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Out of the blackness:

JEFF
I think I’m having a perfect moment.

The screen is still black. The screen skips a little like an old projector and bold white 
letters appear. This happens with every scene title

TITLE 1
Together

The words stay up for a few seconds. There is another little skip and then blackness. This 
should also repeat with every scene title.

Int. Natalie’s Bedroom

Cut to a tight shot centered on a bed as viewed from the ceiling. There are posters slightly
visible on the walls of the bedroom. One should be of Kurt Vonnegut. There are clothes 
on the floor of the bedroom. The lights are dimmed.

Jeff and Natalie (age 17) are lying on the bed over the sheets, Natalie to the left, Jeff to 
the right.  He is wearing a light brown suit jacket, unbuttoned, that is slightly too small, a 
white dress shirt, a thin red tie, khakis, and he still has his dress shoes on. She is wearing 
a red sundress. They are holding hands, and staring up at the ceiling.

NATALIE
How do you mean?

JEFF
Just, this. Right now. It’s perfect. Like just holding your hand,

I’m really happy and I have this warm feeling inside me. 

He laughs.

JEFF
Sorry, if that sounds really corny.

NATALIE
No, it’s fine. Sometimes corny is cute.

JEFF
You’re cute.

She bursts out laughing and turns away, playfully trying to break away.

NATALIE



Jesus Christ Jeffrey! Aw, that was just horrible!

He pulls her back, and hugs her. The rest of the conversation is them on their sides facing 
one another. Cut between close ups of their faces.

JEFF
I know. I know. I’m sorry. The opportunity was there
and I just went for it. I had to see what the limit was.

NATALIE
I’d say you found it. You’re just lucky you’re in a band, or

I’d kick you out right now after that.

She playfully hits him.
JEFF

Yeah, I am lucky. 

NATALIE
That didn’t ruin your perfect moment, did it?

JEFF
Of course not.

He kisses her forehead, pulls his head back and stares at her.

JEFF
While I’m testing limits, I know I shouldn’t say “I love you”
Or anything like that, but I think definitely that I would like

to fall in love with you. At some point. Down the line. Is that too 
Far, you think? Do you want to try and fall in love me?

She pretends to think about it.

NATALIE
Hmmm… maybe. It sounds like it could be nice.

They smile.

NATALIE
What are you smiling about?

JEFF
I dunno, I just really like you.

NATALIE
I like you too. I’ve even got your corny warm feeling nonsense.



They both turn over to face the ceiling again.

JEFF
I want... I want this to last forever.

NATALIE
I want… I want to fall asleep like this and wake up the same way.

JEFF
I want…

He struggles, smiles, and then finishes:

JEFF
 …to hold your hand and watch cartoons and nature documentaries.

She half-smiles, crinkles her nose, and rolls with it.

NATALIE
I want to kiss you in the Russian literature section of Barnes and Noble.

JEFF
I want to learn the ukulele so I can write you hipster love songs.

NATALIE
I want to write a black and white comic book where the only thing

In color is us.

JEFF
I want to go on adventures with you.

NATALIE
 Let’s go tomorrow. Let’s go someplace we’ve never been.

He stares ate her wide-eyed.

JEFF
Tomorrow? I’m not even close to done with today. 

They smile at each other. Fade to black.

“Don’t Worry Desmond Dekker” by the Mighty Mighty Bossttones starts playing.

TITLE 2
17 Years Later



When the bass line kicks in, cut to black men’s converse walking down a city sidewalk. 
Opening credits start rolling.

Cut to white and yellow women’s tennis shoes walking from a wood floor to linoleum.

Cut to a man, from the neck down, sitting on a subway train. He is wearing a black pants,
a white dress shirt, a thin black tie, and a black suit coat, unbuttoned and slightly too 
small. One hand is holding an iPod, stark white headphones reaching off screen. The 
other is alternating tapping his knee and fingering guitar patterns. The shot is wide 
enough to show the elbows of the people next to him.

Cut to a woman’s hand, finger extended running down the covers of books on a book 
shelf. It runs across James Joyce’s Ulysses, Brian Wood’s Local, William Faulkner’s The 
Sound and the Fury, Daniel Clowes’ Wilson, Kurt Vonnegut’s Mother Night, Jeff Lemire’s
Essex County, and a collection of Bill Waterson’s Calvin and Hobbes. The finger 
hesitates at the end of the bookshelf.

Cut to Jeff (age 34) walking down a city street. His headphones poke out slightly out of 
his pants pockets, and he doesn’t know what to do with his hands. He turns and starts to 
enter an apartment.

Cut to Natalie (age 34) standing in front of stove, making a vegetable and chicken stir fry.
She is wearing jeans and a t-shirt. Her outfit is casual, but has the hint of still being 
slightly expensive.

Cut to Jeff approaching his apartment door.

Cut to Natalie walking through a hallway to open a door.

A door being pushed open.

A door being pulled open.

Cut to Jeff’s empty, sparsely furnished apartment. The only decoration is a couple of 
records hanging on the wall.

Cut to Natalie’s husband, Ben, standing in a doorway. She puts her arms around him.

Natalie hugging her husband, welcoming him in, becomes the left side of a split screen. 
Jeff entering his empty apartment becomes the right side. Two bold white parallel lines 
run vertically between the two sides. They become the double L in parallel, and the line 
on the right becomes the L in lines, as the title appears on screen. 

Cut to black.

TITLE 3



Mornings

Cut to Jeff hitting an alarm clock that reads, 6:45. 

Cut to him efficiently brushing his teeth. He spits and smiles oddly at himself in the 
mirror.

Cut to him dressed in his white shirt straightening his tie.

Cut to him fully dressed, eating a bowl of cereal in silence, rereading the nutrition facts as
he eats. 

He leaves the apartment. Pan to clock above his stove. It reads 7:15

Cut to Natalie hitting and alarm clock that reads 5:30. She sits up on the side of the bed as
Ben just opens his eyes and shuts them again tightly, preparing to wake up. The cuts for 
Natalie’s half of the scene are quicker, more rushed, and slightly hectic.

Cut to her cooking a spinach and feta omelet. 

Cut her getting two plates and two bowls from a cabinet and setting them down on a 
table. She pours some dog food into a dish with “Kurt” written on it, as a little brown 
terrier struts through the doorway.

Cut to her waking up her two children, Steven (age 6) and Molly (age 4). 

Cut to her putting half of the omelet onto one of the plates. The other half is already on 
the table. Two glasses, two plastic cups, a gallon of milk, and two boxes of cereal have 
been added to the table. Molly walks in and sits at the table. She grabs a box of cereal and
pours it in to the bowl in front of her. Natalie pours the milk into the bowl, and starts 
pouring it into one of the plastic cups. Steven walks in wearing a cape and his underwear 
over his pants. Natalie points back to his room, and he starts walking back dragging his 
feet. She finishes pouring Molly’s milk. Steven walks back sans superhero adornments. 
He pours cereal into his bowl, and she pours the milk. She pours milk into his glass. He 
looks up at her expectantly. She runs to the refrigerator, grabs some chocolate syrup, 
squirts it into his milk, and stirs. He looks up and smiles.

Cut to her walking into the bathroom as Ben walks out. She brushes her teeth very 
quickly, spits, and walks out as Ben walks back in, downing a glass of orange juice. 

Cut to her putting a Batman lunch box in Steven’s backpack and Charlotte’s Web 
lunchbox into Molly’s. She hugs them both and kisses their foreheads. She stands up. Ben
walks up to her, she hurriedly kisses him on the cheek. He and the kids leave. She runs 
off screen, returning with her coat and her purse. Kurt walks up to her. She scratches his 
ears and exits. Pan to the clock on her stove. It reads 7: 15.



Cut to black.

TITLE 4
Work

Int. Office
Cut to Natalie wearing gray dress pants and a white dress blouse sitting at a desk, in her 
office. The desk and office are both extremely neat. She has a little sign that says 
“NATALIE PIERCE” in large letters and “MANAGER” in slightly smaller letters.

There is an awkward tap on her door. A man walks in. He is fairly chubby, and his dress 
shirt does little to mask is prominent man boobs. He has curly hair, glasses, and the early 
hint of pit stains. His name is Charles. It could be his first name or it could be his last. It 
doesn’t matter.

CHARLES
Um, you, uh, wanted to see me?

NATALIE
Believe me, Charles, I in no way wanted to have the conversation

We’re about to have, but it comes from up top so we have got 
To discuss this.

Charles begins to sweat.

CHARLES
D-d-discuss what?

Natalie sighs, clearly annoyed.

