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(CONTINUED)

FADE IN. 

INT. NURSING HOME - VITO'S ROOM - MORNING

VITO VELAZQUEZ looks in the mirror and buttons up his
shirt. He is tall, elderly, and Hispanic. He tucks his
shirt into his khakis and pauses to look at himself. He
leaves the bedroom and grabs his room key, which is
attached to a stretchy bracelet, off the counter by the
door.

INT. NURSING HOME - HALLWAY - CONT'D 

Vito walks slowly down the hall toward the main lobby of
the nursing home. 

INT. SYCAMORE HILLS - LOBBY - CONT'D 

He picks a flowery chair that has a clear view of the front
door so he can see when his church shuttle arrives. A
letterboard near the front door lists the arrival times for
the different church shuttles. The first time listed on the
board is 8:00. The clock above the sign says 7:40. There
are only two other people sitting in the lobby. One of
them, MARY, smiles softly at Vito as he enters. 

More residents file in to the lobby. His across-the-hall
neighbor, PAULA, touches him on the arm as she walks past
him.

PAULA
Good morning.

She is short and frail. Vito almost has to look down to
smile back at her. 

EXT. SYCAMORE HILLS

The shuttle to Saint Joseph's arrives outside the front
door. Vito is the only one that gets on this bus. 

EXT. THE FRONT OF SAINT JOSEPH'S CHURCH

Vito slowly walks off the shuttle bus. He smiles softly. 

INT. THE FOYER OF SAINT JOSEPH'S CHURCH
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(CONTINUED)

People are gathered in large groups all around the dingy
foyer. The cracked paint on the walls is partially covered
by photos of the Virgin Mary and Saint Joseph. LAUGHTER and
LOUD VOICES fill the room. A man named JAVIER shuffles over
to Vito, near the entrance to the sanctuary. Javier
jokingly hits Vito in the butt with his cane.

 JAVIER
Hola compa. 

VITO
(laughing)

Eres un viejo loco.

INT. THE CHURCH SANCTUARY

Vito and Javier sit together in the middle of the pew. They
continue LAUGHING and TALKING as a few more men file into
the pew with them. ORGAN MUSIC begins playing in the
background. 
 

CUT TO:

INT. NOON IN THE CHURCH BASEMENT

The churchgoers all sit around circular, white, plastic
foliding tables. CHATTER is heard from all around the room.
Vito and Javier are sitting at a table with a few other
men, eating donuts and drinking coffee. Vito looks at his
watch. 

JAVIER
(fake sighing)

¿Ya es la hora? Gracias a Dios. 

Vito gets up from the table.

VITO
(fake laughing)

Sí. Hasta el próximo domingo. Chao
muchachos. 

Vito leaves the basement and walks up the stairs one-by-
one. The shuttle is waiting for him when he gets to the
front door. 

CUT TO:

INT. VITO'S ROOM - AFTERNOON
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(CONTINUED)

Vito is now wearing his signature faded, light-wash jeans
and a t-shirt. He puts his khaki pants on a hanger and back
into the closet in his bedroom. He moves into his small,
plain living room and sits down on the couch. He turns the
TV on. The NEWS is playing in SPANISH with English
subtitles. He grabs his flip phone and glasses off the
sidetable and checks to see if he has any missed calls.
There is nothing new so he puts the phone down and watches
TV. A half hour or so passes and someone KNOCKS on his
door. The nurses always come in whether or not the
residents answer, so Vito waits. Sure enough, SARA enters.

SARA
(emphatically)

Hi Vito! How's your day been so
far?

VITO
(smiling and nodding)

Hello.

SARA
Well I brought you your meds. I'll
put them right here on the
counter, OK?

Vito waves his hand at her as if to say OK. 

SARA (CONT'D)
Alright I'll check up on you
later. Don't forget to go to
dinner tonight!

She leaves the room. Vito gets up and pours the dixie cup
of pills into his mouth and takes a gulp of water from a
glass that's been sitting on the counter. He returns to the
couch. He picks up the Spanish newspaper that's sitting
next to him and reads. 

