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EXT;WASHINGTON DC; EVENING

Four men walk down a crowded street, laughing, talking and

having a good time.

MAN

(voice over)

Not many people believe that I

actually once lived in a place

called Bibb City, Georgia. They say

it’s not something they can see me

doing. In fact, I sometimes have a

hard time believing it myself. But,

it happened.

One of the men points to a building.

MAN

(voice over)

People always said Bibb City was

just a hop skip and a jump from

Alabama. I had no problem taking

them at their word, though. Being a

native of DC, a hop, skip and jump

would normally put me under a taxi.

The men enter the building.

MAN

(voice over)

I’ll have to admit, there were

times when that border looked

pretty tempting to me. But,I

toughed out what would become my

worst nightmare.

EXT; BIBB CITY; EVENING

A lone figure walks down a narrow dirt road much in need of

paving.

INT; WASHINGTON DC; EVENING

The four men are seated at a table in a fancy restaurant.

Lights hang from the chandeliers, and the patrons wear suits

and fancy dresses.

PETER RAINEY,young, tall and handsome, is looking at his

menu.

To his right, JACKSON PAUL, blonde with a nice build, is

pointing to a woman across the room, speaking.
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To Peter’s left, JONATHON SQUARLEY, a bigger man with a

thick goatee, sips his water, eying the woman Jackson is

pointing at. He has a smile on his face as he watches her.

Between Jonathon and Jackson, CARL JOHNSON, a thin man with

buzzed hair, stares into space, his chin resting in his

hand. He seems preoccupied.

Jackson nudges Carl, giving him a sly grin.

JACKSON

You look lost, or something, Carl.

You all right?

Carl looks at Jackson and sheepishly smiles.

He nods, sitting up straighter in his chair.

CARL

Yeah, Jackson. I guess so.

Just a little nervous.

He looks around, embarrassed by this slight confession.

PETER

Don’t worry, man. Everything will

be just fine.

Carl shrugs softly, opening the menu in front of him and

staring at it.

CARL

What...what if it doesn’t?

He doesn’t look up.

Jackson eyes Carl curiously.

JACKSON

You love her that much, huh? And

she loves you, too?

Carl nods, looking up.

CARL

Yeah. At least I think she does.

Jackson waves his hand in dismissal.

JACKSON

It’ll be fine.

Jonathon takes a sip of his water.
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JONATHON

She’ll say yes.

Carl smiles softly, looking back to his menu.

Jackson grabs his water.

JACKSON

Yes. It’ll all be fine.

He smiles at Carl.

JACKSON

Now, for the matter at hand.

He pauses, smiling slyly at Peter.

JACKSON

Getting rid of Peter, here.

The men chuckle.

Peter shakes his head.

PETER

Yeah, yeah. Laugh it up. I know how

it is, though.

He eyes the other men in the group.

PETER

You all are going to be lost

without me.

He sips his water, smiling as the others voice their

disagreement.

Peter shrugs.

PETER

Guess it doesn’t matter. Y’all are

lost with me here.

The men groan.

CARL

Poor joke.

JONATHON

Did you really just say y’all?

Peter chuckles.
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PETER

Did I?

JACKSON

Georgia is having an affect on him

already.

Jackson glances down at his menu.

JACKSON

Mark my words, gentlemen. By the

time Peter comes back...

CARL

If Peter comes back.

Jackson nods.

JACKSON

If Peter comes back, he’s going to

have a genuine accent.

The men voice their agreement as the WAITER arrives and

takes their order.

Carl gives Peter a funny look.

CARL

I still can’t believe you’re moving

to Georgia to teach history to a

bunch of eleventh graders.

Carl shakes his head.

CARL

Unbelievable!

Peter shrugs.

PETER

That’s why I went back to school. I

want to make a difference. I was

doing nothing before that was

meaningful.

Jackson looks at Peter and snorts.

JACKSON

Meaningful? In a town that small?

Jackson shakes his head.
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JACKSON

Really. What kind of difference are

you going to make there?

EXT; BIBB CITY; DAY.

A teenage girl, DOROTHY SUE CRAFTON, walks into a small

grocery store. She is medium-height with shoulder-length

brown hair. Her jeans look worn, and her shoelaces are

frayed at the ends.

To the right, a tall woman with gray hair, VERA SINGER, is

wiping down the counter with a towel.

She frowns as she sees Dorothy Sue.

VERA

Dorothy Sue, what on earth are you

doin’ here?

Dorothy Sue looks down shyly, biting her lip.

She mumbles unintelligibly.

Vera snaps the towel at Dorothy Sue angrily.

VERA

Speak up, child! How’s anyone

supposed to understand what you’re

sayin’ when ya mumble like that?

Dorothy Sue looks up shyly.

DOROTHY SUE

My daddy sent me to buy some bread.

Vera eyes her cautiously.

VERA

You sure your daddy sent you? Don’t

you be lyin’ to me, now! I don’t

want no trouble here, young lady.

Dorothy Sue nods emphatically.

DOROTHY SUE

He did! It’s the truth, Ms. Singer.

Promise!

Vera nods slowly.
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VERA

Ok. Hurry about your business, now.

Don’t be takin’ your time.

Dorothy Sue smiles and walks toward the bread.

DOROTHY SUE

All right, Ms. Singer.

Dorothy Sue reaches the shelf full of bread. She stares at

the loaves, concentrating.

After a minute, she grabs a loaf.

She eyes it, looking it over.

Vera watches her.

Dorothy Sue walks up to the counter and sets the bread down.

She digs in her pocket and pulls out some money.

Vera rings up the bread.

VERA

That’ll be a dollar twenty-five.

Dorothy Sue hands her the money.

Vera takes it and finishes the transaction.

She puts the bread in a bag and hands it to Dorothy Sue.

DOROTHY SUE

Thank you, Ms. Singer.

Vera shoos her away.

VERA

Go on, now. Get home. And don’t be

gettin’ into any trouble on your

way there.

DOROTHY SUE

I won’t.

Dorothy Sue walks out the door.

Vera watches her leave.

She grabs her towel, shaking her head in disgust.
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VERA

Nothin’ but trouble.

She starts wiping again.

EXT; UNKEMPT, TWO STORY HOUSE; DAY

Behind a nicely manicured lawn, a poorly kept

two-story house sets. Rain gutters are falling off, paint

is peeling.

Dorothy Sue walks up to the house. The porch sags and creeks

as she steps on it.

She opens the door and walks in.

She pauses as she steps inside, waiting for her eyes to get

used to the darkness. Then, she steps forward.

She walks down a dark hallway and turns left, entering a

small kitchen.

Dishes are in the sink. Wall paper is peeling off the walls.

Dorothy Sue hears someone talking.

She bites her lip.

A tall, rough looking man, with dirty, baggy clothes, RUSS

CRAFTON, walks into the room.

He has an angry scowl on his face. He grabs Dorothy Sue by

the shoulder.

She tries not to flinch.

RUSS

What took you so long, girl? You

oughta been home long time ago.

Dorothy Sue sets the bread on the counter. She avoids

meeting Russ’ eyes.

DOROTHY SUE

I walked as fast as I could, Daddy.

Honest!

Russ grabs the bread and inspects it.

He looks at Dorothy Sue angrily.
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RUSS

This ain’t the kind I told you to

get.

Dorothy Sue looks up in panic, her eyes wide.

DOROTHY SUE

But, it is, Daddy. I made sure I

got the right kind. I took special

time to make sure.

Russ glares at his daughter.

RUSS

You arguin’ with me, girl?

Dorothy Sue shakes her head.

DOROTHY SUE

No, sir.

Russ looks at the bread again, then back to Dorothy Sue.

RUSS

It’s the wrong kind.

His eyes narrow.

RUSS

You got the wrong one.

Dorothy Sue frowns, trying to hold back tears.

RUSS

I think you did it on purpose. You

know I don’t like that bread.

Dorothy Sue shakes her head, not looking up.

Russ growls.

RUSS

Being...

He sounds out his words very carefully,

RUSS

...impertinent, are we?

Dorothy Sue shakes her head, still not looking up.
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DOROTHY SUE

No, sir.

RUSS

Well, I think you are.

Anger radiates from his eyes.

RUSS

Look at me, girl.

Dorothy Sue looks up.

Russ sends his hand flying across her cheek.

Dorothy Sue gasps, but says and does nothing.

RUSS

Now, don’t you do it again.

He motions toward the door.

RUSS

Get out of here.

Dorothy Sue leaves the room quietly.

Russ throws the bread in the trash.

INT; A SMALL BEDROOM; EVENING

Dorothy Sue is sitting on the bed of her nearly unfurnished

room, reading a book. She is shaking her head, muttering to

herself.

She looks around her, taking in the small dresser in the

corner, and the empty walls.

Sighing, she goes back to her book.

INT; SCHOOL CLASSROOM; DAY

Students are chatting with one another, laughing.

Dorothy Sue walks in. Several people stop talking and stare

at her.

A group of girls in the front, prim and perfect looking,

sneer.
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DANA

Look what it is, Sarah.

The girl sitting next to her makes a noise.

SARAH

Honestly, Dana, I can’t tell what

it is.

Everyone around them laughs.

Dorothy Sue, ignoring them, goes to her seat.

Moments later the teacher, RANDALL SMITH, walks in.

He sets his briefcase on the desk and looks at the class,

clearing his throat.

RANDALL

Well, everyone, I have an

announcement.

The students watch him, silent.

RANDALL

I’ve taken another teaching

position in Florida. My family and

I will be leaving on Thursday.

The class gasps and starts talking amongst each other.

Randall holds his hand up, trying to get their attention.

RANDALL

Short notice, I know. I wanted to

make sure they had a new teacher

lined up.

A tall boy, WESTON BROON, raises his hand.

RANDALL

Yes, Weston?

WESTON

Who’s the new teacher?

Randall smiles.

RANDALL

I knew that question wasn’t far

behind.

He opens his briefcase.
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RANDALL

His name is Mr. Rainey. He’s from

Washington D.C.

Several students groan and complain.

Randall looks at the students.

RANDALL

How can you not like him when you

haven’t met him yet?

WESTON

He’s a yankee!

Several students voice their agreement.

Randall shakes his head, smiling.

RANDALL

My, you’re a bunch of whiners.

He grins slyly.

RANDALL

It just so happens that I am a

yankee.

SARAH

You, Mr. Smith? You’re joking.

Randall nods.

RANDALL

I was born in Pennsylvania. Moved

south when I was 15.

He starts handing out papers.

RANDALL

Now, enough about the new teacher.

You’ll be meeting him soon enough.

Dana chuckles, leaning over to Sarah.

DANA

I bet Dorothy Sue will like him.

She likes anybody.

Weston chuckles.
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WESTON

Yeah. Too bad nobody likes her.

Randall shakes his head sadly but says nothing.

EXT; THREE STORY BROWN HOUSE; DAY

The grass out front, along with bushes, is neatly trimmed.

Kids are walking past on their way home from school. From

the inside, a loud scream is heard.

INT; HOUSE; DAY

SARAH WESTLING and her mother, AMY are in the middle of a

heated discussion.

Sarah’s hands are on her hips, her cheeks are bright red,

her nostrils flared. Her blonde hair is hanging over one

shoulder. Her dark brown eyes are huge.

Amy is calmly standing in front of the kitchen counter,

cutting apples into a large bowl.

Sarah speaks through clenched teeth.

SARAH

How could you do this, mom?

She raises her hands to the air in frustration.

SARAH

How could you possibly let one of

my teachers live here? With us?

Amy shakes her head, her short, dark hair swishing back and

forth.

AMY

You’re always so melodramatic,

Sarah. I told you, it’s been tough

since your daddy died.

Amy sets the apple and knife down and turns to Sarah.

AMY

Renting the third floor out, which

we never use anyway, is a way to

bring in a little extra money.

Besides, it’s only until he finds a

place of his own to live.

Sarah shakes her head in disbelief.
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SARAH

I don’t believe this! Do you know

what the kids at school are gonna

say?

Amy returns to her apples.

AMY

They’re gonna say your mama’s bein’

nice to the new teacher by givin’

him a place to stay.

She looks at Sarah.

AMY

Speaking of that, why don’t you go

work on your homework. It’ll help

you cool off.

Sarah lets out an exasperated sigh and stomps out of the

room.

Grabbing the phone on her way up the stairs, she angrily

punches in a number.

SARAH

Dana? You’re never gonna believe

this.

She pauses, fuming.

SARAH

My mom is letting the new history

teacher rent a room on our third

floor. Can you believe it?

Sarah listens, nodding into the phone.

SARAH

I know! And a history teacher?

