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FADE IN:

INT. RICH’S HOUSE - BATHROOM - NIGHT

SOPHIA (45) stands at the sink in the bathroom of her ex-
husband, Rich, scrubbing water across the weariness embedded 
on her face.  It’s no use. It’s not going anywhere.  Dries 
off.  With a little more attention to herself, her underlying 
beauty would shine.  Instead, a sullen, impassive face stares 
back at her from the mirror. 

SOPHIA
You can do this.  You can do this. 
Baby steps.  It’ll be easy.  

She squares her shoulders.  Determined, she walks out.  

INT. FOYER - NIGHT

Canned laughter from an old rerun filters from the living 
room.  Sophia pulls her keys from her purse.  Without a 
sound, she removes a key from the ring, pausing to listen 
every few seconds.  Stashes the key in a potted plant.

SOPHIA
(calls to Rich)

I’m going home now. 

Sophia leaves without waiting for a response. 

INT. SOPHIA’S HOUSE - BEDROOM - DAY

Sophia rummages through drawers and closets, making piles, 
putting items in boxes, some of which are Rich’s.  She is on 
a mission. ADAM (14), her energetic son, looks through a 
PHOTO ALBUM.

SOPHIA (V.O.)
I’d like to think Rich was a thief, 
but you can’t steal what is freely 
given.  No less deviously, though, 
he took the essence of who I was 
and reshaped me into someone quite 
different. 

ADAM
(pointing to page)

Is that you?

INSERT - PHOTO - A YOUNGER SOPHIA and a few girlfriends, 
flirtatiously dressed, out on the town, laughing. 



SOPHIA
(follows his gaze, sighs)

Yeah, believe it or not.

ADAM
You need to laugh more.

SOPHIA
I do, honey.

ADAM
Not like that, you don’t.

Adam closes the album, puts it in a box, carries it out.

Sophia’s cell phone RINGS.  She answers, listens, rolls her 
eyes.  She continues sorting, bored with the conversation. 

SOPHIA (V.O.)
I didn’t even see the change 
coming.  How could I, when 
responsibility dictated my every 
choice, making me wear the pants 
that I would’ve gladly traded for a 
skirt. 

Sophia carries a BOX labeled “RICH’S CRAP” to the living 
room, phone cradled against her ear.

INT.  LIVING ROOM - DAY

In the midst of a chaotic decluttering project, TWO MEN 
navigate an upright PIANO toward the door. Sophia directs 
Adam to help them, still with phone to her ear.

SOPHIA (V.O.)
All I know is somewhere between the 
"I do" and the "I don't want to do 
this anymore," I had lost myself.  

Sophia makes sure Adam isn’t around, then

SOPHIA
(whispers loudly into the 
phone)

Richard, if you don’t hurry up and 
do it, I will. 

TONI (40s), no-nonsense, best friend of Sophia, stands at a 
bookshelf, sorting books.  Looks to Sophia, curious.  Sophia 
shakes her head, gestures cutting her wrist.  Toni rolls her 
eyes, resumes sorting.
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SOPHIA (V.O.)
And like anything in this world, if 
it is neglected, it will die. And 
die I did.  A thousand times.

SOPHIA
(into phone)

Read that book I gave you.  I have 
to go. 

Sophia hangs up.

TONI
(thumbing through a book)

I don’t think I’ve ever seen you 
crack open this one.

SOPHIA
(glances at the cover) 

Actually I did, but the thought of 
cooking a gourmet meal for an 
unappreciative husband was a real 
turnoff. That goes in the giveaway 
box.

TONI
(holding up a knitting book) 

What’s this?  Is there a side of 
you I don’t know about?

SOPHIA
(laughs)

Check this out.  
(searches a drawer, holds up 
the lopsided beginning of a 
blanket) 

See? 

TONI
Impressive.

SOPHIA
(tosses knitting project 
into trash bag)

I thought I needed to be a mini-
Martha to be the perfect mother. 

