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FADE IN:

INT. KITCHEN - LATE AFTERNOON

A knife slices through Portobello mushrooms.  A woman’s 
hands measure out olive oil.  White wine is poured into a 
dish.  The dish is carefully put into an oven.

A timer goes off.  Hands go back into the oven, pulling out 
the beautifully prepared mushroom risotto.

A high-end Manhattan restaurant?  Not exactly.  The cook - 
JANE GALLAGHER, 40s, attractive but overly made-up - walks 
across the kitchen. 

The kitchen to a crappy, run-down Winnebago.  Cheap 
furniture.  Dollar store prints on panelled walls.  Way too 
much junk in too little space.

But Jane holds her head high as she carries the dish, and 
marches to the metal door, kicking it open. 

EXT. TRAILER - DUSK

Jane sticks her head out, wets her high gloss lips, and with 
her well-manicured thumb and middle finger, skillfully lets 
loose a piercing whistle, shaking neighbors out of their 
plastic lawn chairs. 

She follows it up with an even louder, nerve rattling yell.

JANE
Supper!

A smile on her face.  Proud.

Just then, a desert dust cloud whips up, coating her in 
sandy brown.  The grit and grime stick to her lipstick and 
makeup in a macabre mask.

Jane grimaces, suffers the indignity, but still tries to 
put on a brave face.  She refuses to let it get her down.

JANE
Bob! Hilary! Liam! Suppertime!

Across the trailer park, the Gallagher family hears the 
call.



BOB GALLAGHER, 45, balding and pushing 250 pounds, sits 
chugging beer and watching bowling in a sweaty redneck T-
shirt, which reads ‘WINNER’. 

BOB
I’m comin’, I’m comin’.

He picks up his portable TV with a crooked antenna from the 
picnic table and heads toward Jane’s voice, still watching 
the TV.

BOB
(at TV)

Bowl! Bowl! That a boy.

He walks past his neighbours makeshift yards.  Country music 
pours from the windows.  Pink flamingos and run-down cars on 
cinder blocks.

He passes a huge tree in the centre of the park and looks up.

BOB
(shouting)

You hear your mom?

A branch high in the tree shakes and, one-by-one, so do 
descending branches until we see HILARY GALLAGHER jump from 
the last branch onto the ground, somehow still reading a 
book.

She is 14-going-on-21, half overall-clad tomboy, half budding 
scholar.  She clutches a dog-eared copy of “War and Peace”. 

HILARY
What world cuisine is she forcing 
on us tonight?

BOB
Aw, Hils, you know how she’s just 
trying to better us and all.

He burps, scratches his groin.

HILARY
(sarcastically)

How is that possible?

BOB
Good point.

(pause)
Where’s the other one?
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EXT. HILLSIDE NEXT TO TRAILER PARK - NIGHT

LIAM GALLAGHER, 11, but looks younger, dressed in baggy 
rapper pants and handkerchief tied around his head, stands 
looking over the trailer park. 

Liam eyes five trailers standing in a row. They seem pretty 
close together...

LIAM
(to himself)

And as Liam Gallagher readies 
himself for the jump of his life, 
he receives a final piece of advice 
from his mentor, the greatest 
skateboarder of his generation, 
Tony Hawk.

He leans down to where a small ratty pug-dog, TONY, looks up 
at him with watery eyes. It barks - but no sound comes out. 
The pug is mute.

LIAM
As ever, his silence speaks of his 
confidence in Gallagher more than 
real words ever could.

Liam pauses, looks down the near vertical hill, then breathes 
in and pushes himself off. 

LIAM
Here we go Liam. Five ain't 
nothin’...

He starts to hurtle down the hill-side.

LIAM
Ohhhhhh shhhhh -

EXT. TRAILER PARK - NIGHT

As Bob and Hilary approach the trailer, we see Liam hit the 
roof of a trailer in the background, spin off and disappear 
behind it. Neither Bob or Hialry see this.

BOB
(excited)

I can smell barbecue! Maybe we’re 
having burgers for once!
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HILARY
Yeah, right.

(smells)
It’s raccoon. Must be the 
Sandersons.

Bob’s face falls. Liam joins them just as they get to the 
trailer door. He’s bruised and dirty, looking a little 
concussed.

