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FADE IN:
INT. GARAGE
A TEENAGER (17) stands behind a car in the back of the
garage. He is built and handsome in preppy clothing. He
kneels down and stuffs a tattered rag into the car’s
exhaust pipe.
INT. CAR
The teenager steps into the driver’s seat, shuts the door,
and starts the car. After a moment, exhaust fumes fill its
interior.
The teenager hits the radio dial. Cheery Christmas music
issues from the speakers. The teenager changes the station
but the music remains poppy and upbeat. He changes the
station again. Another sugary Christmas tune.
The teenager manipulates the radio dial but the music stays
the same. He gives it a final sharp twist before it breaks
off. He screams and kicks his foot violently into the
radio. The music ceases.
The teenager throws his head repeatedly back into his seat
in frustration. After a moment, he relaxes. He breathes
deeply and allows the poison fumes to fill his lungs.
EXT. SANTA’S WORKSHOP – NIGHT
SUPER: SANTA’S WORKSHOP, NORTH POLE
Violent gusts of wind carry snow across what resembles a
cross between a log cabin and a warehouse.
INT. MAIN OFFICE
Cubicles stretch across the room. A typical office setup
only excessively decorated with bows of holly, mistletoe
and miniature Christmas trees, complimented by lights,
ribbons, tinsel and ornaments.
CHLOE (30s) sits in one of the cubicles typing away at a
computer in the otherwise deserted office. She is a small
woman with cute, girlish features. She wears a
stereotypical red and green elf uniform.
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A message pops up on the computer screen. It reads WARNING:
CHRISTMAS SPIRIT HAS DROPPED TO 70%. Beneath the message
are the options REPORT, IGNORE, and DETAILS.
Chloe clicks on the details option.
A picture of the teenager appears on the screen accompanied
by personal information in a clerical format.
Chloe picks up a phone receiver and holds it to her ear as
she dials a number on the dial pad.
INT. CRINGLE’S OFFICE
A cluttered but roomy office. Framed photographs of Santa
Claus figures cover the walls completely.
CHRIS CRINGLE III (50s) sits behind a messy desk in front
of a computer. He is the spitting image of Santa Claus
except he wears glasses, a white dress shirt and red tie.
He leans into the computer screen as he clicks sporadically
with the mouse. Half a bottle of whiskey sits behind a slat
with CHRIS CRINGLE III printed on it.
CRINGLE
Voyeurism!
(laughs)
I do see you when you’re sleeping—
A beep offscreen.
CHLOE (V.O.)
Mr. Cringle?
CRINGLE
Son of a bitch!
Cringle jerks his head away from the computer screen and
diverts his gaze toward a speaker phone on the desk. He
grabs the receiver and presses it against his ear.
CRINGLE
Chloe? Haven’t you left yet?
CHLOE (V.O.)
Mr. Cringle, Christmas spirit has just
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dropped to seventy percent.
Cringle turns back to the computer screen. He stares at it
transfixed, seemingly oblivious to Chloe’s voice.
A black and white video on the screen shows a naked woman
in a shower via hidden camera. She works up a lather over
her breasts.
CRINGLE
It’ll pick up tomorrow.
CHLOE (V.O.)
I’m afraid it’s a little more serious
than that, sir.
CRINGLE
Well, could you tell me about it
tomorrow? I’m trying to watch—
(clears throat)
I’ve got one of the corporations on
the other line.
CHLOE (V.O.)
I’m pretty sure they’ll want to hear
about this. It’s this kid. He’s just
committed suicide—
A second woman steps into the shower. The first woman
approaches her with soapy outstretched hands.
CRINGLE
(distracted)
There’s always room for two—
CHLOE (V.O.)
Mr. Cringle?
CRINGLE
(clears throat)
There’s always teen suicides on
Christmas Eve.
Cringle takes a swig of whiskey.
CHLOE (V.O.)
It’s not like that, sir. He was the

4
star quarterback at his high school.
He’s been hiding his depression for
years. Once everyone finds out he’s
dead, Christmas spirit is going to drop
below seventy percent. Given the size
of the community, I don’t think we’ll
be able to recover.
Cringle chokes. His trance is broken.
CRINGLE
Goddamn it. Are you sure? Scratch that.
Are you positive? I’m not taking any
chances, you understand?
CHLOE
Yes sir. I’m positive.
CRINGLE
Shit. Those cocksuckers are gonna shit
stocking stuffers for the whole office
when I tell them the news. I better get
this over with.
Cringle ends the call and dials a new number. He turns back
to the computer with the phone receiver nestled between his
ear and his shoulder.
CRINGLE
Sorry ladies. It’s gonna be a while.
Cringle clicks out of the video tab just as a third woman
steps into the shower while the original couple make out.
INT. RANDALL’S HOUSE, LIVING ROOM
A complete and utter shithole. A coffee table sits between
a dilapidated couch and a cheap TV set. An empty case of
beer lies torn apart on the grimy carpet with empty bottles
scattered around it.
RANDALL BARNES (40s) sits on the couch. He is emaciated and
unshaven with bloodshot eyes and long matted hair. A modest
beer belly pokes out between undershirt and boxers. He is
extremely intoxicated.
He holds a cordless telephone to his ear.
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RANDALL
You wanna tell the kids I’m an
alcoholic, you frigid cunt? Go ahead!
Randall hurls the phone across the room. It breaks apart
against the wall.
RANDALL
It’s not like you’re gonna let me see
them ever again.
Randall grabs a beer bottle off the coffee table and sucks
it back in seconds. His gaze locks on the TV.
RANDALL
Fuck you, Dr. Phil!
Randall hurls the bottle across the room. It smashes
against the wall. Beer trickles down the wall into an
electrical outlet. The TV short circuits.
INT. RANDALL’S HOUSE, BATHROOM
The bathroom looks like it hasn’t been cleaned in years.
Randall kneels in front of the toilet and retches violently
with his head inside the bowl. A whoosh of liquid sounds
like the toilet flushing but it’s actually him.
After a moment, he removes his head. Vomit and toilet water
drip from his hair.
Randall turns to a medicine cabinet above the sink. He
opens it and retrieves a bottle of milk of magnesium. He
unscrews the cap and guzzles the entirety of its contents.
The pink liquid oozes out of the corners of his mouth.
Randall tosses the empty bottle aside. He picks up a beer
bottle off the edge of the sink, swallows it down and
discards it in a similar fashion.
He runs his hand through his hair and brings back a handful
of partially digested food. He shifts his gaze to the
shower beside the sink. He turns on the water, undresses
and steps under the jet.
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Randall’s head revolves in a daze under the running water.
After a moment, he falls backward onto his ass. He hangs
his head and vomits milk of magnesium into his naked lap.
INT. RANDALL’S HOUSE, ENTRANCE HALL - NIGHT
Someone knocks at the door.
RANDALL (O.S.)
I’m coming. I’m coming...
(trails off)
Randall appears in frame completely naked and opens the
door. A trio of CAROLERS stands in snow on the other side.
They break into song but trail off at the sight of
Randall’s nudeness.
RANDALL
Get the fuck outta here. I’m not in the
fucking mood.
CAROLER
Looks like someone forgot to don his
gay apparel.
RANDALL
I said get the fuck out!
The carolers recoil in shock and scurry away.
RANDALL
It’s time to retire! Face it! You
clowns ain’t no Steely Dan!
Randall slams the door.
He turns about face and passes out on the spot. His head
strikes a beer bottle on the floor. Blood trickles from his
brow and pools on the floor.
INT. HOSPITAL ROOM – DAY
SUPER: DECEMBER, ONE YEAR LATER
DYLAN THOMAS (30s) enters with a bouquet of flowers in one
hand. He is thin and pale with boyish features.
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He proceeds to a window on the other side of the room. A
vase of wilted flowers sits on the sill. Dylan replaces
them with the new ones.
He turns to the bed beside him. DYLAN’S MOTHER (60s) lies
asleep on it. Tubes connect her to a heart monitor and
breathing apparatus.
Dylan sits in a chair beside the bed.
DYLAN
Hi Mom. It’s snowing this morning.
First snow of the season. I know you
always love the first snow of the
season. I wish you could see it with—
The heart monitor erupts into a series of rapid beeps.
Dylan jumps out of his seat.
DYLAN
Mom! Nurse! Someone! Help!
Dylan grabs his mother’s hand.
DYLAN
It’s going to be okay, Mom. Someone’s
coming.
A NURSE bursts into the room and frantically inspects the
breathing apparatus.
DYLAN
It’s going to be okay. Everything’s
going to be okay.
NURSE
Dr. Williams!
DYLAN
Not today. Please not today.
DR. WILLIAMS (50s) bursts into the room.
DYLAN
Not to—
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The heart monitor changes to a single uninterrupted beep.
Williams looks from the machine to Dylan.
WILLIAMS
I’m sorry, Dylan.
DYLAN
No. Come back.
Williams comes around the bed to place a hand on Dylan’s
shoulder. Dylan’s hand holds its grip on his mother’s.
DYLAN
Please come back. I’m not ready.
Dylan sniffles.
WILLIAMS
She’s in a better place now.
DYLAN
I’m not ready...
Dylan breaks down. He drops to his knees and buries his
face in the bed sheets.
INT. SANTA’S WORKSHOP, MAIN OFFICE
The office is packed with WORKERS in elf uniforms making
busy in their cubicles and around the room.
Randall sits in a cubicle with his head buried in his arms
on top of his desk. His hair is cut short. A halo of gauze
encircles his head. His uniform is unkempt.
Chloe appears beside him and places a box of chocolates
wrapped in a bow on the desktop. He grumbles and looks up.
First at the box and then at Chloe.
CHLOE
Merry Christmas, Randall.
RANDALL
What is this? Secret Santa bullshit?
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CHLOE
No. I just wanted to get you something.
RANDALL
I didn’t get you anything.
I know.

