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INT. JACKSON HOUSE -- KITCHEN -- MORNING

Bright lights stream in through the huge bay windows of the 
grandiose house. The space looks updated and homey--but in a 
constructed way. As if it has been plucked out of a Pottery 
Barn catalogue. No one real lives there. 

Into the kitchen walks BROOKS JACKSON, white (17). He is 
dressed in a Catholic school uniform--shirt untucked and tie 
loosely tied. His hair is unruly and the bags under his eyes 
are pronounced. His skin is glassy with green undertones and 
he moves slowly--like a sloth. 

Brooks pours himself a bowl of cereal and into the kitchen 
walks MICHELLE JACKSON, white (40’s), a Stepford wife type. 
She sports a bluetooth.

MICHELLE JACKSON
(To her bluetooth)

Look, Dana, I don’t care what Jeff 
thinks about the merger!

Brooks cautiously taps Michelle on the shoulder, careful, so 
as not to interrupt her phone call. 

BROOKS JACKSON
Hey mom, I need money for the class 
trip to Northeastern next--

Michelle opens the fridge and pulls out a grapefruit and a 
greek yogurt. She spots BROOKS and stops what she is doing.  

MICHELLE JACKSON
(To Brooks)

Brooks, you know how I feel about 
that sugary cereal. Make yourself 
some egg whites. For gods sake even 
some multigrain toast with avocado--

Brooks looks right through Michelle and then exits to the 
dining room. Michelle starts her coffeemaker and begins 
cutting her grapefruit. 

MICHELLE JACKSON
(To her bluetooth)

This really isn’t even any of his 
concern. 

INT. JACKSON HOUSE -- DINING ROOM -- MORNING -- CONTINUOUS

Brooks settles into a chair at the spacious dining room 
table, which is way too big for a family of three. 



He straightens his placemat and the silverware on top of his 
napkin. Perfect. He can now munch on his cereal.

MICHELLE JACKSON
(V.O.)

If you don’t talk to Jeff about his 
overstepping you know I will and it 
won’t be--

In walks ROBERT JACKON (40’s), a distinguished man who 
embodies the words tall, dark and handsome. He carries his 
laptop under one arm and today’s paper under the other. He 
plops himself down at the other end of the table from Brooks.

The two couldn’t be further apart from one another. Robert 
opens up his laptop and the paper. 

BROOKS JACKSON
Hey Dad. I was wondering if I could 
talk to you about something that 
I’ve been--

In walks Michelle, carrying a mug of coffee along with some 
cottage cheese and an egg muffin. She places the meal in 
front of Robert. 

ROBERT JACKSON
You won’t believe this. Steve from 
receivables just lost the HP 
invoice--

MICHELLE JACKSON 
Didn’t he misplace the one from IBM 
last quarter?

Robert takes a bite and speaks with a half-full mouth. Brooks 
could not be any less interested

ROBERT JACKSON
Yes! This absurd, he has the 
easiest job on the team. 

Brooks stands up, pushing his sleeves up as he clears his 
bowl. His arms are covered in cuts, all in various stages of 
healing. Michelle and Robert continue their banter.

ARRIVING TO SCHOOL MONTAGE

Brooks pulling up to school in his parent’s minivan. 

The sign that says “St. John’s Catholic.”

Students milling around and chatting in the parking lot as 
they walk into school.
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Students at their lockers hanging out with friends and 
getting their books.

Brooks alone throughout all of this. 

Someone bumping into Brooks as if he is invisible.

Brooks walking into his homeroom.

END MONTAGE

INT. ST. JOHN’S SCHOOL -- HOMEROOM -- CONTINUOUS

Students shuffle into the classroom, adorned with gaudy 
religious memorabilia: Jesus on the Cross, a paperweight of 
Mary and Joseph, paintings of saints on the walls. 

Brooks takes a pencil and notebook out of his bag, taking 
special care to line them up evenly. Now, he can relax.  

NUN
Good morning students! Join me in 
prayer. 

ALL
God our Maker. We praise you for 
the gift of community that is your 
Body, the Church. Fill us with your 
spirit today so that as one, we 
reflect your light and love to each 
other and to the world. Amen. 

