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INT. HOME OF MOTHER AND FATHER, KITCHEN - NIGHT1 1

It’s an ordinary kitchen on an ordinary evening.  SON, 
39, stands by the sink, rinsing out a tea cup, looking at 
the dark window as he speaks.

SON
Dad, remember that girl I was with 
at the baseball game last year?  
Mary?  I know I haven’t told you 
much about her but. . . . 

She’s taking a job in her 
company’s Atlanta office - it’s a 
great promotion for her.  

She asked me . . . to go with her.

He turns toward his FATHER, who sits at the table.  
FATHER, early 70s, is nearly asleep in his chair, 
demented, eyelids fluttering shut.  He’s done for the 
evening.  SON goes to the stove and pours hot water into 
the cup, throws in a tea bag and sits, silently watching 
his FATHER.

SON
I’m not sure this is the time to 
leave you and Mom alone.  You 
know?

Son stares at his Father for a moment, as if expecting a 
reply - but he knows he’s not going to get a reply.

SON
Yeah.  You’re right.  It’s already 
hard enough on Mom.

EXT. ENTRANCE OF THE HIGH SCHOOL GYMNASIUM - NIGHT. 2 2

MOTHER, 68, stands in a spotlight on the edge of the 
dance floor where her 50th high school reunion is ending.  
She’s wearing a conservative party dress with pearls.  
Behind her some couples are heading to the exit and a 
janitor pushes a broom.  Everyone is in their sixties.  
The light goes off and Mother moves towards the exit.

EXT. HOME OF MOTHER AND FATHER - NIGHT3 3

In the dark of the night, we see FATHER and SON sitting 
in the warm glow of the kitchen window, with warm light 
leaking out the nearby front door.  MOTHER opens the door 
and enters.



INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT4 4

SON
So did you have a good time, Mom?

MOTHER
I did; I did.

She looks at FATHER and sits down at the table across 
from her SON.

SON
Good.  I'm glad.  You deserve it.

MOTHER
I sure wish your Father could have 
been with me.  

All around the house are the artifacts of many years 
spent in this house first with children and then without 
them.

MOTHER
(Looking directly at 
her husband)

I admit to some envy seeing the 
other couples.

SON
I would have taken you.

MOTHER
I know you would have.  And don't 
think I wouldn't have been proud 
to have you there.

SON
Then why didn't you let me?

MOTHER
I don't know.  I guess I just felt 
like if your Father couldn't take 
me to my 50th high school reunion, 
then I needed to go on my own.

SON
I suppose.

MOTHER
Besides, you know how your Father 
acts when we leave him with 
someone.  
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SON
Yeah.

MOTHER
You would have been bored sitting 
around with a bunch of old folks.  

SON
I don't know.  It might have been 
fun.

INT. REUNION IN THE HIGH SCHOOL GYMNASIUM - NIGHT5 5

Mother sits next to Mrs. Sloane at a table; Mr. Sloane 
sits on the other side.  Mrs. Sloane is talking to her 
husband and looking across the room. A few couples are 
dancing in the background.

MOTHER (V.O.)
No.  I don't think you would have 
liked it.  I was bored half the 
time myself.

SON (V.O.)
Wasn't Mrs. Sloane there?

Mrs. Sloane pauses in her conversation with the husband 
and turns to MOTHER and asks a question, which is 
politely answered.

MOTHER (V.O.)
She was.  I sat at the table with 
her.  But James was there, of 
course.   

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT6 6

The Father stirs but doesn't wake up.  His ring finger 
twitches. Mother is making a cup of tea.

MOTHER (CONT’D)
Anyway, it was just as well.  I 
hardly recognized anyone.

SON
(Laughs)

What do you expect?  You haven't 
seen most of them since you were 
eighteen.  They probably couldn’t 
recognize you either.
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MOTHER
Oh hush.  

You're right, though.  We sure 
have aged.  Some more than others.  

SON
You still look great, Mom.

MOTHER
Oh, well, I feel my age.  I can 
tell you that.

She fusses with a tea cup.

SON
That's something you don’t think 
about in high school.

MOTHER
What?

SON
Getting old.

MOTHER
Right.  At eighteen you have 
better things to think about.

She absent-mindedly picks up the snow globe and fusses 
with it.

SON
I suppose.

MOTHER
Like love, for one.  Sex.

SON
Okay, Mother.

MOTHER
(Laughs)

You poor thing.  Children never 
like to hear their parents talk 
about sex.

SON
Why should they?

MOTHER
How do children think they got 
here to begin with?
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SON
Mother.

Mother sets down the snow globe and stands behind 
Father’s chair, not exactly embracing him, but with her 
hands on the back of his chair.  Pointing at her son.

MOTHER
I'll tell you.  Their mothers and 
fathers had sex.

Momentarily, Father is standing beside Mother, quite 
alert, his arm around her.  He kisses her neck, while 
giving the distressed Son a playful glance.

