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TEASER

FADE IN:

EXT. OREGON COAST - DAY

Dark curtains of rain move from endless water toward shore.  

A LONE PERSON walks on a vast stretch of sandy beach, between 
wild, ROARING SURF and silent driftwood, rocks, and forest: 

ADDY (Addison) Taylor.  

Even from a distance, we SEE: her headlong pace; LONG CURLS 
OF WINDSWEPT HAIR; dramatic gestures as she talks to herself.      

INT. CLASSROOM - DAY (FLASH FORWARD)

NINA Dubois, 17, in knit sweater, tights, tall and graceful 
like a ballerina -- but manifestly nervous -- stands before 
an UNSEEN GROUP.   

NINA
I can’t do this.

An unseen woman -- Addy -- offers a warm, encouraging voice: 

ADDY (O.S.)
You can.  Just --

NINA
-- It’s impossible. 

ADDY (O.S.)
You can read off your paper, Nina.     

NINA
Doesn’t this need to be memorized?

ADDY (O.S.)
Not yet.  We just started.  

NINA
But Mrs. Taylor... it’s not funny.
This is an After Dinner Speech -- 

ADDY (O.S.)
-- Yes -- 

NINA
-- And an After Dinner Speech is 
supposed to be funny.  Right?     



ADDY (O.S.)
Right, but --

NINA
-- Well, this is not even close to 
funny.  It’s... sad, and pathetic.  
And it’s not after dinner, either.  

Scattered LIGHT CHUCKLES, o.s., from the unseen audience. 

ADDY (O.S.)
See?  You just made us laugh.  

NINA
But I wasn’t trying to make you 
laugh.  That was an accident.      

Nina looks more uncomfortable with each passing second.  

ADDY (O.S.)
Can you just try and... let us 
judge if your speech is funny?

NINA
I really don’t like being judged.  
Not when it’s something I wrote.

She appears on the verge of bolting.

NINA (CONT’D)
Maybe I made a mistake with this... 
this “speech” thing.  Maybe I 
should quit.   

Now, for the first time... 

ANOTHER ANGLE

We SEE: ADDY.  A good, long look.  And she’s a knockout.    

Young (24), HAIR NOW A SHORT AND VERY STYLISH FRENCH CUT, and 
with pert nose and freckles, she could pass for a character 
out of The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn. 

Or one of those HIGH SCHOOL STUDENTS seated behind her.     

And, as she did on her beach walk, she punctuates her words 
with dramatic gestures.  But the tone of Addy’s voice has 
shifted, from gently conciliatory to quietly commanding:  

ADDY  
I won’t let you quit.  

Nina crumples her paper into a tighter and tighter ball. 
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The fragile young lady remains in place, fighting off tears 
with a furrowed brow and frustrated frown.     

ADDY (CONT’D)
I know it’s not easy, Nina, giving 
a speech.  All the focus is on you.  
And you stand up there -- alone -- 
in front of people who just... sit 
there.  Stare back at you.  That’s 
the hardest, scariest thing in the 
world for most people.  But all of 
us here... we want you to do well.  
We’re all friends.

NINA
I don’t have any friends.

A PAINFUL SILENCE as Nina stares -- her gaze intense, and  
inescapable.   

FADE OUT.

END OF TEASER
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ACT ONE

FADE IN:

INT. CLASSROOM 7 - DAY

It’s Goliath vs David -- 30 FRESHMEN vs 1 teacher.  

A sea of kids stare at Addy.  Mostly white.  A few Asians and 
Hispanics.  One black.  Some preppies.  A “gang” of dark-
clad, pasty-faced emos.  Jocks.  Nerds.  The whole shebang.    

Addy stares back.  TWISTS A FEW LONG, CURLY TENDRILS OF HAIR.        

CLEARS HER THROAT.  No words ensue.  

A tense, SILENT stalemate continues.      

On the BARE WALLS around her: No posters with motivational 
messages.  No bright, cheery decorations.  Just an OREGON 
TEACHING CERTIFICATE: one framed, freshly minted document.

Pathetic.  

The only other fixture on the walls: a big, boring clock.        

On an old, faded-green chalkboard, in block letters:

MRS. TAYLOR.             

The only sound: a STEADY, HEAVY DOWNPOUR.  In September.  

The clock hits 7:55.  The OPENING BELL RINGS.  LOUDLY.  

A smart ass with a clown’s head of red hair, TRAVIS Diamond, 
suddenly pipes up with a brazen question:

TRAVIS
Miss Taylor?  Will you go to the 
prom with me?  

A smirk planted on his pimply face, he looks around at his 
COHORTS, some of whom (mostly other, immature BOYS) smirk, 
while others (mostly GIRLS) frown or scowl their disapproval.  

Addy steps away from the podium she’s been using as 
protective barrier.  

Smiles at the anxious multitude.  Nods her pretty head toward 
the board... 

ADDY
It’s Mrs. Taylor, Romeo.  Not Miss.  
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... then she pins him to his seat with a sweet voice -- and 
the deadly focus of a laser beam.  

ADDY (CONT'D)
And I don’t think my husband -- a 
muscular, ex-champion wrestler, who 
also knows how to box -- would 
appreciate your mistake.    

The boy’s smirk vanishes like snowflakes in the Sahara.  

Addy’s gaze shifts from Travis to a class of EARNEST FACES.

She smiles at the group.  

Then returns once more to the now cowering Travis.  

ADDY (CONT’D)
Sorry for teasing you a bit.   
What’s your name? 

TRAVIS
(gulping, then squeakily)

Travis.  Travis Diamond.  

ADDY
You’re nervous, Travis.  So am I.  
All of us are, on the first day of 
school.  We don’t know each other 
yet... don’t know what to expect.  
But we’re in this together, right?    

ADDY’S POV - HER STUDENTS

Now, a placid portrait of less-anxiety-ridden ADOLESCENTS.

BACK TO SCENE

Addy walks over to a table piled high with NOTEBOOKS, TEXTS.  

ADDY (CONT’D)
Now, I know you’ll soon be riveted, 
reading this English 9 syllabus --

A few APPRECIATIVE CHUCKLES.  

ADDY (CONT'D)
-- But first... let’s go over some 
basic ground rules for this class.  

Travis politely -- and meekly -- raises a hand.

ADDY (CONT’D)
Did you have a question, Travis?

5.



TRAVIS
Mrs. Taylor... were you telling the 
truth about your husband?  

Addy appears to savor the question, and the moment.

ADDY
Yes, I was.  Maybe some day you’d 
like to meet him.  

TRAVIS
Oh, no.  That’s... that’s okay.

STUDENTS react, visibly and vocally enjoying the exchange. 

And luckily for Addy, Travis’s face lights up with a grin.      
  

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. CLASSROOM 7 - DAY

The BIG CLOCK reads 3:15.  A BELL RINGS.  PAINFULLY LOUD.  

BODIES SURGE to the door.  Addy watches the STAMPEDE.  

ADDY
Last prisoner out, please close --

But last one’s gone before the message is heard, or ignored.  

ADDY (CONT’D)
-- The door.  

She walks over, shuts it herself, then shambles back to a 
battered “teacher” chair.  Pivots, plops into it, and -- 

Down she goes!  Ass-over-tea-kettle, she takes the chair with 
her, landing with a THUD, a grimace, and an “ugh.”    

Moment of SILENCE.  With skirt indecorously over her head: 

ADDY (CONT’D)
(low, to herself)

Please tell me I remembered to put 
panties on this morning.  

Suddenly, a KNOCK at the door, o.s.  Addy’s eyes go wide.  
DOOR OPENS.  With the SCRAPE AND SNAP OF FEET ACROSS THE 
FLOOR, she frantically tries to reassemble herself.  

TROY FORD (O.S.)
Mrs. Taylor...? 
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Shoving her skirt down, she peers up at:

ADDY’S POV - TROY FORD

30, fit, polished, patrician -- and almost absurdly handsome.    

ADDY
Umm... down here.  

BACK TO SCENE

He helps her up, both of them clearly a bit uncomfortable.  

Back on her feet, she tries, as surreptitiously as possible, 
to re-button her blouse.  

As Ford surveys the bare room:  

TROY FORD
I bet that’s the first time you sat 
down all day.  

She smiles weakly.  

He returns his attention to Addy.    

TROY FORD (CONT’D)
You all right?  

ADDY
Yes.  Sorry, I -- thanks for the 
rescue.  You need to see me? 

She tries another smile, but it’s as feeble as the last one.  

TROY FORD
We need to talk.  

Addy adjusts her skirt once more, attempts to re-focus. 

