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SHAMELESS

FADE | N:
EXT. CH CAGO UPTOMN - NI GHT

Bl azing fire. Public bonfire. POPS and BANGS of fireworks. A
MALE VO CE begi ns over |um nous faces - adults and kids -
t hat the CAMERA picks out of the crowd in the bondi ng gl ow

FRANK (V. Q.)
Nobody' s sayi ng this nei ghborhood' s
t he Garden of Eden, hell sone
peopl e say God avoids this place
al together, but it's been a good
honme to us, to nme and ny kids, who
I"m proud of; 'cause every single
one of themremnds ne a little bit
of me. Fiona, ny rock, a huge help.

FI ONA, attractive, but not gorgeous, eighteen, |aughing.

FRANK ( CONT' D)
Has all the best qualities of her
not her -- except she’s not a raging
psycho bitch.

QU CK-CUT to Fiona with two Kl eenexs and two kids, put’s a
ti ssue to each kid s nose and orders “Blow ”. They do.

FRANK ( CONT' D)
Lip, smart as a whip. Straight A's
and the honor roll. And people
t hought when | dropped himon his
head it was a bad thing.

LI P, sixteen, handsone, athletic, drinking a brown-bagged
Pabst tallboy, no doubt lifted fromsone 7-11.

FRANK ( CONT’ D)
Boy’s definitely going sonewhere --

QUI CK- CUT of Lip, charging STRAI GHT AT and over us, followed
by two Chicago cops, in heated, sweaty pursuit.

FRANK ( CONT’ D)
lan, industrious, conscientious,
anbitious, incredible work ethic.

AN, fifteen, smling, alittle goofy, instantly I|ikeable.



FRANK ( CONT’ D)
Don’t have a clue where he got that
from |1’ mno biologist, but he
| ooks a bit like my brother, he and
the ex were close. Wants to be a
par at r ooper.

QUI CK-CUT of lan in ROTC uniform seriously working a wooden
rifle in close-order drills on a weedy pl ayground.

FRANK ( CONT’ D)
Grls are going to |l ove this guy.
Carl... Carl..

CARL, el even. Shaved head, also drinking froma brown bag --
here’s hoping there’s a Fanta Orange hiding in there.

FRANK ( CONT’ D)
| don't really know that nuch about
Carl... Onh, he's got beautiful
hair, fetches top dollar at the wg
shop. We don't tell the wi g |ady
he’s a magnet for lice. Debbiel
Sent by God, a total angel, don’t
know what we’d do w t hout her.

DEBBI E, ten. Hooting and hollering at the fire, holding her
toddl er brother, LIAM in her arns.

FRANK ( CONT' D)
Rai ses noney for UN CEF year-round,
sone of which she turns in.

QUI CK- CUT of Debbie, sitting on her bed, shaking change out
of an upside down, much-used, orange UN CEF box.

FRANK ( CONT’ D)
Liam gonna be a star --

QUICK-CUT to the toddl er Liam wearing a di aper and not hi ng
el se, comng straight at us down a hallway, in the mdst of a
SCREAM NG, head- bangi ng TANTRUM

FRANK ( CONT’ D)
-- once Medi cade agrees to cover
the Ritalin.
(and)
Kev and Veronica, fantastic
nei ghbor s!

KEV, thirty, handsone, none too bright, arns wapped tightly
around VERONI CA. Thirty-four, black, sexy, vivacious, tank
top at least two sizes too snall.



FRANK ( CONT' D)
There’s nothing they won't do for
each other...or too each ot her.

QU CK-CUT to Kev pulling a red ball out of his nouth,
Veroni ca behind himin | eather Catwoman mask. He grins.

KEV
Didn't hurt half as nmuch as |
t hought it would... Your turn

FRANK (VO)
Love to fuck. | never realized how
little sex | was having ‘til V and
Kev moved in next door. And ne...

Finally, a face to go with the voice. Forties, glassy-eyed.
Long, unkenpt hair, Army surplus jacket, tattered Van Hal en
Wrld Tour ‘84 T-shirt. Hoisting his sixth or seventh 40 of
the night as SIRENS build in the distance.

FRANK ( CONT’ D)
Frank Gal | agher, father, teacher,
mentor. Captain of our ship. W may
not have much, but the kids can al
think for ourselves, for which they
have ne to thank, and all of us, to
a man, know first and forenost the
nost vital necessity in this life --
we know how to party!

The SIRENS are closer now The crowd finally begins to

di sperse, Frank anong the last to go. As the CAMERA pulls
away fromhim we SLOAY REVEAL - not a bonfire - but a
bur ni ng abandoned car! And they weren't fireworks but

expl odi ng spray cans ki ds have been tossing into the bl aze.

Fire engi nes and Chicago PD cars speed onto the scene as the
| ocal community scatters to avoid arrest |eave, flipping the
finger and yelling obscenities at the killjoy cops as we --

CUT TGO
I NT. GALLAGHER HOUSE - MORNI NG

Fiona, in the mrror of the one cranped bathroom T-shirt,
underwear, no make-up. She runs a qui ck brush through her
hair, stares at herself in the mrror, not great, but it’s
gonna have to do. Shoves her way out into the narrow hall --

BANGS on a door covered with Machi ne Head and Seet her
posters, shoves it open to REVEAL her three sleeping brothers
packed into a roomthe size of a |arge closet --



FI ONA
7: 15 nonkeys!

Doesn’t wait for a response, but the boys are stirring. On to
t he next door, this one covered in Zac Efron and Jonas
Brot hers. BANGS agai n, pushes it open to REVEAL --

Debbi e, already up and dressed, pulling Liamfromthe crib
that butts up agai nst Debbie’s snmall bed and neat, tidy desk.

FI ONA ( CONT’ D)
7: 15!

On to the next door, doesn’t bother to knock, it’s her room
the small est yet, barely big enough for her bed. No cl oset,
only an overflow ng, nmakeshift clothes rack. Wggles into

j eans, digs around on the floor for boots as we --

CUT TGO
I NT. GALLAGHER KI TCHEN - MORNI NG

Fi ona puts ki ng-size Costco boxes of Kix and Corn Fl akes on
the table, a stack of bows, a fistful of spoons. Mwves to
the fridge for the mlk as she checks the cal endar on the
door -- it’s covered in notes and rem nders of what needs
doi ng, chores, school events, bills. Her finger finds today
and a scrawled “El ectric” enphatically underlined.

FI ONA
Shit...

Puts the mlk carton on the table as Lip wanders in, half-
asleep. Pulls a small box out of a cupboard, grabs a bill off
the fridge and tosses it in the box along with sone noney.

Deftly retrieves the nearly enpty mlk carton fromLip before
he can pour it on his cereal, drops the box in front of him

FI ONA ( CONT’ D)
El ectric...

She heads for the sink fills the plastic mlk carton with
water fromthe tap as lan wanders in, takes his seat next to
Li p. Lip drops cash into the box, passes it on to Ian.

LI P
El ectric...

Carl appears sleepily as Fiona plops the now nearly full
carton of watered-down mlk back onto the table. Lip takes it
wi thout missing a beat, pours it on his cereal, hands the
mlk to lan, as lan hands the box to Carl.



| AN
El ectric...

Carl stares at the box as Debbie arrives, Liamon her hip.
Debbi e straps Liaminto a beat-up highchair and heads for the
coffee on the counter, pouring herself a big nug. Carl hands
Debbi e the box wi thout having put anything in.

CARL
El ectric...

Debbi e studies the bill, checks the noney in the box, pulls a
few carefully folded dollars fromher small purse. Fiona
noves to Carl, a quick perusal of his Foo Fighters T-shirt --

FI ONA
No.

She snaps her fingers at him notions for the shirt.

FI ONA ( CONT’ D)
You’ ve got a Happy Meal on the
front of that shirt.

Food stains. Carl pulls it off reluctantly as lan pulls a
slip of paper fromhis pocket.

I AN
Field trip, | need Dad s signature.

Debbi e takes it. The boys are shoving cereal into their
nmouths as if it’s their last nmeal. Fiona turns Carl’s dirty T-
shirt inside out.

FI ONA
Arnms up. ..

Slips the now inside-out T-shirt back onto Carl as Debbie
pushes the perm ssion slip back to lan, signed. Lip notices
the signature as it passes, is inpressed.

LIP
That’s really getting good...

DEBBI E
I need sonething for show and tell.

LIP
M. Yublonski left his prosthetic
leg out in his yard again.



I AN
| ve got sone spunky boxer shorts
in ny room

Fi ona WHACKS | an on the back of the head, throws a load into
t he washer, tosses in detergent, then inexplicably jans a
chair under the washer door handl e and starts the machi ne.

FI ONA
How nmuch are we short?

She nmeans the box. Debbie’ s already figured it out.

DEBBI E
Ei ghteen dollars and thirty cents.

LIP
I"’mtutoring after school, should
be able to kick in ten nore.

I AN
Pay day at the store is Friday.
(grins)
Carl put in anything?
DEBBI E
No.
I AN
(to Carl)

You' re al nost twelve, you re gonna
have to start chippin in.

LIP
A real job, not just dipping into
the collection plate at St. Tins.

Fi ona gathers up the cereal, mlk. It's alnost time to go.

FI ONA
I'mfilling in for Candi again
today, | can cover the rest.
LIP

Extra kraut on m ne.

I AN
No onions, only relish

FI ONA
It’s a day gane, soneone’s going to
have to stay home with Liam



The boys stand, head for the sink with their bows, pulling
on jackets, grabbing backpacks.

LIP
Cal culus test and tutoring.

I AN
I’ mworking after school.

Fiona | ooks to Carl, he stares back blankly. That isn’t going
to work. A frustrated Debbie’ s the | ast one standing.

DEBBI E
Show and tell?

Fi ona thinks, then reaches across, pulls Liamfromthe
hi ghchair, STICKS himin Debbie's arns.

FI ONA
Show them the birthmark on his
back. It |ooks |ike Latvia.

CUT TGO
EXT. GALLAGHER S HOUSE - DAY

Lip, lan, Carl and finally Debbie with Liamjamed into a
baby backpack, |egs and arns flapping as she runs, al
bonbi ng out of the house, scattering in different directions.

CUT TO
I NT/ EXT. US CELLULAR FI ELD - DAY

Fi ona wal ks briskly along the concourse of the Wiite Sox’s
honme field passing | egions of fans filing in, makes her way
to an All Star Stand - beer, nachos, and of course, hot dogs.
Swi ngs under the counter, smles at one of the wonen already
wor ki ng as she grabs an apron and Sox cap fromthe rack.

WOVAN
No Candi again?

FI ONA
Bobby’ s got a bail hearing.

