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											FADE IN 

EXT. LACEY’S APARTMENT – STREET - EVENING. 

THE MUSIC SWELLS. A LOW, WIDESHOT OF WASHINGTON DC IS SEEN ON SCREEN. A CLOSE UP OF STREET PREFORMERS. ANOTHER SHOT OF FRIENDS GATHERING TO EAT. 

A YOUNG PERSON SLUGGISHLY WALKS DOWN THE STREET. SHE PAUSES, CHECKING HER PHONE, AND HER EYES WIDEN. SHE REALIZES HOW LATE IT IS. 

					    LACEY
	 “That was way too much last night. Even for me.”  

A LOUD HORN AND CAR SOUND SCREECHES PAST HER, AND THE WATER FROM THE PUDDLE NEARBY SPLACHED ONTO LACEY’S CLOTHES. 

			     		LACEY 
                         “Oh, Come on!” 
SHE HUFFS IN ANGER. SHE THEN SHAKES HER FIST AT THE RETREATING CAR. 
		 “You’re going to pay for my new shoes!” 

WHEN THE CAR IN RESPONSE COULD ONLY BEEP IN RESPONSE, LACEY SNARLED. 
				       LACEY 
					 “Jerk.” 
LACEY LOOKS ON THE STEPS TO HER APARTMENT, HER CHEST TIGHTENING. 

SHE NOTICES THE PAPER. 
   
                            LACEY 
			    “Oh, No. No, no, no.” 

SHE HURRIES UP THE STEPS. SHE RIPS THE PAPER FROM THE DOOR HANDLE, AND BIG RED LETTERS WERE ON IT. ‘Eviction Notice’. 

LACEY DROPS TO HER KNEES. SHE’S READING IT HASTILY. 
 
                            LACEY 
         “This is actually the worst day of my life.” 

										   FADE OUT 
					
										   FADE IN 

INT. NEW SCENE. – BECK’S BAR – AFTERNOON NEXT DAY.  

LACEY IS HUNCHED OVER, HEAD ON BAR TABLE, WITH A HALF DRUNKEN BOTTLE OF ALCHOHOL. 
A FIGURE APPROACHES. A YOUNG MAN IN HIS LATE TWENTIES, WITH RUSSET ORANGE HAIR AND A HANDSOME FACE. HE’S POPULAR AMONGST HIS EMPLOYEES AND CUSTOMERS. 

						BECK 
“Dude. We were just drinking last night. What are you doing here?”

LACEY MUMBLES A RESPONSE. 
				          BECK 
				     	“Huh?” 

BECK POKES LACEY WITH A SPOON. 

HE THEN SEES THE PAPER CRUMPLED UNDER LACEY, AND FROWNS. 

                              BECK 
“You know I told you they were going to get you.”

LACEY LOOKS TO HER OLD COLLEGE FRIEND, TEARS IN HER EYES. 

LACEY
“What am I going to do?”

                              LACEY 
“I can’t produce $1,400k in a week.”

BECK TRIES TO CRACK A JOKE. 

						BECK 
“Win the lottery?” 

LACEY 
“I don’t have even the money to buy a ticket.” 

BECK SITS DOWN. 

THE SCENE PLAYS OUT WITH CUSTOMERS WALKING IN AND OUT OF BECK’S BAR. 

HE GREETS A RETURNING CUSTOMER, WHO WANTS TO ORDER FROM THE LUNCH MENU. BECK RUNS A BAR, LUNCH AND DINNER ESTABLISHMENT. 

					    BECK 
“I could always hire you.”

LACEY 
“That’s sweet, Beck. I do not want… I don’t…” 

BECK GIVES HER A KNOWING SMILE. 

					     BECK 
“Free hand-outs. I know. The offer is here. I’m cutting you off and getting water.” 
LACEY NODS. 

SHE KNOWS SHE NEEDS TO CUT BACK ON THE DRINKING. SHE KNOWS SHE NEEDS A JOB. SHE KNOWS SHE NEEDS TO SOMEHOW PAY HER RENT THIS MONTH. 

SHE HAS ISSUES AND A LOT OF THEM SHE COULD SOLVE, BUT WHERE DOES SHE START? 

LACEY FINISHES HER SANDWICH AND GRATEFULLY TAKES THE WATER FROM BECK. 

BECK IS ABOUT TO SAY SOMETHING, WHEN THE BAR DOORS HURRY OPEN. 

ANOTHER YOUNG PERSON ENTERS. SHE LOOKS FRAZZLED AND NOT HER USUAL KEPT SELF. SHE DRESSES NICE, HAS LONG CURLY HAIR, AND SOMETIMES COMES IN WITH AN ELDERLY WOMAN. 

SHE’S CORDIAL WITH LACEY, AND LACEY SMILES BACK. MOSTLY BECAUSE LACEY COULD TELL BECK LIKES HER AND GIVES HER THE BEST CUSTOMER SERVICE EACH TIME. 

BECK GRINS WIDE. 
BECK
“Hey, Rose.”
ROSE BRIGHTENS SLIGHTLY. 

						ROSE 
 					  “Hi, Beck.” 

SHE FIXES HER PURSE, AND CURSES WHEN THE CONTENTS FALL ONTO THE FLOOR. 

THIS TIME, LACEY GETS UP TO HELP HER. 

ROSE
“Thanks. Uh… I see you here a lot.”

LACEY 
“Lacey Williams. Beck and I graduated college together.” 

BECK SCOFFS. 

						BECK 
“Graduated? You flunked out. Don’t change the narrative.” 

LACEY WHIPPED HER HEAD TO BECK. 

						LACEY 
“Stop trying to make me look bad in front of the cute girl!” 

BECK 
	“I don’t need to try to, you do that on your own.” 

LACEY TURNS TO LOOK EXASPERATED AT ROSE. 
	
						LACEY 
“This guy. Thinks he’s funny.”

THIS MAKES ROSE LAUGH. SHE’S LAUGHING SO HARD SHE FUMBLES WITH HER BAGS EVEN MORE, UNTIL SHE’S SNIFFLING AND CRYING, AS IF LACEY BROKE HER. 

LACEY TAKES A FEW STEPS BACK. 

LACEY 
	“Beck, is your friend okay? I swear, I didn’t mean for my commentary to be that horrendous.” 

BECK SEEMS TO KNOW WHAT’S GOING ON. HE LEAVES QUICKLY, AND RETURNS WITH A GLASS OF WATER AND A NAPKIN, HELPING ROSE TO A BOOTH. 

BECK 
“Rose has… been going through it. I can only assume what she’s crying about, we were talking about something important last week. I haven’t seen her since.” 

ROSE, (TO LACEY): 
“I’m not normally a crier. Things have just been hard on my mom. I don’t know what to do. I don’t want to take up your time.” 

LACEY SHRUGS.

LACEY
“I’m about to be evicted from my house in two weeks if I don’t pay rent. I only ever chill here with him. I’m all yours.” 

ROSE BLINKS. 

ROSE (TO BECK): 
“And you?” 

BECK 
“I’d rather sit here and talk to you then deal with that snippy middle-aged lady who’s upset about the ambiance and my employee’s tattoos.” 

THE MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN’S HEAD SNAPPED IN HIS DIRECTION, EYES BLAZING. 

ANGRY CUSTOMER 
“I am being discriminated against, and I demand a refund!” 

BECK (ANNOYED): 
“Any press is good press, Susan. Have fun reporting me on Yelp.” 

BECK TURNS TO LACEY, WHO’S SNICKERING. ROSE WIPES TEARS FROM HER EYES WITH A NAPKIN. SHE BLOWS INTO IT. 
BECK (TO ROSE):
“You were saying?” 

ROSE GIVES A GRATEFUL LOOK TO LACEY AND BECK. SHE NODS. 

SHE BEGINS TO TELL HER TROUBLES WITH HER MOM. 

											FADE OUT 

										   FADE IN 
NEW SCENE. EXT. PARK – DAY  

A TRANQUIL PARK SCENE SHOWS THROUGH A WIDESHOT, OF A SERIES OF GARDENS, AND TWO PEOPLE STANDING IN IT. 

ROSE’S VOICE-OVER EXPLAINS. 

ROSE (VOICE OVER):
“For the longest time, it’s been me and my mom. She’s been my rock through a lot of life’s troubles.” 

ROSE’S MOM, D, SMILES AND LINKS ARMS. 

ROSE (VOICE OVER): 
“Even if she was struggling, I could see it in her eyes. She never said anything. She didn’t want me to worry.” 

A FLASH AND A QUICK SCENE CHANGE OF NEON LIGHTS, A SIREN, AND POLICE IN FRONT OF A FRONT PORCH. ROSE IS SEEN SCARED. 

ROSE (IN SCENE):
“Mom! Mom! What are you doing? Don’t take her! NO!” 

POLICE OFFICER 
“Ma’am, we have evidence that your mother has been dealing elicit drugs and we’ve searched her car. She’ll be in custody until further investigation.” 

ROSE, (WEEPING):
“Please. Mom wouldn’t do this. I don’t know anything, and if I did, I wouldn’t keep this from the law. I have a little girl. She’s only eight.”  

POLICE OFFICER
“Then you better hope she’s not guilty, for her sake. For now, stay put and stay quiet. Anything you say can and will be used against you in the court of law.” 

ROSE LOOKS TO HER MOTHER, BROKEN. ROSE’S MOM, D, LOOKS AWAY, ASHAMED. 

						D (TEARFULLY): 
“I’m sorry, Rosie.” 


									 FADE OUT 
									FADE IN 
	INT. – BECK’S BAR – PRESENT DAY.

LACEY, BECK, AND ROSE STARE AT EACH OTHER. 

LACEY TAKES A GULP OF WATER. 

							LACEY (TENTATIVELY): 
“I… don’t know what else to say, except. I’m sorry.”

ROSE SNIFFS. 

						 ROSE 
				“It’s okay. We barely know each other. I still can’t process it. It’s been cleared that mom didn’t have any drugs in her, so she hasn’t been taking them, but she has been dealing them, and somehow that’s even worse.” 


ROSE SHAKES HER HEAD. 

						ROSE 
	                     “And this has been going on in my own home! I should be pissed at her. I’m relieved she’s at the very least not an addict. I don’t know. It’s just me until mom gets released. If she even is. I don’t know. I need someone to pick up my little girl after school to babysit — and when mom is home, to keep her under house arrest watch.” 

						BECK 
	                     “You know I’d help in a heartbeat.” 


ROSE SHAKES HER HEAD. 

						ROSE 
				“You’re far too selfless, Becks.” 


LACEY SWALLOWS. HERE COMES A STRANGER WITH ARGUABLY, EVEN MORE ISSUES THAN SHE. 

LACEY GETS AN IDEA. 

						 LACEY 
					“I’ll help.” 

ROSE LOOKS TO HER, SHOCKED. 

						ROSE 
“Lacey, no. You’ve got your own shit.”


LACEY SHRUGS. 

						LACEY 
				“We’ve all got shit. Beck’s business is at risk of getting badly reviewed, that angry Susie —,” 


ABRUPTLY, SUSAN CORRECTS LACEY. 


				SUSAN (SPUTTERING): 

					“Susan!” 

					LACEY (ANNOYED): 
				“Whatever. Sabrina. Shut up, Samantha. I don’t know where I’m gonna live in two weeks if I can’t make the money. You need someone to look after your mom and kid. I’m great at people-sitting.” 


                   		ROSE (CAUTIOUS TO BECK): 
“Has she ever looked after anyone under the age of ten?”

BECK’S LAUGHING NOW. 

						BECK 
		“No. I wouldn’t trust Lacey with my pet rock.” 

LACEY GASPS IN OFFENSE. 

						LACEY 
“I am the fun wine aunt of your future children’s dreams! How dare you.”


LACEY TURNS TO ROSE, HER EXPRESSION SOFTENS. 

					LACEY (TO ROSE): 

			“You can say no and I can find work somewhere else. It’s fine. I can send you my resume and you’ll see I’ve done a number of odd jobs. Repair services. Food delivery. Mostly working through hiring apps. I prefer to gig work than actually go through a company, but it’s biting me in the ass. It doesn’t pay.” 


ROSE NODS. SHE SMILES GRATEFULLY. 

						 ROSE 

                     “I’ll think about it. I won’t give you an answer right away, I’m sorry. There’s a lot I need to go over at the station. But for those long nights where I’m away, if I need you, I will text you.” 

LACEY SMILES. SHE TAKES OUT HER PHONE. 

 							
				LACEY (HANDING OUT PHONE) 

			“Is it okay if we exchange numbers?” 

ROSE AGREES. 

THEY DO SO, AND ROSE GETS UP, GIVING BECK A TIP (WHICH HE TRIED TO REFUSE) AND MOUTHING A THANK YOU. SHE SAYS SHE HAS TO GO PICK UP HER DAUGHTER FROM SCHOOL, AND IF EVERYTHING SMOOTHS OVER, SHE WILL ARRANGE A MEETING FOR LACEY TO MEET HER DAUGHTER. 

THEY EXCHANGE GOODBYES. 

WHEN ROSE LEAVES, LACEY TURNS TO A SHOCKED BECK. 

							BECK 
“I’ve been trying to get her number all damn month. How did you get it first? Unfair.”

						  LACEY (GRINNING): 
“Maybe I’m just better than you and winning at life.”

BECK SNICKERS. 

							BECK 
“Yeah, says the girl who’s arguing with her landlord.”


LACEY FROWNS, SHRUGGING. 

							LACEY (DISMISSIVE) 
“We’re on a break.”

BECK CONTINUES TO LAUGH. LACEY TAKES A BITE OUT OF HER SANDWICH. 

																								FADE OUT 


											FADE IN 

EXT. OUTSIDE – STREET – IN FRONT OF COFFEE SHOP. NEW SCENE. 

A BUSTLING CITYSCAPE WAITS BEFORE LACEY. 

SHE ARRIVES EARLY TO HER MEETING WITH ROSE AND ROSE’S DAUGHTER. SHE LOOKS TO HER PHONE AT THEIR LAST TEXT. SHE WAITS A LITTLE LONGER, UNTIL FINALLY, SHE HEARS A YOUNG GIRL ANIMATEDLY TALKING WITH HER MOTHER. IT’S ROSE. 

						ROSE 
	     	“Hi! Lacey, right? Hope we’re not too late.” 

LACEY SMILES. SHE BEAMS AT THE SHY LITTLE GIRL, NO OLDER THAN EIGHT, WHO HAS MATCHING ORANGE-RUSSET HAIR LIKE HER MOM AND PIGTAILS, AND A BRIGHT SHIRT THAT SAYS ‘GIRLBOSS’ ON IT IN PINK. 

						LACEY 
		“Not at all. Wasn’t waiting long. Hi, I’m Lacey. What’s your name, cutie?” 

