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Public Image is a screenplay which traces the lives of 

Joanne Tate, her husband, Mitchell Tate, and her sister, 

Marie Vaughn. Joanne decides to search for her sister after 

the death of their mother from breast cancer. Marie, who 

broke from the family after a bitter fight more than a 

decade before, is living in a shelter and facing eviction. 

Mitchell, meanwhile, is campaigning for re-election to his 

position as mayor of a large city. A major subplot in the 

script deals with the homeless issues in his city and the 

unscrupulous methods that Mitchell and his staff use to try 

to solve them. The characters must all learn the importance 

of family as they grapple with the obstacles they must 

overcome to find each other. 
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PREFACE 

A successful film draws viewers into an alternate 

reality, engaging their imagination for, at a minimum, the 

duration of the film. It may affect them or entertain them, 

or it may do both. Either way, a good screenplay acts as a 

blueprint for the filmmaking process. The film's conception 

begins with the screenwriter's ideas, characterization, 

plot, dialogue, and description. If these elements are 

woven together in a successful fashion, the end product—the 

film—will be a transportive experience for the audience. 

Screenwriting is arguably one of the youngest forms of 

literature, although some may believe that to categorize a 

screenplay as literature is stretching too far. But just as 

plays are considered literature, screenplays, being their 

close cousins, may also claim a place in the literary 

tradition. There is merit in writing a screenplay beyond 

the mechanical necessity of such a process, just as there is 

merit in writing and reading plays even if they have not 

been produced. 

In his book, Screenplay: The Foundations of 

Screenwriting. Syd Field, the "guru of would-be 

screenwriters" according to the Los Angeles Herald Examiner, 

states that "a motion picture is a visual medium that 



dramatizes a basic story line."1 He also says that film "is 

a cinematic process that enriches the story."2 The key 

element here is the story. No film would be worth watching 

without one. 

A film is the collaborative vision by a particular 

group of people at a distinct time who cooperate to tell a 

story. The screenplay is the only aspect of filmmaking that 

can be revisited time and again for fresh consideration. 

The difference between making a film and producing a play is 

that, once a film is done, it is fixed. Actors age, scenery 

changes, technology changes, studio philosophy changes. The 

screenplay, on the other hand, can be read and reconsidered 

by numerous people and performed in numerous ways. It is 

the expense of filmmaking that makes this process uncommon. 

A play can be performed again and again and it will never be 

the same twice. A film can be shown over and over and it 

will always be the same unless someone remakes it. To 

remake a film, the process must begin at the screenplay 

stage. 

Due to the collaborative nature of film, some people 

might argue that the art of filmmaking is a lesser art form 

because the contributions by any one person are diluted. In 

many forms, however, art is to some degree or another a 

collaborative process. Perhaps the artist is inspired by 

other people, nature or life. This connection to the world 

is what makes art meaningful in people's lives. In 



filmmaking, the collaborative process is merely more 

obvious. 

In writing "Public Image," it was my intention to delve 

into the filmmaking continuum at the beginning, where the 

words take precedence over all other elements. 

Screenwriting is the springboard for the collaborative 

process of filmmaking. As a film is produced, different 

elements become more important—scouting an appropriate 

location, hiring viable actors whose nature and skills match 

the requirements of the story, hiring a crew capable of 

carrying out the vision laid out in the screenplay. 

Certainly, producing a film requires that, at one time or 

another during the process, different elements move to the 

forefront. Before anything can begin, however, a script 

must be available to map the way. 

Writing a screenplay requires the author to think 

visually. It is not cinematic for the characters to have 

private thoughts, and it is not possible for actors to 

interpret those thoughts on the screen. Thus the dialogue 

contained in the screenplay must reveal character as well as 

plot in visually interesting ways. In addition, scene 

descriptions are sketched instead of detailed. They will be 

fleshed out by the vision of the set designer, the location 

manager and others in the making of the film. The 

screenwriter must provide enough information for the 

collaborative process to be successful, but not so much that 



it constricts the filmmaking process. The screenplay should 

be the spark that ignites the collaborators. 

In "Public Image," the subplot surrounding Marie Vaughn 

and her increasingly desperate existence in the shelter with 

her daughter is augmented by showing homeless people living 

on the streets and living in shelters. The audience is left 

to fill in the gap between what is overtly spoken and what 

is to be shown. That Marie and her daughter Jessica are 

close to living in the streets is clear from what Michael 

Abrams, the shelter director, says, but the tragic side of 

homelessness is shown through Marie's eyes as she watches 

street people attempting to survive. 

Another element of filmmaking that I wanted "Public 

Image" to address is that, for some time now, there has been 

a paucity of strong female lead characters in film. There 

is a further lack of appealing roles for women over forty in 

film. It was my desire to write a screenplay that would 

have a female lead who gained strength and self-assurance 

during the film, as well as to create a role for a more 

mature actress. The character of Joanne was meant to tackle 

both of these issues. 

At the beginning of the film, Joanne is shown to be 

Mitchell's wife and political supporter, but her own goals 

are not treated with respect. She decides, against her 

husband's wishes, to search for her sister who separated 

from the family in a bitter fight more than a decade before. 



Joanne's decision to find Marie comes at a critical time in 

her husband's career, but is important to her own well-

being. She decides to proceed with her agenda despite the 

possible harmful affect it could have on Mitchell's 

campaign. And she eventually succeeds. 

Admittedly, the screenplay is a much more overtly 

commercial form of art than writing novels, short stories, 

or poetry. In screenwriting, the end goal for a screenplay 

is that it be produced as a film. Films require investments 

of time and money from a variety of people and sources. 

Thus, a commercially viable script is certainly a 

consideration. This is not to say that it is necessary to 

pander to the whims of Hollywood. There are opportunities 

for good screenplays to be recognized, even if they do not 

contain the seemingly requisite violence, sex, and 

objectionable language. 

Since filmmaking is a business (as is publishing), 

there is a certain amount of pressure to produce writing in 

whatever style is "hot." But, just as it is impossible to 

predict what "hot" is, it is probably unwise to try to do 

so. Instead, it would be better to satisfy the overriding 

desire of filmgoers to be entertained, moved, or affected in 

some way, by a well-told story. Although the visual aspect 

of filmmaking is clearly important, a film review almost 

always criticizes weaknesses in plot or dialogue if a film 

is not successful. The screenplay, then, is crucial to the 



ultimate success of a film. And the audience, I think, is 

intelligent enough to discern and demand a quality film that 

begins with a good screenplay. 

The opportunity to be a voice in the soon-to-arrive 

world of five hundred-channel television is encouraging. 

The art of storytelling has always been an important part of 

life, whether one is the teller or the listener. In the age 

of visual communication, telling a story well and telling 

one that is worth being translated into visual images for 

the screen, whether large or small, is, I think, an 

important challenge. It is something that I would like to 

continue to attempt. 



PUBLIC IMAGE 



FADE IN: 

INT. HOTEL BALLROOM - NIGHT 

In a large Midwestern capital city, a sophisticated 
gathering of the wealthy and powerful mingle at a 
fund-raising dinner to help with the mayor's re-
election campaign. Against one wall, a huge buffet 
table laden with food has been set up, dominated by 
an ice sculpture of the city skyline. PEOPLE are 
eating at round tables, or milling about talking with 
one another. MAYOR MITCHELL TATE catches his wife, 
JOANNE, resting at the head table all alone. They're 
an attractive, late-30s, early 40s couple. Mitchell 
has a dynamic personality, while Joanne is slightly 
reserved. 

MITCHELL 
I thought we agreed that you were 
going to target the Whittingtons 
tonight. 

JOANNE 
I don't like Charles Whittington. 
He keeps trying to look down my 
dress. 

MITCHELL 
(laughs) 

All the better. Maybe he'll get 
so distracted he won't notice how 
many zero's he writes on his 
check. 

PAUL BALLARD, Mitchell's campaign manager, hurries up 
to the pair. He looks tense. 

PAUL 
What are you two doing? I told 
you, you've got to mingle. 
Joanne, why aren't you with the 
Whittingtons? 

Joanne stares at him. Paul doesn't wait for an 
answer. 

PAUL 
(continuing) 

You've got to stick with him. 
Keep him drinking. I'll be there 
to help you in a minute. 



Paul hurries off. 

JOANNE 
(quietly) 

God, I'm sick of this. 

MITCHELL 
(through gritted teeth) 

Jesus, Joanne, what's the matter 
with you lately? Don't start this 
bullshit now. 

At that, a handsome, elderly gentleman approaches. 
CHARLES WHITTINGTON carries a half-empty champagne 
glass. His wife, MARTHA, trails behind him, looking 
bored. Mitchell grabs Charles' hand and pumps it up 
and down. 

MITCHELL 
(continuing) 

Charles, so nice to see you! 

CHARLES 
Mayor Tate. How are you? 
I don't think I've ever since 
your wife looking better, 
Mitchell. 

Mitchell gives Joanne a knowing look. 

MITCHELL 
As does Martha. Glad you 
could both make it. 

Martha beams. 

CHARLES 
Wouldn't have missed it, old boy. 
Besides, I've got a bone to pick 
with you. 

MITCHELL 
Oh? 

CHARLES 
That's right. Friends of ours 
from Bermuda were just here 
visiting. They couldn't believe 
how many homeless we've got on 
the streets. 



Mitchell grimaces. 

MITCHELL 
Well, really, I've got some new 
programs in place that . . . 

They continue talking as we focus in on Joanne and 
Martha. 

JOANNE 
Have you tried the dessert? 

MARTHA 
No. The cheesecake didn't look 
very fresh. 

JOANNE 
Oh no. Really? Let me take a 
look. 

Joanne and Martha thread their way towards the 
buffet. MICHAEL ABRAMS stands alone by the dessert 
table, looking out-of-place in an ill-fitting suit. 
He has naturally curly hair and a beard. Joanne and 
Martha arrive and begin to inspect the desserts. 
Martha points out a minor flaw in the cheesecake. 

MARTHA 
See here? It looks dry. 

JOANNE 
(feigning concern) 

Oh, I see. You're right, Martha. 
Let me call the caterer. 

Joanne looks around for some assistance while Michael 
looks on in amazement. 

MARTHA 
This hotel's standards have really 
slipped during the last few years. 
I've noticed whenever Charles and 
I dine here, there's always 
something I have to send back to 
the kitchen. 

JOANNE 
That's terrible. 

The CATERING MANAGER arrives. 



CATERING MANAGER 
Is there a problem, Mrs. Tate? 

JOANNE 
Well, yes, I was wondering— 

MARTHA 
See for yourself. This cheesecake 
is inedible. It's dry. It looks 
like it's been sitting out for 
hours. 

CATERING MANAGER 
I'm very sorry. Let me get you 
both a fresh slice in back. 

The catering manager hurries away, leaving Joanne 
with flushed cheeks and Martha looking smug. 

MICHAEL 
Were you serious about that? 

MARTHA 
Excuse me? 

MICHAEL 
I don't see anything wrong with 
any of the food. 

MARTHA 
Who are you? 

Michael extends his hand to shake Martha's. She 
glares at him. Joanne takes his hand and shakes it. 

JOANNE 
I'm Joanne Tate and this is Mrs. 
Charles Whittington. 

MICHAEL 
I'm sorry. I didn't mean to be 
rude. It's just that I run a 
shelter downtown for the homeless 
and, compared to some of the 
things we serve, this buffet is 
spectacular—even the cheesecake. 

MARTHA 
Well, this isn't exactly a 
shelter. 



JOANNE 
No, of course not. It was nice 
to meet you Mr. Abrams. 

Joanne steers Martha away fron the buffet line. The 
catering manager appears with a fresh cheesecake, but 
they do not notice. 

MARTHA 
What an arrogant young man. 

Joanne changes the subject. 

JOANNE 
I heard Charles say you had 
friends in town from Bermuda. Did 
they enjoy their stay? 

MARTHA 
Oh, we had a splendid time. 
Lucille and I shopped every store 
in town—twice J 

An aide, GLADYS PERKINS, appears out of nowhere at 
Joanne's elbow. She's older than Joanne and has an 
efficient, kindly demeanor. 

GLADYS 
Joanne, may I speak with you 
privately, please. 

JOANNE 
(surprised) 

Now? What's wrong? 

GLADYS 
It's important. 

JOANNE 
Excuse me, Martha, won't you? 

MARTHA 
Yes, of course. 

Joanne follows Gladys a few feet away. Martha 
strains to listen to their conversation. 

JOANNE 
Gladys? What's wrong? 



GLADYS 
It's—It's about your mother. 
I got an urgent call from the 
hospice. They want you to come 
right away. 

Joanne looks pained. Gladys puts her arm around her 
shoulder and gives her a hug. 

JOANNE 
(almost whispering) 

Where's Mitchell? 

GLADYS 
Can I get you anything? Do you 
need to sit down for minute? 

JOANNE 
No, I'm all right. Have you 
told Mitchell? 

GLADYS 
Not yet. 

JOANNE 
We need to find him right away. 
Also, call the limo. 

Martha steps closer. She hesitates. 

MARTHA 
Joanne, what's wrong? 

JOANNE 
I don't know yet. I'm sorry, 
Martha, but I'm going to be 
leaving early tonight. Thank 
you for coming. 

Joanne leaves Martha standing alone. She follows 
Gladys through the crowd, AD LIBBING brief niceties 
to people as she passes them. Finally, they find 
Mitchell engrossed in a tense conversation with Paul. 

PAUL 
. . . I've told you the plan will 
work. You've got to relax and 
concentrate on the campaign. 



MITCHELL 
I don't like feeling so 
disconnected from these plans. 

GLADYS 
Mayor Tate? 

MITCHELL 
What? 

JOANNE 
It's Mother. The hospice called. 
They want me to come right away. 

MITCHELL 
Is she all right? 

JOANNE 
I don't know yet. I'm sorry to 
leave during all this. 

Mitchell nods and gives Joanne a kiss goodbye on her 
cheek. 

MITCHELL 
I hope she's all right. 

He squeezes her hand. 

PAUL 
What about the Whittingtons? 

Joanne stares at him coldly. 

MITCHELL 
Don't worry about that now. 

JOANNE 
(unsure) 

Are you sure it's okay? 

MITCHELL 
Go. 

GLADYS 
The limo should be here any 
minute. 
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EXT. HOTEL LOBBY - NIGHT 

Joanne waits at the curb shivering. She tugs her 
collar closer to her neck. A black limousine pulls 
up to the hotel entrance and the chauffeur, EDWARD, 
steps out of the car to open the door for Joanne. 
She gets in. 

JOANNE 
Thank you, Edward. 

Edward shuts the door and takes his place behind the 
wheel. The limousine pulls out, heading away from 
the cityscape. 

INT. LIMOUSINE - NIGHT - CLOSE ON JOANNE 

who looks lost and alone in the dark interior of the 
limousine. She gazes out the window; her reflection 
can be seen against the glass. 

JOANNE'S POV - SERIES OF SHOTS 

A) Darkened store fronts flash past. 

B) A homeless man huddles in the doorway of an 
expensive boutique. 

C) Skyscrapers are the backdrop for a city park 
bathed in moonlight. Patches of snow cover the 
ground. A small group of homeless warm their 
hands over a fire that burns in an abandoned 55-
gallon drum. 

D) As the limousine pulls onto the freeway, a figure 
darts into the shadows of the overpass. 

INT. LIMOUSINE - NIGHT 

Joanne closes her eyes briefly. She picks up the 
remote for the television and tunes in to "Wheel of 
Fortune." 

EXT. ROLLING OAKS HOSPICE - NIGHT 

The limousine drives through the gates of the Rolling 
Oaks Hospice. The grounds are well-groomed, but the 
trees are bare and a thin layer of snow blankets the 
landscape. Edward pulls up to the curb, hops out and 
opens the door for Joanne. She hesitates after 
getting out, then goes through the front door. 



INT. ROLLING OAKS HOSPICE - NIGHT 

The corridors of the center are softly lit. The 
receptionist's desk is dark. Joanne walks down the 
hall towards a nurses' station. One of the nurses, 
MING, meets her halfway. She looks pained. 

JOANNE 
I'm not too late, am I? 

MING 
I'm sorry, Mrs. Tate. She's— 
She's gone. 

JOANNE 
No. No! But I didn't have a 
chance to say goodbye . . . 

Joanne begins to sob in the hallway and Ming comforts 
her. With difficulty, Joanne composes herself. 

JOANNE 
(continuing) 

I want to see her. 

