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Waiting is a true test of love and patience,
Anyone can say "I love you",

not everyone will wait and prove it. 
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INT. EARL’S APARTMENT/OFFICE NOOK - NIGHT

EARL JENKINS (late 30’s, pecan brown skin, kind eyes) sits in 
front of his beloved early model, Royal typewriter, the 
gleaming white paper stares back at him. 

Earl reaches over to a nearby “Word of the Day” desk calendar 
and rips off a sheet, removing February 28th, revealing March 
1st. It reads -

EARL
(os)

Farce, a ridiculous act or 
situation.

 He cracks his knuckles and squeezes each hand. 

EARL (CONT’D)
Okay, Zippy. Let’s get started so 
we can get this ended.

He rubs the head of ZIPPY (short haired Golden Retriever) his 
taxidermic dog who’s posed in a “high five” position next to 
his desk. 

The round man pops up and paces around the modest, neatly 
settled apartment. Framed sport memorabilia, FOOTBALLS and 
JERSEYS, hang on the walls. Earl meticulously arranges the 
frames to be uniformed and exact.

EARL (CONT’D)
(to Zippy)

They can’t be busting in here with 
things all out of order huh?

He rearranges some Slavery Era candy figurines on a mantle. 

He arranges the chairs around his maple wood dining table. 
Check for Zippy’s approval. It’s approved.

AT THE DESK - Earl readies himself to begin. Again. He Types. 

EARL (CONT’D)
(typing)

One of the few advantages you have 
of dying from suicide...

Earl rips out that paper and replaces it. He begins finger 
typing.



EARL (CONT’D)
(typing)

One of the few advantages you have 
of dying from self euthanasia-ing

(to Zippy)
Is that a word? Hmmm

(typing, talking)
Due to Bi-Polar episodes and 
massive migraines is that you get 
to write your own obituary (other 
advantages are that you no longer 
have to pay taxes, deal with bad 
subway etiquette and last but not 
least, you never have to be waken’ 
out of a good sleep by tv 
commercials that are much louder 
than the program that put you to 
sleep.

A screaming tea kettle’s whistle.

INT. EARL’S KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Earl reaches the 50’s style kitchen, which oddly does not 
match the rest of the modest apartment. He pours tea and 
organizes everything back in it’s place, except the dish 
towel, which he leaves extremely close to low gas burners.

INT. EARL’S APARTMENT/LIVING ROOM - LATER

Earl sips his tea and reads his obituary with pride. 

EARL
Earl Monroe Jenkins, born on 
January 1st at New York 
Presbyterian Hospital to Sally and 
James Jenkins on the island of 
Manhattan. Grew up in Stuyvesant 
Heights, Brooklyn. Attended PS 
#135, graduated from Long Island 
University, Brooklyn Campus with a 
BS degree in Botany. Aside living 
in Astoria for nine months while 
married to a wonderful chamber 
maid, Earl lived and bleed 
Brooklyn. 

(to Zippy)
Here comes the good part Zip.

(reads)
(MORE)
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In his professional life, Earl 
played for both the New York Jets 
and New York Giants with his jersey 
being retired both places. 

WE SEE his “#1 Official Football Jerseys” hung on the wall 
and a 1970’s NY JETS Championship Ring in a nice JEWELRY 
case. 

EARL (CONT’D)
On the gridiron is where he honed 
his killer’s instinct for business 
and off beat comedic timing. He is 
survived by, his great aunt Maudie 
and grand niece Juniper whom he 
preceded in death. 

Earl’s hands shake as he folds the well crafted 
suicide/obituary note. He squeezes and wrings them until they 
are steady. 

He places a stamp and addresses the envelope. “NEW YORK 
TIMES, OBIT section.”

INT. EARL’S BEDROOM - LATER

Earl dressed in a nice suit and bow tie shines his 
Championship Ring with his lapel before grabbing a quart 
sized bottle of bleach. He takes a swig from the bottle. 
Hmmm.

EARL
(surprised)

This ain’t that bad. 

He stares at a picture of Zippy catching a frisbee. 

EARL (CONT’D)
See you on the other side Zip. 

He folds the picture frame down and guzzles the bottle. 

IN BED - Earl positions himself a few ways before settling on 
a traditional, hands folded over his chest casket laying 
pose. Sniff. Sniff. Sniff.

INT. EARL'S KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Earl’s stovetop is ablaze. He fans the flames.

Later.

EARL (CONT'D)
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He cleans the kitchen in his nice suit and bow tie. 

INT. EARL'S BEDROOM - LATER

Filthy and exhausted from cleaning smoke smut, Earl climbs 
into bed. Unfolds Zippy’s picture. 

EARL
If this bleach don’t kill me that 
smoke will. See you soon Zip. Good 
night Brooklyn.

EXT./EST. BROOKLYN BROWNSTONES - MORNING

The warm golden hue of the sun paints the rows of Hummelstown 
style brownstones, JOGGERS jog and birds zoom and zip on the 
well managed street. 

INT. BELLA’S KITCHEN - MORNING

The sun pierces the sky enough to send beautiful rays onto 
the counter where the wrinkled, yet nimble hands of BELLA, 
cuts out homemade biscuits. 1, 2, 3. She fries pork sausage 
in a skillet, and plops flour in the grease. She makes gravy. 
Pour it over the fluffy biscuits, which lay next to skird 
eggs.

Bella, slow and acute builds a plate, which she then places 
on a tray dressed with cutlery, coffee and two white peonies. 

INT. EARL’S HALLWAY - MORNING

The tray makes its way upstairs and to the doorstep of 
apartment 2A, Earl’s apartment. The furrow hand knocks. 
Knocks. 

INT. EARL'S BEDROOM - SAME

KNOCKS. Earl’s eye pops open then the other. EARL’s POV 
notices Zippy’s framed picture is unfolded and upside down. 
Knock, Knock, Knock.

INT. EARL’S APARTMENT - SAME

WE SEE the door snatched open and the Breakfast Tray yanked 
into the apartment. A Note reads: 
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NOTE
Trust the day will be good!

AT THE DESK - Earl dives into the meal prisoner like. Zippy 
stares at him disappointed.

INT. EARL'S HALLWAY - LATER

Earl makes his way downstairs toting the empty tray and 
licked clean plate. He gulps the last bit of coffee and 
loudly places the tray at the door of 1A, Bella’s apartment.

INT. BELLA’S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

Her door opens. 

BELLA
(flirty)

Good morning Brooklyn.

GLORIA ISABELL “BELLA” HAMPTON (60’s, silver streaks, crow’s 
feet and freckles gently land on her handsome face) her warm 
smile invites Earl inside.  

LIVINGROOM - Earl places the serving tray on a nearby mantle 
and begins to leave.  

BELLA (CONT’D)
Where you going Earl? You smell 
like fire? Did you try to make 
skillet popcorn again?

With further inspection she notices the smoke smut on his 
mildly starched shirt. He does also. 

EARL
I’m about to go clean those 
gutters. I know I told you I would 
clean them the other day. 

BELLA
Take that jacket and shirt off so I 
can take it down to Larry’s. 

He does. 

BELLA (CONT’D)
I do need your help with another 
small project, if you have some 
time to help.
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EARL
Well, I really got a packed day. 

BELLA
What is so important you can’t help 
your dear sweet neighbor Mr. 
Jenkins.

EARL
I have to do some writing...And 
some research. I had a bit of a... 
farce last night. 

BELLA
A farce? 

EARL
Yeah, ya know, a strange situation. 

Bella bursts into a laugh that could warm a morgue. 

EARL (CONT’D)
I did. I did.

BELLA
Come on. Tell me about it. Your 
farce?

EARL
(eyes smutty shirt)

I just need to be better at some 
goals I need to accomplish. 

INT. BELLA’S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Earl follows the quick stepped warm woman. She opens her 
overstuffed closet, which swallows her when entered. 

Earl noses around the clean and comfy room as she rattles on. 

BELLA
Accomplishing goals is a real 
thing. We all gots things we want 
to do before the good Lord shuts 
our eyes on this cold place.

Earl picks through a few unfinished painted Slavery Era 
figurines (Sambo’s, Mammie Maids, Etc). 

EARL
These are some nice Aunt Jermimas 
and Step ‘N Fetch Its. 
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Bella comes out of the closet abyss with an arm full of 
frames.

BELLA
Those are my historical period 
figurines. Candy dishes, and cigar 
holders. Painting is my passion. 

She demonstrates. 

BELLA (CONT’D)
I used to sell them down at Gina’s, 
but that magnifying glass gives me 
a head ache something terrible. 
They were easier when these old 
eyes worked better. Come on. 

Earl stares at the unfinished quilt that lays next to the 
bed. Until...

BELLA (CONT’D)
Come on Earl. 

INT. BELLA’S HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

BELLA
Fetch me that hammer over, yeah. 

Bella organizes the frames and pictures. 

EARL
(os)

How you know Biscuits and Gravy 
were my favorite breakfast dish?

BELLA
I’m not sure I knew, but your 
mother told me you like sausage 
gravy and what goes better?

EARL
Well, if that was a man’s last 
meal, I mean...

Earl stops himself before giving away his suicidal tendency.

BELLA
You can have my biscuits and gravy 
anytime you like. All you need to 
do is ask Mr. Jenkins.(then) Grab 
them nails out that box over...yes. 
Okay, here’s what I wanna do. 

(MORE)
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I got these old pictures framed and 
I need a strong, young man like 
yourself to help me. 

EARL
Just point in the direction of 
perfection. 

They begin hammering and placing the family style portraits. 
WE SEE the various black and white photos. 

EARL (CONT’D)
These are some nice pictures. Is 
this you in this Poodle skirt?

BELLA
I was something, wasn’t I? I think 
this was the night of the Sadie 
Hawkins dance. My daddy was so 
upset momma let me ask Jony 
Mitchell to the dance. Ha!

EARL
(eyes another pic)

Jony, This here Jony?

BELLA
No, that is my husband.

EARL
You’re married? A widow?

BELLA
Yes I am and you know I am not. 

EARL
I never see him around.

BELLA
He’s been gone for a while, but he 
will be back. He always comes back. 
Every single time. 

EARL
He’s a handsome fella. That’s some 
suit. 

They eye the picture. Bella smiles with pride. They thumb 
through several of these pics of Bella and her absent 
husband. 

BELLA
Ha! I got him that suit fitted and 
tailored down on Malcolm X. 

BELLA (CONT'D)

(MORE)
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It was his favorite. You can’t see 
it in that picture, but the deep 
navy silk and the creme pinstripes 
brought out his maple skin. Hmmph 
that man can where a suit. When he 
wore it I had to beat every woman 
in Harlem off of him. 

EARL
I guess you didn’t let him wear it 
much. I wish I could have met him. 
He sounds like a cool dude. 

Bella smiles and hands him a few more frames. 

EARL (CONT’D)
He better hope you’re still 
available. I see how them fellas at 
Dale’s be looking at you. 

BELLA
Nonsense. What them old fools want 
an old lady like me?

EARL
Especially when you walk in on 
Sundays all fixed up and smelling 
nice.

BELLA
Stop it.(then) Mr. Jenkins you 
gettin’ sweet on me? 

EARL
No ma’am. I mean. You are a pretty 
older woman-

BELLA
Step back.

They lean against the wall and admire their handy work. 

Several black and white pictures of Bella at an art studio, 
Bella on her wedding day and several kids. 

BELLA (CONT’D)
You’ve done a splendid job Earl. 
Magnificent. 

EARL
I’ll go get them gutters now.

BELLA (CONT'D)
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BELLA
Naw Earl, you’ve done enough for 
the day. Thank you. 

EARL
Thank you for my biscuits. 

Earl leaves. 

INT. EARL’S HALLWAY - MORNING

ALICIA (13, bright eyes, with a too short Scottish plaid 
skirt and a Varsity Lettermen’s jacket a couple sizes too 
big) sits against his door. She bobs her head and lip sync 
raps until she is interrupted by Earl’s boot kicking hers. 
She pops up and shushes him before he-

ALICIA
(covering his mouth)

SHhhhhhh!

They enter without talking.

INT. EARL'S APARTMENT/LIVING ROOM - SAME

Earl and Alicia tip into his quaint space. Earl heads to 
clean himself up. 

ALICIA
Thanks old man. I don’t need Mrs. J 
all up in the business.

The crafty teenager plays with her naturally curled locks 
while fiddling with the typewriter. 

EARL
(os)

Don’t touch my Royal. Ain’t you 
suppose to be at school? 

ALICIA
Issa snow day.

Earl shoots a look out the window to the clear sky. 

ALICIA (CONT’D)
Or some Jewish high holy days or 
something like that. 

Earl scans the liar’s Catholic School uniform.

10.



ALICIA (CONT’D)
(busted)

I didn’t realize it was a free day 
until I got to school and I forgot 
my keys so I need favor. 

EARL
Favors are reserved for honest 
people.

ALICIA
Can I hang out with you until my 
moms leave home?

Earl comes back dressed in a “custodian style” uniform.

ALICIA (CONT’D)
Where you going Uncle E? 

EARL
I need to clean them gutters.

ALICIA
You sure that’s a good idea old 
man. I mean with your bad knees and 
hands.

EARL
My knee problems have nothing to do 
with my age. Its cause of them 
years in the pros. They rob you of 
your body and your mind. 

ALICIA
All the early mornings and late 
nights?  

EARL
It’s none ya business, but yes. 
Leave that alone.

ALICIA
What’s this?

Alicia rips pages from his calendar, she stops at March 4th.

EARL
Leave that be nah’.

ALICIA
It’s the wrong date unc.
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EARL
(sutto)

That bleach musta knocked me out a 
few days. 

ALICIA
(eyes calendar)

“candor - the quality of being open 
and honest”

EARL
We know that ain’t you. 

ALICIA
I’m hungry AF.

EARL
Hungry AF?

ALICIA
Let’s go get some food. Your treat. 

EARL
I just ate some biscuits and gravy. 
The nice old lady downstairs 
delivered me a delicious breakfast. 
I think she’s kinda sweet on me.

ALICIA
Old people sex is nasty and ugh. 

EARL
How old do you think I am? 

ALICIA
Much older than me. Come on I’m 
starving.

EARL
I’m 39.

EXT. BROOKLYN STREETS - SAME

Earl listens to the child ramble. 

ALICIA
And so she IG’d me and I was like 
hoe, I don’t care about no dudes 
seeing me naked. My body is a 
wonderland. Plus unlike her I don’t 
have no jail tattoos or bullet 
holes. 
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INT. ANGIE’S BREAKFAST HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Leaving, Alicia stuffs her mouth, yet still talks. 

ALICIA
And if he thinks he can just DM me 
pictures of his tiny wee wee and 
I’m suppose to be all oohhhh and 
ahhhh, he trippin’. 

EARL
The male appendage is quite 
petrifying. Big or small.

EXT. BROOKLYN STREETS - CONTINUOUS

The two window shop. 

ALICIA
That jacket is bomb. How much you 
think it is?  

EARL
A million dollars. 

Alicia busts into a sharp sounding chuckle and eyes phone. 

ALICIA
I gotta go unc, my boyfriend is 
suppose to be meeting me for a 
movie at 12. 

EARL
What time is it?

ALICIA
11:45.

Earl turns and runs. 

ALICIA (CONT’D)
Hey. Wait. I need some -.

INT. BELLA'S APARTMENT/WINDOW - DAY

Bella sits and sews a quilt made of old t-shirts and 
pillowcases. She stares out of the window from time to time.
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EXT. BROOKLYN STREETS - DAY

Earl’s jog is spastic with lots of movement, but not much 
speed or trajectory. He is stopped by MIDDLETON (60’s, pale 
skinned man with forehead freckles and painted jet black hair 
with silver side burns).

MIDDLETON
The world on fire Earl? 

EARL
I’m late. I’m late. 

Earl answers without breaking his stride. 

BUSY STREET

Earl walk/jogs in the middle of the street. Cars honk and 
zoom by him barely missing him. He pays them no mind. 

INT. EARL'S APARTMENT/LIVING ROOM - DAY

Earl unlocks several deadbolts before busting into his space. 
BONK!, BONK!, BONK! He slams the top of his old alarm clock, 
stopping the irking squeal of the machine.  

INT. EARL'S KITCHEN - DAY

Earl grabs a small pill case marked MONDAY, he eyes Tuesday 
through Sunday, but leaves them be.  

ON THE COUNTER - Earl places each pill, one next to the 
other. 

EARL
Y’all thought I forgot about you? I 
didn’t. You guys keep my hands and 
shoulder from hurting. My head too 
sometimes.

Eureka! Earl marches to the cabinet and grabs bottles Tuesday 
- Sunday. He returns and lays all their pill contents out on 
the counter.

EARL (CONT’D)
19, 20, 21, 22.

He takes the pile of pills and places them in orderly lines. 
He fiddles with the capsules until they are just right. 
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EXT. EARL'S APARTMENT/LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Earl rips opens the Obituary Letter and reads it. 

EARL
(upset)

Naw, naw. This ain’t right. 
(to Zippy)

You just ain’t gonna say nothin’?

AT HIS TYPEWRITER - Earl contemplates and begins typing. 

EARL (CONT’D)
(talk/type)

The Man. The Myth. The Legend. Men 
wanted to play like him, women 
wanted to play with hi- No. No. No.

He starts again.

EARL (CONT’D)
The Man. The Myth. The Gridiron 
Legend. Men wanted to be like him, 
and all the ladies wanted to be 
with him. 

Zippy agrees. 

EARL (CONT’D)
EARL “THE WALL” JENKINS, died on 
March 4th due to complications on, 
ugh.

He starts again and again and again.

INT. EARL’S APARTMENT/KITCHEN - LATER

Earl pours some tea and adds a little whiskey to it.

INT. EARL'S APARTMENT/LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Earl sips and reads his masterpiece. 

EARL
Here we go Zippy. 

A pile of crumpled failed obits lay scattered near the 
dormant canine. 

EARL (CONT’D)
(reads)

The Man. The Mystery. 
(MORE)
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The Gridiron Legend. Many wanted to 
be like him, many women wanted to 
be with him. Earl “The Wall” 
Jenkins, transitioned on March 4th 
in a peaceful sleep. Earl loved 
Louisiana Fried Chicken dripped 
with dark Maple Syrup, biscuits and 
gravy, pocket warmed Now ‘N Laters, 
swimming naked, Abba Zabba candy 
bars, Hanging With Mr. Cooper, and 
women who still wear nice un-ran 
panty hose. Not necessarily in that 
order. He hated lying preachers, 
spelling bee competitions and odd 
colored vegetables. In that order. 
He is survived by his loving best 
friend Zippy and his sister and 
niece who thinks she is slick, but 
she really ain’t. 

(to Zippy)
Too ethnic huh? Imma keep it. Keep 
it real. Keep it one hundred.

WE HEAR a quick rap on the door shutters Earl. Then seven 
more quick raps.

INT. EARL'S APARTMENT/LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Earl opens the door and is barreled aside by LAKIESHA (20’s, 
large, curvaceous, tall woman with olive skin, she has a 
small cut under her chin) who nervously paces. 

LAKIESHA
I need to speak to your wife. 

EARL
Ummm, I’m not married and who in 
the hell are you?

LAKIESHA
LaKiesha?

