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BEULAH 
Based on a True Story 
Written by Anonymous Writer 
Contact: srm_0406@yahoo.com 

A southern woman reclaims her voice after a lifetime of silence. 

 
ACT I — SEEDS OF PAIN 

FADE IN: 

EXT. LITTLE ROCK, ARKANSAS – EARLY MORNING, 1990 
Golden sun spills across a modest southern street. Children’s 
laughter cuts through the hum of cicadas. 
 

YOUNG BEULAH (4) plays with her older brother and neighborhood 
kids. 

Her MOTHER’S VOICE drifts from inside — gospel humming, 

pots clanging. 

An OLD YELLOW SEDAN crawls down the street. 

The laughter falters. 

A MAN in the driver’s seat raises a GUN — just long enough 

for the children to see. 

The world stills. A heartbeat. 

Then the car drives off. 

The children scatter, screaming. 

BROTHER 

(grabbing her hand) 

Don’t look back, B. Go inside. 

Beulah stumbles toward the house, trembling.  

 
INT. FAMILY LIVING ROOM – NIGHT (1990) 

 

The house glows with lamplight. 

Beulah’s parents sit at the table, tense but hopeful — paperwork 
spread out before them. 
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MOTHER 

Maybe if we move out toward the suburbs... the kids will have a 
better chance. 

 

FATHER 

Yeah. Somewhere quiet. Safer. 

 

Beulah (4) plays with a toy on the floor, half-listening — 
small, wide-eyed, still shaken from the morning’s fear. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

That night, they promised me a safer life. 

They thought danger only came from the outside. 

 

Her mother folds a moving box. Her father writes “NEW HOME” on 
the side in thick black marker. 

 

MONTAGE – “MOVING WEEK” 

 

— Beulah watches the front yard fill with boxes. 

— Her brother loads furniture into a borrowed truck. 

— A “For Sale” sign rises in the yard like a new beginning. 

— The old yellow sedan passes one last time — empty now, 
ghostlike. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

We packed our lives into cardboard and prayer. 

But some things came with us anyway. 

 
INT. KINDERGARTEN CLASSROOM – DAY (WEEKS LATER) 

 

A bright room filled with crayon drawings and sunlight. 

Children laugh, chasing each other between small tables. 
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Beulah colors quietly at her desk — shy, new, out of place. 

 

Two OLDER GIRLS approach, smiling too sweetly. 

 

GIRL #1 

You wanna play a secret game? 

 

Beulah looks up, uncertain. 

 

They lead her toward the reading corner, their laughter soft and 
strange. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

I didn’t have words for what happened next. 

Only the feeling — 

that even in the places meant for learning, 

I wasn’t safe from being taught the wrong kind of lesson. 

 

The camera holds on Beulah’s face — confusion, discomfort, then 
quiet withdrawal as she hugs her knees to her chest. 

 
EXT. SCHOOL PLAYGROUND – LATER 

 

Children swing and shout in the golden afternoon. 

Beulah sits alone on the edge of the sandbox, tracing circles in 
the dirt. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

It wasn’t the last time someone would take something from me. 

But it was the first time I learned to keep quiet about it. 

 

FADE OUT. 

 
INT. FAMILY LIVING ROOM – NIGHT 
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A small, warm house filled with church posters and family 

photos. 

Parents argue in the next room — muffled but fierce. 

Beulah hugs her knees on the couch, trying to block the 

noise. 

Her brother appears in the doorway. Calm. Smiling. 

BROTHER 

Come here. It’s okay. 

Beulah hesitates... then walks toward him. 

He closes the door behind her. 

FADE TO BLACK. 

 

 
INT. BATHROOM – MORNING (LATER) 

Sunlight glows through a small window. Beulah, pale and 

shaking, wipes tears. Blood on tissue paper. 

Her brother’s voice — a whisper through the door. 

BROTHER (O.S.) 

Don’t say anything. It’s over now. 

The sound of retreating footsteps. 

Beulah stares into the mirror, searching for herself — 

but something’s already missing. 

 
INT. ELEMENTARY SCHOOL – CAFETERIA – DAY (FLASHBACK) 

 

Lunchroom chaos — metal trays, laughter, squeaking sneakers. 

 

YOUNG BEULAH (8) sits with two GIRLS, peeling open a milk 
carton. A LUNCH LADY sets down a tray with a steaming footlong 
hot dog. 

 

GIRL #1 

(laughing) 

That’s huge! 
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Beulah smirks — a whisper too loud. 

 

YOUNG BEULAH 

Bet some people like it that way. 

 

The table erupts in gasps and giggles. 

A TEACHER from across the room freezes mid-bite. 

 

TEACHER 

Beulah. Office. Now. 

 

The laughter dies. Trays clatter. 

 
INT. PRINCIPAL’S OFFICE – LATER 

 

A large desk. A jar of peppermints. A paddle hanging on the wall 
like a threat. 

 

Beulah sits small in the chair across from the PRINCIPAL, 
swinging his legs nervously. 

 

PRINCIPAL 

Where’d you hear a thing like that, young lady? 

 

Beulah stares down at her shoes — scuffed, silent. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

You’d think they would’ve asked more questions. 

Maybe wondered how an eight-year-old even knew what she said. 

But they didn’t. 

 

The principal sighs, scribbles something on a form. 
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PRINCIPAL 

We’ll skip the paddle this time. But your parents will be 
called. 

 

Beulah nods, eyes fixed on the jar of peppermints. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) (CONT'D) 

They called home. 

But there was no punishment. 

No talk. 

Just dinner that night — and quiet. 

 
INT. FAMILY DINING ROOM – NIGHT 

 

Silverware clinks. Her parents talk about bills, the weather, 
anything but her. 

 

Beulah pushes peas around her plate. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

Not a word about what happened. 

Just the weight of knowing... 

that silence still protected everyone but me. 

 

The camera lingers on her face — a child already learning to 
swallow her own truth. 

 

FADE OUT. 

 
MONTAGE – “THE YEARS OF QUIET” 

— Church every Sunday and Wednesday. 

— Family camping trips: laughter, marshmallows, hymns. 

— Beulah’s forced smiles in school photos. 
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— Her brother graduating — parents proud, her applause 

hollow. 

— Choir camp: another girl’s confession... “Me too.” 

— Mother crying in the bathroom. 

— Father pacing, silent rage. 

— The red family van, doors open, vacation continued. 

END MONTAGE.
 

INT. BEULAH’S BEDROOM – NIGHT 
Beulah (11) traces Bible verses with trembling fingers. 
Her wrist bleeds slightly. 

 
MOTHER (O.S.) 

Beulah! Time for bed! 
 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

They told me to pray.  

