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FADE IN:

INT. MOVIE THEATER LOBBY - NIGHT (SUMMER, 1987)

ANTHONY and JAMES, both seventeen, are making popcorn and 
setting up the concession stand.

ANTHONY
Frank paid seventeen thousand 
dollars for that car.

JAMES
Seventeen thousand dollars! But 
it's only one color.

ANTHONY
That’s how much the new TransAm 
costs.

JAMES
I would have gotten two colors. Or 
at least a gold firebird on the 
hood. What a waste.

ANTHONY
It looks good in all black. I wish 
I had a car like that.

Several feet away, LINCOLN, seventeen, is staring through the 
large glass panes of the wooden doors that separate the movie 
theater lobby from the street outside. He looks intently at 
the window, as though staring at something outside. 

He sprays a small part of the window with white foam and 
starts rubbing the foam with a paper towel. He stares again 
at the window, and starts feverishly rubbing the glass. 

ROBERT, twenty, Lincoln’s older brother, is standing in a 
different part of the lobby, with JOHN and a WOMAN, both in 
their late twenties. 

Robert is showing John a large butterfly knife. Robert looks 
like he does manual labor for a living. His shirt sleeves are 
rolled up past his round biceps. 

John tries to flick open the butterfly knife and nearly cuts 
himself. 

JOHN
You can’t twirl a knife this big!



ROBERT
Lincoln! Quit cleaning that fucking 
window and get over here. 

(turning to John) )
He’ll spend all day cleaning that 
fucking window.

Lincoln walks over to the three of them.

ROBERT (CONT’D)
Here, Lincoln. Twirl the knife.

He hands the long butterfly knife to Lincoln. 

Lincoln flicks open the knife and then begins twirling it 
around his hand.

He then throws the knife up in the air and it spins. John and 
the woman back away instinctively. Lincoln then shoots his 
hand out and snatches the knife out of mid-air. 

He flicks the knife closed and hands it back to Robert and 
disappears through one of the doors that leads from the lobby 
into the theater. 

ROBERT (CONT’D)
(sarcastically)

You can’t twirl a knife this big.

JOHN
Who was that?

ROBERT
That was my Lincoln.

JOHN
Who the hell is Lincoln?

INT. MOVIE THEATER - NIGHT

Lincoln is standing in the back of the theater, watching.

He walks down the right aisle, moving through the streaming 
light toward a door that appears tiny next to the screen. 

INT. ANTEROOM BEHIND SCREEN - NIGHT

Lincoln walks past debris in the staging area. 

Behind the movie screen he reaches up to grab the bottom rung 
of an old metal ladder and starts climbing. 
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Behind him are the flickering images of scenes from his early 
childhood.

EXT. SUBURBAN STREET - DAY (1976)

Lincoln, seven years old, is on a bike. 

Robert is pushing him down the street that stretches ahead. 
Robert lets go and Lincoln rolls forward, wobbling back and 
forth and then falls.

LINCOLN
I was going too fast!

ROBERT
You have to go too fast.

LINCOLN
Look at my knee.

Lincoln examines the bloody gash on his knee.

ROBERT
It only hurts if you believe that 
it’s real.

Lincoln looks at the blood on his hands from his knee, and 
reluctantly gets back on the bike. Robert pushes him again 
and then lets go.

ROBERT (CONT’D)
You have to pedal!

Lincoln starts pedaling, and the bike steadies itself as he 
rolls down the sunny street, with the three branches hanging 
overhead and Robert running after him smiling.

INT. MOVIE THEATER - NIGHT (1987)

Lincoln has made his way to the staging area behind the 
screen, and he starts climbing a long metal ladder, the 
images flickering behind him.

EXT. CAMP PAVILION - DAY (1976)

Young Lincoln is standing outside of a “haunted house” that 
has been made as part of the camp festival day. He is wearing 
fake Dracula teeth. 
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A younger girl sees him and starts screaming. Lincoln stares 
at the girl puzzled, and then realizes why the girl is 
screaming and takes his teeth out. 

The girl stops screaming and looks at Lincoln for several 
moments, hesitating, and then smiles. Lincoln smiles back.

Lincoln puts the teeth back in his mouth while he is smiling 
and is startled by the girl screaming again. Lincoln takes 
the teeth out and the girl stops again. 

Lincoln puts the teeth back in and the girl starts screaming.

EXT. NEW JERSEY SUBURBAN HOUSE - DAY - (1976)

Young Lincoln, shirtless, is standing outside of the large 
ranch house, looking inside the trash can that is sunk in a 
cement pit in the ground. At the bottom of the trash is 
Lincoln’s blanket. 

Lincoln turns away but then looks in the trash can again, 
only now it is filled with water and there are tadpoles that 
have sprouted arms and legs swimming in it.

MARC (O.S.)
Look at the tadpoles!

EXT. SUMMER CAMP IN THE BERKSHIRES - DAY - (1981)

A group of kids are walking on a dusty road that curves 
around a large pond, wearing bathing suits and towels. 
Lincoln and MARC, both pre-teen, are standing at the edge of 
the pond.

LINCOLN
They have arms and legs now.

MARC
They’re like little frogs.

LINCOLN
And yet still like tadpoles. It's 
kind of eerie.

MARC
Why were you getting in trouble?

LINCOLN
At swimming? I wasn’t.

MARC
No, before, at services.
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LINCOLN
That? Because I wasn’t praying.

MARC
Because you weren’t praying?

LINCOLN
I wasn’t participating.

MARC
Didn’t you get in trouble for that 
at dance yesterday too?

LINCOLN
Yeah, so?

MARC
So why don’t you just do it? 

LINCOLN
Why should they be able to force me 
to do things I don't want to do?

MARC
Why not?

LINCOLN
Because.

MARC
I do it, and I'm your best friend 
here.

Lincoln doesn’t respond.

MARC (CONT’D)
What did he say?

LINCOLN
He said I couldn't ever come back 
to summer camp if I’m not going to 
participate.

MARC
And what did you say?

LINCOLN
I said I won’t come back.

MARC
We’ll never see each other again.

LINCOLN
There’s nothing I can do about it.
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MARC
You could just participate. Or 
pretend to.

LINCOLN
I can’t do that.

MARC
Why? 

LINCOLN
Because then there’s no room to be 
me.

Marc stares silently for a moment at Lincoln.

MARC
Let’s go. It's canteen night.

Lincoln and Marc run off down the road into the dusk.

INT. MOVIE THEATER - NIGHT (1987)

Lincoln keeps climbing with the images on the movie screen 
flickering behind him. At the top of the ladder, Lincoln 
pushes open a small door into the foggy night.

EXT. RAILING BENEATH MARQUEE - NIGHT 

Lincoln walks along the railing. He climbs another ladder 
that leads to the roof. 

EXT. ROOF - NIGHT

Lincoln reaches the top of the ladder and walks across the 
roof. Through the fog, he sees the highway and train tracks 
in the distance. 

LINCOLN (V.O.)
Looking back, it's hard to believe 
it’s been my life. Of course, whose 
life could it have been?  
How I do wish it were somebody 
else's story, a book I read once 
and put down so that I could return 
to the imaginary bliss that was 
mine. And yet why do I keep 
thinking of her, the girl who 
always makes me forget who I think 
I am?
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INT. AIRPORT - EARLY MORNING (SUMMER 1983)

Lincoln, fourteen, Robert, and SANDRA, Lincoln and Robert’s 
other, are walking through the mostly deserted airport, past 
the rows of empty luggage carousels. 

SANDRA
Robert, it's pronounced ooon 
hyooon.

ROBERT
Uni, hyuni?

SANDRA
Goddamn it, Robert! It's ooooooon 
hyoooooooon! Are you stupid? Are 
you trying to be a jackass like 
your father? Because you sound just 
like him, just like the same rude 
and insensitive jerk that he is.

Robert’s face stiffens, and they are all silent until Lincoln 
speaks.

LINCOLN
It's pronounced oooooooooni 
heeeeoooooniii Robert!

Robert and Lincoln burst into hysterical laughter.

SANDRA
It's ooooonii-huuuunii! Damn you to 
hell! Now you have me saying it 
wrong. It's ooooon-huuuuun. Ooooon-
huuuuun! Oooooon-huuuun! 

Are you going to get it right or am 
I going to have to lock you both in 
the car and tell everyone that my 
two idiot sons are so stupid they 
are incapable of pronouncing 
Laotian names properly?

ROBERT
Ooooon - Huuuuni?

SANDRA
All right Robert! Since you can't 
pronounce other people's names, I'm 
going to start calling you Asshole. 

Come here now, Asshole!
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Lincoln and Robert grow silent again, until Lincoln walks up 
to Robert, holding his hand out as if to greet him.

LINCOLN
Uni-huni?

SANDRA
Goddamn it!

Sandra starts chasing Robert and Lincoln through the airport, 
with a crazy, manic expression on her face. 

Robert and Lincoln are laughing hysterically, and Lincoln 
falls down, unable to breathe from laughing so hard, and 
Robert crashes into him and they roll around on the floor. 

Sandra comes over and rips Robert off of Lincoln and slaps 
him hard across the face. 

SANDRA (CONT’D)
Now you listen to me and listen 
good, Asshole. If you mispronounce 
his name one more time, I'm going 
to take both of you back home, pack 
up your bags, and send you both to 
live with that son-of-a-bitch who 
calls himself your father so fast 
you won't know what hit you. And 
then you'll find out what it's like 
to spend the rest of your life with 
someone who doesn't give a shit 
about you.

INT. AIRPORT ROOM

Lincoln, Robert and Sandra are waiting in a long room. At one 
end of the room is a door, with several officials and an 
American flag. 

Finally, the door opens, and a Laotion family emerges into 
the room. The father emerges first, wearing a suit and 
holding a bunch of forms. He is followed by the mother, 
carrying a baby, and with a toddler holding onto her leg. 

Behind her are two boys, one older than Robert, and the final 
one Lincoln’s age. Robert and Lincoln rush toward the younger 
boy, their voices a sharp contrast to the quiet of the room.

ROBERT AND LINCOLN
Uuuuuniiii-Huuuuuniii!
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INT. HIGH SCHOOL PHOTOGRAPHY STUDIO - DAY (FALL 1983)

Lincoln, a high school freshman, is winding the dial that 
loads film into a 35mm camera. MR. FIRTH, the photography 
teacher who is dressed like a hippie, is examining contact 
sheets through a magnifying glass. Psychedelic music is 
playing on the radio and there are photographs of Woodstock 
and rock concerts on the wall.

MR. FIRTH
These are good photographs you 
took. Yet pictures can also lie, 
Lincoln, just like people.

MR. LEVIN, the high school principal, walks into the studio 
and sees Lincoln with alarm, and motions frantically for Mr. 
Firth to come speak with him. 

Mr. Firth walks with Mr. Levin to his office. They close the 
door but it doesn’t close all the way and Lincoln moves 
quietly closer so that he can hear them. 

There is an extensive collection of antique and modern 
cameras, arranged in extremely neat rows. Mr. Levin picks up 
cameras and looks at them while Mr. Firth follows him and 
snatches each camera back and carefully replaces it exactly 
where it was.

MR. LEVIN
Why is Lincoln here?

MR. FIRTH
He’s trying to dodge the draft 
board. Maybe he’ll grow up to be a 
high school principal.

MR. LEVIN
Don’t start with me Gregory.

Mr. Firth picks up a book from his desk, Crime and 
Punishment, and holds it in front of Mr. Levin.

MR. FIRTH
Maybe if they read some good books 
he wouldn’t cut English to come 
here.

MR. LEVIN
The curriculum is set by the state.

MR. FIRTH
I have a Vietnamese student in my 
freshman photography class this 
year. 
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If you wanted to follow the state’s 
curriculum you should have gone to 
Vietnam when we were 18 and burned 
her village to the ground.

MR. LEVIN
They might not have had me burn her 
village, Gregory. You have to move 
forward. Dylan was right, and times 
have changed.

MR. FIRTH
Have they? Or have you just turned 
into your father?

Lincoln sneaks out the door of the photography studio and 
emerges into an empty white hallway. He starts walking 
quickly.

INT. HIGH SCHOOL - DAY

Lincoln sneaks through an empty hallway, cutting class. A 
hallway monitor appears and Lincoln ducks quickly into a door 
leading to a staircase. 

INT. SCHOOL LIBRARY - DAY

Lincoln sneaks into the library and quickly sits down in a 
chair by the door and starts reading a book he had hidden 
near the chair. The book is “All Quiet on the Western Front”. 

About fifty feet away, two librarians are talking sit behind 
the library counter. One of the librarians sees Lincoln and 
touches the other librarian and makes her look over at 
Lincoln.

At a table, several girls and boys are sitting, studying and 
working on a group project. 

One of the girls is RILEY LEVIN, also a high school freshman. 
She is pretty, and dressed in preppy clothes. 

Lincoln walks over between two bookcase stacks and stares 
through them at Riley. Through her white blouse, Lincoln can 
see that she is wearing a bra. She is talking and smiling. He 
stares at her longingly.

She sees him, and looks at him, except instead of being 
embarrassed or upset, she smiles. 

Lincoln quickly turns away.
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INT. HIGH SCHOOL LUNCHROOM - DAY

Groups of kids are sitting at tables eating lunch. Lincoln 
holds his paper bag lunch and stands at the entrance to the 
cafeteria. 

At one table he sees Riley, sitting with a bunch of other 
girls and boys, including Un-Hun, laughing. She stops 
talking, as if noticing something, but when she turns to look 
where Lincoln was he is gone.

INT. HIGH SCHOOL STAIRWELL - SEVERAL DAYS LATER

Lincoln sits down in the stairwell and starts eating his 
lunch from a brown paper bag. 

He hears a sound and packs up his lunch and listens. He races 
to the top of the stairs and pushes open the door. Down the 
hallway, he sees a hall monitor and ducks back down the 
stairs, his head looking at the floor. He slams into Riley, 
who is carrying a stack of binders.

RILEY
Lincoln!

Lincoln stares at her, unable to speak.

RILEY (CONT’D)
What are you doing here?

Riley bends down and picks up her binders.

LINCOLN
I was about to eat my lunch.