LIAM
Did you see?

They ignore him.

LIAM
I jumped five trailers...

HILARY
(rolls her eyes)

Sure you did, turd-face.

LIAM
You’re the turd-face!

BOB
(smelling)

I’d kill for a frickin’ slice of 
pizza.

INT. GALLAGHER WINNEBAGO - NIGHT

They step in to see a cheap card table adorned with green and 
red confetti and a bowl of grated parmesan. Jane stands 
behind it proudly. Simultaneously, their shoulders drop in 
disappointment.

JANE 
Don’t say that word! 

BOB
I said frickin’ - not - 

JANE
Not that, the P word! Just because 
we live in a trailer park doesn’t 
mean we have to act like, well, we 
live in a trailer park!... who eats 
pizza anyway?!
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LIAM
The Super Mario brothers? 

HILARY
Everyone in Italy? 

BOB
Everyone but us?! 

Jane indicates the table.

JANE 
Well, actually tonight we will be 
dining in Italy.  Sienna...to be 
exact!

HILARY
Not another squid ink linguini, 
please.  I had a black tongue for 
a week.

LIAM
I’m just saying, one call to 
Earl’s Pizza Van and everyone’s 
happy.

JANE
No. Tonight we move from Sicily 
to Tuscany, for a little delicacy 
known as...

Jane attempts an Italian accent.

JANE (CONT’D)
...mush-a-room rees-otto!

Underwhelmed silence.

BOB
You know mushrooms make me fart.

JANE
Listen to the three of you, you're 
hopeless.  No sense of adventure, 
style OR class.  My whole life, my 
rich third cousins looked down 
their nose at my mama and I for 
being poor country bumpkins. And I 
hated it. I’m determined to prove 
that my branch of the family tree 
is just as good as theirs.  
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If I have to, I’ll expand the 
horizons of this family myself.

HILARY
I’m reading War and Peace!

JANE
Yes, but look at what you’re 
wearing. Eat!

Jane, resolute, motions again to the table. Reluctantly, the 
family members take their seats. Jane begins to dollop a very 
stodgy concoction onto their plates. Liam stares at it.

LIAM
I may be a daredevil but even I’m 
not this brave...

Something nudges his leg. He looks down - Bob is offering him 
a candy bar under the table. Liam takes it - Bob winks at 
him, then does the same to Hilary, who smiles. Jane doesn’t 
notice. She sits, very proud of herself.

JANE
As they say in Italy, bon appetit!

Hilary just rolls her eyes.

EXT. NEVADA DESERT - EARLY MORNING

COYOTES HOWL in the expansive desert.  The moon shines over 
the tiny little trailer park community, which is nestled 
beside a highway.

Outside the Winnebago, Tony the dog scoffs three plates of 
left-over risotto. 

As traffic roars past, a FED EX truck heads toward their 
trailer.  It struggles down a road that looks rarely used, 
dust flying up behind him.

INT. TRAILER - CHILDREN'S BEDROOM - MORNING

Stacked bunkbeds and an elaborate Lego concoction take up 
one side of the room, piles of books in the other.  A high 
school wrestling trophy with Hilary’s name on it sits on 
the window ledge.

BZZZT - an alarm clock blares unheard. Hilary is sleeping in 
her bed. Liam finally raises his head...
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LIAM
Huh?...

A panicked Jane storms in, brandishing the calendar.

JANE 
Why didn't you tell me it was 
school picture day!  What are you 
going to wear?  I need time to 
plan these things!

She flips through the closet as Hilary and Liam sit up.

HILARY
It’s school, Mom, not the Oscars.

LIAM
We could just skip school.  
Problem solved.

Jane slams the alarm off.

JANE 
You've had three weeks to tell me 
about this!  I could have tracked 
down a nearly new Kenzo blouse or 
Calvin Klein shirt from the flea 
market, or even picked up a nice 
sports jacket from the second 
hand shop in town.

She catches them rolling their eyes.

JANE (CONT'D)
Don't you care what other people 
think?  Don't you realize that 
relatives you've never met will 
get these photos in their 
Christmas cards!

Jane yanks clothes from the closet and storms out.  Hilary 
and Liam collapse back into their beds, straight back to 
sleep.