Ming studies the resolve on Joanne's face and then 
takes her arm. She leads her to her mother's room 
and they enter. 

MING 
She went peacefully. 

The lights are soft and Joanne's mother, VIOLET, 
looks as if she's asleep. Joanne catches a SOB in 
her throat, and reaches out to hold her hand. A 
small picture is tucked in her mother's palm and it 
falls out. Joanne picks it up and steps to the 
window where the moonlight shines on the photo of two 
happy-looking girls. 

INT. HOMELESS SHELTER - NIGHT 

MARIE VAUGHN stands at the window of a small, cramped 
room, looking out as her daughter, JESSICA, sleeps in 
the only twin bed. Marie looks tired and haggard. 
Smoke from a cigarette curls into the air beside her. 
Her face is lit by street lamps and neon and bears a 
vague resemblance to Joanne's. 
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EXT. MAYOR'S HOUSE - DAWN 

Edward pulls the limousine around the circular 
driveway and Joanne gets out unaided, despite his 
attempt to open the door for her. She looks 
terrible, seeming to drag herself to the front door. 

INT. MAYOR'S HOUSE - DAY 

Joanne peeks into her daughter, KELLY'S, room. Kelly 
is sleeping. Joanne watches her for a moment and 
then shuts the door. She does the same thing at her 
son, KEVIN'S, room. 

INT. MAYOR'S HOUSE BEDROOM - DAY 

Mitchell is still sleeping when Joanne enters the 
room. Laying her purse on her dressing table, she 
takes off her dress and sits down on the edge of the 
bed to remove her shoes. She disappears into the 
closet and returns wearing a bathrobe. She sits down 
in a chair and stares at the ceiling. Mitchell rolls 
over and opens his eyes. He watches her for several 
beats. 

MITCHELL 
What are you doing? 

Joanne doesn't answer. 

MITCHELL 
(continuing) 

Is your mother all right? 

She doesn't speak for a few beats. Her chin 
trembles. 

JOANNE 
(upset) 

She died last night. 

Mitchell sits up in bed. 

MITCHELL 
What!? Why didn't you call me? 

JOANNE 
I don't know. I guess I didn't 
want to bother you at the 
fund-raiser. I thought I should 
tell you in person. 
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MITCHELL 
I'm so sorry. You should have 
sent ae a message. I would have 
come right away. 

JOANNE 
I don't see how. Last night was 
a big night for you. 

MITCHELL 
(gently) 

Your nother died! I should have 
been there. 

(pauses a beat) 
Besides, how do you think this will 
look in the press? 

JOANNE 
(flares up) 

The press? The press? Is that 
all you can think about: How 
this is going to look in the 
press? 

MITCHELL 
No! I didn't mean it like that. 
I just meant that you and your 
mom should have been my priority 
last night. 

Joanne lowers her head and begins to cry. Mitchell, 
clad in pajamas, gets out of bed and comes over to 
stand by her side. He strokes her hair. 

MITCHELL 
(continuing) 

Hey, it's all right. 

JOANNE 
I just wish I could have been 
with her more. We've been so 
busy . . . 

MITCHELL 
None of that. You did everything 
you could. You and the kids 
were the reason she survived as 
long as she did. 

JOANNE 
I know you're right. 
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Joanne leans against Mitchell's side. He looks down 
at her and then glances at the clock. 

MITCHELL 
Dammit. I've got to get ready. 

JOANNE 
Now? What about the kids? How 
am I going to tell them? 

MITCHELL 
Honey, the kids know grandma's 
been sick. This isn't going 
to come as a big surprise. 

JOANNE 
But I want you to be there with 

MITCHELL 
I'm sorry, I can't. 

Mitchell heads for the bathroom to get showered and 
changed. Joanne follows him with her eyes. He calls 
to her from the bathroom. 

MITCHELL (O.S.) 
At least the campaign will keep 
you busy so you won't have time 
to dwell on all this. 

Joanne looks stung by his words. The SOUND of a 
SHOWER starting can be heard from the bathroom. 

JOANNE 
(softly) 

Oh, great, campaign therapy for 
grief. Maybe it'll catch on. 

Mitchell reappears with a towel around his waist. He 
opens a bureau drawer and grabs some clean underwear. 

MITCHELL 
Look, I'll make the arrangements. 
Okay? 

JOANNE 
Yeah, okay. 
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MITCHELL 
Why don't you get some rest? Take 
some time out of your schedule for 
the next few days. 

JOANNE 
Whatever. 

Mitchell turns to look at her. 

MITCHELL 
I'll do what I can to keep you 
out of things for awhile. But 
we both know the campaign is 
critical right now. The polls 
haven't been good and I need 
you out there. 

JOANNE 
I don't know if I can do it. 

MITCHELL 
Nonsense. You've done it before. 

Mitchell is putting on a conservative, dark-colored 
suit with an expensive red tie. 

JOANNE 
But I always had her there, you 
know? She kept me sane. Grounded. 
It feels like half my heart is 
missing. 

She grabs a nearby tissue and wipes away some tears. 

JOANNE 
(continuing) 

I'm never going to get over this. 

MITCHELL 
Hon, you're going to have to do 
your best to pull yourself 
together. You'll just have to 
rely on me and kids from now on. 

JOANNE 
(musing) 

Yeah. I just wish Marie could 
have been here, too. I know it 
would have meant so much to Mom 
to have made up with her—and me. 
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Mitchell grimaces at the mention of Marie's name. He 
turns from the mirror where he had been adjusting the 
knot in his tie and gives Joanne a hard look. 

MITCHELL 
Marie is the last thing we need 
around here right now. 

Joanne squints back at him. 

JOANNE 
What do you mean by that? 

MITCHELL 
Just what I said. She may be 
your sister, but that doesn't 
an she's good to have around. 

JOANNE 
How do you know? The last time 
we saw her was at our wedding. 
A lot's happened since then. 

MITCHELL 
Perhaps. But how can you be so 
sure the changes have been for 
the better? As I recall, she made 
quite a scene at our wedding. 
She was always making scenes. 

Joanne's voice begins to rise. 

JOANNE 
That's not the point. My parents 
forgave her ages ago, but she 
doesn't even know. I'm sure the 
years must have softened her. 

MITCHELL 
Then why has she stayed away? 

Joanne is silent for a beat. 

JOANNE 
She's my sister and I would give 
anything to have her in my life 
again. With mom gone, I feel 
like an orphan. But I'm not. 
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MITCHELL 
I know and I sympathize. But 
I don't want you to open the door 
to God-knows-what by contacting 
her. Let it be. She'll find out 
soon enough. Besides you don't 
even know where she is. 

JOANNE 
(mumbles) 

But I'm going to. 

MITCHELL 
What? 

JOANNE 
Nothing. 

Mitchell makes a last comb through his perfectly 
styled hair and then walks to the bedroom door. 

MITCHELL 
Your sister was, is and always 
will be trouble. Leave this 
alone. We've got a campaign 
to think about. 

At that, he pulls open the door and exits, leaving 
Joanne staring after him. 

INT. MAYOR'S OFFICE - DAY 

Mitchell and Paul are seated at a small conference 
table in the office. They're discussing Violet's 
death. 

PAUL 
I'm sorry about your mother-in-
law, Mitchell. 

MITCHELL 
Thanks, Paul. 

PAUL 
Um, how's Joanne? 

MITCHELL 
It's been pretty hard for her. 
She and her mom were really 
close. 
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PAUL 
How's she going to handle her 
calendar? 

MITCHELL 
She's going to have to miss some 
good campaigning possibilities, 
I'm afraid. But we'll have to 
manage. 

PAUL 
Well, at least this is, uh, 
something that won't hurt the 
campaign. 

Mitchell is twirling a pen between his fingers. 

PAUL 
(continuing) 

Mitchell? 

MITCHELL 
(startled) 

Oh, sorry, what were you saying? 

Paul looks concerned. 

PAUL 
Her death really affected you, 
huh? 

MITCHELL 
Well, it's not really that. 

PAUL 
What then? 

MITCHELL 
I don't think anything's going 
to come of this. But, Joanne 
was talking about trying to 
contact her sister as I was 
getting ready this morning. 

Paul sits up a little. 

PAUL 
Her sister? Now! 

Mitchell gets up to look out the window for a few 
beats. He speaks without turning around. 
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MITCHELL 
She's pretty emotional right 
now and I don't think she's 
seeing things very clearly. But 
I told her to leave it alone. 

PAUL 
Good. 

MITCHELL 
Marie was a drunk and a loud-mouth. 
The opposite of Joanne in every 
way. 

PAUL 
(pauses a beat) 

So I've heard. Is she coming to 
the funeral? 

MITCHELL 
Not if I can help it. 

PAUL 
What do you mean? 

MITCHELL 
We don't even know where she is. 
And I'm going to make sure it 
stays that way. 

PAUL 
Well, after all the image-building 
we've done with you and your 
family, I think it's really for the 
best right now. What did Joanne say? 

MITCHELL 
I think she knows it would be 
foolish to track Marie down during 
the most critical time in the 
campaign. And with the polls the 
way they are . . . 

PAUL 
Let's hope she listened to you. 
We've already got enough to worry 
about. 
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INT. CATHEDRAL - DAY 

Mitchell, Joanne, Kelly and Kevin, all dressed in 
subdued colors, are standing together in the first 
pew. They're SINGING the final bars of Violet's 
favorite hymn. The church is filled with PEOPLE that 
have come to pay their last respects. Joanne gives 
each of the children a flower to lay on the closed 
casket and they begin the procession of people who 
file past the coffin. 

INT./EXT. CATHEDRAL DOORS - DAY 

A receiving line has formed at the door. Mourners 
are AD LIBBING words of respect and comfort to Joanne 
and Mitchell as they leave. On the steps outside, a 
bevy of PHOTOGRAPHERS and JOURNALISTS are waiting 
patiently for a chance to interview and photograph 
the family. Across the street, a homeless MAN ambles 
past. 

EXT. CATHEDRAL - DAY 

As the receiving line thins out, Mitchell shelters 
his family from the journalists and places them in a 
waiting limousine while TV cameras roll. He does not 
enter, but instead steps forward, with Paul at his 
side, to answer a few questions from the journalists. 
BERT WYMAN, an older, hard-boiled journalist, waits 
impatiently through a series of kid-glove questions 
from his younger colleagues. 

JOURNALIST 
Mayor Tate, how will your 
mother-in-law's death affect your 
campaign schedule? 

MITCHELL 
My wife is very upset by the 
tragic loss of her mother to 
breast cancer. I, of course, want 
to help her through this difficult 
time as much as possible. I will 
be cutting back my schedule for 
the next few days, but the demands 
of the campaign are, as you know, 
rigorous. 
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BERT 
Mayor, your opponent claims that 
you haven't addressed any of the 
social problems you promised to 
solve and have instead been running 
a four-year re-election campaign. 
Is this true? 

Mitchell looks surprised by the question. He glares 
at Bert. 

MITCHELL 
My record stands. 

Paul steps forward to intervene. 

PAUL 
The Mayor needs some time with 
his family. No more questions. 

Paul hustles Mitchell into the waiting limousine and 
Edward drives them away. 

INT. LIMOUSINE - DAY 

Kelly and Kevin are seated on either side of Joanne. 
They're quiet and look sad. Kevin is around eight 
and Kelly is about twelve. Mitchell and Paul sit 
opposite. 

KEVIN 
I'm really going to miss Grandma. 

JOANNE 
I know, honey, me too. 

MITCHELL 
Who the hell was that last 
reporter? 

PAUL 
That was Bert Wyman. 

MITCHELL 
That was him?! He's worse in 
person than he is in print. 

JOANNE 
What happened out there? 
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MITCHELL 
Just some jerk asking the same 
old questions. 

INT. HOMELESS SHELTER - DAY 

Marie and Jessica, 14, are sitting in their room at 
the homeless shelter watching TV on a fuzzy black-
and-white. Jessica has a stack of homework spread 
out on the bed. A newsbreak comes on announcing the 
funeral of the mayor's mother-in-law. Video clips of 
the family leaving the cathedral are shown. Kelly 
and Kevin appear on screen as they climb into the 
limousine. Marie is paying close attention to the 
coverage. She has a box of tissue sitting nearby. 

JESSICA 
I wonder what it's like to ride 
in a limousine? 

MARIE 
(snorts) 

Wonder all you like because it 
isn't going to happen. 

Mitchell responds to the reporters' questions. When 
Bert asks Mitchell about the social problems that 
he's neglected, Marie sits up. 

BERT (V.O.) 
. . . have instead been running 
a four-year re-election campaign. 
Is this true? 

MARIE 
Get him! 

JESSICA 
Mom! 

MITCHELL (V.O.) 
My record stands. 

PAUL (V.O.) 
The Mayor needs some time with 
his family. No more questions. 

MARIE 
Well, he deserves it. Bastard. 
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INT. MAYOR'S HOUSE - DAY 

A week later, Joanne and Gladys go over Joanne's 
schedule of speaking engagements and appearances to 
try to fit in the ones that were canceled due to the 
funeral. 

GLADYS 
It looks like the retirement home 
can be rescheduled, but the Junior 
League would have to call a 
special meeting and they're not 
sure it would be worth it. 

JOANNE 
How enthusiastic of them. 

GLADYS 
Um, Joanne, do you want me to 
cancel the American Cancer 
Society fund-raiser? 

Joanne looks surprised at the question. 

JOANNE 
No, of course not. I mean, I 
know it will be hard for me, but 
I'd like to do it. For Mom. 

GLADYS 
You seem to be coping pretty well. 

(pauses a beat) 
Are you really? 

JOANNE 
I think I'm okay. I really 
haven't had time to think about 
how much I miss her. When the 
campaign's over . . . 

Joanne's voice trails off. She looks outside; snow 
is falling. 

GLADYS 
Well, I know it must be hard 
for you. When my mom died, 
my brothers and sisters and I 
worked through it together. I 
don't know how I would have done 
it without them. 
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Joanne bites her lip and looks down. 

JOANNE 
Yeah, well, Mitchell's been pretty 
good, and the kids have really 
helped. 

GLADYS 
Of course. 

JOANNE 
I just feel so cheated, you know? 

GLADYS 
I know. She was too young. 

INT. JOANNE'S BEDROOM - DAY 

Joanne sits by the fire. The room is growing dark. 
On her lap are some letters and photographs. She's 
sorting through them one by one. She pauses when she 
comes to the photograph of the two little girls that 
her mother was holding when she died. 

JOANNE 
(wistful) 

Marie. 

She touches the photograph of her sister and herself 
and sighs. 

JOANNE 
(continuing) 

Where are you? 

She sits with the items in her lap for a beat, then 
moves to the desk and withdraws a phone book. 

JOANNE 
(continuing) 

I know Mitchell's not going to 
like this, but I have to find 
you. 

She locates a listing for "Investigators." 

JOANNE 
Family Investigators. Private 
and confidential. 

Joanne dials the number. 
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INT. MAYOR'S HOUSE - DAY 

Mitchell is reading the Wall Street Journal at the 
breakfast table. Joanne is sipping coffee and poking 
at her eggs. A fresh flower centerpiece decorates 
the table along with an abundance of food. 

MITCHELL 
Did the kids get off to school 
okay? 

JOANNE 
Yes. 

He folds a corner of the paper down towards himself 
to peer at her over the top. 

MITCHELL 
What's the matter? 

JOANNE 
Nothing. I mean, nothing's 
wrong, exactly, but there is 
something you should know. 

Mitchell lays the paper down and gives her his full 
attention. Joanne takes a deep breath. 

JOANNE 
(continuing) 

I scheduled a meeting today with 
a private investigator—it's 
completely confidential. I—I 
want him to find my sister. 

Mitchell looks angry. 

MITCHELL 
The election is just a few weeks 
away. We don't have time for 
this kind of thing. 

JOANNE 
Is that all you can think about? 
The campaign? Marie's out 
there somewhere and I don't even 
know if she knows Mom died. 
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MITCHELL 
Well, maybe you just ought to 
think about the campaign for a 
second and realize that Paul's 
worked hard to build up our 
family image. If Marie is 
anything like she was fourteen 
years ago, she's going to be a 
huge liability. 

JOANNE 
Oh, yeah, our "family image." 
That's a good one, Mitchell, 
considering that fiasco last fall 
could have been avoided if you'd 
just kept your pants zipped up. 

MITCHELL 
I thought we were over these 
little episodes. You know that 
nothing happened. 

JOANNE 
So Paul has everyone convinced. 

Mitchell looks exasperated. 

