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FADE IN: 

EXT. SAN FRANCISCO BAY - LATE AFTERNOON 
 
It's Christmas Eve day. 
 
JACK ALOYSIUS QUINN sails alone on the choppy Bay near 
Alcatraz Island. The red triangle on the mast flag flaps 
in the stiff breeze.  
 
Jack fights the wind and the waves. He grasps a whiskey 
flask in his shaking left hand. He throws it overboard. 
 

JACK 
(to himself) 

Let it rain. Just let it rain. 

EXT. COIT TOWER - SAME TIME 
 
At the base of Coit Tower, THOMAS QUINN – Jack's 16-year-
old son – hangs out with two wasted, bleary-eyed LOST 
BOYS.  
 
Dressed in black, Thomas plays an acoustic guitar wired 
into a pre-amp feeding his headphones. An expensive 
backpack and skateboard rest at his feet.  
 
Thomas plays Handel's "Messiah." He gulps down an Egg 
McMuffin and chases it with a Coke. He stares at the Bay 
and sees the lone sailboat drunkenly tacking around 
Alcatraz.  
 
One of the Lost Boys saunters over. He offers Thomas a 
toke on a joint. Thomas waves him off.  
 

LOST BOY 
Mama's boy. 

 
Lost Boy snatches Thomas' last hash brown.  
 
Thomas gives him a look, smiles, and offers the rest of 
his McMuffin.  
 
Lost Boy takes it and shuffles away. 
 
Thomas walks to a garbage can. He stares at the headline 
of a crumpled newspaper. It reads: "Drought Still Plagues 
Bay Area." The parched ground around the can chokes dead 
flowers.  
 
Thomas tosses his garbage on top of the newspaper.  
 

THOMAS 
(to himself) 

Let it be, man. Just let it be. 



2. 

INT. QUINN HOUSE - WORK ROOM - SAME TIME 
 
MOLLY, Jack's live-in lover, feeds three threads of silk 
yarn into her ancient loom.  
 
In her late twenties, she's sultry, voluptuous; the kind 
of woman you can get lost in. She eats a bran muffin. She 
stares at a withered potted plant.  
 

MOLLY 
(to herself) 

Let it come, okay. Just let it come. 

EXT. SAN FRANCISCO - NORTH BEACH - SUNSET 
 
We hear a choir rehearsing Handel's Messiah. 
 
The bells of the Church of Saints Peter and Paul chime. 
 
The sun drops behind the Golden Gate Bridge. 

EXT. MARINA DISTRICT - QUINN NEIGHBORHOOD - NIGHT 
 
Thomas skateboards down the empty street. 

INT. QUINN HOUSE - ENTRY - CONTINUOUS 
 
Thomas stows the guitar and amp in the closet. He drops 
his backpack and skateboard to the floor. He removes his 
headphones. He walks down the hallway and looks in the 
living room. 
 

THOMAS 
Hey, Molly. 

 
MOLLY 

Hey, Thomas.  
 
They give each other a knowing, almost conspiratorial 
look. 
 
Thomas glances at his Father. 
  
The phone rings. Jack answers.  
 

JACK 
Quinn. 

(listens) 
What? 

(listens) 
When? 

(listens) 
It's Christmas Eve, for Chrissake. 

(listens) 
Be there when I get there.  
 

Jack hangs up. 
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MOLLY 

Who was it, Jack? 
 

JACK 
Hospital. 

 
MOLLY 

Your Dad all right? 
 

JACK 
Won't last the night. 

 
MOLLY 

Gosh, we need to go, don't we? 
 

JACK 
He's tough. 

 
Thomas jams the headphones back down over his ears. He 
trudges up the stairs to his room. 
 

JACK 
Clean your room! 
 

The door slams. Jack clenches his fist.  
 

JACK 
"Hello" would be nice. 
 

MOLLY 
Forget about it, okay. 

 
JACK 

Getting to be more than I can handle. 
 

MOLLY 
He's who he is. 

 
JACK 

That's about to change. 
 

MOLLY 
He's a good boy. 
 

JACK 
He's soft. 
 

MOLLY 
He's just a kid. 

 
JACK 

(to himself) 
That you care way too much about. 

INT. QUINN HOUSE - BACK PORCH - NIGHT 
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Jack, in bathrobe and slippers, unlocks the back door. He 
opens it, peers outside, closes it. He doesn't lock it. 

INT. QUINN HOUSE - MASTER SUITE - MIDNIGHT 
 
The clock strikes twelve.  
 
Jack lies next to Molly, upside down in bed, his head at 
the foot of the bed next to her feet.  
 
A downstairs door creaks open and shut.  
 
Jack and Molly sit up. They look at each other.  
 
They hear footsteps on the stairs.  
 
Jack crosses to the door, shadowed by Molly. 
 
The footsteps move past their door and down the hallway. 
The footsteps stop.  
 
Someone tries a doorknob. Then, the hard thump of shoulder 
against wood. The door tears loose from the jamb. 
 

THOMAS (O.S.) 
(muffled) 

What the— 
 
Molly leans against Jack's back. She sobs.  
 
Jack opens the door.  
 
TWO MEN, a tall, body-builder type and a chunky one with 
slick hair, pull Thomas down the hallway.  
 
Thomas struggles against the gag and their grip.  
 
As they pass, Thomas and his Father lock eyes.  
 

HAROLD 
Someone'll be in touch.  
 

Jack nods back to the tall one. 
 
The men drag Thomas down the stairs.  
 
Jack and Molly follow. 
 
On the last step of the stairway, Harold stumbles. He lets 
go of Thomas' right arm.  
 
Thomas grabs a transparent statue of a pregnant woman from 
a bookshelf. He smashes Slick Hair in the face.  
 
Slick drops.  
 
Thomas cocks his arm to punch Harold, who struggles to 
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stand. Thomas stops, like a fighter who's killed with his 
fists before.  
 
Thomas pulls the shelf over on top of Harold. Thomas rips 
the gag from his mouth. He hurries over to a bureau and 
opens a drawer. He removes a simple gold ring and an 
antique gold cross.  
 
Thomas sprints to the front door and opens it. He turns.  
 
Jack and Molly stop at the foot of the stairs. 
 

MOLLY 
Find your Mother, Thomas.  

 
Jack turns on her. She shrinks back. 
 

JACK 
She can't help you. 

 
THOMAS 

I'll take my chances.  
 
Thomas smiles, then pockets the ring and cross. 
 

JACK 
Don't know her. 

 
THOMAS 

Doesn't matter. 
 
Thomas grabs the skate board and stuffs it in his 
backpack. 
 

JACK 
She'll turn her back on you. Again. 
 

THOMAS 
She'll take me as I am. No 
expectations. 
 

JACK 
She'll be gone before you get there. 
 

Thomas bolts out the front door. 
 
Jack dashes down the stairs, through the door, and into 
the street. He watches Thomas skate away. 
 

JACK 
Look for me. Every time you turn 
around, I'll be there. 

EXT. QUINN HOUSE - BACKYARD – AFTER MIDNIGHT 
 
An adobe moon fills the sky.  
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Jack stands in the backyard. He stares into the koi pond.  
 
Ripples in the surface distort his reflection.  
 
He feeds the koi. 
 
Molly gazes at the neighborhood Christmas lights and night 
sky.  
 
Jack crosses to stand beside her. He stares at her. He's 
angry yet entranced.  
 

JACK 
It's what's best. 

 
MOLLY 

Gee, for who? 
 

JACK 
Him. And me. 
 

MOLLY 
Don't cut him loose. Please. 
 

JACK 
He's given me no choice. 

 
MOLLY 

Protect him. 
 

JACK 
Couldn't protect her. 
 

MOLLY 
Did she ask you to? 
 

JACK 
Doesn't matter. 
 

MOLLY 
You've got to go after him, you know. 
 

JACK 
He's the one that left. 
 

MOLLY 
His Mother wouldn't have done that. 

 
JACK 

Maureen gave up that right when she 
left us. 
 

MOLLY 
She wouldn't have kidnapped her only 
son and sent him off to Idaho. 
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JACK 
She never did anything. 

 
Jack steps closer and touches her short hair with his left 
hand. 
 

JACK 
Why'd you cut it? 
 

MOLLY 
My Mother always liked it long. 
 

JACK 
Liked it the old way. 

EXT. HOMELESS ENCAMPMENT - NIGHT 
 
A hollow-eyed RAGGEDY MAN sits in front of a cardboard 
refrigerator shipping box. Inside is a small, artificial 
Christmas tree and miniature Nativity scene made of 
scavenged rejects.  
 
Raggedy Man stokes a small fire. He wears the tattered 
uniform of a Vietnam-era Army Ranger.  
 
Thomas holds his palms out to the warmth. 
 

RAGGEDY MAN 
Do you have knowledge of her 
whereabouts, son? 
 

THOMAS 
Used to follow her. 
 

RAGGEDY MAN 
Did she ever catch you in the cross-
hairs? 
 

THOMAS 
Wouldn't recognize me if she did. 
Left when I was a baby. 
 

RAGGEDY MAN 
All Mothers are genetically capable 
of feeling these things forever. 
 

THOMAS 
She's leaving home again. 
 

RAGGEDY MAN 
Where is she bound? 
 

THOMAS 
Africa. Saving refugees. 
 

RAGGEDY MAN 
Is she a Samaritan by trade? 
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THOMAS 

Nun. 
 

RAGGEDY MAN 
A most noble calling. 
 

THOMAS 
Wasn't always. 
 

RAGGEDY MAN 
What was she in her previous life? 
 

THOMAS 
Whore. 
 

RAGGEDY MAN 
You should not talk that way about 
your Mother. 
 

THOMAS 
Truth. She was. High class. Till she 
met Aloysius. 
 

RAGGEDY MAN 
Your Father, I presume. 
 

THOMAS 
The old man. Jack Aloysius Quinn. 
Pacific Heights black sheep. 
 

RAGGEDY MAN 
What persuaded your Mother to give 
her life to God? 
 

THOMAS 
He did. 
 

RAGGEDY MAN 
How did that make you feel? 
 

THOMAS 
Was jealous of God. How do you think 
it felt? 
 

RAGGEDY MAN 
Not many of us are given a second 
opportunity to find our Mothers. 
 

THOMAS 
Hope I get there in time. 
 

RAGGEDY MAN 
What do you hope to find? 
 

THOMAS 
A friend. 
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RAGGEDY MAN 

What do you expect to find? 
 

THOMAS 
A stranger. 
 

Raggedy Man pokes the fire. 
 

RAGGEDY MAN 
Do you know what a pier is, son? 
 

THOMAS 
Wood thing you fish off. 
 

RAGGEDY MAN 
No, a pier is a disappointed bridge. 

EXT. MARINA DISTRICT - QUINN NEIGHBORHOOD - SUNRISE 
 
It's Christmas morning. Bells across the City celebrate 
the birth of Christ.  
 
CHILDREN ride their new bikes in the early morning 
streets. Proud PARENTS watch.  
 
Through the misty windows up and down the street, FAMILIES 
celebrate the sacred and secular sides of Christmas. 

EXT. QUINN HOUSE - BACKYARD – EARLY MORNING 
 
Jack stares at the garden. The ground is dry and cracked.  
 
Molly caresses the withered and dead plants. 
 

MOLLY 
Parched. 
 

JACK 
(mostly to himself) 

Knee deep in a river and dying of 
thirst. 

 
A NIGHTINGALE smashes into the glass patio door. It drops 
to the ground.  
 
Jack picks it up with his left hand. He carefully cradles 
it. 
 

MOLLY 
Goodness, is it dead? 
 

JACK 
Stunned. 
 

Jack lays it on the patio table. 
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MOLLY 
Let it go. 
 

JACK 
Think I can save it. 
 

MOLLY 
No, you can't. 

INT. QUINN HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - MORNING 
 
Jack carefully arranges the magazines on the coffee table. 
He lines them up by size and date.  
 
Jack picks up the morning paper and sits by the fire. He 
goes through the motions of reading the daily news.  
 
Molly sits at the piano. She tinkers with the Christmas 
decorations.  
 

MOLLY 
A clean bathroom is no measure of a 
happy household.  
 

She lights a cigarette. 
  

JACK 
Wish you wouldn't do that. 
  

MOLLY 
I'll go outside, okay. 
 

JACK 
Don't do it all. Want you around a 
while. 
 

MOLLY 
Appreciate that. Really do. 
 

JACK 
Then . . . ? 
  

MOLLY 
I'll think about it.  

 
Molly scans the collection of Jack's family photographs 
carefully lined up on the piano.  
 
There's a photograph of Jack, Thomas, and a WOMAN we will 
come to know as Maureen Delaney Quinn – Thomas' Mother and 
Jack's ex-wife.  
 
There's a photo of Jack and Thomas. One of Jack, Thomas, 
and a MAN we will come to know as Asa Otto Quinn – Jack's 
Dad and Thomas' Grandfather.  
 
Molly removes a recent, arcade-style snapshot of Thomas 
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from the corner of the picture frame. 
  

MOLLY 
He has your eyes. 
 

JACK 
They're my Father's eyes. 
 

MOLLY 
You're totally not your Father. 
 

JACK 
Thank God. 
 

MOLLY 
Don't treat your son like he treated 
you. 
 

JACK 
He let me down. Like all the rest. 
 

MOLLY 
Do something different. 
 

JACK 
Like what? 
 

MOLLY 
Find your son. Bring him home. 
 

JACK 
Let him see what it's like working 
without a net. 
 

Molly walks over behind Jack. 
 

MOLLY 
You want him to be you. 
 

JACK 
Could do worse. 
 

MOLLY 
He wants your love. 
 

She wraps her arms around his neck and hugs him.  
 
Jack pulls away. She backs off. 

 
JACK 

Doesn't care about me. 
 

MOLLY 
You did this to him. You owe him. 
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JACK 
Owe him nothing. Nobody gave me 
anything. 
 

MOLLY 
You could lose him for good. You 
really could. 
 

Jack folds the paper, grabs the TV remote, and turns on 
the TV.  

 
JACK 

Let's talk about this when we're on 
the same page. 
 

MOLLY 
He's as good as it gets. 
 

Jack changes the channel. 
 

Molly walks to the fireplace. 
 

Jack stands and goes to the piano. He picks up the 
snapshot of Thomas. 

 
JACK 

(mostly to himself) 
Just another disappointment. In a 
long line. 

EXT. MARINA GREEN – BEACH - MORNING 
 
Thomas walks along a strand of sand near the St. Francis 
Yacht Club. Seashells crunch under his feet.  
 

MOLLY (V.O.) 
All he wants is to play his music, 
you know. 
 

JACK (V.O.) 
He's better than that. 
 

MOLLY (V.O.) 
He's not you. 
 

JACK (V.O.) 
No shit. 

 
The bloated carcass of a DOG lolls in the surf.  
 
Thomas stops near a low stone wall and urinates. He sits 
on a rock edging the ocean. He strikes a Hamlet-like pose. 
 

MOLLY (V.O.) 
You expect too much, you truly do. 
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JACK (V.O.)  
Not enough. 
 

MOLLY (V.O.) 
When they don't live up, you give up. 
 

Just offshore, two FISHERMEN haul a saltwhite CORPSE from 
the water. 
 

JACK (V.O.) 
He can handle it. 

 
MOLLY (V.O.) 

You hope. 
 

On a small hill above the stone wall, a ghostly-looking 
WOMAN stands. Her breath is misty in the air. 
 

JACK (V.O.) 
I handled it. 
 

MOLLY (V.O.) 
Your Father expected too much. 

 
Thomas stares at his clear, unmarred reflection in the 
ocean water sheeting across the sand. 
 

THOMAS 
(to himself) 

Close your eyes and see.  
 
Thomas does. 
 
A three-masted yacht silently sails by, homing upwind. 

INT. QUINN HOUSE - THOMAS' ROOM - MORNING 
 
Jack lifts the window shades and opens the windows.  
 
Judging from his look, Jack doesn't come in here often. 
The room is surprisingly clean and neat. 
  
On the dresser is a framed portrait of Maureen. Jack takes 
it and holds it a moment. He turns it over and checks the 
wafer-thin, wireless listening device embedded in the 
cardboard backing of the frame. 
 
On a shelf, Jack sees a small pair of old, battered boxing 
gloves mounted on a plaque. He takes it down. An 
inscription reads:  "To My Son on his 10th Birthday. 
Change the World – One Punch at a Time. Your Father." 
 
Jack flashes on a set of eyes. We don't know whose they 
are, but they look familiar. They could be Jack's or 
Thomas' or Jack's Father's. 
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INT. BOXING RING - DAY (FLASHBACK) 
 
The eyes are Jack's. He gives a 10-year-old Thomas a 
boxing lesson. 
 
Head bowed, Thomas' small, gloved hands hang limp at his 
side. 
 

THOMAS 
My hands hurt. 
 

JACK 
Toughen up. 
 

THOMAS 
Wanna play my guitar. 
 

JACK 
Waste of time. 

 
Jack feints, then slaps his son across the cheek.  
 
Tears well up in Thomas' eyes. 
 

THOMAS 
Like my music. 
 

JACK 
Can't change the world. These can. 
 

Jack jabs the air around Thomas' ears.  
 
Thomas cringes, but takes it. 
 

JACK 
It's a tough world, son. Got to learn 
to take care of yourself. 

 
Thomas rips the gloves off, throws them at Jack's feet, 
and runs away. 

INT. THOMAS' ROOM – MORNING (PRESENT) 
 
Leaning against Thomas' computer screen, Jack sees a 
promotional handbill. It reads:  "Survival Research Labs. 
'Jerked to Jesus.' Christmas Day. Palace of Fine Arts."  
 
Jack pockets the flyer. 
 
Jack flashes on himself at fifteen.  

EXT. MILITARY ACADEMY - DAY (FLASHBACK) 
 
Jack stands at the entrance to the academy. He shakes his 
Father's hand. His MOTHER cries.  
 
Jack reaches to shake her hand. She grabs him and smothers 
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him with hugs and kisses.  
 
Jack pulls away. He turns crisply and walks toward the 
academy. 

EXT. MARINA GREEN - BEACH - MORNING (PRESENT) 
 
Thomas turns. He sees OPHELIA, his girlfriend.  
 
She's a redhead. She's dressed in a flowing, crushed 
velvet dress and cape. She looks very much the medieval 
damsel in distress she dreams of being.  
 
Ophelia beckons. Thomas goes to her. They kiss. 
 
Thomas and Ophelia walk down the path to the Marina 
breakwater.  
 
At path's end, a Dr. Seussian series of pipes gurgles and 
sighs with the incoming slosh of the sea.  
 

THOMAS 
Sounds like my Father's stomach. 
 

OPHELIA 
The low hanging fruit. Please don't 
be that. 

INT. QUINN HOUSE - WORK ROOM - MORNING 
 
Molly sits at a potter's table near her loom.  
 
A playbook for "Electra" lies nearby.  
 
Molly softly sings a song about separation, Mothers, and 
daughters. As she sings, she stares at a small clay 
sculpture she's just finished sculpting.  
 
It is Sheela-na-gig, an ancient Celtic goddess figure. It 
squats and spreads its female genitalia with both hands.  
 
Molly disfigures the genitalia. 

INT. QUINN HOUSE - MASTER BATHROOM - MORNING 
 
Jack soaks in a steaming hot tub. He takes a hit off a 
joint. He chases it with a sip of whiskey.  
 
He lays out, spreading his arms and legs. Quiet, dazed, 
dreamy. His genitals float on the surface like a languid 
lotus blossom.  
 
There's an ugly, purple scar on his left knee. Another 
long, jagged scar runs along his right thigh. A little 
blood seeps from it and dissolves in the water.  
 
