FADE IN

INT: FORD FAMILY BATHROOM

We slowly pan along various surfaces of a bathroom.  It looks a little old, but it's very well maintained, as if it's in such constant use that it's not allowed to become dirty.

GERALD (VO)

Hi.  My name...is Gerald Ford.  And that alone should tell you that I've got a pretty good sense of humor.

FOCUS on the area around the sink now.  We pan past several articles of SHAVING items: Bottle of shaving cream, aftershave, hot towel, etc…

GERALD (VO)

I like to think I'm a good guy.  I don't like to complain. Not when there are people out there who never get enough to eat, people who have nowhere to sleep at night. 

NEW ANGLE -- we see our narrator, GERALD, now, shaving very cautiously in front of the mirror. He looks about 18 years old, very average-looking.

GERALD (VO)

I don't think I'm special. I don't expect God or science or nature or whatever to go out of their way just to make my own life better. 

GERALD'S brow furrows.  Mostly done shaving, he doesn't look very satisfied with the results.

GERALD (VO)

But still. Sometimes, life just isn't fair.  

Cut to:

INT: JOE'S LABORATORY
We're suddenly inside an immaculate, white-tiled lab.  There's all sorts of crazy, science-fictiony equipment cluttered everywhere.  Prominently featured is a scale model of a cube-shaped blimp.

GERALD (VO)

I once read somewhere that the best way to gain people's sympathy is talk about something really sad.  So before I go any further, I want to tell you a story.  

In the center of it all the mess, there is large HAMSTER CAGE and a fairly normal-looking man, named JOE.  He looks extremely happy, being very industrious.

GERALD (VO)

See that guy there?  His name is Joe.  All his life, he's been chasing his dream: to create an alternative energy source powerful enough to fuel a blimp that is not only twice as large as a normal one, but is ALSO cube-shaped.  

(beat)

Hey. It's no more than stupid drooling over some big stupid car.

(and then)

So finally, after all those years, Joe has found his perfect power source... 

We see JOE feeding two hamsters a glowing green substance.

GERALD (VO)

…giant radioactive hamsters.  Running on giant hamster wheels.

JOE, looking pleased with his progress, puts the hamsters back in their cages, and settles down for lunch (a BALONEY SANDWICH), looking content.

GERALD (VO)

However, what Joe failed to anticipate is that, by mutating the hamsters to an unreasonable size, they also developed a ravenous hunger for human flesh.

Behind an unsuspecting JOE, we see the shadows of two very unreasonably large hamsters lumber into view.  JOE remains oblivious and takes a bite of his sandwich.

GERALD (VO)

Of course, this all became a moot point…

The giant hamsters' bodies, surprisingly stealthily, enter the picture.  They silently creepy in for the kill, when suddenly, JOE grabs his throat and gags.  

GERALD (VO)

…because Joe had also accidentally put nuclear waste into his sandwich instead of baloney.

JOE keels over dead.  The unreasonably large hamsters, looking disappointed, slink off.  

GERALD (VO)

So, falling victim to an ironic twist of fate, Joe's life was claimed by the very thing that made it worth living.  However, the true irony here is that even if Joe hadn't eaten that radioactive sandwich, and even if he then wasn't himself devoured by the unreasonably large radioactive hamsters…

INT: JOE'S KITCHEN.  

CLOSE ON: REFRIGERATOR
An unreasonably large hamster paw opens the REFRIGERATOR.  Inside, there is nothing but stacks and stacks of pre-packaged baloney.

GERALD (VO)

…his strict baloney diet would've killed him long before completing his project anyway.  Now, don't you think that's one of the saddest stories you've ever heard?  

(beat)

Hey, I never said it was a good story.  Only a sad one.

Cut to:

INT: FORD FAMILY BATHROOM - MORNING

Same view as before.  GERALD starts to shave the rest of the foam off his face.

GERALD (VO)

Anyway, I hope that story won your sympathy.  Because, like poor Joe, I have a dream; one that I don't think is unreasonable at all.  But like Joe, lots of people laugh at me for it. 

We pull back a little, so his entire upper body is in view. Finished shaving, he towels off.  His skin is notably smooth -- extremely smooth, almost baby-like.

GERALD (VO)

So let me start again.  Hi.  My name is Gerald Ford.  Like I said, I'm a good guy.  I don't ask for much. 

He is feeling his face with his hands, particularly around the chin area.  He frowns.

GERALD (VO)

And all I've ever really wanted in life…is a goatee.
After a dramatic pause, GERALD slumps over on the sink, yet maintaining his gaze into the mirror.  

GERALD

(sighs)

I guess I shoulda thought of a sadder story, huh?

CREDITS

While the opening credits play, we pan through GERALD'S ROOM, which is covered from wall to wall in pictures of men with goatees. Old baseball trophies have cloth goatees affixed to them. We see old photos in an album; in everyone picture Gerald is in, someone (presumably Gerald himself) has drawn a goatee on him.  We see his yearbook photo, which is the same.  A picture of Gerald and his mother is on his desk, it is goateed.  The style of drawn-on goatee varies, but all are distinctly goatees.  
FADE IN
INT: FORD FAMILY HALLWAY 

GERALD, fully clothed now, stops briefly by the hallway mirror and again examines his chin.  Finding nothing, he frowns.  

INT: FORD FAMILY KITCHEN 

Gerald's ten year-old sister LAUREL sits at the table.  She's quite the average 6 year-old -- inquisitive, impishly pretty, a bit too smart for her own good, and slightly tomboyish -- but one can't help but notice that she's Chinese.  Their mother, SARAH, an old-fashioned, reasonably attractive woman in her late 30's/early 40's, is making breakfast.  She is a cheery sort but not overly so, it's as if her edges are slightly worn from a lifetime of optimism. GERALD enters the kitchen and takes a seat.

LAUREL

How come you take so long in the bathroom?

GERALD

How come you're Chinese?

SARAH

Gerald!

GERALD

Sorry.

SARAH

Don't be mean to your biological sister.

LAUREL

I'm biological!

SARAH

(sweetly)

That's right, honey!  Eat your breakfast now, you don't want to be late.

SARAH sets down their plates.  It's bacon and eggs -- Laurel's is arranged in the shape of a face; Gerald's is too, except a "goatee" of black pepper surrounds the "mouth" on his.

GERALD

Ma…

SARAH

I'm sorry.  I thought you'd like that.

GERALD

Thanks for the thought, I guess.

They begin eating.  LAUREL nibbles, GERALD spreads the pepper on his eggs, while SARAH just sips tea.

SARAH

Gerald, you remembered that Alan's joining us for dinner tonight, right?

GERALD

Sure.  

SARAH

I just wanted to make sure.  I know you don’t like unexpected company.

They chew their food.

LAUREL

I like Mr. Alan.  He smells like fancy.

INT: GERALD'S CAR. MINUTES LATER.

GERALD drives, LAUREL sits in the passenger seat, tightly buckled in and looking happy merely to be riding in the front.

GERALD (VO)

My mom's a nice sort, I guess.  She takes care of me and Laurel better than anyone could ever really expect.  But I sometimes wonder if she ever gets tired of being so nice all the time…I can't tell how much of her is optimism and how much is pure denial.  

They arrive at Laurel's school.  GERALD stops the car and lets LAUREL out.  

LAUREL

Bye Gerry!

GERALD

Take care of yourself, brat.

(beat)

Oh hey.  Laurel.

LAUREL

What?

GERALD

Remember, what do you do if someone makes fun of you?

LAUREL

Pretend I know karate!

GERALD

Good girl.  Get out of here.

GERALD (VO)

Nice kid, but I don't care what Mom says: Laurel is probably NOT my real sister.

He drives off.  Cut to:

INT: GERALD'S CLASSROOM.  MINUTES LATER.

GERALD sits leaned over on his desk.  He is clearly not paying attention, in fact, he's doodling, mostly goateed heads, in his notebook.  

GERALD (VO)

Still, I have to give Mom credit. 

GERALD looks up.  The STUDENT next to him is looking at his doodles, wearing a bewildered frown.  He obviously believes Gerald is the biggest freak on earth.

GERALD (VO)

Unlike most people, she at least tries to understand my dream.  

GERALD

(hissing)

What're YOU lookin' at?

STUDENT

(whispering)

Obviously nothing, you hairless abomination.

GERALD flips him off.  The STUDENT mockingly strokes his chin in response.

GERALD (VO)

Y'see?  No one understands me.

Cut to:

INT: SCHOOL CAFETERIA.  A SHORT WHILE LATER.
FAVORING ERIC

ERIC

Man…Why're you such a FREAK?

A NEW ANGLE

GERALD is eating lunch in the cafeteria with his best friend ERIC.  Somewhat bulkier than his friend, Eric is a strange combination of a religious zealot and macho jock freak.  He's never without a sports jersey and a gold Catholic cross necklace.  

GERALD

And what a good, understanding person you are, Eric.

ERIC

Oh come on.  All I mean is everyone's got all this important shit to worry about, and you're always…

ERIC continues spouting off, while GERALD looks bored, as if he's heard this spiel before.  ERIC becomes mostly inaudible.

GERALD (VO)

Meet my best friend, Eric Gibbons.  His two biggest heroes…Eric Lindross, and the Pope.

ERIC

…and you're always sittin' around playin' with your chin and shit, while everyone else is thinking about college and stuff…

GERALD (VO)

We've known each other since we were six.  He's loud, he's obnoxious, and he smells a little funny, but underneath it all he's loyal, and that's really all that matters.

ERIC

…and all the while you got this perfectly nice chick after you, who, by the way, is fuckin' STACKED…

ERIC makes gestures indicating large breasts over his own chest, not noticing that a pretty, probably-too-skinny girl approaches with a lunch tray behind him.

GERALD (VO)

… he is kind of an idiot. though.

(speaking)

Hey moron, look behind you.

ERIC

Huh?  

ERIC turns around as AIMEE approaches. She's soft-spoken, polite, and like many teenage girls, a little unsure of herself, becoming particularly tense when around Gerald.  She's pretty in a vulnerable sort of way.

GERALD (VO)

And that tall drink of water would be Aimee Martin. She just moved here this year, so she doesn't have many friends, but ever since I helped her out that one day she's been hanging out with me and Eric.

AIMEE sets her tray down.  

AIMEE

Hey guys.

GERALD

Hey Aimee.

ERIC

Hey.

ERIC, looking at her chest out of the corner of his eye, tries to hide his childish grin. 

GERALD'S POV: AIMEE busies herself opening her milk carton, having slightly trouble doing so.  

GERALD (VO)

You know those stupid teen movies where this dorky girl takes off her glasses and all of a sudden she's beautiful?  Well, that's kinda like Aimee, I guess, 'cept her glasses are invisible.  Or something like that.  What am I, a poet?

AIMEE

So what were you two talking about?

GERALD

Oh, we were just discussing how God is probably a black woman.

AIMEE

She was?

ERIC

"He"!

GERALD

Yup.  Oh, and best religious movie ever?  "The Matrix."

ERIC

God hates both of you.  And anyway, Aimee, if you were curious, we were talking about Gerald's little beard thing.  Again.

GERALD

It's not a beard, it's a goatee.  Besides, only you were talking about it, I was just sitting here thinking about how much the Flyers suck.

ERIC

You're pushing it.

AIMEE

(ignoring ERIC)

The goatee again?  Really Gerald, I just don’t understand what the big deal is, I mean, it's just hair…

GERALD, suddenly unfriendly now, glares at her.  AIMEE immediately realizes her mistake and tries to recover.

ERIC

Whoops.

AIMEE

I mean, you don't really need one, y'know…

GERALD glares deeper.

AIMEE

(floundering)

 …I mean, I'm not even sure you'd even look that good in one…

GERALD looks about ready to explode.  ERIC crosses his chest.

ERIC

Heaven help her.

AIMEE

I mean…

(gives up, defeated)

So.  How are you guys doing today?

ERIC rolls his eyes at his best friend.

ERIC

(mutters to himself)

Smooth, man.  Real smooth.

INT: SCHOOL BATHROOM.  HALF AN HOUR LATER.

FAVORING ERIC: We know he is talking to GERALD, but we can't yet see him.

ERIC

…so lemme explain this to you: You're never going to get her by telling her weird shit like that.

GERALD (OC)

Yeah?  What's the big deal?

ERIC

"What's the big deal"?  

(beat)

Are you blind?!

GERALD (OC)

She's a nice girl, and not a bad friend, but…

ERIC

But what?

GERALD

…she just doesn't understand.

ERIC gives his friend a contemptuous look, as if he just farted in church.

ERIC

Hey.  I'm your friend, right?  

GERALD

Hang on…

(beat)

Yeah, you're my friend.  What of it?

ERIC

(annoyed)

Man, will you quit doin' that for a second and LOOK at me when we're talking?  That's rude.

We see now that GERALD is shaving in front of the school bathroom mirror.

GERALD

What, and risk cutting myself?  Some friend you are.

ERIC

I really wish you wouldn't do that here.  It's fuckin' weird.

GERALD

The more you shave, the faster hair grows…

ERIC

Yeah, yeah, whatever.  Anyway.  What was I saying?

