
NAOMI 
 
INT.  NAOMI’S HOUSE – ANNA’S BEDROOM – AMSTERDAM 
 
SLOW DOLLY THROUGH THE BEDROOM DOOR to reveal Anna in bed. 
 
The lights are out.  The room is faintly illuminated only 
by the BLUE MOONLIGHT coming through the window. 
 
Anna stares at the ceiling.  She COUGHS, very sick.  She 
has lost hope.  She is dying. 
 
Naomi enters, tired of watching her friend fade away. 
 
     NAOMI 
   Enough of this, Anna.  You must call them. 
 
     ANNA 

They do not wish to speak with me.  Their 
hearts have turned against me.  I am no 
longer a mother to them. 

 
     NAOMI 
   You do not know this. 
 
     ANNA 
   I can feel it. 
 
     NAOMI 

Feelings cannot always be trusted.  
Especially like this.  When you lie in 
darkness, darkness lies to you. 
 

Naomi storms over to the side of Anna’s bed, refusing to 
let her slip away.  She’s angry now. 
 
     NAOMI (cont.) 

You are the strongest woman in all of 
Amsterdam.  For three years, you have not 
given up on these children.  God has 
performed a miracle, and given them back to 
you.  And now this?  You are dying, Anna!  
Without your great hope, you are dying.  You 
are losing your children again. But this 
time is worse because you do it willfully.  
Will this be your legacy?  To come so close, 
only to give up? 

 



These words pierce through Anna’s depression.  Tears stream 
her cheeks. 
     NAOMI (cont.) 

I have worked in that hospital for over 
thirty years.  I have seen hundreds of women 
come through those doors.  Stolen, abused, 
broken.  Just like you.  I cried out to God 
every night, how can He let this happen?  I 
told Him I could take no more.  I didn’t 
want to live.  But then He sent me you.  He 
told me to help you.  To give you the love 
and friendship that I wish all of these 
women could have.  He renewed my hope.  You 
and I have started this journey together.  
And we will complete it together. 

 
Naomi hands the PHONE to Anna. 
 
     NAOMI (cont.) 

You want to cry?  Fine!  Cry.  But cry into 
this! 

 
Anna cautiously takes Naomi’s phone.  She WEEPS, terrified 
of being rejected by her children, but slightly more 
terrified of not knowing. 
 
     ANNA 
   If they hate me, I...I cannot bear it. 
 
     NAOMI 
    (taps Anna’s head) 

If you do not speak to them, they will 
always hate you in here.  And what if you 
are wrong?  Let them speak for themselves.  
Then you will finally know. 

 
Anna SIGHS, then slowly dials the phone. 
 
	


