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The warm, inviting voice of a wise, friendly, old man sounds 
out in the darkness. 

LEROY (V.O.)
Pay attention. What is the   
meaning behind that phrase? Paying 
attention really isn't about paying 
anything. In fact, it's about 
giving...

(pause)

START: BEGINNING CREDITS

LEROY (V.O.) (CONT'D)
...giving attention to the things 
that matter most. Really, it's 
consciousness of the spirit to 
everything and everyone around us. 
On the day-to-day, many of us act 
in a state of almost 
unconsciousness. Always caught in 
the hustle-bustle-hurry.  

EXT. NYC SUBWAY STAIRWELL - MORNING

Floods of oblivious people rush right past a young mother 
struggling to carry a baby stroller down the steep subway 
stairs. A wristwatch ticks each second away.

CUT TO:

LEROY (V.O.) 
No time for a smile, handshake or a 
helping gesture. No way. Not a 
second. We are numb to those around 
us, paying no attention to one 
another.

CUT TO:

EXT. NYC STREET - MORNING

A STUDENT turns a crowded street corner, bumps into a hurried 
BUSINESS WOMAN and quickly apologizes.  The disgusted woman 
shamelessly gestures with her middle-finger.

CUT TO:

INT. NYC SUBWAY CAR - MORNING

Expressionless people inside a jam-packed subway car, avoid 
any form of acknowledging one another as they stand inches 
apart. 

(CONTINUED)



LEROY (V.O.)
(pause)

I was as guilty as the next, always 
rushing from here-to-there. Matter 
of fact, it was my job. "Under 12 
minutes or it's free, that's our 
guarantee." 

CUT TO:

INT. VAN - MORNING

The street light changes from red to green. Without 
hesitation, a impatient hand slams on the horn to hurry the 
drivers in front.

LEROY (V.O.)
I was in a hurry, and it was the 
hurrying that brought my life to a 
screeching halt. 

(pause)
I didn't pay attention.

FADE TO BLACK:
FADE IN:

EXT. LIBERTY HEIGHTS MARKET - MORNING

A pleasant morning at an open-air fresh produce market, a 
GROCERY STOCKER is busy stocking fresh fruit before the 
Sunday morning crowds pile in. Red apples, green apples, 
limes, lemons, and grapefruit - a painters palette full of 
bright colors in perfect order. A masterpiece. 

The Grocery Stocker stacks ripe oranges. The camera pulls 
back revealing a handwritten grocery sign. It reads, 
"Valencia Oranges - $2.99 Per Dozen."        

FADE TO BLACK:
TITLE UP: ORANGE
FADE IN: 

EXT. NEW YORK CITY CROSSWALK - DAY

CHLOE, early-thirties, attractive, a "hip-creative-type", 
stands pregnant on the curb of a bustling city street corner. 
The crosswalk sign flashes "Don't Walk, Don't Walk". The suns 
sharp glare reflects off shimmering traffic crawling bumper-
to-bumper. Deafening horns honk, tires screech, everybody is 
in a hurry.

2.
CONTINUED:

(CONTINUED)



A soft Hispanic voice struggling to be heard shouts from the 
the intersection. 

ISABELLA (O.S.)
Fresh ripe oranges, only $2.99 a 
dozen! 

Chloe spots ISABELLA, a meek, young Hispanic woman swallowed 
in a sea of traffic. Isabella pushes a rickety grocery cart 
full of oranges up and down an island road divider, shouting 
her plea. Not a soul is listening, except Chloe.   

Chloe attempts to step off the curb. Oddly, she cannot move a 
her legs, not a muscle.   

ISABELLA (CONT'D)
(desperate)

Ripe oranges!  Please somebody buy 
my oranges!

The crosswalk sign continues flashing "Don't Walk, Don't 
Walk". Chloe makes another attempt to step off of the curb. 
Still, her legs remain motionless, stiff, paralyzed, cemented 
into the street corner. Isabella catches Chloe's eye. 

ISABELLA (CONT'D)
Please, please buy my oranges! I 
need to sell these oranges. 

Finally Chloe is able to awkwardly throw one foot off the 
curb and clumsily step into the busy intersection. A noisy, 
rusted, tow-truck nearly strikes Chloe as she carefully 
navigates the traffic-congested crosswalk towards Isabella.    

CUT TO:

EXT. ISLAND ROAD DIVIDER - DAY

Chloe safely steps onto the island road divider next to 
Isabella.

CHLOE
I would like to buy your oranges. 
One dozen please.

Overjoyed, Isabella places the smooth, flawless, oranges into 
a plastic sack. As she places the final orange into Chloe's 
sack she notices an unsightly blemish. The twelfth orange has 
a large, ugly, brown scar encircled by several smaller 
pockmarks. Isabella gasps. 

3.
CONTINUED:
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ISABELLA
(meekly)

Oh my, I am so sorry, so sorry. 
This orange is no good. Please 
forgive. I grab you another. A 
better orange. A more beautiful 
orange. 

Isabella reaches into her shopping cart for another orange. 
Chloe abruptly stops Isabella, and takes the unsightly orange 
back.

CHLOE
(kindly)

It is fine. I am sure this orange 
is just as perfect as the others on 
the inside.   

ISABELLA
Oh no. Are you sure? But, this 
orange is not beautiful. I have 
better. Look, please.

Chloe smiles reassuringly, nods and gratefully hangs onto the  
blemished orange.

CHLOE
Thank you for the oranges.

Chloe smiles warmly and hands Isabella a twenty-dollar bill. 
Isabella fumbles through a worn, green fanny-pack for change. 
Cars pass on both sides of the road divider as Isabella 
counts out one-dollar bills. 

CHLOE (CONT'D)
Keep the change. It's yours. I 
don't need it.  

ISABELLA
(shocked)

What? No. I can't. You gave me 
twenty dollars. Oranges are only 
$2.99. Here, take your change 
please. 

Isabella extends a handful of dollar bills. Chloe refuses.

CHLOE
I insist. Please, keep it.  

4.
CONTINUED:

(CONTINUED)



ISABELLA
(with humility)

Oh thank you, thank you. Very kind. 
I am grateful for you. Thank you 
for buying my oranges today. 

Isabella and Chloe exchange smiles. Isabella's eyes lock on 
Chloe's pregnant stomach. 

ISABELLA (CONT'D)
Home is where the heart is. 