GERALD

(continues shaving)

Something about being my friend.

ERIC

Right.  Anyway, as your friend…look, Aimee, she's smart, she's nice, she's pretty good-lookin'…

GERALD

Go on…

ERIC

…and even though she knows all about your weird-ass goatee deal, she STILL likes you!  

GERALD

What's your point?

ERIC

Come on!  Have you ever noticed that you're basically the only guy she even gives the time of day to?  How many girls like her do you think you're gonna be blessed with in this life?!

A brief silence.

GERALD

Look, you've got your priorities and I've got mine.

ERIC

(beat; defeated)

Whatever. Look, I'm leaving before people start thinking we're doing…stuff in here.  See ya, freak-o.

(exits)

GERALD

Later.

The bathroom door opens again.  A rather nerdish-looking student enters.  He stands in front of the sink next to GERALD, takes out a toothbrush and begins brushing.  GERALD looks over at this, smiles, and gives him a thumbs-up.

GERALD

Yeah, man!  Chase that dream!

EXT: HIGH SCHOOL CAMPUS -- LATER THAT DAY.
School's out for the day, and GERALD bursts through the doors, making a beeline for his car.  AIMEE soon appears from the building and catches up to him.

AIMEE

Hey Gerald!  Wait up!

GERALD stops walking and waits for AIMEE to catch up.

GERALD

What's up?

AIMEE

Nothing, really.  I mean.

(then)

I wanted to apologize for today. You know…for lunch.  I don't know what made me say such stupid things.  I felt like an idiot all afternoon.

GERALD

Oh.  That.  Don't worry about it.

AIMEE

Really?

GERALD

Yeah.  It's okay.

AIMEE

Oh, good.  I feel so much better now.  

GERALD

So, that it?

AIMEE

I suppose.  Thank you!

GERALD

No problem.  See you tomorrow, then.

(turns away)

AIMEE

W-wait…

GERALD

What now?

AIMEE

I dunno…okay, look.  Please tell me if I'm just being psychotic or something, but you just looked so upset today, and well, I want you to be able to tell me stuff, since we're friends and all…and like, I know we haven't really been friends for all that long, but I mean…Gerald…

GERALD nods in anticipation.  AIMEE hesitates.

AIMEE

You know, that's another thing.  Don't you get sick of being called "Gerald" all the time?  I mean, it sounds so formal, like I'm talking to someone's dad.  I know you don't really like "Gerry," either, but…

GERALD

I like my name.

AIMEE

No, that's not what I, I mean, yeah, I like it too, it's just that, you know, it sounds so… Okay, what's your middle name?

GERALD

Rudolph.  

AIMEE

Rudolph.  Of course.  Just like the original.

GERALD

(slight impatience)

I like my name.

AIMEE

(puts her palm on her forehead)

Yes, of course you do…

(sighs)

Okay, let me start over.

GERALD

Aimee, really.  What's up?

AIMEE

Okay.  Well, here.  I mean, like I said we haven't been friends for all that long…

GERALD

Aimee…

AIMEE

 …so I guess I could be wrong, and well…

GERALD

Aimee.

AIMEE

 Well, it just seems like the goatee thing is a bigger deal than usual lately.

GERALD saying nothing.  AIMEE, fearing she made a faux pas, makes a nearly imperceptible wince.  

AIMEE

But what do I know, right?

A beat.

GERALD

(holds up his keys)

Hey.  You want a ride?

INT: GERALD'S CAR.  MINUTES LATER.

GERALD drives, continually talking.  AIMEE, in the passenger seat, listens attentively.  She looks a little tense, sitting a bit too upright, hands folded on her lap.

GERALD

Okay.  It's like this.

AIMEE nods.

GERALD

I'm eighteen now.  But from the look of me, I seem like thirteen.  You know what I mean?

(she nods)

So what I'm saying is, I've been waiting to grow a goatee for like 10 years now.  But I still have nothing more than peach fuzz!  My little sister has more facial hair than I do.

AIMEE abruptly giggles, then forcibly stops herself.  GERALD doesn't notice.

AIMEE

Maybe you're a late bloomer or something.

GERALD

Oh, like you would know anything about being a late bloomer.

GERALD really doesn't know why he said that.  AIMEE blushes.

GERALD

…sorry.

AIMEE

(smiling)

It's okay.  I'm kind of used to it, actually.

GERALD

(coughs)

Anyway.  I don't think I'm a late bloomer.  Late bloomers don't come this late, do they?

AIMEE

Actually, I think puberty can come up till about 22 or so.

GERALD

"Puberty." Heh.

AIMEE shoots him an amused smile.

GERALD

Sorry.  Been hanging around Eric too much.  

AIMEE

Anyway, what I meant was, it's not like you don't still have hope.

GERALD

I guess.  I'm just getting tired of waiting.

AIMEE

I'm sure it'll happen some day.  I'll do anything to help, if I can. I know how important this is to you.

GERALD

Well…thank you, Aimee.

AIMEE smiles at him.  GERALD clears his throat, feeling like he should say more.

GERALD

But I still I don't think puberty is late or anything.  Because believe me, sister, it definitely showed up in all the other places!

GERALD cannot BELIEVE how stupid he is.  AIMEE blushes and looks straight ahead.  Neither one knows how to end the seemingly endless silence.  Suddenly, LAUREL pops her head out from behind GERALD'S seat.

LAUREL

Are you guys done talking yet?

GERALD

(grateful for the interruption)

I told you, squat down and cover your ears until I say so!

LAUREL

Sorry.

LAUREL disappears from view. GERALD just coughs and continues driving.  A small smile begins to crawl across AIMEE'S face.

EXT: AIMEE'S HOUSE.  MINUTES LATER.
GERALD pulls up the curb, AIMEE picks up her bag and gets out of the car.

AIMEE

So. This is my house.

GERALD

Indeed it is.

A beat.

AIMEE

Hey, I don't suppose you'd want to come in for a bit?  You know, you've never even been in…

GERALD

Uhm…sorry.  I have to take Laurel home, and then my mom needs help with dinner.  This…guy is coming over tonight.

AIMEE

Oh.

GERALD

Thanks for the offer, though.

AIMEE

Huh?  Oh, no problem.  Rain check then?

GERALD

Uh…sure.  Why not.

(a beat)

Well, thanks for listening today.

AIMEE

(smiles)

You're welcome.

GERALD

All righty then.  See ya tomorrow?

AIMEE

Yeah.  

GERALD

Bye!

GERALD drives off, leaving AIMEE on the curb.  Looking content, she goes into the house.  

INT: GERALD'S CAR.
We see now that GERALD is wearing a smallish smile too, with a faraway look in his eyes.  Then, he feels his chin and frowns.

LAUREL

Gerry, is Aimee your girlfriend now?

GERALD

Go back to China.

INT: AIMEE'S HOUSE. CONTINUOUS.
AIMEE walks into her home, a small, cluttered-looking house.  It's all a bit dreary, and stagnancy seems to hang in the air.  

AIMEE

I'm home...!

She walks past a family PHOTO on the wall -- in it, her parents, ANDREW and MARGO, look like very serious people, wearing nothing even close to a smile.  AIMEE herself is smiling very weakly and unnaturally.  

AIMEE walks up to MARGO, who is sitting at a table that clashes with the rest of the room, working on an adding machine.

AIMEE

Hello, mother.

MARGO continues punching buttons, not even bothering to look up.

MARGO

(beat)

Hi.

AIMEE stands diagonally from her mother's chair.  She's a bit too upright.

AIMEE

How was your day, mom?

MARGO

Fine.

(adds some numbers)

Did you get your test back?

AIMEE

…yes.

MARGO

How'd you do?

AIMEE

Ninety-eight percent.

(then, smiles weakly)

Highest in the class.

MARGO looks up, with slight disdain.

MARGO

Why only ninety-eight?

(looks back down)

You can do better.

AIMEE

(beat)

You're right.  Sorry.  I will.

MARGO

Okay then.  Good for you, dear.

MARGO continues adding.  The conversation over, AIMEE walks over to the couch, flops down on it and drapes her arm over her forehead.  She stares, blankly, at the ceiling.

MARGO (OC)

Oh, Aimee.  Have you found your father's camera yet?  He's been looking for it.

AIMEE tenses a bit.  She reaches down and clutches her backpack tightly.

AIMEE

No, mother.  

She holds the bag a little tighter, like one might hold a childhood toy.  

AIMEE

I haven't seen it.

Cut to:

INT: FORD FAMILY DINING ROOM.  NIGHT.
GERALD comes down the stairs dressed semi-formally in a polo shirt and khakis.  SARAH, dressed up herself, is hurriedly readying the table, never standing still.  LAUREL, wearing a cute dress that she's obviously very proud of, does her 6 year-old best to help, but in no way can match the pace of her mother.

SARAH

Oh, Gerald, you look nice.  Can you help me out here?

GERALD

Sure Mom.  I --

The doorbell rings.

SARAH

And that would be Alan.  Gerald, honey -- could you get that for me?

LAUREL

I'll get it!  

LAUREL runs off, OC.  GERALD quickly follows.

GERALD

She said I'll get it, you brat!

SARAH

Gerald! Don't call your sister names.

SARAH pauses briefly, and takes a deep breath.  She puts on a pleasant smile, and begins putting the finishing touches on the table settings.

INT: FORD FAMILY FOYER. CONTINUOUS.
FOCUS ON: DOOR
The door swings open, revealing a nicely dressed, balding, average-looking man in his 50's, holding something behind his back.  This is, of course, ALAN. 

ALAN

Good evening, Gerald.  How are you?

A NEW ANGLE
GERALD

Hey.

LAUREL

Mr. Alan!

LAUREL runs up and jumps onto ALAN, hugging him.  He seems far more comfortable with her than he does with GERALD.

ALAN

Hiya, kiddo!  How you doing?

LAUREL

Goood~!  You always smell so nice!

ALAN

Why thank you, Laurel!  Look, I have something for you!

He produces a small DOLL from behind his back and hands it to LAUREL.

LAUREL

Wow!  Thank you Mr. Alan!

ALAN once again becomes aware that GERALD is standing there.

ALAN

How are you, Gerald?

GERALD

I'm okay.  Come on in.  Dinner's almost ready.

INT: FORD FAMILY DINING ROOM.  MINUTES LATER.
The four sit at the square table, eating dinner.  SARAH sits next to ALAN, ALAN next to LAUREL.  LAUREL looks particularly happy about this, and sneaks in a quick sniff or two in ALAN's direction every now and then.

ALAN

Mmm.  This is really great, Sarah.

SARAH

Oh, you don't mean that.  Gerald, would you pass me the potatoes please?

GERALD

Here you go.

SARAH

Thank you.

Silence.  ALAN seems to be chewing as fast as he can so he may say something.

ALAN

(swallows)

Mmm. Gerald, could you pass me the pepper, please?

SARAH

Gerald honey, please pass Alan the pepper.

GERALD

Here.

ALAN

Thank you.

More chewing.  Only LAUREL seems even remotely comfortable.

LAUREL

Mr. Alan, do you like my new dress?

ALAN

Why yes I do.  It's very nice.

LAUREL

Gerald says I'd have to work on the rice paddies for a WHOLE DAY to buy this.

SARAH

Gerald!

GERALD

Sorry.  

SARAH

I wish you wouldn't tease your sister like that. 

GERALD

I said I'm s…

GERALD'S attention is drawn by the sudden appearance of a medium-sized dog walking across the room.  

GERALD

Mom…where'd that dog come from?

SARAH

Don't be silly.  That's Checkers.  You remember Checkers.  We've had him for years.

GERALD

"Checkers"?  Mom, I really don't --

SARAH

(looking up, suddenly cross)

We've had him for years.

LAUREL

Good boy, Checkers!

GERALD looks annoyed, but says nothing.  More chewing.  ALAN clears his throat.

ALAN

So, Gerald -- 

GERALD

Laurel, pass me the asparagus, would you?

LAUREL politely hands her brother the dish.  

GERALD

Thank you.

ALAN tries to recover from his friendly overture being shot down.

LAUREL

Mr. Alan, do you have kids too?

SARAH

Laurel~!  I'm sorry, Alan, I --

ALAN

(to SARAH)

It's okay.  You shouldn't hide things from kids.

SARAH seems unsure of this, but nods.

ALAN

I had a son once.  

LAUREL

What was he like?

ALAN

He was a really good kid.  An internet entrepreneur.  He -- 

LAUREL

On-ter-pro-ner?

ALAN

He was a business person.

GERALD

What happened to him?

SARAH

Gerald~!

ALAN

He…

(beat)

He died.  

Brief silence.  GERALD is sorry he asked.

ALAN

Eaten by giant radioactive hamsters.

Only GERALD seems to think this is strange.

LAUREL

I'm sorry, Mr. Alan.  Are you sad?

ALAN

Well…well, yes.  Of course.  He, he left me a lot of money, and well…you know, it just doesn't seem right for an adult to receive an inheritance from his kid.

SARAH

Alan does a lot of good charity work.

A beat.  GERALD looks sympathetic for the first time during dinner.

