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FADE IN:

INT. TOM’S HOUSE - TOM’S BEDROOM - DAY 

The room is perfectly arranged. No a spec of dust. Everything 
is in it’s place. The cool blue light of early morning seeps 
through cracks in the blinds.

Laying motionless in the bed is TOM, mid twenties, face full 
of stubble, eyes wide open staring at the ceiling. He looks 
over at the alarm clock, 5:34 A.M.

Tom sighs, then looks back up at the ceiling.

INT. BASEMENT OFFICE - DAY 

The office is like something out of a late 1950’s interior 
design catalog. Brown cloth couch. Two pea green leather 
chairs. An old steelcase desk with drawers on each side.

A nearby metal shelving unit is full of various supplies. 
Mechanical pencils. Ink pens. Brushes. Colored pencils. Blank 
sheets of paper of various sizes. Everything neatly arranged.

A few framed four panel comic strips hang from the walls. 
Some color. Some black and white. O

Tom sits down at the desk. The desk lamp dimly lights his 
workspace. He sips some steaming coffee and tunes an old 
transistor radio to NPR.

He grabs a drafting pencil out of the pencil drawer and 
starts to draw.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY 

Tom cooks some scrambled eggs. The TV in the adjacent family 
room is tuned to the morning news. The clock on the wall 
shows it’s 7:30.

TV NEWS ANCHOR
With the buyout of the Atlanta 
Times Tribune by Kingson Press 
Syndicate now complete, many 
Tribune employees are left 
wondering whether or not they’ll 
still have a job.

John, mid 20s, attractive, well groomed, enters wearing a 
white short sleeve dress shirt and black slacks. He’s fussing 
with his black tie.



JOHN
And you’re wondering if you’ll 
still have a comic strip.

TOM
The only thing I know is that it 
sucks balls. I don’t like only 
being in one paper right now.

John wanders back into the family room.

JOHN (O.S.)
Isn’t Howard working on getting you 
into those newspapers in Ohio?

TOM
Howard works on a lot of things. He 
also fails at a lot of things.

Tom pauses to sip his coffee. 

TOM (CONT’D)
I tried the fart joke.

John pokes his head around the corner and into the kitchen.

JOHN
How’d it go?

TOM
Like a fat kid playing dodgeball.

JOHN
Oh come on, that’s comedy gold.

TOM
Evidently it’s not when you put it 
down on paper.

John disappears back behind the corner. Tom stops stirring 
the eggs.

TOM (CONT’D)
You going to eat any of this?

JOHN (O.S.)
No time. Pour me a glass of orange 
juice. I’ll grab it in a second.

Tom opens the fridge. Everything inside is neat and orderly. 
Milk, eggs, cheese, everything, right where you’d expect it. 
He grabs the orange juice.
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TOM
I won’t be here when you get home 
tonight ... meeting with Sharon. 
Can you feed Mort for me when you 
get home?

Tom takes a glass from the cabinet, looking over at a small 
beta fish swimming around in a bowl. He pours some juice.

JOHN (O.S.)
I thought you see her on Tuesdays?

Tom returns to stirring the eggs. 

TOM
I do. Had to reschedule. Some 
shrink conference or something. 

It takes a moment before Tom realizes that John hasn’t come 
for the juice.

TOM (CONT’D)
John?

Tom leaves the eggs and looks into the family room. A car can 
be heard starting up out front.

TOM (CONT’D)
I hate it when he does that.

INT. TRADER JOE’S - PRE-PACKAGED MEATS FREEZER - DAY

Tom checks through all the packages of pre-sliced Mexican 
chicken in stock. He counts to see how many strips are in 
each package. Every one has seven.

A face appears in the portal of a nearby door to storage 
area. MICHELLE, mid 20s, dark hair, spots Tom and smiles, 
exposing a dimple on each cheek.

Tom continues to finger through the packages.

TOM (CONT’D)
This is way more difficult than it 
should be.

Michelle sneaks up behind Tom. She taps Tom on his right 
shoulder but quickly moves to his left. Tom bites and looks 
to his right.

No one is there.