THE GIRL LOOKS TO HER MOTHER FOR ASSURANCE. HER MOTHER NODS, NUDGING HER. 

					  	LUCY 
           “Lucy. Like the song.” 

SHE SMILES AT HER MOTHER. 

						LUCY 
		  “Mama named me after a flower and a song. I’m Lucy Violet Waltz.”   
           
					  ROSE (CHUCKLING) 
 	 “And I’m Rosalie Marie Waltz, but friends call me Rose.”      
			
LACEY LOOKS BETWEEN THEM. 
					LACEY (FUMBLING) 
	      “Uh, I’m Lacey Williams. Named after… ah. Lace. Like. The satin. Or something. And my folks.” 

THIS CAUSED THE GIRLS TO LAUGH, AND LUCY TUGGS AT HER MOTHER’S ARM. 

					 LUCY 
		   “Will stuttering lady be the one looking after me while you’re with grandmama?” 

LACEY SNORTS. ROSE PATS LUCY’S HEAD, AND NODS. 

					ROSE 
			“Yes, dear. She’s a close friend to mama’s friend. So, if Beck likes her, then she must be good. Because Uncle Beck is good, right?” 

LACEY FEELS FLUSHED. IT’S CLEAR SHE FINDS ROSE ATTRACTIVE, AND THERE’S SOMETHING BREWING. LACEY DOESN’T WANT TO PUSH THAT SOMETHING, AS ROSE IS DEALING WITH SOMEHTING UNIMAGINABLE. THIS WILL BE A NEW EXPERIENCE FOR ALL INVOLVED, AND TAKING THINGS SLOW WAS THE ONLY OPTION. 

			 	LUCY (SHRUGGING) 
			“If you say so. Do you like princesses, Ms. Lacey Lady?” 

 LACEY LAUGHS, AS DOES ROSE. 
                              LACEY 
                  “Do I? I would cosplay with Beck when we were in college. Do you know what that is? I have photos.” 

LUCY’S EYES GROW WIDE WITH EXCITEMENT. 

						 LUCY
			 “Who were you? Were you Princess Rapunzel? Show me, show me. Mama, mama, can I see?” 

LACEY CHUCKLES.

						LACEY 
		“In our group, I was Princess Tiana. I looked the best in green with my skin tones. Beck was Prince Eric.” 

WITH THE INITIAL ICEBREAKER SAID, LUCY WAS NO LONGER SHY AROUND LACEY. ROSE IS RELIEVED BY THIS, RUFFLING LUCY’S HAIR AND LEAVING THEM FOR A MOMENT AT THE OUTSIDE TABLE IN FRONT OF STARBUCKS TO ORDER THEIR COFFEES. LUCY IS ANIMATEDLY TALKING ABOUT PRINCESSES AND DRAGONS AND HER STORIES, TO WHICH LACEY DID HER BEST TO KEEP UP WITH. 

THE SCENE ENDS WITH ROSE RETURNING, PAUSING TO SEE LUCY SNUGGLING WITH LACEY, AND LACEY SHOWING HER A KIDS-FRIENDLY YOUTUBE VIDEO. 

ROSE SMILES FOR THE FIRST TIME THAT WEEK. 
											FADE OUT 
										     FADE IN 

EXT. STREET – OUTSIDE LUCY’S SCHOOL PARKING LOT 

IT IS A WARM MONDAY IN NOVEMBER, NOVEMBER 18TH, 2019, AND LACEY IS REPORTING FOR HER NEXT FREELANCE GIG. 
SHE MADE FOOD DELIVERIES ALL DAY, AND MOSTLY DEALT WITH MANAGEMNET OR LEAVING PHOTOS THAT THE FOOD MADE IT TO HUNGRY CUSTOMERS AT THEIR DOORS. THE BUSIEST DAYS WERE FRIDAYS AND SATURDAYS, BETWEEN THE EVENING HOURS 3 – 7. SO, MONDAY WAS HER SLOWEST, WHICH CAME IN GREAT WHEN SHE NEEDED TO PICK UP LUCY. 

LACEY TAKES IN A DEEP BREATH. SHE’S NERVOUS. SHE’S DONE MANY JOBS WHERE SHE’S REPORTED IN FOR WORK THE FIRST DAY. YET THIS ONE HAD A LOT RIDING ON IT. 

SHE KNOWS SHE CAN’T WAIT OUT IN THE CAR, SO SHE ARRIVES EARLY BEFORE 3:20, WHICH IS LUCY’S DISMISSAL SINCE SHE STOPPED GETTING ON THE BUS. 

ROSE PRIVATELY TOLD HER THERE WAS A BULLYING INCIDENT BETWEEN LUCY AND ANOTHER STUDENT, AND THE BUS DRIVER WAS DISMISSIVE TO IT. HEARING THAT ALONE MADE LACEY’S BLOOD BOIL, EVEN IF SHE BARELY KNOWS THEM. 

LACEY WALKS UP TO THE LOCKED DOOR, SEEING THE SECURITY GUARD AND FIRST RANG THE BELL. 

						 SECRETARY: 
            “Hi, welcome to Westside Elementary, home of the Bears. How can I help you?” 

LACEY CLEARS HER THROAT. 

						 LACEY 	
             “Yeah. Uh, I should be on a list? My name is Lacey Williams. I’m a friend of Rose Waltz. I’m here to pick up a Lucy Violet Waltz.” 

THE SECURITY GUARDS’ FACE LIGHTS UP AND SOFTENS AT THE NAME, AND HE MENTIONS SOMETHING TO THE SECURITY GUARD. 

THERE IS SHUFFLING, AND FOR A SECOND LACEY WORRIES SHE’S GOING TO BE TURNED AWAY. BUT THEN, THE LOCK UNCLICKS ITSELF, AND SHE’S GREETED BY THE SECURITY GUARD, A YOUNG MAN NO OLDER THAN SHE IS. 

						SECURITY GUARD 
				“Lucy’s a sweetheart. She’s in Art class now, but we’ll call the teacher and let her know her Aunt is here.” 

LACEY’S HEART WARMED. AT LEAST THERE ARE GOOD PEOPLE WHO CARE ABOUT LUCY’S WELL BEING, EVEN IF THE KIDS ARE GIVING HER TROUBLE. 

LACEY NODS, AND BRINGS OUT HER ID, WORK IDENTIFICATION, AND RESUME FOR FURTHER REFERENCE. 

							LACEY 
	“Here is everything I can think of to bring. I sign right here?”

LACEY POINTS TO THE SIGN-IN SHEET, AND THE SECURITY GUARD AND SECRERTARY LOOK TO EACH OTHER. THE OTHER SECRETARY, AS THERE WAS TWO DESKS IN THE ROOM, LAUGHS. 

						SECRETARY #2
                 “Oh, honey. We only need your ID to make sure you’re not a school bomber or someone with ill intention to hurt the kids. Ms. Rose called us and let us know exactly who you were and signed off.”

						SECRETARY #1 
	     	“We will take your resume, though. We’re always in need of paraprofessionals or teacher’s aide for our school district.” 

LACEY’S EYES GROW WIDE. 
						LACEY 
 				“Thank you. I’ve been looking for a stable income, and money’s tight. I have… no prior experience with children, though. Aside from Lucy.” 

THE FIRST SECRETARY LOOKS TO THE OTHER ONE, AND NODS. 
				
					SECRETARY #1 
			“We have a lot of teachers aids’, teachers, workers, here that were in the same position as you. If you’d like, we can give you our supervisor’s number and district manager, and we’ll see what happens from there. Is that all right?” 

						 LACEY (SMILING) 
			 “Thanks for taking that into consideration. Here is everything, and my contact info.” 

LACEY PROVIDES THE HELPFUL LADIES WITH THE NECESSARY DOCUMENTATION, AND HER CONTACT INFORMATION. SHE’S THEN TOLD TO SIGN IN, AND WAIT, UNTIL THE KIDS ARE CALLED FOR DISMISSAL. 

LACEY SMILES AND THANKS THE FRONT OFFICE. 

SHE SITS ON THE OLD WORN-OUT CHAIRS, AND WAITS FOR LUCY. 

											FADE OUT: 
   											FADE IN:                  
INT. FRONT OFFICE OF WESTSIDE ELEMNTARY. AFTERNOON.  
AS LACEY WAITS, ALL SORTS OF KIDS AND TEACHERS START TO LEAVE. THE FRONT OFFICE GETS CROWDED. LACEY IS ABOUT TO ASK THE SECRETARY IF SHE COULD MOVE SOMEWHERE ELSE, WHEN SHE SEES A TEACHER – ABOUT HER AGE – WITH A LITTLE GIRL WEARING PIGTAILS AND A PINK SHIRT. THIS TIME, WITH A UNICORN ON IT. 

						LUCY 
“Stuttering lady!”
THE TEACHER BESIDES HER LOOKS CONFUSED, BUT SMILES. 
 	
						TEACHER 
“I take it you’re Mrs. Williams?”
LACEY LAUGHS, MAKING AN ‘OOF’ SOUND AS LUCY BARGED INTO HER. 

						LACEY 
“Lacey is fine. Mrs. Williams is my mother, and I’m not married.”

THE TEACHER NODS. SHE THEN GAVE LACEY THAT SAME, PROFESSIONAL BRIGHT SMILE. 
						TEACHER 
“She had a good day today. Did all her work, but she wouldn’t stop talking about her mama’s new friend. I’m guessing that’s you.”

LACEY NODS, GETTING THE FEELING THERE’S MORE TO THE STORY. 

THE TEACHER THEN INCHES A BIT CLOSER, WHISPERING. 

						TEACHER 
“We try our best for Lucy to avoid a certain individual at this school, but sometimes we have mixed schedules. There’s not much I can do for her in the lunchroom or the buses, which is where most of the… complications, arise.”

LACEY’S EYES NARROW. SHE HUGS LUCY TIGHTER. 
					    LACEY 
“And how long has this been going on for?”

THE TEACHER SIGHS. 

				        TEACHER 
“Since last year, when that student came to us. I’m not permitted to say anything more. Administration is already involved. With what’s going on at home, I’m certain Lucy doesn’t want to press further on this matter. If you have any questions, I would ask Ms. Rose.”

LACEY NODS. SHE REALIZES, VERY PAINFULLY, THAT SHE CANNOT SOLVE ALL THE ISSUES GOING ON IN THE WATLZ HOUSEHOLD. IT SEEMS, THAT FOR THIS YEAR ALONE, WHEN IT RAINED, IT POURED. 

LACEY TURNS TO LUCY, NUDGING HER. 

					LACEY (TO LUCY): 
“HEY, CHIEF. WANNA GET ICE CREAM?”
LUCY SNIFFS. 
					 
					LUCY (SNIFFLING): 
“Okay.”
											FADE OUT 
											FADE IN 
EXT. STREET. AFTERNOON. ICE CREAM SHOP. 

LUCY WOULDN’T LET GO OF LACEY. LACEY DOESN’T MIND. 
LACEY TURNS TO LUCY. 

						LACEY 
	      	“So, what do you want, kid?” 

LUCY MUMBLES SOMETHING. 

						LUCY 
			“Chocolate with sprinkles.” 

LACEY SMILES. 

						LACEY 
		 “A classic.” 

					LACEY (TO CASHIER) 
“Hey, gorgeous. Chocolate with sprinkles for the kid, and I’ll have a small mint cone.”

THE CASHIER GIVES LACEY A DEADPANNED LOOK, BUT SMILES WIDE AT LUCY. 

					  CASHIER 
“Of course! Anything for our most valued customer.”

NOW IT WAS LACEY’S TURN TO LOOK CONFUSED. 

AN EMPLOYEE IN THE BACK BEAMS BRIGHTLY AT LUCY. 

					ICE CREAM EMPLOYEE
“Hi, Lucy!”
LUCY BRIGHTENS. 
			
					LUCY (TO EMPLOYEE): 
“Hi, Ms. Jamie!”

LACEY LOOKS AT JAMIE, WHO ENTERS THE SCENE. SHE’S PRETTY, WITH BLUE HAIR THAT MATCHES THE BLUE ICE CREAM SHE WAS HOLDING, A CHERRY BLOSSOM TATTOO GOING DOWN HER NECK, AND THE ICE CREAM SHOP’S UNIFORM CLASHING WITH HER ALTERNATIVE STYLE, YET SHE MAKES IT WORK. 

					JAMIE (TO CASHIER) 
“Your usual, kid? I’ve got her.”
THE CASHIER NODS, GIVING THE ORDER TO THE CUSTOMER IN FRONT OF LACEY, WHO’S PLEASED. THE CUSTOMER THANKS JAMIE, LEAVES A TIP, AND HURRIES OUT. 

JAMIE SMILES AS LUCY NODS, AND GETS THE ORDER. 

SHE THEN ADDRESSES LACEY. 

					JAMIE (TO LACEY) 
“I haven’t seen you around before. You know Rose?” 

LACEY 
“Yeah, we’re friends. We have a mutual friend in Beck, which I wouldn’t be surprised if you knew, since he knows everyone.” 

JAMIE (HANDING THE ICE CREAM TO LUCY):
“I’ve been to his bar! Haven’t spoken much. But if you know him, and Rose does, then I’d say he’s a good guy.” 

JAMIE WINKS AT LUCY, WHO NODS. 

LUCY (MOUTH FULL OF ICE CREAM) 
“My mama has a lot of friends.” 

JAMIE SHARES A SAD SMILE WITH LACEY, WHO FROWNS. 

JAMIE 
“I’m sure your mama really needs friends at this time.” 

LACEY PAYS FOR THE ICE CREAM, AND NOTICES ON HER CUP IS A PHONE NUMBER. 

JAMIE MOTIONS TO IT. 
						JAMIE 
“In case you need any help with her. She’s great, but a handful.”
LACEY (GRATEFUL) 
“Thanks. I’ll treat you to dinner sometime.” 

JAMIE LAUGHS. 
JAMIE 
“You’ll have to ask my partner for that notion.” 

LACEY (LAUGHING) 
“It was only a friend thanking a friend, but you made it something else. Either way. Thanks.” 

LUCY (TO LACEY) 
“I like Ms. Jamie.” 

LACEY LOOKS BACK TO JAMIE, WHO SHRUGS COMICALLY. 

LACEY 
“I like her too, Lucy. I like all your mama’s friends.” 

LUCY 
“Do you like my mama?” 

JAMIE SNICKERS BEHIND THEM, AS DOES THE CASHIER. 

LACEY 
“Eat your ice cream, kid.” 
LUCY
“Okay!” 

JAMIE AND THE CASHIER GIGGLE IN THE BACKGROUND. LACEY HIDES HER BLUSHING FACE WITH THE MENU, AND THE SCENE GROWS TO A WIDESHOT OF THE SMALL ICE CREAM PARLOR. 