Chloe is puzzled. Isabella turns away. An alarming car horn 
sounds out.

CUT TO:

INT. NEW YORK CITY UPTOWN APARTMENT BEDROOM - MORNING

It's 6:00 am. An alarm clock buzz breaks the silence in the 
simple, urban-chic apartment. Chloe WAKES UP staring at the 
ceiling, smiling slightly, she silences the blaring alarm. 
She is beautiful, even at 6:00 am. Chloe wears a low-cut 
white tank-top revealing a realistic tatoo on the left-side 
of her chest. Left ventricle, left atrium, right ventricle, 
right atrium, Chloe's tattoo colorfully illustrates a 
detailed human heart. 

ZACK, handsome, early thirties, lies next to Chloe, messy-
haired and motionless. Chloe uses her two index fingers to 
shape the corners of Zack's mouth into a contrived morning 
smile. Zack lazily opens his eyes and Chloe squishes his lips 
together to make a silly face. Chloe laughs as she kisses him 
on his puckered-up lips. Zack smiles contently.

INT. NEW YORK CITY UPTOWN APARTMENT MAIN ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Chloe stands barefoot behind an easel still wearing the slept-
in tank-top. The sun's early morning rays warm the hardwood 
floors as Chloe paints on canvas with broad, angular, 
strokes.      

Groggily, Zack enters.

ZACK
(drowsy)

What time is it love?

CHLOE
Time for you to wake-up and go make 
us some breakfast.

5.
CONTINUED: (2)
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Zack squints his eyes in effort to focus on the wall clock.

ZACK
6:17? Too early for a Sunday morn.

CHLOE 
Sorry. Couldn't sleep. I had this 
dream. It was so real. I wanted to 
buy oranges from some Hispanic lady 
standing in the middle of a street.
But, I couldn't move my legs.    

ZACK
You couldn't walk, or what?

CHLOE
Have you ever had one of those 
dreams where someone is chasing you 
but you can't run? You can't get 
away. No matter how hard you try 
you can't move your legs. That's 
exactly what it was like. 

Chloe continues to paint.

CHLOE (CONT'D)
Every orange was perfect. Except 
one. The last orange was discolored 
and scarred. It had a large blemish 
with a distinct outline. Almost 
like the orange had a birth mark. 

ZACK
A dream about an orange with a 
birthmark. Weird. 

CHLOE 
What do you think it means?

ZACK 
Hmmm, I think it means... 

Zack winks at Chloe

ZACK (CONT'D)
(pause)

....it's time for me to go the 
market. If we can't sleep. Might as 
well eat. I'll snag some eggs and 
turkey bacon. We still have soy 
milk right? Anything else?

6.
CONTINUED:
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Chloe stops painting and quickly looks up from the canvas to 
engage eye contact just before Zack leaves.

CHLOE
One more thing--

ZACK
--Don't tell me. Let me guess.
Orange juice. You want some orange 
juice, right?

CHLOE
I was pregnant.

Zack stops dead in his tracks. 

CHLOE (CONT'D)
In my dream. Very pregnant. I can 
remember exactly how it felt. Belly 
and all. 

Zack's eyes widen. He can't hide his hopeful smile.

ZACK
You are dreaming.

Zack exits. Chloe's painting now reveals the abstract outline 
of a pregnant woman. 

CUT TO:

EXT. / INT. - SUNDAY MORNING MONTAGE  

SPLIT SCREEN BEGIN:

A perfect, lazy, Sunday morning. Zack exits his New York City 
apartment building. Chloe's eyes blink happily. She is in a 
delightful daze as she continues to paint.

LEROY (V.O.)
She was a dragon and he was a 
horse, as compatible as two signs 
can be. 

SUPER - TWO CHINESE ZODIAC SIGNS:  THE CHINESE ZODIAC SYMBOL 
OF A HORSE APPEARS ON ZACK'S HALF OF SCREEN. ANOTHER SYMBOL 
OF A DRAGON APPEARS ON CHLOE'S HALF OF THE SCREEN. BOTH SIGNS 
MERGE TOGETHER TO FORM A HEART.                      

7.
CONTINUED: (2)
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LEROY (V.O.) (CONT'D)
After working several years at a 
neighborhood Chinese joint, I most 
certainly can't tell you much about 
Chinese cooking. After all, I was a 
driver not a cook. However, I can 
tell you a great deal about Chinese 
Zodiac signs. Only because they 
were printed on every napkin I 
handed out. I must have handed out 
more than a million.   

SUPER - ALL CHINESE ZODIAC SIGNS: EACH CHINESE ZODIAC SYMBOL 
APPEARS AS EACH ANIMAL IS READ OFF.

LEROY (V.O.) (CONT'D)
The rooster, rat, snake, pig, ox, 
monkey, dog, tiger, rabbit, goat, 
and of course the dragon, and the 
horse. The whole lot of them.   
Tell you the truth, I really don't 
believe much of that nonsense.  
But, I must say that Zack and Chloe 
were a seemingly perfect couple.

Zack walks down the city sidewalk. He opens the taxi door for 
an elderly woman with her hands full of groceries.  

LEROY (V.O.) (CONT'D)
They were natural do-gooders.  
Always doing thoughtful things for 
each other and other people. Simply 
put, they paid attention to each 
other and to others around them. 
They were always giving.    

Zack approaches the market. Chloe puts the paintbrush down 
and stares at the canvas. 

LEROY (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Why not?  They had everything they 
wanted. Well, that is...except, one 
thing. The one thing they wanted 
most...

SPLIT SCREEN: END

CUT TO:

8.
CONTINUED:



EXT.  LIBERTY HEIGHTS MARKET - MORNING

Zack stands in the outdoor fruit and produce section of 
LIBERTY HEIGHTS MARKET. He places a few oranges into a 
plastic sack.

ZACK
(to himself)

Oranges. Might as well get a few.

CUT TO:

INT. LIBERTY HEIGHTS MARKET - MORNING

Zack walks down a small grocery aisle, awkwardly carrying a 
sack of oranges, a loaf of bread, and some turkey bacon. Left 
of the aisle, he notices a shelf full of pregnancy tests 
staring at him - taunting him. 

Zack gives the home pregnancy tests a second look. He backs 
up to stare-down the familiar assortment. Zack grabs an E.P.T 
Single-Stick home pregnancy test. 

ZACK
(to himself)

Ah, what the hell. What's one more.

