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INT. KITCHEN -LATE AFTERNOON

CINDY MERIT attractive and tidy, dressed In a expensive 
looking business suit sits alone at the kitchen table 
staring at a mostly empty whiskey bottle. 

Moments later the quit is broken as her sister Lilly 
MERIT disheveled with flowers stuck behind her ears 
enters.

LILLY
Hey, what are you doing here? 
Playing hooky? Day drinking?

She laughs to herself and begins to search the fridge. 
Cindy barley looking up, say’s nothing.

LILLY
I just had the most amazing, 
impromptu camping trip In Santa 
Barbra... I think I've got the 
munchies.

Cindy, silently picks up the bottle and throws it full 
force against the wall barley missing Lilly’s head it 
shatters.

LILLY
What the fuck!

CINDY
You knows who's whiskey that is? 
Dads.  You know why its empty? 
Cause he drank it before he drive 
mom to chemo.  Know why I’M here? 
Because the hospital called to say 
Dad's In the drunk tank and Mom’s 
off the chemo there because shes 
too sick to move!

LILLY
Oh GOD

CINDY
Yeah, Oh God.  That's what I said 
when they told me you were 
unreachable.  That apparently you 
told mom you be home two days ago!  
Tell me Lilly, what's it like to 
think of know one but yourself!?

LILLY
Lets go get Mom

(CONTINUED)



CINDY
I got her.  Shes upstairs passed 
out. I got her just like I get 
everything. And you know the 
saddest part? The little extra bit 
of shitty sprinkled on my day? I 
was already on my way here! To 
talk to you! Because I forgot for 
one minute that you are the most 
selfish person In he entire 
fucking world! I was stupidly 
driving here to crying my fucking 
eyes out on your self obsessed 
shoulder!

LILLY
God Cindy, I’m so sorry.  Things 
are heavy here for us all..

CINDY
Yes Lilly, its all so fucking 
heavy. Moms cancer.  Dad’s a 
drunk. And your so self involved 
you don’t know what day of the 
week it is. And, And, my fucking 
Husband, who I found banging his 
secretary today! In OUR GARAGE! On 
the lawn mower! The fucking ride 
on I bought him!  Who the Hell 
fucks In the garage on a lawn 
mower?!

Lilly cant help but cracking a smile. 

CINDY
Bitch.

Cindy starts to chuckle a little despite herself. Lilly 
goes to her and they embrace.

END SCENE.

2.
CONTINUED:


