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- Many of the characters in LIFE DURING WARTIME first appeared in WELCOME TO
THE DOLL HOUSE and HAPPINESS. Below is a list of who was who:

ALLEN....coveiininnen ....Philip Seymour Hoffman
JOY...... crenrennerseseJane Adams

TRIST . eerereinrinnennes Cynthia Stevenson
HARVEY ..ccicinrinnnnne. Bill Buell

211 PPN Dylan Baker
MARK....ovvinenennenane Mathew Faber
MONA.......oiiiiienennnns Louise Lasser

KRISTINA....ooonaens .....Camryn Manheim
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INT. NJ RESTAURANT - EVENING
JOY and ALLEN sit opposite each other. JOY looks a little upset.

ALLEN
Joy?
JOY
...Yeah?
ALLEN
Are you okay?
JOY
. Uh-huh...
ALLEN -
~ You sure? Ever since we got here
- © youseem alile. .upset. — — -
| i 5 "“* X: L~ 31 Py ] ; i ; i !
ANAANTRRRN DY t% N T
RN T no.. st a it dejavu &0 [ Y
IR RN ﬁ\Bt‘mhapyg'FfromiSe:Egﬁz i Lo
Ao T Y Ty
DD UL aENS Dl __;l
(a beat.)
Okay...welk, | got )!.QLLMQP?QS&BL
A LD A
JOY bursts into tears. A ;‘_‘__"L/ f; AN
TN et ‘ 2 —
ALLE
Joy, Joy...What's wrong?
JOY
L
ALLEN
Is it your...?
JOY

No, no. I'm so sorry, Allen...it's
okay. I'm okay...Here, let me
open it now.

She unwraps his gift.

ALLEN
it's an original Gainesvoort repro-
duction. Late 1880’s.

JOY
(abeat.)
W-where did you find this?
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"ALLEN
E-bay.
JOY
Oh Allen...This-.
ALLEN

Turn it over! Look at the bottom!...

JOY sees her name inscribed.

ALLEN
lsnt that amazing? | found it just
like thatt An antique!
JOY bursts into tears.
ATLEN B
W-what's wrong?...You don' like
i "L
§ ™ o~ i !g‘"\ ™ H . ! } i o —
AR AT ) IRV A TP
. i 3 3 ’-“{rAn somy, Aﬁe’{n..’._lxdic;n‘tgrme;aﬁl\ {OQ..“";’,) ; { I
‘J | a‘bf” ﬁjt!"j‘g IR AN
Ry 1‘m.../ iU A%‘_’éEN N Lﬁ U \_,/Llé N

Are you sure?

,,’/ /\ JOY i I VA
Thar)k yo1:1-~ N B el —
b )

ALLEN
(a beat.)
You're welcome.

JOY
Let's arder.

ALLEN
(fo the WAITRESS)
Excuse me, Miss?

The WAITRESS comes by, turns to ALLEN.

WAITRESS
Hello! Good evening!

ALLEN
Hi, | was wondering if you could
piease bring us some menus?
(ttﬁ Wﬁ. ITRESS does not respond.)
iss?

WAITRESS
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: Say again?

ALLEN
Say?...er...well..l was just won-
dering if you could...bring us some
menus?...I mean...and are there
any specials?

Pause. The WAITRESS is looking hard at ALLEN.

WAITRESS
What did you say?

ALLEN
...Um...I just wondered what you
were...um...

 He breathes heavily.

WAITRESS
I know who you are.

—~
D allen

| m‘g dc?ni‘wHav
L ,t \

) N __‘/ N z“;’.’, ’x....{ LJ
s WAI TRESS

- (spits m LLEN s face.) (,._.\

Fuck;?g { = ) / A LN\
—-MALLEN [ N
I'm &-85r...I-.

JOY
Miss, he's changed! He doesn't
do that anymore! We even threw
out the phonebook...Really, he's
a different person!

WAITRESS
His voice is the same.

)
R
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R g tean e "y
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She hurries off.

JOY
.Allen? You don't still...

ALLEN hangs his head, maybe breaks down.

INT. FLORIDA “TULIP" RESTAURANT - NIGHT
TRISH and HARVEY are seated together, laughing. A pause.

.
e
M,

puess
[T
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TRISH
You know what | fike about you?
HARVEY
What?
TRISH

You're so...normal. God, it feels
so good to be with someone who
isnt... WEIRD!!! ,

They laugh. ,
‘ HARVEY
Or SCREWED UP!H!
" They laugh again. -
TRISH
[ Or BICKO-PERVY!! .““* i m
i ; - ™~ | r" ‘l t { ; :
They let the igdg@’i%r@uﬁagigjeé ’3} U Ig’\\ E ARNER ;”: B | %;;/7
RN w‘mmv‘%f‘;f
LY f‘xl*-’fizf;:}\g % HAWEY;‘ ‘EHJ ";:‘(rﬁﬁﬁ%\
- N/ N/ 90 g} your kids oﬁa lege Q A Y
TRISH
‘WiSh \\ : \
).- f ) ‘ m \ 4 Pl \.‘»
*'HARVEY A AN
Mire-are all out-of: useﬁdeﬂ“"’“___i;
I'm out of the house! Kicked out,
thatis!
Dry laughter.
TRISH

(a beat; stretches out her hand)
Feelmg lonely?

HARVEY
Divorce is...not easy...after 35
years together.. Hell, t havent
even been with a woman outside
of Marj. I'm not sure I'd know what
to do if...

TRISH
Harvey, it's okay, it's okay. What
you ‘re feeling is normal...

. HARVEY
| can't talk about my sex life...

o R e s e
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: TRISH
| can't talk about mine either.

, HARVEY
There's so much | dont under-
stand... ‘

TRISH
Sometimes it's befter notio
understand.

HARVEY
(a beat.)

My son Mark--he’s & great kid-—-
my best friend in the world--he
'“-'“moved«‘dowaherew.Lwante,d

. to be near him s0 i moved here
also...solidarity.. father/son...

' M — -

o e Qg%%ﬁ il 1
fgf’i;”x\‘i ”’J};"?jo PO Y ) ii[’"?
A T ] pamvEr () ;;‘z:‘:»/‘égm*’f
L Y (wHesla autiful son, U / { YRR \
WAVAC Litd st RANRTHICARNSABA
~ e (U T L 0.

TRISH
You're abeautiful father.
4 *, ; & -,
PN o ! e “ - >, .
JOLHARVEY S LN

h

And you'res. N L /e

TRISH

Don't say it.
(a beat.)

e
o

\\\
1

Say it.

HARVEY
Say what?

TRISH turns away, upset.

HARVEY
You look like a tulip.

TRISH blushes. HARVEY takes her hand.

HARVEY
Trish...| cant afford to fail, not a-

gain...

TRISH
(a beat.)

| hate failure.
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A waiter refills the water glasses. HARVEY releases her hand.

HARVEY
(& beat.)
Marj and | met on a blind date.

TRISH
So did Biltand I...

(a beat.)
Harvey?

HARVEY
Yes?

TRISH
Have you ever been to Israel?

HARVEY
No...but it's...it's where | want to
be byried. ;—~—\1 —

1
1Y

]

H
H

Aom A TREH - :
% | LE‘*“ by (moved); } ; {
| ,God me t@o I i { |
; 57"’:{3‘1’5“ )S I\f"} g 4{ 05"}‘
\-/ '\.../“/ X‘\._/" { ".f L \Jj RN v“__i \\_’/ L \L..\s
EXT. RESTAURANT PARK!NG LOT - NIGHT

HARVEY and TRISH stroll overtb her ( car who Jcense,p!aie reads SOCCERMOM.
He kisses her. P \ I

e H I PUS—

Z ; i ‘ /

V TRISH
Oh, my God, you're so not my
type...I don't know what's come
over me,..

"
-

HARVEY
Love, Trish...Lovel

INT. TRISH'S PLACE - NIGHT
TIMMY is in his bedroom, composing his bar-mitzvah speech:

TIMMY (V.0.)

“What does it mean to become
a man?” A bar-mitzvah speech
by Timmy Maplewood.

According to my brother Billy,
who's in coliege, becoming a
man means you are ready to
take on certain responsibilities.
For example: learning to stand
up for yourself and what you
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believe in, even if it means ev-
eryone will make fun of you or
say what you're doing is wrong
or just plain hate you and put
things up on the internet about
you that are totally untrue, even
if it means getting beaten up,
your face smashed in, wedgied
raw and hard or just pia;n fortured,
~ even if it means being kicked
out of school or arrested and
put in jail,
If my father were alive...

The front door to the house opens and TRISH walks inside. A car takes off outside.

Hi Mom.

-
!
]

H
5% in bed?.

fah

’....

N
N .f"Hl Horr: .Is C F? |
L { KN\ 3 {\ ‘i . £ !; 8
SUNE i MM L] S‘
R w/; :‘N,eah 5But how;oom you
/S \_backidollate?litls after midrig)

TRISH ’
Oh, Trmmy T'mmy ™y S

Iy ) =

t@:’:f

-
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e, f

=
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.
-

T
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g TR

&
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WHaT?

TRISH
min love.

TIMMY
(a beat.)
Really?

TRISH nods, sighs.

TIMMY
But you just met him!

TRISH
I know, but...

TIMMY
What's he like?...Is he Jike Dad
was?

TRISH
Oh, no. He's totally different.
Harvey’s a...a real man.




= Script Fly.com ==

TiIMMY
But Dad was a real man also.

TRISH
Yes, but...I don‘t know how 1o
put this, but it's like...he has this

power...
TIMMY

What do you mean?
TRISH

I mean, like he just touched me,
touched my elbow, right here...
just fike this...and...and...

+ hard to explain, but...it'slike. ‘D

TIMMY
And what?
i i o 1
N L R R | e
RV ,+go§$we aoves.f,« y fsgif/ \ :jéi’f’:
ERTARECE IS f-“a it s=D b ind by
wj}ﬁ‘g} N TIMMY z;jp; At
YV —"?justb)}muchmé youre‘bow,; A VT ‘ﬁ"\l
-'_.»/; \v"’ ;! &-J i—- L—u‘? <._/ :...,% L. kS L_i \‘/ i
TRISH

I know it's strange, and it's so

felt thingsA h hever even s _f__‘,, \

couldfeel— | ——
TIMMY

Like what?

TRISH
Like...like a tulip, just opening
her petals...

TIMMY
You felt like a tulip?

TRISH
Oh, my God! What am | saying?
How can | be talking about this
with you? What is wrong with
me? Cuckoo-cuckoo!

TIMMY
But Mom, why? Why can't you
explain?

TRISH
Because you're still a chiid.
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. TIMMY :
But I'm aJmost..f.almost aman!

TRISH
Ahl A man...

TIMMY
(a beat.)
Are you sill wet?

TRISH
Oh, no...I dried myself with a
paper towel. Now come, let's
go to bed...

" INT. PRISON CELL - DAY

BILL is lying on his cot. The door opens, He rises.

NIREN 0 |
Py ™ 1 H H
v PN L PN : 1 VAR
EXTPR[SO}\I Déé\ﬁ"»“'[\\a *i}-"a"‘ax‘alégg';“?"z;’f’\ﬁwy
LA L T e
BILL walksomth{ h;h:e, )I‘I$Aﬁ gates; | | U ) | REEVR RS R N
WAWAN RN AR N BN
INT. BUS - DAY/NIGHT
, 4 ” AN ! - 3 ff A .\
BILL sits alone, dozes off. AN P AN
,'" N »\. ‘ r_,.,-‘ r.-" B
s, i b 7

DREPM SEQUENCE: EXT. DAY - PARK

BILL is sitting alone on a park bench. In the distance he can see a couple lolling in the grass
a jogger, children on a jungle gym. All is tranquil...

INT. BUS - DAY

BILL wakes up, anxious.

EXT. MIAMI BUS TERMINAL - DAY

BILL emerges into the sunlight, suitcase in hand, and looks about.

EXT. STREET - DAY

BILL walks through a seedy neighborhood. He stops at a fleabag hotel, goes inside.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - DAY
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BILL lies down on the rumpled bed. He tums his head, sees a pubic hair. |
He looks through his wallet, finds an old APA ID card, some family photos, a faded gift
certificate to any Loew's Theatre, and about thirty-five dollars.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - EVENING

BILL searches through a phonebook. He dials the phone.

TRISH (V.0))
Hello?...Hello?...
She hangs up.
INT. COMPUTER OFFICE - DAY _
MARK WiENEF} is at his desk; T\e answprs the phonc-;*‘“i ;""g 1
*%/‘:;\wf”\ b~ -
AN MARK LAY NS
mz;g JMark“.W erOb,heyDai:§§“;f/;.;?VE§?{
SRRy «%Wshf h\}'ea[ hi JYeah. | | [ ] ﬁ i.%{_;«»-; by
,‘:KM),/ . FEE at o \m ;g_zx }z . i :f&‘i
~ s just so.. fastTT mean“%ae}a il

Oh. Okay...I see...That makes
sense...Well, Tet's taKTalerhen. .
Okay fprémzse Bye..= J ~

.:‘;
jT—— \ ‘ “ 7(‘{; rT— \"‘v

A COLLEAGUE stops by, = = —rd
COLLEAGUE

Hot date?

MARK
No.

The COLLEAGUE smirks and moves oh.

INT. BAR - NIGHT

MARK sits at the bar, nurses a drink. He smiles at a woman who then looks the other way.
A DRUNK MAN turns to him. ‘

DRUNK MAN
Man, did anyone ever tell you you
were ugly?
EXT. CONDO COMPLEX - NIGHT
MARK pulls into his spot.
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INT. MARK'S CONDO - NIGHT

MARK wolfs down some fast food, turns on his computer.

He logs onto a dating site. He scrolls down pictures of women seeking men, reads the ads.
He sees an ad of a sexy woman, her face blurred out. He types: V

MARK (V.O.)
Dear Vulvalicious283,
| saw your ad and thought you
looked really hot. I'm 30 and | work
out every day. Would you be
mterested in going on a date thh

Smcere?y, BigJim75.

He sends off the e-mail. I ' » R rg
N A A NN
AW ANS ’U;awzi@f:\.f”i\lix‘“?
EXT. AIRPLANE FLYINGf Yoo N BERRR2R RN A AR
SRR ‘;i; RN IR TSI
’v"‘«k‘,,, \;j’s { ?3 i‘uﬁ;!!‘ ngadfi»’a\
H { i H Y i/ ;%1 ‘\ 41 Y ‘EK '
INT. AIRPORTTERMINAL- Ay WS LAl b

JOY drops her luggage when she sees, her mather—eﬂas ou%Mem!“
EEAN \

A MONA—»/’f AN
Oh, doyb ™ Y Y

EXT. HIGHWAY - DAY

Mona‘s car speeds along.

INT. MONA'S CAR - DRIVING
MONA and JOY cruise along the highway. Her license plate/car sticker reads: I H8 MEN."

MONA
The schimuck. All men are schimucks.

JOY
Really, he's not. We just need a
iittie time apart...to...um...reeval-
uate...

MONA
Wake up and smell the coffee!
He's a perv, through and through.
Born a perv, and he'll die a perv.
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EXT. CASA RATON - DAY

The car passes security and drives into the condo complex.

INT. CAR - DAY
MONA has parked the car. JOY sees MONA sniffling.

JOY
Mom? Are you okay?

MONA
!msorry, it's just....Well, | know

it's sadness that's bmushf YOU

here, and | know | probably

~ shouldn't say this, but...'m so
e happy you're her.s fve mussed-
you $g much, you hever visit,| | |
/-.,\ gand [ kraw, who am | ?'Butlvef
~\ { beenso ione!y since th@t pnclj |
|
I

Eg‘} {olfrfa rleft(ng»

[ ?w'\}

AN U L.,,JOYJ L
L Oh Mom .But what about Trish?
Doesn‘t sh@m‘?

S A SMONAS_ W

Iw.

v

ory

)

r“‘\\

%;

-

et
“
e

Yl

Trash,fjggme she's Q_tthree Kas—

ared jo
I'm sorry.

And your other sister...

(wipes away ‘her tears.)
Now come: you'll see: you're gonna
have a new outlook on things. And
you're never gonna want 1o go back
to New Jersey ever again.