CHLOE

RANDALL
Why are you giving me this?
CHLOE
You look like you could use a friend.
RANDALL
I don’t need any friends. You don’t
want to be my friend anyway. Trust me.
Randall tugs the bow free from the chocolate box and throws
open the lid. He grabs a handful of chocolates, stuffs some
in his mouth and chews loudly with his mouth open.
RANDALL
So do the kids still say thanks
nowadays?
CHLOE
You’re welcome, Randall. I think. I
have to get back to suicide watch
training. I hope you like the
chocolates. If nothing else.
Randall grunts. Chloe walks away.
INT. CONFERENCE ROOM
Several rows of chairs are arranged in front of a dry erase
board covered in scattered marker notes.
Several workers sit in the chairs. The CONFERENCE LEADER
stands in front of the board with a marker in one hand.
Chloe enters and takes a seat.
CONFERENCE LEADER
Good, good. Puppies are good. What
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other kinds of animals would depressed
people like for Christmas?
VOICE (O.S.)
What about kittens?
CONFERENCE LEADER
Excellent!
The conference leader scribbles on the board.
CONFERENCE LEADER
Who wouldn’t love a basket full of
cuddly little kittens? What else?
CHLOE
How about rabbits?
CONFERENCE LEADER
Rabbits! Of course!
The conference leader scribbles on the board again.
CONFERENCE LEADER
Show up at their front door with a cute
little bunny wrapped up in a bow and
they’ll just fall in love—
A SKEPTICAL WORKER raises his hand.
SKEPTICAL WORKER
Okay. Cute animals are all well and
good. But does anyone else think it’s
going to take a little more than pets
to solve these people’s problems?
CONFERENCE LEADER
Market research shows that many
depressed people compensate for lack of
human relationships with animals.
SKEPTICAL WORKER
Yeah. But that doesn’t necessarily make
them any less depressed. Some of them
might even be more depressed after we
leave because they’re going to have to
deal with some kind of loss.
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CONFERENCE LEADER
But at least they’re not going to
commit suicide if they have pets to
take care of.
SKEPTICAL WORKER
I still don’t think that solves the
problem. Just because people aren’t
committing suicide doesn’t mean
Christmas spirit is going to go back to
normal. People are still going to be
depressed on Christmas. Facts are
facts. We need to think of something—
The conference leader loses their composure.
CONFERENCE LEADER
Look. You volunteered for this shit.
Go write a congressman if you want to
complain. Otherwise, the next word out
of your mouth better be the name of a
cute, furry animal.
SKEPITCAL WORKER
What do you call those giant rats they
make into fur coats?
CONFERENCE LEADER
Get out.
INT. MAIN OFFICE
Randall stares at the ajar conference room door from his
cubicle. The skeptical worker stalks out.
RANDALL
That’s right. Either put up or shut up.
SKEPTICAL WORKER
Fuck off, Randall.
(to himself)
Chinchillas! Goddamn it!
The worker shakes his head and proceeds to his cubicle.
Randall jolts upright as the phone on his desk rings. He
answers it.
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RANDALL
Randall.
CRINGLE (V.O.)
Randall, I wanna see you in my office
pronto. We need to talk.
RANDALL
I’ll be there.
(mock enthusiastic)
Pronto.
Randall hangs up the phone.
RANDALL
Shitballs.
INT. CRINGLE’S OFFICE
Cringle sits at his desk.
Randall enters.
CRINGLE
Randall. What happened to your head?
RANDALL
I got hit by a reindeer.
CRINGLE
Bullshit. You’ve been drinking again,
haven’t you? Shut the door.
Randall shuts the door behind him.
Cringle retrieves a whiskey bottle and two glasses from
under his desk. He fills them both.
CRINGLE
Have a seat.
Randall takes a seat in a chair across from Cringle.
Cringle slides a glass forward. Randall eyes it
suspiciously then shifts his gaze toward Cringle.
CRINGLE
Am I a sexy Claus, Randall? What are
you looking at me for? Drink it.
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Randall takes the glass in his hand.
RANDALL
For a second there, I thought I was
getting canned.
Randall takes a swig of whiskey.
CRINGLE
You’re lucky it’s me and not those
corporate fucks in charge here or you
would be. Randall, I’m putting you on
suicide watch this season.
Randall chokes.
RANDALL
I can’t do suicide watch. Your pair me
up with one of these miserable fucks
and they’ll be running for that ledge
after less than five minutes in the
same room as me. I swear I’ll fuck up
your whole program.
CRINGLE
The way I see it, you’ve got more in
common with these miserable fucks than
those poor saps in training down the
hall. That’s why you’re not doing the
training. You already know their pain.
I know you’ve seen some hard times what
with that ex-wife of yours taking your
kids and all your money—
RANDALL
Do me a favor and don’t talk about my
personal life, okay? I don’t talk about
your brother and that twelve year old—
CRINGLE
Watch it, Karate Kid!
Randall briefly glances up at his bandaged head.
RANDALL
All I’m saying is everyone’s got their
problems and I don’t have the patience
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to listen to some labia majora bitch
about theirs. It’s not going to do
either of us any good—
CRINGLE
Listen to me, Randall. This Christmas
spirit crisis has got us in a corporate
stranglehold and I’m telling you, they
want you out. Tell me your ex and that
lawyer friend of hers aren’t going
to try and take everything you’ve got
left if you’re unemployed.
RANDALL
Hey! What did I say about—
CRINGLE
You know what the difference between
you and me is, Randall? I’m Chris
fucking Cringle, Santa Claus, the face
of Christmas and you’re a drunk piece
of shit in tights and pointy shoes.
Cringle takes a swig of whiskey and brings the glass down
hard on the desktop.
CRINGLE
My family has been in this business for
over a hundred years. You have no idea
how much corporate ass kissing I’ve had
to do to get you this opportunity. I’ll
be sodomized by a train with square
wheels before I let you make a fool of
me and besmirch the Cringle name.
RANDALL
I ain’t besmirching shit. The corporate
cock's already balls deep in this
chocolate starfish and we’re both
drowning in the baby gravy. I’ll do
your silly suicide watch. What’s one
dead fuck when you’ve got the rest of
these tools handing out bunny rabbits?
CRINGLE
You’re not letting anyone die on you,
Randall. You’ve got too precious little
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to lose and I’m not letting anything
slide if Christmas spirit isn’t back up
to company standards by the end of
the season.
Randall downs the last of his whiskey.
CRINGLE
If it helps, try to remember that you
were sort of a nice guy before this
witch sunk her claws into you. If you
can’t do that then just think. There’s
still one thing you and this guy have
in common. You both know that at the
end of the day, it’s not always a Merry
fucking Christmas.
Cringle finishes off his whiskey.
INT. MAIN OFFICE
Randall sits in his cubicle. His head is free of gauze.
Chloe enters and hands him a bound document.
CHLOE
Here you go, Randall. It’s his
information.
Randall takes the document and flips through the pages.
RANDALL
Dylan Thomas?
CHLOE
Like the poet.
Chloe chuckles to herself. Randall raises an eyebrow.
CHLOE
You know. The poet? Dylan Thomas?
RANDALL
I bet he’s sick of hearing that.
Chloe gestures toward the document.
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CHLOE
You should read it. Not everyone in the
program does but I think it helps if
you know a little about the person
you’re staying with.
Randall tosses the document onto his desk.
CHLOE
You’re doing a good thing, Randall.
It’s a little rough around the edges
but I still think the program’s going
to help a lot of people.
RANDALL
Why are you doing this? Being nice to
me isn’t going to do you any good.
CHLOE
I like helping people. You don’t have
to worry about me, Randall. You can’t
make me feel bad about myself. I don’t
like to be unhappy so I just choose
not to be. I think life’s too short,
don’t you?
RANDALL
If you’re a kid and your mom’s got
Munchausen syndrome.
CHLOE
That’s not very funny.
RANDALL
Well, not if you’re the kid.
CHLOE
Good luck, Randall.
INT. RANDALL’S BEDROOM
A bedroom as filthy and repugnant as the rest of the house.
Randall rummages through dresser drawers and tosses
handfuls of clothes across the room into an open suitcase
on top of the bed.
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He opens the top dresser drawer and removes a handful of
underwear exposing a pile of porno magazines underneath. He
tosses the underwear into the suitcase.
RANDALL
I’ll take you, you, you and you.
Randall collects a thin stack of magazines and props it on
top of the dresser.
As he continues to rummage, he removes a thick plastic tube
from the drawer. At one end of the tube is a synthetic
flesh colored vulva.
RANDALL
Can’t forget you.
Randall stuffs the sex toy into his pocket.
He sweeps aside a pile of magazines to reveal a photograph
at the base of the drawer. He stares at it for a moment
then picks it up for a closer look.
It’s a picture of a younger Randall (30s). He looks
healthier, clean shaven and well groomed. He kneels in the
snow with a little boy (6) under one arm and a little girl
(4) under the other. All three are clad in winter wear and
have broad, toothy smiles.
Randall flips over the photo. Words are scrawled on the
back. They read HAPPY BIRTHDAY, DADDY! WE LOVE YOU!
Randall hurls the photo back inside the drawer as if it
were covered in poison. He slams the drawer shut and kicks
it in until the dresser frame cracks. The sex toy falls out
of his pocket in the process.
Randall turns and steps on the sex toy. He slips and falls
backward against the dresser. The sex toy rolls across the
floor and strikes the opposite wall. A trail of lubricant
shines on the floor between it and Randall.
INT. RANDALL’S HOUSE, ENTRANCE HALL – NIGHT
Randall enters dressed in winter wear. He rolls the
suitcase behind him. He opens the door and shuts it behind
him as he exits.
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EXT. DYLAN’S HOUSE – NIGHT
SUPER: SOMEWHERE IN CONNECTICUT
A suburban neighborhood covered in snow.
A taxi cab pulls up in front of a picturesque house. The
DRIVER steps out, rounds the vehicle and removes Randall’s
suitcase from the trunk.
Randall steps out of the backseat. He takes the suitcase
from the driver, hands him a wad of cash and proceeds
toward the front door.
The taxi drives off as Randall arrives at the front door.
He wraps hard upon it with his fist.
RANDALL
Come on, come on. I ain’t got all day.
DYLAN (O.S.)
I’m coming.
After a moment, Dylan opens the door clad in a worn t-shirt
and pajama bottoms.
RANDALL
Nice jammies.
Dylan opens his mouth to speak. Randall rolls past him with
the suitcase before he can.
INT. DYLAN’S HOUSE, ENTRANCE HALL
A staircase leads up to the second floor.
Randall tracks snow across the floor as he enters.
Dylan turns around with his mouth still hung open.
DYLAN
Do I know you?
INT. LIVING ROOM
Randall leaves his suitcase at the entrance of a moderately
furnished living room. Dylan follows him closely.
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RANDALL
I know you and that’s all that matters.
You’re Dylan something. Like the poet.
Randall plops down into a squashy couch and diverts his
gaze to a TV against the opposite wall.
RANDALL
Nice place you got here.
DYLAN
It’s my mother’s.
RANDALL
You live with your mom?
DYLAN
It’s inherit—
Dylan shakes his head and clears his throat expectantly.
DYLAN
Okay. Who are you?
RANDALL
I’m Randall.
DYLAN
What are you doing here, Randall?
RANDALL
You mean they didn’t tell you?
Randall shakes his head.
RANDALL
Fuck.
DYLAN
Who’s they?
RANDALL
Cringle? Some other fuck? I don’t know.
A confused Dylan struggles to find his next words.
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DYLAN
Okay. Can you just tell me who you are
and what you’re doing here?
RANDALL
I already told you. I’m Randall. I’m
here to make sure you don’t try to cut
your wrists the wrong way. Or the right
way. I don’t give a shit which.
DYLAN
How... Are you a social worker?
RANDALL
If you say so.
DYLAN
Who sent you?
RANDALL
The North Pole.
DYLAN
The North... What?!
RANDALL
How else do you think I know so much
about you?
DYLAN
You actually don’t seem to know
anything about me.
RANDALL
Well, they know everything about you.
DYLAN
Okay. Who—
Dylan buries his head in his hands.
DYLAN
This is too much.
RANDALL
Look. Some fucks up north sent me down
here to make sure you don’t kill
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yourself before Christmas. You wanna
stop asking so many fucking questions?
DYLAN
So you are a social worker?
Randall shrugs.
RANDALL
Have a seat over here, Dylan.
DYLAN
No.
RANDALL
Relax. I’m here to help.
Dylan hesitantly takes a seat beside Randall.
RANDALL
Okay. I don’t want to have to watch you
all fucking night so I’m going to have
to tape you up and you’re going to have
to stay still while I do it so—
DYLAN
Tape me up?
RANDALL
Yeah. With duck tape.
Dylan recoils. Randall reaches into his pocket and removes
something wrapped in a white rag.
RANDALL
Now I don’t want to have to use this—
DYLAN
What is that?
RANDALL
It’s chloroform.
Randall unwraps the rag to reveal a bottle of clear liquid.
RANDALL
One of the perks of flying on a
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corporate jet from the North Pole is
you can smuggle whatever the fuck—
Dylan faints with a feminine sigh.
Randall shrugs, stuffs the rag and chloroform back in his
pocket and walks away.
LATER
Randall sits on the couch in undershirt and boxers and
watches TV. His bare feet are propped up on a coffee table
in front of the couch.
Dylan lies passed out beside him. His body is bound with
several layers of duck tape. He stirs and awakens.
Randall and Dylan make eye contact.
DYLAN
Please don’t rape me.
RANDALL
I’m not gay.
DYLAN
Just take whatever you want and leave
then. I won’t tell anyone—
RANDALL
Pipe down, will you? I’m trying to
watch TV.
Dylan opens his mouth to speak but opts to look puzzled
instead.
Randall shifts uncomfortably in his seat and wipes a layer
of sweat off his forehead with the back of his forearm.
DYLAN
Are you okay? You’re sweating.
RANDALL
It’s fucking hot in here.
DYLAN
It’s only seventy degrees.
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RANDALL
I’m half elf. Give me a break.
DYLAN
Half what? Are you on drugs?
RANDALL
I wish. You got any?
DYLAN
What? No! There’s a thermostat on the
wall if you’re that hot.
Dylan nods toward the thermostat. Randall walks over to it,
adjusts it and returns to his seat.
DYLAN
What does being half elf have to do
with being hot anyway?
RANDALL
Elves are accustomed to cold weather.
That’s why they work at the North Pole.
It’s too cold up there for humans.
Cringle got a hole in his boot once and
lost a toe to frostbite.
DYLAN
Cringle... Are you sure you’re not on
drugs?
RANDALL
I’m half fucking elf, okay? My dad
fucked an elf. That makes me half elf.
I thought—
DYLAN
I thought elves had pointy ears.
RANDALL
What are you, racist?
DYLAN
Not at all. I’m sorry—
RANDALL
Whatever. I don’t care if you’re a
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racist. I hate everyone too much to
pick just one group.
DYLAN
Why do you hate everyone?
RANDALL
I thought I told you to pipe down. Do I
have to use the chloroform or what?
DYLAN
If you’ll take this tape off me, I’ll
stop asking so many questions.
RANDALL
Not happening.
DYLAN
I’m won’t run—
No.

