Fade i n:
Int: Kitchen - 1 AM Ni ght

Monmma Marguerrete, sitting across from her daughter in a
[ight blue robe, stirs tiny white marshmallows in a cup of
hot chocol ate. Hope, in cartoon plastered paj anmas, watches
each and every piece of gooey goodness swirl |ike stars in
the m | ky way gal axy. Her eyes are |ocked on the white nug
fearl essly. She begins leaning in as nmuch as an 8-year-old
can on a tall wooden chair to snmell the cocoa. She sm | es,
kicks the air, and tightens her grip on the tabletop in
excitenment. Each conpleted swirl creates a tiny ding of noise
as the spoon hits the inside of the ceram c cup. A stovetop
clock to the left side of the table illum nates the cranped
kitchen with a faint green glow. They both know they are not
to turn on the kitchen |ight.

- 1: 02 AM -

Monma stirs slowy, casting her eyes at what she can see of
Hope and back down to the white rmnug.

Di ng
D ng
D ng
MOMVA MARGUERI TE
(whi spers) 'Ope, you know this has to
be the last tinme alright.
D ng
Di ng
D ng

HOPE
(whi spers and gi ggl es) Yes, M.

Hope kicks the air a little. She imagi nes her nonmls beautiful
creany beautiful brown face | ooking down at her smling with
open arns. She inagines the taste of the marshmal | ows and hot
chocol at e doi ng junpi ng jacks across her teeth while she
dances to express her happi ness. Hope | ooks at nothing el se
but the flecks of green Iight bouncing off of the white nug.
Her excitenment is that of an eagle in a cage.



MOVWWA MARGUERI TE
(whi spers while |ooking directly at
Hope) Hot cocoa is expensive. But,
once | get that job at Rochester's,
you know... Things wi |l change.

D ng
D ng
MOVWWA MARGUERI TE
(whi spering) You believe ne, right?
Hope does not | ook at her nother.

HOPE
(whi spers, half paying attention) Yes,
Monma. Can | pl ease..

D ng
MOVWA MARGUERI TE
(whi spers) W do our best for you
Hope. You know t his.
D ng

MOVWA MARGUERI TE
(in a stern whisper) Do you hear ne?

Hope kicks as fast as she can in the air, smling as w de as
possi bl e. Her body twitches slightly as she senses a change
in Momma's tone but remains all consumed by her inagination.
Monma | ets go of the spoon and stops swirling.

HOPE
(giggles at a normal vol une)

| medi ately, Monma grabs both of Hope's |egs as she kicks
brazenly under the table with one hand and in the other
covers Hope's nouth. She waits, |ooks up to the ceiling
above, and |istens.

Deaf ening Sil ence

MOVWA MARGUERI TE
(in an angered pl eadi ng whi sper) Wat
did 1 tell you before we cane down
here? | said, if you aren't quiet you
woul dn't get your damm drink. You be
quiet now If you aren't, I'Il make



you wi sh you hadn't wakened up from
t hat dream

Monma coul d not see Hope's face well in the dimlight, but
her hands tell her what she needs to know. Hope is both tense
and rel axed, enotionally constricted but physically | oose.

Her brown soft skin shivers slightly in sharp fear. Moma

| oosens her left hand off of Hope's legs slowy, finger by
finger. On her right hand, Morma can feel a liquid pooling on
her hand by the side of her pinky. She lets go of Hope's

nmout h.

- 1:22pm -

MOVWA MARGUERI TE
(whi spers in a nore neutral tone)
Breathe. You are fine. Wpe your face.
Stay. Quiet.

Hope nods as hard as she can, forcing the cool air around
Monma to respond to her. She did as she was told and w ped
her face. Her chair creaks a little as she stains her pajanas
wWth tears and sits up. Momma | ooks back down at the drink,
barely making its shape out. Even after all the jostling, it
remai ned untouched. She lifts the hot chocol ate, renoves the
spoon, leaves it on the table, blows into the nug, and pl aces
it softly as close to Hope as she can nanage.

