UPPERCASE!  NBHW—E™

EXT7+THE NATIONS - DAY 1

ny song that calls to mind a 1950s housewife

song play¥-re
Tovd insane.

A sprawling view of Franklln, Tennessee's premlere cookie

cutter nei ood - so fancy they call it a
DONT REPEAT! W‘t’fT (7
(—Jbégmﬂs and rowd of 1dentlcal houses line up behlsij;;wns that
ook like golf turf.

1 . . .
C:%scalades inhabit every driveway. Timed sprinklers seuwnd off
in perfect sync.

There’'s also a fucking water park. %w‘{. %'Z/ﬁvf

This is a Bftter Homes and Gardens freak show on fifty
different Ateroids. There’s even a built-in grocery store,
so you ver have to leave.

2 EXT. NATIONS GROCERY STORE - DAY I///
UPPERCASE' Everyheaded-ﬂ:ﬂei-d:e looks like/they got
J. Cre alogue, ex< :-‘&rn

clothes, who walks
don’t see her face.

3 INT. NATIONS GROCERY STORE - DAY

1det j mecca for r¥ch white people
with imagined allergies. /On a loudspeakef,\ a CHIPPER MALE
VOICE announces sales on kale chips and gluten free soy

sauce. ) ~ buM"t D/Mku

<§écord1ng to him, it’s about to be tHe hottesit recorded

ummer in hlstory
T-

—CEOSE-ON a raw steak in cel{opha . It4s>s- pink it looks \
fake.CeTheA AL ena = eitbedde . w Shods ,&'
sorely ‘out of place in ttt -._.. a boy’s stained
basebal hirt. hig—igf KATIE (15) Her eygs dart around

like someone who apout—to shoplift.

er gaze stops on g n s1mllar garb swget-talking a
drooling CASHIER, €A ; &t Katie reods—te—the—gixrl.
-are shoves multlple steaks in her patch-c¢ ed bag.

Mission accomplished. They hupry ou ' —ButJjust as

thi agﬁg?ggée doors| staxtte close be e ak s
| UPPERCASE!  { pont RepeAT! ﬁj(

10EADLY




A RED/FACED MANAGER yells u hey’'re already
running like track stars and/laughing)hysterically.
U??E ASE ' icks on: Think “Plastic Factory” by Captain Wﬁy /
SUNb L) NES 7

lightning fast with them through the parking lot.
op a fence and dart through a tunnel that connects to

the pristine neighborhood we thought we knew. l/\/ 57
TITLE CARD: THE NATIONS e,
Y I | N

4 EXT. THE NATIONS —/\BA}?C’J‘?( YARD - DAY b 4

The girls rush in with the meat loot ang close the yard gate
behind them. , A WAIFISH GIRL with shor) black hair nods -
approvingly#drags on a cigarette whiXe txying to light a

——
grill incoyre Katie hands her (a )steak. (“q\/jg
k

s a/gang of teenagers\ there, all

the alpha. a¥adi ! ,L: 2.1.»-)
AEhEJmes Jack 2’_’_’
o

This 1is

7 DEADLY SINS!

o
EXT. THE NATIONS - JANE'’'S DRIVEWAY - CONTINUOUS 5 li

A small U-Haul parked next to a beat up station wagon sticks

out lj}ke a sore thumb between two shiny Maseratis. N
|9 Z\A\ .

JANE, # mousey £ifteemr=year=ald with knife-sharp eyes, LMo

es to lift moving boxes when she overhears Natalie’s”zlh 7

UPPERCASEL ™=10) ‘

From across the street, she can see the—gang—of kids
-enseeneed- in clouds of grill smoke. She drops the boxes. Z /
They sound like the only people in the neighborhood who are)\n b

actually alive.
6TVJZ"

Jane’s mother, CINDY (40s), grasps her daughter’s
fascination. Cindy is deceptively meeK, with the hardened

face of c1rcum's;1’:gr;g_e_,_a— h/(

e stands nene to -Gy Geseed B Q,
She stands next to a% (Qressed uch better ther-hexr,“Wwith
slicked back hair and-g cheesy white-toothed grin. This is /
s step dad. And he’s not helping with any of the j
heavy lifting. 2 g"
JEFF © O+ va [ L‘“""

Mb lr_off e commotio




i

JEFF (CONT'D)
I'm surprised no one’s called the

cops on them yet. —~
L\Aﬁlplﬂ VI '}&*

JANE ~ ll
(eyes on Natalie)

All those kids live there?
\r;,’7 511_ %?UﬁYI&L_/// A
\Pjr) ) JEFF e
\ljfy} <— No, just her:zLLu\/\
Cindy pushes past Jane—and—Jeff, carrying more boxes than
seems physically possible.

CINDY
(to Jane) 74”_\
You can’t be doin’ shit like that t{//ﬂ

in this neighborhood. dpﬁw?"
Jane's eyes snap Back £e—reatity;-as—

—1£& out of Ztyrance. Shv. = JA\M@

EXT. JANE'S ROOM - NIGHT 6

Jane stands in the doorway of her new bedroom. The—watds—are
cotton candy pink and covered in cheesy affirmation art--

Stuffed animals and girlish tchotchkes hmeticulously *I
placed offskilter to give the room a “l¥ed-in” vibe.
AV /N0
face_tfells LeyJane didm~t sign off on this A&{&f-

he“may not be sixteen, but she’s not ten. Jeff
d notices her noticing.

E
I had my iﬁtéz;;;gaéég;;;££:zust
have fun with it this-weekend.
6f4*

A—b‘trcks—'a't Bh, and Beyond. - .'ll" NS\‘

1 DEADLY SINS!

Jane fakes a polite smile.

Isn’'t it great?

INT. ANE’E ROOM - NIGHT t:ﬂ! 7
N lJ |
She looks around, more overwhelfied than unhappy.

—CEEOSE—ON a box labeled Stratford Academy.

Folded neatly insi is the dreaded private school standard:
pleated skirt and ford shirt.

(;



nixl fo st

's a dirty wet rag, drops it, and
lancing over at an family photo.
with her mother apd father), pre-

Jane holds it up lik
plops down on her b

—fImthe HILUJ&U/f Jane
divorce.

She looks slightly younger and significantly happier../7éhwy(

INT. JANE’'S HOME - KITCHEN - MORNING

Cindy a Jeff argue in tire hushed tones.t
“Who—are 9till too polite with—one—anether to fight. Jeff

makes a smogthie.
E/@ JEFF

I just wish you would be a little
more open minded about it.

CINDY
Can we not talk about this right
now?

JEFF

It’'s in two days.

CINDY
I don’'t have time to go to some
’ TwpsychJ.c retreat.

AN \ JEFF
They're not psychlcs. They're
T~ mysticse— —
e
Interr C z
JANE
-« <H1. w],, :’v: s
Shit. They turn nonc tly to Jane, who——stande—there. in
her new school unifo i llke a dog in a sweater.
CINDY
(beaming)
Oh. My. God. Honey, you look
amazing.
JANE

I don’'t want to be late.

CINDY
Aren’t you taking the bus?



JANE
I'm not in fifth grade anymore.
You said--

JEFF

(sensing tension)
~~T can take her!

k green sludge.

BEST WORD LAST!
-C;Lne akes and dip BAs they walk to the door.

JEFF
Good, %ﬁght?

She spits éhe mo&thfu%)into a nearby trash can. \;1L
|8,

JANE vj
Great. &$

EXT. THE NATIONS - MORNING

He hands Jane a c¢

UPpep CASE

On the car stereo, Jeff listens to a@uided meditatio ane
stares out the window. As they drive by Natalie’s house, she
sees something interesting: No music, no people, no

}JNG laughing. Natalie stands in the driveway, solemn. /

Her mother, a FIERC \WOMAN (49) in a pencil skirt

1 chatters away on a/b She writes Natalie a check
QJW( like it’s muscle memofy and hands it over without ever even ??Mg))’
glancing at her. Sheldrives off, attention still glued to

the conference call,
ignored.

and leaves Natalie standing there- x

044Af{ iKMJZhS
INT. STRATFORD ACADEMY - DAY

}

Harvard for tweens and—é;sts about the same.

Jane hurries to catch up with KRISTEN, an obnoxiously bubbly
overachiever. She’s a new-school-tour-guide type.

They walk and talk.



KRISTEN
I know it may be like overwhelming
at first because you’re like from
public school or whatever no
offense but if you ask me and not
that you have to but if you ask me
I would suggest like signing up for
E.C.'s right away and just really
putting yourself out there, ya

know?

Jane takes it all in.

cza/JANE
E.c.Gé?

KRISTEN
Extracurriculars. God, we’ve got
some work to do.

They stop in an opulent dining hall.

INT. STRATFORD DINING HALL - DAY

N.SQ“\V“““\‘- KRISTEN

I'l1l find you after lunch.

JANE
How much is all this?
KRISTEN -
It’s included in your tuition. = 7

Jane’s eyes light up at the sight of self-serve £
machines and a build-your-own burrito station:<gf§§§§£>
something she can get on board with.

_ / -
Jdex
INT. STRATFORD DINING HALIL - SEATING AREA - DAY ,€7 7

TTWeCYT—PO Jane s<ditimg at a big round table by herself,
surrounded by a mound of\plates- the first time we’ve seen (ﬁ7;>

her satisfied. .
Su(‘ \




EXT. STRATFORD ACADEMY - LATER
@%Lff pulls up all smllegjgg the carpool llnezggg waves

H'L ;q , manically. Just as Jane starts to walk over, Kristen hands
HE VA ner a party invitation.
KRISTEN

You can bring your public school
friends if you want.

Jane marvels at the card cer than

most wedding invitations. Jeff

INT. JANE'S HO — KITCHEN - NIGHY

lays. Jane stares at the quinoa-kale
\t around with a fork.

ew Age musi

concoctl er plate and pushes

JEFF

You should go! 0[)‘?
JANE 04&;.,
No. ?
”PP CINDY
E CASEI How else do you expect to make new
friends?
JANE
I don’'t need friends.
JEFF
Don’t be so morose. Lt—wotrtd—be——
—good—for—gsa.
CINDY
He'’'s right.
This hits a ner@a Jane;d she glares at her mother.

EXT. THE NATIONS - NIGHT

:&jg . C~ykf/

Tugging awkwardly at her mew uniformp Jane
walks a tiny dog andfwaits for a voice on the other end of

the phone- her dad’s
sl sy

INT. REDNECK LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

TODD, a scruffy older man with a beer gut sits in front of a
glowing TV gexeen and cracks open a non-alcoholic cold one.

o

&



8.

Pﬂoowkinqy
You can tell he was once Very handsome. He checks the caller;ﬂ
ID and answers th

,yHOOFHEZMHEut!<ff?%OD : fﬂ!ﬁ@?‘lﬂk&zqasmal

EXT. THE NATIONS - NIGHT Pﬁﬂﬂfk
JanePW‘ walki_-{l;g-—a&-eﬁg while the purse dog sniffs

around.

JANE

TODD,497577ﬂ4§‘Di)

What'’'s the verdict?

Hey.

JANE
It’s a Gulag.
TOOD (0.S.)
Gulag’s were free.. It can’t be
that bad!
JANE
L S.
They have a fro-yo machine.
TODD (0.S.)
Sounds newfangled.
JANE
It’'s better than Jeff’s food.
TODD nA/
Not to a rabbit. 5/4 4
Jane laughs.
JANE 2
We can’'t make fun of Jeff.
promised Mom I wouldn'’'t disparage C7

hi?:ss a bonding method. .
[

TODD (O.S.)
You mean she thinks we’re ganging
up on him, then?

JANE
I guess we kind of are.



INT. REDNECK LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS
UPPERCASE!
- oJe” mom, anyhow?

EXT. THE NATIONS - NIG

Just as 1£Fe goes tor apswer, she stops dead in her tracks.
TOOD (P.S.) &L~
’Vgell—oh?O F"‘:L‘i i’”{}'

LESS DETAIL! | e qﬁvw\)

(staring

I have to go.
She hangs up. , Natalie and her gang of friends

o pefese creep around a big McMansion. A closer look
shows us that they’re rolling underneath half-open garages on

skateboards and coming out with cases of beer. |\ v i
ne of the girls catches Jane watching and notifies the p
Natalie looks over at Jane and makes a “shhh” gesture with

her index finger. "DEADLY sms »
M }_),, v Terfified, W darts off, @é?l-l—ig the DON'T REPEA“

s yo

.)._4

SL;. liftle dog 4
talie runs after her” and pulls her arm.
NATALIE A Vﬁz7
be. L‘Ijey v ﬂ M/AA ,<
She mettenms—fer Jane €o teke a beer
JANE U~ M

I won't say anything.

- '(.Lm {/ NATALIE v
! Just take it, it‘s no big deal.
JANE

7 (definitive)
I don’t drink.

Ui
Natalie laughs. PP[RC#SE’

—Soeme—of—the boys in Natalie’s group cat callV.afterJane &mr—

E;j59—backgﬁound*~ Natalie gives them the finger. \\J;A
NATALIE
LESS D A”-! They’'re animals.

Ignore them.



10.

JANE
It’s fine.

Natalie sizes up Jane’'s outfit. Their contrasting dress codeS

becomes abundantly clear

NATALIE

What are you wearng? [[SS DETA,[,

I know, it’s dumb. It’s my My
uniform. o€

Without permission, Natalie grabs Jane’s
plaid skirt at the top and rolls it down to make it s g rJ *&(

s O mnﬂi‘ﬂéﬂkums DETAIL!

