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FADE IN:

INT. ANTIQUES ROADSHOW - DAY

Aside from the dumbfounded look, BRANDON (32) has a friendly,  
unremarkable face. Perhaps a bit youngish. He pushes up his 
glasses with an index finger. 

BRANDON
H- How-

(clears throat)
How much, did you say? 

Next to him, an APPRAISER (65) chuckles. Behind him, a press 
of people wander about. 

APPRAISER
Surprised ya, huh? 

A REDNECK in the background waves at the camera. His WIFE 
smacks him on the arm and ushers him out of frame. 

APPRAISER (CONT’D)
Never thought some miscellaneous 
little trinket you got from- where 
did you say you got it? 

BRANDON
(clears throat again)

Ummmm...

INT. FAMILY HOME - DAY

Flashes of people flailing, punching, yelling. Every set of 
arms is decked in bright sweaters. The scene is a stark 
contrast against the Sinatra Christmas jams. FRANK (40) has 
KRISTEN (35) in a headlock. Her face turns as red as her 
bauble earrings. 

KRISTEN
(through stolen breaths)

Those are how the rules work, you 
big oaf. I'm allowed to steal it! 

SARA (33) claws through a mess of balled up wrapping paper on 
the floor, searching for something. 

SARA
It's mine, fair and square!

MARGE (65), the matriarch of the family stands at the doorway 
with a plate of cookies.
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MARGE
Frank, quit choking your sister. 
Can you all just calm down, it's 
just a gadget! 

Kristen elbows Frank and breaks out of the headlock. The 
fight continues to rage on. 

From the corner of the room, Brandon sits quietly, ignoring 
the shuffle. His ugly Christmas sweater makes him look ever 
more the baby of the group. He looks over to his siblings, 
fighting violently over the hot ticket item, then to the 
items in front of him. 

He picks up a little music box from the table, scrutinizes 
it, then shrugs. 

Behind him, Sara finds the iPad on amongst the torn paper, 
and raises it triumphantly. Frank comes from out of nowhere 
and tackles her. 

INT. ANTIQUES ROADSHOW - DAY

The appraiser straightens his bowtie as he chuckles once 
again. He leans over and shakes Brandon's hand. 

APPRAISER
Well, I think it's safe to say you 
made out ahead on that White 
Elephant, son. 

BRANDON
Thanks so much. 

Brandon smiles, and starts gathering himself. The appraiser 
turns to the CAMERA MAN (offscreen).

CAMERA MAN (O.S.)
Cut. 

The appraiser nods, pulls a bottle of water from underneath 
the table, and takes a sip. 

Behind him, Brandon goes to pick up the little music box - 
when Frank comes out of nowhere and tackles him. 

FADE OUT.

THE END. 


