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Jack and Molly’s saga from beginning to end 
 

EMORY SCHLEY: Molly had just hopped into her car, her thoughts heavy 

with foreboding. It had been almost two years since she had heard from Jack. 

Now there was a message on her phone saying he needed to talk to her right 

away. 

There had been an urgency in his voice that sent a chill through Molly. She 

had no idea why he would even bother to look her up after all this time. It had 

been his idea to leave, and his departure was rather abrupt. Molly had an 

uneasy feeling as she pulled onto the roadway to go meet Jack... 

LINDA YOUNGS: The parking lot was abandoned, the site of a local burger 

joint gone belly up. She spotted him at once, a leaning figure towered by a 

rusty Dumpster. Throwing his cigarette against the pavement, Jack let a slow 

smile creep across his bearded face. Molly’s car inched forward. 

She averted her eyes, stomach clenching, the car stopped. 

“Molly?” Jack was at her window now — and that’s when she saw it — a 

shadow emerging from behind the Dumpster. They were not alone. 

DAVID J. GRIFFITHS: Without thinking, Molly dropped the transmission 

into drive, grabbed the wheel in both hands and floored the gas. The car 

leaped ahead. She heard Jack yell, “Molly!’ as she pulled away. Molly slowed 

and glanced first into her side mirrors; nothing followed her. 

Looking into the rearview mirror, she saw Jack’s image growing smaller in its 

center. He stood, hands at his sides, where she had left him, his shoulders 

slumped low. A smaller figure stood next to Jack, a woman. Taut with weight, 



a plaid infant-carrying sling hung from the woman’s shoulder. Molly slammed 

on the brakes. 

MOLLIE RICHARDS: “Oh my gosh,” she thought. “They have a baby. I 

can’t just leave them here.” 

Molly put the gear shift in reverse and slowly started to back up. Then she 

heard the loud wail of a siren. As she braked again and looked towards the 

street, headlights were turning into the parking lot, blue lights flashing on the 

cruiser. 

The siren wound down and the patrol car stopped directly in front of her. 

Stunned, she watched the uniformed officer exit the car with gun drawn. 

Molly looked into her rearview mirror toward the Dumpster. There was no one 

there. 

CINDY BRYAN: The patrolman glanced her way, but then seemed to 

dismiss her presence as he carefully made his way to the Dumpster. He took a 

quick look inside and then inched around the side of it and disappeared 

around the back. 

Molly heard her car’s back door unlatch, but before she could react, Jack, the 

woman and the baby were all inside the car, crouching in the back seat. 

“Molly,” Jack pleaded, “please don’t ask questions. Just get us out of here.” 

“I must be insane,” Molly whispered under her breath as she navigated around 

the patrol car and drove quickly away. 

LEE ENDICOTT: The policeman saw them leave when he returned to the 

front of the Dumpster, but he wasn’t going to go after them. In his hand was a 

very heavy canvas athletic bag. A wide smile crossed his face as he slipped his 

revolver back into its holster. He walked to his car. 



Spilling the bag full of hundred dollar bills and diamonds on the seat, he softly 

sang a tune from a Broadway show: “If I were a rich man...” Out loud he said, 

“I am now!” 

Unpinning the badge from his shirt, he started the car. 

SANDRA SANDERS: Meanwhile, Molly drove toward the bus depot as 

ordered. She heard sniffling and saw, in the rearview mirror, tears streaming 

down the girl’s face. 

“What’s going on, Jack? Why have you involved me?” Molly begged. 

“It’s complicated,” muttered Jack. “The less you know the better. I just felt I 

could rely on you,” he added. 

“Stop here!” Jack bounded out of the car, dragging the crying girl with him. 

As they ran toward the station, Molly heard a wail behind her. She whirled 

around to see a squirming bundle on the back seat. 

“Jack, wait ... the baby!” screamed Molly. 

ANGELO DePASCALE: The policeman was cruising up the street toward 

the bus depot with a smile from ear to ear when he heard a woman’s scream of 

desperation. 

Without thinking, his police training propelled him out of his seat, leaving his 

door open as he ran to Molly’s car, calling in an emergency code on his 

portable radio. 

Molly was in the back seat of the car hysterically pleading with the baby to 

breathe. 

Jack could see the policeman push Molly aside to administer CPR. 

Jack now looked over and saw his missing canvas bag on the seat of the 

cruiser. 



EMMETT SOLOMON: Since the policeman was occupied by the baby, 

Molly strolled over to Jack. 

“Get in the car,” he whispered. The cop had left his cruiser running. 

The mystery woman had already eased into the backseat. Molly got in the 

passenger side. Quickly, Jack jumped in behind the wheel. 

The cop looked up and shouted, “Stop.” But with gravel flying and then rubber 

squealing, they accelerated into the night. 

“Now what?” Molly demanded, “This car is pretty conspicuous. Plus, before we 

go to jail, I’d like to know what is going on.” 

MOLLIE RICHARDS: “Jail?” Jack laughed. 

“What about the baby?” Molly glared at the woman in the backseat. 

“Just enjoy the ride,” Jack responded by flooring the gas. 

“No!” Molly screamed. “Please stop...” 

“Molly, calm down.” Jack’s hands were gently stroking her face. Molly opened 

her eyes. Her heart was pounding. It took her a few seconds to realize where 

she was. 

“Oh, Jack,” she sighed. “You’d never believe my crazy dream.” 

Jack patted her large pregnant belly. “I know what’s causing your silly dreams. 

It’s all that spaghetti and meatballs you’ve been craving.” 

Molly nodded and grinned. “Yeah, but it’s sooo good!” 