MITCHELL 
At least hold off until after the 
campaign to find her. Besides, 
with as much news coverage as this 
got, she probably already knows. 
This can wait. 

JOANNE 
It's not right to wait. If Marie 
couldn't be there for Mom while 
she was alive, at least she 
should know that Mom was thinking 
of her when she died. It would 
give me—and Mom—peace. 

MITCHELL 
But why now? I think you're 
being pretty selfish considering 
ray campaign is struggling already. 

Joanne throws her napkin on the table and gets up to 
leave. 
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MITCHELL 
(continuing) 

You're going to cancel that 
appointment. Do you hear me? 

JOANNE 
Just listen to you. How dare 
you call me selfish. That's the 
last word I would have used to 
describe what I've been for you. 

Joanne storms out of the room leaving Mitchell 
calling after her from the breakfast room. 

MITCHELL 
Joanne, come back here! 

JOANNE (O.S.) 
To hell with the campaign! 

Mitchell glares after her, rubbing his hands on his 
temples. 

INT. HOMELESS SHELTER - DAY 

Marie and Jessica are in the dining room eating a 
breakfast of cereal and coffee. HOMELESS FAMILIES 
are scattered around the dining room at tables filled 
with people and dirty dishes. Jessica has school 
books beside her and is wearing a thin jacket. 
Michael Abrams, director of the shelter, stops by 
their table to chat. He's dressed casually in a 
flannel shirt and jeans. 

MICHAEL 
How's school going, Jessica? 

Jessica avoids eye contact and responds in a timid 
voice. 

JESSICA 
Okay, I guess. 

MICHAEL 
It's different going to junior 
high downtown, isn't it? 

JESSICA 
Yeah. 
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MARIE 
She's doing all right, aren't you, 
honey? 

Marie reaches over to push a strand of hair out of 
Jessica's eyes. 

MARIE 
(continuing) 

She's always doing homework. 

JESSICA 
(looking at Michael) 

What time is it? 

MICHAEL 
Seven-thirty. 

JESSICA 
I've gotta go. 

Jessica takes a last mouthful of cereal, grabs her 
books, and heads out the door. 

MICHAEL 
(gesturing toward Jessica) 

She's a great kid. 

MARIE 
She really is. Thanks for 
noticing. 

Marie takes a sip of coffee. Michael continues to 
stand at her table. 

MICHAEL 
How's your job hunt going? 

She picks up a paper napkin and tears off a little 
corner. 

MARIE 
Not very well. 

MICHAEL 
I know I don't have to remind you, 
but the shelter is only for 
temporary housing. We can't let 
you stay here too much longer. 
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MARIE 
I just need a break. One lousy 
break. 

MICHAEL 
(gently) 

So do a lot of other people. 

Michael pats Marie's hand and walks away. Marie 
looks at him and then down at her hand. She wipes 
her napkin over the place where he touched her. 

INT. HIGH-RISE - DAY 

Joanne pauses outside the double doors that lead to 
"Family Investigators." She's wearing a black suit 
with a hat. Finally, she opens the door. 

INT. FAMILY INVESTIGATORS - DAY 

The office is modern and spacious. Joanne stops at 
the RECEPTIONIST'S desk. 

RECEPTIONIST 
May I help you? 

JOANNE 
Yes. I have a two o'clock 
appointment with Mr. . . . 
Darby Jackson. 

RECEPTIONIST 
Mrs. Smith? 

JOANNE 
That's right. 

The receptionist eyes Joanne curiously and then gives 
her a half-smile, half-smirk. 

RECEPTIONIST 
Have a seat. I'll let him know 
you're here. 

She leaves Joanne to rummage through some old People 
magazines. Finally, Joanne just sits and looks 
around the room. She bites at one of her nails. The 
receptionist returns and ushers her into the office 
of DARBY JACKSON. 
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INT. DARBY JACKSON'S OFFICE - DAY 

Joanne enters a well-appointed room, with stylish 
paintings, large windows and modern furniture. 

DARBY 
Well, Mrs. Smith—funny, we get 
a lot of Smiths coming in— 
what can I do for you? 

Darby checks over his potential client. Joanne 
squirms, but proceeds to talk. 

JOANNE 
Well, I'm not sure I really 
want you to do anything. 

DARBY 
Oh? 

Darby looks intently at Joanne, listening. Joanne 
struggles to fill the ensuing uncomfortable silence. 

JOANNE 
I guess I'm not as brave as I 
should be. I think I'll come 
back another time. 

She gets up to leave. Darby stands too. 

DARBY 
I'm here if you need me. 

(pauses a beat) 
Mrs. Tate. 

Darby smiles at her. Joanne looks startled by his 
revelation that she is recognized so easily. 

DARBY 
(continuing) 

I'm a PI. It's my job to know. 
I mean, really, the mayor's 
wife. 

JOANNE 
(swallows) 

Yes, well, you're obviously very 
good. 

He shrugs, then walks around his desk and grasps 
Joanne by the elbow, steering her back to her chair. 
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DARBY 
Good enough to help you, I assure 
you. 

JOANNE 
I don't know. It's been so 
long. 

DARBY 
What has? 

Joanne sinks back into the cushions looking small and 
vulnerable. She reaches into her purse and pulls 
some pictures of herself and Marie out, handing them 
to Darby. Be valks to the window to look at them in 
the morning light. A view of the city skyline makes 
a stunning backdrop. 

DARBY 
(continuing) 

Who? 

JOANNE 
My sister, Marie. 

Darby raises an eyebrow. 

DARBY 
Sister? 

JOANNE 
She left 14 years ago. 

DARBY 
Just left? 

JOANNE 
Well, not exactly. She was 
drinking a lot and when she got 
pregnant, my parents gave her 
an ultimatum to clean up her act 
or get out. 

(softly) 
She chose to get out. 

DARBY 
I see. And the baby? 

Joanne shrugs, but her face is pained. 
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DARBY 
(continuing) 

You realize, of course, that if you 
decide to pursue this, the final 
chapter may not turn out like you 
hope. 

JOANNE 
What do you mean? 

DARBY 
I've been in this business a long 
time, and happy endings don't 
account for the majority of my 
business. 

JOANNE 
My mother died recently and I just 
thought maybe . . . Well, that 
maybe we could try again. 

Darby turns to look straight at her. 

DARBY 
I'd be happy to help you, if 
you'd like. 

JOANNE 
It's perhaps not the best of 
timing, with my husband's campaign 
and all, but I guess I'd like you 
to try. I just feel the need to 
talk to her again. 

DARBY 
Everything we do here is 
confidential. You have my word 
that we will handle your case 
with the utmost discretion. 

Darby sits back in his chair and fiddles with a paper 
clip for a beat. 

JOANNE 
Thank you. 

DARBY 
I'll need as much information 
about your sister as you have. 
Fourteen years is a long time. 
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JOANNE 
I don't even know if I know her 
name anymore. I mean, if she 
got married or something. 

A tear rolls down Joanne's cheek and she quickly 
brushes it away. Darby looks concerned. 

DARBY 
I'm sorry. I didn't mean to 
sound discouraging. We will do 
everything we can to find your 
sister, if that's what you want. 

Joanne pauses a beat, looking down at her feet. When 
she raises her head, she looks determined. 

JOANNE 
That's what I want. 

INT. MAYOR'S HOUSE - NIGHT 

Kelly runs down the hall after Kevin, who's got one 
of Kelly's Barbie* dolls. He's trying to pull the 
head off as he runs. 

KELLY 
Mom! Mom! Kevin's got my Barbie®! 

Joanne appears from her room, dressed casually, 
looking worn out. 

JOANNE 
Kevin! Stop that! Give Kelly 
back her Barbie* this instant. 

Kevin turns and, just before tossing the Barbie® back 
to Kelly, pops its head off. 

KEVIN 
Here's your dumb Barbie®. 

Kelly, looking stricken, picks up the pieces to her 
beloved Barbie® and runs into her room. 

JOANNE 
(grabbing Kevin 
by the arm) 

Why did you do that? 

Kevin stands mute. 
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JOANNE 
(continuing) 

Why did you deliberately destroy 
Kelly's Barbie*? Answer me. 

KEVIN 
I don't know. 

JOANNE 
I want you to apologize to your 
sister right now. And give me 
your Power Rangers®. I'm going to 
put them up for a week. 

Now it's Kevin's turn to look stricken. 

JOANNE 
(continuing) 

I don't know why you two can't get 
along better. She's the only 
sister you've got. 

INT. HOMELESS SHELTER - NIGHT 

Jessica is working math problems on the bed while her 
mother irons a dress. 

MARIE 
Did you get enough to eat tonight? 

JESSICA 

huh. 

Marie irons for a few beats. 

MARIE 
Jess, I-I'm sorry that we have 
to live here. 

Jessica stops what she's doing and looks at her 
mother. 

JESSICA 
It's not your fault, Mom. 

MARIE 
I can't help but feel that, after 
your father left, I could've done 
more to keep us afloat. 
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JESSICA 
You were working two jobs already. 
I almost like this better. At 
least I get to see you. 

MARIE 
Do you mean that? 

Jessica nods her head. 

MARIE 
(continuing) 

Maybe I'll get that job tomorrow 
and we won't have to live here 
much longer. 

JESSICA 
Yeah. 

INT. MAYOR'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Joanne is reading in bed. Mitchell enters, still 
dressed in a suit and tie. 

JOANNE 
How'd the fund-raiser go? 

MITCHELL 
Okay. We're still short on funds. 
If we're going to win, we need to 
get some more money coming in 
somehow. We need more ads. 

He loosens his tie and takes off his jacket. 

MITCHELL 
(continuing) 

How did your speech go at the 
retirement home? 

JOANNE 
Fine, I guess. 

(pauses a beat) 
How're the polls? 

MITCHELL 
The same. That asshole, Gardener, 
is kicking my butt. 

Mitchell is undressing as he talks. A fire burns in 
the fireplace. 
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JOANNE 
What's Paul doing about it? 

MITCHELL 
Oh, he's got some things up his 
sleeve—you know. 

Mitchell walks into the bathroom and the SOUND of 
brushing his teeth can be heard. 

JOANNE 
I wish you wouldn't let him have 
so much control of your campaign. 

MITCHELL (O.S.) 

What? 

He emerges from the bathroom, dressed in his pajamas. 

JOANNE 
You heard me. 

MITCHELL 
What's that supposed to mean? 

JOANNE 
I just don't want him to think 
we want to win at all costs. 

MITCHELL 
Easy for you to say. 

Mitchell crawls into bed. 

MITCHELL 
(continuing) 

So, did you go see the private 
investigator? 

She hesitates a few beats before answering. 

JOANNE 
Yes. 

MITCHELL 
Jesus, Joanne. I asked you to 
wait. What if this investigator 
digs up something that we can't 
handle? 
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JOANNE 
I know you don't understand. But 
I've given this a lot of thought. 
It's something I have to do. Mom 
would have wanted me to. In fact, 
I know it was her dying wish. 

MITCHELL 
But she didn't wish for me to 
lose this election. 

JOANNE 
No, of course not. But this is 
a private matter, not a campaign 
issue. 

MITCHELL 
During a campaign, there are no 
private matters. 

JOANNE 
I used to believe that, too. 
But I'm tired of living this 
way. I want more out of life 
than living it for other people. 

MITCHELL 
Isn't it wonderful that you've 
come to this conclusion three 
weeks before the election? 

JOANNE 
We've been campaigning for our 
entire married life. I'm 
tired and I want to put my 
family first this time. 

Mitchell grabs his head and utters a MOAN of 
frustration. 

MITCHELL 
I AM your family. Why can't you 
respect MY wishes if you want 
to put your family first? 

JOANNE 
Because my sister and my kids, 
and her children are also my 
family. I think they've waited 
too long for me to let them 
know that. 



36 

Mitchell is silent for a few beats. 

MITCHELL 
Well, Paul said you were going 
to be a liability this time 
around. I should've listened. 

JOANNE 
Paul said what? 

MITCHELL 
He's seen the way you try to get 
out of things. 

JOANNE 
I can't believe he said that. 
After all the campaigning I've 
done for you. 

MITCHELL 
Yeah, well, you and I both know 
you've gotten a lot more cynical 
over the years. 

JOANNE 
And you haven't? 

INT. CAMPAIGN HEADQUARTERS - DAY 

MRe-Elect Mayor Tate" signs, banners and flyers are 
scattered across the room. Desks with phones fill 
the space as campaign volunteers call to encourage 
people to vote for Mayor Tate. Mitchell walks in and 
the room erupts with applause. 

MITCHELL 
Thank youl Thank you all for your 
hard work. 

Mitchell waves and then disappears into Paul's 
office. 

INT. PAUL'S OFFICE - DAY 

Paul's office is messy and cramped. A computer 
screen glows on the corner of Paul's desk. The phone 
is the only thing not buried in paperwork. 

PAUL 
They love you out there. 
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MITCHELL 
I just hope the rest of the state 
feels the same way. 

Mitchell removes his wool coat, lays it over the back 
of a chair and settles into another chair across from 
Paul. 

PAUL 
They will when they see the 
progress you've made on some of 
these social issues. 

MITCHELL 
What progress? 

PAUL 
Just leave it to me. 

MITCHELL 
Paul, tell me what's going on. 

Paul leans back in his chair, clasping his hands 
behind his head. 

PAUL 
You really don't need to concern 
yourself with it, Mitchell. 

MITCHELL 
You may not think I need to, but 
I want to. 

PAUL 
Look, it's better that you go 
into the debate knowing the 
plan that we have down on paper 
and believing in that. 

Mitchell parrots the lines that he's been rehearsing. 

MITCHELL 
"A mandatory corporate tax to 
provide funds for retraining the 
homeless, or a corporation can set 
up a training program themselves 
and avoid the tax." 

PAUL 
Right. Just stick to that. I'll 
take care of the rest. 
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MITCHELL 
Just make sure, whatever you do, 
it's not going to cone back in 
my face. 

PAUL 
Speaking of which, how's Joanne 
coming on rescheduling her 
engagements? 

MITCHELL 

Fine. 

Paul sits up, scrutinizing Mitchell's face. 

PAUL 
What's she done? 

MITCHELL 
It's nothing. 

PAUL 
It's about the sister, isn't it? 

Mitchell sighs. He stands up and starts pacing. 

MITCHELL 
She went to see a private 
investigator about finding her 
sister. 

PAUL 
God dammit! I thought I told you 
to keep her from doing anything 
about her sister—at least until 
after the campaign's over. 

MITCHELL 
I tried to. She wouldn't listen. 

PAUL 
Well, great! We better prepare a 
strategy for damage control. Who 
knows how this sister thing is 
going to turn out. 
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EXT. DOWNTOWN STREET - DAY 

Marie clutches her jacket as the biting wind blows 
her hair and clothes. She's wearing the dress that 
she was ironing the night before and looking at 
addresses. As she scans the street for the 
business she needs, she sees a homeless woman, 
wrapped in rags, pushing a shopping cart piled with 
plastic garbage bags down an alley. She stares after 
her for a few beats and then, shuddering, moves 
forward. Finally, she arrives at the front of a 
credit collection agency that has a prominent "HELP 
WANTED" sign in the front window. Pausing for just a 
moment, she enters the seedy-looking establishment. 

INT. AAA COLLECTIONS - DAY 

Cigarette smoke hangs in the air. Desks covered with 
paperwork and ashtrays line the room. The EMPLOYEES, 
all women, are busy on the phone as Marie enters. An 
office at the back with a glass window faces the 
room. Marie stands at the front, unsure of what to 
do. Finally, one of the office clerks hangs up her 
phone and speaks to her. 

CLERK 
Can I help you? 

MARIE 
I'm here about the job opening. 

CLERK 
Lucky you. 

MARIE 
Is Joe Brown in? 

The clerk jerks her thumb toward the back office. 

CLERK 
The sup's in the back. 

The supervisor, JOE BROWN, an overweight man with a 
bad toupee, appears at the doorway and motions for 
Marie to enter. Marie steps gingerly over the phone 
cords that criss-cross the aisle to follow Joe into 
his office. 
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INT. JOE'S OFFICE - DAY 

Joe promptly closes the blinds on his window and 
shuts the door. He notions her to sit on a lumpy 
couch that lines the wall and he sits next to her. 

JOE 
So, you're Marie Vaughn. 

MARIE 

Yes. 

Joe takes a moment to look her up and down. 

JOE 
Not bad. What's your background, 
Marie? 

MARIE 
My background? 

JOE 
Did you finish high school? 

MARIE 
I have my GED. 

