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FADE IN:

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY (MAY LATE 80’S)

Small house in quiet residential area, close to Indiana University Campus.

The small living room is dominated by overflowing large bookcases lining 
a wall. The shelves full of books, picture frames, masks, and vinyl 
records.

In the background MALIAN MUSIC emanates from two large speakers 
flanking a red leather couch. 

An extraordinarily beautiful African woman (40’s), SUAD MAHMOOD 
BECKER, studies her reflection in a mirror, slowly adjusting a large 
earring, as she speaks with disdain.

SUAD
I should have listened to my grand mother, 
she kept telling me if you are going to 
marry a white man, don’t marry a Jew, 
they are good lovers, but too neurotic.

We see the back of her husband, DAVID BECKER, a bald bearded man in 
his 50’, with a bad posture.

David, uncomfortable, fills with great care his pipe. 

SUAD (CONT’D)
Neurotic and predictable I should add, 
middle aged, leaving family for his young 
student, so cliche, so pathetic.

Suad turns to glance at David, his hunched shoulder underscore a sense 
of defeat

CUT TO:
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INT. KIM’S BEDROOM - DAY (SAME TIME)

Objects scattered on the floor indicate a young girl occupies the small 
bedroom. The floor is covered with girl’s clothes, shoes, magazines, 
books, and a box of Girl Scout cookies.

On the red wall hangs a poster of Madonna and a Baule mask.

A preteen girl, KIM BECKER, with unruly dark hair, held by a large colorful 
yellow scarf, spies on her parents through the half closed bedroom door.

With tears in her eyes, she embraces her knees, rocking on her bed. 
Impatient, she picks from the pillow an old raggedy doll to caress it with 
soothing gestures, murmuring 

KIM
The teensy, weensy spider went up the 
waterspout --

Overcome by emotion, she uses the doll hands to cover her ears as she 
shakes her head in denial.

DAVID (O.S.)
It’s not that. You don’t understand. We 
talk about many things!

CUT TO:

LIVINGROOM

Suad feels the sting of the remark, stands even more straight in a regal 
stance.

SUAD
Oh yes. I forgot how important words are 
to a linguist.

DAVID
You don’t understand...
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CUT TO:

KIM’ BEDROOM

Suddenly, Kim stands up and tenderly lays the doll on the pillow.

KIM (CONT’D)
Sleep well my darling, don’t you fret.

With calm and determination Kim grabs from the night table a pair of 
scissors. 

DAVID (O.S.)
I’m so sorry. I still love you and Kim very 
much; I want you to be hap-- 

 SUAD (O.S.)
-- Don’t! I don’t want your pity, or 
consoling words. I want you to feel my 
angry love, my unforgiving love. 

Kim turns towards the poster of Madonna, and explodes, as a wave of 
rage engulfs her.

KIM’S HAND USING SCISSORS STABS MADONNA’S POSTER

SUAD (O.S.)
Poor David, you are pitiful in your tiresome 
insecurities, are you afraid of my merciful 
hate? ... Or my forgiveness?

Kim sobs as she disfigures Madonna’s poster, with repeated stabs, one 
eye, the other, mouth, neck, one breast, and at last the remaining 
breast.

She stops and steps back to inspect the damaged poster.
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Impatient with the pace of her destructive progress, she drops the 
scissors and starts tearing large pieces of the poster.

Exhausted, she drops on her knees holding a large piece of the poster 
against her breast

KIM
(Words broken by sobs)

Why?... I hate you... I will... 

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. KIM’S LIVING ROOM - DAY  FIFTEEN YEARS LATER .

The living room is in one-bedroom apartment, carved from the basement 
of a large townhouse, in a quiet residential street in Georgetown, 
Washington DC.

The room, sparsely furnished with IKEA furniture, contains cheap 
Indonesian folk art. On one red wall hangs the Baule mask. 

Kim, now in her mid twenties, kneels while she holds an old photograph 
against her breast.

KIM
You know, I love this picture of the three 
of us on the beach. It’s the last time we 
are a happy normal family. I am ten.

Family pictures scattered on a Moroccan red carpet surround Kim, an 
open photo album on her lap. 

Kim, wearing a white Moroccan caftan, her unruly hair constrained by a 
colorful scarf, sips a glass of wine as she observes the back of a young 
man.

PABLO ARISMENDI (mid twenties), kneeling, fiddles with the controls of a 
CD player, playing a soft SAMBA.

KIM (CONT’D)
Are you tired of my past?
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PABLO
(Soft Hispanic accent)

No, of your future... just kidding. I’m tired 
of canned samba. Here listen to this from 
Cape Verde -- 

Happy CAPE VERDE music engulfs them.

KIM
-- How come you never play tango?

PABLO
It’s too -- 

KIM
Melodramatic? You know, like a 
Venezuelan soap opera... Come sit, I want 
to show you how cute I was as a child.

IMAGE OF KIM AT SEVEN IN A BLUE DRESS AGAINST A LARGE ORANGE 
MUD BUILDING

PABLO
Wow! You were a beautiful girl. What 
happened? 

Kim gently slaps his arm

PABLO (CONT’D)
Where was this taken? 

KIM
You know, Timbuktu, I am seven.

PABLO
Wow. I thought Timbuktu was a myth; my 
mother would use it as a place out of 
reach.
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KIM
It is, but it’s real and very old. You know 
it’s university was founded in year 
thousand something ... That’s where my 
father met my mother.

Pablo moves back to the CD player and browses thru the CD’s

PABLO
We should play music from Mali.

Pablo puts the CD on, moves back to the carpet, retrieves the photo 
album from Kim’s lap, and starts flipping pages.

PABLO
God, your mother was a beautiful woman!  
Where is she now?

KIM
In Paris, with her sister, and still quiet 
beautiful, you know?

PABLO
Is this your father? 

Pablo holds a picture

PICTURE OF A BALD, BEARDED MAN, STANDING ON SOME STEPS, NEXT 
TO A YOUNG WOMAN HOLDING BOOKS CLOSE TO HER CHEST. 

PABLO
Now I understand, I thought your Star of 
David was an affectation.

KIM
(Laughs)

Yes and no. Ironic, you know my 
grandfather was an Imam. 
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PABLO
Jesus, I feel blessed! Now, who is next to 
you father, she’s kind of sexy?

KIM
One of his Graduate students --

Suddenly, a song grabs Kim’s attention. She stops talking, closes her eyes 
to hide tears, and puts her index finger on her lips to gesture Pablo to 
keep quiet

Pablo consoles Kim; he encourages her to use his lap as a pillow.

Kim rests her head, closes her eyes.

ICE CUBES IN THE SCOTCH GLASSES MELT 

Kim opens her eyes, sees Pablo’s face, with his eyes closed. She pushes 
his arm away from her, and stands up, rearranging her hair. 

KIM
I’m going to punish her, you know?

PABLO
You should let go... Anyway we need ice.

Pablo stands up and walks towards the kitchen 

PABLO (O.S.)
You need to learn forgiveness. A great Sufi 
poet --

KIM
(Raising her voice)

--Fuck you Pablo Arismendi. To forgive is 
to forget. I won’t. 

A BIG THUMP COMES FROM THE KITCHEN
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PABLO (O.S.)
I dropped the ice bucket. You know the 
saying?: “To plan is to amuse the Gods”.

INT. KIM’S LIVINGROOM - DAY         

Kim in black boots, white balloon Tuareg men’s pants, and an open silk 
blouse, has her eyes closed.

KIM
I will need the three Bambaras tomorrow!

CHARLES WITHERSPOON (in his fifties), patrician looking with, splendid 
white hair, perfectly trimmed mustache, wearing an African shirt, is on 
his knees, his arms around her waist.

He ignores her question, and keeps kissing softly her bare breasts.

KIM
Charles, do you know how important it is 
for me this fund-raiser... if we reach the 
goal I get a bonus! 

Charles stops, frustrated moves away, navigates the floor covered with 
scattered women cloths, shoes, magazines, an open box of chocolates. 
He darts for a cabinet which serves as bar.

He fills his glass with scotch, he uses it to salute Kim’s image in the 
mirror, and gulps it down. 

CHARLES
I’m acutely aware. Two three hundred 
dollars tickets, for overcooked chicken 
legs!

(Pauses)
Don’t you think that’s support?

KIM
Such petit bourgeois.

Charles, lifts his shoulders, refills his glass.
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KIM (CONT’D)
Are you bringing Emilia on Saturday?

CHARLES
No. Sicily won, it’s opening night,  and 
Tosca is one of her favorites operas... Do 
you think I should trim my moustache?

Charles gulps down his drink, refills his glass, and looks at Kim’s image on 
the mirror; pensive he caresses his mustache.

CHARLES (CONT’D)
Why in Italian operas all revenge acts have 
a twisted outcome? 

Kim, in a sensual gesture, removes her hair band, approaches Charles, 
and in a mocking tone 

KIM
Guilt my dear, it flavors pleasure ... 
Cleanses the soul, you know. 

She replaces the glass in his hand, with her own hand, with dark green 
nail polish, and leads him by the hand to the bedroom door, in a soft 
voice

KIM
Come, let’s feel guilty.

Charles follows her, protesting in a playful tone of voice.

CHARLES
What would my wife say?

EXT. DRIVEWAY - DAY         

Small rambler house, needing a coat of paint, surrounded by old trees, in 
Arlington, VA, in is a sunny morning.
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EMILIA WITHERSPOON (in her forties), in jeans and a white turtleneck 
sweater, kneels while she helps LEAH (12), in a yellow soccer uniform, 
and shin protectors.

EMILIA
Who is giving you a ride after the game?

LEAH
(An edge in her voice)

Lynn’s mother, after Fuddruckers. Aren’t 
you coming to the game?

Emilia moves to her small Subaru minivan, rummages through a large 
handbag, takes a long time to find her wallet. She takes a $20 bill, gives 
it to Leah.

EMILIA
Sorry, I can’t. There, you will need it. 

A large red van drives up.

In the back five loud, giggling girls wear yellow soccer tops. The driver, a 
woman in her thirties, needing a hairbrush, rolls down the window, 
impatient. 

SOCCER MOM
Good morning Emilia, missing the game 
again? -- You should have seen them last 
week!

Emilia touches the soccer mom’s arm, looking at the girls, and reluctantly 
laughs; while Leah enters the back of the van, and the girls greet her with 
loud giggles.

EMILIA
Yes, I know, Leah was so excited! I’m so 
sorry. We have a new -- 

The Soccer Mom interrupts Emilia with irony mixed with resentment
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SOCCER MOM
-- Yes, surprising, EPA lawyers working on 
weekends! I thought you were more the 9-
to-5 types... are you sure you still want to 
run for the PTA?

Emilia containing her anger walks away.

EMILIA (CONT’D)
Let me bring the juice, it’s my turn.

Emilia returns with a large case of small juice bottles, deposits it in the 
back of the van.

SOCCER MOM
Well off we go... oh, who drives Leah 
back?

EMILIA
Lynn’s mom. By the way, I may not be 
able to make the boosters meeting on 
Tuesday.

SOCCER MOM
I figured that. Bye.

The van, its tires screeching, races down the street.

Emilia waves, turns, retrieves, with some difficulty, a pack of cigarettes 
from the large handbag. 

She retreats behind the house, furtively lights one, as if she was 
committing a crime. 

Her back against the wall, she sits on the grass and takes a long draw, 
closing her eyes.

INT. WITHERSPOON’S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

A small master bedroom, decorated with a modern platform bed, with 
built-in side tables has a Zen look. 
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A large sitting Buddha, dominates the top of a men’s dresser.

Emilia opens her eyes, her body half covered by a bed sheet, her face 
turned down resting sideways, one arm dangling on the side of the large 
bed, her eyes following the movements of her swinging arm. 

She looks bored, unsatisfied.

Charles, in open dress shirt and socks, embarrassed by Emilia’s 
frustration, searches for his underwear.

At last he finds his boxers and puts them on with a great sigh of relief.

CHARLES
Are you hungry?

EMILIA
Starving!

Emilia wraps the bed sheet around her, and shaking her head moves 
towards the bathroom.

EMILIA (O.S.)
I didn’t have lunch today!

Emilia closes the door behind her.

CHARLES RETURNS CARRYING A LARGE BAMBOO TRAY 

Two wine glasses and a wine bottle lie sideways on the tray, flanking a 
plate of cold cuts and cheese.

He deposits the tray on one side of the bed, looks at the closed bathroom 
door, and raises his voice slightly. 

CHARLES
Will cheese and salami do?

EMILIA (O.S.)
Thanks. I’m too tired to cook ... Meetings 
all day.
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Charles opens the wine and fills two wine glasses.

He opens the bathroom door ajar and offers Emilia the full wine glass.

CHARLES
So many meetings, when do you guys do 
any work? 

EMILIA (O.S.)
Charles do you need to fill it to the brim? 
Another misdirected excess.

Charles touches his mustache, adopts an extremely courteous manners 
and in slightly exaggerated Southern accent 

CHARLES
My dear, excessive perhaps,  misdirected 
never. 

BATHROOM

Emilia, in her bathrobe, combs her long hair with deliberation, as if 
removing an unknown substance.

EMILIA
I don’t know if our February trip to 
Bahamas is what we need now. Don’t you 
think?

Charles hesitates and in silence drinks.

EMILIA (CONT’D)
It’s sad, I used to look forward to our 
vacations; even the planning gave me 
pleasure.

CHARLES
Yes, I must say, your planning was always 
perfect. 
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Anyway, you’re right, timing is not 
optimal; I don’t think Leah should miss 
school now.

INT. CLASSROOM - DAY             

The teacher, Ms Thomas (40’s), in a long skirt, and a very long somewhat 
dirty sweater, introduces Kim to Leah’s class 

MS. THOMAS
As I mentioned, Ms Becker will be showing 
some of her slides from Bali, as she shares 
with us -- 

A large textbook DROPS to the floors and interrupts Ms. Thomas.

An embarrassed student, sitting next to Leah, bends and picks it up. 

MS. THOMAS (CONT’D)
Thank you Robert, Where was I? Oh yes... 
She will share some of her experiences as 
a Peace Corp. Volunteer. Let’s welcome 
Kim Becker.

Ms. Thomas turns towards Kim at the door.

Kim wears a colorful batik vest over a saffron blouse, and her ever-
present balloon Tuareg white pants, colorful large head ban, and hoop 
earrings, takes long strides, her black boots make noise.

Some giggle and murmurs come from some of the students. The 
students, impressed, clap a warm welcome.

KIM
Thanks, I remember not too long ago I was 
sitting where you are, and you know, I 
hated lectures like this.

Some in the class laugh. Kim connects her laptop to a small projector. 
Ms. Thomas brings the light down.
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KIM (CONT’D)
So to minimize your pain I thought I would 
show some slides; if you have questions, 
you can interrupt any time.

FIRST SLIDE, the image of Kim standing in front of small rice plots, 
carved from the side of a mountain all bright green.