EXT. A SHOT OF THE MOON - NIGHT

INT. MONA'S PLACE - GUEST BEDROOM - NIGHT

JOY rises from her bed, as in a france.

INT. MONA'S PLACE - HALLWAY - NIGHT
JOY passes MONA sleeping in her bedroom.

INT. CONDO HALLWAY - NIGHT

,

.
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MARK steps out o take out his trash, shove it down the garbage chute. Far down at the
opposite end is a figure dressed in white, wraith-like, coming round a corner, approaching:
JOY. She walks past him, barefoot, passes into an elevator, disappears. : -

INT. CONDO LOBBY - NIGHT
JOY walks past the security staff, who pay her no heed.

EXT. GOLF COURSE /TENNIS COURTS- NIGHT

JOY drifts across the desolate spaces.

e EXT - H IGHWAY. - NIGHT- -

JOY crosses the road.‘

: I 5 Y i"i ﬁ M
R DN I IS B i R
EXT. SHOPPINGNALLTNIGHT | U /N LI/ 70y | /7
CTAVICT AT T In s e
PR PN i P - ; i ! 3
JOYwalksafaaossjﬁaeéa,, giot.| | U NS "
i Tty g I | - it A LA \
N I R AN R R /A RN N
s INT. MCDONALD'S - NIGHT ‘
JOY approaches the counter. /A N | T )/ AN
S Lo KN ! i FAY
K [ %3 rd
L e ASHIER 4 SRR

Can | help you?

: JOY
Yes, could | please have two Big
Macs and a large Coke?

CASHIER
Fries with that?
JOY
No, thank you.
INT. MCDONALD'S - NIGHT
JOY stuffs herself with the Big Macs.
ANDY suddenly appears.
ANDY
Um...Hi.
JOY
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A-andy!
ANDY
Can | join you?
JOY

Oh, p!ease Please sit down!

He sits opposite her.

ANDY
I've missed you.

JOY
..Oh, God, Andy, I've missed you,
too!

ANDY
| felt so bad for what | did...

T

N S

JOXY

¢

o

——
5

)

3N
{n

(a bean

itmusthawé_takenalot a rg:uzage AN

J—— P——

Ly
I dunno...| was just so sad...| don'
really remember much, it was so
long ago. But | think | must have
done it the right way ‘cause | wasn't
really conscious of anything hap-

pening.
JOY
That's good.
ANDY
The plastic bag was probably key.
Without it...
JOY
Oh, that would have been horrible.
ANDY
Too horrible...
JOY

You could have ended up...

,
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' ANDY
A vegetable. | know.

JOY
(a beat)
| always felt so guilty...

ANDY
No, you shouidn't have. I...Well,
| guess | just overreacted.

JOY
| should have married you.

ANDY

been happy w;th me?

B M 0 "“
B /™ Hwas abea h’tra;ath &g"p ~ o~ =
/-y gaveme, my name*engrav§ [Ad A0 My
r,,.};;'giﬂ«l“shotxlﬁhave ,_/rm;%%"g/ Eh R
) v 5 31\ L f f‘x } ND) } E ( t I (/} i i "‘}7 i Ef\;‘\‘
AN LA VAR AY
— Vho'{c}” 4 have & spoketithe wa"j AR
' | did. 1 should have let you keep
the ashtmy “ ; m /
/ . r‘_"-/’f ‘f‘r ‘j‘,’.-:3 \.\,
R / N

That'sokay.. ‘Fhmgswor‘ked out—"  —
alright in the end, | mean...

Pause.

JOoy
Do you miss.. life?

ANDY
| dunno...l miss...I miss my room...
my laser disc collection. | spent
SO many years...

JOY reaches out to caress his hand. Pause.

ANDY
I'm sorry | said you were shit
and | was champagne.

JOY
That's okay. The truth sometimes
hurts.

Pause.
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: ANDY
Do you think we could have another
go at it? | mean...like on a trial basis...

JOY
But Andy...I'm married.

ANDY
That's okay. No one has to know...
Il be our secret, just you and me...
together...

JOY
| have so many problems, Andy...
My husband and 1...! don't know

so betrayed, so...But stili 1...

Sqmetmes cheating is.g00q ta
el e [l VY
R bty i | (9117 1)
~“Wrong! et el = o= W L

AN ANDY T~ /7
But ong' mah...for the restat yours” /-
life...it$ unoaturals | Jo \

i / F S
JOY
But being with you now would
be unnatural, and I'm trying to im-
prove things...

ANDY

(a beat.) '
Tell me, Joy. Please...After all that's
passed...Knowing all you know now...
Do you wish you could have...been
with me...before?

JOY
{a beat.)
No.

ANDY
Eat shit, you fucking cunt. You think
you're *improving” other people’s
lives? “Saving” them or “freeing”
them from...from what? What do

_whattodo.. He'sa.Oh.andlfeel . e

— .
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you know about other people?
What?! You don't know shit. You
may think you do good in life, you
may think you're “sensitive” and
“kind”...that you spread peace and
love, that you make the world a
“better"--weﬂ you're wrong!Be-
cause youre ‘shit! And yes~-I'm
still champagne!!!

ANDY vanishes.

INT. ALLEN'S PLACE - DAY

_ALLEN wanders through the house; looks at photos of Joy and other mementos He srts

‘and stares at the phiong, finally ptcks it up and diats. He-has been-drinking-— : S

I il )
B ,Hella?i,ﬁelio 2,45 that you §yb |
i \ t ’ .
[ff/; fuékmpgervu &,.iigﬁf’\\géj—?
i N i P H ‘; I [ i ! P % ;j{—\;'“‘ 3 {;
SHIESHIE AN
SN s ‘g_gy“t‘%*xere'{_i Al ] §:\ U % f,.,;* A

MONA hangs up.

o~ . m -
AN D) S AN
INT. ALLEN'S PLACE - NIGHT — N ) = N
pa— \--_.\.4 ; ! 4"‘ Fammannt % B
ALLEN rifles through his medicine cabinet, collecting vials of prescription pills. He is shaking
and sweaty.

INT. ALLEN'S PLACE - DAY

ALLEN sleeps, fully dressed, while the phone machine answers the phone. A couple
empty pill bottles rest on the night iabie, as do a couple empty bottles of vodka. A torn’
plastic bag partially covers his head, crumpled. A message is left:

- KRISTINA (V.O.)
Hi...um...Allen? It's Kristina. | know
I said | wouldn't call you at home...
and | know | said | wouldn't spy
on you anymore, but...well, did
she leave? For good?...| know
I'm a terrible person for wishing
these things, but...well, | really
need to talk fo you...just a litlle
conversation...a little chat...dont
worry...You know | Know you
know you can trust me, Allen...
Oh, please answer the phone...

T
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‘Please...Alright. it's okay if you
don't today...but maybe tomorrow?
or Wednesday? or Thursday?

Or Friday? My schedule is totally
open, but | have to be careful
because of the police... They're
after me, but I'm innocent, { didn't
do anything wrong...But | know

you know that. And you know |
know you know...And | know only
you can understand that. | know
only you can understand what I'm
going through...what pain and...
and...Oh, Allen, if | don't see you
soon...I'm not sure how much longer...

- The phone machine cuts:heroff. ALLEN opens-an-eye.--——

EXT. OFFICE ¢ PARK - DAY N i‘”‘“‘\ a0 i
' , ’ s f“ : S ; | % A i
A beautiful da}/ iMﬂﬁNQ?Qg\? T}'E?Iﬁ% | ‘—f/,»‘ :f:\‘; | § gi z g | %" A~ { ;;7
SRRV R W’%”‘Efsf’i Ly
{ ‘\ o’ f 1y LR, ’1 \
INT. ALLENS OReitE bl L IR RGARNAIN

ALLEN is working at his computer.. barely A COLLEAGUE sudden!y swings by.

s \
7 /A O COLLERGUE” A ™
Hey!, How'was ybur wegkend?’ o

ALLEN
Great!l...Greatl...
COLLEAGUE
You see the Lakers?
: ALLEN
Oh, yeah!...
COLLEAGUE
(mimics scoring a basket.)
Incrediblet

ALLEN's phone rings. He picks up, signals his COLLEAGUE to wait.

KRISTINA (0.8)
Hello, Alien. it's Kristina...l know you
asked me not to caitlyou at work, but-.

ALLEN
C-can you please hold on for a
second?




= Script Fly.com ==

19

COLLEAGUE
(sympathetic; mouths this:)
The lady?

ALLEN nods.

KRISTINA (O.8))
Allen, | can‘t wait any longer. | need
you. | need you now...and Alien...
| know you need me, t00. | know
it. You know it. And you know |
know you know |-,

ALLEN
Great! I'l see you later, then!

" {winking)
Oris it the “lady-fnend"'?

™ e
ALLEN forces sorme laughter fobﬂms Cst:EAG}UE aftdrie 1
makes some c:mde sexuamand geere L ,’ A i f f_j /
~ " i : ; {' [
\w! Y y enréodrded. | ¥, 1\ 7/ I
e govemmeﬁf knows avetyting—" -
He cracks up. 1 N »\\ ‘ - \} \\ .
T L3N
EXT. ALLEN'S CAR - DRIVIRG* NIGHT= = = &7

ALLEN is at the wheel, drinking.

EXT. ALLEN'S PLACE - NIGHT
ALLEN parks his car, aslant. He wobbles out, pauées by the house entrance.
KRISTINA emerges from behind sc}me shrubbery.
KRISTINA
Hi.
INT. ALLEN'S PLACE - NIGHT ’
ALLEN and KRISTINA lie atop his bed, facing each other.

KRISTINA
Did you miss me?

ALLEN
Yeah.

Jgg
,,3..
I
e

=

m

S

W

C

m
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| KRISTINA
Really?
ALLEN
Really.
KRISTINA
All those years | was locked up...
ALLEN
Yeah... ’
KRISTINA

But you never wrote to mel Every
day | waited for a letter, a sign from
you...and then 1 found cut'you got™
married to that WHORE!

. b

it H | i I fa]

P ALEN [T B

|/ Shes sl vely ricerithink ||~~~ |

() Y e her. AT [t Hy
1 [ 3 H AT N T o L ; {
i%j;gb;';x%?;% Ef f‘EEI!IE/J/‘H E i
LAY T f{_,i | gKRéSTI- ﬁs{ EERCRRVA N A
N CRdayrd L LU N U

——— .
~— ALLEN
Really. She's nice and kind,..and /.
generpus./She‘s.anfrwar anti-' Ly N\
,prei@d.igeranﬁagg;étta_gtggaﬁy...z’ —

always trying to make this a b&tter B
world, and really...she's made me
a better person, a more compas-

sionate, more loving, forgiving...

ALLEN weeps. Pause.

KRISTINA
I‘m sorry, Allen. | can be so pre-
judiced...and then when | never
heard from you...But now | un-
derstand. And to be dumped by
such a...nice person. Ch, God,
Allen...1 so understand now why
you didn‘t want to speak to me
for so long. I'm sure I'd have
felt the same way if you‘d been
the one who strangled Pedro the
doorman, snapped his neck, and
then chopped him up into pieces
so he could fit in your freezer—
even if it was self-defense...So
you don't have to explain your-
self. You're here. We're here.
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That's all that matiers...

EXT. SYNAGOGUE/HEBREW SCHOOL - DAY

TIMMY suddenly comes running out of Hebrew School.

EXT. STREET(S) - DAY

TIMMY bikes furiously, tears streaming down his face, breathless.

INT. TRISH'S “OFFICE” - DAY

TIMMY runs inside, wmded TRISH looks up from her desk as she ﬁnlshes up a phone cail.

TIMMY
?

i M°”’z“£ — N a

1A e TR T~

;h;’ﬂme’s'?“ﬁ‘ﬁng*“y";_)’ fab st pd iy
AP Ny Lid bl
LV %‘U} S ;ﬂmw; Lg (g [‘{,_;»; [ A\
N W UL Ullcatches'his breathgtheny /L

Is Dad really dead‘?

OO TRBRSTY T

VAN bea% VAV AN
T—tmmy'%y are you BsKing, me T
this riow? ‘

TIMMY
Adi Fleischer told me he found him
on the internet. And that he was sent
to jail in for raping young boys. And
now everyone at school is saying my
Dad is alive....and that he's a pedophile!

TRISH
(hugs her teary son.)
Oh, Timmy, Timmy...Shh...It's okay...

TIMMY
He said he was a faggot!

TRISH
Oh, Timmy...

TIMMY

And then he said | was a faggot!
And so...so then |...

TRISH

et o e S e

R
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Timmy, what did you do?!

TIMMY
(a beat)

| didnt do anything. | just ran away.

Like a faggot.

TIMMY bursts into tears.

TRISH
Now Timmy. Listen to me: you
are not a faggot. And your tather...

No! No one could help him. He
was beyond help.

TIMMY
Where is he now?
' TRISH
Locked up. Up north. It doesn't
matter. )
TIMMY
(abeat.)

Does Billy know?
TRISH

Billy's older...Billy's...in college...
TIMMY
(a beat.)

TIMMY
‘He's alive?
" Pause. TRISH nogs: e
‘ _ TIMMY
P And p?s a...’?j \ 1"’% g z
S aYaria N R
TRISH looks away, | (o2 | ol |7 ()] 1 at A
R N R e AR R e
AU Ty |
N Uwhyididnt you teltme?/ | Al N/
TRISH
| don't know...\thought 7 ettel™
for youdo think. o think'maybe /1
he was infgaven.... [/ .
TIMMY
But | could have helped him!
TRISH

——

Lo

B

.
“
y

-

et P,
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| hate you.

TRISH
Timmy, please...Forgive me. You
have fo understand...l had to pro-
tect you! | wanted you 1o grow up
free and happy!...As if he were
dead]!

TIMMY
(a beat.)
Fuck you, bitch. ‘

He leaves the room. CHLOE peeks in from outside the room.

- Mommy?

CHLOE

TRISH
Yes, Honey? Areyou ready-for— }rz

e 19 f?ige you g?tq—lgégra?}_(g\ clngfs |
i

o

fad 19V TR ey T SN T
& nl L oHoe s e Ty
ranp @fmnyﬁﬁopu{x.gI}o;ypp {/1’75 [ - | A

SRS |

LT VY Thavel
K ‘\..a«"" S“‘1-._-/' X

“Jﬁ can gl’ave ﬁtﬁ?{; L

TRISH
Of course;Honey. Ge-inmy-pe- —
dicine gabipqt. N, ) A

{
i
T N
Lo\ _CHLOE L. —_
Okay. :
CHLOE goes to the bathroom. TRISH does her best to stay strong.
CHLOE (0.8.)
[ cant find it!
TRISH

TRISH breaks down.

Then just take a half a Wellbutrin.
They're on the bottom right, next
to the Percoset.

CHLOE (0.5.)
Okay.

TRISH
You know what—just bring over
the whole bottle!

EXT. TRISH'S PLACE - NIGHT
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INT. TIMMY'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

TRISH knocks on TIMMY's door. TIMMY does not look up from his pillow. TRISH enters
the room.

TRISH
Sweetheart?... Timmy, | know
how you must feel...Like | felt
when | found out...like you were
fied to. And yes, | did lie. But |
lied to you because ! loved you,
because | wasn't going to let any
harm come to you. Because you
mean more fo me than anything

~~irthe-whole-world-It'sokay to cry.--— -~
Crying is good.

‘ “}MMY ke M
N ﬁz Hbecomeorte, tho Bf ~
T wam to bé a'faggot. T gé‘s‘ o) £ A0
L ¥ \akadk myLanguage;Arts @a{s‘} L
}
L

i

i
i i

a\_ ¥, ,.f ~and k‘ﬁ $0 ga
' TRss?«/

You won't, you won't. | promise.
. P b H
AR i TN s L
They hug' R /,;‘! ”‘i \_ l D /} j/ ;{i \\\
P : / N
I'm sorry | called you bitch.’

TRISH
That's okay, Honey.
{rises to leave.)

- -—«E
‘ oo
i b

Sweet dreams.

She leaves.

INT. TRISH'S BEDROOM - NIGHT
TRISH pops a oouple pilis, then TIMMY enters, in pajamas.

' TIMMY
Mom...?
TRISH
Are you okay, Honey?
TIMMY

Yes...but | need to talk to you.
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“TRISH
Uh-huh? Go on...

