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INT. QUENTIN’S BEDROOM – MORNING 
 
A sticker-covered laptop sits on a cluttered desk in a 
teenage boy’s bedroom. Posters cover the wall and the bed 
is unmade.  
 
QUENTIN, a wiry 15-year-old in his pajamas, pads into his 
room holding a bowl of cereal and fires up his computer. He 
crunches on his cereal while it loads and then opens up the 
email application. He begins typing and we hear his message 
as it is created through a voice over. 
 

QUENTIN (V.O.) 
Dear Mom, I hope my last email  
found you well. It’s okay that  
you haven’t written back. I’m  
not sure how much time you’re  
allowed on the computer.  

 
Quentin stops typing and stares at the computer screen for 
a few seconds before hitting the delete button several 
times and continuing to type. 
 

QUENTIN (V.O.) 
  It’s okay that you haven’t written  

back. I’m sure you’re busy.   
 
He stares at the screen again, and leans back in his chair, 
sloppily drinking the milk from his bowl, before he decides 
it’s alright. He continues to type. 
 

QUENTIN (V.O.) 
  So, yesterday started off as  

crappy as usual. We didn’t have  
any milk. 

 
INT. KITCHEN – THE PREVIOUS MORNING 
 
KATE, Quentin’s older sister, sits at the kitchen table, 
flipping through a newspaper and drinking coffee. She is a 
well-spoken, slightly pretentious, recently graduated 
English major. Quentin roots through the fridge, a dry bowl 
of cereal sitting on the counter.  
 

QUENTIN 
Are we out of milk?  
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Kate doesn’t look up.  
 
KATE 

Yeah.  
 

QUENTIN 
Why?  
 

KATE 
Umm, maybe because you have a  
father who calls it a win when  
he leaves the house wearing two  
matching shoes? 
 

QUENTIN 
That’s rich coming from someone  
who calls it a win when they leave  
the house at all. You find a job  
yet? I hear Dairy Queen is hiring.  
 

KATE 
Yeah, live it up, smart ass, while  
your biggest worry is passing  
Algebra 1. High school doesn’t last  
forever, Quentin.  

 
Quentin sits down at the table and begins to shovel dry 
cereal into his mouth.  
 

QUENTIN 
  That paper’s from yesterday,  

smart ass.  
 
Kate quickly flips the paper over to examine the date. She 
sees that Quentin is correct and gives him a surly look.  
 
Quentin’s father JOHN enters. He is an artist in his mid 
fifties. Paint splatters his flannel and hands and gray 
flecks his hair.  
 

JOHN  
  Hey, watch that language.  
 

QUENTIN 
  Kate said it first.  
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John crosses the kitchen to the counter and pours himself a 
cup of coffee, his back to his children.  
  

JOHN 
  Well, Kate is an adult now, son.  

I can’t really tell her what to  
do anymore, can I?  

 
Kate sticks her tongue out at Quentin.  
 

JOHN 
   (To Kate) 

Caught that in the toaster  
reflection, sweetheart. Very  
mature.  

 
Quentin laughs. Kate looks sheepish but smiles. John sits 
down between Kate and Quentin.  
 

JOHN 
  So, what’s on the docket for today?  
 

QUENTIN 
  I have to give a speech in class.  
 

JOHN 
  Oh, yeah? You ready for it?  
 

QUENTIN  
  No.  
 

JOHN 
  What’s it supposed to be about? 
 

QUENTIN 
  I don’t know. 
 

KATE 
        (Scornfully) 
  You didn’t prepare at all?  
 

 
QUENTIN  

  I said no. However, I have prepared  
to watch you serve Blizzards in a  
red visor for the rest of your life.  
Maybe my speech can be about that.  
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KATE 
  Oh shut up. Call me when you hit  

puberty, baby brother.  
 
Quentin launches into exaggerated bowing, his arms out in 
front of him.  
 

QUENTIN 
All hail the dairy queen!  
 

JOHN 
  Alright, knock it off. I’m sure  

Quentin will figure it out. What  
time do you have to speak?  

 
QUENTIN 

  Noon.  
 

JOHN 
  See he’s got loads of time. Now,  

does anyone wonder what I’ve been  
slaving away on in the studio?  
 

Quentin and Kate speak at the same time.  
 

QUENTIN 
No.  
 

KATE 
What have you been working on, 
Dad?  
 

John gives Quentin a quick stink eye before smiling.  
 

JOHN 
I’m working on a portrait of your  
mother.  
 

The kids think about this for a second, looking slightly 
taken aback.  
 

KATE 
Oil?  
 

JOHN 
Yep.  
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QUENTIN 
What are the dimensions?  
 

