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EXT. VERMONT COUNTRYSIDE - DUSK

The rich, fertile landscape of rural Vermont. Endless shades 
of green. Old country America, unmarked by billboards or 
condos.

MUSIC and CREDITS begin as, in the distance, a 1989 Dodge 
Colt cuts through the bucolic scene.

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - CONTINUOUS

The Colt slows and turns onto a dirt road.

INT. COLT - CONTINUOUS

Driving the well-worn Dodge is AL, a slender blonde man in 
his late twenties with a jaw that could cut glass.

He slows as he approaches a large, wrought-iron gate.

EXT. ENTRANCE GATE - CONTINUOUS

The Colt pulls up to a tiny guard booth as Al rolls down his 
window.

AL
Hey, I’m here for the reunion?

GUARD
Yep... watch your speed.

The car pulls away.

EXT. PARKING LOT - LATER

Al parks next to an identical 1989 Dodge Colt and gets out.

EXT. WOODS - LATER

We follow him as he walks along a narrow, tree-covered 
footpath.

After a moment, the path opens up to -

EXT. VICTORIAN HOTEL - CONTINUOUS

A grandiose old hotel, covered in ivy. Credits end with the 
title: APPLE MOON.



AL (V.O.)
I see the first one on the front 
steps of the old hotel.

Sitting on the front steps is -

A SECOND AL. The same man at the same age, however this 
version smokes a cigarette while balancing a white-tipped 
cane between his knees.

AL (V.O.)
He is, of course, thin, blonde, and 
twenty-nine, like all of us, but 
his white-tipped cane gives him 
away as the one who lit that Roman 
Candle back in ninety-four.

Al arrives at the steps and pats the blind man’s shoulder.

AL
Hey handsome.

BLIND AL
My dude. D’you miss me?

AL
Little bit. 

(with a smile)
I’ll catch ya in there. First 
round’s on you.

CUT TO:

INT. VICTORIAN HOTEL - LOBBY - EARLY EVENING

Ten-or-so Als greet each other around a registration table, 
while a bewildered HOTEL STAFF struggles to check in the 
identical men.

AL (V.O.)
At the check-in table we gather 
like family, trading wisecracks for 
bear hugs, while the dedicated 
hotel staff tries to sort us out.

CUT TO:

INT. VICTORIAN HOTEL - BAR - NIGHT

A bar full of Als party and catch up from a long year apart.
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As we cut through the crowd, we find the original Al leaning 
on the bar, chatting with a small group.

AL (V.O.)
As the ale begins to pour from the 
taps of the Shelburne Inn, I hear 
of this year’s arctic voyage -

CUT TO a boat sailing through towering glaciers as a 
shivering Al coils rope on the deck.

CUT TO an Al and a BLACK GUY in a burning garage, frantically 
loading weed plants into a wheelbarrow.

AL (V.O.)
- the farm that was lost -

CUT TO Al lying on a couch in a tiny urban apartment, feeding 
a Cheeto to an injured bird on his belly.

AL (V.O.)
- the bird that was found -

CUT BACK to the bar. Al sits at a table, sipping champagne 
with an Al in a T-shirt and a beanie.

AL (V.O.)
- and the millions that were made, 
but when the teacher cuts through 
the banter with a ring of his glass - 

The room quiets as it focuses on a Teacher Al. He holds a 
wine glass and stands next to a framed photo: Al in a parka 
with snow clinging to his smiling face.

AL (V.O.)
- I see he stands beside a 
portrait, one of us covered in 
snow. In the quiet, he tells us the 
skier is dead. Stabbed outside a 
bar in Denver this spring.

The room is silent.

AL (V.O.)
And for a moment, the idea just 
hovers in front of him... we are 
beginning to disappear. Year after 
year, more of us will arrive as 
pictures...

A KNOCK on the door shifts the crowd’s attention to a hotel 
STAFF MEMBER who cautiously enters the room. He carries a 
second portrait: Blind Al.
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STAFF MEMBER
(sheepishly)

Sorry.

As the staff member navigates his way through the room, 
there’s another KNOCK. The Als watch as a stream of staff 
members pour into the room, beginning a dream-like time lapse 
where they hang dozens of portraits of different Als on the 
wall, while the once full room empties.

Finally, we land on two OLD ALS who drink beer at a table. 
One has a prominent scar on his face while the other sits in 
a wheelchair.

AL (V.O.)
... until there are only two 
sipping pints in a gallery -

CUT TO:

INT. PANJER MAIN LODGE - SUMMER NIGHT

A large, rustic performance space nestled in the Vermont 
countryside. Opening night of the Panjer Writer’s Conference, 
a poetry retreat where the best and brightest unpublished 
writers in America work with the pros. 

Al sits in a circle of WRITERS who vary in age in appearance. 
They are surrounded by a small PUBLIC AUDIENCE.

He reads from a printed sheet of paper.

AL (CONT’D)
The one with the scar will mention 
he’s hiking the Emerald Isle in 
May. Is that right? The one in the 
wheelchair will reply. 

(a beat)
You’ll have to send me a picture.

A beat. The crowd applauds.

AL (CONT’D)
Thank you.

EDGAR, the conference director, nods to RORY, a heavyset 
woman who sits next to Al.

EDGAR
All right, take it away, Rory.
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RORY
(unfolding a piece of 
paper)

Hi, I’m Rory Schultz, and this is a 
poem I wrote for my wife, Karen, 
who’s right over there.

Rory points as the crowd chuckles.

RORY (CONT’D)
I love you, Karen. Ok.

(beginning)
Menemsha...

CUT TO BLACK.
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“A bar full of Als party and catch up from a long year apart...”



SUPER: PART I: THE OLD DAYS

INT. PANJER DINING HALL - LATER THAT NIGHT

We open on WENDY, a stunning gamine with a mischievous charm 
and a bone dry wit. She stands at a makeshift bar with 
CONNOR, an Irish forty-something with a cutting sense of 
humor, and Al, who makes them all cocktails.

Other STUDENTS and FACULTY mill around them, hanging out and 
getting to know each other at a post-reading wine-and-cheese.

WENDY
So there are just no billboards in 
Vermont?

AL
No, they’re literally so ugly 
they’re illegal here.

CONNOR
That’s brilliant.

WENDY
It’s so nice, it’s like stepping 
back in time.

CONNOR
It’s a bit like Ireland.

AL
Are there no billboards in Ireland?

CONNOR
No... just little old ladies 
shouting about products.

EDGAR (O.S.)
(yelling)

Excuse me, may I have your 
attention for a moment.

The three of them turn their attention to Edgar, who stands 
in the middle of the room.

EDGAR (CONT’D)
First of all, I’d like to 
congratulate all the writers who 
shared their work tonight. These 
pieces are the reason we’re all 
here.

(then)
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Well... you’re here, thankfully we 
don’t need to apply anymore.

The crowd chuckles.

JOYCE
(heckling an old friend)

You wouldn’t get in!

The crowd laughs. In her early sixties, JOYCE is one of 
Panjer’s most prestigious faculty members, a lifelong artist 
who radiates wisdom and gravitas from underneath her boutique 
rock-and-roll style and wild mane of grey hair.

EDGAR
She’s not joking.

The crowd laughs again.

EDGAR (CONT’D)
(focusing the room)

But in all seriousness, we do have 
a tradition of honoring our writers 
with wonderfully resplendent hats 
we had tailored for each of you.

Two Panjer STAFF MEMBERS enter the room with stacks of bright 
paper blue-and-white top hats, much to the delight of the 
crowd.

EDGAR (CONT’D)
Welcome to the Panjer family.

As they begin to pass them out, Al hands Connor and Wendy 
their cocktails.

WENDY
Gracias.

CONNOR
Thank you.

Connor holds up his glass.

CONNOR
There are several good reasons for 
drinking, and one has just entered 
my head. If a man can’t drink when 
he’s living, how the hell can he 
drink when he’s dead.

AL
Salut.

They drink.

CUT TO:
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EXT. PANJER CAMPGROUND - NIGHT

Al walks along a dark path that weaves between giant pine 
trees wearing his top hat. Coyotes HOWL in the distance.

He arrives at a secluded cabin, illuminated by porch light.

INT. AL’S CABIN - LATER

Al strains to open a window, a lit joint hanging out of his 
mouth.

His phone RINGS. With an extra shove, the window gives and 
slides up.

He picks up his phone. It reads: GOO. He considers answering, 
then silences it.

He hops on the bed, picks up a book, and takes another hit of 
the joint. He settles in while the quiet DRONE of crickets 
drifts in through his window.

CUT TO BLACK.

INT. AL’S CABIN - NIGHT

A sleeping Al stirs in the dark. Faint VIOLIN MUSIC plays in 
the distance. 

He sits up, rubs his eyes, and looks outside.

EXT. FIELD - LATER

Al trudges through tall grass toward a distant campfire.

As he gets closer, we see a group of FACULTY sitting around 
the fire, passing around a bottle of wine and listening to 
two of the teachers, TOM and CYNTHIA, playing a soulful 
VIOLIN DUET.

Al joins the group, taking a seat on a log next to Joyce. She 
carries a Polaroid camera around her neck.

As the duet continues, Al pulls out a roach and lights it. He 
takes a couple pulls then offers it to Joyce, who gladly 
accepts. 

Between hits she nudges him and points upwards. Al looks up. 
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The sky is streaked with glowing Northern Lights. He takes 
them in as the duet swells...

CUT TO:

INT. AL’S CABIN - MORNING

A LOUD BELL rings outside the cabin, waking Al. 

He sits up, exhausted.

CUT TO:

INT. PANJER DINING HALL - MORNING

The tail end of breakfast. Al stands in a breakfast buffet 
line, holding an empty tray.

He gets to the front where BLAINE, a tattooed cook, awaits 
his order.

AL
Let me get some eggs and bacon, 
please. 

BLAINE
You want toast?

AL
Yeah, I’ll have some toast.

As Al pours himself a coffee, he catches Wendy from the wine-
and-cheese laughing and eating breakfast with some other 
students.

He watches her for a moment. She looks beautiful and happy.

BLAINE
You’re up, dude.

Al snaps back and grabs the plate.

AL
Thanks, man.

CUT TO:

EXT. FOREST - LATE MORNING

Al walks along a path with a satchel slung over his shoulder.
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After a moment, the path opens up to a lake. A dock extends 
into the water, with an Adirondack chair waiting at the end 
of it.

EXT. DOCK - MOMENTS LATER

Al arrives at the chair to find a bottle of water with an Al 
name card resting against it. He flips it over. On the back 
it reads: You are exactly where you need to be.

He settles into the chair and takes a long pull from the 
bottle, then takes out a notebook. Before he can start 
writing, however, he notices -

- the water bottle is still completely full. 

(Note: Al experiences the world through a poetic lens. It’s 
not that he can’t tell the difference between metaphor and 
reality, it’s just that he uses metaphor to enrich his 
reality. His perspective in this film is shown through 
surreal imagery that he, and occasionally others, can 
interact with. When these moments appear, they are written in 
italics.)

He takes another sip. The water level is again unchanged.

Intrigued, he starts pouring a continuous stream of water 
onto the dock.

EXT. LAKE SHORE - LATER

Al walks along the rocky beach next to the dock.

He picks up a stone and sends it skipping across the water.

He picks up another rock and skips it again. This time, after 
a few skips, it takes flight into the air like a bird taking 
off from water.

As it circles around, he starts launching rock after rock, 
adding to the soaring rock flock above him.

He watches the flock for a moment, before reaching down and 
grabbing a handful of sand from the beach.

EXT. DOCK - LATER

The rock birds nibble on piles of sand near Al’s feet, as he 
sits on the chair, writing.