TIMMY
Well...what exactly does a man
do to a boy when he's...raping
him?...I mean, | know, of course
exactly what you do with a girl
and all...but with a boy...Where
do things go?

TRISH .

(hugs him.)
Oh, Txmmy, Timmy...

TIMMY

_ Please tell me...Really. | need to

; kmﬁ‘”{lma!mqsra@an! iy

: ! ,.\ ) ™1 Pl
ITAYSIIOINE i
Ei. \I :{ni awaﬁ);{_\!i\{’i'
U ,@ka iy, We you Know how gl
FRWaN) gg,jare dn‘ferént t;\et@(fefer}~ oy v, |

and girst.

A
Yeah. / v S A

/ em.., \ ! r__‘,_, ;“ :._w\

A N A A

Well...they‘re the same between
boys and boys.

TIMMY
tUh huh.

TRISH
So...it's like...it's like when Harvey
touched me for the first time. On
the elbow...That's all it takes, is a
touch...just a touch can be enough...

‘ ‘ TIMMY
You mean, if a man just fouches me...

TRISH
No man should ever fouch you.

TIMMY
But what if he does? Or by acci-
dent?

TRISH
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You scream.

TIMMY

(a beat.)
Adi Fleischer said pedophiles
stick their penises into your...tushie.
is that what Dad did?

TRISH
Adi Fleischer doesn't know what
he‘s talking about. There are other
things that... Your father may have
been a pedophile but...he was
also a man...and a father...and some
things...

Oh, Mom! | don't want anything
ever to go inside me. Not ever!

| TREL i
B Tiniy,Dont woy.. /™ |

—

s
- o,

o

i

!
UL ol ot
Y T ed
\\,...// \\/ l’\.....-r"! ‘-—l; )

EXT. TRISH'S HOUSE - DAY
BILL stands outside, across the s{re/et f‘n‘ddelj} befind a ¥reg. He watches TRISH get into
£ FANN

)

i ———

r,
K\.

[

C

e Pt
%&....:\ ‘(E
S
L

[ om

her s.u.v. and pull out of the driveway- ’ﬂ\ R = N
R j—--—-—-v : i 7 1.,_..._" \

Once he sees that she is out of sight, he crosées over o vthe house, checks out the back,
finds an uniocked sliding glass door, opens it.

INT. TRISH'S HOUSE - DAY

BILL wanders around the empty house. He sees a karaoke set-up; a platter of cookies; a
stray Rubik's cube; real estate notebooks; Twister; video games; a menorah. He stops to
pause before photos of Trish, Billy, Timmy, and Chloe. :

He walks in Timmy‘s bedroom, then Billy's. Inside the latter he sees papers, envelopes,
and notebooks cluttering a deskiop. Some weed stashed in a drawer. Condoms. He rifles
through the papers, searching...He finds a college curriculum guide. A copy of Oliver Twist.
He sits down on Billy's bed, leans back.

DREAM SEQUENCE: EXT. PARK - DAY

Same as earlier, only now a boy (OLIVER)--the one illustrated on the cover of Oliver
Twist- appears in the distance, heading his way.

INT. TRISH'S HOUSE - DAY
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BILL awakens from his daydream. He takes a college brochure; spots some loose change,
but resists taking it.

EXT. HOTEL - NIGHT
It is a very high-end affair.

INT. HOTEL BAR - NIGHT

BILL sits in a comner, nursing adrink. He sees a couple leave a generous tip on their table.
He is considering stealing it when the WAITER suddenly scoops it up.

JACQUELINE, a striking woman “of a certain age’, is sitting at the bar. She looks over at

JACQUELINE

- Mind if | join you?

1 i 1

LT S [Pl o~ L

églh\[&easé VRN xfiifz’"‘f\ﬁf\:;?

/jf”ff;i‘\ il s 1,
sests. (V1L UL T T WU s 1)

PN Wj Z ;..5 - JAC\Q'G NI H"Q} L s‘\._,/ L.Jf ‘i,__z

o Im
=TT
3

CDnI

Forgnve me, but.. pieaset

you're sb':iight i ™
S '\ . m ) i {,fx "\,
S e ) L N,
lam? ‘ ‘ S
JACQUELINE
Oh, thank God!
She signals a waiter to bring over another drink.
JACQUELINE
So what're you doing here all
alone?
BILL
Work.
JACQUELIN
You like your work?
BILL
it pays.
JACQUELINE

Good. So we dont have to talk
about it

BILL and makes eye contact wrth him, then slinks over to hzs tab!e She has long nau!s

T T e e
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BILL
Are you alone?
JACQUELINE
Mamed alone...same thing.
BILL
No. Alone is alone.
JACQUELINE
(a beat.)
I'm good at reading people,
you know.
BILL

_What do you read now?

JACQUEL[NE
Well...You're a man. And you're

alone. . JAnd ym.{re st\ranght Tﬁ'e];t"" 0
f»eﬂougp—for me| t o ~ o~ i
U NN SN
oo ~ | A R
IR
\_’j%égood Hgé(/@‘ng
O isiwi\v/;gi\l
~ JACCIdEEFNEJ =

My first husband was a fag.
N \

. NS
AN =
\( bea[} — \\\‘

' Must‘ve" been'trard.
JACQUELINE
The only man | ever loved.
BILL:
What happened to him?
JACQUELINE
Stuff.
BILL
(a beat.)
Any kids?
JACQUELINE
Not anymore. Just a pack of
wolves.
‘ {(a beat))
And they're out for biood.
BILL
How so0?

Ty s ey o
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JACQUELINE
They've decided I'm the villain.
'm a monster.

BILL
Why do they think that?

JACQUELINE
‘Cause | am a monster.

BILL
People can't help it if they‘re
monsters.

JACQUELINE
____Theycantbeforgiveneither.

BILL
— —{a beat.) _
§ ’,}iave you asked ?or forgweg“\
L H

FooNn N ,% :

AR *ﬁAd
|\ not afiool Efkwere 'I

7\ {duidnit forgive re, eitb'ej n | y
"/ \my tamily there_are only Winners ol N\

and losers.

f‘ N BILL — Y /
And only lb.sers ask forforgive- /5 N
nesg? —— | S o

JACQUEL%NE
Only losers expect to get it.
(drinks.)
Your room have a view?

BILL
(a beat.)

o,

4
J
|

i

i
L

No.

JACQUELINE
Same here. Anyway, who the
fuck needs one?

BILL
- Why do you feel that way?

JACQUELINE
What are you? A shrink?

Péuse. JACQUELINE is upset. BILL caresses her hand.

JACQUELINE
i need more than a caress.
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INT. JACQUELINE'S HOTEL ROOM SUITE - NIGHT
BILL and JACQUELINE make love. Perhaps she cries out, “Thank you! Thank youl”

LATER CAMERA pans from JACQUELINE asleep in bed fo BILL in the bathroom. He
is looking at himself in the mirror as he puts on his shirt. He pauses to examine the scratch

marks that streak his face, neck, back.

?LL glances over to see that JACQUELINE is still asleep, then lifts her wallet from the
resser.

JACQUELINE
How much do you need?

e e N e (BILL freezes )
[t‘s okay l un(jerstand it was e U
hard work. I'm old.

Il ! ~{NO res»:pcm;\;e,)T

—~ bveg t more in,cﬂy pcckeﬂ:?ogok

'j:,\gﬁ?}ka : ?L,E:/‘“\ :

BiLL takesi {all tfwe mbmey cza{\ ] ;éwd, péUSgg ; i ; 5 h) ;
% i 1 r !/j
~ g

3, / ~.r } f 13
<UL U kg Né*u, N J{j
o What are you looking at?

BILL looks down. : A \ S N/ /

l

D
g.
. /
w..'\ fm}
/

P e N ..JAC YUELL NE x\
Dont start pretending ike you™ R
care. Like I'm not a monster. Like
| still have a heart that...shit...

She breaks down.

BILL
Forgive me.

JACQUELINE
Fuck off, pricki

BILL leaves.

EXT. “TULIP" RESTAURANT - EVENING }

MARK is standing waiting out front. He sees a WOMAN standing, approaches her.
: MARK

Um...Vulva-?

The WOMAN turns away, creeped out. ANOTHER WOMAN appears, MARK fries
again.
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" MARK
_Vulvalicious?

ANOTHER WOMAN
Pook'ae...

MARK
_Mark...Wiener.

He shakes hands.

INT. “TULIP" RESTAURANT - EVENING

MARK and POOKIE sit fogether at dinnef: =

‘ | knaw | reall ma%%%‘E My,
; naw | really sfouid change-my, ,
EN -screlep-name. Irused 1o be mare N
LA\ [ peutral, ust my g afdsexand (T /TN |
E § > ut ‘t. { | -~ % ( ’\) Llf?
| RO
iy

o

J

;’f ‘VM“"’\ y
'm rga’iiy,,gigé\you didriTieave when
you,Saw Wnat Mooked ke~ / ZANRN

POOKIE

Me too.

MARK
(a beat.) .
| read an article about how they deep
freeze the tuna here before serving it,
so there's no bacteria.

POOKIE
(a beat)
You're really good at conversation.

- MARK
Thanks. | actually took a course at
the Continuing Ed Annex. It realty
helps you with being natural and
engaging.

POOKIE
Lknow. L.l took the same course.
Except | did it on-line.

MARK
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Gee, it really works.
MARK laughs unnaturally, then cuts it short. They iook away. Pause.

POOKIE
You have nice fingernails.

MARK
{(a beat.)
Thanks.

MARK looks at Pookie's fingernails, but they're all chewed up, so he says nothing.

EXT. BAR/CLUB - NIGHT

.-MARK and POOKIE get outoftheircarsandwalkinside.

—~
2 [ L
R i 1A
( SRNAEN
g

j
b.g.,

i
! oy

INT. BARICLUB - NIGHT - 1 f !»—; -
MARK and P@@Iﬁ?r dance tqi sop g

_f.

il

- |
INT. comgﬁm.twm /NI _ga@ g
" MARK leads POOKIE to his place. They go inside. JOY passes by in the

. ,«" A \ f e T N RN
INT. MARK'S PLACE - NGHT =N BN

MARK and POOKIE stand by his bed. They leS Then:

95 ~
SIARR i"’giw

inatrance.

MARK
Pookie, there‘s something | feel
| shouid tell you.

POOKIE
What's that?

MARK
} mean, before anything goes too
ar.

POOKIE
What?...

MARK
| have a younger sister. Her name
is Missy.

POOKIE

Uh-huh...
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. : - MARK .
Well...she thinks | molested her
little baby daughter. They tried

ing me on trial, but the case
was thrown out. There wasn't
enough evidence. There wasn't
any evidence. But the papers
had already done their number
on me...I just thought you should
kriow first, before you get 100

involved or anything.
POOKIE
What did you do?
. ; MARK
NGthiRg. I RBTGUIEY, ~ " T T e
. POOKIE
r’% I m;grj,gvgha’c dm accuseméolp”% M
HEP N . (! & ™ol i . ; i :
) ”J?Q‘a IV zi%f’x/’li‘f’?
ﬂifif’;)g\k\;ﬁ; EFM%R&"Eihiu‘)l;fq }yif
AU I | rcaoeat)l L AT L= |
i }\\ j"‘~:§.'t Y Tk i ! 4 /4 L f’i\\
./ \_/ \Sticking my finger ms@éﬁwé,_?ab SV \J BN

= POOKIE—

;;f;{‘ f’\x \\,\\ ( a beag_) /} [/;' /;,&‘. \\
Whicfinger? ™~ | [ /S T AN
MARK
(a beat.)
Right index.
POOKIE
On... :
~ MARK
It's ‘cause she knows I'm right-
handed.
POOKIE
I'm right-handed also.
| MARK
(a beat)

it's hasnt been easy. | mean, |
had to move away, away from
my home, Jersey..my...start a
new “life” down here...And |

didn‘t even do anything wrongl... -
But everyone--almost everyone...
I'm just lucky 1 had a father who
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stood by me, believed in me...

POOKIE
(a beat; comforts him.)
| was once raped...almost.

MARK .
I‘'ve never been raped.
- POOKIE
Sometimes ‘almost’ is worse than
the real thing.
| MARK
(a beat.)
Anyway, | just feel it's important for
) you to know the facts. ,
ires
a beat
% f But why the mc?ex'? D ﬂ M
! oo, ,-'j\ s o, P
ITAYIARNE U AN IO 7
R g}? \xcmnn ‘lmaypeverkrﬁow My | n
“{‘Jf 1\, -i‘i?r‘x deryszékwd rzf B i(f by EA‘A
\,__,,f’ o\ : x
Well, thank you for sharing.
/ \ N\
S A ONMARKS S AN
Also, Jdom"iiﬁavexj—hﬁrpeis. SN
POOKIE
(a beat.)
| do...but it's dormant now.
MARK
' {a beat.)
_ Umh...genital?
POOKIE nods. She is upset. He takes her hand.
MARK
| read they're really close to a
cure,
POOKIE
| don't think so. I mean...
MARK

Really, it's only a common viral
infection. And 1 think It's estimated
that 80 million Americans have it.
Really, this is a battle you can win.
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I've done research on this. Just
in case. Is it...tingling now?

POOKIE
(a beat)

I should go.
MARK

Oh. Did | say something...?
POOKIE

No, no...
MARK

‘Cause | thought we were really...

_um.,.._ ‘ )

POOKIE |

She leaves.

INT. TRISH'S PLACE - TRISH'S BEDROOM - DAY
TRISH and HARVEY make love.

INT. TRISH'S BEDROOM - LATER - DAY
TRISH and HARVEY lie down, spent. He lights up, passes her a clgarette
TRISH
Fuck family. Fuck motherhood.

Fuck the kids. | just don't care
anymore.

INT. TRISH' S BEDROOM - LATER - DAY

HARVEY is getiing dressed.

TRISH
What | said before...about the kids




== Script Fly.com ==

36

and family and...| didnt’ mean it

HARVEY
| know. )

TRISH
(a beat.)

Love really can change a person.

INT. RESTAURANT - DAY
JOY and TRISH sit at a table.

1

A

[N

Y

~,

o

ooy 08

(_,wmwk,)

)

TRISH

Oh, Joy. I'm so happy to see you.
JOY

I‘m so happy to see you, 100.

"7 —— B .
M Tamee T
{And yoUknow gometting? 1 |1/ N /N /T
AT o i e g;\D,(f* {
N T gdy ] ja
amad | PN @y )
U i \"’\.,./j L o o/ L

TRISH
~ (abedb}—1  —
YoulooKggod:, | = )/ A N

/ Lo ‘~.\ \ '____,__,«/ PN '\.

S oY A e
Really?

TRISH

| mean it. You've put some meat
on your bones. You used 1o look
so peaked all the time, | thought -
maybe she's got some rare biood
disease, but Trish, | said, leave
her alone, she's oid enough, if she
wants to be “vegetarian” to prove
some “point”...Oh, golly!...507
Are you back to red meat?

JOY
No.

TRISH
Well, even so—God knows how,
but that “ofu” is working, girl!

, JOY
Thanks. You look good, foo.
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TRISH ‘
You know what my secret is?
JOY ‘
What?
TRISH
{ met someone.
JOoYy
Really! That's great!
TRISH
And...
JOY
~And..?
‘ - TRISH
i We'rggetting rrarmied. i
B — [r\‘iﬂbﬁli
INAYSYISENE NS
o INet ‘ SRR EEE:
s’i“fg\ *{g i)-"j{&l i
SRR %gmfém %‘LJ
~ \Thei ts.‘}v:wet;f‘t mat Hiirr yet; st

provide hey like him...

.,«"; ’ /\ \‘», J@Y ™ ,; f'ﬂ
Ohg T:F'Sh.:v-x ) \‘\ i r"—'/ ’f" —

! ¢
! L S

TRISH
Billy I'm not worried about, but
Timmy and Chioe, they're...

they're still children...

JOY
Know...

TRISH

But it's a secret still. No one knows,
Not Helen. Not even Mom.

JOY
| promise | won't tell a soul...but
don't you think you're maybe
rushing things a bit? | mean, men
are...| dunno...and after Bill...

TRISH
Bill was totally different.

JOY
Siitl-.
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TRISH
No! The past is the past. Dead,
gone, wiped my hands, forgotten
It's got nothing to do with me. Or
the kids. We live in Florida now.

