 (interrupting)

 
 
 You think I don’t know that?

 
 
 
 
 She pauses, looks over at him. He stares out at the water.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Trust me. I know that.

 
 
 
 
 Then he turns back, looks her straight in the eye.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 I promise. Alright? I promise -- I’ll see you soon.

 
 
 
 
 In one impulsive motion, Savannah jumps up into his arms and kisses him. She grins, over the moon.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Okay. Fine. I guess I’ll see you soon then.

 
 
 
 
 48       EXT. BEACH DUNES -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John and Savannah walk back towards the party together.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 I’ll be out of the army before you’re out of school. I’ll be right there in the audience when you graduate.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Graduation may take me a little longer now, though. I think I’m gonna switch majors.

 
 
 (off his look)

 
 
 It just hit me this week, actually, spending all that time with your Dad. You’re gonna laugh but -- I want to teach special education. I want to help people.

 
 
 
 
 John does laugh.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 You don’t say.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 I don’t know why it took me so long to realize it. I grew up next door to Alan. He’s always been drawn to me for some reason, and--

 
 
 
 
 But John interrupts her. Something is nagging at him.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 What does hanging around my Dad have to do with anything?

 
 
 
 
 Savannah pauses. Takes a breath, looks for the right words.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Well... I just think there’s an explanation for why he is the way he is...

 
 
 (off his darkening face)

 
 
 You know what? Forget it. Come here.

 
 
 
 
 She tries to kiss him, but John shrugs her away.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Savannah. What are you saying?

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 I dunno, okay? I guess I’m just saying I grew up next door to a boy with autism, so I kinda have a frame of reference here--

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Whoa whoa. Autism? Wait, you think my Dad’s like Alan? You think he’s retarded or something?

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Alan isn’t retarded, John, he’s severely autistic. But there are milder cases, ones that go undiagnosed all the time -- there’s something called Asperger’s Syndrome, and I think your Dad may--
 

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 So that’s what you’ve been doing this whole time, isn’t it? You’ve been studying him.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 No, John, that’s not true--

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 I’ve lived with him my whole life, okay? I’ve put up with him my whole life. I know he’s not normal. You think I need you to tell me he’s not normal?

 
 
 
 
 She grabs at his hand, but he rips it from her, then turns and walks away.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 John, wait! John!

 
 
 
 
 49       EXT. PARKING AREA -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Randy sits on the back of his truck with a cooler full of beer. He sees John stalk back towards the house.

 
 
 
 
 RANDY

 
 
 
 
 Leaving so soon, big guy?

 
 
 
 
 John just keeps walking, in no mood to chat. Randy stands up, a little bit drunk.

 
 
 
 
 RANDY

 
 
 
 
 You need to relax, my friend.

 
 
 Here, have a beer, join the party.

 
 
 (tosses John a beer)

 
 
 Incoming.

 
 
 
 
 The can just hits John on the chest, drops to the ground. He glares at Randy, who finds it funny even though he probably shouldn’t.

 
 
 
 
 Then Randy glances past him, sees Savannah emerge from the dunes, distressed and upset.

 
 
 
 
 RANDY

 
 
 
 
 Whoa, what happened to her?

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Just get out of my way.

 
 
 
 
 RANDY

 
 
 
 
 Ho, slow down, tough guy. Let me make sure she’s okay...

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 And then what? What are you gonna do if she’s not?

 
 
 (off his silence)

 
 
 Get out of my way. I’m not gonna ask you again.

 
 
 
 
 John tries to walk through him, but Randy doesn’t budge. John takes a deep breath -- then walks around Randy -- but Randy steps in front of him.

 
 
 
 
 So John tries to step around him --

 
 
 
 
 -- and Randy makes the mistake of pushing him back with one hand.

 
 
 
 
 So John snaps. He snatches his hand, yanks it behind Randy’s back, gives him a quick, debilitating shot to the solar plexis.

 
 
 
 
 Susan’s boyfriend Jerry jumps off the truck and charges at John, but one quick right jab sends him straight into the sand too.

 
 
 
 
 Then there’s a voice from behind -- HEY! -- and then a hand on John’s shoulder -- and John reflexively swings his elbow up -- causing a nose to audibly CRUNCH.

 
 
 
 
 John turns to find Tim, already sunk to his knees, his nose already a bloody mess. It’s all over in a few seconds.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah hurries up, takes in all three guys, crumpled over and in pain. She looks up at John, aghast.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 What’d you do?

 
 
 
 
 John looks back at her. Regret already flashes on his face. But there’s nothing he can say. So --

 
 
 
 
 50       EXT. ROAD -- DUSK
 

 
 
 
 
 John tromps down the side of the road. Headlights from the occasional car illuminate him as they pass by.

 
 
 
 
 But this time, none stop for him. John walks home, alone.

 
 
 
 
 51A       EXT. MR. TYREE’S HOUSE

 
 
 
 
 Once again, Mr. Tyree’s office light is the only one on.

 
 
 
 
 51       INT. MR. TYREE’S HOUSE -- NIGHT
 

 
 
 
 
 John shuts the front door behind him.

 
 
 
 
 The door to his father’s office is cracked. John walks over, thinks about pushing it open... but decides against it. Too much to deal with. He continues on to his bedroom.

 
 
 
 
 52       EXT. SAVANNAH’S BEACH HOUSE -- THE NEXT DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John KNOCKS on the door, but there’s no response. The driveway is empty, the lights inside are all out. He KNOCKS AGAIN, knowing it’s no use...

 
 
 
 
 VOICE FROM BEHIND

 
 
 
 
 I’m not sure if she’s left yet.

 
 
 
 
 He turns to see Tim next door, taking the garbage out. He has a serious shiner and his nose has been set.

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 She normally says goodbye before she goes back, but--

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 (noticing his face)

 
 
 
 
 Jesus.

 
 
 
 
 Tim waves him off, gingerly touches his nose.

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 When this thing comes off I’m gonna look so tough, you have no idea.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Tim... I swear, I didn’t realize it was you back there--

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 It’s my fault. I don’t know what I was thinking, sneaking up behind an angry Green Beret like that.

 
 
 
 
 John just focuses back on Savannah’s house -- feels too guilty to look him in the eye.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 If you see her... will you give her a message for me?

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 Sure. Wanna write it down?

 
 
 
 
 He pulls a pen out of his pocket and a tossed away phone bill from the top of the garbage, hands them to John.

 
 
 
 
 Tim heads over to dump the trash out, gives John some privacy. John writes something down. It doesn’t take long. Then he folds the paper and as he holds it out to Tim --

 
 
 
 
 53       INT. MR. TYREE’S HOUSE -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Mr. Tyree pulls two trays of lasagna out of the oven. John walks in, nods hello to his Dad.

 
 
 
 
 MR. TYREE

 
 
 
 
 I didn’t know if anybody else might be coming, so I made double.

 
 
 
 
 John glances at the two trays, surprised at the divergence from the norm.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Okay. I’ll set the table.

 
 
 
 
 MR. TYREE

 
 
 
 
 Already did.

 
 
 
 
 John walks into the dining room. It’s been set for three.

 
 
 
 
 John pauses. Then removes one of the settings. Mr. Tyree watches him from the kitchen, but doesn’t say anything.

 
 
 
 
 54       INT. MR. TYREE’S HOUSE -- DINING ROOM -- LATER
 

 
 
 
 
 One of the lasagna trays is empty, the other sits untouched. John’s just pushing his food around, watching his Dad.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Guess you’re gonna have some leftovers for once.

 
 
 
 
 Mr. Tyree shrugs. Considers the untouched lasagna.

 
 
 
 
 MR. TYREE

 
 
 
 
 I’ll freeze that. Have it next Sunday.

 
 
 
 
 He nods to himself, satisfied with his plan. Then goes back to his dinner. John keeps watching him...

 
 
 
 
 ...until something out the window catches his attention.

 
 
 
 
 There’s Savannah, getting out of her car in their driveway. John’s out of his chair and out the door before Mr. Tyree even has a chance to look up.

 
 
 
 
 55       EXT. MR. TYREE’S HOUSE -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John hurries out to greet Savannah.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Got your note.

 
 
 
 
 She holds it up. We still can’t see what it says.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Short and to the point. I like that.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Listen... I’m really sorry--

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 I’m the one who needs to apologize.

 
 
 
 
 
 
 I had no business -- no, John, I mean it. I’m not a doctor, I’m not even close, and I have no business pretending like I am.

 
 
 

 
 
 John glances at the house. Mr. Tyree quickly turns back to his dinner. John SIGHS.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 I’ve been watching him today...

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 John. Really. I’m not a doctor. I have no idea what I’m talking about.

 
 
 
 
 She turns his head away from his Dad, back towards her.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 I’m headed back to school, so I just wanted to see if--

 
 
 
 
 John kisses her, interrupting. Finally he pulls away.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 I made you a promise, didn’t I?

 
 
 
 
 Savannah grins, pulls a sealed envelope out of her purse.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Well you wrote your first letter to me. So I wrote my first one to you.

 
 
 
 
 John takes it, starts to open it. Savannah stops him.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Don’t read it till I’m gone, okay?

 
 
 
 
 John nods. Tucks the note carefully in his back pocket. Then he takes Savannah by the hand and pulls her towards the house.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Come have some lasagna. My Dad made extra for you.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 I can’t stay long.

 
 
 
 
 John looks back at her. Smiles sadly.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 I know.

 
 
 
 
 MONTAGE OF IMAGES:
 

 
 
 
 
 56       INT. MR. TYREE’S HOUSE -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Mr. Tyree, John, and Savannah sit down to eat, together.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 Dear John...

 
 
 
 
 57       EXT. MR. TYREE’S HOUSE -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John and Savannah make out like teenagers.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 Two weeks together. That’s all it took.

 
 
 
 
 58       INT. MR. TYREE’S HOUSE -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Mr. Tyree is watching John -- who’s watching Savannah -- who’s driving away.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 Two weeks for me to fall for you.

 
 
 
 
 59       INT. SAVANNAH’S CAR -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Tears fall down her face as she watches John disappear in the rearview mirror.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 Now we have one year apart. But that’s all it’ll take.

 
 
 
 
 60       EXT. BUS STATION - DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John’s in uniform (green beret and all). He shakes his father’s hand, then boards the bus.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 And what’s one year apart, after two weeks like that together?

 
 
 
 
 61       INT. BUS -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John watches Mr. Tyree make his way back to his car, head down, avoiding everybody possible.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 You made me a promise. A promise I know you’ll keep.

 
 
 
 
 John pulls out Savannah’s letter, taking great care not to crease the pages (it’s obvious he’s read it plenty already).

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 So I only want one more promise from you, during this year we spend apart.

 
 
 
 
 62       INT. C-17 PLANE -- NIGHT
 

 
 
 
 
 John’s in a nest against the wall.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 Tell me everything.

 
 
 
 
 It’s dark inside, and everybody except John is sleeping.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 Write it all down, John. Scribble it in a notebook. Type it out.

 
 
 Email it to me. I don’t care. But I want to know everything.

 
 
 
 
 John, however, is unable to sleep. He carefully pulls out Savannah’s letter, unfolds it, reads it again.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 That way, we’ll be with each other all the time -- even if we’re not with each other at all.

 
 
 
 
 63       OMIT

 
 
 
 
 64       EXT. AIR FORCE BASE -- TARMAC -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John exits the plane, shields his eyes from the glare.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 And so that way, before we know it...

 
 
 
 
 Then he walks down the staircase onto the GERMAN SOIL beneath a massive Army Base in Stuttgart, Germany.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 ...I’ll see you soon then?

 
 
 
 
 65       INT. SPECIAL FORCES TEAM ROOM -- GERMANY -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John walks in to find Staff Sargeant Tony Gallo (nicknamed Noodles) already back and unpacking.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Noodles! How was Atlantic City?

 
 
 
 
 NOODLES

 
 
 
 
 Ugh. You don’t wanna know. How was South Carolina?

 
 
 
 
 John tosses his bag down, but before he can answer --

 
 
 
 
 VOICE FROM BEHIND

 
 
 
 
 Don’t even bother unpacking, guys.

 
 
 
 
 John turns to find CAPTAIN JASON STONE walking past the open door. Stone winks at them as he passes. Noodles SIGHS.

 
 
 
 
 NOODLES

 
 
 
 
 So where to this time, ya think?

 
 
 
 
 He looks to the wall, where John’s taped up a map of the world with PINS sticking out of every place he’s been. Europe and the Middle East have a lot, more so than the US even, which is pretty sparse. So’s the rest of the world. John shrugs.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Just hope it’s somewhere new.

 
 
 
 
 66       EXT. AIR FORCE BASE TARMAC -- ASS CRACK OF DAWN
 

 
 
 
 
 John, Noodles, Stone, and the other NINE BERETS that make up their team load their gear onto a plane.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 Dear Savannah. I promise.

 
 
 
 
 Even at this early hour, the guys joke around, have an easy camaraderie. They’re obviously a very close unit.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 I promise I’ll see you soon then.

 
 
 
 
 67       INT. PLANE -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John concentrates on writing this letter to Savannah.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 I promise I’ll write all the time.

 
 
 And I promise I’ll tell you everything. But be patient with me, because it may take a while for these letters to get back to you.

 
 
 
 
 68       INT. BLACKHAWK HELICOPTER -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 The men look out over the barren African landscape.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 We’ve already been deployed out on a mission.

 
 
 
 
 69       EXT. DIRT FIELD -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 A shirtless AFRICAN BOY watches the helicopter touch down.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 Problem is, we can’t exactly use the local postal system here.

 
 
 
 
 70       EXT. AFRICAN “NEIGHBORHOOD” -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John stares at a mail box in front of a “house”, which is toppled over in the dirt.

 
 
 
 
 71       INT. DESERTED HOUSE -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John walks in. No light switch. No electricity at all.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 And there’s no such thing as an internet connection, so I’ll have to send everything from here out by airmail.

 
 
 
 
 72       EXT. DIRT FIELD -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Another copter (already on the ground) is dropping off FOOD and SUPPLIES for the troops. John pulls the letter out of his pocket, hands it to the AIRMAN, shouts instructions over the WHIR OF THE CHOPPER.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 But unfortunately, I’m not allowed to say exactly where ‘here’ is.

 
 
 
 
 73       INT. MILITARY POST OFFICE - DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S LETTER is thrown into a batch of other letters.

 
 
 
 
 74       OMIT

 
 
 
 
 75       INT. CARGO PLANE -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Mailbags are loaded onto a palate which is loaded onto a plane.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 So all I can tell you is that the place we’ve been sent makes me miss America very much.

