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FADE IN:

EXT: RURAL BAKERSFIELD - DAY

The sun is barely up and it's already hot.  Wood clap-board 
houses half an acre apart face a paved but dusty street that 
leads off into foothills and tumbleweeds.

SUPER: "Bakersfield, California  1959"

EXT: SISTERS OF MERCY HOME - DAY

A rambling, two-story wooden house across from the Grange 
Hall sits a little back from the street.

A sign over the front porch displays praying hands and a 
cross along with the name "Sisters of Mercy".

At the side of the house is a sizable vegetable garden, with 
towering corn and plump tomatoes.

In the back yard stands an old shed and several lengths of 
clothes line covered with sheets and lots and lots of 
diapers.

EXT. STREET IN FRONT OF GRANGE HALL - DAY

A yellow cab pulls up across from the home.

The cab driver drags himself out to assist MISS HARPER, an 
ample, attractive, black woman in her early thirties, as she 
heaves herself from the back seat.

Miss Harper declines his hand, struggling up from the seat on 
her own, then bends to retrieve her purse and small suitcase.

Setting the suitcase on the ground, she digs in her purse for 
money, exposing a pint bottle of blackberry brandy inside.

The cab driver, spotting the bottle, averts his eyes.

Miss Harper counts the fare into the driver's hand carefully.  
She pauses with an extra quarter in her hand.

Her eyes meet those of the driver, silently gauging if he's 
expecting a tip.

The driver closes his fist over the money in his hand and 
tips his hat.



Miss Harper, all business, shows no hint of gratitude for the 
gesture.

Miss Harper picks up her bag.  She lifts her chin and crosses 
the street, never looking back as she opens the creaking 
wooden gate in front of the Sisters of Mercy.

EXT. FRONT PORCH - DAY

Miss Harper pauses at the front door, unsure whether to 
knock.  Tilting her head she listens to an odd rattling 
creak.

Backing off the porch, she looks up to see that the sound 
emanates from a rusted swamp cooler cranking its heart out up 
on the roof.

Miss Harper returns to the front door.  With a last glance 
over her shoulder, she gives the door a solid knocking.

Miss Harper stares at her cracked shoes, waiting.  Nobody 
comes.  She presses her ear against the door and can hear the 
faint sound of a television set.

Raising her hand to knock again, she thinks better of it and 
turns the knob.  It's unlocked.  She steps inside the house.

INT. ENTRY - DAY

Miss Harper checks her surroundings as she closes the door 
behind her, setting her suitcase just inside the door.

To the left is a large "family room" with several mismatched 
chairs and an overstuffed couch.

LULA, a very-pregnant young retarded girl, stares vacantly at 
a black and white television.

To the right is a dining room with two picnic tables and 
wooden bench seats.  GLORIA, a Mexican girl of about 15, 
barely glances up from her task of shucking corn.

Miss Harper looks up at the sound of someone coming down the 
hall toward her.

MARJORIE, a red-headed, gap-toothed thirteen-year-old, stops 
abruptly at the sight of Miss Harper, telltale signs of her 
developing fetus visible on her slight frame.

MISS HARPER
The door was open.
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Marjorie gapes wide-eyed at Miss Harper a moment, then turns 
and skips back down the hall and grabbing a door frame, 
swings into another room.

MARJORIE (O.S.)
There's a Negro lady a-waitin' out 
there.

Miss Harper chews the inside of her cheek, annoyed at the 
description.

She lifts her gaze at the sound of swooshing garments headed 
in her direction.

SISTER MARY MARGARET, the director of the Sisters of Mercy 
Home for Unwed Mothers, is sixty.  Brusque in manner, she 
strides toward Miss Harper.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
Come in.

Sister Mary Margaret sizes Miss Harper up with a sweeping 
glance, then turns, marching back the way she came.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
(continuing)

Follow me.

Miss Harper picks up her bag, then follows the nun down the 
hallway.

INT. DOWNSTAIRS HALLWAY - DAY

Just past the office door are stairs leading to the second 
floor.  Marjorie peers at Miss Harper from the bottom step.

Miss Harper can't resist making a little bug-eyed lunge at 
the girl.

Marjorie leaps to her feet, jetting up the stairs in alarm.

INT. SISTERS OFFICE - DAY

The office is sparsely furnished with a well-used wooden 
desk, banks of filing cabinets and a dilapidated bookshelf 
filled with religious volumes.

Miss Harper, seated on a vinyl-covered kitchen chair, faces 
Sister Mary Margaret who fills out paper work as she speaks 
to Miss Harper.
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MISS HARPER
I don't go by my given name.  It 
doesn't suit me.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
Everyone calls you Miss Harper?

Miss Harper nods.

Sister Mary Margaret fills in the form.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
(continuing)

Address?

Miss Harper shifts in her chair.

MISS HARPER
My last address was in Houston.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
Texas?

Miss Harper nods again.

Sister Mary Margaret studies Miss Harper a moment.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
(continuing)

Is there a next of kin here?  
Someone to notify?

MISS HARPER
No.

Sister Mary Margaret returns to her form.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
Do you know who the father is?

Miss Harper's jaw sets.

MISS HARPER
Yes.

Sister Mary Margaret, poised to write, looks up after a few 
moments.

Miss Harper lifts her chin, clearly not willing to divulge 
the information.

Sister Mary Margaret sighs, sets her pen on the form and 
folds her hands on the desk.
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SISTER MARY MARGARET
You're older than most of the girls 
who stay with us.

MISS HARPER
Is that a problem?

Sister Mary Margaret shrugs.  She picks up her pen.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
Older women just usually have 
more...resources.

Miss Harper rises defensively from her chair.

MISS HARPER
Well, I don't have any "resources".

Sister Mary Margaret holds up a hand to stop Miss Harper from 
talking, her manner warning the woman not to over-react.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

Look, I just want to get this over 
with and get out of here.

Sister Mary Margaret nods, then motions for Miss Harper to 
sit back down.

Miss Harper fights the urge to bolt, then sits.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

I just want this over with.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
I understand.

Sister Mary Margaret meets Miss Harper's gaze until Miss 
Harper is satisfied the nun really does understand.

There's a light tap on the door and SISTER MARY ELIZABETH 
pokes her head in the room.  She's young with a sweet face 
and a cheer-leader quality that can grate.

She smiles at Miss Harper.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
The bed is ready.  Shall we get our 
new guest settled?

Sister Mary Margaret leans away from her desk.
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SISTER MARY MARGARET
(to Miss Harper)

We'll finish later.

Miss Harper nods to Sister Mary Margaret, then picks up her 
bag and follows Sister Mary Elizabeth out of the room.

INT. STAIRWAY - DAY

Sister Mary Elizabeth hikes up her habit and attacks the 
staircase energetically.

Miss Harper, her expression bemused, follows after her.

INT. STAIR LANDING - DAY

Several rooms lead off a main hallway in dorm-like fashion.  
From the end of the hall comes the sound of a fussing baby.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
Uh-oh.  When one goes they all go.

Within seconds the sound of singular fussing escalates into a 
cacophony of plaintive wailing.

Miss Harper is horrified.

Sister Mary Elizabeth smiles as she disappears into a room.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
(continuing)

You'll get used to it.

INT. MISS HARPER'S ROOM - DAY

The room is small but clean with two single beds, each 
situated under a window.  One of the beds sports a teddy bear 
leaning against the pillow.

A nightstand with a lamp and an alarm clock stands between 
the beds.

A simple armoire and low chest of drawers with a scratchy 
mirror are situated along one wall.

Sister Mary Elizabeth opens the armoire, pushing the few 
hanging garments to one side.
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SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
The bathroom's across from the 
nursery.  Why don't you get settled 
and come find me in the kitchen.  
Is it A-

MISS HARPER
Call me Miss Harper.  Everyone 
calls me Miss Harper.

Miss Harper, noticing the teddy bear, sets her bag and purse 
on the other bed.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
That's Marjorie's, the little red 
head.

MISS HARPER
I saw her.

Sister Mary Elizabeth smiles, then backs out of the room, 
closing the door gently.

Miss Harper sighs deeply, looking around the tiny room.  At 
the sight of Marjorie's bed in such close proximity she rolls 
her eyes.

Sitting on the edge of her bed, she withdraws the blackberry 
brandy from her purse and gives it a long pull, closing her 
eyes as the liquor washes through her.

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - DAY

Miss Harper closes the bathroom door and heads toward the 
stairs.  The sound of cooing babies grabs her attention and 
she backs up to the doorway leading into the nursery.

INT. NURSERY - DAY

The nursery has two cribs and a bassinet, each piece of 
furniture with an attendant diaper pail, and an overstuffed 
rocking chair in the center of the room.

Two more residents tend to the babies.

Nineteen-year-old COLLETTE smiles and coos at her own week-
old infant as she changes his diaper on the bassinet.

TONI, raven haired, hard looking, with too much make-up, 
jiggles toys for a pair of seven-month-old black twins 
sharing the same crib, though there is no joy in the act.
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In the other crib is a sleeping baby the same age as the 
twins.

Miss Harper's lip curls in distaste at the scene before her.  
She ducks out of the doorway before she is noticed.

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - DAY

Miss Harper peeks into the next room.

INT. MED ROOM - DAY

This room appears to be a gynecological examination room with 
a metal sink and counter in the corner, and a table with 
attached stirrups and a rolling stool nearby.

Miss Harper's face registers foreboding.

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - DAY

Miss Harper continues down the hall.  Passing a closed door, 
she glances into another room across from her own, its door 
standing open.

INT. LULA'S ROOM - DAY

This room is a mirror image of her own, though one bed is 
tidy and and the other is decidedly not.

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - DAY

Miss Harper raises her hand to push into her own room, then 
stops, listening through the open doorway to Marjorie and 
Sister Mary Margaret.

MARJORIE (O.S.)
What about Gloria then?  She won't 
care.

SISTER MARY MARGARET (O.S.)
It's not for you to determine the 
sleeping arrangements.

MARJORIE (O.S.)
What if I could switch rooms?

SISTER MARY MARGARET (O.S.)
No.  Enough.  Not another word.
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Sister Mary Margaret jerks open the door, startling Miss 
Harper.  The women's eyes meet, then Sister Mary Margaret 
pushes past Miss Harper heading for the staircase.

INT. MISS HARPER'S ROOM - DAY

Marjorie glares out at Miss Harper who stands in the hallway.

Miss Harper meets her malevolent gaze, waiting for Marjorie 
to look away first.

Marjorie loses the stare-down.

Miss Harper nods her victory, then moves away from the 
doorway.

Marjorie, arms crossed stubbornly over her chest, stomps her 
foot and turns to glower out the window.

Marjorie spots Miss Harper's things sitting on the bed.  With 
a glance over her shoulder, she bends to peek into Miss 
Harper's purse.

Gently pulling the bag open, Marjorie reaches to inspect the 
bottle of brandy.  The sound of the door smacking the wall 
behind her causes her to jump nearly out of her skin.

Miss Harper flies into the room, grabbing her purse from the 
young girl's hand.

MISS HARPER
You don't want to start out this 
way with me.

Marjorie's eyes dart to the visible bottle.

MARJORIE
What's that?

MISS HARPER
Medicine.

Miss Harper tucks at the bottle and zips her bag shut.

MARJORIE
No it ain't.

Miss Harper narrows her eyes at the girl.

Marjorie narrows her eyes right back.
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MISS HARPER
Stay out of my things.

Marjorie glances away, thereby admitting wrong-doing.

Miss Harper stashes her purse on the far side of the bed, 
speaking without looking at Marjorie.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

And I'll stay out of yours.

Miss Harper stands, again locking eyes with her roommate, 
placing her hands on her hips.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

Deal?

Marjorie flounces out of the room without a backward glance, 
directing her response into the hallway.

MARJORIE
Fine.  I don't care.

Miss Harper's eyes narrow again, this time with intense 
dislike.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Miss Harper and Sister Mary Elizabeth stand before a chart 
drawn on a piece of binder paper.

There is a column of chore headings with one or two of the 
girl's names beside each task.

Sister Mary Elizabeth ticks off the chores as if it's the 
activities list at summer camp.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
Cooking, cleaning, laundry, 
gardening and nursery duty.  It all 
has to get done every day.  We 
rotate every few days.

Miss Harper nods.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
(continuing)

Except for Lula.  She likes laundry 
so she's pretty much on diaper 
duty.
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Miss Harper glances through the back door.

EXT. BACK YARD - DAY

Beyond a covered porch with two washing machines is Lula, 
mouth full of clothes pins, hanging diapers on the line.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Miss Harper looks around the roomy kitchen.

The same spotted vinyl used to cover the floor was used to 
cover the counters.  Two big refrigerators, one appearing 
brand new, and a commercial sized stove take up one wall.

Gloria, apparently on cooking duty, moves around the kitchen.  
On the counter is a tray of prepared food.

Sister Mary Elizabeth motions for the tray.

Gloria leaps to deliver the tray, her manner subservient.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
Whoever has cooking takes a tray to 
Mattie.  She has to stay in bed.  
Come meet her.

Miss Harper's expression communicates that she would rather 
not, but it's wasted on the Sister's retreating back.

Sighing, Miss Harper follows Sister Mary Elizabeth out of the 
kitchen.

INT. MATTIE'S ROOM - DAY

Mattie's room, dim and curtained against sunlight, is even 
smaller than Miss Harper's.  Barely more than a closet, it is 
completely filled by a twin bed and small chest of drawers.

Miss Harper enters to see Sister Mary Elizabeth helping 
Mattie to prop herself up.

Mattie looks terrible, thin and pale with huge dark circles 
under her eyes, so weak she can hardly sit up.  The slight 
movement causes her to start dry heaving.

Sister Mary Elizabeth points to the floor on the other side 
of the bed where she knows there is a sick pan.

Miss Harper retrieves the pan, placing it on Mattie's knees.
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Sister Mary Elizabeth holds Mattie's hair as she wretches 
nothing more than spit and bile into the sick pan.

After several moments, the sickness calms and Mattie lays 
back, exhausted.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
Can you eat a little something?

Mattie shakes her head, too weak to speak.

Miss Harper watches in silent horror.

Sister Mary Elizabeth takes the glass of water from the tray.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
(continuing)

Just some water.

Mattie shakes her head in limp protest.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
(continuing)

One sip.  For me.

Mattie obeys, then lays back flopping her arm over her eyes.

MATTIE
It's so hot.

MISS HARPER
We should crack open a window, let 
it draw the air from the cooler.

Miss Harper turns to the window.

From the corner of her eye Miss Harper sees Mattie take 
Sister Mary Elizabeth's hand.

MATTIE
Make it stop.

Sister Mary Elizabeth murmurs soothingly to the sick girl.

Miss Harper takes the food tray and tip-toes from the room.

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - DAY

Miss Harper stares at the food tray in her hands.  She takes 
a deep breath, shaking her head, deeply disturbed by Mattie's 
condition.
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INT. DINING ROOM - NIGHT

The girls sit eating at the bench tables.

Collette holds her baby as she eats, Marjorie across from 
her.

Gloria tends to the twins, one seated on each side of her in 
worn high chairs.

At the other table, Miss Harper faces Toni who ignores 
everyone and tries not to touch Lula, seated next to her.

At the end of Miss Harper's table, Teeny, the sleeping baby 
from before, lies propped in a carrier.

Teeny is virtually immobile though Sister Mary Elizabeth 
attempts to push oatmeal into his mouth, most of it dribbling 
down his chin.

Miss Harper, grossed out by the scene, stares openly.

Collette catches Miss Harper's look and offers an 
explanation.

COLLETTE
It's all right, Miss Harper.  
Teeny's not right but he's a good 
baby.

Sister Mary Elizabeth glances up, smiling reassuringly at 
Miss Harper as she stuffs oatmeal in Teeny's mouth with her 
finger.

Miss Harper looks back at the baby, a grimace of discomfort 
and disgust on her face.

Her eyes travel the room.  She can't believe she's a part of 
this pathetic group.

INT. MISS HARPER'S ROOM - NIGHT

Marjorie sits cross-legged on her bed wearing nothing but 
panties and a man's undershirt.  She toys with her bear, 
sneaking peeks at Miss Harper.

Miss Harper, standing at the open armoire in her underpants, 
pulls a thin nightie over her head.

She turns to catch Marjorie flick her eyes away.
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MISS HARPER
What are you looking at?

MARJORIE
You don't look pregnant.  Just 
kinda fat.

Miss Harper takes a book from the chest of drawers and moves 
to turn down her bed.

MISS HARPER
I came here for the food.

Marjorie wrinkles her brow, trying to process the answer.

MARJORIE
I thought we was all pregnant.

Miss Harper stares at the child a moment, realizing she 
doesn't understand sarcasm.

MISS HARPER
I am pregnant.

MARJORIE
You just said -

MISS HARPER
I know.  I was just - never mind.  
I'm pregnant, I promise.

Marjorie addresses her teddy bear.

MARJORIE
Well, she don't look pregnant.

Miss Harper climbs into bed.

MISS HARPER
Will this light keep you awake?

Again, Marjorie looks perplexed.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

If I keep it on.  To read.

Marjorie adopts a condescending, lecturing tone.

MARJORIE
You gotta talk more clear-like Miss 
Harper, if you want people to get 
what you're sayin'.
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Marjorie scoots down into her bed, hugging the bear.  She 
turns her back to Miss Harper.

Miss Harper rolls her eyes, then opens her book to read.

MISS HARPER
I'll keep it in mind.

EXT. GARDEN - DAY

Miss Harper kneels in the dirt clearing weeds from sprouting 
plants.

Nearby, Gloria shares in garden duty.

Miss Harper looks over at the young girl, feeling she should 
say something.

MISS HARPER
I forgot your name.

Gloria smiles apologetically, her response in Spanish.

GLORIA
No Ingles.

Miss Harper, annoyed, bares her teeth in a perfunctory smile, 
then turns back to the weeds.

Several times Miss Harper glances at Gloria.  Each time 
Gloria shoots her the apologetic smile.  Annoying.

Miss Harper leans on her hoe, her gaze drawn to the deserted 
street outside the fence and the wasteland beyond.

With a sigh she returns to her weeding, only to look up again 
at the sound of a car on the street.

Her interest is piqued as she watches a shiny Cadillac make a 
U-turn in the middle of the street and pull up in front of 
the Sisters of Mercy.

Miss Harper turns back to Gloria, her eyebrows questioning as 
she jerks a thumb at the Cadillac.

Gloria goes into a lively pantomime, trying to communicate 
who is inside the car.

Miss Harper can make nothing of Gloria's gyrations and moves 
to the corner of the house to investigate.
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EXT. STREET IN FRONT OF SISTERS - CONTINUING

JUSTIN BROCK, wealthy and debonair, proceeds up the walk to 
the front door of the home, his manner casual and familiar.

EXT. GARDEN - CONTINUING

Miss Harper watches as Brock enters the home.

She turns back to her weeding with one more annoyed glance at 
Gloria who is unable to satisfy her curiosity.

INT. NURSERY - DAY

Sister Mary Elizabeth, holding Teeny, strokes the baby's head 
as she gazes through the window into the back yard.

Behind her Brock and Sister Mary Margaret peruse the 
insufficient furnishings.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
The twins will have to go to the 
state orphanage if they aren't 
adopted soon.  They're just getting 
too big for us.

JUSTIN BROCK
Just a crib then?  What about 
another rocker?

Sister Mary Elizabeth turns away from the window and lays 
Teeny in one of the cribs.  Her tone is testy.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
We have rocking chairs, Dad.

Sister Mary Margaret ignores the comment, ushering Brock from 
the room as she continues the discussion.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
The refrigerator has been a 
blessing. You have no idea.

The two head through the doorway and down the hall.

Sister Mary Elizabeth, a flash of spoiled debutante in her 
eye, wags her head, mimicking the other nun.  She strokes 
Teeny's belly and sighs.
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EXT. BACK YARD - DAY

Miss Harper, carrying gardening tools, heads through the back 
yard to the rickety storage shed.

INT. STORAGE SHED - DAY

Peeking into the shed, Miss Harper spots Toni and Collette 
huddled in the corner, waving away the cigarette smoke 
curling in front of them.

Miss Harper enters, hanging the gardening tools where they 
belong.  She glances at the other girls.

COLLETTE
Want one?

Collette shakes a cigarette out of a near-empty pack, holding 
it out to Miss Harper.

Miss Harper hesitates, not really wanting to join in, then 
nods, slipping a cigarette out of the pack.  She leans 
against the wall, then slides down to a crouch.

COLLETTE
(continuing)

We're almost out.

MISS HARPER
I'll get some.

Toni snorts, seeming to insult Miss Harper.

COLLETTE
There's no stores.

Miss Harper takes a deep draw on her cigarette.

She and Toni accidently make eye contact.  There is a silent 
gauging of toughness between the two as Collette babbles.

COLLETTE
(continuing)

The gardener at the Grange got us 
these but he's only there every two 
weeks.

Toni exhales a big cloud of smoke, now looking anywhere but 
at Miss Harper.

Miss Harper directs her conversation to Collette.
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MISS HARPER
Who drives the Cadillac?

COLLETTE
Which one?

Miss Harper raises her eyebrows.

MISS HARPER
There's more than one?

Collette glances at Toni.

TONI
My pimp has a Cadillac.

Toni's look is challenging, daring Miss Harper to comment on 
her chosen profession.

Miss Harper is nonplussed, again directing her conversation 
to Collette.

MISS HARPER
It's black.  A new one.

COLLETTE
Oh, that's Sister Mary Elizabeth's 
dad.  He likes to give us things to 
screw with her head.  She wants to 
save us all on her own.

Collette stubs her cigarette out on the floor only half done.

COLLETTE
(continuing)

I'm gonna go check on Brian.

Collette peeks out the door, then proceeds into the yard.

Miss Harper watches the smoke from her cigarette.  She and 
Toni smoke in silence, content to ignore one another.

EXT. BACK YARD - DAY

Miss Harper emerges from the shed, peeking into the yard to 
see if the coast is clear, then heads around to the front of 
the home.

Lula hangs diapers, oblivious.

Several moments later Toni steps into the yard.  She crosses 
toward the back door.
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As she passes the clothes line, she jerks several diapers 
free from their pins, not bothering to watch as they fall to 
the ground.

Lula lets out an injured cry, scurrying to retrieve the 
diapers, brushing away grass and leaves.

Toni smirks as she approaches the back door, content to know 
she has wreaked havoc with no need to actually turn and look 
at her handiwork.

INT. STAIRWAY - DAY

Miss Harper, wiping her hands on her pants, starts for the 
stairs, pausing in front of Marjorie who sits on the bottom 
step, chin in hand.

Beside Marjorie is Mattie's food tray.

Marjorie jumps to her feet.

MARJORIE
Sister said you have ta' take 
Mattie's food up.

MISS HARPER
Oh, she left you here to tell me 
that, did she?

Marjorie nods.

Miss Harper starts to push past her.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

You're a little liar.  Do your own 
work.

Marjorie purses her mouth.  She looks worried.

MARJORIE
Mattie don't like me.

MISS HARPER
Mattie's too sick to know what she 
likes.

Marjorie, looking haunted, almost whispers her response.

MARJORIE
I know.
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Miss Harper studies the little girl.  She sighs, not wanting 
to do her any favors, then bends to snatch up the tray.

Miss Harper mutters to herself as she stomps up the 
staircase.

MISS HARPER
(to herself)

I don't like the way this is 
working out at all.  Little brat, 
getting her way all the time...

INT. MATTIE'S ROOM - DAY

Miss Harper enters the dim room.

Mattie lies curled in a fetal position, looking very small.

Miss Harper sets the tray on the low chest of drawers and 
sits beside the sick girl.

Mattie stirs.

MISS HARPER
Can you eat?

Mattie shakes her head almost imperceptibly.

MATTIE
I'll be sick.

MISS HARPER
What does the doctor say?

MATTIE
He says it'll pass.

Miss Harper shakes her head, irritated by the stupidity.

Mattie reaches out, grasping Miss Harper's hand.

MATTIE (CONT'D)
(continuing)

It won't pass.

Miss Harper chews the inside of her cheek, annoyed.

MATTIE (CONT'D)
(continuing)

The baby is killing me.

Mattie closes her eyes, exhausted.
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Miss Harper studies the girl's face, contemplating something 
as she watches Mattie drift into a feverish sleep.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Miss Harper dumps Mattie's untouched food into the trash, her 
face troubled.

Marjorie pushes open the kitchen door.  She seems smug, 
apparently assuming Miss Harper is in trouble.

MARJORIE
Sister wants you in her office.

Miss Harper places the dishes in the sink and wipes her hands 
on a towel, making a mocking face at Marjorie's back as she 
follows her through the swinging door.

INT. SISTERS OFFICE - DAY

Sister Mary Margaret sits working at her desk.  She looks up 
at the sound of a tap on the door.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
Come in.

Miss Harper steps into the room.

MISS HARPER
You want me?

Sister Mary Margaret nods, finishes what she's writing, then 
reaches for an envelope on her desk.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
I'd like you to help with something 
extra.

Miss Harper crosses her arms.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
(continuing)

Father is coming tomorrow and I 
have some things to prepare.

MISS HARPER
Your father is coming?

SISTER MARY MARGARET
The parish priest.
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Miss Harper lifts her head in understanding, squelching a 
smile of self-amusement.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
(continuing)

It would be helpful if you went to 
the supermarket.  I've prepared the 
list.

Miss Harper takes the list, giving it a once-over.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
(continuing)

Daniel is out front.  He'll drive 
you.

Sister Mary Margaret extends the envelope and as Miss Harper 
reaches to take it, Sister Mary Margaret pulls it away.

She studies Miss Harper a moment.

Miss Harper returns Sister Mary Margaret's gaze evenly.

MISS HARPER
I was just wondering myself if I 
could start a new life on your - 
what is it - twenty bucks?

Sister Mary Margaret extends the envelope again.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
Forty, and I thought no such thing.  
I was wondering how I would keep 
you from buying cigarettes.

Miss Harper is taken aback.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
(continuing)

I had hoped, since you are older, 
that you would be something of a 
positive influence.

Miss Harper takes the envelope.

MISS HARPER
Seems like everyone here is a 
little past influence.  No offense.

Sister Mary Margaret waves her away and sits back down to her 
paper work.

22.



EXT. STREET IN FRONT OF SISTERS - DAY

Miss Harper lets the screen door slam and heads down the walk 
to the front.  Her steps slow as she approaches the gate.

Leaning on the passenger side of an old Mercury station wagon 
is DANIEL, a strapping black man of about forty.

Daniel watches his nine-year-old son, CLARENCE, bouncing a 
soft rubber ball back and forth with Marjorie.  Lula stands 
nearby exclaiming with glee.

Daniel rushes to open the gate for Miss Harper.

DANIEL
Morning.

(to Clarence)
Clarence.  Come on, boy.

MARJORIE
Cain't Clarence stay and play ball?

Clarence looks at his father hopefully.

Daniel glances at Miss Harper.

Miss Harper, apparently not interested, looks around the 
yard, waiting to go.

DANIEL
No, you come on.  I might need your 
help.

Clarence drags himself over to the car and climbs in the back 
seat.

Daniel holds the door for Miss Harper who nods and lowers 
herself regally into the passenger seat.

Daniel jogs around the car and climbs in, cranking over the 
protesting engine.

With a loud backfire, the car pulls away.  It could use a 
muffler.

INT. DANIEL'S CAR - DAY

Daniel checks his rear-view mirror, then slides his glance 
sideways to Miss Harper.
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DANIEL
Miss Harper, is it?

MISS HARPER
That's right.

DANIEL
I'm Daniel.  This is my son, 
Clarence.

Miss Harper nods in acknowledgement.

DANIEL
(continuing)

You from Bakersfield?

Miss Harper appears cold and distant.

MISS HARPER
No.

Daniel drives, uncomfortable with silence.

DANIEL
Clarence was born at Sisters of 
Mercy.  Weren't you, boy?

CLARENCE
Yes, sir.

Miss Harper looks out the window.

DANIEL
I teach seventh grade math.

Miss Harper looks at Daniel with a "so what?" expression.

Daniel's jaw works, irritated.  After several moments of 
silence he looks as if he will burst.

DANIEL
(continuing)

Look, I'm the talkative type.  I 
can't just sit and stare out or 
what not.

Miss Harper shrugs.

MISS HARPER
So talk.

There's a pause.
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DANIEL
Well, how do you like the home?

MISS HARPER
That's not talking.  That's asking 
a question.

Clarence smirks in the back seat.

Daniel catches it in the mirror and makes a face at his son.

DANIEL
You work around here then?

MISS HARPER
Again, that's a question.

Daniel sighs and watches the road.  He's thinking hard, 
trying to come up with something that's not a question.

Daniel opens his mouth to speak a couple of times, then 
giving up, he just drives.

Miss Harper begins to feel chagrined at her behavior.  She 
stares out the window, directing her comment to the passing 
scenery.

MISS HARPER
I worked for an oil company in 
Houston.  There was a job out here.

Daniel smiles.

EXT. ROAD INTO TOWN - DAY

Daniel is visible, talking away, arms flailing as Miss Harper 
gazes out the window.

EXT. PARKING LOT OUTSIDE SUPERMARKET - DAY

Daniel tosses the last of several bags into the back of the 
station wagon.

Clarence rides the empty cart to the drop-off area.

Miss Harper eyes a drug store situated right next to the 
grocery store.

MISS HARPER
I'll be back in a minute.  There's 
a couple things I need.
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Daniel glances at the drug store, then studies Miss Harper.

DANIEL
I'll go with you.

MISS HARPER
No.  It's just - women stuff.  I'll 
be right back.

Daniel gives her a suspicious look, then turns to open the 
door for Clarence who's running back to the car.

INT. DRUG STORE - DAY

Miss Harper, two pint bottles of blackberry brandy in her 
arms, stands in the pharmacy section.  She reaches for a 
bottle of mouthwash.

Miss Harper is reading the bottle as she turns around and 
jumps, startled as she bumps into Daniel.

Daniel takes the bottles from her hands, his face purposely 
non-judgemental.

DANIEL
I'll take those up for you.

Miss Harper, embarrassed, follows after him to the check out 
stand.

Daniel smiles at the clerk.

Miss Harper eyes the cigarettes beside the cash register.  
She glances sideways at Daniel, then back to the cigarettes.

Finally, irritated with herself for even worrying about 
Daniel, Miss Harper grabs two packs of cigarettes and tosses 
them on the counter, then opens her bag, pulling out cash.

MISS HARPER
This is my own money.

Daniel nods acknowledgement without looking at her.

Miss Harper pays the clerk and accepts the change.

Daniel takes the package and walks out ahead of Miss Harper.

EXT. PARKING LOT OUTSIDE SUPERMARKET - DAY

Daniel holds the door for Miss Harper.
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As Miss Harper slides in, she and Daniel lock eyes, hers 
challenging, his passive.

Miss Harper breaks the gaze, plopping into the seat.

Daniel gently shuts the door.

EXT. ROAD INTO TOWN - DAY

The station wagon shoots back toward Sisters of Mercy.

Daniel, still and silent, concentrates on the road.

INT. MISS HARPER'S ROOM - NIGHT

Miss Harper opens a drawer and pulls out her nightie, the 
liquor visible beneath her underwear.

Marjorie sits on her bed holding her teddy bear like a baby.

MARJORIE
Who gave you your baby?

Miss Harper's head emerges from her nightie.  She lets out a 
derisive snort.

MISS HARPER
Who gave it to me?

Marjorie looks up, genuinely curious.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

It was a going away present.  Why - 
who gave you yours?

MARJORIE
Mr. MacDougal, down the street.

Miss Harper shakes her head in dismay, watching the young 
girl with her teddy bear.

Marjorie looks up.

MARJORIE
(continuing)

Sister thinks I'm givin' her up, 
but I ain't gonna do it.

MISS HARPER
How do you know it's a girl?
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Marjorie gets under the covers and hugs the bear.

MARJORIE
Cuz that's what I want.

Miss Harper climbs into her own bed.

MISS HARPER
You always get what you want?

Marjorie responds, already drifting off to sleep.

MARJORIE
Mmmm-hmmm.  Her name's Marilyn.

Miss Harper looks at the girl for several moments, her 
expression fluctuating between revulsion and sympathy.

