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tonding on fhe fence, looking ouf ocross the middle of nowhens, things firally
came info perspective—at least that's what Trever thought. Perspective was what
Trevor prided  hamsel on the most. He gbways knew how o g=t to the battom of
things...how fo put ewven the most confusng situation info words., He held his anms
outward, frying fo maintain his balance. Perspective was what he was locking for in the
wonds. The bock of the family property, roling hilk covered in soybeans, ponds ond
trees, provided the sefting for this mental refreat. Just the thing you'd espect for o teo
tundred gcre farm in Kenfucky. On the =dge of the property was o fence—the forthess
ploce you couwld be gnd sfll remain on the form. The forthest yow could get owoy from
home and sfill be fhere. Trevor was looking for pespective in those woods and dying to
be alone.

Perhaps the wrong choice of words.
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Trewor grunted as he landed somewhat precanously on the fourth post. For some
reqson, be remembened this—umping from post fo posf—being o lot =asier. Thaf waos
thideen years ago. Lots of things changes in thirbeen yeosHe moved precarouwsly from
one post to the next. Fale cwes aside, he was geifing the hang of the process again. He
certainky didn't remember =och londing producing some sorf of soosperoted sound
effect and was almeost certain the old aftempts fook k== than beenty s=conds fo reach
the mnd. He tried to corvince himself that the reason he was having difficulty was that
he locked foous. #s a kid the goaol was o get ocross os quicldy as possible.  What was
different he thought.

He wasn't loughing.

Tr=wor made ans proms= fo himsel that Sunday mioming. Mo maftter what
hopp=ned over the next few doys—no motter how bod he fet—he wouldn't ory. Trewor
hod done thot plenty of fimes as a kid. MNeow that he wos teenfy-three years cld crying
was no longer an opfion. Leaning against the faux-marble kfchen counfer, he made
thot promise. The morming sun slowdy crept beyond the hofmon. The row of trees thot
marked the back of the farm hod tumed navy aogairet the warm pink sky. F wos shaping
up to be a beautful doy—not =ven a doud in the oy, but he wouldn't notice 7.

Trewor's mother Foye ploced on arm on his shoulder. He mew thot it waos hers
becouse of the scenf. He definifion of Mom was based on josmine and oronge bBlossoms.
The hwmaon mind has o woy of piecing fogether o picturs of someone =ven when you
can't see them.

| just can't bebeve she's gone,” his mother whispered. Her quist sobs broke the
string of words into on owkerard phnase.  *| knew it wos coming, bt | st con’™f beliewes
she's gone.”

Trewor had mode a promise not fo cry. He falt something wet on his shirt. Thay
weren't his fears. They belonged %o his mom. For fhe fist fime he looked oway from the
earty autumn sunrise and nfo his mother's epes.

I"'mm sory, Mama.” he says. “I'm somy | wasn't here sooner”

Yo know, | think she held on wntil you got home.  She just wanfed o see you
or= mone firme” She wouldn't lock of e oz she said this. Youw connef ory. This @ no
fime to break promis=s, he thowghf. He hod olready promised to come home mons
often, buf school had gotten in the way of that. Mow, his grandmcther was gone. O she
hod di=d. Or he could hove picked any other sordtmed werbdon of the froth. What the
truth really woos, though, & thof Trewor hod missed the most importort month in the e of
i farmily.

‘Wil you go bock in thers with me2" Foye asked. | just don't think that | con go

in there alone.”

Trevar pawsed. The last thing ke wanfed to do waos go back into the room
whers the conpse wos—syven if it wos o corpse he loves—wyell loved—more than just
about anyone in the word., The reguest hod vnnersed him. Even his mother could fell
thot. Trevor placed ancther hand on the counfer fo sheady himsel.

1 kniowy it's not really her in there,” Foye sighed. “I's just o shell. | know she's in
heaven now. 3he’s in heaven now.” Trewor wosn't sure i his mother was convinced
eeen of her own words. F wos wnlike her o repeat herself. Thot also unnerved Trevaor

Loughing was the point of the gome, affer all. You had to jump down the ine of
ferce posts to the ook tree. Az yvou moved down the line, the cousins wouwld foss rocks,
clods of dirf, com cobs—whotever hoppened fo be lying oround—irying fo onock you off.
Trewor's fwin brother Travis was alwoys the best ot this. Inevitably, Trevor would fall and
Trovis would die loughing. Again, not the best choioe of words.

