
INT. LUCY & CASS'S - LIVING ROOM - EVENING

Lucy stands by her desk, panting. Her cheeks are red. Shards
of a broken ashtray surround her bare feet.

Her eyes scan the room. They land on a pile of broken
records, an overturned crate of VHS tapes and -

CASSAVETES, who stands panting by the front door. A framed
picture lies broken on the ground in front of him.

Their eyes lock. Both shoot daggers through the entirely
messed up room. Their fingers twitch. Their veins bulge.

Cass moves his foot an inch forward. Lucy shakes her head.
Cass SNATCHES HIS KEYS and storms out. SLAM. SLAM again.

He's gone. Lucy lets out a series of extremely ragged
breaths. Her feet move instantly to the corner.

She roots through a pile of fallen books and DVD's. She
grabs a full sized DVD.

She absolutely STOMPS to the couch, digs through a pile of
mess for her cigarettes, and lights one.

She paces. She smokes. She forces her body down on the edge
of the couch. She stares at a shelf of BLU-RAY's.

She looks at the DVD in her hand. The case is taller than
the BLU-RAYS. She places the DVD on the coffee table.

Her posture stays upright and rigid for a few seconds. Then
she crumples completely into a crazed fit of sobs.

INT. FLASHBACK - LUCY & CASS'S - BEDROOM - MORNING

Lucy wipes a tear from the corner of her eye. Her lips curl
into a warm smile. She lets out a half-laugh/half-sigh.

She rests her head on Cass's shoulder. He holds an iPad at
arms length. It plays an episode of "Home Movies."

He glances down at her.

CASSAVETES
Are you crying?

Lucy pulls him into and awkwardly angled cuddle. The episode
ends. Cass lowers the iPad.



LUCY
Mmm Hmm.

He stares down at her like she's nuts.

CASSAVETES
It's a cartoon.

LUCY
It's touching.

CASSAVETES
Yeah. A touching cartoon.

LUCY
Fooey.

She sits up and stretches into a lazy smile.

LUCY
Day off!

Cass rolls on to his stomach.

CASSAVETES
Nap time.

Lucy hops off the bed and throws a kimono over her day-off
outfit. She chucks some clothes into a laundry basket.

LUCY
Don't for a second think we're not
having heaps of fun today, buddy.

CASSAVETES
Later times for fun.

He forces his face into the pillow as hard as he can. She
balances the laundry on her hip.

LUCY
I'm coming back in here.

She whips him on the ass with a towel on her way out. When
she's gone Cass tries to get actually comfortable.

The light is too bright. The pillow is the wrong
temperature. He tosses. He turns.

The CHIRP of a new text sounds. He sits up - fully awake and
bummed about it - and reaches for his phone.
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EXT. END FLASHBACK - SYCAMORE GROVE PARK - EVENING

Cass sits atop a picnic table, his face in his phone. An
open 18 pack of Modello keeps him company.

He chugs half a can in one go and tosses it over his
shoulder. His fingers tap out a rapid text.

BLOOP BLOOP. His own phone CHIMES. He's texting himself a
bunch of pissed off shit to Lucy.

FOOTSTEPS approach. He glances up. GIL smarmy-swaggers in
his direction. He's got his own six-pack.

GIL
Yeah royyyyy.

CASSAVETES
Yo.

Gil hops on the table next to Cass.

GIL
So wuddup? I thought you and Lucy had
a whole day off thing going on.

CASSAVETES
Nah. She got busy.

He CRACKS into a can. Gil offers him a cheers.

GIL
Tight. I don't know anyone else who
would give a shit about watching a
Bill Hicks docco. Or get loaded
beforehand.

CASSAVETES
Less talk, more loaded.

He salutes Gil with his can. And chugs away.

INT. FLASHBACK - LUCY & CASS'S - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Cass sits cross-legged in front of a couple of milk crate's
filled with records and collectibles.

Lucy comes in with the empty laundry basket. Cass looks up
at her immediately. And intently.
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LUCY
Did I ever tell you about how at my
last place someone broke into the
laundry room and did a poo in one of
the washing machines?

CASSAVETES
Did you get the mail?

She moves through the room in a habitual way. She slides her
slippers off. The quarters go where they always go.

LUCY
I was super grossed out, because
dude, yuck. But you know what else? I
was kind of impressed. Who even knows
they can pull that off?

She flops on the couch.

CASSAVETES
Luce?

LUCY
Think about what kind of balance that
takes. Like a disgusting gymnast.

Cass stares at her. She intentionally avoids looking back at
him. She pretends to look out the window. He TUTS.

