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FADE IN:

INT.  UPSTATE NEW YORK. AN ARTIST'S LOFT APARTMENT, LATE 
AFTERNOON.

WE HEAR the sound of soft jazz music in the background.

HOLLY LORRY, is in her early forties, and attractive in a 
very natural way, wears no makeup and her long, straight hair 
is shiny and healthy-looking.

She sits down, cross-legged on the floor, pours some wine 
into a wine-glass and studies a painting leaning against a 
sofa.

As she sips the wine and sways slightly to the music, she 
appears at peace with herself and her surroundings.

She puts down her wine and picks up several pieces of colored 
chalk.  

Kneeling down over a large sketch pad, she begins to lay out 
her next work.   

Her calm demeanor is broken as she hears footsteps, but 
continues working.  

The door opens and DAVID WOODWARD enters.  

He is in his late thirties, lean and good-looking, and wears 
jeans and a black quilted vest.  

He goes to the refrigerator, takes out a beer, pops the top 
and takes a long pull.  

Holly continues sketching.

HOLLY
You promised to cut back on your 
drinking.  

DAVID
Why the Hell should you care?  I 
don't live here anymore, remember?

Holly stands, picks up a cloth and cleans her hands as she 
studies the painting.  

David walks up behind her and appraises her work.  

His face registers annoyance and jealousy.



HOLLY
I'm running late, so why don't you 
just get the rest of your stuff and 
leave. 

Holly begins to gather up personal items and clothing from 
around the apartment, then dresses in warm outer wear.  

David goes to a closet and removes some clothing, then picks 
up a folded easel and slowly heads for the door.

DAVID
It's a shame letting it end like 
this.  We had a good thing going.

HOLLY
For a while.

He looks at her and she glares back.

HOLLY (CONT'D)
What I wanted was to share my soul 
with a kindred spirit. But you're a 
user, David. Nothing more.

DAVID
I supported your work right from 
the start and gave you all the 
attention you needed.  I even found 
you an agent, damnit!

HOLLY
You did.  But it wasn't out of 
love. You just wanted someone to 
adore you treat you like a god.  It 
was always about you. I don't need 
a Svengali.

She picks up a large portfolio, opens the door and gestures 
for David to exit.  

He marches out, almost knocking her over, and clumps down the 
stairs.  

She exits, slams the door and locks it.  

EXT.  HOLLY'S BUILDING 

Snow covers the streets. 

Holly exits the building by a side door.  
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It is a small, wooden building, with a boarded-up store on 
the ground floor with its own entrance.  

STORE FOR RENT signs are on the windows. 

Holly stomps to an old van, opens it and puts the portfolio 
in the back.  

She opens the passenger door, slides in and starts the 
engine.  

It rumbles reluctantly as it warms up. 

David puts his clothing and easel in a new sports car parked 
next to the van.  

MAGGIE FLYNN is walking alongside the road.  

Curious, she slows, watches and listens to them as she passes 
by.  

In her late eighties, she is bundled up in no-nonsense 
clothing: a green army parka, red flannel hunting cap with 
the ear-flaps down, and furry mukluks.  

In one hand she carries a canvas bag, and, in the other, a 
hand-carved, teak walking cane which she uses with such 
lightness that it appears more of an affectation than a 
necessity

David yells above the van's sputtering engine.

DAVID
You'll never make it, y'know!  
You're talented, but weak. 
Without someone to guide you and 
give you strength, you'll never 
last long enough to make it to the 
finish line.

(angrily)
Without me, you're nothing!

Holly slams her foot on the gas and the engine roars, then 
she leaps out of the van. 

HOLLY
What a pompous ass you are! Why 
don't you take some of that energy 
and pour it back into your own 
paintings!  Then, maybe, just 
maybe, you'll be good enough to get 
yourself an agent, too! Now, get 
the Hell outta' here!
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David opens the passenger door of his car.  

Maggie chuckles as she continues up the road.

HOLLY (CONT'D)
(yelling)

And give me back my keys!

He fishes into his pocket, pulls out a ring of keys and hurls 
them at her, obviously intending to hit her.  

She side-steps and catches them.  

Leaping into her van, she slams the door, guns the engine 
and, with snow flying out from her wheels, drives out onto 
the road and up the street. 

David slams his fist on the hood of his car.

DAVID
Bitch! 

As Holly's van passes Maggie on the side of the street, 
Maggie smiles.

MAGGIE
Atta girl. 

INT.  HOLLY'S VAN

Holly is singing to The Rolling Stones' 'SATISFACTION' 
playing on the radio as her car travels down the highway.  

Through the windshield she sees the sign for the New York 
State Thruway South to New York City.  

She takes the road to New York City.

EXT.  ROAD

Maggie walks along the side of a rural road, appearing to 
enjoy the snow.  

Her canvas tote bag is filled with groceries, but carries it 
without a struggle.  

Suddenly a deer comes crashing out of the woods and runs 
toward the road.  

A moment later, a huge dog runs out of the woods in pursuit 
of the deer.  

As the deer passes close to Maggie, their eyes meet for a 
moment.  
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Angry, Maggie leaps into action.  

She drops her tote bag and, struggling to maintain her 
footing in the snow, she quickly maneuvers in front of the 
dog, and swings the cane threateningly in the air.  

The dog attempts to go around her but, instead, slides into 
her legs.  

The two land on the ground as Maggie cries out in pain.  

A Hunter exits the woods, spots Maggie sprawled in the snow 
with the dog standing over her and runs to her.

MAGGIE'S P.O.V. - THE DEER VANISHES INTO THE WOODS ON THE 
OPPOSITE SIDE OF THE ROAD.

Her cheeks streaked with tears of pain, she smiles, then 
passes out. 

EXT.  PARKING LOT/NEW YORK  -  EVENING

CLOSE ON SEVERAL PLASTIC REINDEER PULLING A SANTA IN A 
SLEIGH.  

Beneath the Christmas decoration is a price sign for an 
outdoor parking lot.  

The weather is overcast and dreary and the fresh snow is 
already tinged in black as Holly pulls her van into a space 
in the lot. 

EXT.  STREETS/GREENWICH VILLAGE 

Blinking Christmas lights in several storefront windows 
highlight Holly as she walks along the sidewalk, pulling a 
wheelie with two narrow wooden crates strapped to it and her 
small portfolio tucked under her arm.  

She stops in front of an ornate door over which is a sign: 
THE SCOTT-EVAN GALLERY.  

She rings the bell and waits. 

CHRISTINE SCOTT, a woman in her early 50's; blond hair pulled 
severely back in a bun; handsome, with bright eyes and thin 
lips, opens the door.  

She is dressed in a gray cashmere sweater with gold knot 
buttons, a pair of black slacks and sensible black pumps.  

She gives Holly a short smile and opens the door wider.
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HOLLY
Good to see you again, Christine.

CHRISTINE
Dreadful weather to drive all the 
way from...Anyway, come in.

Holly enters.

INT.  SCOTT EVAN GALLERY

Christine closes and locks the door. 

CHRISTINE (CONT’D)
(calling out)

Andrew!  Please come here!

ANDREW, in his early twenties and dressed in a T-shirt, 
jeans, ponytail and numerous earrings, comes up to them.

CHRISTINE (CONT'D)
Please easel Ms. Lorry's art in the 
upstairs gallery.

Andrew takes the wheelie from Holly and begins to un-strap 
the crates as Christine, taking Holly's arm, steers her 
through the gallery.

CHRISTINE (CONT'D)
Now that you're here, you've got to 
stay for a while.So, how's that 
handsome artist friend of yours 
doing?  Working hard on his 
painting, I hope.

They enter a small, but luxurious, sitting room.

INT.  SCOTT EVAN GALLERY/SITTING ROOM

Looking intimidated by the surroundings, Holly takes off her 
coat.

HOLLY
David's as handsome as ever but not 
improving one bit. His paintings, I 
mean. Actually, not in any other 
way. We broke up. It just wasn't 
working for me.    

Christine pours two cups of coffee and puts them on a silver 
service, with milk, sugar cubes and small danish.
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CHRISTINE
Well, I'm sure it's for the best.  
Difficult relationships can be so 
draining on creativity, don't you 
think? 

She puts the tray on a small period table in front of an 
Eighteenth century, tapestry-covered love seat, then motions 
for Holly to sit beside her.

CHRISTINE (CONT'D)
So, what else have you been up to 
lately?  Besides painting, I mean. 

HOLLY
Ah, shucks, Christine.  Just plowed 
the back forty, slopped the hogs 
and slaughtered a chicken fer 
dinner. And you?

CHRISTINE
You know, Holly, you're not helping 
your career with this wilderness 
retreat thing.

HOLLY
That's all I can afford, Christine. 
Besides, the town's becoming a sort 
of artists' colony.  There are 
quite a few...

CHRISTINE
(interrupting)

Dear, when the tourists start 
causing traffic jams all the way 
back to the highway, then you've 
got yourself an artists colony.  
Until then...

Christine shrugs.  

Holly sits down on the love seat, opens the portfolio and 
places several transparencies on the coffee table.  

HOLLY
Transparencies of some of the new 
work.

CHRISTINE
I'll look them over very carefully.  

HOLLY
So where are the proceeds of High 
Mesa?
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Christine takes a check out of her sweater pocket and hands 
it to her.  

She studies the check.

HOLLY (CONT'D)
Two thousand?  But it sold for over 
four!

CHRISTINE
Yes, but my expenses for the 
cocktail party, commission...

She opens her hands and shrugs.  

Fuming, Holly puts her coffee cup on its saucer with a sharp 
'clank'.

CHRISTINE (CONT'D)
Dear, when your art fetches a 
higher price...

HOLLY
(interrupting 
sarcastically)

Then you'll make even more!

CHRISTINE
(very calm and soft)

Be assured that you'll be making 
enough to live quite comfortably.  
And I won't have to work quite so 
hard on your behalf.  We'll both 
benefit.  

HOLLY
I've been critically acclaimed by 
everyone, from McClean in the 
Times, to Adaminsky at MOMA.  What 
else is left?

Christine gently puts a hand on her shoulder. 

CHRISTINE
It's political, Holly.  As I told 
you before, you have to spend more 
time in the city. You can make use 
of my loft whenever you want.  
Mingle with my friends, my clients.  
Make yourself available.
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HOLLY
(groaning)

I can't work in the city, 
Christine!  I need breathing room!  
I need my space!

Christine walks up behind her and gently rubs her shoulders.

CHRISTINE
Well, there's always my house in 
Southampton.  Right on the ocean.  
Lot's of space to be alone.  
Please, Holly, consider it.

Christine leans over Holly, their faces now inches apart.  
Holly's eyes begin to tear.

HOLLY
I've been working so hard.  Twenty 
years to get to this point, and now 
it's still not enough.

Christine brushes several strands of hair back from Holly's 
face. 

CHRISTINE
Trust me, dear.  Stay with me.  
Stay with me and I'll guide you 
and...

Andrew enters abruptly.

ANDREW
(interrupting)

All set up, Ms. Scott.

Christine glares at Andrew, who quickly turns and departs.  
Holly leaps to her feet and picks up her coat.

HOLLY
I've got to get going!  Can't stand 
driving at late at night  
Thanks so much for your advice, 
Christine.  And the check.

Holly heads for the door.

CHRISTINE
I'll be waiting for your decision. 

Holly stops at the door, hesitating for a moment, then exits.
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Christine looks annoyed for a moment, then, smiling, she goes 
to her desk, sits down and picks up the phone and begins to 
dial.   

INT.  HOLLY'S LOFT  -  NEXT NIGHT 

We HEAR a radio talk show on in the b.g. as Holly stands 
before a work bench where she is transferring dark blues and 
greens to a palate, occasionally diluting some of the paint 
with turpentine.  

With brush and palate in hand, she goes over to a virgin 
sheet of paper lying on the floor and studies it for a 
moment.  

Then, kneeling down on the floor and with a frenetic burst of 
energy, she starts to stroke flat broad slashes across the 
piece.  

After a few moments, she stops to rummage through a box, 
pulling out sprays of dried flowers which she tears into 
pieces, placing them here and there in the drying paint.  

Going to another box, she returns with opalescent stones 
which she sprinkles in a blacked-out corner.  Going to the 
workbench, she picks up an orange/red brick and chips off 
several pieces.  

The phone rings and Holly looks at the phone and sees a 
number she knows.

HOLLY
Joyce? What’s the matter? Oh, 
that’s awful. Yes I know I’m the 
only B negative around, but..Sure, 
I’ll be right there.

INT. SULLIVAN COUNTY HOSPITAL, MONTICELLO, N.Y. SOON AFTER.

DR. JOYCE MANDELL, a very prim and proper looking woman, is 
pulling the first of three tubes of blood from Holly's left 
arm.

HOLLY
But why me Joyce?

JOYCE
Because her blood is B negative, a 
very rare type, and I happen to 
remember after the last blood drive 
that you were B negative also.
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HOLLY
No problem with my…um, my…

JOYCE
No, and don’t go there. You were a 
terrific, I mean, are a terrific 
artist. 

Holly lies back and closes her eyes.

INT.  BAR  --  NIGHT, SOON AFTER

Holly is sitting on a stool in the dark and dingy bar.  
Several locals are playing pool at the table in the back of 
the room and a few of the tables are filled with patrons.  
JOHNNY, the bartender, calls out to her as he fills a beer 
mug from the tap.  

He is a little bit tipsy.  A country western, cowgirl's 
lament plays in the background

JOHNNY
Haven't seen you'n David here in 
ages.  How're you comin' along with 
your art?  

HOLLY
Mensa-mens.  Sell a piece here and 
there so I can keep one step ahead 
of the bill collectors.

Johnny brings her a beer, then looks back at a painting 
hanging on the wall behind the bar.

JOHNNY
Damnation!  Sure do love that 
painting!   

A Man sits down at the end of the bar and Johnny goes to him.  
Holly toasts the picture, then begins to drink when we 
suddenly HEAR a fire horn go off in the background. 

Several Men go running out of the bar.  

Others move to the front window as the fire horn repeats over 
and over.  

Then we HEAR the sound of sirens as flashing red lights bathe 
the room in waves of noise and color.  

Several Police cars race past the bar. 
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Johnny flips on a scanner behind the bar.

VOICE #1 (V.O.)
What's the status.

VOICE #2 (V.O.)
Building's totally engulfed.

Holly puts down her glass and, sliding off the stool, begins 
walking toward the window as a fire truck, its siren 
screeching, races past, followed by several cars.  

VOICE #1 (V.O.)
Roger.  Any occupants?

VOICE #2 (V.O.)
Ms. Lorry's vehicle is not in the 
driveway.  She must be away. 

Holly lets out a gasp as several patrons turn to stare at 
her.  

She races out of the bar.

EXT.  STREET, SOON AFTER 

As her van rounds a curve in the street, Holly sees her 
building totally engulfed in flames and surrounded by Firemen 
with hoses.  

She pulls up near the fire trucks and gets out of the van.  

In a dazed walk, she starts toward the house.  

A POLICEMAN grabs her arm. 

POLICEMAN
Whoa!  You live here, Miss?  

HOLLY
Yes!  Oh, God, yes!  
Oh, God!  My work!  My paintings!  

She slumps to the ground, crying.

POLICEMAN
You're lucky you weren't home.
That old wood ain't nothin' but 
kindling.
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INT. DAVID’S CAR, SAME TIME

David is sitting in his car down the road, watching Holly, 
silhouetted by the fire, as the building completely 
collapses, sending embers high into the sky.  

His face registers no emotion.  

EXT.  BAR  --  EARLY MORNING

The street is practically empty as a black Mercedes travels 
slowly down the main street.  

It pulls over and parks in front of the bar.  

Andrew gets out of driver's side of the car, goes to the rear 
door, opens it and Christine steps out.  

With a look of disdain, she studies the rambling stores up 
and down the street. 

CHRISTINE
(under her breath)

Shitty little hole-in-the-wall.

Christine strides to the bar entrance, yanks open the door 
and enters.  

Andrew watches Christine vanish inside as he shakes his head 
in disgust.  

Then, obviously enjoying himself, he takes a deep breath as 
he looks around. 

INT.  BAR, SOON AFTER

CLOSE ON HOLLY, ASLEEP ON A BENCH AGAINST THE WALL.  

She is wrapped in an old blanket pulled up over her head.  

Christine stands at the door, scrutinizing the surroundings.  
Johnny quickly goes up to her.

JOHNNY

Excuse me, but it's kinda early, isn't it.

CHRISTINE
Where is she?

JOHNNY
She? Who're you?   
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Christine reaches in a pocket and shoves a business card in 
Johnny's hand, then walks further into the room, looking 
around.

CHRISTINE
Don't waste my time.  I know Ms. 
Lorry's here.

Intimidated, Johnny points toward the back of the room.  
Christine heads for Holly.

JOHNNY
Had a little too much to drink.
Got no place to go.

CHRISTINE
She does now.

Christine stands over Holly for a moment and her expression 
softens. 

She slowly picks up the end of the blanket, revealing Holly, 
who moans and attempts to grab the blanket back.

CHRISTINE (CONT'D)
Holly?

Holly groans and turns over.

CHRISTINE (CONT'D)
Holly, honey? 

Holly opens her eyes, then uses a hand to shield them from 
the light as she stares up at Christine.

HOLLY
(hoarsely)

Christine?  

CHRISTINE
I've come to get you out of this 
dump.

Holly slowly sits up. 

HOLLY
But my loft, my art, all gone.
How did you...? 

CHRISTINE
When you've got as many 
acquaintances as I have, nothing 
stays secret for very long.
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Holly struggles to untangle herself from the blanket and 
stand up.  

Christine helps her stand.

CHRISTINE (CONT'D)
It's very important... 