RILEY
Everybody’s probably done eating 
already. (Pause) But I could sit 
with you while you eat for a few 
minutes.

Lincoln stares at her silently and then sits down on the step 
right where they are, and starts opening up his lunch again. 

RILEY (CONT’D)
What are you doing?

LINCOLN
This is where I eat my lunch.

RILEY
Here?
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LINOLN
This way no one bothers me.

RILEY
But you don’t even have a hall 
pass.

LINCOLN
That’s why I use the stairwell.

Riley stands for a moment, then she sits down next to Lincoln 
and remains with him while he eats his lunch without 
speaking.

INT. PSYCHIATRIST’S OFFICE - DAY

Lincoln and his mother are in the waiting area of a 
psychiatrist’s office in an apartment in New York City. 

Sandra is sitting on a Herman Miller couch reading the New 
York Times, while Lincoln stands looking at a light switch.

LINCOLN
Why is the light switch painted 
over? I mean, it's not like people 
won’t know it's a light switch. 
It’s just painted over, only now it 
looks like someone is trying to 
hide it.

SANDRA
Lincoln! I don’t care about a 
painted over light switch! I was 
trying to tell you what the 
psychiatrist said about Robert.

LINCOLN
What did he say?

SANDRA
He said your brother is lazy, can 
you believe that?

Lincoln sits down on the other end of the couch, so that 
there is an empty space between him and his mother.

LINCOLN
Did he say anything else?

SANDRA
No, just that Robert was lazy and 
needed to work harder.
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LINCOLN
What are you going to do?

Lincoln picks up a copy of Omni magazine, with a headline 
that asks “What Happens Inside a Black Hole?”.

SANDRA
He’s going to start seeing a 
different psychiatrist. Someone who 
is actually going to find 
something. 

LINCOLN
What do you want him to find?

SANDRA
Lincoln! I need to get ready for my 
meeting with my psychiatrist. Do 
you want me to take you to the city 
and the museum ever again?

LINCOLN
I don't care.

SANDRA
Well, if you don’t care, then let’s 
go home right now.

The door to the office opens up and a man comes out and 
motions for Sandra to join him. 

The door closes.

Lincoln puts the magazine down and stands up and walks over 
to the painted over light switch and turns it on and off 
several times. 

He starts chipping at the paint with his fingernail.

INT. CAR - DAY (LATER THAT DAY)

Lincoln and Sandra are driving on the highway.

SANDRA
A penny for your thoughts? . . . 

(abrupt change of 
demeanor)

Look at this asshole! All right you 
son of a bitch, you want to play 
games, I can play games!

Sandra slams on the gas and the car lurches forward. 
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SANDRA (CONT’D)
Roll down your window and give him 
the finger, Lincoln!

LINCOLN
It's a Toyota! He’s in his forties, 
I think.

SANDRA
Well, he’s not going to make it to 
fifty, the way he is driving. Give 
him the finger!

Lincoln takes off his seatbelt and rolls down the window 
using the hand crank, and the wind starts whipping around.

He sticks his head out of the window and faces the other car, 
which is now practically touching the Oldsmobile, and holds 
up his middle finger as the two cars race down the highway. 

The man in the other car looks at Lincoln, and Lincoln smiles 
at him, and then spreads his hands out and shrugs as 
everything grows quiet. 

LINCOLN (V.O.)
I tried to let him know that it 
wasn’t personal, that there was 
nothing violent about me. I didn’t 
mean him any harm. 

As for my mother, I wondered if her 
psychiatrist knew anything about 
her, about what she was like. 
Whatever he was doing to her didn’t 
make any difference. He was just 
painting over light switches. 
Perhaps I could be like Abraham - I 
could smash their idols, strip away 
the paint from their light 
switches, and make them see the 
truth.

Lincoln's mother slams her foot on the gas again, and races 
in front of the Toyota, narrowly missing it before she 
swerves toward the highway exit.

The car climbs up a long suburban street.

SANDRA
So, what are you thinking about? I 
offered you a penny for your 
thoughts. 
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LINCOLN
I was thinking that whatever I get 
in life, I want to do it in such a 
way that I’ll always know that I 
earned it. 

SANDRA
Well, if you really want to be a 
writer, you’ll need a lot of luck.

LINCOLN
I don’t want luck.

SANDRA
Then you don’t want to be a writer.

LINCOLN
I don’t want to be lucky.

SANDRA
You think you’re going to write the 
great American novel, Lincoln? 

LINCOLN
Either I will, or I won't, but if I 
make it I want it to be only 
because of what I do. 

At the top of the hill is a gigantic boulder in the middle of 
the road and the street divides and spreads around the rock. 

Sandra floors the gas pedal and heads toward the rock. 

At the last second, the car swerves violently around the 
rock. Lincoln is thrown against the door of the car.

SANDRA
Goddamn it Lincoln!

LINCOLN
What?

SANDRA
You know damn well what! 

LINCOLN
I don’t!

SANDRA
You don't? Don't act like your 
father with me. If you ever throw 
yourself around the car like that 
again you can start walking 
everywhere you need to go. 
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You think you deserve to have a 
girl sit on the stairs and eat 
lunch with you? You think you 
deserve to have someone love you 
and I don’t Lincoln? Isn’t that 
what you are trying to tell me?  

For several moments, they drive silently and Lincoln stares 
at his mother.

LINCOLN
    (quietly) 
I’m sorry.

SANDRA
    (angrily) 
You’re sorry? 

(anger instantly vanishes 
and is replaced by 
crying)

I should be the one who is sorry. 

Sandra takes her hands off of the steering wheel and starts 
bashing them into her skull, hitting herself repeatedly and 
the car lurches across the road. 

Lincoln reaches over and grabs the steering wheel.

LINCOLN
Stop it! Stop it! Why? Why? Why? 
Why won’t you stop it? Why? 

The car continues erratically down the street.

INT. HIGH SCHOOL STAIRWELL 

Lincoln keeps looking at his watch, holding onto his lunch 
while listening for the door to open. 

He hears the lower door open and looks eagerly toward the 
bottom of the stairs. 

Three girls enter.

JANE
Did you see that? 

The three girls laugh again and leave. The bell rings, and 
Lincoln crumples up his lunch bag and dejectedly walks up the 
stairs toward the door.
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INT. HIGH SCHOOL ART CLASS - DAY (SPRING 1984)

Lincoln and several kids are painting plaster sculptures. 
Karen is painting a white horse.

By the window, the sculptures are laid out to dry in the sun. 
Two boys, JOHN and CHARLIE are taking the sculptures and 
throwing them out of the third story window and watching them 
smash into pieces. 

As each sculpture crashes, they laugh. 

Riley, Karen, Un-Hun, and Lincoln are all sitting at a table 
working on their sculptures. 

KAREN
I can’t believe they are doing 
that. I can’t wait to see what 
happens to them when Ms. Douglas 
gets back.

UN-HUN
She won’t do anything, did you see 
how she ran out of the room crying? 
I guess somebody should go get Mr. 
Levin.

KAREN
Yeah, Riley, why don’t you just 
tell your dad and they’ll both get 
detention.

UN-HUN
They probably wouldn’t care. Just 
make sure not to put yours on the 
sill to dry.

Lincoln holds his sculpture up and looks at it. His sculpture 
is markedly better than the ones the other kids are doing. 

He stands up and walks over toward the window.

Riley stands up, concerned (thinking that Lincoln is going to 
confront Charlie and John), and makes a motion to go after 
him. Un-Hun grabs her and pulls her back.

Lincoln hands his sculpture to Charlie.

LINCOLN
Here Chaz.

JOHN
You can’t call him Chaz, only his 
friends can call him Chaz.
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LINCOLN
I wasn't talking to you. I was 
giving this to Charlie, so that he 
can throw it out the window.

JOHN
Do you hear how this guy is 
talking? You should bust him up for 
calling you Chaz.

Charlie smiles and takes the sculpture from Lincoln. 

CHARLIE 
He can call me Chaz.

JOHN
What? This little idiot?

CHARLIE 
Shut up, John.

Charlie drops the statue. The whale breaks into dozens of 
pieces on the pavement below that is covered with debris from 
all the statues that have broken. 

John makes it a point not to watch.

Lincoln goes back and sits back down at the table. Un-Hun 
watches him sit and then quickly moves a sculpture away from 
Lincoln’s reach. Riley stares at Lincoln but he avoids her 
glance.

INT. HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY - DAY

Kids are walking down the hallway. Among the kids are JANE, 
Un-Hun, Lincoln, Riley, and several others. Jane is talking 
to Riley.

JANE
Can you believe school is over? 
Next year we won’t be freshmen.

Charlie comes running down the hallway screaming.

CHARLIE
Last day of school! Last day!

EXT. FOREST - DAY (DREAM SEQUENCE)

Lincoln is submerged under water, fighting to throw off a 
dead body. He finally manages to free himself and kicks 
strongly toward the surface.
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INT. HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY - DAY

Lincoln is lying on the floor. He sees a circle of ghoulish 
faces staring at him. 

JOHN
Is he dead?

JANE
I think so.

JOHN
You killed him Chaz.

CHARLIE
I was just celebrating the end of 
school with my patented sleeper 
hold.

UN-HUN
You held on too long and killed him 
Chaz.

JANE
No, his eyes are moving.

Riley steps through the crowd and bends down and starts 
helping Lincoln get up. 

RILEY
Here, get some water. Are you 
alright Lincoln? 

Lincoln stares at Riley without speaking for several moments.

CHARLIE
He’s fine.

JOHN
He’s going to turn you in and 
you’re going to have to go to 
summer school.

LINCOLN
No. No. I’m fine.

Lincoln steps away from everyone and starts walking toward 
the staircase. 

He makes his way through the commons and out the front doors 
and begins walking home. 
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EXT. STREET - DAY - MOMENTS LATER

Lincoln stops and reaches up to touch the back of his head. 
He puts his hand in front of his face and sees that it is 
covered in blood. 

For several moments he stands motionless as the cars rush by. 

EXT. RIVER - DAY (DREAM SEQUENCE)

In a forest covered in a heavy mist, Lincoln is stumbling 
forward. He tumbles down an embankment toward a swiftly 
moving river. 

A wooden boat is approaching from upstream. Lincoln starts 
waving to the person on the boat. As the boat gets closer, he 
discovers that the motionless body is that of his mother. 

He tries shouting and screaming, but no sounds come from his 
mouth. As the boat approaches, he sees the still face of his 
mother. She is dead. 

Lincoln rushes into the river, and the ice cold current is 
stronger than he realizes and nearly drags him under. 

He fights his way to the boat and manages to pull himself up 
toward the body. He can’t pull himself out of the water, and 
as he is struggling, his weight causes the dead body to turn 
toward him. He screams in terror when he sees the face. 

It is his own face, his own corpse, still and motionless. 

The current has now taken him to a curve where the river 
pushes up against a stone wall. Lincoln gets slammed into the 
wall by the boat. 

The boat capsizes, and the dead body falls on top of him and 
he starts getting dragged under the water by its weight. 

Lincoln fights his way to the surface and tries to throw off 
the dead body - his body - until the boat smashes into him 
and slams him into the wall.

EXT. STREET - DAY

Lincoln stares at his bloody hand. Then, a smile crosses his 
face and he turns and starts walking down the street as 
everything goes to black.
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EXT. LINCOLN’S HOUSE - DUSK   

Lincoln is in his bedroom, writing.

LINCOLN (V.O.)
Despite my best efforts to find a 
way to escape, high school slipped 
past, ever too slowly in many ways, 
and yet time kept resolutely moving 
forward, carrying me with it. The 
last hour of daylight was always 
the hardest. Not because I feared 
the darkness - in fact, I craved it 
as a welcome respite from the day - 
but because it was so clearly a 
preview of death, and a death unto 
itself. 

EXT. NEW YORK CITY STREET - DUSK 

Sandra is immersed in a throng of commuters rushing down the 
street.

INT. GRAND CENTRAL TERMINAL

Sandra rushes through the crowds at Grand Central terminal. 

LINCOLN (V.O.)
With the darkness came the end of 
the working day, and the return of 
the commuter trains, snaking their 
way back to the little towns that 
spread out from New York City. And 
on one of those trains was my 
mother, sitting among all the other 
broken faces, staring with screwed 
down eyes at her copy of the New 
York Times, as though it could give 
her the knowledge she craved, and 
explain why it was that everything 
in her life and her world was 
wrong. 

EXT. TRAIN TRACKS

The commuter train winds its way out of New York City. Sandra 
is visible in the window, reading the paper.
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INT. DINER WAITING AREA - NIGHT (FALL 1986 TWO YEARS LATER)

Lincoln, now sixteen and a high school senior, is playing a 
coin operated Simon game. He is dressed in preppy clothes, 
but he doesn’t look preppy. His hair is short, but unkempt, 
and his clothes are a little mismatched and worn. Instead of 
docksiders or boat shoes, or Nikes, he wears Converse high 
top sneakers. 

Robert, wearing his typical work-man type attire, is 
watching, as is JEFF, Robert’s friend.

Suddenly, all of the sounds of the diner drop out, and only 
the song playing in Lincoln’s head can be heard as the lights 
flash and Lincoln matches the ever-increasing sequences. As 
the sequences grow to a seemingly impossible length, the 
music stops, and the sounds return. 

JEFF
Forty-four.

Lincoln completes the sequence

JEFF (CONT’D)
Forty-five.

Lincoln completes the sequences, and then the machine stops.

JEFF (CONT’D)
(in amazement)

What happened? What does the 
machine say he is? 

ROBERT
It doesn’t say anything. That’s it.

JEFF
What do you mean that’s it? It told 
me I was smart after I completed 
thirteen.

ROBERT
He beat the machine.

JEFF
That’s impossible. You can’t beat 
the machine in Simon. 

ROBERT
Lincoln can.

Lincoln turns away and walks toward the window. 
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Suddenly, he stops, and stares at the face of Riley who is 
looking back at him. 

She is well-dressed in preppy attire. She moves forward 
slightly, as if she is going to say something or touch him, 
but then she pauses.

He stops and stares at her without speaking.

She grabs his wrist, and then writes her phone number on the 
back of his hand. Lincoln doesn’t show any emotion and walks 
away.