TROY FORD (CONT’D)
As you know, Oceanside is a small 
high school with a small staff.  
That means extra duties for all.  
Which is why I’m also assigned   
Activities, Athletic Director --     

ADDY
-- Even though you’re -- 

TROY FORD
-- Vice Principal.  Exactly.

Ford looks over some papers on a clipboard in his hands.
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TROY FORD (CONT'D)
The English teacher you replaced 
was on various committees....  

ADDY
Oh...?

 TROY FORD
Tsunami Safety Committee, Sunshine 
Committee, Respectful Pirate Club -- 

ADDY
-- Are those real names?  Or are 
you just making them up, as a joke?

Ford responds with unequivocal seriousness:

TROY FORD
I’m not making them up.

ADDY
Oh.   

TROY FORD
So... any objection?  To serving on 
those committees?

ADDY 
No, no objection.        

TROY FORD
Good.  Well... you survived the 
first day.  How was it?    

ADDY
Great -- ‘til I fell on the floor.  

TROY FORD
My first day as a teacher?  Total, 
unmitigated disaster.

ADDY
You flip your skirt over your head?  

TROY FORD
(laughs)

Worse than that!    

INT. CLASSROOM 13 - DAY

A SAGGING DERRIERE, in an unflattering track suit, emblazoned 
with a CARTOON PIRATE yelling, “OHS NEEDS YOU!  GO PIRATES!” 
moves toward a well-used, heavily cushioned teacher chair.  
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ANOTHER ANGLE 

Reveals the owner of the posterior: Mr. ED Nielson, 50, polar 
opposite of Troy Ford, hair everywhere except where it should 
be: on his pate, where lonely strands cling to a red scalp. 

He plops down, bulbous-bellied, munches on a pack of Ho-Ho’s.  

Stares with grim expression through a smudged window.  

ED’S POV - FORD AND ADDY, ACROSS THE HALL

Troy, with back to Ed, chats with Addy, who smiles, laughs.  

ED (O.S.)
God, how I wish Ford would stick 
his big head, and all that goddamn 
hair product, into an open flame.   

BACK TO SCENE

Ed rocks in his chair, continues snacking.  

He’s obviously very comfortable talking to himself.

ED (CONT’D)
She’s certainly a juicy little doe.  
I know one big buck who’s gonna be 
sniffing around.  Still got what it 
takes.  Fifty’s the new thirty --  

Two 16-year-old juniors suddenly appear at the door: 

GAVIN Gutierrez, adorned with bleached, spiky hair, skinny 
tie; and TORI Sandstrom, dressed like a Young Republican.  

Ed looks up, clearly startled, slightly embarrassed.  

Gavin addresses him with the utmost deference.  Tori hangs 
back, nervously biting at her fingernails.      

GAVIN
Excuse me, Mr. Nielson?

ED
Yeah?

GAVIN
Have you corrected our worksheets? 

ED
I’ve been at football practice 
since class ended.  How would I 
have time to correct worksheets?

9.



GAVIN
Sorry.  I just thought --

ED
-- Tomorrow.  Okay?

GAVIN
Thanks.    

Gavin and Tori hurry off.  

Ed returns to a grumbling rant for his audience of one:  

ED
Yeah, you better be afraid of me. 
Little dipshit fairy.  How does he 
expect me to have his precious 
worksheet corrected?  What am I?  
Jesus H. Christ, master magician? 

INT. HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER

Gavin and Tori walk at a brisk pace down the hall.

TORI
He is so gross!   

GAVIN
Not as bad as Ivan the Terrible -- 

TORI
-- True; at least Nielson’s sober --  

GAVIN
-- Feel sorry for his kids.  

TORI
Nielson has offspring?!  

GAVIN
Two.  Or three.  And an ex-wife.

TORI
Who’d ever marry...?  Yuck!

GAVIN
Who’d ever marry Mr. Turley?

TORI
Turley’s wife always looks so sad.  

GAVIN
Anna told me they argue non-stop --
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TORI
-- She should escape!  It’s not her 
fault her parents hate each other.             

Tori suddenly slams to a halt, stops Gavin.

TORI (CONT’D)
Hey.  Let’s make a pact right now.    
We’re best friends.  Right?

He smiles, rolls his eyes.    

GAVIN
Yes, Tori, we’re BFF --

TORI
-- So, if one of us is about to get 
married, and our future mate is a 
certified asshole -- we stop it. 

GAVIN
How do we do that?

TORI
I don’t know!  But we do.  Promise?

GAVIN
Sure.  Okay.  But I seriously doubt 
I’ll ever be getting married.    

As they move toward the exit:  

TORI
Gavin, my dear, don’t you know that 
life’s full of surprises?    

INT. CLASSROOM 7, HALLWAY - DAY

Addy gathers up papers, stuffs them into a fashionable cloth 
satchel, slings it over her shoulders, heads for the door.  

Nina suddenly appears in the hallway, carrying herself, as 
before, like a prima ballerina.    

NINA
Mrs. Taylor?  I’m a new student, 
Nina Dubois.  Were you leaving? 

ADDY
I was about to head home, but --

NINA
-- May I walk out with you?

11.



INT. HALLWAYS - MOMENTS LATER

Addy and Nina stroll down QUIET, NEARLY EMPTY CORRIDORS.  In 
the distance, a LONE JANITOR goes about his duties.  

Nina hands over official-looking papers.  Addy’s attention 
alternates between Nina, and perusal of the documents.    

NINA
My transfer paperwork just came 
through.  That’s why I wasn’t in 
class today.

ADDY
Where are you from, Nina?

NINA
Boston.  

ADDY
Thought I heard a bit of an accent.

NINA
(almost apologetically)

I went to a very expensive, very 
exclusive private school there.  

(beat)
I lived with my father, until...

Nina looks away.  Barely gets out:      

NINA (CONT’D)
It’s a long story.  

ADDY
It’s a big change.  

The delicate young lady returns her gaze to Addy.  

ADDY (CONT’D)
Going from a private to a public 
school?  Big east coast city to a 
little town on the Oregon coast?  
Plus... well, it’s never been easy 
being the new kid in school.    

NINA
That’s a first for me... being new.   

Their FOOTSTEPS ECHO in the hall for a few moments.    

ADDY
I’m also new.  To teaching... this 
school, the town... lot of things.  
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NINA
Big changes for you, too?

Addy smiles, nods.  

NINA (CONT’D)
I guess we have a lot in common.  

ADDY
I guess we do.  

Ed Nielson appears at his door.  He makes little effort to 
conceal his wolfish appraisal of the lovely ladies walking 
past, neither of whom give him more than a glance.  

NINA
I need to head outside for my ride.  
See you in class, Mrs. Taylor.  

ADDY
See you tomorrow, Nina.  

As soon as Nina leaves Addy’s side, Ed takes her place.  

ED
You may not remember me from the 
first faculty meeting --

ADDY
-- I remember you --

ED
-- Ed Nielson?  “Mr. Ed.”  You 
know, like the horse?  Ha, ha.  

Addy forces a transparently fake smile.

ADDY
Aren’t you a football coach, or --

ED
-- Assistant football coach.  

Addy nods, clearly not enormously impressed.  Ed notices. 

ED (CONT’D)
Mr. Pike’s head coach.  

ADDY
The one who looks like Satan?

ED
Pike makes the devil look like 
Goldilocks.  Already hates you. 
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ADDY
We’ve never even met!

ED
He hates everybody.  Unless they 
play football.  Only game in town.  

ADDY
Just for the record: I don’t play.  
And I’ll do my best to avoid Pike.

ED
Well, just between you an’ me and 
the walls, I should be head coach.  
School politics.  You know.

ADDY
Not really.  This is all new --

ED
-- It’s Taylor, right?

ADDY
Mrs. Taylor.  Addy.  

ED
“The hot new English teacher.”

Addy gives him a shocked look, then a rebuking stare.

ED (CONT’D)
Oh, that’s not me talking.  Line I 
heard from some o’ the boys today.  

Even with his explanation, Addy still doesn’t look pleased. 

ED (CONT’D)
What do you expect?  Teenage boys.

Ed stumbles clumsily as he rushes to make amends:

ED (CONT'D)
So who was that girl you were --

ADDY
-- A new student.  Nina Dubois.  

ED
Doesn’t look like she’s from around 
here.  Doesn’t dress --

ADDY
-- Or act like it, either.  I just 
hope she doesn’t get eaten alive.  
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They pass a classroom with a closed door.  Addy slows.

ADDY’S POV - STUDENTS

Five kids: three sit in glum silence, two chat privately.  

ADDY (O.S.) (CONT’D)
What’s going on in there?

BACK TO SCENE

Addy and Ed continue down the hall.