While focused on days gore by Trevor's sregker moved bao inches too far fo
the l=ft and that would be end of the fence hopping for the day.

The scremn door of the ulildy mom opened. Coming around the comer was
Trawis weaoring the Carhart jockest thot ther grandmother hod goften him for his—their—
birthday a month ago. She had joked then that it was going to be o cold winder, the
man with the goose thot predicted the weather on TV soid so. 3he soid he'd have fo
take her four wheeler rding when the fist snow came on Christmos. The gooss said & waos
going to b= o big snow on Chrstrmas Eve. At b=ast a foot. maybe even fao.

O Christmaos Eve—she wios cerfain—she would be beiter by then, Trewvor
zoned owt again. He didn’t even realze his mother wos now wrapped around Trawis®
frame. Travis was newer one for words, but he didn't have fo speak that moming. Trever
could = a smal sirmom of tears going down his fwin brother's foce. 3, he didn't ory
“It's aleay, baby,” she says. And with that they esifed foward the bedroom.

How alone, Trevor reached into the cabinet to procure a plasfic mug for
coffes—a croyon biue trinicet he hod gotten from Chuck-E-Cheesse’s when he wos nine.
He weant ohead and tock down the r=d one as well. Always blee for Trevor. Ahweays red
for Trowvis. They wers olwoys different. Trewor poursed the coffes into the smaol cwps and
added the sugar and mile. The coffes in the mugs looked darker than he remembened.
&z kids the mugs wene flled with mone milk and sugar than coffes. | was their
grandmother’s woy of molidng them fes! more grown-up.

Trevar didn't ne=d an ilusion fo feel old foday. He just needed to be alive.

Tre=wvior heard a bowiing in the other rcom. Dropping the spoon on the floor he
took thres sfeps in the direcfion of the bedroom before he even knew it. dhit, he
thowght. Shif. Shif. Shit. He hod to leave the house. Eifting on the well shed, Trevar
trimd to cotch his breath. | hodn't locied thot cool owtlside, out Trevor feft o shorp chil
throwugh the cofton undershirt and frock ponis be wos weaning. He wropped his arms
araund his shoulders fo k=ep warm. Rocking bock and forth, Trever mumbled fo hirmsel.

“Vou wanna =xplain o me why ths 5 going on®"  be guesfioned. Thens waosn't
anyones around. Kaybe God, fo whom the guesfion waos phrased, but Trever didn't fee
ke debating the finer points of Chrisfian theology thot moming. He didn't expect an
answer. He hod leormed not fo eagpect arswes from obove. And so Trevor rocked bock
arnd forth with the rfythms of the Kentucioy moming.

“Where did yow go?” Travis' words snapped Trevor from his cafotonic state.
nesded fresh air,” Trevor quickly responded. He thought o moment before he
gpened hs mouth again. “T'm somy, | just freaked out.”

“I's undersfandable.”

# there was one thing thot Trevor found onnoying about his hein brother, it waos
thot Trawvis wos his big brother. | was hard %o ploce that kind of qualification on things,
but people akvays warted to know who came out first. 3o Travis waos the big brother by
thirty s=conds. It hod nothing to do wih concegplion or 2ven perceplion. If waos smply a
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by Courtney Wright, Christopher Ellis and Jonnie Ray Delta

Th= Hext TiHe Hoz Been Edfed Excous= of #he F Waord
By Courtney Winght

Someons will g=t offended

Becouse some propbs one sensifive
Someone will complain

Brcouse those paopls are BIMCHES

High and maghty, insuted ond snubbed,
FUCK "EM IF THEY CTAN'T TAKE A JOEE

And they'll smile

And nod

And orcle around

And laugh

And gother together

But yvou're the asshole who's never serious
Unless you're sedcusly being an asshole
So fuck ‘=m if they can't foke o joie.

I'l Make You Laugh Your H=art Out
By Courtney Winght

Whiy do=s Cale Earnhart howve the biggest halo in heaven?
i's mot @ halo. it's o shesring wheel.