Shaking her head, she buries her nose in her book.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Miss Harper and Toni fill the breakfast plates with food.

Out of the corner of her eye, Miss Harper spots Toni stirring 
a dead fly into one of the plates of eggs.

MISS HARPER
Who's that for?

Toni shrugs.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

Didn't you want to pull the wings 
off first?

Toni sets the emptied skillet in the sink and flips Miss 
Harper a bird.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

Take it out.

Toni turns to face Miss Harper.  It's a moment they've both 
been waiting for.

TONI
Make me.

Miss Harper studies Toni a moment.  Miss Harper's got forty 
pounds on her and Toni's pregnancy is much further along.
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MISS HARPER
Are you stupid?  Pick that fly out 
of there or I'll wipe up this 
kitchen with your pregnant ass.

Toni takes in Miss Harper's form, seemingly coming to a 
similar conclusion about size and condition.  Her challenge 
is spoken without conviction.

TONI
Do it yourself.

Miss Harper softens her tone.

MISS HARPER
Take it out, Toni.  There's nobody 
here deserves your bullshit.

Toni stares at Miss Harper another moment, then turns and 
grabs a handful of eggs containing the fly and throws them in 
the sink.

She takes the plate and a pitcher of orange juice and kicks 
the kitchen door open.

Miss Harper appears smug about her victory as she takes up 
some more of the breakfast dishes and follows Toni through 
the swinging door.

INT. KITCHEN - SOME TIME LATER

Miss Harper scrapes the uneaten food from Mattie's tray into 
the garbage, then adds the plate to the unwashed stack by the 
sink.

INT. ENTRY - DAY

Miss Harper, hearing the doorbell, pauses on her way to the 
stairs still wiping her hands on her house dress.

Looking around to see if anyone else will get the door, she 
moves to answer it herself.

Miss Harper opens the door to reveal MR. AND MRS. BARKER.  
Mr. Barker is pudgy and balding prematurely, his wife looking 
crisp in her cotton shirtdress and pumps.

MR. BARKER
We have an appointment.  To see 
Sister Margaret?  About a baby.
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Miss Harper opens the door wider so they can enter.

Miss Harper turns around to see Sister Mary Margaret already 
marching down the hall.  She heads for the stairs not 
bothering to watch the greetings.

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - DAY

Miss Harper, moving from the staircase to her bedroom door, 
spots Collette glaring out of the nursery, Brian held close 
and covered by a blanket.

Collette scowls, turning back into the nursery.

Gloria appears from her room carrying an armload of sheets.  
She pantomimes to Miss Harper that she should get her sheets 
into the laundry as well.

INT. MISS HARPER'S ROOM - DAY

Marjorie sits on her bed perched on a mountain made from her 
untucked sheets and a towel.  She's staring out the window.

MISS HARPER
Aren't you on laundry?

MARJORIE
I'm waitin' for Lula to finish 
diapers.  She don't like me.

Miss Harper slips the pillow case from her pillow.

MISS HARPER
Lula likes everyone.

Miss Harper untucks her sheet from the bottom, then pauses as 
she investigates a smeared X marked on the corner of her 
sheet.  She wipes at the mark.

MISS HARPER (CONT'D)
(continuing)

What the -

Marjorie glances over her shoulder, then looks innocently out 
the window again.

MISS HARPER (CONT'D)
(continuing)

Did you write on here?  Did you 
make this mark?
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Marjorie jumps up, gathering her laundry.

MARJORIE
I thought you'd want to know which 
ones were yours.

Marjorie starts for the door.

Miss Harper watches her, eyes narrowing.

MISS HARPER
You mean you want to know.

Marjorie stops in front of Miss Harper, looking defiant.

Miss Harper wipes the sheet on her own arms and face.

MISS HARPER (CONT'D)
(continuing)

What's the matter?  Afraid the 
color'll come off?

MARJORIE
I just want my own.

MISS HARPER
Then why write on mine?

Marjorie shrugs.

Miss Harper puts her hands on her hips, glaring at the little 
girl.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

You know, maybe Lula doesn't like 
you.  And maybe Mattie doesn't 
either.

Miss Harper turns back to her bed clothes.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

I know I sure as Hell don't.

MARJORIE
I could tell Sister you swear.  And 
you got likker.

Miss Harper crosses the room and smacks the sheets out of 
Marjorie's hand.
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Marjorie instinctively covers her head, waiting for blows she 
has clearly received many times before.

Miss Harper draws back, appalled at herself.  Her attention 
is then drawn to a noise in the hall.

Sister Mary Margaret and the Barkers head for the nursery, 
the nun glaring into the room as she passes by.

Miss Harper turns back to her bed.

Marjorie, still cowering, waits another few moments before 
she's sure she's safe.  Without a glance at Miss Harper, she 
picks up her laundry and jets out of the room.

Miss Harper, visibly shaken, stares at the doorway, then 
stomps to the dresser.  Jerking out the drawer she grabs her 
brandy.

She removes the cap from the bottle and stares out the 
window.

EXT. BACK YARD - DAY

Through the back window, Miss Harper watches as Marjorie lugs 
a heavy basket of wet sheets into the yard.

Lula, having just hung the last diaper, moves to help 
Marjorie.  Lula takes one corner of a wet sheet and drags it 
across the grass, pulling clothes pins from a pocket.

Marjorie hesitates, repulsed by her fear of Lula, then 
finally takes the other corner of the sheet.  She and Lula 
work together to get the sheet on the line.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Miss Harper sets Mattie's untouched lunch tray on the 
counter, lips pursed in thought.

She scrapes the food into the trash, then slams the tray on 
the counter and pushes through the kitchen door.

INT. HALL OUTSIDE SISTERS OFFICE - DAY

Miss Harper steps to the door, gives it a cursory tap and 
opens it without invitation.
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INT. SISTERS OFFICE - DAY

Sister Mary Margaret is bent over paper work.  She looks up 
at Miss Harper, removing her reading glasses.

Miss Harper enters the room, crossing her arms over her 
chest.

MISS HARPER
I want to talk to you.

Sister Mary Margaret motions to the vinyl chair.

Miss Harper remains standing.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

I want to know what anybody's doing 
about Mattie.

Sister Mary Margaret sighs, studying the outraged Miss 
Harper.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
Dr. Michaels feels she gets better 
care here than she would in the 
hospital.

MISS HARPER
So we just clean up her vomit until 
she drops dead?  Is that the plan?

SISTER MARY MARGARET
He hasn't said her life is in 
danger.

Miss Harper glares at the nun, then shakes her head.

MISS HARPER
Maybe you should get out of this 
office and see for yourself.

Sister Mary Margaret replaces her glasses, glancing down at 
her paper work, then removes them again and rises from her 
chair.

She leans over the desk looking squarely at Miss Harper, her 
voice stern.
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SISTER MARY MARGARET
We will care for Mattie and pray 
for her until Dr. Michaels 
recommends another course.  We are 
not doctors, Miss Harper.  And 
neither are you.

Sister Mary Margaret returns her glasses to her nose and sits 
back down, scooting up to her paper work.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
(continuing)

Now, if you have no more criticism 
for the moment, I need to get back 
to my work.

Miss Harper stands where she is a moment, then turns and 
slams from the room.

Sister Mary Margaret leans back, removes her glasses and 
stares with concern at the doorway where Miss Harper left.

EXT. ROAD INTO TOWN - DAY

Daniel's station wagon heads into town as before.

INT. DANIEL'S CAR - DAY

Miss Harper sits with her back to the door, arms crossed in 
front of her.

Daniel looks at her sideways, one eye on the road.

DANIEL
What do you mean they're all crazy?

MISS HARPER
I think that's a pretty clear 
statement.

DANIEL
Well, I think they're mostly just 
troubled.  It's a troubled place.

Miss Harper watches Daniel's profile.

MISS HARPER
So what's keeping you there?

Daniel sighs, thoughtful.
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DANIEL
Sister Mary Margaret saw me through 
some pretty dark times.  Whatever I 
do won't be enough.

Miss Harper studies Daniel some more, deciding not to ask.

MISS HARPER
I'd just better get out of there 
before I go crazy.

EXT. PARKING LOT OUTSIDE SUPERMARKET - DAY

Daniel closes the back gate on the groceries and climbs into 
the car.

Miss Harper, still standing outside the car, bends down to 
look in the open passenger window.

INT. DANIEL'S CAR - DAY

Daniel looks out at Miss Harper.

MISS HARPER
I'll be right back.

Daniel holds her gaze a moment, then looks at the steering 
wheel.

Miss Harper hesitates just a second, then straightens and 
heads for the drug store.

INT. DRUG STORE - DAY

Miss Harper watches as the clerk bags her purchases, a bottle 
of brandy, castor oil and some quinine water.

INT. DANIEL'S CAR - DAY

Miss Harper slides into the passenger seat.  She closes the 
door, hand still on the handle, purposefully avoiding 
Daniel's look.

DANIEL
I hope you won't hurt that little 
baby inside, Miss Harper.  That's 
all I hope.

Miss Harper looks straight ahead.
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MISS HARPER
I won't.

(to herself)
I already tried.

Daniel stares at the side of her face, his expression 
compassionate.

After several moments he starts the car, pulling out of the 
parking space.

EXT. SISTERS OF MERCY HOME - DAY

Daniel walks to the back of the station wagon where Miss 
Harper hands him the last of the groceries.

Across the street, dozens of cars indicate an event at the 
Grange Hall.  Farmers mill around, apparently waiting for 
something to happen.

Miss Harper, shielding her eyes from the sun, checks out the 
activity.

DANIEL
Looks like a meetin'.

One grizzled old farmer in overalls heads across the street 
and walks down the fence line of Sisters of Mercy.

Miss Harper and Daniel look at each other, wordlessly 
agreeing to see what he's doing.

EXT. BACK YARD - DAY

Miss Harper peeks around the back of the storage shed to see 
the old farmer leaning against the fence, Marjorie facing him 
on the other side.

Miss Harper can't hear what they're saying, but the old 
geezer is laughing and keeps wiping his mouth.

Marjorie digs her toe in the dirt, looking at him through her 
eyelashes.

Miss Harper ducks back behind the shed and turns to Daniel, 
whispering.

MISS HARPER
That's got to be MacDougal.  
Somebody oughta' shoot that 
bastard.
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Daniel moves to peek where Miss Harper just had, then returns 
to Miss Harper.

DANIEL
Yeah, that's John MacDougal.  Why?

MISS HARPER
Why?  That's his baby that little 
girl's carrying.  She told me 
herself.

Daniel shakes his head, sick inside.

DANIEL
He's a married man, with half a 
dozen  other kids.  Most of 'em 
older than her.

MISS HARPER
Somebody should do something.

DANIEL
I don't know what.

Miss Harper looks at Daniel with disgust, then marches back 
to the front of the house.

Daniel mutters to himself as he follows after Miss Harper.

DANIEL
(continuing)

What?  What am I supposed to do?

INT. MISS HARPER'S ROOM - DAY

Miss Harper stashes the brandy, quinine and castor oil in her 
drawer.  She turns at the sound of someone entering.

MARJORIE
You hafta' start dinner.  Toni's 
waitin'.

MISS HARPER
Marjorie...I'm sorry I hit those 
sheets out of your hand.  I didn't 
mean to scare you.

Marjorie flounces over to her bed.

MARJORIE
You didn't.
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Marjorie nonchalantly slips something under her pillow.

MISS HARPER
Who was that man?

Marjorie spins to face Miss Harper, a lie on her lips.

Miss Harper lifts her chin, her eyes telling Marjorie it's 
useless to lie.

MARJORIE
Mr. MacDougal.  He's makin' sure 
I'm okay.

MISS HARPER
Does anyone else know he's -

Miss Harper looks at Marjorie's belly.

Marjorie pulls her shirt tight, showing off the bulge.

MARJORIE
Not yet.  He says wait to tell 
until we can get married.  I 
shouldn't a' told you.

Miss Harper closes her eyes.

MARJORIE
(continuing)

You better git.

Miss Harper levels a gaze at the little girl again.

MISS HARPER
Don't boss me.  It's not your place 
and it's not nice.

Marjorie stares at Miss Harper, a matador testing a bull.  
When she speaks again her voice is softer.

MARJORIE
I'm just tellin' ya.  Toni's a-
waitin'.

MISS HARPER
All right.  Thank you.

The two size each other up once more, then Miss Harper heads 
out of the room.
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INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

Miss Harper puts water on Mattie's food tray.  Turning with 
the tray, she nearly collides with Sister Mary Elizabeth.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
I'll take it if you like.

MISS HARPER
No, I'll take it.  I want to.

Sister Mary Elizabeth takes the other side of the tray.

Miss Harper gently but firmly pulls the tray free.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

Sometimes she'll eat for me.

Sister Mary Elizabeth smiles at Miss Harper.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
You're a blessing to us, Miss 
Harper.  I hope you know that.

Miss Harper looks uncomfortable.  She smiles thinly, then 
motions with her eyes toward the door.

Sister Mary Elizabeth moves out of the way.

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - NIGHT

Miss Harper balances the tray in one hand as she eases her 
bedroom door shut.  She glances over her shoulder, making 
sure she's alone.

On the tray are the castor oil, quinine water and a bottle of 
capsules.

INT. MATTIE'S ROOM - NIGHT

Miss Harper sits on the edge of Mattie's bed.  She looks down 
at the sick girl, her mouth set in a hard line.

Miss Harper takes the water from Mattie's tray and looks 
around for a place to pour it.  Finally, she drinks it 
herself.
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She mixes the contents of the bottles in the newly emptied 
glass, takes a capsule from the pill bottle, then turns to 
face Mattie.

MISS HARPER
Mattie...Mattie.  You gotta help me 
out here, girl.  We're gonna save 
your ass.

Mattie stirs, heaving before she even sits up.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

Come on, Mattie.  You gotta keep 
this down, whatever you do.  Let's 
just hope it works better on you 
than it did on me.

INT. DINING ROOM - NIGHT

Sister Mary Elizabeth laughs with the girls as they eat their 
dinner watching the antics of the twins in their high chairs.

Collette holds Brian.

Even Teeny, laying on a blanket on the table beside Sister 
Mary Elizabeth, gives an almost perceptible kick.

INT. SISTERS OFFICE - NIGHT

Sister Mary Margaret removes her reading glasses and leans 
back from her paper work listening to the activity in the 
dining room.

The telephone rings.

Sister Mary Margaret places the receiver between her ear and 
shoulder, reaching for paper work as she answers the phone.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
Sisters of Mercy.

She sags as she receives news from the other end of the line, 
squeezing shut her tired eyes and shaking her head in dismay.

INT. MATTIE'S ROOM - NIGHT

Mattie, now sitting up, is breathing hard.

Miss Harper hands her the half-filled water glass.
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MISS HARPER
Come on, Mattie.  Just once more.

Mattie grabs the glass in desperation and throws the liquid 
down her throat.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

Keep it down, honey.  That's all 
you gotta do.  Just keep it down.

Mattie is in agony.  She wretches, grabbing at Miss Harper's 
arm.  She's panting, gasping for air.

Mattie holds onto Miss Harper.  Her voice is barely audible 
though she speaks directly into Miss Harper's ear.

MATTIE
Thank you.

Miss Harper holds Mattie for a bit, making sure she's kept 
the witch's brew down.  She lays the limp girl back on her 
pillow.

Miss Harper gathers the bottles, sniffs at the water glass, 
then heads out of the room.

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

Miss Harper dries the water glass and puts it away in the 
cupboard, resolved she has done the right thing.

She turns as Sister Mary Margaret enters the kitchen.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
Miss Harper, something very serious 
has happened.

Miss Harper tries not to look guilty.

MISS HARPER
What do you mean?

SISTER MARY MARGARET
Sister Mary Elizabeth's father has 
died.  She'll have to leave us for 
several days.

MISS HARPER
Was he sick?
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SISTER MARY MARGARET
No.  No, it was unexpected.  A 
stroke.

MISS HARPER
I'm sorry.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
I'm hoping I might rely on you for 
help.  I'll have to pay more 
attention to the girls, and I know 
you've worked in an office before.

MISS HARPER
I don't know what I can do.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
More than you think.

MISS HARPER
Fine.