CUT TO:

INT. LIBERTY HEIGHTS CHECKOUT COUNTER - MORNING

Just in time, Zack's grocery items spill onto the checkout 
counter. His eyes scan the magazine rack. He thumbs through 
the Sunday edition of the NEW YORK DAILY NEWS. His eyes 
fixate on an article in small print.  

Time slows down. The checkout stand slowly "beeeeeeeeeps". 
Zack's heart pounds through his chest as he reads the 
article. He shakes his head in disbelief. Utter disgust. An 
emotionless GROCERY WORKER dramatically scans each item for a 
woman standing in front of Zack. Silence drowns out every 
ambient noise. 

The eerie silence is once again overtaken by the ambient 
noises of the grocery market. He places the New York Daily 
News alongside his groceries. "Beep". The grocery worker 
scans the last item for the woman standing in front of Zack. 

GROCERY WORKER
(emotionless)

fifty-six dollars fifteen cents.

9.
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Zack observes the young Hispanic woman in line ahead of him. 
Two of her grocery bags contain basic grocery items; milk, 
bread, and potatoes. The other three plastic bags are filled 
with six-packs of cheap bear and a few bottles of hard 
alcohol. A parenting magazine lies on top.

The woman turns, reaches and hands-over her credit card. It 
is ISABELLA. She's very pregnant. Isabella stands petite, 
beautiful in her own sense, smiling politely. The Grocery 
Worker swipes Isabella's credit card... 

GROCERY WORKER (CONT'D)
Denied.

Isabella reaches for her check book.   

GROCERY WORKER (CONT'D)
(bluntly)

We don't take check.

ISABELLA
(surprised)

No? No check?

 GROCERY WORKER
No check. Cash and credit only.

ISABELLA 
Oh sorry, I don't have cash. 

The Grocery Worker shrugs unsympathetically.

ISABELLA (CONT'D)
Very Sorry. I will have to return 
again.

Zack blurts out.

ZACK
Here, let me take care of that.

Zack graciously hands over a hundred dollar bill.  The 
Grocery Worker is unsure. Isabella is shocked.

ISABELLA
What? Oh no!  Please.  Later I come 
back and pay with my money.  I come 
back. It's OK.  

Zack insists. The grocery worker places Zack's money into the 
cash register. 

10.
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GROCERY WORKER
Whatever.

Isabella is speechless. The grocery worker scans Zack's 
groceries. Isabella places her bags into a squeaky grocery 
cart. She smiles, appreciative.   

ZACK
I'm Zack.  How is it going?  

ISABELLA
I'm Isabella. I'm good.  

ZACK
Your pregnant. Very pregnant. When 
is the big day?

ISABELLA
(glowing)

Very, very, soon.   

Isabella places the last grocery bag into her cart. Zack and 
Isabella walk towards the exit. The wheels of the grocery 
cart rattle and shake, wobble and squeak. 

ISABELLA (CONT'D)
I would like to pay you. Please.

ZACK
No problemo, really. Don't worry 
about it.  What goes around comes 
around, right?

CUT TO:

EXT. LIBERTY HEIGHTS MARKET - MORNING

Zack and Isabella wave goodbye before heading in opposite 
directions. The camera follows Zack. 

LEROY (V.O.)
Giving and doing came natural to 
him. Zack acted from within, always 
paying attention to those around 
him. Never expecting anything in 
return. However, as they say, every 
action has it's...

(pause)
...reaction. 

Zack swings a sack full of groceries. 

11.
CONTINUED: (2)
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LEROY (V.O.)(CONT'D)
Each of us are affected by the 
desires, thoughts, or actions of 
others, and in turn... 

The camera turns around 180 degrees and catches up with 
Isabella. She pushes her squeaky cart down the bumpy, city 
sidewalk.

LEROY (V.O.) (CONT'D)
...we affect others for good or 
ill, whether we know it or not.
Life and it's consequences are 
essentially a chain of causation; 
not chance.  What you reap is what 
you sew, as the good book says.  

Isabella crosses 110th street and walks down a smaller side 
street, past an old catholic cathedral, into a seedy, gritty, 
Spanish Harlem neighborhood.  

LEROY (V.O.) (CONT'D)
No, I am not really a man of 
religion, but I do have my beliefs. 
See, you throw a pebble into a pond 
and you create ripples of energy. 
Ripples that transform into 
vibrations stretching out into 
infinity. Naturally, their is a 
corresponding reaction from 
everything affected by the 
spreading energy - cause and 
effect. Or, Karma.

CUT TO:

EXT. RUNDOWN APARTMENT BUILDING - MORNING

Isabella pushes her grocery cart up against a graffiti-
adorned brick wall, next to the rear stairwell entrance of a 
low-rent apartment building. Home sweet home.  

She grabs one grocery bag after another and carries the heavy 
load towards the stairwell entrance. Both arms are covered up 
to her elbows Clank, clank, clank, bottles of cheap alcohol 
clank together like a twisted and disturbing wind-chime. 

12.
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Acrobatically, she somehow manages to open the entrance door. 
One hand twists the tarnished metal doorknob, one foot 
quickly swings the heavy door open. Hurriedly, Isabella steps 
inside.  Bang! The metal door slams shut - a prison cell.

CUT TO:

INT. APARTMENT BUILDING STAIRWELL - MORNING

Darkness swallows the flickering stairwell lights. 
Fluorescent bulbs buzz loudly in desperate attempt to remain 
lit. The Light cannot fight off the darkness much longer.  
Isabella stands strong but out of breath. She gives a slow, 
tortured look up the stairwell. Six flights of stairs await 
her.    

CUT TO:

EXT. ISABELLA'S APARTMENT - MORNING 

Breathing heavily, Isabella finally reaches apartment 6A. She 
fumbles with the doorknob in attempt to be let in. The heavy 
groceries make it difficult to turn the doorknob far enough 
to loosen the latch. The door swings open, squeakily.

JESUS
(slur)

What the hell took you so long?

Isabella catches her breath. A wall of thick smoke welcomes 
her home. She coughs. Behind the smoke, sits Isabella's 
husband, JESUS,  in an old, yellow recliner chair. Face 
hidden, he puffs a cigarette. Bottles of alcohol are 
scattered on the floor near his feet. It's 10:20 am. Jesus is 
drunk. 

Isabella places the grocery sacks onto the kitchen counter. 
Jesus measuredly exhales a steady breath of cigarette smoke. 
Isabella coughs again. Hesitantly, Isabella speaks softly.