I"ve todd that jolos 300 fimes probakly -

And | live in HASCAR counin-

o it's liee telling 0 holocoust joke in Florda.

Ky brother’s cor just got blindsided by a beo? up Chewy with
“"Remember Mumber 3" acoross the bock window -

And as | think of that joke=

Iy foce convuloes with disgust.

By the third hour in the hospital
Thens's o real news sxcept thot mot’s in inkersee cors and we con't see Rim yet

Ch, that and my mom’s begen staing at the same= 4 pumle pieces
Pretending nof to cry while she acts e pufting them together

The fifth howr brings relatives

Lots of smilng, supporiive, relafives

And they're in o circle teling shoriss about Mot

Sa, | sheel the show and | =l fhis story about Mot in the 7® grode
Gatfing drunk off his ass on fripk= s=c

Qkay, that's o margonto miser

3o, we show up af his fiengs hows= around § in the moming and fhere he his ing in
the middie of fhe blohen covered in vomit. And the fis! thing he says st “Youw think
I'VE been drinking?® I'VE been danigng®

And everyone begins laughing and smiling and nodding
As if they'd forgoften whens they wens

And why they were hens

Bt thenm my mom chimes in...

“l didn™t mven know fhers weos alcohel in that stoef! He sfole it from us, we'd hod i@ for lio=
5 years, now who in fhe workd diinks Orang= margaribas®”

And it woas the find fime she’d smiled all righs.

Kly wounger brother mokes me fesl cool to hong out with. | don't know i he really nows
that. He's four year younger and forty times cocler. He's the type of person people really
ike, he's considerote and not condascending. chamming and not foike, ke can be funnyg
os hell, but he rarely begs for it. | feel ke | should b= in his fon dub, | love that idd so much
K= howur 7, 11 pm | get back from the bathroom ond thene’s o crowd outside of his reom.
pear oyver relofives feling him how lucky he is. He looks annoyed, oggrovoted, s
trausted. His jow is broken, he con't speak. A brace kes=ps him starng at the ceiing and
he's halding back tears with dignity.

| mnfer his peripherol vision. How | con't speak. His eyebrows roise his lip quivers ond tears
shream down his cheeks. The room grows silently owiceward. | feel like everyone wants me
to fmll 3 joke. How con | be funry when | ot this mwch® Buf I've been doing i all oy [ife
o | say:

fouw ook e shit man. You been hitting up that thple sec ogain?

The room lefs out g sigh of relisf aond | fea! likee unfl now Raft's been picned undermeath
that dash

He tries fo smile=...

Ard he looks rdicwlous frying.

The Jester's Gesturs
By Chrstopher Elis

Th= Kirg has colled me in to make him laugh
%0, moturaly, I'm o wreck.

I'm o motherfucking camoge wreck.

| forgot to check miysel before | wrecked myssd
Klost people don't lose their heaod

Dwer a joke or fao

But if my joke"s no good

I'll bzse vy motheduckin' hiead

Tou follows

That shit'll g=t chopped fhe fuchk off

Kaybe | should use that in my routine

That's not bad

Do youw want to hear my maoin joie?

Kl= toof

I'm fucleed.

Lord | hote this job.
|
Hate
This
Jok!
| anly became a jester because pecple said
| wios funny,
Well, they didn't realy say it
But thay loughed af me.
When my brothers soid | was adopthed
Becouse | was o fool taler
Than the rest of the family. ..
They loughe=d.
When my parenis reassured me that
| wozs not adopied
Becouse they would newer odopt
A freok show...
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[ngs) GO0 WALES THE DARK HILLE

THE WAYZ AMD THE BYWANYS

HE WALKS Oh THE BILLOWS OF LIFE'S TROUBLED SEAS

HE WALKS IM THE SOLD, DARK HIGHT

THE SHADOWE OF MIDHIGHT,

0D WALKS THE DARK HILLS

JUBT TO SHOW ME THE WAY. ..