TONI
Hey, you are the perfect mother. 
It’s just too bad Rich turned out 
to be a 50-year-old toddler. You 
could have used some help.
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SOPHIA
Impossible to be an equal partner 
when you won’t take responsibility 
for yourself. Which is why I’m 
finally cutting the umbilical cord.

TONI
(mumbles)

About twenty years too late.

SOPHIA
(picks up her ex’s box) 

Ready?

Toni tosses a few books into another box, calls to Adam.

TONI
Hey, Sport. How would you like to 
make some money mowing my lawn?

Adam runs in from outside.  

ADAM
Did someone say money?

SOPHIA
Thanks, Toni. I appreciate it.

TONI
Adam, why don’t you get in the car. 
I’ll be right out.

Adam hurries out the door.  

TONI (CONT’D)
Are you going to be okay at Rich’s 
house?

SOPHIA
Oh, yeah.  I’ll be fine.  I’ll drop 
off this box then head to your 
place.  

They walk outside. 

EXT.  RICH’S HOUSE - DAY

Sophia twists the front door knob.  It’s locked.  The large 
box makes it difficult to knock.  She kicks the door instead. 
RICH (50), neediness prevalent in his eyes, opens the door.  
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RICH
Oh, hey. This is a surprise. Why 
didn’t you use the key I gave you?

SOPHIA
(sidesteps his question)

I told you I was stopping by. 

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

Rich steps back to let Sophia inside his house, furnished 
with the male necessities only - big screen TV and couch. 

RICH
Really?  Must have slipped my mind. 

(reaches for box) 
Let me get that.

SOPHIA
(pulls away)

No, I have it.

RICH
(takes box)

Give it to me.  You’re always doing 
too much. 

SOPHIA
And since when are you so helpful?

RICH
Hey, that hurts.

SOPHIA
It’s the truth.

Rich puts the box down, takes Sophia’s hand.  

RICH
Dance with me, Sophia.

SOPHIA
What?  Why?

Sophia steps away. Rich pulls her back.

RICH
Because I know you like to. 

SOPHIA
(eyes him wearily)

There’s no music.
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RICH
(holds her closer)

We don’t need music.  Please.  One 
dance.  I don’t care if you pretend 
I’m someone else, but I’m going to 
pretend you love me, like you did 
when we first met.

SOPHIA
Now you’re getting weird.  Did you 
take too many of your meds?

RICH
Shhh.  Just enjoy this. 

SOPHIA
Why couldn’t you have been this 
nice when we were married?

RICH
Being without you made me realize I 
could have been a better husband.

(sways with her, humming)
Is it too much to hope it makes a 
difference now?

SOPHIA
(stiffens, backs off)

Yes.  It’s way too much to ask. 
I’ve got to go.  

Sophia rushes out the door.  

EXT./INT. ARCADE PARKING LOT - SOPHIA’S CAR - DAY

Sophia and Adam drive through the crowded parking lot of a 
popular family gaming center. 

ADAM
Why do I have to be here?

SOPHIA
I have to share you once in awhile.

ADAM
But I don’t mind being with you. 
Dad is just weird.

Sophia pulls behind Rich’s parked car.  He sees them, rushes 
to the car, makes funny faces through Adam’s closed window. 

ADAM (CONT’D)
See what I mean?
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SOPHIA
He’s just trying to make you laugh. 
Hey, it’s only for a few hours. 

Rich runs to Sophia’s side of the car and makes faces at her. 
Adam pulls his baseball cap further over his eyes, shoulders 
open the door, hesitates.

SOPHIA (CONT’D)
Go on. You’ll have fun.  

ADAM
You don’t really believe that, do 
you?

SOPHIA
I’ll pick you up in a few hours. 

Rich taps on her window.  Sophia rolls it down a few inches.

SOPHIA (CONT’D)
(annoyed)

What?