INT. LINCOLN’S KITCHEN - NIGHT 

Sandra is frantically cleaning. She crushes a container of 
comet and takes off the metal top and pours piles of comet 
everywhere. She starts grinding it into the counter with a 
dripping wet rag. Lincoln tries to help. 

SANDRA
He called me his secretary, 
Lincoln. A secretary! I was at the 
top of my class in high school. I 
have a bachelor’s degree from the 
University of Cincinnati and a 
master’s degree in psychology, and 
I’m working as a secretary! . . . 
And you and your brother could give 
a shit about the sacrifices I make 
for you. 

LINCOLN
We care about the sacrifices.

SANDRA
Do you? Because it sure doesn't 
seem like it. I had things I wanted 
to do with my life, Lincoln! 

LINCOLN
So do them.

SANDRA
So do them, Lincoln? How am I going 
to do that when nobody supports me 
or cares about my needs? Nobody 
says hello to me when I come home 
or goodbye when I leave. 

While Lincoln is cleaning, Sandra sees that Lincoln has 
Riley’s number written on his hand. She grabs his hand and 
stares at it and then at him.
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Lincoln grabs some of the comet and starts feverishly rubbing 
it into his hand, erasing the number.

SANDRA (CONT’D)
Why don’t you love me Lincoln?

LINCOLN
(quietly)

I love you.

SANDRA
(crying almost 
uncontrollably)

No. You don’t. Nobody can love me.

Sandra starts smashing glasses in the sink. She then takes a 
wooden spoon and starts pushing the broken glass into the 
disposal, and dips the spoon into the disposal so that it 
starts being torn up and splinters start flying up.

Lincoln stands behind her for several moments, and then he 
awkwardly tries to comfort her by putting his arms around 
her.

Sandra violently throws his arms off. Lincoln loses his 
balance slightly and knocks several pictures off the table. 

Glass shatters everywhere and Lincoln bends down to pick up a 
photograph out of the debris. It is a photograph of him and 
his mother from when he was six years old. They are painting 
a fire hydrant to look like a small happy fireman. 

SANDRA (CONT’D)
(hysterical)

Goddamn it Lincoln! Why did you do 
this? Why, the fuck, did you do 
this? Do you think I want to spend 
my whole life cleaning up after 
you? Look at this mess you have 
made for me. Don’t worry about 
helping, just stand there like a 
lunatic looking at that picture.

Sandra grabs the picture angrily from Lincoln but then sees 
what it is a picture of.

Calmly, Sandra starts ripping the picture, methodically 
tearing it into smaller and smaller pieces. She then looks up 
and sees Lincoln staring at her. She throws the pieces in the 
air and they float like confetti, landing in her hair. Sandra 
feels the pieces in her hair and starts laughing 
hysterically.
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SANDRA (CONT’D)
Happy New Year!

Lincoln walks to his bedroom and slams the door shut.

INT. LINCOLN’S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Lincoln’s bedroom is decorated with posters, including a 
giant poster of a man’s face dripping with blood from Pink 
Floyd’s The Wall. Lincoln turns on the stereo and then lies 
down on his bed.  He covers his eyes with his hands and then 
pulls his hand away startled.

He looks at his hand and sees Riley’s number on it.  He then 
closes hie eyes and opens them again and the writing is gone.

INT. RILEY’S BEDROOM

Riley is lying on her stomach on her bed, reading. The phone 
rings. Riley picks it up.

RILEY
Hello?

EXT. HIGH SCHOOL GYM - NIGHT

The gym is decorated for the high school dance and colored 
lights swirl around while kids dance and mill about.

Lincoln and  Riley are dancing and for Lincoln it is a 
magical moment, completely unlike the rest of his life, as if 
he is temporarily inside a different world, where there are 
more colors, and everything is full and dense and people 
smile. 

When the song ends, Riley puts her mouth close to Lincoln’s 
ear as she speaks and her proximity is both torturous and 
enrapturing for him.

You want to go for a walk?

LINCOLN
Sure, where?

RILEY
Come on.

Riley leads him out of the gym and through the parking lot to 
a clearing where a tree rises up into the nighttime sky. 
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It's cold, and they shiver as neither of them have jackets.

LINCOLN
I can’t believe I’m voluntarily 
hanging around the school on a 
Saturday night.

RILEY
What’s the matter with hanging 
around school?

LINCOLN
I hate school.

RILEY
Why?

LINCOLN
Everything moves so slowly. 

RILEY
Slowly? What do you mean?

LINCOLN
It’s just one tedious lesson after 
the next.

RILEY
Lincoln, I’m in honor’s courses and 
I get good grades, but I have to 
work really hard at it. Yet for you 
. . . (Riley pauses)

LINCOLN
For me what?

RILEY
You don’t even try, like it doesn’t 
matter. Like you think everything 
we’re doing is irrelevant.  

Riley looks at Lincoln without speaking.

Lincoln walks away, but then he stops. 

He turns to go back, but Riley has followed him and is 
standing right behind him. He stares at her, and the kisses 
her. She grabs his hand and puts in on her back.

Suddenly, she pulls away.

RILEY (CONT’D)
Sh!
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KAREN
(from a distance)

Riley! Come on, my dad is here to 
take us home.

RILEY
Okay! I’ll be right there. (To 
Lincoln) I have to go.

Riley takes a few steps away and then turns around and comes 
back and grabs the back of Lincoln's head and kisses him 
passionately and then runs toward Karen.

Lincoln stands alone by the football field for several 
minutes, and then walks back to the gym, going through an 
open door in the back.

Stairway To Heaven is playing, and when it ends the lights 
come on in the gym, and all of the kids start exiting. 

Lincoln starts walking home by himself, and as he is walking 
it starts to snow.

EXT. LINCOLN’S HOUSE - NIGHT 

Sandra, wearing a long, flowing white nightgown, is walking 
down the street, the snow flakes and her white dress lit up 
by the streetlamps.

All of the houses on the street are fairly small, but are 
well-maintained, with neatly trimmed hedges and paved 
driveways. One house is dilapidated, with a patchy grass lawn 
and a gravel driveway. Sandra turns on the gravel driveway 
and walks toward the dilapidated house - their house. 

The song she is singing is You Are My Sunshine. 

Suddenly there is the sound of things crashing, and the image 
of Sandra outside disappears and is replaced by Lincoln 
waking up in his bedroom. 

INT. LINCOLN’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

There is panic on Lincoln’s face as the door to his room 
opens and Sandra enters, singing in her high-pitched off-key 
voice. 

Methodically, she begins trashing Lincoln’s room, throwing 
everything off his shelves and his bookcase. She throws down 
his stereo and his books, swimming medals, stuffed animals, 
mementos that have been building up over the years, pictures 
that are hung on the wall. 
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Lincoln faces the ceiling and pretends to be asleep. 

Sandra leaves the room.

On top of one of the piles, Lincoln sees a composition book 
and hurriedly leaves his bed and grabs the book and returns 
to bed and starts writing.

INT. LINCOLN’S HOUSE - MORNING

Lincoln walks out of his room, dressed for school, slightly 
dazed. 

A moth is flying around, and Robert is trying to kill it.

LINCOLN
Did you go back to sleep?

ROBERT
No.

LINCOLN
I stayed up reading Archie comic 
books and Charlie Brown.

ROBERT
I should have done that. Well, it 
wouldn't have mattered. Let’s go. 

Lincoln catches the moth in his hand, and closes his fist 
together as if to crush it.

Lincoln and Robert walk out of the house and Robert slams the 
curved wooden door behind them.

Lincoln lets Robert go ahead of him, and then turns around so 
Robert can’t see him. He holds his hand open until the moth 
flies away.

INT. RILEY’S BEDROOM - AFTERNOON

Lincoln and Riley are sitting on her bed doing a jigsaw 
puzzle of a Monet painting with hundreds of tiny pieces. 

The sound of a car pulling into the driveway can be heard.

RILEY
My dad is home! 

LINCOLN
I’d better go then.
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RILEY
Why?

LINCOLN
Your dad doesn’t exactly have the 
same opinion of me that you do.

RILEY
What are you talking about. Daddy 
thinks you’re a genius. He saw your 
test scores and everything. Wait 
here.

Riley rushes out of the bedroom. Lincoln starts nervously 
pacing around the room, picking up things and putting them 
down in different places. Riley and her father, MR. LEVIN, 
appear in the doorway.

MR. LEVIN
Hello, Lincoln.

LINCOLN
Hello Mr. Levin.

MR. LEVIN
Behaving yourself?

LINCOLN
I’m trying to.

Mr. Levin leaves the room and Riley walks after him. Lincoln 
sits down on the bed and nervously starts completing the 
puzzle, quickly and robotically putting the pieces in their 
correct space without thinking. Riley returns a few moments 
later and stares at him, mesmerized, as he works on the 
puzzle.

RILEY
Daddy says you can stay for dinner.

Lincoln is startled that Riley entered without him noticing 
and he tries to break apart the puzzle as if he hadn’t 
finished it.

LINCOLN
What about your mother?

RILEY
She’ll be home soon. She works in 
the city.

Riley sits down on the bed next to Lincoln and the puzzle and 
looks at Lincoln. 
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He doesn’t like her gaze and stands up and starts pacing 
around the room. 

RILEY (CONT’D)
Don’t you want to stay for dinner?

LINCOLN
(as if in a trance)

Do I?

RILEY
You don’t have to.

LINCOLN
No, I want to, I will, I was just 
trying to make sure I didn't have 
anything tonight.

RILEY
Come on then. Sit back down. We’re 
not finished.

Lincoln sits down on the bed. 

Riley takes one of the few remaining pieces of the puzzle and 
puts it in Lincoln’s hand. 

Lincoln doesn’t grasp the piece, and so Riley holds it in his 
palm and starts tracing the lines on his hand with her 
finger, and then traces her finger up the vein in his arm 
while neither of them speak.

LINCOLN
It's so quiet in here.

RILEY
What do you mean?

LINCOLN
I don’t know. 

Lincoln jumps off the bed and starts pacing again.

LINCOLN (CONT’D)
Doesn’t it bother you? Doesn't it 
make it seem like someone's going 
to come in and destroy it?

RILEY
Lincoln what are you talking about?

LINCOLN
Hasn’t anyone ever come in here in 
the middle of the night?
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RILEY
What’s the matter?

LINCOLN
While singing nursery rhymes? How 
can you stand this silence. 

Riley gets up to try to comfort Lincoln, but he pulls away.

LINCOLN (CONT’D)
(in a cold distant voice)

I have to go.

RILEY
I thought you were going to stay 
for dinner?

LINCOLN
I can’t.

RILEY
Are you sure you have to go now?

Lincoln runs out of the room, and down the stairs. 

He sees the kitchen and exchanges glances with Mr. Levin, and 
then Lincoln turns away and bursts out the front door and 
starts running down the street.

EXT. STREET - (MOMENTS LATER)

Lincoln passes a Catholic school. Girls wearing their 
Catholic school uniforms - sweaters and pleated plaid skirts-
are exiting the school and walking home. They walk past him 
and he stares at them.

LINCOLN (V.O.)
It seemed like such a bitter 
charade, or worse. The priests and 
nuns conspiring with each other to 
have the girls dress in the sexiest 
outfits possible, with their short 
pleated skirts and fuzzy sweaters, 
and then send them out into the 
world to see if anyone was tempted, 
so that both the temptress and the 
tempted could be condemned. How 
much did you have to hate humanity 
to compose such a scheme, and to 
claim that it was being done in the 
name of God? And despite this, or 
worse, because of it, people still 
believe in God. 
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I saw the girls, and of course I 
was tempted. I wanted to rip their 
skirts off right there in front of 
the school and for that I was evil 
and vile.

INT. LINCOLN’S BEDROOM - DAY

Lincoln is lying on the floor, throwing a metal cube in the 
air and tilting his head to the side before it crashes into 
his face. The touch tone phone is ringing. 

Lincoln finally answers the phone.

LINCOLN
Hello?

RILEY (O.S.)
Hello, Lincoln. I don’t think we 
should see each other any more.

Lincoln holds the phone away from his ear. 

RILEY (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Lincoln? . . . Lincoln?

The phone starts making the beeping noise that indicates that 
nobody is on the other end of the line. Lincoln shuts the 
door to his room and sees his reflection in the mirror.  

LINCOLN (V.O.)
All I had wanted was to see myself 
the way Riley saw me, even if only 
for these precious few moments when 
we were together and somehow the 
power of her presence allowed me to 
step outside of myself, and be 
freed of that poisonous self-hatred 
that consumed me. Instead, I had 
shown her who I really was. And now 
all that was left was that 
inescapable black hole my mother 
had planted within me.

He realizes he is crying and then laughs before punching the 
reflection of his face and smashing the mirror.  

Lincoln calmly turns on his stereo and lays back down and 
listens to Led Zeppelin's Stairway To Heaven, the song that 
was playing at the end of the dance. 

He throws the cube straight up again, and it lands on his 
forehead. 
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EXT. HIGH SCHOOL - MORNING

Riley is standing in front of the school with several other 
students, talking. She looks across the grounds and sees 
Lincoln standing by a small cemetery, smoking a joint.

EXT. STREET - MORNING

Lincol is walking to school in the morning.

LINCOLN (V.O.)
For a week, everything had seemed 
distinct, the sky, the trees, the 
rows of houses basking in the 
sunshine; now it all blended 
together into a grey, overcast 
morass, indistinct and irresolute, 
barely worth noticing except that 
it was preferable to believing 
there was no world at all. Why had 
she suddenly become so interested 
in me again, and then cruelly 
abandoned me like she had by never 
going back to the stairs? 

INT. HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY - DAY

Lincoln walks through the hallway and sees Riley walking and 
smiling with a group of other students.

LINCOLN (V.O.)
After that, I’d sometimes see her 
in the hallway, and she'd be 
wearing a halter top, or some other 
shirt that tied in the back and as 
she walked away, I would look back 
and think about how close I was to 
being able to untie that top and 
run my hands across the smooth skin 
of her back and press my finger 
into the grooves of her ribs, 
across her stomach, around the 
curves of her breasts. I'd have to 
force myself not to think about it, 
because what else could I do?