SON
Okay, okay!

MOTHER
Your Mother and Father had sex.

He abruptly rises from his chair and paces. Father is 
still asleep in his chair.

SON
Would you stop already!

But Mother is having too much fun with this one; she 
makes a lewd dance move.

MOTHER
We got down and did the dirty 
thing.

SON
Jesus, Mother.  Have you been 
drinking?

MOTHER
Well, I did have a glass of spiked 
punch.

SON
Can we please talk about something 
else?

INT. DARKENED HALLWAY IN THE HOUSE YEARS BEFORE - NIGHT7 7

The Son, age 6, moves slowly down the hallway, clutching 
a stuffed bear.  The door at the end of the hallway is 
open a crack; a little light comes through.
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MOTHER (V.O.)
It's the image, isn't it?

SON (V.O.)
What?

MOTHER (V.O.)
You just need to get over it.

SON (V.O.)
What are you talking about, 
Mother?

The boy shuffles closer to the door. We hear the muffled 
sounds of a man and woman talking, laughing.

MOTHER (V.O.)
I planted the image in your mind.

SON (V.O.)
Mother, please.  Stop.

MOTHER (V.O.)
Of your mother and Father doing 
the dirty thing.

CLOSEUP on the boy’s face, catching a crack of light as 
he strains to hear what is being said down the hall.

SON (V.O.)
Oh, for heaven's sake.

MOTHER (V.O.)
It's like when you get a song in 
your head and can't get it out of 
your mind.  Now the image of your 
mom and dad doing the dirty thing 
is stuck in your head. 

SON (V.O.)
Can you at least call it something 
else?

MOTHER (V.O.)
What?

SON (V.O.)
At least stop saying “the dirty 
thing.”

The boy stops and holds his breath. Then he turns and 
runs back towards his room.
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MOTHER (V.O.)
Young people think they invented 
sex.  They think they invented … 
everything.

The door closes and the hallway is plunged into darkness.

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT8 8

Mother is crumpled back in her chair.

MOTHER
You're right.  I shouldn't be so 
crude.  I’m sorry.

Perhaps it was the punch.  Come 
back to the table and sit with me.  

Son sits back down. 

MOTHER (CONT’D)
How was your Father tonight?

INT. LIVING ROOM OF THE HOME - NIGHT9 9

Father is sitting on the sofa, slightly too straight 
while his son sits nearby.  An untouched bowl of chips 
sits in front of the Father.  A Durham Bulls game is 
playing on the TV.

SON (V.O.)
Fine.  No problems.  We watched a 
ball game.

MOTHER (V.O.)
Where would your Father be without 
baseball?

SON (V.O.)
I think he’s getting worse.

MOTHER (V.O.)
I know. (or unspoken)

The son asks the Father if he wants anything else to 
drink; the Father is startled to see someone sitting with 
him.

SON (V.O.)
At one point tonight Dad looked 
right at me, and I knew.  

JANUARY 11 version 7.



CLOSEUP on Father’s eyes nervously regarding the person 
he finds in the room with him.

SON (CONT’D)
I knew he didn't recognize me.

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT10 10

MOTHER
Soon he won't recognize either of 
us.

SON
And then?

MOTHER
I don't know.  If a person can't 
recognize their own family, their 
own wife, it's like they don't 
exist.

SON
Mom!

MOTHER
I feel like I'm losing my own 
history.

SON
No.

MOTHER
If your Father can't remember 
anything about our past together, 
it's like I didn't live it myself.

For a moment, the kitchen is bare.  All traces of 
decoration are gone.  It’s a blank slate.

SON
You know you did.

MOTHER
Did I?  I'm not so sure I did.  
Think about it.  Your Father and I 
have forty-eight years of history 
together.  

When he ceases to remember it -
when he ceases to remember - did 
those forty-eight years even 
happen?
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SON
Sure.

MOTHER
Did they?  Does it even matter 
when he can't remember?  I used to 
think that talking to your Father 
was sometimes like talking to a 
wall.  

The kitchen is as before, with the artifacts of their 
life together once again in place.  She puts her hand on 
the Father’s hand.

MOTHER (CONT’D)
Soon it’ll be true.

SON
Don't say that.

He gets up, walks to the sink to rinse out a cup; he just *
needs to get away.  But he looks at his phone - the lock *
screen is a photo of the Son and his girlfriend.  He *
draws a deep breath, but then hears Mother crying. *

MOTHER *
I'm sorry.  *

She is crying harder now. The Son returns to the table, *
sits with her. *

SON *
You okay? *

MOTHER
Yes.  I hate the thought of 
leaving this home some day.  We 
raised you here, you know.  Your 
Father won't last long if he has 
to leave here.  I'm not sure he is 
going to last long, anyway.  