NATALIE
Charles, you’ve stolen more than fifty dollars worth of paper 

Clips. It’s not so much that the company can’t cover fifty 
bucks, but well, the sheer number of paper clips needed to be worth

that much is… simply mind boggling. You can’t have expected
this to go unnoticed, can you? We have surveillance. What were

You thinking?

Charles looks down at his shoes.

CHARLES
I’m sorry… you’re not gonna fire me, are you?

NATALIE
They wanted to! They really did. But. If you pay the fifty dollars, and give

some back, then they’ll let you off with a warning. You still have them, right?



CHARLES
Yeah, I still have them.

Natalie looks at him in shocked silence for a few moments. 

NATALIE
Alright, seriously, just… why did you need so many paper clips?

Charles looks at her as if he can’t believe it himself. He speaks like he’s confessing a 
major sin.

CHARLES
I didn’t, believe me. I don’t know how it got to be so much. 
At first, I’d just take a few here and there for the thrill of it.

The sudden jolt of feeling alive in this dead, dead place.
I… I came to live for it. (pause) Do I have to give them all back?

NATALIE (confused, comforting)
I’m sure you can hold on to a couple.

Charles starts crying.

NATALIE
Jesus Christ, Charles! 

He stands there awkwardly pulling himself together, and then walks out. Natalie puts her 
head in her hands and sighs.

Int. Classroom
Cut to Jeff standing in front of his class of first graders. He is just finishing writing the 
word “Cat”. The C is much bigger than the rest of the word.

JEFF
Now, who can read what this word says?

A dozen little hands shoot up. Jeff points to a girl with a bow in her hair.

GIRL #1
It says cat!

JEFF
Very good. Now who can tell me what letter cat begins with?

More hands. Jeff picks a boy with freckles. 



BOY #1
My cat has sixteen whiskers!

Jeff is taken aback, but chuckles slightly.
JEFF

That’s good. Now who’d like to answer the question?

Again more hands.

BOY #2
My brother’s allergic to cats, so I’m not allowed to play with them 

in case I get cat hairs on me and they go up his nose!

Jeff is no longer as amused. 

JEFF
Okay, that’s enough sharing, let’s just answer the question.

Hands are no longer needed as the next girl calls out:

GIRL #2
My cat is named Sprinkles, but sometimes I put a bow on her

And call her Princess Sprinkles! I like her better than my sister!

JEFF
Alright now we really need to raise our…

BOY #3
Cats are stupid! I like dogs! My dog Rufus could eat any stupid cat in 

Three gulps just like this!

He gulps three times. A girl calls out in retaliation:

GIRL #3
Oh, yeah! If your stinky dog tried to eat my cat, he’d get a face full of claws

I can tell you that!

Jeff no longer has any control.
BOY #3

Rufus, wouldn’t let your stupid cat claw him ‘cause he’s the smartest 
dog in the world!

BOY #4
Nuh uh, my dog’s the smartest. He can read the newspaper, and not just

The comics!



GIRL #4
That’s not even possible! Lassie, couldn’t even read a newspaper!

Amid this debate one girl bravely tries to end it.

GIRL #5
But I like cats and dogs! They’re both so cute and cuddly!

This gets the whole class going all at once. It just becomes noise, each kid’s comments 
become indecipherable from each other. Until:

GIRL #6
I have three hamsters!

Everyone becomes silent. Close up on one boy looking completely disgusted

BOY # 5
Hamsters? You gotta be kidding me.

Cut to black. 

TITLE 5
Dinner

Split screen. Natalie is on the left with her family eating around a round a big table. Jeff 
is on the right eating in silence on the coach in front of his TV. When he eats, he doesn’t 
look at his food, he just keeps staring forward.

Natalie engages in typical family dinner talk. *Note: That whole dialogue should 
probably be at least partly improvised to get realistic children, not movie children. This is
more of a guideline. 

NATALIE
I haven’t seen you guys all day. Tell me, how was school?

MOLLY
We had art today, and I drew the prettiest picture. Daddy
Helped me hang it up in my room. Right over my bed.

NATALIE
What did you draw?

MOLLY
I don’t know. I just kept making up colors and shapes. It’s

Very beautiful, it just doesn’t really look like anything.



NATALIE
What about you Steven?

STEVEN
School’s stupid. I hate it. 

NATALIE
Oh, why’s that?

STEVEN
All we do is learn how to read. I already know how to read!

It’s so boooring!

BEN
Hey, maybe you should be thanking your mother, not cursing
the school. Not everyone’s mom takes time out of their busy 
day to teach their kid to read when he’s only four years old.

STEVEN
Well I wish they would. Nobody in my class knows anything
about any good books. Their books don’t even have chapters!

BEN
Well most kids’ moms don’t read them the complete set of 

Sherlock Holmes or To Kill a Mockingbird as bedtime stories,
Either.

He looks over at Natalie, who laughs.

NATALIE
That’s what my dad used to read me! I’m just passing down 

A family tradition.

MOLLY
When are we gonna see Grandpa again?

NATALIE
I think we’re gonna try to visit this weekend. Maybe go out for lunch.

MOLLY
Yay yay yay, Grandpa always has Twizzlers ready for us.

STEVEN
Is that all you care about, candy?

MOLLY



I like talking to Grandpa too.

STEVEN
Twizzlers are gross anyways.

MOLLY
You’re gross.

BEN
Hey, you two be nice.

MOLLY (super sweetly)
Sorry Daddy.

STEVEN (grumpy)
She started it.

MOLLY
I was just telling the truth. All boys are gross… except you Daddy. 

STEVEN
At least I don’t still pick my nose!

MOLLY
Do not!!

NATALIE
C’mon guys. Cut it out. Neither one of you is gross. And Molly
Stop using your baby voice to try and get out of trouble. We’ve

Talked about that.

Steven looks at her smugly. Ben stands up.

BEN
Thanks for dinner, honey. I really gotta get going though.

MOLLY
Do you have to work again tonight, Daddy?

BEN
I’m sorry baby, but I’ve got a big trial coming up and I’ve got a

Lot of work to do.

STEVEN
We’re still going to the movies tomorrow, though right?



NATALIE
You promised.

BEN
Of course! (more to Natalie) I wouldn’t forget.

He kisses both of them on the forehead, and gives Natalie a quick kiss on the lips before 
leaving. 

STEVEN
I’m done.

MOLLY
Me too.

NATALIE
Alright.

They both get up and start to run away.

NATALIE
Hey, get back here and help me clean up first.

On Jeff’s side of the screen, he finishes eating, puts his plate down on the coffee table in 
front of him, leans back, and sighs heavily.

Cut to black.

TITLE 6
Friends

Int. Bar
Cut to a trendy bar. Pan across groups of young good-looking people talking to other 
groups of young good-looking people to find Natalie sitting at a table with her friend, 
Catherine, out for a girl’s night and cocktails.

CATHERINE
So I’m yelling at him, telling him to clean up his mess,
And he picks up the TV remote and points it at me and 

Starts clicking furiously. Click click click. So I’m like, “Brad,
Come on, what are you doing?” And he just looks at me and

Says completely seriously, “Mumma, I’m trying to turn you off”

They both laugh. Natalie looks like she’s probably heard this before, but is pretending not
to have.



CATHERINE
But, they really are so cute when they’re little. How are your two little

Young’uns doin’?

NATALIE
Good. Molly’s at home with a sitter, and Ben took

Steven to see a movie.

CATHERINE
Oh, that’s sweet. What did they go see?

NATALIE
Steven wanted to see the newest Batman movie.

CATHERINE
And you let him?! They’re all so dark now, and I’m pretty sure 

They’re at least PG-13.

NATALIE
Jesus, it’s just a movie! Who gives a shit about those stupid ratings?

CATHERINE
I dunno. I just don’t want my kids having to see that stuff until 

They’re old enough to handle it.

NATALIE (laughing)
Oh man, don’t tell me your one of those v-chip parents with

The fucking, uh, the fucking parental controls on all the channels.

CATHERINE (also laughing)
Hell yes, I am! There’s some really horrible stuff on TV. Half

Those channels are just sex, sex, sex all the time.

NATALIE (teasing)
And if you censor it, then your kids won’t know how to talk about
It, and all that sexual repression will make them into little sluts in

High school like you were! 

CATHERINE
I was not a slut, I was free! (laughs) Not like you and your all fucking

High school relationship. You were trapped. Stuck!

NATALIE
And what does that make us now, huh? You’ve been married longer than I 

Have?



CATHERINE
Yeah, but it’s not the same now, is it? We’re not seventeen anymore.
Back then fucking around was fun, now it’d just be stupid. We’re too

Old, and we got kids to look after, and it’s good knowing you got 
someone helping you out.  Back then we would have been stuck,

Now I’d say we’re secure.