WOVAN
That kid s going to be the death of
her. What is it this tine?

FI ONA
Tried tagging a cop car, with the
cops still init.



Fiona steps up to the counter, smles at a custoner. A m ddle-
aged man in an A-Rod jersey and NY cap.

FI ONA ( CONT’ D)
Yankees, huh? No need to buy a
beer, you' |l be wearing one soon
enough. Wat can | get ya, sir?

CUT TGO
EXT. SHEILA' S HOUSE - DAY

Li p approaches a small house. A mddle aged woman, SHEI LA,
opens the door mcroscopically. The outside world scares
her. But she's happy enough at the nonent.

LIP
I’mhere to hel p Karen study for
her md-term

SHEI LA

Okay. Take your shoes off.
LIP

What ?
KAREN S MUM

"Il get you a plastic bag.
Which is a bit baffling for him but what the hell.
I NT. SHEILA' S DI NI NG ROOM - DAY

We start on Lip’s white tube socks, shoes in a plastic A&P
bag hangi ng on the back of his chair next to his backpack.
He's seated at a small dining roomtable drawi ng a di agram
KAREN sits opposite. Sheila in the attached kitchen. Karen
whi spers to Lip.

KAREN
She's got a thing about people
bringing dirt into the house.

LIP
Ri ght .

KAREN
Agor aphobi a.

LIP
Oh, right.



The whole roomis invested with clown-notif objects -
t abl emats, cl ocks, ornanents - clowns everywhere. Karen
studies Lip as he confidently conpletes a menoni c di agram

LI P (CONT’ D)
If you renmenber it like this, the
formul a's visible.
(turns it around to her)
M dget naked w tch bendi ng over and
she's crying 'cuz she's |ost one
ear and she can't find it.

It's atiny'm with abig'V init's owm box to denote
"squared'. He's clever. She | ooks grateful.

KAREN
How cone you know all this?

LIP
Just sonething | like to fool
around with.

KAREN
Li ke a hobby?

LIP
More |ike a plan.

KAREN
Physi cs?

LIP
Sure.
(takes the paper back)
Have you done Newton's First? |['ve
got a great one for that.

He starts another diagram He |oves this, the science but
showi ng-of f for her too. She’s smitten, physics excites her.

LI P (CONT' D)
"Every Body Continues In A State O
Rest Or Uniform Mdtion Unless Acted
Upon By An External..

He lifts his head to address her. ..

LI P ( CONT' D)
...Force'.

She's not there. Lip's horror when he finds Karen runmmagi ng
around his crotch under the table. Quietly:



10.

LI P ( CONT' D)
Hang on. Karen, cone on, |I'mnot...

Urgent thought - where's her nmonf? Right there, visible on the
ot her side of the kitchen island, making dinner, TV on.

LI P (CONT' D)
Karen, I... I'"mstill going to have
to charge you

Her head peeps curiously fromunder the table cloth.

KAREN
Charge ne?

LIP

This isn't charity - | get paid for
tut ori ng.

KAREN
(sm | es/then)
I know, science just turns ne on.

A beat. Considers it for a nonent, then:

LIP
kay.

She vani shes under the table cloth again. He fidgets in fits
of bliss, keeping an eye on her nom s whereabouts.

SHEI LA IN THE KI TCHEN, obliviously, ritually follow ng
instructions from Rachel Ray on the counter-top TV.

Lip stifles squeaks and grunts as he heads towards orgasm
CUT TO
I NT. GALLAGHER HOUSE BOYS BEDROOM - LATE AFTERNOON

Lip drops his spunky undies, drags on a clean pair, slips his
j eans back on. The second he stuffs his soiled shorts down to
the bottom of a laundry sack. The --

Door flings open. Fiona in a new dress, price tag still
dangling fromthe back, her hair in a towel, prowing the
boys' bedroom for -

FI ONA
Li p, can | borrow your deodorant?

LIP
I"musing lan's.
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She's about to | eave then reaches for the |aundry sack.

FI ONA
If I stick this in the washer
before I go out, will you keep an
eye on it?

He snatches the |laundry sack back.

LI P
Do it tonorrow

FI ONA
God, it stinks in here.

LI P
There's a T-shirt | need.

FI ONA
You' re |ike chinps, you three!

VERONI CA
Fi onal

Veroni ca appears in the doorway. She |ooks great, short
skirt, boots, |ow cut blouse -- way too snall, of course.

VERONI CA ( CONT' D)
W need to go if we're gonna get a
ride to the club.

FI ONA
Fi ve m nut es.

Lip deftly retrieves his spunky undies, only seconds before
Fiona turns back to reclaimthe [ aundry sack. Veronica spies
the price tag still hanging off the back of Fiona' s dress.
Goes to yank it off.

FI ONA ( CONT’ D)
No...This has to go back tonorrow.

Veronica tears it off anyway.

VERONI CA
I have a tag gun, we can put it
back on | ater.
(a tag gun?)
From when | worked at TJMaxx.

FI ONA

(to Lip)
Hot dogs downstairs. Nachos too.
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And they' re gone. Lip sags with relief. Scouts the roomfor a
hi di ng place for the undies - then shoves the shorts behind
the dresser. But dislodges sonething that drops to the floor.
He curses, fishes under the dresser to retrieve -- a study
fol der, decorated with an (obviously) teenage nmale's coll age
of Fergie's butt, Keira Knightly, pouting, etc. Somebody's
secret porn stash? One of his brothers' secret cache of...

Lip's face freezes as he unveils the contents -- naked
cowboys kissing?! Each OTHER?! Then cops! Sailors! -- plus
every ot her staple fantasy of your gay porn stash. He barely
has tine to cope with the horror of it all, before...

Foot steps comi ng upstairs. Lip panics, conceals the study
fol der behind his back. Then - PING -- in bolts his brother,
lan - a year younger, less '"worldy' than Lip... or so Lip had
al ways thought... until he's suddenly watching lan hurriedly
strip out of school clothes, (shirt, shoes), into sneakers
and a ratty, favorite T-shirt.

| AN
Hey. ..

LIP
Hey. ..

As lan stretches his arns through the sl eeves, Lip, across
the room is suddenly fram ng the guy against the huge
posters over lan's bed - a horny Fergie poster and a Marine
recruiting poster, three incredibly handsone Marines in dress
blues with shiny phallic sabers, rigidly at attention.

Li p's shock. Hi s brother's GAY?!!
CUT TO
| NT. DOANTOWN NI GHTCLUB - NI GHT

Fiona, revelling in the heat and chaos, having a fantastic
time dancing with her friends.

STEVE, a young guy (23), standing on the bal cony above,

| ooki ng down at her. He's conspicuous in these surroundi ngs
because he's alone. Al around him groups of friends are
maki ng the nost of it. He's just a silent observer. Not

| onely, not unhappy. Just one of those guys who can | ook
happy in his own conpany.

H s eyes focus on a G RL dancing next to Fiona. Red hair, big
tits, obvious. Then watches Fiona herself, who doesn't see
him Her eyes are anywhere but on Steve. She's actually
eyebal ling a cruising SU TOR, who's dancing closer and cl oser
to her. The Suitor approaches, is now dancing with her.
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ANGLE - Steve sniling neverthel ess. Then somet hi ng goes
wong. We hear an almghty YELL. Fiona's yell --

FI ONA
Hey!

Steve sees Fiona hit the deck, on her ass. Her 'suitor' is
actually a thief who does this often - swoons a girl with his
danci ng eyes, then takes off with her purse. Wich is where
we see the last of the guy - bolting towards a fire exit,
where an associate waits to jamthe door open for him

FI ONA ( CONT' D)
My purse! Bastard has ny purse!!

Steve reacts like a true filmhero. Spectacul ar dive across

t he dance floor, skids on his belly, msses the thief by an
inch and ploughs into a table of drinks. This stuns onl ookers
for all the wong reasons - how CRAPPY was that!?

EXT. DOMNTOM NI GHTCLUB PARKI NG LOT - N GHT

Fi ona chases the suitor outside, but the thief and his
croni es escape in an anonynous sedan, only illumnating their
headl i ghts once the license plate's too distant to read.

FI ONA
Asshol es!

Ot her cl ubbers have enmerged to witness this, Steve too -
eventual ly. He's brushing glass and debris off his clothes.

STEVE
Sorry.

Ver oni ca pushes through the crowd, glowing with adm ration
for Steve's stunt.

VERONI CA
That was fucking incredible. Truly,
honestly, one of the nost heroic
things |I've ever seen.

Steve beans with gratitude. She turns to Fiona.
VERONI CA ( CONT' D)
You see hinf
(to Steve)
Stupid. But, man...! Heroic!

Fiona smles, she sawit.
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VERONI CA ( CONT’ D)
My god, you're bl eeding.

She’s right, his forehead. He touches it. Smles, his intro:

STEVE
Steve. | was gonna offer to buy you
a drink anyway.

Veroni ca's noddi ng consent on Fiona's behal f, which sonehow
comuni cates how nmuch she'd like her friend to find a guy
this nice. Wich is also occurring to Fiona as a decent
conpensation for this shitty night out. And, in the nmagic of
this nonent, they turn back towards the club, until --

BOUNCER
(bl ocki ng them
Where do you think you re going?

VERONI CA
Are you serious?

BOUNCER
Where's his stanp?

VERONI CA
Hi s what ?
(to Fiona, outraged)
Can you believe this fucking joker?
(to Bouncer)
If you were doing your job, he
woul dn't have had to.

BOUNCER
No stanp, no re-entry.

VERONI CA
Is he for real?
(to Bouncer)
Fat usel ess prick!

BOUNCER

Fine. You're all barred.
FI ONA

For what ?
BOUNCER

(trunps up a charge)
Dr ugs.
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FI ONA
He probably let 'em get away
because he knows 'em

BOUNCER
(alarnmed/it's true)
Hey, shut up, skank

STEVE
Wat ch your nout h.

BOUNCER
O you'll be doing - what?

Bouncer | ooks ready to deck Steve, who is no match, not in a
mllion years. Fiona steps in.

FI ONA
Forget it.
(to Veronica)
Lets get a cab.
(to Steve)
Thanks. Thanks anyway.

Steve stands down, waves delicately to the girls. The Bouncer
at ease. Then Steve suddenly spins and whacks the fat prick.
One hard punch, taking us and the Bouncer by surprise.

Then runs like the wind across traffic. The Bouncer takes off
after Steve but doesn't stand a chance, Steve’'s fast.

ANGLE - Veronica and Fiona, shocked and anused, cheering
Steve on. The Bouncer won't risk the traffic. G ves up.

