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1A. EXT. CITY STREET - EVENING

Extreme close-up of water. Camera pulls out to reveal a

puddle. Feet splash through it.

AUDREY

(V.O.)

Somewhere in the periphery of my

mind lies a flowing brook, a

marking point for a better world.

The past plays over and over again,

reiterating itself constantly

inside of me. Omnipresent, never

stopping, all-controlling, as a

burden. Now, upon the reflection

under solace and desolation, I see

the injustices that overwhelm me.

We are made weak by time and fate,

strong in will, to strive, to seek,

to find, not to yield. And nothing

can set us free.

CUT TO:

1B. INT. HALLWAY - EVENING - CONTINUOUS

Two men dressed in suits walk down a hallway, hands clutched

onto suitcases. We cannot see their faces, and only hear

their voices. They are intimidating men, though not

ferocious.

INFORMANT 1

(V.O.)

Tell it to us again, Mr. Wallace.

From the very beginning.

CUT TO:

1C. INT. CAFÉ - EVENING

Gregory sits at a table across from the two shady

INFORMANTS.

GREGORY

(exhales)

Alright...

(swallows)

About two years ago, Dr. Hawthorne

and I began to pioneer the Immaculi

theory. An idea that would govern

the very principles and fabrics

(MORE)
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GREGORY (cont’d)
that govern our lives. I-i-it was

this idea that our lives are not

our own. Everything we experience -

fear, pain, love, desolation -

they’re all the result of all the

forces in the world working against

each other. But we can’t go through

our lives without looking for

answers. Why do we feel what we

feel? What forces work for us,

and... and against us? We look for

answers that cannot be found in

this life. Because they’re...

they’re not inside of this world.

There’s a place beyond what we can

believe. A dream world, where we

can imagine anything, be anyone,

change everything.

(snaps finger)

Just like that. There’s something

better out there. Endless, and full

of possibility.

CUT TO:

1D. EXT. BALLROOM - EVENING

Establishing shot of a building, lit by streetlights. Cars

pass by. Thunder rumbles.

INFORMANT 1

(V.O.)

And that’s what you were looking

for. But never found.

INFORMANT 2 (V.O.)

There’s no point in beating around

the bush, Mr. Wallace. I think you

know what we want.

JUMP CUT TO:

1E. INT. CAFÉ - EVENING

Informant 1 leans forward.

INFORMANT 1

(quietly, a half-whisper)

We want the Immaculi theory.

(CONTINUED)
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GREGORY

But you can’t take it. It’s nothing

more than an idea, planted into the

minds of those who choose to

believe it.

INFORMANT 2

We’ve been patient to the last, Mr.

Wallace. Either you tell us what we

want to hear, or fate will come

crashing down on you.

CUT TO:

1F. INT. BALLROOM - EVENING

It is a masquerade ball. Women wearing masks dance and men

dance slowly around the ballroom. Off to the side, AUDREY, a

young woman, sits solemnly by herself. She sees a pair of

feet walk toward her. She looks up and sees a STRANGER

approach her.

STRANGER

What are you doing over here all

alone?

AUDREY

I stepped out for a moment. I don’t

know. They say that when you’re in

a crowd, you’re in one of the

loneliest places on Earth...

STRANGER

You just need someone. Come with

me.

Audrey follows the stranger into the middle of the ballroom.

They dance for a while. A roll of thunder disturbs them.

AUDREY

Did you hear that?

STRANGER

What, the thunder?

AUDREY

The wind’s picking up. A storm’s

coming. You can feel it. What do

you say? Should we clear out?

(CONTINUED)
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STRANGER

No. Let’s stay here. Just for a

little while longer.

(beat)

Why are you so excited about this?

AUDREY

Who said I’m excited?

STRANGER

You can feel it. Just like you can

feel the storm.

STRANGER (cont’d)

And all this talk of storms. Why,

exactly? You planning to run off

somewhere?

AUDREY

Nowhere in particular. I’m

adaptable.

STRANGER

I’m beginning to see that.

AUDREY

You don’t know a thing about me.

You just met me.

Audrey smiles, saying nothing.

AUDREY (cont’d)

Who are you?

STRANGER

Under this mask? Nothing more than

you’d ever expect. Hopes, desires,

memories, scar tissue.

AUDREY

But you hold secrets.

STRANGER

Don’t we all?

A WAITER approaches Audrey.