Mother grabs the tissue box off the nearby counter.  She 
blows her nose, looks around the room and sighs.

MOTHER (CONT’D)
I met a man tonight.

SON
Oh?

MOTHER
Evan Robert.  He was my first 
love.  My first kiss.  *
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She stops, looks at her husband, takes a tissue and wipes 
some spittle that has collected in the corner of his 
mouth.

MOTHER (CONT’D)
Should I be telling you this?

SON
Why not?  So long as you don't 
tell me that you two did the dirty 
thing.

MOTHER
(laughing, sighing) *

Humpf!

EXT. WALKING HOME TOGETHER - NIGHT. 11 11

MOTHER at age 16 and the young Evan Robert are walking 
down a neighborhood street together. He wears a high 
school letter jacket.

SON (V.O.)
What about Evan Robert?

MOTHER (V.O.)
There was a crescent moon that 
night.  I was sixteen.  The moon 
seemed so bright.

After a game, we walked home, 
holding hands.  We didn't talk.  
We were quiet.  (Boys could be 
quiet back then.)  

The only sound was our shoes on 
the road.  And suddenly, it began 
to snow.  

EXT. ON THE PORCH - NIGHT12 12

Snowflakes in the sky. Evan takes off his jacket and puts 
it over her shoulders.  They stop in momentary wonder and 
then both stick out their tongues.

MOTHER (V.O.)
It was January.  Raleigh could get 
cold back then.  As if on cue, we 
stopped, stuck out our tongues, to 
catch a snowflake.  
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The couple climb a few steps to the front porch of her 
house.  After a moment, they kiss sweetly.

MOTHER (V.O.)
I remember Evan's warm breath just 
before our lips met.  

Evan Roberts smiles and goes down the steps, turns and 
waves.

We see the young Mother’s face melt into a smile, but 
it’s a wise, sad smile.

SON (V.O.)
I don't know what to say, Mom. It 
sounds nice, lovely.

We turn to young Evan Robert but it’s not him; it’s the 
FATHER.  He’s still an old man but he’s nicely dressed 
and his eyes sparkle. His smile seems to share an old 
secret.

MOTHER (V.O.)
It was a long, long time ago.  

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT13 13 *

Father’s eyes momentarily eye the table in front of him 
and close again.  Mother and Son are still sitting at the 
table, each thinking about such a memory.  A clock ticks 
somewhere.

Mother
Where have the years gone?

SON
So how does he look now?  Bald and 
fat, I suppose.

MOTHER
Actually he looked quite good.  
His hair has turned gray, of 
course.  But he still had a full 
head of it.

SON
Did he recognize you?

MOTHER
He did.  He hugged me and gave me 
a peck on the cheek.  
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She touches her cheek.

SON
Where does he live now?

MOTHER
Somewhere around Statesville.  I 
forget the name of the town. It's 
funny how our lives turn out.

SON
How do you mean?

MOTHER
We make choices.

SON
Yes.  I guess that's what a life 
adds up to.  Choices.

MOTHER
That man could have been your 
Father.

Father slowly opens his eyes again, ever so slightly.  He 
begins to look around drowsily.  Perhaps he’s trying to 
figure out where he is and who these people are?

SON
Really?  Don't say anymore.  I 
don't want to hear anymore.

MOTHER
We got serious.  But then 
something happened.  I don't even 
remember what.  We drifted apart. 
Maybe he moved away?

SON
Oh.

MOTHER
That's the funny thing about life; 
when you look back on it, it 
always had the possibility of 
being something quite different.

SON
Is that the truth?

MOTHER
Every story is full of truths and 
full of lies.
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SON
Say, Mom, remember that girl at 
the baseball game we ---

FATHER
What the Hell!

SON
Dad?

MOTHER
Honey, watch your language.

SON
I don't think he heard you.  I 
think he was talking in his sleep.  

Father stands up. Son stands up. The Father begins to 
gather up everything on the table, stopping when he can’t 
hold anymore and then looking around for someplace to put 
it all.

SON (CONT’D)
I should get going, Mom.

She slowly stands up and begins gently taking things out 
of Father’s hands.

INT. NIGHT. THE SON’S CAR AS HE DRIVES HOME.14 14

He pulls away from his parents’ house and drives down the 
street. His face is illuminated by street lights and 
oncoming cars.

MOTHER (V.O.)
Thanks for staying with your 
Father.

SON (V.O.)
No problem, Mom.  I'm glad you had 
a good time tonight.  It was good 
talking with you.

MOTHER (V.O.)
You too, son.  I don't know what I 
would do without you.

SON (V.O.)
Mom, was that a true story you 
told tonight?
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MOTHER (V.O.)
The truth is --- we all know when 
love dies.

SON (V.O.)
And the lie?

MOTHER (V.O.)
The lie is that no one knows when 
love begins.  

The Son drives on through the night.

Fade to BLACK.
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