INT. DAY - LINCOLN’S BEDROOM 

Lincoln is laying on the floor. Un-Hun is sitting on the 
floor reading a porno magazine.
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UN-HUN
They’re your magazines.

LINCOLN
But I don’t think any of it is 
going to happen to me.

UN-HUN
Why shouldn't I think it will 
happen to me?

LINCOLN
Because it won’t.

UN-HUN
You have little faith my friend. 
You should know that God eventually 
smiles on all creatures.

LINCOLN
I don't believe in God.

UN-HUN
Then maybe it won’t come true for 
you, but it will come true for me, 
because I believe.

LINCOLN
That’s the most stupid thing I’ve 
ever heard.

UN-HUN
You’ve heard and said things that 
are a lot stupider. Believe me.

LINCOLN
Who made God?

UN-HUN
Nobody made God.

Un-Hun gets up and starts looking out the window.

LINCOLN
Of course they did. People made 
God. To explain what they couldn't 
understand.

UN-HUN
Why is Riley Levin going in that 
house down the street? 

LINCOLN
That’s Roger Bennett's house.
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UN-HUN
He’s just a junior. Is she going 
out with him?

LINCOLN
Pretty girls are always going into 
his house. Every week it's somebody 
else. I guess because he has blond 
hair and blue eyes.

UN-HUN
He has a twelve-inch penis.

LINCOLN
He has what?

UN-HUN
A twelve-inch penis.

LINCOLN
How would you know that.

UN-HUN
It's common knowledge.

Un-Hun starts picking up things in Lincoln's room and looking 
at them - a camera, Lincoln’s journal, a collection of 
Charlie Brown comic books. Lincoln grabs each item from Un-
Hun’s hand and puts it back exactly where it had been.

LINCOLN
It's common knowledge?

UN-HUN
That’s what the people say.

LINCOLN
The people?

UN-HUN
The people.

LINCOLN
How would you know?

UN-HUN
Because I listen to the people.

LINCOLN
That’s one of the most ridiculous 
things you’ve ever said.
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UN-HUN
Okay, so then why does he have 
different girls coming into his 
house every week?

LINCOLN
How would I know. Maybe he’s 
helping them with their homework.

UN-HUN
He’s an idiot!

LINCOLN
Maybe God arranged it.

UN-HUN
It's because he has twelve inches. 

Lincoln looks out the window along with Un-Hun. Riley is on 
the porch of the house several down from Lincoln’s, talking 
to ROGER BENNETT, a good-looking boy with blonde hair.

LINCOLN
Porn stars have twelve inches. 

UN-HUN
He’ll probably become a porn star.

LINCOLN
Jesus she’s good-looking.

UN-HUN
You should have been born with a 
bigger dick my friend. Like me.

Lincoln picks up one of the magazines and stares at the 
scantily clad girl on the cover.

LINCOLN (V.O.)
I hated the whole cult of female 
beauty, though I worshipped its 
idols. What choice did I have when 
they were thrust into my 
consciousness on a daily basis?

EXT. HIGH SCHOOL - DAY

Lincoln is standing in a small cemetery on the other side of 
the school parking lot, smoking a joint. By the school, 
several girls are talking.
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LINCOLN (V.O.)
I never knew when the desire would 
strike. A girl in a class could 
move suddenly, uncrossing her legs 
to reveal a small red mark where 
one calf had been pressing against 
the shin of the other leg, or she'd 
rest her head in her hands, and I'd 
imagine that it was my hand 
caressing that cheek, or reaching 
into her blouse to touch the round 
curve of her breast, or ripping off 
her pants and pushing her legs 
apart. And I was left with that 
longing, and the only way to get 
rid of it and get through another 
hour of the day would be to go to 
the bathroom and try not to cut my 
penis on the sharp, hard edges of 
the toilet paper that was like 
sandpaper. 

INT. HIGH SCHOOL BATHROOM - DAY

The bathroom is empty, with the window open and the wind 
pushing open the stall doors.

From the courtyard, Lincoln is now seen standing at the 
bathroom window, staring out the window.

INT. LINCOLN’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Lincoln goes into his mother’s bedroom. 

Sandra is sitting at an old piano that is covered with books 
and stacks of papers, an old unpacked moving box, and a 
broken lamp.

She is playing Let It Be, and stumbles over the notes 
periodically as she plays. She sings the lyrics, her voice 
off-key and melancholy sounding.

Lincoln stands in the entrance of the bedroom, frozen, 
watching and listening to his mother play and sing. As she 
progresses through the song, she makes less mistakes, and her 
playing grows stronger and louder.

As she nears the end of the song, she makes another mistake, 
and tries to correct herself, but plays another wrong chord 
and slams her fists down on the keys in anger and stands up 
in disgust.

37



She turns around to see Lincoln standing in the doorway, and 
her robe opens as she does so, revealing her breasts.

SANDRA
What do you want?

LINCOLN
I just wanted to borrow your 
Beatles album.

The window next to her bed is open slightly, and the wind 
ruffles Sandra's robe as she pulls it closed.

SANDRA
Get out of my room, Lincoln.

Lincoln stares at his mother, and then quickly walks over to 
a metal shelving unit that has an old stereo and several 
stacks of records, and grabs one.

LINCOLN
It’s right here. It’s not like you 
need it. 

SANDRA
Get out. And when you speak to your 
father, make sure you ask him about 
my check.

LINCOLN
If you want it so badly, Sandra, 
you ask for it.

Lincoln stares at his mother without moving, as the breeze 
flows through the room.

INT. LINCOLN’S HOUSE - ANTEROOM - NIGHT 

Lincoln is standing alone, talking on the phone.

LINCOLN
Mom wants to know about her check.

LINCOLN'S FATHER
Is that all you think of me as?

LINCOLN
Mom insisted that I ask you.

LINCOLN'S FATHER
You tell your mother that our 
private conversations are none of 
her business. 
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Lincoln holds the phone away from his ear.

LINCOLN'S FATHER (CONT’D)
I have my own family to support 
now. Maybe you should start 
thinking about that.

EXT. NEW JERSEY RANCH HOUSE - DAY - FLASHBACK (1977)

Lincoln, seven, walks through the family room and out onto 
the porch. 

His father is staring at the yard and the forest beyond.

LINCOLN
Mom wants to know what you want to 
drink?

LINCOLN'S FATHER
A G and T. Only, hold the T.

Lincoln sees a magnifying glass and picks it up and holds it 
above a leaf and starts burning a hole. Groups of ants are 
crawling.

LINCOLN (V.O.)
I watched the ants crawling 
meticulously through the cracks, 
hurrying back and forth with a 
seemingly random yet determined 
energy, as though they were 
building the great ant pyramid of 
Scotch Plains, where generations of 
ants would pilgrimage to gaze at 
for millennia to come. My dad said 
nothing. 

He offered no fatherly words of 
advice or questions about the 
nature of the universe or what I 
had done in my day. My usefulness 
in his life, had, for the moment, 
come and gone. I might be useful 
again later, it was true, and I 
wasn't bothering him, so I could be 
tolerated, but beyond that, we were 
simply two people who happened to 
inhabit the same small rectangular 
cement porch. 
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I did see him looking up for a 
moment at the airplane too, and I 
thought that maybe, somewhere 
beneath that head that had learned 
to use a stethoscope to hear the 
sounds of a heart was a person who 
understood that his son too had a 
heart, or, more importantly, a 
soul, and who maybe, once or twice, 
had a thought like mine.

Then the airplane faded from view 
and I turned back to the ants and 
my dad turned back to his survey of 
the backyard, and we shared the 
same porch and the same DNA but not 
much else.

END FLASHBACK

INT. LINCOLN’S HOUSE - ANTEROOM - NIGHT 

Lincoln is still holding the phone and not moving. His mother 
comes downstairs.

SANDRA
What in hell are you doing? . . . 
Earth to Lincoln! . . . LINCOLN! I 
AM TALKING TO YOU! ARE YOU ON 
DRUGS? EARTH . . . TO . . . LINCOLN 
. . . COME IN LINCOLN!

LINCOLN
Dad forgot my birthday.

SANDRA
Lincoln!

LINCOLN
I even tried reminding him.

SANDRA
Do you think your father has any 
interest in knowing you’re alive 
let alone remembering your 
birthday? Did you ask him about my 
check?

LINCOLN
I asked him about your goddamned 
check. He said he has his own 
family now.
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SANDRA
Well, you know what Lincoln? I’m 
not sorry for you in the least. 
It’s no wonder no girl can stand 
you and you don't have any friends 
except for that idiot Un-Hun who's 
a loser just like you.

LINCOLN
Un-Hun's not a loser.

SANDRA
Then what is he doing hanging 
around with you?

LINCOLN
Un-Hun doesn't just hang out with 
me, he has plenty of other friends.

SANDRA
What do you think it says about you 
that someone who came here from 
Laos has more friends than you? Why 
can't you be happy?

LINCOLN
That's what you want from me?

SANDRA
I don’t want anything from you, 
Lincoln. You're growing up to be 
just as selfish, egotistical and as 
much of an asshole as your father. 
And I can't stand it. 

LINCOLN
You know what? I don't give a shit 
what you have to say.

SANDRA
How dare you talk to me that way.

LINCOLN
Why? That’s how you deserve to be 
spoken to.

SANDRA
All right Lincoln. I'm not your 
mother any more, and I don't love 
you. And don’t think that anyone is 
ever going to read a word that you 
write, because I sure as hell 
won’t, and you know damn well 
nobody else will.
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LINCOLN
Fine with me.

SANDRA
Is this fine with you?

She reaches her arms out wide, and then brings them crashing 
into her own skull, and then extends her arms again, 
repeatedly bashing herself in the head.

LINCOLN
Jesus Christ! Why!? Why!?

Before Lincoln can do anything, the doorbell rings, a shrill, 
continuous ring that indicates that someone is holding the 
doorbell for a long time.

Lincoln runs over to the front door and throws it open. Un-
Hun is standing there, and sees Sandra smashing herself 
before she stops when she realizes the door is open.

UN-HUN
(laughing in a mocking 
way)

Am I interrupting something?

SANDRA
What the hell does he want?

UN-HUN
Hello, Lincoln's mother.

SANDRA
You are a very rude individual. Do 
you know that?

UN-HUN
I try to act in a way that's 
appropriate for the setting. 

LINCOLN
Let’s go, Un-Hun.

SANDRA
Where do you think you’re going?

LINCOLN
None of your business.

SANDRA
If it's none of my business then 
don’t bother coming home.
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LINCOLN
Fine.

SANDRA
All right, Lincoln. You want to 
play these games? You'll see how 
you like living here from now on.

Un-Hun starts wandering around the living room, picking up 
objects and putting them down as if to pretend he is not 
listening to Lincoln and his mother.

LINCOLN
I hate living here now, so it can't 
get any worse.

SANDRA
(suddenly in tears)

You don’t like living here? 

Lincoln doesn't answer, and his mother stares at him sadly 
for a moment and then abruptly stops crying and walks past 
him and goes up the stairs. She turns around when she is 
halfway up the stairs.

SANDRA (CONT’D)
I hope you get hit by a car, 
Lincoln, and, as you lie there 
bleeding, and taking your last 
breath, maybe you'll feel badly for 
being such a cruel and emotionless 
son. I'd wish that you’d get hit 
too, Un-Hun, but I’d feel bad for 
your mother. 

UN-HUN
I’ll tell her you thought of her. 

Lincoln and Un-Hun go outside and start walking down the 
street.

EXT. NIGHT - STREET

Lincoln and Un-Hun are walking down the street, past the 
houses with neatly trimmed yards that are a sharp contrast to 
Lincoln’s house. 

Lincoln walks quickly, and Un-Hun keeps racing to catch-up to 
him.

UN-HUN
You've had a rough evening.
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LINCOLN
It was fine. It wasn't rougher than 
anybody else's evening.

Lincoln turns off the road and cuts through the yards of one 
of the houses, passing through a clearing in the trees and Un-
Hun races to keep up with him.

UN-HUN
All right, suit yourself. I was 
going to offer you some of this 
excellent weed my brother gave me, 
but maybe you don't need it.

LINCOLN
No, that sounds like a good idea.

UN-HUN
Ah, so now you want my charity.

LINCOLN
It's your brother's charity.

UN-HUN
Except he gave it me. Maybe I’ll 
save it for another time.

LINCOLN
Do whatever you want.

UN-HUN
You’re no fun are you?

LINCOLN
I never said I was. Nobody told you 
to come over and get me.

They walk through a trail that goes through the woods, lit up 
only by the moon. The sounds of their footsteps on the cold, 
hard ground can be heard as they move past the barren trees.

UN-HUN
I know, but somehow I feel an 
obligation to you. When I arrived 
in America, you were the first 
person I saw, and you were so happy 
I knew the misery we had left in 
Laos was gone forever. It’s hard to 
see what's become of you. It makes 
me feel as though the hope I felt 
that day was a lie.

LINCOLN
Of course it was a lie.
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UN-HUN
Plus, you remind me of America. 
You're both pursuing something 
you'd be better off without.

LINCOLN
I’m not pursuing anything.

UN-HUN
Yes, you are, you just don’t 
realize it yet.

LINCOLN
Just leave me the hell alone.

UN-HUN
Take it easy. Maybe, we should get 
stoned. This stuff will send us to 
the catacomb state, that's for 
sure. The catacomb state.

LINCOLN
Any state has to be better than 
whatever state we’re in now.

UN-HUN
Boy, it sure has been a hard time 
for you, hasn’t it?

LINCOLN
Fuck you.

UN-HUN
Ha! Don't worry, we'll make sure 
you get to the catacomb state, and 
nothing will matter there.

INT. HIGH SCHOOL PHOTOGRAPHY STUDIO - DAY

Lincoln is standing in Mr. Firth’s office, looking at Mr. 
Firth’s copy of Crime and Punishment. Mr. Firth is fixing a 
camera at his desk.

MR. FIRTH 
You should take that home. It will 
teach you more than anything you’ll 
learn in any of those books they 
make you read in English.

LINCOLN
What are all these hand-written 
notes in it?
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MR. FIRTH
Those? The thoughts of a young man, 
a boy not much older than you.

Lincoln sees another book, a leather-bound journal. He looks 
over at Mr. Firth, but he is busy with the camera so Lincoln 
opens up the journal. Inside, in perfect cursive handwriting, 
it says “The Life and Times of William Firth”. 

