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I NT. CLAI RE'S BEDROOM — DAY

The big roomis filled with the trappings of a typical
but urbane fourth-grade girl. Jack, |ate 30s and Boheni an
scruffy, pokes his head in the door.

JACK
Chop chop! Breakfast is ready.

I NT. CLAIRE'S CLOSET — DAY

An oversized wal k-in brimmng with clothes and toys. Two
sheets are tacked up to create another space at the back.

JACK (O S.)
Cnon Claire! Let’s go.

Claire, alnost 10, bursts from behind the sheets in a
funky outfit. Wth nervous guilt, she carefully pulls
t hem cl osed.

CLAI RE
Okay! I’ m com ng! Sheesh

She noves sone clothes to hide the curtain, scurries into
t he bedroom grabs her bookbag and runs out.

| NT. KI TCHEN — DAY

Jack sits at the table, reading the paper. Cereal, mlKk,
toast and juice are set out.

Claire enters and heads for the coffee pot.

CLAI RE
l’min a hurry. 1’1l just have
cof f ee.

JACK
You shoul d eat sonet hing.

Claire pours a bit of coffee into a nug.

CLAI RE
I * m not hungry.



JACK
| know | shouldn’t start this
debate again, but don't you
think you're a little young for
cof fee?

CLAlI RE
Mom says |’ mold enough. And
she makes the rul es.

Jack wat ches, benused, as she pours in a big splash of
m | k, adds three spoons of sugar, and plops at the table.

CLAI RE ( CONT’ D)

(sips)
Ahhh.

JACK
| thought you were in a hurry.

CLAlI RE
Can | take a minute to enjoy ny
cof fee? Pl ease?

JACK
Take all the tinme you need. The
principal won't be keeping ne
after school if you' re |ate.

He opens the paper. Claire sticks her tongue out at him
She plays with a piece of toast and takes a bite.

CLAI RE
VWhen does Mom cone honme?

JACK
Un Sunday afternoon. Around
two o’ cl ock.

CLAI RE
(heavy sigh)
Amv. | don’t know why she went.
Do you think there’' s any decent
pai nters around there? | nean,
it’s Wsconsin for cripes sake.



JACK
(pointedly clears his throat)
Language.
CLAI RE

| said cripes. Crrriiipes.

JACK
(puts down the paper)
Mm Too close for confort. And
what’s wong with Wsconsin?

CLAlI RE
| dunno. | was just wondering
if there’s anything out there
to inspire people.

JACK
| nspi rati on comes from i nside,
you know that. Besides, your
nmonmi s one of the best in the
business. If there' s tal ent out
in the hinterlands, she'll find
it. She found ne, didn’'t she?

CLAI RE
(roll's her eyes)
| gotta go neet Audrey.

She takes a big gulp of coffee, junps up, throws on her
j acket and dashes out.

JACK
d airel

She pokes her head in the room

CLAI RE
VWhat?! | don’'t wanna be | ate!

JACK
Don’t forget your |unch

CLAI RE
Oh.

She grabs a brown bag on the counter and dashes out. Jack
shakes his head and grins.



EXT. G TY STREET — DAY

Claire exits a noneyed old apartnent buil ding and wal ks

al ong the tree-lined sidewal k.

AUDREY, 10,

catches up to Claire.
and works at being cool .

CLAIRE (V.Q)
Jack’ s been living with us
since March. Al nost seven
nmont hs. Mom s boyfriends don’t
usual ly last that long. | |ike
it better when it’s just us
girls. It’s always been just ne
and Mom | don’t know ny
father. | used to ask Mom about
hima lot, but all she ever
said was “Sone other tine,

Claire.” I'mal nbst ten now,
but | don’t think some other
time will ever cone.

Momis had | ots of boyfriends.
Mostly artists and witers.
Never sonebody boring |like a

| awer or a bus driver. Mom

i kes creative people. She owns
a big gallery. She goes on
trips sonetinmes to find new
artists. It sounds gl anorous,
but she says it’s not really.

CLAI RE (V. O CONT D)
| always tell Audrey that Mom
went to sonme exotic, faraway
pl ace to find soneone nobody
el se knows about. No matter how
fantastical | nmake the story,
Audrey al ways believes it.
Wel |, she doesn’t believe the
story. She believes ne. That'’'s
why she’s ny best friend.

AUDREY
So, is your nom com ng back
from Tokyo tonight?

She’ s perky but plain,
They wal k and chat ani matedly.