JOY
I'm sorry.

TR!SH
Now Harvey, on the other hand...
well, he‘s not very attractive, he's

o!der, he's not even very well off...

He's divorced--poor thing had a
horrible, horrible wife...But he's

for Bush, but only because of
Israel, he knows the Presudent‘s
an ;dset, don‘t weny—-and he‘

tally y-oneptad \A real éqsh
N f’ch I eed th!fs [0 WORR™, ] N\
1‘/‘?\%\ (; _d,o,/a'ilzil :“f({n")
U LI POYU g
? A IR RV
P LAY
s JOY Y SN
And wfas st...l? o — /AN
\ ! { ;" RIS
TRISH
Like Hiroshima. | mean...
JOY
Oh, Tnsh I'm so happy for you.
TRISH

Thanks. Me too...Oh, but you!
What about you? You havent
told me a thing!

JOY
Oh, I'm fine...

TRISH
How's Allen?

JOY

Oh, fine, fine...Just dont listen to
. Mom. Really, everything's the
same...Fine...l just neededto

get away for a bit, a little me-time...

—Jowish, he'spro=lsrael=hevoted. . e

ey

‘ﬁ::“ s

e
[
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TRISH :
What about your work with the
ex-cons? How's that going?
- Joy
Oh, fine, fine...God, | miss them
already!
TRISH

But my God, working with those
criminals and...rapists...l don't
know, Joy...don‘t you ever think
about working with victims? Good
people? ‘

JOY

Not all criminals and rapists arg
. bad, Trish.

i - TTRISH 77
|~ Wellldont kn&mwha}wurldjd—

| [ -\ [ tiohary says, butit's/prefty clear | -
1] unmip } Oh, but m'sory. 1 donit | A
;( .y ‘"?h%a? qucize.i!’c“s yo%é{ér%‘; si oy
‘ '/ “.and trespect that...I just cou A

— ™ “Goit. You're a saint. Really. — o

TN NGYTTT T
Really ftsjhistajobi — 7 /N
r” \\ .

You know, Joy, there's something
I've never told you...! guess, being
the older sister, sibling rivalry and
all...out now that we're so much
more bonded...well, I've always
believed deep down--and so did
Mom and Dad and Helen, we dis-
cussed it all so many times--when
you got married to Allen we all
thought you were so...brave.
JOY
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But...why?

TRISH

(a beat.)
| may as well confess: I've known
everything. We all have. in detail.
Allen‘s...“problem”...His...And
how you tried so hard to cure him...
s0 he could be normal...and how
you thought he eventually was
cured...as if...Oh, Joy, you know
there are no secrets in the family.

-

[

i
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And you especna!!y you must
know by now you've always been
an open book...But you seemed
so desperately happy, and we all
so desperately wanted you to be
happy...and it seemed like if it
wasn't Allen...well...I'm sorry, I'm
so sorry...But it's important we be
open with each other and...Joy,
ou re a beautiful woman...even
if you're past your...and | mean, |
really think--from the bottom of my
heart--you should just drop him,
drop your job, drop everythmg
and move to Boca. Down here...
it's easy to forget...everything...

e —- 31O St A2 OVEE-Like-mel F;:eshl e e e <t e e e s e

As if you were still youngllmean
what will you miss? What really
matter§ outside.of family? Fnands
d go../A job is just pﬁ» !
/N ,Shop ﬁg Tood; V--evary%: ncg N0
L/ ) | same here as anywnareelse. m,uw'~‘é¥
L I .pléa e%di n't tak Htsytgd rmng
L u‘/ ~way, J%:‘ itSJlH oy

s

USO

She hugs JOY.

/ /A“ "\\ E D} } ;"f‘ AN \'\

Sl N LN N
INT. MONA'S PLACE - DAY/ | S oL L
JOY enters, sees EVANGELINA the maid painting MONA's fingernails,

MONA
Joy? Is that you?

JOY

Yegh. Hi.

MONA
Did you have a nice lunch with Trish?

JOY
Oh, yeah. It was nice.

MONA
You have no idea how much your
sister loves you.

JOY
I know.

MONA
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People can make fun of her all
they like, but you know something?
She keeps it real.

JOY
Yegh. ‘

MONA
It's not like your sister Helen, who
doesn't talk to us anymore since
she started seeing that movie star.

: JOY
Oh, Mom. Don‘t get so upset. I'm
sure it's just a phase...

I've already written her out of my
will. | don't want her to have any-

M thingrYou and Frish, that's alfn " A
! ' ! | |
EVANGELINAsasy /) |7 1D/ ;§£;f~} ~ i
TR T ] dnleelid 22 o
V) 1 K'M “‘:és;)eér}éeun ra"tngEc\)/kAE\}"b}EU?\i‘pé f{ { | i L ; ’%X\\
\Nw’) ’\./‘; v Lj ' L,J i_j \\:ﬁ_i k“\// i‘__: A
MONA
Gracias, Evangelina
’/, \\ '\‘ ) D ; /' ’.‘;\ \
MONA touches EVANGELINA’s hé/ﬂ’d She disappears, —
Z a 5 i P rm—— N
JOoYy
(a beat.)
Mom...
MONA
Yes?
JOY

When did you first realize things
werent...right...between you and

Dad? | mean, like was it after being
married...five years? or ten? twenty...?

MONA
(a beat.)
The wedding night.

JOYy
W-what happened?

MONA
Oh, Joy...Why do you want to
know such things?...What's past
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is past...
JOY
Please, Mom... '
MONA
(a beat.)
What can | say?...it was horrible.
JOY
What did he do?
MONA

| probably should have told you
when you were young, but | was
. afraid it would...damage you.

~ JOY
. Teli me...please
| i \ nlE
i | | MDN ¥ I
H PN S Y Y - i 2 S~
}; e {Wg!l.g..@‘gso yi19 thermymaybe /N /™ | 7
1 F 1] | 20,.Higdked a fitle Jike Pa sHjtton ~2 1 F T
A mpdien [T LU T Ly
WANVASA IR TN LA RN AT I

INT. HOTEL BATHROOM - NIGHT

; \"\ i ", 7 N . )

Paris Hilton plays MONA as a ygﬂng‘ﬂew&ngad. She looks/at herself in the mirror, dressed
in a nightgown. SN i""/;’f FARSN .

< 4 X 5k i frm——— .

MONA (V.0
| was so young and innocent...so
nervous and excited...and I'd never -
been with a man before, | didn‘t
know what to expect. | was like
you, more focused on doing good,
civil rights, marching with Martin
Luther King, protesting Vietnam...

BACK TO MONA:

MONA

But then | met your father, and
he was so handsome then, so
cute, just like that singer who's
gay, oh, what's his name, Evan-
gelina knows...

' (calling)
Evangelina? Quien es ese cantante-?

, EVANGELINA(O.S.)
— Ricky Martin! :




-~ YOUNG MONA-is still standing in-front-of the-mirror:
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MONA
That's it!

INT. HOTEL BEDROOM - NIGHT
Ricky Martin plays her husband as a young man. He lies on the bed in his pajamas.
MONA (V.0.)
Anyway, | figured he was nervous,

too. | don't think he had very much
experience, either.

INT. BATHROOM - NIGHT

MONA (V.0.)
- So | just stood there, looking at ‘
ik mysgg§ nfrogt of éh%n’;;‘l’()f a,r?g . M
P what ifwould-sp0, i SRR
N gﬂ\\ ftrket@ o touchh{;htﬁ'\mlhg!, é@ ';f;_j | i/?
- I J } [B\m?\éqr touchbdﬂfandCefwer pTer}z:} P { } (
RV L Jia 4
VAVIVIIRIRVIHTGRIN
INT. MONA‘S PLACE - DAY ‘ '
EVANGELINA turns on the vacuum deaner o § ,,- N
/ : MONA — ot \"\‘
Comia—tGon't want fodisturb i

Evangelina.

Shg leads JOY into

INT. MONA'S BEDROOM - DAY
MONA closes the door behind them, they sit down.

MONA
So.

Pause. JOY sees MONA getting upset.

JOoy
it's alright, Mom. You don' have
10...

MONA
it's okay...
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CINT. NEWLYWED SUITE - NIGHT
YOUNG MONA approaches the bed pauses to smile at him.

MONA (V.0.)
So | came into the bedroom...
and | saw him under the COvers...
He looked so cute | { had to stop
and just look at him lying there...

YOUNG LENNY
Mona? ;

YOUNG MONA

. Yes, Lenny?

YOUNG LENNY
Can you take off your nightgown?

YOUNG MONA les bush&ﬁ\ ‘Oh, L}_enn‘y , an geTs under the covers next1o him.
She kisses htm x { 0 i .

i § i | !/"7
i | ; Q} ].—"‘f{ifia v
INT. MONA'S SETDR j oy | /f | U e
Ll t‘\ A ;
{ knew ifwas time ip step it up,

— H i
oed \./
MONA J
take it 10 the ngxt level, fhatthis /7~
was t...bdt 1 thought Kigsing bxm AN
would & ‘i mean_Joy, T %
1 didn't know an AhirgtNo ong—' s
had told me...| didn’'t come from
a healthy and nurturing family like
what | made for you and your
sisters...Well, then all of a sudden
| felt something...

%

-;j
-

%3;5 {

\L‘“\
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\
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BACK TO THE HONEYMOON SUITE - NIGHT

YOUNG LENNY has pufled back the sheets.

YOUNG MONA
W-what's...?

YOUNG LENNY
Do you like my little friend?

YOUNG MONA
{-lenny, what are you doing?

o . YOUNG LENNY
> E‘ease, Mona...Give him a ligtle
i58.
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YOUNG MONA
Kiss...what?

YOUNG LENNY
“Helio Mona...I"

MONA screams and‘runs off, back o the bathroom, where she is heard vomitting.

INT. MONA'S BEDROOM - DAY

MONA
| never felt so...disgusted...so hu-
miliated...I mean, that...thingl...No
one should ever have to...

INT. YOUNG MONA'S BATHROOM - NIGHT
YOUNG MONA watches YOUNG LENN‘?’Tfom the §ﬂg lly open door. ,’7

i I
l g ; /om\ ;/M\ ]

§ —
z%!~‘e::‘»~3&‘ MN’AV?” /
|| (1 nd A on ne t,_mgmgdlbe k{a /)
Py bac;k; thoug ﬁma hwas | | {71
o \ / <jubf ov m@acnng ittie,. bult ther| | | = | \ g, L_m
ol Tsaw i lying on the bed..and—

he was moving, | thought maybe

he had apitch;-somethimgzbuthe
was humplﬁg’Humplngmy pxllbw* AN
| SN T N
BACK TO MONA
talking to JOY.
MONA

And that's when | realized: He
doesn't want to make love to me.
He wants to just use me fo sa-
tisfy his own...it's like I'm no dif-
ferent from that piliow. It coutd
have been the mattress. Or the
the bed post. Just hump and...

All the years | had to scrub the
stains he left on the carpeting, the
car seat, Nana's needlepoint...

QUICK MONTAGE OF MONA CLEANING STAINS.

MONA (cont'd)
Now I'm sure there must be men
out there--men who really love
women, who love, period...but
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it wasn't my fate to marry one. -

JOY

(a beat.)
How did you ever end up havmg
sex?

MONA
| shut my eyes...and | thought of
the future...A mother makes sacti-

fices.

JOY
So there never was.. Ppleasure?

MONA

lt was forty years of rape. Every

fime...brutalized. But when | look

at yoy and Trishand even Helen
_whg ljdon sp’eak'eo anqur? 5"3
{*“‘f»asl O‘%h boLtod /‘f \‘ { { i
¢ i ] i A i1
\%:hi I g‘“ﬂ I % ! % >
eve JRTE N 1
I ERIINATHICY

MONA

Sex should be a beautiful thmg

But then your athet’ had 10 fuin 7
ltali/ :i i,_v ?}8 /

i i /
TR |

L2 ;

You mean, because he has a...

MONA
Penis. Yes. A penis.

JOY
But Mom...

MONA
Did you ever see his penis?

JOY
Um...no...
MONA

of it...its size...
I'm alive.

JOY
..l never knew...

- MONA
And it's only because the size of

Just the memo
its force...F'm lu
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my heart is bigger than the size
of his penis that | am here today.

JOY
(hugs MONA.)
Oh, Mom...

MONA
Your father was a disgusting man.
Perveried, sick...Scum. Oh, God...
(a beat; pulis away from JOY.)
Still, he's your father and you should
jove him.

JOY
(a beat.)

_ So now you think maybe | should

/’\
}f \
g

]
A

go back to Allen? Be more under-

standing?
~—MONA m
No, H ney Cut your Iosses—%eﬁer P
Ao be seffish...like ‘your;s’s\ter‘ N f'\\ L7
{thahgt ?andlovmg ike ine. | ' & i R
Y'F | %=?‘H1(e”*§i§”~;ia\\
[ Lo YO AT
/‘ i i % ;o i % A J ;___.‘ Lj!
N@f 4' b e

EXT. LOS ANGELES - HELEN S PLAGE - DAYZ ) f’ A

AN

JOY gets out of a taxi and walks_up”ar*pa‘tb_th the front dam,_oaﬁyihg.ner luggage. HELEN
appears. They hug as they cry out each other's names.

EXT. L.A. RESTAURANT - EVENING

HELEN and JOY sit opposite each other, in the garden.

HELEN
Oh, God...I'm so happy to see
you...so happy you found me...

JOY
Me to0.

HELEN
I'd been feeling so guilty...

JOoY
Oh, but really, Helen, you didn't do
anything wrong...

HELEN
tknow, but still...
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JOY
Everyone understands.

HELEN
I know, and | forgive them, but
even so... »

JOY
Cutting ties with Mom, Dad...Trish
especially...it must have been hard.

HELEN
It was. Really, | can't tell you...

JOY

““I'missed you, but:

| HELEN
— Its alight. | understand. And-H

_g\ive; ou. .
;’f\‘ (\.3 % U (/\\

ST
;/":X'f\

ENCh
3
L.

o HELEN— .
I had no/cheice:, Oh, landrdoy, | san't »

tell you hos-many ti[nes,liheﬁrg}af Lo\
about'calingyou.s L A s S

JOY
Really?

HELEN
But | was too guilt-ridden.

JOY
Oh, Helen...and all this time we all
thought you were just ashamed of
us, of being related to us, like it
would ruin your career or something...

HELEN
Ashamed?! Joy, how could you
think I'd-71 :

HELEN pulls a handkerchief from her purse.

JOY
I'm sorry. | should have had more
faith. We all should have been more
understanding.
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HELEN

I was goxng through a very intense

time...I'd given up on poetry. it'd
become 100...too easy. | felt like
I was being crushed by the...enor-
mity of my success and...and |
was afraid...But you know some-
thing: tumns out writing a good screen-
play is a much harder--and purer—
process. But people don't realize...

JOY

(a beat.)
Still, it must, at least, be neat going
out with...Keanu.

HELEN
There is nothing ‘neat’ about it.
T bl
| /‘ m sory: That Was é stu;a;
I ‘ !

_":j

; @“Sa-yp = / h\
N _J L
g ;L | IHELEN

cking idiotic.  \_/

Jox —_
You're nght,\ 1 — o

AN VAN
= T =
a beat)

And | mean, like, we're a country
at war now!

T """’”‘_‘3‘"
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JOY, startled, takes this in, hangs her head. They sip at their cappuccinos. Suddenly
Helen's ce!lphone rings. She looks at it, reads the caller ID, doesn't answer it.

HELEN
Uch. Salman. He needs another

fatwa.
(she signals to the waiter for the check.)

So: how long do you plan on staying
out here?

JOY
| dunno | thought maybe if |
could stay with you just till  got
my life together...

HELEN
How much time are we talking?

JOY
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I dunno. I'm sure | could find a
job within a couple of months...or
weeks, days...if | really set my

mind o it... _
HELEN |
What are you going to do out here?
JOY '

Try working with ex-cons again.
I've had a lot of success with
penitentiaries back east, and
California, well, there are so
many prisons here so | thought...