NATALIE
Nothing to do with loving our husbands, right?

CATHERINE
Psh, go for the storybook shit if you want. I mean of course, I

Love Vic, but is that why we stay with them? You tell me?

Natalie’s silent for a moment, trying to think. Catherine realizes she went a little far.

CATHERINE
Hey, don’t mind me okay. I’m just a little drunk and trying too
Hard to be funny. We don’t see each other nearly enough, so 

I try to make the most of it.

NATALIE
Yeah, I miss going out like in the old days.

She smiles sorta sadly.

CATHERINE
Hey, if you’re really feeling stuck, that guy over at the bar

Has been staring at you all night.

Pan to reveal a well dressed, younger man at the bar obviously staring at Natalie. She 
perks up a little. 

NATALIE
Ugh, he’s like twenty-four! 

CATHERINE
What? I thought young attractive guys were supposed to appeal

To old battleships like us.

NATALIE
He’s too young. He doesn’t know anything! He’d probably hold on 

to my tits like a fucking life preserver!

CATHERINE
You should flirt with him! Maybe you can get a free drink.



NATALIE
What should I do?

CATHERINE
I dunno. Wave and give him a little smile or something.

NATALIE
Really? You want me to do it.

CATHERINE
Do it!

NATALIE
I’m gonna do it!

She waves at the man at bar, and flashes him a smile. The man says something to the 
bartender and then leaves. Natalie and Catherine immediately start cracking up.

NATALIE
Oh, no I scared him off!

CATHERINE
Nah, nah, he’s just playing cool. You’ll get ‘im next time, killer.

She then imitates Natalie’s little wave, and they both start laughing again. A waitress 
walks over and puts a drink at the table.

WAITRESS
From the man who just left.

Natalie looks at the drink. Stuck to the bottom of the glass is a business card.

NATALIE
He gave me his card!

They both laugh.

Close up of card
BUSINESS CARD

Marcus Swift. Old Country Publishing.

Natalie stops laughing.

NATALIE
He works at a publishing company.



There is a loud guitar strum.

Int. Club

Cut to a roadie on stage amateur shredding on a guitar to check its tuning. 

Cut to Jeff in a black suit and tie leaning on a railing outside the pit. He is by himself and 
looking wistfully toward the stage when he is recognized by an old friend. 

RICH
Jeff?!

Jeff looks around to see who called him. Rich walks over to him in jeans and a concert t-
shirt. His head is shaved bald.

JEFF
Rich?! Hey, man. How are you doing?

RICH
I’m good. I’m good. Wow, I don’t think I’ve seen you since… well

You know. But you’re looking good.

JEFF
Yeah? Thanks, man. 

Rich gets out of the pit and goes to lean on the railing with Jeff.

RICH
You mind if I stay up here with you?

JEFF
What? You’re not going in the pit?

RICH
Ha! If they don’t kill me in there, Jeanine would when I get home.

She said she already had the divorce papers ready if I tried anything
Stupid.

He smiles as he says this, and then gets embarrassed.

RICH
Oh, sorry, I didn’t mean to-

JEFF
It’s okay, Rich. I can hear the word without getting offended. Relax.



It’s good to see you. 

RICH
Yeah, it’s actually pretty cool since we saw these guys together the last time

They got back together.

JEFF
Wow, you’re right. That was almost ten years ago. 

RICH
Yeah, I was almost going to invite you to come with me,

But I figured you would’ve already bought your ticket. No
Way you were gonna miss these guys coming to town again.

JEFF
Ha, no way! You remember how many times we saw them in

high school? 

RICH
And you’d tell your mom you were at my house studying!

JEFF
Hey! Did I ever tell you that I saw Joe before he died? With the Mescalero’s.

RICH
What? How did I not know that? And why the fuck wasn’t I there?

JEFF
I took Natalie. I was always too embarrassed to tell you.

RICH
Oh you bastard! Was it incredible?

JEFF
Believe it or not, it was one of the worst shows I’ve ever seen.

RICH
But it was Joe!

JEFF
Well, it wasn’t his fault. The sound system was piss poor, and everyone kept

Yelling shit at him and trying to get onstage with him. He was pissed too.
I still wished I’d taken you instead.

RICH
It’s alright. You know my dad saw The Clash?



JEFF
No shit.

RICH
Yeah in a bar in the seventies when they were just starting out.

He said they were too loud and he couldn’t understand the words.

They laugh. A middle-aged man with a big red Mohawk and a leather jacket walks by. 

RICH
My God would you look at that.

JEFF
Look at him, scoping out the pit, checking on the competition,

He’s in his element. He works in an office five days a week, but
Now he’s where he belongs.

RICH
Look at his hair! His roots are grey!

JEFF
Whatever happened to your Mohawk?

RICH
I ran out of hair. Fuckin’ genetics.

A man walks by wearing a Viking helmet.

JEFF
Well, maybe if you had one of those it’d be fine. But right

Now you look kind of ridiculous.

RICH
You’re one to talk with your fuckin’ suit and tie. When it comes

To fashion I guess Rudie can fail.

JEFF
Ah, leave me alone. I was wearing it at work, and I figured I’d leave

 it on as a little two-tone homage to ska, may it rest in peace.

RICH
It could have at least been plaid!

Jeff laughs.



JEFF 
You got me there.

RICH
You still teachin’, what? First grade?

JEFF
Yeah, you still with computers?

RICH
Yeah.

There’s a little pause as neither of them know what to say next. The lights go off, and 
they both look relieved.

RICH
You know who’s opening?

JEFF
Couple of shitty local hardcore bands.

RICH
Great, I hate that shit.

JEFF
Me too.

Cut to the lead singer of the band on stage. He’s about forty, has a bit of paunch, lots of 
tattoos, and a ridiculous mess of hair. 

SINGER
Woo! You guys ready to get this fucking started?! We’re called Thundercunt,

And this song’s about how the government is trying to fuck us over.

He then proceeds to scream unintelligibly while the band plays loud eighth notes at a 
tempo that can’t be quite agreed upon.

Cut back to Jeff and Rich at the railing looking pained. They have to yell over the music.

JEFF
Shit.

RICH
What?

JEFF



It’s too loud and I can’t understand the words.

Pan to all the old punks running into one another in the pit.

JEFF
God this is depressing

Fade to black.

TITLE 7
Family.

MEGAN
I’m worried about you little brother.

Int. Café
Fade in on Jeff sitting at a little café with his sister, Megan. For once he’s just wearing 
jeans and a t-shirt and not dress clothes.

JEFF
Me? You’re worried about me?

MEGAN
Yeah, I am.

JEFF
God, you’re as bad as mom. Why are you worrying about me?

MEGAN
Do you want a list? For one, this is the first time I’ve seen you in months,
And I still had to call you a million times before I could get you to come

out.

JEFF
I’m sorry about that. We can go out more often if you want. I’m around

almost all the time.

MEGAN
Why?! Why are you around all the time? Have you even been trying to 

Meet someone else?

JEFF
I go on dates.

MEGAN
Any second dates?



Jeff doesn’t say anything.

MEGAN
Christ, Jeffrey! This is why I’m worried. I know how things ended

With you and Sarah, and I know that’s never gonna heal or go away
But you’re thirty-four! You’re too young to just give up and sit around

All day doing nothing.

JEFF
I like sitting around. It’s nice after working all day. 

MEGAN
Yeah, and what are you gonna do this summer when you don’t have

Work to fill your day? Kill yourself?! You need to do something.

JEFF
Shit, Meg. I think you’re actually worse than Mom. I love you and all,

But I can’t go out with you again if you keep fucking lecturing me. Your
Only three years older than me, remember.

MEGAN
I’m sorry Jeff, but you know Mom would’ve said the same
 things. I’m just trying to look out for you. Someone has to.

JEFF
Alright, alright. I appreciate that. Now, if we’re done with the fucking

Third degree, how’re things with you? 

MEGAN
They’re good. Thanks for asking.

JEFF
You an’ Christine still goin’ strong.

MEGAN
Shit, that’s the other reason I wanted to talk to you.

She starts rifling through her purse.

JEFF
Aw, no. You two didn’t break up did you?

MEGAN
Nah, nothing like that. I just wanted to show you something.



She finds what she’s looking for, a little black box.

MEGAN
Check it out.

She throws it to Jeff. He opens it. Inside’s a ring. He looks amazed.

JEFF
You proposed?

MEGAN
No, but I’m going to.

JEFF
You?

