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Soft classical scherzo over bl ackness.
Wthin seconds, it picks up pace.
| NT. OFFI CE SPACE - MODERN DAY - DAY

OPEN ON the | ower WAI STS of two individuals, a MAN and WOVAN,
both dressed in business attire. They stand facing each
ot her, four inches apart.

Murmurs. Unconfortable shifts in the wonan's body novenents.
Atimd | augh.

Then: the man grabs the woman's butt. And squeezes. Firmy.

CUT TGO the waists of two individuals wearing different
clothes. Sane man. Different wonman. ANOTHER BUTT GRAB.

CUT TGO two individuals wearing different clothes. Sanme man.
D fferent woman. BUTT PAT.

CUT TG two individuals wearing different clothes. Sane man.
D fferent woman. HAND TRACI NG LONER BACK.

CUT TGO two individuals wearing different clothes. Sanme man.
D fferent woman. BUTT GRAB.

The nusic gets |ouder and | ouder, a cacophony.

The CUT TO s repeat. Mdre and nore BUTT CGRABS - each one
uni que in its approach.

Suddenly, a final GRAB. The nusic cuts out. The woman backs
away fromthe nan.

THEN: a | oud SLAP.

CUT TO BLACK.
| NT. NEWSROOM - EVEN NG
A mal e ANCHOR speaks directly to the canera.

ANCHOR
Breaki ng news. Roger d ass, the
popul ar anchor of ANC Newswat ch, has
been placed on indefinite | eave after
accusations of sexual m sconduct with
a co-worker. Sources say that senior
executives at ANC were unaware of
d ass's actions and woul d take



appropriate...
I NT. GYM - EVENI NG - CONTI NUCUS

PULL BACK TO REVEAL: An overhead screen on which the Anchor
continues with the story.

GRACE, a m ddl e-aged wonan, straddles the belt on a
treadm ||, having seen the breaking news, and watches,
stunned. She pulls her phone out and sees a notification
whi ch reads: "ANC News Fires Roger d ass After Miultiple
Sexual M sconduct All egations".

Grace wal ks back on still running belt, |oses her bal ance and
falls off.

EXT. HOUSE - LATE AFTERNOON

Bare trees surround a | ake. A small path | eads down through
the trees to a dock, where beach chairs are set up

EXT. HOUSE - CONTI NUOUS
JOAN, 75, tall and well-coiffed, |ooks out the w ndow
| NT. KI TCHEN - CONTI NUOUS

Joan stands by the stove and | ooks out the sane wi ndow, | ost
i n thought.

She fiddles with her wedding ring, takes it off and places it
by the sink. She picks up a knife and slices beef tenderloin
into slivers.

She pauses and drinks a sip of w ne.

CAM LA, an ol der South American woman, puts dishes in the
ki tchen sink in the background.

The SOUND of the front door opening.

CAM LA (O. S.)
Hell o, Mss G acel!l

GRACE (O S.)
H, Camla. How are -- ...Ch, you
don't have to--
| NT. FOYER - DAY - CONTI NUOUS

Grace stands in the foyer, slowy renoving her gloves.



Grace crosses the foyer, past immuacul ate shelves of franed
fam |y photos and "Reporter of the Year" awards.

I NT. LIVING ROOM - DAY - CONTI NUOUS
Grace enters, |ooking around.

A small white DOG perched on a | eather divan, yips at her.
Grace ignores it.

I NT. KITCHEN - DAY - CONTI NUOUS

JOAN
H , honey. How was your --

GRACE
(sternly)
Where is he?

JOAN
Qut wal king. He'll be here soon.

Grace hugs Joan perfunctorily. After, she slowy takes off
her coat, scarf, and bag and drops themon a chair.

Grace noves back hesitantly towards the island.

JOAN ( CONT' D)
What are you going to say?

GRACE
What is he going to say, Mon? That's
t he questi on.

Joan si ghs.
Camla quietly wal ks into the room G ace's suitcase in hand.

GRACE ( CONT' D)
Did you know that he did this stuff?
Be honest.

JCOAN
He's done it for years. He's a
squeezer.

GRACE
Ch ny god.

JOAN
A hugger sl ash squeezer. He gets his



arnms around them then grabs the butt.
Usual |y when he's had a few. This
happened in the afternoon so he nust
have had a couple of martinis at
[unch. O tee martoonies, as he |likes
to say.

GRACE
A squeezer. My father is a squeezer.

JOAN
He's not into |l egs or breasts, he just
appreci ates a good butt. He
appreci ated m ne for years.