EARL
Okay, Ms. Lakiesha. Are your 
parents black? (then) I mean with a 
name like Lakiesha-

LAKIESHA
Do you know when your wife will be 
home? I’m in the middle of a minor 
emergency with my, my, my-. 

EARL (CONT’D)
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EARL
Again, I am not married. And again 
I don’t know who you are. So could 
you kindly?

LAKIESHA
I think he is trying to leave me. 
Leave me for good this time. He 
choosing that white whore over me?

Lakiesha pulls out a joint and lights it.

EARL
(sniffs)

That’s one of those funny 
cigarettes. 

LAKIESHA
I need to calm down. He’s really 
done it this time. I’m not even 
suppose to be out this late. This 
is why I must see your wife. Like 
immediately.

Each time the rigid stranger paces towards the door Earl 
opens it. 

LAKIESHA (CONT’D)
I went by his house. All the 
curtains were drawn. So I climbed 
up to the second story and I could 
hear the jazz music and smell the 
sex. I could smell it.

She takes a long drag. 

LAKIESHA (CONT’D)
When is she coming?

She notices the neatly aligned drugs.   

LAKIESHA (CONT’D)
You having a party or something?

EARL
I’m in the middle of minding my 
business and you should be at the 
end of leaving.

LaKiesha is entranced by the gelcap pellets. 
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LAKIESHA
I know these drugs. These are 
Dexetrine. This is Clostrophine. 
These ar-

Earl marches her to the door, snatches it open.

LAKIESHA (CONT’D)
No. Please. I need to speak-

(notices Apartment number)
Oh my God, this is embarrassing. I 
thought this was 1A, this is 

EARL
2A. The Female Women Hater’s Club. 

Earl gives her the “Little Rascals High sign” (outward facing 
wiggling fingers under the chin.) 

LAKIESHA
I am so embarrassed, you must think-

BELLA
(os)

LaKiesha?

LAKIESHA
Dr. G? Coming. 

(to Earl)
I am so sorry to disturb you. 

She races down the stairs.

EARL
Bella your crazy white friend, with 
the black name is headed yo way. 

BELLA
(os)

Thank you Earl. Good Night.

Earl slams his door. Bella closes hers. 

IN THE LIVINGROOM - Earl grabs his newly written obit and 
skims it again with pride. He places it in an envelope and 
labels it. 

EARL
Zippy there are some crazy folks 
down on this earth man. I’ll be 
seeing you soon enough though. I 
just gotta go get dressed. (then) 
Bella got my good suit. I know.
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MOMENTS LATER.

Earl pops out of his room buttoning a nice walnut colored 
cashmere cardigan, forest green button up shirt and tweed 
slacks that are the wrong brown to match his sweater. 

EARL (CONT’D)
How’s this Zip? Good enough to be 
found dead in?

Zippy’s not impressed. Earl pours himself a sniffer of brown 
whiskey.

EARL (CONT’D)
You’re a hater. You know that?

Earl sneaks up on his perfectly placed drugs. He eyes the 
drugs at a molecular level. The stench of Lakiesha’s 
abandoned joint catches his nostrils. He grabs it. 

EARL (CONT’D)
(to Zippy)

Coach never allowed this Zip. 

He sniffs the funky cigarette. 

EARL (CONT’D)
It’s okay for my last day on earth 
right. I mean it may take the pills 
a few hours to kick in. This may 
ease the transition from this life 
to the thereafter.

Earl finds a book of matches. And puts them down near the 
blunt. In the b.g., Earl searches and searches until. 

EARL (CONT’D)
B.I.N.G.O.

Earl comes back with his unlucky Zippo lighter. He rubs the 
dented gunmetal grey lighter before click, click, click! 
Lights the spliff. 

He drags long on it and begins coughing. And coughing. And 
coughing some more into the kitchen. 

IN THE KITCHEN - He pours himself some water and just before 
he can drink it. He coughs, coughs, coughs some more.

BACK TO:

THE LIVINGROOM - Earl settles his coughing to a calm exhale. 
He looks at the joint and without hesitation lights and drags 
again. He plops down on the worn sofa. 
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LATER.

Earl is very high and reenacts memories of his gridiron glory 
days. He has one of his signed footballs and his mimicking a 
quarterback cadence. 

EARL (CONT’D)
Blue 46, Blue 46 HOP SCOTCH, 
HOPSCOTCH. OLLIE OLLIE OXEN FREE. 
READYYYYYYYY. Hut.

Earl begins to juke and jolts around the apartment. WE HEAR 
muffled crowd jeers and cheers. 

EARL (CONT’D)
(channels sports 
commentator Keith 
Jackson)

The Wall jukes left, he jukes 
right, looking down the field. No 
ones open. The defense is tight on 
his heels. He goes for it. He see’s 
his tight end open. He throws a 
virgin tight spiral on a line.

Earl throws the ball to an open Zippy a little too hard, 
detaching the dead animal’s limb. 

EARL (CONT’D)
ZIPPPPYYYYY!

He rushes to the corpse and cradles the down dog. 

EARL (CONT’D)
I’m sorry boy. I’m sorry. I-I-I 
thought you could handle the heat. 

Earl rushes over to the pills and begins to down them a 
handful at a time chasing them with the whiskey.

EARL (CONT’D)
I’m coming Zip, I’m coming. Meet 
you in the upper room buddy. 

Guzzle. Guzzle. 

INT. EARL'S APARTMENT/LIVING ROOM - MORNING

WE HEAR a clanging at his door. This awakens Earl who clings 
to Zippy’s detached “high five” arm as he awakens. FROM THE 
FLOOR - Earl tries to get up on his numb leg which has not 
quite woke up. He zombie walks until the doorknob catches him 
before falling to the ground. He opens the door to:
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A tray of breakfast pastries, a kettle of coffee and a note 
lay in front of the confused man. He pulls in the tray, 
smells the white and blush colored flower and reads the note. 

NOTE
Good Morning Brooklyn. I have class 
today so I’ll come by later to get 
my tray and good china. Love and 
light, Bella. 

He sniffs the note and let the perfumed paper linger in his 
nostrils, while still holding on to Zippy’s broken leg.

EARL
Lavender. 

He sits and digs into the fruit tarts and coffee.

EXT. BROOKLYN STREETS - MORNING

Earl pushes the mangled corpse of his best friend Zippy in a 
grocery cart, a wheel pops off and both spill onto the 
ground. Determined he journeys on dragging all his broken 
contents.

INT.  MIRACLE PET HOSPITAL - MORNING

Earl and Zippy patiently wait in the empty, sterile waiting 
area. Earl nervously rocks in an old wireframe chair, taking 
in the rank smell of the small room with two tone green and 
once white walls. 

LOUD SPEAKER
(os)

Zippy THE DOG!?

Earl rolls his best friend towards the back. 

INT. ART STUDIO - DAY

SEVERAL PEOPLE sit around a small bowl of moldy fruit on 
stools, behind easels. Big floor to ceiling windows let in 
warm amber light into the open space studio.  

Bella, dressed in a lime floral skirt and pink collared, 
flowing blouse, silently critiques her students drawings.

WE SEE some good, but mostly bad, water color renderings of 
the decaying fruit.
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BELLA
There is beauty in everything. Even 
painful things. When you look at 
this fruit, don’t discard the 
banana because its a little dark 
brown, or the tangerine because it 
has a few green and greying patches 
on its skin, study their 
imperfections in order to find 
their beauty. The beauty is 
sometimes on the inside...

Bella is interrupted by a few raps on her classroom door. 
GREGORY (Walnut brown, high cheek bones, five feet and eight 
inches with shoes) peels himself into the room breaking 
Bella’s concentration. 

BELLA (CONT’D)
Yes?

The timid man waves outside the classroom. 

INT. ART STUDIO/HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

BELLA
Ink and Paper is Friday night.

GREGORY
(Parisian accent)

Yes, I know. I understand. It’s 
just that, that. I’m at sort of at 
a crossroad with my, her, again.  

BELLA
Crossroad or crosshairs?

The nervous man answers with a silent nod to the latter. 
Bella walks him a stone’s throw from the door.

BELLA (CONT’D)
Don’t play coy Gregory, out with 
it. 

GREGORY
Can a man be in love with his 
beautiful wife, loving family and 
want to throw it all away for some 
co-ed fun? I mean. Okay, there’s 
this woman.

BELLA
There always seems to be.
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GREGORY
And she is, ya know. Her skin is un-
huh and - and its not like your 
typical garden variety woman. I 
love my wife.

BELLA
You mean you’re in love with your 
wife.

The confused husband doesn’t take time to properly digest the 
difference.  

GREGORY
I’m in a pickle. How does one stay 
loyal to their wife when the woman 
of their dreams comes knocking? I 
mean knock, knock, knocking. 

BELLA
Love is not rocket science Gregory, 
but faithfulness and commitment do 
come at a price. A hella of a 
price. It cost you your selfish 
self and in some cases your 
machismo. Tell me something?

GREGORY
Anything. 

BELLA
When you lost your job chasing that 
heroine was it the securing of the 
drugs or the anticipation of the 
high that made you take lethal 
chances? 

He ponders on that.

GREGORY
Getting high was good. Never good 
twice in a row though, but my God 
when I got my hands on a good stash 
there was nothing in the world 
better than that ride. Having that 
gold in your pocket walking from 
the dealer to a private comfortable 
place to shoot. Shhhhh. The 
adrenaline mixed with antici-

BELLA
Anticipation.

Gregory doesn’t follow.
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BELLA (CONT’D)
Anticipation is a drug of its own. 
Way more powerful than illegal 
elixirs. The waiting, but knowing 
there will be a payoff. The 
planning and covert nature of the 
forbidden is like a perfect warm 
sun beam on a day that’s a little 
too brisk. When you are joined with 
someone for the rest of the breaths 
you have on earth, it can get 
mundane. Even when the sex is 
amazing. Even when they are the 
ying to your yang. The mechanism of 
matrimony can get tiresome. You 
scream for some excitement to 
anybody outside of your secret 
jail. Just to see if they will peek 
in and give you something different 
to look at.  

Gregory is more lost than before. 

BELLA (CONT’D)
Go home Gregory. Be bored. Boring 
ain’t fun, but it can save the life 
of you and your family. Your union 
is a marathon, you’ll get tired, it 
seems like it won’t end, but then 
you look up and your at another 
year and then another one, and then 
another one. Then one day your 
daughter will come to you, maybe 
the morning of her wedding and ask 
how you and mom did it for all 
those years and you won’t have a 
clue, but she will have a 
blueprint. 

A tear swells but doesn’t fall from the teacher’s eye.

INT. SUPER DALE’S DONUT SHOP - DAY

The eatery is quaint and homely. There are several fancies, 
plains and maple covered donuts in the cafe that serves as 
both a pastry shop and ice cream parlor. 

DALE (asian, flat head with a fat face) wags a finger at Earl 
and the mangled Zippy, as they try and enter. Dale points at 
the a faded handwritten sign that reads: NO SHIRT, NO SHOES, 
NO DOGS, NO SERVICE.
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EARL
Shut up Dale, you still owe me for 
painting your sister’s rail fence. 

LOCKJAW JOE
(os)

It’s his comfort dog. 

Earl slides pass the grumpy owner and sits with his friends 
LOCKJAW JOE (60’s, round, loud), PASTOR SMITH (60’s, silver 
fox Italian, with spaces between his teeth) and HAVANA FATS 
(60’s, tiny, cuban, long reptilian face) hold court at the 
tiny four seat booth. 

HAVANA FATS
(faux Caribbean accent)

She said, Fatsy if long dong don’t 
like it, all you gots to do is put 
your finger in it. 

LOCKJAW JOE
(singing)

Where is thumbkin?, Where is 
thumbkin?

The table bursts out into a roar.

PASTOR SMITH
Lemme guess she stole your pinky 
ring again. Wait rephrasing, the 
prostitute with the butt acne stole 
your pinky ring again.

HAVANA FATS
Surprisingly, this time she spit 
that out of her butthole along with 
a few bubbles from her vagina. See 
she does this trick-

Earl plops Zippy next to him, then his mangled paw. 

LOCKJAW JOE
Put that thing on the floor.

HAVANA FATS
Mangy mutt always growling at me.

EARL
You still mad he bit that ass.

PASTOR SMITH
(eyes newspaper)

At Carlotta’s BBQ. He was in his 
hey day, we all were. 
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LOCKJAW JOE
It’s his eyes, they keep following-

Earl pulls out the missing limb which scares the crew. 

EARL
I need a favor from one of y’all. 
NOT YOU JOE. Imma go on a trip for 
a little while. I need one of y’all 
to keep an eye on Zip. 

HAVANA FATS
Keep an eye on the dog that can’t 
bark or walk?

EARL
Yeah, I need someone that is gonna 
take care of him, when I’m gone, 
while I’m gone.

They are confused.

EARL (CONT’D)
(re: the limb)

I mean Imma get this fixed first. I 
tried to take him to Dr. Holliday, 
but she said they only work on live 
animals.(then) ole bitch face 
bitch.

HAVANA FATS
(re: newspaper)

Hey, Coach King James changes teams 
again.  

PASTOR SMITH
It’s only his sixth team.

EARL
Get off King’s back. Excellence 
comes with some irregularities.

PASTOR SMITH
Someone’s reading his word calendar 
again. 

LOCKJAW JOE
King get more coaches fired than 
the Twitter.

EARL
He does lots for the community and 
y’all don’t even know it. Y’all 
‘member the decision. 
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PASTOR SMITH
Who doesn’t.

EARL
Did y’all know every city he 
visited he donate half a million to 
the Boys n Girls clubs. That shit 
don’t make the news. 

LOCKJAW JOE
Lemme ask you something Earl, you 
been around professional sports 
stars all your life.

EARL
Shool’ have.

LOCKJAW JOE
Why you ain’t never tell us no 
stories about them groupies? You 
ever get any sloppy seconds thrown 
into the hotel hallways. 

EARL
I ain’t gonna feed your spank bank 
memory Joe.(then) Y’all know any 
good dog doctors?

HAVANA FATS
My back teeth floating. It’s like 
they put prunes in this coffee.

Havana slowly exits the booth and mistakenly knocks Zippy 
onto the floor along with his limb. Like a toddler with a 
bouncy ball, Havana kicks the limb further away from him 
every time he leans over to pick it up.   

HAVANA FATS (CONT’D)
Man fuck that dog. 

He missteps onto the already broken leg. Crack. Then stumbles 
back onto Zippy’s other good leg and SNAP!

Earl immediately pops up angry. 

EARL
What in good God hell Fats?

He picks up the snapped in half limb, which is held together 
by luck and Zippy’s hairy skin coat in one hand and his newly 
snapped appendage in the other. 
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EARL (CONT’D)
I oughtsta fuck you up Fats, two 
times, two times, but I don’t wanna 
get arrested for elder abuse.

LOCKJAW JOE
(pulls out phone)

Kick his ass Fats.

Earl huffs and puffs. Havana Fats squares up. Earl channels 
The Karate Kid and wobbles into the famous “crane stance”, 
with Zippy’s limbs as weapons.

HAVANA FATS
We too old for this shit here.

Havana turns and exits.

PASTOR SMITH
(holding laughter)

Take it down to Walt.

EARL
Walt the Barber?

PASTOR SMITH
No the Mechanic, He can fix 
anything. Over on Decatur behind 
the Save-A-Dollar. 

(to Lockjaw Joe)
I took Brother Anderson’s ash tray 
down there and he made it good as 
new.  

EARL
Good as new. Good as brand new?

Earl quickly collects Zippy, his limbs and runs off. 

INT. YWCA/DANCE STUDIO - DAY

SEVERAL OLDER LADIES (African garb) dance and drum in a 
circle. Bella dances among a foursome of LADIES. She moves 
well and glistens. The boom bap of the drums and the clapping 
takes her to a safe place. 

MS.FINE (elderly, kind hazel eyes, wearing a blue dress that 
is loose fitting, but stately with a small neat head wrap) 
slaps a tambourine. 
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LATER

Bella gazes off while wiping some of her sweat. Ms. Fine 
offers a soft touch to her shoulder as the other women 
chatter and eat petit fours.  

BELLA
(near tears)

I miss him. I miss him so much and 
I can’t do anything about it. I’m 
helpless. I’m hopeless.  

MS. FINE
Good. Helplessness is where truth 
lives.  You can be all those things 
in this room, we dance for our 
ancestors, we dance out our fears, 
we dance to remind us that we are 
free, we cry, yell, scream. And 
baby when you leave out of here you 
are Fannie Lou Hammer and Shirley 
Chisholm. You hear me?

BELLA
Yes ma’am. Yes I do.

MS. FINE
He’ll be back. 

(grabbing her gaze)
Right? Right? Lemme hear ya.

BELLA
He always comes back. 

MS. FINE
But until he does, just keep 
living, because you are alive. You  
are alive.

The teacher rests her head on her student. It’s a moment only 
shared by those trapped in the dungeon of lost love.

EXT. BILL’S BODEGA - LATER

BUS STOP - Bella glances across the street at a HIPSTER 
COUPLE who argues.   

ACROSS THE STREET - The HIPSTER MAN (late 20’s, scruffy beard 
shadow and over grown mutton chop sideburns) nervously 
adjusts his coke bottle glasses and offers HIPSTER WOMAN 
(20’s, thin with dirty blond hair and quartz blue eyes) a 
book, of which, she kindly throws into on coming traffic.
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This tickles Bella. Her first laugh of a long day. 

ACROSS THE STREET - HIPSTER WOMAN shutters at the breeze. 
HIPSTER MAN takes off his thin lapel brown blazer and gently 
places it on the shoulders of his angry lover. She kindly and 
gently folds the garment on her lap before throwing it into 
the street. It lands near the book just as traffic roars 
pass. Hipster Man pounds his foot on the ground and points 
his index finger in the same direction. 

Bella pulls out an old PENTEX MX camera from her bag. She 
begins to snap and laugh and snap and laugh.

EXT. BROOKLYN STREETS - EVENING

Bella walks and texts on her phone. The air is warm and she 
watches as people talk and wave from their stoops.

EXT. BELLA’S BROWNSTONE - SAME

Earl twiddles with a stick on the well kept stoop, lined with 
flowers and patina copper pots.

BELLA
(warm and flirty)

Good Evening Brooklyn.

EARL
My momma used to always say that. 

BELLA
What might I ask are you doing on 
this warm night?

EARL
Fishing. Lotta trout round here.

BELLA
If you catch anything worth frying, 
bring it to me.

EARL
Okay Dr. G. I tried to clean them 
gutters, but my knees started 
hurting, so tomorrow? 

BELLA
Big strong, handsome man like you, 
helping an old lady like me. 
(notices bag of rope)
What’s that?
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EARL
(busted)

It’s for ropin’ for later. Um, I 
got a lot of tying stuff up to do.

BELLA
You eat supper yet? 

The sparkle in Bella’s eye brings a twinge of a smile to 
Earl’s face. 

EARL
I’m hungry AF.

BELLA
I’ll feed you, if ya hungry Earl. 
AF? You sounding like them kids. 

INT. BELLA’S KITCHEN - SAME

Bella heats up some baked garlic chicken, herbed sweet 
potatoes and mustard greens. She dresses a tall jelly jar of 
lemonade with fresh black berries and a lime wedge. 

She serves the hungry man and takes off her apron. Earl 
catches a glimpse of her smooth and caramel colored calves. 
She sits.  