 
 
 
 
 76       INT. US POST OFFICE -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John’s letter is sorted and stacked.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 The lack of anything resembling a tree makes me miss South Carolina.

 
 
 
 
 77       EXT. US POST OFFICE -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 A MAILMAN takes a sip of his morning coffee, unlocks his truck. It’s packed with mail, already preloaded. He SIGHS, turns on the engine, starts another day.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 The lack of anything resembling an ocean makes me miss Charleston.

 
 
 
 
 77A      EXT. BEACH ROAD -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 A mail truck drives down the isolated road.

 
 
 
 
 77B      EXT. COLLEGE POST BOXES -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 The Mailman drops John’s letter into a college post box.

 
 
 
 
 78       EXT. COLLEGE POST OFFICE -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Savannah walks down a wall of post boxes, casually opens up her mailbox, pulls out a bill, a catalog, a magazine...

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 And everything around me makes me miss you.

 
 
 
 
 ...then finally, John’s letter. Savannah’s face lights up and she rips it open. The MONTAGE ENDS.

 
 
 
 
 79       EXT. CAMPUS GREEN -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Savannah walks outside a lecture hall, reading John’s letter until she’s interrupted by:

 
 
 
 
 RANDY

 
 
 
 
 Wow. You’re in this class? I’m in this class.

 
 
 
 
 She looks evenly up at him.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 I can’t remember ever seeing you.

 
 
 
 
 RANDY

 
 
 
 
 (with an easy grin)

 
 
 Well that’s because I can’t remember ever actually coming.

 
 
 
 
 80       INT. CLASSROOM -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Savannah sits next to Randy, listening to the PROFESSOR drone on about marketing.

 
 
 
 
 81       EXT. AFRICAN “NEIGHBORHOOD” -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Back in Africa, John swats at an ENORMOUS FLY, sweating uncontrollably, as he steps up beside Stone.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Hey Captain? What should I--

 
 
 
 
 CAPTAIN STONE

 
 
 
 
 You’re on ammo duty today. And Tyree? No ranks in the field, okay?

 
 
 
 
 John nods, then heads off into the sweltering heat.

 
 
 
 
 82       EXT. DIRT FIELD -- THE NEXT WEEK -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 The helicopter is grounded. John hands the CREW CHIEF a new letter for Savannah.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Got any mail from the States?

 
 
 
 
 CREW CHIEF

 
 
 
 
 Sorry. Probably’ll be in the next one.

 
 
 
 
 83       EXT. DIRT FIELD -- THE NEXT WEEK -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 THUNK. The crew chief tosses supply boxes out of the grounded copter. Noodles and John unpack the booty. Noodles finds the correspondence folder first...

 
 
 
 
 NOODLES

 
 
 
 
 Let’s see, nothing for me, nothing for me, what a surprise...

 
 
 (then he gets to the end)

 
 
 Sorry, man. Nothing for you, either.

 
 
 
 
 John reacts. His disappointment is obvious.

 
 
 
 
 84       EXT. DIRT FIELD -- A WEEK LATER -- DAY (GROUNDED COPTER)
 

 
 
 
 
 Noodles sorts through the letters again, then looks up at John apologetically. John’s confused.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 But it’s been two weeks.

 
 
 
 
 Noodles shrugs. It’s not much consolation.

 
 
 
 
 85       EXT. DIRT FIELD -- A WEEK LATER -- DAY (GROUNDED COPTER)
 

 
 
 
 
 Noodles sorts through the letters once again. John looks on anxiously. Noodles glances up from the folder, downbeat...

 
 
 
 
 ...but then he grins and holds up SEVEN LETTERS, all from Savannah. John can’t help it -- he grabs Noodles, hugs him.

 
 
 
 
 86       EXT. STABLE -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Savannah’s feeding the horses at her parents house.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 Dear John. I’m back at my parents’ farm for the weekend, and they have some other houseguests you may know.

 
 
 
 
 She looks out, sees a truck pull up

 
 
 
 
 87       EXT. SAVANNAH’S FAMILY HOME -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Savannah comes out of the stable just as her MOTHER comes out the front door to greet Tim and Alan. Alan sprints over to Savannah, and she lifts him into a hug.

 
 
 
 
 88       EXT. SAVANNAH’S FAMILY HOME -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Savannah and Alan ride horses at a slow trot.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 I took Alan out riding with me today.

 
 
 It was his first time on a horse.

 
 
 
 
 Alan WHISPERS to his horse, and the horse starts to canter. Savannah’s worried at first, but Alan’s in complete control.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 You’ve heard of horse sense -- how horses are somehow able to sense danger, to sense out evil? Well I think autistic kids have that, too.

 
 
 
 
 As they start to gallop, Savannah watches the horse WHINNY once to Alan. Alan smiles, and WHISPERS something back.

 
 
 
 
 89       EXT. SAVANNAH’S FAMILY HOME -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Tim watches Alan playing and LAUGHING. He leans over to Savannah, nods at his son.

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 I’ve never seen him like this.

 
 
 I’ve never seen him this relaxed.

 
 
 
 
 A smile grows on Savannah’s face.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 So I have this idea. This dream. I want to open up a camp, a summer camp, for autistic kids. A place where they can ride horses as much as they want. And for at least once in their life, a place where they won’t have to worry about a thing.

 
 
 
 
 She watches Alan, her eyes moistening.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 Whaddaya think? Pipe dream, huh?

 
 
 
 
 90       EXT. AFRICAN “NEIGHBORHOOD” -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John rests against a fence, Savannah’s seven letters spread around him. He finishes the letter we just heard.

 
 
 
 
 Nearby, a few of the other soldiers (BERRY, DANIELS, and ROOSTER) listen to American music with some of the Africans, who do not seem too impressed. John pulls out his pen.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 Dear Savannah. I got seven of your letters all at once this morning.

 
 
 So it’s been a very good day.

 
 
 
 
 91       EXT. COLLEGE CAMPUS -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Savannah reads this letter under a poplar tree.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 But we both might want to number our letters from here on out, just in case.

 
 
 
 
 A FRIEND sits next to her. Savannah doesn’t even look up.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 And no. It’s not a pipe dream.

 
 
 It’s a perfect dream.

 
 
 
 
 92       QUICK MONTAGE -- AS MONTHS PASS --
 

 
 
 
 
 Of Savannah, reading, writing, mailing...

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 Letter number ten. Dear John...

 
 
 Letter number fifteen... Letter number twenty-one...

 
 
 
 
 93        ...and John doing the same, keeping each of her letters in a careful stack that is already a few inches high...

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE (OVERLAP)

 
 
 
 
 Letter number thirty-three... Dear Savannah. The good news is we’ve been sent somewhere new -- although I can’t tell you where that is, either.

 
 
 
 
 94       EXT. DESERTED ROAD -- NIGHT
 

 
 
 
 
 John and his team are packed into the back of a truck, headed God knows where.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 The bad news is, this new place actually makes me miss the old place.

 
 
 
 
 ON THE MOON -- as John looks up as it flickers through the trees.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 But it’s a full moon here tonight, which makes me think of you.

 
 
 
 
 He sticks his finger out, covering the moon with his thumb--

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 Because I know that no matter what I’m doing, no matter where I am, this moon will always be the same size as yours, half a world away.

 
 
 
 
 95       EXT. SAVANNAH’S BEACH HOUSE -- BENCH -- NIGHT
 

 
 
 
 
 Savannah is doing the exact same thing with her moon.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 Dear John. Most nights I fall asleep worrying about you.

 
 
 Wondering where you might be out there. But not tonight.

 
 
 
 
 She’s on the bench again, where they first talked.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 Tonight you’re here with me.

 
 
 
 
 96       OMIT

 
 
 
 
 97       EXT. MR. TYREE’S HOUSE -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 He opens the front door to reveal Savannah, carrying a pie.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 I visited your Dad yesterday.

 
 
 Summer’s almost over, and I wanted to see him before I went back to school again. I hope that’s okay.

 
 
 
 
 98       INT. MR. TYREE’S HOUSE -- DINING ROOM -- DAY

 
 
 
 
 Mr. Tyree sets two places.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 He made me dinner -- it was Sunday, so we had lasagna -- and I got him talking about his coins, so we had plenty of conversation.

 
 
 
 
 99       INT. MR. TYREE’S HOUSE -- DEN -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Mr. Tyree takes Savannah on another tour of his collection.

 
 
 
 
 MR. TYREE

 
 
 
 
 This one’s kind of a cull, so you have to look really close to see the double indentation. But it’s there.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 A cull?

 
 
 
 
 MR. TYREE

 
 
 
 
 Yeah, it’s what we call the ones in really bad shape. Coins are normally graded on a scale from 0 to 70, but culls are below zero, the bottom of the barrel. They’re basically worthless to collectors.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 But not to you?

 
 
 
 
 MR. TYREE

 
 
 
 
 No. Not to me.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Do you have a favorite? Out of your whole collection, is there one that’s your absolute favorite?

 
 
 
 
 MR. TYREE

 
 
 (without much hesitation)

 
 
 
 
                   The '78 Jefferson mule. Definitely.

 
 
 
 
 He opens his desk door, carefully removes the glass encased nickel (though it looks more like a nickel), shows it off.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Why this one? Is it worth the most?

 
 
 
 
 MR. TYREE

 
 
 
 
 It’s worth a lot. Not the most.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Must be a good story behind it, huh?

 
 
 
 
 Mr. Tyree shrugs, his face drawn.

 
 
 
 
 MR. TYREE

 
 
 
 
 Not really my story to tell.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Well... whose story is it then?

 
 
 
 
 100       EXT. COBBLESTONE STREET -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John sits on the open back of a Humvee with his team, finishing up Savannah’s letter.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 So I'll ask you instead, John, wherever you may be...

 
 
 
 
 The last words on the page are: What’s the story? John grimaces. Looks around at his surroundings.
 

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 Dear Savannah. Only because I promised to tell you everything.

 
 
 
 
 101       EXT. BEACH ROAD -- FLASHBACK -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 YOUNG JOHN hurries over to an ICE CREAM TRUCK, buys a cone. The MAN BEHIND IN THE TRUCK hands John his change.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 When I was seven years old, I bought an ice cream cone.

 
 
 
 
 102       EXT. FURTHER DOWN BEACH ROAD -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John walks home, tossing some pennies in the water.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 On my way home, I noticed one of the pennies -- wasn’t actually a penny.

 
 
 
 
 He’s about to throw one when he stops, takes a second look.

 
 
 
 
 103       INT. MR. TYREE’S HOUSE -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Mr. Tyree holds the penny up to the light. He is perplexed.

 
 
 
 
 104       INT. FLEA MARKET -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 A COIN DEALER holds the penny under a magnifying glass now.

 
 
 
 
 Through the glass (although John and his father can’t see this) the Dealer’s eye WIDENS. But when he looks up at them, his expression is normal -- bored even.

 
 
 
 
 COIN DEALER

 
 
 
 
 It’s a mule.

 
 
 (off their blank stares)

 
 
 A mule. An error coin. Every now and then they make a mistake, a batch accidentally slips through. This one, head’s a nickel, tail’s a penny.

 
 
 Thing’s a mule. They’re really more of a novelty than anything else.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 Remember the horse sense you were talking about?

 
 
 
 
 COIN DEALER

 
 
 
 
 Tell you what. Since the kid found it, I’ll buy it anyway. 20 bucks.

 
 
 
 
 He winks at John, who’s thrilled. But Mr. Tyree isn’t.

 
 
 
 
 MR. TYREE

 
 
 
 
 No thank you.

 
 
 
 
 He abruptly walks away. John’s bummed -- he was already spending that twenty bucks in his head. The Dealer CALLS after them... but Mr. Tyree does not turn around.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 Well my Dad has it too.

 
 
 
 
 105       INT. FRIENDLY COIN SHOP -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 A SECOND DEALER’s eye widens under his own magnifying glass.

 
 
 
 
 SECOND DEALER

 
 
 
 
 I’ll be damned... you know what this is? You know how much this is worth?

 
 
 
 
 Mr. Tyree and John shake their heads. The Second Dealer digs through a pile nearby (there are piles of everything stacked everywhere), finally finds what he’s looking for.

 
 
 
 
 It’s a clipped magazine article called THE FOUR THOUSAND DOLLAR MULE with a picture of their exact same coin. Now it’s John’s turn for his EYES TO WIDEN.

 
 
 
 
 SECOND DEALER

 
 
 
 
 Listen, I’ll give you the full four grand for that thing right now. But--you want some advice? Dad to Dad?

 
 
 (off Mr. Tyree’s silence)

 
 
 Keep it. Just hold on to it. Pass it down to your son, have your son pass it down to his son, and forty, fifty, one hundred years from now...You’ll have something worth much more than four grand, I promise you.

 
 
 
 
 Mr. Tyree considers him. Then looks down at John deferentially, lets him know -- this one’s up to you.

 
 
 
 
 John pauses... and then he grins back at his Dad.

 
 
 
 
 106       INT. COIN SHOW -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Rows and rows of dealers. John and Mr. Tyree scour them all.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 At first I loved it, chasing after these mules with my father. We finally had something to talk about, something we could do together.

 
 
 
 
 107       INT. DIFFERENT COIN SHOW -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Mr. Tyree focuses on a new glass-encased mule. He’s older now, with less hair, more wrinkles, and the same gleam in his eye.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 But he became obsessed with them.

 
 
 You know how he is.

 
 
 
 
 The DEALER gives him the coin. Mr. Tyree carefully flips it over in his hands, inspects it closely. Finally he turns to show it to John -- who’s suddenly nowhere to be found.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 Then I became a teenager. And you know how I am.

 
 
 
 
 108       INT. MR. TYREE’S HOUSE -- KITCHEN -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 EIGHTEEN YEAR OLD JOHN opens an OLD GREEN REFRIGERATOR and drinks some milk out of the gallon.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 I’m not driving all the way up to Wooster for another goddamn coin show, Dad. Jesus.

 
 
 
 
 Mr. Tyree stands silently at the doorway, his coat already on.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 You spend all our money on those stupid coins. How about you buy a fridge that works, for chrissakes.

 
 
 
 
 John shuts the fridge, walks past him into the living room, and doesn’t see the hurt that creases his father’s face.

 
 
 
 
 109       INT. MR. TYREE’S HOUSE -- DEN -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Mr. Tyree sequesters himself away with his growing collection.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 Eventually, he stopped talking about coins with me altogether.