WAITER

Miss Wallace? Telephone.

Audrey exits with the waiter.

(CONTINUED)
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STRANGER

Will I see any more of you?

AUDREY

Right now? Who’s to say?

Audrey exits with the waiter.

CUT TO:

1G. INT. BACK OFFICE - EVENING - CONTINUOUS

WAITER

There was a call for you, Miss

Wallace. It’s bad news, I’m afraid.

AUDREY

How bad? Tell me.

WAITER

It’s about your father. He’s...

he’s...

AUDREY

(to herself)

Oh God. No, no...

WAITER

I don’t know how to put this

delicately, so I won’t. Your

father, the late Gregory Wallace,

was found murdered in a small cafe

only a few hours ago.

AUDREY

(Oh God...) Who could do such a

thing?

WAITER

I don’t know, madam. But it pains

me as much as it does you.

AUDREY

He was a good person. Innocent at

heart, benevolent in his mind. But

under all that scar tissue, there

was something there. Something you

expect is sitting there the whole

time, but he never would say a word

about it.

(beat)

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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AUDREY (cont’d)

He had some secret that nobody knew

about. Do you suppose that could

have led to his death?

WAITER

I couldn’t be sure, madam. But when

we keep secrets, all truth and

reason are lost.

Audrey turns to face the window. Rain trickles down the

windowpane.

SLOW FADE THROUGH BLACK TO:

2A. EXT. CEMETERY - DAY

Audrey, dressed in black, stands in the cemetery under

overcast skies. A middle-aged man, Dr. HAWTHORNE, steps up

beside her.

HAWTHORNE

Gregory Wallace. A hero. Brave,

bold, courageous in every fiber of

his being.

AUDREY

Sounds like you know my own father

better than I do.

HAWTHORNE

The name’s Lawrence Hawthorne. I

worked with your father for... oh,

what was it? Eleven years?

Something like that. Your father

must have mentioned something.

About me, his work, what he did.

(beat)

He never told you anything?

AUDREY

My father was a secretive man.

Nobody knew him. Just the mask he

wore, the life he led others to

think he led. And what was it for?

HAWTHORNE

Have you ever stopped to consider

that maybe he wasn’t secretive?

That it was just the people around

him who perceived him as secretive,

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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HAWTHORNE (cont’d)
when, in fact, he was normal. Just

like the rest of us.

AUDREY

Don’t pretend to know what I’m

talking about. Eleven years. He

came home every night, walking

straight to the basement to

continue working. He worked and

worked and slept with one eye open.

That was all he seemed to be. And I

want to know who he was. What he

was working on every night for

eleven years. And what secrets he

held. Tell me, why do I and

everyone around me insist on loving

people who hurt us?

HAWTHORNE

(with a sigh)

I didn’t come here solely to grieve

on the loss of your father. Your

father would have wanted you to

continue on with his work. He had

recently finished the project, but

hadn’t tested it. We... I need you

to finish his work. Give it

closure.

AUDREY

I don’t know the first thing about

his project.

HAWTHORNE

It doesn’t matter. What I need now

is a test subject, not a scientist.

Come with me, I’ll explain more on

the way.

CUT TO:

2B. INT. LABORATORY - AFTERNOON

Audrey sits in a chair across from Hawthorne.

HAWTHORNE

This machine that your father had

set up, it has the potential to

travel through time inside the

capacity of a dream.

(beat)

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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HAWTHORNE (cont’d)

You enter the dreaming state and

you have the option to travel

backwards or forwards in time. Just

so long as you long as you have

this watch.

AUDREY

(demeaning)

So... how do I enter this dream

world?

CUT TO:

Audrey is strapped down to a table via her head and her

stomach.

HAWTHORNE

When you enter the dream, you’ll

begin to see what you can and can’t

control, what you should and

shouldn’t fear. You are in control

of your own dream. What happens is

completely up to you. Where you go,

in the moment or through time, is

completely up to you. Now close

your eyes until you begin dreaming.

You’ll figure out the rest from

there.

Audrey closes her eyes.

FLICKER TO DREAM:

2C-1. BLACK ROOM

Audrey stands in a black box. As she begins walking, scenery

begins appearing around her. She keeps walking, looking

around her. She is now standing in the center of a city

street. People move all around her, as she spins around in

disorientation. She closes her eyes. When she opens them,

everything is still. She walks around the static people, and

continues on.

