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FADE IN:
INT. FLORA’S APARTMENT, BEDROOM – NIGHT
The bedroom is enshrouded in an amber glow. Candles and
incense sticks burn on a nearby dresser. A SERIES OF
DISSOLVES suggest there are many.
LANCE and FLORA (both 24) make love on the bed. The kind of
sex you only see in the movies. Slow. Melodramatic.
Comically so.
TITLES ROLL until Lance orgasms. The two look into each
other’s eyes.
Lance rolls over. The movement reveals a dresser next to
the bed. Only three candles and one incense stick burn on
top of it.
LATER
Lance and Flora snuggle.
FLORA
I love you, Lance.
LANCE
I love you, Flora.
FLORA
I knew you couldn’t break up with me.
Flora shuts her eyes and snuggles closer.
Lance looks directly into the camera.
LANCE
Fuck my life.
EXT. 3RD DEGREE – DAY
SUPER: 3RD DEGREE GAMES
A towering office building.
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INT. TESTING ROOM
A small windowless computer lab with video game consoles
connected to monitors. Lance wears a pair of headphones and
plays a steampunk-themed video game.
Leather jacket looks cool. T-shirt with cheesy company
logo, not so much. Geek-shic.
ANDERS (24), Swedish, enters. He wears a bullet belt,
combat boots and a leather jacket covered in heavy metal
patches. He yanks Lance’s headphones loose. They fall
around Lance’s neck. Anders takes a seat.
Lance remains preoccupied by the game as he speaks.
LANCE
What up, you Nordic bastard.
ANDERS
Hey man. You hear about what Brutal
Games is doing?
LANCE
Now instead of working for one company
with an ironically violent name, we’re
working for two. I haven’t been living
under a rock.
ANDERS
I’m not talking about the merger. I’m
talking about Brutal Games laying off
half their staff and replacing them
with 3rd Degree people. Kinda fucked up
but it works out for us.
LANCE
What do you mean us?
ANDERS
I mean the company. But that includes
me. I start my new job next month. I’m
living with that guy I met at the
G4 convention two years ago. He’s
moving in after a couple mod gigs.
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Screams and gunshots issue from Lance’s headphones. Blood
splatters on the screen. A main menu pops up seconds later.
LANCE
You’re leaving? Way to tell me at the
last minute.
ANDERS
It’s not like that. I’ll admit I wasn’t
sure how to break the news but we could
use another roommate and there’s still
plenty of positions open. You should
look into applying. They want
regression testers, dude.
LANCE
Sounds like a sweet deal.
ANDERS
Well, now that Flora’s out of the
picture...
LANCE
Yeah. About that...
ANDERS
Fuck, man! You are never gonna break up
with this girl! You said last night was
the night. What happened?
LANCE
Sex happened.
Anders sighs.
ANDERS
Sex does happen.
LANCE
At this point, it’s easier just to give
in and forget about my hopes and dreams.
I mean she wants me around all the time.
Too many opportunities to argue.
ANDERS
Well, at least this time wasn’t like
all the others.
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FLORA (V.O.)
I said let go!

MONTAGE:
EXT. ROOF – NIGHT (FLASHBACK)
Flora stands on the edge of a rooftop with her arms spread
out. Rivers of mascara stream down her face. Lance clings
to her leg.
INT. FLORA’S APARTMENT, BATHROOM (FLASHBACK)
Flora sits in the corner with a butcher knife pointed at
the underside of her forearm. Lance kneels before her in a
pleading stance.
FLORA
I know how to do it. It’s down the
road, not across the street.
INT. FLORA’S CAR – DAY (FLASHBACK)
Flora sits in the driver’s seat with her foot on the gas.
Lance clings to the passenger’s seat for his dear life as
the car swerves down a residential street.
EXT. COFFEE SHOP – DAY (FLASHBACK)
Flora sits at a table and holds her breath. Her face is
purple. Lance fights to pry open her mouth. PASSERSBY stop
to gawk at the spectacle.
Flora passes out, slips from Lance’s grip and collapses on
the table.
INT. LAUNDRY ROOM (FLASHBACK)
Lance watches in horror as Flora empties a bottle of
laundry detergent into her mouth.
INT. FLORA’S APARTMENT, BATHROOM (FLASHBACK)
Lance holds up Flora’s hair as she gags into a toilet bowel
filled with blue vomit.
END MONTAGE
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Anders shakes his head.
ANDERS
Maybe you can make her break up with
you just by being a bigger douchebag.
LANCE
Tried that already. She got a little
chubby so I took her to restaurants
just so I could tell her not to order
any appetizers. She said she can’t take
me seriously when I try to be mean. I
even bought her some sweatpants under
the pretext that she drinks too many
Frappuccinos. She loves those
sweatpants. Wears them all the time.
And she looks good in them too.
ANDERS
Well, I can’t say you didn’t try.
LANCE
Why don’t you go burn a church, Varg.
ANDERS
Varg is Norwegian, asshole.
LANCE
The point is I’ve tried everything. I
figured after all these years, it’s
only natural it’d be hard to break
things off. But I just can’t take her
threatening to commit suicide anymore.
Or murder-suicide for that matter.
ANDERS
Well, since you’re not gonna grow a
pair anytime soon, maybe you can
convince Flora to move to Baltimore
with you. You know Holly still lives
there, right? You’re always saying
Flora needs some girlfriends. If we all
hung out, they might hit it off.
LANCE
I don’t know. They’re really different.
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EXT. MINIGOLF COURSE – DAY (FLASHBACK)
A cartoonish dinosaur-themed minigolf course.
A younger Lance (17) stands beside a hole with a club in
hand. He’s a stereotypical mall goth complete with
eyeliner, black hair dye and gargantuan UFO pants.
HOLLY (also 17) stands next to him. A knockout and ubertrendy. They make a strange pair.
Lance looks down at a golf ball inches away from the hole.
He gives it a pathetic tap. It rolls across the green just
in front of the hole.
HOLLY
Have you considered cheating? I’m sure
you could fit a ton of extra balls in
those huge pants.
LANCE
I already got two in there and frankly,
they take up a lotta space.
HOLLY
That’s gross. And predictable.
LANCE
Well, you did kinda set yourself up for
it, didn't you?
HOLLY
It’s okay. Your bad golfing’s keeping
me entertained. Why don’t you try to
get it in the hole this time.
Lance stifles a laugh and taps the ball into the hole. It
disappears down a tube to the next course. Holly claps.
A computerized dinosaur shriek issues nearby. Lance pushes
Holly toward the next course.
LANCE
Quick! Before the pterodactyl gets you!
Holly giggles and scurries ahead.
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HOLLY
It’s been fun today.
LANCE
Looks like my ideas aren’t so lame
after all.
HOLLY
Oh no. They’re extremely lame. But lame
is good. You pull it off way better than
other guys pull off trying to be cool.
LANCE
Well, if you ever decide to stop dating
douchebag lacrosse players, this is the
kind of entertainment I can offer.
HOLLY
Make no mistake, Lance. I like you.
LANCE
But the most popular girl in school
can't afford to ruin her reputation?
HOLLY
First off, I’m on yearbook. Not exactly
cheer captain. Second, it’s not like
that. Kinda the opposite, actually.
LANCE
What is it?
HOLLY
It’s Anders.

END FLASHBACK
INT. FLORA’S APARTMENT, LIVING ROOM - NIGHT
Lance and Anders share a joint and watch TV.
ANDERS
You wanna go camping? This is my last
free weekend before I have to start
moving. We should make it a weekend of
onslaught and blasphemy. That’s drugs
and alcohol, respectively.
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LANCE
What is it with you Scandinavians and
the woods? Sorry, Nocturno Culto of
Darkthrone, but we can’t all live in
cabins, wear corpse paint and be
uber-kvlt all the time.

Lance pauses.
LANCE
You got any mushrooms left?
ANDERS
You bet. FYI, Darkthrone is also from
Norway.
A door slams O.S. The jingle of keys follows.
Anders attempts to hide the last of the joint. Flora
enters. She wears a polka dot dress and retro boots. Her
hair is done up in pigtails. She holds a foam dart pistol.
Lance and Anders freeze. Flora spots the joint and points
the pistol at Anders. He puts it out.
FLORA
(to Lance)
What’s going on, cupcake?
LANCE
I thought you were at work.
FLORA
It was a slow day. There were too many
people so they sent me home. Now we can
start our Cop Rock marathon early.
Cop Rock?

ANDERS

LANCE
It’s like a musical version of Law and
Order from the early nineties. It got
cancelled after eleven episodes.
Flora shoots a foam dart at Lance’s chest.
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FLORA
You know you love Cop Rock, pookie.

Flora tosses the pistol at Lance. He catches it.
FLORA
I got that for you at work. The toy
store is banning them.
(to Anders)
I’d invite you to stay, Anders, but we
don't burn, rape or pillage anything
in this house. You’ll have to restrain
your Viking ways.
ANDERS
Is that a wardrobe malfunction or is
the Wedding Singer 2 casting extras?
FLORA
I’m just messing. Shut up. Now if you
boys’ll excuse me, I have to go change.
Flora exits.
LANCE
I’d say make like Michael Jackson and
beat it. Cop Rock is not for your eyes.
INT. FLORA’S APARTMENT, BEDROOM – NIGHT
Lance enters and stiffens. He catches a glimpse of Flora’s
thong clad ass as she slips a pair of sweatpants over it.
She turns around.
FLORA
What’s up, sweetcheeks?
Flora proceeds to the dresser to change her shirt.
LANCE
Flora, you like Baltimore, right?
FLORA
Does Gizmo like rock n’ roll?
LANCE
Would you ever consider moving there?
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FLORA
You wanna leave DC?

Flora changes her shirt and approaches Lance.
LANCE
There’s a job opening in Baltimore. For
regression testing.
FLORA
But why would you wanna leave DC? This
is where we grew up. We have so many
memories here. We can’t just leave.
Lance shrugs.
FLORA
We have a life here, Lance. We can be
happy. If you let us.
LANCE
I was just curious.
FLORA
Let’s change the subject. What did you
and Anders talk about?
LANCE
We’re going camping this weekend. He’s
moving to Baltimore next month. This is
our last real chance to hang out.
FLORA
Oh.
Flora looks somewhat taken aback but shrugs it off.
FLORA
He’s always trying to get into your
pants.
LANCE
That’s right. And I’m gonna let him.
I’m aching for that uncircumcised cock.
Flora laughs and gives Lance a kiss.
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FLORA
Well, have fun, huh?
Will do.

LANCE

FLORA
But not too much fun.
Flora gives Lance another kiss.
INT. PICANTE – DAY
A Mexican fast food restaurant.
Lance and Anders sit at a table and eat massive burritos
wrapped in tin foil.
LANCE
Flora doesn’t wanna move to Baltimore.
ANDERS
That’s too bad. I took the liberty of
applying to Brutal for you just in
case. A man can dream, right?
Anders glances at his burrito. A mix of bean paste and
melted cheese drips down the side. He grimaces as if he’s
only just tasted it.
ANDERS
You know, you shouldn’t stick with
something just because it’s
comfortable. Take Picante for example.
We eat here everyday because it’s
comfortable. But look at this.
Anders squeezes his burrito. A sickening hodgepodge of
ingredients oozes out the top.
ANDERS
Real food doesn’t look like that.
We’re okay now. But one day...
Anders drops the burrito. Fluorescent red hot sauce sprays
across the table.
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ANDERS
Dysentery.