They’re all old and boring! Give me

a break. It’s gonna be awful.

Hopefully he finds his own place

soon.

She puts her hand to her forehead.

SARAH

Why is this happening to me?

Sarah listens into the phone, then smiles.
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SARAH

Thanks. I’m sure I’ll be over there

a lot!

She listens again.

SARAH

Yeah, me, too. Gotta do my

homework. Bye.

INT; CRAFTON HOME; DAY

Dorothy Sue is in the kitchen, putting a roast into the

oven. Russ walks in the room.

He looks angrily at her.

RUSS

Thought you’d have that done by

now. I’m hungry.

Dorothy Sue looks at him meekly.

DOROTHY SUE

I just got home from school.

Russ snorts.

RUSS

Well, never mind ’bout that. I want

you to look at this.

He grabs his left shirt sleeve with his right hand.

RUSS

Look at this stain, Dorothy Sue.

Dorothy Sue looks at the stain on the obviously new shirt.

She is silent, knowing what is about to happen.

Russ lets go of his sleeve and grabs Dorothy Sue’s shoulder

roughly.

RUSS

You can’t get a stain out of a

shirt? And you let me go out

lookin’ like this?

Dorothy Sue speaks slowly, trying to prolong the inevitable.
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DOROTHY SUE

I’m sorry, Daddy. I didn’t know it

was there. Honest.

Russ nods slowly, taking in her words.

RUSS

Sorry, huh? Well, you’re fixin’ to

be sorry, all right.

EXT; BUSY HIGHWAY; EVENING

The sun is slowly setting as Peter drives his white sedan

down the freeway, looking at the scenery around him. He is

listening to the radio and singing along.

His cell phone rings. He turns down the radio and grabs the

phone.

PETER

Hello?

Jackson’s voice is heard on the other end.

JACKSON

Hey, man! How goes the driving?

Peter smiles.

PETER

It’s going. Making pretty good

time.

JACKSON

I was just calling to check up.

Call me when you get in.

PETER

Will do.

INT; SCHOOL HALLWAY; DAY

Dorothy Sue walks down the semi-crowded hallway alone,

hugging her books to her chest.

She gets to her locker. Dana, Sarah, and two other kids

ANDREW PIERSON and JAMIE WINTERS, are standing near it, in

front of their own lockers, talking.

They stop when they see Dorothy Sue coming. Dana sneers.
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DANA

Well, look who it is.

She glances to her friends with a haughty look on her face.

DANA

It’s Dorothy Sue.

Andrew gets an evil glint in his eyes.

ANDREW

Hey, Dorothy Sue, let me help you

with your books.

He walks up to her and pushes her books to the ground.

Everyone laughs.

SARAH

(mockingly)

Poor Dorothy Sue.

JAMIE

Aren’t you going to say anything,

Dorothy Poo?

Everyone laughs again.

Dorothy Sue silently gets her books and puts them in her

locker, avoiding eye contact.

ANDREW

Hey, we’re talking to you.

He shoves her into her locker.

DANA

Aww, don’t be so rough on her,

Andrew.

She chuckles softly.

DANA

Everybody knows that’s her daddy’s

job.

Sarah giggles.

SARAH

He does a good job, too.

Dana eyes Dorothy Sue curiously.
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DOROTHY SUE

I just wonder what makes him so

mean.

Jamie snorts.

JAMIE

I would say the booze, but, have

you really looked at Dorothy Sue?

Everyone laughs.

The bell rings.

Kids rush by.

The group of kids near Dorothy Sue leave. As soon as they’re

gone, Dorothy Sue closes her locker.

Quickly, she brushes away a tear and walks away.

EXT; WESTLING HOUSE; DAY

Peter pulls up to the curb and shuts the engine off. He

opens the door slowly and gets out, eying the house.

He walks up the sidewalk to the front porch, glancing around

him. He rings the doorbell.

Amy Westling opens the door.

PETER

Mrs. Westling?

Amy smiles at him, opening the door wider.

AMY

You must be Mr. Rainey. Please,

come in.

Peter steps into the house.

PETER

It’s nice to meet you, Mrs.

Westling. And, thank you for the

use of your room.

Amy waves her hand dismissively.

AMY

You can call me Amy. And as for the

room, it’s no problem. It was just

sitting there empty.
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Peter smiles.

PETER

Well, if I’m calling you Amy, you

can call me Peter.

Amy smiles.

AMY

Can I get you something to drink?

Peter nods.

PETER

Sure. It was a long drive. A drink

would be wonderful, thank you.

Amy starts walking.

AMY

Kitchen’s right back here.

EXT; SIDEWALK; DAY

Sarah and Dana are walking together slowly, talking. They

reach Sarah’s house and stop.

Sarah looks at the car parked by the street and bites her

lip.

She glances at the house.

SARAH

Well, I guess this is it.

Dana follows her gaze.

DANA

Yeah, I guess so.

Dana looks at the car, then to Sarah.

DANA

Good luck. I think you’re gonna

need it.

Sarah looks warily at Dana.

SARAH

Thanks.

Slowly Sarah walks up to the house and goes in.
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EXT; SIDEWALK; DAY

Andrew and Weston are together, riding their bikes, talking.

Down the road, they see Russ Crafton walking. He is carrying

a bottle.

Andrew snorts.

ANDREW

Looks likes old man Crafton’s on

another drinking binge.

Weston laughs.

WESTON

Isn’t that what he’s on all the

time?

Andrew considers this, then nods.

ANDREW

Yeah, I guess you’re right.

They both laugh.

EXT; CRAFTON HOUSE; DAY

Dorothy Sue is in the yard, on her hands and knees, pulling

weeds.

Andrew and Weston ride up. They stop in front of her house

and watch her.

ANDREW

Why can’t ya make the rest of the

house look as good as the lawn

does?

Weston laughs.

They continue riding as Dorothy Sue mumbles.

DOROTHY SUE

At least the lawn does look good,

though.

She looks up at the retreating boys.

DOROTHY SUE

Ya gotta admit I’m good for

somethin.

Russ walks into the front yard.
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He eyes the two boys that are down the street, then looks at

Dorothy Sue.

RUSS

You flirtin’ with them boys,

Dorothy Sue?

Dorothy Sue continues pulling weeds. She doesn’t look up as

she speaks.

DOROTHY SUE

No, sir. They were admirin’ the

lawn.

Russ staggers unevenly toward Dorothy Sue. His eyes burn

with anger.

RUSS

Don’t ya be lyin’, girl. I know the

likes of you.

He grabs Dorothy Sue by the hair and pulls her up.

RUSS

Get up.

She complies silently.

He shoves her toward the door.

RUSS

Get inside. I don’t need no hussy

daughter flauntin’ herself in front

of everybody.

Dorothy Sue walks slowly toward the house.

She sees a movement out of the corner of her eye. She looks

to her left.

A curtain falls back into place and a face disappears from

the window.

Hiding a sigh, Dorothy Sue walks inside, her father right

behind her.

INT; WESTLING HOUSE; DAY

Sarah steps into the kitchen.

Amy is putting something in the oven.

Sarah glances around the room nervously.
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SARAH

Where is he?

Amy stands straight.

AMY

Mr. Rainey? He’s upstairs unpacking

some of his things.

Sarah nods nervously.

SARAH

I’m gonna go do my homework.

AMY

Ok.

Sarah starts up the stairs.

Peter is walking down them.

Sarah sees him and stops. Peter continues on, smiling at

her.

He offers his hand.

PETER

You must be Sarah. I’m Mr. Rainey.

Speechless, Sarah takes his hand.

Peter walks away.

PETER

I’ve got to get a few more things.

I’ll be seeing you.

Sarah nods calmly and walks into her room.

She shuts the door softly, then drops her bag on the floor.

She rushes to her bed and grabs the phone that’s on it.

Breathing heavily, cheeks flushed, she dials.

SARAH

Dana? You will never believe who’s

in my house!

Dana’s voice is heard through the phone.
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DANA

Duh. The boring new history

teacher. I’m not stupid, Sarah.

Sarah giggles.

SARAH

Dana, dear, he’s far from boring.

Dana is silent.

DANA

What do you mean? Does he have an

extra arm or something?

Sighing, Sarah lays down on the bed.

SARAH

Dana, this man is gorgeous!

Possibly the most gorgeous man I’ve

ever seen.

Breathing.

DANA

What?

Sarah nods.

SARAH

Young and gorgeous.

DANA

Really?

SARAH

Oh, yeah.

Dana clears her throat.

DANA

Hey, um, Sarah...I think I need

help with my homework. Is it okay

if I come over for a bit?

Sarah giggles.

SARAH

Sure, Dana, I’ll help you with your

homework.
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DANA

I’ll be right there.

Click.

EXT; WESTLING HOUSE; DAY

Peter is getting the final load out of his car.

Dana walks up to the house, backpack in hand.

Peter nods to her.

PETER

Hi.

Dana smiles, admiring Peter unobtrusively.

DANA

Hi. I’m Dana.

Peter nods again.

PETER

Mr. Rainey.

Peter goes inside without another word.

Dana follows him, eying Sarah as she emerges from the

kitchen.

SARAH

Got your homework?

Dana nods.

SARAH

Let’s go into my room.

The two girls quickly climb the stairs.

They go into Sarah’s room and shut the door, breaking into

squeals once they have privacy.

Dana covers her mouth, eyes wide.

DANA

Oh, my! You were right! He’s

gorgeous!

She looks at Sarah as the two sit on the bed.
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DANA

I can’t believe he’s our teacher!

Sarah smiles.

SARAH

See, I know gorgeous when I see it.

Dana nods.

DANA

He’s way too good looking for a

teacher.

She looks at Sarah mischievously.

DANA

If you know what I mean.

Sarah nods knowingly.

SARAH

I read ya, loud and clear.

They both start giggling.

INT; PETER’S ROOM; DAY

Peter stands in a large bedroom, looking around.

Eying the bed, dresser, desk and chair, he nods to himself.

PETER

Will do.

He reaches into his pocket and pulls out his cell phone.

He pushes a button and puts the phone to his ear.

Jackson’s voice.

JACKSON

Hello?

PETER

Hey.

JACKSON

You made it in? Great! How is it so

far?

Peter goes to his chair and sits down.
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PETER

Just got my stuff unpacked. What I

saw of the town seems pretty nice.

He pauses, thinking.

PETER

I’m foreseeing a problem, though.

JACKSON

What kind of problem?

Peter sighs.

PETER

One of my students lives here.

JACKSON

So?

PETER

A female student. Who met me and

immediately summoned an ogling

friend.

Jackson chuckles softly.

JACKSON

Oh.

Peter shakes his head.

PETER

This will be interesting.

JACKSON

Well, at least you know you’ll be

making a difference.

Peter covers his face.

PETER

Very funny.

He stands, walking to the window.

PETER

I don’t know, man. I just think

something big is going to happen

here.
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JACKSON

Well, if you ever need any help,

let me know.

Peter smiles.

PETER

Thanks, Jackson. I’ll keep that in

mind.

INT; CRAFTON HOUSE; EVENING

Dorothy Sue is in the kitchen, peeling potatoes.

Russ comes in, looks at Dorothy Sue, then goes upstairs.

Dorothy Sue lets out a sigh of relief.

INT; SCHOOL HALLWAY; DAY

Kids are walking down the hallway, talking to each other.

Dorothy Sue walks slowly by herself.

She peeks around some other kids to look at her locker.

Seeing no one there, she hurries to open it up.

Peter brushes past her. Her eyes follow him, but she doesn’t

turn and look.

At her locker, she raises her eyebrows, talking to herself.

DOROTHY SUE

That definitely can’t be the new

teacher.

She bites her lip, thinking.

DOROTHY SUE

I wonder who he is.

INT; CLASSROOM; DAY

Peter is sitting behind his desk. Kids start coming in.

He moans quietly when he sees Sarah and Dana come in

together.

He mumbles to himself, pretending to be looking at the

papers in front of him.
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PETER

Just what I need. The two of them

together.

Sarah and Dana see Peter and smile at each other.

Dorothy Sue walks past him to her desk, head lowered, eyes

looking at nothing.

Peter watches her go by curiously.

The final bell rings, and Peter looks around the room at the

students.

Standing, he clears his throat and clasps his hands together

nervously.

PETER

I guess you all have figured out

I’m your new teacher. My name is

Mr. Rainey.

He looks around the room, eying the students, his hands in

busy motion.

PETER

A little about myself. I’m 30 years

old. Originally from Washington

D.C. This is my first teaching job.

Hopefully I’ll do fine and you’ll

all like me.

He smiles and notices some of the girls smiling back

dreamily. Resisting the urge to roll his eyes, he goes to

his desk and grabs a sheet of paper that is on it.