CLAI RE
No, she has to have dinner with
the enperor and his wfe. She
bought a special kinono to
wear. It’s blue silk with pink
gl ass beads and | ong feathers
froma Japanese peacock

AUDREY
Qoh. That sounds divine. Your
momis so | ucky.

CLAI RE
| wish | could go. Better than
bei ng stuck hone with Jack. |f
| have to eat fish sticks one
nore night I’'1l barf.

AUDREY
| think Jack’s a good cook.

CLAI RE
You're just saying that cuz you
think he's cute.

AUDREY
Wll... He is. Kinda.

CLAI RE
You're blind.

AUDREY

| think your nonis gonna marry
hi m

CLAI RE
She is not!
AUDREY
Bet she will. Jack’s her

| ongest boyfriend ever. Maybe
you can wear her kinono to the
weddi ng!

CLAI RE
There’ s not gonna be a weddi ng.



AUDREY
(sing-song)
W'l see... Hey, you can give
them that thing you re nmaking
as a weddi ng present!

CLAI RE
That woul d be a dunb idea.
AUDREY
Wiay? You’ re al nost done, aren’t
you?
CLAI RE
Uh, I"mnot sure.
AUDREY
Vell, is it working? Like you
sai d?
CLAI RE
Yeah... | think so. But nobody
will ever see it anyway. It’s
private.
AUDREY
You'll let ne see it, right?
CLAI RE
(si ng-song)
W'l see...

Audrey acts mffed and stops to tie her shoes. Claire
sighs dramatically and wal ks on.

CLAI RE
mon. We can’'t be late

Audrey, c
agai n!

AUDREY
Don't worry. W won't.

Audrey bl ows a huge purpl e bubble and catches up to her.
Claire sees the bubble and pops it.

CLAI RE
| thought banana was your
nmor ni ng fl avor.



AUDREY
Yesterday hal f the playground
had it. So | sw tched.

CLAI RE
Good idea. You gotta stay ahead
of the crowd. And | |ike grape

better anyways. G nme a piece.
Audrey stops to hand her a piece. They chew contentedly.

AUDREY
Hey. How cone it’s so quiet?

They exchange | ooks and run around the corner to see the
enpty school yard. The |l ast kids enter. The door shuts
with a loud thud and the school bell RINGS

CLAI RE and AUDREY
Ch no!

They run into the school yard.
| NT. JACK S STUDI O — DAY

The roomis filled with paints, brushes and canvases.
Jack is lost in painting for the entire scene.

A DOOR SLAMS and FOOTSTEPS CLOWP t hrough the apartnent.

CLAIRE (O S.)
| m hone!

JACK
(shouti ng)
How was your day?

CLAIRE (Q.S.)
Good. Sara Green ripped her
skirt at recess. Everybody
| aughed at her.

JACK
(normal tone)
That’ s ni ce.

CLAIRE (O S.)
| ” m goi ng out!



JACK
(shout s)
Hey! What about your honmewor k?

CLAIRE (O S.)
"Il do it later. Bye!

A DOOR SLAMS.

JACK
(normal tone)
And they say parenting is hard.

I NT. LI'VI NGROOM — NI GHT

A take-out pizza and school books are strewn across the
coffee table. JAZZ plays on the stereo.

JACK
... Okay, then you bring down
the 7. And 6 goes into 57 how
many tines?

CLAI RE
Un 8. No 9! Wth 3 left over

JACK
Good. See you got this.

Jack sips a glass of wine. Claire finishes the problem
cl aps the book shut and grabs another slice.

CLAI RE
That’ s enough for now.

They eat quietly for a few beats.

JACK
So, how d you do on that
geogr aphy project?

CLAI RE
(matter-of -factly)
W got an A+. Ms. Cho said it
was the best report she ever
r ead.



JACK
It should be. You guys worked
hard enough on it. You and
Audrey sure make a good team
(playful, after a beat) So...
does she |like Ethan too?

CLAI RE
(wary)
What ? How do you know Et han?
JACK
| don’t. | just noticed you
wote his name on your book
like... ten thousand tines.
CLAlI RE

Ch. He’'s... nobody.
Claire scoops up her books and shoves them under a chair.

JACK
s he smart?

CLAI RE
Mm .. Ki nda.

JACK
Is he cute?

CLAI RE
| don’t know.

JACK
He better be both, if you like
hi m

CLAI RE
| don't like him Who says |
i ke hinf

JACK
Ah, the book cover oracle never
lies. | can renenber when | was
your age, | wote the nane
‘Peggy’ all over ny books.



CLAI RE
That’'s a dumb nane.

