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FADE | N:
EXT. HOUSE - N GHT

A light glows frominside. Two cars in the driveway. Cricket
chirps interrupted by the clink of dishes fromthe

| NT. KI TCHEN - CONTI NUOUS
ASHLEY BROUSSARD, 34, figure-hugging red pajamas, unloads the
di shwasher. She's at her wits end. Exami nes a dish, renoves a

stain with her nail.

Leani ng agai nst the counter is GARY, 36. Arns fol ded. Tense.
So close to blowi ng his cool.

Ashl ey struggles to keep her voice | ow

ASHLEY
A kid in Colorado commtted suicide
over sonething like this. |I'm not

gonna |l et her becone a statistic.

GARY
What he is, is a boy, Ash. Pure and
sinple. That's what God intended him
to be.

ASHLEY
God, or whatever, intended himto be a
girl. Can't you see that? He's six
now, Gary. Ckay? Six...

GARY
| know hold old he is.

ASHLEY
He's been saying he's a girl since he
was three. You know what he asked ne
the other day? He asked nme why CGod
messed up and nmade him a boy.

Gary pounds his fist into his open hand.



GARY
By all natural |aw he's a boy. He
shoul d be playing with basketballs and
footballs. You' re buying himdolls and
dr esses.

Ashl ey rises fromthe di shwasher, puts the plate down.
ASHLEY

You' re enbarrassed, aren't you? You're
enbarrassed of her.

GARY
You're right. | am enbarrassed. He,
she -- whatever -- is ruining this
famly. And you're buying into it.
Feeding it.

Gary turns his back on her, opens the door.

ASHLEY
Were the hell are you goi ng?

GARY
Qut. | can't take this shit anynore.

She tightly grips his arm

ASHLEY
You' re drinking again.

He jerks his arm away, al nost sends her flying.
GARY
Let go of nme. And who the fuck could
blame me if | was?

He sl anms the door hard enough to rattle the cabinets.

Ashl ey puts her hands down on the counter, stares out the
w ndow. From down the hall, a quiet voice --

CHARLIE (O S.)
Moy ?



She wi pes her face. Conposes herself.

ASHLEY
"' m com ng, honey. Mommy's com ng.

EXT. BAR - N GHT

The local watering hole -- SIT "N SIP -- illumnated in
flickering red neon. Two cars out front.

| NT. BAR - NI GHT

The lights are down |ow, a quiet country tune plays. C ean
pl ace. The polished nahogany decor | ooks al nost inviting.

Behind the bar is BILL DOMNING Cosing in on retirenment age,
he dries a glass wth a bar rag.

Seated across the bar is Gary. On edge but |oosening up. He
fingers the rimof an enpty rocks gl ass.

Bl LL
More cl ub soda?

Gary nods.

GARY
Yeah.

Bill fills the gl ass.
The ting ting of a bell above the door as it opens.

MONI CA, late-thirties, struts in. Atired |ooking bar fly in a
denimskirt with knock-off heels.

She sits a few seats down, lights a cigarette and drops her
cheap bag on the bar. Her eyes imediately find Gary.

Bill hustles over, greets her with a kiss on the cheek. He
makes her a colorful drink, sets it down.

She nmotions for himto cone in close.



Bill nods, shuffles back to Gary. He places down a shot gl ass,
pulls out a bottle and carefully pours.

Gary's eyes w den

Bl LL
From the | ady down yonder

It's so tenpting and he wants it bad. Very bad. He stares at
it long and hard.

Finally --

MONI CA
If you're not gonna drink it the | east
you can do is say thanks.

A reluctant grin. A shameful pause.

GARY
Thanks.

She sips her own drink, elegantly flips her |ong chestnut
hair. Despite a worn appearance, her voice is seductively
snoot h.

MONI CA
You' re wel cone. You know, | don't
think I've seen you here before. New
around t hese parts?

GARY

| don't really... conme here that nuch.
MONI CA

Marri ed?
GARY

Twel ve years.

MONI CA
Sonme girls have all the luck, huh?

Gary runs his finger along the rimof the glass, then quickly
removes it as if he had touched a hot stove coil.



MONI CA
Ki ds?

He | aughs to hinself.

GARY
Yeah. A boy.

MONI CA
(defiant)
| have a boy, too. Haven't seen himin
years.

GARY
How come?

She finishes her drink.

MONI CA
Di f f er ences.

HUM HUM

Gary reaches into his pocket, pulls out his cell. Checks it
but doesn't answer.

MONI CA
That her?

GARY
Yeah.

Gary rises. He's gotta |leave. A ten hits the bar, then a | ook
in Monica's direction. He grabs the shot glass, raises it to
his lips, closes his eyes and --

-- pours it down his throat.

He blinks, shakes his head. It's been a long tinme. He takes a
step, stunmbles slightly. His feet pull him Mnica s way. Wen
he gets cl ose enough, she grabs himby the arm

MONI CA
You know where to find ne if ever..
You know.