ED
That’s Ivan the Terrible’s room.  

ADDY
Who?

ED
Mr. Turley.  Ivan Turley.  Kids 
call him, “Ivan the Terrible.” 

ADDY
Not a good teacher?

ED
Not a good anything.  

ADDY
So why don’t they fire him?

ED
Tenured.  Since the Dawn of Time!         

ADDY
Are those kids in Detention?       

ED
That’s the Losers Club.  

Addy gives him a puzzled look.

ED (CONT’D)
Speech and Debate Team.  Or club.  
Or something.  They’re a joke.  

ADDY
Why do you say that?

ED
Let’s see... their coach is a mean 
ol’ drunk, the kids are a buncha 
rejects and misfits.  
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All they do is... I don’t know what 
they do.  Nobody does.  

All of a sudden, Addy stops. 

ADDY
I forgot my lesson plans!  

As she rushes back, Ed admires her fine figure.

ED
(shouts)

Who needs lesson plans?!

He turns, heads for the exit.

Addy continues, but as she nears Turley’s class...  

... as though in slow motion, she floats past the window.  

ADDY’S POV - SPEECH AND DEBATE TEAM 

Kids staring back, scrutinizing her.  Suddenly:

MAN (O.S.)
Hey, watch it! 

BACK TO SCENE

Addy has nearly run into MR. TURLEY, 58.  Painfully thin, he  
wears a perpetual frown.  

They stand there, sizing each other up.  

Uncomfortably long moment.   

ADDY
Sorry.  Didn’t see you coming. 

MR. TURLEY
Next time watch where you’re going.  

Opens the door to his room.  

MR. TURLEY (CONT’D)
(to students inside)

That’s enough!  Voices off!    

Turley SLAMS THE DOOR shut.  

Addy moves on, heels making a LONELY CLICK, CLICK, CLICK as 
they tap the old linoleum floor.

She wears a deeply troubled expression.  
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EXT. ADDY & RICK’S BEACH HOUSE - DAY

Addy pulls into the gravel driveway of a tiny, dilapidated, 
single-level home, just footsteps away from sand and shore.  

No curtains up to hide the 25-year-old, muscular man inside, 
in tight t-shirt, pacing and talking to himself: RICK Taylor.  

A SQUALL PELTS Addy as she gets out.  

She starts up the path leading to the front door.  

SHOUTS stop her.  She turns.   

ADDY’S POV - THE TURLEYS’ HOUSE 

Directly across the two-lane highway, close enough that 
YELLING can be heard when no cars pass by, Mr. Turley RANTS 
and parades back and forth past a large, living room window.  

His wife, KATHERINE, 58, with an anguished, careworn face, 
SHRIEKS her own harsh, incomprehensible words.     

Daughter ANNA, 18, stands apart, grimly silent, arms crossed.  

Suddenly, she looks out the window.  Eyes lock on Addy.  

Anna’s expression: a portrait of bleak despair.

BACK TO SCENE

Addy stands there, staring back, as though not knowing what 
her next step should be.  

FADE OUT.

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

FADE IN:

INT. CLASSROOM - DAY (FLASH FORWARD)

DYLAN Saxton, 17 -- short, sweet-faced, Puckish -- stands 
before an unseen audience.  

He holds in his hands a small strip of paper that’s been 
folded in two.

ADDY (O.S.)
Ready?

DYLAN
No.  

LIGHT LAUGHTER, o.s.     

DYLAN (CONT’D)
So, I choose one of these topics? -- 

ADDY (O.S.)
-- And get thirty seconds -- 

DYLAN
-- To plan a five-minute speech.        

ADDY (O.S.)
Yes.  Choose either the single word 
topic, current event, or quote.  

Dylan PUFFS OUT A BREATH, as though preparing for a sprint.  

DYLAN
Okay.  Let’s do this.  

ADDY (O.S.)
Ready...?  Set... go! 

DYLAN
Only thirty seconds prep?

ADDY (O.S.)
Right.

He opens the folded paper.  Eyes widen.  Mouth does, too.  

ADDY (O.S.) (CONT’D)
I told you: Impromptu’s hard.

Studies the paper.  Clearly overwhelmed by the challenge.  
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ADDY (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Just do your best, Dylan.  Can’t 
expect to nail it the first time.   

DYLAN
My “best” is gonna be really bad!

More o.s. LAUGHS.  Pondering out loud, but low:  

DYLAN (CONT’D)
Fame.  Hmmm... interesting.  Human 
trafficking?  Wow.  That’s serious.  
Think I’ll go with the --  

ADDY (O.S.)
-- Time.  

DYLAN
That was thirty seconds?!

ADDY (O.S.)
Forty.  I gave you an extra ten 
because I interrupted you.    

Dylan folds the paper, jumps right in.  

DYLAN
Someone once said... “Life’s an 
infinity of accidents.”  Now, if 
you stop to think about it, that’s 
true.  One tiny little thing can 
change... everything.  One word.  
One action.  One person....

A long pause.  Plainly, he’s searching for the next word, the 
next... anything.  But nothing.  Shoulders slump.  

ANOTHER ANGLE

Addy, beaming, BRUSHES BACK THAT SHORT, STYLISH FRENCH CUT.  
Behind her: a SMALL GROUP OF STUDENTS.  

All of a sudden: a BURST OF APPLAUSE and various o.s. hymns 
of praise -- “Awesome,” “Amazing, dude!” etc.  Dylan smiles.       

DYLAN (CONT’D)
What the -- ?  That was crap!

ADDY 
A brilliant opening, Dylan.  We’ll 
just need to work on the three-
point structure.  I’m proud of you.         

That smile on Dylan’s face?  It just got a whole lot bigger.
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EXT. ADDY & RICK’S BEACH HOUSE - DAY

Addy stands in exactly the same place as before: her rock and 
gravel driveway, watching the TURLEYS’ VERBAL BATTLE RAGE ON.    

She PUSHES LONG, DAMP CURLS AWAY FROM HER FACE.  Breaks eye 
contact with the clearly distraught Anna Turley, turns, and 
heads for the front door to her house, now open.  

Rick stands there, ready to greet.  Addy practically runs 
into his arms.  

INT. ADDY & RICK’S HOUSE, ENTRYWAY, LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Addy drops her bags.  Rick kicks the door shut with his foot.  

A long embrace.  Then, a kiss.  She hugs him again.  Finally:

RICK
Okay.  You can come up for air now.  

She looks at him with a crumpled expression.

RICK (CONT’D)
First day really that bad?  

Addy moves to a worn couch.  Collapses onto it.  Puts both 
feet up on one of the mostly unopened boxes haphazardly 
scattered about.  She looks and sounds bone tired.       

ADDY
Kinda worried about our neighbors 
‘cross the street.  

RICK
What’s going on with them?  

ADDY
They’re screaming at each other.

RICK
(bows head, quietly)

Oh.  

ADDY
But right now... it just feels so 
good for me to be outta the cross 
hairs... and off my feet.   

Quite suddenly, Addy tears up.  A flood spills down her face. 

RICK
Whoa.  Addy, what -- what’s wrong? 
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ADDY
I know this sounds a little crazy, 
but... I feel like... I’m already 
falling in love with these kids.  
And I want to help them.  I want 
that more than anything.  But... I 
also feel so... so... overwhelmed!      

He sits down beside Addy, puts an arm around her, strokes her 
hair.  She curls up in his arms, a contented cat, SNIFFLING:   

ADDY (CONT’D)
I have more than seventy essays I 
have to read by tomorrow!  And I’m 
so goddamned tired, Rick! 

She HICCUPS.  Both of them CHUCKLE.  She does it again.  Rick 
reaches around her to grab a beer.  Takes some LOUD SIPS.  

ADDY (CONT’D)
I love it when you sip like that.  
It’s so romantic.  

RICK
Such a smart ass.

ADDY
That why you love me?

RICK
Love you for more than that.  

ADDY
Yeah?  Like what?

RICK
Like your actual ass.  

ADDY
My “actual” ass?

RICK
Yes, your actual ass... smart ass. 

She rises from his warm embrace.  Sniffs back sniffles.  

RICK (CONT’D)
Gonna take one o’ your famous “Do-
It-Yourself Therapy” walks?

ADDY
Too tired for that.  Wanna move our 
asses down to the local pub?  Have 
a beer, burger, sweet potato fries?

21.



INT. ROSIE’S ROOST - NIGHT 

Been-here-forever kind of place.  LOTS OF LOCALS atop a bar 
stool or huddled together in a booth.    

Addy and Rick sit at one booth in back, facing each other.  

Rick’s eyes smolder as Addy works through a stack of papers.