CUT TO:



9.

2C-2. EXT. BANDSTAND - DAY

She approaches a bandstand and touches the railing. The

foliage around her changes into a winter scene as she walks

off into the distance, mesmerized by her surroundings. She

approaches an elevator in the middle of a clearing and

enters it.

CUT TO:

2C-3. INT. ELEVATOR - DAY - CONTINUOUS

Audrey stands in the elevator, looking at the three buttons,

which read: PAST, PRESENT, and FUTURE. She presses the PAST

button and the doors close as the elevator descends with a

violent jolt. The elevator stops and the doors open. She

exits the elevator.

CUT TO:

3A. EXT. MAIN STREET - SUNDOWN

The year is 1962. The hue of the scene is deeply nostalgic.

Doo-wop music plays in the background. Audrey looks around,

disoriented, and then keeps walking. She approaches a diner

and enters.

CUT TO:

3B. INT. DINER - SUNDOWN - CONTINUOUS

Audrey enters the diner, which is filled with teenagers.

Upon her entrance, everyone turns around to look at her. The

scene is swingy and rapid.

SUZY

Hey, look at the new girl!

BOBBY

That’s swell, alright. But, say,

you ain’t from ’round here, are

you?

AUDREY

I beg your pardon?

LAURIE

He means your clothes. You look

like you’re... Like you’re from the

future or something.

(CONTINUED)
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There is an outburst of laughter.

AUDREY

What year is it?

SUZY

You mean you don’t know? Poor

thing.

POP

It’s 1962, doll.

LAURIE

(with a laugh)

Don’t let it fall behind you.

BOBBY

Come on, babe. Let’s blow this

popsicle stand.

SUZY

Let’s go nowhere fast.

BOBBY

We’ll run as far as we can before

old man Willems finds out where we

are.

Bobby and Suzy get out of the booth. Bobby walks over to the

jukebox.

BOBBY (cont’d)

Hey, Barbie. This one’s for you.

Another song begins playing on the jukebox.

SUZY

Hot crazy stuff.

(long beat)

(with a laugh)

Let’s ditch, baby.

Bobby and Suzy exit.

POP

(to Audrey)

Are ya gonna stand in the corner

all night, or are ya gonna have

some fun?

AUDREY

I’m looking for someone.

(CONTINUED)
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POP

They all ’ve come by here before.

Shoot.

AUDREY

Gregory. Gregory Wallace.

POP

Greg! Haven’t seen him in a week.

LAURIE

Week and a half.

AUDREY

Do you know why?

POP

Oh, Greg, he never did a mean thing

to nobody. He’s kept to himself

mostly. Always has.

AUDREY

But he’s come by here on occasion?

POP

Used to be a regular. Don’t know

where he’s ended up now.

LAURIE

Look around. Sometimes if you

squint real hard, you can see him

down by the docks.

AUDREY

I’m sorry, I don’t know if you’re

being serious or not.

POP

Laurie’s alright. Just likes to

mess with ya!

JEFFEREY

Greg’s all dressed up now. Workin’

for Byerly & Pierce now. Real high

brow.

POP

Byerly and what now? How does that

ring?

JEFFEREY

Advertising. Something like that.

’s cleaned up nice. Can hardly

recognize him anymore.

(CONTINUED)
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POP

Now, if you’ll pardon my French,

what the heck is with your clothes?

Go look in the back, there’s a box

with some clothes in it. Was going

to go to a shelter, but if it’s

going on one body or another, I

have to say, I pay no mind.

AUDREY

Right. Thank you.

Audrey exits. At the same time, a group of adults burst into

the diner, infuriated.

MEGAN

Jane! There you are!

BURT

Danny, Laurie! Time to come home.

We’ve been looking all over town

for you.

PEGGY

Do you have any idea how sick we’ve

been?

ROGER

Your mother’s at home. She’s a

mess, tearing herself apart. Pop,

what’s the meaning of all this?

MEGAN

And this music. Good heavens, Jane.

Honest to God, I don’t know how you

can stand this.

BURT

I’m sending a wire over to your

parents, all of you. Gig’s up.

All exit in a tantrum, except for Audrey and Pop. Voices can

still be heard from outside...

ROGER

(O.S.)

You’re coming home with us.

LAURIE

(O.S.)

Like hell I will.

(CONTINUED)
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ROGER

(O.S.)

