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FADE | N.
Bl ack.

MAN V. O
The unreasoned full ness of the sky
atones al nost for that which |
desire...

EXT. TREE - DAY

Sunlight filters through a tree. Abstract. G imering.
Al nost blinding. Taking shape in blurry, curious forns.

MAN V. O. (CONT' D)
Fruitlessly in ripened cherries and
t he sweet corn silver silken, honey
heavi est of all.

BOY's eyes take it all in. Young, unfettered by care. Wde
and open. He is in the freshness of youth with roguish,
curly hair and a tanned face.

Around him nature bl ossons. Fresh foliage. Bl oom ng
flowers. Corn in its fullness. The wind ruffles the stal ks
with a sound that tingles ears.

MAN V. Q. ( CONT’ D)
Al nost, but still unspeakable the
| ongi ng | engt hens barrenly and
curls in tendrils through the
seasons.

Agai nst the |ight, GRANDFATHER takes shape. He is
gray-haired, along in years, but stands strong and tal

still, carrying a gnarled cane. A pocketwatch hangs fromhis
trousers. Shadows blur his face.

MAN V. O (CONT' D)
| wish one |ong and blindi ng day
and fallow fields forever turning
furrowed into fruitful ness, but
seeds nust have their wheeling
season; days nust stretch and
change.

G andfather’s HAND reaches down to Boy. Boy smles upon
seeing his beloved Grandfather and willingly takes his hand.
As he stands up, he stunbles a bit. G andfather steadies him
and helps himto his feet.



Both wal k side by side towards the cornfield up ahead.
Slowy G andfather takes the lead. H s worn shoes step into
the field.

EXT. FIELD - DAY

MAN V. O. (CONT' D)
| will grow and die here with the
| ove of changi ng shadows in the
worl d, the grasses, green or
gol den, stones that sink through
centuries, waters washing ever
young.

Grandfather’s stride is |ong and Boy nmust hasten to keep up.
Hi s ruddy face reddens; his hair flops on his flushed face.
G andf at her wal ks sl ow y, hunching over nore and nore on his
cane, yet Boy cannot reach him

CLDER BOY energes, continuing the pursuit. He is Boy, but a
few years ol der - perhaps fourteen. Leaner. Wser. Angul ar
with the strain of adol escence. He picks up his pace,

j oggi ng.

G andf at her’' s back and shoulders are all that are visible
t hrough the corn. Then he di sappears entirely.

O der Boy begins to run. A full out sprint. He sweats and
pants, panicking. At |last he exits the corn field as MAN -
Boy and A der Boy in one, on the cusp of adulthood. He

sl ows, stops. Looks up at the

EXT. CABIN - DAY

Man is alone. It is just himand the cabin. He stares, a
gray dread stealing upon him

EXT. CABIN PORCH - DAY

Man steps cautiously onto the porch. The steps creak, keying
up his nerves. He puts one trenbling hand on the knob.

| NT. PORCH - DAY

MAN V. O (CONT’ D)
Yel | ow rul ed suspenders, O d Spice,
gasoline, a Gaither tune behind a
st ai ned- gl ass wi ndow, soil broken
bitterly beneath a broken sky.

( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 3.

MAN V. O (CONT' D) (cont’d)
Little things will conjure up the
i mge of a soul

Dar kness. Barely any light allows himsight to take in the
bl eakness within. Dust noticons float in the air, al nost
beautiful in their stagnancy.

Man’ s shoes sound hollowy on the enpty cabin, devoid of
anything but furniture. Every surface is swathed in bl ack
dust cloths. By the fireplace hangs G andfather’s cane.
Dusty. Unused.

A weight in his pocket draws his eyes down. He pulls out the
pocketwatch. It feels heavy in his hand. He sets it on the
mant | epi ece. Wal ks away. Qut of the cabin to the

EXT. PATH - DAY

Wthout feels just as gray as within. Every step is heavy,
an effort.

MAN V. Q. (CONT' D)
Lives i ke waters wash between the
chi nks of ny renmenbering. Stone by
stone the shallows fill and
chatter, weathered with the torrent
of too many days.

H s face is weathered with the torrent of too many days. The
sun seens blinding. It hurts to see. He pauses and cl oses
his eyes. Lets the sun wash over him Mbtionl ess.

MAN V. O (CONT’ D)
How many livings live wwthin a
Iife? The one is inescapable. Two,
for better or for worse; four for
wi sdom if you' re lucky, eight for
anti que picture franes.