RICH
Wow. Testy today. Listen, I need 
your help with something.

SOPHIA
The answer is no.

RICH
I know you’re busy, but I’m 
confused with my taxes and since 
you’d always handled that...

SOPHIA
Hire someone.

RICH
I can’t afford to.

SOPHIA
And you assume I’ll come to the 
rescue?

RICH
You understand our finances.

SOPHIA
Your finances.  There is no us.
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RICH
Fine.  I was going to ask you about 
who’s claiming Adam, but I’ll just 
do it anyway.

SOPHIA
(on the defense)

You can’t.  I’m claiming him. 

Rich walks away, smirking, knowing he hit his target.

RICH
Hey, Adam!  Let’s get some ice 
cream.

SOPHIA
Wait!  Rich! 

(gets out of car)
You can’t claim him!  Ugh!

INT. RICH’S HOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY

Sophia sits at kitchen table with LAPTOP, PAPERS spread out.  

SOPHIA
Don’t you have any more receipts?  
You need some serious write-offs.

(mumbles) 
Because you’re not claiming Adam. 

Rich leaves the room, returns with a box, pulls out a handful 
of papers.  Sophia looks through them. 

SOPHIA (CONT’D)
The IRS isn’t going to accept 95% 
of this.  God, Rich, it’s not that 
hard.  I mean, if I can do this, 
you can, too.

Rich looks at laptop, cringes, the reality hitting him.  

RICH
I can’t pay that much.  

Rich drags his feet down the hall, CLOSES the bedroom door. 
Sophia, in tax mode, continues on the laptop.  

SOPHIA
There’s no rhyme or reason to this.  
You have everything categorized 
wrong and a lot of stuff that can’t 
be claimed.  
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Hey, didn’t you donate all of your 
old photography equipment to the 
school?  Did you get a receipt for 
that?

Sophia stops what she is doing, shifts her focus from the 
screen to the uneasy stillness of the room. 

SOPHIA (CONT’D)
Rich?  Did you hear me or are you 
avoiding these taxes?  Rich?

Pushing away from the table, she hurries toward the hall.  
She approaches Rich’s closed bedroom door.  Knocks.

SOPHIA (CONT’D)
(opens door)

Rich?

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

Rich sits on a rumpled bed in the darkened room with a 
MEDICINE BOTTLE in one hand, PILLS in the other. 

SOPHIA
Seriously?  What the hell are you 
doing?

Sophia strides to his side, takes the pills into the 
adjoining bathroom.  The flushing toilet doesn’t faze Rich. 

SOPHIA (CONT’D)
You know these little displays lost 
their shock value a long time ago.    

Sophia storms out of the room, grabbing her purse on her way 
to the door. Rich chases after her.  

RICH
Sophia.  Wait.  I’m sorry.  That 
was wrong.  But you’re the only one 
I can talk to.  I... I’ve got a 
problem.

Sophia stops, hand poised on the doorknob.

SOPHIA
You sure as hell do.  

RICH
No.  I mean, something is wrong.  
In my head.  My memory is slipping. 
I’m really scared.  
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Sophia isn’t fully convinced, but her hand releases the knob.

SOPHIA
Did you see a doctor?

RICH
Not yet. 

SOPHIA
How long has this been going on?  
Wait.  Don’t answer.  I can’t take 
this on.

RICH
It started a few months ago.  You 
know, nothing in my life has ever 
worked out for me.  And now this.  
I feel like such a failure.

SOPHIA
Oh, God.  Here we go again.  

RICH
I know it’s not your problem.  I 
just don’t know what to do.  

SOPHIA
You’re right.  It’s not my problem.

(walks out, closes door, a 
beat later, walks in) 

Look.  I’ll send you some links on 
nutrition or something, but you 
need to find a doctor on your own. 

RICH
I will.  Thanks, Sophia. I 
appreciate ---

SOPHIA
Don’t say anything more. 

Sophia walks out.