SECOND SLIDE. The image of groups of people carrying on their shoulders 
the dead bodies wrapped in white.

KIM (O.S.)
You know, in Bali they have this tradition, 
once a year they take the bodies of their 
relatives from their graves, wrap them in 
new white cloth and dance, sing and 
parade them around the village. 
Afterward, you know, they have a great 
meal in their honor, and re-burry the 
bodies.

CLOCK HANDS ADVANCE BELL RINGS

Kim collects her things.  Leah has stayed behind and timidly approaches 
Kim.

LEAH
Ms. Becker, my name is Leah. Awesome to 
hear about your travels, Cool and I -- 

KIM 
-- Please call me Kim, I know who you are, 
I know your dad. 

LEAH
My friend Julia and I would like to make a 
short documentary about you.

KIM
Why? 
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LEAH
It’s for the school TV news.

KIM
Do you do this often?

LEAH
No... Yes

KIM
In what sense?

LEAH
Usually we just have short news, but once 
in a while we interview someone important 
who visits the school, or an interesting 
parent. 

KIM 
(laughs)

But you know, I’m not important, and I’m 
not a parent!

LEAH
But you are interesting, have traveled and 
seen lots of stuff!

KIM
All right, I tell you what, if your mothers 
approve, you and Julia can visit me at 
work, and I will reserve some time for the 
taping. Will that do? 

Leah makes an effort to hide her excitement

LEAH
Great!  My mom is picking me up. You have 
time to meet her now?
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EXT. SCHOOL PLAYGROUND - DAY (SAME) 

Kim rests on a bench, she browses a travel magazine; its cover shows a 
perfect Caribbean beach scene.

Emilia and Leah approach, Emilia extends her arm. 

EMILIA
I’m Leah’s mother, Emilia.

Kim stands up, drops the magazine on the bench, and grabs with warmth 
Emilia’s extended hand with her two hands. 

KIM
I’m Kim. I’m so glad to finally meet you. 
Shall we sit?

Emilia, taken back, picks the travel magazine as she sits, and flips open 
pages at random, to mask her curiosity.

EMILIA
You just met Leah’s didn’t you?

KIM
Yes I did

Emilia’s finger traces the image on the cover of the Magazine, almost as 
a caress.

EMILIA
 Are you planning a trip?

KIM
I would love to. This article makes Aruba 
so inviting.

EMILIA
Yes, they make it so tempting.

Leah interjects, grabs the magazine from Emilia, and opens pages at 
random

17.

                                                                                                                 



LEAH
May I see it? We should go Mother, looks 
like fun.

Kim glancing directly at Emilia’s eyes

KIM
Yes, it could be a lovely trip.

Leah’s phone rings, giggling she moves away for privacy and starts 
texting very fast.

EMILIA
So, you agreed to be the subject for the 
girls’ mini documentary. Leah is so 
excited; it’s kind of you.

KIM
You know, they seem so energetic and  
creative. If it’s all right with you, they 
would visit my office; give them a sense of 
my work. 

EMILIA
What do you do? 

KIM
Public relations, mainly events planning for 
the National Geographic Society. And you? 

EMILIA
Mostly, Legislative Affairs at EPA, 
sometimes FOIA stuff, not very exciting ... 
Where is your accent from?

Kim laughs nervously.

KIM
French, I was born in Bamako... my father 
was doing some kind of research, met my 
mother there... What is FOIA?
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EMILIA
Stands for Freedom of Information Act. 
Anyone has the right to ask for 
information from an Agency; we spend a 
lot of effort to determine what should be 
shared with the public.

Leah returns. Emilia brings her closer and holds her by the waist. Leah 
looks directly to Kim smiling.

LEAH
Isn’t she wonderful?

Kim smiles, glances directly at Emilia’s eyes and interrupts 

KIM
Yes she is. 

Leah’s phone rings and she moves away.

Emilia, somewhat self-conscious, stands up, extends her hand to say 
goodbye 

EMILIA
Time to go. Still need to do groceries, 
there is not a drop of milk in the house.

Kim ignores the hand, comes close to Emilia, and kisses her on the cheek.

KIM
We shall say goodbye a la French.

After the ritual three kisses, still holding Emilia’s hand  Kim responds in a 
soft voice

KIM
I love your perfume

EMILIA
Thanks, it’s Lancome’s “Miracle” 
I like yours.
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Emilia retrieves her hands and steps back, as Kim, with reluctance, 
accepts closure of the moment. 

KIM
Mine is “Jade”, you know, from Banana 
Republic --

EMILIA
You find your cloths there? I like your 
style, it’s unique.

KIM
No, You know, seldom I find anything 
there. My friend, Anna has a small 
boutique downtown, on U Street. She has 
her designs made by a women’s coop in 
Bali... Would you like to visit Ana’s shop 
sometime?

EMILIA
Yes, I would love to.

INT. LEAH’S BEDROOM  - NIGHT        

The small bedroom, cluttered with books, scattered cloths, walls covered 
with posters of old films of Audrey Hepburn, contradicts the age of the 
occupant.

Leah in pajamas, her back to the door, works on her Apple laptop, 
building tittles for the documentary, the sound of Indonesian GAMELAN 
music in the background 

Emilia enters holding a cup of hot chocolate, and somewhat embarrassed 
asks.

EMILIA
Do you think you could give me a short 
tutorial on Facebook?
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LEAH
(happy)

Mother, you want to spy on me?

EMILIA
No, not at all. It’s my job; they want us to 
start using social networking tools.

Leah offers Emilia her chair, and bending over, assists  Emilia navigate 
and link to her home page in Facebook. 

LEAH’S FACE BOOK PAGE CONTAINS PROVOCATIVE IMAGES OF FRIENDS

Emilia shakes her head.

LEAH
First you must construct a profile page. 
Your age, what kind of music you like--

(laughing)
Your taste in books, films, ... men?

EMILIA
Please be serious, I don’t want to say 
anything about me. I only must join the 
page they created for us... I hate all this.

Leah, disappointed by her mother’s lack of humor, looks at the clock on 
her night table

LEAH’S POV CLOCK 9:12PM

LEAH (O.S.)
OK. What’s the link?

LEAH’S POV CLOCK 9:39PM

Leah shows signs of impatience; she has retrieved her hand, resting it 
now on the back of the chair
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LEAH
No mother! You don’t need to save it.

EMILIA
Well, thank you darling, I think I can 
manage now! ...Don’t you think some of 
the pictures you have posted are risque 
for your age? 

LEAH
You should see some of Julia’s pictures.

Emilia stands up, concerned.

EMILIA
Don’t tell me you have been sexting 
pictures of yourselves half-naked!

LEAH
No! Mother, I haven’t.

EMILIA
Good! I’m proud of --

Leah moves in front of her mirror and looks at her and her mother’s 
reflection.

LEAH
-- You shouldn’t! The only reason I have 
not is because I’m flat. My small boobs 
embarrass me. I would love mine to be like 
Julia’s; even her young brother wants to 
touch them!

EMILIA
Nonsense! You are a beautiful girl; soon 
your body will blossom. But you girls 
shouldn’t share half naked pictures! You 
never know where they will end up or who 
would use them. I should call Julia’s 
mother!

22.

                                                                                                                 



LEAH (O.S.)
I knew it. Can’t you even for a moment 
stop playing mother!

Leah explodes; she turns away and runs to the bathroom, as she slams 
the door, screaming at Emilia.

EXT. FRONT OF LANDAMARK E ST. MOVIE THEATRE - NIGHT 

Emilia and Charles, in the foyer of the movie theatre, examine a large 
poster of the film “Blue is the Warmest Colour”.

Kim and Pablo coming out from one of the theatres approach them

Kim breaks the small awkward moment with forced excitement

KIM
What a nice surprise!  This is my friend 
Pablo.

EMILIA
My husband Charles

The men shake hands

CHARLES
What did you guys see?

PABLO
(heavy accent)

A new release of a great Truffaut’s film, 
“Jules et Jim”. Did you ever see it?

CHARLES
Yes, years ago, in Boston. I was in love 
with Jeanne Moreau, her mouth! Did you 
ever see her in “Les Liasons 
Dangereueses”?
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PABLO
Yes, I liked it very much. I was fascinated 
by their relationship. It’s the perfect 
friendship between a man and a woman, 
don’t you think?

KIM
Poor Pablo, he tries so hard emulate 
Valmont, and keeps failing. 

EMILIA
Don’t you think it’s unnatural?  How many 
of us could maintain such kind of 
friendship?

KIM
Failing is OK, if one tries. Anyway, what 
are you going to see?

EMILIA
(laughing)

“Blue is the Warmest Colour”...  perfect 
training for us, as parents of a precocious 
preteen, don’t you think? 

KIM
We saw it, it’s a wonderful film, very 
sensual. intense.

PABLO
I loved the photography... great script!

CHARLES
(in mock concern)

Well let’s hope Leah doesn’t.

EMILIA
You should see some of the pictures these 
preteens post in Snapshat, 

KIM
She seems to be very levelheaded.
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EMILIA
Yes she is; it’s just Charles sense of 
humor. ... You seem to love films?

PABLO
Yes, it’s both passion and escape for me.

KIM
Ha! More like neurosis! You know, like 
Google, if it does not find you, you don’t 
exist. For Pablo if an emotion is not 
referenced in a film it’s not valid.

Pablo notices Charles glancing at his watch, takes Kim’s hand and leads 
her away.

PABLO
Come, if you don’t shut up they will miss 
their film, and any possibility of feelings ... 
Ciao nice to meet you.

EXT. WILSON PLAZA  - DAY    

Two flagpoles, with waving American and EPA flags, cast a mid-day 
shadow on the Wilson Plaza stones.

Emilia, as she balance a lunch box on her lap, addresses her bench 
companion, INDIRA (40’s), wearing a sari eating a salad 

EMILIA
Well, how was it?

INDIRA
The bastard is making us lower the 
numbers, and to add insult upon injury add 
a disclaimer!

EMILIA
You should transfer.
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INDIRA
Not now, Donny got accepted to Oberlin. 
Do you know tuition alone is more than 
$40K! For a bloody liberal art --

EMILIA
-- I am glad we are in Virginia. ... Talking 
about schools, the other day Leah 
introduced me to a school volunteer. She 
was fascinating, born in Mali, was Peace 
Corp in Bali, and is a great dresser. 

INDIRA
Sounds like a song.

The two women, in silence, slowly keep eating as they watch passersby.

EMILIA
Last night I had a dream. I open a drawer 
of my dresser, and find a black ebony box, 
decorated with mother of pearl in-lays. 
When I open it, I find a large green spider.

INDIRA
Ugh! I hate spiders. Did it jump on you? 

EMILIA
No, stayed immobile, as if it was observing 
me. Wondering if she is alive, I try to 
touch her.  It jumps out and lands high on 
the doorframe.  I stand up on a chair to 
try to reach her and I fall from the chair, 
and keep falling... and woke up.

INDIRA
My aunt from Goa would love to interpret 
your dream, pity she is away.

EMILIA
(laughs)

What I need is a shrink!
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INDIRA
No, not a shrink, a --

EMILIA
-- Lately I have been wondering how my 
life  would have turned out if had not 
switched to law school, or had not married 
Charles... Probably I would have ended 
being swallowed by a boa trying to 
decipher a dead language. 

Indira laughs and points to the EPA flag

INDIRA
But you have been swallowed, and  every 
day you use words from a dead tribal 
language, check its flag.

Impatient with herself, Emilia stands up and with unnecessary force 
throws the half eaten sandwich in a trashcan. 

EMILIA
I don’t know what’s wrong with me! Let’s 
have a nice lunch tomorrow; I’m tired of 
sandwiches. 

Indira approaches the trashcan, throws away the unfinished lunch, and 
without turning, with a tone of defeat in her voice.

INDIRA
I have a one-thirty meeting. I’m afraid you 
need more than an expensive lunch.

INT. WILLARD HOTEL TEA ROOM - DAY  

Well-dressed women, surround small dark wood tables with highly polished 
silver tea sets. Their subdued conversations interrupted by clatter 
produced  by silver against fine porcelain.
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Kim has joined Emilia and Leah for high tea. Their table is full of small 
plates, with tiny sandwiches, and small sweets. 

Leah, feeling very mature, makes an effort to hide her excitement, 
emulates the grown ups and  daintily lifts a small cucumber sandwich, but 
gulps it in one single bite as she laughs.

LEAH
I’m sorry, I can’t just take a tiny bite; they 
are so small.

Kim takes one of the small sandwiches, and playfully emulates Leah, and 
gulps it down.

EMILIA
(laughing)

Both of you should be ashamed. 

Emilia addresses Kim in mock disciplinarian voice. 

EMILIA (CONT’D)
You are a bad influence! 

OLD VICTORIA CLOCK HANDS MOVE MARKING 4:10PM

Half empty dishes cover now the tabletop

Leah wanting to share the experience is texting very fast. 

Emilia uses a low tone of voice, while her index finger caresses the rim of 
her teacup.

EMILIA
When he was shot, I was so angry at the 
life he had chosen, and  imposed on my 
mother, on us!

Kim aware of Emilia’s distress, extends her hand and lightly touches 
Emilia’s knee in a calming gesture
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KIM
You know a father is the ying yang of the 
mother, when one is nurturing the other 
tends to be destructive.

EMILIA
I hated his New Jersey world, of  small 
petty tough guys and I also knew I would 
have to abandon any pretension of 
academic abstraction. 

Kim plays with a large ring on her left hand, turning it as if it was a 
praying wheel.

KIM
So Law School was your escape? And 
today, what would it be?

Leah interrupts the moment’s mood, using her cell phone, takes a picture 
of the tea table and one of Kim with Emilia.

LEAH
I promised Julia, she wants to see what 
High Tea looks like!

The educated loud voice of an older woman is heard

OLDER-WOMAN (O.S.)
High Tea is not a place to take children!

Emilia and Kim turn to look at her.

The obese Older-Woman looks at them with disdain, while she lifts a 
sweet to her mouth. A chorus of approval from her guests engulfs them.

Suddenly, the Older-Woman, not able to properly swallow a large bite, has 
difficulty breathing.

Her companions, paralyzed, raise a cacophony of distressed voices; a 
waiter calls 911.

Kim is quick to approach her from behind, and lifts her up.
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She performs a Heimlich maneuver on her, forcing her to expel with great 
force the obstruction.

It lands on the lap of an elegant companion, who stands with alacrity and 
gestures with disgust as she cleans her skirt.

KIM (O.S.)
Well my Peace Corp training has some 
purpose after all. 

Kim, with a satisfied, smile, takes her seat and as a reward picks up a 
mini fruit tart and bites it with great delight.

EXT. CAPITOL HILL FARMERS MARKET - DAY  

Women with baskets, celebrate a sunny Saturday morning ritual as they 
carefully pick from market stalls fresh produce, while they gossip.

A young couple playing at being married buys a loaf of bread, and a jar of 
marmalade.

Emilia and Kim stroll through stalls,  eating strawberries from a small 
container Emilia holds.