Time passes as he relaxes. He looks up at the clock and it
is 3:30. He looks at the handwritten sticky note on the
table next to him. It says "breakfast 7-9 lunch 11-1 dinner
4-6." He gets up and stretches and puts on his slip-on
sandals. He leaves for dinner. 

INT. DINING ROOM
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(CONTINUED)

A few other residents are already seated. The tables are
round with light blue tablecloths and glass table toppers.
The wooden chairs are cushioned and designed for safety
rather than comfort. Vito picks an empty, four-person table
near the entrance and sits down, facing the handwritten
menu on the white board by the door. There are always three
entree options and two desserts. Vito squints at the board
for a few seconds, then looks back down at the table and
MUTTERS to himself. 

Vito fills his crystal goblet with water from the pitcher
on the table. His hand shakes slightly. Other residents
trickle in to the dining room. Mary looks right at him and
smiles. He smiles back. 

A server named KIERSTEN comes out of the kitchen and begins
taking orders. She has long, bright acrylic nails and
exaggerated eye liner. She comes to Vito's table. 

KIERSTEN
(slowly, like she's
taking to a child)

We've got pollo tonight, or pasta,
or hamburgers. And the usual
dessert.

Vito shrugs as if to say he doesn't care. 

KIERSTEN
Okay hun I'll just bring ya the
chicken.

Vito nods and she pats him on the shoulder. She takes a few
more orders, then disappears into the kitchen.

Kiersten returns with a plate of grilled chicken and
broccoli and a cup of red jello with whipped cream for
dessert. 

KIERSTEN
There ya go, sweetie. 

Vito chews his food thoroughly but as quickly as possible.

INT. SYCAMORE HILLS - HALLWAY

He leaves the dining room by himself, sneaking out with the
cup of jello. In the hallway, another man named LLOYD is
walking in the opposite direction of Vito, toward the
dining room. There are three or four rooms between the men.
Lloyd looks like he needs his diaper changed. He refuses to
make eye contact with Vito. Now they are only a few feet
apart. 
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(CONTINUED)

Suddenly, LLOYD TRIPS AND FALLS and HITS HIS HEAD hard on
the ground. Vito drops his cup of jello and freezes for a
moment out of shock. Lloyd is unconsicous on the ground,
laying on his side. Lloyd's polished wooden cane is on the
floor next to him. Jello is splattered on the floor and the
wall and on Vito's sandals. 

Vito walks quickly over to Lloyd and kneels down next to
him. He gently shakes Lloyd's shoulders. There is no one
else around. 

VITO
(looking down the hall)

Hello! Hello!

Vito sits with his feet underneath him. Lloyd wakes up and
blinks repeatedly. 

VITO
(leaning in)

OK señor? OK?

LLOYD
(pushing away from Vito)

Get away! What did you do to me?!

Lloyd weakly attempts to push himself up off the ground. 

Sara and ANOTHER NURSE see the two men from down the
hallway. They run towards them. 

SARA
What happened?! Lloyd can you hear
me?!

LLOYD
I was minding my own business and
next thing I know, this asshole
must've pushed me to the ground!

JENNI
Lloyd, please calm down, we need
to make sure you're not hurt.

Jenni attends to Lloyd while Sara helps Vito stand up.
She  

SARA
Are you OK?

Vito is silent. Sara stares at him. She grabs his elbow and
leads him back to his room. 

CUT TO:
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(CONTINUED)

INT. VITO'S ROOM - EVENING

Vito sits silently for a moment on his couch, in the same
spot as earlier. He turns to his right and picks up a
framed picture of his wife from the end table. He lays it
in his lap and looks down. A few tears fall onto the glass.
He leans to his side and falls asleep. 

CUT TO:

INT. VITO'S ROOM - LATE MORNING

Vito wakes up, still in his jeans and t-shirt. He winces as
he lifts himself up off the couch from the crouched
position he slept in. 