-ﬁ&damswv I used to go there This

trick comes in handy. %{ MM {:,\/,r

takes off her oversized grunge flannel and ties
it around Jane'’s

ist. nds back, satlsfled with her
work. The boy oot and holler)approving 2

ey e CRCASEY

y‘_y-(Q/ Thanks.
NATALIE /\J\J

Come over this weekend.

Natalie

JANE

—F—eamr~t>= I'm supposed to go to
church with my dad.

NATALIE
Then come over after church.

rsSav\.

Eiap(
/’7
B

NATAT.TE
Alright/ Mary. Just think about it

walks away.

*Ul-Jane

1 DEADLY St



11.

™

INT. JANE'S/ HOME/ - NIGHT

Jane shuts the door bterfmi~kes, hiding how amped she feels.
Clndy watches her from the kitchen. She gives Jane’s new

Where did you get that? )
1714,.

Jane hurries to unroll her skirt and takes the flannel off.

JANE
Mom, don’t. %3%}\ 7
Ske runs upstairs. WOff Clzf%z:g)llttle suspicious. S(l 5
dﬁmé =

+ JANE’'S ROOM - NIGHT L L
Jane shuts the door behind her staring at the plush toy
’ fu\J’

menagerie on her bed.
SL¢-(¢£A.
EINL

rowing them Joff the bed until
ings girly. §

Nno
reevaluating herself completegizjghe stands at
ention in front of a full-length mirro

She turns to the side and the back, pulls her hair up and
drops it down, etc. Dissatisfied and antsy, she strips off

h
?EEAQLY |HS! her uniform looks again - earnestly assessing her budding
' frame. : > - 1

D™ PROOFREAD! BEST WORD LAST!

ETA“J she slips on the flanngl and takes a final
.ESSD ‘ ook. All shels wearing now is the {la 1 and a boyish pair
of underwear. e shows a genuine smil or the first time
—sotas : > OBVIOUS!

She lays back on her bed, reeling. Something exciting
finally happed. She stares at the ceiling for a beat before

“)\\,,““/ pulling the\flannel fabric close to her. She smells it,

o curious. a{\&( } ‘f—
}A spark is lit.‘ e L et " Q‘Z &”,

INT. STRATFORD ACADEMY - DAY Adolte
Jane

S
drones on about geometyy a Ya Charlie Browny
les attentively in her new( staple outfit- skirt freshly

shortened. HM{ ]é fiv/b
I



12.

’ﬂ;:;;féig;-head jock fTUm~bffffj;7notices the new length.

A paper ball‘frres-aﬁd hits Jane. She turns, incensed until
i Trey looks up animatedly,

pretending he didn’t throw it.
Jane throws,ng&pef-bali back st=—=Ftm: He gives her a big

lovable douche smile.czvi

EXT RISTEN'S HOUSE - NIGHT

from inside. A color- changlng fountain
the Bellagio to shame stands in front of the

1ggest fucklng house Jane has ever seen. <Her—jaw—drops.™

Kristen tugs her along, misinterpreting Jane’s amazement.

KRISTEN
(self-deprecating)

s under construction. tbao
It truct fﬁcﬁ. %/

INT. KRISTEN'S HOUSE - NIGHT
vels of debauchery teke—piaee- amongst

like a rag doll.

iin @— r. 7p v

Com nl a1 iveg you a

Inside, Boogie Nights
a bunch o
Kristen

INT. KRISTEN’S HOUSE - KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS
An enormous kitchen boasts two ovens and three kegs.

KRISTEN
Okay so I'm a little too buzzed to
give you like a complete official V/
tour or whatever but this is where
the alcohol is so do whatever you
want or get in the pool if you feel
like it I have to go deal with
this slut— just broke one of my DZ\ rn7

dad’s(Faberge/eggs.

And she'’s off

vt & ’?N?'@JAN

Holy shit.
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INT. KRISTEN'S HOUSE -

up,.Jane gits by herself atop a

Awkwardly holding a red
e, than your car.

washing machine that costs m

Each one

Kristen'’ famlly photo
exotic location.

taged tTo show Off an

She looks around a
appears carefully s

Suddenly--

TREY (0.C.)
—~Are you too cool for the party?

1S
s flustered but

Jane ' T
tries to play it off.

JANE
No.

, TREY
Then why #re you in here?

! JANE
t Wwas quiet.

Trey sits next to her and playfully shoves her arm.

TREY
(off the flannel)
Hedrde~ What'’s with the Kurt Cobain

DONT REPEAT! outfit?
‘ JANE ' 14Ah£hﬂﬁw3<rhqu¢p

My J. Crew shirt was di

y a1y «
He leans# closer *eO"‘.rTé'r—'”"‘lu,‘ousgI
TREY
?iz. This is from Hollister. .
She laughs.~fle kisses her(:bruptly She pullls back, unsure
how she feels ahext_its

BT WoRD LAt

Sorry...
She deliberates for a beat and t&®R, in e spirit of ney
adventures, she kisses him back. .

’ 25 §la

INT. STRATFORD ACADEMY - DINING HALL

Jane goes down the lunch line, smiling. The same—group—of-
popular kids floodﬂ in —at_the head. LESS DETA".'

ONE-
T N omac A e

I

e
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Jane goes to talk to him, but he ignores her. Taken aback,

Jane is left standing with her lunch tray.

A BOUNCY BLONDE runs upytc—hém—aad grabs hand. A

amrdt-walks away.
SN EIMIY R I

INT. JANE’S— NIGHT

Cindy and Jeff set a mess of luggage by the door while|Jane
sits moodily in front of the TV.

/
Jane (&uxrms-

CINDY ;
We’ll be back around five on i zEZ
Sunday . D)
Ny S o
answer.
JEFF

Your mother is talking to you.

JANE
What?

CINDY L/L‘/- 0“‘5 ~- Y
Are you okay? 74 M 7

e

JANE
Yes.

JEFF

Let’s dispense with the
monosyllables, please.

JANE
(almost to herself)

Fuck you.
Cindy walks over te—~hers
CINDY

7’ DEADLY S‘NS! Hey. What'’s going on with you?

Y

turns %o-facedher mother, eyes locked with-hers.—
JANE T b

Have fun at your psychic retreat.

CINDY = Mm

They'’'re mystics.

rq_aﬂﬂéfbaatfﬁp
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My phone wflI]I_\]Dge off. Qll yOﬂSTWURDMSﬂ

da?:)f you need somethln?)

EXT. THE NATIONS - DAY

. #
‘{SS‘C“APQ‘T Jane is on the phone with her dad. > w %(’J

JANE
I'll go with you next weekend,
okay?

EXT. NATALIE'S HOUSE - DAY

The door swings open, and Natalie looks at Jane unfaged
she was expecting her.

NATALIE

v R S ) s /

INT. AT HOUSE - DAY No:

. . NOIT EViER
usic@® up loud driving, 1970s southern. }WKHV'J*

Ths—heasE“Ts much nicer than {gﬁ//ﬂ
too. FETEO swarming with &eenagerg-)the ones your
parenthk/ rned you about. .

W

We Natalie, foliewime-lrerwith Jane.
FRr.

) Uy,

UPPERCASE!

but colder




5 RS

CONTINUED:

Benny knocks en-the—deotr. The slit opens.

0.V,
Passwor--
In :
Benny shoVea\the barrel ; Keeplng 1t operm.
BENNY

Open the goddamn door.

A lock UNBOLTS. The door creeps light into the(ally.

$sf 4
Hayden thxews his cigarette =side, grabs a mason

HAYDEN
Business time!

ustle/in the shaded, forbidden night life.

all patrons. :

THE BARTENDERS .smiling,—leeks up——Hie face drops along with 1>

the glass in his diands>

INT. SPEAKEASY - NIG

YOUNG COUPLES
LIVE JAZZ enca

C:;Ehe*MUSIC cuts, -abruptty, as Hayden and Benny stroll i"WAGFp@ngnl

seeoune)ONT REPEAT!

e~ Please Drink, eat, dance.
We just need to have a word with a

paper from his pocket. —G%aﬁces—*e%?
dva

HAYDEN
Brugioni! Where can I find him?
ﬁzmvﬂw ,
The bartender mee ] hd Hayden sllyly/smiles.

INT. BRUGIONI'S OFFICE - NIG

A .smar2 desk separates Brugioni from Hayden.

LY SiKsy

Benny lurks in the w, gun in hand.
> v
HAYDEN
MNew I’'m assuming you know why we're
here, yes?

Brugioni nods.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED:

HAYDEN

Se—vyou know—that itle—thattime—ef
the~momeh2-2And still, we have not
yet received a payment from you for
a substantial amount of alcohol you
were loaned a couple of weeks ago.

Nods again,

HAYDEN
Do you have the money?

rugionif pulls cash from a drawer., Slides it across.
HAYDEN

Lgﬁlllng

Now mister Bru

HAYDEN

Reaplreedt You know that’s a
beautiful name. Fexr—a—guy—-of
course., Don’t get me wrong, I’'m no

queer, I just like the name., £*m> U{ ??

fEmTTT3f—%Hﬁ3%éH?ﬂTﬂ5‘t‘&€tﬂﬁll%h—%ﬁfﬁ———‘ Cesme

.—P% you know

g what it means?

Raphae] shakes his head.

HAYDEN
In RPiblical terms it means, God has
healed. And I think this is a good
way to look at your relationship
with my boss, Mr. D’Ambrogio.
Because until I came here, it was

not lﬂ%ﬁ&?g so hot for wou.
sty A

Raphael lets a small smile break. a

HAYDEN
Now I also have heard you may be
getting a little low on your
beverages.

The smiles dipappears e NEaripeatw
7&£he mason jar across the table.

Hayden slides

(CONTINUED)

BEST oo 1+



CONTINUED:

HAYDEN
NP ] forir heat qf’]]f’f: Vet.

e _— ~A"4313"3 LT

Mr. D’Ambrogio guarantees your
satisfaction. StraigHt from the
mountains of the... e.,

BENNY
Appalachians.

HAYDEN
; ] Straight from

Yest—~Appalachians.
the heart of America. -Made—for—your

. \ P | ,
mott, e CIIc Il s . ¥

Hagyden woints towards the door) te—the—speakeasy.

Raphael /considers it.

RAPHAEL Q}J OW NM;;B’]

What if I do& ave the money? Qr
HAYDEN h
WellN {we can work something out.
It’s clear Raphael doesn’t want this deal again.) YSS!CHAP Sﬂ
HAYDEN T

I mean you’re doing so well! Feok—
—at—thist fS —_—
pl
Hayden points to the)stack of cash. Raphael’s eyes lower.

Hayden takes noti 7
HL\“L [
HAYDEN o 3}"1’

Benny? Pe-me—a—favaor,

—HEAYDEN—
Co this for me, would ya? Not
thiat I\don’t trust our associate
heke. . —ust—tike—to_make sure—
A
Raphael’s heart skips a beat. Benhn ' count=-ns.

HAYDEN
B S s Rl A e

drink, it’1ll calm you.

T DALY

Raphael hesitates. Hayden nods towarfds the jar.

1 (CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: ,

HAYDEN
Go ahead, it won’t kill you.

Raphael takes a pull, cringes.

Benny eemes _over, whisps to Hayden. He smiles. ’//J’#,ff’##,,,
: nd \peg L Lo walksto tife door. w
et E—laolks & our busifiess 1is L\ﬂ'{/\; ?
about finished kexe— LA
Benny lifts the shotgun ' , &akes aimf ﬂ/’#;#,;;ff””//’

RAPHAEL
No! No! Please, I have the money! I

have_children--
& 24 maor a0 ne Jorde
Benny FIRES.“R&phaelsmeass blood em the back wallds he [&
slides down.

IMAGE 0RDER!

of the)office. All +5—3us€ as
nLY SINS!

with an empty glass at—the—bar"

INT. SPEAKEASY - NIGHT

Hayden and Benny walk ou
quiet as before.

& SAL
«A4s Hayden waigs—p&s%
HAYDEN

~—I—£hindk you might wanna re
Lne yourself. He may be awbﬂ'

"’PPE[@tands firm in front of the doR<>€4sE!

HAYDEN
ggnna cal]

HAYDEN
Let me know if you still wanna do
business in the future. It’s Jjust b)\

business! RL/
b

Hayden pushes past. Benny throws fake bills from #re stack °

BENNY
Don’t spend it all at once.



INT. FORD PICKUP -~ NIGHT

f in the passenger seat. He ~ \,\ﬂé,

Benny drivesg Hayden drifts
eyes down the shota: in th

BENNY
Well that’s another lost one.

HAYDEN
Between us and theey seem

1ik 1i
to drop like flies Avﬂ?
BENNY

You know, I honestly thought he’d
come through. (Not that he was smart
or nothin’. I mean the asshole
tries to slide us. But he seemed
nice and all.

HAYDEN

" Ei e it £ ks.
PROOFREAD! 177" o T ohrprtaey ™ o

—Sitermee. Hayden ponderdmeg—something.

1Y
HAYDEN
What’s it like?
BENNY
What?
HAYDEN
Killing someone.
BENNY 'Dl

You ain’t never done it?

HAYDEN
Well, I shot a guy. But I don’t
think I killed him.

BENNY
You’d know.

HAYDEN
Well maybe he died later. Buwt=1I
mean just dead on shooting someone.
Like back there.

BENNY
really don’t know.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 7.

o e

—BENMNY
ou thinkK—T Tt hi

HAYDEN

Lok 1Lin——sayime—is we've been

doing this for a year now and I
seen you kill four people as of

toni . Hell, you could’ve killed
g e, $—Jjust denlt-lknow, Anre- now
DON,TREPEA H you’:,re telling me thatwyou don’t

know what it feels like?