NUN
Now we’re going to jump right in to 
today’s open note pop quiz on the 
Protestant Reformation. Please take 
out your books.

The students dig through their bags. Brooks flips through his 
notebook. Nothing. He then searches in his bag, harder than 
everyone else, becoming increasingly frustrated. He buries 
his head in his hands.

BROOKS
Jesus Christ.

Half the class whips around to glare at him. 

BROOKS
Forgot my notes. 

Everyone turns back around, ignoring him, continuing on their 
conversations. 
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WINSTON (18), tall, handsome, and athletic, hands his 
notebook over to Brooks. 

WINSTON
Here, take mine.

BROOKS 
Oh no keep it. It’s fine. 

WINSTON
No really. I’ve got an eidetic 
memory. I don’t need it.

BROOKS 
Are you sure?

WINSTON
Positive. 

Brooks smiles and takes the notebook. 

INT. ST. JOHN’S SCHOOL -- EXT. HOMEROOM -- ONE HOUR LATER

Students trickle out of the door as the bell rings. Brooks 
stands outside, Winston’s notebook in hand. He is awkward, 
glancing toward the door incessantly and is wiggling his 
pencil. 

Winston steps out and Brooks makes a quick jump over to him, 
holding out the notebook.  

BROOKS 
Hey, thanks so much. 

WINSTON
Yeah, no problem. 

BROOKS
Wouldn’t have gotten that question 
about the Council of Constance 
without it. Hey, do you want to-

Brooks is interrupted by NATASHA (17), who places her hands 
over Winston’s eyes from behind. Winston grins and playfully 
tries to remove them. 

NATASHA
Guess who?

WINSTON
Mr. Feeny?
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NATASHA
No dummy, it’s your Topanga.

Natasha removes her hands from his eyes and looks around the 
hallway for teachers. She gives him a quick peck on the 
cheek. 

NATASHA
Now I have to tell you all about 
this creepy guy that Sydney has 
been seeing--

Natasha grabs Winston’s hand and drags him along the hall. 
Brooks is alone. 

INT. ST. JOHN’S SCHOOL -- GUIDANCE COUNSELOR -- MIDDAY -- A 
COUPLE HOURS LATER

Brooks sits at the desk of MRS. MEADOWS (60s), a Catholic 
hippie. As much as that is possible.  

MRS. MEADOWS
Have you sent in your application 
to Brown yet?

Beat.

MRS. MEADOWS
You’re a shoe-in with your legacy 
and all. 

Brooks stares past Mrs. Meadows at a poster of God placing a 
hand on the shoulder of Luke Skywalker with the caption “No 
Luke, I am your father.” Brooks shakes his head. 

MRS. MEADOWS
Okay.. Well what about Vanderbilt?

Brooks shakes his head. Brooks starts tapping at the table 
with his pencil, his heart racing.

MRS. MEADOWS
Notre Dame?

Brooks shakes his head and his leg starts bouncing wildly. . 

MRS. MEADOWS
Well, where have you applied?

BROOKS
Nowhere.
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MRS. MEADOWS
Heavens to Betsy, Brooks! The 
applications are due within the 
month. You’ve got the grades, the 
extracurriculars, the ACT....

Beat. Mrs. Meadows places a hand on Brooks’ shoulders. 

MRS. MEADOWS
Is everything going okay at home?

BROOKS
(Faking a smile)

Yeah. It’s fine. Just been 
procrastinating. I’ll get it done. 
Thank you though. 

Brooks starts to stand up. Mrs. Meadows leaps up as well. 

MRS. MEADOWS
Well, look. Everybody here wants 
you to succeed. We know what you’re 
capable of. Just apply yourself. 
And apply for these schools, while 
you’re at it. 

A half-smile. Brooks exits. 

INT. ST. JOHN'S SCHOOL -- BATHROOM -- MINUTES LATER 

Brooks holds his hands out, cupped with water and splashes it 
in his face. Not enough to wake him up. But it helps. Kind 
of. 