											FADE OUT 
											FADE IN 
INT. – EVENING. BECK’S BAR. 
THERE’S A TIME SKIP. A WEEK PASSES. IT IS NOW LACEY’S DAY OFF, ON SUNDAY, NOVEMBER 24TH, 2019. SHE FINALLY IS ABLE TO PAY HER RENT. THANKS TO ROSE AND LUCY, LACEY CAN STAY IN HER APARTMENT FOR NEXT MONTH. 
TO CELEBRATE, LACEY’S BACK AT BECK’S BAR. 
SHE IS NOT DRINKING. SHE IS HAVING DINNER. 

LACEY(CHEWING)
“Your food is just, too amazing, dude.”
BECK LAUGHS. 
					
					  BECK(LAUGHING) 
“The chef thanks you. I have amazing employees in the kitchen. Can’t take all the credit.”

LACEY 
“Yeah, but like. You actually paid attention in college. It leads to something.” 
BECK(WONDERING) 
“Do you ever consider going back to school?” 

LACEY(SHRUGGING)
“I wouldn’t know what to major in. I was… only doing what my folks wanted, and well. You know how that went.” 

BECK 
“Yeah, you weren’t happy at all then. Not as happy as you are this week alone.” 
    
LACEY PAUSES. SHE LOOKS UP AT HIM FROM HER FOOD, SURPRISED. 

						 LACEY 
“I’m happy?” 

BECK 
“Well, yeah. In the photos you’ve been sending me. Of you and little Lucy. That kids’ adorable. I didn’t know you were so good with kids.” 

LACEY(LAUGHING) 
“I’m not. Lucy just… makes it easy. I do have a new opportunity for a job related to that.” 

BECK SEEMS EAGER, NODDING. HE SITS DOWN, AND THE BUSY BAR BECOMES LOUD AROUND THEM. LACEY GOES ON TO EXPLAIN WHAT HAPPENED ON HER FIRST DAY PICKING UP LUCY, SINCE SHE’S BEEN BUSY WITH FREELANCE WORK AND MAKING SURE SHE WAS TENDING TO DUTIES ROSE REQUESTED OF HER. SHE HASN’T SEEN BECK ALL WEEK. 

BECK GRINS EXCITEDLY AT HER, NODDING IN APPROVAL. 

					     BECK 
“I say go for it. Think of it this way, it’s a win-win scenario. You get a stable income, all the while looking after Lucy. That way, with the drama Rose is dealing with D, it doesn’t affect Lucy. You’d be getting, like. Double paid.” 

LACEY(QUESTIONING) 
“Isn’t that illegal?” 

BECK(DEADPAN) 
“It’s not illegal to have two jobs. Some of my employees have two. In this economy that’s, like, expected.” 

LACEY THINKS IT OVER. SHE CAN’T DO FREELANCE WORK FOREVER, IT’S NOT SUSTAINABLE. 
              
LACEY(QUIETLY)
“What if it gets hard and I can’t do it?”

BECK(SMILING)
“Then you tried. As you always do, from our college days until now. You’re a try-er, you’re a do-er, that’s something anyone can say.” 

LACEY GRINS TEARFULLY. TALKING TO BECK ALWAYS CHEERS HER UP. 

LACEY 
“Thanks, Beck. I’ll let you get back to work. It’s looking busy now. A table’s flagging you over.” 

BECK(LAUGHING) 
“Wow, how considerate of you. Thanks a bunch.” 

  LACEY AND BECK LAUGH, AND BECK GIVES HER A WARM SMILE. 

						BECK 
“I’m proud of you.” 

LACEY LOOKS AROUND BECK’S BAR, THEN BACK AT HIM, GRINNING AS WELL. 
LACEY 
“I’m proud of you, too.” 

BECK(DEADPAN) 
“Now that you have money, pay your tab.” 

LACEY LOOKS AT HIM IN MOCK OFFENSE. 

						LACEY 
“Never before have I experienced such betrayal.” 

BECK GRINS AND WAVES HIS HAND.

BECK
“I’ll have Sarah give you the bill.” 

LACEY GRUNTS, THEN CHUCKLES TO HERSELF. 

LACEY(TO HERSELF)
“I don’t deserve Beck.” 

										 FADE OUT 
									     FADE IN 

INT. LUCY’S ELEMENTARY SCHOOL. MORNING. 

FOR A CHANGE IN PACE, LACEY WAKES UP EARLY FOR A 9:00 AM MEETING WITH THE PRINCIPAL FOR HER INTERVIEW. IT IS TUESDAY, NOVEMBER 26TH, 2019. 

SHE ARRIVES WITH ROSE AND LUCY, WHO ARE ENCOURAGING. 

ROSE 
“You might end up waiting a bit because Principal Reynolds does her morning arrival duties. But she knows you’re going to meet with her. Ooh, this is exciting.” 

LUCY BOUNCES. 
LUCY 
“Lady will be able to see my classroom!” 

LACEY (GRINNING AT ROSE) 
“Maybe we gotta cut the nicknames if I’m ever in the classroom. The other kids might get confused.” 

ROSE 
“Not, if. When.” 

LACEY 
“Wow, you’ve got a lot of faith in me.” 

ROSE (SHYLY) 

“Yeah. Duh. You – you’ve won me – ah, Lucy. Us. Over. So. You can win over Mrs. Reynolds. No problem.” 

ROSE IS BLUSHING. LACEY LOOKS TO HER, SHOCKED, AND ROSE COUGHS. SHE THEN BRISKLY KISSES LUCY ON HER CHEEK, RUFFLING HER HAIR. SHE BRIEFLY, A BLINK-AND-LACEY-MISSED-IT MOMENT, HUGS LACEY. 

THEY BREAK APART. 

						ROSE 
“Okay I’m double parked I gotta go bye! Have a great day!” 

ROSE SCURRIES OFF, LEAVING LACEY AND LUCY AT THE DOOR TO THE SECRETARY OFFICE. 

LACEY (TO LUCY) 
“Now your mom’s the stuttering lady.” 

LUCY 
“Adults are weird.” 
LACEY NODS IN AGREEMENT. 
											FADE OUT 
											FADE IN 

INT – PRINCIPAL REYNOLD’S OFFICE. MORNING. 

LACEY SITS IN FRONT OF A WOMAN WHO HOLDS AN AIR OF DOMINANCE OVER HER. LACEY SHIVERS, AS SHE IS NOT USED TO BEING STARED DOWN IN SUCH A WAY. SHE FIGURES, FROM THE PRINCIPAL’S PERSPECTIVE, THIS IS JUST ANOTHER DAY AT WORK FOR HER. 

LACEY IS THE FIRST TO SPEAK, BREAKING THE ICE. 

LACEY
“Thank you for agreeing to meet with me, Mrs. Reynold. I know you must be a pretty busy lady.”

THE PRINCIPAL’S STERN BEHAVIOR STOPS, IF FOR A MOMENT, AND SHE NODS. 
 
						REYNOLD 
“I will always be busy. I make time for my employees, and those who I feel will be a good fit for our crew.” 

LACEY 
“E-either way. Thanks. This opportunity will help me, ah, help a friend.” 

MRS.REYNOLD HUMS SOFTLY, LOOKING AT LACEY’S RESUME.

REYNOLD 
“I see with your work history you’ve been doing free-lance. What experience do you have working full time?” 

LACEY 
“Yes. For a time, I worked at a Mc Donald’s to get money to get by.” 

REYNOLD
“You look quite young. Do you have any support from your folks?” 

LACEY SUCKS IN A BREATH. SHE DOESN’T KNOW HOW TO RESPOND. TRUTH IS, SHE IS YOUNG. SHE IS ONLY TWENTY-ONE. SHE’S BEEN COUCH-SURFING FOR THE LAST THREE YEARS, SINCE A TERRIBLE, TRUAMATIC ARGUMENT WITH HER PARENTS. LACEY CAN’T SAY THAT IN A JOB INTERVIEW. 

LACEY 
“No, ma’am. It’s been me for three years.” 

REYNOLD
“My apologies. That was inappropriate of me to ask.” 

LACEY (SHRUGGING) 
“No, no. I look suspicious. I’m a college drop-out with no real-life skills. I only have fast food chain experience. I was able to be hired by the food delivery companies since they’re easy hiring, and I’m living day-to-day. I looked up interview questions online, and a lot of them are questions I can’t answer to. How would you react to a fast-passed working environment? What would you do if an emergency occurs within the school? What would you say are your greatest strengths? Forgive me for being brash, but like –,” 

LACEY RAISES HER HANDS IN EXASPERATION. 
				
LACEY 
“I’ve been rejected for having no experience when they need it. How can I ever apply for a job if no one gives me the opportunity to experience things to begin with?” 

LACEY REALIZES SHE’S BEEN RAMBLING AND CUTS HERSELF OFF. SHE STUDIES MRS. REYNOLD’S FACE, WHO LOOKS AS IF SHE’S TORN BETWEEN BEING PROFESSIONAL OR MOTHERLY. 

REYNOLD 
“It does, when you’re young, seem like the entire universe is rooting against you. Where folks will put roadblocks in front of you to teach you a lesson. They say it’s for your own benefit. Don’t they?” 

LACEY’S BEING WILTS. 

LACEY 
“This is where you politely tell me we’re not a good fit, right?” 

MRS. REYNOLD’S SMILES WARMLY, SHAKING HER HEAD. 

REYNOLD 
“If I did that, then I’m afraid my real boss would be quite upset with me.” 

LACEY (SHOCKED) 
“Lucy talked to you about me?”

MRS. REYNOLD’S LAUGHS. SHE NODS, LOOKING OVER LACEY’S PAPER. 

SHE FROWNS REMEMBERING LUCY’S MOTHER. 

REYNOLD
“I am aware of Ms. Waltz’s situation. As a mother myself, I am deeply saddened. Before you, Rose truly spoke of no one she felt comfortable with looking after her daughter. Then along came someone named Lacey, this young lady who brought everything from home to dropping off a child but the kitchen sink, and that’s when I knew.” 

MRS. REYNOLD’S SMILES, NODDING. 
		   
REYNOLD 
“It would be a waste to let young talent pass Westside Elementary by.” 

LACEY (TEARY) 
“Mrs. Reynold’s –,” 

REYNOLD
“We can start you on a two-week trial period. If you like it, great. If you don’t, you will have a place here regardless looking after Lucy. And everyone who’s a friend of Lucy, is a friend of our own.” 

LACEY 
“Thank you. I won’t let you down.” 

MRS. REYNOLD’S CHUCKLES SOFTLY, GETTING UP. LACEY MEETS HER IN THE MIDDLE BY THE EDGE OF THE DESK AND SHOOK HER HAND.
 
REYNOLD 
“I’ll hold you to that, Ms. Williams.” 
									          FADE OUT 
									         FADE IN 
EXT. HOLIDAY MARKET – STREET. 

IT IS A COLD DAY IN THE CITY OF WASHINGTON, ON THE EVENING OF DECEMBER 1ST, 2019. 

LACEY’S FIRST DAY OF HER TRIAL PERIOD STARTS TOMORROW. 

SHE IS HANGING OUT WITH BECK, ROSE, AND LUCY. 

THIS IS THE FIRST TIME ALL FOUR FRIENDS ARE TOGETHER. 

BECK 
“Where should we go first?” 

LACEY 
“I’m starved. Today was work-out day, haven’t had a thing.” 

ROSE (EYING HER) 
“You lift?” 

LACEY (SHOWING OFF) 
“He – heck yeah. Was about to say a poo-poo word there. Sorry, Lu.” 

LUCY 
“Bad adult! Bad.” 
BECK (TEASING) 
“Yeah, Lucy. Straighten Lacey out. I know you can.” 

LACEY (TO BECK) 
“Who’s side are you on?” 

BECK (CONTINUING) 
“I think Lucy can beat Lacey in a fight.” 

LACEY (BETRAYED) 
“Bro, no.” 

ROSE (TRYING NOT TO LAUGH) 
“Can we not encourage my daughter to start fights?” 

LUCY 
“But I wanna be strong like Lacey.” 

ADORABLY, LUCY POINTS TO LACEY’S MUSCLES, AND ROSE NOTICABLY TURNS PINK. BECK SEES THIS AND HIS LAUGHTER, ONCE LIGHT, TURNS FORCED. 
BECK 
“We’re only messing around. But I’m with Lacey. I’m starved, too.” 

LUCY (POINTING) 
“I want tacos!” 
LACEY(GRINNING) 
“Then, damn, I guess we’re getting tacos.” 

THE GROUP FINDS A TRUCK WITH A DISPLAY OF MEXICAN FOOD. BECK ORDERS FOR THE GROUP, WITH LUCY BESIDE HIM. LACEY HANGS BACK WITH ROSE, WANTING A MOMENT ALONE WITH HER. 

LACEY(CAUTIOUSLY) 
“So, how are things with you?” 

ROSE BREATHES OUT A GENTLE, RESIGNED SIGH. 

						ROSE 
“I’ve gone through the stages of grief with this, even though mom hasn’t really… well, died. The court hearing has been set to this Friday afternoon. Since mom only was a dealer in drugs and didn’t take them, and she ratted out her crew, they might go easy on her. I don’t know. I just thought… after dad, perhaps she’d learned her lesson.” 

LACEY GAVE HER A CONSOLING PAT ON HER ARM. 

LACEY 
“I’m sorry for your loss.” 

ROSE 
“He’s not dead. He’s in county jail.” 

LACEY VISIBLY STAGGERS BACK. SHE’S GONE THROUGH MUCH IN HER LIFE, NEGLECTED BEHIND BY HER PARENTS, BEING HOMELESS, STRUGGLING TO PAY RENT, AND SHE THINKS THAT SHE’D NEVER BE SURPRISED BY ANYTHING. 

JUST WHEN YOU THINK YOU’VE BEEN THROUGH THE GUTTER, THERE’S SOMEONE WHO’S HAD IT WORSE. 

ROSE(CONTINUING) 
“That’s why I want some help to take care of Lucy. Even if its’ a stranger. At least that way, they won’t see how truly fucked up my life is, and they won’t run away.” 

THAT STATEMENT HUNG IN THE AIR BETWEEN ROSE AND LACEY, AND LACEY’S HEART BREAKS. 

LACEY PULLS ROSE ASIDE, HOLDING HER ARM. 

LACEY 
“I’m not a stranger. I haven’t run away.” 

ROSE IS TEARY, AND SHE ACCEPTS LACEY’S AFFECTION. 
ROSE 
“I am trying to keep it together, even right now. For my kid. Some days, I… I just can’t.” 