Quickly he turns to his left and spots Michelle.
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MICHELLE
Hey!

Michelle looks eager to chit chat. Tom doesn’t.

TOM
You know who does that sort of 
stuff? Six year olds.

Tom gives up on the Mexican chicken.

TOM (CONT’D)
Would it kill them to put an even 
number of strips into their Mexican 
chicken?

Tom grabs a package of Cajun chicken. A quick check -- eight 
strips. He tosses it in the cart.

CHIPS ISLE - MOMENTS LATER

Michelle grabs a package of Ye Ole Nacho Chip and tosses it 
over to Tom. Tom grabs it and checks out the label.

MICHELLE
Don’t worry. There’s no red in it.

Tom smiles.

TOM
Good girl.

He tosses it in the cart and they continue on down the isle.

MICHELLE
Been busy?

TOM
The usual. Working on the strip. 
Fighting the man. Ninja missions.

MICHELLE
You  worried about the Tribune 
sale?

TOM
I’ll let you answer that one.

Michelle playfully acts like she’s thinking really hard.
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MICHELLE
I’d say you haven’t slept a wink, 
and constantly obsess over it any 
moment you’re not occupied.

TOM
Oooh, you’re good. It’s like you 
know the inner secrets of my mind.

MICHELLE
We were chemistry partners in high 
school.

TOM
Most effective way to get to know 
someone.

An OBESE WOMAN is wandering the isle looking completely lost. 
Tom nods in her direction.

TOM (CONT’D)
Looks like you’re on.

The Obese Woman notices Michelle’s uniform and starts to walk 
over. Michelle smiles to Tom.

OBESE WOMAN
Excuse me, but can you tell me 
where the shrimp is?

MICHELLE
Sure, follow me.

Michelle and the Obese Woman wander off. Tom grabs a quick 
glance of Michelle’s butt before she rounds the corner.

INT. TOM’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DAY 

Tom is sitting on one side of the couch eating some yogurt. 
On the other side is a TAMMY, early 20s, sporty. They’re 
watching TV together.

ON THE TV: A man and a woman are in the middle of an 
argument.

TAMMY
I don’t know why she likes him.

John notices that the magazines on the coffee table aren’t 
evenly spaced. Some overlap more than others.
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TAMMY (CONT’D)
He’s just going to cheat on her 
like he did with her sister. Still, 
they’re totally going to hook up.

Tom leans forward and starts to arrange magazines, 
concentrating on getting them spaced evenly. Tammy watches 
for a moment, then gets annoyed.

TAMMY (CONT’D)
Oh come on.

TOM
These magazines are all messed up.

TAMMY
This is an important scene. You 
need to be watch this. Marissa and 
Keith are going to hook up. I’m 
telling you.

TOM
Tammy, the magazines aren’t going 
to arrange themselves.

Tammy tosses Tom a snotty look then goes back to watching.

ON THE TV: The man and woman on the television embrace in a 
lustful kiss. Tammy claps her hands enthusiastically.

TAMMY
Ha! Told you.

TOM
Phenomenal. Two points for you.

Tom sits back. The couple on the TV continue to kiss 
passionately. Tammy is a bit taken aback.

TAMMY
They’re really going at it.

Tom isn’t satisfied with the magazines. He sits forward and 
starts messing with them again. Tammy looks over, less than 
pleased.

TAMMY (CONT’D)
Do you have to do that right now?

Tom sits back. He tries to ignore it. He can’t and sits 
forward again, moving the magazines.
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TAMMY (CONT’D)
They’re just magazines Tom.

TOM
To you they’re just magazines. To 
me they’re the center piece of a 
properly balanced room.

Tom sits back satisfied with his final arrangement.

ON THE TV: The credits start to roll.

Tammy gets up and grabs a gym bag next to the couch.

TAMMY
I’m off to yoga. You wanna go?

Tom starts laughing. Tammy looks like she missed something.

TAMMY (CONT’D)
What?

Tom gets up off the couch, still laughing, and walks into the 
kitchen out of view.

INT. BASEMENT - DAY

Tom is at the steelcase desk working. A peer over his 
shoulder reveals he’s drawing a picture of Michelle.