CUT TO:
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EXT. JOYCE’S PORCH - AFTERNOON

Joyce sits on her porch, drinking tea and arranging Polaroids 
in a photo album. She talks to her brother, SYDNEY, through 
speaker phone.

SYDNEY (O.S.)
(through the phone)

So, do you think I just bought a 
copper still?

Joyce sees Al walking up the path toward her.

JOYCE
I hope you did.

SYDNEY (O.S.)
I did, I bought two of them. Hank 
was getting rid of ‘em.

Al arrives at the steps.

JOYCE
You’re a bootlegger now.

SYDNEY (O.S.)
I am, I’m a bootlegger now, so you 
know, keep it on the QT -

JOYCE
Hey, Sydney, I got a thing, I gotta 
go, I love you.

SYDNEY (O.S.)
Yep, love you, J.

JOYCE
Al... sorry, that was my brother. 
He’s a bootlegger now, don’t tell 
anyone.

AL
Yeah, I mean, I’d love to hear what 
that’s worth to you.

JOYCE
(with a laugh)

Check this out.

She hands him a Polaroid. It’s a picture from the night 
before: Al cackling with laughter as he “plays” a violin.

AL
Aw, that’s great.
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JOYCE
(standing up)

How was your morning?

AL
(with a look)

Dude...

JOYCE
(with a laugh)

I hear ya.

AL
They had me out at the dock, 
though, that was nice.

JOYCE
I love the dock. My favorite spot’s 
the quarry, though.

AL
Oh yeah, it’s all about the quarry?

JOYCE
It’s all about the quarry. 

(then)
You want some tea before we get 
into it?

AL
Yeah, please.

CUT TO:

INT. IRISH PUB - AFTERNOON

Al and Joyce drink tea at a bar. Al’s notebook sits open in 
front of him.

A BAR REGULAR sits a few stools down signing a bill. A FEMALE 
BARTENDER cuts limes. 

JOYCE
It’s funny, you know, I tended bar 
in my twenties, and I had these 
regulars that... they brought in 
all this pain with them. And they 
could be a handful, but... it 
wasn’t their full story, you know, 
it was just their shit getting in 
the way.
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AL
Ok...

A beat.

JOYCE
Let’s go through it again.

AL
Sure.

The bar patron gets up.

BAR PATRON
Thanks, Karrie.

FEMALE BARTENDER (KARRIE)
Have a great weekend.

The patron leaves. As Karrie continues to cut limes, a 
COCKROACH scurries on the bar and stops near the cutting 
board. Karrie looks at it, then -

KARRIE
Hey, what’s up, Chris?

The cockroach (CHRIS) responds in tiny sub-titled squeaks.

CHRIS THE COCKROACH
Hello, Karrie, how are you?

KARRIE
Hanging in there.

CHRIS THE COCKROACH
That is good.

KARRIE
Yeah, yeah... what can I get for 
ya?

CHRIS THE COCKROACH
I will have one root beer.

KARRIE
You got it.

Karrie dribbles a little soda from the gun onto the bar.

KARRIE (CONT’D)
How’s the woodwork coming along?
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CHRIS THE COCKROACH
Tiring. I have been working on a 
new piece for weeks. I am almost 
done.

KARRIE
That’s exciting.

CHRIS THE COCKROACH
Yes! This one is called Heart of 
the Wild.

JOYCE
(with a laugh)

I love that.

CHRIS THE COCKROACH
It is my most ambitious piece yet. 
You should come see it when it is 
done!

KARRIE
Yeah, sure.

CHRIS THE COCKROACH
Do you have my cell phone number?

KARRIE
Uh, no...

CHRIS THE COCKROACH
Let me give it to you.

KARRIE
Ok.

Karrie reluctantly pulls a piece of paper from the printer, 
grabs a pen, and writes as Chris squeaks.

CHRIS THE COCKROACH
Eight-oh-two... triple-nine... zero 
seven, eight-four.

KARRIE
Got it.

CHRIS THE COCKROACH
Thank you for the root beer, but I 
must get back to work.

KARRIE
Ok, go get it, dude.
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Chris scurries off. Karrie watches him go, then heads over to 
a phone and picks it up.

KARRIE (CONT’D)
Hey... so I just saw Chris again... 
those traps are bullshit, you gotta 
call someone...

JOYCE
Wait, wait, follow the roach.

AL
What?

JOYCE
Follow Chris, he’s getting away.

We quickly pan over to find Chris scurrying along the 
floorboards, catching him right before he finds a crack in 
the wall and heads into -

INT. WALL - CONTINUOUS

- the wall framing. He ducks through another crack into -

INT. NOOK - CONTINUOUS

- his tiny living room. Wrappers, nut shells, and newspaper 
bits litter the floor. A 90’s Nokia cell phone with a cracked 
screen leans against a wall.

His COCKROACH GIRLFRIEND pops her head out of an empty yogurt 
cup.

COCKROACH GIRLFRIEND
Who is there?

CHRIS THE COCKROACH
Hello.

COCKROACH GIRLFRIEND
Hello.

CHRIS THE COCKROACH
Guess what? Karrie, the bar woman,  
wants to see Heart of the Wild.

COCKROACH GIRLFRIEND
When? Tonight?

CHRIS THE COCKROACH
When it is done.
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COCKROACH GIRLFRIEND
When do we get food?

CHRIS THE COCKROACH
I need to finish Heart of the Wild. 
You get the food? 

COCKROACH GIRLFRIEND
I need help.

A beat.

CHRIS THE COCKROACH
We eat double tomorrow?

COCKROACH GIRLFRIEND
I am hungry now.

CHRIS THE COCKROACH
I am sorry.

A beat. She leaves. He waits a moment, then scurries through 
a crack in the wall.

INT. BACK NOOK - CONTINUOUS

Chris enters his studio. The walls have been carved into 
murals with astonishing detail. 

He takes his place in front of a depiction of fantastical 
woodland creatures in a mythical forest setting. As he starts 
nibbling on it...

CONNOR (PRE-LAP)
All right, lads, I want a fair 
fight -

CUT TO:

EXT. PICNIC TABLES - EARLY EVENING

The end of dinner. A small GROUP stands around Al and Tom, 
the violin player from the first night, as the two men 
prepare to arm wrestle. A half-empty bottle of Scotch sits on 
the table.

At a different table, a STAFF MEMBER clears plates.

CONNOR
- no funny business, ya hear? 
Ready...? Have at it.
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The match begins. It starts with a lock, neither fist 
budging. Al ups his effort, pushing Tom’s hand back a bit.

AL
You getting a little tired there, 
Tom?

TOM
You’re stronger than you look, Al, 
I’m impressed.

The staff member approaches the group.

STAFF MEMBER
Hey, guys, just so you know, 
they’re starting up at the lodge in 
about ten.

AL
I’m not gonna need ten minutes with 
this punk!

TOM
Ok, how much time do you need? 

Tom slowly starts gaining ground on Al, in total control of 
the fight. Al strains, giving everything.

TOM (CONT’D)
‘Cause I think I’m ready to go.

Tom pins him. The crowd cheers.

CUT TO:

INT. PANJER MAIN LODGE - EVENING

An audience watches a slide show in the dimly lit room.

Onscreen is an image of a marble quarry from the early 
nineteenth century. Workers load slabs of marble onto train 
cars.

PRESENTER
... at its peak, Addison Marble 
mined almost two-thirds of the 
marble bought in New England.

Al watches with a glazed look. Connor sleeps next to him.

The screen switches to a photo of a burning mill.
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PRESENTER (CONT’D)
In 1898, however, the Addison 
company mill burned down, which 
halted production until the Addison 
brothers’ boosters offered tax 
breaks to rebuild...

Al gets up and slips out quietly.

EXT. PANJER CAMPGROUND - NIGHT

Al strolls along a path, passing cabins while he texts on his 
phone.

WENDY (O.S.)
(a little drunk)

Ahoy!

Al looks up to find Wendy hanging off her cabin porch, 
wearing a UC IRVINE hoodie and holding a beer. MUSIC plays 
from a small speaker.

AL
Hey... is that Wendy?

WENDY
It’s Captain Wendy to you.

AL
What’s poppin’, Captain Wendy?

WENDY
Little of this, little of that, 
what’re you doing?

AL
I just escaped that fucking slide 
show.

WENDY
Congratulations.

(then)
Want to come celebrate?

EXT. CABIN PORCH - LATER

Al and Wendy hang out on her porch, drinking beers. Al deals 
cards on a table between them.

WENDY
You didn’t go to college?
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AL
Nah... I was sick of school.

WENDY
Everyone’s sick of school, I’m sick 
of school.

AL
So why are you going to school?

WENDY
‘Cause I need a job.

AL
I have a job.

WENDY
What’s your job?

AL
I bartend and sell weed.

WENDY
And that’s why I’m going to grad 
school.

AL
(with a laugh)

Burn.
(then)

That’s too bad, you would’ve made a 
great dealer.

WENDY
Why’s that?

AL
I don’t know, you look pretty 
tough, you wouldn’t get robbed.

WENDY
You don’t know the half of it, esé.

(getting up)
You need another beer?

AL
Sure.

Wendy heads inside. Al polishes off his beer. 

He sits back and blows on the top of the empty bottle, making 
a WHOOING sound. 
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As Wendy returns with a couple beers, we notice a subtle sway 
to the porch -

The cabin is now floating on a lake.

Wendy opens a bag of peach rings as she sits, then picks up 
her cards.

AL (CONT’D)
So you wanna teach, huh?

WENDY
Yeah... both my parents were 
professors - well, my mom’s still 
at it...

AL
What, your dad got bored of it?

WENDY
No, he died last winter.

AL
Shit... I’m sorry.

WENDY
Nah, it’s fine... now... I mean I 
was all fucked up about it but now 
I’m fine... ish. It’s weird.

AL
Yeah, my mom died a couple years 
back, shit got real weird.

WENDY
Dude... I stopped eating, I lost 
like twenty pounds... but I looked 
great at the funeral.

AL
Jesus... so not all bad.

WENDY
Right? Agony’s like the best diet 
ever.

A beat.

AL
I didn’t even go to my mom’s 
funeral. I got shit-faced in a park 
with strangers.
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WENDY
Heavy, dude.

AL
Yeah.

WENDY
What was that about?

AL
... it just felt absurd... everyone 
getting dressed up and crying and 
looking at each other, and, I don’t 
know... the only person I was 
worried about disappointing wasn’t 
even there.

Silence. His phone BUZZES. He pulls it out.

AL (CONT’D)
Hey, um, I’m sorry, but I gotta 
take this, my girlfriend’s been 
trying to get me all day.

WENDY
Yeah, no worries.

AL
(getting up)

Thanks for the beer.

WENDY
D’you got it, Papi.

Al steps off the porch onto grass. The cabin is back on land. 

He answers the call with a chipper tone.

AL
Hey Goo... it’s good, how’re you, 
how’s the G-man, what’s the 
news?... he doesn’t need to go the 
vet... just give him some bread, 
he’ll be fine...

CUT TO:

EXT. AL’S CABIN - MORNING

Edgar knocks on Al’s cabin door. No answer. 

He straightens a rusted metal number on the door, then knocks 
again.
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AL (O.S.)
Yep, just a second.

Al opens the door with no shirt and blurry eyes. Inside, 
scattered papers litter the bed and floor.

AL (CONT’D)
Edgar. Morning.

EDGAR
Hey, Al, am I waking you up?

AL
No, no... I was just getting ready 
for breakfast, what’s up?

EDGAR
Uh... well, I’ve got some bad news, 
breakfast is over ‘cause it’s 11.

AL
(with a laugh)

Shit.