JOE 
Married? 

MARIE 
Divorced. 

JOE 
Any kids? 

MARIE 
A daughter, but what does that— 

JOE 
I just like to get to know my 
employees on a personal level. 
We're all friends here. 

Joe reaches over and pats Marie's knee. His hand 
lingers a moment. She flinches. 

JOE 
(continuing) 

Hey, no need to be uptight. I 
take care of my girls. 
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At this, Marie jumps up and heads for the door. 

MARIE 
I don't need this shit. 

JOE 
Hey, come back. You've got the 
jobl 

Marie doesn't look back. The clerk she spoke to when 
she entered, smirks at her as she leaves. 

INT. TRADE SCHOOL - DAY 

Joanne and Gladys are at a trade school for a 
speaking engagement. Joanne sits on a panel at the 
front of a small auditorium. The SPEAKER at the 
podium addresses the STUDENTS scattered in seats 
around the room. 

SPEAKER 
We're very fortunate today to 
have the mayor's wife, Joanne 
Tate, here to speak to us about 
the programs that have become 
available to you through the 
city's new emphasis on job 
creation. Please give a round 
of applause to Joanne Tate. 

A smattering of applause echoes through the room. 
It's anything but enthusiastic. Joanne hesitates, 
then stands and smiles at the crowd. She steps to 
the podium. 

JOANNE 
Thank you for that, uh, warm 
welcome. You all should be 
proud of the accomplishments 
that you've made to reach this 
point. It is people like you 
who are the engine that drives 
our cities. People like you 
with the ambition and perseverance 
to complete your training and 
become productive members of 
society— 

A man shouts from the audience. 
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MAN #1 
When do we get to stop training 
and start working, then? 

JOANNE 
I know that jobs are tough to 
find, but I have confidence that, 
with the training you're getting 
here, combined with the economic 
development programs instituted 
by my husband, jobs will be 
available to you upon graduation. 

A different man shouts a question. 

MAN #2 
I graduated two months ago. 
Where's my job? 

Gladys motions to Joanne to wrap up her speech. 

JOANNE 
I know that better times are 
just around the corner for you 
and our whole city. My husband 
has made a considerable 
difference in many lives and I 
hope you'll get out to vote for 
him in the coming election. 
Thank you. 

The audience is silent as Joanne leaves the podium. 

INT. LIMOUSINE - DAY 

Joanne and Gladys are mired in downtown traffic after 
the speech at the trade school. 

JOANNE 
Well, that was a dismal failure. 

GLADYS 
It's not your fault. You did a 
good job. People just want a 
scapegoat right now. 
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JOANNE 
No. It's more than that. For 
the first time in my life, I'm 
questioning whether Mitchell 
and I have done enough to solve 
these problems. Or even whether 
they're solvable. I mean, we 
spend a lot of time talking 
about them, but not enough time 
really doing something. 

GLADYS 
Well, it seems to me that it's 
more of a perception problem 
than anything. People are 
seeing the glass half-empty 
instead of half-full. 

Joanne looks out the window for a few beats, lost in 
thought. 

JOANNE 
You know, you might be right 
about that. What does the rest 
of my schedule show for this 
week? 

Gladys flips through some paperwork. 

GLADYS 
It looks like you've got a 
homeless shelter, a retirement 
home, and a hospital. 

JOANNE 
How long do I have at the 
homeless shelter? 

GLADYS 
Twenty minutes. 

JOANNE 
And what's scheduled after that? 

GLADYS 
Lunch. 

JOANNE 
With anyone? 
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GLADYS 
No. 

JOANNE 
Reschedule me to work at the 
homeless shelter during lunch. 

Gladys raises her eyebrows. 

GLADYS 
Work? 

JOANNE 
That's right. Work. 

INT. DARBY JACKSON'S OFFICE - DAY 

Darby Jackson is sitting at his desk. A young 
assistant, BRENDA, is seated across from him. 

DARBY 
What's the update on the Tate 
file, Brenda? 

BRENDA 
Well, I think with the information 
that Mrs. Tate provided, we have 
good chance of coming up with 
something. I've got a possible 
address from when Marie moved out 
of her family's home fourteen 
years ago. I'm still checking 
to make sure it's the right one. 

DARBY 
Good. I want to know right 
away when you get something. 

BRENDA 
Sure thing. You've got that 
gleam in your eye. What are you 
thinking? 

DARBY 
Just that, depending on what we 
find, this could get interesting. 

INT. HOMELESS SHELTER - NIGHT 

Michael is sweeping the cafeteria when Marie arrives. 
She looks wrung out. 
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MICHAEL 
Doing okay? 

MARIE 
I'm fine. 

MICHAEL 
How'd the job interview go? 

MARIE 
Oh, it wasn't what I was looking 
for. 

Marie tries to sound cavalier, but her voice trembles 
a little. 

MICHAEL 
I can try and help you, you know. 

MARIE 
No. Thanks anyway. 

Marie turns and moves toward the stairs. 

MICHAEL 
Did you have anything to eat 
today? 

MARIE 
Yes. I'm all right. Thanks. 

Marie disappears leaving Michael to resume sweeping 
after a few beats. 

INT. CAMPAIGN HEADQUARTERS - NIGHT 

The previously busy office is empty except for Paul 
and DONNIE. They're standing in Paul's office with 
the door open. Donnie is tall and thin, with dark 
hair and eyes. He's dressed in casual, but 
fashionable clothes. 

PAUL 
Here're the bus tickets. I want 
you to target the really stubborn 
ones. 

DONNIE 
What's that supposed to mean? 
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PAUL 
It means, find the ones that the 
bleeding-heart social workers 
have tried to get off the streets 
but can't budge and get them to 
dream about palm trees and beaches. 
If they're visible, they're a 
liability, and we want them out. 

DONNIE 
Do you really think this is going 
to work? 

PAUL 
It only has to work for a few 
weeks—until after the debate. 
And if you do your job well, the 
streets will stay cleaned up for 
the election, too. 

Paul hands a thick-looking manila envelope to Donnie, 
who looks at it skeptically. 

DONNIE 
What about my pay? 

PAUL 
You'll get paid when the five 
o'clock news says that there are 
fewer homeless around here than 
we've seen in a long time. 

Donnie grunts his acguiescence and turns to go. 

PAUL 
(continuing) 

Remember, keep your mouth shut 
and we'll keep you on as a 
valuable addition to the mayor's 
staff. 

Donnie leaves. 



47 

EXT. CAMPAIGN HEADQUARTERS - NIGHT 

Donnie opens the door to exit the headquarters 
building and steps outside. It's dark. Cars are 
parked up and down the street, but there is little 
traffic. He walks to his car, looks around and then 
gets in. As he drives away, we SEE the face of a MAN 
parked in a car on the other side of the street. 
He's the journalist, Bert Wyman. After a beat, Bert 
starts his car and pulls out to follow Donnie at a 
discreet distance. 

INT. CAMPAIGN HEADQUARTERS - NIGHT 

Paul looks at his watch and turns on the ten o'clock 
news. The top story is the mayor's campaign. 

INSERT - TV SCREEN 

A REPORTER delivers his story in front of city hall. 

REPORTER (V.O.) 
. . . the newest allegations by 
Warren Gardener are that Mayor 
Tate's social programs have been 
a dismal failure. The homeless 
problem continues to rage out of 
control. Tonight we wanted to 
bring the opinions of the people 
who are truly affected. 

The close-up shot on the television becomes a two-
shot to incorporate a grungy-looking MAN standing 
next to the reporter. 

REPORTER 
(continuing) 

I have with me Randy, here, who 
lives under the bridge at 
Lincoln and Main. Randy, 
why do you live under the 
bridge? 

RANDY 
That's my home. 

REPORTER 
But, wouldn't you rather live 
in a real house or apartment? 
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RANDY 
Sure. 

REPORTER 
Why don't you? 

RANDY 
I can't get no breaks. I've 
tried. Lord knows, I've tried. 

REPORTER 
You mean, there aren't enough 
programs available to help 
you out of your situation? 

RANDY 
That's right. 

REPORTER 
As you can see, Randy wants to 
be helped, but the resources 
are just not there. Back to 
you, Pauline . . . 

BACK TO SCENE 

Paul GROANS and clicks off the television. He 
reaches for the phone and dials. 

MITCHELL (V.O.) 
Hello? 

PAUL 
Mitchell, it's Paul. Are you 
watching Channel 7 News? 

MITCHELL (V.O.) 
No, why? 

PAUL 
It's the usual bullshit. I think 
we better add a few more practice 
sessions before you debate 
Gardener. 

MITCHELL (V.O.) 
Whatever you think. 

PAUL 
Any word on Joanne's sister? 
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MITCHELL (V.O.) 
Nothing yet. I'll let you know. 

INT. HOMELESS SHELTER - NIGHT 

Marie is watching the Channel 7 News on the 
flickering black and white while Jessica sleeps in 
the bed. 

INSERT - TV SCREEN 

PAULINE 
. . . and the polls show Mayor 
Tate slipping a few more points 
to a thirty-seven percent 
approval rating while Warren 
Gardener is up to forty-five 
percent in a recent surge of 
popularity. 

BACK TO SCENE 

MARIE 
Good! Maybe if we can get that 
self-serving asshole out, we 
can actually have a chance. God, 
I hope he loses. 

Marie looks over at the sleeping Jessica. She takes 
a last drag on her cigarette then crushes it out. 

INT. DARBY JACKSON'S OFFICE - DAY 

The phone RINGS and Darby answers it. 

DARBY 
Hello? 

BRENDA (V.O.) 
Darby, it's me, Brenda, I found 
something. 

DARBY 
Already?! What've you got? 
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BRENDA (V.O.) 
Well, Marie Davis did indeed 
live here. A neighbor—an old 
woman that's lived here for 
35 years—confirmed it, but 
she wouldn't tell me anything 
else. She didn't even want to 
tell me that much. But she said 
she night talk to the person 
searching for Marie. 

DARBY 
Good job, Brenda. Mrs. Tate 
is supposed to come by today. 
I'll make the arrangements. 

INT. MAYOR'S HOUSE - DAY 

Joanne is changed and ready to go out. Kevin and 
Kelly are playing video games in the TV room. 

JOANNE 
Hey, you two, how would you like 
to help me on a little project? 

KEVIN 
(suspicious) 

What kind of project? 

KELLY 
Yeah, what kind of project? 

JOANNE 
Well, next Saturday I'm supposed 
to speak at a homeless shelter. 
I was wondering if you'd like to 
go, too? 

KEVIN 
Yeah! 

KELLY 
No! 

JOANNE 
I was thinking we could help serve 
the lunch. 

KEVIN 
Cool! 
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KELLY 
Ewww! 

JOANNE 
Kelly, you don't have to go if you 
don't want to. I just thought it 
would be good for you two to see 
how people live that aren't as 
fortunate as we are. 

Kevin shrugs his shoulders and Kelly goes back to 
playing the video game. Joanne kisses them both on 
the top of the head. 

JOANNE 
(continuing) 

I have to go out for a little 
while. I'll be back in time for 
dinner. 

KEVIN 
Bye, Mom. 

INT. DARBY JACKSON'S OFFICE - DAY 

Joanne is seated across from Darby who is filling her 
in on the progress of the case. 

DARBY 
So it looks like we need to drive 
down there to talk to Mrs. Belle 
Granger in person. 

JOANNE 
I'm just surprised that you could 
learn so much in such a short 
time. 

DARBY 
(smiles) 

It may not amount to anything. 
We need to follow up to see. 

JOANNE 
Of course. 

DARBY 
When will you be available to 
make the trip? 
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JOANNE 
I don't know. My schedule is 
pretty heavy right now. 

There is a long pause as Darby studies the brass pen 
holder on his desk. 

DARBY 
I told you the first day that 
this is all confidential. 

JOANNE 
I know, but it's not a good time 
for me to be doing this. 

DARBY 
But when we get a lead like this 
one, I think it's important to act. 
You'll just have to make up your 
mind about your priorities. 

JOANNE 
Maybe I better just call this 
whole thing off. 

DARBY 
Whatever you think. But it 
seems to me you took a big 
step by coming to see me in the 
first place. Why quit now? 

JOANNE 
You're right. I just don't 
want this getting out. 

Darby smiles at her. 

DARBY 
Of course. Besides I always have 
my clients' best interests at 
heart. 

INT. MAYOR'S HOUSE - NIGHT 

Mitchell and Joanne are sitting in the dining room, 
finishing their meal. Kevin and Kelly excuse 
themselves to go upstairs and watch TV. 
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JOANNE 
I had an idea today about helping 
the campaign. Something more 
than the usual fluff. 

MITCHELL 
Really? 

JOANNE 
I'm supposed to speak at a homeless 
shelter on Saturday. Instead, I 
scheduled myself to work the lunch 
shift with Kevin. 

MITCHELL 
With Kevin? I don't know if that's 
such a good idea. 

JOANNE 
It'll be good for him. Besides, 
I think we can get some good PR 
out of this. 

Mitchell sips some wine, then dabs at his lips with a 
cloth napkin. 

MITCHELL 
I'll talk to Paul about it. 

JOANNE 
Why does Paul need to approve it? 

MITCHELL 
He's my campaign manager, that's 
why. What is it with you two, 
anyway? 

JOANNE 
I don't think he's looking out 
for your best interests, that's 
all. 

MITCHELL 
That's all? That's saying a 
lot. 

JOANNE 
I think you trust him too much. 
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EXT. CITY PARK - NIGHT 

Donnie approaches a group of HOMELESS PEOPLE huddled 
around a 55-gallon drum that has a snail fire burning 
inside. He's dressed in mismatched clothes, but does 
not quite fit in. He rubs his arms and shivers 
against the night air. 

DONNIE 
Got any room by your fire? 

The homeless men stare at him warily. He moves 
closer and stretches out his hands to warm them over 
the fire. 

DONNIE 
(continuing) 

Man, what I wouldn't give to be 
in Miami on a day like this. 

Several men chuckle. 

I hear you. 
HOMELESS #1 

HOMELESS #2 
But that ain't gonna happen, so 
we might as well stop talking 
about it. 

DONNIE 
I don't know. When it's frosty 
out, there's nothing I like 
better than dreaming about palm 
trees and white sand. Just think, 
in Miami you could live on the 
beach. And there's lots of 
tourists with pocket change to 
spare. I mean, it would be 
paradise compared to this. 

HOMELESS #2 
I said, shut up about that. 

DONNIE 
Hey, I'm not trying to make you 
mad. I have a way to make it 
come true. 

The little group look at him in surprise. 
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DONNIE 
You see, I was over going through 
the Dumpster® by the Greyhound® 
station and I found some bus 
tickets. A whole stack of them. 
Unused too. And they all say 
"Destination: Miami"! 

HOMELESS #1 
Let me see. 

Donnie reaches into his jacket and pulls out several 
bus tickets. The homeless men snatch them out of his 
hand and pass them around. After careful 
examination, they start getting excited. 

HOMELESS #2 
Hey, these are still good. 

DONNIE 
I know. I told you. 

HOMELESS #2 
(suspicious) 

But why are you showing them to 
us? 

DONNIE 
I can't use all these tickets. 
I thought I would spread the 
good news around a little before 
I head down there myself. 

INT. HOMELESS SHELTER - MARIE'S ROOM - NIGHT 

Marie stares at the ceiling while Jessica sleeps 
beside her. She gets up and lights a cigarette, sits 
by the window and looks out while she smokes. A tap 
at the door startles her and she goes to the door to 
see who's there. 

MARIE 
Who is it? 

Jessica stirs in the bed, but does not awaken. 

MICHAEL 
It's me, Michael. 

Marie opens the door and steps into the hall, closing 
the door behind her so as not to disturb Jessica. 
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MARIE 
What is it? 

MICHAEL 
I just found out that the mayor's 
wife is going to be here next 
Saturday. I — 

MARIE 
The mayor's wife! Isn't that 
thoughtful. Remembering 
us poor, stupid homeless people 
in the middle of a busy campaign. 
What's she going to do? Let us 
eat oake? 

Michael looks surprised. 

MICHAEL 
As a matter of fact, she's coming 
here to serve lunch for the 
afternoon. 

MARIE 
Oh, it's just PR bullshit. 

Michael sighs and puts his hands on his hips. 

MICHAEL 
I was hoping that I could introduce 
her to you and Jessica. 

MARIE 
So we could be your homeless 
poster family. No thanks! 

MICHAEL 
She might be able to help you. 

MARIE 
I don't need her help. 

