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| NT. BEDROOM - M DDAY 1

CHRI STI AN DEVEROQUX is sitting in his room on his old
outdated conputer surfing the web. Christian is 17 years
old, with spiked black hair. He has his headphones on
listening to The Ranpbnes "I Wanna Be Sedated" on his
tattered, heavily used CD player, drowning out the excessive
yelling com ng fromthe other room

H's roomis covered in posters of bands such as "The C ash"
"The Ranones" "Green Day" and there are nultiple posters of
"Flat Foot Platypus". H's | eather jacket, which is coated in
studs, is strewn across his bed.

MOTHER
(V.Q)
Get the fuck outta nmy house, don’t
you dare tell ne...

Christian raises the volunme on his CD player further nmaking
the yelling inaudible.

CHRI STI AN
(mumbling with the song)
Twenty twenty twenty four hours to
go oh oh, | want to be sedat ed.
Not hing to do no way to go hone...

Christian continues to surf the web, gaining information
about a local concert for the band "Flat Foot Pl atypus"”

TOM
(V.0)
You' re a fucking slut...

CHRI STI AN
(I'rritated)
Screw this shit!

Christian stands up from his desk, snagging his jacket,
keys, chained wallet, and pack of cigarettes fromthe top of
his dresser and wal ks out his door.

He turns the volune on his CD player to its |oudest setting.
He wal ks past his MOTHER, who has a lit cigarette in her
hand that is flailing about.

TOMtowering at 6 feet 4 inches tall, with a slight heavy
build and a mull et stands yelling at Mdther. Sone
profanities fromraised VO CES can be faintly heard over the
bl ari ng musi c.



EXT. HOUSE - M DDAY 2

Christian exists the house, SIGIS in relief, wal ks to the
curb and sits down.

He sits there CD player in hand, | ooking down the street. He
pulls the pack of cigarettes out fromhis pocket.

Christian shakes the pack and pulls a cigarette out, along
with the lighter that was hidden in the pack.

He Iights the deadly narrow stick and continues to stare
bl ankly down the street.

Wt hout | ooking he press the "Next" button on the CD pl ayer,
Green Day’'s "Wl cone to Paradi se" plays.

The house behind himis a tattered and ol d house. Shingles
are falling off, the yard is overgrown with dried out
yel l owi sh brown weeds and is strewn with splotches of dry
brown dirt.

W ndows are stained fromthe filth and grine fromonly being
cl eaned once in a blue noon. The wi ndows are barred up,
slightly concealing the fractures and broken panes that have
si nce been boarded up.

The Sky Bl ue paint that once decorated the house is now
faded from unkept maintaince and excessive sun exposure.
chi ps and chunks of the paint are gone, exposing the
underbelly of the house. An old junker car rests in on the
driveway. It’s in as bad of a shape as the house.

Chirstian’s phone RINGS, breaking his trance. The caller ID
reads "Ashley." Christian picks up the phone, and opens it.

CHRI STI AN
Hey, Ash!

ASHLEY
(Over the phone)
Finally you answer Christian, where

are you?

CHRI STI AN
God Damm phone, why can’'t | ever
get one that works... I'msitting

out si de ny house, waiting for the
"adults" to stop their bullshit.

ASHLEY

(Over the phone)
Your Mom and Tom fighting agai n?

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 3.

CHRI STI AN
Yup, sane shit like always. It
never changes around here.

ASHLEY
(Over the phone)
So ny parents aren’t home, you
wanna cone over?

CHRI STI AN
Yeah, | need to get the hell outta
here. (Beat). I'’mon ny way.

Christian hangs up the phone, and places the burning
cigarette on the ground. He stands up, and puts on his
studded | eat her jacket.

He | eans over, picks the cigarette back up and takes a deep
inhale fromthe stick. He exhales slowy, sone of the snoke
com ng out of his nose, wal king down the street.

EXT. ASHLEY’ S HOUSE - M DDAY 3

Ashl ey’ s house is in near perfect condition, the conplete
opposite of Christians home. Green grass covers all of the
front yard,the windows are clear, and all of the singles are
on the roof.

Christian stops at the edge of the property, taking a drag
fromthe cigarette. He wal ks to the giant white double doors
and KNOCKS.

It opens.

ASHLEY M DDLETON is standing there in jeans and a bl ack
t-shirt with the words "Flat Foot Pl atypus” witten across
the front. She too is 17 years old and has nedi um | ong brown
hair with streaks of red.