They stop in front of a flower stall overflowing with colorful bunches. 

KIM
You know in Bali, you can find some exotic 
ones, very different!

Kim approaches a table holding a collection of orchids, most of them 
white or light purple.

One of them, shorter, and smaller than the rest, has exotic orange, 
yellow streaks, and tiny black spots. 

Kim buys it and offers it to Emilia.

KIM
This one is unique, just like you.
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Emilia hesitates, looks at her hands, one holding the strawberries basket 
another her large handbag, and laughs. 

Kim laughs and grabs the strawberry basket.

KIM
Let me hold it

They continue to stroll, leave behind food stalls, and approach stalls with 
crafts and some antiques, more flea market than high end.

Emilia stops in front of a stall carrying colorful ceramic objects, and picks 
a delicate miniature reproduction of a Venetian carnival mask.

EMILIA
Isn’t she lovely? It’s for you.

Kim admires it, and brings it to her lips while looking at Emilia.

They continue on, browsing.

Moments later, Emilia announces

EMILIA
It’s getting late, I promised Leah...

CAR

Emilia, on the driver seat, addresses Kim through the open window.

EMILIA
Thanks, it was lovely 

Kim bends down, comes closer, and kisses Emilia’s lips.

It is a long kiss, a full kiss. Emilia lips slowly transform from giver to 
taker.

Emilia is flustered, pulls away. 
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KIM
You taste of strawberries.

Emilia refusing to look at Kim shifts without thinking, by mistake backs 
up.

The retreating car overturns a trashcan making more noise than damage.

Emilia covers her face with one hand, shakes it in disbelief, and breaks 
into a great laugh.

Kim is relieved, joins her laugh.

INT. BAR - DAY   

A narrow bar, with a small number of tables, is dark and has a poor sound 
system playing old 50’s and 60’s music 

Emilia and Indira occupy a small round table. 

Emilia examines intensely her reflection on her half empty red wine glass, 
embarrassed to look at Indira.

EMILIA
I was overwhelmed when I felt her lips.

INDIRA
I usually don’t get into bedroom business, 
but how long has it been since you and 
Charles?

Emilia smiles, and at last glances at Indira

EMILIA
No, it’s not that! You don’t understand. It 
has nothing to do with Charles or even sex.

INDIRA
No? A kiss lasting forever?
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Indira, shakes her head in disbelief, empties her wine glass, and signals a 
waiter for another round.

INDIRA (CONT’D)
You are “undone” by a kiss, and you don’t 
call that sex?

EMILIA
I guess you are right, sensing her desire 
triggered something... my senses were 
humming, and I lost any sense of reality.

INDIRA
May I remind you regardless of how 
“humming” it feels, you have a good 
husband, and a beautiful daughter, just 
twelve, Who needs her mother!

EMILIA
Yes, I invent importances... It was just a 
strawberry kiss after all.

INT. DINING ROOM  - NIGHT      

A large strawberry tart rests on top of a vintage sideboard, serving as a 
counterpoint to a modern Danish dining room set.

Charles, holding a bottle of red wine, stands behind Indira’s chair ready to 
pour, in a considerate voice

CHARLES
You may want to finish your glass; I’m 
serving a 99 Barolo

Indira finishes the last drop, and extends her wine glass in a theatrical 
manner

INDIRA
Please
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OSMAN (40’s), Indira’s husband, emulates Indira’s gesture. He wears a 
black turtleneck sweater, and has very long black hair with some strand 
of gray; he speaks English with a Turkish accent

OSMAN
The last time I had a good Barolo was in 
Germany. I was sick and tired of those 
light Rhine wines, I needed a red so badly, I 
overspent

EMILIA
Funny, first time I overspent on wine, it 
was in my junior semester abroad, my 
roommate was from Boston and I was 
working so hard to overcome my New 
Jersey roots.

Emilia looks somewhat uncomfortable, belts a nervous laugh, empties her 
glass, and almost in a pleading gesture asks Charles to refill her glass.

EMILIA (CONT’D)
I ate bread and cheese for five days.

Addressing Leah, in a soft tone 

EMILIA (CONT’D)
Please princess, don’t emulate your 
mother... 

(turning to Osman)
You went to school there didn't you?

OSMAN
Yes, I misspent my youth with Nietzsche 
and --

Osman, with irony, turns to Leah, who extends her glass, half filled with 
water to Charles.  Charles pours some drops of  wine.

CHARLES (O.C.)
Just for the taste
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OSMAN
-- Leah, you must find ways to protect 
yourself from great thinkers, and their 
books!  Run Leah, run! 

Leah glances at Emilia, and imitating Osman’s ironic tone

LEAH
Mother, you see, reading is dangerous for 
me, you should protect me from books!

Emilia hides her impatience with Osman’s remarks, in an ironic tone.

EMILIA
Sorry Princess, you are already too 
protected!  Perhaps when you're older, 
you could become the virtual intellectual 
my generation failed to become. Don’t you 
think Charles?

Charles, distracted for a short moment, had been examining his glass, 
half empty, lost in his thought.

CHARLES
I am so sorry, what were you saying? 

EMILIA
Virtuality Charles! A trait you have 
mastered so well lately!

Charles, surprised by the sting, regroups

CHARLES
Of course, my dear, only through virtuality 
could I match your virtuosity.

LEAH
Should I bring desserts?
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EMILIA
Yes.  You must all know Leah baked the 
strawberry tart. She is becoming a 
talented baker.

LEAH
Mother has been teaching me.

THE WINES BOTTLES EMPTY IN SLOW MOTION

INDIRA
What are your plans for this summer?

EMILIA
Morocco! Wouldn’t that be nice Charles?

CHARLES
No, not this summer, we must be 
practical. It’s Savannah, we must visit 
grandma.  What about you? You have 
plans?

INDIRA
Now that Danny got accepted to Oberlin, 
I’m afraid for next four years it’s going be 
Virginia Beach or Ocean City.

OSMAN
God no! I despise that place; I would rather 
stay home.

EMILIA
The first year Charles opened the gallery; 
we were “gallery poor”. We spent our 
summer vacation at home; we had a great 
time.... That’s when I got a perfect yellow 
for our dining room, you remember 
Charles? 

Charles, still resentful with Emilia’s comments on virtuality, uses sarcasm

36.

                                                                                                                 



CHARLES
Yes, a perfect replica of the yellow in 
Monet’s kitchen at Giverny...  Osman, 
some brandy? Or Sambuca?

Charles stands up 

CHARLES (CONT’D)
No? In that case I’m going to say good 
night to Leah. Excuse me.

EMILIA
(ignoring Charles)

We met after my father’s death, I had 
dropped out from a Master’s program in 
linguistics --

OSMAN
(with irony)

-- Please, I am fascinated by such change, 
from Semiotics to Charles Witherspoon.

EMILIA
(impatient)

I was waiting to start law school, and to 
make some money I was bartending. It was 
a hole in the wall; ”One Step Down” was 
the name , on Pennsylvania Ave you 
know? Next to Georgetown. It had a great 
jukebox, all jazz.

Emilia pours herself a long shot of brandy, drinks some, reclines her head 
and her eyes wondering, continues

EMILIA (CONT’D)
It was late when Charles came in; very 
handsome in tuxedo, with him was a lovely 
African young woman. I fell in love with 
the world he represented.  
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OSMAN
So that was it! “Coup de foudre” as French 
say.

Emilia starts laughing, and in a playful tone of voice

EMILIA
No, no explosion. I was close to graduate 
from law school, facing a new chapter in 
my life when Charles re-appears. 

OSMAN
(petulant)

So more like picking up a fancy new dress 
then?

INT. ANNA’S BOUTIQUE   -  DAY  

Kim rests on a velvet blue couch, as she makes an effort to contain her 
mixed emotions as she sips her white wine. 

Emilia,  looking at her reflection on the mirror,  and moved by Kim’s 
distress, interrupts her effort to zip the dress she trying on , turns  and 
approaches Kim to console her.

EMILIA
I am so sorry Kim...

Emilia sits next to Kim, and holds her hand.

EMILIA
I also lost my father, but I was older than 
you when he was shot, I was sixteen... 
Weird I was so angry at him for dying!

KIM
In my case my rage was mixed. At twelve I 
didn’t know how to accept the fact he 
leaving us; I thought it was my fault. 
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EMILIA
I hope that feeling was short lived How can 
you feel guilty for your father’s actions?

KIM
No, such sense of loss wouldn’t go away, it 
was much later when I understood,  and 
even today, I ...

Emilia saturated of self-awareness wants to change conversation; stands 
up and  extends her hand to Kim.

EMILIA
-- I don’t like what I am wearing now. 
Would you please help me, I need to find 
something for a brunch we must attend 
next weekend 

MIRROR; SOUNDS OF BOUTIQUE DOOR OPENING/CLOSING

Emilia stands in front of a long mirror, looks at her image; in a corner she 
see Kim’s reflection.  

Kim smiles in approval

Emilia looks full and sensual, her curves enhanced by wrap around batik 
silk dress, in hues of dark green. 

Anna enters carrying a short jade necklace.

ANNA
I think it is a perfect complement to the 
dress. You look lovely.

Kim takes it from her hands, and approaches Emilia; in a delicate motion, 
puts it around Emilia’s neck.

Playfully exaggerating her French accent, she deposits a light kiss on 
Emilia’s shoulder.
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KIM
Lovely and desirable.

Emilia, self-conscious, addresses Anna’s reflection in the mirror, while 
moving away from Kim.

EMILIA
I don’t know if I can afford it. 

KIM
Anna, will you please give her a generous 
discount. I’m sure she will be a repeat 
customer.

INT. KIM’S BEDROOM - DAY  

Charles lays in bed, arms crossed behind his head, bed sheet cover his 
body. He watches, through sheer curtains covering a basement window, 
passersby’s feet.

BASEMENT WINDOW FRAME STREET SCENES

He observes a man’s legs with riding boots, walking next to sexy legs in 
high stiletto pink pumps.

Legs of two girls in colorful flip flops follow, with toe nails painted dark 
red, toe rings, and anklets, laughing loudly as warriors preparing for the 
hunt. 

Then he sees a pair of perfect sun tanned legs, in low sandals, almost 
dancing. 

INT. KIM’S BEDROOM

Charles, in bed, whistles.
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CHARLES
My!

Kim, her robe open, rests against a doorframe, as she dries her hair with 
a towel.

KIM
Feisty today, aren’t we? We made love ten 
minutes ago and you are whistling?

CHARLES
How can one ignore such an exquisite 
vision? I do love watching the world 
passing by your window, even though is 
limited  in scope

Charles collects all pillows to rest his back against them, and covers his 
body, transforming longing to irony

CHARLES
Would you be so kind to serve me a 
scotch? Moments like this, I miss 
smoking... I am learning to like your faults.

KIM 
How could that be? I’m perfect. You know, 
I try to discover some qualities in you, but 
you hide them so well.

Music filters from an  open window and triggers on Charles a sense of 
nostalgia

CHARLES
Last week I was in Alexandria. I am 
crossing the section of Prince Street still 
covered with  cobblestones, and I  
experience this feeling of deja vu... Same 
feeling of forty some years ago. I’m in 
Savannah visiting an old aunt, same 
cobblestones, same houses... the same 
smell!
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Charles, gulps his scotch, and extends his arm in a pleading gesture.

Kim refills his glass, and sits next to him. 

CHARLES (CONT’D)
That smell!...  How can the simple memory 
of a smell last more than 40 years?

Kim, now thoughtful, rests her head against his chest.

KIM
You know, it’s funny ? I also keep the 
memory of a smell.  A smell, which has 
been with me all my life, haunting me, 
engulfing me...  It’s the smell of my 
father, a mixture of after-shave, pipe 
tobacco, and his sweat! 

(Long pause)
Oh God! How I--

Kim weeps quietly. Charles holds her in his arms and rocks her in a gentle 
protective gesture.

CHARLES
Shh, shh, it’s OK.

Charles tender gesture, has opposite results, Kim’s sobs intensifies.

KIM
You know, all these years, searching...

She puts her arms around his neck, and in a neurotic impulse, starts 
smelling him.

Kim, still sobbing, continues smelling parts of Charles’s body, taking large 
whiffs. 

DISSOLVE TO:
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DARKEN BEDROOM - NIGHT

Sounds from a pair of high heels slowly hitting the pavement filter 
through the small open basement window.

Their BEAT conjuring a counterpoint in Charles’ HEARTBEAT

Charles, awake, lies still, listening in rapture to rhythmic sound of Kim’s 
breathing, who sound sleep, uses his groin as a pillow, her arm wrapped 
around his thigh. 

An immense feeling of tenderness mixed with sadness engulfs Charles. 
Impatient with himself, he murmurs. 

CHARLES
Jesus! I don’t know how to grow old...  How 
does one grow old gracefully?

Kim, awake now, ignores Charles mood, with mock modesty

KIM
Certainly not by being a dirty old man! 

CHARLES
(laughs)

Of all the women in my life you are the 
most irritating one. Except perhaps for 
Leah, when she castigates me for some of 
my many shortcomings... You know? If 
anything else, I want to be a good father.

EXT. HIRSHORN SCULPTURE GARDEN - DAY  

The intimate Sculpture Garden has few visitors on a Saturday morning. 
Leah and Charles stroll.

LEAH
On Monday Julia’s mom is going to drive us 
to Kim’s office. We plan to finish her 
interview. 
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CHARLES
I see, you have made great progress to --

Leah and Charles stand in front of Rodin’s sculpture of Balzac.

LEAH
-- Who is that? Such a big ego! 

CHARLES
It’s Balzac, a great French writer. It’s 
Rodin who makes him look larger than life.

LEAH
Would I like him?

CHARLES
I don’t think so; he was like a French 
Dickens, but somewhat dated now.

They amble towards a sculpture of a reclining female figure. Charles 
rests a hand on Leah’s shoulder

CHARLES
Now I remember from a lit class years 
ago, Balzac maintained a long relationship 
by mail. 

LEAH
How long?

CHARLES
More than 15 years, her name was 
Ewelina.  When finally she becomes a 
widow and Balzac marries her, he dies five 
months later.

LEAH
How sad... I’ll never marry.

Charles, surprised by her intensity, stops and turns to study her.
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CHARLES
Why? You are a lovely girl. When you 
become a woman you will have lots of 
admirers and lovers. 

LEAH
It’s not that. I don’t want to be unhappy 
like mommy.

CHARLES
My God. Why do you say that? Has she 
said anything? 

LEAH
No. She hasn’t.

Charles approaches a bench with calm determination, not looking at Leah

CHARLES
Can we rest?

Leah notices his sadness, stands in front of Charles, and puts her arms 
around his neck.

LEAH
I love you Daddy, very much.

Charles puts his arms around her waist, and murmurs. 

CHARLES
I’m sorry princess. I love you too! Very, 
very much.

Leah, happy now, grabs Charles’ hand and leads him to a statue of 
Moore’s reclining figure. 