ADDY
Love this one: “Mom said you’d feel 
the wrath of God if you force us to 
read dirty mythology.”  Yep, that’s 
what I plan to do as your English 
teacher: assign Greek pornography.      

She looks up at him.  Her grin goes the way of the frown.  
Addy’s clearly taken aback by the abrupt change.         

ADDY (CONT’D)
You said you wouldn’t mind if I 
brought some papers to -- 

RICK
-- You’ve been gone all day.  You 
were gone all last week.  You can’t 
take a little dinner break with me?   

She reaches across to touch his hand.  He jerks it away. 

ADDY
You said --

RICK
-- I know what I said!  Now I’m 
saying something else.  

Addy places the red pen atop the papers, shoves them aside.  

They glare at each other.      

RICK (CONT’D)
I thought you were a teacher.

ADDY
I am.  And this is what teachers 
have to do.  Correct papers --

RICK
-- On the way over, all I heard 
about is all the other stuff you 
have to do.  A committee for this, 
a committee for that.  How can I 
keep track of you with all that?
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ADDY
Your job isn’t to keep track of me!

RICK
(low, but snarling)

Pipe down, Addy.  Voices carry.

ADDY
Wow.  Pot calling the kettle.  But 
we’re not home, where you can yell 
as loud and long as you like --  

RICK
-- Really chickenshit thing to say.  

ADDY
This isn’t about me.  This is all 
about you and your controlling -- 

RICK
-- Oh, here we go again!  Addy’s 
amateur psychoanalysis!  Jeezus! 

Their ANGRY, RAISED VOICES attract attention from OTHER 
CUSTOMERS.  Rick stands.  Polishes off his beer.  

RICK (CONT’D)
I’m going back.  Have fun, alone, 
correcting papers. 

ADDY
Come on, Rick --

But he’s quickly heading toward the door, then out.  The SLAM 
AND A SILLY BELL echo with a long, hard peal of complaint.  

ADDY (CONT’D)
(low, muttering)

One minute sweet; next minute -- 
monster.  Well, you just wounded 
me.  Again.  But it’s not fatal.   

A hipster waitress, LIZZIE TANAKA, 28, multi-colored dreads 
tumbling to her waist, walks over to the booth.      

LIZZIE TANAKA
Is he coming back?

ADDY
No.  And I’m staying here.

Lizzie gives her an approving nod, moves off.  

Addy sits in sad SILENCE.  Stares at her stack of papers.  
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EXT. ALONG HIGHWAY 101 - NIGHT

Addy slogs through a DRENCHING DOWNPOUR, chattering bitterly. 
A pick-up truck SPLASHES by.  In the distance, a lone vehicle 
slowly moves her way.  

ADDY
“So, how was your first day, Addy?”  
Well, let’s see, I fell, probably 
bruised my coccyx (love that word); 
made a fool of myself with the Vice 
Principal, the guy who’s gonna sit 
in judgment of me, evaluating me, 
the handsome Dark Lord of the Sith; 
half of my students are so poor 
they’re on free and reduced lunch; 
I had my weekly knock-down, drag-
out with Rick (wasn’t moving here 
supposed to be an answer to our 
problems?); had dinner -- alone; 
have more papers to correct when I 
get home; and I’m cold and wet and 
miserable as a drowned rat, and 
close to collapsing from total 
exhaustion, and I’m feeling very 
sorry for myself right now!  But 
hey, other than that -- it’s been a 
goddamn, bonus, red-letter day!

A DARK SEDAN moves closer, slows behind her.  

Addy turns, looks at the car.  Picks up her pace.  

The car does the same.  Moves up right alongside her.    

She glances over.  Through thick rain, looks like two men.  

Addy moves faster.  The sedan stays right beside her.  

She turns at the town’s only signal, BLINKING YELLOW.

Hurries up the rock and gravel driveway toward her house.  

Looks back as she fumbles for keys.  Reaches the door.    

The sedan has stopped.  The men stare at her.  

All of a sudden, the car PEELS OUT, ROARS away.    

INT. ADDY & RICK’S HOUSE, ENTRYWAY - CONTINUOUS

Addy enters, BOLTS the lock.  Stands there, PANTING like a 
marathon runner, dripping onto the floor, clearly rattled. 
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The BLINKING YELLOW traffic light creates a strobe effect on 
bare walls, like inside some cheesy disco.  

Drapes lie in a pile on the floor.  Boxes remain unmoved.   

A few new additions: frozen dinner packages and beer cans.  

ADDY 
(just above a whisper)

Home, sweet home....  

INT. ADDY & RICK’S HOUSE, BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Rick’s in bed, SNORING LIGHTLY.  Addy hovers at doorway.  

Notices a yellow Post-it note attached to the door.   

ADDY’S POV - NOTE

A single handwritten word: “Sorry.”

BACK TO SCENE

Addy closes her eyes a moment.  A long, heavy sigh.  

Locates a pen, then writes below Rick’s message, “Me, too.”  

INT. ADDY & RICK’S HOUSE, LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Addy slides student papers into a file folder, puts it all in 
her large satchel.  

Sits there a few moments, in SILENCE.    

Looks over at a clock, tilted slightly on the wall.  1:30.  

ADDY
(to herself)

Maybe, even with only four hours... 
I can wake up tomorrow a superhero.  

INT. CLASSROOM 7 - DAY

The BELL RINGS as WHIPPING WIND AND RAIN LASH the windows.  
Addy watches the herd of FRESHMEN STAMPEDE toward the door.    

After the last frosh, SENIORS, 17-18 years old, QUIETLY 
saunter in -- no hurries, no worries... 

... followed by a trio of JUNIORS -- Tori, in yet another 
Young Republican League outfit -- plus:
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ERIN Maragos, 16, who seems affably confident, despite being 
overweight, wearing thick glasses and cheap clothes; and 

WYATT Mann, only 16, but Gargantuan, and constantly writing -- 
which doesn’t seem to fit a Carhart-loving, farm-boy facade.  

Nina appears.  Moves slowly inside.  Addy notes various girls 
“grading” the newbie, with disdainful glances, whispers.    

NINA
Good morning, Mrs. Taylor.  

ADDY
Hello, Nina.  Here’s the packet I 
handed out yesterday.  

Addy gives her a syllabus.  

NINA
Is there a specific seat for me?

ADDY
No seating chart yet.  Anywhere.    

Nina takes one of the few seats left, front and center.  

Last to walk in: Dylan.  Snags the empty seat next to Nina. 

Addy steps up on a BLAST OF WINDSWEPT RAIN:

ADDY (CONT’D)
Good morning, everyone!  Well... 
maybe not so “good.”  I was told   
September was one of the nicest 
months on the coast, but this...?    

Anna Turley, modest, mild-mannered, raises a hand.    

ADDY (CONT’D)
Sorry.  I’m still working on names.

ANNA
Anna.  Anna Turley.  We live across 
the street from you.  

ADDY
Yes.  I remember seeing you, Anna.  
And your dad’s a teacher here.

Anna nods, but a noticeably uncomfortable moment for all.  

ANNA
Anyway, I was going to say: it can 
rain here any month, any time --
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DYLAN
-- At least it’s not ugly rain.  

ADDY
“Ugly rain?” 

DYLAN
When it’s just above freezing, and 
horizontal, and pelting your face.

ADDY
That is ugly.

ANNA
It’s supposed to get worse tonight. 
High tides, lots of flooding.

ADDY
Anyone happen to have an ark?

Few CHUCKLES FROM STUDENTS.

ADDY (CONT’D)
Okay, so... we’re going to start 
today with a little writing.  

Sprinkling of HALF-HEARTED GROANS.  

ADDY (CONT’D)
Oh, it’s nothing too challenging.  
All you need is pen and paper --  

Dylan pops up a hand.  Addy nods to him.  

DYLAN
Could I borrow pen and paper?

ADDY
Anyone else need --  

-- Hands shoot up.  Addy doesn’t hide her disapproval. 

ADDY (CONT’D)
Notebook paper’s on the counter.  
Pens are in the box next to it.  

A SUDDEN BUSTLE as over HALF THE CLASS make their way to the 
offerings.  In the midst of this UNPLANNED CHAOS:

ADDY (CONT’D)
You guys really didn’t think an 
English class might require the 
basic tools for... writing?  And 
most of you are seniors -- 
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ERIN
-- Not us.  The three juniors --  

-- She points to herself, Tori, Wyatt, and 15 year old, baby-
faced ACE Zalinsky, a/k/a “A-Z, Z-Man” -- 

ERIN (CONT’D)
-- And Ace.  Our special case, Ace.    