Fi ona and V circumavi gate the Bouncer’s return to conti nue
in Steve's direction, howing abuse at the Bouncer from a
safe distance. Steve taunts the guy and flashes his ass for
t he how i ng anusenent of his newfound allies as we --

CUT TGO

I NT. GALLAGHER BOYS' BEDROOM - NI GHT

lan and Lip tucked in adjacent beds for the night. Lipis
quietly struggling with a task he's dreading to conpl ete. But
he knows lan's not quite asleep yet, so --

LIP
| got a hummer today.

I an spool s back that statement, hinges up on one arm snles
wi th anmusenent at this bullshit.
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I AN
What's the | aw on sex with pets?
LIP
From Karen Jackson
I AN
No way!
LIP

She got a Cin Physics. Needs a B

Lip slips out of bed and swaggers to the dresser by the

wi ndow to get away fromthe sleeping Carl in the bed cl osest
to the door. Carl's growing sinusitis and the soundproof
earplugs he wears as a routine, have protected himfrom
dozens of conversations this revealing. It's Carl's choice -
eavesdropping on the real world is a hobby he tends to avoid.

lan joins Lip at the window, starts rolling a joint, studying
Lip to gauge the truth.

I AN
You woul dn't have waited this |ong
to tell nme.

LIP
Fi ve hours?

| AN
You're full of shit.

Lip shrugs a 'couldn't care |less'. Strategic pause.

LIP
You ever had a knob-job?

I AN
(can't help a chuckle)
Once or twice..

LIP
Didn't hear you rushing to tell ne.

lan shoots a tantalizing grin. H's secret.

LI P (CONT' D)
If we tell each other everything...

Only now does lan realize he's been expertly anbushed by this
conversation. Lip stares hard.
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LI P (CONT' D)
"l ess you got it sucked by a guy?
(mal evol ent smile)
...for instance?

lan i s suddenly over-exposed. Lip reaches behind the dresser
for the porn, throws it to lan. They hold a stare, until lan
shrinks back to his bed, tucks the porn pointlessly under his
mattress. Tries crying quietly, but squeaks nuffled distress.

Lip pans the roomback to their third male sibling, Carl, to
make sure he's still sound asleep in his bed.

Lip envies Carl's ignorance. UNTIL... raucous noise from
downstairs, voice, cackling, mnmusic --

I NT. GALLAGHER LI VI NG ROOM - NI GHT

Musi ¢ punpi ng out at indecent volune fromthe stereo. Fiona
comes fromthe kitchen with a bow of hot water

FI ONA
No ki dding, Steve. You're dead if
he ever |ays eyes on you. And |
mean. . . DEAD.

Veroni ca handles a sterile trauma kit used in ERs - swabs,
tweezers, saline, renoves bits of glass from Steve's scal p.

VERONI CA
| nearly peed nyself when you hit
him.. well | did alittle.

She and Fiona | augh hysterically at this indiscretion. Steve
adjusts as Gal | agher kids start appearing fromupstairs -
Debbi e, then Lip, then Carl. Al here to investigate the din.

STEVE

How many of you live here?!
VERONI CA

Not nme, |'mone-down. But the old

guy next door died in March, which
I guess technically makes us next
door nei ghbors.

CARL
(droll)
Di ed March, found August.

Steve grimaces at the image, which sonehow | eads himto --
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STEVE
So you're a nurse, Veronica?

VERONI CA
Used to be.

FI ONA
(anused)
Lyi ng bitch!

LIP
She wor ked i n housekeepi ng at Cook
County. Bedpans and shit sheets.

VERONI CA
Fine! But | was offered a place in
t he Nursing School .

FI ONA
Fine, but it never happened.
(to Steve)

They fired her for selling nedical
supplies on eBay.

VERONI CA
WIIl you shut up! We don't even
know hi m
(to Steve)
Sit still.
STEVE
I will. If you quit sticking your

tits in my back.

Veronica jabs himw th tweezers. Steve does a cartoon yelp,
maki ng the kids |laugh. Steve turns to Carl.

STEVE ( CONT' D)
Steve, by the way.

CARL
Carl .

LIP
Li p.

Debbi e's too shy.

FI ONA
Debbi e.

STEVE

How you doi n, Debbie?



19.

lan slides into the room pointedly avoiding Lip' s gaze.

FI ONA
Pl us | an.
|l an nods, subdued.
STEVE
Hey Debbie, why do they call him

Li p?
Debbi e doesn’t respond, so Lip does.

LIP
A) You snell like a drunk. B)
You' re not as funny as you think
you are, and C) you decked a
bouncer so your days are nunbered,
which is probably why - D) |'ve
al ready forgotten your narme.

STEVE
So. .. Lip?

DEBBI E
His real nane's Phillip.

A GQUST OF COLD AIR as Kev (Veronica's husband) arrives from
outdoors, just finished work, carrying his jacket.

KEV
(to Veronica, irritated)
You' ve got ny keys.

Kev cl ocks the sem -naked stranger.

KEV ( CONT' D)
What’ s goin’ on in here?

VERONI CA
This is Steve. Decked the bouncer
at Purgatory to defend my honor..

FI ONA
My honor.

Kev skeptically scans Steve's under-whel m ng physi que.

KEV
He decked a bouncer with that?
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VERONI CA
Steve's a fully-fl edged taxpayer so
we' re taking good care of him

KEV
VWi ch bouncer ?

FI ONA
Ready for this...? Jimy Cifton.

KEV
(i npressed)
Jimmy d ... Jesus, put it there!
(shakes Steve's hand)
Respect and congratul ati ons, nman!

STEVE
(bravado shrug)
Kind of guy just stands there...

KEV
You'll be his third conviction..
(to Veronica)
...third or fourth?
(back to Steve)
After that nuch practice, he
shoul da got the hang of Mirder One.

No nore fuck-ups - like, |eaving
his Pops still breathin'!
STEVE
H s own father?
KEV
(cackl i ng)

Fi ve YEARS, over an '87 Chrysler

wi th two-hundred thousand mles on

t he dash! Fuckin' CHRYSLER!
(cackl es agai n)

Re - SPECT!

Steve's bl ood pressure is sliding at his prospects as Fiona
claps efficiently toward the kids.

FI ONA

Okay, cone on guys, tine for bed!
Up the wooden hill

Veronica starts collecting her nedical supplies as the
Gal | agher kids peel off for the stairs.

CUT TGO
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Veroni ca and Kev stroll the short journey home, sharing the

wei ght of her hefty bag of nedical supplies. Kev spots
Steve's BMNVin the street.

KEV
That's his?
VERONI CA
Yeah. Well, conpany car.
KEV
Ki nda conpany?
VERONI CA

Internet start-up?

KEV
Earning - what?

She finds the question annoying, checking Kev's envy as
conpetitive male.

VERONI CA
Coupla m | a year. Lost both
parents by the age of ten, high
school drop-out. Got a job as a
janitor at a small tech firm
Wthin a year he owned it, made his

first billion by twenty. Two jets,
controlling interest in the Red
Wngs... ten thousand enpl oyees

ki ssing his ass. Yes boss, no boss!
Kev's feeling belittled by the story she's conjured up.
VERONI CA ( CONT' D)
So why shouldn't he ride around in
styl e?
Kev catches her smrking to herself.

KEV
You just made that up?

She chuckles at his rank gullibility.

KEV ( CONT' D)
Wiy do you DO t hat?
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VERONI CA
(cackl i ng now)
Your face!

KEV
How s that f... It's not funny!

She's laughing all the nore.
VERONI CA
How t he fuck would I know what he
earns, you tw sted dunb prick!?

Kev st ops dead.

KEV
I am NOT a dunb prick
VERONI CA
Kevin, | nmet the guy an hour ago!
KEV
Take BACK dunb pri ck!
VERONI CA
(princess-speak)
H, nice to neet you, |I'm Veronica.

What's your pre-tax incone?

KEV
Didn't m nd watching the guy take
his shirt off, though, did you?

So there it is - anpebic, honosapien jeal ousy.

VERONI CA
Not one bit! ‘fact, if you hadn't
wal ked in, Fiona and | were gonna
knock hi m down and tag-team him

Wth which, she grabs Kev's butt with hardcore affection -
she’s flattered by his jeal ousy.

VERONI CA ( CONT’ D)
Now | guess |I’'mstuck with you.

Kev grins back with a horny glint as they push through their
gate towards their house.

KEV
Fiona tag-tean? Is that an option?
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As she slaps his ass again, HARD, we --
CUT TO
I NT. GALLAGHER KI TCHEN - NI GHT

Steve al one, checking handwitten nmessages on scraps of paper
stuck to the fridge door: 'Lip, DENTIST Monday!' ' Debbie,
bring your jacket home from school'. Plus stuff |ike:"Wo's
eating all the Frosted Fl akes?" 'Not ne!' 'Yes you are |lan
"Fuck off, Debbie' 'Quit swearing!' 'She started it!' etc.

On the table are several carry-out trays of still wapped hot
dogs fromthe ballpark and a few nostly eaten piles of
congeal i ng nachos. Fiona arrives fromupstairs.

STEVE
Al'l quiet up the 'wooden hill?

FI ONA
As quiet as it ever gets.

She's nore self-conscious nowit's just the two of them
Starts cleaning up the hot dog ness, which | ooks incongruous
in her nightclub outfit. Steve watches her.

STEVE
Strai ght answer -- if | hadn't
busted ny skull for you, would you
have | ooked at nme tw ce?

FI ONA
Who's saying | | ooked tw ce?

He shrugs this off with a grin. She | ooks back.

STEVE
You did then!

He catches her passing him Goes in for a kiss. She lets him
H s hands roam under her bl ouse. She likes it.

FI ONA
(of f the w ndow)
W can't.

He reaches for the lightswitch, turns it off. She chuckles at
hi s deci siveness, so Steve knows he's not way off-base here.

STEVE
Ni nety percent of the world's
probl ens are caused by tiny words
that cone in pairs.
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Opens his belt. Starts undoing his jeans. One button.

STEVE ( CONT' D)
We're heal thy and happy but when
anybody asks, we say 'not bad'.

Two buttons.
STEVE ( CONT' D)

When | saw you dancing the first
time - about a nonth back at the

Hard Rock - | was desperate to buy
you a drink. Normally, I'mshy, so
| told nyself "I can't'.

Thr ee buttons.

STEVE ( CONT' D)

"She wouldn't', "W won't'. Then
tonight, you're there again. Al
t he indications being that |I'm
getting a second chance to make a
good i npressi on.

(the last button)
Say "stop', I'll stop.