They admire it for a long time. Leah, timidly, rests her hand on the 
statue, and has a flash of understanding.

LEAH
Daddy, I don’t think Mommy’s sadness has 
anything to do with you.
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INT. KIM’S OFFICE  - DAY    

Kim’s cubicle, next to a large window. Partition walls are covered with an 
annotated calendar, and pictures of Kim, well dressed, and smiling, 
attending social events, escorted by older distinguished gentlemen.

Leah holds a microphone close to Kim’s face, while she observes Julia, 
her schoolmate, who holds a small digital movie camera

KIM (O.S.)
As an events planner, you know, your 
challenge is always to solve logistics 
problems.

Kim’s adorned vest glows and reflects dozens of light points illuminated 
by the camera light.

Leah asks Julia

LEAH
Did you get that?

Julia, stops, plays back and nods her head. Leah returns her attention to 
Kim, and in a very mature tone of voice.

LEAH
I’m sorry I interrupted you.

KIM
You know? You remind me of myself, but I 
think I was more insecure at your age, and 
certainly more timid.

LEAH
But you have traveled so much, done 
wonderful things. I want to help poor 
people like you... and I love your style.

KIM
Thank you. You know? I forgot; I brought 
you some music and pictures for your 
project? ... Let me play one CD.
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Kim puts a CD in computer drive, raises the volume to full blast, happy 
music from Mali engulfs them.

Kim moves her hips, following the beat, and full of joy dances. 

Leah, inspired by Kim, emulates her with tentative movements.

Kim encourages her, and both abandon themselves to the music beat, 
dancing, and laughing.

Julia follows them still shooting with camera, and moving her hips, takes 
small dancing steps trying to minimize camera movement.  

Julia stumbles against a trash can, spilling the contents, papers, candy 
wraps, empty cans, empty coffee contaers   and keeps shooting.

Leah keeps dancing, and starts kicking the spilled contents.

Kim emulates her. Julia rests the camera on top of a filing cabinet and 
joins them laughing, the three keep kicking and dancing with 
abandonment, full of joy.

DISSOLVE TO:

Kim empties a manila envelope on her desk, a rain of  photographs 
scatters. 

Off camera a MALIAN FRENCH ballad provides a perfect counterpoint. 

KIM
You are free to pick some. 

Julia and Leah, excited, start browsing picking photos at random.  Leah 
picks one of Kim as a child with a woman in an African dress.

LEAH
Is that woman your mom? She was 
beautiful!

Julia interrupts, excited, holding a picture.
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INSERT

Photo of a middle aged bearded man, his back facing the camera. His 
face turned towards the camera, looks surprised. He stands next to a 
young woman with long dark hair, holding text books on her arms, and 
smiling.  The image looks very much like a younger Emilia.

JULIA
Kim, who is that?... Is that your Dad?

Then, without waiting for an answer, she turns towards Leah, and in an 
overdone innocent tone of voice exclaims.

JULIA (CONT’D)
Leah, doesn’t she look like your mother? 

Kim reacts with alacrity and grabs picture from Julia, before Leah has a 
chance to hold it. 

KIM
Sorry, you may not have this one. It has 
sentimental value for me.

Leah, with determination, looking at Kim seriously, extends her arm, and 
in a demanding tone of voice. 

LEAH
Will you please let me see it!

Kim reluctantly  give her the photograph. Leah examines it for a long 
time, as she traces Emilia’s image with the tip of her index finger, and 
with some reluctance, returns it. 

LEAH (CONT’D)
She was beautiful, don’t you think? Was 
your Dad her teacher?

KIM
Yes, I think so....in graduate school 
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EXT. NATIONAL GEOGRAPHIC ENTRANCE - EVENING 

Kim, Leah, and Julia sit on steps, as they wait for Julia’s mother. 

Leah, thoughtful, plays with locks of a large camera aluminum case.  

Julia questions Kim, who answers in a forced, desultory manner. 

JULIA
Then, when did you move to Washington?

KIM
I was twelve when my parents separated. 
We moved from Indiana, my mother got a 
job at her Embassy, working as a secretary 
--

The discreet sound of a car HORN interrupts her. 

Down below, Julia’s mother looks at them through car’s windshield, 
smiling, waiting. 

Kim waves; Leah stands up, turns to Kim, and extends her hand to Kim in 
a formal way. 

Ignoring extended hand, Kim, kneels and holds Leah by her arms. 

KIM
You know? I do care for you very much!

JULIA (O.S.)
Leah let’s go

Leah ignores Julia, and caresses Kim’s face with tips of her fingers, as 
she looks intensely at her eyes, and with a voice full of hope and perhaps 
some fear

LEAH
You are not going to hurt my mother, are 
you?
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Leah, not waiting for an answer, turns and runs down. 

EXT. KENNEDY CENTER TERRACE - NIGHT  

Kim, dressed in an outstanding Vietnamese outfit, sips from a plastic 
champagne flute.

She meanders through the crowd milling on the Kennedy Center’s 
terrace. 

She observes people, while listening to small bits of conversations.

A woman with a dress too short for her age addresses her date

WOMAN
...Twyla Tharp is far superior! Did you see 
her “Nine Sinatra Songs”? 

Kim discovers Emilia approaching in elegant strides, with her long hair 
down. She is wearing a simple long black dress.

OLD-WOMAN
...I miss Balanchine

Kim rushes and bumps into an exceptional beautiful young man, his long 
hair held in a ponytail, talking to an ugly overdressed woman, his voice 
trailing.

PONYTAIL YOUNG MAN
Oh yes! In “Carmina Burana”, Septine had 
the Washington Chorus, in monk habits, 
standing around the stage, on scaffolds ... 
Great staging, I loved it! 

Kim reaches Emilia; she hesitates, and proceeds to hold hands and plants 
kisses on Emilia’s cheeks.

Emilia seems relieved, and does not object when Kim keeps holding one of 
her hands, as they advance through the crowd.
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EMILIA
Do we have time for some wine?

KIM
Yes, we have plenty of time, would you like 
some champagne?

Emilia nods yes, points to the Terrace door. 

EXT. TERRACE -- NIGHT

The lights of Georgetown reflected on the Potomac, make a perfect 
backdrop. 

Emilia sips her champagne flute, while she admires the view.

Kim stands behind her, very close almost touching her. 

KIM
You Know? You have been in my mind 
constantly.  

Kim touches Emilia’s arm; Emilia pushes her away gently, still refusing to 
look at her.

EMILIA 
I think Leah would love the view.

House lights start blinking, signaling the crowd time to take their seats. 

Emilia slowly turns and caresses Kim’s cheek tenderly, in an apologetic 
tone of voice.

EMILIA
You understand?

Kim shakes her head and mirroring Emilia’s gesture she softly caresses 
Emilia’s lips, raising a slow smile  on Emilia’s. 
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The discreet sound of BELLS calling for the last stragglers to enter the 
Opera House, lends a sense of urgency.

KIM
We must go, you know? Otherwise we shall 
miss the best part... 

SOUNDS OF OPERA HOUSE BELLS DISOLVE INTO TIBETAN BELLS

INT. ART GALLERY -  DAY             

A TIBETAN BELL tinkles, and the gallery door opens.

BETTY, a blond young woman in her twenties, wearing a short blue denim 
dress, enters the art gallery.

It is a poorly lighted large room, more junk room than gallery.

On a wall African masks hang, mixed with Indonesian and Thai masks.

African bronze statues, figures of Buddha, and bronze Indian figures 
cover the top of a counter. 

Betty looks over and sees Charles, wearing a colorful African shirt, 
speaking and laughing on a phone, as he stands behind a smaller counter 
cluttered with paper and small objects. 

She advances with care among the clutter, while she browses, with no 
expectations.

Bored she turns her head towards Charles, cheerful tone

BETTY
Good morning.

Charles lifts his index finger, indicating one minute. 

Betty keeps browsing, she is careful as she navigates a floor packed with 
baskets, statues, piles of blankets.
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CHARLES (O.S.)
 (accented Spanish)

Si quizaz manana? 

She stumbles over a carpet and moves on, and stops in front of a wall 
with masks.

(Pause)

CHARLES (O.S.)
Inshallah!

Charles after hanging and approaches Betty holding an African mask.

CHARLES
From Benin, it’s a Vudun mask

BETTY
Is that like Voodoo?

CHARLES
Yes, the original one. 

(pause, playful voice)
Why, planning to cast a spell?

BETTY
Maybe.

Betty retrieves a bright printed announcement from her bag and smiling 
offers it.

BETTY
We just opened a new Gym, two blocks 
away, on 9th street. If you join this week, 
the first two months are free.

CHARLES
I will be happy to join, if you have a drink  
with me.

She breaks in a great laugh, and in a flirtatious manner, observes Charles’ 
midriff 
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BETTY
Perhaps! It would depend on how many 
visits you make.

Charles, instinctively, holds his tummy, embarrassed.

The girl turns, still amused, and walks in sensuous slow strides towards 
the door.

Charles observes her for a long time and with a sigh goes to the counter 
to pick up the phone.

Betty turns back, and waves goodbye in a singing tone.

BETTY
See you soon. Don’t work too hard.

INT. LARGE CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY 

The walls of the conference room are covered with large nature 
landscape photos depicting well known National Parks.

Emilia is one among a large number of individuals, surrounding a large 
oval conference table.

She looks with contempt at an attractive young woman, wearing a 
perfectly cut grey suit, who stands in front of a white board.

Projected on the board is a slide:  “Ways to leverage Social Networking 
Tools to capture Tacit Knowledge”

GREY SUITE YOUNG WOMAN
Tacit knowledge is not codified, for 
instance knowing how to ride a bike! It’s 
useless to write about it.

UNKNOWN MAN VOICE (O.S.)
But we are bombarded by information and 
paper, why try to capture more?
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GREY SUITE YOUNG WOMAN
Yes, but unfortunately all knowledge is not 
captured.  Someone said, “We know more 
than we can tell”. Most of the knowledge 
of an organization is never captured; it's 
dispersed in the brains of its workforce--

A young man, with a colorful tie, interjects 

COLORFUL TIE YOUNG MAN
--Only in some brains!

The room breaks in laughs

GREY SUITE YOUNG WOMAN
Thank you George! You made a very 
important point, even if by accident.

A second wave of laughs sweeps the room.

GREY SUITE YOUNG WOMAN
George is right. Each individual has its own 
experience and sphere of knowledge. The 
challenge is how we identify and reach the 
right subject matter expert. That’s when a 
collaboration space may be useful...

Emilia looks at Indira, and raises an eyebrow.

Indira makes an effort to ignore her, takes notes, her shoulders slightly 
hunched, as if she was carrying an enormous weight.

Around the conference table, most of the young attendees  use 
electronic devices, laptop, or PAD’s, to capture the lecture.

Emilia realizes she and Indira, appear to be the only ones taking notes 
with pen and paper.

Feeling out of place, puts down pen and paper, to indicate she will return, 
and discreetly exits.  
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INT. EMILIA’S OFFICE  - DAY

Walls covered with some of Leah’s artwork, and photos of Leah in 
different activities, one of them is with Charles and Emilia in front of the 
Eiffel tower.

Two bookcases overflowing with Law books guard a messy desk  covered 
with paper files, some resting on the floor.

The phone rings

EMILIA
Yes Indira... you have my notebook? Was I 
missed?

(Long pause)
No, it doesn't matter. You worry too 
much... No, I can’t this Saturday, I’m 
meeting Kim, and we are going shopping.

With a sigh, Emilia hangs up and starts working on her emails.

At moments she stops to search for a certain piece of paper and  
miraculously, finds it under the enormous pile documents. 

The grey-suite-young-woman stands at the door.

GREY SUITE YOUNG WOMAN
Sorry you missed the last part of the 
presentation.

She pauses while she studies with distaste the cluttered office. 

GREY SUITE YOUNG WOMAN
You would have found the documents 
management part most useful. I would be 
happy to help you --

Emilia, mortified by the offer, looks at her watch, grabs a random file 
from her in-box and escapes.

56.

                                                                                                                 



EMILIA 
Oh my God. So sorry, Peterson needs this 
file now. You’re so kind! I certainly will 
consider your offer.

Emilia walks away taking rapid strides, midway, she twists her ankle and 
the heel from one of her shoes breaks.

She keeps walking as a penguin, up and down, compensating for the 
missing heel, which she holds in one hand.

INT.  SHOE STORE - DAY        

Kim stands in front of a full-length mirror as she examines with approval 
a new pair of black boots with stiletto heels. 

Emilia joins her, she models a pair of conservative blue espadrilles, which 
would make a suburban housewife proud.

KIM
Is that for your PTA meetings?

Emilia, discouraged, moves away to explore alternatives.

SANDALS AISLE

They stop in front of a shelf carrying some sandals without a back strap. 
Emilia shakes her head.

EMILIA
No, I don’t like shoes without back straps. 
It’s like I’m ready to take them off at the 
drop of a hat. 

Kim shakes her head in disbelieve, and not responding continues 
browsing. 

Suddenly she stops, exited, picks a pair of sandals, with long gladiator like 
laces that wrap around the leg.
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KIM
This is you, try these!

Emilia, doubtful, studies the soles, not wanting to appear negative she 
offers a small timid laugh.

CHAIR

Kim, on a low bench, holds one of Emilia’s feet on her lap.

With a theatrical gesture, Kim removes the espadrille, and replaces it 
with the sandal.

She wraps the lace around Emilia’s leg in a slow reptilian way, as she 
studies her face, smiling.

Emilia, transfixed, follows the slow motion of Kim’s hands, refusing to 
look at her.

A young girl, holding a pair of sandals against her breast, observes them. 
Her mother, upset, grabs her arm, and leads her away.

MIRROR

Emilia likes her image, turns slowly around, in a coquettish manner, and 
looks back at her reflection.

She turns around and offers Kim a radiant smile.

EMILIA
You were right, not bad.

Kim, on her stool, remains silent, smiling, approving. 

Emilia with graceful dancing strides, returns to her chair, and rests one of 
her legs on Kim’s lap.
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CHAIR

Kim unravels the lace around Emilia’s calf, in slow ritual gesture, as she 
looks intense at Emilia’s eyes.

The lace has left its own imprint on the leg skin. 

Kim slowly massages Emilia’s leg to restore circulation and erase the 
marks.

She succeeds, and as a reward caresses Emilia’s toes, one by one in a 
sensual gesture. 

Kim pulls Emilia’s foot and presses it against her groin, as she glances 
intensely at her eyes

Kim closes her eyes for an instant, focusing on the pressure, and slowly 
re-opens them searching Emilia’s face.

Emilia looks at her softly with a sensual, coy smile, and closes her eyes 
for an instant.  

Suddenly, she opens her eyes, and realizes where they are. 

A young clerk stands immobile, mesmerized, his arms  full of shoeboxes. 

INT. KIM’S BEDROOM  - DAY   

Emilia’s MOANS of pleasure reverberate around the room, mixed with 
street noise, and soft AFRICAN music.

The strong afternoon light filters through the half closed blinds. 