WYATT
Z-Man’s the smartest one in here.  
What grade are you really in, A-Z?  

ADDY
I don’t care what grade you’re in.  
Not having pen or paper...  

ADDY’S POV - STUDENTS, BACK IN SEATS

She takes a good, long look at their faces -- many a portrait 
of shame -- and a common attire: grubby clothes, and tennis 
shoes beat up long past the point of being fashionable.  

BACK TO SCENE

Addy shifts her stance, and tone.  

ADDY (CONT’D)
But if you ever need paper, pens... 
you know where to find them.  

JAMY Locke -- 17, petite, with pixie-cut hair -- speaks very 
rapidly to compensate for her noticeable lack of confidence: 

JAMY
Mrs. Taylor -- we don’t need paper 
in most classes; we do worksheets.  

ACE
When we’re not watching utterly 
pointless movies.  

WYATT
Sounds like you-know-who’s class.  

A few students smirk, others give him a “shut-up, dude” look.  

Addy notices Anna bowing her head, Tori patting her hand.  

ADDY
Well, sorry, folks, but no movies 
today.  And no worksheets. 
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She points to the board.  READS her stylish writing:

ADDY (CONT’D)
“Old stories always have a hero.  
Compare and contrast a hero from 
myth or from legend with one of 
today’s real-life heroes.”

Turns back to the class.  Ace raises a hand; she nods to him.

ACE
Old heroes I get -- slaying of 
dragons, and so on.  But today?

WYATT
Do we even have real heroes? 

LOTS OF CHATTER.  Addy lets it go for a few moments.   

WIND KICKS UP again, loud enough that all eyes go toward the 
window.  Jamy raises a hand.  Addy sees her, but hesitates.    

JAMY
It’s okay you don’t remember: Jamy.  

Addy nods, smiles, silently mouths “Jamy.”  

With the STORM HOWLING, Jamy’s like an ancient storyteller, 
captivating comrades around the campfire.   

JAMY (CONT’D)
Last year, during a big flood, my 
Uncle Pete was using his logging 
equipment to help a neighbor shore 
up their land.  He got trapped by a 
huge mud slide.  It was like today, 
but the Coast Guard lowered their 
helicopter and that bucket thing, 
in these crazy gusts, and saved 
him.  The whole mountain was about 
to come down.  But these guys just 
did their job.  It wasn’t fighting 
dragons, and they didn’t even know 
my uncle, but they saved his life.    

ADDY
I hope you write about that, Jamy.    

Dylan puts a hand up.    

DYLAN
My mom.  She was on her own, but... 
she kept our family together, even 
when she was dealing with cancer.  
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Wasn’t for her... my sister and I 
would have ended up in foster care.  

Dylan remains the very picture of equanimity.  

Not Addy.  Her eyes tear up.  

Students await her response.  

ADDY
Your mother’s a great example of a 
modern day hero.  Perfect.    

And, without a prompt, everyone dives in, pens scratching at 
paper, with a few pauses to take in the STILL RAGING TEMPEST.

Anna Turley looks up from her writing, at Addy.  

A private exchange of smiles; then, Anna returns to her work.    

Addy gazes at these young people, barely concealing her joy: 

ADDY (CONT’D)
(with quiet awe)

Teaching....  Amazing....  

EXT. OCEANSIDE HIGH SCHOOL AND PARKING LOT - DAY

Nina paces before a concrete bench, in front of a tired, grey 
facade that looks like an old prison.    

Her skirt flutters in a brisk ocean breeze, the wild Pacific 
visible just across “Highway” 101, a standard two-lane road.    

Still more rain, but not quite as severe.  Umbrella in one 
hand, Nina checks her watch.  Sits down on the bench.      

NINA
She’s late, again.  Why am I here?  
Why did you do this to me, Dad --

DYLAN (O.S.)
-- Excuse me.  Is this a private 
monologue, or... can I sit here?

Nina looks up: at Dylan.  He wears a red sweatshirt and worn, 
saggy jeans -- revealing red-and-white, candy-stripe boxers.    

She pulls her tote closer to her body.  

Dylan sits, scans the lot with a series of darting glances.  

After a SHORT SILENCE: 
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DYLAN (CONT’D)
We don’t use umbrellas much here.  
So much wind and rain... useless.

NINA
Are you the local youth weatherman?

DYLAN
Just a friendly fashionista tip.    

NINA
Well, speaking of, and I don’t mean 
to be unkind, but are you trying to 
look “gangsta?”  Because, really, 
you look more like a Christmas elf.  

Dylan brushes off her slam, pops a grin.  

DYLAN
Newbie, right?  What grade?  

NINA
I’m a senior.  

DYLAN
Really?  Me, too.  

Nina appears a bit skeptical.  He puts out his right hand.  

DYLAN (CONT’D)
Dylan.

She hesitates, then proffers five long fingers.  They shake.   

NINA
Nina.  

DYLAN
Pleasure to make your acquaintance.  

NINA
Wow.  That’s surprisingly formal 
for a guy with candy-stripe boxers.  

DYLAN
Well... you know what they say.

NINA
No, what do they say?

DYLAN
Don’t judge a guy by his stripes.  

They both smile, clearly pleased with this bit of flirting.  
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She sniffs at the air.   

DYLAN (CONT’D)
Rotting clam shells.

Nina looks puzzled.  But, as he explains, she’s clearly  
impressed.     

DYLAN (CONT’D)
They extricate the clams, then pile 
up shells.  Decaying shells, plus  
salty ocean, equals very pungent.       

NINA
You’re smart.  

DYLAN
How do you mean?

NINA
I mean it as a compliment.  It’s 
okay; your secret’s safe with me.  
I actually like smart people.  

DYLAN
And how did you reach this instant 
assessment of my... mental powers?

NINA
“Extricate?”  “Pungent?”  Even in 
prep school, boys don’t use words 
like that in casual conversation. 

DYLAN
You went to prep school?

NINA
Please don’t broadcast that.  

DYLAN
Your secret’s safe with me.  Hey, 
if you see any football coaches, 
let me know.  I skipped practice.    

NINA
Football?  Aren’t you a little...? 

DYLAN
Small?  No, I’m just not a hulking, 
drooling moron -- like most guys on 
the team.  God, I hate football!  

NINA
So why do it?
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DYLAN
I promised my parole officer. 

NINA
You have a parole officer?!  

DYLAN
Don’t worry, I didn’t kill anyone.  
Shoplifting.  Hey, I was hungry!  
Half-pound bag, peanut M & M’s.          

NINA
Food o’ the gods.  I’d steal those.  

DYLAN
Don’t.  I had to do an after-school 
activity; otherwise, they would 
have put me in an orange jumpsuit, 
doing litter patrol on Highway 101.     

A shabby Volvo sedan LUMBERS by, Addy at the wheel.  Addy and 
Nina notice each other, smile and wave.  After BRIEF SILENCE:      

NINA
You need a ride? 

DYLAN
No, thanks.  Got one.

NINA
Who?  Your parole officer?

He smiles, shakes his head “no.”

NINA (CONT’D)
Girlfriend?  Mom?

DYLAN
No, no girlfriend.  And Mom’s dead.

NINA
Oh!  Oh, my god, I’m so sorry, I --

DYLAN
-- Hey, it’s cool.  Been awhile.  I 
was just a little kid.  She was --  

-- Sleek, black Jaguar sedan suddenly races into the lot.  

NINA
Finally!

Nina rises.  Driver side window slides down to reveal: MARGO, 
dressed for success, and very attractive at age 45.
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MARGO
Hop in!  Got a meeting back at the 
hospital in one hour -- if I can 
get past all the flood zones.

As Nina heads toward the car:

NINA
Sure we can’t give you a ride?

DYLAN
My buddy’ll be here... eventually. 

NINA
See you tomorrow.  

DYLAN
Already looking forward to it.  

They exchange smiles.  Nina gets in.  Dylan watches the Jag 
peel off as the WIND AND RAIN PICK UP....  

Like an orphan with a forlorn face, he pulls his knees up to 
his chest to help ward off the bitterly damp cold.        

EXT. ADDY & RICK’S HOUSE - DAY

Addy grabs her things from inside the Volvo.  Looks across 
the street, through yet another LOUD, MONSOON-LIKE RAINFALL.    

ADDY’S POV - TURLEYS’ HOUSE

Quiet.  No sign of the family.  

BACK TO SCENE

Addy quickly scampers toward the shelter of home.  

EXT. ALONG HIGHWAY 101 - DAY

Cars and trucks slow to avoid heavily flooded areas.  A few 
vehicles turn around rather than risk watery doom.      

With comic incongruity, one guy in a kayak paddles past 
stores on what used to be one lane of Highway 101. 