JACK
Yeah, cone to think of it,
Peggy wasn’t too bright. But
she was foxy. | was in fifth
grade; she was in sixth. Yep,
she broke ny heart.

CLAI RE
That was |ike a hundred years
ago.

JACK
Yeah, but every lost |ove
al ways stings a little bit. So
be careful with this guy.
Artists are real romantics. W
brui se easy.

CLAI RE
(al ar ned)
Huh?! What do you nean?

JACK
Well, nost artists have big
hearts.

CLAI RE

Et han’s not an arti st!

JACK
(grabbing a slice)
| didn’t say that. (short beat)
Wanna split this piece?

CLAI RE
(flustered)

Uh, no, I'm.. I’mdone. | need

to go, um wite a book, wite
a report.

JACK
It’s Friday night. Wat’'s the
rush? | rented Mary Poppi ns.

10.



11.

CLAI RE
Un that’s okay. You can watch
it.

Claire gathers her books and hurries out. Jack sits back
with his w ne.

JACK
Oh, Ethan. Be afraid. Be very
afrai d.

I NT. CLAIRE'S ROOM — NI GHT

Claire sits at her desk, trying to read. She | ooks at her
cl oset, then | ooks over her shoul der at her cl osed door.
She ni bbl es at her nail, distressed.

Later. ..

The roomis dark. Claire lies awake in bed. She gets up,
tiptoes into the closet, and shuts the door. A light goes
on i nside.

I NT. CLAIRE'S CLOSET — NI GHT

Behi nd the sheets at the back of the closet, a snmall |anp
throws a soft gl ow

W see a nontage of close shots: a palette of paints,
fuzzy slippers, the corner of a canvas propped on boxes,
a brush maki ng strokes through thick |layers of colors,
Claire’s face | ooking intent and happy.

The shot widens to show Claire painting in the small
al cove of the closet. Her head obscures the canvas.

EXT. SMALL CI TY PARK - DAY
Claire and Audrey sit on the sw ngs.

AUDREY
You nean he knows?

CLAI RE
| don’t know. | think so.

AUDREY
How woul d he know?



12.

CLAI RE
Well, | did take sone of his
pai nts. And a canvas.

AUDREY
He has so much stuff he
wouldn’t miss it. He's cute,
but he’s not that smart. But...
what if he does know? What are
you gonna do?

CLAI RE
| don’t know. | hope he doesn’'t
tell nmy nom

AUDREY
Claire, they're practically
married. They sleep in the sanme
bed. Wen you do that, you have
to tell each other everything.
It’s the | aw.

CLAI RE
Great. Jack ruins everything!

They both twirl sullenly for a few beats.

AUDREY
How cone your nomwon’'t |et you
be an artist? | don't get it.
She works at an art gallery.
Her boyfriends are artists. And
her friends, too! Wiy can’t you
be one? You're so good. .
better than anyone in fourth
grade. Probably even fifth!

CLAlI RE
(hopel ess)
Because she says they |ive
crazy lives, and she doesn’'t
want nme to be crazy.

Audrey starts making “crazy” faces and sounds, and Claire
joins in. They laugh hysterically.



Claire sighs

AUDREY
| wish | could be an artist.
It’s fun to be crazy. Maybe you
can teach me.

CLAI RE
To be crazy? You already are.

AUDREY
No! To be artistic!

CLAI RE
| don’t think I can. You have
to see art before you can nmake
it.

AUDREY
Huh?

CLAlI RE
It’s like... | dunno. It’s just
how your eyes work, | guess.

Everything | see makes ne want
to draw or paint. The whol e
world | ooks like art. To ne...

AUDREY
The whol e wor | d?

CLAI RE
Just about.

AUDREY
Show ne.

CLAI RE

| don’t know if | can.

AUDREY
C non!

and | ooks around.

CLAI RE
kay. See those trees? And the
tangl ed up branches? Doesn’t it
| ook like... a spider web?



AUDREY

Mm .. not really.

See, thi

It wll.

CLAI RE
s isn’'t gonna work.

AUDREY
Try!

14.

Claire | ooks around the park, her eyes squinting and jaw

working with effort.
eyes open w de.

She seens ready to give up

CLAI RE

Look! See those little kids in
t he sandbox? They have al
different color jackets and

hats on.

| oopy. |
cl owns.

And they’'re acting all
t hi nk they | ook |ike
Junpi ng around on a big

cake. That’'s how |’ d draw t hem
Do you see it? Can you?

Yeah! |

AUDREY
(focusi ng)
do!

