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EXT. OUTDOORS. DAY.

The sun is blazing down on a small suburban neighborhood on

this hot summer day. Sounds of birds, the wind, and

footsteps. Then the figure of an OLDER MAN, tall and

brown-haired, in a rugged white shirt and jeans, comes into

view, right below the sun. He is sweating and breathing

heavily. He walks very slowly, almost limping, but he

constantly looks forward with his hands at his sides.

INT. LIVING ROOM. YOUNG MAN’S HOUSE. DAY.

A YOUNG MAN, tall and blond, late-20’s, is sitting on a

recliner in the living room of his home, an almost

brand-new, small, two-floor house. He’s dressed only in a

white T-shirt and holey jeans, sweating because of the heat.

He drinks a glass of water with ice as he barely listens to

the FEMALE ANNOUNCER on the quiet radio seated on a small

table next to him.

FEMALE ANNOUNCER (V.O.)

--And we begin our news this Sunday

with the loss of a local pastor’s

wife and son. Jaime Phillips and

her infant son Tommy were killed

last night by a drunk driver on

Main Street, coming back from their

church’s evening service.

Through this news, the young man doesn’t have much of a

reaction to this. He just looks around the room a little,

takes a sip of his water, and heaves a great sigh.

FEMALE ANNOUNCER (V.O.) (CONTINUED)

They were attending local First

Christian Church, where Jaime’s

husband John Phillips has been head

pastor for almost three years. This

morning at First Christian, John

was--

As the young man is getting up, he switches off the radio,

gets up, and starts walking to the kitchen. He gets to his

sink, fills his glass with more water, gets ice from the

freezer in his kitchen, and drinks. He stands in the

kitchen, and as he sips, he looks out a window that looks

toward the front yard, where the empty dirt road is right

outside. But as he sips, he notices something: a figure. A

man--the older man, walking down the road, then falling to

his knees and crawling. The young man stops drinking and

stares, mouth slightly open. And with his water in hand, he

starts walking to the front door--faster and faster until he

is running out of the house.
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EXT. FRONT YARD. YOUNG MAN’S HOUSE. DAY. (CONTINUED)

The older man is crawling, breathing heavily, lips and skin

very dry. The young man runs out to him, calling.

YOUNG MAN

Hey! You! Where are you going?

The young man reaches the older man and kneels down beside

him. The older man stops but does not look at the young

man--he just looks at the ground, panting.

YOUNG MAN (CONTINUED)

Are you okay? You look like you

need--

Right before he finishes his sentence, the young man

realizes he’s still carrying his glass in his right hand. He

looks at the glass, then at the man, and then hands him his

glass. The older man slowly looks up at the young man, takes

the glass, and starts to sip. The older man stops breathing

so heavily, but he still says nothing. The young man then

looks back into his house and gets up. He takes the older

man by the arm and starts to bring him into the house, but

the older man cannot stand up. The young man looks down at

him, then looks up in thought, and sighs.

YOUNG MAN (CONTINUED)

All right. Come on.

He then picks the older man up, struggling at first, but he

manages to carry him into his house.

INT. LIVING ROOM. YOUNG MAN’S HOUSE. DAY. (CONTINUED)

The young man carries the older man into the living room and

puts him down on the couch, laying him there. The older man

sips the glass again, but the young man pulls up a nearby

chair and sits down next to him.

YOUNG MAN

Hey! Are you okay? Who are you?

What were you doing out there?

The older man finishes his sip, inhales, and weakly

responds.

OLDER MAN

Walking.

Pause.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 3.

YOUNG MAN

Walking. For how long?

OLDER MAN

I don’t remember. I just needed to

get away... from...

The older man trails off, then takes another sip. But the

young man isn’t satisfied.

YOUNG MAN

From what? Is somebody chasing you?

The older man coughs.

OLDER MAN

No. Nobody’s chasing me. Nobody. I

got nobody.

The young man looks down, then back up.

YOUNG MAN

You don’t have... anyone?

OLDER MAN

Well, at least no one who’s gonna

help me after what’s... what’s

happened...

The young man wipes his brow nervously. The older man starts

taking another sip.

YOUNG MAN

What happened?

The older man puts down the glass and looks at the young

man, tears swelling up in his eyes. The young man stares

back at him, trying to think of something to say.

Eventually, he sighs, aggravated.

YOUNG MAN (CONTINUED)

Okay, I’m sorry. I don’t mean to

pry. Believe me, I know what it’s

like not to have anybody.

OLDER MAN

Why did you let me in?

The young man can’t answer at first. He stutters.

YOUNG MAN

Well, I-I saw you out there, and...

I don’t know, you needed help.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 4.

The older man keeps drinking slowly. The young man mutters

under his breath.

