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EXT. SUBURUBUN HOUSE - DAY

A well kept, three story, middle class house enjoys the shade 
of a circle of high pines. All the windows are open.

Kids things discreetly litter the lawn - last year’s bicycle, 
last night’s knapsack, this morning’s discarded frisbee.

A gust of wind SMACKS a loose branch against an upstairs 
window. The screen FLOPS into the room.

JOYCE, a slightly round American Mom with an arty style of 
dress, appears in the window.

JOYCE
(Mutters)

Every fucking day.

She picks up the screen. Another gust of wind. She holds the 
screen in place when the branch SMACKS it.

INT. JOYCE’S OFFICE - SAME TIME

Joyce pops the screen back on its hinges and fastens the 
clasps. She looks at a long line of pine needles on the sill.

JOYCE
(Yells)

Grace, get in here.

SMACK. The branch hits the screen again. It stays in place 
but the wind scatters the pine needles on the floor.

JOYCE
Grace. Now.

Grace, a much too savvy 11 year old, appears in the doorway. 
She sizes up Joyce. In a much too savvy way.

GRACE
I didn’t leave the window open. I 
told Gil to do it last night. I’m 
not the one who forgot to remind 
dad to trim the branches either. 
That was Martha.

JOYCE
Just so you know, that’s not why I 
called you in here. 

She pauses awkwardly. It was exactly why she called her in 
there. She looks around. Her eyes land on the pine needles.



JOYCE
Could you maybe sweep up a bit? 
I’ve got a ton of things to do.

Grace looks from Joyce to the floor then back again.

GRACE
You said I had to finish my report 
and go to that birthday party I 
don’t want to go to anymore, 
remember? Remember how important 
you said “honoring my commitments” 
was?

An “Oh yeah” look crosses Joyce’s face. Grace disappears down 
the hall.

GRACE (O.S.)
Dad had bacon with breakfast again. 
Just. So. You. Know.

INT. HALLWAY - DAY

Joyce walks with determination past orderly piles of clothes 
on the floor and board games stacked on shelves.

MARTHA, an ancient German woman with thick arms, picks up 
random socks and underpants on her way to the laundry room.

JOYCE
Theo in the kitchen?

MARTHA
(German accent)

He’s with his trains. The boy’s in 
the dark again. Always dark.

Joyce stops. Her head bows.

INT. GIL’S ROOM - DAY

GIL, an anxious looking 13 year old boy, sits hunched over a 
computer screen. All his blinds are closed. The room is dark.

There’s a light knock. Joyce enters before he says anything.

GIL
(Doesn’t look up)

Hi Mom.

She very gently brushes clothes off a chair and sits.
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JOYCE
Hi kiddo.

She looks at him tenderly. He doesn’t look up.

GIL
What, mom?

JOYCE
You don’t think you could maybe go 
outside today? Or help dad with his 
trains?

GIL
No, mom.

She watches him stare at the glowing screen.

JOYCE
Sweetie...did you forget to close 
the window in my office last night?

He gets agitated immediately. The action in his computer game 
gets more erratic.

GIL
Who said that, mom? Did Grace say 
that? She told me to do it, you 
didn’t tell me to do it.

BLAM. His digital character misfires.

GIL
Dad didn’t tell me to do it.

BLAM. BLAM. His digital character takes a hit.

GIL
Martha didn’t tell me to do it. 
Grace did, so I told her she should 
do it and she didn’t.

BLAM. BLAM. BLAM. His digital character fires wildly. His 
voice goes up an octave.

GIL
And you said, you and dad said, if 
you wanted me to do something you 
would ask me yourself. And now I’m 
dead!

It’s true. His digital character falls into a ravine. Spikes 
ravage it’s digital body.
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GIL
That was your fault, mom.

He takes his hand off the mouse and takes a deep breath.

GIL
Now do you mind leaving me alone? I 
have to fix this.

Joyce responds in an exceptionally even voice.