Sister Mary Margaret nods her appreciation, then turns to 
leave the room.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

What's going to happen to his 
money?

Sister Mary Margaret pauses with her hand on the door.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
I wish I could say I hadn't thought 
of it.

MISS HARPER
How could you not?

The two women consider the subject a moment.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
Well, all in good time.  Daniel is 
on his way to take Sister into 
town.

Sister Mary Margaret leaves Miss Harper to her thoughts.

EXT. SISTERS OF MERCY HOME - NIGHT

The house is dark and sleeping.
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The nighttime silence is broken by a piercing scream.

INT. MATTIE'S ROOM - NIGHT

Miss Harper stands at Mattie's window, the reflection of a 
red emergency light pulsing across her face.

Miss Harper turns to Mattie's bed, reaching to untuck bloody 
sheets.

Marjorie appears in the doorway looking tousled and sleepy.

MISS HARPER
Don't come in here, Marjorie.

MARJORIE
What happened to Mattie?

MISS HARPER
She lost her baby.  She had a 
miscarriage.

Miss Harper wads up the sheets, hiding the blood.

MARJORIE
Is she gonna die?

MISS HARPER
I don't know.  I don't think so.  
Go back to bed.  We'll know in the 
morning.

Miss Harper watches to make sure Marjorie goes, then moves 
back to the window as the ambulance siren winds up.

EXT. GARDEN - DAY

Miss Harper pulls a fat tomato worm from a piece of fruit, 
face squinched in distaste as she stands and throws it over 
the fence.

She notices DR. MICHAELS, a young man, barely out of medical 
school, walking toward her with Sister Mary Margaret.

Miss Harper shades her eyes, watching them approach.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
Dr. Michaels wants to talk to you.  
I told him you gave Mattie her 
dinner last night.
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Sister Mary Margaret turns to Dr. Michaels waiting for him to 
speak.

Dr. Michaels gives an uncomfortable cough, then glances at 
Miss Harper.  Finally, he turns to Sister Mary Margaret.

DR. MICHAELS
If you don't mind, Sister -

Sister Mary Margaret looks suspicious at being excluded, but 
heads back to the house.

Dr. Michaels turns to Miss Harper.

Miss Harper turns to the tomatoes.

DR. MICHAELS
(continuing)

What did you give her?

MISS HARPER
Ergot, quinine water...castor oil.

DR. MICHAELS
You could have killed her.

Miss Harper glares at the doctor a moment, harsh judgement in 
her eye.  She turns back to the plants.

MISS HARPER
If I had she'd have still been 
better off.

DR. MICHAELS
That's not for you to say.

Miss Harper snorts, waving her gardening tool in the 
direction of Sister Mary Margaret.

MISS HARPER
Now you sound like them.

Dr. Michaels watches Miss Harper gardening viciously for a 
moment.

DR. MICHAELS
They have a right to know what you 
did.

Miss Harper sighs, then stands to face the doctor.

MISS HARPER
You do what you gotta do...Doctor.

44.



The title is spoken derisively.  Their eyes lock for several 
moments, then Dr. Michaels lets out a breath, shaking his 
head, knowing his neglect of Mattie was largely to blame.

DR. MICHAELS
It's a good thing for you she 
didn't die.

Miss Harper nods her head slowly, understanding that he will 
not tell.

Dr. Michaels shakes his head, still unclear about where his 
responsibilities lie.  After several moments he turns away 
without saying good-bye.

INT. HALL OUTSIDE SISTERS OFFICE - DAY

Miss Harper moves toward the staircase.

As she moves up the steps, Sister Mary Margaret speaks to her 
from the bottom of the stairs, freezing Miss Harper in her 
tracks.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
Is Dr. Michael's mind at ease?

Miss Harper pauses, turning slowly to meet Sister Mary 
Margaret's gaze.

MISS HARPER
I don't really know.

The two women study each other for a moment, then Sister Mary 
Margaret turns back to her office.

Miss Harper lets out the breath she didn't realize she was 
holding, then proceeds up the stairs.

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - DAY

Miss Harper heads for Mattie's room.  As she reaches to push 
the door open, it's pulled open from the inside.

Toni, her bag on Mattie's bed, gives Miss Harper the once 
over.

TONI
Too late.

Miss Harper peers around Toni, looking longingly at the 
single room.
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She and Toni lock eyes a moment, then Toni turns and shuts 
the door.

Miss Harper looks back toward the room she shares with 
Marjorie and heaves a big sigh.

INT. DINING ROOM - NIGHT

The girls eat their meal, the mood somewhat subdued.

Collette sits apart, her attention riveted on Brian.  Toni, 
Lula and Marjorie eat quietly.

Gloria tends to the twins, Teeny laying on the table beside 
her.

Miss Harper, casting annoyed glances at the squealing babies, 
separates herself by attempting to read as she eats.

Lula, mouth full of food, rises slowly from her seat, her 
eyes wide.  A guttural wail starts deep in her throat.

Food falls from her mouth as she looks down to reveal that 
the front of her house dress is soaking wet.  Her water has 
broken.

No one moves for a moment, all eyes riveted on Lula.  Then, 
as if shot from a gun, they all move at once as Lula begins 
to shriek in earnest.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
Toni, call Dr. Michaels.  Miss 
Harper, help me get Lula upstairs.  
Girls, you know the drill.  Let's 
have a baby.

Within seconds the dining room is empty, everything left 
where it lay.

INT. FAMILY ROOM - NIGHT

Marjorie, Gloria and Miss Harper, sit perched on the edge of 
their seats, ears glued to the stairway.

Collette clings to Brian in the seat by the window.

LULA'S PARENTS, an elderly couple, sit next to one another on 
the couch holding hands, looking distraught.

Lula's screaming and wailing are interspersed with the 
murmuring sounds of Dr. Michaels and Sister Mary Margaret.
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Marjorie looks very nervous.

MARJORIE
Is her baby gonna be a retard, too?

The girls glance at Lula's parents hoping they're not 
offended, then turn appalled faces to Marjorie.

MARJORIE
(continuing)

What?

LULA'S MOTHER
Her first baby was fine.  The 
doctor thinks this one will be, 
too.

Marjorie sticks her tongue out at the other girls, the answer 
proving her question was not out of line.

The girls retreat inside to their various thoughts.

Marjorie looks around the room, anxious and uncomfortable.

MARJORIE
She oughta' try to shut up a little 
bit.

COLLETTE
Shut up yourself, Marjorie.

Marjorie seeks refuge in Lula's parents again.  They offer 
her a sympathetic glance, then look with worry in the 
direction of their daughter's screaming.

Miss Harper moves to the entry, pushing the screen door open 
to head out onto the porch.

EXT. FRONT PORCH - NIGHT

Miss Harper leans on the porch rail looking out at the 
foothills.

Lula's ordeal can be heard even more clearly from out here.

Miss Harper's attention is drawn across the street where Toni 
leans against the door of a gold Cadillac.

A Latino male reaches a jewelry laden arm through the window 
and strokes Toni's hair.
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Miss Harper shakes her head in revulsion at the sight of the 
pimp keeping a hook in his merchandise.

At the sound of new cries, she looks toward the second floor.  
It sounds like a healthy infant.

INT. MISS HARPER'S ROOM - DAY

Miss Harper strips her bed ferociously, irritated by the 
sound of Lula whimpering and wailing from across the hall.

Dumping her bed clothes in a heap on the floor, she moves to 
strip Marjorie's bed as well.

She gathers the huge armload of sheets from both beds and 
heads for the door, colliding with Marjorie.

MARJORIE
The Barkers is gonna adopt Brian.

Miss Harper sags a bit.

MISS HARPER
Where's Collette?

MARJORIE
In Sister's office.  She's cryin' 
and everything.  Want me to take 
them?

Marjorie points to the sheets in Miss Harper's arms.

MISS HARPER
No, I got it.  You can get the 
diaper pails.

Marjorie wrinkles her nose.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

Go on.

Marjorie grudgingly does as she's told.  She points to the 
racket in Lula's room, finger circling her ear indicating 
Lula is crazy.

INT. DOWNSTAIRS HALLWAY - DAY

Miss Harper carries the sheets to the laundry room, slowing 
as she walks by Sister's office, hoping to overhear Collette.
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She can hear voices, but can't make out what's being said.

INT. LAUNDRY ROOM - DAY

Miss Harper lifts sheets and diapers from the washing machine 
into the laundry basket, then stuffs the next load inside the 
machine, her brow furrowed in thought.

INT. MISS HARPER'S ROOM - NIGHT

Marjorie is asleep having kicked off her blankets, arms 
draped around her stuffed bear.

Miss Harper lies awake, staring into the darkness.  Lula is 
still audible, sounding like she's whimpering in her sleep.

Miss Harper sits up, head cocked, listening, then moves from 
her bed as quietly as possible.

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - NIGHT

Collette, carrying her suitcase, overstuffed purse and her 
baby, moves as quietly as she can down the hallway.

She jumps when she spots Miss Harper leaning against her door 
frame in the dim light.

The two women study one another for a moment.  Unable to 
decipher expression in the near darkness, they finally speak 
in whispers.

MISS HARPER
Where're you gonna go?

COLLETTE
I have some ideas.

Miss Harper purses her lips.

MISS HARPER
That's not much of a plan.

Collette shrugs.  It's the best she's got.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

Wait a minute.

Miss Harper disappears back into her room.
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Collette, glancing nervously over her shoulder, waits 
impatiently.

Miss Harper returns a moment later, reaches for the purse 
hanging from Collette's shoulder, lifts the flap and stuffs 
in a wad of cash.

Collette's eyes are questioning.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

You'll need it.

Collette searches Miss Harper's eyes, not sure of the terms.  
Then she nods her thanks and heads for the staircase.

Miss Harper watches the young girl leave, her face sorrowful, 
then turns back into her own room.

INT. CHURCH - DAY

Sister Mary Elizabeth stands from where she has been praying 
at the altar.

She walks down the aisle toward the door, passing Sister Mary 
Margaret who kneels in one of the pews.

Sister Mary Margaret watches her colleague exit, then stands 
to follow after her.

EXT. CHURCH YARD - DAY

The two Sisters move slowly along the concrete walkway 
outside the church, heads bent in quiet conversation.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
Of course it's separate from the 
money he left to the Home.

Sister Mary Margaret doesn't respond, walking beside her 
friend, taking her arm in a calming manner.

A tear escapes down Sister Mary Elizabeth's cheek.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
(continuing)

Why would he force this choice on 
me?  I'm so angry I could just -
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SISTER MARY MARGARET
You don't have to figure anything 
out today.

Sister Mary Elizabeth stops walking, staring at the ground.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
The fact that I'm tempted already 
means I'm not worthy.

She turns her tear streaked face to Sister Mary Margaret.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
That's not for you to judge.  Just 
keep your heart open, Sister.  And 
trust in God.

The two nuns begin their walking again, now in silent 
reflection.

INT. NURSERY - DAY

Miss Harper shares nursery duty with Gloria.

Gloria's face is animated with adoration as she plays with 
the twins.  Then she moves to Little Lula, gathering the 
newborn in her arms like she's her own.

Miss Harper can't keep a look of disdain from crossing her 
face.

At the sound of sudden silence, they both look up toward the 
swamp cooler vent.  The cooler has stopped working.

An audible groan filters upstairs as the rest of the house 
reacts to the situation.

INT. ENTRY - DAY

Sister Mary Elizabeth moves toward the stairs, shouting up 
the stair well.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
Miss Harper.  Could you give me a 
hand here, please?

INT. STAIR LANDING - DAY

Miss Harper, irritable and sweltering in the heat, emerges 
from the nursery, grumbling to herself.
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EXT. FRONT PORCH - DAY

Miss Harper emerges from the house carrying a tea tray.

Daniel's station wagon is parked at the curb.

Miss Harper walks out into the yard, then looks up to the 
roof, holding the tray in one hand as she shields her eyes 
from the hot sun.

MISS HARPER
I got tea.

Daniel's silhouette appears over the roof, framed by the 
golden glow of the sun.  His shirt is off.  Glinting 
reflections shimmer on beads of sweat on his powerful arms 
and chest.

Turning a fraction, his features become visible, face open in 
a big, wide grin.

Miss Harper catches her breath, then bustles away to put the 
tray on the porch.

Daniel, now in an unbuttoned, white shirt, leaps from the 
ladder leaning against the porch awning, then reaches to help 
his son dismount.

DANIEL
Thank you, Miss Harper.  That's 
good timing.

Miss Harper hands a Daniel a glass of tea, trying to keep her 
eyes off his body.

Daniel pours the whole glass of iced tea down his throat, a 
few drops cascading down his neck and chest.

Miss Harper shakes her head and offers the other glass to 
Clarence.  She then reaches to refill Daniel's glass.

She watches him drink again.

Daniel wipes his mouth, smiling his gratitude into Miss 
Harper's eyes.

DANIEL
(continuing)

I think I've just about got it.  
I'll get you girls cooled off.

Miss Harper can think of absolutely nothing to say.
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DANIEL
(continuing)

We going to the store?

MISS HARPER
I guess - I think - Sister hasn't 
said.  I - probably.

Miss Harper manages to tear her eyes away from Daniel.  Self-
conscious, she looks down at her belly and, reminded of her 
predicament, begins to feel foolish.

She grabs the glass from Daniel's hand, though he has not 
offered it, smacking it on the tray.

Miss Harper turns to the door, not noticing Clarence holding 
out his glass to return to her.

Clarence looks up at his dad for instruction.

Daniel's expression tells his son it's all right.  He takes 
the glass from Clarence.

When Miss Harper has slammed the screen into the house, he 
sets it gently on the table.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Miss Harper dumps the tray and its contents on the counter, 
then crosses her arms glaring into the back yard.  She 
mutters to herself.

MISS HARPER
Dumb, stupid, dumb, dumb, dumb.

She shakes her head, then spins and smacks open the kitchen 
door, nearly colliding with Sister Mary Margaret.

The nun, perplexed, enters the kitchen, then turns to face 
Miss Harper as she comes charging back in.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

And I'm not going to the store with 
him anymore.  You can get someone 
else to do it.

Miss Harper storms out again, leaving Sister Mary Margaret in 
her confusion.
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INT. DANIEL'S CAR - DAY

Miss Harper sits with her arms crossed, face set, riding 
beside Daniel to the store.

Daniel eyes her warily.

DANIEL
Are you mad at me?

MISS HARPER
Don't you think it's funny, the way 
they keep throwing us together like 
this?

Daniel knits his brow, not understanding.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

If you think it's because of 
anything but we're both colored 
you're dead wrong.

Daniel studies Miss Harper, trying to figure out what's got 
her so angry.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

And don't start looking at me like 
I'm some kind of crazy woman.

Daniel tries to arrange his expression.

Miss Harper looks out the window, muttering under her breath.

MISS HARPER
(continuing; to herself)

For all I know you're in on it, 
too.  It wouldn't surprise me.

Daniel drives, then his expression clears as he realizes 
what's going on.  He laughs.

DANIEL
You think they're trying to fix us 
up.

Now Miss Harper is peeved at his laughter.

MISS HARPER
Is that so hard to imagine?
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Daniel is chagrined, worried he has hurt her feelings.

DANIEL
No, no.  I just, I never thought -

Miss Harper is embarrassed.

MISS HARPER
You better just let me out of this 
car.  Pull over, right here.

EXT. ROAD INTO TOWN - DAY

Daniel pulls the car over to the side of the road.

INT. DANIEL'S CAR - DAY

Daniel turns to face Miss Harper.

Miss Harper stares straight ahead.

DANIEL
Miss Harper, I don't know much 
about how women think or what they 
feel.  All's I know is I like 
taking you to the store.  So can we 
just have it like that?  Just go to 
the store?

Miss Harper sighs, then glances over at Daniel, feeling 
sheepish.  She nods.

Daniel nods in return and puts the car back in drive.

He pulls out onto the road.

EXT. PARKING LOT OUTSIDE SUPERMARKET - DAY

Miss Harper and Daniel unload the cart into the back of the 
station wagon.

Daniel, closing the tailgate, glances at the drug store, then 
back to Miss Harper.

Miss Harper walks around to the passenger door and climbs in 
the car.