W FE steps beside him Her slender frane and full hair are
ripe with life. Full of womanhood. Her white dress radiates
t he sweet summer light. She slips her hand into his. H's
eyes open. She is beauty itself. She leads him It is green
and good. They touch, his hand around her waist. Her |ashes
are long. Her hair catches the light. They round the corner
to the



EXT. BACK YARD - DAY

Here is coziness. Brightness. Beauty. A luscious picnic is
| aid upon the grass. On the bl anket sits DAUGHTER - sweet,
young, dinpled, in her play clothes. About six years ol d.
Upon seeing her parents, she junps up and runs to Man, who
pi cks her up and tosses her in the air, giggling, hair

flying.

MAN V. Q. ( CONT' D)
Nineteen lifetimes | have lived in
pl antings. Ni neteen centuries of
wi nter, and the roots of nme are
groani ng, swollen with the
heavi ness of |ife and death.

Man, Wfe and Daughter play kickball in the yard. Leaves
shake on the branches, flecked with color. Fall approaches.

Daught er kicks the ball i
Daughter on the cheek, te
t he woods to get the bal
They enter the

nto the nearby woods. Man ki sses
|l's her to wait. He heads towards
. Wfe follows closely behind him

| NT. WOCODS - DAY

MAN V. O (CONT’ D)
Grown thin |ike garnents,
weat her - bare, the shapes of ol der
t hi ngs show t hrough the warp and
woof of days.

Man and Wfe wal k hand in hand. The woods are close. The

| eaves inked with colors of fall. It is cozy. He holds her
hand tightly. The trees grow less friendly - closing in.
Dar ker. Danker. Her hold on himloosens. Looser. Drops
conpl etely.

Startled, Man | ooks beside him She s gone. He | ooks ahead
at the

EXT. CEMETERY - DUSK

H's ringed fingers are enpty. The sunlight has di pped behind
the treeline. Painfully beautiful, washing over him heavily.
Trees are colored with ripe autumm | eaves. There is her
gravestone, adorned with faded fl owers.

MAN V. Q. ( CONT’ D)
Dull dark, digging thorns and
thi stles, husks of corn and rinds

( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 5.

MAN V. O. (CONT' D) (cont’d)
of wi thered punpkin, cold stone,
noss, the nmust of death...

Man caresses the stone. Leans on it - the only support
hol di ng hi mup. Hunches over it. Crunples to his knees.
Screans. Cries. He is al one.

MAN V. O (CONT’ D)
...1ts snell and inportunity - al
t hese uphold the roots of ripened
cherries, stal ks of sweet corn,
silver silken, heaviness of
honeyconb.

Dusk deepens. Nearly night. Still he weeps al one.

EXT. CEMETERY - N GHT

He sits by the tonbstone. It is dark. Enpty. He is al one.

EXT. SKY - DAWN

The sun begins to rise, dawing on Man’s face. New wi nkl es,
new gray streaks adorn himlike noble battle scars, telling
of a struggle nearly | ost.

MAN V. Q. (CONT’ D)
The breaki ngs of our bodies and our
soul s, before we dream of
germ nation, or the crush of
springtime soil giving way. ..

Slowy, with aching joints, he rises to his feet. Hi's
cl ot hes have worn to match his soul and body. He squints in
the light, still weak with newy birthed day.

He rounds a bend, entering the

EXT. BACK YARD - MORNI NG

OLDER DAUGHTER waits there for him She is | eaner, about
ten. She wears a nore mature version of the outfit she did
earlier, with the long hair of her nother.

MAN V. Q. ( CONT’ D)
...are sweet, are sweet, for earth
is dark with holiness, inscrutable
with rooted | oves and deepest
dreadful joy.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 6.

Man sm |l es upon seeing his |ovely daughter. He takes her
hand and | eads her around the house. She | ooks up to his
tall frame. She is trusting. Hopeful. He straightens his
achi ng back, strides confidently.

They approach the

EXT. TREE - MORNI NG

where Boy |ay at the beginning of his journey. Here Man lets
go of Daughter’s hand. She understands. Wl ks on al one.

Man sits. Lays down. Stares up at the sun as it filters
through the tree. Abstract. dimrering. Al nost blinding.
Taki ng shape in blurry, curious forns. Man’s eyes, winkled
with wisdom take it all in.

FADE QOUT.



