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EXT. SCARRED BATTLEFIELD - MORNING

A chunk of broken earth EXPLODES into the air, creating a 
plume of sand. The fog of dirt settles, revealing a battered 
desert war zone. 

A soldier takes cover behind a wrecked humvee as bullets WHIZ 
by. He is tall, dark, and handsome. About as Calvin Klein as 
you can get without being made completely out of plastic. 
He’s also a bad boy. A dude’s dude. Most people know him as 
HERO JOE. 

Hero Joe kneels beside a WOUNDED COMRADE, sheltering him from 
the falling debris. 

WOUNDED COMRADE
How bad is it?

HERO JOE
You’re okay buddy. You’re okay.

WOUNDED COMRADE
Joe?

HERO JOE
Yeah? What can I do for you?

WOUNDED COMRADE
I could use a cigarette.

Joe places a cigarette in his buddy’s lips and lights it. 

HERO JOE
I thought you didn’t smoke.

WOUNDED COMRADE
Guess I do now.

The wounded comrade coughs as blood dribbles from his mouth.

WOUNDED COMRADE (CONT’D)
Tell my son I did good. 

HERO JOE
You’re gonna tell him yourself.

Hero Joe lifts his wounded compatriot over his shoulders.

WOUNDED COMRADE
Just leave me man! Don’t be a hero, Joe!
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A dramatic pause as Hero Joe turns to face us.

HERO JOE
It isn’t my choice.

Hero Joe leaps into the open battlefield with the wounded 
comrade straddling his back. With grim determination, Hero 
Joe carries the man as bullets and rocket shells explode 
around them.

Suddenly, a bullet GRAZES Hero Joe’s leg. He staggers for a 
moment, then continues to advance. Another bullet then 
STRIKES his shoulder. Hero Joe grimaces in pain, but still 
remains undaunted. Finally, a third bullet STRIKES his back. 
This time it sticks. Hero Joe drops his comrade, then falls 
limply to the ground.

HERO JOE (CONT’D)
I can’t feel my legs.

We pull back a bit to see that the above action has been 
taking place on a movie theater screen.

WIDEN TO:

INT. MOVIE THEATER - CONTINUOUS

A man in a wheelchair tosses back a brown bag as he watches 
the movie unfold. He is in his mid-thirties and already 
getting a middle age belly. A tossed mop of shoulder length 
hair partially obscures his tired eyes. This is the real JOE 
STARK, and he looks nothing like his on screen counterpart.

Joe tries to focus his drunken eyes on the movie screen. A 
soldier’s head EXPLODES like a melon, and Joe laughs 
uproariously.

JOE
Are you kidding me?

A HOT GIRL turns around in her seat and glares at Joe. She is 
young and gorgeous, with bosoms out to tomorrow.

JOE (CONT’D)
This lady knows what I’m talking about. Hey baby. Call me.

She turns to her BOYFRIEND and whispers something into his 
ear. He is big and burly. A total meathead.
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JOE (CONT’D)
You got something you want to tell me? I don’t do three ways. 
Maybe a little. 

The hot girl’s boyfriend gets up from his seat and approaches 
Joe.

BOYFRIEND
What’d you say to my girl?

JOE
Wait. You gotta be kidding me. She’s going out with you? Come 
on, she’s way too hot for you. By the looks of it I’m 
surprised you can even afford a movie ticket. Then again from 
the way you rock that earring I figure you like to sneak in 
through the back entrance.

A smattering of audience LAUGHTER. This is more entertaining 
than the movie. The boyfriend angrily GRABS Joe’s collar.

BOYFRIEND
Hey pal, you’re screwing with the wrong guy.

JOE
Woah, slow down cowboy. I’m just telling it like it is. 

BOYFRIEND
Listen, you. We’re trying to watch a movie here. Just because 
you’re in a wheelchair doesn’t mean I won’t kick your ass.

JOE
This movie, if you can call it that, is a disgrace to the art 
of film. Victor Fleming is spinning in his grave with his 
Panaflex camera.

The boyfriend points at the movie screen as Hero Joe chews 
the scenery.

BOYFRIEND
Show some respect. That guy is a war hero.

A chubby popcorn tub wielding FRAT BOY stands up in the 
audience.

FRAT BOY
Support the troops! Woo!

JOE
Hero Joe? He’s about as real as Harry Potter or Justin 
Bieber.
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BOYFRIEND
Don’t you read the news, retard? They based him off a real 
person. Hero Joe is a national legend. You’re nothing but 
a...

JOE
Pathetic cripple? 

BOYFRIEND
I was gonna say “drunk asshole.”

JOE
Can I be both?

HOT GIRL
Just let it go, Bradley.

JOE
Yeah, Bradley. She knows what I’m talking about.

Joe makes a rude gesture with his mouth. The THEATER MANAGER 
walks up to Joe and shines a flashlight in his face.

THEATER MANAGER
I’m going to have to ask you to leave.

JOE
And I’m going to have to ask you to get that thing out of my 
face before I shove it up your ass.

THEATER MANAGER
Can I assist you to the door?

The theater manager tries to grab Joe’s chair and push him 
away. Joe quickly takes a SWING at the manager, landing his 
fist squarely in his crotch. The manager goes down like a 
sack of bricks.

JOE
Oh, Jesus. Right in the junk. That looked like it hurt.

The theater audience APPLAUDS. Joe can’t contain his 
laughter.

JOE (CONT’D)
Excuse my jovial attitude but that was hilarious. I’m really 
sorry. 
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INT. DRUNK TANK - LATER

The jail door SLAMS shut on Joe. A nearby CELL MATE turns 
groggily toward Joe.

CELL MATE
Hey. I know you. You’re that guy. Hero Joe.

JOE
The one and only.

EXT. COMMUNITY COLLEGE PARKING LOT - MORNING

A van lands gracelessly into a handicapped parking space. The 
side door slowly slides open. A ramp unfolds with a low 
droning mechanical SQUEAL and lowers onto the pavement.

Joe rolls down the ramp and takes in his surroundings. It’s a 
modest community college, perhaps overcompensating with too 
much greenery.

LISA pops her head out of the van’s driver side window. She 
is a round faced chubby woman in her late twenties. Her eyes 
sparkle with childlike naivety.

LISA
Well, that was certainly an experience. I haven’t picked 
someone up from a drunk tank since mom had the unfortunate 
paint ball incident.

JOE
Wow. I can honestly say I’ve never cared less.

LISA
Bunch of weird people in there. One guy had a tattoo of a 
shiny Barack Obama.

JOE
If you’re gonna be my new nurse maid you’ll have to get used 
to these kinds of situations.

Joe begins to roll away.

LISA
Good luck! Hope you have a great first day!

Joe responds with silence.
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INT. JOE’S OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER

Joe opens the door to his office. The room is so tiny he can 
barely maneuver his chair around the desk. He moves toward 
the window and peers outside. He spots a BOY and GIRL holding 
hands as they make their way toward class. The boy TRIPS over 
the crack in the pavement, pulling the girl down with him. 
Joe smiles.

A knock at the door. Joe spins around to see BARBARA STARK 
standing in the doorway. She is in her forties, but looks 
older than she is. Her already greying hair is cut close 
against her hardened face. She moves like a force of nature.

BARBARA
Aw. Did little brother piss himself? Don’t be scared.

JOE
It’s coffee.

BARBARA
Seriously. They can smell fear. Chin up. Stand tall. Oh, 
that’s right. You can’t!

JOE
Fuck off, you old whore!

Barbara walks away SHRIEKING with laughter.

INT. CLASSROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Joe is sitting at the front of a classroom filled with 
bewildered looking COMMUNITY COLLEGE STUDENTS. Joe focuses on 
the flickering ceiling light. After a moment of awkward 
silence, he clears his throat and begins to speak.

JOE
In this class we’ll be creating stories. It’s not difficult. 
You are all experienced students, which means you know how to 
BS. Now you’re going to learn how to BS in style. People are 
interested in spectacle, not truth.
(beat)
Right. I guess we should start with reading your assignments.

The class stares at Joe blankly.

JOE (CONT’D)
You all did the exercise, right? The syllabus was posted 
online.
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Joe directs his gaze toward a young man, ERIC, who is 
fiddling with his cell phone. His tall lanky build is a comic 
image of the stereotypical nerd, yet he projects a sense of 
smug arrogance as if his body were ten times bigger than it 
is. Eric slowly pulls his face away from his cell phone and 
glares at Joe.

JOE (CONT’D)
Hi.

ERIC
I don’t know my password.

JOE
Does anyone know their password?

Silence and dead faces.

JOE (CONT’D)
Fine. We’ll start at the beginning.

Eric goes back to playing with his phone.

JOE (CONT’D)
Hey, Cell Phone. Put the Blackberry away.

ERIC
It’s an iPhone.

JOE
I-don’t-give-a-damn. Cut the cord and stop texting mommy.

ERIC
It’s my girlfriend.

JOE
I don’t care if it’s Lady GaGa. Right now you’re in my class, 
which means for the next 45 minutes you’re my paparazzi.

Joe scribbles his name on the blackboard.

JOE (CONT’D)
That’s my name. Learn it. Love it. Get a tattoo of it on your 
ass if you must. I won’t judge.

ERIC
Wait. What year were you born?

JOE
I’m probably going to regret this, but -- why do you ask?
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ERIC
You’re “Hero Joe!” The guy they based the movie on!
(holds up phone)
I looked it up online.

JOE
Neat.

ERIC
Dude, that’s awesome. That movie was so tight! 
(reciting movie lines)
“We’ve got to take the objective! You’re not going without 
me!”

JOE
That’s enough.

ERIC
Were you really in Iraq?

JOE
Pay attention, class. You’re about to get your first lesson 
on forced exposition.

ERIC
Oh man, the action scenes. The part where that IED --

JOE
Phone. Now.

Joe approaches Eric’s desk aggressively. After some 
hesitation, Eric hands Joe his cell phone.

JOE (CONT’D)
There. That was sure awkward for one of us. I hope you 
learned your lesson. 
(playing with phone)
Hey, this thing is pretty cool. Can it get porn?

ERIC
You can’t do this.

JOE
Think I’m being unfair?

ERIC
Yes.

JOE
Thanks for the input.
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Joe turns his attention toward a student blowing BUBBLE GUM.

JOE (CONT’D)
You, Bubble Gum. Spare me your lip smacking, please. I have a 
hell of a hangover.

This seems to get the class’s attention.

BUBBLE GUM
How much did you drink?

JOE
Enough to get a DUI in a wheelchair. Now that’s embarrassing.

ERIC
What happened?

JOE
I was trying to watch a movie with my friend Jack Daniels but 
this douche bag kept trying to spoil my fun, so I had to put 
him in his place with some well placed verbal kung fu. 
Apparently the staff at Twin Cinema doesn’t approve of that 
kind of behavior and sent one of their orange vests after me. 
Long story short, I had to punch him in the balls.

ERIC
That’s Hero Joe. Nobody stops him from getting to the 
objective.

Joe pauses as something dawns on him. He turns back to Bubble 
Gum.

JOE
Bubble Gum. Where do you want to be right now?

BUBBLE GUM
I don’t know. Asleep?

JOE
Okay. That’s something. Bubble Gum wants to go home. And 
we’ve already established that Cell Phone here would rather 
be sexting his girlfriend in the back of his mother’s Prius. 
Those are your objectives. Now. What are your obstacles? Why 
don’t you just leave?

BUBBLE GUM
You’ll give us a bad grade.

JOE
And there’s your obstacle. The essence of drama. Objective, 
obstacle. 
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(clasping hands)
Bubble Gum, Cell Phone.

Joe pauses and winces, as if the stupidity of his own words 
is slapping him in the face.

EXT. CAMPUS COURTYARD - AFTERNOON

Joe is eating lunch at a courtyard table with Barbara.

JOE
I’ve been in some shit, man. But that was...

BARBARA
It’ll get better.

JOE
A meat grinder. It’s like they don’t even care.

BARBARA
That’s because they don’t. You teach creative writing. Not 
math, not science. To them, you’re superfluous. Sooner you 
come to terms with that, the better.

JOE
Superfluous. That’s what my son thinks of me, too. Why should 
my students be any different?

BARBARA
How’s the spud doing?

JOE
Still hates me.

BARBARA
Jeremy doesn’t hate you. He’s just confused.

JOE
Aren’t we all.

BARBARA
He’ll adjust. Kids are surprisingly resilient. 

JOE
Stubbornness is not an enviable trait. Gets it from his 
mother.

BARBARA
Rachel still not speaking to you?
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JOE
Radio silence.

BARBARA
Nobody likes being ignored.

JOE
Jeremy has a karate tournament tomorrow. I’m going to make an 
appearance. Maybe I’ll get lucky and he’ll give me some eye 
contact.

BARBARA
You’re unusually cholic today.

Joe digs through his sandwich with his fingers.

JOE
I asked for no goddamn mayo.

BARBARA
What I wouldn’t give for a greasy Denny’s meal right about 
now.

JOE
Mmm. Grand Slam.

BARBARA
How about we go get breakfast for dinner tonight? Like old 
times.

JOE
Nah. I’m going to try to get some work done. Get the old 
creative juices flowing.

BARBARA
You could use a good juicing.
(beat)
You don’t look so hot. Got the flu?

JOE
Stomach cramps. Up all night.

Barbara reaches across the table and feels Joe’s forehead 
with the palm of her hand.

BARBARA
Clammy as usual. You should get that checked out.

JOE
I’m fine. Just tired.
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BARBARA
I think the word you’re looking for is “bitchy.”

JOE
Still, thanks for the sweet lecturing gig.

BARBARA
Thought you could use the distraction. After the drama with 
Mom and the separation...

JOE
(gagging)
Damn soy milk.

BARBARA
Still lactose intolerant?

JOE
I don’t think that’s something you grow out of.

BARBARA
I miss you, Joe.

JOE
I miss Mom.

Awkward silence. Joe retrieves Eric’s cell phone from his 
pocket.

BARBARA
You got an iPhone.

JOE
Gift from one of my best students.

Joe starts fiddling with the phone.

BARBARA
What are you doing?

JOE
Looking for pictures of his girlfriend.

BARBARA
You’re sick.

JOE
I can’t help having a curious mind.
(Joe’s eyes widen)
Dear God.
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BARBARA
What is it?

JOE
His pictures. They’re all photos of him posing in front of 
the mirror. Naked.

Barbara grabs the phone.

BARBARA
Let me see. Jesus. Houston we have a pervert. Information 
age. Is this what kids do for fun nowadays? 

JOE
Maybe we should put that away before we’re both fired.