JOYCE
Ok, sure. But I want you to do 
something else today. Ok?

His hand is back on the mouse in a flash.

GIL
Ok, mom.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Joyce cleans a bit. An untouched mound of Kale sits on a 
plate next to grease stains & yolk. She looks out at a SHED.

INT. SHED - DAY

THEO, a good looking, slightly doughy man (46) fusses with an 
elaborate train set that takes up most of the room.

Joyce leans in the door.

THEO
He’s fine, just so you know. 
Puberty’s a bitch, right?

JOYCE
He just gets so manic. I think we 
should get him back into therapy.

THEO
That might be a good idea.

She watches him stare at his trains.

JOYCE
Maybe we should go back too.

He doesn’t look up.

THEO
If that’s what you want.
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Joyce snaps at him.

JOYCE
I want you to trim those fucking
branches.

He glances over at her briefly.

THEO
You think it’s worthwhile to talk 
to each other that way?

JOYCE
If it gets you to listen.

THEO
I told you’d I’d trim the branches, 
and I will. When I trim the 
branches. If you want it done now 
you can do it. Can’t you?

His diplomacy infuriates her. He looks back at his trains.

JOYCE
I have work to do.

She’s gone. The door SLAMS behind her.

INT. JOYCE’S OFFICE - LATER

Joyce sits in front of her laptop, a blank Word document open 
in front of her. Her hands hover over the keys.

No typing follows. She moves the mouse to a browser icon, but 
skitters it away with determination.

She types a sentence. Not a bad sentence. She leans forward 
and types another. A few more follow.

Gil SCREAMS something at Grace in the background. Martha’s 
German accent screams at Gil. Doors SLAM.

Her hand leaps back to the mouse and she opens the browser. 
She farts around on the internet.

She looks at a few news sites, a few retail sites. The mouse 
never once comes close to clicking on the Word icon.

CHA-CHING. A new email comes in. She moves the window over to 
her email app. The email is from GAVIN GRAHAM.

The subject reads “Long Time No Speak.”
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Her head whips over her shoulder. She gets up and locks the 
door. The mouse hovers over the email.

CLICK.

INT. SHED - DAY

Theo is doing the exact same thing. Joyce fidgets behind him. 
Her clothes are nicer. She wears a little makeup.

JOYCE
So, I figure it couldn’t hurt to 
change it up a little. It’s twenty 
bucks for the day. It’s just little 
desks and they have coffee and 
everything. I want to get at least 
ten pages out. 

THEO
Sounds good.

JOYCE
I’ll be gone all day.

THEO
Ok.

JOYCE
Grace has a birthday party.

He waves his smart-phone at her.

THEO
It’s in the calendar.

JOYCE
Make sure Gil gets outside.

THEO
I’ll take him with me when I drop 
off Grace.

JOYCE
Ok.

She lingers. He sets a train on the track. His eyes light up 
when it starts to move.

JOYCE
Ok. I love you.

He watches the train circle through the small model town.
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THEO
You too.

The train stops.

CUT TO:

INT. JOYCE’S CAR - DAY

Joyce guides her car down a highway, phone cradled on her 
lap. She passes a sign that reads “Malibu - 120 Miles.”

LINDA’S VOICE comes out of the speakers. It’s light, airy.

LINDA (V.O.)
No fucking way. Gavin? Like, the “I 
almost married him” Gavin?

JOYCE
Yup.

INT. LINDA’S KITCHEN - DAY

Linda, an attractive, slender woman (39), fixes herself a cup 
of coffee at a modern kitchen island.

It’s clear by the decor that she doesn’t have kids.

LINDA
Gavin Graham. Two first names. 
Yuck. I hate that.

INTERCUT

JOYCE
You hated a lot of things about 
him.

LINDA
Yeah, so did you. What did he say?

JOYCE
He said he’s been thinking about me 
a lot lately and that things are 
tough at home and that he just 
wanted to reconnect.

LINDA
Yeah, reconnect his cock to your 
vag, maybe.
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JOYCE
You think?