She’s putting some cans on a shelf at the store. She sports a 
big smile and is looking directly at the viewer. Tom is 
working on the detail around her dimples.

DING DONG.

Tom stops drawing and sits up.

DING DONG.

TOM
Damn it.

INT. FAMILY ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Tom opens the door to reveal Mitch, chubby, mid 20s, goatee, 
standing on the front porch. He’s wearing a Sound Tribe 
Sector 9 t-shirt and his eyes are bloodshot.

MITCH
Sup cuz?
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Tom looks less than thrilled.

TOM
Mitch, I told you not to come by 
when you’re high.

Mitch looks offended.

MITCH
I’m not high bro.

TOM
Then why are your eyes bloodshot?

MITCH
Um, because I was rubbing them?

TOM
Is that a question or an answer?

Mitch looks confused.

MITCH
Huh?

TOM
Just get in here.

INT. BASEMENT - CONTINUOUS

Tom is back at the desk, this time working on his strip. 
Mitch is spinning around on one of the pea green chairs. His 
head nodding to music only he can hear.

MITCH
Did my sister come by?

Tom doesn’t turn around, but replies in a very deliberate and 
annoyed manner.

TOM
Yes, just like she does every day 
to watch her soaps after class.

MITCH
Did she say anything about my dad 
kicking me out?

Tom’s shoulder sulk and he spins to face Mitch.

TOM
Uncle Will isn’t kicking you out. 

8.



MITCH
He found my pot, man.

TOM
Mitch, you smoking pot isn’t 
exactly news ... to anyone.

Mitch shrugs.

MITCH
He hasn’t been talking to me. I 
think he’s really mad.

TOM
You ever think maybe it’s not the 
pot, and maybe it’s the fact that 
he has a twenty six year old son 
who still lives at home and has 
absolutely zero job prospects?

Mitch thinks for a moment, looking like this idea had never 
occurred to him.

MITCH
You think that might be it?

Tom shakes his head and goes back to working on his script.

TOM
Yeah, I think that might be it.

INT. SMALL OFFICE - NIGHT

The office full of modern style furniture right out of an 
IKEA catalog. Tom sits slumped in a small leather chair. A 
glass of water rests on the table next to him.

Across from him sits SHARON, mid 30s, hair pulled back, thin 
rimmed glasses, a pad in her lap.

SHARON
I hate it when you use that term.

TOM
Don’t you think psychologist has 
way too many syllables in it?

SHARON
I didn’t go to school for seven 
years to be called a shrink. Are 
you going to take this seriously, 
or should we call it a night?
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Tom gently waves his hand.

TOM
Alright. Alright. Like I was 
saying, I have a hard time telling 
people that I’m seeing a shri ...
That I’m seeing a psychologist. 

Sharon smiles and jots something down on her pad.

SHARON
What about that makes you 
uncomfortable?

TOM
People jump to all of these 
conclusions when you tell them 
you’re seeing a shrink.

Sharon looks over at him, her eyes thin.

TOM (CONT’D)
Sorry.

Sharon goes back to her notes.

TOM (CONT’D)
Its like they automatically think 
you’re all looney bin and stuff.

SHARON
What’s important is whether or not 
you think you’re, as you put it, 
all looney bin.

TOM
I have sixteen diagnosed phobias, 
obsessive compulsive disorder--

SHARON
No you don’t.

TOM
Yeah, I do.

SHARON
Everyone with a doctoral degree 
from Yale raise your hand.

Sharon looks around the office, as if searching through a 
crowd. She stops and looks back at Tom.
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TOM
You made your point.

Sharon smiles smugly.

TOM (CONT’D)
You know what I do every night 
before I close my eyes? I lay 
there, and I remind myself, one day 
I’ll be dead.

Sharon sighs. She sits forward and looks at Tom directly in 
the eyes.

SHARON
Tom, do you feel like coming here 
is helping?

TOM
I don’t freak out when I see cats 
anymore.

Tom looks out the window.

TOM (CONT’D)
I’d say that’s a start.