LACEY(UNDERSTANDING) 
“And that’s fine. If you want to be angry, get angry. If you want to be sad, be sad. If you want to scream, you can scream. I haven’t asked you this yet, considering we haven’t been close or had time to ourselves. But here’s the million-dollar question – do you hate your mother? Are you disappointed?” 

ROSE SHUDDERS. SHE BLOWS INTO HER SLEEVE, AND LACEY MAKES A MENTAL NOTE TO FIND A BUNDLE OF NAPKINS. 

ROSE 
“I hate the decisions she makes. Because of her, I had to grow up fast. I am twenty-nine. I’m grown now, had Lucy when I was your age. Which is a wild thing to consider the age gap between us.” 

LACEY LOOKS AT HER CURIOUSLY. 
LACEY 
“Why would that be under any consideration? Age shouldn’t be a concern, when it comes to friendships. You’re… the first real friend in a long time, since Beck. He’s been like a brother to me.” 

THIS TIME, IT WAS ROSE WHO WAS BLUSHING. AS PRETTY AND RED AS THE FLOWER OF HER NAME. 

ROSE 
“I… was considering that sort of thing, because I… I don’t consider you as… not just a friend.” 

LACEY FELT THE WIND KNOCKING OUT OF HER. THEY’VE ONLY KNOWN EACH OTHER FOR A MONTH. IS THAT ENOUGH TIME TO DEVELOP FEELINGS FOR SOMEONE? OR GIVEN ROSE’S SITUATION, AND NOW LACEY’S AND BECK’S SINCE THEY’RE INVOLVED, WERE NATURALLY THINGS ESCALATING? 
LACEY DOESN’T GET TO ANSWER. 
LUCY COMES BARRALING BACK IN, FLANKED BY BECK WITH THE FOOD. FOR THE FIRST TIME SINCE CARING FOR CHILDREN, LACEY WANTED TO PULL THE PIGTAILS ON LUCY’S ADORABLE MOP OF HAIR, FOR INTERRUPTING THEM. 
BECK
“Hey, we’ve got everything! Man, truck food lines are never fun.” 

BECK NOTICES THE TENSION BETWEEN ROSE AND LACEY. HE HANDS LACEY HER BURRITO AND ROSE HER TACOS. LUCY GOT THE KIDS MEAL.

BECK 
“Everything okay here?” 

LACEY IS WONDERING WHAT STATES ARE LEGAL FOR MURDER. 

LACEY (CLEARING HER THROAT) 
“Ye-eeeeap. All good. I’m starved, gimmie this burrito. Come to mama.” 

ROSE GIGGLES SOFTLY BEHIND HER, AND IF SHE SPUN THAT INTO SOMETHING SEXUAL, LACEY FEARS SHE WOULDN’T BE ABLE TO REDEEM HERSELF. 

SHE REALIZES SHE REALLY LIKES THIS PERSON. 

ROSE 
“Come on, Lu-Lu. Sit with mom. It’s crowded here.” 

LACEY LOOKS AT THE STRING LIGHTS, TRYING NOT TO MEET BECK’S GAZE. THE FOUR OF THEM FIND A RICKETY PICNIC TABLE TO SIT. WHILE ITS’ NOT FINE DINING, SPIRITS WERE HIGH, AND EVERYONE HAD A GOOD TIME. 

					FADE OUT 
FADE IN 
INT. ROSE’S CAR. LATE EVENING. STREET. 

ROSE IS DROPPING LACEY OFF AT HER APARTMENT, WHERE THERE’S NO LONGER AN EVICTION NOTICE. THERE’S NO MORE TRASH COMING OUT OF HER TRASH SHUTE. SHE’S CLEANED UP THE PLACE THROUGHOUT THE MONTH. 
LUCY’S ASLEEP IN THE BACK. ROSE LOOKS TIRED, BUT HAPPY. LACEY YAWNS. 

LACEY 
“Thanks for dropping me off. You didn’t have to.” 

ROSE 
“You didn’t come by car. It’s the least I could do.” 

THERE IS A SILENCE, BUT ITS COMFORTABLE. 

ROSE 
“Lacey. About what I said… I’m sorry if I made you uncomfortable.” 

LACEY BLINKS. SHE STARES AT ROSE, AND SUDDENLY REALIZES SHE’S NEVER HAD THIS DISCUSSION WITH HER. 

SHE LAUGHS. 

ROSE LOOKS AT HER AS IF SHE’S GONE INSANE. 

ROSE 
“Okay. Leave, now.” 

LACEY 
“No, no wait. I’m laughing because I’m a lesbian. Did I ever tell you?” 

ROSE (SHAKING HER HEAD) 
“It’s never come to mind. We’ve only ever talked about your jobs, Lucy, or my mom’s situation.”
 
LACEY 
“I’m having the startling realization that I know nothing about you.” 

ROSE (GRINNING) 
“I know nothing about you, either. But I like you.” 
LACEY (COUGHING) 
“Even though I’m younger than you?” 

ROSE 
“As I’ve said –-,” 

ROSE LEANS IN. 

ROSE 
“--That’s not an issue for me.” 

LACEY’S THROAT TIGHTENS. THE AIR IS ELECTRIC. SHE LEANS IN TOO, BUT THEN REMEMBERS BECKS FEELINGS FOR ROSE, AND STOPS. 

LACEY 
“I’m sorry. I can’t.” 

ROSE(BREAKING) 
“Can’t or won’t?” 

LACEY 
“Beck’s been telling me about you. About how he likes you. You haven’t noticed?” 

ROSE (SHAKING HER HEAD) 
“I’m… bad at reading cues. I haven’t noticed. I only see him as a brother, like you do.” 
LACEY 
“Poor Beck. Brother-zoned by the two women in his life.” 

ROSE (GIGGLING TEARFULLY) 
“I’m kind of glad you stopped me. I tend to jump into things.” 

LACEY WIPES TEARS FROM ROSE’S EYES. 

LACEY 
“Even if it did happen, I wouldn’t have minded. I like you. I think about you. And now knowing that you like me too, that’s… fuck.” 

LACEY BREATHES OUT SOFTLY, AND NOW SHE’S TEARY. 

LACEY 
“I haven’t had anyone like me back in a long time.” 

ROSE 
“Then I think… I think my head will be clearer after the court hearing on Friday. Can you give me until then?” 

LACEY 
“--Baby,” 
LACEY CUPS ROSE’S CHEEK. 
LACEY 
“I’ll give you all the time in the world.” 
			FADE OUT 
FADE IN 

EXT. STREET. OUTSIDE OF WESTSIDE ELEMENTARY SCHOOL. 

A MONTAGE OF SCENES FROM LACEY’S FIRST WEEK AT WORK. 

SHE MEETS HER HEAD TEACHER AND SPENDS HER DAY WITH LUCY.

SHE HAS SOME DIFFICULT DAYS, ESPECIALLY WITH THE BEHAVIORALLY CHALLENGED CHILDREN. SHE RECIEVES ADVICE FROM HER COWOKER, CALLEY, WHOM SHE SILENTLY DUBBED HER WORK-WIFE.  

CALLEY’S WONDERFUL AND SITS WITH LACEY DURING LUNCH BREAKS SINCE SHE WAS NEW IN SEPTEMBER. 

IT IS NOW FRIDAY, AND LACEY FINISHES HER FIRST WEEK TRIAL. 

SHE RECIEVES A TEXT FROM BECK. 

BECK 
“Are you ready for today?” 

LACEY RESPONDS BACK. 

LACEY 
“No. But I can’t imagine how Rose is feeling.” 
BECK 
“I know. It’s rough. Is Lucy with you?” 

LACEY SMILES AT THE KID BY HER SIDE, AS SHE HAS HER HEAD IN A BOOK. 

SHE SNAPS A PHOTO. 

LACEY 
“Proof of kid.” 

BECK 
“You’re surprisingly a really good caregiver.” 

LACEY 
“Surprisingly?” 

LACEY LAUGHS. LUCY LOOKS UP TO HER, PEEKING AT HER PHONE. 

LUCY 
“Are you talking to Uncle Beck?” 

LACEY 
“Yeah, kid. Want to say hi?” 

LACEY CLICKED ON THE AUDIO RECORDING, AND LUCY ENERGETICALLY SAYS ‘HI’. 

BECK SENDS BACK MULTIPLE LAUGHING EMOJIS. LACEY IS GRATEFUL FOR HER FRIENDS. NO MATTER WHAT HAPPENS TODAY, SHE’LL ALWAYS BE AT ROSE’S, BECK’S, AND LUCY’S SIDES. THEY WERE BONDED FOR A LONG, LONG TIME NOW. 

											FADE OUT 
											FADE IN 

INT. WASHINGTON STATE COURT. 

ROSE IS SITTING WITH HER LAWYER IN THE FRONT PEWS. THERE’S A GROUP OF REPORTERS, SMALL, AND A JURY, AND FOLKS BEARING WITNESS. BECK, LACEY, AND LUCY SIT IN THE FAMILY SECTION. 

LACEY EYES LUCY, WHO’S TRYING TO PUT ON A BRAVE FACE. THE POOR KID IS SCARED. SHE’S SHAKING, AS SHE’S FORCING HERSELF TO BE DISTRACTED BY HER BOOK. 

LACEY SQUEEZES LUCY’S HAND. 

LUCY (TO BECK) 
“Uncle Beck?” 

BECK 

“Yeah, kid?” 
LUCY (SOFTLY) 
“Are the people in suits up there going to put Nana away?” 

BECK (LOOKS AT LACEY) 
“We don’t know, kid.” 

LACEY 
“It depends. If she takes a plea deal or pleads guilty.” 

LUCY 
“Are both bad?” 

LACEY (WINCING) 
“That… depends, also.” 

LUCY 
“Oh.” 

BECK (CHUCKLING SOFTLY) 
“You said it.” 

THE JUDGE HIT THEIR SCAFFOLD ON THEIR DESK, AND THE ROOM QUIETED DOWN. 
	THE JUDGE 
“Order in the court, please. May the daughter of the defendant rise and state your name?” 
ROSE 
“Rosetta Marie Waltz. Age 29. Registered Nurse. I am of sound mind and clear to make formal decisions.” 


THERE WAS A SHAKINESS TO HER VOICE, BUT SHE STANDS TALL. ALL LACEY WANTED TO DO WAS HOLD HER. 

THE JUDGE NODS, KEEPING HER GAZE ON LACEY. 

JUDGE 
“Do you also confirm your stance on the defendant, the witnesses, and whatever result therein is of the jury?” 

ROSE 
“Yes, ma’am.” 

JUDGE 
“Very good. Then, let us proceed. Officers, please bring in the defendant and those associated.” 

THE AIR IN THE COURT IS TENSE, AND LACEY, FOR THE FIRST TIME, MET D. D SLOWLY WALKS IN AN ORANGE JUMPSUIT, HER BROWN HAIR AND FEATURES, ROSE’S BUT AGED, TWISTING WITH EMOTION. 

WHEN LACEY MET D, SHE WASN’T SURE WHAT TO EXPECT. SHE EXPECTED THIS LARGER-THAN-LIFE CHARACTER, BASED ON WHAT ROSE TOLD HER. SHE’S GOT A SMALL, SLIM FRAME, SMALLER THAN ROSE. HER FACE – WRINKLES AND DRY, HAD TO BE AT LEAST FORTY. EARLY FIFTIES.  
BEHIND HER, WERE BIGGER, BURLIER MEN, AND ONE MUSCLED WOMAN. FOUR TOTAL PEOPLE, BEHIND D. ALMOST ALL HAD TATTOOS, SOME SORT OF PEIRCINGS, AND LOW-CUT HAIR. 

LUCY’S EYES WIDEN WHEN SHE SEES THEM. LACEY MEETS HER GAZE TOWARD THE WOMAN.

LACEY 
“What is it, Lu-Lu?” 

LUCY (TURNING WHITE) 
“I’ve seen her.” 

BECK AND LACEY LOOK AT EACH OTHER. 

LACEY’S BLOOD TURNS COLD. LUCY WILL BE A WITNESS IN HER GRANDMOTHER’S TRIAL. 

											FADE OUT 
											FADE IN 
INT. SAME SCENE. WASHINGTON, DC COURTROOM. 

D SITS TO THE LEFT OF THE JUDGE, AND LUCY AT THE RIGHT.  

LUCY SEEMS SO FAR AWAY FROM LACEY, AND IT ACHES AT HER. SHE CAN’T IMAGINE HOW ROSE FEELS. WHATEVER LACEY IS FEELING, ITS’ PROBABLY TEN TIMES WORSE. 
JUDGE 
“Will the defendant please state their name, age, and occupation?” 

D 
“Daphne Jolene Waltz. 72. Retired.” 

JUDGE 
“And are you of sound mind, decision making, clear judgement to present any evidence to the court on your behalf and those associated?” 

D 
“Yes, ma’am.” 

THE JUDGE LOOKS AT HER STERNLY, THEN WITH THE SOFTEST OF EXPRESSIONS, TURNED TO LUCY. 

JUDGE 
“Will the witness also state their name, age, and occupation before the court of law?” 

THE TINY GIRL, DRESSED IN A MUTED PINK SHIRT, HER PIGTAILS PULLED OUT AND HER SHINING BRIGHT HAIR HANGING TO HER SHOULDERS. SHE DIDN’T BELONG UP THERE, AND IT BROKE LACEY. 

LUCY 
“Uh. I’m Lucy Violet Waltz. I’m 8. … I’m a kid?” 

THIS BROKE THE TENSIONS IN THE ROOM, AS FOR THE FIRST TIME, A RIPPLE OF SOFT LAUGHTER BROKE THROUGH. 

ON EITHER SIDE, IT WAS CLEAR THAT IN SPITE OF THE VERDICT, THEY HAD ALREADY FALLEN FOR LUCY. 

JUDGE 
“Good. Now then, let us proceed.” 

THE JUDGE SHIFTS THROUGH THE PAPERS AND CLEARS HER THROAT. 

JUDGE 
“We are gathered here before the court of law in Washington, DC, on the 6th of December 2019, to determine the verdict of Daphne Jolene Waltz, who is accused of dealing and selling illicit narcotics in the presence of a minor.” 

A LOW RUMBLE PASSED THROUGH THE JURY, AND ALL LACEY WANTS TO DO IS HOLD LUCY. SHE LOOKS SO SMALL, SO SCARED. 

JUDGE 
“Young lady, where were you on the night the drug deal took place? Do you recognize any of these folks associated with the defendant?” 

LUCY 
“… I was supposed to be in bed. Nana just put me to sleep, but I couldn’t. I felt something wasn’t right. Nana watches me on days when mama needs to work late.” 
JUDGE (NODDING) 
“Does your grandmother usually invite people over when she’s supposed to be watching you?” 

LUCY 
“No, sir.” 