JOHN 
7 by 10. I’ve been basing it off  
that great picture we have of her  
from when we went to Cass Lake a  
few summers ago.  
 

KATE 
        (Smugly) 
Oh yeah? Are you editing out that  
bottle of gin she kept by her side  
the whole trip? Or does that violate  
the integrity of the work?  
 

QUENTIN 
       (Suddenly angry) 
Kate, shut up!  
 

KATE  
What? It was just a joke.  
 

QUENTIN 
You’re such a bitch! 
 

JOHN 
Watch it.  
 

KATE 
Yeah. Jesus, Quentin. Calm down.  
 

QUENTIN 
No, don’t tell me to calm down.  
You weren’t here the last few years.  
Don’t make jokes like that. You think  
you’re so smart but you don’t know  
anything.  
 

JOHN 
Hey, Quent. I think your sister  
was just... 
 

Quentin stands up from the table abruptly and heads to the 
door, grabbing his backpack off the couch.  
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QUENTIN 
  I have to go to school.  
 
Quentin rushes out of the house, slamming the door behind 
him.  
 
Kate and John sit in silence for a few moments, staring at 
the door.  
 

KATE 
         (Quietly) 
  It was just a joke. 
 
John stands up and sets his hand on her shoulder for a few 
seconds before leaving the kitchen with his coffee.  
 
EXT. OUTSIDE – A FEW MINUTES LATER 
 
Quentin marches angrily down the sidewalk, passing his 
neighbors’ houses.  
 

QUENTIN (V.O.) 
So, the day already sucked and I’d  
only been awake for about half an 
hour. However, regardless of what  
Kate thinks, I am mature and am  
capable of dealing with frustration  
in a mature way.  
 

Quentin passes a novelty flamingo yard ornament in his 
neighbor’s front lawn. He walks a few yards past it before 
whipping around and kicking the flamingo with all his 
might. It flies across the yard and he chases after it and 
jumps up and down on it several times.  
 
EXT. QUENTIN’S NEIGHBORHOOD - DAY 
 
Quentin leaves the mangled flamingo behind and continues to 
stomp down the sidewalk to school.  
 
LIBBY rides up on an old bicycle. She is a 16-year-old girl 
with sandy blond hair and the thick-rimmed plastic glasses 
that are half dorky, half cool. She is dressed in a 60s-
esque outfit. She slows down and rides along next to 
Quentin as he walks. Quentin notices her but continues to 
stomp along, looking forward.  
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LIBBY 
Hi, Quentin.   

 
Quentin looks over at Libby for a second before returning 
to staring straight ahead.  

 
QUENTIN 

Hey, Libby.  
 
They ride and walk along together for a few moments. 

 
LIBBY 

Did you just kick the shit out  
of the Finkel’s yard flamingo? 
 

QUENTIN 
No.  
 

LIBBY 
Yes, you did. I just watched you.  
 

QUENTIN 
Well, why did you ask then?  
 

LIBBY 
I don’t know. I guess I thought  
you would explain why you did it.  
 

The two continue on down the sidewalk for another few 
moments.  
 

LIBBY 
Well? Why did you do it? 
 

QUENTIN 
I’ve just had a really bad morning.  
 

LIBBY 
Jeez, you’ve only been awake for  
half an hour.  

 
Quentin finally starts to warm to Libby. He looks over at 
her and cracks a smile.  
 

QUENTIN 
Plus, the Finkels are perverts.  
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LIBBY 
What?  
 

QUENTIN 
Yeah, I saw them doing it in their 
hot tub.  
 

LIBBY 
You did not.  
 

QUENTIN 
I did! Well, I think I did. It was kind of dark 
but they were sitting really close together and 
watching Grey’s Anatomy on their portable TV.  
 

LIBBY  
Oh, gross.  
 

QUENTIN 
And drinking wine. 
 

LIBBY 
I am so glad I had mono for Becky’s 
pool party.  
 

Quentin nods approvingly.  
    

QUENTIN 
I would rather have my spleen  
explode out my mouth than dip a  
toe in that cesspool.  
 

The couple continues along, both with disgusted looks on 
their faces as they imagine the Finkels freaking in the 
pool.  
 

LIBBY 
I’d better get going. I’m Ms.  
Jennings’ teacher’s aid so I have  
to get there early. 
 

QUENTIN 
Okay.  
 

LIBBY 
I’ll see you at school, okay?  
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QUENTIN 

Okay.  
 

Libby rides off and Quentin watches her go thoughtfully.  
 