Lance takes a huge bite of burrito, unfazed.
Anders sighs and picks up his burrito again. A glob of
guacamole falls from it and splatters on the table.
ANDERS
This is Flora. She’s comfortable so you
stick with her. But you don’t want to
be with her. It’s only a matter of time
before the relationship falls apart.
And when that happens, it’ll be messy.
Anders drops his burrito again.
ANDERS
That’s not to say your situation is
easy. I mean you’ve tried everything to
break it off with Flora, short of
faking your own death.
LANCE
Now there’s an idea.
ANDERS
I’m full of them, right? Too bad you
have to be a genius to do that.
How so?

LANCE

ANDERS
Well, usually when someone dies, they
leave what is called a body. It’s kinda
hard to have a death without one and if
you’re gonna fake your own death,
you’re gonna need one. So unless you
wanna try to steal one from the morgue,
you’re kinda fucked.
LANCE
That’s only if you wanted to convince
a lot of people. If you only wanted to
convince one, it’d be a lot easier.
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ANDERS
But why would anyone go through all the
trouble just to convince one person? I
mean would you really fake your own
death just to avoid breaking up with
Flora? Really?

INT. BAR - NIGHT
A textbook dive. The kind of place one could discuss faking
their own death. Lance and Anders sit at a table and do
just that over beers.
LANCE
It’s like you said. If I stay with
Flora, something really bad will happen
that will scar us both for life. Death
doesn’t do that. Only the fucked up
things people do to each other do.
ANDERS
This isn’t fucked up?
LANCE
As far as Flora’s concerned... No.
ANDERS
The real question is how are you gonna
pull this off? If there’s one thing
that’s easier said than done, it’s this.
LANCE
First I have to figure out a way to
die. One that’s not too expensive.
ANDERS
And one that doesn’t leave a body.
LANCE
Well, there has to be some kind of
evidence. Flora’s not exactly gonna
take your word for it.
ANDERS
My word?! Why do I have to... This
wasn’t even my ide... Oh yeah. I’m
involved, aren’t I?
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A roar of noise from the bar. Lance and Anders turn to see
a group of SPORTS FANS cheer at a game on TV.
LANCE
Hey, what about a video? If I died on
camera, Flora would have to believe it.
ANDERS
What kinda video?
LANCE
Maybe one of those terrorist videos.
You can be the terrorist—
ANDERS
Why do I have to be the terrorist?
LANCE
Well, you obviously can’t be the one
getting his head cut off. That’s me.
Awkward silence.
LANCE
That’s really fucked up, isn’t it?
ANDERS
Really fucked up.
LANCE
We probably shouldn’t touch that one.
ANDERS
Probably not.
LANCE
If anyone else saw it...
ANDERS
You’d have a lot of explaining to do.
LANCE
What about this weekend? We’re going to
the woods. Plenty of ways to die there.
We could make a video.
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ANDERS
Like the Blair Witch Project?
LANCE
Not like the Blair Witch Project.
ANDERS
I’m just saying. A lot of people
thought it was real when it came out.
LANCE
I need something simple and believable.
It can’t look like we went into the
woods and randomly shot a video.
ANDERS
Why not? Look at YouTube. People are
always filming shit for no reason. Even
in the woods. Remember Grizzly Man?
That guy got eaten by bears.
LANCE
Well, he was making a documentary but...

Lance locks eyes with Anders.
No.

ANDERS

Lance nods.
ANDERS
Come on! Really?
LANCE
You “bear-ter” believe it.
EXT. CITY STREET – NIGHT
Bars and restaurants abound. Lance and Anders, both a
little tipsy, stroll down the sidewalk.
ANDERS
I don’t know about this, man. I mean
what’s Flora gonna do if she thinks
you’re dead? What if she really tries
to kill herself this time?
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LANCE
You don’t get it. It’s not that Flora
can’t live without me. It’s that she
can’t accept I’m not in love with her
anymore. She won’t kill herself if she
thinks I really loved her when I died.
Eventually she’ll move on. She’ll find
somebody else and realize I wasn’t the
One. It’s a win-win situation.
ANDERS
I don’t know. People don’t usually take
well to death. Especially her type.
LANCE
Well, she’ll take to death better than
she'll take to the alternative. Think
about what Flora would do if she
thought I was with another girl.

INT. DARK ROOM (DREAM SEQUENCE)
Lance sits bound to a chair under a single flickering light
bulb. He’s got duct tape over his mouth.
Flora stands on a bloodstained floor in front of him with a
massive nail gun aimed at his chest. He squirms in his
binds and bounces up and down.
FLORA
Hold still! I’m trying to write
“backstabber!”
END SEQUENCE
EXT. APARTMENT COMPLEX, PARKING LOT - DAY
SUPER: SATURDAY
A parking lot surrounded by quaint apartment buildings and
greenery.
Lance and Flora emerge from one of the buildings. Lance
wears a backpack and carries a cooler and tent equipment.
Flora carries a sleeping bag.
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They proceed toward a parked truck nearby with an open
trunk. Anders leans against the side of the truck.
INT. TRUCK, TRUNK - DAY
The trunk is already packed. A significant amount of stuff
is covered by a large tarp.
Lance and Flora deposit their stuff into the truck.
FLORA
What’s the tarp for?
ANDERS
Rain.
FLORA
I thought it was gonna be sunny this
weekend.
ANDERS
I don’t trust the weatherman.
FLORA
And why are you bringing two tents?
LANCE
Because we’re not Heath Ledger and
Jake Gyllenhaal. But if we were, I
would definitely be Heath Ledger.
ANDERS
Why do you get to be Heath Ledger?
LANCE
Because I’m awesome.
FLORA
That’s too bad. I thought you two were
really gonna give it to each other.
EXT. PARKING LOT - DAY
Lance and Flora step aside as Anders shuts the trunk.
Flora approaches Anders and puts her arms around him in a
hug. He stiffens.
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ANDERS
I’m not ready—

Flora tightens her grip to the point that it crushes him.
She lifts him off the ground. He struggles to breathe until
Flora releases him.
Flora approaches Lance and gives him an equally strong hug.
FLORA
You’re not playing along.
Lance groans as his face turns red. Flora squeezes harder.
Come on.

FLORA

Even harder.
Okay.

LANCE

Lance slaps his arms around Flora in an equally tight grip
and forces some air out of her lungs.
FLORA
(strained)
I’m gonna make your heart stop.
LANCE
I’m gonna snap your sternum in half.
Lance squeezers harder and lifts Flora off the ground.
Flora squeezes back.
FLORA
I’m gonna put you in a wheelchair.
Lance back cracks. He throws up his hands.
LANCE
(breathless)
You win!
Flora releases Lance. Both take a moment to catch their
breath. Their faces return to normal color.
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Lance looks into Flora’s eyes and gives his sweetest fake
smile. She melts.
LANCE
I love you, Flora.
He kisses her.
INT. TRUCK – DAY
Lance and Anders enter. Anders starts the truck. Soulpiercing black metal fills the cabin.
EXT. TRUCK – DAY
Lance leans out the window and waves at Flora behind the
truck. She blows him a kiss and waves back.
LANCE
(to Anders)
Let’s make like some Dots and Dip.
Anders pulls out of the parking lot and onto the street.
INT. TRUCK – DAY
Lance stares out the window. Anders takes notice.
ANDERS
So what was that about? All that
lovey-dovey stuff. You probably
shouldn’t have lead her on like that.
LANCE
The least I can do is leave her with a
happy parting memory.
ANDERS
Well, it was very convincing.
A black metal shriek cuts through the air.
LANCE
Are we gonna listen to this shit all
the way to Shenandoah?
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ANDERS
When you get your own car, you can play
all the hipster Mike Patton shit you
want. Until then...

Anders turns up the music.
EXT. FOREST – DAY
Anders’s truck speeds down a road through the forest. Black
metal blares from within. Anders alternates between screams
and exaggerated falsettos as he “sings” along.
EXT. CAMPSITE – DAY
Anders’s truck pulls up to a clearing with a fire pit and
several logs as makeshift benches.
Lance and Anders emerge and proceed toward the trunk.
INT. TRUNK - DAY
Lance pulls away the rain tarp to reveal a wide array of
film equipment, bottles of fake blood, a pressurized water
gun, some baseball bats and plus-sized grapefruits.
ANDERS
Can’t we pitch our tents first?
LANCE
What are you talking about? You’ve been
pitching my tent for years, baby.
LATER
Lance and Anders sit in the back of the truck with
headphones on their heads. They scream into microphones in
simulated horror. Anders is really into it.
EXT. CREEK – DAY
A lone FISHERMAN casts off from the shore. As soon as his
hook hits the water, one of Anders’s screams cuts through
the air. The man stiffens.
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EXT. CAMPSITE – DAY
Grapefruits tumble onto the ground. Lance smashes them with
a baseball bat while Anders records the sound.
EXT. CREEK – DAY
The fisherman sits unnerved by the sound of battered citrus
fruit, not unlike the sound of battered brains.
EXT. CAMPSITE - DAY
Lance brings the bat down on a grapefruit. It splits in
half and sprays citrus juice into his eye. He shrieks in
pain and unleashes a string of expletives.
LATER
Lance holds a video camera in his hands. His eye is a
little inflamed. Anders stands in front of him, confused.
ANDERS
What do you want me to do?
LANCE
I want you to chase me around and try
to tear me limb from limb. You’re the
stunt bear. The understudy if you will.
LATER
Lance screams and runs through the forest with camera in
hand. Anders chases him with hands outstretched.
LATER
Lance lies on the ground covered in fake blood. The camera
lies on its side next to him directed toward his face.
Anders crouches at his feet and sprays him with blood from
the water gun.
CAMERA’S P.O.V.
Lance looks into the camera with a vacant stare and allows
fake blood to trickle from his mouth. The blood from the
water gun simulates arterial spray.
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EXT. CREEK - DAY
Lance kneels shirtless by the side of the creek and washes
the fake blood off himself.
He looks up and sees a fisherman on the other side of the
creek further downstream. The man looks back in horror.
Lance waves and gives a thumbs-up.
EXT. CAMPSITE – NIGHT
Lance and Anders sit on logs around the campsite. Lance
nurses a beer. Anders guzzles some from a Viking drinking
horn. He tips it back until the rest is gone.
He glances at Lance and lifts up the horn.
ANDERS
I don’t know about you but I feel like
shit and Drinky the Horn always cheers
me up.
LANCE
I know what you mean. I wasn’t exactly
expecting this. But that’s good, right?
We can’t be complete assholes if we
actually feel guilty.
ANDERS
But why do we feel guilty? I thought
this was a win-win situation.
LANCE
Well, you can’t expect faking a death
to be easy.
Lance reaches into a cooler beside him and cracks open a
beer. He drops the bottle upside down into Drinky the Horn.
Beer foams over the rim.
LANCE
Drink up. You’ll feel better. This is
all part of the process.
Anders lifts up the bottle and pours the rest of its
contents into the horn. He sets the bottle aside and takes
a big gulp of beer.
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He reaches into his jacket pocket.
ANDERS
I guess it’s a no-go for these. Should
we feed them to the real bears or what?
Anders holds up a baggie of mushrooms.
EXT. CAMPSITE – DAY
The fisherman and a PARK RANGER stare at a pile of
splattered grapefruit pulp. The ranger turns to the
fisherman and raises an eyebrow. The fisherman shrugs.
INT. EDITING LAB
A stuffy storage closet-like room. The EDITOR (60s) sits at
a desk with duel monitors, a tape deck and several baskets
of DV tapes. He’s a squirrelly, bespectacled man.
Lance and Anders stand behind him as he plays back a video
clip within an editing program.
VIDEO CLIP
LANCE’S P.O.V.
The camera bounces up and down as Lance runs screaming
through the forest. It’s a blur of images. Trees, earth,
Lance’s shoes and Anders.
BACK TO SCENE
The editor stops the clip.
EDITOR
I don’t understand what you want me to
do with this. Is this an experimental
project? You can’t possibly use this
footage in a coherent film.
LANCE
We’re not trying to make a coherent
film. We’re trying to make something
that looks real.
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EDITOR
Also, I can’t use your stock footage.
When Animals Attack is copyrighted.
LANCE
Well, you’re not gonna see this at the
Cannes Film Festival anytime soon.
EDITOR
What’s this for, anyway?
LANCE
A class.
EDITOR
Then why aren’t you editing it?
LANCE
Because we’re paying you to do it.
ANDERS
And we’ll pay you even more not to tell
anyone about it.
LANCE
No, we won’t.
EDITOR
Yes, you will.
LANCE
Yes, we will.