Jack stares at a painting of a water nymph hanging on the 
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wall. 
 

THOMAS (V.O.) 
Close your eyes and see. 

 
Jack does. 
  
Jack fantasizes about 14-year-old girls. And the affair 
he's having with PENNY, the barely legal paralegal in his 
office.  
 
He dreams of whiskey, the Catholic church, and other Irish 
addictions.  

INT. QUINN HOUSE - KITCHEN - MORNING 
 
Jack gazes at his plate. Three, perfectly formed eggs 
fried sunnyside up stare back at him.  
 
He carefully cuts open each yolk, one at a time. 

INT. QUINN HOUSE - LIBRARY/STUDY - MORNING 
 
Jack looks meticulous in slick Italian mourning black.  
 
He checks his communication device. Trendy, lightweight, 
sharp, very high-tech. It sounds. A red dot and set of 
coordinates flash on its display.  
 
He puts the device in a shoulder harness under his double-
breasted jacket. Next to his gun.  
 
Jack stares at a crystal sculpture of Blind Justice on his 
desk. The scales are tipped to one side.  
 
Jack throws it against the wall. It shatters in a shower 
of glass. 
 
A bell tolls the hour. Loud, dark, iron. 

EXT. THE PALACE OF FINE ARTS - LATE MORNING  
 
A reflecting pool surrounds the building. SWANS swim in 
lazy circles.  
 
A cloud obscures the sun.  
 
A JAPANESE COUPLE poses for wedding pictures.  
 
Jack crosses the walkway over the pool.  
 
In the distance, a SHADOW slides around a corner.  
 

JACK (V.O.) 
(to himself) 

He tough enough to make it? 
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Jack stops. He peers over the edge of the walkway. He 
stares at his reflection in the pool. The ripples from the 
swan's wake obscure his face.  
 
Jack moves on. He passes a long-striding, energetic MAN 
wearing a red beret. We will come to know him as Molly's 
lover. Beret hums, "Love's Old Sweet Song."  
 
The two men acknowledge one another, familiar stranger to 
familiar stranger. 
 
Jack flashes on a recent session with his THERAPIST. 

INT. THERAPIST'S OFFICE - DAY (FLASHBACK) 
 
The office is successful, but not intimidating. Simple, 
elegant, encouraging. Southwest style meets Tao mindset.  
 
ROBIN LEE is someone who's comfortable with who she is. 
She is self-assured, athletic, in control. 
 
Her shelves and walls are covered with awards and trophies 
recognizing her skills as a psychologist and triathlete.  
 
The office is also filled with images and objects of 
completeness, balance, and the feminine. Eggs, wheels, 
chalices, and circles.  
 
A solitary, sacred hoop hangs on the wall behind her desk. 
 

ROBIN 
Once, an angry man dragged his Father 
along the ground through his own 
orchard. "Stop!" the groaning old man 
cried at last. "Stop! I didn't drag 
my Father beyond this tree." 

 
Jack stares out the window, his back to us. Rigid, 
unbending.  
 

JACK 
Wouldn't do that. 

 
ROBIN 

We parent the way we were parented, 
Jack. 

  
Jack backhands an etched glass chalice off its pedestal. 
 

ROBIN 
You can leave now. 

 
JACK 

Was an accident. 
 

ROBIN 
It was expensive. 
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JACK 

Paying you a lot of money for these 
sessions. 
 

ROBIN 
Not today, you're not. 
 

JACK 
Probably paid for most of the stuff 
in this room. 

 
ROBIN 

I won't be intimidated, Jack. Not by 
you or who you are. 

 
Jack glares at her. He opens his coat to get a stick of 
gum, revealing the gun. 
 

ROBIN 
Leave now. Or, I'll call someone you 
know who can make you. 

 
He crosses his arms.  
 
She reaches for the phone.  
 
He slowly walks out, staring at her the entire time.  
 
She stares back.  
 
No quarter given, none taken. 

INT. THE PALACE OF FINE ARTS - LATE MORNING (PRESENT) 
 
The Survival Research Lab does its thing. This is where 
big kids get to blow things up. Literally and legally.  
 
Crazy-ass, fire-breathing, clamped-claw machines strut 
their stuff. Thirty tons of equipment. Fire and 
destruction. Diesel fuel, hot metal, and testosterone.  
 
Ritualized interactions between men, machines, robots, 
special effects devices, and people props. It's a truly 
terrifying experience of fiery mayhem. Performance art 
with a capital "A." 
 
HIPPIES, GEN X, GEN D, YUPPIES, SKATE PUNKS, GEARHEADS, 
COMPUTER NERDS, GOTH ROCKERS, METALDUDES, and SPACE 
COWBOYS. People in combat boots and fatigues, shades and 
tattoos with oil under their fingernails and grease in 
their hair. A nervous, hard-edged bunch. 
 
In a smoky corner, a top-knotted, peroxide-haired MAN in 
an electric blue jumpsuit slaps a tiny BOY wearing huge, 
airport ear protection headphones. 
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TOP-KNOT 
You gonna do what I tell you, huh?  

 
He raps the kid's skull with a hard knuckle.  
 

TOP-KNOT 
Keep it up. Just keep it up and see 
what happens. 

 
JACK (O.S.) 

(tough DA voice) 
Mismatch, isn't it? 
 

Top-Knot turns and takes a swing.  
 
Jack throws a punch all the way from China. It lifts Top-
Knot off his feet and slams him into the wall. 

BACK TO THE PERFORMANCE 
 
A group of leather and denim ACOLYTES roll in The Hand-O'-
God. It's a giant, spring-loaded hand cocked by an 
hydraulic cylinder with eight tons of pressure. 
 
On the periphery of the mayhem, Jack talks with a corn-
rowed WHITE BOY. Their voices are drowned out by the sound 
of a sonic cannon blasting a 20-foot effigy of a naked 
woman. She spurts blue blood. 
 

CORN ROW 
He bugged out. 

 
JACK 

How long? 
 

CORN ROW 
Ten, maybe fifteen ago. 
 

JACK 
Alone? 
 

CORN ROW 
Ophelia. Stuck together like dogs in 
heat. 
 

JACK 
Say where? 
 

CORN ROW 
Demo session. Over at Ada's. 
 

Smoke from a burning camper shell envelopes Jack and Corn 
Row.  
 
Jack checks his communication device. We see the flashing 
red dot and coordinates.  
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When the smoke clears, Jack's gone. So's the Shadow. 

INT. QUINN HOUSE - WORK ROOM - LATE MORNING 
 
Molly unravels a section of the completed silk quilt.  
 
The familiar stranger we saw outside the Palace of Fine 
Arts sits beside her loom, his back to us. The red beret 
dangles from one arm of his chair.  
 
In the background, a movie plays on the television. It's 
"Double Indemnity," with Fred MacMurray and Barbara 
Stanwyck. 
 
Beret passes Molly a cigarette. He swats a dangling spider 
and squashes it underfoot. 
 

BERET 
I never liked spiders. Never. I'm 
always running into their webs. 
 

Molly takes the cigarette. 
 

MOLLY 
My Mother would just kill me if she 
caught me smoking. Just kill me. 

 
BERET 

I like your hair.  
 
She smiles and takes a long drag. 
 

MOLLY 
I hated her so much. So much. She 
told me once, she didn't want to hear 
what was going on with my stepfather 
because she didn't know what to do 
about it.  

(takes another drag) 
She said she did the best she could. 
She knew it wasn't enough. So did I. 

 
BERET 

Kiss Sleeping Beauty goodbye, baby. 
Stop resenting what your Mother 
didn't do, or never gave you. Let her 
off the hook. 
 

Molly stubs out the cigarette in an ashtray.  
 
Sealed in the bottom of the ashtray is the picture of a 
tight-faced, miserable-looking woman. A woman we will come 
to know as MOLLY'S MOTHER. 
 

BERET 
I just don't see what you see in that 
kid. 
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MOLLY 

He's kind of cute. 
 

BERET 
You don't need to rob the cradle when 
you can have a real man. 
 

MOLLY 
Up to me, really, isn't it? 

 
Beret picks up the playbook for "Electra." 
 

BERET 
Let's rehearse a little. 

EXT. THE PALACE OF FINE ARTS - LATE MORNING 
 
Jack walks down the sidewalk outside the Palace.  
 
A big-finned Cadillac slides up. The power window slides 
down.  
 

WOMAN'S VOICE (O.S.) 
Got any hard candy, little boy?  

 
Jack leans in. 
 

PANDORA 
If it isn't Aloysius Quinn.  

 
PANDORA opens her legs, flashing a little honey. 
 

JACK 
Close the box, Pandora. 
 

PANDORA 
You can't tell me I don't look good 
enough to eat. 
 

JACK 
Not hungry. 

 
Pandora closes her legs. 
 

PANDORA 
How's my big sister? 
 

JACK 
Going to Africa. Save some more 
souls. 
 

PANDORA 
Holier-than-thou bitch. 
 

JACK 
Religion saved her. 
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PANDORA 

You implying something? 
 

JACK 
Just saying it worked for her. 
 

Pandora slides over to the passenger-side window. She 
covers Jack's hands with hers. 
 

PANDORA 
You could've saved me, Quinn. By 
marrying me instead of her. 
 

JACK 
She asked first. 
 

PANDORA 
Ain't it always the way. 
 

Jack removes her hand. 
 

PANDORA 
How you could love something that 
cold, I'll never know. 
 

JACK 
She needed me. 
 

PANDORA 
Maybe you should be going to Africa. 
 

JACK 
Maybe. 
 

PANDORA 
The streets would've done her if it 
wasn't for you. Your cop friends 
would've found her in a dumpster one 
day. 
 

JACK 
Don't know that what I gave her was 
any better. 
 

PANDORA 
She just didn't know what she had 
till it was gone. 
 

JACK 
Had a son. 
 

PANDORA 
How is that boy of yours? 
 

JACK 
Looking for him. 
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PANDORA 

He lost or something? 
 

JACK 
Or something. 
 

PANDORA 
I'll put the word out. 
 

JACK 
Thanks. 
 

PANDORA 
You ever change your mind about being 
my life preserver, you know where I 
live. 

 
Jack blows her a kiss. 
 

PANDORA 
You're a good man, Quinn. If you'd 
ever stop pushing water uphill. 

 
JACK 

Keep it to yourself. 
 
Jack flashes on another session with his therapist. 

INT. THERAPIST'S OFFICE - DAY (FLASHBACK) 
 
Jack stands beside the pedestal and repaired chalice. 
 

ROBIN 
Are you familiar with Plato's parable 
of the cave, Jack? 

 
JACK 

Not really. 
 

ROBIN 
Picture an underground cave. 

ANIMATION OR LIVE ACTION SEQUENCE 
 
We see what Robin describes.  

 
ROBIN (V.O.) 

At the bottom of the cave are men who 
have been chained there since 
childhood. They are chained in such a 
way that they can only see what is in 
front of them. Behind them, a fire 
burns, and between the fire and the 
prisoners there is a roadway. People 
walk along this road and talk to one 

(MORE) 
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ROBIN (CONT'D) 
another and carry things with them. 
The prisoners only see the shadows of 
those people; shadows thrown by the 
light of the fire on the cave wall in 
front of them. The sounds they hear 
reflecting off the cave wall they 
believe are coming from the shadows. 
If the prisoners were unchained and 
forced to look at the people and 
objects behind them, they would not 
believe they were as real as the 
shadows because the shadows are what 
they know. 

 
JACK 

Your point? 
 

ROBIN 
Don't be deceived by appearances, 
Jack. Don't be fooled by the shadows. 

EXT. THE PALACE OF FINE ARTS - LATE MORNING (PRESENT) 
 
Jack crosses the parking lot. He disarms the car alarm. He 
opens the door to his HumVee. He freezes. 
  

MAN'S VOICE (O.S.) 
Keys. 

 
A MAN presses a small caliber revolver against Jack's 
spine.  
 
A second MAN stands lookout at the back of the Hummer. 
  
Jack drops the keys in Gunman's open palm. 
  

LOOKOUT 
I be damned. You know who we got 
here? 

  
GUNMAN 

Uptown prick with a fancy car. 
  

LOOKOUT 
We got us Jack Quinn, city DA. 

  
GUNMAN 

The Mighty Quinn? No shit. 
 

LOOKOUT 
No shit. 

  
Gunman spins Jack around and frisks him. He finds Jack's 
gun and takes it.  
 
Lookout steps closer. 
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LOOKOUT 

How many times he send you up? 
  

GUNMAN 
Twice. 
 

LOOKOUT 
Same here. 

  
JACK 

Means three strikes don't it, boys. 
  

GUNMAN 
You in no position to threaten 
nobody, Quinn. 

  
LOOKOUT 

Dude didn't cut me no slack, no how. 
Even after I gave it up.  

(to Jack) 
You screwed me, man. Tattooed me to 
the wall. I didn't deserve what you 
gave me. 

  
JACK 

Do the deed, do the time. 
  

GUNMAN 
You one stone cold Mother. Colder 
than a gravestone in January. 

 
LOOKOUT 

Don't get us wrong, Quinn. We respect 
what you do, just not who you do it 
to. You do a good job, and you do it 
well. 

  
Gunman hits him behind the ear. Jack crumples. 
  

GUNMAN 
Too well. 

 
LOOKOUT 

Too bad. 
  

GUNMAN 
Pain and suffering. Man don't know 
shit about pain and suffering. 

  
LOOKOUT 

He will. 
  

GUNMAN 
Goddamn does now. 

  
The men drag Jack into the bushes. Lookout takes Jack's 
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wallet, empties it, and puts it back inside his jacket.  
 
The men get in the HumVee and squeal out of the lot. 

INT. MUNI BUS - NOON 
 
Thomas toys with the fighting ring on his finger. His 
Father's. 
  

THOMAS 
Shrink I was seeing must've said 
something. 

  
OPHELIA 

Please tell me you weren't talking 
stupid some more?  

  
THOMAS 

Was a little pissed, is all. 
  

OPHELIA 
I suppose you threatened to kill him 
again? 

  
THOMAS 

Was joking her. 
  

OPHELIA 
They don't think it's all that funny. 

  
THOMAS 

Humor needs repair.  

EXT. LOMBARD STREET – SAME TIME 
 
As Jack walks, he rubs the lump on his skull.  
 

OPHELIA (V.O.) 
Your Father's just trying to figure 
you out, Tee. That's all. 

  
THOMAS (V.O.) 

Never happen, O, never happen. Long 
as he judges me by himself. 

  
OPHELIA (V.O.) 

Why do you do this? Why? Anyone can 
see you two love each other. 

 
A WOMAN, one of the Driftwood People, walks toward Jack. 
She stops in front of him. She opens her coat. He tenses.  
 
She removes an ashwand and points it at him. 
  

WOMAN 
Never Goldilocks, this life. Never 
just right. 
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A FARTING BEAR lopes down the street. It trails blue 
smoke.  
 

BEAR 
If we weren't all crazy, we'd go 
insane. 

EXT. MARKET STREET - EARLY AFTERNOON 
 
Thomas and Ophelia are bombarded with images and sounds of 
our toxic mass culture.  
 
Songs and commercials blare from boom boxes and car 
speakers. Ads shout for their attention from billboards, 
handbills stuck to plywood walls, the sides of buses, neon 
signs, and storefronts. 
 
We hear the VOICE of Jack's therapist. 
 

ROBIN (V.O.) 
It's a tough world, Jack. Our 
children are being raised by 
appliances. It's a dangerous culture 
they're living in. We need to do 
whatever we can to shelter them and 
help them survive it. 

EXT. LOMBARD STREET – SAME TIME 
 
As Jack passes by, a YOUNG BOY leaps from the bed of a 
pickup into the waiting arms of his FATHER. 

 
ROBIN (V.O.) 

Family is more important now than 
it's ever been. We need to give them 
values, dreams, and hopes. Something 
to live for. If they don't have that, 
if we can't give them that, there's 
no hope. 

 
Jack checks his communication device. The red dot flashes. 

EXT. PRESIDIO – EARLY AFTERNOON 
 
Jack cuts through the old military graveyard. It's a grove 
of stone angels, crosses, pillars, vaults, headstones. 
Cold homes of the ungrateful dead.  
 
Jack passes a funeral. He stops. He overhears two MOURNERS 
– an older man with a military crewcut and a younger man 
leaning on a cane. 
 

CREWCUT  
Swallowed a shotgun. 
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CANE 
Couldn't handle it no more? 
 

CREWCUT 
World had too many things he couldn't 
control. Too many problems he 
couldn't solve. 
 

Jack passes a tall MAN wearing a long, black shroud. His 
face is very pale.  
 
The pale man holds out an hourglass. The sands run out.  
 
A clock bell clangs the hour. 
  

CREWCUT 
Signs were everywhere. It's just no 
use, so what's the point? 
 

CANE 
How'd he get so low? 
 

CREWCUT 
Who knows. No hopes, no dreams, 
maybe. No respect, no meaning. Nobody 
to be with. Take your pick. 

EXT. BART STATION - EARLY AFTERNOON 
 
Jack descends the escalator into BART.  
 
On the platform, KID GUITAR – a local street musician – 
plays a song about Fathers and sons. 
  
Jack drops a hundred dollar bill in the Kid's guitar case. 

INT. BART - CONTINUOUS 
 
Jack walks to the back of the car, moving past rows of 
silent RIDERS locked in their isolation.  
 
The darkness whispers by. 
 
A MAN with a face like a coyote, dressed in kaleidoscopic 
robes and grinning like the devil, parts the sea of 
COMMUTERS and stops before Jack.  
 
Grinning Man offers Jack a shiny, red apple.  
 
Jack takes the apple.  
 
Grinning Man walks away, howling in laughter. 
 
Jack takes a bite. His eyes brighten perceptibly. 
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EXT. MISSION STREET BART STATION - CONTINUOUS 
 
Jack emerges from BART. He blinks against the bright 
daylight. He tosses the apple core in a trash can.  
 
He moves off along Valencia Street.  

EXT. MISSION DOLORES PARK - EARLY AFTERNOON 
 
Jack follows a concrete footpath to the top of a rise. He 
reaches the crest.  
 
Four HISPANIC GANG BANGERS block his way. They're just 
babies. Babies with bad attitudes and sharp knives.  
 
Jack tries to move by them.  
 
The punks close ranks. 
  
The one with the broken nose flips open his knife. 

 
BROKEN NOSE 

Let's carve him a little. 
 

The one wearing gold chains reaches for Jack's coat. 
 

GOLD CHAIN 
Empty his pockets. 
 

The one with the excited bulge in his pants unbuckles his 
belt. 
 

BULGE 
Bend his ass over. 
 

The one with cold steel eyes pulls a grimy Santa Claus hat 
down tight over his narrowed eyes. 
 

COLD EYES 
Let's mess with him a little. 
 

Broken Nose steps closer. 
 

BROKEN NOSE 
Toll crossing, dude. 
 

GOLD CHAIN 
Wallet to pass. 
 

JACK 
Too tired for this.  

(sets his feet) 
Haven't got time— 

 
BROKEN NOSE 

Be nice or you gonna be dead tired. 
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GOLD CHAIN 
Be sweet or you gonna have all the 
time in the world. 

  
BULGE 

Give it up, mi corazon. 
 

COLD EYES 
Empty your pockets, old man. 

 
Jack pulls his wallet from inside his coat. He holds it 
out to Broken Nose and . . . 
 
Drops it.  
 
Gold Chain bends to get it.  
 
Jack kicks him in the face. Then backs away and raises his 
fists, ready to go a few rounds. 
 
Jack flashes on a boxing match. 

INT. BOXING RING - DAY (FLASHBACK) 
 
A younger Jack stands over a fallen FIGHTER.  
 