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. ALONG HIGHWAY 101 - NIGHT

A LONE CAR recklessly speeds in a frightening, HOWLING GALE.  
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INT. TURLEYS’ BUICK REGAL SEDAN (MOVING) - NIGHT

Mr. Turley, obviously drunk, grips the wheel.  In the front 
passenger seat: his wife, Katherine; in back: daughter Anna.     

RAIN PUMMELS the car like an assault weapons barrage.  Adding 
to the CHAOS: the three family members SHOUT back and forth.   

KATHERINE
Slow down, Ivan!

ANNA
Dad, please!  Let me drive!

He turns to face Anna.  Eyes off the road ahead.  

MR. TURLEY
Shut up!  Shut up, both of you! --

ANNA
-- Dad, watch where you’re going!

Too late.  In rapid-fire succession:

-- A STACCATO BLAST OF MACHINE-GUN RAIN HITS the windshield;  

-- A PIERCING SCREAM, GARBLED YELLING, A DESPERATE CRY; and  

-- A DEAFENING ROAR as a wave of water crashes over the car.    

EXT. ALONG HIGHWAY 101 - CONTINUOUS

The car vaults, airborne, from what used to be solid road.  

Then plummets.  Plunges down a deep, dark hole.  

CRASHES into a black pool of mud and rain.  

Water rushes quickly around the vehicle.  

RAIN AND WIND continue, relentlessly.  

No one gets out of the car. 

FADE OUT.

END OF ACT TWO
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ACT THREE

FADE IN:

EXT. ALONG HIGHWAY 101 - NIGHT

Bleak, nightmarish scene.  FLASHING LIGHTS from POLICE CARS, 
AMBULANCES, FIRE TRUCKS -- and impenetrable darkness beyond.  

On the perimeter of a massive sinkhole, OFFICERS, EMTS, and 
FIRE FIGHTERS walk around the two-lane wide disaster site.     

A few push a gurney toward an ambulance, a body strapped to 
the top, covered head-to-toe by a rain tarp.

Ironically, almost eerily, at long last the monstrous storm 
has died, leaving only a PROFOUND SILENCE.   

INT. CLASSROOM - DAY (FLASH FORWARD)

Jamy READS ALOUD, way too fast, and with absolutely no flair 
or nuance, a handwritten poem from a crinkled paper.

JAMY
So, when I’m blue,/ I’ll think of 
you,/ And that’s all I,/ Will need 
to do,/ So if it’s true,/ That I 
need you,/ Don’t you need me/ Too?  

She looks up.  An anxious smile.    

JAMY (CONT’D)
So... what do you think?  You said 
every poem doesn’t need to be about 
sad, dark things -- like death and, 
you know, broken hearts and --  

ADDY (O.S.)
-- Yes, well... first off --

JAMY
-- See, that’s why I picked the 
lighter stuff.  Like friendship.  
Instead of love and death.  

ADDY (O.S.)
Makes sense, Jamy, but... I suggest 
you try some different poems.  

JAMY
(instantly deflated)

Oh.  Really?
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ADDY (O.S.)
I’m sorry, it’s just -- 

JAMY
-- It’s okay if you don’t like 
these.  I wasn’t sure what to pick.  

ADDY (O.S.)
Well, maybe you weren’t here when I 
said it was not a good idea to use 
your own poetry.  I also mentioned 
that Shel Silverstein’s not a good 
choice.  He’s just too familiar, 
and more for younger...  

Jamy bows her head.  

Now, we SEE:

ADDY

HER HAIR’S TOO SHORT TO TWIST, but she looks nervous, guilty.  
Not a long silence, but excruciating, nevertheless.    

ADDY (CONT’D)
... if you’d like, though, Jamy... 
maybe I can help you find some 
poems that work for you.  

JAMY
(instantly brightens)

That would be great!  Thanks!

INT. ADDY & RICK’S HOUSE, BEDROOM - EARLY MORNING

Addy and Rick in bed.  CELL PHONE RINGS.  A slow awakening.    

RICK
God... what time is it?  

Addy, LONG HAIR MORE TANGLED WITH CURLS THAN EVER, fumbles 
for, then flicks on the light, as the RINGING CONTINUES.

ADDY
(squints at clock)

Who’d be calling at... 5:00 A.M.?

She flips open the cell phone, moves it to one ear:        

ADDY (CONT’D)
Hello?  Yes...?  Oh, no.  Oh, my 
god, that’s... that’s awful....  
Okay....  Thank you.  Yes.  G’bye.  
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Hangs up.  Dazed.  Rick gives her a questioning look.  

ADDY (CONT’D)
That was Troy Ford.  Our school’s 
Vice Principal.  A teacher of ours, 
Mr. Turley, and his wife, and their 
daughter, all died, in an accident.   

RICK
Jeezus....  What kind of accident?

ADDY
Their car went into a sinkhole, not 
far from here, on 101.

RICK
A sinkhole?

ADDY
I guess it’s a hole caused by the 
rain, flooding.  School’s closed 
today, and Friday.  Turleys lived 
across the street.  I didn’t really 
know them, but... the girl was in 
one of my classes.  Seemed like a 
nice kid.  I saw all of them -- 
yesterday.  Now... they’re gone.    

Both remain SILENT A FEW MOMENTS, contemplating the news.  

ADDY (CONT’D)
So bizarre... you think life’s 
heading one direction... and bam!  
A sinkhole changes everything....  
Sinkhole!  Where the hell are we?!  

She gets out of bed, puts a robe over t-shirt and panties.   

ADDY (CONT’D)
I’m gonna make coffee, and take a 
shower, and then go into school.

RICK
It’s closed, Addy!  Besides, how do 
you know the roads are even safe?

ADDY
I’ll wait until it’s light, and 
then, just be really careful --

RICK
-- But you said there’s no school.  
I don’t get it.  Why go in if you 
don’t have to?   
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ADDY
No one will be there, so I can get 
lots done.  Get caught up.  Maybe 
then, I won’t be so tempted... to 
correct papers at dinner.      

They exchange rather mournful, but mutually agreeable looks.

EXT. OCEANSIDE HIGH SCHOOL AND PARKING LOT - DAY

Sun peeks through clouds.  The reader board sign offers just 
one word: “CLOSED.”  The only vehicles in the lot: Addy’s 
Volvo, and a beat-up Toyota with a surfboard latched on top.   

INT. CLASSROOM 7 - DAY

Addy sits at her desk, going over papers.  

INTERCOM BUZZES.  Startles her.  

TROY FORD (O.S.)
(on intercom)

Mrs. Taylor?  Are you there?

ADDY
Yes.  

TROY FORD
Would you come down to my office?

ADDY
Be right there.  

She pushes papers aside.  Looks concerned.  

INT. VICE PRINCIPAL’S OFFICE - DAY

Troy Ford motions Addy inside.  If possible, he might be even 
more handsome when casually dressed like a beach boy.    

ADDY
How did you know I was here?

TROY FORD
Saw your car.

ADDY
Was that your truck out there?

TROY FORD
Old beater with a surfboard?  Yeah.      
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ADDY
You surf?

TROY FORD
Whenever I can.  Not much time for 
it during school.  And now...

(a heavy sigh)
Can’t believe the whole family’s 
gone.  Especially Anna....   

ADDY
She seemed really sweet.  

A SHORT, SOMBER SILENCE.  Then, both get down to business. 

TROY FORD
I need to hire a sub for Turley,  
get some grief counselors in here 
next week for kids and staff -- 

ADDY
-- Don’t we have a counselor?  

TROY FORD
One.  Half-time.  Goddamn funding 
cuts.  Even a small school could 
use three full-time counselors.  

ADDY
So, you said you wanted to see me?

TROY FORD
I want you to be head coach.  
Speech and Debate. 

ADDY
Head coach...? 

TROY FORD
Actually, there’s only one coach.  
Turley’s old job.

ADDY
I told you I’d be on all those 
extra-curricular committees --

TROY FORD
-- This is different.  

ADDY
My husband’s already griping about 
how little time we have together.  
And once I start extra  --
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TROY FORD
-- You get paid for coaching.    

ADDY
Oh.  Really?

TROY FORD
Of course.  You’d be a coach.

ADDY
Problem is --

TROY FORD
-- It’s not a large stipend, but 
every little bit helps, right?  

ADDY
I don’t know a thing about Speech 
and Debate.  I’ve had no training --

TROY FORD
-- You’ll learn.

ADDY
I’m trying to learn how to teach.    
It’s my first year!  You told me 
you remembered how hard that is.  I 
want to make sure I’m there for my 
students.  And my husband.  Already 
feel like I’m drowning --

TROY FORD
-- I understand all that, but --

ADDY
-- I just don’t want to do a half-
assed job.  With anything.  Anyone.     