LUCY LOOKS TO THE FIRST ROW, ANXIOUS. SHE RAISES HER HAND TO POINT TO THE TATTOOED WOMAN. 

LUCY 
“It was her. I saw her.” 

D’S FACE PALES. LOW MURMURS RIPPLE THROUGH THE CROWD. 

D’S DEFENSE ATTORNEY SHOT UP. 
ATTORNEY 
“Objection. How was it that the child could be sure it was my clients’ associate in the dark? This is a scattered retelling of accounts.” 

JUDGE 
“Objection overruled. The law of Washington, DC has strict penalty that protects minors involved in drug incidents. I am simply following protocol.” 

THE JUDGE TURNS TO LUCY – POOR THING IS SWEATING. 
JUDGE 
“Now, Ms. Waltz. I want you to remember very carefully. What words were exchanged between your grandmother and her associate? Did you see your grandmother hand her anything?” 

LUCY’S SHAKING. SHE’S BREATHING HEAVILY AND QUIET SOBS SHAKE HER, AND ROSE BREAKS. 
ROSE 
“Oh, come off it. This was a terrible idea. Fuck the laws – get anyone else up there.” 

THE ASSOCIATE OF D’S LAUGHS, LEANING A BIT TOO CONFIDENTLY IN HER SEAT BESIDES THE ATTORNEY. 

ASSOCIATE 
“Yeah, judge. Give the baby her mama and a bottle while you’re at it.” 

LACEY’S BLOOD BOILS. SHE’S ANGRY NOW, SNEERING AT THE OTHER WOMAN. 

LACEY 
“How about you keep my partner’s name out of your damn mouth?” 

LACEY DOESN’T REALIZE SHE SCREAMS WHAT WOULD LATER BECOME AN ICONIC COURTROOM PHRASE, BECK’S LOOKING AT HER WITH A SHOCKED EXPRESSION, AND THE JUDGE IS BANGING HER SCAFFOLD ON THE DESK. 

BECK 
“Lacey, what the hell?” 
JUDGE 
“Order, order in the court!” 

BECK FIRST GRIPS AT LACEY, BUT AN OFFIER COMES BY, A STERN LOOK ON HIS FACE. 

OFFICER 
“There are to be no outbursts in the court of law.” 

LACEY 
“Court of law my ass. Our girl is up there crying. Take me to her, with her mama. Please just give us a minute.” 

ROSE LOOKS IN NEAR TEARS HERSELF, LOOKING HALF IN AWE AND PLEADINGLY AT LACEY. 

THE OFFICER GIVES A DRAINED EXPRESSION TO THE JUDGE, WHO SIGHS. 

JUDGE 
“This is unprecedented. Fine. Doing so might change the jury’s decision – I’ll leave that up to you.” 

THE JUDGE STERNLY LOOKS TO LACEY AND ROSE. 

JUDGE 
“One. Minute.” 

BECK STANDS IN PLACE, SHOCKED. LACEY GLARES AT THE OFFICER AND SHAKES HERSELF FREE OF HIM, QUICKLY HURRYING TO ROSE. 

ROSE (WISPERING) 
“We are going to talk after about your choice of words.” 

LACEY (WISPERING) 
“I panicked!” 

ROSE 
“You have an interesting way of panicking.” 

LACEY AND ROSE ENCOURAGE LUCY TO LEAVE THE STAND, AND THE GIRL RUNS INTO HER MAMA’S ARMS, WITH LACEY CROUCHING TO MEET HER LEVEL. 
LUCY 
“I’m scared. I’m scared now, mama.” 

ROSE 
“Baby. It’s going to be okay. You’re so brave up there. You’re doing so good.” 

LUCY 
“You’re scared too, mama. And when you get scared, things are no good.” 

ROSE OPENS HER MOUTH, BUT NO WORDS COME. 
LACEY PUTS HER HAND ON ROSE’S HEAD. 
LACEY 
“Listen, kid. Everybody gets scared. I’m scared. Your mama’s scared. That judge is probably scared. That officer’s scared – but he’s scared of me, because I will beat him up.” 

 A LAUGH WENT THROUGH THE CROWD, AND THE OFFICER GRUNTS. 

OFFICER 
“Ma’am you can’t threaten to beat –,” 

LACEY 
“—in Minecraft. Shut up, Bob. I’m giving an emotional speech here.” 

OFFICER 
“My name isn’t Bob.” 

LACEY 
“Whatever. Point is, it’s okay to be scared, because everyone else is. Once you realize that, things only seem half as scary.” 

LUCY (POINTEDLY) 
“But things are still scary.” 

LACEY (GRINNING) 
“You’re still you. You’re here, handling the scary. I think that’s hardcore, kid.” 
LUCY LOOKS TO HER MOTHER, WHO SMILES TEARFULLY. 

LUCY 
“Mama, how long have you been handling the scary?” 

ROSE (SNIFFING) 
“A long time, sweetheart.” 

LUCY(NODDING) 
“Okay. How about we handle the scary together?” 

ROSE (HUGGING LUCY) 

“With Lacey, too?” 

LUCY 
“Yeah. For sure with Lacey.” 

THE FAMILY HUGS, AND AN UNDERSTANDING SWEEPS THROUGH THE COURTROOM. MURMURS OF ‘AWE’S COULD BE HEARD, AND THE JUDGE HITS HER SCAFFOLD. 

JUDGE (COUGHING) 
“Can the witness please return to the stand?” 

LACEY LOOKS TO HER MOTHER AND LACEY. THE THREE BOTH NOD. 

ROSE 
“Yes. She will.” 

											FADE OUT 
											FADE IN 

INT. EVENING – LACEY’S APARTMENT. 

IT IS DECEMBER 8TH, 2019, TWO DAYS AFTER THE COURT HEARING. 

ROSE IS AWAITING THE DECISION OF THE JURY. FOR TWO DAYS, ROSE DID NOT TALK TO LACEY. 
(LACEY ALSO DID NOT TALK TO BECK, BUT SHE TRIED NOT TO THINK ABOUT THE FACT THAT BECK MIGHT BE ANGRY WITH HER). 
LACEY NEEDED TIME AWAY TO THINK, TO TAKE A BREAK FOR THE WEEKEND BEFORE RETURNING TO HER SECOND WEEK OF WORK. 
SO, THERE LACEY IS, ON A SUNDAY NIGHT, FRIENDLESS, AND DATELESS. 

LACEY DECIDES TO TREAT HERSELF TO SOME ICE CREAM. IN THE WINTER. 
SHE DOESN’T BOTHER TO PUT ON PROPER CLOTHES. SHE KEEPS HER PJ’S ON, AND BRINGS A BIG COAT AROUND HER SHOULDERS FOR WARMTH. 
SHE WALKS THE COLD STREETS OF WASHINGTON, DC, TO JAMIE’S ICE CREAM SHOP. 
JAMIE GREETS HER AS SHE ENTERS. 

JAMIE 
“Lacey? You’re here at an unusual hour.” 

LACEY SHRUGS. HER FEET FEEL LIKE LEAD, AND SHE FINDS HERSELF WALKING SLOWLY. 

LACEY 
“I think I fucked up, Jamie.” 

JAMIE (CONFUSED) 
“Fucked up what? Your moment in the court went viral. Everyone on my feed has been talking about it.” 

LACEY (SHAKING HER HEAD) 
“With Beck. Beck wanted to ask Rose out. He didn’t know I liked her. Or she liked me.” 

REALIZATION FORMED ON JAMIE’S FACE. 

JAMIE 
“Ooh. Got it.” 

JAMIE 
“This cause for a double scoop of your favorite.” 

LACEY STARTS TO CRY AT JAMIE’S KINDNESS. 
LACEY 
“You don’t have to, really. I can pay.” 


JAMIE 
“This is a special occasion. Next time you’re tipping.” 

LACEY 
“That’s fair.” 

										    FADE OUT 
                                                     FADE IN 

EXT. ROSE’S HOME – STREET – AFTERNOON – DECEMBER 13TH, 2019. 

LACEY STILL HASN’T TALKED TO ROSE – IT WAS STRICTLY A PROFESSIONAL RELATIONSHIP. SHE WORKED WITH LUCY DURING SCHOOL AND DROPPED HER OFF. 

LACEY KNEW WHATEVER SHE IS FEELING, ROSE IS TEN TIMES WORSE. LACEY HASN’T GONE THIS LONG WITHOUT TALKING TO HER FRIENDS. THIS WAS A SENSITIVE TIME FOR ALL INVOLVED. 

LUCY LOOKS AT LACEY. 
LUCY 
“Thanks for dropping me off, Ms. Lacey.” 

LACEY 
“I’m just doing my job, kid.” 

LUCY 
“But being with my mama isn’t a job.” 

LUCY (HESITANTLY) 
“Is it?” 

FOR A LONG TIME, LACEY DOESN’T ANSWER. 

LACEY 
“I don’t know anymore. How is she?” 

LUCY 
“Sad. Mama’s been sad.” 

LACEY DREW OUT A BREATH. 

LACEY 
“Okay.” 

LACEY THEN PROMISES TO COME BACK, SHE’S GOING TO DROP LUCY OFF HOME. SHE’S GOING TO GET SOMETHING FROM ROSE. 

LACEY 
“I’m only going to be a few minutes. You tell mama about your day, and I’ll stay for the night. Sound good?” 

LUCY’S EYES BRIGHTEN, AND IT’S THE HAPPIEST LACEY’S SEEN HER.
LUCY 
“Okay.” 

LACEY CHUCKLES, RUFFLING LUCY’S HAIR. 

										     FADE OUT 
											FADE IN 

EXT – NEW SCENE – LATE AFTERNOON. 

LACEY’S AT THE DOORSTEP AGAIN, A HALF HOUR LATER. SHE WENT FOR A TRIP TO THE CENTER OF THEIR CITY, TO PICK UP FRESH FLOWERS, A CARD, AND SWEETS FROM THE LOCAL BAKERY. 

SHE RINGS THE DOORBELL OF ROSE’S MOTHER’S ESTATE, AND WAITS. 

LUCY ANSWERS. 

LUCY 
“Ms. Lacey!” 

LACEY (SMILING) 
“Hey, kid. Can I come in?” 

LUCY 
“Mama said to not let anyone else in but you.” 

LACEY
“Well, that’s good. Glad I’m out of the doghouse.” 

LUCY (CONFUSED) 
“But you’re not a dog.” 

LACEY (LAUGHING) 
“Never mind.” 

LACEY AND LUCY WALK THROUGH THE LUXURIOUS LIVING SPACE, LACEY IS TAKEN BY SURPRISE BY HOW WELL ROSE LIVES, AND SHE HAS ALL THESE TROUBLES. HER FAMILY CAME FROM WEALTH. D ONCE INHERITED HER FATHER’S LATE COMPANY, BUT SHE COULDN’T HANDLE THE FINANCES OF THE BUSINESS AND SOLD IT. SO, THE MONEY WENT TO ROSE, AND ROSE, WITH A STRONG HEAD ON HER, INVESTED IT ENOUGH TO PUT A DOWN PAYMENT ON A HOME. 

IT WAS A WORLDLY DIFFERENCE FROM LACEY’S TWO-ROOM APARTMENT, THAT WAS HALF THE SIZE OF THIS ROOM.

LUCY TURNS TO LACEY. 
LUCY 
“Mama’s in her room.” 

LACEY
“Thanks, kid. Here.” 
LACEY HANDS LUCY A CUPCAKE. 
LACEY 
“Enjoy it. I picked out strawberry, your favorite.” 

LUCY 
“Ah!” 

TROUBLES FORGOTTEN, LUCY GRABS THE CUPCAKE, HAPPILY THANKING HER MENTOR, AND PLOPPED HERSELF ON HER MOTHER’S BRIGHT, WHITE COUCH.

LACEY (THINKING) 
“If only my problems could be solved that easily.” 

LACEY THEN CHUCKLES AND MAKES HER WAY UP THE FANCY STAIRCASE. THE YOUNG LADY LOOKS ABOUT HER SURROUNDINGS, AT THE GOLD-FRAMED PHOTOS AT THE WALLS, OF VARIOUS LANDSCAPE ART. THE COLOR SCHEME OF ROSE’S HOME WAS GOLD, WHITE, AND BLACK, WITH HINTS OF MAROON, A NOD TO HER NAME. 

LACEY FINDS ROSE’S DOOR AT THE END OF THE HALL, BESIDES’ LUCY’S, WHICH HAD AN ARRAY OF DIAMONDS ON THE SIDES. A BIG, COLORED SIGN SAID ‘Lucy’s Room! Keep out!’ 
LACEY 
“Cute.” 
LACEY KNOCKS ON ROSE’S DOOR. 
ROSE 
“Lucy, mama doesn’t want company.” 

LACEY 
“It’s me. It’s okay, if you don’t want company. I can leave.” 

THERE’S A PAUSE. 

LACEY WAITS. 

SHE HEARS A SNIFF, AND THEN A SHUFFLE. 

ROSE 
“Okay.” 

LACEY 
“Okay?” 
LACEY CAUTIOUSLY ENTERS THE DOOR. 

ROSE 
“I’m sorry for not texting you.” 

LACEY (SMILING TEARFULLY) 
“It’s fine, babe.” 

ROSE INHALES A SHAKY BREATH. HER NICE ROOM, WITH FOUR BED POSTS AND A LONG, MAROON CANOPY, DRAPING TO THE CARPETED FLOOR, LOOKED TOO BIG FOR ONE PERSON. LACEY’S BED MAY AS WELL BE A COT, AND THIS BED IS FIT FOR A QUEEN. 
YET THIS ROOM IS HARDLY ROYAL AT THE MOMENT – THE CLOSET IS A MESS. CLOTHES ARE ALL OVER THE FLOOR. THEN, IN THE FAR CORNER, WAS A MIRROR. IT IS BROKEN, GLASS SHATTERING ON THE GROUND.
 
LACEY (ALARMED) 
“Rose. Your hand. I need to see it.” 

ROSE DOESN’T MOVE. SHE ONLY SOBS, AND LACEY’S HEART BREAKS. 

LACEY 
“Did you receive the news?” 

ROSE’S PHONE IS ON THE NIGHT TABLE, AND LACEY ALREADY KNOWS HER PASSCODE. SHE SITS ON THE SIDE OF THE BED, FIRST LOOKING AT ROSE’S HAND. 
IT IS REDDENED AND BRUISED. IT IS POORLY TAKEN CARE OF, WHICH IS ODD CONIDERING ROSE IS A NURSE.  
LACEY TAKES ROSE’S HAND IN HERS, HOLDING IT. 

ROSE 
“I… don’t know what happened. I just read the headline, and I… blacked out.” 

LACEY 
“I’m so sorry.” 

