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1 INT. SUBURBAN KITCHEN

JANE, mid 40s, a thin and small woman with mouse-like

features, stands at an island table in the middle of a Crate

And Barrel-esque kitchen. She holds herself firmly, taking

up a large space in the room, though she is a petite woman.

She wears glasses, flipping through stapled pages that are

spread across the table.

JANE

(calling upward) Walt, baby, come

downstairs please!

After calling out, she freezes in place, listening for

movement. We hear nothing. She shifts, hesitates again, then

breathes out, exhausted.

We follow behind JANE as she navigates through the kitchen,

hallway, and up the wide stair case. As we walk, we linger

on framed photos that line the walls. All are very

suburban-portrait-y. JANE with her three children, school

photos, etc.

2 INT. WALTER’S BEDROOM

JANE stops in front of a door in the middle of the hallway.

This particular door is plain white. The two doors around it

have posters, signs, photos taped to them.

She knocks gently on the door.

JANE

Coming in.

She enters the room gently.

We see WALTER, 17 years old, a tall and lanky artistic

looking guy. He is wise beyond his years, and sees through

people easily. He is wrapped in blankets in bed, limbs

sticking out.

JANE walks gently to the bed, and rubs her hand on his back.

There is calm, until WALTER realizes it is his mother

stroking his back, and he wakes up with a start. This spooks

JANE, and she recoils.

WALTER

Jesus Chr-- What? What do you want?

JANE holds her hand to her chest, vulnerable. She glances at

her watch.
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JANE

It’s almost two in the afternoon.

What’re you still doing in bed?

WALTER looks at his mother with a confused, angry sneer

across his face. He thumps back down into bed, covering his

face.

JANE stands a moment, waiting. She shifts, and breathes out

heavily. Her irritation grows, and she bends down to be

eye-level with WALTER.

JANE

What time did you get home last

night?

WALTER

Four-thirty.

JANE searches the blankets with her eyes in MACRO fashion.

She looks up to the high ceiling, and then down at her hands

folded against her legs.

It looks like she wants to say something, but she is

afraid/anticipating a backlash from her son. She rests her

head on the edge of the bed.

JANE

Come down when you’re ready, okay?

Cut to shot of WALTER, his face hidden in blankets away from

his mom. He looks irritated and tired. He closes his eyes,

as though pained by a migraine.

3 INT. SUBARU CAR : DAY

JANE is driving the car. The radio is playing, but it’s only

ads. She switches through the stations, but every one is

playing ads. She lands on the traffic for Atlanta.

RADIO ANNOUNCER (V.O.)

--interstate crash. Downpours

causing major back-up down to

Hartsfield-Jackson. Jenny Farrah,

telling us we’re expecting a

lightning storm around 6pm, giving

us flash flood warnings until 2am.

The accuweather--

JANE turns down the radio, and glances over at WALTER, who

is sitting in the passenger seat, looking at his phone.
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JANE

Going downtown tonight?

WALTER nods. Jane doesn’t see. She glances over at WALTER,

waiting for a response.

JANE

Can you at least answer my

question?

WALTER, irritated, locks phone and leans forward in his

seat.

WALTER

I said yes.

JANE

You keep going more and more

frequently.. I feel like I never

see you anymore.

WALTER

Yeah. Sorry.

JANE

Louisa is coming for dinner

tomorrow. She’s bringing Rachel.

WALTER

No Craig?

JANE

No, I think he’s working doubles

recently. The hospital bill for

Rach’s pox dragged them down a bit.

I’m watching her next weekend so

Lou can get some rest.

WALTER

Okay.

JANE

So will you pick up some of the

French bread from Harvest Moon

after school?

WALTER

I can’t. Sorry. I’ve got that art

show at Pryor. I’m heading down

with Vera.
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JANE

What? What art show? You didn’t

tell me about an art show.

WALTER

Oh. I thought I did.

JANE

No. You didn’t. I wish you would’ve

told me sooner so that I could go.

WALTER

It’s no big deal. It’s just my

senior studies photo project, on

steroids.

JANE

Shit. Shit, Walter. I haven’t even

seen that on it’s own. Where’s

Pryor?

WALTER

North Atlanta. The usual commute.

JANE

That’s an hour and a half out,

baby, I can’t make it.

WALTER

I know. It’s fine.

The two of them sit in silence in the car. WALTER is

unphased, back to scrolling through his phone. Jane drives

on, her expression worried and hurt. MACRO of her knuckles,

white from gripping the wheel.

4 INT. LIT DINING ROOM: NIGHT

JANE sits at a flimsy wooden table with daughter LOUISA and

granddaughter RACHEL. LOUISA, early 20s, is a beautiful and

elegant version of WALTER. RACHEL, 2 years old, sits in a

high chair, asleep sitting up with food smeared across her

face.