HELEN
-..—-And-if that- doesn't work.out?- : —
JOY
- Oh, hing, really Anything’s »
§A ,ﬁ.'leiﬁ B iEi f%
i 72N /7y 1 i / 4 7
%?5’,{«*}(%{&]5‘@ EH"EIT“X\EE‘ikQ\‘!fjg"//
r,‘,;ggu\\n;i. — ;gix; gy {
!"*u,'[ "\“"‘Ji'!r‘Q 9 }' “! fi“('j“‘i‘rhiﬁ‘
‘ 3

\ AN

i
i
[

-\\,_,f‘ N \J L U L..JOY‘U/ 5
Yeah. Anything...Say, do you know

Joni Mitchell2 ['ve heard she lives
out here;and she's someeneTye / '\
alwaysthorght I'd really cofpset,” /%

wnth like she'd really tme you — N
aybe she co d give Mg~ —

some ‘advice.

HELEN

(a beat.)
Can | give you some advice?

JOY
Please!

HELEN

(a beat.)
No. Actually | have no advice
for you.

HELEN takes out her credit card, hands it with the check to the waiter.

JOY
Did ! say something wrong?

HELEN
No. Why?
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JOY
Then why do you still have to
make fun of me?

- HELEN
Make fun?
JOY
Yes! .
HELEN
I'm nof...

{(a bea’f upset)
Oh, God, please, Joy... try, | really
do...But you...Keanu...everyone
thinks | mock them, that I'm cruel

~—and-condescending:-.that lhav&—~--- e
_no heart...and it's really hard...
hard on me...‘cause | really do love

B d‘%u ‘;Tdo ari;[ Ww hoxgyou*x{ 1
I n e a ay un
125;; for nbthing, fo }1[;\ /’_\\f“’—!
/siigfﬂ\\ %wanm,y,faw *omeh,).;”‘,»;i’,{
i‘“’f’*“-"k"““ﬁ“;‘g ago ng(A"ﬁrtindyh; f‘ﬁ{f“;fﬁ\"\
N/ Rothin s olit and yo YA A
~ el fike atota!T‘ser the self=dis- o AN
- gust, the self—loammg, life has no

point, it'sOVen, yo ge*basrcaﬂy o
dead, bfah'bl ah\ an bldhblah) /A

and you think ma beihave"tﬁe" A ‘\
ansxef"éﬁﬁoy-gmemy humaalb "3

JOY

(a beat)
I'm sorry, it's my fautt, | shouldnt
have...

HELEN
it's okay. I'm used to it. | can take
it...but thanks.

Recovered, HELEN signs the check, takes back her credit card.

INT. HELEN'S PLACE - NIGHT

JOY listens to the distant lovemaking sounds of HELEN and her lover. ANDY appears,
starts undressing.

ANDY
Sortry about before. it's just I'm
off my medication and...Really, |
didn‘t mean what | said.
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« JOY
What are you doing here?
ANDY
| dunno. | saw you all alone and |
thought... ‘
JOY
(a beat.)
What?
ANDY

Well, just listening to Helen and
Keanu...| couldn't help thinking...

JOoY

What?

ANDY

Whaﬂ;bout o;rand | spend
nzght together just i erfgi\d h?ndjg?!"
. |

1
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}“\ ’{’J(DY;\,E
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Mm\m]
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i g néver ;pent tha mg

togethel efcr%e |0ld tirrfes-1
Tiéve?”d anything. | wouldn't
let anythi ng happen

WA TR
wou o (o} LN
thing! ,g:% e-past? FiXZ /™
everyth:ng hke it could have been?

Done the right thing?

JOY

1

",

Cy b

i

e

/ i
4 wWe

,'kwf’

‘
l
kS
R

{ |

- .

%:

L8y
.'v

Oh, Andy...

HELEN is heard climaxing.

JOY
(a beat.)
Do you think Heien s happy?

ANDY
Yes.

JOY
| think she's faking it.

ANDY
Sometimes just pretending can
be better than the real thing.

JOY
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Oh, but | hate pretending. Everyone
pretending...

ANDY
I'm sorry.

He slips into bed beside her.
: JOY
Imagine a world where no one
pretended...

Pause. JOY kisses ANDY. He gasps. Pause. She pulls away, upset.

oY
Piesase for a«itve me | tried. Butl

"” justcan’t fake it —

JOY weeps. T*hen suddenly ANDY lunges.for her, grapp ing to make love to her. Finally
she manages,t@ throw hsm off ,ahd onto t?'\e ﬂcgor ! i ;
i VAR L ey
i§§f’i}“~"’?n3 | PN 31}@1&&?%’7
(U] Sy psaan ) E%js(ig’ R
‘6 St Wi } & '\ , i J i /“ \
He dlsappears S x/’l L_J B /U L_,} | V}_ﬁ g\_j/ L
INT. TRISH'S KITCHEN - EVEN!N@ § ™~ \ ;/' 5

CHLOE watches TRISH choppln@ﬁp‘some greegns for a éaléHiSha is wearing rubber
gloves.

CHLOE
Mommy?
TRISH
Yes, Honey? 7
CHLOE
Do you think baby greens feel
pain?
The doorbell rings.
TRISH

Timmy, can you get the door?

INT. TRISH'S FRONT FOYER - EVENING
TIMMY opens the door. He sees HARVEY standing there with tulips, MARK beside him.

HARVEY
Hit Harvey Wiener! Nice to meet
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youi You must be Timmy...

TIMMY looks at HARVEY's extended hand, shakes it politely, i fformaﬁy

TIMMY
Nice to meet you.

HARVEY
And this is my son Mark...

TRISH appears, CHLOE in tow, and hugs HARVEY; more handshakes, greetings,
laughter.

INT. DINING ROOM - LATER

TRISH, HARVéY, MARK, TIMMY, and CHLOE are seated around the tfable eating.

i

- __HARVEY_ _
l . Mmm | This chlckemsf ol | ] ;?
bi /o0 ‘“’:\z v VLo L \ o
;;ifrg}fwsn% SLTRISHH%!WQ‘QE?
i SRR
S HH&
i

k

t

i
LR al;£ 'i% l}‘s nolgeddfy{f?} L |
|

|
BUN RV e RN i
3 Y ; ‘.. f | i ,,I b |
NS NS E.... HARM,EY{_J J (/wg J L
Are you Kidding? And the sauce!

N TRIS :
It's !sraeh&e g = ) / AN AN

f ST ;’ F—, \\
'““ L“CHEOE e
Mommy, the baby greens--they‘re
jooking so sad...

T
Eﬂwf"’/"‘\ x]

HARVEY
Pass ‘em over! I'l cheer ‘em up!

The salad is passed.

TRISH

Chloe is studying karaoke after
school. Her teacher thinks she has

a lot of potential.

HARVEY
| betl

TRISH
Would you like to sing for Harvey
after dinner, Chloe?

HARVEY stabs a 1etiuce leaf. CHLOE runs from the table, in tears. TRISH gestures 1o
ignore the incident. ‘ »
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TRISH
ft's the Klonopin. She’s on a new
dosage.

HARVEY
Oh.

TRISH
So Mark, what do you do?

MARK
Systems analysis.

Pause.
TRISH

Sounds.interesting!

MARK
= it is to-me, actually;.in the same
’ ‘way ding tax return instru
i //-ﬁx b%’f‘dr the U‘p;ggl Bﬂ“
71 | Raiilusions that what I/do, xso‘f
| ‘any interest to arayone Blse, eve
\ ~/ ramongst specialists. fimysor é-
" “shing'ef afunctiaary,
ambition, or even hope of ambition.
lpateaued-ngrad se n ~
lost interést,exeept in maintaining / AN
a base’salary adequate {afinancing L3\
a lowzaverhead subsitence. /%

TRISH
Are you seeing anyone?

‘MARK
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No.

HARVEY
He used to go out with this
really great gal Naomi, she won
a Westinghouse, | thlnk in-.

MARK
Dad. Please. That was...so long
ago. And it never even went any-
where.

HARVEY considers what to say, but then says nothing. Pause. TRISH tries to help:

TRISH
You know, Mark, | work in real
estate and there are lots of girls
who would give their right arm to




== Script Fly.com ==

56

go out with someone like you:
someone settled and serious, a
real class act.

HARVEY
You know, she does know what
she's talking about here.

EXT. BACK PORCH - NIGHT

TRISH and HARVEY gaze at the moon and stars He put his hand on her elbow. TIMMY
looks up from his gameboy. MARK stands off to the side. CHLOE gazes off, holiow-
eyed, perhaps caressing a leaf.

TRISH nudges HARVEY.

TR!SH
(referring to TIMMY.)
2-3 Taxk"tio him. TN '.._} — o
Ei N ) oo , 1
s! { /(/"'““\ls {»"h 5 % %".\“ i L}HAR—V\E* } i l,”ﬁ
R R G AN (apfpmachés e \*) SRR
/Hi}},y:Sb‘ﬁ my. Ybfu"’Mmalsme ( ’L | !U“\
\.\\ _,.f’$ ‘uj. / \\:zggﬁ ?J nna ﬁ bar’m?tzvaheﬂ% %j x\ w b \L‘_S

W—M\......HAB:V EY 4 _—_>
| remember my bar-mitzvah.
(a beat.)
You remember yours, Mark?

MARK
Yeah.

TRISH
Timmy's preparing a special
speech--a dvar torah. Isn't that
right?

TIMMY
Yeah.

HARVEY
What's the topic?

TIMMY
it's on becoming a man.

HARVEY
Interesting!
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TIMMY
But really the focus is on forgive-
ness, Like when you'‘re supposed
to forgive someone, even if you
don't want to. Things like that.

HARVEY
Like forgive and forget?

TIMMY

~Well, like for example...say |

punched you in the face. If | said
] wa?s sorry, would you forgive
me? «

TRISH

(a beat.)

Well, of course he would. But why

wouilcg you do such a thing?—, M

Buoan
l
|

-~ 1

% g1l

R ~ 1
_f?“-:”“' iHﬁ}RQ}EI,(
/ “‘a‘iﬁnaérgsfand: m}zs, | woLdd for- S

ot

give you...but | think I'd ask for
an explapation!
AN N T 4
SO s TiMM

So that yee«beiiéye’, F'mireally S
SOITy?

HARVEY
Well...Look, like | said, I'm sure
I'd forgive you...but I'm not sure
I'd forget!

TIMMY
But let's say, for example, a
terrorist blows up your office
building. Do you still forgive?

TRISH
God forbid!

TIMMY
But what if the terrorist had a good
reason?

TRISH
Terrorists by definition do not

£

o e / Y
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have good reasonsl!

TIMMY
But what if your family were
killed and tortured, wouldn't you
~want to do somethmg about it?
To protect others?

HARVEY
Timmy, these terrorists are...evil.

TRISH
And cowardsl! »

HARVEY .
They're not like you and me.

TRioA
Are you saying you'd forgive the
9/11 terrorists?

™ l"1

MMY ﬂrf N

Vo }
Y ol )
BN ,Wel! ?course jiou camt for Vﬁ N TN
R RS ,’ @se terronsté ‘F@O\ey e;za:d.; n 2 g’\:ﬁ i %’/:7
REEE ! o a4 !
;t‘sa\k\, f :.}/1& A
pavse. (U 11U 1) w ﬁ RSN
NN AN A * (U B RN L
MARK
if i's posgible to for?yaandiorgeg,m
or to orgwa and not forget; when / AN
wouid you forget, but no}ﬁnge’? [ ‘\

\ .L...._.J" ;....,.._.»
£ ””’HA“RV’EY
Hmm. Good question, Mark.

TIMMY

{(a beat)
1 think it's possible someone does
something really terrible o you,
like really horrible, somethmg that
hurts you so bad it's s0 painful...
maybe then it's better to forget
and live without all that pain instead
of forgiving and remembering.

INT. FRONT FOYER - NIGHT

HARVEY and MARK are saying their final good-byes as they walk out the front door.
TRISH closes the door behind them.

TRISH
So what did you think?
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CHLOE
That Mark seemed s0 sad. Like...
ike he'll always be a nerd, no
matierwhat.

TIMMY
Yeah, but | liked him. He seemed
interesting. He gave mé his e-mail,
in case | ever get a computer
virus.

TRISH
But what about Harvey?

CHLOE

H GJSO‘dTMGmmyr'“"”_”' [

Yeah, M aeg““"i.‘}f |
eah, Mom, He seemed nice.
enciugh—-but kd really have to M
7™/ alkiofe-on-ong with him. And ! |
fryl | Geaivd don't knoW/howJan
AL | etionve. [
ANV A \
INT. MARK'S PLACE - NIGHT

MARK sits and stares at his oomi)gfger?finalﬁy a pMinkling seUNd oM the computer.
; / oo ! bt S M
Sl N
7/ B Wt /

ON COMPUTER SCREEN (DIALOGUE 0 BE‘READ AS-FS TYPED):

BIGJIM75: Hey.

VULVALICIOUS283: Hey. {emoticon ‘smile'.)

BIGJIM75: I'm glad you didn‘t delete me.

VULVALICIOUS283! Who is this?

BIGJIM75: Mark Wiener.

VULVALICIOUS283: (‘addled’ emoticon.)

BIGJIM75: We had dinner last week.

BIG JIM75: Remember?

VULVALICIOUS283: Oh. Yes. Sorry. | got you confused with someone eise.
BIGJIM75: 1 had a really good time. :
BIGJIM75: It's too bad about the TIVO.-

BIGJIM75: ...Hello? Pookie?

YULVALICIOUS283: | should tell you: { have certain needs. | don't want 10 waste your
time or my time so | may as well tell you them. But it's not easy, because I'm so consumed
- with shame. (frowning' emoticon.)

BIGJIM75: Go on. '

VULVALICIOUS283: Well, see, | have these fantasies...

VULVALICIOUS283: |...

VULVALICIOUS283: (‘bashful’ emoticon.)

RIGJIM75: Please tell me...(‘a hug' emoticon.)
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EXT. BEACH - DAY
MARK and POOKIE walk along the beach.
- POOKIE
...Alright, | don't know why...but
| trust you. And | trust my instincts...
And there’s no wiretapping here...
and I...I like you...So:...| imagine
I'm pulling into my carport. I've
just come back from a late night
at work... :
INT. CARPORT - NIGHT
POOKIE gets out of her car, locks it, walks into the building.
- POOKIE(V.O.
! giolgl ora secpnaa'\.f cause | | i : ‘f”!
P - ink I hear a spuhd, a feqtstep. . : , { —~
o e e () () VT
1 i iii } \sbl\‘lg‘gnjiathabwldumgt..}% i B ﬁ l fim -
VAV IR CIRNAIN
SRR L bt AL L bt
-~ INT. LOBBY - NIGHT a _
POOKIE stands by the elevator. / i N SN
' AN 2 AN
/= POOKEWVOS .

feeling a little unclean, a littie
sweaty, | just want to get inio

my apariment and take a shower.
| think | hear footsteps again...

but it's just the security guard.

He smiles at me, but he's gay,

it doesn't mean anything.

The elevator comes.

INT. HALLWAY - NIGHT
POOKIE emerges from the elevator, goes to her apartment door.
POOKIE(V.O.)
I'm kind of in a bad mood, because

I'd thought someone was following
me, but there's nobody.

INT. POOKIE'S PLACE - NIGHT
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POOKIE undresses on her way fo the bathroom.

POOKIE(V.O.)
One of the things | like to do—and
it's what | most like about living
alone-is that | get to do a kind of
slow striptease whenever | feel
like it. | take off my blouse, my
skirt, my heels, everything just
falls wherever it lands, | take oft
my bra, everything, it feels s0 good
fo take everythmg off, no one's -
here, no one's watchmg, it's just
e e e me, i'm all alone, | rub my hands

“allover myse?f”! feel-sofree; so-.-

relaxed...
INT. BATHROOM - NtGHT?Tf o n 3
AWARLe ‘jf’“‘*fisf”‘\ ~ | I~
POOK!Etakffsaﬁho}N? | «;? g J A §5ig‘~‘?§ gx{p\_j V7
e Teaokieton s || 5],
’ \

: M o1oA

‘ gfeéissofrejfaﬁgi» SARRGEN
clean, it's almost religious, like A N N

like God_ls_;zeemg on me, and

Fm ungﬁng and akve alffy)er\} SN

7 \ s ey
/‘ - \\‘ ‘t { /,« _ &\
INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT Lo L] L\

POOKIE lies naked on bed.

