SUPER: You Can Measure A Circle
By Begi nning Anywhere - Charl es Fort

FADE | N:
Silver. We are up against a chanmbered nine-mllimeter
bullet. We are upside down... Rotating 180 degrees, we pul

back through the gl eami ng crinson-silver bore...

A VO CE (O S.)
Wel |l above all el se.

The nuzzle seens to float between the |ight and dark..

A form dabl e-1 ooki ng woman, in her md-fifties steps from
t he shadows and conpetently points a Walther PPK O S..

MARGARET (cont’ d)
You're a stubborn one.

DEAN (V. O.)
That’s Margaret. No she’s not in a
bad nmood. That’s how she nornmally
| ooks.

Wth his boyish face, weathered, streaked with anger and
grief, DEAN HI LL wi pes away sweat and blood rolling into his
eyes, with the back of his hand. He is in his late twenties.

DEAN (V. O.)
That’s nme. 1’ve | ooked better.
Dean is | eaning over an ultra-high-tech control console...
... An om nous feel to the windowl ess room .. Shadowy...
Muted light... A strange high-energy humin the background.
DEAN (V. O.)

Normal | y sonmeone pointing a gun
woul d have nme staining ny shorts.
But it’s been that kind of an
evening. As | speak, there s a
pretty good size hole in ny jacket
and bl oods dri pping down the sl eeve
of my favorite shirt. So in al
honesty, |I'’m kind of feeling, been
t here, done that. And to cap things
off, technically Margaret’s the good
guy and well,... |I’mnot.

LI KE A SLOW MOVI NG BLACK WAVE WE FADE TO BLACK



FADE | N:

POP, a gas flame ignites and surrounds a netal pot.
| NT. SMALL APARTMENT - KI TCHEN - DAY

SUPER: Twenty-three years earlier...

SI X- YEAR- OLD SARA nore than carefully adjusts the burner.
Pride of acconplishment shines from her sweet face. The
kitchen is clean, but like the rest of the apartnment a
little on the dreary side. O S. A screen door creaks open...

LI VI NG ROOM

A ski nny SEVEN- YEAR- OLD DEAN proudly spins a basketball on
his index finger. The ball abruptly spins off and crashes
into an ugly lanp, that’s been crashed into before. Sara
enters. Suddenly nervous, Dean ainms for the kitchen.

DEAN
Sonmet hi ng snel |l s good.

Sara snaps her hand out and flashes Dean a plastic smle.

SARA
Li ke that’s gonna worKk.

... Dean relents and pulls his report card from his back
pocket and turns it over to his little sister.

SARA
English, A That’s a given...
“B” in Math. Nothing wong-

Sara reads to herself... She | ooks at Dean. Their innocent
eyes now scared... O S. The screen door opens with a slam

Their FATHER, a strong burly unshaven man carrying a siXx-
pack and a T.V. Guide, barrels toward the kitchen. W now
see hazy snoke filtering out fromthe kitchen.

FATHER
Does the whol e God damm kit chen
have to burn down before you
do anyt hi ng?

Kl TCHEN
Wth the sizzle of flesh, the Father grips and jerks the now

billowi ng nmetal pot away.
( MORE)



FATHER (cont’ d)
Son of a bitch!

The Father shoves his hand under the kitchen faucet. Dean
and Sara stand frozen in the doorway... Smacking open the
wi ndow above the sink, the Father knocks over the dish soap.
It pops open and spurts gooey soap onto his waist.

FATHER
Can't | |eave you al one for one
m nut e?
(his wi ping nmaking
it much worse)
VWho did this?

DEAN
| didit.

Sara attenpts to take hold of her brother’s hand.

FATHER
What a surprise.

Dean doesn’t back away. The Father seizes Dean by the
col | ar; Dean begins to choke.

FATHER
You're worthl ess. You know t hat?
Look at this ness. Huh? Huh?...
l’mtalking to you.

Sara cringes to the shakes:

FATHER (O. S.)
Are you deaf and worthl ess? Well,
(hoar sel y)
wel | Dean, answer me. Answer -

A sharp pain erupts fromhis chest; he rel eases Dean..
The Father takes a few deliberate breaths... This has al
happened many tinmes before...

DREAM

ALL IS A BLUR. .. Then evolving into the surrealistic shape
of what | ooks |ike two di anonds, one on top of the other,
emanati ng an al nost blindi ng undul ati ng nmagenta gl ow. . .

The faint inmage of two hands becone apparent. Their fingers
gently touch and then... Wth a sense of dread one set of
fingers slips away. An echoing scream shatters the nonent...



SARA (V. Q)
(soft)
Dean, Dean.

BEDROOM

Dean’ s eyes burst open with a cl austrophobic gasp. He finds
himself in the safety of his own bed. Sara standing on a
bunk bed | adder, | eans over him

SARA
Anot her bad dreanf

DEAN
The, the pizza here?

Sara nods. Dean hops off the upper bunk and conti nues out of
t he bedroom leaving his worried little sister behind...

