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FADE | N:

ESTABLI SHI NG SHOT - EXT. MA' S PUB - N GHT

Dark, rainy town streets. MA'S PUB, on a corner, crowds
stunbl e by.

INT. MA' S PUB - CONTI NUOGUS

Substantial bar that’s well kept. Al cohol aligned behind the
bar counter top with the shortest in the center, tallest at
t he edges. Sone regulars sit and drink.

M A KILLI AN, 26, heavily guarded, silent, wears black ripped
j eans, boots and | eather jacket over T-shirt and angel w ngs
neckl ace, pours liquor into shot gl ass.

M A ( NARRATI ON)
Peopl e say |’ m qui et and when
open ny nmouth | piss people off. |
say what people need to hear versus
what they want to hear.

Musi c plays quietly from Jukebox. ROX, 24, slutty, |oud,

m sgui ded, wears short pink skirt, makes out wi th BRAD, 27,
sly hipster smle, grabby, wears flannel at waist. A glass
enpty on the table beside them

M A CONT’' D ( NARRATI ON)
Most people think I"ma hard ass
bartender, who’ d rather be al one
than | oosen up with girlfriends who
tal k shit about everyone and fuck
every guy they think is the one,
even though Rox just net Brad on
Ti nder two hours ago, they’ve had
t heir tongues down each others
throats for twenty m nutes now.

Two adol escents |eave tip on table, giggle as they wal k out.

M A CONT' D ( NARRATI ON)
|’d call nyself an observer

M a cleans glass. Brad jerks up, struts towards the bar.
M A CONT’' D ( NARRATI ON)
It’s not stalking if they decide to

come into ny bar and unl eash al
their problens onto ne, nowis it?

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 2.

BRAD
Hey dol | face, another Malibu Sunset
and, uh, Sangria?

MA
Seriously? Wonder which one’s for
her ?

M a pours herself a shot of G N and downs it. Brad gives her
a dirty look up and down.

M a prepares the Malibu Sunset and Sangria. Slides it to
Brad, hand out for noney.

MA
(sarcastically)
Enj oy.

Brad hands her $5 too nuch.

BRAD
Keep the change, you need it nore
than | do.

M a scoffs, shakes her head as he spins around to wal k back.

M A
(under her breathe)
Asshol e. Hope he gets gonorrhea.

Young adol escents cone in, plop at booth with friends.

M A CONT’' D ( NARRATI ON)
Peopl e wonder why | judge them so
often. They're so predictable, it’'s
si ckeni ng.

Rox and Brad make out up agai nst the jukebox.

M A CONT’' D ( NARRATI ON)
Al ways after the sanme stupid shit,
like love, or nore like lust. They
claimto care so nuch but they're
oblivious to what actually matters.

JAYMES TAYLOR, 30, sits down at the bar, dreary, hair nessed
up in front of his face, wears worn out jacket and jeans.

M A CONT’' D ( NARRATI ON)
That’s why it’s better to be al one.
No one to get hurt. You can't get
hurt.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 3.

JAYMES
Mss? Can | get a, uh, sonething
strong?

M a reaches for Tequil a.

JAYMES
Uh, not that strong.

M A
G n Negroni?

Jaynmes shrugs, gestures her to pour away.

Ma pours two glasses of Gn, puts linme in one, hands it to
Jaynes.

M A (NARRATI ON) CONT' D
But people can’'t handl e being al one
for too long. Well, nost people.
The only tinme they want to be al one
i s when they need sonmeone the nost.

M a sw pes glasses wth a rag, places themunder the
counter. Grasps her glass, gulps gin.

JAYMES
Don’t you sip gin?

M A
No. You, sip gin. | drink it.

Jaynes | eans back in his stool.

JAYMES
So, sorry to assune the mssus is a
typi cal | ady.

He sips his gin, disgusted, groans and spits out his tongue
as he sets the glass down.

JAYMES
So, what’s the non-lady’s nane?

M A
The place is literally called Ma’'s
Pub. 1'"'m M a.

JAYMES
this time I thought it was

Al |
Mi-a, not M ee-a.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 4.