A TRAINER rolls the man over. He checks his breath, his 
pulse. He looks up at Jack and shakes his head.  
 
The bell rings. 

EXT. MISSION DOLORES PARK - EARLY AFTERNOON (PRESENT) 
 
The gangers move around Jack. 
 

BROKEN NOSE 
Death wish, amigo. 

  
COLD EYES 

Big time. 
  

BULGE 
Worms gonna love your ass, dude. 

  
JACK 

Let's see it, numb nuts. 
  
A BODY flies past Jack and takes out Broken Nose and 
Bulge.  
 
Jack knocks out Gold Chain with a left-right combo. He 
drops Cold Eyes with a gut shot. He turns to the clump of 
bodies rolling on the grass.  
 
Jack's savior breaks free and jumps to his feet. It's 
BILLIE FLYNN, fallen angel. 
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JACK 
Billie boy. Good timing. 

  
BILLIE 

Known for it. 
  
Billie and Jack stand back-to-back. 
  

BILLIE 
Ain't done this since the old Orpheum 
days. 

  
JACK 

Still got it? 
  

BILLIE 
Let them tell us. 

  
The bandidos circle Jack and Billie. 
  
Broken Nose feints with his knife. Gold Chain wraps his 
belt around his fist, buckle out. They move toward Billie.  
 
Bulge slides on a set of brass knuckles. Cold Eyes grabs a 
broken beer bottle. They move toward Jack. 
 
Broken Nose lunges at Billie's belly. Billie grabs his 
knife-arm and snaps the boy's elbow across his knee, 
tearing cartilage and cracking bone. Billie tosses the 
liberated knife into the bushes.  
 
Gold Chain charges, windmilling wildly. Billie breaks his 
nose with a right and his jaw with a left. 
 
Cold Eyes comes at Jack from one side, Bulge from the 
other.  
 
Jack kicks the bottle out of Cold Eyes' hand and delivers 
a series of rapid-fire punches that make the kid's head 
look like a speed bag. Jack drops him gagging with a sharp 
jab to the throat.  
 
Jack kicks Bulge in the nuts, knees him in the face as he 
doubles over, and finishes him with a hard right to the 
temple.  
 
The punks drag their sorry, broken, and bruised butts away 
across the park. 
  
Billie and Jack rub their scraped knuckles. 
  

JACK 
Have to go to confession for this. 

  
BILLIE 

Ex-priests don't do confession. 
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JACK 
Jack Catholics neither. 

  
Billie playfully slaps Jack's cheek. Jack reacts. 
 
Jack picks up his wallet, puts it away and walks off. He 
limps slightly. Billie follows. 
 

BILLIE 
What's up with the limp? 

 
JACK 

Done things over the years I'm paying 
for now. 

 
Jack, looking a little raggedy, forces himself to walk 
without limping. 
  

BILLIE 
What's you doin' out of your comfort 
zone? 

  
JACK 

Kid ran away this morning. 
  

BILLIE 
Anythin' to do with that place in 
Idaho you was gonna send him? 

  
JACK 

Maybe. 
 

 BILLIE 
Too quick for you. 

  
JACK 

Always was. 
  

BILLIE 
Know where he's headed? 

  
JACK 

His Mother's. 
 

BILLIE 
Didn't think they was in touch. 

  
JACK 

Got an address. Think Molly told him. 
  

BILLIE 
He around here somewhere? 
 

JACK  
Rave Club. South of Market. 
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BILLIE 
Where's your wheels. 

  
JACK 

Got jacked.  
(rubs his head)  

Got this. 
  
Billie checks the lump.  
 

BILLIE 
Ouch. 

  
JACK 

Could use someone to cover my back. 
  

BILLIE 
Like the old days? 

  
JACK 

Like the old days. Can I count on 
you? 

  
BILLIE 

Been clean for minutes. 

EXT. MISSION DISTRICT - EARLY AFTERNOON 
 
Billie and Jack wander the barrio, past tacquerias, 
storefronts, panaderias, PANHANDLERS, second-hand stores, 
and lots of bars, where the new immigrants blow their 
hard-earned money. 
  

BILLIE 
What'd he do this time? 

  
JACK 

More than I can take. 
 

BILLIE 
Still the control freak. 
 

JACK 
What parents do. 
  

BILLIE 
Why would you want to? 
  

JACK 
Things I expect him to do. 
 

Jack ducks into an alleyway. He urinates against the wall. 
  

BILLIE 
Expect nothing. Prepare for anything. 
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JACK 
Too new age for me. 
  

BILLIE 
He's a teenager. Whaddya want? 
  

JACK 
A little respect. A little 
consideration. Maybe just do what I 
say. 
  

BILLIE 
We was no different when we was his 
age. 
  

JACK 
Don't know about that. 
  

BILLIE 
Believe me, we was no different. 
  

JACK 
He needed a change of scenery. 
  

BILLIE 
He's not you, Jack. Never will be. 
He's one-of-a-kind. We all got a 
unique talent no one else got. We all 
got a unique way of expressing it no 
one else got. We spend our whole 
lives figuring it out. 
  

JACK 
Bullshit spiritualism. 
  

BILLIE 
It works. 

 
Jack and Billie hear a song.  
 
A CRUCIFIED CHRIST sways around a corner. The cross-
bearers are DOMINICAN MONKS, hoods pulled down over their 
faces. They clutch holy relics. The censers sway and emit 
a thick, ashen smoke.  
 
Behind them comes another procession. A column of 
PENITENTS – young men and women, boys and girls, old men 
and women. Everyone sings. 
 
We hear the VOICE of a man we will come to know as Father 
Fitzgerald. These lines are part of a sermon for a 
Midnight Mass we will hear later. 
 

FATHER FITZGERALD (V.O.) 
Compassion literally means suffering 
with. To suffer with others is the 

(MORE) 
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FATHER FITZGERALD (CONT'D) 
beginning of humanity. Compassion is 
the natural opening of the human 
heart to another human being. 

EXT. SOUTH OF MARKET - EARLY AFTERNOON 
 
Claustrophobic fog, slimy streets, sharp breezes. A 
bright, neon sign sizzles through the mist.  
 
Ada, the newest fifteen minutes on the Rave Club scene, is 
located in San Francisco's renovated warehouse district 
south of Market Street. 

INT. ADA - SAME TIME 
  
It's hot and loud. The decibel level is so high it's gone 
beyond the white noise of no noise.  
 
Santerias, clusters of votive candles, and strings of 
Christmas lights and red chili peppers glow against the 
black tables, floor, and walls. Crucified Santas hang in 
haloes. 
 
Thomas and Ophelia huddle in a dark corner on one side of 
the club. Thomas hands a guitar back to a pock-marked KID.  
 
Pock Mark gives Thomas an exaggerated bow of admiration.  
 
Thomas and Ophelia leave through a back door. 
   
From his pulpit, the JOCK incites the CLUBBERS.  

OTHER SIDE OF THE CLUB 
 
At a far table, Jack and Billie bookend a greasy LONG-HAIR 
wearing a white hockey goalie's mask. Carved into the 
forehead of the mask:  "crypto@oracle.net." 
  
Crypto is a twentysomething nerd who looks like a Smith 
Brother gone digital. He seems in perpetual motion, his 
hands convulsing and eyes darting constantly, probably due 
to the gallons of the caffeinated and sugared drink he's 
been guzzling since they sat down. 
 
All around them swirls the demo party. It's a cross 
between a rave party, computer show, and science fiction 
convention. It's a river of youth and hope, anticipation 
and energy, attitude and abandon. 
 
On a CRT sunk into each table and on flat panel video 
displays around the club, ISIS – a New Age Love Doctor – 
pontificates from her home video studio slash Web site. 
Her subliminal message is barely audible. 
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ISIS (ON DISPLAYS) 
As each one of us heals our own 
feminine and masculine nature, we 
change the consciousness on the 
planet from one of addiction to 
suffering, conflict, and domination 
to a consciousness that recognizes 
the need for affiliation, healing, 
and balance. 

 
CRYPTO 

He was jammin' with some fifteens. 
 

JACK 
Fifteens? 

 
CRYPTO 

You know, wannabes. Flavors of the 
month. Mother sure can play. 

 
JACK 

So they tell me. 
 

ISIS (ON DISPLAYS) 
When we control another human being, 
we suck up their energy. We fill up 
at their expense. The filling up is 
what motivates us. That is what human 
conflict is all about. It's about 
feeling insecure and weak and having 
to steal someone else's energy to 
feel okay. 

 
JACK 

Where'd he go? 
 

CRYPTO 
Stomach was talking to him. 

 
JACK 

Help us out, Crypto. You're around 
the house more than me these days. 
 

CRYPTO 
It's Mex day. Try Blanco's. 
 

BILLIE 
He don't wanna be found. 
 

JACK 
Not his call. 
 

CRYPTO 
He don't like you much, Quinn. Used 
to. Not now. 
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JACK 
He'll get over it. 
 

ISIS (ON DISPLAYS) 
Your future is determined by the 
conscious choices you make every 
moment of your life. There's only one 
choice of the thousands available 
that will make you and those around 
you happy. Your instincts will tell 
you what it is. 
 

CRYPTO 
Got to tell you, though. His heart's 
in the right place. 
 

JACK 
Meaning? 
 

CRYPTO 
Gives blood instead of taking it. 
 

JACK 
Translate. 
 

CRYPTO 
Nothing to translate. I'm saying he 
donates blood. 'Bout every week. 
 

JACK 
Doesn't need the money. 
 

CRYPTO 
Not about that. 
 

BILLIE 
When was the last time you gave, 
Jack? 
 

JACK 
Kiss my ass. 
 

CRYPTO 
Be careful, Quinn. Trouble finds 
angry people when they ain't looking. 
 

ISIS (ON DISPLAYS) 
Sow a thought, reap an action. Sow an 
action, reap a habit. Sow a habit, 
reap a character. Sow a character, 
reap a destiny. That's your karma, my 
friend. Remember, no debt in the 
universe ever goes unpaid. 
 

CRYPTO 
You and Miss Molly still shackin'? 
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JACK 
Maybe, why? 
 

CRYPTO 
No reason. 
 

JACK 
Then don't ask. 

 
Jack and Billie stand. 
 

CRYPTO 
Most of us go to our graves with the 
music still inside us. 

 
JACK 

Windbag. 
 
Jack and Billie leave. 
 

ISIS (ON DISPLAYS) 
A wise person once said the goal of 
the masculine principle is perfection 
while the goal of the feminine 
principle is completion. Men want to 
be perfect. Women want to be 
complete.  

EXT. STREET OUTSIDE ADA'S - CONTINUOUS 
 
Jack and Billie pass a wind organ. It plays ethereal, 
other-worldly music as the wind courses through it.  
 

ISIS (V.O.) 
If you're perfect, you can't be 
complete. You must leave out all the 
imperfections of your nature. If 
you're complete, you can't be 
perfect. Being complete means you 
contain good and evil, right and 
wrong, hope and despair. It may be 
best to be content with something 
less than perfection and something 
less than completion. Perhaps we need 
to be more willing to accept life as 
it is and each of us as we are. 

 
A STREET PERSON shuffles along with his finger held out 
like he's testing the wind's direction. He stops, licks 
his finger, and holds it up. He turns west.  
 

STREET PERSON 
If you resist, it will persist. 
Follow the way of the windflow. Catch 
the wind and sail. Be like the water. 
Flow through the hands of those who 
grab you. 
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He opens an inflated plastic bag. Wind escapes from the 
bag. It hits Jack and Billie, pushing them down a side 
alley. 
 
A bike MESSENGER glides by.  
 

BIKE MESSENGER 
(sings) 

Don't need a weather man to know 
which way the wind blows. 

INT. QUINN HOUSE - GAME ROOM - EARLY AFTERNOON 
 
Molly and Beret play darts. They watch a pro football 
game. They drink shots of tequila. She's letting him win. 
He doesn't know it. 
  

MOLLY 
My real Father was a professor. 
Taught art at San Francisco State. He 
died when I was ten. He used to tell 
me, "You can be anything you want, 
Molly. Just be good at it. Put your 
mind to it. Learn what you need to. 
And go for it." 

  
BERET 

Sounds like a good man. 
  

MOLLY 
She wanted me to be perfect. He was 
happy with complete. 

  
Molly hits the bull's-eye. 
  

MOLLY 
She used to tell me, "That person he 
thinks you can be? She only exists in 
his dreams. When he wakes up, you'll 
be gone. Blown out like a candle." 
When he died, she was right. For a 
while. 

  
BERET 

It's good you're doing this. 
 

MOLLY 
Oh, Jack doesn't like me singing in 
clubs. 

  
BERET 

It's a theater. And a good cause. 
Electra set to music. A benefit for 
AIDS. Should be fun. 
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MOLLY 
He likes to know where I am. All the 
time. 

  
BERET 

And who you're with? 
  

Molly picks up a dart. 
  

BERET 
If you've got a problem, I can help 
you get rid of it. No big deal. 

  
She gives him a look of intrigued surprise.  
 

MOLLY 
Best seven out of ten? 

EXT. BLANCO'S CANTINA - EARLY AFTERNOON 
 
Jack and Billie approach the cantina.  
 
Jack checks his communication device. No red dot.  
 
A cloud crosses the sun.  

INT. BLANCO'S CANTINA - CONTINUOUS 
 
Jack and Billie scan the room.  
 
PEOPLE devour their food like it was their last meal, 
eating like pigs slopping at the trough.  
 
Billie grabs a pickled jalapeño pepper from a dish on the 
counter and pops it into his mouth. 
 

JACK 
(about the place) 

Gross. 
 

BILLIE 
(about the pepper) 

Actually, it's pretty good. 
 
A YOUNG WOMAN and MAN sit together in a shadowy booth. She 
slips beneath the table. He smiles. 
 

JACK 
Worse than cannibals. 
 

BILLIE 
Just hungry. 
 

JACK 
He's not here. We lost him. Let's go. 
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BILLIE 
Run long enough, Jack, you'll run 
into yourself. 

 
Jack cuts him a hard look. 
 

JACK 
You always talk like that? 
 

BILLIE 
Must be you. 
 

JACK 
Should call Molly. 

 
Jack turns to leave. He bumps into a well-dressed WOMAN. 
 

JESSIE 
Quinn the Eskimo. Thought I felt a 
cold wind. 

 
JACK 

Long time, Jessie. Slumming? 
 

JESSIE 
Long time, long time indeed. Lots of 
blood under the bridge. 
 

JACK 
How've you been. 
 

JESSIE 
Lonely since you stopped leaving your 
boots under my bed. 
 

JACK 
Couldn't be helped. 

 
JESSIE 

Big shot couldn't afford to drop a 
dime? 
 

JACK 
Was awkward. 
 

JESSIE 
Too bad. People want to like you, 
Jack. They really do. That wall's 
just too damned high. 
 

JACK 
We were just leaving. 

 
JESSIE 

Faith no more. That's always been 
you, Jack. Not in people. Not in the 
world. Not in anything. 
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JACK 

Nothing's changed.  
 

JESSIE 
Tough to live that way, you know. 
Very tough. 
 

JACK 
Nothing I can do. That's just the way 
it is. 
 

JESSIE 
If you're tired of who you are, do 
something about it. Change it. Life 
has a reason. Find it. 

 
JACK 

Like I said, we were just leaving. 
 

JESSIE 
Hey, Mr. Bill. 
 

BILLIE 
Hey, back. 
 

JESSIE 
You two God damned choir boys. 
Friends for life. 
 

BILLIE 
Way it works. 
 

Jessie grabs Jack's arm.  
 

JESSIE 
How's the girlfriend? 
 

JACK 
Fine. 
 

JESSIE 
She'll never give you what I gave 
you. None of them will. 

 
Jack tries to edge by. Jessie places her middle finger 
against his chest. 
 

JESSIE 
What's the hurry? 
 

JACK 
Business. 

 
JESSIE 

Lose something? 
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JACK 
What makes you say that? 
 

JESSIE 
Just saw someone you know. 
 

JACK 
Talk to him? 
 

JESSIE 
A little. 
 

JACK 
He okay? 
 

JESSIE 
Body, yeah. Spirit, not so good. 
Amazing how many lives one man can 
screw up. 

 
JACK 

Don't have that kind of power. 
 

JESSIE 
Sure you do, sure you do. Tell me 
something. You love him? 
 

JACK 
He's my son. 
 

JESSIE 
What's that got to do with it? 
 

JACK 
He's all . . . I care about my son. 
 

JESSIE 
Love means helping the one you love 
get what they want. Even if it means 
losing them. Can you do that, Jack? 

 
JACK 

Don't . . . want to lose him. 
 

JESSIE 
Can't stop that. He will be his own 
man. That's a good thing. That you 
can keep. 
 

JACK 
Where was he headed? 
 

JESSIE 
Date with God. 

 
Jack brushes past her. Billie follows. 
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JESSIE 
You're welcome. 

EXT. STREET OUTSIDE BLANCO'S - CONTINUOUS 
 
A BLIND BOY stands at the curb. Jack approaches, hesitates 
a moment, walks up, touches his sleeve, and leads the boy 
across the street.  
 

BLIND BOY 
Go slower, arrive sooner. 

 
The communication device sounds. Jack checks the flashing 
red dot and coordinates. 
 
Down the street, the KING OF CLUBS ascends a staircase.  
 

QUEEN OF HEARTS 
Freedom doesn't mean much if you 
can't do anything with it.  

 
The QUEEN OF HEARTS dives into the rabbit's hole. 
 
Jack hails a cab. 

EXT. UNITED NATIONS PLAZA - AFTERNOON 
 
Thomas and Ophelia work their way through the shantytown 
of STREET PEOPLE, ADDICTS, and THROWAWAYS. 
 

THOMAS 
He's choking me. 
 

OPHELIA 
He's your Father. 
 

THOMAS 
Why can't he let me be me? 
 

OPHELIA 
He really thinks he's doing what's 
best for you. 
 

THOMAS 
Right. Controlling me. Keeping me 
from my Mom. Making me into him. 
That's what's best for me? 
 

OPHELIA 
He can be hard, I know. 
 

THOMAS 
He's not a Marine anymore. My life 
isn't his personal boot camp. 
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OPHELIA 
Maybe he just doesn't want you to 
make the same mistakes. 
 

THOMAS 
That's up to me. 
 

OPHELIA 
Not till you leave home. For good. 
 

THOMAS 
Already gone. 
 

OPHELIA 
You ever told him how you feel? 
 

THOMAS 
Never listens. 
 

OPHELIA 
Ever try? 
 

THOMAS 
What's the point? 
 

OPHELIA 
Never tried, never know, right? 
 

THOMAS 
Be a monologue. Not a dialogue. 
 

OPHELIA 
How do you know what he's going to 
say if you never talk? 
 

THOMAS 
Would he die to protect me? 
 

OPHELIA 
I don't know. 
 

THOMAS 
My Mother would. 
 

OPHELIA 
Are you sure? 
 

THOMAS 
Absolutely. 
 

OPHELIA 
Tee, find your Father. 

EXT. ST MARY'S CATHEDRAL - AFTERNOON 
 
Jack and Billie exit the cab in front of the cathedral.  
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Jack opens his wallet to pay. It's empty. Billie pays. 
 
Billie leads the way as they climb the stairs.  
 
On the left grows a fig tree. At its base is a black 
fountain. It swirls like a whirlpool. 
 
On the right is a granite wall. Carved in bas relief is a 
cave. Protruding from the cave is a six-necked monster. 
Each head devours a man. 
 
Billie and Jack skirt the fountain and hug the granite 
wall alongside the staircase.  
 