Moves slowy in. She glances back to check they can't be seen
fromthe wi ndow Then returns the kiss. Gently, gently...
then ferociously. He's anused, whispers --

STEVE ( CONT' D)
S| ower .

She tries.

STEVE ( CONT' D)
S| ower .

She cal ns down. They kiss nore tenderly as we HARD CUT TO
I NT. GALLAGHER KI TCHEN - NI GAT

Steve and Fiona in half-renoved clothing, screwing on the
kitchen floor like fam shed wildlife. She's steering the show
- unwittingly slamm ng his head agai nst the kitchen cupboards
as she lurches to orgasm Steve see-saws between the pleasure
of the sex and the pain of head injury as he al so nears...

FI ONA
Al nost. Al nost. Al no...

LOUD KNOCK on the kitchen door. They freeze.
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FI ONA ( CONT' D)
Shi t !

Anot her KNOCK, |ouder. They scranble for clothes. She bolts
out of the kitchen, leaving Steve to untangle his jeans.

STEVE
Fuck!

Steve kicks socks, underwear and debris into a corner. Flicks
the lights on before opening the door to a young nei ghborhood
Chi cago cop, TONY. Tony instantly spots Steve's bare feet.

TONY
(curt)
Is Fiona in?
STEVE
She's...upstairs. I'Il...get her.

I NT. GALLAGHER STAI RCASE/ LANDI NG - NI GAT

Steve bonbs up the stairs as Fiona appears froma bedroom
| ooki ng vaguel y decent.

STEVE
Cops. Looking for you.

She's nore enbarrassed than disturbed by this. Brushes past
himto the stairs.

FI ONA
Stay here.

Steve flounders for a sec or two. Then spots young Liam
energing froma bedroom Debbie behind himin pursuit.

DEBBI E
Liam Back to bed or I’ m show ng
you The Hills Have Eyes again.

Liamyells fearfully, obeys. Steve stares at the di sappearing
kid, tries deciphering the voices from downstairs.

I NT. GALLAGHER KI TCHEN - NI GHT

Tony and his partner COP struggle to heave the dead wei ght of
a paralytic mddl e-aged drunk (Frank, unconscious) through
the Gall agher’ s door as Steve cones back down the stairs.

Fiona's holding the door wide as the cops dunp Frank in the
m ddl e of floor. They efficiently turn himinto recovery
position as they nmust have done a hundred tinmes before.
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TONY
I wouldn't put himanywhere near a
carpet til his pants dry a bit.

FI ONA
Thanks, Tony.

TONY
See ya, Fiona.

Tony throws one final, wary, glance to Steve and off he goes,
as if froma casual event. Fiona turns to see Steve's shock

STEVE
Who the fuck’ s THAT?

By now, Fiona's way beyond apology - not to a stranger.

FI ONA
My dad.

I NT. GALLAGHER LI VI NG ROOM - NI GHT (A FEW MOMVENTS LATER)

Fiona' s stuffing Steve's bl ood-stained shirt into a plastic
grocery bag. Steve conmes in, pulling his shoes and socks on.

STEVE
You | eave himthere all night?

FI ONA
He's never there when | get up.

STEVE
Ri ght .
(pause, of upstairs)
So who's the little guy? 'Liam?
Inference being - is he hers? She resents the question.

FI ONA
Liam's nmy brother.

She hands himthe bag. He takes the cue to | eave.
EXT. CH CAGO STREET - NI GHT

Steve ZAPS his car open, |ooks back towards the house. Can't
bel i eve the night he's just had.

Sees Lip, Debbie, lan and Carl watching his departure.
They're sorry he's | eaving. He seened ni ce.

CUT TGO
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EXT/ I NT. HEART OF CHI CAGO MOTEL - DAY

Fiona clinbs the netal stairs of a clean but inexpensive, two-
story notel, Liamon her hip. Finds a maid s cart parked
out si de an open door, KNOCKS.

FI ONA
Rta?

A Hi spani c woman appears fromthe bathroom vyellow Pl aytex
gl oves, toilet brush in hand, thirty, harried.

RI TA
Anne’s school called, she’'s sick.

She’ s peeling off the gloves, handing the brush to Fiona.
RI TA ( CONT’ D)

Everything up to 204's clean. |
shoul d be back in a coupl e hours.

FI ONA
Raul won’t care?
RI TA
Snmoked his lunch again. He won't

even know.
Rita grabs her jacket off the maid s cart, pulls it on.

RI TA ( CONT’ D)
Thanks for this. I’m making tanal es
tonight, I'Il drop off a dozen
(al ready out the door)
Oh, and take all the toilet paper
and soap you need.

And she’s gone. Fiona |looks into the room sighs, plops Liam
down on the bed. Turns on the TV for himto watch. As she
pul s on the yellow gloves and starts for the bathroom we --

CUT TO
I NT. THE ELBOW ROOM BAR - AFTERNOON

A nei ghborhood joint, small kitchen in the back, a pool
table, lots of local sports nenorabilia on the walls. A snal
crowd is gathered around a battered arcade gane (X-Men?
Term nator?), a man focused on the controls. Every so often
a YELL goes up and the excitenment builds. A regular, TOWW,
saunters over to the bar where Kev, for his sins, is the
regul ar bar man.
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TOMW
Worri ed?

KEV

(yes)

... \Were is he?

TOMW
Level 9.

KEV

He won’t get past the beast naster.
Anot her rowdy YELL goes up. Kev sneaks an anxi ous | ook.

TOMW
How | ong’ s your record hel d?

KEV
Four and a half years.

TOVMY
Wl |, that’s sonething...

Anot her yell, it’s clear the guy’'s getting cl ose.

TOMWY (CONT’ D)
I could sneak out back, flip the
breaker, say it’s a power outage.

KEV
(considers it, then)
Nah. . .

A huge GROAN fromthe crowd, the guy throws his hands up in
frustration and defeat. The crowd begi ns to disperse.

TOVMY
The beast nmster?

KEV

(grins)
Yep.

Frank enters, heads for the bar, in a nagnani nous nood.

FRANK
Schlitz and a Makers. And..
(yell s across the bar)
Billy, having one? Have one!

Whoever 'Billy' is, the guy ignores him No reason. Just out
of Frank's | eague. Kev isn't too happy to see Frank.
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KEV
Go away, Frank

Frank pulls out an envelope, and with a flourish, the check
that’s inside.

FRANK
A pen, barkeep. Disability day!

Kevin smrks, finds a pen by the register, hands it to Frank.

KEV
The disability people haven't
caught up to you yet? | thought
they had a guy follow ng you around
with a canera?

FRANK
They can follow nme around all they
want, but they’ |l have to catch ne

actual Iy doi ng sonet hi ng.

He hands t he check over to Kevin. Frank notices how full the
joint is.

FRANK ( CONT’ D)
VWhat’s with the crowd?

KEV
Layoff at the carburetor plant.

FRANK
That’ s the problem w th worki ng.
Too nuch instability. Stress.

Kev returns fromthe register, hands Frank a few dol | ars.

FRANK ( CONT’ D)
VWhat’'s this?

KEV
That’'s what's left after | settl ed
out last nonth' s tab.

FRANK
(grins)
Better start a new one then.
(1 oudly)
Hey, a round for ny friends from
t he UAW

A few heads turn, what?
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KEV
Real | y?
FRANK
(scoffing)
Nah. . .

As Frank downs his shot and starts on his Schlitz we --

CUT TO
| NT. GALLAGHER KI TCHEN - DAY
Fi ona reads an ancient, crunpled US Wekly, killing tinme as
she keeps her foot wedged agai nst the washer door. Washing
machi ne churns away happily, until... KNOCK at the back door

As she abandons the washer, it grinds instantly to a stop.
She opens the back door, surprised to see Steve.

STEVE
Hi ya!

She returns to the washer, jans her foot against the door, to
junp start the machine. Steve saunters in.

STEVE ( CONT' D)
Wonderi ng what your schedule's like
Friday?

FI ONA
|'ve got a party.

STEVE
Want a chaperone?

Steve clocks the small pyramid of toilet paper rolls and pile
of tiny bars of wapped notel soap on the kitchen table.

FI ONA
You're not eligible.

STEVE
Ri ght. Pre-nup chick thing?

No reply. She just stares at himcynically.

FI ONA
Steve, you're not that desperate.
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STEVE
(t hrown)
Wanting to see you again's
desperate?

FI ONA
Feeling like you have to. That's
desperate. You could get laid
anywher e.

STEVE
(scoffs)
So I"'monly here for a fuck?

FI ONA
Never crossed your m nd?

She coldly dism sses himby noving to the freezer, renoving
ingredients for a famly neal.

STEVE
This is all a bit Hans Christian
Ander son. Just when you think you

collared your dreamgirl... her
i ncontinent, alcoholic father
appears, wecks everything... And

she's bl am ng you

FI ONA
Dreamgirl? Please, we had drunken
sex on ny kitchen fl oor.

STEVE

Stop pretending you don't even know
me. You weren't that drunk

(which gets her attention)
If the only reason |ast night
happened was because it happened,
so what? At |east sonething did.
It did for ne.

Pause. They hold a | ook. She's genuinely thrown by his choice
of words. Or guts to use them He's off her radar for the
ki nd of guys she's used to dealing with. Lip barges in from
the living room dunping a lunch plate in the sink

STEVE ( CONT' D)
Hey, it's Phillip!

LIP
Hey, it's dead man wal ki ng! Ji my
Cifton called | ooking for you.
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STEVE
No school ?

LIP
Coupl e teeth pulled this norning.

STEVE
W sdom t eet h?

LIP
Sugar rot.

STEVE
Little known fact: nake sure you
don't just chew your food on one
side. It can buckle your jaw, which
can buckl e your hips and affect
your posture.

LI P
That a fact?

STEVE
Skel etal fact.

Fi ona noves back to her stork position against the washing
machine. It huns back into action. Steve clocks this snall
mechani cal blip.

FI ONA
(si degl ance)
Li p.

Mnmes “fuck off”. Lip respects her privacy. As he exits --

LIP
(to Steve)
Tal k out of your ass with that mnuch
convi ction, you end up needing a
nuch bi gger toothbrush. Anal fact.

Exits grinning. Steve registers the variable intellects of
t hi s nei ghbor hood.

FI ONA
Li sten, thanks for trying to get ny
purse back, and... stuff. But -
STEVE
"Stuff'?
FI ONA

I"mnot |ooking. Not right now
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STEVE

(pause)
Okay if | |leave ny nunber for when
you m ght be?

She shrugs indifferently. Steve finds a pen, scrap of paper.

CUT TGO

EXT. CHI CAGO STREET - DAY

Lip pulls a reluctant |an past houses, people and | ocal
stores. He's on a m ssion.