LUCY
Of course I got the mail.

She tosses a pile on the coffee table. He pounces for it.

CASSAVETES
No package?

She gets up.

LUCY
There's a slip.

He flips through the envelopes until he finds a slip.

CASSAVETES
To himself( )

Dang.

He checks the time on his phone. 11AM. Lucy drops the empty
laundry basket in its usual corner and trails down the hall.
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LUCY
Can you put our stuff in the dryer?
I'm going to take a long bath.

She's gone. But still talking.

LUCY (O.C.)
On my way up the stairs I thought to
myself "What a nice day for a bath."
So I'm taking a bath.

Her voice keeps going but the meaning fades. Cass looks up.

CASSAVETES
You taking a bath?

The WATER comes on. It's his only response. He grabs his
keys and peaces out. His phone is by his records.

INT. END FLASHBACK - LUCY & CASS'S - LIVING ROOM - EVENING

Lucy lies on her side on the couch. The room is as much of a
mess. There's a HUGE glass of wine on the coffee table.

She looks from the glass to the half full ashtray on top of
the DVD next to it. Her face is puffy. Her eyes close.

Nope. No good. Her eyes shoot open when her shoulders start
to shake. She sits up and ties her hair into a ponytail.

She's cried out. Her eyes dart to the wine. Nah. Won't do.
She stands. Broken glass TINKLES as she walks to the hall.

Her phone screen flashes a slew of new texts. They're from
JENNA and DEE, all along the lines of "What happened?!"

SHUFFLE SHUFFLE. Lucy walks back in with a broom. She scans
the mess. Her shoulders sag. Her energy leaves her.

But only for a second. She sweeps.

INT. FLASHBACK - LUCY & CASS'S PLACE - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Lucy sits on the couch in her kimono. Her hair is wrapped in
a towel. She wipes a bit off ash off her knee.

She holds a lit cigarette fairly high in the air in an
awkward way. Her hands flip through a small notebook.

It's filled with various lists in Cass's handwriting. Lists
of records. "To-do" lists. Lists of movies.
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She reads a page with "Sandwich Cart" written at the top.
There's a list of sandwiches and ingredients below it.

The time on the phone reads 3PM. The front door opens. Cass
struts in. There's a package under his arm.

He stops at the edge of the room and see's the smoke.

CASSAVETES
Um.

She waves her cigarette hand at him without turning around.

LUCY
Hi hi.

CASSAVETES
Are you drunk?

LUCY
Did you have fun getting your
package? I sure hope you did. It sure
took you a good long time.

He steps further into the room.

CASSAVETES
Is that my notebook?

LUCY
Yup.

She snaps it shut and turns her body around so her arms are
on the back of the couch.

LUCY
I have a question.

He stops his progress into the room. He recognizes the look
on her face. It's clearly not a look he enjoys.

LUCY
Don't you think it makes more sense
to - oh, I don't know - do the things
on your "to-do" lists than to keep
making them?

His mouth starts to say "fuck you." He stops himself. But
only because he knows she's waiting for it.

LUCY
Go on. I dare you.
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CASSAVETES
Nope.

He starts down the hall. She follows him with her head.

LUCY
Oh, oh. I have another question. Was
it worth blowing me off all day to
pick up yet another piece of junk you
don't even really want?

He stops at the mouth of the hall.

CASSAVETES
Package was for you.

He turns and tosses it at her. Not too hard, but angry. She
catches it pretty deftly. He turns away from her.

LUCY
Piglet. Will you please. For the love
of god. Put our clothes in the dryer.

The words "laundry in the dryer" come at a screech. He
STOMPS to the front door and SLAMS his way out.

She lets out a red faced "GUHHHHH." When it passes her eyes
land on the package. CLUNK. The door opens.

Cass (somewhat foolishly) marches to the quarters, snatches
them, and SLAMS his way out the door again.

EXT. END FLASHBACK - MOVIE THEATER - NIGHT

CLUNK. A back exit door bounces off the wall when it's
slammed open. Cass bolts into the alley.

And RALPHS. It's all foamy beer liquid. He leans against the
wall. A CHUCKLING Gil comes out after him.

Cass tries to straighten up. Nope. Not even close. He YAKS
again. It's a pretty big puddles worth of beer.

Headlights fill the alley as a car pulls a u-turn on the
street. It casts Cass & Gil in silhouette.

Cass, one hand one the wall, bent over, spits vomit spit.
Gil pulls two cans of beer out of his bag.

