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FADE IN:

INT. ALICE AND LUCAS’ BEDROOM - NIGHT

ALICE LAUGHIN, 23, sits on the edge of her twin-sized bed.  
The lighting in the room is dim.  The side of the room Alice 
is on is clean and girly, with floral patterned sheets on the 
bed and a frilly white canopy.  Brightly colored string 
lights; CHRISTMAS LIGHTS, hang behind the transparent canopy. 

She watches her fraternal twin, LUCAS LAUGHIN, 23, lift his 
mattress and grab a small PLASTIC BAG filled with pills from 
between the mattress and box spring. 

His side of the room is barren yet somehow dingy and dirty.  
His bed isn’t made; he sleeps on his bare mattress with a 
sheet - when he does sleep. The few articles of clothing he 
owns are ripped and stained, strewn around his side of the 
room.  

The dresser on his side of the room is broken, and in it is 
drug paraphernalia, like lighters, a torch, a glass object 
that could be a crack pipe, and some spoons.  

Between both their beds is a milk crate which holds a RECORD 
PLAYER, it almost seems to glow. 

In the middle of the room their belongings meet, meshed and 
twisted together - almost interchangeable. It’s a small area, 
very cluttered. There are empty beer cans on the floor in 
this area of the room, next to one unopened beer of the same 
variety.

Trippy, psychedelic MUSIC comes out of the perfectly polished 
wooden speakers which sit inside the crate, and wafts around 
the room like a fog.

Alice and Lucas are both already drunk, and the room is 
SPINNING.

Lucas reaches under his bed and pulls out two BOTTLES of 
bottom-shelf vodka. He hands one to Alice who reaches toward 
him with grabby hands. With his back turned to Alice, they 
open the bottles completely IN SYNC, the same motions of the 
wrists, the same small hair flip and twitch of their left 
shoulders.

They both stop right before taking the cap off, sigh in 
unison, and tighten the caps.

Lucas turns to face Alice, tears glisten on his sharp 
cheekbones. He stands as if his chest is sunken in. 



Alice stands quickly, leaving her bottle on the floor next to 
her bed. She reaches Lucas’s side in seconds, her hands on 
his face, clawing at the tears. Tears appear in her eyes and 
her touch softens, cradling his face in her hands, wiping the 
tears gently. 

Alice smiles at him - sad and weak - it does not quite reach 
her eyes. 

She backs away and holds out her hand, palm up, waiting to 
receive something.

Lucas opens the bag he pulled out from between his mattress 
and box spring and places a few pills in her hand. Bars of 
XANAX, the highest dose possible.

ALICE (V.O.)
Will this be enough?

Her voice does not quite match the movement of her lips and 
neither do his.

LUCAS (V.O.)
(whispering)

Yes.

Lucas pours a much larger quantity into his hand.

ALICE (V.O.)
Don’t lie to me.

LUCAS (V.O.)
Wouldn’t dream of it, kiddo.

Their voices ECHO.

The twins involuntarily sway to the music in a mix of 
drunkenness and confusion. They clutch each other as if they 
are keeping each other tethered to the ground. 

Lucas raises his bottle of vodka. Alice turns, picks up her 
bottle from the floor next to her bed, and turns back to 
Lucas.

With the pills clutched in their palms, they open their 
bottles. They both place their handfuls of pills in their 
mouths, raise their bottles and CLINK them together in 
unison, before each taking a long chug of the liquor.  

Everything is a BLUR. The twins pace and stumble, leaning on 
each other and on the rare pieces of furniture in the room.  
Their lips move. They keep raising the bottles to drink.  
Liquor SLOSHES around in their bodies and around the room.  
They spill.  
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They LAUGH, they CRY - maybe even SCREAM.

LUCAS (V.O.)
I love you, Alice.

ALICE (V.O.)
You’re the only thing I’ve ever 
loved. 

They fall onto Alice’s bed, wrapped in each other’s arms, the 
bottles of alcohol behind each other’s backs.

They hold each other’s faces, looking them over. They sob at 
and with one another.

LUCAS (V.O.)
Alice, I need to say 
something...before...

ALICE (V.O.)
It’s okay, Lu. It’s okay...

She tries to shush him.

Alice can no longer keep her eyes open. She rests the weight 
of her head completely in Lucas’s hands. Her hands 
involuntarily drop to her sides. She is about to pass out.

LUCAS (V.O.)
Alice! Alice, j-just listen to me, 
please.

His words become slurred, almost incoherent.

ALICE (V.O.)
(fading)

I love you, Lucas.

Alice falls unconscious. 

Lucas supports her body in his arms while he shifts to lay 
down on the bed. He reaches into his pocket and pulls out a 
few more PILLS. 