MEGAN
I know, I know. I’ve always had a stick up my ass about marriage,
But I’m giving in. I can’t see myself with anyone else and figured 

I might as well do it… while I still can.

JEFF
Wow, that’s really great, sis.

He smiles, genuinely happy for his sister, but seeing her happy brings back memories of 
better times and there is pain in his eyes. 

MEGAN (awkward)
That’s not all. I also wanted to, um, ask you something.

JEFF
Shoot.

MEGAN
Do you, uh, wanna be my best man?

Close up on him, he looks really taken aback. Then he smiles.

JEFF
Yeah. Of course.

He’s still smiling at the idea.

Int. Nursing Home



Cut to Natalie and her family just settling in around her father’s bed. He’s next to the bed 
in a wheel chair. He’s not too old, roughly 70, but he looks frail. The occasional yell and 
shriek comes in from the hallway.

NATALIE
Hey Dad, how’re you feeling?

When he speaks, he speaks slowly as if each word is a challenge.

GRANDPA
I’ve been better.

NATALIE
Mom visit you a lot?

GRANPA
She was here yesterday.

NATALIE
She misses you terribly, so you’d better get better soon.

GRANDPA
It’s hardly a vacation.

He indicates his surroundings.

GRANDPA
Now, where are my beautiful grandchildren?

Molly and Steven step forward.

MOLLY and STEVEN
Hi, Grandpa!

GRANDPA
You two grow like weeds. How old are you now?

MOLLY
Four

STEVEN
I’m six.

GRANDPA
Only six? You look so much like a man already. And,

Molly’s on her way to becoming a beautiful young women.



Hearts will be broken over her, mark my words. Just like her
Mother.

He starts reaching into a drawer near his bed, hands shaking.

GRANDPA
I have something for the both of you.

He pulls out a bag of Twizzlers.

MOLLY
Twizzlers!

They each grab a couple from the bag.

STEVEN
Thank you, Grandpa.

MOLLY
Thank you!

Steven eats one to be polite, and puts the rest in his pocket. Molly puts three in her mouth
at once.

NATALIE
Hey, Dad, I’ve been reading Steven all the Sherlock Holmes

Stories. He really loves them.

Grandpa nods.

GRANDPA
The Sp-Speckled Band. A classic.

NATALIE
Ooh, that’s one of his favorites.

STEVEN
It is my favorite. It used to scare me, but now I like it.

GRANDPA
Do you still play baseball, Steven? I used to be very good,

When my legs worked. Almost centerfield for the Paw Sox.

STEVEN
I quit, I didn’t like it. 



MOLLY
I play soccer!

GRANDPA
That’s good. You should play something.

NATALIE
You hungry, Dad? You wanna head out for lunch?

GRANDPA
I could eat. ‘Specially if it means getting a break from

Whatever fresh horror they’re serving here.

Ben wheels him out. The kids follow, and Natalie brings up the rear and closes the door. 

Cut to black.

TITLE 8
Dating

Int. Restaurant
Cut to Natalie and Ben sitting across from each other at a candlelit dinner table. They are 
both dressed nicely.

BEN
So we won the case. 

NATALIE
That’s nice.

There’s an awkward pause.

BEN
Anything interesting happen at your work today.

Natalie laughs.

NATALIE
Does anything interesting ever happen at my work?

BEN
You say that every time I ask. Why do you stay there when you

Hate it so much?

NATALIE
Because I want our kids to be able to go to college, and nobody



Will hire a thirty-four old women with no other work experience
At a starting salary near what I’m making now. 

BEN
The kids will be fine. Wouldn’t you rather be happy?

She looks at him confused for a moment.

NATALIE
I am happy.

BEN
That’s good to hear. I’m happy you’re happy. I just don’t

See how you can be happy doing something you hate everyday.

NATALIE
My work isn’t my life. I’ve got you and the kids. You make 

me happy.

BEN
Then I’d love to keep making you happy.

He smiles at her. She still seems just a little off.

BEN
But what makes you happy when we’re not around?

Before she can answer their food arrives. Cut to a shot of her trying to find the answer as 
a plate is put in front of her.

Int. Record Store
Cut to Jeff, alone in a record store, flipping through rows of CD’s. Across the store he 
sees a beautiful woman also flipping through CD’s. He looks at her, starts to approach 
her, turns back, then boldly goes up to her.

JEFF
Hello, my name’s Jeff.

She looks at him and then goes back to her perusing without saying anything.

JEFF
I know, I know. I must seem like just some another creep trying
To make awkward conversation with you because you happen to
Be very beautiful. I get that, it must happen all the time and it’s 

Probably pretty annoying.



She looks at him again, annoyed, but still doesn’t say anything.

JEFF
I know all this. So normally I would not do what I am doing now.

If I had seen you anywhere else, I would have simply acknowledged 
Your attractiveness and walked away, but as it were I saw you here.

That single fact made it so that I had to at least try to talk to you.
The fact that you are here, looking through CDs instead of simply
Downloading or pirating your music, tells me a lot about you. Or

At least I hope it does. I’d like to think it tells me you’re interested
In things as a whole, not just the parts you like. The songs on the

CD that are a little rougher, not just the singles. That you care about
Quality, and that you’re willing to wait for it. To come out here, to

Look for a CD, to drive home, when you could do it instantly from your
Computer. That you know why it wouldn’t be the same. Obviously, that 

you like music, which is very important. And hopefully that it means
 we have something in common, something to make me at least a little

 more than some creep who come up to you and tries to make awkward 
Conversation because you happen to be very beautiful.

He laughs to himself and shrugs awkwardly. As he talks she starts to look up at him, 
gradually becoming less disgusted and more interested.

JEFF
I dunno. I guess it’s a lot to assume. You could be here to get something 

For a friend. Anything really. I don’t actually know you at all, but I’d
like to believe that the fact that you’re here means I know you a little.

And that-

Suddenly his eye catches the CD’s, she’d been flipping through. The little card marking 
the artist reads “BON JOVI”

Jeff stops mid-sentence, stutters for a second, and then just starts walking away.

THE GIRL FROM THE RECORD STORE
Hey! Where are you going? What about all that?

Cut to Jeff as he’s walking away. He says under his breath:

JEFF
I’ve made a terrible mistake.

Cut to black

TITLE 9
Sex



Int. Natalie and Ben’s Bedroom
Cut to Natalie in bed reading a book. Ben walks in.

BEN
Guess what tonight is?

NATALIE
Come on, Ben. No games tonight. I’m almost finished

 with this book.

He closes the door, dims the lights, and turns around dramatically. 

BEN
It’s Wednesday!

Natalie looks confused, and then realizes what Ben means.

NATALIE
Is it? I completely forgot. I’m sorry, babe. Just let me 

finish this chapter.

He gets into bed with her, and kisses her shoulder. She puts down her book and turns off
the light next to her. He gets on top of her and she starts undoing her bra. They kiss as

they undress themselves, mechanically.

NATALIE
Does it ever bother you that we have everything so planned 

Out?

BEN
We can still be spontaneous. This is… this is just… insurance.
You never know what can happen. It helps to have a schedule.

He kisses her. They have sex. Ben thrusts dully, rhythmically. Natalie’s eyes stay open. 
She looks bored. 

Int. Jeff’s Bedroom
Cut to Jeff and the Girl From the Record Store bursting through his bedroom door and 
falling onto his bed, her on top. As they are falling onto the bed, visible between them 
briefly is a comic book on Jeff’s wall. The cover is in black and white except for a couple
holding each other in the middle. 

They land on his bed and kiss. She stops for a moment, straightens up. 

THE GIRL FROM THE RECORD STORE



Did you mean everything you said in the record store?

He takes off her shirt.

JEFF
I think so.

She takes off his. She smiles.

 THE GIRL FROM THE RECORD STORE
Why did you run?

JEFF
I got scared.

THE GIRL FROM THE RECORD STORE
Well, I’m glad you came back. Are you finding what you were looking for?

She takes off her bra, but the darkness and camera angle obscure her nudity. She is more 
of an idea and nothing to be objectified.

JEFF
I’ll never find what I’m looking for because it’s something I already

had and it’s never coming back.

He leans up to kiss her.

JEFF
But this is close.

He falls back down on his pillow, and says more to himself:

JEFF
Close as I can get.

She leans forward, kisses his neck, and bites him lightly as she does so. He closes his 
eyes and thinks of someone else.

Fade to black.

TITLE 10
Parenting

Int. Steven’s Bedroom
Fade in on Natalie sitting on Steven’s bed reading to him from a well worn copy of 
William Saroyan’s The Human Comedy. Molly has already fallen asleep near Steven’s 
feet facing their mother, trying to stay up and listen to her brother’s story, not quite hers 



yet. When Natalie reads the dialogue, she speaks in the robust voice she imagines the 
Armenian grocer in the story to have.

NATALIE (reading)
“… We are discontented. We are still discontented.” The grocer
shouted this amazing truth at his little son with terrible love for 
the boy. “Apple,” he said, “orange, candy, banana, for God’s

sake, little fellow, don’t do this! If I do it, you are my son, better 
than me, and therefore you must not do this. Be happy! Be happy!

I am unhappy, but you must be happy.”

Steven’s eyes flicker, trying to stay awake. Natalie smiles.

NATALIE
There’s a little more to the chapter, but why don’t we 

Stop there. We’ll read some more tomorrow night.

STEVEN
No, it’s okay. I’m not falling asleep.

Natalie laughs. 

NATALIE
Steven, you’ll be out like a light the second I leave this room.

She pauses, about to leave.

NATALIE
But, you like this book?

STEVEN
Yeah, I like it.

NATALIE
I always liked this one too. This was grandpa’s copy

you know.

STEVEN
I know. You told me when you started reading it.

NATALIE
I’m sure I did.

STEVEN
I like when you do the voices. None of my teacher’s

Ever read with different voices.



NATALIE
Well, where’s the fun in that?!

Steven smiles at her.

STEVEN
Good night, Mom.

NATALIE
Night, Steven. Sleep tight, buddy.

She kisses his forehead, gets up, and looks at Molly, sleeping peacefully.

NATALIE (playfully)
Time to go to our room now, you great lump.

She picks her up carefully, cradling her to her chest. She wakes up a little bit.

MOLLY
Wha? Did I miss the rest of the chapter?

Natalie kisses her forehead. 

NATALIE
You didn’t miss anything, sweetheart.

She carries Molly to her bedroom, and tucks her in. She is already fast asleep. Natalie 
stands in the doorway and smiles.

Ext. Cemetery
Cut to shot of an upside down bouquet of flowers clenched in a man’s fist. 
 
A shot of the epitaph on the grave.

EPITAPH
Nicholas Campbell. March 2011-September 2011.

Cut to Jeff looking down at the grave solemnly, silently, no expression on his face. The 
flowers hanging limply at his side.

Cut to just his silhouette all alone in the cemetery.

Fade to black.

TITLE 11



Dreams

The title fades. A doorway opens in the blackness. Jeff turns the light on in his apartment.
He walks in slightly drunk, and goes off screen. He comes back with an acoustic guitar 
and sits on his couch. He starts playing around, and eventually a simple ska rhythm 
emerges. He begins singing “I’d Rather Die Happy” by The Slackers. The lyrics are 
reprinted below. 

JEFF (singing)
I sat myself down Tuesday

Wrote myself a song
Just things I want to say

About what is wrong
But all of my complaining
Well, it comes to no avail

And things I really need to say
I've yet to learn myself

Ah but, I won't cry, no
And I won't wail, no

I'll tell myself that you never fail
Until it's over

And when it's over, it's over

So, I wrote myself a letter
And I sent it off to you

To make myself feel better -
I tried to tell the truth

I wrote a song for Jesus Christ
And one for Noah's Ark

I sang a song for morning light,
And I still sat in the dark

But, I won't cry, no
And I won't wail, no

I'll tell myself that you never fail
Until it's over

And when it's over, it's over

So I accept I can't do nothing
Do nothing at all

I see myself, a big long road
And I build myself a wall

I dig myself a tunnel
So I could get on under

And join the rest of the human race



Just ask why and wonder

But, I won't cry, no
And I won't wail, no

I'll tell myself that you never fail
Until it's over

And when it's over, it's over
And when it's over, it's over

It's over, it's over

At the end of the first chorus, cut to Natalie in her bedroom sitting at a computer. Jeff’s 
singing continues.

Natalie looks around nervously and starts typing.

Close up of the computer screen as these words appear:

TYPE
The Deep Emptiness of Oliver Crowley

Hesitantly:

TYPE
A novel by Natalie Pierce.

Cut back to Jeff sitting in his couch. The camera begins to spin slowly around him when 
it gets behind him, he and his couch are on a stage in front of a crowd of adoring fans.

The camera keeps gently revolving. Fade to Natalie frenziedly typing. She spins, 
blending into the background.

Fade back to Jeff. He stands up off the couch and the couch disappears leaving him alone 
on stage. 

Fade to Natalie at a book signing, autographing a copy of her novel, handing it to a fan, 
and smiling sweetly.

Fade to Jeff on stage, still playing and singing. He looks off to the side. Back stage is a 
woman holding a small child, they wave at him happily. He turns back to face the crowd, 
smiling.

Fade to Natalie, accepting a Pulitzer prize.

Fade to Jeff, finishing the song to thunderous applause.



Fade to Natalie, back in her bedroom, applause fading in the background. She hears a 
door open downstairs. She puts her finger on the backspace button of the keyboard and 
holds it. All that she had written starts to disappear.

Ben walks in to their bedroom. She’s still at the computer feigning innocence.

BEN
Hi Honey, what are you doing?

NATALIE
Nothing.

The screen in front of her is now totally blank.

NATALIE
Nothing at all.

Fade to Jeff, passed out on his couch, guitar slumped on his lap.

Fade to black. 

TITLE 12
Childhood

In smaller writing, a subtitle appears under the scene title.

SUBTITLE 
(Where It All Went Wrong)

Cut to Natalie (age 5) in bed. Her father is sitting on her bed, back to the camera, reading 
her a bedtime story.

FATHER
… and the prince and the princess were married, and they

Both lived happily ever after.

He gets up and pats her head.

FATHER
Goodnight, honey.

Fade out on her alone in her bed dreaming of princes and princesses.

Cut to Jeff (age 5). His mother, back to the camera and her head off screen, kneels in 
front of him, and puts a hand on his cheek.



MOTHER
You can be anything you want to be, if you put your mind to it.

Jeff stands there staring up at her, accepting this as truth.

Fade to black.

TITLE 13
Loss

Int. Classroom
Cut to Jeff standing in front of his class teaching them about zero.

JEFF
So if you have one thing and somebody takes

Your one thing, then you now have zero things…

He is cut off by another teacher, Bill, who opens his door, looking rattled.

BILL
Hey, Jeff, can I, uh, talk to you for second. Outside.

JEFF
Um, sure. I’ll just get Carol to watch the kids for a second.

Cut to Bill standing outside Jeff’s classroom, fidgeting and on the verge of tears. Jeff 
slips out of the room, and closes the door behind him.

JEFF
So what’s up, Bill?

BILL
Do you remember Mitch Henderson?

JEFF
Sure! I had him my first year teaching. He was always a great kid.

BILL
So you haven’t heard?

JEFF
Heard what?

Bill looks like he’s in pain.

BILL



Shit… Jeff, there’s no easy way to say this. I just thought you
d-deserved to know, since you had him and all. Mitch… he’s 

dead.

JEFF
What?! That’s not funny, Bill.

BILL
I’m not joking. He’s dead.

JEFF
But, he can’t be more than seventeen? How could that happen?

BILL
OD. Last night apparently. Heroin. I just found out.

JEFF
What? He was such a smart kid.

BILL
I don’t know, Jeff. You haven’t been teaching too long, but stuff like 
this happens every so often. Doesn’t get any easier, mind you, but 

we only know them when they’re little kids. A lot can change. 

JEFF
Christ, Bill! Seventeen! He was still a little kid. How can he 

Just be dead?

BILL
Jesus Christ, I’m sorry, Jeff. 

Both men just look down at their shoes in silence.

BILL
The wake’s Thursday. I… I guess I’ll see you there. Try to 

Act like it was nothing, when you go back in, you know, for the kids. 

JEFF
Yeah… see you, Bill. Thanks for letting me know… I guess.

Bill walks away. Jeff takes a deep breath and goes back to his class.

Ext. Natalie’s Yard
Cut to Natalie and Ben sitting in lawn chairs in their backyard, sipping lemonade. The 
kids are running around playing. 



BEN
I’m glad I took the day off.

NATALIE
Me, too. It’s good having everyone home at once.

Molly comes running over to them.

MOLLY
Mommy! Mommy! Have you seen Kurt?

NATALIE
I thought you and Steven were watching him.

MOLLY
Uh-uh.

BEN
Oh, no.

There is the sound of car nearby screeching to a halt. Cut to black.

TITLE 14
Grief

Fade in on Natalie and her family standing in front of a freshly dug grave in their back 
yard. Everyone is wearing black. Steven and Molly are standing right in front of the 
grave. Molly is holding a dog collar and crying. Steven has an arm around her shoulder, 
unsuccessfully fighting back tears.