The light bounces against the framed reproduction of “Mami Wata”, 
highlighting the image of the snake, and softly illuminating Emilia’s 
contorted face.

Emilia, her eyes firmly closed, overwhelmed by intense pleasure, releases 
an ORGASMIC CRY. 
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BED

Emilia, her robe open, lays diagonally on the bed, one of her arms bent 
covering her eyes, her legs dangling on the side of the bed; murmuring 
half words whispered low.

EMILIA
With you I melt...

Kim rests on the floor, holds one of Emilia’s legs, and  rests her head on 
Emilia’s thigh. 

KIM
... And I learn to make fire.

The street sounds, and the soft music from Mali, mix with their heavy 
breathing.

Emilia, now satiated, sits up and grabs Kim’s face with her two hands, 
kisses her lips first, and then in a gesture of infinite gratitude covers 
Kim’s face with many small kisses.

EMILIA
M’m that was...

Kim pushes Emilia back, and lays on top of her, kissing and nibbling her 
ear, murmurs

KIM
No! Not yet... I want you to wear me like a 
dress.

BED - LATER

Emilia, overwhelmed, starts to cry softly, as she curls and rests her head 
against one of Kim’s breasts.

Kim holds Emilia in her arms, and tenderly begins to rock her; softly 
depositing kisses on Emilia’s forehead, as she strokes her long hair. 

FADE TO BLACK.
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EXT. ROOSEVELT MEMORIAL - DAY 

Emilia, her eyes closed, strokes her hair, as she absorbs the noon sun, 
her head resting on the back of the park bench, legs extended, her skirt 
rolled up. 

Next to her, Indira also with closed eyes, focuses on sounds of rushing 
water from the park fountains. 

A small number of tourists admire the enormous square water fountains 
dotting the Roosevelt Memorial Park

Emilia, hesitant, breaks their silence.

EMILIA
I don’t know how to say it, I feel 
embarrassed, but also elated ... But I need 
to share it, or I will explode!

INDIRA
Don’t tell me. Are you having an affair? ... 
With George?. Isn’t he too young for you?

EMILIA
Why? Am I that old?. Anyway it’s not a 
him, it’s a --

INDIRA
Oh my God, don’t tell me the young 
woman, the strawberry kisser!  What’s her 
name?

EMILIA
Yes, Kim. Her name is Kim.

INDIRA
I don’t understand how--

EMILIA
-- Please listen, I have never experienced 
anything like this,  the intensity of 
craving... desire yes, but not craving. 
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I think with most men in my life, their 
desire was exciting, gratifying but-- 

INDIRA
-- Penetrating? 

Both break laughing.

INDIRA (CONT’D)
I must confess, I like to be an object of 
desire. I don’t understand those women 
who go to extremes to hide their 
femininity. I don’t think we need to 
obliterate our breasts to succeed in the 
work place, do you?

Emilia loosening one of the buttons of her blouse pushes her breast 
towards Indira.

EMILIA
You think Peterson will give me a 
promotion if I show a little--

INDIRA
Stop it! I’m serious. Why do you have to 
wear a dark gray pant suite to be taken 
seriously? 

EMILIA
My legs, they are short and not thin. I want 
to have mile long legs... but she made me 
feel like I had them.

Emilia extends her legs, and leans her head back, offering her face to the 
sun with eyes closed.

EMILIA (CONT’D)
The sun feels great. I had forgotten how 
wonderful is to let go, to surrender...
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Indira emulates Emilia’s posture, and looks at the water running down the 
large square fountain.

INDIRA
...Yes, to flow like water, beyond will, 
beyond thought.

WATER FROM THE FOUNTAIN RUSHES WITH GREAT FORCE, SPLASHES.

INT. GYM  - DAY            

WATER FLOWS FROM A PLASTIC BOTTLE TO KIM’S OPEN LIPS.

Kim, sweating, drinks with gusto as she observes Pablo’s back. 

He refers to his clipboard while he talks to a slight obese middle aged 
woman.    

Pablo senses her presence, approaches Kim smiling, in an exaggerated 
accent, he salutes her.

PABLO
So what instrument of torture should we 
use today?

KIM
I need strength in my arms... to slap you.

Pablo leads Kim to the cable curl machine, and to punish her arrogance, 
adds an extra 10 pounds to the weight. 

Kim notices but does not protest, she wants to show him.

Kim full of energy,  works on the machine for some time perhaps over 
doing it. 

PABLO
How about 10 more, so I can really feel it.
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Kim, breathing hard, raises her voice slightly while she counts. When she 
finishes, she blurts.

KIM
Maricon.

Pablo ignores her, moves on, approaching an attractive young woman 
needing no help whatsoever.

Kim moves to the treadmill and sets the controls to a moderate workout. 

Pablo, rejected, and somewhat contrite comes back to focus on Kim. 
First thing he does is to increase the speed. 

PABLO
Even the heartless need to work on 
circulation

KIM
You are a pitiful piece of work, one day a 
someone will fuck you, and you will like it! 

Pablo, exasperated, increases the speed as well as the inclination of the 
treadmill.

Kim starts breathing hard, trying her best to keep up with the challenge. 
Mumbles something

PABLO
What did you say? Oh you want it faster.

Pablo increases the speed.

Kim running in place very fast, short of breath

KIM
(triumphant)

Yes you bastard. Do You know? We finally 
did it! ... We made love! 

PABLO
You are such a bitch.
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KIM
It takes one to know one.

Kim stops the machine, dries the sweat off her face and with a 
triumphant smile walks away.

She turns, and now walks backwards, grinning, and courtesies to him. 

INT. GYM LOCKER ROOM  - DAY (SAME)  

Kim, in her underwear, bends down as she dries her hair.

Betty enters with large towel and a bottle of lotion.

Without saying a word, Betty puts a dash of lotion on her hands and 
starts applying lotion on Kim’s shoulders, smiling seductively.

BETTY
May I?

Kim’s looks at her reflection on the mirror. 

KIM
What’s your name?

BETTY
Betty.

KIM
How old are you Betty?

BETTY
Last Sunday was my birthday, I’m twenty 
now.

Betty continues applying the lotion to Kim’s back.

Kim turns and stops her

KIM
Sorry Betty, I’m not -- 
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Betty, flustered and surprised by the rejection, sits forlorn on the bench

BETTY
-- But Pablo told me you like girls. Don’t 
you like me?

KIM
You’re lovely, very sexy, but I’m not into 
you. Aren’t you and Pablo?

BETTY
Yes we are friends, friends  with benefits 
as they say, but he doesn’t--

Kim laughs, and gently caresses Betty’s cheek

KIM
-- Yes I know.

BETTY
He is so strange, such generous lover, he 
can drive me crazy with his mouth, his 
hands... but he never comes.

KIM
I know, only by himself he can. He is the 
perfect onanist.

BETTY
A what?

KIM
You know... masturbator.

The two women laugh. Betty, stops and with some concern.

BETTY
You are not going to tell him, are you?

KIM
Nothing to tell, is there? 
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EXT. SCHOOL GROUND  -  DAY   

Emilia, blindfolded, tries to pin the tail on the figure of a donkey.

Leah, in support of her mother, has joined a group of first graders who 
scream offering false directions.

Emilia without further hesitation pins the tail close on the donkey’s belly.  
The girls break out in big laughs and screams.

Emilia removes the blindfold and laughs at her mistake

EMILIA
Oh my! Well young ladies I think I have to 
go back to my table. We must raise money 
for your field trip.

As she progresses toward one of the tables she walks by a large colorful 
handmade sign: “ International Bazaar”

Teachers, parents and kids smile and chat around tables, some carry 
food, some games, other tables have world crafts, books and CD’s. 

The sound of Bolivian music, with its unique flute sound bounces from the 
school walls. 

On the outdoor basketball court a group of girls dressed in colorful 
Andean clothes dance to Bolivian folkloric music.

Emilia sees Charles standing by a table selling soft drinks, she changes 
course to approach him.

Charles stands close to Betty and discreetly caresses her, while he chats 
with a couple. 

Emilia stops, and retraces her steps; she reaches a table with African 
crafts and folk art.

Kim gives change to an elderly lady, who has bought small African statue 
of a deer, and offers her to her grand-daughter.
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KIM
The figure is from Senegal. Do you know 
where it is?

YOUNG GIRL #1
It’s next to --

The soccer-mom interrupts the young-girl, directs her question to Emilia 
while looking at Kim with critical eyes

SOCCER MOM
-- Well, what a surprise, I didn’t expect to 
see you here. Are you going to introduce 
me to your friend?

As Emilia, reluctantly, prepares to do introductions, Leah, breathless 
interrupts them, and holds Kim’s hand.

LEAH
Kim, they have been playing your song, 
come let’s dance!

Leah turns to Emilia and holds her hand with her other hand.

LEAH (CONT’D)
Come mother let’s dance. Kim showed me 
this dance. It’s great.

Emilia, relieved, smiles and lets Leah’s enthusiasm drive her away. 
Turning her head towards the soccer mom.

EMILIA
Sorry! It will not take long. Do you mind 
manning the table?

Not waiting for a reaction, the three of them holding hands, with Leah in 
the middle, run towards the music, happy, laughing. 

They reach the court and dance wildly, grinding their hips, jumping child 
like in joyful abandonment, their undulating arms raised high above their 
heads grasping the air.
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INT. KIM’S KITCHEN  -  NIGHT

Kim is at a small table for two, pushed against a wall in the small kitchen. 

Kim circles the rim of her wine glass with her index finger, as she 
observes Emilia rinsing dishes.

KIM
You know, it’s nice to be fed after making 
love! Your pasta sauce was great, what do 
you call it?

EMILIA
Putanesca. I think it’s a pity the martini 
olives don’t do justice to the dish, they are 
almost tasteless! 

Emilia dries her hands while looking at the kitchen clock

EMILIA
It’s almost nine, I think I must go soon...  It 
was lovely tonight.

Emilia approaches Kim and tenderly deposits a kiss on her forehead.

Kim extends her arms, pulls Emilia towards her, arms around her waist, as 
she rests her head on Emilia’s belly. 

KIM
I don’t want you to go tonight. You know, I 
want to spend a night with you, and wake 
up with you at my side.

Emilia presses Kim head against her belly.

EMILIA
I know, I also want to.

KIM
You know you must leave Charles!
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EMILIA
I can’t do that... Leah?

Emilia with reluctance retreats and moves to retrieve her raincoat from 
the closet, without glancing back.

It looks ill fitting, the sleeves too short. 

When she looks at it she realizes it’s not hers but Kim’s.

She laughs embarrassed and glances at Kim, leaning against the door 
frame, with sad smile, silent.  

DISSOLVE

INT. WITHERSPOON’S KITCHEN  -  NIGHT

Emilia, lost in her thoughts, stands on her toes as she tries to  reach a 
bowl from the upper shelf of kitchen cabinet. 

The radio perhaps too loud plays Tosca’s “Recondita armonia”

LEAH (O.S.)
Be careful mother!

Emilia is distracted, turns, and drops the bowl.

THE BOWL SHATTERS IN MANY PIECES

EMILIA
Oh my. I don’t know what’s wrong with me.

Leah on her knees helps pick up the pieces. Emilia remains standing, 
paralyzed, twisting her apron.

LEAH
Mother, you seem so distracted lately, 
little things make you cry ... and you are 
smoking too much!
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Emilia makes an effort to compose herself, kneels down, and joins Leah 
as they pick up the last broken pieces.

EMILIA
You are right, I must get out of this rut, 
it’s stupid.  I’m OK now! Let me finish the 
salad. 

CHARLES (O.S.)
Another accident? 

Charles enters, has his hands full with a baguette and a bag of groceries. 
He deposits the bag and extends the baguette.

CHARLES
Just baked, it’s warm! Feel it.

Emilia extends her hand and the touch of the warmth of the bread 
triggers on her another angst attack, she runs out of the kitchen.

MONTAGE - EMILIA TRYING TO MAKE A DECISION 

A) KITCHEN TABLE Emilia almost trembling lights a cigarette.

B) KITCHEN TABLE Charles and Leah have an animated conversation, 
which Emilia ignores, lost in her own thoughts.

C) KITCHEN SINK Leah washes the dishes and Charles dries them. They 
chat and laugh, oblivious of Emilia. 

D) KITCHEN TABLE Emilia, thoughtful, picks up bread crumbs from the 
table with great care

E) NEXT MORNING KITCHEN TABLE.  Charles and Leah eat breakfast with 
gusto. Emilia, in disarray after a sleepless night, drinks her coffee, 
morose, her robe needing a good wash.

F) HOUSE DRIVEWAY Charles and Leah leave the house, animated, 
excited. They turn to Emilia standing forlorn at the door and wave 
goodbye to her.
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G) BEDROOM Emilia, wearing same robe, stands in front of a mirror, 
applies cream around her eyes, failing to hide  a sad face. She stops, 
looks lost as she caresses her lips, and  remains in suspense for a long 
time, as if frozen.

H) CLOSET Emilia, resolute, dresses with great care.

I) SIDE TABLE Emilia picks up the phone to make a call. While doing so 
she starts doodling, and keeps doing so while talking.

INSERT - DRAWING

A Rococo doodle of a bleeding heart pierced by an arrow. 

EXT.  DUPONT CIRCLE  -  DAY 

A HAND MOVES THE QUEEN ON A CHESS BOARD.

Charles, along with a handful of observers, follows a speed chess game. 
Some of them discreetly place bets on the chess players.

THE HAND MOVES THE BLACK KNIGHT.

Emilia approaches Charles from behind and taps on his shoulder. 

EMILIA
Did you have to wait long?

CHARLES
No, few minutes... I was almost tempted 
to bet on the young man, he is a very 
good, very fast player--
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THE HAND MOVES A WHITE BISHOP.

Charles grabs Emilia elbow, guiding her to one of the chess tables away 
from the ongoing chess game.

CHARLES
Can we sit for a sec? Where do you want 
to have lunch?

EMILIA
I think we don’t have much time; the next 
session starts at one.

CHARLES
Well, in that case, what’s up?

Emilia hesitates, not knowing how to start; she bends forward and 
extends her arms over the painted chessboard to hold Charles hands. 

For a long time she examines the chessboard before daring to look 
directly at Charles; at last she finds the courage  to talk.

LOUD SHOUTS FROM CHESS GAME OBSERVERS ERUPT

The chess game observers, excited about the end game, laugh, shout, 
and pat the young winner shoulders to express their admiration, while 
losers pay their debts. 

THE HAND HOLDING THE WHITE QUEEN FELLS THE BLACK KING

Their loud cries are drown by new sounds produced by two kids beating 
an array of pots and cans. Their joyful rhythmic beat engulfs the plaza.

Emilia’s voice drowns under the cacophony of cries, laughs, shouts, and 
the drum beats mixed with traffic noise.

