
CHASING TRUTHS – CONNIE SCENE 
EXCERPT 

INT. DENNIS’S LIVING ROOM – NIGHT – SEPTEMBER 2018 

 

Dim light. Familiar furniture. Rain spatters the windows. 

Dennis (50s, kind, sharp, deeply tired) pours two glasses of wine. 

 

CONNIE (50s, polished, restless, practiced in righteousness) stands at the bookshelf, looking 

at old photos. She holds one up — them at 18, grinning. 

 

CONNIE 

You remember this? Right before you went into the seminary. Your dad and I drove you up. 

Franciscan, wasn’t it? 

 

DENNIS 

(smiles, soft) 

Yeah. You brought a rosary and a coffee. Said you prayed the whole way and kept me awake. 

 

She sets the photo down. The mood shifts. 

 

CONNIE 

(stiff) 

Dennis... You never got married. 

You sang at my wedding, but never tied the knot. 

 

DENNIS 

(tight) 

It doesn’t matter. 

 

CONNIE 

It does. 

(pause) 



Why not? We’ve known each other 50 years. 

 

DENNIS 

Do you really need to ask that? 

 

CONNIE 

(pause — voice softer) 

I was scared for you. Not of you... and I never figured out the difference. 

 

She flinches. Her breath catches. 

 

CONNIE (CONT’D) 

So it’s true. 

(beat — softer, almost ashamed) 

I never wanted to admit it. 

 

DENNIS 

Define “true.” 

 

CONNIE 

Dennis, I love you. You're my best friend, always have been. But this... this part of you... 

 

DENNIS 

(interrupts) 

This part? You don’t get to dissect me, Connie. I’m not a casserole — you can’t just leave out 

the onions. 

 

CONNIE 

(struggling) 

It goes against everything I believe. 

 

DOCTOR V.O. 

Nurse what’s his rate? 

 



CONNIE (CONT’D) 

NURSE V.O. 

59, Doctor. 

 

DENNIS 

Well maybe what you believe needs to stretch. 

 

CONNIE 

Marriage is sacred. Between a man and a woman. 

 

DENNIS 

(spikes) 

Don’t say it. Don’t you dare toss catechism at me like it’s a lifeboat. You think God’s on your 

side just because you stayed on the hill and went to Mass? 

 

CONNIE 

(tears up, trying to pull dignity from religion) 

I can't love that part of you. 

 

DENNIS 

Then you never loved me. 

(beat) 

Because that part isn’t a drawer I open when you’re not around. It’s the air in my lungs. It’s 

the way I see the world. It’s the music in my voice when I sing. When we sang together. 

 

CONNIE 

(small) 

But I prayed for you. 

 

DENNIS 

I learned the guitar because of you. And then everything blossomed. 

 

CONNIE 

Did your parents know? My mother certainly did. 

 



DENNIS 

Don’t. 

(beat) 

Don’t waste holy water on something you never tried to understand. 

 

CONNIE 

(talking out the window) 

I had promise. I had standing. And you— 

 

DENNIS 

—I was your accessory. 

 

She turns back to Dennis. 

 

CONNIE 

(snaps) 

You were supposed to tell me. 

 

DENNIS 

I was supposed to protect myself. Because I knew one day this moment would come. And 

now here we are. 

 

She stands. 

 

CONNIE 

I think I should go. 

 

DENNIS 

I think you left a long time ago. 

(beat) 

 

CONNIE 

I’ll pray for you. 

 



DENNIS 

Pray for yourself. 

 

Connie turns to leave, then stops. 

 

CONNIE 

In high school — when you dated that fat girl? We all laughed. Behind your back. 

(beat) 

I wrote “BFF” in your yearbook because it felt like the right thing to do. You were always 

there — happy, eager, organizing everything. But God, you were... suffocating. 

(rising) 

You were never in my league, Dennis. Not really. I was the smart one. I had the voice, the 

looks, the future. 

(sharper) 

And you just... followed. 

(beat — low, bitter) 

You were second class. Your house. Your family. You. 

(Pause — searching, bitter) 

I should’ve known. 

(mocking) 

Gay. Gay. GAY. 

(brushing herself off like dirt) 

Disgusting. 

 

She spirals, quieter now — not sad, just cracked 

 

CONNIE (CONT’D) 

I had promise. I married right. I homeschooled four exceptional children. My God is not your 

God. 

 

SFX: Faint *flatline beep*. The fluorescent hum of an emergency room. 

 

FLASH IMAGE — Dennis on the ER table. IVs. His chest rising slow. A nurse wiping his 

forehead. 

 



Then—Dennis says nothing. His silence fills the room. 

 

CONNIE (CONT’D) 

(she escalates further) 

Your parents must have been ashamed of you. I know my parents were. 

 

DENNIS 

Perhaps you can ask my parents when you go to heaven. 

 

CONNIE 

A place you’ll never get to. 

 

DENNIS 

(soft, grounded) 

I didn’t know you were in charge of the “Guest List.” But I’ll still keep trying to live like I 

belong there. Even if the guest list changed. 

 

She leaves. The door clicks shut. 