A few feet behind the kids, Ben and Natalie are standing in the same way as their 
children, Natalie in tears and Ben with his arm around her looking forward blankly.
She turns to him, crying into his chest.

NATALIE
Why did this happen?

BEN
To Kurt?

NATALIE
To everything.

He holds her tighter, but keeps looking forward.

BEN



I don’t know.

NATALIE
Look at them. Look at our kids. Now they know what

Death is.

BEN
They were always going to find out.

NATALIE
It should have been later. We’ve failed them.

Ben doesn’t say anything, just keeps looking forward.

Int. Sarah’s Apartment
Cut to a woman, Sarah, walking down a hallway to answer some knocks on her door. She
is in the process of tying a bathrobe around her, and looks annoyed. 

She opens her door as far as the chain allows. Jeff is slumped against her door. He looks a
little drunk. She starts to close the door on him.

JEFF
No. Sarah. Please. I need to talk to someone. I didn’t know

Who else.

She looks at him sadly.

SARAH
Fine, come in.

She opens the door.

JEFF
Thank you.

He walks in. he goes to sit on her couch, and she goes into the kitchen. As they do this, 
the camera is at a slightly distorted angle which shows both the former couple and a 
picture on a bureau of them at their wedding.

Sarah comes back with a bottle of wine and two glasses.

JEFF
I shouldn’t. I’m already a little drunk.

SARAH
Jeff, just seeing you again. Here on this couch. You asked



Me to talk. I’m asking you not to let me drink alone.

JEFF
Okay.

He takes a glass. His hands shake too much to pour, so she does it for him. He smiles at 
her embarrassed. She can’t smile back. They both sip the wine.

SARAH
So what happened? Must have been serious.

JEFF
One of my students died today. I guess yesterday, but

I found out today.

SARAH
Oh, Jeffrey. That’s horrible. A little first grader?

JEFF
No, a former student. From my first year teaching. He was

Seventeen.

SARAH
H-how did happen? If you don’t mind me asking.

JEFF
He OD’d.

SARAH
Shit, Jeff. I’m really sorry. ‘Course you can talk to me.

JEFF
Thank you, Sarah. I know it’s hard, I wanted to talk to

Someone else. But there wasn’t anyone. And you always
Know what to say.

SARAH
Jeff…

She trails off. She wants to pat him on the back, comfort him, but she pulls her hand back
and rests it on her lap. He puts his head in his hands.

JEFF
It’s horrible, and I know it’s not true, but I can’t 

Stop feeling like I’m somehow responsible. Like there
Was something I could have done, but I failed to.



SARAH
You were his first grade teacher. What more could you 

Have done? Something must have happened to him since
You knew him. Teaching him basic math and reading better

Wouldn’t have changed that.

JEFF
 Seventeen though! He was so young. How can you be

so young, so full of life and potential, and then die. Why do 
they die so young?

SARAH
It’s not the same as…

She can’t say their baby’s name. 

JEFF
It’s not the same, but I can’t stop thinking about Nicky. If

He’d grown up. Would he have had the same problem? Could I 
Have helped him? I almost managed to bury it all. I still think

About him every day, but you know I could do most things okay
Without feeling the hurt. But, oh shit, it just all came back.

(pause) Do you still think about him?

SARAH
Every day.

They drink. 

SARAH
Can I ask you something?

JEFF
Sure. Anything.

SARAH
Have you, you know, slept with anyone since we split up?

JEFF
Why do you wanna know?

SARAH
I don’t know. We never talk. I was curious. And I’m taking

That as yes.



JEFF
Well, yeah. I have. A couple of people. Haven’t you?

SARAH
No.

She looks like she’s going to cry.

JEFF
Oh, Sarah. I didn’t mean… It’s been a year… I just assumed.

SARAH
How could you do it?

JEFF
I didn’t think you’d care.

SARAH
No, I mean move on. How’d you manage it? So easily?

JEFF
Hold on. Hold on. I didn’t say anything about moving on. It

Wasn’t anything like that. Quite the opposite… all I could think 
About was you.

SARAH
Oh.

They both look embarrassed. They drink some more in silence.

JEFF
I’m sorry I came here, Sarah. It’s been nice seeing
You again, but it brings back too many memories.

SARAH
I know.

JEFF
You want me to leave?

SARAH
No… finish this bottle with me. I… I don’t think I want to be alone.

JEFF
Okay.



She pours him another glass.

JEFF
I missed you.

SARAH
I missed you too.

Fade to black.

TITLE 15
Mistakes

Int. Sarah’s Apartment
Cut back to Jeff and Sarah. She finishes pouring a glass and looks up at him. He smiles 
sadly at her. She smiles sweetly at him. She reaches out to comfort him again, and puts 
her hand on his shoulder. He puts his hand over hers and squeezes lightly. He looks into 
her eyes for a few moments. He leans forward and they kiss.

Int. Natalie’s House
Cut to Natalie sitting alone in her kitchen. It’s dark and she looks depressed. She goes 
over to the phone on the wall and picks it up. She crouches down and leans her back 
against the kitchen wall. In her hand is the little business card of the man from the bar. 
She looks at for a little while, and begins to dial a number. Fade to black.

TITLE 16
Existentialism

A little pause.

SUBTITLE
(And Other Pretentious Bullshit)

Fade in on Jeff sitting up in bed with Sarah asleep next to him. The camera gets gradually
closer to his face.

JEFF
Oh, God.

Cut to Natalie sitting up in bed with Marcus, the book publisher, asleep next to her. The 
camera gets gradually closer to her face, starting at the same distance it was from Jeff 
before the cut.

NATALIE
Oh Shit.



A split screen: Natalie on the left, Jeff on the right.

NATALIE and JEFF
What the fuck did I do?!

Cut to Jeff looking at Sarah. 

JEFF
Look at her. Just look at her. God, I’m an asshole. She

Didn’t deserve this. She’s not the same as the others. She is…
Was the mother of my child. Shit. She’s gonna hate me in the

Morning. All the memories. All the things we can’t be anymore.
I just brought that all back for her, like she was a meaningless 

One night stand. I didn’t do it on purpose. Honest. I didn’t plan to
Have sex. It’s not why I came here. I really was depressed and

Needed to talk. Okay, maybe it was in the back of my head. But
I couldn’t help that. As soon as I saw her again, I couldn’t help 

Thinking about it. Remembering. But I didn’t try to make it happen.
I didn’t. Right? Fuck, maybe unconsciously. Not realizing, letting

Things fall into place to fit the picture in the back of my mind. Using
Her. Fuck! I am an asshole.

Cut to Natalie.

NATALIE
Great. So what now? I’m gonna start talking to the camera,
Breaking the fourth wall to seem hip and clever. Give me a

Break! That’s just lazy writing. It’s unoriginal and uninspired.
Been done a thousand times. I’m not supposed to just tell you

How I feel or explain my actions. What I’ve said and what
I’ve done should speak for itself. Good writers should 

Show, not tell. You should know already why I did what I
Did.

She points at Marcus. She chokes up when she starts to speak again.

NATALIE
I shouldn’t have to explain myself.

Cut back to Jeff.

JEFF
I’d still be a bad person even if we hadn’t slept together. I

Lied to her. That’s more than enough. She deserves so much
Better. I was lying when I said I always think of her when 

I have sex with someone else. I usually do, but sometimes…



Sometimes I still think of Natalie. Even when Sarah and I were
Together that happened. That first fumbling time. You can’t 
Forget. Everything always goes back to that. I shouldn’t have
Lied. I can’t stay in this bed. Not with her. She hasn’t shared it

With anyone in over a year. It shouldn’t be with a liar and an asshole.

He stands up, naked. He just stands for a moment unsure of what to do, staring at her 
sadly before collapsing into a chair across from the bed.

JEFF
Sarah… I’m so sorry.

Back to Natalie.

NATALIE
Okay, let’s say this thing isn’t well written. I’m still

Talking directly to you, so that’s a very real probability. 
I’m still not going to try and justify myself. I can’t.
I did something stupid. I can’t take it back now. I…

I don’t know if I would. I definitely should. Ben, the kids.
I don’t want to hurt them, but still… I don’t know. I guess 

I’ll try and explain a little. It’s like… it’s like a kinda
Backwards cause and effect. Normally something has
To happen first and it creates a reaction, but I was just
Feeling so shitty and I didn’t have a reason. I should
Be happy. I have a good life. Better than most. My 
Job pays the bills. I have two adorable children and

A husband that loves me. I wish I could blame Ben. That’d
Be so much easier. But it’s not really his fault. He doesn’t 
Really know me. Not that there’s a lot to know. But I never
Opened up. Never again. Not after Jeff. That was really the 
Last time someone knew me completely and it hurt like hell.
I didn’t want to get hurt again. Selfish. That’s what I’ve been 
Throughout. I did this for me too. To give me a good reason

For feeling shitty. It’s backwards, but, hey, it worked; I feel shitty.
That’s as much as I’ll try to explain. Probably too much exposition

Already, and it’s hardly worth it. I don’t have any good excuse.
Unlikable characters. There’s another sign of bad writing.