MICHAEL 
Yes you do! 

MARIE 
She's the last person I would 
turn to. I'm not begging for 
favors from someone I despise. 
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MICHAEL 
(exasperated) 

You don't even know her. 

MARIE 
You're right. I don't. And I'm 
going to keep it that way. 

INT. DARBY JACKSON'S CAR - DAY 

Darby and Joanne ride together in his Jeep® down a 
quiet neighborhood street. The houses are old and a 
little shabby. Huge oak trees mingle their leafless 
branches in a canopy overhead. Darby checks a map 
and then pulls into the driveway of a small white 
house with a porch and a swing. 

EXT. BELLE GRANGER'S HOUSE - DAY 

They get out and walk to the front door across a 
carpet of orange and gold leaves that need raking. 
Patches of melting snow dot the yard. Darby rings 
the doorbell. The SOUND of bolts SCRAPING and the 
JINGLE of a safety chain can be heard. The door 
swings open to reveal BELLE GRANGER wearing a 
polyester suit with a pink sweater draped across her 
shoulders. She uses a cane to walk. 

BELLE 
I saw you drive up. You must be 
Mr. Jackson. 

DARBY 
(removing his sunglasses) 

That's right. And this is Mrs. 
Tate, the lady I was telling you 
about. 

Belle smiles sweetly and ushers them inside. 

INT. BELLE GRANGER'S SITTING ROOM - DAY 

A sitting room off the front hallway is furnished 
with antiques. A tea tray rests on the coffee table. 

BELLE 
Won't you have some tea? 

JOANNE 
That would be lovely, thank you. 
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Joanne and Darby sit on the sofa while Belle pours 
the tea and then settles herself into an overstuffed 
chair. 

BELLE 
You look like her, you know. 

JOANNE 
(surprised) 

You remember her? 

BELLE 
Of course. Sweet little thing. 
So young. 

Belle's face clouds up for a moment as she thinks for 
a beat. 

BELLE 
(continuing) 

Why do you want to find her? 

JOANNE 
Well, she's my sister, for one 
thing. And because our mom died 
recently. I guess I was hoping 
enough had changed for us to . . . 
talk again. 

BELLE 
A lot happened to her while she 
lived on this street, honey. 
She may not be the same person 
if you do find her. 

JOANNE 
I guess you could say the same 
about me. 

Belle smiles at her. 

BELLE 
About all of us, I suppose. 

DARBY 
When exactly did Marie Davis 
live here? 
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BELLE 
(laughs) 

Well, she wasn't Marie Davis. 
I believe they moved into the 
house next door about, oh 
goodness, maybe ten or so years 
ago. Didn't live there long 
because that no good husband 
of hers lost his job. Couldn't 
pay the rent. They up and left 
in the middle of the night. 
Didn't even get to say goodbye. 

Darby pulls out a small notebook and jots a few 
notes. 

JOANNE 
Did she—was there a baby? 

BELLE 
Oh my yes. That's one of the 
reasons that I remember them so 
well. Their little girl— 
Jessica was her name—was the 
most darling little thing. Curly 
hair and eyes as big as saucers. 
Marie used to come over for advice 
now and then. Seems she didn't 
have anyone to turn to but me. 

DARBY 
When did they move away? 

BELLE 
Not long after they came. A 
year or so, I guess. I sure did 
miss them when they left. Not 
the husband, mind you. But Marie 
and that sweet baby. 

Joanne's eyes tear up. She riffles through her purse 
for a tissue. 

JOANNE 
I never knew. What—What was 
it about her husband that you 
didn't like? 

Belle stirs her tea and then looks at Joanne with a 
steady gaze. 
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BELLE 
I saw him hit her once. In the 
driveway in front of the child. 
I called the police, but they 
only gave him a talking to. It 
wasn't long after that that they 
left. 

DARBY 
Do you remember her last name? 

BELLE 
Let me think. Vaughn. Yes, it 
was Vaughn. 

INT. DARBY JACKSON'S CAR - DAY 

Joanne and Darby are driving on the highway back 
towards the city. Joanne's resting in her seat. She 
kicks off her shoes and stretches her legs. 

JOANNE 
(hesitant) 

What a sweet lady. 

DARBY 
She filled in a few blanks for 
us. Knowing your sister's 
married name is really going to 
help. 

Yeah. 
JOANNE 

DARBY 
I'm sorry the news was a little 
disturbing. 

Joanne turns in her seat to face Darby. 

JOANNE 
So am I. I feel like such a 
coward. It sounds like she 
went through a lot. And we 
weren't even there for her. 

DARBY 
Why'd she leave in the first 
place? 
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JOANNE 
Marie was always the rebellious 
one. When she got pregnant, she 
wouldn't say who the father was. 
My dad told her she had to get 
an abortion or get out. When 
she left, I know it broke his 
heart. He wouldn't let my mom or 
me even mention her name for a 
few years. But it hurt him— 
maybe more than it did Marie. 

DARBY 
I'm sorry. 

JOANNE 
I shouldn't have let her go. 

Darby glances away from the road to look at Joanne. 
He reaches over to pat her hand. It's a gesture of 
genuine care and Joanne gives him a wry smile. 

DARBY 
You can't blame yourself. 

JOANNE 
I do. I was so wrapped up in 
my new life with Mitchell. He 
was running for office and I 
didn't have time to think about 
her. I thought she would come 
back on her own, but she never 
did. 

DARBY 
Well, you're reaching out to 
her now. That counts. 

JOANNE 
Not much. It seems like I've 
wasted so much time. She has 
a daughter I've never met. 
I wish . . . 

Joanne's voice trails off. She leans her head 
against the window and watches the scenery flash 
past. 
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INT. HOMELESS SHELTER - DAY 

Marie sits in the television room of the shelter 
perusing "Help Wanted" ads in the newspaper. Several 
old couches line the walls. A few PEOPLE are 
stretched out watching television. Some torn books 
and old toys litter the floor. Jessica walks in from 
after school carrying homework. 

MARIE 
Hi, hon. How was school? 

JESSICA 
Okay, I guess. 

Marie glances up from her paper. Jessica looks a 
little disheveled. She has a fat lip. 

MARIE 
(putting down the paper) 

What happened to you? 

JESSICA 
Nothing. 

MARIE 
Come here, let me look at that. 

JESSICA 
It's nothing, Mom, really. 

Marie stands up and puts her hands on Jessica's face 
to move it into the light. Jessica winces from the 
touch. 

MARIE 
What's this about? 

JESSICA 
Just some stuff at school. 

Jessica looks away from her mother's searching eyes. 

JESSICA 
(continuing) 

I'm sorry. I didn't want to 
bother you with it. 
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MARIE 
(softly) 

Bother me? Oh, my poor darling. 
I'm the one who's sorry. 

Marie wraps her arms around Jessica and holds her 
tightly. Jessica hugs Marie's neck and cries. 

MARIE 
(continuing) 

We'll be out of here soon. I 
promise. 

JESSICA 
Sometimes, I wish—I wish 
Dad were here. 

Marie's face hardens. 

MARIE 
What good would— 

(pauses a beat) 
I know you do. 

EXT. MAYOR'S HOUSE - DAY 

Darby pulls the Jeep® around the circular drive to 
let Joanne out. 

INT. DARBY'S JEEP® - DAY 

Joanne unbuckles her seat belt and pulls the handle 
on the door, but turns before she exits. 

JOANNE 
What's next? 

DARBY 
Well, we'll start tracking her 
through her married name. It 
may be easy or it may be 
complicated. We'll just have 
to see. 

JOANNE 
Thanks for all your help today. 
Just talking about my sister 
with Mrs. Granger makes me want 
to find her all the more. It 
seems, well, almost urgent. 
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Joanne steps out of the car, leaving Darby to watch 
her for a few beats before he drives off. She walks 
down the sidewalk to the house and lets herself in. 

INT. MAYOR'S HOUSE - DAY 

Kelly and Kevin come bounding down the stairs and 
throw their arms around Joanne. 

KEVIN 
Mom, you're home. 

KELLY 
Where have you been? 

JOANNE 
I had some business to take care 
of. Did you miss me? 

KEVIN 
Yeah. You and Dad are always 
gone. 

Joanne kneels down to hug Kevin. She gives Kelly a 
quick hug, too. 

JOANNE 
Well, the campaign's almost over. 
You want your Dad to get 
re-elected, don't you? 

KELLY 
I guess so. 

JOANNE 
You guess so? What's that 
supposed to mean? 

KELLY 
Sometimes I wish we were like a 
regular family. 

JOANNE 
We are a regular family. 

KEVIN 
Not. 

Joanne tousles Kevin's hair, laughing, and steers 
them towards the kitchen. 
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INT. MAYOR'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY 

The kitchen is a bright sunny room, with gleaming 
countertops and the latest appliances. Copper pots 
hang from a pot rack over a center island. 

JOANNE 
Kids, give me a minute to call 
Gladys to see if I have any 
messages. 

Kelly and Kevin open the refrigerator and hang on the 
door, checking out snack possibilities. 

JOANNE 
(continuing) 

Hey, don't leave the refrigerator 
door open like that. Why don't 
you go play? 

The pair grab a handful of grapes from a bowl in the 
full fridge and then race out of the kitchen. Joanne 
dials the cordless phone and listens to several RINGS 
before Gladys answers. 

GLADYS (V.O.) 
Hello? 

JOANNE 
Hi, Gladys, it's me. 

GLADYS (V.O.) 
You're back. Good. Are you 
ready for tomorrow? 

JOANNE 
What's tomorrow? 

GLADYS (V.O.) 
Tomorrow's the debate. 

JOANNE 
Oh, that. I suppose I am. It's 
Mitchell that's got to be 
prepared. 

GLADYS (V.O.) 
People will be looking at you, 
too. 
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JOANNE 
(sighs) 

I know. People are always 
looking at me. 

Joanne absentmindedly walks to the refrigerator as 
she talks, opens the door and checks out the 
selection of food. 

GLADYS (V.O.) 
Oh, I did manage to get the 
shelter arranged for next 
Saturday. 

JOANNE 
That's great. Everything's all 
set? 

GLADYS (V.O.) 
You and Kevin are supposed to 
arrive at 10:30. They're going 
to give you a tour and then you'll 
begin lunch service at 11:30. The 
TV stations are going to be 
covering the whole thing. 

JOANNE 
You're incredible. 

GLADYS (V.O.) 
(laughs) 

It was nothing. Wait till you 
see what else I've got you 
juggling next week. 

JOANNE 
(groans) 

I don't even want to think about 
it. 

GLADYS (V.O.) 
We're in the bottom of the ninth. 

JOANNE 
I just hope we don't get tagged 
out when we're this close to 
home. 
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EXT. FACTORY - DAY 

A small group of men and women in hard hats is 
standing outside a factory. Smokestacks spew clouds 
of smoke in the background. Mitchell, looking warm 
in his wool coat with a scarf pulled around his neck, 
is shaking hands with the members of the group. Paul 
stands in the background. 

MITCHELL 
Thanks for coming. 

WOMAN #1 
Sorry about the turn-out, Mayor 
Tate. 

MITCHELL 
No problem. This gave me a chance 
to get to know you all better. 

WOMAN #1 
I just don't understand it. When 
Warren Gardener was here, we had 
three times as many people. 

Mitchell and Paul exchange glances, but they keep 
their faces calm. Mitchell shakes hands with an 
elderly man. 

MITCHELL 
Thanks for your suggestions about 
the budget shortfall. We'll take 
a hard look at them at our next 
staff meeting. 

MAN #1 
I hope you win, Mayor. 

MITCHELL 
Be sure and vote, won't you? Tell 
all your friends. 

The small group watches as Mitchell and Paul climb 
into the limousine. Mitchell waves through the open 
window and then glides it shut as the limo leaves the 
parking lot. 



68 

INT. LIMOUSINE - DAY 

Mitchell pulls off his scarf and unbuttons his coat. 
Paul reaches around to get some glasses from the bar 
and pours them each a drink. 

MITCHELL 
I've been giving this city 
everything I've got for the past 
four years and now it seems as 
if it's going to turn on me. 

PAUL 
It's not you, Mitchell, it's the 
system. They want someone to 
blame. 

MITCHELL 
I just never thought it would 
turn out like this. 

PAUL 
What? Did you think you would 
just ride up on your white horse 
and save it? These things take 
time. 

Mitchell tosses back his drink and grabs the 
television remote. 

PAUL 
(continuing) 

The debate's tomorrow night and 
you're going to get more blame 
than you'll know what to do with. 
You've got to be strong. You've 
got to be ready to give it right 
back. Tomorrow can make a big 
difference. 

Mitchell nods and then clicks the television on to 
watch "Jeopardy." 

INT. MAYOR'S HOUSE - NIGHT 

Mitchell trudges up the stairs of the mansion. The 
door to the kids' play room is open. 
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INT. PLAYROOM - NIGHT 

He enters quietly and sits down on the couch. Kelly 
and Kevin are flopped on the floor engrossed in a 
video game. Kevin loses and turns to see his dad in 
the room. 

KEVIN 
Dad! 

KELLY 

Dad? 

They both lunge for him to give him a hug. 

MITCHELL 
Hey, you two. What have you been 
up to today? 

KELLY 
We've been bored. 

MITCHELL 
Bored? 

KEVIN 
Yeah, you and mom were gone all 
day! 

MITCHELL 
Your mom was gone? Where'd she 
go? 

Kevin shrugs. 

KELLY 
I dunno. 

Mitchell rises to stretch. 

MITCHELL 
Well, I guess I better get ready 
for my campaign dinner. 

KEVIN 
Another one? 

KELLY 
I'm never going to be a politician. 
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KEVIN 
Ne neither. 

Mitchell manages a smile. 

MITCHELL 
I know what you mean sometimes. 

He leaves to walk down the hall towards the bedroom. 

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Joanne is dressed conservatively, her hair and makeup 
are perfect. She's just putting on some earrings as 
Mitchell enters. 

JOANNE 
Where have you been? 

MITCHELL 
I could ask the same of you? 

Joanne swings around from the vanity. 

JOANNE 
What do you mean by that? 

MITCHELL 
The kids just told me that you've 
been gone all day. I thought 
you were taking a day off from 
your schedule. 

JOANNE 
I was—I did. But I had an 
errand to do. 

Mitchell stands with his arms folded across his 
chest. 

JOANNE 
(continuing) 

You'd better get ready. We 
have to be there in less than an 
hour. 

MITCHELL 
I'm not going anywhere until you 
tell me where you went today. 
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JOANNE 
It's really none of your business. 

MITCHELL 
Was it something to do with your 
sister? 

JOANNE 
What if it was? 

MITCHELL 
Dammit! I've tried to get it 
through your head that I can't 
afford another liability right 
now. Why are you questioning 
me about this now? I just don't 
understand your attitude. I 
mean, after the bad publicity 
we got last year, I thought you 
understood . . . 

Joanne stiffens. 

JOANNE 
We? Don't you talk to me about 
your affair. From what I've 
read in the papers, you and 
Paul did a pretty neat trick 
covering that up. 

Mitchell throws his hands up. 

MITCHELL 
There was nothing to cover up! 

JOANNE 
Oh, yeah? What about that reporter, 
Bert Wyman? He made it sound 
pretty convincing. 

MITCHELL 
Well, you can't believe everything 
you read. I thought all this was 
settled. 

Joanne turns back to her mirror, snaps up a lipstick 
and begins vigorously applying a thick coat. 

MITCHELL 
(continuing) 

What are you doing? 
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JOANNE 
Dinner's at the Whittington's, 
right? I just want to look my 
best for Charles. 

INT. CAMPAIGN HEADQUARTERS - NIGHT 

Paul, dressed for a party, is working on some 
paperwork. A KNOCK at the door startles him. He 
calls out. 

PAUL 

Come in! 

Donnie pushes open the door. 

DONNIE 
Hey. I'm out of bus tickets. 

PAUL 
Already? 

DONNIE 
There's a lot of homeless people 
out there. 

PAUL 
Are you making a dent? 

DONNIE 
I guess so. 

PAUL 
Are you or aren't you? 

DONNIE 
The buses to Miami seem to be 
full. But there's a lot more 
that want to go. I need more 
tickets. 

Paul smiles. 

PAUL 
Give me until Sunday to get some 
more arranged. We'll start round 
two then. 

Donnie exits. Paul's smile vanishes. 
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INT. WHITTINGTON HOME - NIGHT 

PEOPLE mingle in a large, expensively furnished 
living room, sipping champagne and tasting hors 
d'oeuvres. Mitchell is in the center of it all, 
while Charles Whittington has cornered Joanne near a 
small alcove out of the way of traffic. 

