FADE | N:
I NT. EMVA' S HOUSE - DAY 1

EMMA, 17, is sitting on the couch in the living roomwth
her feet on the coffee table. Her father sits next to her,
snoking a cigarette with the pack placed on his knee. They
are watching The Price is Right on the television and a
framed photo of Emma’s nother is placed next to it. EMW S
DAD waves a hand at Emma’s feet with his eyes still on the
t el evi si on.

EMVA' S DAD
Feet off.

Emma doesn’t budge. Instead, she rests her head on his
shoul der.

EMVA
Live alittle, Pops.

Emma’ s dad rests his head on top of Emma’s. They watch an

ol der worman wal k onto the stage, and Enma notices a rose
tattoo on her calf. She lowers her feet, straightens herself
and chuckl es.

EMVA
Look, that old hag has the sane
tattoo as you.

Emma’ s dad squi nts and shakes his head.

EMVA' S DAD
Nah, m ne’s nore badass than that.

Emma’s dad pats a very simlar rose tattoo on his upper arm

EMVA
It’ Il probably |Iook the same when
you' re old and ugly.

Emma’ s dad props his feet up on the coffee table, knocking a
ti ssue box onto the floor.

EMVA' S DAD
| m never gonna be old and ugly,
kid.

Emma | aughs and reaches for the pack of cigarettes on Erma’s
dad’ s knee. She pulls one out and pops it into her nouth,
t hen places the pack on the coffee table. Emm’s dad gl ances
her way with a defeated | ook then back at the tel evision.
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EMVA S DAD (cont’ d)
Need a light?

EMVA
| " m good.

Emma smirks, reaches into the crack between two couch
cushions and pulls out a lighter with which she |ights her
cigarette. Emma | eans back, takes a puff, and bl ows the
snoke away from Emma’s dad. Enma’s dad takes a puff fromhis
own cigarette and gl ances at the photo next to the

t el evi sion.

EMVA' S DAD
Your nmom never |iked your little
habi t .

EMVA

Yet you endorse it.

Emma takes an ashtray off of the coffee table and places it
on the arnrest next to her. She flicks ash on to it.

EMVA' S DAD
When did | ever fucking listen to
her?

Emma’ s dad si ghs.

EMVA' S DAD ( CONT’ D)
Today, though..

EMVA
Yeah, nonmis really watching today.
She' |l throw a pot at you from
above.

Emma’ s dad | aughs.

EMVA' S DAD
"1l let her doit. I'd be angry
today too if I’'d gone out with no
warning two years ago.

Both Emma and Emma’ s dad gl ance at the photo again. Enma
shifts her attention back to the television where a crowd
cheers. She takes another puff from her cigarette.

EMVA
Not hi ng we can do about it, so.
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EMVA' S DAD
We just gotta deal. But we’'re okay,
kid, you know?

Emma’s dad ruffles the top of Enma’ s head. She dismisses it
and | ooks at the garbage can near the front door nearly
overflowng with enpty bottles. The carpet underneath it is
stained with [iquor. Emma scoffs, stubs her cigarette onto
the ashtray, and stares at the television with a frown.
Emma’ s dad pops an alnond into his nouth froma bow on the
coffee table. Emma briskly stands up and heads toward the
kitchen. Emma’s dad turns his head her way.

EMVA' S DAD (cont’ d)
What’ re you doi ng?

Emma opens a cupboard and grabs a bag of sliced bread.

EMVA
Feedi ng nysel f.

EMVA' S DAD
But | just cooked you I unch.

Emma pl aces a plate on the counter.

EMVA
That was four hours ago.

Emma’ s dad stands up fromthe couch with a groan and j oi ns
Emma in the kitchen. He |l eans against the wall with his arns
crossed, while watching Emma spread butter on the bread

wi t hout neeting his gaze.

EMVA' S DAD
We can go out for dinner.

Enma | ooks at Enmm’ s dad and cocks her head to the side with
frustration.

EMVA
Can we?
(pause)
Did you go to work today?

Emma’ s dad focuses his gaze on the | oose drawer handle he is
fidgeting wth.
EMVA' S DAD
| can work extra |long tonorrow so
we can eat out this weekend.

Emma takes another slice of bread out of the bag.
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EMVA
So we can’t go out for dinner
t oday.

Emma’ s dad | ooks at Emma with shane in his eyes for a
nmonent, then quickly cheers up.

EMVA' S DAD
Damm it, let’s go tonight!

EMVA
| can’t tonight, anyway.

Emma’ s dad sighs. They remain in silence, while Emua spreads
butter on the second slice of bread. Emma’'s dad sm rks.

EMVA' S DAD
Whay? You got a date or sonething?

EMVA
Yeah, actually.

EMVA' S DAD
Hey, that’s great! Since when do
you | i ke boys?

Emma’s dad lets out a | oud | augh and Emma chuckl es. She
pokes his chest with her butter knife, while rolling her
eyes. Enma’s dad pretends to clench his chest in pain.