—Benay—shruges—

HAYDE
Fuck that shi

NNY \ '
I'm serigds!

HAYDEN

Okay/well, compare it to something. ’ﬂﬂﬂ#,.ﬂff'“"’ﬂA‘
Benny thinks, ‘#ﬂ,,##”#“’#’f)

BENNY
You ever been huntin’?

HAYDEN
~TItke—deex? I grew up in the city.

—BEMNN
—T S,

“— Bermrmy—tries to Linmd Sometirtro—etse

BENNY
You ever have sex with a girl?

DONTREPEAT!  oe—comrse—thave! fhat kind of

qguestion is that?

BENNY
Well it’s kinda like sex I guess.

HAYDEN
Killing?

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 8.

Well see, I al¥ depends on how you
look at it.

BENNY

) . L . You

ever have sex that wes so good it
made your mind go blank?

HAYDEN
Like in a good way?

BENNY
Yeolr— I sayin ITf—you were-—Los
“ha i

Just—lcipde—mixed-togethers For a

ITTIT

second you didn’t even know what

was goin’ on. &H—Fustlhaeppened—

HAYDEN
—¥eah—sure, I guess Thaua,

BENNY
e . .It’sl/?e/y '
your ing something and all~the
\“ ' , BAM! You don’t see nothin’.

GOLLEGE"" You don’t feel nothin’. You just

done it and it’s over.

HAYDEN

Se—youdeorlt—reatty—thiMk—abouwt—t2

ENNY
. Moment comes and
goplt—tfkillteguse they—tike1T.

HAYDEN
I alwgys thought it was for fear.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED:

Same thing s I can tell.

Hayden laughs a little.

HAYDEN
Sex... you know you’re a sick
individual.

The) £@76 laugh. Street lights flash by.

INT. PENTHOUSE LIVING ROOM - NIGHT '/q

70EADLYS’H$’ ush Chicago skyline glitters below. The—type—of view

dirty money can buy.

Velvet couches, diamond ashtrays, forged art that looks more
realistic than it’s true counterpart.

A massive wooden door with marble knobs. The CLICK of a

CELSO "Cello"™ D/AMBROGIO (40's) enters with power,
confidence. ch‘ CHA@“

Pt

He h his jacket d hat by the d d tak in/th
b:aui;?s 1s jacket an a y e door an akes in e LESS DETA”_!

He walks through the heaven he’s created.

INT. PENTHOUSE KITCHEN - NIGHT
He flips on a light, revealing the marble kitchen.

CELLO
Bet~-

He turns to see his wife, BETTY (30’'s), arms crossed. He

BETTY Iss CIMP

(Brooklyn accent)
Where the fuck were you.

She obviously younger, a trophy wife.

CELLO
Honey I was workin--

BETTY
It’s one in the fucking morning,
where have you been?

(CONTINUED)
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CELLO
Sometime I have to work that late.
BETTY
Where you off with somg LJL*}
CELLO —
Vﬁ

Baby I would nev--

BETTY

-Porrtoiwe—me_thet bullshit Celso
_D_Ambfegro' You remember what

happened last time.

Cello SIGHS. O—W\/

CELLO
Betty, I would never risk our
marriage. I love you. I even got
you something to prove it.

Betty perks up.

BETTY
Got me something?

Cello reaches into his pocked, pulls out a pearl necklace.

CELLO
It’s simple but--

BETTY
—Tt¥s beautiful!

She grabs it, not even showing any thanks.

The door CREAKS open, Cello sees JOEY (Bonnie BONVIETRE
slide through. e

CELLO
I'm glad you like it. Why don’t you
go put it on and fetch a coat. We
can go out for a quick drive., I
know you love the town at night.

BETTY
Of course!

nods toward his office.
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INT. PENTHOUSE OFFICE - NIGHT &1##

A large, lavish, oak desk splits Cello and Bonnie

BONNIE
They say it’s coming to an end.
CELLO
—Fs-Lhere anyzlegislatiqn?
BONNIE

Just talk.
Cello gdses—he looks down over the Lhieage city. GL“}L..

CELLO
It’11 take them-at least a year to
draft something. Another one to get

it passed.

BONNIE
So we shouldn’t be worried?

CELLO
It’s not our most pressing issue.

BONNIE
What about the mayor?

CELLO
What about him?

BONNIE
Word is he’s got a new police force
starting up. Top secret.

Bonnie looks at a sheet of paper.;) .

BONNIE
Uh... Prohibition Police tgfce is
what they’re calling it. @ould’ve
been a little more creative.

oY
S\

CELLO =,
Let’s see if I can talk him out of W,
that. g.
Bonnie nods, rises. A KNOCK-@Q_Lhe-dﬂorfﬂféf/
BETTY (O.V.)

Cello, hurry! It’s getting late!

Cello takes a deep breath, bracing.

(CONTINUED)
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Bonnie’s hand on th Pﬂoorpmni

CELLO
Oh and Bonnie!

He glance back.
CELLO
I'm going to need you down at the

boat house tomorrow. Everything’s
set, right?

Bonnie grins.

EXT. PENTHOUSE BUILDING - NIGHT

The pickup comes to a stop.

~
INLJ“ "\M '

INT. FORD PICKUPR IGH

Hayden begins to exit.

'FTRP -/— l\pv/(lxr*f'/t}\——

Benny puts it i

Benny grabs him.

BENNY
Where you going?

HAYDEN
Out if you let me!

BENNY
What about this shit?

He motions towards the uncovered mason jars.

HAYDEN
We’re not gonna get arrested here.

BENNY
You know that ain’t what I mean.

Hayden grabs a blanket lying in the back, throws it over the
jars., A little corner is left uncovered.
HAYDEN

44,\\-/(#’?‘)‘
It’s all good. W\/\)AI/V'\
Th¢7th exit. ____,F___efﬂffﬂﬁ##f’!%
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LEVATOR - NIGHT
tand behind an ELEVATOR OPERATOR.

BENNY
Did you see the new Chaplin film?

HAYDEN
Nah. Not a movie fan.

BENNY
You don’t like them?

HAYDEN

Domtt—get—me—wromy, they’ £& fuh.

But—-it’s a fad. _
Benny has no idea what thié means)bl) 7

HAYDEN
You know, ljke... it’s something
that won’t/last long

BENNY
Why not? They have good turn outs.

HAYDEN

A DING. The operator opens the door.

INT. HALLWAY - NIGHT
owards a sitrgiT door.

BENNY
Plus thdre’ that whole business

coming u
{fichoes

Well mavbe I'm wro g, but something
-g.,'l..wa_y_c; comes alo
This week it’s £4 ;, next week
it’11l be amusement parks.

walk

he two

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:
HAYDEN Ve
That’1ll work,
Right this
The butler shows them towards Cello’s office. 2 L

As they round a corner,

two men jump out and bag the two. yﬁsgf
NIGHT PROQFREAD!
cross the street.

POV: Griffin watches asgBenn% and Hayden walk inside. H
‘SS\Q‘“W ‘ takes out a note pad an fbbles down.

e
The valet drives their truck to a lot out back:> \PN /¥ 5({?
(>

Griffin follows/in the shadowi> r-

EXT. PARKING LOT - NIGHT

EXT. PENTHOUSE BUILDING

OFFICER MATTHEW GRIFFIN lurks in an

Griffin crouches behind a car as the valet walks back.
Griffin snooping between the cars, all very nice.

He gets to the pickup, looks in the cab, nothing unusual.

INT. FORD PICKUP - NIGHT

The doors unlocked, he goes through the glove box, nothing.
nOFREAD © taked a deep breath in the drivers seat, looks at the
$“? i review./He sees the blanket in—the—b3cK.’

EXT. PARKING LOT - NIGHT

] i —~ He pulls off the blanket
finding the crates of mason jars in—the—back. Bingo.

th o

Lo BEST WoRp L4gp



FADE IN:

d
kﬁM . COLD OPEN
camf - JJ

TABLISHINQ‘— CABIN 14 - DA%L
AAs'gn:

sturdy log structure.
Cream in Cabin 14",

¢!
INT. CABIN 1 L’ ; /“r
. Dust {flies/dn——
t as 1t was in 1834. Cots and bunks

e

yehe aixr. EverytAing is J

14ﬁiﬁ% against creakyyfood walls. A counselor in a WHITE
COLLARED SHIRT and NAVY SHORTS unpacks

7 books into cubbies atong—the—wall. ®his is BRIDGET REEVES

q(ZO), al) e , unassuming girl who barely take

) ef. alone a cabin fuwld of prepubeszents.

Cww

a circle of preteen girls plays .a=
2 red- cheeked g&rT'w1th
e

—j-"'““{S\“s we _ ar5. CHEYENNE (12),
_ ang ed frch ]?rids'-éﬂ:ed-fn,n—&bben-s 0

. Sp1 gji!?]%;szy
J Czéié

ay

A sm li,

"éﬁ’*ﬁv NN

CHEYENNE
Why’d you have to make the sign

Aﬂ “ice cream” on it?

DGET
et 7 don’t kno?j It rhymes with
fourteen

CHEYENNE
. there’s not ice creamn.
to be left out of the

From one/ of bunkg J ver
spotligh caTts mak12?:§§é5533§§§:>anqﬁ?
CAE
SE/

BRIDGET

Jen, stop.
(to Cheyenne)

It’s a figure of speech.
glggles into herﬁdllow

LESS DETAILY T *F W,
CHEYENNE @7 4505{ /'/

It's false advertlslng Peo
asklng me,

BT there ﬁally ice cream in /
there® and “how much for a pop® and
I'm telling them five dollars.



BRIDGET

,f‘YUu*TE“tEtirngﬁtnggﬁygﬂgggg,&eeJ
—eream? Cheyenne, you can’t just

trick people into giving you money.

CHEYENNE

The sweet chime of Mrs. Belly says
different, my naive counselor.

cubbles xests a fat piggy bank that smiles at the

glrls-érom—tts—perch- Bridget atts—on_hered to partake—in—

listens, ‘trying not to jlaugh.

PAOLA (12), # hyperactive and experiencefflcamper, gathers her

winning hand
7
PAQLA !
Outside food isn’t allowed.
CHEYENNE
That'’s business.
PAQLA
What’s business?
CHEYENNE (7

It’'s something my dad says on the

hone. It means that I did ———~=
something bad, but it’s less bad

YSS! CHAP S because I made money. s
P ilRE po ¢
The other girls g€ Cheyenne’s savvy. 7Q£L,L4Aﬂﬂrm p
o oy 22
) My dad always says stuff about ass. é ; Lors
mAW"\"" (mocking him) #
We kicked ass on the last deal... u
If you hit your brother again, I'm g S

gonna kick your ass...

. <57

B ' get reacts.

BRIDGET % vo

—ohokay,~wow. Thank you for /
sharing, Jen. You are a valued ﬁ;
member of our very innocent
community. I am in no way asking ﬂL
you to discontinue speaking about f -

your father among your oung peers.,
Jen doesn’t stop. ;%




BRIDGET (CONT'D)
(\ Okay! Let'’s go play, aeutside! ;
70
U\\\ . The girls leap outside with/‘g at cheer.
EXT. CABIN 14 - DAY v .;»-J\MJ’
Lfeav]

Bridget smacks her head against the cracked, wesdemdoor and
TTetsTout—a. sighS that—leeks. like a prayer. She looksﬁntoﬁ::h.e.

lu‘*) Uppr, "ACE) MATCH CUT:
¢le ij/ 2 ACT ONE

INT. MEETING HALL - DAY

Bridget, dark-clad, slumps among makeup, hair lies, and
designer handbags HIGH-PITCHED CHATTER sings.|By the

xpression on her naked face, she wishes she could beat}_«,
herself to death with o?e of the nearby tennis rackets. 'Z}%o w
2L

W 3
She wears INTELLE TLLKL GLASSES and clutches a copy of Sense

Vn‘ ?
Nsc“w-——' A counselor (MICHELLE hatting, almost sits in
Bridget’s lap. She ologizeg) without meaning it and finds

another seat.
4 &4 A'?DWF—S?EY %(\qu LV_XL&[,A)FJ\‘

¢ BRIDGET

Camp wasn’t my idea. My mom thought (,u[-' ?
it would E%an “enriching social

experience’/y So far, I’'ve been sat
on twelve“and a half times and no
one knows my name. Thanks, Mom.

_ e
g& BacK TO scENE ] DEADLY SINS! CHrS TN
‘SS\CW DONNA, 40s, Sou drawl, leads a coupfselor meeting. Ws per
. dress cogde, she aring a WHITE COLI’ARED SHIRT and KHAKI
SHORTS. [Her DESK drowns in pastels.) CHEESY MOTIVATIONAL e

POlITERS?fo the wall
DONNA

W, Welcome, welcome,
C)r made it through the first week gf

Mﬁ; & ZLM'7




UPPERCASE! /f ' ‘.

/é;th vigor as, under eNtabl selors pla
amartphones. Bridget (reads. Oneto counselopg’

and grins ear-to-ear.

DONNA (CONT'D)

As you all should be aware, tonight
is the first tribal gathering,
where girls will compete in

" challenges and be recognized for
weekly achievements.

CELIA
Yeah! Get pumped for Tribal!

Celia, a camp fanatic, offers high fives to her neighbors \at
the table, but after disdainful glances from them, she hig
fives herself with no less enthusiasm.

e N L

Tribal is a gathering in the woods
that involves three main things:
destruction, a large fire, and the
tears of children. And the tears of

Celia shrugs.