EDGAR
Don’t worry about it, talk to 
Blaine, he’ll make you something.

AL
Thanks, man.

EDGAR
But... I do actually have a little 
bad news, though.

AL
What’s up?

EDGAR
Well, Joyce unfortunately had to 
leave the conference this morning 
for a family emergency -

AL
Oh no.

EDGAR
Yeah, it’s too bad, but it just 
means you’ll be with Tom tonight, 
and then we’ll figure it out as we 
go for the rest of the conference.

AL
... ok.
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EDGAR
Ok. Have a good one.

Edgar starts to leave.

AL
Hey if you talk to her, give her my 
best.

EDGAR
Will do.

As Edgar walks away, Al lingers in the doorway.

CUT TO:

INT. PANJER KITCHEN - DAY

Al finishes making a sandwich. He wears swim trunks. 

Nearby, BLAINE washes dishes.

BLAINE
... it’s a beast, tons of power, 
1200 CC, but it still has that 
classy British look. 

AL
Very sexy. My dad’s got an old 
Triumph.

BLAINE
The old ones are beautiful, need a 
lot of love though.

AL
You’re tellin’ me.

Wendy and Rory enter the kitchen. 

RORY
... we were living in this 
construction zone for, like, eight 
months.

WENDY
Oh, that’s the worst.

As Rory drops her mug in a dish bin she notices Al wrapping 
his sandwich.

RORY
Whatcha making there, Mr. Swimsuit?
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AL
Little PB and J for the road. It’s 
motherfuckin’ quarry time, y’all 
coming?

WENDY
We’re headed to the Schafer 
workshop.

AL
All right, looks like it’s just me 
and you, Mr. Sandwich.

Wendy smiles.

RORY
You two have fun.

CUT TO:

EXT. QUARRY - DAY

Al runs along a slab of marble. As he nears a cliff, he jumps 
off and plunges twenty feet into a crystal clear pool, 
landing with a huge splash.

As he comes up for air, a SECOND PERSON hits the water with 
an excited yell and another big splash.

After a moment, Wendy surfaces.

WENDY
There’s train tracks down there!

AL
Yeah, cool, right?

(a beat)
You know trains can’t go uphill? 
Like, a little bit they can, but 
not a lot. Some kind of friction 
thing.

WENDY
What? What about the Alps? There’s 
tons of trains in the Alps.

AL
... yeah, the Alps. That does seem 
to be a hole in my thesis.

WENDY
That’s the kind of shit you learn 
in college, bro.
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He laughs as she swims over to a ledge and hoists herself up. 
He joins her.

WENDY (CONT’D)
It’s funny, my dad actually used to 
say that getting older was like a 
train travelling up the Alps. You 
see the same landscape over and 
over but each time you come around, 
you get this whole new perspective.

AL
That’s cool.

WENDY
Yeah. When I was younger I always 
wondered if I’d been around the 
mountain yet.

AL
Have you?

WENDY
Yeah.

AL
How’s it lookin’?

WENDY
It’s getting better.

(then)
How about you?

AL
I don’t know, I don’t know if I’ve 
been around the mountain yet.

(to her)
I am enjoying the view, though.

She kisses him. It lingers, then she jumps back in the water 
and swims off toward -

The floating cabin from the night before, now drifting in the 
middle of the quarry lake.

Al follows.

INT. FLOATING CABIN - MOMENTS LATER

Al appears in the doorway to find Wendy already in her bed. 
He joins her under the covers with another kiss as they wrap 
their bodies together.
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After a moment, she climbs on top of him, their passion 
building until -

The cabin is jolted. We hear timber BENDING AND CRACKING 
beneath the floorboards.

AL
That’s not good.

Wendy scrambles out of bed as water begins to seep up through 
the floor board. She throws on her bathing suit and runs for 
the door, before noticing Al is still in bed.

WENDY
What are you doing?

AL
I’ll be right out.

After a confused beat, she escapes, sending water rushing in 
through the open door. As more and more water pours into the 
cabin -

Al remains on the bed, calmly letting the flood engulf him 
along with the rest of the cabin.

CUT TO BLACK.
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SUPER: PART II: THE OTHER WOMAN

INT. MARA’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

We open on MARA, a beautiful twenty-something who radiates a 
grounded intelligence. She stands at a stove, stirring chili. 
Around her, her small apartment is filled with artifacts from 
around the world, FRENCH JAZZ, and a table set for two.

She tastes the chili, then offers a spoonful to GARY, a 
scrappy little mutt. He sniffs it and walks away.

MARA
Well, fuck you then.

She tosses the spoon in the sink, then grabs a coffee tin off 
a counter and plops down in a chair next to an open window. 

For a moment she takes in the summer night air of Burlington, 
Vermont: COUPLES walking along Church street. A trio of 
HOMELESS MEN laughing drunkenly.

She opens the tin and pulls out a pack of cigarettes. She 
lights one when we hear a BUZZ from an intercom.

She takes two quick puffs then butts it out and stuffs it 
back in the tin along with the pack.

She makes her way over to the intercom and presses a button.

MARA (CONT’D)
What’s the password?

Al (O.S.)
(through the intercom)

Uh... zero, one, three... five, 
five... nine, one... two, nine, 
one... five, four, nine, one... 
eight, one, six... four, two...

She laughs and buzzes him in, then skips into the -

BATHROOM. She rinses with some mouthwash. As she washes her 
hands, we hear the front door open and Gary begin to BARK 
excitedly. Mara heads back into the -

MAIN ROOM. Al plays with Gary. He looks up at her.

AL (CONT’D)
Hey Goo.

She walks over to him. He stands up and kisses her.
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AL (CONT’D)
It’s good to see you.

(then)
I’m gonna bite your fucking face 
off.

MARA
Do it, I dare you, do the whole 
face.

She hugs and nuzzles him.

MARA (CONT’D)
You stinky.

AL
What? I just showered like three 
days ago.

MARA
You gross.

INT. MARA’S APARTMENT - MAIN ROOM - LATER

Al and Mara sit at a table of empty dishes.

AL
... the Colt’s fucked. I was 
driving back and it was just 
burning up oil... I don’t know, 
something’s leaking, I need to take 
it in.

MARA
Mm. 

(then)
Sounds like you need to take it in.

AL
You sound super worried about it.

He takes a gulp from a glass of water as Mara giggles and 
points at her lips. 

He leans in and kisses her, then pulls away.

MARA
What’s your deal?

AL
I’m just beat.

(then)
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Goo, I promise, I’ll give you the 
works tomorrow, head-to-toe, back-
to-front, round and round, whatever 
you need, girl - I got you.

MARA
(charmed)

- ugh, stop talking. 
(then)

Fine, you’re doing the dishes then, 
that’s your punishment.

AL
Deal.

They kiss again. Mara gets up and carries their plates to the 
kitchen. As Al grabs other dishes, he notices -

- his water glass is still completely full.

CUT TO:

INT. MARA’S APARTMENT - BEDROOM - MORNING

Mara sleeps. We hear the RUSTLING of keys and FOOTSTEPS. 

A drop of water lands on her face. She wipes it off and opens 
her eyes.

MARA
(sleepy)

Hey. What you doing?

Al stands fully dressed.

AL
Hey. Morning. Got called in early, 
gotta unload.

MARA
That’s stupid.

AL
I know it’s super stupid. 

(he kisses her)
I’ll pick you up at eight. I love 
you.

MARA
K. I love you, too.

CUT TO:
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INT. AL’S CAR - MORNING

Al drives the Colt along Lake Champlain in Burlington. It 
chugs along painfully. 

EXT. HOSPITAL PARKING LOT - LATER

The Colt pulls in.

CUT TO:

INT. HOSPITAL - WAITING ROOM -  MORNING

Al sits in a chair, surrounded by OLDER MEN.

DR. LEVINE (PRE-LAP)
Alistair?

INT. HOSPITAL - EXAMINATION ROOM - MORNING

Al sits on an examination table as DR. LEVINE, a balding man 
with a warm smile, enters the room with a file.

AL
Hey, how’s it going?

DR. LEVINE
Good, thanks. So what’s going on 
with you?

AL
Um, well, I, uh... I think I may 
have... broken my penis?

DR. LEVINE
That’s no good.

AL
Yeah, no, I know.

DR. LEVINE
How’d that happen?

AL
Well, I was having sex with this 
girl and she was on top, and it 
slipped out and it kinda like bent 
down, and now, I don’t know, I 
think I broke my dick.
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DR. LEVINE
All right, well, let’s take a look. 
You can go ahead and get undressed. 

Al takes his pants off as Dr. Levine puts on latex gloves.

DR. LEVINE (CONT’D)
Have you been able to get an 
erection since it happened?

AL
Um, yeah... I mean, but the spot 
where it bent is kind of soft 
now... and kinda numb, so you know, 
that’s why I’m worried.

Dr. Levine starts examining Al’s off-screen penis.

DR. LEVINE
Ok, well, you didn’t break your 
penis, with a penile fracture 
there’s a ton of swelling and 
bruising... it ends up looking like 
an eggplant.

AL
Ok. So what’s going on?

The doctor finishes and tosses his gloves.

DR. LEVINE
What’s going on is you’ve got a 
mild case of Peyronie’s Disease.

BOY 1 (O.S.)
What’s that?

Al looks around to find he’s now surrounded by a group of 
FIFTH-GRADE BOYS. 

Dr. Levine pulls a blackboard down from the ceiling and 
starts diagraming.

Dr. LEVINE
Peyronie’s Disease: Sometimes when 
two people are having sex, the 
man’s penis can get hurt. Now the 
inside of your penis is made up of 
a spongy material that fills with 
blood when you get an erection.

Some of the boys chuckle.
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DR. LEVINE (CONT’D)
But when the penis gets hurt, the 
sponge can’t fill all the way with 
blood, making the penis weaker.

BOY 2
F that, I’m never having sex.

BOY 3
Yeah, we know, dude.

More boys laugh.

DR. LEVINE
Mason, that’s two.

BOY 3
He just fucking said it!

DR. LEVINE
Office. Now.

BOY 3
(leaving)

Good. This is fucking boring.

BOY 1
How do you fix it, Mr. Levine?

A school bell RINGS. The kids start getting up.

DR. LEVINE
Well... good question, Caleb. 
Penises are tricky. There’s no 
proven cure yet.

AL
What? What am I supposed to do?

DR. LEVINE
Oh, just rest it. In your case it’s 
so light, it’s not gonna be an 
issue. You can take a little 
vitamin E to help with the healing, 
but just give it a couple days, you 
won’t even notice it.

AL
That’s it?
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DR. LEVINE
That’s it. You can go ahead and put 
your pants back on.

CUT TO:

INT. IRISH PUB - KITCHEN - DAY

SPANISH POP blares as LATIN COOKS chatter and prep food.

Al unlocks a door to a LIQUOR ROOM, which is surrounded by 
boxes of booze.

He flicks a light on and slides a box over to hold the door 
open.

INT. LIQUOR ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Al begins to stock the bottles on wire shelves, when his 
phone RINGS. 

Al pulls it out. It’s an unknown number. He pulls the liquor 
box into the room, allowing the door to swing shut as he 
answers.

AL
Yello.

EXT. ORCHARD HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Joyce sits on the back porch of a modern farmhouse, which 
overlooks rows of pristine apple trees. 

Her phone rests on an open notebook in front of her.

JOYCE
Al, hey, it’s Joyce from Panjer.

INT. LIQUOR ROOM - CONTINUOUS

AL
Joyce... hey, how ya doing?

There’s a KNOCK at the door.

AL (CONT’D)
Sorry, one second.