MOVWA MARGUERI TE
(whi spering in a sweeter tone) Drink.

The two both wait for sonmething to happen for a few seconds.
Hope does not hing, despite her nother's comrand. Hope then
begins to play with her hands and shift squeam shly.

MOWA MARGUERI TE
(whi spering) Hope?

Hope curls up onto a ball on the chair, holding her |egs
where Momma had touched as tightly as her eight-year-old arns
manage. As she lifts her legs onto the chair, the dimgreen
[ight of the stovetop clock illumnated | arge handprints
coul d be seen across her ragged | egs. They were | arger than
Monma' s and had seem ngly been | ayered over nultiple tines by
di fferent hands. Hope buries her face into her chest
protected by her legs. Although the full extent of the scars
on Hope's | egs could not be seen, Momma renenbers then that
she scared Hope nore than she intended to. She | ooks away at
the clock to not let this wave of enotion hit her as it

al ways had before.



- 1:42 -

Monma breathes a silent breath, restoring her resolve. She
turns back to her daughter and waits for a nonent. She

tw tches and sl oWy pushes her chair back. No noise yet had
been made in the near pitch-black room Mnmma turns to her
cabi nets. Al though they could not be seen, Mnma wal ked
toward and reached for the white handle. She pulls and
reaches inside to reveal a small cigarette lighter and a
votive candle. Monma turns back around to | ook at Hope. She
then wal ks past the table, dodging creaky floor tiles, shoes,
and newspapers. Momma's faded blue slippers allowed her to be
as quiet as a bunny hiding froma wlf. She kneels to the
right of Hope, lights the votive, places it on the table, and
| ooks at her daughter.

MOMVA MARGUERI TE
(whi spering into Hope's ear) Baby, no
one is going to hurt you.

Hope remai ns unnoved.

MOVWWA MARGUERI TE
(whi spering into Hope's right ear)
Where in the world am | going to get
hope during dark days? There nust be
soneone that can help nme. Where is ny
one and only true | ove?

Hope lifts her head and turns to Monma. She was biting her
lip. Her face was dry and her deep wal nut eyes shi mmer ed.

HOPE
(whi spering) Ri ght here.

Monmma smi | es.

MOMVA MARGUERI TE
(whi spering) On ny! There you are.
| ooked everywhere. My heart was gone.
Where did you go?

HOPE
(whi spering and giggles slightly) I
was right here the whole tine.

MOMVA MARGUERI TE
(whi spering) No! Wait... Were did you
go? Did | | ose you agai n?!

Hope gi ggl es again. She grabs her nother's face.



HOPE
(whi spers as loud as she can) |I'm
right here Momma! Can't you see ne?

MOMVA MARGUERI TE
(gasps quietly and whispers) There you
are!

Monma enbraces her daughter. Hope clenches onto the back of
her nother's | ong robe.

MOVVA MARGUERI TE
(whi spers into Hope's left ear)
Prom se you won't run away agai n? How
can | live without ny heart?

HOPE
(whi spers) okay, Moma.

Monma pi cks up the hot chocolate fromthe table, again
denonstrating her night vision.

MOMVA MARGUERI TE
(whi spers) Sure snells delicious.

Hope snells the chocol ate. She grabs the mug from her nother.
For the first time that night, Hope notices all of the new
creases and slight scars on the face of her nother. She
didn't care, she was still as beautiful as she had al ways
been. Hope takes a sip. She then lets go of the nug, gasping
as if she were a dog who had just run 5 mles. Monma attenpts
to catch the mug to get nothing but burned at the extrenely
hot cocoa.

Cr ash.
Si | ence.
Si | ence.

Momrma | ooks at Hope, she does not renmark about her hands. She
| ooks up and |i stens.

Footsteps slowy shift the fl oor above.

MOMVA MARGUERI TE
Hi de.
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