He submts. Her warmfingers on his skin. Then he sees it --

Ugly red tendrils of track marks snaking al ong the inside of
her arm Sprouting froma raised blue vein. |Infected.

He recoils, pulls away. He checks his hip on the jukebox,
stunbles to the door, opens it. He exits. The door closes. The
ting ting of the bell above, the nusic stops and..

EXT. CAR - N GHT

Par ked on the side of a quiet highway. Gary, stone-faced,
behi nd the wheel. Daunting blue and red |ights dance across
his face.

A portly POLICE OFFI CER, forties, nmakes his way to the car. He
checks the registration sticker, |ooks inside.

POLI CE OFFI CER
Li cense and registration.

Gary hands it over, the officer checks it.

POLI CE OFFI CER
Do you know why | pulled you over,
sir?

Gary | ooks down, shakes his head.

GARY

POLI CE OFFI CER
You were driving erratically back
t here.

GARY
| received a text frommnmy wfe.
t hought it m ght be inportant.

The officer shines a light in the car, scans around.

POLI CE OFFI CER
Had anything to drink tonight?



GARY
| quit three years ago.

POLI CE OFFI CER
But | asked if you' ve had anything
t oni ght .

GARY
| had one drink a couple hours ago.

SIDE OF THE ROAD - LATER

The officer watches as Gary wal ks, heel-to-toe, along the
yel l ow |i ne bordering the shoul der.

A car zips by. Crazy LAUGHTER from i nsi de.

POLI CE OFFI CER
Ckay. You don't have to go any
further.

Gary stops on the line. He hangs his head, stares down at
shoes. Blue and red lights flashing on the asphault.

Gary's cell HUMS inside his pocket. He reaches for it --

POLI CE OFFI CER
Keep your hands out of your pockets!

Gary whi ps around, does as he's told.

GARY
It's ny wife. She want to know -

POLI CE OFFI CER
| don't care. Never do that. Ever. You

wanna get shot?

GARY

POLI CE OFFI CER
| didn't think so.

The officer hands Gary his |icense back.

hi s



POLI CE OFFI CER
Gonna let you go with a warning, sir.
You don't appear to be intoxicated.

GARY
Thank you.

The of ficer heads back to his cruiser.

POLI CE OFFI CER
And stay off your cell phone.
(opens his door)
Damm things' || get you kill ed.

Di spatch cones through on his vest radio.

POLI CE OFFI CER
Roger. En-route.

The crui ser kicks back gravel as it pulls away.

Gary on the side of the road. Deer in the head |lights | ook on
his face. He gets his wallet, slides his information back in.

There, in a slip of clear plastic -- a

Pl CTURE

It's his son. Daughter? Can't be nore than four. |nnocent
smle on his face. No troubles or worries. Never been |lied to.

Just. .. happy.

Gary searches the sky. Black mdnight, few stars. No easy
answer s anywhere.

He | ooks back down.
GARY

(softly)
Goddanmmi t .



EXT. MAIN STREET - NI GHT
Few cars on the road this | ate.
| NT. CAR

Gary at the wheel, stopped at a light. Heading hone. He turns
his head and sees a

24 HOUR CONVEN ENCE STORE

The traffic light turns green. He hits his directional and
qui ckly turns in.

EXT. RESI DENTI AL STREET - LATER

Cl ose on a street sign: TEMPEST RD. Gary's car anbles quietly
down this street. Brake lights shine as he pulls into his

dri veway.

I NT. HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NI GHT

Ashl ey curled up on the sofa, under a bl anket, knees at her
chest. The television's on but she's not watching. Not really.

From outside, the faint slamof a car door.
She doesn't flinch as Gary enters. Just sits there.

He appears. Takes off his coat, drops his keys on a table
along with a brown paper bag.

Wt hout | ooking at him--

ASHLEY
Were' ve you been?

He picks up the paper bag and places it next to her.

GARY
It's... It's been a weird night.

ASHLEY
(sarcastic)
Real | y?



10.

He sits beside her, hands between his knees. He | ooks at
her -- hair covering her face, far away eyes. Silent and
moti onl ess. A statue of discontent.

The crunch of the brown paper bag as --

GARY
| uh... | picked this up

Gary pulls out a PRINCESS HAIR BRUSH SET, ages 4 and up. The
kind you find at a conveni ence store. Cheap. Broken in a week.

Ashl ey takes it. Looks at it. The hard |lines of her frown
start to soften.

She turns to Gary but --

H s eyes are closed, slowly lowering his head onto her |ap. He
doesn't nmake a sound. He just submts.

She drapes her arns around his head.
GARY
|"mnot there yet, Ash. I"'msorry. |I'm
not there yet, but...

It's a start.

FADE QUT.
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