If it helps, I don’t really like me very much either. 

Back to Jeff, sitting across from Sarah.

JEFF
I really did love her. At least I think I did, think I still do.
That’s one of my greatest fears in life. That I’m like one

Of those serial killers, who can’t really feel emotions. They 



Just act like they do. I only know what’s in my own head. 
What I’ve felt for Sarah, what I felt for Natalie way back when.
I don’t know if that’s really love. I’ve never felt anything else.

My brain could just be telling me that’s what it is because 
That’s what it should be, but really inside I’m just nothing.

I try not to think about it. 

Back to Natalie.

NATALIE
I guess I don’t really have a right to tell

You what good writing is, do I? I mean I’ve
Always read a lot and I know what I like, but 

I never got around to writing anything myself so
I can’t really talk. That’s probably part of it too.

Ooh, he’s a book publisher, maybe if you sleep with
Him he’ll help get your book published. Ah, but Natalie
You usually have to write a book to get it published. And
You usually don’t cheat on your husband either, while 
We’re talking about what you usually do and don’t do.

She sighs.

NATALIE
Real writers write. Something my dad always said. So
As much as I wish it were otherwise, the reason I never

Wrote anything had nothing to do with being too busy. Had
Nothing to do with Ben. Had nothing to do with the kids.

None of that. The reason I never wrote anything is because
In the end I’m not a real writer. I never will be.

Back to Jeff.

JEFF
I’ll never be a singer.

Quick cuts back and forth from Jeff and Natalie.

NATALIE
I’ll never make anything important.

JEFF
I’ll never be famous.

NATALIE
I’ll never be special.



JEFF
I’m just a plain old

NATALIE
Regular old

JEFF 
Person 

NATALIE
Like everyone else.

Cut back to Jeff. He sighs and sits silently for a few seconds.

JEFF
You know it’s a little funny. They were both Lit majors.
Sarah and Natalie. Weird how you notice little patterns

In things. I remember one time I wrote Natalie a song called
“You and Me”. She listened real politely as I sang it to her. 
The she told me that technically it should be “You and I”.

He smiles a little sadly to himself.

JEFF
Maybe I should have died when I was seventeen. It would have
Been better for everyone. I’d have died happy. Natalie wouldn’t
Have gotten hurt in our break up, and Sarah would have never

Known me. She’d have met someone else, and she’d get to be a
Mom. She was so good at it. She should have had... 

He chokes up a little.

JEFF
She should have had longer. I guess she’d never have any of our 

Good times either, though. Never have the times we’d stay up
To watch the sunrise. Never have our trip to Australia. Never have

The night where we laughed so hard and couldn’t stop until champagne
Came out her nose.

He sighs.

JEFF
It’d probably still be worth it all and all. 



Cut back to Natalie. She looks like she just wants to go sleep but can’t.

NATALIE
It doesn’t really matter anyway. None of it does. I’m

Not real. I’m just a character in a movie. Everything I’m
Saying is just words in a script. Even anything I’m adlibbing

Is improvised within the bounds of things my character would 
Say or do. I’m not responsible for my own actions. I’m just

A reflection of the person writing me, and not my own person
At all.

Cut to a man sitting in a chair by a roaring fireplace wearing faked reading glasses and a 
smoking jacket. The words “THE WRITER” appear at the bottom of the screen.

THE WRITER
Well of course Natalie’s a reflection of me. So’s Jeff, and
Ben, Little Steven, all of the characters have a little of me 
In them. They’re all a little of me, my thoughts, who I want
To be, who I fear I might become, my friends, my family

Even just people I’ve met. That’s all in there. But I also like
To think that on some level, Jeff and Natalie are also their
Own characters with their own thoughts and feelings that

Are independent of mine.

Cut back to Natalie looking down at her knees sadly.

NATALIE
Of course. Of course. I knew that. I just wanted there to be a 
way to not have to face responsibility. But there never is, is 

there?

Cut back to Jeff. He starts to get up and pace around awkwardly.

JEFF
The more I think about it, the less I can tell if I’m bad
Person or not. I’ve undoubtedly done something pretty
Awful tonight, and that’s a bad thing, but I don’t know

What makes someone a fundamentally bad person. Maybe
There isn’t such a thing. There’s always gonna be someone
Who’s done something worse than you as well as people
Who don’t do things as bad as you. But who’s to decide
What’s worse than anything else? Like what I did isn’t
As bad so much as who I did it to, you know. I dunno.

It’s the same with feeling sorry for yourself. I like to think
I’ve had the right to do so. Losing Nicky was just terrible,



And there’s nothing that could have been done about it. Sure
Most people wouldn’t blame me for feeling like I got a shit deal.

I did, but still a lot of people go through worse everyday. 
Just yesterday, some parents lost their son to a heroin overdose.

A kid who was very nice too, at least in the time I knew him.
Now losing a baby is ridiculously painful, but losing a child

Who you’ve gotten to know and see grow up, just when they’re
On the verge of becoming an adult? I don’t know what that’d it

Feel like. It could very much be worse, but I’ll only know what I’ve
Gone through. And I can’t really blame any of that for what happened
 with Sarah. It ruined a lot of things but I always could have reacted 

differently. I guess the point is, if there is one, that everyone’s 
Got problems. So why are you listening to mine? Why would you 
Pay money to come hear me complain and whine? Now they don’t
Like it that I said that, but it’s the truth. I mean I’m me, and I gotta
Deal with it, but you’re not. You should be out there living, dealin’
With your own shit. God, some of you must be here on dates. How
Miserable! You might as well stay to see the rest of the movie, since

You’ve made it this far, but are you getting anything out of it? Someone
Bothered to sit down and write all of this so obviously there must be 
Something they were going for. I don’t know if they quite got there or
Not, but I always thought movies were supposed to be something fun
And exciting not something you can see everyday. I guess since you
Listened this long I should give you something so you get something

Out of this, just in case. Now Natalie and Sarah would probably tell me not to
Get preachy, because it’s bad writing, and they’re probably right. But
I dunno, I always liked songs more than books, and there are a few

Good preachy songs. Still I’ll try and keep it brief. One, don’t expect
Anyone to know anything more than anyone else. Even me. Especially me.
 Two, try to be happy. Somebody has to be. Three, since everybody’s got

 problems try not to make anyone else’s any worse. Especially try not to fuck 
Over anyone you care about. Hmm, that’s all I got. It’s probably too
Sappy, and overly simplified, and definitely much easier said than 

Done, but there you have it.

He leans back up against a wall, and laughs slightly, but more of a cynical laugh than an 
amused one.

JEFF
“I always give myself very good advice but very seldom follow it,”

Or something like that. It’s from Alice and Wonderland. 

He indicates Sarah.

JEFF
She’d probably appreciate that I made a literary reference.



He begins to slide down the wall into a sitting position.

JEFF
‘course I only ever saw the cartoon.

He sits on the ground and begins nodding off.

JEFF
I don’t wanna live.

He sings this a little to himself as he’s falling to sleep. It is a song lyric (“Information 
Error”, The Slackers), but that is, perhaps, irrelevant. 

Split screen of both them having fallen asleep. Natalie is curled up hugging herself close, 
trying not to touch Marcus in anyway. Jeff is lying up against the wall. Fade to black.

TITLE 17
Consequences

Close up of Sarah, angry, from Jeff’s POV. She hits just below the camera at where his 
chest would be.

SARAH
Fucker! You fucker! I hate you! I hate you! 
You got me drunk, you bastard. You asshole!

You fucker!

Cut to a close up of Marcus from Natalie’s POV. He is getting dressed and is cold and 
distant.

MARCUS
Oh, you’ve got a good idea for a book? Doesn’t

Everyone? (pause) Do you need money for a cab
Or anything?

Split screen. Natalie on the left, Jeff on the right. Natalie looks like she’s holding back 
tears. Jeff looks numb all over.

Fade out.