DONNA TALKING HEAD

Arms have been broken, spleens
ruptured. There was the time with
the raccoons... No one has ever

died. We pride ourselves on that.

BACK TO SCENE

Donna distributes a huge- stac apers to each =of

Lots of things need to happen in
order for Tribal to run smoothly.
What you have here is a packet with
assignments color coded by time,
type, and location.

( DONNA (CONT'D) ,

BRIDGET flips through the pages.

BRIDGET

Is this all for tonight?
--___‘_-_—_-'-l



DONNA
(taken aback)
Yes.
BRIDGET
All...
(flips to last page)
... one hundred and sixty-four
pages?
2 DONNA

It’'s been expanded-over the years.

BEST WORD LAST!

Donna is uncomfortable, € Bridget scans the pages.

BRIDGET
How many years?

MICHELLE
It’s a historical artifact.

BRIDGET
There'’s literally an entirg - -
seventeen pages on how to Zofo!

bloomers.

DONNA
(I think I'm missing your poinE)
Fashioning bloomers is very
historical.

Donnakiiiii/;oﬂwgzgfg n the c ation Yut.. 5572E>\?f~—

BRIDGET
(’gou are very correct. Buts
according to section “L” of the
handbook, bloomers are no longer a
part of the camp uniform.

DONNA
&(.,ULL- That’s correct.

BRIDGET

So why are they in the booklet? AMW

sigh at Bridget's<&nability to

Many girls
comprehend something so basif)
DONNA
Because they’ve always been in the

booklet.

CELIA

The booklet is sacred. é;/gx,#/i



BRIDGET
It’'s... what? It’s typed on pastel-
colored paper in papyrus font.

DONNA
We can’t just take things out of
the booklet willy-nilly. People
need to be consulted, calls need to
be made. This isn’t Disney World,
hot shot. There are rules.

BRIDGET
What does that analogy even mean?

DONNA 77
It means th rules. .
LJL{“ \ {3}’ -QJLJ
BRIDGET '

That's ridiculo Keeping
outdated information is like using
chamberpots when you have plumbing.

ONF REPEAT!

The room is awkwiii) Everyone lowers their eyes, ashamed.

BRIDGET (CONT'D)

Oh my God. No.
The room ex justh
DONNA

It’s an option. It’s an option.
They sell them at the general

store.

BRIDGET
Oh my God.

DONNA
No need to worry, this is precisely

the reason I put you on my
/f/%j LL/ }wf/—fh&v(

committee for
DONNA (7{“// - /

To your activities! C)k/'

BRIDGET



EXT. WATERFRONT - AFTERNOON

(jggridget surveys the campers(;;)they swim laps. MICHELLE (21)
nd ELISE (21), long and lazy like housecats, sunbathe on the
dock in designer bathing suits that their fathers purchased
with old money. Rachel at least wears hers with a little

YSS‘. CHAP ?jl humility.

An elderly woma
sergeant.

PERCASE!

q%géler at the swimmers like a drill
Her vVoree-18 not gentle like a grandma/s but

‘L‘ similar to a hungry lion roaring at prey. This ig BEV/ a
LESS DETA * | former camp legend and a current camp pest, feare campers
and counselor’s alike. Her bathing suit is faded apd fits her

body like a soggy napkin.

BEV
I've seen a limbless cat swim YSS'CHAP S-g
faster than that in a pot of e

boiling water.

Bridget LOOKS INTO CAMERA, afraid.

ELISE TALKING

She sc

UPPERCASE!

oW
por- ¢

L B~Rotis

B2+t Biv paces the docks, hands folded behird her back. !

, AKA OJd Bev when she isn’'t
und. S broke basically all the
her last year as a

camper.

at young children. )

ELISE LCONTLR)—
They say she lost both her legs in
the wary ing which she disguised

as a MR- -

MICHELLE (0.S.)
ke Mulan.

ELISE
Oh my god, yeah, likg“Mulan. And
then she got new le -

gSB
4 H MICHELLE (0.S.)

gasps)
-=Like Ariel!

sneaks into the pump house and smokes among the

life vests and canoe paddles. She 7iiifs a coughing fit.



ELISE
(amazed)
Holy shit.

BACK TO SCENE

’ €§B CASSIDY (12), a slight girl in oversized goggles, taps Bev's
YSS CHAP elbow,

BEV
- You call that a breaststroke?
-IDF-ADLY S‘NS' You're gonna GIVE me a
breaststroke.

What are you doin’ outta|the water?

CASSIDY e

I can’'t swim.

BEV
Good Lord... MICHELLE!
_ANGLE: MIEHELTE g
Y\q§ }ﬁUpset at the interruption to her sunbathing: gets o—her—
MICHELLE
‘Sup.
BEV

She can’'t swim.

MICHELLE
Mmhm.

Michelle waits for the rest. Bev raises her eyebrows.

MICHELLE (CONT'D)
(understanding)
Oh, no. No, no, no.

BEV
What happened to /1 could have been
a professional swimmer)X? #



MICHELLE
I still could, thank you.

BEV
And you can’t teach a twelve-year-
old to keep her schnozz above
water?

MICHELLE
I'm not a teacher.

Bev staqEEzEﬁ—he;—éﬁ—a-way—%h&t_says /%hat do I look like?//

BEV
Do it.

"
Michelle, tongue in her cheek, scans the vicinity for someone

“‘CHAP S‘ else to teach Cassidy to swim. Her scheming eyes land on
él pu—— ] Bridget.

ANGLE: BRIDGET ON LIFEGUARD NEST

Michelle approaches -petow." Bridget sits on the nest like a
ueen, which grates on Michelle’s ne
e, which MWiyp

n
MICHELLE &
Hey... new... person. ’(
BRIDGET go

New person?

MICHELLE
I'm Michelle Ashley Dutchman, camp
counselor, communications major at
Duke University, vice president of
Alpha Gamma Delta Phi, three-time
50 miler at Camp Malila, and
captain of every swim team that has
ever had the privilege of hosting
me.

Bridget, speechless.

BRIDGET
I'm Bridget. And I don’t have a ¢
middle name.

MICHELLE

Okay. So here’s the deal. I have a j/JvJ

back injury, and I can’t get in the
water to teach this girl to swim,



10.

BRIDGET
And you want me to?

MICHELLE
That’'d be great. She’s in your
cabin, too.

Bridget peers around Michelle to see Cassidy, wearing massive
goggles that make her look like a frog.

BRIDGET
Oh, yeah. Cassidy. I can do it.

MICHELLE [ 7 )
ct. Thanks so much. é;;“

Michellé¢ starts /to leave as Bridget climbs dow?\the nest.

BRIDGET -
What’d you do to your back?

MICHELLE

wWhat? Oh, a disc... fell out.
BRIDGET

Fell out? How’'d that happen?
MICHELLE

It was during a... political

demonstration?
BRIDGET

For what? ﬁ U(Z ﬂ7
MICHELLE

Politics. 6, £
BRIDGET

Right. ( Z\HL_/
MICHELLE

My spinal disc is just there on the
New York City sidewalk.

BRIDGET Z
New York City... Jesus.

I'm picketing, and next thing I }VO
know it gets out of hand and BAM. C;J?jééﬁé
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MICHELLE
It was traumatic, but it gets
better every day... Good luck with
the swimming thing.

Michelle returns to sunbathing. Bridget watches her go.

BRIDGET LJ{HVL : {

Upon meeting Michelle Ashley
Dutchman, my first thoughts were C7
mixed, but for some reason the word d&LCf v
that I kept coming back to again \ 7?
and again was bitch.

LA TS L A w lenov

- : Michelle laughing and lying on her stomach taiaizg ;7

BRIDGET TALKING HEAD

with Elise.

BRIDGET (CONT'D)
But I’ll hush. With acting skills
like that, I might see her one day
fondling a tiny golden man on
S: national telev151on.

B—Ret¥: Bridget takes Cassidy’s hand and leads her into the
water.

INT. COSTUME HOUSE - AFTERNOON

Bridget enters the shed-like building. ¥t—Is—tke—an episode
of Hoarders: Closet Edition, an explosion of sequins,
leather, and fabric. Donna peers over a rack that bends with

clothes. 557,0

DONNA
Hey, look who it is!

Bridget waves in a quick, nervous motion. Donna emerges from
the forest of clothes racks.

DONNA (CONT'D)
Okay so these are the camp costumes
that we use for events. I'm just

going through them now to find ’
things to use for tribal. tik/V' 274 N

5114JL ’ Okay, so I

DONNA
Yep, have at it. You’re looking for
an Indian Chief outfit.

art wherever?
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Donna lifts things to see them better, admires them, and then
hangs them back up while Bridget pretends to do the same.

Bridget pulls out a flashy sequined leotard, size XXL.

BRIDGET
There’s so many... interesting
things. Just so many. So
interesting.

DONNA

It’s incredible isn’t it? Some of
these things have belonged to camp
since it started. There'’s believed
to be a jacket in here made from
the skin of the first buffalo
hunted in this territory.

Bridget wipes her hands on her pants and begins handling the
clothes like diapers. For the umpteenth time, she wonders why

sm e L owsy

DONNA TALKING HEAD

—B=Rot¥+ Donna, regal in her costume complete with a feg

headdress and fa cather robes. The braves beat.gﬂ G
and shake a bored. [

DONNA T[€6NTD). (g

For Tribal, I dress up as Chief CASE’
Waccamaw and elect two girls to be

my braves. Then we dance around a

fire and sing songs.

Q __B-Rett+ Donna and the braves dance like bizarre ostriches
& trying to peck themselves to death.

y— |

DONNA (CONT'D) i

There has been controversy about ;7

the tradition in the past, but I've Y/

found that if I ignore complaints '
it usually resolves the issue.

BACK TO SCENE

DONNA (CONT'D)
(to Bridget)
You know the fire and the games and
the propensity for violence are big
parts of the Tribal Gathering, but
the costume... the costume just
makes it special.
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Bridget, mid-way through a half-hearted costume examination,
gazes at Donna, unsure what to say. Donna gazes back at
Bridget, and puts her arm around Bridget’s shoulder, just a

“Eﬂ_HLittle too tight.

_ DONNA (CONT'D)
\ I asked you to help me for a

reasoll. ..

CRCR

BRIDGET

2 i by 7

Right. It’s important for new CATT' ,4

counselors to develop a grasp on -
3 . #f"'w

our traditions here at Malila.
Plus, let’s be honest, how cool is

this?
olds up her Chief costume and beams iJ{” r
DONNA (CONT'D)
This costume has been worn at every
tribal gathering held at Camp
Malila since the 1834. It’'s a

sacred artifact... b}#
Donna noticgg:?géggghe costume has holes in it. Her bff:th is
et i

it stolen. Bri es a small step backwards 1in Case o

“explosion.
DONNA (CONT'D)
(whispers) /77 /7

My God. Do you realize what this .

means, Arnette? o
BRIDGET

Are you referring to me as Arnette?
DONNA

Do you realize the implications of

this?

With a sausage inger, Donna stabs a gaping hole in the
fabric. Zi

BRIDGET

No. No, I don't.

Donna presses a hand on Bridget’s shoulder and looks straight
in her eyes.

DONNA
He'’'s back.
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BRIDGET
Oh my God.

DONNA
Do you know who I mean?

BRIDGET ;/#,,/f”'° : }‘
No. g?vvn
ion

Donna pulls Bridget into the more secretive corner. They
huddle. Before speaking, Donna assumes a belly crawl posi
and searches under the racks for something.

From the floor, she looks up at Bridget.

DONNA
We call him Steve. Storehouse

Steve,

She motions for Bridget to follow. Bridget does, on foot,
while Donna pulls herself under racks on her forearms. Donna

pants and grunts. /- ) ’
BRIDGET MJ/ A W‘S
I 7

Why are you on the ground?

A ,
tﬂ DONNA
- U\f' # 1 Shh! He's been around for the last Al-/
ten years, eating all the costumes. / ZZ\_
N He's a vicious son of a bitch. L { /L

Donna clears another rack. She flips loose clothes about,

prepared for Steve's appearance.
pot o A7

DONNA (CONT'D)

Really ruthless. ‘ /éfV\
BRIDGET /7¢AA

And Steve is a...?

§

DONNA 7%§ ==

A mouse! =

In her excitement, Donna RATTLES the rack she is under. The
structure protests, and the sound causes a small creature to
scurry from the opposite corner of the room. It’'s Steve.

DONNA (CONT'D)
Dammit, Steve.

Donna scrambles to her feet and dives in Steve’s direction.

BRIDGET
Oh. Oh, wow.



STRAIGHT A, TOTAL B

“Pilot”

TEASER

FADE IN:

INT. CARQL'S DORM - DAY

CARO holding a phypics
textbooRks ér. They| are fboth spphomorea

at Thornemont

P —
Carol Seem ngly onors stude A o swears—aRder hey
breatih.2nne was #ire aledlctorlagiyf'her school 4 -!-qy CthS

of twenty From the clashing decordtions, "s clear "Chat*the
room is actually two\qsgjfifé spaces, ne%—u—sxngie—shared_one
AROL
What? Vrsho

e & %am

Look, I'm just not comfortable with
having him in the room.

rol 'pthis 1fhe textbook W on her deskj; Wu : ySS/C/MP SJ
ia CAROL T~

Why? be vmb v]\“‘ ',,”\ \j@»-)\l-

ANNE
I just don’t think it’s appropriate
to have a guy over...
‘ ﬂ\-(’ g 76% #
et 8‘* J‘{
Yeah, but I'm just not comfortable SO Wﬁﬂj
with a stranger being in our room.
CAROL T“ post)
Well then meet him if you want. .
Ew, no.

