
EXT. SUBURBS - DAY

A glossy "For Sale" sign sits in the yard of an older, but 
well-kept home. An old metal swingset, long abandoned, 
hunkers in the back yard.

INT. LIVING ROOM - MORNING

Moving boxes stacked around the furniture. Framed artwork 
leans against one wall.

JANE (30's, pretty and practical) and her sister STEPHANIE

STEPHANIE
Do you mind if I take these?

She indicates the open box in front of her, filled with 
teapots.

JANE
Fine. I always hated dusting those 
things.

STEPHANIE
Remember when we were playing 
catch with that beanbag frog and 
broke the yellow one? Mom was so 
mad.

JANE
At me.

STEPHANIE
Well, you were supposed to be in 
charge.

JANE
Mom should have gotten rid of this 
stuff years ago.

STEPHANIE
She wanted us to have it, I guess.

Jane glances at a sealed box marked KITCHEN-JANE.

JANE
What am I going to do with 
whimsical potholders and cookie 
jars? My kitchen is the size of a 
postage stamp.
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STEPHANIE
Maybe when she wrote the will she 
figured...by the time she died, 
you'd be domesticated.

JANE
You make it sound like I pee on 
the carpet and bite anyone who 
tries to feed me.

Stephanie tapes up her box.

STEPHANIE
She's going to visit me, you know.

JANE
That's ridiculous.

STEPHANIE
After Gramma died, she visited 
Mom. She never told you? One 
night, right before Mom fell 
asleep, there was Gramma, standing 
at the foot of the bed. Gramma 
said not to worry, that she was 
happy now, and it would all be 
fine in the end. If it's not 
fine--

JANE
It's not the end.

STEPHANIE
So she did tell you!

JANE
I got that line after Derek 
Wheatley dumped me right before 
Homecoming. I'm pretty sure Mom 
got it from a Lifetime movie of 
the week.

STEPHANIE
Oh. Well, I found it very 
comforting. And I made her promise 
to visit me the same way.

JANE
I don't believe in stuff like 
that.

STEPHANIE
You don't believe in anything.
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EXT. SUBURBS - DAY

Jane balances the box on her knee while she opens her car 
door.

Stephanie, parked behind her, slams her trunk shut.

STEPHANIE
You want to have lunch?

JANE
I'm not hungry.

STEPHANIE
That's not what I asked.

Her door now open, Jane shoves the box into the backseat.

INT. JANE'S CAR - DRIVING

Jane glances in her rear view mirror a time or two. As if 
the box is judging her.

She turns her eyes to the road then SLAMS on the brakes just 
in time to avoid hitting a tiny, elderly woman crossing the 
street. This is ZELDA .

EXT. STREET - DAY

Jane bursts out of the car and rushes toward a perfectly 
calm Zelda.

JANE
Are you all right? Oh my God, I 
didn't even see you, are you okay? 
I can call nine one one.

ZELDA
I'm fine dear, why wouldn't I be?

Zelda takes a folded note from her pocket, hands it to Jane. 
She opens it, frowns, gives Zelda a closer inspection.

ZELDA
You shouldn't park in the middle 
of the street. It's not safe.

A horn HONKS. Jane turns at the sound. A car idles behind 
hers. The driver honks again.

JANE
Why don't you come with me?
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INT. STREET - LATER

Zelda sits on a bench, watching cars drive past. In her lap, 
she cradles an egg-shaped KITCHEN TIMER, cream with red 
curlicue trim. (Zelda will have this with her at all times).

Jane sits beside her, examining the note which reads:

MY NAME IS ZELDA AND I HAVE VASCULAR DEMENTIA. PLEASE RETURN 
ME TO 4740 CHERYL DRIVE, GLENDALE.

JANE
I should call the police.

ZELDA
Oh, I'm not going to press 
charges, dear.

She pats Jane on the arm.

Jane opens her mouth to say something then thinks the better 
of it. She sees the timer in Zelda's lap, stares at it. 
Zelda notices.