POOKIE(V.O.)
And then | just lie there, as i I'm
just waiting...and that's when |
hear the door to the apartment
open...and the foolsteps again.
I am a little scared, my heart
starts racing...My eyes are closed
but | can hear breathing... :

EXT. BEACH - DAY
POOKIE and MARK still walking. Children buiid sandcastles in the b.g.

POOKIE
It's this man, he’s a soldier, a marine...
and he's throwing me down and
tying me up and | feel drops of
sweat and saliva splattering all over
me...and next thing | know he's in-

e D S
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side me, and he‘s big and hard and
it hurts and | ask him to please stop
and he tells me to shutup and he
pounds away at me, thrusting,
thrusting, deeper, deeper t:!l fi nai!y
| black out...Mark.
- (a beat.)

| want to be raped.

MARK
You mean, in your fantasy?

POOKIE
Well, yes...but then I wish it
couldbe a reality. But of course
| don't really want to be raped.

MARK
But really, Pookie, there's nothing

H to fedl pshamed about. That/ | K I | B
VN makes,no senge/Rape-isa | | | | .
Pt I f//.\\l i
L ’f \ \@xﬁymm}non anfasy,total)%; il A0 ) /
,ﬁég;; I normal- sp:tewhatbe {ap /;,gf’g {
i"\\‘“}j‘i“}j ﬁge(}»mé.y lkr\gvy hLJ gty
AL m'talki about. I‘ve read’a lot | R L

‘about this. You're okay.”

. PO / \,

| guess: ool hen | didntggt tothé /1
strangé pa‘ftj__See when | openp TN
my eyes, | seewhatthe'man Idoks ~ ——
like...He's like totally passed out...

POOKIE'S BEDROOM - NIGHT
POOKIE looks to her side, takes a peek at the tace of her sleeping bedmate:

POOKIE(V.O.)

.And then my eyes wander
down...to his hands, his fingers...
his nails, They're clean enough,
but they're long. | rub my hands,
my body against them. And then
| grab some nail clippers...and |
cut them...one at a time...and
afterwards...

BACK TO THE BEACH - DAY
MARK and POOKIE have stopped.

—...Oh, God, 1feelill 'msoashamed..
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- MARK
...Yes?

POOKIE
I come.

MARK

; (abeat)

ldon%getﬁ. '

POOKIE .

Oh, | knew you wouidnt. No
one does. No one cant

She bursts into iears. MARK looks at his naﬂs.

o v “ﬁl"\ % K
Do you want to cut my fingernails?
Is that it?
i -0 ;""P‘@oms 17 M
R ! P .
RN {Bulfn‘stipeediyoﬂfo;rape gl ! 5\ N7
P d ',i i 7 Vo)
Al on hard kab@ut H B R
LYY ,‘ -an J[ ate, i” Ly ] ,f'ag\
L ol | was n eor L Lj LW

glad you asked me out again. |

thought, when you didn't pounce

on me, fpiCe Me to stay, Iy 1oy -/
rape mg...like most mens+ JANRN
thought mé”yf:e yoU Wergn' / N
interested.. o yowrwere'gay... — = ——

MARK:
: (a beat)
Il see what | can do.

INT. MARK'S CAR - EVENING
MARK is driving. POOKIE watches him.

EXT. POOKIE'S PLACE - NIGHT
They park the car and walk inside.

INT. POOKIE'S PLACE - NIGHT
MARK and POOKIE enter, then pause.

POOKIE
Okay. I'm gonna go into my bed-
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room and take off all my clothes,
and then lie down naked on my
bed. As soon as | call you, just
come into my room and...

- MARK
Okay.

POOKIE

(hands him an army jacket)
And here. Put this on. '

She goes to her room 0.S., leaving MARK alone. He puts on the jacket, then looks around,
sees a bowl of nuts, takes one, eals it. ' o

POOKIE(O.S.)

Ready!
A beat. Then MARK slowly walks into
; § I N § tl'\ § I \I{ - ﬂ % ﬂ
INT. POOKIE'S ;B‘ED\;RQ@\M}-@@HU D1 i ol
Al Oy L N ENARR Y D
POOKIE ligs naketion ey lfsqd‘f MARK siops ang éte[es‘l.. Fj\;’@q. He looks é\way
—_ UL U e U U A A LY
. Mark? |
‘f" A \, MARKD Y/ A \_\
f cant raggjigu,ﬂ\\“ E—‘//-»/ FATN
POOKIE
(a beat)
Why not?
MARK

| don't know...and the thing is...it's
always been my fantasy. What
ve always wanted to do...Tie
and gag...stripped naked...help-
less...and now that | can...l dont
want to...hurt you. At least, not in
real life.

POOKIE
You won4 hurt me. You'll make me

happy.

V MARK
But if you want me to rape you...
then it's not rape.

‘ POQKIE
| o~ But 1l be all tied up, without
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any escape...l'l be screaming,
“No! No! Please, no!” It willbe
rape, | promisel

MARK
I dunno, | dunno

POOKIE
But | know, lknow...

MARK
Oh, but why? | mean, why...What
am |? Where did this come from,

this...?

POOKIE
It's all just pretend, Mark...
' MARK

- But my needs...are real...and un-

™ fillable?.and hur?ﬂﬂ‘anng "‘i ;"‘}
§ | 7 {’ft\ % L‘\a ; 3;’9 KIE % } ;
(11 Bt thete! nothzrgg,to asha‘ g’
| i”\y‘pf,M ; swho:youare}?c‘sw’o% (
VT Ul &bne chooses whatlhe | | | -
N sire

Your desires are the point.

MARK
The point of a horrible joke. Cosmiic,

anninhilating...
) POOKIE
But pleasure, Mark...and joy...
MARK

| know, and | know there's no logic...

but there it is: | feel only shame...
and it...I see people looking at me,
and! know what they see, and it's
not pretty...and it's not nice...l eat
my meals quick% and alone...so
no one can see how hungry [ am.

POOKIE
{a beat)
What if | just cut your fingemails?
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MARK
I'm sorry...

POOKIE
But what about me? | opened
myself up...L...] told you every-
thing! I've never...

. MARK
il forget...everything...quickly.

POOKIE
No...no...

MARK

—

I'r sOrTY.. S

’ POOKIE
Don;Ldo this 1 me...Mark!
. i i \

-

-

)
)

MARK paus

Y
. ’,/A'\ N i \-—1{
|| _POOKE| ||| =
_ U | ) knpw you didr] dolanything tp‘g |
./ ‘thatbaby. | know YO\ifjﬂndLﬁ are x\\:/;{

B

1

o
-

Y
R
AN
!

A
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e,
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E::>
-

;o N MARB. N/ A
Forgive me. . | — ./ v
gf, m.;: ., ; _______,,..f" Vi L5 \

! | A

E LN
He takes off his army jacket 4rdfeavesT™ — et s

INT. HALLWAY - NIGHT

MARK closes Pookie’s door behind him, starts walking, then pauses, as if stricken, to lean

against a wall for support. But he continues on.

INT. LOBBY - NIGHT
MARK shuffies past the nightwatchman.

EXT. PARKING LOT - NIGHT

MARK arrives at his car, unlocks the door, pauses. Behind him, in the far distance, POOKIE

plunges from her balcony. MARK looks behind, sees nothing, gets in the car.

ANGLE ON POOKIE

lying dead by the pool, a note pinned to her top. it reads: “Forgive me.”




= Script Fly.com ==

67

INT. MARK‘S PLACE - NIGHT

MARK turns on the light, walks into his apartment. He finds HARVEY asleep on his bed, a
bottle of vodka tipped over on the fioor. .

HARVEY rolls over, wakes up, sees MARK.

MARK
Are you okay, Dad?
. HARVEY
Oh, I'm somy...
- MARK :
~_~,-_ .Donttget Up-”‘ £l _ﬁxygusgme -
coffee. »

MARK goes 10 his stove, turns on the ooﬁeemaker
, : b

: i ""g ..,

| ~ 1 ! {‘ § _HARVEY, | I
g 5 ust thaught Fd wai.. }liwa YA’
.y L f‘ B your g%rekestfdfdﬁ%m§ad | 28 i Fy
N k_./ I MAF‘Kf i u k,”‘....i \ E__?X__\l\

tt‘s okay Stay there.

‘/ j\ »“\ HAREEY ) ;‘;, ;&\ \\,\
I'm such a“fc‘:ol ‘i‘m ;Suc&ﬁ-aﬁ'ldioif IoN

MARK
Stop it. You're not making any
sense.

HARVEY
Trish said she‘d come over this
evening, we were going 10 go
out...

MARK
Yeah...?

HARVEY
But then she didn't show up at
the restaurant...and | waited and
waited...| called her at home, no
answer, | called her celiphone,
| left a message on her voice-mail...

MARK
So something came up. This hap-
pens to me all the time.
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HARVEY
No, but that's not itl...I mean, it
turned out she'd gone shopping
and there was a bomb scare at
the Toys ‘R’ Us...her daughter
Chloe swaliowed some wrong me-
dication...her celiphone ran out of
power and...everything’s fine now.

MARK
So what's the problem?

- HARVEY
I'm not such an attractive guy,
Mark, | know that. We're kind of
alike in that way...But now...now

-0l AN lone ARG F I

not like you. I‘'ve never been alone...
i don‘t know how to be alone...l
don‘tknow if.. |t things don‘t,p@
out wkh Trish... I Y E ;

1

-

L
f" % ‘—K s L ST T
o ewka»f ey M(g IS
\Qb‘“"d i Rvsae 7 U
- e H ; I B Py
HARVEY

Nothing's opyvious to me Anymore, ..
Live long epoligh and yeuyea ize/ A N
you really don‘tknow an%?gmg o AN

aﬂyme i \,.._...4\ 1......._..1 ::_..»rwm}.@
MARK

Well, | know. She loves you.
HARVEY
{(a beat.)

You think s07?...You know, she's
smart, a lot smarter than she seems...

MARK
(hands him the coffee.)
Here. Drink up.

HARVEY
Thanks. ’

MARK
I just had a pretty rough evening
also.

HARVEY
What happened?
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MARK
(a beat.)
| think | may have fallen in love.

HARVEY
But that's...that's great!

MARK
No...I think | may have blown it. |
always fuck things up...l just didn‘t
know how fo...

HARVEY
I'm sure if you call her tomorrow
whatever happened...it'll ali blow
over.

" MARK
| dunno...

B THARVEY[]

:‘J
.

1~ el lkﬂow éh lovesyou. | | o~ i
lﬁi(’f\( iy .‘;!i[f?\. N7
AT ,) AR
Y ,‘ ) i ««DO j thatl’Ybu hav h ‘J E AV ! f‘\
\_/ \_/ | fuckind met het! You don‘tk wa_J SRNAEL
“shitl
ST\ HARVEY ™, /T
_;' ,\ \ ! y / A y
\(a beaty FAVANRN
\\ il ’/,-' —_— \\
MARK
It's just...| really want this to work
out.

HARVEY ths his arms around his son. MARK cries. Pause.

HARVEY
(he drinks up the coffee.)
Mark...

MARK
Yeah?

HARVEY
| happened to notice when | went
to the bathroom before...

MARK
- What?

HARVEY
You'‘ve got a lot of...magazines
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there...you know...

HARVEY winks.

MARK
Yeah...?

HARVEY

(a beat.)
flaskyoua queshon will you
answer me the truth?

MARK
- Goon..

HARVEY

I'mean, ook me in the eye and
tell me the whole truth?

‘What z#s it you want to know'ﬂ M M
\ I
4; | 3\% Kk cr?”f f\’é{i
e H
5 %:tiher@ gl .!zgfﬂ

/‘ ,’ s

MARK just stares at hirm, speecblesg"fhenhe.nses iea&eg,the*% my, shuts the door
behind him. HARVEY hurries after him, leans against the door:

HARVEY
Oh, God, Mark, | didnt mean..
Forgwe me, please forgive mel
Forget | ever said anything! I'm
afooi! Fm an idiotl...

INT. ALLEN'S PLACE - DAY
ALLEN and KRISTINA sit on the floor eating cookies and milk.

ALLEN
So how did you get out of jail?

KRISTINA
Oh Allen...It wasn't easy.

ALLEN
Tell me.

KRISTINA
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well...jail was horrible...from the

first day when...

INT. PRISON CELL/CORRIDOR - DAY

KRISTINA is escorted inside the cell. Her cellmate ASHLEIGH doesn't acknowledge her.

KRISTINA (V.O.)
| tried being nice to my cell mate,
introducing myself, making friends,
| mean, after all, might as well make
the best of things...but Ashieigh...
well, Ashleigh was just so.. um‘nendiy

e ASHLEIGH spits at-her

BACK TO KR!ST!NA AND ALLEN

i L ™
! nKR INA | | | #
7 b
§ § / f \ { %?\EL}A called;me; cant sgay/" AR 3/’7
=1 EEEREN scaﬁbeﬁotewib%t;w SR e
By \L } ,;thgm s and stones, | don caroé A {g,\ ; A\
WAVA' :‘vr?‘{_@édple say! Just 16 heh:tﬁa I
a it b [ S U
:,........_.\\ A g rs—
Lard-as5?/, ‘x\ ) S AN

/s i r———”/ ” s N
MMRLSHNA LT
How did you know?!

ALLEN
When | was a kid | was chubby...
so | know. People are cruel. V

KRISTINA
Oh, Allen, yes, it's frue...but still...
I like to--| needto beheve in.. well..
the goodness in people’s hearts...
(a beat; has aoook e.)
Anyway, what really bothered me
most was the fact that | don't even
eat meat anymore. I'm vegetanan-
except for red meat, which is goo
for the complexion. But Ashl esg
dldn‘t care. She just wanted to hurt
me..

ALLEN
Go on...

KRISTINA
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Anyway...so there | was in prison
and | thought | might as well try
and make the best of things--you
know, I've always been very po-
sitive thinking... 3

INT. PRISON GYM - DAY

KRISTINA works out..

KRISTINA (V.0))
The prison had a fitness program-
which was actually very good, one
_ of the best in the country, in fact-|
jost fifty-three_pounds on ...

INT. PRISON LIBRARY - DAY

3 5 P =in ‘
KRISTINA stqﬁies,a’gatakﬂe.’ | - \"\! e [ | i'”i
AR (UL }mr‘”\ 7
MG KR{S’EiNA?{ i {’fm,ll;{,
2 i ~ { AR
\:‘ i

e | [ 5 ! i " 3 ( g +ﬁ E
vy _E;Z:\Qnii@un!stégiddfmﬂqw ,/x 'z
L/ A7 U'reading in the prison brary-really, i

LN ‘ r LA
— " “here's so muchto Ieaimk..ALdse o J L
| did a lot of studying...
SN D S AN
INT. PRISON CELL - DAY /' &= N\ —/ == N
A A, ; A e Y

% v'\ i i 7 4 |
KRISTINA receives an envelope at mail delivery. She opens it and p lis out a graduation
certificate. : ,

KRISTINA (V.0.)
...and | ended up getting & degree
in marketing and communications
from a mail correspondence school.
| felt really proud, like | was making
really big strides as a person, and
next thing you know | started making
friends with... ‘

INT. RECREATION HALL - DAY

MONTAGE: KRISTINA laughs, gossips, jokes, plays Monopoly with her friends.
Together they sing a pop song. ‘

KRISTINA (V.O.)
_Fawn and Selena and Ruthette.
We'd sometimes laugh or gossip,
be silly or sing old songs...lt was
a real bonding experience...
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BACK TO KRISTINA:

KRISTINA
We realized that we had all had
homible childhoods, and that each
of us had murdered someone
special: a father, a boyfriend, a
child, a puppy...Pedro the door-
man...But they were all so loving
and caring. It really taught me some-
thing about forgiveness. You know,
in a certain sense, when | look back
onit, it was the happiest time of

my-ifer———
EXT. PRISON; YARD - DAY~ — -

i il deork ot Buhgg-abobt -y
PRISONERS play Baskeball, work out, Bur ge-about, KE ISTINA ues Foge,
ASHLEIGH ffts w;e'i?;]nt'?.a;i n | Sl i) (" ALY

[N RIS P SRR EREN R R

v o)) | Tkaistia w007 Ly )
./ "/ \Well bne day.when wevete L\ 4l \_/ i

outside | noticed Ashieigh looking
a little suspicious, fike she was up
to no good,..| started s “W@kigg .

over, whefi &l Oi\a ?Ud‘ // 7 AN N\

¢ P

£ ; , PRI )
ASHLEIGH pulls something out of herxpockét',"tésses it-arid there-is an explosion. Lots of
smoke. Chaos. Sirens. : .