BARBARA
They can’t fire me, I’m too important. You, on the other 
hand. I may be your sister, but I’m still department chair. 

JOE
Ah the joys of nepotism.

BARBARA
Don’t screw this up. You’re being watched.

JOE
I can’t help the way I look.

BARBARA
You could lose the beard. You look like Grizzly Adams. Do you 
realize how much of a stereotype you are?

JOE
Maybe that’s exactly where I want to be right now.

INT. JOE’S VAN - LATER

Lisa is driving Joe toward his next destination. Joe rests 
his head awkwardly against the passenger window. He can 
barely keep his eyes open. After a long moment of silence, 
Lisa perks up.

LISA
So what’s the school like? My son goes there. I think he’s in 
an engineering class. Always did like to take things apart.
(beat)
What’s the matter? Does your back hurt? Are you in pain? 
You’re blue. It’s tough. I understand. When I was in junior 
high I had a crush on my best friend Tray Duncan-Duncan, Jr. 
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He had a really soft forehead. I used to pet it like a 
kitten. Well one day he just stopped returning my calls. That 
put me into a serious funk. For weeks I just cried and ate 
chocolate. My face broke out in huge red blotches, which made 
me even more depressed. Anyway, you know what my mother told 
me? “Lisa,” she said. “No matter how awful you feel now, it 
will eventually get better. God has a plan.” And you know 
what? It did get better. Tray eventually returned my calls. 
(beat)
Then he came out of the closet.

Lisa looks as if she’s lost in thought. She stays like this 
for a moment, then returns to Earth.

LISA (CONT’D)
Moms are priceless. Your mother was an amazing woman. The 
kindest person I’ve worked for. One of her last requests was 
that you were well taken care of. And since the hospital laid 
me off, this is a great opportunity for me. So let’s make the 
best of this. ‘Kay?

The car comes to a stop. Lisa turns toward Joe and extends 
her hand toward his shoulder compassionately.

JOE
No touching.

Lisa quickly pulls her hand back. 

LISA
Right. Sorry.

JOE
Did you pick up my prescription?

Lisa hands Joe a small paper bag.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - LATER

An upscale hotel room. A naked lady is straddled on Joe’s 
lap, BUCKING wildly as they engage in carnal love. This 
attractive young woman is NADIA. She is in her late twenties, 
slender and dark. She has an exotic appearance of ambiguous 
origin. Possibly Middle Eastern.

JOE
Did you miss me, baby?

NADIA
Yes baby, I missed you.
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JOE
How much?

NADIA
So goddamn much.

Their exposed bodies throb as they reach sexual climax. Joe 
GRIPS her flesh tightly and scrunches his face in raw 
ecstacy. His expression then turns from delight to PAIN. 

JOE
Ow.

NADIA
What’s wrong, baby?

JOE
My back.

Nadia slows and dismounts. Joe leans forward, exposing a 
large scar on his lower back. He rests his head in his hands 
and sighs. Nadia kisses around the scar gently.

NADIA
Did you bring the medicine?

INT. HOTEL BATHROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Joe opens a bottle of Percocet and dumps a few pills onto the 
bathroom counter. He then begins to CRUSH the pills into 
powder with the heel of a shoe. Nadia watches over Joe’s 
shoulder, kissing his neck.

CUT TO:

INT. HOTEL BATHROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Joe SNORTS a line of Percocet off the bathroom counter. He 
then moves aside for Nadia to do the same. They turn to each 
other and enjoy the moment. 

NADIA
My feet feel cold after I do this. Is that normal?

Joe contemplates an answer.

JOE
Damn you got awesome boobs.
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INT. HOTEL ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

A plain white envelope lies on the hotel room bed. Nadia 
picks it up. Joe is in the nearby bathroom tidying himself.

JOE
What’d you do with my catheter bag?

NADIA
Emptied it out. It was full of piss.

Joe takes out his cell phone and punches in a number. He 
waits for an answer, but nobody picks up. Joe untangles the 
catheter tube and struggles to work it through his pant leg.

JOE
Well come on and help me out with this thing.

Nadia opens the envelope. It is filled with large bills. She 
carefully counts each one.

NADIA
Just a minute, baby.

Joe tries his cell phone again. 

CUT TO:

INT. USED BOOKSTORE - SAME TIME

Lisa is browsing through the DVD aisle of a used bookstore. 
She is wearing headphones and completely oblivious of her 
ringing phone. Lisa continues to finger the DVD’s while 
absentmindedly humming along to “Nothing Compares 2 U” by 
Sinead O’Connor.

LISA
(singing along)
“’Cause nothing compares. Nothing compares to you.”

Lisa finally notices her phone. She removes her headphones 
and answers.

LISA (CONT’D)
Hey you.

CUT TO:
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INT. HOTEL BATHROOM - SAME TIME

Nadia is helping Joe with the catheter. The attention being 
given below his waist is making it very hard for him to 
concentrate on the phone call. 

JOE
(into phone)
What took you so long? I’m ready to be picked up.

INTERCUT with the used bookstore.

LISA
I was listening to Sinead O’Connor. Did you know she dated 
the guy from “The Red Hot Chili Peppers”?

Nadia does something to make Joe happy, causing him to GROAN 
uncontrollably into the phone. Lisa misinterprets this as 
sarcasm.

LISA (CONT’D)
Yeah, I know. It’s a guilty pleasure.
(beat)
Get a lot of work done?

JOE
Very productive.

Joe playfully bats Nadia away.

INT. JOE’S APARTMENT - EVENING

Joe is sitting alone in his apartment. He is watching 
“Jeopardy!” on TV while eating a fast food hamburger. The 
room seems remarkably big and empty, despite its small size. 
The flickering television cuts into the darkness like a 
shimmering knife.

JOE
(to TV)
What is Juneau?

Joe takes a bite of his hamburger without moving his eyes 
from the TV screen. 

INT. JOE’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Joe is sitting in the kitchen drinking a beer. Several empty 
bottles are scattered behind him on the counter. 
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Joe reaches for his phone and punches in a number. While 
waiting for someone to pick up, he occupies his hands by 
going through a stack of mail. Bills. Final notices. 
Catalogues no one ordered. One by one they’re thrown into the 
trash bin.

JOE
(into phone)
Hi Rachel. Still not answering?
(beat)
I found one of Jer’s school books here. He must have left it 
on Saturday. I’ll bring it with me when I come to karate.
(beat)
Just wanted to let you know.

Joe ends the call. While continuing to shuffle through the 
mail, Joe stumbles across an incongruous blue envelope. 
Eagerly he rips it open, unveiling some sort of stock 
sympathy card. “Sorry for your loss,” it says in frilly 
lettering. Joe tosses it into the bin with the rest of the 
junk.

INT. JOE’S APARTMENT - LATER

Joe is asleep in front of the television with a half empty 
beer in his lap. Lisa carefully approaches him, observing 
sympathetically. With care, Lisa slowly removes the beer 
bottle from his lap. Joe wakes up and stares at her groggily.

LISA
Hey sleepy head. Let’s get you to bed, okay?

INT. JOE’S APARTMENT (BEDROOM) - LATER

An electronic lift is slowly transferring Joe from his chair 
to the bed. Lisa stands by operating the controls. 

LISA
You’re a night owl, just like my daughter. She’s taking the 
bar exam next week. Stays up till 2 AM every night studying. 
Yep, Laura’s always been a high achiever. Got her first A- 
last year. She actually cried about it. I know, get over it, 
right? Takes after her dad. He owned a business that made 
roofing tiles. Never missed a day of work. And my son...

Lisa pauses the lift, leaving Joe hanging midair.

LISA (CONT’D)
He continues to screw up.
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The lift buzzes back to life and continues to carry Joe 
toward the bed.

INT. JOE’S APARTMENT (BEDROOM) - MOMENTS LATER

Joe is now lying comfortably in bed. Lisa lovingly tucks the 
comforter over his shoulders.

LISA
I’ll be here at eight. You have your phone if you need 
anything.

A Purple Heart medal rests unceremoniously on the night 
stand. Lisa picks it up and delicately runs her fingertips 
over the surface. After inspecting it for a moment, she 
returns the medal to a more prominent position next to a 
photo of Joe and his family. The bedside lamp clicks off. A 
loud KNOCKING is heard as we...

CUT TO:

INT. HOTEL ROOM - MORNING

Nadia is dressed in a Japanese kimono. More knocking. She 
runs to the front entrance and swings the door open. Joe 
stands in the hallway holding a box of chocolate.

JOE
Miss me, baby?

Nadia grabs the chocolate and leads Joe inside. 

JOE (CONT’D)
White chocolate. Your favorite.

NADIA
Finally walking again?

JOE
Affirmation of life.

NADIA
Wipe your goddamn feet.

Joe looks down at his bare feet. His toes are black and 
filthy.

JOE
Guess I forgot my shoes.
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Nadia opens the box of chocolate.

NADIA
It’s empty!

JOE
I’ve seen stranger things.

Joe sits on the bed and rubs his feet. He turns toward the 
television. Strangely, there’s a Joe on the television screen 
replaying his exact movements.

JOE (CONT’D)
Very funny. Where’s the camera?

NADIA
This is your movie, silly.

A loud sound of silverware SCRAPING a plate is heard. 

JOE
Keep it down, this is my favorite part.

Joe turns toward the noise to find Barbara lying in the bed. 
She’s eating a stack of pancakes.

BARBARA
Mmm. Grand slam.

CUT TO:

INT. JOE’S APARTMENT (BEDROOM) - MORNING

Joe’s eyes snap open. He peers around the room in a daze, 
trying to anchor his shifting consciousness as the dream 
world slowly slips away. He stares at the electronic bedside 
lift, its looming presence a stark reminder of reality. 

INT. KARATE DOJO - LATER

A child’s hand SNAPS a wooden plank in half. JEREMY, Joe’s 9-
year-old son dressed in a karate gi, collects a new board and 
places it on the chopping block. Jeremy is small for his age, 
blonde and round cheeked like his mother. He is completely 
engrossed in his own actions, almost fully unaware of his 
fellow students practicing nearby. 

Jeremy’s 37-year-old mother, RACHEL, observes from the 
sidelines. 
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She watches her son intensely like a proud lioness. Her 
blonde hair is tied neatly in a knot, accentuating her 
prominent cheekbones and fierce blue eyes.

RACHEL
Way to go, Jer!

Jeremy looks back at his mother and manages to eke out a 
smile in spite of himself.

Joe enters the dojo and quietly wheels himself next to 
Rachel. 

JOE
How are you?

RACHEL
You came.

Joe smiles and waves at Jeremy, who pretends not to see him.

JOE
Said I would.

RACHEL
That’s a change.

JOE
You’re the one making it difficult.

RACHEL
I’m making it difficult? I’m making it difficult? That’s 
funny.

The karate students begin to pair off into sparring groups. A 
LITTLE GIRL approaches Jeremy and bows. This is his opponent. 
She is smaller than he is, and inexcusably adorable.

Joe and Rachel continue to bicker. Their argument is 
gradually becoming louder.

JOE
Can’t I just support my son?

RACHEL
No. You can’t. We all know what kind of person you are. Joe 
always has another motive.

JOE
I just want to start a dialogue.
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RACHEL
Now’s not good.

JOE
If I knew it was that time of the month...

RACHEL
Excuse me?

JOE
Doesn’t take a gynecologist to know which way the wind blows.

RACHEL
You know what? Fuck off, Joe.

Jeremy watches his parents argue as his fists CLENCH with 
pent up rage. The little girl smiles at him, exposing a mouth 
full of braces. He then looks back at his parents one more 
time. Joe smiles at him, and then --

POW! Jeremy’s fist lands squarely in the little girl’s face, 
sending her to the floor like a brick.

A crowd gathers around the little girl. Blood begins to pour 
from her nose like a faucet. She looks up at the ceiling as 
if seeing someone who isn’t there.

LITTLE GIRL
Grandma?

INT. CLASSROOM - AFTERNOON

An EMO KID stands awkwardly in front of class. He is reading 
a composition from a pad of paper, pausing frequently to 
brush the hair from his eyes.

EMO KID
Blood. Blood everywhere. So much blood. Pulling me down. 
Down. Into the abyss. I look up, but all I see is darkness. 
The darkness you left in my heart. And also blood.

Emo Kid sits back down. Joe looks at him with a bewildered 
expression. 

INT. JOE’S OFFICE - LATER

Joe removes a bottle of pills from a small paper bag. He 
opens his desk drawer, revealing a stash of prescription 
medicine. A knock at the door. 
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Joe quickly puts the pills away and shuts the drawer. Barbara 
enters and looks at Joe suspiciously.

JOE
Can I get a lock on this door?

BARBARA
Uh oh. You have that look in your eye.

EXT. CAMPUS COURTYARD - LATER

Joe and Barbara are idling behind an empty classroom. Barbara 
is smoking a cigarette.

BARBARA
A little girl?

JOE
Four star concussion. She’ll be okay. Maybe a little 
reconstructive surgery.

BARBARA
Best to start ‘em young.

JOE
What time is it?

BARBARA
Hot date?

JOE
Being fucked in the ass later.

BARBARA
Go on.

JOE
Got a meeting with my idiot agent. 

BARBARA
Nobody likes their agent.

JOE
Maybe if he got me some work.

BARBARA
Generally, you have to work to get work. The mountain won’t 
come to you, Muhammad.
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JOE
Writer’s block is a bitch.

BARBARA
I heard that was a myth.

JOE
Who said that?

BARBARA
I read it on the Internet.

JOE
You’re useless.

BARBARA
At least I don’t need help reaching my liquor cabinet.

Joe snatches the cigarette from Barbara.

JOE
You should quit. Nasty habit.

Joe flicks the cigarette on the ground and CRUSHES it with a 
wheel.

INT. AGENT’S OFFICE - LATER

Joe’s agent, MARTY, is slouched behind his desk reading a 
science magazine. He is a man of modest size and modest 
everything else. Joe waits quietly for Marty to say 
something. 

MARTY
This says masturbation is linked to intelligence.

JOE
Then you must have an IQ of nine hundred. 

MARTY
I am pretty smart. Top two percentile at Faith Bible High.

JOE
(sarcastically)
Wow.

MARTY
Don’t like to toot my own horn.
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JOE
I believe we just established otherwise.

Marty holds up the magazine. He points to a picture and 
grins.

MARTY
Look, this monkey is pushing a pine cone up its ass.

JOE
Just tell me one thing, if you’re such a smart guy, why 
haven’t you sold my screenplay?

MARTY
Oh, that reminds me. Got some responses back.