ISABELLA
All this smoke is not good for our 
baby's lungs.

Silence. Jesus sits forward. His face emerges from behind the 
smoke. He coughs sarcastically, mocking Isabella. 

JESUS
(erupts)

Our baby?! 

13.
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In a drunken huff, Jesus throws an empty bottle of cheap 
liquor across the room. Explosively, the bottle shatters 
against the brick wall near Isabella's head.  Jesus laughs. 
Isabella shudders with fear but tries not to show it.

ISABELLA
Please.

JESUS 
(angry sarcasm)

Our baby?  You know, funny thing 
is...

(pause)
I never remember deciding to have a 
baby.   

Jesus burps, takes another drink and nods his head.

JESUS (CONT'D)
Nope, I never asked for this baby.  
But, hell... 

Jesus points a cigarette stained finger at Isabella.  

JESUS (CONT'D)
...you are so damn stupid, you 
couldn't even remember to take your 
birth control.  If you ask me,  I 
don't want it. I don't want the 
baby. Bring me a bottle.  

Isabella grabs a grocery sack and walks towards Jesus. She 
trips over a bag of oranges and falls hard onto the hardwood 
floor. Thud. Her pregnant stomach hits the floor. Isabella 
moans. The contents of the sack spill onto the floor. Smash! 
A bottle of alcohol shatters. An orange slowly rolls towards 
the feet of Jesus.  

Jesus laughs. With one hand, he picks up the parenting 
magazine soaked by the split alcohol. He reads sarcastically 
from the cover, slurring.

   JESUS (CONT'D)
Little Lessons That Teach Big 
Values...

(pause)
You spend our hard earned money on 
this shit? How the hell do you 
think you can raise a kid? You 
can't do nothing right woman.  

14.
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On all fours, Isabella doesn't dare to look up at Jesus. She 
scrambles to gather up the spilt contents. Jesus grabs the 
orange lying near his feet and examines it. He runs his 
finger along the outline of the large, distinct, "birth-mark" 
blemish on the orange. It is the same blemished orange from 
Chloe's dream.  

JESUS (CONT'D)
You are worthless. Can't even buy a 
decent orange. Stupid bitch.

Jesus leans down and deliberately exhales a breath of 
cigarette smoke into Isabella's eyes. Angrily, he grabs 
Isabella's cheeks, stretches her lips and shoves the alcohol-
soaked magazine into her throat. Isabella winces, gags and  
chokes.  

JESUS (CONT'D)
(threatening)

Forget about being mom. Next time 
spend our money on food.

Isabella pulls the wadded magazine out of her mouth. She 
gasps for air and fearfully walks towards the front door.

JESUS (CONT'D)
Where the hell do you think you're 
going? 

ISABELLA
(softly)

Today is Sunday Jesus.

Dead Silence.

ISABELLA (CONT'D)
(hesitantly)

I am going to mass.

JESUS
Isabella, Isabella...

(pause)
God will not pay our rent next 
week. Get out and sell oranges.

ISABELLA
But, their will not be very much 
traffic today. We will not make 
much money. Today is Sunday.

15.
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JESUS
(threatening)

Pray to God that you sell those 
oranges...today.

Isabella picks up the sack of oranges and grabs the door-
knob. An orange flies across the room, hitting her in the 
face. Smack! The orange stings her right cheek. She stumbles 
backward.  

JESUS (CONT'D)
You forgot one.

Isabella picks up the blemished orange and escapes.

CUT TO:

INT. APARTMENT BUILDING STAIRWELL - MORNING

Isabella stares down the six flights of stairs. She glances 
at her pregnant stomach, swallows slowly and lifts her 
delicate chin. Weak and wavering, the stairwell makes her 
dizzy. Isabella takes a careful step down the first stair. 
One step at a time, just like life.  She can do it. 

No she can't. Isabella stops third step from the top.  A tear 
slides down her face. Unable to hold back any longer, her lip 
trembles slightly. She bites down on her tongue. Isabella is 
broken. Her knees buckle. She catches herself with the nearby 
handrail and slumps down onto the cold concrete step. 

Isabella's right arm remains outstretched, hand grasping the 
handrail above her head. Her beautiful face falls forward 
into her other hand. She begins to cry. Inch by inch, her 
right hand loses grasp of the handrail and falls lifelessly 
to her side. As she sits on the steps, Isabella looks up 
towards the heavens as if she is making her only plea. Her 
head falls into both hands. She sobs. Camera pulls slowly up 
above Isabella's Spanish Harlem apartment building.

LEROY (V.O.)
So, what goes around comes around 
right?  Wrong. Life had turned it’s 
back on Isabella. So it seemed 
anyway. An age old question, why do 
bad things happen to good people? I 
just don’t understand it. After 
all, Isabella never did no wrong. 
Never.  What did she do to deserve 
this pain and sorrow? 

(pause)
You can’t second guess life. 

16.
CONTINUED: (3)

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)



No sir. In actuality, life was 
paying special attention to 
Isabella and what she wanted most.

FADE TO: BLACK

FADE IN:

EXT. NYC STREET - MORNING

Isabella somberly pushes the wobbly-squeaky grocery cart down 
a New York City sidewalk. She struggles to push the cart over 
rough patches of concrete.  Oranges bounce and bobble within 
the cart. 

CUT TO:

EXT. NYC STREET CORNER - MORNING

Isabella stops on the corner of a less-than-busy city 
intersection, waiting for the light to turn. The cross walk 
sign flashes "Don't Walk, Don't Walk".  

The light changes. Isabella pushes the grocery cart across 
the street towards her storefront - a street divider 
positioned like an island in the middle of two large streets. 
Isabella pushes the cart up-over the curb, onto a patch of 
crunchy dead grass. 

She pulls out a handwritten sign reading "Oranges - $2.99 a 
dozen." Isabella paces the road divider, holding her 
cardboard plea for everyone to see.  

Isabella hear's a shrieking whistle. An arm waves from the 
driver's side window of a maroon Land Rover stopped at the 
intersection.   

DRIVER (O.S.)
Over here!  

Isabella waddles pregnantly to the driver's side of the Land 
Rover idling in the middle lane.  Inside sits THE DRIVER, a 
typical SOHO business man on his cell phone. Isabella smiles 
earnestly. The driver puts his cell phone down.

