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FADE IN:

INT. COURT ROOM - DAY

The courtroom pews are so quiet, a faint rustling of 
documents echo softly. JOHN MILES, 37, may have a shaky knee, 
but his gaze is fixed steadily, perplexed. 

A jury of second-hand stuffed animals sits, listening to the 
murmur of a JUDGE. It's a motley crew: a shiney-eyed CAT, 
several BEARS (white, brown, and one purple), PEPPA PIG, a 
slightly floppy KANGAROO, and a LOBSTER, among others. 

None of the other FATHERS in the room seem to pay them any 
mind, but John can't pull his eyes away from a particularly 
judgemental plush DOG. He feels its dark plastic eyes on him, 
making his knee bounce more rapidly. 

DOG
You should probably get a handle on 
that. 

John tightens up immediately, looking to see if the gruff, 
grizzled voice came from the EXHAUSTED MAN to his right. The 
man's chin dips slowly, nodding off. The voice couldn't have 
come from the dog, but John scrutinizes it all the same. 

The quiet din of voices rushes into clarity. 

JUDGE
Mr. Miles. 

His head snaps, and he quickly gathers himself. As he walks 
forward, the legs of his suitpants swish faintly. Cheap 
fabric. Oversized jacket. John becomes uneasy as he 
approaches a very impatient Judge. He smooths the front of 
his jacket. 

JUDGE (CONT’D)
Mr. Miles, I understand the mother 
of your daughter, who is the 
custodial parent, requested an 
increase in child support. 

JOHN
Yes, your honor. Now that Lila is 
going in kindergarten, Lauren 
claims there are more expenses.

The judge nods in agreement. 
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JOHN (CONT’D)
But your honor, I'm already giving 
more than enough to cover-

JUDGE
Mr. Miles, you're giving exactly 
what the courts determined your 
daughter needs. 

John rubs at the empty place where his ring once was, 
defeated. Then starts just a bit when he hears the voice of 
his estranged ex-wife coming from the stuffed jury. 

CAT
That's right, John. You've never 
given enough. Not to Lila, not to 
me. Twelve years in and you could 
hardly even give me an orgasm. 

A small round of snickers go round the jury. John begins to 
doubt his own sanity. 

JUDGE
Mr. Miles, is there any reason you 
feel you should not be subject to 
this increase? 

He clears his throat. 

JOHN
Yes, uh, your honor. I work 
extensive hours-

BROWN BEAR
You call that a job?

KANGAROO
He's a security guard, right? 

JOHN
-to make the payments I'm required 
to already. An increase would mean 
even more hours. 

CAT
Hours stuffing twinkies in your 
face on your ass...

Twittering laughter erupts from the jury. 

JOHN
Which means more hours away from my 
daughter.

(MORE)
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JOHN (CONT’D)
Who I already don't see enough 
cause Lauren's got her in all of 
these ballet classes and gymnastics 
and violin. 

CAT
We have to prepare for the future, 
John - how else is she going to get 
those scholarships? 

The judge takes a drink of water. 

JOHN
And I give Lauren money for the 
little things when she asks for it. 

CAT
Ha! Well that's the least you can 
do while I'M raising OUR daughter. 

PURPLE BEAR
You're never around, John! 

DOG
You call yourself a father?

LOBSTER
Deadbeat! 

John struggles, trying to keep above the voices. 

JOHN
For pointe shoes and lessons, 
recital costumes. 

PEPPA PIG
Recitals that you never come to. 

The Cat's glassy blue eyes shine coldly at him. 

JOHN
(directed at Cat, quietly)

I try. 

CAT
You fail. 

LOBSTER
Failure!

KANGAROO
Guess you shouldn't have fucked it 
all up! 
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JOHN
(directed at Kangaroo)

I know I'm not perfect.

CAT
We were a family, John. 

WHITE BEAR
Not doing much to make it up to 
them, are you? 

DOG
Once a fuck up, always a fuck up. 

KANGAROO
Ugly, stupid, and incompetent. 

LOBSTER
Fuck up! 

PEPPA PIG
Lila will grow up to resent you. 

BROWN BEAR
Probably hate you. 

CAT
Because you're never there. 

The volume of the comments rises. A cacophony of insecurity. 

JOHN
(shouting)

I'm doing the best I can!

The stuffed animals all quiet. The Judge raises an eyebrow. 
John looks nervously from her to the floor. She clears her 
throat quietly. 

EXT. SCHOOLYARD - DAY

A rush of CHILDREN flow past John, some fighting, some 
laughing. A well dressed TARGET MOM surveys his oversized 
suit disdainfully. 

LILA, 5, comes out of the building. 

LILA
DADDY!

She rushes into his arms and he picks her up and hugs her 
close. 
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JOHN
Hey, puddin! How was your day? 

He kisses her forehead and begins walking toward the car, not 
letting go. 

LILA
Mrs. H said I had to nap but I drew 
a picture of camping and you and 
mommy and smores and a bear he ate 
all the smores! 

Lila begins shrieking in delighted giggles. 

JOHN
Oh yeah? 

LILA
It was purple. Like my tutu, daddy! 
I'm gonna wear it on Saturday. Will 
you see?  

As they arrive at the car, John sets her down on her feet. He 
pulls her backpack off and throws it in the front passenger's 
seat, then places her gently in the back, buckling her in. 

JOHN
Yes, purple monster. I'll see. 

He kisses her nose, but then kiss attacks her neck, causing 
another round of giggle shrieks. 

INT. CAR - DAY

John drives, relaxed. It's a beautiful day. The car windows 
are rolled down, and everything is peaceful. 

He looks in the rearview mirror at Lila. She is completely 
passed out. He smiles and lets out a relieved sigh. As his 
eyes move back to the road, he gets distracted by something 
shiny in the seat next to him. 

After a double take, he sees glassy, cold blue eyes set in a 
plush cat attached to Lila's backpack. They bore into him. He 
stares back. For two seconds more they are locked. 

Then John quickly grabs it, throws it out the window, and 
looks back to the road in front of him. 

FADE OUT.
THE END