MONTAGE:
1) Lance connects his cell phone to the computer via USB
cable.
2) The editor uploads a file on the computer screen.
3) Lance receives a video file on his cell phone.
4) Lance texts the file.
5) Anders receives the file on his cell phone.
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6) Lance hugs the editor. The editor stiffens. Lance turns
to Anders and gives him a harder Flora-like hug.
LANCE
(Borat impression)
Great success!
INT. TRUCK – DAY
Anders drives down a city street.
Lance watches the video on Anders’s cell phone. Screams
emit from it accompanied by ferocious bear growls.
ANDERS
Could you turn that off, please?
LANCE
Would you like some cheese with that
whine? You got the easy job.
ANDERS
Yeah, it’s a real piece of cake. I’m
sure the girl who threatens to smother
you in your sleep will take the phrase
“don’t kill the messenger” to heart.
Enlighten me, please. What exactly is
the hard job?
LANCE
My parents.
INT. PARENTS’ HOUSE, LIVING ROOM - DAY
A sunlit living room.
Lance’s parents, BERT and LINDA (both 50s), sit on a couch
in front of a coffee table laden with cookies and a pitcher
of pink lemonade. Lance sits in a chair across from them.
LINDA
I made pink lemonade for this?
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BERT
It just gets worse and worse with you,
doesn’t it? This is even worse than
that Limp Bizkit concert you drug me
when you were fifteen.
LINDA
You know how your father feels about
Limp Bizkit.
BERT
I should revoke your music privileges
for as long as you made me listen to
that crap. You’re a grown man and I’m
telling you I should take away your
iPod right now.
BERT/LINDA
But this...
LANCE
I thought it might go down like this.
That’s why I took the liberty of buying
you two a new car.
LINDA
You can’t afford a car?!
LANCE
I’ve been saving up money from all the
tournaments over the years.
BERT
You really thought you could buy off
your own parents? Fat chance.
LANCE
That’s okay. I was lying about the car.
LINDA
I don’t believe this! What would you
have done if we’d said yes? Steal it?!

Awkward silence.
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LINDA
Why can’t you just break up with the
poor girl?
LANCE
Because she’s crazy! You know how
she is. She threatens to kill her—
BERT
You can’t let her control you,
You’re not responsible for her
being. And besides, how do you
won’t try to kill herself when
thinks you’re dead?

Lance.
well
know she
she

LANCE
She just won’t, Dad. Not this way.
Trust me. I know Flora better than
anyone in the world.
BERT
Then you should know Flora’s
responsible for her own actions—
LANCE
That’s not gonna make me feel any
better if anything happens to her. Look.
This isn’t one of my proudest moments
but I don’t know what else to do. I
really think Flora might do something
if I try to break up with her again.
Lance’s parents look at each other.
LANCE
I’m not asking you to get involved and
I’m not asking you to condone it. I’m
just asking you to keep my secret.
BERT
That’s getting involved—
LANCE
For Flora’s sake. I mean it’s not like
I hate her guts or anything.
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Lance’s parents whisper between each other for an extended
period of time then turn back to Lance.
LINDA
For Flora’s sake.
BERT
I can’t speak for your mother but if
you ever ask me for anything else,
consider us estranged.
LANCE
Deal. And thanks?
Bert sighs and stares at his son with glassy eyes. Linda
dons a similar expression.
LANCE
Is that an “I’m not mad, I’m just
disappointed” face?
BERT
No, Lance. I’m mad and disappointed.
INT. FLORA’S APARTMENT, HALLWAY - NIGHT
Anders stands outside a door. He produces a small tub of
eucalyptus gel, unscrews the top and sniffs it. He blinks.
He takes a dab on his fingers and rubs some on his upper
lip. He snaps his eyes shut, balls his hands into fists and
jumps up and down.
After a moment, he calms down and opens his eyes. Tears
trickle out.
Anders takes another glob and spreads it under each eye. He
does a similar dance then turns and knocks on the door.
INT. FLORA’S APARTMENT, LIVING ROOM – NIGHT
Anders and Flora sit on the couch. Snot drips down Anders’s
face. He rubs it away.
FLORA
So Lance is dead. Is that what you’re
telling me?
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Anders nods and wipes his nose.
FLORA
Bullshit.
Anders shakes his head.
FLORA
No! He’s trying to break up with me
again. This is so low—
ANDERS
I swear to you, Flora. He’s—
FLORA
I can’t believe you’re helping him—
ANDERS
It’s all here, Flora. Look.
Anders produces his cell phone.
ANDERS
Lance got it all on video—
FLORA
Then why do you have it?
ANDERS
How else was he supposed to get help?
FLORA
Give me that!
Flora snatches the cell phone out of Anders’s hand. She
flips it open and goes to work on the buttons.
Anders rubs his runny nose in such a way that forces more
gel up his nostrils.
Flora freezes and looks up at Anders.
FLORA
I’m not gonna look at this.
Anders sniffs. His eyes water.
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FLORA
Anders, tell me this is fake!
It’s not—

ANDERS

FLORA
This isn’t funny!
ANDERS
Here, I’ll show you.
Anders reaches for the phone.
No!

FLORA

Anders retracts his hand.
Flora’s hands shake.
FLORA
Anders, tell me he’s not dead.
ANDERS
He’s dead, Flora.
Flora activates the video on the phone. A second later, she
hits stop.
FLORA
He can’t be dead.
Flora stares at Anders. He blinks to flush more tears out
of his eyes. A staring contest ensues.
Anders wins. Flora drops the phone. Tears well up in her
eyes. She whimpers.
ANDERS
Flora, wait—
Flora throws her arms around Anders and bursts into tears.
Anders can’t take it. He bursts into tears himself. They
hold each other as the water works gush.
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INT. ANDERS’S APARTMENT, LIVING ROOM - NIGHT
Lance lies on a couch next to a coffee table piled with
junk food remnants. A TV drones across from him.
A door slams O.S. Lance sits up. Anders enters. His face is
red and sticky with snot.
LANCE
So? How’d it go?
ANDERS
You know, there’s a reason they tell
you not to apply this near orifices.
LANCE
Did you show her the tape?
ANDERS
Didn’t have to.
LANCE
That’s good. I think the editor was
right. It really is a piece of shit.
INT. EDITING LAB (FLASHBACK)
The editor plays the clip for Lance and Anders.
VIDEO
Lance’s film spliced with stock footage of an enraged bear.
It’s color corrected with even audio levels but the cuts
between the different footage are all too obvious.
BACK TO SCENE
Lance clears his throat.
LANCE
So how’d she take it?
ANDERS
How do you think she took it?
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LANCE
Wait. Really? We threw this plan
together within one night of drinking.
She didn’t really buy it. Did she?
ANDERS
I guess it really is easy to convince
one person you’re dead.

Lance examines Anders’s expression. He’s serious.
INT. ANDERS’S APARTMENT, BATHROOM – NIGHT
Lance bursts into the bathroom. He falls to his knees
before the toilet and dry heaves into the bowl.
MOMENTS LATER
Lance grabs the bowl with both hands and slams his head
against the seat.
INT. ANDERS’S APARTMENT, LIVING ROOM – NIGHT
Lance reenters. Blood trickles from his forehead. He and
Anders stare at each other. They both look fucked up.
LANCE
I guess there’s no turning back now.
EXT. CLIFF – DAY
SUPER: THURSDAY
Anders stands at the edge of a cliff overlooking the ocean.
Flora and Lance’s parents stand behind him. Flora’s eyes
are full of tears. Lance’s parents couldn’t look more
pissed off.
Anders holds an “urn” in his hands. Basically an ornate
sugar jar.
He looks back. All eyes are on him. He turns back to the
ocean and trembles. He’s on the spot.
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LANCE (V.O.)
You know how I feel about funerals.
Make it real. Otherwise she’ll never
believe it. Make it funny.
ANDERS
Lance. I know you always wanted to have
a Viking funeral on a yacht. We
couldn’t afford a yacht. Sorry. But
I’ve been meaning to tell you. A
yacht’s not made of wood. More like a
lot of plastic and fiberglass. That
stuff doesn’t burn so good. So if we
had a Viking funeral for you, that
yacht would be burning for a really
long time. A really, really long time,
spewing noxious, cancerous fumes into
the air at a near constant rate. I
guess what I’m trying to say is a
Viking funeral isn’t very green in this
day and age. Not very green at all.

Anders looks back. Flora’s in tears. Lance’s parents are
livid. Anders turns back to the ocean.
ANDERS
Anyway, we brought you here because we
know you loved Maryland and we wanted to
say goodbye in the right way. We’ll be
missing you.
FLORA
That was beautiful, Anders.
Anders offers the urn to Flora.
ANDERS
You wanna say something, Flora?
Flora takes the urn and steps onto the cliff.
FLORA
Lance. I wish I could say something
funny like you wanted me too. But
that’s not what’s in my head right now.
There’s so many things I want to say
about how much I love you and how much
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I’m gonna miss you.

Lance’s parents turn and glare at Anders. He grimaces.
FLORA
But this is your funeral. So I’ll just
say thanks for all the good times and
I’m glad that in a world this big, we
were lucky enough to find each other.
Flora removes the urn’s lid and raises it over her head.
INT. ANDERS’S APARTMENT, KITCHEN – DAY (FLASHBACK)
The lidless urn sits on a table. Lance watches Anders rip
open a bag of cement mix and dump it inside.
BACK TO SCENE
Flora dumps Lance’s “ashes” into the wind. They sail off
toward the ocean.
LATER
The group walks down a hill away from the cliff. Anders
puts his arm around Flora.
He looks over his shoulder at Lance’s parents and mouths
“I’m sorry.”
INT. ICE CREAM PARLOR – NIGHT
Anders and Flora sit at a table in a luminescent ice cream
parlor. Decadent sundaes sit before them in oversized cups.
Anders nibbles a spoonful of pineapple. He glances at
Flora. She’s hunched over. Tears drip into her ice cream.
Anders takes a spoonful of multicolored sprinkles and
offers them to her.
ANDERS
You want some of my jimmies?
Flora looks up with a thousand mile stare. Anders recoils.

	
  

35	
  
FLORA
Don’t call them jimmies. It’s racist.
What?

