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I NT. SI NGLE BEDROOM - AFTERNOON

A phone screen flashes on. PETER CLARKMAN, 19 and slightly
out of shape in plain grey sweatpants and a plain grey

sweatshirt, rises up with a comcally large stretch of the
arnms and swings his feet to neet the ugly, speckled carpet.

He wal ks to his phone, deftly sw pes away the alarm and
clicks on a floor |anp.

The floor |anp bathes the roomin just enough warmlight to
reveal an inpeccable dormroom

Above the neatly shel ved books on the desk hangs a CALENDAR
LARGE, BLUE ' X' s cover all the days |eading up to SATURDAY,
SEPTEMBER 22nd.

ON CALENDAR
Bl - MONTHLY SLEEP | N DAY - 12: 30am

Peter grabs a pen froma cup full of identical pens and
crosses off the day. He then sits at his desk.

PETER
(wth glee)
Let’ s see--

Peter consults a small day planner on his desk.
ON DAY PLANNER

Eat various neals at Southburn Dining Center

Test Tonmorrow! Don’t Fuck it Up!

Peter reaches down and taps a key on his keyboard.

PETER
Ok, Darlene. What’'s on the nenu
t oday?

After a cheerful "BLOOP NO SE his conputer lights up and a
synthetic femal e voice fromdeep within the uncanny vall ey
replies:

DARLENE
Here are your results for, "Watts
Venue Today." Tasteful Chrone is
headl i ni ng. Openi ng concert video.

Pet er hangs his head and goes to sit at the desk, but the

kind of INDIE POP SONG you'd hear in a Kia ad begins to
pl ay. Peter shrugs and begins maki ng his bed.
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CONTI NUED: 2.

PETER
Guess brunch is gonna be a
surprise! Helluva day.

Peter opens his closet door and | ooks down. Anobng the

cl ot hes and shoes there are WH TE SLI PPERS as wel | as BROWN,
FURRY SLI PPERS and a shoebox in the corner. Peter ponders
for a nonent, and reaches down.

PETER
(l'ike a Baptist preacher)
Treat yo self!

Peter flips the Iid open to reveal a PAIR FUZZY BUNNY
SLI PPERS WTH ONLY THREE EARS TOTAL. Peter’s face nelts to
deep di sconfort and he cl oses the box.

He puts his feet in the brown slippers and a smle returns
as he wiggles his toes. He stands and wal ks to the door.

PETER
Hel | uva day!

I NT. SI NGLE BEDROOM - DI NNERTI ME

Peter waltzes through the door toward his desk, covered in
neat piles of notecards.

SUPERI MPCSE:  5: 30PM

He sets down a plate containing one EGG SALAD SANDW CH cut
into triangles, sone baby carrots and a healthy dollop of
cottage cheese. He goes to close the door and yells out,
wth a strained smle:

PETER
Just refill the filter pitcher next
tinme! | hate waiting for cold
wat er .

TREVOR ( OS)

Life is brutal, Pete. Get used to
it!

Peter closes the door and his eyes, venting a sigh. After a
nonent of silence he shakes his head and sits down to his
food and study work.

There is sone conmotion outside, but Peter is focused as he
flips fromcard to card, growing nore and nore focused and
engrossed. And then, the door is nearly knocked off its

hi nges by | oud rappi ng.

Peter starts, sending a cloud of notecards flying.
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CONTI NUED: 3.

PETER
(frightened, to hinself)
| know t hat knock. .
(beat)
Conme in! I'mjust stu--

Peter is interrupted by a loud yell as the door slanms open
agai nst the wall.

NANCY CLARKMAN has arrived, dressed to the nines in
tastefully flared jeans, zip up boots and a bl ack bl ouse. She
is in her late 30s and | ooks nore |like a grad student at a
job interview than a not her

Peter winces and turns slowy.

NANCY

(l'i ke Oprah)
VWHO WANTS A HOVECOOKED MEAAAAAAL?

Peter grits a smle and turns around.

PETER
Momi Hey! | think we've actually
got enough leftovers froml ast
weekend.

NANCY
Oh ny god, there’ s garbage on your
floor. Where is ny new, organi zed
son? | can’t go back to the old
nodel !

Peter scranbles to pick up the notecards, nore annoyed than
enbarrassed.

NANCY
Ah! Leave it! You ve got an onion
to chop. I'’m making chili!

Peter’s roommat es can be heard whooping and cheering in the
living room Peter sighs and grabs an apron off a hook by
t he door.

I NT. LI'VING ROOM - EVEN NG

Nancy, Peter and the roommates are sitting around a snal
tabl e.

TREVOR is 6 feet tall, of nediumbuild and dressed |ike he's

j ust been out joggi ng. BARTLEY is shorter, stouter and wears
typi cal teenager clothing with a vibrant backwards hat.
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CONTI NUED: 4.