M A
Sorry to di sappoint you.
Jaynmes stares at her, |like she’s a creature he’s never seen
bef or e.
M A

It’s a classic m stake, don’'t beat
yoursel f up over it.

Jaynes chuckles, tries his drink, he grunts.
JAYMES

Yuck. How can you drink that?
Revol ting stuff.

M A
Probably the Iine.
JAYMES
(smrks)

Probabl y.

JAYMES CONT' D MOVENTS LATER
Wul d you like to know ny nane?

M a grabs the cl eaned gl asses, abruptly turns, places them
on the shelf behind her, jolts back.

M A
Jaynmes Taylor, 30 years old. Only
child but you have a half brother-
Ryan. You' re an accountant - the
nost boring job ever. Just recently
got dunped by Venessa, who cane
here every Thursday night to talk
shit about you.

Jaynes’ eyes w dened and shocked he adjusts his seat.

JAYMES
Ww. Uh, are you always this--

M A
Observant.

JAYMES
| was going to say aberrant. But,
yeah.

Ma scoffs. Gabs 3 beers, hustles over to table, snags tip

nmoney, sets the beers at booth with five young adol escents.
One worman wears tiara with a big sparkly 21.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 5.

YOUNG MAN #1
You're not going to ID ny young
friend here?

YOUNG WOVAN #1
Henry, shut up!

M A
It’s fine. I know you' re all 21 and
over.

M a wal ks around the bar, gathers enpty gl asses, bottles and
cans, disposes recyclables. Ma trudges to jukebox, Brad
frisks Rox, she giggles. Malibu Sunset and Sangria still

full on table near by.

M A
Are you finished?

M a gestures to the drinks. Brad groans, faces Ma. Jayne’'s
pi vots stool to face the commoti on

BRAD
Does it | ook we're done?

M A
Li ke nost of the chaps in here, you
prefer her tongue.

ROX
That' s not true, M a.

BRAD
Just because you own this dunp,
doesn’t nmean you get to be a bitch.

M A
Actually, it does. Get out.

Brad arrogantly dunps the drinks all over the table and
floor, sets glasses down, smles, arnms out, shrugs.

M A
Get the fuck out of ny bar.

Brad heaves a chair in, darts at Ma, ready to sw ng.

ROX
Brad stop! She’s ny friend.

M a unfazed. Brad halts, he struts back, yanks Rox’s arm
pulls her with him

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 6.

M A
She stays. You go al one.

Brad gl ances back, snarls.

ROX
Just | eave Brad.

He flings her armfree and struts out.
M a straightens up their table, picks up gl asses.

ROX
W mat ched great on Ti nder.

M A
That was your second m stake. First
was calling nme your friend.

Jaynmes chuckl es and sips G n, disgusted again, sets it down.
M a glances up at him rushes to the bar, puts down gl asses,
grabs paper towels, retreats to table, w pes down table and
fl oor.

ROX
How am | getting hone?

Rox stunbles to a booth and |lies down, passes out. Ma
strides to throw the soaked paper towels out, goes back
behi nd bar.

M A
I’1l call you an Uber.

Jaynmes swivles his stool towards M a

JAYMES
"1l take her.

M a grabs glass, wipes it.

MA
No of fense, but | don’t trust
strange nen taking a wasted Roxane
hone.

JAYMES
Uber drivers are way nore sketchy.
Besi des, you knew nme 5 seconds ago.

Ma | ooks up at Jayne’s angerly, rolls eyes, sighs, sets
gl ass done.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 7.

M A
Fi ne.

Ma pulls out a notepad and pen, wites, rips off paper,
hands to Jaynes.

M A
Her address. My nunber. Text ne
when you drop her off and she’s
safe.

JAYMES
"1l send a picture of your
non-friend wal ki ng i nside her
| ovel y house.

Jaynes | ounges up, picks up Rox over his shoulder, carries
her to his 2019 Silver Hundai Sedan, they speed off.

Very few peopl e inside.