JOE
Any good?

Marty dumps a stack of papers on his desk.

MARTY
I’ll just read a few for you.
(reading through notes)
“Great writing, but not for us... Can’t connect to the main 
protagonist... uncle...”

He shows the note to Joe.

MARTY (CONT’D)
What does that say?

JOE
(reading from note)
“Unsympathetic characters.”

MARTY
Makes sense.

JOE
I get the gist, Marty.

MARTY
If I could make a suggestion. This character you’re writing 
about is... differently-abled, like yourself.

JOE
Right. It’s mainly about my own transitional experiences. How 
life changed after my injury.

 25



MARTY
People are suckers for films about...

JOE
Cripples.

MARTY
But your character is a little too...

JOE
Crippled.

MARTY
Sad truth is, we don’t go to the movies to feel 
uncomfortable. There’s a difference between Hollywood 
crippled and...
(mimicking gimp pose)
...that kind. Daniel Day-Lewis in “My Left Foot” crippled, 
not Steven Hawking super crippled. Someone audiences would 
feel sorry for, but also wouldn’t mind looking at, you know? 
The academy loves that. Put a leg brace on Matt Damon and sit 
him in a Rascal, then watch the Oscar noms roll in -- so to 
speak.

JOE
Did you call me here for a reason, or was it just to 
humiliate me?

MARTY
Okay, Mr. Negative.

Marty puts on a pair of bulky shaded spectacles.

MARTY (CONT’D)
What do these say to you?

JOE
You’re auditioning for Agent Dick in “The Gaytrix”?

MARTY
I’m talking about releasing a special edition “Hero Joe” DVD 
in 3D.

He hands the 3D goggles to Joe.

JOE
I dunno, man. 3D is such a gimmick.
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MARTY
The world is changing. We’ve elected a black president. MJ is 
dead. 3D is the wave of the future. You can either catch that 
wave or bail.

JOE
You think this will really help my career?

MARTY
I’m projecting a 45% increase in DVD sales.

JOE
You can project?

MARTY
“Hero Joe” is the film that put you on the map. Your book 
came out at a time when the country desperately needed a role 
model. If it weren’t for your brave deeds on the battlefield, 
nobody would know the name Joe Stark. Don’t let your 
sacrifice be in vain.

Joe looks at the 3D goggles while contemplating this.

INT. INDIAN RESTAURANT - EVENING

Joe is dining at a fancy Indian restaurant with Rachel and 
Jeremy. 

JOE
So what’s it like living with Aunt Judy?

JEREMY
She smells like a starfish.

RACHEL
They went to Sea World.

JOE
Your mom tells me you saw the little girl at the hospital. 
How’s she doing?

JEREMY
Okay, I guess. I don’t think she could tell it was me. Her 
eyes were all puffy. 

JOE
Did you apologize?

JEREMY
It wasn’t my fault.
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JOE
That was someone else’s fist?

JEREMY
We were supposed to be ready.

RACHEL
She did bow.

The WAITER arrives and sets their food on the table.

WAITER
(thick Indian accent)
Enjoy your fine Indian cuisine.

The waiter quickly scurries away. Joe raises his wine glass.

JOE
I’ll drink to that.

They sip their wine. Rachel takes a very long sip, DOWNING 
the entire glass. Jeremy pokes at his meal 
unenthusiastically.

RACHEL
Don’t like your meal, Jeremy? Is it too spicy?

JOE
Don’t worry. He’ll eat it.
(beat)
So what’d you do in class today, Jer?

JEREMY
Nothing.

RACHEL
He didn’t pass his spelling test.

JEREMY
Mom.

JOE
I thought you studied.

JEREMY
The teacher put words that weren’t even on the review sheet. 
Totally unfair.

RACHEL
You didn’t tell me that. Maybe I should have a talk with Mrs. 
Pimsler.
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JOE
Life isn’t always fair.

RACHEL
That doesn’t mean you should just take what it gives you.

JOE
Sometimes you don’t have a choice.

RACHEL
Yeah, that’s right. Sometimes you don’t have a choice.

An awkward beat. 

JOE
Lamb curry is good. How’s your shahi paneer pasanda?

RACHEL
Pleasant. I have to admit, this is a nice treat. Haven’t been 
out in a long time. The company has been absolutely swamped 
with the Gois Building.

JEREMY
Can’t you fix it?

RACHEL
It was built on a bad foundation. Better to tear it down and 
start over.

JOE
You’re being a bit dramatic.

RACHEL
We’re up to our necks in litigation.

JOE
At least your head is above water.
(mocking waiter’s accent)
You can still enjoy your fine Indian cuisine.

Jeremy laughs. Rachel smiles sardonically and seems to forget 
her troubles for a moment.

RACHEL
Real nice. 

JOE
Come on. He knows I’m joking.
(again mocking accent)
I’m being very, very serious. Something funny?
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RACHEL
I’m just taken aback. You combed your hair. What’s the 
occasion?

JOE
Let’s just say I may have a big deal coming through.

RACHEL
Your screenplay got picked up?

JOE
Something like that.

JEREMY
You look weird all dressed up.

JOE
Your mom and I used to do this all the time.

RACHEL
It’s true. He was quite the gentleman before he joined the 
service.

JOE
Good times.

RACHEL
They were.

JEREMY
Why did you go?

JOE
It’s a matter of responsibility. Something you should start 
learning by now. Finish your dinner.

JEREMY
If you didn’t go then you wouldn’t have gotten hurt.

RACHEL
Jeremy.

JEREMY
Guys at school make fun of me. They say the real “Hero Joe” 
is a loser.

JOE
(trying to remain jovial)
So make use of those kung fu skills. You already laid out one 
kid.
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JEREMY
I wish they never made that stupid movie.

Silence. Joe crumples his napkin on the table.

JOE
Be right back. I gotta go empty my bag.

INT. INDIAN RESTAURANT (BATHROOM) - MOMENTS LATER

Joe is gazing deep into the bathroom mirror, looking beyond 
his reflection. He splashes water in his face and rubs his 
tired eyes. He then opens a medicine bottle and downs a few 
pills. A knock at the door.

JOE
(to unknown visitor)
Ocupado.

EXT. INDIAN RESTAURANT PARKING LOT - LATER

Rachel and Joe are waiting outside the restaurant for Joe’s 
ride. Jeremy is practicing his karate moves nearby.

RACHEL
Thanks for introducing me to the curry. You’ve got good 
taste.

JOE
I picked you, didn’t I?

RACHEL
Is that what happened?

JOE
A couple of mojitos were involved. The next few years are a 
blur.

RACHEL
Sorry about Jeremy. He’s just --

JOE
Confused. I know.

RACHEL
He’s probably just stressed. The big tournament is at the end 
of the month. It’s all he talks about.
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JOE
Sure that’s a good idea? He’s too young to be incapacitating 
people.

RACHEL
I can’t pull him out now, he’s been training so hard. He’s 
got another practice session this Friday, but I’m not sure I 
can drive him. I’m just too busy at the office.

JOE
Why don’t you let me take him. We’ll stop at the go kart 
track afterwards and make a day out of it. I’ll bring my 
sister.

RACHEL
Barbara? She smokes.

JOE
Jer needs this. You said so yourself.

RACHEL
Yeah. Maybe you’re right.

JOE
Then I can stop at your place for some vivacious make-up 
sex...

RACHEL
Don’t push it.

JOE
I’m just a horny young boy.

RACHEL
Then do what young boys do best and make up with yourself.

JOE
Ouch. Felt that one in my cockles.

Lisa pulls up to the parking lot in Joe’s van. She leans out 
of the window and waves. 

LISA
Hey you!

INT. JOE’S VAN - MOMENTS LATER

Joe and Lisa sit silently in the idling van. 
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LISA
Where to, Mr. Magoo?
(beat)
My sister called me that because I used to wear big glasses. 

JOE
I don’t see it.

LISA
There’s that sense of humor.

Lisa peers at Rachel through the driver side window.

LISA (CONT’D)
She’s pretty.
(beat)
I know it’s none of my business, but --

JOE
Good intuition. Stick with it.

Rachel and Jeremy appear in the side view mirror. Rachel’s 
arm is wrapped warmly around her son’s shoulders as they walk 
toward their car. Joe watches as their reflection slowly 
slips away from the mirror.

JOE (CONT’D)
Let’s go.

LISA
Where?

JOE
I don’t know. Anywhere. Just drive.

INT. JOE’S VAN - MOMENTS LATER

Lisa and Joe sit in the van awkwardly as they drive toward 
nowhere in particular. Joe reaches into his pocket and pulls 
out a bottle of pills. He unscrews the lid and looks inside. 
Empty.

JOE
Campus. Take me to my office.

LISA
It’s a one way street.
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JOE
Lisa. There’s one thing you need to learn if you want us not 
to kill each other: don’t give me shit. Are you prepared to 
do that? Because I’m prepared to jerk the wheel into oncoming 
traffic.

Lisa begins to turn the van around.

LISA
So, you’ll just call me when you’re ready?

JOE
I don’t know. Will you actually answer the phone this time?

LISA
No more iPod. I dropped it in the toilet.

JOE
As much as that thrills me to learn, I still don’t trust you. 
Just come get me at ten.

LISA
Why so late?

Joe glares at Lisa.

LISA (CONT’D)
Don’t give you shit. 

JOE
Ten ‘o clock. Sharp. Time is very important to me. I have a 
very busy life.

INT. JOE’S OFFICE - LATER

Joe opens his desk drawer. He reaches into his stash and 
pulls out a bottle of pills.

CUT TO:

INT. JOE’S OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER

Joe snorts a line of Percocet off his desk. It instantly 
calms his nerves.

CUT TO:
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INT. JOE’S OFFICE - LATER

Joe is hunched in front of his computer, staring at a blank 
word processor page with a stumped expression on his face.  
The cursor blinks repeatedly at Joe, as if it were mocking 
him. Joe slumps back in his seat and shuts his eyes.

CUT TO:

INT. JOE’S OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER

Joe is suddenly awoken by a RUSTLING noise. He looks around 
his office, trying to pinpoint the origin of the sound. He 
sees that his window is still wide open. Silence. Joe looks 
at the pile of crushed Percocet on his desk. He slaps his 
cheeks gently to scare away any potential hallucinations. 
Another rustling sound. Joe spots a flickering shadow of 
movement from behind the bookcase. He grabs his computer 
keyboard and wields it like a weapon.

JOE
Okay, whoever you are! Just because I’m crippled doesn’t mean 
I can’t throw down! 

A timid looking Eric slowly emerges from behind the bookcase, 
holding a skateboard. 

JOE (CONT’D)
Cell Phone?

ERIC
Name’s Eric.

Joe opens the desk drawer and removes Eric’s cell phone. He 
places it on the desk.

JOE
Looking for this?

ERIC
I have come for what’s mine.

Joe looks serious for a moment, then bursts into raucous 
laughter.

JOE
“I have come for what’s mine”? I think you’ve been playing 
too much “World of Warcraft.” You weigh like ninety pounds. 
What are you going to do with the skateboard, Bony Hawk? Kick 
flip me to death?
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Eric snatches his phone from the desk and holds it high above 
Joe’s reach. Joe struggles to take it back, but surrenders 
after it appears futile.

JOE (CONT’D)
Alright. I’ll have to fail your ass, but well played.

Eric notices the strange pile crushed powder. Joe moves in 
front of the desk, trying to obscure Eric’s view.

ERIC
You’re doing drugs.

JOE
None of your business.

ERIC
Smile.

Eric uses his phone to quickly SNAP a photo of Joe in front 
of the drugs.

JOE
What’re you doing?

ERIC
Taking a picture. People are gonna flip when they find out 
the great Hero Joe is trading prescription drugs for blow 
jobs with innocent college kids.

JOE
I’m honored your sick mind would go there, but we both know 
you can’t prove anything.

ERIC
People are interested in spectacle, not truth. 

JOE
So you have been paying attention. You’re smarter than you 
look.

ERIC
I hear that a lot, Mr. Stark.

JOE
What do you want? If this is about your pervie photos, your 
secret’s safe with me.

ERIC
(points to drugs)
Let me try some of that shit. 
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(holds up phone)
Or this can be on Facebook within the hour.

JOE
Rock out with your cock out.

Eric eagerly proceeds to do a hit of Percocet.

JOE (CONT’D)
Careful, tiger.

Eric’s face twists into a bitter expression. He begins to 
SNEEZE convulsively.

JOE (CONT’D)
Hits your system like a sonic boom, doesn’t it?

CUT TO:

INT. JOE’S OFFICE - LATER

Joe and Eric are looking through a book of Greek mythology 
together. They are clearly in a state of intoxication.

ERIC
Aphrodite is hot. 

JOE
The goddess of fuck.

ERIC
Look at those tits. If she were my girlfriend I’d get her to 
grow her hair out like Samara in “The Ring.”

JOE
I knew you didn’t have a girlfriend. 

ERIC
How’d you guess?

Joe takes one look at Eric and laughs.

JOE
I’m the goddamn Oracle. So who were you texting in class 
then?

ERIC
Nobody.

A moment of pause. Eric continues to look through the book.
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ERIC (CONT’D)
(reading from book)
“According to Greek poet Hesiod, she was born when Cronus cut 
off Uranus' genitals and threw them into the sea...”

JOE
That’s exactly how my son was born.

ERIC
You have a kid? No freaking way.

JOE
By Poseidon’s thorny trident, I swear it to be true.

ERIC
How did that happen?

JOE
I don’t think I should be the one to teach you. Didn’t your 
dad tell you about the birds and the bees?

ERIC
My dad’s not around.

JOE
Sorry.

ERIC
Don’t be. He’s an asshole.
(pointing to book)
Look. You can see her nipple.

JOE
Where?

CUT TO:

INT. JOE’S OFFICE - LATER

Joe and Eric are reclining in their seats while staring at 
the ceiling. Eric is coming down off his high and is looking 
rather uncomfortable.

ERIC
My stomach hurts.

JOE
That might happen. Don’t poop yourself.
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ERIC
I shouldn’t have eaten that Slim Jim.

JOE
(twists up nose)
Ew. Did you just pinch one?

Eric suddenly grabs the trash bin and VOMITS into it. 

JOE (CONT’D)
I guess it was time to clear out anyway. It’s a school night, 
your mom must be worried about you.

ERIC
I’m not a kid.

JOE
Right. You’re so mature being all of eighteen.

ERIC
Twenty.
(beat)
My mom and I hardly see each other anyway.

JOE
What’s with your generation and serious parental baggage?