The GHOST of Jack's Father, Asa Otto Quinn, appears before 
him.  
 
Billie continues to ascend the stairs. 
 

ASA OTTO 
I never wanted you to be like me. I 
wanted you to be different. To break 
the mold. Do something that made a 
difference. 

 
JACK 

(whispers) 
Wanted your approval more than 
anything in the world. 
 

ASA OTTO 
Didn't want it to come too easy. 
There were hoops. 
  

JACK 
Was afraid of failing, of not 
measuring up. Of—  
 

ASA OTTO 
What if? What if? You know, Jack, 
regret is a powerful thing. It can 
paralyze you if you let it. I've 
lived my whole life with a plague of 
doubts. Look where it's got me. I 
didn't want that to happen to you.  
 

Asa Otto walks away. He stops and turns back toward Jack. 
 

ASA OTTO 
Dreams are all we've got. Regrets are 
what we live with. No more hiding 
behind memories, Jack. No more 
blaming others. No more regrets. No 
more waiting for "some day," because 
today's all we've got. This, here and 
now. 
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Asa Otto fades away. 

INT. ST. MARY'S CATHEDRAL - SANCTUARY - CONTINUOUS 
 
Billie enters. Jack follows, glancing back over his 
shoulder. 
 

JACK 
(to himself) 

Religion, whiskey, and ghosts. 'Tis 
grand being Irish. 

  
The church and community CHOIR rehearse The Messiah. 
  

FATHER FITZGERALD 
Ah, my two favorite dark angels.  

 
FATHER FITZGERALD embraces Billie. He reaches to hug Jack. 
Jack takes his hand and shakes it. 
  

FATHER FITZGERALD 
Haven't seen the Quinns in church for 
years. Today, I've seen all three. I 
feel truly blessed. 

  
JACK 

How's Maureen? 
  

FATHER FITZGERALD 
Self-sufficient, focused, and 
determined as ever. 

  
JACK 

When's she leave for Africa? 
  

FATHER FITZGERALD 
Tomorrow. 
  

JACK 
That's not enough time. 
  

FATHER FITZGERALD 
It will be. 
  

JACK 
What was Thomas doing here? He 
doesn't believe in God. 
  

FATHER FITZGERALD 
He wanted me to hear his confession. 
  

JACK 
That's new. 
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FATHER FITZGERALD 
Not really. He's been coming 
regularly for over a year. Finally 
learning his catechism. 
  

JACK 
Didn't know. 
  

FATHER FITZGERALD 
There are many things you don't know 
about your son, Jack. He wants to 
come home to the church. 
  

BILLIE 
The son of Jack Quinn the Jack 
Catholic returnin' to the fold. 
  

FATHER FITZGERALD 
He's been singing and playing with 
the choir. He's very talented. Quite 
spiritual. 
  

BILLIE 
Got a good soul. 
  

FATHER FITZGERALD 
A little lost. He's searching. Almost 
desperately. 
  

BILLIE 
Aren't we all. 

  
FATHER FITZGERALD 

We have to search to learn there is 
no search. 
  

Jack tilts his head toward Billie. 
  

JACK 
Sounding like him.  
 

BILLIE 
Padre taught me everything I know. 
  

FATHER FITZGERALD 
Are you familiar with the Native 
American "Giveaway Ceremony," Jack?  

 
Father Fitzgerald motions them to sit.  
 
Reluctantly, they do. 
  

FATHER FITZGERALD 
On a regular basis, members of the 
tribe give things away. They give up 
what they no longer need. It is a way 

(MORE) 
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FATHER FITZGERALD (CONT'D) 
for them to appreciate what they 
have. They feel if they freely give 
away, they will freely receive. 
  

JACK 
Have nothing to give. 
  

FATHER FITZGERALD 
But, so much to get. 
  

JACK 
Don't need anything. 
  

FATHER FITZGERALD 
You need to appreciate what you have. 
  

JACK 
He's going home to his Mother. 
  

FATHER FITZGERALD 
I know. 

  
JACK 

You tell him where she is. 
  

FATHER FITZGERALD 
He's known for a while. 
  

JACK 
Will she welcome him? 
  

FATHER FITZGERALD 
He's her only son. 

 
The choir finishes singing.  
 
The Father takes both men by the hand.  
 

FATHER FITZGERALD 
It is wise of God to shield children 
from the harsh truths of the real 
world. If they knew what was in store 
for them, they would never leave 
their Mother's womb. 

EXT. ST. MARY'S CATHEDRAL - CONTINUOUS 
 
Jack and Billie descend the stairs. They turn up Geary 
Street. 
  

BILLIE 
God is dog spelled backwards. That 
ever strike you as ironic? 

  
JACK 

Only you would think of that. 
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BILLIE 

I hated the church. 
  

JACK 
Know that.  

EXT. GEARY STREET - EMPTY LOT – AFTERNOON 
 
Jack and Billie walk past an empty lot. Lying there is a 
rusted, red Radio Flyer wagon. 
 
Beyond it, the ghost of Jack's Father stares back at his 
son. 
 
Jack flashes on a moment from Thomas' childhood. 

EXT. QUINN HOUSE - STREET - DAY (FLASHBACK) 
 
A child Thomas rides his first bicycle. Jack runs 
alongside. A concerned Maureen watches from a distance. 
 

ASA OTTO (V.O.) 
You want to know the hardest part of 
raising children? Teaching them to 
ride a bike. You can run alongside. 
You can yell warnings. They're still 
going to fall. They need support and 
freedom all at the same time.  
 

JACK (V.O.) 
(to himself) 

Will the rest of their lives. 

EXT. GEARY STREET - EMPY LOT - AFTERNOON (PRESENT) 
 
Billie stares at Jack who stares at the wagon. 
 

JACK  
Just realized something. My boy's 
just like me. 

EXT. GEARY STREET - AFTERNOON 
 
Jack and Billie pass a storefront.  
 
"Sam Spade, Private Investigator" is painted on the 
smudged Bay window.  
 
The words frame a thin, gray-haired, distinguished-
looking, bespectacled MAN. He sits alone at his desk. He 
smokes. He knocks back a shot of whiskey. He turns to look 
out the window. He makes eye contact with Jack.  
 
Jack hears his own words. 
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JACK (V.O.) 
Sure, I trust people. Until they give 
me a reason not to. 
 

The thin man transforms into NARCISSUS, gazing transfixed 
at his own reflection in a pond. 
 
An ambulance sirens by. Jack locks eyes with the DYING MAN 
inside. 

EXT. QUINN HOUSE - GARDEN - AFTERNOON  
 
Molly leads a tall, dark WOMAN out the back door and 
across the patio. Molly glances back over her shoulder.  
 
Beret turns away from the window.  
 
Molly and her friend pass through the arbor into the 
garden, through the portal and into the hothouse.  

INT. HOTHOUSE - CONTINUOUS 
 
It is filled with exotic orchids. 
  

DARK FRIEND 
They're beautiful. So exotic. So 
fragile. 
  

MOLLY 
Too much attention or too little, and 
they'll wither. It's a fine line, you 
see. A very fine line. 
  

DARK FRIEND 
Don't give up on Jack, Molly. He'll 
take care of you. 
  

MOLLY 
Gee, I don't actually need that. Or 
really want it. 
  

DARK FRIEND 
You can't do it on your own. 
  

MOLLY 
I've done it before, you know. 
  

DARK FRIEND 
He needs you. 
  

MOLLY 
They drown me in their needs. 
  

DARK FRIEND 
Jack can protect you. 
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MOLLY 
It's still a man's world. We're here 
for them. To feed them, soothe them, 
screw them, dress them. It's all 
about the man. 
  

DARK FRIEND 
We're nothing without them. 

  
MOLLY 

They use me up. 
  

DARK FRIEND 
Not all of them do. 
  

MOLLY 
From where I sit, they're all the 
same.  

 
Molly looks back at the window where Beret stood. 
  
Molly caresses one of the orchids. 
 

MOLLY 
I can't do enough. They scream for 
more. All of them. The kids, the 
husband, the others. I want to make 
them happy, but it's so hard. They 
always want more. What about me? I 
deserve more. I want more. I need 
more than their leftovers. 

  
DARK FRIEND 

Take what you can get. 
  

MOLLY 
I had a dream not long ago. I was 
swimming in the ocean. I see all 
these other women floating around me. 
They're waving to me.  
 

Molly snaps the head off of one of the orchids. 
 

MOLLY 
Suddenly, I realize. They're not 
waving. They're drowning. 

EXT. POLK STREET - AFTERNOON 
 
Jack and Billie get off the Muni bus in the heart of Polk 
Street Gulch, a collection of bars, restaurants, stores, 
and other attractions owned, operated, and frequented by 
gays and lesbians. 
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BILLIE 
Kick Prince Charmin' in the balls. 
Stop blamin' yourself for everythin', 
especially what happened to her. 

 
JACK 

Get off my back. 
  
A one-legged SAILOR hobbles by. He makes a point of moving 
outside a lamppost.  

 
SAILOR 

(mutters to himself) 
It's a dark and dangerous labyrinth. 
A tangled web we weave. There's no 
turning back.  
 

He spins around and talks back to himself.  
 

SAILOR 
Don't look back, someone might be 
gaining on you. 

 
Jack flashes on another session with his therapist. 

INT. THERAPIST'S OFFICE - DAY (FLASHBACK) 
 
Jack touches the collection of stone eggs on shelves in 
the lighted bookcase. 
 

JACK 
Truth be told, I'm a little jealous 
of him. He's so easy, so accepting, 
so forgiving. So likeable. 

 
ROBIN 

So unlike you. 
 

JACK 
So much for opening up. 

  
ROBIN 

Did you know, it takes years for a 
grapevine to mature enough to produce 
the kind of grapes that will make a 
fine wine? When a man plants a vine, 
he does it for his children. It takes 
so long for that vine to grow, he 
knows he can never hope to benefit 
himself. He knows his son will some 
day reap the fruit of his labor. 
 

Jack takes one of the stone eggs in his left hand. 
 

JACK 
She's seeing someone. 
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ROBIN 
You sure? 

 
JACK 

Can smell it on her. 
 

ROBIN 
I'd get a little more proof than 
that. 
 

JACK 
She's up to something. 
 

ROBIN 
That's a bit paranoid, don't you 
think? 
 

JACK 
Keep seeing myself face down, 
bleeding. There's two voices 
laughing. They leave me there. 

EXT. POLK STREET - AFTERNOON (PRESENT) 
 
Jack and Billie pass an alley. They hear the sounds of a 
struggle.  
 
A female voice pleads, whimpers, and is slapped silent.  

EXT. ALLEY - CONTINUOUS 
 
Jack and Billie enter the dark alley.  
 
At the far end, three MEN surround a young WOMAN. One of 
the men, wearing bottle-bottom thick glasses, and another, 
with a pencil-thin mustache, hold her down. The third, 
sporting thin sideburns, unzips his pants. 
  
Billie drop-kicks Sideburns in the back of the head, 
knocking him down.  
 
Jack grabs two trash can lids and crashes them up 
alongside the head of Four Eyes.  
 
Mustache assumes a fighting stance.  
 
Billie does the same.  
 
There is a moment of recognition as each sizes up the 
other.  
 
Jack and Billie exchange glances, then look back at 
Mustache. 
  

MUSTACHE 
Lejeune? 
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BILLIE 
Pendleton. 
  

JACK 
Parris Island. 
  

MUSTACHE 
Semper Fi. 
  

JACK 
Hu-rar, asshole. 
  

MUSTACHE 
We don't have to do this, Gyrene. 

  
BILLIE 

Aye, we do. 
  
Sideburns tries to stand. Jack hits him hard on the jaw.  
 
Four Eyes raises his hands in surrender and backs away.  
 
The woman moves behind Jack. 
  

BILLIE 
You know, it takes two to tango, 
boys. 
  

MUSTACHE 
She was asking for it. 
  

BILLIE 
Didn't sound like it to me. 
  

MUSTACHE 
You see the way she's dressed? Nobody 
dresses like that less they want it. 

  
BILLIE 

Think you was readin' between the 
lines. 
  

MUSTACHE 
You really want to do this? 
  

BILLIE 
Got no choice. 

 
Four Eyes, Sideburns, the woman, and Jack form a ragged 
circle around the two fighters. 
 
Billie and Mustache grin at each other.  
 
Mustache fakes a right, jabs with his left, and catches 
Billie in the face. It jars Billie.  
 
Mustache fakes another right and jabs left. Billie half 
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blocks it, but is still staggered.  
 
Billie bum-rushes. Mustache kicks him in the ribs. Billie 
slams into a car. 
 
Mustache grabs Billie's hair. And smashes his forehead 
against the car. 
 
Billie backhands Mustache across the face. Mustache spins 
and falls. Snot and blood fly. Mustache shakes the cobwebs 
out of his head.  
 
Billie crouches low, smiling and moving. 
 
Mustache launches into Billie with a flurry of punches. 
Several land.  
 
Billie stumbles back. It looks like he might even go down.  
 
Mustache cocks his arm.  
 
Billie charges. He head-butts Mustache hard in the face, 
knocking him back. Billie fakes left and puts everything 
into one big right uppercut. It connects.  
 
Mustache lands on the asphalt. Dazed, blood trickles from 
the corner of his mouth.  
 
Billie waits in silhouette, the open sky above him. 
 
Mustache gets up and moves toward Billie. He swings punch 
drunkenly.  
 
Billie ducks, comes up hard with all he's got, and gets 
Mustache under the chin.  
 
Mustache sails up and back. He slams into a wall and 
slumps to the ground. Down and out. 
 
Four Eyes and Sideburns lift Mustache from the ground and 
limp away.  

EXT. POLK STREET - CONTINUOUS 
 
Jack, Billie, and the woman follow the Marines out of the 
alley and into the street. 
 
A Salvation Army BELL RINGER clangs his bell. A PASSERBY 
drops coins in his kettle.   
 

BELL RINGER 
Bless you. 

  
It's the tall, pale-faced man dressed in black from the 
Presidio graveyard. 
 
Jack puts his coat around the woman's shoulders. 
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JACK 

Live around here,—?  
  

JUNE 
June. I was meeting some girlfriends 
at a café near here. 

  
JACK 

Let's get you cleaned up. 
  
June kisses Jack and Billie on the cheek. 
  

BILLIE 
That's a past life I wanna forget. 

  
JACK 

Didn't forget any moves. 
  

BILLIE 
Hated goin' there, man. That 
blindness.  

(shivers)  
Obey orders. Do whatever it takes. 
The law of the pack. Can't stand it. 
  

JACK 
Needed it once. For a while. Long 
time ago. 
  

BILLIE 
(sarcastic) 

And they're protectin' our freedom. 
  

JACK 
That's what he was doing with his 
pants down, all right. 

EXT. BERMUDA TRIANGLE NIGHTCLUB - AFTERNOON 
 
A door shaped like an upside-down triangle leads inside 
"The Bermuda Triangle." 
 
Jack, June, and Billie enter. 

INT. BERMUDA TRIANGLE NIGHTCLUB - CONTINUOUS 
 
The café is as cozy as a communal hot tub. It's packed 
with WOMEN. Nothing but women. It's decorated for 
Christmas.  
 
The room is cluttered with sacred and profane images of 
woman as Mother, whore, and virgin.  
 
Around a piano, women sing Christmas Carols.  
 
Jack and June sit at a table. June returns Jack's coat.  
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Billie goes to the men's room.  
 
Jack stares at the bottles of booze behind the bar. He 
sees himself in the bar mirror. He looks like something 
the cat might have drug in. 
  

JUNE 
He makes me itchy. 
  

JACK 
Doesn't go that way. 
  

JUNE 
What a terrible waste of sin. 
  

JACK 
He'd disagree. 
  

JUNE 
How can people treat people like 
that? 
  

JACK 
You meant nothing to them. They were 
just horny for it. 
  

JUNE 
That make it okay? 
  

JACK 
Guess not. 
  

JUNE 
Guess not. I could be your Mother, 
your wife, your daughter. How'd you 
feel then? 
 

JACK 
They'd be dead. 

  
Billie returns with some wet and dry paper towels. He 
cleans June's scrapes and bruises. She surrenders to him. 
  

JUNE 
To you, we can only be one of three 
things. The Mother of your children. 
The temptress. Or, the daughter. 
Madonna, whore, or virgin. We're all 
that. And none. 
  

BILLIE 
Not all of us feel that way. 
  

JUNE 
You're no different. 
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Jack removes a picture of Thomas from his pocket. He shows 
her. 
 

JUNE 
Handsome boy. 
  

JACK 
Ever seen him? 
 

JUNE 
Actually, yeah, sometimes. Around the 
strip clubs in North Beach. 
 

JACK 
Knew it. 
 

JUNE 
Knew what? 
 

JACK 
Up to no good. 

 
JUNE 

If "no good" means collecting food 
for the homeless, then he's as bad as 
they come. 
 

BILLIE 
Can't trust that boy. Always changin' 
things up. 
 

JACK 
Sure that's what he's doing? 
 

JUNE 
I've got some girlfriends who work 
those places. They love him. Give him 
anything he wants. 
 

JACK 
Anything? 
 

JUNE 
Leftovers, Dad, just leftovers. 

 
Jack flashes on another session with his therapist. 

INT. THERAPIST'S OFFICE - DAY (FLASHBACK) 
 
Jack and Thomas sit facing Robin. 
 

JACK 
The boy done all right that day.  

 
Jack doesn't look at Thomas when he says this. 
 



60. 

ROBIN 
Tell him, Jack. Tell him. 

 
Thomas turns a hopeful face toward his Father. 
 

ROBIN 
Every boy would like to think his 
Father would die to protect him. 

 
Jack stares straight ahead. 
 

ROBIN 
Seems we always hurt the ones we 
love, Jack. The ones that matter most 
of all. 

 
JACK 

Playing the same old tapes. 
 

ROBIN 
Then you're not hearing me. 
 

JACK 
Then you're not saying anything. 
 

ROBIN 
You're hearing the tapes you want to 
hear, not the ones I'm playing. 
 

JACK 
Whatever. 
 

ROBIN 
Use love to fill the space you fill 
with control. Use compassion to fill 
the space you fill with rage. Use 
forgiveness to fill the space you 
fill with expectations. Use hope to 
fill the space you fill with fear. 
 

JACK 
This is such bullshit. 

 
Thomas turns away from his Father and stares at the hoop 
haloing Robin's head. 
 

ROBIN 
It's not a matter of winning and 
losing. It's all about being in the 
game. It's about the dance. You don't 
dance just to get to the other side 
of the floor. Enjoy the dance, Jack. 
Share it. Live life, don't just 
endure. 
 

Jack gets up and leaves. 
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INT. QUINN HOUSE - KITCHEN - AFTERNOON (PRESENT) 
 
Molly sets a plate of food in front of Beret.  
 
Beret gestures that he's filled to the brim. He slides the 
plate off to the side of the table. He grabs for her.  
 
She steps just out of reach.  
 
He slaps her butt. 
 

MOLLY (V.O.) 
They're so selfish, you know. We're 
not allowed to think about ourselves. 
We're nice, polite, and agreeable. 
"Oh, I don't care," we say. "Anything 
you want to do." In our heart, we're 
raging at them. About lost time, 
betrayals, and helplessness. 
 

Molly removes a fat, thick sausage from its package and 
slices it in half with a butcher knife. 

INT. QUINN HOUSE - WORK ROOM - AFTERNOON 
 
Molly and Beret watch the end of "Double Indemnity." 
  

MOLLY (V.O.) 
We're aching inside. Aching to be 
held, reassured. Aching. 

 
Molly and Beret rehearse a song from "Electra." 
 