 
 
 
 
 The front door OPENS. Mr. Tyree turns hopefully...

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 And when that happened, we found there just wasn’t all that much left to talk about.

 
 
 
 
 ...but then he hears John walk into his bedroom and SHUT THE DOOR. Mr. Tyree looks down at their ‘78 Jefferson nickel mule.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 So that’s the story. I miss you so much it hurts.

 
 
 
 
 110       EXT. COLLEGE CAMPUS -- PRESENT DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 It is morning, and the campus is still sleepy. Savannah walks down the steps, reading John’s letter --

 
 
 
 
 -- when she’s bumped by a frantic student. She looks up, sees a bunch of other students on their cell phones, concerned and confused. Something is wrong.

 
 
 
 
 111       EXT/INT LOCAL CAFE -- EASTERN EUROPE -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Ten time zones to the east, John’s late for dinner. He pushes open a door, walks into their makeshift mess hall...

 
 
 
 
 ...but no one’s eating. They’re all gathered around a small TV here, too. John heads over to take a peek. He’s confused at first, not understanding what he’s looking at.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 What is that? Is that the Empire State Building?

 
 
 
 
 STARKS

 
 
 
 
 No, Tyree. That’s the World Trade Center.

 
 
 
 
 
 
 The rest of the team stares at the TV, takes in these images that we cannot see. No one speaks. No one says another word.

 
 
 

 
 
 112       INT. HANGAR -- STUTTGART, GERMANY -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John and his team load packing gear and tents onto pallets.

 
 
 
 
 FALL 2001

 
 
 
 
 
 
 Finally Captain Stone walks in.

 
 
 

 
 
 CAPTAIN STONE

 
 
 
 
 Alright, fellas, here’s the deal...

 
 
 
 
 To John’s left, Daniels stands at attention, interrupting.

 
 
 
 
 DANIELS

 
 
 
 
 Requesting permission to reenlist, sir.

 
 
 
 
 John looks up, startled. Stone just grimaces.

 
 
 
 
 CAPTAIN STONE

 
 
 
 
 Jesus. Settle down, Daniels -- you’re not even up for it for another, what, eight months?

 
 
 
 
 DANIELS

 
 
 
 
 Doesn’t matter, sir. Requesting permission to reenlist right now, sir.

 
 
 
 
 Behind John, Rooster stands at attention, too.

 
 
 
 
 ROOSTER

 
 
 
 
 Requesting permission to reenlist as well, sir.

 
 
 
 
 CAPTAIN STONE

 
 
 
 
 You guys know you don’t actually need my permission, right?

 
 
 
 
 But Noodles immediately stands at attention on John’s right.

 
 
 
 
 NOODLES

 
 
 
 
 Requesting permission to reenlist as well, sir.

 
 
 
 
 Stone sighs. Understands the gesture. And so John stares down at the floor, jaw set, as one after another, his entire team volunteers to reenlist.

 
 
 
 
 Finally, John is the last holdout. Noodles turns, looks over at him, waiting for him to stand up, too.

 
 
 
 
 The others start to look over at him as well. But before John can react, Captain Stone clears his throat.

 
 
 
 
 CAPTAIN STONE

 
 
 
 
 Okay guys, listen. We’re gonna get our orders from operations on Monday, so before we do anything rash, let’s take the weekend to just mull this all over, alright? I got a wife and kids to think about here.

 
 
 
 
 DANIELS

 
 
 
 
 Nobody’s asking you to stay on too, Capt--

 
 
 
 
 CAPTAIN STONE

 
 
 
 
 (interrupting)

 
 
 Yeah. You are.

 
 
 
 
 He looks around at his men. Ten standing. One sitting.

 
 
 
 
 CAPTAIN STONE

 
 
 
 
 This is my team. Where you go, I go. Where we go -- we all go.

 
 
 
 
 He shoots a passing glance at John, who looks away.

 
 
 
 
 CAPTAIN STONE

 
 
 
 
 Take the weekend they’re giving us, guys. Think this over. If everyone still wants to reenlist on Monday, then we’ll do it. Together.

 
 
 
 
 NOODLES

 
 
 
 
 Wait -- whaddaya mean, the weekend they’re giving us?

 
 
 
 
 Stone stares back at him soberly... and then he breaks out into a small grin.

 
 
 
 
 112A      INT. SPECIAL FORCES TEAM ROOM -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John is already throwing stuff into a duffel bag when Noodles saunters in.

 
 
 
 
 NOODLES

 
 
 
 
 The van’s leaving for Paris in an hour, my man. I’ll have a flute of champagne in your hand and a pair of french ta-tas in your face by midnight.

 
 
 
 
 John just zips up his duffel.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 I’m not going to Paris.

 
 
 
 
 NOODLES

 
 
 
 
 What? Why not?

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Because I’m going to Charleston.

 
 
 
 
 NOODLES

 
 
 
 
 You’re going to -- wait, Charleston, South Carolina!? What are you, nuts? We’ve only got two days off, man -- by the time you fly there and back, you’ll maybe have what, 18 hours on the ground?
 

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 That’s 18 hours more than I had this morning.

 
 
 
 
 He nods over at the television, which is showing footage of Ground Zero.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 And who knows when I’m gonna get another 18 hours again.

 
 
 
 
 113       EXT. HALLWAY -- SAME
 

 
 
 
 
 John walks out, picks up the hall pay phone, dials a number. Waits impatiently as it rings... and rings...

 
 
 
 
 
 
 114       INT. FAMILY HOME IN LENOIR -- DAY
 

 
 
 

 
 
 Mrs. Curtis hangs up some decorations while Savannah carries a cake that says HAPPY 25TH ANNIVERSARY onto an antique buffet table. She sets down the cake, answers her phone...

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Hello?

 
 
 
 
 On her face, as she breaks out into a much bigger smile --

 
 
 
 
 115       EXT. US AIRPORT -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 A military plane touches down on the runway.

 
 
 
 
 116       INT. PLANE LOADING CORRIDOR -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John hurries down the corridor towards the terminal, already twenty feet ahead of the second passenger off the plane.

 
 
 
 
 He anxiously tosses his dufflebag over his shoulder and trots the last few steps before he bursts out into the terminal--

 
 
 
 
 -- to find the gate basically empty. A few people glance up at him from nearby as they mill around, waiting for their flights. But Savannah’s nowhere to be seen. John’s face creases with disappointment.

 
 
 
 
 117       INT. AIRPORT -- SECURITY BARRIER -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Savannah quietly ducks under a security rope... sneaks towards the nearby escalator... and nearly runs right into a visibly annoyed AIRPORT SECURITY GUARD.

 
 
 
 
 SECURITY GUARD

 
 
 
 
 Ma’am. You still can’t go up there.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 C’mon, man! Do I really look like a national security threat to you?

 
 
 
 
 SECURITY GUARD

 
 
 
 
 No ma’am, you don’t, but rules are rules. No one goes up to the gates anymore without a ticket.

 
 
 
 
 But just then Savannah notices something behind him, on the empty escalator --

 
 
 
 
 -- where a pair of feet have appeared -- and her heart jumps in her chest -- because the rest of John follows.

 
 
 
 
 She pushes past the Security Guard, who’s a second too slow, and runs up the escalator.

 
 
 
 
 When she reaches John, she jumps into his arms and they kiss, aggressive and passionate, as the escalator carries them down.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 I thought you’d be waiting for me at the gate.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah smiles and kisses him again.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 I’ve been waiting for you everywhere, John.

 
 
 
 
 118       INT. SAVANNAH’S CAR (MOVING -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Savannah drives, John sits next to her, holding her hand.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Did you call my Dad?

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Yeah. He can’t wait to see you.

 
 
 
 
 John looks over at her, immediately skeptical.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 He said that?

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Well. I could just tell.

 
 
 
 
 John nods. That’s what he figured.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 So is he gonna come to your parents’ with us?

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 I’m not sure. He wanted to think about it.

 
 
 
 
 John nods again. That’s what he figured, too.

 
 
 
 
 119       INT. MR. TYREE’S HOUSE -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John and Savannah walk in to find Mr. Tyree sitting patiently in the shadows at the dining room table.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Hey, Dad.

 
 
 
 
 Mr. Tyree stands up, and John can see he’s wearing a very old suit, now a few sizes too small and twenty years out of style. But it’s a suit nonetheless. John’s thrilled.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 You’re really coming?

 
 
 
 
 Mr. Tyree shrugs. Nods towards the kitchen, where a meatloaf cools on the stove.

 
 
 
 
 MR. TYREE

 
 
 
 
 You hungry yet? Cause I made meatloaf.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 (smiling this time)

 
 
 Yeah, it’s Saturday, I know you made meatloaf.

 
 
 
 
 He goes to the pantry, grabs some tin foil, starts wrapping it up.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 We’ll take it with us, okay?

 
 
 
 
 Mr. Tyree just watches him, still and quiet.

 
 
 
 
 119A      EXT. MR. TYREE’S HOUSE -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Mr. Tyree walks to Savannah’s Jetta, awkward and nervous but armed with a cooler or a picnic basket or whatever Props thinks is best. John opens the passenger door for him, but Mr. Tyree beelines straight to the backseat.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Come sit up front, Dad.

 
 
 
 
 MR. TYREE

 
 
 
 
 No no, you two should...

 
 
 
 
 He trails off as he squeezes himself into the compact backseat, his legs clumsily pushed up into his chest.

 
 
 
 
 So Savannah and John get in, too. Savannah turns the car on and they start heading out of his driveway --

 
 
 
 
 119E      INT. SAVANNAH CAR -- SAME (MOVING)
 

 
 
 
 
 -- down the small road in front of his house. But in the backseat, Mr. Tyree grows increasingly uncomfortable.

 
 
 
 
 MR. TYREE

 
 
 
 
 Stop the car. I forgot something.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah slows down. John looks back at his father.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 What did you forget?

 
 
 
 
 MR. TYREE

 
 
 
 
 Stop the car. Let me out. I need to get out.

 
 
 
 
 Mr. Tyree tries to open the door while the car’s still moving. But it’s locked. He pulls on the handle harder.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Dad...

 
 
 
 
 Savannah comes to a stop. Mr. Tyree pulls at the handle harder and harder.

 
 
 
 
 MR. TYREE

 
 
 
 
 Let me out...

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Okay, Dad. Okay.

 
 
 
 
 John reaches back, unlocks the door for him and Mr Tyree pops--

 
 
 
 
 119F     EXT. ROAD IN FRONT OF MR. TYREE’S HOUSE -- DAY (SAME)
 

 
 
 
 
 --where he pulls off his jacket. John gets out, goes over to him, puts a hand on his back.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Jesus. You’re sweating through your shirt.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah gets out of the car. She and John trade a look, his face flush with embarrassment.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 It’s fine. John, honestly, it’s fine. Let’s stay here instead -- I was at my parent’s last party, I’ll be at their next.

 
 
 
 
 MR. TYREE

 
 
 
 
 No. You should just go.

 
 
 
 
 Mr. Tyree stands stubbornly on the side of the road.

 
 
 
 
 MR. TYREE

 
 
 
 
 You should both just go.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Dad. I’m here for one night. You get that, right? I’m only back for one night.

 
 
 
 
 MR. TYREE

 
 
 
 
 (gruffly)

 
 
 Then why waste it here?

 
 
 
 
 Off John’s face, hurt and wounded --

 
 
 
 
 OMIT 199 B-D

 
 
 
 
 120       INT. MR. TYREE’S HOUSE -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 The house is quiet and dark... until Mr. Tyree walks back in.

 
 
 
 
 He looks around the empty house. Goes into the kitchen, sets down his picnic basket, pulls out the meatloaf.

 
 
 
 
 Then, in his old, wrinkled suit, he starts making himself his dinner, all alone again.

 
 
 
 
 121       INT. SAVANNAH’S CAR (MOVING) -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Savannah drives. John stares quietly out the window.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 He tried, John. At least he tried.

 
 
 
 
 But John doesn’t respond, just keeps watching the scenery blurs past outside.

 
 
 
 
 122       EXT. FAMILY HOME IN LENOIR -- LATE DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Savannah and John pull up to find cars parked all over the yard. Above the front door hangs an American flag.

 
 
 
 
 123       EXT. FAMILY HOME IN LENOIR -- LATE DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Mrs. Curtis hurries out to greet them as they walk up the front steps.

 
 
 
 
 MRS. CURTIS

 
 
 
 
 My girl!

 
 
 
 
 She throws her arms around Savannah. Then she surprises John by hugging him, too.

 
 
 
 
 MRS. CURTIS

 
 
 
 
 And John, I feel like I know you already. Where’s your father, did he come too?

 
 
 
 
 John doesn’t answer. Mrs. Curtis immediately understands and gracefully glosses right over it.

 
 
 
 
 MRS. CURTIS

 
 
 
 
 Oh, it doesn’t matter, I’m just glad you’re home safe. I’m just glad you’re here safe!

 
 
 
 
 She nods back at the house behind her, full of people.

 
 
 
 
 MRS. CURTIS

 
 
 
 
 We almost canceled this whole thing after what happened, of course, but we throw this party every year and I dunno... I think people are just looking for something to celebrate right now, you know?
 

 
 
 
 
 Then she hugs John again, warm and inviting.

 
 
 
 
 MRS. CURTIS

 
 
 
 
 But I can’t say I envy you -- there’s a lot of people to meet tonight. Things could get ugly.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Don’t worry, I’ve been briefing him in the car. Background on family members, history of feuds, that sorta thing.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Good intel. Solid tactical training.

 
 
 I’m as ready as I’ll ever be.

 
 
 
 
 Mrs. Curtis grins at Savannah, mouths “I love him already” to her. Then she links arms and leads them both into the fray.

 
 
 
 
 MRS. CURTIS

 
 
 
 
 Let’s get this show on the road then.

 
 
 
 
 124       INT. FAMILY HOME IN LENOIR -- LATE DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Mrs. Curtis plays a great hostess, introducing John to PARTY GUESTS with Savannah by his side, beaming.

 
 
 
 
 When word spreads what John does for a living, GUESTS begin to come up and shake his hand, thanking him for his service.

 
 
 
 
 John greets stranger after stranger after stranger... until he finally reaches a familiar face.

 
 
 
 
 RANDY

 
 
 
 
 Hey. Welcome back.

 
 
 
 
 Randy is much worse than a stranger, though. He just stands there, holding his hand out for John to shake... but John doesn’t take it. Things get uncomfortable.

 
 
 
 
 RANDY

 
 
 
 
 Uh...hey, you want a drink? You look like you could use a drink.