JANE and LOUISA eat grilled salmon. JANE looks embarrassed

and apologetic.

JANE

I’m so sorry, I followed the

cooking instructions, I did...
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LOUISA

Mom, don’t worry. A little

undercooked fish won’t kill me. Not

pregnant anymore!

JANE looks as though she’s going to cry, and reaches to hold

LOUISA’s hand across the table.

JANE

God. I miss having you around here

all the time.

LOUISA

Mom...

JANE

No, no, that’s not to say I don’t

like having just Walt. I do. I do.

I just... it’s not really like he’s

here, either.

LOUISA

Why’s that?

JANE

He’s still driving down to Atlanta

everyday right after school. He

stays out late, or he stays whole

weekends with friends. I barely see

him. His hair? Have you seen his

hair? Just at Christmas it barely

touched his ears, and the next

thing I know, I see him this

morning with these curls that go

halfway down his neck. He’s

growing, and I don’t even get to

see it.

LOUISA

Mom, he’s eighteen.

JANE

I know. I know that. I just thought

that his senior year, he’d want to

stick closer to me for once.

Just... for memories. I don’t know.

LOUISA

Walter isn’t like you and me, ma,

you know that. You can’t expect him

to want to live here forever.
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JANE

I just think it suits him well.

Being up here. Atlanta is over an

hour away, I just know I’ll never

see him if he chooses a school down

there.

LOUISA

I know.

There is silence, as JANE rests her head against her hands.

We see a tremendous focus on the scaly, raw portions of the

salmon on LOUISA’s plate. It’s untouched.

JANE forks a hunk of hers, also raw, and shoves it in her

mouth.

5 MONTAGE, OUTDOORS

A series of time-moving moments.

Time-lapse of bare trees growing green, blossoming flowers.

Sun melting & bubbling parking lot tar.

A still shot of the Northern Georgia mountains, sun

illuminating their faces. It is silent. It is peaceful. It

is beautiful. It is so devastatingly mournful.

6 EXT. GOLF CLUB: DAY

Dozens of teenagers in prom attire mill about the green,

mountain-framed golf club. They are talking, laughing,

taking photos, running about, drinking out of champagne

flutes.

Behind-shot of JANE, standing alone with champagne in one

hand, polaroid camera in the other. She looks uncomfortable,

hurting, bitter.

WALTER is with a group of artistic-looking kids, laughing

and talking animatedly.

John Hughes-esque shot of JANE’s face, tilted to the side,

watching WALTER intently.

Shots switch from the ever-moving WALTER and friends to the

still, horrified face of JANE.

Shots grow closer to the subjects and quicker in pace. The

score shifts, growing, squealing, heightened, terrifying.
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This continues a while, before it is interrupted by a man

brushing past JANE, removing her from her trance.

MAN WITH CAMERA

Group shots in two. Jane?

JANE turns away from WALTER. He still stays in the

background, against his mother. JANE readjusts her dress and

pearls around her neck. Her champagne glass is full. She

downs the entire lot of it.

7 INT. DINING ROOM: DAY

JANE sits at dining room table, glasses up on her nose. She

has a large quantity of papers in front of her, mostly

college brochures and website-printouts.

WALTER enters the room, with laptop in hand. He sits across

from JANE, and opens it. The light illuminates his face. He

taps away at it.

Shot of JANE and WALTER, opposite of each other. A beautiful

age gap clear.

JANE glances up from her papers at WALTER a couple times. He

does not look back.

JANE sets her arms on top of brochures, leaning closer

toward WALTER. He tilts the computer screen down to look at

her.

They lock eyes for a moment, silent.

JANE

So. We’re leaning toward UNG,

still, yeah?

WALTER continues to look at JANE. He stares at her wildly.

He gently closes his computer completely.

JANE sits expectantly, a small, innocent smile on her lips.

WALTER

That was never one of my choices.

JANE sighs, quickly discouraged, placing her head in her

hands. She shakes her head back and forth, distressed.

JANE

Baby, I just think it’s right for

you up here. Atlanta’s so far out,

I feel like I don’t see enough of

you now... can you imagine what

(MORE)
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JANE (cont’d)
it’ll be like when you’re there?

I’ll never see you.

WALTER looks hurt and annoyed, almost stung.

WALTER

You can’t expect me to stay here

with you forever. I’m not Louisa.

Cut to shot of a framed photo of LOUISA and WALTER, laughing

with bike helmets on backwards.

Cut to shot of JANE’s hands, hovering over a college

brochure.

