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ACT THREE

| NT. MARY' S BEDROOM - BELLI NGHAM - DAY

Days later. Mary's room Secret's bed is still on the floor.
The leash is still on the hook by the door. The nedication
chart is still on the wall. The LA bag is still packed by

t he door.

Mary is at her desk. She's on her |aptop. She's worKking.

What she's working on: the GoFundMe noney. Tens of thousands
of dollars remain after the treatnment costs. She's
researching veterinary cancer research foundations. She's
buil di ng a spreadsheet. She's setting up a 501(c)(3).

This is what Mary does. She works. She builds. She makes the
next thing. The grief is in the precision of what she's
building -- a foundation to fund cani ne cancer research,
built with the noney that was supposed to save the dog it
couldn't save.

Mom appears in the doorway. Watches. She's been checking on
Mary every few hours, the way she did during the spiral
years ago.

MOM
You shoul d eat sonet hi ng.
MARY
| ate.
MOM
Mary.
MARY

' msetting up the foundation

There's a | ot of paperwork.
Mom cones in. Sits on the edge of the bed -- Secret's side
of the bed. She catches herself. Mary sees her catch
hersel f.

MOM
How are you doi ng?



MARY
I"'mfine. | prom sed.
She says it matter-of-factly. Not perform ng strength. Just
stating the terns of the arrangenent. She nade a pron se.
She is keeping it. That is what's happeni ng now.

Mom nods. She doesn't push it. She's |earned when Mary neans
what she says.

I NT. DR SULLIVAN S VETERI NARY CLI NI C - DAY

Summer. Mary is here, but not as a client. She's wearing
scrubs. She's worKki ng.

She's at a desk, entering data into the clinic's system Lab
results, treatnent schedul es, patient records. The sane kind
of neticul ous data work she did tracking Secret's bl oodworKk,
but now for other people's dogs.

A TECH wal ks past with a dog -- an older |ab, noving slowy,
the resigned patience of an animal in treatnent. Mary

wat ches for a second. Her hand twitches toward the dog, then
pul | s back.

She goes back to the data.

Dr. Sullivan passes by. Stops.

DR SULLI VAN
How are you hol di ng up?

MARY
Fine. The intake forns from Tuesday
have a formatting error. | fixed

it.

DR SULLI VAN
That's not what | asked.
Mary | ooks at him She knows it's not what he asked. She
answer ed what she coul d answer.

MARY
| |ike having sonmewhere to be.
He nods. That's enough. He noves on. Mary goes back to work.



I NT. MARY' S APARTMENT - BELLI NGHAM - NI GHT

Mary has noved back from Seattle. She's in a snaller place
now. The apartnent is sparse -- functional, organized, the
way Mary's spaces al ways are.

But there's a hole in it. Secret's bed is not here. She
didn't bring it. The leash is not on the hook. The space
where a dog should be is just space.

Mary eats di nner standing at the counter. She goes to the
couch. Picks up her phone. Puts it down. Gets up. Goes to
her desk. Opens the |aptop. Closes it.

She doesn't know what to do with a night that has no dog in
it. For seven years, every evening had a shape -- walk,
training, settling in, the weight of Secret against her |egs
on the couch. Now the evenings are fornl ess. And Mary
doesn't do fornless.

She goes for a wal k. Al one. The sanme Bel |l i ngham streets. No
| eash. No partner. Her hands are in her pockets where the
| eash used to be.

She wal ks for a long tine.
| NT. MARY' S APARTMENT - BEDROOM - NI GHT
Mary asl eep. The roomis dark. Still.

What follows should feel |like a dream-- not crisp, not

| ogi cal, but enotionally precise. The edges are soft. The
light is different. W know we're not in the real world, and
we don't need to be told.

EXT. BELLI NGHAM - WATERFRONT TRAIL - MAG C HOUR

A famliar path. Mary is wal king. The light is gold --

war mer and softer than real Bellinghamever is. The water is
calm The nountains are there but they' re gentler, the way
remenbered things are gentler than real things.

Mary hears a sound behind her. Nails on pavenent. A famliar
gait -- four beats, a rhythm she knows in her spine.



She turns. Secret is there. Not the thin, tired Secret of
the last nonths. The real Secret. Full coat, bright eyes,
the alert intelligence that nade her who she was. She's
trotting, and her novenent is easy and joyful in a way it
hasn't been for a long tine.

Mary kneel s down. Secret conmes to her. Leans agai nst her
chest. The sane |ean fromthe breeder's pen, seven years
ago.

They stay |ike that.

Mary's face is wet but she's not naking any sound. She hol ds
Secret and breat hes.