CLAI RE

See. That’s called inspiration.
It’s what real artists have.
They see art everywhere.

AUDREY

Ww. That’'s awesone. (long
beat) So... when you see a
booger hangi ng out of Brian
Menger’'s nose, is that art?

CLAI RE

No. That’'s his | unch.

They | augh hysteri cal
| egs to go high.

when her

Iy and start sw nging, kicking their



I NT. KITCHEN — NI GHT

Clair, Jack and JENNI FER
dessert. Jennifer and Claire get up to clear.

Jack gets up and pours a mug of coffee.
Claire dries and puts them away.

t he di shes.

CLAIRE (V.Q)
Mom was honme when | got back.
was so glad to see her. W had
cookies and tea and she told ne
all about her trip. She net a
woman who paints birds on wood
fromold barns. It doesn’t
sound like much to ne, but if
Mom | i kes her, she nust be
really good. That’'s why her
gallery is one of the best in
New Yor k. Everybody says so. A
magazi ne even wote a story
about her once. | put it in ny
scrapbook.

For supper, Mom made ny
favorite... roast chicken! W
all had second hel pi ngs. Jack
made a chocol ate cheesecake. He
makes pretty good desserts, but
| don’t nmake a big deal out of
it. Hs head s big enough

al ready.

JACK
kay, back to work for ne. |
pai nt better when you' re hone.

| ate 30s and poli shed,

finish

Jenni f er washes

15.

He gives Jennifer a squeeze and heads out of the kitchen.
Jenni fer hunms contentedly as she washes.

JENNI FER
Honey, don’t worry about
drying. You should finish up
your homewor k. We were gabbi ng
all afternoon and |I don’t want
you to fall behind. How s your
| ong division com ng?



CLAI RE
kay. | really don't |ike math,

t hough.

JENNI FER
| know you don’t. But it’s good
to learn. You Il need it when

you’' re grown up

CLAI RE
| know.

They work quietly for a few beats.
JENNI FER

Here, just do the silverware
and then hit the books.

CLAI RE
(after two | ong beats)
Monf. . .
JENNI FER
Yes?
CLAI RE
How |l ong is Jack going to live
with us?
JENNI FER

Oh, | don’t know. (short beat)
Maybe a long tine.

CLAlI RE
Oh.
JENNI FER
| s that okay with you? Do you
i ke Jack?
CLAlI RE
He' s okay. (beat) Do you | ove
hi n?
JENNI FER

(as if realizing it)
Y know. .. | think maybe | do.



CLAI RE
Oh.

Jennifer snmles at Claire, then starts to tackle a pot.
Claire carries a platter to the table. She sits and
aimessly dries it.

CLAI RE ( CONT’ D)
Mom (short beat) What was ny
father 1ike?

JENNI FER
(of f guard)
CGee, what’s with all the
guestions tonight?

CLAI RE
| dunno.

Claire | ooks expectantly at Jennifer.

JENNI FER
|"mvery tired, honey. It was a
long trip. Maybe sone ot her
time. Wiy don’t you get started
on your honmewor k?

CLAI RE
Ckay.

Jennifer returns to scrubbing. Claire lingers a nonent,
t hen | eaves.

| NT. CLAIRE'S BEDROOM — NI GHT

Claire lies in bed, reading by a small |anp. Jennifer
pokes her head in the door.

JENNI FER
Just five nore m nutes, okay.
And then lights out.

CLAlI RE
Ckay. |’m al nost done with this
chapter.



18.

JENNI FER
Sounds good. See you in the
norni ng. Sweet dreans.

CLAI RE
“Ni ght, nom

Jenni fer closes the door. Caire reads for a few seconds,
t hen cl oses the book and turns out the |ight.

She lies in the dark, her eyes open. Jennifer and Jack’s
nmuf fl ed VO CES and LAUCGHTER can be heard O S.

After a mnute or so, Claire gets up. She tiptoes across
the dark room goes in the closet and carefully shuts the
door. A soft |ight appears under the door.

I NT. CLAIRE'S CLOSET — NI GHT

Claire holds a brush and stares at her painting. The
canvas shows a man’s face in an expressionist m x of
heavy paint, color, and texture.

She sighs, ponders, and strokes sone paint on the face.
Then she dabs at the eyes. She quickly gets a rhythm and
becomes | ost in painting.

She steps back, trying to decide what to do next. She
| ooks intently at the canvas..

JENNI FER (O S.)
Sonetinmes inspiration needs a
little help, doesn't it?

Claire gasps. Jennifer’s head pokes through the sheets.