MOLLY (V.O.) 
We put a cap on our hearts because 
there's just too much to say. We feel 
safe where we are and don't want to 
rock the boat. You know what we want 
above all else? Do you know? Power 
over our own lives. 

 
Molly unravels the silk quilt she's been laboring over.  
 
Beret stubs out his cigarette. He stands. He walks behind 
her. He touches her shoulder.  
 
She shrugs him off and continues to work.  
 
He walks away. 

EXT. NORTH BEACH - THE GRAIL STRIP CLUB - LATE AFTERNOON 
 
The Grail is a strip slash karaoke bar on Columbus Street. 

INT. THE GRAIL STRIP CLUB - CONTINUOUS 
 
WOMEN dance and serve drinks. 
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MEN and WOMEN watch and take turns singing.  
 
Stylized, art deco bears and deers cover the walls. Neon 
circles blaze behind each stage. Artificial holly, ivy, 
and tinsel bedeck the walls.  
 
A young BLIND MAN tunes the piano. 
  
Jack, June, and Billie sit at a table where they can see 
the patrons, the employees, and the doors. 
  
Billie picks at the red triangle on the label of his Bass 
ale. Jack stares at the bottle. 
  

BILLIE 
Just give her the ring. It don't mean 
you got to marry her, for God's sake. 
It's just a symbol. 
  

JACK 
Been thinking about it. Not that 
easy. There's some problems. 
  

JUNE 
I say it means something. 
  

BILLIE 
I say shit or get off the pot, pal. 
  

JACK 
We love women. We marry women. We 
spend our entire lives with them. 
They never understand who we really 
are. We go to our graves with a 
handful of people really knowing who 
we are. Most of them are men. 
  

JUNE 
We can say the same about you. 

  
Jack looks around the bar, searching for his son. He scans 
the faces of the MEN and WOMEN feasting on the STRIPPERS. 
  

JACK 
What's the appeal? Don't get it. 
  

JUNE 
You never had to beg for it. 

  
Jack checks the communication device. It's blank. He 
smacks it. Still nothing. He pulls some replacement 
batteries from his coat pocket and . . . 
  
Three young, blonde FOLKSINGERS sing a sad, siren's song. 
Identical, Mary Travers blonde hair cascades down their 
shoulders and over their breasts. Their song is haunting, 
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melancholic. It's a song about lost love.  
 
The noisy room quiets. The dancers stop moving. The 
bartenders stop pouring. The waiters stop busing. The 
patrons stop drinking. All eyes are on the singers, all 
ears tuned to their mournful, seductive song.  
 
Jack is especially caught in their web. He covers his 
ears. He can't take his eyes off the women. But, he seems 
afraid of their song.  
 
June gently removes his hands.  
 
Jack looks at her, then turns back to the singers.  
 
The singers finish and the room is quiet. Suddenly, it 
bursts into applause, shouting, and whistling.  
 
Jack claps the hardest. You can tell by the look on his 
face that he's deeply moved by their performance. 
  

JUNE 
Your son has that kind of power.  
 

BILLIE 
Got a voice like an angel. With 
nothin' left to lose. 
 

JUNE 
Talent on Mom or Dad's side of the 
family? 
  

BILLIE 
Judge for yourself. 
  

Billie shoves Jack.  
 

JACK 
Wouldn't look right. 

  
BILLIE 

If they already know you, they know 
you. If they don't, whaddya care? 
You'll never see 'em again. 
  

JUNE 
Come on, Jack. If you've got a 
different side, I'd like to see it. 
  

JACK 
Don't sing anymore. 
  

JUNE 
Your Mother like your voice? 
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BILLIE 
Loved it. Made her cry. Sang for her 
all the time. Sang at her funeral. 
  

JUNE 
Sing for your Mother, Jack. 
  

BILLIE 
And your son. 

  
Billie yanks Jack to his feet and pushes him toward the 
stage. 
  
As Jack ascends the stage to pick a song, Billie slides 
his chair closer to June's. 
  

BILLIE 
Each person is born with a reason for 
livin'. Life is a quest to find it. 
  

JUNE 
What's his? 
  

BILLIE 
To forgive his Father and forgive 
himself. To free his son and free 
himself. 

  
JUNE 

His son's? 
  

BILLIE 
Change the world with his music. 
  

JUNE 
Yours? 
  

BILLIE 
Show 'em the way. Give a little nudge 
from time to time. 

  
Jack sings a song about coming of age, separation, Fathers 
and sons.  
 
Jack finishes singing. There's not a dry eye in the house. 
Including his son's.  
 
Thomas has been watching it all from a dark table inside a 
curtained alcove at the back of the room near the bar. 
  
Jack returns and sits at his table. 
  
June toys with some sugar spilled on the table. She forms 
it in the shape of a circle. 
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JUNE 
Bring balance into your life, Jack. 
And you'll never lose anyone. Ever 
again. 

  
Jack slides the replacement batteries into place. The 
communication device comes to life. It sounds. The red dot 
pulses. 
  

JACK 
He's here. Somewhere.  
 

Jack stands and looks around. 

BACK OF THE BAR  
 
The alcove where Thomas was sitting is empty. The curtain 
moves. The door to the kitchen swings back and forth. 
  
Jack crosses to the bar. He shows the BARTENDER the 
picture. June and Billie follow. 
  

JACK 
Seen him? 
  

BARTENDER 
Not today. Just started my shift. 
  

JACK 
He around much? 
  

BARTENDER 
Some. 
  

BLONDE SIREN 
Couple times a week. 

 
One of the BLONDE SIRENS slides into the chair next to 
Jack.  
 
June and the Siren size each other up. They silently 
recognize and approve of each other's mission.  
 

BLONDE SIREN 
Picks up food. Hands it out to the 
street people. 
  

JACK 
You know him? 
  

BLONDE SIREN 
We've talked. Good kid. Killer voice. 

  
JACK 

Seen him tonight? 
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BLONDE SIREN 
Was just here.  
 

She looks down the bar at the empty alcove.  
 

BLONDE SIREN 
Was over there. Looks like he's 
split. 

  
Jack throws some money on the bar. He dashes out the front 
door. 

INT. QUINN HOUSE - GARDEN HOTHOUSE - LATE AFTERNOON 
 
Molly stares at an orchid nestled inside an ornate stone 
pot. A dragon encircles the pot. It speaks to her in the 
VOICE of her Father/Jack/Beret. 
  

FATHER/JACK/BERET 
Yes, Molly. You can do anything you 
want. As long as it's what we want. 

  
Molly reaches up and touches the clear, Plexiglas roof. 
  

MOLLY 
(to herself) 

The king must die. 

EXT. THE GRAIL STRIP CLUB - LATE AFTERNOON 
 
Outside the bar, Jack looks up and down Columbus Street. 
No Thomas. He checks the communication device.  
 
The red dot moves quickly away.  
 
June and Billie join him.  
 
Jack takes off.  
 
June and Billie follow and finally catch up with him.  
 
They pass two PUNKS beating the shit out of each other.  
 
Billie slows. 
  

JACK 
What's the point? They'll be at it 
again tomorrow. 

  
Billie cuts him a look. 

EXT. COLUMBUS STEET - CONTINUOUS  
 
Jack, June, and Billie approach a police substation. They 
pass a double-parked florist's van, hazard lights 
flashing.  
 



67. 

Jack nods to some BEAT COPS.  
 
A MAN staggers toward them, head down.  
 
Jack grabs him and pushes him against a building. 
  

JACK 
Hey shit-for-brains. 
  

CRACKHEAD 
Hey, Quinn.  
 

The man smiles stupidly back at Jack. 
  

JACK 
Feeling good? 
  

CRACKHEAD 
Very. 

  
JACK 

Thought you got in a program. 
  

CRACKHEAD 
Never thanked you for that. Thanks, 
but I didn't much like the coffee. 

  
Crackhead makes eye contact with Billie. Silent 
recognition. 
  

JACK 
Got a minute? 
  

CRACKHEAD 
All the time in the world. 

  
Jack shows Crackhead the photo of Thomas.  
 

JACK 
Seen him? 

  
Crackhead focuses his eyes on the picture.  
 

CRACKHEAD 
Some runaway? 
  

JACK 
None of your business. 
  

JUNE 
His son. 
 

JACK 
Seen him? 
  

CRACKHEAD 
Can't say as I have. 
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JACK 

You see him, tell him Quinn's looking 
for him. 

  
CRACKHEAD 

Sure thing. 
  

JACK 
Yeah, what's that?  

 
Jack lets Crackhead go.  
 
Jack, June, and Billie move away toward the front of the 
police substation.  
 
Crackhead stumbles away down the street. He passes the 
van.  
 
The van explodes.  
 
The blast knocks everyone within a half block around to 
the ground. Windows shatter. Car and security alarms 
blare. Dogs bark. 
  
Jack and Billie help June to her feet. She's a little 
dazed, but fine.  
 
Jack bleeds slightly from the side of his face.  
 
Billie's left shoulder sits at a cock-eyed angle. 
  

BILLIE 
Somethin's not right here. 

  
Jack looks at him. He lays Billie gently down on his back 
on the ground, puts his foot on his chest, and yanks his 
arm back into place.  
 
Billie stands and checks his arm to make sure it's where 
it's supposed to be. He looks down the street to where a 
bunch of cops surround a fallen body.  
 
Jack and June follow his gaze.  
 
It's Crackhead.  

HUDDLE OF PEOPLE 
 
Jack shoves the cops out of the way, leans down, and 
cradles the dying man's head.  
 
A chunk of metal protrudes from his chest. He's soaked in 
blood. He focuses in on Jack and smiles. 
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CRACKHEAD 
Maybe shoulda given that coffee a 
second chance. 
  

JACK 
Hold on. We'll get you to a hospital. 
  

CRACKHEAD 
Whatever. Hey, Quinn. 
  

JACK 
What's that? 
  

CRACKHEAD 
Find your son, man. It's awful lonely 
out here. 

  
Crackhead dies.  
 
Jack lays his head gently on the pavement.  
 
PARAMEDICS move Jack out of the way.  
 
Jack backs away, head down. 

THOMAS AND OPHELIA 
 
watch from behind a crowd of people across the street and 
up a slight rise. Thomas stares at his Father. Relief 
replaces the concern on his face. 
 
June dabs at Jack's cheek with a handkerchief. The 
bleeding has stopped. 
  

JUNE 
You okay? 
  

JACK 
Sure. 
  

JUNE 
Think I'll go home. It's dangerous 
being around you two. 
  

BILLIE 
Gotta get better. 
  

JUNE 
For your sake, I hope so. 
 

June gives Jack the handkerchief. 
  

JUNE 
Stand by your son, Jack. As only a 
Father who truly loves his son can. 
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JACK 
You see him, tell him we're looking. 

 
She nods.  
 

JUNE 
Watch his back.  
  

BILLIE 
Always have. 

 
June kisses Jack's cheek. She turns to go, then turns 
back. 
 

JUNE 
Give that girl a ring.  

INT. QUINN HOUSE - MASTER BEDROOM - LATE AFTERNOON  
 
Dressed in Jack's bathrobe, Molly faces Beret. 
 

MOLLY 
Gee, how do I care for myself and not 
be selfish? Tell me, okay? How can I 
be honest and still be loved? How can 
I succeed and not threaten others? 
How can I be sexual and not be a sex 
object? How can I be responsive and 
not be responsible for everyone? 

  
BERET 

Sounds like someone's been inside 
your melon. 

  
MOLLY 

Jack's got nothing to do with this. 
He's heard it all before. 

  
Beret smokes a cigarette. He offers it to her. She 
refuses. 
  

MOLLY 
I am not all things. But, I am 
enough. I am fine just the way I am. 

 
BERET 

Stop going back to the well, then. 
  

MOLLY 
I would.  

 
Molly turns and walks away. 
 

MOLLY 
(to herself) 

If I didn't like the water so much. 
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INT. QUINN HOUSE - MASTER BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS 
 
Molly opens the robe. She touches the tiny scars on her 
stomach.  
 
She flashes on a cigarette lighter and her hand holding 
the flame against her stomach.  
 
She flashes on a nail file and her hand jabbing it into 
her thigh.  
 
She flashes on her Mother standing in the doorway. 

EXT. TENDERLOIN - LATE AFTERNOON 
 
Jack and Billie cross over into one of the City's roughest 
neighborhoods.  
 
Jack checks the communication device. The red dot pulses. 
He checks the coordinates. Billie peers over his shoulder.  
 
A YOUNG MAN leans against a sandstone wall. He shoulders a 
backpack. Scrawled on the wall is the phrase, "NEMO 1934." 
  

SOJOURNER 
The world will let you get away with 
anything. As long as you're prepared 
to live with the consequences. 

EXT. THE ORPHEUM - LATE AFTERNOON 
 
Jack and Billie approach the entrance of The Orpheum, a 
former Cinerama theatre that's been converted into a 
boxing club.  
 
Two broken-down, broken-nosed PALOOKAS guard the front 
door. One holds a heavy chain holding back a PIT BULL. It 
growls. 
  

RUFUS 
Garryowen!  

 
The dog sits. 
  

RUBEN 
The altar boys. 
  

RUFUS 
Returnin' home. 
  

JACK 
(to one) 

Hey, Rufus. 
  

BILLIE 
(to the other) 

Ruben. 
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RUBEN 

Walkin' down memory lane or you got 
business here? 
  

BILLIE 
Little of both. 

  
JACK 

Pauly here? 
  

RUFUS 
(starts) 

Where else he gonna be? 
  

RUBEN 
(finishes) 

Man's part of the furniture. 
  
Jack gestures as if to say, "You gonna let us in?" 
 
Rufus and Ruben step aside.  
 
Jack and Billie pass between them.  

INT. THE ORPHEUM - CONTINUOUS 
 
Jack and Billie descend a wide, dark, rickety staircase. 
  

JACK 
Smells like it always did. 
  

BILLIE 
Sweat and urine. A little 
desperation. 

  
They walk down a long hallway. It's lined with the 
pictures of dead pugilists. Their names and dates noted on 
plaques.  
 
At the end of the hallway there's a trophy case with 
mementos and more photos. We see one of a 10-year-old Jack 
when he was Golden Gloves champ. Next to it is a photo of 
Thomas at the same age, also Golden Gloves champ. 
 
Jack and Billie exit the hall into a large, dark cavern of 
a space.  
 
OLD, BROKEN MEN sit along the walls on wooden benches. 
They smoke or chew and watch the YOUNGER MEN work out. 
  
A HUMP-BACKED MAN, with a glass right eye and a 
shillelagh, chews on a cigar. A crumpled throwaway. 
Between puffs, he shouts pointers at two LIGHTWEIGHTS in 
the ring. He cracks the stick on the floor to make his 
point. 
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PAULY 
Keep moving. Stay low. Jab, jab. 
Don't give him an opening. Dance. 
Keep dancing. 

  
Jack and Billie stop right behind Pauly.  
 
He senses them there. He turns. 
  

PAULY 
Quinn the Eskimo and Billie the Kid. 
My two favorite avenging angels. Come 
to give the devil his due? 

  
JACK 

Come to see if they hung his picture 
up there with all the other dead 
boxers. 

  
Pauly feints. Jack counters and dances. 
  

PAULY 
Sweet moves, son. Always sweet moves. 

  
JACK 

Learned from the master. 
  
Billie embraces Pauly. Pauly extends his arms to Jack. 
Jack lightly punches the old man's shoulder. 
  

BILLIE 
Any comers? 

  
PAULY 

Nothing like that bunch we had when 
you was kids. We was butters. 

  
BILLIE 

We was smooth. 
  

PAULY 
What brings you boys to this part of 
town? 
  

JACK 
My son took off. Hitting all the 
places he hangs. 
  

PAULY 
T-Bone? 

  
Jack gives him a quizzical look. 
  

PAULY 
Boxing name I gave him. If he'd ever 
fight again. 
  



74. 

JACK 
Down here a lot? 
  

PAULY 
'Bout every day. Comes down and works 
out. No fighting, just training. 
Doesn't want to damage those hands. 
He's pretty into his music. 
  

JACK 
About the only thing that's important 
to him. 
  

PAULY 
Really. Way he talks, you're a pretty 
important chunk of his life. 
  

JACK 
Wouldn't know it the way he treats me 
and Molly. 

  
PAULY 

The live-in. He's talked about her. 
Nice lady, he says. 
  

JACK 
Yeah, she is. 
  

BILLIE 
"T-Bone"'s headed for his Mom's. 
Jack's tryin' to get to him before he 
gets there. 

  
PAULY 

Why? 
  

BILLIE 
Ask him. 
  

JACK 
Doesn't know her. She's got nothing 
to give him. She left him. 
  

BILLIE 
And you. 
  

PAULY 
Sounds to me like you don't know much 
about him. 
  

BILLIE 
How could he? Never spends any time 
with him. 

  
Jack shoots Billie a dark look. 
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PAULY 
He may be afraid of you, Jack, but 
he's damned proud of you, too. Wants 
nothing more than to please you. 
Wants to be you. Hell, he dresses 
like you. All that slick black shit. 
Walks like you, talks like you. Even 
boxes like you . . . used to. 
  

JACK 
Why's he always pissing me off? 
  

PAULY 
Doesn't do it on purpose. Part of 
growing up, maybe. Becoming his own 
man, I guess. Hell, I don't know. You 
were there once. 
  

JACK 
That's fine. But, do it my way or— 
  

PAULY 
He's not ready to leave the nest yet. 
  

JACK 
Doesn't straighten up, I'll help him 
find his wings. 

  
PAULY 

Sounds like someone's looking to pick 
a fight. 
  

JACK 
He's soft. And knows it. 
  

BILLIE 
He'll never fight you, Jack. You know 
that. 
  

PAULY 
You're as bad as a politician. Only 
see one side of things. Hell, I can 
see more with one good eye than you 
can with two.  

 
Pauly taps his dead eye.  
 

PAULY 
Open your eyes and see, Quinn. You 
got more going than you know.  
 

Pauly slaps Jack lightly. 
 

PAULY 
Come meet some of the guys. 

  
Pauly escorts Jack and Billie around the gym. He 
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introduces them to some of the OLD-TIMERS and some of the 
NEW KIDS.  
 
They pass a speed bag. Jack touches it affectionately. 
  

PAULY 
Stop living in the past, Jack. Gotta 
keep growing and changing or you'll 
die. Like a shark. They don't keep 
moving, they die. If you don't, 
you'll be just like your old man. If 
you don't let Thomas be his own man, 
he'll be just like you. You want 
that? 

EXT. GOLDEN GATE PARK - BAND SHELL - LATE AFTERNOON 
 
A performing TROUPE re-enacts the resurrection of Christ. 
 
Thomas and Ophelia sit on the benches in front of the Band 
Shell. 
 
Thomas plays a stinging blues number on an old acoustic 
guitar. The STREET MUSICIAN who owns it watches in wonder.  
 

JACK (V.O.) 
Want him to be better than me. 

  
PAULY (V.O.) 

Then let him be. He'll find his way. 
May even surprise you.  
 

JACK (V.O.) 
Doubt it. 
 

Thomas finishes. He returns the guitar to the Street 
Musician, who tries to give Thomas all the money people 
have dropped in his guitar case. Thomas awkwardly refuses. 
 

PAULY (V.O.) 
When the fruit is ready, it don't 
need to be talked into falling from 
the tree. 

 
From his wallet, Thomas removes a dog-eared photo of 
himself and his Father. He stares at it a moment. 
 
Thomas flips open the wallet to put the picture back. He 
feels something inside the wallet that shouldn't be there.  
 
He pulls out a wafer-thin, metallic disc. It looks just 
like the one we saw on the back of his Mother's picture 
frame in his bedroom.  
 