<

CAROL
Excuse me?



ANNE
Look, can’t you just like go
somewhere else?

OL
Why?
, 7
ANNE
Why nSEZ//
CAROL

Tell me why I can’t have a friend
over to study in my room?

Because hefg\maE fag} ok?(And who J ;,) QLL ,,‘

knows how many STDs he has.
(beat)
I don't want him in our room.

e

CAROQOL
Excuse me? ( 54‘”““‘“’(\?

ANNE
He’s not allowed.

o

CAROL
Fine.

sighes!in relief.

- CAROL
Your boyfriend can’t come over
anymore.

§PE @%ﬁ,@% WHAT? | | :I:jL

I don’t want him in our room.

_Anne

ANNE
Look, I have a right to my opinion
about what those people do with
their lives()--

CAROL
d I have a right to MINE, and my
dpinion is that you can take your
opinion and.-" %S
(pantomimiéry fisting)
(MORE)



CAROL (CONT'D)

. »*shove it ali—theway- up your ass\ )clﬂk Jk

Just! Like! “The gays!”

ANNE
You bitchl!

CAROL (V.O.) M\
[Thetss my roommate. Anne. Shis™
Pewty our first fight. She’s been
in prlvate schools al)- her life,

Vn‘vg(ﬁ

Unfor un tely for her ose
peoplg! Also go here.

EXT. THORNEMONT QUAD- DAY CJLL
\XSM§§ Southern sunshingjbeams dowb on the campus. STUDENTS mill Ce\ L{
'1“ .-~ about, some run to £lasss: sit on blankets, reading 4n—

CAROL (V.O.)

cho Thornemont Colle

A BIBLE STUDY CIRCLE £ross references Gospel verses.

CAROL (V.O.)

A safe place to send your special
snowflakes before they have to
interact with the great unwashed.

A FRESHMAN GUITARIST lazily STRUMS, HUMMING to herself.

CAROL (V.O.)
It’s also the same place where
slime balls screw each other over

for a“chance to make it in the A’( [\Ah-L-/'
ntertainment industry. 0//

A FRESHMAN BOY approaches Freshman Guitarist.

FRESHMAN BOQOY
Hey, you’ve got a beautiful voice.

FRESHMAN GUITARIST
Um, thanks, but I don’t really--

FRESHMAN BOY
--You know, if you’'re looking for a
manager, hit me up.

He hands her his card.



FRESHMAN GUITARIST
Oh wow... thanks.

FRESHMAN BOY
We can talk about it over coffee.

He winks at her, her face f eezes.(;s he leaves, she puts the
guitar down, uncomfortable. f)

CAROL (V.0.)
Sometimes\they’'re just looking to
screw you. »
vl |
al % o
INT. THORNEMONT CAF - DAY CAR F '

STUDENTS watt in the buffet line.

CAROL (V.0.)
The food sucks.. ﬁ,

A SOPHOMORE scoops up glop, dgciding whether s&=we® to

eat it. The Sophomore puts\it bac¥, opting for cereal
1 DEADLsz\lnstead 7

INT .

bArL STUDENTS

‘+g The cllnlc is useless.
I his ndse, waking out of an exam

PROOFREADI

FFLING STUDEN
room with a NURSEJ

UPPERCA

"Get some rest, and take some cpu
drops. ' éyl ,ﬂj 4
xhx\\\\\ }x//%ﬁg; e

NURSE

SNIFFLING STUDENT
But I have a/(fever...

L

CAROL (V.O.)
The bookstore is probably a crime
racket.

A SHOPLIFTING STUDENT slips a large textbook under hér
hoodie.



CAROL (V.0.)
Even if the students’ hands aren’t
clean.
EXT. THORNEMONT SCIENCE BUILDING - DAY /? OBV|0US|

A TOUR GUIDE escorts his GROUP Rmround-campus. [,JM

CAROL (V.0.)
Still... That’s college for you..- }{g

INT. CAROL(S DORM/- DAY

Carol and Annelare yn the middle of a stand of

CAROL (V.O.) QU
(525%1 gbiﬁommates and all,
fou total bJ.tchl DONIT REpEm

Carol beging laughing.

CAROL "X
' £ %‘

Lkt Of course! I'm a bitch! ©
fucking course!

ANNE
Fuck you!

CAROL

C/hq; ._Q§Tls?rry, Anne, bt I'm not into

—_— girls!
$
o A
1 /\Anne ATs --uf es—pPRetfCa ol, almost knockxn her over) as
she s i“"'%ut * ’ -She. FEAMS~the doo behlnd her.

CARQOL 74, S
, Whoops. J
(j/{ v t“ ‘( FADE OUT.

D O
\/ OED F TEASER

ol 1o s

T DEADLY'SINS!



~& No. Definitely the best choice of
f4ﬂ words.
Ly(' - JUNE

ﬂ}Q So have you talked to her since?
V.P -LV.I

- CAROL (V.O.)
V“ﬁs . ‘ June. She’s an extrovert who ha
n rouble opening up to people. At

ACT ONE .
FADE IN:
CLasst>™
INT. WICKMAN ACADEMIC BUILDING DAY
at &ae adlell. A Tonmr

AT BOYS goof off

at a table with three

7 DEADLY SIKS!

BRANDON (X perpetual hedonist), JUNE (an epicurean
direction), and NATALIE (gr introvert longing for

on). fﬂh"“L&V& <i)

BRANDON
You said what?

Carol s

CAROL (V.O.)
That's Brandon. One of my closest
friends. He can be a bit shallow,

but he’s a decent person. dl:

(beat)
he’s the gay friend that Anne
apparently hates. Obviously.

CAROL
Aa—eah-, And th and gesture to

Brandon cracks up «laughine: DON'T REPEAT!

CAROL
Maybe not the best choice of words.

BRANDON

least that’s how she sees herself.

CAROL
been avoiding me. I've

NATALIE
You talked to the Eékfyet?

OKVuvxe_,7



CAROL (V.O.)
Natalie’'s an introvert. She hates
confrontation. Won’t even honk her
horn in traffic.

N be;;i‘w H7\
I slam ';?L&# v

CAROL
Not yet.

BRANDON
I still can’t believe you said
that...

CAROL

Made everything three

~Oh—F—c+d.
m“"[ REPEA“ thousand times worse, but I said

it.

JUNE
r r I .
L__Exaeti?’ﬁ?é&tmbefnzsfthis...(é;ybe
it’s a good thing...|Maybe yo% can
move out.

CAROL & c LL

God I hope so.
NATALIE

This definitely wasn’t the first
time. ResLife should understand.

M
Carol laugh%4 glandgké-at her phone.

CAROL
Oh shit!

At
She springs up,(g&abb*ng her thlngs ard shovirng them lqﬁﬁ her

bag. f/;v. S - Bg\vd /Lmﬁ- @

I got i ter.

EXT. SYNERGISM MEDIA - DAY -' DE}‘BLY S\“S‘- )&,\

[

0BVIOUS!



INT. SYNERGISM MEDIA - DAY

Monique “Sttu—werktwe at her desk, typ:.nat her ptop.
r,

She glances wp- at the clock, amd catches 31gh of her_cowex
DOUG. H*s earphone cords axze fwra pped aro he eyes

closed, w&sb Nd sl kead s fapping H‘. U
CAROL ‘!! 7
Doug. ﬁ,k
He’s in musi i N\ 7,
usical bliss. Qﬁf; . /hﬂ
CAROL > 0.
Doug! . .~ @Qi‘v 5\
S 1 lixio .

CAROL PROOFREAD!
Doug!
—Hestill dgﬁgn*t respond. Carol taps the table.
CAROL

poug! 1SSIChAp 577
He Eﬁies off his earbuds. ‘

oot /A
DOUG EHIFAD l"/

@ b

‘m trying to work,

/:jazzgtzhﬁf%apzihg is kinda
racting
DONT REPFAT‘ m DOUG

_0Oh, sures. No problem. ”
He unwrapsShis headphonesg.. . RET unplugs . HIP HOP

floods the office.

DOUG! !

Carol

5!

CAROL 9
Who et

d turns off the music.

oy WHAT TH DQOU'?
' H THE HECK
| CHAP S 7>
YSSICHAP S o
I just wanted you to stop tapping
your fingers.



MARGARET enters the—eoffice.

believes more in Vitamin C than ccines.

MARGARET

Everything alright in here? 7DEADLYSWS!

DOUG
Yeah, just a mix up.

MARGARET

~Blright. What are you guys working
on?

DOUG
I was tracking down
information on the producers you
wanted.

MARGARET
And you?

CAROL
Same thing. I've been entering it
on the spreadsheet.

DOUG
Oh really? I’'ve been working on a
PDF. Which ones do you have?

CAROL
I've got the first half of the
list.

DOUG
Perfect. I was working backwards.

7
MARGARET D j
Look, I'd rather have this_ in PROOFREAD’

—altogether in a spreadsheet in one
place. Carol, could you enter what

he’'s done onto the sheet?

CAROL
Sure. Can you take a look at the

format, and make sure it’s what you

want?

MARGARET
Of course. Doug, if you could get
this list into a separate
spreadsheet.

ternship supervisor, she

- }ﬂ.
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She hands him a flash drive.

GARET
It’s in a rd doc, should be
called “Industry Contacts” or
something like that.

DOUG
Uh... Sure...

MARGARET
Alright, thanks. I'm going by the
vending machines, want anything?

‘ DOUG
Nah.

CAROL
I'm fine, thanks.

Margaret grabs her purse and leaves.

DOUG
Hey, ah, hey Carol.
CAROL
What?
DOUG
How did you format the producer
spreadsheet?
CAROL

It’s on the shared drive.

DOUG
Oh. Right.

They work in silence for a few moments.

DOUG
Hey Carol.

U veanr N ST HORD LT
LSS DETA

Which is the shared drive?
Carol y goes over to his computer, points ~a—*e—t—he—-OBv,0us,

LESS DHA“‘ CAROL ¥ Kﬁ:)l@

There.
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DOUG
Oh ok, thanks.

She takes a seat.

DOUG
Ohrone more thing,..

27 CAROL

What.

DOUG
No, wait. Pound it.

Carol gets back to work.

DOUG
Actually...
Ry at aggers flyg@yg out of her eyes.
< TETAL T T R Do, )
LESS DER

Never mind.

\!
INT. SYNERGISM ME 1‘33[2'1‘ OBV‘OUS!‘

Carol packs u ptop fﬁ%zﬁnE‘ﬂﬁy Doug types rapidly -at—
\ -his= Margaref Rhacks uj h

MARGARET
Well thanks. See you gu

on
Thursday. LJL" . Ltf

Doug M ‘/ R u‘(7
besvess
lli_ /’47 Doug? HARGRRET
DOUG
Hm?
MARGARET

I need to lock up.

DOUG
Oh, right.

He shoves his laptep-and things into his backpack. The three
leave i:g,Margaret locks the door.

a0

]
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EXT. SYNERGISM MEDIA - NIGHT (\

Carol climbs into her dlrty car. Marg gety into the sedan
next to hers. Doug climbs into the Xury cou .

]mCLS
INT. CAROL’S DOR.M - NIGHT .~ \f\

Carol her laptop orkfon an 'FUYS
essay, e stops. There’s already a rd document open with qu\

name and phone number he opens the spreadsheet for work to
put it in, but the she@t is empty.

q“ Lhyhat ?
n

rﬁhe looks through the othex folders on the shared drive. Half
oE-them are empty.

CAROL

CAROL
Oh hell. chb

FADE OUT.

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

FADE IN:
INT. CAROL'S DORM - DAY

Carol types frantically ut-hef—laptcp She digs through her
back

Qﬂf\\ﬁﬁ CAROL

Fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck... FUCK!

A key CLICKS im—tim=—Iock. Anne strolls in.

ANNE
Oh, there you are.
‘\

CAROL
Yeah, great to see you too Anne. ((‘
Can we do the bitchy roommate thing

later?
65

The RESIDENT DIRECTORpwalks in behind-Anne. Shels—en—oldex
~—womery prim and proper. From the expression on her face,
she’s not a fan of swearing.

CAROQOL
Sorry about that. Been a long week.
I'm Carol.
Carol holds out her hand. LE&S anM”

RESIDENT DIRECTOR
Hello.

The Resident Director doesn’t shake it.

RESIDENT DIRECTOR
I've been talking to Anne about
your difficulties.

CAROL
Ah yeah... Fehinmk—that both Anne
and I would be happy with to switch
dorms if that’s possible.

RESIDENT DIRECTOR
Without trying to work past your
differences?

CAROL
Yo Wetrl;” we’ve been having
issues for aw ile now.




RESIDENT DIRECTOR
I’'ve been talking to Anne and she’s
amenable to trying to resolve your
differences.

CAROL
Is she?
ANNE
Yeah.
CAROL
Alright. .
(beat)

Where'’s my physics book?

e

CAROL

Ayp—physice=tyook/ I left it on my
desk. F—eenib—find—ibe T koW it

was here this morning.

RESIDENT DIRECTOR
That’s a very serious accusation.
Perhaps we should all sit down and
talk about this.

CAROL
Where is it?

ANNE
Why would I take your stupid
textbook? Not everything is about
you.

CAROL
That book is worth THREE HUNDRED

FUCKING DOLLARS, Anne! Where. Is.
It?

BEST Womp Lygy

CAROL lJ¢
Yeah well, I don’'t fucking steal. y/

RESIDENT DIRECTO ‘7
g;gli Anne LSH J Fuj
Such language and behavior is

unbecoming of young ladies. Take a
seat.