CHARLES 
. . . and so, my dear, I just 
wanted to let you know that I'd 
really love to help you—and 
Mitchell—win this campaign. 
Martha's out a good deal, you 
know, so you and I could get 
together to brainstorm some 
strategies. Work out some, uh, 
campaign details . . . 

Paul enters the room, spots Charles and starts to 
weave his way toward him. 

JOANNE 
Thank you for the offer, Charles, 
but I really think we're covered. 

Charles puts his glass of champagne down and grabs 
Joanne's hand. 

CHARLES 
I don't think I made myself clear. 

Paul arrives at the scene. 

PAUL 
Charles, you've outdone yourself 
tonight. Thanks for all the hard 
work. 

(nodding at Joanne) 
Joanne. 

JOANNE 
Paul. 

Charles, flustered, lets go of Joanne's hand. 

CHARLES 
Oh, fine. Glad to help. 
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PAUL 
I was wondering if you might have 
a minute to talk? 

CHARLES 
Now? 

PAUL 
That's right. It's just a small 
matter. You know. 

CHARLES 
Oh, of course. Excuse me, Joanne, 
dear. 

JOANNE 
Not at all. 

Looking relieved, Joanne escapes from the corner and 
begins to circulate when she comes face-to-face with 
Darby Jackson. 

JOANNE 
What the— 

DARBY 
Don't look so surprised. 

Joanne looks around nervously. 

JOANNE 
I just didn't expect to run into 
you here, that's all. 

Martha arrives, glass of champagne in hand. 

MARTHA 
Joanne, darling, are you enjoying 
yourself? 

JOANNE 
Of course, Martha, you always 
manage to make these evenings 
memorable. 

Martha notices Darby Jackson. 

MARTHA 
Excuse me, I don't believe we've 
met. 
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DARBY 
Darby Jackson. Pleased to meet 
you Mrs. Whittington. 

Darby moves away from the two ladies who are left 
looking after him with puzzled looks on their faces. 

INT. WHITTINGTON LIBRARY - NIGHT 

Paul and Charles are standing near the fireplace 
discussing Paul's proposal. 

PAUL 
. . . the plan is working, I 
tell you. 

CHARLES 
It really hasn't made a dent, as 
far as I can tell. 

PAUL 
My man says that the buses to 
Miami are full. 

CHARLES 
It's getting so late in the 
campaign, though, are you sure 
this will do it? 

PAUL 
Of course I'm not sure. But 
we've got to keep trying. 
Gardener's weakness is that 
he's made this campaign a 
one-issue race. If we can 
show improvement on that issue, 
we can fight our way back 
to the top. 

CHARLES 
So, how much do you need this 
time? 

PAUL 
I figure another $10,000 will 
do it. 

Charles walks to his desk and removes a check ledger. 
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PAUL 
(continuing) 

No way, Charles, this time it's 
got to be cash. I can't keep 
disguising these donations. 

Charles looks up at him carefully. 

CHARLES 
If you want cash, then I need a 
favor front you. 

INT. MARIE'S ROOM - NIGHT 

While Jessica does homework on the bed, Marie fishes 
in her purse for cigarettes. When she finds the 
package, it's empty. 

MARIE 
Damn it. 

JESSICA 
(scolds her) 

Mom. 

MARIE 
I've got to go out and get some 
cigarettes. 

JESSICA 
Now? 

MARIE 
Yes, now. I'll just be a minute. 

Marie picks up her purse and leaves the room, locking 
Jessica in as she goes. 

INT. SHELTER LOBBY - NIGHT 

Michael's office door is open and the light is on as 
Marie tries to hurry past unnoticed. 

MICHAEL 
Marie! 

Swearing under her breath, Marie pulls up short and 
ducks into Michael's office. 

MARIE 
Hi, Michael. 



77 

MICHAEL 
Where're you going? 

MARIE 
Out. 

MICHAEL 
At this tine of night. It's 
really not safe. 

MARIE 
I'm not going far. 

MICHAEL 
I've been meaning to talk to you. 

MARIE 
You're always meaning to talk to 
me. 

MICHAEL 
Yeah, well, for good reason. I've 
been trying to warn you that you're 
getting close to the deadline for 
move out. 

MARIE 
Can't I extend? 

Michael looks down at his books. He speaks slowly 
and patiently. 

MICHAEL 
You've already extended twice. 
That's more than most people get, 
but we gave it to you because of 
Jessica and because we knew you've 
really tried to find a job. 

MARIE 
So, what's next? You throw me 
and Jess out and then where do 
we go? 

MICHAEL 
There are other shelters that can 
take you. 

Marie sits down heavily in the vinyl chair across 
from Michael's desk. 
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MARIE 
Yeah. Shelters with rows of bunk 
beds. What kind of life is that 
for a fourteen-year-old kid? 

MICHAEL 
I know it's not much, but it's 
better than being on the street. 

MARIE 
I just don't understand why we 
can't stay until I find a job. 

MICHAEL 
Because we've got a waiting list 
a mile long, that's why. As 
shabby as this place is, it's the 
best shelter we've got. And 
there're plenty of people just 
like you who need a break for a 
few weeks. 

Marie rests her head in her hands. 

MICHAEL 
(continuing) 

Don't you have any family 
anywhere? 

MARIE 
(bitter) 

I've got family all right. I've 
got a bastard for a husband who 
runs off with some girl half my 
age and leaves us the bills, and— 
and that's all I've got. 

MICHAEL 
I'm sorry. 

MARIE 
Yeah, sorry. Great. 

INT. AUDITORIUM - NIGHT 

The debate between Mayor Mitchell Tate and mayoral 
candidate WARREN GARDENER is about to start. The two 
men are positioned behind podiums. Joanne comes on 
stage before taking her seat to give Mitchell a quick 
air kiss and to straighten his tie. 
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JOANNE 
You're going to do great. 

MITCHELL 
Thanks. I need to hear that. 

JOANNE 
Just be yourself. You've done a 
lot for this city. Don't forget 
that. 

Paul walks up looking harried. 

PAUL 
Remember what we practiced. 

MITCHELL 
Got it. 

Mitchell's attention is diverted by the arrival of 
the journalists who will be asking the debate 
questions. Bert Wyman settles himself into a chair 
and looks pointedly at Mitchell. 

MITCHELL 

God dammit, what's he doing here? 

Paul swings around to look. 

PAUL 
He's not on the list of panelists 
I got. 

MITCHELL 
He's going to attack me. See if 
you can get him thrown out. 

PAUL 
Too late. Just do the best you 
can. 

Paul and Joanne leave the stage as the STAGE DIRECTOR 
calls for quiet. Television cameras start rolling. 
SHIRLEE HOFFMAN, an anchorwoman, begins the 
introductions. 
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SHIRLEE 
Good evening. Tonight we have the 
long awaited debate between our 
own Mayor Mitchell Tate and 
nayoral candidate and former 
baseball star, Warren Gardener. 
The hotly contested issues 
surrounding this bitter rivalry 
will finally be aired so that you, 
the voter can make the best 
choice on November 8. 

Mitchell is standing ramrod straight. His 
conservative blue suit and red tie with starched 
white shirt look patriotic. Warren is wearing a 
more flamboyant tie and looks much more relaxed. 

SHIRLEE 
(continued) 

We'll start the questions off 
with investigative reporter and 
newspaper columnist from the 
Globe Record, Bert Wyman. Bert. 

BERT 
Thank you, Shirlee. Mayor Tate, 
with the winter already dropping 
temperatures down to zero, what 
steps are you taking to protect 
the homeless? 

Paul squirms in his seat a little. Joanne, sitting 
next to him, watches Mitchell and doesn't seem to 
notice Paul. 

MITCHELL 
We have many fine shelters across 
the city that are devoted to 
caring for those who are 
temporarily out of work and need 
a helping hand. Michael Abrams, 
director of the Sharing Heart 
Shelter in the downtown area has 
been a supporter of me and my 
programs for a long time— 
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BERT 
Excuse me for interrupting, Mayor, 
but perhaps I'm not making myself 
clear. Isn't it true that we've 
seen a surprising decrease in 
the homeless problem over the 
last few weeks? 

MITCHELL 
Surprising? Not at all. I 
promised to make some changes 
in hew we dealt with the problem 
and I did. 

A smattering of APPLAUSE can be heard from the 
AUDIENCE. 

BERT 
The changes seem to be awfully 
sudden. I promise you, I'm 
looking into them. 

MITCHELL 
(coldly) 

Please do. 

WARREN 
From what I can tell, Mayor 
Tate's programs seem to work 
best when he's on-camera, or 
on-the-ballot. 

LAUGHTER from the audience causes Mitchell's face to 
turn red. Warren just smirks. 

INT. MAYOR'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Mitchell and Joanne look beat when they enter the 
bedroom. Mitchell flicks on the television to see if 
he can catch any more comments about the debate. He 
sits on the edge of the bed to watch the broadcast. 
Joanne sits in the chair at her vanity table and 
begins to take off her jewelry and makeup. 

INSERT - TV SCREEN 

ANCHOR 
Ben Jordan, our media analyst is 
here with a look at who won 
tonight's debate. 
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BEN 
Well, after a cryptic beginning 
by columnist Bert Wyman, who seemed 
to be insinuating some new scandal 
associated with Mayor Tate's 
campaign, the evening progressed 
fairly predictably. 

ANCHOR 
Do you feel there was a winner in 
tonight's debate? 

BEN 
No, this one was too close to call. 
Mayor Tate stood up well under 
attack, but Warren Gardener also 
seemed able to comfortably handle 
some tough questions. 

BACK TO SCENE 

Mitchell punches the off button and the screen goes 
black. 

JOANNE 
Don't you want to watch the rest? 

MITCHELL 
Not really. 

JOANNE 
What's the matter? 

MITCHELL 
Maybe it's stress, but, for 
the first time in my life, 
I'm starting to doubt what I've 
accomplished. 

JOANNE 

Just because of one little debate? 

MITCHELL 
It's not just this. This campaign 
is really getting to me. Like 
last night. I saw Charles 
Whittington putting the moves on 
you and I hated myself for not 
stepping in. 

Joanne looks at him thoughtfully. 
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JOANNE 
You noticed that? 

MITCHELL 
Of course I did, why? 

JOANNE 
I never knew that you were really 
paying attention to me at those 
things. 

Mitchell looks at Joanne as she brushes out her hair. 

MITCHELL 
No natter what you think, I never 
wanted ay political career to 
cone between us. 

Joanne stops brushing. 

JOANNE 
Mitchell, I'm sorry about yesterday. 
I did go off with the investigator. 
I actually met a woman who knew 
Marie right after she left home. 

(pauses for a few beats) 
She was married, you know, and she 
had a baby daughter. 

MITCHELL 
(thoughtful) 

A daughter? How old would she 
be now? Fourteen? 

JOANNE 
It makes me sick that so much 
time has gone by. How could we 
have let this go on so long? 

MITCHELL 
It was Marie's decision to 
leave, you know. 

JOANNE 
What choice did she have after 
what ray dad said to her? 
What a waste of the years. 
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MITCHELL 
Yeah, what the hell. Whatever 
the investigator digs up can't 
be worse than things already are. 

JOANNE 
Things are not that bad. Besides, 
I can call him and tell him to 
hold off until after the 
campaign. 

MITCHELL 
It's just three weeks. 

INT. DARBY JACKSON'S OFFICE - DAY 

Darby steps into his office, flips on the lights and 
hangs his coat on a coat rack. The sun is coming up 
over the tops of the buildings. Darby stretches his 
arms and sits in his chair. He punches a button on 
his phone. The receptionist answers. 

RECEPTIONIST (V.O.) 
Yes, Mr. Jackson? 

DARBY 
Bring me some coffee will you 
please? And get Brenda in here. 

Darby, pensive, checks out his view. There's a KNOCK 
on the door. 

DARBY 
Come in. 

BRENDA 
Hi, you wanted to see me? 

DARBY 

Sit down. 

Brenda takes a chair across from Darby. 

BRENDA 
What's up? 

DARBY 
You know that little old lady you 
found for me on the Tate case. 
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BRENDA 
Uh-huh. 

DARBY 
Well, we don't have much time, so 
I need you to work just as hard 
to follow up some more leads. 

BRENDA 
I thought Mrs. Tate wanted us to 
put this on hold. 

DARBY 
That's what she said on the phone, 
but after visiting Mrs. Granger 
with her, I don't think that's 
really her talking. I think it's 
important for us to move on this 
right now. Who knows, maybe we 
can surprise her with some good 
news. 

BRENDA 
(unsure) 

Whatever you say. Do you have 
the notes from the other day. 

Darby hands her a notebook from his desk. 

DARBY 
This ought to help. Let me 
know as soon as you find 
anything. 

INT. HOMELESS SHELTER DINING ROOM - DAY 

Jessica wolfs down her breakfast as Marie reads the 
help wanted section of the paper. Jessica's fat lip 
has disappeared, but she looks tired, with dark 
circles under her eyes. After one last spoonful of 
corn flakes, Jessica grabs her books and a stack of 
papers and gets up to leave. 

MARIE 
Where're you going in such an all-
fired hurry? 

JESSICA 
(looks guilty) 

um, I've got a test today in math. 
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MARIE 
Good luck. 

JESSICA 
Yeah. I'll need it. 

She turns to leave and runs into Michael Abrams' 
chest, spilling papers everywhere. 

JESSICA 
(continued) 

Oh, no. 

MICHAEL 
Sorry, Jessica. Here, let me help 
you. 

JESSICA 
No, that's okay. 

Jessica works furiously to gather up the papers. 
Michael reaches for one that landed under the table. 

MICHAEL 
(looking at paper) 

Who's Billy Balch? 

JESSICA 
(embarrassed) 

A kid at school. 

Jessica grabs the paper from Michael, straightens her 
stuff and starts to leave. 

MARIE 
Wait just a minute, young lady. 

Jessica pauses. 

MARIE 
(continued) 

What are you doing with this Billy 
Balch's homework? 

JESSICA 
It's nothing, Mom. I've got to go 
or I'm going to be late. 

MARIE 
We're going to talk about this 
when you get home tonight. 



87 

Jessica nods and rushes away, leaving Marie and 
Michael to gaze after her. 

MICHAEL 
What do you suppose that's all 
about? 

MARIE 
I don't know. 

Marie gets up to leave. 

MICHAEL 
Marie, there's something I wanted 
to talk to you about. 

MARIE 
Can't it wait? 

MICHAEL 
No. I wanted to remind you about 
the mayor's wife. She's visiting 
here on Saturday. She'll be 
serving lunch. 

MARIE 
Oh, jeez. 

MICHAEL 
The point is, television crews 
and media will be here and I think 
it would be a good opportunity for 
you to meet someone who might be 
able to help you. 

MARIE 
She's not going to help me. She's 
coming here because some PR guy 
talked her into it. 

MICHAEL 
That's not true. She's actually 
a very nice lady. 

Marie stares coolly at Michael. 
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MARIE 
I bet. The "government" has 
never done a damn thin? for me. 
And I'm not going to subject 
me or Jess to the role of 
typical-homeless-single-mother-
with-a-kid for you, for her, or 
for TV. 

EXT. CITY PARK - DAY 

Two HOMELESS MEN are sitting on a park bench a few 
feet from a fountain that's not working. They're 
sharing a bottle from a paper bag. A short distance 
away on a bench across from them, a man dressed in 
shabby clothes watches them out of the corner of his 
eye. His face is partly obscured by a floppy hat. 
Donnie appears and approaches the first two men. 
He's dressed in his pseudo-homeless outfit. 

DONNIE 
Hey, whatcha got there? 

HOMELESS #1 
What's it to ya? 

HOMELESS #2 
What are you, some kind of cop? 

DONNIE 
(laughs) 

Naw, I'm just curious. I—I'm 
getting cold and looking for a 
drink. 

HOMELESS #1 
(shivering slightly) 

Yeah, we hear you. Damn cold. 

HOMELESS #2 
We got kicked out of the library 
today, so we had to get us a 
drink to warm up. 

DONNIE 
I know what you mean. It's times 
like these that a winter home in 
Florida would really pay off. 

HOMELESS #1 
Now you're hallucinating. 



89 

DONNIE 
Well, not really. Y'see, I found 
some bus tickets to Miami the 
other day—they're still good— 
and I'm fixing to head down there 
soon. 