When she | ooks up, Secret |ooks at her. And in the way of
dreans, where you know things w thout being told, Mry
under st ands what Secret is telling her: it's okay. You can
do this again. Not the sane -- different. But this is what
you're neant to do. You' re sonmeone who needs a partner, and
that's not a weakness. That's what nmakes you worKk.

Secret pulls back. Looks at Mary one nore tinme. That | ook --
the focus, the attention, the |-see-you-conpletely | ook that
Mary has never gotten from a human bei ng.

Then Secret turns and wal ks down the trail. Not away. Ahead.
And Mary under stands that too.

| NT. MARY' S APARTMENT - BEDROOM - MORNI NG

Mary wakes up. Lies still. The ceiling. The light.

Sonet hing has shifted. Not healed -- she's not heal ed. But
the form essness of the | ast weeks has a direction now. She
knows what the next thing is.

She picks up her phone. Opens a browser. Starts searching.

EXT. BREEDER S PROPERTY - RURAL UTAH - DAY

A different state. A different breeder. But the sane feeling
-- a nodest property, a fenced yard, dogs everywhere.

Mary gets out of a rental car. She's come alone this tine.
No famly in the mnivan. No all-or-nothing desperation.



She's doing this because it's the next thing to build, and
Secret told her so.

The BREEDER (40s, sunburned, patient) |eads her to a pen.
Austral i an Shepherd puppies, blue nerle and red nerle,
tunbl i ng over each ot her.

Mary sits on the ground. She doesn't reach for any of them
She just sits.

The puppi es investigate her and nove on. Investigate and
nove on. One by one they |ose interest.

Except one. A blue nerle female. Smaller than the others.
She doesn't rush up. She approaches slowy, sits in front of
Mary, and | ooks at her.

Mary's breath catches. For a second -- one second -- she
sees Secret. The sane focus. The sane
| " m | ooki ng- at - you-and-1-see-you quality.

But it's not Secret. The eyes are different -- lighter, a
little wider. The markings are different. The energy is
different. This is a different dog. A new dog. And Mary
recogni zes the difference, and she doesn't try to erase it.

BREEDER
That one's been watching you since
you sat down.
Mary reaches out. The puppy sniffs her hand. Doesn't |ean in
the way Secret did. Instead she puts one paw on Mary's knee.
Tentative. Testing.

Mary puts her hand over the paw.

MARY
Hi .
The puppy puts her other paw up. Mary picks her up. The
puppy settles against her, and it's different from Secret --
l[ighter, nore tentative, figuring things out -- but it's
right.

BREEDER
She got a nane?
Mary is quiet for a nonent. Looking at the puppy. Looking at
t he nount ai ns behind the property. Thinking about a prom se



she nmade and a prom se that was nmade to her

MARY
Prom se.
She stands up, holding the puppy. Wal ks to the car. Doesn't
| ook back. The next thing has started.

EXT. UNI VERSI TY OF WASHI NGTON - CAMPUS - DAY

Fal | again. The canpus is golden. Mary wal ks across Red
Square with a blue nmerle Australian Shepherd puppy at her
feet. Promise is on a |eash, head swiveling, taking in
everything. She's not Secret -- she's bouncier, nore
uncertain, |ess conposed. She's a puppy.

Mary is patient with her. Not the desperate patience of the

first days with Secret, but a practiced patience. She knows

how this works now. She built the system once. She can build
it again.

MARY
(to Prom se)
Heel .
Promise drifts. Mary stops. Waits. Prom se conmes back to
posi tion.

Click. Treat.

They keep wal ki ng.

I NT. UW- CLASSROOM - DAY

Mary in class. A different class now -- advanced Japanese.
She's fluent enough to follow the |ecture. Prom se is under
t he desk, not as invisible as Secret was -- she shifts
around, chews a toy quietly. She'll get there.

After class, Kenji falls into step beside her.

KENJI
New dog.

MARY
Yeah.



KENJI

She's cute. What's her nane?
MARY

Prom se.
KENJI

That's a big nane for a little dog.
Mary doesn't explain. Kenji doesn't press. They wal k
toget her toward the study group, Prom se trotting between
them and Mary is navigating -- a campus, a friendship, a
conversation -- without the partner she built these skills
with. But the skills are still there. Secret taught her. The
teaching didn't die.

I NT. /EXT. - VARI OUS - REBUI LDI NG - MONTAGE

Quick cuts. Mary building the new life on the foundation of
t he ol d one.

Mary training Prom se in the apartnment. Sit. Down. Stay. The
sane exercises, the sane patience, the sane click-and-treat
rhythm But Mary is different this tine -- calner, nore
experienced, |ess desperate. She knows the system works
because she built it before.