DRIVER (CONT'D)
I don't have all day senorita. Give 
me a dozen.  

Isabella counts out one dozen oranges, eagerly showing each 
orange for approval. The driver is impatient and annoyed as 
she shows him every single orange. 

17.
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Isabella hands over the twelfth orange without realizing it 
is the blemished orange.  The Driver grabs the blemished 
orange in disbelief.

DRIVER (CONT'D)
What the hell is this? Are you 
kidding me? Look at this thing...

He holds the orange up to Isabella's face, scolds her like a 
dog, and speaks condescendingly.  

DRIVER (CONT'D)
Malo. Muy Malo.

ISABELLA
(embarrassed)

Oh-oh. So sorry. Here, I give you 
another. More beautiful orange.

The light turns green. Traffic moves in all directions. 

DRIVER
I don't have time for this. Never 
mind. Take your oranges.

The driver hands Isabella the sack of oranges. He tosses the 
twelfth blemished orange out the car window, over Isabella's 
head. Isabella reaches to catch the orange flying just out of 
arms reach. The blemished orange falls onto the pavement, 
bounces once and rolls further away.  Isabella steps further 
into the road, bends down to grab the orange and is startled. 
Quickly, she glances over her right shoulder...

It's too late. The sound of car breaks and screeching tires 
scream out. A speeding, swerving automobile strikes Isabella. 
Thud! A sickening blow to the head. Her body smashes onto the 
pavement. 

Isabella lays expressionless, silent, broken, in the middle 
of the street. She holds the blemished orange. The smell of 
burnt brakes fills the air. The morbid silence is overtaken 
by distant sounds of people rushing to the scene.

LEROY (V.O.)
Just after 11:00 AM, on that Sunday 
morning, Isabella Reyna Espinosa's 
eyes remained closed forever. That 
same day, my eyes were opened.   
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A ambulance siren sounds out. Voices and approaching 
footsteps can be heard as several onlookers rush to 
Isabella's broken body.   

FADE TO: BLACK

FADE IN:        

INT. UPTOWN LOFT APARTMENT - MORNING

Zack places an empty glass of orange juice down on the 
counter. He puts the dirty dishes into the sink, and cleans 
up another satisfying Sunday morning breakfast. Chloe exits 
from the hallway bathroom, walking towards Zack.  Her bright 
beautiful face is hopeful, smiling and fun. 

Chloe reveals a pregnancy test in her hand. They stare at the 
pregnancy test with intent. Seconds seem like hours. Hearts 
pound. The pregnancy test reveals a "negative" symbol 
dreadfully fading in. A familiar pain. Hearts sink. Within 
fifteen seconds, their dreams fade away, again.    

Beat. 

Silence, except for the sound of a small, slow, drip from the 
faucet splashing quietly on a ceramic dish below. Finally, 
Chloe tries to make light of this all-to-familiar situation.  

CHLOE
(lightly)

Oh well honey.  I guess that means 
we have to keep practicing, right?

Flirtatiously, Chloe grabs Zack and pulls him close. 
Emotionless, he pulls away. Zack repetitively scrubs a dish 
that is already clean. 

ZACK
Yeah.

Beat.

ZACK (CONT'D)
Right.

CHLOE
Are you alright? What's wrong?  It 
was only a silly dream.

ZACK
Silly? Maybe you have forgotten. It 
is our only dream.
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CHLOE
C'mon, sweetheart. One day it will 
happen.

Zack erupts.

ZACK
Damnit Chloe we can't keep saying 
that! 

Chloe is shocked. 

ZACK (CONT'D)
One day, one day, one day...We 
don't know that.

Chloe tries to discharge the situation. 

CHLOE
Ok, calm down.

ZACK
(abruptly)

Have you ever thought that maybe 
that one day will never come? We 
have to except it. Do you 
understand?

Zack rushes over to the kitchen table and pulls out the NEW 
YORK DAILY NEWS. 

ZACK (CONT'D)
Let me show you something.

He quickly thumbs through the newspaper. 

ZACK (CONT'D)
(to himself)

9A, 9A, 9A
(pause)

Here it is. Look at this Chloe.

Zack points to the article. His finger almost breaks through 
the newspaper. In small black print, the article reads, "15 
YR. OLD GIRL ARRESTED FOR MURDER AFTER THROWING NEWBORN BABY 
IN MANHATTAN CITY DUMPSTER." Chloe is sickened. Zack paces 
the kitchen angrily, losing it.  

ZACK (CONT'D)
Thrown away like trash Chloe. 
Trash!
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CHLOE
Honey--

ZACK 
---In case you have forgotten, we 
have been trying to have a child 
for three-and-a-half years without 
a damn bit of luck Chloe. 

CHLOE
Calm down.

ZACK 
Calm Down?! Two weeks ago, some 
ungrateful 15-year-old gave birth 
to a baby with ease. Handed to her! 

(pause)
And what does she do? Well, she 
carefully wraps the baby up in a 
plastic garbage bag and throws it 
into a dumpster -- to rot and die, 
Chloe.  

Chloe can't take Zack's gruesome comments. She retreats to 
the bedroom. Zack follows close behind.  

CUT TO:

INT. ZACK AND CHLOE'S BEDROOM - MORNING

Chloe enters. Zack follows with no sign of giving up his 
angry rant.

ZACK 
Yeah, I know, it's shocking news, 
right Chloe? 

(pause)
Well, apparently not to everybody 
else. 

(pause)
This article didn't even make the 
front page. Hell, it was printed in 
small type, nine pages into the 
section.

Beat.

ZACK (CONT'D)
Do you know why? 

(pause)
Because this shit happens everyday, 
Chloe. 
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Zack looks Chloe in the eyes.

ZACK (CONT'D)
With no regard to life, a newborn 
baby boy is thrown into a dumpster 
like yesterday's newspaper.  

A lone tear slides down Zack's cheek, into his mouth slightly 
open from the shock, sadness, and pain that lies deep within 
his soul. He stands trembling. 

ZACK (CONT'D)
Why, Chloe?

Chloe pulls Zack close to her.

CHLOE 
Baby---

ZACK
---Lets face it Chloe. Maybe it's 
not in the cards.

Zack pulls away. More tears fall down his cheeks. He exits 
the bedroom, slamming the door. Chloe collapses on the bed, 
emotionally exhausted. She buries her head in her pillow, 
retracts her legs into the fetal position and begins to cry.