QUENTIN (V.O.) 
She’s kind of weird, but I think 
you’d like her. She’s kind of like  
a bird. Like, if a canary could  
talk I bet it would say the stuff  
she says. 
 

He looks at his feet as he walks and smiles. 
 

QUENTIN (V.O.) 
So then, I went to school where I  
was challenged intellectually and  
given ample opportunity to better  
myself as person and to enrich my  
mind and soul, all of which I seized  
anxiously.  

 
INT. CLASSROOM – DAY 
 
Quentin stares blankly, his mouth hanging slightly open, at 
an unseen teacher, speaking rapidly in Spanish.  
 
INT. ANOTHER CLASSROOM – DAY 
 
Quentin sleeps slumped in his desk, his face stuck to his 
notebook, his arms hanging loosely on either side of the 
desk.  
 
INT. YET ANOTHER CLASSROOM – DAY 
 
Quentin gently inserts his pencil into one of his nostrils, 
oblivious to his surroundings. He jumps and looks up when 
the teacher says his name and quickly pulls the pencil from 
his nose.  
 
Quentin rubs his neck and looks from side to side 
nonchalantly, as if saying, “Move along. Nothing to see 
here, folks.”  
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INT. ANOTHER CLASSROOM – DAY 
 
A preppy, over-achieving girl, JUNE, stands at the front of 
the class, holding a thick stack of note cards, and giving 
her speech confidently. The rest of the class watches 
apathetically.  
 

JUNE 
And so, although they are small,  
with flight as fast as 34 miles  
per hour and up to 80 wing beats 
per second, hummingbirds are  
truly a wonder of nature. Thank 
you.  

 
The class applauds perfunctorily as June heads back to her 
seat looking pleased with herself. MR. SHELBY, the 30-year-
old English teacher looks over a list on his desk. 
 

MR. SHELBY 
Alright, thank you June. That was  
very informative. Next up we have 
Quentin giving a speech on bats. 
Quentin?  
 

Quentin nervously heads to the front of the class.  
 

JUNE 
      (To her friend) 
Oh my gosh, where are his note  
cards? 
 

Quentin clears his throat uncomfortably. 
 

QUENTIN 
So, yeah. Bats are, uh, mammals.  
They live in caves. Well, not always.  
Sometimes they do. They’re pretty  
hairy.  
 
  JUNE 
 (Whispering to her friend) 
This is really unprofessional.  

 
Mr. Shelby shushes her. Quentin notices but keeps going.  
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QUENTIN 
Bats eat bugs. They drink blood,  
too. That’s why they like mosquitoes.  
Because they’re filled with blood. 
Blood bugs. 
 
  JUNE 
That’s not true.  
 
  QUENTIN 
Shut up, June.  
 
  JUNE 
I’m just pointing out the glaring 
inaccuracies in your speech. Sorry  
if— 
  

QUENTIN 
I didn’t say anything when you  
said that stupid “wonder of nature” 
thing.  
 

JUNE 
They are! I’d like to see you beat  
your wings 80 times a second, hot 
shot.  
 
  QUENTIN 
They’re flies with feathers. Get  
over it.  
 
  MR. SHELBY 
I can’t help but notice we’ve  
gotten a little off topic here.  
Let’s let Quentin get back to his 
speech. 
 

Quentin glares at June who looks off put.  
 
  QUENTIN 
Thank you, Mr. Shelby. As I was  
saying, bats are blood suckers by 
nature. They are also carriers of 
diseases such as uh, the flu. And 
cancer.  
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JUNE 
 (Whispering to her friend) 
Did you hear about his mom? Becky’s 
sister said that…  

 
Quentin hears her and snaps his head in her direction.  
 
    MR. SHELBY 

June, stop talking.  
 
  QUENTIN 
No, let her talk. That’s all  
anyone in this fucking town does 
anyway.  

 
Quentin storms out of the classroom leaving his stunned 
class behind.  
 
INT. SCHOOL HALLWAY – DAY 
 
Quentin walks swiftly through the hallway and then up a 
flight of stairs, taking them two at a time.  
 

  QUENTIN (V.O.) 
It wasn’t even such a horrible  
speech considering I did it on the  
fly like that. I should’ve been  
commended for thinking on my feet, 
if you ask me, but June is such a  
jerk. That whole family is so  
uptight. Remember how bent out of 
shape June’s mom got when you  
hit her car with the riding lawn 
mower? There wasn’t even a dent. 

 
He reaches an old door, opens it and goes inside, slamming 
the door behind him.  
 