BELLA
Let’s pray- 

EARL
God is great God is Good? Let us 
thank him for our food? Amen.

Earl tears into the chicken. Yummm.

BELLA
Aht! Aht! Earl? (then) Lord let us 
enjoy what you have given us. Let 
this meal fill us with goodness. 
Amen. 

EARL
Got damn this some good chicken. It 
tastes like my momma chicken, but 
with less salt. 

BELLA
Pretty good for some leftovers. 
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EARL
I guess a man used to eating like 
this is bound to come back.

Bella takes a debutante’s sip from her glass.

BELLA
Let’s hope so. But not tonight.

She examines the handsome specimen with heart filled eyes. 

BELLA (CONT’D)
Earl, I need a small favor.

EARL
Does it include another plate?

BELLA
I need you to come to a little 
party with me. I know you are busy 
with your tying up stuff- 

EARL
When is the function?

BELLA
End of the week Friday.

Earl calculates his next suicide attempt. 

EARL
Sure. Sure.

He offers her his plate knowing he is getting the better end 
of this deal, for he will be with Zippy by that time.

LATER

The dishes are stacked nicely near the sink. Bella places a 
piece of pound cake dressed with fresh vanilla whipped cream, 
banana chunks and strawberries. She pours him some Plum Port 
wine in a short glass. She puts thumbs some records and puts 
on Miles Davis’ Pharoah’s Dance.

EARL (CONT’D)
(downing the wine)

Tell me about him. Your husband.

BELLA
He kinda reminds me of you. He 
spent most of his time dabbling 
around sports team and he loved 
playing pool down at Shaka’s. 
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EARL
Shaka’s? The laundromat?

Bella playfully sips her Port back.

BELLA
Before his son took over. It used 
to be a seedy spot for blue collar 
negroes who worked in the city. 
They’d come there, blow their check 
on cheap wine, trollops and pool 
sharks. He never did though. He 
just loved the music. The jazz and 
blues bands that would come through 
there. He loved it. Sometimes they 
asked him to join them on stage. He 
played in a soul band in high 
school (then) I loved when he came 
home smelling all manly.

UNDER THE TABLE - Bella kicks off her shoes and rubs her toes 
on Earl’s bare ankle. This stutters Earl’s attention as he 
sips and then gulps.  

BELLA (CONT’D)
He’d be a little drunk, lil’ burly. 
I like the way he would take 
charge. He’d slam the bedroom door 
and well.

The sultry art teacher teases to tempt her well fed neighbor.

EARL
Well what?

BELLA
You need me to fill in the blanks. 
You’ve been in love Earl.

EARL
Love is the dumbest thing in the 
world. 

BELLA
Ha! I’m surprised it even made your 
list. Love causes you to make 
foolish decisions, but I don’t 
think it’s up that high on the 
embicil’s depth chart.  

EARL
What’s the dumbest thing in the 
world then? 
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BELLA
Time. Getting old. That’s the 
dumbest thing in the world. Then 
maybe racism, homophobia, taxes, 
you gotta have taxes up there, then 
politicians soon after (then) 
Suicide, that’s pretty asinine. 
Let’s say murder.

EARL
Naw, love still trumps all ‘em. 

BELLA
Dis moi le soleil.

EARL
Huh?, Love is the dumbest because 
it so finite. My grandparents were 
married for like sixty years. Sixty 
four to be exact. They met when he 
saved her from being raped by some 
GI’s when she was a little, little 
girl. They got married and you 
couldn’t tell them nothing about no 
love right? After decades of 
searching and getting to know each 
other. Finding that groove. They 
was two peas nawhai’msayin’. Then 
he fell off a horse and got kicked 
in the head and died. Boom. No more 
love. No nothing. Then-then-then 
she lived for twenty something 
years after that until she was 
senile and got the shakes shit 
herself and died. You wanna know 
what the last thing she said to my 
sister was?

Bella sits perched at every utterance. 

EARL (CONT’D)
(a feeble whisper)

God doesn’t punish you by not 
giving you what you want. He punish 
ya by giving everything you want in 
life, but by time you git it not 
enough time left to enjoy it. Then 
she farted and said, Love ain’t 
shit.

BELLA
She did not?
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EARL
Did so. She was part Geechie.

BELLA
You got a sister? 

EARL
Yeah. A twin sister. Earl and 
Earlene.

Bella let’s out a sharp laugh. 

BELLA
Now that’s the sixth dumbest thing. 

EARL
You jus gon’ laugh at my kin?

BELLA
No, No (then) yeah.

They share a short laugh.

EARL
I don’t know what they was 
thinking. She look like me too.

INT. BELLA'S APARTMENT - LATER

The two stand at the half opened door. Earl tries to not 
glance at Bella’s supple décolletage. She playfully fingers 
her plunging neckline.

BELLA
Thank you for the laugh Earl. It 
was well needed at the end of such 
a long day. Don’t forget your rope.

She hands him his bag and catches him stealing a peek.

BELLA (CONT’D)
Wan’ something down there?

EARL
Yes, I mean no ma’am.

BELLA
I think Imma little sexier than a 
ma’am. Don’t you think Earl?

Bella moves in closer, he sips in some air.
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BELLA (CONT’D)
My name damn sure ain’t ma’am, my 
name is Bella, Isabella.

The silence is loud, Earl’s breathing slightly louder, as he 
stares at Bella’s lips, which are moist and slightly opened.

EARL
It’s just that-

She’s close enough to breathe on his neck.

EARL (CONT’D)
And you’re kinda married.

BELLA
I kinda got needs too.

EARL
He comin’ back. He always come back 
you say right?

BELLA
Right now, ain’t nothing here, but 
me and opportunity.

EARL
But you’re old enough to be my-

BELLA
Mother?

Bella takes his hand and rubs it up her thigh, into the split 
in her gown and onto her vagina.

BELLA (CONT’D)
Ta mère ne se mouille pas comme ça 
monsieur Earl? (Your mother doesn’t 
get wet like this Mr. Earl.)

WE SEE his face as she plunges his finger inside her.

BELLA (CONT’D)
(whispers)

O profond comme ça monsieur Earl. 
(or deep like this Mr. Earl)

EARL
Ion know how to answer funny talk.

Bella removes his hand and backpedals him to the parallel 
wall of the narrow, dimly lit hallway. 
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She shoves her hand down the front of his pants. He let’s out 
a little boyish squeal.

BELLA
(surprised)

You got a monster down there you 
failed to mention. Hm, hm, hm, 
ham’mercy.

Bella hovers near Earl’s lips. Earl squints and holds his 
breath.

BELLA (CONT’D)
Good night Brooklyn.

Bella backs to her door seal. Closes the door on her frozen 
in shock, yet erect neighbor. He runs up the stairs. 

INT. EARL'S APARTMENT/LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

WE HEAR keys jiggle and jiggle some more. He bursts in and 
stumbles around in the dark. Falls. Boom.

WE HEAR Earl leave the room and fumble around the kitchen. 

EARL
(os)

I ain’t got time for this right 
here. No time for love when you 
need to die Zippy. 

Earl returns. He and his silhouette stumble and bumps into 
things until...Eureka. He flips on a lamp.  

EARL (CONT’D)
Love is not the 

(sutto)
Getting old, taxes, politicians, 
murder, racism (then) the sixth 
dumbest thing in the world it is 
the first. Along with bi-polar 
disease... Bi-polarism. What you 
think Zip?

WE SEE Earl has a plastic bag filled with ice on his 
genitals, as he turns to Zippy who is still at the mechanic 
getting fixed. Earl stares at the spot. 

EARL (CONT’D)
Zippy? Zippy? Where you at boy?

He opens the front door. Nope. 

37.



EARL (CONT’D)
(sutto)

Maybe he went for a walk. I must of 
left the door open again. Shit. 

Earl grabs his jacket and a flashlight and exits the 
apartment forgetting to close his door. 

INT. BROWNSTONE’S MUDROOM - SAME

He bounces off DEACON HAMPTON (60, a brick wall of a 
handsome, sienna brown, clean shaved man with the exception 
of a pencil thin mustache and wavy brick reddish hair). Earl 
quizzically glares at the silver patch of gray only on one 
side of his head and onto his priest’s collar.  

DEACON HAMPTON
Excuse me, young man. 

Earl side step shuffles before passing the “Geechie” man. 
Then...

EARL
Hey, you seen a golden retriever 
outside by chance, with a messed up-

Earl ducks his hand inside his jacket miming a “nub paw”.

DEACON HAMPTON
No, no. Nothing like that. But 
there are a few kids a couple of 
doors down smoking reefer. I can 
ask them if you like? 

Earl notices the Red and White wrapped gift box.

EARL
Need me to tell her you comin’?

DEACON HAMPTON
No need, thank you sir.

Deacon Hampton tips his hat. 

EARL
(sutto)

Crooked ass preacher. 
(shouting)

God see’s you.

Earl is frozen at the door when he hears the jiggling of keys 
and the opening of the door. He thinks. He turns and bee 
lines to 1A. He stops.
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EARL (CONT’D)
(sutto)

Earl you ain’t no sucka. You ain’t 
got no time for no old whorish 
lady.  

He returns to the door. 

EARL (CONT’D)
She does make some delicious 
biscuits. 

He marches back. He rubs his aching hands. 

EARL (CONT’D)
You need to get busy dying, not 
falling in love.

Back to the door. He stops and looks up the stairs. He smells 
his hand. 

EARL (CONT’D)
(smitten)

Lavender and coconut.

He exits the door before making a fool of himself.

EXT. BELLA'S BROWNSTONE - CONTINUOUS

Earl marches down the stairs in a huff onto the sidewalk.

EARL
(shouting)

Zippy!!!
(sutto)

Lemme get my dog and get to the 
after life.

Earl looks at Bella’s window, her light flickers on.

EARL (CONT’D)
(sutto)

Shit, I might go up there and black 
out and beat the shit out that old 
man. Wall got dammit you gotta 
plan. Stick to it. 

Earl paces back in forth in front of the well manicured 
Brownstone. Until...

SHAKEEM
(os)

What you mumbling old timer?
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SHAKEEM (14, skinny, burnt brass, with wide eyes and a 
pleasant smile) walks up near Earl and leans on the pony 
wall, resting on one kicked up leg. 

SHAKEEM (CONT’D)
You cool old dude?

EARL
Who you?

SHAKEEM
(extend hand)

Shakeem. We kicked it at Coney 
Island last month.

Earl skims the young man’s aura.

SHAKEEM (CONT’D)
You never remember meeting me. We 
see each other once a month around 
the way...two months ago you was 
lost in Canarsie and I helped you 
get back to Bed Stuy.

EARL
I’m looking for my dog. Zippy. 
Golden Retriever with a-

Earl holds up a faux nub paw.

SHAKEEM
Not around here blood, but I’ll 
help you look for him if you want. 

Shakeem reaches into the back pocket of his greenish slacks-

EARL
I ain’t got no money.

Shakeem pulls out a cigarette and puts it in his ear.

SHAKEEM
Check this out blood, I don’t need 
your bread. I ain’t got nothing to 
do and nothing to kill, but time.

Earl pauses, but invites him with a wave. As they leave WE 
SEE Bella’s light turn off.

EXT. BROOKLYN STREETS - LATER

The odd pair of sleuths search, walk and chat. 
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SHAKEEM
He ain’t out here old man.

EARL
My name is Earl and I ain’t old. 

SHAKEEM
You old to me. 

EARL
I am 39 years old, too old for the 
league, but not old enough to 
retire from this life. 

SHAKEEM
I’m 14 and 69, 49, 109 is all old 
to me, ya dig.

EARL
I can dig. I like that. You talk 
like I talk. Not this foreign talk 
like my niece. Zippy!!! Hungry AF.

SHAKEEM
You got a niece, she married?

EARL
No, she’s 14 like you.

SHAKEEM
Is she foxy? Lemme see a picture.

Earl reaches deep in his pocket. 

EARL
Here ya go!

Earl pulls out a middle finger. Shakeem has a sharp laugh 
like Bella. 

EARL (CONT’D)
You laugh like my neighbor. Her 
name is Bella. Nice and sweet older 
lady. She lives downstairs. She 
smells like Lavender and cooks some 
damn good biscuits and sausage 
gravy. She’s sweet on me.

They cross the empty street. 

SHAKEEM
Y’all rub bellies yet? 

Earl’s quizzical look stops the boy.
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SHAKEEM (CONT’D)
I mean she ain’t got no wooden leg 
or nothing. Is she foxy?

EARL
She’s beautiful. She’s old, but 
she’s what you call seasoned and 
she’s nice. I always be hearing her 
sing when we’re in our kitchens at 
the same time.

SHAKEEM
Y’all, you know?,- 

The street smart kid slowly punches the air several times. 
Earl still doesn’t get it. Shakeem does a few hip thrusts. 

SHAKEEM (CONT’D)
You know, rub the lil’ man inside 
the boat?

EARL
Kid I would break that old lady 
back. Plus she always smiling and 
bringing me breakfast and I don’t 
know how’ll she’ll act if I give 
her the...

Earl does some thrusting of his own, Shakeem urges him on, 
until he tweaks something.

EARL (CONT’D)
(sing/rapping)

I’d be like, My neck my back, My 
neck my back and My neck-

SHAKEEM
You better slow down blood. Let’s 
grab some grub here.

INT. SUPER DALE'S DONUT SHOP - EVENING

DALE JR. (Asian, 20’s, punk) waves Earl in. Earl and Shakeem 
sit at a table near the window.

EARL
I almost threw out my back.

SHAKEEM
You got a bad back from playing in 
the league?
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EARL
Knees, back, hands-

SHAKEEM
Who you play for?

EARL
The Jets and Giants.

(throws out fist)
I normally have my championship 
rings on, but I left in a haste. 

SHAKEEM
You fulla jive. 

EARL
No, no. Man I played my whole life. 
Gave my life to that damn game.

SHAKEEM
That’s far out.

EARL
Now my head all messed up, I have 
headaches nonstop and I got 
diagnosed with bipolar disorder. 
One time man, the cops had to damn 
near taze me to keep from killing 
this old dude and his girlfriend. 

SHAKEEM
What happened?

EARL
Don’t matter. I just black out 
sometimes and wake up and its 
carnage.

SHAKEEM
You ever kill somebody?

EARL
Not yet and not trying too.

Dale Jr. brings him a maple bacon donut and a small coffee. 

DALE JR.
Here you go. The usual.

EARL
You not gonna bring my friend 
something.

Dale Jr. hesitates.
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DALE JR.
Does your friend want anything?

EARL
(to Shakeem)

You hungry AF?

SHAKEEM
Nah, I’m cool.

EARL
He’ll have a hot chocolate with 
whipped cream.

Dale Jr. eyes Earl with a quizzical glance and goes away. 

SHAKEEM
Okay, look you ever kill anybody or 
not.

EARL
I ain’t never killed nobody, but...

Shakeem urges him. 

EARL (CONT’D)
But-but-fuck it. 

(whispers)
I’ve tried to kill myself two 
times. 

SHAKEEM
The gun jammed or something. 

EARL
I don’t know. Maybe God don’t want 
me up there inside them pearly 
gates with Zippy. I took pills, I 
drank a whole quart of bleach. All 
I can think is all them drugs they 
pumped in me while I was playing, 
like, like, they are preserving me. 
I can’t seem to expire. 

SHAKEEM
Why you ain’t just-?

Shakeem shoots himself in the head with a finger gun. 

EARL
I want to be open casket pretty.

SHAKEEM
Good point. What about?
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Shakeem creates an invisible noose and cranks it around his 
neck.

EARL
I got rope. That was my next try. 

SHAKEEM
(whispers)

Hanging got too many things could 
go wrong. What if it just break 
your neck and then you gon’ be 
paralyzed or worse. 

Earl doesn’t follow the slick talking teen.

SHAKEEM (CONT’D)
Yeah you could fall and bust your 
shit and they will have to feed you 
mash potatoes and jello rest of yo 
life.

EARL
What should I do then?

SHAKEEM
I would try car exhaust. You got a 
car.

Earl shakes his head left and right.

SHAKEEM (CONT’D)
It’s quiet and peaceful. You just 
take a water hose and put one end 
inside the car pipe and ‘nother 
inside a window and you’ll fall 
asleep then you-.

EARL
And I would still be open casket 
pretty.

SHAKEEM
When were you gonna try again? Ya 
know-

The young gun mimes several killing techniques. 

EARL
Tonight.

SHAKEEM
You’ve already done everything on 
your Bucket List?
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EARL
Bucket List? I’m too young for 
that. I mean I did play in the NFL 
when I was younger. That was a 
dream of mine. 

SHAKEEM
Okay, very NOT believable, but 
whatever you say turkey. What else 
was on the list?

EARL
I had a short fling with Farrah 
Fawcett.

The wily teen is lost on the name. 

EARL (CONT’D)
She was a big star back in the 
seventies on Charlie’s Angels. 
Loved football and negroes. And 
getting on the field with us. You 
get her on the field during a game 
she goes wild.

SHAKEEM
Okay, White honky fantasy- off the 
list. What else? Something big like 
climb Mt. Everest, go to Africa and 
slap the ancestor of some  
colonist. What? What?

EARL
I always wanted to be a secret 
agent-like Serpico.

Shakeem see’s Dale Jr. on the phone eyeing their table. 

SHAKEEM
Let’s move. You got money to pay 
the bill.

EARL
I got a thousand dollars. 

SHAKEEM
Leave some money and let’s agitate 
the gravel.

Shakeem slinks out of the cafe, while Earl peels out some 
bills. He tucks five $20 bills under the full hot chocolate. 
Earl chunks Dale Jr. “The Deuces”. 
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EXT. BROADWAY BLVD. - CONTINUOUS

Earl and Shakeem make their way down the quiet neon buzzing 
street at a quick pace. 

SHAKEEM
Okay so let’s make a five item 
Bucket List. Then you can get back 
to dying.  

EARL
Okay, Okay, I always wanted to bike 
around Central Park. 

SHAKEEM
Good, good. That’s easy and cheap. 

EARL
I always wanted to take a 
helicopter ride around Manhattan. 

SHAKEEM
Nothing. Done. Three more. 

EARL
I wanna perform in front of an 
audience and get a standing 
ovation.  

Earl begins a mean jazz scat when TWO WHITE OFFICERS slowly 
cruise by and eyeball the Dynamic Duo. 

SHAKEEM
Damn herb ass cops?

(to Earl)
What you play?

EARL
Piano and Organ, and the 
Harpsichord. And Flute?

(proud)

Earl jumps behind an abandoned wooden barricade.

EARL (CONT’D)

I play a mean Three Dog Night solo.
(sings)

(MORE)
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Jeremiah was a bullfrog/
Was a good friend of mine / I never 
understood a single word he said /
But I helped him a-drink his wine /
And he always had some mighty fine 
wine
Singin'/ Joy to the world,

WE SEE Police lights flash and a toot of the siren. Suddenly, 
Earl is by himself with two huge spotlights zeroed in on him 
and move in closer. 

EARL (CONT’D)
That’s right Shakeem. If my knees 
wasn’t bad I’d be right with you. 

OFFICER 1 (round, flat faced with red cheeks) and OFFICER 2 
(tall, muscular, baby face) flank the angry man.  