CHLOE
---I'm so sorry.

Chloe sobs. The camera pulls up above the contemporary 
headboards and slowly zooms towards a framed photograph 
hanging on the wall above the bed - a picture of Zack and 
Chloe holding each other. A memory of much happier times. 

LEROY (V.O.)
Zack and Chloe tried every possible 
method of bringing a child into 
their lives - en vitro, special 
vitamins, fertility drugs, adoption 
and even trips across the Mexican 
border to visit with a so-called 
fertilization specialist. Two of 
the most fitting and deserving 
parents and they kept coming up 
short.  

FADE TO: BLACK 

FADE IN:
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INT. ZACK AND CHLOE'S UPTOWN APARTMENT - EVENING

Zack and Chloe look at another failed, pregnancy test. The 
mood is sad. Zack angrily throws the pregnancy test against 
the wall. Emotions fly, Zack and Chloe argue. Mouths move as 
they shout blame, masking their pain with anger. No words are 
heard, as somber electronic music plays.

LEROY (V.O.)
Their love for each other was very 
strong, but I tell you what...this 
issue was really putting a strain 
on their marriage.  I could see it. 
I was close to them. 

FADE TO: BLACK

FADE IN:

INT. ZACK AND CHLOE'S UPTOWN APARTMENT - EVENING

Zack and Chloe sit silent, estranged, depressed at the dinner 
table. Something is missing.  Zack, glances towards two empty 
chairs at the dinner table.

FADE TO: BLACK

FADE IN:

EXT.  NYC STREET - EVENING

Carrying umbrellas, Zack and Chloe splash through street 
puddles during a torrential thunderstorm. A soaked mother 
shelters two shivering daughters. Zack and Chloe catch-up to 
give the family their umbrellas. 

LEROY (V.O.)
Yeah, life was thunderstorm raining 
down on Zack and Chloe. But, they 
kept on doing. Even if it was just 
the little things. They kept on 
paying attention to others. 

Zack and Chloe run laughing, splashing through huge puddles 
and flooded streets. Both are soaked to the bone but smiling. 

FADE TO: BLACK

FADE IN:
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INT.  DOCTORS OFFICE - LATE AFTERNOON

Zack and Chloe sit with disappointed faces. The Doctor 
stands, shaking his head. Zack and Chloe hold each other 
closely.

LEROY 
Everyday I saw them, I felt 
terrible.  A child could not 
possibly have more loving and 
caring parents. Why was life not 
paying attention to Zack and Chloe? 
I would have done anything to give 
them what they needed most. 

FADE TO: BLACK

Music slowly fades out. Dead silence.

LEROY 
Well, I guess...

(pauses)
fate saw it fit.

FADE TO: BLACK

FADE IN:

INT. CHINESE FOOD DELIVERY VAN - MORNING

LEROY, late 50's, African-American, warm and genuine, 
although very rushed and hurried. He drives a Chinese Food 
delivery van through the streets of New York City. The 
streets are less crowded than usual, giving Leroy excuse to 
step down further on the gas pedal. A traditional red, woven, 
Chinese tassel sways back and forth as Leroy speeds around a 
corner. 

A small tower of Chinese food cartons sit stacked on the 
passenger seat. In blocky red print, the cartons read "Lou 
Zhou's Chinese Chow". The cartons lean side-to-side as Leroy 
swerves through the city. He reaches over to brace the 
cartons just before they fall over. Time is running out. 
Stressed, Leroy races the clock. He vents.

LEROY
(to himself, sarcastic)

"Under 12 minutes or it's free, 
that's our guarantee" 

(pause)
Tell me, Mr. Lou Zhou, how did you 
come up with that brilliant idea!  
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Guaranteed delivery time in a city 
of crawling traffic and nine 
million people? Doesn't take a 
rocket scientist to know that ain't 
smart. Damn Chinaman.

Leroy exhales and glances down at his analog watch. Seconds 
tick.

LEROY (CONT'D)
Three minutes eleven seconds...

Leroy flies recklessly through the final intersection. He 
looks back to the road. A young woman is bent down in the 
middle of street. Leroy, slams on the brakes. Tires screech 
out in desperate warning. Startled, the woman turns around to 
face Leroy's speeding, reckless van heading straight towards 
her. It's Isabella and she is holding an orange.  

Time slows down to an agonizing crawl. Leroy does everything 
possible to maneuver out of her way.  It's too late.  Leroy's 
van slams into Isabella.  

CUT TO:

EXT. NYC STREET - MORNING

Panicked, Leroy jumps out of his van. He runs to Isabella's 
side. Isabella's broken body is stretched out, lying not far 
from the point of collision. She isn't moving. Leroy notices 
her pregnant stomach. His heart sinks. Leroy bends down close 
to Isabella and cradles her head. A feeling of complete 
agony, sorrow and helplessness rushes into his soul.

Isabella looks up into Leroy's eyes, blinking slowly. Leroy 
stares back sorrowfully. A small stream of blood trickles 
slowly out of Isabella's right ear and onto Leroy's thumb. 
Leroy yells frantically.   

LEROY
Oh no.  Please no!  God help us, 
please! Somebody help us! Please!

An ambulance hollers out in the distance.  Sounds of 
footsteps pound the pavement. Onlookers rush to the scene of 
the accident.

Isabella gently places one hand on her pregnant stomach. She 
looks into Leroy's eyes, smiling ever-so-slightly. Leroy 
begins to sob. He holds Isabella.

LEROY (CONT'D)
Hang on, please.  Hang on.
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ISABELLA
This orange...this orange

Isabella hands Leroy the blemished orange.  

ISABELLA (CONT'D)
It is perfect and 
beautiful...inside.

Leroy takes the orange. Isabella whispers her last breath. 

ISABELLA (CONT'D)
Home is where the heart is. 

Leroy buries his face in Isabella's thick, curly hair. He 
holds her close, sobbing.  The street is filled with the ear-
piercing sound of a nearby ambulance. It's too late. Isabella 
closes her eyes forever.

Two paramedics load Isabella's body onto a stretcher. Leroy 
stands up confused, in shock. Helpless, he watches and 
listens as the paramedics work in perfect unison.  A 
paramedic searches for a pulse.

PARAMEDIC #1
We have lost the mother.

PARAMEDIC #2 
The baby is not going to make it.

The paramedics load Isabella's body into the ambulance. Leroy 
stands in the middle of the street watching the ambulance 
pull away. His frame shakes with great sorrow and pain.   