INT. SCHOOL ATTIC – DAY 
 
The attic has avoided restoration unlike the rest of the 
school building. It is dark and dusty with graffiti-covered 
brick walls and a high wooden ceiling.  
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Quentin calms down a little after closing the door and goes 
to a dark corner of the room where he begins to peer up at 
the ceiling, standing on tiptoe. He doesn’t find what he’s 
looking for and moves to the next corner.  
 

LIBBY (O.S.) 
Lose something?  

 
Quentin jumps and whirls around to see Libby standing next 
to a pile of boxes.  
 

QUENTIN 
Jesus, you scared me. What are 
you doing up here?  
 
  LIBBY 
Ms. Jennings asked me to bring this 
box of old show choir costumes up  
here. They’re awful.  

 
She grabs a multicolored sequined vest from the box and 
holds it in front of her chest.  
 

  LIBBY (CONT.) 
I think this is from when they did 
that medley from A Chorus Line. 
 
  QUENTIN 
Yikes.  

 
Libby throws the vest back in the box and walks over to 
Quentin’s corner.  
 

  LIBBY 
What are you doing here? 
 
  QUENTIN 
I’m looking for a bat.  
 
  LIBBY 
Why?  
 
  QUENTIN 
I’m going to put it in June’s 
locker.  
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LIBBY 
June McDougal?  
 
  QUENTIN 
Yeah.  

 
Libby thinks this over for a moment.  
 

LIBBY 
I get that. What did she do?  
 
  QUENTIN  
She wouldn’t leave me alone while  
I was doing my speech. And then  
she… She was talking about my  
mom.  
 
  LIBBY 
Like a rumor?  
 
   

QUENTIN 
No, it’s true. I just don’t like  
her saying it.  
 
  LIBBY 
Oh.  
 
  QUENTIN 
Plus, she called me out for  
“glaring inaccuracies” in my  
speech.  
 
  LIBBY 
Were there glaring inaccuracies? 
 
  QUENTIN 
Yes, but that’s beside the point. 
 
  LIBBY 
You’re probably right. June’s an 
asshole. Once she hit me in the  
throat with a lacrosse stick. 

 
  QUENTIN 
She’s a piece of work.  
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Libby nods.   
 
  LIBBY 
So, you’re going to stick a bat 
in her locker?  

 
Quentin nods.  
 

  LIBBY (CONT.) 
Aren’t you worried she’ll get 
rabies or something and you’ll get  
in trouble?  
 
  QUENTIN 
Oh, shit. Rabies. That’s what it  
was. I said bats could give you  
cancer.  
 
  

LIBBY 
Wow. Your speech must have really 
sucked.  
 
  QUENTIN 
Yeah, it was pretty bad.  
 
  LIBBY 
Well, I don’t think you’re going  
to find any bats up here. There  
was one a while ago but then I 
saw the janitor come up here with 
a shovel and leave with something 
at the bottom of a garbage bag. 
 
  QUENTIN 
What a waste of a perfectly good 
bat.  
 
  LIBBY 
Yeah, but it had been flying into 
the Home Ec room and scaring Mrs. 
Peters. She said it gave her the 
finger.  
 
  QUENTIN 
Obviously I know very little about 
bats, but that seems unlikely.  
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  LIBBY 
Once she told me that the only  
thing that truly matches denim is 
denim itself.  
 
  QUENTIN 
Well, that explains the pantsuit. 
 
  LIBBY 
Hey, I like that pantsuit!  
 
  QUENTIN 
A Goodwill in 1978 called. They 
want their sale items back.  

 
Libby and Quentin laugh.  
 

LIBBY 
That woman is seriously crazy.  
She needs to be locked up.  

 
Quentin stops laughing abruptly and looks at Libby angrily. 
Libby realizes what she said and looks nervous. 
 

  QUENTIN 
What, so everyone who is a little 
different needs to be detained? 

 
  LIBBY  
No, I didn’t mean it like that. I  
was just trying to say— I didn’t  
mean to say anything against your  
mom, Quentin.  
 
  QUENTIN 
This isn’t about my mom. I’m just 
sick of everyone being so judgmental 
all the time.  
 
  LIBBY 
I really wasn’t trying to judge  
you or your mom.  
 
  QUENTIN 
I said it’s not about my mom!  
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  LIBBY 
Don’t lie to me. This is all about 
your mom. It should be! I’d be 
messed up too if my mother had—  
 
  QUENTIN 
I’m not messed up. I’m fine. 
 
  LIBBY 
No, you’re not.  
 
  QUENTIN 
Don’t tell me how I should be, okay?  
You don’t even know me.  
   

LIBBY 
No, I don’t but I’ve been watching 
you the last few weeks and you  
seemed like you needed a friend. 
You seemed like you at least wanted 
to try to be happy but now I can  
see that you don’t. You just want  
to feel sorry for yourself. Poor 
Quentin with his drunk mother.  
 