LINDA
God, Joyce, I hope not. Wait - you 
wouldn’t, would you? Do sex with a 
guy with two first names?

Joyce is silent.

LINDA
Christ Joyce, I’m all for having a 
little clandestine fun to break up 
a day and all, but are things 
really that bad with Teddy?

JOYCE
I don’t know. Maybe.

LINDA
Shit.

JOYCE
You know we talked about 
separating.

LINDA
Yeah, like a year ago.

JOYCE
It takes him that much time to do 
anything.

LINDA
Well, look. I don’t know. Do me a 
solid and be careful here, OK? I 
always thought Gavin kind of 
hoodwinked you into dating him in 
the first place.

JOYCE
I broke up with him!

LINDA
I know, I know. Just... You know 
what? Forget it. Do what you feel, 
kiddo, and I’ll be all for it.

JOYCE
Thanks.

The car glides down the highway.
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EXT. BEACH PARKING LOT - DAY

Joyce stands in front of her car, trying to look like she’s 
not waiting for someone.

She checks her phone, her purse, her makeup in the mirror. 
Yup. She’s waiting for someone alright.

Someone who arrives - Gavin Graham, (45), approaches. He’s 
average handsome with a hint of douchebag about him.

He’s also wearing a full wet-suit and carrying a surf board. 
Joyce goes rigid when he approaches. They hug.

GAVIN GRAHAM
Hey, lady. Fucking great to see 
you. Really great. Thanks so much 
for coming down.

He stares at her. A lot. On purpose. She tries on a casual 
smile. It almost works.

JOYCE
Yeah, sure. Of course. I was pretty 
floored to get your email. How are 
you? How have you been?

GAVIN GRAHAM
Come on, let’s grab a spot.

They clam up and head for -

THE BEACH

- where they claim a spot not far from the water.

GAVIN GRAHAM
Oh, hey. You need a blanket or 
anything? I think there’s one in 
the car.

JOYCE
No, I’m -

GAVIN GRAHAM
It’s just, I slipped away by 
telling my wife I was going 
surfing, so I should probably...

He motions at the water. Her face doesn’t know what to do.
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JOYCE
Oh. Sure. Ok. Get your hair wet at 
least, right?

GAVIN GRAHAM
Yeah, you get it. Take it easy. 
Enjoy the sunshine. I’ll be back.

JOYCE
Ok. Sounds good.

It’s almost a question - he couldn’t answer it if he wanted 
to, because he’s already on his way to the water.

Joyce looks around at the sea of people in bathing suits 
camped out on towels, enjoying the sunshine.

She plops herself - and her somewhat over-dressed clothes - 
down on the sand and sits cross-legged.

Gavin bro’s out in the water.

EXT. BEACH - LATER

The sun is in a completely different part of the sky. The 
light is ready to fade, the groups of people have thinned.

Joyce sits in the same position, trying to make out which 
small surfing dot is Gavin.

She looks at her phone. Nothing. No texts. No missed calls. 
She opens a social media app and scrolls to Grace’s page.

There’s a picture of Grace standing at the back of a group of 
disturbingly bikined 11 year olds.

They all wear smiles and pose dramatically. Grace scowls and 
stands with her arms crossed. The picture has no likes.

A shadow falls over her. Water drips on her touch-screen.

GAVIN GRAHAM
Hey, how’s by you?

Joyce LAUGHS. Gavin drops down next to her.

GAVIN GRAHAM
What?

JOYCE
I forgot you said that. “How’s by 
you.” It takes me back.
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GAVIN GRAHAM
Oh. I say that?

JOYCE
Yeah. I mean - you just - never 
mind. How was the surfing?

GAVIN GRAHAM
Epic. Thanks, by the way. I needed 
to get the sun, you know? For the 
wife.

JOYCE
Sure, I get it. How is Carol 
anyway?

GAVIN GRAHAM
She’s Carol. You hungry? You want 
to get something to eat?

