
INT. FANCY RESTAURANT -MID-DAY

Heavy looking chandeliers hang from high ceilings. A
smattering of tables are adorned with dark cloth and an
assortment of East-Coast-old-money-type families.

Seeing more of the place, it's exactly as you'd expect. The
camera explores more sleek and upholstered interiors, and
reaching the front of the restaurant, the HOST, 30's,
addresses JAMES, (52) and COOPER, (17) both angularly
handsome, wearing formal-casual clothes, clearly related.

HOST
Horn. . . Horn, Horn. . .

JAMES
That's Horne, with an E at the end.

HOST
Of course sir, I just simply don't
have a reservation under Horne.
However, I can have a table for two
ready for you in just ten minutes!

JAMES
Alright well that's just not the
case because I made...it's really
more of a standing reservation...of
sorts...

HOST
Mr. Horne, would you and your party
like to wait on the balcony or at
the bar?

JAMES
What I'd like is to have my table
ready when I prep-

COOPER
(jumping in just in time)

We'll sit at the bar, thanks.

HOST
Right this way.

TITLE CARD: "Cheers"

INT. FAMILY HOME-EVENING (OF THE SAME DAY)

ALAN (44) enters from the kitchen. He wears a punny apron
and a full head of hair.



ALAN
Here's your Gin & Tonic, my queen.

Alan hands the drink to Elizabeth (42) sitting on the couch
wearing a purple paper tiara and an authentic smile. A
portable mesh crib sits on the floor in front of her.

On the back wall is a hanging banner that reads "We Love
You!!!" with various scribbled names underneath.

ELIZABETH
Dinner AND drinks? Thank you Al.

ALAN
Of course, Queen Elizabeth-

Now cover your ears !

ELIZABETH
Wait!

Elizabeth takes a sip of her drink, sets it down, and scoops
up a swaddled fresh human, named THEODORE, (11 Months) and
sits back down with her hands cupped over each of baby
Teddy's ears. Alan rushes over to reciprocrate by clapping
his oven-mitted hands on top of Elizabeth's ears.

ALAN
(bellowing)

Dinner in ten minutes everybody !

Alan goes back to the kitchen. Elizabeth drinks her drink.

ALAN
(directed towards a door
adjacent to the kitchen)

Hey Cooper! Ya hear me? Don't forget
you're setting the table for us !

INT. FANCY RESTAURANT BAR-CONT.

BARTENDER (O.S.)
Here's your Gin & Tonic Mr. Horne
and a coke for you sir.

COOPER
Well I wish you would have let us go
somewhere less expensive so I can
pay for lunch.

JAMES
Listen, that's how it works, son.
You'll be picking up the tab soon
enough.



Cooper, looking determined, drinks his coke through a straw.

COOPER
I guess.

JAMES
Regardless, lets talk about you,
Cooper, whats it like to be
seventeen these days?

COOPER
Ha. I don't know, probably the same
as it was for you and everybody else
who ever was seventeen.

JAMES
That's a theory. But remember I'm
YOUR Dad, I don't want to hear about
everybody else, I want to hear about
your seventeenth year. There's gotta
be something new or intriguing you
can tell me.

Cooper shakes his head and makes his first two fingers into
the shape of a gun, firing it into his left temple.

JAMES
(sternly)

Cooper, not today. You should really
talk to your father at this age, all
the studies go on and on about it.
Your Junior Varsity pituitary gland
needs some serious coaching and who
better than your dear old man?

COOPER
Do you have to be so graphic?

James simultaneously sips a drink and raises an eyebrow.

COOPER
And also since when are sports and
anatomy ok to mix in metaphors.

JAMES
You know, sarcasm isn't a major at
most accredited universities Coop.

COOPER
That reminds me, what time do you
think we're gonna be done with
lunch? No rush, I'm just wondering.

JAMES



Cooper, look around, do you see any
clocks in this classy establishment?
That is highly intentional, my boy.
Thus, I am not answering your
question, because we will not adhere
to time on this day beset for
paternal celebration !

COOPER
Ok but seriously Dad, I have to text
Noel so she can pick me up on time.

JAMES
And why aren't you driving yourself?

INT. FAMILY HOME-EVENING (OF THE SAME DAY)

Cooper turns the corner of the kitchen, calling out.

COOPER
Hey Mom, can I borrow the car real
quick?

He has now reached the living room.

ELIZABETH
Shhhh! Teddy needs to sleep through
dinner!

COOPER
(cringing)

Sorry, sorry. I just gotta go run an
errand really quick.