The two homeless men look at each and start to take a 
little notice. The mysterious man on the other bench 
inches a little closer. 

HOMELESS #1 
If I'd found a ticket to Miami, I 
would've walked straight to the bus 
station. 

HOMELESS #2 
Yeah, no doubt about it. I'd have 
been out of here. 

DONNIE 
Me, too, except the thing is, I 
found so many that I wanted to 
spread the wealth a little. 

The mysterious man has ambled over and is hovering 
nearby. 

HOMELESS #2 
You mean, you've got extras? 

DONNIE 
That's right. I was wondering if 
I could trade one or two of them 
for a drink? 

HOMELESS #1 
Here, take the whole bottle. 

The homeless man passes the bottle to Donnie, who 
takes it from him gingerly. 

HOMELESS #2 
Let me see those tickets. 

We finally see the face of the third man. It's the 
reporter, Bert Wyman. 

BERT 
Any chance I can get in on this 
too? 
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INT. MAYOR'S HOUSE - OFFICE - DAY 

Joanne sits behind a small desk with Gladys occupying 
the chair opposite her. 

GLADYS 
I got a strange call from Paul 
this morning. He said he needs 
a favor. 

Joanne rolls her eyes. 

JOANNE 
What is it? 

GLADYS 
He said that the Whittingtons 
would like you to come to their 
penthouse for lunch to discuss 
a campaign contribution. 

JOANNE 
Why doesn't Mitchell go? 

GLADYS 
That's what's so strange. 
Evidently, they've taken a shine 
to you. Paul said that they 
specifically requested you. 

Joanne GROANS. 

JOANNE 
Oh, God, what next? This is the 
last straw. I can't take seeing 
the Whittington's twice in one 
week. 

GLADYS 
Shall I say that you can't make 
it? 

JOANNE 
No, no. I know Mitchell's 
worried about money. I'd better 
go. What time do I have to be 
there? 

Gladys checks her appointment book. 
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GLADYS 
Noon. Paul said he gave Edward 
directions. 

JOANNE 
I really can't wait for this 
campaign to be over. 

GLADYS 
You haven't enjoyed it as much as 
you did last time. 

JOANNE 
No. 

GLADYS 
I've been worried about you, 
Joanne. Except for the homeless 
shelter, you've been dragging 
your feet about making your 
normal speaking engagements. 
It's just not like you. Is 
there anything I can do? 

Joanne shakes her head. 

JOANNE 
No, thanks Gladys. It's sweet 
of you to ask. But things are 
just different this time. 

GLADYS 
Your mother? 

JOANNE 
That and, well . . . 

GLADYS 
(softly) 

Is it Mitchell? 

Joanne looks surprised. 

JOANNE 
Does it show? 

GLADYS 
Ever since the, er, scandal, 
you two just haven't been the 
same. 
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JOANNE 
I suppose not. We have been 
fighting a lot. I guess I'm 
still angry with him. 

GLADYS 
But nothing was ever proven. 

JOANNE 
No, but still. When he started 
out in politics, he had such 
strong goals. He wanted to make 
a difference in people's lives. 
He wanted us to be a team. All 
I see now is scandal, innuendo, 
and endless, incessant campaigning. 
Nothing ever really gets done. 

Gladys listens sympathetically. 

GLADYS 
You're being too hard on him and 
yourself. Change takes time. I 
think things are really improving. 
For instance, I've noticed a lot 
fewer homeless on the streets just 
over the last few weeks. Even 
the news reported it. 

JOANNE 
They're probably all just inside 
because it's been so cold. 

INT. MAYOR'S OFFICE - RECEPTIONIST'S DESK - DAY 

Mitchell steps outside of his office, his coat draped 
over his arm. His secretary, NAN, types at the 
computer. 

MITCHELL 
I'm going to my luncheon at the 
Rotary Club. I probably won't 
be back until after three. 

NAN 
See you later, then. Good luck! 

Mitchell walks down the hall toward the bank of 
elevators. The phone on Nan's desk RINGS. 
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NAN 
(continued) 

Mayor Tate's office, may I 
help you? . . . No, I'm sorry, 
he just left. May I take a 
message? . . . Mayor Sheffield 
from Miami. I'll have him call 
you back . . . I'll make sure 
he knows it's urgent. 

Nan slowly hangs up the phone and looks at the 
receiver. 

INT. HIGH-RISE CONDOMINIUM BUILDING - DAY 

Charles Whittington surveys his penthouse suite at 
the top of the condominium. He looks out at the 
view, then walks over to open a bottle of champagne 
that's been chilling. The cork POPS just as a KNOCK 
can be heard at the door. Charles opens it and finds 
Joanne. 

CHARLES 
Come in, come in. 

Charles ushers Joanne in, taking her coat from her 
and hanging it in the closet. Joanne moves to the 
windows to check out the view. 

JOANNE 
Lovely view. 

CHARLES 
Best in the city. 

JOANNE 
I'm sure it is. 

Looking around, Joanne sees that she's alone. 

JOANNE 
(continued) 

Where's Martha? 

CHARLES 
She couldn't make it. 

JOANNE 
(flustered) 

Oh, then I'm afraid I really 
can't stay. 
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CHARLES 
Don't be silly. You're here 
now and lunch is ready. 

Charles points to a small dining room table set for 
two. 

JOANNE 
I just don't feel right about 
staying without Martha or 
Mitchell being here. You 
should have called and canceled. 
I'm sorry you went to all this 
trouble for nothing. 

Charles blocks her exit. 

CHARLES 
My dear Joanne. I'd like to get 
to know you better—without all 
the distractions of those boring 
fund-raisers. Please stay. 

JOANNE 
No, really, I can't. We can talk 
some other time. 

CHARLES 
You know that I've been a generous 
contributor to your husband's 
campaign. 

JOANNE 
What does that have to do with 
anything? 

CHARLES 
A small point, but, let's just 
say it's not because I believe 
he's doing a good job. 

Joanne looks annoyed and tries to move around 
Charles. He grabs her by the arm. Joanne looks 
frightened. 

JOANNE 
Ow! You're hurting me. 

Charles relaxes his grip. Joanne shakes free. 
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CHARLES 
I'm sorry. Just hear me out. 

JOANNE 
(through gritted teeth) 

I'd really rather not. 

CHARLES 
Well, perhaps you don't know this, 
but Mitchell owes me one. I've 
bailed him out of a bind, so to 
speak, and I didn't think it would 
be too much to ask to have a 
nice, quiet lunch with his 
beautiful wife. 

Joanne stares at him in disbelief. 

JOANNE 
You're out of your mind. Does 
Mitchell know about this? 

CHARLES 
Didn't he tell you? 

JOANNE 
(angry) 

He most certainly did not. He 
knows I would never agree to 
something as sleazy as this. 
You take your money and cram it. 

Joanne storms to the door, snatches her coat from the 
hall closet and grabs up her purse from the table. 

CHARLES 
You're going to regret what you 
just said. Kiss Mitchell's 
political life good-bye. 

JOANNE 

Go to hell. 

Joanne slams the door behind her as she leaves. 

INT. DARBY JACKSON'S OFFICE - DAY 

Darby is shooting a Nerf® basketball into a small 
hoop positioned above his trash can. As he retrieves 
a basket, the receptionist BUZZES him. Darby presses 
a button on his phone. 
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DARBY 
Yes? 

RECEPTIONIST 
Brenda's on line three. 

DARBY 

Thanks. 

He puts it on speaker phone. 

DARBY 
Brenda? Whatcha got? 

BRENDA (V.O.) 
You're not going to believe this, 
but I think I found her husband. 

DARBY 
Wow! Great job! Where is he? 

BRENDA (V.O.) 
He's in rehab. 

DARBY 
Oh, wow. 

BRENDA 
Yeah, his license was suspended 
for DWI. I've got an appointment 
with him this afternoon. 

DARBY 
I'll meet you there. 

EXT. DOWNTOWN - DAY 

Marie is walking down the street window shopping. 
She stops in front of a boutique to admire mannequins 
dressed in sequined finery. Marie herself is dressed 
in the same dress she wore to the interview at the 
credit agency. A thin coat isn't much protection, 
but she seems oblivious while she contemplates the 
shop windows. 
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Marie continues to walk and passes an alley. She 
glances down the alley and SEES a HOMELESS WOMAN 
dressed in rags with an overflowing shopping cart 
parked next to the dumpster she's sorting through. 
The homeless woman looks up to see Marie staring at 
her, then goes back to her sorting. Clutching at her 
flapping coat, Marie walks slowly away. 

EXT. CITY PARK - DAY 

Marie, settled on a park bench, roots in her purse 
for cigarettes. Her hand shakes slightly from the 
cold as she lights a cigarette. Donnie approaches, 
still dressed as a homeless man. He seats himself on 
the same bench as Marie. 

MARIE 
There're plenty of other benches 
that don't have people sitting 
on them. 

DONNIE 
I can see that. 

MARIE 
Well, get the hell off my bench, 
then. 

DONNIE 
Your bench?! 

MARIE 
I was here first. 

DONNIE 
So you were. Look, I'm not 
trying to start a fight with you. 
I came over to tell you it's your 
lucky day. 

Marie looks him over with disgust. 

MARIE 
In your dreams! 

DONNIE 
(laughing) 

That's not what I meant. 
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MARIE 
It better not be buddy, or I'll 
kick your ass. 

DONNIE 
You're a feisty one. 

MARIE 
Yep. And don't you forget it. 

DONNIE 
I came over to share a piece of 
good news with you. 

MARIE 
Now why would you do that? 

DONNIE 
Well, you look a little down on 
your luck. 

The wind tousles Marie's hair and she reaches up to 
pat it down. 

MARIE 
You don't look so hot yourself. 

The man's face registers a brief moment of surprise. 

DONNIE 
I suppose I don't. But that 
won't be for long. 

MARIE 
Why's that? 

DONNIE 
I'm heading south. I found a 
batch of bus tickets outside the 
Greyhound* station that are still 
good. And now I'm Miami-bound. 

MARIE 
Good for you. Now get off my 
bench. 

DONNIE 
I've got some extra tickets. I 
was wondering if you'd want one. 
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MARIE 
NO. 

DONNIE 
No? Why not? 

MARIE 
It's none of your business why 
not. 

Marie takes a last drag on her cigarette and stubs it 
out on the bench seat, then flicks the butt into the 
bushes. 

DONNIE 
Come on, a free ticket to Miami. 
How can you turn that down? 

MARIE 
I don't give a shit if you've 
got a ticket to Mars, I'm not 
leaving this city. 

DONNIE 
And what has this city done for 
you lately? 

Marie turns slowly to look at the man a little more 
closely. 

MARIE 
That's a great question. 

The man reaches into his pocket and pulls out a bus 
ticket. 

DONNIE 
Here, take this. 

Marie shakes her head. 

MARIE 
I can't. I've got a daughter. 

DONNIE 
Oh, well here, take two. 

Marie hesitates, but then reaches her hand forward 
and takes the tickets out of his hand. 
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DONNIE 
(continuing) 

Miami's going to be great. It's 
warn and sunny. Even if you don't 
have a place to live, there's 
always a nice beach to lie on. 
And I hear the tourists are easy 
to panhandle from. 

Marie regards him with suspicion. 

MARIE 
What are you, the Miami Chamber of 
Commerce rep? 

DONNIE 
Uh, no. I'm just a guy, down on 
his luck, like you. 

MARIE 
Yeah, right. 

The man, visibly nervous now, gets up and starts 
backing away. 

DONNIE 
Hope to see you in Miami. 

Then he turns and hurries off, leaving Marie to 
puzzle over the tickets that have been left in her 
hand. As she sits, another man approaches; it's Bert 
Wyraan. He's out of his homeless get-up and dressed 
in his normal work clothes. Marie sees him 
approaching and gets up to leave. 

BERT 
Hey, ma'am, can I talk to you? 

MARIE 
I'm not in a very talkative 
mood. 

BERT 
I'm a reporter. I just want to 
ask you a few questions about 
that man that was just here. 

MARIE 
Why? 
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BERT 
I saw him give you something. Was 
it a bus ticket to Miami? 

Marie looks surprised. 

MARIE 
Yeah, why, is there something 
illegal about it? 

BERT 
(grim) 

No, not the way you're thinking, 
anyway. 

MARIE 
Well, what then? 

BERT 
I'm investigating some possible 
government fraud. 

MARIE 
Hmmph. What's new about that? 

(starts) 
What time is it? 

BERT 
Three forty-five, why? 

MARIE 
I've got to go. 

BERT 
But wait, I'd like to talk to you 
about the man who gave you the 
ticket. 

MARIE 
I really don't have time. Sorry. 

Marie hurries down the sidewalk leaving Bert looking 
frustrated. 

INT. MAYOR'S OFFICE - RECEPTIONIST'S DESK - DAY 

Mitchell walks toward Nan's desk from the elevators. 

MITCHELL 
Any messages? 
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NAN 
I've had three calls from the 
Mayor of Miami's office since you 
left. They said it's urgent. 

MITCHELL 
Huh. I wonder what they want? 

Mitchell picks up the phone messages and walks into 
his office. 

INT. MITCHELL'S OFFICE - DAY 

Mitchell's office is plush, with dark wood, two 
leather couches in a sitting area and a huge desk. 
Sitting in a leather executive chair, Mitchell picks 
up the phone on his desk and dials the number on the 
message. 

SECRETARY (V.O.) 
Mayor Sheffield's office, this is 
Kay. 

MITCHELL 
Uh, hello, this is Mitchell Tate. 
Evidently the Mayor's been trying 
to reach me all day. 

SECRETARY (V.O.) 
Oh, yes sir. Let me put you 
through. 

INT. MAYOR SHEFFIELD'S OFFICE IN MIAMI - DAY 

The office looks larger than Mitchell's, with bright 
sun shining through a large window. The tops of palm 
trees can be seen through the window. The phone 
BUZZES and MAYOR ALAN SHEFFIELD, a large man in his 
early 60s, picks up. INTERCUT Mitchell's 
conversation with Mayor Sheffield's remarks: 

ALAN 
Hello, Mitchell? 

MITCHELL 
Is that you, Alan? 
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ALAN 
Yep. It's been awhile. I was 
hoping you'd remember me from 
the economic development 
conference in New York last 
year. 

MITCHELL 
Sure, I do. What can I do for 
you? My secretary said it was 
urgent. 

ALAN 
Well, Mitchell, I don't want to 
point any fingers here, but I've 
got a serious problem developing 
down here and my people have 
traced it to your city. 

Mitchell sits up in his chair. 

MITCHELL 
Really? What's this about? 

ALAN 
It seems we've got busloads of 
vagrants coming here from up 
north. 

MITCHELL 
Well, Alan, I'm sure you know I 
have no control over people's 
freedom of movement. 

ALAN 
It's not exactly freedom of 
movement, Mitchell. They've 
been given free bus tickets 
to come down here. 

MITCHELL 
Well, how many people are we 
talking about? 

ALAN 
Hundreds. 

A dawning reality crosses Mitchell's face. 
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MITCHELL 
I'll look into it and get back to 
you. 

INT. MAYOR'S HOUSE - KEVIN'S ROOM - DAY 

Joanne arrives in Kevin's room with an armful of 
clean, folded clothes. Kevin's laying on his bed 
watching television. 

JOANNE 
Here, Kev. Help me put these 
away. 

KEVIN 

Aw, Mom, this is ray favorite show. 

JOANNE 
You can watch it after you put 
these clothes away with me. If 
we do it now, I'll help you. 

Kevin gets up from his bed and starts helping his 
mother, but keeps his eyes on the television. 

JOANNE 
(continuing) 

You remember what we're doing on 
Saturday, don't you? 

KEVIN 
Yeah. We're going to the homeless 
shelter. 

JOANNE 
We'll be serving lunch. Are you 
going to be able to behave yourself? 

KEVIN 
Sure. 

JOANNE 
I'm proud of you for wanting to 
help me with this. Thanks, honey. 

Joanne reaches over and gives Kevin a hug. 

KEVIN 
I guess we're lucky that Dad's 
a mayor and everything so we 
don't have to be homeless. 
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JOANNE 
Are you glad Dad's a mayor? The 
other day you said you wanted to 
be like a normal family. 

KEVIN 
It's just that, sometimes, kids 
at school tease me about it. 

JOANNE 
I didn't know that. 

KEVIN 
It's not like I can't handle it 
or nothing. But sometimes I 
wish I was just like everybody 
else. 

JOANNE 
Yeah, I know what you mean. 

