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FADE IN:

INT. LIVING ROOM – EARLY MORNING
We hear BIRDS CHIRPING. SUNLIGHT streams into an open downstairs window of a Washington, DC home, illuminating PHOTOS of JACK-mid 30s-at a PGA golf tournament, a GOLF TROPHY, a NEWS CLIPPING of Jack winning a golf competition and a set of GOLF CLUBS gleaming in a corner. 

CUT TO:
INT. JACK’S BEDROOM - EARLY MORNING 
JACK and his girlfriend JILLIAN -A.K.A. “Jill,”- are lying in bed in a mass of covers. The ALARM goes off and Jack looks first at his GOLF CLUBS and then at his WORK CLOTHES. His gaze lingers on the GOLF CLUBS. He rolls over to Jillian and puts his arm around her and kisses her before attempting to leave the bed. 

JILLIAN 

(Stopping him before 

he gets out of bed)
One more time and that’s it Jack. 

JACK 




(Sighing)



Yes dear…I know.

JILLIAN 

I mean it Jack, one more lost job

and you lose me and Michael too.
Jack mimics Jillian with hand puppet motions before getting up to put on his robe. 

JACK 

Of course dear.
Jack looks back at his work clothes and has a brief vision of an ordinary day at the office. 
FLASHBACK: INT. JACK’S CUBICLE MORNING 

JACK is at a cubicle finishing a report when his boss, EVANS, appears behind him out of nowhere. 

EVANS 
Jack, how’s that sales report coming? 
JACK 
(Looking creeped out)

Fine Mr. Evans, how long were 
you standing there? 

EVANS 

Long enough to see that you 

need a little help.  Here, let me. 

Evans leans over Jack, his underarm stain directly in Jack’s face and picks up a PAPER CLIP from a pile on Jack’s desk and clips a stack of PAPERS before rearranging the paper clips scattered on his desk. 

EVANS 

There, isn’t that better?

It’s all about managing the workspace Jack.

You manage the workspace and you’ll rise

to the top. 





JACK



Thanks sir.





EVANS



Anytime, that’s what I’m here for. 



Remember Jack, manage your workspace.

Evans walks off like he’s done something great. As soon as he’s out of sight, Jack promptly returns the paperclips to their original arrangement. 

PRESENT DAY: INT. BEDROOM - EARLY MORNING 

JACK’S gaze returns to the closet and settles on the golf clubs. Jack sidles to the closet and picks up his robe. Facing JILLIAN’s motionless form on the bed, Jack backs up to a golf club and holds it behind his back and backs out of the room. 

CUT TO: 
INT. JACK'S HALLWAY MORNING 

Jack walks down the hall to his basement office passing various golf paraphernalia on the way. A song like Mission Impossible starts to play as he makes his way down the hall.




JACK (V.O.)



They call me the “Call-Out King.”



It’s more of an art than a science 



really. I know it’s wrong, but with a


boss like Evans, who can blame me?

Jack pauses to polish one of the golf trophies on display in the hallway with his breath and the sleeve of his robe. 





JACK (V.O.)(CONT’D)



It takes finesse to call out of work.



You have to have the right mix of 



pitiful, or scratchy voice for a feigned



illness or the proper amount of sorrow 



for a lost loved one. Either way, I’ve 



got it all.

INT. OFFICE MORNING

JACK opens double doors at the end of the hallway and enters a room filled with Pentagon like TV monitors and file cabinets.  He flicks on one monitor and it changes from static to the following scene:
 



JACK (V.O.)
Like the time I called into the office 
and told a boss who was an animal rights 
activist that I had just lost my dog of 
10 years. 

JACK (ON THE MONITOR)




(Sobbing)

Mr. Mulligan, its Buster. 

I can’t believe he’s gone. (beat) How 

can I calm down sir, Buster’s gone!

Take the day off sir? How could I even

    (MORE)


JACK (ON THE MONITOR)
consider (beat). Ok, but only if you 

insist. I remember when Buster was just

a baby and, (beat) oh, you have to go.

Okay, I’m sorry.  I’ll be in tomorrow.



JACK (V.O.)(CONT’D)
Or the time I told another bossman

that my Mother came down with Bird Flu

and that I caught it from her.

On another monitor in Jack’s office you see the following: 

JACK (ON THE MONITOR)

(Coughing up a lung)

Hello, (cough) Mr. White
(cough) Here’s your coffee

(coughs on the coffee for good 

measure) I need to use your trash
can, I’m a little (making

vomiting noises) nauseous.

BOSSMAN



Good God man, why did you come



in like this? Go home immediately!





JACK




(Wiping his mouth and smiling




at the screen)



If you insist.





JACK (V.O.)



But, Evans is uptight and I’ve 



already called in sick, twice.



So, this morning I have to



come up with something stellar.
Jack pulls out several index cards from a card file marked “Top 10 Excuses” and reads them to himself.





JACK (READING)




(Father had a bad accident, 

he needs me to come help him).


Nah, used that one twice already.

Jack tosses the card into the wastebasket and goes on to the next card.




JACK (READING)(CONT’D)




(Wife’s having a baby).


Nope, too risky, they might want to 



see pictures of the baby, or worse,



the actual baby.
Jack tosses the card into the wastebasket and goes on to the next card.

JACK (READING)(CONT’D)




(Your Uncle Bob just died).




JACK (V.O.)



Now, I really don’t have an 



Uncle Bob, which of course



makes him the perfect 



candidate for death.





JACK




(Dialing)



Yes (beat) Mr. Evans? I’m so sorry


to call you so early, but I have an



emergency. (Voice crackling) My Uncle



Bob, he was like a father to me.  He



died suddenly. (Beat) No, no, he 



wasn’t ill, he just keeled over at



dinner.  His wife Mabel is culinarily



challenged, among other things. I



should be in tomorrow. Oh, thank



you so much Mr. Evans.

Jack hangs up the phone, turns to his golf trophies, picks one up and kisses it.





JACK



And that’s how it’s done.























CUT TO:
EXT. GOLF COURSE EARLY AFTERNOON

We see a GOLF BALL on a TEE and a CLUB about to be swung.

It is a sunny spring morning at a golf course in Maryland and JACK is teeing up with a group of his golf buddies and his best friend MARK-mid 30s.





MARK



So, Jack, you and Jill fetch



that pail yet?





JACK



Not tired of that tired joke yet?





MARK



I’m not the dummy with the name

Jack who fell in love with
a girl named Jill. “Jack and

Jill went up a hill…” Just 



make sure you’re not over the 



hill before you guys tie the 



knot.





JACK



Her name is “Jillian,” you moron.



And you’re giving relationship 



advice? Mr. Bachelor of the



year? Jill and I are just fine



Worry about yourself.





MARK



I’m just fine with my non-marital



status, thank you very much.



gives me more time to (swings



GOLF CLUB).

JACK and MARK drive a few range balls before another player, MULGROVE, approaches them in a golf cart.





MARK (CONT’D)



There’s Mulgrove, he’s walking money.



I mean, like money in human form.





JACK




(Whispering)



Stop it, he can hear you.

MARK




(Yelling and waving)



Good morning Mr. Benjamins,



I mean Mulgrove.





JACK



He won the PGA five years ago, 
that’s why he’s rich.  
It should’ve been me.





MARK



Mulgrove! How’s it swinging?

Mulgrove swings his golf club for emphasis.





MULGROVE



Like it always does gentlemen,



straight, down and through the center.

Other players arrive and practice stops.

MULGROVE (CONT’D)





My caddy invited a friend to play





with us this morning.  He should be





here any moment.  Jack, you all 





should have a lot to talk about,





he’s in retail.







JACK





Oh really? What’s his name?

A golf cart with two men inside, EVANS and his ASSISTANT, slowly makes its way up the hill.







MULGROVE





Oh, I think that’s him now.  I





think his name is Eric, no wait,





Immanuel, Immanuel Evans. He’s





a manager at a large department





store’s corporate office in the





District.  Have you heard of him?

Jack was swinging his GOLF CLUB, but upon mention of Evans, he loses his grip on the club, flinging it several yards down the green.







JACK





What! I mean, sure, 

I’ve heard of him.

Jack eases Mark away from the rest of the players toward another empty golf cart.






JACK (CONT’D)





(To Mark)




Mark, Mark! Evans is my boss






MARK




Are you serious? Didn’t you know 




he played golf?






JACK




He didn’t look like the type.

Jack continues pulling MARK to and into a nearby GOLF CART.






MARK




Man, you’ve got to be kidding me.




You are the most drama prone man.






JACK




Just quit talking and come with me.




I’ve got to get out of here. (To 




Mulgrove) I’m actually not feeling




too well Mr. Benjamins, I mean




Mulgrove.  I think it’s a stomach




thing.  I thought I would be able to 




play, but it looks like I’ll have to




be leaving.






MULGROVE




But what about your driver, surely




you aren’t leaving such an expensive




piece of equipment out there to rust?






JACK




Consider it my gift to the country




club or better yet give it to your




caddy.

Mulgrove’s CADDY nods in agreement. Evans’ golf cart draws

closer.  His assistant is driving and as they approach, Evans leans out of the cart to call to Jack.






EVANS




Hey, you there! Jack! is that you?

Jack runs, dragging an unwilling Mark with him the rest of the way to the cart and they jump in and take off.  Evan’s cart takes chase and the carts swerve around the green, through hazards, interrupting other players’ games, etc.