PETER

I’m gonna do the attendance so I

can figure out who you all are.

Peter starts calling out names and students raise their

hands in acknowledgment.

He calls Dorothy Sue’s name. Several students chuckle as she

raises her hand shyly.

Peter nods at her, watching her carefully.

He calls Sarah’s name, she giggles slightly and raises her

hand coyly.

He tries not to shake his head as he puts the paper back on

his desk.
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He opens his briefcase.

PETER

All right. It’ll take me a few days

to learn. For now, let’s get to

work.

INT; CLASSROOM; LATER

Peter sits at his desk in the empty classroom. One hand is

on his forehead, his elbow is resting on the desk. The other

hand is holding the attendance roster.

He reads the names out loud.

PETER

Weston Broon.

He closes his eyes and points around the classroom, moving

his lips but saying nothing, trying to figure out where the

student sits.

He nods to himself, going to the next name.

PETER

Dorothy Sue Crafton.

Immediately his eyes go to where Dorothy Sue sits.

He stares at the chair.

He shakes his head.

PETER

Something’s going on here. I need

to figure out what.

INT; SCHOOL HALLWAY; DAY

Students bustle about, talking excitedly about their weekend

plans.

A group of students walk into Peter’s classroom.

Dorothy Sue walks quietly behind them.

Peter watches her walk by, silent.

The final bell rings.

He stands to his feet.
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PETER

Let’s get things rolling.

EXT; SCHOOL; DAY

Students are walking together, talking and laughing.

Sarah, Dana and Jamie walk along.

Jamie throws her hands up in frustration.

JAMIE

I can’t believe he gave us such a

big assignment on the weekend! Ugh!

Sarah sighs heavily.

SARAH

Yeah, I know. Guess that’s what we

get for thinkin’ he’d be easy cause

he’s cute.

Dana’s face takes on a serious expression.

SARAH

What’s it like havin him in your

house?

Sarah shrugs.

SARAH

He’s not really around that much.

Pause.

SARAH

Unfortunately.

JAMIE

Does he talk to you much when he

is?

Sarah smiles coyly.

SARAH

I talk to him.

Jamie and Dana giggle.

DANA

Sarah, you’re such a flirt!

The girls giggle again.
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SARAH

And you aren’t?

Sarah rolls her eyes dramatically.

SARAH

Besides, I can’t help it.

Sarah pretends to look at her fingernails.

SARAH

It just comes naturally.

JAMIE

Sarah, you’re too funny!

EXT; SIDEWALK; DAY

Dorothy Sue walks alone.

A car pulls up beside her slowly.

The window rolls down, and Peter sticks his head out.

PETER

Dorothy Sue.

Dorothy Sue smiles at him shyly.

DOROTHY SUE

Hi, Mr. Rainey.

Peter looks around.

PETER

Is your house close by?

Dorothy Sue shrugs.

DOROTHY SUE

It’s a little ways off.

Peter looks at her curiously.

PETER

You don’t ride the bus?

Dorothy Sue shakes her head.

DOROTHY SUE

My daddy doesn’t like me to.

Peter pulls his head into his car for a moment, thinking.
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Making a decision, he sticks his head back out.

PETER

What if I give you a ride? Would

that be all right?

He shrugs slightly.

PETER

Would be nice not to have to walk

all the time.

Dorothy Sue shakes her head nervously.

DOROTHY SUE

No, I don’t think that would be a

good idea. Thank you, though, for

the offer, Mr. Rainey.

Peter looks at Dorothy Sue, puzzled.

PETER

Why would it not be a good idea?

Dorothy Sue stares off across the road and sighs.

She looks directly at Peter.

DOROTHY SUE

My daddy wouldn’t like it, Mr.

Rainey. He wouldn’t like it at all.

Peter nods, slowly, taking in her words.

PETER

Is it cause I’m your teacher? Or is

it cause I’m a guy?

Dorothy Sue considers this.

DOROTHY SUE

Both. Mostly just cause you’re

somebody besides him.

Peter nods again, pain filling his eyes.

PETER

Well, I guess that’s it, then. I’ll

see you on Monday. Have a great

weekend, Dorothy Sue.

He rolls up his window and drives away.

Dorothy Sue watches him drive away, then rolls her eyes.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 32.

DOROTHY SUE

Yeah, sure I’ll have a great

weekend.

She continues walking.

EXT; STREET; DAY

Peter drives, rubbing his chin and thinking.

He glances in his rear view mirror.

Dorothy Sue, still walking, is a speck.

He shakes his head sadly.

PETER

Hmm.

EXT; CRAFTON HOUSE; DAY

Dorothy Sue walks up to the house. She opens the front door

and enters.

Russ is in the living room, standing at the window, smoking

a pipe.

Dorothy Sue says nothing as she walks by.

Russ doesn’t look away from the window as he speaks.

RUSS

How was school today?

Dorothy Sue stops walking and looks at Russ, unsure.

DOROTHY SUE

It was fine, Daddy.

Russ nods, still staring out the window.

Dorothy Sue watches Russ carefully. When she realizes he

isn’t going to say any more, she walks on.

Quickly, she goes into her room, sets her bag on the floor.

Quietly, she sighs and leaves the room.
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EXT; WESTLING HOUSE; DAY

Sarah is just getting home when Peter parks his car along

the curb.

She stops at the stairs to wait for him, not noticing that

he’s taking his time.

SARAH

Hi, Mr. Rainey.

Peter approaches, nodding.

PETER

Hi, Sarah.

He walks past her into the house.

She follows him with her eyes, a dreamy look on her face.

Slowly, she goes into the house.

INT; WESTLING HOUSE; DAY

Amy is in the kitchen making supper.

Peter enters the room.

She smiles when she sees him.

AMY

Peter. How was the second day of

school?

Peter smiles.

PETER

I think I’m making enemies already,

Amy.

Amy looks puzzled.

AMY

Enemies? Why?

Just then, Sarah walks into the room.

Amy and Peter look at her.

Peter winks at Amy, then looks Sarah’s way.
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PETER

So, Sarah, what do you think of the

assignment I gave you today?

Sarah hesitates, looking at Peter, then her mother.

SARAH

I...uh...I...

Peter chuckles.

PETER

I can see she likes it, too.

He leaves the room.

PETER

Just like everyone else.

Amy laughs softly as she watches Sarah’s stricken face.

INT; CRAFTON HOUSE; DAY

Dorothy Sue is seated at the dining room table, papers

spread out in front of her, a pencil in her hand. She

absently rubs her chin with the eraser.

Russ walks in the room.

Dorothy Sue glances up at him, then goes back to her work.

Russ walks over to the table, looking at the papers.

RUSS

What are you doin’?

Dorothy Sue doesn’t look up.

DOROTHY SUE

I got a big history assignment. I’m

tryin’ to get it done right away.

Russ slaps her across the back of her head.

RUSS

I’m hungry, Dorothy Sue. What are

you thinkin’, doin’ school work

before fixin’ my meal?

Dorothy Sue looks up at Russ, fear in her eyes.
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DOROTHY SUE

It’s in the oven. I started it as

soon as I got home from school.

Honest!

Russ glares at Dorothy Sue.

RUSS

What are you makin’ me?

Dorothy Sue swallows.

DOROTHY SUE

A roast. With potatoes. And some

pie.

Russ growls.

RUSS

We just had roast the other day.

Why on earth would I want it again?

What were you thinkin?

DOROTHY SUE

I’m sorry, Daddy. I can make

somethin’ else.

Dorothy Sue stands quickly, knocking the chair over.

Russ glares at the chair, then at Dorothy Sue.

RUSS

First you don’t make me anything

fit to eat.

He points to the chair.

RUSS

Now you’re gonna make a mess in my

kitchen?

DOROTHY SUE

I’m sorry, Daddy!

She picks up the chair as Russ inches closer to her.

RUSS

Not as sorry as you’re gonna be,

girl. Believe me.
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INT; WESTLING HOUSE; NIGHT

Amy and Peter are in the kitchen putting dishes in the

dishwasher.

PETER

Thank you for dinner, Amy. It was

delicious.

Amy smiles.

AMY

You’re welcome. You don’t have to

thank me, though. You’re paying to

live here, you may as well eat.

Peter shrugs.

PETER

Never hurts to be polite, though.

Amy nods.

AMY

True.

They work together in silence.

Peter is thoughtful.

He clears his throat softly.

PETER

This seems like a nice town.

Amy smiles.

AMY

Bibb City is a great town.

PETER

Everyone seems friendly.

Amy nods.

Peter eyes her.

PETER

Everyone knows each other pretty

well, huh?

Amy looks at him curiously.
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AMY

I suppose.

PETER

So, you know the Craftons?

Amy’s face changes slightly in comprehension.

Her eyes become guarded.

She washes her hands and dries them, thinking.

Russ and Lydia Crafton moved to Bibb City when Dorothy Sue

was just a little girl.

Peter washes his hands.

PETER

What’s Lydia Crafton like?

Amy grabs a glass from the cupboard and pours some tea from

a pitcher on the counter.

AMY

Lydia Crafton was a very nice

woman. Very sweet natured. Loved

helping people...as much as she was

able to.

Peter raises his eyebrows.

PETER

Was?

Amy nods, pouring Peter a glass of tea.

AMY

Lydia died four years ago from

cancer.

Peter sips his tea, taking in the information.

PETER

How did Dorothy Sue and her father

take it?

Amy’s eyes grow sad.

AMY

Poor Dorothy Sue is lost without

her mother.
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PETER

And her father?

Amy shrugs, searching for the right words.

AMY

Russ Crafton is Russ Crafton.

There’s no changin’ him.

Peter opens his mouth to speak as Sarah walks into the room.

Seeing Peter, she smiles softly.

She looks at Amy.

SARAH

I was comin’ to help with the

dishes.

Amy scoffs, raising her eyebrows.

AMY

You, helpin’ with dishes? Since

when does that happen willingly?

Sarah blushes.

Amy looks at the sink.

AMY

Lucky for you they’re done already,

miss "don’t come to help until the

last minute since I hate the job so

much".

Sarah stammers.

Peter walks out of the room.

Neither one notice his smile.

INT; SCHOOL HALLWAY; DAY

The hallway is bustling with laughter as kids get ready for

class.

Dorothy Sue walks slowly to her locker.

She stops in her tracks when she sees Weston and Jaime in

front of her locker.

She moans softly.
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DOROTHY SUE

Not today. Please, not today.

Dorothy Sue bites her lip, thinking.

She turns and goes back down the hallway.

Coming to a classroom, she enters.

Peter is seated at his desk, shuffling through papers.

Sensing Dorothy Sue’s presence, he looks up.

He smiles at her.

PETER

Dorothy Sue. Hello. Is there

something I can do for you?

Dorothy Sue takes a deep breath, forcing herself to look

Peter in the eyes.

When she speaks, a sad heaviness rings in her voice.

DOROTHY SUE

I couldn’t get my assignment done,

Mr. Rainey. I’m real sorry.

Her gaze returns to the floor.

Peter’s eyes softens as he watches her.

He notices a dark smudge under her eye and a long scratch on

her neck.

His voice fills with concern as he stands to his feet and

approaches her.

PETER

Are you all right, Dorothy Sue?

Tears fill Dorothy Sue’s eyes.

Shrugging, she fights to hold them back.

DOROTHY SUE

Somethin’ came up was all. I wasn’t

able to do it.

She glances quickly at Peter.
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DOROTHY SUE

I started it, but, couldn’t finish

it.

Peter nods, thinking.

PETER

You had it started? You knew what

you were going to do?

Dorothy Sue nods, staring at the floor.

Peter returns to his desk and grabs a piece of paper.

He jots something down, walks over to Dorothy Sue.

He hands her the paper.

PETR

Here’s a note. When it’s time for

class, you can go to the library

and work on your assignment. I’ll

make sure to get you notes from

today so you won’t miss anything.

Dorothy Sue gasps, looking up at Peter in shock.

Her eyes fill again with tears.

She looks at the paper and speaks softly.

DOROTHY SUE

Thank you, Mr. Rainey. That’s very

nice of you.

Peter looks away, hurt filling his eyes.

He nods, looking back to her.

PETER

Not a problem, Dorothy Sue.

Pause.

PETER

If you ever need

anything...anything at all...you

come to me.

Dorothy Sue looks up at him.
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PETER

I’m here.

Dorothy Sue rushes out of the room, wiping her eyes.

Peter goes to his desk and sits down, resting his forehead

in his hand.

The bell rings, and students start filing in.

Taking a deep breath, Peter greets them with a smile.

