
Takes down a few mugs, bowls, a box of cereal. Dressed in 
floral pajamas, she’s just as thin, pretty and fit as we 
remember and the only vestige of the car crash is a small 
scar above her right eye. But that jaunty, bullheaded, 
footloose young woman has vanished without a trace, replaced 
by someone jaded and defeated, someone who hasn’t been given 
any proof that better days lie ahead. 

DEB
(calls upstairs)

J, time to get up, honey. 
(no response)

J, it’s 7:15. Get movin’. Come on 

JESSE (O.C.)
Where are my clothes? 

DEB
I left ‘em on your dresser.

Deb moves to the front door and retrieves the newspaper from 
the front step. Bats off the morning frost, slips out the 
Sports Section, and lays it on the kitchen table. 

A man comes down the stairs, tucking his flannel shirt into 
his Levi’s. RAY LITTLETON, 40, is a short, wiry roughneck 
with thinning black hair and a mustache. He works at the Sun 
Oil refinery. They’ve been dating for a year. He cozies up 
behind Deb, kisses her neck. She smiles. Sorta.  

RAY
Mornin’, babe. How about some eggs 
and sausage. 

Ray sits at the table and unfolds the sports section she’s 
set out for him. Deb dutifully brings him his coffee along 
with a sugar jar and a spoon.  

RAY (CONT’D)
I’m playin’ poker over at Timmy’s *
tonight. I was gonna call Terry, 
see if he wanted to join.   

DEB
That’s a good idea. You won’t be 
home for dinner then? 

RAY
I want something before I leave. I 
don’t wanna eat that fast food shit 
they got over there all the time. 
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DEB
Me and J’re gonna go over to Kath’s 
house, I think. 

RAY
So fix something up for me before 
ya leave then. 

Deb moves back to the staircase.  

DEB
J, come on, honey. Let’s get movin’ 
or you’re gonna miss the bus again. 

Moments later, JESSE comes down the stairs rubbing sleep from 
his eyes. 7 years old, a 2nd grader. He drops his backpack on 
the floor and plops down at the kitchen table beside Ray. 

RAY
Why’s your grandmother gotta scream 
every morning to get you moving? 

JESE
Cause I’m tired. 

RAY
You’re tired cause you’re up all 
night playing video games. Cut that 
shit out and your ass’ll be running 
down the stairs. 

DEB
You want some cereal, honey? 

JESSE
Mmm hmm. 

Jesse pulls out his PlayStation Portable and begins tapping 
away on the buttons. The SOUNDS OF THE GAME instantly annoy 
Ray who peers over the top of the sports section. 

RAY
Put that thing away. 

JESSE
Why? 

RAY
Cause I said so. That’s the only 
reason you need. 

Jesse looks at Deb for a second opinion. 
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RAY (CONT’D)
Don’t look at her. I told you to 
put it away. 

Indignant, Jesse continues banging away. Ray angrily snatches 
it from his hands. 

JESSE
Hey! 

RAY
You’re gonna learn to listen to me. 
And until you do it’s gonna stay up 
there. 

Ray stands and places the device in a high cabinet, out of 
Jesse’s reach. Jesse POUTS. Deb sets a bowl of Frosted Flakes 
down in front of him. And he eats. Miserably.  

INT. WIDENER UNIVERSITY -- COMPUTER LAB -- AFTERNOON  

Intro to Computer Science. Deb -- finally pursuing her *
college degree -- sits among a classroom of COLLEGE FRESHMEN. 
If it isn’t mortifying enough that she’s the oldest student 
here by two decades, she’s also the worst. 

PROFESSOR WALTERS, 35, handsome, smug, ambles --   

PROFESSOR WALTERS 
Fill in the Taxes column by using a 
formula which calculates 35% of 
Gross Pay. 

This seems like a cinch to everyone except Deb who looks at 
her screen as if everything’s written in Japanese. She 
glances at her neighbors’ screens for direction.  

PROFESSOR WALTERS (CONT’D)
What’s the problem now, Deb? 

DEB
Nothing. Just uhh, did you say 35%? 

PROFESSOR WALTERS
Mmm hmm. Now fill in the Net Pay 
with a formula which subtracts the 
Taxes from the Gross Pay.

Deb hits a few keys. The spreadsheet disappears like a magic 
trick gone wrong. 
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