But the prayers never reached far enough. 

 
INT. MIDDLE SCHOOL – AFTERNOON (FLASHBACK) 

 

A bell rings. The hallway empties into sunlight. 

 

YOUNG BEULAH (12) walks home beside her FRIEND, laughing — 
backpacks bouncing, the innocence of a small Arkansas town 
wrapped around them. 

 

Across the street, a GROUP OF BLACK STUDENTS shout, playful at 
first — then words sharpen. 

 

GIRL (O.S.) 

What you laughin’ at, girl? 

 

The teasing turns mean. Beulah freezes. She’s heard the word 
coloreds before — her grandparents’ voices echoing in her 
memory, full of poison she never understood. 
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She blurts it before she knows what she’s saying— 

 

YOUNG BEULAH 

I’m tired of your N— shit! 

 

Silence. Even the cicadas stop. 

The group stares, stunned. Beulah’s friend goes pale. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

I didn’t even know what I’d said. 

Only that it came from somewhere deep in my family’s walls. 

 
EXT. SCHOOLYARD – NEXT DAY 

 

The last bell. Kids spill out laughing. Beulah walks slower than 
usual, fear tight in her chest. 

 

Whispers trail behind her: They’re gonna jump her. 

 

Before she reaches the sidewalk — a CIRCLE FORMS. 

 

One GIRL steps forward — bigger, older, fists ready. 

 

GIRL 

Say it again. 

 

Beulah’s voice trembles. 

 

YOUNG BEULAH 

I—I didn’t mean— 
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The girl grabs her wrists. Beulah twists, finds a strength she 
didn’t know she had. She grips the girl’s hands, digging her 
fingernails in deep. 

 

YOUNG BEULAH (CONT’D) 

You bes’ back down, b—! 

 

Gasps. 

A moment of raw courage. 

The crowd scatters. 

 
INT. BEULAH’S HOUSE – NIGHT 

 

Beulah sobs in her mother’s arms. 

 

YOUNG BEULAH 

I don’t understand... why they hate me. 

 

Her mother takes a deep breath — the weight of generations 
pressing down. 

 

MOTHER 

Baby... it’s not hate. It’s history. 

And some of it... we helped build. 

 

A long silence. Beulah listens, eyes wide. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

That night, she told me about her own father — 

and how he’d beat her if he thought she talked to “coloreds.” 

That’s when I realized: 

I didn’t just inherit her eyes. 

I inherited her silence, too. 
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INT. CLASSROOM – DAY (NEXT WEEK) 

 

Beulah slips a folded NOTE into the desk of the girl she fought. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

I wrote her an apology. 

For the word. 

For the pain. 

For the curse I’d spoken without knowing what it meant. 

 

The girl reads. Looks up. 

Their eyes meet — a truce unspoken. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) (CONT’D) 

I promised myself I’d never use that word again. 

Now I knew about our family roots. But I didn’t yet know how 
deep the roots went — 

or how long it’d take to pull them free. 

 

FADE OUT. 

 
INT. CHURCH SANCTUARY – NIGHT (WEDNESDAY SERVICE) 

Soft hymns fill the air. The congregation sways gently under the 
glow of fluorescent lights. 

Beulah (12) sits near the back, hands folded, eyes distant. Her 
MOTHER sings in the choir. Her BOYFRIEND — a teenage boy from 
the youth group — sits beside his friends, smirking, whispering. 

Beulah shifts uncomfortably, stands quietly, and slips out 
through the side door. 

 
INT. CHURCH HALLWAY – CONTINUOUS 

Dim, echoing. Posters for Youth Revival 2002 line the walls. 

Beulah moves toward the restroom, her footsteps soft. 

Behind her — another pair of footsteps. 
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She glances back. Her boyfriend follows, a grin that doesn’t 
reach his eyes. 

 
INT. CHURCH BATHROOM – MOMENTS LATER 

Fluorescent light flickers overhead. 

Beulah washes her hands, trying to steady her breath. The door 
creaks open — he steps in. 

 

BEULAH 

 
You’re not supposed to be in here. 

He closes the door. 

A tense silence. 

Then — a sudden movement. 

 

BEULAH 

 
Stop! — please stop! 

A sharp slap cuts the air. Beulah gasps, stumbling against the 
sink. 

He storms out, door swinging behind him. 

Beulah stands frozen, tears streaming down her face, the sound 
of the choir muffled in the distance. 

 
INT. SANCTUARY – MOMENTS LATER 

Beulah walks back to her seat, trembling, trying not to cry. Her 
mother’s voice carries over the music — 
“Just as I am, without one plea…” 

Beulah sits, small and silent, as the choir’s voices rise around 
her. 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

 
Even in church… there was nowhere safe. 

 
INT. YOUTH ROOM – DAY (THE FOLLOWING WEEK) 
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Laughter. A basketball bounces. Boys roughhouse near a pool 
table. 

Beulah gathers courage. She pulls two boys aside — friends of 
her boyfriend. 

BEULAH 

 
He hurt me... in the bathroom last week. 

They exchange glances, uneasy. 

BOY #1 

 
Nah... he wouldn’t do that. 

 

BOY #2 

 
You must’ve misunderstood. 

Her eyes drop. The conversation dies in the noise of the room. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

 
When no one believes you… 
the silence starts to sound holy. 

 
INT. NEW CHURCH BUILDING – AFTERNOON (ONE WEEK LATER) 

A bright, unfinished hallway. Dust from new drywall floats in 
the sunlight. 

Beulah explores curiously, tracing her fingers along the fresh 
paint. She starts down a staircase — her steps slow, careful. 

Then — a sudden SHOVE from behind. 

Her body jolts forward — 
She tumbles halfway down the stairs, landing hard, the world 
spinning. 

 

BEULAH 

 
(whispers) 
Oh God... 

Voices shout from above. 
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BOY #1 (O.S.) 

 
 

What the hell, man?! 

 

BOY #2 (O.S.) 

 
We saw you push her! 

 

Footsteps thunder down. The two boys rush to her side, helping 
her up. 

 

BOY #1 

 
You okay, Beulah? 

 

She nods faintly, bruised, shaken. 

They brush dust from her shirt, their guilt heavy in their eyes. 

Beulah hobbles toward the exit, her steps uneven but determined. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

 
That day, I learned even angels could look away. 
And sometimes… they try to make it right too late. 

FADE OUT. 

 
EXT. CONWAY, AR – VARIOUS (MONTAGE) 

— Beulah (14) smoking behind the bleachers. 

— First time trying marijuana — laughter that ends in 

sobbing. 

— Sneaking out. 

— Caught drunk, carried home by friends. 