INT; LIBRARY; DAY

Dorothy Sue walks into the library as the bell rings,

carrying several books.

She walks up to the desk and hands the LIBRARIAN a note.

The woman fakes a smile and nods at Dorothy Sue.

Dorothy Sue walks to a table and sits down.

She opens her books and begins working, a content smile on

her face.

The librarian watches her.

She walks over to the phone and picks it up.

INT; CLASSROOM; DAY

Peter is putting the attendance roster in his desk.

Weston raises his hand.

PETER

Yes, Weston?

WESTON

I saw Dorothy Sue in the hallway,

but she isn’t here.

Peter looks at Dorothy Sue’s seat.

He looks at Weston and nods.

PETER

I know. She’s fine.

The students look at the empty chair and at Peter with a

puzzled look.
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Peter smiles and opens his hands dramatically.

PETER

Homework. Let me have it.

EXT; CRAFTON HOUSE; DAY

Walking up the sidewalk, Dorothy Sue stops and looks at the

lawn.

She bends down and pulls a weed.

Seeing more, she sets her backpack down and begins pulling.

RUSS

Dorothy Sue!

Dorothy Sue looks up.

Russ is standing in the doorway.

He isn’t happy.

Dorothy Sue stands and grabs her backpack.

DOROTHY SUE

Yes, Daddy?

Russ glares at her, his words coming as a growl.

RUSS

Get in here!

Dorothy Sue obeys, wiping the dirt off of her pants.

As soon as they get inside, Russ slams the door and grabs

Dorothy Sue by the hair, yelling.

RUSS

What were you thinkin’ skippin’

class today, Dorothy Sue? Did you

think I wouldn’t find out? Did I

raise you to be stupid?

Dorothy Sue cowers, mindful of the grip Russ has on her

hair.

DOROTHY SUE

No, sir, you didn’t. But, I wasn’t

skippin’ class.

Russ yanks her hair.
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Dorothy Sue winces in pain.

Russ screams louder.

RUSS

Oh, so now you’re callin’ me

stupid? I know you went to the

library durin’ your class. Don’t

you be lyin’ to me, girl. I won’t

stand for it!

DOROTHY SUE

I had permission, Daddy! My teacher

said I could!

Russ yanks her hair again.

RUSS

What do you need to go to the

library for during class?

Dorothy Sue takes her time answering.

DOROTHY SUE

My teacher let me finish an

assignment I wasn’t able to get

done.

Russ raises his eyes in anger.

RUSS

You slackin’ girl? Why didn’t you

get your work done?

Dorothy Sue glances at Russ, then closes her eyes.

DOROTHY SUE

It was from the weekend. I started

it Friday.

Russ pulls Dorothy Sue’s hair.

Her feet leave the ground.

He slams her into the wall.

RUSS

You blamin’ me for you not gettin’

your work done?

Dorothy Sue cringes.
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DOROTHY SUE

No, sir.

Russ lets go of Dorothy Sue and she sinks to the ground.

RUSS

You are, too. Blamin’ me when

you’re just to stupid to get it

done.

He sneers.

RUSS

I’ll bet you begged your teacher to

let you go do it.

Dorothy Sue shakes her head.

DOROTHY SUE

I didn’t, Daddy. Honest. Mr. Rainey

said I could go.

Russ kicks Dorothy Sue, screaming.

RUSS

Don’t you lie to me, girl! Don’t

you lie!

INT; CLASSROOM; DAY

Peter is standing by his desk, watching the students walk

in.

The final bell rings.

He looks at Dorothy Sue’s empty seat.

He frowns, grabbing the attendance roster.

He glances at it, then looks at the class.

PETER

So, everybody but Dorothy Sue?

Students snicker.

Peter looks at them.

PETER

What?

Silence.
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WESTON

Guess she shouldn’t have missed

class yesterday.

Peter sets the roster down, pain filling his eyes.

INT; CLASSROOM; LATER

Peter is sitting at his desk, grading papers.

He senses someone in the room and looks up.

Russ Crafton is standing in the doorway.

He has an angry look in his eyes.

Peter stands.

PETER

What can I do for you, sir?

RUSS

You Mr. Rainey?

Peter nods.

PETER

I am.

He approaches Russ and holds out his hand.

PETER

Peter Rainey. And you are?

Russ looks at Peter’s hand in disgust.

He snorts.

RUSS

I’m Russ Crafton. And I need to

talk to you ’bout my daughter,

Dorothy Sue.

Dropping his hand, Peter nods slowly.

PETER

Yes, sir. What would you like to

discuss?

Peter motions toward the desks.
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PETER

Why don’t we come sit down.

Russ shakes his head.

RUSS

What I have to say won’t take long.

Peter waits silently.

RUSS

I don’t appreciate you helpin’ my

daughter to cheat on her school

work.

Peter looks puzzled.

PETER

I don’t understand. I don’t condone

cheating. I’d never help somebody

do it.

RUSS

Homework is homework. It shouldn’t

be done during class time. If it

don’t get done at home, it don’t

get done.

Peter nods in understanding.

PETER

I see.

He rubs his face, thinking.

PETER

I’m sorry you feel this way, sir.

However, as a teacher I am allowed

to conduct my class as I see fit.

If I feel a student will benefit

from working during the class

period, I’ll allow it. Dorothy Sue

missed nothing. She has the notes

from what we discussed during the

class.

Peter looks at Russ.

PETER

Dorothy Sue is a very bright young

girl.

Russ looks at Peter, taking all of him in.
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RUSS

I don’t know what kind of game

you’re playin’ Mr. Rainey. But,

I’ll have none of it with my

daughter.

Peter opens his mouth to object.

Russ holds his hand up.

RUSS

None of it. No games.

He turns and walks away.

Peter goes to his desk and sits down, running his fingers

through his hair.

INT; CRAFTON HOUSE; DAY

Dorothy Sue is lying in her bed, staring out the window.

Both of her eyes are black and blue, and she has a long gash

across her forehead.

Her arms, laying on top of the blankets, are bandaged up.

She sighs heavily, then cringes, reaching for her side.

Closing her eyes, she turns her head away from the window.

Slowly, a tear runs down her cheek.

INT; CLASSROOM; DAY

Peter is closing his briefcase, getting ready to leave.

MAN’S VOICE

I’m glad to see you’re still here,

Peter.

Peter looks up to see CHESTER MANNING, the school’s

principal, standing in the doorway.

Chester is tall, with a slight paunch in the middle. His

hair and thin beard are both gray.

Peter smiles at Chester.

PETER

Chester.

Chester doesn’t smile back.
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Peter stands.

PETER

I was just getting ready to leave.

Was there something you needed?

Chester walks further into the room.

CHESTER

I got a visit from Russ Crafton.

Peter nods, closing his eyes.

PETER

And?

Chester frowns.

PETER

Russ feels you’re showing too much

attention to his daughter.

Peter’s eyebrows raise

PETER

Really?

CHESTER

I don’t like the implications,

Peter.

Chester takes a step closer toward Peter.

CHESTER

What’s goin’ on between you and

Dorothy Sue?

Peter’s jaw drops.

PETER

You’re joking, right? Nothing’s

going on between me and any of my

students!

Chester watches him.

PETER

I let Dorothy Sue go into the

library to finish some homework.

That’s all.

Peter looks at Chester.
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PETER

I did nothing wrong, Chester. I’m

the teacher, right?

He waves his hand in frustration.

PETER

How I conduct my class has nothing

to do with Russ Crafton.

Chester clears his throat.

CHESTER

And do you allow all of your

students to go to the library to

work?

PETER

If they needed to, I would. If the

situation warranted it.

CHESTER

And you feel Dorothy Sue had a

situation that warranted her doing

homework in the library during

class time?

Peter eyes Chester squarely.

PETER

Don’t you?

Chester shakes his head.

CHESTER

Here in this town, we mind our

business. Nobody likes to see

meddling. Especially from someone

who doesn’t know the ropes.

Chester’s eyes narrow.

CHESTER

Leave the Craftons alone, Peter. Or

you’ll regret it. Take this as a

word of advice.

Chester walks away.

Peter watches him go, shaking his head.
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PETER

No wonder the other guy left.

EXT; SIDEWALK; DAY

Jamie, Sarah and Dana walk together.

Dana and Jamie give Sarah a funny look.

DANA

You’re joking.

JAMIE

You’re not really gonna do that.

Sarah gives the girls a sly grin.

SARAH

You bet I am.

INT; WESTLING HOUSE; NIGHT

Peter is in his room, reading a book.

His shirt is off, a pencil behind his ear.

There is a knock at his door.

Setting his book down, he gets up and walks to the door.

He opens it. Sarah is on the other side, in her pajamas,

holding some papers against her chest.

She stairs openly at his shirtless chest.

Peter tries not to let his frustration show.

PETER

What can I do for you, Sarah?

SARAH

I was having trouble with my

homework, Mr. Rainey. I was hoping

you could help me.

Peter eyes Sarah’s pajamas.

He shakes his head.
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PETER

This isn’t appropriate, Sarah. I

can’t help you right now. I can

help you in the morning.

Peter starts to close the door.

Sarah’s jaw drops.

PETER

Good night, Sarah.

INT; PETER’S ROOM; LATER

Peter sits on his bed, staring at nothing in particular.

He rubs his chin, thinking.

Slowly, he reaches for his cell phone on the night stand.

He dials.

PETER

Hey.

Jackson’s voice is heard on the other end.

JACKSON

Peter, hey. How’s it going,

teacher?

Peter smiles into the phone.

He sighs.

PETER

Not exactly like I expected it to.

JACKSON

Are things ever like we expect them

to be?

Peter chuckles.

PETER

Good point.

JACKSON

So what’s going on?
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PETER

I just had Sarah, the teenage girl

who lives here, show up at my door

in her pajamas. Wanting help with

her homework.

JACKSON

What’s wrong with that?

PETER

A teenager in her pajamas at 8:30?

JACKSON

Oh. That could be a problem. What

did you do?

PETER

I told her I’d help her in

the morning. I don’t think she

liked it very much.

Peter chuckles.

PETER

She’d probably like it even less if

I mentioned it in the morning in

front of her mom.

Jackson laughs.

JACKSON

Probably not. Has she done anything

else like this?

PETER

Does staring and batting the eyes

count?

Jackson laughs again.

Peter hesitates.

JACKSON

Is there something else?

PETER

Actually, there is.

JACKSON

Yeah?

Peter stares at the wall.
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JACKSON

You there?

Peter nods.

PETER

I’m here. I have a student in an

abusive home situation. It seems

like everyone knows and nobody

cares.

Jackson is silent for a minute.

JACKSON

You’re sure others know?

PETER

Oh, yeah. They know.

Peter shakes his head.

PETER

I don’t get it, Jackson.

He sighs.

PETER

Why do people pretend something so

big doesn’t happen? It’s almost

like they’re afraid of him, or

something.

He shakes his head again.

PETER

I’m fighting a losing battle here.

One student flirting. One student

getting beat up by her dad.

JACKSON

Well, you wanted to make a

difference. Maybe this is the

reason you’re there.

Jackson pauses.

JACKSON

The abuse. Not the flirting.

Peter takes in his words.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 54.

PETER

Yeah.

JACKSON

What are you going to do?

Peter shakes his head.

PETER

I don’t know.

JACKSON

You’ll think of something. I know

you.

PETER

Thanks.

JACKSON

When you do, you let me know. I’ll

rally the troops for you and we can

be in Bibb City faster than you can

say grits.

Peter smiles.

PETER

Thanks, man. You’re a great friend.

JACKSON

I know.

Peter laughs.

INT; CLASSROOM; DAY

Peter stands in front of the class, looking around.

Dorothy Sue is absent again.

Shaking his head, he walks to his desk.

INT; CRAFTON HOUSE; DAY

Dorothy Sue is in the kitchen, fixing dinner.

She limps slightly as she walks.

Russ walks into the room.

He watches Dorothy Sue as she works nervously.
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RUSS

You’re lookin’ better. You can go

to school tomorrow.

Dorothy Sue nods.

DOROTHY SUE

Okay.

Russ nods at her and leaves the room, calling out over his

shoulder.

RUSS

And no more foolishness.

EXT; SCHOOL; DAY

INT; SCHOOL; DAY

Dorothy Sue is walking down the hallway, limping slightly.

Seeing Weston and Sarah in front of her locker, she sighs,

biting her lip.

Weston gives her an unfriendly grin when he sees her.

WESTON

Hi, Dorothy Sue. Been gone a couple

days, huh?

Dorothy Sue ignores him, putting her bag into her locker.

She starts moving things around.

WESTON

Been sick?