CRACK. CRACK. He opens them. As the headlights fade from the
alley he approaches Cass and hands him a can.
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After a second to see if he's going to bokk up again, Cass
takes it. One hand stays on the wall.

The other lifts the can to his lips.

INT. FLASHBACK - LUCY & CASS'S PLACE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Lucy walks the ashtray to her desk. She wipes any stray ash
off the couch and sprays GLADE everywhere.

She slides a DVD out of the package. She tosses the envelope
in the garbage and holds the DVD in her lap.

She swivels her chair in slow circles. Her eyes land on her
laptop. She google images searches "I'm Sorry."

She scrolls through a few results until she lands on an
image of a really crappy card that reads -

"Sorry I Monkeyed Around With Our Friendship"

- and laughs. She downloads the image, airdrops it to her
phone, and immediately texts it to Cass.

His phone vibrates on top of his records. Her eyes glare at
it. The laughter leaves her face. Her jaw clenches.

She reaches for her cigarettes.

INT. END FLASHBACK - LUCY & CASS'S - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Lucy empties the ashtray into a huge, over stuffed garbage
bag. The room is completely tidy.

She notices pieces of broken records in the bag and sets it
down. She picks up two empty sleeves in Cass's corner.

She takes them over to her desk and looks them up on Ebay.
They're damn pricey records. Silly pricey.

She clicks "buy now" on both of them. Her phone PINGS and
DINGS with rapid texts. It RINGS once.

She lets it go to voicemail before reading the texts.
They're all from Jenna and Dee.

There's a brief description of a fight from Lucy, followed
by a "It's really over."

Jenna's last text reads "I'm on my way." The missed call is
from her. Lucy looks around the very clean room.
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Her fingers send a speedy text that reads - "Don't come. I'm
OK. Really don't feel like talking about it." SEND.

Three question marks appear from Jenna right away, followed
by "Really?"

Lucy sighs and responds "Yeah. Really." She types a thumbs
up emoji, but deletes it. SEND.

She puts the phone down before Jenna responds. Her eyes land
on her cigarettes.

She tosses them in the trash bag.

INT. FLASHBACK - LUCY & CASS'S PLACE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Lucy smokes at her desk. Cass comes in with a couple of wet
T-Shirts folded over his arm.

CASSAVETES
Roo. Shit, I'm really sorry I've been
such a pill. Weird day.

He stops where he stopped before.

CASSAVETES
So you just smoke inside now?

She eyes the T-Shirts.

LUCY
I've told you a hundred times you can
put those shirts in the dryer.
They've been dried before.

CASSAVETES
They're vintage.

He folds them neatly on the back of the chair and approaches
the couch. He keeps his voice even.

CASSAVETES
I really don't want to fight. Would
you mind putting that out so we can
talk? Face to face. Me and you.

He looks at the cigarette. She puts it out and exhales a
somewhat relieved breath.
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LUCY
You're right, you're right. Let's not
be mad. I'm sorry too. God. What a
blah day. It got in my bones.

She motions her head at the couch. He nods. She stands. As
he walks around the couch he eyes a shelf of BLU-RAYS.

A single REGULAR DVD rises above the shorter BLU-RAY cases.
Lucy watches him stop at the shelf.

He slides out the regular DVD and presses the BLU-RAYS
together to close the gap. It's reflex.

Her fists clench.

LUCY
What are you doing?

CASSAVETES
Huh?

He slides the regular DVD onto a shelf of other regular
DVDs. He doesn't even realize he's doing it.

CASSAVETES
Fixing to talk to my Roo.

LUCY
Put it back.

He makes it to the couch but doesn't sit.

CASSAVETES
What?

LUCY
The DVD. Put it back.

He glances at the shelves of discs.

CASSAVETES
Oh. Wait. What? No, it's a DVD. It
should live with the other DVDs.

LUCY
That is a fan made documentary about
Firefly. The television show. They
don't make it on BluRay. I've been
waiting months for it to come back in
stock. I put it next to the show and
the movie that came after the show.
Where it belongs. Please put it back.
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CASSAVETES
Roo, what are you talking about? It
looks like shit the way it sticks up.

Lucy switches in to full-tilt seethe mode. Cass doesn't
notice. He still thinks they're making peace.

LUCY
screech( )

Put it back where I put it.

Her breath turns heavy. Cass tenses.

CASSAVETES
What the fuck? Are you PMSing? Jesus.

She grabs the ashtray and smashes it on the ground. He
responds by freezing in place.

LUCY
You blow me off all day. You act like
I'm trying to ruin your life by
asking you to do the simple things
couples do for each other. Like put
the fucking laundry in the dryer. And
now you're saying I can't have my
things the way I want them?