Al hides the phone and opens the door a crack. Karrie, the 
bartender from the cockroach poem, stands outside.
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KARRIE
Yo, you got the keys?

AL
Yeah.

Al hands her the keys, then lets the door close again.

AL (CONT’D)
Sorry.

EXT. ORCHARD HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

JOYCE
No, is this a bad time?

AL (O.S.)
(through the phone)

No, no, it’s all good, what’s up? 
How are you?

JOYCE
I’m great, I wanted to give you a 
call because I’m going to be 
staying in Shelburne for a while.

AL (O.S.)
(through the phone)

Whaaat? What are you doing in 
Shelburne?

JOYCE
My brother has an orchard here, I’m 
gonna be helping him out a little 
bit this summer.

INT. LIQUOR ROOM - CONTINUOUS

AL
Sweet.

JOYCE (O.S.)
(through the phone)

I think so. You’ll have to come by.

AL
I’m down, when are you thinking?
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EXT. ORCHARD HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

JOYCE
Sometime this week?

AL (O.S.)
(through the phone)

Let me know.

JOYCE
I will... also I have sort of a 
funny question for you... I was 
wondering if you knew where I could 
find some pot?

INT. LIQUOR ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Al smiles.

AL
Yeah, I can take care of that. How 
much were you looking for?

JOYCE (O.S.)
(through the phone)

It’s been a while, how much do you 
normally get?

CUT TO:

INT. GARAGE - NIGHT

A renovated garage full of marijuana plants, grow lights, 
tubes, and fans.

In the midst of the foliage, DUNCAN, a charming young black 
guy with an unshakable temperament (who we may recognize from 
the opening poem), sits on a couch, trimming leaves off of 
freshly harvested plants.

Nearby, Al sits on a wooden chair, reading a sheet of paper. 
UP-TEMPO MUSIC plays quietly in the background.

AL
My first note is that you gotta 
stop using the word thee 
immediately. I don’t think I’ve 
ever heard you use the word thee in 
my entire fucking life, dude.
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DUNCAN
Clearly thee don’t know me that 
well then.

AL
(with a laugh)

Second, you have to stop talking 
about your soul, it’s cheesy, and 
no one cares...

DUNCAN
Dude, I’m gonna look like a fuckin’ 
idiot, Lily’s been working on her 
vows since March.

AL
No, no, no, this is good, this is a 
good place to start, man, you’re in 
the muck right now.

DUNCAN
I don’t want to be in the muck 
anymore.

AL
So, let’s get you out of the muck, 
dude, let’s, um... tell me why 
you’re marrying her in, like,  
normal talk.

DUNCAN
... well, I love her, and she 
really wanted to get married, and I 
want her to be happy, so -

AL
Dude, you’re sweeping me off my 
feet right now.

DUNCAN
(with a laugh)

Come on...

AL
Let’s take it back. Talk about what 
it felt like in the beginning... 
like when you guys went camping in 
the Adirondacks and you came back 
and it was totally different, what 
was that?

DUNCAN
Um...

(remembering)
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It was awesome, man I... I don’t 
know, it was just us and we got 
each other and... I guess I felt 
like I’d found this... weird 
creature that I’d never seen before 
and I’d captured one and I had the 
only one that ever existed, and... 
for some reason she felt the same 
thing about me.

A beat.

AL
There we go. 

DUNCAN
(unconvinced)

What?

AL
That’s good shit right there. 
That’s legitimately good writing.

DUNCAN
So I’m standing on the altar -

AL
Yeah.

DUNCAN
- everyone’s looking at me -

AL
And you talk about your weird 
creature, it’s genius.

MARA (O.S.)
Gentlemen, may I have your 
attention please!

Al and Duncan look over to find Mara in the door.

MARA (CONT’D)
I’d like to present the future Mrs. 
Lily Shaw!

LILY, a black chick with a contagiously fun vibe, enters 
wearing a wedding dress lit up with white LED lights.

DUNCAN
Damn.
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AL
That’s fucking sweet, you look like 
a sexy ass Christmas tree.

LILY
That’s what we were going for!

MARA
And check it out.

Mara hits a switch in the skirt and the LEDs switch to 
rainbow colors.

MARA (CONT’D)
Reception mode.

LILY
I already found some moves.

Lily dances in the dress. 

DUNCAN
(joining her)

Get it, mama.

AL
(to Mara)

Y’all crushed it.

MARA
Came out good, right?

AL
It’s great, you should start 
selling them, man. Get rich.

MARA
I’m good. How are you guys doing in 
here?

AL
Pretty good, pretty good, maybe 
another twenty minutes, you ready 
to go?

MARA
Yeah... but no rush.

She gives him “the look”.

CUT TO:
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INT. AL’S HOUSE - BEDROOM - NIGHT

Al and Mara passionately kiss as they tear each other’s 
clothes off. They begin to have sex under the covers.

As she gets on top of him, we hear a KNOCK on the door, 
followed by -

Dr. Levine’s face. As he opens the door wider, he begins 
ushering the fifth-grade boys into the room. 

Al watches them as they congregate around his bed...

CUT TO:

INT. AL’S HOUSE - BATHROOM - LATER

Al washes his face. He looks in the mirror, distressed.

Water begins to drip on him from the ceiling. He looks up - 
water stains and cracks cover the leaking ceiling.

INT. AL’S HOUSE - MAIN ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Al enters the room. The leaking is worse in here. Mara sits 
on a couch with Gary, her pajamas damp from the dripping 
water.

MARA
Hey. You ok?

He sits on a coffee table across from her.

MARA (CONT’D)
What’s going on?

A beat. Al looks down and shakes his head.

MARA (CONT’D)
Talk to me, Al, you’re freaking me 
out, what’s up?

AL
... I slept with someone at Panjer.

A beat. Mara drains.

MARA
Jesus Christ.

AL
I’m sorry.
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She slaps him. Gary starts BARKING.

MARA
You liar.

She slaps him again, then gets up and storms into the bedroom 
as Gary continues to go ballistic.

Al glances around the room. In the corner, his writing desk 
is piled high with countless notebooks.

AL
(picking up Gary)

It’s ok, buddy.

Gary calms down as Mara comes out of the bedroom with an arm 
full of clothes.

MARA
How can... how could you shit all 
over me again, man?

(then)
We tried so hard to make this work 
and you just threw it away. Like 
what happened to all that work we 
did?

A beat. He has no words.

MARA (CONT’D)
You’re a black hole, you’re a 
fucking black hole... don’t ever 
call me again, don’t ever fucking 
knock on my door, I am done.

She leaves. He sits alone with Gary under the leaking 
ceiling.

CUT TO:

INT. AL’S CAR - AFTERNOON

BANG. Al’s car lurches to a stop.

EXT. ORCHARD DRIVEWAY - MOMENTS LATER

Al gets out of his car.

He opens the hood. Smoke billows out.
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He retrieves his satchel from the backseat and pulls his 
phone out. 

CUT TO:

INT. ORCHARD HOUSE - AFTERNOON

Joyce rinses a plate and puts it in a drying rack. She looks 
up and notices Al in the distance walking up the driveway.

She dries her hands.

I/E. ORCHARD HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

Joyce opens the front door and steps out onto the porch.

JOYCE
Did you walk here?

AL
No. Well, a little bit. My car just 
died up the road.

JOYCE
You need a phone?

AL
Nah, I already called a truck.

He arrives at the porch and hugs her.

AL (CONT’D)
Good to see you.

JOYCE
You too. Come on in. 

Joyce heads inside. Al follows her into -

INT. ORCHARD HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

- the foyer of a beautiful, rustic house.

JOYCE
You want something to drink? Beer, 
water? I just made some tea.

AL
I’ll have a beer.

Joyce leads Al to the - 
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KITCHEN. She grabs him a beer from the fridge. 

Al takes a seat at a kitchen table and pulls a bag of weed 
out of his bag.

JOYCE
Did you have any trouble finding 
the house?

AL
No, no, I... my family used to have 
a cabin over on Thompson’s Point.

JOYCE
I have a confession, my Vermont 
geography is a little spotty.

AL
(with a laugh)

It’s literally, like -
(pointing)

Five minutes that way. It’s purty.

JOYCE
(re: the bag of weed)

Is that for me?

AL
It is.

JOYCE
Looks great, how much do I owe you?

AL
I got you, Joyce.

JOYCE
No way, bucko.

AL
Way, bucko, welcome to the 
neighborhood.

JOYCE
Thanks you.

She pulls a pipe out of a drawer and starts packing it.

AL
Rock and roll. How long are you 
here for?

SYDNEY (O.S.)
As long as we can keep her.
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Al and Joyce look over to discover Sydney, Joyce’s older 
brother, entering the room. Like Joyce, Sydney wears a 
disheveled appearance handsomely. One of his arms hangs limp.

JOYCE
Sydney... this is Al, he’s a Panjer 
guy.

AL
Hey.

SYDNEY
Pleased to meet you, Al.

JOYCE
(to Sydney)

Can I tempt you with a little 
reefer?

SYDNEY
No, thank you, I’m gonna go do some 
tinkering.

JOYCE
Tinker on.

Joyce lights the bowl. As they talk, Joyce and Al pass it 
back and forth.

SYDNEY
You from the area, Al?

AL
Yeah, Burlington.

JOYCE
His family used to have a cabin at 
Thompson’s Point -

(pointing)
It’s five minutes that way.

Al and Joyce laugh.

SYDNEY
Yeah, it’s beautiful over there.

(then)
What’s on the docket for you guys 
today?

JOYCE
You’re looking at it.
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Al exhales with a smile.

CUT TO:

EXT. ORCHARD - AFTERNOON

Al sits in an apple tree, twisting an apple off a branch.

AL
You ready?

Joyce stands below with an open hat.

JOYCE
Yeah.

Al begins to toss her apples. She laughs as she tries to 
catch them in her hat.

EXT. ORCHARD - LATER

Al and Joyce stroll along a path, eating apples.

JOYCE
So how’s life after Panjer?

AL
You know... peaks and valleys.

A beat.

JOYCE
I hear ya.

(then)
We’ve been climbing out of a hell 
of a valley over here.

AL
Oh yeah?

JOYCE
Yeah. My brother has this dog 
who’s... I don’t know, I don’t want 
to call it retarded, but she’s got 
something going on.

(then)
She likes to sneak out and eat 
apples all day, pounds of apples, 
and then she’ll come home and 
around dinner time she starts 
running around the house... 
redecorating. 
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Shit on the couch, shit on the 
carpet, all our favorite spots, 
she’s got a real eye for design.

(then)
So we had to get some doggy diapers 
for her, and Sydney has started 
calling them her jeans because he 
doesn’t want to embarrass her.

AL
He calls them her jeans?

JOYCE
Yeah, ‘cause they look like jeans. 
Every night he asks her, time to 
get your jeans on? And Mabel gets 
so excited, she loves her jeans.

AL
Sounds like she’s living the good 
life, man.

(then)
She kinda won the retarded dog 
lottery.

JOYCE
No, Al, we won the retarded dog 
lottery.

They laugh.

CUT TO:

INT. JOYCE’S CAR - EVENING

Joyce drives Al through Burlington in her grey Volvo.

AL
This is me.

JOYCE
Ok.

She parks.

AL
Sweet hang, Joyce.

JOYCE
Yeah, thanks for coming by.

AL
Have a good one.
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He gets out of the car.

EXT. AL’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

As Al starts walking to his house, Joyce rolls down a window.

JOYCE
Hey. Don’t be a stranger.

AL
Deal.

She pulls away. As he heads toward his house, he sees a 
cardboard box resting on the stoop.

He stops, knowing what’s inside. He unlocks the door and 
carries it in. 