JACK




Drive faster man!






MARK




This is a GOLF cart, not an AUDI!




Here.

Jack hands Mark a bag of golf balls.

Jack



Throw these at em. That ought to slow them




down.

Mark pelts golf balls at the pursuing cart’s wheels.  Evan’s cart dodges the balls with Evan’s assistant hanging on to the cart for dear life.






EVANS




I’m going to catch that 




scoundrel.  Uncle Bob, my foot!






ASSISTANT




Sir, you’re going way too fast




This is a golf cart, they’re not




meant to go fast. Besides, I 




can probably run faster than this.






EVAN




Then why don’t you!






ASSISTANT




You can’t be serious?

Evans pushes his assistant out of the golf cart who in turn runs 
after Jack’s cart.  The assistant actually starts gaining of them, until Mark swerves and the assistant falls into a lake.  
Jack’s cart continues to make headway until it gets stuck in some mud at the bottom of a hill.  Evans pulls up beside Jack’s cart and confronts him.





EVANS




Something tells me your Uncle Bob’s




been resurrected?






JACK




Well, you see sir, some people cry, 




others eat, I golf.






EVANS




Spare me the break down of your psyche Jack.




All I’m interested in hearing is that




your desk has been cleaned out by the




end of the afternoon.

Evans and his soaked assistant who caught up to them turn around and leave the green and Mark and Jack are left sitting in the golf cart.






MARK




Oh man, what are you going to tell




Jill? 






JACK




I don’t know, I haven’t thought




that far.






MARK




I know, I know! You fell down 




and broke your crown. Too bad,




cause Jill is going to go upside




it after she hears about what




just went down.

Jack reaches out and smacks Mark on the back of his head.






JACK




You just worry about your own crown.


CUT TO:
INT. LIVING ROOM EARLY EVENING

JACK returns home and strips out of his golf clothes and stuffs them into the back of a closet.  He flips on the TV to the PGA Golf channel and promptly falls asleep on the couch.  He wakes up a couple of hours later to hear JILLIAN turning the KEY in the LOCK and jumps up pretending to be straightening up.





JILLIAN




At ease. How was work?






JACK




Same old, same old.

Meanwhile, Jillian goes into the kitchen and begins pulling out dishes and food from the refrigerator, slapping them on tables and slamming cabinet doors loudly.






JILLIAN





(Yelling)




What’s old are your vague answers.




What exactly did you do at work 




today Jack.

JACK




Here we go.  Can’t I just come 




home and be at peace?

Jillian storms into the living room.






JILLIAN




You just count your blessings




you not in pieces after all




the…

Jillian stops abruptly as their 7 year-old son, MICHAEL -A.K.A. “Mikey,”- comes in through the front door wearing a school 

uniform and a backpack.






MICHAEL




Hey Mom, Hey Dad.

Jack and Jillian instantly pretend everything is all right and reply in unison.





JILLIAN




Hi Honey.






JACK




Hi son.






MICHAEL




You guys fighting again?






JILLIAN





(still in unison with Jack)




No, sweetie.






JACK





(In unison with Jill)




Of course not Mikey.






MICHAEL




Whatever, I’m going to my room to 




do my homework.






JILLIAN




I’ll call you down for dinner.




It’s your favorite, Mac-n-Cheese




with fired chicken.






MICHAEL




Don’t you mean fried chicken Mom?






JILLIAN




No honey, I mean fired, as in, if 




anyone (looking at Jack) gets




fired in this house, it better just be



the chicken.






MICHAEL




(Looking confused)




Okay?

Michael leaves and goes upstairs to his room.






JILLIAN




I’m serious Jack.






JACK




Shhh, you’re going to disturb the




child.

Jack stretches out on the couch and turns on a DVD documentary of the history of golf and attempts to tune out Jillian.

JILLIAN




You’re just going to watch TV?




Seriously? You’re just like your




Father.






JACK




Leave my Dad out of this. I’m




trying to hear this documentary.

On the TV, you see a reporter covering the history of golf.





REPORTER




It seems golf wasn’t only popular




during the PGA. King James II banned




his army from playing the game in




1457 because they constantly skipped




practice.

Jillian, standing behind the couch, shakes her head in disbelief.






JILLIAN




It’s a shame, grown men leaving




their duty to go and hit a ball.




My, how history repeats itself.

JACK




It’s not just about hitting




a ball.  It’s about following something




you’re passionate about with determination.






JILLIAN




Yeah, tell that to some sorry civilian




who died because the army that was




supposed to be protecting him was too




busy playing golf to be able to. By the way, 
your Mother called.






JACK




What did she want?






JILLIAN




To come over for dinner tomorrow night.




She sounded upset, so I told her it



was cool.






JACK




Okay.






JILLIAN




Oh, and she’s bringing your Dad.






JACK





(Groans)






JILLIAN




Don’t back out on me Jack.






JACK




Fine.






JILLIAN




So, that means I need you to go to the groc..






JACK





(Interrupting her)




No.






JILLIAN




Jack, it’s only for a few things.






JACK




I said, no.

JILLIAN




Oh come on, the cashier at the grocery




store doesn’t work there every




day. She, I mean he, I mean, whatever. 
I just need some chicken and onions.

Take Mark with you for back up.



JACK


(Groaning)

Fine.

CUT TO:
INT. GROCERY STORE AFTERNOON

JACK and MARK are at a GIANT grocery store. Jack is wearing jeans and a tee shirt and MARK is dressed in a black satin shirt with black slacks and shades.






JACK




Stop walking so close to me man.






MARK




What, you afraid people are going




to think we’re gay, HONEY!






JACK





(Aimlessly throwing items





into the cart).




Stop it! I hate this store.






MARK




Don’t you use a list? Man, you’ve




got to budget.

A woman with large, scantily clad cleavage walks in front of them.






MARK (CONT’D)





(Ogling the woman’s chest)




Prevents overspending.






JACK 




What about dating one woman a year.



How is that for budgeting? Or, to make 



it easier for you, how about



one woman a month?  Will that



suit your budget? At least I date one




woman at a time.






MARK




Look, you’re the one who asked me to




come here with you and this is the




thanks I get?

Jack and Mark make their way through the produce section when Jack looks up and sees a rather large woman TELLER in a grocery store uniform approaching them.






JACK




Oh no.






MARK




What now?






JACK




Hide me, She’s here.






MARK




Who, the teller you keep telling me 




about?






JACK




Cute. Yes, she keeps on hitting on




me.






MARK




Wow! That’s a lot of woman.






JACK




Are we sure it’s a woman? I don’t




understand what she sees in me.






MARK





(Straightening his collar)




That makes two of us. But don’t




worry, now that I’m here that




will change.






TELLER



Hi Jack, how have you been?

The teller smiles, revealing crooked and missing teeth.






JACK




I’m fine.  This is my friend Mark.

The teller totally ignores Mark and continues to look at Jack like he’s a piece of meat.






TELLER





(Licking her lips)




So, when are we going to do it




Jack.  I’ve been waiting a long time.






JACK




Do what? I have a girlfriend.






TELLER




So, I have a boyfriend.

Jack looks at the teller in disbelief.






JACK




You do? I mean, then we need to 




remain faithful.

Mark tries to sneak off.






JACK (CONT’D)





(Whispering)




Don’t you dare leave Mark!






MARK




I was just going to get the onions,




you two look like you had some 




catching up to do.






JACK




No, I just remembered, the rest of




the items we need are at the other store.






TELLER




What other store?






JACK




You know, the store down the street.




The one that has the stuff, you know




Mark. That thing that we need?






TELLER





(Looking confused)



I can check to see if we carry it




here, just tell me what you’re looking for.






JACK




No, that’s okay, look it was



great talking to you but we gotta




run. (To Mark) Come on, let’s go!

INT. JACK’S PARENT’S DINING ROOM NIGHT

Jack’s parents, JAMES and MARGARET Josephs, are seated with JACK, JILLIAN and MICHAEL around the dining room table eating dinner. Both James and Margaret are in their early 60s and in good shape.






JAMES




Margaret, pass the beans.






MARGARET




James, how you can think of beans at a time




like this is beyond me.






JAMES




Didn’t Jill cook the beans so we




could eat them Margaret?






MARGARET




Don’t mock me James.  The reason we




came over was to break some sad news.






JACK




What, did somebody die?






JAMES




Depends on how you look at it.






MARGARET




James!






JAMES




More beans please.






JACK




Dad, if you eat any more beans




you know what’ll happen.






JAMES




Margaret, the beans.

Margaret continues speaking while slopping more and more beans on her husband’s plate.






MARGARET




Honey, I hate to be the one




to tell you this since you 




and your Uncle Bob were so close.

Jack chokes on some beans and his Mother beats him on the back.






MARGARET (CONT’D)




Are you alright dear? Here,




have some more water.






JACK





(Still clearing his 





throat)




What did you say?






MARGARET




I was trying to tell you




that your Uncle Bob passed




away yesterday.






JACK




You’ve got to be kidding me.






MARGARET




Now dear, I know it’s hard to 




accept, but it’s God’s will. You’ll




see Uncle Bob again if you live right.






JAMES





(In a preaching voice)




Let the Church say, Amen.






MARGARET




Now is not the time James.





JAMES




That’s what someone should have told




your aunt Mabel. “Now is not the time




to try to cook, step out of the kitchen Mabel,” 




Maybe your Uncle Bob would still be




alive today.