ANDERS

FLORA
They were chocolate only first. People
called them jimmies after the Jim Crow
laws. You might as well ask me if I
want some of your niggers.
Anders’s spoon droops and spills sprinkles onto the table.
FLORA
I’m sorry. It’s been a rough week.
Anders nervously shovels ice cream into his mouth. Hot
fudge drips down his chin.
FLORA
I feel bad.
Anders tries to talk. Whipped cream flies out of his mouth.
He covers his mouth and swallows.
ANDERS
We all feel bad, Flora.
FLORA
I mean I feel bad about something I
did. Lance wanted to move to Baltimore
with you. He asked me if I wanted to
move too. I said no.
Flora sniffs.
FLORA
I saw his face. He looked so down. But
he didn’t say anything.
Flora wipes her eyes.
ANDERS
It was a lot to ask of you, wasn’t it?
I doubt he’d hold it against you.
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Flora wipes her face with a napkin. Anders reaches out and
touches her hand.
FLORA
I think he did hold it against me.
INT. FLORA’S APARTMENT, LIVING ROOM – NIGHT (FLASHBACK)
Lance and Flora share a blanket on the couch and watch a
movie. Flora grabs a slice of pizza from a box on a coffee
table and takes a bite. Lance stares at the TV, unenthused.
LANCE
I’m always a disappointment.
FLORA
Since when do you care what anyone
thinks of you?
LANCE
This isn’t just anyone. This is my
parents. I have to put up with their
bullshit no matter what.
FLORA
Everybody does. What makes you so
special?
LANCE
They’re right, Flora.
Lance jumps up. Flora looks up with a mouth full of pizza.
LANCE
I go to work and play video games. I
come home, watch movies and eat junk
food. I never do anything productive.
FLORA
You wanna take classes, is that it? Or
is that what they want you to do?
LANCE
It’s what I wanna do. I mean... No! I
don’t wanna go to school.
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FLORA
Then what do you mean by productive?
LANCE
I’m just talking about getting out of
the house for starters.
FLORA
To do what, exactly?
LANCE
I’ll figure it out. I just need some
ideas first.
FLORA
Well, you can do whatever you want.
LANCE
No I can’t. I can’t do whatever I want
because I’m always with you.
FLORA
What’s that supposed to mean?
LANCE
Think about it, Flora. I barely have
any friends outside of Anders. You
barely have any friends outside of
work. At the very least, we should be
able to meet people. But we can’t even
do that because you never wanna leave
the house.
FLORA
That’s not true!
LANCE
Well, that’s what it seems like.
FLORA
I just wanna spend time with you. If
you want some time to yourself, I’m not
stopping you.
LANCE
I wanna spend time with you too. I
just... I don’t know.
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Flora curls up in the blanket.
FLORA
Sit with me?
Flora rubs her foot on Lance’s side of the couch. He sighs
and takes a seat.
LANCE
I’m sorry.
END FLASHBACK
INT. TESTING ROOM
SUPER: FRIDAY
Anders plays a GTA-esque video game.
ANDERS
I gotta say, the controls for curb
stomping are very responsive.
Lance sits beside Anders and watches the game. He wears a
long-haired wig, a fake beard, sunglasses and a mismatch of
grungy tight-fitting clothes.
LANCE
So how’s she doing?
ANDERS
Well, she’s obviously miserable. But
she’s stable. I’m actually kinda
surprised.
LANCE
That’s good.
ANDERS
I don’t think you’re gonna see her
around though. You can probably quit
dressing like a dirty hippie.
LANCE
I’d rather not risk it.
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EXT. 3RD DEGREE – DAY
Lance and Anders emerge from the building and proceed down
the sidewalk.
ANDERS
Where’d you get those clothes anyway?
LANCE
They’re my old clothes from high
school.
ANDERS
I thought they looked familiar.
Lance glances across the street. He sees Flora on the
opposite sidewalk. She stops and glares at him.
A woman pushes past Lance. He whirls around. She turns and
looks at him as she walks on. It’s also Flora.
ANDERS
Why’d you stop?
Lance looks across the street. The first Flora is gone.
Sorry.

LANCE

Lance and Anders continue down the sidewalk. Lance’s gaze
darts in all directions. Different imaginary versions of
Flora pass him in the crowd.
ANDERS
Are you alright?
A WOMAN with a stroller pushes past them. Lance glances
back at her. Another imaginary Flora sticks her head out
from the stroller. She wears a bonnet and sucks on a
pacifier.
LANCE
Sure.
EXT. CITY STREET – DAY
Anders’s truck speeds down the street.
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INT. TRUCK – DAY
Lance lies in the backseat and struggles to take off his
tiny shirt.
ANDERS
I hope you still have some of your real
clothes. You can’t exactly go back to
Flora’s place and pick up your shit.
Lance’s shirt rips as he pulls it over his head.
LANCE
I’ve got enough. If I run out, I’ll get
new ones. I’ve got my computer, games,
work shit...
Lance puts on a normal-sized T-shirt. A game logo is
printed on the front.
LANCE
The “bear” necessities—
ANDERS
Okay! The bear jokes gotta stop!
Lance struggles to remove his pants.
LANCE
I’m just trying to put all this shit
behind us. We’re going to Baltimore.
Lance kicks off his pants and puts on a normal pair.
EXT. RESTAURANT, TIKI BAR - NIGHT
A Tiki bar on a deck looking out at Baltimore Inner Harbor.
Lance and Anders sit at a table with an older Holly and sip
giant margaritas.
HOLLY
I can’t believe you guys are moving to
Baltimore.
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LANCE
Well, I’m not officially moving yet but
I’m working on it.
ANDERS
You said you were gonna call that guy
about your resume. Did you ever—
LANCE
I’ve had a lot on my mind lately. I’ll
get to it.
HOLLY
Anders, you look a little different.
Lance, you look really different. What
happened to the whole goth shtick?
LANCE
I got better taste in music.
HOLLY
That’s a relief. Like what?
LANCE
Faith No More, Mr. Bungle, Secret
Chiefs 3, Sunn O))), Boris... Bands
you’ve never heard of before.
HOLLY
I’m sorry I’m so painfully unhip.
LANCE
It happens. The only thing me and
Anders agree on is punk.
HOLLY
I like the Ramones. Do I get any cool
points for that?
LANCE
Hardly. They sell Ramones shirts at H&M
now. Of course you’d like them.
HOLLY
Whatever. They sell them at Hot Topic
too. They’re a good band.
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LANCE
Okay. You get some points. Extra points
for not saying Green Day. I’m sure you
like them too but that’s okay.

Holly locks eyes with Anders.
HOLLY
Let me guess. You were probably
blasting Reign In Blood all the way
from DC.
LANCE
Anders is too brutal for Slayer now. He
prefers bands with names that start with
D like Deicide, Dismember and Death. My
personal favorite is Dying Fetus.
Holly nearly chokes on her margarita.
HOLLY
You guys are still dorks.
Lance and Holly share a laugh. Anders gives a halfhearted
chuckle. Holly pats his knee.
HOLLY
Don’t ever change.
Holly shifts her gaze to Lance.
HOLLY
Although I wouldn’t object if you were
to dig your jumpsuit out of the closet.
INT. HOLLY’S BEDROOM – DAY (FLASHBACK)
Countless photos of rock and indie bands adorn the walls.
Lance and Anders (17) sit on the bed. Both of them sport
Insane Clown Posse makeup – Lance as Violent J and Anders
as Shaggy 2 Dope, respectively.
Lance wears a Slipknot-esque jumpsuit covered in nu-metal
patches. Anders looks just as gothed out.
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Holly stands in front of Anders and puts the finishing
touches on his makeup. The boys stand up, look at each
other and grin.
HOLLY
Lance, you’re looking very virgin-chic
in that jumpsuit.
LANCE
Hey! Don’t make me sing “Chicken
Huntin’!”
HOLLY
Save it for tonight, please.
(to Anders)
How are juggalos supposed to get laid?
Anders lays a big wet Bugs Bunny smooch on Holly. The kiss
leaves her lips and cheeks smeared with black makeup.
ANDERS
Juggalettes.
Holly kisses Anders back then turns to Lance.
HOLLY
Seriously though, Lance. You know how
to rock it.
(to Anders)
You should get one of those, babe.
BACK TO SCENE
Lance and Holly laugh. Anders looks somewhat dejected.
ANDERS
We had some good times.
Anders clears his throat, lifts his finger in an “I’ll be
right back” gesture and excuses himself.
Lance waits for a moment then turns to Holly.
LANCE
So Holly. We going bowling or what?
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HOLLY
Am I to understand that after all these
years, Lance is finally gonna ask me on
an official date? Didn’t think you had
it in you.
LANCE
Tomorrow sound good?
HOLLY
Anders won’t mind?
LANCE
I can’t imagine why he would. High
school was a long time ago.
HOLLY
You know, we could always go shopping.
I can make you look like a rock star.
LANCE
Or we could go bowling.

EXT. BOWLING ALLEY – NIGHT
Holly stands in front of the entrance. Lance approaches in
a Kung Fu T-shirt and leather jacket. He’s a little pale
with traces of dark circles under his eyes.
Holly gives him a hug. Lance hugs back. Normal at first
then tight like Flora. Holly gasps. Lance releases.
HOLLY
What the hell, Lance?! Are you trying
to kill me?!
LANCE
Sorry. Force of habit.
Holly glances at Lance’s shirt.
HOLLY
Why’d you come to a supposed date
dressed like Quentin Tarantino?
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LANCE
I’m sure Quentin Tarantino goes on
all his dates dressed like Quentin
Tarantino.

Holly slaps Lance’s chest.
INT. BOWLING ALLEY – NIGHT
A nightclub atmosphere. Black lights and flashing colors
abound.
Lance stands in the lane and jumps back and forth as Holly
pretends to throw a fluorescent-colored ball at him.
LANCE
Okay, you’re really starting to look
like an Academy Award winning British
actor right now.
HOLLY
Huh?
Holly tosses the ball. Lance jumps into the other lane as
it rolls past and knocks out half the pins.
Another group of PLAYERS shout at Lance. He hops back into
his lame and arrives next to Holly.
HOLLY
So it sounds like you got your dream
job after all. You get to play video
games all day.
LANCE
That’s actually a gross misconception.
I’m a Beta tester which means I get the
rough versions of all the games. That
means all the glitches. After they’re
logged, I have to type up reports for
the programmers. That’s opposed to
regression testers who—
HOLLY
But you still play video games all day.
Lance grabs a ball off the rack. He nearly drops it.
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LANCE
As far as you’re concerned.
HOLLY
So how’d you guys manage to land that
sweet deal?
LANCE
Basically playing too many video games
and not giving a fuck about school. We
were moderators at tournaments by the
time we were supposed to be applying
for college. Companies were already
interested in hiring us. So we said
fuck it. Why wait four years to start
our careers?

Lance prepares to throw the ball. He doesn’t seem to have a
good grip.
HOLLY
Miss!
Lance releases too early. The ball sails over the gutter
and lands in another team’s lane. Cries of indignation
follow.
HOLLY
Sorry. Couldn’t resist. Anyway, it
sounds like you’re set for life. You
never have to grow up.
LANCE
I wouldn’t say that.
Holly takes another ball off the rack.
HOLLY
It’s okay. That’s what I like the
most about you. Growing up sucks.
Holly comes after Lance with the ball. Lance darts out of
the way as she pretends to throw it at him. Instead, she
rolls it down the lane.
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HOLLY
Still, I’m surprised you and Anders
don’t look alike anymore. I mean you’re
still into the same stuff but you don’t
look the part. What made you change,
really? It couldn’t be just better
taste in music.

Lance takes his ball from the rack.
LANCE
That’s what it was at first. I met a
girl who was really into punk and glam
rock so naturally, I got into punk and
glam rock. But she was never about the
image. I guess she kinda rubbed off on
me. So I lost the getup and quit the
Manson worship.
Holly gives him a quizzical look.
HOLLY
Sounds like this girl really made an
impression on you.
LANCE
If that’s what you wanna call it.
HOLLY
So what happened to this girl?
LANCE
She’s gone. Let’s bowl, shall we?
Lance turns and rolls his ball down the lane. It veers into
the left gutter, pops back out and rolls into the right.
Lance rubs sweat from his brow. He looks sick. Holly
removes her ball from the rack and approaches Lance with
slight concern.
HOLLY
Are you alright?
Lance turns around. Bad lighting accentuates the bags under
his eyes.
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LANCE
Peachy.
HOLLY
Good. Think fast!