ERIC
Nah, Mom’s cool. She was a nurse but got laid off. Now she 
helps disabled people.

A look of unease crosses Joe’s face as he begins to connect 
the dots. A knock at the door.

LISA (O.S.)
(from outside the door)
Hey you!

ERIC
Mom?

JOE
You’ve got to be kidding me.

Joe scrambles to remove the evidence of narcotics from the 
room.

LISA (O.S.)
(from outside the door)
I’m here!
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JOE
Just a second! I’m bare ass naked -- It helps me concentrate!
(whispering to Eric)
Hide!

ERIC
Where?

JOE
I don’t know. Turn sideways!

The door SWINGS open. Lisa beams at Eric in surprise.

LISA
Eric! What’re you doing here?

ERIC
Late night office hours. I keep telling this guy he’s going 
to turn into a vampire.

LISA
I didn’t know you have a class with Joe.

ERIC
We were going over a project. 

LISA
Do I smell emesis?

JOE
Some of these freshman writers are pretty bad.

ERIC
But not me. Joe was just telling me what a good student I am.

JOE
The best.

LISA
Looks like you guys really hit it off. 
(beat)
Bare ass naked. You kidder.

Eric glares at Joe incredulously. 

INT. AGENT’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Joe is in his agent’s office, watching the “Hero Joe” movie 
unfold on a small television. 
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Marty and a STUDIO REP are also there. Joe looks incredibly 
bored, and possibly drunk. Marty gets up and shuts the 
television off.

MARTY
(placing hand over heart)
Really gets you here, doesn’t it?

STUDIO REP
I definitely see the 3D potential. The part where the 
exploding jeep comes at the screen --

MARTY
Fuck me, I know.

STUDIO REP
But let’s face it. “Hero Joe” is last week.

MARTY
Box office sales are still strong.

STUDIO REP
I suppose we could get the tech guys to roll out a demo reel. 
Still, we’d need more exposure to cover the extra cost.

MARTY
What if Joe signed up for some interviews? A “where are they 
now” kind of thing. 

STUDIO REP
“A hero’s retrospective.”

MARTY
Call that Hollywood Reporter buddy of yours. The one with the 
insulin pump.

The studio rep takes out his cell phone and dials a number.

STUDIO REP
(into phone)
Hello? Jerry?
(louder)
Mrs. Cohen? Mrs. Cohen! Put Jerry on the phone please, 
darling.
(covering receiver)
Tinnitus. She’s as deaf as a rock.
(into phone)
Hey Jerry, what’s up? How’s the catamaran? Yeah? Listen, when 
are you going be in the area? You’re visiting your uncle in 
the hospital? Good, what time? I need some cameras on a pal 
of mine. Exclusive stuff. 
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Because I love you, you old schmuck.
(covering receiver)
How’s tomorrow?

JOE
I gotta take my kid to karate practice downtown.

MARTY
Downtown Dojo? My nephew goes there. What’s the sensei’s 
name?

JOE
Masa... something.

MARTY
Masayoshi? I heard he trained with Ralph Macchio. 

STUDIO REP
(into phone)
Yeah, I’ll call you back. Sure, put Ethel on the line. Oh 
darn, my battery’s dying!

The studio rep abruptly ends the call and stuffs the phone 
back in his pocket.

STUDIO REP (CONT’D)
Yap-yap-yap-yap-yap.

MARTY
So, what’s the dealio?

STUDIO REP
Could we clean him up a bit first? The Mickey Rourke look 
ain’t cutting it.

MARTY
My hair stylist went to school with Haley Joel Osment.

STUDIO REP
Perfect.

MARTY
And if this goes over well, we can talk sequels.

STUDIO REP
Can handi-capable people fight in the military?

MARTY
I’ll get the intern on that.
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STUDIO REP
Meanwhile, Joe, clean yourself up. We’ll get some photo 
shoots going.

MARTY
I’m very excited about this.

Joe appears absolutely stupefied.

INT. JOE’S APARTMENT - LATER

Joe is sitting at the dining room table, looking at a small 
brown package. He RIPS it open excitedly, and pulls out a box 
for a stun gun.

Lisa enters the kitchen and approaches the dining table. She 
picks up the stun gun and holds it away from herself 
nervously.

LISA
Why’d you order a stun gun?

JOE
People might break into my office.

LISA
Who?

JOE
That campus has some nasty kids.

CUT TO:

INT. LISA’S HOUSE (BATHROOM) - MORNING

Eric bends over the toilet and VOMITS into it. He then moves 
to the sink and begins to carefully wash his hands and face. 
Loud DEATH METAL music is playing nearby. 

LISA (O.S.)
(yelling over music)
Eric! Breakfast!

INT. LISA’S HOUSE (KITCHEN) - MOMENTS LATER

Lisa is in the kitchen holding muffins in both hands. Eric 
enters with a vague expression on his face.
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LISA
Blueberry or raspberry?

ERIC
Not hungry.

LISA
Stomach still upset?

He doesn’t answer.

LISA (CONT’D)
What’re you doing tonight? I was thinking we could go out for 
dinner and a movie.

ERIC
Aren’t you working for Mr. Stark?

LISA
I got most of the day off. He’s spending time with his 
family. I thought we could do the same. You know, like normal 
people.

ERIC
I have to stay after class.

LISA
Got a lot of homework?

ERIC
Something like that.

LISA
What’s Joe like, as a teacher?

ERIC
The best.

Eric grabs the blueberry muffin from Lisa’s outstretched hand 
and walks out the front door. Lisa looks at the remaining 
raspberry muffin. She shrugs, then takes a BITE.

EXT. ELEMENTARY SCHOOL PLAYGROUND - SAME TIME

Jeremy BITES into a sloppy tuna fish sandwich. He is sitting 
alone on a school bench during lunch time. Jeremy continues 
to silently eat while watching the other kids play in the 
yard.
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A GROUP OF KIDS whisper and point to Jeremy. They then 
playfully sock each other, as if reenacting a fight scene. It 
is clear that the stories of Jeremy’s misadventures have 
spread throughout the school.

A BOY IN A WHEELCHAIR rolls up to Jeremy. He is holding a 
stack of envelopes.

BOY IN A WHEELCHAIR
Hey. Want to come to my birthday party?

Jeremy takes a hard look at the boy while tightly CLENCHING 
his fists.

JEREMY
No.

BOY IN A WHEELCHAIR
(disappointed)
Okay...

The boy in the wheelchair slowly rolls away.

INT. CLASSROOM - AFTERNOON

Bubble Gum is reading a composition in front of the 
classroom. She is holding a kumquat in her outstretched palm. 
A freshly coiffed Joe watches her, but seems distracted.

BUBBLE GUM
(reading from notebook)
“This is a kumquat,
It looks like a head,
It has skin. 

Hi Mr. Kumquat,
I can see your eyes, 
You smile without using your eyes, Are you my friend?

You have a scar on your forehead, Did you get into a fight?
You are strong in your convictions, Mr. Kumquat.

You have a squishy face,
Do you enjoy being held?
Do you miss being touched?

You smell like copper Mr. Kumquat, Perhaps I have a cold.”

The classroom applauds halfheartedly while Bubble Gum returns 
to her seat.
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JOE
Whoops. Looks like we’re out of time. Everyone turn in their 
assignments. Have a good weekend, and stay out of trouble. 
Remember, sex is cleaner with a packaged wiener.

The students begin to turn in their assignments before filing 
out of the class. Eric approaches Joe and places the muffin 
on his desk.

JOE (CONT’D)
Impressive, but this isn’t home ec. I’m guessing it’s not 
even worth asking where your assignment is.
(beat)
Don’t worry, I’m sure we’ll find something you’re good at. I 
hear there’s a Harry Potter convention in town. You can go as 
your own quidditch broom.

ERIC
Can I see you now?

JOE
Sorry, Crypt Keeper. No time for office hours today. I have 
parental duties with my legitimate dependent.

Eric waits for the classroom to fully empty before 
continuing.

ERIC
Then make time. Or I’ll just go straight to the department 
chair. Barbara, isn’t it?

JOE
Ten minutes.

INT. REAL ESTATE FIRM - MOMENTS LATER

Rachel is sitting in her cubicle at a bustling real estate 
firm. She busies herself with administrative tasks while 
sipping on a cup of coffee. Her phone rings and she answers 
it.

RACHEL
Rachel speaking.

CUT TO:

INT. JOE’S OFFICE - SAME TIME

Joe holds the phone while watching the door anxiously.
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JOE
(into phone)
Hey Rachel. Listen, something came up. I’m gonna be fifteen 
minutes late. Can you take Jer to karate?

INTERCUT with real estate firm.

RACHEL
What a surprise. 

JOE
Sorry. Couldn’t be helped.

RACHEL
I don’t care if you betray me, but don’t betray our son.

JOE
I’ll be there as soon as I can.

Rachel hangs up the phone. 

JOE (CONT’D)
Screw you too.

Eric opens the door and enters Joe’s office. Joe puts his 
phone away.

ERIC
Telemarketer?

JOE
Close the door.

ERIC
You should really get a lock on that thing.

Eric places his backpack on the desk and opens the top flap.

ERIC (CONT’D)
I need more of that stuff.

JOE
Sorry. You blew the last of it up your nose.

ERIC
I don’t believe you. Show me where your stash is. Or I can 
get the cops to look.

JOE
Why don’t you ask your mom to help?
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ERIC
Funny how we bumped into her like that. 

JOE
Quite the coincidence.

ERIC
Mom mentioned she was working for a disabled prof. I figured 
it was you.

JOE
I’m the only crippled teacher here. Good work Encyclopedia 
Brown, you cracked the case. Want a medal?

ERIC
She talks a lot about you. “Joe Stark the war hero.”

JOE
Your mom’s told me a lot about you, too. Apparently you’re 
the designated family screw up. I figure she’s ready to kick 
your scrawny ass to the curb.
(beat)
You can’t fool me, kid. You don’t want your mom to find out. 
You’re a dick, but you’re not stupid.

ERIC
Then I guess it’s a stalemate.

JOE
What now?

Eric pulls a chair close to Joe.

ERIC
Tell me what it was like.

JOE
Why are you so fascinated with me? I’m not that interesting.

ERIC
Yeah you are. Your movie was awesome. I have every edition, 
even the even the HD DVD director’s cut.

JOE
Then you already know my story. 

ERIC
There’s more to it, I can tell. And I want to hear it from 
the man himself.
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JOE
Are you trying to be my friend, Eric? You think we bonded 
that night? We were high.
(beat)
I hate kids like you. You have everything easy, and you don’t 
even appreciate it. I’m sorry that you haven’t grown out of 
your suburban teen angst, but some of us have real problems.

ERIC
You don’t know what my life is like.

JOE
What’s the matter? Do you feel lost? Is it tough growing up 
in a family? Screw that. I have to piss in a bag.

ERIC
God, you’re so... sad.

JOE
Take a flying leap.

Barbara enters the room and looks at Joe expectantly.

BARBARA
Come on. Don’t want to keep the kraken waiting.

JOE
We’re done here.

Eric exits in a hurry, leaving his backpack behind.

BARBARA
Student trouble?

JOE
Cell phone boy.

BARBARA
Look who’s making friends already.

INT. KARATE DOJO - LATER

Joe is watching Jeremy spar against a practice dummy. Jeremy 
ATTACKS the dummy with a startling amount of violence.

JOE
Good. Keep your eye on the... thing.

Across the room, Rachel and Barbara are standing on the 
sidelines, observing Joe while he interacts with his son.
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RACHEL
The glow of a weekend father.

BARBARA
Give my brother a little credit. He’s really starting to turn 
his life around. He hasn’t missed a day of work.

RACHEL
You’re sure he’s clean?

BARBARA
Definitely. I wouldn’t have brought him to the school if I 
thought otherwise. 

RACHEL
And the students like him?

BARBARA
Attendance is up for the first time in years.

RACHEL
They’re probably just there to see a celebrity. 

BARBARA
Or maybe Joe is a good teacher.

RACHEL
I just don’t know if I can trust him. When Jeremy found Joe 
like that... it nearly wrecked him. Think of seeing your 
father almost die from a drug overdose.

BARBARA
I can’t even imagine.

Jeremy strikes the training dummy and lets out a guttural 
SCREAM.

EXT. GO KART TRACK - LATER

The wheels of a go kart SQUEAL against hot pavement. Jeremy 
weaves his go kart through the track, completely lost in the 
raw fervor of boyhood momentum. 

Joe and Barbara keep an eye on him from afar. Barbara is 
leaning up against the track side netting while puffing on a 
cigarette.

JOE
Remember when Mom used to take us here?
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BARBARA
I tripped on the stairs and cracked my head open. 

JOE
That was awful.

BARBARA
You laughed yourself silly.

JOE
I was six.

Barbara pulls her hair back from her scalp.

BARBARA
You can still see the scar.

Joe inspects it closely.

JOE
Battle wounds.

BARBARA
I think I was more upset about my spilled ice cream.

JOE
You were a fat kid. Your ass probably broke most of the fall.

BARBARA
I took you down on several occasions.

JOE
Still could.

They watch Jeremy take a turn. He steers dangerously close to 
a wall.

BARBARA
Looks like he’s having fun.

JOE
I’m glad he’s distracted. Keeps him out of trouble.

BARBARA
Wait until he’s old enough to drink.

Jeremy accelerates quickly and pulls up to another driver. 
Their wheels come so close that they’re almost TOUCHING.
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INT. CAMPUS LIBRARY - MOMENTS LATER

Eric is sitting at a campus library computer. He types “Joe 
Stark” into a search engine and presses enter. The top 
results are about the movie “Hero Joe.” Eric searches further 
down and finds a news article. The headline reads: “LOCAL 
HERO WRITES BOOK, WINS HEARTS.”

An old photograph of an able-bodied Joe is featured in the 
article. He is standing with his wife and son by the 
boardwalk. He looks so healthy and content that he is almost 
unrecognizable.

EXT. GO KART TRACK - MOMENTS LATER

Joe and Barbara continue to watch Jeremy race. The go kart 
SUPERVISOR approaches Joe, interrupting their silent 
serenity.

SUPERVISOR
Excuse me. Are you “Hero Joe”?

JOE
No, I --

BARBARA
Don’t be modest.

Joe shoots a cutting glance at Barbara. She grins impishly, 
as if taunting him.

SUPERVISOR
I knew it! Wow, this is incredible!
(salutes)
It’s an honor to meet you, sir.

JOE
(lamely)
At ease, soldier.

The supervisor SLAPS Joe on the shoulder a little too 
forcefully.