Daniel steadies the cart at the head of the parking space and 
opens his car door.
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INT. DANIEL'S CAR - DAY

Daniel puts the key in the ignition, glancing again at Miss 
Harper, expecting to be told to wait.

Miss Harper looks out the window, then stares at the 
dashboard, making no move to open the door.

MISS HARPER
Collette took off with Brian last 
night.

DANIEL
I heard.

MISS HARPER
I gave her all my money.

He's pleased but shocked.

DANIEL
That was nice.

Miss Harper exhales, leaning her head on the seat back.

MISS HARPER
If I was nice I would have stopped 
her.  Maybe make her think about 
what the hell she's doing.

DANIEL
Miss Harper - you know, I hate 
calling you that.  I'd sure like to 
know your name.

Miss Harper looks out the window a moment, then turns back to 
Daniel.

MISS HARPER
See, that's what I mean.  I won't 
tell you and that's not very nice.

DANIEL
You make things hard for yourself.

Miss Harper gets defensive.
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MISS HARPER
We don't all have these great 
lives, teaching the little children 
all week and doing good deeds for 
the less fortunate on weekends.  
Sometimes life is hard.

Now it's Daniel's turn to look out the window.

DANIEL
Did you know that I had two boys?

Miss Harper looks at him sideways chewing her lip.  She 
already knows she screwed up.

MISS HARPER
Daniel, I -

DANIEL
Two little boys from the Sisters of 
Mercy.  Then a miracle happened.  
We found out we were gonna have one 
of our own.

Miss Harper doesn't really want to hear this.  She asks her 
question reluctantly.

MISS HARPER
What happened?

Daniel toys with the steering wheel.

DANIEL
My wife liked her liquor, too.  
Needed something to get her through 
the day, I guess.  I wasn't a 
teacher yet.  Still trying to get 
through school and work.

Daniel sighs, re-living his memory.

DANIEL
(continuing)

Anyways, she wrapped our car around 
a pole.  Killed herself, my boy and 
my unborn baby.

Miss Harper closes her eyes, then covers her eyes with her 
hand.

MISS HARPER
Daniel, I'm sorry.  I didn't mean - 
I'm so sorry.
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Daniels turns to face her again.

DANIEL
Now I'll tell you something you 
already know.  Every time you take 
a heap off someone else's load it 
makes yours just a little bit 
lighter.

MISS HARPER
I don't know any such thing.

DANIEL
Oh, yes you do.

Daniel watches Miss Harper.

Miss Harper watches her shoes.

DANIEL
(continuing)

Just don't get too sold on your 
troubles, Miss Harper.  They'll 
pass if you let 'em.

Miss Harper stares into his eyes for a moment, then looks 
back out the window.

MISS HARPER
It's Angel...My name is Angel.

Daniel smiles, looking at the side of her face, then moves to 
start the station wagon.

INT. MISS HARPER'S ROOM - NIGHT

Miss Harper sits on the edge of her bed in her pajamas.

Marjorie sits facing her in her pajamas.

They look at each other and wince at the sound of Lula 
sobbing and wailing unintelligibly.

MARJORIE
Why don't she just stop it?

MISS HARPER
She wants her baby.  I know she 
wants to hold her baby.
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MARJORIE
Well why don't they just give it to 
her then?

Miss Harper glares at the door, shaking her head.

Lula's cries subside into a whimper for a moment, then gear 
up again.

Miss Harper looks at Marjorie conspiratorially.

MISS HARPER
If they won't, maybe we will.

Marjorie's face brightens, sensing an opportunity for 
mischief.

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - NIGHT

Miss Harper pokes her head into the hallway first, checking 
up and down the hall.  She moves out of the room, motioning 
for Marjorie to follow.

Marjorie lets out a little squeal of delight.

Miss Harper, shushing her with a finger to her lips, tiptoes 
toward the nursery.

Marjorie follows behind in an exaggerated, cartoon tip-toe.

Miss Harper points Marjorie toward Lula's room.

INT. NURSERY - NIGHT

The babies are asleep in their cribs.

Sister Mary Elizabeth holds the newborn against her chest, 
her head lolled over to one side in sleep.

Miss Harper gently removes the baby from the nun's embrace.

Sister Mary Elizabeth wakes up, confused.

Miss Harper whispers to calm her.

MISS HARPER
I'll take her, Sister.  You get 
some good sleep.
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Sister Mary Elizabeth sighs gratefully.  Drawing her legs up, 
she turns to a more comfortable position and drops back into 
sleep.

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - NIGHT

Miss Harper emerges with the infant, again checking the hall.

Marjorie jumps up and down in the doorway to Lula's room.

INT. LULA'S ROOM - NIGHT

Lula sits on her bed, arms wrapped around her legs, face 
puffy from crying and streaked with tears.

Gloria, removing the pillow from over her head, pushes 
herself up to see what's going on.

Miss Harper enters, holding the baby out to Lula.

Lula's face clears immediately.  She reaches out to take the 
baby, already cooing and rocking.

Gloria steps out of bed, moving to keep watch at the doorway.

Miss Harper and Marjorie sit on each side of Lula, smiling as 
Lula beams first at her baby, then at the women who brought 
her.

INT. SISTERS OFFICE - DAY

Miss Harper, in the vinyl chair, faces Sister Mary Margaret 
seated at the desk, Sister Mary Elizabeth standing behind 
her.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
I'm not accustomed to defiance, 
Miss Harper.  Maybe you can help 
me.  What should be done?

Miss Harper shrugs.

MISS HARPER
I don't think it makes much 
difference.

Sister Mary Margaret studies Miss Harper, nodding her head as 
she thinks.
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SISTER MARY MARGARET
We were trying to make things a 
little easier for Lula.

Miss Harper snorts.

MISS HARPER
There's no "easier" here.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
Then to ease her suffering.

MISS HARPER
She'll suffer anyway.

Sister Mary Elizabeth turns away from the exchange, looking 
out the window.

Sister Mary Margaret continues to study Miss Harper.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
I'll ask you as a favor to respect 
my position, to appreciate the work 
I have before me, and to help me 
when you can.

Miss Harper gazes into the weary face of Sister Mary Margaret 
and nods her assent.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
(continuing)

Thank you.

Miss Harper rises to leave.

Sister Mary Elizabeth continues to stare out the window.

INT. NURSERY - DAY

Marjorie stands at one of the bassinets attempting to fold 
diapers.  They aren't coming out right.

Gloria plays with the twins, one hand on Teeny's tummy.

Lula's baby is sleeping soundly.

Miss Harper enters to take her turn at nursery duty.

MARJORIE
You in trouble?
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Miss Harper takes the diaper from Marjorie, folding it 
expertly.

MISS HARPER
I'm thirty-two years old.  I don't 
get "in trouble".

Marjorie glances off Miss Harper's belly.

MARJORIE
If you say so.

Miss Harper smiles at the little joke.  Almost immediately 
her eyes go wide and one hand flies to her stomach.

MISS HARPER
Oh, my God.  I felt something.

Marjorie's face registers excitement.

MARJORIE
What'd it feel like?

Miss Harper is focused inward.

MISS HARPER
Butterflies.

Marjorie looks amazed.

Gloria, understanding what is happening, smiles broadly and 
makes a motion of rubbing her pregnant belly.

Miss Harper turns away from the girls, disturbed by her own 
emotion.  She heads for the door without looking back.

Marjorie and Gloria exchange a concerned look.

INT. MISS HARPER'S ROOM - DAY

Miss Harper reaches in the dresser drawer for the brandy.  
Holding the bottle up to the window she can see it's nearly 
empty.

She takes a drink, then replaces the bottle.  Moving over to 
her bed she sinks onto it, staring vacantly.

Marjorie pokes her head tentatively into the room.

Spying Miss Harper's mood, she pauses in the doorway, unsure 
whether to approach.
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MARJORIE
I felt mine, too, but I didn't want 
to say.  In case it wasn't that.

Miss Harper looks up at the girl.

MARJORIE
(continuing)

Makes you feel funny, don't it?

Miss Harper lets out a long breath, gazing out the window.

MISS HARPER
Eight years.  For eight years I 
told myself that man was going to 
do right by me.

She shakes her head.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

A blind fool for eight years.

Marjorie sits on her own bed.

MARJORIE
Who's blind?

Miss Harper looks up at Marjorie, contemplating her 
ignorance.

MISS HARPER
I have a college degree, did you 
know that?

MARJORIE
Wow.

Miss Harper stares at the little girl, now shaking her head 
in disbelief at her own ineptitude.

MISS HARPER
And here I am sitting in the same 
boat as you.

MARJORIE
Whadda you mean?

Miss Harper looks out the window again, awash in self 
loathing.
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MISS HARPER
I followed him out here.  Him and 
his family.  I don't know what I 
thought I could make him do.

Marjorie nods, now understanding that they're talking about 
their baby's fathers.

She rises and shifts over to Miss Harper's bed, plopping down 
next to her in one motion.

MARJORIE
Mr. MacDougal was real nice.  He 
was gonna pop my dad one for me.

Miss Harper looks at the point where Marjorie's thigh is 
resting against her own.

MISS HARPER
I don't think they're going to help 
us, Marjorie.

She looks back to the window.

MARJORIE
Who?

Miss Harper picks up Marjorie's hand and gives it a squeeze.

For a moment they look in surprise at their entwined hands.

Miss Harper, standing, breaks the spell.

MISS HARPER
Never mind.

The two head out of the room back to the nursery.

INT. FAMILY ROOM - DAY

Lula sits on the couch holding her baby, Miss Harper beside 
her with a steadying hand on the infant.

At the sound of a car door outside, Lula's head pops up.  Her 
face brightens as she leaps to her feet, completely unaware 
her infant has just been saved from falling by Miss Harper.

EXT. SISTERS OF MERCY HOME - DAY

Lula's parents approach the home.
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Seeing Lula in the window, they raise their hands to wave.

INT. ENTRY - DAY

Lula flies for the door, ripping it open as she calls out the 
only intelligible words she can say.

LULA'S MOTHER
Mama, Daddy.

EXT. FRONT PORCH - DAY

Lula dives into her mother's embrace.

Sister Mary Margaret comes out onto the porch, handing Lula's 
bag to her father.

Lula's father murmurs his thanks, then turns to his daughter.

Lula, one parent on each side, heads out to the car without a 
backward glance.

INT. FAMILY ROOM - DAY

Miss Harper, still holding Lula's baby and having witnessed 
the scene through the window, faces Sister Mary Margaret as 
she enters the front door.

The two women's eyes meet.

Miss Harper, attempting to keep an "I told you so" from 
creeping onto her face, turns her attention to the baby.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
If you have some time, Miss Harper, 
I could use you in the office.

MISS HARPER
Sure.  No problem.

Sister Mary Margaret turns and heads for her office.

Miss Harper looks down at Little Lula, giving her a bounce.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

Whatever you say...boss.
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INT. MISS HARPER'S ROOM - NIGHT

Miss Harper lies reading her book.

Marjorie, arm around her bear, watches Miss Harper.

MARJORIE
How do you know what it says?

Miss Harper finishes reading her sentence, then looks over at 
Marjorie.

MISS HARPER
You mean how do I read?

MARJORIE
Yeah.

Miss Harper considers the question.

MISS HARPER
Come here.

Marjorie scoots out of bed and, bringing her bear, climbs 
into bed next to Miss Harper.

Miss Harper holds the book over so Marjorie can see it too.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

You see all these words, they're 
just a bunch of letters.  And all 
the letters make a sound.  Like see 
this one, it looks like a snake.  
Well it sounds like a snake.  Ssss-
sss.

Marjorie raises her eyebrows, nodding in understanding.  She 
points to another letter.

MARJORIE
What about that one?

MISS HARPER
Well, if you put your lips in that 
shape, what would it sound like?

Marjorie forms her mouth in a little circle.

MARJORIE
Oh.
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MISS HARPER
Right.

MARJORIE
Huh.

MISS HARPER
So, if you put the sounds together, 
you would say the word...

MARJORIE
Ssss-ooooh.  So.

MISS HARPER
Right.

Marjorie is amazed and thrilled.  She points and asks for 
another letter.

Outside the window crickets chirp, and diapers float in the 
evening breeze.

MONTAGE OF TIME PASSING

The daily chores getting done as the girl's bellies increase 
in size.

Marjorie practicing writing, her own name and those of the 
other girls.

Miss Harper and Daniel chatting on their way to the store.

END MONTAGE

EXT. BACK YARD - TWO MONTHS LATER - DAY

It's autumn.

Miss Harper, now in her seventh month, stands from her 
kneeling position in the garden with more difficulty, her 
breath visible in the cold air.

Unconsciously, Miss Harper's hand strokes the mound of her 
belly.

She rounds to the front of the house in time to see a young 
black girl, escorted by grim parents, heading for the front 
door.
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The girl spots Miss Harper, her expression a picture of 
tortured shame.

The girl's father locks eyes with Miss Harper, his face 
darkening into some kind of apparent threat.

Miss Harper, never one to back down from a challenge, lifts 
her chin and meets his glare with a haughty sniff.

The girl's mother, with the demeanor of a whipped dog, flicks 
an apologetic look in Miss Harper's direction, though she 
avoids actual eye contact.

INT. LULA'S ROOM - DAY

Sister Mary Elizabeth arranges the bedding on Lula's old bed.

Miss Harper enters from the hallway.

MISS HARPER
Is that a new girl I saw?

Sister Mary Elizabeth straightens, tossing a pillow and case 
to Miss Harper so she can help.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
That's Tillie.

Miss Harper slides the pillow into the slip.

MISS HARPER
You're rooming her with Gloria?

Sister Mary Elizabeth does not respond.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

I just thought - you know, Gloria 
doesn't speak English.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
She'll be fine, Miss Harper.

MISS HARPER
You know, I was thinking -

Sister Mary Elizabeth shakes her head.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
She'll be fine.

Miss Harper's mouth sets in a line of disappointment.
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INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - DAY

Sister Mary Margaret reaches the top of the stairs.  Tillie, 
following behind with her head bowed in her continual mantle 
of shame, collides with the nun since all she can see is the 
floor.

Miss Harper appears in her doorway.  She smiles at Tillie.

MISS HARPER
Hi.

Tillie looks away from Miss Harper.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

Want me to show her her room?

Sister Mary Margaret pauses, uncomfortable, then turns to 
Tillie.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
Tillie, your room is there.  Go 
ahead in and I'll be there in just 
a moment.

Tillie doesn't look up as she responds, just moves to do as 
she's told.

Sister Mary Margaret and Miss Harper watch Tillie disappear 
into the room, then Sister Mary Margaret turns to Miss 
Harper.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
(continuing)

Tillie's father, the Reverend 
Johnson, has asked that she not be 
allowed to consort with you.

MISS HARPER
Consort?

SISTER MARY MARGARET
His concern is that she will 
misguidedly hold you up as some 
kind of role model.

MISS HARPER
Oh, he does.
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SISTER MARY MARGARET
Miss Harper, I have come to 
recognize that tone.  It usually 
means things will become more 
complicated for me.

MISS HARPER
Are you telling me to stay away 
from her?

SISTER MARY MARGARET
I'm asking you not to use her as a 
means of punishing her father.

Miss Harper eyes Sister Mary Margaret, internally 
acknowledging that the Sister knows her better than she would 
like to admit.

Sister Mary Margaret nods, then glides into Tillie and 
Gloria's room.

Miss Harper's face reflects the grudging respect she feels 
for the nun.

INT. LAUNDRY ROOM - DAY

Marjorie sweeps dirt out the back door with huge, swinging 
strokes.  Her belly looks preposterous on her slight frame.

Marjorie's head pops up at the sound of the storage room shed 
slamming open.

EXT. BACK YARD - DAY

Toni, now enormously pregnant and in obvious pain, leans 
against the shed door, burning cigarette forgotten in her 
hand.

INT. LAUNDRY ROOM - DAY

Marjorie drops her broom and runs into the house screaming as 
she goes.

MARJORIE
Sis-ter!  We're havin' a baby!

INT. FAMILY ROOM - DAY

The girls are gathered as before, waiting for the birth.
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Tillie sits near the window, eyes open wide in terror.

From upstairs can be heard an almost continuous stream of 
obscenities from Toni and quiet murmuring from the Sisters.