HOLLY
(interrupting)

Didn't you hear me?  All my work is 
gone!

CHRISTINE
As I was going to say, it's 
important that you get yourself 
back on track as soon as possible.  
Nothing gets one through a crisis 
like activity.

Christine supports Holly as they slowly walk to the door.  

CHRISTINE (CONT'D)
There's plenty of room for you at 
my place.  Everything that you'll 
need. Besides, I've got a copy of 
your chromes.  You can reconstruct 
your work from those.

They stop at the door.  

Christine turns Holly to face her.

CHRISTINE (CONT'D)
It's going to be just fine, Holly, 
trust me.  You'll see.

Holly stares at her for a minute, then looks back at Johnny 
who smiles and gives her a 'thumbs up'.  

Holly smiles at him, then back at Christine and they exit. 

DISSOLVE TO: 

INT.  OCEANFRONT COUNTRY CLUB/DINING ROOM  --  NEW YEARS EVE.

At a corner table in the crowded room, Holly and Christine 
are sing the last strains of 'Auld Lang Syne' then raise 
their champagne flutes to toast the New Year.
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CHRISTINE (CONT’D)
It was a glorious week, Holly.  A 
fitting end to a unhappy year for 
you. Here's to the best year of our 
lives.

HOLLY
You've been my savior, Chrissy.  
After the fire, you gave me hope to 
go on. Thank you.  And Happy New 
Year.

They kiss and Christine hugs Holly.  

Two blue-haired society matrons look on disapprovingly.  

Christine puts her arm through Holly's and they walk out onto 
the glass-enclosed porch that overlooks the beach.

INT.  OCEANFRONT COUNTRY CLUB/SITTING ROOM SOON AFTER

Holly enters the small room and sits on a sofa in front of a 
roaring fire.  

GABRIELLE SAVON, a pretty and rather prim woman, about ten 
years older than Holly, enters the room and walks up to Holly 
with two flutes of champagne in her hands.  

Her evening gown is almost a replica of Holly's.  

Gabrielle offers a glass to Holly who, hesitating a moment, 
accepts it.

HOLLY (CONT’D)
Thank you.  But I don't think we've 
met.

GABRIELLE
Gabrielle Savon.
You're Holly Lorry.

Holly looks surprised as Gabrielle sits in a chair across 
from her. 

GABRIELLE (CONT'D)
I've seen your work at Christine's 
gallery.  You're good, real good.  
I'm the one you're replacing.

Holly starts to speak, but Gabrielle holds up her hand.
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GABRIELLE (CONT'D)
No, please.  It was time for me to 
move on. And Christine, well, a 
year at the most.

HOLLY
What are you saying?

GABRIELLE
A word to the wise.  If you're a 
user, use fast.  She bores easily.  
If not, go back to the country and 
keep paying your dues.  Short cuts 
inevitably have strings and ones 
that bind.

HOLLY
That sounds like sour grapes.  
Am I missing something?

Gabrielle stands up. 

GABRIELLE
Before you cash the check, ask her 
about Consuelo Garcia.

HOLLY
The sculptress from Chile who 
killed herself?  What did Christine 
have to do with that?

GABRIELLE
Nothing quite as sinister as all 
that.  It's just that any of us 
taken out of our element and put 
into Christine's world...

Gabrielle shrugs.

GABRIELLE (CONT'D)
Happy New Year, Holly Lorry.  Look 
me up at the Sky Gallery in Taos.
And good luck.  

Gabrielle toasts Holly, finishes her champagne, puts the 
glass down and exits.  

Holly stares into the fire.
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INT. CHRISTINE'S HOUSE/HOLLY'S ROOM -- AFTERNOON

Holly enters, tosses her overnight bag on the bed, then sees 
a winter-white jump suit hanging on the closet door, a note 
affixed to it. 

She walks to the outfit, takes it off the door and holds it 
by the hanger, studying the note to which is stapled a 
business card. 

She yanks off the card and studies it.

CLOSE ON THE BUSINESS CARD, WHICH READS: ARTIFACTS 
GALLERY,SOUTH MICHIGAN AVENUE, CHICAGO, ILLINOIS. DIEDRE 
MONTAGUE.

HOLLY (O.S.)
(reading)

Artifacts, Chicago. Mmmm. Nice.

Holly takes off the card down, then reads the note.

CLOSE ON THE NOTE WHICH READS: Very important! Diedre 
Montague - Rich, beautiful and very influential! Loves winter 
white. Be very, very nice! Cocktails at six. Christine.

She takes the plastic cover off the jump suit and studies the 
very low, scooped neckline. 

She throws it on the bed and starts changing out of her denim 
shorts and sweatshirt.

INT. CHRISTINE'S HOUSE/HOLLY'S BEDROOM --EVENING

Holly comes out of the bathroom, combing her wet hair, a 
towel wrapped around her. 

She looks at the jump suit on the bed, then puts on a CD and 
goes to the closet. 

She takes out a black miniskirt, black camisole top, black 
heels and smiles at herself in the closet door mirror. 

Dropping her towel, she slips into the miniskirt and heels, 
then goes into the bathroom.

INT. CHRISTINE'S HOUSE/HOLLY'S BATHROOM

She blows her hair straight, letting it fall past her 
shoulders. 
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She slides a tortoise shell pin into her hair, pushing it up 
and away from her face on one side. 

She puts on a hint of blush, red lips and a dab of perfume 
behind her ears, throat and under her breasts, then stops and 
admires herself in the mirror.

INT. CHRISTINE'S HOUSE/HOLLY'S ROOM

Holly comes out of the bathroom and goes to the window. 

She opens it wide and stands in the cold blast of air.

EXT. CHRISTINE'S HOUSE/DRIVEWAY

A limousine has just stopped at the foot of the stairway 
leading to the elaborate entrance doors. 

The chauffeur opens the back door and DIEDRE MONTAGUE steps 
out. 

She is in her late forties, tall, slender and very elegant. 

As she looks up at the entrance, her gaze wanders to the 
second-floor, open window in which Holly is standing, naked 
and silhouetted by the room light. 

Holly vanishes back into the room. 

Taking a deep breath, Diedre quickly enters.

INT. CHRISTINE'S HOUSE/HOLLY'S ROOM 

Holly puts on the camisole top, then leaves.

INT. CHRISTINE'S HOUSE/LIVING ROOM

Holly walks slowly down the central staircase. 

All the guests' heads turn. Christine glowers and Diedre 
melts. 

NEIL LAMONT, a handsome man in his fifty’s, with dirty blond 
hair, mustache and wearing a three-piece, pin-striped suit, 
does a double-take. 

He walks up to Holly, offers his hand, then escorts her into 
the living room.
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HOLLY
Neil, what a pleasant surprise.
How is Boston?

NEIL
Holly, you look, I mean, I just 
love your latest work. Please, let 
me introduce you to some of my 
friends.

He squires Holly around to several groups as Christine and 
Diedre mingle on their own, their eyes following Holly.

DIEDRE
I thought she understood.

CHRISTINE
Oh, you know these artists.
She's just in a black, New York 
mood.

DIEDRE
But, darling, when I committed to 
five of her pieces...

She glances back at Holly.

DIEDRE (CONT'D)
...I thought we agreed.

CHRISTINE
The night is young. She’s just 
playing hard to get. Excuse me. 

Christine orchestrates the hors d’oeuvre’s and wine. 

Finally getting Holly’s arm, she guides her to the bar. 

She smiles through gritted teeth.

CHRISTINE (CONT’D)
What do you think you’re doing? 

Holly smiles broadly at Christine.

HOLLY
Whatever do you mean? I’m just 
doing what you taught me, mingling.

CHRISTINE
Would you please pay more attention 
to Diedre. And where is the outfit 
I bought you?
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HOLLY
Oh, I think black becomes me, don’t 
you?

She winks at Neil and wiggles away, her miniskirt swaying. 

Most of the men, and a few of the women, watch her as she 
goes to the bar for a drink.

INT. CHRISTINE'S HOUSE/DINING ROOM

Holly enters as almost all the guests have taken seats at the 
table. 

She ignores the empty chair between Christine and Diedre and 
sits between Neil and a gray-haired, African-American man in 
his early thirties, wearing a black turtleneck, black pants, 
black jacket and a gold hoop in his left ear. 

Waiters begin to serve dinner. 

Holly attempts to eat but is constantly interrupted by 
numerous guests around the table who start up a conversation 
with her, many of whom hand her business cards. 

Christine is furious and Diedre is crushed.

INT. CHRISTINE'S HOUSE/LIVING ROOM --A SHORT TIME LATER 

The Guests slowly drift back into the room as a bartender 
pours brandy. 

Holly enters as Diedre catches up to her and touches her arm.

DIEDRE
I'm, I’m sorry we haven’t had time 
to chat.

Holly touches her hand.

HOLLY
Oh, Diedre, please forgive me. 
Christine told me to make sure I 
mingled with everyone.
How I hate that, but... 

She smiles and kisses Diedre on the cheek, with no real 
feeling. 

She pulls away quickly. 
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Diedre hides her disappointment.

HOLLY (CONT'D)
How do you like my new works?

DIEDRE
Didn’t Christine tell you?
I bought Ochre 1 and Plateau.
And I have options on three more.

HOLLY
Really? That's very kind of you.

DIEDRE
I think your art is very special, 
Holly. It's not only filled with 
depth and beauty, but also 
expresses uncompromising honesty, 
as though you refuse to turn away, 
regardless of the subject. There's 
something very attractive about 
that in you.

HOLLY
(pleasantly surprised)

You get it, don't you?

Diedre takes a step closer to Holly.

DIEDRE
At the very least I'd like to try.

They make eye contact and this time Holly steps closer to 
Diedre.

HOLLY
I’d like that. Maybe I should make 
plans for us to meet in Chicago.
You know, just the two of us? 

She quickly hugs Diedre, letting her breasts brush against 
her, then leans up close as she kisses Diedre's cheek again, 
this time tentatively letting her lips linger. 

She glances around and sees Neil making his way toward her. 
She breaks contact and smiles.

HOLLY (CONT'D)
I'll call you.
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NEIL
Holly, darling!

She turns, holding her hands out to Neil. 

Holly walks away, leaving Diedre smiling.

INT. CHRISTINE'S HOUSE/HOLLY'S BEDROOM --NIGHT

Wearing an oversized T-shirt, Holly is sitting on the bed 
talking on the phone. 

Christine bursts in, her hair wild, a drink in her hand and 
obviously drunk.

CHRISTINE
What the Hell do you think you're 
doing! After all I’ve done for you, 
you ungrateful bitch!

HOLLY
(into the phone)

Later.

As Holly hangs up the phone, Christine slams her glass on a 
table, then turns her back on Holly as she leans on the 
table, stabilizing her balance. 

Holly rises and goes to her, putting her arms around her.

HOLLY (CONT’D)
But, Chrissy, I thought I was 
helping us sell my art. Like you 
said. Be nice.

CHRISTINE
Not to everyone, you asshole.
To Diedre!

Christine staggers to the door.

Holly attempts to support her, but she pulls away and exits. 

Holly closes the door, then leans back against it, a smile on 
her lips.

INT. CHRISTINE'S HOUSE/KITCHEN --THE NEXT MORNING

Holly appears to be in deep concentration as she leans 
against the counter, studying the coffee as it brews. 
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She is dressed in jeans, work boots and a long denim shirt, 
and her hair is casually pinned up. 

Christine, obviously hung over, enters. 

She is dressed in a housecoat and slippers, her hair is 
pulled back in a pony-tail and she has no makeup on. 

She sees Holly, groans and slumps into a chair at a table.

CHRISTINE
Tell me the coffee’s ready, please! 

Holly pours two cups of coffee and brings one to Christine.

HOLLY
Good morning, Chrissy. Sleep well? 

Christine takes the cup in both hands and sips, then sets it 
down on the table.

CHRISTINE
I know I behaved badly last night. 
I swear I’ll never do grass and 
Scotch together again. And I'll 
never speak to you the way I did. 
I’m, I’m sorry. Can you forgive 
this old fool? 

Holly sits down across from her. 

Holly stands up, walks around the kitchen, then pulls a 
folded envelope out of her shirt pocket and tosses it onto 
the table.

HOLLY
A check's in there. What you 
advanced me minus the sale of Ochre 
1 and Plateau. I've included your 
commissions and an extra thousand 
for your troubles.

CHRISTINE
You’re making a big mistake.

HOLLY
This isn’t my kind of life, 
Christine. You take care of all the 
partying. I'm going back to where I 
belong. Thanks to you, I have a new 
space to work from that’s more me.

Christine gets up, goes over to Holly, and starts to hug her, 
but Holly backs away and leaves. 
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Christine takes a long swig of coffee, picks up the phone, 
dials and waits.

CHRISTINE
Rona, darling, I just knew you were 
an early riser. How’s the sequel to 
Iron Mistress One coming along? 
Yes, I know space is important.

(pause)
Look, I’m putting in a large 
studio. It’ll be stunning. Great 
light.

EXT. CHRISTINE'S HOUSE/FRONT ENTRANCE 

Holly leaves, carrying a suitcase. 

She walks down the steps to her van, which is loaded down 
with boxes both inside and tied to the luggage rack.

CHRISTINE (V.O.)
Oh, really? Well, I’d love to chat 
with you about working out here for 
the Winter. Tell you what, let’s 
discuss it over lunch.

INT. HOLLY'S LOFT, NIGHT, PRESENT.

We HEAR a radio talk show on in the background as Holly 
stands before a work bench, a half finished piece sits there. 

Looking anxious, Holly nervously picks up a tin of paint and 
opens the lid. 

Taking a wooden stirrer in her shaking hands she attempts to 
mix the paint, but it splashes out on her hand. 

Shaking her head, she steadies the stirrer with her other 
hand, finally calming into a smooth stir. 

Taking a rag and wiping the paint off of her hand, she takes 
a deep breath and picks up a paint brush, turns and faces the 
painting. 

She makes a decisive stroke, as we HEAR the phone ring. 
Annoyed, she puts down the brush, goes to the phone, and 
picks up the receiver.

HOLLY
(on phone)

Yes? Joyce, I was just..
Again? OK I’ll be there.
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She slams down the receiver, picks up her coat, keys and a 
wallet, then storms toward the door.

HOLLY (CONT'D)
(annoyed)

Just when I felt something! 

She exits, slamming the door behind her.

CLOSE ON THE PAINTING AS THE PAINT DRIPS DOWN.

INT. HOSPITAL/ROOM, A SHORT TIME LATER.

Joyce is drawing blood…again. Holly is lying on a bed.

HOLLY
So, who am I saving again?

JOYCE
Name's Maggie Flynn.

Holly hesitates for a moment.

JOYCE (CONT'D)
Sound familiar?

HOLLY
A little. Can't put a face to it, 
though.

Joyce continues taking her blood.

JOYCE
Since you saved her life, you 
should know that she's been a bit 
of a recluse for the past few 
years. Friendly, if she takes a 
liking to you. 

Joyce pulls the catheter out, then swabs and bandages Holly's 
arm. 

She finishes and places the tubes aside.

JOYCE (CONT'D)
She was born in Boston in 1894. 
Graduated from Radcliffe with 
honors. Went on to Oxford, studying 
philosophy and, I believe, ancient 
languages. Was a suffragette while 
taking her second Ph.D. at Vassar. 
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Holly is fascinated.

JOYCE (CONT'D)
Went on to become President of 
Vassar, then retired at fifty-five. 
Guess she figured it was time for a 
personal life. Married at fifty-
seven, then settled here.

HOLLY
Better late then never I suppose.

JOYCE
Sean, her husband, died about five 
years ago after almost forty years 
of marriage. She doesn't get around 
too much anymore, but misses very 
little when she does.

HOLLY
You're certainly up on your 
history.

JOYCE
She's one of the more interesting 
people around here.

HOLLY
What are her chances?

JOYCE
Before your blood, not good. Now, 
fifty-fifty.

HOLLY
Maybe I'll stop by and visit her. 
After all, we're gonna’ be blood 
relatives

JOYCE
Tomorrow night would be better.
But mind you, she doesn't take to 
everyone.

Holly gets up gingerly, sipping her orange juice.

HOLLY
Neither do I. 

Holly winks at Joyce and Joyce chuckles.
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EXT. HOSPITAL/PARKING LOT --THE NEXT DAY

Holly's van is now in a full parking lot.

INT. HOSPITAL/HALLWAY

Holly and Joyce walk down the hall. 

Holly is carrying a small bunch of wild flowers in a vase.

JOYCE
Besides the fracture, her hip is 
shattered. She’ll probably never 
walk unassisted again.

HOLLY
Does she have help at home? A 
nurse?

JOYCE
She’s never needed one before. And 
I honestly think she'd die if she 
had to go into a home.

INT. HOSPITAL/ROOM

Maggie sleeps peacefully as monitors click and beep. 

Her broken left leg is raised in traction and her face is 
scraped and bruised. 

Holly enters, appearing tired with dark circles under her 
eyes. 

She puts the vase on the table next to the bed and sits down 
in a chair. 

She watches Maggie for a short time, then her eyes begin to 
close.

INT. HOSPITAL/ROOM

Emitting a little gasp, Maggie wakes with a start and lifts 
her head, looking around in confusion.

A moment later, she settles down as she recognizes her 
surroundings. 

She sees the sleeping Holly and watches her for a moment. 

Holly stirs slightly.
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MAGGIE
(softly)

Holly? Holly Lorry?

Holly awakens with a start.

HOLLY
Yes! Oh, hello! You're awake.

How did you know my name?

MAGGIE
Made it a point when I found out 
someone else's blood was racing 
around inside of me. Sorta’ makes 
us family, doesn’t it? 

Holly laughs softly.

HOLLY
I guess it does sorta’.