SUPERVISOR
I hope it’s not too much to ask, but can I get an autograph?

The supervisor hands Joe his clipboard.

JOE
I don’t have a pen.
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BARBARA
I have one.

Barbara tosses the pen at Joe.

SUPERVISOR
Make it out to Orville, please.

Joe scribbles his name on the clipboard paper and returns it 
to the supervisor.

SUPERVISOR (CONT’D)
Wow, my boy is gonna flip.

The supervisor glances at Jeremy’s racing go kart.

SUPERVISOR (CONT’D)
Is that your kid?

JOE
Sure is.

SUPERVISOR
He’s a good driver. Looks like he’s on his last lap.

Jeremy begins to slow as he approaches the starting area.

JOE
Too bad, he’s really enjoying himself. How about a few more 
times around? Wouldn’t do any harm.

The supervisor hesitates for a moment. Jeremy steps out of 
the go kart and removes his helmet.

SUPERVISOR
Aw heck, anything for a war hero!

Joe waves at Jeremy.

JOE
(to Jeremy)
Keep going buddy! The nice man says it’s okay!

Jeremy gets back in the kart and continues driving. The 
supervisor kneels down at Joe’s eye level and stares at him 
intensely.

SUPERVISOR
Can I see your scar?
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INT. CAMPUS LIBRARY - MOMENTS LATER

Eric pulls a small, lonely looking paperback book off the 
shelf. He looks at front cover and reads the title: “Going 
Away by Joseph Stark.” Eric flips to the first page: 
“Dedicated to my wife and son.”

EXT. BOARDWALK - EVENING

Joe and Jeremy are sitting on the edge of a boardwalk. The 
sun dips lazily into the water, as if retiring from a long 
day. Jeremy is holding a small plastic critter carrier with a 
newly purchased hermit crab inside. He brings it up to eye 
level and PEERS at the tiny decapod.

JOE
What are you going to call him?

JEREMY
“Bella” if it’s a girl, “Megatron” if it’s a boy.

JOE
How can you tell?

JEREMY
I dunno.

JOE
Don’t you think he’ll get lonely -- or she?

JEREMY
It’s just a hermit crab.

JOE
Right.

Joe looks into the cage. A variety of differently sized sea 
shells litter the sandy enclosure.

JOE (CONT’D)
Why all the shells?

JEREMY
So it can move out if it doesn’t like its house.

JOE
Good skill to have.

A beat.
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JEREMY
I’m cold.

JOE
Me too.

Joe removes his jacket and drapes it over Jeremy’s shoulders. 
Barbara approaches holding a soda can. She sits down next to 
Jeremy.

BARBARA
No orange juice, kiddo. But I got you a soda.

JEREMY
I don’t drink that stuff. Mrs. Pimsler says it’ll give you 
diabetes.

Joe grabs the soda can from Barbara. He POPS it open and 
takes a sip.

EXT. RACHEL’S SISTER’S HOUSE - LATER

A door latch SNAPS open, revealing a pleasantly surprised 
Rachel. Jeremy rushes inside, followed closely by Joe and 
Barbara.

JEREMY
Mom!

BARBARA
We got Chinese food.

INT. RACHEL’S SISTER’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Rachel’s sister’s house is dimly lit with low ceilings. Every 
available surface is lined with an eclectic jumble of thrift 
store knickknacks. Joe is barely able to squeeze between the 
large rococo furniture. 

Jeremy runs up to his mother and shows her the hermit crab.

JEREMY
Look what Dad got me.

RACHEL
What is it?

JEREMY
It’s a crab, but not the kind you eat. 
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JOE
Speaking of crustaceans, where’s your sister?

RACHEL
On a date.

JOE
Think we should warn him?

Jeremy laughs. Barbara sets the Chinese food on the counter.

BARBARA
Who’s hungry?

INT. LISA’S HOUSE (KITCHEN) - SAME TIME

Eric walks through the front door of his house. He continues 
toward the kitchen, but is startled to find his father, 
KEITH, sitting at the dining table with his mother. He is 
middle-aged man with a thick stature. His doughy build 
betrays an otherwise intimidating appearance. Lisa looks down 
at her plate, as if avoiding any potential eye contact.

KEITH
Hey, Eric.

ERIC
What’s he doing here?

KEITH
That’s no way to talk to your dad. Come on, sit down. We made 
ravioli. Your favorite.

ERIC
Mom?

Keith forcefully slides a chair out for Eric. It SCRAPES 
against the floor loudly. 

KEITH
Sit down.

INT. RACHEL’S SISTER’S HOUSE (KITCHEN) - SAME TIME

Joe, Jeremy, and Barbara are sitting down for dinner. They 
eat their Chinese takeout noisily as if it were a comfortable 
family get-together. The hermit crab rests in its cage next 
to Jeremy.
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JEREMY
I was taking the turn super fast. Then this guy tried to pass 
me, but I didn’t let him.

RACHEL
Sounds like you had a good time.

JEREMY
Dad even got me extra laps.

INT. LISA’S HOUSE (KITCHEN) - SAME TIME

Eric, Lisa, and Keith eat their dinner silently. Joe’s book 
is sitting on the table next to Eric’s plate. There is a 
large amount of tension in the air.

KEITH
Where’d you find that book?

ERIC
It’s for school.

KEITH
Really? Since when do you study?

ERIC
It’s written by my creative writing teacher. Mom’s working 
for him.

KEITH
Yeah? What do you do for this guy?

LISA
Help him with day-to-day stuff.

KEITH
Can’t he take care of himself?

LISA
He was paralyzed in Operation Iraqi Freedom.

ERIC
They based that movie off his life.

LISA
Joe’s been through countless surgeries on his lower back. His 
muscles have atrophied, but with enough physical therapy --

KEITH
So, do you like, help him go to the bathroom?
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LISA
Sometimes I’ll assist him with his Foley.

KEITH
His wife doesn’t mind?

LISA
I think they’re separated at the moment.

KEITH
Wow. Fate really took a dump on this guy.

INT. RACHEL’S SISTER’S HOUSE (KITCHEN) - MOMENTS LATER

Joe and Rachel are reclining at the dining table, enjoying an 
after meal drink.

Barbara and Jeremy are playing with the hermit crab in the 
far end of the open living room.

JOE
(looking at Barbara)
She cares, you know.

RACHEL
I’m just stressed with work. Thank you for taking Jeremy 
today. You did his heart good.

Joe cracks a fortune cookie open and removes the slip of 
paper.

JOE
(reading fortune)
“A happy soul brings cheerful countenance.”
(beat)
I don’t even know what that means.

RACHEL
I think it’s saying, “You are what you eat.”

Joe picks up a soggy slice of melon with his chopsticks.

JOE
A bitter vegetable.

RACHEL
Isn’t that the truth?
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JOE
Fortune cookies never lie.
(beat)
Do yours.

Rachel opens a fortune cookie and reads it silently to 
herself. She smiles and shakes her head.

JOE (CONT’D)
What? Let me see.

RACHEL
Come and get it.

Joe looks over the counter to Barbara and tries to get her 
attention.

JOE
Barb! Help me, Sis.

Barbara walks up to the kitchen table and sits down.

BARBARA
What’s the matter?

JOE
Rachel’s being mean to me.

BARBARA
Don’t make me sic Jeremy on you. He’s not afraid to hit a 
girl.

JOE
You wouldn’t mind taking him home with you for a few weeks, 
would you? He’s potty trained. 

RACHEL
Just make sure to walk him every day.

BARBARA
You do the crime, you do the time.

JOE
I guess we should keep a close eye on him. He might give some 
kid a cerebral hematoma. 

RACHEL
Can’t leave the little bugger alone. Too bad. I could really 
go for some frozen yogurt.
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BARBARA
Go for it. I’ll watch the spud for the rest of the night.

RACHEL
Really?

BARBARA
I think I can keep him entertained for a few more hours. I’m 
teaching him the difference between debit and credit. You 
guys go have fun.

JOE
Awesome. Let me just give Lisa a heads up. She’s expecting me 
back at a certain time.

INT. LISA’S HOUSE (KITCHEN) - SAME TIME

Lisa, Eric, and Keith are eating their dinner as quietly as 
ghosts, as if all life has been sucked out of the room. 

Keith points his fork at Eric and opens his mouth, as if he 
is about to extol some great wisdom. Instead, he puts his 
fork down and casually flips through Joe’s book.

KEITH
The school must be pretty desperate to get a Hollywood 
celebrity. They’re probably just trying to push some agenda.

ERIC
He’s really smart, actually.

KEITH
Then why is he teaching at a community college? Those who 
can’t do...
(beat)
We got this guy in sales named Sal. I call him “Sal the 
Screwup.” He mistyped an email and sent a vendor the wrong 
price quote. Cost the company thousands. And he had the nerve 
to try to put it on me. Can you believe it?

ERIC
But marketing is your department.

KEITH
So?

ERIC
So isn’t that your responsibility?
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Lisa’s phone rings. She picks it up and looks at the caller 
ID.

LISA
It’s Joe. Could be important. 

Lisa takes the call into the bedroom hallway. She is still 
slightly visible from the kitchen table.

KEITH
What the hell was that? Trying to make me look like an 
asshole in front of your mother?

ERIC
(under breath)
If the shoe fits...

KEITH
Say again?

Lisa’s phone call can be heard from the hallway. 

LISA
(into phone)
Hey you.
(beat)
Okay. No, it’s not a problem. I’ll be there around midnight.

KEITH
Does she spend a lot of time with this guy?

ERIC
All day. Nights too, sometimes. I hardly see her anymore.

Lisa returns to the kitchen and sits down at the dining 
table.

KEITH
Everything okay?

LISA
Just a little change of plans.

Keith stops eating and peers at Lisa suspiciously.

KEITH
So, I was thinking we could all head up to Vegas this 
weekend. See that new Cirque du Soleil show. Should be fun. 
You’re old enough to gamble now, Eric.
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ERIC
I don’t turn twenty-one ‘til March.

LISA
Sorry, I’m working for Joe through Sunday.

KEITH
So make another little change of plans. I already got time 
off from work.

LISA
I can’t do that to him. He needs to plan things in advance.

KEITH
Except when he calls you last minute.

A beat, then the awkward silence is broken as Eric’s fork 
SCRAPES against his plate.

INT. FROZEN YOGURT CAFE - NIGHT

Joe and Rachel are sitting in a cozy frozen yogurt cafe. It 
is not very busy due to the time of night, but still shows 
some signs of life. Indistinguishable Muzak plays from a 
tinny overhead speaker.

Rachel scoops up the last bit of melted ice cream from her 
cup and delicately places the morsel in her mouth. She then 
leans back in her chair and bats her belly.

RACHEL
I officially ate too much.

JOE
And I now know what chocolate chips, marshmallows, and Oreos 
tastes like mixed together. My life is complete.

RACHEL
I’m bloated.

JOE
You look beautiful to me.

Rachel chuckles, possibly out of embarrassment.

RACHEL
And you still have a way with words. It’s just buried under a 
pile of sarcasm.
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JOE
No, I mean it. I eat a single potato chip and it goes 
straight to my ass. But you look... like you always have.

RACHEL
Tired?

JOE
Perfect. And I miss it.

RACHEL
People aren’t perfect, Joe.

JOE
You are to me. Well, maybe your ears stick out a bit too far.

RACHEL
There’s that sarcasm.

JOE
Seriously, it looks like you could fly with those things.

RACHEL
I’m a bird? You’re the one with the beak. I’m glad Jeremy 
didn’t get that schnoz.

Joe points to another couple sitting on the other end of the 
cafe.

JOE
Do me a favor and tell me what they’re saying. 
(whispering loudly)
“My Lord, look at those ears on that lady. Ssh, she can hear 
us.”

Rachel smiles. She is clearly enjoying their playful banter. 
Joe reaches across the table and brushes Rachel’s hair down 
over her ears.

JOE (CONT’D)
You should wear your hair down again.

RACHEL
God, you sound like Dad.

JOE
What? It’s just a suggestion.

RACHEL
Like you’re such hot stuff.
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JOE
What are you talking about? I’m sex on wheels.

Joe flexes his biceps.

JOE (CONT’D)
Pretty good for someone who’s had more knives in him than a 
Thanksgiving turkey.

RACHEL
Wonderful imagery. 

Rachel grabs hold of Joe’s upper arm and squeezes.

JOE
Working my way back up. Soon I won’t need a helper anymore. 
Then we can go back to normal. Well, as normal as a person 
can get...

RACHEL
You do look stronger.

JOE
See? I’m not all shambles.

RACHEL
I’ve had worse.

JOE
How many have you had?

RACHEL
What are we counting, here?

JOE
Anything below the boobs and above the knees.

RACHEL
My boobs don’t count?

JOE
No, they’re great boobs. Not that I’ve seen that many. Maybe 
six in my life, including my mother’s. And yours have got to 
rank pretty high up there.

RACHEL
So that’s what you miss.
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JOE
No, I miss places like this. I miss bad TV Saturdays. I miss 
you resting your head on my lap when we watch “Sex in the 
City.” I miss you forcing me to watch “Sex in the City.” And 
Jeremy...

Rachel looks at her watch.

RACHEL
It’s really late. We should get back to him.

JOE
Good idea. Barbara’s probably lying unconscious on the floor 
as we speak.

The CAFE MANAGER approaches Joe and Rachel. He sets a slice 
of cheesecake on the table, then kneels down to Joe’s eye 
level.

CAFE MANAGER
Bakery had this left over. I don’t want to hype it too much, 
but it’s the best cheesecake in the city.

JOE
Oh, how much --

CAFE MANAGER
On the house, Hero Joe.

The cafe manager smiles at them and walks away. Rachel looks 
at Joe anxiously, unsure of how he will handle the unwanted 
attention. Joe slowly slides the dessert toward Rachel as a 
smile creeps over his face. They gaze into each other’s eyes, 
sharing a look of mutual satisfaction.

INT. LISA’S HOUSE (ERIC’S BEDROOM) - MOMENTS LATER

Eric is sitting on his bed reading Joe’s book. Keith appears 
in the doorway.

KEITH
Hey.

Eric doesn’t move his eyes off the book. Keith approaches the 
bed and looms silently over Eric.

KEITH (CONT’D)
I’m trying my best to set things right here. 

Eric continues to ignore Keith.
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KEITH (CONT’D)
I don’t know what your mom’s been telling you, but things are 
going to go back to the way they were. So we might as well be 
friends. What do ya say?

ERIC
You don’t care about me.

KEITH
Okay. You’re right. We’re both adults here. You’re old enough 
to handle the truth. We don’t have to pretend to love each 
other. Nobody says we had the best family life...