INT. AL’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Gary greets him at the door. Like before, water leaks from 
the ceiling. 

AL
Hey buddy. Got some presents for 
you. Mara left us some presents.

He sits down and opens the box. It’s full of boyfriend things 
- stuffed animals, a flask, clothes... 

He pulls out the flask and takes a sip, then grabs a stuffed 
animal and SQUEAKS it. 

AL (CONT’D)
(to Gary)

What was that?

He tosses the stuffed animal and -

It hits a wheelchair. Sitting in the corner of the room is 
OLD AL, who we recognize from the end of the opening poem. 

The old man motions for the flask. Al tosses it to him as 
Gary starts to wrestle with the old squeak toy. SQUEAK, 
SQUEAK, SQUEAK...

OLD AL
You might want to get someone to 
look at your ceiling.

CUT TO BLACK.

46.





SUPER: PART III: THE TRIUMPH

EXT. RANCH - AFTERNOON

We open on NICK, an older man with deep wrinkles and long 
grey hair. He stands in a round pen, holding a training whip 
while a horse gallops around him, sweating in the hot sun. 

After a moment, he sees a car pulling up to a RANCH HOUSE in 
the distance. 

Nick continues the training.

CUT TO:

INT. NICK’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - AFTERNOON

Nick enters the ranch house and slips off his boots. VOICES 
can be heard from another room. 

He looks up to see Al in the doorway to the kitchen.

NICK
Stinkenheimer!

Al gives Nick a hug. 

AL
Good to see you, pops.

The two men make their way through the room.

NICK
How was the drive?

AL
Easy.

INT. NICK’S HOUSE - KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Al and Nick enter. Duncan and Lily eat leftovers at a kitchen 
table. Gary runs up to Nick for a scratch.

A family photo of a young Al with Nick and AL’S MOM hangs 
above the kitchen table.

NICK
(to Duncan)

There he is. Man of the hour. Lady 
of the hour.
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DUNCAN
(going in for a hug)

Give me one of these.

NICK
It’s gonna be a sweaty one.

DUNCAN
Even better.

They hug.

NICK
Good to see you, Dunc. And how’s 
the beautiful bride to be, I see 
you’re still in one piece.

LILY
(hugging Nick)

Well, this one keeps putting me 
back together.

NICK
This guy?

DUNCAN
Lot of mineral baths.

NICK
Smart man.

Nick throws an arm around Al’s neck.

NICK (CONT’D)
You getting enough mineral baths, 
Stinky?

AL
Yep.

NICK
Good, good... you guys want to see 
something neat?

CUT TO:

EXT. HAY BARN - DAY

Nick unlatches a heavy barn door and slides it open, 
revealing -

An empty barn.

48.



LILY
Oh my god, Nick! When did you do 
this?

Nick throws on a light as the gang enters the open space.

NICK
I’ve just been picking away at it.
I threw your café lights up in the 
loft.

DUNCAN
This is amazing, man.

NICK
Plugs on the back wall are dead, so 
I left some extension cords... I 
think in the loft - or in the shed - 
I’ll find ‘em.

LILY
Baby, look at these tables...

NICK
Yeah, I left those in here if you 
want ‘em.

Duncan and Lily head toward the tables.

LILY
We want ‘em.

AL
Where’d you put all the shit?

NICK
Most of it’s in your room.

AL
Nice, dude.

NICK
Sold some of it. Little bit’s in 
the horse barn. I got some cash for 
you, actually, I sold the sleigh.

AL
You sold the sleigh?

NICK
Yeah, Linda offered me nine hundred 
bucks. She’s gonna restore it, she 
was real excited about it.
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DUNCAN
You got a mop, chief?

NICK
In the house. I can grab it for you 
before we head to the field.

DUNCAN
No, I got it.

NICK
All right.

(leaving the barn)
See you kids at dinner.

Al follows him out.

CUT TO:

EXT. FIELD - DAY

Al works on a stone wedding altar. Nearby, Nick sifts through 
a rock pile.

Al adds a stone and jostles it into place. As he gets up, it 
falls off. 

Al carefully puts it back a second time. After a moment, the 
rock starts wiggling, until it falls onto the ground again, 
revealing -

One of the flying skipping stones from the Panjer dock. 

The stone jumps from its place and starts hopping around the 
altar with cute, baby bird-like motions.

Al watches it for a beat, then crouches down and gently 
invites it into his hand. 

The skipping stone cautiously hops on. Al grabs it and 
carries it over to its original place, then holds it down and 
quickly slams a larger rock on top of it, releasing a LOUD 
CRUNCH from the skipping stone.

He picks up the rock to find the skipping stone in broken, 
twitching pieces.

NICK
You get yourself?

AL
No, just a bad rock.
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A beat.

NICK
‘Bout time for a beer?

AL
I’m good.

(a beat)
You know, it wasn’t your sleigh to 
sell, just so you know. It was my 
sleigh, mom gave it to me.

NICK
Is that what you’re pouting about? 
You’re pouting about the sleigh?

AL
It’s been on my mind, yeah... now I 
gotta worry about you selling my 
shit?

NICK
Stink, the sleigh hadn’t been used 
in ten years. When was the last 
time you even thought about it?

AL
Doesn’t matter, man, it wasn’t your 
sleigh.

NICK
Well, it was my barn and I needed 
the stall. What, are you gonna have 
a sleigh in Burlington? You got no 
room in your life for a sleigh.

Al broods. Nick grabs a couple beers from a cooler and takes 
a seat.

NICK (CONT’D)
Come on, have a beer with your old 
man.

Al takes the beer and sits down.

NICK (CONT’D)
I’m sorry I sold your sleigh.

AL
Who gives a shit.

Al watches the broken rock bird twitch.

CUT TO:
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INT. NICK’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Al, Duncan, and Lily hang out around a crackling fireplace. 
Lily lies on a couch with her head in Duncan’s lap. 

Al sits on the floor, reading from an old poetry book. Near 
him is a box of other books labeled Kitty’s books.

Between them, a coffee table is peppered with wine bottles, 
glasses, and a bowl of popcorn. Nick dozes in a nearby chair. 
Gary snuggles in his lap.

LILY
(a little bird-noise)

Cheep.

Duncan puts a kernel of popcorn in her mouth. She eats it.

LILY (CONT’D)
Cheep.

He does it again. Al glances up.

AL
You guys want to hear something cool? 
This Be The Verse. 

They fuck you up, your mum and dad. 
They may not mean to, but they do. 
They fill you with the faults they had 
And add some extra, just for you.

But they were fucked up in their turn 
By fools in old-style hats and coats, 
Who half the time were soppy-stern 
And half at one another’s throats.

Man hands on misery to man. 
It deepens like a coastal shelf. 
Get out as early as you can, 
And don’t have any kids yourself.

LILY
That’s amazing.

AL
That’s cool, right? Philip Larken.

DUNCAN
That’s stupid. I can’t wait to fuck 
up our kids. That’s one of the 
great joys of life.
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LILY
You’re gonna make such a great dad.

DUNCAN
Thanks, baby.

LILY
(with a laugh)

Wine cheep.

DUNCAN
That’s dangerous.

LILY
I believe in you.

As Duncan grabs a glass of wine, Al thumbs through the poetry 
book. 

Near the back, he finds a CHILD’S DRAWING lodged between the 
pages.

He pulls it out. It shows a man labeled DAD. Inside the man’s 
stomach is a woman’s face. The woman is labeled MOM.

At the bottom it says Love, Al.

CUT TO:

INT. NICK’S HOUSE - BATHROOM - NIGHT

Al finishes brushing his teeth. 

He unscrews a bottle of Vitamin E, pops a pill, then turns 
off the light and heads into the -

HALLWAY. The house is silent around him as he enters his -

BEDROOM. Gary sits on the bed. Al gives him a scratch... then 
grabs a jacket off a hook.

INT. HORSE BARN - LATER

Horses stand quietly in their stalls. 

The door opens. A flashlight pours into the room, 
illuminating some farm equipment, a couple kayaks, some 
skis...

Al enters and scans the room, then makes his way along the 
stalls, peering over the gates. 
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He stops at a stall and opens it, revealing -

An old Triumph motorcycle.

EXT. DRIVEWAY - NIGHT

Al wheels the bike to the end of a dark road, far from the 
ranch house. 

He starts it up, puts on a pair of ski goggles, and drives 
off.

EXT. COUNTRYSIDE HIGHWAY - NIGHT

Al speeds through the summer night.

EXT. DOWNTOWN BURLINGTON - NIGHT

Al rides through town.

EXT. DOWNTOWN BURLINGTON - NIGHT

Al pulls up in front of a small brownstone apartment building 
and parks the bike. 

He heads up to the front entrance and buzzes a number.

MARA (O.S.)
(through the intercom)

Hello?

AL
Hey, Mar, it’s me.

A beat.

MARA (O.S.)
Dude, what are you doing here?

AL
Well, I would’ve called, but I 
wanted to talk to you.

Silence.

AL (CONT’D)
Sorry,  can I just come up for five 
minutes?... No drama, I promise.

A beat, then BUZZ.
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INT. MARA’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Mara lifts her finger off an intercom, then grabs a cigarette 
from the dinner table and lights it.

There’s a KNOCK at the door. 

She takes a healthy sip from a glass of wine then moseys over 
to the door and opens it. Al stands in the hallway, holding 
the goggles.

AL
Hey.

A beat.

MARA
What’s up?

AL
Uh... can I come in?

MARA
We can talk here.

AL
Ok.

MARA
Are you drunk?

AL
Not really... we were doing wedding 
prep up at the hollow and we had 
some drinks.

MARA
...

AL
I found this in one of my mom’s 
books up there.

He pulls out the child’s drawing and hands it to her. She 
unwraps and looks at it while he talks.

AL (CONT’D)
When I was a kid I had this idea 
that everyone had a picture of 
their special person in their 
belly... 
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and I asked my mom how could I see 
it if it was inside of me, and she 
promised me I wouldn’t need to see 
it to know.

(a beat)
And she was right. Mara you were my 
special person and I fucked it up 
with you... and I don’t need your 
forgiveness, ‘cause I don’t deserve 
it, but... I do need to apologize, 
really apologize, because you do 
deserve it.

She rips the picture in quarters.

A beat. Al is speechless. Mara drops the pieces on the 
ground.

MARA
Next time you come here I’m calling 
the cops.

She closes and locks the door. Al bends down and gathers the 
pieces.

CUT TO:

INT. IRISH PUB - NIGHT

Al’s bar is packed. In the corner, a female JAZZ SINGER sings 
with a band.

Al sits in the corner of the bar, watching and finishing an 
Old-fashioned.

Now he’s quite drunk. Karrie walks up with a pint for him.

AL
Wicked.

KARRIE
You want to hear a funny joke I 
just heard?

AL
Sure.

KARRIE
What’s the difference between a 
chickpea and a garbanzo bean?

AL
What?
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KARRIE
I didn’t spend forty bucks to have 
a garbanzo bean on my face.

Al kind of laughs.

AL
Seems expensive.

KARRIE
Right? What the fuck am I doing 
bartending?

(then)
You need anything else?

AL
I’m good.

Karrie wanders off. As Al goes to take a sip of his beer, he 
catches his reflection in a mirror behind the bar -

- he has become a giant cockroach.

He takes it in for a moment, then gets up.

INT. IRISH PUB - BATHROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Al finishes taking a piss. As he grabs his beer off a ledge, 
it slips through his hand and SHATTERS on the floor.

AL
Nope.

He drunkenly bends over and begins to collect the pieces. He 
grabs a handful and throws them in the garbage, then realizes 
he’s sliced his hand.

He looks at the blood, then turns on the faucet and washes it 
off. 