MAGGIE
I recognize your face. Now I've got 
a name to go with it.

Holly studies Maggie for a moment.

HOLLY
I'm sorry, but I don't think I 
remember seeing you around before 
your accident.

MAGGIE
Oh, don't fret. People seldom 
notice a person my age. Attention's 
for the young and pretty. Just as 
it should be. But I just can't help 
wonder if the new blood zapped me 
with some of that artistic talent 
of yours! Damn, I can't even draw a 
straight line! 

Holly looks puzzled.

MAGGIE (CONT’D)
I've always admired that painting 
of yours, you know, the one hanging 
in Johnny's bar. It's much too good 
for that drunken crew.

Holly is embarrassed for a moment.
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HOLLY
Well, thanks for saying so, but I'm 
not sure it would be hanging there 
if Johnny wasn't drunk most of the 
time. It was an early effort. But I 
did get four month's rent out of 
the deal. I kept thinking if he 
ever sobered up...

Maggie bursts out laughing. 

Her movements cause her to wince in pain. 

She sees Holly's expression of alarm, points to her arm and 
laughs again. 

Holly joins in. 

Maggie's eyes fill with tears as her laughter subsides. 

Holly gets up and pulls several tissues from a box on the 
night-stand and hands them to Maggie, who dabs at her eyes.

As Holly watches her, Maggie catches sight of the deer 
pendant around Holly's neck. 

She reaches out and fingers it for a moment.

HOLLY (CONT’D)
I’m proud of how you rescued the 
deer. Pretty gutsy.

MAGGIE
(in a backwoods accent)

Twern't nothin', sweetie. 

Holly looks at Maggie with amazement, then catches the gleam 
in her eyes.

The two try to smother their laughter as Joyce enters the 
room.

JOYCE
Hey, lookee here. Two blood sisters 
just chatting away like jaybirds.

She proceeds to bustle about, checking Maggie's intravenous 
tubes. 

Maggie reaches out and takes Holly’s hand.
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MAGGIE
(very softly) )

Thank you, Holly for saving my
life.

Holly squeezes Maggie's hand in hers.

HOLLY
(in a backwoods accent)

Oh, twern't nothin', Maggie. 

Holly hesitates a moment, then quickly leans down and gives 
Maggie a peck on the cheek.

JOYCE
That's enough, you two. I think 
it's time for Maggie to get some 
rest.

HOLLY
(to Joyce)

Okay, I'm outta here! Maggie, take 
care of yourself, all right?

Holly heads for the door.

MAGGIE
Will you come and see me again, 
Holly? 

Holly stops, hesitates a moment, then turns back to Maggie.

HOLLY
Sure, Maggie.

Holly exits.

INT. HOSPITAL/ROOM –DAYS LATER

Holly enters the room that is set up for blood donations. 
Joyce walks up to her.

JOYCE
Thanks for coming, Holly. How are 
you doing?

HOLLY
I’m doing just fine. How’s Maggie?
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JOYCE
Not good. She’s fading fast. Giving 
up, and that's not like her.

HOLLY
I want to see her first.

INT. HOSPITAL/ROOM

As Holly enters the room, Maggie's eyes open and she smiles 
broadly.

MAGGIE
Holly! Did Joyce tell you about my 
offer? 

Holly appears confused.

MAGGIE (CONT'D)
I thought you could stay with me, 
in my home. After all, I can't live 
by myself anymore, and I can offer 
you a place, a real place to work. 
Call it a symbiotic relationship.

HOLLY
(hesitant)

That's really thoughtful of you 
Maggie. 

Seeing the disappointment in Maggie's eyes, Holly takes 
something from her pocket.

HOLLY (CONT'D)
(chuckling)

Besides my blood, I brought you a 
present.

She leans down and puts a rawhide necklace around Maggie's 
neck.

HOLLY (CONT'D)
Many Seneca Indians believe that 
wearing a part of an animal will 
grant them a gift. For you, I've 
chosen a bear’s claw for strength. 
A piece of tortoise shell for long 
life. An owl’s feather for clear 
mind. And a piece of a 
rattlesnake’s rattle to scare away 
the Angel of Death. The rawhide 
circle represents life. 
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She gives Maggie a kiss on the cheek.

HOLLY (CONT'D)
Now I have an appointment with Ms. 
Dracula. Sleep now.

Holly leaves.

INT. HOSPITAL/HALLWAY

Holly and Joyce walk down the hallway. 

Joyce is carrying a medical file.

JOYCE
Maggie was hoping you'd stay with 
her for a while.

HOLLY
Yeah. That idea came as a bit of a 
shock.

JOYCE
I'm sorry for not warning you.
Are you taking her up on the offer?

HOLLY
Oh, I don’t know! At least, not 
now. But I must admit, there's 
something about Maggie that touches 
me. Joyce, I've never taken care of 
anyone before. So how can I 
possibly be responsible for someone 
else? My God, at times I can barely 
take care of myself.

They enter a room marked: HEMATOLOGY.

INT. HOSPITAL/HEMATOLOGY ROOM

Joyce points to a bed and Holly sits on it, rolling up her 
sleeve. 

Joyce puts the medical file on a table, opens it and scans it 
for a moment, then prepares the equipment to take Holly's 
blood.

JOYCE
Since much of your art is 
influenced by Indian folklore, I 
assume you know how revered the 
Elder was in Indian culture. 
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The Elder passed down the stories 
to the next generation so that the 
young could learn from the 
experiences of others. You have a 
chance to learn from an Earth 
mother. 

Joyce points to Holly's file.

JOYCE (CONT’D)
I couldn't help but notice in your 
file that you can't have children.
Maggie's like you. It would be sad 
if all her knowledge died with her. 

Joyce's beeper goes off and she quickly checks it.

JOYCE (CONT'D)
Emergency. I'll send in a nurse to 
finish. 

Joyce reaches into her pocket and pulls out a set of keys.

JOYCE (CONT'D)
Maggie would want you to stay in 
her home, even if it's only for 
tonight. 

She hands Holly the keys. Joyce quickly exits. Holly stares 
down at the keys.

INT. MAGGIE'S HOUSE/LIVING ROOM, MORNING

Holly stirs under a comforter on the couch as the sun shines 
in her eyes. 

Suddenly, her eyes open wide and she bolts off the couch, 
still dressed in what she wore the night before. 

She looks around, disoriented, not knowing where she is. 

The house is a very eclectic mixture of period pieces and 
fifties’ blond wood. 

Plants are everywhere, dying. 

She finds an empty watering can on the floor near some 
plants, then heads through the adjoining dining room.
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INT. MAGGIE'S HOUSE/KITCHEN 

She fills the watering can and waters the dying plants in the 
kitchen, then fills it again and exits.

INT. MAGGIE'S HOUSE/DINING ROOM

She waters more dying plants, then heads into the living 
room.

INT. MAGGIE'S HOUSE/LIVING ROOM

She waters the plants, then taking her overnight bag and the 
watering can, walks up the stairs.

INT. MAGGIE'S HOUSE/SECOND FLOOR

She stops on the second floor landing where she sees more 
drooping plants. 

Putting down her bag, she waters them, puts the watering can 
down and peers into two other rooms, then returns to her bag, 
picks it up and enters a room.

INT. MAGGIE'S HOUSE/MAGGIE'S BEDROOM

Holly looks around the large room. 

Every bit of space walls and tops of tables and dressers - is 
filled with framed photographs. 

Holly picks up each one and WE SEE a chronology of Maggies 
life.

INT. HOSPITAL/ROOM, A SHORT TIME LATER

Holly enters Maggie's room and is amazed to find Maggie 
pulling herself up and down on the overhead bar.

HOLLY
What are you doing?

MAGGIE
The bottom half of me is slacking 
off. Just keeping in shape. How do 
you like my chateau?

HOLLY
Well...
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MAGGIE
(interrupting)

Did you get a chance to see the 
barn? Make a great studio. Sean did 
all his woodworking there. Even put 
in heavy-duty electricity...

HOLLY
(interrupting; softly)

I can’t stay, Maggie. 

Maggie hesitates for a moment, then continues her pull-ups.

MAGGIE
(cheerfully)

That's okay. Didn’t think you 
would. But thanks for your blood. 

Maggie continues her pull-ups, ignoring Holly. 

Holly hesitates a moment, then puts Maggie's keys on the bed 
table and heads slowly for the door. 

Suddenly, she quickly goes back to Maggie, holding her arms 
out.

Maggie freezes in mid-pull-up, then lowers herself to the 
bed. 

She holds out her arms and the two hug tightly.

HOLLY
Look, no promises, but I’ll give it 
serious consideration, okay?

MAGGIE
Well, it ain’t the Hamptons, honey, 
but it's damn good place to get the 
juices flowing.

HOLLY
Shush. I said I'd think about it. 
Besides, you’re here for at least a 
few more days.

Maggie slowly lays back on the bed.

MAGGIE
Don’t tarry, child. My sands are 
runnin' out and I got a lotta’ 
stories to tell. 

Suddenly appearing very tired, she closes her eyes. 
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Holly gently touches her face, then leaves.

INT. HOLLY’S MOTEL ROOM. SOON AFTER.

Holly throws her back pack on a chair, then goes and gets it, 
unpacks and puts things away. 

Walks downstairs and out back as the sun is setting. 

Thinking a moment, she dips her head and seems to make an 
internal decision. 

Getting up, she goes inside and goes to the refrigerator, 
opens it and gets a bottle of beer. 

Popping the top, she walks back outside and watches the sun 
continuing to set.

INT. HOSPITAL/HALLWAY THE NEXT DAY

Holly runs up to Maggie’s room. 

The door is open. 

She looks in and sees the room empty, the bed stripped down. 

Horrified, she runs down the hallway.

INT. HOSPITAL/RECEPTION AREA

Holly runs up to the reception desk and pounds on it.

HOLLY
Where's Maggie Flynn? 

The RECEPTIONIST glares at her.

RECEPTIONIST
She was discharged this morning and 
taken over to the Mountain Ridge 
Nursing Home.

Holly starts running for the door.

NURSE
(yelling out)

Who are you? Family?

Holly is already out the door.
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EXT. HOLLY'S VAN

Breathing hard, she jumps into the van, slams the door, then 
almost backs into a parked car as she hits the wrong gear. 

She stops, puts her head down on the wheel and starts to cry. 

A moment later, lifting her head and slamming her fist on the 
wheel, she guns the van and takes off.

EXT. NURSING HOME/PARKING LOT --A SHORT TIME LATER

She screeches to a halt in front of a rustic, two-story wood 
and brick building.

INT. NURSING HOME/RECEPTION AREA

Holly enters and walks up to a RECEPTIONIST at the desk.

HOLLY
Hi. I’m looking for a new patient. 
Maggie Flynn?

The Receptionist goes through some papers on her desk, then 
looks up at Holly.

RECEPTIONIST
Yes, ma’am, but I’m afraid you 
can’t see her just yet. Maybe 
tomorrow.

HOLLY
(upset)

Tomorrow! Why? What’s the problem? 
Is she okay?

RECEPTIONIST
I wouldn't know that. It’s the 
rules. New admissions aren’t 
allowed visitors until all their 
tests are...

Holly runs down the hallway.

RECEPTIONIST (CONT'D) 
Miss! Miss! Where are you going? 
You can't...

The Receptionist runs around the desk and takes off after 
Holly.
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INT. NURSING HOME/HALLWAY

Holly runs through the hallway, frantically looking in open 
rooms and, occasionally, pushing open a door and looking 
inside. 

The Receptionist is in pursuit. 

Nurses and other Attendants come running out of rooms as they 
hear the Receptionist yelling. 

Holly stops and looks around, then turns to confront the 
Receptionist, who almost plows into her.

HOLLY
What have you done to Maggie? Where 
is she?

DOCTOR STEELE, white haired and wearing a long white smock, 
comes out of a room. 

With a very disturbed look on his face, he approaches Holly.

DOCTOR STEELE
Young lady, what's the meaning of 
this? Do you have any idea how 
upsetting this is to our patients?
I must ask you to leave or we’ll be 
forced to call the police. 

Just then Maggie slowly comes around a corner, assisted by 
her walker.

Holly runs up to her and hugs her. 

Maggie is all smiles.

MAGGIE
Oh, I just knew you’d rescue me!

(very loud)
My favorite daughter! 

Doctor Steele comes up to them.

MAGGIE (CONT’D)
Holly, dear, say hello to Doctor 
Steele.

DOCTOR STEELE
Daughter? Missus Flynn, I don’t 
recall you mentioning a daughter.
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MAGGIE
Didn’t I? Oh, Doctor Steele, you 
know how my mind wanders.

Doctor Steele nods knowingly, then turns to Holly.

DOCTOR STEELE
Your mother is quite a handful.
Seems like the apple didn't fall 
far from the tree.

HOLLY
(to Doctor Steele)

I’ve come to take mother home.
(forcefully)

I assume you have no objections? 

Doctor Steele looks at both of them.

DOCTOR STEELE
You must look like your father, Ms. 
Flynn. Come with me. There are some 
forms that have to be taken care 
of. 

He turns, waves off the nurses and attendants, and walks down 
the hallway, a broad grin on his face. 

Holly and Maggie 'high-five', then Maggie and Holly slowly 
follow Doctor Steele. 

Maggie's steps seem to have an extra bounce.

EXT. MAGGIE'S HOUSE/BARN ONE WEEK LATER

Holly tilts her head back, enjoying the warming sunshine as 
she supervises two DELIVERY MEN who are unloading two 
stainless steel tubs from a truck.

She is dressed in jeans, work boots, sweat shirt and a 
quilted vest.

Directly behind her is an old, but well-maintained wooden 
barn. 

She pulls back the large wooden barn doors to reveal the vast 
space inside. 

She enters, looking about the space with obvious 
satisfaction.
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INT. MAGGIE'S HOUSE/BARN

The cement floor is immaculate. 

Wood cabinets line the side walls; with a cast iron stove and 
small kitchen area with a double window that overlooks a 
garden. 

Fluorescent lights hang in six foot sections, and gardening 
supplies hang from hooks on the rear wall and ceiling.

DELIVERY MAN #1
Where you want 'em, lady? 

She directs them to put the large tub on the chalk mark 'A' 
on the floor, and the small one on the chalk mark 'B'.

HOLLY
Just put the rollers against the 
wall and the motor under 'A'. 

Holly reaches under her vest and pulls out a thick envelope 
which she hands to Delivery Man #1. 

He opens the envelope, looks inside, then smiles at her.

HOLLY (CONT'D)
Thanks, guys.

DELIVERY MAN #1
Thank you! Call us anytime! 

They exit and Holly walks to a small door near the double 
windows, opens it and steps out.

EXT. MAGGIE'S HOUSE/BARN

Maggie is sitting on a bench in the nearby gazebo, a 
crocheted shawl around her shoulders.

MAGGIE
(to Holly)

I made some hot chocolate for the 
men, and there’s some Bourbon...
Well, only if they're cold. 

Holly grins at her as she walks to the gazebo.

HOLLY
That's a nice offer, but they 
already made out like bandits.
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EXT. MAGGIE'S HOUSE/GAZEBO

Holly sits next to Maggie.

HOLLY
I feel like it’s finally coming 
together, Maggie. Thanks to you.

MAGGIE
Shoot, child, I feel so alive.
Thanks to you.

Holly makes gagging noises, making Maggie laugh.

HOLLY
God, listen to us. We’re so, so 
gooey. Say, Maggie, am I doing okay 
taking care of you?

Maggie puts up her hand.

HOLLY (CONT'D)

No, really. I want to earn my keep. 

Maggie gets up on her walker.

MAGGIE
Get to work, Holly. There’s a whole 
country out there waiting for you. 

Holly gets up, helps her down the steps, then watches her for 
a few minutes as she shuffles off for the house. 

Then Holly bolts into the barn, slamming the door closed.

INT. MAGGIE'S HOUSE/BARN --LATE AFTERNOON 

The light coming through the windows is from a late afternoon 
sun. 

Holly has unpacked several boxes, and has a table set up with 
art supplies, paints and piles of stones, wood and other 
Earth materials. 

She stands before a canvas mounted on an easel, painting 
furiously. 

She stops occasionally to study the results.
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INT. MAGGIE'S HOUSE/BARN --A SHORT TIME LATER

Holly, palate in hand, steps back from the painting, now 
beginning to take shape. 

She shakes her head, obviously pleased, then walks to the 
table, puts down the palate and picks up another one with 
different colors. 

She walks up to the painting and begins to work with 
deliberation.

INT. MAGGIE'S HOUSE/BARN --A SHORT TIME LATER

The light streaming in through the windows is now the golden 
red of approaching sunset as Holly steps back from the 
painting. 

She sits down on the floor in front of it, pulls over a small 
sketch pad and pencil, then quickly sketches a series of 
figures. 

Then she jumps up and, grabbing a palate, begins to paint.

INT. MAGGIE'S HOUSE/BARN --A SHORT TIME LATER

It is night and the barn is now lit by the fluorescent 
lights. 

Holly steps back from the finished painting, panting with 
exertion, but obviously happy and exhilarated.

INT. MAGGIE'S HOUSE/LAUNDRY ROOM --NIGHT

Holly is soaking Maggie’s soiled clothing in a deep wash 
sink. 

Suddenly she is overcome by the smell, starts gagging and 
vomits into the sink.

She falls to her knees and starts crying, rocking back and 
forth.

INT. MAGGIE'S HOUSE/LAUNDRY ROOM --A SHORT TIME LATER

Maggie enters, using her walker. 

She sees Holly curled up on the floor. 
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Panicking, she moves her walker over to Holly and lets 
herself fall down next to her.

MAGGIE
(gently)

Holly, what's wrong. Tell me. 