ERIC
If these walls could talk...

KEITH
I pay for these walls. And while you’re under my roof, I 
expect some respect. All of this is mine.

ERIC
Then we’ll move.

KEITH
Please. Your mom got laid off because she can’t keep a steady 
job. 

ERIC
Mom doesn’t need you anymore.

KEITH
She can’t survive off of being some washed up invalid’s wet 
nurse forever. 

ERIC
Joe’s a better man than you’ll ever be.

KEITH
Why? Because he got hurt in some thankless war?

ERIC
He makes Mom happy.

KEITH
Is she sleeping with this guy?

Eric doesn’t answer. Keith begins pacing as he becomes more 
and more agitated.

KEITH (CONT’D)
That’s why she doesn’t need me anymore? Answer me!
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Keith SNATCHES the book out of Eric’s hands. Eric stands up 
and tries to GRAB the book away from Keith, RIPPING it in the 
process.

KEITH (CONT’D)
She must be pretty desperate to screw a gimp.

Eric LUNGES at Keith, but is quickly repelled and THROWN into 
the bookcase. 

The bookcase COLLAPSES over Eric. He covers his head as DVDs, 
video games, and other childhood objects TOPPLE off the 
shelves.

Eric remains motionless on the ground. Keith looks at him for 
a moment, then turns around and walks out of the room.

INT. JOE’S VAN - MOMENTS LATER

Rachel and Joe are sitting inside the van, parked outside of 
Rachel’s sister’s house. 

RACHEL
That was a fun night.

Joe reaches for Rachel and pulls her into an embrace. He 
tenderly nuzzles his face against her hair.

The platonic hug slowly advances to a kiss. As the sexual 
tension builds, Joe’s tenderness turns into uncontrollable 
passion. Rachel senses this, and begins to pull away.

RACHEL (CONT’D)
No.

Joe reaches into Rachel’s blouse and gropes her flesh. Rachel 
grabs his hand and pushes it back.

RACHEL (CONT’D)
Stop!

JOE
I thought we were having a good time.

RACHEL
We were.

JOE
Then what’s wrong?
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RACHEL
I can’t. Not this fast. It’s not fair to me. It’s not fair to 
our son.

JOE
You want to talk fair?

Rachel opens her door.

RACHEL
I need to get some sleep. I have a busy day tomorrow.

Rachel gets out of the car and SLAMS the door shut.

INT. RACHEL’S SISTER’S HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

Joe and Rachel enter through the front door as a drowsy 
looking Barbara moves up to greet them. Joe is carrying a 
small white bakery box.

BARBARA
Welcome back.

Jeremy emerges from the living room holding his hermit crab 
cage.

RACHEL
Hope he wasn’t too much trouble.

JOE
We got you some cake. 

JEREMY
Cool.

JOE
Didn’t even have to pay for it.

BARBARA
How’d you pull that off?

JOE
Guess they couldn’t resist my good looks.

BARBARA
Please, with a mop like that? It looks like Kurt Cobain died 
on your face.

JOE
At least my hair isn’t greyer than a donkey’s ass. 
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JEREMY
(giggling)
“Donkey’s ass.”

BARBARA
Watch it, kiddo.

RACHEL
That’s okay, Barbara.

JEREMY
Dad said it.

BARBARA
If your dad jumped off a bridge, would you?

JOE
That’d be pretty impressive, considering the circumstances.

BARBARA
“Rolling off a bridge” doesn’t have the same impact.

RACHEL
I mean it. I can discipline my own kid.

BARBARA
Just trying to help.

RACHEL
Let’s get you to bed, Jer. Big day tomorrow. You need your 
rest.

JEREMY
I’m too excited. Are you going to come to the tournament, 
Dad?

JOE
Wouldn’t miss it for the world.

INT. LISA’S HOUSE (ERIC’S BEDROOM) - SAME TIME

Eric is in his room on his knees, collecting the torn out 
pages from Joe’s book. His hands shake as he tries to put the 
book back together.

CUT TO:
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INT. LISA’S HOUSE (BATHROOM) - MOMENTS LATER

Eric sticks his finger into his mouth and VOMITS into the 
toilet. He hangs over the toilet bowl, gripping the rim 
tightly for support.

EXT. JOE’S APARTMENT (PARKING LOT) - NIGHT

Joe’s van drives up to his apartment and comes to an abrupt 
stop. Barbara turns off the engine and stares ahead at 
nothing in particular. Joe looks at the same nothingness, 
adrift in his own turbulent thoughts. 

BARBARA
Your apartment looks haunted at night.

JOE
That’s just the cobwebs in your eyes. 

BARBARA
(looking at watch)
Jesus, eleven already? Come on, let’s get you inside.

JOE
Didn’t mean to keep you out so late, Your Highness.

BARBARA
Some of us have to get up early tomorrow.

JOE
Busy day at the ivory tower? It must be hard administrating 
from behind your desk.

BARBARA
I don’t appreciate that attitude.

JOE
So fire me.

BARBARA
Is that what you think my job is?

JOE
Would be suited to you. Judging people is your specialty. 

BARBARA
What crawled up your ass?

JOE
Why do you always have to butt in?
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BARBARA
You asked me to come along. 

JOE
The night was going so well. Then you have to go and tell my 
wife how to raise our son. Why can’t you ever just keep your 
goddamn mouth shut?

BARBARA
None of this shit between you and Rachel is my fault. I’m 
just trying to fix what you broke.

JOE
I’m sorry that you got too old, and too bitter. But don’t 
cling on to my family because you missed your opportunity. 
This is my life. You had your chance.

BARBARA
Get the fuck out.

JOE
Lower the ramp!

BARBARA
Gladly!

Joe reaches across Barbara and hits the switch for the van’s 
mechanical lift. The door opens a few inches, makes an awful 
SQUEAL, then stops. It appears to be stuck. Joe PUNCHES the 
door repeatedly.

INT. CLASSROOM - MORNING

Joe is staring at his class, lost in his own thoughts. He 
looks over at the EMPTY chair where Eric usually sits. The 
students glare back at Joe, unsure of what to do. Bubble Gum 
slowly raises her hand.

BUBBLE GUM
Dude, you okay? Are you like, having an episode?

Emo Kid leans over to offer his input.

EMO KID
Post-Traumatic Stress Disorder. I read about this.

JOE
Class dismissed.
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INT. JOE’S OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER

Joe is sitting at his desk with his head in his hands. An 
open bottle of Percocet sits inconspicuously on the desk. Joe 
lifts his head and spots the backpack that Eric left in his 
office. Without hesitating, Joe searches through the backpack 
and finds a large notebook. He flips it open and begins to 
read.

INT. LISA’S HOUSE - LATER

Joe looks around Lisa’s house for the first time. The 
furniture seems cold and sterile, as if it hasn’t been lived 
in for a long time. There is an odd lack of typical suburban 
bric-a-brac, save for one particularly awful post-modernist 
painting that hangs over the living room couch.

Lisa enters from the kitchen, carrying a glass of water. She 
hands it to Joe.

LISA
No ice, sorry.

JOE
Somehow I imagined this place looking a little more... 
Christian.

LISA
I have a Jesus fish on the refrigerator.

Joe takes a sip of water as he takes in his surroundings.

LISA (CONT’D)
Alright, you’ve seen pretty much everything. Let’s skedaddle, 
you don’t want to be late.

JOE
Where’s Prince Charles? I want to deliver some school work.

INT. LISA’S HOUSE (ERIC’S BEDROOM) - MOMENTS LATER

Eric is in his bedroom, fixing up the broken shelf. Joe 
enters with Eric’s backpack on his lap.

JOE
Need a hand?

ERIC
I got it.
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JOE
Give me a break. You couldn’t fix a sandwich.

Joe moves up to the bookcase and helps Eric situate a shelf.

JOE (CONT’D)
Why weren’t you in class today?

ERIC
What do you care?

Joe pulls Eric’s notebook out of the backpack. 

JOE
You left this in my office.

Eric turns to face Joe, exposing a BRUISE under his eye.

JOE (CONT’D)
What happened to your face? When I said “Take a flying leap,” 
I didn’t mean it literally.

Eric grabs the notebook from Joe.

ERIC
You read my notebook?

JOE
There’s some good work in there. I figure it could count as 
your final project.

ERIC
No. This is just for me.

JOE
I think you left it for me to find it on purpose. 

ERIC
You know everything, don’t you?

JOE
Not really. But I know a good writer when I see one.
(beat)
There’s a lot of honesty in your words. And a lot of pain. I 
know that from experience.

ERIC
Misery loves company.

Joe notices his book laying on Eric’s night stand. He picks 
it up and caresses it.
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JOE
I thought this was out of print. You’re reading it?

ERIC
I read the whole thing.

As Joe flips through the book, he notices that some pages 
have been torn out.

JOE
Looks like it’s seen better days.

ERIC
Sorry about that. Mortar strike.

Silence.

ERIC (CONT’D)
I’m surprised. It’s nothing like the movie. There’s like no 
fighting in the book at all. A lot of it is about your life 
after the incident.

JOE
I guess that doesn’t exactly sell tickets. Truth is, I didn’t 
see much combat.

ERIC
The part where you diffuse the bomb? The jeep chase?

JOE
Fiction thought up by some suit probably not much older than 
you.

ERIC
Then what really happened?

INT. KARATE DOJO - SAME TIME

Rachel is watching over Jeremy as he prepares for the big 
karate tournament. She periodically checks her watch.

Joe’s agent, Marty, enters the dojo. He is closely followed 
by an entourage of REPORTERS carrying large camera equipment.

MARTY
(to reporters)
Yeah. Set up over there.

The agent approaches Rachel aggressively.
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MARTY (CONT’D)
Mrs. Stark, glad to see you here.
(to Jeremy)
Hey buddy. Nice kung-fu fighting.

RACHEL
What’s this about?

MARTY
Just a little publicity thing we set up for the new movie. 
Mind answering a few questions?

A reporter SHOVES a camera in Jeremy’s face.

REPORTER
So what’s it like having a war hero for a dad?

Jeremy shrugs.

INT. LISA’S HOUSE (ERIC’S BEDROOM) - CONTINUOUS

Joe and Eric are sitting near the foot of the bed. They are 
in the middle of a tense conversation.

JOE
Our convoy was patrolling the road. We stopped to inspect a 
suspicious roadblock. There was an explosion. The vehicle in 
front of us was hit. We scrambled. I took cover behind our 
humvee. 

ERIC
That’s when you got shot?

JOE
There was a second detonation. I blacked out. A piece of 
canopy sliced through my spine. That’s what I was told, 
anyway. All I remember next is waking up in the infirmary. 
Maybe if I didn’t hide, things would be different. I’m just a 
fucking coward.

ERIC
No you’re not.

Lisa KNOCKS at the door briefly, then enters the room.

LISA
I’ll just wait in the van.

JOE
Alright, be there in a sec.
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Lisa exits.

JOE (CONT’D)
Father duties. 

ERIC
He’s a lucky kid.

JOE
Yeah, right.
(beat)
Want to come along? You could stand to get out the house. 
You’re starting to look paler than me, and that’s saying 
something.

ERIC
Sure. Just let me go take a leak.

Eric enters the bathroom and shuts the door. Joe picks up his 
book and looks at the dedication page.

Suddenly, a loud THUD resinates from the bathroom, followed 
by the sound of SHATTERING glass.

JOE
(at bathroom door)
Did you fall in the toilet?

Joe moves up to the bathroom door and knocks.

JOE (CONT’D)
Eric? You okay in there?

No answer.

JOE (CONT’D)
Alright, hold on! I’m coming in!

INT. LISA’S HOUSE (BATHROOM) - CONTINUOUS

Joe opens the bathroom door to find Eric passed out near the 
sink. Shattered pieces of a broken rinsing glass are 
scattered around the floor. 

After a beat, the sound of an ambulance SIREN swells as we...

CUT TO:
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EXT. LISA’S HOUSE - LATER

Eric is laying on a wheeled ambulance gurney. A team of 
EMERGENCY TECHNICIANS load him into the back of the 
ambulance, where Lisa waits inside. Joe sits nearby, looking 
on in shock.

EMERGENCY TECHNICIAN
Did he take anything?

JOE
I don’t know, I just found him like that.

The emergency technician begins to shut the back of the 
ambulance.

JOE (CONT’D)
Let me come.

EMERGENCY TECHNICIAN
Sorry pal, no room. You’re going to have to find another way.

LISA
Wait, what are you going to do, Joe?

JOE
Don’t worry about me. Eric needs you more than I do.

The emergency technician closes the ambulance’s back doors. 
He then hops into the driver’s seat and hits the siren. The 
ambulance pulls away, leaving Joe stranded in the driveway.

Joe picks up his phone and quickly dials a number.

INT. BARBARA’S OFFICE - SAME TIME

Barbara is reclining in her office with her feet up on a 
desk. Her phone RINGS, and she answers it.

BARBARA
Hello?

INTERCUT with Joe on the driveway.

JOE
Barb. Something happened, I need you to drive me to Jeremy’s 
karate tournament.

BARBARA
Sorry, I’m too busy administrating from behind my desk.
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JOE
Wait, it’s --

Barbara ends the call and goes back to casually filing her 
nails.

EXT. LISA’S HOUSE - SAME TIME

Joe continues to talk into the phone, unaware that the call 
has ended.

JOE
Hello? Barb?
(beat)
Shit.

Joe hangs up the phone, and pauses in thought. After a moment 
of intense contemplation, he begins to dial another number.

INT. KARATE DOJO - LATER

The reporters are hovering closely around Jeremy and Rachel, 
practically suffocating them with attention.

Joe enters the dojo and is ambushed by Marty.

MARTY
(waving at Joe)
The man of the hour, at last.

Joe ignores him and angrily approaches the reporters.

REPORTER
Have you ever thought of getting your son into modeling? He 
has excellent bone structure.

JOE
Get the fuck away from my kid!

Joe tries to obscure the cameras.

RACHEL
This is why you wanted to spend time with us? Some publicity 
stunt?

Marty tries to pull the family together.

MARTY
Let’s get a nice happy family shot.
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JOE
(to Marty)
We did not agree to this!

Suddenly, Nadia BURSTS through the dojo’s front door. She 
fixes her hair upon seeing the cameras.

NADIA
Are you shooting a movie?

JOE
I told you to wait in the van.

RACHEL
Who is this?

The black belt clad SENSEI MASAYOSHI walks up to Joe. 

SENSEI MASAYOSHI
What is going on here? I have a tournament to run.

JOE
Buzz off, Mr. Miyagi.