ELIZABETH
Sure, sure. Just check that Chef
Alan doesn't need the Volvo.

COOPER
Got it. Thanks mom.

ALAN
(O.S.)

Coop! Who are you calling mom? She's
Queen for a day!

COOPER
Right.

Cooper swivels around, giving a rousing hand flourish.

COOPER
I'll bring the royal carriage back
post-haste your highness.



And back around.

COOPER
How's that?

ALAN
Thata boy.

Alan gives an oversized, bright red thumbs up to Cooper.

INT. FANCY RESTAURANT BAR-CONT.

JAMES
In all seriousness Cooper, I hope
you are just reluctant to share your
stories with me. I hate to think
that you don't actually have
anything of interest going on.

COOPER
I have plenty going on. Like today
for example.

JAMES
Okay, care to elaborate?

COOPER
What is it with you both and your
Gin & Tonics?

JAMES
By 'you both' (making exaggerated
air quotation marks") I assume you
mean your mother and I. Clever
question dodge.

COOPER
Thanks.

JAMES
Ah, youth is wasted on the young.

COOPER
Is that so?

JAMES
It's certainly what they say isn't
it?

COOPER
You know, "they" (making even more
exaggerated air quotations) also say

Cooper really sits up straight for the first time thus far.



COOPER
"You are only young once, but you
can stay immature indefinitely."

JAMES
Touche.

COOPER
Whats so glorious about being young
anyways?

JAMES
You tell me. When I was your age, I
went to Woodstock!

COOPER
Ya dad I know, and the least you
could do is remember it so you could
tell me about the music. 

JAMES
Sorry son, you know how the 60's
were...

COOPER
(interjecting)

No I don't.

JAMES
Fair enough. But you should be
grateful I even made it out of the
Catskills.

COOPER
The whats?

JAMES
Have it your way Coop, you choose
the next topic of conversation.

Cooper rolls his eyes around in his head while James downs
his drink.

COOPER
Ummmm.

James signals the bartender for another of the same.

COOPER
You're the one who's got a new age
to be excited about. What's it like
being fifty-two these days?



INT. FAMILY HOME-EVENING (OF THE SAME DAY

Cooper enters through the door with a white bakery box.

ALAN
Just in time!

Cooper tries to be surreptitious about crossing the living
room with the box behind his back.

COOPER
Nice crown mom.

ELIZABETH
Thank you! Alan don't forget to
thank the girls for thinking of me
when you talk to them tonight.

ALAN
Of course my dear. Now look at that
empty table Coop, lets see you spoil
your mother on her special day with
your dope table setting skills.

COOPER
Sounds goooooooood.

INT. COOPERS BEDROOM

Cooper crouches behind his desk and lights a small and
colorful glass bowl, exhaling the thick weed smoke into a
gallon ziploc bag, doing his best to keep it sealed inside.

Cooper inhales some ashy remnants and uses his sleeve to
wipe them off his tongue.

ELIZABETH
(O.S.)

Hey Coop?

COOPER
I know mom! Almost ready!

Cooper hoists himself into his desk chair and hastily stuffs
two large greeting cards into their respective envelopes. He
swipes them both off his desk and shoves the ziplocs into a
desk drawer already full of their deflating predecessors.

INT. FANCY RESTAURANT BAR-CONT.

JAMES
Now don't you say that! The Horne
name means something Cooper, and you



shouldn't be afraid to call that
into-

COOPER
(interjecting)

Dad, you're doing it again.

JAMES
Right, right. What we just talked
about. Continue.

COOPER
I don't know. I guess it's not
really the amount of time I spend
with her, it's more like we only
make progress if none of her friends
are around. I want to hang out with
her but not when I'm trapped in her
unbearable, uh, social class. It's
like attack of the airheads.

JAMES
Well Cooper, I know you're a young
man of no small intellectual
advancement, so it pains me slightly
that we have to go straight to the
cliche of girls.

Cooper gestures the bartender to refill his soda in a manner
awfully similar to his fathers.

COOPER
Time. Life. I don't know, time for
good stuff to happen. Time to
myself.

JAMES
Are you telling me you don't want to
be an item with this girl anymore?

COOPER
That's not what I said.

JAMES
Well I did. Thats the first step you
know.

COOPER
First step to what?

JAMES
I know it. Paul Simon knows it. And
I think you know it. 



Cooper stares blankly. James's drink is nearly empty again.

JAMES
Cooper. Don't tell me you don't know
that song.