Lincoln continues reading. “My only desire, the one that . . 
. .” Lincoln is startled to find Mr. Firth standing next to 
him. Lincoln awkwardly closes the book.

LINCOLN
What is this?

MR. FIRTH
It was a memoir of sorts. An 
autobiography. Back when I thought 
it was important to tell the world 
who you really are inside, and what 
you think life means.

LINCOLN
Did you try to get it published?

Mr. Firth laughs.

MR. FIRTH
I was no Alan Ginsburg or Tim 
Leary. But I guess I did hope that 
someone would discover it somehow. 
Except I never wanted anyone’s real 
reaction to interfere with my 
imagination of what it might have 
been.

LINCOLN
Sort of like a suicide note.

Mr Firth stares at Lincoln, surprised by his observation. He 
takes the book from Lincoln and holds it as if afraid of it.

MR. FIRTH
In my own way, perhaps it was. 

Mr. Firth puts the book inside a small box on one of the 
bookshelves. He hands Lincoln his copy of Crime and 
Punishment.
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INT. MOVIE THEATER LOBBY - NIGHT

Lincoln is working, taking tickets from the customers that 
enter the theater. Anthony and Robert are standing in the 
corner, by a fish tank that has a shot glass submerged at the 
bottom of the water. Robert is dropping quarters into the 
tank, trying to get them to drop into the shot glass but they 
keep missing.

ANTHONY
It’s impossible. Frank and I have 
been trying all day and we couldn’t 
get a single quarter in. It’s just 
a gimmick to make customers think 
they have a chance of winning the 
contest. 

ROBERT
Son of a fucking bitch!

Karen, Roger Bennett, Riley and MATT, another preppy high 
schooler, enter the theater. Instead of buying tickets, they 
follow a few people toward Lincoln, and when they get to him, 
Karen talks to Lincoln.

KAREN
Hello, Lincoln.

Lincoln doesn’t answer.

KAREN (CONT’D)
We were wondering if you could let 
us in?  

Lincoln stares impassively at Karen.

KAREN (CONT’D)
To see the movie, Lincoln.

Riley steps forward and Lincoln looks at her, and she looks 
at him expectantly, but then she gets uncomfortable and looks 
away. 

Lincoln barely moves his eyes, motioning them past.

KAREN (CONT’D)
You’re the best. I knew you’d come 
through for us.

ROGER
Yeah, thanks dude. 

The four of them go past him quickly and Lincoln starts 
taking tickets from the next group of guests.  
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The lobby empties and Lincoln is left alone. He goes over to 
the fish tank and kneels down so he is level with the shot 
glass. Through the water, his face is distorted. 

He looks at the tank for a moment and then reaches up and 
spins a quarter on the center of the surface of the water. It 
descends slowly in larger and larger circles. It seems clear 
that it will not make it into the shot glass, except that 
when it almost reaches the bottom, the final circle brings it 
right into the glass.

Lincoln stands up and is startled to see Riley, watching him. 

She had gone back outside to the ticket booth and is now 
holding a ticket that she bought. She goes over to Lincoln 
and stands in front of him.

Riley hands him the ticket, opening his hand and placing it 
the way she did with the puzzle piece. He looks at her 
without changing his expression, and she looks back.

Lincoln looks at the ticket. Instead of tearing it, he puts 
it in his pocket.

Riley turns and walks through the door of the lobby into the 
theater.

INT. LINCOLN’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Lincoln is writing in his composition book. His mother stands 
in the doorway.

SANDRA
I know you have this fantasy about 
writing the great American novel 
someday. 

Lincoln stares at his mother without answering.

SANDRA (CONT’D)
Do you really think you are good 
enough to be Tolstoy, or Hemingway? 
Or Fitzgerald? Because if you do 
then I need to take you in for 
psychiatric counseling right away.

LINCOLN
I could be.

SANDRA
You could be?
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LINCOLN
Yes, I could be.

SANDRA
Do you believe that?

LINCOLN
What's it to you?

SANDRA
I feel sorry for you, Lincoln.

Lincoln walks over to the door and slams it in his mother’s 
face and then stands alone in his room. He puts a record on 
his record player before throwing his journal and laying down 
on the floor and pressing his hands against his eyes, almost 
the way his mother does when she smashes her fists against 
her head. 

INT. LINCOLN’S HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT

Robert is holding Lincoln’s hand on the table and is quickly 
stabbing a knife in between each of his and Lincoln’s 
fingers, faster and faster. Suddenly Robert jams the knife 
into the table and turns to look at the television.

ROBERT
Look! It’s Schoolhouse Rock.

The Schoolhouse Rock episode “No More Kings” is on the 
television. Lincoln and Robert both stop and move closer to 
the television and start watching. 

Robert starts singing along with the television, and without 
Robert noticing, Lincoln goes back to the table and picks up 
the knife and spreads out his hand and starts stabbing the 
knife between each finger like Robert was doing, going faster 
and faster.

Lincoln closes his eyes, and continues stabbing the knife 
between his fingers. Suddenly he grimaces and stops, and 
holds up his hand and opens his eyes. He looks at his hand, 
expecting to find it cut, but there is no cut. 

ROBERT (SINGING) (CONT’D)
Going to show you how we feel. 
We're going to dump this tea, and 
turn this harbor into the biggest 
cup of tea in history.

Lincoln puts his hand down and closes his eyes again and 
starts to stab the knife once more between his fingers. 
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EXT. UN-HUN’S HOUSE - DAY 

Lincoln knocks on the door of the house, wearing a plaid 
sports coat with patches on the elbows over a Clash T-shirt. 
His hair has previously been neatly combed, but now that it 
is unkempt it can be seen how long it has grown, and it falls 
in waves across his face. He has a large pair of tortoise 
shell sunglasses. He absentmindedly twirls his butterfly 
knife while he waits for the door to open, and then puts it 
in his pocket when Un-Hun appears.

UN-HUN
I don’t see you for twenty-four 
hours and now look at you. It’s 
like punk rock meets 70s med 
student. Did you pick out 
everything yourself or did it come 
as a kit?

INT. UN-HUN’S HOUSE - DAY

They walk upstairs to Un-Hun’s room and Lincoln goes right in 
and lies down on the bed.

UN-HUN
Look at you! Go right in. My room 
is your room. What did your mother 
say about this?

LINCOLN
About what?

UN-HUN
About what? That’s clever.

LINCOLN
Why are you so concerned about my 
mother?

UN-HUN
Oh, I'm not concerned. I just want 
to know what her reaction was to 
your new look and the butterfly 
knife. Has she seen it yet? I guess 
she hasn't, has she? Well, I don't 
envy you that experience.

LINCOLN
I don’t care.

UN-HUN
You’ve made that clear.
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LINCOLN
Do you want to get stoned or what?

UN-HUN
Do you have any stuff?

LINCOLN
I figured we’d go to the city and 
buy some.

UN-HUN
To the city?

LINCOLN
To Washington Square Park.

UN-HUN
(sarcastically)

Washington Square Park. Why would I 
do that?

LINCOLN
I’m leaving. I’m going to the city.

Lincoln gets up to leave.

UN-HUN
You get a new outfit, let your hair 
down like a hippie child, and think 
you’re a whole new person.

LINCOLN
No, I’ve always been this way, now 
I just look like it on the outside.

UN-HUN
Very profound, killer. Just take it 
easy and sit back down.

Un-Hun pulls out a bag of marijuana and waves it at Lincoln.

LINCOLN
Are we going to get stoned or what?

UN-HUN
You know, when somebody offers to 
share stuff this good with you, you 
should show a little gratitude.

LINCOLN
Gratitude? Share it with me or 
don’t. 
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UN-HUN
I love this new attitude. I can’t 
wait to see how your mother reacts.

LINCOLN
Don’t talk about my mother.

UN-HUN
All right, killer, close the door 
and let’s talk about our trip for 
New Year’s.

Lincoln closes the door.

INT. STATION WAGON - DUSK (DECEMBER 1986)

Lincoln and Un-Hun are driving on a highway with mountains 
rising in the distance. They are taking a road trip to 
Vermont to celebrate New Year’s and they have bags and skis 
in the back of Un-Hun’s station wagon.

Lincoln is driving and Un-Hun is asleep in the passenger 
seat. The ground beyond the highway is covered in snow.

Un-Hun wakes up and stares out the window.

UN-HUN
Jesus! How fast are you going?

LINCOLN
I’m not sure.

UN-HUN
What do you mean you’re not sure? 
Look at the speedometer.

LINCOLN
It doesn’t say anything. The needle 
is gone.

UN-HUN
What the hell are you talking 
about? Where the hell is the 
needle? Did you break my 
speedometer?

LINCOLN
How would I break a speedometer?

UN-HUN
That's what I want to know.
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LINCOLN
Obviously, I didn’t break the 
speedometer.

UN-HUN
It's not so obvious to me. 

Un-Hun leans over and puts his head right in front of the 
speedometer.

LINCOLN
I can’t see with your head there!

UN-HUN
There's the needle! It's all the 
way to the right. You've buried it! 
You're not supposed to go that 
fast. You're going to blow the 
engine.

LINCOLN
The engine’s fine. 

UN-HUN
You must be going over a hundred 
miles an hour.

LINCOLN
Definitely not fifty-five.

UN-HUN
Why are you driving so fast?

LINCOLN
We’re making good time. We’re 
already at White River Junction.

UN-HUN
We are? Good going.

LINCOLN
I’ve got everything under control.

UN-HUN
I wouldn’t go that far, but we 
should be there in an hour, which 
is good. I’m getting hungry. The 
skiing should be good tomorrow with 
all this snow.

Lincoln is silent.

53



UN-HUN (CONT’D)
You know, your family is a little 
bit insane.

LINCOLN
A little bit? You’re just realizing 
this now?

UN-HUN
Except for your mother.

LINCOLN
Except for my mother?

UN-HUN
Don’t take this the wrong way, but 
she's seriously deranged. I mean 
your mother is without a doubt the 
craziest person I've ever met, and 
I've met some people I thought were 
pretty fucked up, but they don't 
even come close to your mother. Of 
course, the amazing thing is it 
hasn't affected you at all. I mean, 
other than the butterfly knife, and 
the fact that you have no friends 
in the world other than me and 
refuse to talk to anyone or apply 
yourself at anything you do, you're 
the most normal person I know. 
You’re not going to cry are you?

The station wagon rolls down the highway.

EXT. NIGHT - BAR (NEW YEAR’S EVE)

Lincoln and Un-Hun are walking dejectedly out of a bar and 
through a snow covered parking lot. Snow is falling, lit up 
by the lights of the bar.

UN-HUN
I’m going back in.

LINCOLN
What the hell do you mean, you’re 
going back in?

UN-HUN
How the hell do you sign your name 
incorrectly? That's got to be the 
stupidest thing ever.
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LINCOLN
I didn’t sign my name wrong.

UN-HUN
He said you did.

LINCOLN
Are you a fucking moron? You think 
that was about my signature?

UN-HUN
I’m going back in. I didn’t come 
all the way up to Vermont for New 
Year’s to spend it at the goddamn 
youth hostel. 

LINCOLN
You think you deserve to go in and 
I don’t?

UN-HUN
Yeah, I do. He didn’t have a 
problem with my fake id.

LINCOLN
What the hell am I supposed to do?

UN-HUN
Go back to the hostel.

LINCOLN
That’s miles from here! It's like 
zero degrees out.

UN-HUN
I’ll drive you back, but then I’m 
coming right back here.

LINCOLN
Fine, spend New Year’s Eve by 
yourself.

UN-HUN
I won’t be by myself. Did you see 
how many people were in there? 
Hurry up, I want to make sure I get 
back here before midnight.

LINCOLN
You’re a real asshole.

UN-HUN
At least I know how to sign my own 
name.
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LINCOLN
It's your brother’s name!

UN-HUN
I told you changing your license 
wouldn’t work.

LINCOLN
Oh God! Just go back in and leave 
me the fuck alone.

Lincoln starts walking toward the road in the snow, his hands 
stuffed into his pockets in the cold.

INT. YOUTH HOSTEL - NIGHT 

The only sound is the crackling of a fire in the fireplace of 
the dilapidated hostel. Lincoln sits alone on the couch with 
his legs folded, smoking a joint and  watching the flames 
rising in the fireplace.

EXT. BACKYARD - NIGHT (1981) 

Lincoln, pre-teen, is outside staring up at the stars 
sparkling in the sky.

LINCOLN (V.O.)
After we moved, I would go stand 
outside in our tiny backyard and 
gaze at the stars - the same stars 
that Aristotle and Shakespeare had 
once looked at.

And I would wish upon those stars, 
though some might call it praying, 
because I directed my request to a 
force that I was certain existed in 
the world. Except by then I had 
long since stopped being foolish 
enough to believe in God. But I 
would wish. I’d close my eyes and 
wish that she could stop loathing 
herself, that somehow my love for 
her could fill up that black hole 
inside of her.

I’d wish that whatever good fortune 
those stars had destined for me in 
life, they could give to my mother 
instead, and make me take on the 
burden of her misery. 
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I would sacrifice however much of 
my life it took, if only she could 
have just a moment of the happiness 
I alone knew was possible for her.

INT. LINCOLN’S MOTHER’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Lincoln’s mother is alone in her bedroom, watching Dick Clark 
and the New Year’s countdown as the ball drops in Times 
Square on her small black and white television 

LINCOLN (V.O.)
Once, I told my mother of my wish, 
and she hugged me and told me how 
she wished it would come true.

I fought back tears, because I 
didn't want to cry, though it 
seemed interminably sad, and I 
wished that I could want something 
else instead. Something for myself. 
And then a sickening emptiness took 
over my stomach as I realized that 
this wish was for myself, and 
conflicted with my wish upon the 
stars for my mother; therefore 
neither could come true. 

END FLASHBACK

INT. YOUTH HOSTEL - NIGHT 

Linoln takes a hit from his joint.

He opens up the copy of Crime and Punishment that he got from 
Mr. Firth and a photograph he took of Riley falls out. 

Lincoln picks it up and stares at it.

He then goes and puts it in the fire and watches it burn.

