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FADE | N:

| NT. KITCHEN - DAY

H nts of Christnmnastine adorn the kitchen. M Xl NG BOALS and
| NGREDI ENTS |itter every counter, a feast in the making.

COLE (early 40's) stands with his back to the stove,
overwhel mred. He takes a deep breath, raises his APRON over
his head, ties it behind his back.

Col e reaches into the refrigerator, produces a TEN POUND
TURKEY. He sets it in a pan on the stove, stares at it.

He snaps out of his reverie, weaves his way to the LAPTOP on
the kitchen table. He searches: HOWN TO COOK A TURKEY.

He scans the results, trying to keep his cool. He returns to
the oven, sets the tenp, then sets the tiner. FOUR HOURS

| NT. BASEMENT - DAY

NATALIE (early 40’s) is inmmersed in her iPad. Onscreen are
t he words: BREW NG YOUR FI RST BEER. Behi nd her, the pot,
t ubi ng, bucket, and bottles of a HOVEBREWKI T.

GRACE (O S.)
He’'s gonna screw it up.

Nat al i e | ooks up. Her daughter, GRACE (m d-teens) stands
across the room arns folded. She' s not happy.

Natalie returns to her i Pad.

NATALI E
| don’t care. |I’mnot going up
t here.

Grace gl ances upstairs, concerned.

NATALI E (cont’ d)
(rmuttering)
Stupi d i dea anyway. Wio cooks a
turkey for Christmas?

Grace glares at her nom
GRACE
We coul d have had turkey for

Thanksgiving if you hadn’t gotten
drunk and-

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 2.

NATALI E
Shut your nout h.

Unconfortable silence. Natalie never takes her eyes from her
i Pad. Grace storns upstairs.

| NT. KITCHEN - DAY

The tinmer on the oven reads THREE HOURS. The kitchen is
significantly nmessier than it was an hour ago.

Cole is frazzled, his apron filthy. He stirs a simering pot
of corn with one hand, pours canned cranberries into a bow
wth the other. Sonewhere, a tiner begi ns BEEPI NG

Grace watches fromthe doorway.

GRACE
Dad?

Col e ignores her as he searches for the beeping tiner. He
opens the mcrowave. The beeping stops.

Col e renoves a bowl fromthe mcrowave, funbles, drops it
on the floor. The bow SHATTERS, sendi ng ORANGE MJSH
ever ywher e.

CCLE

(furious)
God dammi t!

Grace takes a step into the kitchen.

GRACE
Dad, can |-

COLE
| don’t need any help. | can do
this. Alone.

Hs fury dissipates as quickly as it appeared. G ace stops
short. Her lower lip trenbles, but she doesn’'t cry.

Grace | eaves without another word. Cole grabs a di shtowel
and starts cleaning up his ness.



| NT. BASEMENT - DAY

The refrigerator door stands open, revealing rows of
DATE- LABELED BOTTLES. Natalie reaches for one, cracks it
open, drinks deep.

A smle of pure satisfaction crosses her |ips.
Natal ie closes the refrigerator door, revealing G ace.

GRACE
Why won’t you go upstairs?

NATALI E
(def ensi ve)
And do what ?

Nat al i e t akes anot her deep drink fromthe bottle. She
brushes by her daughter, begins to fiddle with a set of
t ubes and cl anps.

GRACE
You' re afraid, aren’t you?

The bottle drifts down fromMNatalie’s |ips. She doesn’t know
what to say.

GRACE (cont’ d)
You can’t hide down here forever.

NATALI E
Watch ne.

Nat al i e takes anot her drink. G ace heads back upstairs.

| NT. DI NI NG ROOM - DAY

Col e stands at an enpty table, PLATES and SILVERWARE in his
hands. He sets a place at the head of the table.

G ace watches himfromthe doorway.

Col e wal ks to the next chair, hesitates. He glances at the
basenment door. Defeated, he starts toward the kitchen
wi t hout setting out any other plates.

GRACE
(pl eadi ng)
Daddy, pl ease..

Col e stops, |ooks over his shoulder at the table. He
considers, then returns to the table to set places for his
wi f e and daughter.



Grace allows herself a tiny smle

| NT. BASEMENT - DAY

Natalie slunps in a recliner, three RECENTLY EMPTI ED BOTTLES
on the table beside her. She takes a drink, working to enpty
t he fourth.

Grace appears before her.

NATALI E
What ?

G ace SLAPS the bottle out of her nother’'s hand. It CLATTERS
to the floor. The two wonen stare each other down.

Nat al i e stands, straightens her skirt, and SLAPS G ace
across the face. Grace doesn't flinch.

GRACE
Are you done feeling sorry for
your sel f?
Nat al i e’ s expressi on softens.
GRACE (cont’d)
You need to cone upstairs. You owe
it to him
Grace turns, wal ks to the basenent steps, stops.

GRACE (cont’d)
You owe it to ne.

Grace wal ks upstairs. Natalie doesn’t nove.

| NT. KI TCHEN - DAY

The oven timer counts down 3... 2... 1... BEEP

Cole turns off the heat, opens the oven door. He waves away
the steam and stares at the turkey, his expression

unr eadabl e.

He slides the turkey out of the oven. Perfection.



| NT. DI NI NG ROOM - DAY
Grace sits alone at the table, a feast set before her.
Col e hesitates in the doorway, holding the turkey.

Nat al i e appears in the basenent door. She exchanges a gl ance
wth Gace, then takes her seat at the table.

Grace places her hand on the table. Natalie reaches out and
takes Grace’s hand in her own.

Col e takes in the scene before him forces a snile.

He enters the room places the turkey on the table, takes
his seat. He bows his head, closes his eyes, begins to pray.

BEG N MONTAGE
Natal i e gets drunk at a party, argues with Cole.

Natalie clinmbs into her car. Cole calling after her. Gace
gi ves her dad an apol ogetic look, clinmbs in with Natalie.

Natalie s car drifts across the yellow Iine. HEADLI GHTS
bearing down them A TRUCK HORN bl asts.

Dar kness. Screeching netal. Breaking glass. Scream ng.
Cole in the basenent, destroying the honebrew kit in a fit
of rage. He breaks every bottle, pushes the refrigerator on
its side. Spent, broken, Cole sobs.
END MONTACE
Col e finishes his prayer, opens his eyes.
CCOLE
(to hinself)
| mss you.
Cole lifts his head.
Grace’s seat is enpty. On her plate, a FRAMED PHOTO of
Cole’s little girl. Natalie' s seat is also enpty. Their
VEDDI NG PHOTO rests on her plate.

Col e picks up the carving knife and begi ns his holiday
f east.

Al one.

FADE TO BLACK