He pulls his hand back and watches it bleed some more...

He wraps it in paper towel, then bends back down and picks up 
a large shard. 

He lifts up his shirt, takes a deep breath, then plunges the 
shard into his belly.

With a grimace, he cuts open a small hole, then throws the 
shard in the sink. 
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As blood pours onto the floor, he jams his fingers into the 
hole and pulls out a crumpled up piece of paper. He unfolds 
the paper, revealing -

A large, blood-soaked photograph of Mara. Al takes it in 
while he rubs his wound. He reaches back in when -

KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK -

CUT TO:

INT. AL’S HOUSE - MORNING

Al wakes up on his couch. KNOCK, KNOCK. 

He groggily comes to and takes a hungover look around -

An empty bourbon bottle sits on the coffee table next to a 
bloody knife.

AL
Hold on.

He takes off a blanket. His belly is covered in blood-crusted 
incisions. 

He pulls a T-shirt from the floor and puts it on, then heads 
to the door and opens it.

Duncan stands outside in the bright morning, holding a retro 
motorcycle helmet and Gary on a leash.

DUNCAN
Morning.

AL
What up, my dude.

EXT. AL’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Al steps outside as Gary runs into the house. Duncan hands 
him the helmet.

DUNCAN
Your dad says don’t be an idiot.

AL
That’s sweet of him.

A beat. Al slumps down on a lawn chair.
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DUNCAN
You got a pretty early start this 
morning.

AL
Yeah. I decided to cruise over to 
Mara’s around one. Say what’s up.

DUNCAN
Didn’t she specifically tell you 
she didn’t want to talk to you?

AL
Yeah, she did, but -

DUNCAN
How’d that go?

AL
It was awful.

DUNCAN
That sucks, man, I’m sorry.

AL
Yeah, thanks.

(then)
You wanna blaze? I’m gonna blaze.

DUNCAN
Nah, I got a bunch of bullshit to 
do. I just spent an hour haggling 
with Jet Blue ‘cause my dad changed 
his flight too many times.

AL
You’ll get married when your dad’s 
ready, man, not a minute before.

DUNCAN
It’s not the way it should be.

AL
(getting up)

But it is.

DUNCAN
Bring it in here.

Al hugs him.

DUNCAN (CONT’D)
Let me know if you need anything, 
man.
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AL
Will do, thanks for the, uh -

DUNCAN
For your dog back?

AL
(laughing)

Thanks for the dog, dude.

Duncan heads off.

DUNCAN
Do something about this yard, man, 
it’s a mess.

AL
I’ll get right to mowing, man, good 
looking out.

Al heads back inside.

INT. AL’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Al walks back into the house, takes a seat at his desk, and 
picks up a half-smoked joint.

As he lights it, he looks up. The bloody photo of Mara hangs 
on the wall, however next to it are -

- seven other photos. Blurred out pictures of women of 
varying races, all equally blood-soaked.

He eyes them for a moment, then pulls out his phone and makes 
a call.

INT. ORCHARD HOUSE - KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Joyce sits at the kitchen table with Sydney and a DOCTOR, 
looking a little pale. She answers her phone as she stands 
up.

JOYCE
Hey Al, I was just thinking about 
you.

60.



INT. AL’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

AL
Nice... well, I was actually 
wondering if you were free at all 
today... and also wanted to hang 
out with me. At all.

INT. ORCHARD HOUSE - KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

JOYCE
(with a laugh)

I’d love to. Come on by, I’ll be 
around.

Joyce hangs up.

JOYCE (CONT’D)
Sorry about that.

DOCTOR
(getting up)

No problem... I was just telling 
Sydney I think we should switch 
back to weekly appointments until 
something changes.

JOYCE
Ok.

They make their way through the house to the front door.

DOCTOR
At this point, attitude is going to 
play a huge role in this process, 
so try and stay as positive as you 
can.

SYDNEY
Thanks, Allen.

DOCTOR
And give me a call anytime or if 
anything changes.

JOYCE
Sounds good.

SYDNEY
I’ll walk you out.
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DOCTOR
(to Sydney)

How’s the brandy coming?

Sydney and the doctor leave. Joyce holds there for a moment, 
troubled. She takes a deep breath as she looks out the front 
window then moseys back into the -

LIVING ROOM. Al sits on the couch. The blood-soaked portraits 
hang on the wall.

Joyce takes them in for a moment.

JOYCE
Jesus, break my heart why don’t 
you... it’s so brutal. But sweet at 
the same time. It’s really good 
work, Al.

AL
Thanks, I do my best work drunk and 
sobbing.

JOYCE
(with a laugh)

Those really are the ideal 
conditions.

A beat.

JOYCE (CONT’D)
You use pictures a lot in your 
work.

AL
Yeah. I guess I do.

JOYCE
What do you think that’s about?

AL
... I like the idea of pictures 
‘cause they feel so real... but, I 
don’t know, honestly, in reality I 
think they’re almost entirely 
bullshit.

JOYCE
What do you mean?
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AL
Well... they’re this piece of proof 
that is almost, like, manufactured 
in the moment to build a story for 
the future. Then you forget that 
process, you kind of ignore that 
process, and later on, you’re, 
like, “well, here’s the story of me 
and here’s the proof.” 

JOYCE
Mm. Pruning your memories.

AL
Exactly. And I think they make us 
feel more comfortable ‘cause it’s 
terrifying that no one can remember 
what really happened.

JOYCE
Well, if you’re searching for what 
really happened, good luck, you 
know. Nobody has that.

(a beat)
It’s a story. But, it’s all a 
story, right? This is my “brother’s 
house”. You’re my “friend”.

AL
That’s nice. You’re my friend, too, 
Joyce.

JOYCE
(with a smile)

The big question is... how real is 
your story?

AL
(with a laugh)

I don’t want to know.

She laughs. A beat.

JOYCE
Your generation has so many 
pictures. It’s unbelievable.

AL
Dude... my buddy just e-mailed me 
four hundred pictures from a party.

JOYCE
Jesus. How are they?
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AL
They’re all great. Every single 
one.

 Sydney enters with a bag of groceries in his good arm.

JOYCE
(to Sydney)

Hello, how’d it go?

SYDNEY
No problems. Hey Al.

AL
Hey Sydney. Can I give you a hand?

SYDNEY
No, no, I got it. Al, you a fan of 
chicken soup?

Sydney keeps on to the kitchen, which is connected and open 
to the living room. He begins to unload the groceries.

AL
I am, but I gotta go to work.

JOYCE
Next time.

AL
(getting up)

Nah, you know what, I could really 
use some chicken soup, let me give 
‘em a call.

Al heads out of the room. Joyce gets up and joins Sydney in 
the kitchen.

SYDNEY
You got some more pot?

JOYCE
I did.

He places a pharmacy bag on the counter.

SYDNEY
Good, good. These should also help 
with the... with your stomach.

JOYCE
Yeah, we’ll see.
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SYDNEY
J...

JOYCE
Sorry. I’m tired.

SYDNEY
(handing her a bag)

I got you more Dobra tea.

JOYCE
(reading the bag)

Memories of Prague... ooh, sounds 
like my cup of tea.

They laugh.

CUT TO BLACK.
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SUPER: PART IV: THE PRESENT

INT. HAY BARN - NIGHT

We open on Duncan. His face is beaded with sweat. 

As he raises a microphone to his lips, we see he’s standing 
on a stage with a band behind him and he’s wearing a tux 
lined with LEDs.

DUNCAN
(singing)

Whoa whoa whoa whoa whoa whoa, I 
need your lovin’ everyday... I need 
it every hour...

In front of him, Lily stands in her light up wedding dress, a 
smile pinned to her face. Around her, Nick’s barn has been 
transformed with lights and decorations and the mostly black 
WEDDING GUESTS drunkenly cheer on Duncan as he continues his 
cover of Otis Redding’s “I Need Your Lovin’”.

We are well into the party. Tables have been cleared. Suit 
coats have come off. Photos and selfies are being snapped 
around the room.

And a sloshed Al watches his best bud with a half drunk 
bottle of champagne in his hand. Next to him, Nick watches, 
enamored.

NICK
God, he’s good.

Al nods and heads to the dance floor. He begins to tear it up 
with Lily and other guests when he receives a coy spank from 
DEEANA, a cute, short-haired black chick. 

He looks over to her as she flashes him a mischievous grin. 
They dance together for a moment more before she offers her 
own booty out for a spank...

CUT TO:

INT. NICK’S HOUSE - AL’S BEDROOM - LATER

Al and Deeana make-out with a booze-fueled sensuality that 
lands on the bed. He starts to pull off her shirt.

DEEANA
You got a condom?

66.



AL
Yeah.

Al reaches into a duffel bag at the side of the bed. As he 
rummages -

DR. LEVINE (O.S.)
I got ya.

Al looks up to see Dr. Levine holding a condom. Behind him 
stand the fifth-grade boys. One of them dribbles a tennis 
ball.

DR. LEVINE (CONT’D)
Put the ball back, Garrell.

Al slumps back.

DEEANA
You ok?

AL
Yeah, I’m sorry I don’t think I can 
do this tonight.

DEEANA
Oh... ok. Did I do something?

AL
No, I just... I don’t know, I don’t 
feel great.

DEEANA
Ok.

She gets out of his bed, annoyed. He lies there.

DEEANA (CONT’D)
So... I’m gonna go back to the 
party, you gonna...

AL
Yeah, I’ll see ya in there. Sorry 
for being all weird.

DEEANA
It’s all good, dude.

She leaves. He lies there. One of the fifth-grade boys 
snickers.

BOY 3
Smooth, bro.
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AL
(getting up)

Get the fuck out of here.

Al takes a seat at a desk. He grabs a roach from an ashtray 
and lights it. Near the foot of the desk is a familiar box. 
Kitty’s books.

It’s open. On top is a Joyce Hamilton collection: Orchard 
Lullaby. As Al grabs the book -

BARK, BARK, BARK. Gary is losing it downstairs.

INT. NICK’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Al enters the room to find Gary barking at a NINE-YEAR OLD 
GIRL who rummages through a drawer of a cabinet. She wears a 
pretty, old-fashioned dress and has frizzy brown hair.

AL
Hey there... Gary, chill out, dude.

Gary stops barking.

AL (CONT’D)
(to the girl)

Hey, can I help you find something?

THE GIRL
No, thank you.

AL
Ok.

The girl finds an old kerosene lantern in a cupboard and 
lights it with a match.

THE GIRL
Are you coming?

AL
I don’t know, where you going?

EXT. FIELD - LATER

Al and the girl trudge through the grass. They both hold 
lanterns.

In the distance, Duncan’s wedding party continues into the 
night.
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EXT. WOODS - LATER

Al and the girl make their way through misty woods.

EXT. WOODS - LATER

Now deep into a forest, Al and the girl arrive at two small 
“teepees”, each made of a few sticks tied together and a 
sheet draped over the top.

THE GIRL
(pointing)

That one’s yours. My brother’s not 
coming. 

The girl goes into the other teepee.

Al stands there, soaking in the oddness of this moment, 
before entering “his” teepee.

INT. AL’S TEEPEE - CONTINUOUS

It’s tiny and horribly built. Al curls up on a sleeping pad. 
Above him, a gap in the sheet reveals the night sky. 

From the other teepee, the girl sings a lullaby to herself.

THE GIRL (O.S.)
Snow is falling on the ground,
I can't keep your tears from 
falling down. 
When you see how simple life can be, 
you'll grow up like an apple tree.

Al puts out his lantern.

CUT TO BLACK.

INT. AL’S TEEPEE - MORNING

Al wakes up, still in his wedding attire. He hears a LOUD 
CLICK coming from outside his teepee.