He dry swallows them one by one. He lays Alice’s head 
protectively on his chest and begins to absentmindedly stroke 
her hair. His eyes close.

LUCAS
I love you, my sister. My Alice.
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INT. ALICE AND LUCAS’ BEDROOM - DAY

Alice lays in the same exact spot and position on her bed, 
but Lucas is not there.

Her eyes are open but empty. Her chest barely rises and falls 
as she breathes. She looks almost-dead. 

All proof of the liquor from a week ago has been cleared from 
the room. Alice’s side of the room is relatively the same, if 
not a bit messier. Her clothes are discarded in piles on the 
floor. Dirty plates are next to the bed. The Christmas lights 
are turned off. GOLDEN LIGHT from the window streams in.

Alice rolls over onto her side, glazed eyes staring at Lucas’ 
side of the room. His stuff is nearly cleared out and packed 
up. BOXES labeled with his name are stacked haphazardly on 
top of each other. His mattress is leaned up against the 
wall. His dresser drawers have been removed - no clothes in 
site. It is devoid of life. 

Stark. Empty. Nothing.

MELINDA ALFARO, 43, strides confidently into the room.  
Behind her, GENA LAUGHIN, 45, rolls in slowly in her 
wheelchair. Her eyes are puffy from crying. Her movements are 
sluggish.

MELINDA
(sharply)

Thanks for your help, Alice.

Alice doesn’t appear to even notice Melinda.

Melinda picks up a box and turns back around sharply on her 
heel, causing Gena to gently ram into her in her wheelchair.  

MELINDA (CONT’D)
Gena, you’re injured, not fucking
stupid! Watch it!

Alice looks at her mother with empathy, but offers no other 
form of comfort.

Melinda walks quickly out of the room, huffing and muttering 
insults under her breath. Gena lifts a box and places it on 
her lap, moving her hands back to the wheels of her chair.  
She looks at Alice and opens her mouth as if to speak, but 
says nothing. She looks down at the floor as she rolls out of 
the room.

Alice turns over onto her other side, facing the wall, and 
closes her eyes.
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EXT. LAUGHIN’S FRONT YARD - DAY

The sun seems to flicker over the barren land. 

The Laughin’s live in a poor neighborhood, and it looks like 
it’s frying in the desert sun.

A car recklessly SPEEDS into view. The driver slams on the 
brakes directly in front of the Laughin’s. The car comes 
SCREECHING a halt.  Alice’s profile is visible through the 
car window. 

She takes a deep breath, turns off the engine, and exits the 
car. 

INT. LAUGHIN’S LIVING ROOM - DAY

Alice, wearing a somewhat wrinkled professional top and pants 
with a smudged name tag, opens the front door, briefly 
letting light flood into the grey, lifeless room.  

Gena sits in the corner of the living room in her wheelchair, 
staring at the walls. Melinda is in the kitchen, stirring 
something on the stove.

Alice slams the door shut, once again depriving the room of 
light.  

Melinda turns toward the door.

MELINDA
Do you really have to slam the door 
every fucking time you close it?

Alice says nothing. She nods in her mother’s direction. Gena 
nods back.

MELINDA (CONT’D)
I found something in Lucas’ 
laundry.

Alice head snaps up. She suddenly looks awake and alive.

Melinda gestures to the table. On it lays a plastic bag.  
Inside it is piece of PAPER, neatly folded into a square. 

MELINDA (CONT’D)
Looks like he wanted someone to 
find it.

ALICE
Don’t say that!
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MELINDA
What!?

Alice doesn’t answer. She creeps forward, stretching her hand 
out to the plastic bag on the table. There is a hesitance as 
her fingertips graze the plastic. 

As she reaches the table, there is a KNOCK on the front door.  
Alice quickly stuffs the bag into the left pocket of her 
pants before moving to answer it. 

She whips the door open quickly. The sunlight in the room is 
once again a shocking change. 

Standing outside of the front door is AUGUST ODOM, 24, 
Lucas’s oldest friend. He slams his foot down on the end of 
his skateboard, catapulting the board high enough into the 
air for him to suavely catch it. He smiles meekly.

August is a handsome young man, with a strong, sharp jawline 
and bright eyes. There is something very pure about him. 

AUGUST
Hey, Alice.

ALICE
Hey.

The two stand in the doorway in awkward silence. A beat 
passes.

MELINDA
For God’s sake, Alice. It’s August, 
let him in.

GENA
August!

Everyone in the room quickly and sharply turns toward Gena in 
slight surprise.

AUGUST
Oh, Gena!

August moves quickly toward her, enveloping her in his arms.

AUGUST (CONT’D)
I’m so sorry about Lucas.

He pulls away.