[b=gins on et to fost fne] | remember the fist ime | met BILLY. We

were both in our fina year of seminary. To be honest, | was still trying to

figure ot why God had senf me her=. Was | ocivaly meart fo spread

the gospel® But Gily, on the other hond, knew he was called to serve

God with the melodies of hs voice. | mean, the boy sang like an angel.
ey Cod hiod blesmed hime  But what | didn't kroee af the fime, was

that God would bless me through him.

Hey, Curfis? Some of fhe guys are going vp fo the Czaris rear the Rdiller
Sose this weelbernd o comp ouf. You wanno go?

don'f know, Bill [zorcastociy| Hmm..l2t me see. | can spend al
weelend in the dormn sfedying for that midherm we both howve coming
up, or | con spend a 3ofurday lost in the woods fighfing insecis for my
wary e and imbs. Wow. That's a toughis.

assume it's an =asy choice, isn't it

figure you're nof takng no for an arswer?

figure you're right. The bus leoees ot £ o.m.
‘Well, Kloses couldn't ignore the Red I=o parling, so | guess F'morat
guoing to be oble to ignore youw. fhrows hands up and sighs] Youw win,
Zreal! Don't forget some repellant...if might, uh, come in hand.
[leaving)

[jus? regiiming| Four in the moming® Gee, | can't wait.

# thare was one thing that Sily loved as much as God, it wos those
mountains. He'd talt ower and over about how beoutiful they were
and how much majesty was in God’s creation. He was bafiled and in
awe thot something, someone capoble of creoting such owesome
peauty—ao being so powerful—had foken He hand and created him
tao...

wn't it breathtaling? | feel as though | could just reach my hands ouf
and towch God drom this ploce.

[oafohing his breath] Yeah, 100% scenic...ne=ds to b= on o postcard.
[fok=s in o deep breath| What do you say we sif down for @ moment
and “falkee in this beouty™?

fine. ([ioois ground| Do you ever wonder how God creafed all this?
How in just o moment of time, thers wos nothing and then God
browught it all inte creafion®

fight now, I'd like fo se= God create an el=vator fo gef me to the top
of this thing.

Curt, I'm seriows. 3o much to s=e. 3o much fo toke in. Lsten fo the
melody of the win. In thot bird's song, | heor God's voice. In thot fres, |
see God's hond. Everywhere | look, something reminds me how mwch
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God loves us.  fings| “God walks the dark hils, just to guide my
footsteps...”

Here | om abouf fo keel over and die of a massee heort otfock and
wou're able fo sing®
C'mom, CURTIE. “"He wolks svenowhens, by night and by day..."
Hareen't you heard my imitofion of a tenor in chapel®
What do you think? “He walks in slence...” jpontinues|

[foins in} “On down the highwoy..”

“zod walks the dark hils..." [grabs head ond grogns| Ahn..
Are you all night?

I be okay. If's just ancther ore of those sudden headachss. 'l go
away in a few minutes, but l=t’s get started back down the maountain.

Sily hadn't mentioned the recuring headaches that hit kim out of
nowhiere. He soid it was nothing fo be womied about. || oweas just the
stress of midierms finally cotching we fo him...that's all. But | hod my
daoukds, zo | finaly canvinced him o go fo the doctor—ust o be safe.

[entering the rcom| Hey, CURTIS. Youw mind i | come in®

Yaah, sure. By the woy. Brother James colled and warnted to fonow if
you'd be able to sing for Sunday moming's service. Yow krow | was
thinking you might sing “T1 Fly Saasay.”

[d=od pon] Cudis, we ne=d to folk.

n a mnufe. Or moybe “Handin’ on the 3olid Rock.” That's acheays
be=n one iy fovorfes

flease Isten to me...

Ho, | got i “Amazing Groce.” MHothing mowves o crowd more than that.
CURT! Ehouting abruptly] The doctor said | have concer.

What?

s a tumaor...malignani..in my brain. from the O scans and kMRl the
dociors soy there's [ifle they con do.

Ho! Mo one dies from cancer thess days. There's gotha be a fectmernt.
Zome kind of surgery. With all of the fechnology, thems has got to be
something they can do.

Mot this fime. W5 just a maofter of time.

How...how long?®

Three, mrayloe fowr mionths.

t there arything | con...| con do®

fArst, tell Brother James I'll sing “Trust and Obey”™ and

se=cond.. el _owculd you pray.