INT. TONI’S HOUSE - FOYER/LIVING ROOM - DAY

Toni steps aside to let Sophia and Adam through the front 
door.  Adam plops his overnight bag on the floor.  

SOPHIA
(to Adam)

Okay, Sweetie. You know the rules.  
Whatever Aunt Toni says, goes.  You 
got that?
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ADAM
Yeah, Mom. I got it.

SOPHIA
Good. Now go put your stuff away.

Adam exits with his bag.

TONI
You’re driving Rich to a doctor 
five hours away?  How long is this 
going to drag out? 

SOPHIA
You don’t need to say anything.

TONI
Apparently I do.  Wasn’t taking 
care of Rich for twenty-two years 
enough? When does your life start? 
Christ, he’s a human riptide, just 
pulling you out to sea.  For God’s 
sake, Sophia.  Let him go.  He’s 
had your life tied up way too long.

SOPHIA
We just need to get him diagnosed 
and then I’ll --- 

TONI
Do you remember that dream you had? 
The one of Rich sitting in the 
corner of the room in a wheelchair?

SOPHIA
(nods, sighs)

I had to take care of him.  

TONI
Yeah, and you were old. And sad. 
You had nothing to show for your 
efforts.

SOPHIA
What am I supposed to do?

TONI
Walk away.  

SOPHIA
But ---
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TONI
There’s a reason why you’re 
divorced.  You’ve been his 
counselor and caretaker.  An unpaid 
one at that.  

SOPHIA
I know.  I know.  If it weren’t for 
Adam ---

TONI
Admit it.  You’d still be there for 
him.  Sophia, you don’t want to be 
the old lady taking care of that 
old man.  

SOPHIA
(takes out her cell)

Just look at this. He texted me 
before I got here. 

TONI
(reading text)

“Goodbye.”  Yeah?  And?

SOPHIA
Don’t you get it? Goodbye as in 
this is it.

TONI
I get it, but what’s so different 
than all the other times he’s 
threatened?  

Adam enters.

TONI (CONT’D)
Hey Adam, you must be starving.  
There’s fresh-baked cookies on the 
stove.  Go help yourself.

ADAM
Is that okay, Mom?

Sophia nods.

TONI
Of course it’s okay.  My house, my 
rules.  Now go.

Adam exits.  Sophia waits until he’s out of earshot.
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SOPHIA
He never, ever has texted goodbye. 
He sounds serious this time. 

TONI
You get that from one word.

SOPHIA
Yes, I do.  

TONI
So call the police.

SOPHIA
I can’t.

TONI
Why not?

SOPHIA
Because if they take him to a 
treatment center or someplace, he 
may lose his job. Then, he’ll be 
lost.  He has no one. 

TONI
(sarcastically)

He has you.  Gosh, I know.  He can 
move in with you --

SOPHIA
Yeah, right. Like that will ever 
happen.  Listen, I’ve got to go see 
what’s up.  Hopefully it’s nothing 
and I can get him to the specialist 
in the morning.  Get this condition 
diagnosed once and for all.  Hey 
Adam?

Adam enters, mouth and hands full of cookies. 

SOPHIA (CONT’D)
(hugs Adam)

I’ll pick you up right after school 
tomorrow, okay? I love you, baby. 

(to Toni)
Thank you, Toni. I owe you.

Sophia exits. 

TONI
(calls out to Sophia)

I’m keeping a tab, you know.
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INT. RICH’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Sophia enters. Rich sits on the couch, watching TV. 

SOPHIA
What are you doing?

RICH
What? I’m watching the news.

SOPHIA
(holds up her phone)

Your text!  Why the text?

RICH
Oh that.  I thought I was really 
going to do it that time.  It’s 
nice to know you care, though.

SOPHIA
(incredulous)

Unbelievable.  I swear, if it 
wasn’t illegal I’d help you do it.  
Why don’t you go to the doctor by 
yourself.  