FADE TO: BLACK

FADE IN:

SUPER: 7 DAYS LATER

INT. LEROY'S APARTMENT - AFTERNOON

Leroy lays in bed, a complete wreck, motionless. He stares at 
the ceiling, holding Isabella's blemished orange. The blinds 
are closed to keep the darkness in. Leroy, is frail, ragged 
and unshaven. The clock reads 1:32 PM. Leroy slowly walks 
towards the bathroom, a red shadow flashes against the wall. 
His answering machine blinks. He pushes the playback button.
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MESSAGE #1
Hey Leroy, it is Zack and Chloe, we 
have not seen you in a few days, 
Where are you? Call us back soon. 
We have some exciting news. Adios 
Amigo.

MESSAGE #2
Leroy, it's Zack again. What is 
going on? We knocked on your door 
and no answer. We are starting to 
get really concerned...

Leroy skips ahead to the next message.

MESSAGE #3
(heavy Chinese accent)

Hello. Hello. Leroy? It is Mr. Zhou 
from restaurant. I am sorry about 
accident. When you come back to 
work?  

Leroy angrily rips the answering machine from the wall. He 
throws it against the exposed brick. It breaks into pieces 
before falling to the floor.  

LEROY
(somberly, to himself)

I quit. Life.

CUT TO:

INT. LEROY'S BATHROOM - AFTERNOON

Grasping the orange, Leroy kneels down next to the toilet and 
looks up towards the heavens.

LEROY 
Dear God please...

Leroy's plea is interrupted as he begins to vomit into the 
toilet - again and again. The blemished orange slowly rolls 
across the bathroom floor

LEROY (V.O.) (CONT'D)
I could not get the strength to 
call the hospital and find out if 
the baby was alive or dead. I 
already knew more than I could live 
with. I killed a pregnant mother. 
Simply, because I was not paying 
attention that Sunday afternoon.  
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My spirit was dead, and I was just 
waiting for my body to follow. I 
wanted my heart to stop beating... 
then, maybe it would not hurt so 
bad.  

Leroy stops vomiting.

LEROY (CONT'D)
Please, the baby, please...

Leroy kneels next to the toilet in agony. Silence except for 
the remorseful sound of his tears falling into the toilet 
bowl water. Suddenly, the dreadful silence is broken. A baby 
softly cries out in the distance. Leroy, shakes his head in 
disbelief. 

The baby's crying gets louder and louder. He stands up and 
walks slowly towards his front door. Leroy exits, walking 
next door to his neighbors apartment. He puts his ear against 
the door, nothing. Complete silence. He is hearing things. 
Suddenly, a baby cries out again, louder then before.  

LEROY (V.O.) (CONT'D)
It was the voice of an angel crying 
out to me. 

Leroy knocks.

Beat.

The door swings open. Chloe holds a beautiful newborn 
Hispanic baby in her arms. Zack stands behind smiling as 
proud as only a father could. Leroy stares in disbelief as 
the baby continues to cry. Zack and Chloe are shocked to see 
Leroy in his condition. 

ZACK
Leroy! My goodness, what is wrong 
with you. Where have you been? Get 
in here. We have some news.  

CUT TO:

INT. UPTOWN LOFT APARTMENT - AFTERNOON

Zack and Leroy sit on the sofa near the window with Chloe 
standing nearby. Chloe hands the baby to Leroy.

ZACK
She's our angel, Leroy. Our 
beautiful angel. 
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Years of waiting, and finally-- the 
adoption agency calls and asks if 
we are ready to become proud 
parents. 

CHLOE
Her mother was killed tragically 
just days ago on 88th street. She 
was selling oranges and was hit by 
a car...  

LEROY
It was an accident.

Tears of joy begin to stream down Leroy's face. He is 
shocked.

LEROY (V.O.) (CONT'D)
A tragedy and a blessing. What had 
been the absolute worst week in my 
life, had been the happiest week 
for my close friends Zack, Chloe 
and now their newborn baby girl.   

Leroy holds the baby up. 

LEROY (CONT'D)
How are you ever going to decide on 
a name for such an angel?

FADE TO: BLACK

FADE IN:

INT. ZACK AND CHLOE'S BEDROOM - MORNING

SUPER: MONDAY MORNING - 6 YEARS LATER

Zack and Chloe's bedroom appears the same as it did six years 
prior. Except now, a new photo hangs above the headboards. 
Zack, Chloe and their young daughter, all together - smiling. 
The camera starts to pulls out from the photo.

Small pieces of brown curly hair bounce into the bottom of 
the frame. Bounce. Bounce. Bounce. The camera pulls out to 
reveal more bouncing, thick curly brown hair and the top of a 
child's forehead. Two beautiful brown eyes gleam with energy 
as they bounce into sight. The bed squeaks and the headboards 
rattle with each bounce.

It's Early - 6:33 am. In effort to rouse the two sleepy-
heads, the bright little girl jumps enthusiastically in 
between Zack and Chloe. A bundle of energy; a ball of joy.
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Valencia is 6 years old, Hispanic, and as beautiful as an 
angel.  Full of life and smiles, her thick, brown, curly hair 
seems to take on a life if its own as she bounces high into 
the air. She jumps up-and-down, up-and-down, floating above 
the bed, as if she has wings.    

Zack grabs Valencia's leg and wrestles her down onto the bed.  
The bedroom is filled with flying pillows, laughter, 
happiness and meaning. The camera pans away to reveal Chloe's 
painting - the same painting she began six-years earlier is 
now finished. Her work-or-art depicts a pregnant woman 
carrying an orange within her womb.   

FADE TO: BLACK

EXT. ZACK AND CHLOE'S APARTMENT - MORNING

Zack, Chloe, and six-year-old Valencia exit the apartment 
building and begin to walk down the bustling New York City 
street. 

CUT TO:

EXT. NEW YORK CITY STREET - MORNING

Valencia tosses a bright pink backpack at her father and runs 
off ahead to chase pigeons. Monday morning traffic is alive 
as usual. Everybody has someplace to be. 

CUT TO:

EXT. NEW YORK CITY INTERSECTION - MORNING 

Zack, Chloe and Valencia approach a busy intersection when a 
familiar face greets them.

LEROY 
Well good morning angel! 

Leroy tussles Valencia's thick curly hair and stands proud in 
a fluorescent orange uniform. He is the neighborhood crossing 
guard.  