The clock on the wall strikes midnight. 

INT. STATION WAGON - DAY

Lincoln and Un-Hun are driving through a blizzard. Lincoln is 
driving. 

UN-HUN
Are we even still on the highway?
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LINCOLN
I have no idea.

UN-HUN
What do you mean you have no idea?

LINCOLN
I think we are, I can see a little 
bit of road.

UN-HUN
I can’t. How fast are you going?

LINCOLN
About seventy-five.

UN-HUN
That’s good, at least we’ll know 
pretty quickly if you lose the 
highway.

LINCOLN
Don’t you worry, I’ve got 
everything under control.

UN-HUN
Oh, I'm not worried. Do I sound 
like it? If I was meant to die in 
this blizzard on a highway in 
Vermont there's nothing I can do 
about it.

LINCOLN
We’re not in Vermont any more.

UN-HUN
Well, that's good. I think it'd be 
easier for my parents if I died in 
New York.

Un-Hun starts pointing frantically toward the windshield. 
There, amidst the swirling snow flakes, a mouse is running up 
the windshield and getting swept back down by the wipers.

LINCOLN
It's a mouse! What the hell is it 
doing on the car?

UN-HUN
Pull over!
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Lincoln pulls the station wagon over to the side of the road 
and Lincoln and Un-Hun race out into the snow storm to the 
front of the car. Un-Hun opens the hood and inside the car 
there is a pile of leaves and sticks.

LINCOLN
Look at that.

UN-HUN
It built a nest. A mouse built a 
nest in my car.

LINCOLN
Where’s the mouse?

UN-HUN
It's gone.

LINCOLN
You made us knock it off the car by 
having me pull over so fast. He 
must have built that nest last 
night because the car was warm. . . 
. What are you doing?

Un-Hun is clearing the nest out of the car and throwing it 
onto the road.

UN-HUN
What does it look like I'm doing? 
What the hell do you care?

LINCOLN
That mouse spent a lot of time 
working on it. Arranging things 
just how it wanted them, placing 
everything just so. It deserved 
that nest. And now it's all gone. 
Because of you.

UN-HUN
You have no feelings for people, 
and you're concerned about a dead 
mouse who built a nest in my car 
and almost killed us?

LINCOLN
Almost killed us? We were fine. You 
were the one who was panicking when 
you saw the mouse.

UN-HUN
Maybe I should drive.
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LINCOLN
Do whatever you want.

UN-HUN
Actually, I don't know if I can 
drive in this snow, but the amazing 
thing is that it doesn't seem to 
bother you at all. As long as there 
are no mice.

They walk back to the car, Lincoln walking slowly and with 
obvious distress. Lincoln gets in the car and pulls back onto 
the road and drives into the snowstorm.

LINCOLN (V.O.)
I didn't care whether I drove or Un-
Hun drove or whether we abandoned 
the car altogether and wandered 
into the snow, into the vast 
desolate plain that stretched out 
from the side of the highway. 
Somewhere out there, left alone in 
the cold, a lifetime away from the 
home he had built in the shadow of 
the great mountain, lay the mouse, 
his body already beginning to 
decay, erasing all traces of what 
had once been a life. If ever I 
needed proof that life was a 
ridiculous and cruel farce, the 
mouse had served his purpose well. 

INT. MR. LEVIN’S OFFICE - DAY (SPRING 1987)

MR. LEVIN
   (reading) 
“My only desire is to die.” How did 
this get into the yearbook anyway?

LINCOLN
Un-Hun was on the yearbook 
committee. He made sure it got 
through with nobody seeing it.

MR. LEVIN
I guess that serves me right for 
letting the students run it by 
themselves this year. Is this 
supposed to be some kind of a 
suicide note?
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LINCOLN
Nobody writes a suicide note that 
far in advance.

MR. LEVIN
My only desire is to die. (Pause) 
Once you are dead you don’t want 
anything. So what you desire is 
contradictory. You want to not want 
anything at all, but you can’t 
quite get there or you wouldn't 
have bothered putting a quote in 
the yearbook.

LINCOLN
It was submitted in the fall. I’ve 
made progress since then.

MR. LEVIN
You timed it to come out right 
before prom, and graduation. Were 
you hoping to make those as 
depressing for everyone else as 
they’ll be for you?

LINCOLN
What if I were to wait until 
everyone else is off at college?

MR. LEVIN
You got one of the highest scores 
in the state on your AP History 
exam. Why bother if you’re not 
going to college?

LINCOLN
Why do you make me take so many 
tests if my results bother you so 
much?

MR. LEVIN
You know better than that bullshit, 
Lincoln. You can see the answer to 
questions in math class yet you 
have no idea how to actually solve 
the equation because you don’t pay 
attention or do any of the work. 
You could get a ninety-nine in an 
advanced placement college level 
course with hardly any work but 
instead you almost flunk an easy 
course that anyone could get an A 
in. 
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Lot’s of people don’t understand 
you Lincoln, and I know you hate 
that. They think you’re lazy, or 
just a bit of a con artist, but I 
know they’re wrong. But right now I 
don’t care about that. 

LINCOLN
Then why was it so important that I 
come to your office? 

MR. LEVIN
I needed to see for myself if you 
were really going to go through 
with it.

LINCOLN
And what have you decided I’m going 
to do?

Mr. Levin stares at Lincoln without speaking, as though 
making up his mind. He looks again at the yearbook.

MR. LEVIN
I think you're afraid. That’s why 
your only desire is to die. So then 
you won’t have to be afraid 
anymore. It’s as if you're worried 
that you are going to hurt someone 
by wanting something.

LINCOLN
You think I’m afraid of you and 
Mrs. Ross?

MR. LEVIN
I agree that nobody should be 
afraid of Mrs. Ross. But I think 
you are scared to death of that kid 
who knows the answers to problems 
that he has no idea how to solve or 
explain. What I don’t understand is 
why.

LINCOLN
I wouldn’t waste your time asking 
questions that can’t be answered.

MR. LEVIN
Some people don’t consider it a 
waste of time.

LINCOLN
They don’t know me very well then. 
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Lincoln stands up to leave. By the door, he sees a picture of 
a bunch of children standing in front of a yellow school bus - 
a picture of a school trip with Mr. Levin standing with the 
children. 

EXT. SUBURBAN STREET - PRE-DAWN - FLASHBACK (1976)

Lincoln, Robert, Charlie and a bunch of other kids are 
getting on a yellow school bus that has pulled over to the 
side of a road. 

After all of the kids have boarded, Charlie’s father comes 
running to the bus stop and drags Charlie from the steps of 
the bus and starts screaming at him. 

Lincoln watches from inside, but he can’t hear what is being 
said. Suddenly, the father pulls Charlie’s pants down and 
spanks him hard, several times, and then makes him pull his 
pants up and get back on the bus. As he is putting his pants 
back on he drops his lunch and a glass mason jar he was 
carrying. The glass shatters and several fireflies fly around 
and flicker in the early morning light. Charlie tries to grab 
the fireflies but they fly away.

Everyone on the bus is silent as Charlie gets on and walks 
down the aisle, and when he passes Lincoln, their eyes meet.

END FLASHBACK

INT. MR. LEVIN’S OFFICE - DAY

LINCOLN
You’ll see me at graduation. Like 
everyone else. And then at last 
I’ll be free. 

MR. LEVIN
People care about you Lincoln. More 
than you know.

Lincoln walks out of Mr. Levin’s office and goes through the 
anteroom where the secretaries sit, and walks past them in 
the same way that Charlie walked past the kids on the bus, 
and then Lincoln walks down the hallway toward the side door 
where the late afternoon sun illuminates a small patch on the 
floor. 

EXT. SCHOOL - DAY

Charlie is standing smoking a cigarette. Lincoln is standing 
a few feet away, doing nothing.
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CHARLIE
Man. Every week on Monday I just 
wish for Friday to come, and then 
sure enough, it arrives.

LINCOLN
I know what you mean, Chaz.

Charlie flicks his cigarette and it arches high in the air 
and a few ashes fly off and flicker before burning out. 
Charlie walks away, leaving Lincoln alone.

LINCOLN (V.O.)
As he walked away, I realized that 
it was probably the last 
conversation we would ever have 
with each other. In a way, the 
tragedy of our paths was the same. 
Life wouldn’t let us have what we 
so desperately wanted, and so 
instead we asked only that time 
move forward, and erase the 
precious few moments that were left 
of our youth.

INT. LINCOLN’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Robert is teaching Lincoln how to throw knives by throwing 
them across the room at the wooden door.

ROBERT
You have to hold it like this, and 
flick your wrist. It should make a 
half-turn in the air.

Robert throws the knife and it lands in the door. He hands a 
knife to Lincoln. Lincoln throws it and it strikes the door 
right next to Robert’s.

ROBERT (CONT’D)
Nice.

Lincoln looks at the television in the corner.

Gray Lady Down is playing on the television, a movie about a 
submarine that sank and an untested Navy vehicle that is 
trying to rescue it. 

The men in the submarine have to try to change the pitch of 
the submarine, so that the rescue vehicle can attempt to dock 
to its hatch. 
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Three men become trapped in a compartment of the submarine as 
they are trying to fire some ballast that will tilt the sub 
slightly, and the water starts gushing in and flooding the 
compartment they are in. 

The men in the next chamber try to exhort the three men to 
exit the flooding compartment, but they refuse. Two of them 
remain steadfast in holding the levers that are adjusting the 
ballast, and the third one goes over and starts to lift the 
hatch that will close the flooding chamber from the one that 
is still safe - sealing himself and the two other men inside 
so that everyone else can live.

ROBERT (CONT’D)
Did you see that?

LINCOLN
Yeah, I can’t believe it. I would 
never have been able to do that.

ROBERT
To do what?

LINCOLN
To stay in there like that, and 
lift up the hatch to save everyone 
else, knowing that because of it I 
would die. I wouldn't have the 
courage to do it. I would have 
tried to escape into the next 
chamber and killed everyone in 
there because of it.

ROBERT
You could have done it.

LINCOLN
No, I would have done anything I 
could to escape. I wouldn't have 
had the courage to do what he did, 
and sacrifice myself to save them.

ROBERT
You don't know how much courage you 
have, Lincoln. 

LINCOLN
I couldn't. I know myself.

ROBERT
You don't know, Lincoln! When your 
time comes, you’ll be able to lift 
up that hatch and make the 
sacrifice you need to make. 
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You don’t know what you’re capable 
of doing. I know.

EXT. RILEY’S HOUSE - LATER 

Lincoln is standing in front of Riley’s house, smoking a 
joint that glows orange and red as he inhales and holds the 
smoke in his lungs. 

When he finishes, he slowly walks up the path and rings the 
front doorbell. 

Mrs. Levin answers the door. It is foggy, and light from 
inside spills out as the door opens and Lincoln, stoned, goes 
inside.

INT. RILEY’S HOUSE

Lincoln and Mrs. Levin are sitting alone in the living room. 
Lincoln squints in the light and puts on his tortoise shell 
sunglasses. His hair, shoulder length now, is unkempt, and 
his nails are noticeably long and broken. He is wearing one 
of Robert’s tan work shirts, with the name “Robert” on a 
patch on the pocket, with the sleeves rolled up almost to his 
shoulders.

As he speaks, he periodically takes his sunglasses off and 
chews on the ends and then puts them back on.

MRS. LEVIN
Riley says you could be the 
smartest boy in the school, but 
instead you don't try very hard. 

LINCOLN
Well, if you do the work, like a 
drone, you can get a good grade. 
But then it doesn’t mean anything, 
so what's the point?

MRS. LEVIN
Why did you come here, Lincoln?

Lincoln gets up and starts walking around the living room, 
picking up things and looking at them and then straightening 
everything into perfect alignment.

LINCOLN
I came to ask Riley to go with me 
to the prom.
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MRS. LEVIN
Did Riley know you were coming?

LINCOLN
I don’t think so. We don’t talk to 
each other. 

MRS. LEVIN
You seem a lot different now than 
when I used to drive you in Hebrew 
school carpool.

LINCOLN
I almost believed in God back then. 
My mother says that now I have no 
morals. . . . I do though. It's 
just not other people’s morals. I 
have my own morality.

MRS. LEVIN
What morality is that?

Lincoln walks back over to the couch and sits down and puts 
his sunglasses back on before leaning forward and looking at 
Mrs. Levin.

LINCOLN
Back in hebrew school, when I was 
eleven or twelve, someone had 
locked their bicycle to one of the 
signposts that lined the sidewalk 
outside of the synagogue. The owner 
had used one of those new black 
kryptonite locks that were supposed 
to be indestructible. Except, they 
had locked only the frame and not 
their front tire. Such stupidity 
and lack of foresight. 

I decided that I would teach the 
bicycle owner a lesson. I popped 
the tire off and ran to the side of 
the building and climbed up the 
metal staircase that led toward the 
roof. I flung it as far away as I 
could. It landed on its side and 
rolled for about twenty feet before 
spinning off the other side of the 
roof.

Well, as Lady Macbeth says, it was 
done. The bicycle owner would come 
back and find his wheel missing and 
would learn not to trust people. 
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Thanks to me, he would learn a 
valuable lesson about what human 
beings are really like.

Is it wrong to have taken the 
wheel? Am I a thief? 

I stole it because I wanted to 
teach the bicycle owner a lesson 
and not because I wanted the wheel 
for myself. 

I know what you are thinking. The 
result is the same. My motive 
doesn’t make any difference. And 
what has he ever done to me? 

I hated myself, too, but then I 
thought that maybe it wasn’t too 
late. I could still return the 
wheel and nobody would know. 

I ran over to the edge of the roof 
where it had fallen, but it was too 
late. It had fallen into this tiny, 
inaccessible air shaft. There was 
no way down, and even if I could’ve 
survived jumping, there was no way 
to get back up.

There was nothing to do, except 
live out the choice I have made. 

So I climbed back over the iron 
fence and raced down the stairs 
toward the ground floor and back 
around the side of the building. 
The bicycle was still standing 
there, chained to the sign post, 
looking exactly as I had found it, 
except for the missing wheel. 

I took a long look at it, but I 
could no longer imagine the face of 
the owner finding it anymore, or 
even conceive that it had an owner. 