ZELDA
If you want to know something, 
ask. My daddy only had one arm and 
people were always looking at him 
funny. He'd say - you want to know 
what happened? Just ask me.

JANE
What happened?

ZELDA
He wouldn't say.

The timer goes off with a DING.

INT. JANE'S CAR - DRIVING

Zelda glances in the backseat, sees the box.

ZELDA
What's that?

JANE
Nothing.

Zelda looks out the window.

ZELDA
Are you kidnapping me?
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JANE
Of course not. I'm going to-- I'm 
a social worker. I can help you.

ZELDA
Well that's lucky isn't it? Me 
being nearly run over by a social 
worker.

JANE
I didn't nearly run you over and I 
don't believe in luck.

ZELDA
You would if you were the one who 
nearly got run over.

INT. FAMILY SERVICES BUILDING - JANE'S OFFICE - DAY

A plain, government office. Jane sits at her desk, focused 
on her computer screen. Zelda sits in the opposite chair.

JANE
I'm just checking for any reports 
of missing elder- people matching 
your description.

Zelda fidgets with the timer in her lap.

ZELDA
I don't like waiting. Never did. 
You never get anywhere in life 
waiting for something to happen to 
you. You have to go out there and 
make it happen. My cousin Eddie --

JANE
Do you remember his last name?

ZELDA
Ah...no. Sorry.

Jane's hopeful expression fades. She turns back to the 
computer, starts typing. The clickety-clack of her fingers 
on the keyboard underscores Zelda's story.

ZELDA
So, my cousin Eddie, he worked for 
the paper. And he smoked - this 
was back in the days when nearly 
everybody did, so it was a real 
surprise when the new editor said 
NO SMOKING in the office. Can you 
imagine? A newspaper man who 
doesn't smoke?
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JANE
Can't imagine.

ZELDA
This new editor, he says to Eddie, 
you can go outside once an hour to 
smoke. That's all. Just once. But 
this one day, Eddie didn't wait 
for his once an hour. He went out, 
even though he'd just been out ten 
minutes before.

Zelda pauses for dramatic effect. Jane stops typing.

JANE
And?

ZELDA
And the boiler blew up! Killed 
three people and maimed another 
five. But not Eddie. He was down 
the corner, puffing away.

JANE
That's..that's awful.

ZELDA
Not for Eddie. He didn't wait and 
it saved his life.

Jane shakes her head, hits a key on the computer. Her 
printer starts up with a hum.

Zelda spots a PENNY on the floor.

ZELDA
You should pick that up.

JANE
I told you, I don't believe in 
luck.

ZELDA
Not for luck. Don't you know the 
poem? I found a penny on the 
ground...no...an angel dropped a 
penny. Wait. Well, it doesn't 
matter how it goes, exactly. The 
point is, a penny is a message 
from heaven. It means somebody 
misses you.
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JANE
It means somebody has a hole in 
his pocket.

Jane grabs the paper from her printer, stands up.

JANE
Come on.

ZELDA
Where are we going?

JANE
To Forty Seven Forty Cheryl Drive.

She guides Zelda out the door and mutters under her breath.

JANE
To ask why they didn't report you 
missing.

INT. JANE'S CAR - DRIVING

Zelda looks at the box in the backseat again.

ZELDA
Is it a present?

JANE
No it's nothing. Well it's...it's 
from my mother.

ZELDA
So it is a present.

JANE
Are you hungry? It's a long drive. 
We should get lunch.

Jane's phone rings.

ZELDA
Are you going to answer that?

JANE
Not while I'm driving.

Zelda picks up the phone over Jane's protests. She looks at 
the screen.

ZELDA
It's from a Stephanie.
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JANE
It'll go to voicemail.

ZELDA
She's sent you a lot of texts, 
too. Is she your girlfriend? It's 
fine by me if she is. I went to a 
women's college, I understand.