INT. TRAILER - KITCHEN - MORNING

Jane is ironing as Bob chomps down a bowl of grits.  
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BOB
Now this is what I call food.  
Plain and simple.

JANE
You are what you eat, Bob.

Bob looks confused. 

She holds up a smart dress and a pressed dress shirt. 

BOB
Looks nice.

JANE
Thanks.

BOB
They ain’t gonna wear it.

JANE
These are classic Ralph Lauren 
fakes.  No one will know.

She holds up a pressed flannel shirt for Bob.

BOB 
And you can bet yer sweet caboose 
I ain’t wearing that.  That’s my 
funeral shirt.

JANE
You need to start setting a better 
example for the kids. Give ‘em the 
right impression.

BOB
I’m a truck driver!

JANE
That ain’t no excuse to look trash.

DING-DONG.  The doorbell rings.  They both look at each 
other shocked.

Even the kids finally stumble in, curious.

Bob answers to find a FED EX COURIER on the other side.
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COURIER
Is this the residence of Bob 
Gallagher?  Trailer 9, Oasis 
Park, Dry Hump, Nevada?

Bob nods and takes the envelope, holding it like it 
contains the Black Plague.  He hands it back.

BOB
This must be a mistake.  We don't 
get...  those.

The Courier prompts him to sign for it, awkwardly, then 
quickly walks back to his van.

Bob opens the letter and gives it a read.  

Jane notices Bob freezing up, his face turning pale.  The 
kids peer over, trying to read it.

JANE (CONT'D)
Bob?

HILARY
Dad?

Bob points to the letter and gasps for air.

JANE
What is it?  My God, what's wrong?

INT. FED EX VAN - MORNING 

Shrieking erupts from the trailer.  The freaked Courier runs 
down a mailbox as he floors it in a cloud of dust.

INT. TRAILER - KITCHEN - MORNING

The radio blasts, the whole family leaps up and down, howling 
for joy.  Bob shakes a beer can and sprays them like they’ve 
won the Superbowl.  Tony runs around, barking silently.

EXT. TRAILER PARK - DAY

As the music and cheering continues, Bob’s 18-wheeler 
grinds and rumbles out of the lot, leaving an empty trailer 
behind, the metal door creaking in the wind.
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INT. 18-WHEELER CAB - DAY

JANE
A house!  In LA!

BOB
I didn’t even know I had an Aunt 
Edna!

More cheers.

BOB
Told you I’d get us out of here one 
day, Janey.

Jane looks at him dubiously.

JANE
What exactly did you do?

Bob thinks.

BOB
I answered the door to the Fed Ex 
guy! 

More laughs and cheers!

MONTAGE - THE GALLAGHERS MOVE TO L.A.

- The 18-wheeler rolls west, the tiny trailer park 
disappearing into the distance behind them.

- Inside the cab, Jane tries to read a map while Bob hums a 
medley of Country AND Western as he drives.  The kids sleep 
between them.

- Jane fixes her makeup in the side mirror while they roll 
down the highway.

- The 18-wheeler finally passes under a sign reading” 
WELCOME TO LOS ANGELES”

END MONTAGE

EXT. SAN FERNANDO VALLEY - DUSK

The 18-wheeler rolls past a Prius.  And another.  And 
another. 
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Jane counts some cash from her bag.

JANE
Look at all this cash!  I can't 
believe we got $675 bucks for that 
ramshackle box on wheels! 

BOB
Yeah, morons. 

Bob laughs to himself.
 

BOB (CONT’D)
Central heating, good one!
Baby you can bullshit with the best 
of 'em!

Jane smiles at the compliment.

The kids wake up, excited.

JANE
I can't wait to wear my new strappy 
imitation Gucci sandals.  They're 
so LA.

HILARY
How do you know? Have you ever been 
there?

JANE
Sweetie.  I’ve been preparing for 
this my whole life.

Jane unzips the duffel bag at her feet.  It’s filled to the 
brim with Magazines: Us, People, Instyle.

Hilary just rolls her eyes. 

JANE
Your father's been there.

HILARY
Really?  What's it like there, dad?

BOB 
It’s uh...

Hilary and Jane wait for him to elaborate. It takes longer 
than it should.
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