The girls' heads turn as one unit, watching Dr. Michaels 
hurry through the front door and fly up the stairs.

Toni lets loose with a particularly ripe stream and the girls 
try to cover sheepish smiles as they glance at each other.

Miss Harper moves to the window, placing a reassuring hand on 
Tillie's shoulder.  Tillie shrinks from Miss Harper's touch, 
looking the other way.

Marjorie's face twists in a jealous reaction.

Miss Harper gazes sadly at Tillie, then her attention is 
drawn outside the window at the sound of a car engine.  Her 
expression clouds.

EXT. STREET IN FRONT OF SISTERS - DAY

The gold Cadillac pulls up in front of the Grange Hall.  
Toni's pimp cuts the engine, leans back in the seat and 
lights a cigarette.

INT. FAMILY ROOM - SOME TIME LATER - DAY

The girls lounge around.

Gloria plays with the babies surrounding her on the floor on 
a blanket.  Tillie watches television with no sound.

Marjorie keeps an eye on the television as well from her side 
of the room, heaving audible, bored sighs every few seconds.

Miss Harper stares at her book, unable to concentrate.

At the startled cry of a newborn, the girls all share a look 
of relief, several giving their bellies a little rub.

Miss Harper's look lingers on her own protruding stomach.  
She rests her hand at the top of the mound.

EXT. FRONT PORCH - DAY

Miss Harper trims away some naked vines encroaching on the 
porch railing.  She looks up at the sound of people coming 
out the front door.
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Toni, bag in hand, steps onto the porch followed by Sister 
Mary Elizabeth.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
At least wait until morning.

Toni lights a cigarette.  She looks like hell, pale and 
drawn, and plenty of dark, black eye make-up.

TONI
I feel fine.

EXT. STREET IN FRONT OF SISTERS - DAY

Toni's pimp gets out of his car.  He wears slick, black 
clothes, cowboy boots and sunglasses.

EXT. FRONT PORCH - DAY

Miss Harper sets down her pruning shears and moves to the 
steps, looking up at Toni and Sister Mary Elizabeth.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
You'll hurt yourself.

Toni takes a drag off her cigarette and looks over Miss 
Harper's head in the direction of her pimp.

TONI
I appreciate your concern.

Toni's pimp walks up the walkway.

TONI
(continuing)

Really, I do.

Her tone suggests that she doesn't care in the least.

Toni's pimp stops at the bottom of the steps a foot away from 
Miss Harper.  He never acknowledges anyone's presence other 
than Toni's.  He reaches for her bag.

Toni hands it to him, taking another drag on her cigarette.

Sister Mary Elizabeth crosses herself, a tear escaping down 
her cheek.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
God bless you.
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Toni moves stiffly down the steps, stamping her cigarette out 
on the walkway.

TONI
Yeah, thanks.

She turns to Miss Harper.

TONI (CONT'D)
(continuing)

See ya.

Miss Harper lifts her chin in farewell.  Her eyes meet Toni's 
for just a moment, sensing that the best thing for Toni now 
is to avoid any softness.

Miss Harper shakes her head as she watches Toni limp away 
leaning on the arm of her pimp.

EXT. STREET IN FRONT OF SISTERS - DAY

Toni's pimp helps her into the passenger seat, then moves to 
enter the driver's side without a sideways glance.

Toni leans against the door as the Cadillac pulls away.

EXT. FRONT PORCH - DAY

Sister Mary Elizabeth sinks onto the porch chair, her hands 
folded in her lap.

Miss Harper watches the nun from the bottom step.

MISS HARPER
She's hard as a rock.  She'll be 
okay.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
She never looked at him.  A perfect 
little boy.  She didn't look.

Miss Harper turns back to the vine.

MISS HARPER
It's probably just as well.

Sister Mary Elizabeth wipes her eyes, staring out to the 
street.
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INT. MISS HARPER'S ROOM - NIGHT

Miss Harper reads in bed.

Marjorie, propped up in her own bed, studies a first-grade 
reader intently.  She marks a spot with her finger and turns 
the workbook to face Miss Harper.

MARJORIE
What's this word?

Miss Harper responds without looking up.

MISS HARPER
Sound it out.

MARJORIE
Cain't you just tell me what it is 
for once?

MISS HARPER
What good will that do?

Marjorie lets her book drop to the floor.

MARJORIE
Forget it then.

Miss Harper's eyes flick toward Marjorie, then back to her 
book.

Marjorie heaves a big sigh.

Miss Harper snaps her book shut and turns to her roommate.

MISS HARPER
What?  What do you want?

MARJORIE
Why don't that new girl talk?  She 
don't even talk to you.

Miss Harper glares at Marjorie.

MARJORIE
(continuing)

Well, you're both colored.  She 
oughta at least talk to you.

Miss Harper returns to her book.

74.



MISS HARPER
Her father told her not to.

Marjorie turns away from Miss Harper, flopping her arm over 
her teddy bear.

MARJORIE
So you ain't gonna swap beds with 
Gloria?

Miss Harper looks over at the little girl, beginning to 
understand.

MISS HARPER
No, Marjorie.  I'm not swapping 
beds.

Marjorie hugs her bear, reassured, then gives a big yawn.

MARJORIE
Well, who cares anyways?

Miss Harper shakes her head and returns to her book.

MISS HARPER
No one, I guess.

EXT. FRONT PORCH - NIGHT

Miss Harper, in robe and slippers, slips out the front door 
onto the moonlit porch.  She jumps, startled to find Sister 
Mary Elizabeth sitting in the rocking chair holding Teeny.

MISS HARPER
You still sitting here?

Sister Mary Elizabeth nods.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

I can't sleep.  Must be the moon.

Miss Harper sits in the chair next to Sister Mary Elizabeth.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

You okay?

Sister Mary Elizabeth turns her face to the moon.
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SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
I can't pray anymore.  I don't 
think it's doing any good.

Miss Harper raises an eyebrow.

MISS HARPER
Good Lord.  We're doomed.

Sister Mary Elizabeth smiles through her tears.  She looks 
down at the sleeping baby in her arms.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
Dr. Michaels thinks we should put 
Teeny in an institution.

Sister Mary Elizabeth turns a pleading face to Miss Harper.

MISS HARPER
Don't let him.

Sister Mary Elizabeth swipes at her eyes, shaking her head.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
It's not my place.

Miss Harper shrugs.

MISS HARPER
Yours as much as anyone's.

A look of hope briefly crosses the nun's face, quickly 
replaced by resignation.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
I have other things to consider.  
I'm not like you, Miss Harper.

MISS HARPER
I'm gonna take that as a 
compliment.

Miss Harper looks at the moon.

Sister Mary Elizabeth stares at the baby.  She states her 
only course of action like a prison sentence.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
I have to trust in God.

Miss Harper glances at the nun.
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MISS HARPER
If you say so.

Their eyes meet, then both women sit in silence watching the 
moon.

EXT. SISTERS OF MERCY HOME - DAY

It's cold and gray outside, the windows of the home frosted.

Tillie's parent's car is parked in front of the home, her 
mother visible inside.

INT. STAIR LANDING - DAY

Miss Harper heads down the stairs, turning sideways so she 
can see them over her belly.

INT. FAMILY ROOM - DAY

Tillie sits facing her father, head bowed, tears flowing.

The Reverend, his hand on Tillie's head, prays for God to 
free his family from the shame visited on them by his 
daughter Tillie for her sin of fornication.

INT. HALL OUTSIDE SISTERS OFFICE - DAY

Miss Harper moves down the hall.

Pausing near the family room, her expression darkens as she 
listens to the Reverend stoking the fire of shame.

For a moment she looks as though she may enter the room, then 
gritting her teeth, she heads for the kitchen.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Miss Harper checks the duty roster.

Gardening.  With a backward glance toward the family room, 
Miss Harper heads out the back door.
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EXT. BACK YARD - DAY

Miss Harper approaches the tool shed.  Spotting the rake 
leaning against the side of the small building she rounds the 
corner to retrieve it.

EXT. FENCE BEHIND SHED - DAY

Standing by the chain link fence behind the shed is Mr. 
MacDougal, apparently waiting for Marjorie.

Miss Harper glares at the man.  He lowers his head and jams 
his hands into the pockets of his overalls, attempting 
nonchalance.

Miss Harper grabs the rake and stomps back around the shed 
only to return seconds later.  She marches up to the fence 
facing Mr. MacDougal.

MISS HARPER
You better get the hell away from 
here you crazy son of a bitch or I 
swear to God I'll fly over this 
fence and tear your heart out.

Mr. MacDougal stares at the furious black woman, a smirk 
stealing across his grizzled face.

MR. MACDOUGAL
Now, why don't you do that?  I 
could use me a riled up nigger 
woman, even in your condition.

Miss Harper drops the rake and flings herself against the 
fence, attacking it in her inability to reach MacDougal.

MacDougal laughs heartily.

MR. MACDOUGAL
(continuing)

Here comes my little girl now.

Miss Harper turns to see Marjorie approach, her expression 
questioning.

MISS HARPER
Marjorie, stay away from him.  Do 
you hear me?  Stay away.

Mr. MacDougal laughs again, directing his remarks to 
Marjorie.

78.



MR. MACDOUGAL
Hi, Honey.  Come here and give me a 
little kiss.

MacDougal shifts his glance sideways, clearly baiting Miss 
Harper.

Marjorie takes a step in his direction but hesitates, not 
sure about Miss Harper.

MacDougal pulls a couple of wadded bills from the pocket of 
his overalls.

MR. MACDOUGAL
(continuing)

I brought a little somethin' for 
our household fund.

He extends the money in Marjorie's direction.

MR. MACDOUGAL
(continuing)

Come on, Honey.  Come and get it.

Miss Harper grabs Marjorie's hand attempting to drag her away 
from MacDougal.

Marjorie jerks her hand free and lunges for the fence, 
grasping the money through the chain link.

MISS HARPER
Marjorie!

Marjorie looks from one to the other, at a loss.

MR. MACDOUGAL
That's right, Honey.  You do like I 
say so you won't end up back with 
your pa.

Marjorie faces Mr. MacDougal, her back to Miss Harper.

Miss Harper glares at the man over Marjorie's head, her voice 
venomous.

MISS HARPER
You son of a bitch.

Marjorie speaks over her shoulder, eyes still on Mr. 
MacDougal.

MARJORIE
You better git, Miss Harper.
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MacDougal smiles, his hand closing over Marjorie's where it 
grips the fence.

MR. MACDOUGAL
That's right, Miss Harper.  Git on 
outta' here and leave us love birds 
alone.

Miss Harper's chest heaves in rage, her hands shaking 
visibly.  She takes a step toward Marjorie.

Marjorie's back stiffens, her eyes locked on MacDougal.

Miss Harper bends and picks up the rake, hurling it at the 
fence in her rage, then she turns toward the house breaking 
into an awkward run.

EXT. FRONT PORCH - DAY

Miss Harper flies up the steps, nearly colliding with 
Tillie's father as he emerges from the screen door.

Their eyes meet for an instant, then he stares over her head 
as if she did not exist.

Miss Harper pushes him roughly aside muttering under her 
breath.

MISS HARPER
I'll deal with you later, you 
bastard.

Miss Harper slams into the house.

Tillie's father turns to stare, unable to believe what he 
just heard.

INT. SISTERS OFFICE - DAY

Sister Mary Margaret, seated at her desk, has paperwork 
strewn about as usual.  Her head jerks up as Miss Harper 
smacks open the door.

MISS HARPER
Call the God damn police.  Call 
them.

Sister Mary Elizabeth appears at the doorway behind Miss 
Harper, drawn by the commotion.

Miss Harper grabs for the phone.
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MISS HARPER
(continuing)

I'll call 'em my God damn self 
then.

The Sisters leap into action, Sister Mary Elizabeth draping 
an arm around Miss Harper, Sister Mary Margaret prying the 
phone out of her hand.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
What happened?  What's wrong?

Miss Harper struggles to get out of their grasp, then 
realizing what she must look like, sinks onto the vinyl 
chair.

The Sisters' eyes meet over Miss Harper's head, Sister Mary 
Elizabeth talking soothingly.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
(continuing)

Tell us what happened.

Miss Harper draws a shaky breath, then looks at the two 
concerned women before her.

MISS HARPER
Why doesn't anybody do anything 
about MacDougal?  Why don't you do 
anything about anything?

Sister Mary Elizabeth looks uncomfortable, then turns away, 
leaving it for Sister Mary Margaret to address.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
What is it you think should be 
done?

MISS HARPER
Arrest him!

SISTER MARY MARGARET
For what?

Miss Harper leaps to her feet, disgusted at the situation.

MISS HARPER
For what?  He got that little girl 
pregnant.  He preys on her fear.

Sister Mary Margaret squares her shoulders, taking a firm 
stance with Miss Harper.
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SISTER MARY MARGARET
You can't have someone arrested for 
something you can't prove.

MISS HARPER
She admits it.  She told me herself 
he's the father.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
He denies it.

Miss Harper opens her mouth to speak, then clamps it shut.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
(continuing)

And even if he didn't, he has a 
wife and six children to support.  
What will they do if he's in jail?

Miss Harper sinks onto the chair again.

Sister Mary Elizabeth stares out the window.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
(continuing)

I understand your outrage, Miss 
Harper.  Do you think I don't feel 
it myself?

Sister Mary Elizabeth turns away from the window, her gaze 
meeting Miss Harper's.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
(continuing)

Punishing him won't really help 
Marjorie.  It will only hurt 
others.

MISS HARPER
What's to stop him from doing it 
again?

Miss Harper and Sister Mary Margaret glare into each other's 
eyes, both knowing there is no answer to that question.

Finally, Miss Harper turns and slams out of the office.

Sister Mary Margaret turns to her colleague.

Sister Mary Elizabeth continues to stare out the window.
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EXT. GARDEN - DAY

Miss Harper sits in the garden mostly hidden by the tall 
plants, her back leaning against the house.

She looks up at the sound of someone approaching, then rolls 
her eyes as she realizes it's Daniel.

Daniel stands over her a moment, then slides down the wall to 
sit beside her as he removes a single cigarette from his 
shirt pocket.

Without looking at Miss Harper he offers the cigarette and 
digs some matches from his pants pocket, awkwardly because of 
his seated position.

Miss Harper, surprised at the offering, studies his face as 
she takes the cigarette, then leans in for him to light it.

MISS HARPER
Who sent you?

DANIEL
Nobody...Sister Mary Margaret.

Miss Harper exhales smoke luxuriously, then shakes her head.

MISS HARPER
So they think this is a Colored 
thing?  You gonna talk some sense 
into me?

DANIEL
They probably thought you might 
need a friend.

Miss Harper sulks.

DANIEL
(continuing)

I know you care about these girls, 
Angel.  I know you want to save 
'em.  But the job is just too big.

MISS HARPER
I never should have told you my 
name.

DANIEL
I know, but now I got it I'm usin' 
it, so let's just forget about 
that.
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MISS HARPER
They don't deserve this.  Not one 
of them.  They haven't done 
anything wrong.

DANIEL
A lot of folks won't agree with you 
there.  But I believe you're right.

Daniel takes Miss Harper's hand.  They both stare into the 
vegetable garden, Miss Harper puffing on her cigarette.

MISS HARPER
This won't get you anywhere with me 
you know.

Daniel smiles.

DANIEL
I know.

MISS HARPER
And don't go pattin' yourself on 
the back that you made me feel 
better.  I don't feel that much 
better.

DANIEL
Okay.

Miss Harper and Daniel continue to lean against the wall, 
holding hands.

INT. MISS HARPER'S ROOM - NIGHT

Miss Harper enters her darkened bedroom.

Crossing to the light, she flicks it on to find Marjorie's 
bed stripped.

Opening the armoire, she sees Marjorie's clothes are gone.

Miss Harper sinks onto her bed with a sigh.  The room feels 
very big and empty.

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - NIGHT

Miss Harper opens the door to Mattie's old room, peeking 
inside.
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INT. MATTIE'S ROOM - NIGHT

Tillie rolls over, disturbed but not awakened by the open 
door.

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - NIGHT

Miss Harper crosses the hall, opening the door to Lula and 
Gloria's room.

Marjorie, hugging her bear, is asleep in Lula's old bed.

Miss Harper sighs again and gently closes the door.

