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VACE (CONT'D) 
Hey, Martina. I'm leaving the twins 
back there for a second. I'll be back 
in one minute. One minute! I promise 
they won't burn the place down or 
anything. 

EXT. STOCKROOM LIBRARY - DAY 

Vace strides past their MINIVAN -- crosses the road -- heads 
guiltily towards a nearby 7-Eleven 

INT. 7-ELEVEN - DAY 

Vace walks the too-cold too-bright aisles towards a PUBLIC 
PAY-PHONE in the rear corner. 

Vace digs out a pile of coins and, hunched as if placing a 
call to the KGB, punches out a number from memory. 

INT. GEORGETOWN - DIANE'S HOME - KITCHEN - DAY 

Diane, Vace's mom, answers her RINGING PHONE. An elegant, 
cultured woman. Looks every bit the retired professor... and 
every bit the kind of person her child was born to be. 

All this in a lovely kitchen in a handsome Georgetown 
brownhouse. 

DIANE 
Hello? 

VACE 
Hey, mom! Happy birthday. 

Intercut Vace and Diane 

DIANE 
Vace! OH MY GOD! Where are you? 

A pause, as Diane checks herself. Remembers the rules. 

DIANE (CONT'D) 
Honey, I'm sorry. I didn't mean... 

VACE 
I know. So how are you? I hope dad's 
taking you to Clyde's tonight... 

At which, Diane arches an eyebrow. 
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HER POV: In the garden, Vace's dad, GLENN, is in a lawn 
chair, enjoying the afternoon sun. One leg in a cast. 

He too is a retired professor, and looks it. Except right now 
he's playing Candy Crush on an iPad. 

DIANE 
No. The silly old food broke a leg. 

VACE 
Oh my god! 

DIANE 
Oh, it's not as bad as it sounds. The 
cast comes off next week. I can't 
wait. He's driving me crazy, limping 
around the place like he's Boris 
Karloff. Your dad has many fine 
qualities, but god knows he loves an 
opportunity to be stoic. 

Vace smiles, happy and sad 

DIANE (CONT'D) 
How are my grandbabies? They must be 
getting so big. 

VACE 
They are. I stare at them cuz I can't 
believe it. I look at Charlie 
sometimes, I see Dad's face and... 

Vace breaks off. Suddenly emotional. 

DIANE 
Honey, can you at least send a 
photograph? A picture couldn't hurt, 
surely. 

VACE 
Mom, I can't. 

DIANE 
I just want to see what they look 
like. 

VACE 
Mom, I don't want to argue. Not on 
your birthday. 

A silence. Heartbreak in it, and so many miles. 
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A tear escapes Vace's eye. 

VACE (CONT'D) 
Listen. I've got to go. Happy 
birthday. Give my love to Dad. 

DIANE 
Sweetheart, I'm sorry. I didn't mean 
to... I know it's difficult. I love 
you. 

VACE 
I love you, too. 

DIANE 
If there's anything we can do? Money? 
Lawyers? A chicken pot pie? 

VACE 
Wouldn't that be nice? Chicken pot 
pie? 

DIANE 
Any time you want one. You just knock 
on my door. 

Right now, there's nothing Vace wants more in the world. 

VACE 
I know. Mom, I've got to go. I'm 
sorry. I've got to. Happy birthday! 

Vace hangs up. Stands there briefly. Fighting back more 
tears. Then hurries guiltily out of the store, back to the 
library. 

INT. ALLIE'S GARAGE - NIGHT 

It's later. Allie is still fossicking with the box as Vace 
softly enters, watching. 

Allie looks up. Gives a bright, apologetic smile. Sadness at 
the corners of it. 

ALLIE 
Ninja. 

Allie looks sadly down at the letter from the patent office. 

End
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ALLIE (CONT'D) 
I don't get it. I've read this thing 
about fifty thousand times and I still 
don't get it. 

Vace shrugs a helpless, sympathetic shoulder. Then: 

VACE 
So I've been thinking. It's been 
years. 

Allie looks. Knows something's coming. 

VACE (CONT'D) 
We could call my parents. (quickly, 
over-riding a possible protest) I 
could do it anonymously from a burner 
somewhere. I could make the call from 
San Fransisco maybe. Or, I don't know, 
Lubbock Texas. Let them triangulate 
cell towers all they want. I could ask 
Mom and Dad to wire money to an online 
account. They'd do it for us, you know 
they would. 

A beat. Something in it. Some secret, shared knowledge. 

ALLIE 
I know. But we can't. 

Vace stand very still. Trying hard to stay calm. But Allie 
picks up the discomfort anyway. 

ALLIE (CONT'D) 
Wait. Did you do it already? Did you 
call them? 

And Vace lies. Because there's nothing else to do. 

VACE 
Of course I didn't. But we're in 
trouble here. Really in trouble. We're 
going to lose the house and I don't 
know what we do next. I truly don't 
know where we turn and what we do. 

Allie sets down the offending letter. Stares at the firebox. 

FY
I

FY
I

FY
I

FY
I

FY
I
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ALLIE 
We start again. We make the move and 
start again. Kick off the dust. 

VACE 
The kids- 

ALLIE 
Have done it before. They'll be fine. 

A beat. The burgeoning smile of a secret about to share. 

Allie opens a drawer. Pulls out and unfolds some schematics. 

Vace edges forward, looks down at-- 

VACE 
A boat? 

ALLIE 
Sure. Why not? I mean, for a while I 
did think about a barge. Upside: 
plenty of space. Downside: they pretty 
much tie you down to one trawler, 
especially and ex-charter boat, for 
maybe ten grand? 

VACE 
Why a trawler? 

ALLIE 
(re:schematics) They've got decent 
headroom, they're wide through the 
hull. Makes the space on board seem 
pretty generous. And they're sturdy. 
They can take a beating. If you want 
to know the truth, Im actually kind of 
excited. 

And, tentatively, so is Vace. There's a light at the end of 
the tunnel. 

ALLIE 
I mean, we get to chase the weather 
down to Mexico. Spend a year there. 
Maybe two? Drink a little Tequila. 
Swim. Do some fishing. We don't eat 
enough fist. You don't get any freer 
than a boat. Oh and good luck                                       finding 
us, by the way. Good luck with that. 

FY
I

FY
I

FY
I

FY
I

FY
I

FY
I
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Vace studies the schematics, all bussiness. 

VACE 
We'd need cash on hand. 

ALLIE 
I'll go see Polski tomorrow afternoon. 
I can raise a little capital that way. 
We don't need much. 

Off Vace: the scary exhilaration of it. Just             .                                              lighting out  
Being free. 


