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EXT. LINDSEY’S HOUSE - EVENING

It’s a normal, suburban home, but even from the outside, 
something seems cold. The world appears still, as if the 
house is as numb as the people inside.

INT. LINDSEY’S KITCHEN - EVENING

LINDSEY, 38, is hand washing the dishes, her eyes glazed as 
she goes through the motions of an activity she’s done a 
thousand times before. She sets the plate she has been 
cleaning on the drying rack, then turns off the water. Her 
eyes linger on the PICTURE FRAME in the window, where she, 
LUCAS (42) and GLENN (14) smile alongside her. Happy. 
Carefree. Whole. Versions of themselves that no longer exist 
anymore. Is the woman in the photo dead or the woman standing 
in the kitchen?

INT. HALLWAY - EVENING

Lindsey silently treads toward her room, almost back to her 
sanctuary - or hell, she’s not sure which it is anymore - but 
the CRACKED DOOR she sees along the way makes her pause. She 
peers through the opening and sees Glenn sitting on the floor 
against his bed. She stares at him for a moment, considering, 
but before she can decide what to do, he looks up and gazes 
directly at her. She tenses, having no choice now.

INT. GLENN’S BEDROOM - EVENING

Lindsey fully pushes the door open. Glenn stares at her, 
unblinking. There is a long pause. Lindsey is finally about 
to speak, but Glenn beats her to it.

GLENN
Where is he?

The weight grows heavier in Lindsey’s chest.

LINDSEY
He’s gone, baby.

Glenn’s expression is unwavering.

GLENN
Gone where?

Lindsey steels herself.

LINDSEY
To heaven. With Uncle Joe.
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GLENN
When will he be back?

He doesn’t understand. Of course he doesn’t understand.

LINDSEY
He’s not coming back.

Glenn stares off into the abyss of his mind. Lindsey watches 
him for a moment, and despite her own mental and emotional 
exhaustion, she can’t resist her internal outcry to help him. 
Lindsey steps into the room and slowly drops down onto the 
floor next to him, silent. She looks into the abyss too and 
tries not to get lost in it.

GLENN
Is he mad at me?

LINDSEY
Oh, god, baby, no. This isn’t your 
fault. You didn’t do anything 
wrong. Daddy would be here if he 
could.

GLENN
I took his Star Trek cards. He told 
me not to. I like how shiny they 
are.

LINDSEY
It’s-- it’s not about that. He told 
me you can have them. They’re his 
gift to you.

Glenn stares hard into the black hole.

GLENN
I’ll give them back. He has to come 
home.

Lindsey fights to hold back the tears.

LINDSEY
He can’t come home. He-- he died. 
That means he’s gone to live in 
heaven. He has a new home.

GLENN
Bring him back.

Glenn’s face is still empty. Lindsey searches for something 
to say, some way to convey the truth of death to her son.
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And then the EXPLOSION of emotion RIPS out of Glenn in a 
tsunami of rage and tears. He LASHES out at her, sudden, 
unexpected, and Lindsey barely brings her arms up in time to 
stop herself from getting slammed in the face.

GLENN (CONT'D)
BRING HIM BACK! BRING HIM BACK! 
BRING HIM BACK!

Lindsey’s own emotional turmoil LURCHES to the surface as she 
tries to calm her son, tries to grab his arms, tries to 
protect herself from another emotional outburst neither of 
them can control.

LINDSEY
Glenn, stop it--

GLENN
BRING HIM BACK!

LINDSEY
Please, Glenn--

GLENN
BRING HIM BACK!

LINDSEY
Baby, I can’t--

GLENN
BRING HIM BACK!

LINDSEY
Stop it, stop this--

GLENN
BRING HIM BACK!

LINDSEY
(breaking)

I CAN’T. I’M SORRY, I CAN’T BRING 
HIM BACK. HE’S GONE. HE LEFT US 
BOTH.

Lindsey wraps her arms around Glenn’s and pins them to his 
side, pulling him to her chest and gripping him with an 
intensity that leaves him immobile. He continues to STRUGGLE 
and SOB, and she BAWLS next to him, overwhelmed by the 
nightmare she now lives. Devastated. Agonized. Broken.
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