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INT. CAR -- LATE EVENING

A FATHER of about 40 and his SON, a young teen drive on a 
heavily wooded highway. The Son looks out the window angrily. 
The Father notices.

FATHER
What’s wrong?

The Son doesn’t respond, shifting his body more toward the 
window.

FATHER (CONT’D)
C’mon, what’s so bad about going on 
a drive with your dad?

SON
I just don’t understand why you’re 
doing this.

The Father glances over to him.

FATHER
Well, I just feel like we need to 
spend more time together.

SON
We spend plenty of time together. I 
just never understand what I hear 
when we’re not together.

FATHER
From your mother?

SON
No, I mean what I hear you say to 
each other.

FATHER
Son, fighting is a part of 
marriage.

SON
But one of you always ends up just 
running off.

A large tree branch falls in their path and they stop. The 
Father goes up to it, rubbing his head. The Son rolls down 
his window.

SON (CONT’D)
(louder)

What happened?



FATHER
Probably because of the storm 
yesterday.

The Father moves the branch and the Son notices the keys in 
the ignition. He looks to a trail on the side of the road 
leading to a small stream. The Son snatches the keys and puts 
them by his side as his Father gets in and notices. He looks 
over to him.

FATHER (CONT’D)
C’mon, what’re you doing?

The Son stares out the windshield.

FATHER (CONT’D)
Give them back!

SON
Isn't mom just sitting at home 
wondering where we are? I don’t 
understand why we’re doing this.

FATHER
She’s too worried about herself. 
You’re not seeing both sides of it.

SON
I wish I could! But whenever you 
guys argue one of you just leaves 
and you never mention it again!

The Father rubs his head, looking out the window and back to 
his Son.

FATHER
Give me the keys, it’s not safe to 
park here.

The Son puts his hand on the door handle.

FATHER (CONT’D)
We’ll talk about it while we drive.

The Son hesitates and looks to his Father who extends his 
hand toward him. The Son looks out of his window and pulls 
the door open, running as his Father reaches across the seat, 
grabbing at him. At the same moment another car comes from 
behind, forcing him to pull over more before getting out.
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EXT. CAR -- LATE EVENING

The Father cups his hand around his mouth.

FATHER
Where are you going?

He starts off after him, stumbling as he gets into the woods. 
He quickly catches up but his Son who, much younger and more 
agile, jumps the width of the stream to the opposite side. 
They both pause, the Son cocking his arm back with the keys 
in hand.

SON
I’ll do it!

FATHER
What are you thinking?

SON
That you’ll have to call mom to 
pick us up.

The Father laughs and begins pacing along the edge of the 
stream.

FATHER
You’re wasting time, this is 
nonsense.

SON
Well it doesn’t make sense to me 
why you guys fight all the time!

The Father rubs his head and sits down on a nearby tree 
stump.

SON (CONT’D)
Do you even have an answer for it? 
We never even really talk when you 
take me on these drives, it’s like 
I’m just there to distract you.

FATHER
Distract me from what exactly?

SON
Maybe I would know if I ever got a 
straight answer! Do you want to 
give me one?

The Father continues pacing, looking at the ground, 
momentarily ignoring his Son’s increased threat to throw the 
keys.
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SON (CONT’D)
I’ve noticed some changes in you 
two these past few months.

FATHER
Son, you know that any marriage is 
complicated.

SON
Yeah, but I’d like to think my own 
Father could confide in me! It’s 
like both of you have become 
strangers.

The Father gets irritated and moves toward the side of the 
stream as if he might attempt the jump, the Son steps back a 
bit.

FATHER
There’s still a lot you have to 
learn on your own about dealing 
with things.

SON
You’re right, I’m sure, but I feel 
the same way about you.

FATHER
Just give me the damn keys!

The Father reaches over the stream toward him, the Son turns 
to begin to throw the keys, the Father steps through the 
stream after him.

The Son’s powerful throw puts him off balance, landing him in 
a patch of mud on the stream’s bank. He makes himself dirtier 
trying to wipe it off.

The Father goes off and finds the keys in the stream with 
little effort and returns, picking his Son up and putting him 
over his shoulder as he walks back across the stream. The 
Father pretends he can’t hear his Son’s complaining and they 
walk back to the car.
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EXT. SHOPPING CENTER -- NIGHT

The car pulls into a parking space in front of a pet store.

SON
What are we doing?