Still ignoring him, she grabs a book.

WESTON

I thought your daddy taught you

manners.

Dorothy Sue snorts.

DOROTHY SUE

Don’t see how it makes a difference

to you. You don’t got any yourself.

Weston’s jaw drops.

He looks at Sarah, who is equally surprised.

Dorothy Sue shuts her locker and walks away.
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INT; CLASSROOM; DAY

Peter is seated at his desk.

Dorothy Sue stands in front of his desk.

Peter looks up at her and smiles, taking in her bruises.

PETER

Hello, Dorothy Sue. Glad you’re

back. Hope you’re feeling okay.

Dorothy Sue swallows hard.

DOROTHY SUE

Thank you, Mr. Rainey. I need to

find out what I missed.

Peter nods.

PETER

See me after class and I’ll let you

know.

Nodding, Dorothy Sue goes to her seat.

INT; CLASSROOM; LATER

The students are leaving, talking to each other.

Dorothy Sue stops in front of Peter’s desk.

Peter pulls some papers out of his briefcase. He hands them

to Dorothy Sue.

PETER

Here you go, Dorothy Sue.

Dorothy Sue takes them.

DOROTHY SUE

Thank you, Mr. Rainey.

Peter nods.

PETER

No problem.

He opens his mouth to say something, but stops.

DOROTHY SUE

Yes, Mr. Rainey?
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PETER

There’s probably things that aren’t

any of my business.

He pauses as Dorothy Sue lowers her head uncomfortably.

PETER

But, there’s probably things that

are.

He looks at her.

PETER

You don’t have to be afraid or shy

around me, Dorothy Sue. You can

look up.

Dorothy Sue looks at him.

PETER

Thank you.

She nods.

PETER

I have a question. Why don’t you do

anything about your father? There

are laws in affect, you know. Good

laws.

Her eyes fill with tears.

PETER

He shouldn’t get away with what he

does.

DOROTHY SUE

Who do these laws belong to, Mr.

Rainey?

Peter looks puzzled.

PETER

What do you mean?

Dorothy Sue bites her lip.

DOROTHY SUE

I don’t think the same laws apply

here that apply in your home state,

Mr. Rainey. People stay out of

other people’s business here.

Peter shakes his head in disagreement.
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PETER

We’re all one country. We all have

the same laws.

Dorothy Sue shrugs.

DOROTHY SUE

If I tried, people would just tell

my daddy I was makin’ trouble. It’s

easier this way.

PETER

Why? Why is it easier? Is everyone

so scared of him? Is he God here or

something?

Dorothy Sue sighs.

DOROTHY SUE

About four years ago, a man tried

to help us out with money.

PETER

Is that when your mother died?

Dorothy Sue looks at Peter in surprise.

Peter holds his hand up.

PETER

Sorry. I’ve been asking questions.

Dorothy Sue nods.

DOROTHY SUE

Yeah. That was when Mama died.

Things were tough and this man

tried to help.

Dorothy Sue shakes her head, remembering.

DOROTHY SUE

Daddy thought he had other ideas.

Thought he was tryin’ to take me

away.

Peter watches her silently.

DOROTHY SUE

He was in the hospital for five

months.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 59.

PETER

And nobody did anything?

Dorothy Sue shakes her head.

PETER

What about a nearby town?

Dorothy Sue snorts.

DOROTHY SUE

How on earth am I supposed to get

to another town?

Peter considers this.

He looks at his watch, then at Dorothy Sue.

PETER

I don’t want you to get into

trouble. You’d better get going.

He pauses, making eye contact with Dorothy Sue.

PETER

Just know that you’re not alone in

this anymore.

Tears fill Dorothy Sue’s eyes.

PETER

I’ll come up with something. Then

I’ll let you know. I’m going to get

you out of this.

Dorothy Sue wipes her eyes, walking away.

EXT; WESTLING HOUSE; DAY

Peter pulls up to the curb and turns the engine off.

Opening the door, he steps out of the car and softly groans

as he sees Sarah sitting in one of two chairs on the front

porch.

As he approaches, Sarah smiles.

SARAH

Hi, Mr. Rainey.

Peter nods at her.
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PETER

Hi, Sarah. How are you?

Sarah sits up straighter in her chair, brushing the hair off

of her shoulders.

SARAH

I’m doing good, Mr. Rainey. How are

you?

She looks at the seat next to her in expectation.

Peter keeps walking.

PETER

Fine, thanks.

He goes inside.

Sarah watches him.

When he shuts the door, she sighs.

INT; WESTLING HOUSE; DAY

Peter is walking up the stairs, deep in thought.

He stops as a thought hits him.

PETER

That’s it!

EXT; CRAFTON HOUSE; DAY

Dorothy Sue walks up to the front porch, looking at the

grass.

She bends down to pull a few weeds, smiling.

Standing, she continues on into the house.

Her smile fades.

Slowly, she opens the door.

Snoring comes from another room.

Taking a deep breath, she walks toward the sound.

In the living room, Russ is sprawled out in a chair asleep,

an empty bottle on the end table next to him.
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Dorothy Sue tip-toes away, heading up the stairs.

In her room, she sighs.

DOROTHY SUE

At least I’ll have a little bit of

peace.

She sets her bag down.

DOROTHY SUE

Until he wakes up, that is.

INT; WESTLING HOUSE; NIGHT

Peter is seated at his desk, looking over some papers.

His cell phone is right next to him on the desk.

He jumps slightly as it rings and grabs it.

PETER

Hello?

Jackson’s voice.

JACKSON

You rang?

Peter smiles into the phone.

PETER

As a matter of fact, I did.

He turns and faces the wall.

PETER

I have an idea, but, it’s one best

attempted with a multitude. I need

you to rally the troops.

Silence.

PETER

Jackson?

JACKSON

I’m here.

PETER

What is it?
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JACKSON

It’s not going to be as easy to

rally the troops as I thought it

was.

Peter’s face drops.

PETER

Why?

JACKSON

You know Carl was wanting to

propose, right?

Peter nods.

PETER

Yeah.

JACKSON

He did.

Peter raises his eyebrows.

PETER

And?

JACKSON

She turned him down.

Peter puts his hand over his face.

PETER

Oh, no.

JACKSON

Not only did she turn him down,

she’s found someone else.

PETER

How’s he taking it?

Jackson hesitates.

JACKSON

He tried to kill himself.

Peter’s jaw drops.

PETER

He what?
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JACKSON

He tried to OD. If Jonathon

wouldn’t have found him when he

did, he’d be gone.

Peter shakes his head in disbelief, stunned.

JACKSON

As it is, it’s taken him all day to

get stabilized. He’s going to make

it, though.

Peter closes his eyes and breathes a sigh of relief.

PETER

Good.

JACKSON

So, tell me about this plan of

yours. The two of us can pull it

off. We don’t need no army.

Peter smiles.

PETER

Okay, here it is...

INT; CLASSROOM; DAY

Peter walks into his classroom.

Chester follows.

PETER

He won’t cause any problems, I

promise.

Peter sets his briefcase on his desk and looks at Chester.

PETER

If he does, I have no problems

kicking him out. He knows it.

Chester considers Peter’s words.

CHESTER

So, this friend of yours is

considering becoming a teacher. He

wants to observe you as you work?

Peter nods.
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PETER

Yeah. And I’m really the only

teacher he knows personally.

Peter smiles.

PETER

I actually am the reason he’s

thinking about this.

Chester shrugs.

CHESTER

Why not? I don’t see a problem with

it. As long as he doesn’t cause any

disturbances.

Peter smiles at Chester.

PETER

I’ll keep a close eye on him.

Chester nods.

CHESTER

You’ll be held responsible for

every move he makes at this school.

Peter nods solemnly.

PETER

I understand. Thank you, Chester.

Chester leaves.

Opening his briefcase, Peter smiles, talking to himself.

PETER

Wouldn’t have pulled that off in

D.C.

EXT; WESTLING HOUSE; NIGHT

A small, dark sports car pulls up behind Peter’s and parks.

The door opens and Jackson steps out.

Peter comes down the stairs, a big grin on his face.

PETER

Man, are you a sight for sore eyes!

The two men shake hands and hug.
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JACKSON

Who knew one day I’d follow you to

Georgia?

Peter chuckles.

PETER

Get a hotel room yet?

Jackson shakes his head.

JACKSON

Not yet. Had to see you first. And,

I didn’t know where it was.

Peter nods.

PETER

Why don’t you come on in and meet

Amy, the woman who owns the house.

Then I’ll go with you to get

settled.

Jackson nods.

JACKSON

Sure.

INT; WESTLING HOUSE; NIGHT

Sarah is in her room, on the phone.

She peeks out the curtain.

SARAH

I’m telling you, Dana, this guy is

gorgeous. When I graduate, I’m

moving to Washington D.C.

She listens.

SARAH

Well, no. I’m just assuming he is.

He’s with Mr. Rainey. They hugged.

Sarah drops the curtain.

SARAH

Ooh, they’re comin’ in. I gotta go.
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INT; KITCHEN; NIGHT

Amy is standing in front of the refrigerator with the door

open.

Peter and Jackson walk in.

Amy looks curiously at Jackson.

AMY

Hello, Peter. Who’s your friend?

Peter smiles.

PETER

Amy, this is my friend, Jackson.

Jackson, this is Amy Westling.

The two shake hands.

JACKSON

Nice to meet you, ma’am.

AMY

Good to meet you, Jackson.

PETER

Jackson’s going to be in town for a

few days watching me teach. We’re

about to go check him into the

hotel.

Amy looks surprised.

AMY

Why, Peter, any friend of yours is

welcome here.

Peter raises his eyebrows.

PETER

Are you sure?

Amy nods.

AMY

Yeah, no problem. There’s an extra

room on your floor.

Amy looks at Jackson.
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AMY

You’re welcome in my home anytime,

Jackson.

Jackson smiles.

JACKSON

Thank you, ma’am.

AMY

Call me Amy, please.

Sarah walks shyly into the room.

Her eyes cut back and forth between Peter and Jackson.

Resisting the urge to roll his eyes, Peter looks at Jackson.

PETER

Jackson, this is Sarah. She’s Amy’s

daughter. Sarah, this is my friend

Jackson. He’s in town for a few

days.

Sarah smiles and holds out her hand, conscious of her mother

standing next to her.

SARAH

Hi.

Jackson shakes her hand.

JACKSON

Nice to meet you, Sarah.

Peter looks at Amy.

PETER

Thank you, Amy.

Amy smiles.

AMY

Any time.

The two men leave the room.
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INT; WESTLING HOUSE; DAY

Peter and Jackson are leaning into the trunk of Jackson’

car.

They speak to each other quietly.

JACKSON

So, that’s the flirt, huh?

Peter chuckles.

PETER

Yeah. You’d better watch out.

JACKSON

Why me? I don’t live here.

Peter looks at him.

PETER

Exactly. I’m the teacher. You’re

not.

Jackson takes this in.

JACKSON

Oh.

Jackson considers this.

He nods slyly.

JACKSON

Let her try.

INT; CRAFTON HOUSE; NIGHT

Dorothy Sue is cleaning the living room, picking up bottles

that are strewn about the room.

Russ staggers in.

RUSS

Dorothy Sue, get my clothes ready

for tomorrow.

Dorothy Sue looks up at him.

DOROTHY SUE

Okay, Daddy.

Russ grunts and leaves the room.
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INT; WESTLING HOUSE; NIGHT

Peter and Jackson are walking up the stairs to Peter’s room,

carrying drinks.

PETER

How’s Carl doing?

Jackson shakes his head.

JACKSON

He’s okay, in a manner of speaking.

Peter sits on his bed.

Jackson sits on the chair next to the desk.

JACKSON

Physically, he’s healing okay.

Emotionally, it’s going to take a

while.

Peter shakes his head.

PETER

Sad.

JACKSON

I had to go tell Sandy. She asked

me what she was supposed to do

about it.

Peter grunts.

PETER

Like she had nothing to do about

it.

JACKSON

Exactly. Suicide is a cop out. But,

she was responsible for his medical

state.

Jackson plays with his cup on the desk, frustrated.

JACKSON

Did she expect to do that to him

and not have it hurt?

Peter stares at the wall, silent.
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PETER

How can people hurt others with no

thought to their actions?

Jackson is thoughtful.

JACKSON

Remember high school?

Peter looks at Jackson.

He shakes his head sadly, remembering.

PETER

We were just as mean and hateful as

the kids doing all of those mean

things to Dorothy Sue.

Jackson nods.

PETER

You know, I wish I could see some

of those people I treated like

that.

Peter looks at Jackson.

PETER

I’d apologize to them.