THOMAS 
Asshole. 
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EXT. THE ORPHEUM - LATE AFTERNOON 
 
Jack and Billie exit the gym. They nod to Ruben and Rufus.  
 
They head up the street. Billie stops. 
  

BILLIE 
This is where I get off, cowboy. 
  

JACK 
Why? 
  

BILLIE 
Tired, arm's sore, and done about all 
I can. 
  

JACK 
Haven't found him yet. 
  

BILLIE 
You'll find him. When he's ready. 
  

JACK 
Promised you'd watch my back. 
  

BILLIE 
Someone else's turn. Gotta go the 
rest of the way on your own. 
  

JACK 
Okay. 
  

BILLIE 
See you at the funeral. 
  

JACK 
Whose? 

  
BILLIE 

Yours or mine. Always figured we'd be 
at each other's. 
  

JACK 
See you then. 

  
Billie takes some bills from his pocket and gives them to 
Jack. They shake hands. Billie walks away. 
 
Jack's communication device beeps. The red dot flashes. 
Jack checks the coordinates. Golden Gate Park.  

EXT. GOLDEN GATE PARK - LATE AFTERNOON 
 
Jack jumps out of the cab and pays the cabbie. He checks 
the display. He zooms in. He's close. The beeping becomes 
more intense. 
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EXT. GOLDEN GATE PARK - JAPANESE TEA GARDEN - CONTINUOUS 
 
Jack enters the ornamental garden. He checks the display. 
He zooms in. The beeping speeds up. 
  
Jack walks quickly to the moon bridge that crosses a 
decorative koi pond. He frantically scans the garden.  
 
All he sees is a scruffy MONGREL licking itself.  
 
Jack walks closer. The beeping gets faster, louder. The 
red dot brighter.  
 
Jack stops. He looks around. He kneels down. He checks the 
dog's collar. He reaches under the collar. He removes the 
miniature tracking unit. He stands. He looks around.  
 
He skips the disc across the pond and it sinks. The 
beeping stops. The red dot blinks out.  
 
Jack tosses the communication device into the pond. 

EXT. QUINN HOUSE - GARDEN - LATE AFTERNOON 
 
Molly digs in the dark soil with her bare hands. She 
scoops out some earth to plant a root bulb.  
 
The earth opens up.  
 
A bearded MAN driving a gold chariot with black HORSES 
appears. He grabs her and gallops back underground. 

INT. UNDERGROUND CAVE - CONTINUOUS 
 
Molly stands inside a cage.  
 
An old CRONE approaches. She offers Molly an apple.  
 
Molly takes it. She takes a bite.  
 
The bars of the cage disappear.  
 
The crone turns into DEMETER, the Greek goddess of 
agriculture and fertility.  
 

DEMETER 
Take back the dark.  

 
The cave blossoms with flowers, vegetables, and grains. 

INT. QUINN HOUSE - WORK ROOM - LATE AFTERNOON 
 
Molly snaps out of her waking dream.  
 
She continues to unravel the quilt. 
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INT. GOLDEN GATE PARK - STEINHART AQUARIUM - LATE 
AFTERNOON 
 
Sharks circle in the shark tank.  
 
Jack looks up and down the hallways, searching for Thomas.  
 
A young FATHER lovingly cradles his infant SON.  
 
A MOTHER makes a point about the aquarium to her pre-teen 
DAUGHTER. The young girl hangs on every word her Mother 
says.  
 
A MOTHER and SON laugh at their own private joke. 
 

JACK (V.O.) 
Sharks. Was something about the 
sharks that always fascinated him. 
Maybe because they don't need anybody 
or anything. 

INT. NATURAL HISTORY MUSEUM - CONTINUOUS 
 
Jack walks down the halls. He passes the dioramas. He 
searches. He sits.  
 
A bored, adolescent GIRL trails her FATHER, who excitedly 
gestures to the exhibits.  
 
A FATHER talks on his cell phone while his twin, pre-teen 
SONS yank on his arms, trying to drag him to the next 
display. 
 

JACK (V.O.) 
When did families stop being families 
and become memories? 

EXT. GOLDEN GATE PARK - CONTINUOUS 
 
Jack walks through the urban park.  
 
A family picnics. A FATHER stares at his young DAUGHTER, 
who looks down at her feet. He backhands her glass of 
milk, knocking it across the table and all over her and 
her MOTHER. 
 

JACK (V.O.) 
Every day. Chipping away. Chip, chip, 
chipping away. Till they can't live 
without their chains. 

 
A cuckoo bird cuckoos. Jack stops.  
 
Two YOUNG LOVERS run by. They stop and kiss. 
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JACK (V.O.) 
What's she doing right now? Is she 
thinking of me? Will she remember me? 

 
A little BOY runs up and jumps at Jack's leg. He misses 
and falls, scraping his knee. He cries.  
 
Jack picks him up. The boy buries his head against Jack's 
soiled shoulder. Jack clutches him tightly.  
 
The boy's MOTHER hurries up. She pries the boy loose. 
  

JACK 
(stammers) 

Was just . . . he fell. 
  
The woman backs away, looks Jack up and down, turns, and 
hurries off. 
 

JACK (V.O.) 
When did people stop trusting people? 

EXT. GOLDEN GATE PARK - REFLECTING POND - CONTINUOUS 
 
Jack sits on a rock near a pond.  
 
MEN and YOUNG BOYS pilot their model boats across the pond 
by remote control. One slices through Jack's reflection. 
 
On a nearby athletic field, two teams of YOUNG GIRLS play 
soccer.  
 
Jack stares down at his hands.  
 
A shadow falls on them. He looks up.  
 
A little GIRL stands there. She offers him a wilted 
flower.  
 
Jack takes it in his left hand. He puts it in his lapel.  
 
She runs away, back to the soccer game. As she goes, he 
notices she's lame. 
 

JACK (V.O.) 
Broken wings. The world is filled 
with broken wings. 

 
Off to one side of the field, a baby-faced MAN leans 
against a tree. He watches the soccer players. He sweats 
in his oversized raincoat. His hand moves rhythmically 
inside his coat.  
 
Jack sees him. They make eye contact.  
 
Jack stands. Pedophile stops.  
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Jack takes a step toward him. Pedophile backs away, turns, 
and hurries away.  
 
Jack touches the flower in his lapel. 
 

JACK (V.O.) 
We cage them. And they thank us. 

THOMAS AND OPHELIA  
 
watch the encounter between Jack and Pedophile from a 
distance. 
 

THOMAS 
Intimidates everyone. Even people he 
doesn't know. 
 

OPHELIA 
He can't help himself. 
 

Ophelia takes Thomas' hand and pulls him away. 
 

THOMAS 
Maybe if I got a job, you wouldn't 
have to work nights. 

  
Ophelia leads Thomas into a dark grove of trees. She leads 
him inside a hollowed-out tree.  
 
She gestures for him to lie down on his back. He does.  
 
She makes love to him. He surrenders himself to her. 

EXT. QUINN HOUSE - GARDEN - LATE AFTERNOON 
 
Molly and Beret lie naked in the turned up dirt of the 
garden. She traces circles on his chest. There's a smudge 
of blood on the inside of her thigh. 
  

MOLLY 
Jack never liked making love when I 
was menstruating, okay. He thought it 
was dirty. 

  
Beret pulls her to him and kisses her. 
  

MOLLY 
Lately, it feels like we've been 
making love on a bed made of knives. 

  
BERET 

Everything's going to be fine. 
  
Molly sits up. She sips red wine from a cut crystal 
goblet. It dribbles down her chin. She passes the glass to 
Beret. He drinks. 
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Molly stands. She dances naked in a circle around the 
garden, around her lover. She touches her round breasts 
and hips. She falls to earth. She squats in the fertile 
dirt. She holds herself. And remembers. A dream. 

EXT. TUNNEL - DAY (DREAM) 
 
Molly exits a dark tunnel. She drags a clear plastic bag 
of bones behind her. As she emerges, she shades her eyes 
from the blinding light.  
 
A FIGURE steps in front of the light. It's Molly's MOTHER.  
 
Molly runs toward her.  
 
Her Mother holds up her hand. Molly stops.  
 
Her Mother changes into a bent, old SPIDER WOMAN sitting 
at Molly's loom. She weaves a spirit web made of images, 
offerings, tokens, fetishes, and amulets. 
 

SPIDER WOMAN 
Only those who forget why they came 
into this world will lose their way. 

EXT. GOLDEN GATE PARK - DUSK (PRESENT) 
 
Jack exits Golden Gate Park. He crosses the street.  
 
A car zooms by and jets up the short hill.  
 
As it approaches the top, a SKATEBOARDER leaps into the 
street dead ahead of the speeding car. It looks like 
Thomas. Same board, backpack, clothes, attitude.  
 
The car hits a bump in the street and catches air.  
 
The skateboarder crouches to pick up speed.  
 
The car crashes back to earth, loses control, and . . . 
 
Hits the skateboarder.  
 
The car screeches to a stop, idles for a moment, then 
races away.  
 
A CROWD surrounds the fallen boy.  
 
Jack races up.  
 
The shattered skateboard lies to one side.  
 
Jack picks it up. He rushes to the crowd. He pushes people 
out of the way.  
 
The boy lies face down. Jack kneels. He hesitates. He 
rolls the boy over.  
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It's not Thomas. 
  

JACK 
Get somebody! Call 911! Something!  
 

Jack turns back to the unconscious boy. 
  
On the other side of the body, the BONE WOMAN stares back 
at Jack. 
  

BONE WOMAN 
What if? What if it had been him? 

  
JACK 

Would have brought him back. 
 

BONE WOMAN 
Can't raise the dead unless they're 
willing. Can't bring them back if 
they have no place to go. 

THOMAS AND OPHELIA  
 
watch it all from the trees that fringe the park. We see 
their recognition, panic, and relief.  
 
Ophelia takes Thomas's hand.  
 

OPHELIA 
It's a waste land, Tee. A land where 
everyone is living fake lives. Doing 
as other people do. Doing as they're 
told. Without courage to live their 
own life, to do what they really 
want. It ends when we open our hearts 
to forgiveness, our lives to 
compassion.  

 
Ophelia kisses Thomas.  
 

OPHELIA 
Go home, Tee. 

 
Thomas places the antique gold cross around her neck. The 
same one he took from his Father's house.  
 
Ophelia walks away. 
 
Thomas lays his backpack and skateboard at the feet of a 
HOMELESS BOY. And walks away. 

INT. MEDICAL CENTER - CHAPEL - EVENING 
 
Jack enters the chapel. He dusts and straightens his suit 
and starts for the altar. He sees there are PEOPLE in the 
front pew. He hesitates a moment, makes the sign of the 
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cross, then stays where he stands. 
 
The CHAPLAIN, a tall, dark woman, comforts a sobbing MAN. 
 

CHAPLAIN 
We are, each of us, alone and on a 
solitary quest. What we seek is 
ourselves. It's not about power or 
conquest or domination. It's about 
bringing balance and forgiveness into 
our lives. You can't pursue 
happiness. Live your life and it will 
find you. 
 

Jack flashes on himself as a choir boy. 

INT. OLD ST. MARY'S CATHEDRAL - DAY (FLASHBACK) 
 
A young Billie sits beside Jack. Their heads are bowed.  
 
Father Fitzgerald stands before the two boys. 
  

FATHER FITZGERALD 
It's church business. The church will 
take care of it. I will personally 
see to it that he never touches you. 
Ever again. I only hope you have it 
in your hearts to forgive him. 

  
JACK 

(under his breath) 
Hope his dick falls off. 

  
Billie chokes back a giggle. 
 
Jack flashes on a childhood Christmas. 

INT. HOUSE - CHRISTMAS DAY (FLASHBACK) 
 
Jack cries in the middle of chaos. Smashed toys surround 
him. The tree leans at an odd angle.  
 
Jack's Father snores, passed out in a chair.  
 
Jack's Mother holds an ice bag to her swollen lip. 

INT. MEDICAL CENTER - MATERNITY WARD - EVENING (PRESENT) 
 
Jack gazes at the NEWBORNS. 
  
A large, open-faced HAWAIIAN WOMAN dressed in a Muu-Muu 
stops beside him. 
 

MUU-MUU 
Precious aren't they?  

  
Jack nods. 
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MUU-MUU 

Which one's yours? 
  

JACK 
Just looking. 
  

MUU-MUU 
Got kids? 
  

JACK 
A son. 

  
MUU-MUU 

Ah, immortality. Carrying on the 
line, yes? 
  

JACK 
Suppose so. Which is yours? 
  

MUU-MUU 
The twin boys.  
 

She points. 
  

JACK 
Twice the pain. 
  

MUU-MUU 
Twice the pleasure. 

  
Jack nods. 
  

MUU-MUU 
There's nothing like watching them 
grow up. 

SERIES OF FLASHBACKS 
 
Jack flashes on cradling a sick young Thomas.  
 
. . . watching his son perform with the school band.  
 
. . . holding his son's hand as the DOCTOR patches up his 
bleeding scalp.  
 
. . . cheering his son as he plays baseball. 

INT. MEDICAL CENTER - EVENING (PRESENT)  
  
Jack touches the glass.  
 

JACK 
Congratulations.  

 
He walks down the hall. 
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INT. MEDICAL CENTER - CAFETERIA - EVENING  
 
Thomas and Billie sit alone together. 
  

BILLIE 
How'd he look? 
  

THOMAS 
Not good. 
  

BILLIE 
He gonna make it? 
  

THOMAS 
They don't know. 
  

BILLIE 
Your Grampa's a mean son-of-a-bitch, 
Tom. He'll pull through. 

  
Billie nudges the plate of fries closer to Thomas.  
 

THOMAS 
You're more my Father than he is. 

 
BILLIE 

No, I'm a friend. He can't be that. 
 

THOMAS 
Why? 
 

BILLIE 
He's got expectations. 
 

THOMAS 
Of what? 
 

BILLIE 
You doin' better than him. Bein' 
better than him. 
 

THOMAS 
That's a cage. It's barbed wire. 

 
BILLIE 

Just tryin' to protect you. 
 

THOMAS 
Like he protected my Mom. 
 

BILLIE 
He's goin' to try to stop you, you 
know. 
 

THOMAS 
I know. I'm ready. 
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INT. MEDICAL CENTER - INTENSIVE CARE UNIT - EVENING 
 
Jack stands beside his Father's bed. 
 

ASA OTTO 
(labored) 

One of the proudest moments of my 
life, it was. I hate lawyers, but I 
was proud of what you'd done. 
 

JACK 
Did it to show you I could. 
 

ASA OTTO 
You were very good at it. I was 
jealous. I knew you were passing me 
by. I wasn't as good as you anymore. 
I couldn't measure up. That was hard. 
 

JACK 
Not as hard as you were on me. 
 

ASA OTTO 
I was hard on you, so it'd be a 
little easier down the road. 
 

JACK 
Was good for me. 
 

ASA OTTO 
I remember one day you were riding 
your bike. Wobbling down the road 
like crazy. Totally out of control. I 
was running alongside, ready to catch 
you. I stopped, just to see if you 
could do it on your own.  
 

Asa Otto stops to catch his breath. 
 

ASA OTTO 
This car came whipping around the 
corner. Scared you. You fell over. 
Right in front of it. I froze. The 
car swerved around you. 
 

Asa Otto points at a cup of juice. 
 
Jack helps him take a sip. 
  

ASA OTTO 
You almost died. I knew right then I 
would have taken your place. If 
that's what it came down to. I also 
knew right then I couldn't protect 
you. I knew that day I had to let go. 
That was hard. 
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JACK 
Understand that. 
 

ASA OTTO 
I'm not proud of what I did, Jack. It 
had to be done. 
 

JACK 
Only did what you knew. 
 

ASA OTTO 
Don't do to him what I did to you. 
 

JACK 
I'm not you. 
 

ASA OTTO 
He's not you, either. He's a good 
boy. 
 

JACK 
Know that. 
 

ASA OTTO 
He's doing the best he can. 
 

JACK 
Me, too. 
 

ASA OTTO 
He'll figure it out. 
 

JACK 
Hope so. 

 
ASA OTTO 

I hope you can find it in your heart 
to forgive me for what I've done, 
son. 

 
Jack takes his Father's hand. 
  
The NURSE enters. She checks Asa's vital signs. 
  

JACK 
Need to find him, Dad. 
 

ASA OTTO 
You didn't see him?  

(coughs) 
He was just here. 
 

JACK 
Where? 
 

ASA OTTO 
Checking on me. 
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JACK 

Where'd he go? 
 

ASA OTTO 
Get something to eat. 
 

JACK 
Gotta go. 
  

ASA OTTO 
Go ahead. I'll be fine. 
  

JACK 
Sure? 
  

ASA OTTO 
Absolutely. 

  
Jack looks at the nurse.  
 
She shakes her head. 
  

JACK 
Maybe I'll stay a while. 

  
A TECHNICIAN enters the room with a respirator. He hooks 
it up.  
 
The nurse approaches Jack's Father with the mouthpiece. 
  

JACK 
Make sure it doesn't pinch his lip. 
He says it hurts his lip. 

  
She gently inserts the mouthpiece, starts the respirator, 
checks Asa, and leaves. 
  

JACK 
You okay? 

  
His Father blinks. There's mild panic in his eyes. 
  
Jack adjusts the plastic ID band on his Father's wrist. He 
lays his hand on his Father's forearm. He compares their 
palms, fingers, hands, arms, and skin. 
 

JACK (V.O.) 
He's the last link to my immediate 
history. The only one who can confirm 
my life. Who knows all the memories 
by heart. When he's gone, it's all 
gone. 

SERIES OF FLASHBACKS 
 
Jack flashes on himself at ten. His Father smashes a vinyl 
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record against the wall. Jack cries. 
  
. . . at fourteen. His Father forces him to box. Jack's 
arms hang limp at his sides. His Father playfully slaps 
him around. Jack cringes, but takes it. 
  
. . . at sixteen. His Father kicks him out of the house. 
Jack smiles and leaves. 
  
. . . at twenty-two. He graduates from law school. His 
Father walks away from Jack's extended hand. 
  
. . . at twenty-four. Jack rocks a baby Thomas. Asa stands 
at the door to the nursery  
 

ASA OTTO 
Your turn, now. Payback time. 

  
. . . at thirty. After a lost court case. Jack and his 
Father stand together outside the courtroom.  
 

ASA OTTO 
Forget it, Aloysius. That's life. 
Take it as it comes. 

INT. INTENSIVE CARE UNIT - EVENING (PRESENT) 
 
Jack stares in his Father's eyes.  
 

JACK 
(whispers) 

I have my Father's eyes. 
 
In the faceplate of the vital signs monitor, we see 
another set of eyes. 
  
Thomas stands in the doorway.  
 
His Grandfather's eyes flick over to him.  
 
Jack follows his Father's eyes. He sees Thomas.  
 
A thunderclap shakes the walls.  
 
Thomas jumps. He runs.  
 
Jack turns to follow. 
 
His Father grabs his hand.  
 
Alarms go off as Jack's Father arrests.  
 
Jack leans close to his Father.  
 
His Father's eyes plead, then close.  
 
Another thunderclap.  
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A slap.  
 
A newborn BABY cries.  
  
The nurse and TECHNICIANS rush in. They try to revive 
Jack's Father.  
 
Jack gently loosens his Father's grip. He hurries to the 
window. He scans the dark street below.  
 
Thomas exits the hospital, crosses the street, and moves 
up the street through the streetlight. He hurries through 
the dragon gate into Chinatown.  
 
Three street PUNKS materialize out of the darkness and 
follow. One stops and looks up at Jack.  
 
Jack recognizes him. 
 
Jack hurries back to his Father's bed.  
 