JEREMY
(pensively)
Dad.

RACHEL
Look what you’re doing to Jeremy. Using our son for a movie 
pitch. That’s low, even for you.

NADIA
You should treat your man better.

RACHEL
Excuse me?

JOE
Nadia, I have everything under control. Please stay out this.

NADIA
She doesn’t deserve you, baby.

RACHEL
Do you two know each other?

NADIA
That’s right. I suck his dick, because you don’t appreciate 
him.
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The reporter points his camera toward the commotion.

CUT TO:

REPORTER’S CAMERA P.O.V.

As it records Joe and Rachel’s argument.

RACHEL
I cannot believe this. I cannot fucking believe this.

JOE
Please. Let’s just go outside so we can talk.

Joe tries to put his arm around Rachel.

RACHEL
Don’t touch me!

Joe notices the camera trained on him. He approaches the 
reporter and SHOVES the camera away, obscuring the lens with 
his hand.

CUT TO:

INT. KARATE DOJO - MOMENTS LATER

Marty is leaning against the wall, watching the argument 
unfold. Nadia sidles up to him while attempting to act 
casual.

NADIA
I was in a shampoo commercial.

Marty turns toward Nadia and begins to size her up.

EXT. KARATE DOJO - MOMENTS LATER

A tearful Rachel storms out of the dojo and begins heading 
toward her car. Joe follows after her.

RACHEL
(yelling to Jeremy)
Come on Jer! Let’s go!

JOE
Don’t ruin his moment.
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RACHEL
I think you already accomplished that.

JOE
Can we just talk?

RACHEL
There’s nothing to talk about. I can’t believe you did this 
to me.

JOE
Hey, you’re the one who left.

RACHEL
So this is somehow my fault?

JOE
Maybe if you didn’t keep my balls in a lock box, it wouldn’t 
have come to this.

Rachel shakes her head and continues toward her car. Sensei 
Masayoshi exits the dojo and walk up to Joe.

SENSEI MASAYOSHI
Alright. You and your son are going to have to leave.

JOE
This isn’t my kid’s fault. I’ll leave, just let him 
participate.

SENSEI MASAYOSHI
Sorry. You’ve caused too much trouble. He’s disqualified. 
Just go, please, or I’ll call the cops.

Jeremy is listening from the doorway. He looks as if he’s 
just been kicked in the stomach. Jeremy turns around and 
begins PUNCHING the door with all of his might.

CUT TO:

INT. JOE’S OFFICE - LATER

A naked Nadia is spread on top of Joe, gyrating wildly. Their 
violent rocking causes Joe’s chair to BANG up against the 
desk, knocking over an open bottle of pills.

CUT TO:
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INT. JOE’S OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER

Joe SNORTS a line of Percocet off the desk alongside Nadia. 
He then opens his desk drawer and looks inside.

JOE
I think we’re out. 
(beat)
Take me somewhere. 

NADIA
You want to party?

JOE
I need to get out of this place.

INT. RAVE - LATER

Joe and Nadia are in the middle of a crowded rave, amongst a 
sea of mingling bodies, their squirming bodies outlined by 
FLASHING strobe lights. All noise is drowned out by THUMPING 
electronic music.

Nadia discretely hands a pill to Joe. He places it on his 
tongue and tilts his head back.

INT. RAVE (BATHROOM) - MOMENTS LATER

Joe enters the bathroom, highly intoxicated. He moves into a 
stall and shuts the door. He pulls his pant leg up and 
attempts to access his catheter bag. It SLIPS out of his 
hands, spilling urine down his leg. 

Joe bends down to pick the bag up off the floor. As Joe is 
groping at the floor, a wave of trauma begins to surge 
through his body. Joe clutches his chest as his body clamps 
down in agony. He FALLS off his chair and hits the ground.

CUT TO BLACK

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - MORNING

FADE IN to Joe lying on a hospital bed. There is a bandage 
over his head, and his face is slightly black and blue. His 
mind is in a murky haze from the trauma and intravenous 
drugs. His eyes droop periodically as he dips in and out of 
substantial wakefulness.
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Barbara pushes open the large double doors leading in to the 
hospital room. She approaches Joe’s bed and is intercepted by 
a NURSE. 

BARBARA
Is he okay?

NURSE
And you are --

BARBARA
His sister.

NURSE
Do you know he has a drug problem?

BARBARA
Oh, really?

Joe watches the nurse as she fidgets with an IV bag. She jots 
something down on her clipboard and walks away, leaving 
Barbara alone at Joe’s bedside.

JOE
It’s real bad. They say I’m never gonna walk again.

Barbara is nonplussed at Joe’s attempt at gallows humor. Joe 
smiles wistfully as a bubble of drool forms at the corner of 
his lips. Barbara grabs a tissue and wipes his mouth 
plaintively.

Joe looks through the window to see Rachel speaking to the 
nurse on the other side of the door. Rachel turns and stares 
at Joe through the small glass rectangle. 

INT. JOE’S APARTMENT - LATER

Barbara pushes Joe by the back of his wheelchair through the 
front door and into his apartment. He apathetically scans his 
surroundings like a bored child on tour of a dull vacation 
stop. He looks sincerely disappointed to be there. Joe still 
has a bandage around his head.

Barbara pushes Joe up to the dining room table and sits down 
in a chair next to him. They look at each other silently for 
a moment.

BARBARA
Want something to eat?
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JOE
Sure.

Barbara gets up and walks to the kitchen. She opens the 
refrigerator and looks inside.

JOE (CONT’D)
Nothing like getting your stomach pumped to work up an 
appetite.

BARBARA
You can have a turkey sandwich or... a turkey sandwich.

Barbara gathers the ingredients and begins to prepare a 
sandwich at the kitchen counter.

BARBARA (CONT’D)
You know I can’t let you back to work.
(beat)
Where do you keep your bread?

Joe shrugs. Barbara searches through the kitchen, then 
locates a bread bag hidden next to the microwave. She takes 
it over to the counter and starts to slice.

JOE
Who’s going to take over for me?

BARBARA
Liam, most likely.

JOE
I’m pretty sure he’s a Communist.

Barbara places the quickly cobbled together sandwich on a 
plate and plops it on the table in front of Joe.

BARBARA
Eat.

Joe takes a bite.

JOE
Still better than the campus cafeteria.

BARBARA
Maybe you should call your helper.
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JOE
Lisa’s already on caretaker duty with her son. I’m pretty 
sure she can only handle changing one pair of diapers at a 
time.

BARBARA
Then how are you going to get around?

JOE
I’ll manage. I’m Hero Joe.

Joe ekes out a fake triumphant smile, which quickly fades.

INT. JOE’S APARTMENT (BEDROOM) - LATER

Joe is sitting near the bed with his ear to the phone. He 
takes the Purple Heart medal from the night stand and fingers 
it nervously while waiting for someone to pick up.

JOE
Hi Lisa, it’s me again. Just calling to make sure Eric’s 
okay. Let me know when you get the chance.
(beat)
I’m fine.

Joe ends the call then quickly punches in another number. It 
rings several times before going to voice mail.

JOE (CONT’D)
Rachel...

Joe abruptly hangs up and drops the phone on the night stand. 
He then looks at the bedside lift with a befuddled expression 
on his face. He wants to use the lift to transfer into bed, 
but seems unsure of how to handle it himself.

Joe approaches the lift and tugs at the suspended sling with 
his hand, analyzing its shape. He then uses both arms to lift 
one of his legs onto the sling. He tussles with the sling, 
struggling to find a free hand between bracing the netting 
and lifting his leg. 

Finally, he manages to get a single leg onto the sling. He 
then grabs the lift’s mast with one arm and prepares to swing 
his other leg through the netting. Joe’s grip SLIPS off the 
mast and he TOPPLES backwards onto the ground. He lands on 
his rear with one leg still twisted up in the sling. He grabs 
his lower back in pain, and tries futilely to untangle his 
foot. 
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After a moment of this, Joe finally surrenders. He stares up 
at the ceiling as he slowly closes his eyes.

FADE TO:

INT. JOE’S APARTMENT (BEDROOM) - MORNING

Joe is still on the floor, lying in the same exact position. 
We hear the sound of hurried footsteps THUDDING against on 
the ground. Lisa walks into the bedroom and looks down at 
Joe.

LISA
Oh my god, what happened to you? That does not look 
comfortable. Come on, let’s get you in your chair. 

Lisa grabs Joe’s arm and tries to pull him up.

INT. JOE’S APARTMENT - LATER

Lisa is lying with her feet up on the living room couch. Joe 
is sitting nearby.

LISA
He was severely dehydrated. Metabolic acidosis, or something. 

JOE
Which means?

LISA
He was starving.
(beat)
I think Eric has an eating disorder.

JOE
I was just kidding with all those skinny jokes.

LISA
Eric was a chubby kid, then he lost a ton of weight around 
junior high. His pediatrician ran a bunch of tests, but 
couldn’t find a reason. I’ve always suspected something 
psychological.

JOE
Why?

LISA
I’ve heard noises... from the bathroom.
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JOE
Oh. I didn’t know guys did that.

LISA
It’s very rare, especially for how young he was. That’s why 
they won’t even consider the possibility. But a mother always 
knows. We aren’t exactly a healthy family.

JOE
I can sympathize.

A beat.

JOE (CONT’D)
Maybe this sounds insensitive, but aren’t you over thinking 
it? Just sit on his legs and force feed him tater tots.

LISA
If he’s going to get help he has to ask for it. Eric’s an 
adult now... Technically. I’m working on setting up an 
intervention. We did one for my cousin Trudy when she was 
hooked on huffing compressed air.

JOE
Did it work?

LISA
She no longer huffs.
(beat)
I called Trudy’s old sponsor and she set me up for this 
Saturday. It’s going to be at the Sheraton. Conference room 
2.

Lisa looks at Joe expectantly.

JOE
I don’t think I should.

LISA
Everyone that cares about Eric is going to be there. He 
really respects you.

JOE
It wouldn’t be appropriate. I wish him the best, though. Eric 
should get plenty of encouragement. He’s actually a pretty 
damn good writer.

LISA
He is? I mean, I’m not surprised. Well, I am, but we have a 
lot of writing talent in our family. I got the Best 
Handwriting award in second grade. 
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The teacher said my D’s belonged on a billboard. I used to 
fill my “Care Bears” notebooks with Duncan-Duncan’s pretty 
initials. I could never make the jump to cursive, though. Do 
you have a pen and paper? I’ll show you.

JOE
What? I zoned out.
(beat)
Sorry. Long night.

LISA
Don’t remind me. I’ve spent the last 12 hours staring at an 
IV drip. By the morning I would have sworn I could hear my 
mother’s dead cat Isis clawing at the door.

JOE
I wouldn’t share that with too many people.

LISA
You’d think working in a hospital would prepare me for 
something like this. It’s a lot different when it’s your own 
kid.

JOE
Nobody ever imagines it could happen to them. 

LISA
So, did you survive without me? How was your weekend?

JOE
Uneventful.

LISA
Not fair, I unloaded my baggage.

Lisa points at Joe’s head bandage.

LISA (CONT’D)
What’s wrong with your head?

JOE
I think doctors refer to it as “Narcissistic personality 
disorder.”

LISA
Come clean.

JOE
Okay. 
(matter-of-factly)
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I overdosed on prescription pain meds in a nightclub stall 
and bashed my head on the toilet.

Lisa laughs.

LISA
That sense of humor.

Lisa puts her feet up on Joe’s lap. Joe looks closely at her 
toes.

JOE
Are those little ducklings painted on your toes?

Lisa grins and nods. Joe frowns in disgust and pushes her 
feet off his lap.

INT. RACHEL’S SISTER’S HOUSE - AFTERNOON

Joe is sitting in front of the front door to Rachel’s 
sister’s house. He pauses for a moment to collect himself, 
then KNOCKS.

Rachel opens the door. Upon seeing Joe’s head injury, her 
demeanor is one of sympathy, but it slowly twists into anger 
as she recalls the recent events. 

RACHEL
Are you okay?

JOE
I’ll live.

INT. RACHEL’S SISTER’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Rachel walks into her sister’s house, followed by Joe. They 
stare at each other tentatively, both afraid to speak.

JOE
Where’s Jer?

RACHEL
What do you want?

JOE
I’m sorry --

RACHEL
I know.
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JOE
Can I at least try to explain myself?

RACHEL
Is this an apology, or an excuse?

JOE
Just give me a minute.

RACHEL
You had a your chance. You swore you’d clean up, and you 
didn’t.

JOE
It’s the only thing that dulls the pain.

RACHEL
Then talk to a doctor.

JOE
It’s not just the injury. I miss you. I miss our family.

RACHEL
That’s touching, really. You’ve always known how to tell a 
good story, Joe. But it’s all bullshit.
(beat)
Your own son found you dying from a drug overdose. His 
relationship with his father was nearly destroyed. But 
instead of showing him your love when he needed it the most, 
you gave it to some whore.

JOE
That’s what this is about? We were separated. It was never 
about love.  I’m half a man, here. 

RACHEL
You’re not a man at all. You run when people need you the 
most. You are a coward.

JOE
I’m here now. Just tell me what you want from me.

RACHEL
A divorce. I think it’s time.

Joe is visually shaken up by this, but he tries his best to 
maintain his composure.

JOE
Okay. That’s perfectly in your right... considering all 
that’s happened.
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(beat)
How are we going to explain this to Jeremy?

RACHEL
It’s better than explaining why you died. We’ve been 
separated for a while now. Jeremy’s adjusting. I’m able to 
concentrate on my career.
(beat)
We both knew this was coming, Joe. 

JOE
Where are you going to live?

RACHEL
I found something affordable that’s closer to the school 
district. That’s the benefit of working in real estate.

Jeremy enters the kitchen and opens the refrigerator. Joe 
watches him from across the open living room.

RACHEL (CONT’D)
Speaking of which, I need to get to work. 

JOE
On a Saturday?

RACHEL
That’s the world of responsibility. Sometimes we do things 
even when we don’t want to.

JOE
What’re you going to do with Jeremy?

RACHEL
I’m dropping him off at his friend Christopher’s for the 
evening.

JOE
I’ll take Jeremy. I want to apologize to him. Let me try to 
be responsible.

RACHEL
Who’s going to drive?

JOE
Barbara will be with us the whole time.

Jeremy grabs a carton of orange juice from the refrigerator 
and shuts the door. He looks over at his dad, frozen in 
thought. 
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EXT. BOARDWALK - AFTERNOON

Joe and Jeremy are sitting at the edge of the boardwalk, 
looking out over the ocean. Barbara is on the other end of 
the pier, smoking a cigarette.