Holly lobs her ball at Lance. He doesn’t think fast. It
strikes him hard in the foot. Drops him.
Holly throws her hands over her mouth in shock.
LANCE
I’m okay!
Lance attempts to stand. He shrieks and falls again.
INT. HOLLY’S CAR – NIGHT
Holly drives. Lance sits beside her, shoe in his lap.
Holly glances at his foot O.S. from the corner of her eye.
She flicks her eyes up, meets his and mouths “sorry.”
INT. BALTIMORE APARTMENT, ANDERS’S ROOM – NIGHT
A solitary bed sits amongst a clutter of cardboard boxes.
A laptop propped on one of the boxes blasts thunderous
death metal.
Anders lies shirtless on a bench press. He gurgles along
with the music as he lifts weights with vigor.
Lance limps into the doorframe and props himself against
it. His detached shoe dangles by its laces from his hand.
Anders spots him and drops the barbell into its collars,
embarrassed. He sits upright and stops the music.
LANCE
Relax, Lord Worm. It’s just me. You
need a spot?
I’m fine.

ANDERS
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Anders restarts the music and continues to lift. He does a
few pumps before he stops and realizes Lance is still
there. He sets down the barbell again and lowers the music.
LANCE
You’re pissed, aren’t you?
ANDERS
Why would I be pissed?
Why else?

LANCE

Anders sighs and continues to lift.
ANDERS
It’s been what? Six years since we
broke up? Besides, I’ve seen her go out
with bigger douchebags than you.
LANCE
Well, I’m seeing her again next week.
You say the word and it’s off.
ANDERS
It’s fine. I’ll catch you later.
LANCE
Are you sure you don’t need a spot? I
don’t think it’s safe to be lifting
with the music that loud.
ANDERS
I’m not the one you should be worrying
about. Have you looked in the mirror
lately? You look like shit.
Anders’s eyes flick toward Lance’s foot. His eyes bug out.
He drops the barbell into its collars and bolts upright.
ANDERS
And your foot looks like an eggplant!
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INT. BALTIMORE APARTMENT, BEDROOM – NIGHT
Lance sits on a bare mattress in an empty room. His bare
foot lies propped up on the bed. It’s huge! Purple, bulbous
and gross. Blood trickles from the big toe’s cracked nail.
Lance whimpers as he sticks a band-aid over the nail and
covers his foot with a bag of frozen waffle fries.
INT. BALTIMORE APARTMENT, HALLWAY – NIGHT
Anders creeps into the darkened hallway. He opens a door
and peaks inside.
ANDERS’S P.O.V.
Lance lies asleep in the room beyond, curled up with a
pillow and an undersized blanket. The bag of waffle fries
has melted and soaked the mattress.
INT. BALTIMORE APARTMENT, LIVING ROOM – NIGHT
Anders takes a seat on an old couch across from a TV. He
produces a cell phone and dials a number.
FLORA (V.O.)
Hello.
Flora?

ANDERS

FLORA (V.O.)
Anders? What time is it? Are you okay?
ANDERS
I’m fine. I just wanted to see if you
were okay.
FLORA (V.O.)
I’m okay.
ANDERS
You don’t sound tired. What are you
doing up so late?
FLORA (V.O.)
Just thinking.
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ANDERS
You could’ve called me, you know.

INT. BALTIMORE APARTMENT, BEDROOM – NIGHT
Lance’s eyes flicker open. He perks up at the sound of
Anders’s voice.
INT. BALTIMORE APARTMENT, LIVING ROOM – NIGHT
Something stirs in the distance. Anders perks up.
FLORA (V.O.)
There’s so many things I wish I had
back. I just wanted us to be closer. But
it feels like I was driving him away.
ANDERS
There’s no reason you need to feel that
way, Flora. You’ve always been a very
genuine person.
Footsteps approach.
ANDERS
Shit! I just set the stove on fire!
Flora, I gotta go!
Anders flips his phone shut. Lance limps into the room.
ANDERS
What are you doing up?
LANCE
I gotta pee.
Lance looks around.
LANCE
Why are you sitting in the dark?
Awkward silence.
LANCE
That was Flora, wasn’t it?
Anders shrugs.
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LANCE
You weren’t about to tell her, were you?
ANDERS
I’m part of this, remember? I can’t tell
her anything.
LANCE
You’re right... So why were you talking
to her?
ANDERS
What do you care?

Awkward silence.
LANCE
Nature calls.
INT. BALTIMORE APARTMENT, BATHROOM – NIGHT
Lance enters and shuts the door behind him. As soon as he
does, he whirls around and vomits into the toilet. He falls
to his knees and gags.
He reaches up beside him and turns on the sink. The faucet
drowns out the sound of his retches.
Anders knocks on the door.
ANDERS (V.O.)
Hey man. You okay?
Lance spits and wipes his mouth.
LANCE
I had a lot to drink.
Lance gags and returns his head to the toilet.
INT. BALTIMORE APARTMENT, HALLWAY – NIGHT
Anders steps away from the door, perplexed.
ANDERS
(to himself)
You didn’t seem that drunk before.
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INT. FLORA’S APARTMENT, LIVING ROOM – NIGHT
SUPER: ONE WEEK LATER
Old pizza boxes, discarded cookie packages and empty tubs
of ice cream clutter the living room.
Flora sits on the couch in front of the TV. She wears an
old T-shirt and boxer shorts. Her mouth is covered in
chocolate. A tub of ice cream sits between her legs.
Flora shovels melted ice cream into her mouth. She stops
and drops the spoon into the tub. Her stomach utters a
loud, elongated gurgle. Flora clutches her belly and moans
in discomfort.
INT. FLORA’S APARTMENT, BEDROOM – NIGHT
Flora lies on the bed. Her stomach grumbles.
She rolls onto her back and stares out into space. A single
tear trickles from her eye.
DREAM SEQUENCE
Someone walks behind Flora. She turns her head toward them.
It’s an imaginary version of herself.
The imaginary Flora holds a makeshift noose in her hands
made of bed sheets tied together. She opens the door to a
nearby closet.
The imaginary Flora ties the noose around a metal clothes
rack inside the closet. She stands on a stool under it and
secures the noose around her neck.
She takes a deep breath and kicks the stool out from under
her. She falls. The noose pulls taught.
The imaginary Flora chokes in midair for a moment before
the rack rips out of the wall. She falls to the floor.
Clothes slide off the broken rack and pile on top of her.
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INT. BATHROOM (DREAM SEQUENCE)
Flora holds a pistol in her hand. She steps into the shower
and slides the curtain closed. Her silhouette aims the gun
at its head and fires.
CUT TO BLACK
Rhythmic beeping.
FADE IN:
INT. HOSPITAL ROOM (DREAM SEQUENCE) - DAY
FLORA’S P.O.V.
Flora looks up and sees her feet at the end of the bed. She
looks around and finds herself connected to life support.
FLORA (V.O.)
Where am I?
A DOCTOR (40s), bald, bespectacled, appears beside her.
DOCTOR
Why at the hospital, of course. You’ve
been in a coma for twenty years.
The doctor holds up a ludicrously oversized document.
DOCTOR
Here’s your bill.
$999,999,999.99 is written in bold letters at the bottom of
the page.
BACK TO SCENE
Flora reaches to the side of the bed and produces the foam
dart gun. She aims it at her head and shoots. The dart
thumps against her temple.
INT. BALTIMORE APARTMENT, ANDERS’S ROOM - DAY
Anders unpacks one of the cardboard boxes. It’s full of
office supplies. Anders props each item up on a nearby
computer desk.
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His phone buzzes in his pocket. He glances at the caller ID
then answers it.
Lance appears in the doorway. He’s pale. His eyes are red
and damp. Anders freezes.
LANCE
I’m heading out.
ANDERS
How’s it going, Flora?
Lance and Anders lock eyes.
FLORA (V.O.)
Can you talk?
Anders shoots Lance a quizzical look. Lance doesn’t know
how to react.
ANDERS
Not right now. My friend’s helping me
move some things. Heavy things. But he
has to leave before too long.
FLORA (V.O.)
I really need to talk to someone.
ANDERS
I can call you tonight, is that okay?
FLORA (V.O.)
I guess it’ll have to do.
Flora hangs up. Anders returns the phone to his pocket.
ANDERS
Should I not call her back?
LANCE
You already said you would. It’d be
weird if you didn’t.
Anders shrugs.

	
  

56	
  
LANCE
Why are you her shoulder to cry on all
on a sudden?
ANDERS
She needs someone to talk to. Her
parents are careerists and don’t have
time for her, remember?
LANCE
You’re doing this because of me and
Holly, aren’t you? Be honest.
ANDERS
Just because Flora’s in pieces on
account of you doesn’t mean everyone
else is.

Lance stammers. Awkward silence follows.
LANCE
You’re right. I’ll just fuck off then.
Lance rubs his eyes and exits the doorframe.
ANDERS
You didn’t just puke again, did you?
LANCE (O.S)
Don’t worry. I used my own mouthwash
this time.
INT. FLORA’S APARTMENT, BEDROOM – DAY
Flora dials a number on her phone and brings it to her ear.
BERT (V.O.)
Hello.
INT. PARENTS’ HOUSE, LIVING ROOM – DAY
Linda sits in a chair while Bert paces back and forth.
BERT
We have a limited window of opportunity
here. We have to get Flora to find out
the truth without telling her ourselves.
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LINDA
I think you’re putting your energies
into the wrong places. The girl needs
comfort. If only for today.
BERT
Lance said all we had to do was keep
our mouths shut. Now we’re supposed to
comfort the girl?
LINDA
Only because Anders is out of town.

Bert stops pacing. He takes a seat beside Linda and rubs
his chin in thought.
BERT
Out of town with Lance, that is.
INT. AQUARIUM, SHARK TANK
Lance and Holly stand amongst a crowd of people and stare
into a tank of grey nurse sharks.
Lance turns away from Holly and breathes into his hand to
check his breath. He grimaces and turns back to Holly.
LANCE
Can I have an Altoid?
Holly produces a can of mints. Lance takes one and pops it
into his mouth. He makes a face.
LANCE
Thanks. You know, I think sand tiger
sharks are the nerds of the sea.
Holly taps the “label” on the tank.
Lance clears his throat.
LANCE
Excuse me. Grey nurse sharks. Anyway, I
know they could rip me to shreds, easy.
But I don’t think they’re getting any
shark poon with those teeth.
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HOLLY
Did you really just say shark poon?
LANCE
I believe the scientific term is cloaca.
HOLLY
Too graphic.
LANCE
Sorry.

They return their attention to the sharks.
HOLLY
I always thought hammerheads were the
nerds of the sea.
LANCE
Why is that?
HOLLY
They’re uglier than grey nurse sharks
and they always swim in schools.
It takes a moment for Lance to get it.
LANCE
That was a really lame joke.
HOLLY
You’re a really lame joke.
Lance smiles. Holly smiles back. She kisses him. He kisses
back for just a moment before she breaks away.
She licks her lips. Lance stiffens.
LANCE
What’s wrong?
HOLLY
Did your Altoid taste weird?
LANCE
It didn’t have enough mint on it. I
didn’t want to ask for another one.
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HOLLY
Oh shit.
LANCE
What? You don’t still roll do you?

INT. AQUARIUM, ESCALATOR
Lance and Holly ride an escalator over a large illuminated
pool. Sharks and rays glide beneath the glassy surface.
Lance rests his arm over Holly’s shoulder. He rubs her arm,
nuzzles her cheek and smells her hair.
HOLLY
Having fun?
LANCE
This feels so right.
Lance nibbles at Holly’s neck. She recoils.
HOLLY
What does?
LANCE
You and me. I’ve been thinking about us
ever since high school. You’ve always
been in the back of my mind.
HOLLY
That would be the E talking.
LANCE
I’m serious. I know we’re not together
or whatever. But we’ve got the ball
rolling. Don’t tell me you didn’t feel
the same way growing up.
HOLLY
I don’t think we should be having this
conversation right now.
LANCE
Why not? I’m only saying what I’d be
saying later on anyway.
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HOLLY
I don’t think you’re in the right state
of mind.
LANCE
Come on.