RANDALL

DYLAN
I’m not going to commit suicide—
Fuck it.

RANDALL

Randall removes the rag and chloroform from his pocket.
Dylan recoils.
No! Wait!

DYLAN

Randall unscrews the bottle and douses the rag. Dylan
attempts to squirm away from him.
DYLAN
I’ll shut up! I’ll shut—
Randall places the rag over his own nose and passes out on
the spot. His arm goes limp. The rag falls out of his hand.
Dylan stops squirming.
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EXT. DYLAN’S HOUSE – DAY
The sun hangs over Dylan’s house.
INT. LIVING ROOM
Randall and Dylan lie asleep on the couch.
Dylan shivers in a fetal position. He awakens and glances
at Randall. He snores loudly.
Dylan shivers. He diverts his gaze at the thermostat then
back at Randall.
With careful discretion, Dylan maneuvers his bound feet
onto the floor then attempts to follow with his upper body.
His body slides off the couch and lands with a thud.
Dylan’s eyes lock on Randall. Randall snorts.
Dylan rolls onto his belly and proceeds to wriggle across
the floor like a worm. He circles the coffee table and
proceeds toward the entrance of a hallway on the other side
of the room. He periodically glances back at Randall.
INT. HALLWAY
A narrow hallway with a door on one side and a kitchen at
the end.
Dylan lies out of breath on the floor at the opposite end
of the hallway. He strains to crawl toward the side door.
A pair of feet appears behind him. He sighs as he rolls
onto his back to face Randall.
DYLAN
Please not the chloroform.
RANDALL
What the fuck are you doing?
DYLAN
I have to go to the bathroom.

26
INT. DYLAN’S HOUSE, BATHROOM
Dylan stands free of duck tape in front of the toilet.
Randall stands a few feet behind him. Dylan glances back at
him uncomfortably.
RANDALL
I have to tell you. I didn’t expect
this to happen.
DYLAN
Do you have to watch?
RANDALL
Yeah, I do.
DYLAN
I can’t go if you watch. I have a
mental block.
RANDALL
What? Is your bladder depressed too?
Dylan shivers.
RANDALL
What’s wrong with you? You sick?
DYLAN
It’s freezing in here.
RANDALL
It’s only forty degrees. That’s still
above freezing.
DYLAN
Could you at least turn it up to sixty?
RANDALL
You going to leak or what? I’ll turn it
up to fifty if I don’t have to stand
here anymore.
DYLAN
Close your eyes.
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RANDALL
(sighs)
I better not hear you open that
medicine cabinet.
Randall closes his eyes.
DYLAN
Are they closed?
RANDALL
Just go!
Dylan glances back at Randall and, with what seems to be
great effort, allows himself to urinate.
INT. DYLAN’S HOUSE, HALLWAY
Dylan steps into the hallway followed closely by Randall.
Randall glances down the hallway at the kitchen entrance.
RANDALL
You got a pantry in this place?
INT. KITCHEN
A picturesque kitchen with a table in its center.
Dylan enters and opens a side door.
INT. PANTRY
A hanging light illuminates a narrow pantry stocked with
dry and canned foods.
RANDALL
You got any glass in here? Bottles,
jars, shit like that?
DYLAN
No.
RANDALL
You don’t want me to have to tape you
up again, do you?
Dylan shakes his head.
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RANDALL
Neither do I.
INT. KITCHEN
Randall reaches into the pantry, removes a bag of potato
chips and turns to Dylan.
RANDALL
That was a pain in the ass so from now
on, you can do whatever the fuck you
want. I don’t care.
DYLAN
Really?
RANDALL
You just have to do it in this pantry.
DYLAN
What?
Dylan recoils.
RANDALL
I don’t need to watch you if you’re
locked in a pantry, right?
DYLAN
What kind of social worker are you?
RANDALL
Let’s just say I take my job very
seriously.
Dylan blinks several times then whirls around and runs out
of the kitchen. Randall sighs and tosses the potato chips
aside. He removes the chloroform from his pocket and
proceeds in Dylan’s direction.
INT. PANTRY
An incapacitated Dylan lies on the pantry floor. Randall
shuts the door.
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INT. KITCHEN
Randall places a chair under the pantry doorknob and exits.
INT. DYLAN’S HOUSE, LIVING ROOM
Randall enters and proceeds to the thermostat. He adjusts
it and returns to the couch. He removes a handful of potato
chips from their bag on the coffee table and stuffs them
into his mouth.
EXT. DYLAN’S HOUSE - NIGHT
The moon reflects off the snow in front of Dylan’s house.
Randall!

DYLAN (V.O.)