ALAN

(brightening)

But hey.  You kids are too young to think about that sort of thing.  Besides, we should be enjoying this delicious dinner your mom cooked for us.  This really is great, Sarah.

SARAH smiles.  They go back to eating.  GERALD seems loosened up a little, but ALAN soon returns to looking nervous.

ALAN

So, Gerald, I uh, think I see some hairs coming in -- !

GERALD shoots his mother a look.  She gives a nervous shrug.

GERALD

I'm gonna go take Checkers for a walk.

He stands up and walks OC.  Soon we HEAR the door open and SLAM shut.

ALAN

Wrong thing to say?

Cut to:

EXT: SIDEWALK.  A SHORT WHILE LATER.

A leashed Checkers does his business on a neighbor's yard.  GERALD hardly seems concerned about this.  They keep walking, but suddenly GERALD stops, and cautiously looks around him.

WIDE ANGLE
GERALD feels like he's being watched.  He looks all around the street, but finds nothing.  He then just shrugs, and continues along his way.  

A NEW ANGLE
The sounds of an intense game of one-on-one basketball can be heard.  As GERALD and Checkers approach, we see that ERIC and a stereotypical MUSLIM person are the ones playing, on ERIC'S driveway.  For some reason, the MUSLIM is decked out in full traditional garb.  It's a very competitive game.  ERIC soon scores a basket.

ERIC

Yeah!  Where's your Allah now, bitch?

GERALD just stops and watches a while.  

GERALD

Hey Eric.

ERIC

(staying focused)

Oh hey, Gerald!  Hang on a sec -- 

The MUSLIM sinks one.

MUSLIM

That's game, Christian!

ERIC

Hey!  Do-over, Gerald was distracting me!

GERALD shakes his head.  The MUSLIM showboats a little, hits a slam dunk, and leaves.  GERALD approaches his friend.

GERALD

Lost again, eh?

ERIC

He cheats. Used his mystical Arab powers or something.

(offended look; reacting to a gesture the MUSLIM makes OC)

Yeah?  YEAH, WELL MY GOD'S BETTER!

GERALD

Man.  How are you still alive?

ERIC

Whaddya mean?  

(glances at Checkers)

Hey, where'd you get the dog?

GERALD

That's Checkers.  You remember Checkers.  We've had him for years.

ERIC

Gotcha.  

(then)

Oh hey.  Heard you gave someone a ride home today.

GERALD

Told you, huh?  So what'd she say?

ERIC

Oh.  Nothin' much, actually.  Somethin' about how she can't wait to go down on you.

GERALD whacks ERIC across the chest.  He hits him back.

ERIC

Wanna start somethin'?

GERALD

Not really.  What'd she say?

ERIC

Nothin' much, actually.  Seemed happy, though.  She did mention how you kept goin' on about the goatee thing again.

GERALD

(raises an eyebrow)

Really.

ERIC

Well not in those words.  But hey -- wait here a sec.  I'll be right back.

ERIC dashes off into his house before GERALD can say a word.  Within 10 seconds or so, he's back, carrying a vial of pills.  He tosses them to GERALD.

ERIC

Here.

GERALD

(examining the vial)

What're these?  Drugs?

ERIC

Sort of.  Testosterone pills.  Some guys on the team use 'em.  

(then)

Hey listen.  Talking to Aimee made me realize something.  I should, like be more sensitive to your needs.  

GERALD looks both puzzled and vaguely repulsed.

ERIC

It's like, I'm confident about my masculinity!  And yours, too!  So I can care about the stuff you care about, and no one can call me a fag.

GERALD

How nice.

ERIC

Yeah!  So I decided I'm gonna help you with the goatee shit now!  And I got to thinking,  maybe if you got more testosterone, you could grow facial hair, y'know?

A skeptical GERALD tosses the pills back to him.  ERIC catches them, looking confused.

GERALD

Thanks, Eric, but I really don't think --

ERIC throws them back at GERALD, who instinctively catches them.

ERIC

Hey!  I'm being supportive here!  You have any other ideas, huh?

GERALD

Well, no…

ERIC

Right. So just take a few of those in the morning, exercise some, and before y'know it…

GERALD

Guess it's worth a shot.  Thanks, man.

ERIC

No problem!  Just do me a little favor.  First time you screw Aimee, you make her call you ERIC!

GERALD

I still think it's weird that YOU condone premarital sex.

ERIC

I don't.  That's why you should do that for me, since you're going to hell anyway.

GERALD

You're an idiot.  I gotta go now.  

GERALD walks OC with Checkers, waving as he goes.  ERIC remains on the driveway.

ERIC

Remember, you promised!

ERIC smiles a perverted smile.  After a beat, AIMEE suddenly pops out of the bushes next to the driveway.  

ERIC

YAAAAA!

AIMEE

Hi Eric.  What's up?

ERIC

What the --?!  Aimee?!  What --

(shakes it off; smirks)

Never mind.  Glad you're here.  Guess what sensitive person just helped his best friend out?

AIMEE

(suspicious)

What did you do?

ERIC

Never you mind.  All that matters is, you're gonna be hearing my name an awful lot real soon!  You sinners.

ERIC begins making exaggerated hip-thrusts and other assorted lewd gestures.

AIMEE

I probably don't want to know, do I?  

Cut to:

INT: GERALD'S BATHROOM.  MORNING.

GERALD is examining himself in front of the mirror as usual.  Like always, he finds nothing, but seems to take it more in stride than usual.

GERALD

Oh well.  There's more to life, I guess!

Satisfied, he exits the bathroom, turning off the light as he goes.

INT: FORD FAMILY LIVING ROOM. CONTINOUS.

GERALD wanders into the living room.  He briefly looks up, and stops in his tracks.  ERIC, who has his back to us, is sitting on his couch watching TV.

GERALD

Eric?  Eric, it's like 7 in the morning, what're you doing here?

ERIC

Morning, buddy!  My TV was busted, so I came over here to watch cartoons.

ERIC turns his head.  He has a brand-new goatee.

ERIC

You don't mind, do you?

GERALD

(puzzled)

Uh…no.  Whatever.  See ya at school, then.

ERIC returns to watching TV.  GERALD grabs his backpack and heads out the door to school.

INT: SCHOOL HALLWAY.

Much to his surprise, this morning the front door of his house leads directly into the school.  Thinking this more than a little peculiar, he nonetheless keeps walking towards his classroom.  A GOATEED STUDENT walks by him.

GOATEED STUDENT

Hello, Gerald Ford!

GERALD

Uh, hi.

Several more GOATEED STUDENTS walk by him.  All wave as they go by.

GS#2

Gerald Ford, greetings!

GS#3

Hi, Gerald Ford!

GERALD

(reluctantly waves)

…hello.

We HEAR the school bell ring.  The classroom doors open; hordes of students pour out of them.  All students, male and female, sport goatees.  Unlike the students before, however, they all ignore the bewildered GERALD and simply go about their business, marching to the next class.  It's a very eerie sight -- a smooth-skinned Moses in a Red Sea of goatees.  Finally, he's had enough, and takes off frantically back towards the door, hastily pushing through the crowd.

CROWD

Gerald Ford?…Gerald Ford, what is the matter?…Gerald?…Gerald Ford!  What's wrong?

GERALD'S out the door.  The GOATEED CROWD collectively shrugs, and continues along its way.

INT: FORD FAMILY KITCHEN.

GERALD, out of breath and still looking very confused, lumbers into the kitchen doorway.  Someone is sitting at the table, but we cannot see who it is because the person is reading a giant newspaper, concealing nearly his/her entire upper body.

GERALD

Man, I just had the weirdest day at school today.  You're not gonna believe it…

GERALD, squinting, takes a closer look at the person behind the newspaper.

GERALD

Laurel…?

(no response)

Laurel, is that you?

LAUREL

Laurel's not home.

GERALD

Huh?  Laurel, what're you talking about?

(he approaches)

C'mon.  Quit kidding around.

"LAUREL'S" POV: The newspaper fills our entire view, until GERALD pushes it down.  His expression quickly turns to shock.

GERALD

Oh…oh my god…

"LAUREL"

(deeper, growling voice)

I told you.  Laurel's…not home.

GERALD'S POV: It is indeed LAUREL, except she has a long, black "Wise Man" style goatee, and glowing red eyes.  Her expression is very distorted and creepy, and her voice is deep, bassy, and very "monster-ish"

"LAUREL"

There is no Laurel.

(shouting)

ONLY ZOOL!

A shocked GERALD, unable to speak, slowly stumbles away.

"LAUREL"

So, Gerald Ford.  You'd like facial hair, would you?

GERALD weakly nods.

"LAUREL"

I see.  Well then…

(she dips her head, looking calmer.  Then…)

HAVE ALL THAT YOU COULD EVER WANT OR NEED!!!  

"LAUREL'S" head starts spinning, and there is a bright flash.  GERALD braces himself.

INT: FORD HOUSE UPSTAIRS HALL.

A singed GERALD, groaning, stumbles down the hall, into the bathroom.  There's a small amount of smoke coming off him.

INT: GERALD'S BATHROOM.

GERALD stumbles into the bathroom.  It's difficult to see with all the smoke, but eventually he looks into the mirror, and we see that he has hair EVERYWHERE on his head, excepting his eyes, nose…and the area where a goatee would actually go.  The hairy-faced GERALD with a bare-skin goatee, naturally, screams.

INT: GERALD'S ROOM.  MORNING.

GERALD springs awake, in the typical "wake suddenly from terrible nightmare" style.  It was, of course, all a dream.  Cautiously, GERALD feels his face, and after finding that his entire head is not indeed hairy, he looks relieved.  He breathes a sigh of relief.

GERALD

Thank God.

Very abruptly, Gerald's ALARM CLOCK loudly and shrilly goes off, startling him.  He angrily smashes it with his fist, quieting it, then raises it to his face to look at the time.  5 AM. He yawns, stretches, then sleepily produces the PILLS Eric gave him from his bedside.

GERALD

Listening to Eric.

He gets out of bed, pills still in hand.

GERALD

I must be getting desperate.

BEGIN MONTAGE -- THE NEXT FEW DAYS

- GERALD stops into the bathroom, to check for any new stubble in the mirror.  He of course finds none.

- In the kitchen -- GERALD, looking rather ridiculous in a ratty gray sweatsuit, headband, and wristbands, swallows a couple pills with a glass of water.  He winces a little at doing this, but then seems fine.  Thinking better of it, he swallows a few more. 

- In his room, GERALD works out as best he can with a set of dumbbells.  He strains far more than looks necessary.
- GERALD steps out the front door along with a leashed Checkers.  They jog down the front walk, ending up OC.  Several seconds later, the camera slowly pans over to catch up with them, and we see GERALD panting, out of breath, leaning on his knees.
- GERALD stops to look in the bathroom mirror again.

- GERALD is in class, looking very tired, and more bored than usual.  He begins feeling his chin.  Nothing.  The same STUDENT as before gives him a weird look. GERALD flips him off.
- Same shot of Gerald's alarm clock as earlier.  He's up at 5 AM again.

- Gerald pops the pills.  A thought seems to occur to him.

- Still in the kitchen, GERALD cracks a couple raw eggs into a glass, braces himself, then swallows them.  For a moment he looks as if he's going to die, but then his expression changes into a much more pleasant one.  Those raw eggs were tasty!

- STILL in the kitchen, GERALD cracks a couple more eggs and swallows them.  He looks very satisfied.

- GERALD has somehow ended up in an early-morning neighborhood soccer game.  Although he's out of breath, he's playing very competitively.  He calls for the ball, and gets it, square in the nose.  He falls over unconscious, and the other players, scrambling in to get the ball, simply step over him and continue playing.

- A considerably exhausted-looking, bruised-up GERALD stops into the bathroom again, looking for stubble.  Again, nothing.

- We see him hit the clock again.  

- Pills, eggs, mirror.  Still nothing.

- GERALD is now jogging again.  Soon next to him is an old, crotchety man riding a bike, yelling stern words of encouragement at him.  The old man looks much like Burgess Meredith, as this scene is straight out of "Rocky."  GERALD at first finds this strange, but soon just accepts it as normal.

- GERALD at the dinner table with LAUREL and SARAH.  He looks tired.  

SARAH

Gerald?  Gerald honey, are you OK?

LAUREL

Mommy, is Gerry dead?

They poke and prod him, but he just waves them off and mechanically eats his food.

- Quick-cuts: Clock, pills, eggs. Clock.  Eggs again.  They're tasty.  Pills.

- In a martial arts tournament now, looking to be somewhere in Thailand, GERALD is simply getting destroyed by his much larger, scary-looking OPPONENT.  As GERALD is dizzily reeling, his OPPONENT winds up for the knockout blow.  Everything begins moving in slow motion.  Quick-cut to LAUREL, who is in traditional Chinese dress, worriedly watching in the noisy, bloodthirsty crowd.  

LAUREL

NOOOOOOOOOO!!!!

- Resume normal motion.  GERALD in the bathroom again.  Though definitely not looking good, he doesn't look anywhere near as bad as he should from the last few ridiculous events.  Still no stubble, though.  He looks extremely disappointed. 