LIP
Just keep tal king about science.

I AN
I don’t know anyt hi ng about
sci ence!

LIP
So, just read fromthe table of
el enent s!

I NT. SHEILA S HOUSE - DAY
Karen's nmom Sheila wi dening the door for Lip and Ian.

LI P
Ms. Jackson!

SHEI LA

Oh Karen's thrilled with you! Got
an A on her Physics md-term

(yells upstairs)
Karen! 1t's your little hel per!

(to the boys)
I"mout of grocery bags. Wy don’t
you | eave your shoes out here where
t hey can breat he.

| an benused. Lip's already inured by the crazy Ms. J.

I NT. SHEILA'S LI VING ROOM - DAY

Looki ng to kitchen where Sheila sits on a bar stool, peeling
pot at oes, lost in The Food Network on her counter top TV. To
Sheila, the hosts are like Iifelong buddies.

CAMERA pans round to the table in the Iiving room Lip
diligently doing Karen's honework.
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lan reads fromthe table of elenents with increasing
difficulty and, of course, Karen is nowhere to be seen.

I AN
Erbium .. Cerium..Praseodym um.
SHEI LA
(still watching the TV)

You ki ds want sone Hot Pockets?

LIP
Ah...no thank you, we’'re good...

lan reacts to his dick being nmaul ed beneath the table by the
i ndustrious Karen.

At which point, Eddie Jackson, patriarch, arrives from
upstairs in his CTA uniform Lip and lan surprised. They
hadn't counted on a second parent, two parents are rare
around heren.

EDDI E
Right. I'"'moff to work.
(nods to the boys)
How s it goin' fellas? Were's
Kar en?

lan has a little freaked-out convul sion.

LIP
Her room | think. CGoogle Earth -
for a GPS reference for the house
| saac Newt on was born in.

Eddi e's pleased that Karen's showing an interest these days.
He proceeds to kitchen, where we can see himand Sheila thru'
the hatch. Sheila is nmerrily preparing his |unchpail.

SHEI LA
Quess what |'ve nade for you!

EDDI E
(irritated, so wilfully
i naccur at e)
Corni sh gane hen and Asi an pear?

SHEI LA
No!

EDDI E
Wl d salmon with honey gl azed baby
carrots?
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SHEI LA
(thrill nounting)
Nope! Kiss and I'Il1l tell.
She awaits physical contact - little kiss, that's all.

Pl ease. But no. M serable Eddie snatches up the lunch pail.

EDDI E
"Il find out what |'ve got when |
open the damm box, alright?

He doesn't kiss, won't kiss. Sheila sags with di sappoi ntnent.
His forensic |lack of affection baffles her.

EDDI E ( CONT' D)
(yell s upstairs)
Karen! I'mlate, honey so - see you
in the norning!

Then, as he turns to |leave for work, his lunch pail clips a
vegetabl e strainer on the counter. A peeled potato drops
into the living room The potato rolls dangerously close to
the dining table where Lip and lan are sitting.

The predictability of what happens next, registers with
abj ect panic on Lip's face and shatters his smle.

Eddi e goes to pick up the potato... Sees his daughter’s shoes
sticking out fromunder the table on lan's side.

EDDI E ( CONT' D)
(anused)
What's she hiding for?
(then puzzl ed)
What ya' hiding for?

He then clocks the terror on both boys' faces and the sordid
reality dawns on him He screans wi th outrage.

EDDI E ( CONT' D)
Ch, sweet Jesus!

Karen's face appears fromunder the tablecloth, and Ian doi ng
up his zipper, confirns the very worst.

EDDI E ( CONT' D)
No?!

And, in a mghty, single sweep, Eddie yanks the table back.
lan scranbles to avoid the assault. Lip darts the other way.

Karen bolts for the safety of her nom as Eddi e | unges
manically for either intruder. He'll kill "em
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Li p just avoids being caught. lan darts behind Eddie and into
t he kitchen, slamm ng out the back door. Lip darts into the
hal |, stunbl es over a bicycle, bolts upstairs.

ANGLE - EDDIE trying to decide who to go after.

SHEI LA
VWhat's set himoff now?

Karen scurries behind Sheila. Eddie takes off after Lip.

SHEI LA ( CONT' D)
It's just a study group, honey!

After all the mayhem there's suddenly an eerie silence.
Fol | owed by a | oud THUWMP from upstairs.

KAREN
He' s caught Lip!

EXT. SHEILA' S HOUSE - DAY

Lip falls fromthe sky into the front yard. Landing with a
crippling THUD. Quch! Was he pushed? No, his eyes dart up to
a bedroom wi ndow, Eddi e | ooki ng down, growling rage.

EDDI E ( 0S)
Further you go, nore I'Il kill you.

Lip leaps to his feet, races to catch up with lan in the
di stance, who's carrying both their sneakers, urgently
rescued fromthe doorstep. Lip linping all the way.

CUT TGO
I NT. GALLAGHER BOYS' BEDROOM - AFTERNOON

Lip’s withing in agony on his bed. lan watches Fiona conduct
standard triage on the ankle. Fiona's incredul ous:

FI ONA
An old lady on the train?

I AN
The door was cl osing on her wal ker,
Lip barely got his foot in the door
intime to stop it --

She rattles Lip's toes. Lip YELPS in pain.

FI ONA
I"ve forgotten whether that's good
or bad.

( MORE)
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FI ONA( CONT" D)

(their unbelievable story)
More |ike you two junped the
turnstiles again and he twisted it
trying to outrun the transit cops.

Veronica arrives like a field surgeon, but enpty-handed, no
medi cal suppli es.

VERONI CA
No- no! Al ways el evate extremti es!
(nudgi ng Fi ona asi de)

Move! ...Before you give hima
fucki ng enbol i sn
(to Lip)

You okay Lip? Sweetheart?

LI P
Don't touch it! Pl ease..

He yel ps as she yanks off his sock in a professional SWOSH
Scrutinizes the foot with all the intensity of an orthopod.

VERONI CA
W ggl e your toes?

He tries. Fraction of novenent. She doesn't | ook hopeful.
VERONI CA ( CONT' D)

(instantly to lan)
Go to ny house. Top of the freezer?

I AN
Yeah.
VERONI CA
Two i ce packs.
I AN
kay.
VERONI CA
Second cupboard above the sink?
I AN
Yeah.
VERONI CA
Li qui d i buprofen, freeze spray, ace
bandages.
FI ONA

Shouldn't we get it X-rayed?
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VERONI CA

Pl ease. No insurance? You'll be in
the ER forever, and for what?

(m mcs gay ER doc)
' Sub- net at arsal hemat oma’ Thanks!
Tell us sonething we didn't know
five hours ago! Fuck off!

(bl ocks lan'"s departure)
My bedr oonf?

(he nods)
Top of the TV?

| AN
Yeah.

VERONI CA
Pack of snokes and a lighter.

lan dives out. Veronica rolls her sleeves up, noving towards
Lip Iike an expert. Until there's --

A LOUD KNOCK AT THE FRONT DOOR.
Li p bounces up scurries to hide under the bed.

LIP
I"'mnot here! |'m not HERE!

lan scranbles back into the roomfromthe stairs.

| AN
You' ve never heard of us, Fional

Fi ona suddenly rails against being lied to about all this.

FI ONA
What . Have. You. DONE?! WHAT HAVE
YOU DONE?

No time to wait for reply. Another LOUD KNOCK. Fiona has to
venture downstairs.

I NT. GALLAGHER FRONT DOOR - AFTERNOON

Carl skul king at safe distance behind Fiona, who approaches
the front door with trepidation. Finally opens it to...

A smling DELIVERY MAN with a huge ' Sears' | ogo’ed carton.

DELI VERY NMAN
Can | get it through here, or is it
better com ng around the back?

( MORE)



39.

DELI VERY MAN( CONT' D)

(of f her stunped
expr essi on)
Washer - dryer?

FI ONA
Not me.

DELI VERY NMAN
Gal | agher?  Nunber 27

FI ONA
Yeah, but it's not ours.

DELI VERY NMAN
It's paid for. You want nme to hook
it up or not?
CUT TO

I NT. VERONI CA' S HOUSE BEDROOM - AFTERNOON
lan wi th accunul at ed handsful of nedical supplies. He dives
into the bedroom seeking Veronica' s snokes and |ighter on
top of the big flatscreen.

But - Kev's in bed asleep. Kev stirs and kicks the duvet off,
crotch exhi bited.

lan spots this reflected in the TV screen. He knows | ooki ng

is forbidden. Knows he shouldn’t, shouldn’t... So, finally he
grabs the snokes and nmakes to exit... when --
KEV

Where you goin’ with those?

| AN
Veroni ca wants 'em

W think for a second that lan's been caught | ooking. But no.

KEV
Thr ow ne one.

lan has to hand Kev a snoke and light it for him and resist
the conmpul sion to stare at a grown-guy's dick as Kev lets his
| egs spread nonachal antly across the | eopard sheets. Kev
takes a big drag and then nelts back into his sleepy nest.
lan bolts wi thout explanation.

C/ U Kev for a second |onger and then his 5pmradi o-al arm
clicks on, Kev sleepily whacks the 'snooze' button. Does a
hal f - hearted sing-a-long to whi chever Karen Carpenter song he
just silenced.
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I NT. GALLAGHER KI TCHEN - AFTERNOON

Veronica arrives fromupstairs with her hall mark nedi cal bag,
chaperoning Lip to the ground floor, both perplexed by the
Sears guy installing a brand-spanki ng washi ng nmachi ne.

The Sears guy | ooks unduly pressurized by the expandi ng

audi ence - lan, Fiona, Carl, Debbie, Liam now Lip and
Veronica, like this is a rare event. Wiich it is.
VERONI CA
(to Fiona)

| thought you were broke?

| AN
That's what | sai d!

Fi ona, equally baffled, reaches into the basin where she's
put a bouquet of flowers.

FI ONA
These were inside the washer.

She shows Veronica the nessage tag. ' XOXO STEVE

VERONI CA
(fl abber gast ed)
Steve? No!!

FI ONA
Yeah!

VERONI CA
(beat: puzzl ed)
Who's ' Steve' ?

FI ONA
O her ni ght!

VERONI CA
(it dawning)
No!! ?

FI ONA
I know

But the sheer thrill of romantic novelty on Fiona's face says
t he strategy has worked.

CUT TGO
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INT. SHEILA' S LIVING DI NI NG ROOM - LATE AFTERNOON

Eddie is leaving the famly - for good. Aggressively boxing-
up every clown notif object in the house - clocks, ornaments,
pai ntings, etc., they belong to him not nmad Sheila. Sheila

is beside herself with the distress of desertion.