INT. TOM’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Tom enters through the front door. John, still dressed in his 
work clothes, is laying out on the couch watching TV. He sits 
up, a subtle smiles on his lips.

TOM
Sometimes I wonder why I pay her.

ON THE TV: A group of women sit around a coffee table 
complaining about their jobs.

Tom checks the TV then looks over at John.

TOM (CONT’D)
What’s this shit?

JOHN
No idea. TV was on when I got home.

TOM
Mitch never turns anything off when 
he leaves.

Tom goes into the kitchen. John lays back down on the couch.
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TOM (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Like, I drop seventy bucks each 
session with her. And for what? 
She’s not doing anything that the 
last guy didn’t already do.

JOHN
Dr. Girbaud.

TOM (O.S.)
Yeah, Girbaud, whatever. She’s not 
doing anything he didn’t do.

JOHN
You don’t freak out when you see 
the neighbor’s cat anymore.

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Tom is making himself a sandwich. Bread, meat, napkins, 
condiments are arranged in so there are only right angles.

TOM
You hungry?

JOHN (O.S.)
No ... ate something at the office. 
Oh hey, I forgot to feed Mort.

Tom grabs a plate from the cabinet as he puts everything back 
in the fridge, in exactly the place he got it from.

He heads over to Mort’s bowl. There’s a red blinking light on 
the answering machine.

TOM
You listen to the message?

JOHN (O.S.)
What message?

TOM
I’ll take that as a no.

He grabs the fish food, Tom presses the button, and sprinkles 
in some fish food. Mort eagerly gobbles it up.

ANSWERING MACHINE
You have one missed call. First 
missed message.

12.



HOWARD’S VOICE
Hey Tommy Boy--

Tom cringes as he hears that.

HOWARD’S VOICE (CONT’D)
--buddy, I heard back from Smith 
Press ... that’s the papers in 
Ohio. They decided to pass on your 
strip. I’m sorry for the bad news. 
But hey, I’ve got a few other 
things cooking and I’ll give you a 
ring when I get a little farther 
with them? Okay pal? Hang in there.

Tom sets the plate down on the kitchen table and pulls out a 
chair. He plops down on the seat with a thud. He looks up to 
see John standing in the arch to the kitchen.

TOM
What the hell is a Buckeye anyway? 

Tom tears into a bite of his sandwich.

TOM (CONT’D)
I really don’t like this being in 
only one paper right now.

JOHN
Howard’ll pull something together.

TOM
No he isn’t. You know why? Because 
Howard sucks.

Tom takes another bite.

JOHN
Then get a new agent.

TOM
I can’t do that. He’s a friend of 
Uncle Will’s and I’m like his only 
talent.

Tom leans back in his chair, frustrated.

TOM (CONT’D)
I just wish he didn’t suck.
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INT. FUNERAL HOME - DAY 

People stand around, somber faces, wearing standard issue 
mourning clothes, talking quietly amongst themselves.

Tom stands in the middle of the room staring straight ahead 
at the glossy silver half open casket in front of him.

He begins slowly making his way toward the casket. Each step 
taking an eternity. A few people look over at him, then make 
silent comments to themselves.

Tom reaches the side of the casket. He swallows hard, his 
Adam’s apple bouncing around his neck. He leans forward. The 
body inside just about to come into view--

INT. TOM’S HOUSE - TOM’S BEDROOM - DAY 

Tom’s eyes open. He’s laying in his bed. He stares at the 
ceiling before looking over at the alarm clock.

ON THE CLOCK: 5:07 AM

Tom returns to staring at the ceiling.

TOM
I hate my life.

INT. BASEMENT - CONTINUOUS

Tom sits at his desk staring at a blank piece of paper. He 
continues to just stare. His sad, empty, droopy eyes just 
focused on the center of the blank page. He sighs.

TOM
It’s not going to draw itself.

He sips his coffee then grabs a pencil and gets to work.

INT. FAMILY ROOM - DAY

Tammy is laying on the couch. The TV is on but she’s watching 
as Tom dusts the entertainment center.