CASSAVETES
Not if how you want them is bullshit.

Her voice builds to a yell. She grabs a glass off her desk.
Her hand lifts it into the air but doesn't throw it.

CASSAVETES
I swear to fuck if you throw that at
me. I swear I'll -

LUCY
What? Make more lists?

CASSAVETES
Fuck. You.

She cocks her arm back. He doesn't flinch. It stops her from
throwing the glass.

Cass paces and prowls. Lucy matches his movements, glass
ever at the ready. They stay in constant motion.
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CASSAVETES
You ride my ass all week. You show up
on set and it's like you go out of
your way to embarrass me.

LUCY
By loving you?

CASSAVETES
By bragging about me. You're not in
the movie. I am. It's my thing.

LUCY
I'm proud of you.

CASSAVETES
No. You're proud of yourself for
having the good taste to be with me.
There's a difference.

LUCY
It's a fucking shelf full of movies.
That's all. No one thinks you're cool
as shit because they're all the same
size. No one cares.

CASSAVETES
Then why do you give a shit?

LUCY
Because it's mine. Everything in here
is mine because I pay for it.

CASSAVETES
Your asshole mom pays for it, you
mean. Jesus. Get a grip.

All the vitality leaves her. Her legs shake. Her shoulders
shake. Then she goes rigid.

WHIZZ. The glass hits the wall and knocks a picture down.
The glass in the frame CRACKS.

CASSAVETES
You psycho. You absolute god damn
psychopath. That's how you deal with
shit? That's what makes sense to you?
Fine. Fucking fine.

He walks over to the picture and kicks the frame. The glass
slides across the floor. He stomps on some.
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She backs up to the window. He tosses clothes from their
coat rack all over the room.

CASSAVETES
Fuck how I feel. Fuck talking. Fuck
all that shit you say after I get you
off for the fifth time. Just throw
shit around, right?

LUCY
Cass.

He overturns a small table.

CASSAVETES
What. You only offer to cover me
until I get paid so you can lord it
over me? Fuck you. Fuck you fuck you
fuck you.

LUCY
Stop.

He marches to his corner and grabs some records. He tosses a
few around the room and snaps two in half.

She lights a cigarette and kicks over her (mostly empty)
waste paper basket. He looks at her. She looks at him.

They each fly into a tizzy of throwing & overturning things.

EXT. END FLASHBACK - JULIETTE'S PLACE - NIGHT

Cass BANGS on the door of a small bungalow. He holds a
bottle of whiskey, which he swigs in between bangs.

The door flies open. JULIETTE stands there, wearing a robe
and a pissed off expression.

One look at Cass softens it. She opens the screen. His face
distorts into full blown drunkenly depraved sadness.

He crumples forward and sobs into Juliette.

INT. FLASHBACK - LUCY & CASS'S PLACE - LIVING ROOM

Lucy stands at the mouth of the hall. Cass stands on the far
side of the couch. Both have run out of steam.

They pant. She circles around to the window. He circles in
the direction of the front door.
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CASSAVETES
Are you happy? Are you finished?

LUCY
Get out.

CASSAVETES
No fucking way.

They stop moving at the same time. Lucy shuts down.

LUCY
Please go.

CASSAVETES
We're done. You know that?

LUCY
I know.

Lucy stands by her desk, panting. Her cheeks are red. Shards
of the broken ashtray surround her bare feet.

Her eyes scan the room. They land on a pile of broken
records, an overturned crate of VHS tapes and -

Cassavetes, who stands panting by the front door. A framed
picture lies broken on the ground in front of him.

Their eyes lock. Both shoot daggers through the entirely
messed up room. Their fingers twitch. Their veins bulge.

Cass moves his foot an inch forward. Lucy shakes her head.
Cass SNATCHES HIS KEYS and storms out. SLAM. SLAM again.

INT. END FLASHBACK - LUCY & CASS'S - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

The tidy living room sits empty. No glass of wine. No
ashtray. No garbage bag. The DVD is on the coffee table.

SHUNK. SHUNK. Lucy drags a huge duffel bag into the room.
It's bursting at the seams.

She drags it to the front door and leaves it there. She
flips the light switch.

The room is dark except for a rectangle of light that spills
in from the hall. She walks for it.

At the last second she stops and pivots around to the coffee
table. She grabs the DVD and circles to the shelf.
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She slides the DVD in with the BLU-RAYS and walks back to
the hall, all in one fluid movement.

CLICK. The light in the hall goes out.

CUT TO BLACK:
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