EDDI E

(outraged)
Fifteen years, |'ve done everything
in ny power to..

(to Sheil a)
What did | say? Wiat did | tell
you?

(to Karen)
Sow and thou shalt reap.

(to Sheil a)
Wl |l she didn't reap that from Me
did she?

SHEI LA
Reap WHAT? What you reapi ng NOAP

Karen's hovering in the kitchen door, upset.
SHEI LA ( CONT' D)

Eddi e, whatever it is, I'lIl try.
"1l try... really TRY.

But he continues packing w thout forgiveness.
KAREN
Mom don't beg him If he can do
this, the bastard's not worth it.
EXT. SHEI LA'S STREET - LATE AFTERNOON

Eddi e has just stepped outside with a box as he hears that
last line, spinning on the expletive --

EDDI E

Hey, you watch your nout h!
KAREN

CET! FUCKED!

He races for the front door.

EDDI E
Don't try blamng nme for this!

But Karen kicks the door shut in his face. Locks it.
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Eddi e dives to the front wi ndow, where a new testanent sign
procl ai ns' JESUS SAID: | AM THE WAY, THE TRUTH AND THE LI GHT'

EDDI E ( CONT' D)
You are your own worst enenies, you
two! They say bad things conme in
threes. They don't. Twos! YQU two!

He ducks suddenly as a clown | anp cones flying through the
wi ndow, denolishing the new testanent sentinent.

Eddi e rescues the clown, packs it with finality into his
rental car, parked outsi de.

CUT TO
EXT. GALLAGHER S STREET - LATE AFTERNOON
Veroni ca and Kev hand-carry the heavy ol d washi ng machi ne

fromthe Gall aghers to their house two doors up the street.
bot h snoking, yelling garbled instructions to each other.

VERONI CA
St eve.

KEV
Kitchen fl oor Steve?

VERONI CA
Yeabh.

KEV

Hey, maybe you could do him we
need a new m crowave.

NOTE: The house immedi ately next to the GALLAGHERS' is ply-
boarded with a hand-painted sign ' Gandad' s dead. There is
nothing else to steal fromthis house. So FUCK OFF!'

CUT TO
I NT. KASH AND KARRY STORE - LATE AFTERNOON

lan works at the corner store. Right now he’'s re-stocking the
refrigerator case in the back with cheap beer. KASH (owner)
is at the register, generally despising his lifestyle. A
gigantic Anerican flag hangs behind the counter.

Kash's wi fe, LINDA, (white by way of Wsconsin) blasts into
frame, wearing a Muslim head-scarf and floor length skirt.

LI NDA
Let ne snell your breath.
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He breathes into her face. She | ooks dubi ous.

LI NDA ( CONT' D)
Por k Ri nds.

KASH
No.

Li nda produces a near enpty bag of pork rinds from behind the
counter. Exhibit-A.

| AN
Those are m ne.

KASH
See! And hey, since when did Pork
Rinds actually cone froma pig?

LI NDA
lan, 1'mthe one who signs your
check. What's bad for him is
really bad for you if you're stupid
enough to start lying for him

| AN
They’' re just corn chips with fake
hair. Fake corn, even.

LI NDA
Last warning - get yourself to that
nosque so your Dad stops blam ng ME
for the fact that we’'re all going

to hell. And talk to your nother
KASH
She won't talk to ne. | can't force

her to take her neds.

LI NDA
I don’t want the cops dragging ne
out of bed again at 4am because
she’s in the alley yelling about
the CI A stealing her trash.

I AN
But... that happened, didn't it?

LI NDA
(concedes a nod, sardonic)
Once. Four years ago. But now she’s
| ocked in the basenent building a
hel met out of tinfoil. Enough’s
enough.
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She gathers up their two i mmacul ate, cherished bl onde ki ds
and starts for the door.

LI NDA ( CONT’ D)
I have to get the boys to Cub
Scouts at the nbsque before all the
carpets are taken.
(exiting)
She’ s your nother, get her to take
her Thor azi n!

They clinb into the Toyota flatbed truck at the curb outside.
Kash sighs in relief in the aftermath. Sees lan chuckling at
Kash’ s expense. Kash holds a stare.

KASH
Least ny famly registers as human
protein on a DNA test.

Not offensive. lan | aughs. Just banter between the two of
them as lan resunes his beer-stacking task.

CUT TO
I NT. THE CORNER BAR - EVEN NG

ANGLE - FIONA on the payphone, clutching that scrap of paper
with Steve's nane on it.

FI ONA
How nmuch did you pay for it?

We | NTERCUT with Steve on his cell phone, in sone kind of
grimy auto shop, sparks froma grinder fly in the background.

STEVE
I"mnot telling you that. It's a
gift. So you'd renenber the phone
nunber. Wi ch obvi ously worked.

FI ONA
Your washer-dry's in the backyard.
W don't need it, | don't want it.

So you need to cone get it before
it starts rusting.

Pause.

STEVE
Is it?

Pause.
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FI ONA
No.

STEVE
Did the guy connect it?

FI ONA
(reluctantly)
Yes.

STEVE
It's working okay?

FI ONA
Not ny favorite color..

STEVE
(nmore to the point)
So you've tried it?

She's put herself on the spot. Pause. Hangs up. Of Steve,
closing his cell phone, smling.

CUT TGO
I NT. GALLAGHER HOUSE - N GHT

Dead of night. Fiona heads for the kitchen. Peers into the
refrigerator. A chicken that’'s all bone, what’'s left of
Rita’s tamal es. A case of beer and big bottle of Vodka next
to Liams sippy cup and boxes of juice. Gabs the sippy cup.

Spots lan sitting in the dark with a box of tissues. Has he
been crying? Joins himin the shadows, sensing trouble.

FI ONA
Just tell ne you haven't gone and
gotten sone girl pregnant.

| AN
No worri es!

He gl ances across the floor to where Frank's unconsci ous,
flat on his back, nouth open. lan is (and has been) trying to
flick small balls of tissue into Frank's gapi ng nout h.

| AN ( CONT' D)
(beat)
He hates ne.

She studies |lan, decides to throw hima |ine.
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FI ONA
You | ook nore |ike nmomthan any of
t he rest of us.

Wi ch suddenly nakes sense to lan. Too | ate, and nowhere near
justifying the shit he gets for this.

FI ONA ( CONT' D)
You probably scare him

I AN
Yeah?
(perverse smle)
He ain't seen nothin yet.

FI ONA
Did he give you noney for the field
trip?

I AN

(trucul ent)
"1l pay ny own way.

FI ONA
No you won't.

Fiona crawl s over to horizontal Frank, raises one of his |egs
until coins rolls out of his pocket. It’s an essential form
of mnuggi ng she's perfected over years. Frank remains
oblivious. lan takes the cash, anused by her talents.

I AN
You nust be sick of having to think
for everybody.

FI ONA
Least | can. Proves |'m want ed.

I AN
(shrugs it off)
If all you want is being needed,
congratul ati ons, Fiona...

He finally gets a ball of Kl eenex into Frank's gapi ng nout h.
I AN ( CONT" D)
...you got yourself a job for life
with this joker.

lan quietly heads back to bed, leaving Fiona to dwell on that
prospect, Frank still unconscious across the room

CUT TGO
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I NT. CARWASH - DAY

C/U STEVE, but franed agai nst what appear to be 'clouds' . Guy
with big things on his mnd. H s cell phone goes off to pul
hi m back fromhis reverie.

I NT. THE CORNER BAR - DAY

Fi ona back at the bar's payphone, al nbst exactly positioned
as she was the last tine she rang Steve. Different clothes.
But this is nore or |ess how she postures for outgoing calls,
because she al ways nakes them from here.

FI ONA
If that wasn't a pile of bull...
What was | wearing?

STEVE
Huh?

This is way out of the blue for him

FI ONA
The first time you saw ne?
(beat)
If that wasn't a |lie?

NOTE: ONCE WE START | NTERCUTTI NG W TH STEVE I N THE CARWASH

| T"LL BECOVE OBVI QUS THAT THE ' CLOUDS' ARE DETERGENT FOAM ON
H' S WNDSHI ELD. BUT HOPEFULLY NO LESS MAG CAL AN EFFECT FOR
TH' S CONVERSATI ON.

STEVE
Pink shirt, black trousers, thin
shoes... straps... sandals! Wth

your hair pinned high. Dangly 'O -
shaped earrings that made ne smle

BRI EF FLASHBACK to Fi ona dancing in the ni ghclub that night,
exactly as he's describing her.

Wien we flit back to Fiona, FADE OUT SOUND on the bustle from
the bar. Her ears now tuned to Steve's voice. Probably the
ni cest, nost special thing anyone's ever said to her --

STEVE ( CONT' D)
A big watch - too big, so it slid
up your arm | ooked great. You were
dancing next to a red-haired girl
in a green dress.
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FI ONA
Jenna. It was Jenna's birthday. So
you're wat ching her, who's a | ot
better |ooking than ne...

STEVE
Thi nk so? Real | y?

FI ONA
So how cone you're not stal king
Jenna?

STEVE
Because you... you think |ike that,
and Jenna doesn't. She dances for
an audi ence and you dance |ike
there's nobody else in the room

As if sonmeone just crashed through the doors of the bar, a
non-naturalistic breeze wafts her hair. She's soaking up the
flattery.

STEVE ( CONT' D)

Your life's not sinple Fiona. And
you can't stop it from show ng.
"Cuz you're no fake, you're not
vain. You're not lost, so you don't
need finding. This whole fucking
city belongs to the Jennas of this
world, but I'msick of them |
swear, Fiona, you're nothing like
anyone | ever net. You nmake nme want
to enjoy ny life.

(makes hinsel f smle at

this realization)
You still there? Hello? Fiona?

EXT. EL STATI ON PLATFORM - DAY

Steve sprints up the stairs and out onto the platform He
gasps for breath as he | ooks around, but it's enpty. He's
| ate. Thinks he's m ssed her. Curses hinself.

Then a train on the opposite track clears. And there she is,
smling, just as he renmenbered her. He jogs down the stairs
onto the elevated wal kway that |eads to the other platform

Hal fway across, she appears. He slows, wal ks to her. Kisses
her gently. She returns it carefully, but with increasingly
rare and satisfying confidence. Such a big first for Fiona.

CUT TGO
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I NT. CHARLI E TROTTERS - EVEN NG

By now, they're clearing dessert. Fiona and Steve's faces
inches apart across their table. Her scepticismabout nmen is

al ready commencing its 'self-fulfilling-prophecy' pattern.
STEVE
What have | ever done... to
anybody, neverm nd you... to | ook
"unreliable ... Unreliable?