Before Joyce can nod Gavin CLAPS her on the back.

GAVIN GRAHAM
God it’s good to see you. You look 
exactly the same, you know that?

Joyce sort of looks down at herself. She’s can’t tell if 
she’s been complimented or insulted. He hops up.

GAVIN GRAHAM
Come on and we’ll get some food. I 
know a place at the bottom of the 
hill. We’ll take my car, yeah?

INT. THE FISH MONGER - EVENING

Gavin and Joyce sit next to each other in a cozy, two person 
booth. Gavin is dressed like an upscale beach bum.

He’s mid-laugh.

GAVIN GRAHAM
- and the bear says “you didn’t 
come here to hunt?”

More laughter. Joyce offers a half-chuckle.

GAVIN GRAHAM
Yeah, that one killed at the PTA.

Joyce pushes a glass of wine around the table.
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JOYCE
How is Matt doing? It’s Matt, 
right?

GAVIN GRAHAM
Yeah. Who are yours again?

She clears her throat.

JOYCE
Gil and Grace.

GAVIN GRAHAM
Ha! Both “G” names. Go figure.

JOYCE
Figure what?

He grabs a passing waiter.

GAVIN GRAHAM
Can we get another bottle of the 
merlot? Joyce?

She looks at her mostly full glass and nods.

JOYCE
Yeah, why not?

GAVIN GRAHAM
So. God. Joyce Abbot, right here 
next to me. I’ve got chills.

He scootches closer to her. She lets him, but uncomfortably.

JOYCE
You were telling me about the 
house?

GAVIN GRAHAM
Yeah, you know. I just finished up 
the extension, and in the fall 
we’re redoing the kitchen. 
Shouldn’t take more than a month or 
so. Mattie helps out. It’s pretty 
fucking adorable.

JOYCE
You don’t mind living in all that 
construction?
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GAVIN GRAHAM
Nah, we keep it pretty contained. 
The plaster dust is a bitch, but we 
have an industrial strength vacuum. 
What about you? Still writing? 
How’s that going?

JOYCE
Great. Yeah, it’s going really 
great. I was putting the finishing 
touches on the new book when I got 
your email. You know, some last 
minute polish.

GAVIN GRAHAM
You were always so crafty with that 
shit. It blows my mind.

He slips his arm around her.

GAVIN GRAHAM
God, I’ve missed you. I’m sorry I 
got in touch so out of the blue 
but... you know.

JOYCE
Why did you? Get in touch? I mean, 
don’t get me wrong, I’m glad you 
did. But... is something up or...

GAVIN GRAHAM
Christ. Yeah. No. Nothing specific. 
Things are pretty great. But even 
so, they could always be greater, 
right? You know what I mean. It’s 
why you came down, right? To see?

JOYCE
To see what? If -

He kisses her. She lets him.

INT. THE FISH MONGER - BAR - LATER

Joyce & Gavin sit catty-cornered at the end of a long bar. 
They’re ten years older than the crowd around them.

They laugh and touch each other with an amiable ease.

JOYCE
I swear to god, if Gil knew how 
much time we spent in the arcade, 
he’d lose his mind.
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GAVIN GRAHAM
Your Pac-Man skills were legendary.

JOYCE
He got them, for sure. He hundred 
percents every game he plays. 
Like...to a fault.

GAVIN GRAHAM
Mattie’s pretty good, but he’s 
rounded too. He’s awesome. School 
play. Swim team.

JOYCE
You think you’d have another?

Gavin looks into his drink with a sour expression.

GAVIN GRAHAM
Nah, we can’t. I’d love to. But we 
can’t.

She touches his arm. He slips his hand around her waist and 
pulls her in for a kiss. She returns it with a little gusto.

He pulls away and pounds a shot. 

GAVIN GRAHAM
Gotta piss. Then we’ll get the hell 
out of here, yeah?

He leaves before she can answer. A waiter from the restaurant 
comes up with their bill.

