
11 11EXT. PARK PLAYGROUND - DAY

Long establishing shot of Joel walking up to a woman, 
possibly with a child. Barbara Jones, the mother of the child 
saved by the guardian angel performing a Heimlich Maneuver.

JOEL EVERETT
Hi, you must be Mrs. Jones?

BARBARA JONES
Yes, but please call me Barbara.

JOEL EVERETT
Of course.

BARBARA JONES
Have you had any luck finding him yet?

JOEL EVERETT
No but I’m hoping with your help we do 
find him soon.

BARBARA JONES
Oh my gosh I certainly hope so too.

Thinking she’s after the reward, Joel describes how the 
reward process works.

JOEL EVERETT
Yes, well the reward will be given 
once we find the guardian angel, that 
is, if in fact it is your information 
that leads us to him.

BARBARA JONES
Oh please, I don’t want a reward.

JOEL EVERETT
(Under his breath) My uncle will be so 
relived to hear that.

BARBARA JONES
What’s that?

JOEL EVERETT
Oh nothing, you were saying?

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 

BARBARA JONES
I’m not interested in a reward. I’d 
just like to be able to thank him 
myself and do something in return. I 
mean he saved my baby’s life.

JOEL EVERETT
I totally understand, I feel the same 
way. Would you mind telling me what 
happened.

BARBARA JONES
My son was not even ten feet away 
playing. I was talking to my husband 
on my phone, when I noticed the 
homeless guy. He was mostly looking 
through the garbage. And my first 
thought was, gross I just saw a lady 
put a dirty diaper in there.

JOEL EVERETT
Ugh, big phobia of parenthood.

BARBARA JONES
Yeah, then I kept kind of watching 
him. You know to make sure he wasn’t 
getting too close to any of the kids.

JOEL EVERETT
Understandable.

BARBARA JONES
Then I don’t know how or where, but my 
son must of found gum or candy 
somewhere on the playground. I heard 
him cough, then fall to the ground. 
(She starts to cry a bit).

JOEL EVERETT
(He hands her a tissue pack) Oh my 
that had to be so scary.

Barbara nods and wipes her nose then continues her story.

BARBARA JONES
I told my husband to call 9-1-1 as I 
ran to my baby. And just before I got 
there the homeless looking man swooped 
in and gave him the Heimlich with such 
precision.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 

JOEL EVERETT
Do you think it was luck or did he 
really seem like he knew what he was 
doing.

BARBARA JONES
It wasn’t luck. It was like he was a 
surgeon or EMS professional. Every 
move had a purpose that was effortless 
and he did it all so fast.

JOEL EVERETT
That’s amazing.

BARBARA JONES
I was a wreck, crying, not knowing 
whether he was really helping or 
hurting him. Then he carefully hands 
my baby over to me looking like 
nothing at all had happened to him. 
When I looked up to thank the guardian 
angel, he was gone.

JOEL EVERETT
Did he happen to leave anything be 
hind?

Barbara reaches into her purse.

BARBARA JONES
Oh yes, this.

She hands Joel a page from the Bible that looks just like the 
one they found with his Uncle Paul. Joel reads it out loud.

JOEL EVERETT
This is from Isaiah?

Barbara nods in agreement with a peaceful smile

JOEL EVERETT
                "As one whom his (Isaiah 66:13:)                  
mother comforts, so I will comfort 
you."

BARBARA JONES
I’m not sure why, but in the moments 
to follow, that verse brought me so 
much comfort.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 

Joel pulls out the one left with his uncle. It’s in a clear 
protective cover. He compares the two to find that they look 
as if they came from the same bible.

JOEL EVERETT
Oh my gosh, these came from the same 
bible, even the pen and the circle 
stroke look the same.

BARBARA JONES
They have to be the same guy.

JOEL EVERETT
Do you mind if I keep this for a few 
days? I promise to get it back to you 
unharmed.

BARBARA JONES
Of course, what ever helps find him. 
You know there was something else I 
remember. He was very hygienic.

JOEL EVERETT
What do you mean?

BARBARA JONES
His hands, face, even fingernails were 
very clean.

JOEL EVERETT
Maybe he had just washed up.

BARBARA JONES
Maybe, but his hands just weren’t like 
someone you’d expect to see living in 
the streets.

Joel puts the page into the protective liner and continues to 
make small talk as a long dolly shot pulls away or moves from 
one direction to another.