Holly slowly lifts her head, tears in her eyes.

HOLLY
(hesitant)

I hate this.

MAGGIE
Is it me, honey?

HOLLY
I don’t know how to split myself in 
half. I’m so up sometimes and then 
so down!

Maggie takes her in her arms and rocks her until Holly falls 
asleep. 

She painfully reaches up for a pillow and blanket on the 
washing machine, then sinks down beside Holly. 

She gently covers both of them, putting the pillow under 
their heads, then holds her and falls asleep with her.

INT. MAGGIE'S HOUSE/LAUNDRY ROOM --MORNING

The morning sun is in Holly’s eyes. 

She bolts up, sees Maggie next to her, gently touches her and 
Maggie stirs. 

Holly sniffs and starts to gag. 

She stands up and walks back and forth, wringing her hands. 

She takes a deep breath, purses her lips and empties her 
lungs.

HOLLY
(quietly; to herself)

C'mon, girl, you can do this. 

A calmness comes over her. 

She goes to the sink and starts flushing it, wringing out 
Maggie’s clothes.
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She turns and kneels down beside Maggie, then kisses her 
softly and starts humming as she gently wakes her.

HOLLY (CONT’D)
Mornin', sunshine.

Maggie slowly opens her eyes.

MAGGIE
I was so worried.

HOLLY
Shhh. I’m okay, just a little 
scared. I never took care of 
anyone, and I didn’t want to fail.
But when I woke up and saw how you 
took care of me...

Maggie reaches out a hand to her.

MAGGIE
We take care of each other.
Now help me up, child, and get me 
some breakfast. I’m so hungry, I 
could eat a... 

Maggie covers her mouth as Holly looks concerned for a 
moment, then they both begin to laugh.

INT. MAGGIE'S HOUSE/KITCHEN --MORNING

Through the window, the crocus’s are starting to bloom. 

The willow’s have a greenish look to their long thin 
branches. 

Maggie is in her white terry robe, sitting on a kitchen 
chair, freshly scrubbed as Holly braids her hair.

HOLLY
If Joyce wants you to go back in 
for tests, I don’t see why a couple 
of days can make a difference.

MAGGIE
At my age, every day makes a 
difference. My quality of life 
makes a difference right to the 
end.

There is an awkward silence for a few moments.
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MAGGIE (CONT'D)
You will stay with me? I mean to 
the end, won't you?

Holly ties a denim ribbon with silver studs in Maggie's hair, 
then walks to the window, her arms folded. 

She is silent for a moment.

HOLLY
I never really thought about it.
I mean, well sure.

Maggie beams and does a little dance in the chair. 

Holly breaks into a smile, then dances around the room.

EXT. MAGGIE'S HOUSE/GAZEBO --DUSK

Holly is in khaki shorts, tennis shoes and a New York Knicks 
T-shirt. 

Maggie is in a long flowing pink dress, her hair braided, and 
wearing Holly’s amulet necklace. 

Maggie is sitting primly against the bench, holding a glass 
of whiskey on the rocks. 

Holly has a bottle of beer with a lime wedge at the top. 

Holly is showing her a finished work.

HOLLY
This is the last in the series, 
Mag. It’s called Jersey Girl. It’s 
a reference to...

MAGGIE
(interrupting)

Yes, I know. Bruce juice. I may be 
old, but I know my music.

Holly takes a long swig of the beer and smiles.

HOLLY
Okay, okay. It’s one of a new 
grouping. I’ve had to emphasis 
something other than the natural, 
more...
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MAGGIE
(interrupting)

Native American? The Earth-oriented 
pieces that you’ve been doing? 

Holly sits down next her.

HOLLY
As a matter of fact, Miss Smarty 
Pants, you’re exactly right. 

Maggie sips her drink.

MAGGIE
(softly)

You’re going away, aren’t you? 

Holly stands up, puts the painting down, then sits back down 
next to her.

HOLLY
Well, Neil Lamont in Boston has 
arranged a showing for me. So has 
Diedre in Chicago and her studio in 
Taos. And an old artist friend in 
San Francisco just surfaced after 
twenty- five years and now owns a 
major gallery. They all want me, so 
it’s a chance to get it going 
without Christine’s leash around my 
neck.

MAGGIE
Hmmm.

HOLLY
Well, say something.

MAGGIE
How long will you be away?

HOLLY
About six weeks, but Joyce has made 
arrangements...

MAGGIE
(interrupting)

You know, all my life, I’ve either 
lived here or in Boston. Sean had a 
summer home at Lake George so I've 
never vacationed more than two 
hundred miles from here. 
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There's a lot of country out there 
I've never seen. Chicago, the Grand 
Canyon, the Pacific Ocean.

HOLLY
But, Mag, you couldn't take that 
kind of a ride in my van.

MAGGIE
Van? Who said anything about a van? 
We’ll rent one of those motor 
houses.

HOLLY
Home. Motor home. But your heart 
and medication, not to mention your 
diarrhea.

MAGGIE
We’ll get a nurse.

HOLLY
But, what if you...

MAGGIE
(interrupting)

...die? Well, then, I’ll be dead!

Holly helps Maggie get up and to her walker, then helps her 
down the stairs. 

She goes back up, picks up the painting and they walk toward 
the barn.

HOLLY
You're a tough woman to say no to, 
y'know?

MAGGIE
How do you think I've lived this 
long.

HOLLY
Okay, Mag, but I'd like to leave 
this weekend. I have someone who 
would be perfect for our adventure, 
if she’s available.  If she is, 
I’ll find us an RV, then we’ll blow 
this one-horse town. 

Maggie 'high-five’s' Holly.
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EXT. LATER THAT WEEK. THE DRIVEWAY.

She claps her hands in delight as a ‘67 Pontiac GTO roars up 
the driveway.

MAGGIE
Nice car.

HOLLY
This is the her Maggie. 

The car comes to a stop and its engine races a few times 
before shutting off.

Roxanne gets out. 

She is dressed in a crisp, new nurse's uniform. 

She strides up to Holly and Maggie. Holly gets up.

HOLLY (CONT’D)
Roxanne, this is Maggie Flynn. Come 
in please.

Roxanne takes a deep breath.

ROXANNE
(speaking very quickly)

Miss Maggie, I’m Roxanne Diego and 
I graduated last week from Cornell 
Nursing School. I was tenth in my 
class and I specialized in 
Gerontology and interned at Saint 
Barnabus and Doctor Joyce, uh, 
Doctor Joyce... Oh, my God, I’m so 
nervous. Wait, wait! I’ll work hard 
and I really want this job and... 

Roxanne throws her arms up in the air.

ROXANNE COND’T
Aya, mamma!

HOLLY
Slow down I already sold you girl.
Look, this isn’t your basic nine to 
five job. It’s twenty-four hours a 
day in a motor home traveling cross- 
country, and taking care of a 
spirited...

Holly chuckles and looks over at Maggie who has a broad grin.
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HOLLY (CONT'D)
...and very demanding patient.

ROXANNE
I would work for room and board 
just to have this opportunity.

MAGGIE
You’re hired. Be here Saturday 
morning. We're leaving for at least 
three weeks, so you'd better give 
your boyfriend something to 
remember you by...

HOLLY
(interrupting)

Maggie!
(to Roxanne)

That’s a really great car.

ROXANNE
Gracias. My, uh, older brother went 
back to Cuba. Then he...he...

She hangs her head for a moment.

ROXANNE (CONT'D)
...gave it to me for... 

She looks up to see Holly and Maggie smiling.

ROXANNE (CONT'D)
Oh, thank you! Thank you so much! 

She comes over and hugs them both, then turns and runs back 
to her car. 

She jumps in and backs down the driveway, waving back at 
them.

HOLLY
She’s great. Give him something to 
remember you by? Really, Maggie!

MAGGIE
Oh, c'mon, she’s probably done it 
more times in her young life than 
me in mine. You know, when Sean and 
I got married, I was fifty-seven. I 
felt so guilty because I wasn’t a 
virgin! 
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Holly is taken aback.

MAGGIE (CONT'D)
I know. Stupid, eh? Times sure have 
changed. So what about you? How 
many lovers have you had?

HOLLY
Uh, I don’t know. I never really 
counted. 

There is an awkward silence for a moment.

HOLLY (CONT’D)
C'mon, kiddo. Now we can do some 
serious packing! God, I'm hungry!
Say, how about a little Italian 
tonight?

She helps Maggie get up to her walker and they start to go in 
the house.

MAGGIE
Just so long as he can handle the 
two of us.

The screen door slams as they break up with laughter.

INT. MAGGIE'S HOUSE/DRIVEWAY --MORNING

Maggie sits on the porch steps, alternately cheering and 
grimacing as Holly practices backing up the huge RV. 

Roxanne stands next to the RV, looking up into the driver's 
window at Holly. 

Holly and Roxanne are cracking up, and, as the ruts etched 
into the grass move closer to the driveway, they give each 
other a 'thumbs up'. 

Holly pulls the RV up close to the porch and she jumps out.

EXT. MAGGIE'S HOUSE

Holly runs up to Maggie.

HOLLY
Well, Mag, you ready for the 
adventure of your life?

Roxanne comes up and puts her arm around Maggie.
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MAGGIE
(tearfully)

Girls. My Jewish friends have a 
word, mitzvah. It means a good 
deed. 

She points to the RV, then to Holly and Roxanne.

MAGGIE
This is a mitzvah!

ROXANNE
Moy Bien! Now, Mammasita, come 
inside and we’ll get you ready to 
smack the road! 

Holly laughs heartily.

HOLLY
Hit the road, Roxy! Hit the road! 

They both help Maggie into the RV.

INT. RV

Holly and Roxanne assist Maggie into the swivel passenger 
seat. 

Roxanne buckles Maggie in as Holly gets in the driver’s seat, 
starts the engine, adjusts the seat, buckles up, turns on the 
air, and fixes the rear view mirror. 

Then she turns to Roxanne, who gives her a smile and a 
'thumbs up'.

ROXANNE
Now, we hit the road?

HOLLY
Now!

MAGGIE
Wait!

Holly and Roxanne stare at Maggie.

MAGGIE (CONT'D)
We haven't forgotten anything, have 
we?
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HOLLY
Maggie! We've practically moved the 
entire house into this thing!

MAGGIE
Well, then, what are we waiting 
for? 

Holly blows a kiss to Maggie, who is grinning like a Cheshire 
cat.

She puts the shift lever in drive and starts down the 
driveway. 

Maggie puts in a cassette and music fills the RV with 
Grateful Dead's "Road Home" with Holly and Maggie singing at 
the top of their lungs.

EXT. ROAD --MORNING

The RV pulls on to a major freeway.

INT. RV --AFTERNOON

Roxanne is giving Maggie an injection while Holly, driving, 
is swigging water from a bottle.

INT. RV --EVENING

Roxanne is driving while Holly inventories her works stacked 
in portfolio’s and neatly piled crates.

INT. RV --MORNING

Maggie is napping on a couch. Holly is driving as Roxanne 
points and gestures out the window at the scenery.

EXT. RV --AFTERNOON

The skyline of Boston looms on the horizon as the RV passes 
under a highway sign pointing the way to Boston.

INT. RV --AFTERNOON

Holly is driving. Roxanne moves to the front of the RV and 
sits down next to her.
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HOLLY
How’s she doing?

ROXANNE
The excitement's affecting her a 
little. Her heart rate is up and 
her stomach's out of whack, but I 
gave her something to calm her 
down. How're you doing?

HOLLY
I'm a little nervous about this 
first show, but then Neil's 
handling everything for me so it 
should go okay. The next ones are 
going to be tough. Even though I've 
got galleries lined up, I'm pretty 
much on my own. I'm not really good 
at the politics. Never had to be. 
Christine handled... Just hope I 
haven't bitten off more than I can 
chew.

ROXANNE
My mama told my six brothers and 
sisters always travel the road 
expecting sunshine. If not today, 
then tomorrow, but keep expecting.

HOLLY
(softly)

I just hope I don't screw 
everything up. This journey is as 
much for Maggie as it is for me.
If she isn't enjoying it...

ROXANNE
(interrupting)

Oh, Holly! Mammasita is having a 
wonderful time!

Holly glances over at Roxanne.

ROXANNE (CONT'D)
Si, she told me so herself!
You're going to do just fine. Me 
and Mammasita will be right at your 
side.

Roxanne reaches over and squeezes Holly's shoulder.
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INT. GALLERY --EVENING

Holly, dressed in a black, shoulder-less shift, mingles with 
a group of well-dressed guests. 

Maggie is sitting in a chair, dressed in a long black dress, 
a single strand of pearls, and her hair twisted up in a bun. 

Roxanne is in a pale green summer dress. 

Roxanne notices that Maggie is fading, and when Holly glances 
in her direction, she points to Maggie. 

Holly looks at Maggie, then nods a 'yes' to Roxanne. 

Holly walks quickly to Maggie who gives her a big smile and 
squeezes her hand. 

Holly gives Maggie a kiss on the check, then she and Roxanne 
help Maggie up to her walker as Neil approaches.

NEIL
You holding up okay, Holly?

HOLLY
Yes, thanks. Neil, I can't tell you 
how much I appreciate...

NEIL
(interrupting)

Hey, what are friends for.
Now let's go do some selling. 

Holly and Neil mingle with the guests and engage in animated 
conversations. 

Neil introduces MR. & MRS. DEBUCCET, an elegantly dressed 
couple.

NEIL (CONT'D)
Holly, this is Leda and Arthur 
DeBuccet. They purchased two of 
your earlier pieces.

MRS. DEBUCCET
Yes, Bu Your new collection is 
everything Neil said it would be.

HOLLY
Thank you very much.
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MR. DEBUCCET
Neil has quite the eye for art, 
doesn’t he, dear? Nice to finally 
meet you, Ms. Lorry.

HOLLY
Thank you for coming tonight. 

Neil takes her arm and walks her over to the bar, pausing for 
a moment as they click glasses in a toast.

NEIL
They all want a story. A little 
intrigue. Something beyond your 
work. You know, the secret life of 
the elusive artiste'.

HOLLY
(bluntly)

What’s your read on tonight?

NEIL
Well, first the...

HOLLY
(interrupting)

Neil, cut the crap. Give it to me 
straight.

NEIL
Look, Holly, Christine is well 
acquainted with everyone in this 
room. It was only as a personal 
favor to me that anyone is here.
Talented as you are, patrons at 
this level are cautious. Art work 
is more than beauty on a wall. It's 
an investment, and they're 
concerned that your paintings may 
not appreciate in value. Christine 
has considerable clout regarding 
how much your art is worth.

HOLLY
So what you’re saying is, I’ve been 
blackballed and there's nothing I 
can do about it?

NEIL
No, I mean that you sell your art 
by convincing everyone that you're 
in it for the long haul. And that 
you’ll be around, creating, for 
many years to come. 
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Then they'll have an incentive to 
buy. Maybe. Oh, here's someone 
special. Douglas is, by far, my 
most prolific collector. 

DOUGLAS ANDERS, a sixty-ish man, is dressed in loose black 
satin pants, an iridescent blue silk dinner jacket over a 
white camisole top and blue silk bow tie, and his neatly 
coifed, gray hair is pulled back in a pony tail. 

He is accompanied by two young men, one on each arm. 

His mascara-lined eyelashes flutter as he kisses Holly’s 
hand.

DOUGLAS
Delighted, Ms. Lorry.

NEIL
Douglas, tell Holly what you told 
me last night.

DOUGLAS
(interrupting)

Last night? Oh, Neil, have you 
kissed and told again?

(to Holly)
He's so naughty. You’re a wonderful 
talent, my dear. The Generations 
Series is an absolute delight. I 
told Neil that if you can convince 
me that you’re not just a flash in 
the pan, I’d consider purchasing 
the entire Generations Series as 
well as other pieces. 

Holly smiles sweetly at Douglas.

HOLLY
Neil has told me your Maziko 
collection is unrivaled.
Maziko is so young. At least I’m 
closer to a payoff. I can assure 
you, Douglas, that I’m not a flash 
in the pan. Now, if you lovely 
gentlemen will excuse me.

As she walks away, Douglas turns to Neil.

DOUGLAS
I like her! She's better than me at 
playing the bitch!
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Douglas and his companions stroll away while Neil, checking 
his pocket watch, catches up with Holly.

NEIL
(softly)

Show time, Holly. Knock ‘em dead! 

Holly smiles at Neil, then turns away from him and takes a 
drink of her wine. 

A nervous expression crosses her face for a moment. 

She puts the glass down on a table and watches Neil as he 
claps his hands several times. 

The guests quiet down.

NEIL (CONT’D)
Ladies and gentlemen. Our guest 
tonight is Holly Lorry, sculptress, 
artist and genius of multimedia 
art. She will be speaking on 
harmony, color and texture, as well 
as on symbiotic symbolism. 

To a smattering of applause, Holly steps in front of the 
guests.

INT. GALLERY --LATER

Neil is escorting the last of the Guests out the door. 

As he locks the door, Holly goes to a chair and sits down, 
slumping with exhaustion.

NEIL
I think you did a marvelous job, 
darling. Everyone was thrilled by 
your work, and impressed by what 
you said.

HOLLY
But no commitments, right.

NEIL
They want to back a winner, Holly. 
There's still a great deal of 
doubt. Unfortunately, that's the 
real world. 

Holly rises and goes to a painting and takes it carefully 
down from the wall. 
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Neil watches her for a moment.

NEIL (CONT'D)
(gently)

Off the record, I have two definite 
buyers for you should you ever 
decide to reconcile with Christine. 

Holly ignores Neil as she takes another painting down from 
the wall. 

Shaking his head, Neil leaves the room.
INT. HOTEL ROOM

Holly enters the large suite and tosses her bag and keys on a 
table. 