EARL (CONT’D)
(to Shakeem)

What the funk Laurel and Hardy 
want?

Shakeem has disappeared in the darkness of night.

EARL (CONT’D)
A free man can’t walk out on the 
street where he lives. I am 
Brooklyn hoe.

OFFICER 1
Sir, we just received a call of a 
disturbance on Broadway and Mrytle 
and then we see a man out here. 
Playing air organ and gyrating. 

OFFICER 2
We had to stop. Can you tell us 
what you are doing out here so 
late?

EARL
I’m minding my got damn bidness.

OFFICER 2
Do you have any identification?

EARL
I’m not reaching in my pocket and 
ya’ll shoot me. Funk y’all.

OFFICER 2
Sir, where do you live?

EARL (CONT’D)
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EARL
In my skin, I jump out you jump in. 

OFFICER 1
Can you tell us your name?

EARL
Puddin’ Tane, ask me again I’ll 
funk you up. Two times. Two times.

In one swoop Officer 2 grabs Earl and presses his torso 
against a near by car. Earl kicks and screams, but not enough 
to stymie the buff officer’s physical commands. Earl tussles 
his jacket inside out.  

EARL (CONT’D)
I AM A MAN. I AM A MAN. I MAN A GOT 
DAMN MAN.

EST./EXT. BELLA'S BROWNSTONE - DAWN

Amber rays peak over brownstones and tease the trees and 
plants with warmth. A police car pulls up and OFFICER 2 let’s 
Earl out handing him his jacket and then his wad of cash. The 
officers leave him on the curb. 

DEACON HAMPTON
(os)

Hey Earl. Morning.

Earl sees no one around.

DEACON HAMPTON (CONT’D)
(os)

Look up. It’s me Deacon. 

Deacon Hampton is up on a high ladder cleaning the gutters in 
his black slacks and stark white wife beater. Morning light 
beams off the muscles of the elder. Earl walks up to him 
confused. 

Bella bounces out the front door in full garden gear and 
bucket. 

BELLA
(surprised)
(gleeful)

Good Morning Brooklyn.

She walks up to the near felon, flipping up the hood of her 
floppy hat and kisses him on the cheek. 
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EARL
This nigga still here.

BELLA
You up with the birds, you normally 
up with the worms.

Deacon Hampton chuckles, turning Earl’s attention.

BELLA (CONT’D)
Earl.

Earl walks up and snatches the ladder enough to pull it away 
from the building and suspend Deacon Hampton in mid air. 

Earl storms off with Bella in tow.

BELLA (CONT’D)
(shocked)

Earl Monroe-?

DEACON HAMPTON
(os, girly)

Ahhhh!

The frightened night creeper tries to balance and barely 
leans himself back against the brownstone. Whew!

INT. BROWNSTONE HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Earl marches in and slams the door in the face of Bella.

She gives five quick raps at the door. 

INT. EARL'S APARTMENT - SAME

Earl frantically paces letting out a few screams of rage. WE 
HEAR a few more raps at the door. 

INT. BROWNSTONE HALLWAY - SAME

Bella listens at the door. Deacon Hampton barrels in with a 
huff.

DEACON HAMPTON
That imbecile darn near killed me 
Bell. Now enough is enough.

Bella extends her hand, silencing the visitor/handy man. She 
marches upstairs with the Deacon on her heels.
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DEACON HAMPTON (CONT’D)
He’s gone way too far. Way too far. 

INT. EARL'S APARTMENT - SAME

Earl grabs his bag and empties out his rope. With a quick 
pace, he examines the rope’s noose knot.

EARL
I musta tied this last night.

Earl pulls his small wooden desk chair under an exposed maple 
wood four by four.

It takes a couple of tries, but Earl makes the noose around 
the beam. He ties the other end of the rope around the leg of 
his desk. 

Earl climbs the chair, places the noose around his neck. He 
closes his eyes and takes a breath while crossing his arms 
over his chest. He bends-

EARL (CONT’D)
Shit.

Earl takes the noose off, goes to his desk. Finds the old 
obit, amongst other letters, on the cluttered desk and places 
it on top of his Royal typewriter (then) pulls a tab from his 
Word Calendar. 

EARL (CONT’D)
(os)

Dawdle - to waste time or move 
slowly.

Earl returns to his homemade gallows, stands and takes a deep 
breath. Turns to Zippy’s empty stall.

EARL (CONT’D)
Ain’t no need to keep on dawdling.

Emptiness pours over the desperate man who misses his best 
friend. In one breathe, he jumps.

Lands on both feet. On the ground. Confused, he opens his 
eyes, checks the tight noose knot. Nothing. Turns to notices 
the extreme amount of slack in his rope. Damn.

Moments Later

Back on the chair, he tugs the rope taut. Good to go. With 
eyes closed and a deep breath. Earl crosses his arms again. 
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EARL (CONT’D)
Good night Brooklyn.

Earl jumps and the slack holds, but the light wired framed 
desk does not, it bows and sweeps, moving it closer turning 
over both desk and all its contents. Earl fall to the ground. 
Dammit. 

Moments Later

Earl yanks on the weighted end of the rope which is NOW tied 
to an old exposed cast iron heater. He climbs the chair and 
yanks, yanks, yanks. He grabs the rope and swings a couple of 
times. Good. 

Climbs his chair. Tightens noose. Closes eyes. Crosses arms. 
Takes a deep breath and jumps.

Earl stays suspended in air. Hooray. WE SEE his feet dangle 
near the chair.

DREAM SEQUENCE

EXT. EMPTY FIELD - DAWN

The sky is crystal blue and radiant against the field of 
goldenrod colored daisies and green grass. 

Earl falls from very high, but lands on his feet. He checks 
his legs and body. Good. WE SEE the noose around his neck. He 
adjusts it like a neck tie. He ponders the vast oasis. The 
warm air feels good on him. He runs and spins. His knees are 
perfect. He spins and jooks and spins. 

In the distance, something catches his eyes. 

INSERT - Earl’s feet dangling in his Brooklyn apartment. His 
leg shakes.

EXT. OAK TREE - DREAM SEQUENCE

Earl walks up on a YOUNG COUPLE under a huge oak tree. They 
kiss, as if, no one in the universe watches. There is a quiet 
passion between them.

EARL
Excuse me...Hey, hey...Do you know 
where I can get some maple bacon?

The couple kiss and suddenly stop.
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EARL (CONT’D)
Hello, my  name is Earl and I’m 
new, here. We in heaven right?

The couple quietly back away from each other. In the far 
distance WE HEAR barking. 

EARL (CONT’D)
Umm hey, hey.

The lovers run towards each other and begin to grapple like 
wrestlers. 

WE HEAR a telephone ring. It cause the couple to stop 
wrestling and turn and walk away from each other.

MOMMA
(os)

You go with them boys and come back 
dirty, every time EJ. Jesus Lord. 

EARL
Momma?

MOMMA (60’s, honey brown, high cheek boned, dresses in a 
1920’s style waitress uniform) walks up on Earl with a Black 
Tuxedo. 

MOMMA
Well it ain’t Lola Falona. 

EARL
MOMMA!!! I knew you were here.

Earl goes to hug the round, fussy woman, who pushes him away. 

MOMMA
Ain’t got no time for that today 
son. You late. Always is late. The 
good doctor is coming. She coming 
here. For you.

She spins Earl around cleaning him up with an old dish towel. 
She hands him his tuxedo pants, and a rake, then turns away. 

MOMMA (CONT’D)
Go on nah. Put em on. 

Earl notices his skivvies, so he does.

EARL
It shool is good to see ya momma. 
You seen Zippy? 
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She turns him around and helps him put on his jacket. She 
hands him a rake. There is a love in her gaze, Earl soaks up 
her accolades with pride.

MOMMA
Boy, you look good enough to be on 
top of a wedding cake. Spin around 
again. You ready to dance with the 
good doctor. Yes you are.

EARL
Oh momma, you making some chicory 
coffee?, you bring me a...

Earl spins and turns and Momma is gone. WE HEAR post game 
commentary of the 1970’s NFL Championship Game broadcast. 
Earl does too. He walks towards the distance. Underneath the 
broadcast WE HEAR a long phone bell ring and faint barking.

EXT. DIRTY OUTDOOR LIVINGROOM - DREAM SEQUENCE

Earl walks in front of a sea of darkness toward a small 
living room set in the middle of the field.

His feet hit a bunch of trash (cups, hamburger wrappers, 
etc.) He begins raking up the junk walking closer to an old 
console tv.   

Streamers begin to fall from the sky onto Earl.

ON THE TUBE - WE SEE Joe Namath being interviewed by Howard 
Cossell. Earl sweeps and watches a little bemused. 

SHAKEEM
(os)

Hey old man. Thanks for the 
tickets. 

Earl turns to see SHAKEEM, dressed in light gray pinstripe 
polyester bell bottoms, and a full length mink jacket. He is 
soaking wet from head to toe. 

SHAKEEM (CONT’D)
That is out of sight man. Nice tie. 
I don’t know if the good doctor 
gonna like it tho’.

Shakeem leans to him extending both his hands towards Earl. 
Earl tries to slap him “Ten”, but Shakeem quickly takes both 
his hands away. 

SHAKEEM (CONT’D)
Too slow turkey.
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EARL
Hey, did you see me score that 
winning touchdown? 

Shakeem bursts into laughter. He is curled over trying to 
catch his breath from laughing so hard. He accidentally walks 
into a large waterhole.

EARL (CONT’D)
Shakeem.

As soon as Shakeem’s feet hits the water his laughing slowly 
begins to sound like choking, while only being waist deep.

The young teen keeps sinking and choking and sinking and 
grasping for air. Earl is frozen as he watches the teen 
drown. WE HEAR the old rotary phone ring again.

SHAKEEM
Momma, Momma, Momma. I need my belt 
momma. Help.

Shakeem sinks and drowns in the puddle abyss. Earl inspects 
the small puddle with his rake. It’s shallow.

YOUNG BELLA
(os)

Good morning Brooklyn.

Earl looks confused, off this we:

MATCH CUT TO:

EXT. EMPTY BROOKLYN STREET - DREAM SEQUENCE

Earl’s confused face turns to see YOUNG BELLA (20’s, caramel 
brown and radiant) she wears an emerald tweed business suit, 
with a bone white silk blouse, which ties around her neck. 
She also wears a gold crown with opal colored gemstones.

She taps her clipboard. Her eyes and crown sparkle in the 
sun’s amber shards of light.

EARL
What you doing here?

She taps on her clipboard some more. Earl walks to her. WE 
HEAR soft jazz music in the far distance. 

Earl gets a tap on the shoulder. He turns to find Young Bella 
in a wedding dress.
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YOUNG BELLA
Dance with me Beautiful? 

The couple walks towards each other on the empty street. 
Young Bella’s head and hand gently nuzzles Earl’s chest as 
they lock in step. She’s in the safest place in the world. 
They sway to the muted trumpet.

EARL
You smell like Cinnamon French 
Toast.

O.S a rotary phone rings again.

YOUNG BELLA
You gonna answer that?

SHAKEEM
(os)

Don’t answer that.

EARL
Nah them problems is far away from 
me. You must be the queen everybody 
talking about. My name is Earl 
Jenkins. Earl “The Wall” Jenkins.  

YOUNG BELLA
I know who you are silly. You’re so 
handsome. 

She backs away from the smitten hero. Young Bella starts 
dancing to her own rhythm.

YOUNG BELLA (CONT’D)
My name is Gloria. Isabella. -

WE HEAR the loud rotary phone over Young Bella’s last name.

EARL
What ya said angel?

YOUNG BELLA
Gloria Isabella J-

Again the bell.

YOUNG BELLA (CONT’D)
(frustrated)

Gloria Isa(bark, bark, bark)

Earl’s attention diverts away from the beautiful debutante. 
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EXT. BELLA'S BROWNSTONE - DREAM SEQUENCE

Earl turns away from Young Bella to see Zippy the dog on top 
of the BELLA’S BROWNSTONE stoop. His best friend looks 
amazing and full of life. 

EARL
Come here boy. Come here. 

The canine barks, but doesn’t move. Earl steps towards him. 
At about five steps, he is stopped dead in his tracks by the 
taut noose still around our hero’s neck. 

Zippy barks for his trapped master. 

EARL (CONT’D)
I’m coming Zip. Here I come.

Earl struggles with the tight noose which doesn’t give away 
any slack. He yanks and pulls. Nothing. Tries to pull over 
his head. Nope. WE HEAR the rotary phones ring. 

Earl walks out of frame towards the rope, loosening it’s 
slack. He runs with all his might towards his best friend 
leaping into the air until-

SNATCH, the noose yanks him to the hard concrete. Bamn. 

On his back, Earl ponders at the clear blue sky. It’s 
peaceful. It’s beautiful until, Shakeem pops directly over 
him ruining his view.

SHAKEEM
I knew you ain’t ready to be with 
the queen. You gon’ answer that. 
Gon’ head, answer it.

Earl slowly turns to see the empty Brooklyn street. He turns 
the other way, off this we:

MATCH CUT TO:

INT. EARL’S APARTMENT/LIVING ROOM - MORNING

Earl turning to see his blurry coffee table and gallows chair 
directly in front of him. WE HEAR the phone ring. 

Earl is shaken. He sits up and looks up at the dangling 
shredded rope. He checks his noose and inspects the frayed 
rope. Damn. 
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He wallows in the silence of another failed attempt, until WE 
HEAR the phone ring and a few raps at the door. He picks up 
the phone ignoring the door.

EARL
What?

ADMINISTRATOR
Mr. Jenkins, Earl Jenkins?

EARL
Earl “The Wall” Jenkins.

A few more quick raps, WE HEAR jiggling keys. 

Earl yanks the door open and brushes past BELLA, who stands 
in front of him with a breakfast tray of coffee, french 
toast, scrambled eggs and maple bacon. Earl comes back, grabs 
a piece of the bacon and leaves.

He growls past DEACON HAMPTON in the mud room.

EXT./EST. PS 5 JUNIOR HIGH SCHOOL - MORNING

The rusty barred windows of the school have seen better days. 

ADMINISTRATOR
(os)

She again has found herself in some 
serious trouble. Third time this 
month.

INT. SCHOOL OFFICE - MORNING

Earl and Alicia sit side by side, both take the tongue 
lashing. 

ALICIA
It was just a joke. 

ADMINISTRATOR
(os)

Here at PS 5, we take all threats 
serious Ms. Monroe especially those 
against teachers.

ALICIA
(to Earl)

So they really thought I was gonna 
fill Ms. Tremble’s panties with 
razor blades and drag her across 
gravel to an alcohol filled puddle? 
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ADMINISTRATOR
(os)

Plus last month’s firecracker 
incident.

EARL
How many days suspension she got? 
Then we can be on our way. 

ADMINISTRATOR
(os)

Five day suspension. From today 
until next Monday. Friday is a 
Staff Development Day.

Earl begins getting up.

ADMINISTRATOR (CONT’D)
(os)

I think you are mistaken Mr. 
Jenkins. This an in school 
suspension. 

EARL
Say wha nah?

ALICIA
That’s some bull-

ADMINISTRATOR
(os)

For the remainder of the 
suspension. As the only emergency 
contact here for Ms. Monroe, you 
will have to attend classes with 
her until she has fulfilled her 
obligation. 

EARL
You mean drop her off, pick her up.

ADMINISTRATOR
(os)

I mean bring her to school on time 
attending each class with her, 
including breaks and lunch. This 
way she won’t get behind. Her 
schedule. 

Earl eyes it. WE HEAR the school bell ring.
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INT. BELLA'S APARTMENT/WINDOW - LATER

Bella sits and stares out the window. She works on her quilt, 
looking up and down the empty residential street.

EXT./EST. STORE FRONT BUSINESS BUILDING - DAY

An EASTERN EUROPEAN FAMILY (of four) walk into FRIENDLY’S CAR 
SERVICE towing their airport luggage. 

INT. FRIENDLY’S CAR SERVICE - DAY

The small place is made dank by the peeling blackout tint on 
the main picture window, which leaves enough light to expose 
the worn, puke green leather couch, love seat and chipped 
walnut coffee table strewn with old Ebony Magazines, one of 
which is picked up and rolled up by SHIRLEY MIDDLETON (50 
ish, plump woman with a round face and wrinkled mouth).

SHIRLEY
If I have to I will beat yo ass tah 
mush and bones with this pipe right 
here

(re: rolled magazine)
Then I will take it and rough rape 
what’s left of your butt hole. 

MOM ON A WALK 1 (dark hair, thin) holds her keys and green 
smoothie in one hand and braces for the hit of the magazine 
turned faux murder weapon. MOM ON A WALK 2 (same dark hair as 
1, they could be Stepford Sisters in another movie) adjusts 
the awning on her UPPA BABY stroller. 

MOM ON A WALK 1
(sarcastic)

All that because them “white 
devils” asked for directions?

SHIRLEY
No Becky. I don’t know how they 
roll in Beckistan, but there’s a 
lot of crazy niggas around here. I 
mean since all this white washing 
and gentrification. The rent going 
sky high, no jobs, shit black folks 
is mad. You sit here in Bed Stuy...

MOM ON A WALK 2
I thought this area was called Stuy 
Hi.
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Shirley whips her eyes to Mom On A Walk 2, then to her 
magazine/pipe, then back to Mom On A Walk 2, then rolls them 
back to Mom On A Walk 1.  

SHIRLEY
(to Mom 1)

Exactly. 
(to Mom 2)

Bitch.
(back to Mom 1)

As I was saying, you live here in 
Do OR Die Bed Stuy home of Jackie 
Robinson, Biggie Smalls, you live 
here and for years nothing changes. 
Then a few hippy white women move 
here, wanna make a difference 
amongst the underserved nigrahs. At 
night their Yuppie boyfriends trek 
from Manhattan to visit them, maybe 
some are even impressed by the 
their lovers’ progress with the 
disenfranchised. 

MOM ON A WALK 2
I have made a difference.

Bitch. One more time.

SHIRLEY
Them white boys see them abandon’ 
brownstones, empty buildings and 
start doing simple math. If I sell 
my West Village studio for $1.5 
million I can buy, a four story 
brownstone, live on the top two 
floors and rent the rest to my 
bros. Then his homeboy buys the 
other one, does the same. Then 
after a few years they daddies 
start seeing the future. I can buy 
this lot and put up six or seven 
stories. Becky Jr can watch our 
investment. Then the daddies start 
complaining about the trash and the 
noise from them motor cross bikes 
at night, can’t have loud hoodlums 
bringing down property value. Now 
Pookie and ‘nem get arrested on the 
warrants they forgot they had or 
they have a little weed on them. 
Lord forgive them if they packing. 

(MORE)
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And a few more years of that, no 
more Angie’s Bodega it’s Walgreens, 
What happened to Bread Love and 
Coffee Shirley?, issa Starbucks...

Shirley’s pipe/magazine is now turned into gavel. 

SHIRLEY (CONT’D)
...and no more Friendly’s Car 
Service (blam) because niggas is 
taking Uber (blam). Not my niggas 
(Blam), y’all niggas (Blam) taking 
(blam) Uber (blam) and (blam) 
taking (Bam!) over (BAM!). Nah, 
what you say bout that? 

MOM ON A WALK 1
We just needed to know if street 
side parking is suspended this 
morning for Passover Shirley? 

Shirley recoils, some.