ANN
You are such a jerk,

14.



“There’s more beauty in truth, even if it is dreadful

beauty. "
-John Steinbeck, “East of Eden”.

R TS

1 INT. LAUREN HOME UPPER FLOOR - MORNING

A closed door. \
\

“Mokena, Illinois: 2009”

Superimpose:

UPPERCAS

Door BURSTS open, revealing an excite
who runs down a photograph-framed hallway
bright-eyed kid, always ready to play.

He KNOCKS loudly.

ANTHONY
rk!

a
A GRUN inside »{,
thony opens the dooi)WQ boundgini?de. ﬂf
INT. MARK'S BEDROOM -~ 17/}") ?’}
Dark room, curtains purteds€losed. Photos of mus#cians durin
n the dress@—-—

live shows line the wallg. A small statue s+ts
an older brother aspi a younger brother ders
protectively.

Next to the statue, a picture frame inscribéd with “Brothers”
displays a photo of a younger-looking Anthény with two other

boys t

2

DONT™
DONT REPEA

(18) under the

Anthony finds his older brother, Lauren
covers, struggling to wake up.

the bed.

zcnnp_&_g

nthony throws the curtains open and leaps o

ANTHONY
~You-promised!

ZTotkex GRUNTS

ANTHONY
One hour outside, then one hour for

piano, you promised!



e
™~ 0BVIOUS! 2,

Gﬂﬁlﬁﬁ??} Mark throws—off—the Tovexrs—and. leaps out of bed,
scooping Anthony up. He already has cold-weather clothes on.

Anthony 1&Ts—eut—a SHRIEKSef‘ %aughter.ysg!cmp M
l"” 1‘ )
MARK ‘
~(Chtcking—watch) -
I'm surprised you actually waited
until nine.

ANTHONY L ' f
I tried really hazxd. W Vo /]/‘V"

1 DEADLYSINS —(Laugirimem e

N

Get your coat on, let’s go!

8
o poven?

RICHARD and 5046 )/ at the kitc}(e/n table,

eat#® breakfas

_ﬁgzi?ny.oeﬁji?éiéingﬁln y grég;I;;_;;EiEPat £rom—a-
’/1:4:1'_}; can’'t help but smile. DOA’TREP ’:/ YSS‘ CHAP —@_S\

RICHARD
Whoa, whoa, slow down there.

i ] 1 ’-.—__ ]
Mark lenters with a big smile aﬁa\qzigfhfifﬁfff§;>

= M MARK

o time! Break’s almost over and
'm taking Alicia to a nice lunc(z)
in a while.

Mary playfully hits Richard’s arm.

7?77

Let them have
dear. Anthény ha
later on.

eir brother time,
another play-date

t, Mom. We're
playing hockey at’ the rink behind

Jason’s!



RICHARD
(smiling)
Go on, then.

Mark leans over and gives his mom a kiss
Ewe boys exit.

é; the chee;> The

hov it
Richard and Mary watch +hetr—sorns thrxeugh—the—wimdow as Mark
sprlnts through the snow

15310 05—

~and _fiinge—irimserf frto—aplite—o
, followed -e+esely by Anthony, who uses Mark'’s footprints
as a path.

f
»w% Richard reaehes—eve:_ani'grasps Mary'’s hand
\GLCHP 5%

MARY

He’s been so strong for Anthony
this year.

L/ZanN
RICHARD

That’'s what older brothg dre

for.

4

INT. RESTAURANT - EVENING /DON']’ REPEATI

A poor man's -'pen51ve date

5 at a small table with Alicia (18), & beautifulgk\\x_J

ith kind eyes. Kﬂ? -
ALICIA ! CHAP gg

Look at us, eating out like adults

) ~—
MARK

TOEADLY SISy e "G 2%

Thank God I have a girlfriend
who’ll let this count

ALICIA 6é
Has everybody been holding up ok?

Y

Sometimes, a year feels

ernity ago, sometimes it
feels like it’s still happening

now. But we’re getting by

MARK

ATICIA
It’s still so surreal

L OJ‘
A«JM w,u(v{ 'N?" .r»] " L,,L'.le, L((o/n«r} ~ év—*J

{130 331
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MARK
I haven’t stopped feeling like the
middle child, even with Junior
gone. I’'m not sure I ever will.

Alicia takes Mark’s hand.

ALICIA :
You made a great younger brother,
L' but you make an even better older
jrv{ [ one, even if you don’'t notice it.
( S Mark squeezes her—tami—
—BReate
ALICIA
Have you and @ written any more
songs recently?
ne.
We've been busy with family, but
he’s always got something new to
show me,
ALICIA
i
Just one more semester until
Nashville.
<i%ark can’t help but smile. )
MARK

Just the three of us and enough
stupidity to make the leap.

ALICIA
Enough talent too, on your end.

MARK
I've just fooled you with my charm.

A WAITER arrives with the check.

ATICIA
Shut up and pay for my dinner then,
Prince Charming.

INT. MARK'S CAR - LATER

Mark and Alicia, headed back. Winter'’s early darkness .has. r

£eatteny

U



L B Rl
WM ‘/ﬂr 5 .
. 1@"“ ALICIA
I can’'t wait to tell your mom about
éaj? that place, she’d love it.

recommendation from you.
= A

' MARK
,7 (chuckling) = (1) BEsT WoRp
- he’'d love horse mea ased on a &”

he car turns the corper_£6 r
police lights in the street outside Mark's(neighbor’s/home.

%?K
Oh no, I ho that doesn’t have

anything do with that older
couple.

XT. LAUREN HOME\ - NIGHT

¢ \(u K . 6
LESSDETAI s 29 e i Ry iyt v >'

o I

Mgﬂ*

BV‘OUS" ' slumped, wearjifig aR expression|of broken h‘}-

0 . confusidns=+ A GRIM OFFICER (speaks towards hifi, but he ,}L
doesn’t seem to notice. P’j W

1t, start at the $1l"'ﬂ\

into nothi

Where are Mom and An

YSS‘- CHAP _5:;51. }E (voice Rggggli{inng )

our mother went with\the ][)
ambulance. I stayed to\ wait for “
you. ..

“ meh.
- RICHARD
U(Sk W He wasn’t wearing his new helmet, I

‘TD bought him a brand new helmet...

@
4 Ty




GRIM OFFICER
I'm so sorry, son, your brother
didn’t make it.

COLLEGE!!!!

Mark doesn’t wait for him o finish. He careens backwards for
a moment, knocking a lamp over with a CRASH before running,

out of control, up the stairs.

8 INT. MARK'S BEDROOM

Mark rushes into the room in a frenzy, SLAMMING the door/and
locking it behind him. He looks around in disbelief, loft.

His eyes lock onto the statue of the older brother
protectively holding the youriger, and he grabs it befpre
sliding to the floor against a wall as CHOKED SOBS fdrce

their way out of his body.

The lock RATTLES as Alicia tries to reach him.

LESS NFTAY
LESS DETAIL!

ALICIA
(sobbing)
Mark! Don’t be alone, please don't

be alone.
Mark dry heaves as his vision blurs...

Darkness. Long darkness.

Finally, the sound of footsteps CRUNCHING in fresh sno
rises, and we...

POV: Feet carefully step into gaps in the snow- freshly
trodden into existence by another pair walking just ahead.




Two brothers, headed home.

JUNIOR (21) walks in front. Tall, athletic, and confident.

MARK (17) follows, not quite as tall, not quite as athletic,

not quite as confident.

JUNIOR
Just a few days till your birthday,
huh?

MARK

Two. It's on Saturday.

JUNIOR
Heading home?

MARK
Yeah, every year.

Silence for a few steps.

JUNIOR
Must feel strange.
MARK
Why?
JUNIOR
I'm sure you've already thought
about it.
MARK

Thought about what?
Junior stops walking.

JUNIOR
Anthony was twelve. I never turned
twenty-two. In two days, you’ll be
the oldest brother.

MARK
That doesn’t make any sense, I'm
turning eighteen.

Junior stops.

JUNIOR
Take another look, little bro.

Mark looks down, confused.

1551 cupp-< %



10

11

12

He no longer looks 17. He’'s taller, stronger, and has facial

hair.

He looks up,

INT. MARK'S APARTMENT - MORNING

Mark, now 21, wakes from his dream, startled.

Superimpose: “Madison, Wisconsin: 7

He reads a note on the bedside table:

surprised to find himself alone.

10

“You looked so cute that I couldn’t wake you up. Happy early
birthday, see you tonight! :) Love, Steph”

He gets up.

EXT. UNIVERSITY OF WISCONSIN £AMPUS/- DAY

Spring_time in Madison. Flowers bloom and homeless folks
whistle, grateful for sunshine.

Mark, dressed in nice clothes, enters an office building.

INT. OFFICE

11

12

A well-dressed OFFICE BOSS sits behind a large desk. A model
bridge stretches across the surfacg. Behind the boss, a sign
reads: “Madison Engineering Company "/

Mark sits in a chair, facing the desk.

OFFICE BOSS
Well, Mark, .your academic credits
are exemplary, and you’ve been an
enormous help here over the last
few months.

MARK
Thank you, sir.

OFFICE BOSS
You’ll be graduating this May, is
that right?

MARK
Yes, sir.
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OFFICE BOSS
(smiling)
No need to be so formal. We’d love
for you to feel comfortable here,
especially since I'm offering you
an official position when you
graduate.

Mark’'s eyes widen.

OFFICE BOSS
No need to feign modesty, son. You
deserve it.

MARK
I guess I hardly realized how
quickly the time went by.

OFFICE BOSS
Don’t expect that to change.
Anyhow, I know that there are
probably some conversations that
you’ll need to have before jumping
into anything. I’'d love to hear

your response within a week if that

sounds ok to you.

MARK
Absolutely, sir. Thank you.

The office boss smiles warmly.

EXT. UNIVERSITY OF WISCONSIN CAMPU

Mark exits the building and walks down the sidewalk, slightly
dazed. Two sisters walking ahead of him, deep in

OFFICE BOSS
It’s an important time for you,
son. Enjoy it. Don’t rush yourself.
I'll be looking forward to hearing
from you in a week.

13

conversation. The OLDER SISTER stares at her phone as she

walks.

The YOUNGER SISTER follows close behind her.

YOUNGER SISTER
It’s called “State Street Treals'n

OLDER SISTER
I know, hold on a minute. I can’t
get any reception here.
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15

10.

Older sister keeps walking, too fixated on her phone to 7]
notice “State Street Treats” on her right. Younger sister '
keeps following, watching her sister too closely to look
around.
Mark cell RINGS. He answers.
MARK |

Dad, hi! ---Yeah, in the morning.

I'll be there around two. —---I

know, hey, hold on a second, I've “L /Z

got something to tell you.
Mark's carefree tone isn’t quite matched by his face. ym/a}v
CUT TO:

EXT. MARK'’S APARTMENT BUILDING -~ LATER

Big, boring place.

Mark approaches and sees a GUY playing guitar with his back
turned near the gate. That upside-down bowl of a haircut

looks really familiar to Mark...

He's closer, and now in disbelief...

-~
Jake?! HARE g\ W

The guy stops playing, faces Mark. This is JAKE. He's YSS!CHAP gg
confident and almost always smiling, with a magnetic )

personality.

JAKE
How does martyrdom taste four years
down the road?

Mark stares. Jake stares. Mark stares. Jake smiles.

INT. COFFEE SHOP - MINUTES LATER. 15

Festive place. Photos, lights, the works. Mark and Jake s \4?
at a small table. Jake doesn’t seem to notice the size, iS’CHAPB

leans on it, writing on a napkin.

JAKE
What was that I said to you right
before we came over here? Something
about the bitter taste of martyrdom
or something? That was bad-ass.
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MARK
Lyrics?

Jake winks, finishes writing, and takes a deep breath.

JAKE
I know you think you’re being
noble, but listen, man. It isn’t
too late.

MARK
What, to go through with our
college-years plans? I can’t say I
agree.

JAKE L
No dude, fuck the college-years . -L»IH
plans. I did my best at those solo. t n

Now it’s the life plans, man. p
Searaltmlh —

Much too lite,|in that case.

AK
Listen, after working my ass off
for four years, I've got three
weeks of recording dates booked in
Nashville in a month, plenty of
studio musician buddies, and a {%ﬁl
third of an album written. This is

—THD album, man. -

MARK
Didn’t you already do a couple?

JAKE
Alright, make me admit it. I needed
you. I wrote with you my whole life
till these past few years. I need
you back for this one. Forget this
shit and come live the dream.

Mark stares.
JAKE
(singing)
I neeeeeed you back. Turn back the
clockkkkk.
I have to get to dinner with my L!v
girlfriend. It was nice seeing you C\'LW W 'Y J’

Mark abruptly gets up and walks away.
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12.

Jeff has ¥w number!

Mark stops a moment, nods, and walks out.

INT. MARK'’S APARTMENT - EVENING 16

The small kitchen table looks a lot nicexr dressed up. Mark
sits with his girlfriend, STEPHANIE (22). She’s needle-sharp

and self-sufficient. Natural red hair, straightened.ldbh

7

Remnants of birthday cake color their plates. QrMLRfl )

STEPHANIE
Mark! Congratulations! My
boyfriend, the engineer.

Mark tries on a smile that doesn’t quite fit.

MARK
Thanks, Steph. I’'ve got a week to
get back to him,

STEPHANIE
What is it?

Not much gets by her.

MARK
It's not like I wasn’t expecting
the offer. I just didn’t know what
it would feel like when it really

happened.

STEPHANIE
You don’t want the job, do you?