— Her brother’s college success photo framed on the 

mantle. 
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BEULAH (V.O.) 

I was the bad sheep. 

But no one ever asked who cut the wool. 

 
EARLY RELATIONSHIP & CONTROL 
INT. TRAILER – NIGHT (AGE 17) 
A flickering TV. A worn-down trailer, cluttered with drug 

paraphernalia. Beulah and her boyfriend sit in silence. 

 
BOYFRIEND 

You’re mine, you hear me? Ain’t nobody else gonna want you. 

Beulah looks away, jaw tight. 

 
BEULAH (V.O.) 

When love hurts, you start to believe pain is proof you’re still 
alive. 

 
INT. BURGER KING – DAY (MID-2000s) 

 

The lunch rush hums. Fryers hiss. Rain pounds lightly against 
the glass windows outside. 

 

Beulah (18) stands behind the counter, headset askew, wiping 
sweat from her brow. She’s tired — but proud. She’s been working 
double shifts, training new hires, keeping things running 
smooth. 

 

Her BOSS, late 30s, kind but cautious, calls her into the back 
office. 

 
INT. BURGER KING OFFICE – CONTINUOUS 

 

A faded schedule board, a stack of receipts, the faint hum of 
the freezer through the wall. 

 

BOSS 
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You’ve been doing great, B. Real great. I put your name in for 
that manager spot. 

 

Beulah smiles — a flicker of hope. 

 

BEULAH 

Thank you. I’ve been trying— 

 

He interrupts, uneasy. 

 

BOSS 

Listen... I talked to your boyfriend the other night. He’s a 
good guy. Said y’all been having some tension lately. 

 

Beulah’s smile fades. 

 

BOSS (CONT’D) 

I wanted to give you the position. You earned it. But... I 
can’t. 

If you start making more than him — it’s just gonna cause 
problems at home. 

 

Beulah blinks — frozen, stunned. 

 

BEULAH 

(quietly) 

So... I’m being punished for working too hard? 

 

BOSS 

It’s not like that. I’m just trying to keep the peace. 

 

Beulah’s jaw tightens. She nods once — then turns and walks out. 

 
EXT. BURGER KING – DAY (CONTINUOUS) 
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The automatic doors slide open. 

A sudden crack of thunder. 

 

Beulah steps into the storm, apron still on, rain soaking her 
hair and uniform. 

 

She walks down the street — fast, angry, crying — the world 
around her blurring in gray. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

They said I’d ruin my home if I rose too high. 

But maybe the home was already broken. 

 

Lightning flashes. Her reflection ripples in the puddles as she 
keeps walking, head down, tears lost in the rain. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) (CONT’D) 

That was the day I stopped apologizing for wanting more. 

 

Beulah disappears into the storm. 

 

FADE OUT. 

 
THE NIGHT THE FIGHT BROKE OUT 

INT. FAMILY DINING ROOM – NIGHT 
Beulah (18) sits across from her parents at the small kitchen 
table. 

 
MOTHER 

We just want you home, baby. 

 
FATHER 

You don’t have to make it so hard. 
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BEULAH 

You’re not giving me anything. You’re trying to take it back. 

 
MOTHER 

Please, just move back in. We can start over. 

 
BEULAH 

You mean start pretending again? Like nothing happened? 

She pushes back, knocks over her glass of water. 

 
FATHER 

That’s enough! He stands, grabs her throat. Beulah fights, 
breaks free— 

 
EXT. NEIGHBOR’S HOUSE – NIGHT 
Beulah pounds on the door. 
 

BEULAH 

Help! Please—call the cops! 
Neighbor opens; Beulah runs inside. Her father storms in after 
her. 
They crash to the floor. She kicks him away; sirens wail 
outside. 

Two officers pull him off. 

 
OFFICER 

She’s eighteen. She has the right to leave. 
Beulah trembles, blood on her lip. 

 
BEULAH (V.O.) 

Sometimes freedom doesn’t come gently. It comes kicking and 
screaming— and it saves your life. 

FADE OUT. 

 
EXT. SMALL MOTEL – NIGHT (2006) 
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A neon sign flickers against the dark — VACANCY. 

 

Beulah (19) stands near the door of a weathered room, hair tied 
back, eyes tired but trusting. CHARLES (30s) leans against a 
car, smoke curling from his lips — charming, dangerous. 

 

CHARLES 

You ain’t gotta go back home. I got you. 

 

BEULAH 

(softly) 

You sure about that? 

 

CHARLES 

Yeah, baby. I’m sure. 

 

They share a small, fragile smile — the kind built more on need 
than hope. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

We had family not far from there — same state, same ghosts. 

So one weekend, we decided to visit. 

 
EXT. MCDONALD’S PARKING LOT – DAY (FLASHBACK) 

 

Afternoon heat shimmers off the asphalt. 

Beulah sits in the passenger seat of Charles’s car, window 
cracked. Charles is inside ordering food. 

 

She hums softly, tapping the dash, when — 

 

KNOCK, KNOCK. 

 

Startled, she turns. 
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At the window — her GRANDMOTHER. Stiff hair, pressed dress, 
Bible still tucked under one arm. 

 

BEULAH 

Grandma...? 

 

She rolls down the window, heart pounding. 

 

GRANDMOTHER 

What are you doing here, Beulah? Who are you with? 

 

Before Beulah can answer, the McDonald’s doors swing open. 

Charles steps out — gold teeth glinting, tattoos winding up his 
arms, pants sagging low. 

 

Her grandmother’s face collapses — heartbreak and disgust all at 
once. 

 

GRANDMOTHER (CONT’D) 

Lord, child... come with me. Come now, before it’s too late. 

 

Beulah looks between them — her hand trembling on the window 
switch. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

She begged me to go that day. 

But all I could see were the stories Mama told — 

of beatings, of fear, of a little girl learning to hide. 

 

Beulah forces a small smile, eyes glassy. 

 

YOUNG BEULAH 

I’m okay, Grandma. I promise. 
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Her grandmother steps back, defeated. 

Charles returns to the car, handing Beulah a brown bag of food — 
unaware of what just happened. 

 

They drive off. 

In the rearview mirror, her grandmother stands in the parking 
lot — shrinking, still. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) (CONT’D) 

I stayed with Charles that day. 

But sometimes, I wonder what would’ve happened if I hadn’t. 

 
INT. SMALL MOTEL – NIGHT (LATER) 

 

Dim light, stale air. 

Beulah sits on the bed, phone pressed to her ear. Her AUNT’s 
voice comes sharp through the receiver — the same aunt who used 
to braid her hair every summer in Florida. 

 

AUNT (V.O.) 

You done lost your damn mind, runnin’ around with that man. 