She notions for himto cone in.

| NT. ASHLEY' S HOUSE - M DDAY 4

Christian enters the house inhaling on the death stick,
Ashl ey notices the cigarette in his hand.

ASHLEY
How many tines do | have to tel
you not to snoke in here?

He exhal es the snoke.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 4.

CHRI STI AN
Sorry.

He | ooks around trying to find a place to put out his
cigarette. He raises his boot and extinguishes it on the
bottom and then places the bud into a fake house plant on
the fl oor near the door.

I NT. ASHLEY' S FAM LY ROCOM - M DDAY 5

Ashl ey takes Christian’s hand and |l eads himto the famly
room She pushes himonto the black | eather couch that sits
on the tiled floor.

She junps on top of his lap and kisses him The two sit
t here ki ssing when the door BANGS open. Ashley quickly
scranbl es off of Christian’s |ap.

ASHLEY' s FATHER and MOTHER cone into the famly room
pl acing the groceries down on the counter.

Ashley’s Father is 48 years old, nuscular built with a
mlitary style hair cut, in a button up shirt and sl acks.

Her Mot her is about 43 years old, with | ong bl onde hair and
wears a long silk dress. Both of themigonoring Christian's
presence.

ASHLEY’ S MOTHER

Ashl ey, darling, will you go out
ASHLEY' S FATHER

What the hell is he doing here?

Ashl ey’ s Father turns toward Christian.

ASHLEY' S FATHER
| thought | told you never to cone

back here.

CHRI STI AN
Cal m down, we weren’t doing
anyt hi ng.

ASHLEY' S FATHER
| don’t care, get out of ny house.

Ashl ey’ s Father closes the gap and grabs Christian by the
shirt collar. Christian shoves his hand off of his shirt.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 5.

CHRI STI AN
Get the fuck off me, man!

ASHLEY' S FATHER
(point to door)
Get the fuck out of ny house. NOW

CHRI STI AN
Fine you old bastard. Ash, 1’1
call you later

ASHLEY' S FATHER
Oh no you're not, NEVER cone back
here and if you cone near
daughter again, I’'ll kill you.

Ashl ey nods her head at Christian and gives hima small
smle.

CHRI STI AN
Fuck you! You can’t tell her who
she can and can’t hang out with.

He turns and wal ks to the door, and raises his hand behi nd
him giving Ashley' s Father the m ddl e finger.

ASHLEY' S FATHER
You little piece of shit!

EXT. SKATE PARK PARKI NG LOT - EVEN NG 6

MALCOLM GREYFI ELD is sitting on the hood of a car with a
group of CO- WORKERS just chatting away with Geen Day’s
"Know Your Eneny" playing on the cars radio.

Mal colmis an 18 year old, clean shaven and short brown
hai r.

He is wearing a red polo shirt that is tucked into khak
pants, his white and red "T-Mart" nane badge is stil
clinging to his shirt.

Christian wal ks up towards the group with a cigarette in his
nmout h. Mal col m spots hi m approachi ng and gets off the hood
of the car.

MALCOLM

Christian, how s it going? Haven’'t
seen you in days.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED

Chri sti an

Chri sti an’
Chri sti an

CHRI STI AN
Sane shit, different day. Just told
Ash’s old man to fuck off. It was
pretty funny.

MALCOLM
You shouldn’'t do that dude. He's an
ex-marine; he wll end your life in
a second.

CHRI STI AN

Don’t be such a pussy. It’s not
i ke he can actually do shit.

MALCOLM
So, you just shouldn’t do that, its
rude.

CHRI STI AN

What ever. You hear about the party
t hat Hughes is throw ng?

MALCOLM
Yeah, but | can’t go. Got sonething
speci al planned for tonight.

closes his fist and noves it up and down.

CHRI STI AN
Yeah |’ m sure you do!

MALCOLM
Fuck off! Besides aren’'t you to
young to be drinking?

CHRI STI AN
Li ke ny age has ever stopped ne
before. So what is so "special”
that you can’'t cone to the party of

t he year.

MALCOLM
| amgoing to be eating dinner with
nmy girlfriend and her parents. |I'm
nmeeting themfor the first tine
t oni ght .

s stomach GROALS interrupting the conversation.
| ooks down at his stonmach

CHRI STI AN
Wanna get sone food, | heard about
this great new place just off
M Iton, just opened up.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 7.

Mal col m | ooks at his buddi es who are chatting anongst
t hensel ves.

