MOMO.
Eriks a bit unsexgled by what he  Sorn itall /... sorn it all sezzor
sees. He steps awaNgom the win-  dollen black? Homeran sinitz
dow, takes a few cning deep  inner therell.... sornitz allinners

breaths. .. ... sorn it allinners. ..

She mumbles under the following:

DEIRDRE. Oh man... g

it, you're alright, Mom... (i Calling
up.) Erik. ..

BRIGID. Mom, ler him go, I g

it—we have loads of paper
towels.

RICHARD\ Where are they?

MOMO.

it, Mom...

Momo away from the

room, calming her.
8

Upstairs: Rich arrives upstar

RICHARD.

MONO. (Tapering to quiet.)
We had a minor spill... i

sinnin\. sahn... airywheres
N\. senna... sahn...
e\ . itsen... senna. .,

DEIRDRE. (7o Momo.) There you go...

Upstairs: Rich gers the paper towels in the Yext room. He
comes back towards the stairs and stops, seecingNErik is stil]
staring out the window.

RICHARD. ... You okay?
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ERIK. Ubh, yeah, just wogried about the roads. It’s snowing out
there. .

. (Looking out the

indow.) Oh. No, I think someone
from a high&( floor just empried thei

ERIK. Hey make sure ydy get blinds up, will
people looking in on you.

Downstairs:

DEIRDRE. You feeling good, Mom?
you go...

. Now you can rest...

Upstairs: DEIRRRE. (Seeing Richard
Aimee exits the bathroom, phone clean upXpe last of the spill.)
in hand, A bit nervous, she makes Thanks, Rich... we got most
a call. She doesn’t know Erik is o) 1

in the next room.

RICM no probleg. ..

Do irs: Richard heads to tchen. Brigid\back is to
us, her bhan e sink counter. She w t the towel,
rppears-to-be-de-siressing-ioking awement far bhers?l

—

AIMEE. (On her cell.) Hey, hi... Happy—I know—Happy Thanks-

giving—
I know, but—
I know, I know...

BRIGID Abhh _ [will
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"RICHARR,
Can I get yotranything? AIMEE.
3 Uh-huh...
BRIGID.
Can I get you anything? ™\
= e ... Mm-hm...
Downstairs: Richard Fissef Brigid, she smiles, he pulls her

Surther into the kitchen alley. ..

S

Upstairs: Aimee continues her phone conversation. In the
next room, Lrik listens,

AIMEE. T know, I know, I just thought the holidays could be an

exception. ..

... uh-huh... well sorry if—
I understand, I just wanted to hear your—

no I geit, [ get it. ..

I'm good, you know?, I'm okay... and you're, are you upstate with
the fam, or?. ..

(Hurt, but not showing it.) ... oh... no, | figured you were seeing
somceone... I saw your pics online—

no I think it’s good... I've been dating too... so...

yeah, nothing serious, but...

Down¥airs: \
. (Calling from the kithpen.)

a shake out of the fridge, then disappears in the

AIMEE.
... yeah, yeah...

ser, Nistening to Aimee’s

AIMEE. ... Well hey, I'll let you go, but glad you're—
... ha, I'll tell them, they’ll appreciate that... so—
absolutely, and love to your—

exactly, Happy Thanksgiving and—
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(Hurt, but trying to keep things light.) —well don’t wish me a Merry
Chr—
we can talk again before Christmas. ..

Downstairs: AIMEE.
DEIRDRE. (Laying Momo on the couch.) ... uh-huh...
There you go... there you go...

oo YRR
Deirdre steps away from Momo to tell
Bridget to forget the Ensure shake and ... uh-huh...
catches a glimpse of Rich and Brigid
enjoying a quiet moment—theyre just ... uh-huh...

visible in the kitchen alley. They are
laughing about something. Rich hisses
Brigids forehead, then slaps her on the
ass playfully. Richard disappears into
the alley as Brigid slaps his ass back.
This stirs something inside Deirdre. She
retreats back to the couch.

AIMEE. (Successfully fighting back tears.) ... huh, uh-huh...
well maybe your therapist is right...

mm-hm... Just, the holidays feel... wrong,

without us at least—[talking]. ..

—no, I respect that...

yeah... Well look, love to all your—

... you too...

I will, I'll tell them...
okay, you too... bye...

Aimee hangs up. Erik knocks on the entryway.
ERIK. Hey...

Aimee cries, unable to hold it in. Erik holds her.
AIMEE. Ugh... I miss her...

ERIK. Hey...

AIMEE. ... All the time. ..

e ———
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