JACK




Mom, I won’t be seeing Uncle Bob



again and neither will you and




not because he’s dead.  There




never was an Uncle Bob.


Jillian picks up Jack’s glass and looks at it.






JILLIAN





(To Margaret)




Are you sure this is just water?





MARGARET




(To Jack)



It’s okay sweetie, denial is 



a normal reaction to death.





JACK



It’s not denial Mom, 



paranoid schizophrenia maybe, but 



definitely not denial. Uncle Bob



simply doesn’t exist.





MARGARET



Good honey, you’re beginning to accept



the loss.  But while Uncle Bob no



longer exists on this plane, 



I believe he still exists somewhere.





JACK



No MA! Uncle Bob has never existed.



Never. Stop whimpering Mikey you



know there is no Uncle Bob.





MARGARET



Jill, honey, do something. I’ve 



never seen him like this.





JILLIAN



Jack, maybe you should go lie down.





JACK



I said, I’m fine!





JAMES



Can someone pass the…





MARGARET



SHUT UP James, can’t you see your



son is having a mental episode.





JAMES



Looks more like a series to me.


An episode would have been done a



long time ago.





JACK



Not tonight, Dad.





JILLIAN



What’s wrong with you? Have you 



been drinking Jack?





JACK



What’s wrong with me? 



Nothing’s wrong with me



It’s all of you.

Everyone is silent for a few moments just eating their dinner until someone passes gas, just as silently.






MICHAEL




What’s that smell?






MARGARET




James, tell me you didn’t!






JAMES




I didn’t.






MARGARET




Well, who did?






JAMES




I did.






MARGARET




You just said you didn’t.






JAMES





(Still eating beans)




I just told you I didn’t because



you told me to tell you I didn’t.






MARGARET





(To Jillian)




Honey, you sure you still want




to get married? It really doesn’t 




get any better than this. Trust me.






MICHAEL





(Waving a hand in 





front of his nose)




I think I’m going to be sick.






JACK




You’re not the only one. I’ve got





to get out of here.

Jack abruptly gets up from the table and goes to the bathroom.






MARGARET




Now look what you’ve done.  




You’ve ruined dinner.






JAMES




No, I just have gas, it’s Uncle




Bob’s untimely death at the 




hands of his wife’s cooking that




ruined dinner. Now, pass me some




more of those beans.












CUT TO:
INT. BATHROOM EARLY EVENING

JACK
 paces the floor of his upstairs bathroom talking to himself.






JACK




Okay, just calm down Jack.

Jack frantically rifles through his medicine cabinet reading the labels on the bottles.






JACK (CONT’D)




It couldn’t be the vitamins, they 



don’t cause dementia or the pain




relievers, been taking these for 




years.  Anyway, I’m not the one with




the problem, they’re the ones acting




demented.

Jack freezes in place and turns away from the cabinet.






JACK (CONT’D)




Maybe it’s Jillian, maybe she



put them up to this charade because




she found out about yesterday. Okay,




two can play this game.

Jack slaps some water on his face, shakes himself off and returns to the dining room.

INT. DINING ROOM NIGHT

JACK walks back downstairs to the dining room where everyone, except Mr. Josephs, who still eating beans, is holding a napkin up to their noses.






JACK




Forgive me you guys.

Jack opens the dining room windows and sprays the entire contents of a bottle of air freshener into the room.






JACK (CONT’D)




I was just in so much shock 




over the news of Uncle Bob.




It was so sudden, you know




since he was in such good health.






JAMES




Who could be in good health after




eating your Aunt Mabel’s cooking?






MARGARET




James! It’s not good to speak ill




of the dead.






JAMES




Margaret, Mabel is still alive.






MARGARET





(To James)




That’s alright dear, the death




of a loved one always takes people




by surprise.















JACK




You can say that again. So, when’s




the funeral? (looking at Jillian)




I might have to ask for the day off.






JILLIAN




Jack…






MARGARET




Not worry dear, it’s on a 




Saturday.  You know Aunt Mabel




never misses work.






JACK




She likes money too much.






JAMES




That’s why she can’t cook, hence




Bob’s untimely death.






MARGARET




Now is not the time James.






JAMES




That’s what someone should have told




Mabel. “Now is not the time to 




experiment in the kitchen Mabel, 




there are lives at stake, so don’t




try to grill any.” 






MARGARET





(To James)



Here, have some beans, maybe




that’ll shut you up.






MICHAEL




Hasn’t worked so far.






JAMES




Don’t get smart son.






JACK




What time’s the funeral Ma? 




Which funeral parlor?






MARGARET




The same place as Mama at




7 p.m.






JACK




Alright, we’ll be there. This I’ve




got to see.






JILLIAN




What’s wrong with you?






JAMES




Maybe he has gas.












CUT TO:
EXT. OUTSIDE FUNERAL PARLOR MORNING
JACK and MARK are standing outside the funeral parlor as mourners enter.  A solemn and creepy looking FUNERAL ATTENDANT walks by to check on them.






JACK




You told her Mark? I can’t believe




you told her.





MARK



What’s wrong with you man, I didn’t



tell Jill anything.  Well (beat) 



come to think of it, I may have



mentioned you meeting up with your



sidepiece at the grocery store



yesterday.

The FUNERAL ATTENDANT approaches Jack and Mark slowly and mournfully.






FUNERAL ATTENDANT





(In a deep and slow voice)




I’m so sorry for your loss, will




you be entering the sanctum?






MARK




We’ll be in in a minute, thank you.

The attendant backs away slowly, looking like a character from the “Adam’s Family,” his gaze never leaving Mark and Jack.






JACK




So, tell me, if you didn’t tell Jill,



how everyone in my family knows about





    (MORE)






JACK (CONT’D0




my fake Uncle Bob and why they’re all



pretending that he’s real?  They’ve




even got the funeral people involved.
Jack looks over Mark’s shoulder and sees the funeral attendant who is still looking at them.






MARK





Calm down man, I know people grieve




in different ways, but this is




way over the top.






JACK




They got to you too? You were there




with me at the golf course when




I told you about the excuse I




gave to play golf.  I know I was




wrong, I get it, but this has gone




on too far.  What, did you guys stoop




so low as to pay some actor to




pretend to be dead and lay in a coffin




in there.

Mark just continues to look at Jack like he’s lost his mind.






JACK (CONT’D)





(Shaking his head)




Sick.






MARK




Look, lets just go inside,




everything will be alright.  You




can even talk to my cousin




Raph afterwards.






JACK




Your cousin Raph, the psychiatrist?




I don’t need a psychiatrist. I just




need everyone to stop acting like




Uncle Bob really exists.

Mark stuffs a business card into Jack’s pocket.





MARK




Just take his number Jack.  He




works at a hospital in the District.




Come on, they’re starting. 




(teasing) You don’t want to miss your 




favorite Uncle’s funeral now, do you?

Jack looks over his shoulder at the funeral attendant who is still staring at them.





JACK




(To the attendant)



Stop staring man!

Mark pushes Jack towards the funeral parlor doors.






JACK (CONT’D)





(To the attendant)




You’re just scaring grieving people.
INT. FUNERAL PARLOR EARLY EVENING

The funeral parlor is well decorated with flowers and ribbons.  The coffin is at the center at the end of a long aisle. Inside is the corpse of a 40 something obese male dressed in a tux.  Jack makes his way down the aisle stopping to talk to AUNT MABEL as he goes.





AUNT MABEL





(Not happily)




Jack, you’re here.






JACK





(Sarcastically)




Mabel, you’re widowed. Kind of 




strange since you’re an old spinster.






AUNT MABEL




Why so rude Jack.  It’s been over




three years since the incident.




Don’t you think it’s time we buried the




hatchet?






JACK




With your cooking, you’ve never needed




a hatchet. Your cooking’s always been 




more effective. 






MABEL




Your Mom said you were acting kind of 




loony. Now I’m glad I didn’t loan 




money to someone so mentally unstable.






JACK




Whatever.  Speaking of money, how much



did Mom pay you to be in on this




scheme?






MABEL





(Nervously)




What are you talking about?  I’m




going to get your Mother.  You’re




embarrassing yourself.





JACK



You’re the one who should be



embarrassed, a 50 year-old



virgin passing herself off as



a distraught widow.

Mabel runs back up the aisle.





AUNT MABEL



Margaret, Margaret!





JACK



Yeah, run you little thief!

After Mabel leaves to find Margaret, Jack continues down the aisle, the rest of the mourners seated and watching him as he approaches the oversized casket.  






JACK (CONT’D)




It’s just an actor, It’s just




an actor, It’s just an actor.

Jack leans over the casket and peers inside.






JACK (CONT’D)




Dang! Somebody call Jenny Craig!




Then call Mabel and tell her that




Uncle Bob was cheating, cause




there’s no way this man got this





    (MORE0






JACK (CONT’D)




fat off of her cooking.  Nice



tux.  Wow, looks like a real




dead body. Excellent make-up




job.

Jack looks around to see if anyone is watching him, then quickly

reaches  into the coffin.






JACK (CONT’D)




Just one quick poke.  Wow, he




even feels dead.

Jack starts tickling the corpse, then squeezes his face into different shapes.






JACK (CONT’D)




Great job man, you should




get an Oscar, why you chose




this gig is your own business.