- Pills, clock, eggs again, repeated quickly and randomly.  The events of previous days are strobed in.  It's hard to tell how long Gerald has been doing this.  We see some slightly longer sequences where GERALD is pulling a rickshaw, erecting a barn with the Amish, laying on a bed of nails having a concrete block on his stomach smashed with a hammer, and pulling a bus in a strongman competition. Soon quick shots of AIMEE in the school cafeteria are cut in.  She can be heard calling his name, though it sounds very muddled and distant.  Shots of AIMEE become increasingly frequent, until that's all there is.  Time resumes its normal pace again.

INT: SCHOOL CAFETERIA.  

FOCUS ON: AIMEE.  She sits at the lunch table, looking concerned.

AIMEE

Gerald?  Gerald?

GERALD

Uh?

AIMEE

Gerald, do you uhm…feel okay?

AIMEE'S POV: GERALD is face down on his lunch tray.  In fact, he's face down in his lunch.

NEW ANGLE: GERALD is still face down, and AIMEE is still looking at him with a mix of concern and slight fear.

GERALD

(mumbles in his dish)

AIMEE

I'm sorry, I'm not fluent in food.

(beat)

Gerald.  Hey Gerald. You really have to take a breath or something, before your lungs fill with beef-a-roni.

GERALD slowly pulls his head out of his food.  He's a terrifying sight -- bloodshot eyes mixed with cafeteria food.

AIMEE

Oh sweet mercy.

GERALD

I'm. Fine.

GERALD limply pulls up his hand.  After several misses, he successfully finds his chin, and begins examining.  He looks quite disgusting, smearing all the food on his face.

AIMEE

This has to stop.  I'm reeeally getting worried here.

GERALD, finding nothing, becomes very frustrated (and in the process, more awake)

GERALD

God DAMN it!  What do I have to DO?

AIMEE

Gerald.  Stop.  Whose stupid idea was this, anyway?

On cue, ERIC enters, carrying a lunch tray.  He looks very proud of himself.

ERIC

Hey buddy!  How's it…

(off GERALD)

Mary, mother of God.

(he crosses his chest)

GERALD

Eric…Eric, pal…I don't think your pills are…working.
AIMEE

So this was YOUR idea!  I should've known!  

(she hits him)

ERIC

Hey!  It's not like I knew they'd do THIS to him!  What've you been doing, anyway?

GERALD

Oh…poppin' pills, exercising.  You know.  Pumping up my testosterone levels.

AIMEE

Steroids?  

(to ERIC)

You gave him STEROIDS?  What on earth is wrong with you?!

ERIC

Calm down! I didn't give him steroids. You think I'm that dumb?

GERALD 

Huh?

ERIC

C'mon, I wouldn't give you steroids, that stuff can really mess you up. You've just been taking a placebo this whole time.  I thought maybe, y'know, positive thinking would help.  

AIMEE

Well, what did you give him then?

ERIC

Ha!  There's the beauty of it.  See, all this time, he's just been taking harmless viagra!

GERALD looks like he's about to be sick.  AIMEE looks at once embarrassed, angry, and worried.  ERIC begins to realize something's wrong.

ERIC

What's…what's wrong?  I said it's just viagra, okay?

GERALD

Well.  That would explain the four-hour erections I've been having.

ERIC begins laughing.  AIMEE immediately shoots him a death-look, shutting him up.

AIMEE

Gerald, are you sure you're okay?  I hear that stuff can have some pretty, ah…undesirable side effects…

GERALD

…that would also explain my constant…

(he looks faint)

…dizziness…

GERALD collapses back into his food.

ERIC

Buddy?

AIMEE

Oh my God!  GERALD!

ERIC

Hey!  This is no excuse to take His name in vain!

AIMEE

Oh, shut up, moron!  

(shouting)

Help!  Help, someone call an ambulance!

EXT: SCHOOL HALLWAY. A SHORT TIME LATER.
A barely-conscious GERALD is being quickly wheeled through the halls on a gurney by two EMTs.  AIMEE and ERIC run after him.  Many STUDENTS are gathered around, watching the commotion.

STUDENT #1

Hey look, it's that weird goatee kid.

STUDENT #2

Wow!  I wonder what happened to him!

STUDENT #1

Maybe he's gonna go get an artificial goatee or something.

STUDENT#3

Or maybe he cut himself shaving!

STUDENT #2

Ha!

Cut to:

INT: AIMEE'S CAR.  MUCH LATER.  

AIMEE drives herself and ERIC to the hospital.  She looks pretty shaken up; if she smoked, she'd definitely have already burned through a pack. 

AIMEE

Remember, when we get there, WHAT do you do?

ERIC

…say I'm sorry.

AIMEE

Ahem…?

ERIC

(sighs)

I mean, I "get down on my hands and knees and beg for forgiveness, even though I am currently the lowest life form on earth, undeserving of such mercy."

AIMEE

That's better.  

ERIC

I still don't see why I couldn't drive though.  You drive like an old lady.  With no legs.  Who just had a stroke.  

AIMEE

Aren't you being awfully flippant for someone wracked with guilt?  In case you forgot, you put your best friend in the hospital today!

Guilty silence.

ERIC

Cheap shot.

AIMEE

Sorry.  That was uncalled for.  

(then)

I just can't believe this is happening.  I can't believe that stupid obsession of his actually earned him an ambulance ride.  It all has to stop.

(then, muttering to herself)

How did he ever get started on this, anyway…

ERIC

You mean you don't know?

AIMEE

Hm?

ERIC

He's never told you the story?

(AIMEE looks confused; off look)

Huh.  Guess not.  Well, it's kinda stupid, so I guess he only tells people he's really close to…

(AIMEE looks wounded; off look)

I mean…hey, c'mon, you ain't even been hanging around us all that long…

AIMEE

(shakes it off)

Well, whatever.  Anyway, so will you tell me it?

ERIC

Yeah, why not?  Can't cause any harm.  I mean, I've only heard it about 5000 times; I probably know it better than he does.  You should see him tell it, though, it's so weird -- he always gets this glassy, zoned-out look in his eyes, like he's stoned or something…

AIMEE

Will you just get on with it?

ERIC

Okay, okay.  Sheesh.  Don't need to be so impatient…

DISSOLVE -- BEGIN FLASHBACK

BLACK AND WHITE

ERIC

I guess it was somewhere around what, ten years ago?  Nice round number, huh?  Anyway, his dad was still around then…

A 8 year-old GERALD sits on the floor, watching TV.  His FATHER enters through the front door, excitedly.  The camera angle is such that we never see his FATHER'S face.

MR. FORD

Gerald!  Come outside, I've got a surprise for you!

LITTLE GERALD obediently gets up, turns off the TV and follows his father out the front door.

EXT: FORD HOUSE FRONT YARD -- DAY

LITTLE GERALD, squinting, steps outside.  Something is reflecting the sunlight, making it hard for him to see.

LITTLE GERALD

(rubbing his eyes)

What is it, Daddy?

MR. FORD

Take a look, Gerald!

LITTLE GERALD, finally clearing his eyes, squints and looks at the object on the driveway.

ERIC (VO)

Y'see, Mr. Ford, he was always big on cars, and I guess he hoped Gerald would be, too.  But for some reason the little freak never really got into 'em.

LITTLE GERALD'S POV

ERIC (VO)

So one day he had Gerald's uncle bring over this shiny, mint-condition Shelby Cobra GT 500 he owned, it was like the guy's life and joy.  I wish I coulda seen it…

The sun is still shining off the Cobra into LITTLE GERALD'S eyes as he slowly looks from the tires up.  HENRY, a hip-looking, suave man in his late 20's, leans cooly on his new car, but due to the sun we cannot yet make out his face.  He seems to give out a hypnotically alluring aura.

MR. FORD (OC)

So, wasn't it great of Uncle Henry to come over and show you this?

LITTLE GERALD

(awed)

Yeah Dad…it's…it's…

CLOSE ON: HENRY'S FACE

We see clearly now, that HENRY has a full, beautifully styled goatee on his face, groomed with such care as though it were under presidential mandate.  He smiles, and finally speaks, in a low, manly baritone voice.

HENRY

So kid…what do you think? 

A SERIES OF ANGLES -- HENRY FACE

Focusing of course on his goatee, there are several quick cuts of angles that absolutely worship HENRY's facial hair.

LITTLE GERALD

It's…BEAUTIFUL…

ERIC (VO)

That part always sounds so gay, doesn't it?

AIMEE (VO)

Could we do this without the editorial slant?

ERIC (VO)

Picky, picky…anyway, then, that's when the trouble started…

NEW ANGLE

Looking from behind LITTLE GERALD, we see that MR. FORD has noticed that his son isn't looking at the car.

MR. FORD

(bewildered)

Gerald…hey …what're you looking at there?  The car's down THERE!

There is a brief silence, then MR. FORD angrily tromps away. HENRY begins lovingly caressing the car, and LITTLE GERALD approaches him.

NEW ANGLE -- FAVORING LITTLE GERALD

HENRY is in the foreground.  We can see little more of his face than his goatee.

LITTLE GERALD

U-uncle Henry…

HENRY

What is it, kid?

LITTLE GERALD

Well…

(he points)

How did you…get that?

HENRY

(confused)

What?  Oh, this?  You mean my GOATEE?

HENRY strokes his chin to confirm.  LITTLE GERALD remains transfixed and nods.

HENRY

(laughing)

Don't worry, kid.  You'll be able to grow one someday yourself, I promise.  Now, about this car…

END FLASHBACK
ERIC

…then, I think, Gerald started fondling his uncle's face, and Mr. Ford saw, and then he left home a few weeks after that.  I hear he's some kinda guerilla-mercenary-type dude or something now, but no one's really sure.  Anyway, that's about it. 

AIMEE

Wow.  

ERIC

Yeah, wasn't that one of the weirdest things you've ever heard? 

AIMEE

Oh, I'm not sure…

ERIC

You crazy?  Getting randomly obsessed like that ISN'T weird?

AIMEE

Well…it happens.

ERIC gives AIMEE a funny look, then just shrugs.

INT: HOSPITAL ROOM. 

GERALD lay in his hospital bed, looking more bored than anything else.  He still sporadically feels his chin.  SARAH and LAUREL are by his bed.

SARAH

…so you're sure you're feeling okay now, honey?

LAUREL

You're not gonna die, are you, Gerry?

GERALD

(smiling weakly)

I'm fine.  Really, don't worry about it.

SARAH

Well okay.  If you're sure.

There is a knock on the door.

NURSE (OC)

Mr. Ford.  You have visitors.

GERALD

Send 'em in.

AIMEE and ERIC enter.  AIMEE is bearing an unusually large arrangement of flowers, causing LAUREL'S eyes to widen.  ERIC seems uncharacteristically timid, clutching his baseball hat to his chest, as if informing a stranger of a dead relative.

GERALD

Oh.  Hey you guys.

SARAH

Oh, hello, Aimee!  It's so sweet of you to come by!

AIMEE

Hi, Mrs. Ford.  

SARAH

(coldly)

…Eric.

ERIC

Uh…hey.

SARAH

Well.  Why don’t I leave you kids be.  

(to LAUREL)

Come on, honey.  

(to GERALD)

We'll just go get the car then.  Excuse us.

AIMEE

Bye, Mrs. Ford.  It was nice seeing you again.

SARAH

It was nice seeing you too, Aimee dear.

(then)

Eric.

ERIC

Uh…bye.

LAUREL

Bye!!

LAUREL takes her mother's hand and they exit.

AIMEE

So.  How you feeling?

GERALD

Not too bad.  Had my stomach pumped.

AIMEE

You're okay, though?

GERALD

Yeah.  I'm fine.

AIMEE

That's good.  

(beat)

Here, I uh…

(she holds out the large flower arrangement)

I brought you something.

GERALD accepts them. AIMEE, seeming back to her slightly-meek self, smiles.

GERALD

Thanks.

AIMEE

And that's not all.  Eric here has something to say to you.

She shoves ERIC forward.  AIMEE seems more forceful whenever ERIC is involved.

AIMEE

Don't you Eric?

ERIC

I…

A brief pause.  Only ERIC seems to feel any real tension.

ERIC

Gerald, I'm…I'm really, really…sorry.  Really sorry.

(beat)

You know.  About the whole viagra thing.  If it helps, I think I'm in a lot of trouble for it.

ERIC meekly looks up at his friend, looking as though he is about to cry.  GERALD gives an exhausted smile.

GERALD

Don't worry about it.  It's okay.

ERIC

It is?

GERALD

Yeah.  I'm okay now, anyway.  Besides, you meant well.

ERIC

Gerald, I…I…

ERIC, nearly bursting into tears, rushes up to GERALD and seizes him in a gigantic hug, squeezing the air from him.

ERIC

You're the best friend a guy could have!  

AIMEE

Well now.  Isn't that sweet?

GERALD

(barely able to breathe)

Wow…wait'll I tell the guys on the team about this…

ERIC

(yanks himself back)

Hey!  

AIMEE

Ha.