INT. NURSERY - DAY

Gloria, Toni's baby in one arm, pulls a romper onto Little 
Lula with the other hand.  The twins weave around her, 
playing peek-a-boo with each other between her legs.

Dr. Michaels, Sister Mary Elizabeth at his side, leans over 
Teeny who lies in one of the cribs, now almost as long as the 
little bed.

The doctor moves a stethoscope around the baby's chest.

Miss Harper enters the room with a stack of clean diapers.

DR. MICHAELS
(to Sister Mary Elizabeth)

How's his appetite?

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
Fine.  He eats a lot, really.

Sister Mary Elizabeth looks to Miss Harper for corroboration.

Miss Harper nods.

Dr. Michaels peers into Teeny's eyes with a little light, 
then speaks to Sister Mary Elizabeth without looking at her.

DR. MICHAELS
He should have tests.

Miss Harper crosses her arms over her belly, defiant.

Sister Mary Elizabeth glances at Miss Harper, then crosses 
her own arms.
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SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
Why?

Dr. Michael's look is patronizing.

DR. MICHAELS
So we can find out what's wrong 
with him.

Sister Mary Elizabeth bolsters herself with another look at 
Miss Harper.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
What difference does it make?

Dr. Michaels sounds exasperated.

DR. MICHAELS
How can we treat him if we don't 
know what he has?

MISS HARPER
What makes you think he needs 
treatment?

DR. MICHAELS
We have no way of knowing how long 
he might live.

Sister Mary Elizabeth glares defiantly at the doctor.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
I guess we could say the same about 
you.

Miss Harper stifles a grin.

Dr. Michaels wrinkles his brow, unsure what to make of Sister 
Mary Elizabeth's tone.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
(continuing)

Dr. Michaels...We all love Teeny.  
It's difficult to think of him in 
an institution outside of our care 
and affection.

Dr. Michaels stares at the baby, then heaves a sigh.
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SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
(continuing)

It's unlikely he'll be adopted, and 
I don't like to think what will 
happen should he become a ward of 
the state.

Dr. Michaels watches Gloria for a moment as she bounces the 
babies and tickles the twins.  He looks back to Sister Mary 
Elizabeth.

DR. MICHAELS
Sister, I have responsibilities, 
too.  There's something wrong with 
this baby and I have an obligation 
to find out what it is.

Sister Mary Elizabeth, out of ideas herself, looks to Miss 
Harper.

Miss Harper shakes her head almost imperceptibly.

Sister Mary Elizabeth is unsure of her meaning, shooting a 
questioning look back to Miss Harper.

Dr. Michaels turns his attention to Toni's baby, reaching to 
take him from Gloria.

DR. MICHAELS
(continuing)

Let's see this little tough guy.

Miss Harper, patting the stacked diapers, turns to leave the 
room, speaking to Sister Mary Elizabeth as she leaves.

MISS HARPER
When you have a minute, Sister, I 
have something I need to ask you 
about.

Sister Mary Elizabeth glances at the doctor, then nods to 
Miss Harper.

EXT. FRONT PORCH - DAY

Miss Harper leans on the porch rail staring into the 
foothills.

Sister Mary Elizabeth pushes open the screen door.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
There you are.
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Miss Harper continues to stare into the distance as she 
addresses Sister Mary Elizabeth.

MISS HARPER
You should adopt Teeny.

Miss Harper turns now to face the nun, checking her reaction.

Sister Mary Elizabeth is taken aback.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
I can't.

MISS HARPER
Why not?

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
I'm a nun.

MISS HARPER
Why?

Sister Mary Elizabeth has to think about that one.  She sinks 
onto the porch chair.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
I had a calling.

Miss Harper nods, watching Sister Mary Elizabeth closely.

MISS HARPER
What did the call say?

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
I can't explain it really.  It said 
I'm supposed to help the children.

MISS HARPER
But it didn't say how?

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
Not exactly.

MISS HARPER
Seems to me it would be a big help 
to Teeny and the twins if they 
didn't have the State of California 
for parents.

Sister Mary Elizabeth rises from the chair and approaches the 
rail staring grimly over the landscape.  She starts to speak, 
then hesitates, but finally confides in Miss Harper.

88.



SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
If I leave the order I can inherit 
my father's money.

Miss Harper's eyebrows register the information.

MISS HARPER
That's an easy choice.

Sister Mary Elizabeth turns a harsh face to Miss Harper.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
Not for me, Miss Harper.

The nun glares at Miss Harper, hand on her rosary beads.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
(continuing)

How like him you are.  Always so 
sure about what I should do.

Miss Harper raises her hands in surrender.

MISS HARPER
Hey, I didn't even know the man.  I 
just - you said you wanted to help 
the babies.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
Well, I do.

Sister Mary Elizabeth spins on her heel and marches back into 
the house pushing past Miss Harper.  She lets the screen door 
slam.

Miss Harper considers the nun's choice more carefully for a 
moment then shakes her head, still coming to the same 
conclusion.

MISS HARPER
(to herself)

Seems pretty damn clear to me.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Sister Mary Margaret tacks up the duty roster, then bustles 
out of the room.

Seconds later Marjorie pushes into the kitchen, eyes the 
roster and screws up her face in distaste.  She and Miss 
Harper have kitchen duty.
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Marjorie moves to the refrigerator, removing two dozen eggs.

Miss Harper enters, also checking the roster.  She turns to 
see Marjorie pointedly ignoring her as she collects cooking 
utensils.

MISS HARPER
We need more orange juice made?

Marjorie glances at the refrigerator without speaking, then 
turns her back, busying herself at the sink.

Miss Harper sighs.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

So, I'm getting the silent 
treatment?

Marjorie acts as if she heard nothing.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

I know you're dying to tell me off.

Marjorie continues to ignore Miss Harper, now pulling several 
potatoes from a sack under the sink.

Miss Harper, growing angry in spite of herself, leans on the 
counter in an attempt to make eye contact.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

Marjorie, I was only trying to help 
you.

Marjorie peels a potato, skin shards flying into the sink.

Miss Harper moves into action preparing breakfast.  She takes 
a huge skillet and the eggs over to the stove, muttering to 
herself loud enough for Marjorie to hear.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

...little ungrateful brat...can't 
tell who her friends are...see if I 
stick my neck out again...

Miss Harper glances over her shoulder just in time to catch a 
gloating look on Marjorie's face.
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MISS HARPER
(continuing)

If you think you'll get the best of 
me at this game you better think 
again little girl - I invented the 
cold shoulder and don't you believe 
I didn't.

The two of them proceed with kitchen duty, back to back, not 
a word between them.

INT. DINING ROOM - DAY

The girls eat breakfast, Gloria holding Toni's baby, the 
twins, each in a high chair on either side of her.

Sister Mary Elizabeth has Little Lula, Teeny laid out on the 
table beside them.

Tillie stares at her plate, not eating.

Miss Harper sits facing the front door at the opposite end of 
the table from Marjorie.

Sister Mary Margaret, seated at the head of the table, looks 
back and forth from Miss Harper to Marjorie.

All heads turn in unison at the sound of someone on the front 
porch.

Miss Harper rises, anticipating the knock.

INT. ENTRY - DAY

Miss Harper peers out the screen door.

It's Tillie's father.

Miss Harper pauses, her hand on the screen door lock.

TILLIE'S FATHER
I'm here to see my daughter.

MISS HARPER
She's having breakfast.

TILLIE'S FATHER
Open the door.

Miss Harper really has no choice.  She unlocks the screen.
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Tillie's father jerks the screen door open and pushes past 
Miss Harper.

Miss Harper, moving to re-lock the door, spots Tillie's 
mother waiting in the car parked at the curb.

With a glance over her shoulder, Miss Harper steps outside.

EXT. FRONT PORCH - DAY

Miss Harper shades her eyes, spying on the woman in the car.

EXT. STREET IN FRONT OF SISTERS - DAY

Tillie's mother sits in their late model car staring vacantly 
in front of her.

EXT. FRONT PORCH - DAY

Miss Harper steps from the porch heading for Tillie's mother.

EXT. STREET IN FRONT OF SISTERS - DAY

Miss Harper stops inches from the car window.  Tillie's 
mother still has not seen her and now Miss Harper is 
reluctant to startle her.

Finally, Miss Harper taps on the window.

Tillie's mother doesn't even jump, just rolls her eyes slowly 
in Miss Harper's direction.

Miss Harper pantomimes the action of rolling down the window.

Tillie's mother stares, making no move to open the window.

Miss Harper puts her hands on her hips and speaks loudly 
enough to be heard through the closed window.

MISS HARPER
Aren't you coming in?

Tillie's mother turns away from Miss Harper, staring through 
the windshield again.

Miss Harper is incensed.
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MISS HARPER
(continuing; to herself)

By God, somebody is going to talk 
to me today.

She reaches for the car door.  Jerking it open, she bends so 
that her face is near Tillie's mother's.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

We're just having a little 
breakfast inside.  Come on in.

Tillie's mother looks at her lap, barely shaking her head.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

No?  No appetite I guess.

Miss Harper stands, folding her arms over her belly, then 
glances over her shoulder in the direction of the house.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

Yeah, it turns my stomach, too.  
Better let Tillie take her medicine 
on her own.

Tillie's mother keeps her head down, but Miss Harper watches 
a big tear roll down her cheek, dropping off onto her lap.

Miss Harper, now angry at herself, stares horrified at the 
woman for a moment, then slams the car door and stomps back 
up the walkway.

MISS HARPER
(continuing; to herself)

God DAMN it!

Sister Mary Margaret's face is visible in the window watching 
Miss Harper approach the house.

INT. ENTRY - DAY

Miss Harper lets the screen door slam, then pushes the door 
closed none too gently.

Tillie sits, head bowed in front of her father as before, his 
hand on her head as he mumbles over her.
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Sister Mary Margaret, having heard Miss Harper enter, stands 
at the other end of the hall in front of her office, her face 
a look of warning for Miss Harper.

The two women lock eyes, intense communication flowing 
between them.

Miss Harper glances into the family room.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
Miss Harper.  My office.

Sister Mary Margaret turns into her office, not allowing Miss 
Harper to protest.

Miss Harper reluctantly follows the nun.

INT. SISTERS OFFICE - DAY

Miss Harper enters to find Sister Mary Margaret just inside 
the door.  The nun closes the door behind Miss Harper.

The women face each other, Miss Harper's arms crossed 
defiantly over her belly.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
Don't do anything.

Miss Harper opens her mouth to protest and is cut off by 
Sister Mary Margaret.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
(continuing)

Don't do anything and don't say 
anything.

Miss Harper's mouth claps shut.

Sister Mary Margaret stands still, looking intently at Miss 
Harper.

After just a few seconds Miss Harper starts to fidget and 
opens her mouth to speak again.

Sister Mary Margaret holds up her hand, silencing Miss Harper 
with the gesture.

Miss Harper's arms drop to her sides and she begins to pace.

MISS HARPER
This is ridiculous.
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Sister Mary Margaret's voice is uncommonly stern when she 
speaks.  She points to the vinyl chair.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
Sit.  I want you to sit down and 
shut up.

Miss Harper is surprised into compliance by the nun's 
harshness.  She sinks onto the vinyl chair looking up at 
Sister Mary Margaret with trepidation.

Sister Mary Margaret moves closer to Miss Harper, now looming 
over her.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
(continuing)

I want to be very clear with you.  
Your actions are hurting the people 
in this house.  God's house.  And 
I've had enough of it.

Miss Harper gapes up at Sister Mary Margaret, shocked.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
(continuing)

You seem to think you're not in as 
much trouble as the girls around 
you.  Well you'd better look again 
and expend some of this energy on 
your own behalf.

Miss Harper slumps back in the chair, now staring sightlessly 
in front of her.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
(continuing)

Most things are beyond your 
control, Miss Harper.  I suggest 
you start looking at the few things 
that are.

Sister Mary Margaret turns, leaving the room abruptly.

Miss Harper continues to stare.

EXT. FRONT PORCH - DAY

Miss Harper paces on the porch, fuming and stewing.  She 
lifts her head at the sound of a car pulling up.

Her head falls back, eyes closed as she realizes who it is.
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EXT. STREET IN FRONT OF SISTERS - DAY

Lula and her parents climb out of their car.

Lula, excited and happy, runs toward the front door.  Her 
parents follow behind, troubled and sorrowful, carrying 
Lula's bag.

INT. MISS HARPER'S ROOM - DAY

Miss Harper sits on the edge of her bed, listening as 
Marjorie argues with Sister Mary Margaret across the hall.

SISTER MARY MARGARET (O.S.)
She doesn't understand.  You do.  
This is her room.

Miss Harper listens to the sound of stomping footsteps, then 
looks up to see Marjorie standing in the bedroom doorway 
holding her pillow and her teddy bear.

Miss Harper studies the little girl with her preposterous 
belly, considering what she will say to her.  Nothing comes 
to mind.

Marjorie tosses her armload onto her old bed, then turns from 
the doorway.  In a moment she reappears with her few articles 
of clothing, then moves to the dresser, stuffing them inside.

Sister Mary Margaret passes into the doorway.

She and Miss Harper's eyes meet in silent communication, Miss 
Harper indicating she can handle this.

Sister Mary Margaret nods and continues toward the stairway.

Marjorie heads out of the room again and returns with her 
sheets.  She sets about the task of making her bed.

Miss Harper heaves herself up from her bed and reaches for 
the sheets to help Marjorie make the bed.

Marjorie jerks the bedding from Miss Harper, keeping her eyes 
averted.

Miss Harper stands, her hands going to her hips.  She opens 
her mouth to speak, then, thinking better of it, takes her 
book from the night stand and heads out of the room.

Marjorie watches her go, then returns to her task.

96.



INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - NIGHT

Lula and Gloria stand wide-eyed in the doorway to their room.

Across the hall, Marjorie, her face haunted, stands in the 
doorway to her room.

The murmuring voices of Sister Mary Elizabeth, Sister Mary 
Margaret and Dr. Michaels filter out from the medical room.

On the floor is a trail of blood splattered from the bathroom 
to the medical room.

INT. BATHROOM - NIGHT

Miss Harper kneels before the bathtub, swishing a blood-
soaked cloth in soapy water, then leans awkwardly over the 
edge of the tub, washing blood from the porcelain.

She lifts her head at the sound of footsteps hurrying 
upstairs and into the hallway.

Her jaw sets in suppressed rage and she attacks the bloody 
mess with vigor.

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - NIGHT

Tillie's father races down the hall, oblivious to the girls 
huddled frightened in their doorways.

He turns into the med room.

From the nursery comes the sound of a fussing baby.

Gloria moves instantly to tend the babies.

Lula, alone in the doorway, crosses the hall to stand by 
Marjorie.

Sister Mary Elizabeth steps into the hall from the med room.  
Spotting Marjorie and Lula, she moves to them.  Gathering the 
frightened girls under her arms, she turns toward the 
stairway.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
I think we'll have some hot 
chocolate.  How does that sound?

Lula and Marjorie allow themselves to be swept up, though 
each steals a glance down the hallway as they go.
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INT. MED ROOM - NIGHT

Tillie's father stands transfixed at the end of the 
examination table, fists clenching and unclenching as he 
watches Dr. Michaels bandaging his daughter's wrists.

Tillie lies on the table, seemingly asleep, a sheet pulled 
over her naked body.

Sister Mary Margaret, assisting Dr. Michaels, lays Tillie's 
arm gently across her stomach, then lifts her gaze to 
Tillie's father.

TILLIE'S FATHER
How could you let this happen?

Sister Mary Margaret lifts her chin, choosing her words 
carefully.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
I think she'll be fine.

Dr. Michaels looks up, aware that the answer did not address 
the question.

Tillie's father glances off his daughter.  His eyes search 
the room, looking for something to blame.

TILLIE'S FATHER
You'll all answer for this.

Sister Mary Margaret keeps her eyes glued to Tillie's 
father's, though he will not meet her gaze.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
Yes.

Dr. Michaels straightens from the table, addressing his 
comments to Tillie's father.

DR. MICHAELS
She'll sleep for several hours.  
Let's get her back to her room.

Tillie's father glances at his daughter again, but can't make 
himself move toward her.

Dr. Michaels and Sister Mary Margaret glance at one another 
over the sleeping girl.

