SOLI TAI RE

Witten by
Steven d ark

© 2016



FADE | N:
| NT. HOUSE/ BEDROOM - MORNI NG
Too early for sunlight.

RANDY DAVI S (42), upon awakening, turns on a |lanp and slides
out of bed. He throws on a robe, shuffles into the

Kl TCHEN

where he puts a pot of water on the stove. He yawns, waits for
the water to boil.

Qutside, a ratty screen door bangs against its frame in the
rustling w nd.

EXT. PARKING LOT - DAY

Randy bicycles past a DINER He turns a corner, disnmunts and
wal ks it up to a pole, where he unravels a chain fromits
frame and | ocks it up.

| NT. RESTAURANT/ KI TCHEN - DAY

Busy place. A greasy, t-shirted COOK at a stove. A PREP COCK
peel s potatoes. Enpl oyees cone and go.

Randy furiously scrubs a pot in front of a sink full of
di shes.

A WAl TRESS, AMY (38), a hint of a smle across her red |ips,
whi sks past. Three plates lined up along the | ength of her
arm Too busy for proper conversation.

AW
Mor ni n', Randy.

RANDY
H, Any.

A BUS BOY cones up quick, drops another |oad of dishes into
t he sink.



Randy' s gaze follows her as she hip-checks through a sw ngi ng
door, out into the dining room

| NT. RESTAURANT/ DI NI NG ROOM - LATER

Randy sits at a booth way back in the corner, away fromthe
guests.

He sips coffee as he turns over playing cards, face up, onto
rows of seven

Amy cones up behind, curiously glances over his shoul der.

AW
VWhat are you playin'?

He gl ances at her, turns over another card.

RANDY
Pati ence.

Amy sits across fromhim |ets out a sigh.

AW
Three doubles in a row. There's gotta
be a better way.
(rubs her face)
So, how do you play?

RANDY
Hm??

AW
Pati ence. How do you play?

He gl ances up at a clock on the wall.

RANDY
VWell, nost people call it Solitaire. |
like to call it Patience. It's pretty
entailed. | don't think I'd have

enough time to explain it all.

AMY
Oh.



Any shifts in her seat.

AW
So, um what are you doin' Saturday
ni ght ? You wanna, | don't know. ..catch

a novie or sonething?

Randy freezes, card in hand. Can barely | ook her in the eye.
Her soft features, her nervous snmle as she awaits an answer.

She waves her hand in front of his face.

AMY
Hel | 0?

RANDY
Un .. Yeah. Sure. Wiat ki nd of novie?

AW
| haven't really given it nuch thought
until now. Maybe we'll just kinda w ng

it. Here. Wite down your nunber.

She rips a sheet of paper from her pad, takes a pen and hands
it to him

RANDY
My phone nunber?

She nods ent husiastically.

AW
Yeah. 1'Il call you, then I'lIl conme by
and pick you up. Say around...six?

RANDY
Ckay. Six is fine.

She rises, takes the paper, folds it twice, and slips it into
her apron.

AW
Vell, I"'moff for the day. I'll see
you tonorrow ni ght then



RANDY
Al right. See ya.

| NT. RANDY' S HOUSE/ LI VI NG ROOM - DAY
Not even a hint of organization.

Randy on his knees, w ping down a table. He gets up, grabs a
spray bottle and spritzes the blinds over the picture w ndow.

LATER

He grabs a pile of newspapers froma corner, stuffs themin a
gar bage bag.

Kl TCHEN
Randy swi pes away a pile of junk fromthe dining table.
EXT. CURBSI DE - DAY

Randy drops the last of six trash bags at the curb, claps the
dirt fromhis hands.

| NT. RANDY' S HOUSE/ SHONER - DAY

He lets the hot water soak his face.

| NT. BEDROOM - LATER

Wearing just a bath towel, Randy |ooks with dismay into his
closet. Slimpickings, but he spots a white shirt and a tie.
He takes it fromits hanger.

I NT. KITCHEN - N GHT

In a chair at the table, Randy waits. He checks the cl ock.

6: 15 PM d ances over to an old phone on the wall. It doesn't

ring.

He continues this vigil throughout the night as the hands on
the lonely clock face change... 7:00, 8:00, 8:30..

He runs his thunb and index finger down the length of his tie,
then silently rises fromhis chair.



He opens the backdoor, pushes the screen door and it falls off
it's hinges...

EXT. BACKYARD - NI GHT

Randy' s breat hi ng qui ckens, teeth clenched. Furious bordering
on wath. He grabs the door and hurls it into the yard.