LACEY DOESN’T KNOW WHAT ELSE TO SAY. IN ANOTHER HAND, SHE LOOKS AT THE PHONE SCREEN, FROWNING. 
LACEY 
“Washington, DC, December 13th, 2019. Woman, 56, pled guilty under court of law due to these following charges.” 

ROSE DOESN’T RESPOND, AS SHE SNUGGLES DEEPER INTO THE COVERS. 

LACEY (READING) 
“Eight years are to be had in county jail along with two years post – house arrest. Or at least until cleared by court that Mrs. Daphne Waltz is fit to reintegrate into society.” 

ROSE (QUIETLY) 
“Ten years. That’s ten years she’ll be gone.” 

ROSE 
“In ten years, Lucy will be eighteen. I’ll be thirty-nine. We’ll be at different stages of life.” 

LACEY (CAUTIOUSLY) 
“Would you want her to be a part of your life?” 

ROSE 
“I don’t know.” 

LACEY 
“It’s okay not to know. You’ve got time.” 

ROSE (QUIETLY): 
“Sometimes, I feel like time is running out.” 

LACEY SIGHS. SHE PUTS THE PHONE AWAY AND GETS UNDER THE COVERS WITH ROSE. 

LACEY 
“I know the feeling.” 

ROSE 
“Do you truly?” 

LACEY’S QUIET. 

ROSE 
“I feel as if I’ve lost everything. My mom. My life.” 

LACEY FROWNS. SHE THEN RESTS HER HEAD ON ROSE’S SHOULDER. 

LACEY 
“I’m familiar with the feeling. I lost everything once, too.” 

ROSE 
“When? What happened?” 

LACEY 
“My folks were super Catholic. I was raised to be this perfect person. So, I knew never to come out to them. I was going to quietly leave, post my dropping out of college. But somehow,” 

LACEY SHAKILY LET OUT A BREATH. ROSE SQUEEZED HER ARM, NOW IT WAS ROSE’S TURN TO COMFORT LACEY. 

LACEY 
“Somehow, my mother’s sister found out. Maybe she was snooping my Instagram. She saw me celebrating Pride, three years ago. Went ballistic. It’s why I haven’t posted anything online since.” 

ROSE SUCKS IN A BREATH. 
ROSE 
“That fucking sucks. I’m sorry.” 

LACEY 
“It’s… yeah, it sucked. I’m over it. I don’t talk to that aunt either. I remember that night. I’d come home from being with Beck. My mom and dad were sitting at the dining table.” 

ROSE 
“Shit.” 

LACEY WINCES. SHE REMEMBERS THE PAIN. 

LACEY 
“They accused me of lying to them. Of living a double life. Of not following the path of God. You know. There was no reasoning with them.” 

ROSE 
“And then you left?” 

LACEY (NODDING) 
“Then I left.” 

ROSE 
“You were so young. To make that decision? That took guts.” 

LACEY (LAUGHING) 
“I would have thought you’d call it stupid.” 

ROSE 
“No, never. What else could you do? No way anyone could be okay in that environment.” 

LACEY SNUGGLES CLOSE TO ROSE, KISSING HER HAIR. 

LACEY 
“For the longest time, all I’ve had was Beck. So, it’s even harder now that he won’t talk to me.” 

ROSE 
“I’m sorry. I’ve gone and gotten in the middle of you two.” 

LACEY SHOOK HER HEAD. 
LACEY 
“No, don’t be. I’ve been relying on him too much.” 

ROSE 
“We should arrange an evening where we just talk things out. You, me, Beck. We settle any uneasiness anyone has about the situation.” 

LACEY 
“You really are the best.” 

ROSE (NODDING) 

“I just don’t want you to feel that you’re stuck in a circumstance like your parents again. Beck loves you, and me. I don’t want our friend group to be torn apart because of my involvement, and my mother’s chaos that came with me.” 

ROSE GROWS TEARY, AND NOW, LACEY FULLLY HUGS HER, BRINGING HER LEG AROUND ROSE’S BODY. 

LACEY 
“We won’t be torn apart. If we are, it won’t be because of you.” 

ROSE 
“How can you be sure?” 

SHE’S CRYING WEAKLY NOW. 
LACEY 
“Because if I know Beck, he’s just as torn up about this as I am. All it takes is a warm meal and a conversation that gets straight to the point. We’ll give him his space. For now, I’m concerned about you.” 

ROSE 
“You’re like, surprisingly really good at pep-talks.” 

LACEY (SMILING) 
“I’m just doing my job.” 

FADE IN 
FADE OUT 

EXT. NEW SCENE – SCHOOL, WESTSIDE ELEMENTARY.  

EIGHT DAYS HAVE PASSED SINCE ROSE AND LACEY’S CONVERSATION. IT IS A FRIDAY, DECEMBER 20TH, 2019. 

LACEY’S AT WORK WITH LUCY, RELIEVED THAT HER SCHEDULES BEEN GOING SMOOTHLY, AND SHE’S BEEN WELL RESPECTED AT WORK. 

IT’S LAST PERIOD AT WESTSIDE ELEMENTARY, AND SHE’S SITTING IN MUSIC CLASS WITH ONE OF THE OTHER PARAPROFESSIONALS. 

LACEY WAS HALF LISTENING, HALF EYES ZEROED IN ON LUCY. SHE WAS EAGERLY ENJOYING Sing, AND MRS. TURNER, WHO WAS BOBBING ALONG JUST AS WELL, UNTIL A LOUD BLARING SOUND BROKE THROUGH THE ROOM CHATTER. 
 
LACEY’S EXPERIENCED FIRE DRILLS BEFORE. 

SHE KNOWS WHAT TO EXPECT NOW, AS SHE MOTIONS TO LUCY, WHO TAKES HER OUTSTRETCHED HAND. 

LACEY 
“Kid! Stay by me.” 

LUCY 
“Okay. Did ya like the movie?” 

LACEY (SMILING) 
“It’s a favorite, for sure.” 

THEN THEY ALL – THE DECENTLY SIZED CLASS OF FIFTEEN, HURRIED OUT WITH MINIMAL CHATTER TO THE BACK OF THE SCHOOL. 

IT WAS THEN THAT LUCY’S DEMEANOR CHANGED, AND SHE HUNG CLOSE TO LACEY. SHE PULLED LACEY TOWARD MRS. TURNER, WHO WAS OBLIVIOUS TO LUCY’S DISCOMFORT. 

LACEY 
“Luce. What’s wrong?” 

LUCY 
“It’s her.” 

AT FIRST, LACEY DIDN’T SEE WHERE LUCY WAS LOOKING. BUT THEN, SHE HEARD HER. THE OLDER GIRL, WHO WAS A SIXTH GRADER – LACEY CAME TO FIND OUT, WAS FILMING A TIKTOK WITH HER GROUP OF FRIENDS. 

LUCY’S FIRST BULLY, A TWELVE-YEAR-OLD BY THE NAME OF HEATHER, WITH OLIVE-COLORED SKIN AND A LARGER FRAME THAN LUCY’S. 

THERE SHOULDN’T BE ANY REASON WHY 6TH GRADERS SHOULD BE WITH EIGHT YEAR OLDS, BUT THEY ARE DURING BIG SCHOOL PLAYS, MEETINGS, OR BUS RIDES. 

HEATHER, THEREFORE, TARGETED KIDS LIKE LUCY, WHO COULDN’T FIGHT BACK. WHO WAS GOING THROUGH SO MUCH, AND DIDN’T NEED ANY OTHER BULLSHIT ADDED TO IT. 

LACEY’S BLOOD BOILED. 

LACEY STORMS OVER TO THE GIRLS, LUCY HIDING BEHIND HER. 

LACEY (ANGRY) 
“Hey. This is a fire drill. Put the phone away.” 

HEATHER 
“Who are you, our mom?” 

LACEY 
“No, but I am an adult. So, treat me with respect like you would any other teacher.” 

HEATHER PUTS HER HAND IN FRONT OF LACEY’S FACE. 

HEATHER 
“I don’t care who ya are. You’re with that dork, so you must be a dork too.” 

LUCY HICCUPS, AND LACEY SHAKES WITH ANGER. 

FINALLY, THANKFULLY, MRS. TURNER COMES AROUND, PANTING AS SHE HAS BACK UP WITH ANOTHER TEACHER. 

MRS. TURNER 
“Ms. Williams, what’s going on here? Why are you not with the class?” 

LACEY (ANGRY AGAIN) 
“You’re upset at me? This brat just insulted my kid!” 

OTHER TEACHER 
“Ms. Williams, oh my god. We can’t call the kids brats.” 

LACEY 
“We can’t say it, but’s the damn truth.” 

LUCY GASPS. SHE HIDES HER FACE ON LACEY, SCARED AND STRESSED. 

THE ARGUMENT CONTINUES ON FROM LUCY’S PERSPECTIVE, AS THE NOISES BECAME MUFFLED. 

LACEY 
“This is such bullcrap. I know, and you know, that this kid and her insipid group of friends has been targeting Lucy since September and I was a witness to it for the first time this month. And if you truly won’t do a damn thing about it, then I’ll go to the highest person in charge and put a stop to it.” 

MRS. TURNER 
“You’re just an assistant! You know and I know we can’t do a damn thing!” 

LACEY (DARKLY) 
“Watch. Me.” 

LUCY’S ANXIOUS. SHE GROWS HOT, WEARY, AND SUDDENLY, TAKES IT UPON HERSELF TO SHOUT THROUGH THE NOISE. 

LUCY 
“No!” 

THE THREE TEACHERS PAUSE, AND THE OTHER GIRLS SCATTER. 
LACEY LOOKS GUILTILY AT LUCY’S CRYING FACE.

LUCY 
“I want to go. Let’s go. Please, mommy.” 

LACEY BENDS DOWN, HOLDING HER. 

LUCY 
“I want mama.” 

LACEY HANGS ONTO LUCY, GIVING HER A SOFT KISS ON HER FACE. 

LACEY 
“Then we’re going home.” 

LACEY PICKS UP LUCY, GLARES AT MRS. TURNER AND THE OTHER TEACHER. THEY LET HER WALK OFF EARLY THAT FRIDAY AFTERNOON. 

FADE OUT 
 FADE IN 

INT. SAME DAY. EVENING – ROSE’S KITCHEN. 

ROSE IS GETTING FILLED IN ON LUCY’S DAY FROM LACEY. 

ROSE IS NOW PISSED. 
LACEY LEANS BACK IN THE COMFORTABLE KITCHEN CHAIR WHILE ROSE LETS OUT A STRING OF CURSES. 

ROSE 
“The absolute fucking nerve of that dipshit, asshole fucker to not take my daughter’s side when she’s getting verbally abused and she’s RIGHT DAMN THERE! What the fuck? Is this the state of public schools today? What the actual fuck?” 

LACEY SIGHS. SHE DOESN’T GET A WORD IN, AND JUST LETS ROSE VENT. 

ROSE 
“I fought my ass to get Lucy to stay where she is. To not have her be moved because of these kids. Because it’s not her fault, there are damn cameras that catch everything. And yeah, she can be a pain in the ass sometimes. But she’s my kid, I’m allowed to say that, because I fucking love her. These people are teachers. Trusted adults. And they’re not doing shit by choice?” 

LACEY 
“They’re scared.” 

ROSE HICCUPS SOFTLY, LETTING HER HEAD FALL FROM HER SHOULDERS. SHE’S TIRED. 

ROSE 
“Scared of what?” 

LACEY POURS ROSE A RED WINE. 
LACEY 
“From their perspective, if there’s an incident, it means something is wrong. And schools never want to admit when something is wrong, because that’s a detriment to their reputation. It’s not right, but that’s the truth of it.” 

ROSE TAKES A LONG SIP OF HER WINE. 

ROSE (TEARFULLY) 
“They champion anti-bullying. All these schools do.” 

LACEY 
“Sure. Championing is one thing. Their actions? The steps they take to solve a solution. They don’t. I would have hoped in the last decade; they would have solved the issue.” 

ROSE LOOKS AT HER WITH SYMPATHY. 

ROSE 
“Whatever happened, I’m sorry.” 

LACEY TAKES A BIG SIP OF HER WINE. 

LACEY 
“I was twelve and stupid.” 

ROSE (SHAKING HER HEAD)
“Even still. The adults should have been there.” 
LACEY 
“No one was. They’re never there in the hallway, and they especially weren’t in the classroom, when my former friend pushed me to the window and I was dangling to a drop that would have killed me.” 

ROSE SUCKS IN A DEEP BREATH. 

ROSE 
“Fuck.” 

LACEY LEANS OVER THE COUNTERTOP, HER HANDS HOLDING ONTO ROSE’S. 

LACEY 
“I know I should not have gotten involved. I know it wasn’t my place. I think of that day, of the fear I felt – and the fear I see in Lucy’s eyes. It’s not worth it, staying silent. If I make enough of a fuss to get someone’s attention – even at the expense of getting me fired – then quite frankly, I don’t give a damn.” 

ROSE NODS. SHE PUTS HER GLASS DOWN, AND GOES OVER TO LACEY’S SIDE, SITTING ON THE BARSTOOL BESIDE HER. 

ROSE 
“I’ll be at your side.” 

LACEY 
“You don’t have to.” 
ROSE (SHAKING HER HEAD) 
“This is our kid. We’re going to work together.” 

LACEY 
“Our.” 

 LACEY’S HEAD TOUCHES ROSE. 

ROSE 
“You’re her mama as much as I am.” 

LACEY MAKES A SOFT NOISE BETWEEN A WHIMPER AND A CHUCKLE. 

LACEY 
“You don’t know how much of a relief that makes me feel.” 

LACEY SHUDDERS THROUGH HER QUIET SOB. 

LACEY 
“That I have a family, in you both.” 

ROSE 
“I thought we already were a family?” 

LACEY GRINS TEARFULLY AT HER. 

LACEY 
“I’m an idiot. I need reminders.” 

ROSE (SMILING) 
“How’s this for a reminder?” 

LACEY (BREATHING OUT) 

“Show me.” 

ROSE DOES. SHE PUTS HER GLASS DOWN, GETTING OFF THE BAR STOOL AND PRESSING THE PALMS OF HER HANDS ON THE WALL BEHIND THEM. 

LACEY LEANS BACK, PUTTING DOWN A GLASS OF HER OWN, AND SPREADING OUT HER LEGS SO ROSE CAN FIT EASILY INTO THEM. 

LACEY TAKES ROSE’S STRONG SHOULDERS INTO HER HANDS, LETTING THEM REST. 

ROSE KISSES LACEY. ITS SOFT, WARM – BOTH WOMEN CAUTIOUS, UNSURE OF THE POSIBILITIES THAT LAY AHEAD OF THEM. 