GRACE
Wiy didn't you tell ne?
JOAN
That he |iked ny butt?
GRACE
That he touched wonen! Wiy didn't you
tell me?
JOAN
| didn't think you' d want to know.
GRACE
O course | would. He's ny father! And
a fanous person! | saw it in the gym
and fell of the treadm||. Al nost

br oke my neck!

Joan realizes Camla is still standing there.
JOAN
(to Cam | a)

Ch, Camila, I"'msorry. She'll be in
t he back bedroom Wuld you change the
sheets and shake out the rugs? Thanks.

Cam | a nods and goes.

Joan pours wine for her and Grace. They drink. Joan begins to
chop garlic and onions.

JOAN (CONT' D)
| thought he'd stopped. For Pete's
sake, he's nearly 75 years old.



GRACE
You saw himdo it?

JOAN
Sonet i nes.

GRACE
VWhen? Where?

JOAN
At parties, nostly. | guess he figured
if people were watching it was okay.
And no one conpl ai ned. Until now.

GRACE
Did you? Please tell me you confronted
hi m

JCOAN

| said be careful, Roger, sone day
you're going to squeeze the wong ass
and you'll get a drink or a fist in
the face. He got nuch worse.

GRACE
You shoul d have insisted, Mom You
shoul d have fought --

JOAN
Ch, cone on, Gracie. This may cone as
a shock to you, but that kind of thing
went on all the tinme in our day. You
saw Mad Men. And there was nuch nore
t han squeezing, | can tell you that.

GRACE
And you didn't fight back? Any of you?
You just took it?

JQOAN
Sweet heart, we didn't have the
internet, we didn't have chat roons.

Joan goes to a cabinet for a bow.

JOAN ( CONT' D)
We barely had three-way calling. And
we didn't work, renenber? W depended
on our husbands. The last thing we
wanted was to see themlose their job
because a boss or a coll eague got



fresh.
As she gets up, Joan gl ances at a photo of her and Roger.

JOAN ( CONT' D)
We handl ed that stuff privately.

GRACE
How?

Joan goes back to the island and resunes cutting.

JCOAN
The third time Skip Klar trapped nme in
the pantry and planted his greasy |ips
on ne, | said Skip, you' re ny
husband's best friend. The next tine
you do that, I'"'mgoing to kick you in
the nuts so hard you'll think you' ve
di ed and gone to hell.

GRACE
Did he stop?

JOAN
Yes, and then he turned his attentions
to Mollie Bainbridge, who woul d never
speak to a man |like that.

Grace crosses to a large sliding door across the room and
| ooks out the gl ass.

JOAN ( CONT' D)
She quit comng to parties because of
him What good did it do?

GRACE
| teach Fem nist Theory to a roonfu
of mlitant young wonmen who | can
barely relate to on the best of days.
Then... surprise! My own father.
have zero cred now. Zero! It's
hum | i ati ng.

JCOAN
Are they rude?

GRACE
No, they just stare or |ook away. It's
nore pity than anything. |'ve stopped
of fice hours, re-assigned ny advi sees.



| can't face them

JCOAN
At least you're with people. W don't
see anyone.

GRACE
Wy not ?

JOAN
Where woul d we go? The cl ub? Church?
Hah! The city? W wouldn't get ten
feet down the street before soneone
yel l ed something. No one wll invite
us anywhere. It's changed everyt hing.

Beat .

JOAN ( CONT' D)
"1l find himstaring at the
cof feepot. Standing at the door with
his hand on the knob. I'mafraid that
one of these days he'll just walk into
t he | ake and not cone back.

GRACE
He's al ways been a drana queen.

JOAN
He doesn't deserve this, honey. Not
like this. Wiat he did was--

Grace wal ks back into the kitchen

GRACE
Excuse ne? It's exactly what he
deserves.

JOAN

| f he'd enbezzl ed some noney or run
over a kid, at |least there would be
due process. This way it's just
unresol ved. The word of a nineteen-
year ol d.

GRACE
Mom twel ve ot her wonen have accused
him He did squeeze the wong butt and
now he's paying the price. Enough is
enough!



JCOAN
It just seens |like overkill.

GRACE
It's justice! It's been going on for
mllennia and the tinme is now. Stand
up for us. Stand up for yourself!

JOAN
(upset now)
What do you want ne to do? |I can't
j ust abandon him he's ny husband! And
you're his only child. Neither can
you!

Joan stops choppi ng and pushes the cutting board towards
Grace. Joan | ooks away.

Beat .
GRACE
What are you naki ng?
JCOAN
Beef stroganoff.
GRACE
H s favorite dish. Wy?!
JCOAN
| just told you. He's hurting, he's--
GRACE
W're all hurting and it's his fucking
faul t!
JCOAN

You have to forgive him G ace.