She nods. That's her word.

FI ONA
Peopl e Ii ke you are way-too-used to
getting your own way.

STEVE
"People Iike me' being people
like... what?

She shrugs, tries putting a finger on it.

STEVE ( CONT' D)
Okay, wait. Yes-No. Al you have to
do is, agree or disagree:
(mmcs the '"ping' of a
qui z show bel |)
"He thinks the sun shines out of
his own ass.'

She | aughs.
STEVE ( CONT' D)
Agree, or d..
FI ONA
Agr ee.
STEVE
‘He's overly-generous and that bugs
ne.’
FI ONA
Agr ee.
STEVE

"Cuz |I"'mnot. ..

FI ONA
Actual ly, very agree.
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"Cuz |I'mnot used to being
spoi | ed?’
Beat. Fi ne.
FI ONA
Agr ee.
STEVE
"So | | ose respect for people Iike

St eve, cuz people UNLIKE Steve..
or, people dianetrically opposite
to Steve, have always let ne down?

She's frowning, resents his smart-ass phrasing.

STEVE ( CONT' D)
'So, deciding the guy's over-
educated, with nore noney than
sense... i s sonmehow nore socially
accept abl e than asking, for
i nstance, why the nmen | al ways neet
treat nme |like shit?

Bang on the nerve.

FI ONA
Fuck you!

STEVE
It's a question.

FI ONA
Fuck YQU

STEVE
Either-O.

She' s grabbing her purse, about to flee... Stops.

FI ONA
Agr ee.
STEVE
"He's had an easy life.'
FI ONA
Definitely.
STEVE

And you prefer a guy who's been
around the block a few tinmes?

50.

Turns.
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FI ONA
What if | did?

STEVE
Say, D-Block of a maxi mum security
prison? Wth a nanme you' d know
fromthe news?

FI ONA
(trucul ent smrk)
If they knew how to have fun, sure!

He nelts into his chair hopel essly.

STEVE
Fiona. | can't hel p ny upbringing.

FI ONA
So how cone it's me again, having
to apol ogi ze for M NE?

STEVE
Who' s ASKI NG you too?

H s volune turns heads in the restaurant. She absent m ndedly
perches back onto her seat. The destructive power of her
"sel f-fulfilling-prophecy' ritual suddenly dawns on her.

WAl TRESS
We finished here, guys?

Steve | ooks up to a WAI TRESS hoveri ng.

STEVE
(of Fiona)
We're working on it.

Wai tress begins to clear plates.

STEVE ( CONT' D)
You wanna wait outside while | pay
the bill?

FI ONA
Sur e.

She collects her purse, |eaves. Steve manipul ates the
waitress's wist to check the tinme. A very intimate thing to
do to soneone he doesn't know but she doesn't flinch.

STEVE
He's on break?
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WAI TRESS
Any second now.

He wi nks, pulls a fat envel ope out of his pocket, slips it to
her. She smiles. Do they know each other?

I NT. CHARLI E TROTTERS COAT CHECK - EVEN NG

Steve waits by the bathroons, watches as an older man in a
green parking valet’s wai stcoat wal ks past him disappears
into the men’s room Steve turns to the coat check w ndow,
where the waitress quickly hands hima green val et jacket.

As he pulls it on --
EXT. CHARLI E TROTTERS RESTAURANT - EVEN NG
Fi ona waits al one, snoking self-consciously.

Steve appears frominside, now wearing the green valet’s
wai st coat. Name tag, everything.

Nods to the young remaining val et who quickly jogs off as if
to get another car just as a sleek ASTON MARTIN pulls up. An
el egant couple | eave their car door open for val et parKking.

Steve boldly slings his own jacket over the armof a shocked
Fiona, greets the couple with a beam ng, servile smle

STEVE
VWl cone to Charlie Trotters.

The gent hands over his keys, shepherds his wife into the
restaurant. Steve hops in behind the wheel and spins off

| eavi ng Fi ona wat chi ng, breathl ess.

Now what ? Silence. She waits. And waits.

A CELLPHONE starts ringing in Steve's jacket. Rings and
rings. Eventually, Fiona realizes, answers it.

STEVE (VO (CONT' D)

|"ve confused you. I'msorry.
don't "buy and sell' cars. | just
sell "em But the cars | sell are
mai nly... not m ne.

Pause. She urgently calculates the reality of who and what
Steve is. The Aston Martin backs up into frame beside her.
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STEVE ( CONT’ D)
Com ng or not?
(ups the revs)
Still 1ooking for fun, Fiona?

She legs it to clinb into the car. Steve shoves his own CD
into the player and they’ re gone.

CUT TGO

I NT. SHEILA"S LI VING ROOM - AFTERNOCON

A contrite Lip’'s been transfornmed into a handyman, ankle
wr apped by Veroni ca.

He's hel pfully replacing the broken front wi ndow with a sheet
of plyboard. He's currently sawi ng the plywood to the
wi ndow s di nensions. Karen steadi es the wood.

REVEAL Sheila on the couch, nortified that they' re wearing
out door footwear, inside the house.

KAREN
(radar on red alert)
Mom we have to wear shoes. There’s
bits of glass all over the floor.

Shei |l a nods rare concessi on.

Lip finally slots the ply sheet up to wi ndow aperture. Only
now do we see that he's pilfered fromthe derelict house
adj acent to the Gallaghers'... "G andad's dead. There is
nothing else to steal fromthis house. So please FUCK OFF!

KAREN ( CONT' D)
Maybe Lip could do with a drink?

Shei |l a bounces to her feet, glad of a task.

SHEI LA
Sorry, yeah... Sorry, Lip, I'ma...
bit off today, aren’'t |, Karen?
So! Vodka, sone tonic... plenty of
tequila but I"mout of linme, gin
definitely...

KAREN

Just a coupl e of Cokes, nom

SHEI LA
...and a few beers.
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LIP
Beer's great, Sheila, thanks.

Shei |l a di sappears into the kitchen. Sotto to Karen:

LI P (CONT' D)
What if your dad cones back and
sees ne here?

KAREN
He won't.

LIP
That's ny fault?

KAREN

He' s been | ooking for an excuse for
nont hs.

Lip lifts the pl ywood up to the wi ndow, struggling with his
bad ankle. Karen helpfully assists, handing himnails etc.

LIP
Thanks.
(he builds awkwardly to
aski ng)

What kind of inpression did you get
of ny brother?

KAREN
lan? Seens nice.
LI P
But... did he get hard?
KAREN
Huh?
LI P

Did you MAKE him .. hard?

Karen has to think back.

KAREN
Ever try to play pool with a rope?

Lip wilts.

CUT TGO
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I NT. GALLAGHER KI TCHEN - AFTERNOON

Frank stands at the end of the kitchen like he just had a
stroke. Gawki ng.

ANGLE - on the new washi ng machine. Alien presence.

I NT. GALLAGHER LI VI NG ROOM - AFTERNOON

Frank on the sofa. Still catatonic. Cgarette going. TV is on
but his head's at right-angles. To the vase of flowers. No,
not a vase - they've stuck the bouquet in the fish bow .

One solitary goldfish in a shrunken honest ead.

FRANK
Now you know what | feel |ike!

CUT TGO
EXT. KASH S SHOP - LATE AFTERNOON

Lip’s returning the saw and hamer. Shop’s door | ocked.
Cl ocks a hand-scribbled sign: ' CLOSED FOR | NVENTORY'

Li p checks his watch. That doesn't sound right. Plus the
lights are on but there's no-one to be seen. He knocks.
Not hi ng. Wl ks round the bl ock.

I NT. KASH S SHOP - LATE AFTERNOON

Looking into the enpty shop to the counter. Sounds of sex.
Back door slans. Sex stops abruptly.

Lip cones in fromthe back with the hammer and saw. No signs
of life. Odd. He wal ks around to check.

I an and Kash energe fromthe stockroomw th a sweat on,
carting boxes.

KASH
(bossy)
You stack the sodas, |I'Il do the
snacks. .
(then feigns shock at the
si ght of)
Jeez! Lip! Christ!

LIP
Sorry, | just...
(of the tools)
Thanks for the tools, Kash.
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KASH
Anytime, long as | get 'em back.

But sonething's wong. Lip knows sonething's wong. lan and
Kash go through the pantom ne of counting stock.

Then it strikes Lip |like a thunderbolt.

LIP
You nust be j oking!
lan | ooks up, like a social X-ray.
LI P (CONT' D)

You' re fucking hinP! H M!
Kash shrivels. How could Lip know? How?

Lip glances to their feet. They're each wearing odd sneakers,
one of each other's.

CUT TGO
I NT. GALLAGHER BOYS' BEDROOM - NI GHT

Lip on his bed, seething. lan bounds upstairs and bounces in.
Sits on his bed. Nervous. Lip looks at lan’s new sneakers.

LIP
He bought them for you. Didn't he?

lan reluctantly nods.

LI P (CONT' D)
He's married. Wth kids! What el se
does he buy you, lan?

I AN
Stuff. Now and agai n.

LIP
And you're happy with that?
(off lan's shrug)
What's that nake you?
(anot her shrug)
Fucki ng kept boy, at best.

lan flies for Lip's throat. They've fought before but this
intensity fromlan is unprecedent ed.
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I AN
Listen to nme, stupid! You think you
know everything, and you don’t know
shit. Ask nme what I've bought him
Ask ne!

Lip's going blue. They're both tugging at each other's
t hroats and cl ot hes.

| AN ( CONT' D)

CDs, dozens of CDs, stuff he's
never heard of, stuff | think he'l
i ke, because I want himto |like
stuff that | like. Plus - two Sox
tickets for his birthday. Limted-
edition team posters for Christmnas.
So what's that make you, Lip? Eh?
Makes you WRONG you smart asshol e!

(and with a final dig)
Go back there now. Prom se Kash

you'l I keep your nouth shut. Cuz
he's shitting hinself. And he's
done not hi ng... understand?

Absol utely nothing to be sorry for.

A chastised Lip gets to his feet, nurses his throat and and
i ndignantly straightens his clothing. Long pause as he
absorbs that this is a fully consenting rel ationship.

LIP

(a newspaper headline)
Fake Muslim cheats on white
fundanentalist wife with gutl ess
gayboy.

(even nore tragic)
Says nore about Wiite Sox fans than
it does the rest of us.