TITLE 18
Coping

Int. Gym



Cut to Natalie running on a treadmill. She is intently looking forward. Molly comes to the
side of the treadmill in a bathing suit, and begins yelling “Mom!” Slowly close up on 
Natalie’s face as Molly continues to yell to her. A low droning noise should be just 
audible in the background and then, with Molly’s yells, gradually crescendo. As the 
crescendo reaches its peak, Natalie suddenly snaps out of it and turns off the treadmill.

She turns to Molly.

NATALIE
Sorry, honey. What did you want?

MOLLY
Are you going to come to the pool already?
Me and Steven want to show you how we

Jump into the deep end.

NATALIE
Of course. Sorry, I was miles away. Let’s 

See those jumps.

MOLLY
Yay yay yay! I’m gonna beat you there.

She runs off toward the pool. Natalie just stands there for a moment, a fake smile still 
stuck on her face. Fade out.

Int. Bar
Cut to Jeff sitting at a bar looking depressed. He is nursing a bottle of beer, and there are 
a few empty ones around him already. 

A shifty looking guy comes up to him and tries to start a conversation.

GUY
Hey, brother, you’re looking real depressed. Real down,

You know what I mean. 

He leans in and whispers in Jeff’s ear.

GUY
How’d you like to get real high?

He raises his eyebrows at Jeff. Jeff looks at him reproachfully. When he speaks, his voice 
is rough from lack of use.

JEFF
You sell that shit to kids?



The guy is taken aback.

GUY
Whoah, man. I don’t know what you’re talking about.

JEFF
I said, do you sell that shit to kids? Whatever you’re carrying?

The guy starts looking scared. 

GUY
Shit man, are you a cop or something? I can usually spot a cop. Cops 

don’t usually look so fucking miserable. I just got a couple of 
dimes, man honest. It’s not even a good bust if you are.

JEFF
Just answer the fucking question.

GUY
Man what the hell are you talking about? Kids? Like
What little kids? Fuck no, man! Maybe like I dunno
High school kids. Seventeen, eighteen year olds. Are

You working a case. Anything I can do to-

Jeff punches him the face. 

JEFF
You piece of shit! They’re all just kids!

The guy wipes a little bit of blood from his lips. 

GUY
Fuck you, man! The hell you’re a cop!

He gets angry and leaps at Jeff. Fade out. 

TITLE 19
Hell

Int. Classroom
Cut to Jeff sitting in a chair that is much too small for him in the front of his classroom. 
His knees are up to his chest. He has a black eye. He just sits there.

Cut to a variety of shots of children running around, playing with toys, and laughing in 
slow(er) motion.



Close up of Jeff watching the children, unemotionally. Focus on his good eye, darting 
around reflecting the happy children, slightly watery. Then focus on the black eye, with 
no reflections, unmoving. Fade out. 

Int. Natalie’s Bedroom
Cut to Natalie in bed with Ben. Ben is fast asleep. Next to him, Natalie just lies there 
wide eyed and stiff as a board. Occasionally she looks like she might try to say something
but she doesn’t. Stay on her for while, and then fade out.

TITLE 20
Maturity

Int. Natalie’s Bedroom
Fade back in on Natalie in the same position as the previous scene. She finally cracks, 
and whispers hoarsely:

NATALIE
Ben.

A little louder.

NATALIE
Ben!

He wakes up a little.

BEN
What is it, Nat? Something wrong?

She hesitates, looks down, and then commits.

NATALIE
I slept with somebody else.

Ben wakes up a little more but still doesn’t quite understand.

BEN
What are you talking about?

NATALIE
Ben, I slept with somebody else. I… I cheated on you.

BEN
Why are you telling me this?



NATALIE
You deserved to know.

BEN
What the fuck does that mean? You slept with somebody

Else?

NATALIE
That’s what I’m trying to tell you. Ben, I’m not happy.

BEN
So you sleep with somebody else? Do you love him?

NATALIE
No.

BEN
Do you love me?

She doesn’t say anything. Ben grows concerned.

BEN
Natalie, do you love me?

NATALIE
I… I don’t know! I should. I really should.

But…

BEN
But?

NATALIE
I don’t think I do.

BEN
Shit, Natalie. Jesus. 

NATALIE
Ben…

BEN
What do you want me to say, huh? Shit, this couldn’t wait till 
Morning. I just can’t process anything. Do you want a divorce

Is that the point of all this?



NATALIE
N…no. I don’t want to get a divorce.

BEN
Christ, then what’s the point of telling me, Nat. I never would have

Known.

NATALIE
Like I said, you deserved to know. If you want to hate me, I don’t 

Blame you. If you want a divorce, it’s your call. I think you’re 
Entitled to that at least.

BEN
Well, why should we stay together? You don’t love me, and I don’t

Make you happy. Why bother keeping it up?

Natalie almost whispers.

NATALIE
The kids.

BEN
What?

NATALIE
Molly and Steven. It’s my idea and one I’d completely understand if 
You didn’t want to go through with, that we stay together until they’re

Grown up. So they can have a whole family.

Ben doesn’t say anything.

NATALIE
I know it’s unfair of me to ask this. Especially not now.  I don’t want
To keep you from being happy. If you want to leave you’ll always be

 able to. I just don’t think it’s right to put them through anything because 
we’re unhappy. They didn’t have anything to do with that.

BEN
I was never unhappy.

NATALIE
Ben… I’m so sorry. 

He kisses her on the forehead.

BEN



No good will come of this. You won’t be happy, and I’ll always
Know you’re unhappy, and that means things will never be the
Same. Sooner or later that’s going to affect the kids in one way
Or another. I won’t make any moves for divorce if you don’t 
Want to, because I… because I love you. Still. But I think you

Should reconsider. For your own sake. 

NATALIE
I’m done being selfish, Ben. I think we should stay together.
At least a while longer. It’ll be hard work but I’m willing to
 work harder. I’ve got responsibilities. To you. To the kids. I 

can’t just run away from that. You’re right it won’t ever be great, 
but it doesn’t have to be horrible. I’ll… also try to open up more.

BEN
What do you mean? You got any more secrets in there?

NATALIE
Nothing like that. Just things I always kept inside.

BEN
No shit. Like what?

She takes a deep breath. 

NATALIE
Did I ever tell you that I always I wanted to write a book?

Fade out.

Int. Bathroom
Cut to Jeff standing in front of a mirror, with no shirt on. He looks closely at his black 
eye, then takes a step back and just looks himself over. 

He reaches into the cabinet and pulls out a razor. He pops the blade out. He puts it against
his wrist and winces a little at the thought. He lifts the blade up ready to bring it down. 
He breathes deeply and looks outside.

Outside his bathroom window there are birds chirping and fluttering around. 

Back to Jeff holding the blade up, eyes darting back from the mirror to the window, 
resolve wavering.

Outside the window again for a few seconds. Everything is vibrant.



A door slams. Pan back to the bathroom. Jeff is no longer there. The razor blade is resting
at the top of the of his trash bin. Zoom in on it slightly. Hold there. Fade to black.

TITLE 21
Anti-Climax

Int. Natalie’s House
Cut to Natalie kissing Molly, Steven, and then Ben, a little more awkwardly, as they leave
for work and school. She then runs, gets her bag and leaves.

Cut to her getting out of a subway station. She checks her watch and looks around her 
until she she’s a little café. She goes inside.

Int. Jeff’s Apartment
Cut to Jeff brushing his teeth. He spits and forces a smile at himself in the mirror. He 
feels his black eye and winces.

Cut to him sitting in a subway train, listening to his iPod and fingering guitar lines.

Int. Café
Cut to Jeff entering a little café and getting in line.

Medium shot from the side of the line. Natalie is three people ahead of Jeff.

Natalie places an order and waits slightly impatiently.

Jeff stands awkwardly in line, tapping his foot.

Natalie gets her coffee and starts walking out. She walks by Jeff, stops and takes a step 
back.

NATALIE
Jeff?

He looks around, and is surprised to see her.

JEFF
Natalie? Wow, is that you?

NATALIE
Jeez, it’s been a while.

JEFF
It sure has. You’re looking good.

NATALIE



You too. Except for your eye. What happened?

JEFF
This? Psh, you know me.

NATALIE
Jesus, you never could stay out of a mosh pit?

He laughs.

JEFF
I guess not.

She looks at her watch.

NATALIE
Well, I gotta be at work. It was nice seeing you.

JEFF
Yeah, it was nice seeing you too.

She leaves. The camera goes with her. She takes a few steps out of the coffee shop, and 
then smiles to herself.

Cut back to Jeff standing in line. It starts slowly at first, but he can’t stop it. A genuine 
smile spreads across his face. 

“Love Love Love” by The Mountain Goats begins playing. Fade to black. Roll credits.