From a distance, Emilia continues her monologue, Charles slowly 
retrieves his hands from her grasp, and sits very straight.
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Suddenly, Charles stands up, very erect with a tone of disdain in his 
voice, and exaggerated Southern accent

CHARLES
Enough, I don’t want to hear any more BS, 
pure Bovine Scatology. You can move out 
any time. I expect you to tell Leah, you 
must! You understand? 

Charles turns his back and approaches the group of spectators following 
a new speed game of chess.

INT. KITCHEN  -  DAY  

Emilia makes an effort to hide her uneasiness, she puts on the oven light 
to examine the progress of a cake baking.

EMILIA
... So unforgiving. Your anger hurts so 
much! I don’t think you need to be afraid.

Leah, streaks of flour on her face, furiously mixes dough in a large bowl.

LEAH
I’m not, I’m embarrassed!... Why can’t you 
be like my friends mothers... It’s like you 
are walking backwards in your life.

EMILIA
I don’t know, sweetheart. Don’t you want 
me to be happy?

LEAH
Yes mother, I want all of us to be happy.

EMILIA
I’m so sorry to disappoint you, to be such 
a poor mother.
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LEAH
No, you a being a poor woman! How can 
you fall in love with a young woman? With 
Kim ... She was my friend!

Leah sobs, Emilia attempts to console her, approaches and kneels down 
to hold her. Leah pushes her away and screams.

LEAH
Don’t! Don’t touch me.

Suddenly overcome by rage, she lifts her hand, covered with flour, eggs, 
and milk, and slaps Emilia’s face once.

LEAH
You ... Dyke!

Leah turns and exits the kitchen.

Emilia, sobbing, remains on her knees, a white/yellow hand imprint on her 
cheek. 

Totally absorbed in slowly brushing out every single particle of flour from 
her apron.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. DRIVEWAY  - DAY  

EMILIA HAND AN OLD T-SHIRT DUSTING AN LARGE TEXT BOOK.

Emilia sits on the steps of the house entrance, dusting each book before 
she stores it in a large cardboard box.

When finished, Emilia loads the box in the Subaru.
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She returns, with a leather handbag and the Kim’s orchid on a purple pot, 
and rests them on the passenger seat. 

As she backs up she glances at Leah’s bedroom window.

LEAH’S HIDING BEHIND THE CURTAIN

Emilia stops, opens the car door to exit, looking at the window. She 
realizes she has said it all; containing a tear gets back to the car, and 
slowly backs up. 

SUBARU - EMILIA DRIVES NERVOUSLY, ANXIOUS

EXT. KEY BRIDGE - DAY 

THE SUBARU MINIVAN PROGRESSES AT A SNAIL PACE IN HEAVY TRAFFIC 
AS IT CROSSES KEY BRIDGE, HEADING TO GEORGETOWN.

Emilia impatient changes radio stations, from rock to country music, to 
blues, to rock again, and finally settles for classic music.

The CHORUS from Verdi’s Nabucho blasts from the speakers.  Emilia 
raises the volume high and starts singing along.

The passenger of a car on her left, a timid man wearing glasses, looks at 
her with his mouth slightly open following intensely her every move.

Emilia, impulsively, lifts her hand to her heart and keeps singing, as if she 
was dedicating her song to him.

He blushes, and turns away, concentrating on the road ahead; when 
stopped, removes his lenses, and cleans them,  self-conscious.

Emilia amused follows his movements, when suddenly out of nowhere, a 
messenger bike crosses in front of the minivan. 

Emilia applies the brakes with force.
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The purple flowerpot with the orchid hits the floor, and one its graceful 
stems breaks and rolls; some of its soil spills. 

The HORN from the car behind WALES.

A driver CURSES loudly at the messenger on the bike.

Other HORNS sound loud, mixed with the boom of a pickup playing loud 
SALSA MUSIC.

Emilia breaks down, screams in frustration, and starts sobbing 
uncontrollably.

INT. KIM’S LIVINGROOM - DAY  

Emilia enters the room holding with her two hands the broken orchid. She 
looks terrible. Her hair needs combing, and her face is a disaster.

EMILIA
I’m double-parked. I have been looking for 
a parking space for 20 minutes!

KIM
I’m sorry. This should have been a happy 
day.  Let me help.

Emilia marches to the mirror, and when she sees her reflection starts 
laughing.

EMILIA
Lady Macbeth!

Kim approaches and deposits a light kiss on Emilia’s neck

KIM
No.  Mimi in La Boheme.

Emilia, now happy, turns around, lifts her arms up, and starts singing 
Musetta's waltz.
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EMILIA
Quando men vo soletta per la via, 
la gente sosta e mira e la bellezza mia 
tutta --

Kim joins her, starting the verse again, while holding Emilia by the arms, 
in an exaggerated dramatic gesture

KIM
Quando men vo soletta per la via...

EMILIA
Quando men vo soletta per la via...

Both continue humming the melody, and waltz around the room, 
laughing, happy and somewhat unsure, realizing they begin an uncharted 
journey.

EXT.  KEY BRIDGE   - DAY 

FIRST SPRING CROCUSES COVER THE GROUND.

Emilia and Kim, looking tired, jog as they cross Key Bridge towards 
Georgetown. 

Kim is wearing mini shorts, a sleeveless T-shirt, and a large white 
bandana. 

KIM
You did well!

Emilia, wearing long sweat pants, and long sleeve T-shirt, stops to take a 
sip from her water bottle. 

EMILIA
Who knows, at this rate I’ll --

Kim bends, her hands resting above her knees, catches her breath.

KIM
-- We did three miles today, next week we 
go for four.
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SAME SPOT - DAY  - MID SPRING

TULIPS ARE IN FULL BLOOM

Emilia and Kim stand on the bridge at the same spot.

Kim has cut her hair shorter and has it in a ponytail, wears a sexy gym 
outfit

EMILIA
I have to pick up Leah later.

Kim bends down to fix one of her laces.

Two middle age men jog by ogling Kim.

EMILIA (CONT’D)
(impatient)

Next week, Leah is dancing in a school 
show... I need to find her a dress. 

KIM
Call Anna, she may have something.

SAME SPOT - DAY  - LATE SPRING

TULIPS FULLY OPEN LOSING SOME PETALS

Emilia and Kim jog in slow, easy pace.

Emilia, tanned and sexy, with her hair in a pony tail, wears an outfit 
identical to Kim’s, but in blue.

Kim has cut her hair very short, a la garçon. 

A young man ogling Emilia stumbles.
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Emilia smiles widely, Kim laughs in a heartfelt manner.

INT. KIM’S APARTMENT   - NIGHT  

Kim opens the door of the apartment laughing escaping from Emilia’s 
attempt to embrace her.

Kim drops on a chair, her legs dangling on the chair arm, fully extending 
her arms, flirting. 

Emilia as a tigress in heat, her raincoat still on, grabs Kim by the hair, 
pulls her head back and starts covering her neck with kisses intermingled 
with small bites. 

Kim, eyes closed, tittering between pleasure and pain, mixes   small cries, 
with moans, pivoting her hips, starts rhythmically to chant.

KIM
M’m Yes, No...Yes...M’m No...M’m Yes... 
Yes... Yes!

Emilia, in desperate attempt to quench her thirst, kisses Kim on the 
mouth, mauling her lips, obliterating any restrain.

Now, Kim, overcome by sense of urgency,  grabs Emilia’s wrists, and 
wrestles down to the floor.

Overcome by desire they embrace and kiss as they slowly roll one over 
the other. By accident overturns the cocktail table.

The flower vase falls and breaks; as it splatters water, flowers, petals, 
and large ceramic pieces over, around them. 

They glance at each other, surprised by the intensity of the moment, 
slightly embarrassed, they break in a big laugh.

On their knees, they lift broken pieces as they tidy up

Emilia, kneeling, picks a half broken flower, and offers it to Kim. 
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EMILIA
I am besotted with you.

Kim, kneeling, brings Emilia’s wrist to her lips and deposits a tender kiss.

KIM
You know, you can’t say that, wearing a 
silly raincoat.

Emilia stands up, looks intensely at Kim, and in excruciating slow motion 
removes her raincoat, revealing a white jersey dress perfectly molding 
her full figure.

Kim, remains on her knees, approaches and rests her head on Emilia’s 
groin, with her eyes closed.

Her hands, with dark green nail polish, slowly exploring every curve of 
Emilia’s body.  

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. TENNIS COURTS  - DAY   

Kim dries one sweaty hand, with a broken green nail, on her white shorts.

She and Charles are playing tennis in a Georgetown public tennis court in 
slight state of disrepair.

Charles, in perfect white tennis attire, serves a powerful volley; Kim, on a 
frumpy tennis outfit, must make an effort to reach the ball, and responds 
with dissipated energy.

Charles takes advantage and responds with a merciless ball too far to the 
left for Kim to reach. 

CHARLES
Forty - love, you are not yourself today. 
What’s wrong?

81.

                                                                                                                 



Kim, drying her sweat, collapses on a bench and gulps down noisily water 
from a plastic bottle.

Charles stands, twirling his racket, and rests one leg on the bench, with a 
smirk on his face.

KIM
Charles it’s over.

CHARLES
I know. I did beat you on all sets! Come 
let’s finish this game. 

Charles playfully, softly hits Kim’s knee with the racket

CHARLES (CONT’D)
Such bad sportsmanship! One must finish 
the game you start!

KIM
No, it’s finished. You know... What ever we 
had it’s over!

CHARLES
I don’t understand. Why? Did I do 
something? 

KIM
Nothing! You haven’t done anything.

CHARLES
Then, why? Is it Emilia? Does she know?

KIM
No Charles! It’s not Emilia; and she doesn’t 
know. It’s me, you know.

CHARLES
I don’t understand, I thought you liked my 
fatherly presence in your life.
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KIM
Yes Charles, I like it, but you know, it’s 
tiresome. I just want out, period. I regret --

Charles, feeling rejected, stands erect, touches his moustache, and in 
exaggerated southern accent, in an exquisite tone of voice 

CHARLES
Regrets are lessons you have yet to learn, 
and in your case, my dear, there is much 
to learn.

Kim, surprised by his reaction,  tries to placate him, touches his arm

KIM
Charles, please, you must understand.

Charles, determined not to show any emotions, turns his back and 
marches erect, taking long strides, hitting the racket against his left fist.

The racket’s SOUND playing as a counterpoint to the sound of his 
FOOTSTEPS on the gravel, as both echo his heart BEAT.

INT. SHOPPING CENTER FOOD COURT  - DAY  

A teenager with pimples and earphones glued to his ears BEATS a table 
with his hand, to the BEAT some OLD BLUES

He is surrounded by a group of preteens giggling and laughing loudly.

They occupy a small table in the large food court of the Tyson’s Corner 
shopping center.

The place is busy and noisy. Large groups of teenagers and pre teens  
mill around, eating, flirting, as they wait for the next movie show.

Emilia with a plastic spoon digs with fervor into a large ice cream 
container smothered with whipped cream and nuts.

With relish she brings a spoonful to her mouth, when she finishes she 
smacks her lips in contentment.
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She repeats the gesture, but this time she offers the spoonful to Kim, 
who enjoys being fed. 

Emilia and Kim, oblivious of their surrounding, stare lovingly at each 
other.

At a moment, Emilia reaches for a Kleenex from her large purse, to wipe 
a white streak of cream off Kim’s face.

She does it tenderly more like a caress than cleansing.

LEAH (O.C.)
(rage, low voice)

Would you please stop it! It’s 
embarrassing!

Leah, standing next to them, works hard to contain her tears; she leans 
forward, grabbing the edge of the table and in whispers.

LEAH (CONT’D)
In front of my friends... How could you? 

Emilia is embarrassed, tries to stand up, but changes her mind and 
remains seated, dejected, unable to look at Leah. 

LEAH (CONT’D)
Why don’t you do other mothers do? If you 
are so unhappy with fa--

KIM
--You don’t understand. You are not being 
fair, you know? Your mother loves you--

Leah turns to Kim, spiteful, and with contempt. 

LEAH (CONT’D
-- Look at you! I thought you were cool, so 
caring. I believed you could be my friend... 
Instead, you are even worse than my 
mother... At least she did it for love, but 
you... You are a bitch! 
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Leah, sobbing, grabs the ice cream container and with surprising ferocity 
pushes it against Kim’s face, turns, and walks away. 

Kim, devastated, cries, her tears marking small rivers on her face 
covered with melting ice cream, as she makes an effort to contain her 
SOBS

INT. OFFICE  -  DAY 

The SOUND of a copy machine, emulating a metronome, acts as 
counterpoint to Emilia’s voice

EMILIA (O.S.)
Why are you impatient?

STORAGE COPY ROOM

Emilia meets Indira in a storage and copy room, with large metal shelves 
full of paper boxes and office supplies. 

Indira studies Emilia making copies of a report, 

INDIRA
Someone in FM saw you holding hands with 
Kim. It’s all over the office. 

EMILIA
Really? I didn’t think -- Oh well it’s my life, 
they can’t do anything about --

INDIRA
-- But they may think I am also one I spend 
so much time with you

EMILIA
Don’t worry. I will say you are a Tantric 
Master, you are teaching me incredible 
yoga variations from the Kama --
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INDIRA
Please, you should not joke like this... Did 
you finish with your copies? Let’s go to 
your office.

OFFICE OPEN SPACE

They march with determination towards Emilia office 

Coworkers look at them, as they lower their voices. 

Two geeks from the IT department, leer at them with stupid smiles. 

Emilia accelerates the pace, and with a voice higher than necessary 
addresses Indira

EMILIA
I have the Tennessee asbestos file on my 
desk, please return it to Peterson when 
you finish. 

With a sense of relief they enter Emilia’s office.

EMILIA’S OFFICE

Emilia collapses on her chair

Indira does the same, sits on a visitor’s chair and removes her shoes, 
starts massaging her foot.

INDIRA
These shoes are killing me -- I think your 
life has become a soap opera. It’s 
tiresome, I should change channels. 

EMILIA
Poor Indira, stuck with me, such a bad 
friend -- Anyway, let’s talk about you, are 
you happy?
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Indira, thoughtful, takes some time to respond, as she continues to 
massage her foot; the gesture becomes almost a caress.

INDIRA 
Yes, I think so. Even though Osman can 
become silly with his excessive jealousy...  
A Turkish version of Othello! But even 
that, I think it’s kind of endearing.  
Sometimes when I feel insecure as a 
woman, I find his possessiveness 
reassuring. 

EMILIA
I can’t stand it. Possessiveness  smothers 
me, it reminds me of my father Sicilian 
world. I detested the intensity of their 
emotions! I’ll take Charles cold 
indifference any time.

INDIRA
Don’t tell me, I think you miss Charles.

They study each other, aware of their differences and still bounded by a 
certain affinity, they break in big laughs.

EMILIA
Only his aloofness, I find it refreshing. I 
think passion can be exhausting, I almost 
miss the soothing sensation of boredom. 

INDIRA
I could share some of mine. But seriously I 
find your contradictions are unnerving... 
Any way, will you come for dinner this 
Saturday?