JOE
Sorry about the tournament, buddy. There are hundreds of 
karate places in downtown LA, I’m sure we can find you a 
better one.

JEREMY
Why do you keep messing things up?

JOE
Because I’m sick. And I can’t seem to get better.

JEREMY
Like your back?

JOE
No. My back can never be fixed. This illness is different. I 
could get better, but I keep making myself sick. 

JEREMY
Why would you do that?

JOE
To avoid my responsibilities.

JEREMY
Like when Franky Flaplid tried to give himself Mono to get 
out of a math test?

JOE
Sort of like that.

JEREMY
That’s stupid.

JOE
Tell me about it.

A silent moment.

JOE (CONT’D)
Well, that’s it. I just wanted to say I’m sorry for being 
such a jerk lately. Let’s get you to your friend’s house.

JEREMY
I don’t want to go. I hate Christopher. He spits in my food.
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JOE
You need some new friends.

JEREMY
I can’t find anyone I like.

JOE
Everybody loves “Hero Joe.”

JEREMY
He tried to save his friend, even though he could have been 
killed. He got shot protecting his buddy. If you were with 
him, you never had to worry. “Hero Joe” always had your back.

Joe looks up at the ocean’s horizon, as if suddenly hit with 
an epiphany. He takes out his phone and checks the time, then 
moves up to Barbara.

JOE
Barb. Take me to the Sheraton. 

BARBARA
Why? Don’t we need to drop Jeremy off at his friend’s house?

JOE
No time.

INT. HOTEL CONFERENCE ROOM - MORNING

An INTERVENTIONIST sits cross-legged with a pad of paper in 
his lap. He is a tiny, practically hairless man. His voice is 
raspy from years of smoking, and his face is wrinkled and pre-
maturely aged.

INTERVENTIONIST
This is what we call a “care-frontation,” okay? We’ve 
gathered here today to show Eric that the addiction is not 
only hurting himself, but also the ones he loves dearest. 

We WIDEN OUT to see that Lisa is the only other person in the 
hotel conference room. Half a dozen empty chairs are situated 
in a circle, with a pad of paper and a pen on each one.

INTERVENTIONIST (CONT’D)
You couldn’t find anyone else?

LISA
My husband should be here soon.
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INTERVENTIONIST
Well, when Eric opens the door we’ll all going to be ready 
with our personal messages. What’s the reason you told him to 
come?

LISA
I said a studio wanted to interview him for a modeling job.

INTERVENTIONIST
That’s good.

LISA
It didn’t feel right to lie.

INTERVENTIONIST
It’s important that we catch him off guard, okay? Then his 
addiction won’t have time to set up a defense.

Keith opens the door and walks inside. 

KEITH
Some asshole flipped his SUV on the side of the freeway.

The interventionist stands up to shake Keith’s hand.

INTERVENTIONIST
Hi. You’re the husband, I take it? 

KEITH
Keith.

INTERVENTIONIST
Nice to meet you. Please, take a seat.

Keith chooses a chair that’s furthest from Lisa and the 
interventionist.

INTERVENTIONIST (CONT’D)
Good of you to join us. Did you write your letter?

KEITH
I know what I’m going to say.

EXT. HOTEL - LATER

Joe’s van pulls up in front of the hotel. The ramp lowers and 
Joe exits the vehicle. He looks back at Barbara and Jeremy, 
who are still inside the van.
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JEREMY
Where are you going?

JOE
Just wait here with Aunt Barb. This should only be a few 
minutes.

INT. HOTEL CONFERENCE ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

The interventionist leans forward in his chair, orating 
passionately. His hands gesticulate wildly as he speaks.

INTERVENTIONIST
Okay. Now, as I was saying... The addiction is a horrible 
disease that does not want to die, okay? It’s going to do 
everything in its power to stay, including lying, denial, 
arguing --

KEITH
You know what helps with that? A belt across the face.

INTERVENTIONIST
Please, no violence.

KEITH
If I laid a hand on Eric he’d break in two. He gets that from 
his mom’s side of the family. They’re a weak people. 
Dependence is in his DNA.

INTERVENTIONIST
Well, we’re here to put a stop to that trend.

A KNOCK at the door. The interventionist gets up and opens it 
to find Joe waiting in the hallway.

LISA
You came!

JOE
(introducing self)
Joe Stark. 

INTERVENTIONIST
I’m glad you’re here. Take a seat. Wait, what am I saying? 
You already have the best seat in the house.

Lisa pulls a chair away for Joe to move in. He positions 
himself next to Lisa in the circle and faces Keith.
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KEITH
The great “Hero Joe.”

JOE
Not that great, I assure you.

KEITH
You here for the ADA convention? We just sold a bunch of 
adaptive step-ladders to a bunch of you people.

JOE
My people?

KEITH
You know... differently-abled.

JOE
Cripples.

KEITH
These were little guys... What’s the polite thing to call 
them now? Dwarves?

JOE
Midgets?

KEITH
No, no... I saw a show about them. They’re very particular.

JOE
I think they prefer to be called “people.”

KEITH
Oh, I’m sorry. I probably offended you. That isn’t like me. I 
try to be very PC.

JOE
I don’t.

KEITH
You probably have all shapes, sizes, and orientations in show 
business. I admire that about your profession. Equal 
opportunity. Businesses could make a lot more money if they 
treated everyone the same.

JOE
Like customers?

KEITH
Exactly. You’re actually a smart guy. Ever consider going 
into marketing?
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JOE
No offense buddy, but I’d rather lose the other half of my 
body.

Silence.

LISA
He’s got a great sense of humor.

INTERVENTIONIST
Good. Now that we’re all acquainted...

Lisa’s phone rings. She answers it.

LISA
Hello?
(beat)
Yes. Conference room 2.

Lisa ends the call and puts her phone away.

LISA (CONT’D)
He’s here.

They all stare at each other in silence, fidgeting anxiously. 
The wait seems like an eternity.

A loud KNOCK at the door. The interventionist quickly stands 
up and opens the door. A surprised Eric enters the room. The 
interventionist steps in front of him and shakes his hand.

INTERVENTIONIST
Eric. Your family has told me a lot about you.

ERIC
Mom? Joe?

LISA
We love you, Eric.

ERIC
Wait. This is an intervention. I saw a show about this.

KEITH
Sit down.

Eric sits in the circle of chairs facing Joe and Keith.

INTERVENTIONIST
Go ahead, Mom.

 97



Lisa opens her notebook and begins to read aloud.

LISA
Eric, my dearest baby. You’ve lost so much weight I barely 
recognize you. 

ERIC
Come on.

LISA
Last year, when we were at your grandmother’s for 
Thanksgiving dinner, we could hear you throwing up in the 
bathroom.

ERIC
I had the stomach flu.

INTERVENTIONIST
Please, let her finish. You’ll get a chance to speak.

KEITH
In Eric’s defense, her mother’s cooking is pretty bad.

ERIC
I don’t have a problem.

KEITH
Good. Because, honestly, what kind of man has an eating 
disorder? It’s embarrassing.

JOE
What he means is, we just want you to get help.

ERIC
You’re one to talk, Joe.
(points to interventionist)
You could snort him under the table.

LISA
Eric!

ERIC
It’s true. He’s hooked on prescription pain meds. He even let 
me have some.

LISA
You gave drugs to my son?

JOE
That’s only because I had his phone with the naked pictures 
on them.
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KEITH
What the hell is going on?

ERIC
None of your business, Keith.

Keith gets up and stands over Eric menacingly.

KEITH
Tell me!

ERIC
What’re you gonna do? Beat it out of me?

KEITH
Maybe I should. Last time obviously wasn’t enough.

Joe moves in front of Eric and faces Keith.

JOE
You gave him that bruise? You hit your own kid?

KEITH
This doesn’t concern you, gimp.

ERIC
I’m so out of here.

LISA
Eric, wait!

Eric opens the door and flees from the conference room. 

KEITH
Un-fucking-believable.

Keith follows Eric out the door. Joe and Lisa look at the 
interventionist, expecting him to know what to do. He clearly 
doesn’t.

EXT. HOTEL - MOMENTS LATER

Eric is sitting against the hotel wall with his head in his 
hands.

Keith BURSTS through the hotel entryway and begins to 
approach Eric. Joe follows Keith closely from behind.

KEITH
Get back inside, Eric!
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JOE
Leave him the hell alone!

Keith turns around to face Joe.

KEITH
Look, it’s Hero Joe, here to save the day.

JOE
Lay another hand on him, and I’ll --

Keith laughs.

KEITH
Do what? Hit me with your limp dick?

Jeremy and Barbara are sitting in the van, watching the 
action unfold from across the parking lot.

KEITH (CONT’D)
Just because my wife’s giving you a pity fuck doesn’t mean 
you know what’s best for my family.

JOE
What?

KEITH
That’s right. She’s just doing it because she feels sorry for 
you.

Joe RAMS his wheelchair’s foot plates into Keith’s shins. 
Keith stumbles back a bit.

KEITH (CONT’D)
Hey! I’m warning you, pal. I’m not afraid to hit a cripple.

Eric takes out his cell phone and begins RECORDING the fight 
between Joe and Keith.

Again, Joe RAMS his wheelchair into Keith’s legs. Keith 
SHOVES Joe back, nearly pushing him over.

Jeremy LEAPS out of the van and runs up to Keith.

JEREMY
Don’t hurt my dad!

Jeremy KICKS Keith in the knees, causing him to crumple over 
in pain. Keith then stands up, and raises his fist over a 
terrified looking Jeremy.
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Like a cowboy drawing a pistol, Joe pulls out the stun gun 
and ZAPS Keith. 

Slammed with a surge of electricity, Keith FALLS flat on his 
back. He lies on the ground, twitching in agony.

Joe, Lisa, Barbara, and the interventionist approach Keith. 
They look down at his jerking body, reluctant to offer help.

LISA
Think he’ll be okay?

Keith stops moving.

BARBARA
He’s still breathing.

JOE
He’ll walk it off.

Joe looks at Eric victoriously. Eric slowly lowers his phone 
and stops recording.

EXT. HOTEL - LATER

Eric and Joe are talking by the van. Lisa, Barbara, and the 
interventionist are sitting on the ground tending to a dazed 
looking Keith.

ERIC
I appreciate the save. 

JOE
Don’t mention it.

ERIC
No, really. You’ve gone above and beyond. Thanks for 
everything. 

JOE
Just playing my part.

ERIC
For what it’s worth, I don’t think you’re a coward. In fact, 
you’re the bravest person I know.

JOE
Well, I still think you’re a dick.

Joe socks Eric in the arm playfully. Eric grimaces in pain.
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ERIC
Ow.

JOE
Sorry.

ERIC
Bulimic-anorexic, remember?

JOE
You gonna go?

ERIC
Come with me. There’s no reason we should have to do this 
alone.

JOE
I don’t think so.

ERIC
Please. Like you have anything better to do. You’re 
unemployed.

Joe looks at his feet, defeated.

JOE
Damnit.

CUT TO:

EXT. HOTEL - LATER

Joe approaches Lisa and the interventionist. 

JOE
He’ll do it.

Lisa swells with happiness.

INTERVENTIONIST
Excellent. The plane tickets are waiting.

JOE
Got room for two more?
(to Lisa)
I’m going to need someone to help me into bed while I 
violently detoxify.

Lisa swoops down and HUGS Joe. He embraces her for a moment, 
then pushes away.
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LISA
Right. No touching.

Eric and Jeremy are leaning up against the hotel wall, 
chatting away.

ERIC
Awesome kick, dude. 

JEREMY
I know.

ERIC
Will you teach me one day?

JEREMY
Sure. You should bulk up like me.

ERIC
Think so?

JEREMY
Yeah. Chicks dig a six-pack.

Joe looks at Lisa and shrugs. 

INT. AIRPLANE - EVENING

Joe is sitting in an airplane, gazing thoughtfully through 
the window at the darkening sky. A bit of his reflection can 
be seen in the glass. A small glimpse of dying sun can be 
seen through the clouds, blanketing the air with a hopeful 
afterglow.

FADE TO:

INT. REHAB CENTER CAFE - TWO WEEKS LATER

Joe and Eric are sitting at a table in the rehab center 
cafeteria. Joe’s hair is cut, and he is neatly shaved. He 
looks much more alert and perky.

Eric also looks healthier. His skin is not as pale, and his 
posture has straightened noticeably.

Eric pokes at a fruit cup with a plastic spoon.

JOE
Eat it before I shove it up your ass.
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ERIC
I’ve gained five pounds already.

JOE
And it’s gone straight to your head.

ERIC
You going to group today?

JOE
The warden gave me a reprieve. I’m flying down for my kid’s 
karate tournament.

ERIC
I’m surprised they still let him make a fist.
(beat)
Take me with you. If I eat one more bite of this rehab 
cafeteria food, I’m going to puke. Figuratively speaking.

Joe’s phone rings. He answers it.

JOE
Hello?

CUT TO:

INT. AGENT’S OFFICE - SAME TIME

Marty is on the phone with his feet up on the desk. 

MARTY
Genius, man. Absolutely brilliant.

INTERCUT between the office and the cafeteria.

JOE
Excuse me?

MARTY
You don’t know?

JOE
Do I want to?

MARTY
Where’ve you been for the past two weeks? You’re an internet 
superstar.
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Marty moves to his computer and navigates to a webpage. He 
opens a video in the internet browser, and begins to play 
back the recording of Joe and Keith fighting. 

MARTY (CONT’D)
That video of you zapping that punk went viral. Just Google 
“Cripple tazes douchebag.” This is exactly the shot in the 
arm that Hero Joe needed. My phone is off the hook.

JOE
So the 3D thing is still on?

MARTY
Forget that noise. We’re talking television series. A 
dramatized serial about the real Joe. Creative writing 
teacher by day, ass kicker by night.

Joe covers the phone’s receiver and looks at Eric.

JOE
Good job, Cell Phone.

INT. BIG KARATE DOJO - AFTERNOON

Jeremy’s arm SNAPS a board in half. The then turns to the 
large audience, and bows.

The crowd erupts with APPLAUSE. The dojo is large and filled 
to the brim with excited spectators.

Joe is sitting in the audience, proudly watching his son 
during this important moment. Lisa is behind him with her 
arms draped around his shoulders. Eric sits next to Joe, 
watching the tournament intently.

Rachel is sitting across the crowd in a separate part of the 
audience. Joe looks at her as they share a passing glance of 
mutual reminiscence. Joe looks back at his son, and smiles. 

THE END
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