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FADE | N:

LIGHTNING i | l um nates a stained-glass wi ndow as a CRASH OF THUNDER
rips through the air, reverberating loudly in a SUSTAI NED RUVBLE.

I NT. CHURCH - DAY

SHUTTERS CLATTER outside as THE W ND shakes the edifice with a
GQUSTY HOAL. The CONGREGATION stirs uneasily in their pews.

FATHER TI MMONS
(calm assuring presence)
| guess even the Al mghty wakes up on the
wong side of the bed fromtinme to tine.
Fear not, ny good people. Fear not.

A powerful burst of air pushes open the church doors, startling
several churchgoers out of their seats. An USHER rushes to fig
the tenpest and with sonme nuscle |atches the doors shut.

_ ~ FATHER TI MVONS )
If you faint in the daY of adversity,
our strength is small! Proverbs 24:10.
he Word of the Lord. Let us pray.

ht

The congregati on kneel s.

In the back pew, OAMEN SHARP, 30s, gaunt, stern, adjusts his knee
pad, directing his six children to join him

CbeyinE their father, RACHEL, 10, M CHELLE, 9, THADEUS, 7, the
twins LILLIAN and JILLIAN, 5, clasp their hands and close their
eyes for prayer.

Unsupervi sed, the ¥oun9est Sharp, BABY SUSAN, 2, clinbs off the
pew and waddl es out into the aisle.

_ FATHER TI MVONS
Almghty God, to you all hearts are open
all desires known, and from you no
secrets are hid.

Thadeus el bows M chelle, who returns an el bow of her own. Rache
“shhhs” them The twins giggle. Omen snaps his fingers at al
of themto behave.

FATHER TI MVONS

Cl eanse the thoughts of our hearts by t he
inspiration of your Holy Spirit, that we
may perfectly |love you, and worthily
magni fy your holy me. Through Chri st

our Lord.

CONGREGATI ON
Anen.

The congregation returns to their seats.

Lillian and Jillian notice Susan playful

I 'y bouncing from one pew
to the next. Ownen | eans over to the tw ns:



OVEN
(forceful whisper)
Get your sister back in her seat.

An ACOLYTE enters the altar fromthe sacristy door, hands Father
Ti mons a note. Unfolding the note, the priest reads to hinself.

HANDWRI TTEN NOTE: TORNADO WATCH UPGRADED TO TORNADO WARNI NG
Fat her Ti mmons | ooks out at his congregation.

They sit rapt in attention, seemngly unconcerned with the storm
brew ng out si de.

Fat her Timons crunples the note in his hand.

FATHER TI MMONS
Today’ s | esson conmes fromthe Book of
Act s, Chapter

Lillian and Jillian slide to the end of their pew as the
congregation opens their Bibles.
LI LLI AN
Susan... Susan...

A few churchgoers smle with delight as Susan wanders past them

_ FATHER TI MVONS
True mracles are created_bY men when
they use the courage and intelligence
that God gave them

JILLI AN
Susan. . . !

Susan gl ances back at her sisters.

FATHER TI MMONS )
Words penned by the French playw i ght
Jean Anouil h. “~What exactly was Anouil h
saying? Mracles are created by man? |Is
it possible that You or I could actually
performmracl es?!

LI LLI AN
Susan, cone here...

FATHER TI MVONS
One day Peter and John were goi ng UR to
the tenple at the hour of prayer, the
ni nt h hour.

Jillian waves wildly for Susan to conme to them

FATHER TI MMONS
And a man lanme frombirth daily sat at
t he ?ate of this tenmple which is called
Beautiful to ask alnms of those who
entered the tenple.



Susan giggles to herself as she heads back to her famly.

. FATHER TI MMONS )
Seeing Peter and John about to go into
the tenple, he asked for alnms. _And Peter
directed his gaze at him wth John, and
said, ‘Look at us.” And this |lanme nman
fixed his attention upon them expecting
to receive sonething.

A step away fromtheir pew, Susan’s attention turns to the doors
of the church and the steady RATTLE OF I TS LATCH

~ FATHER TI MMONS
But Peter said, ‘Il have no silver and no
gold, but I give you what | do have; in the
name of Jesus Christ of Nazareth - wal k.

The RATTLE AND HUM | NCREASES as the storm gat hers outside.
Susan stares at the shaking doors, transfixed.