  QUENTIN 
You seriously don’t know me at  
all. And you definitely don’t know 
my drunk mom. So don’t pretend to 
be the reigning fucking expert on  
my life, okay Libby? Because you  
weren’t there when I was cleaning  
her puke out of the carpet or  
watch her down a fifth of vodka 
after she had a fight with her  
sister on the phone. So, I really  
wish people wouldn’t talk about her  
like she’s some local news story  
they saw on Fox 21 or something.   
 
  LIBBY 
No, Quentin, I just—  
 

QUENTIN 
I really don’t know what you want  
from me. 
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Libby stares at Quentin for a moment as tears begin to well 
in her eyes. 
   

LIBBY 
I wanted to be your friend but I  
don’t know why I even bothered. 
 
  QUENTIN 
I don’t need you to feel bad for  
me.  
 
  LIBBY 
I don’t feel bad for you. 
 
   

QUENTIN 
Good, because you can cry all you 
want but I’m sure as fuck not going 
to feel bad for you.  

 
Libby is suddenly incensed. She rushes at Quentin and kicks 
him hard in the shin. Quentin grabs his leg and jumps up 
and down in pain.  
 
    QUENTIN 

Ow! What the hell! 
 
Libby turns to leave swiftly yelling over her shoulder.  
 

  LIBBY 
You’re a prick, Quentin.  

 
Libby slams the attic door pointedly. Quentin stops hopping 
around and stands still for a moment staring at the closed 
door as the dust settles around him.  
 

  QUENTIN 
   (Under his breath) 

Shit.  
 
EXT. QUENTIN’S NEIGHBORHOOD – DAY 
 
Quentin stomps back home, past the same suburban scenery 
that he did on his way to school.  
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QUENTIN (V.O.) 
I just decided to go home after 
that because there was no way that 
day could get better, but I could 
think of about eight ways it  
could get worse. Sometimes an  
unexcused absence is a small 
price to pay.  

 
Quentin passes the broken flamingo without even glancing at 
it. He continues on and walks up the driveway to his house 
and walks through the door.  
 
INT. LIVING ROOM, KITCHEN – DAY 
 
Quentin walks through the living room and kitchen, passing 
Kate who sits on the couch knitting something misshapen and 
green. She tries to get her brother’s attention but he 
hurries up the stairs and goes to his room.  
 
Kate watches him cautiously and then slowly sets her 
creation down on the couch.  
 
INT. QUENTIN’S BEDROOM – DAY 
 
Quentin drops his bag onto the floor and throws himself 
onto his unmade bed. He breathes deeply with his face 
buried in his pillow.  
 
There is a quiet knock at the door. Quentin rolls over 
lethargically.  
 

  QUENTIN 
Go away, Kate. I’ve had such a  
crappy day.  

 
Kate gently opens the door and stands halfway inside.  
 

  KATE 
Can I just talk to you for a 
second?  
 
  QUENTIN 
No, I just want to sleep until I  
die. 
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KATE 
I just wanted to say that— 

 
  QUENTIN 
Seriously, Kate. Just leave me 
alone.  

 
Quentin covers his face with his arm. Kate sighs 
resignedly.  
 

  KATE 
    (Under her breath) 
I did not want to have to do this.  

 
Kate leaves the room. A few moments later she returns 
wearing a red T-shirt and one of John’s paint splattered 
aprons. She wears a visor on her head with a post-it stuck 
to the front that reads “Dairy Queen.”  
 
She clears her throat pointedly. Quentin looks up but is 
not amused by her antics. Kate tips her visor and begins to 
speak in a valley girl accent, twirling her hair with her 
finger.  
 

  KATE (CONT.) 
Welcome to the Dairy Queen, home  
of the dilly bar. Can I like, take  
your order? Guess what, once I  
totally got my hair stuck in the  
blizzard machine and it like, really 
hurt. Oh my God, my manager told 
me that our soft serve ice cream 
is vegan and I was like, I thought 
it was like, American. 

 
Quentin tries not to smile through Kate’s performance but 
breaks into a laugh by the end.  
 
At Quentin’s laugh Kate runs over to the bed and jumps on 
top of Quentin, who half-heartedly defends himself. The two 
laugh for a few moments before they settle into a 
comfortable silence on the bed. 
 

  KATE 
I just wanted to say I’m sorry. For 
this morning.  
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   QUENTIN 
It’s fine.  
 
   KATE 
No, really. I know I wasn’t here  
for most of it with mom and I can’t 
tell you I know what it must have  
been like to take care of her like 
you did.  