JANE
Stephanie is my sister.

ZELDA
Oh. How come you don't want to 
talk to her?

JANE
I'm not not talking to her. We 
should be talking about you.

ZELDA
I think I have a brother. Johnny? 
Jimmy. I don't know if he's older 
or younger. I do remember, we had 
this long driveway from the main 
road to our house and when my 
Daddy came home from working at 
the bakery, he'd honk his horn and 
we'd run out to meet him. I'd jump 
on the running board on one side 
and Jimmy would jump on the other. 
We always wanted to get on the 
driver side, because Daddy would 
let us lean in and steer. One 
time, Jimmy knocked me down to get 
there first. Almost shoved me 
right into the well. He must've 
been older.

JANE
Or, maybe it was an accident and 
you just assumed it was on 
purpose.

ZELDA
Ah. You must be older than 
Stephanie.

Jane doesn't respond.

ZELDA
Is she prettier than you?



9.

JANE
I don't know. That's subjective.

ZELDA
Smarter?

JANE
Definitely not.

ZELDA
So what are you jealous about?

JANE
I'm not jealous!

Zelda watches her for a beat.

JANE
I'm not. It's just...things were 
easier for her, that's all.

ZELDA
I quilt, you know.

JANE
Um...that's nice?

ZELDA
With my first quilt, I read all 
the magazines and I even took a 
class at the Silver Thimble Sew 
Shop but I still - oh I messed up 
so many times. I cut against the 
grain and my seams were crooked. I 
had to keep squaring up and 
squaring up...the thing ended up 
half the size it was supposed to 
be. But my second quilt... Well, I 
did that one a hundred times 
better. Because I knew what I was 
doing, you see. I'd made my 
mistakes.

JANE
Are you serious?

ZELDA
Some things you can only learn how 
to do by doing them.

JANE
You just called me a crappy quilt.
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ZELDA
No, you're the first quilt.

JANE
Yeah. The bad one.

ZELDA
The quilt wasn't bad, the quilter 
was just inexperienced.

JANE
Is this supposed to make me feel 
better?

ZELDA
What if I said a bad quilt keeps 
you just as warm.

JANE
Nope. Not buying it.

ZELDA
Every perfect quilt is perfect in 
the same way, but every defective 
quilt is unique?

JANE
Oh now I'm defective.

They drive in silence for a beat.

ZELDA
Are we still getting lunch?

INT. FAST FOOD RESTAURANT - DAY

Zelda sits at a table, toying with her egg timer, turning it 
back and forth. Jane appears with a full tray. She sits, 
distributes the food.

ZELDA
What's your mother's name?

Jane hesitates before answering.

JANE
Her name was Lois.

ZELDA
It still is.

Jane concentrates on her food.
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ZELDA
How did she die? Was it your 
fault? Is that why you don't want 
to talk about her?

JANE
No and -- no!

She looks away.

JANE
She had a stroke.

A group of noisy CHILDREN and TEENS, wearing matching T-
shirts that say "Brentwood Bible Camp" descend on the tables 
nearby.

Their chaperone, a moon-faced REVEREND, smiles at Jane and 
Zelda as he passes.

REVEREND
Sorry about the noise.

Jane smiles back politely.

ZELDA
Do you go to church?

JANE
No. Why?

ZELDA
Are you Jewish?

JANE
No.

ZELDA
Hindu? Buddhist?

JANE
No. I don't believe in anything.

ZELDA
Everybody believes in something. 
Even an atheist believes in 
something.

JANE
What does an atheist believe in?

ZELDA
Science.
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JANE
Fine. I believe in science.

ZELDA
Now you're just patronizing me.

Jane doesn't answer, focuses on her food again.

ZELDA
Are you an atheist because of what 
happened to your mom?

JANE
I'm not an atheist. That seems to 
require actively disbelieving. 
I'm...nothing.

ZELDA
A lot of people get mad at God 
when they lose somebody they love.