LACEY LEANS INTO THE KISS, GREEDILY RETURNING HER FAVOR. ROSE RESTS HER HAND ON LACEY’S THIGH, THE OTHER IN BETWEEN THE SIDE OF LACEY’S BACK AND LEG. 

THE KISS DEEPENDS, AND LACEY GIVES OUT A LITTLE MOAN. THEY BREAK A PART, ROSE KISSING DOWN LACEY’S CHEEK, TO HER NECK, TO HER BREASTS. 
LACEY 
“Why –”
LACEY PANTS, WARMNESS FORMING WITHIN HER CENTER. 

LACEY 
“Why did you stop?” 

ROSE (DETERMINED) 
“Because I want to show you in other areas,” 

ROSE GOES BACK TO GIVE LACEY A LONG, SLOW KISS. 

ROSE 
“What you mean to me.” 

LACEY LETS HER HEAD LEAN BACK, EYES MEETING THE CEILING, HER HANDS GROUNDING HER ON ROSE. 

LACEY 
“Then by all means. Be my guest.” 

ROSE SMILES. SHE TAKES LACEY’S HAND, AND THEY MOVE FROM THE KITCHEN TO THE STAIRS. 

THE SCENE FADES TO BLACK. 

										FADE OUT 
								         FADE IN 

INT. NEW SCENE. ROSE’S BEDROOM. NEXT DAY - EARLY MORNING. 
IT IS SATURDAY, DECEMBER 21ST, 2019. 

LACEY DREAMS OF HER PAST. 

IN A SCENE, SHE IS BACK IN ELEMENTARY SCHOOL. SHE IS ON THE TOP FLOOR, AND SHE HEARS SHOUTING. SHE FEELS HER FORMER FRIEND PUSHING HER. 

SHE FEELS HERSELF STUMBLING. 

ONLY THIS TIME, SHE FALLS. 

SHE FALLS AND THE PRESSURE OF THE HEIGHT HITS HER CHEST. HER LIFE FLASHES BEFORE HER – OF HER EARLY YEARS, BEING POOR ON THE STREETS OF DC. 

TO THE INCIDENT – TO HER FLUNKING OUT OF HER CLASSES. TO HER DROPPING OUT OF COLLEGE. 

DISTORTED VOICE 
“Lacey, we’re disappointed in you.” 

THE VOICE MERGES INTO HER DAD AND MOM, AND TEARS FALL FROM LACEY’S EYES UPWARD. 
DISTORED VOICES 
“Disgusting.” 

VOICE 1 
“Not –,” 

VOICE 2 
“Our daughter.” 

LACEY’S VOICE LEFT HER, BUT SHE HEARD NOTHING. 

THAT IS, UNTIL SHE HEARD HER. 

BRIGHT RED HAIR. ROSE’S SKY-BLUE EYES. ROSE IS CRYING. 

ROSE 
“Lacey.” 

ROSE 
“Lacey, I’m here.” 

LACEY JOLTS AWAKE, FINALLY COMING TO. SHE FEELS A RUSH OF EMOTIONS, ROSE’S HANDS SHAKING HER AWAKE. 

ROSE
“Lacey. Lacey, I’m here. Everything’s okay.” 
LACEY (WEAKLY): 
“Rose?” 

ROSE 
“Yeah. It’s me. Can you breathe? Can you calm your body down for me?”

LACEY GRITS HER TEETH AND NODS, LETTING HER HEAD FALL BACK TO THE PILLOW. 
ROSE PUTS HER HAND ON LACEY’S BARE CHEST, AND LACEY FOCUSED ON THE FEEL OF ROSE’S PALM ON HER SKIN. 
LACEY
“I – Rose –,”

ROSE 
“Don’t say anything. Listen to my counting.” 
SO, LACEY DOES. ROSE COUNTS TO TWENTY, AND LACEY BREATHES – IN AND OUT. IN. OUT. 
ROSE 
“You had a nightmare?” 
LACEY NODS. 
ROSE 
“We have all the time in the world; it’s our week off. You can tell me when you’re ready.” 

LACEY IS GRATEFUL THAT AFTER HER INCIDENT LUCY DOESN’T HAVE TO RETURN TO SCHOOL UNTIL TUESDAY, JANUARY 2ND. ROSE ONLY NEEDS TO GO IN IF SHE HAS A CALL – WHICH MEANS IF THEY WANT TO, THEY CAN FINALLY GO ON A FAMILY VACATION. 
AFTER ROSE AND LUCY’S YEAR IN 2019, LACEY THINKS THEY DESERVE IT. 
LACEY CALMS WITH THAT THOUGHT, THOUGH HER BODY STILL SHAKES. SHE FEELS COLD WITH SWEAT. 
LACEY 
“It was… a mix of things. My incident in elementary school. Mom and dad. Lucy. The court room. All these fears I had deeply buried, I think I projected them as a wall so Lucy wouldn’t experience it. But I never stopped to consider that Lucy and I… she’s different than me. A better person.” 

ROSE SHAKES HER HEAD. 
ROSE 
“You’re not a bad person.” 

LACEY
“Until this year, bad luck seemed to follow me wherever I went. I was at risk of being homeless again. My landlord wanted me out. I was in and out of jobs. I had a drinking addiction. Quitting is hard. I’m only twenty-one, and I feel like I’ve lived a lifetime of my hardships.” 

LACEY’S EYES TEAR. 
LACEY 
“I don’t want Lucy to deal with such things. I’m not a good influence for her.” 

ROSE SHAKES HER HEAD, SHOVING LACEY IN DETERMINATION. 
ROSE
“Stop it. Lucy loves you. I think it’s because of what you went through you should be looking after my kid. You’re friends with Beck, and Beck’s like a brother to me. So you have good taste in friends.” 
LACEY SOBS. 

LACEY
“After this, I don’t think he wants to be.” 

ROSE SIGHS. SHE SHAKES HER HEAD AGAIN. 

ROSE 
“We all just need to have a sit down and talk things through.” 

LACEY SHUDDERS, CUDDLING UP TO ROSE. 

LACEY
“And if he doesn’t?” 

ROSE KISSES LACEY’S HEAD. 
ROSE
“Then we move on. Like we always do.” 

LACEY NODS. THEY KISS EACH OTHER, SLOW AND EASY, UNTIL LACEY’S WORRIES ARE BRIEFLY PUT ASIDE, AS WELL AS ROSE’S. 
THE SCENE PANS TO THE CEILING, AND FADES TO BLACK.

										FADE OUT
								         FADE IN 
EXT. STREET – EVENING – BECK’S BAR.
IT IS A WINTERY, COLD SUNDAY EVENING ON DECEMBER 22ND, 2019. 
ROSE PULLS UP TO A PARKING SPOT THAT’S AVAILABLE, AFTER TEXTING BECK TO MEET WITH THEM THAT EVENING. 
HE AGREES. 
LACEY’S NERVOUS. SHE LOOKS TO LUCY IN THE BACKSEAT, WHO’S WATCHING A MOVIE ON THE BUILT-IN IPAD BEHIND THE SEAT. 
WITH JUST THREE DAYS BEFORE CHRISTMAS, THE RUSH OF THE HOLIDAY IS SWEEPING AROUND LACEY AND ROSE. THEY DECIDE TO HAVE A SMALL PARTY, WITH THEMSELVES, BECK, JAMIE AND HER PARTNER, AND TO DO SO, THEY NEEDED TO CLEAR THINGS UP WITH BECK FIRST. 
ROSE PUTS HER HAND ON LACEY’S. 
ROSE
“It’ll be okay.” 
LACEY BREATHES OUT A SIGH.
SHE HASN’T SEEN BECK SINCE THE COURT ROOM. 
DOES HE EVEN LIKE HER ANYMORE? 
IF SHE LOST BECK… 
ROSE 
“Let me talk first. Then when you need to, fill in.” 

LACEY GRUNTS, WIPING HER EYES. 
LACEY
“It helps we have Lucy, then.” 
ROSE (SMILING) 
“Lucy’s moral support.” 

LUCY LOOKS UP FROM HER MOVIE AT HER MOTHER. 

LUCY 
“I’m what?” 
LACEY AND ROSE LAUGH. 
ROSE 
“Don’t worry about it.” 

ROSE SMILES AND LUCY LOOKS AT LACEY. 

LACEY 
“You’re the best, that’s all.” 

LUCY NODS CONFIDENTLY. 
					  LUCY 
					“I know.” 

LACEY AND ROSE GRIN AT EACH OTHER. NOW, LACEY FINALLY RELAXES.

THE SCENE FADES OUT TO A TRANSITION. 													                     FADE OUT 
											 FADE IN 
INT. NEW SCENE – INSIDE BECK’S BAR. 
A WIDESHOT OF THE BUSY BAR IS SEEN, BEFORE PANNING TO A TABLE WHERE LUCY, LACEY, AND ROSE IS SITTING. BECK ENTERS THE SCENE, IN HIS WORK UNIFORM. 
ROSE TALKS TO BECK FIRST. 
ROSE 
“It’s busy tonight.” 
BECK SMILES AT ROSE. 

BECK 
“Sundays usually are. Mondays are our slowest day, since most folks are working. The middle and the end of every month is our busiest since everyone gets their paychecks.” 
ROSE 
“And that infuriating lady? Susan?” 
BECK LAUGHS. 
BECK
“She stopped coming weeks ago.” 

ROSE SMILES.
ROSE 
“That’s the biggest win of the year.” 

LACEY GRINS, NODDING. 
LACEY
“To Beck’s Bar. May it be as prosperous this year as it was last. And with no bitchier Karens.” 

BECK FINALLY LOOKS TO LACEY, SMILING WITH RELIEF. 
BECK RAISES HIS SIGNATURE WINE TO LACEY’S CUP. 

BECK 
“Cheers.” 

THEY ALL SIP THEIR DRINKS, LACEY TAKING A SMALL SIP OF HER LEMONADE, THAT SHE OPTED FOR INSTEAD OF ALCOHOL. IN SOLIDARITY, ROSE DIDN’T DRINK. 
THERE WAS A BRIEF MOMENT WHERE THE GROUP DOESN’T SAY ANYTHING. 
THEN, BECK POINTS TO LACEY AND ROSE. 

BECK 
“Answer me honestly. When did this happen?” 

ROSE AND LACEY LOOK AT EACH OTHER. 
LACEY BLUSHES AS RED AS ROSE’S HAIR. 

ROSE 
“As organically as we tried to fight it. I – the fault is on me, Beck. I didn’t know you were into me.”

LACEY SHAKES HER HEAD. 
LACEY 
“Don’t play the martyr. If there’s anyone you should be mad at, its’ me. I got in the way of things.” 
BECK SIGHS AND DISAGREES WITH HER.
BECK 
“No. You’re my best friend. I could never be mad. I was… taken by surprise, yeah. Especially when you announced that to a whole damn courtroom.” 

ROSE GIVES LACEY A HARDENED LOOK. 

ROSE 
“Yeah, Lacey. I was surprised too. Care to share with the class what compelled you to do such a thing?” 

LACEY (NERVOUS)

“Whoa, what is this? Pick on Ms. Lacey day?” 

LUCY 
“Don’t be pestering mommy, mama. That’s mean.” 

ROSE BLURTS OUT A LAUGH, AND BECK, TO HIS CREDIT, SLAPPED HIS HAND ON THE TABLE WHILE HE LAUGHS. 

LACEY LOOKS TO LUCY IN EXASPERATION. 

LACEY 
“Who’s side are you on, anyway?” 

LUCY 
“Lucy’s.” 

LACEY SLAPS HER HEAD, AND THIS TIME, ROSE AND BECK LAUGH TOGETHER. 

BECK 
“She’s definitely your daughter, Ro.” 

LACEY 
“She takes too much after you, I’ll say.” 

ROSE COOS, PATTING LACEY’S CHEEK WITH AFFECTION. 

ROSE 
“Don’t be such a sour-pus. You’re still wanted.” 

LACEY (HUFFING) 
“Now you’re saying sweet nothings to butter me up.” 

ROSE (GASPING) 
“Fine! Then I’ll speak of nothing at all!” 

THIS ONLY MADE BECK LAUGH HARDER, AND LUCY JOINED IN. 

BECK 
“Okay. If you can keep making me this entertained each time we meet, then I’ll approve of this union.” 

LACEY FLUSHED. 
LACEY
“Well. I am pleased at least you support the gays.” 

BECK GIVES HER A DEADPANNED LOOK. HE THEN POINTS TO THE MURAL BEHIND HIM, SIGNED BY LACEY HERSELF, WHICH WAS A GIANT RAINBOW WAVE WITH SEAGULLS AND A SUMMER SUN. 

BECK 
“Um. Did you not paint this mural when we opened? Even if I did not support you, I’d have to pay paint removers to get rid of this, and that not only would cost money, but my reputation.” 

LACEY OPENS HER MOUTH TO SPEAK BUT NO WORDS CAME. 

ROSE LOOKS TO HER IN EXCITEMENT. 

ROSE 
“You’re a painter? How come you never told me this?” 

LACEY 
“Um, my murals are all around the neighborhood. I thought you knew? Or noticed?” 

ROSE LOOKS DOWN IN SHAME. 
ROSE 
“I honestly haven’t.” 

LACEY GETS UP IN SHOCK. 

SHE GOES TO THE MURAL, POINTS TO HER NAME, THEN OPENS UP HER INSTAGRAM TO SHOWCASE THE MURALS SHE’S PAINTED. 

LACEY 
“This is my work! That’s me! Me!” 

ROSE SHRUGS, AND THIS TIME, LUCY IS LAUGHING. 

LUCY 
“Mama, I’ve seen mommy’s murals.” 

ROSE 
“I – oh forget about it.” 

THE TENSENESS BETWEEN THE GROUP LIFTS, AND THE FRIENDS ENJOY THEIR EVENING OUT TOGETHER. 

THE CAMERA PANS BACKWARD, THE TALKING AND MUSIC BECOMING MUFFLED, UNTIL THE SCENE FADES TO BLACK. 

											FADE OUT 
											FADE IN 
INT. ROSE’S HOME – MORNING. 
IT IS DECEMBER 23RD, 2019, AND LACEY’S FIRST MONDAY OFF IN A LONG TIME. SHE SPENDS THE DAY PLANNING FOR A QUICK WEEKEND TRIP WITH ROSE GOING INTO THE NEW YEAR. A THREE DAY, TWO NIGHT STAY WOULD BE MORE THAN ENOUGH. IT WOULD BE A GIFT TO LUCY, AND FOR THE FAMILY, AFTER THE YEAR THEY WENT THROUGH. 

ROSE LOOKS ADORABLE WITH HER HAIR UP AND READING GLASSES ON, AS SHE EXPLORES THEIR OPTIONS WITH THEIR SAVED INCOME. 