Mary and Promi se at a coffee shop. Prom se under the tabl e,
fidgeting. Not perfect yet. Mary doesn't stress about it.
She gives a quiet correction. They'll cone back tonorrow.

Mary in the study group, arguing about Japanese granmar,

ani mated, sure of herself. Prom se is asleep under the
tabl e. The group has absorbed Mary's bluntness as a feature,
not a bug. This is how she is. They know that now.

Mary at her desk, working on a final paper. Prom se on the
bed, chewing a toy. The room has the sanme organi zed
infrastructure as always -- |eash on the hook, vest on the
chair, training treats in the cabinet. The system rebuilt.
Different dog. Same architecture.

Mary on her nightly wal k. Prom se beside her, not in perfect
heel yet, drifting and com ng back, drifting and com ng
back. Mary's hands aren't in her pockets anynore. One hand
hol ds the | eash. The other sw ngs at her side.



EXT. UNI VERSI TY OF WASHI NGTON - HUSKY STADI UM - DAY

June 2024. G aduation day. Thousands of people. Thousands of
chairs on the field. Thousands of caps and gowns. The scale

of it -- after Bellingham after the small WCC cerenpbny in a
parking lot -- is enornous.

We find Mary in the cromd. Cap and gown. She's witten
sonmet hing on her cap but we can't read it yet.

Prom se is beside her, in her vest. Not perfect -- she's
still young, still learning. She bunps into the person in
front of them Mary corrects her quietly. They wait.

In the stands: Mom Dad, |zzy, Spencer. Spencer is here. The
whole famly. They're scanning the cromd for Mary, can't
find her in the sea of caps.

| ZZY
(poi nting)
There. Third section. See the dog?
They all 1ook. There she is. The dog makes her findable, the
way the dog has always nmade her findable.

Mary's row stands. They begin to file toward the stage. The
line nmoves slowly. Mary is quiet. Prom se wal ks besi de her.

VWhen Mary's nanme is called, she wal ks across the stage.

Prom se wal ks with her. The audience reacts -- |aughter,

appl ause, a few cheers. Sonme of them know who she is. The
girl with the dog videos. The girl wth mllions of

foll owers. Mdst of themdon't. Mdst of themjust see a young
wonman and her dog crossing a stage together.

Mary takes the diploma. Doesn't wave. Doesn't pose. She

| ooks out at the crowd for a nonent -- all those people, al
t hat noi se, a sensory environnent that would have destroyed
her at thirteen -- and she's standing in it.

She wal ks off stage. Kneels down. Shows Prom se the dipl oma
t he way she showed Secret the WCC di pl oma years ago.

MARY
(quiet, to Prom se)
Step two.



10.

She stands up. And now we see her cap.
Witten in Mary's handwiting, in silver marker:
WE DID I T, SECRET.

In the stands, Momsees it first. Then Izzy. Then Dad. Then
Spencer. One by one, they read the cap, and one by one, they
br eak.

Mary doesn't see them She's wal king away fromthe stage
with Prom se, back into the crowd, back into the noise and
the people and the world she built a way to live in.

EXT. BELLI NGHAM - WHATCOM CREEK - LATE AFTERNOON

The creek fromthe opening scene. The sane rocks. The sane
light through the sane evergreens. Summer.

Mary is here. She's 23 now. She's kneeling by the water, and
for a nonent the shot rhymes perfectly with the
ni ne-year-old on her belly reaching for a crayfish.

But she's not reaching for anything. She's setting sonething
up -- she's building a small dam out of rocks, a project,
adjusting the water flow, doing sonething with her hands the
way she's al ways done sonething with her hands.

Prom se is beside her, nose in the water, snapping at a | eaf
floating by. Not conposed. Not professional. Just a dog
bei ng a dog.

Behi nd them up the bank, we can hear voices. A gathering at
the house -- the fam |y, maybe friends. The sounds of
peopl e.

Mary | ooks up at the sound. She doesn't flinch. She doesn't
dread it. She'll go up in a mnute. She'll navigate. She has
the tools for it now, even though the one who gave themto
her isn't here.

She | ooks at Prom se.

MARY
Come on.



11.

She stands up. Wpes her hands on her jeans. Starts up the
bank toward the noise. Prom se scranbles after her
ungai nly, slipping on the rocks.

Mary doesn't | ook back at the creek. She's heading toward
t he people. She's going to be okay.

She prom sed.

SVASH CUT TO BLACK

On black, in Mary's handwiti ng:
"t he end"

And then, as if being painted over by a brush held in a
dog' s nout h:

A NEW BEG NNI NG

END OF FI LM



