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FADE IN:

EXT. FRONT LAWN - DAY

A lawnmower smokes next to a scuffed up boulder jutting out 
from under the grass.

NARRATOR (V.O.)
My father was a miserable piece of 
shit.

LEONARD WARD (38), overly tan with bony features, throws the 
lawnmower handle off to the side, pissed.

LEONARD
You miserable piece of shit.

ADAM WARD (12), scrawny with thick clear-rimmed glasses, 
looks up from the smoking lawnmower at his father. He looks 
numb to the familiar situation.

ADAM
Sorry, pop, I forgot--

LEONARD
Get in the damned house. You’re 
done helping.

Adam wanders back toward the faded pastel-yellow house.

Behind him, Leonard hauls away the lawnmower. A slight smile 
of relief escapes Adam.

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

Adam writes in a school notebook at a small wooden desk 
beside his twin bed. Where most kids would have posters of 
baseball players, he has shelves of books.

He lightly grazes the inside of his ear with his pencil 
between paragraphs.

NARRATOR (V.O.)
He was a very out of sight out of 
mind kind of an asshole. I really 
spent most of my time in my room 
writing. I found it afforded me a 
level of control I lacked in life. 
It wasn’t like whiny diary stuff. 
More mythical stories. David and 
Goliath type stuff, as you can 
imagine.

Stacks of school notebooks on the desk beside him.
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NARRATOR (V.O.)

I was never really into my father’s 
hobbies. He liked to fish, I didn’t 
really like fishing. I was good at 
writing. I liked it.

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

Leonard stomps in through the front door with his tackle 
gear and fishing rod. No fish.

NARRATOR (V.O.)
He wasn’t much good at his hobby. 
But there was this one day.

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

MEREDITH (36), perfect posture with a stern face and blue 
day-dress, hems a pair of jeans on the couch. Adam next to 
her using his legs as a prop for his notebook while he 
writes.

Leonard comes from the hallway, headed for the front door 
with his tackle gear.

Without looking up from her work

MEREDITH
Wait.

Leonard stops in his tracks.

MEREDITH
Adam, why don’t you go fishing with 
your dad.

Adam and Leonard make worried eye contact.

ADAM
Oh, pop doesn’t want me to--

LEONARD
No, he doesn’t want to--

MEREDITH
Go get changed, Adam.

(with a death look)
Leonard. He’s going to get dressed 
and go with you.

Leonard grumbles then heads outside. Adam flops his notebook 
down and grumbles -- just like dad -- to his room.

NARRATOR (V.O.)
They always played this game of 
pawning me off. Stupid. My mother 
hit the road when I was thirteen.  
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Meredith notices the notebook on the table. She picks it up, 
scans the room to make sure nobody sees her. She pries it 
open, reads. Her eyes light up a bit.

NARRATOR (V.O.)
Though not before helping me get my 
start with a publisher.

EXT. LAKE - DAY

Adam casts off from the small motor boat into the lake near 
a wooded shore. Leonard looks up to see him, surprised.

LEONARD
No, wait, I--

The line plops in the water, loose and messy. Adam looks 
back at his father.

LEONARD
I told you wait. I cast off over 
there, you cast off over here.

Adam doesn’t say anything. He looks out to his line, sits.

Leonard casts off.

LATER:

The scorching sun beats down on Adam and Leonard. Leonard 
takes drink from a thermos. Adam nods off.

Leonard peeks behind him, sees Adam start to lean over.

LEONARD
Reel it in!

Adam shoots awake, fumbles with his fishing rod for a 
moment. Then reels in.

Leonard winds up his line.

The line teases the water’s surface.

LEONARD
Fuckin’ waste of my ti--

The line jerks. Leonard’s rods bends. He hesitates for a 
moment, surprised. Then yanks the rod. At that, a smile 
appears on his face.

LEONARD
I got. Hey, I got something!

3.
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Adam hooks his line to the fishing rod then looks back.

Leonard struggles, pulls on the line, reels it in with 
force.

ADAM
You got something?

LEONARD
What’s it look like?

(struggles)
This is a big one. Grab the net.

Adam grabs the net, waits by Leonard.

Leonard pulls, reels in. Then, from the water’s surface, a 
two-foot long trout wriggles out. He pulls it up, Adam 
scoops the net under it, then pulls it in.

Leonard beams.

LEONARD
Look at that. That’s your dinner, 
boy.

Leonard pats Adam on the back. Adam stiffens. A look of 
shock comes over him. Leonard smiles at him. Adam cracks an 
awkward smile.

Leonard grabs the fishes mouth, pulls the hook out, hooks it 
to his fishing rod.

LEONARD
All right, put that in the water 
and tie it off. We’re heading back.

This may be the first time Adam has ever seen Leonard smile. 
He wanders to the back of the boat in a silent shock. A kind 
of relief come over him. He puts the net in the water.

Leonard starts the boat.

LEONARD
That tied off?

ADAM
Y-yeah.

Leonard nods, revs up the boat.

The boat takes off on the shimmering lake.

As the boat disappears into the distance, the net pops up to 
the surface, the trout escape it, swims away.
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EXT. LAKE DOCK - DAY

Leonard kneels down to tie the boat to the dock. His face 
red with rage. Adam jumps onto the dock, standing above 
Leonard. Leonard looks up at him.

LEONARD
I can’t believe this. You miserable 
piece of shit.

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

Leonard and Adam walk through the front door in their tackle 
gear with their rods, empty handed. Leonard storms through. 
Adam mozzies.

Meredith looks up from her book. Sighs, shakes her head.

Adam shrugs, disappears into the hallway toward his room.

NARRATOR (V.O.)
The thing is that I didn’t forget 
to tie off the net.

EXT. LAKE - DAY

Adam kneels down at the side of the boat, dips the net in 
the water.

LEONARD
That tied off?

Adam wraps the string around a hook on the side of the boat, 
then pauses.

NARRATOR (V.O.)
I felt this weird kind of puppeteer 
control. I knew exactly how he’d 
react when he found out, so in a 
way, I was in control of him.

He lets it go loose.

ADAM
Y-yeah.

Leonard fires up the boat engine. Takes off

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

Adam comes in from the hallway, leans into the living room.
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ADAM

Have you seen my notebook, ma?

MEREDITH
No. You should keep better track of 
it.

Adam nods, disappointed. He goes back toward his room.

Meredith smirks, then goes back to reading.

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

Adam takes off his fishing vest, his hat.

NARRATOR (O.S.)
Pops and I probably could have 
turned a new leaf. Maybe become 
fishing buddies. But I didn’t want 
to be his friend. He was a 
miserable piece of shit.

INT. RESTAURANT - NIGHT

ADULT ADAM (39), still scrawny with thick-rimmed black 
glasses and a suit ten years too old sits across from his 
date, JOANNE (34). She’s elegant and modern, dressed like an 
art gallery purveyor.

Adam’s plate is untouched, Joanne’s almost clean. The 
restaurant is elegant, more suited to Joanne’s attire than 
Adam’s.

She sips her water, avoids awkward eye contact.

ADAM
But somehow I ended up fairly 
normal. So, what about your 
parents?

Joanne takes a breath, opens her mouth to say something like  
“I have to go.”

FADE OUT.

THE END
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