EMVA
Very funny.

Emma’s dad smiles at Enmma.

EMVA' S DAD
So what’s the plan?

Enma hesi t at es.

EMVA
W' re seeing The Big Lebowski .

Enmma’s dad frowns, taken aback

EMVA' S DAD
On the day--

EMVA

That student tickets are 20 percent
of f, yeah.
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Emma | ooks at Emma’s dad with an intense expression. He
stares back dubiously and opens his nouth to speak, but Enma
interrupts him

EMVA ( CONT' D)
Can you drive mnme?

EMVA' S DAD
Sure can. Who are you going with?

Emma hesitates again and avoids Enma’ s dad’ s gaze.

EMVA' S DAD ( CONT' D)
Come on, don’t tell ne it’s the guy
you keep harassing at school.

Emma pl aces the butterknife on the counter.

EMVA
| don’t harass him

Emma’ s dad rai ses both hands def ensively.

EMVA' S DAD
That’ s not what his nombitches to
me on the phone every ot her day.

Emma lets out a |loud huff and faces Emm’ s dad, | eaning
agai nst the counter. She shrugs.

EMVA' S DAD ( CONT’ D)
You' re kidding ne.

Emma’ s dad | aughs and points a finger at Enmma.
EMVA' S DAD (CONT' D) (cont’d)
You, kid, nust be out of your
goddanm mi nd.

Emma chuckl es and shakes her head.

EMVA
| think Zeke is crazier for asking
me out. 1’ve only ever been a bitch
to himthese past two years.

EMVA' S DAD
Maybe he believes in second
chances?

EMVA
O 100t h.
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EMVA' S DAD
Nobody’ s ki ds are normal these
days.

Emma smles and wal ks toward the fridge. Wen snelling the
inside of the fridge, she quickly noves her face away with a
di sgusted expression, as it consists of spilled beer bottles
and ol d, opened food containers. Enma slans the fridge door
shut .

EMVA
VWhat the fuck

Emma whi ps around to face Enma’s dad and he | ooks at her
sheepi shl y.

EMVA' S DAD
Forgot to throw some things out?

Emma takes the long grocery |list pinned with a nagnet to the
fridge door and holds it in front of her.

EMVA
And forgot to replace it too.

She shakes her head with the sanme di sgusted expression, pins
the grocery list back on the fridge, and wal ks away from
Emma’ s dad.

EMVA' S DAD
Where are you off to?

EMVA
Cotta start getting ready for ny
dat e.

EMVA' S DAD
How nuch tinme do you have?

EMVA
Two hours, ish?

Emma’ s dad nods, then | ooks at Enmma skeptically.

EMVA' S DAD
Weren’'t you supposed to be at
school today?

Enma turns to look at Enma’s dad fromthe kitchen entrance
with a smrk, then turns the corner toward her room Enma’s
dad snmles and takes a bite fromthe slice of bread Emma

pr epar ed.



I NT. EMVA' S HOUSE - SAME DAY 2

Emma is in her bedroom applying Iip gloss. She is wearing a
floral dress and has her hair in a neat ponytail. She smles
at herself in the mrror before exiting her roomand wal ki ng
down the hallway to the living room She stands glaring with
her arns crossed in front of Enma’s dad, who is |lying on the
couch watching the news with a beer bottle in his hand.
There are stains on his pyjamas, and he only has one dirty
sl i pper on.

EMVA
So you can’'t drive ne to the
novi es.

Emma’ s dad groans and shifts his position so he is propped
on one el bow. He squints at her.

EMVA' S DAD
You' re seeing a novie? Which one?

EMVA
| already told you.

EMVA' S DAD
Rem nd your old man.

Emma cl enches her teeth.

EMVA
| thought you were never gonna be
old and ugly.

EMVA' S DAD
Vell, | ain't ugly.

EMVA
You aren’t | ooking so gl anorous
ri ght now either.

Emma’ s dad runs a hand through his hair and sighs. He takes
a sip fromhis beer

EMVA ( CONT' D)
The Bi g Lebowski. That’s what we’'re
seei ng.
Emma’ s dad’ s expression brightens.

EMVA' S DAD
We used to watch that with you when
you were little.

Emma | ooks at Emma’ s dad absently.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 8.

EMVA
Yeah, you said you' d drive ne
t oni ght.

Emma’ s dad shakes his head with a troubl ed expression. He
rubs his face and groans.

EMVA' S DAD
Kid... can you get a ride from
soneone el se?

EMVA
It starts in 20 mnutes. |'11 be
| at e.

EMVA' S DAD

You coul d’ve rem nded ne earlier.
Emma t akes a deep breath.

EMVA
You coul d’ve not gotten so fucking
drunk.

Emma’ s dad puts a hand in front of his face.

EMVA' S DAD
Whah there. Your pop’s just trying
to wind down and relax after a | ong
day.

Emma’ s expression turns to frustration.