TREVOR
(bur pi ng)
Jesus, Ms. darkman, you shoul d
cone over nore often

BARTLEY
Yeeeaaahhh, we eatin’!

An unconfortable silence follows Bartley s outburst. Peter
shifts restlessly, nearly half a bow of chili in front of
him The rest have finished and are digesting.

NANCY
Thank you, Trevor! You can’t live
of f that slop at Southstein!

PETER
(wth a groan)
Mom it’s Southburn and it’s really
not that bad.

NANCY
| don’t care what the hell it’s
called, it isn't your nother’s hone
cooki ng! And you can call ne Nance.

Peter picks at his food while Nancy beans.

NANCY
Let’s tal k about tonight,
gent | enen.

TREVOR

Yeah, what are we up to, guys?

Bartl ey | ooks down, scrolling through sonething on his
phone.

PETER
|’ mgoing to bed. Big test
tomorrow. It’s at like, two
o' clock-- well, it’s at two thirty
but I need to get settled early and
maybe run a few |l ast m nute things
by the TA --but |1’ mwaking up early
to brush up on the vocab. Ancient
Chi nese Dynasties nanes really
don't stick in the ol’ noggin’.
Ri ght guys?

TREVOR
Sure, Pete.

Trevor turns to Nancy.
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CONTI NUED: 5.
TREVOR ( CONT’ D)
Where are you staying?

NANCY
| " m crashi ng here! Couch | ooks good
to nel

Peter nearly chokes on a spoonful of chili

PETER
No, no. No you aren’t.
TREVOR
C non, dude. It’s way cheaper than

a hotel.

Nancy, bolstered by Trevor’s support puts a hand on her
forehead, feigning shock.

NANCY
(hurt)
My own son! How could you do this
to ne?
(m schi evousl y)
Besi des, |’ m not planning on

driving after tonight, boys.

Trevor hi-fives Nancy. Bartley does a little dance, stil
scrol |l ing.

PETER
(hopel essly confused)
You' re going out with thenf

NANCY
Nope. WE' RE going out with them

She reaches into her backpack sized purse and produces two
bottles of |iquor.

NANCY
And we’re going out with style.
TREVOR
Jesus Christmas! This is great
stuff!
BARTLEY

(di stract ed)
Ballin” ouuuuut.

Peter is stunned. He tries to speak but stands up and begi ns
rapidly clearing the table.
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CONTI NUED: 6.

NANCY
It’s gonna be fun! Right?

Bartley leaps to his feet, holding his phone above his head.

BARTLEY
(triunphant)
Found the address! There's a party
on Cranbrook! And it’s open, ny
daaawwgs.

Everyone, even Nancy w nces, but hi-fives go around as Peter
finishes grabbing his arnful of dirty dishes. He | ooks his
not her in the eye.

PETER
No, it really won’t. I’mdoing the
di shes and going to bed.

He scurries off to the kitchen and puts the dishes in the
sink. He begins to rinse a gl ass.

SMASH CUT TGO
I NT. LI'VING ROOM - NI GHT

The sane glass is now filled with clear, fizzing drink.
Peter is holding the glass, |ooking dowmn at it angrily.
Trevor and Bartley are finishing their drinks, gulping them
down. Nancy is preparing shots.

PETER
Mom |'mnot going to drink it. |
didn’t plan for this.

Nancy | ooks over her shoul der and si ghs.

NANCY
Be right back, boys. Help yourself
to nore snacks, but save those
shots for when | get back!

Trevor and Bartl ey exchange a | ook of amazenent and reach
for some Chex M x.

Nancy beckons her son to the hallway | eading toward his
bedroom Peter sets his drink down and follows. He tries to
sneak past her but she stares hi m down.
PETER
Mom just let ne go to bed. | can’t
just drop everything tonight.

Nancy | ooks Peter in the eyes with notherly | ove.
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CONTI NUED: 7.

NANCY
You can, and you will. Loosen up,
budrow. 1’ m paying for all this.

You should be thankful for that.
And you shoul d be thankful for the

car | let you take. Now go, have
fun.

(beat)
| insist.

Peter’s face drains of color. He | ooks down, seenming to
literally weigh his options with his hands. He | ooks up,
upset, but defeated.

PETER
"1l go. But |I’m not changi ng.

Nancy | ooks down at Peter’s slippers and attenpts a
supportive nod while suppressing a | augh.

PETER
Confortable cl othes for
unconf ortabl e pl ans.

NANCY
Beat s heel s.

Pet er wal ks back to the living room picks up the drink and
downs it as Nancy | ooks on with a proud smle. She does an
unflattering nom dance/ shuffle back to her seat. Looking up,
she gets a glimer in her eye and says:

NANCY
Now. Who’'s up for another shot
before we hit the road?