(whispering) But your agent




really should have suggested




a gastric bypass.  I hear they’re



cheaper now and it really might




advance your career. You seem



like a BIG talent.

Margaret is hurrying down the aisle towards Jack.






MARGARET 




What are you doing! Stop poking




him, you’re desecrating his memory.






JACK




Ma! How can I desecrate the memory




of something that never happened.

People in the sanctum begin to murmur and point at Jack and his Mom.






JACK




Besides, this is ridiculous, 




just look at the size of this man.




There is no one this large in our




family.  Admit it, he’s just an




actor, watch.

Jack grabs the corpse by the shoulders and begins shaking it.






JACK




Get up, GET UP! Work with me man!

CRIES and GASPS from the audience who think Jack is overcome by grief.






MOURNER #1




He must have really loved him.  



See how he’s telling him to



“Get Up.” 





MOURNER #2



And it was only his uncle.





MOURNER #1




(Shouting to Jack)



It’s okay son, now Uncle



Bob is in a better place.

Jack is still shaking the corpse with his Mother trying in vain to pull him off of it.  James, Jillian, Mark, Michael and other pall bears join her.




JACK



There is no Uncle Bob!


DO YOU HEAR ME! THERE



IS NO UNCLE BOB!





MOURNER #1



(Crying)



Don’t say that Jack!





MOURNER #2




(Wiping eyes)



Your Uncle will always



live on in your heart!

PALL BEARERS, and Jack’s FAMILY MEMBERS succeed in dragging a hysterical Jack away from the body.  They take Jack to the back of the sanctuary, while the rest of the MOURNERS strain to listen to what’s taking place in the back of the room.






JACK




Let go of me, I’m fine!






MARGARET




You are not fine. You made




a complete mockery of the 




entire ceremony, not to 




mention your poor Aunt Mabel.





JACK



Poor Aunt Mabel? Poor Aunt Mabel?



She’s filthy rich and she


refused to loan me, her only 



nephew the money to open a golf school,



but instead gave it to a complete stranger.





MARGARET



So that’s what this is about.



That was a long time ago Jack, you



have to let it go.





JACK



And now you’re all playing 



this cruel trick on me. How



could you do this to me?





JILLIAN



Jack, you’re scaring me.



What are you talking about.





JACK



All I did was go play golf, I 



didn’t harm anybody.  I know



I got fired, but 





JILLIAN




(Interrupting)



You got WHAT? Didn’t I warn



you? One more job loss and



I was out?  When are you going



to realize that your excuses



are hurting us, your family?





JACK



So, Mark didn’t tell you?





JILLIAN



Tell me what Jack, that you’re




    (MORE)





JACK (CONT’D)



a sorry excuse for a human being?


No, he didn’t have to tell me that.



I can’t take this anymore, I’m out.

Jillian turns around to look for her son.






JACK




Now Jill, wait a minute, I can




explain.






JILLIAN




Mikey, Mikey! There you are, come on, 




we’re leaving.

Jillian takes Michael by the hand and walks out, leaving Jack looking lost and alone.






JACK




Wait! (to Mark) You mean




she really didn’t know?

Mark shakes his head in the negative.






JACK




So, the funeral was real?

Mark, James and Margaret shake their heads in the affirmative.






JACK 




And that, that was a 



real dead body?

EVERYONE in the sanctuary shakes their head in the affirmative and Jack passes out.












CUT TO:
INT. JACK’S BEDROOM MORNING
JACK wakes up home alone and gets up to go the bathroom.  Taped to the mirror is the business card Mark gave him the night before and a little NOTE written in Jillian’s lipstick on the mirror with an arrow pointing the to card that reads: “I really think you should go.”  Jack takes the card off the mirror and 
goes back to the bedroom and sits wearily on the bed.  He picks up his CELL PHONE and begins DIALING. 






JACK





(On the phone)




Hi, yes, I need to come in for a




consultation. Can I come in today? 




(beat) Oh, you don’t take walk-ins






(beat) Well, it’s kind of complicated.




Yesterday, my family buried a relative




we never had. (beat)Ok, you can




see me now. Perfect.












CUT TO:
INT. PHYCHIATRIST LOBBY MORNING
JACK is in the PSYCHIATRIST’S office lobby waiting to speak to the psychiatrist. There are several other PATIENTS with severe mental problems also waiting.






PATIENT 



Hey man, what are you here for?






JACK





(Facetiously)




I see dead people.






PATIENT




That’s nothing. I am a dead




person. In fact I’m not really here.



I died three years ago today. 



Go ahead, stick your hand through me, 



it won’t hurt me.

The patient grabs Jack’s hand and tries to stick it through his chest. Jack wrestles his hand away from the patient.






JACK




Really, how nice for you, but it 




might hurt me, let go of my hand.




(Jokingly) But, since you’re dead, perhaps




you know my Uncle Bob?






PATIENT





(Thinking)




Oh yeah, his funeral was yesterday.



Bob and I go way back. He told me




all about it. Said your comments




were especially touching.

Jack gets up carefully and without taking his eyes off the patient moves to the other side of the waiting area and sits down until the medical ASSISTANT calls his name.






ASSISTANT




Jack, Jack Josephs, the doctor




will see you now.





JACK



I’m not sure this is a good idea,



maybe I should reschedule.





ASSISTANT



It’s okay Mr. Josephs, consulting



with a psychiatrist doesn’t mean



you’re crazy.




JACK



Yeah, but consulting with the dead 



might.

The confused assistant ushers a reluctant Jack out of the waiting area.












CUT TO:
INT. PSYCHIATRIST’S OFFICE AFTERNOON
The PSYCHIATRIST’S office has a surgical feel with white walls with black and white prints and various statuettes of the human brain on display around the room.  The psychiatrist motions for Jack to have a seat.






PSYCHIATRIST




So, Jack, what brings you to see me?

Jack goes into a litany of stories of his childhood ranging back to when he was a little boy.  You see a CLOCK changing time hour by hour and the psychiatrist yawning and his head bobbing up and down until Jack finally reveals the real reason for his visit.






JACK




So, I called in sick and told




Mr. Evans that my Uncle Bob had




died and then I went to play golf.




The next night my Mom told me that Uncle




Bob had died.






PSYCHIATRIST




I’m sorry for your loss, but guilt is




quite normal during the grieving process.






JACK




No, you see, that’s just it.  I never



had an Uncle Bob, I just made him up



so I could go play golf and then, pouf,




a real Uncle Bob appeared, or should I




say, disappeared?






PSYCHIATRIST




So, let me see if I have this correct.




There was no Uncle Bob in existence 




before you created him in your psyche




as an excuse to play hooky from work?






JACK




Right.






PSYCHIATRIST




Jack, tell me, you’re not on any




illicit drugs are you?






JACK




No, I’m not a crack head doctor.






PSYCHIATRIST





(Shaking his head)




Look Mr. Josephs, I’ve seen this




type of thing before, altered reality,




conspiracy theories. You have been




under lots of stress lately. Losing




your job, girlfriend, son and Uncle




is a lot to handle all at one time.

Jack, frustrated, gets up to leave.






JACK




You don’t believe me.  It’s ok.




Thanks for your time doctor.





PSYCHIATRIST




My advice to you is to just




get some rest.






JACK




Thanks.






PSYCHIATRIST




Oh, before I forget, here




is an excuse from work slip.

Jack looks at the slip and starts laughing like a madman.






JACK




GREAT. THAT’S JUST GREAT!












CUT TO:
INT. CLASSROOM AFTERNOON

JILLIAN is sitting at her desk in her second grade classroom, grading papers.  One of her students, JOHN, comes up to her desk to tell her why he doesn’t have his project.






JILLIAN





(To the entire class)




Make sure your names are on your




projects.  When I call your name,




bring your project up to my desk.

John is a serious looking child with large glasses who looks like he wouldn’t tell an untruth in a million years.  He makes his way to Jillian’s desk, empty-handed.






JOHN




Hi Ms. Jones.






JILLIAN




Hello John.  Where’s your project?






JOHN




I can’t give you my project Ms. Jones.

Jillian waits for a moment, then realizes that a reason for the projects absence isn’t forthcoming.






JILLIAN




Why is that John?






JOHN





(Suddenly 




uncharacteristically 




animated)




Because there was a really bad earthquake




at my house last night and my desk fell into



a hole.






JILLIAN





(Rubbing her head)




So, the earthquake was only




at your house?






JOHN




Yes, but only the desk got hurt.





JILLIAN



Are you sure you just didn’t do



your homework John.  It’s ok if



you didn’t, it’s always best to tell



the truth.





JOHN



No, really, it was 25 on the 



Richter scale.





JILLIAN




(Putting her head in her 




hands)



Go sit down John, I’m calling



your parents.











CUT TO:
INT. LIVING ROOM MORNING

JACK is listening to messages on his answering machine.  Creditors have left messages trying to collect money Jack owes on his bills.





VOICEMAIL



Hello, this message is for Jack Josephs.



If you are not Jack Josephs, please



hang up. If you are Jack Josephs, please



go to the nearest bank and withdraw



the entire contents of all of your 



accounts because you owe a boatload 



of money.  This is an attempt to collect



a debt…

Jack skips to the next message.





VOICEMAIL (CONT’D)



Hello Mr. Josephs, this is Cathy



Smith from PEPCO.  I’m calling


because if you ever want to have



lights in your home again, you need



to call my office before close of business



today or your electricity will be



cut off (beat) indefinitely.