GRACE
Don't tell me what | have to do. This
is not about nme! It's about him only
H M

The dog in the living begins to bark.

GRACE ( CONT' D)
| shouldn't be here.

She grabs her purse.



JCOAN
Then go. Just go. We'll be fine
wi t hout you.

GRACE JOAN
You're in a tinme warp!..... Every little slight froma
You have no idea what's man, every innuendo subjects
goi ng on around you. .. .. Oh, himto public humliation.
real ly?....Ask Mllie From wonmen who are just
Bai nbridge if it's too nuch. wai ting to pounce because
| wonder how she's doing all their friends are doing
now? Any idea? it. It's too nuch-

Boodger continues to bark.

GRACE JOAN
....Ch, | do! 1I've been Worry about yoursel f, G ace!
harassed dozens of tines! |
finally spoke up. And guess
what, this |ast one? He
doesn't teach there anynore.
Bye, bye. So you see, you,
me, Mllie, we're al
survivors.

JOAN
Survivors? Cone on! Your life wasn't
i n danger. Wen you use terns |ike
that, it hurts your cause.

GRACE
This isn't a cause.

JOAN
Your case.

GRACE

This isn't a case either! There aren't
two sides to this problem There's
just The Problem You are so fucking
CLUELESS!

JOAN
And you're a 45-year ol d spoiled brat!
When are you going to grow up?
The dog continues to bark.

JOAN (CONT' D)
Boodger! Shut your FUCKI NG MOUTH



10

11

12

Si | ence.

G ace takes a drink. So does Joan

| NT. MJUDROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Grace and Joan put on coats and boots.

EXT. PATH TO DOCK - CONTI NUOUS

Grace and Joan wal k down the path, w ne glasses in hand.

Cam | a shakes out a rug in the distance.

JOAN
It's all such a bunmer.
GRACE
No one says that anynore, Mom That
went out in, |like, nineteen-eighty.
JOAN

Real ly? | was just getting used to it.
What do they say now?

GRACE
| don't know. Shit show?
JQOAN
Oh, | like that. Shit show Wat a

shit show Like that?

GRACE
Yeah. Like that.

EXT. DOCK - CONTI NUOUS

They pass a fire pit and sit in beach chairs on the dock,
collars rolled up against the cold.

JOAN
Did you know he was one nonth from
retiring? Wth full benefits?

Grace stares out bl ankly.

JOAN ( CONT' D)
We'll have to sell this place now. Put
everything in storage. Let Camla go.
After 35 years.

10.



Grace | ooks back towards the house. We hear the SOUND of

Cam | a shaki ng out a rug.

JOAN ( CONT' D)
It gets worse.

GRACE
How?
JOAN
She was Steven Schein's daughter.
GRACE
The intern? Was the boss's daughter?
JOAN
It gets worse.
GRACE
How can it get any worse?
JOAN
You'll just get nad.
GRACE

| can't get any nadder.
Beat .

JOAN
She' s a | eshi an.

Joan | aughs despite herself.

GRACE
That's not funny, Mom

JOAN
| know. It's not.

They both begin to | augh. Hysterically.

GRACE
(through | aughter)
Men. White nen. They can get a rocket
to the noon but can't be nice to

wonen. O people of color. O Muslins.

O each ot her.

JOAN
It's all about the dick.

11.



GRACE
Maybe in ten years we can | augh about
it.

JOAN
We're | aughi ng about it now.

GRACE
| nmean wi thout drinking.

JOAN
Who's quitting drinking? I'm
practically an al coholic.

GRACE
Mom

Grace takes the glass of wine from her.

JOAN
Oh, who cares? |'ll be dead in ten
years, God willing.

GRACE
Mom

JOAN
Twenty. No nore.

GRACE
"1l take twenty.

They sm | e at each other softly.

GRACE (CONT' D)
You'll tell hinf? What you're feeling?

Joan si ghs.

JOAN
I f you forgive him
GRACE
Mom
JOAN

You'll forgive hinf
Beat. Joan watches Grace.

Rel uctantly, Grace holds her pinky finger out.

Joan | ocks

12.



13

13.

pi nkies wth G ace.

GRACE
To us.

JOAN
To us.

Pause. They dri nk.
From far off, the sound of a MAN s voice
ROGER (MAN) (O. S.)

Joan? Gracie? |Is that you? Stay there,

"1l be right down!
EXT. BACK DECK OF HOUSE - CONTI NUOUS
LONG SHOT fromthe dock of ROGER, on the rear deck of the
house, handing his boots to Cam|a. He goes down the deck and
onto the path.

CAMERA stays on Camla as she puts his boots in the nudroom
and resunes shaking the rug.

BLACKQUT