INT. DYLAN’S HOUSE, LIVING ROOM
Randall lies asleep on the couch. He snores loudly.
DYLAN (O.S.)
Randall! Let me out!
INT. PANTRY
Several snack bags are scattered across the pantry floor.
Dylan kneels at the door and bangs his fists hard upon it.
DYLAN
Let me out, Randall!
(bangs door)
Let me out! Right now!
(bangs door)
If you don’t let me out, I’ll...
I’ll... I’ll tell your organization!
You want to get fired?!
(bangs door)
EXT. DYLAN’S HOUSE – DAY
The sun hangs over Dylan’s house once again.
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INT. LIVING ROOM
Randall sits on the couch and watches TV. Potato chips are
scattered across the coffee table.
Dylan shouts from the pantry. His voice is hoarse and lacks
energy. He bangs the door but the noise is weak.
DYLAN (O.S.)
Randall!
(bangs door)
Let me out! I have to...
Randall clicks a remote control in the direction of the TV.
He raises the volume until it drowns out Dylan’s voice
completely.
TV (O.S.)
That about sums up the pothole
situation. In other news, a local
resident may be facing a prison
sentence after locking his sister in a
closet for three days...
RANDALL
Shit.
INT. PANTRY
Dylan sits with his back against the door.
Randall knocks at the door.
RANDALL (O.S.)
Hey Dylan. I’m going to let you out.
Don’t swing at me, okay?
(laughs)
Fuck it. You’re going to swing at me
anyway. Hold on.
INT. KITCHEN
Randall slowly removes the chair from under the doorknob
and partly opens the door. Before Randall can open the door
halfway, it flies toward him and strikes him in the brow.
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Dylan bursts out of the pantry and runs toward the hallway.
Randall catches his shirt. Dylan struggles in his grip.
RANDALL
Where do you think you’re going?
DYLAN
I have to take a shit!
RANDALL
Not without me, you’re not.
INT. DYLAN’S HOUSE, BATHROOM
Dylan sits on the toilet with his pants around his ankles.
Randall stands off to the side.
DYLAN
Could you leave please?
RANDALL
Not until you drop a deuce.
Dylan groans.
RANDALL
Hey! You think I want to be here?
Randall clears his throat and softens his demeanor.
RANDALL
So. You’re not going to call the cops,
are you—
DYLAN
I’m reporting you to your organization.
RANDALL
You’re not reporting to anyone up
there. Trust me—
DYLAN
Go away!
RANDALL
Look. Locking you in the pantry. Bad
idea. What can I say? I’m a real piece
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of shit. But I’m new at this suicide
watch thing—
DYLAN
Leave!
RANDALL
(sighs)
Fuck it. I’ve never heard of cyanide
ass pills. You do what you gotta do.
Randall exits and shuts the door behind him. Dylan utters a
relieved sigh.
INT. KITCHEN
Randall rummages through the refrigerator.
Dylan enters.
DYLAN
I’ve decided not to report you. You’re
not doing your job very well. In fact,
I still think you might be on drugs—
RANDALL
I’m not on drugs.
DYLAN
But at least you’re trying to keep me
from hurting myself so I guess you are
doing your job—
RANDALL
Yeah, I’m trying, alright. I’m trying
not to get fucking canned.
Dylan takes a seat.
DYLAN
You don’t really act like a social
worker. I’ve met social workers before.
They’re all really calm. It’s actually
kind of annoying.
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RANDALL
You’re not exactly what I expected
either.
Randall turns.
RANDALL
Where’s the beer?
DYLAN
There is no beer?
RANDALL
What the fuck kinda pad is this?
DYLAN
It’s my mother’s.
RANDALL
You two straight edge or something?
DYLAN
My mother’s dead.
RANDALL
So is mine. What’s your point?
Dylan does his best to look stern.
DYLAN
If you’ve got something to say about—
RANDALL
I don’t. So if you don’t drink beer,
what the fuck do you drink?
Dylan’s expression softens.
DYLAN
Coffee?
LATER
Randall removes a pitcher of coffee from a coffee maker on
the kitchen counter and sets it on the table.
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RANDALL
You don’t want any coffee, do you?
Dylan shakes his head.
Randall removes a flask from his pocket and pours an
obscene amount of liquor into the pitcher. He picks it up
and swirls it around. Globs of coffee splash the table top.
DYLAN
I’m not really good at telling jokes
But do you normally take coffee with
your whiskey?
RANDALL
It’s not whiskey, it’s bourbon.
DYLAN
Aren’t they the same thing?
RANDALL
You’re right. Jokes aren’t your thing.
Randall pours himself a mug of coffee.
RANDALL
What happened to being depressed?
DYLAN
I’m not depressed.
RANDALL
What the fuck am I doing here then?
DYLAN
I don’t know. I guess my self esteem
hasn’t been—
Randall throws up a hand to silence Dylan.
DYLAN
Aren’t you supposed to listen to me? If
you don’t want to listen, that’s fine—
RANDALL
Fine.
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Randall and Dylan simultaneously frown and divert their
attention to the table top. After an awkward silence,
Randall groans and shakes his head.
RANDALL
Alright. I’ll be Oprah and we’ll play
twenty questions. Was it a chick?
DYLAN
Fiancé.
RANDALL
Whatever. What happened?
EXT. CHAPEL – DAY (FLASHBACK)
The sun shines brightly on a pristine chapel.
INT. DRESSING ROOM
A full body mirror stands against a far wall.
The BEST MAN (30s) stands with his pants around his ankles
and pins the BRIDE (30s) against the wall with her wedding
dress hiked up high and thrusts aggressively into her.
The bride rests her chin on his shoulder and stares into
the mirror with horror on her face. The reflection of a
shocked BRIDESMAID (30s) stares back at her.
INT. MAIN HALL
The main hall is set up for a wedding.
A sweat stricken Dylan fidgets nervously at the alter
before a crowd of SPECTATORS. His eyes are locked on a pair
on a pair of double doors at the end of the hall.
After a moment, the entire room turns as one of the doors
opens. The bridesmaid enters and proceeds down the aisle.
Dylan’s face sinks as he sees the expression on her face.
BACK TO SCENE
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INT. KITCHEN
Randall pours some more liquor into his mug. He makes a
visible effort to avoid eye contact with Dylan.
RANDALL
So who was the guy?
DYLAN
The best man. My best friend.
Randall drops the flask into his mug and splashes coffee
onto the table. He quickly fishes it out and clears his
throat in an effort to mask his vulnerability.
DYLAN
Should I just stop now?
RANDALL
Yeah. Therapy session’s over. Besides,
I don’t think you want to kill yourself
any time soon. But still I gotta keep
an eye on you from now on.
EXT. DYLAN’S HOUSE – NIGHT
The night sky hangs over Dylan’s house.
INT. KITCHEN
An unconscious Randall is slumped over the table top. The
coffee pitcher lies on its side. Puddles of coffee sit on
the table and the floor.
Dylan enters and halts at the sight of Randall. Randall
snores loudly.
Dylan rounds the table. He hooks his arms around Randall’s
chest and drags him toward the exit.
INT. LIVING ROOM
Dylan drags Randall onto the couch and releases him with a
relieved gasp.
He stares at him for a moment then stuffs a hand into his
pocket and removes the bottle of chloroform.
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INT. KITCHEN
Dylan stands over the sink. He unscrews the top of the
chloroform bottle and dumps its contents into the sink. He
tosses the empty bottle in a garbage bin under the sink.
He stands still for a moment and sniffs the air. His eyes
roll into the back of his head as he faints.
INT. DYLAN’S BEDROOM – DAY
Sun shines through a set of blinds into the bedroom. Dylan
lies in bed wrapped in a cocoon of blankets.
A doorbell rings. Dylan stirs, kicks the blankets off his
body and drags himself out of bed.
INT. DYLAN’S HOUSE, ENTRANCE HALL
Dylan enters dressed in a robe. He opens the door. A
MAILMAN stands on the other side with a package and
clipboard in his hand.
MAILMAN
Good afternoon. Randall Barnes?
DYLAN
No. I’ll sign for that though.
Randall’s indisposed at the moment but
this is my house.
MAILMAN
That’s too bad. I was really hoping you
could explain this to me.
DYLAN
Explain what?
The mailman leans forward with the package and points to
the return address. It reads SANTA’S WORKSHOP, NORTH POLE,
00001. Dylan’s eyes grow wide.
DYLAN
I don’t believe it.
MAILMAN
Believe what? Is this some sort of joke
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or what?
DYLAN
That’s what I thought.
MAILMAN
I don’t like jokes. I have to deal with
so called funny business just about
every week. You wouldn’t believe some
of the shit these teenagers put in my
mailboxes. Let’s just say my insurance
doesn’t cover that many blood tests.
Dylan clears his throat.
DYLAN
I’ll level with you. Randall is a
psychotic alcoholic who’s technically
holding me hostage in my own—
RANDALL (O.S.)
Give me that!
Randall steps in front of Dylan. He wears a Hawaiian shirt
and cargo shorts with sneakers.
He grabs the clipboard out the mailman’s hands, quickly
scribbles across the bottom and tosses it back at him. The
mailman catches it as Randall quickly snatches the package
out of his hand and slams the door in his face.
MAILMAN (O.S.)
Asshole!
DYLAN
(to Randall)
He’s just doing his job. You don’t have
to treat everyone like shit.
Randall examines the package.
DYLAN
What is that?
RANDALL
Seal penis.
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Dylan’s mouth drops open.
RANDALL
What? It’s good for stamina.
DYLAN
How much did you pay—
RANDALL
I’m fucking with you, poetry boy. I
can’t afford that shit. This is
probably just some secret Santa
bullshit from the Workshop.
Dylan takes a deep breath to calm himself.
DYLAN
Okay. Let’s say I believe you now?
You’re an elf from the North Pole.
What’s this all about?
RANDALL
The corporations bought out Santa’s
Workshop years ago. Most of them only
give a shit about toys getting to the
shops on time with a Made In China
label scratched on the side. The others
want to make sure Christmas spirit
stays strong. That’s why they’ve got
everyone up North pretending to be nice
to each other and the rest of us
babysitting the likes of you people.
Randall tosses the package back to Dylan. He catches it.
RANDALL
We’re going out. I’m out of beer.
DYLAN
You’re not going out like that?
RANDALL
Like what?
Both look down at Randall’s outfit.
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RANDALL
I told you. This ain’t my kind of
weather. It’s—
DYLAN
There’s snow on the ground. It’s weird.
You’re going to look like one of those
people in movies who switch bodies with
someone else then can’t stay in
character of the person whose body they
switched into.
Randall softens his demeanor.
RANDALL
You think?
Dylan nods. Randall pauses before he shrugs.
RANDALL
Fuck it.
INT. BEER DISPENSARY – DAY
A transparent plastic wall separates the entrance area from
the cashier station and storage area. The storage area is
stocked with cases of beer.
Randall and Dylan stand in the entrance area. The CASHIER
rummages through cases of beer in the storage area.
RANDALL
Grab me one of those fancy imports. I
ain't drinking that frat party light
shit. I got the company credit card.
This asshole’s unemployed.
DYLAN
I’m on extended leave.
RANDALL
What do you do then?
DYLAN
I’m a telemarketer.
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RANDALL
Really? Come to think of it, I might’ve
told you to go cornhole your sister
this one time—
DYLAN
I’ve heard them all. You need to be
more creative then that if you want to
impress anyone in the business.
The cashier grabs a case of beer. He opens a slot in the
plastic wall and slides the case through. Randall grabs it
from the other side.
DYLAN
How many beers is that?
RANDALL
Twenty four.
DYLAN
You sure you’re going to be able to
carry that all the way back?
RANDALL
What’s eight blocks?
EXT. CITY STREET – DAY
Randall and Dylan walk down a snow covered sidewalk beside
the city street.
Randall shifts the beer case’s position awkwardly in his
arms as he walks with his back bent backward and his arms
outstretched. His face is flushed and sweaty. He pants and
groans in exhaustion.
EXT. FAST FOOD RESTAURANT, PARKING LOT - DAY
Randall and Dylan approach the entrance of a fast food
restaurant.
Randall crouches down and sets the beer case on the ground.
As soon as it leaves his arms, he stumbles forward and
vomits into a bed of shrubberies. Dylan turns away in
disgust and glances around awkwardly.
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His eyes meet with a MOTHER and two CHILDREN standing
behind him. Their eyes are wide with shock. Dylan puts on
his biggest fake smile and waves.
DYLAN
Merry Christmas.
INT. FAST FOOD RESTAURANT
The restaurant interior is decked out in Christmas theme.
Randall and Dylan enter the restaurant. Dylan holds the
beer case in his arms.
DYLAN
You know, this actually isn’t as heavy
as it looks.
Randall utters a noncommittal grunt.
DYLAN
But I think it was a good idea to stop
anyway.
Randall and Dylan approach the end of the line for the
order counter. A SECURITY GUARD blocks their path.
SECURITY GUARD
What do you think you’re doing? You
can’t bring that in here.
RANDALL
We’re customers just like the rest of
these assholes. We’ll get the fuck out
of your way once we get our food.
SECURITY GUARD
Not with that alcohol, you’re not.
Several CUSTOMERS turn to stare at Randall.
RANDALL
That’s right. Fuck you people.
SECURITY GUARD
Hey! You take that language outside.
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RANDALL
Come on. You see us drinking in here?
SECURITY GUARD
That’s not the point. You can’t bring
alcohol in here. Those are the rules.
You’re not being refused service. You
find someplace to put your beer and
I’ll let you back inside if you promise
not to harass the other customers.
RANDALL
Well, fuck you very much.
Randall takes the beer case from Dylan and exits.
DYLAN
Sorry about that. He—
SECURITY GUARD
It’s my job. It’s fine. You can’t
expect everyone to have a Merry
Christmas.
EXT. PARKING LOT
Randall hides the beer case behind the shrubberies and
reenters the restaurant.
INT. FAST FOOD RESTAURANT
Randall and Dylan stand in line for the order counter.
EXT. PARKING LOT
EVAN and HEATHER (both 20s) approach the restaurant
entrance. They wear sweatshirts with identical college
insignia.
HEATHER
Hey Evan. What’s that?
EVAN
What’s what, babe?
Heather points at the partially visible beer case behind
the shrubberies.
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EVAN
No way.
Evan shoves a shrubbery aside to reveal the beer case
hidden behind it.
EVAN
Fucking ace!
INT. FAST FOOD RESTAURANT
Randall turns to see Evan through a window as he takes the
beer case into his arms.
RANDALL
No fucking way.
Randall races toward the exit. Dylan follows.
EXT. PARKING LOT
Evan and Heather proceed across the parking lot with the
beer case. Randall and Dylan burst out of the restaurant.
RANDALL
What the fuck do you think you’re
doing, asshole?
The couple turns.
EVAN
Say what?
RANDALL
That’s my beer!
Randall grabs the beer case out of Evan’s hands. He
releases it willingly.
EVAN
Shouldn’t have left it in the bushes.
RANDALL
You see a full case of beer sitting
there, you’d think it belonged to
someone.
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EVAN
Yeah. Someone stupid enough to leave it
outside where anyone can take it. Go
back to Margaritaville, hipster.
Heather slaps her boyfriend in the chest.
RANDALL
You know what? Fuck you and your bitch.
I’m out of here. Come on, poetry boy.
Randall turns. Evan grabs his shoulder. Randall turns to
face him.
EVAN
Don’t you call her a bitch.
DYLAN
Let it go, Randall. They’re giving us
the beer.
Randall sets down the case of beer.
RANDALL
No. Fuck this asshole—
EVAN
Hey! Fuck you, faggot!
Heather grabs her boyfriend’s shoulder.
HEATHER
His friend’s right. Just let it go—
EVAN
Easy, Heather. I’ll handle this.
Evan shrugs off his girlfriend’s hand off and shoves
Randall backward.
EVAN
What’s it going to be, Jimmy Buffet?
Randall spits in Evan’s face. Evan counters with a punch to
the face. Randall falls to the ground.
Evan turns to Dylan.