TAMMY
You can’t just stay in here all the 
time dwelling on what might happen.
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TOM
Sure I can. Hey, look--

Tom looks at Tammy.

TOM (CONT’D)
I’m doing it now.

He goes back to dusting. Tammy tosses him a spiteful glance.

TAMMY
It’s not healthy.

TOM
My health isn’t a priority. The 
priority is my strip. And I’m one 
newspaper away from being 
unemployed.

TAMMY
Then work on the strip.

Tom acts as if he’s surprised. 

TOM
Jesus Tammy, you’re right! Why 
didn’t I think of that?

His face deadpans and he goes back to dusting.

TAMMY
You obviously don’t want to talk 
about this. But I’m not sitting 
around to be your punching bag.

Tammy grabs her bag and gets up.

TAMMY (CONT’D)
Try talking for a change. It’ll 
save money on cleaning supplies.

Tammy exits through the front door. After it closes Tom stops 
dusting. He thinks to himself for a moment.

INT. KITCHEN - LATER

Tom sits at the kitchen table, phone to his ear.

SHARON
Dr. Stabler.
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TOM
It’s Tom ... before you say 
anything, I know your cell phone is 
for emergencies only ... I don’t 
know if this is an emergency or 
not, but I can’t stop cleaning my 
house.

There’s no answer.

TOM (CONT’D)
Hello?

Sharon sighs.

SHARON
You got ten minutes to get here.

INT. SMALL OFFICE - DAY 

Sharon lights up a cigarette and sits on a table next to an 
open window. Tom fidgets in his chair.

TOM
My agent can’t get me into any new 
newspapers and I’m sitting at home 
constantly obsessing over whether 
or not the Atlanta Times is going 
to drop my strip.

Sharon takes a drag and taps the ashes in an ashtray. She 
blows the smoke out the window.

TOM (CONT’D)
Its like I don’t have any control 
over my life.

SHARON
Then do something about that.

TOM
But that’s what I’m saying, how?

SHARON
I’m not a life coach, I’m your 
psychologist. How you do it is up 
to you.

Sharon puts her cigarette down and walks over to her desk, 
placing an abrupt stopping point on their discussion.
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SHARON (CONT’D)
Now, I’ve got a patient due in 
twenty minutes. You’ve gotta go.

Tom smacks his hands on the arm rests in frustration.

TOM
So I’m just supposed to figure it 
out on my own? This sucks.

SHARON
Life’s not always fair.

INT. FAMILY ROOM - NIGHT

Tom is on the couch playing Halo 3 on his XBOX. John, still 
sporting his work clothes, sits on the other side watching.

JOHN
I don’t see the problem with that. 

TOM
Don’t see a problem? I pay her to 
give me advice.

JOHN
No, you pay her to listen to you, 
and to help you find answers to the 
questions you’re to scared to ask 
yourself.

TOM
Jesus, you sound just like her.

John lets out a muffled laugh. Tom pauses the game, annoyed.

TOM (CONT’D)
If you think I’m being a douche 
just say it.

JOHN
You’re being a douche. Look, quit 
being such a giant vagina and 
instead of waiting for things to 
happen to you.

Tom unpauses the game.
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JOHN (CONT’D)
That’s all I’m saying. I’m your 
best friend, but I’m telling you 
man, start getting aggressive or 
life is going to leave you behind.

Tom doesn't look satisfied.

INT. TOM’S HOUSE - TOM’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Tom stares up at the ceiling. He leans over and looks at the 
alarm clock, 3:42 AM. 

TOM
Life’s going to leave me behind. 
What kind of bullshit is that ... 
but he’s right.

He sighs, rolls over, and closes his eyes.

EXT. BACK PORCH - DAY 

Tom relaxes in a rocking chair, his feet up on the railing, 
drawing pad in his lap. He’s sketching a woman smiling. It’s 
Michelle. His pencil fills in some shading around her lips.

RING. RING.

Tom picks up the cordless phone sitting on an small table 
next to the chair. The call ID shows it’s Howard.

TOM
Howard.

MALE VOICE
Tommy boy --

Toms face sours.

HOWARD
I got some good news for you buddy.