GERALD

Back to normal now, huh?

ERIC

I was just showing some manly concern for my heterosexual friend.  I can do that.

GERALD

Sure, whatever.

ERIC

Listen, you…

AIMEE

That'll do, Eric.  Thanks.

ERIC 

Huh?

A fidgety AIMEE is grinding her heel, looking at the floor.

AIMEE

Eric, would you mind, ah…

(beat)

…leaving the room for a second?

GERALD and ERIC are in stunned silence.  

AIMEE

I just want to…talk to Gerald for a bit.  Alone.  Okay?

An awkward beat.  GERALD gulps.

ERIC

Uh…sure.  Sure, yeah.  No problem.

He leaves.  Before the door fully closes, ERIC pops his head back in, grinning like a hyena, making another lewd gesture.  Unseen by AIMEE, an annoyed GERALD waves him away.  Almost immediately, GERALD wishes he didn't go.  This is a very uncomfortable silence.

GERALD

So, uh…

(hesitant)

What'd you want to talk to me about, Aimee…?

A brief silence.  AIMEE takes a deep breath, and slowly but surely approaches the bed.

GERALD

Uh, Aimee…?

(no response)

Aimee, I…

AIMEE

Gerald, just…

She comes even closer.  GERALD looks very uncomfortable.

GERALD

Uh --

AIMEE

…just…just be quiet for a second, would you?

GERALD

Ay…?

And at that, she leans in and kisses him -- not particularly deeply, nor with much moistness, but the meaning is rather unmistakable.  It's not the first kiss for either of them, but it may as well be; it seems to last both forever and an instant.  

Finally, AIMEE pulls away.  She can't seem to conjure anything but a blank look.  Like GERALD, she's unsure of how to react. To his surprise, AIMEE turns around and heads for the door.  She's hanging her head, her back to him.

GERALD

Hey…

AIMEE

S…sorry…

GERALD

Huh? 

AIMEE

Please don't tell anyone about that.

GERALD has no idea what to say.  AIMEE still has her back to him.

AIMEE

It's just that…well…you were put in the hospital today.  And I got to thinking, what if…well, what if I never…

GERALD

Aimee, it's okay.  I'm fine, really, I --

AIMEE

Let me finish.

GERALD falls silent.  He's not used to such intensity from her.

AIMEE

I just got worried.  Scared.  

(she turns around)

You know?

AIMEE looks him right in the eyes.  GERALD, meeting her gaze, brightens.

GERALD

Yeah.  Yeah, I know.  

(then)

Thank you, Aimee.

AIMEE smiles, and turns to open the door.

AIMEE

You're welcome.

She leaves.  GERALD is left alone to contemplate what just happened.

GERALD

(beat)

Well.

INT: HOSPITAL HALLWAY. CONTINUOUS.

AIMEE steps out of Gerald's hospital room, closing the door behind her.  After taking a few seconds to compose herself, she takes a few steps away from the door.  ERIC pops in, offering AIMEE a cup of COFFEE.

ERIC

Here.  Thought you might need this.

AIMEE doesn't accept, instead just stands there solemnly.  A few tears roll down her cheeks.  

ERIC

Uhm…you want it?

Not responding, AIMEE wraps her arms around ERIC'S neck, burying her face in his shoulder.

AIMEE

…why is he such an idiot?

ERIC looks a bit startled, but wraps his free arm around her.

ERIC

Uh…

(beat)

So you want this or not?

Cut to:

INT: HIGH SCHOOL CLASSROOM.  A WEEK LATER.
GERALD sits at his desk in the same classroom.  Like usual, he's bored and doodling.

GERALD (VO)

It's been about a couple weeks now since I was in the hospital.  And nobody's mentioned the kiss since.

CLOSE ON: GERALD'S NOTEBOOK -- Among the usual mass of goateed figures, he's sketching a picture of AIMEE.

GERALD (VO)

I don't really understand what's going on.  I mean, you'd think Aimee would want something to come of it, or at least want to talk about it a little.

INT: SCHOOL HALLWAY.  SOMETIME BEFORE.

AIMEE and GERALD walk down the hall together, chatting very normally. 

GERALD (VO)

But not a thing has changed.  She's not even any more nervous than she was before.  It's like nothing ever happened.

EXT: IN FRONT OF ERIC'S HOUSE, SOMETIME BEFORE.

ERIC and GERALD, wearing football helmets, are politely taking turns smashing each other in the head with a baseball bat.  They look to be rather enjoying themselves. 

GERALD (VO)

And Eric…I'm sure he knows what happened, but he hasn't said anything either.  It's gotta be killing him not being able to tease me about it.

ERIC hits GERALD a bit too hard and he crumples to the ground.  ERIC curiously looks down at his friend.

INT: SCHOOL CLASSROOM.  PRESENT.

The same STUDENT as always watches GERALD doodle.  Like usual, he gives him a stupid look.  Without even looking up, GERALD flips him off.

GERALD (VO)

I just don't get it.  

The BELL rings.  GERALD gathers his things and gets up to leave.

INT: SCHOOL HALLWAY.  CONTINUOUS.

GERALD walks down the hall through the sea of people, still looking very contemplative.

GERALD (VO)

Actually, EVERYTHING is the same.  I've even tried a couple more of Eric's half-baked goatee ideas. Rogaine on the lips.  A mail-order "Instant Goatee" kit.  

INT: GERALD'S ROOM. SOMETIME BEFORE.

Lighted only by the many candles around the room, ERIC, GERALD, and AIMEE sit in a circle on a floor.  ERIC has a big, very old, dusty BOOK on his lap, from which he is reading incantations.  

GERALD (VO)

Then, of course, there was that occult book he managed to dig up somewhere.

ERIC finishes the incantation with a dramatic flair.  GERALD, looking very skeptical, picks a handheld mirror off the floor, looks in it and finds nothing.  He looks up towards AIMEE, and is suddenly very startled.  AIMEE gestures, "what?"  ERIC looks nervous.  GERALD hands her the mirror.  We see now, that AIMEE has grown a goatee.  After a brief moment of shock, she tosses aside the mirror and begins throttling ERIC.  GERALD frantically tries to separate them.

GERALD (VO)

But you probably shouldn't ask about that one.

EXT: HIGH SCHOOL CAMPUS.  PRESENT.

GERALD exits the front doors of the school, still looking contemplative.

GERALD (VO)

I guess the lesson here is that nothing ever really changes.

EXT: BALCONY OF ALAN'S APARTMENT.  NIGHT.

SARAH and ALAN, dressed nicely, lean together on the balcony, looking at the stars.  

GERALD (VO)

No matter what we do…despite our best efforts…

ALAN points at one and makes a joke, both laugh.  Then, very slowly, they kiss.

GERALD (VO)

Everything just stays the same.

The two lovers, arm and arm, walk back into Alan's apartment.  He slides the door shut, draws the curtains, and a few seconds later, the lights go out.

GERALD (VO)

Then again, who's to say that's a bad thing?

Cut to:

INT: HOCKEY RINK HALLWAYS.  NIGHT.

CLOSE ON: ERIC

ERIC

FUCK YOU, ASSHOLE!  GET OFF THE FUCKING ICE, YOU FUCKING STUPID FUCK!

GERALD, ERIC, AIMEE and Eric's grandfather LESTER GIBBONS are standing at the entrance to their seats at the hockey rink.  Though at the moment the only thing on the ice is the zamboni driver, this doesn't weaken Eric's enthusiasm one bit.  GERALD pretends he doesn't know him, AIMEE is ducking her head.

LESTER

Christ.  Didn't my worthless priest-fucker of a son teach you any goddamn manners, kid?

ERIC

Watch yer mouth, Grandpa Lester, or I'll take you right back to the home.

GERALD

Eric buddy, why don't you wait till the actual game to start harassing people?

ERIC

 Gotta warm up. Besides, he's on the ice.  That means he's fair game. 

(to ice)

HEY! NANCY-BOY!  YOU CALL THAT ZAMBONING?  YOU FUCKING SUCK!

(to GERALD)

Hey, why don't you guys go grab our seats awhile?  I'm gonna go get something to eat.  Anyone want anything?

LESTER

You could do us all favor and get yourself a big helping of shut-the-fuck-up.  

ERIC

(to LESTER)

Fuck you, Granpa.

(to GERALD)

So you guys want anything?

AIMEE

(still ducking her head)

If you could get me a paper bag to store my head in, I'd be very appreciative.

ERIC

Funny. I'll be right back then.  

LESTER

Make sure to hurry, you little shit, everyone's really gonna fuckin' miss you. 

ERIC 

Up yours.

ERIC leaves while LESTER waves him away disrespectfully.  GERALD looks at AIMEE with amusement.

LESTER

Well, what're we waitin' for?  Let's go get our friggin' seats.

He starts off.  GERALD and AIMEE, finally putting her head up, follow.

INT: HOCKEY RINK. CONTINUOUS.
The three make their way down the stairs to their seats.

GERALD

(to AIMEE)

So you enjoying yourself?

AIMEE

Besides being traumatized by embarrassment, sure.  Thanks for inviting me, by the way.

GERALD

Yeah well, we had an extra ticket since Eric's cousin skipped out on us.  So we thought it might be amusing to bring a girl along.

AIMEE

How kind of you.

GERALD

No problem.  

(he musses her hair)

You need help understanding anything, just ask!

AIMEE

Well, my feeble girl brain does make it rather difficult to understand a game as stupid as this.

GERALD smiles, as they begin filing into their seats.  LESTER goes in first, then GERALD (leaving a space for ERIC), then AIMEE.

LESTER

(off empty seat)

What, I got the fuckin' plague or somethin'?

GERALD

Just savin' a seat for Eric, Mr. Gibbons.

LESTER

Oh, sure.  Make me sit next to that rude fuck.

The players skate onto the ice.

AIMEE

So anyway, who should I root for here?

GERALD

Why, for whichever team has the prettier colors, of course!

AIMEE

(mock anger)

Oh, you're really pushing it, "Gerry"…

GERALD

Bring it on, ya limp-wristed sweater-knitter.

AIMEE

(laughing)

Fuck you!

GERALD

Why, Miss Martin!  Did I just hear a naughty word escape from your virginal lips?

AIMEE

What can I say?  Must be the atmosphere.  Not to mention the company I'm keeping.

GERALD

In a couple hours, you'll probably sound just like Eric.

AIMEE

Well, it's important to have goals.

LESTER

Hey!  Will you two lovebirds quiet down already?  The game's starting again!

AIMEE

Sorry, sir.

LESTER

Damn kids.

The puck drops, and as if on cue, ERIC returns, with a giant PEPSI and a large array of snacks.

ERIC

Shit!  Shit!  What'd I miss?  What'd I miss?  

LESTER

Ya missed me having a peaceful 2 seconds without any punk kids shouting in my face, ya little puke.

ERIC

Blow me, you old fuck.

(to GERALD)

Anyone bleed yet?  Huh? Huh?

(to ice)

HEY!  COME ON, DEFENSE!

AIMEE

Yay, red.

Dissolve to:

INT: HOCKEY RINK.  A SHORT WHILE LATER.

It's third period now in a very heated game.  Even AIMEE seems to be getting into it.

LESTER

Aw, that's a bunch of horse shit!

ERIC

C'MON, REF!  THAT WAS A FUCKING CHEAP SHOT!

AIMEE

(off ERIC)

Hey!  Referee, that was so mean!

GERALD, ERIC, and the LESTER all look at AIMEE.

LESTER

(sarcastically)

Ooh, I think you really hurt his feelings with that one, honey.  

GERALD

You're kinda getting into this, aren't you?

AIMEE

I'm beginning to see its appeal.

(to ice)

Referee!  That's a foul or something!

GERALD

Huh.  You are.

(then)

Actually Aimee, I've been wondering.  What sorta stuff do you like, anyway? 

AIMEE

Huh?  What do you mean?

GERALD

You know, in your free time.  What do you like to do?  

AIMEE

Me?  

(beat)

I dunno.  Read.  Listen to music.  That sort of thing.  Nothing terribly interesting.

GERALD

Oh come on, everyone does that.  What do you really like to do?

AIMEE

Why?

GERALD

No reason, I'm just curious.  I mean, I know Eric likes to bag nuns in his spare time.

ERIC

God hates you.

GERALD

I mean, you don't have to tell me anything you don't want to, I just think it'd be nice to know.

AIMEE

Oh.  Well…

(thinks)

 I guess…I kinda like taking pictures sometimes…

GERALD

Photography?  See, that's cool. It's an underappreciated art, if you ask me

AIMEE

You think so?

GERALD

Yeah.  Maybe you could show me some of your stuff sometime.

AIMEE

I'd like that, actually…

(clears throat)

Well, what about you, Mr. Ford?  What do you do when you're not dreaming of a life with more than four chin whiskers?

GERALD

Oh, funny.  Since you agreed to come tonight I'll let that one slide.  

AIMEE

I'm touched.  Now spill.

GERALD

What do I like to do?

AIMEE

That's what I said.

LESTER

He annoys nice people like myself with asinine conversation.