And how’s about losing the phone

for a week? And that mouth of

yours?

LAURIE

(O.S.) (sarcastic)

Oh, you’re a scream, father.

3C. INT. FOYER - EVENING

BETTY

(warmly)

Audrey. Good evening. Come in.

AUDREY

You’re...

BETTY

Mrs. Hannon. Don’t pretend like you

don’t know. You’re funny like that.

I’ve practically raised you, you

know.

AUDREY

(unsure)

Yes, I remember...

WALT

Whose voice do I hear?

BETTY

Audrey Wallace. You remember her.

WALT

Of course. It’s like a chorus of

angels. Is Greg hurrying along?

AUDREY

I can’t really speak for him. I’m

sure he’s rushing, and that he’ll

get here as soon as he can.

WALT

That’s all we can expect. But he

better step on it if he doesn’t

want his food to go cold.

BETTY

We can always heat it back up.

(CONTINUED)
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WALT

He said seven. I held him to seven.

BETTY

You know how driving is with this

rain. The streets are a mess.

AUDREY

Can I see you in the kitchen?

BETTY

Sure.

CUT TO:

3D. INT. KITCHEN - EVENING

BETTY

Is something the matter? You look

flushed.

AUDREY

How did I get here?

BETTY

Well, I merely assumed that Gregory

talked to you and told you that -

AUDREY

He did no such thing.

BETTY

Oh. Then, then, how did you end up

here?

AUDREY

I’m not sure. I mean, I remember

being at Pop’s diner a few hours

ago. I remember walking up to this

house. But there’s nothing -

absolutely nothing - between the

two.

BETTY

Like you just showed up out of thin

air? Is that the idea?

AUDREY

I suppose so. Yes.

(CONTINUED)
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BETTY

You should go lie down. There’s a

day bed in the guest bedroom.

AUDREY

No. No, I feel fine. I - I just

don’t remember.

WALT

(O.S.)

Well, there you are! Nearly had us

worried sick!

YOUNG GREGORY

(O.S.)

Terribly sorry. It’s this rain.

Everything’s crawling along

outside. I was going as fast as I

could.

BETTY

He’s here.

Audrey and Betty exit from the kitchen as we:

CUT TO:

3E. INT. DINING ROOM - EVENING

YOUNG GREGORY

... And so here I am, thinking

we’re both on the same page. And I

tell him all about how our firm can

help General Electric. Then he

turns to me and he says, "’General

Electric’? I thought this was for

’A&H’." Turns out he was in the

wrong meeting for a good ten

minutes.

BETTY

That’s quite a story.

YOUNG GREGORY

I hear Hunsecker is opening an

office in Uptown.

WALT

I don’t think the ladies quite want

to talk about that.

(CONTINUED)
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BETTY

It’s fine. Audrey and I can get out

of your hair. The kitchen’s a mess.

(As always.)

Betty and Audrey exit.

WALT

What agency do you work for, Greg?

Byerly & Pierce?

YOUNG GREGORY

Yeah, that’s the one. Junior

Creative, that’s what they call me.

But it’s just copywriting with

meetings.

WALT

Wait until you move up the ladder a

little. Then it’ll be meetings with

meetings.

YOUNG GREGORY

Yeah, well, I’m not looking for

anything permanent.

WALT

Obviously you are. You’re a junior

creative. It’s not exactly

secretary work.

YOUNG GREGORY

I want to become a scientist. An

experimental scientist.

(beat)

I know, I know, that’s everyone’s

reaction at first. But I have this

idea. Hear me out. What if we were

able to time travel through dreams?

WALT

(dryly)

You need to get your head out of

the clouds. Stop reading science

fiction. Ideas might seem good on

paper, but we strive on

materialism. Here, think of it like

this. Lipstick and your lucid time

travel business. What’s going to

sell?

(CONTINUED)
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YOUNG GREGORY

Well, it’s all dependent on...

WALT

No, it isn’t. You come down to the

thin red line, that it’s the simple

nuance between need and

daydreaming. Lipstick is a central

component, like love, like

hydration. Women need lipstick, in

the same way we need shelter or

anything else. And why? Because

society tells us so. But if you

leave the agency to go and engineer

dream science, you’ll be laughed

out of every state. I guarantee it.

(beat)

Let me ask you. Do you ever feel

that all the forces in the universe

are coming together and working

against you?

YOUNG GREGORY

Used to be every day of my life.