Brooks notices a spot in the mirror and decides to wet a 
paper towel and clean it. 

INT. ST. JOHN'S SCHOOL -- CAFETERIA -- AN HOUR LATER

Brooks sits with two other awkward kids in the cafeteria with 
a tray in front of him. 

AWKWARD KID 1
Okay but can we agree that Naruto 
is one of the best animes of all 
time?

AWKARD KID 2
Yeah if you discount the absolute 
art that is Death Note.
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Their voices fade into the background. Brooks pulls out his 
phone and types in ‘Winston’ on Facebook. ‘Winston’ is 
already recent in his search results. Brooks’ leg bounces.  

Winston’s page is full of swim meet photos surrounded by 
smiling friends, him holding a debate team trophy, another 
with a Princeton acceptance letter. 

Then a photo of him and Natasha. Brooks turns his phone off. 

The voices of the awkward kids fade back in.

AWKARD KID 2
But you forget about the uniqueness 
of the non-linear storyline!

AWKWARD KID 1
And you’re forgetting that the 
artwork is absolutely sub-par!

INT. ST. JOHN’S SCHOOL -- SWIMMING POOL -- AFTERNOON -- A 
COUPLE HOURS LATER

At the edge of the pool are a dozen high schoolers, laughing 
and chatting. They are dressed in school swimsuits, swim 
caps, and goggles. 

Brooks stands alone. A girl glances at Brooks’ arms and 
grimaces. 

Brooks catches this and attempts to conceal them as much as 
possible. Facing the group of students is COACH THURSTON 
(50’s), a greasy New Yorker.

COACH THURSTON
Two weeks left until nationals so I 
need you guys to give it your all. 
We’re doing butterfly first. 
Aubrey, Reid, you’re up! You’re 
gonna do 75. We’re aiming for PR’s 
here.  

AUBREY (16) and REID (17) walk up to the edge of the pool. 
Coach Thurston blows a whistle and they dive in. 

Brooks’ eyes wander over to the group of kids. As Winston 
talks to them, he mesmerizes the group, who all laugh at his 
jokes. Brooks smiles slightly at this interaction with a 
twinkle in his eye. 

Natasha hits Winston on the shoulder flirtatiously and 
Brooks’ face falls. Natasha notices him staring then frowns, 
causing Brooks to look away quickly. 
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COACH THURSTON
Yo Brooks--your turn. 100m. Better 
beat your time on this one. Gotta 
get you to top three again at Nats. 
60 seconds at the most, alright?. 

(Yelling to crowd)
Stacey, get in here!

STACEY (15) paves her way through the crowd, walking over to 
the edge of the pool along with Brooks. Coach Thurston 
whistles. The two dive in, quickly, but gracefully. 

All the noise above the surface disappears. It is just Brooks 
alone with himself in the water. 

Silence. 

He glides freely, as if he is flying. He has not yet come up 
for air.

Brooks reaches the end of the pool, comes up to the surface 
and spots Natasha and Winston squeezing each other tightly. 

Brooks furrows his brows, kicking off of the wall. He then 
descends to the depths of the pool, only a couple feet from 
the bottom.

He closes his eyes and continues slinking to the other end of 
the pool, seamlessly. 

Except now he has been under too long. Bubbles form around 
his face and his eyes burst open. His arms start flapping. 

Splash. 

He pulls himself up to the surface and emerges gasping for 
air and coughing. Stacey already stands at the edge of the 
pool, wrapped in a towel. A group of perplexed and mildly 
concerned students surround him as he hops of out the pool. 

COACH THURSTON
What was that, Brooks? You know how 
to swim. What were you doin’? 
Tryin’ to drown yourself?

BROOKS JACKSON
I-I-I’m sorry, I don’t know what-

COACH THURSTON
The meet is way too close for you 
to be pulling a such stupid stunt-- 

Beat. 
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Coach Thurston runs his hands through his hair, paces and 
turns back around. 

COACH THURSTON
You know what? I don’t even wanna 
look at you. Out of my pool. Go! 

Brooks grabs his towel and scurries out of the pool area 
while his classmates leer over with simultaneous judgement 
and bewilderment. 