EXT. SUBURB STREET - N GHT

Bright lights flash through the wi ndows of a rocking house.
Loud nusic and a steady stream of people in and out of a
side door indicate a party of epic scale.

Weird outbursts of trunpet, tronbone and saxophone drift
down fromthe roof, along with an occasi onal rain of
cigarette ash.

NANCY
(in awe)
THS is a band party?

BARTLEY
W go hard, Ms. C
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CONTI NUED: 8.

She gives a reluctant nod of approval to Bartley’'s
reassurance. He is wearing his marching band hat and a gold
track suit. He | ooks very drunk and very excited.

PETER
Looks kinda full. Maybe 1’1 just
call it quits.
Peter, still dressed in all grey sweatcl othes and bunny

slippers, starts to walk towards the sidewal k, but Trevor
and Bartley flank himand foll ow.

Meanwhi | e, Nancy wanders tipsily toward the fire escape,
eager to check out the informal trio on the roof.

TREVOR
Dude, easy. How can you not
appreci ate how thoroughly rad this
is? Your nomis a SAVAGE

BARTLEY
Dude, you look SICK. It’'s like
Kanye got really pissed off and
wat ched Donni e Darko. Ch, shit! You
got the Reservoir Dogs slippers,
t oo!

Peter just rolls his eyes and stops, not turning back
t owar ds the house.

TREVOR
(sheepi shl y)
Besi des, dude. She’s super excited
about tonight. | think she really
wants to party with you

PETER
Too bad it isn’'t rmnutual.

Trevor shifts unconfortably. Peter turns to face him

PETER
It’s enbarrassing, man. | grew up
with her. She was a fucking
di sci plinarian!

TREVOR
She | oves you, dude. G eat cook,
t oo!

Pet er | aughs know ngly and w t hout hunor.
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CONTI NUED: 9.

PETER
Yeah, she is now | ate 100% frozen
food in high school.

TREVOR
But | thought--

PETER
Nope! She worked nights. And
nmor ni ngs. Thank god |’ ve got her
ol d busted PT Cruiser. Taking the
bus everywhere sucked.

Trevor | ooks |ike he doesn’t know what to say, but manages
an awkwar d:

TREVOR

(beat)
|’ msorry.

Oh.

Peter sighs and wal ks towards the fire escape, reluctantly
| ooki ng for his drunk nother.

NANCY ( OS)
Hell yeah | was a gymmast in high
school ! Watch thi s!

Peter | ooks up and sees his nother on the | owest platform of
the fire escape. He | ooks relieved until she clinbs up and
begins to walk on the railing. Peter runs forward.

PETER
Wait, don’t!
NANCY
These boots were nmade for tightrope

wal ki n’ !

Peter watches in horror as she begins to wordlessly belt the
tune of "These Boots" while teetering above a ten foot drop.
Just as she reaches the part of the song that goes "wal k al
over you" she | oses her footing.

The nusic quickly fades away as Peter |unges forward. Nancy
catches herself, barely, by grabbing the platform Peter is
beneath her, deciding if he can catch her when she drops.

She lands, with a yelp, in his arnms as they tunble to the
gr ound.
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CONTI NUED: 10.

NANCY
I"'mfine! I'"mfi--

As she goes to stand, she wi nces and grabs at her | ower
back. Peter | ooks genuinely worried until:

NANCY
Damm, that hurts. | need anot her
dri nk!

The roof trio cheers but Peter is unconvinced. Trevor and
Bartl ey are standing cl oseby and are visibly concerned.
Bartley is swaying fromside to side, but his jaw hangs open
with worry.

TREVOR
Let ne help you up!

Peter stretches his armout but Trevor grabs Nancy and hel ps
her up. Peter sighs and awkwardly scranbles to his feet.

PETER
Now can we go home?

Trevor ignores him

TREVOR
(to Nancy)
You good?

NANCY
Yeah! Fi ne!

PETER
Fuck this. 1’ mtaking her hone.

Trevor | ooks sheepish but unwilling to intervene. Peter
takes his nom and hel ps her toward the sidewal k.

NANCY
| didn't get to go inside!

Peter doesn’t respond, just guides her slowy down the road,
| eaving Trevor and Bartley standing in the yard.

EXT. BUS STOP - N GHT

Peter helps his nother |ean up against the plexiglass bus
stop enclosure. Both are actively avoiding eye contact.
Peter starts to pace at the edge of the road until he hears
his nother groan softly. Peter stops and | ooks up,

di sgrunt| ed.
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CONTI NUED: 11.

PETER
Mom just don’t throw up on the
bus. Let’s not put a cherry on this
shit sundae of a night.