Then I figured out that I was my

own forces. That I was working

against myself. And then I became a

copywriter. And I became a

messenger, not a bringer.

Young Gregory exits. Audrey rushes after him. Betty looks at

Walt begrudgingly.

WALT

What? Tell me now, and not a moment

before I drift off to sleep.

BETTY

Actions have consequences. Words

have consequences.

CUT TO:

3F. INT. ELEVATOR - EVENING

Audrey presses the FUTURE button, taking her into the year

2132. A futuristic dystopian metropolis is seen.

CUT TO:
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4A. INT. CITY HALL - EVENING

The mayor, PATRICIA WARD, stands at a podium delivering a

speech. Audrey enters halfway through.

PATRICIA

The two men who took the life of

mechanical visionary Gregory

Wallace were part of a larger

organization and of a larger plot.

Suspicions of their affiliation can

only be left at that. As

suspicions. Perhaps we will never

know their identity and who they

belonged to, if anyone. However,

our societal safety from these

"informants" is not insured. Crime

withers with the test of time and

fate. But some fates are timeless,

as a burden, never letting go. The

informants, as we refer to them,

were the start of it all. A war.

And I ask you - all of you - to

take precautions. Hold your

neighbors tight, your children

tighter. This confrontation of

sides - this war between those who

take lives and those who have their

lives taken - it started with the

late Gregory Wallace. And with God

as my witness, it will end with us.

REPORTERS

(sporadic, mixed vocals)

Miss Ward! Miss Ward!

CUT TO:

4B. INT. PATRICIA’S OFFICE - EVENING

AUDREY

Miss Ward?

PATRICIA

Audrey? Audrey Wallace?

AUDREY

Yes... But... How did you know?

PATRICIA

You died two years ago. Almost to

the day.

(CONTINUED)
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AUDREY

(letting out a shudder)

How? How did I die?

PATRICIA

The informants. They’re on a

rampage now. Everyone’s a mess. And

me, I’m the worst.

AUDREY

What do they want?

PATRICIA

The Immaculi theory. The idea your

father had of time traveling

through dreams, which you no doubt

know about.

AUDREY

How can they be stopped?

PATRICIA

Through time and fate.

AUDREY

I beg your pardon?

PATRICIA

My husband... he was a

great lover of poetry. He

read me this poem the night

he died.

(beat, then spoken

slowly)

Though much is taken, much

abides; and though / We are

not now that strength which

in old days / Moved earth

and heaven / That which we

are, we are: / One equal

temper of heroic hearts, /

Made weak by time and fate,

but strong in will / To

strive, to seek, to find,

and not to yield.

AUDREY

(last lines together)

Made weak by time and

fate, but strong in will To

strive, to seek, to find,

and not to yield.

AUDREY (CONT’D)

I remember that. My father loved

poetry. More than anything in this

world.

(CONTINUED)
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PATRICIA

Except for his work.

AUDREY

How do you know about my father?

PATRICIA

I didn’t know him. Not the way you

think I do. He arrived in this city

during one of his "experiments". We

ran into each other, accidentally.

Our histories collided. It was a

brief encounter, no escalation. No

physical escalation. Stop looking

at me like that. You perceive the

world as one thing, Miss Wallace.

White, uncolored, blanc. We wear

our masks. Your father,

introspective and withdrawn,

consumed only by his work. I’m a

whited sepulcher. Hypocrisy will be

the death of me. And I - like you -

am pained by the vice of my

weakness. I’m made weak by time and

fate. Here and now, time isn’t

important. But fate. It’s closing

in. And in these moments when what

we most need is stored in time and

fate, we need to turn to the

shadows, to a place where we cannot

see. For sometimes the shadows hold

more light than the what we can see

with the sun.

(sigh)

The point is, Miss Wallace, time

holds eventual fate. The informants

will pass on to another world. That

is their ultimate undoing. But in

dark times like these, what we need

most is not knowledge but comfort.

Run back through time to your

father and say goodbye. I can’t

promise closure, but you’ll have

corrected history for the better.

And that’s all you can ask of

yourself.

Audrey exits. Patricia turns back to face the window.

CUT TO:
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5A. INT. ELEVATOR - EVENING

Audrey stands in the elevator and pushes the PRESENT button.

The elevator jolts and begins descending. She closes her

eyes as mechanical noises swirl around her.

