



  TRAVIS (O.S.)



I didn’t mean for you to find out



the way you found out.  We’re not



meant to be together anymore, you



and me . . .

FADE IN:

INT. DINING ROOM – NIGHT – PRESENT

A man, in his mid-twenties, wearing a wedding ring, sits at one end of a table.  This unhappy fellow is TRAVIS.

Who he’s speaking to cannot be seen.





  TRAVIS



. . . I’m sorry.  It’s something I



haven’t been able to face,



something I’ve been really afraid



of . . . I’ve been keeping this a



secret for so long because of how



afraid I’ve been.  But, I’m not



afraid anymore . . . she’s taught



me how not to be afraid.




 (breathes heavily)



You’re no good at keeping a clean



house, the place is disgusting,



you’ve gotten old, and you can’t do



certain things the way you used to.



I don’t mean to be cruel, but I



know that, by now, you should feel



you deserve to hear the truth.  So,



there it is.  She’s actually on her



way here right now to come live



with me.  I know it’s such short



notice, but this is my house, and I



expect you to pack your things and



be out of it within the hour.

On the other side of the table is a broomstick with an identical wedding ring around its centre.

Travis looks at the broom as if it just said something he didn’t expect it to say.





  TRAVIS



What?

EXT. HOUSE – DAY – WEEKS EARLIER

Travis walks out the front door and towards his car.  The broomstick follows shortly after, but doesn’t leave the doorway.

It wears a girlish bathrobe.  Roger makes it to the driveway.

He stops in his tracks, turns around, and runs up to the broom giving it a kiss before going back to his car.





  TRAVIS



Love you, babe.  I’m stopping by



the book store on my way back, you



want anything from there?




 (waits)



Okay then.

Travis hops into the car, starts it, and drives off.

INT. BOOK STORE – LATER

Travis wonders into a particular section.  Skimming through books at his eye level, he comes across an advice book for newlywed couples.

Just as he grabs it, at the same time and going for the same book, the top end of a Swiffer touches Travis’s hand.





  TRAVIS



Oh, I’m sorry.  Did you want this?



No, it’s fine.  Don’t worry about



it.  You’re very nice, but . . .



huh?  Oh, yeah.  Yeah, this is, in



fact, a wedding ring.

Travis momentarily looks down at his ring finger.  He quickly stuffs his hand into his pocket.





  TRAVIS



Yeah, I’m married.  Unfortunately.



Are you sure you don’t what this



book?  I only live a few blocks



from here, I can pre-order it and



come back, no problem.




 (looks at Swiffer)



Oh, you live a few blocks from here



too?  Uh, yeah, I guess.  I mean, I



don’t see why not.  Okay, I‘ll give



you my number and you an just call



me when you’re done?




 (listens)



No, I insist, you read it first.




 (listens some more)



Great.  Here, let me write it down.

Travis hastily digs through his pockets, finding a pen and paper.  He scribbles down his digits.

INT. BEDROOM – NIGHT – DAYS AFTER

The curtains closed, the lights off, Travis sits up from his bed and turns on the lamp.  He’s in some grey sweats.





  TRAVIS



Two years.  I’ve been married two



years.  Husbands aren’t supposed to



commit adultery after just two



years.  These are supposed to be



the happiest years of my life.

The Swiffer rises up from the other side of the bed and rubs against Travis’s shoulder.





  TRAVIS



Yeah, I guess you’re right.  You’re



always right.

Travis opens a drawer next to the bed and pulls out a box of Swiffer cloths as if they were condoms.  He takes one out.

EXT. DRIVEWAY – NIGHT – PRESENT

Travis’s car pulls up.  It’s the broomstick.  After parking and exiting the vehicle, it “walks” toward the front door.

INT. KITCHEN – CONTINUOUS

Travis sweeps everywhere using the Swiffer.  Getting into corners, hard to reach places, etc.  He’s having a ball.

The broomstick enters.  Travis sees it and stops immediately.





  TRAVIS



Babe, Jesus Christ.  You’re home.




 (pants)



I’m sorry.  I’m so sorry.

INT. DINING ROOM – LATER

Travis looks at the broom from across the table.  We’re back where we left off.  He gets up, trying not to show any emotion.

IN THE KITCHEN

Hurriedly entering, Travis goes to the sink, rinses a regular cloth in hot water, and starts wiping the counters.





  TRAVIS



You’re lying.  You can’t be . . .



shut up!  Don’t do this, you’re



only making the situation worse



. . . for God’s sake, shut up!

The broomstick gets up from the dining room table—the kitchen being a few feet away—and goes to Travis.





  TRAVIS



What? . . . no, we’re happy . . .



it’s not the same . . . we love



each other more than anything.



It’s not like us at all!  I’m not



trying to relive anything . . . the



same thing is not going to happen



with her.

Travis moves around the area, wiping the cupboards now, the broomstick following him throughout.





  TRAVIS



We’re in love, just accept it!  I



don’t know what else to tell you.




 (stops wiping)



I thought I told you to shut up



. . . I said “shut up” . . . shut



up, shut up, shut up – shut the



hell up!

Travis turns around, picks up the broom, and furiously breaks it in half across his knee before tossing it to the floor.

  TRAVIS



See what you made me do?

Travis looks at the two halves on the floor.  Splinters of wood are everywhere.  Travis puts his back to the fridge and slides down to the tiles.

Sitting there, Travis continues just staring at the broomstick.

LATER

Travis pulls out a garbage bag from under the sink and crawls to the pieces of broom and stick on the floor in total disbelief.

Hesitantly, he takes the wedding ring from around its centre and slowly pulls it off at the broken end.

EXT. DRIVEWAY – LATER

Travis opens the trunk to his car and stuffs in a shovel and the garbage bag, now filled with the broomstick’s remains.

He closes the trunk, all the while keeping a lookout.

EXT. DOWN THE ROAD – LATER

Travis drives his car, worried, and distraught.

EXT. THE DUMP – LATER

Travis parks the car and gets out, popping open the trunk.  He pulls out the shovel and places the garbage bag down on the ground.  He starts digging.

THE NEXT MORNING

Travis shovels one last pile of dirt onto where he started digging the night before and pats it down.

He’s a lot dirtier now.

EXT. DRIVEWAY – LATER

Travis pulls up in his car.

IN THE DINING ROOM

He comes in, exhausted and grimy.  The Swiffer is inside and at the table in the same spot where the broomstick was before.  The Swiffer is surrounded by luggage and a mysterious bowling bag rests in front of it on the tabletop.

Travis takes a seat across from the Swiffer.

The Swiffer moves the bowling bag towards Travis.  He takes it and has a look inside.  It’s a handgun.

Travis quickly closes and slides it back to the Swiffer.





  TRAVIS



No . . . that’s not necessary



anymore . . . it’s done.

FADE TO WHITE

SUPER SWIFFER LOGO AND SLOGAN:

“Swiffer – You’ll do things you

never thought you could do.”

THE END.