AIMEE

(to LESTER)

Excuse me, we're talking -- so just BACK OFF, old man!  

GERALD, ERIC and the LESTER, and even a few other nearby spectators are quite startled by the sudden outburst.

LESTER

Got spunk, do ya?

AIMEE

(calm again)

Sorry.

(to GERALD)

Anyway.  You were saying?

GERALD

Oh.  Ah, I dunno, really.  I like just hanging out, I guess.

AIMEE

"Hanging out"?  Now who's being vague?  Come on, you have to give me more than that.     

GERALD

Well, to tell you the truth, actually…I really DON'T do much anything else. 

On the ice, a fight is about to break out.  A few players toss their gloves off.

ERIC

(off ice)

Aw, now you're gonna see some brutal shit.

LESTER

Damn straight.

GERALD

Actually, when you get right down to it…growing a goatee pretty much is my life.

AIMEE

I see.

(then)

Gerald…really, don’t take this the wrong way, but…haven't you ever thought that there's MORE to life?

GERALD

What?

ERIC

Yeah!  Make his head bleed!

LESTER

Collapse a fuckin' lung!

AIMEE

Well, doesn't it ever get…boring?  I mean…don't you ever want to try to find some…other ways to be happy…?

Unseen by GERALD, AIMEE begins to slowly and deftly move her hand close to his.

GERALD

Other ways?  

Her hand gets closer to his.

GERALD

Well…no.  Of course not.  

AIMEE'S hand freezes.

GERALD

I don't even really see how there could be other ways.

AIMEE quickly withdraws her hand.  GERALD never notices.  Meanwhile, ERIC and the other spectators seem to get more and more worked up about the events on the ice.

ERIC

Hey!  Was that a kidney punch?

LESTER

Fuck.  I think it was.

GERALD

Like, what other ways did you mean?

AIMEE

(defeated)

Nothing.  Forget I mentioned it.

AIMEE looks slightly exasperated.  GERALD, clueless, shrugs.

ERIC

You can't use a kidney punch on the home team!  That's fuckin' dirty!

LESTER

Fuckin' dirty's what it is.

ERIC

(to GERALD)

Gerald, you SEEING this shit?  That other team's a bunch of kidney-punching cocksuckers!

A small war looks to be taking place on the ice.  GERALD and AIMEE seem to notice for the first time.

GERALD

Whoa.  This is getting outta hand.

ERIC

No shit!

AIMEE

Ouch, that number 46 is getting pounded.

ERIC

46?

(off ice)

46!!!!

(he stands)

Someone's…someone's got to do something!

AIMEE

Eric, sit down.  What do you think you're --

In a flash, ERIC bounds from his seat and down the stairs.

ERIC

All right, you motherfuckers!  You're gonna FUCKIN' GET IT NOW!!

ERIC, much to AIMEE'S amazement, scrambles over the barrier onto the ice, catching a member of the visiting team with a flying tackle.  He immediately begins laying into him.  Many of the other spectators, seeing this, rise up and join in.  GERALD merely smirks.

GERALD

(to AIMEE)

Admit it.  You're having fun.

AIMEE groans and puts her head back in her lap.  Back on the ice, ERIC begins to resemble a veritable one-man, not particularly discriminate army.  Members of each team, spectators -- they're all fair game.

ERIC

That's right, bring it on!  I'll fuckin' monkey-punch you bastards!

LESTER

Ha ha!  Get 'em, boy!  Hey!  That's my grandson, everyone! 

ERIC gets in a couple more licks before being suddenly and violently high-sticked down.  

He goes down with a painful yelp.  Cut to:

INT: NEIGHBORHOOD PARK PLAYGROUND.  DAY.

We are in a classic, Norman-Rockwell style park playground.  All around are swingsets, merry-go-rounds, slides, sandboxes, and so on.  LAUREL slowly but surely drags her big brother through the park, meeting with only minimal resistance.

GERALD

Laurel, I still don't understand why you needed me to take you here.  What's wrong with mom?

LAUREL

Aw, you're much more fun to play with, big brother.  Besides, mom gets mad when I spit dirt at her.

GERALD

Lovely.  You know, you really shouldn't put weird stuff in your mouth.  It's not healthy.

LAUREL

But Gerry, Eric says that you put dirty things in your mouth all the time.

GERALD

He does, does he?  Next time I see Eric, remind me to hit him with a rock.

LAUREL

K!

GERALD

Hey, where are you trying to go, anyway?  I thought you wanted to play on the swings.

LAUREL

I do big brother, but I don't want you to be bored, so I brought you a friend.

GERALD

Friend?  

(thinks)

Laurel, you didn't tell Aimee to come here?

LAUREL

I like Aimee, she's pretty.  But no, wrong!  Someone else -- look!

GERALD looks up.  Sitting on a bench about 10 yards ahead is ALAN.  He's dressed casually, but in such a way that he still looks rich.  He spots GERALD and waves.  GERALD politely waves back.

GERALD

(smiling fakely; through his teeth)

Laurel, I hope you get run over by a rickshaw.

LAUREL

Now you two play nice!

(runs off)

If you need me, I'll be right by the swings!

GERALD, knowing he's trapped, waves again to ALAN and starts towards the bench.  ALAN courteously gets up as he approaches, and gestures for him to have a seat.  He complies. ALAN nods, and sits back down himself.  After a bit of silent whistling and drumming fingers…

ALAN

So…how are things?

GERALD

Eh.  Can't complain.

ALAN

That's nice.

ALAN bobs his head, lacking anything else to do. GERALD looks anywhere but at ALAN.  Soon, ALAN thinks better of it.

ALAN

Look, Gerald.  This…tension between us simply has to end.  I'm really getting far too old to act like a nervous teenager anymore, and you're way too young to be acting like a father on prom night.  So no more games, okay?  We're just going to discuss things in the manner of the mature gentlemen we are.

(GERALD nods, after slight hesitation)

Okay.  Well, it's simple, really: Your mother likes me.  And believe me when I say that I really, really, really like your mother.

GERALD

Man, do you have to phrase it like that?  That just sounds disturbing.

ALAN

I apologize.  But you get the idea, right?

GERALD

"I really like your mom"?  You have any idea how weird that sounds?

ALAN

Let's stay on topic here, okay?  All I'm saying is, your moth…SARAH really means a lot to me, and I don't think it's an unfair assumption to say I mean a lot to her.  And I wanted to talk to you today because --

GERALD

I don't hate you, you know.

ALAN

What?

GERALD

I don't dislike you.  You're a nice guy.

ALAN

You just don't like me dating your mother.

GERALD

No.  I'm glad she's dating again, I'm glad she's looking for someone else.  I'm glad she's dating you, Alan.  You make her happy.  I like to see her happy.

ALAN

I'm delighted to hear you say those things, Gerald.  But, if you really believe that, then what exactly is your problem with me?

GERALD

Well.  I guess I may as well tell you.

ALAN

…I'm listening.

GERALD

Fine.

(beat)

Laurel.

ALAN

Laurel?  

GERALD

Laurel.

ALAN

Gerald, I don't understand.  Maybe I'm wrong, but it seems like Laurel adores me.  She's always --

GERALD

Don't you get it?  That's just it.  Exactly why do you think it is that she "adores" you so much?  Because you're a friendly guy?  Because you're great with kids?  Because you "smell like fancy"?

ALAN

I hardly see how my cologne is relevant here.  I always thought that she --

GERALD

I'll tell you why, Alan.  You have Laurel's approval because you BUY it from her.  She loves you 'cause you BRIBED her.  You spoil her!  I think half the toys she owns were bought by YOU!  When was the last time you saw her and DIDN'T give her something? 

ALAN

I…I never thought about it that way.  But I'm not sure that's totally accurate.  I admit that I haven't gone about earning your and Laurel's approval in the best way, but --

GERALD

MY approval?  Since when you have given a damn about MY approval?  You're always too busy throwing gifts at Laurel to even notice I'm there!  

ALAN

So that's it.  You're jealous.  

GERALD

Jealous?!

ALAN

I'm sorry about that, Gerald, but it's just that -- 

GERALD

(furious)

Look, I just don't want my mom to get married or whatever to some mealy-mouthed old social incompetent who has to BUY everyone else's love!  Is that how you got mom? Come on, Alan, tell me: how many necklaces or rings or CONDOS did you have to buy my mom before she started thinking she loved you?!  How much CASH did you --

ALAN

Okay, enough is ENOUGH!  There's where I draw the line!  You have NO right to insinuate that I have anything less than pure intentions for your mother, especially when you have no idea -- NO IDEA -- what in the hell you're talking about.

Over on the playground, LAUREL, and some of the other kids, hear the shouting and look up.

GERALD

_I_ don't have any idea what I'm talking about?  Look who's talking!  You --

ALAN

No!  Now you listen to me:

(leans his head in)

I happen to love your mother very much, and I'm pretty damn sure she reciprocates those feeling.  Trust me on that one.  And I sure as hell never "bought" Laurel's approval, either.  You know as well as I do that she liked me even before I started bringing her presents.  I only started doing that because I didn't want to lose that approval.  But you were right about one thing.  I DO care an awful lot about her opinion of me.  As much as I care about yours, which, now that I think about it, is probably more than I should even bother.  Why should I, when all you're concerned about is your own tiny little world!  You're too wrapped up in your own stupid little obsessions to even really think about other people's feelings, much less consider your own actions' effect on them.

GERALD

I…

ALAN

Do you have any idea how hard it is to reach out to you, Gerald?  Or how unfair it is to accuse me of not even acknowledging your existence, while you seem to make a hobby out of shooting down any friendly overture I happen to summon up the courage to make?  Think about it Gerald; ask yourself, is that fair?

GERALD

I…

LAUREL comes over, looking concerned.

LAUREL

Gerald?  Mr. Alan?  Is something wrong?  I heard you two shouting.

GERALD studies LAUREL, and thinks about this.  He looks at ALAN.  Finally…

GERALD

No, Laurel.  Everything's fine.

(beat)

Or at least it will be, I think. Go back and play.

LAUREL

K!  But can we go soon, the swings are getting boring and there's this kid there that eats his own spit.

GERALD

Kick him in the shins.  Just give us a few more minutes, okay?

LAUREL

K!

She runs off.  Both ALAN and GERALD watch her go.

GERALD

She really is a great kid.  Even if she's not my real sister.

ALAN

(smiles)

Not your real sister?  Why, whatever do you mean?

GERALD

Huh.  I guess you do understand Mom.  

(beat)

Look Alan, I…

(then)

 …well, I'm sorry.  I really was being unfair.  I mean, thinking about it, you don't actually even need my permission to go after my mom, but you try so hard anyway.  Thank you for that.  And even though you don't need my consent, well…it's yours.

ALAN

Thank you, Gerald.

GERALD

On the other hand, though…I mean, some of the stuff you said was plain dead-wrong.  I mean, (snort) I really don't think I'm too caught up in my "own little world"…

GERALD habitually rubs his chin, unconsciously examining it.  

ALAN

…I guess that's a topic for another day.

GERALD

(off ALAN'S look)

What?

ALAN

Never mind.  So.  Are we okay here?

GERALD

Well, if nothing else…it's a start.

ALAN

(smiles)

I'm glad.

GERALD

(coughs)

Anyway…enough jibber-jabber, huh?  Let's go get Laurel.

ALAN

After you.

EXT: BY THE SWINGS.  CONTINOUS.

GERALD, ALAN, and LAUREL (the latter two holding hands) are walking home from the park.  

LAUREL

So what did you two talk about?

ALAN

Aw, serious, grown-up stuff, kiddo.  You don't want to hear about it.

GERALD

Yeah, no kidding.  I'm not used to being so serious, feel like I been doing it for days.  Right now, I really feel like doing something fu--AUUUUGGAAH!!

AIMEE has all of a sudden popped right out of a row of bushes they trio is passing, causing LAUREL to latch onto ALAN'S leg.  A camera hangs around her neck.  Still with leaves and sticks in her hair, AIMEE says:

AIMEE

Hey, Gerald!  Fancy meeting you here.

GERALD

Aimee, Jesus! You almost gave me a heart attack!  What the hell were you doing in there?

AIMEE

Oh, just happened to be in the neighborhood.  

(noticing ALAN)

Oh, hi.  I'm Aimee Martin.

ALAN

Ch-charmed.

AIMEE

Anyway Gerald, listen.  I have an idea about the goatee thing.  C'mon -- let's grab Eric and go.

Cut to:

INT: GERALD'S CAR.  EARLY EVENING.

GERALD, AIMEE and ERIC (in the backseat) are driving through an urban area.

GERALD

Now we're going where again?

AIMEE

You'll see in a bit.  It's just an idea I had, okay?

ERIC

Can we stop for a cheeseburger?

AIMEE

You can eat later, Wimpy.  And aren't you supposed to be concerned about Gerald's needs now?

ERIC

Yeah well, my stomach before his needs.

GERALD

Thanks, pal. Aimee, why'd you drag Eric along anyway?  You know he hates to miss dinnertime.

AIMEE

Look around -- this isn't a particularly nice part of town.  He's here for protection.