 
 
 
 
 He slinks off to the nearby bar. John pulls Savannah aside.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 What’s he doing here?

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 (with a shrug)

 
 
 I invited him. Turns out his family actually lives really close by.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 So, what, you two hang out now?

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Ah, he’s not so bad once you get to know him.

 
 
 
 
 Randy returns, bringing them each a drink. But John doesn’t take it, just eyes him coldly. Randy looks around nervously.

 
 
 
 
 RANDY

 
 
 
 
 C’mon, man, I’m making an effort.

 
 
 Meet me halfway here.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah gives John a polite but firm nudge, then turns to greet somebody. John reluctantly takes the drink, cornered.

 
 
 
 
 RANDY

 
 
 
 
 Listen, I should really apologize.

 
 
 
 
 For the way I treated you before.

 
 
 (before John can respond)

 
 
 No no. If I had any idea she was actually gonna stay with you, I’d never have acted like that.
 

 
 
 
 
 Randy downs his entire bourbon as John tries to figure out whether he’s just been paid a compliment or an insult.

 
 
 
 
 Before John even takes a sip of his drink, though, he’s pulled aside by a treetrunk of a MAN. The people nearby (including TIM) fall silent. The Man glares at Savannah.

 
 
 
 
 MR. CURTIS

 
 
 
 
 So this is him?

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Daddy, please. Not the tough guy routine this time, okay?

 
 
 
 
 MR. CURTIS

 
 
 
 
 Routine? I benchpress refrigerators, honey. I shoot large animals for sport. Your boyfriends need to know these things.

 
 
 
 
 Nearby, John notices Tim smiling. They trade a nod hello, and then John, emboldened by a friendly face, sticks his hand out.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Nice to meet you, Mr. Curtis. And for what it’s worth, Tim’s already threatened to rough me up if I ever hurt your daughter...

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 Yeah, I was very convincing, too.

 
 
 I’m sure I made quite an impact.

 
 
 
 
 Mr. Curtis pauses...then taps John’s drink with his own.

 
 
 
 
 MR. CURTIS

 
 
 
 
 Well if that’s the case, then let’s just skip right over that part and get back to the drinking. Cheers, son -- glad you could join us.

 
 
 
 
 Just then an OLDER COUPLE walk in the front door. Mr. Curtis waves at them, instantly distracted.

 
 
 
 
 MR. CURTIS

 
 
 
 
 Billy, ya egg sucking dog, you actually showed up!

 
 
 
 
 He heads over to greet them, while Savannah and her Mother get pulled into a nearby circle of WIVES. That leaves John and Tim, pretty much alone. They shake hands warmly.

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 Good to see you again, John.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 You too.

 
 
 
 
 Alan runs past them, laughing about something just as another PARTY GUEST comes right up to say hello to Tim.

 
 
 
 
 PARTYGOER #1

 
 
 
 
 Tim! Where’s your wife? It’s been ages, I really must say hello.

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 Oh, she’s on vacation. I’ll let her know you asked after her, though.

 
 
 
 
 Tim holds a forced smile. John watches him carefully, long after the Party Guest leaves and they’re left alone again.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Another vacation?

 
 
 
 
 Tim shrugs, tries to play it off. John considers biting his tongue, but then --

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Is that what you tell Alan, too?

 
 
 
 
 Tim glances over at John. Pauses.

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 I don’t tell Alan anything.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 He doesn’t ask?

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 He asks. I just don’t know how to answer.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Listen, Tim... I’m really not in any position to give you advice...

 
 
 
 
 Tim shrugs, lets John know it’s okay to go on.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 When I was a kid, I woke up every morning hoping today’d be the day my mom would finally come home. And it took me fifteen years to realize that was never gonna happen.

 
 
 
 
 John turns to Tim, looks at him honestly.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 As painful as it would’ve been for my Dad to tell me the truth... it coulda saved me a lotta years of waiting around, you know?

 
 
 
 
 Tim looks back at him silently. Not offended, just thoughtful. He watches Alan run around the room for a bit before he finally shrugs.

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 Well, if the worst thing a guy can say about his father is that he tried too hard to protect him...then I’d say that’s a pretty good father, wouldn’t you?

 
 
 
 
 John watches Alan, too, as that sinks in... until another PARTYGOER butts in and breaks the silence.

 
 
 
 
 PARTYGOER #2

 
 
 
 
 I’m sorry -- you’re John, right?

 
 
 Savannah’s John? I just want to say thank you. For what you’re doing.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 You’re... welcome. But I--

 
 
 
 
 PARTYGOER #2

 
 
 
 
 We’re praying for you. Know that. I just hope that whatever happens it’ll be over soon so you boys can come home safe and sound.

 
 
 
 
 War talk always attracts men -- Mr. Curtis and his friends are no exception, and they jump in freely.

 
 
 
 
 MR. CURTIS

 
 
 
 
 Oh, it won’t be over anytime soon.

 
 
 Afghanistan’ll just be the first stop of many, believe me.

 
 
 
 
 PARTYGOER #3

 
 
 
 
 He’s right. Soon they’re gonna start askin y’all to reenlist for another tour. And then, slowly but surely, they’ll stop asking and start telling.

 
 
 
 
 John turns to the guy, gives him a polite but cold stare.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 None of the soldiers I know need to be asked, sir. And we sure don’t need to be told.

 
 
 
 
 Suddenly a VOICE FROM BEHIND cuts through the crowd.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 What do you mean by ‘we’?

 
 
 
 
 John turns to find Savannah behind him. The chatter quiets.

 
 
 
 
 
 
 125       EXT. FAMILY HOME IN LENOIR -- FRONT PORCH -- LATE DAY
 

 
 
 

 
 
 Savannah stands out here all alone. She doesn’t turn when John appears behind her.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 So you’re going to reenlist then?

 
 
 Just like that?

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 It’s...something we need to decide.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah still doesn’t look back at him. Just stares out at nothing.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Where would they send you? Right into the middle of everything?

 
 
 
 
 John pauses for a long beat. Trying to decide how to best answer that without lying to her.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 I dunno. Maybe not at first.

 
 
 
 
 But that doesn’t do much to reassure her. Back in the house behind them, the crowd has started to thin. The party is dying down.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 It’s selfish of me to act like this. I get that. You’re the one that’d have to go back there. But two more years, John...

 
 
 
 
 She finally turns to him. He immediately looks away.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Wait, have you already done it?

 
 
 Have you already reupped?

 
 
 
 
 John shakes his head no. Savannah stares at him harder, speaks quieter.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 But have you already made your mind up? Do I get a say at all in this?

 
 
 
 
 John looks away. Before he can respond, though...

 
 
 
 
 ...Tim steps out on the porch to say goodbye, carrying a sleeping Alan in his arms, no idea what he’s walking into. John turns when he hears him.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Don’t look at him, John. Look at me.

 
 
 
 
 John does. They hold eye contact.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 You just... you don’t understand--

 
 
 
 
 He tries to put his hand on her arm, but she SLAPS it off.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 You son of a bitch. Don’t ever tell me I don’t understand.

 
 
 
 
 Then she turns and walks away. Tim tries to inch back into the house, pretend like he was never here. But John knows he is.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 That’s the first time I’ve ever heard her curse.

 
 
 
 
 Alan stirs in Tim’s arms, but doesn’t quite wake.

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 She’s angry because she loves you that much. Because she misses you that much. Trust me... that’s a lot better than the alternative.

 
 
 
 
 John watches Savannah get smaller and smaller.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 So what do I do?

 
 
 
 
 Tim carries Alan to the door, looks back before he leaves.

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 You go after her, John.

 
 
 
 
 126       EXT. SAVANNAH’S FAMILY HOME -- ON THE DOCK -- LATE DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 This pier is much smaller than the one in Charleston, but as John comes up behind Savannah, it’s a very familiar sight.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Just leave me alone, okay?

 
 
 
 
 John pauses, trying to find the right words. Whether it’s nerves or desperation, he starts to sweat, suddenly has a hard time catching his breath.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Whaddaya want from me, Savannah?

 
 
 Huh? You want me to quit, is that it?

 
 
 (off her silence)

 
 
 You’re all that matters to me. Okay?

 
 
 You are all that matters.

 
 
 
 
 His voice turns intense, his eyes desperate.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 I just-- I don’t know how I got here.

 
 
 I don’t know what happened. I just know that I woke up one day and buildings were suddenly falling down and -- I know I had a plan but now I don’t, I know I have no clue what to do anymore, I have no idea what to do, because all I want is to stay here with you, right here with you for as long as I possibly can.

 
 
 
 
 John looks like he’s six years old all of a sudden, anxious and scared and vulnerable. Savannah’s anger quickly melts away. She puts her hand on his face, trying to calm him down.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 I’m just trying to do the right thing here, but I’ll tell you what, I’m so turned around I don’t have a friggin idea what that is anymore.

 
 
 So you tell me. Tell me what to do, Savannah. Tell me what you want me to do and I’ll do it.

 
 
 
 
 She quietly wraps him up, holds on as tight as she can. Then she kisses him lightly on the lips.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 I want you to come with me.

 
 
 
 
 127       EXT. STABLES -- DUSK
 

 
 
 
 
 Savannah leads John inside. The place is empty now.

 
 
 
 
 She pulls John back to the far-most stable, which is different than the others. There are stacks of hay but there are also blankets, a flashlight, a bunch of paperbacks, an old radio.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Whenever I used to sneak out of the house, late at night... this is where I’d come.

 
 
 
 
 She looks through the open window at the house she grew up in.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Kinda pathetic, huh? Even when I ran away, I never went very far.

 
 
 
 
 Then, finally, she shakes the nostalgia away, turns to John, pulls him down onto this makeshift bed.

 
 
 
 
 John looks through the window up at the house. It’s a distance -- no one can see them here, no one can hear them.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah turns on the radio. The song that starts to play is THE LUCKIEST by Ben Folds (which was released on September 11th, 2001). Then she starts to remove her clothes.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Wait... you sure about this?

 
 
 
 
 She nods, pulls him to her, helps to guide him.

 
 
 
 
 127A     Then at NIGHT now, over the music -- images:

 
 
 
 
 -- of them together.

 
 
 
 
 -- of John, going slowly and gently, but--

 
 
 
 
 -- of a single tear falling down Savannah’s face.

 
 
 
 
 As the song continues to play over all the following scenes:

 
 
 
 
 128       OMIT

 
 
 
 
 129       EXT. LENOIR ESTATE -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 -- of John, rolling awake, looking around... realizing Savannah’s already gone up to the house. He’s all alone in the stables, and that worries him.

 
 
 
 
 130       INT. CAR -- DAY (MOVING)
 

 
 
 
 
 -- of John and Savannah, silently driving back to Charleston.

 
 
 
 
 131       INT. AIRPORT -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 --of John and Savannah, walking through the double doors --

 
 
 
 
 --where they find Mr. Tyree, uncomfortable amongst all these people, but nevertheless here to say goodbye to his son.

 
 
 
 
 John walks over to him, touched.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Thanks for coming, Dad. Really.

 
 
 
 
 Mr. Tyree shrugs. Looks down at ground. John watches him.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 You gonna be okay by yourself again, Dad?

 
 
 
 
 MR. TYREE

 
 
 
 
 Of course. Why wouldn’t I be?

 
 
 
 
 John pauses... then sticks out his hand. Mr. Tyree shakes it. John smiles, knows this is as emotional a goodbye as his father’s capable of.

 
 
 
 
 Finally John lets go, turns to Savannah. Airport security is still heavy, and this is the end of the line. He struggles to find the right words.

 
 
 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 

 
 
 Listen, I... I...

 
 
 
 
 Savannah stops him. She knows what she has to say now.

 
 
 Forces out a smile.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 What’s two more years apart after those two weeks together, right?

 
 
 
 
 But she can’t help it -- a tear slips out anyway. She tries to laugh through it. John watches her, concerned.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Are you sure? Nothing... nothing’s changed between us, has it?

 
 
 
 
 She pulls him to her, kisses him hard enough for Mr. Tyree to turn away. Relieved, John kisses her back, having already forgotten that she didn’t actually answer the question.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 I don’t know when my next leave will be...

 
 
 
 
 Savannah nods, understanding.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 But I’ll see you soon then?

 
 
 
 
 Savannah kisses him again. Knows what her line is here, too.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 I’ll see you soon then.

 
 
 
 
 132       INT. MILITARY C-17 PLANE -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John lays awake in his nest.

 
 
 
 
 133       INT. HANGAR -- STUTTGART, GERMANY -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Captain Stone walks in, his nose buried in a brief. The pallets are all packed now.

 
 
 
 
 CAPTAIN STONE

 
 
 
 
 Welcome back, guys. Hope everybody had a good--

 
 
 
 
 He stops when he looks up to find a row of his men, all standing at attention. For this crew, it’s a rare instance of military formality. Stone sighs, knowing what it means.

 
 
 
 
 CAPTAIN STONE

 
 
 
 
 So that’s it then? It’s unanimous?

 
 
 
 
 No one answers... until John steps up from behind the other men, joins them on the line. Stands at attention with his team. Stone sighs again, knowing what that means as well.

 
 
 
 
 CAPTAIN STONE

 
 
 
 
 Okay. I’ll get the paperwork started.

 
 
 
 
 Rooster grabs John, putting him in a friendly headlock.

 
 
 
 
 ROOSTER

 
 
 
 
 Hooah! Let’s go light em up! Kabul here we come!

 
 
 
 
 John quickly flips Rooster around, ducking out of the headlock and depositing him on the table behind them.

 
 
 
 
 CAPTAIN STONE

 
 
 
 
 We’re not going to Kabul. We’re going to Harat.

 
 
 
 
 ROOSTER

 
 
 
 
 Harat? Where the hell is Harat?

 
 
 What the hell’s in Harat?
 

 
 
 
 
 CAPTAIN STONE

 
 
 
 
 Our orders.

 
 
 
 
 134       EXT. AFGHANISTAN -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Shots of the city (possibly archival footage).

 
 
 
 
 135       EXT. CITY STREET -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John and his team walk down the nearly empty street.

 
 
 
 
 135A     INT. C-17 -- DAY (SECOND UNIT)
 

 
 
 
 
 An air drop seen from inside the belly of a C-17.

 
 
 
 
 136       EXT. DROP AREA -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Noodles sorts through a kicker pallet. Finds the mailbag, holds it up to show it to John.

 
 
 
 
 137       EXT. DROP AREA -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Another drop. John rips the mailbag open -- smiles when he finds two letters from Savannah.