Lance tugs playfully at Holly’s arm.
HOLLY
Would you stop that?
He does.
HOLLY
I guess you were in the back of my mind
too for a while. I was always hoping
you’d make a move. But you never did.
So I moved on. I just wish you had a
little more nerve back then.
Lance looks somewhat dejected.
HOLLY
Don’t make that face.
Holly pokes Lance’s cheeks. Lance puts on a goofy smile.
HOLLY
Maybe I shouldn’t encourage you right
now, what with me accidentally drugging
you and all. But you’ve got nerve to
spare now. And I still like you.
Lance sneaks a peck on Holly’s lips. When he draws his head
back, it’s Flora in front of him. He jumps back in shock.
His back hits the side of the escalator.
FLORA
(Holly’s voice)
Watch out!
Lance whirls around. He looks down at the pool below with
drugged-out eyes. Sharks and rays dart to and fro. The
sound of gnashing teeth presents itself.
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Lance looks up. A whale skeleton suspended from the ceiling
casts sinister shadows on the wall. Monstrous roars ensue.
LANCE
I’m in a very bad place right now!
FLORA
(Holly’s voice)
Note to self. Don’t mix drugs with
breath mints.
INT. PARENTS’ HOUSE, LIVING ROOM – DAY
Flora sits in a chair. She wears a floral pattern dress, a
beret and a bow in her hair.
She stares at a picture frame on a nearby desk. It features
a YOUNG LANCE (7) in a Ninja Turtle costume. Her lip
quivers.
Lance’s parents sit on the couch across from her. They look
very awkward. Linda nudges Bert.
BERT
Have you ever seen Drop Dead Fred?
FLORA
That’s my favorite movie.
BERT
I know. Lance told us.
Bert clears his throat.
BERT
You look like Phoebe Cates in that
outfit.
FLORA
Really?
LINDA
(hushed, to Bert)
See, that wasn’t so hard.
(to Flora)
I’m sorry, Flora, but I don’t think
we’re in much of a state to be of any
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comfort.
FLORA
Well, I can’t talk to Anders. He’s busy
moving to Baltimore.
BERT
And there’s no reason you can’t go to
Baltimore.
LINDA
We’ve been thinking. It’s always hard
to stay at home after someone dies with
all the memories they leave behind.
BERT
So we thought a change of scenery might
do you some good. We want to book you a
hotel in Baltimore for the weekend so
you can help Anders move in.
LINDA
We think the two of you could benefit
from each other’s company.
FLORA
You would do that for me?
BERT
Of course we would. But you have to
keep it secret.
LINDA
We want Anders to be surprised.
FLORA
I really appreciate it.

Flora looks at Lance’s picture. She reflects for a moment.
FLORA
But I can’t.
BERT
Why not?
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FLORA
Baltimore was a special place to Lance.
I don’t think I’d feel any better there.
LINDA
But you’d be with Anders—
FLORA
Anders has done enough for me already. I
think he needs some time to himself. I
know I’m not the only one Lance left
behind.
LINDA
I’ve got an idea. What if we all went
out to dinner tonight? That might help
to take our mind off things.
BERT
That’s a great idea. We can go to Suki,
Suki Now! There’s a real party place.
LINDA
I’m pretty sure Suki, Suki Now! is
closed, honey.
BERT
What are you talking about? They do
their biggest business on the weekend.

Linda shoots Bert a look.
LINDA
I really think they’re closed today.
INT. SUKI, SUKI NOW! – NIGHT (DREAM SEQUENCE)
A happening Japanese restaurant in the vein of Benihana.
Flora and Lance’s parents sit in front of an iron grill and
watch their CHEF juggles knives in front of them. Everyone
in the room claps and cheers except for Flora. She stares
at a pair of shrimp as they fry on the grill.
Flora stands up and leaps onto the grill. The sizzle of
scorched flesh. Steam erupts from the red hot metal.
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The entire room erupts in shock. Lance’s parents recoil in
horror. The startled chef loses control of his knives. He
looks up as one of them flips through the air and flies
back toward his face.
The knife hits him square in the forehead. He collapses on
the grill with Flora.
BACK TO SCENE
Bert clears his throat.
BERT
Now that you mention it, I think Suki,
Suki Now! is closed.
LINDA
We could always go to Casa de la Fiesta.
INT. CASA DE LA FIESTA – NIGHT (DREAM SEQUENCE)
A hokey Mexican restaurant complete with sombreros and
colored lights hung from the walls.
Flora and Lance’s parents sit at a table.
Flora stares at a cheese-covered burrito plate in front of
her. It’s a little light on the ranchera sauce.
FLORA
Could you pass the hot sauce please.
Bert passes her a bottle of hot sauce. Flora unscrews the
top, puts it to her lips and throws her head back.
Linda jumps out of her chair as Flora guzzles the bottle’s
contents. Bert leaps across the table and slaps the bottle
out of Flora’s hand.
Flora looks up. Her face is beet red. She clutches her
throat and gasps for air.
BACK TO SCENE
Bert blinks then shakes his head.
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BERT
Casa de la Fiesta, it is.

INT. CASA DE LA FIESTA – NIGHT
Flora and Lance’s parents sit at a table.
The WAITER sets down a smoking plate of fajitas in front of
Flora. Bert shudders. Flora stares at it.
FLASHBACK
Flora and Lance sit at a table. Flora has a plate of
fajitas. Lance, a burrito plate.
Flora extends a forkful of steak toward Lance’s mouth. He
takes it into his mouth and makes an “mmm” sound.
Flora attempts to retract the fork. Lance catches it
between his teeth. Flora giggles and tugs at the fork.
Lance bites down harder.
FLORA
Give me back my fork!
Flora tugs at the fork. It doesn’t budge.
Flora lets go and pouts playfully. Lance lets the fork
droop in his mouth. Flora grabs for it. Lance bites down on
it again as she pulls away.
FLORA
Asshole!
Lance laughs between his teeth. Flora grabs the fork with
both hands and pulls.
BACK TO SCENE
Flora bursts into tears. The waiter and Lance’s parents
stand in awkward silence.
INT. HOLLY’S CAR – NIGHT
Holly drives down a city street. Lance sits beside her. His
cell phone buzzes in his pocket. He answers it.
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LANCE
Hiya Pop!
BERT
I think you should know that your
mother and I just spent an hour at Casa
de la Fiesta watching your widowed ex
weep like a willow into a plate of
Fajitas Bonitas.

Bert’s voice is so loud, Holly hears it. She flicks her
eyes in Lance’s direction.
BERT
I don’t think it’s fair that you’re out
there enjoying yourself while your
parents are stuck on damage control.
LANCE
Why are you calling me about this? I
didn’t ask you to take her out.
BERT
Look, Lance. Maybe she’s a little off
but what you’re doing is completely
deranged. You say you know her and what
she’s capable of so I’ll take your word
for it for the time being. I just think
you should be aware of the consequences
of your actions.
Bert hangs up.
HOLLY
What was that about?
LANCE
I guess you could say I still have the
residue of another life I need to
scrape off my shoe.
HOLLY
It was a rhetorical question. I heard
the whole conversation.
LANCE
He’s pretty loud, isn’t he?
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HOLLY
What’d you do, Lance?
LANCE
Remember that girl I was talking about
last week? Well, I broke up with her.
Obviously, she’s taking it kinda hard.
HOLLY
It sounded a lot more complicated than
that on the phone.
LANCE
Her and I are done. Don’t worry. I’m
not carrying any baggage.
HOLLY
You sure sound like you are. What
happened? You can tell me.
LANCE
I’d rather not talk about it.
HOLLY
I think I should know what I’m getting
myself into. What’d you do? I believe
your father used the word deranged.
LANCE
I didn’t do anything. I mean aren’t
there two sides to every story?
HOLLY
There are. Yours and hers. I’m sure
she’s not a complete monster.
LANCE
Not exactly.

INT. FLORA’S APARTMENT, BEDROOM – DAY (FLASHBACK)
Lance and Flora lie in bed. Lance snores with his face
buried between Flora’s bare breasts. Flora gives him a
nudge. He grunts.
FLORA
Get off my boobs, honeybuns.
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Lance gets up and wipes drool from the side of his face.
Flora rubs a spot of his drool from her chest and wipes it
on his shoulder.
LANCE
So what do you wanna do today?
FLORA
Absolutely nothing.
LANCE
You do realize I’m prepared to
overdraft the fuck out of my bank
account, right?
FLORA
Come on, baby. We both know Valentine’s
Day is bullshit. The single people are
depressed and all the boyfriends have
to blow a ton of money on their
girlfriends. So I say we stay in. We
don’t need a special day to prove we
love each other.
LANCE
You know, if you really wanted to go
against the grain, you would take me
out and blow a ton of money on me.
Gender equality, you know?
Flora gives Lance’s nipple a tweak. He yelps.
LANCE
So what’s your pleasure, mon cher?
FLORA
I’m thinking we order some pizza and
watch movies all day. I was thinking
some Phantasm II.
LANCE
That’s funny. I was thinking some
Phantasm too. I mean Phantasm the
sequel and Phantasm also.
FLORA
Yeah? Some Reggie Banister sound good?
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INT. FLORA’S APARTMENT, LIVING ROOM – NIGHT (FLASHBACK)
Lance and Flora sit on the couch in makeshift pajamas and
watch a movie.
Flora bursts into laughter in reaction to a gag. Lance
mimics her perfectly. Flora laughs harder in reaction to
Lance. He mimics her again. She laughs even harder. She
can’t stop herself.
After a moment, Flora starts to calm down. Lance mimics her
attempts to catch her breath. She bursts into laughter
again. Tears stream down her cheeks.
Flora makes another attempt to calm herself. Lance mimics
her again.
Flora jumps on top of Lance and sticks her bare foot in his
mouth. He shoves her off and jumps on top of her. He starts
to make out with her. She recoils in disgust.
FLORA
Ew! Feet breath!
LANCE
It’s your feet!
Lance lunges forward and locks lips with her again. She
resists for a moment then kisses him back.
END FLASHBACK
EXT. BALTIMORE APARTMENT – NIGHT
Holly’s car pulls up in front of the building.
INT. HOLLY’S CAR - NIGHT
Lance opens the door.
HOLLY
I know something’s going on, Lance.
Until you’re ready to talk about it, I
think we should hold off on seeing each
other like this.
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LANCE
Fair enough.

EXT. BALTIMORE APARTMENT - NIGHT
Lance steps out of the car and proceeds toward the
apartment. Holly drives away.
INT. BALTIMORE APARTMENT, LIVING ROOM - NIGHT
Anders lies on the couch watching TV. He guzzles beer from
Drinky the Horn. Empty bottles clutter the coffee table in
front of him.
A door slams O.S. Lance enters.
LANCE
Hello, my little cornflower-haired
friend.
Anders sits up. Drinky the Horn slips out of his hand and
spills on the floor.
Lance takes a seat beside Anders and hooks an arm around
him. Anders stiffens.
LANCE
Tell me. How’s Flora?
Anders squirms. Lance tightens his grip and lays his head
on Anders’s shoulder.
LANCE
You like her, don’t you?
ANDERS
What are you talking about—
LANCE
It’s okay. I liked her. She’s a
wonderful person when she isn’t so
needy.
Lance nuzzles Anders’s shoulder. Anders turns.
ANDERS
What the fuck is wrong with you?
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LANCE
I did some ecstasy.