JANE
I'm not mad at God.

(a beat)
Religion just wasn't important in 
our house. My father called it "a 
tool of the powerful, used to 
oppress the masses."

ZELDA
What did your mother say?

JANE
"Dammit Pete, either put some cash 
in the collection plate or don't 
but sit down, you're embarrassing 
us!"

They both laugh.

The Brentwood Bible Camp folks overhear, and visibly 
disapprove.

INT. JANE'S CAR - DRIVING

ZELDA
I think you offended those people.

JANE
Did you see them waving their 
sporks like little pitchforks?

ZELDA
Well you were quite irreverent.

They drive on in silence.
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INT. JANE'S CAR - DRIVING - LATER

It's dark outside. Zelda, leaning against the window, is 
just about to nod off.

JANE
My mother didn't believe in 
reverence. Or obedience. She told 
me to question everything, 
challenge everyone...

Zelda sits up.

ZELDA
She sounds like a wise woman.

Jane's face crumbles. She starts to cry.

JANE
And I took that to heart. I 
challenged and questioned. I 
challenged her. So much that we 
weren't even speaking when...

Jane shakes her head, wipes her eyes with one hand.

JANE
I'm sorry. You don't need to hear 
my problems.

ZELDA
Is that why you don't want to open 
the box? You think she booby-
trapped it?

JANE
What? No, of course not. She 
wouldn't do anything like that.

ZELDA
Why not? You said you were 
fighting.

JANE
I said we weren't speaking. But 
even if we were fighting, that 
doesn't mean she didn't love me.

ZELDA
And it doesn't mean she didn't 
know you loved her, too.

Jane drives in silence for a bit, contemplating.
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JANE
I really want to believe that.

ZELDA
So believe. Look, you fought with 
your mother. Just like she fought 
with her mother, who fought with 
her mother and all the way back to 
the beginning of time. If Adam and 
Eve had girls, there would be an 
entire chapter in the Book of 
Genesis devoted to doors being 
slammed in the Garden of Eden.

(beat)
She knew, Jane. Believe me.

Jane stops the car, turns off the engine. She glances out 
the window at a house marked 4740, gathers her composure, 
and turns to Zelda.

JANE
Thank you. Now just wait here. I 
want to talk to your family first.

Jane opens the car door, then glances back at Zelda and 
flips the locks.

EXT. 4740 CHERYL DRIVE - NIGHT

Jane rings the doorbell. Waits.

Knocks. Cups her hands and peers in the glass.

Finally, the door swings open to a WOMAN in her fifties, 
trailed by a little yapping DOG.

Zelda watches from the car. She sees Jane give the woman her 
business card, talk to her (MOS) and point back to the car.

ON THE PORCH

WOMAN
Lady, I don't know what your 
problem is, but Zelda Nevins 
doesn't live here anymore.

JANE
Where does she live, then?

WOMAN
Nowhere. She died three years ago.

The door SLAMS shut behind her, but Jane doesn't notice.

She races to the car.
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Rips open the door.

An empty passenger seat.

Jane ducks back out of the car, looks up and down the 
street.

Nothing.

She looks back inside the car. Spots something on the floor 
in front of the passenger seat.

Shaking, she climbs in the car, picks up the item.

The kitchen timer.

INT. BACKSEAT - MOMENTS LATER

The box is open, Jane tears through the contents.

Cups, spoons, an apron. Something wrapped in newspaper.

Jane unwraps the paper to find a plastic mixing bowl. Cream 
colored. With red curlicue trim.

Jane falls back in the seat, the bowl in her lap. She picks 
up the timer. It's a perfect match.

Jane glances down, at a paper square in the bottom of the 
bowl. Picks it up, turns it over.

It's a picture. Jane's younger self, and her mother in the 
kitchen. Mixing batter in a cream colored bowl and smiling 
at the camera.

Jane looks at the photo. Smiles through tears. Believes.

The timer DINGS.

FADE OUT.