MALCOLM
Nah, | have to get back to work
soon, and I'mnot really that
hungry.

CHRI STI AN
Can | borrow ten bucks then?

Mal col m shakes his head. Christian sighs in disappointnent
and wal ks off, |eaving Mal col mand the others talking.

I NT. COLLIN S HOUSE - N GHT

Hours later at Collin’s house, party goers pack the place.
The MJUSI C punps | oudly. Nunerous bottles of al cohol (enpty,
and partially full) are scattered throughout the room
PARTYGOERS have RED CUPS in hands.

SERI ES OF SHOTS

Christian dances to the nusic with a bottle of Vodka in
hand.

Christian snorts a |ine of coke, |eans back and | aughs with
t he vari ous people around himjoining in.

Christian sits in a circle with others, snoking weed and
agai n | aughi ng.

Christian dances again with various people at the party.

EXT. HOUSE - N GHT

Headl i ghts illum nate the side of the house and intensify
brighter and bigger. A car slans to a stop near the front
yard. The door sw ngs open.

Christian, falls out of the car and onto the hard pavenent.
The car drives off, |eaving himthere notionless. A few
nonents | ater he gets up, brushes hinself off and stunbles
towards the front door.



I NT. HOME - NI GHT 9

The front door opens and Christian’s head peers through the
doorway. He enters, trying to close the door slowy.

The door CREEKS.

Christian’s nother cones running out of the kitchen with a
joint of marijuana and a glass of scotch in her hand.

MOTHER
Where the fuck have you been al
ni ght? Were you with that slut

Ashl ey?
CHRI STI AN
None of your business Mom and
she’s not a slut. 1'"mgoing to bed.
MOTHER
Get back here! 1’m not done talking
to you.
CHRI STI AN

| m done tal king to you. You're
fucki ng high and drunk.

The not her dashes to Christian and slaps himacross the face
with her free hand.

MOTHER
Don’t you dare talk to ne like
that! I’ myour nother, and | demand
sone respect.

CHRI STI AN

(rmunbl i ng)

You' |l get it when you sober up,
you bi tch.

MOTHER
What was that?

CHRI STI AN
Not hi ng

MOTHER

Now get to your room

Christian shuffles to his room bunping into walls in the
process.

The door SLAMS shut.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 9.

MOTHER
DON' T SLAM THE DOOR, stupid kid.

I NT. HOME - MORNI NG 10

Christian opens his bedroom door with Foxboro Hottub’s
"Broadway" blaring fromthe inside, walks to the couch and
sits. His nother enters with a plate of breakfast and pl aces
it in front of him

The plate is blacked, with burnt to a crisp eggs, and hash
br owns.

CHRI STI AN
VWhat the hell is this shit?
MOTHER
It’s eggs, now go turn down your
nmusi c
CHRI STI AN
| ain't eating this.
MOTHER
VWhat the hell is wong with you?

Christian glares at her.

CHRI STI AN
You!
(Beat)
Oh I'msorry. Did | say sonething
to piss you off?

She extingui shes her cigarette in his plate of food.

MOTHER
You ungrateful punk! I work ny ass
off to provide for you and this is
how you treat nme?

CHRI STI AN
Work your ass off? Are you ki dding
me? Al you do is snoke your crack
fight with Tom and pray that Jason

w Il come back to rescue you from
this pathetic life! I"'msorry I'm
not the "perfect son" |ike he was,

but stop expecting ne to be like
him He's gone and he isn’'t com ng
back.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 10.

MOTHER
Don’t you dare tal k about your
brot her that way! He was the best
thing that ever happened to this
famly! If it wasn’t for you..

CHRI STI AN

(yel l'i ng)
Stop Blaming ne for his death

Christian surges upward off the couch and smacks the plate
off the table.

He storms out of the house grabbing his jacket and
skat eboar d.

MOTHER
You worthl ess piece of shit! You're
just like your father.

EXT. ASHLEY' S HOUSE - M D- MORNI NG 11

Christian rides his skateboard towards Ashley’s house,
snoki ng when he | ooks up and sees Mal col m | eaned up agai nst
his car, Kkissing Ashley.

His cigarette drops fromhis nouth as he stands there in
shock.

Their |ips unlock and gl ance over, noticing Christian
standi ng there.

ASHLEY
Christian, Wa- What are you doi ng
her e?

Christian runs up to Mal col m and shoves himoff of Ashley.