CUT TO:

5B. EXT. STREET - EVENING

The mechanical noises continue as Audrey hurriedly walks

down the sidewalk until she reaches the café.

ANITA

(distraught)

He’s in there. Waiting.

PHILIP

He doesn’t have much time left,

Audrey. I’d make my goodbyes

tonight.

ANITA

He was a good man.

AUDREY

(quietly in a whisper)

I know... I know.

(regaining composure)

Thank you, Anita, Philip. I hope

this didn’t run away all your

business.

PHILIP

They’ll come back. They’ll

understand. The man in there, he

won’t do either. You’ve got to save

your own, now.

Audrey nods, turning to enter the café.

CUT TO:

5C. INT. CAFÉ - EVENING - CONTINUOUS

The entire scene is close and intimate. Audrey slides her

hand down Gregory’s arm. She stops and squeezes his hand as

a tear rolls down her face. She glares up at him longingly.

An arm pulls her away, and Audrey slowly turns around. She

is face-to-face to the ghost of her mother.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 22.

AUDREY

Mama?

Nicole walks up to Audrey and kneels down.

NICOLE

There’s one thing I can teach you.

It’s the only thing I can teach

you. And that’s how to love those

around you with your entire heart.

Strangers, someone gentler than

yourself, people you hold biases

against, or loved ones who need you

the most. There’s no greater thing

you can ever learn.

Nicole turns to exit.

AUDREY

Don’t leave. Not now.

NICOLE

You’ve got to let go, darling.

Nicole exits, as Audrey turns back to her father.

GREGORY

(sickly, and with a cough)

Move on, Audrey. Through that door

is a another world. A world where

you’ll be the queen in bad times.

(softly)

I can promise that.

Audrey turns around. No one is behind her. She turns back to

Gregory and falls to the ground crying.

"DAYDREAMING" by Dark Dark Dark begins to play.

CUT TO:

5B-F. MONTAGE

5B. EXT. ROAD - AFTERNOON

Audrey sullenly walks down a barren road.

FADE TO:



23.

5C. EXT. HILLCREST - AFTERNOON

Audrey stands at the top of a hill, looking out into the

city.

PRIEST

(V.O.)

Gregory Wallace. A hero. An

innovator. Brave, bold, courageous

in every fiber of his being...

FADE TO:

5D. INT. DINER - EVENING

Incidental shots of Pop closing the diner.

FADE TO:

5E. INT. PATRICIA’S OFFICE - EVENING

Incidental shots of Patricia looking out the window.

FADE TO:

5F. EXT. HILLCREST - AFTERNOON

Rotation around Audrey.

SLOW FADE TO BLACK.

6A. INT. DARK ROOM - NIGHT

A clock ticks.

NICOLE

(V.O.)

My life has not turned out as I

expected. Most things don’t. But

every day has been an opportunity,

a journey, a new beginning. And I

have come to realize that it is the

stuff that doesn’t turn out as

expected that truly defines us.

What we learn along the way is more

valuable than anything in this

universe. Or any other universe.

That’s the good stuff.
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6B. INT. THEATER - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

Audrey sits in a theater watching moments from her life play

on the screen in front of her.

GREGORY

(V.O.)

Would I turn back time for anything

that ever happened in my life? Of

course. It haunts me every day. I

can’t let go of it. I can’t let go

of who I’ve become. But do I regret

a single moment that defined who I

became? No. Not at all.

CUT TO:

6B. EXT. SKYSCRAPER ROOFTOP - DAY

Audrey stands on top of a skyscraper rooftop, the wind

blowing her hair and clothes around.

AUDREY

(V.O.)

I am defined by time and fate. Over

and over again I have asked myself

whether I have given myself

everything. And time and again, I

have answered myself that I

haven’t. Not yet. I now see

everything clearer than I could

with a million suns. I see that I

don’t need to run through life

intrepid and blind sided. We are

connected. Everything is connected.

Through past, present, and future,

through crime and affection, we

bolden and are defined by all the

forces in the universe. Those

working for us and those against

us. Linked through time - from

those surrounding us, to departed

souls - past, present, and future.

Who am I? A name, a life, a story

untold yet somehow familiar.

Injustices tear me apart, and at

the same time, strengthen me to new

elevations. I’m coming to you,

mama, papa. I’m running with open

arms. And then we’ll be one.

The music swells...

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 25.

CUT TO CREDITS.

THE END.