 
Quentin props himself up slightly. 
 

  KATE (CONT.) 
I just want you to know I  
appreciate what you did. And I  
won’t make light of it anymore. 

 
Quentin looks out the window.  
 
    KATE (CONT.) 

I know it’s not a joke. I’ve  
been having a hard time dealing 
with everything too. Okay? 

 
Quentin nods slowly.  
 

   QUENTIN 
Thanks for saying that.  
 
   KATE 
Yeah. Of course.  

 
The two share an awkward moment. 

  
  KATE (CONT.) 
Alright, I’ll leave you alone now. 

 
Kate starts to get up to leave. 
 

  QUENTIN 
Hey, Katie? That visor looks really 
good on you. Like it was meant to be. 

 
Kate lets out a frustrated scream and pushes Quentin over. 
She slouches back into the bed as he sits back up. 
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KATE 
God, you’re annoying.  
 
  QUENTIN 
I know.  
 
  KATE 
So, why was your day so horrible? 
 
  QUENTIN 
Well, for starters, I completely 
bombed my speech. In retrospect, 
you were probably right about that 
whole “preparation” thing.  
 
  KATE 
Yeah, one of those invaluable  
lessons I picked up at college.  
Another one is don’t sit down all 
the way on frat toilets.  
 
  QUENTIN 
And June McDougal totally jumped 
down my throat. 
 
  KATE 
She’s an asshole.    
 
  QUENTIN 
Right? And then I yelled at this 
cute girl that was just trying 
to be nice to me. I think I made  
her cry.  
 
  KATE 
Oh, yeah? Who is she? 
 
  QUENTIN 
Libby? I don’t think you know her. 
 
  KATE 
Do you like her?  
 
  QUENTIN 
Yeah. She’s really weird.  
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  KATE 
So, you like her, like her?  
 
  QUENTIN 
Yeah, I think so. But it doesn’t 
matter anyway because she probably 
hates me now. I acted like a huge 
jerkwad.  
 
  KATE 
You don’t think you can fix it? 
 
  QUENTIN 
I don’t know. She kicked me pretty 
hard in the shin before she left. 
 
  KATE 
That sounds pretty bad.  
 

Quentin rubs his shin.    
 

QUENTIN 
And she’s stronger than she looks.  
 
  KATE 
You should just go over to her  
house and apologize to her. 
 
  QUENTIN 
What, right now? 
 
  KATE 
Yeah, I mean, I apologized and now  
we both feel much better. It’s  
awkward but you just have to do it. 
Sounds like you’ve got nothing to  
lose. 
 
  QUENTIN 
Maybe you’re right.  
 
  KATE 
I’m telling you, they didn’t give 
me this BA for nothing.  
 
  QUENTIN 
Okay. I’ll do it.  
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  KATE 
Just be honest and it’ll be fine. 
 

The siblings stare at the carpet for a moment.  
 

  QUENTIN 
Whatever you’re knitting looks 
like moss.  
 
  KATE 
I know. 

 
EXT. QUENTIN’S NEIGHBORHOOD – LATE AFTERNOON 
 
Quentin walks out the front door of his house and down the 
sidewalk yet again.  
 

  QUENTIN (V.O.) 
So, it turns out Kate is kind of 
wise in her own way. I guess the 
thousands of dollars in tuition  
weren’t a total waste, in case you  
were wondering.  

 
Quentin passes the flamingo again and takes a quick peek at 
the damage he inflicted but keeps walking.  
 

  QUENTIN (V.O.) 
I think there’s only about 
a four percent chance that she’ll  
actually end up working at a Dairy 
Queen. And if she does I bet she 
will be the manager or something 
kind of important.  

 
EXT. LIBBY’S HOUSE – LATE AFTERNOON 
 
Quentin stands nervously outside Libby’s front door, 
working up the courage to knock. Just as he is about to do 
it the door swings open inwards. DEB, Libby’s very chipper 
mother, stands in the doorway.  
 

  DEB 
Well, hey there, Quentin. Whatcha 
doing here?  
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  QUENTIN 
I’m just here to— 
 
  DEB 
Rick thought you was a vandal or 
something. You know that some kids 
spray painted a you-know-what on 
our mailbox the other day?  
 
  QUENTIN 
Um, no. I didn’t know— 
 
  RICK (O.S.) 
A penis! They painted a penis!  

 
Deb yells over her shoulder back into the house at Rick.  
 

  DEB 
Aw, jeez, Rick. He knows!  
 
  RICK (O.S.) 
Well, ask him if he seen anything! 
 