MOVENTS LATER M a’ s phone buzzes. Text from Jaynes, picure
of Rox stepping inside her house.

TEXT READS
Non-friend safe and sound. Least |
can say | got a girls nunber today.
Ma smrks. Types back.

TEXT READS
Thanks.

END SCENE

INT. MA'S PUB - BAR - DAWN

Bar is enpty, dead silent, stools stacked on top of tables,
gl asses upside down on counter top, liquor bottle tipped
over, al cohol drips.

INT. MAS PUB - MA S ROOM - DAWN

Smal | cl oset space, a snmall folded table | eans against a
smal|l file cabinet, sleeping bag, nop and broom rock poster
on the wall, and one small w ndow.

Ma sleeps with the sl eeping bag, no pillow

Phone buzzes. She wakes and answers the phone.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 8.

MA
What ?
ROX
H M al
M A
Jesus can you not be so | oud?
ROX
Oh sorry. What are you up to?
M A
Cut the shit Rox, what do you want?
ROX
Oh well, since we’'re friends |
figured we coul d get breakfast or
sonet hi ng.
MA

It’s fucking 6 anl Ugh. And we're
not friends.

ROX
You’ ve known ne Ssince we were
little and you al ways protect ne.

M A

That’ s because you're stupid. I'm

hangi ng up.
ROX

Ma conme on -

Ma ends the call. Looks up at the w ndow and groans.

MA

Fuck.

Ma rises out of bed, puts black pants on, changes shirt,
puts jacket and boots on. She exits her room | ooks at
herself in the bar mrror, fixes hair.

M A ( NARRATI ON)
People tend to believe they
under st and everyone and everyt hi ng.
But in reality they don't even
under st and t hensel ves.

M a picks up the liquor bottle, sees the spill.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 9.

M A
God dammi t.

She takes a rag, w pes down the counter and the bottle.

M A CONT' D ( NARRATI ON)
Even | can’t say that | understand
everything. People who think they
know everything are just arrogant.

A man pounds on the doors.

Ma | ooks up at the man, takes a swig of the liquor, sets it
back on bar counter

She sighs, nopes toward the doors, snatches keys hangi ng on
a tack above the door. She unlocks it.

BRUCE FETICHI NI, 29, wears a suit, bowtie, fedora,
aviators, and a fanny pack. M a opens the door, steps aside.
He strides in.

M A
(Sarcastical ly)
What do | owe the pleasure?

Bruce renoves his fedora, places it on the coat rack hook,
renoves aviators, sets themin his pants pocket.

BRUCE
Al ways nice to see you too M a.

He ki sses her on the cheek. She smrks.

MA
Coul d you be anynore of a granddad?

BRUCE
Coul d you be anynore gothic?

M A
The sl ang has changed, al nost as
often as your style.

BRUCE
Hey, | have ny own conpl ex.

MA
What ever you say. What are you
doi ng here anyways?

Bruce takes off his fanny pack, unhinges the latch, pulls
out a stack of files.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 10.

BRUCE
Cases. If you're interested?

M a pivots and sighs. Gabs the |liquor.

M A
| m not .

M a gul ps the |iquor.

BRUCE
When are you going to get out of
this funk M a

M a turns back towards him

M A
This is ny life, Bruce. You cone
here al nost every nonth to hand ne
nore cases that | don’t fucking
want .

M a roans behind the bar, liquor in hand.

M A CONT' D
They just sit in ny filing cabinet
col l ecting up dust. You solve the
damm cases if you're so concerned
about them

Bruce saunters to the counter, sets the files down, points
to the bottle and stares at M a.

BRUCE
This will be the death of you.

Bruce puts his aviators back on, walks to the coat rack and
renoves his hat fromit.

BRUCE CONT’ D
At | east | ook at these ones M a.
They used to bring you so nuch j oy,
whenever you' d crack a case and
hel p soneone out.

M A
| caused nore harm than good Bruce.
Pl ease just | eave.

Bruce puts on his hat and exits MA'S PUB. M a takes anot her
swi g of liquor.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED

M A CONT' D
It’s better this way. For everyone.

11.



