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FADE | N:
EXT. SEATTLE - N GHT
Cty lights. Wnter rain. A ship’'s FOGHORN

EXT. CONTAI NER PORT - CONTI NUOUS

Under the arc lights, a gantry crane stacks containers on
t he deck of a hul king vessel.

EXT. HARBOR DI STRI CT, TRANSI ENT HOTEL - CONTI NUQOUS

Dingy yellow light fromthe w ndows.

| NT. HOTEL, SINGLE ROOM - CONTI NUOUS

A man in a raincoat - we never see himclearly - sits at a
tabl e. Hunched over a sheet of the hotel’s stationery, he
pai nstakingly prints the words: ’'Dear Father,

The pen, awkward-|ooking in the man’s |eft hand, slowy
covers the page with unfluent printed witing.

OVERLAPPI NG SHOTS:

(A) Acircled classified ad: 'Experienced crew, all grades
want ed. | mredi ate sign on. M Rodriguez - 555 4261

(B) The follow ng phrases fromthe letter:

not witten for so |long..

ship’s crew is hard work but..

M Rodri guez says...

get to see the world...

Japan and Korea. ..

maybe Los Angel es or even Hawaii . ..

know you have been praying for ne...

sorry | have not...

tell M LeCerc "H’ ...

God bl ess you both for everything you did for ne...

Instead of signing the letter, the man takes another piece
of paper from an inside pocket. On the paper a specinen
signature, 'Bobby Mercier’, has been copied over and over
agai n.

The man turns both pieces of paper upside down. He sw tches
the pen to his right hand and copi es Bobby Mercier’s
signature at the bottomof the letter.



LATER

The man, now stripped down to his skivvies, opens his cheap
suitcase. He takes out a wooden crucifix and stands it on
the bed, propping it upright against the wall. He kneels
before it, conposes hinsel f, prays:

MAN
(sotto; intense)
Qur Father, which art in heaven,
Hal | owned be thy nane. Thy ki ngdom
cCone. ..

ON THE TABLE, a stanped, seal ed envel ope addressed to
Fat her Toulain, St Mary’'s M ssion, Quel ph, Canada.

MAN ( CONT’ D)
: Thy will be done on earth, as
it is in heaven. Gve us this day
our daily bread...

THE RAI NCOAT, thrown over the back of the chair, has an
airline ticket sticking out of one of the pockets.

MAN ( CONT’ D)
And forgive us our trespasses,
as we forgive those who trespass
agai nst wus...

I N THE TRASHCAN, the paper covered with copi es of Bobby
Mercier’s signature has been scrunched up and t hrown away.

MAN ( CONT’ D)
: And lead us not into
tenptation, but deliver us from
evil: For thine is the kingdom
the power, and the glory, for ever
and ever. Anen.

The man’s ' Amen’ is an angui shed gasp, al nbst a sob. He
bows his head, wings his hands, stays down on his knees.

| NT. SAME ROOM - MORNI NG

From an adj oi ning room a continual hacking snoker’s cough.
The man’s armreaches out from beneath the bedcl ot hes and
his hand funbles blindly for his quietly ticking travel

alarmclock. He locates it, grabs it, brings it back
beneath the covers to check the tine.



EXT. HARBOR DI STRI CT, STREET - DAY

The man mails the letter.

| NT/ EXT. BUS STATI ON - DAY

An airporter bus starts to pull away. The man runs after
it. The driver stops, lets himon.

The bus pulls out into the traffic.

Overhead, an airplane just out of Tacoma |nternational
Airport turns, clinbs, disappears into the clouds.

FADE OUT

FADE | N:
I NT. GYMNASI UM - NI GHT

Two mnutes into a scrappy, testosterone-charged under-18
bushl eague basketball ganme: St Mary's 'Steami trail Seaway
"Metal’ by three points.

A ' Metal’' player carves out sonme space, shoots... scores.
St Mary’'s works the ball back up the court.

M CHAEL, a St Mary’s boy, has the ball. Short but fast, he
dodges around JC, the Metal’s captain. But before he can
get clear, JC catches himwth a lightning rabbit punch to
t he ki dneys.

M chael crashes forward into sone other players. A stray
el bow catches himin the eye. He goes down. The ball goes
free. The thin crowd - alnost all 16 to 19 year old boys -
erupts. The REF finally blows his whistle.

M chael clinbs to his feet. Unassisted, clutching his
injured eye, he wal ks unsteadily off the court.

FATHER TOULAIN - 55, smallish, wiry, cropped white hair and
clerical collar - hastens up fromhis seat and hel ps
M chael back to the bench

On court, another St Mary's boy, ANDREW pounds the bal
against the floor in frustration. The ref calls for the
ball, gets it. Pressure builds for the gane to restart.

Toul ai n pi cks the nost obvious boy on the bench - LUC
DEVERAUX, 17, good |ooking, well-knit - and sends himin.
Pl ay resunes.



Keepi ng an apprehensive eye on the ganme, Toul ain rejoins
hi s conpani on: XAVIER LECLERC, md 30s, virile, athletic,
but already with hints of fleshiness, heaviness.

LECLERC
Is Mchael all right, Father?

TOULAI N
Oh, he’'ll do. He'll have a nice
bl ack eye to show off to the
other lads in the norning.

He pats LeC erc’'s knee, leans forward, intent on the gane.

TOULAI N ( CONT’ D)
Look at the new boy, now. Luc
Deveraux. Canme to us |ast week.
He’'s a fine-1ooking boy.

On court, Luc, linber, noving well, focuses on the task in
hand. He shoots. Three points.

St Mary’'s hustle back into position as the Metal work the
ball up the court - but Luc nmakes a flashy interception.
The crowd gets vocal. Luc takes the ball forward, passes -
and the Steam score again.

TOULAI N ( CONT’ D)
(shout s)
Come on the Steamn
(claps; excited,
to LeCl erc)
We'l|l beat themyet! First tine
in twelve years!

On court under the St Mary' s hoop, JC jostles Luc. Luc

j ostl es back. Another player sends the ball over their
heads and scores. At that exact nmonent, JC brings his heel
down hard on Luc’s instep.

The ref | ooks the other way.

LECLERC
Rough gane.

TOULAI N
Boys. You know. Probably not
as bad as it |ooked.