Li p dodges a lunge fromlan, heads out.
CUT TO
I NT. KASH S SHOP - N GHT

Shop lights out, only Iight cones fromthe stockroom
Through a half open door, we see Kash, lan and Lip -
qguestions and answers. Kash is devastated, crying,
confessing. lan is volubly explaining to Lip that Kash is as
stuck with the bigotry of being round here, but worse. Mich
worse. As Lip digests this --

CUT TGO
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| NT. GALLAGHER KI TCHEN - NI GHT
Fiona | eads Steve into the kitchen, starts to kiss him

FI ONA
Sounds like they're all in bed.

Wth which, Frank swooshes in fromthe living room in a
fairly flowery nood.

FRANK
Got cha
(grins, then cryptically)
Who' s been eating my porridge?

Fiona skillfully scans Frank's nood. Senses instinctively
t hat toni ght he's harnl ess.

FI ONA
H ya dad. This's Steve.
STEVE
We've nmet before, but you weren't

exactly. ..
Fi ona silences Steve with a nudge, Frank goes to shake hands.

FRANK
How much do you wei gh?

STEVE
| don’t know.

FRANK
(Steve's jacket)
That'd fit ne.

FI ONA
I gnore him
(to Frank)
Move!

She nudges himout of the way to reach the fridge.

STEVE
Listen, | should | eave you to get
to bed.
(to Fiona)

Thanks. That was really nice.

FI ONA
You t oo.



59.

And really neans that.

She's wal king himto the door. Despite Frank, they go in for
a kiss but Frank comes charging over, slans the kitchen door,
| ocking themin and hanging on to the key. Skips to the
washi ng machine, pats it like a dog,

FRANK
I want to know who paid for this?

Then into the Iiving roomwavi ng the key.

STEVE
VWhat the hell's he on?

FI ONA
(shrugs hopel essly)
He' Il think he bought X. But the
only dealer he gets credit fromis
a schi zophreni c.

They dare a giggle.
I NT. GALLAGHER LI VI NG ROOM - NI GHT

The B-52's, Love Shack, thunping away on the stereo. It’s
hal f-an-hour | ater and Frank's com ng down, snoothing out.
Steve now has his jacket off, Frank's topping their glasses
off. It's devel oped the verve of an after-hours party. You'd
never guess there were kids in the house.

FRANK
Not a case of whether | agree.
It's a fact. If | was a single
parent, we'd be on...

Fiona wal ks in with a packet of rolling papers.

STEVE
Aren't you a single parent?

FI ONA
(heard it all before)
"yeah, but if | had a pair of
tits...'

FRANK
(obl i vi ous)
Yeah, but if | had tits, Steve,
t hey' d doubl e the noney. Wth a
guy, they don't wanna fucki ng know.
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smling,

for a lunp of dope,

STEVE
(encouragi ng him
| get it, Frank,
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soit's...

(gestures yak yak yak)
"Prove you're | ooking for work?

FI ONA
He's on disability.

STEVE
Yeah? For what ?

FRANK
A tragedy really, |1
t hat conpany.

FI ONA

You wor ked there a week.

STEVE
What happened?

FRANK
Danger ous wor kpl ace,
unsuspecti ng,

gave ny life to

doi ng ny job,
when out of nowhere,

I’ m smashed in the ribs by a flying

chi cken. | was | ucky,

it al npst
m ssed ne. And what do |

get for ny

pai n and suffering? Foll owed around
by a video canmera. Were' s the

St eve? The sacred covenant

trust,

bet ween enpl oyer and enpl oyee.
(a beat)

Gone, Steve. It’s gone.

water of f a duck's back,

even though he can't find a link.

rol ling papers.

Fi ona's
reaches into Steve's pocket
St eve eggs Frank on.

STEVE
Not, 'How s a guy supposed to work,
hurt, with kids this age?
FRANK
Correct! Hell o?!
(seeing the dope)
Excel | ent!
(to Steve)
Cuz her nom God rest her

FI ONA
Dad, don't start!

soul ..
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FRANK
‘cuz she'd better be dead, the
bi t ch.

Fi ona whacks him hard, and neans it.

FI ONA
Cut it out!

It has no inpact. Frank anused, holds Fiona at bay.

FRANK
Four month ol d baby... 14 year old
girl just had her appendix out, 11
year old Lip, 10 year old Ian.

And all the while, Fiona' s punching his arm

FRANK ( CONT' D)
..seven year old and a five year
old. Ch, and a Dodge Astro van.
Cal ypso blue. What's the thing we
needed nost? One word? One thing?

STEVE
Sterilization?

Fi ona | aughs, concentrates on rolling the joint.

FRANK

Continuity. Contin-uity. One
Tuesday, we're out of bread. So I
send her down to the corner. She
grabs the van keys.

(throws his hands up)
Not seen it since. And we haven't a
fucki ng clue where she is.

(to Fiona)
Have we? So, what...

(of the song)

Oh, | love this...
Turns the music UP, Aerosmith, relishing the chorus. Steve
turns to find Fiona studying him like all this is still part
of a test.

FRANK ( CONT' D)
I mean, what could | do, Steve?

FI ONA
Di sappear for three weeks?
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FRANK
(i gnoring her)
| had a breakdown.

FI ONA
You noved in with Tormy and went on
a bender.

FRANK

Fuck of f! Nervous - BREAKDOWN.
LOUD BANG NG on front w ndow. Steve spins, alarned.

FI ONA
(unruffled)
Dad. Key.

Frank chucks the key to Steve, who deducts that he shoul d get
t he door, then.

I NT. GALLAGHER KI TCHEN - NI GHT
Steve lets in an angry Kev, in only a T-shirt and boxers.

KEV
Know what tine it is?!

STEVE
Sorry, Kev, it's Frank, he's...

Kev bounces past himinto the Iiving roomcarrying a CD case.
Steve goes to shut the door but it gets pushed open by
Veroni ca -dressing gown, bare feet. She's carrying a bottle
of vodka. Grabs a few gl asses fromone of the cupboards and
follows Kev into the living room

KEV
(aggressive to Frank)
What've | told you?

Kev turns the nusic OFF. Steve returns, expecting trouble.

FRANK
Here we go. Nei ghbors of Satan!

Kev proceeds to pull the Aerosmith CD fromthe player and
toss it across the room replacing it with one of his own.

KEV
The day you pay rent like the rest
of us Frank, you can play whatever
shit you want.

( MORE)
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KEV( CONT' D)
Til then, if you're punping it out
at this tinme of night, you punp out
stuff that we |ike. 'Kay?

Fergie. Kev's nusic. Turned up |loud. Frank |oves bei ng abused
by Kev. It flatters him The evening becones a nessy

i mpronptu party, with Veronica circul ating the vodka.

BOOM BOOM BOOM O f Steve, smling at the nadness --

I NT. FIONA'S BEDROOM - NI GHT

Fiona and Steve rigidly next to each other in bed. Misic

still thunping from downst airs.
STEVE
He made ne foll ow you up
FI ONA
Well he's right. You can't drive

now, but...
Fiona rai ses her duvet to release a nmuffled snoring sound.

FI ONA ( CONT' D)
Liaml s in here sonewhere.

STEVE
Don't the kids wake up?

FI ONA
Wul d you?

He | aughs. He takes her hand, plays with her fingers, waps
his fingers around hers. She lets her eyes shut. She’s safe.

I NT. GALLAGHER BOYS' BEDROOM - MORNI NG

Carl reluctantly drags his school clothes on. Lip cones up
from downstairs

LIP
Seen | an?

CARL
Gone when | woke up

Li p puzzled, goes to the window. H s POV: Snoke rising from
t he Astrovan w ndow.

BACK ON Lip, checking that Carl's distracted before reaching
under lan's mattress for that porn file.
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I NT. VAN - MORNI NG

lan’s struggling with his own thoughts when there’s a RAP on
the window. Lip clinbs in. lan throws hima hard | ook. Lip
sl aps an open gay porn mag down between them

LIP
How can that be good for you?

lan won't dignify it with a response. Lip turns a page.

LI P (CONT' D)
O that?

I an aggressively snatches the mag.

| AN
Know what's not funny? You. Ever.

Li p takes seconds on lan's cigarette.

LIP
Anybody before Kash?
I AN
One.
LIP
Who?
I AN
I"'mnot telling you.
LIP
Nane a single tinme I've let you

down.
lan's reaction. Lip hasn't, ever.

I AN
Kid at school.
(then, second thoughts)
Wll it's no big deal any nore.
He's | ong gone. Roger Spikey.

LI P
The origi nal beef neister? Donkey
dick? O did he start that runor?

I AN
(twitch of the eyebrows)
Not a runor.
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LIP
Hey that | ooked a bit gay.
(does the eyebrows)
Wanna watch yourself with that.
(nmore intrigued about)
And actually? Up the ass?

lan refuses to get drawn.

LI P (CONT' D)
Do you get used to that? Can you?
Whol e point of the digestive
systenmis one-way traffic.
(drags hard on cigarette)
Just is.

lan smles ironically, then a | augh erupts.

LI P (CONT' D)
What ?
(lets the snmoke go)
What ! ?

I AN
(mmcs)
"Just is!'" Like we're only given a
pair of fuckin lungs to snoke!
They both laugh too loud, then quiet, and finally, smle.
I NT. GALLAGHER STAI RS/ KI TCHEN - DAY

Fi ona makes her way down the stairs in her robe, follow ng

t he sound of the usual tribal breakfast chaos. Steps into the
kitchen, surprised to see all the kids carrying food to the
table - eggs, toast, juice.

FI ONA
VWhat’'s all this?

Steve at the stove, frying up a skillet full of bacon

STEVE
Debbie's the only person | know
wakes up earlier than | do. | told

her | never eat breakfast but she
said it's her favorite neal. And
since it's her birthday, | thought
we shoul d. ..

The others all swing a | ook to Debbie.
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FI ONA
No, it's not!

DEBBI E
(bare-faced lie)
| never said it was. | said |
wi shed it was!

STEVE
Ah, right! She 'wished it was!'.
Sorry, Debs, totally m sheard that.
Perforated eardrumon the right.

Fiona’s loving all this, but --

FI ONA
You' ve got 15 m nutes before
school, tops. lan, Lip, your turn
to do the di shes soon as you're
done. Debbie, Carl, you need to
take the trash out.

So, fine then. The nost hectic part of Fiona' s day's been
render ed manageabl e by Steve's apparently effortless
contribution. Steve goes to sit down to eat, but his chair's
obstruct ed.

ANGLE - Frank flat out on the floor fromthe night before.
Peopl e wal ki ng round himall norning, |ike a carpet tunor.

Steve without nmaking a fuss, delicately crosses Frank's | egs
to make himl ook |like a sunbather. As Steve finally tucks in
his own chair and starts to eat, the famly happily digging

into the breakfast feast, talking, yelling, |aughing as we --

FADE QUT.

THE END
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