You’re nothin’ but a... N—— lover. 

 

The words slice through her. Beulah stares at the wall, eyes 
hollow. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

That was the last time I answered when they called. 

I thought leaving home would free me from their hate — 

but hate finds its way through blood. 

 

Beulah lies back on the bed, staring at the ceiling. 

The motel hums — a faraway train passing through the night. 
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BEULAH (V.O.) (CONT’D) 

And in that hum... 

I realized I was alone in a world that didn’t want me — 

not his world, not theirs. 

 

FADE OUT.
 

INT. APARTMENT BEDROOM – NIGHT (2008) 

 

The room is dim — blinds drawn, air thick with smoke. 

A notebook lies open on the bed, lines filled with trembling 
handwriting. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

I wrote prayers in rhyme — 

little poems that sounded like hope, 

even when I didn’t believe in it anymore. 

 

Beulah (20, visibly pregnant) sits cross-legged, whispering the 
words to herself. 

Charles’s muffled voice echoes from the next room — pacing, 
muttering, paranoid. 

 

CHARLES (O.S.) 

They’re watchin’ me... I know they are... 

 

She closes her notebook carefully, as if protecting something 
sacred. 

 

A loud thud from the other room startles her. 

She rushes to the door. 

 
INT. LIVING ROOM – CONTINUOUS 
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Charles stands by the window, blinds twitching as he peers out. 

He’s thinner now, jittery — a man unraveling. 

 

BEULAH 

Charles... baby, there’s nobody out there. 

 

He turns, wild-eyed. 

 

CHARLES 

You don’t see ‘em like I do. They after me, B. They gon’ kill 
me. 

 

Beulah steps closer, voice soft, controlled. 

 

BEULAH 

Then let’s leave. We can start over somewhere safe. You, me, the 
baby— 

 

CHARLES 

(shouting) 

Don’t you talk about that baby! 

 

He slams his fist into the wall. She flinches. 

Silence stretches — a moment heavy enough to break. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

I used to pray the man I loved would come back... 

but he was already gone. 

 
INT. BATHROOM – LATER 

 

Beulah sits on the edge of the tub, bruised throat reflected in 
the mirror. 

She dials her phone with shaking hands. 
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BEULAH 

(whispering) 

Hey... it’s me. I know it’s been years, but— 

I need help. Please. 

 

She wipes a tear before it falls. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

I called the friends I’d left behind. 

Begged them to remember the girl I used to be — 

just long enough to save her. 

 
EXT. APARTMENT PARKING LOT – NIGHT (LATER) 

 

Headlights flash once, signaling. 

Beulah steps outside quietly, carrying one small bag — her belly 
starting to show through her blouse. 

 

Her friends wave her over. 

She climbs in the car without looking back. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) (CONT’D) 

That night, I didn’t take much — 

just clothes, the notebook, 

and the small piece of courage it takes to finally leave. 

 

The car pulls away. 

The apartment windows glow behind her — like a ghost she’s 
finally outrun. 

 

FADE OUT. 
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INT. TRAIN STATION – NIGHT (2008) 
Rain batters the roof. Beulah, pregnant, stands beside her 
parents. 
 

FATHER 

We’ll get through this. 
 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

Sometimes you don’t leave because you’re brave. You leave 
because you’re tired of dying. 

FADE OUT — END OF ACT I. 

 
ACT II — BREAKING AND BECOMING 

FADE IN: 

EXT. TEMPLE, TEXAS – DAY (2008) 

The landscape is wide and hot. A train whistles in the 

distance. 

 
INT. SMALL TEXAS APARTMENT – DAY (2008) 

A modest one-bedroom. Bible verses taped to the fridge. 

Beulah (20, pregnant) folds baby clothes. 

MOTHER 

You’re doing good, baby. One day at a time. 

FATHER 

And no more talk of him, you hear? That part’s over. 

Beulah nods, eyes drifting toward sunlight cutting through 

blinds — like bars. 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

They said “start over.” 

But no one tells you how to start over when your soul’s 

still bleeding. 

 
INT. SMALL TEXAS APARTMENT – SUNDAY MORNING 
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Soft sunlight filters through thin curtains. Gospel music hums 
faintly from a small radio on the counter. Beulah (20, visibly 
weary yet searching) sits on the edge of her bed, lacing her 
shoes. Her Bible rests open beside her. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

I felt so lost… broken and misunderstood. 

Silenced by fear. 

But I was praying more than ever before. 

 

She stands, glancing at herself in the mirror — tired eyes, a 
flicker of resolve. 

 
EXT. ASSEMBLY OF GOD CHURCH – DAY 

 

A modest white church framed by the Texas sun. Cars line the 
gravel lot. The sound of hymns spills out through open doors. 

 

Beulah walks up the steps slowly, clutching her Bible like a 
lifeline. Families pass her, chatting, greeting each other 
warmly. She forces a small smile, slipping quietly inside. 

 
INT. CHURCH SANCTUARY – CONTINUOUS 

 

Voices rise in song — “How Great Thou Art.” 

Beulah stands near the back, surrounded yet invisible. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

There were people all around me... 

but I didn’t feel seen. 

Maybe I didn’t want to be seen — 

not by man… but by God. 

 

The PASTOR calls for altar prayer. A gentle wave of movement as 
people step forward. 
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A KIND LADY beside her — late 40s, soft voice, kind eyes — 
touches her arm. 

 

KIND LADY 

Sweetheart… you wanna go pray? 

 

Beulah hesitates, forcing a polite smile, and shakes her head. 

 

The lady nods, starts to turn away… then pauses. 

 

KIND LADY (CONT’D) 

You sure, baby? 

 

Beulah exhales — trembling, unsure — then nods faintly and steps 
out into the aisle. 

 

The church lights seem to dim around her as she walks forward, 
slow, heavy, each step like a burden lifted and laid down again. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

Walking down that aisle felt so heavy... 

like my soul was being carried for me. 

 

At the altar, the woman kneels with her. 

They bow their heads together. 

 

KIND LADY 

Repeat after me… 

“Thy will be done.” 

 

Beulah’s lips move, barely audible. 

Her tears fall — not from sorrow, but surrender. 
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BEULAH (V.O.) 

Little did I know... 

what was being decided in heaven at that very moment. 

 

The camera holds on Beulah’s face — peace flickering through 
pain — as the choir’s voices swell. 

 

FADE OUT. 

 
INT. SMALL TEXAS APARTMENT – FOLLOWING DAY (2008) 

Rain presses softly against the window. 
Beulah (20), early in her pregnancy, sits on the edge of her bed 
— one hand on her stomach, the other gripping a silent phone. 

Suddenly, it rings. 