NANCY
(unst eady)
Watch the | ang- -
(bel ches)
Wat ch t he | angua- -
(swal I ows audi bl y)
Don’t say swears!

Nancy sighs and shuffles to the corner to keep herself
upright. Peter turns and faces his nother, no |onger
contai ning his di smay.

PETER
You threatened to take the car back
if I didn’t do shots with you! |
wasn’t even going to stay up late

t oni ght!

NANCY
Well, obviously | can’'t take the
car if I’min no condition to
drive.

Peter throws his nother a glare. In the distance the squeak
and hiss of a bus stopping at the stop down the road draws
Peter’s attention.

PETER
Come on. Lets just go hone.

NANCY
| think that’s your bus. |’ m going
back to the party.

PETER
Mom you can barely stand.

NANCY
Hel | uva ni ght, yeah?

Pet er | ooks at her incredul ously.

PETER
You t hrew your back out!

NANCY
This old gal’s got a little life
left in her, yet. 1’ve done this

bef or e.
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CONTI NUED: 12.

(Wi nci ng)
This isn't ny first late night.

Pet er | ooks overwhel med and steps up to face his nother.

PETER
(col dly)
Ch, yeah, nom All those 3am
formul a bottl es.

Nancy takes a deep breath and conposes hersel f, visibly
i gnoring the remark.

PETER
(like a smartass)
Mom you know that "bottle service"
isn't just when you get a
babysitter to feed your kid while
you're of f partying, right?

Nancy sighs and turns to Peter, hands open at her sides. She
| ooks himin the eye.

NANCY
CGosh, Petey, it nmust really suck to
have responsibilities that keep you
in on a beautiful fall night. I
never went out. You think | had the
nmoney for a babysitter? It was just
you and ne, budrow

PETER
What’ s your excuse now?

Pet er | ooks down, ashaned.

NANCY( CONT’ D)
So I"msorry you had to spend a few
hours out with your nother. At
| east your roonmates know |’ m j ust
trying to have fun

PETER
| can’t fail tonorrow
NANCY
(exasper at ed)
Peter, you're brilliant. | thought

col l ege woul d | oosen you up. Wat
are you worried about?

Peter sits down, back against the glass. Nancy wal ks over to

himand puts a conforting hand on his head. O maybe she’s
st eadyi ng hersel f.
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CONTI NUED: 13.

PETER
Yeah. I'mputting the work in but I
can't do it half way! | can't fuck
this up.
NANCY
You're that worried? You' re--
PETER
--brilliant, | know. The snmartest
kid alive, and finally showing it.
But - -
(qui eter)
| just don’t know. |’ve got to stay
in control
NANCY

In control of what?

Peter | ooks straight up, breathing deeply, as if to fend off
t ears.

PETER
| know you think I"mso smart but
this is real

NANCY
(genui nel y)
It’s real, but you can handle it.
|’ ve seen that cal endar on your

wal | . Your kitchen is pristine.
You’' re even neki ng your bed! You're
nailing the real life part of this.

And it sounds like you' re trying to
do nore than your best with
cl asses, but kid--

Nancy exhal es angrily and westles her heels off her feet
and tosses themin her bag.

NANCY
| don’t know.

PETER
Maybe |’ m just burnt out.

Peter takes off his slippers and hands themto his nother.
Nancy chuckles and sits, sliding the slippers on. The bus

stops, but she waves it on as her son keeps staring at the
stars.
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CONTI NUED: 14.

NANCY
You said it better than nme, budrow.
Just don’t burn out.
(beat)
|’mnot a mnd reader. |If you want
space or help or anything, you just
ask.

Pet er keeps staring up, rubbing his eyes.

NANCY
Busses every ten mnutes, right?
W' || be back by two thirty. Best |
can do, but you gotta nove.

PETER
Sorry if | said anything nmean.

NANCY
| needed to sober up.

Peter | ets out an anused burst of air and | ooks at his
nmot her.

PETER
Space would be nice. | nean, this
whol e Chef Nance thing is great,
but you’ ve seen ny schedule. I'’ma

pl anner, nom | plan. Maybe you
could call the day before?

NANCY
Call you every day. Check.

Peter is alnost visibly upset at the apparent
m scomruni cati on but cracks a smle upon seeing his nother
was only joking.

Nancy | ooks at her watch.

NANCY
Where are the boys? | can’t believe
we |eft them

Peter puts his armaround his nom

PETER
They can handl e thensel ves. Lets go
hone.

NANCY
.
(beat)

( MORE)
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CONTI NUED

NANCY (cont’ d)
Can we talk sonme nore? | feel |ike
| " m m ssing out on sonething nore
i nportant than partying here.

PETER
(content)
Yeah. | think I am too.

15.

FADE TO BLACK