SHIRLEY
Oh (unrolls pipe/magazine/gavel) uh 
yeah I think so. You bitches good.

MOM ON A WALK 1
Here’s your Mean Green Machine.

She hands her the drink and leaves the Eastern European 
Family who stand shook and frightened. 

SHIRLEY
(slurps drink)

Larry, did Bella call me back?

WE HEAR a muffled response, so does Shirley. Shirley goes to 
the back. She comes back with a phone.

BELLA
(voicemail)

Sorry you missed me, currently I am-

SHIRLEY
Hey bitch, this me. I been trying 
to reach yo ass for the last 
weeken’ a half and you ain’t called 
me back. I seen’t yo husband. Call 
me back so I can tell you what he 
said. 

Shirley hangs up the phone, notices the frightened Eastern 
European family of four.

SHIRLEY (CONT'D)
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SHIRLEY (CONT’D)
You here to get your taxes done or 
a ride to Coney Island?

EXT./EST. BROOKLYN STREETS - DAY

Bella bikes through the streets on her old school sea foam 
green Huffy bicycle. Flowers poke out from the dark maple 
brown wicker front facing basket. The wind and sun on her 
face creates a mirthful smile. 

BELLA
(os)

How do you draw a vase? 

INT. ART STUDIO - DAY

Bella walks around the studio eyeing several chalk drawings 
of a well placed crystal vase in the center of the room. The 
sun hits and sparkles the highlight parts of expensive jar. 
She waxes on...

BELLA
My Tiffany crystal vase. I was 
gifted that vase in 1965 at my 
small, but rowdy wedding reception. 
It was actually given to my 
grandmother. Long ago, a white man 
wanted her to succumb to the terms 
of an extra martial affair starring 
my dear sweet grandmother who 
happened to be his children’s 
caregiver from his drunkard of a 
wife. I have never understood why 
the negro couldn’t drink from the 
same fountain, couldn’t eat at the 
same diner counter, ride on the 
same part of the bus as their white 
counterparts, but were trusted 
enough to chauffeur them in their 
cars, clean their houses and watch 
over the most precious possession 
one can have, a child. Trying to 
understand that is like trying to 
explain darkness’ feeble attempt to 
silence light. 

Bella adjusts several STUDENTS (various shapes, sizes and 
ages) slouched posture. 
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BELLA (CONT’D)
Today, do not concentrate on the 
light, but focus on exposing the 
dark areas. The details of the 
darkness. There’s lots of them. You 
can’t see them at first you must 
loose yourself to the details in 
the dark places. By doing that the 
light has to reveal itself. It must 
because you’ve intimately aligned 
yourself with the thing you most 
fear. The unknowing-

Bella’s thoughts are disrupted by a shadow which covers a 
STUDENT’S drawing in progress. It’s LaKiesha, she’s been 
crying.

BELLA (CONT’D)
Keep searching the darkness. Excuse 
me.

Bella turns on some music from her watch. She goes to the 
door and escorts LaKiesha to the hallway. 

INT. ART STUDIO/HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

LaKiesha turns to lean on Bella’s shoulder, but is side 
stepped.

BELLA
Stop it. Stop it right now.

LAKIESHA
But Dr. G-

BELLA
Ain’t no doctor’s here. I was a 
doctor on campus, a doctor on the 
board, but here, at the shelter, I 
am just Bella. Retired. No doctor 
here.

LAKIESHA
I’m Sorry Mrs.-

Chile’ don’t.

LAKIESHA (CONT’D)
Bella. I apologize for bothering 
you again, but I have tried and 
tried with him. I can’t. 

(MORE)
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His addiction is too much for one 
person to carry. He’s too much. I’m 
sorry. 

She bursts into tears looking to lean on the sage for any 
type of comfort, but there’s none to be given today.

BELLA
A woman’s life is going to be 
filled with burden. We are created 
to carry burden. We are 
multipliers. We are creators. I 
know you’re into your crystals and 
sage, but the good Lord, the 
universe or whomever created us, 
you, for these moments. She made us 
woman. She made us in her image, to 
be the carrier and also the lifter 
of burdens, and most importantly, 
multipliers. 

LaKiesha doesn’t get it. They walk a stone’s toss from the 
classroom.

BELLA (CONT’D)
You have to understand the power of 
multiplication you possess. 
Anything someone gives a woman we 
expand it exponentially. We’re 
handed a house, we make it a home, 
we’re handed groceries we make 
dinner, a man gives us a seed we 
create a family. He gives us a 
mission for his life we make it 
better than any he can dream.

Bella finds her eye line.

BELLA (CONT’D)
Does he want to want?, to be clean, 
I mean. Does he want to be free of 
the burden of drugs? If so, you 
take that “want to want” and you 
multiple it. 

Lakeisha covers her tear stained eyes.

LAKIESHA
I’m sorry. 

BELLA
Does the rain ever ask for 
forgiveness? 

LAKIESHA (CONT’D)

(MORE)
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Rain comes when it wants to for 
good reason or bad, yeah? Sometimes 
it comes as a humble misty breeze 
and other times a roaring storm, 
but rain never apologizes for being 
rain. But when the sun comes up, 
the flowers bloom, the grass grows. 
And we are thankful. Thankful for 
the rain doing it’s job.

LaKiesha wipes the last tear from her eye and stands with her 
shoulders a little higher. 

LAKIESHA
Have you been married?

BELLA
I’ve been married more times than 
I’d like to say, but I learned 
something new each time. Each time 
I become more fierce, more 
conquering, more loyal, resilient.

LAKIESHA
I don’t know how to be those 
things. 

BELLA
Chile, you already are those 
things. They are in you from birth. 
Ain’t you fierce! Ain’t you a 
conqueror! Ain’t you loyal, 
powerful, unflappable! Ain’t you a 
woman!

With that Bella returns to her studio.

INT. ART STUDIO - CONTINUOUS

As she passes the doorway she shakes the stern persona of Dr. 
G- and returns to the sagacious Bella. She silences the music 
with her watch.

BELLA
Class. Where was I?

STUDENT A
Find the light in the- details of 
darkness?

She looks at Student A’s easel. She smiles. 

BELLA (CONT'D)
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BELLA
Details of darkness. Yes. Many of 
you don’t know that I was once a 
mother. It was some time ago. Well 
I guess I never stopped being a 
mother, I just became childless. 
The good Lord blessed me with one 
strapping deep chocolate young man 
with the lips of sunshine and the 
eyes of the brightest honey you’d 
every seen. He was beautiful, 
mischievous, and a handful of a 
teen. He was also a local hero.   

Bella sits to tell this story. 

BELLA (CONT’D)
One day in late August it was hot 
and my family was visiting my 
people near North Tonawanda. They 
had a great colonial home near the 
Niagara river. A lost family got 
out of their vehicle to get 
directions and before they knew it 
their car had rolled down a pitched 
driveway and plunged into the 
nearby bank of the river. 

Students gasped. 

BELLA (CONT’D)
The father and other men tried to 
desperately grab ropes and hitches 
to try and pull the sinking car 
out. Within a minute the station 
wagon was nearly under water. All 
you could see was a tip of it’s 
trunk. That part of the river is 
only bout twelve feet deep, but the 
mother nor the father could swim. 
My son, without hesitation jumped 
in and save not one, not two, but 
three kids. The third child was the 
hardest because the lap strap 
wouldn’t budge.

Bella stands to inspect the vase. She marvels at the light 
rays thrown around the room by the polished crystal. 

BELLA (CONT’D)
My son’s bell bottom pants got 
caught on the emergency brake. A 
mailman passing by had to jump in 
and rescue my son. 

(MORE)
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He was unconscious when he came out 
of the water. They gave him mouth 
to mouth and he coughed up some 
water. People shouted and cheered 
for him that day. He was no longer 
known as a mischievous thief, but 
the savior of a family. A white 
family. A few hours later, he was 
complaining of chest pains, so we 
brought him the closest hospital in 
the town, surely they would let our 
heroic son in for help. They 
didn’t. We were sent to the 
pharmacy for some aspirin. That 
night I made a huge dinner, cooked 
all his favorites and even made my 
Mommy’s German Chocolate Cake. I 
was so proud of him. We laughed, we 
talked, we hugged and remembered 
the historic day, but he was tired, 
so we all went to sleep. The next 
morning, the paper came by to take 
pictures, I called him, SHAKEEM, 
SHAKEEM wake up honey, Shakeem. He 
was no early riser. I went to his 
room to wake him up and he was laid 
in bed. Never to wake again. 
Pulmonary edema, now a days they 
call it a dry drowning, I call it 
my dark place with dark details. 
The only spark of light found there 
for me is that my son Shakeem 
Jabari Hampton at thirteen years 
old died a hero. My husband never 
could forgive himself. He never 
found the light in his dark 
details. He was suppose to buy 
Shakeem some swimming shorts 
earlier that day when he went into 
town to get his lawn mower fixed. 
Being Mr. Frugal, he fixed the 
mower with his belt buckle and 
never got my son them shorts.  

EXT. BROOKLYN STREETS - MORNING

Earl walks with pep in his step. As he turns the corner, he 
is met by Shakeem, what we now know as the ghost of Shakeem 
unbeknownst to Earl. 

SHAKEEM
What’s shak’n bacon?

BELLA (CONT’D)
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EARL
Hey Shakeem. I ain’t got time for 
no games today. I’m already late. 
Ain’t you suppose to be in school? 

SHAKEEM
Why in hell you up with the 
rooster?

EARL
I’m helping my niece out with 
something who in turn is helping me 
finish everything on my bucket 
list. 

SHAKEEM
So you did one? Out of sight man. 
What’s on it? Ooooo, Some daredevil 
Evil Knievel stuff? 

Earl whips out his POCKET NOTEPAD and shows it to the ghost. 

SHAKEEM (CONT’D)
Far out.

EARL
After today, I’ll only have two 
things left. Today, we going-

Earl rounds another corner and runs smack dab into Alicia, 
who is smoking and holding hands with a YOUNG GIRL (teens, 
punker). YOUNG GIRL drops her hand.  

EXT. BODEGA/FRONT DOOR - CONTINUOUS

SHAKEEM
Busted!

EARL
(to Shakeem)

Shool is. She prolly out here 
selling looseys. 

ALICIA
Unc, who you talking to?

EARL
None of your business who my 
friends are, you out here selling 
looseys?

ALICIA
No. I’m smoking blacks with my 
friend.
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Earl picks up the smoldering butt and smells it.

ALICIA (CONT’D)
It’s just a cigarillo Jesus.

EARL
(to YOUNG GIRL)

‘Scuse us honey. Someone is late 
for school and we ain’t go not time 
to waste time. 

Earl smells the butt again to make sure-

ALICIA
Ugh.

WE HEAR the school bell ring.

INT. ART STUDIO - DAY

Bella is cleaning up and straightening her creative space. 
She goes back to her easel and begins putting a few touches 
on an unseen painting. WE HEAR her phone ring. Bella looks at 
it. WE SEE Shirley’s image making a funny face with the above 
title reading “SEE-STER” on her mobile device. Bella takes a 
deep breath and swipes to answer.

SHIRLEY
(os)

Ummm, glad to know you ain’t gone 
deaf.

BELLA
It’s been a long day Shirley, can 
we please-

SHIRLEY
(os)

No. We need to talk. Now. I’m-

BELLA
Bye Shirley.

SHIRLEY
(os)

Bitch you betta not-

Bella hangs up the call. 

BELLA
(to the speaker)

Alexa play Max Roach.
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MAX ROACH’s WE INSIST begins to play, Bella begins to paint.

SHIRLEY
(os)

I should take this turpentime and 
splash all this shit up in here. 

BELLA
It’s turpentine. Tinnnnne with a N, 
and why is my best friend since the 
ninth grade coming to my peaceful 
place disturbing peace. 

SHIRLEY
Well BEEE-YOTCHHHH with a B and a Y  
not an I. Why you been avoiding me? 
I done called fifty eleven dozen 
times. 

BELLA
Because see-ster I don’t wanna talk 
about what you want to talk about.

SHIRLEY
Bitch? (huh?)

Note: Shirley is not much of a scholar, she uses the term 
bitch to communicate her quips and answers, depending on the 
inflection the term has several meanings. In this case Bitch? 
= Huh?

Bella motions her over to the canvas.

BELLA
What you think?

SHIRLEY
I saw your husband today?

Shirley’s not here for the games. Bella paints and ignores.

SHIRLEY (CONT’D)
I said, I saw-

BELLA
(snappy)

I heard you the first time.

Bella calms herself.

BELLA (CONT’D)
What did he say pray tell?
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SHIRLEY
It’s what he didn’t say. He looked 
me dead in my eye and then walked 
past me like I wasn’t even there. 

Bella puts down her brush. 

SHIRLEY (CONT’D)
I think it’s time we start talking 
about forgetting-

BELLA
He’s coming back. He always comes 
back. ALWAYS. Love always brings 
him back to me Shirlene.

SHIRLEY
Bitch... (=you dreaming)

WE HEAR the school bell ring. 

INT. CLASSROOM/DETENTION - SAME

Alicia and Earl sit amongst several TEENS (Various shapes and 
sizes, all black) who talk and stare at their cell phones. 
MR. SHONHARDT (30’s, hipster, high water pants, short sleeve 
buttoned down shirt under a worn jean jacket, his SAVE THE 
WHALES lapel button has seen many a rally) marches in and 
scribbles on the board.

EARL
Come on we need to get to Central 
Park so we can grab a couple of 
bikes. Shakeem prolly gonna met us.

HE WRITES: Mr. Shonhardt’s Litty Detentinny.

EARL (CONT’D)
(to Alicia)

How you get detention? You been 
with me everyday this week.

(to Mr. Shonhardt)
Excuse me there must be a mistake.

Mr. Shonhardt drops his chalk and marches over to the two. 

MR.SHONHARDT
There are no mistakes kind sir. 

Mr. Shonhardt whips out his master list of detained students. 
He points them out. 
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MR.SHONHARDT (CONT’D)
Mitchell, Johnson, Smith, the Other 
Smith, Hardy, Longthrope, 

(to Alicia)
Hampton-Monroe and you must be the 
infamous Mr. Jenkins who decided to 
opt in to the in school detention 
instead of paying like the other 
parents. 

EARL
I could have paid and not come? 

MR.SHONHARDT
(to Earl)

Weren’t you caught shooting craps 
on Wednesday in the boys room?

EARL
(to Mr. Shonhardt)

No, I was not.
(sutto)

I was holding that five for ten 
minutes straight.

MR.SHONHARDT
(to Alicia)

And didn’t you flip the bird in the 
background of Senator Bibby’s 
selfie.

INSERT - A still of SENATOR BIBBY taking an “USIE” during a 
school assembly. WE PUSH IN to his GOP LAPEL PIN, then, PAN 
OVER to STUDENTS waving and making funny faces, AMONG THEM 
Alicia and EARL indeed flipping birds.

MR.SHONHARDT (CONT’D)
It went viral. You went her. Well, 
we are not going to waste time 
after all this is Mr. Schonhardt’s 
Litty Detention. 

EARL
(to Alicia)

What Litty mean?

ALICIA
It’s lit. Shhh!!!

EARL
Lit, What’s that mean?

(raises hand)
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MR.SHONHARDT
Who would like to go first? Ah Mr. 
Jenkins, come on up.

Alicia shrinks in her desk all the students laugh and cheer 
as Earl makes his way to the board. STUDENTS bang out a beat 
on their desks. This is a “lit” atmosphere.

MR.SHONHARDT (CONT’D)
Well you’re here. Now what are you 
gonna do?

EARL
Leave?

MR.SHONHARDT
(exhausted)

Mr. Jenkins, I am an under paid 
physics and theater teacher. I 
don’t wanna be here and you don’t 
wanna be here, but we have to be 
here. So in the Litty Detention we 
like to tell stories. You write 
down if the story you are about to 
tell is true or false. Then you 
tell it. If you can fool me and the 
students, you and Ms. Hampton are 
free to go with the rest of the 
students who’ve guessed correctly.

EARL
Like that game show To Tell The 
Truth! 

Indeed. Earl takes a piece of paper and writes something 
down, then deposits it in the closed can. Mr. Shonhardt gives 
him the floor. 

EARL (CONT’D)
Ahem, hey y’all. Ummm I wanna tell 
you about...

He blankly stares at a few students and then the teacher. 
Alicia sits on the brim of panic. Earl digs in his pocket and 
pulls out his Zippo Lighter. He rubs the dent. 

EARL (CONT’D)
I wanna tell... My name is ummm 
Earl Jenkins. Earl “The Wall” 
Jenkins that’s the name Coach 
Brands gave me when I played in the 
NFL. 
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Some of the students begin to listen. NERDY STUDENT begins to 
google. 

EARL (CONT’D)
Well one day after a very tough 
game against the Redskins. It was a 
home game and me and my boy Havana 
Fats was walking to my car. I was 
dog tired and no one was around but 
he and I. When some suckas popped 
out of the shadows. I thought they 
wanted a picture. They always want 
autographs and stuff like that, but 
this time these two guys were out 
for money. One had a mask on and 
one didn’t, two white boys at that.  
One of them pulled out a .32 
Saturday Night Special. Pointed it 
right at us. “Gimme that money 
nigger, I know you got it, that 
block punt cost us our rent money” 
Fats hated when people called him 
nigger because of his Cuban pride. 
Fatz has hands like catcher’s 
mitts. He clocked the boy with the 
gun in like half a second. Then 
grabbed him in a head lock and the 
two of them struggled for the gun. 
Then pop. It went off and hit me 
dead in the chest. I fell to the 
ground and the robber jetted. Fatz 
came over and grabbed me in his 
arms. He was screaming and looking 
for blood. I should’ve been dead.  

Earl throws the dented lighter to Mr. Shonhardt, who inspects 
it and hands it to other students. 

EARL (CONT’D)
But my Zippo saved me. Bullet hit 
the lighter and ricocheted into 
Fatz tire. This lighter saved my 
life, I’m so glad I was too cheap 
to ever have fluid in it.  

MR.SHONHARDT
Wow. That’s ah-mazing. Simply Ah-
mazing. So class is the story true 
or false. 

NERDY STUDENT
I call bullshit. 

(waving cellphone)
(MORE)

75.



Ain’t no Earl “The Wall” Jenkins 
played in the NFL according to 
Google. 

ALL THE STUDENTS
True ,B.S., NO WAY. Nope.

All the students chatter during the challenge. Mr. Shonhardt 
with much drama uncorks the can and holds up the NOTE.

EXT. CENTRAL PARK/BIKE STATION - DUSK

Earl and Alicia strap on helmet and ready there bikes. 

ALICIA
I didn’t now you almost died unc. 
You’re a lucky old man.

EARL 
What? Huh?

ALICIA
The lighter.

EARL
Lighter?

ALICIA
The Zippo lighter that saved your 
life. The one with the dent.

EARL
I fount that lighter in a janitor’s 
closet, it was under this shipment 
of Tab soda. That’s how it got that 
dent. 

Earl hops on the bike a peels out. 

ALICIA
Hol’ up Unc. 

INT. BELLA'S APARTMENT/WINDOW - DUSK

Bella sits and hand sews on a quilt. She stares out the 
window here and there. The blue and cardinal quilt has 
diamond and triangle shapes about the queen sized fabric. 