She hesitates before answering. 

VOICE (O.S.) 

 
Beulah… I’m so sorry to tell you this. They found him. 

The world goes still. 

BEULAH 

 
(found him...?) 

 

VOICE (O.S.) 

 
He’d been missing three days. They said there were… multiple 
scenes. But they found his body. 

Beulah lowers the phone slowly, her breath catching somewhere 
between disbelief and release. 

She stares into the darkness — quiet, trembling, but dry-eyed. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

 
I didn’t know how to grieve someone I’d already lost. 

 
INT. ASSEMBLY OF GOD CHURCH – SUNDAY MORNING (ONE WEEK LATER) 
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Rain streaks down the stained glass windows. The sanctuary glows 
dimly in soft amber light. A worship song echoes through the 
room — gentle, pleading. 

 

Beulah walks through the same doors as before, shoulders 
slumped, steps slower. Her face is paler now — her pregnancy 
barely showing, her hope almost gone. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

The following Sunday, I went back. 

More broken than before. 

All that was left of me... 

was the child growing inside me 

and a single thread of faith I still held onto. 

 

She slips into a pew near the back. Hands folded, trembling, she 
listens to the sermon — the words lost beneath the noise of her 
own thoughts. 

 

As the music begins again, the pastor calls for prayer. 

 

Beulah stands, hesitant — then steps into the aisle. 

 

The same KIND LADY spots her and smiles softly, motioning her 
forward. 

 

Beulah walks toward the altar once more — this time not fighting 
it. Her eyes brim with tears that have waited too long to fall. 

 

She kneels, pressing both hands over her belly, her forehead to 
the worn wooden rail. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

I cried. 

I prayed. 
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And in that moment... 

I received a gift I didn’t understand — 

something unseen, but deeply real. 

 

The music swells — voices rising, light filtering through the 
stained glass like liquid gold. 

 

Beulah lifts her head slowly, her face calm through tears. 

The KIND LADY rests a hand on her shoulder, whispering softly. 

 

KIND LADY 

You’re not alone, sweetheart. 

He heard you. 

 

Beulah exhales — something inside her shifting, lighter, freer. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

I didn’t know what it meant... 

only that something in me had changed forever. 

 

FADE OUT. 

 
INT. FUNERAL HOME – EVENING (THE DAY BEFORE THE FUNERAL, 2008) 

Muted light filters through frosted windows. 
The room smells of flowers and formaldehyde. 
A quiet murmur of family and friends — grief moving in whispers. 

Beulah (early in her pregnancy) walks in slowly, the weight of 
the air pressing against her chest. 

At the front, the casket gleams beneath soft gold lighting. 
His sisters stand nearby, trembling, their faces pale. 

One sister grips Beulah’s arm for balance, her breath ragged. 

 

SISTER 
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(whispers) 
Oh God... I can’t— 

She gags, nearly collapsing. Beulah steadies her gently, guiding 
her to a chair. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

 
It was only close family that night. 
The day before the funeral. 
The quiet before the crying. 

Beulah turns back toward the casket. 
Her steps slow, deliberate. 

She stops at the edge, looking down. 

His body lies still — a tuxedo collar pulled high to hide the 
knife wounds. 
His skin is swollen, the color wrong — too pale, too still. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) (CONT’D) 

 
They dressed him nice. 
Covered the scars. 
But the hurt still found a way to show itself. 

Footsteps approach softly beside her. 

His nine-year-old daughter appears — small, brave, eyes red and 
swollen. 
She stares at the body, then looks up at Beulah. 

 

DAUGHTER 

 
It... it doesn’t look like Daddy. 

Beulah swallows hard, kneeling to her level. 

 

BEULAH 

 
I know, baby. 
It’s okay if you wanna touch him... one last time. 
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The girl nods through tears. 
She reaches out a trembling hand, touches his sleeve. 

Beulah watches — still, silent — the moment stretching like a 
prayer. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) (CONT’D) 

 
Death has a way of taking the faces we remember, 
and leaving only the lessons we didn’t ask to learn. 

The girl pulls her hand back, eyes distant, as if she’s just 
said goodbye to more than her father. 

Beulah places a steady hand on her back. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) (CONT’D) 

 
Sometimes closure doesn’t close. 
It just teaches you how to walk away. 

Beulah leads the child gently back toward the rows of chairs, 
the murmur of grief filling the room. 

CUT TO: 

 
EXT. CHURCH – DAY (FUNERAL) 

A gray Texas morning. 
Mourners cluster beneath black umbrellas as rain dots the earth. 

Beulah sits in front of the closed casket, her coat pulled tight 
over her small belly. 

Beside her — his sisters, his nine-year-old daughter, and the 
girl’s mother cling to one another, their sobs rising with the 
pastor’s words. 

Beulah watches in silence, her expression unreadable. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

 
I was carrying his blood… and his ending. 
Sometimes love doesn’t leave quietly. 
It echoes — long after the body’s gone. 
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EXT. CEMETERY – AFTERNOON (2008) 

The sky hangs low and gray. 
The rain has stopped, but the earth still glistens — soft, wet, 
unsettled. 

A black limousine idles along the narrow road between 
gravestones. 
Inside, the silence is heavy. 

Beulah sits between his parents, hands folded tightly in her 
lap. 
No one speaks. 
The only sound is the soft rhythm of the windshield wipers, 
steady and endless. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

 
After the funeral, only a few of us stayed. 
There are some goodbyes you can’t make in public. 

The limo stops. 

They step out quietly, one by one — faces solemn, shoes sinking 
into damp grass. 

 
EXT. GRAVESIDE – CONTINUOUS 

A small tent flaps in the wind above the open plot. 
Chairs are arranged neatly beneath it — dark suits, bowed heads. 

Beulah walks beside the mother of his daughter, who clutches her 
hand tight as they take their seats. 

The preacher begins to speak, his voice trembling through the 
soft static of grief. 

 

PREACHER 

 
The Lord giveth, and the Lord taketh away... 

Beulah stares at the coffin — the glossy wood, the reflection of 
clouds across its surface. 

The other woman’s grip tightens — almost desperate. 
Beulah’s breath quickens; she gently pulls her hand free. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 
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Grief can feel like drowning... 
especially when you’re the one trying to stay calm for everyone 
else. 

The first shovel of dirt hits the casket — dull, final. 

Beulah stands suddenly, heels sinking into the mud. 

She turns and walks quickly — then faster — back toward the 
limo. 

By the time she reaches it, she’s running. 

She climbs inside, slams the door shut, presses her forehead 
against the window. 

Her shoulders shake — silent sobs, hidden behind tinted glass. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) (CONT’D) 

 
I didn’t want them to see me break. 
Didn’t want anyone to know that part of him was still alive 
inside me. 