  DEB 
You didn’t see anything like that, 
did ya, Quentin? The Finkels said 
someone did something awful to  
their yard flamingo, too. Poor thing. 
 
  QUENTIN 
Uh, no ma’am.  
 
  DEB 
Yeah, I didn’t think so. You’re a 
good boy. I know you wouldn’t get  
mixed up in any of that funny  
business.  
 
  RICK (O.S.) 
What’d he see? Was it that that 
little red haired shit?  
 
  DEB 
He didn’t see nothing, Rick!  
You leave Kent alone!  
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RICK (O.S.) 
No!  
 
  DEB 
Jesus. Sorry, Quentin. What can I  
do ya for?  
   

QUENTIN 
I was wondering if I could speak 
to Libby, please? 
 
  DEB 
Oh, sure. I should’ve guessed as 
much. I’ll go get her. She’s in  
her room.  

 
Deb leaves the door and heads upstairs as Quentin stands 
uncomfortably on the stoop. Rick can be heard cussing at 
some kind of sports game in the background. 
 

RICK (O.S.) 
Aw, you rat bastard… Come on,  
fatty, move your ass.  

 
CAMILLE, Libby’s older sister approaches the door and 
coolly looks Quentin up and down, popping her gum loudly as 
she does so.  
 

  QUENTIN 
Hey, Camille.  
 
  CAMILLE 
Ew.  

 
Camille slams the door. Quentin continues to wait, visibly 
uncomfortable. He looks up and down the empty street. 
 
The door reopens and Libby cautiously stares out at 
Quentin.  
 

  LIBBY 
What are you doing here?  
 
  QUENTIN 
I came to apologize.  
 
  LIBBY 



	   27	  

Oh.  
 
Libby considers this proposition for a few moments in the 
doorway before stepping out and closing the door behind 
her.  
 

LIBBY (CONT.) 
Alright, let’s hear it.  
 
  QUENTIN 
Okay, well, I just, um... Your  
sister is kind of mean.  

 
Libby stares blankly at Quentin, who runs his hand through 
his hair nervously.  
 
    LIBBY 

You’re not taking this seriously.  
 
    QUENTIN 

No, I am. I’m just saying, like,  
if looks could kill, I’d be...  
dead.  

 
He laughs nervously.  
 

  LIBBY 
I’m going inside.  

 
Libby swiftly goes back inside, shutting the door behind 
her before Quentin can get another word out.  

 
  QUENTIN 

(Under his breath) 
Shit.  
 

Quentin takes a few steps back and appraises the house, 
tilting his head back, looking for Libby’s window. 
 
He walks to the side yard where he finds a large ladder. He 
hauls the ladder over to the house and props it against the 
side of the house, under what he thinks is Libby’s window.  
 

QUENTIN 
Alright, Libby. You wanna see  
taking it seriously?   
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Quentin begins to climb up the creaky ladder. He is about 
half way up the ladder when the first floor window next to 
him flies open. Deb sticks her head out but can only see 
Quentin from the waist down.  
 

DEB 
Oh my god, Rick! The vandal is 
back! He’s climbing up the house! 
 

RICK (O.S) 
Aw, Christ! I’m coming, Debbie! 
 
  DEB 
Hurry, Rick! He’s getting away! 
He’s going to paint a you-know- 
what on the roof!  

 
Suddenly, a hairy arm grasping a garden hose nozzle like a 
pistol is thrust out the window. 
 

  RICK (O.S.) 
Not on my watch! Take this, you 
little prick! 

 
Rick sprays Quentin directly in the crotch with the hose. 
 

  DEB 
Where in heckfire did you get that  
hose?  
 
  RICK (O.S.) 
Brought it up from the basement! 

 
Rick laughs manically. Quentin swats futilely at the 
violent stream of water blasting his groin.  
 

  QUENTIN 
What the fuck, Rick!  
 
  RICK (O.S.) 
Don’t sass me, hooligan!  
 
  QUENTIN 
Stop, it’s Quentin!  
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The window above Quentin opens and Camille sticks her head 
out. She sees Quentin’s predicament and smiles menacingly.  
 

  CAMILLE 
Dad, there’s a pervert climbing 
up the house!  
 
  RICK (O.S.) 
Don’t worry, sweetheart! I got  
him! 
 
  CAMILLE 
Oh my God, he’s trying to molest 
me.  
 
  QUENTIN 
No, I’m not! It’s me, Quentin! 
 
  CAMILLE 
Spray him in the face, Dad! 

 
Rick lets loose another peal of insane laughter and angles 
the hose to hit Quentin’s face.  
 