He asioed me oo fo pray. | did, but | odmi# my headt wasn't in #. Think
abaout if, the God | hod dedicaoted miy [fe to was nippirg owary e best
fiend. I wosn't a mafter of foith, it wos a mother of fair. The nexdt hao
months weren’t easy. Eoch day thot possed, he was left with o litfl=
lmss memory ond e less of himee®. | woiched os fhe mon who wos
bursfing with life, so full of spiit, so ful of love dwindl=d oway fo almost
an empty vesel in o hospital bed.

Howr you holding up?

m having one of my good doys fodoy. |5 just hond to beep fooussd.
[foking| Yow showld fry the Jelo, it's exfra nonny.
Zerioushy, man. | mean how are you realy holding wp?®
What do you mean?

mearn, how can you accept the foct that the Ged pou dedicated
wour e fo stands by and lets you sip owoy fo stemity from o hospetal
oe=d?

m nof ofraid of death & fhot's what you're asking. | know what



M. Jo, | guess the rumors ore e, Someone finolly got you o seifle down, Hever
thowught I'd see the day.

JAKE. [shocked| Zam?

M. [mply greefing) Joks.

JAKE. You're here?

SAM. Yeah. B=2en o whilke, huh?

JAKE. Why?

SAM. Lots of reosons—

JAKE. Ho. Why one you hepe?

SAM. ‘Well, | would have called fist, but all | had wos the number from before you
maoved. | acfually did call that, but some woman answered and was
wery rude.

JAKE. Zam, | moved lice six year ogo.

SAM. Yeah—well—l maid it been a while.

JAKE. gue=ss you hoven't chonged muwch.

Bl TEASER

SAM. femember the lost fime we were in ths room fogethers

JAKE. Ho.

SAM. Ah, sure you do. Ash Wednesdoy—you wers, e, nins and | was fiffeen

JAKE. [fuddenly remembenng| Oh, yeah. We fook the grease from aur
forehmods and put i under our eyes and ployed & Jos—

SAM. —ard Jane—

JAKE. And the priest walked in and caled us—

AL Zomething thot showld not be repeafed in God's howse.

[boffi revel in @ moment of loughter before they seiffle info hegvy slenc= again|

M. [frping fo sfay in the moment] We should really do # ogaoin somefime.

JAKE. [frping fo be oongenid] Is i money®

SAM. [sfung| What?

JAEE. Do you nesd money? Cid you come hers for money®

SAM. Wows, Jakey you sound just like dad.

JAKE. Don't cal me that. You're net mam.

A ‘Well, thank God for smmall favors.

JAKE. [Feddenly ponioked) They don't know—

M. That I'm hene?® Moo Just you. But if they sow the way you fied thot fie, they'd
be tuming shodes of red Crayola hasn't mode yet. Jooks of the te on his
meok which s appar=ndly i1 shambles) Here. Let me help you. [anowenng his
sient gquesfion] Mo, Jobe, | don't nesd money. [both are guist gy she fiss
his fie|

JAKE. Well then?

TR Looks much befter

JAKE. Youw know as wel as | do that thot's not what | meand.

SAM. Did you mean “Wel then.owhy am | kere in o chuch with my brofher whom |
noven't seen in fiftesn yeos?”

JAKE. Yeah. That's exacfly what the ‘well then” meani.

SAM. t's complicated.

JAKE, [rarpgsiic] Well geeze, Jom. You sure picked o hell of o day to maokes things
comphcated.

SAM. Well, t's whaot | do best. Joke, | wos really mesed up when we werns bds. You
criow that.
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Well 've besn sober for obouf fen years. I'm doing fhe fwebhe-sfep program.
I'm on step fen.

itep ten?

lf's whers you frock peopls down ond say somy. Anpone pou’ve sver b
becauss of vour addictions. | made= a It and worked from the bofom fo the
top. I've been on st=p tan for obout By=ors. 's a long k.

Mom and Dad?®

Three and a half years ago. They appreciated the gesture, but as you can
tall, not much has changed. | don't blame them—not ot all.

do how many more are on your 532 jnot impressed, sighs deeply nof bboking
af her] Oh, I'm the fop.