 
INT. FAMILY MEMBER’S HOUSE – LATER 

Warm light. The smell of fried chicken and potato salad. 
Laughter and murmurs of “He was too young…” fill the crowded 
rooms. 

Beulah drifts down the hallway, unnoticed, into a small child’s 
bedroom. 

She sits on the twin bed, pulls the blanket over her head, curls 
inward — finally letting go. 

Muffled voices fade behind the door. 

 

WOMAN’S VOICE (O.S.) 

 
Who is she? 
— I think she knew him. 
— Someone said she’s pregnant... 

Beulah buries her face deeper, tears soaking the pillow. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) (CONT’D) 
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Not everyone knew who I was. 
Or that I was carrying the rest of his story inside me. 

A beat of silence. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) (CONT’D) 

 
That night, I stopped wishing for peace. 
I just wanted to be unseen. 

FADE OUT. 

 
INT. HOSPITAL ROOM – NIGHT (OCTOBER 2008) 

Beulah holds her NEWBORN DAUGHTER. 

The world fades — sterile light, soft hums. 

MOTHER (O.S.) 

She’s beautiful. 

BEULAH 

She’s free. 

Tears roll down her cheeks. 

 
EXT. FAYETTEVILLE, AR – WINTER 2009 

Snow falls as a U-HAUL pulls into a run-down complex. 

Beulah steps out, holding her baby. 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

We came back home. 

Same state. Different woman. 

 
INT. SPRINGDALE PUBLIC HOUSING DUPLEX – NIGHT 

Small, peeling walls, laughter echoing through struggle. 

A knock at the door. A MAN (late 20s) — charming grin. 

DERRICK. 

Her next chapter. 

MONTAGE – “THE SPIRAL REPEATS” 

— Laughter turning to shouting. 
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— Derrick throwing money on the table. 

— Beulah clutching her daughter as he storms out. 

— DHS paperwork. 

— A broken window. 

— A text: “I’m outside with a gun.” 

— Beulah whispering prayers through tears. 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

I kept thinking love would fix what pain had built. 

But pain doesn’t know how to stop building. 

 
MONTAGE – “THE SEARCH FOR FAITH” 

 

INT. VARIOUS CHURCHES – DAY/NIGHT 

Beulah sits in different sanctuaries — Pentecostal, Baptist, 
Non-Denominational — each with its own rhythm of worship. 

She listens, studies, sings softly, hands raised. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

I started visiting different churches... 

trying to understand the gift I’d received — 

and the One who gave it to me. 

 

INT. SMALL BLACK CHURCH – SUNDAY MORNING 

The choir sways, voices filling the room. 

Beulah sits near the back with her two young daughters — small, 
quiet, clutching coloring books. 

 

A few women smile warmly. 

An ELDERLY USHER offers her a fan and a gentle nod. 

 

She smiles, grateful. 

 

But from the other side of the aisle — 
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a voice. 

 

Low. Sharp. 

Just loud enough to cut through the music. 

 

WOMAN (O.S., whispering) 

What’s that white devil doing here? 

 

The words hang heavy — souring the air. 

Beulah freezes. Her face stiffens; her smile falters. 

 

Her daughters look up, confused. 

 

She lowers her head and holds their hands tighter. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

Most churches welcomed me — 

a single white mother with biracial children. 

But not all. 

 

The camera lingers on Beulah’s face — a quiet storm behind 
steady eyes. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) (CONT’D) 

That’s when I learned… 

racism doesn’t wear one color. 

It hides in hearts — even in the church. 

 

Beulah lifts her gaze toward the pulpit. 

The preacher’s words rise: “For God so loved the world...” 

 

She closes her eyes, whispering a small prayer under her breath 
— for strength, for grace, for something bigger than the hate. 
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FADE OUT. 

INT. BEDROOM – NIGHT (2012) 

Beulah lies awake. A man sleeps beside her. 

Her toddler stirs in the crib. 

A sudden CRY — his hand raised. 

She grabs her daughter, screams, pushes him out. 

Silence. 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

That’s when something changed. 

I didn’t need saving anymore. 

I was the savior I’d been praying for. 

 
INT. COMMUNITY COLLEGE CLASSROOM – DAY (2014) 

Beulah takes notes during CNA training. 

INSTRUCTOR (O.S.) 

Healing takes knowledge — not just of others, but of 

yourself. 

 
INT. SMALL APARTMENT – NIGHT 

Laundry, textbooks, crayons. 

Beulah helps her daughter with homework. 

DAUGHTER 

Mama, are you happy? 

BEULAH 

I’m getting there. 

 
INT. BEDROOM – NIGHT (LATE 2010s) 

Dim lamp light. A small, cluttered bedroom — children’s drawings 
taped to the wall, a dresser with a cup of water, a phone, a few 
small toys. Clothes are already folded into duffel bags at the 
foot of the bed. 
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Beulah moves quietly, stuffing last-minute things into a bag. 
Her hands are steady, methodical. She glances toward the living 
room — listening. 

The front door opens. MARCUS (glassy-eyed, reek of alcohol) 
stumbles in, slamming the door behind him. 

 

MARCUS 

 
(blurred) 
Where you think you goin’? 

He staggers into the doorway, eyes on the packed bags. 

 

BEULAH 

 
(soft, controlled) 
Marcus, I’m leaving tonight. You told me you weren’t staying. 
You make a scene, I’m taking the girls and I’m gone. I don’t 
want anyone’s help — I’ll be at a hotel down the road. 

He sways a step closer, the room tilting with him. 

 

MARCUS 

 
You think you can just leave? You think you can just take them 
and walk? You ain’t nothin’ but a quitter. 

Beulah forces a calm into her voice. She zips a bag. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

 
He drank then like it was a permission — to say things he wanted 
to really mean. 

 

MARCUS 

 
You ain’t even a good mom. 

The words land like a blow. Beulah falters, then straightens. 
Rage, hot and sudden, blooms under her skin. 

She snatches the cup of water from the dresser and hurls it at 
him. The cup splashes against his chest; water sprays the room. 
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MARCUS laughs — a mean, broken chuckle. 

Beulah’s face hardens. She grabs whatever is nearest — a framed 
photo, a hairbrush, a small lamp — throwing them one by one. 
Each item hits the floor, then him. His laughter turns to a 
shout. 

She reaches for her phone in a quick motion and flings it. 

The phone connects with Marcus’s temple. He reels back, a red 
welt blossoming — a smear of blood at his hairline. It’s not 
long, not graphic, just a sharp, darkening glint where skin 
split. 