8 INT. ART GALLERY: NIGHT

A beautifully lit art gallery, with paintings and mixed

media art displayed. Video screens with film art displayed

against walls. There is steady R&B pulsing music on low, and

laughter and chatter among college-aged looking students who

mill about. Everyone is dressed in modern, artistic wear.

Cut to a behind-shot of JANE, who hustles down a dark

hallway in the same building. She breathes heavily,

distraught. Her heels clack against the ground loudly; we

can hear the muffled gallery music growing closer.

Back in the gallery, the door swings open into the main

viewing room. A disoriented JANE steps in, sweat sticking

her hair to her temples. She is red-faced, relieved to be in

the room. She readjusts her hair, her outfit. She looks out

of place.

A WOMAN in all black and a headset hands JANE a laminated

guide of the art.

JANE

Thank you.

JANE walks about the room, glancing at art. Her face is

almost disgusted at some pieces. A photo of a group of seven

nude women painted head-to-toe in red has JANE turning away,

touching the cross necklace that rests on her chest.

Eventually, JANE drifts to a panel screen with a

lily-of-the-valley designed embroidered "W" hanging across

it. It is covered in photos, paintings, drawings,

oil-on-canvas art pieces. They show a primary focus on

people, hands, eyes. Intimate.
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JANE takes it all in. She looks truly interested, amazed,

confused. A MAN walks up next to her, also looking at the

art.

MAN IN SUIT

Are you a relative?

JANE

Yes. My son.

MAN IN SUIT

Oh! Wow, terrific. Walter’s a very

talented man. Very fortunate, being

given the opportunities he has.

JANE keeps looking at the art, sliding her eyes to the side,

puzzled.

JANE

Yes.

The man, visibly uncomfortable at JANE’s lack of

conversational skills, finds a way to turn away and walk

off. JANE stands still, hand on her chest. She locks eyes,

Cameron Frye-style, with a pair of painted eyes on the

screen.

9 INT. LAUNDROMAT: DAY

JANE sits on a bench in front of a row of thumping washing

machines, collapsed.

We hear nothing but the banging of the machines for a few

moments.

WALTER comes into view. He is separating clothes on top of

the machines.

JANE looks up at WALTER, who’s back is to her. Her eyes are

red, her nose running. She stares at him until he turns

toward her.

WALTER leans against the machine, patiently.

WALTER

That doesn’t mean you won’t ever

see me.

JANE says nothing, only stares.

WALTER shifts, crossing his arms. He looks like the parent

in this interaction. His face is calm.
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WALTER

Can you say something? I don’t know

what else to do to comfort you.

JANE continues to cry, silently. Unmoving.

There is a silence, an uncomfortable one. The mother and son

look upon each other.

WALTER

This is what I want for my life,

mom.

Still silence from JANE. After a while, her expression

breaks from anger to vulnerability. She cries audibly, and

holds her arms out to WALTER.

He hesitates, still leaning against the machines across from

her.

When she sees he is not coming toward her, she mouths

"PLEASE" to him.

WALTER breaks, and moves toward her. He kneels on the ground

to match his mother’s sitting height. They hug tightly. JANE

buries her face in WALTER’s neck, shaking.

JANE

I know.

10 EXT. HOME GARDEN

JANE kneels in the dirt, pulling up weeds from the ground

with force.

LOUISA sits nearby, with a babbling RACHEL bouncing in her

lap, holding a gardening glove to her mouth.

LOUISA

When’s move-in day?

JANE looks up from below a large sun hat.

JANE

August nineteenth.

LOUISA is excited, talking toward RACHEL, directed at her

mother.

LOUISA

That’ll be one hell of a road trip

for y’all. I’m jealous. I’ve always

wanted to pass the great lakes.
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JANE hastily sets down a short shovel and waves her hands

around her head, frustrated.

JANE

Enough-- talk. All I keep hearing

about is Toronto. All of my

conversations, all of the meetings.

I can’t... Just, enough.

LOUISA quiets. Her eyes shoot daggers at JANE as she holds

RACHEL closer to her chest.

LOUISA

Mom?

JANE

What?

LOUISA waits until JANE’s eyes meet hers. She leans forward.

LOUISA

This is important to Walter. This

is his life. Not yours.

Jane sighs condescendingly, and focuses back on her

weed-pulling.

JANE

You must be truly ignorant to

believe this isn’t my life, too.

11 INT. SUBARU CAR : DAY

JANE is driving the car.There is no music or radio playing.

There are boxes and containers crowding the back of the car.

WALTER wears an OCAD University sweatshirt.

WALTER looks out the window silently, showing a striking

resemblance to his mother. There is silence.

WALTER

Thank you for understanding.

JANE flinches.

JANE

I don’t.

JANE continues driving. WALTER looks at his mother for a

while. He then turns away, and looks out the passenger-side

window.



12.

END.