Quentin attempts to shield his face and loses his grip on 
the ladder. He flops off, landing on his back with a thump 
on the wet grass five feet below.  
 
INT. LIBBY’S HOUSE, KITCHEN – LATE AFTERNOON 
 
Quentin sits opposite Libby at the kitchen table, shell 
shocked and soaked from head to toe. Water drips off his 
pant leg onto the linoleum floor.  
 
Deb hands Quentin a towel, which he takes limply.  
 

  DEB 
Jesus, Quentin. You scared us half 
to death. What were you thinking 
climbing up a house when you know 
full well there’s a bona fide  
deviant on the loose?  
 
  QUENTIN 
I just... I wanted to get Libby’s 
attention.  
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The sports game can be heard from the living room once 
again as Rick resumes his program. 
 

  RICK (O.S.) 
Well, you damn well got it now!  
 

Deb shakes her head incredulously as she leaves the 
kitchen.  
 
Quentin looks to Libby, completely embarrassed, and then 
looks at his lap. Libby laughs. Quentin smiles in spite of 
himself.  
 

QUENTIN 
Sorry if I was a dick today. 
 

LIBBY 
You were.  
 
  QUENTIN 
I know. Okay, I just mean that 
I’m really sorry for yelling at 
you. I know you were just trying 
to make me feel better. 

 
Libby gives him another long look. 
  

  QUENTIN 
I know it probably doesn’t seem  
like it but, I really do want you  
to be my friend. 
 

They sit in uncomfortable silence for a few seconds. 
 
  LIBBY 
Sorry that I kicked you.  
 
  QUENTIN 
It’s fine.  
 
  LIBBY 
And that my dad annihilated you  
with the garden hose.  
 
  QUENTIN 
Okay, that’s pretty insensitive.   
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Libby smiles for a second before becoming serious. The two 
look at each other for another moment.  
 

  LIBBY 
It does seem like it, you know. 
 
  QUENTIN 
What? 
 
  LIBBY 
It seems like you want to be my 
friend. I can tell that you do. 
 
  QUENTIN 
Oh. Okay. Um, do you want to do 
something this weekend?  
 
  LIBBY 
Yeah, that sounds good. We could  
go on a bat hunt or something.  

 
Quentin laughs and Libby smiles back at him.  
 

  QUENTIN 
That would be perfect.  
 
  LIBBY 
Alright, pick me up for school 
tomorrow?  

 
  QUENTIN 
Okay, I will.  

 
The two smile at each other for a moment before becoming 
embarrassed. They look away, still smiling.  
 
EXT. QUENTIN’S NEIGHBORHOOD – LATE AFTERNOON 
 
Quentin walks back home through his neighborhood with a 
broad smile on his face.  
 
He comes across the flamingo and walks past before turning 
around and going to pick it up off the lawn. He sticks the 
leg back into the ground and gently attempts to balance the 
broken head atop the crooked, plastic neck.  
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He stands back to look at the slightly less mutilated lawn 
ornament and then carries on down the sidewalk, looking 
pleased with himself.  
 
INT. LIVING ROOM, KITCHEN – LATE AFTERNOON 
 
John stands in the kitchen, stirring some kind of thick, 
boiling stew on the stovetop. Kate sits at the kitchen 
table, making a salad.  
 
Quentin comes in the front door and walks through the 
living room to his father. He looks in the pot 
appreciatively.  
 

  QUENTIN 
Looks good.  
 
  JOHN 
Thanks, son. How did that big  
speech go?  

 
Quentin sticks his finger in the stew and licks it off as 
he heads upstairs to his room.  
 

  QUENTIN 
Really well. It went really well, 
actually.  

 
After hearing Quentin’s door close, John looks to Kate 
incredulously.  
 
    JOHN 

Really?  
 
Kate shakes her head to say “of course not,” not looking up 
from the salad she’s tossing.  
 
INT. QUENTIN’S ROOM – MORNING 
 
Quentin is sitting at his desk, typing quickly as he 
finishes his email.  
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QUENTIN (V.O.) 
So, I guess, everything kind of  
worked itself out. I know you always 
say that it will but sometimes I  
don’t believe you. Things will  
work out for you too. So if you  
have a bad day just remember that.  
I’m really proud of you, Mom.  

 
Quentin takes a moment to look over what he has written.  
 
    QUENTIN (V.O) 

Well, I’d better go. I told Libby 
I would pick her up for school.  
Kate says hi. We all miss you.  
I’ll write again tomorrow. 
Love, Quentin.  

 
Quentin hits send with a satisfied smile and shuts the 
laptop gently. He grabs his empty cereal bowl and leaves 
the room.  
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
  
 
  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
   
  

 
 