YOUNG MAN (CONTINUED)

Maybe I shouldn’t have.

The older man doesn’t hear this, and he starts talking.

OLDER MAN

What do you do?

YOUNG MAN

Well nothing right now. I just got

out of school and was able to find

this place by some... some...

And both men say this word at the exact same time.

YOUNG MAN / OLDER MAN

Miracle.

The older man starts to smile a little at the young man,

who’s still very puzzled. But the young man starts getting

up and walking into his kitchen.

YOUNG MAN

Sure, that. It’s a pretty messy

place though. I’ve been here for

about a month and I still haven’t

gotten around to unpacking

everything yet.

And the older man starts looking around the living room.

Boxes against the wall, papers littered around the floor,

even some dirty dishes. The young man continues talking

while he gets himself a glass of water.

YOUNG MAN (CONTINUED)

I can’t even bring myself to look

for a job. I bet you’ve had trouble

of your own finding... work...

The young man has turned around after getting his water to

see the older man has gotten off the couch and started

picking up the papers littered on the floor. The older man

doesn’t read any of them, he just stacks them all nicely and

keeps cleaning. The young man starts to get hostile.

YOUNG MAN (CONTINUED)

Please don’t touch all that.

The older man stops.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 5.

OLDER MAN

Sorry, I thought maybe you’d want

some help starting to clean stuff

up around here.

YOUNG MAN

Maybe you forgot, sir, but this is

my house. I’ll take care of all

that.

OLDER MAN

When you get around to it?

The young man pauses.

YOUNG MAN

Y-Yes.

He takes a sip of his water. The older man slowly puts the

papers in his hand down on the floor and stands up.

OLDER MAN

Son, you probably invited me in

here out of uncertainty. But I’m

still here. And I’d like to help

you straighten things out if you’d

let me.

The young man stands completely still, his mouth slightly

open in surprise. He chuckles before answering.

YOUNG MAN

Well, if you really want to... I

guess I could use a little help.

OLDER MAN

It’s the least I can do for a cup

of cold water.

He sees a dirty dish and glass on a small table next to the

couch, and he brings it into the kitchen to wash it in the

sink. The young man doesn’t move--he just watches him in

disbelief.

YOUNG MAN

Sir, I don’t... I don’t know where

you’re from, and I’m not gonna ask.

But if you need to, you’re more

than welcome to stay at this house

tonight.

The older man continues washing the dirty plate, but turns

to the young man.

(CONTINUED)
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OLDER MAN

You know, son, I appreciate your

heart. I bet there’s a lot more

love in you than you realize.

The young man is again speechless.

OLDER MAN (CONTINUED)

If you got this place cleaned up,

then maybe it might help you to get

outside and go find other people to

love.

The young man chuckles.

YOUNG MAN

Sir, I... I appreciate it, but... I

can’t do that much.

(chuckle)

I’m no John Phillips.

And he sips his water again. The older man stops washing the

glass and looks puzzled.

OLDER MAN

Who?

YOUNG MAN

Oh. Nothing.

And the young man starts walking toward a box in the living

room. The older man finishes washing the glass and follows

him.

OLDER MAN

Here, let me help you with all

that.

INT. LIVING ROOM. YOUNG MAN’S HOUSE. NIGHT.

That night, we see that the room is almost spotless--boxes

are gone, papers are stacked in a neat pile on the coffee

table, and the older man is on the same couch as before,

covered in a light blanket, sound asleep.

INT. BEDROOM. YOUNG MAN’S HOUSE. NIGHT.

The young man is lying wide awake on his bed upstairs,

thinking. He keeps looking toward the door, but he doesn’t

get up. He just lies there, looking up, muttering to

himself.
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INT. KITCHEN. YOUNG MAN’S HOUSE. DAY.

The next day, early in the morning, the young man comes

walking out of his bedroom dressed in casual clothes, a

T-shirt and jeans. Immediately, he turns to walk into the

living room, but as soon as he walks in, he stops. The couch

is empty. The blankets have been folded neatly on top of the

couch, but otherwise there is no sign of anyone having been

there the night before. The young man sighs with confusion.

His eyes eventually shift from the living room to the

kitchen, where on the kitchen table there is a small piece

of paper with handwriting on it. The young man walks over to

the table and picks up the paper. It reads:

"I was a stranger and you invited me in..."

Thanks, brother.

John Phillips

The young man’s eyes are widened now, mouth half open. He

almost laughs, but is too shocked to even let out a real

chuckle. He puts the paper down. He looks around, trying to

decide what to do. Then he puts on his shoes, opens the

door, and steps outside. And slowly, he starts walking

outside and closes the door behind him.

FADE TO BLACK.

CREDITS.

END.