TROY FORD
There are only five, six kids --

ADDY
-- Is this a team, or a club? --

TROY FORD
-- It’s a team.  They have to 
follow OSAA rules, just like the 
sports do.  They have tournaments --  

ADDY
-- You don’t understand.  Not only 
do I not have time for this, I have 
no prior experience whatsoever with 
speech.  No background.  Nothing! -- 
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TROY FORD
-- Look, I’ve got a grieving 
community and a school to think 
about.  We’ve got a funeral for 
three family members tomorrow, 
including a senior girl who was a 
good friend to many of her peers.  
And I’ve also got a “team” that no 
one really cares about, but there 
are a few kids on it who need a 
coach.  Now.  And you’re it.  

INT. ADDY & RICK’S HOUSE, LIVING ROOM - DAY

Addy paces, openly distraught.  Rick tries his best to calm 
and comfort her.  

RICK
Just don’t panic, Addison.

ADDY
But what am I supposed to do?!  
Okay, kids... start talking!

She circles the room, gesturing frantically.    

ADDY (CONT’D)
I went there to get some work done, 
get a little bit ahead of the game, 
and now I’m more behind than ever!  

She stops.  Desperation shifts into a little bit crazy.        

ADDY (CONT’D)
I know: I’ll quit.  I’ll just tell 
Troy Ford: “This is impossible!  I 
can’t do this!  I won’t do this!”  
Take that, surfer boy!  

RICK
Addy --

ADDY
-- At least you have a job -- 

RICK
-- I’m not making much money yet.  
Real estate’s slow here --  

ADDY
-- Then I’ll find a new job!        

Rick picks up a cell phone.
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ADDY (CONT’D)
Who are you calling?

RICK
Old buddy of mine.  He did speech 
and debate in high school.  Maybe 
he knows somebody who can help.  

Addy collapses onto the sofa.  

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. ADDY & RICK’S HOUSE, LIVING ROOM - DAY

Addy on the phone, with a small, hopeful smile, writes down 
info on a scrap of paper.  

ADDY
Patrick Oglevie...?  Okay.  No, 
thanks again!  Yes!  Bye.  

Hangs up.  Turns to Rick, who’s grinning expectantly:

RICK
Well...?  What did he say?

ADDY
He said this guy was the best coach 
in the state.  He lives in Astoria.

(looks down at paper)
Patrick Oglevie.  Retired.  Gave me 
his number.  Said he’s a crank, but 
he’d give me the goods. 

RICK
That’s good!  

That small smile of Addy’s breaks into a full-fledged grin.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. ADDY & RICK’S HOUSE, LIVING ROOM - DAY

Addy back on the phone, scribbling more notes. 

ADDY
No, not tomorrow, Mr. Oglevie.  I 
need to go to a funeral.  Sunday?  
Rainy Day Cafe, 10:00.  Thank you 
so much, Mr. Oglevie.... 

DISSOLVE TO:
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EXT. OCEANSIDE CEMETERY - DAY

A grassy hillside, covered by HUNDREDS OF PEOPLE.

A huge crowd for such a small town. 

Everyone somber, even in the warm, welcome sunshine.    

A pastor quietly presides over the ceremony.  

As three coffins are lowered into their graves, Addy scans 
and scrutinizes faces, many of them now familiar to her:

NINA 

all in black, lovely as ever, who stands next to --

DYLAN

who actually wears a dress shirt and tie with his jeans;

JAMY

weeping openly, huddled with friends who tower over her;

ED NIELSON

looking sincerely forlorn, even a bit shell-shocked;

GAVIN

fashionable as ever, and garbed head-to-toe in black;

TORI

clearly fighting to be stoic -- and quite obviously failing;

ACE

wearing a too-big-for-him suit, and looking like a lost boy;

ERIN 

in what must be a borrowed dress, holding one of Ace’s hands;

WYATT 

the biggest kid around, and no one is crying harder.

And finally...

TROY FORD

standing next to a woman who must be his wife, but --
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He’s looking right at Addy.  

And she’s looking right back.   

A brief exchange.  But somehow, it lasts too long.  

Each one, at precisely the same moment, appear to awaken to a 
kind of embarrassed recognition that eye contact must end.   

In sync, they look away.  

But both of them now wear expressions of profound puzzlement.

FADE OUT.

END OF ACT THREE
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ACT FOUR

FADE IN:

INT. CLASSROOM - DAY (FLASH FORWARD)

Ace and Gavin debate -- their hands gripping and swaying 
flimsy, black metallic music stands.  

ACE
That’s your contention?  Women have 
the right to murder men who abuse 
them?  That’s... that’s just... 
colossally stupid!  So dumb!

GAVIN
You’re saying I’m “dumb?!” 

ACE
I’m saying your contention’s dumb!

GAVIN
Well, that’s dumb!

DYLAN (O.S.)
(sing-songy)

Dum, duh, dum, dum.

A few o.s. SNICKERS from unseen audience members.  

ADDY (O.S.)
Okay.  Stop.  Everyone.  

Ace and Gavin turn from glaring at each other to face Addy 
and the o.s. audience. 

ADDY (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Ace, Gavin -- a debate is civil 
argument, with the emphasis on 
civil.  There’s no name-calling --

ACE
-- I wasn’t calling him stupid -- 

ADDY (O.S.)
-- Even when you get to question 
your opponent, it has to be more 
respectful, more structured --

DYLAN (O.S.)
-- More intelligent?

More o.s. LAUGHTER.

46.



ANOTHER ANGLE

Addy turns around, gives the laughing TEAM MEMBERS a scowl.  

ADDY 
Knock it off.

Turns back to face the two debaters.  Interlaces her fingers, 
raises, rests her hands on top of HER FASHIONABLY SHORT HAIR.      

GAVIN
It’s okay, Mrs. Taylor... we did 
get kind of laughably stupid.  

ACE
Sorry, Gavin. 

ADDY 
Remember the most important rule:  
Always respect the speaker.  And 
listen.  Really, truly listen.   

INT. RAINY DAY CAFE - DAY

Addy sits at a table across from Mr. Patrick OGLEVIE, 64, 
grizzled like an old fisherman and every bit as obstinate, 
combative, charming -- and, he wears an eye patch!  Aargh.        

ADDY
Thanks for meeting on a Sunday.    

OGLEVIE
You sounded desperate.

She TWISTS HER LONG CURLS.  

ADDY
I am.  And I’m all ears. 

OGLEVIE
Some dumbbell administrator just 
threw the job at ya, huh?  

ADDY
Really it was just... an accident. 

He reaches down into a day pack, takes his good time fishing 
out, and pounding down on the table, a formidable stack of 
folders, each one packed to the gills with papers.  

OGLEVIE
Little reading material before your 
first practice. 
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ADDY
That’s two days from now!  And I 
have a million papers to grade --

OGLEVIE
-- Do you want my help, or not?

ADDY
I do.  I’m sorry, I just -- 

OGLEVIE
-- Maybe you won’t get much sleep 
the next few days, but consider it 
a preview of troubled waters ahead.  

Addy gives him an anxious look.  He smiles, sips his coffee.  

OGLEVIE (CONT’D)
Oceanside hasn’t had much of a team 
the last twenty years.  Turley was 
a fraud.  An absolute disgrace.

ADDY
No one seems to have liked the man.

OGLEVIE
Twain said, “Live your life so that 
when you go, even the  undertaker 
will be sad.”  Shame Turley didn’t 
do that.  So, where do we start?

ADDY
Well, as I told you: I don’t have 
the faintest idea how to teach 
Rhetoric to teenagers.  I barely 
understood Plato, especially his 
fascination with the man cave --

OGLEVIE
-- Rhetoric?!  Plato?!  Forget it!  
Your job is to teach kids how to 
stand up in front of a hostile mob 
and say something coherent without 
shitting themselves!  You’re going 
to be so busy begging, and brow-
beating, cajoling, and coaching --  
to hell with Plato and his bat 
cave!  Let him sit in there with 
Robin and the boys and watch his 
big plasma T.V.!  You concentrate 
on the kids!  The “speechies!”  
Make each one a smart mouth!   

Shell-shocked Addy winces as he lets out a BOOMING LAUGH.
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Clearly, he’s enjoying listening to himself talk.  

Takes a big GULP of coffee, holds up his cup.  A passing 
waitress fills it, moves off to serve OTHER CUSTOMERS.       

OGLEVIE (CONT’D)
Oh, my dear, lovely lady... you are 
in for such a royal ass-kicking. 

