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CHARLIE
Hi, do you mind if I borrow Peter
for a second?

CHARLIE grabs PETER by the hair and starts dragging him
away.

PETER
OW!

LIAM
I’ll catch you later!

CHARLIE pulls PETER through the house, throws him into her
parents room so they are alone, and slams the door behind
her.

CHARLIE
WHAT THE FUCK!?

PETER
YEAH, WHAT THE FUCK!?

CHARLIE
Don’t you even dare!

PETER
What are you talking about?

CHARLIE
Your mom called me a couple hours
ago. She wanted to know how I was
doing.

PETER
Oh, shit.

PETER suddenly knows what’s coming.

CHARLIE
I told her I was fine. I’m actually
pretty excited about college. And
she said, "Oh not that. I know it’s
hard, but if you need someone to
talk to about the the cancer I’m
here for you." What cancer, I
thought. I don’t have cancer. Who
has cancer? WHO THE FUCK DO I KNOW
COULD POSSIBLY HAVE CANCER?!

PETER
I’m sorry.
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CHARLIE
Why didn’t you tell anyone?

PETER
I don’t know- I guess- I just- I
didn’t want the attention.

CHARLIE
Ok, shithead, let me rephrase the
question for you. Why the fuck
didn’t you tell me!

PETER
...I didn’t want you to worry.

CHARLIE
Of course I’m going to worry! What
is wrong with you?

PETER
I’ve got cancer.

CHARLIE
(trying to keep her composure)

SHUT UP.

Slight pause. CHARLIE grabs Peter and hugs him.

CHARLIE (CON’T)
Don’t you ever do that again.

PETER
I said I was sorry.

(slight pause)
You ok?

CHARLIE
Look, I’ll let you off the hook on
one condition.

PETER
What?

CHARLIE
I get to shave your head.

PETER
No.

CHARLIE
Why not?
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PETER
Because it’s my head.

CHARLIE
But it’s gonna be so funny.

PETER
How is that supposed to convince
me?

CHARLIE
C’mon, someone is gonna have to do
it.

PETER
You know what. Fine. But you can’t
tell anyone about this.

CHARLIE
Why not? People are gonna find out
anyway.

PETER
That’s the deal. You get to shave
my head, and in return you don’t
tell anyone I’m sick.

CHARLIE
(she thinks for a quick
second)

Fine, deal.

She smiles and hugs him again. They very slowly start making
their way back out. CHARLIE starts to slightly tease him.

CHARLIE (CON’T)
So you were talking to a boy.

PETER
Yeah.

CHARLIE
What’s his name?

PETER
Liam.

CHARLIE
I like that.

PETER
Yeah, me too.
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CHARLIE
Now let’s get him your number
before he finds out how much of a
freak you are.

They are smiling at each other as they make their way to the
door. We can hear the muffled sounds of the party.
Specifically it sounds like a couple is hooking up against
the other side of the door. And without skipping a beat
CHARLIE swings back the door and the couple stagger inside a
step or two.

CHARLIE
Hey fuckmuppets, this isn’t your
hotel room! LEAVE!

She chases them out of the room and we hear the quick
beeping of an alarm.

CUT TO:

INT - BEDROOM - MORNING

The next morning. PETER is asleep in his bed and slamming
snooze on his alarm. His room is a mess. Clothes are
scattered all over the floor, drawers are open, trash is
starting to overflow. There are a few movie and video game
posters on the walls. There’s also a desk with a not new
computer and some video games. We hear JUDY’s voice from
elsewhere in the house.

JUDY
Peter! You up?!

No answer

JUDY (CON’T)
Peter!

She opens the door as much as the clothes on the floor will
allow.

JUDY (CON’T)
You getting up any time soon?

PETER
No.

JUDY
Well unfortunately for you, that’s
not an option. You have things to
do today.