EMVA
O drinking over nom because she
fucki ng di ed today.

Emma’s dad and Emma silently stare at each other for a
nonent. They both breat he heavily.

EMVA' S DAD
Fi ne.

Emma’ s dad takes another sip fromhis beer, |ies back down
on the couch, crosses his |egs, and closes his eyes.

EMVA' S DAD ( CONT’ D)
But at least I’mnot pretending I
don’t feel shit by watching The Big
Lebowski .
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Emma briskly goes back to her room slamm ng the door behind
her. She sits on her bed, dials a nunber on her cell phone,
and puts it against her ear. She w pes the tear from her
cheek while waiting for a response.

ZEKE (V. O
Hey, what’s up?

EMVA
(i nto phone)
Can you pick ne up?

ZEKE (V. O
Yeah, | was going to offer anyway.
(pause)
You okay?
EMVA

(into phone)
Yeah.

Emma fiddles with a | oose string on her dress.

ZEKE
Alright, 1'lIl be there in five.

Emma hangs up the phone and | ooks at the screen that shows
the tinme displaying 6:15pm Emma |ies on her bed. She grabs
a pillow next to her, covers her face with it, and |ets out
a nuffl ed scream She renoves the pillow and sees a new
mascara stain on it. She groans.

EMVA
Fuck.

Emma puts the pillow aside and gets up from her bed, w ping
the mascara from under her eye. She exits her bedroom wal ks
down the hallway, through the living room and to the
kitchen. She takes out a can of Coca Cola fromthe fridge
and sits on a stool next to the counter.

Emma finishes the drink and | ooks at the tinme on her phone:
6: 19pm

TI ME LAPSE
--Emma goes to the fridge again and takes out an apple.

--Enmma throws out the core after finishing the apple. She
| ooks at the tinme that shows 6:25pm and frowns.

--Emma fidgets with the rings on her fingers in anticipation
and | ooks at the tinme on her phone again: 6:40pm
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--Enmma checks her reflection in the blank screen of her
phone, adjusts her ponytail, and sighs. A text nmessage from
Zeke appears on her screen that says: "lI’moutside.”

Emma qui ckly hops off of the stool she was sitting on and
goes to open her front door. She steps outside and sees
Zeke’s car waiting in front of her house. Zeke is staring
bl ankl y ahead. Emma wal ks to the car, but hesitates opening
it the passenger door when she sees Zeke’s bl oodshot eyes
and deranged | ook through the | owered w ndow.

ZEKE
Get in the car.

EMVA
You're | ate, asshol e.

Zeke grunts and forcefully opens the passenger door that
hits Enmma’ s hip. She w nces.

ZEKE ( CONT’ D)
| mnot the asshol e here.
(pause)
Maybe you woul dn’t have turned out
to be such a bitch if your nmom
hadn’t dunped you for ny dad.

Emma | ooks at Zeke, horrified, while Zeke' s expression
becones increasingly dark.

EMVA
That never happened.

Zeke chuckl es nenacingly.

ZEKE
ht. O course your drunk fuck of

Rig
father never told you what our
r
I

ents were doing before your nom
led my dad in the accident.

a
pa
k
Emma’ s eyes widen with fury.
EMVA
They were driving back fromthe
college fair. That’s all
Zeke scoffs.

ZEKE
You' re a fucking child.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 11.

EMVA
What’s wong with you?
ZEKE
It’s both of us, Emmm.
(softly)

| lost my dad too.

EMVA
| know that, but you don’t know
shit about ny parents’
rel ati onshi p.

Zeke smrks as he reaches for his cellphone in his pocket.

ZEKE
Maybe, but | know quite a bit about
our parents’ relationship.

Zeke sw pes the cel |l phone screen for a nonent, then passes
the phone to Emma. She hesitates, glaring at Zeke, then

t akes the phone fromhim Emra scrolls and Zeke continues to
stare at her. A disturbed expressi on washes over Emma’s
face.

ZEKE (cont’ d)
| feel bad for us, Emma. We both
have had to deal with a | ot of
shit.

Zeke tries to nmake eye contact with Enma, but her gaze
remains fixed on the screen.

ZEKE ( CONT’ D)
Way don’t you get in the car and
we' |l talk about it.

Zeke gestures toward Emma, but she throws his phone at him
and quickly runs away fromthe car until she is standing in
front of her doorstep. She |ooks back at Zeke, her nose
flaring.

EMVA
Just get off my street, Zeke.

Zeke sticks his head out of his w ndow.
ZEKE
Bad t hi ngs happen to bad peopl e,
Emma. That’s how it works!
Emma whi ps her head back around, opens her front door, and
slanms it behind her. She takes a trenbling deep breath and
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puts her face in her hands. After a nonent, she wal ks toward
the kitchen, fills a glass with water, and wal ks with it
back to the living room Emrma places the glass on the table
next to Enma’s dad, who is asleep on the couch. She stares
at himwhile tears formin her eyes.

FADE QOUT.
THE END