 
 
 
 
 138       OMIT

 
 
 
 
 138A     CLOSE-UPS OF LETTERS BEING WRITTEN -- (SECOND UNIT)
 

 
 
 
 
 By both John and Savannah’s hands.

 
 
 
 
 138B     Words fill the entire screen -- words like: OCTOBER 2001 -- BACK IN CLASS -- DECEMBER -- CHRISTMAS IN HARAT --

 
 
 
 
 All over alternating shots of John and Savannah --

 
 
 
 
 138C     INT. AFGHANISTAN BASE CAMP -- DAY -- JOHN --
 

 
 
 
 
 -- rotely assembles a weapon as each piece snaps in with a CLICK, CLICK, CLICK, while --

 
 
 
 
 138D     INT. STAGE MINI-SET -- DAY -- SAVANNAH --
 

 
 
 
 
 --is in class, sitting next to the slide projector again, writing a letter as the slides CLICK, CLICK, CLICK, and the white light turns into a --

 
 
 
 
 138E     MOON AND THEN MATCHING SUN -- (SECOND UNIT)
 

 
 
 
 
 --whatever montage Lasse envisions here over --

 
 
 
 
 138F     MORE CLOSE-UPS OF WORDS IN THE LETTERS -- (SECOND UNIT)
 

 
 
 
 
 SPRING BREAK AGAIN -- IT’S BEEN ONE YEAR -- JUNE 8, 2002 -- MISS YOU -- DEAR JOHN --

 
 
 
 
 139     OMIT

 
 
 
 
 140       INT. AFGHANISTAN BASE CAMP -- DAY -- JOHN --
 

 
 
 
 
 -- carefully folds three letters from Savannah back into their envelopes and slips them on top of the tidy stack in his footlocker, which is now a good eight inches tall.

 
 
 
 
 140A     INT. STAGE MINI-SET -- NIGHT -- SAVANNAH --
 

 
 
 
 
 -- is in bed, staring out the window at the moonlight while...

 
 
 
 
 140B     EXT. AFGHANISTAN BASE CAMP -- DAY -- JOHN --
 

 
 
 
 
 --sweating in a t-shirt underneath the Middle Eastern sun, wearily walks an AFGHAN he’s training through a target course. The Afghan misses most of his shots as John -- calm but disinterested -- offers guidance (all done over the shoulder as seen in Gavin’s video).

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Lower. Slower. Focus. Focus.

 
 
 
 
 140C     MORE CLOSE-UP OF WORDS -- (SECOND UNIT)
 

 
 
 
 
 SEPTEMBER -- SOON -- I HOPE -- DECEMBER -- LETTER #103 -- DEAR SAVANNAH -- ANOTHER CHRISTMAS HERE --

 
 
 
 
 140D     SHOTS OF KICKER PALLETS -- (SECOND UNIT)
 

 
 
 
 
 Landing and stirring up dust, until --

 
 
 
 
 140E     INT. AFGHANISTAN BASE CAMP -- DAY -- JOHN --
 

 
 
 
 
 -- rotely disassembles the same weapon as before, CLICK, CLICK, CLICK as he resentfully stares at a few of the others who are lounging around reading letters from home --

 
 
 
 
 140F     INT. AFGHANISTAN BASE CAMP -- DAY -- JOHN --
 

 
 
 
 
 -- trails Noodles as he distributes the letters from another mailbag.

 
 
 
 
 NOODLES

 
 
 
 
 Sorry, man. I’m just handin out what’s in here.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Well we’re obviously not getting the whole delivery anymore...

 
 
 
 
 But Noodles hands a stack of letters to Starks, effectively contradicting him. Looks back at John sympathetically...

 
 
 
 
 NOODLES

 
 
 
 
 I don’t know what to tell you.

 
 
 
 
 ...who storms away, calls over his shoulder.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 You can tell me that you’ll look into it, that’s what you can tell me.

 
 
 
 
 140G     TIGHT SHOTS OF THE KICKER PALLET -- (SECOND UNIT)
 

 
 
 
 
 Boxes being cut open... tape sealing the mailbag being ripped off -- shuffling through letters -- nothing left in the bag --

 
 
 
 
 140H     BLEEDING OVER MORE CU’S OF WRITTEN WORDS -- (SECOND UNIT)
 

 
 
 
 
 WRITE ME BACK? -- YOU OKAY? -- WHERE ARE YOU?

 
 
 
 
 140I     EXT. AFGHANISTAN BASE CAMP -- DAY -- JOHN --
 

 
 
 
 
 --wearily walks the same AFGHAN through the same target course, shot from the same over-the-shoulder POV.

 
 
 
 
 But now, not only is he bundled up in three layers of clothing because it’s so cold, but he’s even more disinterested and distracted than before.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 (rote)

 
 
 Good. Good. Good. Good.

 
 
 
 
 141       INT. AFGHANISTAN BASE CAMP -- CAPTAIN STONE’S TENT -- NIGHT
 

 
 
 
 
 John makes a spontaneous late night call on the team’s new SATELLITE PHONE. As he types in all the digits --

 
 
 
 
 VARIOUS SHOTS OF SAVANNAH (ALREADY FILMED) --
 

 
 
 
 
 Cut to each CLICK of each number being dialed until it RINGS, and RINGS, and RINGS, and then...

 
 
 
 
 142-146 OMIT

 
 
 
 
 147       EXT. AIR DROP SITE -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John, still and silent, stares at a new dropped kicker pallet. Noodles, however, hurries right over, searching until he finds the mailbag.

 
 
 
 
 Finally, John reluctantly walks over. Noodles looks up at him as he approaches.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Seriously. It’s been eight weeks since the last one. You’ve gotta have, like, eight or nine letters for me in there, right?

 
 
 
 
 Noodles digs into the mailbag... and pulls out a SINGLE LETTER.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Is this the only one? This can’t be the only one.

 
 
 
 
 But Noodles looks away. It is. He hands it over to John.

 
 
 
 
 It’s a familiar sight. It’s got Savannah’s handwriting on it. It’s in her normal clean, white envelope.

 
 
 
 
 But it brings John no comfort. Instead, this lone letter scares him to death.

 
 
 
 
 148       EXT. HILL -- LATER
 

 
 
 
 
 John sits, far enough away from the others to have privacy.

 
 
 
 
 Carefully, he opens the envelope. Unfolds both sheets of paper inside. This one begins as they always do. Dear John...

 
 
 
 
 He takes a deep breath. And then he reads the rest.

 
 
 
 
 ON JOHN’S HANDS -- as they start to shake.

 
 
 
 
 ON JOHN’S FACE -- as every muscle tenses.

 
 
 
 
 ON JOHN’S EYES -- as he does not cry.

 
 
 
 
 ON JOHN -- sitting perfectly still on this crate, reading and rereading this letter, all alone on the horizon.

 
 
 
 
 149       INT. BASE CAMP -- CAPTAIN STONE’S TENT
 

 
 
 
 
 John ransacks Stone’s desk until he finds the satellite phone. He takes it, starts pacing the room like an animal in a cage, going over in his mind what he’s going to say.

 
 
 
 
 Then he begins to dial. He knows all the numbers by heart, and there are a lot. But he stops before he hits the last one.

 
 
 
 
 His finger hovers over the button... and he just can’t bring himself to push it. No matter how hard he tries.

 
 
 
 
 So instead, he kicks a trash can across the room.

 
 
 
 
 150       INT. BARRACKS -- MAIN ROOM
 

 
 
 
 
 John barrels in, a man on a mission. Noodles nods hello as he walks by their poker game, but John’s too focused to notice.

 
 
 He pours all the stuff from his footlocker onto the ground.

 
 
 
 
 151       EXT. BARRACKS -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John takes all 112 of Savannah’s letters and dumps them out loose on the ground. What had been a carefully organized chronological stack is now just a messy pile.

 
 
 
 
 John pulls out the flint and magnesium block from his pocket and starts to shave the magnesium off over the letters.

 
 
 
 
 NOODLES

 
 
 
 
 Need a lighter?

 
 
 
 
 Noodles has appeared behind him, but John just shakes his head, focused only on the flint now. A spark catches the magnesium and the letters ignite. John watches the fire spread.

 
 
 
 
 NOODLES

 
 
 
 
 You wanna talk about it?

 
 
 
 
 John looks away. Knows he’s being completely transparent right now, and hates himself for it.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Not much to talk about. She found somebody else. Somebody who’s there, and not here.

 
 
 
 
 NOODLES

 
 
 
 
 You know who it is?

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 She didn’t say. But I have a pretty good idea.

 
 
 
 
 The anger flashes in John’s eyes again.

 
 
 
 
 NOODLES

 
 
 
 
 Don’t worry, man, you’ll get her back. As soon as you go home, she’ll come running -- you know it’s true.

 
 
 
 
 John stares into the fire, wearily shakes his head.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 No. It’s not.

 
 
 
 
 Noodles...

 
 
 
 
 Noodles. They’re already engaged. Okay?

 
 
 
 
 NOODLES

 
 
 
 
 
 
 Trust me, man, this is what--

 
 
 

 
 
 I know what I’m talking ab--

 
 
 
 
 That stops him cold. He pauses, unsure what to say.

 
 
 
 
 NOODLES

 
 
 
 
 I...Jesus. I’m sorry, John.

 
 
 
 
 John doesn’t respond. Instead, he takes out Savannah’s breakup letter and drops it onto the flame, watches it turn into ashes along with the 112 letters that preceded it.

 
 
 
 
 152       EXT. CITY STREET (NEAR CEMENT PLANT) -- THE NEXT DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 A mini-convoy navigates through the streets. The team is split into two, and John’s in the front humvee. Rooster is in the middle of a rant, but John tunes him out from his bubble, focused only on the road ahead of him.

 
 
 
 
 ROOSTER

 
 
 
 
 All I’m sayin is, they recruit us, train us for five years, tell us we’re their goddamned best and brightest, and then a war breaks out and they send us to the backass end of the frickin country. Now what sense does that make?

 
 
 
 
 BERRY

 
 
 
 
 Look around you, man. It aint like we’re patrolling the Kansas State Fair, you know.

 
 
 
 
 Indeed, up the road is a deserted cement plant, and a fire smolders nearby. It’s not exactly a war zone, but it’s not too far away either.

 
 
 
 
 And as they get closer, a FRANTIC MAN runs across the road, blindly firing his AK-47 into the cement factory.

 
 
 
 
 CAPTAIN STONE

 
 
 
 
 Jesus. Pull over, Daniels.

 
 
 
 
 They come to a stop a safe distance from the Man, who’s YELLING INCOHERENTLY as he unloads his ammunition.

 
 
 
 
 Noodles squints at the guy as he opens the Humvee door.

 
 
 
 
 NOODLES

 
 
 
 
 What the hell’s up with this guy?

 
 
 
 
 But John pushes right past him.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Let’s find out.

 
 
 
 
 He beelines straight towards the guy and swiftly, impressively disarms his weapon, sweeping him off his feet.

 
 
 
 
 Starks, their language specialist, casually walks over, listens to the Guy HOWL AT JOHN in some foreign tongue. Starks raises his eyebrows.

 
 
 
 
 STARKS

 
 
 
 
 He’s speaking Turkish.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Well what’s he saying?

 
 
 
 
 Starks just shrugs. John glares at him with disgust.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Jesus. What the hell kind of language expert are you?

 
 
 
 
 STARKS

 
 
 
 
 I speak Persian, I speak Pashto. I speak German. I speak all kinds of shit. How many foreign languages do you speak?

 
 
 
 
 John rolls his eyes, then motions towards the cement plant back to Stone, who gives his okay. John stalks off.

 
 
 
 
 STARKS

 
 
 
 
 Where are you going?

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Somebody’s gotta find out what he’s talking about.

 
 
 
 
 As he heads off, Stone jerks his head at Noodles -- go with him.

 
 
 
 
 153       INT. ABANDONED CEMENT PLANT -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John enters the factory, weapon at the ready. Systematically clears the giant room.

 
 
 
 
 Then Noodles walks in, sees John relax his weapon --

 
 
 
 
 -- and then a bullet catches Noodles squarely in the chest.

 
 
 
 
 A hidden ARMED TALIBAN SOLDIER emerges nearby and, in one quick, instinctual motion, John unholsters his secondary weapon and shoots him twice in the chest. He flies back, dead before he hits the wall.

 
 
 
 
 John hurries over to Noodles, who’s still conscious and is frantically ripping off layers to find the entry wound...

 
 
 
 
 ...till he finally reaches it... and EXHALES.

 
 
 
 
 He shows John the flattened bullet, caught right on the edge of his FLAK JACKET. Two inches more to the left and it would’ve gone right through him.

 
 
 
 
 NOODLES

 
 
 
 
 God, I’ve never loved a piece of clothing more in my entire life.

 
 
 
 
 Noodles grimaces from the pain, but he’s so relieved that he’s almost grinning. John stares down at the smoldering bullet, just as relieved.

 
 
 
 
 BUT DOWN BELOW -- their team is flying into action. From safe cover, Stone sends Berry and Daniels stealthly towards the staircase, then hollers up towards the hole in the wall.

 
 
 
 
 CAPTAIN STONE

 
 
 
 
 The hell’s going on up there!?

 
 
 Tyree! Gallo! What’s your status?

 
 
 
 
 John stands up, now half-grinning himself, and calls out to them.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 All clear, Capt--

 
 
 
 
 Suddenly a bullet SLICES into John’s neck.

 
 
 
 
 His eyes widen, but he’s too stunned to cry out. He falls onto his back, his eyes searching the dingy ceiling above him.

 
 
 
 
 Meanwhile, Noodles stumbles to his feet, starts to return fire towards the other TALIBAN SOLDIER hiding in the shadows across the room. Berry and Daniels charge up the stairs as well, guns blazing, riddling the Rebel with dozens of bullets.

 
 
 
 
 Noodles finally stops firing, kneels over John, cuts open his fatigues now, sees all the blood.

 
 
 
 
 NOODLES

 
 
 
 
 Medic! I need a medic up here!

 
 
 
 
 John draws a sharp breath, GULPS for air. His PUPILS begin to DILATE as he stares up at the SKY.

 
 
 
 
 He GASPS again. Try as he might, he can’t hold on. And as his eyes finally close, and the sound fades away --

 
 
 
 
 EVERYTHING TURNS SILENT. EVERYTHING GOES BLACK.

 
 
 
 
 154       INT. MILITARY HOSPITAL -- STUTTGART, GERMANY -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John opens his eyes again. He’s in a strange room. A NURSE is changing his IV.