It is a broken, defiled bicycle, 
and it stupidly stands there in the 
sunlight, as though everything will 
still be all right and it might be 
ridden again. It’s impossible even 
to have pity for such a criminally 
naïve thing.

68

LINCOLN (CONT'D)

(MORE)



So, I walked back into Hebrew 
school, glad that I had revealed to 
the world what the bicycle really 
was.

And, though I refused to realize it 
then, that bicycle is me.

MRS. LEVIN
Is that how you think of yourself?

LINCOLN
Sure, you see how I look don’t you?

MRS. LEVIN
Do you live with your mother and 
father?

LINCOLN
With my mother. 

MRS. LEVIN
That’s right. I remember. Where 
does your father live?

LINCOLN
In New Jersey. 

MRS. LEVIN
Do you see him?

LINCOLN
Once or twice a month, if he's not 
too busy making rounds. What does 
that have to do with anything?

MRS. LEVIN
Your father’s a doctor?

LINCOLN
Yes. I guess that's what happens 
after you go to Yale for college, 
right? You can do something useful 
with your life. Riley’s making a 
good choice to go there.

MRS. LEVIN
Do you think your father does 
something useful with his life?
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LINCOLN
Sure, he's a cardiologist. He saves 
lives. His patients live a little 
bit longer because of him.

MRS. LEVIN
And what about his son?

LINCOLN
What about him?

MRS. LEVIN
Who’s supposed to save his life?

LINCOLN
I told you. My life is like that 
bicycle. And the missing wheel 
can't ever be retrieved.

MRS. LEVIN
And what about your mother?

LINCOLN
What about her?

MRS. LEVIN
What is she like?

LINCOLN
She’s like any other mother. Only 
more so.

MRS. LEVIN
Does she love you?

LINCOLN
(dismissively)

Does she love me?

MRS. LEVIN
Do you love her, Lincoln?

LINCOLN
Do I love her? What the hell kind 
of a question is that? What do you 
care anyway?

MRS. LEVIN
What college are you going to? 

LINCOLN
Who said I was going to college?
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MRS. LEVIN
What are you going to do?

LINCOLN
Who said I’m going to do anything?

MRS. LEVIN
What are you going to do in the 
fall, when everyone is going to 
college and you're here all by 
yourself?

LINCOLN
I'm not going to be around anymore 
next fall.

MRS. LEVIN
Where will you be?

Lincoln doesn’t answer. Instead he just smiles sadly at Mrs. 
Levin, and her expression shows that she understands.

INT. RILEY’S HOUSE - KITCHEN

In the kitchen next to the living room, Riley is sitting on 
the floor, hidden from sight, but she has heard the entire 
conversation. She is crying, completely overwhelmed by what 
Lincoln has said.

EXT. HIGH SCHOOL FOOTBALL FIELD - DAY

High school graduation. The ceremony having concluded, 
everyone is walking around, congratulating their friends and 
being congratulated by their families, taking pictures. 

Most are wearing dresses or suits under their gowns. 

Lincoln stands by himself, his gown open. He has on a ripped 
gingham shirt, tan shorts and untied workboots, and holds his 
diploma as if it might burn him. 

Not far from him, a well-dressed family including 
grandparents are taking pictures.

Lincoln stares at them, and as the picture is being taken, 
Riley turns away from the camera and toward Lincoln instead. 

She is uncomfortable that he is alone and has no friends or 
family with him. 

71



She turns back to the camera and after the picture is retaken 
she looks where Lincoln was, but he is not there. She scans 
the crowd but he is nowhere to be seen.

EXT. ROW BOAT - DUSK (SUMMER AFTER GRADUATION, 1987)

Lincoln has put some oars and supplies in a small rowboat and 
is trying to untie a knot in a rope. 

He sees Riley, standing on top of a large stone wall next to 
the water. 

RILEY
I've been trying to get in touch 
with you for weeks, ever since that 
night you came over to my house and 
spoke with my mother.

LINCOLN
I’m not hard to find. Since school 
ended, I work here or at the movie 
theater almost every day.

RILEY
Are you kidding? I’ve called your 
house several times and left 
messages for you at the theater.

LINCOLN
They mentioned something about 
someone coming by, but I was busy.

RILEY
I saw that neither your mother or 
brother went to graduation.

LINCOLN
That was the only reason I could 
tolerate it.

RILEY
My mother told me you came to my 
house a few weeks ago. 

LINCOLN
I wanted to ask you to prom, but it 
was a momentary fit of insanity.

RILEY
You should have come. We could have 
danced together.
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LINCOLN
Didn't you go with somebody?

RILEY
Yes. So what though? We still could 
have danced.

LINCOLN
How could we have danced when you 
went with someone else?

RILEY
You could have hung out with us. We 
all basically went as a group.

LINCOLN
I was about to head out into the 
water. Is that all you came here  
to say?

RILEY
That’s just a row boat.

LINCOLN
It's all I need. I’m just going to 
check on some of the boats.

RILEY
I’ll go with you.

Riley runs down the long gangway that leads to the wooden 
dock and walks over to the row boat and carefully steps in.

Lincoln gets in and pushes the boat away with the oar and 
then starts paddling. 

He rows them out away from the dock, and the sound of the 
oars dipping in the water can be heard as they start passing 
by the boats tied to their moors. The rowboat recedes into 
the distance.

The oars dip in and out of the water as Lincoln rows.

RILEY (CONT’D)
Where are you going to college? I 
tried to find out, but nobody knew.

LINCOLN
Who did you ask?
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RILEY
Everybody. Everyone who might know 
what you are actually planning on 
doing. Mr. Firth, Un-Hun. Your 
mother.

LINCOLN
You spoke with my mother?

RILEY
Sure, that's how I knew you were 
working here. Your mother's very 
strange, Lincoln. It's no wonder 
you are the way you are. I don't 
know how I would have survived if I 
had a mother like that.

LINCOLN
She’s no different than any mother.

RILEY
She is, Lincoln. If you only knew. 

LINCOLN
(quietly)

I know only too well.

RILEY
I can barely hear you. What did you 
say?

LINCOLN
Nothing.

RILEY
If you trusted people a little, we 
might surprise you.

LINCOLN
That's why I don't trust people. 
And why I always listen to music, 
so there is no silence.

RILEY
What's the matter with silence?

LINCOLN
If there is no silence then nothing 
surprising can happen. It’s just 
more noise.

RILEY
Because of the night your mother 
wrecked your room?
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LINCOLN
How do you know about that?

RILEY
You told me about it when you came 
over to my house. And then you 
started having a panic attack and 
you ran out because you were 
worried that someone was going to 
come and wreck my room.

LINCOLN
I never told you about my mother 
wrecking my room.

RILEY
Then how do I know about it?

LINCOLN
That’s what I want to know. And 
that wasn't why I ran out. And I 
didn't run, I just left.

RILEY
Why?

LINCOLN
Because it was time to go.

RILEY
How was it time to go?

LINCOLN
I had overstayed my welcome.

RILEY
Says who?

LINCOLN
You did.

RILEY
I did? How?

LINCOLN
You called me up and said you 
didn't want to see me anymore.

RILEY
That was after you ran out of my 
house and didn't talk to me again 
all week. You didn't even say hi to 
me at school or try to explain or 
anything.
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LINCOLN
There was nothing to explain. I 
knew you had seen who I really was 
and there was nothing I could do 
then but wait for the inevitable.

RILEY
Why was it inevitable?

LINCOLN
Because people are who they are.

RILEY
Is that why you ate lunch alone in 
the stairwell when we were 
freshmen?

LINCOLN
You remember that?

RILEY
Of course, I do. I think about it 
almost every time I see you.

LINCOLN
You see! That’s what you see me as.

RILEY
As what?

LINCOLN
As someone who deserves to eat his 
lunch in the stairwell.

RILEY
(angry)

That's not how I think of you. 
That's not ever how I thought of 
you. My heart ached for you when 
you sat down on those stairs and 
said that was where you ate lunch.

LINCOLN
I waited for you the next day. 

RILEY
I never knew you did that. Why 
couldn't you have told me this back 
then? Or even three weeks ago, when 
we still could have gone to the 
prom together?
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LINCOLN
You weren’t going to go to the prom 
with me.

RILEY
How the hell do you know what I was 
going to do?

LINCOLN
Why did you come down here anyway?

RILEY
Because I was looking for you.

LINCOLN
Why?

RILEY
I don't know anymore. I thought 
that maybe . . .

LINCOLN
You thought what?

RILEY
I didn't think anything. I don't 
know what I thought. I thought I 
was dealing with somebody other 
than you.

Riley turns away, and suddenly Lincoln puts the oars up and 
moves to the back of the boat, practically tipping it over 
and falling onto Riley. He grabs her, and they kiss.

Riley pulls away, but then she kisses him again, and 
awkwardly, making it clear that for both of them it is their 
first time, he starts taking her clothes off and they make 
love.

Afterward, Riley looks up at him as the boat drifts in the 
harbor.

RILEY (CONT’D)
You never answered my question.

LINCOLN
What question?

RILEY
What question? The one I drove 
around town to find out the answer 
to. Where are you going to college?

Lincoln takes his hands off Riley.
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LINCOLN
I’m not going to college.

Riley sits up.

RILEY
What do you mean?

LINCOLN
I'm not going to college. Why is 
that so hard for all of you? Why 
the hell would I want to go to 
college anyway? 

RILEY
What are you going to do, Lincoln?

LINCOLN
I've saved a lot of money from 
working two jobs. Here and at the 
movie theater. I was going to 
travel across the country.

RILEY
And then what?

LINCOLN
What do you mean, and then what?

RILEY
I mean and then what? What are you 
going to do after that? What are 
you going to do with your life?

LINCOLN
There is no then what.

Lincoln moves back to the seat in the middle of the boat and 
starts rowing.

RILEY
What is that supposed to mean?

LINCOLN
Exactly what I said and no more. 
There is no then what. No period 
afterward, no rest of my life.

RILEY
That doesn’t make sense.

LINCOLN
You don't want it to make sense.
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RILEY
You’re right. I don't understand 
you, Lincoln. And I never will. I 
wish I never met you.

LINCOLN
Good, at last you know how I feel. 
About everyone.

RILEY
Hurry up and take me back to the 
shore. The last thing in the world 
I want is to be out on this water 
with you.

INT. LINCOLN’S BEDROOM - LATE AFTERNOON 

Un-Hun stands awkwardly at the door of Lincoln’s bedroom, 
looking at the empty room. There is just a pillow, a lamp, a 
copy of Crime and Punishment, with the name “Gregory Firth” 
hand-written on it, an old butterfly knife, and a small bag 
of marijuana. 

Lincoln is wearing shorts and no shirt. His hair is long, and 
unkempt. He is thin, almost gaunt, yet muscular.

UN-HUN
Where’s all your stuff?

LINCOLN
It's all gone.

UN-HUN
What do you mean, it's gone?

Un-Hun enters the room and looks around as if expecting to 
find Lincoln’s belongings hidden somewhere. He picks up the 
few items that are left and examines them. 

Lincoln opens the window and a breeze brushes past them. 
Lincoln lights a joint and takes a hit and then passes it to 
Un-Hun.

LINCOLN
I threw everything away. None of it 
was mine. I hadn't earned it.

UN-HUN
Where do you sleep?

LINCOLN
On the floor.
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UN-HUN
What about your records?

LINCOLN
Don't worry. I can see the panic in 
your face! I saved those for you. 
I'll help you carry them out to 
your car.

UN-HUN
What do you do without any records, 
or books or anything?

LINCOLN
I sit. And think. And watch time 
move forward. It moves forward, you 
know, no matter what you do. And a 
watched pot does, in fact, boil. I 
did that experiment yesterday.

Lincoln takes a crate of records out of the closet and puts 
them on the floor. The rest of the closet is empty.

Un-Hun starts eagerly looking at the records.

UN-HUN
Are you sure you want to give me 
all these? There are a lot of 
records. A lot of great records.

LINCOLN
I'm sure, Un-Hun. I won’t need them 
where I’m going. I'll help you 
carry them out to your car. Enjoy 
them at college, and maybe think of 
me once or twice when you listen to 
them. But not more than that.

Lincoln picks up the crate and starts carrying it out of the 
house.

EXT. OUTSIDE LINCOLN’S HOUSE 

Lincoln loads his record collection into Un-Hun’s car. Un-Hun 
pulls out a plastic bag from his pocket filled with a few 
mushrooms and hands them to Lincoln.

UN-HUN
You should take two of the stems 
and two of the caps. One last 
chance to be experienced.
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LINCOLN
Thanks, Un-Hun.

UN-HUN
You’re welcome, Lincoln.

LINCOLN
From each according to his 
abilities.

UN-HUN
And to each, according to his 
needs.

Un-Hun gets in his car and Lincoln watches him drive down the 
street, and then stands alone at the edge of the overgrown 
yard, holding the bag of mushrooms.

LINCOLN (V.O.)
Un-hun is more American than I ever 
was, more American than I could 
ever be. He belongs. I could never 
belong to anything. Or anyone. 

He eats the entire bag of mushrooms.

INT. LINCOLN’S OLD HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT (1976)

Lincoln, seven, and his mother are eating dinner at the round 
white table in the white kitchen.

Music is playing in the background. 

SANDRA
Would you rather have never been 
born, Lincoln?

Lincoln stares at his mother, confused a and uncertain how to 
proceed.

Sandra looks at Lincoln and then spreads her arms out wide 
and suddenly brings them smashing into her skull. She repeats 
process, hitting herself again and again in the head.

Lincoln jumps out of his seat and tries to grab his mother’s 
arms but she is too strong and she carries his hands with 
hers so that now they are both hitting her in the head.

Lincoln starts crying uncontrollably as he tries in vain to 
stop his mother.

Sandra sees that he is crying and abruptly stops and throws 
him off her lap and stands up.

81



SANDRA (CONT’D)
I see Lincoln that you don’t wish 
you were never born, so don’t ever 
complain about me like that again.

Sandra walks away without emotion and leaves Lincoln alone in 
the kitchen, trying to calm himself.

Lincoln stands up and resets his mother’s place at the table, 
straightening her plate and silverware as though she is going 
to be eating again. He then goes back to his seat and does 
the same with his plate and sits erectly.