Hey, you're the top—thot's o healtthy woy to put it Ugh, this is schausfing.
Ok, so whot now—-

I'm miat hare o moke sxscusss for the things | did.

Then why are you here?

I'm frying fo t=d you what happened—

Wl this showld b= good.

shrigs] I'mi pour sisher.

MHe! Mo, don't da that. Don’ you dare play the famiy cad. You don’t
deserye—

I'm here, aren't F

Today. You're here today, but whot about all the bithdaoys, and gradua-
fions, and Christmoses, and yesferday, Som? What about yesterdaoy, and
joturday, and Wednesdaoy and the lost fiftesn years®

Jake, | vnderstand you're angry. | deserve thot, but if you'l just lisher—

o'y losing ii—lgughs) Mo, 3om. You sten, ok? H's your fum. You think
vou're the only one whose besn dreoming vp what to say for the lost fifeen
PEOSE

Ok, Jake. What do you want to say to me?

lenfinohing, simple] | hate you.

leaimby, building| Joke, you don't hofe me. You hote who | used fo be. You
hate the me that wos oddicted fo dregs, ond aloohal, and sex You hate the
mie that was o professional screw-up and lef-down artist. You hote the—
Tou'r= right, fam. But guess what? Since you howe been AWOL for all the
cther seasors of your life, that's the only you | onow. The Sam | know took off
with rriy [ savings in her pocket without so mech oz o goodbye. She l=ft me
ard sveryone else in the world wonderng & the next story on the news weowid
be an overdosed corpse of a feenage girl

Joke, you have fo belisve me. | waos scored ond screwsd vo and | wos
hurfing.

Screw yow. TYou were not the vichm in fhs!

| lonoee that. Thot's why I'm hers, Fmdging—I'm telling the truth, 1"ve
changed Jake. Pleaze—

Laak, Zam.-this foiry tale =nding of the reunicn & a rice badfime stary, but
we're both adults now ond | feel He= ot this point in the gome honesty s the
best palicy.

| ogree.

Ok, then. | don't onow you and you don't know me —brother and sisher is only
a blocd fi= now, because youw are a stronger fo me.

Far crying owt loud 3om, you weren't even ot my grodueobion. 3o spars me
your rightecus fwelve step rehobdifofion growp therapy “save me” crop. W's
foo lote for fhot. H's foo lode for pow. Ws foo lofe for me. And s defiridely too
lote for us.  Just go ond e owoy—you were obaoys good ot thot.

You're graduation gown from high schaocl was blue.

What?

It wos blue=. You wore o white shitt with o gresn fie. Your college gown wos
marcon ard you wore the same white shirt and fhe some green fie. | could
tell from the stoin on the collor. Your white coot fromn med school hod “Jocob
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Sased on the comio book by L fdank Coney

SCEME 1: STUDICMARK'S APPARTMEMT

M RE. I"ve got il

LS. Really?

MAaRE. I"em got it.

L. Great.

MARKE. I've got it ond s slap your grandmather in the foce good.

LR, I'm lishering.

A RE. Oh, hau I've got the fesling! The, “I've got if,” feeling! You krow?

LOEL Teah, right. Where & just, Bo=, burns!®

MARK. feah! Yeah!

LOEL feah, that's o sexsaly tfrarsmitfed disease. | know o good doctor.

M RE. izwghs] You just admitted youw know a good STD doctor.

LRl Towché, KMark, You obsways win.

MARK. Well, | am =rlightened by my thid eye... and you should b=, foc.

LE. Oh, phease. Pot thot mushrooms crap.

A RE, What? B wors, IF's real. | foke the mushrooms, | look of Dod's pictunes
ond he tells me what we should wiite about. §'s proven.

LR %o it's proven if one fips mushrooms—while storng ot o book of pectunes

of our de=od fother—the pictures wil tell on adventurous tale which 3o
wihe as a cartoon for his lod sister’s websde®

A RE. Tme,

LOEL How? Where iz that proven®

A RE. Fight hers, lithe s, Here is your proof

LR This & fhe monthly hit counf for Zhotgun Blosts

MM RE. Zort of. The actual file iz Shot Gun Blast to the Third Eye, i you’l
rem amiDer.