RICH
(stands)

No.  Please.  Just this one time.  

Sophia glares at him, undecided, then

SOPHIA
Ugh! Just get in the car and let’s 
get this over with.  

She storms out.  Rich follows.

INT. SOPHIA’S AND TONI’S OFFICE - DAY

Design books and supplies fill the shelves and pool in the 
corners.  Toni sits at her desk, sketching plans for a room 
remodel.  Sophia sits at her desk behind Toni.

SOPHIA
(into cell phone)

No, Rich.  Listen to me.  Call the 
number on the card and ask for Dr. 
Thomas.  No, I don’t have time.  
You do it.  
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TONI
(to Sophia)

Has it occurred to you he might be 
embellishing a little?  He doesn’t 
have to think anymore since you’re 
doing it for him.  

SOPHIA
(signaling Toni to be 
quiet)

Ask him what the studies showed and 
what the next step is.  And write 
it down.  No.  No, Rich.  I have to 
go. I have work to do. 

TONI
Hang up on him.

SOPHIA
(to Rich)

No.  You call him.  No.  You.  You. 
Call. Him.

TONI
Don’t cave in.

SOPHIA
(to Rich)

No, I won’t.  If you want to know, 
you have to call him yourself.

Toni rolls her eyes.  Mimes hanging up.

SOPHIA (CONT’D)
(to Rich)

I’m hanging up now. I’m hanging up 
now.

Sophia hangs up.

TONI
Why didn’t you hang up?

SOPHIA
I did.  Didn’t you just see that?

TONI
That doesn’t count.  You gave him a 
warning.  Hanging up is supposed to 
be sudden.  Why don’t you let it go 
to voice mail?

SOPHIA
You haven’t heard his voice mails.  
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TONI
He’s not your responsibility.

SOPHIA
I know, I know. But what if there 
really is something wrong?  What 
would I tell Adam?  What if he 
decides to hurt himself? What if ---

TONI
Do you ever hear yourself talk? 
What if this memory thing is all 
some manifested, manipulative-
induced issue?

Sophia picks at her nail polish, avoiding the possibility.

TONI (CONT’D)
He’s a big boy.  He can handle his 
own problems.  You know, you should 
get out more.  Find a real man who 
will treat you well.

SOPHIA 
I doubt one exists anymore.  You 
probably took the last nice guy.  
Besides, I’ve got work to do.  I 
don’t have time.

Sophia dives into her work for a moment before distraction 
sets in.  Pulls up the search engine on her computer.

TONI
But you have time to cater to your 
ex.  

(looks at Sophia’s screen) 
You’re searching memory loss?  You 
know, there’s a name for what 
you’re doing.  Enabling.  Stop 
doing stuff for him and start 
putting yourself first.  

SOPHIA
Easy for you to say. 

Toni grabs nail polish out of her desk and tosses it to 
Sophia.

TONI
Here.  Start by covering up your 
chipped polish.  You’ll feel 
better.  

Sophia’s cell CHIMES.
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INSERT TEXT MESSAGE:  “I can’t do this.  I’m done.  Please 
tell Adam I love him.”

SOPHIA
Shit.

Sophia quickly dials.  Listens.  Incoming call CHIME. She 
switches calls.  

SOPHIA (CONT’D)
Adam. 

EXT. RICH’S HOUSE - DAY

Adam sits on the curb, shivering, despite the sunshine.

ADAM 
Mom, can you pick me up now?  Dad’s 
getting really weird on me.

INTERCUT - TELEPHONE CONVERSATION

SOPHIA
What happened?  Are you okay?

ADAM 
(choking up)

Yeah.  I’m okay.  I’m outside.  Dad 
all of a sudden started yelling and 
throwing stuff around.  He told me 
to leave and then he locked himself 
in his room.  I just ran outside.  
Mom?  I’m scared.

SOPHIA
(bolts out of her chair)

I’m on my way.  Stay where you are.