EMILIA
Sorry I can’t, it’s the Spring Concert at 
Leah’s school, and she is dancing!
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INT.  SCHOOL AUDITORIUM  - NIGHT  

Small school auditorium packed with parents and students. 

From large speakers emanates the plaintive sound of a VIOLIN, 
accompanied by the beat of an ARAB DRUM, the darbuka, playing  
“Gnossiennes #1” by Eric Satie.

On the stage, Leah, barefoot, wearing a multilayered red dress of 
organdy, turns slowly, her body in a perfect arc, arms extended above 
her head, as she follows the rhythm of the music.

KIM (O.S.)
(murmurs)

My God she looks so lovely, so grown up.

In a row closed to the stage, Kim holds Emilia arm to emphasize her 
point. In a soft gesture Emilia disengages her arm. 

EMILIA
Yes, she is growing so fast!

On the stage Leah completes a jump, and softly lands on one knee, while 
her other leg extends out, her head down almost kissing the floor, her 
arms totally extended, hands widely open expressing a gesture of 
abandonment. 

Emilia is overwhelmed by a sense of wonder and pride, explores the room, 
searching for Charles, feeling the need to share with him such special 
moment.

It takes her some time to locate him.

Charles, looking old and tired, follows Leah’s movements, as he rests a 
shoulder against a wall, with arms crossed. 

Leah, absorbed by the music, performs a perfect pirouette, followed by 
graceful jumps, that seams to last forever, legs and arms fully extended, 
her head turned back. 
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Charles, sensing Emilia’s glance, turns to face her and slowly a radiant 
proud smile covers his face. He makes the gesture to meet afterwards 
pointing to the exit door.

Emilia smiles and nods in agreement, and turns her attention to the 
stage.

Overwhelmed and full of pride, by Leah’s creativity, she dries a small 
tear, not wanting Kim to notice.

She addresses Kim in a muted voice, without turning

EMILIA
I’m going to meet Charles afterwards. 
Don’t wait, I’ll see you later.

Kim turns to study Emilia, and turns back her attention to the stage. In a 
low voice, with contained irritation she explodes.

KIM
He’s such a fool! How can you?

Emilia winces, taken back by the venom in Kim’s voice,  ignore her and 
keeps her attention focused on the stage. 

Minutes later the music ends. Leah, somewhat out of breath, 
acknowledges the applause.

Emilia and Kim stand up and loudly clap, out of synch, as they ignore 
each other.

A little girl brings Leah a small bouquet. 

EMILIA (O.S.)
See you later.

Kim watches Emilia’s back as she navigates the crowd to exit. 
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INT.  SCHOOL FOYER  -  SAME TIME

On the walls, large glass shelves are full of school trophies and photos of 
varsity teams from different years.  

Parents and excited students mill around, talking loudly.

Emilia sees Charles as he stands in front of a PTA table manned by 
volunteers. He buys 2 roses as Emilia approaches him. 

Charles offers one of the roses to Emilia.

CHARLES
It’s for Leah, from you.

EMILIA
Thanks, I didn’t think of it

CHARLES
We could take her to eat something

INT. DINNER BOOTH  - NIGHT    

The dinner, a poor emulation of a 50’s dinner, has too much chrome, 
with seats covered in bright red plastic and too many black and white 
tiles.

Leah, next to her father, enjoys a large milk shake, while she shares with 
Emilia an enormous piece of cheesecake, smothered with strawberries, 
and whipped cream.

Charles nurses a mug of coffee. 

LEAH
... Ms. Lewis mentioned  a summer camp 
with a great a dance program, but Julia 
wants me to join her at a film camp Mr. 
Robinson recommended -- 
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Leah sips her milk shake and cuts a large cheesecake piece. She carefully 
scraps the strawberries from the top and pushes them to her mother side 
of the plate.

LEAH (CONT’D)
He told us we did such a great job with the 
documentary; he may enter it in a 
Multimedia contest for Junior High Schools.  

EMILIA
I’m so glad your work is being recognized. 
You have so many talents, and tonight you 
were wonderful! 

The waitress stops by to refill coffee mugs. Emilia declines, while Charles 
gesture yes to the waitress and addresses Leah.

CHARLES
I must say you were right with the choice 
of music. When you said you would dance 
to Satie’s music, I thought you were 
making a mistake: it would be too slow to 
dance. What a difference the drum makes 
in this interpretation.

LEAH
You see, you don’t trust my judgment.

CHARLES
But I do. I --

EMILIA
-- Of course we do! I don’t think  your 
father was questioning your judgment. 

LEAH
And you mother? Don’t you think I’m 
mature enough to make good choices? 
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EMILIA
Of course sweetheart! I am so  proud of 
you...  But you are just twelve. Don’t you 
think you still have things to learn? 
Mistakes to make?

LEAH
Like the ones you have been making, 
mother?

Charles uncomfortable with the turn of the conversation signals the 
waitress.

CHARLES
Well ladies, I have an early meeting 
tomorrow.  The check please. 

(Pause, addresses Emilia)
Should we give you a ride?

INT. KIM’S APARTMENT    NIGHT  

Kim stands on pillows, as she spies from the basement window the street. 

EMILIA (O.S.)
You were great tonight, sweet heart! I was 
so proud of you. You must keep dancing!

EXT. STREET - NIGHT(SAME)

Emilia standing on the side of the car brings her head inside the rolled 
down window to offer Leah a good night kiss, as she glances at Charles.

CHARLES WITH A TIRED SMILE, HIS ARMS RESTING ON THE WHEEL.

EMILIA
Thank you Charles, it was a nice way to 
end a wonderful evening.
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INT. KIM’S LIVINGROOM DAY  - NIGHT (SAME)  

Emilia enters using her key.

Kim erect by the kitchen entrance, holds a glass of wine, and with 
sarcasm in her voice

KIM
What? No kissy kissy for hubby?

Emilia ignoring Kim, turns her back to remove her raincoat, and hang it in 
the closet with care.

In silence she advances towards the bedroom, making an effort to close 
the door without making noise.

Kim stands in front of the closed door, her hands resting flat against the 
door, not daring to open it. In plaintive tone of voice

KIM 
I’m sorry. You know, I didn’t mean to... I 
just felt discarded, an outsider, afraid soon 
your fear of happiness would drive you 
away. 

The bedroom door remains closed. Kim makes a gesture to open it, but 
changing her mind, continuous her monologue

KIM (CONT’D)
Please don’t.  Not now! Not when for the 
first time I am learning to love  -- You 
know, I’m not jealous of Charles as your 
lover, but as your friend.

INT. GYM  - DAY          

Betty, behind a small counter, greets a middle-aged overweight man, as 
she offers him a folded towel and a small bottle of Fiji water.
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Charles stands behind the man, feeling foolish as he holds a large gym 
bag.

BETTY
It’s good to see you again Mr. Frederick.

The man grunts and moves on. Charles approaches the counter, and 
picks the towel and bottle being offered to him.

BETTY
Are here to work out? Or because you find 
me irresistible.

CHARLES
What do you think?

GYM INTERIOR

Charles, in sweat pants and a Marines Marathon sweatshirt, joins Pablo, 
who studies his clipboard, as he addresses the middle-aged man 

PABLO
Mr. Frederick you may want to start with 
30 , you don’t need to --

MR. FREDERICK
-- I was doing 40 before and I don’t intend 
to work backwards

Pablo, frustrated turns around, and sees Charles.

PABLO
Charles, welcome. So you have any goal in 
mind?

CHARLES
(points to his belly)

Yes.  I want to reduce this. 

Pablo guides him to the cable curl machine
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PABLO
In that case, lets start working the 
abdominal... shall we start with 30? Let’s 
do 3 sets of 15, shall we?

Pablo fixes the pin to select the weight, observes Charles’s reaction for a 
short time and turns to admire approaching a statuesque blond woman in 
her thirties, lifting weights.

CHARLES (O.S.)
Ten, eleven, twelve --

NEWS ON THE TV SHOW PASSAGE OF TIME

Pablo returns sucking a lollipop. 

Charles moves to the treadmill. Pablo sets the speed faster.

Pablo notices Charles’ fatigue, as he sweats and the rhythm of his 
breathing accelerates

PABLO
You still see Kim, after Emilia moved in 
with her?

Charles, resentful at Pablo’s attempt to make him work hard, responds 
with a certain tone of contempt

CHARLES
No! It’s over. She is not a good sport! Bad 
tennis player, but I must say the sex was 
great.

Pablo raises the incline setting on the treadmill, Charles  works harder. 

PABLO
She is a bitch and you are an old fool. Did 
you know Emilia slept with Kim’s father 
when she was in graduate school?...  
That’s why he left his family, he was crazy 
about Emilia.
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CHARLES
So? That’s years ago! What’s that to do 
with anything?

PABLO 
God you are so obtuse... Revenge! 
Everything Kim has done was for revenge. 

Charles, sweating profusely, continues to work out.

Suddenly Charles stops, eyes wide open, as if something had clicked 
within him.

A wave of understanding illuminates his face, slowly followed by a wave 
of cold anger. He stops.

CHARLES
I need to hit something!
Pablo,  Will you please put on the punching 
target pads.

Pablo reluctantly retrieves from a side table a pair of bright red target 
pads, fixes them to his hands, and returns.

Charles explodes, full of anger, with rapid punches hits with force the 
target pads.

Pablo, taken by surprise by the ferocity of the attack, almost looses his 
balance. He regains his composure, and firmly moves one of his legs back 
to better maintain balance.

PABLO
Are you going to tell Emilia?

Charles ignores Pablo, in silence, hits the target pads with brutal force.

PABLO
(insistent)

What are you going to do now?

Charles, full of rage, throws a left punch. 
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CHARLES
Nothing to say, I have been used... So 
stupid! 

Charles throws a right punch.

CHARLES (CONT’D)
Charles Witherspoon taken advantage by a 
stupid bitch! 

Charles throws a left punch

CHARLES (CONT’D)
The laughing stock of Savannah!

Charles, exhausted, feeling old and dejected, breaks down, embraces 
Pablo, hides his face on Pablo’s shoulder, and sobs silently

Pablo, still wearing the targets pads, is caught by surprise. He stands still 
for some time, and feeling remorseful tries to console Charles by tapping 
his back with the target pads.

INT. PABLO’S LIVING ROOM  - DAY 

PABLO’S HAND CARESSES THE RED LEATHER COVER OF A LARGE BOOK

A small black leather sofa dominates the livingroom.

Against a wall rests a large book case, with shelves covered books in 
Spanish, French, and English.

Pablo opens the large book, resting on his lap, as he admires its 
illustrations.

Light comes from the open Kitchen door, and an old footlight, more junk 
than antiques, illuminates the armchair where Pablo rests. 

Kim approaches holding two wine glasses, and offers him one.
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She moves away, to sit on the floor resting her back against the old black 
sofa. 

Pablo turns a page and reads aloud at a leisurely pace.

PABLO
I wonder from these thousand of "me's", 
which one am I. Listen to my cry, do not 
drown my voice. I am completely filled 
with the thought of you--

Pablo stops, takes a sip from the wine glass, studies Kim’s  reaction, and 
resumes.

PABLO (CONT’D)
-- Only your presence revives my withered 
heart. You are the candle that lights the 
whole world and I am an empty vessel for 
your light.      

Kim, pleasantly moved, comes closer, and rests her head on Paul’s leg.

KIM
You know? That’s lovely. Go on!

Pablo flips pages; searching for a new poem to read, and finds one to 
share.

PABLO
A short one, this one is by Rabi’a!

(pause)
I have made you the companion of my 
heart. But my body is available to those 
who desire its company. And my body is 
friendly toward its guest. But the Beloved 
of my heart is the guest of my soul. 

Kim is overcome by the sensuality of the words, turns to Pablo, starts 
unzipping him; she raises her face to Pablo.
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KIM
Don’t stop, please continue.

Pablo admires the purple light of a dying sunset through the open window.

He turns his attention to Kim’s reflected image on the mirror, her head 
moving up and down as she fellates him.

The soft light of the lamp, makes a halo around his head, against the 
darkness of the room, he continues reading

PABLO (O.S.)
You’ve no idea how hard I’ve looked  for a 
gift to bring you, nothing seemed right. 
What’s the point of bringing gold to the 
gold mine, or water to the ocean? 
Everything I came up was like --

Pablo is overcome by pleasure, and surprised how Kim ignores him, as 
she worships his penis, totally absorbed by her ritual act, and completely 
indifferent to his feelings.

With some difficulty resumes reading aloud

PABLO
Everything I came up was like taking spices 
to the Orient. It’s no good giving my heart 
and my soul because you already have 
these.

Pablo stops reading, and with closed eyes, recites the last lines of the 
poem, as he reaches an orgasm. 

PABLO (O.S.)
So I’ve brought you a mirror. Look at 
yourself and remember me.

Kim stands up, picks the wine glass, and empties it with gusto. She 
deposits the wine glass on the table, and turns to holds Pablo’s head with 
her two hands gives him a long kiss.
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Kim keeps holding his face, glancing intensely at his eyes, and in a cold 
tone of voice

KIM
You know. This is goodbye. I’m not going 
to see you again. I don’t want you to call 
me. I don’t want you to try to see me 
anymore. Do you understand? 

Pablo, confused, notices his fly is still open, somewhat embarrassed, 
quickly zips his pants and stands up, mouth slightly open. Paralyzed, he 
observes Kim

She searches for her purse, finds it, and exits without turning.

INT. KIM’S OFFICE  - DAY  

A large office space, partitioned by very modern office dividers.

Kim is in one of the cubicles next to large windows overlooking 16th 
street. Is late in the afternoon, and most of her coworkers have left. 

Kim on her computer googles for vacation packages. She finds a web site 
on Aruba. 

An image of a large white sandy beach, palm trees over looking a calm 
blue sea reflecting a single small white cloud gliding in a blinding blue sky.

DISSOLVE TO:

KIM DAY DREAM STARTS - SAME BEACH - DAY

Kim and Emilia, holding hands, run towards the ocean. Kim wears a white 
bikini; Emilia in a black one=piece, looks suntanned, lovely, her long black 
hair flows freely. 
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Their happy laughs reverberate on the beach and can be heard by 
fishermen casting their nets.

DISSOLVE TO:

SAME BEACH - LATER

Kim and Emilia lay on long chairs, face down and topless. 

Emilia is concerned Kim may get a sunburn

EMILIA
Did you put lotion on?

KIM
I’m OK, You know?...

Emilia, impatient, stands up, covering her breasts, and fetches a tube 
from an enormous beach bag.

EMILIA
(tone of discipline)

Young lady, you must protect yourself! 

Emilia lovingly spreads suntan on Kim’s legs, slowly, sensuously, 
migrating to her lower back, the back, and finally the shoulders. Kim 
purrs like a cat. 

DISSOLVE TO:

POOL SIDE - NIGHT 

Kim alone at the dinning table, with remains of a meal, sips a long 
tropical drink.

On the pool side a steel band plays, and couples  dance. 
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Emilia wears a lovely dark blue sundress; suntanned and radiant she joins 
her.