EXT. WOODS - MORNING

Al exits his teepee. Nearby, the girl is attempting to start 
a small fire using a rock and flint.

AL
Can I try?
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THE GIRL
I’ll get it.

AL
Ok.

She keeps trying. CLICK. CLICK. Nothing.

CUT TO:

EXT. WOODS - MORNING

Al and the girl sit on a log, eating a baguette and cheese 
together.

CUT TO:

EXT. WOODS - AFTERNOON

The girl builds a rudimentary snare trap. Al watches.

THE GIRL
So the squirrel runs up the branch, 
and it doesn’t realize it’s just 
stuck its head through a loop, and 
then when the loop closes, it 
knocks it off the branch and it 
hangs itself.

AL
Have you ever eaten a squirrel?

THE GIRL
Not yet.

(then)
I’ve eaten bugs before. Ants.

AL
How was that?

THE GIRL
You pinch their heads off so they 
won’t bite you, but you can feel 
them moving in your mouth, anyway. 
And then you crush them and they’re 
gone. They’re not food though. You 
eat ten of them and you’re still 
hungry.

AL
You know a lot of stuff.
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THE GIRL
You got to.

CUT TO:

EXT. WOODS - LATE AFTERNOON

CLICK. CLICK. The girl keeps trying to make a fire.

Al sits on the log reading an old survival book in his lap.

AL
Did you “make a nest to catch the 
sparks”?

She doesn’t answer. CLICK. CLICK.

CUT TO:

EXT. WOODS - EVENING

Al repairs the hole in his teepee. CLICK. CLICK.

CUT TO:

INT. AL’S TEEPEE - NIGHT

It’s pitch black. In the darkness, the girl’s LULLABY starts 
up again. This time, there’s a sadness in her voice, as 
though she’s on the verge of tears.

THE GIRL (O.S.)
First the flowers snowy white,
under the apple moon shining bright -

Al lights his lantern with a lighter and leaves his teepee.

EXT. WOODS - CONTINUOUS

Al approaches the girl’s dark teepee.

THE GIRL (O.S.)
Take my hand and maybe you will see, 
you’ll grow up like an -

AL
Knock, knock.

(silence)
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Hey, it’s kind of scary in my tent, 
mind if I hang out with you for a 
bit?

THE GIRL (O.S.)
... fine.

Al sticks his head in.

INT. THE GIRL’S TEEPEE - CONTINUOUS

The girl’s teepee is much nicer than Al’s, furnished with 
pictures, blankets, and books. A neat pile of snacks sit in 
the corner.

She cuddles with a stuffed elephant.

THE GIRL
You know, I know what you’re doing, 
you’re trying to comfort me.

AL
No, it’s just scary and cold out 
here, and your brother’s tent 
sucks.

THE GIRL
It’s a teepee.

AL
Well, it sucks, yours is way 
sweeter.

A beat.

THE GIRL
Yeah. It doesn’t matter. I can’t 
stay out here anyway. It’s too 
cold.

AL
Why would you want to stay out 
here?

THE GIRL
I can’t go back home.

AL
Why?

THE GIRL
Everyone hates me.
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AL
Why?

THE GIRL
I hurt someone.

AL
... did you say sorry?

THE GIRL
Yeah. It doesn’t matter.

AL
... yeah... sometimes. Yeah.

Al gets up and takes off his suit coat.

AL (CONT’D)
Well, then, we’re gonna have to 
beef up these teepees a bit for 
winter. Get some pelts or 
something.

He throws the coat over her.

AL (CONT’D)
Get some sleep, we got an early 
start tomorrow.

She smiles.

THE GIRL
Ok. Good night.

AL
(leaving)

Good night.

CUT TO:

EXT. WOODS - MORNING

A YOUNG BOY traipses through the trees and rocks. He wears 
1950’s garb and his arm is hung in a sling.

MOM (O.S.)
Sydney?

YOUNG BOY (YOUNG SYDNEY)
She’s here, mom!

Behind him, his MOM labors to catch up. As she arrives to 
him, she finds him overlooking the teepees.
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She blows past him.

MOM
Joyce Elizabeth Hamilton, get out 
here immediately.

She waits. Al pokes his head out of his tent.

THE GIRL (YOUNG JOYCE) (O.S.)
Go away!

MOM
Do not test me right now.

A beat. The mom knocks the teepee over and jerks Young Joyce 
up by her arm.

YOUNG JOYCE
NO!

The mom drags a flailing Young Joyce away. Young Sydney 
watches for a moment, then pulls the girl’s stuffed elephant 
from the wreckage of the teepee and runs after them.

Al watches the family go.

CUT TO:

INT. JOYCE’S CAR - LATE AFTERNOON

Joyce’s unkempt hair flies in the wind as she drives Al 
through the Vermont countryside. They pass a Welcome to 
Thompson’s Point sign.

EXT. THOMPSON’S POINT - LAKE SHORE - SUNSET

Al and Joyce walk along a rock beach. Al casually skips 
stones.

EXT. THOMPSON’S POINT - LAKE SHORE - DUSK

Al and Joyce sit on folding chairs, sipping tea around a 
fire.

AL
Wanna see something crazy?

JOYCE
Sure.

74.



Al pulls out his mom’s old copy of Orchard Lullaby and hands 
it to her.

JOYCE (CONT’D)
Look at that. Orchard Lullaby.

AL
Look at the front page.

Joyce opens it and reads an inscription.

JOYCE
“Katherine - thank you for the 
beautiful shoes. My new book. 
Joyce.”

(searching)
Beautiful shoes...?

AL
Probably horseshoes.

JOYCE
Oh my God, Katherine. Yes, I met 
her at a craft show in New York, 
she was selling painted horseshoes 
and she gave me a pair as a gift.

AL
Yeah, that sounds like my mom.

JOYCE
That is crazy, wow. She still 
selling them?

AL
No, she passed away a couple years 
ago.

JOYCE
Oh, I’m sorry to hear that.

AL
Yeah, thanks.

(then)
I really liked it. The book. 

JOYCE
Thank you.

AL
It’s different. It’s darker.
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JOYCE
It is. It’s about a very hard time 
in my life.

AL
Yeah?

JOYCE
Yeah... when I was seventeen I ran 
away from home to go be with my 
people in New York... and after a 
few months, I ran out of money and 
got kicked out of my place. And it 
was October... and instead of going 
home, I stayed. I couldn’t imagine 
going home. After about a month I 
was in the hospital with pneumonia, 
and they called my parents who came 
and picked me up and paid the bill 
and dragged me back to Connecticut.

(then)
And I was so ashamed. I barricaded 
myself in my room and I couldn’t 
talk to anyone, all I could do was 
write.

(then)
And one morning Sydney knocked on 
my door and asked me what kind of 
tea I wanted and I didn’t say 
anything. But when I opened my door 
later, he’d left... maybe fifteen 
different cups of tea waiting for 
me. Every tea we had in the house.

AL
Wow.

JOYCE
It was a small thing, but... it 
helped me realize my people weren’t 
just in New York, my people were 
everywhere.

Al smiles and leans back, then looks up and points.

AL
Look.

Joyce looks up. The night sky is lashed with the shooting 
stars of the Perseid meteor shower.

CUT TO:
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INT. HOSPITAL - MORNING

PING. Elevator doors open and Al enters a hallway, holding 
his bike helmet.

He strides down the corridor then turns into glass doors 
marked Fletcher Urology.

INT. HOSPITAL - EXAMINATION ROOM - MORNING

Al lies on an exam table in a hospital gown. Dr. Levine 
examines Al’s off-camera erection with an ultrasound machine, 
while the fifth-grade boys stand around and watch.

DR. LEVINE
Next we’ll be using the ultrasound 
machine to measure the blood flow 
in Alistair’s penis. 

(then)
His erection should subside within 
four hours. If it doesn’t, he’ll 
have to come back in for the 
antidote.

BOY 4
Why are we learning this?

BOY 5
Yeah, this seems like really 
specific sex ed.

DR. LEVINE
(defensive)

Well, Oakley, one in ten men will 
suffer from Peyronie’s, so maybe 
it’s a little more important than 
you think.

(to Al)
You can go ahead and clean yourself 
up.

Dr. Levine hands him a towel. Al sits up and starts wiping 
himself under his gown as Dr. Levine scans the results.

DR. LEVINE (CONT’D)
So... looks like you have a small 
amount of scarring... but I gotta 
say, I’m still not seeing anything 
that should physically prevent you 
from having sex.
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AL
Yeah, but I can’t seem to have sex, 
you know, so... something’s 
definitely not working.

DR. LEVINE
I agree, but it’s not a physical 
issue.

(then)
I’m going to prescribe you some 
Viagara to help build back your 
confidence and... just take it easy 
on the pot and alcohol, ok?

AL
... yeah, ok.

CUT TO:

INT. DUNCAN’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - AFTERNOON

Duncan and Lily snuggle on the floor together, smoking a hash 
pipe and listening to CHILL MUSIC.

Around the room there are remnants of the wedding - flowers, 
unopened gifts, etc.

LILY
I honestly think I can’t ever go 
back into the world again, I’m so 
tired.

DUNCAN
... we can make that happen. We can 
live off pizza and Chef Leu’s.

LILY
We’re gonna get fat.

DUNCAN
I’m down with that.

They hear someone open the front door. 

DUNCAN (CONT’D)
Hello?

AL (O.S.)
Hello.

Al enters the room.
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Al (CONT’D)
So I’ve got a bit of an update... 
I’ve got a boner and I’m probably 
crazy, so... what’s the plan?

DUNCAN
(offering him the pipe)

Wanna smoke some hash?

AL
My dude.

Al rips the pipe and lies on the ground.

LILY
We’re never leaving the house 
again.

AL
Ah, that’s brilliant. So simple. So 
obvious.

(then)
I feel like someone needs to do 
with hospitals what Virgin did with 
airplanes, like... where are the 
cool hospitals?

LILY (O.S.)
(from the kitchen, 
laughing)

You fucker.

Al looks over to discover the living room is empty. (Note: 
the hash causes Al’s mind to miss chunks of time.) He gets up 
and enters the -

KITCHEN. Duncan is wiping whipped cream off Lily’s face. Al 
grabs the canister off the counter.

DUNCAN
Aw, it’s all up in your shit.

AL
(very stoned)

Yum... whipped cream, yum.

He fills his mouth.

AL (CONT’D)
You remember doing whippets in 
front of Grand Union?
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DUNCAN
No, but I did a lot of whippets in 
front of Grand Union so that makes 
sense.

LILY (O.S.)
Yo, you bitches coming?

Al and Duncan look over to find Lily, now in a bathing suit 
at the door of the kitchen.

EXT. DUNCAN’S HOUSE - AFTERNOON

Al, Duncan, and Lily chill in a hot tub. Duncan holds a cell 
phone to his ear.

LILY
I just don’t understand how you 
have bath toys, you’ve got pool 
toys, but no hot tub toys.

AL
There’s a gap in the market, Lil, I 
think you’re on to something.

DUNCAN
(putting the phone down)

Do we want to add chicken fingers? 
I do.

AL
(laughing)

Yeah, I want them on the pizza, 
though, with the bones.

LILY
Ask for them on the pizza!

DUNCAN
Can we get them on the pizza?... 
ok... then we’re good. Thanks, see 
you then.

(he hangs up)
Gonna be here at six and they will 
not be putting chicken fingers on 
the pizza.

LILY
Another gap in the market!
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AL
Boom.

(then)
Wait, they’re gonna be here at six?

DUNCAN
Yeah.

AL
What time it?

DUNCAN
Uh...