Peter stands up and looks out the window.

PETER

It might not mean much. But, at

least they’d know.

INT; JACKSON’S ROOM; NIGHT

Jackson is sitting on his bed.

He wears a pair of pajama pants and no shirt.

The room is lit by a small lamp next to the bed.

Jackson digs through his bag.

There is a slight knock at the door.

Frowning, he stands, setting the bag down.

Before he gets to the door, it opens.
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Sarah comes in quickly and shuts the door, not noticing that

it doesn’t close completely.

She is dressed in a nightshirt and a pair of fuzzy slippers.

She smiles at Jackson and speaks softly.

SARAH

Hi, Jackson.

Jackson glares at Sarah.

JACKSON

I don’t recall inviting you in

here, Sarah. You’d better leave.

He starts toward the door, but Sarah blocks him.

SARAH

I don’t think you really mean that,

Jackson.

She steps closer to him.

Jackson steps back.

JACKSON

I’m serious, Sarah. Leave.

He points to the door.

Sarah giggles.

SARAH

I’m not a kid, Jackson.

She steps closer.

SARAH

I’m not even a virgin!

Jackson steps past Sarah to the door.

JACKSON

I don’t care what you are, Sarah.

You’ve got this wrong. I’ve got no

interest in silly little girls

who’ve got nothing better to do

than flirt with older men.

He points to the door.
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JACKSON

Now, get out of here before I make

you.

Sarah giggles. Stepping up to him, she wraps her arms around

Jackson’s waist.

SARAH

Aw, come on, Jackson. Lighten up.

All I want to do is have a little

fun.

Jackson tries to untangle himself from Sarah’s embrace.

JACKSON

I mean it, Sarah. Let me go!

AMY

Sarah Renee Westling!

Sarah gasps and drops her arms.

Jackson sighs in relief as Amy walks into the room.

Sarah’s cheeks turn red.

SARAH

M...M...Mom....

Sarah looks at Jackson. In a moment, her expression turns

from embarrassment to rage.

She faces Amy.

SARAH

Did you see that, Mom? Did you see

what he tried to do?

Jackson’s jaw drops.

JACKSON

Excuse me?

Amy grabs Sarah by the back of the neck.

AMY

Oh, I know what happened, all

right, Sarah. I heard everything!

Amy starts dragging Sarah out the door.
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AMY

I am so humiliated. So mortified.

So disgusted in you right now,

Sarah Renee Westling. I don’t even

know what to say to you!

SARAH

Stop it, Mom! Ouch, you’re hurting

me!

Sarah wiggles as Amy continues dragging her.

SARAH

I’m gonna call abuse!

Amy growls at Sarah as she leads her down the hallway.

AMY

How dare you put me in the same

category as Russ Crafton! How dare

you!

Jackson stands, listening.

He rubs his face in shock as Peter walks into the room.

Peter shakes his head, turning on the light.

PETER

What did I tell you?

Jackson grunts.

JACKSON

She could’ve at least waited a day

or something, man. But, the first

night?

Peter chuckles, reaching for Jackson’s bag.

PETER

That hotel is sounding pretty good

right about now, don’t you think?

JACKSON

Uh, yeah.

Jackson takes his bag from Peter and grabs a shirt.

Amy walks in, her face stained with tears.
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AMY

I am so, so sorry, Jackson. You

have no idea.

Jackson looks at her, nodding gently.

JACKSON

It wasn’t your fault.

Amy rubs her face.

She looks at Peter, embarrassed.

AMY

I’m sorry to you, too, Peter.

Peter nods.

PETER

It’s all right, Amy.

AMY

Did she ever try anything with you?

Peter chooses his words carefully.

PETER

There were signs that she wanted

to. I think my being her teacher

held her off.

Amy nods.

PETER

I tried not to give her too much

attention so it wouldn’t encourage

it.

Amy sighs.

AMY

I tried to raise her right, you

know. Better than that.

She shrugs. She notices the bag in Jackson’s hand.

AMY

You’re going to leave?

JACKSON

It’s probably best.

Amy nods in agreement.
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PETER

I’m going to go with him. That way

you’ll have the space you need to

deal with this however you want to.

Amy smiles slightly.

AMY

Thank you, Peter. And again, I’m

really sorry.

She turns to leave.

AMY

Goodnight.

PETER AND JACKSON

Goodnight.

Amy shuts the door behind her.

Peter turns to Jackson.

PETER

This is kind of perfect.

Jackson snorts.

JACKSON

What? Her mauling me instead of

you?

Peter chuckles.

PETER

The mauling in general. It’ll be

easier to leave the hotel than it

would be to leave here.

Jackson considers this.

JACKSON

This is true.

PETER

Do you have everything?

Jackson looks around the room.

JACKSON

I think so.

He looks at Peter.
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JACKSON

Did you hear what she said about

Russ Crafton?

Peter nods sadly, sitting on the edge of Jackson’s bed.

Jackson sits, too.

PETER

Yeah. I don’t get how they can do

nothing about it.

Jackson shrugs.

JACKSON

Maybe if they ignore or laugh at

it, it helps them to not feel

guilty.

Peter looks at him.

PETER

Do they feel guilty?

Peter waves his hands as he talks.

PETER

Look how easy it was for Amy to

say, Don’t categorize me with Russ

Crafton. Does that come from a

guilty heart?

Jackson considers this.

JACKSON

If you pretend it isn’t there long

enough, you start to believe it

isn’t there. Maybe grow complacent.

Peter nods.

PETER

Yeah.

Peter sighs.

PETER

A whole town. And nobody cares.

JACKSON

You care.

Peter looks at him.
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JACKSON

You only need one person to make a

difference in your life. If it’s

the right person. If it’s the right

difference. Peter listens silently.

Jackson looks at him, his gaze intent.

JACKSON

What you’re doing for this girl is

amazing, Peter. You’re sticking

your neck out for a student you

didn’t even know existed a month

ago.

Jackson looks down at his hands.

JACKSON

I admire you for that.

He looks back up at Peter.

JACKSON

It takes a special person to do

what you’re doing.

Peter nods seriously.

PETER

Thanks, man. I appreciate that. I’m

glad you’re here to help.

Jackson nods.

JACKSON

Hey. What are friends for?

Peter nods, standing.

PETER

Let’s go.

INT; CRAFTON HOUSE; DAY

Dorothy Sue pours milk into a bowl of cereal setting on the

kitchen table.

She sits down and begins eating.

Russ walks into the room.

He looks at Dorothy Sue.
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RUSS

Ain’t you late for school?

Dorothy Sue shake her head and takes a bite.

DOROTHY SUE

No, sir. It’s early. I have plenty

of time.

Russ growls at her.

RUSS

Don’t you lie to me! You are too

runnin’ late.

He knocks the bowl of cereal onto the floor.

The bowl shatters. Cereal and milk go everywhere.

Russ looks at the mess.

RUSS

Now, look at what you gone and

done. Clean that up. And hurry.

He turns to walk out of the room

RUSS

You’re late for school.

INT; SCHOOL HALLWAY; DAY

Dorothy Sue is sitting in front of her locker reading a

book. A candy bar wrapper is on the floor next to her.

Peter and Jackson walk down the hallway. Jackson carries a

bag.

They stop when they see Dorothy Sue.

PETER

Dorothy Sue?

Dorothy Sue looks up in alarm.

Seeing the two men, she drops her book, blushing.

DOROTHY SUE

Good morning, Mr. Rainey.

Peter looks at his watch.
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PETER

Dorothy Sue, it’s early. School

doesn’t start for forty-five

minutes. Are you all right?

Dorothy Sue picks up her book, biting her lip.

DOROTHY SUE

I’m fine, Mr. Rainey. Thanks for

askin’.

Peter looks at Jackson.

He steps closer to Dorothy Sue.

PETER

Have you had breakfast yet?

Dorothy Sue nods, trying to hide the candy bar wrapper.

DOROTHY SUE

Yes, Mr. Rainey. I did.

Peter sees the wrapper.

He looks at Jackson and frowns.

PETER

Jackson, this is Dorothy Sue.

He looks at Dorothy Sue.

PETER

Dorothy Sue, this is my friend

Jackson.

Dorothy Sue acknowledges Jackson shyly.

PETER

Jackson and I have donuts. We were

just about to eat breakfast. Come

join us.

Dorothy Sue looks at Peter in alarm.

DOROTHY SUE

Oh, my daddy wouldn’t like that,

Mr. Rainey.

Jackson looks away, shaking his head.

Peter motions for Dorothy Sue to come with them.
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PETER

Don’t worry about him, Dorothy Sue.

For once, don’t worry about him.

Biting her lip, Dorothy Sue closes her book and stands.

INT; CLASSROOM; DAY

Peter, Jackson and Dorothy Sue are sitting around Peter’s

desk eating.

Peter looks at Jackson.

Jackson nods.

Peter clears his throat.

PETER

Dorothy Sue, you don’t talk much to

people. I think that means you keep

a great secret.

Dorothy Sue looks at Petercuriously.

Peter motions to Jackson.

PETER

I’m telling everyone that Jackson

is here to watch me teach. But, the

truth is...

Peter and Dorothy Sue both look at Jackson.

Jackson smiles at Dorothy Sue.

PETER

The truth is, he’s here to help me.

We’re going to help you.

Dorothy Sue gasps.

She looks back and forth between the two men.

DOROTHY SUE

Help me?

Peter and Jackson nod.

JACKSON

That’s right.

Dorothy Sue’s eyes fill with tears.
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DOROTHY SUE

Why?

Peter swallows hard.

PETER

Everyone matters, Dorothy Sue.

Everyone! You don’t deserve to go

through what you go through every

day.

Tears roll down Dorothy Sue’s cheeks.

She shakes her head.

DOROTHY SUE

Whatever you have planned won’t

work, you know.

She looks at the two men.

DOROTHY SUE

You don’t know my daddy like I do.

He’ll fight you with everything he

has in him.

Peter shrugs.

PETER

Let him fight.

Peter touches Dorothy Sue on the hand.

PETER

You’re worth it, Dorothy Sue. You

matter.

Peter shakes his head.

PETER

I’m not afraid of your father.

JACKSON

Afraid or not doesn’t matter.

Peter and Dorothy Sue look at Jackson.

JACKSON

I have a permit to carry a

concealed weapon.

He shrugs smugly.
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JACKSON

Pretty much makes me invincible.

Dorothy Sue giggles.

She looks at Peter.

DOROTHY SUE

What are you going to do?

Peter smiles.

INT; CLASSROOM; LATER

Peter is standing at the front of the room as students file

in.

Jackson sits in a chair in the corner.

Sarah, Dana and Jamie walk in.

Seeing Jackson, Sarah’s face turns red and she drops her

eyes.

She sinks quietly into her seat.

Peter and Jackson share a look, trying not to smile.

The bell rings.

INT; CLASSROOM; LATER

Peter is handing out papers. The bell rings.

PETER

If you haven’t gotten your test

back, see me before you go.

He goes to his desk.

Students circle around him.

Dorothy Sue stands quietly at the edge of the circle,

watching the others leave one by one.

Soon, she is the only one left.

Peter hands her a piece of paper.
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PETER

Great job, Dorothy Sue.

Dorothy Sue looks at her paper and smiles.

100%.

Peter looks around to make sure the room is empty.

PETER

You’re sure you can do it?

Biting her lip, Dorothy Sue nods softly.

Jackson reaches into his pocket and pulls out a bag full of

white powder.

JACKSON

Don’t worry. It won’t hurt him.

He’ll feel it tomorrow, though.

Dorothy Sue takes the bag. She looks at Jackson, then Peter.

DOROTHY SUE

Midnight?

Peter nods.

PETER

Midnight.

Dorothy Sue nods, then turns to leave.

INT; WESTLING HOUSE; DAY

Amy is at the sink, peeling potatoes.

Sarah is sitting at the kitchen table, her head resting in

her hand, elbow propped on the table.

She scowls angrily at Amy.

SARAH

This is crazy!

Amy doesn’t turn to face her as she speaks.

AMY

What’s crazy is that I didn’t catch

on to what you were up to before.

Sarah sighs heavily.
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SARAH

I’m not a kid, you know. This is

nuts!

Amy snorts.

AMY

Oh, I know all about how you’re not

a kid. I heard what you told

Jackson last night.

Sarah blushes.

The door opens and Peter rushes past the kitchen.

PETER

Need to grab something. I’ll only

be a minute.

Amy hollers out to him.

AMY

Would you like some dinner?

Peter’s voice rings out from the stairs.

PETER

No, thank you.