CUT TO:

INT. VITO'S BATHROOM

He shuffles into the bathroom, shaves his face, and combs
his hair. He puts on a clean t-shirt. 

CUT TO:

INT. VITO'S LIVING ROOM

He returns to the living room and puts the framed photo
back on its table. He picks up his cell phone and dials
LUCIA, one of his two daughters. 

LUCIA (O.S.)
(through the cell phone)

Hola. Estoy occupada ahora. Déjeme
un mensaje y responderé lo antes
posible. 

He closes the phone. He looks through the small cabinets
above his miniature kitchen. They're mostly empty. He picks
up the same glass of water from yesterday and returns to
the couch. 

SARA KNOCKS on the door and enters immediately. Without
looking at him, she quietly prepares his medications for
the day. She walks to the couch and hands Vito a cup of
pills and a glass of water. 
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(CONTINUED)

SARA
(pointing at herself,
then toward the hallway)

When you're done with that you
need to come with me to the
office. 

Vito swallows his pills. He hands Sara the two cups and
slips his feet into his sandals, which are waiting for him
in front of the couch. He gets up and stares at her with a
puzzled look on his face. She waves as if to say come on. 

CUT TO:

INT. SYCAMORE HILLS DIRECTOR'S OFFICE - A FEW MINUTES LATER

Lloyd, Jenni, and DIRECTOR  HELEN are waiting for them.
Director Helen is 50-something and wearing an all purple
pant suit. Her office is decorate with shades of lavendar
and lilac. On the wall are framed certificates awarding her
for meeting the company's sales goals. 

DIRECTOR HELEN 
Please sit down. 

DIRECTOR HELEN (CONT'D)
Mr. Velazquez, you've lived here
long enough to know that we do not
tolerate any form of bullying or
harassment. 

Vito sits silelently in the chair across from her desk.
Lloyd is sitting next to him. The nurses are standing off
to the side.

DIRECTOR HELEN (CONT'D)
Do you have an explanation for
this?

More silence.

DIRECTOR HELEN
Do you understand what I'm saying
Mr. Velazquez? We need to hear
your side of the story.

VITO
I don't know. I don't know.

LLOYD
(gesticulating)

This is bullshit! I want an
answer, Helen! I want an apology
out of him!
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(CONTINUED)

Sara and Jenni WHISPER to each other.

DIRECTOR HELEN
Lloyd, we're doing the best we
can. If we can't get this figured
out I assure you that further
disciplinary action will occur. 

LLOYD
(angrily, getting up out
of his chair)

This is an outrage!

Jenni pushes him back down into the chair. 

DIRECTOR HELEN
Sara, please escort Mr. Velazquez
back to his room.

INT. SYCAMORE HILLS - LOBBY

Vito and Sara leave the office and walk through the lobby.
Mary is sitting on a loveseat within earshot of the
director's office. She pretends to read a newspaper. 

INT. SYCAMORE HILLS - LOBBY (CONT'D)

Mary gets up and quietly follows the two back to Vito's
room. She is about 15 feet behind them. Vito enters his
room and Sara closes the door behind him. Mary waits for
Sara to walk downt the hallway. She opens Vito's door and
walks right in. 

INT. VITO'S ROOM

Vito turns around and stares at her.

MARY
Hola, may I sit down?

Vito motions toward the couch and Mary sits down. There is
a sandwich wrapped in a paper towel and a Spanish-English
dictionary sitting on the small shelf of her walker. 

VITO
I don't speak English.

MARY
Oh that's alright. Here, have a
sandwich. I haven't seen you in
the dining room at all today.
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(CONTINUED)

VITO
Gracias.

He takes the sandwich and sets it on the table next to the
photo of his wife. Mary picks up the dictionary and flips
through it, looking for a certain word. 

She holds the dictionary in her lap and points to the photo
of Vito's wife.

MARY
¿Tu esposa?

Vito smiles softly and a tear falls down his cheek. 

 
FADE OUT. 