EXT. APARTMENT BUI LDI NG - NI GHT

An unusual Iy large round noon appears to bl anket the conpl ex
in a vaguely phosphorescent hue. ..

| NT. APARTMENT - LI VI NG ROOM - NI GHT

A tattered snapshot of A Younger Father and his Lovely
Bride. In the off-color glow of his 19 inch, enpty beer cans
near by, the Father sits in his frayed Barca-|ounger, staring
into his wallet.

BEDROOM

Dean can be seen across the hall, in the bathroom brushing
his teeth. Sara is kneeling next to her bed.

SARA
Dear God, tell our Mdither we will
| ove her always and pl ease hel p our
Fat her so he's not sick anynore.
(soft)
And Dean, he deserves so much better...

Suddenly, colums of silky moonlight seemto engulf Sara.
She turns and gazes over her shoul der, through the w ndow up
at the | um nous round nmoon as parting clouds separate...



A smal |l crystal hanging in the wi ndow begins to glisten
intently sending a rai nbow of colors dancing fromit as:

MORPH | NTO:

The small crystal dangles froma rearview mrror as..

| NT. / EXT. SARA’ S VOLVO COUNTRY WAGON — MOVI NG - DAY

Driven by an attractive, feeling good about the world,
TVENTY- NI NE- YEAR- OLD, SARA, a | ate nodel, red Vol vo wagon
weaves it’s way through a typical suburban nei ghborhood.
She’ s humm ng/ partially singing the Whinnie The Pooh Song.

Playing in the back seat - FIVE-YEAR-OLD Al MEE (Dressed as
Snow White), flashy sungl asses, hyper-confident, and her big
sister, SAMANTHA, (Sam) who is eight, the serious one. The
big brown eyes presiding in the m ddle belong to JORDAN, a
nei ghbor’s child. She's four, and small for her age.

EXT. SARA’S HOUSE - DRI VEWAY - DAY

The garage door rolls up as the Volvo eases into the
driveway past a faded |ight blue pick-up truck..

A hand pai nted sign surrounded by bright yell ow daffodils
reads: “FORGET THE DOG BEWARE OF Kl DS.”

| NT. SARA'S HOUSE - DI NNI NG ROOM KI TCHEN - DAY

A cluttered but clean two-story toy central. Seen through
t he wi ndows, the backyard is beautifully |andscaped. The
focal point is a unique hand crafted wooden swi ng set.

On a mssion, the three girls race through the house and
into the kitchen (two household fire extinguishers can be
seen),to find Dean (looking a | ot better) preparing dinner.
Sam t akes the | ead and skids into her Uncle's arnms.

DEAN
There’ s my angel s.

Jordan is in awe of Dean. Dean hugs and plants a big snmooch
on Samant ha. She beans “Nice try loser,” at her sister.

Al VEE
Uncl e Dean.

DEAN
Ni ece, Ai nee.



Al VEE
(needl i ng Samant ha)
You said the sane actor played Belle
in "Beauty and the Beast"” and Ari el
in "The Little Mermaid"; she just
changed her hair col or?

Dean affectionately scoops up and cradl es Ai nee.

DEAN
Sure did.

Aimee points the tip of her tiny tongue at her big sister.
Dean snips Ainee’'s tongue with his fingers and sets her
down. Ai nee el bows her Uncl e.

SAMANTHA
They’re not actors, they're cartoon
characters; they're not real.

Bogged down with groceries, Sara bangs her way to the
ki tchen. Dean and Ainee glare at Sam as though she's wacky.
Ai mee scoops a fist full of peanut M&Ws from a candy di sh.

SARA
Hey, hey, candy’s not an appeti zer.

Ai mee drops all but one, which she pops in her nouth.

Al VEE
(too innocently)
Mom how cone it doesn't snel
li ke this when you cook?

Sara makes a face.

DEAN
(to Sara, Re: to Jordan)
You’ ve been busy?

Eyes bashful, Jordan’s thrilled that Dean noticed her.

Al VEE
This is Jordan, Uncle Dean. She gets
to spend the night. Right MonfP

SARA
Of course, ny youngest darling.
(to Dean, partially nouthing)
Her parents want some “al one” tine.

O. S. The doorbell rings. Panic flickers in Dean’s eyes. Sara
bounces teasing eyebrows at Dean, as she bounds with a
childlike sense of fun for the door



Trying not to | ook nervous, Dean nervously busies hinself...

JORDAN
(to Dean, inportantly)
| asked my mom for a baby sister.

SAMANTHA
Why ?

Ai mee hol ds her tummy and nocks | aughter. Defl ated, Sara
reappears with a friend of theirs, DALE. Md-twenties and a
little plunp. He’'s very confortable with hinsel f.(Except
around Sar a)

Dal e’s holding a wapped gift and a bottle of w ne.
Dean’s not nervous anynore... Ainee tries to snag the gift.