FATHER
Well, you were saying how you 
wanted a fish.

SON
Like 3 months ago.

INT. CAR -- NIGHT

FATHER
What’s the matter? Don’t like fish 
anymore.

Son shrugs his shoulders and turns more towards the window.

FATHER (CONT’D)
If you’re still upset about the 
you’re clothes, I told you that 
stuff will wash out.

SON
I know

FATHER
(angrily)

Alright, well you want to go get 
the fish, or no?

SON
No, that’s okay.

FATHER
Alright fine! Well. If your mother 
sees me come home with no fish 
she’ll probably think I brought you 
with me to the bar or something.

Father gets out of the car and walks swiftly toward the pet 
store.
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INT. PET STORE -- NIGHT

The Father is at the cash register with a goldfish in a small 
plastic bag. He reaches into his pocket and sighs in 
frustration.

FATHER
(To store clerk)

I left my money in the car, I’ll be 
right back.

The store clerk nods and puts the fish on a self behind the 
counter, taking a sip of her soft drink as they both walk 
away. The fish is swimming into the corner of the bag.

INT. CAR/SHOPPING CENTER -- NIGHT

The Father is in the driver’s seat looking through the center 
console. His Son exits a Pizza shop with a slice and drink in 
his hands. The Father notices him and gets out of the car.

FATHER
What’re you doing?

SON

I was hungry

FATHER
You weren't hungry when I asked you 
before, back on the highway.

SON
Well I’m hungry now. What’s the big 
deal? It’s a slice of pizza.

FATHER
So will you still be stealing money 
from me when you’re old enough to 
buy beer?

The Son looks down.

FATHER (CONT’D)
Who the hell taught you that it’s 
alright to steal? Get in the car.

The Son walks around to the passenger’s side as the Father 
follows him with his eyes waiting until he’s in the car. The 
Father gets in and starts the car.
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EXT. CAR -- NIGHT (MIMIC EXT. SHOT ON PG. 5)

The car pulls out of the lot.

INT. CAR -- NIGHT

The Son is cooling off his Pizza as the Father is driving 
fast down the highway.

FATHER
I was gonna use that 5 for gas.

The Son looks at his Father, stopping what he’s doing.

FATHER (CONT’D)
You know that we need to save every 
dollar that we can. I’ll make you 
food at home.

SON
There’s nothing good at home.

The Father grabs the slice of pizza and takes a bite. He 
grabs the drink with the same hand and takes a sip.

FATHER
(with a mouthful)

Well I guess you’ll just have to 
get used to it.

The Son slouches lower in his seat and looks out the window. 
It begins to rain. The Father continues driving with the 
pizza and drink in one hand.

INT. PET STORE -- NIGHT

The store is empty save for a janitor mopping the floor in 
front of the cash register. The fish is still swimming into 
the corner of the bag on the shelf.

SON
Can I make scrambled eggs when I 
get home?

FATHER
Use what you want as long as you 
clean the dishes.
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EXT. BAR/HIGHWAY.

The car drives by and we linger on the glowing neon bar sign 
in the window

EXT. PET STORE -- NIGHT

The parking lot is lit by street lamps, the light of the pet 
store sign turns off as the janitor leaves.

EXT. SUBURBAN HOME -- NIGHT

The car pulls into a drive way. The headlights turn off and 
the Father gets out, walks around to the passenger’s side, 
and picks up his sleeping Son.

He puts him on a bench that sits on the front porch as he 
goes through his keys. The Son wakes up in a daze. The Father 
opens the door and notices he’s awake. He offers him a hand 
to get up. The Son yawns and shakes his head, pushing his 
hand away.

SON
I’m gonna get some air.

FATHER
Alright. Well, there’s no eggs in 
the fridge. I called your mother 
while you were sleeping. You’ll 
find something in there though.

The Father goes inside. The Son gathers himself, running his 
hands through his hair. He walks off across the front lawn.

EXT. SIDEWALK/ROW OF SUBURBAN HOMES

The Son walks into the light of a street lamp and stops to 
stare in a window. A MAN goes from one room to another and 
picks up his sleeping DAUGHTER in front of the television. 
The Son continues walking down the sidewalk where he crosses 
the street to the edge of thick woods. He stops at its edge, 
slowly scanning it up and down. He walks slowly into the 
woods, noticing a trail to the left. He Pauses. As he stares 
at the trail he begins walking away from it, deeper into the 
woods.
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