 
 
 
 
 NURSE

 
 
 
 
 Welcome back, Sargeant Tyree.

 
 
 
 
 John struggles to get his bearings. He tries to speak, but his mouth is parched and dry. The Nurse turns his morphine drip a notch higher.

 
 
 
 
 NURSE

 
 
 
 
 Rest easy, okay? You’re alive, and that’s all that matters right now.

 
 
 
 
 But although John does not appear to agree, and although he fights as hard as he can to maintain consciousness --

 
 
 
 
 -- it is ultimately a losing battle.

 
 
 
 
 155       INT. MILITARY HOSPITAL -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John abruptly sits upright in bed. Weeks have passed -- obvious because his arm is now in a sling, his neck is wrapped in gauze, and his face is lined with impatience.

 
 
 
 
 He stands up, goes over to the wardrobe. Stares at his reflection in the mirror. Then he slowly pulls his arm out of the sling. It causes him immense pain, but he pushes through.

 
 
 
 
 He grabs his dress uniform out of the closet. Winces as he buttons his shirt. Tight. Tighter still. Winces as he pulls on his rather sparsely decorated jacket, ties his tie.

 
 
 
 
 By the time he puts on his beret, his forehead gleams with sweat. He wipes his face, stares at his reflection.

 
 
 
 
 At least now he looks like a soldier again.

 
 
 
 
 156       INT. MAKESHIFT OFFICE -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John stands at attention in front of Captain Stone, who’s catching up on some paperwork.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Requesting permission to return to duty, sir.

 
 
 
 
 Stone looks up at John. He’s trying hard to look whole and healthy, but he’s not fooling anybody.

 
 
 
 
 CAPTAIN STONE

 
 
 
 
 It’s been three weeks. I’m impressed, but I’m not stupid.

 
 
 
 
 He grins at John, proud of him.

 
 
 
 
 CAPTAIN

 
 
 
 
 Go home first, get some R&R. Give your Dad some company for awhile.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 My Dad doesn’t care much for company, sir.

 
 
 
 
 Stone regards him, still standing there rigidly.

 
 
 
 
 CAPTAIN STONE

 
 
 
 
 Your Dad called twice a day, every day, while you were in that hospital. Maybe he cares more than you think.

 
 
 
 
 John looks away, clearly surprised. He processes the information, lets it shake him out of his stubbornness.

 
 
 
 
 Stone watches him, then SIGHS, looks him honestly in the eye.

 
 
 
 
 CAPTAIN STONE

 
 
 
 
 Listen, John. I’m being transferred. Back stateside.

 
 
 (before John can object)

 
 
 It has nothing to do with what happened -- my command time’s just over. I’m going back to Fort Bragg.

 
 
 
 
 He stands up, walks over to John.

 
 
 
 
 CAPTAIN STONE

 
 
 
 
 Berry and Daniels have decided to get out, most of the others are coming down on assignment. Now you have less than four months until separation yourself. You’ve served your country well -- there’s no need to go the extra mile at this point.

 
 
 
 
 John pauses, considering him... considering what it would be like back in Charleston.

 
 
 
 
 And then he makes his mind up. He stands even straighter, his eyes focused on the wall behind Stone.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 No, sir. I’m reenlisting again, sir.

 
 
 
 
 Stone stares at him in disbelief.

 
 
 
 
 CAPTAIN STONE

 
 
 
 
 Let me get this straight, Staff Sargeant. All this time here you’ve been, just itching to get out--

 
 
 (off John’s reaction)

 
 
 -- c’mon, we both know it’s true.

 
 
 
 
 But now here you are, you finally have your chance, and now you’re telling me no thanks, cause you actually wanna go back out there for another three years?
 

 
 
 
 
 John doesn’t move, still rigid as a board.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Better make it six, sir.

 
 
 
 
 CUT TO:

 
 
 
 
 157       THE MOON --
 

 
 
 
 
 Waning and small up in the night sky.

 
 
 
 
 158       EXT. LOCATION TBD -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Underneath that sky, there’s a quick but dramatic action set piece (location and elements pending, but if possible it shouldn’t look Middle Eastern) where John leads his team in accomplishing whatever military objective needs to be accomplished (and can be affordably staged).

 
 
 
 
 Point being -- he’s a professional soldier now. And a good one. Then fade from the darkness of that to--

 
 
 
 
 THE SUN --
 

 
 
 
 
 Beating down from the sky. John looks up at it, shielding his eyes from the glare. Now he’s at --

 
 
 
 
 159       EXT. ARMY BASE -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 -- in full uniform again. But his once sparsely decorated jacket is now full of bars, medals, commendations, badges. John’s head is still shaved, but his wounds have long healed.

 
 
 
 
 SUMMER 2007 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 An F-15 Eagle jet screams overhead, blocking out the sun for an instant and casting John in a brief shadow.

 
 
 

 
 
 160       INT. BARRACKS -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John returns to his very modest room. Noodles is long gone, replaced by a new roommate, BERG -- very young, very green.

 
 
 
 
 BERG

 
 
 
 
 Ah, home sweet home.

 
 
 
 
 Berg tosses his bag down, then focuses on JOHN’S MAP nearby -- which is now BLANKETED WITH PINS, coating six continents.

 
 
 
 
 BERG

 
 
 
 
 Where to next, ya think?

 
 
 
 
 John pushes past him towards his foot locker without even bothering to look up at the map.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Wherever they send us.

 
 
 
 
 John has just started to unpack when--

 
 
 
 
 VOICE FROM BEHIND

 
 
 
 
 Actually, we’re sending you back to the States, John.

 
 
 
 
 He turns to find CAPTAIN MIKE KITTRICK standing in the doorway (Stone is long gone by now, as well).

 
 
 
 
 CAPTAIN KITTRICK

 
 
 
 
 I’m sorry. I just got the news.

 
 
 
 
 John stares at him. Immediately realizes something’s wrong.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 You just got what news?

 
 
 
 
 161       INT. MILITARY AIRPLANE -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John sits in a seat, clearly distracted, trying to ignore the bumpiness of the flight.

 
 
 
 
 162       INT. AIRPORT -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 The escalator runs emptily. Finally John’s feet appear.

 
 
 
 
 He looks around. The airport has not changed one bit except for the fact that this time, no one is here to greet him.

 
 
 
 
 163       INT. HOSPITAL ROOM -- NIGHT
 

 
 
 
 
 Mr. Tyree lays in bed, asleep, tubes coming out of him from every angle. If John looks a few years older now, Mr. Tyree looks a few decades.

 
 
 
 
 John does not touch him. Instead he just stands there, silently watching his father breathe through a tube.

 
 
 
 
 164       INT. HOSPITAL HALLWAY -- NIGHT
 

 
 
 
 
 John speaks quietly with a DOCTOR.

 
 
 
 
 DOCTOR

 
 
 
 
 He’s conscious, but that doesn’t mean he’s lucid. And he’s almost never responsive. It’s just very hard to say how severe the stroke really was because it’s very hard to say how long he’d been lying there before they finally found him.

 
 
 
 
 John looks away. Guilt flashes on his face. He speaks quietly.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 If...if I’d been there... if I’d found him like that earlier...would it have made a difference?

 
 
 
 
 The Doctor pauses, looks at John. Takes pity on him.

 
 
 
 
 DOCTOR

 
 
 
 
 I doubt it.

 
 
 
 
 No matter how convincing he sounds, though, it does not appear to do John much good.

 
 
 
 
 165       EXT. MR. TYREE’S HOUSE -- NIGHT
 

 
 
 
 
 John hesitates, not wanting to go in, knowing he has to. Finally he puts the key in the door, walks --

 
 
 
 
 166       INT. MR. TYREE’S HOUSE -- NIGHT
 

 
 
 
 
 And it’s worse than he thought. It’s dark, silent, messy. There’s a dirty dish on the kitchen floor, a meal half-cooked on the stove. His father has never left a dish dirty or a meal half-cooked in his life.

 
 
 
 
 It’s all too much. John has to turn and walk right back out.

 
 
 
 
 167       INT. BOWEN’S SEASIDE RESTAURANT -- NIGHT
 

 
 
 
 
 The place is practically empty at this late hour. John sits at the bar, alone, peeling shrimp but not eating them.

 
 
 
 
 Reveal that the table he sat at with Savannah on their first date is right behind him. John steals a glance back at it.

 
 
 
 
 168       OMIT

 
 
 
 
 169       OMIT

 
 
 
 
 170       OMIT

 
 
 
 
 171       INT. MR. TYREE’S HOUSE -- NIGHT
 

 
 
 
 
 John walks back in, sets his keys back down. Gets his bearings. Heads through the house, back to his bedroom.

 
 
 
 
 But he pauses in front of his father’s den. Then, despite himself, he enters, flips on the light. Looks around the room.

 
 
 
 
 Here are his father’s coins, stacked all over the furniture. Here is his father’s desk, and his father’s chair.

 
 
 
 
 John takes a seat. Looks down at the desk. Starts to open drawers. Look through cabinets.

 
 
 
 
 He finally finds what he was looking for: a clean sheet of paper. He clears some room on the desk, lays the sheet of paper down in front of him.

 
 
 
 
 Then John grabs a pen, and he begins to write.

 
 
 
 
 171A     INT. HOSPITAL -- THE NEXT DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John arrives at his father’s room and looks through the window -- to find that the room is empty. Mr. Tyree is nowhere to be found.

 
 
 
 
 172       INT. HOSPITAL CORRIDOR -- THE NEXT DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John walks down the hallway, looking for a doctor to talk to--

 
 
 
 
 --when he finds his father on a gurney by the elevator.

 
 
 
 
 John hurries over. Mr. Tyree is awake, but as the doctor said, that’s not necessarily the same thing as lucid. But his eyes seem to flash with recognition when he sees John.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Hey, Dad. What are you doing out here?

 
 
 (to a PASSING NURSE)

 
 
 What’s he doing out here?

 
 
 
 
 But the nurse is hurrying somewhere else and doesn’t hear him.

 
 
 
 
 Then, although Mr. Tyree is very weak, he reaches up and tries to pull the oxygen mask off his face, yank the tube out of his mouth. He seems like he’s trying to say something.

 
 
 
 
 John gently grabs his hand, pulls it away.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 It’s okay, Dad. It’s fine.

 
 
 
 
 John guides his hands back down by his side. Mr. Tyree makes a NOISE, but it’s indistinguishable. John grins at him.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 So now you wanna talk, huh?

 
 
 
 
 John leans over the gurney, lets the familiar silence hang.

 
 
 
 
 Then John pulls out an envelope from his back pocket, hands it to his Dad. Mr. Tyree looks back at John -- very clearly asks “what’s this?” with his eyes.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 It’s nothing. Just a letter I wrote.

 
 
 
 
 Mr. Tyree tries to open it. His hands are shaking heavily.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 No, don’t read it now. I didn’t think you’d even... just-- just read it when I’m not around, okay?

 
 
 
 
 Mr. Tyree stops. His hands still shake, but he follows John’s instructions, tries to put the letter down beside him.

 
 
 
 
 John watches him. Sees how hard even that is.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 You know what? To hell with it -- here...

 
 
 
 
 He takes the letter back, opens it himself. But he doesn’t start reading yet -- there’s something he wants to say first.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Listen, I know that... I know I haven’t been around very much the last couple of years, and...

 
 
 
 
 He stops. This speaking from the heart thing isn’t working. So he looks down at the letter, unfolds the sheet of paper.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Okay. Dear Dad. There's something I’ve been wanting to tell you.

 
 
 
 
 He glances up -- Mr. Tyree is listening carefully.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Remember a few years ago, back when I got shot? Well you wanna know the very first thing that entered my mind at that moment, right before I blacked out? Coins.

 
 
 
 
 John looks up again, sees Mr. Tyree’s eyes GLINT with pride.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Suddenly I was eight years old again, on a tour of the US Mint, listening to the guide explain how coins are made. How they are punched out of sheet metal. How they are rimmed and beveled. How they are stamped and cleaned. And then how each and every batch of coins are personally examined, just in case any have slipped through with the slightest imperfection.
 

 
 
 
 
 (off Mr. Tyree’s look)

 
 
 Remember that, Dad? You remember that trip to Philadelphia we took?

 
 
 
 
 Mr. Tyree nods. John has to turn away or else he’s gonna start crying. He focuses back on the letter.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Well that's what popped into my head. I am a coin in the United States Army. I was minted in the year 1980. I have been punched from sheet metal, I have been stamped and cleaned, my edges have been rimmed and beveled.

 
 
 
 
 Now John can’t help it. Tears drip out of his eyes, even though he fights hard against them.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 But now I have one small hole in me, so I am no longer in perfect condition.

 
 
 
 
 He reflexively rubs his neck, right where he was shot, and looks down at his invalid father trapped in a hospital bed.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 How about it, Dad? We’re just a couple of culls here, huh?

 
 
 
 
 He starts crying harder. Focuses on the letter.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 But there’s one more thing I want to tell you, too.

 
 
 
 
 Now he’s all starts and stops -- he’s too emotional to read any more, although he tries to push through as best as he can.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 After I got shot... right before I blacked out... you wanna know the very last thing that... I’m sorry, just.... the very last thing that... that entered my mind?

 
 
 
 
 But he’s sobbing now, unable to get it under control. And he just can’t get the last word out. No matter how hard he tries. He sits in his chair, unable to speak, unable to finish.

 
 
 
 
 Then Mr. Tyree reaches his hand out. Puts it on top of John’s. It is remarkably steady.

 
 
 
 
 They look each other in the eye. And through the tears, John can see -- his Dad understands.

 
 
 
 
 173       EXT. BEACH -- DUSK
 

 
 
 
 
 It’s getting dark, and a storm is coming. A few adventurous SURFERS still remain, but most everybody else heads in.

 
 
 
 
 Except for John. John is heading out. The waves are huge, but he’s not interested in catching any. Instead, he barrels straight into them, takes the brunt of their force.

 
 
 
 
 A big wave hits him, nearly knocks him off his board. John forces his way through it. Then another wave appears-- an enormous one, the kind you brag about for weeks afterwards.

 
 
 
 
 The other few surfers turn, paddle furiously to catch it. But John... John paddles straight into it.

 
 
 
 
 The wave SMASHES into him so hard his surfboard is ripped right off his leg strap. John goes under, lost in the current and a sea of whitewater.

 
 
 
 
 Finally, John’s surfboard pops back up. But John does not.

 
 
 
 
 174       THEN DRIFT BENEATH THE SURFACE -- to find John, holding his breath down here in the water.

 
 
 
 
 DRIFT CLOSER -- to find his body shaking, his tears getting lost in the ocean around him.