EXT. ST. JOHN’S SCHOOL -- BROOKS’ CAR -- AFTERNOON

Kids fill the parking lot, chatting and hopping in each 
others car. Brooks’ car is empty. No friends, no music.

He leans his head on the steering wheel, which lets out a 
long baritone honk. This startles all the kids in the parking 
lot, who act bewildered and upset. 

Brooks lifts up his head and closes his eyes.

DISSOLVE 

Kids clearing out of the parking lot. Brooks is alone in his 
car.

END DISSOLVE

The lot is now all cleared out. Brooks hops out of his car 
and takes a long thin black tube, that matches the color of 
his vehicle. 

He attaches one end to the exhaust and tapes it 
inconspicuously around the side of his car. It looks almost 
as if belongs there. 

Brooks jimmies the tube up to the top of the driver’s side 
window. 

A smile. He’s ready. 

Except for the dirt on the rims of his car. He doesn’t like 
that. 

He inspects the rest of his car. It’s not filthy but dirtier 
than he would like. 

A SECURITY GUARD (60) approaches. 

SECURITY GUARD
What are you doing, kid?
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This startles Brooks. 

BROOKS
Um, nothing. Just cleaning. 

SECURITY GUARD
Well you gotta get out of here. I’m 
locking up the lot.

Brooks hops back into his car, rolls up his window, and 
speeds out of the parking lot. He spots the car wash across 
the street. A look of realization washes over him.  

INT. CAR WASH -- BROOKS’ CAR -- TEN MINUTES LATER

Brooks drives onto a conveyer belt in the dark, cavernous 
tunnel. A solution is sprayed over the car. Water drapes over  
Brooks, streaming all across his windows. A smile. He takes 
in the water around him. He feels comfortable. 

Now, the scrubbers. They rotate quickly, slapping the car. 
This would usually startle him, but today he is calm. 

The car is then blasted by a high pressure washer. Brooks 
closes his eyes and leans his head back, his chest billowing 
with each breath in and out. Water pours over him. He is in 
his element.

He is lured forward once more and then stopped. An attendant, 
LYNETTE (50’s), black, with headphones in, appears with a 
brush and a bucket of solution. She kneels down and begins to 
scrub some of the grime from the rims.

Brooks’ eyes are still closed and his chest rises even 
shallower. Lynette moves to the next tire. She looks inside 
the car and spots Brooks, who appears to be a step above 
dead. 

This concerns her but hey, he could just be tired. She moves 
to the next tire. Brooks starts to slump over, his body too 
heavy his, energy too low to keep himself up straight. 

Lynette cannot sit back. She takes out one earbud and begins 
to rap on the window quietly. 

No response. 

She tries again, this time louder. 

LYNETTE
Kid, you awake? Hey kid! 

Brooks doesn’t stir. 
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LYNETTE
Not another one of these barred out 
white kids. 

Lynette types 911 into her phone and knocks on his window 
more frantically. She holds her phone up within his eye-line.

LYNETTE
Hey, if you don’t wake the fuck up, 
I’m calling the police! 

Brooks moves slightly, opening his eyes some. He opens his 
mouth just a tad, as if to say something and vomits in the 
passenger seat.

LYNETTE
I’m not cleaning that shit up.

His violent vomiting jolts him awake. 

His world is blurry and slow. He looks first at the mess. 
Then the carwash. Then Lynette, who is still holding up her 
phone with “911” typed in. Brooks rolls down his window 
slightly. 

Lynette spots the small tube entering the window. A look of 
alarm. 

BROOKS
(Slurring)

Sorry. I-uh. 

Beat. He shifts slightly yet groggily.

BROOKS
Pa-paper towels?

LYNETTE
I’ll-I’ll grab them for you. 

Brooks steps out of the car and stumbles slightly. He 
inspects the interior damage from the vomit but can’t stay 
entirely balanced. The damage doesn’t look good. He looks 
down at the rims that Lynette had already cleaned. They don’t 
look clean enough either. 

