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INT. KITCHEN-MORNING

ECU on a frying pan, sizzling on the stove. An arm wearing

lots of bracelets sprays the pan with PAM, gets a bowl out

of the cupboard, a spoon out of a drawer, and then grabs a

box out of pancake mix from the pantry - on the front it

says in large letters, "JUST ADD WATER!" Shots of making

pancakes - running the bowl under the tap, mixing, pouring

batter. Sizzling. The hand flips a pancake onto a plate.

DOLLY, a woman with the smile lines of a 50 year old and the

spirit of a child, sets a plate of pancakes on the table.

(cont’d)

Cal, breakfast is ready, darling!

Shot from the bottom of the stairs - Cal, a 17 year old boy

with a musician’s attitude, bounds out of his room at the

top. He runs hastily halfway down the stairs, and then the

camera FREEZES.

CAL V.O.

My name is Cal Bridges, and my

mom’s an asshole.

UNFREEZE - he sits and scarfs down the pancakes without

saying a word to his mother. She ruffles his hair and kisses

him on the head.

DOLLY

I’m going dancing with a guy I met

at the gallery tonight. Not sure

when I’ll be home. Have a good

day-and do not drive that damn car.

CUT TO:

INT. GARAGE

Cal stares wistfully at a beautiful vintage car, a backpack

in his hand, a soft guitar case over his back. He hops on a

skateboard and rolls out onto the-

EXT. STREET

-street where he morosely skates in the middle of the road.

He reaches school-



2.

EXT. SCHOOL

-where his friend NED, a petite Indian boy, joins him,

babbling about something nonstop underneath Cal’s voiceover,

which has been running over all these actions:

CAL V.O.

I mean, I know she doesn’t mean to

be. But what kind of mom goes on

dates all the damn time? Sometimes,

I even have to feed myself. And

weeks will go by when I don’t have

clean underwear. Every weekend, she

goes out with a different dude. It

isn’t like we need another guy

around. We never have. This is my

best friend Ned. I hate him.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 3.

The morning after a terrible day at school, Cal’s life is

turned upside down.

INT KITCHEN-MORNING

Cal walks into the uncharacteristically empty kitchen to

find a note on the table. It reads:

Cal-Gone to the Caribbean with Juan! Not sure when I’ll be

back. There’s leftover spaghetti in the fridge. Love, Mom.

PS do not drive that damn car.

CAL

What the-

Cal takes out his phone and hastily dials his mother’s

number.

INTERCUT PHONE CALL WITH DOLLY - crackly reception.

DOLLY

Hello?

CAL

Mom?! Mom! Where are you-are you

okay?

DOLLY

Hey sweets! Yeah I’m fine-oh! Gotta

go, Juan and I are going to swim

with the dolphins!

The phone goes dead.

CAL V.O.

See, I told you. Asshole.

INT. HOUSE-NIGHT

Cal stands in the kitchen, looking lost. He takes out his

wallet and looks inside: nothing. He takes a chicken breast

out of the freezer and puts it in a pot on the stove. He

dumps some salt in. Cut to wide shot of house -

We see, through the kitchen window, something light on fire,

and hear:

CAL

SHIT!

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 4.

After band practice, mysterious new girl Sam begins to

return Cal’s awkward advances. He takes her to "the cove" -

a private cubby that houses the lights above the school

theatre.

INT. AUDITORIUM-DAY

Sam and Cal are packing up their instruments after

rehearsal.

SAM

So...what’s cool to do around here?

(cont’d)

Absolutely nothing.

SAM

There has to be something! What do

you usually do after school?

CAL

You really wanna know?

Cut to:

INT. COVE-DAY

Sam and Cal are sitting in the cove. There isn’t much room,

so they’re very cramped.

SAM

This? This is what you do?

CAL

Yeah. It’s pretty high class here.

SAM

Yeah...

Awkward silence.

CAL

So...where are you from?

SAM

Lots of places.

CAL

Wow. How many of you are there?

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 5.

SAM

Ha, ha. I was born in Phoenix,

where I lived with my mom until I

was 5. Then...I lived with my aunt

in Miami. But that didn’t work out

so I lived with a foster family for

a while before being moved to

Topeka. And then that family moved

to New York, and then I...well,

came here, I guess.

CAL

Wow. So how’d you end up in Yakama?

SAM

New foster family. But I’m almost

18, so I can get outta there.

CAL

Huh. So...what happened to your

mom?

SAM

She died.

CAL

I’m really sorry. (a beat) My dad

died.

SAM

Oh?

CAL

Yeah. Before I was born.

(cont’d)

Sucks.

CAL

Yep. Wanna smoke?

SAM

Nah, thanks. I don’t smoke.

CAL

Oh! Yeah. Me either.

A beat.

CAL

You know, I live on my own.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 6.

SAM

You do not.

CAL

Do too. My mom skipped town two

days ago.

SAM

Two days ago? I would exactly call

that "living".

CAL

Well, you’ve had someone around

always, haven’t you? Even if it

wasn’t family.

SAM

No. I was living on the streets for

a year before I came here. You know

absolutely nothing about living

alone.

CAL

Psh. Sure I do.

SAM

No, you don’t.

CAL

Wanna bet?

(cont’d)

(a beat - then -)

Sure. How about I move in with you?

I’ll teach you how to take care of

yourself and you’ll learn things

you’d never even thought of.

CAL

You wanna move in with me.

SAM

Why not?

CAL

(a beat) Yeah. Why not?

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 7.

Cal is proudly showing off one of the skills Sam has taught

him: making breakfast.

INT KITCHEN-MORNING

Cal is standing at the stove in the kitchen making pancakes

when Sam walks in, surprised. Cal hears her, turns around,

and smiles.

CAL

Take a plate!

Sam takes a plate off the table.

CAL

Hold it out!

She holds the plate out, and Cal flips a pancake from the

stove into the air. It lands on the floor about five feet

from her, but she quickly grabs it and slaps it on the

plate.

SAM

Nice one!

Cut to:

They are sitting at the table, eating.

SAM

These are really good.

CAL

You sound so surprised.

SAM

I should probably teach you some

other things, too.

CAL

Starting with the dishes?

Cut to: Montage of the two completing various household

chores - dishes, laundry, etc. - with bubbly music and the

following VO. Many days will pass here, signified by the

light out of the windows and wardrobe changes.

CAL V.O.

I kept a smile on my face, but it

was hell. She worked me for weeks,

teaching me how to cook shit, how

to wash shit, how to fold shit, how

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 8.

CAL V.O. (cont’d)

to sew on a button. I wore an

apron-which I washed and ironed. I

felt like I was my mother. But Sam

was having fun, and for some

reason, watching her laugh made me

have fun too. Not that I like her

or anything.