BACK TO KRISTINA
with ALLEN.

KRISTINA
Oh, Allen, | was so scared, every-
thing happened so fast, there was
smoke, pandemonium, gunfire...
next thing | knew | was with Ash-
leigh, climbing through some hole
she blasted in the prison wall, and
when we got to the other side we
justran all the way to freedom.

Pause.

' ALLEN
Something's missing...| mean,
didn‘t you say you and Ashleigh
weren‘t...What happened to
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KRISTINA nods.

74
Ashileigh?
KRISTINA
Ashleigh...Allen, | cant...
ALLEN

Was there...an accident?

ALLEN
Is Ashleigh...in one piece?

KRISTINA looks away. Pause.

KRISTINA
The truth is...Ashleigh and | had

{
i
i

e

EXT. WOODS - NIGHT

!

H
1'//\
[ "
/n§
1&Jf
}

ix‘

h ;
/

S

become...'special’ friends. Fawn,

Selena, Ruthette...No one knew.

But every night after lights out ‘
she'dsneak undermy nightie=ir u!
ﬂ,}§t stended it was a squire '

—-——F"

!% ;E
\ /allcute’and fuzgy, .Qh/imse |1 /7Y /N T
é%amfgilsut it's Qa:tlhqd [ ,f;lii
dgﬂm rtosumve*‘; H;’,qilip!w-\
LY AT N
:..1f E‘“ALLE‘N/ L_} \v=_i s

%t‘s okay Go on..

;’ ,f\ \ KRIST!]SrA ) AN
Anyway, se-we ended up-hiding = \
ouf in’sonie Weods. .. Lused to be N
a Girl Scout, so | knew a thing or '
two about survival, but after a few
days of cold and hunger, Ashieigh...

KRISTINA and ASHLEIGH sit by a campfire. ASHLEIGH is shivering.

KRISTINA (V.0.)
Well, it was hard for her...She be-
came so weak.. That was when
she started opening up to me,
and she fold me how her sister
was a soldier who'd been killed
by terrorists in Iraq, blown up,
her forso never found...

AHSLEIGH
Camel fuckers!




== Script Fly.com ==

75

BACK TO KRISTINA
upset.
: KRISTINA
My heart almost broke...And then

things took a turn...She developed
a fever, stopped making sense...

BACK TO THE WOODS

where ASHLEIGH trembles at death’s door:

ASHLEIGH
Pussy...Need pussy...

KRISTINA
Come, just hold tight to me.. Ri
we can just make it through o

™ morghight.. ;’““; H i

I i ; = [

! U N AT N T

Lol keisid ol 7y VT
Jg;‘gdaBﬁth{;cpldn‘tH&rm  sud-; | »’Hg"g |
U 141 | dehly stopped|beating: ;and en{ 7Ll
LT WY T Ush i1 g di SRR S R RN
NN \ShE Was..0ea "x/’ L' L Al L

BACK TO ALLEN AND KRIST!N"R"“‘ 3”‘““‘“‘”‘“‘* 1"”"“‘-.\

A ‘ALLEN‘/

Soshe—eﬁ dfrom4he-esld? +—"

KRISTINA
Yes...and...

ALLEN
JAnd?

KRISTINA

A broken neck. I'm sorry, Allen,
please forgive me...but | couldn't
bear to watch her suffer anymore.
And then | didn‘t want the wolves
to eat her...so after I...snapped it...

| just folded her up, fike a chair, and
bumed her fo a crisp...then...

ALLEN
Yes?

KRISTINA
Ground her up. Like cinnamon...




== Script Fly.com ==

76

EXT. WOODS - MORNING
KRISTINA throws ASHLEIGH sashesinto a mud pond

KRISTINA (V.0.)
Poor Ashieigh...Deep deep down
inside, underneath all her layers
and layers of meanness...she
was a good person, with a good
heart. | think | lst her...do the dis-
gusting things she did to me..

BACK TO ALLEN AND KRISTINA:

—J

/,\

L ———

—

( ¢

/’;:3

L.

\

9

KRISTINA
...Because she reminded me of you.
(a beat.)

Allencif Ash!etghﬁould do t :
;%jﬁto me. 4. 14 e yc?hﬁ B
AU, want aiso; matt ri f“\ /

w muc it disgusts mé;%“li*taléez 23 "\J
w n l m rm' gsham ; j

okh s off-sait‘of
o maltter hsw L/u /LU
lf you want to put anything of yours

Pause. The telephone rings.

in bed at Helen's.

into anything-af mine- ant . ,
to...rub ér..)or..‘fanything j Ve /- N\
t’nere are me«boundanesr—/ SN
ST, SN
ALLEN
Sorry... :
(answers the phone.)
Hello?

 SPLIT SCREEN: ANGLE ON JOY

JOoY
Allen?

ALLEN

{(abeat)
Hey. ,

JOy
Hey.

(a beat.)

How are you doing?

e e e e =
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ALLEN
Okay. What about you?

JOY .
Okay...| miss my ex-cons. Have
any of them called?

ALLEN

(a beat.)
No.

JOY
Oh.

ALLEN
So where are you?

JOY

. Helen's... S

I T e 1]

H /:\x‘ [ Is-Kéa Utherel = | / ~ 3 ! ERN. }(’T\
(le\‘\\\}ﬂk :..z"gé's 35;,/§i"£“’;
ALY oyl L s
VoL AR i& Y""f li% L}"i“-ff

— S NS XYeahllondhe othér room Withi L} it \_/
Helen
/ \ ALLEb_b / ™,
VA \ ; i £
Neat;/ J....i k o - ._/-"}/f .{_\k \“\\

There's nothing ‘neat’ about it...
and | mean, like, we're a country

at war nowl!
ALLEN
(a beat)
Yeah...Sorry.
JOY

it's okay. | mean...Who am 1?1

mean...Oh, Allen...I've been

thinking and | think, | really think

\é/e can work this through, | really
0.

ALLEN
I dunno...

JOY
| mean, maybe | should just be
more open-minded.

1

g e
)

L.
-
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ALLEN
No, no...

JOY
" | mean, the more | think about it,
the more | see it all as...like acry
for heip.

ALLEN
| dond think s0...

J
I mean, like...like a plea for under-
standing.

ALLEN

No, no, nof that...

JOY

— | mean, if | had paid you more
i ; atte 'ﬁgn, insteiacj” of my ex-dons. .. M
P L™ PN i
IR TTNY
(1] N, relly, they desa ,earpoeré

LU Camenioh, 1] AV
WA W L_j; ;__! A

Joy™~
it's like...| realize now...It's people ,

ike me who...n | — / \,

s * H
/ %, i i I

She starts crying. o— N SN

ALLEN
Oh, Joy, Joy...Please...Really,
it's people like you who...who
make it even possible for...people
like me...

: JOY
Fm sorry, it's just | feel I've been

so stupid and so close-minded

and conservative and unbending...
just because you have this “problem,”
which isn't even your fault, you

were probably born this way...

ALLEN
You know, sometimes it's good
to be close-minded about certain
things...| mean, just because you're
conservative and unbending doesn’t
mean you're wrong.

JOY
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—
' (a beat.)
You know, you're right. | just never
realized...If I'd really been open-
minded...but | guess | never really
was...Can you forglve me’?
ALLEN
(a beat.)
‘What are you wearing?
JOY
Right now?
ALLEN
Uh huh...
Joy
You mean
[ M TALLEN T i
i t ™ t | 7 l"l
A hie DI AR IITAY A7,
'Hf"*‘] G %p\ f;'ﬂ z’\,‘@ii iL-J'}%.‘r{'\l v/
H | i i P H /" H
ﬁ;»‘\a}} ?Wlimet@.é.take'dﬁ "?‘El[jj.(ﬁ”\{; gﬁxx
/ i % '
END SPLIT SéRéEN e CAMERA pans ov&“pasLA EN'tS firdt mjs A, then
""“* zooms in close on her face as she I;stens

\ALLENT®S) £ /4 N
Zf; X a b e aﬁ“/ / _._.}-\ \\

Oh, G@d*no' Ne—#ﬁsws%‘talkmg———-/ﬁ —

to you now...now you're not here...

near me...next to me...| feel closer

1o you now than...I don't need any-

thing...nobody--Joy, | love you.

I love you. | love you...

EXT. SHOT OF AIRPLANE FLYING - DAY

EXT. JOY & ALLEN'S PLACE - DAY
JOY, carrying her luggage, walks up to the front door, takes out her keys, opens it.

INT. JOY & ALLEN‘S PLACE - DAY
JOY enters, sees KRISTINA sitting at the kitchen table. Pause.
JOY

Who are you?...W-what do you
want?
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KRISTINA -
I'm Kristina, and...and...
(starts crying.)
I-I'm sorry. Il leave...
, JOY
Oh, no, no! Piease! Stay! I...|
just didn't...

KRISTINA
No. | shouid go...

JOoY
But where are you going to go?

| don't know. Jail...
- ' ‘ _I0Y
Now| ?e‘t be smy 1m not gbing
7N ,TOcai pohoge N
f’*“z‘w',f“" };s.‘sw
SRy KRISTINA |
‘ 1 r{w nghé, *;} %

,\,M
L

e

) ; He sazc‘i}yg
W/ KN y nicé. L

JOY

e
v

KRISTINA—

H- how do ygu\know Allen?

/= KRISTINA "

Allenand |...w8 wers involved
ina relatsonshxp for about ten
years. But it's over now. To-
tally over...Here, why dont
you sit down and Il get you

a glass of water.

JOY sits, KRISTINA feiches a glass of water.

JOY
But how did you even...?

KRISTINA
We used to be neighbors,
years ago.

JOY
But how...| mean...?

KRISTINA
I'm sorry, Joy. This must be so
very painful for you.

(.
L

T
i
4'4“‘/
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A bell goes off, KRISTINA hurries over to the oven.

KRISTINA
rrg that's just a fittle something
een cooking all day...

JOY
But | don't understand...

KRISTINA
Allen called me, all upset...He
told me you'd left him, that it was
all over...and so | came over,
moved in. It was hard for him...

S B JOY

it's true. Allen does need profes-
sional help and 1...I'm not a profes-
sional. But | thought 3ust a imie tic

I and miibe Areyi m E M

IAYNA ns'nM %] N %"

’ {
|
|

f NQ i;;qstrtaveade/érgem arhemg:) Vf (»;\
% -~

.,
e
et

SVERRYE rmunications. But Joly, dont” ;| |
Ao \ J,‘ \WOTF? iw all oy erbe L# yﬂo { l \:/ fx\‘..
| — e R hO h S*—MQJ AL 8 ",,})

iwas just.. atemporary thing. |
really }ust-eame torsay.goad;by S

/ AN JOY _...'/“}/ EA \\

| undérstard—andihanklyou. <

(a beat.)
So what are you cooking? It smells
interesting.
KRISTINA

Oh, it's just some...stuff...from the
freezer. | just let things thaw, then
. made a stew of it, added some..

ginnamon...
JOY
Mmmm.
KRISTINA
Here, let me get you a plate.
JOY
Oh, no, no, really, | couldn®.
KRISTINA
Please. | don't want to eat alone.
ljust can't... :
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JOY
But 'm veg-.
. (abeat)
I'm sorry. Of course, Il join you.
JOY tastes the stew. -
‘ JOY .
Mmm...What is this?
KRISTINA
Oh, just a little of this n that...
JOY
: (digs in.)
it's really tasty.
: KRISTINA
Thank you
Jov? (a beat)
E"" OY o'._i ; \\ { B ey
ITCHAR e ATHEATANL
1) b AT i N
V) T ] Kﬂré W%%’(J; ai"j%:’ﬂ\x
N \ard thre sométiines e things A
a7

feel you can't ever forgive

/.'

A \ JOY > } / /’ \ \
Gee, |, dumé Somqhm@s-i»&up«' LA
posemattgewpset,and say_..w —
and do things we regret after...

like running away from someone

who loves you and...but really,

no. Deep down in my heart |

believe in “forgive and forget.”

KRISTINA
But what about things like, | dunno,
rape and murder.

JOY
Even then, especially then, |
think it's mpera‘uve that we all
stick together. The death penatty
is a horrible, dehumanxzmg thing
and, | mean, after all..we're all
onty human.

KRISTINA
' (a beat.)
You're so nice it's unreal.
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JOY
No....Only human.

KRISTINA
But some people are more human
than others. 1...I wish | were more
human.

JOY
Don' say that, Kristina. You're
more human than you realize.

KRISTINA
No, no, really I'm not.

JOY

You are. Trust me. | have a lot
of experience with people. 1
work with ex-cons.

-
i A | _RRISTINA| [ 7
||/ Techialy rmtreaiyanex) | 7
nERE "‘G‘?\n-%*mffug'%w@ TR R
fb"gi;\e!_\‘iﬂx L iigzﬁsﬂ’/s;i{‘{ \
Y ) Ll Lpgod D A
./ o/ ‘_Thats bkay. | understand | know va,i \,,/ AN

@

where you're coming from. Y

been th/e::e,_\ ,

A = S AN
& AN ! A
S N KRISTINAS /A N

S~ _{dbeat) /[ -
Well it's true, maybe deep dasep
down inside me there's a nugget
of something not so horrible...In
fact, | was thinking maybe now |
could do some good. Real good...
ike maybe...sign up with the Army.
Join the troops in lrag. Be a real
help...but | cant because I'ma
fugitive. ,

JOY
| bet you could, though. | know
they make exceptions. They do
for lots of illegals...They're des-
perate for bodies.

KRISTINA
Really? :

t

JOY
Really! | may be totally against the
war in Irag, but | will always support
our troops.

5,
* *
—
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JOY reaches out and holds KRISTINA's hand. Pause.

KRISTINA
There's something first | feel |
should tell you, Joy.

JOY
Yeah? _
~ KRISTINA
It's about Allen...
JOY
Go on...
B KRISTINA——— e -

Well, last night...well, I'm usually
not this way...but | think | lost my
= temp{ar a little IasLQ‘ght over_1

:%;ff\\lfl(y"’l,«; 'J@ gf“ﬁg\l ’!//’\_;\i!’/-,f?
D) e et | ()11 5
VU v;\x_;} [U i l‘x‘{d}ik“,ﬂ-—ﬁ;(\_\\
N L_,KRIsIJN ARNPAIN
Well .Really, I'm normally not
a very jealous person, L mean,

who amA?.,.But for some-reasan../ YA

| dunng. Hé touched a.. a'r_“i;unon NN
Everyg])ﬁyhas buttons| I know, ——
but...well Iguesslmjustah’ctle I
too sensitive...jealous...

JOoy
That's okay. Jealousy is only
human...

QUICK FLASHBACK MONTAGE:

1) KRISTINA flies at ALLEN and breaks his neck.
2) KRISTlNA hacks his body apart.

3) KRISTINA grinds/purees him up in a blender.

BACK TO JOY AND KRISTINA

in the kitchen.

KRISTINA
Thank you, Joy. Thank you for
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Well, one step at a time. We'll
see how things go.

TIMMY
You mean, my Mom is wrong?
You'e not plannmg to marry her?

HARVEY
Timmy...l love your mother very
much...

TIMMY
So are you getting married?

HARVEY
! hope so. We both hope so. A
lot of that depends on you.

TIMMY

85 -
-~ ,
being...so nice to me. |
JOY gives her a hug, and the CAMERA pulls away.
INT. TRISH'S HOUSE: DINING ROOM - EVENING
CHLOE is performing karaoke for TRISH and HARVEY: “Suicide is Painless.” TIMMY sits
to the side. Everyone applauds and oomphments when it's over. Then:
' TIMMY
Mom, could | please have a moment
alone with Harvey?
TRISH
Why...yes. Surel
HARVEY
Of course!
i Ploass ollow e | ] W i
i Y ‘_a§ ,‘meﬂé p é; i o~ |};,__
LAY AN ATANY
HARVEYnae;sgfoldgwsTtMM\ﬂ % | f‘"'/ igii ;i N ! e 2 ! {; ; He
x\'i{‘*iéf‘; U Pl */)' tsw'"“ A\
f&*‘ i \\J} %;fv;y\v 53‘\\
N L s i
— INT. STUDYV EVERIN G/‘JU ERRAAEIVIRA S
HARVEY and TIMMY sit down. / N s .
SN s N
Tl MMY—‘“‘” BN
My Mo/ says\ye&‘r&-p‘rannmg%e—-« R
marry her,
HARVEY
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(abeat) |
You know, while my brother's
away at college, I've been the
man of the house.