LOEL Wiaw.

MARK. | guess acting falent doesn’t hove fo remember the small detaoik... lke,
title.

LOEL Owr ad sales alone wil gross 15,000 Hely crap, | con't wait fo see T-shirt
sales.

A RE. %0, does that meaon you'll Sinally try ‘shrooms?

LOEL Towché, big brother. Towché, and no.

EMD TEAZER

SCEME 2: MARK'S APPARTMENT

LR fow ready fo go, bro?

MARK. Lor! Zhhh! [tripping]

L. Klaric, whaot's up® You okay®

MARE. I'm waorking on the website, shin

LRl %o, you're on mushrooms? Maork, seriously® Come on, what the kel s

Collin's 2 grode sing along tonight. You promised him yow'd go when
you missed his Chrisfmas pageant.

A RE. Colin® Ch, the boy! He's in o show? 'l watch if on T4

LR | brew when we sgned up for this “big brother - big sister” thing, sharing
a kid was o bod idea. B's just k= whan Mom ket

MARE. What do you mean?

LOERL Wel, when # was just one parent # was e whenever we shared: you

pot fo do the fun stuff, like dricking with him and his buddi=s.

MARE. Oh, and was thot o blast.

LRI And | had sing along with kim as he donced on stoage, dress=d in a
giant fumip costume lee the rest of the sacond graders.

MAREK. Wait, Collins 5 dressed in a giont fumip cosfume?

LRI Yeah, it's figgin' sweed, man.

MARK. fou'me driving.

SHOTGUN BLAST SCEME 3: COLUN ON STAGE
Two furmips, one boy ond one gin, stand on sfoge ond simg. The gifl is opsno snger
good, and the boy imn'f.
BOY: We ar giont tumips,
Ard, we ares from the =arkh
i vou eat ws quickly,

SIEL: W'l male wou want to burp!

BOY: Burp.

SHOTGUMN BLAST SCEME 4: IN THE EITCHEN MAKING DINMER

MARE. fouw didn't tell Collin's mom obowt your shones, did you?

LRI My sfodes? Dod tells them to you, dude.

MARE. Oh, oh, ight. Yegh, Dod fels them fo me.

LORLL When= are the pictures of Dad that falks fo you?

MARK. Thare on my shelf in that album. Do you finally wanna frip, i° sis®
LRI | wiouldn™t wont to rvin your Dod fime.

MAREK. Come on, just you and me. 's Dad"s hallucinegenic daoy ofi.
LRI Look, Kok, no offerse, but I'm thify-one.

MARE. Gasp, no!

LRI Yeakh, and I'm a fle too old to frip... you onow. weak hips, they break

mosly when | fol. Also, | know for o foct thot you bowght your mids off a
gy who prefers being caolled T-Rav over Travi. And third, | don’t feel
k= wizhiing wp in a week on o bus cut fo 5. Louis.

MAREK. That wos one time.

LRI i took yvow a maonth to get back. | thought you had l=ft me. § was pust
e ftom and Cod.

MARE. | know, ard I'm somy. And if you realy didn't want to o ‘shrooms
toright, wel, then, 'm realy somy. How do you ke the solod, by the
way ?

LCHRLL fou're o dick.

SCENE 5: DRIVING

LRI Hoew long does this take to work?®

MARK. K shouldd bk in os soon os we get oot fo the loke.

LRI | can't ip there. We grew up fhene.

MARK. Dude=, that maokes it Dethar

LCHRLL | haven't been there since Dod shot him...

MARE. Don't. Rule one: don't falk abowt that. | is your fist fime and you can

eazly freak yourse® out on your firsf time. Plus, these are shong mids and
wiour afe a kot

LRI | wos hungry and | thowgh? it was just salad!
MARK. Oh, | eroww, ard if's hilanous that you didn™t recogriz= the hombls
faste.

LCHRL. | cwmruse ranch.

MARK. ifll, o bod trip could mess you wp.

LRI Qkay, somy. I'm somy fo you, too,

MAREK. Who are you taking to?

LRI The= drogon oufside. Hey Crogon-y.

MAERE. Right.

LRI Karic! BMaork! KMark!

MARE. Whaot?