46
EVAN
What’re you looking at, faggot?
Randall rises. Blood gushes from his nose.
RANDALL
Don’t you call him a faggot.
EVAN
What are you gonna do about it, faggot?
Heather grabs her boyfriend’s wrist. He shakes it off and
punches Randall in the stomach. A second punch to the face
drops him a second time.
Heather tugs at Evan’s sweatshirt.
HEATHER
He’s not fighting back! Let’s go!
Evan kicks Randall in the ribs. Dylan steps forward. Evan
shoots him a menacing glare.
EVAN
You want some of this? I’ll fucking
rape you right here.
Dylan steps back.
Randall spits up blood.
RANDALL
You’re still an asshole.
HEATHER
Leave him alone!
Evan shoves Heather back and stomps on Randall’s chest.
Dylan takes off toward the restaurant.
EVAN
Yeah! You run, faggot!
Randall rises again.
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RANDALL
I said don’t...
Randall spits bloody saliva into Evan’s face. Heather
throws a hand over her mouth.
RANDALL
...call him a—
Evan punches Randall’s face a third time. The blow knocks
him to the ground and puts him in a daze.
Evan grabs his legs and drags him in between two cars.
Heather turns to look at both of them.
HEATHER
What are you doing?!
EVAN
Letting this shit stain know he just
fucked with the wrong stud.
Heather’s mouth drops open as Evan unzips his pants and
soaks Randall with a stream of urine.
HEATHER
You are so not getting laid tonight.
INT. FAST FOOD RESTAURANT
Dylan enters and runs toward the security guard across the
room. The two make eye contact.
EXT. PARKING LOT
Evan proceeds to the center of the parking lot and takes
the beer case into his arms. Heather stands off to the
side. She avoids eye contact with him.
Evan looks up to see the security guard in front of him.
SECURITY GUARD
What the hell’s going on here?
An offscreen groan. The security guard’s gaze darts toward
Randall’s bloody form on the ground between the two cars.
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INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY
Randall lies in a bed. He wears a hospital gown. Bandages
cover most of his face and his nose has been set. Tubes
connect his arm to an IV.
Dylan sits in a chair beside the bed. A bulky plastic bag
sits on the floor beside him.
Randall stirs and awakens.
RANDALL
Huh. So this is what hospitals look
like down here. Not bad.
DYLAN
The cops are here. They want to know
if you’re going to press charges.
RANDALL
Fuck no. I hate courtrooms.
DYLAN
What about a restraining order?
RANDALL
It’s called a criminal complaint.
DYLAN
What?
RANDALL
You have to have sex with someone to
get a restraining order against them.
Otherwise, it’s called a criminal
complaint. Obviously, I haven’t
penetrated that meaty fuckhead.
Randall sniffs the air. Dylan nods toward the plastic bag.
DYLAN
That’s your clothes. Not sure if you
still want them.
Randall shrugs.
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RANDALL
I’ve had worse shit on my body.
DYLAN
Worse? The guy peed on you.
RANDALL
At least urine is sterile.
DYLAN
Yeah. Until it comes out of your body.
RANDALL
That’s nothing. You ever fuck a chick
two days before her period is over?
DYLAN
What? No!
RANDALL
Let’s just say it’s better when Aunt
Flow is actually flowing.
DYLAN
I don’t want... What does that even...
(gags)
Dylan covers his mouth with his hand and runs out of the
room. His sustained retches offscreen. After a moment, he
reenters and returns his seat.
DYLAN
I’m okay.
RANDALL
Really? I was hoping I could get you to
leave for at least five minutes.
Dylan wipes his mouth with his shirt and exhales.
DYLAN
Listen to me, Randall. I’m sorry I
didn’t—
RANDALL
You can stop right there. I already
know what you're gonna say.
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DYLAN
You do?
RANDALL
It’s not your responsibility to look
after my ass. Besides, I can take a
beating and I’m no stranger to—
DYLAN
No. I should’ve done something. You
stood up for me. Right?
RANDALL
I wasn’t standing up for you. I just
can't have some toolbag calling you a
faggot and giving you another reason to
call it quits. That complicates things.
DYLAN
Well, I wasn’t sure if you were
standing up for me or not. So I thought
I’d return the favor just in case.
RANDALL
You didn’t buy me a present, did you?
I hate fucking presents.
DYLAN
No. I had the doctors give you some
shots for staph.
RANDALL
Don’t want staph for Christmas.
(sighs)
So do kids still say thanks nowadays?
Dylan nods. He understands.
INT. FRIDGE
Fluorescent light illuminates the fridge interior. It is
filled with beer.
Randall peers inside. Dylan stands behind him.
RANDALL
Well, at least you did something right.
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I’d have hated to see that pap smear
walk away with our booze.
DYLAN
You mean your booze.
Randall removes two bottles and shuts the fridge door.
INT. KITCHEN
Randall sits down at the table, cracks a bottle open and
slides it across the table to Dylan.
Dylan stares at the bottle while Randall guzzles his own.
After a moment, Randall slams it down on the table and
looks at Dylan.
RANDALL
What’s wrong? I don’t see a purity ring
on your finger.
DYLAN
I’ve never really been one to drown my
sorrows.
RANDALL
The main difference between you and me
is that I’ve never thought about
blowing my brains out.
Randall points at his beer bottle.
RANDALL
That’s the reason, right there. I’ve
been here a week already and I’m not
gonna sit here another night while you
watch me drink like you’re Florence
fucking Nightingale or something. Now
sit your ass down and drink that beer.
DYLAN
Who’s Florence Nightingale?
RANDALL
Some bitch. Doesn’t matter.
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Dylan sits across from Randall and grabs the beer bottle.
He stares at it.
RANDALL
Don’t google the fucking thing. Just
drink it.
DYLAN
Google?
RANDALL
Goggle?
Dylan shrugs.
RANDALL
Drink it already.
Dylan brings the bottle to his lips and drinks.
RANDALL
A bottle’s always better than a hole.
Randall returns his bottle to his lips.
Dylan tilts his head back to allow the beer to flow easily
down his throat.
DISSOLVE TO:
More than a dozen empty bottles sit on the table top.
INT. DYLAN’S HOUSE, LIVING ROOM
Randall nurses a beer on the couch. His eyelids flicker in
a drunken haze.
A highly inebriated Dylan rolls around on the floor with
his mouth hung limply open. Saliva flows freely from the
corner of his mouth. He is oblivious to the beer bottle in
his hand as it empties onto the floor.
DYLAN
This is awesome!
(laughs)
So this is why you drink?
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RANDALL
Yeah.
DYLAN
No. I’m serious, man. Drinking makes
everything better. Let’s do shots!
RANDALL
We ain’t got any shots.
DYLAN
Bah! Fuck that! Tequila!
Dylan holds the beer bottle over his head and opens his
mouth. Several droplets sprinkle onto his face and tongue.
After a moment, the bottle falls from his hand.
DYLAN
This is great. I don’t feel my
feelings. I know they’re still there.
But they don’t feel like my feelings.
They feel like someone else’s.
Good.

RANDALL

DYLAN
What do you drink for anyway, man? Like
what's your story?
Randall clears his throat.
DYLAN
Oh yeah. You hate when people ask you
a lot of questions. Sorry—
RANDALL
You ever had someone call you a waste
of life or say you’ve got no ambition
and ain’t ever going to amount to shit?
Dylan rolls his head to the side and stares at Randall out
of the corner of one eye.
RANDALL
That’s what my ex-wife always said.
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Randall downs the last of his beer and sets the bottle on
the coffee table.
RANDALL
I don’t care if she wanted to fuck
behind my back.
Randall stares at the ceiling with glassy eyes.
RANDALL
But she didn’t have to tell the kids...
my kids...
DYLAN
Tell them what?
Randall closes his eyes.
INT. COURTHOUSE, COURT ROOM
A courtroom ludicrously decorated in Christmas theme.
A younger Randall (30s) stands behind the defendant’s
bench. He has the beginnings of bags under his eyes and
stubble on his chin but his neatly combed hair and calm
composure show an attempt to make himself presentable.
RANDALL’S LAWYER stands next to him. He appears unkempt and
disorganized in a cheap suit. Dilated pupils flick back and
forth beneath matted hair. He fidgets nervously.
MS. BARNES (30s) stands behind the defendant’s bench. She
has stiff but nevertheless attractive features. Her eyes
are stern and focused.
Her lawyer is also her BOYFRIEND (30s). He looks more like
an actor playing a lawyer than an actual lawyer. He turns
and winks at Randall with an easy smile. Randall mouths an
expletive in his direction.
The JUDGE (70s) is massively overweight with an
authoritative face. A miniscule Christmas hat rests on top
of his bulbous head.
JUDGE
I award full custody to Ms. Barnes.
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The judge brings down his gavel with a loud smack.
Ms. Barnes and her boyfriend rejoice in melodramatic
fashion before locking lips in a tight embrace. Randall’s
face contorts as if trying to hold back tears.
INT. COURTHOUSE, HALLWAY
Randall shoves his lawyer against the wall and viciously
strangles him. His grip is tight enough to silence any
attempts to speak.
RANDALL
You blew it, you fucking basehead! I’m
gonna shove an eight ball so far up your
fucking ass, you’re gonna shit crack
rocks for weeks! Those are my kids you
just cost me!
A tiny hand reaches out and tugs gently at the side of
Randall’s suit. Randall turns and immediately releases his
lawyer. His face softens at the sight of his DAUGHTER (4)
standing beside him.
DAUGHTER
Hi Mr. Randall.
RANDALL
Hi sweetheart.
Randall kneels to face his daughter. His lawyer takes the
opportunity to split.
DAUGHTER
Mommy says you’re not my real dad.
Randall’s face sinks.
DAUGHTER
But I love you anyway.
RANDALL
I—
VOICE (O.S.)
Baby doll.
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Randall’s daughter turns. Ms. Barnes and her boyfriend
stand behind her. RANDALL’S SON (6) holds the hand of the
boyfriend.
Randall’s daughter turns back to him.
DAUGHTER
I have to go now.
Randall’s daughter turns and walks toward her mother.
Randall is frozen in place as he watches.
BACK TO SCENE
INT. LIVING ROOM
Randall opens his eyes.
Dylan sits up and looks at him.
DYLAN
I’m sorry, man. I mean I’m really
fucking sorry about that shit.
Randall’s eyes drift out of focus.
RANDALL
This is weird. I haven’t had a friend
in a long time.
DYLAN
Me neither. It feels good.
Randall snaps back to reality.
RANDALL
What?! Who the fuck said we were
friends?!
DYLAN
What?
RANDALL
I don’t want a friend! I don’t even
need any friends!
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DYLAN
I didn’t say—
RANDALL
What do you wanna be my friend for
anyway?! Nobody wants to be my friend!
DYLAN
I just—
RANDALL
What the fuck do you want from me?!
Dylan approaches Randall with his hands outstretched in a
calming gesture.
DYLAN
Randall—
RANDALL
Stay back!
Dylan halts.
DYLAN
Okay. I just—
RANDALL
I said stay back!
Randall lunges forward and punches Dylan in the face. He
falls backward onto the floor.
Randall drops to his knees and punches Dylan a second time.
Dylan swings his own fist around and strikes Randall in his
nose cast. It cracks. Blood spurts out.
RANDALL
Punching a cripple?! Yeah! That’s nice—
Dylan clocks Randall in the side of the head. He crumbles
into a fetal position.
Dylan scrambles to his feet and turns around to look at
Randall. He is unconscious.
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LATER
Dylan is gone. Randall lies in the same spot with his face
in a puddle of congealed vomit. He awakens and sits upright
with a disoriented groan.
INT. DYLAN’S HOUSE, BEDROOM HALLWAY
Randall stands in front of a door. He wraps on its surface.
Dylan opens it. He has a black eye and a swollen cheekbone.
RANDALL
Dylan? You look like shit.
DYLAN
What do you want?
RANDALL
Last night.
(clears throat)
You know when you do something stupid
and feel like shit about it later—
Dylan shuts the door.
RANDALL
Dylan? Just hold on a second. I’m not
finished.
Randall knocks on the door.
RANDALL
I forget how this thing is supposed to
work. But if you talk to me... Just
open the fucking door.
Randall knocks on the door again.
RANDALL
Dylan? Dylan. I’m trying to tell you
I’m... Fuck it.
Randall opens the door and steps inside.
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INT. DYLAN’S BEDROOM
Dylan lies on the floor in a fetal position. He retches.
Randall kneels down beside him. He attempts to lay a hand
on his shoulder but retracts it upon a second retch.
Dylan chokes and sputters. His eyes roll into the back of
his head. Foam dribbles out the side of his mouth.
RANDALL
Fuck.
Randall gets to his feet and hastens toward the door. He
halts mid-stride and turns toward an ajar second door
beside him.
INT. DYLAN’S BATHROOM
Randall pushes open the door. His eyes fall upon several
empty medicine bottles on the floor.
An ambulance siren rings over the frame.
INT. HOSPITAL, HALLWAY
Randall runs along side a group of NURSES as they push an
unconscious Dylan down the hallway on a gurney.
INT. EMERGENCY ROOM
Dylan lies on a bed with a pair of tubes inserted in his
throat. One of them is attached to a breathing apparatus.
The other carries cloudy liquid from his mouth into a large
glass container attached to a second apparatus.
Dr. Williams and a NURSE stand beside the bed and monitor
the machines.
INT. HOSPITAL, HALLWAY
Randall and Williams stand in the hallway outside the
emergency room entrance.
WILLIAMS
I’m sorry we had to meet again so soon,
Mr. Barnes, and under such tragic
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Circumstances. But the good news is
Dylan’s going to be fine. He took the
enough pills to do some serious damage
but not enough to kill himself. However
I am required by law to commit him to
our psychiatric ward for a minimum one
week. After that, it all depends on his
mental state whether or not we can
release him.
RANDALL
You gotta do what you gotta do.
WILLIAMS
We can reset your nose, by the way.
RANDALL
(sarcastic)
You know, I was just thinking I could
get a lot more pussy if this thing
weren’t cracked down the middle.
INT. PSYCH WARD, COMMON ROOM
A spacious white room. MENTAL PATIENTS walk aimlessly
throughout the area. Others sit at tables engaged in
various activities.
Dylan stands in line for a booth where a FRIENDLY ORDERLY
distributes medication.
FRIENDLY ORDERLY
Dylan Thomas.
Dylan approaches the staff desk.
FRIENDLY ORDERLY
Like the poet, right?
The orderly hands him two paper cups. One contains his
medication. The other is filled with water.
FRIENDLY ORDERLY
It’s okay. You’ll feel better after you
take them.
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Dylan empties the medication into his mouth and washes it
down with the water.
FRIENDLY ORDERLY
It’s going to be alright. We’re here to
help you.
The corner of Dylan’s mouth lifts in the hint of a smile.
INT. DYLAN’S HOUSE, BATHROOM
Randall sits on the toilet with his pants around his
ankles. He holds his sex toy in one hand and a tube of
lubricant in the other.
Randall sits on the toilet with his pants around his
ankles. He holds his sex toy in one hand and a tube of
lubricant in the other.
He squeezes the tube gently over the synthetic vulva. A
massive glob of lube spews out onto it after an overly
tight squeeze. Randall groans.
He scoops the glob into one hand and sets the sex toy aside
on the edge of the sink. He distributes the lube between
his palms and rubs it in between his fingers.
The sex toy falls off the edge of the sink and breaks apart
as Randall prepares to rub his hands on his legs.
RANDALL
Shitballs.
A Christmas ringtone fills the room. Randall growls.
RANDALL
Are you kidding me?
Randall reaches down into his pants and produces a cell
phone from one of the pockets. He struggles to grab hold of
it as it slips in and out of his lubed up hands. After a
moment, he manages to open it and bring it to his ear.
Yeah.