COOPER
What are you talking about?

JAMES
Coop Coop Coop. I am talking about
one of the all-time best-breakup
anthems to have ever been written.

Cooper perks up in his plush chair.

INT. FAMILY HOME-DINING TABLE

ALAN
Now I know that you two are the
resident writers around here, but I
have a little poem to read to you
Elizabeth.

Alan clears his throat and rises from his chair, toppling it
over in the process so it lands loudly on the tile floor.

The noise wakes the baby and his sleepy gargles turn into
shrill crying.

Elizabeth is already halfway to Teddy before Alan rights his
chair and rushes to her side. Cooper exhales forcefully.

COOPER
I'm gonna go to the bathroom.

The crying is subsiding incrementally.

ALAN
(O.S.)

That is too adorable, stay right
there while I snap a few for the
blog.

INT. FANCY RESTAURANT BAR-CONT.

The Horne Men have just shared a sincere laugh, chuckling
and breathing out of rhythm in recovery.

JAMES
Anyway, the moral is that not all
heartbreak leads to writers block.

COOPER



The moral is that you should never
sing in public again.

JAMES
Cooper, you don't get enough credit
for your wit.

COOPER
Thanks pops.

James raises his glass to his son and takes a gulp.

COOPER
Can I try a sip of that?

JAMES
A small one. I don't think you have
the pallet for it And we must be
covert.

INT. FAMILY HOME-KITCHEN

Cooper slumps against the fridge with a fork full of food
but no plate.

ALAN
Cooper, your brother's almost asleep
again, can you please make your
mother another drink?

COOPER
Mmmmmhmmm.

Alan takes some baby food out of the microwave and exits the
kitchen with it.

Cooper brings himself to his feet and stands over the
counter, surveying for supplies. He sniffs the Gin and makes
a face.

He continues to make the drink, guestimating and tossing a
whole half of a lime in the glass.

INT. FANCY RESTAURANT BAR-CONT.

COOPER
All jokes aside, there is something
I've been wanting to tell you
though.

JAMES
Don't tell me you're already tipsy
son, getting honest all of a sudden.



COOPER
Dad, I'm trying here.

James mimes zipping up his lip.

COOPER
This is whatever, but my english
teacher secretly submitted this
thing I wrote to a couple of places
and it kinda got picked.

JAMES
Oh thank goodness I thought that
tone of voice definitely meant bad
news.

COOPER
Dad!

JAMES
Cooper! That is glorious news!

COOPER
. . .

JAMES
Isn't it?

COOPER
Well ya, actually I felt pretty
proud but I haven't been able to
tell mom.

The drinks drip their own sweat, both unattended.

COOPER
I don't know, I want her to know
that I'm like succeeding and stuff
but she would just mommy-blog about
it to no end and I really shouldn't
have to share that with all those
weird internet people I don't even
know.

JAMES
Coop. Now that is what I call a real
fuckin father and son conversation!

COOPER
Aren't conversations usually
two-sided? You didn't even respond
to my, my, solilloqhy!

JAMES



Something tells me you didn't need a
response.

COOPER
What is that supposed to mean?

HOST
Mr. Horn, your table is ready.

INT. FAMILY HOME-DINING TABLE

The three are back at the table, Cooper and Elizabeth across
from eachother, Alan at the head of the table, standing.

ALAN
(theatrically)

So roses may be red and violets may
be blue, but it takes all of the
colors to say how much I love you.

Elizabeth squeals and claps elatedly, Cooper lets out
something between a guffaw and a cough and his cupped hands
come together a total of three times. Alan takes a deep bow.

ELIZABETH
Thank you so much my love.

The two share a few kisses with Alan still standing,
Elizabeth's hand gripping his chin. Cooper clatters his
utensils on his dish.

ALAN
(sitting back down)

Your turn Coop, before we eat.

Alan makes eye contact with Cooper, Elizabeth reaches over
for Cooper's hand.

ELIZABETH
Oh sweetie you didn't have to get me
anything.

COOPER
Oh, I uh, didn't, sorry...

ALAN
Go ahead.

COOPER
...I wrote you something.

ELIZABETH
You did?



Cooper gives a jerk of a nod and and reveals the envelope
from before, now curved to the shape of his pocket

Elizabeth takes the card, tearing the paper carefully.
Cooper's gaze wanders below eye-level while Elizabeth's
begin to mist up.

Alan looks knowingly at Cooper and extends what he thinks is
a sly thumbs-up under the table.

Cooper can't help but smile.