Addy musters only a glum smile in response.    

OGLEVIE (CONT’D)
Let me give you a few insider tips.  
Most rural schools don’t have teams 
because they don’t have the money. 
Besides, all they really care about 
is sports, especially -- 

ADDY
-- Football.  That, I already know.  

OGLEVIE
What most people don’t know is the 
season lasts all year, and no one 
competes on the level speech and 
debate does.  

ADDY
What do you mean, about the level?

OGLEVIE
In sports, small schools play small 
schools; big schools play big --   
wouldn’t be fair to do otherwise.   
Small schools would get killed.    

Addy nods to indicate she’s following his logic.  

OGLEVIE (CONT’D)
But with Speech and Debate, for 
small school teams -- it’s David 
vs. Goliath.  Bambi vs. Godzilla.  
Little 2-A Oceanside vs. the big, 
bad, wealthy world of 6-A power.    

She’s looking more and more dispirited with each revelation.  

OGLEVIE (CONT’D)
And the pay usually stinks compared 
to sports coaches, especially when 
you add up all the hours traveling 
to day-long tournaments, leaving at 
5:00 A.M., on a Saturday, and not 
returning until after midnight --  
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ADDY 
-- I didn’t know about any of this! 

OGLEVIE
So, instead of curling up at home, 
correcting papers by a nice fire, 
coffee and brandy by your side... 
you’re sitting on a dark bus with 
smelly adolescents who refuse to be 
quiet.  Plus, there’s no brandy. 

He smiles, almost wickedly, at her anguished expression. 

OGLEVIE (CONT’D)
And, in exchange for training our 
future lawyers how to argue a case, 
and for teaching future corporate 
CEOs and presidents and diplomats 
how to deliver a persuasive speech, 
you give up plenty of after-school 
hours and weekend time -- for fund-
raising!  Because, unlike football, 
nobody really understands what in 
the hell you’re doing.   

ADDY
You make it sound like a nightmare!

OGLEVIE
I just didn’t want you to think it 
would be easy.  

ADDY
So why’d you do it all those years?      

He smiles wondrously.  And, with the utmost sincerity, 
declares:

OGLEVIE
Because it’s the best thing I ever 
did.  Best thing I ever did as a 
teacher... the best thing I ever 
did as a human being.    

She stares at him, clearly surprised.  

ADDY
So now, are you going to tell me 
about why it was... “the best?”

OGLEVIE
No.

Addy looks perplexed.  
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OGLEVIE (CONT'D)
That you need to discover for 
yourself.  

He grabs the check.      

OGLEVIE (CONT’D)
I’ll get this. 

ADDY
But I said I’d --

OGLEVIE
-- I got it.  Besides... always a 
pleasure to be in the company of an 
intelligent, beautiful young woman.

Oglevie stands, prepares to leave.    

OGLEVIE (CONT'D)
Good luck.  Call me if you need a 
shoulder to cry on, or a little 
fatherly advice, or just a simple 
tongue-lashing.  I’m good at that.        

Heads for the cashier, stops, turns, gives her the evil eye.    

OGLEVIE (CONT’D)
And one more thing: 

(beat)
Don’t you dare give up.  

He keeps that eye on her, then turns, continues on his way. 

Addy stares at the mountainous stack of folders before her.  
Looks up, at the neon sign on the wall above their table, 
which proclaims, in bright block letters: YOU ARE HERE.   

INT. ADDY & RICK’S HOUSE, LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Addy has documents piled everywhere -- folders, stacks, more 
stacks upon boxes, which are piled upon still more stacks or 
boxes.  She reads, locates one paper, continues the process.  

Rick enters from the kitchen, walks over, gives the top of 
her head a kiss.

RICK
I’m goin’ to bed.  Gotta get up 
early tomorrow, show somebody a 
house --   

-- She grabs his hand.  
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ADDY
Hey.  Thanks.  For everything.  

He leans down, gives her a quick kiss on the lips.  

Looks at Addy and her world of chaos.  

RICK
So... got your speech and debate 
thing all figured out now?

ADDY
I’ve barely scratched the surface.  
Twelve speaking events, four types 
of debate....  It’s a whole new 
world.  A new language.  I feel 
like I’m in First Grade again.

RICK
Well, good luck... and good night.  

Rick goes into the bedroom.  

Addy, alone, has a terribly sad look on her face.  

She slowly scans the sea of documents around her.  Lets out a 
HEAVY SIGH OF FATIGUE... then gets right back to work.  

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. ADDY & RICK’S HOUSE, LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Addy’s head rests on one stack.  She’s sound asleep.  

EXT. PARKING LOT - NIGHT (ADDY’S NIGHTMARE FUTURE VISION)

Dismal, dreary, never-ending rain.  Addy sits on a school 
bus, her face at the rain-streaked window, peering out, as 
though trapped inside a yellow, glass-enclosed prison cell.  

INT. AMPHITHEATER - DAY (ADDY’S NIGHTMARE FUTURE VISION) 

Addy stands at a podium, obviously humiliated, while an 
audience of her peers mocks her -- laughing, pointing.    

INT. COURTROOM - DAY (ADDY’S NIGHTMARE FUTURE VISION)

Addy and Rick sit on separate sides, their lawyers arguing 
before a judge.  Husband and wife appear to be in anguish.
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EXT. OREGON COAST - DAY

A LONE PERSON walks on a vast stretch of sandy beach, between 
wild, ROARING SURF and silent driftwood, rocks, and forest. 

Even from a distance, we SEE: Addy’s headlong pace, and her 
LONG CURLS OF WINDSWEPT HAIR.

OGLEVIE (V.O.)
... it’s the best thing I ever did. 

INT. CLASSROOM 7 - DAY

Addy sits at her desk, alone with her thoughts.  She looks at 
the window, sunshine splattering the room with warm light.  

OGLEVIE (V.O.)
... Best thing I ever did as a 
teacher... the best thing I ever 
did as a human being. 

INT. HALLWAY - DAY

Addy holds a handful of posters in one hand, tacks up another 
poster with the other.  

INSERT - POSTER

SPEECH MEET!  Tomorrow (Tuesday) Mrs. Taylor’s room (7), 
3:30.  Hope to see you there!  

INT. CLASSROOM 7 - DAY

Addy stands before a handful of students.    

She now WEARS HER HAIR IN THAT SHORT, STYLISH, FRENCH CUT.   

Nina and Dylan appear at the door.  Addy gestures for them to 
enter.  Addy gives them handouts, and they take a seat.

Nina can’t take her eyes off the “new” Addy.  

NINA
Mrs. Taylor, love your new haircut!

ADDY
Thanks.  A little scary doing it, 
but... thought it was time for me 
to be brave... try something new.  

She and Nina exchange knowing looks; then Addy addresses all:  

53.



ADDY (CONT’D)
So... as I was saying... I hope 
you’ll try a number of different 
speeches or debates.  But whether 
you end up doing an After Dinner 
Speech, or Impromptu, Poetry, or 
Debate, or some other event, we 
have a lot of work to do.  And we 
have a long season of tournaments 
and very tough competition ahead of 
us.  But if you have the courage to 
stick with this... I really think 
good things can happen for each one 
of you.  At the very least, you’ll 
earn the right to be known as...  

(smiles)
... a true... “smart mouth.”  

LIGHT LAUGHTER from kids.  Addy’s voice is now soft, sincere:  

ADDY (CONT'D)
And my hope is... I can help you.  
Help give you a stronger voice.  
And I hope... you’ll help me, too.    

A SHORT SILENCE.  Dylan’s hand pops up; his voice, too:

DYLAN
Coach, I was just wondering --  

ADDY
-- Did you just call me... “coach?”  

DYLAN
Yeah.  That’s what you are, right?  

Another BRIEF SILENCE.  Then:

ADDY
Yes.  That’s what I am.     

ADDY’S POV - THE “SPEECHIES”

NINA 

pulling at sweater sleeves to keep her arms covered; 

DYLAN 

his normally Puckish appearance now surprisingly serious;

JAMY 

so petite she’s nearly hidden behind a stack of poetry books;
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GAVIN 

a striking contrast in dark clothes and bleached hair;

TORI 

in business-like attire, but still biting fingernails;

ACE 

still looking way too fresh-faced for a high school kid;

ERIN 

peering through her painfully thick glasses;

WYATT 

writing in his notebook, then looking up.

And all of them stare back at her, their expressions a mix of 
sweet expectation and unmasked anxiety.   

THE SPEECHIES POV - ADDY

The focus on her now, standing there, on her own -- but not 
alone.  For the moment, she’s smiling... and speechless.

FADE OUT.

THE END
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