RANDALL
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CRINGLE (V.O.)
Randall. What’s this I hear about your
guy getting committed?
RANDALL
How the fuck—
CRINGLE (V.O.)
It’s all computers, Randall. We know.
You is you best get his ass out of
there or your ass is fucking lutefisk.
RANDALL
I told you, boss. I’m not cut out for
this line of work. Better he be in
there than over—
CRINGLE (V.O.)
Not so fast. The psych ward’s only
responsible for him for the next week.
After that, there’s no telling what
he’s gonna do. That’s why I need you
watching out for—
RANDALL
I said I’m not cut out for this. You
want to transfer someone else—
CRINGLE (V.O.)
No transfers. Listen to me. If
Christmas spirit drops below seventy
percent two years in a row, you’re not
the only one who’s getting canned.
They’re gonna replace me too. You’ve
got one week. After that, he better be
with you or else you’re fucked.
Fine.

RANDALL

CRINGLE (V.O.)
One more thing, Randall.
What?

RANDALL
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CRINGLE (V.O.)
Quit jerking off so much. You’re gonna
get the carpal tunnel.
INT. CRINGLE’S OFFICE
Cringle hangs up his phone.
CRINGLE
That guy’s got problems.
BDSM porn plays on Cringle’s computer. Screams and whipping
sounds emit from the speakers.
INT. LIQUOR STORE – NIGHT
The check out counter separates Randall from the CLERK. A
six pack of beer, a bottle of whiskey and a wad of cash sit
on top of it.
RANDALL
You’ve gotta be shitting me.
CLERK
Sorry, man.
RANDALL
There’s not an ATM around here?
CLERK
You’ve got enough for one or the other.
Either pick one or come back with some
more cash.
EXT. LIQUOR STORE – NIGHT
Randall emerges from the store with a black plastic bag.
INT. PSYCH WARD, COMMON ROOM
Dylan sits at a table across from a MENTAL PATIENT (20s).
He is skinny with long hair and a matching long beard as if
he stole his look from Cat Stevens.
A chessboard sits between them. The mental patient stares
vacantly at Dylan.
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MENTAL PATIENT
Why are you here?
DYLAN
I tried to commit suicide.
Oh.

MENTAL PATIENT

DYLAN
Why are you here?
MENTAL PATIENT
I actually don’t know. I was watching
TV with my friends and then I was
like... Hey guys! I’m on TV! And they
were like... What? And I was like...
Seriously, guys! I can hear my voice!
And they were like... No, you’re not.
And now I’m here.
An ORDERLY appears behind Dylan.
ORDERLY
Dylan, you have a visitor.
INT. PSYCH WARD, LOBBY
Randall stands in a deserted lobby. His nose cast is gone
and his face is gauze-free, if only a little swollen.
Dylan enters with the orderly close behind him.
DYLAN
What are you doing here?
RANDALL
I came to get you out of here.
DYLAN
Who says I want to leave?
RANDALL
Hey. Give me a chance—
DYLAN
Why don’t you give me a chance? These
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people want to help me, Randall, and I
think they can too. I think I might be
able to make some real progress—
RANDALL
Dylan, I’m sorry.
DYLAN
What?
RANDALL
You heard me. I’m sorry for what I did.
You didn’t deserve that shit. Okay?
DYLAN
Okay? Randall, I’m in a psychiatric—
RANDALL
Just give me one day. After that, if
you want to come back, I’ll bring you
here myself and you’ll never see me
again. If that’s what you want.
Dylan looks back at the orderly.
ORDERLY
You’ve been here the mandatory one
week. The doctors say you’ve checked
out fine. It’s your call.
Dylan looks back at Randall.
EXT. HOSPITAL, PARKING LOT - DAY
Randall and Dylan walk through a snow covered parking lot.
RANDALL
So why’d you do it?
DYLAN
You should already know that.
RANDALL
I should. But I don’t.
DYLAN
I’ve been rejected by a lot of people

66
in my life. Yet somehow, I still find
the strength to get out of bed every
morning and face the day. This time was
different. You know what it’s like to
be rejected. You know how it feels to
be treated like you don’t matter. I
thought if you’re going to reject me
too, I must really be worthless.
Randall and Dylan exit the parking lot and proceed onto a
nearby sidewalk.
RANDALL
It’s nothing personal, Dylan. You know
me. There’s nothing under the surface.
Just more bitterness.
DYLAN
I guess.
RANDALL
What do you mean, you guess?
DYLAN
People are complicated. They have parts
of themselves they bury beneath the
surface. Sometimes they bury them so
deep, they forget that they’re there.
But that doesn’t mean they don’t exist.
RANDALL
Whatever the fuck that means.
EXT. TREE LOT – DAY
A lot of Christmas trees for sale. SALESMEN talk to
CUSTOMERS and carry their trees to a nearby parking lot.
Dylan and Randall browse the lot.
RANDALL
I’m telling you. Fake is the way to go.
DYLAN
Fake is fake. Besides. Alcohol and
plastic together seems like a fire
hazard waiting to happen.
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RANDALL
We’ve been using fake trees up north
ever since they hit the market. Who
wants to deal with sharp needles and
tree sap that smells like drain
cleaner? Not to mention that shit’s
stickier than semen in a bathtub.
DYLAN
Fair enough. But it’s a tradition. I
haven’t done this in years.
RANDALL
Fuck it. It’s what you wanna do. I just
don't see the point in getting attached
is all.
DYLAN
Attached? What? To the tree?
(laughs)
I’m not keeping a dead tree around to
stick flags in on the Fourth of July.
What do you mean attached?
RANDALL
Nevermind.
Dylan shrugs. After a moment, he points.
That one.