Lance giggles and turns to Anders. Anders looks back at him
with glazed eyes.
LANCE
What’s wrong with you?
ANDERS
I’m super drunk.
Lance glances at the bottles on the table.
LANCE
Why are you drinking by yourself?
Anders looks around.
ANDERS
You know, I think I still have some of
that eucalyptus gel somewhere.
Lance perks up.
LATER
Anders lies in a stupor on one side of the couch. A thick
strand of drool drips from his mouth onto the upholstery.
Lance sits on the other side of the couch. He rubs
eucalyptus gel on the inside of a dust mask and straps it
to his face. He takes a deep breath and giggles.
INT. PARENTS’ HOUSE, BEDROOM – NIGHT
The room is dark. Bert sits upright in bed. Linda stirs.
LINDA
Bert? What are you doing?
Linda turns on a lamp on a bedside table.
BERT
Don’t you think it’s time we stopped
letting our son walk all over us?
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LINDA
What are you talking about?
BERT
We spent years saving up money for
Lance to go to college and what does he
do? He drops out of high school to play
video games for the rest of his life.
LINDA
He’s done worse. At least we’ve had
some extra money to fall back on.
BERT
You’re right, Linda. He has done worse.
And this thing happening right now...
This is the worst. We have to tell that
girl the truth.
LINDA
We can’t! Bert, she’ll be scarred for
life! You said you didn’t want to get
involved!
BERT
We are involved, Linda. She said she’d
like to go out again some time. How
many more times are we supposed to take
her to Casa de la Fiesta? It’s not like
we can say no.
LINDA
I think it’s going to take a lot more
than telling the truth to fix this.
BERT
We’ll do whatever it takes. I think
it’s about time we acted like real
parents and taught our son a lesson.

EXT. TIKI BAR – DAY
Lance and Anders sit across from Holly, both pale and
disheveled. They look worse than ever.
LANCE
I got an interview with Brutal next week.
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HOLLY
Congrats.
ANDERS
Yeah, congrats. Let’s not forget who
actually got you this far.
LANCE
Thanks for applying for my lazy ass.
ANDERS
And following up with the company to
make sure they had your resume and knew
who you were?
LANCE
I was gonna do that. You didn’t have to—
ANDERS
They would’ve never called you if it
weren't for me.

Awkward silence. Lance downs the last of a drink.
LANCE
Hold that thought.
Lance excuses himself.
HOLLY
What’s going on with you guys? Lance
looks like he’s lost weight and you—
ANDERS
I’m just tired. Moving’s taking a
really long time. What about you?
What’s going on with you and Lance?
HOLLY
Nothing’s going on. We’re still just
friends.
ANDERS
I was just curious. You don’t have to
get defensive.
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HOLLY
I’m not getting defensive. We are still
just friends. We’re just... You’re mad,
aren’t you?
ANDERS
Why would I be mad? He’s my friend.
You’re my friend. Why would I be mad
that my friends are... just friends?
HOLLY
Anders, cut the shit. I know when
you’re upset about something.

INT. TRUCK – DAY
Anders drives. Lance lies in the backseat.
ANDERS
I still like Holly.
LANCE
Why didn’t you tell me?
ANDERS
I didn’t wanna get between you two.
LANCE
I didn’t want her to get between us.
You should’ve told me. I would’ve let
you make the move instead of me.
ANDERS
I knew you liked her.
LANCE
What? Since when?
ANDERS
Since high school. Since always. I let
you make the move. I just had no idea
how it would affect me.
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LANCE
Well, I think you still have a shot.
You didn’t have to do that, you know.
Just like you didn’t have to help me
fake my own death. You knew it was a
bad idea but you still helped. I don’t
think I could ask for a better friend.
ANDERS
You think faking your death was a bad
idea?
LANCE
Kinda. I mean it still had to be done.
It was for a good reason.
ANDERS
Are you sure about that?

INT. FLORA’S APARTMENT, ENTRANCE HALL – NIGHT (FLASHBACK)
Lance grabs the front doorknob. Flora appears behind him.
Black tears blemish her face.
FLORA
You think if you walk out that door,
you’ll just magically be happier?
LANCE
Maybe not magically. But I’ll be able to
get my shit straight, that’s for sure.
FLORA
I’m not the one holding you back, Lance.
You have no basis to feel that way.
LANCE
But I do feel that way. That’s what
matters. I’m not happy in this
relationship. I don’t have to explain
myself. That’s enough.
FLORA
You’re right. You don’t have to explain
yourself. But I wish you would. Out of
respect for me.
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LANCE
You think if I did, you’d really feel
any better?
FLORA
I don’t know. Maybe I would. At least
I’ll have heard it.

Lance sighs and turns around.
LANCE
You put me on a pedestal, Flora. It’s
not good. I’m not the kind of guy who
should be on anyone’s pedestal.
FLORA
Why not?
LANCE
Because...
FLORA
What am I supposed to do? I love you.
LANCE
See? That’s what I’m talking about. I
don’t know how to handle that.
Lance turns back to the door. Flora rushes up and grabs him
around the waist.
FLORA
Please don’t leave me, Lance.
Lance freezes.
FLORA
Please.
Flora rubs her face against Lance’s shirt.
FLORA
Please.
Fresh tears well up in her eyes.
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FLORA
Please.
LANCE
I’m sorry, Flora.

Lance grabs the doorknob. Flora’s face changes.
FLORA
Fine. Break up with me. If you think
you have to. But you’ll regret it.
LANCE
I wouldn’t expect you to take me back.
FLORA
I can’t take you back if I’m dead.
LANCE
What?
END FLASHBACK
INT. VIDEO STORE – NIGHT
Lance browses a selection of new releases in full disguise.
FLORA (O.S.)
Sounds way too depressing.
Lance freezes.
CLERK (O.S.)
Are you sure?
Further down the aisle, Flora stands with a VIDEO CLERK.
The clerk holds a DVD in his hand. He reads the back.
CLERK
It says an inspiring tale of friendship
for viewers from all walks of life.
FLORA
Depressing.
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CLERK
Sure to warm every heart and put a
smile on every face.
FLORA
Depressing.
CLERK
Two thumbs up.
FLORA
Whatever. It’s either two thumbs up or
two thumbs down or one thumb up and one
thumb down. Great system!

Flora grabs the DVD out of the clerk’s hand and proceeds
toward Lance. He can’t move.
Flora stops beside him and holds up the DVD.
FLORA
Have you seen this?
Lance slowly turns his head to the side. His eyes meet
Flora’s. She seems to glow. Lance’s lip quivers behind the
fake beard.
FLORA
Well?
A light flickers above. Flora’s glow vanishes. Lance clears
his throat.
LANCE
(Russian accent)
No, I have not seen this movie.
Flora sighs and proceeds back toward the clerk. She hands
the DVD back to him and grabs another off the shelf.
Lance watches her proceed to the register. After a moment,
he turns and addresses the camera.
LANCE
(Russian accent)
Fuck my life.
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INT. PARENTS’ HOUSE, LIVING ROOM – DAY
SUPER: ONE WEEK LATER
Flora sits on the couch. Bert and Linda sit in armchairs
across from her. A third chair sits beside them.
Flora pours herself a glass of pink lemonade from a pitcher
on the coffee table.
FLORA
So what’s this all about?
LINDA
There’s someone important we want you
to meet.
BERT
She’s a suicide councilor. She’s stuck
in traffic at the moment but—
FLORA
Wait. What?
LINDA
It’s okay, Flora. We’re here to help.
FLORA
I’m not suicidal.
BERT
We know about the death threats, Flora.
Lance told us everything.
FLORA
You mean back when we were having
problems? I only said those things in
the heat of the moment. I would never
kill myself.
BERT
You have to understand. We just
couldn’t take that chance.
LINDA
There’s something you don’t know about
Lance.
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FLORA
What?

Flora takes a sip of lemonade.
BERT
He’s alive.
Flora’s jaw drops. Lemonade spills out of her mouth. She
snaps her jaw shut and wipes her chin.
FLORA
That’s impossible. We had a funeral. I
dumped his ashes into the ocean.
BERT
That was cement mix. Lance is in
Baltimore. He faked his own death so he
wouldn't have to break up with you.
FLORA
Is this part of an intervention or
something? Because I don’t believe you.
BERT
Could we make this up?
FLORA
I don’t know. Could you?
BERT
Could Lance is the question.
FLORA
You’re lying!
BERT
Why would we lie?
The glass of lemonade slips from Flora’s hand and falls on
the floor. Flora turns and looks at the picture of Lance
dressed like a Ninja Turtle. Her face is blank.
Lance’s parents look at each other, confused. After a
moment, they turn back to Flora. Her eyes hold on the
picture.
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LINDA
Honey, your nose is bleeding.

Indeed, blood trickles from Flora’s nostril.
FLORA
Really? I can’t feel my face.
INT. BALTIMORE APARTMENT, LIVING ROOM – DAY
Lance and Anders sit on the couch. Lance takes a hit from a
bowl of weed.
LANCE
I’ve come to the conclusion that I
really am a huge douchebag and generally
a fucked up person all around.
ANDERS
(sarcastic)
No! Really?
Lance passes the bowl to Anders.
LANCE
I’ve never had any of my girlfriends
completely figured out. Who am I to
judge Flora? If there was an Academy
Awards for degenerate fucks, I’d be
Daniel Day Lewis.
Anders lights the bowl.
LANCE
But I’m gonna make this right. When we
get back home, I’m gonna tell Flora the
truth.
Anders coughs. Lit marijuana shoots out of the bowl and
flies onto the floor.
LANCE
Shit, man! You trying to start a fire!
Lance stomps out the marijuana embers and gets on his hands
and knees to pick up the rest.
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Anders coughs and sputters as he catches his breath.
ANDERS
Are you crazy?! You can’t tell Flora
the truth! You think you’re gonna get
her back?! There’s no way!
LANCE
I don’t care. She deserves to know. I’m
a twenty-four year old kid and she’s
the only girl who hasn’t made me feel
like I should be doing other things
with my life. I owe it to her.
ANDERS
How do you know you’re not just gonna
make everything worse? You have no idea
what kind of state she’s in.
Lance sprinkles a pinch of weed onto the coffee table.
LANCE
She hasn’t had a nervous breakdown yet.
Lance sits back on the couch.
ANDERS
Shouldn’t we at least call her first?
LANCE
What for?
ANDERS
To make sure if she’s ready for this.
LATER
Lance and Anders sit on the couch. Anders holds his phone
to his ear.
Hello.

FLORA (V.O.)

ANDERS
Hey Flora. It’s me.
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INT. FLORA’S APARTMENT, LIVING ROOM – DAY
Flora sits on the couch with her cell phone held between
her ear and shoulder.
ANDERS (V.O.)
Just thought I’d see how you’re doing.
FLORA
It’s funny you should ask.
Flora scrapes a butcher knife across the coffee table in
rhythm fashion.
FLORA
I think I’ve turned a corner.
EXT. TIKI BAR - DAY
Lance and Holly converse over drinks.
HOLLY
You still have feelings for her.
LANCE
Not that it matters. I’ve pretty much
burned those bridges for good. I just
thought you should know.
Lance raises his glass.
LANCE
Still friends?
HOLLY
I don’t know. You say you did this
terrible thing but you won’t tell me
what it is. It’s scary.
LANCE
I wanna tell you. I just can’t bring
myself to do it. But I want you to
know it’s something I would never do to
anyone ever again. It’s still eating me
up inside. I guess the question is do
you believe me.
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Lance extends his glass. Holly hesitates for a moment then
clinks glasses with him. Lance sighs in relief.
LANCE
I wish everything else were this easy.
Lance’s phone buzzes in his pocket. He glances at the
caller ID then answers it.
LANCE
Dad. I’m glad you called. You were
right—
BERT (V.O.)
Listen to me, Lance. You have to come
home right now. It’s Flora.
EXT. CITY STREET - DAY
Anders’s truck speeds down the street.
INT. TRUCK – DAY
Anders steps on the gas.
ANDERS
You wanna tell me what’s going on here?
LANCE
Flora knows everything. My dad says
she’s freaking out. If I’m not there in
an hour, she says she’s gonna kill
herself.
ANDERS
Shit! You see?! I told you telling her
was a bad idea!
Anders speeds up.
ANDERS
How’d she find out?