INT; CRAFTON HOUSE; NIGHT

Dorthy Sue is in the kitchen, putting dishes in the

cupboard. Russ bellows from a different room

RUSS

Dorothy Sue, bring me my drink!

Dorothy Sue glances nervously toward the kitchen door,

biting her lip.

DOROTHY SUE

Okay, Daddy. I’ll be right there.

With shaking hands, Dorothy Sue pulls a bottle and a glass

out of the cupboard.

She pours the liquid into the glass, then reaches into her

pocket.

She eyes the bag warily.

Russ yells again.
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RUSS

Dorothy Sue, where’s my drink?

She jumps softly.

Opening the bag, she dumps it in the glass.

DOROTHY SUE

Comin’, Daddy.

Quietly, she grabs a spoon and stirs the drink.

Content that the powder is dissolved, she carries the drink

to Russ, who is seated on the couch in the living room.

She hands the drink to Russ and watches him.

He takes a sip.

Seeing her watching him, he snarls.

RUSS

What?

Dorothy Sue backs away, biting her lip.

DOROTHY SUE

Just makin’ sure you were all

settled.

Russ waves his hand at her.

RUSS

Get out of here.

Dorothy Sue walks out of the room.

INT; DOROTHY SUE’S ROOM; NIGHT

Dorothy Sue grabs a bag out of her closet.

Quickly and quietly she begins filling it.

Nervously, she looks at the clock, then the door.

She opens the bottom drawer of her dresser and grabs the

clothes that are in it.

Her hand touches something.

She pulls it out.

A large envelope.
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Biting her lip, she stares at it, remembering.

FLASHBACK

Dorothy Sue enters a room.

Her mother, Lydia Crafton, lies on a bed. Her face is pale,

her movements weak.

Hearing Dorothy Sue come into the room, she turns her head

to look at her.

The movement makes her cough.

Through her coughs, she motions to Dorothy Sue.

LYDIA

Come here, Dorothy Sue.

Dorothy Sue sits on the edge of Lydia’s bed.

Lydia looks around the room.

Her eyes rest on Dorothy Sue.

LYDIA

Look around, Dorothy Sue.

Dorothy Sue looks at the room

LYDIA

This ain’t the life I had planned

for you, girl.

Lydia takes a deep, ragged breath.

Tears fill her eyes.

LYDIA

I sure wish I could’ve done better

for you, Dorothy Sue.

Dorothy Sue takes her hand.

DOROTHY SUE

It’s okay, Mama. I know you done

your best. Not much else you coulda

done.

Lydia shakes her head softly, grimacing in pain.
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LYDIA

Oh, but there was, child. If only I

wasn’t so afraid of your daddy.

Shame fills her eyes as she looks at Dorothy Sue.

LYDIA

You deserve so much better.

She points to a tall dresser in the corner.

LYDIA

Go over to that dresser.

Dorothy Sue obeys.

LYDIA

In the bottom drawer, there’s a big

envelope.

Dorothy Sue opens the drawer and digs around.

She pulls out the envelope.

She returns to Lydia’s side and holds out the envelope.

Lydia shakes her head.

LYDIA

Take it. Hide it from your daddy.

Don’t ever lose it, Dorothy Sue

Dorothy Sue looks at the envelope.

DOROTHY SUE

What is it, Mama?

LYDIA

One of these days, you’re gonna get

out of here. When you do, that’s

gonna be real important to you.

Dorothy Sue stares at the envelope, nodding.

DOROTHY SUE

Okay, Mama. I’ll keep it safe.

Lydia smiles weakly.

LYDIA

You do that.

PRESENT
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Gently, Dorothy Sue puts the envelope in her bag.

Grabbing a few other things, she looks around the room.

DOROTHY SUE

That should be good enough.

INT; HOTEL ROOM; NIGHT

Jackson is sitting on the bed, watching television.

Peter is pacing.

He keeps looking at his watch.

JACKSON

Not nervous or anything, are you?

Peter sits on the edge of the bed.

PETER

Did I ever tell you about the last

guy who tried to help Dorothy Sue’s

family?

Smiling, Jackson grabs the remote and turns off the

television.

JACKSON

I thought you said you weren’t

afraid of Russ Crafton.

Peter rubs his face and looks at Jackson.

PETER

I lied.

EXT; CRAFTON HOUSE; NIGHT

INT; CRAFTON HOUSE; NIGHT

Dorothy Sue comes down the stairs softly, looking around.

She enters the living room.

Russ is sprawled out on the couch. He hears Dorothy Sue

coming then tries, unsuccessfully, to get up.

Dorothy Sue walks over to the couch.
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DOROTHY SUE

You need help, Daddy?

She helps him stand to his feet.

He nearly falls over.

He pushes Dorothy Sue away, grabbing his head.

RUSS

I’m goin’ to bed.

Dorothy Sue watches as he drunkenly climbs the stairs.

She turns off all of the lights in the living room, hall and

kitchen.

Except one.

She looks at the light and smiles to herself.

Slowly, she climbs the stairs.

INT; HOTEL ROOM; NIGHT

Jackson looks at the alarm clock on the nightstand next to

the bed.

11:40.

He looks at Peter.

JACKSON

You ready?

Peter looks at the clock.

Taking a deep breath, he nods.

PETER

Yeah. Let’s go.

EXT; CRAFTON HOUSE; NIGHT

Peter and Jackson pull up to the curb across the street in

Peter’s car.

They sit, Peter in the driver’s seat, Jackson next to him,

and watch the house.
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JACKSON

Think she remembered?

PETER

One light is on. That’s our sign.

Jackson watches the house.

JACKSON

Hope she gets out okay.

Peter nods.

PETER

Me, too. They sit in silence.

Suddenly, Jackson leans toward Peter.

JACKSON

Did you see that?

Peter leans closer toward his window.

PETER

What?

They watch.

Movement.

PETER

It’s her. Is her door unlocked?

Jackson checks.

JACKSON

Yeah.

Peter turns the key and the engine quietly jumps to life as

the door behind Peter opens and Dorothy Sue climbs in.

Peter pulls away from the curb.

All are silent until Peter turns the corner and turns the

headlights on.

Jackson looks back at Dorothy Sue.

JACKSON

Well, Dorothy Sue, I’m so glad you

could make it out with us tonight.

Dorothy Sue smiles.
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PETER

Everything go okay?

Dorothy Sue nods.

DOROTHY SUE

That stuff really knocked Daddy

out.

Peter nods.

PETER

Good.

JACKSON

You going to be okay?

Dorothy Sue nods slowly.

DOROTHY SUE

Yeah. I think so.

JACKSON

Good.

Peter looks at Jackson.

PETER

You want to drive a bit?

Jackson nods.

JACKSON

Sure.

INT; CAR; NIGHT

Jackson is driving.

Peter is in the back with Dorothy Sue.

Jackson looks in the rear view mirror.

JACKSON

So, where are we going?

PETER

A little town called Opelika,

Alabama.

Jackson raises his eyebrows.
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JACKSON

Isn’t there a law about

transporting minors over the state

line?

Dorothy Sue looks at Peter.

Peter nods.

PETER

Yes, there is. I’m willing to face

the consequences.

He grimaces.

PETER

You shouldn’t have to, though. I

can let you out before we get

there.

Jackson shrugs.

JACKSON

Hey, I’m in this for the long haul.

Peter nods.

PETER

Okay.

JACKSON

Should be fun. I haven’t broken the

law since high school.

Peter laughs softly.

They ride in silence.

Peter laughs suddenly.

PETER

Remember when we broke into the

coach’s office and took his bottle

of Jack Daniels?

Jackson laughs as he remembers.

JACKSON

And nobody knew who to be more

upset with. Us for taking it or the

coach for having it in his office.

Dorothy Sue watches them silently, biting her lip.
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She reaches down and unzips her bag.

She pulls out the envelope and hands it to Peter.

DOROTHY SUE

You need to have this, Mr. Rainey.

Peter takes the envelope.

PETER

What is this, Dorothy Sue?

Peter turns on the dome light and opens the envelope. He

pulls out a piece of paper.

He looks at it, puzzled.

PETER

Is this your birth certificate?

Dorothy Sue nods.

PETER

I don’t get why...

He stops, his face registering shock.

Jackson looks in the mirror.

JACKSON

What is it, Peter?

Peter looks at Dorothy Sue.

PETER

Is this real?

Dorothy Sue nods again.

Peter looks at Jackson through the mirror.

PETER

Her birth certificate. The date she

was born.

He looks down at it again.

PETER

She’s nineteen.

Jackson’s eyes grow large.

Peter looks at Dorothy Sue.
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PETER

What’s going on, Dorothy Sue? What

is this?

Dorothy Sue looks at Peter.

DOROTHY SUE

I don’t remember a whole lot about

it. My mama told me about it right

before she died.

She takes a deep breath.

DOROTHY SUE

We didn’t always live in Bibb City.

We moved there when I was six.

Dorothy Sue hesitates, biting her lip.

DOROTHY SUE

I wasn’t very big. I didn’t talk

very much. So, Daddy decided to

tell everyone I was four. He got a

friend to make a new birth

certificate and everything.

JACKSON

Why would he do that?

Dorothy Sue shrugs.

DOROTHY SUE

Why does Daddy do anything he does?

I guess he just wanted to control

me.

Peter is rubbing his chin, thinking.

Jackson sees him in the mirror.

JACKSON

The wheels are turning. What are

you thinking, Peter?

Peter runs his hand through his hair.

He looks at Jackson.

PETER

Call me crazy, but, I’m thinking

this changes everything.
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INT; CRAFTON HOUSE; DAY

Russ Crafton slowly climbs out of bed. He grabs his head in

pain.

RUSS

Ain’t felt this hung over since I

was a teenager.

He looks at the clock.

7:15.

Slowly, he walks out of the room, yelling as loud as his

head will allow.

RUSS

Dorothy Sue, why’d you let me

oversleep? You’d better have

breakfast for me.

He waits for a response.

Silence.

He goes down the stairs.

RUSS

Dorothy Sue?

He searches the kitchen, living room and bathroom.

No Dorothy Sue.

RUSS

Girl, I don’t know what kind of

game you’re playin’, but you’re

askin’ for it when I find ya!

He climbs the stairs, forgetting the pain in his head.

He opens the door to Dorothy Sue’s room.

She isn’t there.

RUSS

Where are you?

Russ notices the closet door is partially open.

He goes to it and pulls it.

The closet is practically empty.
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Russ looks around the room, an evil glint in his eyes.

RUSS

Ooh, girl, are you gonna get it!

INT; SCHOOL HALLWAY; DAY

Students are rushing through the hallway, talking excitedly

amongst themselves.

STUDENT #1

Did you hear that Dorothy Sue is

gone?

STUDENT #2

Where’d she go?

STUDENT #1

Nobody knows. Her daddy is sure on

the warpath, though!

STUDENT #3

I hate to be Dorothy Sue when he

finds her!

STUDENT #4

If he finds her.

STUDENT #2

I wonder how she got away.

INT; CLASSROOM; DAY

Peter is seated at his desk as students file in.

Jamie, Sarah, Dana and Weston come in together.

JAMIE

I wonder where she went.

SARAH

Or how she even got away.

WESTON

She thought her daddy did bad

things to her before. Wait until he

catches her!

Peter watches them, listening.

FLASHBACK
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Peter sits in the back seat with Dorothy Sue.

PETER

I can take care of you, Dorothy

Sue. You’re an adult. You can go on

your own. But, I can take care of

you.

PRESENT

SARAH

I wonder what she’s going to do if

she really gets away.

FLASHBACK

Peter and Dorothy Sue stand in front of a judge.

Jackson is standing next to Peter, shaking his head in

disbelief.

A WOMAN stands next to Dorothy Sue, smiling.

JUDGE

I now pronounce you man and wife.

PRESENT

JAMIE

Wonder what her daddy will do when

he finds her.

DANA

Does she really think she can get

away from him?

FLASHBACK

Peter, Jackson and Dorothy Sue stand in a hotel room.

Jackson and Peter turn to leave.

PETER

Don’t open the door for anyone,

Dorothy Sue.

DOROTHY SUE

Okay, Mr. Rainey.

Peter chuckles.
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PETER

We’re married now. You’d better

call me Peter.

Dorothy Sue blushes, biting her lip.

PRESENT

JAMIE

Did you hear about Dorothy Sue, Mr.

Rainey?

Peter shakes himself slightly when he realizes he’s being

spoken to.

He looks up at Jamie, nodding.

PETER

Yes, I did.

He looks at the other students.

PETER

I hope she’s okay.

The bell rings and the students sit down.

Peter stands to start class.

Chester walks into the room, followed by a man, CRAIG

STATON, and a woman, DYANE MILLER.

