INT. KITCHEN—NIGHT

A kitchen table with six chairs is included in a large kitchen, with an oven, a refrigerator, a microwave, and other appliances.  WILL, 32, sits at the table.  He is fidgeting—uneasy about something.  PAULA, 30, stands happily stirring.  The refrigerator is covered with nonsensical drawings in crayon.  In the corner of each, a barely legible “Jake” is visible.





WILL



So, honey, how was your day?





PAULA



Wonderful!  Thank you so much Will, 

seriously, it was great.

She kisses him on the head, and returns to stirring the batter.  Will ruffles his hair where she kissed him, as if he feels unworthy of her thank you.





WILL



So, the spa was nice?  Did you get 

your nails done?





PAULA



Mhhmm.  I feel like a new woman.

A beat. Will fidgets, looks over his shoulder, and checks his cell phone.  He snaps back to Paula as she addresses him.





PAULA



So, honey, how was your day?





WILL



Oh, um, well, it’s kind of a funny story.

Paula finishes stirring and puts the batter into a bundt cake mold.





PAULA



Mhmm.





WILL



Well, I was all set with my job.  I 

had a whole productive day planned, 

it was going to be a great day-

Will gulps, and continues.



WILL

-And it started out great.  But, well, 

you know how things can take a turn for 

the worse.

Paula stops.  She turns slowly, looking ready to scold.





PAULA 



Mhmm . . . 





WILL



One thing, well, one thing, it, it 

lead to another and soon, well . . . 



PAULA

Will, where’s Jake?



WILL

Um…

Paula’s voice gets tight as she begins to panic.





PAULA



Will, where is Jake?





WILL



That’s sort of the thing…

Paula drops the mold, batter splatter across the floor.





PAULA


Will, what happened to Jake where 

is Jake?

Will gets up.



WILL

Paula, honey, let’s take it easy . . . 



PAULA

Take it easy?  Take it easy?!

WILL

Paula, I’m sorry-



PAULA

You’re sorry?  He’s your son!



WILL

I know that, and-



PAULA

He was your job today!  I thought 

you could handle him!



WILL

I know honey, I thought I could to 

it’s just that-



PAULA

I give you one job, one job, to do 

today.  One simple, easy as job and 

you lose it.  Just like all the others.



WILL

Come on Paula, that’s not fair.



PAULA

Oh really Will?  The Burger King?  How 

long did you last there?





WILL



Paula-

Will begins to clean up the mess on the floor.  Paula takes his seat and rants.





PAULA



All you had to do was flip burgers.  

Put a spatula under a piece of meat, 

and-

Paula motions flipping.





PAULA



Woo!  Flip it over.





WILL


Come on baby-

Will holds up a rag in a pleading manner.





PAULA



Oh!  And speaking of Baby’s, this 

isn’t the first Will!  Remember Sharon?



WILL

Of course I remember Sharon-



PAULA

We had her for four days, it was 

your job to watch her for an hour 

and somehow she just disappeared.



WILL

They’re babies!  They’re tiny and 

hard to find.  It’s not like their

real people-



PAULA

But Jake was like six or something!  

That’s pretty big.  It’s hard to lose 

a six year old Will!

Will stands up.  And drops the rag on the floor.





WILL



Well excuse me Paula, for trying to 

give you a nice day off.  It’s not 

like you’ve ever lost a job.



PAULA

Will-

Paula looks a little sorry and kneels down to pick up the rag.



WILL

Remember Francis Mayfield?  You were 

supposed to kill him.  Put a bullet 

through his head—and what a  huge head!  

Like a freaking cartoon character, and 

yet, somehow-



PAULA

There were pigeons…



WILL

I’m just saying Paula, if you 

live in a glass house . . .  



PAULA

 . . . Don’t throw stones.  You’re 

right, of course.  You’re always right 

honey, I’m sorry.

Will moves over to her, and pats her on the back lovingly.



WILL

Don’t worry baby.  I understand.  It 

was just a little fight.  I mean, you 

kind of liked this one-



PAULA

Jake.



WILL

You kind of liked Jake.





PAULA



Yeah, I kind of did.

They hug.