She goes to the bedroom, opens the door and looks in to see 
Maggie and Roxanne fast asleep in the king-sized bed. 

She closes the door and sits in a large chair, then kicks off 
her shoes and falls back, exhausted.

EXT. PARKING LOT --MORNING

Holly is loading the last of her works in the RV as Roxanne 
walks up with Maggie.

MAGGIE
I was very proud of you last night, 
Holly!

HOLLY
Thanks, Mag, but you were the belle 
of the ball. You guys ready to 
smack the road? 

Roxanne rolls her eyes, then helps Maggie into the RV. 

Roxanne enters, followed by Holly. 

In a moment, the RV starts up and pulls out of the parking 
lot and into the traffic.

INT. RV --AFTERNOON

Roxanne is driving. 

Holly is sitting on the couch next to Maggie, showing her 
their route on a map.
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MAGGIE
Hey, Niagara Falls! Too late for a 
honeymoon, but maybe we can find a 
big barrel! 

Holly laughs. 

Roxanne breaks up and the RV swerves. 

Laughing, Holly and Maggie grab hold of each other for 
balance as Roxanne gets the RV back on track.

INT. RV --EVENING

Holly is driving. 

Roxanne and Maggie are playing cards at the table. 

A large stack of chips is piled up in front of Maggie.

ROXANNE
Madre mio! Hey, Holly. You never 
told me she was a pro!

(whispering to Maggie)
Boy, I can't wait 'til we get you 
to Vegas.

INT. RESTAURANT --MORNING

Roxanne and Maggie are sitting at a table. 

Roxanne is flirting with a trucker at the counter. 

Holly is talking on a pay phone near the entrance. 

Her expression turns to anger and she slams the phone down so 
hard that everyone turns to stare at her. 

Roxanne leaps up and runs to Holly, who brushes her aside and 
storms out of the restaurant.

INT. RV --DUSK

Roxanne is driving and Holly is in the passenger seat, 
staring out the window. 

Roxanne glances back at Maggie who appears to be asleep on 
the couch.
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ROXANNE
So, girl. 'Chu got some bitchin’ 
word? I gotcha’ back, dig?

HOLLY
Bitchin’ word? Yeah, that bitch! 

Maggie stirs and Holly quiets down.

ROXANNE
Lay it on me, girl, and I’ll rip 
the bitch's eyes out!

Holly smiles in spite of herself.

HOLLY
You know, guys have a saying. Hell 
hath no fury like a woman scorned.
I never really understood it 
until today.

ROXANNE
You mean, you and uh, I mean she...
Madre dios, what do you mean?

HOLLY
It's not what I think you're 
thinking. Sometimes we play games, 
trying to skirt around stuff, and 
it ends up in our face.

ROXANNE
So you gonna spill your guts or 
what?

HOLLY
My show in Chicago has been 
canceled. Diedre said that 
Christine threatened to blackball 
her if she sponsors me. I know she 
put pressure on Neil, even if he 
didn't say so. He's too powerful to 
fold, but Diedre's another story. 
She'd never survive against 
Christine.

MAGGIE (O.S.)
Stop this house!

Holly and Roxanne turn around. 

The RV swerves, then Roxanne pulls off to the side and stops. 
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Maggie sits up, swings her legs over the couch and grabs her 
walker. 

She pulls herself up and moves to the front of the RV.

HOLLY
What's wrong?

MAGGIE
Find me a phone! Holly, can you 
make a long distance call for me? I 
don’t know how to use all those 
numbers.

Holly starts to rummage in her pocketbook.

HOLLY
Okay, Maggie, calm down. 

She looks at Roxanne, concerned.

HOLLY (CONT'D)
What's this all about, Mag?

MAGGIE
Never you mind. Just humor this old 
bird, okay?

Holly pulls out her cell phone.

MAGGIE (CONT'D)
(stubbornly)

No! A pay phone!
(softly)

Please?

Holly and Roxanne look at each other and shrug.

ROXANNE
Okay, Mammasita. A phone it is!

HOLLY
Now please go back and sit down. 

Maggie shuffles back and sits down at the couch, staring out 
the window.

EXT. GAS STATION

Roxanne is leaning against the parked RV, drinking a soda and 
watching Holly and Maggie at a pay phone, several yards away. 
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Maggie has an address book in her hand and is reading a 
number to Holly, who is dialing.

Holly hands the receiver to Maggie, who waves her away. 

Holly walks reluctantly toward the RV as Maggie begins to 
talk on the phone.

Holly joins Roxanne and they watch Maggie as they pass the 
soda back and forth. 

Maggie is very animated, gesturing, and hardly leaning on her 
walker. 

Then she nods several times and hangs up. 

Holly and Roxanne rush over to assist her, but Maggie is now 
walking much faster than usual, barely using her walker for 
support as she heads for the RV. 

There is a big grin on her face. 

Holly and Roxanne, one on each side of her, attempt to help 
but she brushes them away.

EXT. CAMPGROUND --NIGHT

Maggie, Holly and Roxanne sit around a campfire.

MAGGIE
It's really amazing. For five 
years, ever since Sean died, I shut 
myself off from everyone and 
everything. It's almost as though 
I'd forgotten how to live on my 
own. I wasn't always like that, you 
know. 

(She chuckles.)

HOLLY
What was it like, growing up, well, 
before...

MAGGIE
(interrupting)

Before television, computers, drugs 
and rock 'n roll?

Holly and Roxanne burst out laughing.
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MAGGIE (CONT'D)
It was different, that's for sure. 
For one, we had to talk to each 
other.

HOLLY
But did you listen better?

MAGGIE
Let's just say we had fewer 
distractions back then. Fewer 
demands on our time.

ROXANNE
I'll bet you was some real hot 
tamale, Mammasita!

FLASHBACK:

INT. BAR -- NIGHT-BOSTON, 1929.

Maggie, a dark haired, black eyed beauty, and ALLISON FINN, a 
striking redhead, are sitting at the bar. 

Both are in their late twenties, obviously drunk and the only 
women in the bar. 

Their flapper outfits seem garish against the working-class 
male attire all around them. 

The majority of the men stare quietly into their beers or 
talk very low in small groups.

CLOSE ON A NEWSPAPER ON THE BAR WITH THE HEADLINE: STOCK 
MARKET CRASHES!

Maggie calls out to ROBBIE, the bartender.

MAGGIE
Buy these lads a round on me, 
Robby. And two more boilermakers 
for us. 

Robbie brings them two drinks.

ROBBIE
Beggin’ your pardon, Maggie, but 
these boys should be gettin’ on 
home. ‘Tis been a powerful rough 
day for 'em.
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MAGGIE
Ay, that it has, Robby for them!
But thanks to Allie here, their 
loss is our gain. Ain’t that right, 
Allie?

They clink glasses, shoot down their drinks and hug, 
laughing.

A well-dressed, drunk and slightly disheveled MAN comes up to 
them.

He shoves a fist at them.

MAN
(angrily)

Ya stinkin’ whores! Laughin’ your 
asses off over honest men’s 
misfortunes!

Maggie puts her hands on her hips and shoves her face in his.

MAGGIE
Honest? How honest was it t'keep 
yer women out of your stinkin’ back 
rooms when times was good? And how 
honest was it t'pilfer our joint 
accounts when times went into the 
crapper? While you sotted bastards 
were thinkin’ with your tiny little 
peckers, we stinkin' whores, as you 
call us, started buyin’ while you 
were sellin’! Joe Kennedy taught us 
about whorin’, honey! So g'home 
t'yer wife. And I suggest ya hug 
her and listen to her, fer a 
change!

The Man drops his head and shuffles away.

MAGGIE (CONT'D)
C'mon, Allie. It's time fer bed. 

Maggie slides off the chair, then she and Allie, hand in 
hand, stride through the bar, pushing men out of the way as 
they exit.

EXT. CAMPGROUND

Holly and Roxanne look at each other, grinning.
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MAGGIE
Allison Finn, or Cook as she's 
called now, is my oldest and 
dearest friend. It’s where we’re 
goin’ when we get to Chicago, 
girls. She gives new meanin' to old 
money. We’ll show that Christine 
bimbo a thing or two.

HOLLY
Maggie, your relationship with 
Allison seems really special. The 
way you talk about her, it's almost 
like, well, I mean...

Holly is silent as she squirms uncomfortably under Maggie's 
gaze. 

Roxanne looks totally confused. Maggie chuckles.

MAGGIE
Almost like what? You ask yourself, 
just how close is your best friend? 
Where do you draw the line? I was a 
teenager during World War One. All 
the eligible men went to war, and 
all we women had was each other. 
And we depended on each other for 
lotsa’ things. Hell! We were young! 
Getting out the vote, revolution in 
the streets! It's what gave life 
meaning!

ROXANNE
Ah, senora. I, too, knew from the 
revolution. In Cuba, the women gave 
their souls for the cause of 
freedom. But the men just wanted 
our bodies. When I lived in Cuba, 
my Mama had a small parador, what 
you call bread and breakfast. She 
ran the place. Papa was a 
fisherman. And my brother, Raoul, 
ran away to America. Got drafted 
and went to Nam.

MAGGIE
So how did you get to America? 

Roxanne stands up and walks over to the fire.

ROXANNE
One day when I was sixteen, Papa 
brought a visitor. Doctor Huego. 
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We had seen his yacht in the 
harbor. Our parador was on the 
water, so Doctor Huego stayed with 
us. He and Papa liked to drink on 
the porch in the evenings. One 
night, Mama came to tell me that 
the Doctor had agreed... 

She stops for a moment, staring into the fire.

ROXANNE (CONT'D)
He agreed to sponsor me to an 
American college. I was to pack and 
leave with him in the morning. 
Mama's eyes told me everything she 
didn’t want to say.

HOLLY
Are you telling me they sold you to 
him?

ROXANNE
It wasn’t that simple. Mama saw 
girls my age getting pregnant and 
becoming old before their time, 
just like she had done.

MAGGIE
And this was a way for her to give 
you a better life.

ROXANNE
He was good to me. That first night 
at sea, when he sent for me I was 
scared, so he didn't touch me. The 
next night, I went to him. He put 
me through school, and when I got a 
scholarship, he kissed me goodbye 
and told me my life was my own.

MAGGIE
But you already knew that, didn’t 
you. 

They sit and stare silently into the fire for a while. 

Then Maggie farted and they all laughed.

EXT. LAKE -- AFTERNOON

The RV pulls off a road and parks at the edge of a large 
lake.
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INT. RV --DAY

Holly rises from the driver's seat, stretches, then opens the 
door.

HOLLY
I need a break, girls! 

Holly looks over at Roxanne who is fussing with Maggie.

ROXANNE
(to Maggie)

Listen, you stubborn...
(beat)

Now take your medicine!

MAGGIE
No, I won’t! It makes me sleepy and 
I don’t want to miss anything!

HOLLY
Roxy, what's so important about...

ROXANNE
(interrupting)

Oh, so now you want to play nurse, 
too! Who’s in charge of Mammasita’s 
health, huh?

HOLLY
Now see here...

MAGGIE
(interrupting)

Whoa! Hold on, children! I'm goin' 
outside to take a look at this 
lake, then we get our asses to 
Chicago, okay?

She ambles towards the door as Holly and Roxanne follow. 

Holly puts her arm around Roxanne.

HOLLY
(softly)

Who’s in charge?

Roxanne points to Maggie and Holly nods a 'yes'.

INT. RV --LATE AFTERNOON

The RV pulls up to a gate house. 
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Holly, behind the wheel, and Roxanne, in the passenger seat, 
gape at the huge mansion in the distance. 

Holly turns to look at Maggie, standing behind her.

HOLLY
Maggie? Are you sure of the 
address? 

Maggie gives her a knowing look as a GUARD comes up to the 
driver’s window. 

Holly opens it.

GUARD
Missus Flynn?

Maggie leans over Holly's shoulder.

MAGGIE
Yes.

GUARD
Missus Cook sends her greetings and 
asks that you follow me to the main 
house.

Maggie goes back and sits down on the couch, a big smile on 
her face.

The large gate opens as the guard gets into a Jeep. 

He slowly takes off up the drive and they follow him onto the 
property, passing guest cottages, a barn, and a corral with 
horses before coming to a stop in front of the mansion.

EXT. MANSION/FRONT ENTRANCE

The huge ornate wooden door opens and Allison appears. 

She is elegant in a two-piece suit and with perfectly coifed, 
silver hair. 

She leans on a carved, silver-tipped cane as she beams at 
them. 

DORIS, a Nurse, stands behind her. 

Holly and Roxanne help Maggie down the RV steps and Allison 
flies down the steps to Maggie. 

They embrace, tears of joy running down their faces as they 
hug over and over again. 
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Maggie turns and beckons for Holly and Roxanne to move 
closer.

MAGGIE
Girls! Allison Finn Cook.

(to Allie)
Holly and Roxanne, my buddies on a 
great adventure.

ALLIE
My dearest Holly, you have no idea 
the commotion you’ve caused. But 
enough of that later. I am so 
indebted to you and Roxanne for 
bringing Maggie back into my life. 
Thank you. Thank you both.

 She hugs Holly and Roxanne, then she turns to Doris.

ALLIE (CONT'D)
Doris, show Maggie to my suite. 
Donald will bring Holly and Roxanne 
to the second floor.

DORIS
Yes, ma'am. 

Allie turns to Holly.

ALLIE
Holly, please show Donald where 
your paintings are and he’ll 
arrange to have them displayed in 
the main library. 

Allie moves to one side of Maggie, 

Doris to the other and they both assist her into the mansion. 

Holly and Roxanne look at each other, puzzled.

ROXANNE
Donald?

Suddenly, DONALD exits the door. 

He is prim and properly attired in a well-cut, but 
conservative dark suit and starched shirt. 

An entourage of servants follow behind him. 
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Donald stops before Holly and bows his head politely.

DONALD
Miss Lorry?

The servants quickly begin to unpack the van, carrying out 
bags.

HOLLY
Huh?

Donald and the servants enter the RV, then servants exit 
carrying bags. 

Holly stands and watches them when Donald peers out of the 
door to the RV.

DONALD
The paintings, Miss Lorry?

HOLLY
Hmmm? Oh, yes.

Holly enters the RV.

INT. MANSION/MAIN LIBRARY --EVENING 

The huge library is filled with Guests in formal attire. 

Holly's work has been carefully arranged on the walls. 

Holly is elegantly dressed as she mingles with the guests, 
discussing the various paintings with them. 

Maggie and Allie sit on a love seat, beaming.

ALLIE
Ah, Maggie, darlin', it’s a long 
way from Hanrahan's.

MAGGIE
We’ve both traveled different 
roads.

ALLIE
But it was never the same without 
you. 

There is a commotion at the entrance to the library. 

Allie quickly gets up and walks up to the entrance, signaling 
for Holly to join her. 

Diedre enters, escorting twenty, formally-dressed couples.
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DIEDRE
(to Holly)

Allie called me and said she was 
going ahead and sponsoring your 
show. These are all my dearest of 
friends. And the patrons of many 
gifted artists. 

Holly starts to speak.

DIEDRE (CONT'D)
No, please let me finish. Your art 
deserves to be given a chance to 
grace their homes and offices, 
where many times our numbers can 
thrill to your vision and your 
talent. Please Holly, it’s your 
time. 

Diedre and Holly hug. 

Allie motions everyone inside.

EXT. MANSION/GROUNDS --LATER 

Holly and Diedre, carrying their shoes, slowly walk arm in 
arm along the edge of a large pond.

DIEDRE (CONT’D)
I would love to be a fly on the 
wall when Christine finds out.

HOLLY
Well, what goes around...

DIEDRE
...comes around. I’m glad you came 
around, Holly. 

They stop. 

Holly pulls up her dress and sits down on the grass, her arms 
around her knees. 

Diedre sits down next to her.

HOLLY
I’m so confused. I’ve always wanted 
a real home. Babies. All that 
stuff. But all I've gotten is 
screwed both ways.

(hesitantly)
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When it was a woman, it always felt 
so comfortable, and yet, I was 
never quite sure.

DIEDRE
In my teens, I had a boyfriend. I 
really thought I was in love. Then, 
that summer I went to camp. My best 
friend, Jean, and I got caught in a 
sudden rainstorm. We took shelter 
in a tool shed, and we were 
laughing, pulling off our soaking 
wet clothing. It just happened. We 
looked at each other and we both 
knew. I've never looked back. 

Holly leans her head on Diedre’s shoulder as Diedre strokes 
her hair.

EXT. MANSION/GROUNDS --MORNING 

Maggie, with her walker, and Allie, with her cane, walk 
around the grounds.

In the background, Holly and Roxanne load the RV.

ALLIE
Why don’t you stay with me. I’ve 
got plenty of room and... 

Maggie stops and holds up her hand.

MAGGIE
Allie, I can never thank you enough 
for what you did for Holly, but I’m 
on the adventure of my life. 

They walk back to the RV.

ALLIE
Who knows if you'll even finish it.

MAGGIE
If I live that long, I may just 
take you up on your offer. 

Holly and Roxanne exit the RV and embrace Allie.

HOLLY
Allie, I...

Allie puts her finger to Holly's lips.
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ALLIE
Hush, child. I’m sorry it wasn’t 
everything you wanted it to be, but 
it should help build your 
credibility. You just take care of 
my Maggie. That’ll be thanks 
enough. Now get on with your 
adventure. 

Holly, Maggie and Roxanne get into the RV. 

Allie watches as they drive off.

INT. RV --NIGHT

Maggie is asleep in her bed.

Holly is driving and Roxanne sits next to her, drinking a 
beer.

Holly glances over at her.

HOLLY
You okay? You haven't said a word 
all day.

ROXANNE
I talked to my Mamma. They’re not 
letting my brother leave Cuba.
He’s being held on some trumped-up, 
bullshit charges!