TOM
And that might be?

HOWARD
A newspaper out in Oklahoma.
They’re interested in the strip.

Tom sits up but looks skeptical.
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INT. FAMILY ROOM - DAY 

Tom and Tammy sit watching soaps on the TV.

TAMMY
No cleaning today?

TOM
Howard called. Some newspaper in 
Oklahoma wants to meet.

Tammy sits up, genuinely excited.

TAMMY
That’s great. 

TOM
You know what a sooner is?

TAMMY
Um, no, I don’t. What do you want--

TOM
Back when Oklahoma was still a 
territory the government did these 
land grab things. People show up 
and then rush out and stake your 
claim to some lot or whatnot. 

TAMMY
Like in that Tom Cruise movie?

TOM
Yeah, whatever. Some people would 
head out before they were supposed 
to, like at night. Sneak out. 

Tammy puts her feet up on the coffee table.

TOM (CONT’D)
Don’t do that.

She puts them back on the floor.

TOM (CONT’D)
They’d hide until the thing 
started, and then pop out and lay 
their claim before anyone else even 
got there.

TAMMY
So.
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TOM
They were called sooners ... 
because they went too soon. Know 
another word for them?

TAMMY
What?

TOM
Cheaters.

Tom reaches for the remote and turns up the volume, leaving 
Tammy sitting there completely perplexed.

INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Tom and John are on opposite sides of the couch watching a 
movie. A young girls is running down a hallway screaming, 
obviously fleeing from something.

JOHN
Never been to Oklahoma.

The girl runs into a room and slams the door shut. Whatever 
was chasing her slams against the other side of the door. The 
girl screams.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Big paper?

TOM
Didn’t say.

JOHN
When are you guys supposed to--

TOM
What is this, a Barbara Walters 
special?

The woman on the TV looks up and spots an air duct. She pulls 
the vent off and tries to climb in.

TOM (CONT’D)
I’m not exactly thrilled about an 
offer from some paper in hickville.

The girls strains to get in. Almost there. Almost. Suddenly,  
the door bursts open and a werewolf runs in grabs her, and 
tears her to shreds amidst a plethora of screams.
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TOM (CONT’D)
Told you she’d bite it.

INT. BASEMENT - NIGHT

Tom works away at the strip. A small transistor radio is 
tuned to Coast to Coast A.M. The caller is very upset about 
some green smog nearby. Tom checks the clock, 2:34 A.M. 

Tom rubs his eyes and looks around the drafting table. There 
are several finished strips, all waiting to be scanned into 
the computer nearby.

Tom walks over to the table and powers on the PC. He grabs 
one of the finished strips and places it face down on the 
scanner.

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Tom turns the light off to the basement stairs and shuts the 
door. He walks though the kitchen and into the--

INT. FAMILY ROOM

--where he finds John asleep on the couch, TV still on. Tom 
shakes his head, grabs the remote, and turns off the TV.

John wakes up. Out of sorts. His eyes puffy. 

TOM
You staying out here?

John lays back down and nods.

TOM (CONT’D)
Whatever.

Tom walks down the hallway, enters his bedroom, and shuts the 
door.

INT. TRADER JOE’S - DAY 

Tom is reading the back label on a jar of pickles. Michelle 
walks past the end of the isle carrying a box, too fast for 
Tom to have noticed.

TOM
What the hell is sodium benzoate?
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Michelle walks backward until she’s standing at the end of 
the isle again, in clear view. Tom looks up, and waves her 
over. She smiles and cheerfully waltzes to his cart.

TOM (CONT’D)
Sodium benzoate. That sound organic 
to you?

MICHELLE
What?

She places her box in the children’s seat of the cart.

TOM
Never mind.

Tom puts the can back on the shelf and grabs some pickles 
from another brand, spinning it around to check the label.

MICHELLE
The strip with the guy spitting out 
the coffee the other day was funny.

Tom isn’t listening. He’s concentrating on the nutrition 
label. He places the pickles in his cart.

TOM
Cucumbers and vinegar. Good times.

MICHELLE
How long does it take you to do 
one?