Brooks crouches down, pushes his sleeves up, exposing his 
scars, and starts scrubbing the tires. The dirt lifts off 
seamlessly. He looks back and sees his reflection in it. 
Crystal clear. 

Lynette enters with a roll of paper towels but then drops it 
when she sees Brooks cleaning. 

11.



LYNETTE
You got a knack for this, fam. You 
coming for my job?

BROOKS
Thanks. I’m sorry. Didn’t mean to 
take over or anything. I-

LYNETTE
No worries lil man. Why don’t you 
take the other rims? I’ll do the 
inside. 

Brooks smiles and starts scrubbing away. 

MONTAGE 

Brooks rinses the wheels. 

He then sprays them with an alloy cleaner then uses a soft 
bristled brush to clean the tires.

Lynette scoops up the vomit from the seat. 

She then blots the wet spot.

Brooks cleans the lug nuts and wheel wells before rinsing 
them.

Lynette applies baking soda over the stain then vacuums it.

She sprays a liquid solution over the stain, scrubs it then  
blots it. 

Brooks dries the wheel with a microfiber towel.

END MONTAGE

Lynette inspects the rims of the car while Brooks looks on 
proudly. 

LYNETTE
You good at this, G. I should be 
splitting my check with you! 

The two laugh. 

BROOKS
Don’t worry about it. 

LYNETTE
Now, I don’t wanna hear your name 
on the news or nothin’.
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A confused look from Brooks. 

BROOKS
What-?

LYNETTE
You know what. 

Lynette nods her head over at the tubing by the window. 

BROOKS
No, I don’t.

A skeptical glance from Lynette. 

LYNETTE
I swear to God--

She notices the Catholic school emblem on his uniform.

LYNETTE
Whoops.

BROOKS
(A knowing giggle)

No worries.

LYNETTE
Okay good. Cause I swear to God, if 
you do anything, I will show up at 
your services and embarrass the 
fuck out of you by telling ya whole 
family and friends that I got a 
secret baby by you.

BROOKS 
I won’t do anything.

LYNETTE
His name is little DaShawn. He’s 6 
years old, already trapping. Drinks 
juice boxes full of lean, wants to 
be a Crip.

BROOKS
My mom would have a panic attack. 

LYNETTE
Good. Now take that shit out. 

Brooks removes the tubing from the exhaust, un-tapes it from 
the side of the car and hands it to Lynette. 
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BROOKS
I appreciate it. 

Brooks reaches into his pocket and pulls out a crisp $100 
bill. 

LYNETTE
Nah. We good.

BROOKS
Really? Because--

LYNETTE
I’m just fuckin’ with you. Of 
course I want it.

Lynette snatches the money out of Brooks’ hand. A giggle from 
Brooks. 

LYNETTE
And hey. Ion’t know what you’re 
going through but if I know 
anything about the people who come 
here--

(She gestures to the car 
wash)

LYNETTE 
--it’s that they don’t care about 
nothin’ other than the quality of 
their car’s wax or if the model of 
their car is better than their 
neighbor’s. The whole world ain’t 
like that. 

BROOKS
(Tense, upset)

You don’t know me! Nobody knows 
me!! 

LYNETTE
Believe me, kid. I do. I was there. 

Lynette gestures to the tubing. 

BROOKS
How did you-?

LYNETTE
Realized that there’s more to the 
world that my darkest moment.  

A smile. He hops in his car with the window rolled down. 
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BROOKS
Thanks again. 

Brooks peels off with a smile on his face. Lynette stuffs her 
money into her bra.

MONTAGE

Brooks drives to his house. 

He walks up the stairs.  

Brooks enters his bedroom and sits down in front of the 
computer. 

He opens up common app and clicks on “Vanderbilt.” 

Brooks opens up Facebook again and sees as status update from 
Winston: a photo of him and Natasha. A reluctant smile from 
Brooks. 

Brooks heads downstairs and sits on the couch with his 
parents who are paying attention to a T.V. show and laughing.  

Brooks pushes his sleeves up, notices his scars, begins to 
push them down but then halts. He’s okay with his faults 
exposed. He’s not perfect. 

BLACKOUT
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