He lights a cigarette, takes a pull. The cherry glows red.
Settling down, he rolls up his sleeve and presses the
cigarette onto the skin of his bicep.

He takes it away. Immedi ate blister. Takes another drag, then
burns hi nsel f agai n.

He finishes the snoke, flicks it into the darkness. Wpes the
ash fromhis arm w pes his face and steps back into the

| NT. KI TCHEN
He goes to turn out the |ight when -- KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK
LI VI NG ROOM

He opens the door. It's Any, wearing a pretty red dress and a
sweat er .

AW
Ch ny God, Randy... | amso sorry.

RANDY
| thought you weren't com ng.

AW

No, no. VWhat happened was | had to get
a babysitter for ny daughter. She
cancelled on ne. So | had to call ny
sister. She said she could do it but
not until later. Then | went to cal
you and realized | put your phone
nunber in the wash...

(exasper at ed)
| just totally lost track. Henry down
at the diner told me where you |ived.



RANDY
| see.

She tries to catch her breath.

AMY
Are you gonna invite ne in?

RANDY
Oh yeah. Sure.

He pushes the door open. She steps in, surveys her
surroundi ngs.

AW
This is a cute little place you got.
Very cl ean.

RANDY
Thanks.
AW
|"mso sorry. | feel like an idiot.
RANDY
Don't...feel that way. Really. It's
okay.

She notices a row of pictures lined along a shelf above the
TV. She heads over, points to one -- THREE MEN I N M LI TARY
DRESS.

AW
| s that you?

Randy renmoves a piece of lint fromhis shirt, suddenly
realizing howill fitting it is.

RANDY
Yeah, that's ne.

AW
My God, you | ook so young. And who's
this little angel?



She refers to the picture next toit, a smling LITTLE G RL,
no nore than six.

Randy sides up next to her.

RANDY
That's nmy daughter.

AW
You have a daughter too. She's
beautiful. Does she live with you?

He shakes hi s head.

RANDY
No. She lives with her nother.

AW
| see. Do you get to see her nuch?

RANDY
| don't see her at all.

AMY
Ch, that's terrible. That's not by
choice, is it?

RANDY
No, no. God, no. | just...

Any studies him The lines on his face, the slope of his puppy
dog eyes.

Randy | ooks up at the picture of himin his Arny fatigues. He
picks it up, places it back

RANDY
|"mnot...ready yet.

AMY

(quietly)
kay.

Ay cl asps her hands together, enbarrassed. Randy clears his
throat, tries on a weak smle



RANDY
So. ..

AW
Well, would you still like to do
sonmet hing? W can try and nmake the
nost of this night. If you want to,
that is.

RANDY
Sure. | guess it's too late for the
nmovi es, huh?

AW
Yeah, | think so. Onh, | know. You can
show ne how to play that gane.
Renmenber ? Pati ence.

RANDY
kay. I'Il have to get a deck of
cards. It's a one player gane, though.

He | eaves.

Any neanders about the room when she spots a shelf full of
board ganes. This catches her interest. She reads, tracing a
finger along the titles as she goes.

She carefully renoves a box fromthe pile.

Randy comes back wth his cards.

AW
Can we play this instead?

RANDY
Chut es and Ladders? You serious?

She nods happily.
AW

| haven't played this since | was a
little girl.



| NT. KITCHEN - NI GHT
A deck of playing cards |lies untouched on the counter.
Seated across from Randy, Any noves her piece on the board.

AWY
Five, six... Oh, a chute.

Randy wat ches as she slides her piece down.

RANDY
Sonme peopl e believe everything in life
happens by chance. You know, |ike a
gane.

AW

Do you believe that?

RANDY
(shrugs)
| don't know. |I've had nmy share of ups
and downs, | can tell you that.
AW
(pauses, then)
Vll, all I can tell you about ganes
is they're nore fun when played with
t wo.
RANDY

| guess you're right.
Randy rolls the dice. Seven. He nobves his piece.

AW
Do you snoke?

Randy rubs his arm

RANDY
Every once in a blue noon. Why?



10.

AW
No, it's okay. | just thought I
snel l ed snoke is all.
(nervous | augh)
| used to snoke. Stopped though.

RANDY
What made you stop?

She picks up the dice, rolls, nmakes her nove.

AW
| guess | realized there were - are -

better ways to ease the pain that
[iving brings.

RANDY
Li ke what ?

she takes his hand and | ays the

Reachi ng across the tabl e,
her face warm and

dice in his palm She |Iooks himin the eye,
i nviting.
AW
Your nove.

FADE QUT.
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