JACK 
He all right? 
 

NURSE 
We've got it under control. 

 
Jack hesitates. 
 

NURSE 
Go on. There's nothing you can do 
here. 
 

JACK 
Take care of him. 
 

Jack touches his Father's forehead and leaves. 

EXT. MEDICAL CENTER - ENTRANCE - CONTINUOUS 
 
Jack exits the hospital. He looks up.  
 
The tip of the Transamerica Pyramid is ringed by a circle 
of fog.  
 
Jack turns to follow Thomas.  
 
Ophelia steps out of the evening fog and blocks his way. 
 

OPHELIA 
Mr. Quinn. 
 

JACK 
Ophelia. 
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OPHELIA 
Please let him go to her. 
 

JACK 
Too late. 

 
Jack notices the gold cross she's wearing around her neck. 
 

JACK 
How'd you get that away from him? 
 

OPHELIA 
I stole it, of course. 
 

JACK 
How'd you get it? 
 

OPHELIA 
He gave it to me. 
 

JACK 
Wondering whether to believe you. 
 

OPHELIA 
I really don't care if you do or not. 
 

JACK 
Believe that.  

 
Jack touches the cross around her neck.  
 

JACK 
Was his Mother's. Must like you a 
lot. 
 

OPHELIA 
Would you like to hear more? 
 

JACK 
Go ahead. 
 

OPHELIA 
He loves you. He'd do anything for 
you. Even die if you asked him. 
 

JACK 
You in love with him? 
 

OPHELIA 
Yes. Aren't you? Now, tell me 
something, Mr. Quinn. 
 

JACK 
Sure. 
 

OPHELIA 
Why do you want to hurt him?  
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JACK 

Thought I had a son. Don't. 
 

OPHELIA 
You're wrong, Mr. Quinn. Dead wrong. 
 

JACK 
We'll see. 
 

OPHELIA 
I'm sorry for you, Mr. Quinn. Very 
sorry. 

 
Jack brushes past her. And through the dragon gate into 
Chinatown. 

INT. QUINN HOUSE - ENTRY - EVENING 
 
Molly peeks through the drapes by the front door. Her face 
changes.  
 
She motions for Beret to make himself scarce.  
 
Molly opens the door.  
 
It's her Mother.  
 
Her Mother offers Molly a plate of Christmas cookies.  
  

MOLLY'S MOTHER 
Can I come in? 

 
Molly hesitates, then steps aside and lets her in. 

EXT. QUINN HOUSE - WORK ROOM - CONTINUOUS 
 
Molly sits in front of the loom. The quilt is almost done 
again. Her Mother sits across from her. 
 

MOLLY 
I followed the rules, okay. I did 
what I was told. What'd I get? Used 
rather than loved, you know. It 
wasn't fair. 
 

MOLLY'S MOTHER 
I'm really very sorry. 
  

MOLLY 
You never loved me. Never. 
  

MOLLY'S MOTHER 
You were a wild child. You were too 
much for me. 
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MOLLY 
You suffocated me, Mother. 
  

MOLLY'S MOTHER 
You spent too much time alone. 
  

MOLLY 
Gosh, you hurt me, you know. 
  

MOLLY'S MOTHER 
He needed me more. 
  

MOLLY 
I needed you, too. 
  

MOLLY'S MOTHER 
Forgive me. 
  

MOLLY 
I— 

(her voice catches)  
 
Molly kneels at her Mother's knees and hugs her. The two 
women cry in each other's arms. 

EXT. CHINATOWN - CIRCE'S - NIGHT 
 
Jack approaches the bordello slash opium joint. He stops.  
 
A RAVEN lands in a tree near the front porch. It stares 
down at Jack.  
 
Jack hears the VOICE of his therapist. 
 

ROBIN (V.O.) 
We fight against making mistakes, but 
mistakes are a natural process. To be 
alive is to make mistakes. Setbacks 
are natural and inevitable. Learn 
from them. It's nature's way of 
helping you change your life. 

 
Jack looks away and enters. 

INT. CIRCE'S - CONTINUOUS 
 
The inside has been decorated with a vengeance for the 
holidays.  
 
In the entryway, Jack stops in front of a Picasso Mirror. 
He sees himself in its reflection. He looks very 
different. Beat to shit. He's very, very tired. 
Fragmented. The bare wires are showing.  
 
Jack steps to one side. The reflection changes, like a 
kaleidoscope. He steps to the other side. The reflection 
changes again. 
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Jack follows a DOG down a long, dark staircase. He 
descends into the labyrinth of rooms and hallways.  

DRAWING ROOM 
 
In the center of this gaudy room, perched on an ornate 
throne, sits a woman. BELLA COHEN is the Mother Superior 
of these Sisters of Perpetual Indulgence. BEEFY BODYGUARDS 
flank her. 
 
Jack approaches her. He passes several very young, very 
attractive YOUNG NYMPHS. He leers at them. He wipes some 
drool from the corner of his mouth.  
 
He stops at the foot of the throne. 
 

JACK 
Bella. 
 

BELLA 
Don't want no trouble, Aloysius. 

 
Bella sniffs at a fresh mushroom. She eats it.  
 

BELLA 
No drinkin' 'n tearin' up the joint. 
 

JACK 
Won't start anything. 

 
Bella pops open a jar of pickled pig's feet, fishes one 
out, and sucks on it. 
 

BELLA 
Don't finish nothin' neither. 
 

JACK 
My son here? 
 

BELLA 
You think he is? 
 

JACK 
Couple of your boys were tailing him. 
 

BELLA 
For his own protection. 
 

JACK 
He ask you? 
 

BELLA 
Momma did. Owe her. From way back. 
For savin' my bacon. 
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JACK 
He know? 
 

BELLA 
No. 
 

JACK 
He come around much? 

 
BELLA 

All the time. 
 

JACK 
What for? 
 

BELLA 
Lookin' for her, I think. Figures 
maybe she'll come back some day. 
Thought she might be here now. 
 

JACK 
Is she? 
 

BELLA 
Naw. Sayin' her goodbyes to the nuns. 
 

Bella tosses the cleaned bone over her shoulder. 
 

BELLA  
Tommy likes it here. That's why he 
comes around. Sings and plays a 
little. Entertains the customers. And 
the girls. 'Specially one. 
 

JACK 
Just saw her. 
 

BELLA 
Ah, yes, sweet Ophelia. 
 

JACK 
She still work here? 
 

BELLA 
No more. Savin' all her love for just 
one man. 
 

JACK 
Where is he? 
 

BELLA 
Music room. 

 
JACK 

Thanks. 
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BELLA 
Take him home, Aloysius. 'Fore 
somethin' happens. Somethin' you 
can't take back. 
 

JACK 
Can't force him. 
 

BELLA 
He's ready. Always has been. 

 
Bella offers him a brimming chalice. He drinks from it. 
 

BELLA 
Show him the way.  

 
She gestures for a NYMPHETTE with pigtails to guide him.  
 
Pigtails takes Jack's hand and leads him from the room. 

HALLWAY 
 
Jack and Pigtails walk down a long, dusky hallway. They 
pass a floor-to-ceiling mirror.  
 
Jack sees his reflection. Above his head he sees a set of 
antlers nailed to the wall behind him.  
 
A cuckoo clock cuckoos. 
 
Before them, countless doors open out onto the never-
ending hallway.  
 
Pigtails moves off down the hall.  
 
They pass a painting of a castle. A MAN crosses a rainbow 
drawbridge.  
 
They pass another painting. The DARK DAMSEL touches the 
FISHER KING. The wound in his thigh no longer bleeds. In 
the foreground, a clear river flows.  
 
Jack hears the VOICE of his therapist.  
 

ROBIN (V.O.) 
It's about being, not doing. Female 
affirmation, not male assertion. 

 
Jack and Pigtails move on. They turn a corner.  
 
Ahead, Jack sees a DEAD LAMB. It shimmers, then 
disappears. 

SERIES OF SHOTS – DIFFERENT ROOMS 
 
Each room is a live action tableau. 
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Jack and Pigtails pass the first of many doors.  

DOOR #1 
 
TERESA – a blind, androgynous creature – draws a circle. 
Within it, she draws a quadrangle. Within that, a 
triangle. 
 

TERESA 
(whispers) 

The triangle. That is the masculine, 
Trinitarian view of God. The 
quadrangle. That is the feminine, 
quaternarian view. To The Father, 
Son, and Holy Ghost we add the Virgin 
Mary. 

 
She turns her blank eyes on Jack.  
 

TERESA 
Beware the son blinded by his 
Mother's love. 

DOOR #2 
 
The blood of Christ drips into a bottle of Irish whiskey.  
 
A puffy, red-faced, watery-eyed MAN drinks a shot. 

DOOR #3 
 
A MAN dressed as a sheep. A WOMAN dressed as Little Bo 
Peep gone S&M.  
 
The man grovels at the woman's feet. She stabs his back 
with a spiked heel. He licks the heel of her other foot. 

DOOR #4 
 
A partially clothed VIRGIN MARY lounges on the bed. She 
holds a lily.  
 
A shaven-headed, bearded MAN wearing a sackcloth robe sits 
at the foot of the bed. He gouges his bloody palm with a 
razor-sharp crucifix. 

DOOR #5 
 
Jack sees himself standing in front of a seductively 
dressed YOUNG WOMAN. She looks like a young Maureen.  
 
Jack holds out some money. She ignores it.  
 
He steps closer. He holds out his wallet. She ignores it.  
 
Jack steps closer. He removes his coat and shirt and bares 
his back to her. She ignores it.  
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He steps closer. He kneels down. He bows his head and 
reaches out to her. She ignores it.  
 
Jack stretches out, face down on the floor, sobbing. She 
walks across his back and out the door. 
 
As he watches, a premonition flashes through Jack's mind. 

INT. QUINN HOUSE - WORK ROOM - DAY (PREMONITION) 
 
Jack and Thomas enter Molly's work room. They walk past 
the loom.  
 
The finished quilt lies draped over the loom.  
 
They hear a sound. They turn. 
 
Molly and Beret stand in the doorway.  
 
Beret holds a gun.  
  

MOLLY 
Never Goldilocks, is it Jack? Never 
just right. 

  
Beret fires two shots point blank. 

JACK  
 
jolts back to the present. 

THE FINAL DOOR 
 
Jack looks inside. He sees himself facing the tall, pale-
faced man dressed in black he encountered in the Presidio 
graveyard.  
 
The man hides his hands in the folds of his shroud. 
 

JACK 
Who are you? 
 

DEATH 
I think you know. 
 

JACK 
Here for me? 
 

DEATH 
I have been walking by your side for 
a long time. 
 

JACK 
Know that. 
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DEATH 
Are you prepared? 

 
Jack shivers.  
 
Death opens his shroud. He moves closer to wrap it around 
Jack's shoulders. 
 

JACK 
Wait. 
 

DEATH 
That is what they all say. I grant no 
reprieves. 
 

JACK 
Play chess, don't you. 

 
A gleam of interest kindles in Death's eyes. 
 

DEATH 
I am quite a good chess player. 

 
Jack gestures to a table. It is set with a chess board. 
 

DEATH 
Why do you wish to play chess with 
me? 
 

JACK 
Feel like talking. 
 

DEATH 
Tell the truth. 
 

JACK 
Long as I hold out, I live. I win, 
you release me. 

 
Jack holds out his two clenched fists to Death.  
 
Death smiles and points to Jack's right hand.  
 
Jack opens his fist. It contains a black pawn. 
 
Death smiles. 
 
They sit at the board. 
 
Jack opens with his king's pawn. As does Death. 
 

JACK 
My heart is empty. The mirror blank. 
I'm alone. 

 
Death scans the board then looks into Jack's eyes. 
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JACK 
I call out to God. No one answers. 
 

DEATH 
Perhaps no one is there. 
 

JACK 
Feel like I'm adrift. All I've done 
is wandered. For nothing. 

 
DEATH 

Ah, sweet misery of Jack Kerouac. 
 

JACK 
Need to do something that means 
something, is worth something. 
 

DEATH 
It has always been up to you. You can 
be alone or together. 
 

JACK 
There's nothing to show for all this 
time. 
 

DEATH 
I take your knight. 
 

Jack leans forward and smiles. 
 

DEATH 
You tricked me. 
 

JACK 
Fell right in the trap. Check. 
 

DEATH 
If you know what I know, perhaps you 
would not be so arrogant. 

 
JACK 

Enlighten me. 
 

DEATH 
Do you know where your son is? 
 

Jack's face becomes as pale as Death's. 
 

It's Death's turn to lean forward and smile. 
 

JACK 
Your move. 

 
Death takes Jack's queen. 
 
Jack studies the board.  
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Moonlight from a skylight moves over the chess pieces. 
They seem to have a life of their own. 
 

DEATH 
Your move, Jack Aloysius Quinn. 
 

Jack stares out the skylight. 
 

DEATH 
Have you lost interest in the game? 
 

Jack studies the board. 
 

DEATH 
Are you hiding something? 
 

JACK 
Nothing escapes you. 
 

DEATH 
Nothing. And no one. 

 
Jack knocks over the chess pieces with the cuff of his 
coat.  
 

JACK 
Sorry. 

 
Jack moves the pieces around.  
 

JACK 
Seem to have forgotten where they 
were. 
 

DEATH 
I have not.  

 
Death puts the pieces back where they were. 
 

DEATH 
You are mated on the next move. 
 

Jack looks at the board. 
 

DEATH 
Did you enjoy your reprieve? 
 

JACK 
Did at that. 

 
DEATH 

When we meet again, your time will be 
up. 
 

JACK 
Will you share your secrets then? 
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DEATH 
I have no secrets. 
 

JACK 
You know nothing? 
 

DEATH 
I have nothing to tell. 
 

JACK 
No truths? 
 

DEATH 
There are no absolutes. 
 

JACK 
A clue? Anything? Anything at all? 
 

DEATH 
The soul cannot exist until it finds 
its other. The other is always you. 

 
JACK 

Fear you. 
 

DEATH 
You have nothing to fear if your 
heart is filled with compassion and 
forgiveness. 

 
Jacks opens his mouth to reply.  
 
Death is already gone. 
 
Jack remembers a dream. 

EXT. MOUNTAIN RIDGE - SUNSET (DREAM) 
 
Jack dances along the razor's edge, silhouetted against a 
stormy sky.  
 
He joins hands with Thomas, Maureen, Molly, Billie, Asa, 
and Death. 
 
They dance into the setting sun. 

INT. CIRCE'S – HALLWAY – NIGHT (PRESENT) 
 
Jack and Pigtails hear music. They follow the sound down 
the hallway to the entryway of the music room. 

MUSIC ROOM 
 
Thomas sits at the piano. He plays and sings a song about 
changes and cycles. 
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PIGTAILS 
There's what you're looking for, 
Jack. There's your meaning. 
 

Pigtails leaves him standing at the doorway. 
 
BOCEPHUS, a drunken thug, staggers up to the piano. His 
face is scabby, scaly. His eyes yellow, his teeth pointed. 
His hot, alcohol breath bellows like fire. He slams some 
money down.  
 

BOCEPHUS 
Proud Mary. 
 

THOMAS 
(stares dead ahead) 

Don't know it. 
 

BOCEPHUS 
You're too good not to know it. It's 
a simple song, kid. Play it. 
 

THOMAS 
Don't know it. 

 
Bocephus slams the cover down on the keys.  
 
Thomas just gets his hands out in time. He leaps to his 
feet.  
 
Bocephus drops his drink.  
 
Thomas raises his fists. 
 

BOCEPHUS 
This is getting better all the time.  

 
Bocephus takes a few wild punches.  
 
Thomas dodges them all. He hits the drunk hard twice in 
the stomach.  
 
Bocephus goes down.  
 
A glass bottle breaks.  
 
NICODEMUS, Bocephus' drinking buddy, comes at Thomas 
swinging a broken whiskey bottle.  
 
Jack steps in to cover Thomas' back.  
 
Father and son exchange a look. 
 
Nicodemus swings wildly. He slices Jack on the hip with 
the broken bottle. His pants begin to stain a dark red. 
Jack backhands Nicodemus against a table.  
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A candle falls over and rolls under some curtains. The 
flame catches the edge of the curtains and starts 
smoldering. 
 
Thomas dances around. Bocephus stalks him, flat-footed. 
Thomas smashes him in the ribs and bounces away. Bocephus 
charges. Thomas stops and jolts him with a right. 
 
Nicodemus throws a candle holder at Jack. It misses.  
 
Jack's in the zone. He knows it. He's been there before. 
He can see it all in slow motion. Each move clearly 
telegraphed.  
 
Nicodemus kicks at Jack. Jack grabs his foot and flips him 
in the air. Nicodemus lands hard on his back. 
 
Bocephus hits Thomas with a round-house left to the side 
of the head. Stunned for a second, Thomas shakes the stars 
out of his head.  
 
Thomas dances in, backing Bocephus into a corner. Left, 
left, right. A cut opens over Bocephus' eye. Blood drips 
down the side of his face. Bocephus wipes the blood out of 
his sweat-filled eyes.  
 
Nicodemus gets to his hands and knees. Jack kicks him in 
the side. Nicodemus slams against the piano leg.  
 
Bocephus turns on Jack. He lashes out and catches Jack's 
nose with a left hook. Jack staggers back. He wipes the 
blood away. He charges. They trade jabs. 
 
Jack connects with an uppercut. Bocephus stumbles. He 
regains his balance, jumps at Jack, and grabs him in a 
bear hug. 
 
Jack head-butts him. Blood splatters all over Jack's face. 
Bocephus lets go and stumbles back. Jack smashes him 
across the jaw and Bocephus goes down.  
 
Nicodemus crawls over and grabs Thomas by the foot. He 
yanks him to the floor.  
 
Jack reaches to help his son back up.  
 
Bocephus staggers to his feet, grabs a chair, and hits 
Jack alongside the head. Jack's knees buckle and he slumps 
to his knees.  
 
Everything goes black. Jack falls face-first to the floor.  
 
The smoking fire erupts into flames around Jack.  
 
Thomas leaps into the ring of fire and drags Jack clear. 
He stands over his Father. 
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The Bone Woman kneels beside Jack.  
 

BONE WOMAN 
Stop blaming yourself because you 
couldn't save them.  

 
She touches Jack's forehead gently.  
 
Jack's eyes flutter open. He sits up. He licks the blood 
smeared across his face.  
 
Everything slows for a moment.  
 
Jack's eyes brighten. They appear fathomless, bottomless. 
 
Jack flashes on his Mother nursing him as a child. 
 
The image changes to Jack nursing a baby Thomas. 

MUSIC ROOM 
 
Jack shakes his head to shake the image. 
 
Thomas helps Jack to his feet.  
 
Bocephus and Nicodemus sway to their feet. The men stare 
at each other, waiting for the next move.  
 
Thomas pulls Jack toward the door. They stumble from the 
room. 

HALLWAY 
 
Jack and Thomas run down the hallway.  
 
Bella's bodyguards and the street punks race after them.  
 
As they pass each room, PATRONS and PROSTITUTES join the 
chase.  
 
When they pass the throne room, Bella waddles out and 
joins the posse. 

EXT. CIRCE'S - CONTINUOUS 
 
Jack and Thomas dash out the front door. They duck in 
behind a group of STREET PEOPLE, huddled together against 
the night chill, who sing a carol about forgiveness. 
 
Bella and her crew run down the stairs, glance at the 
homeless singers, and howl off into the night fog. 
 
Jack and Thomas move away from the carolers. 
 

THOMAS 
It's not far. Lean on me 
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Thomas reaches to help his Father.  
 

JACK 
It's okay.  

(pulls away) 
Can handle it from here. 