 
 
 
 
 CUT TO:

 
 
 
 
 175       EVEN CLOSER ON JOHN --
 

 
 
 
 
 -- Dry now, in his dress uniform. It’s not quite clear where he is yet, but he sits rigid and straight. His jaw is set, his eyes focused in front of him. PULL BACK to reveal we’re--

 
 
 
 
 INT. CHURCH -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Other than John, the church is completely empty. And in the front of a church is a casket.

 
 
 
 
 A PASTOR walks in from behind the pulpit. Checks his watch.

 
 
 
 
 PASTOR

 
 
 
 
 I’m sorry to interrupt -- you’re welcome to stay as long as you’d like, it’s just that they were hoping to lock the outside doors, and...

 
 
 (then, delicately)

 
 
 You’re not... still expecting anyone else, are you?

 
 
 
 
 John doesn’t respond. It’s clear he was at least hoping for someone else. Anyone else. Or maybe someone else specifically. And then, just like that, he makes up his mind, stands up.

 
 
 
 
 PASTOR

 
 
 
 
 Where are you going?

 
 
 
 
 John doesn’t say a word as he walks out through the door.

 
 
 
 
 176       EXT. HIGHWAY -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John drives his father’s old Lincoln Continental, pushing 80 mph, focused only on the road.

 
 
 
 
 177       INT. LENOIR STABLE -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Clean and neat. In the very far stable, a HAND taps the kneecap of a horse, causing the leg to rise.

 
 
 
 
 A SCALPEL like instrument is stuck into the cracks of the horseshoe, cleaning out the caked dirt and finally, a particularly painful looking acorn.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 There we go. Feel better now?

 
 
 
 
 The horse WHINNIES her approval. Savannah smiles up at her.

 
 
 
 
 She stands, finishes cleaning out the feeding trough. She wears work boots and her hair is different. She’s still pretty, but she’s aged four years, and it shows.

 
 
 
 
 She pets the horse goodbye, then walks out, checking on the other horses as she passes by. Then as she exits the stable, she finally looks up -- and what she sees makes her GASP.

 
 
 
 
 There, standing next to a tree up on the hill where the end of the driveway meets the road -- is John, still in uniform. He walks towards her. Savannah tries her best to recover.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Wow. Just like that, huh?

 
 
 
 
 John doesn’t respond. Savannah stares at him, there in front of her, four years older than she last saw him.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 So why today then? After all these years... why today?

 
 
 
 
 John thinks... then shrugs.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 I guess my Dad kinda sent me today.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Yeah? How’s he doing?

 
 
 
 
 John just shakes his head. It’s quick, almost imperceptible, but Savannah immediately realizes what it means.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 No -- oh, John. I’m so sorry. I...

 
 
 I wish I’d known.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Wouldn’t have changed anything.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 No. I don’t suppose it would’ve.

 
 
 
 
 They’re only a few feet apart now, but Savannah doesn’t move.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 How’d he die?

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 (beat)

 
 
 Alone.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah can see the pain creep onto his face.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 He never had a bad word to say about anybody. He treated everybody with respect, everybody with decency. And none of that mattered one goddamn bit, because you wanna know how many people came to his funeral?

 
 
 
 
 He doesn’t need to answer. Her face creases with sympathy.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 He wasn’t alone, John. He had you.

 
 
 
 
 John doesn’t respond. Instead he glances at the stable behind her, remembers the last time they were in there together. Above the barn door is a sign that reads CAMP HORSE SENSE. John smiles. Remembers her letter.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 So. You finally did it.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 No. I didn’t. But... I tried.

 
 
 (off his look)

 
 
 It only lasted one summer, after we took this place over from my parents. We raised a lot of money, but it was just so expensive.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah turns, stares sadly back at the stable.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Life is expensive. Isn’t it? You just don’t think about that stuff when you’re in college. You have all these dreams -- every sentence starts with ‘when’, you know?

 
 
 ‘When I graduate...’ When I get out of here...’ ‘When I grow up...’ But that’s not real life, is it?

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Sentences in real life start with ‘why’.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah looks at him again. Sees the pain there.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 I am sorry, John. It might not be worth much, but I am sorry. He was a good man.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 I know.

 
 
 
 
 They eye each other. She nods to the main house.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 You wanna come inside?

 
 
 
 
 John pauses. Savannah knows what that means, too.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 It’s okay. No one else is home.

 
 
 
 
 178       INT. FAMILY HOME IN LENOIR -- DINING ROOM -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Savannah sets two cups of coffee down, takes a seat.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 How long you back for?

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Just till I get his things squared away.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah nods, too -- that’s what she was expecting. She takes a sip of coffee, and John notices her WEDDING RING gleams in the sun.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 How’s married life?

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Can’t complain. How about you?

 
 
 Settled down yet?

 
 
 
 
 John just shakes his head. She forces out a smile.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Must be dating lots of girls, huh?

 
 
 
 
 John looks back at her evenly, holding eye contact.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 I wouldn’t say ‘dating’, exactly.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah looks away, but before she can respond, the phone RINGS, bailing her out. She excuses herself to answer it.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Hello? Hi, honey. No, I’m fine, why?

 
 
 
 
 She looks over at John. Bites her lip.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Well...I’m sitting across the table from John, actually. Yes. John Tyree. Um... I’m not sure he’ll...

 
 
 
 
 Savannah pauses, listens to the voice on the other end.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Okay, I’ll tell him. No no, I’m still coming, I’m just about to leave. I’ll be there soon.

 
 
 (off his response)

 
 
 I love you, too.

 
 
 
 
 She hangs up the phone. Turns back to John.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 He wants to see you.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Are you serious?

 
 
 (off Savannah’s nod)

 
 
 What’s he expecting, a hug? Has he forgotten what I did to him at the beach?

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 No. He hasn’t forgotten.

 
 
 
 
 John finishes his coffee. Then he abruptly stands.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Thank you. For the coffee.

 
 
 
 
 He turns to leave. Stops.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Sorry. But I didn’t come out here...

 
 
 (he trails off)

 
 
 Well I’m not sure why I came out here. But it wasn’t to shake Randy’s hand and tell him it’s all water under the bridge, okay?

 
 
 
 
 Savannah stares at him oddly. Then she glances at something past him.

 
 
 
 
 John follows her gaze to a picture, perched on the mantle over the fireplace.

 
 
 
 
 John walks over. Picks the picture up. Stares at it.

 
 
 
 
 It’s a WEDDING PHOTOGRAPH OF SAVANNAH AND TIM.

 
 
 
 
 John can hardly believe his eyes. Savannah stands over his shoulder, watches him look at this picture of her in a flowing white wedding gown.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 He really does want to see you.

 
 
 
 
 John puts the picture back on the mantle. He looks over at her, genuinely torn.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Well... where is he?

 
 
 
 
 179       EXT. CHARLESTON CITY STREET -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Savannah and John walk down the street. None of it is audible, but Savannah is doing the talking, and John’s doing the listening.

 
 
 
 
 Finally they reach their destination. John looks up.

 
 
 
 
 They are at the GASTONIA MEMORIAL HOSPITAL.

 
 
 
 
 180       INT. HOSPITAL ATRIUM -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Savannah walks through the hospital doors out to a small solarium. She still doesn’t look back at John.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 He hates being trapped inside, so he comes out here as much as possible.

 
 
 
 
 They come up on a 14 YEAR OLD BOY sitting on a bench nearby.

 
 
 
 
 14 YEAR OLD BOY

 
 
 
 
 Hello, John.

 
 
 
 
 John does a double take.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Alan?

 
 
 
 
 But Alan’s already focused back on the NINTENDO DS in his hands. John can hardly believe it’s him.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Wow. You’ve gotten big.

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 Yeah, they grow up fast, don’t they?

 
 
 
 
 John turns to find TIM sitting in a wheelchair. He looks much older -- his skin is pale, almost translucent, his hair is gone, and he’s lost a lot of weight.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah kisses him hello, hands him a thermos of coffee. They make some small talk, then she turns to Alan.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Alan? Let’s go get a soda, okay?

 
 
 
 
 Alan follows her inside. She glances back at them before she goes, but doesn’t say a word. John and Tim are all alone.

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 You must wanna kick my ass, huh?

 
 
 
 
 John just stares at Tim... at how different he looks there in his wheelchair.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Not really much I can do about that right now, is there?

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
  (with a grin)

 
 
 All part of my master plan.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Yeah?

 
 
 (as he surveys the hospital)

 
 
 Helluva plan.

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 Thanks. You want some jello? It’s lime today. The menu said cherry but that’s what they do, they keep you on your toes here.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 I’ll pass.

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 I love her. Just so you know.

 
 
 
 
 John glances at him, surprised by the sudden shift in topics.

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 I’ve loved her for as long as I can remember. Whatever my life was like before I fell in love with her, it’s gone now, wiped away. I want you to know that. It probably doesn’t matter to you, but it matters to me.

 
 
 
 
 John has no idea how to respond.

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 I am sorry, though. For how it happened, with you so far away. I am sorry for what I did--

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Tim...

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 No. Let me finish. I’m sorry for what I did. But I wouldn’t undo it. Because now...

 
 
 (he trails off)

 
 
 ...well, now I know Alan will always have somebody to take care of him, no matter what. Now I know he’ll always be in good hands. And as much as I like you, John... I’m his father, so he’s the most important thing in the world to me.

 
 
 (then, directly to John)

 
 
 And I think that’s something you, especially, can understand.

 
 
 
 
 Just then a NURSE interrupts, bringing Tim his afternoon cocktail of drugs. It’s an obscene amount of pills.

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 Oh, look. Hors d’ouvres.

 
 
 
 
 The nurse smiles -- obviously she likes him. She hands over the pills, lets him start on them while she preps his arm for a shot, pulls out a large 10 gauge needle.

 
 
 
 
 NURSE

 
 
 
 
 You sure you wanna do this out here?

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 You know I do. I’m from Charleston -- we do all kinds of shit in courtyards.

 
 
 (then, to John)

 
 
 She still loves you, you know.

 
 
 
 
 Once again, John’s taken by surprise.

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 Trust me, it’s plain as day. She’s never quite looked at me the way she used to look at you. I wish that wasn’t the case, but I’ve had plenty of time to make my peace with it, believe me.

 
 
 
 
 He grins at John as the nurse uncaps the needle.

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 Now you have plenty more time to make yours.

 
 
 
 
 John stares at him, confused, unsure what he means by that, exactly. Then the giant needle enters Tim’s arm and his jaw clenches. John backs away, trying to give him some privacy.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Well... I should probably go, Tim.

 
 
 But... good luck.

 
 
 
 
 TIM

 
 
 
 
 Thanks, John. Good luck to you, too.

 
 
 
 
 181       OMIT

 
 
 
 
 181A     EXT. SAVANNAH’S CAR -- PARK OUTSIDE HOSPITAL
 

 
 
 
 
 Savannah and John walk back to the car, but Alan hurries over to a WOMAN IN THE PARK who has a dog that Alan wants to pet.

 
 
 
 
 WOMAN IN THE PARK

 
 
 
 
 Go ahead, he’s friendly. His name is Bosco.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah just watches him, a far away look in her eyes.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 He needs to get out of there. Out of this hospital.

 
 
 
 
 She watches people come and go through the front doors.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 There’s a company in Texas that’s gonna start testing a new vaccine in June, but of course the health care company won’t pay for it, those--

 
 
 
 
 She stops herself. Takes a deep, calming breath.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 It’s an experimental treatment, the vaccine. No health care company in the world pays for experimental treatments.

 
 
 
 
 John watches her carefully. She just sits there, perfectly still.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 My parents sold the beach house a year ago to help with the medical costs and we’ve already gone through most all of it. We opened up a charitable foundation for donations, we’ll do some fundraisers, but...

 
 
 
 
 She looks back at him for the first time. Smiles humorlessly.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Told you life was expensive.

 
 
 
 
 But the smiles slowly fades away. She stares right at John now, looking for answers.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 What am I gonna do, John? If he doesn’t make it... what am I gonna do?

 
 
 
 
 John opens his mouth to respond --

 
 
 
 
 --when the back door flies open and Alan jumps in.

 
 
 
 
 ALAN

 
 
 
 
 Time to go! Dinner in 45 minutes!

 
 
 
 
 Savannah turns back to him. Instantly finds a smile for him, going from morose to upbeat in two seconds flat.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Well... I guess we should get going then, huh?

 
 
 
 
 182       EXT. FAMILY HOME IN LENOIR -- INSIDE THE CAR -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Savannah turns her car back onto the dirt driveway. John sits in the front seat next to her, and Alan’s in the back, his nose in his videogame as usual.

 
 
 
 
 As soon as she pulls up to the house, though, Alan bolts out, heads straight for the stables. Savannah calls after him.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Dinner in 24 minutes now!

 
 
 
 
 Alan waves as he disappears inside the stable. Savannah stares after him for a beat, then turns to John.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 You hungry?

 
 
 
 
 183       INT. FAMILY HOME IN LENOIR -- KITCHEN -- NIGHT
 

 
 
 
 
 John, Savannah, and Alan finish off plates of beef stroganoff and potatoes au gratin. John’s impressed.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 I didn’t know you were such a good cook.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 I’m not. My mom is. She made it, wrapped it up, left it in the freezer. All I do is heat it up.

 
 
 
 
 Alan finishes first, slams his fork down like it’s a race.

 
 
 
 
 ALAN

 
 
 
 
 Can I be excused?

 
 
 
 
 Before Savannah can even finish nodding, Alan’s out the door, back to the stables. John watches him through the window.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 He still loves those horses, huh?

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Oh, he’ll be out there till bedtime, same as every other night.

 
 
 
 
 John turns around to find Savannah opening a bottle of red wine, pouring a glass for each of them.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 You drink now?

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Just a glass of wine or two after dinner. Tim got me started a few years ago.

 
 
 
 
 She hands him his glass. John watches her take a long sip.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 When did you two get started?

 
 
 
 
 Savannah looks away. Then she stands up, goes over to the window.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Was it before he got sick? Or was it because he got sick?

 
 
 
 
 Savannah still doesn’t look back at John, just keeps staring out the window. When she finally speaks, her face is blank.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Does it matter?

 
 
 
 
 John stands silently behind her in the kitchen.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 I kept writing you letters, though.

 
 
 I felt terrible about it, but I couldn’t stop. I couldn’t stop writing to you. I couldn’t stop trying to tell you.

