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I NT. BILL"S LI VING ROOM AFTERNOON.

Bl LL FELDVAN, 35, a bull-necked plaid-shirted man with stern
eyes and a tough-man gait, heaves a bag of baby accessories
- diapers, pacifiers, bottles, etc - into his |iving room

The cal endar behind himreads, 'February 14th’. Scribbled in
pencil - "Jessica's birthday."

LATER. .. He places plastic child-safe covers over all the
pl ug-points in the room

LATER ..He is wearing overalls and carrying a tool box.

On one door, he hanmmers a nail and hangs up a intricately
sewn cross stitch that says 'Baby’ s Room . Picking up two
cans of paint - one blue and one pink- he enters the newy
christened nursery.

| NT. NURSERY. AFTERNOON

The roomis starkly enpty and the walls bare. He places the
paint tins on the ground and arns hinself with his

pai nt brush. And then he hesitates.

Bl ue or pink?

He decides to dip the brush into the blue paint.

St andi ng back, he surveys his handi work and shakes his head.
Di pping his brush into the pink paint, he tries again

St andi ng back, he decides - it's still no good. He | eaves
t he room

| NT. NURSERY. N GHT

He returns with a new can of paint and his overalls stil
on. There is a mad glint in his eye and an urgency that
wasn’t there before.

Cracking the tin open, he paints a | avender swatch onto the
wal |, his forehead creasing with concentration.

He stands back and smles with satisfaction.

Then he paints. Al through the night.



| NT. NURSERY. MORNI NG
As the sun rises, Bill has finally finished.

W d-eyed now, he pulls a beautiful old-style crib into the
room It is obviously an heirloom It is already furnished
with an exquisitely hand sewn bl anket.

Next comes a chest of drawers.

Reverently he hangs up a picture. It is of hinself and a
beautiful woman. He is in a paranedic’s uniform radiating
cheeki ness as he holds a gigantic unbrella in one hand and
his wife in the other.

In a rush, the sounds cone back. The scream ng, the
anbul ance sirens, and the whispered 'I |ove you" and his own
tortured sobbing.

Bill's lips trenble but the tears don’t fall

He | ooks down. There are other pictures. He holds each one
of themup to his face in a torturous slideshow

Jessica’'s now famliar grin holding a positive pregnancy
test. Jessica showing off a slightly round bunp. The first
sonogr am

Suddenly Bill lets out a guttural scream He sw vels and
begins to weck the room Pulling apart the beautiful crib.
Crashing the chest of drawers to the floor.

Hi s beefy hands seize the picture and he is about to send it
crashing to the floor. Wien he sees her face | ooking up at
hi m

Bill slunps to the floor as if the air has been | et out of
him Tears stream ng down his face, he kisses the picture.

| NT. NURSERY. LATER THAT DAY

The crib has been nended. But it is enpty. The chest of
drawers too, nended. But enpty. The pictures are up. And
full of nenory.

OUTSI DE I N THE HALLWAY. NI GHT.

Above the needl epoint 'Baby’s Rooni, Bill tacks up a
handwitten sign. "Jessica and."