GERALD

Are you implying that I wouldn't be able to fend off the unsavory element?

AIMEE

Yes.

ERIC

Ha!

GERALD

(under breath)

I'll have you know I've been working out.

AIMEE

Okay, I think it's somewhere on the right here…

Cut to:

INT: MYSTERIOUS STORE. CONTINUOUS.  
The three friends proceed carefully and cautiously through an old, musty, dusty store.  The store is very dark, and lined with shelves filled with all sorts of vials, tubes, sculptures, and other assorted strange-looking items.  AIMEE, intent on following her idea through, is in the lead.  The suspicious, wide-eyed pair of GERALD and ERIC walk a couple paces behind.

ERIC

We're missing dinner for this…?  What the hell is this place?  

AIMEE

It's an herbal medicine shop I heard about.  Not too many people know of it, but it's supposedly really reputable.  Not much for maintenance, but reputable. 

GERALD

Yeah, well it looks like something out of "Scooby-Doo."

ERIC

Hey, you guys ever see that episode where there's this ghost that's scaring people, and Scooby and Shaggy get scared of the ghost, but then it turns out the ghost is just a crazy old man in disguise?

GERALD

Hey yeah! That's my favorite episode!

ERIC

Mine too!

AIMEE

Will you two be quiet?  We don't want to cause a stir.

ERIC

Oh, calm down, what do you think's going to happen?  Like, I'll pick up this pouch here--

(picks a POUCH off a shelf)

· and I'll anger some evil spirit trapped inside?  That will haunt me and kill me?  Come on!

AIMEE

Eric, that's made of bull scrotum.

ERIC

(hastily drops the POUCH)

YEEE!  That's just…wrong!

AIMEE

Ha!  Gotcha.  What, you think I can recognize bull scrotum by sight?

ERIC

Coulda fooled me!

(picks up another ITEM)  

Fine, how 'bout this one?  I bet by touching this one I'll release a terrible demon unto the world!

(UNSEEN VOICE)

No, that one just induces genital warts the size of golf balls.

ERIC

Gah!

(drops ITEM)

Hey, who--AAH!

Suddenly, an outlandish-looking OLD MAN appears behind the group, startling them.  He is wearing colorful, ragged robes, a skullcap and many rings, and has a long, white beard.  He speaks with a articulate, gravelly voice (either that, or he sounds something like Billy Crystal)

OLD MAN

Hello.  Just kidding about the warts.  

ERIC

Whew!

OLD MAN

But you break it, you buy it.

ERIC

AAH!

(scrambles down to pick up the ITEM)

OLD MAN

I was kidding about that, too.

ERIC

Whew!

(throws item over his shoulder; we HEAR it SHATTER)

AIMEE

That'll be enough, I think.

GERALD

All right old man, who are you?  

OLD MAN

Ah, forgive me for not properly introducing myself.  I am but the humble proprietor of this esteemed apothecary.  My very name has struck fear in the hearts of men for countless millennia.  It engenders such terror that even the noblest and bravest man who eats lots of fiber on a regular basis cannot help but crap himself upon its mere mention.

AIMEE

Wha…what is it?

OLD MAN

I forgot.  

AIMEE

Great.

OLD MAN

But I am known by another name as well…they call me…

(beat)

…LUCY…

ERIC

"Lucy"?  Ha!  That's a girl's name!

LUCY

…it's short for…LUCIFER…

ERIC

(gulp)

LUCY

But that, sadly, is short for Lucifer Stink-butt.  It's quite sad, really.  I hate my parents.  

(beat)

But enough formality.  Come, now.  What can I do for you?

INT: MYSTERIOUS STORE, BACK ROOM.  MINUTES LATER.
LUCY sits across a table from GERALD.  AIMEE and ERIC stand behind their friend.

LUCY

…so, Gerald Ford.  You yearn for hair of the face, hm?  That is the thing you most desire.  Your wish among wishes.

GERALD

Yes.  More than anything else in the world.

AIMEE looks sullen.

LUCY

(brings out a large DISPLAY)

Are you sure you wouldn't like some gum instead?  It's quite tasty, and we have a rather large selection --

ERIC

Grape?

LUCY

Three varieties.

ERIC

Wow!

GERALD

Hey!  What kind of mysterious old guy are you, anyway?

LUCY

(puts away box)

Fine, fine, it's always about you, you, you…well, Gerald Ford.  Selfish though you are, I believe I may help you.

GERALD

Really?

AIMEE

Can you, Lucy?

LUCY

Of course.  A man of my wizened sagacity accumulates many wondrous items in his worldwide quests for knowledge.

(hands GERALD a tube)

Here.

GERALD

What's this? 

He passes it around to AIMEE and ERIC.

ERIC

It looks like toothpaste.

LUCY

That, my young guests, is a special ointment I procured during my travels throughout Burma.  Its acquisition required the successful completion of innumerable impossible tasks, before its former owner handed it over to me as a sign of great respect.

AIMEE

Hey-- this IS toothpaste!  

LUCY

No, my poor, naïve girl.  I'm afraid you are incorrect.

AIMEE

(points)

But it says Colgate right here!

ERIC

Hey, it does.

LUCY

The substance you speak of is meant for application on one's teeth.  That goes on your chin.  It is called chinpaste.  It's an entirely different thing.

GERALD

Lucy!  Are you going to help or not?

LUCY

Patience, my impatient friend.  Here.

LUCY hands GERALD an ITEM WRAPPED IN CLOTH.  He begins unwrapping it.

LUCY

That which you hold now in your hands is an artifact given to me by a young princess I once saved from the legendary Six-Headed, Six-Goateed Man-Snake of Tarnimbia. After many months of battle, I finally defeated him, piercing his scaly armor with a single strike from my golden staff.  Now, the staff I got somewhere in Thailand; there was this quaint little monastery there whose monks made the most delicious dumplings…

GERALD

Lucy…this is a spork.

LUCY

Yes, Tarnimbians have quite limited familiarity with modern eating devices. "Half fork, half spoon!" they would shout with excited delight.  Why, I remember…

ERIC

Idiot.

GERALD

Okay, that's it, I'm outta here.  Thanks for nothing, wacko.

GERALD rises from his chair, but LUCY springs up and stops him.

LUCY

Wait!  Okay, I admit it; my medicines are not quite as effective as I lead you to believe.  But they are mere supplement to my real talent, the practice of which brings me great renown!

GERALD

(curious)

What's that?

LUCY

Prophecy.  I am an accomplished fortune teller. 

ERIC

You?  Psychic? Bullshit.

GERALD

I'm with him.  Besides, how would that help anyway?

LUCY

You are about to sit back down.

GERALD

Huh?

LUCY

Gerald Ford, wouldn't you like to know when, if ever, you will sprout your beloved goatee?

GERALD sits back down.

GERALD

Okay.  Tell me.

AIMEE

(to ERIC)

See, I knew this wouldn't be a waste of time!

ERIC

Huh.  

LUCY concentrates intently on GERALD'S face, which is looking dead-serious.

LUCY

My…my condolences.  But in no foreseeable future do you possess the facial tresses you desire.

GERALD

W-what did you say?

AIMEE

Oh, Gerald…I'm…so sorry.

ERIC

Wait a minute!  How do we even know this nutjob is telling the truth?  He could just be making this shit up!

LUCY

I'm sorry, my friend, but my clairvoyance is infallible. At no time in the next 15 seconds will Gerald Ford grow his oft dreamt-of goatee.

AIMEE

15 seconds?

LUCY

Yes.  Didn't I mention it?  I am only able to predict events 15 seconds into the future.  Sometimes one must sacrifice range in favor of accuracy.

ERIC

What?! 

LUCY

(concentrates again)

Nope, no goatee in the next 15 seconds, either.  I apologize.

GERALD

What about 15 seconds from NOW?

LUCY

Uhm…nope.

GERALD

Now?

LUCY

No.

GERALD

Now?

LUCY

No.

GERALD

NOW?

LUCY

Yes.  I mean, no.  

ERIC

You dumbass!

LUCY

I knew you were going to call me that.

ERIC

You did not!  

AIMEE

Gerald, I…

GERALD

This…is a goddamn waste of time.  

He storms out.  

GERALD

Yeah, great idea, Aimee.  Thanks.

AIMEE and ERIC, startled, take one last look at LUCY and follow.

ERIC 

(to LUCY)

Jerkoff.

LUCY sits in his chair, alone again.

LUCY

Nope, not in the next 15 seconds either.  Poor boy.

(beat)

Oh, I'm so lonely.

EXT: MYSTERIOUS SHOP. NIGHT.

GERALD tromps out of the shop, followed shortly by AIMEE and ERIC.

ERIC

Hey, wait up!

AIMEE

Gerald, wait!

GERALD continues stomping down the sidewalk, but his friends soon catch up.

AIMEE

Please!

She puts her hand on his shoulder.  Suddenly, he stops in his tracks.

AIMEE

Gerald?  

(no response)

Hey, I…

ERIC

Buddy, look, I'm sorry this didn't work out so good, but y'know, there's other ways. We'll find somethin'!

AIMEE

…I'm sorry this didn't…

GERALD tosses ERIC his keys.

ERIC

Huh?  Hey, what --

GERALD

Take my car home.  

AIMEE

Gerald?

GERALD

I'll just catch a bus or something later.  I need to be alone for a bit.

ERIC

Gerald, hey look, don't be mad at Aimee, all right?  She didn't know it would turn out this way.  She was only trying to help.

GERALD

I SAID, I just want to be alone for a while.

(then)

Okay?

AIMEE looks very unsure of this, and a bit broken up.  ERIC knows better than to argue.

ERIC

Okay.  Watch out for yourself though.

AIMEE

Gerald…

GERALD

All right.  Well…see you guys later, then.

He walks off.  AIMEE'S eyes well with tears of guilt.  ERIC just watches him go.

AIMEE

Gerald, you…you…

(calling off)

MORON!  YOU DON'T NEED IT, YOU KNOW!  YOU DON'T!!

GERALD briefly stops, as if to respond, but instead just keeps on walking.

AIMEE

(crying)

I'm…sorry…so sorry…

ERIC just stands next to AIMEE and watches her.  He knows he should say something.  He wants to say something.  He WILL say something.

ERIC

(beat)

Hey, is it okay if I drive?

AIMEE sinks to the ground.  Cut to:

INT: CITY STREETS. NIGHT.

GERALD is seen walking around various parts of the city, looking very introspective.  Several times, he passes by mirrored surfaces (glass doors, shiny marble, a fountain, etc.), and as always, looks at his reflection.  Each time, he examines his chin, but now, he actually seems to be looking at the rest of him as well.

INT: GERALD'S CAR.  NIGHT.
ERIC solemnly drives his best friend's car home.  AIMEE sits in the backseat and just softly cries.  ERIC looks at her in the rearview mirror, and lets loose a tiny frown. Cut to:

INT: BUS.  NIGHT.

GERALD sits near the back of the near-empty bus, watching the urban scenery pass him by.  He catches his reflection in the window, and again examines his chin.  ALAN'S words from their argument in the park echo in his head:

"…all you're concerned about is your own tiny little world!  You're too wrapped up in your own stupid little obsessions to even really think about other people's feelings, much less consider your own actions' effect on them."

We see a short FLASHBACK of AIMEE, quivering, standing with her back to him after their kiss in the hospital room.

Then, a short FLASHBACK of GERALD and AIMEE, laughing and talking at the hockey game.

Finally, a short FLASHBACK of AIMEE beginning to cry as he left her and ERIC in the city just a while earlier.

GERALD is still looking at his reflection in the bus window again.  He looks sad.  Cut to:

INT: DINER. NIGHT.

ERIC and AIMEE sit on opposite sides of a booth, each having a cup of coffee, neither saying anything.  AIMEE still looks like a bit of a wreck, periodically sniffling, and hasn't even touched her drink.  ERIC doesn't seem to know what else to do besides drink.  Eventually, he picks up AIMEE'S mug and offers to her.  She weakly accepts, and takes a sip.  ERIC smiles.  Soon, they begin talking.

INT: GERALD'S ROOM.  LATE NIGHT.

GERALD lies wide awake in bed, still thinking.  

Short FLASHBACK of them riding in his car together, talking about his problems.

AIMEE

…I'll help you, if that's even possible. I know how important this is to you.

GERALD is still thinking in bed.  Finally, he falls asleep.

FADE TO BLACK

We HEAR the quiet sound of a PEBBLE being lightly tossed against a WINDOW.  And again.

INT: GERALD'S ROOM.  VERY LATE AT NIGHT.

GERALD awakens at a third sound.  He sits up, not quite awake yet, trying to figure out if he imagined it.  Not hearing anything, he settles back into bed, but then we hear the SOUND again.  Someone is throwing pebbles against his window.  

NEW ANGLE -- GERALD gets out of bed and walks towards the window.  He looks out, and sees AIMEE standing below, holding a small handful of pebbles in her hand.  She still looks sad, and obviously hasn't slept.  She waves weakly, and GERALD opens his window.

GERALD

Aimee?  

AIMEE

…hi.

GERALD

It's…3 AM.  What are you doing here?

