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A rusty keychain ring bounces against a white male guard's
cracking brown leather belt as he walks towards --
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-- A concrete cell occupied by MERRY PAINE.  Twenty-five and 
busting out of a royal blue party dress, she stuffs a handful
of tattered letters in her bag and looks around to make sure
she's gotten everything.  

A faded black and white photo of a little girl on  a tricycle
smiles back at her.  Carefully, Merry peels it off, taking
some of the dusty wall attached to the old gum she used as
adhesive with it.  

Merry kisses the photo.  The guard flashes a grimy grin and
she looks at him, annoyed.  The guard laughs, unlocks the
door. Merry exits as we hear -- 

MERRY (V.O.)
My name is Merry.  M-E-R-R-Y.  My
mother stuck around Locust Grove 
long enough to name me after Jesus'
momma, the Virgin Mary...I wasn't a
virgin long enough to qualify. 

A bell rings. Buzzer sounds.  Then, a flash of white --  
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-- clouds.  Merry, standing outside the prison's barbed wire
fence, gazes up at the bluest sky she's ever seen.

MERRY (V.O.)
Somehow between being raised by my
Momma and Auntie Teenie, Mary turned
into Merry. The happy word.  Teenie
said her and Momma spelled it that
way, because I was such a happy child. 
Always smiling, laughing.

Merry squints at the sun, inhales deeply. 

MERRY (V.O.) (CONT'D)
So long ago.  I been trying to find
my merry ever since.

SLAM! Merry jumps as the guard locks the gate behind her. 
She looks at the empty dirt road in front of her.  No bus.   

Confused, she swivels around to ask what the hell is going
on.  He points to the message scribbled on the board hanging
on the fence -- Next bus at noon. He grins. 
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