Joyce waits for Gavin to return. When he doesn’t she slips 
her credit card in the leather folder.

EXT. THE FISH MONGER - NIGHT

Gavin stands with a group of young hip-happening kids. They 
pass a joint out. He motions at Joyce when she teeters out.

GAVIN GRAHAM
There she is. Joyce, get in on some 
of this here.

(To the kids)
She was always huge into reefers.

Joyce tentatively joins them. Through half-drunk eyes the 
kids Gavin smokes with don’t look much older than her kids.
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JOYCE
I never smoked. I ate weed this one 
time and spent a half an hour in 
the port-a-potty.

Gavin bursts out laughing and stumbles a little.

JOYCE
At a cemetery.

More laughter. It annoys her.

JOYCE
You left without me, remember?

He recognizes that he’s supposed to stop laughing. He can’t. 
He coughs out a huge puff of reefer smoke.

INT. CAB - CONTINUOUS - NIGHT

Joyce and Gavin paw at each other in the back seat of a 
yellow cab. It gets pretty aggressive.

Joyce removes his hand from under her blouse when the cab 
stops at a red light.

GAVIN GRAHAM
So this is gonna happen, right? All 
of this?

He gestures from his body to her body. She doesn’t answer.

GAVIN GRAHAM
Look, I’m really sorry. I’m fucking
high, that’s all. I wouldn’t leave 
you in a cemetery port-a-potty. Not 
again. Not twice.

JOYCE
It’s fine. I’m just not used to 
being drunk, that’s all.

GAVIN GRAHAM
Yeah. The shit we give up when we 
get married. I’ve got a beer fridge 
in my garage that only gets cracked 
open once a week or so.

JOYCE
Our garage is filled with stuff 
from the old house.

15.



GAVIN GRAHAM
At least you upgraded. The pictures 
of your old place looked gnarly.

JOYCE
It was a great house. We just 
needed more room when Grace came 
along.

He tries to play with her hair. It’s sloppy.

GAVIN GRAHAM
Kiss me again.

JOYCE
I just burped. My breath tastes 
like beer.

GAVIN GRAHAM
I don’t care.

He pulls her into a kiss as the light changes. They make out 
as the cab drives on.

He stops when he, himself, has to burp. It’s really quite a 
loud burp. A TRAIN WHISTLE sounds in the distance.

GAVIN GRAHAM
Oh man. Remember that guy you dated 
after me? What’s his name? He 
played with all those toy trains.

JOYCE
Yeah, I married him.

GAVIN GRAHAM
Nah, not him. Teddy wasn’t in to 
that shit. It was that other guy.

JOYCE
It was Theo.

GAVIN GRAHAM
Really? Dang. He doesn’t still mess 
around with that shit does he?

JOYCE
Yeah.

GAVIN GRAHAM
Gross. That’s such kids stuff. So, 
so gross.

He reaches for her. She pulls away. Her eyes tear up.
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EXT. BEACH PARKING LOT - NIGHT

Joyce leans into the driver side window. Gavin lies passed 
out in the back. She hands the driver a fifty.

She waits until the lights fade in the distance before 
returning to her car.

EXT. SUBURUBUN HOUSE - NIGHT

Joyce sits in her car in the driveway. A few of the lights 
are on. The car is not. 

A pile of pine branches sits on top of the garbage. She looks 
up at the window. It’s closed, the screen firmly in place.

INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Joyce walks into the nice but well used living room. Theo, 
Gil, and Grace sit on the couch. She comes up behind it.

Gil plays a game on his phone. Grace changes the channel.

GIL
Don’t, I’m watching that. Mom, tell 
her I’m watching TV.

GRACE
You’re not supposed to watch R 
rated movies. Just so you know.

Theo looks up, surprised.

THEO
Hey, you’re home.

JOYCE
I’m home.

THEO
I didn’t hear you come in. Good 
day?

A warm and sad expression crosses her face.

CUT TO BLACK:
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