HOLLY
You mean he’s in jail?

ROXANNE
Carramba! He might as well be. 

She takes a long slug of beer and puts her feet on the 
dashboard.

ROXANNE (CONT'D)
He’s accused of profiteering.

HOLLY
I don't understand.

ROXANNE
He was importing cars to Cuba 
through Mexico. He could have come 
here, he had his green card. 
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Shit, he served in Nam! But he 
wanted to maintain his ties to our 
culture. Now they’ve taken 
everything away from him and put 
him to work in the fields.

HOLLY
Sugar cane?

ROXANNE
Twelve hours a day on a chain gang. 
For two pesos a day. Holly, can we 
do anything? Senators? Congressmen?

HOLLY
There's Primo Diem, The First Day. 
It's a collection of Cuban 
activists groups that are putting 
pressure the Government.

Holly looks at Roxanne and shrugs, then turns her attention 
back to the road. Roxanne downs the rest of the beer.

HOLLY (CONT'D)
(very softly)

It's in God's hands.

Maggie groans in her sleep and Roxanne goes back to her.

EXT. RV --AFTERNOON

They drive through fields of grain. 

Holly is driving and Maggie is seated in the passenger seat 
and gazing out the window. 

Roxanne is sleeping on the couch.

MAGGIE
I can't count how many times I 
stood on Plymouth Rock, looking 
east to my family's home in 
Ireland. And now, looking across 
these fields of grain, I realize 
how much I’ve missed and how much 
more there is to see.

HOLLY
What do they say? Better late than 
never? You'll get to see it all, 
Mag. I promise.

Maggie smiles at her.
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MAGGIE
If I could have had a daughter, I 
would have wanted her to be just 
like you.

HOLLY
If you could have had a daughter, 
there would have been different 
roads to travel. You and I would 
never have met. 

Maggie reaches out and squeezes Holly's arm. 

Holly glances at her and smiles.

INT. RV --NIGHT

Roxanne is driving and Maggie is in the passenger seat. 

A large sign reading 'TAOS' flashes by the front window.

MAGGIE
I wonder what our reception will be 
like in Taos?

ROXANNE
After Chicago, what do you expect? 

Maggie looks back at Holly, who appears to be sleeping, then 
she turns back to Roxanne.

MAGGIE
My instincts tell me Christine's 
not going to let Holly and Diedre 
become examples of successful 
artists without agents.

ROXANNE
(angrily)

It’s all bullshit, Mammasita! 
Money! That’s what it’s all about! 

CLOSE ON HOLLY. Her eyes are open and she is listening.

ROXANNE (CONT'D)
That bitch has the power to make 
money off of Holly and Diedre. 
Diedre doesn’t want to lose it and 
Holly wants to make it. 
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My brother’s lost everything trying 
to make it! Shit! 

Holly gets up from the bed and walks to the front of the RV, 
taking a seat. 

She stares out the window, watching the landscape as it 
flashes by.

HOLLY
I was thrilled when Christine first 
became my agent. She introduced me 
to some of the wealthiest art 
patrons around. Collectors who 
would pay thousands of dollars for 
one of my pieces, with just one 
word from her. Then, after getting 
me hooked on rarified air, she put 
me on hold, playing with me. And 
the more I tried to enter her 
world, the more she pushed me 
aside. You know, Roxy, I’ve paid my 
dues longer than you’ve been alive.
Sure, I’m after that pot of gold at 
the end of my own personal rainbow. 
But if you’re uncomfortable with 
that, I’ll get you a plane ticket 
back and...

MAGGIE
(angrily)

That'll be enough from you two! 
I’ve walked in both of your shoes.
In the beginning of the women’s 
movement, I was as idealistic as 
Roxanne here. And, as an educator, 
I fervently believed in my craft, 
just like you, Holly. Even if the 
most money I ever made was with 
Allie during the depression.
We’re on an adventure now. Our 
individual paths have brought us 
together and I don't want anything 
to spoil that! So, no more of this 
cryin' in your beer bullshit! Or 
your self- pity, or...Oh, dear, I 
believe I’ve gotten myself too 
excited. Holly, could you please 
relieve Roxanne? 

77.

ROXANNE (CONT'D)



Roxanne quickly pulls over and stops the RV, then springs 
from her seat and helps Maggie back to the bathroom, while 
Holly gets behind the wheel. 

Roxanne looks back at Holly and they both look away.

EXT. TAOS/SKY GALLERY --MORNING

The RV pulls up in front of The Sky Gallery. 

Holly gets out and walks up to the front door where she finds 
a note taped to the door. 

She reads it. Overwhelmed, she turns and leans back against 
the building. Roxanne runs up to her.

ROXANNE
What’s wrong?

Holly, her face blank, ignores Roxanne. 

Roxanne studies the note.

ROXANNE (CONT'D)
(reading)

Closed For Renovations. Oh, Holly, 
I'm so sorry. 

Bursting into tears, Holly starts to run down the street. 
Roxanne starts to run after her, then looks back and sees 
Maggie watching from the open door of the RV. 

She stops and walks back to Maggie.

INT. BAR --EVENING

Roxanne enters the seedy bar and spots Holly, obviously 
drunk, doing shots of Tequila with three COWBOYS at a table. 

Holly spots the approaching Roxanne and attempts to stand. 

The Cowboys smile and nudge each other as Roxanne reaches 
Holly and tries to guide her out.

Suddenly, Holly resists Roxanne's assistance and COWBOY #1 
drunkenly pulls Roxanne away, slamming her up against a 
table. 

She falls to the floor. 
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They get up and start to come at him, then stop as Roxanne 
assumes a martial-arts stance.

COWBOY #3
Looks like Chuck Norris her self.

COWBOY #2
Let's get outta here. I'm too 
fuckin' drunk to find out if she 
can hit like Norris.

They back off, pick up Cowboy #1, stagger to the door and 
exit. 

Holly smiles as Roxanne relaxes.

ROXANNE
How ‘bout that Taos hospitality?

HOLLY
(slurring her words)

You sure know how to talk, uh, well 
you know, talk, I mean…

ROXANNE
Come’on, lets go home. 

Roxanne takes Holly's arm and helps her out the door.

INT. RV --DAWN

Holly slowly sits up on the couch, gingerly running her hand 
across her eyes. 

She blinks several times and looks around.

 Maggie is snoring in her bed in the back of the

RV.

She goes to the door and slowly opens it. 

The van is parked in a field. 

Roxanne is sitting around a fading fire. 

Holly smiles and staggers back to the couch.

INT. RV --AFTERNOON

Roxanne sleeps as Holly drives. 
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Maggie is in the passenger seat.

MAGGIE

So, what now, Holly? What do you think happened to Diedre?

HOLLY
I’m not a detective. I wouldn't 
know where to start. My instincts 
tell me Christine is behind this so 
called renovation, but there’s no 
answer at Diedre’s home, either.

She sighs, reaches down, picks up a water bottle and takes a 
swig.

HOLLY (CONT'D)
You know, Maggie, this is your 
trip, too. How about telling me 
where you'd like to go.

MAGGIE
When we first started out, all I 
wanted was to be the pampered 
tourist. But now that I've seen the 
passion you bring to your art and 
the pain you've gone through for 
your dreams, this trip has taken on 
a life of it’s own. For me, every 
part of this adventure is the best 
I could have possibly hoped for.

HOLLY
Are you sure, Mag? You know, if I 
try really hard, I could probably 
pull off this pampered tourist 
thing for you.

MAGGIE
Following your dreams is good 
enough for me. Speaking of dreams, 
how’s Roxy doing?

HOLLY
She’s torn up about her brother.

MAGGIE
She’s got that passion for 
everything she comes in contact 
with. That’s good. Do you think 
she’ll stay with us?
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HOLLY
She’s a professional Maggie. What 
was your passion Maggie?

MAGGIE
Sean was my passion, my knight.
Oh, sure. I hated his arrogance. 
Always the Judge. The big deal.

FLASHBACK: EXT. BEACH -- DAY IN THE NINETEEN THIRTIES

There is a picnic on a beach with a 30's Maggie; SYLVIA, a 
dark-haired, brooding woman in her 30's; SEAN, mid-30's, 
handsome, square-jawed, with slicked back, black hair; and 
COLEEN, late 30's, a red-headed, pixie-haired tomboy.

SEAN
Women will never be given the right 
to unilaterally choose to have an 
abortion. It takes two to make a 
child, not one. So neither should 
decide alone.

SYLVIA
Ever see what it ain’t? A real 
baby? What it looks like in a 
pickle jar?

SEAN
That's not the point, Sylvia.

COLEEN
Well, if I choose not to have a 
baby, nobody will be the arbitrator 
of my decision, Judge Flynn. Not 
you! Not anybody!

SEAN
And if you were brought into my 
court, I'd treat you exactly the 
same as any other.

MAGGIE
And me, your Honor?

Sean turns to look at Maggie. He is silent.

MAGGIE (CONT'D)
(softly)

What about me, Sean?

SEAN
You, Maggie?
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MAGGIE
I’m pregnant, you know. 

Sean lowers his head.

SEAN
Meaning?

MAGGIE
Meaning, I’m having an abortion.

SYLVIA
What are ya’ feedin’ the condemned 
for a last meal, Maggie?

COLEEN
Oh, shut up, Sylvia. Maggie has the 
right...

SYLVIA
(interrupting)

The right!

Sylvia jumps up.

SYLVIA (CONT'D)

The right to kill her unborn baby? She starts to run down the 
beach.

COLEEN
I'm outta here.

Coleen gets up and walks away.

SEAN
(softly)

Maggie, you never said anything to 
me.

MAGGIE
Why should I? We aren’t married. 
And you have no intentions in that 
direction, as far as I know.

SEAN
I said there'd be time for that, 
down the road, Maggie.

MAGGIE
The road leads through Maggie. And 
I’ll pick my own path, thank you.
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SEAN
Is that fair?

MAGGIE
There is no fair. It’s my body and 
I’ll make up my own mind. 

Sean crawls over and puts his arm around her. 

She starts to melt, turns and looks into his eyes. 

Then she pushes him away.

MAGGIE (CONT'D)
No you don't, Mister Justice! Your 
persuasive arguments talked me 
right into bed, so unless you’re 
willing to walk down that aisle, or 
have one of your associates marry 
us right now, it’s my choice. And 
only my choice.

SEAN
I love you, Maggie, but not enough 
to marry you under pressure.

MAGGIE
You’re talkin’ the talk, now walk 
the walk.

He leans over and kisses her on the cheek, then gets up and 
walks down the beach.

He looks back for a moment. She is crying.

He continues walking away.

PRESENT:

INT. RV

Holly shakes her head and looks at Maggie.

HOLLY
But you did marry Sean!
Why?

Maggie winks at her.

MAGGIE
Because he was kind and good and 
caring and a macho schmuck.
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And he was, and he made me feel...
I mean, wow!

HOLLY
You're too much, lady. 

She 'high-fives' Maggie and they burst out laughing.

EXT. ROAD --EVENING

With the lights on, the RV drives up a winding road, then 
down a steep grade. 

There is a steep drop on the right hand side of the road and 
no railing.

INT. RV --CONTINUOUS

Driving slowly, Holly strains to see the road.

 Roxanne is sitting on the couch with Maggie.

HOLLY
I think we zigged when we shoulda 
zagged.

Suddenly, the right rear wheel slips off the road and spins 
as it hangs over the edge of a drop.

Holly fights to keep the RV moving, panic in her eyes. 

Roxanne holds on to Maggie.

EXT. ROAD --CONTINUOUS

The RV begins to slowly move back onto the road as the left 
rear wheel spins on pavement. 

Suddenly, the RV starts to tip to the right. 

The left front wheel leaves the road and the RV begins to 
slide down the hill. 

It slams into a tree which holds it from falling to the 
valley far below.

INT. RV --CONTINUOUS

The RV starts to rock.
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HOLLY
(shouting)

Stay still or it’ll go over! 

The rocking stops.

Holly freezes, sweat pouring down her face, as Roxanne 
cradles Maggie in her arms.

ROXANNE
What’ll we do, Holly?

HOLLY
Pray, and sit still.

Holly slowly slides out of the seat and down to the floor. 

She begins to crawl toward the door when the RV begins to 
shift. 

She freezes and the movement stops.

ROXANNE
Maybe it’s the weight balance.

Holly snickers.

HOLLY
Thanks a lot.

ROXANNE
You're welcome.

Roxanne slides carefully off the couch and, crawling on her 
stomach, makes her way toward the front of the van.

ROXANNE (CONT'D)
Now, what?

MAGGIE
Holly, where’s the cell phone?

HOLLY
Maggie, you’re a genius! Why didn’t 
I think of that!

Holly crawls slowly back to the driver's seat and reaches 
into a canvas bag under the seat. 

Suddenly, the door creaks open and they all turn to see CETO 
RODRIGUEZ, a handsome, late twenty mechanic peeking in.
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CETO
How in the Hell did you ladies get 
into this fix?

ROXANNE
Just passing through!

HOLLY
Can you help us?

CETO
My Suburban's got a front winch! 
Just hold your breath!

He slowly backs away. 

They freeze for a few moments, then he pokes his head back 
through the door.

CETO (CONT’D)
Listen very carefully.  I’m parked 
on your left. I'll be sliding a 
hook over the roof. It'll come down 
on this side. One of you pull it 
through a window and anchor it to 
the top of the window frame. When I 
have some tension on the line, get 
Mamasita out. Then start the engine 
after the hook's in place. When I 
pull you upright, put it in drive, 
and with the brake on, give it 
enough gas to keep it upright, 
okay?

HOLLY
Okay.

Ceto disappears and Roxanne slowly makes her way to the 
window. 

We HEAR the sound of metal sliding across the roof of the RV.

Roxanne opens the window and a moment later, a hook drops 
into sight. 

She grabs it and secures it to the top of the window, holding 
it in place.

ROXANNE
Got it!

We HEAR Ceto's Suburban starting up and the whine of its 
engine. 
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Slowly the RV starts to right itself.

HOLLY
Roxy! Get Maggie out! 

Holly cautiously gets into the driver's seat as Roxanne helps 
Maggie to the door. 

The moment they exit, Holly starts the engine. 

She puts one foot on the brake and the other on the gas, then 
drops the gearshift lever into drive.

She gently presses down on the gas pedal and the RV starts to 
slip back.

She gives it more gas and the RV slowly moves forward.

EXT. ROAD --CONTINUOUS

Maggie and Roxanne cheer as the RV moves up onto the road. 

Holly parks and exits, then sits down, exhausted, on the 
ground. 

Maggie goes up to her. 

Ceto releases the hook from the RV and starts to rewind the 
winch.

ROXANNE
I can’t tell you how thankful we 
are for you saving us.

CETO
I noticed you in town. You were 
stopped in front of the gallery.

HOLLY
We were looking for a friend of 
ours.

MAGGIE
Her name is Diedre.

CETO
Madre Dios! That was the ladies 
name they took to Taos General. 

Maggie, Holly and Roxanne look at each other.
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HOLLY
Why did they take here there?

CETO
They said she was psycho.

ROXANNE
Who said that?

CETO
This doctor who has offices there 
and a lady named Christine.

MAGGIE
That bitch! Let’s rescue her! Can 
you show us the way to the 
hospital? 

Ceto nods yes and runs to his Suburban. 

Maggie, Holly and Roxanne get into their RV and follow Ceto.

EXT. HOSPITAL/PARKING LOT --NIGHT

Sitting in the Suburban, C

eto and Roxanne watch as Holly and Maggie enter the Hospital.

INT. HOSPITAL/RECEPTION DESK

Holly and Maggie walk up to the desk. Holly signals to a 
RECEPTIONIST.

RECEPTIONIST
May I help you?

HOLLY
Yes, please. We'd like to see 
Diedre Montague.

RECEPTIONIST
I’m sorry. Visiting hours were over 
at nine o’clock.

HOLLY
But we’ve been driving for hours...

RECEPTIONIST
(interrupting)

And visiting hours start at ten 
tomorrow morning.
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MAGGIE
Could we at least have her room 
number so we can send some flowers?

RECEPTIONIST
Sure. She types on a keyboard.

RECEPTIONIST (CONT’D)
It's seven O three A.

MAGGIE
Thank you, dear.

Maggie and Holly leave.

EXT. HOSPITAL/PARKING LOT

Holly leans through the passenger window of the Suburban. 

Roxanne studies Holly's serious expression and frowns, then 
Holly gives her a broad grin.

HOLLY
Room seven O three A.

Roxanne gives her a 'thumbs up'.

INT. HOSPITAL/RECEPTION DESK

Roxanne quickly walks past the reception desk. 

She is wearing her Nurse's uniform. 

The Receptionist, checking through some papers, looks up and 
sees her.

RECEPTIONIST
Excuse me! Nurse!

Roxanne, surprised, stops and turns around.

ROXANNE
Yes?

RECEPTIONIST
You’ll have to use the employee 
entrance from now on. 
New rules, okay?

ROXANNE
(relieved)

Okay. Sorry.
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The Receptionist waves at her and returns to her papers. 

Roxanne heads for the bank of elevators.

INT. HOSPITAL/HALLWAY

Roxanne gets off the elevator, hesitates a moment, then 
confidently walks toward the Nurse's station, checking the 
numbers on the doors as she goes. 

Roxanne spots number 703 across from the Nurse's station. The 
two Nurses at the station are talking and laughing and do not 
see Roxanne slip into 703.

INT. HOSPITAL/ROOM

Diedre is asleep. Roxanne goes to the foot of the bed and 
reads the chart.

ROXANNE
Carramba! They got her on major 
Quaaludes.

Diedre opens her eyes and smiles lazily at Roxanne.