~ FATHER TI MVONS
And he took himby the right hand and
rai sed himup; and imediately his feet
and ankl es were nade strong! "~ And | eaping
up, he stood and wal ked and entered the
tenple with them wal king and | eapi ng and
praising God! It was a mraclel

Rachel tugs on her father’s sleeve, points out Susan.

OVEN
Susan. Cone here, baby!

Susan’'s snmile fades as she turns her head to her father..

) FATHER TI MVONS (O S.)
A true mraclel

THE LATCH SNAPS -- THE HEAVY DOORS BURST OPEN AND ONE OF THE
DOORS TOPPLES OFF | TS HI NGES AND CRASHES DOWN ON BABY SUSAN!

LIGHTNING i | um nates the stained glass as THUNDER BELLOAS W TH
| NCREASI NG FURY.

FADE TO BLACK
SUPER - TI TLE OVER BLACK: BLACK- EYED SUSAN

~ WOWAN (O S.)
Are you | ooking for angel s?

I NT. Al RPLANE - DAY

CHANCE REVEI LLE ﬁazes out the wi ndow, his forehead pressed to the
gl ass, his thoughts lost in the clouds.

~ WOWAN (O S.)
Let ne know if you find any.



Chance turns to the sweet, saintly WOMAN sitting next to him
CHANCE .
I"’msorry, were you speaking to ne?

WOVAN
| asked you if you caught sight of any
angel s dancing on the cl ouds.

CHANCE
Oh. No, | guessed | m ssed them
_ WOVAN

Thi nk e SI||Y, go ahead, but_nY f at her
told ne when [ was a little girl that if

ou | ook hard enough you just m ght see
t he angels playing in the clouds. | guess
it was just his way of keeping ne calm
whil e flying.

_ CHANCE
Ch. Right.

The woman pulls out a small flask from her purse.

WOVAN
Now it takes nore than chubby little
cherubs to keep ne calm

She opens the flask and discreetly takes a sip.

WOVAN
My, where’s nK manners?!  Wul d you care
for alittle heavenly bliss?

CHANCE
No-no, |I'mfine, thanks.

WOVAN )
It’s skyway robbery those little bottles
they give you up here.
~(chuckles to herself)
Get it? Skyway robbery.

Ch

ance snles easK, revealing his natural charmas his dinples
i ght up his weather

ed face.

~ CHANCE
Yeah, | get it. That’'s a good one.

He turns back to his wi ndow, his dinples fading as he peers
downwar d.

CHANCE' S POV

The rural IandscaPe asses below, the land |ike a Patchmork qui |t
dlélged by property lines, each section a different hue of green
an r own.
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I NT. Al RPORT - DAY

TRI SH HARDY, smart and sexy, classic Howard Hawks, watches the
PASSENGERS depart the plane through the term nal w ndow.

Chance steps out of the plane, a |eather tote over his shoul der.
He makes his way down the stairs to the runway with his seatmate
right on his heels chewing his ear off with perpetual chatter.
The passengers spill into the small term nal. The chatterbox
puts a sock in it as Chance spots --

-- Trish | eaning aPainst the wi ndow with her arns fol ded coolly.
She flashes a devilish grin at him

WOVAN

Qooh, there’'s your angel. Toodles, M.

Revelill é, it was a pl easure.

The woman bl ends into the crowd as Chance steps up to Trish.

CHANCE

I’ m suddenly feeling warm and fuzzy al

over.

_ TRI SH
Is it me or the humdity?

| _CHANCE -
Oh, it'’s definitely....the humdity.
(smles) _
It’s good to see you, Trish.
Chance sticks out his hand for a shake.

TRI SH
Put that hand away and give ne a hug.

They enbrace warnmy then turn to wal k.

I NT. MERCEDES - DAY

Trish drives fast, stealing nervous glances at Chance. Qutside
the tinted windows, mles of farm and sprinkled with cows.

CHANCE
W really are in the mddl e of nowhere.

TRI SH
I like to think of it as the m ddl e of
sonewher e.

CHANCE

Sorry. Just not used to seeing so much
open’” space.

S TRIS_H(V.O.?J
M ssissippi to ne is the beauty spot of
creation, a dark, w de spacious |and that
you can breathe in.