DYLAN

INT. BAR
An ill lit, moderately crowded bar.
Randall and Dylan sit at the counter. The BARTENDER
approaches them.
RANDALL
Two beers. Imported—
DYLAN
I’m not having any beer. This whole
mess started with beer.
Randall groans.
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RANDALL
What do you got that’s not alcohol?
BARTENDER
Pineapple juice?
Randall turns to Dylan. He shrugs.
RANDALL
(to bartender)
Can you put it in a shot glass or
something?
BARTENDER
Single or double shot?
RANDALL
(scoffs)
The whole can’s a double shot.
The bartender shrugs. He produces a glass of beer and a
double shot of pineapple juice.
Randall takes a swig of beer. As he sets the glass on the
counter, his gaze falls on a COUPLE further down the bar.
They make out in sloppy drunken fashion.
RANDALL
Now would you look at that?
Dylan takes a sip of pineapple juice and turns his gaze
toward the couple.
RANDALL
Some fucking people.
DYLAN
What do they have to do that for? No
one wants to see that.
BARTENDER
(sarcastic)
You got a problem with a little PDA?
RANDALL
Fuck yeah, I do. You don’t care because
you know they’re going to leave a big
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fat tip when they walk out the door.
But me, I call it sick.
DYLAN
I call it inconsiderate. If you’re that
drunk and horny, you might as well go
home and fuck.
BARTENDER
If you’ll excuse me, gentleman. I need
to make sure these two stay drunk and
belligerent. You understand.
The bartender proceeds down the bar.
DYLAN
I think I might need a beer after all.
RANDALL
You know, Dylan. I think you’re a lot
like me.
Randall turns to Dylan.
RANDALL
There’s only one difference I can think
of between us.
DYLAN
What’s that?
RANDALL
You’ve still got use for a heart.
Dylan’s gaze shifts slightly toward the couple then his
eyes go wide.
DYLAN
Is he doing what I think he’s doing?
Randall turns and duplicates Dylan’s expression.
Further down the bar, the couple chats with the bartender.
The man’s hand is fixed over his girlfriend’s ass with his
fingers nestled cozily between her buttocks. She giggles
nervously and squirms awkwardly on her barstool.
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RANDALL
That guy’s probing her like E.T.
INT. DYLAN’S HOUSE, LIVING ROOM
Randall helps Dylan decorate a small Christmas tree next to
the couch.
EXT. DYLAN’S HOUSE – DAY
Dylan’s house is obscured by a thick sheet of snowfall.
INT. LIVING ROOM
Randall lies asleep on the couch.
Dylan enters. He proceeds to the couch and drops a brown
package into Randall’s lap. Randall stirs and awakens.
DYLAN
Merry Christmas, Randall.
RANDALL
(sleepily)
What? Oh yeah. I forgot.
Randall sits upright. He notices the package in his lap.
RANDALL
What’s this? I thought I told you—
DYLAN
I know. But I wanted to get you
something. You’ve put up with me this
long. I figure you deserve it.
Randall rips open the package. It contains the sex toy box.
The toy is similar to Randall’s own.
DYLAN
I found the old one broken in the
bathroom so I ordered you a new one.
Randall stares at Dylan in disbelief.
RANDALL
You don’t buy another man a fuck toy.
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DYLAN
I—
RANDALL
Is this even supposed to be a vagina?
Randall examines the box with a confused expression.
DYLAN
I think so.
RANDALL
No. It’s not. You got the one with the
default orifice. It’s basically just a
slot in a silicon tube.
DYLAN
Isn’t that what a fake vagina is?
RANDALL
Whatever. Go to the kitchen. I knew you
wouldn’t listen to me when I told you I
hate presents. Go look on the table.
INT. KITCHEN
Dylan enters. His gaze falls on a bottle of whiskey in the
center of the table.
INT. LIVING ROOM
Dylan reenters with the bottle of whiskey.
RANDALL
I figure why kill yourself when you can
just get piss drunk.
DYLAN
I don’t know what to say—
RANDALL
Cool it with the mushy shit, will you?
This ain’t no after school special.
DYLAN
I... Do the kids still say thanks
nowadays?
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Randall and Dylan share a laugh.
INT. KITCHEN
Dylan and Randall sit at the table and eat Chinese food.
Randall shovels a forkful of noodles into his mouth.
RANDALL
You know, for Chinese, this shit ain’t
half bad.
Dylan nods as he takes a sip of whiskey.
RANDALL
How’s that whiskey?
DYLAN
It’s good.
RANDALL
It’s not fancy or anything but it hits
the spot—
The ringtone of Randall’s cell phone fills the kitchen.
Randall bolts upright.
DYLAN
What’s that?
Randall answers his cell phone. He turns his head to avoid
eye contact with Dylan.
RANDALL
Yeah.
(beat)
I’ll be right out.
Randall flips the cell phone shut, returns it to his pocket
and exits the kitchen. He maintains no eye contact.
DYLAN
Where are you going?
RANDALL
I’m leaving.
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INT. DYLAN’S HOUSE, LIVING ROOM
Randall enters and proceeds to collect his personal effects
off the floor. Dylan follows.
DYLAN
What do you mean you’re leaving? I
thought you weren’t leaving until
Christmas was over.
RANDALL
It’s over, ain’t it?
DYLAN
Midnight. You said you had to stay here
until midnight.
RANDALL
I think you’ll manage, don’t you? The
way I see it, my job here is done.
Randall carries an armful of clothes and dumps them into
his open suitcase.
DYLAN
Well, why do you have to leave now?
Can't you wait until tomorrow?
RANDALL
I don’t want to leave tomorrow. I told
you. I’m done here.
DYLAN
What about your plane? You still have
to wait until—
RANDALL
It’s leaving tonight.
DYLAN
What?
Randall zips up his suitcase and lifts it upright.
RANDALL
I worked it out with Cringle. He
doesn’t sound like he gives a shit
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anymore. I don’t blame him.
Randall exits with the suitcase.
EXT. DYLAN’S HOUSE – NIGHT
A taxi sits in front of Dylan’s house.
Randall emerges from the house. The DRIVER steps out the
taxi to take his suitcase and place it in the trunk.
Dylan emerges from the house.
DYLAN
You’re just like the rest of them.
Randall turns around.
RANDALL
What the fuck are you talking about?
DYLAN
Every friend I’ve ever had has walked
on me. They all wanted something from
me and once they got it, they were
gone. I thought you—
RANDALL
You thought wrong. I told you. We’re
not friends. Never have been.
The taxi driver walks aimlessly away from the scene in an
attempt to distance himself.
DYLAN
We are friends, Randall. You’re just
too repressed to admit it—
RANDALL
Fuck you! You don’t know me and even if
you did, who the fuck are you to tell
me I’ve got problems?! You’re just some
miserable fuck who still believes shit
lasts forever!
DYLAN
At least I’m honest with myself about
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my feelings. You’re in denial.
RANDALL
(to driver)
Where the fuck do you think you’re
going?! I’ve got a plane to catch!
The taxi driver runs back to the vehicle and hops in the
driver’s seat.
DYLAN
You think you can distance yourself
from everyone and everything will be
okay. But in the end, you’re lonely—
RANDALL
Good. I want to be alone. That’s just
the way I like it.
Randall enters the backseat of the taxi.
DYLAN
You’re pathetic.
RANDALL
(to driver)
Let’s get the fuck out of here.
Randall shuts the door. The taxi speeds away.
INT. TAXI
The driver glances back at Randall through the rearview
mirror.
DRIVER
Have you thought about marriage
counseling?
RANDALL
What?
DRIVER
You should look into it. I don’t think
they discriminate against your kind.
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RANDALL
Fuck you.
INT. DYLAN’S HOUSE, LIVING ROOM
Dylan angrily shoves the Christmas tree on its side. He
kicks it several times before he proceeds to grab ornaments
off it and throw them against the wall. They break easily.
Dylan stalks off.
INT. KITCHEN
Dylan enters and grabs the whiskey bottle off the table. He
shoves it between his lips and throws his head back. His
throat convulses as he guzzles its contents.
After a moment, Dylan plops down into a chair and leans
back as he allows the bottle to empty into his throat.
Whiskey trickles from the corners of his mouth.
INT. BEDROOM HALLWAY
Dylan enters into frame with the half-consumed whiskey
bottle in his hand. He stumbles drunkenly down the hallway
toward a door at its end.
INT. MOTHER’S BEDROOM
The bedroom appears clean and organized. The bed is made
and the contents of a beauty table across from it have been
meticulously arranged.
The walls are decorated with countless family photographs.
Some of them are in black and white. Their frames range in
style from old fashioned to modern. Dylan is featured in
some of the photos.
Dylan enters and collapses onto the bed. Whiskey spills on
the sheets and floor.
He rolls onto his back and stares at the mirror across from
him as he takes a swig of whiskey. When he lowers the
bottle, he sees his mother clad in a hospital gown in the
mirror’s reflection. She stares at him.
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Dylan blinks. The figure in the mirror has changed to
Randall. Dylan screams and hurls the whiskey bottle at the
image. The mirror shatters.
EXT. SANTA’S WORKSHOP – NIGHT
The snowy wind is angry and vigorous.
INT. MAIN OFFICE
The entire office has gathered in front of a long row of
tables covered in food. Everyone holds champagne glasses in
their hands.
Cringle stands in front of his employees with a bottle of
champagne. He appears significantly less healthy than
earlier. His emaciated visage stares into the crowd with
bloodshot eyes.
CRINGLE
(hoarse)
This year, I’m proud to announce
Christmas spirit has risen to...
Cringle trails off. The crowd leans forward in
anticipation.
CRINGLE
...seventy two percent.
The crowd applauds hardily.
Cringle points the champagne bottle toward the ceiling and
attempts to pop the cork off. His fingers slip clumsily
over the end of the bottle.
The applause quickly dies down. Cringle gasps and grunts as
he places the bottle between his legs and attempts to
dislodge the cork. His face becomes flushed as he grows
increasingly frustrated.
After a moment, Cringle loses his grip on the bottle. The
crowd gasps as it falls to the floor.
Chloe runs forward from the crowd and picks up the bottle.
It is unharmed. She pops the cork into the air with a
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single graceful gesture. The crowd erupts in jubilation and
approach Chloe with extended glasses.
An embarrassed Cringle slinks away.
INT. RANDALL’S HOUSE, LIVING ROOM
Randall sits on the couch and watches TV. Drool trickles
down the side of his face.
The coffee table is covered with empty beer bottles.
Randall clicks the TV remote sluggishly in the air.
TELEVISION (O.S.)
Happy New Year—
(click)
I want to wish everyone a Happy New—
(click)
I’d like to take this moment to wish—
(click)
Happy—
(click)
...New—
(click)
...Year—
(click)
...and God bless.
Randall hurls the remote across the room. It smashes
against the wall.
He gets up from the couch, lifts the TV off its stand and
brings it down hard on the coffee table. The impact breaks
the table in two. Violent explosions send sparks and broken
glass into the air.
INT. RANDALL’S BEDROOM
Randall bursts into the bedroom and proceeds toward the
dresser. He yanks open the top drawer and sifts through the
scattered pornography. As he pushes aside a pile of
magazines, his family photograph flips picture-side up.
Randall stares transfixed at the photo. He picks it up and
brings it in for a closer look.
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He utters a stifled snort, gulps then bursts into tears. He
crumples the photo into a fist and slams it against his
heart as he falls into a fetal position.
Randall makes no attempts to hold his emotions back as he
sobs noisily in a quivering drunken heap.
LATER
Randall lies passed out. He stirs and groggily glances up
at a digital clock on a night table beside the bed.
RANDALL
Shitballs.
INT. SANTA’S WORKSHOP, STAIRWELL
Randall gasps and wheezes as he races up the concrete
staircase. He is dressed in his elf uniform. His boots
leave lumps of snow on the steps.
RANDALL
(out of breath)
I’m gonna puke. No I’m not. Yes I am.
No I’m not...
(trails off)
He arrives at the top of the staircase disheveled and
unkempt to a set of double doors.
INT. MAIN OFFICE
Randall enters through the double doors. The office appears
empty. His gaze falls on a gathering of workers on the
other side of the room.
RANDALL
What the fuck?
Randall proceeds toward the crowd and pushes his way to the
front. They are all gathered around a set of elevator
doors. Randall turns back toward the crowd.
RANDALL
What’s going on?
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Chloe emerges from the crowd closely followed by a
FRIGHTENED WORKER. The worker is fat and squirrely.
CHLOE
Randall. Maybe you can help us.
RANDALL
With what?
FRIGHTENED WORKER
There’s something wrong with the boss.
CHLOE
Mr. Cringle hasn’t been up here all
day. We tried to call him on the
intercom but he just told us to...
(clears throat)
...fuck off.
FRIGHTENED WORKER
I went down there after that. It smells
really bad down there. I found the
boss. When I asked him what was wrong,
he got mad and chased me back to the
elevator. I think might’ve had a gun.
RANDALL
What do you want me to do about it?
CHLOE
You raised the most Christmas spirit
out of everyone in the suicide watch
program. If you could just talk to him,
maybe you could find out what’s wrong.
RANDALL
You’ve gotta be shitting me. I didn’t
even do the training—
CHLOE
It doesn’t matter. You still did
something right. Can you help us?
I—

RANDALL
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CHLOE
Please?
Randall stares at Chloe intently. She places her hands
together hopefully.
RANDALL
(sighs)
Fuck it.
Randall turns around.
His hand presses a button on the elevator dial. The button
has the letter C in its center.
FRIGHTENED WORKER
By the way, it smells really bad—
RANDALL
Maybe it’s your vagina. Smegma don’t
clean itself, you know.
FRIGHTENED WORKER
What on earth is smegma?
The elevator doors part. Randall steps inside.
INT. CRINGLE’S QUARTERS, HALLWAY
A set of elevator doors open in a hallway lined with framed
photographs of Santa figures. Randall sniffs the air.
RANDALL
Yeah. Someone definitely sharted in
their long johns.
Randall emerges from the elevator only to shout and recoil
in alarm.
INSERT:
A thermostat on the wall is set to 80 degrees.
Randall reemerges from the elevator and proceeds down the
hallway. He halts at an ajar door at his side. He pushes it
open and enters the room beyond.
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INT. LIVING ROOM
A massive room decorated in lavish masculine fashion. The
heads of nine reindeer are mounted on the walls above some
oversized armchairs. A polar bear rug lies before a gaping
fireplace with a Christmas-themed mural mounted above it.
Randall enters and scans his surroundings.
RANDALL
This guy knows how to live.
Randall’s eyes lock one of the mounted reindeer heads. It
has a cherry red nose.
RANDALL
Cringle finally put your rabid ass
down, eh clit nose?
(scoffs)
Fucker.
Randall’s gaze shifts to a piece of paper sitting on one of
the armchairs. He crosses the room and picks it up to read.
RANDALL
Shit. I don’t believe it—
CRINGLE (O.S.)
Is that you, Randall?
Randall turns around.
Cringle stands in the doorway dressed in a sweat-stained
tank top and boxers. He looks sickly and unkempt. He holds
a pistol in one hand.
CRINGLE
They send you to talk me out of it?
RANDALL
You turn down this heat in this place
and I’ll see what I can do.
CRINGLE
You’re hot?
Randall wipes a layer of sweat off his forehead.
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RANDALL
Just a little.
CRINGLE
Come on. I want to show you something.
INT. CRINGLE’S QUARTERS, STORAGE ROOM
A cluttered storage room resembling a garage. A massive red
slay sits in its center.
Cringle and Randall enter the storage room from the
hallway. Randall’s eyes fall on the slay.
RANDALL
Is that what I think it is?
CRINGLE
Hop in. It’s the only chance you’re
gonna get.
Randall climbs into the slay. Cringle climbs in after him.
He reaches into his pocket and produces a black and white
photograph of a CHILD (5) sitting on the lap of CHRIS
CRINGLE I (70s). The older Cringle is dressed in
traditional Santa Claus attire. He smiles broadly.
CRINGLE
That’s my grandfather. My father was a
greedy piece of shit who sold out my
family’s business. But Grandpa Cringle
really believed in this Christmas shit.
He taught me it’s not all about some
snot-nosed brat screaming at Mommy to
buy that new game where he can screw
hookers on PCP.
Cringle drops the photograph.
CRINGLE
You try telling that to the assholes in
charge now.
(sighs)
I always thought my dad was the only
one to take a Christmas turkey dump on
my grandfather’s legacy. But now I’m
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just the same as he was. I’ve let these
greedy cocksuckers piss all over my
family’s business then have the nerve
to call it theirs.
Cringle spits angrily over the side of the slay.
CRINGLE
That’s why all this shit from the old
days is down here now where no one will
ever set eyes on it again. It all got
flushed right down the corporate
shitter. Just like me. I’ve got nothing
left, Randall.
Cringle turns to Randall. A tear rolls down his cheek.
CRINGLE
You tell everyone upstairs there’s
gonna be a new Santa in charge around
here. I can’t do this anymore.
RANDALL
What the fuck happened to you?
CRINGLE
What?
RANDALL
You’ve gone soft. You sound like one of
those losers on Steve Wilkos. You never
used to let this shit get to you.
CRINGLE
You don’t understand what it takes to
be a Cringle. The pressure you—
RANDALL
Fuck pressure. A monkey could do your
job. The corporations tell you what to
do and you do it. You don’t have a say
in what goes on so you don’t have shit
to do with what happened to this place.
So quit your whining, will you?
CRINGLE
What are you saying?
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RANDALL
The corporations saw this place and
they took it. That’s how they operate.
This place was bought, sold and paid
for long before you blew your first
load in the Cringle office.
CRINGLE
They didn’t take the Cringle name.
That’s one thing that’s still mine.
RANDALL
Then what do you want to blow your
brains out for?
CRINGLE
Because it don’t mean shit anymore.
RANDALL
Then why do you care about it so
fucking much?
CRINGLE
I...
Cringle stares down at the pistol in his hand.
CRINGLE
(sighs)
I guess I haven’t really thought this
through.
RANDALL
Yeah. You might want to mull it over
a little next time.
Cringle lays down the pistol beside him.
CRINGLE
You sure know how to put things in
perspective, Randall. I guess when
you’ve really lost everything, you know
how things really are. Maybe that’s why
that Dylan Thomas is still alive.
RANDALL
What are you talking about?
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CRINGLE
Chloe didn’t tell you? Half the people
on the list committed suicide the day
after Christmas. But somehow, your guy
made it through.
What?