MARK
It isn’t like that——

STEPHANTIE
—Tt/is like that.

Beat.

MARK
Not fully.

She raises her eyebrows. He breaks.

MARK
Who's ever sure?



STEPHANIE
Have you talked to your parents?

MARK
I told my Dad about it. I didn’t
get out much else, though. He was
pretty excited.

STEPHANIE
I'm glad for him,

B

Stephanie moves her chair closer to Mark and takes his hand.

Beat.

STEPHANIE
But I want you to feel excited by
your Jjob more than I want him to.

MARK
It isn’t just about me.

MARK
Hey, don’t worry, it just hasn’'t
hit me yet. In a few days, the
excitement’ll kick in.

STEPHANTE
Just remember that it'’s your
choice, nobody else’s.

~ Lol

LS,

V=" & 7
ikt

leans in and kisses Mark’s cheek softly. Mark puts his

Sh
LESS DHA”.! arr?l around her and leans his head against hers.

MARK
(softly)
I know. I love you.
STEPHANIE
Just use that week, o0k?
MARK
(smiling)
You got it.
2
0
17 EXT. LAUREN HOME - AFTERNOON
Mzl dreams—,
Winter.

17

Mark stands in the snow-covered yard of his home facing the
front door, a snowy trail of footprints left behind him.



14.

Suddenly, he hears a CRUNCH of snow and turns to see Anthony
standing several yards behind him, wearing a puffy winter

jacket.

THONY
Hey, M .

Anthony walks past Mark and sits on the front steps.

HeYr’EBQdygyﬁﬂf/<7

ANTHONY
You’'re coming home for your
birthday, right?

MARK
That’s right.

ANTHONY
Are you going to take that job?

How did y find out about that, ya
little eak?

Anthony shrugs.,
ANTHONY
Are you goimg to take it?

gl o)

1BRK
I guess/igigii;h.

ANTHONY
Cool. Will it be fun?

MARK
Definitely.
—Antheny smiles.
ANTHONY

Let’s go play the piano!
Mexk—frowns., —

MARK
Later, buddy. Our hands are too
cold.
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19

20

15.

Anthony shrugs and runs inside the house. Mark begins to take
a step to follow him as we...

CUT TO:
0";\._ Sfﬂb L—V(/
INT. MARK'S APARTMENT - MORNING 18
Mark wakes as Stephahie/shakes him light{y.
STEPHANIE
Up and em’N, I want to see you
off before I hsad home.
EXT. PARKING LOT - AN HOUR LATER. 19
Mark and Stephanie stand outside Mark’'s car.
STEPHANIE
I'll be able to make it there for
the last few days of break.
MARK
(smiling)
I’'1ll find some way to manage till
then.
STEPHANIE
I'm just a phone call away.
They kiss.
INT, MARK'§ C - MIDDAY, 20

Mark passes signs for Chicago. The car phone RINGS{ Mark
accepts the call and immediately speaks.

MARK
About another hour.

Richard’s voice comes through the speaker.

RICHARD -
A hello would be nice.

MARK
Hey, Dad-oh.
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RICHARD
(sarcastically)
Hello, son. How long until you'll
arrive?

MARK
About another hour.

Richard chuckles.

RICHARD
. Drive safe, your mom
and I will see you soon.

PROCFREAD!

16.

21



PROOFREAD!

SOUTHMOUNT HIGH SCHOOL - COMPUTER LAB - AFTERNOON 7DEADLY S,NS!

at’s practi

unassuming beauty,

< _—yssiomp SO

er, a NK WORD._DOCUMENT. Her faingers above

In front of
YSS'CHAP s ( the keys, now1ng hat wor%Lkhmo write but notffhaving “ffie will
7

to write the . \..A,CJY(
She sets her hands down an ks out the window. The sun

hangs just above the SOUTHMOUNT TADIUM: the prioleE ,
and jewel of this small Virginia town. She closes the SS DETA".!
cohiute reottectstrer—thinge, then—teavess

P
4O0L - COURTYARD - AFTERNOON 2

1 INT.

Rows ows of old computers in a rog
y( say /for one person. MICHAE
computer staring at h

2 EXT. SOUTHMOUNT HIGH &€

255 nly go hlng ut this
gn and football te erythlng
i passes by JOCK always

¢ with their leader, DEREK
& ever had one.
o

<K —she—doesnmrt notize the other—greup+— SDT !
WAM! She body slams into SA%L-if Coraline were older and a é{bj

bitch. 0?4/
SAM

Ow! You fucking slut!

SOUTHMOUNT HIGH SCHOO
place is its foundati
else can take a hike.
horsing around. Her
\) — Hitler’s perfect child if

MIC LA
I'm sorry Samf, I didn’'t see you--

SAM
(feeling r forehead)
--Aghh, God,”what the hell?
Her POSSE helps Sam onto her feet. Michaela tries to get up
but is pushed by = )
F S

They walk away except for one. Fhis—its~RACHEL, SO CHARACTER
DESCRIPTION, She looks as if she’s going to help Michaela bﬁ_7

walks away./
LESS DETAY Fuck you too, 3:’;/

She , brushes herself off, -ar€ heads for the parking

lot. Sht - Q&hk <i:)

u re fucklng gOl




3 EXT. SOUTHMPUNT - VARIOUS LOCATIONS - AFTERNOON

A once(popular oal mining town. Dilapidated businesses
litter Ehe—ﬁo ntown area. The middle-class doesn’t exist
anymore, I § ;nstead+F%:46—a fragile

alliance between rich and poor. vd&g

Michaela is one of the rich, but she’s not like them. <7

4 EXT. SOUTHMOUNT - MICHAELA'S HOME - AFTERNOON 4

Mlchaela pulls into a beautlful brown and gree @ <She—

LESS DETAIL! =

5 INT. MICHAELA’'S HOME - FOYER - AFTERNOON

5
It’'s a“chic pemé&, with family portraits) and other memorabilia
hanging off the walls. She takes oes off.

MICHAELA llwﬁ' PN 7
[ ;M

Hello?
No answer. Big surprlse pShe—hea&s—ﬂpstairs“

1 BEST WORD LAS

6 ryk NT. MICHAELA'S HOME - MICHAELA’S ROOM - AFTERNOON 6

‘) —_Hhéhe tosses her shit on the bed. The room is coverai/i; sports
mementos, none of which resonate with Southmount . YShe has
everything from baseball to, boxi g but her shring is tXI}IP/
dedicated to , football, 11}3 l/%

Texans to Seahawks, 49%9ers to Patriots, she has it all. A
LAPTOP rests|in the center of it. She eits—douwn —ame opens it

P(D to a blank rd document.

Nothing. She looks around-h¢:=¥eum“tr to come up with
something. Her eye catches her 1 |

—She—sets—arr OLD CORKBOARD

MICHAELA

Shit...

The corkboard is covered in pictures of two girls: Michaela

and Rachel. Phe—teop—weads BEST FRIENDS FOREVER.

15—
,_Ii_g;heé and Rachel at camp, first day of school, family
vacations. one photo in particular: Rachel and

Michaela wearing Southmount jerseys, cheering on the game.
She crumples it wup—and, tosses it in a garbage can -kefores

retking—downstaimes / / : 5(

Isicmp S 2 — ot gk




7 INT. MICHAELA'S HOME - KITCHEN - AFTERNOON 7

ZTherelsg—a-note on the counter..t reads: “Michaela, Dad and I
are working late and won’t be back till tomorrow. Sorry Hun,

Love MOM”,

She goes straight for the fridge, grabs a pre-made snack of
carrots, apples, s, and takes a seat at the kitchen

table., It'’s quief say fgr the h?ﬁ’ f the A/C.

Her PHONE rings. ave— ZEG'EH[,
MICHAELA W
Jack? " —
JACK (V.O0.) < " r’/‘l
——Hey!~What the hell happened today, ”b? b

you just left.

MICHAELA P RN

L I couldn’'t think
of anything so I decided to go
home.

JACK (V.O.)
SB }v’ak. //,/////1:1\Qh_gnmd, would you mind letting me
in?

e g
QLVA Michaela, shocked, heads for the door.
' JACK, a sweet kid with boyish looks, stands in her kitchen.

\\\\hfiiiiiii—i?ntinues to eat.
"% @Iﬁgn talk?

oo CHAELA M\/DL_:_ ¢w)~(/( M .7

JACK
happened today! You ran into
f the bitch brigade.

MICHAELA
Shit, does--

JACK
-—¥eahy everyone knows.-Etva

~mall town, Michaela.-

MICHAELA
It wasn’t that big of a deal! And I
apologized!



' JACK
That’s not what I heard...

Eye roll.

MICHAELA
Big fucking surprise/

JACK
They say that you pushed her over
because you were jealous.

MICHAELA
—dJdeateows of what?

JACK
That she’s dating Derek.

MICHAELA
...God! Why are people so stupid!?

JACK
tekTPEOC gonna ' at

—they want to-beliewe~ They also

said that you have super-human
strength, so you have that going
for you,which is nice...

/

Michaela is not amused.

JACK (CONT'D)
How’s your paper?

MICHAE
3;:53\' It’s..;/ggiag7’5l§:;;s.

JAC
You haven’'t"started it.

ARTLA
I can’t ink of anything!

JACK
Don‘t think, just write!

MICHAELA
Every time I do, I just... zone out
or something.

Jack sits/?fyd/next to her.

JACK
What’'s your topic?



e sli o
MICHAELA
It’s about the football season.
JACK LQ
Oh yes, a Southmount staple. (5
MICHAELA

And I really want to give it to
those homo-erotic/phobic assholes
who think that they own this town!

X~
Aﬂ i mean/lﬂ

Yeah, yea know

[/
Lo
(f;th are for wori;é}“’gz_ﬂfﬂ#f’fﬁﬁ

I'm—sume you’ll think of something.
It’s all there, you just have to
draw it out.

He gets Up—ame collects his things. !/

JACK, (CONT D)
I guess write if-e because

you're a wrlter...

MICHAELA
I get it, but that’s not why I'm
pissed.
Jack is puzzled.
MICHAELA
Rachel just stood tﬁére r Sam

berated me!

JACK
Why?

MICHAELA ( 77\»
How the hell should.I know?(/;e [A{l brAa*

didn’t bother to hii; me up, she

just... I don’t know Dg”fﬁfpﬂﬂ

JACK
Bitches be crazy.

Michaela gives him the look.



MICHAELA

—werk ©on THiZ paper.

Thanks for coming over bud.

JACK
Anytime. You’re the only person I
know who’1ll work on homework on a
Friday night.

/Czéﬂle smiles., Leaves.

8 INT. MICHAEFRALS—HOME—= MICHAELA'S ROOM - AFTERNOON 8
its down and starts typing.
TIME PASSES.
Her trash can is filled to the brim. She rubs her eyes and
looks at the clock.
MICHAELA
shit, {4/ midnight...
Her stomach growls. Sighs. She gets up and heads downstairs.
9 EXT. WOODS - NIGHT 9
am, battered, beaten and bruised, rushes through the trees.
e’'s) stumbles.
?mﬂmﬁ“ SAM |
Can't... can’t let them find me...
can't... please, please.

A branch(snaps) Sam perks up, waits, then runs like hell.

UPPERCASET .

10 INT. MICHAELA’S HOME - KITCHEN - NIGHT
Michaela makes her way to the fridge. Opens it and looks
around.

11 EXT. WOODS - NIGHT M A Vv 11

feet, male. They avoid every
loud thing in the woods.
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13

14

15

16

Sam still runs like a bat out of hell.

INT, MICHAELA’S HOME - KITCHEN - NIGHT
Michaela goes to the pantry and decides to eat a box of Cheez

its.

EXT. WOODS - NIGHT 13

Sam rushes through the forest, mumbles to herself when she
comes to--

EXT. MICHAELA’'S HOME -~ BACKYARD - NIGHT

--The edge of Michaela'’s backyard. Michaela can be seen
through the kitchen window. Sam is relieved.

SAM
H--11

A hand covers her mouth and she’s dragged back into darknees.

ESS DETAIL!

INT. MICHAELA'S HOME - KITCHEN - NIGHT
Michaela perks up. She shrugs, it’s nothing. When--

—--A KNOCK AT THE DOOR

INT. MICHAELA’S HOME - FOYER - NIGHT

She slowly makes her way to the door. Before she reaches iti-

MICHAELA
--Hello?

RACHEL (0.S.)
Mick!? It’s Rachel!!

Michaela opens the front door. Rachel looks worried. She
tries to step inside. Michaela stops her.

MICHAELA
One more step and I’ll call the
police, '

RACHEL

Please, PLEASE Mick, I need your
help. I can’t find Sam and--



Mom?

YSS! CHAP <8

e 40 is the new 30 1ook, holds

ICHAELA'’S MOT
one finger g#.

MOM
Ok... ok, I'll call you later. Bye.

She hangs up.

MOM (CONT'’D
Hi sweetie, hoW-wasyour night?

MICHAELA
Fine, when did you get home?

MOM
Late last night, here sit.

BEST WORD LAST!

Michaela [gits géwn on the couch.

MOM (CONT'’D)
Ok... I just got off the phone with
Rachel’s mother--

MICHAELA
--I want nothing to do with her!

MOM
I know, I know. That’s not what
this is abaut.| It appears your
classmate Sam was found dead this

morning.

MICHAELA
.+ .wWhat?

MOM
Oh, i1t’s awful isn’t it? Just
awful, she seemed like such a sweet

girl.
Michaela can’t believe it. Mom gives her a hug.

MOM (CONT'D)
Who could ever do such a thing?

MICHAELA
How'’s Rachel?



10.