ROSE
“The Grand Hyatt looks wonderful. It’s within our price range but doesn’t have a pool.” 

LUCY OVERHEARS THIS. SHE’S COLORING ON A Disney COLORING BOOK ON THE FLOOR. 

LUCY 
“I want a pool!” 

LACEY CHUCKLES. 

LACEY
“I need a spa.” 

ROSE SNICKERS. SHE WAVES THE TWO OF THEM OFF. 

ROSE
“Okay. Demanding, the both of you.” 

LACEY 

“Well, what do you want? This is your trip, too.” 

ROSE EARNESTLY THINKS ABOUT IT. 

ROSE 
“A new set of nails. New earrings. A luxurious, all-expense paid dinner –,” 

LACEY (LAUGHING)

“And my suggestions were out of pocket!” 

ROSE 
“Is this our first argument?” 

LACEY (SHRUGGING) 
“That’s up for you to see. Oh wait, you can’t see crap.” 

LACEY’S GRINNING. SHE’S RECALLING BECK’S BAR, WHEN IT WAS REVEALED TO ROSE THAT LACEY WAS THE ONE WHO PAINTED THE MURALS AROUND WASHINGTON. IT WAS DURING A DIFFICULT TIME IN HER LIFE, AND SHE WAS TRYING TO MAKE MONEY. 
LACEY’S ART KEPT HER ALIVE. 
ROSE (HUFFING) 
“Careful. Wouldn’t want to pull any one of my petals with that sass of yours.” 

LACEY (WHISPERING) 
“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” 

ROSE 
“Lacey.” 

ROSE’S LIPS WOBBLE WITH MIRTH. 

LACEY SHAKES HER HEAD, LAUGHING. ROSE ROLLS HER EYES. WITHIN THE HOUR, THEY SETTLE ON A PLACE. 

											FADE OUT 
											FADE IN 

NEW SCENE. A MONTAGE OF THE NEXT FEW DAYS IS SHOWN. LACEY AND ROSE PACKING IN THEIR DIFFERENT HOMES. THE TWO WOMEN ON THE PHONE WITH EACH OTHER. 
OF LACEY CALLING THE HOTEL TO BOOK A RESERVATION. LUCY THRILLED ABOUT THE HOTEL HAVING A POOL. 
IT IS NOW THE DAY BEFORE CHRISTMAS, AND BECK IS DOING SOME LAST-MINUTE SHOPPING FOR THE HOLIDAY. 
LACEY’S THERE FOR MORAL SUPPORT. 

BECK 
“My mom’s going to kill me, if she finds out I waited until last minute again.” 

LACEY LAUGHS. 

THEY WALK THROUGH THE BUSY MALL. IT IS FILLED WITH SHOPPERS, MALL SANTAS, AND CHRISTMAS DÉCOR. 
THE ONE RARE TUESDAY WHEN ITS’ THE WORST TIME TO GO SHOPPING. 

LACEY 
“She’s literally the nicest person on planet Earth.” 

BECK 
“Not when she feels like she’s been scorned.” 

LACEY 
“Hmmm. Well, you’re a talented chef. Why don’t you cook her something?” 

BECK THREW HIS HEAD BACK WITH A GROAN.

BECK 
“I’ve done that so many times.” 

THEY WALK INTO A JEWLERY STORE. 

LACEY LOOKS ABOUT THE WEARS. 
LACEY
“Oh. Get her something custom. What’s her star sign?” 

BECK LOOKS INTERESTED. 

BECK 
“We’re getting somewhere with that. What are you giving Rose?” 

LACEY FLUSHES. 

LACEY 
“You know Jamie? The one who’s the manager of the ice scream store Lucy loves?” 

BECK NODS. THEY STOP AT A GLASS CONTAINER, WITH A GORGEOUS AMETHYST RING WITH A GOLD BAND. 

BECK 
“Yeah. Been there a few times. Why?” 

LACEY 
“Well, all week I’ve been painting a mural in their alleyway. We’re collaborating. She promotes my work, we promote her store and the best she has.” 

BECK’S MOUTH DROPS OPEN. 
BECK 
“You’re giving your girlfriend a mural? For Christmas?” 

LACEY 
“Sh-she’s not my girlfriend!” 

BECK SHAKES HER. 

BECK 
“Let me clarify. You useless lesbian! You’re gifting someone you’re banging but also in love with a whole damn mural?!” 

FOLKS AROUND THEM LOOK AT THE PAIR WITH AMUSEMENT. LACEY FLUSHES IN EMBARASMENT. 
LACEY 
“I – well tell the whole fucking mall, like damn.” 

BECK LAUGHS, LETTING GO OF HER. 

HE PAUSES. 

BECK 
“Wait. You haven’t asked her to be your girlfriend?” 

LACEY OPENS HER MOUTH TO ANSWER, BUT AN EMPLOYEE CAME OVER TO ASSIST BECK. 

EMPLOYEE 
“May I assist you in any purchasing, sir?” 

BECK GAVE THE EMPLOYEE A POKER EXPRESSION. 

BECK 
“Can I look at this one?” 

											FADE OUT 
									         FADE IN 

INT. MALL. NEW SCENE – FOOD COURT. AFTERNOON. 

BECK BOUGHT THE RING. HE’S PLEASED WITH HIS GIFT FOR HIS MOM. BECK ORDERS A BURGER FOR LUNCH AND LACEY GETS CHINESE FOOD. THOUGH, WHAT’S MORE ON BECK’S MIND IS LACEY’S RELATIONSHIP STATUS. 

BECK 
“What’s the deal with you and Rose? I gotta know.” 

LACEY 
“Dude. Seriously? Nothing’s changed since we last spoke. We’ve just been busy planning for the trip.” 

BECK FROWNS. 

BECK 
“I – well, sure. But don’t you want to solidify things?” 

LACEY SIGHS. SHE TAKES A BITE OF HER FOOD, AND SHRUGS. 

LACEY
“I mean yeah. I do. Trust me, I’m crazy for that girl.” 

BECK 
“What’s holding you back?”

BECK PAUSES. 

BECK
“If it’s me, I’m sorry. You know I give you my blessing. I’ll even lay off the teasing.” 

LACEY 
“It’s not you. It’s…” 

LACEY SIGHS. 

LACEY 
“The morning after Rose found out about her mother’s sentence, I had a nightmare. It was of my folks.” 
BECK 
“Shit. Were you okay?” 
LACEY 
“No. After all this time, I never am, when I get those. I felt so weak. Then Rose… Rose was there. She held onto me. That’s why I’m painting her the mural. Because life for me has never been stable, or tangible. Not even work. Not even finding a place to sleep. But my art? Leaving my mark on the world? That’s what I strive to find value in, that’s what I can gift her. I don’t like making promises. I’d rather do the damn thing, instead of guessing when or how I can.” 

BECK SMILES. HE PATS LACEY’S HAND. 

BECK 
“That’s the real question of life, isn’t it? Is it even tangible to begin with? When I believe, like what I do with my work, giving my talents to our community or cooking for shelters, is what fulfils me. We find the things that look like they can be, throw it at the wall, and see if it sticks.” 

LACEY (CHUCKLING TEARFULLY) 
“And what if it comes out like dog-crap?” 

BECK 
“Fuck it. We tried, didn’t we? That’s an art form, too.” 

LACEY 
“I love you, Beck. You’re the best friend I’ve ever had.” 

BECK 
“You’re one tough bitch, Lacey Williams. It’s an honor.” 

LACEY AND BECK ENJOY THE REST OF THEIR LUNCH TOGETHER AS THEY DISCUSS THEIR PLANS FOR CHRISTMAS DAY. 

											FADE OUT   
											FADE IN 

INT. ROSE’S HOME. CHRISTMAS EVE. 

IT IS DECEMBER 24TH 2019, AND THE SMALL FAMILY IS ENJOYING A FIRE-LIT EVENING WATCHING The Polar Express. A CLASSIC WALTZ-FAMILY TRADITION THAT LACEY IS NOW INCLUDED IN. 
EVEN THOUGH LACEY’S ALREADY SEEN THE MOVIE, SHE REMAINS EXCITED, SINCE ITS’ HER FIRST TIME WATCHING IT BEFORE CHRISTMAS WITH ROSE AND LUCY. 
THE HOUR PASSES ON AND LUCY FALLS ASLEEP. LACEY AND ROSE ARE STILL UP, CUDDLING. 

ROSE
“They don’t make movies like this anymore.” 

LACEY 
“No. I’m glad we can show her how good it was, even if all the films now are becoming CGI generated slop.” 

 ROSE 
“But, babe. This movie is CGI motion capture. That’s how they got those wild expressions.” 

LACEY (LAUGHING) 

“I know. It has heart, there’s the difference. It’s cringe, but it’s damn good. When can we show her the live-action Grinch?” 

ROSE 
“Oh my. I think poor Lucy would be afraid of it.” 

LACEY 
“Don’t tell me you were.” 

ROSE 
“I – I wasn’t.” 

LACEY GRINS AT HER. ROSE LOOKS ASHAMED, AND BECK’S ADVICE COMES TO LACEY’S MIND. SHE WANTS TO ASK ROSE TO BE HER GIRLFRIEND, BUT LACEY’S SCARED. SHE HESITATES. FOR WHATEVER REASON, NOW ISN’T THE RIGHT TIME, AS THEY’RE BOTH TIRED. SHE’S BEEN WANTING TO MAKE THINGS OFFICIAL ALL WEEK. 

THEY’VE BEEN BUSY. BETWEEN PACKING FOR THE TRIP, AND PLANNING FOR THE CHRISTMAS DAY PARTY, THEY’VE HAD THEIR HANDS FULL. 

IT NEARLY DROVE LACEY CRAZY, NOT TO MENTION BECK’S PESTERING TEXTS. 

BECK (PHONE TEXT)
“Well? Any news?” 

LACEY (TEXTING) 
“Bro. We’ve just finished the movie.” 

BECK 
“Perfect time for a lean in and a smoochy.” 

ROSE GRINS AT LACEY’S ANNOYANCE, AND LACEY GROANS. 

LACEY 
“It’s Beck. He’s being annoying.” 

ROSE GIGGLES. 
ROSE 
“He means well. He’s excited for us.” 
LACEY 
“Let me tell you. If someone told me at the beginning of fall, that I'd be enjoying a nice evening the night before Christmas, with a girl I met at a bar, I’d laugh at your face.” 

ROSE 
“Oh, come on. You’ve got quite the charisma. I wouldn’t sell yourself short.” 

LACEY 
“It’s all dumb luck, at this point. Not sure how I got someone as wonderful as you.” 

ROSE (BLUSHING) 

“See? You’re doing it again. That’s what I’m talking about.” 

LACEY 
“I’m only like this with you, love.” 

ROSE 
“Then I’m a lucky gal.” 

LACEY CHUCKLES. THEY KISS AND DECIDE TO TAKE LUCY TO BED. IT IS THE NIGHT BEFORE CHRISTMAS. ALL THROUGH ROSE’S HOME, NOTHING WAS STIRRING. NOT EVEN LUCY, OR SOON AFTER, LACEY’S PHONE. 
FADE OUT 
FADE IN 

INT. BECK’S APARTMENT. IT IS DECEMBER 25TH, 2019. 
  
A MONTAGE OF SCENES WITH ROSE, LUCY, AND LACEY PREPARING FOR THE DAY. ROSE COOKED. EVERYONE WAS BRINGING SOMETHING TO THE PARTY. JAMIE AND HER PARTNER WERE IN CHARGE OF DESERT. BECK BROUGHT THE ENTREES. ROSE MADE A GUACAMOLE AND CHIPS DIP. 
LACEY PICKED UP THE DRINKS THAT EVERYONE WANTED FROM THE SUPERMARKET. 
WITHIN THE HOUR, EVERYONE HAD ARRIVED. IT IS A CROWD OF TEN PEOPLE, AND LACEY MADE AN EFFORT TO GET TO KNOW JAMIE’S FRIENDS. 
THEY WERE ALL HAPPY TO BE INVITED.    						
ONE OF JAMIE’S FRIENDS, A YOUNG LADY WITH GREEN HAIR AND GREEN EYES, TOOK INTEREST IN BECK. SHE HAD A SWEET LILLY TATTOO, AND LACEY HAD AN ONGOING BET WITH ROSE TO SEE WHO WOULD ASK OUT THE OTHER FIRST. 
FINALLY, THE FOOD IS READY TO BE SERVED. BECK LOOKS AT THE CROWD OF FRIENDS AND SMILES.
BECK 
“First of all, thanks for being here. I really appreciate you all deciding to come to the party, especially with all your different schedules and lives. All of you mean the world to me. And it’s... quite funny how some of you, I'm not naming any names.” 
THE GROUP LAUGHS AND LOOKS TO LACEY AND ROSE. LACEY SHRUGS, AND ROSE BLUSHES. 
BECK 
“Found each other through me. Two people of two different lives, and they’re making it work. And I’d be... I’d be nowhere, not the person I’d be today, without them. So. Uh,"	
LACEY COOES AT BECK, ONCE SHE SEES HE’S GETTING EMOTIONAL. 
BECK 
“TO LACEY AND ROSE. YOU TWO DESERVE EACH OTHER, AND I HOPE YOU FIND HAPPINESS. ESPECIALLY AFTER WHAT WE ALL WENT THROUGH THIS YEAR. I CAN’T IMAGINE ANYONE ELSE WHO NEEDS THAT VACATION YOU’RE PLANNING MORE THAN YOU TWO.” 

THE GROUP CHEERS AND RAISE THEIR GLASSES. 
ROSE (TEARFULLY) 
“You’re the best, Beck.” 
BECK 
“Right. Anyway. Enough mushy stuff. Dig in!” 
THERE WILL BE TIME FOR LACEY TO PRIVATELY THANK BECK FOR HIS KIND WORDS. THERE WILL BE TIME FOR LACEY TO SHOW ROSE HER MURAL. AND THERE WILL BE TIME FOR LACEY AND ROSE TO SHARE A QUIET, PRIVATE MOMENT ON THEIR VACATION. 
FOR NOW, BOTH WOMEN ENJOYED CHRISTMAS LUNCH WITH THEIR FRIENDS. LAUGHTER AND CHATTER FILLED THE AIR AROUND THEM.  
THEN, TO LACEY’S SURPRISE, LUCY HANGS A MISTLETOE ABOVE HER MOTHERS’ HEADS. 
LACEY LAUGHS. SHE PULLS ROSE IN FOR A PASSIONATE KISS. 
LUCY 
“Do it, mama. Ask her!” 
SO, BOLDLY, LACEY ASKS ROSE TO BE HER GIRLFRIEND. 
FADE OUT 
THE END 
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