ROXANNE (CONT'D)
(whispering)

Holly sent me. I'm gettin' you 
outta here. Comprende?

Diedre slowly shakes her head 'yes'. 

Roxanne unlocks the wheels on the bed and lowers it. 

Opening the door, she starts to push the bed out of the room.

INT. HOSPITAL/HALLWAY

The Nurses are still gabbing as Roxanne rolls past the 
Nurse's station. 

She gets to the elevator, pushes the down button and looks 
around as the elevator comes. 

Just as she wheels the bed into the elevator, a NURSE comes 
around the corner.

The elevator doors open and Roxanne pushes the bed into the 
elevator just as the Nurse sees her. 

The Nurse begins to run toward the elevator.
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NURSE
Hey! Stop! Where are you going? You 
don't...

The elevator door closes in the Nurse's face.

INT. HOSPITAL/ELEVATOR

Roxanne anxiously watches the floor numbers as the elevator 
descends. 

Diedre attempts to lift up her head.

DIEDRE
(slurred voice)

Got anymore of that green Jello?

INT. HOSPITAL/HALLWAY

Roxanne pushes the bed out of the elevator and heads for a 
back exit as we HEAR the security alarm go off. 

Now waking up, a confused Diedre sits up and looks around.

DIEDRE
Uh, what's goin' on?

(to Roxanne)
Hey, you got a license to drive 
this thing?

ROXANNE
Ay, carramba!

Roxanne slams the bed through the exit door. 

Diedre shrieks and grabs hold of the bed rails.

EXT. HOSPITAL/BACK ENTRANCE

The Suburban is parked near the back exit of the hospital, 
it's motor running. 

As Roxanne and the bed charge toward it, Ceto leaps out. He 
helps Roxanne assist the groggy, but smiling Diedre into the 
back seat of the Suburban. 

Then they leap in and take off.
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INT. RV SOON AFTER

Sitting in the driver's seat, Holly watches as the Suburban 
squeals out of the parking lot. 

She guns the RV and starts to follow, passing several Nurses 
and Security Guards as they race out of the hospital and 
discover the empty bed.

INT. RANCH HOUSE/BEDROOM --NIGHT

Diedre is lying in bed as Roxanne checks her blood- pressure. 

Holly knocks softly at the partially-opened door, then 
enters.

HOLLY
How’s she doing?

Diedre bolts to a sitting position.

DIEDRE
How I’m doing is being damn mad! 

Roxanne pushes her back down on the bed.

ROXANNE
She's fine. She just needs some 
rest, that's all. Tomorrow you can 
chat. Now, say goodnight.

Holly goes over to Diedre.

HOLLY
Goodnight, Diedre.

Holly turns and starts for the door. Roxanne joins her.

DIEDRE
Hey, you two. Thanks for the 
rescue.

ROXANNE
(forcefully)

Go to sleep. That's an order. 

Roxanne turns off the light as she and Holly exit.

INT. RANCH HOUSE/LIVING ROOM 

Holly and Roxanne come in. 
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A fire is smoldering and a pot of coffee sits on the end 
table. 

They both pour a cup and sit on the sofa in front of the 
fire.

HOLLY
Maggie all settled in?

ROXANNE
Her pulse and pressure are soaring 
and her bowels are in an uproar. 
I’m hoping a good night's sleep in 
a real bed will calm her down.

(seriously)
Mammasita needs to rest for a few 
days. No excitement. And no travel.

HOLLY
What are you trying to tell me, 
Roxy? Is she that bad off?

ROXANNE
(annoyed)

Why don't you just think of her for 
a change?

Roxanne puts her cup down, leaps up and quickly exits.

INT. RANCH HOUSE/LIVING ROOM --MORNING

Holly and a fresh-looking Diedre are sitting on the couch and 
drinking coffee.

HOLLY
I really have to say you don’t look 
any the worse for wear.

DIEDRE
After you guys rescued me, there 
was so much adrenaline pumping 
through my veins, I could have 
carried that hospital bed home!
Oh, by the way, the hospital called 
and wanted to know where to send 
the bill. Can you imagine? I told 
them to send it to Christine.

HOLLY
I'm curious. How did this all 
happen?
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GABRIELLE
We were having dinner in her hotel 
room. All very grand, with 
candelabra, caviar, champagne.
Anyway, she was telling me that she 
wanted to let bygones be bygones. 
Then the next thing I know, I’m a 
babbling moron in a psycho ward.

HOLLY
That bitch! How can we get even, 
Diedre? 

Diedre sits back and smiles.

DIEDRE
Make a profit, Holly. Just make a 
profit.

EXT. RANCH HOUSE/GARDEN. TWO DAYS LATER, DUSK.

A three-piece, Mexican string band is playing in a garden 
which is filled with Men and Women, elegantly dressed in 
cowboy garb. 

There is a well-stocked bar and several tables overflowing 
with Southwestern cuisine. 

Holly’s works, mounted in wooden frames, are set against a 
backdrop of cactus, tumbleweed and native plants, emphasizing 
the ochre, sand and greens prevalent in her paintings. 

Maggie sits in an oversized wooden rocker on the porch, 
wearing a broom dress, kerchief and cowboy hat. 

Sitting next to her is Roxanne, also dressed in western garb. 
Holly and Diedre, appropriately dressed, are talking with a 
group of guests.

As Holly shakes hands with several guests, then drifts away 
from them, she is joined by Roxanne.

ROXANNE
I didn’t get a chance to explain 
why I was so upset the other night.

HOLLY
No explanations necessary.

ROXANNE
Mammasita's pushing ninety and has 
good good days and bad good days. 
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But, as she told me, even her bad, 
bad days are better than... You 
understand, Holly? I just didn’t 
get it before.

HOLLY
It’s okay, Roxy. It took me a 
while, too.

They walk over to a table of food, load their plates and 
bring one back for Maggie, then watch as three Mexican Women 
perform a traditional Spanish dance. 

A car speeds up the driveway, then screeches to a halt. 

MARGARITA DIAZ gets out of the car and run up to the porch. 
Holly leaps to her feet.

DIEDRE
(to Holly)

This is Margarita Diaz. She's a 
friend, and a lawyer. Christine got 
an injunction to stop you from 
selling any of your art without 
going through her

HOLLY
What!

MARGARITA
The Police are right behind us. 
They're going to confiscate 
everything!

Margarita takes Holly aside, whispers to her, then they 
quickly run around to each piece and take off the prices as 

Diedre walks quickly around, quietly speaking with the 
Guests.

Finished, Holly, Margarita and Diedre join Maggie and Roxanne 
just as two Sheriff's cars pull up. 

They park and a SHERIFF gets out of Sheriff's car #1, then 
opens the back door and Christine emerges. 

The Sheriff walks up to the gathering and stands in the 
middle of the crowd of guests.

SHERIFF
I’m sorry, folks, but I have to 
enforce an injunction against Ms. 
Montague from selling certain works 
of art by one Holly Lorry.
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MARGARITA
Sheriff, you know me. As an officer 
of the court, I'll attest to the 
fact that none of Ms. Lorry's works 
are here to be sold, but rather to 
lend a decorative touch to this 
party.

Christine walks up.

CHRISTINE
Diedre, good to see you’re out of 
your depression.

(to the Sheriff)
Sheriff, you have a duly authorized 
warrant to confiscate any of the 
items specified.

HOLLY
(angrily)

But Christine, I’m not selling 
anything, isn’t that your job?

CHRISTINE
But, what about your paintings…and 
the people here, and…

SHERIFF
I’m sorry, ladies. 

He looks back at Sheriff's car #2 and signals. 

Two Deputies get out.

SHERIFF (CONT'D)
(to the Deputies)

Remember to check off any items 
that appear on the warrant. 

The Deputies begin checking each piece of art, then carry 
them to Sheriff's car #2. 

The Sheriff and Christine head back to Sheriff's car #1. 

Christine stops and turns toward Holly.

CHRISTINE
Holly, my dear. We must get 
together. Lunch? Next week?

Christine continues to Sheriff's car #1 and starts to get in. 

Maggie suddenly jumps up, grabs hold of her walker and 
lurches forward several feet.
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MAGGIE
(screaming)

You miserable whore!

Everyone watches in shock as Maggie slams her walker on the 
porch. 

Roxanne hurries to her side with alarm.

MAGGIE (CONT'D)
Here’s someone trying to bring 
beauty to the world and all a bitch 
like you can think of is your 
petty, petty...Oh, my. Holly! Roxy!

Maggie's legs begin to buckle as she gasps for air. 

Roxanne catches her and supports her as she collapses to the 
ground.

HOLLY
(shouting)

Sheriff! Please! Do something! 

Christine starts to get into Sheriff's car #1, but the 
Sheriff pulls her back out as the two Deputies run to Maggie 
and pick her up. 

They carry her to Sheriff's car #1 as Holly and Roxanne 
follow. 

Roxanne gets into the back seat and the Deputies slide Maggie 
in with her. 

Holly gets into Sheriff's car #2 as the Deputies get in and 
speed away, their lights flashing and siren blaring. 

Christine stands among the guests, who are glaring at her and 
whispering among themselves.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. HOSPITAL/WAITING ROOM --LATER

Holly and Roxanne pace back and forth. Gabrielle, Diedre and 
Margarita are sitting. 

DOCTOR GONZALEZ enters and, looking around at the concerned 
faces, shakes his head and smiles.
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DOCTOR GONZALEZ
She’s had a mild heart attack. 
However, she's in much better 
condition than one would expect 
from someone of her age. She 
refuses to stay, and I won’t make 
her. She's earned the right to 
decide what quality of life means.

HOLLY
Can we see her?

DOCTOR GONZALEZ
Hell, yes! See her. Take her home.

INT. HOSPITAL/ROOM

Holly and Roxanne rush in to find Maggie sitting up in bed.

MAGGIE
Come to spring me, girls?

HOLLY
Now, Maggie, don't you think you 
should reconsider...

MAGGIE
(interrupting)

Bull patootie! I’m outta here!
Help me get dressed.

ROXANNE
But, Mammasita, your heart....

MAGGIE
(interrupting)

...is still beating, thank you very 
much.

Maggie gets out of bed and grabs her walker.

MAGGIE (CONT'D)
I've got a score to settle and an 
ocean to see before it stops. 

Roxanne grabs Maggie's clothes from the closet.

MAGGIE (CONT'D)
Now get me the Hell outta here! 

Chuckling, Holly exits.
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INT. HOSPITAL/WAITING ROOM

Diedre and Margarita get up as Holly enters.

HOLLY
She's like the proverbial bull in a 
china shop. Mad as Hell and feisty 
as ever.

DIEDRE
What a relief.

MARGARITA
Holly, do you have a copy of your 
agreement with Christine?

HOLLY
Sure, it’s at...

(beat)
Damn! It was destroyed in the fire.

DIEDRE
Think, Holly. Do you remember what 
the clause said about canceling 
your agreement? 

Holly sits down, dejected.

HOLLY
No. That was a right brain thing. 

Maggie and Roxanne enter. 

Maggie shuffles up to Margarita.

MAGGIE
Okay, counselor, what do we do 
about the bitch?

MARGARITA
I’ve got an idea.

(beat)
I’m going to try to get an 
emergency hearing before the 
Federal District Court.

HOLLY
Why Federal?

MARGARITA
Because you transported them 
interstate, so Federal, not State, 
law should apply.
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Margarita grins at her.

MARGARITA (CONT'D)
Maybe, just maybe, we can turn the 
tables on her.

Maggie looks at the others.

MAGGIE
Now that's my kinda gal!

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. RESTAURANT --NIGHT

Soft music is playing in the small, candle-lit restaurant. 
Roxanne and Ceto sit in a booth, side by side.

CETO
Things have been happening pretty 
fast. Of course, not fast enough 
for me. 

Roxanne blushes.

CETO (CONT’D)
Oh, no! That's not what I meant!

ROXANNE
I like this pace just fine, thank 
you. They are silent for a moment 
as they hold hands.

CETO
Will Mammasita get to see the 
ocean?

ROXANNE
Her will is strong.

CETO
Was that a definite maybe?

ROXANNE
If it’s the will of God. She 
crosses herself.

CETO
And one helluva Nurse. Tell me, 
Roxanne, when did your family leave 
Cuba?

100.



ROXANNE
I’m the only one who really left. 
My brother left, then went back 
and, well, you know what happened 
to him.

CETO
My family is pretty well connected 
with the diplomatic community in 
Mexico City. As we speak, they're 
trying to find out if there’s a way 
to release him from Cuba.

ROXANNE

Oh, Ceto! Is there really a chance?
He puts his hands over hers.

CETO
They promised me they'll do 
everything that they can.

(very softly)
Do you think there’s a chance for 
us? 

Roxanne is silent for a moment.

ROXANNE
Please try to understand, Ceto. I 
can't even think about that right 
now. There's so much going on. I’m 
committed to stay with Mammasita 
and Holly to the end. But, madre 
dios! I don’t understand all that’s 
going on between Holly and 
Christine!

CETO
My little angel, you are truly 
naive.

ROXANNE
About what? I'm well aware that 
women can be as nasty and evil as 
men! 

He looks at her, amazed.

CETO
This isn’t about evil. It's... 

Roxanne stares at him, a confused look on her face. 

He smiles, then leans over and kisses her on the cheek.
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CETO (CONT'D)
It's not important right now.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. COURTROOM --AFTERNOON

Margarita and ATTORNEY JAMES MORAN are addressing JUDGE 
GAVIN. 

The courtroom is empty except for Holly, Maggie, Roxanne, and 
Diedre, all sitting at one table, and Christine who is 
sitting at a table on the other side.

MARGARITA
Your Honor, my client, represented 
by a Miss Scott, verbally 
terminated the contract over thirty 
days ago, as required by their 
agreement.

MORGAN
Objection, your Honor. Counsel is 
incorrect.

He takes a sheaf of papers from his table, leafs through 
them, then stops.

MORGAN (CONT'D)
(reading)

Section Five, Article Two of their 
Agent Client agreement states, and 
I quote: Either party may 
voluntarily terminate the 
agreement, but only by written 
request and by U. S. Postal 
Registered Mail, such termination 
becoming effective thirty days 
after receipt of such request.

MARGARITA
Your Honor, is Counsel introducing 
the agreement as an exhibit?

JUDGE GAVIN
Counselor, if you’re prepared to 
quote from the alleged agreement, I 
assume you have no objection? 

Morgan glances over at Christine who gives him a disdainful 
glare.
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MORGAN
Your Honor, we are willing to 
stipulate that there was an 
agreement, and this section should 
be admitted as...

JUDGE GAVIN
(interrupting)

Counselor, you brought it into 
direct evidence. Please provide it 
to the Court and opposing Counsel.

Judge Gavin looks down at MISS O'BRIEN, the Court Clerk.

JUDGE GAVIN
Ms. O’Brien, please mark Mister 
Morgan’s evidence as Plaintiff's 
Exhibit Number One and make copies 
for the Court and Defense Counsel.

(beat)
Court is adjourned for one half-
hour. 

The Judge exits and Morgan and Christine leave. 

Margarita returns to her client's table.

HOLLY
I don’t understand. Why would you 
want to bring into evidence the 
very contract that Christine cites 
for seizing my work?

MARGARITA
Holly, you didn’t have a copy of 
the contract. She does, and now we 
do. Occasionally, a clause can be 
read two ways. Now we can take our 
pick of either compliance or non-
compliance.

DIEDRE
You mean you’re going to argue that 
even if the contract is in force, 
we’re actually doing the right 
thing? 

O'Brien approaches them and hands Margarita a copy of the 
contract.
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MARGARITA
That's what I'm hoping to prove.
I need some time to go over this.

INT. COURTROOM --A SHORT TIME LATER

Everyone is back in the courtroom. Judge Gavin bangs his 
gavel.

JUDGE GAVIN
The Court will come to order. 
Counselors, are you ready to 
proceed?

MORGAN
Ready, your Honor.

MARGARITA
Your Honor, I motion to accept 
Plaintiff's Exhibit Number One as 
the full written agreement between 
my client and Ms. Scott.

JUDGE GAVIN
Mister Morgan, do you have any 
objections?

MORGAN
No, your Honor.

JUDGE GAVIN
Then call your first witness.

MORGAN
I call Ms. Christine Scott. 

Christine goes to the witness stand, is sworn in and sits 
down. Morgan gets up and walks up to her.

MORGAN (CONT'D)
Ms. Scott, are you the agent of 
record for Ms. Holly Lorry, and 
have been so for the past two years 
and six months?

CHRISTINE
Yes.

MORGAN
And during this time, have you 
promoted her and provided your best 
efforts on behalf of Ms. Lorry?
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CHRISTINE
Yes.

MORGAN
And has Ms. Lorry communicated to 
you, in writing, a desire to 
terminate your agency client 
relationship?

CHRISTINE
No.

MORGAN
No further questions. Morgan sits 
down.

JUDGE GAVIN
Ms. Diaz?

Margarita walks up to Christine.

MARGARITA
Ms. Scott, did Ms. Lorry indicate 
that she wished to terminate your 
agency contract with her?

CHRISTINE
Oh, you know these artists. A 
temperamental lot, really.

MARGARITA
Your Honor, would you please 
instruct the witness to answer the 
question 'yes' or 'no'.

JUDGE GAVIN
Ms. Scott. Just answer 'yes' or 
'no'.

CHRISTINE
Oh, she had this hissy fit on the 
phone and...

MARGARITA
Your Honor!

JUDGE GAVIN
(forcefully)

Just 'yes' or 'no', Ms. Scott.
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CHRISTINE
Not the way our contract provided 
for. No.

MARGARITA
No further questions. 

Margarita sits down.

JUDGE GAVIN
Mister Morgan, do you have any 
other witnesses? Morgan stands up.