AUGUST (CONT’D)
But I’m so glad Alice is okay.
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Alice looks to the floor while everyone shifts their gazes to 
her.

ALICE
(muttering)

Yeah, thanks.

GENA
Me too.

ALICE
What are you doing here, August?

AUGUST
I came to help and give my 
condolences.

ALICE
We’ve done pretty much everything 
that needs to be done.

MELINDA
Actually, his ashes are ready to be 
picked up. We got the call about 
ten minutes ago.

ALICE
Why didn’t you tell me that 
immediately?!

Melinda rolls her eyes.

MELINDA
It doesn’t matter. You can go now. 
August can help.

ALICE
I don’t need help.

GENA
It might be nice to have some 
support, sweetie.

AUGUST
(under his breath)

Lord knows you won’t get any from 
the wicked witch over there.

He gestures to Melinda. Alice smiles slightly.

MELINDA
What are you mumbling about in 
there?!
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AUGUST
I was just saying we should get 
going so we don’t miss whatever 
you’re cooking!

He smiles innocently at her. Her lips thin into an ugly line.

MELINDA
This isn’t for you, anyway.

Alice rolls her eyes and starts for the door.

ALICE
Fucking figures.

August follows Alice out.

INT. ALICE’S CAR - DAY

Alice gets into the driver’s seat while August tosses his 
skateboard into the back before sitting up front with her.

He kicks his long legs about, cramped in the small space.

AUGUST
Who last rode in this seat? A 
midget?

He rolls the seat back to give himself more space.

Alice smirks.

ALICE
It was Lucas.

AUGUST
(quietly)

Poor little guy.

They take off.

INT. ALICE’S CAR - DAY

The car creaks and squeals with every movement. The inside is 
a bit messy and the leather seats are chipped. Alice keeps 
her eyes on the road - jaw clenched and hands white-knuckling 
the steering wheel. 

August watches the scenery as it passes in a blur. The sun is 
hot and heavy and waves of heat are visible, rolling off the 
ground. It looks like it hasn’t rained in ages. Sweat beads 
on his lip.
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He takes a glance at Alice and admires her profile for a 
moment.

AUGUST
So, how are you?

Alice doesn’t look at him, but her shoulders tense. August 
coughs awkwardly and shifts in his seat.

AUGUST (CONT’D)
Right, sorry - stupid question! 
Umm...I mean physically - since you 
got out of the hospital. Are you 
okay?

He winces at his own question. 

Alice’s eyes flicker in his direction for a second to see his 
look of concern before she turns her attention to the road 
ahead. 

ALICE
I’m fine.

With a sharp turn, blowing up dirt from below the tires, they 
pull up to the funeral home. It’s a nice, crisp building - 
closer to the wealthier part of town. 

Alice slams the car into park and kicks the door open, August 
follows.

INT. FUNERAL HOME - DAY

The main room is miraculously clean, various coffins and 
caskets are on display and on the walls are different styled 
urns, both intricate and plain. 

Alice stands near the corner, leaned against the wall and 
waiting. She keeps her gaze to the ground, unable to stomach 
looking at the reminders of death all around her. 

August saunters about the room and hovers near the URNS, 
admiring some of the more beautifully patterned ones. 

AUGUST
These are insane.

He chuckles to himself and moves to touch one.

FUNERAL DIRECTOR (O.S.)
Here we are, Miss Laughin.
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The funeral director, a middle aged man in a perfectly ironed 
button up shirt enters the room. August, startled, nearly 
knocks over one of the expensive urns when he flinches. 

The urn CLANGS against the shelf as August hurriedly catches 
it before it falls. 

AUGUST
Shit!

He manages to save it and turns to find the director and 
Alice staring at him pointedly. 

August quickly shoves his hands into his pockets and takes a 
step away from the shelves.

AUGUST (CONT’D)
(mumbling)

Sorry.

Alice sighs and turns back to the director. Cradled in his 
hands is a plain looking brown BOX - small - containing what 
remains of Lucas. She stares at it for a moment, letting out 
a quivering sigh before she extends her trembling arms. 

ALICE
(quietly)

Thank you.

Once she has it in her grasp, the director places a warm hand 
on her arm. She looks up at him in a haze of confusion.

FUNERAL DIRECTOR
I am very sorry for your loss.

Alice stares at him for a moment too long and then nods, 
numbly. She turns away and walks slowly toward the exit. She 
seems to be trudging through a fog, her movements are 
sluggish. 

August nods to the director and swiftly moves to Alice’s 
side, close in case she needs assistance. 

EXT. FUNERAL HOME - DAY

The two of them walk slowly to her car. Alice stares ahead, 
an empty look in her eyes. August looks worried.

AUGUST
How bout I drive?
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