TOM
What, the strip? Three, four hours. 
Where are the olives?

Michelle points to the other side of the isle.

MICHELLE
And you do five a week?

TOM
Seven.

MICHELLE
That must take forever.

TOM
About thirty hours a week. Give or 
take.

Tom grabs a jar of olives.
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MICHELLE
When do you do them? Like during 
the day or--

TOM
Night ... mostly. Early morning 
sometimes... I’ve got a weird 
schedule.

MICHELLE
Like every night? Because me and 
some friends were going to Tazza 
Friday to catch this band that--

Tom can see where this is going. He acts quickly to head 
things off by walking away.

TOM
Sounds like you guys will have a 
good time. I gotta jet.

Michelle puts her hands on her hips.

MICHELLE
My box.

Tom grabs it and places it on a shelf as he rounds the corner 
of the isle and passes out of view.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY 

Tom enters through the garage door with a few bags in each 
hand. Mitch on the couch in the family room playing Halo 3.

MITCH
Some guy called.

Tom strains to close the door with his foot, annoyed by the 
sight of Mitch, and his reluctance to help.

TOM
Nice to see you too.

Tom plops the grocery bags on the counter. He starts 
unpacking, placing all the items so the packaging corners 
form right angles.

TOM (CONT’D)
Did he say what it was about?

MITCH
Lunch.
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Tom doesn’t look like he was expecting a call, from anyone.

TOM
Lunch ... When?

FAMILY ROOM

Mitch shifts in his seat, as if literally moving the 
controller is going to somehow help him in the game.

MITCH
Maybe an hour ago.

Tom enters and grabs the phone laying next to Mitch.

TOM
Give me this.

He scrolls through the caller ID.

TOM (CONT’D)
It was Howard. Damn it Mitch, don’t 
answer the phone when I’m not here.

Mitch isn’t even paying attention. Tom walks back into the 
kitchen. Mitch continues to shoot enemies on the screen until 
finally--

MITCH
‘kay.

EXT. PATIO OF RESTAURANT - DAY 

It’s bright outside. Not the piercing “I can’t see” bright, 
but more the “it’s a great day” kind of bright. Small parties 
sit around on trendy cast iron tables and chairs.

Tom concentrates on lining his silverware in perfect parallel 
lines. Across from him is HOWARD, mid-forties, balding, 
nervously smoothing over his obvious comb over.

TOM
Why lunch?

HOWARD
Why not?

Tom’s eyes dart over to Howard, Tom’s index finger tracing 
the bottom of the butter knife. Howard nervously swallows. 
He’s terrible at staying calm.
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TOM
It’s not like you.

A fake smile.

HOWARD
Come on buddy. An agent can’t take 
his client out to lunch?

Tom moves the knife ever so slightly to the left.

TOM
You haven’t taken me to lunch in 
three years.

They sit. Howard sips his water. Tom moves his napkin so the 
bottom lines up perfectly with the edge of the table. Howard 
loses it. He can’t hide the truth any longer.

HOWARD
I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. I wanted 
to have something lined up before I 
had to tell you this--

TOM
What is it?

HOWARD
I tried. The Oklahoma thing -- I 
should have had it nailed down 
already. It’s just bad timing.

TOM
What’s bad timing?

HOWARD
The strip. Your strip. The 
Chronicle cancelled it the day 
after they were bought out. They’re 
just running your new stirps 
through the end of the month.

Tom’s face sinks. He leans back in his chair, speechless.

HOWARD (CONT’D)
They cancelled everyone. Went fully 
syndicated. I didn’t know how to 
tell you. I wanted to have 
something else lined to soften the 
blow. I’m sorry Tommy boy. I let 
you down, I’m such a failure--
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But Tom isn’t listening. Behind his empty, cold eyes, his 
entire life’s goal is slipping out of reach.

Tom looks over at the other tables. People laughing. Having a 
good time. Smiling.

TOM
I ... I gotta get outta here. I 
gotta go.

Tom abruptly gets up and walks away. Howard stands, he tries 
to say something, but nothing comes out. He just watches Tom 
walk away.
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