CHESTER

Peter, we need to have a word with

you.

He motions to the hallway.

Peter eyes the trio and nods.

PETER

All right.

He follows them out the door.

PETER

What’s up?

Chester shuts the door.

CHESTER

Peter, you remember Craig Staton,

our school superintendent.
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Peter nods at him.

CHESTER

And this is Detective Dyane Miller.

She’s from a neighboring community.

Peter nods at her.

PETER

Detective.

He looks at Chester.

PETER

What’s this about?

CHESTER

I’m sure you’ve heard about Dorothy

Sue Crafton.

PETER

Who hasn’t?

DYANE

We want to know if you were

involved.

Peter raises his eyebrows.

PETER

Me? Why me?

CHESTER

It’s come to our attention that you

weren’t at home last night. Where

were you?

Peter looks at Chester.

PETER

At the hotel with my friend

Jackson. We’ve been catching up.

Craig nods.

CRAIG

We heard that. Peter shrugs.

PETER

So, what’s the problem?

The trio exchanges glances.

Peter nods in comprehension.
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PETER

I get it. I’m under suspicion

because I’m the only one in this

entire town who actually cares

about what happens to Dorothy Sue.

Is that it?

Chester grunts, fiddling with his shirt collar.

PETER

No one else would help her out of

an abusive home. Everyone’s too

busy bowing to Russ Crafton. So, it

must be the new guy, huh?

Dyane gives Peter a matter-of-fact look.

DYANE

Mr. Rainey, we just want to know

where Dorothy Sue is.

Peter snorts.

PETER

Why? So you can take her home again

to get smacked around for leaving?

He shakes his head.

PETER

What a joke! Nobody cares a bit

about finding Dorothy Sue. Everyone

just wants Russ Crafton to get his

punching bag back.

CHESTER

Peter.

PETER

What? Aren’t I right? He spends

years beating her. The moment she’s

gone that’s when the police show

up. And you’re telling me this is

right?

CHESTER

Peter. We just need to find her.

CRAIG

Mr. Rainey, I don’t think you

understand how important your

cooperation is.

Peter looks at Craig, taking in his meaning.
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CHESTER

Peter, where is Dorothy Sue?

Peter looks at Chester.

Then Craig.

Then Dyane.

He takes a deep breath.

PETER

Out of the state.

Chester looks away, mumbling and rolling his eyes.

Craig puts his hand to his head.

Dyane stares at him in disbelief.

DYANE

You mean to tell me that you took a

minor out of the state?

Peter smiles, shaking his head.

PETER

Nope. Dorothy Sue isn’t a minor.

She’s nineteen. Her father faked

her birth certificate. She has the

real one.

Peter makes eye contact with each of the trio.

PETER

Which has been authenticated.

Peter looks at Chester.

PETER

If abuse isn’t a crime, does that

mean falsifying a document like a

birth certificate isn’t either?

The three are silent for a moment.

CHESTER

What are you saying, Peter?

PETER

I’m saying Dorothy Sue is an adult.

She never has to go back to her

father again. In fact...
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He looks at Dyane.

PETER

She’s in the process of pressing

charges against Russ. She still has

fresh bruises from his last round

on her.

CHESTER

Surely you know Russ Crafton will

eventually find her. Do you intend

to drag her with you, running for

the rest of your life?

Peter smiles softly.

PETER

Of course I do.

He looks at Chester.

PETER

Dorothy Sue is my wife now.

EXT; HIGHWAY; DAY

Peter is driving, talking on the phone.

PETER

They told me to pack up my things

and leave.

Peter listens.

PETER

I doubt it. I don’t think they even

cared.

He listens again.

PETER

Yeah, I should be there in a little

bit.

He hangs up and turns on the radio.

He doesn’t notice a small green car following him at a safe

distance.

Russ Crafton.
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INT; HOTEL ROOM; DAY

Dorothy Sue is sitting on the bed watching television.

The door opens.

Jackson and Jonathon walk in.

Jackson smiles at Dorothy Sue.

JACKSON

Hey, Dorothy Sue. You doing okay?

Dorothy Sue nods shyly, biting her lip.

DOROTHY SUE

Yes, thank you.

Jackson motions to Jonathon.

JACKSON

This is Jonathon.

Jonathon nods at Dorothy Sue.

JONATHON

Hello.

Dorothy Sue smiles at him.

DOROTHY SUE

Hello.

Jackson sets a bag on the floor.

JACKSON

I just talked to Peter. He should

be here in a little bit.

Dorothy Sue looks at the clock.

DOROTHY SUE

Already?

Jackson nods.

Jonathon grunts.

JONATHON

The school, uh, decided they no

longer needed his services.

Dorothy Sue gasps.
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DOROTHY SUE

He got fired because of me?

Jackson looks at Dorothy Sue.

JACKSON

He was willing to go to jail for

you. Do you think losing his job

means all that much?

Dorothy Sue considers this.

JACKSON

You’re worth it.

Dorothy Sue bites her lip again.

JACKSON

I just talked to the detective

handling your case. You can go, but

you need to stay in touch. And you

have to be ready to testify

whenever it comes time.

Dorothy Sue nods.

DOROTHY SUE

Okay.

She looks at her bag on the floor.

DOROTHY SUE

So, we’re going to Washington D.C?

Jackson nods.

JACKSON

As of now, that’s the plan.

Dorothy Sue nods, biting her lip.

INT; WESTLING HOUSE; DAY

Sarah rushes in the house, an anxious look on her face.

SARAH

Mom? Where are you?

Amy calls out.
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AMY

In the living room, Sarah.

Sarah hurries that way.

SARAH

Is he gone.

Amy is in a recliner, reading a book.

She looks up as Sarah enters the room.

AMY

Mr. Rainey? Yeah. He stopped by

earlier and got his things. He told

me they let him go for helpin’

Dorothy Sue.

She shakes her head thoughtfully.

AMY

Should’ve known he’d never leave

well enough alone.

Sarah sinks into the nearest chair, her face falling.

SARAH

I can’t believe he gave up his

career to help...

Her voice fills with disgust.

SARAH

...Dorothy Sue.

She shudders.

Amy’s jaw drops.

AMY

How could I have raised such a

heartless child?

Shocked, Sarah turns to Amy.

SARAH

What?

AMY

You heard me. There has never been

anything wrong with Dorothy Sue

Crafton. Except her no good daddy.

She returns to her book.
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AMY

He’s been her problem her whole

life.

Sarah snorts.

SARAH

You should’ve seen it when he left

today. I think the whole school

heard him yellin’.

Amy looks at Sarah.

AMY

Yellin?

Sarah nods.

FLASHBACK

Peter is staring at the backs of Chester, Craig and Dyane.

Classroom doors open as he raises his voice.

PETER

At least I had the courage to do

what’s right! A whole town afraid

of one man? Come on! What kind of

place is this when you get into

more trouble helping someone than

hurting them?

The trio ignores him.

Students and teachers fill the hallway.

PETER

Maybe if I would’ve smacked Dorothy

Sue around too, no one would’ve

noticed!

The door across the hallway opens and a MALE TEACHER steps

out.

TEACHER

Give it a rest, Peter. You’re not

doing yourself any good.

Peter looks at him, eyes fuming.

PETER

This town should be brought to

justice for what they put Dorothy

Sue through all her life.
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Peter turns and walks quickly into the classroom.

He gathers his things and leaves.

PRESENT

Amy puts her book down and stands.

AMY

Sounds like he was pretty angry.

She places her arm on Sarah’s shoulder and looks down at

her.

AMY

But, you know? He’s right. We do

deserve to pay for what we did to

that girl.

She turns and walks out of the room.

INT; HOTEL ROOM; DAY

Dorothy Sue is sitting on the bed, reading.

Jackson and Jonathon are sitting on the floor at the foot of

the bed watching television.

There is a knock on the door.

Jackson gets up to answer it.

He opens the door.

Peter is standing, a big smile on his face.

His smile fades when he sees Jackson.

PETER

Well, you’re not the one I was

hoping to see.

Jackson gasps in mock insult.

JACKSON

Who did you expect?

PETER

Someone prettier.

Dorothy Sue blushes, biting her lip.

Jackson and Jonathon chuckle.
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JACKSON AND JONATHON

Aww.

Peter waves them away, chuckling.

PETER

Get out of here.

He sits on the edge of the bed and looks at the book Dorothy

Sue has in her hand.

PETER

Like to read?

Dorothy Sue nods.

He grabs the book and looks at it.

PETER

I always liked his books.

Jackson has his hand on the door handle, getting ready to

turn it.

He faces Peter and Dorothy Sue.

JACKSON

Don’t listen to him, Dorothy Sue.

Peter never learned how to read.

The only reason he graduated was

because he got all of his college

books on tape.

Dorothy Sue giggles.

Jackson opens the door, Jonathon right behind him.

Russ Crafton stands, a gun in his hand.

RUSS

Get back in there.

Speechless, Jackson and Jonathon move back toward the bed.

Peter and Dorothy Sue stand in surprise when they see Russ.

DOROTHY SUE

Daddy, what are you doin’?

Russ looks at her.
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RUSS

Shut up, child! You’re comin’ with

me. Now!

PETER

I think we all know, Mr. Crafton,

that Dorothy Sue isn’t a child.

Russ glances at Peter.

RUSS

What you talkin’ about, Rainey?

PETER

Her birth certificate. She has the

real one.

Russ lets the news sink in.

He looks at Dorothy Sue.

RUSS

How?

DOROTHY SUE

Mama gave it to me before she died.

Russ looks back to Peter.

RUSS

Don’t’ mean she’s not a child. She

ain’t even old enough to take a

drink yet.

Peter nods.

PETER

Yeah, but, she’s old enough to get

married.

Russ’ jaw drops.

He glares at Dorothy Sue.

She bites her lip.

RUSS

You didn’t.

Dorothy Sue nods.
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DOROTHY SUE

Yes, Daddy. We did. And I’m never

goin’ home with you again.

Anger fills her eyes.

DOROTHY SUE

Ever.

Russ charges, screaming.

RUSS

I’m gonna kill you!

Jonathon reaches out to grab Russ.

Russ reaches for Dorothy Sue, gun waving.

Russ knocks Jonathon out of the way.

A gunshot.

EXT; CEMETERY; DAY

Peter is standing at the entrance of the cemetery, looking

in.

PETER

(voice over)

A lot of people wouldn’t think much

of my time in Bibb City. They’d see

it as a wasted effort, considering

the town would never have to pay

for turning its back on Dorothy Sue

for all those years. Some have even

said that I should never tell

anyone about my teaching job in

Georgia.

Peter watches a MAN and WOMAN walk by.

He approaches them.

PETER

Excuse me. I’m Peter Rainey. Did I

go to school with you?

The couple turns to Peter.

Eying Peter, the man nods.
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PETER

If I remember right, I was always a

jerk to you.

The man looks at his wife awkwardly.

Peter shrugs.

PETER

It may not mean much now, but...

He holds out his hand.

The man looks down at it.

PETER

I’m sorry.

The man looks at Peter in surprise.

Smiling, he takes his hand.

PETER

(voice over)

The truth is, I can never forget

Bibb City. No matter how hard I

try.

Peter enters the cemetery, passing grave stones.

He reads the names as he goes by.

PETER

(voice over)

I learned valuable lessons while I

was there. Some I should’ve learned

a long time ago.

Peter walks under trees.

PETER

(voice over)

Don’t pick on or look down on the

people less fortunate than you. You

never know what circumstances put

them in the position they’re in.

Peter stops at a grave and bends down, straightening the

flowers around it.

PETER

(voice over)

(MORE)
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PETER (cont’d)

Always look for ways to help other

people. You never know when you’ll

need their help in return.

Peter stops next to a grave.

Dorothy Sue sits in front of a grave.

Kneeling down next to her, Peter takes her hand, looking at

the headstone.

Russell S. Crafton

April 3, 1952-October 19, 2010

May he rest in peace

Dorothy Sue looks at Peter, tears rolling down her cheeks.

DOROTHY SUE

I still can’t believe he’s gone.

Peter nods sadly.

PETER

I’m glad Jackson had that gun,

though. Otherwise it would be your

grave I have to stare at.

Dorothy Sue hugs Peter.

PETER

You ready to go?

Dorothy Sue nods.

DOROTHY SUE

Yeah. I think I am.

The two stand.

PETER

(voice over)

Most importantly, when you’re in a

dangerous situation, never stop

looking for shelter.

Peter and Dorothy Sue walk under the trees.

PETER

(voice over)

Even when there’s no place to hide.
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Peter and Dorothy Sue walk out of the cemetery hand in hand.

THE END