Beulah freezes, horrified at what’s happened. For a beat — 
nothing but the hum of the refrigerator. 

 

BEULAH 

 
(stammers) 
Marcus— are you okay? 

Marcus’s eyes narrow. Pain and fury mix into a dangerous, animal 
sound. He lunges. 

They crash into the living room in a scramble. Marcus shoves 
her; she fights to keep balanced. He grabs a nearby barstool, 
lifts it as if to strike. 

 

MARCUS 

 
You think you can play the hero? 

A thudding of fear. Beulah backs up, breath shallow. From down 
the hallway, a small voice calls out. 

 

MIDDLE DAUGHTER (O.S.) 

 
Mama? What’s that noise? 

Marcus lowers the stool like a weapon still held in his hands 
and forces his voice soft, practiced. 

 

MARCUS 
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(to daughter) 
It’s fine, baby. Go back to bed. 

He makes Beulah lie down beside him on the couch — rough, 
possessive. She complies, every movement careful, face turned 
away. He presses close, the drunk warmth barely masking the 
danger. 

Beulah lies awake in the dim room, watching the ceiling, palms 
clammy. Her mind turns like a gear — plans forming with the same 
steady hands that had packed the bags. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

 
I lay there plotting my escape, not sleeping. I’d done this 
before — promised myself I’d leave — but tonight felt different. 
Tonight, I couldn’t pretend the house was safe. 

Outside, a car passes; inside, the small breathing of children 
in the next room. Beulah’s fingers tighten on the blanket. The 
resolve in her is quiet and absolute. 

FADE OUT. 

 
INT. KITCHEN – NIGHT (WEEKS LATER) 

Rain patters softly outside. 
Boxes line the wall — half of Marcus’s things stacked near the 
door. 

Beulah stands in the doorway, arms folded, her face calm and 
resolute. 

The front door creaks open. 
Marcus appears — quiet, unsteady, avoiding her eyes. 

 

BEULAH 

 
Your things are outside. 
You can come get them, but you’re not staying here. 

He hesitates, reading her face — realizing it’s over. 
Then, without a word, he gathers his belongings and leaves. 

The door closes behind him. 
The silence that follows is clean, honest, earned. 

 

mailto:srm_0406@yahoo.com


42 
 

© 2025 Anonymous Writer · srm_0406@yahoo.com 
For festival and fellowship submission purposes only 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

 
I finally did it. 
I told him to leave. 
Didn’t care where he went — only that I was free. 

 
MONTAGE – “AFTER” 

— Marcus loading his car under the streetlight. 
— Beulah leaning against the kitchen counter, exhaling relief. 
— The sound of a key turning — the last time she thinks she’ll 
ever hear it. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) (CONT’D) 

 
I didn’t know he’d already moved on. 
That he’d gone to her. 
And that I hadn’t seen the last of him. 

 
INT. KITCHEN – AFTERNOON (DAYS LATER) 

Daylight slants through the blinds. 
Beulah stirs a pot on the stove — music playing softly from her 
phone. 

The door clicks open. 
Her body stiffens. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

 
Before I could change the locks... 
he came back. 

She turns. Marcus steps around the counter — the same key still 
in his hand, the same look that used to undo her. 

Beulah freezes. The moment tightens — the world narrowing to 
breath and instinct. 

The camera stays on her face — shock, violation, the weight of 
memory pressing down. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) (CONT’D) 
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That’s the day I got pregnant. 

The screen fades to black — sound of her trembling breath fading 
into silence. 

 
EXT. FAYETTEVILLE PARK – DAY (2016) 

Beulah and her girls feed ducks by the water. 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

Sometimes healing doesn’t come in a storm. 

It comes in small, quiet mornings that don’t hurt. 

 
INT. LIVING ROOM – DAY (WEEKS LATER) 

Beulah sits on the couch, a pregnancy test in her hand. 
Her eyes close, steady tears slipping down. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

 
When I told him... he came by once. 
Left the key on the counter. 
Then disappeared — like smoke in the wind. 

She exhales — broken, but somehow at peace. 

 
INT. HOSPITAL ROOM – NIGHT (MONTHS LATER) 

Soft beeping. Pale light. 
Beulah lies in a hospital bed, alone — a newborn baby resting on 
her chest. 

Her fingers trace the tiny hand that curls against her. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) (CONT’D) 

 
I went through the whole pregnancy alone. 
Even gave birth alone. 
And I swore — 
I would never let it happen again. 

She looks at her baby, exhausted, yet full of something new — 
resolve. 

FADE OUT. 
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INT. BEULAH’S LIVING ROOM – NIGHT (WINTER 2021) 

Soft lamplight glows over neatly wrapped presents beneath a 
small, artificial tree. 
A child’s laughter echoes from the next room — her youngest 
daughter, bright-eyed, hopeful. 

Beulah sits on the couch, scrolling absently through her phone. 
The clock reads 9:47 PM. 

She exhales, watching the tree lights blink in time with her 
heartbeat. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

 
Marcus denied her for three years. 
Three Christmases of silence... 
while he lived with the woman he left me for. 

She looks toward the window — frost on the glass, quiet beyond 
it. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) (CONT’D) 

 
This year was supposed to be different. 
He said he’d come... said he’d see her. 

The child runs in, holding a drawing — a stick-figure family, 
all smiling. 

 

DAUGHTER 

 
Mama, do you think he’ll come? 

Beulah’s throat tightens. She forces a small smile. 

 

BEULAH 

 
Maybe, baby. Maybe he will. 

The girl nods and curls up beside her, falling asleep against 
her arm. 

Beulah watches the tree lights fade and flicker. 
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BEULAH (V.O.) 

 
Hope can be cruel when it wears a familiar face. 

 
EXT. LITTLE ROCK – CHRISTMAS EVE, 2021 

Sirens. Flashing lights. 

A CLUB PARKING LOT — chaos. 

Beulah’s phone buzzes. 

BEULAH 

Hello? 

MARCUS (V.O., WEAK) 

It’s me... I got shot. 

Her face — shock, grief, exhaustion. 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

Even when they fall... 

you still feel the part of you that once believed in them. 

 
INT. HOSPITAL ROOM – DAY (CHRISTMAS MORNING) 

Beulah helps Marcus sit up. Their daughter (3) clings to a 

bear. 

MARCUS 

You always come through. 

Beulah nods — eyes resolute. 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

I didn’t come for him. 

I came for her. 

That was the last we saw of Marcus until the following year. 

 
EXT. BEULAH’S DRIVEWAY – AFTERNOON (DECEMBER 2022) 

Cold sunlight spills across the yard. Wind chimes clatter softly 
against the porch rail. 