	
  

85	
  
LANCE
I don’t know if my parents told her or
she just figured it out on her own. It
doesn’t matter. They’re on their way to
stall her.

INT. FLORA’S APARTMENT, ENTRANCE HALL - DAY
A knock at the door. Flora enters and opens it. Lance’s
parents stand on the other side. The three stare at each
other for a moment before Flora turns and disappears O.S.
Lance’s parents follow her inside.
EXT. CITY STREET – DAY
SUPER: 45 MINUTES LATER
Anders’s truck squeals around the corner and speeds down
the street.
INT. TRUCK – DAY
Lance holds his phone to his ear.
BERT (V.O.)
Where are you?
LANCE
We’ll be there in five minutes—
ANDERS
No we won’t.
EXT. CITY STREET – DAY
The truck hits a long stretch of bumper to bumper traffic.
Shit!

LANCE (V.O.)

INT. TRUCK – DAY
Anders attempts to pull into the next lane.
ANDERS
I’ll try to take a detour.
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BERT (V.O.)
You better come quick. She’s locked
herself in her room and she’s stopped
responding—

Lance shoves his phone into his pocket. He bursts out of
the car and takes off down the sidewalk.
EXT. SIDEWALK – DAY
Lance zigzags through a crowd of PEDESTRIANS.
A group of CHILDREN (7-8) chase each other through the
crowd in Lance’s direction. Lance dodges the first three.
The fourth comes flying at him. Lance shoves him into a
parked car.
EXT. APARTMENT COMPLEX, PARKING LOT - DAY
Lance speeds across the parking lot and disappears into a
nearby building. He’s flushed and sweaty.
INT. APARTMENT COMPLEX, STAIRWELL – DAY
Lance gasps for air and collapses on the stairs. He takes
out his phone and checks the time.
SUPER: ONE MINUTE LEFT
Lance stuffs the phone back in his pocket, grabs the
railing and hastens up the stairs.
INT. FLORA’S APARTMENT, HALLWAY – DAY
Lance jogs toward the door, exhausted. It’s ajar.
INT. FLORA’S APARTMENT, LIVING ROOM – DAY
Bert and Linda sit on the couch. They stand up as Lance
enters.
LANCE
Is she alright?! Where is she?!
Linda looks at the floor. She furrows her brow as if to
hold back tears. Bert nods toward an ajar door.
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BERT
She’s in there.

Lance proceeds toward the door. He stops in front of it,
takes a step forward then a step back.
LANCE
Flora?
Lance peaks inside the bedroom beyond. He catches a glimpse
of Flora’s bare foot.
LANCE
Are you okay?
He gulps and closes his eyes.
LANCE
Please be okay.
Lance takes a deep breath and steps inside.
BEDROOM
Lance opens his eyes.
Flora lies in bed in a silk robe. Her eyes are closed.
She’s deathly pale. Deep slashes run the length of both her
arms. The sheets are stained with blood.
Lance steps forward and caresses Flora’s foot.
After a moment, he proceeds up the length of the bed and
stops next to her body. He caresses her face. Tears form in
his eyes.
Bert and Linda enter. They watch as Lance climbs into bed
and put his arms around Flora. He rests his head against
her cheek and weeps without a sound.
LANCE
I’m sorry. Please don’t be dead.
Bert and Linda look at each other. Bert lifts the corner of
his mouth in a half-smile.
Lance nuzzles Flora’s cheek.
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His parents watch. Bert grins. Linda gapes.
LANCE
I love you, Flora.
Flora bursts to life. Lance shrieks. Flora cuts him off as
she grabs him in a vice-like embrace and smooshes her lips
against his. Lance’s eyes go nuts.
Flora breaks away from him with a loud pop and swings back
her arm in a 180-degree arc.
LANCE
What the fu—
Flora’s fist smashes into Lance’s nose. Blood sprays the
wall. He sails off the bed.
FLORA
How does it feel, Lance?!
Lance scrambles to his feet. Blood oozes from his broken
nose. Flora climbs off the bed.
FLORA
How does it feel to think someone you
love is dead?!
Lance stammers, too shocked to form a single phrase.
Flora digs at her arms and peels away layers of latex from
her artificial wounds.
FLORA
I should’ve known! It was the first
thing that crossed my mind!
Flora hurls chunks of latex at Lance. He deflects them with
his forearms.
BERT
This was for your own good, Lance.
LINDA
It’s the only way you’d come clean.
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FLORA
What did I do, Lance?! What the fuck
did I do to deserve this?!

Lance attempts to catch his breath.
LANCE
You didn’t do anything.
FLORA
Then how could you do this to me?!
LANCE
I don’t know.
Lance stumbles backward.
FLORA
I can’t believe you! You put in
mourning for three weeks and now you’re
telling me it was all for nothing?!
Lance slumps against the wall.
LANCE
I’ve got a million excuses.
He gasps for air.
LANCE
Just no good ones.
His eyes glaze over.
FLORA
Look at me! The least you can fucking
do right now is look at me!
LANCE
I can’t breathe.
BERT
Stop it, Lance!
LANCE
I can’t...
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Lance trails off and clutches his chest.
BERT
Don’t you dare!
Lance’s body goes limp. He falls forward. Bert catches him
and tries to get him back on his feet.
BERT
You’re going to hear her out, Lance! You
owe it to her!
Shock overcomes Flora. She stumbles backward and takes a
seat on the bed.
Lance slips from Bert’s arms and falls on the floor.
BERT
We can wait, Lance. Any time you want
to start acting like an adult.
Linda sits beside Flora and puts her arm around her.
FLORA
Thank you, guys. I couldn’t have done
this without you.
(to Lance)
Lance. Get up!
An awkward silence passes.
BERT
You’re still here, Lance. You’re not
escaping the situation. You’re just
humiliating yourself.
Silence. Bert steps forward and gives Lance a kick. He
doesn’t react.
Bert kicks him again. Nothing.
The three look at each other in confusion.
EXT. APARTMENT COMPLEX – DAY
PARAMEDICS carry Lance out of the building on a stretcher
and load him into the back of an ambulance.
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Flora and his parents follow close behind. Flora and Linda
are in tears. Bert is dumbstruck.
INT. AMBULANCE – DAY
Lance lies unconscious on the stretcher. A paramedic rips
open his shirt and attaches electrodes to his chest. A
heart monitor comes to life beside them.
Another paramedic lubes up a pair of defibrillator paddles.
The first paramedic watches the heart monitor and gives the
order to defibrillate. The second paramedic presses the
paddles against Lance’s chest.
They repeat several times. The line on the heart monitor
remains flat.
EXT. HOSPITAL – DAY
The ambulance pulls under the portico entrance.
INT. HOSPITAL, CAFETERIA – DAY
SUPER: THREE DAYS LATER
DOCTORS, NURSES and PATIENTS abound.
Anders and Holly sit at a table and pick at plates of
hospital food.
HOLLY
That’s completely insane.
ANDERS
That’s Lance is what it is.
HOLLY
How could you possibly help him do
that?
ANDERS
I didn’t think it was gonna work.
HOLLY
But it did work.
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ANDERS
It was a stupid idea. But Lance is my
best friend. I’d help him do anything.
HOLLY
No matter how morally reprehensible or
mentally unsound?
ANDERS
No matter how crazy.
HOLLY
Would you do it all over again if he
asked you to?
ANDERS
No fucking way. If he had to bury
someone, I might have to consider it.

Holly chuckles and shakes her head. She reaches across the
table and takes Anders’s hand. Their eyes meet.
HOLLY
Don’t ever change.
INT. PATIENT ROOM – DAY
Lance lies in a hospital bed connected to an IV and heart
monitor. His nose is set.
VOICE (V.O.)
Lance. You have a visitor.
Lance looks up. Flora enters. She takes a seat by the bed.
LANCE
Thanks for not being dead.
FLORA
Thank you.
LANCE
Didn’t think you’d want to see me.
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FLORA
You had a heart attack. I’d be lying if
I said I didn’t care. Do they know what
caused it?
LANCE
Stress, apparently. Built up.
FLORA
Well, I’m glad you’re okay. Even if
what you did is unforgivable.
LANCE
I know I already told you this but
seeing as I thought you were dead at
the time—
FLORA
Don’t say you’re sorry.
LANCE
I have to. I’m never going to see you
again.
FLORA
You couldn’t possibly find the words to
tell me how sorry you are.
LANCE
You’re probably right. Besides, I
couldn’t let you forgive me for this.
Not that you’re going to.
FLORA
You’re right. There’s only one thing
you could do for me that would ever
make us even.
LANCE
What? Die?

Lance scoffs.
LANCE
You’ve got that right.
Flora raises an eyebrow. Lance stiffens.
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LANCE
Are you gonna kill me?

Flora laughs.
FLORA
No. I’m think I’m gonna forgive you.
What?

LANCE

FLORA
Well, not right now. You’ve still got
those three weeks to make up for. But
you died, Lance.
LANCE
I did?
FLORA
In the ambulance. For a full minute.
I’m talking to a ghost right now.
LANCE
Not sure how to feel about that.
FLORA
You should be happy. If you want to get
back in my good graces, you’re on the
right track. In the mean time, I want
to say I’m sorry.
LANCE
What could you possibly have to
apologize to me for?
FLORA
I’m not really suicidal. I was just
playing with your feelings. We both
were. It was wrong on both counts.
LANCE
Can we both agree never to play with
each other’s feelings again?
Flora nods.
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FLORA
I just wanted you to know that I’ve
never been with a guy I was so afraid
of losing, I was willing to humiliate
myself not to.
LANCE
And I’ve never been so afraid to lose a
girl, I had a myocardial infarction.
FLORA
Flattery will get you nowhere.
LANCE
I guess we’re both capable of doing
some really crazy things.
FLORA
You’re right. We should probably both
get our heads checked. But that’s okay.
Because in our own fucked up way, I
know we love each other.

EXT. HOSPITAL, PARKING LOT – DAY
Flora emerges from the hospital. She pushes Lance in a
wheelchair. The couple heads off into the parking lot as
the sun sets.
FLORA
Can I ask you something?
LANCE
Hmm?
FLORA
If you wanted to fake your own death,
why didn’t you just pretend to get
hit by a car or something? Getting
eaten by a bear is so random.
LANCE
It made sense. We were going camping.
FLORA
Nobody actually gets eaten by bears.
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LANCE
Some people do.
FLORA
Are there even bears in those woods?
LANCE
I think they’re afraid of people.
FLORA
I told you. It makes no sense.
LANCE
But you believed it, didn’t you?
FLORA
Anders was crying. He had boogers
coming out of his nose. Besides, you
thought I was really gonna kill myself.
LANCE
You drank half a bottle of laundry
detergent.
FLORA
Not really. I just swallowed some by
accident.
LANCE
I’m glad it was only a little.
FLORA
Me too. That stuff really burns.
LANCE
What a pair we are.
FLORA
You “bear-ter” believe it.

FADE OUT.