MOM
Oh... she’s fine. A bit shaken up.
Apparently, she hasn’t come out of
her room all day.

Michaela starts to get up.

MICHAELA
I... I need some air.

EXT. SOUTHMQUN - MORNING ONT REPEAT!
' sﬁg ’W

CKROAD
Michaela a%ong—ﬁmﬂi%—é;;eaiai*rcﬁﬂB. She pulls over to
the side of the road, gets out and pukes.

7



[ TR 5 pro- LwJ : Lok e

EXT. FARMHOUSE

}Vl" e see an old far use barely ban the line of)
LESSDETA“.! rundown shit-sha urrounded by gtepy—Strands of yellowing

grass and the gut remains

a Chevy truck. The air ig thick with grey muck 00”,
A train HORN edfl be heard-in the distance. rﬁfpal‘/
ELLIE (V.0.)

ome to my life.
-Grzvel CRUNCHES ws ELLIE walks into frame via dusty
gravel drivewa@

/ Ellie is 20, all—American"é@ e pretty, but she hides

it behind unkempt hair and a baggy flannel. ‘NL"( Ed

”X
M\'

ELLIE (V.0.)
A world with all the potential to
be something great, yet held back
b he unforgiving laws of reality.
\)

s es J.0
E11ld h i t . Lhe—atmosphere—i= 47'
b o howzsgi?viwﬁe%arﬁmt she sees '4/(/

something more.

ELLIE (V.O.)
Why can't real life be more like
the movies?

—=S=1-re—=%1-f-sq her hands gZ& create a rectangle franie-evef-helgoé? _
4/['/

v
@Ellle s ha e seves-hen frame %ﬂﬁ the
hs The scenery magically chan

\PPER

ELLIE (V. O )

One flnal touch . Brlng down the
horn, and up w1th

7DEADLYS|NS| Crickets CHIRP mu81cally,/‘a companying the scenery.

Ellie stends—backy admlr er vision.
ESS DETAIL!

{DEADLY smst



NIGHT

Upp ER El . marpae]

ramped but cozy.
by a wood stovd.

The kind of place that

ELLIE (V.O.)

So, this is going to be confusing.

Pay close attention, I'll try to

explain everything as quickly and

clearly as I can...

by,forcing Ellie to move

fomething larg and fluffy darts
aside. ){ /

ELLIE
'Scuse me, Marilyn!

DAN (0.S.)
She's off to find her boyfriend.

- NIGHT

see’DAN (73) stepping inse—she—doerway—

. Using his back to keep it propped open,
he blows cigarette smoke outgide.

INT. ELLIE'S HOUSE

¥ ELLIE (V.O.)
L/ ity Okay, so this immediately throws
le off.

scriptive images)fill the screeyss.,CHAP S\7

INT. BATHROOM - DAY

<7
Dan » star$AY in the mirror, grooming himself.

| ELLIE (V.O.)
TUFB\N.YSHS / His deep forehead wrinkles, wispy
ULL white strands of hair that he
. (MORE)

P Y r— oo TN



UPPERCASE!

ELLIE (V.0.) (cont'd)
INSISTS on meticulously combing
over that poor, shiny bald head of
his every morning with a can of '
Consort for Men, and beer belly 7 el
that only grows so glorious with
age, would portray that he is my
grandfather, right?

DARK LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

ELLIE (V.O.)
Well, this is Dan, my quickly
approaching 74 year-old dad. He's
the kind of guy that idolizes Clint
Eastwood and only watches FOX news.
In short, he loves guns, a good

one-liner, is moderately racist,
/ﬁgﬁﬁgg'eves Obama is the
nti-hrist.

(A

INT. ELLIE'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT E?

Reality sets b as a ghunk% blonde cat brushesg Ay~

DAN
She is big, blonde, and beautiful,
what wouldn't the tom cats of the
town like?

Ellie gives a half-hearted chuckle. She looks at Dan; he's
focused on his cigarette--clearly his vice.

ELLIE
(skeptical)
I thought your cigarettes
"magically" disappeared this

morning?
DAN W/
Apparently, your mom uses the same
hiding place she used to hide your —
sister's, 20 figure.
cosses (4

Ellie shrugs) amd «watks ewer to the fridge.

This is an
on-going family battle with no end in sighi;iih‘—gnv
DAN ’ C//# S7
\

Everyone's coming over for dinner

tonight, you know? Your mother

figured we should have one last big

hoopla all together before you
(MORE)



DAN (cont'd)
leave us for bigger and better
things... Her words, not mine.

1llie,«helding—the—fridge—door-asiear, i ff t th
LEss DETML‘ Ehomllght. She grabs a cylindrical jar sglol(iaszsa-em;—ﬂpem—the-—t z
s+de

ELLIE _
And how much is she spending on
this dinner?

DAN
(sighing)
I'll put it this way, if the store
was giving away whole roast
chickens, she'd buy the lobster.

ELLIE
(feeling guilty)
I'm sorry... I told her not to make

an ordeal out of it.

DAN
This is your mother we're talking
about. ..

Dan takes one last, long drag on his cigarette before
tossing it in a rusty old coffee tin behind the door.

DAN
(motioning outside)
Better head over to the cottage and
see what you can do to help.

Behind Dagf Q small, stone cottage emmmPe—seerm with smoke

flowing £ the chimney.
Ellie takes a de th and sighs heaw efore popping
a large olive(her mouth)\ holding 1t a chipmunk.
J& ELLI V.O.
(muffled) 70[40
Prepare yourselves [}2””37

Whereas the main hous
dlshes, the cottage is

gpace— Every nook an(ﬁmogﬁw;

cranny is filled with etz que of sorts.

CINDY
e (as though weary f a

PROOFREAD.Hel Los stranger)
Ty 2
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PROOFREAD!
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CIND

of the hal towels; arou

wod her head.
o FUEEZE £ ApnEp.
ERCASEL |

Alrighty, how do I best describe my
mother. .. ‘7

L

5.
rom behlnd a bathroom doorway at the m'CH‘P ] ///

A
INT. COTTAGE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

A bookshelf illed with old, antique books, vintage
figurines, ahd pictures documenting Cindy's life.

A much younger version of Cindy stand gleamln
camera, next to a slightly thinner and

ELLIE (V.0.)
This fine spectacle is my mom. The
"perfect housewife, with the
well-to-do older husband." Might as
well be the Ivana Trump of the
county. She's nearly twenty years
younger than my dad, but as you can
see by her vast antique collection,
she's always been drawn to older
things. Why is she in this tiny,
stone cottage you ask?

INT. DEPARTMENT STORE -~ DAY

A CASHIER hands back Cindy's credit card. e, turns his

computer screen toward her, =g Clndy stares” in horrori=t=
, "DECLINED,"

ELLIE (V.0O.) (CONT'D)
Well, right around the time my dad
lost his job during the recessi

o
—aad- the incessant string of t3
financial argumerits ensued. pﬁOl’gI

,/
*S BEDROOM - NIGHT

INT. ELLIE'S HOUSE PARENT+S
frrdy—Tays—in bed with a crazy look in her eye. Dan

SNORES heavily\next to her.

She holds a pillow over ea unsu hether to place it

over her—owa—fare—sx Dan's 6""7\_ &{ #/
ELLI NT 'D 67
(co ) /ﬁj é/fﬁ

.He apparently developed a
horrendous snoring problem, which
prompted my mom to move to the only
spare bedroom available. The one in

(MORE)



ELLIE (V.O. )y, QNT'D) (cont'd)
our cottage, a total of fleet

away. Now to be fair, m{ dad has
always been a bit of an obnoxious LJQ

snorer, but it just simply didn't
seem to be an issue until he was
unable to support her frivolous
lifestyle anymore, that's when she
decided she couldn't stand to sleep
in the same bed as him..,.
Depressing? You betcha.

INT. COTTAGE - HALLWAY - NIGHT

Ellie is slightly more jarred this

ity sets back i

ELLIE
Mom, it's just me.

Ellie walks up to the(doorway

BATHROOM - NIGHT
<

e tweezes a stray whlsker péeﬁmﬁmm—he*-cﬁim’mﬁ}’é;

A

INT. COTTAGE g

CINDY
Oh good! Honey, I need you to get
some things ready for tonight okay?

7DEADLY ms @dy doesn't linc]@ she yanks the stray hair fmq I.'
DEADLY NS} "7 - Y o,

CINDY

I'm sure your father has left the
house an absolute mess, so I need
you to vacuum and mop quick, put

away the dishes in the sink, and

feed the animals, okay?

It's just Shanno®’ and Mary coming
CIN

over right?
And they're briuging the boys and

the kids! I won't have people
coming into the house in the state
it's in!

ELLIE
Right, I understand.



7 DEADLY SINS! 7,

Ellige 7o head back over to the main house.

HOUSE - HALLWAY - NIGHT

INT

Ellie vacuums around the furniture swiftly without looking,
she's done this a million times before.

s
\J
V}P She returns to Swiffer Wet Jet after her tracks.
d\_.c' ELLIE (V.O.)
When I asked why life couldn't be
more like a movie, Cinderella

wasn't quite the fist film I would
have had in mind to emulate...

A light flickers then blows with a POP above Ellie's head.

She pauses and examines the new, dark and somber feel of the
room.

She slightly rolls her thumb and pointer finger together as
though adjusting a dial.

The light in the room changes subtly growing to a warm, :7

/k inviting glow.
‘{. |f ELLIE (V.0.) (/LJJJ" W(/é

Much better.

She walks into the other room, the light fading as she goes.

/ﬂ%‘(\ INT. ELLIE'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT

Ellie is at the sink up to her elbows in soapy suds.

/VP ; k She looks forward and sees herself in the reflection of
window.
P
\&\2ﬂ The frame gives the appearance of a cage.
/ She frowns slightly when the doorbell RINGS,

N A BEAT % st-
Qy | MARY (0.S.) L’LK/{’-

There she is, Miss World Traveler ZE? 74
' ~
to be... ‘ b/. AT

y nearly fully
a pregnant mom
ooks a like

MARY (24) waddles inside. Her pregnant be
ripe. She's everything your typical idea o
isn't. Covered in tattoog and piercings, she
former Hot Topic model.

Ellie wipes a small soap bubble off her forehead with the
side of her arm. She looks at Mary.

Reality pauses.



ELLIE (V.0.)
Oh Mary... My infamous older
gsister. Same name as the world's
most famous virgin, and yet my
sister couldn't have sprinted Z*:
further away from her name'® Jo
biblical roots.

T:j/J\(KﬂSAHD&¥§. ELLIE'S HOUSE - BEDROOM - NIGHT

——_—a—'—"’/—.—— i )
A large, wooden bunk bed fills the room. The top half is
decorated bé glow-in-the-dark stars and planets.

)-

: <<
The bottom is hidden by a massive, Bob Marley sheet

draped over the side. The glow of a blacklight shines around
the edges. ‘

ELLIE (V.0.)
When we were growing up, I shared a
room with Mary... It was definitely
a learning experience. Like oh,
pain management techniques?

YOUNG MARY's hand sneaks out from under the sheet, signaling
a YOUNG ELLIE (9) to climb down from the top bunk.
g;Zet,

Ellie looks frightene
revealing Mary and

ut hops down and movesg t
ELLIE (Vv.0.)

2207
...There was the time I was

ﬁ(/[FF(AN instructed to sit there and pinch
r? this random girl's arm as hard as I
could to try and distract her from
the pain of my sister jamming a
thick, three point seven millimeter
safety pin through her belly
button.

The curtain falls back down as a SCREECH is heard.

Ellie's head darts from behind the curtain and hangs over
the side of the bed, gagging.

EXT. MIDDLE SCHOOL PARKING LOT - DAY

Ellie stands waiting patiently by the carpo

Mary walks in front of Ellie surrounded be/ sleazy teenagers,
v ns wearing baggy, black clothing with chain £ serve no
LESS DFT“ " logical purpose, smoking cigarettes and u$ing curse—werds in

gsporadic bursts.
i ] MARY rs‘s:/C//lp (S‘ /
~

Damn lame!



WEIRDO 1
That's just... Shit!

PROOFREAD! | ours sicenS220 2 Gl

ELLIE (V.O.) ;71'(7
< -_—

Essentially, Mary was the poster
girl for the angsty, problem

teenager. .. - /.
/{ﬁ:- e A

INT, ELLIE'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT cﬁ*
Q(,Mé d

Reality continues as MAX (26), Mary's boyfriend shufflles in
behind her carrying their 3 year-old DAMIEN, a diapm ']f\-’

YSS'CHAP 6% and a casserole dish.

Cindy rushes in from the dining room to sweep Damien out of

Max's arms.
Acxe —

CINDY (,é«ﬁ f,c(/&y\—f

Here's my little munchkin!

She begins streaming together a jumbled, eccentric mix of [
"ooh's" "ahh's" to gain his attention. Wj//% /

Cindy looks up to Mary.

CINDY '
Do I not even get a hello from you? &h,yl

Mary quickly fakes a smile.

RY
Of course, Mltﬁ! Hi! Is dinner
ready? Max lhas to get to open at
work early tomorrow so we can't
stay long.

Cindy starts to protes?ljéhe doorbell RINGS again.

INT. ELLIE! - HALLWAY - NIGHT

A mass/0f 4 people flle into the narrow hallway, stampeding
towards €he kitchen

She looks at the incoming horde with wide eyes. A symphony
of CRYING, ARGUING, and LAUGHTER creates an overwhelming

commotion.

Cindy pokes her head out of the kitchen and jumps in front
of the mass.

NDY

Dinner is gerved!
A ‘W
> /