Beulah stands at the door, her daughter beside her — shy, 
expectant. 
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A car pulls up. 
Marcus steps out first, moving slowly, still marked by the 
gunshot that nearly took his life. 

From the driver’s side, THE WOMAN — polished, poised, the one he 
cheated with — steps out holding a stack of wrapped gifts. 

Beulah opens the door, calm but unreadable. 

 

MARCUS 

 
Just wanted to bring her presents early... you know, before 
Christmas. 

He glances toward the woman, uncertain. 

 

THE WOMAN 

 
We’re... uh, taking the kids on a family vacation this year. Out 
of town. Thought it’d be nice to drop these off before we go. 

Beulah nods once. 

 

BEULAH 

 
That’s thoughtful. Thank you. 

The daughter’s eyes flicker between them — her father, the 
stranger woman, the bright paper in her hands. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

 
It’s strange how peace doesn’t always come from justice... 
Sometimes, it comes from knowing you no longer need it. 

Marcus sets the gifts down, awkward, hands trembling slightly. 

 

MARCUS 

 
Merry Christmas, baby. 

The little girl hugs him quickly, then retreats to her mother’s 
side. 

Beulah stands steady — soft but unshaken. 
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BEULAH (V.O.) (CONT’D) 

 
Some goodbyes don’t echo. 
They just fade... like the sound of an engine pulling away. 

Marcus and the woman drive off. 
Beulah closes the door behind them, the tree lights flickering 
through the window. 

FADE OUT. 

 
INT. CHURCH SANCTUARY – SUNDAY MORNING (SUMMER 2023) 

 

A bright, modern church. Families greet each other, laughter 
echoing through the halls. 

Beulah and her daughters sit in the third row — notebooks in 
hand, smiles soft but cautious. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

We finally found a church we felt connected to… 

or so I thought. 

 
EXT. CHURCH CAMP – DAY (WEEKS LATER) 

 

Children splash in a lake under the blazing sun. Counselors 
laugh, handing out popsicles. 

 

Beulah’s middle daughter stands with a small group of kids, her 
curls tied up in a bun. 

The laughter suddenly fades. 

 

A boy mutters something under his breath — harsh, ugly. 

 

Her daughter’s face falls. Silence. 

 

BOY 
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(whispering, mean) 

N— 

 

She flinches as if struck. 

 

A counselor’s whistle blows somewhere nearby — oblivious. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

It happened at church camp. 

She was called a word no child should ever have to hear. 

 
INT. CHURCH LOBBY – SUNDAY (WEEKS LATER) 

 

Beulah’s oldest daughter lingers near a group of teens after 
service. 

Laughter, small talk — then she overhears something that stills 
her. 

 

TEEN BOY (quietly) 

My dad says I can’t date Black girls. 

Pastor’s rules. 

 

The laughter fades into awkward silence. 

The oldest daughter’s eyes lower — not in shame, but in 
understanding. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

Then my oldest heard one of the pastor’s sons 

say his parents don’t let him date Black people. 

And just like that — 

the place that felt like home 

started to sound like echoes again. 

 
INT. BEULAH’S LIVING ROOM – NIGHT 
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The family sits in silence. 

The girls on the couch, Beulah across from them — Bible open but 
unread. 

 

A candle flickers on the coffee table. 

Tears shimmer in her daughters’ eyes. 

 

Beulah reaches for their hands. 

 

BEULAH 

(softly) 

We don’t stay where love has limits. 

 

They nod. Silence again — but this time, it’s peaceful. 

 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

Leaving was hard. 

But staying would’ve been harder. 

 

The candle flame dances higher — 

light against darkness, small but defiant. 

 

FADE OUT. 

 
MONTAGE – “THE QUIET YEARS” (2023–2024) 

— Beulah finishing her college degree. 

— Her daughters laughing. 

— Family therapy. 

— Candlelight journaling. 

— Middle daughter’s hospitalization... and recovery. 

— Oldest in treatment, smiling again. 
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EXT. HIGHWAY – DAY (SEPTEMBER 2025) 

A packed SUV heads toward the horizon. 

A sign reads: WELCOME TO FLORIDA. 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

A lifetime of leaving what hurt, 

and learning how to stay with what heals. 

She looks in the rearview mirror — daughters asleep, 

sunlight on their faces. 

BEULAH (V.O.) (CONT’D) 

This time... 

we’re not running. 

We’re arriving. 

FADE OUT.

 
ACT III — BEULAH’S DAWN 

(Pensacola FL sequences—arrival, healing, faith, final beach 
scene.) 

 
EXT. PENSACOLA, FLORIDA – EARLY MORNING (2025) 

The sun rises over the Gulf — gold and pink. 

Waves lap gently. 

 
INT. NEW APARTMENT – MORNING 

Beulah and her daughters unpack boxes, laughter filling 

the space. 

MIDDLE DAUGHTER 

Mom, look! I found my journal. 

BEULAH 

Let me see that. 

She reads a page — about hope. 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

They say the first step to healing is telling your story. 

So here I am — telling ours, in the promised land. 
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EXT. SCHOOL CAMPUS – DAY 

Her oldest daughter walks confidently to class. 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

She’s no longer running from herself. 

She’s chasing the future. 

 
INT. THERAPIST’S OFFICE – DAY 

Warm room. Beulah sits across from a compassionate 

THERAPIST. 

THERAPIST 

How does it feel... to be here? 

BEULAH 

Like I’m finally learning how to breathe. 

 
EXT. BEACH – SUNSET 

Beulah and her daughters walk barefoot along the shore. 

YOUNGEST DAUGHTER 

Mom, will it always be this beautiful? 

BEULAH 

It will be — as long as we keep moving toward the light. 

 
INT. CHURCH – SUNDAY MORNING 

Soft hymn. Beulah holds her daughters’ hands. 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

Faith is the thread that stitches us back together. 

Not a cure... but a compass. 

 
EXT. PENSACOLA – NIGHT 

City lights glow. 

Beulah stands on her balcony, reading a text: “I’m proud 

of us, Mama.” 

A tear slips down her cheek. 
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BEULAH (V.O.) 

This story isn’t about what broke us. 

It’s about what we built from the broken pieces. 

 
INT. NEW HOME – NIGHT 

Beulah tucks her youngest into bed. 

BEULAH 

Goodnight, my Beulah. 

She closes the door softly. 

BEULAH (V.O.) 

Beulah — the place of blessing. 

The place of promise. 

EXT. BEACH – DAWN 

The sky brightens. 

Beulah walks along the waterline, barefoot, strong, whole. 

The waves whisper around her — the beginning of 

everything. 

FADE OUT. 
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For the women who survive. 
For the voices that rise again. 

-BEULAH- 