Al VEE
Shoul dn’t have.

But Dale's faster, and taller.

DALE
What a pickle, | didn't.

Bl i ndsi di ng Dal e, Samant ha swoops in and grabs the gift.

SAMANTHA
Yes you did.

The sisters make m nce nmeat out of the w apping paper.

Al VEE
Qut of all the nmen chasing Mom we
i ke you best.

DALE
And you throw like a girl.

Al VEE
That’s your idea of witty banter.
(synpat heti c)
You’'re so injudicious.

Jordan nods in conplete agreenment. Dale’s in no hurry to
respond. Sara shoots Ainee a “Cool your jets” |ook as the
sisters pull a wooden bucket fromthe gift box.

Al VEE
What ? Were bonding. He’s my worl d.

SARA
ChnyGod, an ice cream nmachine.



Sara falls to her knees with the gift. Samantha and Ai nee
| ook |i ke sad-face buttons. Dale flashes Dean, “Thanks for
the tip.” Dean slides his finger against his nose.

Cbvi ously di sappoi nted, Samantha gets up and lets the
wr appi ng paper drop from her hands, as she heads upstairs
with (future ballerina) a spin.

SAMANTHA
Someone tell Momthere's plenty of
ice creamin the freezer.

Dal e tears off sone French bread, dips it in the spaghetti
sauce, and it’s in his nmouth with a, “Not bad,” |ook. Sara’s
poring over the ice creaminstructions. Dean resumnes
preparing dinner. Dale’'s already eyeing seconds.

DALE
Wor ked out ny diet problem

DEAN
By avoi ding sugar, fatty foods.
Eating lots of veggies, especially
t he green ones.

DALE
Nope, bigger pants.
(a sinking feeling)

Li sten Dean... Seenms all she has
time for these days is the magazi ne.
Sorry... Her loss... Dean, what'’s

i nj udi ci ous nean?

Setting the ice cream nmachine on the counter, Sara | ooks at
it as if it were a large stuffed aninmal, she’d just won at a
carnival. Searching kitchen drawers for a corkscrew, Dale
comes across a stun gun.

SARA
(avoi ding the children’s
ears)
That’ s ny ball -zapper.

DEAN
(to Ai nee and Jordan)
So | adi es, what about a cooking
| esson?

Jordan’s eyes dilate with a BIG “Yes.”

Al VEE
Nah, | want to be |like Mm



Sara tilts a heart-felt proud-nomsmle toward Ainee.
Aimee smles back a perfect smle.

JORDAN
(to Dean, inportantly)
My nmom has eyes in the back of her
head.

Al VEE

(rocking on tippy-toes)
Come on Uncl e Dean. Please, please,
pl ease. W want to go play on the
swi ngs. You know you're ny favorite
Uncl e.

(gazing at the sw ngs,

with a gusty sigh)
Anyt hi ng sadder than enpty sw ngs.

Eyes synpathetic, plotting her escape, Ainee turns to see if
Dean’s falling for it. Dean squishes his face and (like a
little kid) rocks his head, nocking he’s mad as heck.

Pul i ng Jordan, grabbing a couple of cookies, opening the
gl ass door, Ainee sticks her tongue out, bows, and is gone.

Dal e takes (a tug-of-war ensues) a vegetable platter that
Dean is working on, and shyly formal, offers it to Sara.

DALE
adive?

Sara beans. ..

EXT. BACKYARD - PATI O - SAME
Basket bal | hoop. Barbecue. Industrial fire extinguisher.

JORDAN
(goo-goo eyes at Dean)
| see why he's your favorite Uncle.

Al VEE
(giving Jordan a cookie)
He's ny only Uncle.

EXT. BACKYARD - LATER THAT NI GHT
Seen through the windows, Dale and the children pl
[

pi ggyback. The scul ptured | andscape and festive |
make for a one-of-a-kind backyard...

ay
ghti ng



10.

HAND CRAFTED WOODEN SW NG SET

Sara and Dean gently sway back and forth. Sara smles up at
the great big round noon.

DEAN
Anyone you want to talk to?

They share a rel axed chuckle. Dean turns nel ancholy. ..
Sara notices. They continue swinging in silence. Then:

SARA
: Try not to fall in love with
soneone who ends up runni ng off
with the nei ghborhood 7-11 clerk..
He was an awfully cute 7-11 clerk.

Dean nods his agreenent.

DEAN
What about that Prince being
tortured by your girls?

SARA
Dal e? He's nice.
(wat chi ng Dean's reaction)
He's just so nmuch younger than ne.

DEAN
Not really.

SARA
You t hi nk?

DEAN

(super pl easant)
Besi des, you're very young | ooki ng.

SARA
(so believing him
Real |l y.

DEAN
Course it is kinda dark out here.

O.S. Frominside the house, fun nusic kicks in. Sara pops
from her swing and pushes Dean’s chest “Hel ping” himsw ng:

SARA
Course it’s kinda dark. How | ong
you been saving that?
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