EXT. CENTRAL PARK - DUSK

Earl and Alicia bike to a small gazebo near Belvedere Lake.

NERDY STUDENT (CONT'D)
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ALICIA
I’ve never been to this part of the 
park before. 

EARL
It’s something else ain’t it. I 
been wanting to tell you something 
since this morning. 

ALICIA
Shoot.

EARL
It’s about ya girlfriend?

ALICIA
Not you too Unc? I know you’re old 
fashioned, but I’m in my figuring 
shit out stage. 

EARL
What are you talking about? I 
wanted to tell you...Wait you’re 
figuring shit out, I hope you ain’t 
figuring that girl like you because 
she don’t. I could tell by the way 
she dropped your hand as soon as 
she seen us. 

ALICIA
Us who?

EARL
Me and Shakeem. She seen us and 
knew we were your kin and she was 
embarrassed. Either way she was 
embarrassed because of herself or 
because of you, but a good woman 
would never be embarrassed by you. 
What type of good woman or friend 
does that?  

Earl gets back on his bike. 

EARL (CONT’D)
Well, I’ve warned you. And 
according to Ms. Crabtree you have 
lots of American History to read 
tonight so we better head back. 

Earl peddles away. 

The two bike across and around CENTRAL PARK. Earl has that 
same mirthful grin as his friendly neighbor Bella.
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EXT. BROOKLYN STREETS - DUSK

Earl walks and wanders around the streets. He pulls out his 
POCKET NOTEPAD and smiles at his progress. He crosses off the 
listed item BIKE AROUND CENTRAL PARK.

WE SEE the last two items written amongst a few drawn 
mustaches, they read, RECEIVE A STANDING OVATION and A BUST 
IN THE NFL HALL OF FAME.

He sits down at a nearby bus bench.

EXT./EST. CHURCH OF THE DIVINE - NIGHT

The gothic style church has seen better days. A few broken 
stain glass windows and peeling paint makes the church seem 
more eerie than it should.

INT. CHURCH OF THE DIVINE - CONTINUOUS

Earl sits at the end of the huge cavernous church. A CRYING 
WOMAN, walks out of the confessional booth, Earl nods to her 
and enters the box. 

INSIDE THE BOOTH - Earl silently waits. WE HEAR the partition 
moved. 

PASTOR SMITH
Blessed be, How long has it been 
since your last confession?

EARL
Hey, Smitty is this you?

PASTOR SMITH
Earl?

EARL
Yeah it’s The Wall man. Hey it 
happened again. 

PASTOR SMITH
What happened again?

EARL
I had another one of those black 
outs. It was a few hours ago. 

PASTOR SMITH
Were you at home when this 
happened?
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EARL
No, are you listening? Man that is 
the third black out this week. I 
don’t know what happened. I don’t 
remember nothing. I hope I ain’t 
hurt nobody.

PASTOR SMITH
Do you remember the last thing you 
did today?

EARL
Yes, I hung out with Shakeem.

PASTOR SMITH
(shocked)

Shakeem?!?

EARL
Yeah, then I had to go to detention 
with Alicia. Then I was on Ralph 
and Fulton checking my Bucket List, 
I started feeling light headed and 
sat at this bus stop. Next thing I 
knew I was at a different bus stop, 
but it was night time. I got scared 
so I came here. 

PASTOR SMITH
Bucket List? The Lord’s house is 
not a place-

EARL
No, no, Smitty- I mean Padre, this 
is an official visit. I need some 
answers, but first I need to ask 
you a favor?

PASTOR SMITH
Anything old friend. 

EARL
I need you to promise to take care 
of Zippy for me, you know if 
anything happens to me or if I go 
away. 

PASTOR SMITH
Where are you going Earl?, You’ve 
lived in Brooklyn your whole life. 
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EARL
Will you take care of Zip for me? I 
mean he ain’t gonna give you no 
problems, it ain’t like you need to 
walk him. He don’t eat much. 

PASTOR SMITH
Yes, Earl. Yes I will take care of 
Zippy, but where are you going?

EARL
Good. He’s over at Bro. Goodsmith’s 
getting fixed back up. He should be 
ready next week. Good as new.

PASTOR SMITH
Fine. Now-

EARL
I need you to tighten your collar 
up and give me some solid 
churchin’.

There is a long pause. It becomes uncomfortable. 

PASTOR SMITH
Earl?

EARL
Is it a sin to commit suicide 
Smitty? Hear me out, hear me out. I 
have been dealing with this Bi-
Polar thing for some time now. 
Headaches, disoriented, every since 
I stopped playing. I black out and 
come back, but I think I have hurt 
some people during these black outs 
man. Sometimes my knuckles is 
bloody or my clothes is ripped. I 
don’t want nobody to get hurt cause 
of me...Or killed.

PASTOR SMITH
Earl bi-polar doesn’t-

EARL
Smitty just listen. Will I go to 
heaven if I take my own life?

PASTOR SMITH
Earl, we must first remember that 
God is the giver of all life. The 
Bible teaches that in the first 
chapter of Genesis. 

(MORE)
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We are all created in God's image, 
but with both a body and a soul. 
Therefore, life is sacred from the 
moment of conception until natural 
death. There is no lawful 
justification of intentionally 
taking the life of an innocent 
human being. 

EARL
But that’s it Smitty. I don’t know 
if I’m an innocent. I may have 
ruined someone’s life during one of 
my black outs. 

PASTOR SMITH
Well, Earl the Catechism asserts, 
"Everyone is responsible for his 
life before God who has given it to 
him. It is God who remains the 
sovereign Master of life.” We are 
not our master, thus how can we 
erase life without any retribution.

The silence returns.

PASTOR SMITH (CONT’D)
Earl?, Earl?

Pastor Smith peeps through the veil. He exits the box and 
opens Earl’s side which is empty. 

Pastor Smith grabs his cell and dials.

INT. BELLA'S APARTMENT/WINDOW - SAME

Bella watches out the window and hand sews her patch work 
quilt. Something catches her eye. It comforts her. She leaves 
and WE HEAR scurrying in the b.g. 

INT. EARL'S APARTMENT - SAME

Earl opens his door and immediately drops his keys. He eyes 
his apartment, it is clean and orderly, no sign of any of the 
failed suicide attempts. 

AT HIS DESK - Everything is in order from his Royal 
typewriter, papers and pictures. 

PASTOR SMITH (CONT'D)
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EARL
(sutto)

I must have cleaned this during the 
blackout.

INSERT - Earl opens his medicine cabinet and all of his pills 
and bottles are in order. He counts them to make sure. The 
phone rings. 

Earl returns to his desk and plops down, ignoring the phone. 
He grabs a few pages and pops them in his typewriter. He 
stares at the blank pages. The phone still rings. 

EARL (CONT’D)
(typing)

Obituary...Earl Jenkins...

Nope. Rips and inserts another piece of paper.

EARL (CONT’D)
(typing)

Obituary...Earl “The Wall” Jenkins, 
a boy among men

(sutto)
That ain’t right...

He rips out that attempt and places another piece of paper in 
the machine. His head is ringing. His hands are hurting. He 
rubs those sore knees. 

He begins to finger type as frantically as jazz pianist 
Thelonious Monk played Giant Steps. He stops only to read his 
progress.  

EARL (CONT’D)
Uh huh, un huh perfect.

The phone rings. Earl pulls out his Pocket Notepad and stares 
at his last two Bucket List items. He grabs a sharpie and 
draws a line threw the last item - A BUST IN THE NFL HALL OF 
FAME.

EARL (CONT’D)
That ain’t gonna never happen them 
reporters hated on me more than Lou 
Alcinder. 

He scratches it off the list. Eyes RECEIVE A STANDING 
OVATION. He eyes a framed picture of himself being carried 
out on the shoulders of several New York Giants. He wears a 
championship cap and white t-shirt.
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EARL (CONT’D)
I guess being carried off the field 
will have to count.

Just before he marks off the item, a few raps on the door 
startle him. 

He answers.

Radiant as usual, Bella wears a flowing tribal stitched white 
linen top, cream pants and a pensive face. 

BELLA
Brooklyn, you ain’t heard me 
calling you? 

EARL
Not really feeling up to company.  

BELLA
I’m so glad I’m a little more than 
company. I need a little small 
favor, if you’re up to it. 

Earl is hesitant. But moves aside from the door. Bella moseys 
into the living room. 

BELLA (CONT’D)
You keep a tidy space Mr. Earl.

Bella makes her inspections and makes her way near his Word 
of the Day calendar. She rips off three pages then...

BELLA (CONT’D)
This is the correct date.

(eyes calendar)
Elocution - fine speech, 
articulate.

EARL
You say those words so easily.

BELLA
(more inspecting)

You working on a novel?

Earl snatches the masterpiece obituary, she snatches it back 
and eyes it. Closer, WE SEE the obit which looks as 
nonsensical as Lorem Ispum script.   

BELLA (CONT’D)
Interesting. I need your help with 
something downstairs. A project. 
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EARL
The good deacon can help you.

BELLA
Deacon Hampton is out of town. 
Earl, please?

Her smile is warm as she rubs her hand off his shoulder down 
his arms until she intertwines her pinky finger with two of 
his. The subdued man on a mission grabs his belt buckle for 
security.  

INT. BELLA'S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

BELLA
I don’t know why you don’t like 
Deacon Hampton. Everyone loves him.

EARL
I don’t trust him. Red hairs, 
greasy, side waves, ugh.

Bella fans out the incomplete quilt. 

BELLA
He’s as innocent as a fly.

EARL
Name me a person living enjoy 
flies. 

She grabs some stuffing. Earl examines her work. 

EARL (CONT’D)
My momma used to make quilts. She 
would take me and Earlene’s old 
tshirts and create masterpieces. 

BELLA
Hold that end up for me honey. 

The two grapple with the fabric until it submits.

BELLA (CONT’D)
Well this is a special quilt. It’s 
for my mommy’s birthday. 

EARL
We taking this to the cemetery?

Bella’s sharp laughter startles the antsy man. 
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BELLA
Well that’s impolite. Tighten that 
fold for me sweetie. You know how 
old I am? 

EARL
(proud)

One hundred and two. Black don’t 
crack.

BELLA
Stop playing. Mommy was married at 
13 had me at 14 and a child every 
other year for the next 14 years. 
Then she worked down at the pier 
until Pappy died. I’m 69 so that 
makes her...?

EARL
I’m 39.

BELLA
Yes you’ve told me. My young, 
strong and spry king.

She eyes him up and down resting her tempting eyes near his 
Zipper. 

BELLA (CONT’D)
Just five more pins. You’d love 
Mommy, she is a pistol. She has all 
these amazing, talented friends 
from her days on Broadway. Can you 
imagine? Finding her way onto the 
stage at 65? All her thespian 
friends will be at the party. 

The two work in tandem silence. She sews on a machine. He 
holds fabric. She eyes the lines to make sure they are 
straight. 

BELLA (CONT’D)
I have to confess. I already told 
her all about you. She is excited 
to see you in person. 

EARL
See me?

BELLA
She’s one of my best friends, I 
tell her about all my boyfriends.

She notes his quizzical demeanor.
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EARL
I think I’m a little- you’re a 
little too seasoned for a youngster 
like me. People will think-

BELLA
I never worry about what people 
think. Ever! Hand me those cutting 
shears and that jar of buttons.

Bella snips the small piece of fabric and walks over to Earl. 

BELLA (CONT’D)
Well Mr. Jenkins I don’t just be 
kissing any and everybody. We 
kissed so that makes you my man. 
I’m old fashion like that. 

EARL
But won’t your husband-

BELLA
Mommy is gonna love this don’t you 
think? 

They eye the amazing fabric turned ART PIECE. WE HEAR James 
Brown’s classic “Funky Good Time”. Off this we:

MATCH CUT TO:

INT. MOMMY HAMPTON’S GREAT ROOM - NIGHT

The ART PIECE and PAN OUT to see MOMMY HAMPTON (82, full of 
life, a few well placed grey hairs, her silk pinstriped 
periwinkle men’s dress shirt falls just past her hips and is 
held by a thin metallic purple belt) clapping in awe AMONGST 
a few FRIENDS (artsy, varied ages and genders) WE WILL meet 
during this evening of fun and entertainment in the polished 
and stately home. 

MOMMY HAMPTON
No honey, I don’t like it. (then) 
Because I love it. I love love love 
it.

(to the friends)
Did I mentioned how much I love it? 

Laughter erupts.

BELLA
Mommy, Earl helped me put it 
together. 
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MOMMY HAMPTON
Did he? Why thank you kind sir.

The slender elder stateswomen stands and curtsey to Bella and 
Earl who stand finger clasped. Bella is joyful and this is 
the first time she been happy since we’ve met her.

EARL
(surprisingly proud)

I’m her boyfriend.

Shirley pops through the front door with too many balloons 
and bags to be taken seriously. She trips over herself. 
GREEDY (50’s, push broom salt and pepper mustache and corn 
pipe) fills his crystal tumbler with brown liquor.

GREEDY
Well look who’s on time for 
dessert. The baboon with the 
balloons. 

Everyone laughs except for Shirley. 

SHIRLEY
Shut your ass up Greedy, stop 
worryin’ bout me and start worryin’ 
bout them crooked ass wooden 
dentures.

Just then WE HEAR a chime. GIBBS (older white man, slick gray 
hair, black tuxedo and white gloves) rings the chime again.  

GIBBS
We will be having birthday cake, 
tea and coffee in the piano room. 
Mrs. Hampton would love if you 
would accompany her.

INT. MOMMY HAMPTON’S - PIANO ROOM - CONTINUOUS

The dozen or so FRIENDS pour into the space. A few of them 
huddle near the piano and others bring out a few wood wind 
and acoustic instruments.

INT. MOMMY HAMPTON’S - GREAT ROOM - SAME

Earl hangs back admiring a painting. Horace Pippin’s - Man On 
A Bench (The variant oil painting of a casually dressed black 
man sitting alone on a red park bench) resonates with our 
hero. He is hypnotize by the piece. Shirley walks up on him. 
She snaps in his face. Nothing. She talks to him as if he is 
trying to read her lips.
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SHIRLEY
(over pronouncing)

Earl? Ummm Earl it me Shir-

BELLA
(snaps at Shirley)

That’s enough. Enough.

Shirley sips her drink and exits as the two best friends’ eye 
rolls grow the tension between them.

BELLA (CONT’D)
(to Earl)

You like this painting? 

Earl stays enthralled with the art. 

BELLA (CONT’D)
It’s a Horace Pippin. Man On A 
Bench. He and Pappy served together 
in the 369th Infantry regiment in 
France during the first World War. 
Horace took a bullet for Pappy a 
month before the war ended. Pappy 
was the nurse who saved his arm, 
that arm painted this picture. He 
painted it in his honor.

Earl doesn’t budge.

BELLA (CONT’D)
Come with me baby. 

The two cross into the PIANO ROOM past Greedy, who lean in 
Shirley’s ear like a school boy. 

GREEDY
You know Mommy ain’t gonna let you 
perform, she never does. Now you 
can perform with me, if you let me 
eat it, but first you got to shave 
it, don’t know man wanna dine in 
dry bush country. 

Shirley’s eyes rolls as she looks off Greedy and notices 
Deacon Hampton enter, smooth and debonair as a 1930’s swing 
band conductor.

SHIRLEY
Greedy get yo pasty ass paw off me.

LATER - 
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FRIENDS enjoy seven layer jelly cake and tea served in 
traditional floral gold rimmed cups and plates. Mommy Hampton 
places her tea cup on the baby grand piano.

MOMMY HAMPTON
I just want to thank each and every 
one of you for coming out and 
celebrating with me once again. I 
never knew my journey would take an 
old woman like me to the lights of 
Broadway, but I thank the creator 
for blessing me with a new family. 
My dear Pappy would have loved each 
and every one of you.

GREEDY
(sutto)

Not them gays he wouldn’t.

Earl sits on a couch, while Bella sits on the arm of the 
couch and rests her forearm on his shoulder. 

EARL
Here comes slick.

Mommy Hampton begins to well up, when DEACON HAMPTON swoops 
in and puts a comforting arm around the matriarch.

DEACON HAMPTON
We love you to Mommy. Hey, hey now. 
You all know how we do at this 
portion of the evening. If you 
performing tonight give me your 
sheet music and let’s get this 
party swinging.

Shirley is the first to stand offering sheet music and is 
immediately boo’ed and hissed by the more talented friends.

GREEDY
Shirley this here for professionals 
ain’t nobody wanna hear that Spell 
On Me Shit. 

SHIRLEY
Shut your ass up Greedy.

BROTHERS JOHNSON (50’s, very short twins)begin to mock 
Shirley’s high pitched squelches. Deacon Hampton sits behind 
the piano.

Earl sips his drink and enjoys the show.
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SINGING WOMAN 1 (30’s, pencil skirt and tight blouse, perky 
smile) wiggles up and hands in her sheet music. Deacon 
Hampton eyes it and whispers to the band. He begins playing 
and the makeshift band chimes in.   

AT THE COUCH - Bella takes her and Earl’s plates, off which 
he grabs a small abandoned piece of cake before she makes her 
way to the kitchen. WE HEAR Singing Woman 1 belt out a nice 
song.

INT. MOMMY HAMPTON’S - KITCHEN - SAME

The traditional, elegant and brilliant white kitchen is long, 
yet roomy. Mommy Hampton sits at the marble island on a black 
wooden stool and is comforted by Gibbs, who kisses her 
forehead. He’s more than just a butler. 

Bella interrupts them.

BELLA
Sorry Mommy.

MOMMY HAMPTON
It’s okay love. Just feeling so 
much love. I’m a blessed woman. 

Mommy Hampton nods Gibbs away. 

MOMMY HAMPTON (CONT’D)
Are you okay?

Bella sighs, but doesn’t answer. Mommy Hampton finds her eye 
line.

MOMMY HAMPTON (CONT’D)
He will be back. I can see him 
coming down the aisle now.

Bella, stiff lipped, dams her tears.

INT. MOMMY HAMPTONS - PIANO ROOM - SAME

Singing Woman 1 finishes and bows to a hearty applause.

AT THE COUCH - Deacon Hampton catches the eye of Earl and 
silently toasts his drink to him, to which Earl returns a 
toast and quickly extends his middle finger at the same time. 

SHAKEEM
(os)

Man, I didn’t know you made that 
ol’ lady YOUR ole lady. 
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EARL
Don’t wanna be rude, she’s cool. 

SHAKEEM
You sure wasting time living. You 
need to get busy dying. 

EARL
Man I got a plan, just wanna finish 
the bucket list.

SHAKEEM
Out of sight. Bucket list for an 
ol’ buckethead. Give me five...too 
slow.

FROM THE DISTANCE - WE SEE Earl on the couch by himself, 
slapping five to the ghost.

AT THE PIANO - Shirley begins to pull out a long piece of 
plywood. Everyone boos and hisses. 

GREEDY
Shirley, ain’t nobody wanna see 
your drunk Sandman tapping, put 
that away. 

DEACON HAMPTON
Yeah baby. You got the email 
singing an’ rapping only tonight. 

Shirley growls, throws her tap shoes aside and complies.

SHIRLEY
(to Deacon Hampton)

Go to hell Rupaul.