CUT TO:

EXT. DOWNTOWN BURLINGTON - LATE AFTERNOON

Al weaves through traffic on the Triumph.

CUT TO:

INT. HOSPITAL - EVENING

Al walks briskly through the hospital. He arrives at the 
glass doors to Fletcher Urology, grabs the handle, and -

It’s locked. Al tries again. No dice. 

He looks around as a panic starts to build. He pulls out his 
phone and dials. The call goes straight to voicemail.

WOMAN’S VOICE (O.S.)
(through the phone)

You’ve reached Fletcher Urology. 
Our hours of operation are eight AM 
to five PM. If this is - 

AL
- shit... shit -

WOMAN’S VOICE (O.S.)
- an emergency dial nine-one-one. 
If you already know the extension -

Al hangs up. He considers making another call when -

- a light hits his face from inside the office.

AL
Hey... hey, ‘scuse me, guy!
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As Al starts pounding on the door, we see a JANITOR inside. 
As the man looks up -

NURSE (O.S.)
Sir, can I help you?

Al turns around to find a concerned NURSE behind him.

AL
Uh, yeah, I was here earlier and 
they gave me a drug that gave me an 
erection... and they said to come 
back if it lasted longer than four 
hours and it’s been, like, five 
hours, and it feels like my dick’s 
gonna explode and I don’t know what 
to do.

A beat.

CUT TO:

INT. HOSPITAL - EXAM ROOM - EVENING

Al lies on a bed in a hospital gown. Nearby, the nurse sets 
up a cart with needles, machines, and tubes. 

DR. MILLS, a youthful male doctor, swiftly enters through 
curtains, putting on latex gloves.

DR. MILLS
Alistair, hello, I’m Dr. Mills. I 
heard we had a close call.

AL
Yeah.

DR. MILLS
All right, so, what’s happening is 
something called Priapism... in a 
couple of minutes we’re going to be 
running water through your penis in 
order to drain the blood out.

AL
Ok. That’s the antidote, or... 
‘cause Dr. Levine said there was an 
antidote.

Dr. Mills retrieves a syringe from the cart.
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DR. MILLS
That’s the antidote. It’s not a big 
deal, we’re going to numb the area 
so you won’t feel anything.

(then)
Just lie back, relax, and... it’s 
best if you don’t look down during 
the process, ok?

Al nods and leans back. As we begin to hear WHIRS, SLURPS, 
and other uncomfortable MEDICAL NOISES, Al looks up at the -

CEILING. Beige tiles with small holes. 

The sounds fade as we switch back to -

Al. Zoned out. A faint expression of amused disbelief. 

We hold on him for a moment, before -

A door SLAMS. Al leans forward. His curtained room is now 
empty. He takes a moment, then looks down under his gown.

His wide eyes tell us all we need to know about what lies 
underneath. As he lets out a dark laugh, we hear a CRICKET.

Al looks down to find a cricket on the floor next to his bed. 
It takes a few hops. We begin to hear more crickets.

He sits up and watches the cricket hop under a nearby 
curtain. He gets out of bed and follows it under.

On the other side, a handful of crickets hop around the 
floor, several bouquets decorate the room, and lying in a 
hospital bed is -

OLD AL. Though he’s thin and frail, Old Al maintains a 
handsome dignity as he writes in a notebook. His wheelchair 
rests next to his bed.

Al eyes the scene for a moment.

AL
Hey man.

OLD AL
(looking up)

How’s it hanging?

AL
That’s cute.

Al takes a seat on the wheelchair.
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OLD AL
You want some cake? 

Old Al takes a piece of cake from a bedside table and hands 
it to Al. Al eyes it.

OLD AL (CONT’D)
It’s good, it’s from dinner.

Al takes a bite. He likes it.

OLD AL (CONT’D)
Told ya. I eat that shit all the 
time.

AL
(mouth full)

That seems unhealthy.

OLD AL
Hasn’t got me yet.

A beat.

AL
What’re you working on?

OLD AL
Little of this, little of that.

(then)
I’ve been thinking a lot about 
Thompson’s Point. Trying to get 
some of it down on paper.

AL
Mm... I was just over there, it 
hasn’t changed much.

OLD AL
It will.

A beat. A DOOR opens outside the curtains.

NURSE (O.S.)
Knock, knock.

The curtain swings open and a playful FILIPINO NURSE enters 
with two dixie cups in her hands: pills and water.

NURSE (CONT’D)
How you doing, Al?
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OLD AL
Terrible. They forgot my cake at 
dinner.

NURSE
Those animals. You still want a 
piece?

OLD AL
Only if you feed it to me.

NURSE
(with a laugh)

Let’s start with these.

She hands him the cup of pills.

OLD AL
You’re the boss.

He pops the pills in his mouth then reaches under his pillow 
and pulls out his flask. 

He washes the pills down with a swig.

NURSE
Trade.

He hands her the flask as she hands him the water. She takes 
a pull, then offers the flask to Al.

NURSE (CONT’D)
You thirsty?

AL
(taking it)

Sure.

OLD AL
Mary, I have to say you’re looking 
utterly radiant this evening.

NURSE (MARY)
Oh yeah? Must be the new scrubs.

OLD AL
(to Al)

What do you think? You think it’s 
the new scrubs?

AL
... they are beautiful scrubs.

85.



MARY
Well, maybe I’ll let y’all borrow 
‘em sometime.

(then)
I gotta run, gentlemen.

(to Al)
You got about five minutes and then 
I gotta kick you out.

AL
Ok.

The nurse leaves. Al takes a second pull from the flask then 
hands it back to Old Al.

AL (CONT’D)
You seem happy.

OLD AL
Well, they’re not shy with the cake 
and drugs around here.

(then)
You work with what you got.

Al gets up and shakes the old man’s hand.

AL
Good to see you, man.

OLD AL
Give Gary a scratch for me.

AL
I will.

CUT TO:

INT. AL’S HOUSE - AFTERNOON

Gary sleeps on Al’s bed. Al sits at his desk, finishing the 
poem.

He folds it up and puts it in his satchel, then grabs a bag 
of weed and throws it in too.

CUT TO:

EXT. VERMONT COUNTRYSIDE - AFTERNOON

Al rides his dad’s bike.

CUT TO:
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EXT. ORCHARD HOUSE - AFTERNOON

Al RINGS the doorbell. No answer. He opens the door.

INT. ORCHARD HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Al sticks his head in.

AL
Hello? Joyce?

He walks into the foyer.

AL (CONT’D)
Hello?

JOYCE (O.S.)
In the back!

Al walks through the house and out the open back door.

EXT. ORCHARD HOUSE - BACK PORCH - CONTINUOUS

Joyce sits on a wicker loveseat on the porch, bundled in 
blankets, an open notebook in front of her. She looks pale 
and tired.

JOYCE
Hello.

AL
Hey, you look cozy back here.

JOYCE
Oh, I’m making a study of coziness 
today.

AL
I come bearing gifts, it’s kind of 
a two-parter.

JOYCE
Oh yeah?

Al sits down next to her and opens his satchel.

AL
(placing the weed on the 
table)

Start with this,
(placing the poem on the 
table)
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And follow up with this. Go back to 
the first thing if the second thing 
isn’t working.

JOYCE
Thank you. It’s a day for gifts, I 
have something for you too.

Joyce pulls out a small wrapped box from beside her chair and 
gives it to him.

AL
Whaaat? For me?

JOYCE
Open it.

Inside the box is a set of car keys.

AL
What is this?

JOYCE
I’m giving you my car, I’m getting 
rid of it.

AL
What? Joyce... I really appreciate 
it, but I can’t take your car.

JOYCE
I’m getting you off that 
motorcycle, it’s gonna kill you.

AL
... I don’t know what to say, this 
is so much. Thank you, can I hug 
you? Can we do a hug thing?

JOYCE
Let’s do the hug thing.

They hug.

AL
Thank you.

JOYCE
You’re welcome. 

(a beat)
I... also have something I need to 
talk to you about, Al... I’m dying, 
and... it’s why I came to 
Shelburne, to be with my family. 
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And I wanted to tell you now 
because it’s going to happen soon, 
and you’re one my people, and I 
think you deserve to know.

AL
Oh my God, I’m so sorry, Joyce.

JOYCE
Thanks. I’m sorry too, I know I 
wasn’t very forthright about it 
earlier. 

AL
... that’s ok.

A beat.

JOYCE
Cup of tea?

AL
... sure.

As Joyce begins to get up, Al stops her.

AL (CONT’D)
I got it.

He stands up and heads inside.

INT. ORCHARD HOUSE - KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Al hangs the tea kettle on the faucet and begins to fill it.

While he waits, his breath becomes quicker and shorter. As 
the kettle starts overflowing, all sound fades out except his 
breathing - IN... OUT... IN... OUT...

CUT TO BLACK.
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SUPER: PART V: THE REUNION

EXT. VERMONT COUNTRYSIDE - AFTERNOON

The rich, fertile landscape of rural Vermont. Endless shades 
of green speckled with the early yellows of autumn.

In the distance, a 2001 grey Volvo cuts through the bucolic 
scene.

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - LATER

The Volvo slows and turns onto a dirt road.

EXT. PARKING LOT - LATER

Al gets out of the parked Volvo. He wears a black suit and 
tie and dark sunglasses.

EXT. WOODS - LATER

Al walks along a footpath.

After a moment, the path opens up to -

EXT. CHURCH - AFTERNOON

A large, modern church. As he walks up the steps, past a 
handful of FUNERAL-GOERS, we hear CHAMBER MUSIC.

CUT TO:

INT. CHURCH - SANCTUARY - DAY

Joyce’s funeral. The elegant, brightly-lit room is FULL. 

On a stage, Tom and Cynthia from Panjer play violin in a 
chamber quartet. Next to them, a vibrant portrait of Joyce 
sits on an easel.

Al sits in the crowd, alone in the midst of strangers.

The music draws to a close and a PASTOR comes to the podium.

PASTOR
Everyone who knew Joyce learned 
something from her, whether they 
wanted to or not.
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The crowd chuckles.

PASTOR (CONT’D)
But some of us also had the great 
fortune to study with her. Next 
we’ll hear from one of her students 
- Alistair Lewis.

He nods to Al. Al stands up and makes his way to the front of 
the room as he unfolds a piece of paper.

He arrives at the podium and looks at the crowd. We see some 
familiar faces. Sydney. Edgar.

AL
I’d just like to say... I think 
Joyce was maybe the kind of woman 
who felt like a... friend to her 
students, and a teacher to her 
friends. This is for my friend, 
Joyce. It’s called The Crickets of 
Thompson’s Point.

(a beat)
If I have to die
I would, at least,
like to be old.

Old and handsome.

I picture myself
charming the nurses
with one liners
and eating cake
after every meal.

With my old pen in hand
I'll thank each blue curtain
for guarding my last haven.

There will, of course, be a parade
of loved ones passing through
with flowers and smuggled whiskey.

And in the night,
when only the shadows
are allowed to visit,
when the crickets of Thompson's Point
dance across the floor
and spring rains soak my skin,
the burdened young man
I used to be
will sit down next to my bed.

As I watch his strong jaw
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clench tight
I'll offer him
the cake I saved from dinner.

I’ll give him a pull
from the end 
of my flask.

And then together,
before I rest, 
we’ll marvel at the            
grandeur of the present
and how quietly
it slips away.

Al finishes. He nods to the audience, then heads toward his 
seat as the chamber quartet begins to play again.

This time they play a chamber rendition of Young Joyce’s 
lullaby.

Al sits down. He takes a breath. He looks up.

The ceiling has been replaced by a night sky streaked with 
Northern Lights and shooting stars.

CUT TO BLACK.
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