LEROY (CONT'D)
How are you kiddo? Off to school 
are we?  

Zack pats Leroy on the back. They stand waiting at the busy 
intersection. Valencia smiles brightly and glances up at 
Leroy.
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VALENCIA
I bet I know something you don't 
know... 

(pause)
Do you know that my mom has a real 
tatoo?

LEROY
Sure do.  

VALENCIA
No you don't. What is it then?

LEROY
A real human heart.

Surprised, Valencia tries again to stump Leroy.

VALENCIA
Well, then, why?  Why does she have 
a tatoo of a human heart? 

Leroy fires back quickly.

LEROY
To remind you every time you see 
it, how much your mother loves you.

The light changes. Leroy raises the stop sign. Valencia is at 
Leroy's side as they begin to walk across the street.

VALENCIA
I bet you don't know what I was 
named after...

Leroy plays along.

LEROY
An angel?!  

VALENCIA
No!  That is my nickname. Not my 
real name!

Leroy laughs. He winks knowingly back at Zack and Chloe.

LEROY
Well...

(he thinks)
You got me. I guess I don't know 
then.  
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They reach the end of the crosswalk. Valencia hops 
enthusiastically onto the curb and runs off ahead. With a big 
smile painted across her face, she turns around and yells to 
Leroy... 

VALENCIA
I was named after an orange!

Zack, Chloe and Leroy stand together smiling, watching 
Valencia jump joyfully over sidewalk cracks. After a moment, 
Zack and Chloe continue walking on ahead. Leroy remains 
standing on the street corner smiling.

LEROY
(to himself)

Not just any orange kiddo...

CUT TO:

EXT. NEW YORK CITY CROSSWALK - MORNING

Morning regulars approach Leroy's crosswalk. A sharp suited-
businessman stands next to Leroy. A punk teen moves his head 
to the beat blasting from his iPod. Three backpack-wearing, 
children giggle as one child tries to shove a piece of grass 
up another's nose. 

LEROY (V.O.) 
After the accident, I never stepped 
foot into another automobile again.  
No sir. My own two feet carried me 
everywhere I needed to go. I quit 
working as a delivery driver for 
Lou Zhou's Chinese Chow. Come to 
think of it, I have not eaten a 
bite of Chinese food since.   

The traffic light changes. Leroy holds up his stop sign and 
begins a prideful stride across the busy intersection, 
escorting his small group.

LEROY (V.O.) (CONT'D)
I was lucky to find a much more 
rewarding job. Sure, all I do is 
put on an orange uniform, hold up a 
stop sign and walk people across 
the street. But, to me, it is more.  
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See, every day I feel a little 
piece of redemption as I help 
Valencia and her beautiful family 
safely cross the street.    

CUT TO:

EXT. NEW YORK CITY STREET - MORNING

BEGIN SPLIT SCREEN:

On one side of the screen, Leroy stands on the street corner 
of the busy intersection watching traffic pass in all 
directions. On the other side of the screen, we see Zack, 
Chloe, and Valencia on their morning stroll to school. 

LEROY (V.O.) 
Yeah, I still feel great remorse 
and responsibility for the 
accident.  Nothing will ever take 
that pain away. 

Leroy looks up above the tall New York City skyscrapers and 
into the heavens. Zack chases down Valencia and throws her 
over his shoulder. Valencia's thick curly hair bounces with 
life as Zack gallops like a clumsy horse. Chloe laughs.

LEROY  (V.O.) (CONT'D)
But, my spirit moves me to believe 
that Valencia's mother is smiling 
down from above, grateful that her 
little angel is being reared in a 
household of love. After all, isn't 
that every mother's wish... 

Leroy adjusts the Velcro on his fluorescent orange safety 
vest. Valencia's arms flail as Zack continues to carry her 
over his shoulder. 

LEROY (V.O.) (CONT'D)
...to give their child more.

Zack tickles Valencia's ribs. She screams, reaching for her 
mother in "rescue-me-fashion". Chloe squeezes Valencia up 
against her bosom and pushes down Valencia's thick curly 
hair. She kisses Valencia sweetly on the top of her head. 
Valencia's face rests next to her mother's tattoo; a colorful 
depiction of a real human heart. 

CHLOE
I love you Valencia.
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VALENCIA
I love you more, mommy.

LEROY (V.O.) 
For Valencia, home is where the 
heart is. 

Leroy helps another group of people safely cross the street. 
Chloe whispers something into Valencia's ear just before 
putting her down. Valencia smiles ear-to-ear, laughs and 
points at an older woman walking a Chihuahua that is wearing 
a fuzzy, pink, sweater. Zack puts his arm around his loving 
wife as they continue their morning stroll.

They approach their favorite city market. A large outdoor 
painted brick wall reveals depictions of fresh produce. 
Lettuce, tomatoes, artichokes, stalks of celery. The words 
FRESH PRODUCE - LIBERTY HEIGHTS MARKET are painted colorfully 
on the brick wall.  

LEROY (V.O.) (CONT'D)
For each of us, life starts out as 
an empty canvas. Then, through our 
experiences life becomes a colorful 
painting. Each unique color joins 
together to form a bigger picture 
and a more meaningful purpose - a 
masterpiece. 

END SPLIT SCREEN.   

CUT TO:

EXT.  LIBERTY HEIGHTS MARKET - MORNING

Zack, Chloe and Valencia lift their noses in delight as they 
walk by LIBERTY HEIGHTS MARKET. Freshly baked french bread is 
being delivered from a local bakery. They peer into the 
market as they walk past. 

LEROY (V.O.) 
Truly, what goes around comes 
around. Yeah, you could call it 
consciousness of the spirit, or 
karma, I guess. But, more simply, 
it's giving attention to the little 
things that matter most.

(pause)
Paying attention...to life.

CUT TO:
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EXT. NEW YORK CITY CROSSWALK - MORNING

Leroy holds up his stop sign with a warm, heartfelt smile.

CUT TO:

I/E.  LIBERTY HEIGHTS MARKET - MORNING

Slowly we turn away from Zack, Chloe and Valencia and enter 
into LIBERTY HEIGHTS MARKET.  The camera pans across the 
colorful fruit stand until...

a small handwritten grocery sign comes into focus. It reads, 
"Valencia Oranges - $2.99 Per Dozen."

FADE TO: BLACK

THE END
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