CHRI STI AN
What the fuck, man?
MALCOLM
Christian, I’msorry dude, | didn't

mean for you to find out like this.

Chri stian punches Malcolmin the face, and Mal col m goes down
to the ground.

CHRI STI AN
Fuck you, Malcolm FUCK YOU You
were my best friend.

Christian then picks up his skateboard.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 11.

He Iifts it above his head.
Ashl ey reaches for the tail end of the skateboard.
Christian thrusts his arns down.

H s arns jerk back, Ashley’s grip holding the skateboard in
pl ace.

ASHLEY
Christian, stop...

CHRI STI AN
FUCK YOU TOO

ASHLEY
It’s not what you think.

CHRI STI AN
| just fucking saw you! So tell ne.
(pause). TELL ME ASHLEY!

Ashl ey opens her nouth and not hing conmes out.

CHRI STI AN
Was | just a charity case? Am |
just a story that you can tell your
rich friends "I slumed once too?"
Vel | fuck you

Christian | owers the skateboard. He turns and ki cks Ml col m
in the stomach

He pushes Ashley into the side of the car. He takes a step
forward, getting in Ashley's face, dropping the skateboard

Christian hal f chuckl es.

CHRI STI AN
| never |oved you anyway.

Christian gl ances back at Malcol mlaying on the floor
clutching his stomach.

CHRI STI AN
Fuck you bot h.

He swi ngs his body around, and ki cks Ml col m again.

Christian picks up his skateboard, places it on the ground
and rides off down the street.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 12.

ASHLEY
Chri sti an..
(Beat)

She falls to the ground, crying.

ASHLEY
( Sobbi ng/ munbl i ng)
|'"msorry, I’msorry.

EXT. SKATE PARK - DAY 12

Christian sits in the bottomof a bow on his skateboard. He
gl ances around, reading the graffiti decorating the inside
of the skating bow .

He stands up, pulling a switch blade knife fromhis pocket.

CHRI STI AN
Fuck it all.

He cuts the palmof his hand and balls it into a fist. Blood
flows fromhis hand and lets it drip to the concrete

He clinbs out of the bow, grabbing his board.
It starts to rain.

He stands there for a while letting the rain fall upon him
He | ooks up in the rain and breathes deep.

| NT. BEDROOM - DAY 13

Christian throws the door to his bedroom open, grabs a bag
fromunderneath his bed, and starts filling it with clothes.
Hi s nother stornms into the room puzzl ed.

MOTHER
What’ s goi ng on here?

CHRI STI AN
|'mtired of the bullshit, |'m
| eavi ng.

MOTHER
Ch no you're not.

CHRI STI AN

SHUT UP, |’ M NOT TAKI NG YOU OR
ANYONE ELSE'S SH T ANYMORE

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 13.

Christian packs the last of his clothes and grabs his car
keys fromthe desk

Hi s not her slaps himacross the face. Christian just smles
and shoves her out of the way.

CHRI STI AN
FUCK YOU, YOU STUPID BI TCH

MOTHER
| myour nother, and you’'re staying
here. STAY HERE!

CHRI STI AN
Now you want to act |ike a nother?
You're a drunk crack whore. | don't

need you. | NEVER HAVE. |’ve been
taking care of nyself for a | ong
time and I’ m not gonna deal with
your shit.

MOTHER
But |’ m your Mot her!

CHRI STI AN
Ever since Jason died, you ve been
not hi ng! Way the fuck do you think
Dad |eft? There is nothing |eft
for nme here!

Christian wal ks out of the room and out of the house, his
Mot her foll ow ng closely behind.

EXT. HOUSE - M DDAY 14

Christian opens the door to the Car and throws the bag into
t he back.

MOTHER
(pl eadi ng)
Don’t go, DON T go, you can’'t |eave
me here by nyself, PLEASE DON T GO

Christian turns around and | ooks at her.

Christian enters the car and the engine ROARS to life, he
cl oses the door. H's Mdther is stand in shock. She breaks
her conposure and begi ns ki cking the car.

MOTHER
(Scream ng)

( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 14.

MOTHER (cont’ d)
Fuck you! FUCK YOU' Go on get outta
here, | didn’t need you anyway!
FUCK YQU

I NT. CAR - M DDAY 15

Christian puts the car into reverse and noves the car into
the street, flipping into 1lst gear.

Christian speeds off down the street, just staring at the
open road ahead of him not saying a word.

FADE TO BLACK