RANDALL

CRINGLE
I’m as amazed as she is. Granted his
Christmas spirit did drop after you
left but you—
RANDALL
How many points?
CRINGLE
What does that matter? Randall, I’m
saying you did a good job—
RANDALL
Give me that gun.
CRINGLE
What—
Randall reaches across Cringle, grabs the pistol and runs
toward the exit.
CRINGLE
What the fuck are you doing?
Cringle hops out of the slay and hobbles after Randall.
CRINGLE
Don’t you dare make me chase you! This
gout hurts like a motherfucker!
INT. HALLWAY
Cringle emerges from the storage room only to spot the
elevator doors shut at the end of the hallway.
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EXT. NORTH POLE, AIRSTRIP – NIGHT
Several miniature jets are stationed on the snow covered
strip. A small air station sits off to the side.
INT. AIR STATION – NIGHT
The STATION OPERATOR lies asleep in a chair behind a desk
in an otherwise empty room.
Randall bursts into the station through a pair of double
doors dressed in winter garb. The deafening whistle of wind
fills the room.
A click. The station operator awakens. Randall points the
pistol at his face.
RANDALL
Okay. I’ve never done this before but
I figure I’ve got the gun so you have
to do what I say. I need to get to
the station in Connecticut and you’re
going to take me there. Right now.
OPERATOR
(calm, nonchalant)
Let me ask you something. Do you need a
motherfucking M.R.I.?
RANDALL
This is the North Pole. We’ve got less
laws than the Ten Commandments. I’ve
got nothing to lose.
OPERATOR
You have any idea what’s going to
happen to you when the corporation
finds out about this?
RANDALL
We’ll just have to find out when we get
to the station, won’t we?
OPERATOR
(confused)
Connecticut? Really?
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RANDALL
I have my reasons.
OPERATOR
What the fuck kinda terrorist are you?
RANDALL
I’m not a terrorist. Just get on the
fucking plane before I get too anxious
and shoot you by accident.
OPERATOR
I’m not going to be held responsible
for this. Just saying.
INT. DYLAN’S HOUSE, KITCHEN
Dylan sits at the table in front of a pile of greasy
wrapping paper for fast food. He stuffs the remnants of a
cheeseburger into his mouth and chases them with the
contents of a drink cup.
INT. DYLAN’S BEDROOM
The sound of running water fills the room.
Dylan enters with a table lamp in one hand and a cordless
phone held against his ear. He proceeds to the bathroom
door and pushes it gently open.
911 (V.O.)
911, please state your emergency.
DYLAN
I’d like to report a suicide.
INT. DYLAN’S BATHROOM
Dylan stands in the doorway and stares at the bathtub as it
fills with water.
EXT. DYLAN’S HOUSE – NIGHT
A taxi pulls up in front of Dylan’s house. Randall bursts
out of the backseat and races up to the front door.
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INT. DYLAN’S BATHROOM
Dylan drops the phone on the floor.
He kneels beside the bathtub and turns off the water. He
plugs the lamp into a nearby outlet and holds it in one
hand as he climbs into the water.
EXT. DYLAN’S HOUSE
Randall sprays a can of pressurized liquid through a thin
tube into the front door lock.
INT. DYLAN’S BATHROOM
Dylan takes a deep breath and raises the lamp above his
head with both hands.
EXT. DYLAN’S HOUSE
Randall smashes the front door lock with a hammer. It
breaks off. The door comes open.
INT. DYLAN’S BATHROOM
Dylan plunges the lamp into the water. He convulses and
thrashes violently as electricity surges through his body.
Water splashes in all directions.
INT. ENTRANCE HALL
Randall bursts into the entrance hall. The lights flicker
rapidly upon his entrance. He takes off up the stairs.
INT. DYLAN’S BATHROOM
Smoke hovers in the air.
Dylan sinks into the water. Blood trickles from his ears.
INT. UNDERWATER
Bubbles from Dylan’s nostrils indicate he is still alive.
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DYLAN’S P.O.V.
Blackness encompasses Dylan’s blurry image of the water’s
surface.
INSERT:
Dylan’s eyes full of fear.
DYLAN’S P.O.V.
An obscure figure enters Dylan’s field of vision.
A muffled splash.
INT. DYLAN’S BATHROOM
Randall lifts Dylan out of the water with both arms and
drags him out of the bathtub. He gasps for air for a moment
before he passes out.
INT. HOSPITAL ROOM
Dylan lies in a bed dressed in a hospital gown. His arm
connects to an IV. His ears are stuffed with cotton balls.
He awakens and removes one of the cotton balls from his
ear. It is soaked in blood.
Water?

RANDALL (O.S.)

Dylan turns to see Randall seated beside him. His elf
uniform is soaked. He holds a paper cup filled with water.
DYLAN
(weakly)
Randall?
RANDALL
Looks like I made it just in time.
DYLAN
Actually no. You didn’t.
Dylan blinks.

91
DYLAN
Why are you dressed like that?
RANDALL
Elf. Remember?
DYLAN
You look like Robin Hood.
Randall extends the paper cup forward. Dylan takes it. His
hand shakes so violently that it spills in his lap.
RANDALL
I guess that’s the nerve damage
Williams was talking about.
DYLAN
What are you doing here, Randall?
RANDALL
Who do you think pulled you out of that
bathtub back there?
DYLAN
Did they send you?
RANDALL
Who? The Pole? Nah.
DYLAN
How did you get here then?
RANDALL
I hijacked a plane.
DYLAN
You what? Are you—
RANDALL
Calm down. Williams said you shouldn’t
get too excited. You might hemorrhage
something.
Dylan takes a deep breath to calm himself.
DYLAN
Do they know you’re here?
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RANDALL
Oh yeah. They’re plenty pissed off. I
finally got canned. They want me to
come back anyway though. They said they
can’t have someone like me down here
spilling all their precious secrets.
DYLAN
I don’t understand. You had nothing to
gain coming here. You lost everything
you had left. Why did you do it?
RANDALL
You know why.
I don’t—

DYLAN

RANDALL
Yes, you do.
DYLAN
No, I... I want to hear you say it.
RANDALL
I’m not going to say it. We both know
why I’m here. Let’s leave it at that.
Randall and Dylan exchange expressions. They understand
each other.
RANDALL
So what now? What are you going to do?
DYLAN
Well, if I’m here, that means they’re
sending me back to the psych ward. I
think that’s where I’m going to stay
for a while. After coming so close to
death, I don’t want it anymore. It’s
not the escape I thought it was. But I
can’t do this on my own. I think they
can really help me here.
RANDALL
Sounds good.
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DYLAN
Besides. I think I might like the
bipolar girl.
Randall glances at a clock on the wall.
DYLAN
She has stabbed a couple of the nurses
but I think—
RANDALL
I better get out of here.
DYLAN
What?
RANDALL
I’m sorry. They’re gonna shit bricks if
I don’t.
Dylan nods. Randall stands.
RANDALL
Well. Take care of yourself.
DYLAN
Likewise.
The two exchange nods. Randall exits.
INT. HALLWAY
Randall emerges from the room and proceeds down the
hallway. People stare at his elf uniform in puzzlement as
he passes them.
INT. CHLOE’S HOUSE, ENTRANCE HALL – NIGHT
Someone knocks at the door. Chloe enters in a nightgown and
opens it. Randall stands on the other side.
CHLOE
Randall? What are you doing here?
RANDALL
I came to give you these.
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Randall extends a box of chocolates toward her.
CHLOE
I take it you didn’t like them—
RANDALL
Those are new.
Chloe takes the box.
RANDALL
I figured since you gave me something,
I had to give something back. I didn’t
know what to get you so I got you the
same thing you got me.
CHLOE
You didn’t have to—
RANDALL
Yeah, I did. I had to tell you
something.
What?

CHLOE

RANDALL
I don’t have a job anymore. But I’ll
probably still see you around since we
live so close. I just... If you ever
see me... Fuck...
Randall fidgets nervously.
RANDALL
You can talk to me if you want. I know
you're just trying to be nice and all.
But I’ve still got a lotta shit to
figure out. I’ve already got one friend
and it feels pretty fucking weird. I
don’t think I could handle another one
right now.
CHLOE
I understand.
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RANDALL
But like I said. Right now.
Chloe reaches out and places a hand on Randall’s shoulder.
He recoils slightly then relaxes.
CHLOE
Thank you, Randall.
Chloe removes her hand.
RANDALL
See you around.
Chloe nods. Randall walks away.
INT. RANDALL’S HOUSE, LIVING ROOM
Randall sits inebriated on the couch with a beer bottle in
his hand. Empty bottles surround him.
RANDALL
This show sucks.
Randall stares at the wreckage of his TV and coffee table
in front of him. His gaze shifts to scan the rest of his
surroundings. He sighs, takes a swig of beer and gets off
the couch.
INT. ENTRANCE HALL – NIGHT
Randall enters and opens the door. He stares out into the
world beyond. Snow falls gently on the ground.
Randall takes another swig of beer and steps outside.
EXT. RANDALL’S HOUSE
Randall’s house resembles a log cabin situated in a chain
of identical houses on a snow covered street.
Randall emerges from his house and gradually ventures out
into the snow. He observes his surroundings as he
progresses outward.
He stops in the middle of the street. He looks up and
allows the snow to fall on his face. He breathes a sigh of
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relief as the corners of his mouth raise in the closest
thing to a smile the entire film.
Randall guzzles the remains of his beer in seconds and
allows the bottle to fall from his hand. His eyes roll into
the back of his head as he falls backward into
unconsciousness.
The sound of flowing liquid. Urine soaks Randall’s crotch
and pools in the surrounding snow.
FADE OUT.