 
 
 
 
 She turns away from him. John doesn’t move.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 I tried to write back, you know.

 
 
 While I was holed up in the hospital after I got shot, I started to write you a bunch of times. Never sent any of them, though. Never even finished them.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah turns back around. Finally looks at him.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 You were shot?

 
 
 
 
 John nods. Savannah’s face is pained.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Where?

 
 
 
 
 John pauses. Then he stands up, slowly removes his coat and tie. Unbuttons his shirt.

 
 
 
 
 Maintains eye contact with her the whole time. Underneath his shirt is an army issue wife beater.

 
 
 
 
 His neck wound is visible, round and only a quarter of an inch wide. Hard to believe it’s so small. Savannah touches it lightly -- the tip of her thumb completely covers it up.

 
 
 
 
 She steps around him, looks for the exit wound. She GASPS when she sees it -- it’s larger, covered with scar tissue. She brushes it with her hand.

 
 
 
 
 When she finally looks up at him, tears are streaming down her face. She touches his left eyebrow, just like she did back at that half-built house in Charleston seven years ago.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 So many scars...

 
 
 
 
 She starts to cry harder now. John lets her.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 I’m sorry, John.

 
 
 
 
 John looks away, still doesn’t respond.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Why do these things happen to us?

 
 
 Huh? What’d we do to deserve all this?

 
 
 
 
 She pauses, trying to regain her composure.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 It’s like those two weeks we spent together were too perfect, you know, and so now we have to pay someone back for it. I think we’ve been paying someone back for it ever since.

 
 
 
 
 John looks away. Savannah wipes her eyes, pours them each a new glass of wine, tosses away the bottle.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 C’mon. There’s something I want to show you.

 
 
 
 
 184       INT. FAMILY HOME IN LENOIR -- LIVING ROOM -- CONTINUOUS
 

 
 
 
 
 John sits on the couch with his glass of wine. Savannah comes into the room with a thick folder, sits next to him.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 I saved every single one of them.

 
 
 
 
 John opens the folder. Flips through all the letters he ever wrote her. The memories flood back.

 
 
 
 
 The very last letter is on the back of an old phone bill. He flips it over-- it’s just four words: I LOVE YOU. JOHN.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Even your first.

 
 
 
 
 John looks over at her. They are suddenly very close, their faces just inches apart. They are having a moment.

 
 
 
 
 Then Savannah accidentally knocks her wine glass over. She rescues the folder of letters, but her blouse and John’s undershirt are doused.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Shoot. I’m sorry.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Don’t worry about it, it’s a two dollar undershirt.

 
 
 
 
 She looks down at her own blouse, which is much worse off.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 I...I should get this soaking, though.

 
 
 
 
 She heads down the hall. John stands too, walks --

 
 
 
 
 185       INT. FAMILY HOME IN LENOIR -- UPSTAIRS BATHROOM --
 

 
 
 
 
 -- and turns on the faucet, starts spot rinsing his shirt.

 
 
 
 
 BUT IN THE MIRROR’S REFLECTION -- he can see Savannah through the cracked door of the bedroom across the hall. She’s topless, with her back to him.

 
 
 
 
 Although he tries, he cannot turn away. Savannah senses him staring, looks over her shoulder. Caught, John waits for her to cover herself and close the door. But she does neither.

 
 
 
 
 Instead, she holds his eye contact, willing him to continue watching her. And then, slowly, she turns around.

 
 
 
 
 They stand there facing each other through the reflection, with only the narrow hallway separating them. Neither one of them moves. Neither one of their gazes waver.

 
 
 
 
 Suddenly the front door CRASHES OPEN and shatters the quiet.

 
 
 
 
 ALAN

 
 
 
 
 Bedtime!

 
 
 
 
 Savannah turns, grabs a shirt to pull on. John walks out of the bathroom just in time to see Alan hurry up the stairs.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Goodnight, Alan.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah comes into the hall, dressed now. Calls after him.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Take a bath and brush your teeth, okay? I’ll be up in fifteen minutes to tuck you in.

 
 
 
 
 ALAN’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 Twelve minutes! Gotta be in bed in twelve minutes!

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 So I’ll be up in twelve minutes then.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah grins over at John. Looks at him hopefully.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 Only twelve minutes. If you wanna stay I could... make coffee, or...

 
 
 
 
 John sighs. Knows what’s left unsaid when she trails off. He looks back at her... and then he makes his mind up.

 
 
 
 
 186       INT. DINING ROOM -- SAME
 

 
 
 
 
 John walks back in. Savannah follows him, watches him grab his shirt and coat. She’s stunned.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 You’re leaving?

 
 
 
 
 John nods. Savannah’s eyes start to well up, but she fights the tears back. He finishes getting dressed, walks to her.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 John, I... I’m so --

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 (interrupting)

 
 
 It's okay. You've said I'm sorry enough. It's my turn now.

 
 
 
 
 She reaches out, wraps her arms around him, holds on tightly.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 We’ll see each other again, though.

 
 
 
 
 Right? I’ll see you soon then?

 
 
 
 
 John doesn’t answer. He pulls himself away, heads to the door.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Goodbye, Savannah.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 No. No, you’re supposed to say “I’ll see you soon then”. Remember?

 
 
 When I ask “I’ll see you soon then?” You’re supposed to...

 
 
 
 
 She trails off. John turns to her. She’s crying softly now, desperate and indignant and pleading --

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 John. You’re supposed to say it.

 
 
 You’re supposed to say “I’ll see you soon then.”

 
 
 
 
 John looks back at her. Takes her in one final time. Then, without another word, he walks out.

 
 
 
 
 
 
 186A     EXT. FAMILY HOME IN LENOIR -- NIGHT
 

 
 
 

 
 
 John walks to his car, his face finally betraying his emotions.

 
 
 
 
 187       INT. FAMILY HOME IN LENOIR -- NIGHT
 

 
 
 
 
 Savannah watches from the window as John gets into his car, turns it on, and heads up the driveway. Only when he disappears from view does she finally start to sob.

 
 
 
 
 188       EXT. MR. TYREE’S HOUSE -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John sits outside in his father’s car, staring at his father’s house. Debating what he’s about to do.

 
 
 
 
 189       INT. FRIENDLY COIN SHOP -- THE FOLLOWING DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 The front door CHIMES, and the DEALER looks up (his is a face we’ve seen before). John nods hello.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Hi. You probably don’t remember me, but you know my father-- Bill Tyree?

 
 
 
 
 COIN DEALER

 
 
 
 
 Course I do. Haven’t seen him in a while, how is he?

 
 
 
 
 John doesn’t answer at first, just takes in the store, remembers the first time he stepped foot in here almost twenty years ago now.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 You offered to buy his whole collection once. Didn’t you?

 
 
 
 
 COIN DEALER

 
 
 
 
 Sure did. More than once.

 
 
 
 
 John eyeballs the rows of coins laid out under the glass.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Just out of curiosity... how much do you think it’s worth? All his stuff?

 
 
 
 
 COIN DEALER

 
 
 
 
 A collection big as your Dad’s?

 
 
 
 
 He WHISTLES, lets him know -- serious money. John nods, finally looks the Dealer in the eye.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Think you could lend me a hand?

 
 
 
 
 190       EXT. FRIENDLY COIN SHOP -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 John POPS his trunk.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 There’s only one condition-- the mules stay together. Offer them as a set. Keep them yourself. But they stay together, okay?

 
 
 
 
 The Dealer eyes the boxes jammed into the trunk. Even more are stacked in the backseat. He turns to John in disbelief.

 
 
 
 
 COIN DEALER

 
 
 
 
 You’re really gonna sell me all your Daddy’s coins?

 
 
 
 
 John looks over at him.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 All but one.

 
 
 
 
 
 
 191       EXT. SOMEWHERE IN THE MIDDLE EAST -- MONTHS LATER
 

 
 
 

 
 
 John stands in the middle of the desert. Takes in the view as he flips a COIN through his fingers. A very familiar coin.

 
 
 
 
 Around him, Berg and the rest of his TEAM (all new faces) argue where base camp should be set up. John SHUSHES them.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Guys. This comes up nickel side, we set up here, where we’ve got shade.

 
 
 Comes up penny side, we set up on the ridge, where we have visibility.

 
 
 
 
 John FLIPS the coin high up in the air, lets it fall into the sand. Berg goes to check out the result.

 
 
 
 
 BERG

 
 
 
 
 It’s tails.

 
 
 (beat)

 
 
 So what does that mean?

 
 
 
 
 John takes the coin back. Carefully wipes a smudge off it, then tucks it safely into his pocket.

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 It means we’re gonna need sunscreen.

 
 
 
 
 Some of the soldiers GROAN -- but they all get to work. A YOUNG BERET walks up, hands John a delivery.

 
 
 
 
 YOUNG BERET

 
 
 
 
 Master Sargeant?

 
 
 
 
 JOHN

 
 
 
 
 Thanks. But no ranks in the field, okay?

 
 
 
 
 He looks down at the delivery in his hands -- it’s a LETTER. The handwriting is familiar. So is the clean, white envelope. He instantly knows what it is.

 
 
 
 
 John takes the letter, finds himself a secluded spot, carefully opens it up.

 
 
 
 
 And then he begins to read.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 Dear John...

 
 
 
 
 Drift away from John, alone in this sea of sand.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 It’s been almost five years since I wrote a letter with an actual pen, on an actual sheet of notebook paper. I don’t think I realized until today how much I’ve missed it.

 
 
 
 
 192       EXT. FAMILY HOME IN LENOIR -- DOCK -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Savannah watches Alan carefully pencil in words on a banner.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 Though I suppose it’s not really writing letters that I miss. It’s writing letters to you.

 
 
 
 
 She hands Alan a magic marker. Watches as he starts back at the beginning, tracing his pencil lines with the marker. Watches the ink seep into the paper.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH

 
 
 
 
 So I thought maybe I could write to you, now, and let you know all that’s happened since I saw you last.

 
 
 
 
 193       EXT. FAMILY HOME IN LENOIR -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Savannah is underneath the oak tree. She puts her own pen to paper again.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 A few weeks after you showed up in Lenoir, an anonymous donation was made to Tim’s foundation, a donation big enough to cover what the insurance companies wouldn’t.

 
 
 
 
 194       INT. TEXAS HOSPITAL CORRIDOR -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Tim sits in a wheelchair, much of the color back in his face. He smiles warmly at the nurse checking his blood pressure.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 He’s back in Houston right now for his final treatment, but he’s been in remission for two months. We’re not sure if it will last...

 
 
 
 
 195       EXT. TEXAS HOSPITAL -- DAY
 

 
 
 
 
 Automatic doors WHISK open. Tim steps out in street clothes.

 
 
 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 

 
 
 ...but it might, and that’s good enough for us.

 
 
 
 
 196       EXT. FAMILY HOME IN LENOIR -- NIGHT

 
 
 
 
 
 
 DRIFT TOWARDS THE HOUSE, where cars are parked all over the yard, and above the front door hangs Alan’s banner, very impressively lettered, which reads: WELCOME HOME, DAD.

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 197       INT. FAMILY HOME IN LENOIR -- NIGHT
 

 
 
 

 
 
 Drift through the doors to find the party already in swing.

 
 
 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 

 
 
 As for the donation, I cannot even begin to imagine who out there would do such a selfless thing as that in such a selfish world as this.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah shows a healthy looking Tim through the crowd. They greet their guests: here are Mr. and Mrs. Curtis, who happily hug their son-in-law...

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 And I realize, of course, that all this person has asked, in return for saving my husband’s life, is to remain anonymous.

 
 
 
 
 ...here is Alan, dressed up in a suit, shyly trying to engage a GAWKY GIRL in actual conversation...

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 So although it’s difficult, I know I have to respect his wishes. Which means all I can do is wake up every morning and say thank you. To the sky. To no one. To everyone.

 
 
 
 
 
 
 Savannah looks at Alan, her parents, her healthy husband.

 
 
 She looks around at all of these people, here to support him.

 
 
 Her eyes water with gratitude.

 
 
 

 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 It’s a small gesture, but it’s all that I have. I hope that it is enough.

 
 
 
 
 Then she excuses herself from the group.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 And that’s the gift this person has given me. That’s what has been missing from my life, and that’s what’s been returned to me now.

 
 
 
 
 Savannah walks over to a window and stares out it, lost in thought.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 Hope.

 
 
 
 
 198       INT. FAMILY HOME IN LENOIR -- A DIFFERENT ROOM
 

 
 
 
 
 Tim looks around the crowd, surrounded by all these people who love him. He knows how lucky he is.

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 I hope this letter finds you well, John.

 
 
 
 
 Then Tim suddenly realizes that something is missing. He looks around the party, trying to find his wife...

 
 
 
 
 ...but she’s nowhere to be found now.

 
 
 
 
 199       EXT. FAMILY HOME IN LENOIR -- NIGHT
 

 
 
 
 
 Although the party is in full swing indoors, things are much quieter out here. As the wind rustles through the trees --

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 Actually, I just hope this letter finds you, period.

 
 
 
 
 200       INT. LENOIR STABLES -- NIGHT
 

 
 
 
 
 Alan shows off his favorite horse to the Gawky Girl. While they stand there, petting her in silence, drift past them...

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 I hope that you’re safe, and that you’re happy. I have no idea where you are out there in the world, but I understand that I lost the right to know these things long ago.

 
 
 
 
 201       DRIFT TOWARDS THE MAIN HOUSE --
 

 
 
 
 
 -- where Savannah stands on the porch, alone. Then she looks up, into the night sky --

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 I want you to know, though, that no matter how much time passes, no matter how far away you are...

 
 
 
 
 -- where she finds the full moon above her... and as she raises her thumb to cover it up --

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 ...on nights like these, you’ll always be here with me.

 
 
 
 
 202       DRIFT AWAY FROM HER --
 

 
 
 
 
 -- pulling back from the house, heading down the driveway, up the hill, towards the woods by the main road...

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 And more than anything else, I hope that part of me is out there with you, too...

 
 
 
 
 ...landing by one tree in particular...

 
 
 
 
 SAVANNAH’S VOICE

 
 
 
 
 ...wherever you may be.

 
 
 
 
 ...to find John standing in the shadows behind it. He watches Savannah stare up at their moon, and it makes him smile.

 
 
 
 
 Then, after a long moment, John turns... and as he starts to head back to his car, to his house, to wherever he came from--

 
 
 
 
 -- he disappears back into the shadows underneath the moon, which looms large above everything.

 
 
 
 
 
 
 FADE TO BLACK
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