AIMEE

Gerald, I…couldn't sleep.  Listen, could I…come up for a bit?  If it's not too much trouble…

A still-tired GERALD takes a moment to think.

GERALD

Uh yeah, sure.  Hang on, I'll come let you in.

GERALD slides his window shut.  

INT: GERALD'S ROOM.  MINUTES LATER.

GERALD and AIMEE come back into his room, closing the door behind them.  From the looks of her, she's obviously been crying for a long time, and looks as though she could start again any minute.

GERALD

Shh, we have to be quiet.  Don't want to wake anyone up.

(AIMEE nods)

Uh, here.  Have a seat.

GERALD sits AIMEE on his bed.  He then grabs his desk chair, sets it in front of the bed, and sits down.  

AIMEE

I-I'm sorry to be bothering you like this…

GERALD

No bother.  It's all right…

A long silence.  Then, both begin speaking almost simultaneously.

GERALD/AIMEE

Aimee, listen…/Gerald, I…

AIMEE

Oh.  Go on.

GERALD

No no, you go first.

AIMEE

Okay.  

(then)

Well…I guess, I just really wanted to apologize.  Again.  For tonight, I mean.  I just wanted to say sorry.  

(then)

Seems like I say that a lot to you, doesn't it?

GERALD

No, you don't.  I mean, yes -- I mean -- Aimee, look, you don't have to apologize…

AIMEE

Yes, I do.  I'm sorry. It's all my fault…

GERALD

But Aimee, it's really not.  C'mon.  

AIMEE

It just seemed like a good idea when I thought about it.  But I screwed everything up.  I'm really sorry…

GERALD

But it's really -- I mean…hey.  C'mon.  Did I get mad at Eric for putting me in the hospital?

AIMEE

I thought you should have, but, well…no.  

GERALD

So why would I be mad at you just for wasting a couple hours in the city?

AIMEE

I…I guess…

(then)

You're sure you weren't mad, then?

GERALD

Well…

(then)

Okay, maybe I was.  A little.  But thing is, I really shouldn't have.  I don't know why I was.  I guess I just…well, I mean, Eric's just Eric, you know?  But for you…I dunno, I guess I just expect more from you somehow.  You know what I mean?

AIMEE

I'm sorry…

GERALD

No, that's not what I…Aimee, listen…I'm the one who should apologize here.

AIMEE

Why?

GERALD

Because…well, because I was a jerk, okay?  I'm a screw-up.

AIMEE

No, you're wrong, it's you that gets hurt because everyone else keeps messing up…

GERALD

That's really not how it is.  I mean…okay.  Listen.  I've been…thinking.  The whole night, I've just…thought about stuff.

AIMEE

Oh.  Like what?

GERALD

Everything, I guess.  Well, no.  That's not true.  I thought about me, mostly.  I spent so much time tonight just thinking about me, and my problems, and my thoughts and my goals and my dreams…and you know what I finally figured out?

AIMEE

What?

GERALD

That that's all I ever really think about.  Me. I had always put it down to introspection; thinking about all my problems and how I can fix them…but…then I started thinking, the world's just too big to think so small.  I realized that, if I stepped back, and thought just a little bit bigger…just looked at all the beautiful, amazing things around me…devoted them a few thoughts now and then instead…well, then maybe my own stupid troubles wouldn't seem so bad.  You know what I mean?

AIMEE

(beat)

…yeah.  That's…that's great.  

(smiles)

I'm happy for you.

GERALD

And I realized something else.

GERALD gets up and sits down next to AIMEE, causing her to look alarmed.

GERALD

Aimee…tell me honestly.  You think my…dream is one of the stupidest things you've ever heard of, don't you?

AIMEE

No!  Of course not!  I mean, I…

GERALD

It's okay.  See, this is what I'm talking about.  Everyone -- you, Eric, my family -- they all probably don't see much point in the stuff I worry about.  But you all try your best to help me with it.  And the effort, that's what counts.  It doesn't matter what the end result is.  The point is, you all try, for my sake…it shows you care about me.  And seeing that, well, I realized how much I care about all of you.

(then)

You especially.

AIMEE

…me?

GERALD

Yeah.  You.  I thought of you in particular.

AIMEE

Oh…

GERALD

I thought, "now here's a girl who's only been friends with me for a few months…but she treats me better than anyone else I know.  Here's a girl who's smart…understanding…beautiful…and for some reason she chooses to hang around me of all people …"

AIMEE

You…think I'm…

GERALD begins leaning in towards AIMEE.  She looks extremely nervous.

AIMEE

And…and what did you think next?

GERALD

Well, I thought…"Gerald, you've got someone like that around you…someone who cares about you such an incredible amount…"

(he continues to lean in further)

"…and you never really noticed because you never looked at anything past your chin.  I guess, I figured, I must be one of the biggest idiots in the world…"

AIMEE'S nervousness gradually changes into dreamlike disbelief.  GERALD continues to lean in, their faces are almost touching now.

GERALD

"…because all I ever had to do to be happy…was look just a little bit further."

AIMEE

Oh…

GERALD slowly halts his advance.  Their faces remain 5 inches apart, for what seems like hours.  AIMEE, not knowing what to make of this, finally breaks eye contact and points her eyes side to side.  GERALD'S head drops.

GERALD

I'm sorry…

AIMEE

What's wrong?

GERALD

I tried.  I really did.  

He gets up from the bed and walks partway across the room.

GERALD

I'm sorry, but -- I thought I could do this.  I did.  I mean -- there's something I just can't figure it out.  

(AIMEE nods, confused)

How can you like someone like me?  Someone so…smooth-skinned?  What's WRONG with you?

AIMEE

What's wrong with ME?  

(gets off the bed)

Look, what are you trying to say here?

GERALD

I'm saying, why me?  Why are you after me when there's tons of other guys out there, guys with beautiful, full-grown goatees?  Something just seems fishy here, and I don't like it.  I'm just not…ready for you, until I…

AIMEE

Wha-?  I…look, this is ridiculous.  Nothing is good enough, is it?  How many times do I have to tell you?  You don't NEED a goatee.  I don't care if you have one or not!  It doesn't make the slightest difference to me!

GERALD

It does to me.  I'm sorry, I just can't accept this.  

AIMEE

But Gerald, just --

GERALD

I won't.

After a beat, AIMEE, looking determined, walks across the room to GERALD, very much infringing on his personal space.  He looks uncomfortable, as he always does whenever she becomes assertive.

AIMEE

You know, I don't think I'll ever understand how this chin-inferiority thing infected your entire sense of self-worth.  But you seem intent on keeping things this way, so I guess there's not much I can do.  That's just what you are.

GERALD remains stone-faced.

AIMEE

But let me spell this out for you, in case what happened in the hospital didn't make it clear enough: I like you, Gerald.  I like you a whole damn lot.  I'm really not sure why that's so hard for you to accept, but as far as I'm concerned, I'm willing to wait for you for however long it takes.  I really don't know why I'm so inclined, but I am. Maybe you were right; maybe there is something wrong with me.  I suppose I'm just stupid enough to like you that much.

No response.  But then, she didn't expect one.

AIMEE

Anyway, it's late.  I'm going now.  Let me know when you get over yourself.  I'll be waiting. 

(she walks over to the door and opens it)

Good night, Gerald.  I can let myself out.  

She leaves.  GERALD stands alone in his room, looking very confused.

EXT: FORD HOUSE. CONTINUOUS.
It's started raining.  AIMEE quietly closes the front door and walks down the front path, tearing up slightly again.  At the end of the yard, she stops and looks back at the house.  Gerald's room is already dark.  She sighs, and starts down the sidewalk.  But then, she looks up and stops.

AIMEE'S POV: GERALD stands on the walk in front of her, looking warily happy.  He has some leaves stuck to him.

AIMEE

(looks back towards the house, then at GERALD)

How did you --?

GERALD points to the bushes below his window.  

GERALD

It was a bit painful.  But I figured it'd be more dramatic this way.

(then)

You said to let you know when I was ready.

AIMEE smiles, speechless, tears pouring from her eyes.  Thunder rumbles in the distance.  She walks towards him.

GERALD

Sorry I took so long.

The skies open as they kiss, a beautiful, passionate kiss, its power and intensity a thousand times greater than their previous one.  It lasts a long time.  We pan up, onto the dark, pouring clouds.

GERALD (VO)

Well…as you probably guessed, my life changed a lot from then on.

A sinister-looking bolt of lighting cracks the sky.  Cut to:

INT: GERALD'S ROOM. AN HOUR LATER.
GERALD and AIMEE, half-dressed, lay on the bed.  AIMEE is contently asleep in GERALD'S arms.  He looks down at her and smiles.

GERALD (VO)

The way my life is now…it's like a dream.  After waking up from a long nightmare.

INT: GERALD'S ROOM. DAY.
GERALD and ERIC are busy removing all the goatee paraphernalia from his walls.  GERALD's chatting up a storm while doing so, as ERIC attentively listens.  

GERALD (VO)

I don't think it's even fully sunk in yet, how different things are now.  I like being with Aimee, because she makes everything I used to live for seem totally pointless.

There's only one picture left on the wall now.  GERALD and ERIC stare up at it.  

GERALD (VO)

I feel like I'm opening my eyes for the first time.  Aimee's given me a life…

After some brief hesitation, GERALD reaches up and rips it down, tossing it into a box.  ERIC puts his hand on GERALD'S shoulder.

GERALD (VO)

…and well, now that I finally have one, I can't wait to start living it.

GERALD turns to his best friend, and they hug a manly hug.

GERALD (VO)

But enough about me, huh?  You're probably wondering about everyone else.

Cut to:

EXT: CHURCH COURTYARD. DAY.

We are at ALAN and SARAH'S wedding.  AIMEE and GERALD sit together watching.  They look very sweet, probably wondering what their own wedding might be like.  LAUREL, meanwhile, looks particularly enthusiastic in her role as flower girl.

GERALD (VO)

For starters, Alan and my mom eventually did get married, and it's meant nothing but good things since.  I don't think I've ever seen Mom so genuinely happy.  For the first time in a long time, we all feel like a family.  

ALAN and SARAH stand at the altar, but the MINISTER'S back is to us.  Meanwhile, GERALD leans over to the seat next to him, looking like he wants to say something, but is surprised to find no one there.

GERALD (VO)

And as for Eric…well…

The MINISTER turns around, and we see that it's ERIC, grinning like an idiot.  ALAN and SARAH look shocked.  

GERALD (VO)

As for Eric…

Then, the REAL MINISTER shows up, looking very angry.  ERIC cowers, looking frightened, but it's just a feint -- and the two religious figures begin violently brawling.  

GERALD (VO)

Well, Eric is still Eric.

The audience shakes its collective head in unison, but GERALD smirks.  Cut to:

INT: AIMEE'S HOUSE. EVENING.

GERALD and AIMEE passionately tumble through the hall, unable to keep their hands off each other.  They're outside the door to AIMEE'S room.  The two lovers part, as AIMEE begins talking about something.  She seems very excited about whatever she's talking about.  She asks him something, and GERALD nods in response.

GERALD (VO)

In the end, I guess the moral of my story is not to let stupid little obsessions take control of your life.  If that starts happening, just take a step back, look around, and put things in perspective.

GERALD smiles as the two kiss one more time.  Then, AIMEE gets behind GERALD and covers his eyes.

GERALD (VO)

Still, though, I do wish people would be a little more sensitive to other people's obsessions. 

Laughing and smiling, the two enter AIMEE'S room.  

INT: AIMEE'S ROOM.  CONTINUOUS.  

FOCUS ON: GERALD'S FACE.  

Still laughing and smiling, the two enter the room.  

GERALD (VO)

After all, when you get right down to it, obsessions are someone's hopes and dreams, just…exaggerated.

AIMEE asks, "are you ready?"  GERALD responds, and AIMEE uncovers his eyes.  GERALD, almost immediately, looks a bit confused and shocked.

GERALD'S POV: We see that Aimee's room is plastered wall-to-wall with photos of Gerald.  Black and white, color, small, big -- ALL are of GERALD, and from the angle in them most look to have been taken secretly.  In the large spaces with no photos, phrases such as "AIMEE+GERALD FOREVER" AND "GERALD FORD = HAPPINESS" are scrawled in large, red letters.  In the center of the room is the bed, and above that is a ridiculously blown-up portrait of GERALD. 

GERALD (VO)

And besides, obsessions can happen to anyone, at anytime.  All we have to do, is be ready for them.

We briefly FLASHBACK to GERALD, walking Checkers, feeling as though he's being watched.  Then, to AIMEE popping out of the bushes in front of ERIC'S house, then from the bushes in the park.  The CAMERA around her neck is featured more prominently than before.

Back in the present, AIMEE pirouettes into view, and opens her arms, as to say, "What do you think?"  GERALD looks unnerved, but only slightly so.

GERALD (VO)

Because sometimes…

GERALD puts his hands on his hips, and bites his lip.  He looks up at a hopeful AIMEE…

GERALD (VO)

Well, sometimes they do just happen.

And he smirks.

CUT TO BLACK.

CREDITS.