JENNI FER ( CONT’ D)
Can | cone in?

Claire barely nods. She | ooks frozen in place. Jennifer
wal ks up and | ooks cl osely at the painting.

JENNI FER ( CONT’ D)
This is very good, Claire. The
t hi ckness of the paint gives it
a lot of soul. And the dry wash
background is light, but still
hol ds the inmage. Who is it?



Jenni f er

CLAI RE
(nervous whi sper)
It’s supposed to be ny father.

JENNI FER
(@ o [N
CLAI RE
(after a beat)
See... since | don’t know what
he | ooks like, | just started

pai nting your boyfriends. And
that’s what all the |ayers are.

| ooks at the canvas.

CLAI RE ( CONT’ D)
| thought the painting would
tell me when to stop. | thought
| could paint the right m x of
| ayers and... and find him
(beat) It’s not working though.
It’s just a goopy ness. It was
a dunb idea.

JENNI FER
| think it'’s a brilliant idea.
It’s very creative. | can see

it now There's Jack’s bl onde
nmust ache. And Sergio’'s big
ears.

CLAI RE
See Tommy’ s eyel ashes?

JENNI FER
Oh boy, | forgot about Tonmy.
Yi kes. And there’'s den’s nole.

CLAI RE
(giggling)
| always thought it |ooked like
a fried egg.

JENNI FER
(1 aughi ng)
It did, didn"t it?

19.



20.

CLAI RE
(after a beat, tentative)
Are you mad at ne?

JENNI FER
Wiy would | be nad?
CLAI RE
Because... |'mpainting... But
| know you don’t want ne to be
an artist. | know you don’t

want nme to be crazy.

JENNI FER

(1 aughs)
Too late. W're all a little
crazy in this house. (short
beat) And I want you to be
what ever makes you happy. (hugs
her) Besides, | had a feeling
you were up to sonet hing.

CLAlI RE
How? Did Jack tell you?
JENNI FER
No. Does he know about this?
These are his paints... Did he

give themto you? Did you ask--
Cl ai re shakes her head.

JENNI FER ( CONT’ D)
You know it’s not right to use
ot her people’ s things w thout
aski ng.

CLAI RE
| know. |I'msorry. But... then
how di d you know?

JENNI FER
Because you’re ny daughter,
that’s how. (beat) And besi des,
who do you think hangs up your
cl ot hes when you | eave them on
the fl oor?



CLAI RE
Oh.

JENNI FER
Good thing you don’t want to
work for the ClA

She wi nks, then puts a hand on C aire’ s shoul der and
gui des her toward the painting.

JENNI FER ( CONT’ D)
C non. Let’'s take a |ook. This
line is very nice. Solid and
fluid. The colors are just
beautiful. And the |layers are
so rich.

Claire | ooks at Jennifer, beam ng.

JENNI FER
(after a | ong beat)
You know, your father liked to
use thick paint too.

CLAlI RE
He paints?!

JENNI FER
Vll, he did. He was very good.

CLAI RE
Can | see sone of his work?
bet he’s in the nusuens. Do you
have sone?

JENNI FER
| think I have a few sketches
sonmewhere. But |... There are

no paintings, honey. He cut
themall up. Every one.

CLAI RE
(defl at ed)
But... Wy?
JENNI FER
VWll... He wasn’t a very happy

per son.

21.



She pulls Caire close and | ooks at the painting.

Claire m xes

Claire delicately adds the green to the eyes.

CLAI RE
(quietly, after a | ong beat)
He died, right?

JENNI FER
(enotional)
Yup. Just before you were born.

CLAlI RE
Oh. (beat) Did you | ove hinf

JENNI FER
Yes, very nuch.

CLAI RE
Do you think he would | ove ne?

JENNI FER
| " msure of it.

JENNI FER ( CONT’ D)
You know, you father’s eyes
were green. A deep forest
green. Here, let’s make it.

sonme paint on the palette.

JENNI FER ( CONT’ D)
That’s right. Now just a
sm dgen of red. There. G ve
that a try.

CLAI RE
They’ re beautiful, nom

JENNI FER
They are. (short beat) You
know, there was sonething el se
t hat made your father’s eyes
special. Little flecks of gold.

22.



CLAlI RE
(gasps)
| have flecks of gold in ny
eyes!
JENNI FER

Uh- huh. You do.

Claire begins mxing colors on the palette.

CLAI RE

| know how to nmake that col or

Mom

JENNI FER
| know you do, honey.

Jenni fer watches Claire blend and paint,
FADES QUT.

THE END

as the scene

23.