Dr. Michaels lifts Tillie himself and follows Sister Mary 
Margaret out of the room.
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Tillie's father stares into the aluminum sink at blood-soaked 
gauze and toweling.  He sinks onto the rolling stool, hands 
limp at his sides.

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - NIGHT

Miss Harper passes the med room.  She pauses at the doorway, 
her expression one of loathing as she eyes the back of 
Tillie's father's head, then she proceeds down the hall.

INT. ENTRY - NIGHT

Miss Harper heads along the downstairs hallway toward the 
kitchen.

Tillie's mother stands just inside the doorway in the near 
darkness, her hand still on the doorknob.  Her voice is 
barely audible.

TILLIE'S MOTHER
Is she okay?

Miss Harper shakes her head, her expression a mixture of pity 
and disgust.

MISS HARPER
Don't you think you should go see 
for yourself?

Tillie's mother looks around the darkened house, unable to 
think or make a move.  She looks up at Miss Harper like a 
frightened child.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

Let's get some air.

Miss Harper opens the door, ushering the woman out onto the 
porch.

EXT. FRONT PORCH - NIGHT

It's cold outside and Miss Harper has only her robe over her 
pajamas.  The robe can barely close over her protruding 
belly.

Tillie's mother leans against the post at the top of the 
stairs looking out over the yard.
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TILLIE'S MOTHER
He doesn't mean to be cruel.

Miss Harper is shaking her head before the comment is fully 
made.  She crosses her arms.

MISS HARPER
Don't make excuses for that man to 
me.  You're wasting your breath.

Tillie's mother nods, obeying orders.

Miss Harper lets her breath out with a hiss.  She studies 
Tillie's mother, then speaks as if to herself.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

What happened to you?

Tillie's mother turns to face Miss Harper, genuinely 
perplexed.

TILLIE'S MOTHER
To me?

Miss Harper gapes at the woman, understanding that her 
sickness is beyond any powers of reason.

MISS HARPER
Maybe you better go wait in the 
car.  It's warmer.

Tillie's mother turns, focusing her gaze on the car parked at 
the curb.  She nods her head and starts in that direction, 
then turns back to Miss Harper as she reaches the top step.

TILLIE'S MOTHER
Is Tillie okay?

MISS HARPER
She'll be fine.

Tillie's mother nods again as the information works its way 
in.  Then she turns and heads down the steps toward the car.

Miss Harper shivers, only partly from the cold, then pushes 
back inside the house.

INT. ENTRY - NIGHT

Miss Harper passes through the dining room to the kitchen.
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INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

Sister Mary Elizabeth stands at the stove making hot 
chocolate, Lula and Marjorie glued to her side.

Miss Harper leans against the sink counter.  She 
intentionally keeps her voice light.

MISS HARPER
Can I have some of that?

Sister Mary Elizabeth pours some of the steaming beverage 
into a cup.

Marjorie picks up the cup and carries it across the room to 
Miss Harper.

Miss Harper, pleased, looks into Marjorie's face as she takes 
the cup.

MISS HARPER
(continuing)

Thank you.

Marjorie denies Miss Harper eye contact, turning back to the 
stove.

Taking another cup for herself, Marjorie returns to Miss 
Harper's side, leaning against the counter close enough to 
touch her.

Miss Harper and Sister Mary Elizabeth steal a glance, then 
the nun turns her attention to Lula.

INT. DOWNSTAIRS HALLWAY - NIGHT

Miss Harper passes the office on her way down the hall.  She 
can hear the voices of Sister Mary Margaret and Tillie's 
father.

With a glance over her shoulder, Miss Harper approaches the 
door, pressing her ear against it in an effort to hear, but 
all she can make out is murmuring.

Wrinkling her face in frustration, she continues toward the 
stairs.
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EXT. GARDEN - DAY

It's a gray day, cold enough that Miss Harper's breath can be 
seen as she labors over weeding the garden.

Sister Mary Margaret rounds the corner of the house.

Miss Harper leans on her hoe as she watches the nun approach.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
Thank you for all you did last 
night.  It was a difficult evening.

Miss Harper nods and stabs at the earth with her hoe.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
(continuing)

Tillie is going to northern 
California.  Her mother's sister in 
Oakland is taking her in.

Miss Harper nods again, thoughtful.

MISS HARPER
You ever get used to this, Sister?  
All this...trouble?

Sister Mary Margaret gazes at the garden, her focus blurred 
for a moment.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
No, I don't.  I hope I never do.

INT. NURSERY - TWO MONTHS LATER - DAY

Miss Harper is on nursery duty.

The twins play in a play pen set up where one of the 
bassinets used to be.  Little Lula, now six months old, kicks 
her legs and sucks on her toes.

Teeny lies on his back on the floor, long and fat, he gazes 
at the ceiling.

Gloria bends over one of the cribs stroking and cooing at her 
own baby girl.

Miss Harper is dressing Toni's little tough guy.

Sister Mary Elizabeth appears at the doorway, her face 
beaming.  Behind her are the Barkers.
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Mrs. Barker steps past Sister Mary Elizabeth, her arms 
outstretched for Toni's baby.  Mr. Barker follows behind her, 
clearly happy but at a loss for what to do.

Miss Harper adjusts the clothing and hands the baby boy to 
Mrs. Barker.

MRS. BARKER
Hi, David.

She looks around to the others in the room.

MRS. BARKER
(continuing)

We're going to call him David.

All agree that it's a lovely name.

From down the hall they hear a big thump, then their 
expressions turn to alarm when they hear a plaintive wail.

MARJORIE (O.S.)
Miss Ha-a-a-arp-e-e-r!

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - DAY

Rushing into the hallway, they see Marjorie spraddled on the 
floor in a puddle of water.  They rush to her side.

Miss Harper, unable to lift the girl because of her own 
imminent delivery, takes Marjorie's hand as Sister Mary 
Elizabeth lifts her, dashing for the med room.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
Somebody call Dr. Michaels.

Miss Harper attempts to take her hand away from Marjorie to 
make the call, but Marjorie won't let it go.

Miss Harper looks at the girl and the pleading in her eyes 
makes it clear she wants Miss Harper to stay.

INT. MED ROOM - DAY

Miss Harper wipes the sweat from Marjorie's exhausted face, 
stroking her hair back with a wet cloth.

Dr. Michaels is also sweating, his face concerned.

Marjorie groans, too wasted to cry out.
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DR. MICHAELS
It might be just too damn big.  
Sorry, Sister.

Sister Mary Margaret doesn't even acknowledge the comment.  
She peers at Marjorie's nether region hidden from view by a 
sheet, shaking her head.

DR. MICHAELS
(continuing)

You'd better get an ambulance out 
here.  We should be ready.

Miss Harper glances with concern at Sister Mary Margaret, 
then turns her attention immediately to Marjorie as she 
responds to another painful contraction.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
I can see the head.

Dr. Michaels rushes into position.

DR. MICHAELS
(to Miss Harper)

Hang onto her.  Let's see if she 
can do it.

INT. FAMILY ROOM - DAY

Sister Mary Elizabeth, Gloria, Lula and the kids wait it out 
in the family room.

Sister Mary Elizabeth sits next to Teeny who's laid out on 
the sofa.

Gloria holds her own infant and keeps a protective arm on 
Little Lula who sits propped up beside her on an overstuffed 
chair.

They look up as one unit at the sound of a crying baby.

INT. MISS HARPER'S ROOM - NIGHT

Marjorie, feverish and restless, thrashes in her bed.

At the foot of Marjorie's bed is an empty bassinet.

Miss Harper holds Marjorie's infant, though her head has 
fallen to the side in sleep.  She jerks awake at a louder 
sound from Marjorie.
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Rubbing her tired eyes Miss Harper lays the baby on the 
bassinet, picks up a cloth and basin of water from the 
dresser and sits on the bed beside Marjorie.

Miss Harper brushes the hair from Marjorie's sweaty face, 
applying the cool compress.

MARJORIE
Where's Marilyn?

Miss Harper wrings out the cloth.

MISS HARPER
I told you, honey.  Your little 
girl's got some extra equipment.  
You gotta think of another name.

The information doesn't sink in.  Marjorie groans and slips 
into a troubled sleep.

Miss Harper presses her palm to Marjorie's forehead, worried.

Standing with great difficulty she checks on the infant, then 
waddles to her own bed.

EXT. BACK YARD - DAY

Lula hangs diapers while the twins help Daniel build a fenced 
area for them to play in.  They hand him little pieces of 
wood, grass and bugs for which he thanks them.

INT. MISS HARPER'S ROOM - DAY

Miss Harper stands at her bedroom window watching Daniel with 
the twins.

Behind her, Marjorie is closing a small case that holds all 
her belongings.

Her son, swaddled in a baby blanket with a little hat pulled 
over his head, looks ready for travel.

Miss Harper speaks to Marjorie without turning to look at 
her.

MISS HARPER
What if he doesn't come?

Marjorie closes her case and bends to pick up her baby.

Miss Harper turns to face the little girl and her infant.
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MISS HARPER
(continuing)

You gonna go stand on a street with 
a three week old baby?

MARJORIE
Miss Harper, I'm sorry things ain't 
workin' out for you this way, but 
you could at least be happy for me.

Miss Harper closes her eyes, defeated.

MISS HARPER
Do you want me to wait with you?

Marjorie picks up her case heading for the door.

MARJORIE
No offense, but I don't think Mr. 
MacDougal likes you.  You know, 
bein' colored and all.

Miss Harper gives a grim, hopeless laugh, then looks out the 
back window once more.

MISS HARPER
Good-bye Marjorie.

MARJORIE
Good-bye Miss Harper.

Marjorie stares at Miss Harper's back a moment, then heads 
out the door.

Miss Harper turns to see her go.

INT. FAMILY ROOM - DAY

Sister Mary Elizabeth stands at the window peering outside.

EXT. STREET IN FRONT OF SISTERS - DAY

Marjorie sits perched on the edge of her small case, jiggling 
her fussing baby in her arms.  She looks up and down the 
street, waiting expectantly.

INT. FAMILY ROOM - AFTERNOON

Miss Harper peers out the window, pursing her lips in 
thought.
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EXT. STREET IN FRONT OF SISTERS - DAY

Marjorie continues to wait.  She paces, jiggling her 
squalling infant in a desperate fashion.

INT. FAMILY ROOM - AFTERNOON

Miss Harper turns from the window moving toward the front 
door.

Sister Mary Margaret is there to stop her.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
It has to be her decision.

Miss Harper looks into the nun's eyes, knowing she's right.

Miss Harper returns to the family room to gaze out the 
window.

INT. MISS HARPER'S ROOM - NIGHT

Miss Harper, moving quickly, grabs her book and, stepping 
around the bassinet still at the foot of Marjorie's bed, 
climbs into her own bed.

She looks up innocently as Marjorie enters and moves over to 
her bed.  She slumps onto it, her face a study in dejection.

Miss Harper rises and moves to sit by Marjorie.  The little 
girl leans her head on Miss Harper's shoulder.

MARJORIE
He musta forgot.

Miss Harper brushes the hair from Marjorie's face.

MISS HARPER
He's not coming, Marjorie.  Please 
believe that.  He can't.

MARJORIE
Well I'm not namin' the baby Mac 
after this.

MISS HARPER
I wouldn't either.

The two sit it silence for a moment.
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MISS HARPER
(continuing)

You want to go to bed?

MARJORIE
Yeah.

Miss Harper nods.  They stand and Marjorie undresses as Miss 
Harper turns down the bed.

MISS HARPER
You want the baby back in here?

MARJORIE
Yeah, I guess.

Miss Harper heads out of the room.

When she returns moments later with the infant, Marjorie is 
already asleep.

INT. MISS HARPER'S ROOM - MORNING

Miss Harper wakens to the sound of Marjorie's baby crying.  
She turns to roust her roommate, but sees her bed is empty.

Swinging her feet over the side of the bed, she yawns, then 
heaves herself up to tend to the infant.

Pinned to the bassinet is a note, written roughly on a scrap 
of binder paper:

INSERT NOTE: "Miss Harper.  You better keep him.  Marjorie."

Miss Harper looks out the window, shaking her head in 
despair.

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - DAY

Miss Harper moves carefully to the top of the stairs.  
Turning sideways to see them she gasps at the searing pain of 
her beginning labor.

Not daring to try the steps she calls out, first weakly, then 
in near panic.

MISS HARPER
Help...Help!
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INT. FAMILY ROOM - DAY

Sister Mary Elizabeth, hearing the faint call from Miss 
Harper jets into action.

INT. DOWNSTAIRS HALLWAY - DAY

Sister Mary Elizabeth bangs on the office door as she whizzes 
by calling to Sister Mary Margaret.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
Call Dr. Michaels!

INT. MED ROOM - DAY

Miss Harper is now the one to writhe and sweat.  Sister Mary 
Elizabeth holds her hand and wipes her forehead with a cool 
towel.

The murmurings from Dr. Michaels and Sister Mary Margaret 
sound troubled and become increasingly urgent.

For Miss Harper the room is spinning.  Something is 
definitely wrong.

DR. MICHAELS
Call the ambulance.  Now.

INT. DOWNSTAIRS HALLWAY - DAY

The ambulance driver and his assistant set the gurney with 
Miss Harper on it on the floor at the bottom of the stairs 
and race for the door.

The assistant holds an oxygen mask over Miss Harper's face.

Miss Harper tries to knock the mask away, asking repeatedly 
what's wrong with her baby.

INT. FAMILY ROOM - DAY

The rest of the household are frozen with fear huddled in the 
center of the room.

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT

Miss Harper opens her eyes, disoriented for a moment.
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Sister Mary Margaret, seeing that Miss Harper is awake, goes 
immediately to her side, taking her hand.

MISS HARPER
My baby...

Sister Mary Margaret shakes her head.

Miss Harper turns away, struggling to stop tears.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
Is there anyone you want me to 
call?

Miss Harper shakes her head, then rolls over to face the 
wall.

Sister Mary Margaret lays a compassionate hand on Miss 
Harper's arm.

Miss Harper continues to look away until Sister Mary Margaret 
leaves the room.

A silent tear escapes.  Her face crumples and Miss Harper is 
wracked by jagged, uncontrollable sobs.

INT. MISS HARPER'S ROOM - DAY

Miss Harper lies in her bed recuperating.

Sister Mary Margaret and Sister Mary Elizabeth tap on the 
door frame, Sister Mary Elizabeth carrying a food tray.

MISS HARPER
I could have come downstairs.

Sister Mary Elizabeth sets the tray on the bed and reaches to 
fluff Miss Harper's pillow.

SISTER MARY ELIZABETH
May as well take the pampering 
while you can.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
We need to talk to you, before you 
start making any plans.

EXT. SISTERS OF MERCY HOME - DAY

There is some major construction going on at the home, an 
extension being built onto the back.
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Off the kitchen is framed another extension and the 
foundation of an entire new structure is evident.  There's a 
sign facing the street in front of the construction.

INSERT SIGN: "Brock Shelter and Orphanage"

EXT. BROCK SHELTER SITE - DAY

Mary Elizabeth, dressed in civilian clothing, discusses the 
construction with a couple of workmen.

EXT. SISTERS OF MERCY HOME - DAY

A battered truck pulls up in front of the home and four 
people pile out of the cab, two pregnant Mexican girls and 
what appear to be their parents.

INT. HALL OUTSIDE SISTERS OFFICE - DAY

The four proceed down the hall toward the office trailing 
after a nun who stops to tap on the office door.

The door opens to reveal Miss Harper sitting behind the desk.

The nun, Sister Mary Margaret, ushers the family into the 
office.

SISTER MARY MARGARET
Miss Harper just has a few 
questions while I get the room 
ready.

The parents nod and all turn to Miss Harper expectantly.

INT. DINING ROOM - NIGHT

Everyone is at the dinner table.

Lula, now very pregnant again, sits next to Teeny, holding 
onto his toes while she eats.

Gloria, surrounded by babies as always, chats gaily in 
Spanish with the two newest girls.

There are several other new faces, the twins, and Sister Mary 
Margaret.
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Miss Harper, sitting at the head of the table, feeds a red-
headed toddler in a high chair next to her.  They laugh and 
eat as a family.

FADE OUT:
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