HARVEY
i know. Your mother’s told me.
She's very proud of you.

TIMMY

if something doesn‘t meet my ap-

proval, it's up to me to decide
what to do.

- HARVEY
That's.a lot of responsibility.

. TIMMY
You know I'm almost thirteen.

(a beat)
| have sprre-questi

Spe- prs-for-you. / .
If you lig, Ihfind out; andTwont / A

let you goath’rou'gl\w with the-mal
rage. /" ey b

HARVEY
| won't lie, Timmy. I'm an open
and honest person.

TIMMY
What's your salary?

HARVEY
| can't tell you.

TIMMY
Okay. That's fair.

(a beat.)
Have you ever had sex with a
man or boy?

HARVEY
No.

TIMMY
Not a single time?

-
r</

H Vi JU—

{ d )

,
L
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HARVEY
No.. ‘
TIMMY
Okay. ,
* (abeat)
If youmeta pedophue what
would you do
HARVEY

_ - Timmy, { would never...
He reaches over to rest a hand on his shoulder. TIMMY stiffens. |

TIMMY
_Take your hand off me.

HARVEY
Timmy i know where you're

ming from, aad{ want youo— .
B w i wd)uld hever...Oh, i ;; B
R f‘aear ‘bd yo pg’or AN

P |
HARVEY pa% raskn )frnvx Y é;%m erﬁbrace; TiMMYE

z \*%z y
/ : ol ? ﬁéelz n—tl\eﬁoor

TRISH hurties’ mto:rhé raam, TIMMJ/ hys‘teuca!
TIMMY runs over to TRISH. TRISH and HARVEY exchange looks: it's all over between
them now. J——

)
e

e

,._..g;_,w

/ A =,
PN «, ; S ;’; :A .
DREAM SEQUENGE: EXT. PARK—DAY || —.

Same as earlier, only now we are focused on BILL's face, expenencmg sexual pleasure.
After he calms down, we discover OLIVER raising his head from BILL’s lap.

QOLIVER
Please, Sir.. Cou | have some
more?
BACK TO REAL!TY: INT. MOTEL BEDROOM - NIGHT

BILL awakes in a cold sweat.

BATHROOM - NIGHT
BILL stands undressed, looking in the mlrm( He picks up a scalpel. A bottle of rubbing

alcohol. A towel. We watch his face as he prepares fo perform some surgery. Done, hands
bloodied, he drops the severed body part into the toilet, and flushes.

INT. A COLLEGE DORM LOUNGE AREA - NIGHT
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BILLY MAPLEWOOD and some DORMMATES lie around in a circle, semi-undressed,
smoking pot, drinking. WANDA is finishing up a story: -

WANDA
...See, like, my Dad had this drinking
problem--which is like totally genetic—
his father died at fike 43 from alcohol
poisoning...Anyway, so like every
time things didn't go well at work,
he'd get plastered, come home,
and punch out my Mom, like it was
all her fault or something.

DORMMATE #1
Are they still married?

,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,, WANDA
Yeah. Still “in love.”
_ __DORMMATE _#2 -
N Even though he g H | L
LE o ~ N N T
VAT Lwakon | Lo [ lﬁ’/
ARG N A N A P R R D R
wi‘\.};’«h?i“ LY fu»§£‘-i”‘§ﬁﬁx
AN, v% L1 | /DORMMATE#3 ] \_/ L
Noe...That is like so totally fucked.

C ‘,,f"",‘ DOﬁMﬁd/Al E #3 p \.\

Yeah, // AN \\ AN
Py J— \‘ ‘ / o \
LT ANDA T T

| know....So Billy. It's your turn:

BILLY
 dunno...
WANDA
Come on. This is, like, a competi-
tion} ‘
DORMMATE #3
Yeah!

DORMMATE #1
Who comes from the most fucked

up family?

DORMMATE #2
Whé)se parents are the most fucked
up?

BILLY

Really, I cant compete.
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WANDA
Billy, you're so weird, don't tell me -
you don‘t come from a fucked up .
family.

BILLY
Really, my father died. But that's
it C -

DORMMATE #3
Was it suicide?
BILLY
No...
WANDA : _—
Alright then, it looks like 1 win.
B 11 [ DoRMMATE ¥s 1
I ity
]14[5\ b PN ! / AL ‘-u’;i‘.q_), !
U u;é ol 1) ;rﬁaﬂh?!v;ﬁ‘ Al i \
R {Q’eaﬁ;qu famify‘s thémoslﬁu ad() | 2{-;\ . ;/\\
NS g W L /Lol L

—__ DOBMMATE #1
Yeah, bilt even so, | thipk{'m he/ .

* most flickéd ups, A LN N
7 N )

FA ‘ i ; ;
WANDA — —
You are not. { am.

Everyone is laughing. BILLY rises, starts walking away.

WANDA
Billy, where are you going?

. DORMMATE #2
Yeah, don‘t leave!

- DORMMATE #1
Come on, Billy....

WANDA
Please stay...We're just having
EXT. CAMPUS - NIGHT

BILLY walks alone amongst some dormitories.'




== Script Fly.com ==

90

INT. BILLY'S DORM ROOM - NIGHT

BILLY enters his room and lies down A gay Bush/Cheney parody poster hangs on the

wall.

There is a knock at the door. BILLY opens it, sees BILL. Pause.

BiLL
(barely audible)
Billy. ' ‘ "
 BILLY
Come inside.
e comes-inside.
‘ BILL
- | needed to see you.
%%/’\{'EV\ %“’Q‘LLYNT B
RN 5@0‘1‘1“‘(\1 YOU@,@m?’?’\\ RERFORNAR Vi
ISR AT
R RV P - FERE
)\ Ustaptien by your Mar%mEL AN
23 BILLY is-aghast;abe AR

‘She was out. The house was

em iy, Y
. P }i/ N N e ~ /" ',"’\.\
r'; s{i.-:'l ‘!" — '[‘ r‘!hﬁ’\ L'\
Pause. F n, P-»—-—-*‘” f LN
. ; % N, ; ‘/ Y “\
giLyY
Youwanta Pepsi?
BILL

Thanks. Diet. If you have.

BILLY gets him a Pepst. BILL downs it.

BILLY
One more?
BILLY gets him another. BILL drinks it.

BiLL
Thanks. | needed that.

(a beat)
So how's school?

BILLY
Okay.

BiLL

What's your major?

b
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' : BILLY
Anthropology.

BILL
Planning on grad school?

BILLY
Probably.
| BILL
Get into research?

BILLY

Yeah, maybe. I'm doing a paper
on homosexuahty in the animal
kingdom. I've read a lot about the

,,,,,,,,, e DONOBE-MORKeY—They-share-like
» 98% of the human genetic profile.
But they substitue sex for aggres-
sion, | regutaﬂyengage; ~
father-daughtet, fath er—son %n ér- l |
i
i
i
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/f\ soh it ‘ave peaceabe s{yle{:‘,( :/’ )
N i "BiL } fgg .
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g %af‘ini" \,) T
(. I i % % Y
B%LLY
No. \ ~ / \
,,./ A N, e 3 SN
VARASRN-TE ,,:D,,/’/’/ JAN N\
Sure?__ NI | A panen WA
: BILLY
Yeah
BILL
(abeat.)
So you like women.
BILLY
Yeah. .
BILL
I mean, really like women?
BILLY
Yeah.
BILL
Do you fantasize stripping them?
Fucking them? Raping them?
BILLY

Well, not rape, not really.
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BILL
No rape fantasies?

BILLY |
No...no, | don't think so.

BILL
(a beat.)
Can | have one more?
BILLY gets him another Pepsi. BILL downs it, gestures for still one more.

BILLY
Why didn‘t you ever write?

‘ BiLL e
| didn‘t think it would be a good
idea. Your mother andi...

M
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I went afongy, ™ Y AVAYRN
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Good. That's good.

BILLY
It's good you didn't write. It's
- good you were dead.

BILL
| tried to forget...and then | tried
to remember. And | couldn't.

BILLY
Me too.

BILL
Forgive me.

BILLY

There's nothing to forgive. | mean,
it's all unforgiveable.

BILL
{a beat.)
They did a lot of work on me.
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BILLY
On?

BILL
Rehabifitation.

BILLY
Did it work?

) BILL
| took medication.

© BILLY
And that worked?

BiLl

BILL rises fo leave.

BILLY

P T =N
Likeacapon A gelding.

BILLY
They...

BILL
I. Myself. Really the only “cure.”
I'm much better now. Now | can
do no wrong Now | can...now |
can say | love you...and not have
o worry...

BILL
| just had to come and see that
you wouldnt...become me.
Cases...people like me...Gene-
tically speaking, I'm lucky. | mean,
we're lucky: it's a recessive thing.
{a beat.)
| tried to stay the course...Three
kids...
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" BILLY
You should‘ve cut and run.

BILL
But you know, when you were
bom...and | held you...so finy...
the future looked so...possible...

BILL finishes up a Jast‘PepsE.

i1
i

l
H
i

And he lea\)egs Paﬁée ?Ll irlses, su dgnly s e% 6u
5 i
i

o n ’{
EXT. BiLL\Y“stQ/M ROOM

{11

3

H

]

-—-Justkeep pretending, like before. .~~~ -

BILLY
Please don't go.

BILL

If you pretend enough...
{(a beat.)

Thanks for the Pepgi

xbgf?z =
L

; ]
?
] I | v I -

BILLY runs, stops, looks about: no sign of his father.

INT. SYNAGOGUE - DAY x A n i

Y H
AN LT ‘s 4 5
\ t s ; fv x‘. \‘

§ S N

,—--—.—._

TIMMY stands a’r the lectern and sings h!S Haftorah
TRISH, BILLY, WANDA, CHLOE, MONA, EVANGELINA, HELEN, KEANU, and JOY

sit in the pews up front.

INT. SYNAGOGUE HALL - DAY

Guests dance or clap to the music. MONA and EVANGELINA get down. Women
surround KEANU, TRISH flirts with the rabbi, who has his eyes on HELEN. JOY sits, eyes
glazed, despondent. ANDY appears beside her fondling her while perhaps whﬂspermg,

“forgive me, forgive me..

JOY is horrified. She rises and hurries away from the table.

INT. SYNAGOGUE LADIES ROOM - DAY
JOY enters and bursts into tears. ALLEN suddenly appears.

ALLEN
You're the only one who's ever
cried for me.
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JOY
Allen!
, ALLEN
Please don't stop crying.
JOY
: (hugs him.)
Oh, I'li never never never stop!!ll
ALLEN
’ Oh, Baby...
JOY
Oh, Sweetheart, I'd do anyﬂ'nng
for you, anything, anything inthe~ -
world, you know | would!
™ o
L F ALLEN ?‘3 ] M
NI A L | i
0 (gely 2 =
(/Lgé { \\\\;g, - EENESR i:‘ﬁ'p}.ri//'
Cut J M\iixf ”JO}(““H“"%H% P
‘5’\_.,/} \V, § ?é* E:e méﬂ Anﬂg}y’gd&ﬂ_j{ﬁ % \\j“{ U‘ﬁ\\
i - Lol RN RN B AR
an—,
¥ /r*"“"\ A EEEE:‘\ /-e«-—v-—-,\
FETAN A\ (a beaty / N\
Would 4 youkil Knst na?And S TN
ther chop herupimopieces ——

and feed her to the dogs?

(JOY is 100 shell

Would you do that for me?

JOY
B-but what about....7 | mean...

ALLEN
What about what?

JOY

-shocked to speak.)

But | thought.,.Love...Compassion...
(ALLEN is stony-faced; a beat.)

For-...

She seemed like such a nice
person...Who would have...?

ALLEN
(a beat.)

14l never rest unti! | see that fat mo-

therfucker slaughtered | like a pig.

ALLEN breaks down and weeps. JOY consoles him.
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: ALLEN
Oh, Baby, Baby...We were so
fucked overl... -
JOY
Hush...
(a beat.)
Allen...Did you meet any angels?
ALLEN

Yeah, sure...| mean, lots...Also met
some U.S. soldiers from lrag. One
of them missing a torso. Not happy.

. « JOY
- But the angels: Do they think this is
the right thing fo do? An eye for an .

eye?
i i TN -y
A A ] ey A T
Pl o A L{nods; abeat))! /N /7 N\ | 1/7
[ : AW H AN AN B i e [ ! i/
, T’J E i {}} \Kmefx???wesf?rtgjyegeis A §§ ' f{x) | i'{
VAU T T T g s 1
ALLEN disappeats.’ ‘/J HimE Lavf i jﬁ \:j ‘ M
[ [
INT. SYNAGOGUE HALL - DAY ™ | .
CHLOE wanders about amid;s{tf;e,z.é;\,{etké{;s.gsearchi it THAMYY,
) L \ { s e, ,

EXT. SYNAGOGUE SIDE ENTRANCE - DAY
BILLY and WANDA are smoking. CHLOE appears.

CHLOE
Have you seen Timmy?

BILLY shakes his head. ‘

EXT. PLAYGROUND - DAY

The synagogue is nearby, as is a strip mall. A few mothers/nannies watch their children play
with the swings, the sandbox. MARK sits apart, near a sign that reads, “Adults not

permitted entry uniess accompanied by a child.” He is sucking on a candy stick.
TIMMY, in his bar-mitzvah outfit, approaches.

MARK
Hey.

TIMMY
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TIMMY sits beside him.
| MARK
Congratulations on becoming &
man.
TIMMY

Thanks...and thanks for coming...
and meeting me here.

MARK
(a beat; offers him an exira candy sfick.)

Want one?
CTIMMY _
{takes it.)
Thanks.
Some KIDS c?rﬁ bic cies ride @ shoutshg“!‘-’aggoﬂ" A; —-ERAGGLER pa?;ses by, shouting
“Nerd‘” /X‘\ ih j % i i i h\ /f“\' % Vi ‘
/‘;;\i ;'f—&‘if Emgjff\jg‘/{/
TIMMY nofic c:es some,xb?n)d»‘a c{n afei I\M lf fi gegs';, 3 - b
| YY) | R aR A
. A k\_x} ; | ‘_,,«’:..E VT L}\‘ J

U)

What happened to your ﬁnger

MAR —‘\‘ fff R ‘u.\\
iwascuttmgmyﬂaﬁs t S AVAURN
ﬂmMﬁup““ Nl LN

TIMMY .

- (abeat)

I'm sorry | made a mistake...|
mean...Even if your Dad is a pe-
dophile...He should be allowed

to get married.
: MARK
He's not a pedophile.
TIMMY
Yeah, but even if he is...
| MARK
He's not.
TIMMY
(a beat.)
| know. I'm sorry.
' MARK

Forget about it. It's over.
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TIMMY
What if I...?
(a beat.)

My father visited my brother up
at college a few weeks ago. They
hung out for a little while, and then
he left...disappeared, nobody
knows where...My Mom thinks
he's probably lying somewhere
dead in a gutter—and for real this
time...But he wasn'‘t a pedophile,
either! He wasn*, he wasn't...

, TIMMY, in tears, buries his face against MARK's chest. MARK caresses him, holds him

“close.
TIMMY

‘T'“t ' g\m so;ry I scre}ameg...'["c vlvasgﬁl M

, S gfore my bar:mitzvan. was U
A ﬁ}ﬂlj{xs‘ta“bov-bnsvfazgé'é?e.d?ﬁ E[\ Ny
] {j B Lco,\vv:‘sxrp}! Fleasp...gfegs{gf?r ive | &0 ! {/{-\J 7
!‘ S 5'\./ ﬂ; :«@Q'Ix’! i | i_' i v [ 5 | g(lﬁ | 1 j; 4
| / \_\ UYL ! L \U, {g ({l-u'“? A

| will. Forgive and forget...

/. 3 { N / \ .
POOKIE appears, embraces MARK:, He sees h@aﬂ turn%,grqund, but she is gone.
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