END FLASHBACK.

INT. LINCOLN’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM 

Lincoln, tripping on the mushrooms that Un-Hun gave him, 
moves into the living room and takes one of his mother’s 
1950s modern chairs and picks it up and carries it to the 
front door - still open from when Riley left, and he carries 
it outside and places it in the middle of the lawn. 

Lincoln is surprised to see Robert carrying the other chair. 

Lincoln and Robert burst out laughing hysterically and then 
race back inside and start carrying out the rest of the 
furniture, piece by piece, emptying the house and filling up 
the lawn.

When they are finished, the front yard is covered with all of 
their furniture for everyone in the neighborhood to see, a 
sharp contrast to the other houses with their neatly trimmed 
lawns.

INT. LINCOLN’S HOUSE - NIGHT

It is dark out, and the house is empty of furniture, except 
for Sandra’s piano, and Lincoln is playing while Robert sits 
on the empty living room floor, his back up against the wall.

Lincoln is playing Let It Be in the same manner as his mother 
played it, except that he is a much better player and 
immediately starts improvising to the song as he plays.

EXT. LINCOLN’S HOUSE - NIGHT (LATER)

Lincoln’s mother gets out of her car and sees the furniture 
and off the house’s belongings stacked up on the front yard. 
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She starts walking around, looking at everything in a state 
of shock, before a prolonged anguished cry escapes her as she 
collapses against an antique armoire.

INT. LINCOLN’S HOUSE

A piercing scream can be heard, and then the doorbell starts 
ringing, and someone tries to start forcing the door open. 

There is pounding on the door and screaming. Lincoln starts 
playing the piano louder, improvising a wild tune. 

He looks outside the window by the piano, and sees a giant 
image of his mother’s face, floating by and screaming in  a 
rage, and then crying uncontrollably. 

The crying stops and Lincoln stops playing and turns around. 

Robert unbolts the door and lets his mother into the house 
and then goes outside.

Robert comes back through the front door of the house, 
carrying a chair from the lawn. He places it in the empty 
living room.

SANDRA
(to Robert)

You tell that other person inside 
of this house that he is no longer 
welcome here. And then I want you 
to put every piece of furniture 
back exactly the way it was, and it 
will be like this never happened.

Slowly, Lincoln stands up from the piano and walks over to 
the front door. He looks at his mother and then at his 
brother.

LINCOLN
(as if in a trance, or 
affected by the 
mushrooms)

We’re all going to drown.

ROBERT
It doesn’t matter.

LINCOLN
Should I tell them that?

Robert doesn’t answer, and instead gets another piece of 
furniture and brings it back in the house. Lincoln gets right 
in Robert’s face.
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LINCOLN (CONT’D)
You can’t do it, can you? 

ROBERT
I’m sorry, Lincoln.

Robert tries to move away from Lincoln but Lincoln confronts 
him.

LINCOLN
Are you? Or are you just too scared 
to go in that compartment with me, 
and so I have to lift up the hatch 
by myself and be sealed in there to 
die?

Lincoln looks at Robert and Robert looks away.

LINCOLN (CONT’D)
It only hurts if you believe that 
it’s real.

Lincoln turns around and sees that his mother is holding his 
composition book, reading the beginning.

LINCOLN (CONT’D)
Give me that back.

Lincoln tries to grab it, but Sandra yanks it away and moves 
away from him.

SANDRA
I think you need to see a 
psychiatrist! . . . How could you 
do this to me? I loved you. I gave 
you life!

LINCOLN
Why? So you'd have someone to blame 
for everything that's wrong in your 
life. Someone to be sorry for you?

SANDRA
Would you rather have never been 
born? 

LINCOLN
If it meant that I would never have 
had to know you.

SANDRA
You are going to regret that you 
wrote any of this. Or had any of 
these thoughts.
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LINCOLN
I don’t think so.

Lincoln stares at his mother, as her face fills with rage.

SANDRA
Are you going to go run to that 
whore who came by here a few weeks 
ago? You think she actually gives a 
shit about you, Lincoln?

LINCOLN
I know she doesn’t give a shit 
about me and I don’t care about 
her. . . Or you.

Sandra begins tearing the pages out of his notebook and 
throwing them wildly in the air, while singing a song in a 
harrowing off-key voice.

SANDRA
   (singing) 
My name is Lincoln and I'm a lazy 
asshole. Just like my idiot brother 
and my son-of-a-bitch father!

Lincoln watches his mother as she sings, and then makes a 
motion to strike her, except he stops himself at the last 
moment. 

She sees this, and then reaches out to slap him in the face. 
Lincoln grabs her wrist before her hand can touch him and 
holds her arm as they stare at each other. 

Sandra is quiet for a moment, and then frees herself from 
Lincoln’s grip and collapses to the floor and begins crying 
uncontrollably. 

As Lincoln watches her, she starts convulsing, banging her 
fists against her thighs, like a child having a tantrum.

LINCOLN (V.O.)
As long as we are in the same world 
- me and that despicable yet 
pitiable woman, that insane being 
who gave birth to me and calls 
herself my mother - as long as the 
two of us both exist, I can never 
be free.
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Why can't I just see her as I see 
everyone else - just another 
meaningless face, another 
irrelevant life, of no concern or 
consequence? Why does she have to 
matter so much? And why did I have 
to end up with a mother imprisoned 
by her own cold-blooded insanity 
and refusal to see her son, even 
for an instant, to acknowledge that 
whether she has given it to me or 
not, I am alive, and I am not her? 

Lincoln grabs the torn pages and tries to put them back in 
order and then just stuffs them into the partially torn book 
and runs out of the house. His mother remains on the floor, 
convulsing.

Lincoln walks out of the front door, past the piles of 
furniture stacked in the lawn, and down the street into the 
summer nighttime mist.

EXT. MOVIE THEATER ROOF - NIGHT 

Lincoln reaches the top of the ladder and walks across the 
roof. Through the fog, he sees the highway and train tracks 
in the distance. He stands at the edge of the roof. 

In the distance, a train is moving. 

Lincoln reaches into his pocket and finds the ticket that 
Riley gave him that day that he let her and her friends into 
the movie theater. He stares at the ticket.

EXT. RILEY’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Lincoln stands in front of Riley’s house, holding his 
composition book with the torn pages stuffed into it. He 
places it on the path in front of her door and puts the 
ticket on top of it and takes a rock and places it on top of 
the book and starts to walk away. 

He lights a joint and the match flickers in the darkness and 
then he walks away.

LINCOLN  (V.O.)
All that’s left to do is what 
Raskolnikov should have done, and 
take the life he should have taken. 
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For only then will I show that no 
matter who gave it to me, it 
belongs to me and me alone.  

INT. RILEY’S BEDROOM

Riley is lying on her bed. There are suitcases and other bags 
packed up for college. She hears a noise outside and looks 
out her window at the path leading to the street from the 
front door and sees Lincoln, lighting his joint. She watches 
him disappear down the path and then gets up leaves her 
bedroom. 

EXT. RILEY’S HOUSE

Riley opens the front door and looks around but doesn't see 
anything.

RILEY
Lincoln?

She gets no answer and starts to walk ad then sees the book 
on the path and removes the rock and sees the movie theater 
ticket. She picks it up and stares at it and then picks up 
the book and goes back inside the house.

EXT. HARBOR - NIGHT

Lincoln is in the small rowboat he was in with Riley. He 
passes by a large bluff overlooking the harbor. Dozens of 
feet above, a large promontory looks out over a series of 
jagged rocks that shoot out of the water.

Lincoln heads into a small cove where a narrow winding path 
leads up toward the promontory.

EXT. LINCOLN’S HOUSE - (LATER, AFTER MIDNIGHT)

Riley pulls up to Lincoln’s house and gets out of her car. 

Some of the furniture has been brought inside but most of it 
still remains and the house is dark.

She walks through the yard and looks at all of the household 
items stacked up, lit up by the moon and the streetlamp. She 
goes around, touching the furniture and the household 
objects, and then she smiles.
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But then the smile is replaced by a look of concern, and then 
panic, and she races back to her car and speeds down the 
road.

EXT. MOVIE THEATER - (LATER)

Riley is climbing the fire escape that leads up the back of 
the movie theater. 

She gets to the rickety metal ladder that Lincoln climbed and 
hesitates and then climbs up.

Riley pulls herself onto the roof. She sees the stream of red 
and white lights of the cars on the highway and steadies 
herself as she realizes how high up she is. 

Riley looks around the roof but there is no sign of Lincoln. 
She races off the roof.

EXT. HARBOR PARK - JUST BEFORE DAWN

Lincoln is standing on the edge of the promontory overlooking 
the water that crashes below in the darkness. A thick fog 
hovers as he stands at the edge.

RILEY (O.S.)
Lincoln?

Riley appears through the fog and Lincoln spins around to 
face her. 

LINCOLN
How did you know I was here?

RILEY
I've been driving all over town 
looking for you. Then I remembered 
that when we rowed by hear I said 
it was beautiful and you said that 
the only thing beautiful about it 
was that it would be a good place 
to kill yourself.

LINCOLN
I said that?

RILEY
You said a lot of strange things.

LINCOLN
You sure seem to waste a lot of 
time looking for me.
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RILEY
If you loved something that was 
lost, wouldn't you look for it too?

LINCOLN
What you say you love isn’t worth 
it.

RILEY
I went back to your house and saw 
what you did. Your mother sure is 
mad. I'm proud of you.

LINCOLN
You're the first one. I don't know 
that I've ever been proud of 
anything I did or had anyone be 
proud of me.

RILEY
You must have been proud somewhere.

LINCOLN
I did it because of you.

RILEY
Me?

LINCOLN
Because I realized you were right, 
that I still wanted something. My 
whole life I've been waiting. For 
everything to be different than it 
is. For her to be different. For 
her to finally see me.

RILEY
And?

LINCOLN
And I always knew that day would 
come. Yet it never did. And the sad 
thing is that now it can't. All 
I’ve done is show the world how 
foolish I really am.

RILEY
You’re just like the rest of us.

LINCOLN
No I'm not!
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RILEY
You’re wrong Lincoln. You are like 
us. And we don’t always know the 
right answers or where the hell 
we’re going.

LINCOLN
Don’t you have to get ready to go 
to Yale?

RILEY
I'm not leaving until tomorrow. 
Today - this morning - I'm going to 
the city. Are you coming with me or 
not?

LINCOLN
I don’t need your charity.

RILEY
I’m not offering you charity.

LINCOLN
Then what do you want?

RILEY
I don’t want anything. I can't love 
you like you want, Lincoln. Like 
you wanted your mother to love you. 
Like you deserved to be loved. 
Unconditionally, just because you 
are, regardless of what you do or 
who you think you are inside. But I 
do love you, and I know you're not 
that defiled bicycle and you never 
were. And it was wrong of her to 
make you feel that way, and treat 
you your whole life like that was 
true, and make you believe that you 
were to blame, as if you were the 
one who stole that wheel.

LINCOLN
How would you know about any of 
that? I never wrote it down or told 
anyone.

RILEY
You told one person.

LINCOLN
How would you know?
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RILEY
Because I was there, that night - 
that night you spoke to my mom. She 
didn't know it, but I had come home 
already and I listened to 
everything you told her. And I 
cried, both because of what you 
said and because I didn't have the 
courage to tell you I was there, 
and to throw my arms around you. I 
didn't have the courage to let you 
take me to prom because I didn't 
know who you were. I knew but I 
wasn't sure.

LINCOLN
   (with sarcasm) 
And now you’re sure?

RILEY
Yes, I’m sure.

LINCOLN
And what about tomorrow?

RILEY
Ask me tomorrow. All I know is how 
I feel now, what I think and know 
today.

LINCOLN
And that is supposed to be enough?

RILEY
That is all I can give you.

Lincoln says nothing, and the two of them stand there staring 
at each other for several moments. 

Riley walks to Lincoln and softly traces a line around his 
eye and down his cheek and across his lips. She kisses him, 
but he doesn’t kiss her back so she pulls away. 

She grasps his hand and places something in it. In the 
darkness, she has been holding Lincoln’s composition book.

Lincoln looks at it and realizes that she had it and must 
have read it. 

She looks at him and hesitates for a moment.

RILEY (CONT’D)
I didn’t have time to read it all. 
But you were a beautiful writer.
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She turns and starts walking away, deliberately not looking 
back as Lincoln watches her disappear into the fog.

INT. RILEY’S CAR - DAWN

Riley is driving, and crying. As she turns onto the highway, 
the Sun rises and lights up the car as the wind blows her 
hair.

EXT. HARBOR PARK - DAWN

Lincoln stands at the edge of the rocky bluffs, forty feet 
above the water, looking down at the water like he did when 
he was seven years old looking at his security blanket that 
had been thrown into the sunken trash can.

He opens up his composition book and hears Riley’s voice 
reading it.

RILEY (V.O.)
I see it. Thrown shamelessly and 
unceremoniously in the trash. What 
has it ever done to deserve such a 
fate? I could reach in and take it 
out, but I know that she would make 
sure it found its way back there 
again. Now the little life left in 
it is just enough for it to snicker 
at me, the traitor who will go back 
in the house with my mother. 

It all seems hopelessly sad, and 
though my head aches, and there is 
a vacuum behind my sockets, sucking 
my eyes in, I can't cry, and I 
can't say goodbye, because I know 
there is nothing to say goodbye to, 
just some fabric that is no more 
alive than the metal of the trash 
can. And how can you be sad and 
mournful for something that you 
never really had in the first 
place? 

He slowly rips a page out of the book and holds it for a 
moment and tears it into small pieces and throws it up in the 
air like his mother did with the photograph, and it starts to 
fall like confetti, until a gust of wind comes and carries 
the pieces out over the water.

The sun rises, illuminating him as he stands alone.  
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Lincoln bends the spine of the book back and the wind causes 
the taped pages to fly out. He holds the journal up, letting 
the wind catch all of the pages until he is left with only 
the empty cover.

Lincoln looks at the cover and then turns and rushes out of 
the park, still holding the shell of the journal.

On the street, he sees the red taillights of a car in the 
distance. He starts running toward them as fast as he can.

He is running like he was in the airport. 

Lincoln smiles.

FADE OUT
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