INT. HOMELESS SHELTER - MARIE'S ROOM - DAY 

Jessica is working on homework on the bed when Marie 
enters the room. 

MARIE 
I'm sorry I'm late, honey. More 
homework? 

Jessica doesn't look up. 

JESSICA 
Mm-hm. 

MARIE 
You know, I've been thinking about 
what happened to you the other 
day, and then the papers that 
you dropped this morning. I know 
you're keeping something from me 
and I'd like to know what it is. 

Jessica's pencil pauses on the paper. 

JESSICA 
It's nothing. I'm just helping 
some kids out with their homework, 
that's all. 

Marie sits on the edge of the bed. 
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MARIE 
You know how proud I am of your 
grades. You're a great student— 
much better than I was when I was 
your age, but how do you help 
kids out with their homework when 
they're not even here? 

JESSICA 
(blushing) 

Well, I show them how once I get 
to school. 

MARIE 
But you copy down the right 
answers for them first? 

Jessica shrugs and looks away. 

MARIE 
(continuing) 

That's not like you, Jess, to 
do other people's work for them. 
You used to hate it when people 
tried to copy off your paper when 
you were little. 

JESSICA 
I know, but this is different. 

MARIE 
How so? 

JESSICA 
It just is. 

MARIE 
Are the kids at your new school 
making you do their homework 
for them? 

Jessica starts to cry. Marie goes to her and gives 
her a hug. 

JESSICA 
(between sobs) 

If I don't, they said they would 
beat me up. 

Marie looks upset. 
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MARIE 
You know what, I have a feeling 
we'll be leaving here soon, honey. 

JESSICA 
You mean it? 

MARIE 
Yes, I do. Maybe even sooner 
than you think. 

Jessica rests her head on her mother's shoulder. 

INT. CAMPAIGN HEADQUARTERS - NIGHT 

Mitchell is in Paul's office. The door is shut. 
Both men are standing as they YELL at each other. 

MITCHELL 
What in the hell were you 
thinking? 

PAUL 
Something drastic had to happen. 
I made it happen. 

MITCHELL 
I'm afraid to ask this question, 
but where'd you get the money to 
do this? 

PAUL 
Don't worry about it. 

Mitchell slams his fist onto Paul's desk, making Paul 
jump. 

MITCHELL 
Bullshit! Don't mess with me, 
Paul. I'm sick of it. I've 
been following your advice for 
months, watching my whole campaign 
go down the toilet. I want some 
answers and I want them now! 

Paul runs his hands through his hair. 

PAUL 
Jesus, Mitchell, calm down. 
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MITCHELL 
Calm down? I'll calm down when 
I hear you say that everything 
you've done has been above-board. 

Paul stands quietly behind his desk, looking down. 

MITCHELL 
(continuing) 

Oh my God. You've done something 
terrible. You have, haven't you? 
I want to know what it is. 

PAUL 
I can explain everything. But 
I'm not sure that I should. 

MITCHELL 
What are you talking about? 

PAUL 
Everything I've done, I've done 
with your best interests at heart. 
You've got to believe that. 

Mitchell sighs. He sits heavily, as if he was a 
balloon leaking air, in the chair opposite Paul's 
desk. 

MITCHELL 
I'm sure that's what you thought. 

PAUL 
It's just that when things started 
to go so badly, I thought we 
needed some kind of catalyst to 
get things moving again. 

MITCHELL 
And what kind of catalyst was that? 
Shipping our homeless problem to 
Miami? 

Paul looks stunned. 

INT. MAYOR'S HOUSE - BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Joanne is sitting by the fire, looking through some 
papers when Mitchell comes in. For a few beats, 
neither of them speaks. Joanne watches Mitchell's 
every move as he changes into jeans and a polo shirt. 
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MITCHELL 
Why are you staring at me? 

JOANNE 
I've got something to say to you, 
but I'm still in shock, so I don't 
even know how to say it. 

Mitchell stops what he's doing and looks at her. 

MITCHELL 
What about? 

JOANNE 
Charles Whittington. 

Mitchell GROANS. 

JOANNE 
(shocked) 

You knew about what happened? 
He said you did, but I didn't 
believe him. 

MITCHELL 
About the money? 

JOANNE 
About today? 

MITCHELL 
What happened with that snake 
today? 

JOANNE 
So you didn't know? 

MITCHELL 
(exasperated) 

What? 

JOANNE 
(muses) 

I've just got to figure out if 
Paul knew. 

MITCHELL 
Joanne, speak English. 
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JOANNE 
I was told by Paul that the 
Whittington's invited me to lunch 
at their penthouse to talk about 
campaign stuff, only when I got 
there, it wasn't THE Whittington's, 
it was Charles. And the only 
campaigning he was doing was 
trying to seduce me. 

Mitchell's face turns red with anger. 

MITCHELL 
Are you telling me that Paul sent 
you to Charles' penthouse alone? 

JOANNE 
That's right. 

MITCHELL 
So that's what he meant about 
doing a little favor for Charles. 

JOANNE 
Little favor?! That was no 
little favor that Charles wanted. 

MITCHELL 
That bastard! 

Mitchell pulls Joanne into his arms. 

MITCHELL 
(continuing) 

My God. Are you all right? What 
happened? 

JOANNE 
I'm all right. Just in shock. 

MITCHELL 
I'm so sorry. So sorry. 

Mitchell repeats his apology as he kisses Joanne, 
gently at first and then passionately. 

INT. HOMELESS SHELTER - MARIE'S ROOM - DAY 

It's early Saturday morning. Marie is stuffing her 
and Jessica's meager belongings into a duffle bag. 
Jessica is making the bed. 
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JESSICA 
Are we really moving to Florida, 
Hon? 

MARIE 
Yep. I want to be out of here 
before the media zoo begins. The 
mayor's wife is supposed to be 
here around ten or ten-thirty. 

JESSICA 
I can't believe we really get to 
leave this place. 

Marie looks at Jessica's excited face. 

MARIE 

I know, honey, I know. 

Jessica's face clouds over for a moment. 

JESSICA 
But, Mom? 

MARIE 
Yes? 

JESSICA 
How's dad going to find us? 

Marie stops packing. 

MARIE 
I know you want your father to 
come back and rescue us, but it's 
not going to happen, do you 
hear me? He made a choice to 
abandon us, and we haven't heard 
from him since. I know it hurts, 
but he's not coming back. 

JESSICA 

I wish he would call us, though. 

MARIE 
He's not going to call, he's not 
going to write. He's never coming 
back. We've got to face facts and 
start fresh—in Florida. 
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INT. DARBY JACKSON'S OFFICE - DAY 

Darby and Brenda are eating donuts and drinking 
coffee while they go over a list of shelters that 
they've checked. 

DARBY 
There's really only two possibles 
left—the Sharing Heart and the 
Baptist Mission. 

BRENDA 
I can't believe we've checked out 
almost every shelter in the 
city without finding them yet. 
Maybe her ex was wrong. 

DARBY 
It's hard to believe that he 
would lose track of her like that. 
His daughter is beautiful. 

INSERT - STILL PHOTOGRAPH 

of Jessica and her mother in what appears to be 
happier times. 

BACK TO SCENE 

BRENDA 
(glancing at the photo) 

She is, isn't she? 

DARBY 
We'll hit the shelters this 
morning and then we'll start on 
the other leads. 

INT. MAYOR'S HOUSE - DAY 

Joanne, Mitchell, Kevin and Kelly are getting their 
coats on at the front door. 

JOANNE 
I'm so glad we're doing this as 
a family. I really think it's 
important—and I don't mean 
just for the campaign. 
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MITCHELL 
Yeah, thanks kids. I think 
it'll do you—all of us— 
some good. 

JOANNE 
But we've got to be prepared to 
be under a microscope today. 
There's going to be a lot of TV 
crews and press there, if I know 
Gladys. 

INT. HOMELESS SHELTER - DAY 

As the TELEVISION CREWS set up lights and plug in 
cables, the HOMELESS FAMILIES eating breakfast try to 
keep their faces hidden. They eat quickly and soon 
the dining room is unusually empty except for a lone 
figure in the corner. Michael Abrams comes in to 
check that everything is going well. As he stands 
there, Darby and Brenda enter, carrying the 
photograph of Marie and Jessica. They look around 
for someone to talk. They spot Michael. 

DARBY 
Excuse me, but we'd like to talk 
to the shelter director. 

MICHAEL 
That would be me. What can I do 
for you? 

Darby produces the photograph. 

DARBY 
I'm a private investigator. 
We're looking for these two. 

Michael examines the photograph, but gives no hint of 
recognition. 

MICHAEL 
I don't know. Can't say if I've 
seen them around. Why do you 
want them? 

DARBY 
I've got a client who might be a 
family member. She's trying to 
get in touch with them. 
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MICHAEL 
Oh, really? 

Darby pauses and then looks searchingly at Michael's 
face. 

DARBY 
Maybe you'd like to look again 
at this photo. It might jog 
your memory. 

MICHAEL 
They look a little familiar. 

DARBY 
It's important that we find them 
as soon as possible. 

MICHAEL 
Why? 

DARBY 
The family is anxious to be 
reunited. 

At that moment, Joanne, Mitchell and the kids arrive 
at the shelter. They're early. Michael, surprised, 
hurries over to them as Darby steps out of the way. 
Joanne, too busy to notice Darby, greets Michael 
warmly. 

JOANNE 
We're so excited to be here to 
help you Mr. Abrams. 

MICHAEL 
It's an honor to have you. Mayor 
Tate, we didn't know that you 
would be here, too. 

MITCHELL 
These are our children, Kelly 
and Kevin. They wanted to help 
out, as well. 

Kelly and Kevin are looking around in horror despite 
the relative niceness of the Sharing Heart facility. 
A camera crew nearby gears up to begin filming. As 
they do, Joanne looks across the room and recognizes 
Darby. She puts her hand to her mouth. Darby walks 
over with his hand extended. 
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DARBY 
Mrs. Tate. So nice to see you. 
I didn't expect to see you here, 
of all places. 

JOANNE 
Well the sane goes for me. 

Mitchell stands at her side watching Joanne and Darby 
with curiosity. 

JOANNE 
(continuing) 

Mitchell, this is the private 
investigator that I hired a few 
weeks ago, Darby Jackson. 

MITCHELL 
(shocked) 

How do you do? Are you here on 
a case? 

DARBY 
(smiling) 

Naturally. Your case, Mrs. 
Tate. 

JOANNE 
Excuse me? 

DARBY 
I was just showing Mr. Abrams 
this photo. 

Darby holds the photo of Marie and Jessica out to 
Joanne. 

JOANNE 
Oh! 

Joanne is overcome by her emotions. She sits down at 
a nearby table and looks at the picture. Mitchell 
puts his hand on her shoulder. 

MITCHELL 
It's all right. 

DARBY 
It's possible that they're here. 
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The television crew is interviewing Kevin and Kelly 
when Marie and Jessica emerge from the stairwell, 
duffle bag in hand. The camera crew focuses on them 
and the reporter rushes to interview them, since the 
other homeless families have departed. Darby stands 
in stunned silence looking at them, while the man 
that had been sitting alone in the dining room sidles 
over to the edge of the group. The reporter holds a 
microphone to Marie's mouth. Mitchell and Joanne 
have not looked up yet. 

REPORTER 
Do you live here? 

MARIE 
Yes, I mean, no. Not anymore. 

Jessica is hiding behind her mother. 

REPORTER 
You're leaving? Why? 

Marie looks at Michael. 

MARIE 
Families are only allowed to live 
here so long. We've already 
extended twice while I try to 
find a job. 

REPORTER 
So, did you find a job? 

MARIE 
No. 

REPORTER 
Then where are you going. 

MARIE 
Miami, Florida. 

Mitchell hears her words and turns around to see who 
is speaking. His face registers shock. The man that 
has joined the group, Bert Wyman, sees Mitchell's 
reaction and takes this opportunity to pounce. 



117 

BERT 
Ask the mayor how this lady, 
with no money, can afford to 
move to Florida. 

(to Marie) 
Tell him. 

Mitchell turns to see who's speaking and looks even 
more shocked to see Bert there. Joanne sees Marie 
and Jessica and stands speechless for a few beats. 

MARIE 
I got free bus tickets from a 
guy in the park. 

BERT 
With money from Mayor Tate's 
campaign fund. 

REPORTER 
Is this true? 

Mitchell pauses for a beat and then he begins to 
speak. 

MITCHELL 
Yes, it's true. I discovered the 
whole scheme last night. I take 
full responsibility for the 
actions of my campaign manager and 
staff. I should have known. 
I'm sorry that the public trust 
has been damaged, but I'm going to 
make this right. You'll see. 

The entire group falls silent. And then Darby speaks 
up. 

DARBY 
Joanne, this is your sister, Marie, 
and her daughter, Jessica. 

Joanne, still in shock, reaches her hand out to 
Marie. 

MARIE 
I know who she is and I have 
nothing to say to her. Come on 
Jess, we have a bus to catch. I 
think it's a nice touch that 
the tickets were provided by our mayor. 



118 

Marie grabs up their bags and takes Jessica by the 
arm, pulling her towards the door. Joanne drops her 
hand. 

JESSICA 
Mom! You have a sister? 

MARIE 
Had is more like it. Now come 
on. 

JOANNE 
Wait. Marie, don't go. Please. 

Marie pauses for a beat. 

MARIE 
I have nothing to say to you. 

JOANNE 
Please, let me explain. 

REPORTER 
Did you know your sister was 
homeless? 

JOANNE 
No, I had no idea. 

REPORTER 
(to Marie) 

How long have you been homeless? 

MARIE 
Eight months. 

REPORTER 
Did you ever dream your sister 
would be the mayor's wife? 

MARIE 
In my nightmares. 

Mitchell steps in. 

MITCHELL 
Marie, she's been trying to find 
you. Don't be so hard on her. 

(turning to the Reporter) 
Hey, back off, will you. 
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REPORTER 
No way. This is a huge story 
and I'm not leaving without it. 

MITCHELL 
This is a private family matter, 
now get your cameras away from 
them. I'll tell you what I can. 

Reporters gather around Mitchell while Joanne and 
Marie are left alone. Jessica, Kelly and Kevin sit 
in the stairwell to watch. 

JOANNE 
Marie, I'm sorry. I've missed 
you so much. 

MARIE 
I bet. 

JOANNE 
It's true. Why didn't you ever 
come home? Mom and Dad waited 
for years. I did, too. 

MARIE 
I was never a part of our family 
like you were. You did everything 
right. And I did everything wrong. 
Well, maybe I just couldn't 
stand that. 

JOANNE 
All I can tell you is, after Mom 
died, the first thing I wanted 
was to talk to you. Because you 
are my family. 

Joanne reaches in her purse for a tissue and dabs at 
her eyes. Marie stands in stoney silence for a few 
beats watching Joanne. 

MARIE 
I wanted to be there, you know. 

JOANNE 
Where? 

MARIE 
At the funeral. 
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JOANNE 
It would have meant a lot to 
me if you had. 

MARIE 
I don't know. I don't know if 
I want you in my life. 

JOANNE 
I want you in mine. 

Joanne reaches out her hand and places it on Marie's 
shoulder. Marie looks at her and they embrace. 
Jessica moves close to them and hugs them, too. 
Kelly and Kevin follow her example. 

The television crew immediately swivel around and 
focus on the sisters and children. Mitchell seems 
unsure of what to do, but then walks up and puts his 
arms around them. The camera crew catches everything 
and the reporter smiles. 

INT. LIMOUSINE - DAY 

Marie, Jessica and the Tates are leaving the homeless 
shelter and heading for the Mayor's house. Jessica 
is awestruck that she's riding in a limousine. Marie 
is silent. 

JOANNE 
Thanks for coming home with us. 
It's going to work out. I 
know it will. 

Mitchell is looking out the window. Joanne puts her 
hand on his knee. 

JOANNE 
(to Mitchell) 

Are you okay? 

MITCHELL 
I'm better than I've been in 
awhile. It felt good to talk to 
the press without Paul there to 
coach me. Good enough to make it 
a permanent thing. 

(to Marie and Jessica) 
It's been a long time, Marie. Too 
long. 
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MARIE 
A lot's happened. Maybe too much. 

JOANNE 
But I'm willing to take that 
chance. 

MARIE 

I guess I have nothing to lose. 

Marie pushes a strand of hair out of Jessica's eyes. 

JOANNE 
And a family to gain. 

As the limousine passes the city park, an empty 55-
gallon drum stands against the fence. No fire burns 
in it today. 

FADE OUT 

THE END 
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