BROTHERS JOHNSON get up and begin beating on a drum and 
congo, while counting in the band, who joins in them singing 
DR. SAUSAGE and HIS FIVE PORK CHOPS’ version of Wham (Wham Re-
bop, Boom, Bam).

Shirley plops down next to Earl on the couch in a huff. 

EARL
You ain’t gone say excuse me? You 
sitting right in the young man’s 
lap.

SHIRLEY
Sitting what, who?

Earl pushes Shirley away. She stands up.
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SHIRLEY (CONT’D)
Get your crazy ass hands off me.

EARL
You sitting on Shakeem.

(to the Shakeem/empty 
space)

You okay young blood?
(to shirley)

Apologize to my man Shakeem.

Shirley storms off. Deacon notices her stomp off toward the 
kitchen. The Brothers Johnson continue to jam and sing. 

BACK TO:

INT. MOMMY HAMPTONS-KITCHEN - SAME

MOMMY HAMPTON 
Sometimes a storm comes to get rid 
of some things that ain’t rooted 
deep enough. But y’all are deep as 
a cedar and bendy like a palm. You 
hear me?

Bella straightens herself enough. Shirley bursts in ruining a 
precious moment. 

SHIRLEY
Enough is a God damn nuff.

MOMMY HAMPTON
Shirlene?, You ain’t too old to 
catch a switch. 

SHIRLEY
I’m sorry Mommy. I don’t mean to be 
cursing all up in your house, but 
that Earl done-. 

BELLA
Can you give us a moment Mommy? 

She does. Shirley watches and Bella pounces on the live wire 
as soon as the door swings shut.

BELLA (CONT’D)
What? Shirley, What now? What?

SHIRLEY
Bitch! (= if you don’t back up)
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BELLA
I’ve had it up to here today and 
you landing on my last good one. 

Shirley surrenders with her hands up and back away through 
the door. Bella shuffles through a few short paces, finding 
things to straighten in the already tidy kitchen. 

Shirley barges back in with Earl in tow. He finishes the last 
bite of his cake. Bella steams. 

SHIRLEY
(to Earl)

Hey I’m sorry about sitting on your 
friend. I wanted to apologize in 
front of a witness. What was his 
name again?

EARL
Who?

BELLA
Shirley?

SHIRLEY
Your friend? The one that you were 
talking to on the couch before I 
sat on him. 

EARL
Who? Oh Shakeem. He alright. 

Bella whip pans her gaze to Earl as if he announced he’s 
found President Barak Obama’s Kenyan birth certificate. 

SHIRLEY
He wasn’t mad?

BELLA
Shirley.

EARL
Not at all. He loved it.(laughing) 
He said he like big girls bouncing 
on him. 

SHIRLEY
Shakeem said that?

BELLA
Shirley?!
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EARL
(duh)

Yeah shakeem, he a little too young 
for you though. 

Bella slams a nearby spoon. Shirley cuts Bella a look. Check 
and mate.

EARL (CONT’D)
Can I go back?, I think they was 
about to sing some War.

Earl cheek kisses Bella, whose so mad and lips so tight, if 
she opened her mouth a diamond may fly out. Shirley quietly 
sits on an island stool.

SHIRLEY
(to Bella)
Bitch!? (= I been trying 
to tell yo’ ass, now what 
you gon’ do?)

INT. MOMMY HAMPTONS - PIANO ROOM - SAME

An unbuttoned clergy collared Deacon Hampton stands, plays 
the piano and conducts a slightly DRUNK QUINTET who sing the 
a-cappella introduction of WAR’s, Slippin’ Into Darkness.

ALL THE MEN
...I was slippin into darkness/When 
they took my friend away/ I was 
slippin’ into darkness/When they 
took my friend away/ You know he 
loved to drink good whiskey/ While 
laughing at the moon...

INSERT - Earl crosses by the Piano Room and finds his way 
back in front of the Pippin painting. He examines the 
loneliness of the Man On The Bench. He studies him. 

Deacon Hampton pounds his foot on the wooden floor counting 
in the band, who comes in right on time. 

INT. MOMMY HAMPTONS - KITCHEN - SAME

SHIRLEY
And yes this is some bullshit here.

BELLA
I don’t understand. It was all 
going right. All smoothly. 
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Bella paces. She is frantic, scrambled. 

BELLA (CONT’D)
This is not how is goes. Obituary, 
bleach, pills, Zippy, Mommy’s 
party, sex, where in the hell did 
Shakeem come from? Why is he-

SHIRLEY
I’ll tell you how it should go. 
It’s time we talk about taking him 
somewhere he can rest. I emailed 
several options. Go head look on 
your fancy watch.

Bella darts her with a stare. Her best friend notices her 
worry.

SHIRLEY (CONT’D)
Bells, baby. Its gone too far now. 
I mean you got Mommy in here acting 
like your real mother that died 
last year.  

Bella shrugs off her comforting hand. 

SHIRLEY (CONT’D)
He’s talking to a ghost baby. A 
ghost. This is your best friend 
talking. This man. My brother. 
Doesn’t even recognize his own twin 
sister. Me Shirlene, not Earlene. 
Shirlene. You’d think a person who 
shared a bed with you until ya were 
a tween would remember.

Bella resists this news washing over her.

BACK TO:

INT. MOMMY HAMPTONS - PIANO ROOM - SAME

WE HEAR the MEN belting out great harmony. Mommy Hampton 
walks up to next to Earl, who is still hypnotized by the Man 
On The Bench.

MOMMY HAMPTON
It’s beautiful isn’t it? You look 
at this painting like Pappy did. 
The primary colors. The oil and 
canvas. It’s a wonder. This 
painting. You don’t know if he’s 
waiting or wondering. 

(MORE)

95.



If he is searching or resting, 
soaking up God’s free sun balm. 

EARL
He is. I feel like him. 

MOMMY HAMPTON
Ohhh you’re not him. You’re Earl 
The Wall Jenkins. You aren’t 
searching. You are here young man. 
You are present, with my beautiful 
Isabella on your arm.

Earl gives her a look akin to hope. Mommy Hampton squeezes 
his hand. 

MOMMY HAMPTON (CONT’D)
How them hands feeling tonight? You 
wanna play me something on the 
piano?

EARL
Naw, Imma hang with my man Shakeem.

Shakeem is now present next to Earl. He waves at Mommy 
Hampton, who looks around Earl and see’s nothing. 

MOMMY HAMPTON
Shakeem is your friend? Earl 
there’s no one next to you. 

EARL
Yeah he is. He’s right here. Say 
hello man.

(sutto to Shakeem)
She old AF her eyes prolly bad.

MOMMY HAMPTON
Earl do me a favor and go to the 
piano. I want you to play something 
for me. For my birthday. Shakeem 
can come too.

INT. MOMMY HAMPTONS-KITCHEN - SAME

The two friends battle from either side to the wide island. 

BELLA
I wake up and the burden is on my 
mind every-

MOMMY HAMPTON (CONT'D)
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SHIRLEY
Don’t give me that burden speech 
shit you give them lonely women 
down at your shelter. I will give 
you the same advice you gave me 
when your brother, the good deacon 
out there, decided to leave me for 
that waiter down at Mitchell’s, 

(mocking Bella)
You’ll be fine and find your groove 
again.

BELLA
I’m not trying to find my groove, I 
want my husband back. 

Greedy pops in.

GREEDY
Hey anybody see that girl with the 
(cups his hands over his chest)and 
the (cups his hands far from his 
rear end) in the pink?

BELLA
Bye Greedy.

SHIRLEY
Bitch. (=if you don’t get 
your ass out of here.

Shirley picks up an orange and throws it at the horny 
visitant.

SHIRLEY (CONT’D)
See-ster. Listen good to me. We 
have been on this journey for two 
years. Two year-

BELLA
You don’t think I kno-

SHIRLEY
Two. Since his last MRI, his 
dementia has gotten worse and 
worse. Your husband’s soul is stuck 
in the mind and body of a 39 year 
old, ex football player. So stop it 
with the games and shit. Now he’s 
come back every other time I’ll 
give you that, but...we knew it was 
a possibility... It’s time to let 
him go. 

Mommy Hampton bursts in the kitchen.

97.



MOMMY HAMPTON
He’s ready for you my love, but uh 
I don’t know how to quite say this, 
but he’s, uh, he’s sitting at the 
piano with your dead son from your 
first marriage? 

INT. MOMMY HAMPTONS - PIANO ROOM - SAME

Bella flows into the room to applause. She’s a good actress. 
Earl stands down Deacon Hampton. 

EARL
I got it from here Deac.

Deacon Hampton hands him the sheet music. 

DEACON HAMPTON
(to Bella)

I got to go freshen up before I go 
on next. 

A few more FRIENDS slide into the room.

EARL
(to Bella)

You wanna sing this?

BELLA
(whispers in his ear)

How ‘bout you sing it?, and I’ll 
join in. 

EARL
Don’t be coming in flat nah. 

BELLA
E Flat Brooklyn.

Earl eyes the sheet music. He counts in the band. 

EARL
A five, six, a seve-

The Bass player begins to thumb out the bass line to a 
stripped down version of Barry White’s sultry classic, 
Playing Your Game, Baby. Earl eases in on the first verse. 

EARL (CONT’D)
You touch me, baby/ But don’t cha 
know/You can’t hide/No, no 
baby/When you give it up/It’s only 
enough/To get me by.
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Bella hops atop the piano. 

EARL (CONT’D)
You’re playing a game/It’s so 
plain/You want me to win.

The crowd’s snapping and feeling this groove. Bella joins in. 

BELLA
I’m willing to play/What ever you 
say/ If love is the end. Playing 
your game baby/Your game baby/Just 
you and me/Playin’ your game 
baby/Your game baby/Nobody, but you 
and me.

At this point, the band starts to groove and FRIENDS start 
popping up and dance a nice two step to this impromptu 
groove. Greedy and Shirley are even swaying to and fro.

EARL
You start, you stop/You know what 
you got/Is what I need/Oh, yes it 
is/

BELLA
When you give it up/It’s only 
enough/ To make me say/ Oh wee

EARL
That you’re playin’ a game/It’s so 
plain/you want me to win/

BELLA
Boy, I’ll play/What ever you say/ 
If love is the end

EARL & BELLA
Playin’ your game, baby/ Your game 
baby/Just you and me/ Playing your 
game baby/Your game, baby/ Nobody 
but you and me.

At that point, friends are clapping and cheering. A fine 
standing ovation. Earl and Bella stand and bow. Shakeem even 
toasts him. Earl looks at Bella’s radiant skin, a look of 
love, a look of discovery, a look of lust. The band counts 
back in. Bella has that same prowess look of lechery...

WHIP PAN TO:
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INT. MOMMY HAMPTON’S UPSTAIRS BEDROOM - SAME

Bella and Earl kiss passionately as they undress each other 
in the candlelit room, bumping and thumping into things until 
they fall onto the bed. 

IN THE PIANO ROOM - Partygoers talk among themselves until 
they hear the banging from upstairs, causing them all to look 
up. WE SEE the chandelier shake and sway. 

DEACON HAMPTON twirls in, a la Trixie Mattel, in full drag, 
lashes, head dress and full regalia. 

DEACON HAMPTON
Y’all ready for this dancing 
queen.(then) What?

He stares at what everyone else is staring at. Boom, Boom, 
Boom. Greedy is proud.

EARL
(os)

Do I need to get a condom?

BACK TO:

Bella blows out the last candle. From darkness WE SEE ten 
FLASHES of their love making FADE IN from darkness to various 
positions of passion against BOYS II MEN’s Intro countdown of 
the sexy slow jam, UHH AHH until they both fall back onto the 
bed in exhaustion.  

They stare at the Palmetto Ceiling Medallion of the mid sized 
room. Bella begins giggling. 

EARL (CONT’D)
I hope that’s not at my 
performance.

BELLA
No baby, never. Your stamina, your 
creativity, no baby you hit every 
slippery corner.

Earl begins to get up when Bella arrests him.

BELLA (CONT’D)
Who told you we were done? We just 
gettin-
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EARL
I gotta get back downstairs, I 
don’t want my friend Shakeem to 
think I left him. 

BELLA
Tsk.

Earl senses the tension and leans back down on the bed. Bella 
rolls away from him. He climbs back into bed. From above WE 
SEE her consoling herself. 

BELLA (CONT’D)
Your friend Shakeem?, how long have 
you known him?

EARL
A few-, I mean, damn, that’s a good 
question. 

BELLA
And how often do y’all hang out?

EARL
I mean I see him around Bed Stuy 
from time to time. He just pops up.

BELLA
Earl?, Stay away from Shakeem. He’s 
not good for you. He’s trouble. I 
need to be all the way honest with 
you Earl, Shakeem is really my-, 
Shakeem is really our-

SNORRRRRTTTTTT. ZZZZZZZZZ. She turns her attention back to 
him. She adorns her beautiful snoring beau and adjusts the 
comforter over his naked chest as he nuzzles in. She 
tearfully turns away from him. 

BELLA (CONT’D)
Good night Brooklyn.

EXT. CORNER BODEGA - MORNING

Alicia waits as Earl exits the store with snacks and a pack 
of cigarettes. He hands her five and crumbles the rest.

EARL
You don’t need the whole box of 
cancer sticks. One a day. You 
promised. 

Alicia smacks her lips and they walk.
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ALICIA
You can spare me the deets on the 
old people sex, but you see 
yourself being with her? Now that 
you’ve done the poodie doo. 

EARL
It was like magic. I kept seeing 
all these dreams, but they felt 
like memories. I seen myself at a 
picnic in the park with her, at the 
movies, in the kitchen making 
gravy. But-

Alicia urges him on with a singular unlit square. 

EARL (CONT’D)
But I wasn’t me, I mean I was me, 
but I was an old man. 

ALICIA
You are an old man.

Earl pulls Alicia to a nearby park bench.

EARL
Okay, Imma tell you this and then 
we gotta get going. But, but, but 
you gotta keep it, ya know, on the 
under. 

Alicia locks her lips with an imaginary key.

EARL (CONT’D)
I have a disease from my years of 
football. A bi-polar disease, 
prolly from concussions and stuff. 
They cause me to have black outs. I 
even think I may have really hurt a 
few people. So before I really 
cause damage I decided to take 
matters in my own hands. 

Alicia lights the square. 

ALICIA
You got a disease from, like, 
cleaning chemicals? 

EARL
No man, are you listening? I nearly 
was at the pearly gates when I saw 
her, the queen. 

(MORE)

102.



The same queen I saw when I was 
banging Ms. Bella. I saw her right 
after I hung myself.

ALICIA
Unc?

EARL
I saw us young, like I am now, and 
then I saw us together, but she was 
old and I was old too.  

Alicia folds her head into her hands.

EARL (CONT’D)
Exactly, but now we have a problem. 
Now I feel like, like, I suppose to 
be- I saw myself as an old man 
growing old with her. What does 
that mean?

Behind Alicia, Earl see’s Shakeem in the b.g. waving NO!, 
NO!, NO! Earl motions to him to stop. 

ALICIA
Unc. You okay? You tired?

EARL
(angry)

I’m fine. It’s just Shakeem-

He waves off the ghost again. Alicia turns to see no one. 

ALICIA
Unc, why don’t you just pay the 
school the fine for me and you go 
home and get some rest. It’s the 
last day of suspension it will be 
okay. 

Earl pulls out a wad of bills, the teenager peels back some 
and returns the rest, thinks, then grabs a few more bills. 

He gets up and runs after the ghost. Alicia’s eyes follow him 
as he rounds the corner. She jumps on her cell phone. 

INT. ART STUDIO - DAY

Bella sits and stares at LaKiesha and Gregory, who are 
fidgety and nervous. 

EARL (CONT'D)
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BELLA
I asked both of you to come here 
today to come up with some sort of 
a plan. Time’s up for you two. You 
both been talking, but not to each 
other, so, talk?

They both tear into each other without taking breaths.

BELLA (CONT’D)
Taut, taut, taut. One at a time.

LAKIESHA
His-

Before she can get a word out, George barks over her and the 
two go at it again. The enraged lovers don’t notice Bella 
step away. 

EXT. BROOKLYN PARK - MORNING

Earl runs through the park, searching for his friend, the 
ghost. Earl passes Shakeem as the youngster sits among a few 
OLDER MEN who play chess and dominoes, one of whom is Havana 
Fats. 

EARL
(to Havana)

Hey fats?, You see a young boy, 
bout yeah high. Go by the name of 
Shakeem. 

Havana eyes his ivory pieces and puffs his cigar.

HAVANA FATS
Not today, Earl, not today.

Earl eyes his domino hand. 

EARL
Man you can’t win with a house full 
a blanks.

SHAKEEM
(os)

Over here jive turkey. 

Earl turns and goes over to Shakeem who sits a few matches 
over.

EARL
Shakeem we need to talk. People 
round here saying you are bad news. 

(MORE)
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You into something I need to know 
about?

SHAKEEM
Who saying that?, Your ol’ lady?

EARL
Yes, she say you bad news and to 
leave you alone. You need to come 
with me so I can introduce- 

SHAKEEM
Nah man later for your ole lady, 
She just scared that I’m helping 
you fulfill your destiny. I saw 
that standing ovation you got at 
that party. It was far out. 

EARL
(thinking)

I did get a standing O, huh?

SHAKEEM
Yeah man, you had all them brothers 
and sisters moving and groovin’.  
and wasn’t that the last thing on 
your list?

EARL
It was.

SHAKEEM
Well let’s get busy dying then.

Havana Fats notices Earl talking at an empty table.

INT. ART STUDIO - DAY

BELLA
To your corners, the both of you. 
We’ve been in circles the entire 
morning. 

Before they can start up again, Bella shushes them. 

BELLA (CONT’D)
Before I was a psychologist, I 
dreamed of having a place that 
could help people. Couples, 
addicts, alcoholics and the rest of 
the folks whose families threw them 
away. I gave up on that dream until 
I met my husband. 

EARL (CONT'D)

(MORE)
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He wasn’t educated, he wasn’t well 
spoken, but he had a heart the 
width of Texas.

Bella picks up some nearby colored pencils. 

BELLA (CONT’D)
I was a court artiste on break at 
Dylan’s coffee shop and a musty 
janitor walked up to me and said, 
“dance with me beautiful.” I think 
some Frankie Lymon was playing. I 
was thrown by his confidence, I, 
prim and proper, and he, not so 
much. I found myself dancing with 
him and talking for seven hours. 
Laughing seven hours straight and 
for the life of me I can’t remember 
one point of our conversation, but 
it felt comfortable. I told him 
about my dreams and being stuck at 
a dead end court job. But then I 
made him wait to see me again, I 
was a devil back then, but he 
waited and waited. Came and brought 
me a yellow rose everyday. One year 
later, almost to the day, I married 
that man and as we danced our first 
dance, he told me he knew I was the 
one as soon as he laid eyes on me. 
Said I was his queen and he my 
servant.  

INSERT - Earl and YOUNG BELLA dancing inside a small diner.

INSERT - Earl and Young Bella dancing at their wedding. 

BELLA (CONT’D)
That man promised me that anything 
I could dream he would get me. He 
got a new job at the Meadowlands 
Stadium, working day n’ night, 
cleaning stadium seats, working on 
holidays, working any game he could 
get hours for, training himself to 
be a groundskeeper. 

INSERT  - Earl sweeping the stadium. Earl pushing soiled 
uniforms.

