
INT. HOUSE - DAY

NOLAN RYAN (27) is RUNNING through his house, stopping every 
so often to dig through something. He looks at the clock. 

NOLAN
Ah, Christ. 

It’s 12:25. He begins to sift through more stuff. After a 
second, his phone runs. He looks at the caller ID. It’s his 
sister, JOANN (30). He answers.

NOLAN (CONT’D)
What

JOANN
Where the fuck are you? 

NOLAN
I can’t find my keys. 

JOANN
Did you look in the car. 

Nolan’s face goes blank as he runs out of the house and to 
his car. He looks in the window. On his seat are cigarettes, 
a lighter, and his keys. 

NOLAN
Fuck me.

JOANN
I was right, wasn’t I.

NOLAN
Yea. 

JOANN
On the day of your dad’s fucking
funeral?

NOLAN
I know. 

JOANN
Call a cab. 

NOLAN
This is LA. Just pick me up, it’ll 
take the same amount of time. 

(beat)
And bring my spare key. 



JOANN
You’re a dumbass.

EXT. HOUSE - DAY (20 MINUTES LATER)

Joann screeches to a halt in front of the house. From the 
driver seat, she chirps the car to make it unlock, he opens 
it, grabs his cigarettes, lighter, and keys, and runs into 
his sister’s car.

JOANN
Are you gonna lock the front door? 

Nolan looks at the front door, not realizing it. 

NOLAN
Fuck it. Just drive. 

Hard silence. Joann is pissed. 

JOANN
You know you never grew out of 
being 18. 

NOLAN
Shut up. 

JOANN
I’m serious. I don’t understand how 
you live with yourself. Still 
working at the movie theater.

NOLAN
Maybe I like it. Maybe you should 
go fuck yourself. 

Joann grumbles.

JOANN
I can’t believe how irresponsible 
you are sometimes. 

Nolan takes his cigarettes out of his suit coat and quickly 
lights one up. 

JOANN (CONT’D)
What the hell are you doing? 

NOLAN
Making the ex-smoker lose her mind. 
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JOANN
You’re really immature, you know 
that? 

NOLAN
(snide)

I know. You said that.

Joann grabs the pack. 

NOLAN (CONT’D)
What’re you doing? 

JOANN
Impolitely taking a cigarette. 

NOLAN
Why?

JOANN
You did this. You brought this on 
me. 

NOLAN
Fuck you, blaming your first 
cigarette in three years on me. 

JOANN
Well I wasn’t the one late to Dad’s 
funeral. 

Nolan grumbles. 

EXT. FUNERAL HOME - MOMENTS LATER

Joann furiously parks the car as CLAUDIA (62), their mother 
stands outside the door. 

Joann and Nolan pace each other and quickly reach their 
mother. 

NOLAN
Sorry, mom. 

Claudia smiles.

CLAUDIA
Not to worry, son.

They walk into the funeral home. 
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INT. CLAUDIA’S HOUSE

At the wake, Nolan and his mother are talking. 

NOLAN
Did dad ever tell you if he was 
disappointed that I didn’t do 
something better with my life yet? 

CLAUDIA
No... He loved you no matter 
what... You could’ve been a circus 
attendant and he still would’ve 
loved you. 

Joann walks in, passing through. 

JOANN
Oh don’t feed into him, mom. He’s 
just feeling sorry for himself. 

She passes out of the room. 

NOLAN
Why is she so mean? 

CLAUDIA
I think there’s just... something 
she wants out you. She sees your 
potential. 

NOLAN
Am I the only one that doesn’t see 
it? 

CLAUDIA
Express, it’s okay. We all still 
love you and Joann’s just showing 
it in her own way. If she didn’t, 
would she really have driven out to 
pick you up this afternoon? 

FADE TO:

INT. COFFEE SHOP - THAT EVENING

Nolan sits, nursing a cup of coffee. SUSAN (24) is wiping 
down tables and stops when she passes by him. 

SUSAN
You waitin’ for someone? 

Nolan looks up and notices her for the first time.
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NOLAN
No, why? 

SUSAN
Because you’ve been sitting there 
for over an hour, staring out the 
window. 

(beat)
Not to mention, you’re wildly 
overdressed to be by yourself. 

NOLAN
Yea, well... I just came from a 
funeral. 

Susan stops. 

SUSAN
I’m so sorry.

NOLAN
It’s okay. You didn’t know... 

Nolan looks away, attempting to get her away. She catches 
this but isn’t one to give up. 

Susan walks away and goes behind the counter, taking off her 
apron.

SUSAN
Logan, I’m taking a ten. 

She walks out from behind the counter and sits down across 
from him. Nolan looks at her, mildly annoyed. 

SUSAN (CONT’D)
Talk to me. 

NOLAN
Why? I don’t even know you. 

SUSAN
My name’s Susan. I’ve got a B.A. in
Muslim Studies and I haven’t found 
a job so I work here. 

NOLAN
I’m Nolan. 

SUSAN
Now you know me. So start talking. 

Nolan exhales, failing to resist a pretty girl any longer. 
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NOLAN
It’s not the funeral, but given 
your demeanor and seeming 
clairvoyance you probably already 
guessed that. 

SUSAN
Correct.

NOLAN
Okay then. It’s my older sister. 
She just never stops with getting 
on me. I thought it’d end after I 
graduated college but it never did. 

SUSAN
It never will. I’m the same way 
with my younger brother. I ride his 
butt for everything.

NOLAN
Okay big sister. Why? 

SUSAN
I dunno, I just want him to know 
better, to be better. 

(beat)
You really can’t beat yourself up 
over it. It’s never going to stop. 

Silence. 

SUSAN (CONT’D)
So I didn’t say what you wanted me 
to say. How ‘bout this. It’ll end 
but only if you make a shitload of 
money. 

NOLAN
Well that ain’t gonna happen... 

Silence.

SUSAN
Hey, don’t be so hard on yourself. 

NOLAN
Okay, let’s cut the shit. Do you 
wanna get dinner after you get off? 

Susan’s face drops. Then smiles. 
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SUSAN
Yes. I get off in an hour. I’ll get 
you a refill. 

NOLAN
Okay. Deal. 

Susan grabs his cup and gets up. 

FADE TO:

EXT. COFFEE SHOP - LATER

Nolan is standing outside the coffee shop, smoking a 
cigarette. Susan emerges, they smile at each other and they 
begin to walk into the parking lot. 

FADE OUT.

END
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