MORGAN
No, your Honor.

Morgan sits down.

JUDGE GAVIN

Ms. Diaz, call your first witness. Margarita stands up.

MARGARITA
I call Ms. Holly Lorry. 

Holly goes to the witness box, raises her hand and takes the 
oath, then sits down. 

Margarita stands up and, holding the agreement, walks up to 
Holly.

MARGARITA (CONT'D)
Ms. Lorry, do you recognize this 
document?

She hands it to Holly.

MARGARITA (CONT'D)
Your Honor, let the record show I’m 
handing Ms. Lorry Plaintiff’s 
Exhibit Number One.

Holly looks it over.

HOLLY
Yes. It appears to be the agreement 
that I signed with Christine, uh, 
Ms. Scott.

MARGARITA
I draw your attention to Article 
Four, Section Two. Would you read 
it aloud for the Court?
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Holly leafs through the agreement and stops at a page.

HOLLY
Subject to other provisions, the 
Artist, as indicated in Article 
One, Section One, may use her best 
efforts to market her works or art 
in a professional manner and report 
her sales to the agency for 
commission purposes. 

Margarita takes the agreement back from Holly.

MARGARITA
Now, your Honor, Ms. Lorry cannot 
be enjoined from attempting to sell 
her art, which ultimately enriches 
Ms. Scott. It would be a violation 
of her agreement.

Morgan jumps up.

MORGAN
Objection, your Honor. Counsel 
cannot have it both ways. Either 
she’s in violation of the agreement 
in toto, which calls into play the 
agent's right to approve venues of 
sales, among other provisions and 
allowances, or she’s not.

JUDGE GAVIN
Ms. Diaz, are you finished with 
this witness?

MARGARITA
Yes, your Honor.

JUDGE GAVIN
Do you have any other witnesses?

MARGARITA
No, your Honor.

JUDGE GAVIN
Then it appears to be a prima-facie 
case for the Plaintiff, based on 
your client's agreement to mutually 
agree upon the entire contract, not 
just the parts the defendant likes.
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Therefore, I find for Ms. Scott and 
order a freeze on the sale of Ms. 
Lorry’s works, unless Ms. Lorry 
agrees to sell them only under the 
auspices of Ms. Scott’s agency, or 
until Ms. Lorry's contract expires. 
Now, pending any appeal, this case 
is closed. 

Judge Gavin bangs his gavel.

MARGARITA
Yes, your Honor.

MORGAN
Thank you, your Honor.

JUDGE GAVIN
This court is adjourned. 

Judge Gavin gets up and leaves along with other court 
personnel.

Christine is elated as she shakes hands with Morgan. 

Everyone else appears dejected as they leave the courtroom.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. RV --LATER

Holly is driving. 

Diedre is in the passenger seat and Margarita, 

Roxanne and Maggie are sitting on the couch and chairs.

HOLLY
(exasperated)

So that's it?

MARGARITA
I’m afraid so, Holly. I took a 
chance and lost. I’m sorry.
But you can sell your pieces by 
living up to your agreement.

HOLLY
The Hell I will! Margarita, when 
can I get my art back?
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MARGARITA
The court can't hold them, but you 
still can't sell...

HOLLY
(interrupting)

I'd burn them before I let her make 
a red cent! I can fuckin' wait!

ROXANNE
(softly)

Holly? Maybe now we can get on with 
Mammasita’s adventure. 

Holly is silent, but her expression slowly changes from anger 
to happiness.

HOLLY
Roxy! You're absolutely right.
For the next six month's, we're 
gonna have a ball!

MAGGIE
Now, hold on just a damn minute!

HOLLY
No! Roxy’s right. I'm sorry, Mag, 
I’ve been selfish. I’ve only been 
concerned about myself. Sure hasn't 
been the first time Hey, everybody! 
Let’s just enjoy our trip, okay! No 
hassles, no Christine!

MAGGIE
But, Holly, the purpose of our trip 
was to sell your art. I'm just 
along for the ride, remember?

HOLLY
I said, that's it! Not another 
word, Mammasita!

MAGGIE
Humph. Pushy, pushy, pushy. 

Margarita puts her hand on Holly's shoulder.

MARGARITA
(softly)

I feel just terrible about all 
this. 
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Holly starts to speak.

MARGARITA (CONT'D)
Look, let me at least make dinner 
tonight, for all of you. It’s not 
often that I have such talented 
dinner companions. Please?

Holly glances at the others and they all smile back.

HOLLY
Looks like it's unanimous.

MARGARITA
Seven o’clock. Gaby knows where it 
is. 

Holly pulls up at a parking lot and Margarita gets out. 

As Holly pulls away, Diedre leans close to her.

DIEDRE
(very softly)

Could we spend some time together? 

The others watch as Holly nods 'yes'. 

Maggie chuckles and Roxanne studies Holly and Diedre 
curiously.

INT. HOUSE/LIVING ROOM --EVENING

The large living room has a wrap-around, two-wall sofa, 
framing a sunken coffee table, working fireplace and large 
screen TV. 

Roxanne and Maggie are sitting on the sofa where Maggie is 
fussing at Roxanne’s attentiveness. 

Holly and Diedre sit on the floor, their backs against the 
sofa.

Margarita serves them coffee and cordials from a beautiful 
silver set, then sits on the sofa next to Gabrielle.

MARGARITA
So, what did Christine have on you, 
Diedre?

Diedre, half listening, laughs at something Holly has said, 
then turns to Margarita.
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DIEDRE
I’m sorry. What was that about 
Christine?

MARGARITA
It seems that Christine was able to 
control each of you to a certain 
extent. I was wondering what hook 
she had in you.

Diedre rests her hand on Holly’s hand, to the wide-eyed 
puzzlement of Roxanne.

DIEDRE
No, Gaby, it's alright. Christine's 
an evil person and I feel it’s 
important to tell anyone who'll 
listen.

She looks at Holly.

DIEDRE (CONT'D)
Ten years ago, in order to please 
my parents, and to help a very good 
friend, I got married.

ROXANNE
We have arranged marriages all the 
time in Cuba.

DIEDRE
(softly)

Not like this. I’m a lesbian, 
Roxanne. I married Jack because he 
was a Captain for World Airlines, 
and gay. The Airline was starting 
to wonder why a forty-year old, but 
very handsome pilot, wasn’t 
married. At that time, the facts 
would have ended his career.

MARGARITA
But what does that have to do with 
Christine?

DIEDRE
Much like Holly and Gabrielle, 
Christine took me under her wing, 
financed me and displayed my 
photographs in some of the best 
galleries, where they sold very 
well. When she thought I was ready, 
she set up my gallery in Chicago.
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Then, when I was feeling secure 
enough to have a book of my photos 
published on my own, she yanked the 
leash.She threatened to expose my 
sham marriage.

She gets up and starts to pace.

DIEDRE (CONT'D)
I was upset and mad. I even 
attempted suicide. Christine would 
first hurt, then help. But the 
problem was partly mine. I was 
hooked on wanting her approval.

HOLLY
But you defied her in Chicago, and 
for me!

DIEDRE
Yes. That's because Jack came out. 
The climate changed.

MARGARITA
And she lost her hook in you.

DIEDRE
Exactly. All of a sudden, my debts 
to her were canceled, the gallery 
was mine and she was my new best 
friend. That was about the time you 
came on the scene, Holly.

ROXANNE
Do you think she had anything to do 
with the fire?

DIEDRE
Well, you saw what she did to Gaby.

ROXANNE
She put you in a hospital, 
Gabrielle!

MAGGIE
That guy you dumped, Holly. David 
Woodward? You told me he introduced 
you to Christine. I bet that slime 
ball did it!

ROXANNE
Now calm down, Mammasita.
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HOLLY
No, I don’t think even Christine 
would cut off a meal ticket. 
Without my art, I'm worthless to 
her.

ROXANNE
Maybe if his male ego was bruised 
enough, he just might help 
Christine out a little, no?

MARGARITA
(interrupting)

Christine didn't lose her meal 
ticket. She had all your chromes, 
and that's what you used to 
resurrect your destroyed art. She 
just needed you to make it all come 
together, and you obliged her.
It couldn’t hurt to look into it.

DIEDRE
So what now, Holly?

Holly moves over and sits in front of Maggie.

HOLLY
It’s like Frost's poem about the 
fork in the road, right, Maggie?
Let’s get onto that road less 
traveled.

MAGGIE
There's miles to go before this 
woman wants to sleep.

Roxanne beams. 

Diedre is sad for a moment, then smiles.

EXT. DRIVEWAY --MORNING

Standing beside the RV door, Maggie and Roxanne are saying 
goodbye to Margarita. 

Holly and Diedre walk up to the RV, stop and look into each 
other's eyes for a moment, then hug. 

Ceto drives up and stops and Roxanne runs over to his 
Suburban.
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 He gets out and throws his arms around her.

CETO
Your brother made it to the Mexican 
Embassy in Havana where he 
requested asylum.

My family's working on getting him 
out of Cuba.

ROXANNE
Oh, Ceto! How can I ever thank you?

He grins and she playfully smacks him, then embraces and 
kisses him passionately. 

Holly and Maggie get into the RV. 

Holly toots the horn and starts the engine. 

Ceto stares lovingly into Roxanne's eyes.

CETO
Via con dios, my angel. Call me 
when you can. I’ll be waiting for 
you. 

She kisses him again, then runs to the RV and leaps inside. 

Ceto, Diedre, Gabrielle and Margarita wave as the RV pulls 
away, horn tooting.

EXT. DESERT --DUSK

Roxanne exits the RV with coffee cups. 

Maggie and Holly are sitting in chairs, watching the setting 
sun which has painted the sky a beautiful palette of pinks 
and purples. 

Suddenly, Maggie gets up and clumps off with her walker. 

Holly starts to follow her, then stops.

HOLLY
Damn!

She runs past Roxanne, leaps into the RV, then returns a few 
moments later with a camera. 

She runs past Roxanne and after Maggie. 
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Roxanne goes to the chairs and puts the cups down as Holly 
starts to shoot Maggie from the back, then from behind, then 
from the side, then from the front. 

As Holly circles her, Maggie laughs and waves Holly away.

MAGGIE
Holly! Stop it! I hate pictures!

HOLLY
Why, Maggie? You're beautiful! 

She signals to Roxanne as she continues to shoot and Roxanne 
joins them. 

Roxanne puts an arm around Maggie.

ROXANNE
C'mon, Mammasita. A picture of what 
you did on your summer vacation.

Roxanne and Maggie ham it up. 

Holly runs out of film and reloads.

ROXANNE

Okay, now you and Mammasita. 

Roxanne takes the camera and shoots Holly and Maggie.

MAGGIE
Could we have a fire tonight, 
girls? These old bones could sure 
use one. 

Holly and Roxanne immediately begin to gather firewood. 

Maggie watches them for a moment, then looks at the sky and 
smiles.

EXT. DESERT --NIGHT

Holly, Roxanne and Maggie are sitting on the ground around a 
roaring fire. 

Maggie has a shawl around her shoulders and a blanket on her 
lap. 

Holly and Roxanne are in sweat clothes.
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MAGGIE
I like fire. I’ve always thought of 
it as a metaphor for life. 
Kindling, spark, flame, then 
embers. Comforting, those embers, 
against the long night that's 
coming. 

There is silence for a moment, then Maggie's head nods as she 
starts to drift off.

HOLLY
(softly; to Roxanne)

So, what’s up with Ceto? A spark 
perhaps?

ROXANNE
I never had the patience or the 
time to build a relationship with 
anyone. Now Ceto wants to jump 
right in.

(sighing)
He seems so sure. But me...

MAGGIE
You girls have no balls! They both 
look at her, shocked.

HOLLY & ROXANNE
(in unison)

Maggie!

MAGGIE
No, really! When Allie and I sowed 
our oats, there weren’t a lot of 
men around. And the ones that 
were... 

She spits into the fire.

MAGGIE (CONT'D)
...weren't worth chasing. What's 
your Ceto been doing with his life, 
besides keeping on eye on you?

ROXANNE
He's in art.

Maggie and Holly look surprised. Roxanne laughs.

ROXANNE (CONT'D)
He told me he wanted to be an 
artist when he was young. 
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Even got himself some ribbons in 
several shows. But he figured he 
wasn't good enough to make a living 
at it, so, well, he's a landscaper. 
Owns his own gardening center. The 
whole works.

HOLLY
Whoa! Creative and smart! Perfect, 
Roxy!

They all laugh.

MAGGIE
Holly, would you please get me that 
brandy I’ve been saving? It’s in my 
green bag.

Holly gets up and runs to the RV. 

Maggie leans closer to Roxanne.

MAGGIE (CONT'D)
You're still a pup, and that Ceto? 
He's a good man. Next time you see 
him, you do it one time just for 
me. 

She chuckles as Roxanne blushes.

ROXANNE
Mammasita!

MAGGIE
That child, Holly. She needs 
someone, damnit.

Holly comes back with a filled plastic cup. 

Maggie takes it, sniffs and sips, then sits back and smiles. 

She closes her eyes for a few moments as she rocks back and 
forth.

MAGGIE (CONT'D)
We're connected as women. A 
teacher, a healer and an artisan. 
We have a worth that's above and 
beyond the making of babies. 
Biology's not our destiny. For 
better or worse, all of us have 
chosen our own paths. No man chose 
it for us.
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She sips for a moment.

MAGGIE (CONT'D)
If there are men in our lives, so 
be it. If not, that's okay, too.
I’ve had it both ways and it was 
comforting to know that I made my 
decisions based on my needs. It's a 
good road to follow, girls. Roxy, 
you and Ceto. Holly, Diedre's a 
very special woman. 

Maggie sips her drink as Holly and Roxanne stare into the 
fire. 

Then Roxanne gets up, leans down and kisses Holly on the top 
of her head, then goes to the RV and enters.

MAGGIE (CONT'D)
I’ve left you the house, Holly. 
It’s got good roots. Go there when 
you need to reconnect with your 
soul.

HOLLY
Maggie...

Maggie holds up her cup.

MAGGIE
To life, and it’s been a great one.

Now, go to bed. Please. I need to 
be alone with my embers. 

Holly stands, looks down at Maggie for a moment. 

Maggie looks up at her and smiles. 

Holly runs her hand through Maggie's hair, then turns and 
walks slowly back to the RV, tears streaming down her face. 

Maggie finishes her drink as she stares into the fire.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. RV --DUSK

Roxanne is driving. Holly is in the passenger seat and Maggie 
is asleep on the couch. 

They pull into an open lot at the edge of a beach. 
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Roxanne shuts off the engine and sits, staring down at the 
floor. 

Holly looks out the front window.

HOLLY'S P.O.V. - THE OCEAN IS CALM, THERE IS A SOFT BREEZE

AND THE SAND SPARKLES IN THE SETTING SUN.

Holly turns her seat to face Roxanne who is still holding the 
wheel, her head down. She studies Roxanne for a moment, then 
rises. 

Roxanne quickly rises, pushes past Holly and runs out of the 
van.

EXT. BEACH

Roxanne is sitting on the sand, her arms wrapped around her 
legs. Holly approaches her.

HOLLY
What is it, Roxy?

ROXANNE

Nothing. I'm not supposed to... Roxanne falls silent.

HOLLY
Not suppose to feel anything? 

Roxanne begins to cry and Holly kneels down in the sand next 
to her and takes her into her arms. 

Then Holly begins to cry. 

We HEAR a sound in the RV and Roxanne and Holly quickly wipe 
their eyes with their clothing, get up and run toward the RV.

The door opens and Maggie appears. 

They help her down and she clumps with her walker to the 
sand, where she kicks off her shoes and wiggles her toes in 
the sand.

MAGGIE
Oh, what a wonderful feeling! 

Her legs collapse and Roxanne and Holly support her as she 
sinks to the ground.
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MAGGIE (CONT'D)
I’m sorry, but my legs...

HOLLY
Oh, Maggie.

ROXANNE
Mammasita.

MAGGIE
(weakly)

Help me down to the sea. 

Roxanne and Holly carry Maggie to the ocean’s edge and sit 
her down in the sand, the waves lapping at her feet. 

They sit with their arms around her as the sun starts to set.

EXT. CHRISTINE’S HOUSE. 

Two men stand in front of Christine’s front door, one rings 
the bell.

Christine comes to the door and opens it.

CHRISTINE
Yes?

FIRST MAN
Christine Scott?

CHRISTINE
Yes I’m Christine.

FIRST MAN
We have a warrant for your arrest 
for interstate soliciting to commit 
a crime. In this case the arson of 
one Holly Lorry’s home.

Christine faints dead away.

EXT. FIELD -- DUSK

A deer and its fawn are grazing in a field. In the background 
is Maggie's house.
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EXT. MAGGIE'S HOUSE/PORCH

A black limousine pulls away from the house and vanishes down 
the driveway. 

Roxanne, Diedre, Gabrielle and Allie, all dressed in black, 
are sitting on the front porch. 

They each hold a champagne glass. 

Holly holds a large bottle. 

She finishes pouring Diedre's champagne, then goes to a table 
and fills her own glass and puts the bottle down. 

They are silent for a moment, then Holly holds up her glass 
and the others follow suit.

HOLLY
We knew her only a short time, but 
she gave us a priceless gift.
She brought to our lives the very 
essence of what we all are. Girls, 
women, lovers and friends. Go with 
God, Maggie.

A sudden breeze ruffles their hair and clothing. 

The CAMERA NOW REVEALS two necklaces hanging from the edge of 
the porch roof: Holly's deer pendant and the talisman 
necklace she gave to Maggie. The two necklaces intertwine and 
their wooden carvings and stones give off a soft tinkling 
sound as the breeze moves through them.

FADE OUT
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