TONI
Hey! What’s up? 

SOPHIA
I’ve got to pick up Adam.  

Sophia rushes out.

EXT. RICH’S HOUSE - DAY

Adam sits huddled on sidewalk.  Sophia pulls to the curb. 
Adam rushes into Sophia’s arms, crying.  She pulls back, 
listening to what he says.  She is on full alert, glares at 
the house.  Quickly leads Adam to the car.
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INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

Sophia bursts through the front door, fuming.  Scans living 
room.  It’s empty.  She stomps to Rich’s bedroom. 

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

Rich sits on the edge of the bed, head down, shoulders 
slumped, gun in hand.  Sophia storms in. 

SOPHIA
In front of your son?  Are you 
kidding me?  Are you fucking 
kidding me? When did you get a 
goddamn gun?

In a few quick moves, she has the gun out Rich’s hand, the 
clip out and safely in her back pocket.

SOPHIA (CONT’D)
You do this shit on your own time. 
Don’t drag Adam into it.  Right now 
he’s outside completely flipped 
out. 

RICH
I’m sorry.  I just don’t want to 
live anymore.

SOPHIA
So this is your idea of a solution? 
Let your son see you shoot 
yourself? 

RICH
I told him to leave.

SOPHIA
To go where?  You didn’t think he’d 
figure it out?  He’s not stupid, 
Rich.

RICH
He doesn’t care.  He’ll get over 
it.

SOPHIA
He’s a child, for God’s sake.  He’d 
never understand. 

She turns to leave.
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RICH
Don’t call the police.  This is my 
life.

SOPHIA
(stops in doorway)

Anything you do affects Adam.

RICH
Promise me you won’t. 

SOPHIA
You’ve crossed the line, Rich. I 
can’t ignore this one.    

Sophia walks out. 

EXT. BEACH - DAY

In the early morning hours, Sophia runs, angry, her feet 
pounding in the sand.  Her determined breaths sustain her 
movement.  Slows at the sight of a FAMILY, barefoot, looking 
for shells, affectionate with each other.

Sophia stops, taking in their obvious healthy dynamics - and 
hating every minute.  Turns, sprints back the way she came.  

INT. SOPHIA’S AND TONI’S OFFICE - NIGHT

Coffee cup in hand, Sophia chews at the tip of her pencil, 
pouring over design books.  Cell phone CHIMES.  Sees who it’s 
from, lets out a breath.  Hesitates before opening the text.

SOPHIA
(reading)

Goodbye.

She puts the cell phone down.  Returns to her work.  A beat 
later, she picks it up and dials...

911 ATTENDANT (V.O.)
911.  Where is your emergency?

SOPHIA 
Yeah, hi.  I’d like to report a 
possible suicide attempt.

INT. SOPHIA’S HOUSE - BEDROOM - NIGHT

Sophia, elegantly dressed, turns and faces Toni.  She’s 
glowing, like a high school girl before her prom. 
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SOPHIA
Wow.  A real date.

TONI
Welcome to your life.  

SOPHIA
(smile fades)

I couldn’t keep holding him up, 
Toni.  He would have pulled me 
under.  Saving him just wasn’t an 
option anymore.  

TONI
No.  It wasn’t.  Don’t feel guilty.  
He has good support now.

SOPHIA
(nods, takes a big breath)

This is so weird.  I’m actually 
thinking about me.   

ADAM (O.S.)
Mom, a car just pulled up.

TONI
It’s show time, girlfriend.  

INT. FOYER - NIGHT 

Sophia greets her DATE (50s) and introduces him to Toni and 
Adam before they leave.  

SOPHIA (V.O.)
My decision to let Rich go was a 
long time coming, and wasn’t one 
made lightly.  No matter how 
uncomfortable severing the tie was, 
I knew Rich’s life was not mine to 
live.  He had to find his own path 
without me, and whatever decisions 
he made, they had to be his. 

FADE OUT.
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