CUT TO:
EXT. CAPITAL CENTER BLVD. MORNING

JACK is at the BLVD trying to find another retail job.  He stops into several stores but all the employers shake their heads in the negative or tell him they aren’t hiring.  











CUT TO:

INT. EYEGLASS STORE MORNING

Finally, Jack goes to an eye glass store and talks to one EMPLOYER in a medical jacket who looks like he’s all of thirteen years old, and who interviews him on the spot.




EMPLOYER



It says here that your last job only



lasted for three weeks. Do you have



an explanation?





JACK



Yes, you see, there was a death in



my family, but I was still on



probation so…





EMPLOYER




(Interrupts)



Well, we really are short staffed



and we could use someone with your



extensive, albeit sketchy retail



experience. How soon can you start?





JACK



How soon do you need me?











CUT TO:
INT. BEDROOM MORNING

JACK gets up and looks at his new WORK UNIFORM and then at his GOLF CLUBS to which he’s taped all his overdue BILLS and a PICTURE of Jillian and Michael.  You see his arm grabbing the work clothes off a hanger.  He heads off for his first day on his new job.





EMPLOYER



Okay Jack, today we’re a little



short handed, so I’m going to 



need you to handle a little extra 



work.

The youthful EMPLOYER rolls out a list of tasks at least two yards long, so long in fact, that it falls from the counter to the floor.






JACK





(Laughing)




Okay, when’s the deadline? Next




week, next year?







EMPLOYER





(Seriously)




No, I need it all done




by close of business today,




no excuses.






JACK





(Under his breath)




No excuses? You don’t know




JACK.






EMPLOYER




What did you say?






JACK




I said, can’t you cut me some




SLACK, really long list here.

The employer just looks at Jack expressionlessly.






JACK (CONT’D)




Just kidding, close of business




it is.












CUT TO:
INT. DISTRICT COFFEE SHOP AFTERNOON

JACK
and 
MARK are having lunch at a coffee shop in DC discussing Jack’s first day on the job.






JACK




Close of business, I’ll show



his Dougie Houser self a close




of business.






MARK





(Laughing)




Give it a few more weeks Jack.




I still don’t understand why you




don’t branch off on your own?






JACK




It takes capital to branch out




on your own Mark, and right now




the only capital I can see is




right there.

Jack points to the Capital building which can be seen from the District coffee shop.






MARK



Why haven’t you ever asked me?




After all, I am your best friend?



And don’t say it’s because of 



your experience with Mabel,



everyone knows she’s a female Silas



Marner.





JACK



You are my best friend, and that’s



exactly why I haven’t asked you.





MARK



Well, if you change your mind



you know where to find me.

Jack takes some cash out of his wallet to hand to Mark who gives it back to him.






JACK




I’ll think about it Mark, but I’ve




gotta get back to work, Dougie, I 




mean duty, calls.






MARK





(Laughing)




The coffee’s on me this time.












CUT TO:
INT. BEDROOM DAY

ALARM goes off and JACK, who is in bed with a HOT WATER BOTTLE, several ACE BANDAGES and a BOTTLE of pain killer from yesterday’s workday, looks up at his WORK UNIFORM and then his GOLF CLUBS.












CUT TO:
INT. JACK’S OFFICE MORNING

JACK flips through his excuse files, rejecting card after card, until he sees one that reads “Your brother gets married.” Jack looks up like he’s had an epiphany.






JACK




Mark, Mark, Mark.  I thought




you’d never do it.  




You said you’d never get married.




Well today is your lucky day. 




You’ve finally found the woman




of your dreams and you’re about




to settle down.  Who knew you




would walk down the aisle of




commitment before me?

JACK picks up his office phone and begins dialing his job.






JACK




Yes, hi, it’s me Jack.  How




are you (almost says Dougie)




Sir? I forgot to tell you one thing




during the interview. You see,




my brother is getting married today




and I’m the best man.  It completely




slipped my mind because I didn’t




think I would be hired so quickly.



(Beat)Yes Sir, I’ll be in first




thing tomorrow morning.

Jack is sitting on the edge of his desk, twirling his golf club like a baton.






JACK




Sure thing, and thank you so much.

Jack hangs up, throws the club into the air and then catches it.












CUT TO:
EXT. GOLF COURSE LATE MORNING

JACK is back on the green playing golf with some other GOLFERS, but is having trouble paying attention to the game. Jack tees up but as he swings he has a vision of Jillian and Michael that causes him to miss the ball.
FLASHBACK: EXT. BEACH AFTERNOON

JACK, JILLIAN and MICHAEL throw a Frisbee on the beach.  The water is lapping at their ankles and Jack throws the Frisbee to 

Jillian, who then throws it to Michael.

FLASHBACK ENDS: EXT. GOLF COURSE LATE MORNING






GOLFER #1




What’s up with you Jack, you’re a 




little off today?






JACK




Nothing, let’s just get back to the game.
Jack tries to swing again, but is interrupted by another flashback of his family.

FLASHBACK: EXT. MINI PUTT PUTT

JACK, JILLIAN and MICHAEL are playing mini putt putt and laughing and making fun of each other.

FLASHBACK ENDS: EXT. GOLF COURSE LATE MORNING






GOLFER #2




Yeah, man I didn’t know you and 



your Uncle Bob were so close. It’s 



really affecting you.






JACK




Lets not talk about Uncle Bob.




Look, this isn’t working today.




I’m outta here.

Jack drops his GOLF CLUB in frustration and walks off the course. Mulgrove’s CADDY picks it up.




 
CADDY





(Smiling)




Thanks for the donations man.

INT. LIVING ROOM EARLY AFTERNOON
Once back at home, Jack is lying buried under a blanket on his couch.  His house is a wreck.  Carry out is everywhere and everything is out of order.  Then there is a loud KNOCK at the door.






JACK




Who is it?

We hear GIGGLING outside the door and a MAN’S VOICE shushing the giggling.






MARK




It’s me, Mark.  Hurry up, let




me in. I’ve got something to




tell you.






JACK




I’m really not up to it right now,




check me tomorrow.

Jack pulls the blanket tighter over his head.






MARK




No, really, it’s important.  



I need you to come with me to




the Justice of the Peace.






JACK




What did he say? (Sitting up




straight) What did you say?






MARK




I’m getting married man, open




the door.






JACK




This isn’t happening.

Jack gets up and opens the door. MARK and a buxom blonde woman are in the doorway.





MARK




Here she is, meet the future Mrs.




Mark…






JACK





(Interrupting)




You’ve got to be kidding me.







You’re marrying Molly from 




last week, one night stand




Molly?






MARK




Hey man, don’t talk about my wife




that way, aren’t you going to 




ask us in?






JACK




Of course, come in.  Excuse me




Molly, I need to speak to your




fiancée for a moment. (To Mark)




You don’t even know her Mark.




This is crazy.  Look Mark,




this is just another excuse




I made to get out of work.




Don’t you see, they’re happening.






MARK




I know exactly what’s happening,






you’re just jealous cause you 




and Jill didn’t work out.  Ya’ll




shouldn’t have went up that hill




man.






JACK




Stop it Mark, just stop it.  Listen




to me.  Didn’t you tell me that the



only way you would ever get married




is if they strapped you to the




Eiffel Tower naked?
Molly overhears this.






MOLLY





(Seductively)




Oh, I’ve always wanted to go to




Paris. I’ll strap you to the




Eiffel Tower naked baby.






JACK




Good grief. I’m going insane!






MARK




Fine, go insane, but first




come with me and be my best




man tomorrow, no excuses.






JACK




Why not, it’s either I go with you




or to St. Elizabeth’s.






MARK




That’s the spirit man, stick with




me and you and Jill will be




back up that hill in no time.











CUT TO:
INT. PSYCHIATRIST’S OFFICE AFTERNOON

Jack stops in at the psychiatrist’s office in fear for his own sanity.






PSYCHIATRIST




Jack, what brings you here?






JACK




It’s getting worse!






PSYCHIATRIST




How so?






JACK



Well, another one of my excuses




came true.






PSYCHIATRIST




Go on.






JACK




See, my best friend Mark hates




commitment and I needed another




excuse to go play golf, so I told




my boss that I was going to be




the best man at Mark’s wedding




because I knew that it would




never stand a chance of happening.






PSYCHIATRIST




Even more unlikely than a non-




existent Uncle kicking the bucket?




I see. 

The Psychiatrist writes a note on his notepad that he has to tell his wife about Jack, and that he’s certifiably nuts.






JACK




See, that’s what I thought.  Anyway,




right after I called out of work,




Mark shows up with his one night




stand from the week before and 




says he wants me to be the best 




man at his wedding.






PSYCHIATRIST




You don’t say? And you’re sure




you don’t do any drugs? Narcotics,




Percoset, Oxycodin, Marijuana? 





JACK



No, but maybe I should. Do you



think it would help?





PSYCHIATRIST



I’ll do you one better.  Here’s





a prescription for an anti-



hallucinogen. Let me know how it 



works.

INT. JAMES AND MARGARET’S HOUSE EARLY EVENING

Jack goes over to his parents’ house to get a second opinion and find out if mental illness runs in the Josephs’ family.






JACK




Hey Ma, where’s Dad?






MARGARET




Hi honey, your Dad’s upstairs,




want me to get him?