 
Thomas stops. He stares at his Father. He backs away, 
turns on his heel, and runs. 
 
Jack watches his son's back disappear into the dark. 

INT. THERAPIST'S OFFICE - NIGHT 
 
Jack stands by the pedestal. He touches the mended 
chalice.  
 
Robin stands behind her desk. She pulls her robe tight 
around her pajamas. Judging from the look on her face, 
she's shocked by the specter facing her. 
 

ROBIN 
I really don't think he trusts me 
that much. 
 

JACK 
(snorts) 

You. 
 

ROBIN 
Why would I hide him, Jack? 
 

JACK 
Afraid of what I'd do when I caught 
up with him. 
 

ROBIN 
What are you going to do, Jack? 
 

JACK 
Stop him. 
 

ROBIN 
From what? 
 

JACK 
Finding his Mother. 
 

ROBIN 
Are you sure? 
 

JACK 
Tell me. 
 

ROBIN 
A caged bird will never learn to fly. 
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JACK 
More bullshit. Just tell me straight 
up what you mean. 
 

ROBIN 
A Mother gives unconditional love. 
She will free her child to save it. A 
Father gives qualified approval. He 
will cage his child to save it. 
  

JACK 
What the hell are you talking about? 
 

ROBIN 
You're afraid of letting him grow up. 
Becoming his own person. 

 
JACK 

Wrong. Been trying to speed up the 
process. 
 

ROBIN 
By intimidating him? Making it tough 
on him? 
 

JACK 
Good enough for me. Good enough for 
my world. 
 

ROBIN 
It's not good enough for him. It's a 
different world. He's not bullet-
proof. Neither are you. 

 
JACK 

Can take care of myself. 
 

ROBIN 
Can you love and be loved in return, 
Jack? If you can't, how do you expect 
your son can? 

INT. QUINN HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT 
 
At the kitchen table, Ophelia cries in Molly's arms.  
 
Beret stands to one side. A bump on a log. The enemy. 
Them. 
  

MOLLY 
Who can hate us as much as we hate 
ourselves, okay? Who can match our 
own self-abuse? We're the best of 
slaves, you know. 
  

OPHELIA 
I love him so much. 



109. 

  
MOLLY 

They'll be home soon. 
  

OPHELIA 
What if . . . ?   
  

MOLLY 
Don't. 
  

OPHELIA 
I couldn't live without him. 

 
Molly flashes on herself inside the cage in the cave. 
 
Ophelia flashes on herself drowning in a stream of 
flowers. 
 

MOLLY 
Don't abandon yourself trying to 
please them, Ophelia. We are not 
shaped by their approval. 

  
Beret leaves the room. 
  

MOLLY 
You can love him and love yourself. 
You can care for him and care for 
yourself. You can't be good for him 
if you're not good for yourself. They 
must take us as we are, okay. 

  
Ophelia sits up. She wipes away her tears.  
 
Molly touches the gold cross around Ophelia's neck. 
  

MOLLY 
He really has a good heart. 
  

OPHELIA 
They both do. 
  

MOLLY 
There's still time to save them. 

 
Molly flashes on a stone pyramid dissolving inside a 
circle of orchids. 
 
Ophelia flashes on a silver sword shattering inside a 
golden ring. 

INT. OLD ST. MARY'S CHURCH - NUNNERY - MAIN HALL - NIGHT 
 
The nunnery is simple, functional, Spartan.  
 
MAUREEN "MO" DELANEY QUINN gently feeds a pear to a 
homeless CHILD. She's vibrant, healthy, serene. She's a 
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dreadlocked Earth Mother. 
 
From opposite ends of the hall, Thomas and Jack enter. 
Bloody and bruised, tattered and torn. 
 

JACK (V.O.) 
She's not coming home. 
 

YOUNG THOMAS (V.O.) 
For dinner? 
 

JACK (V.O.) 
For ever. 
 

YOUNG THOMAS (V.O.) 
Why? 
 

JACK (V.O.) 
Don't know. 
 

YOUNG THOMAS (V.O.) 
Did I do something? Is it me? 
 

JACK (V.O.) 
Or me. 

 
Maureen sees them. She gestures for another NUN to take 
the child. She motions for the other NUNS to leave. She 
walks to a long, half-moon shaped bench. She sits and 
waits.  
 
Thomas and Jack approach. They stop in front of her, face-
to-face. They look at one another, not her. 
 
A premonition flashes through Jack's mind. 

EXT. QUINN HOUSE - GARDEN - NIGHT (PREMONITION) 
 
Jack opens the small cage holding the wounded nightingale 
he saved. He takes the bird out and sets it on the patio 
table.  
 
The bird waits a moment. It looks around, blinks then 
takes flight. 
 
Jack hears a sound. He turns. 
 
Thomas faces his Father. Bookending him are Gunman and 
Lookout, the two guys who mugged Jack outside the Palace 
of Fine Arts. Molly stands behind Thomas. 
  

THOMAS 
Never Goldilocks, is it Dad? Never 
just right. 

  
Thomas puts his arm around Molly's shoulder. He kisses 
her. They walk away.  
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A single gunshot rings out.  
 
A falling body thumps to the ground. 

INT. NUNNERY – MAIN HALL – NIGHT (PRESENT) 
 
Jack slaps Thomas across the face.  
 
Thomas cringes, but takes it.  
 
Jack backhands him. It staggers Thomas, but he still 
doesn't react. 
  

JACK 
You're soft. Always have been. 

  
Jack slaps Thomas hard across each cheek. Thomas' hands 
hang at his side, fists clenched. 
  

JACK 
You no good, worthless . . .  

  
Jack slaps the other cheek. Thomas' jaw tightens. 
 

JACK 
Won't anything make a man out of you? 

 
Jack grabs the middle finger on Thomas' right hand and 
tries to snap it. 
 
That does it. Thomas' resolve finally breaks. He drops his 
surprised Father with a solid left.  
 
Jack slowly gets to his feet. And grins. 
 

JACK 
About time.  

 
Father and son circle. They take the measure of the other 
and . . . 
 
Begin throwing punches. Hard, fast, brutal punches.  
 
Jack slams Thomas in the jaw, knocking him to the floor.  
 
Thomas feels his mouth for blood.  
 
Jack picks him up by the shirt. He hits Thomas in the 
stomach, doubling him up. 
 
Thomas throws a left uppercut that smashes Jack's jaw. 
Tiny spatters of blood and spit speckle the floor.  
 
Jack swings a wide, clumsy roundhouse and hits Thomas' 
neck. It makes a dull, flat sound. 
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Thomas thumps Jack in the chest. Jack falls back against a 
support column, rattling a rustic crucifix.  
 
Jack swings another roundhouse that slams right under 
Thomas' right ear. Thomas spins into an ofrenda, 
scattering its sacred offerings.  
 
Thomas punches Jack in the stomach.  
 
Thomas and Jack move clumsily, throwing punches. They 
breathe heavily. They drool saliva and blood, growing 
dizzier from each impact.  
 
Jack hooks one to Thomas' face. Thomas drops to his knees. 
Jack kicks him. Jack picks Thomas up and knees him in the 
gut. 
 
Thomas hits the floor, stomach first. Jack lands on top of 
him, grappling, trying for a choke hold. Thomas and Jack 
wrestle desperately.  
 
Thomas flips Jack over and gets on top, sprawling to pin 
him. Jack lands a couple of punches to Thomas' stomach.  
 
Thomas throws a headlock on Jack. Jack snakes his arm into 
a counter headlock. They grapple like wild animals.  
 
Thomas bleeds from the mouth and face. Jack, flushed red 
with exasperation, bleeds from the nose and ear. 
 
Jack flips Thomas. He jumps on his back and grinds his 
son's face into the concrete floor. 
 
SMACK!  
 
A wooden paddle comes down hard across the back of Jack's 
head, knocking him off Thomas. 
 
Maureen stands above them, silhouetted in the overhead 
light. She holds a paddle used by the nuns to discipline 
their unruly students. 
 

MAUREEN 
Stop it! Stop it! Stop it! I can't 
watch you two hurt each other 
anymore! 

 
She points the paddle at Jack.  
 

MAUREEN 
You, Aloysius, pretending you're 
going to kill him. Your only son. Why 
it's the last thing in the world  
. . . 

 
She turns the paddle on Thomas.  
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MAUREEN 
And you, Thomas, getting your face 
all beat up and bloody. Your precious 
hands almost broken.  

 
Maureen moves toward them. They both crab-scuttle 
backwards. They bump to a stop against the half-moon 
bench.  
 

MAUREEN 
You two ought to see how ridiculous 
you look. What fools you are to think 
you could actually hurt one another. 
Why, anybody with half-a-mind knows 
you two love each other too much to 
do any real damage. 

 
Jack and Thomas look at one another, then back at her.  
 
Maureen sits on the bench, exhausted. She holds out both 
hands.  
 
Each man crawls to either side of her and takes one of her 
hands. She squeezes their hands.  
 
Jack and Thomas gaze past her at one another. 
 

MAUREEN 
I'm leaving soon. 
 

JACK/THOMAS (TOGETHER) 
Know that. 
 

MAUREEN 
I couldn't live worrying about you 
both every day. It was too hard. 
 

JACK 
Tried to protect you. 

 
MAUREEN 

It wasn't your job. 
 

JACK 
Did the best I could. 
 

MAUREEN 
You were a man holding on to a woman 
letting go. 
 

THOMAS 
Why couldn't I see you? 
 

MAUREEN 
Couldn't give you hope for something 
that wasn't there. 
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THOMAS 
Was it me? 
 

MAUREEN 
I loved you too much. And couldn't 
love you enough. I left because I 
couldn't handle it. 
 

JACK/THOMAS (TOGETHER) 
You're not to blame. 
 

They say these words to her, but look at each other. 
 

MAUREEN 
Neither are you. You have to stop 
blaming yourself, and each other, for 
something you had no control over. 
And couldn't change if you did. You 
have to move on.  

 
Maureen lets go of their hands. She stands.  
 
Thomas and Jack stand with her.  
 

MAUREEN 
Take care of each other. It's all 
you've got. 

 
Thomas holds out the gold band to her. 
 
Maureen takes it.  
 

MAUREEN 
It was your Grandmother's, you know. 
My Mother.  

 
She hands it back.  
 

MAUREEN 
You keep it, Thomas.  

 
She walks away. 
 
Thomas hands the wedding ring to his Father.  
 
Jack holds the gold circle before his eyes. He puts the 
ring on his finger. 
 
At the door, Maureen turns back to them. 
 

MAUREEN 
Sometimes you have to let things go 
to keep them. 
 

She walks out the door. 
 
Jack touches his thigh. He looks down. The blood stain is 
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gone. 
 

JACK 
Let's go home. 

INT. GRACE CATHEDRAL - MIDNIGHT 
 
Jack and Thomas sit in the back of the Cathedral. In 
reverent silence, they listen to Father Fitzgerald deliver 
Midnight Mass.  
 

FATHER FITZGERALD 
The son of God came down into this 
world to be crucified to awaken our 
hearts to compassion, and turn our 
minds from the gross affairs of life 
in this world to the human values of 
self-giving in shared suffering.  

INT. MEDICAL CENTER - INTENSIVE CARE UNIT - AFTER MIDNIGHT 
 
Jack and Thomas stand on either side of the hospital bed.  
 
They each hold one of Asa Otto's hands, forming three 
points of the Trinity. 
 

FATHER FITZGERALD (V.O.) 
Each of us who suffers with another 
is the Christ, come before us to 
evoke the one thing that turns the 
human beast of prey into a human 
being. That one thing is compassion. 
Awaken your heart to love. And the 
way will open to you. 

INT. QUINN HOUSE - WORK ROOM - NIGHT 
 
Molly finishes the quilt. She removes it from the loom. 
 
Beret stands near the door. 
  

BERET 
Are you sure? 
  

MOLLY 
Yes, I am, yes. 
  

BERET 
Can you handle it alone? 
  

MOLLY 
There will always be ghosts around. 

  
BERET 

He won't change. 
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MOLLY 
I'll take it as it comes. 
 

BERET 
He's not perfect. 
  

MOLLY 
I'll take complete. 

 
Beret leaves the room. 

EXT. MEDICAL CENTER - ENTRANCE - NIGHT 
 
Jack and Thomas step into the cold, clear night. 
 

THOMAS 
It's not far. 

 
Thomas reaches to help his Father.  
 
Jack leans on his son's shoulder.  
 
Jack and Thomas walk down the street. 

EXT. FISHERMAN'S WHARF - THE GOATSINGER - NIGHT 
 
A fire burns in an open-air, circular fireplace in front 
of The Goatsinger, an all-night tavern. Christmas 
decorations burn brightly inside and out.  
 
Beside the fireplace is a bar. A stoop-shouldered OLD MAN 
stands behind the counter. He wears a hooded cloak. The 
hood obscures his face. He removes it. 
 

MOOSE 
Haven't seen you in a while, 
Aloysius. 
 

JACK 
I've been doing a little traveling, 
Moose. 
 

Moose sets a shot glass on the counter. 
 

MOOSE 
The usual? 
 

JACK 
Make it water. 
 

THOMAS 
Times two. 
 

MOOSE 
Can do. 
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JACK 
I'd like you to meet my son, Thomas. 
 

MOOSE 
Looks like you. 
 

JACK 
Yes, he does. 

 
Jack looks closely at his son. The change from boy to man 
surprises him.  
 
Thomas stares back at his Father. 
 

JACK 
You have my Father's eyes. 

 
THOMAS 

And yours. 
 
Jack pulls Thomas to him. Thomas buries his face in his 
Father's chest. And cries. Tears trickle down Jack's 
cheeks. 
 
Moose serves Jack and Thomas their glasses of water. 
 

MOOSE 
Nothing is harder on mortal man than 
wandering. Take your son home, 
Aloysius. 
 

Moose gives Father and son a hooded cloak like his own. 
 

MOOSE 
It's cold out there. 

EXT. MARINA GREEN - NIGHT 
 
Jack and Thomas walk near the ocean's edge, hoods covering 
their faces. A comfortable silence between them. From 
somewhere off, they hear a high, wailing, whistling howl. 
  
Two MEN jump from the shadows and block their way.  
 
It's the two guys Jack hired to kidnap Thomas. Harold and 
Slick Hair. 
  

JACK 
It's over. I changed my mind. 
 

HAROLD 
That's what they all say. 
 

JACK 
I'm serious. 
  



118. 

SLICK HAIR 
So are we.  

 
Slick Hair hits Jack with a blackjack and knocks him into 
the Bay. 
 
Harold moves toward Thomas. They circle.  
 
Harold lunges with a clumsy right. Thomas hits him with a 
flurry of punches. All of them land.  
 
Thomas cocks his arm. He stops, remembering something. 
Like he did back in the living room of his Father's house 
that night so long ago. Like the fighter who's killed with 
his hands.  
 
Harold takes the opening and slams Thomas on the chin.  
 
Thomas staggers back. He licks away the blood trickling 
from the corner of his mouth.  
 
Thomas moves slowly toward Harold, stalking him. He fakes 
left, right, and comes back with a tomahawk right. Harold 
reels and goes down. 
 
Slick Hair finally jumps in. He lurches toward Thomas with 
a one-two combo that gets nothing but air.  
 
Thomas drops low and hits Slick Hair with a one-two to the 
stomach and a shin-bone to the nuts. Slick Hair collapses 
to his knees.  
 
Thomas hits him on the back of the neck with both fists. 
Slick Hair slams face first onto the ground.  
 
Thomas backs away. Panting and waiting. 
 
Harold helps Slick Hair to his feet and drags him away. 
 
Thomas jumps in the Bay. He grabs his Father just as he's 
about to go under. He cups his elbow around his Father's 
neck and swims to shore.  
 
Thomas pulls his Father out of the tidewater and onto the 
sand.  
 
Father and Son sit there a moment. Breathing deeply and 
dripping saltwater. 
 
Thomas holds his shaking hands in front of his eyes. He 
clenches and unclenches his fists. 

EXT. MARINA DISTRICT - QUINN NEIGHBORHOOD - NIGHT 
 
Thomas and Jack walk the street toward home, hoods 
obscuring their faces.  
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Father and son sing The Messiah. 

EXT. QUINN HOUSE - BACKYARD - NIGHT 
 
Jack and Thomas crawl over the fence and into the 
backyard. They urinate in the garden.  
 
Jack opens the small cage holding the wounded nightingale 
he saved. He takes the bird out and sets it on the patio 
table.  
 
The bird waits a moment. It looks around, blinks then 
takes flight. 
 
Jack hears a sound. He starts to turn. He stops, 
remembering something. He slowly turns around. 
  
Thomas still stands there. Alone 
  
Jack tries the back door. It's locked. He searches for his 
keys and comes up empty.  
 
Thomas takes out his key and opens the door. 

INT. QUINN HOUSE - WORK ROOM - CONTINUOUS 
 
Jack and Thomas walk past the loom. The finished quilt 
lies draped over the loom. 
 
They hear a sound.  

INT. QUINN HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS 
 
Jack and Thomas slip into the living room just in time to 
see Beret reach the front door. They remove their hoods. 
Beret freezes.  
 
Thomas picks up the transparent statue of the pregnant 
woman and . . . 
 
Jack grabs his arm. 
  

JACK 
Let it be. 

  
Beret ducks out the front door. 

INT. QUINN HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT 
 
Father and son drink hot chocolate at the kitchen table. 
Thomas finishes his. He stands. 
 

THOMAS 
I have to find Ophelia. 
  

JACK 
Are you coming back? 
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THOMAS 

This is my home. 
  

JACK 
Don't forget that, son. 

  
Thomas lightly slaps his Father's cheek.  
 
Jack grabs his son's hand. He holds it there a moment, 
then lets go.  
 
Thomas leaves. 

INT. QUINN HOUSE - BEDROOM - NIGHT 
 
Molly lies facedown in bed. Jack enters quietly. He 
playfully slaps her rump. She rolls over and smiles. 
 

JACK 
I'm home.  
 

MOLLY 
For good? 
 

JACK 
For good. 

  
She sits up. She pulls up the sleeve of her nightgown. She 
points at the nicotine patch on her arm. Jack smiles. 
  

MOLLY 
Find Thomas? 
  

JACK 
I never lost him. 

  
Jack takes the gold band off his finger. He holds it out 
to her. She takes it. 
  

MOLLY 
Yes, I will, yes. 

  
Molly opens the bedside table drawer. She takes out a 
small bag. She removes a gold band. She gives it to Jack. 
  

MOLLY 
The problem with you is the problem 
with me. 
  

JACK 
We're really not as different as we 
think. 
  

MOLLY 
I'm not perfect. 
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JACK 
I'm not complete. 

 
Jack inhales her breath. 
 

MOLLY 
Let's have some fun then. 
 

JACK 
No regrets. No expectations. 

  
Jack lays beside Molly – head-to-head, feet-to-feet. He 
kisses her neck, rolls over, and stares at the ceiling.  
 
He sees three circles of shadows and light on the ceiling.  
 
Molly crawls on top of him. They make love. She makes all 
the moves. He gladly lets her.  
 
The clap of sweet thunder booms somewhere far away. 

EXT. QUINN HOUSE - GARDEN - DAWN 
 
Church bells greet the new day. 
 
Jack stands naked in the garden.  
 
The flowers and vegetables are in full bloom.  
 
Jack checks his thigh wound. It's completely healed.  
 
He stares in the koi pond. His clear, perfect reflection 
stares back.  
 

JACK 
(to himself) 

Let it rain, let it rain, let it 
rain. Let it pour down on me. 

 
It begins to rain.  
 
Jack tilts his head back. And drinks it in. 
 
FADE OUT: 
 

THE END 