EMILIA
Sorry, it took forever to remove the sand 
from my hair!

She sits, finds her glass empty, Kim offers her own drink.

The steel band  plays a bolero. Kim extends her hand to Emilia.  

They dance next to the table, lost in each other, holding each other tight 
as if afraid of losing each other.

Emilia, eyes closed, rests her head on Kim’s shoulder. Their thighs press 
against each other, hips swaying to the beat of the steel drums.

Kim starts nibbles Emilia’s ear, and softly deposits kisses on her neck, as 
Emilia turns to kiss her--

BANG! THE SOUND OF CAN HITTING THE FLOOR

END KIM’S DAY DREAM.

INT. KIM’S OFFICE  - DAY

An overweight middle-aged woman in a drab grey cleaning coat, with 
dirty hair, pushing a cart with cleaning tools, stops in the door of Kim’s 
cubicle.

CLEANING WOMAN
Perdone senorita! I’m sorry; I didn’t know 
you are in office.

Kim, inpatient, wants to get rid of her.

KIM
It’s OK, nothing to clean. I need to work!
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Kim stands up, so the cleaning woman would leave, puts on her adorned 
dim short jacket, sets her computer to sleep, and the light off. 

INT. KIM’S APARTMENT  - NIGHT 

Kim switches the living room lights on as she enters excited, holding a 
bouquet of flowers.

She sees light emerging from the half closed bedroom door,  thinking 
Emilia is the bedroom she calls on her, as she moves towards the kitchen.

KIM
Emilia! It’s me.

KITCHEN

Kim searches for a vase, finds it, and fills it with water.

KIM 
I found these flowers... 

Kim removes her jacket and lets it fall on the floor.

She cuts the stems of each flower, careful to keep them uneven, lovingly 
arranges them in the vase.

KIM 
You know? This afternoon I made an 
important discovery. I love do you!

Kim becomes aware of the silence, holding the vase with flowers, moves 
towards the half closed bedroom door

KIM 
Emilia?  Are you here?
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EMPTY BEDROOM

Kim realizes she is alone in the apartment, still holding the vase, feeling 
foolish, she sits on the bedside as she caresses the petals of her flowers 
one by one.

MONTAGE - LEAH’S MAKES AN EFFORT 

A) KITCHEN TABLE Leah, making an effort to accept the situation chats 
quietly with Kim. 

B) KITCHEN TABLE Emilia observes them, almost with a trembling hand 
as she lights a cigarette.

C) KITCHEN SINK Leah washes dishes while Kim, animated and laughing, 
dries them, oblivious of Emilia. Leah furtively glances at Emilia.

D) KITCHEN TABLE Emilia, thoughtful, picks up bread crumbs from the 
table as to hide her gratitude for Leah’s efforts. 

E) KITCHEN TABLE.  Kim and Leah eat ice cream with relish. Emilia drinks 
her coffee as she gives furtive glances to the clock, dreading the 
moment Leah will be picked up by Charles. 

F) KIM’S APARTMENT ENTRANCE Charles and Leah get ready to leave as 
they stand at the entrance of Kim’s apartment. Leah kisses Emilia 
goodbye and departs with a sad smile, almost reluctant to leave.

G) DOOR FRAME  Emilia standing, her arms crossed  makes an effort to 
contain her emotions, not able to smile.

H) CAR DOOR WINDOW Leah waives goodbye to her mother, bravely 
makes an effort to smile.

I) STREET Emilia raises and extends her arm in response, her hand open. 
The gesture more an attempt to arrest the departure than waiving 
goodbye to the receding car.
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EXT. SIDEWALK CAFE GERGETOWN - DAY 

Emilia, morose, stirs her cappuccino as she observes passersby. Feeling 
thirsty, calls the waiter.

EMILIA
Do you have Pellegrino?.

Next table a young girl, perhaps eleven, eats an ice cream, as she talks 
to her mother in exciting tone. 

ICE CREAM YOUNG GIRL
Oh mother, please let’s find it please... We 
must see it!

Emilia overcome by longing searches her ever-present large purse. It 
takes a long time to find and retrieve her cell phone.

She flips it open it as the mother of the young girl interrupts her.

TOURIST MOTHER (O.S.)
Sorry, could you please help us?

Emilia turns to see the mother holding a map of the city.

The mother brings her chair closer to Emilia’s and extends the map on 
the table

TOURIST MOTHER
We are looking for the Phillips Gallery. I 
thought it was close to Mass. Avenue... 
Somehow we missed it!

EMILIA
Yes, it is. But it’s closer to Dupont Circle. 
Here it is! I think you will like it! It has a 
great collection. So many visitors miss it.

TOURIST MOTHER
My daughter is working on a school 
project; she insisted, we must see the-- 
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ICE CREAM YOUNG GIRL
(excited)

The “Luncheon at the Boating Party”, by 
...

EMILIA
Oh yes, it’s a wonderful piece by Renoir -- 
it’s also one of my daughter’s favorites. 

TOURIST MOTHER
How old is your daughter?

EMILIA
Twelve, going on twenty

ICE CREAM YOUNG GIRL
I’m eleven.

TOURIST MOTHER
Where is she now? On such a lovely day?

Emilia, somewhat hesitant, glances at the girl rather than the mother, 

EMILIA
With her father...

Emilia, feeling somewhat vulnerable, searches for Leah’s pictures on her 
cell phone.

When she finds the one she was looking for she turns to share it with 
mother and daughter. 

EMILIA
My daughter Leah. She loves to play 
soccer.

INSERT

Photo of Leah, in her yellow soccer outfit, proudly lifting in on hand a 
trophy, with a triumphant smile.

106.

                                                                                                                 



Mother and daughter, now uncomfortable, make a desultory attempt to 
show interest. 

Emilia senses it, stands up and moves back

EMILIA
I’m sorry, I must make a phone call, nice 
chatting with you. 

With determination flips the phone again and speeds dials; standing she 
drinks her cold coffee and makes a grimace.

The phone RINGS for a long time.

EMILIA
What were you doing?

(Pause)
No Indira, you were right! I don’t want to 
lose Leah. She needs me now... I need her!

(Pause)
You don’t understand. I still love Kim, but I 
need to leave... Yes, You heard me. I’m 
must leave her ... I feel lost ... I need to 
find Emilia. 

INT. KIM’S APARTMENT - NIGHT    

The apartment is empty; Emilia drops her raincoat on a chair,  takes the 
cigarette pack from her purse, but cannot find her matches.

KITCHEN

She walks in and starts opening drawers, searching and not any light. 
Keeps looking for them as she moves towards the living room.
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LIVINGROOM

Rummages drawers, opens one full of bills and papers.

In another drawer she finds pictures. She picks a photo on top of the pile.

INSERT 

Photo of Emilia as a young graduate student holding some textbooks, next 
to her stands David Becker, his back towards the camera, his head turned 
toward us looking surprised.

BACK TO SCENE

Carefully she examines the photograph for a long time.

EMILIA
I wonder how?

Lost in her thoughts, she stands holding the photograph. Suddenly a flash 
of understanding illuminates her face.

EMILIA
Oh No!

Now, upset, still holding the picture, she marches to pick up her purse, in 
a gesture of impatience, she empties its content on top of the dining 
room table. 

PURSE CONTENTS COVER THE TOP OF THE TABLE

Emilia hand searches for matches. Finally, she finds them, hidden 
between the checkbook covers.

LIVINGROOM

Emilia on the arm chair, the photograph on her lap, lights a cigarette and 
inhales with such force she has a cough attack.
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Kim enters the apartment, concerned moves to Emilia, and attempts to 
tap her back trying to help.

Emilia rejects the gesture.

EMILIA
Please don’t! It’s over. What ever we have 
must end... Perhaps in the ultimate 
instance you can’t forgive me, not 
because of your father, but for what I 
gave up for you... 

Kim steps back and sees the photo on Emilia’s lap, realizing Emilia knows, 
she hides her sense of guilt with anger

KIM
You know?! You don’t know anything! It’s 
me who should leave you, me who -- 

Kim moves to serve herself a drink, but stops very still and raises a 
tremulous voice, with contained rage 

KIM (CONT’D)
-- How do you dare to do to me what you 
did to my father!  ... Do you know the pain 
you inflicted?...  I wanted to teach you a 
lesson...  Instead, I fell in love. I love you, 
you fool! 

Kim approaches Emilia and attempts to hold her. 

Emilia rejects the gesture and turns her back.

She examines her reflection on the mirror, a vulnerable, tired middle aged 
woman with undone hair.

In the mirror, behind her she sees Kim doing her best and failing to 
contain her tears.
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EMILIA
I know you love me, but at this point in my 
life, I find myself lost within the world we 
created, trapped in our forest. 

Emilia examine Kim’s reflection in a calm, analytical manner

EMILIA (CONT’D)
In love I saw a glimpse of what I was and 
what I could have been, I learned to live 
again... and in our passion I discovered 
something other than me could be real.

Kim approaches and holds Emilia’s shoulders, as she looks at their 
reflection, in a vain attempt to hold onto what she had

KIM
-- And with you, I felt the sun from both 
sides.

Emilia disengages herself and with determination moves to look outside 
the small basement window.

EMILIA 
I was naive, I thought my age would 
protect me from excesses, instead I 
allowed myself to be swallowed-- 

A cat appears at the window and stares at Emilia.

Emilia raises her arm and presses her hand open against the glass in 
salute.

The cat afraid of the gesture runs away. Emilia finds the cold of the glass 
soothing.

EMILIA (CONT’D)
-- and in passion, blind to any thing else. 
But now, I must open my eyes.... see 
again. 
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Emilia turns around, and for the first time looks at Kim directly in her 
eyes.

The noise of the MOTOR of the refrigerator, and the occasional STREET 
NOISE interrupt their silence.

KIM
I don’t understand. You know? If you love 
me and I love you ... Why can’t we stay 
together?

EMILIA 
Someone wrote ”Love is, above all else, 
the gift of oneself” I feel now the need to 
redirect my giving. 
I must learn to allow myself to love me.

Kim on the couch, sobs and  tries to dry her tears with her sleeves. 

Emilia moves towards her with the intention to deposit a kiss on Kim’s 
head in an attempt to console her.

KIM 
Don’t! I don’t want your pity, or consoling 
words.

Kim stands up, frustrated, full of rage, almost menacing.

KIM
I want you to feel my angry love, my 
unforgiving love.

Emilia is surprised at Kim’s ferocity, retreats, now fearful, she grabs her 
purse almost as a shield. 

KIM (CONT’D)
Poor Emily, you are pitiful in your middle-
aged insecurities... are you afraid of my 
merciful hate? Or my forgiveness?

Emilia, in distress, turns away, her hand holding tight her purse. She 
exists almost running, leaving the door open.
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EXT. M STREET  - NIGHT  

Emilia walks down the street, blind to others, her eyes swelling with tears, 
as she takes resolute strides.

She stops in front of a book store window, dries her eyes and resolute 
picks her cell phone, and speed dials.

The phone RINGS for some time.

EMILIA
Charles? It’s me. Would you mind if I take 
Leah for a long weekend? We would drive 
to Skyline Drive.

A passerby bumps against Emilia, who almost loses her balance and takes 
refuge against a wall, raising her voice.

EMILIA (CONT’D)
Yes, this Saturday; we would return on 
Monday... Would you call the school?...  
Can I talk to her?

(Long pause)
Yes... Yes.

(Pause)
Can you miss Monday classes?

(Pause)
 Alright then, Daddy will call the school... 
Yes I will pick up you on Saturday... At ten.

(Pause)
Good night sweet heart, Love you

A blast of cold wind and a crowd of rowdy students push her to take 
refuge under the awning of a restaurant.

Overwhelmed by mixed feeling and emotions, she starts crying again.

A man, wearing an elegant hat from the 40’s, with two women exit the 
restaurant; one of the women is beautiful, dressed in a low cut red dress, 
she smiles at Emilia in a flirtatious way.

Emilia, pleased, stops crying, as she searches in her purse for a tissue. 
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The woman-in-red offers her a handkerchief. Emilia grateful accepts it, 
fingers lightly touching

MAN WITH HAT (O.S.)
Louise

The woman-in-red lifts her shoulders in a gesture of regret and smiles.

Emilia attempts to return the handkerchief.

They depart. The woman turns 

WOMAN-IN-RED
Please, keep it.

Emilia lifts the handkerchief to smell the woman’s perfume, as she walks 
to the border of the sidewalk.

She attempts to hail a taxi. Changes her mind and starts to walk towards 
M street, swinging the handkerchief.

From the open windows of a bar a song from Cape Verde filters out, a 
smile appears on Emilia’s face.

As she walks the rhythm of her walk progresses from slow and timid to 
assured and sensual, following the beat of the music.

The soft skirt swaying along, the gladiators’ sandals encasing her lovely 
legs. 

INT. KIM’S BEDROOM - NIGHT   

Kim lies in bed, one arm covering her eyes, as she tries to masturbate.  
As hard as she tries, she fails and gives up.

A wave of desolation overwhelms her; she curls in a fetal position and 
starts sobbing. 

Overwhelmed by tears, she reaches for a tissue, and  accidentally knocks 
down a picture frame.  
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KIM’S POV FLOOR TABLE FEET

The frame, containing the picture of Emilia and her father lies broken on 
the floor, which multiplies her pain, her sobbing increases. 

BEDSIDE

Kim on her knees picks carefully the broken glass.  The act calms her, 
and her sobbing subsides.

Finally, calm and collected, she lifts the broken frame, and approaches 
the bookshelf.

KIM’S POV SHELF

As she finds space for the frame, her eyes rest on the small Venetian 
masks Emilia had given her the day they first kissed. She lifts it and 
tearful, brings it close to her lips.

KIM’S BEDROOM

Suddenly overcome by  pain mixed with rage, she throws it forcefully 
against the wall.  

The mask misses by an inch the large framed picture of “Mami Wata” 

KIM’s POV FLYING MASK

The small Venetian mask appears in suspense, magically frozen in time 
and space, then it hits the wall and breaks.

Its pieces scatter through out the room in slow motion, some rebounding 
from objects, some hitting each other, in a perfect random 
choreography, dancing to what could be echoes of Musetta’s Waltz.  

KIM’S BEDROOM
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With a renewed sense of determination Kim removes the photograph of 
Emilia and her father from the broken frame, and using a pair of scissors, 
slowly cuts it in small pieces.

The scattered pieces fall on the floor forming a surrealistic collage.

A small piece upside down shows Emilia’s sweet smile, another shows her 
arms holding books. One piece shows Kim’s father with surprised look as 
if condemning her destructive act

Kim sobs for some time and at last picks up the wireless phone.

While dialing she walks towards the small open basement window, looking 
up towards the very small patch of night sky.

The phone RINGS for a long time before someone on the other side 
responds.

What could be a shooting star, but is probably the blinking lights of a jet, 
slowly makes a graceful arc pointing to the stars on the East.

                        THE END
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