JACK



No, I just wanted to make sure the




air was safe to breathe, wasn’t sure




if he’d had any beans.






MARGARET




Are you ok Jack? I worry about



you? Have you heard from Jillian



and Michael?





JACK



No, but I didn’t come here to



talk about them?





MARGARET



Oh, really. So, what did you 



come to talk about?





JACK



Ma, is there anyone in our family



who’s a little, you know (beat)touched?





MARGARET



What are you talking about?





JACK



You know, like old man Richards



up the street?





MARGARET



Honey, we don’t have any mental



illness in the Josephs family





JACK



Ma, there’s something wrong with



me.





MARGARET



Honey, nothing’s wrong with you.



But if this about Uncle Bob,



everyone knows how traumatic



this must have been for you.





JACK



Can everybody just forget about



Uncle Bob for a minute?! All I



wanted was to play golf.





MARGARET



I know you wanted to be the next



Tiger Woods dear, but you know what


the doctor said. Because of the accident,



you’ll never regain your full range



of motion.





JACK



I know, I know, but Ma, I love the



game and I just want to be involved



with it somehow.





MARGARET



You need to be trying to figure out



how to stay involved with Jillian and



Michael, they’re your family





JACK



But, Ma, I can’t do something I don’t



love.





MARGARET



You need to find a way to do what you 



love and love your family at the same



time and I can’t tell you how to do that



son. But I do know that you’ll never



find it making excuses.





JACK



You’re right Ma. These excuses are



ruining my life.

Jack gets up to leave and kisses his Mom on the cheek.






MARGARET




Are you sure you’re going to be alright?






JACK




Yeah, thanks Ma, I’ll be fine.












CUT TO:
EXT. COURTHOUSE STEPS NOON

JACK and MARK are standing outside the courthouse before the wedding ceremony.






MARK




You’re late man.






JACK




It’s not like you gave me much




notice.  Look Mark, are you sure





    (MORE)








JACK (CONT’D)




you want to do this? How can you



explain the fact that I used your 




wedding as an excuse before you 




even told me?






MARK




Perhaps you had a premonition,




perhaps you had gas, either way,




I love Molly and we’re getting




married. You in or you out?






JACK




Fine, let’s get on with it then.
They begin to walk up the courthouse steps, but before they reach the top, Jack’s CELL PHONE rings.






JACK




I’ll be in there, go on.  Hello?




Jillian? What’s wrong, are you




alright? (beat) You need me to




keep Michael because your Mom




broke her what? Ok, okay calm 




down. Bring Michael with you




to the coffee shop later this



afternoon, I’m tied up this 




morning. (beat) Don’t start Jill,




I’ll call you later.

INT. JUSTICE OF THE PEACE’S OFFICE

MARK and MOLLY are standing in front of the judge gazing deeply into each other’s eyes.  Molly is wearing an entirely too short and tight white dress and Mark’s hair is slicked back and he’s wearing his customary black satin shirt and black slacks, but with a black long-tail tux jacket.





JUDGE




We are gathered here in the sight




of God and in the presence of



these, I mean, this witness. 




(To Jack) Young man, if you know




of any reason why these two can not




be legally married, speak now or forever




hold your peace.

Jack starts coughing.






MARK





(Whispering) 



Don’t do it man, just




don’t do it.






JACK




I’m sorry Mark, but I can’t let you




do this.  One day you’ll thank me.




Your honor, these two can’t get married.






JUDGE




Why is that son? Are they already




married to other people?





JACK



No, that’s not it, they just



can’t get married, trust me.





MARK



Oh, come on your honor, just



go on with the ceremony. Jack



here is a little twisted. He



needs to get some help for


his issues, but I can’t help 



him. Jack get out of here



man.





JACK



Please don’t do it Mark, you’ll



only regret it.





JUDGE



Security!




JACK



Ok, ok, I’m leaving. Molly, do



you even know his last name?
The Judge motions to the guard, Who makes his way menacingly over to Jack.





JACK



Ok, really, I’m leaving.

Jack shoves the rings into Mark’s hands and leaves.












CUT TO:
EXT. DISTRICT COFFEE SHOP AFTERNOON

JILLIAN is waiting for JACK at their favorite coffee shop.  She is looking especially good and sitting at an outside table with a table umbrella shading her from the noonday sun.






JILLIAN




Why are we meeting here?





JACK


It’s close to your house, anyway,


do you remember the first time we


came here.

FLASHBACK: INT. DISTRICT COFFEE SHOP DAY

A YOUNGER JILL is seated at an inside table at the coffee shop by herself when a YOUNGER JACK walks up to her table and tries to pick her up.






YOUNGER JACK



So, are you seeing anyone?






YOUNGER JILLIAN




Excuse me?






YOUNGER JACK


It’s just that you’re sitting here



alone and that is unacceptable.

The younger Jack pulls up a chair and sits down at the younger Jillian’s table.






YOUNGER JILLIAN





(Smiling at his audacity)




As it happens, I am seeing someone.

The younger Jack waves his hand in the empty space in front of the younger Jillian’s face.





YOUNGER JACK




Funny, the only person I see here is




me. Wow, you work fast.

FLASHBACK ENDS: PRESENT DAY: EXT. DISTRICT COFFEE SHOP AFTERNOON






JILLIAN



Of course I remember Jack, I don’t


have amnesia. But, we’re not here



to reminisce. There are some serious



issues we have to work out and bringing



me to the coffee shop where we met isn’t



going to change that.






JACK




Ouch. Where’s Mikey?






JILL



Waiting in the car.  He’s having



some problems at school and since



you’re his father, I thought maybe



you could help me with this. Maybe



I was wrong.

Jillian grabs her keys and starts to get up to leave. Jack grabs her arm to stop her.






JACK



No, wait. What’s wrong with Mikey?


I thought you said your Mom broke



her coccyx.






JILLIAN



Yes, she did, but what I didn’t



tell you was that Mikey’s been



suspended.  Apparently, he used



some vulgarity with his teacher.



He’s denying it, but the Principal



was adamant.  See if you can talk



to him while he’s with you.






JACK




Done.

Jack places his hand on Jillian’s and looks her in the eye.






JACK (CONT’D)




So, are you seeing anyone?

Jillian hesitates for a moment before removing her hand from Jack’s grasp.






JILLIAN




Just talk to Mikey Jack.  I’ll pick him




up on Saturday.












CUT TO:
EXT. MINI PUTT PUTT COURSE NIGHT

JACK and MICHAEL are playing a game of mini putt putt while Jack tries to find out the reason behind Michael’s suspension.






JACK




So, what’s this I hear about




you being suspended?






MICHAEL




Stupid teacher doesn’t know




her anatomy.





JACK



What?





MICHAEL



I told the teacher that I wouldn’t



be at school because my Grandma



broke her coccyx.





JACK



And?





MICHAEL



The kids started laughing, saying



Mikey’s Grandma is a freak, she



broke her cock sucks.  I was 


trying to explain to the teacher



that I didn’t say that, but



she thought I did it on purpose.





JACK



Next time, talk to your teacher in



private, alright little man? (beat)



Wait a minute, why did you tell



your teacher you weren’t going to



be at school? Were you trying to



stay home from school.





MICHAEL



Why does it matter, it didn’t work.









JACK


Just answer me! It’s important.





MICHAEL



Yeah, I just made up an excuse so 



I could get out of school to play



video games.





JACK



Mikey, this is very important.



What day and time did you call 



and give the school your excuse?





MICHAEL



I think it was Friday at noon. I



called from my cell phone at lunch.

Jack pulls out his cell phone and frantically dials JILLIAN.





JACK




No, nothing’s wrong Jill, I just




have to ask you a question. When




exactly did your Mom break her 




coccyx? No Jill, please, just




answer me, I’m trying to figure



out what happened with Michael.




(beat) Thanks.






MICHAEL




Grandma actually broke her coccyx?



Mom just said she hurt herself.




Wow, what a coin incidence. Dad,




why do they call it that, even




though it has nothing to do with




coins?






JACK




It’s not a coincidence Mikey, and




you can’t make any more excuses, do




you understand me?






MICHAEL




Why not? You do it all the time?

Upon hearing this, Jack looks stricken and kneels down to be on eye level with his son and takes him by the shoulders.






JACK




I know Mikey, but Daddy was wrong




and I don’t want anybody else to 




get hurt.  See, our excuses are




hurting people.  You don’t want




to hurt Grandma or Mommy, do you?






MICHAEL




No.






JACK




So, promise me, no more excuses, ok?

Michael crosses his fingers behind his back.






MICHAEL




Promise Dad.

INT. JACK’S BEDROOM DAY

The next day, JACK wakes up and tries to get out of bed, but his right leg won’t hold him up. No matter how hard he tries, he just can’t walk on it.  He ends up prostrate and winded on the floor before finally dialing 911 and having an ambulance come pick him up. The ambulance arrives and an EMERGENCY TECHNICIAN 

asks him a few questions.






EMERGENCY TECHNICIAN




What happened sir?






JACK




I don’t know, I just woke up




like this, it’s like my leg




is broken.






EMERGENCY TECHNICIAN




Do you have any idea how this may




have happened?

Jack’s eyes widen and he looks up to the sky like he’s had an epiphany and yells.






JACK




MICHAEL!!!

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM AFTERNOON

At the hospital, JACK is given an x-ray and doctors discover a fracture.