BELLA (CONT’D)
All so he could pay for me to 
become a doctor. Gave up his dreams 
an’ waited until I finished mine. 

BELLA (CONT’D)
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He even bought the brownstone we 
live in now, moved from upstairs to 
downstairs. Then bought this place 
for me cause he knew I wanted to 
give back to the community. That 
man worked for me until he got 
arthritis, worked until the 
cartilage in his knees were gone, 
and after forty years of service 
all they gave him was a tired 
jersey and replica championship 
ring. Five years ago his knee gave 
out, hit his head.

INSERT - Bella talking to the DOCTOR inside his office, He 
shows her some dark spots on an X-ray.

BELLA (CONT’D)
We went to the doctor, well, it 
wasn’t good news. He said my 
husband would maybe have six months 
before the dementia turned him into 
a vegetable. That was four years 
ago.  

Lakiesha is welled up with tears, as are Gregory’s.

BELLA (CONT’D)
If you ain’t got a love that can 
stand the tests of life, you ain’t 
got a love worth saving. 

(to Lakiesha)
If you ain’t willing to swallow 
your pride, your love ain’t one 
that can stand the rigors of his 
addiction. 

(to Gregory)
If you can’t humble yourself enough 
to serve her over these drugs, your 
love is a selfish one and not 
worthy to give to this woman.

She grabs their hands. 

BELLA (CONT’D)
Either you’re in it for better and 
worse, or get out. Now. Most times 
you can only appreciate the better 
after the worse.

A knock on the door seal disrupts the three.

BELLA (CONT’D)

107.



EARL
(os)

I’m sorry, was y’all praying? I can 
come back. 

BELLA
No baby, we were finished.

BELLA (CONT’D)
(to the couple)

A year is all the time I had to 
give you. I hope I served you well. 

Bella ushers the couple in limbo to the door. LaKiesha hugs 
Earl for dear life as he stiffens. They leave. 

BELLA (CONT’D)
Well Brooklyn, this is a pleasant 
surprise. 

EARL
I came to get my picture painted.

He poses. Then starts to unbutton his shirt.

BELLA
All classes are done for the day, 
but you can walk me home if you 
like. 

EARL
I’d like. 

Bella grabs her things and presses a few buttons on her 
watch, which turns off the music and lights.

INT. ART STUDIO/SHELTER - EVENING

They make their way down the stairwell and out the door. 

EXT. BROOKLYN BROWNSTONES - CONTINUOUS

Bella locks the door to the shelter and the two make their 
way down the stoop and onto the sidewalk. 

BELLA
We have synergy, I was just talking 
about you and voila, here you are.  

EARL
I was thinking about you too and 
Oil of Olay.
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WE TRACK the couple out of the BROWNSTONE/SHELTER and towards 
Bella’s Brownstone, which is literally next door. 

BELLA
What were you thinking about? 
Breaking my back the other night?

They reach the top of the steps on her stoop. 

IN THE MUD ROOM - Earl leans Bella up against the wall. He is 
the aggressor this time.

EARL
I wanna see something. 

Earl pins the wanting Bella’s arms against the wall and 
kisses her with passion.

INSERT FLASHBACKS - of Earl and Young Bella laughing on the 
stoop, Swinging on swings at the park, enjoying ice cream on 
a bench and laughing.

Earl and Bella passionately kiss. 

INSERT FLASHBACKS - Earl’s POV Bella stands over him with a 
medicine bottle. Bella being knocked down to the ground by 
Earl and screaming. He looks at his reflection in a nearby 
window he see’s OLD MAN EARL (60’s, gray, darker and 
wrinkled).

Earl releases Bella and backs up obviously shaken.

BELLA
What’s wrong? Did I bite you?

Earl runs up the stairs. Bella follows him. He shuts the door 
in her face. She knocks. 

BELLA (CONT’D)
Earl. Earl. Talk to me.

EARL
(os)

Go away. I-I-I just need a little 
space. 

They talk to each other through the closed door.

INT. EARL'S APARTMENT/LIVING ROOM - DUSK

Earl sits with his back to the door. As does Bella. 
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EARL
I, I, I’m losing it Bella. I can 
feel a blackout coming and I don’t 
wanna hurt you. 

BELLA
(os)

Earl, you won’t hurt me.

EARL
(os)

Just, just go away now.

BELLA
I will not.

EARL
Listen, I just need some time. I 
just need to sort myself out.

BELLA
What does any of that mean? Earl, 
I, I’m in love with you. Earl?

EARL
Just give me until the morning. If 
I’m- If I see you in the morning. I- 
If we are meant to be in each 
others life, for the rest of our 
lives, just give me until the 
morning.

BELLA
What are you saying? What does that 
mean?

Bella knocks on the door. She impatiently knocks again. WE 
HEAR a distant door in Earl’s apartment slam shut. 

INT. BELLA'S HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Bella races down to her apartment.

INT. BELLA'S APARTMENT/WINDOW - CONTINUOUS

She runs to the window, checks outside. No Earl. She looks 
more and then plops down near her window. She is fidgety. 

She pops up and begins searching for something. She opens a 
drawer and pushes aside some paint brushes. Nothing. Opens a 
few cabinets. Not it. Searches an old console near her front 
door. Eureka! 
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BACK AT THE WINDOW - Bella plops down and opens an old tin 
box, she removes a few pictures and pulls out some Zig Zag 
wrapping paper and a small eighth of marijuana. She rolls 
herself a spliff.  

INT. EARL'S APARTMENT/LIVING ROOM - SAME

EARL
(on the phone)

Yes, be here at 10pm sharp please. 
Thank you.

AT HIS DESK - Earl sits and throws some paper into his Royal, 
let’s out an eructation. He rubs his knees to steady their 
nervous bounce.

SHAKEEM
I know what you thinking turkey and 
it don’t work like that.

EARL
Shut up Shakeem. How did you even 
get in here?, The door is locked.

SHAKEEM
I’m always here old man.

Earl starts typing. Fast and purposeful. Shakeem looks over 
his shoulder.

SHAKEEM (CONT’D)
It ain’t gonna work. 

EARL
Sure it will and if it don’t I’ll, 
I’ll let fate have it’s way. Bye 
Shakeem.

Earl rips out the obit.

EARL (CONT’D)
(vo)

Today, Earl “The Wall” Jenkins a 
man among boys, and on the football 
field a god among mortals, decided 
to take his own life in order to 
spare loved ones around him. Earl 
hated stale Funyons, French movies 
with fast subtitles and crooked 
deacons and ministers. In that 
order.
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INSERT - Earl goes to his closet and puts on his nice cleaned 
suit, shirt and tie.

EARL (CONT’D)
(vo)

Yet he loved Sunday Mornings 
getting ready to take the field 
watching his brothers ready 
themselves for battle, 

INSERT FLASHBACK - Earl in full janitor’s gear holding a push 
broom as FOOTBALL PLAYERS run past him.

EARL (CONT’D)
The Wall loved listening to jazz, 
playing piano for music lovers, and 
later in life, appreciated fine 
art. 

INSERT - Earl pushing a garden hose out of his second story 
window. 

INSERT - Earl giving a YELLOW TAXI CAB a small wad of cash. 

EARL (CONT’D)
Hey I have to wait for my wife she 
ain’t never ready, but here keep 
the car running until we come back 
out.

INSERT - Earl secretly putting the end of the garden hose 
into the tail pipe of the taxi.

EARL (CONT’D)
(vo)

He lived a life with very few 
regrets. He asks that his body and 
good organs be left to those who 
need them and his brain be studied 
for those who have had to deal with 
brain damage due to football. 

BACK INSIDE - Earl shuts all the windows in his apartment. 
And tucks towels under the door. Shakeem urges him on.

SHAKEEM
Yeah, you don’t want nothing 
escaping down to your old lady. 

Earl passes through Shakeem and sits on his couch. 
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EARL
(vo)

Earl is survived by his beloved dog 
and best friend in the world Zippy. 
Well Zippy is here on earth but his 
soul is in heaven. Good night 
Brooklyn.

Earl folds and tucks his obit in an envelope. He places it on 
a coffee table underneath the framed picture of him on the 
shoulders of a few NY GIANTS’ PLAYERS. He coughs from some of 
the exhaust coming through the garden hose.

He grabs his Replica Championship Ring and places it on his 
finger, folds his hands and closes his drowsy eyes. Shakeem 
is next to him and holds the same pose.

INT. EARL'S APARTMENT/LIVING ROOM - MORNING

Light peeks through Earl’s windows and WE HEAR lawn mowing 
equipment in the distance. Earl peels one of his eyes open. 
He scans the apartment. Then opens his other eye. He checks 
his body. Still there. 

He goes to check the hose. Still there. 

EARL
(sutto)

I must have some super powers.

He looks at his front door, notices it’s the one door he 
didn’t cover with a towel.

EARL (CONT’D)
Oh my Damn.

Earl runs out of the apartment. 

INT. BELLA'S HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Earl barrels down the stairs and bangs on her door. 
Channeling West Side Story, he screams her name.

EARL
BELLLLLAAAAA!!! BELLAAAAA!!!

Deacon Hampton walks in through the mud room. Earl notices 
the make up free pianist. 

EARL (CONT’D)
Bella, where is she?
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DEACON HAMPTON
You didn’t hear. She down at the 
Interfaith hospital becau-

EARL
Oh Lord, Oh no, Oh God, I killed 
her.

Earl pushes Deacon Hampton aside and bursts out of the door.

EXT. BROOKLYN STREETS - CONTINUOUS

Earl runs down the block and through the streets, in between 
cars. He is run/hobbles at a recklessly clunky speed.

INT. HOSPITAL WAITING ROOM - SAME

The dank, off white wall make the space seem depressing. 
Lakiesha sobs and sits at a bench. Earl runs to her and 
kneels near her knees. 

EARL
Where is she? Where is she?

LAKIESHA
She’s with the doctors-

EARL
Oh God, I’m too late. I’m too late.

(falls to his knees)
Dear God let her live, let her 
live. I love this woman.

BELLA
(os)

Earl? Baby, you okay. 

Earl pops up and hugs the life out of her. 

EARL
I thought I lost you baby. What did 
the doctors say? Are you okay?

BELLA
I’m fine, but Gregory will need to 
stay here to be evaluated.

EARL
Gregory?, What?
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BELLA
You are scaring me. How did you get 
here? Did Deacon Hampton check on-

EARL
I ran here. But that ain’t the 
point.

BELLA
Let’s sit down. 

She does, but Earl refuses. 

EARL
No listen, Bella. Listen. When I 
heard you were here I felt an 
emptiness in the bottom of my 
stomach like never before. And if 
spending the rest of my life with 
you will assure that I don’t feel 
that feeling again, then I wanna 
marry you. Even if we aren’t meant 
to be together long, I want to 
spend any days you or I have left 
learning and loving you and 
avoiding that emptiness. 

Earl feebly falls to one knee and pulls off his replica 
championship ring. 

EARL (CONT’D (CONT’D)
Bella, Isabella, will you leave 
your husband and be my wife?

Bella bursts out a quivered laugh.

BELLA
Yes, Earl. Yes I will. 

The few PATIENTS and ORDERLIES clap and jeer. 

INT. BELLA'S KITCHEN - EVENING

Bella comes in as a radiant bride, she wears a simple creme 
sleeveless dress with gloves and a matching fastener top her 
updo. Shirley slurps her green juice drink.  

BELLA
Do you always have to slurp so 
rudely?
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SHIRLEY
Why aren’t we at Mommy’s house? 
(slurp)Every other time we are at 
Mommy’s, every other time you are 
the asker. (Slurp) Every other time 
you are the damsel that needed 
saving and my brother the rescuer, 
(slurp) just like in ‘69. 
(slurp/gone) It went from one week 
spells, to two weeks, now its been 
six between his last moment of 
clarity, and he seeing ghosts. So 
what’s-

BELLA
You don’t think I know that? I try 
my best to keep us ten steps ahead 
of Father Time. 

Shirley slowly rises and moves into the space of our bride. 

SHIRLEY
Let me tell you one thing. Mrs 
Isabella, Dr. Gloria Isabella 
Jenkins. This here the last lie. 
The last time. If he ain’t come out 
of the fog tonight. We calling Dr. 
Monroe. 

BELLA
So he can shoot him up with drugs 
again?, Give him the shakes? That’s 
what you want?, Oh or you wanna do 
that herb treatment you found 
online that nearly gave him a 
stroke?

Bella excuses herself to the opposite end of the kitchen. 

BELLA (CONT’D)
Do you even know what a promise 
means? Do you know the depths of 
it. After the last diagnosis he 
made me promise not to let him 
become a zombie like Rev. James, 
make sure his life had some 
meaning. Yes I took a few liberties 
that I knew would make him have 
some peace in this dark place. 
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SHIRLEY
But it started off just going back 
to MetLife and letting him walk the 
grounds, then he’d come back to his 
whits, but now it’s a whole goddamn 
family production. You even got 
washed up ass Mable playing the 
roll of your mother whose been dead 
for a year and change. 

INT. EARL'S BEDROOM - SAME

LOCKJAW JOE is helping Earl into his suit. He buttons his 
shirt, cuffs, etc. Over his dressing WE HEAR Bella.  

BELLA
(vo)

I found my life love Shirley. I 
found my best half. My everything. 
And until that man is in the 
ground, I will exercise every ounce 
of every breath I have to make his 
life one worth living. If I got to 
sacrifice every minute, of every 
day, attending to, setting up, 
cooking, cleaning, de-trapping to 
keep up the theater in his mind, I 
will do that. Because that’s my 
kinda love, even if the means his 
better is my worse. Now try to stop 
me.

INSERT - Earl makes his way out of his apartment and down the 
stairs with Lockjaw Joe in tow. 

BELLA (CONT’D)
(vo)

I made a promise to him 47 years 
ago that I would love him through 
good and bad, better and worse. And 
its got worse, lord knows it has...

INT. BELLA'S APARTMENT - SAME

EARL’s POV - Mommy and a few of her party’s FRIENDS are in 
the decorated apartment. Pastor Smith stands at the makeshift 
alter and proudly stares at his friend.

PASTOR SMITH
Stand right next to the best man. 
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Zippy is taped together with silver duct tape and sits next 
to his old master. 

INT. BELLA'S KITCHEN - SAME

SHIRLEY
Bitch, this masquerade been going 
on for two years. 

BELLA
But the joy of the last two years 
is that I get to marry the love of 
my life every month over and over 
again. Over and over again. Seeing 
his beaming face, looking into his 
clear pecan eyes.

SHIRLEY
At what cost?

Deacon Hampton pops his head in. 

DEACON HAMPTON
Everyone’s here.

(notices Bella)
You look even better than last 
month.

Deacon Hampton and Shirley sneer at each other. Bella reaches 
for her best friend’s hand. 

BELLA
You were with me at the first one 
and you’re with me now. Don’t think 
I don’t appreciate your brutal 
honesty see-ster, but let me love 
that man the only way I know how. 
Forever.

SHIRLEY
Bitch. (= you know I got you)

INT. BELLA'S APARTMENT - SAME

EARL’s POV - Pastor Smith stands with an ear to ear grin. 

PASTOR SMITH
And this is the part where you can 
now seal this life commitment with 
a big...juicy...passionate...holy 
kiss. 
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EARL’s POV - He lifts the small veil of the hair fastener and 
lands a kiss on his wife...again. 

As they finish and turn, Bella is as happy as a school girl 
and WE SEE OLD EARL (60’s, debonair and smooth)its as if he 
is seeing her without a haze of confusion.  

Deacon Hampton fumbles with an iPod, but manages to turn on 
Frankie Lymon and the Teenagers classic, Creation of Love.

Earl grabs the hand of his bride.

OLD EARL
Dance with me beautiful?

With tear filled eyes Bella wraps her arms around his 
shoulders and rests her head on his chest. 

OLD EARL (CONT’D)
How long was I gone this time Bell?

She turns her gaze to him and stares into his hopeful and 
alert eyes. 

BELLA
Just a few days baby. Just a few 
short days. 

DEACON HAMPTON
(os)

Everybody join in on the couple’s 
first dance. 

And they dance their first dance for the twenty fifth time 
just like it was the first time.

FADE TO CREDITS

Over Credits WE REVEAL a few key happenings: 

FADE IN

INT. BASEMENT

Bella walking in with a Mangled Zippy The Dog and throws him 
onto a pile of other mangled Zippy taxidermic canines.

FADE TO:

INT. EARL'S APARTMENT

INSERT - Bella pours out a bleach bottle and fills it with 
rose water and coconut water. She seals it. 
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INSERT - Bella crushes baby aspirin, fills capsules, places 
all of the medicine in his cabinet. 

INSERT - Bella straightens Earl’s apartment after the failed 
hanging attempt. 

FADE TO:

INT. DALE’S DONUTS

Bella sits among Earl’s friends HAVANA, JOE and PASTOR SMITH. 
Dale Jr. hands her a wad of cash.

FADE TO:

EXT. BROADWAY BLVD. - NIGHT

OLD EARL with SHAKEEM playing Air Organ and gyrating. 

During the struggle, the Police Man notice the NOTE sewn into 
Old Earl’s jacket shows his partner.

INT. BELLA'S APARTMENT/WINDOW

Bella sits and sews the patch into Old Earl’s jacket. WE SEE 
THE PATCH

THE PATCH
MY NAME IS EARL JENKINS. I SUFFER 
FROM DEMENTIA. MY ADDRESS IS 886 
MACON STREET, BROOKLYN, NY 11233

INT. BELLA'S APARTMENT/WINDOW - MORNING

At her window. Bella sits and opens a small cabinet, which 
reveals three monitors. WE SEE OLD EARL in his apartment 
putting out the fire from the tea incident. Bella laughs and 
then pops up. 

FADE TO:

Bella tying the noose knot and then taking an X-acto knife 
and cutting enough of the rope to cause it to fray. 

EXT. BELLA'S BROWNSTONE - NIGHT

In the B.g. WE SEE the taxi take off. She drags on the joint 
and blows the smoke into the hose and into Earl’s apartment. 
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INT. MOMMY HAMPTONS - PIANO ROOM - NIGHT

Shirley sneaks her way to the mic with a notepad. Mommy sits 
with her eyes closed and head in her palm. 

GREEDY
Don’t nobody wanna hear them sad 
ass poems.

MOMMY HAMPTON
Let her say her piece please.
Go on baby. 

SHIRLEY
Thank you Mommy.

(reads from a notebook)
I wrote this piece when I was 
locked up in solitary one time. 
After being called a number. 
300142. I was beginning to forget 
who I was. Above my bunk are 
seventeen pictures. Seventeen 
pictures of beautiful black faces. 
My grandparents both dead. My 
mother dead. My daddy dead to me. 
Brothers, aunts and uncles stare at 
me when I touch myself at night 
because of aloneliness. The bright 
spot on this ceiling are my 
beautiful twin nieces, they run to 
me always with a smile, they hug me 
at the knees, they look in my eyes, 
they never judge me, and that’s 
love to me. They look into my eyes, 
they never judge me and that’s love 
to me.

There are a few dismal claps. Shirley bows with pride only 
found at an opening night on Broadway. 

GREEDY
You was only locked up a three day 
weekend for smacking that horse in 
Central Park wit Deac’s makeup bag.

SHIRLEY
Bitch. (=shut up Greedy)

FIN. 
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