NURSE



So, Mr. Josephs, you’re telling me



that you don’t have any recollection



of how you broke your leg?





JACK



No, I just woke up and couldn’t stand



on it.





NURSE



Do you live alone Mr. Josephs?





JACK



Currently. Why do you ask?





NURSE



There are professionals here you



can talk to confidentially if there is



any, you know, (Whispering) spousal



abuse.






JACK



Wait a minute, wait just one




minute!






NURSE




Don’t get offended, it’s nothing




to be ashamed of, it actually




happens quite often, if your




girlfriend, or wife…






JACK





(Interrupting)




No, it’s nothing like that, really.

A DOCTOR, (reminiscent of House) with a perplexed expression on his face enters the room reading Jack’s file.






NURSE




Here’s the doctor then, perhaps




he can jog your memory.






DOCTOR





(Reading the chart)




Jack, Jack Josephs? You’re




here for trauma to your right




leg.  Can you tell me a little




more about how you hurt your leg?






JACK



Do you want the whole story, or the




abridged version.






DOCTOR




Just the truth.






JACK




You can’t handle the TRUTH!

The Doctor does not look amused.






JACK (CONT’D)




I think I remember now.






DOCTOR




Good.






JACK




I thought it would be fun




to hang on to the back of




the neighborhood ice cream




truck wearing roller blades.






DOCTOR




Why didn’t you tell the nurses




this sooner?






JACK




Would you have told the nurses




that story?






DOCTOR




I see.  Ok, we’ll keep you here so 




we can put your leg in traction




and stabilize it for a few days.






JACK




Is it ok if I make a couple of calls?






DOCTOR




Knock yourself out, this isn’t




the cardiac ward.

Jack leans back on the bed and DIALS Mark on his CELL PHONE.






JACK




Hi, it’s me, don’t hang up.  Look



Mark, I’m really sorry about your




wedding the other day.  I’m truly




happy for you I really am. (beat)




Thanks for understanding man.  Look,




one other thing. Could you come




to DC General, I broke my leg and I




need your help. No, Jillian didn’t




beat me, why does everyone keep




saying that? Anyway, could you come?




(beat) Of course you can bring Molly,




after all, she is your wife. 











CUT TO:

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM AFTERNOON

JACK is lying in the hospital bed with his leg in traction when MOLLY and MARK arrive with a bunch of gaudy flowers.






MARK




Ow, man. What happened to you? You




look like you got run over by a truck.






JACK




And, if anyone asks, that’s exactly




what happened, an ice cream truck




to be precise.






MARK




You’re not back to making up those




lame excuses again are you?




Jack, you need some serious help.






JACK




But, wait, this time it’s not me.




Get this, I think Mikey has the same




ability.  Who knew having kids could




be so dangerous?






MARK




Speaking of kids, I think congratulations




is in order. So, you and Jill are 




expecting another one?






JACK




Expecting another what?






MOLLY




Another baby silly.  Mark I want




a baby, lets have a baby! Now!

Molly starts kissing and caressing Mark who kisses her back.






JACK




Wait a minute, Mark, you know I




haven’t been with Jillian since before




the funeral.






MARK




Stop playing around Jack, you know




Jillian is in her third trimester.




She’s showing man, so if you’re 




not the Daddy???





JACK



NO, NO NO! She can’t be pregnant.


I just saw her yesterday and she was


flat as a pancake. She couldn’t have



been with someone else so soon.
Jack removes his leg from the traction sling and gets up and attempts to leave.






MARK




Jack, calm down, and don’t do




anything foolish.  You can’t




go anywhere like this.  Look,




Molly and I will go talk to Jill.






JACK




No, I have to see this for myself.




Just who is this gigolo and what




does he think he’s doing with 




my woman!






MARK




Jack, wait! You can’t just leave.






JACK



Watch me.

Jack leaves on crutches with the back of his hospital gown open in the back.  Mark guards his eyes from the view.






MARK




I’ll pass.












CUT TO:
INT. JACK’S CAR AFTERNOON

JACK drives past Jillian’s job but doesn’t see her car and continues on to the coffee shop where he spots her car.






JACK




No she didn’t go to the coffee shop




with another guy.

INT. DISTRICT COFFEE SHOP AFTERNOON

JACK jumps out of the car on one leg and hobbles into the coffee shop on his crutches where he sees Jillian sitting with another man.  Unbeknownst to Jack, JILLIAN and her Principal are discussing her teaching career over a cup of coffee.






JACK




Jillian, Jillian!





JILLIAN




What are you doing here Jack?




What happened to you?






JACK




What happened to me? What happened




to me?! What happened to you




Jillian! Look at you, you’re 




knocked up and you’re with this…





this…






JILLIAN




This is my Principal, Mr. Caruthers,



and we’re having a meeting about




my possibly becoming an administrator.






PRINCIPAL





(Looking embarrassed)




Perhaps we should reschedule this




for another time Jill?






JILLIAN




No, thank you Mr. Caruthers, that’s




not necessary, Jack was just leaving,




weren’t you Jack?

Jillian looks at Jack like she wants to dismember him and Jack makes a hasty retreat.






JACK




Yes sir, I’m so sorry.  It’s just a 



misunderstanding. You know, they give




strong drugs for pain these days. I must




be under the influence.






JILLIAN





(To the Principal)




Yes sir, you were saying before




we were so rudely interrupted?






JACK




Jill, I’m so sorr..






JILLIAN





(without looking at Jack)




Just go Jack, now, before




you mess up my employment.

Jack raises his arms in surrender, his crutches falling to the ground and hops on one leg to keep his balance.






JACK




I’m gone, you don’t even see me.

Jack leaves the coffee shop and gets into his car dejected.  He drives over to Jill’s Mom’s house and knocks on the door.  Jill’s Mother, MELISSA, holding onto a walker, opens the door.






MELISSA




Jill isn’t here Jack, why are you




wearing nothing but a hospital gown?






JACK




It’s a long story.  Where’s Mikey?




For the health and wellbeing of all




concerned, I really need to talk to him.






MELISSA




Alright Jack, but make it quick.



If Jill finds out you’re here she’ll




break your other leg and mine too.




Mikey! Your Dad is here?






MICHAEL




Hey Da..oh oh.






JACK




Oh oh is right.  You’ve been a




bad boy haven’t you Mikey? I thought



I told you to stop making up excuses




and now your Mom’s having a baby and




I’m on crutches.  You have some explaining




to do.






MICHAEL




It wasn’t supposed to actually happen.





JACK




I know son, but it has and it will 



continue to happen as long as we



keep making up reasons to get out of



our obligations.






MICHAEL




So, you’re not crazy like Mommy




and Granny are saying? I’m the reason




Granny broke her coccyx and you were 




telling the truth about Uncle Bob? 






JACK




Sorry bud, but it’s not your fault,




it’s my fault for being a bad example.





By the way, has Mommy been on any dates




recently?






MICHAEL




Nope.






JACK




Good.






MICHAEL




So, what are we going to do?






JACK




You are going to go to school, every




day. You understand?






MICHAEL





(Nods)






JACK




And I, I am going to do what I should 



have done a long time ago.












CUT TO:
INT. OFFICE DAY
We hear INSTRUMENTAL MUSIC in the background for the following scenes as JACK goes through his office throwing out his excuse cards and taking down his monitors. He leaves a miniature putt putt green in front of his desk. 

QUICK CUT: INT. MARK’S HOUSE DAY

Jack borrows money from MARK to lease a rental space and open a golf school.  We see the LOAN PAPERS being signed.
QUICK CUT: EXT. RENTAL PROPERTY DAY

JACK is meeting with a REAL ESTATE AGENT in front of a rental property located on a golf course. She takes him back to her office and we see the CONTRACT being signed.

QUICK CUT: EXT. GOLF COURSE LATE MORNING

JACK is teaching a group of young children how to drive a ball down the course.

QUICK CUT: INT. AUDITORIUM MORNING

JACK is handing a student a golf trophy and shaking their hand.











FADE TO:

BLACK 

FADE IN: 

THREE MONTHS LATER: INT. JACK’S GOLF SCHOOL MORNING
JACK’S office is light and airy and through the window behind his desk we see the rolling green hills of the golf course. Inside we see a GLASS CASE holding the TROPHIES and CERTIFICATES of several of Jack’s top students.  Jack is seated at his desk doing paperwork and in front of his desk on the floor is a MINI PUTT PUTT COURSE.  His secretary, SALLY buzzes him to tell him he as a visitor.





JACK




You can let them in Sally.

TIGER WOODS enters the room, but Jack is still looking down at his paperwork.






JACK (CONT’D)




I’ll be right with you, just




finishing up some last minute




paperwork. Play some golf.






TIGER WOODS




Don’t mind if I do.






JACK





(Giggling)




You know, you sound an awful




lot like Tiger Woods?

Jack makes the final edits to his paperwork and looks up.






JACK




There, all done.  How can I…

Looking up, Jack sees Tiger.






JACK




No, it couldn’t be.






TIGER





(Laughing)




And sometimes I wish it wasn’t.

Not taking his eyes off Tiger, Jack buzzes Sally.






JACK





(Slowly)




I’m going to kill you.






SALLY




Replace the l’s in kill with 




s’s and you’ll be more accurate,




sir.






JACK




You’re right, I’m going to kiss



you as soon as I see you. (To 




Tiger)Mr. Woods, it’s an honor 




and a dream come true.






TIGER WOODS




My pleasure.  I heard about 




your story and your new school




and I came to lend my support.



If you ever need a teacher for 



your new school, you’ll know where 



to find me.





JACK



Thank you Mr. Woods, thank you. If you



don’t mind, can I get you to



do me one favor before you go?
Jack buzzes Sally again.






JACK




Sally, get in here now.

SALLY, Jack’s plump secretary enters the office.






SALLY




You rang?

Jack grabs Sally, and gives her a great big kiss.






JACK




Here’s your kiss, as promised. And here’s




a camera.  Take our picture, or




no one will believe me.






SALLY




Ok, say “Hole in One!”






JACK




Hole in one!






TIGER




Hole in one!

Sally snaps the PICTURE of Jack and Tiger Woods.












CUT TO:

INT. COFFEE SHOP AFTERNOON

Later that day, JACK meets MARK at the coffee shop to relay the events of the morning.






MARK




I don’t believe you!






JACK




Believe me, this is something



even I couldn’t have made up. But,




given my track record, I brought you




the photo.






MARK




Noooo! You’re for real! Wait till I tell




Molly.






JACK




Wow, do you tell Molly everything?





MARK




Everything that matters.  Is there a 




problem?






JACK




Stop being so defensive. No problem.




I’m happy for you.






MARK




Thanks man, I’m happy for you




too.  Have you talked to Jill?






JACK




No, but I don’t want to talk about




it.






MARK




Man, it’s been three months.  I think




she’s stopped being mad at you.  Why




don’t you call her?






JACK




Been there, done that.  She doesn’t 




answer.






MARK




Don’t give up Jack.  Give it one more try.






JACK




Fine, you want to be privy to my 




humiliation?

Jack DIALS Jillian on his CELL PHONE, but there’s no answer.






JACK (CONT’D)




See?






MARK




Leave a message man.






JACK




Fine. Hi, Jill(beat) it’s er(beat)Jack. Look




I know I’ve screwed up, but I’ve gotten




my life together and maybe we can try




again.  If you’re game?  Meet me at




the Coffee Shop tonight. I’ll be waiting.




(To Mark) Are you happy now?






MARK




Way to grovel, Tiger would be proud.

Jack’s phone BEEPS.






JACK




It’s a text from Jill. Wow,




you were right. Oh, she said she




can’t meet tonight cause she’s 




getting her hair done.






MARK




I thought Jill hated getting her




hair done?






JACK





(Sighing)



She does.











CUT TO:

INT. JILL’S ROOM NOON

When JILLIAN gets JACK’s call, she is actually in her room reading about Jack’s new school and the Tiger Woods’ visit.  Her Mom knocks on her door.





MELISSA



Honey, why are you putting


poor Jack through all this misery?



He just called the house phone again.





JILLIAN



I know what I’m doing Mom.





MELISSA



I hope so Jill.  That boy’s not



perfect, but he really does



love you and Michael.





JILLIAN



Stay out of it Mom.





MELISSA



Ok, ok, but you need to take


         (MORE)





MELISSA (CONT’D)



care of all the pitiful messages



he left on the machine.

MICHAEL sticks his head into Jill’s bedroom door.





MICHAEL



Hey Mom, did you know that Tiger Woods



went to Dad’s school? It’s all over the



news.





JILLIAN



I know honey.





MICHAEL



Now can we forgive him and



go back home?





JILLIAN


It’s a little more complicated



than that honey.





MICHAEL



Pastor Hicks says that forgiveness



is never complicated, it’s holding a grudge



that is.





JILLIAN




(Kissing her son’s head)



So, now you’re listening in Church?





MICHAEL


I’m always listening, I’m not always



awake, but I’m always listening.











CUT TO:

INT. JILLIAN’S MOM’S KITCHEN MORNING

JILLIAN is frying eggs and getting Mikey ready for school when her CELL PHONE RINGS again.  She sees JACK’s number but lets him leave a message on the voicemail which she promptly replays.




JACK (ON CELL PHONE)



Hi, it’s me.  Look, it’s a beautiful


Morning, meet me for coffee.

Jill listens to the message then texts her reply with one hand and continues scrambling eggs with the other.






JILLIAN (TEXTING)




I can’t come rt now b/c I’m in the




Middle of a bath and I don’t know when 




I’ll b done.

QUICK CUT: EXT. JILLIAN’S MOM’S FRONT PORCH AFTERNOON

JILLIAN is rocking on a glider while reading a book when her CELL PHONE RINGS.  She lets JACK leave a message again before texting her reply.






JACK (ON CELL PHONE)




Hi, it’s me. Come to the Coffee shop.



please.

Jillian texts back her reply.






JILLIAN (TEXTING)




Sorry, having a tooth x-tracted.

QUICK CUT: INT. JACK’S GOLF SCHOOL OFFICE AFTERNOON
JACK calls JILLIAN again.  This time she answers right away. And Jack starts to leave a message before realizing she’s picked up the phone.






JILLIAN (ON PHONE)



Hello Jack.






JACK 



Hi, it’s me again. Could you please



call me.





JILLIAN (ON PHONE)



I said, hello Jack.






JACK




Oh, Jill, hi, you’re there.




Jill, please don’t hang up.  



I know I’ve been a wreck and



a bad example for Mikey, but



I’m a changed man now. Please,



Just meet me at the coffee shop



so we can talk, no pressure.





JILLIAN (ON PHONE)


I’m already at the coffee shop



Jack.





JACK



Great, I’ll be there in 10.





JILLIAN (ON PHONE)


I’m here with someone else, Jack.





JACK



What, wait, Jillian.  We can work


this out.  What about Mikey? Doesn’t


he deserve a chance at having a family.



I really am through with excuses.






JILLIAN (ON PHONE)



And I’m through with you Jack. I’m



sorry, I told you when I met you that




I needed stability. I can’t do this




anymore Jack, Goodbye.

Jillian hangs up leaving Jack looking dejectedly at the phone.  He hesitates for a moment and then grabs his golf club shaped CANE and JACKET and hobbles out of the house.











CUT TO:

EXT. COFFEE SHOP AFTERNOON

JACK pulls up to the coffee shop and sees JILLIAN’S car.  He gets out of the car and spots Jillian drinking coffee and reading a newspaper at one of the umbrella covered tables.






JACK




Where is he? Where is the man




that thinks he can have my woman,




my family?!





JILLIAN




Jack, what are you doing here?




I thought I made myself very clear.




Go home Jack.

Jillian returns to reading her paper, ignoring Jack.






JACK




Look, Jillian, I can’t take it




anymore, whose baby are you carrying?




Is it mine?

Jill continues reading her paper, ignoring Jack.






JACK (CONT’D)




Can you stop reading for just




one minute?!

Jack grabs the paper from Jillian’s hands and looks at it.  He realizes that Jillian is reading the story about Tiger Woods’ visit to his golf school and a slow smile crosses his face.






JACK (CONT’D)



Why you little minx!




JILLIAN




(Smugly)



Certainly you didn’t think 



you were the only one who



was good at making excuses?





JACK



Wait till I get my hands on you!





JILLIAN



And then what are you going to do?





JACK



I’ll show you what.

Jack grabs Jillian by the shoulders and lifts her up and kisses her passionately.












FADE TO:

BLACK 

FADE IN: 

THREE MONTHS LATER: INT. DC GENERAL BABY DELIVERY ROOM 2 AM

JILL’s contractions are one minute apart and she’s in bed gripping Jack’s hands for dear life.  There are doctors, nurses and nurses’ assistants in the room preparing for the delivery.









JACK




Couldn’t you do this a little earlier




in the evening?






JILLIAN





(Warning tone)




Jack.






JACK




I’m kidding, I’m kidding.






JILLIAN




I’m just glad you didn’t try to 




excuse yourself from being here.






JACK




Are you kidding? I already told




you, I’m through making excuses and




I meant it.  Anyway, I wouldn’t 




have missed this for the world.

Jack and Jill’s baby girl is born and Jack slips a tiny golf club into her tiny closed fist. The baby starts to whimper.





JACK





(To the baby)




Don’t worry sweetheart, this sport will



grow on you.













FADE TO:

BLACK 

FADE IN: 

THREE DAYS LATER: INT. JACK’S LIVING ROOM EARLY MORNING
We hear BIRDS CHIRPING. SUNLIGHT streams into an open downstairs window illuminating PHOTOS of JACK, JILLIAN, MICHAEL and their newborn BABY at a wedding.  We see a bronze pair of BABY 
BOOTIES, a NEWS CLIPPING of Tiger Woods’ visit to Jack’s school and a set of GOLF CLUBS and a BABY STROLLER sitting in a corner.












CUT TO:

INT. JACK’S BEDROOM EARLY MORNING
JACK and his wife JILLIAN are lying in bed in a mass of covers.  The ALARM goes off and Jack looks first at his baby girl in a crib next to the bed and then at his work suit.  His gaze focuses briefly on his golf clubs.  He rolls over to Jillian and puts his arm around her and kisses her.






JILLIAN




Jack?






JACK





(Caressing his wife)




Don’t worry, I’m going in, but




not before I get some luvin,



after all, I didn’t get to




have any of the fun making this




one.

We see a CRIB and Jack and Jill’s newborn BABY sleeping inside. 












FADE OUT.




    THE END
