
INT. CHISOLM FAMILY HOME - NIGHT

MRS. C (late 30s) stands with HEATHER (late teens).

MRS. C

Thanks for babysitting, Heather.

HEATHER

No problem, Mrs. C. It’s easy

money.

MRS. C

Especially considering you’ll just

sit around, eat our food and leave

the dishes for me.

HEATHER

You’re the sucker who’s paying me.

MRS. C

Well, childcare is hard to come by

in this neighbourhood.

HEATHER

For some people.

MRS. C

And since you were kicked out of

college and your mother says you

can’t even hold a job at McDonalds,

here we are. I’ll just show you

around a bit.

They walk past a 50 inch TV.

HEATHER

Why do you old people keep buying

such huge TVs?

MRS. C

How old do you think I am?

HEATHER

Fifty. How old are you?

MRS. C

Thirty-nine.

Heather laughs.

MRS. C

It’s the stress, Heather. That, and

the lack of joy. Anyway. I expect
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MRS. C
you’ll spend most of your time

here, watching TV and ignoring the

children.

HEATHER

Oh, no. I’ll just watch stuff on my

laptop and ignore the children.

MRS. C

Well, there’s no way in hell I’m

giving you our wifi password, so,

the kitchen is this way...

SATCHEL CHISOLM (4) runs in.

SATCHEL

Mommy, Mommy! I made your phone go

in the toilet like a poo.

MRS. C

Satchel! You’ve put me in an

awkward position here. You’re

crying out for discipline but I’m

unable to give it to you because I

crave your approval. This is your

new babysitter Heather.

SATCHEL

You suck!

Satchel runs off to destroy something else.

MRS. C

(clamoring for his attention)

Was that for Heather or

me? Satchel? Satchel? Answer me!

And tell your father to get

my phone out of the toilet please.

HEATHER

What a little shithead. And what

kind of an effed up name is Satchel

anyway?

MRS. C

We thought it would be fun to give

our child a name he’ll have to

explain to 90 per cent of the

people he meets. And he may be a

little shithead, Heather, but he’s

your little shithead for the next

four hours.
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HEATHER

That’s why I asked for double time.

MRS. C

And that’s why I’m grudgingly

giving it to you. No one else in

the neighbourhood will babysit for

us anymore. Okay, where was I?

HEATHER

You were about to show me the

kitchen.

MRS. C

Right! So, we don’t eat gluten or

dairy or anything satisfying, so

good luck when you get the, you

know...

(Mrs. C mimes smoking a joint)

Munchies.

HEATHER

Are we almost done here? You’ve

told me absolutely nothing of value

so far.

MRS. C

So....I assume you are going to

sneak that deadbeat Dylan from next

door in to mess around after the

kids are asleep.

HEATHER

Well, I don’t know if we’ll wait

’til they’re asleep.

MRS. C

Well when you do, crack a window,

okay? The smell of teenage sex &

pot brings back too many good

memories. Might make me do

something drastic. Let’s head

upstairs. I hope my husband isn’t

lurking around in his underwear.

Mrs. C and Heather walk upstairs. MR. C (early 40s) is

standing in nothing but his underwear.

MR. C

(waving)

Hi there, Heather.
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MRS. C

Randy! Clothes ON! You’ve become a

predictable stereotype. And what’s

that on your arm? Is that shit?

Mr. C has a brown substance smudged on his right arm.

MR. C

You were the one who told me to get

your phone out of the toilet!

MRS. C

Wash up! In the bathroom! Now!

Mr. C shuffles off into the bathroom.

HEATHER

Mrs. C, honestly, I don’t know

who’s more pathetic. Him? Or you,

for still being married to such a

freak. I’ll admit though, it’s less

creepy when you can see he has

underwear on. You can’t tell when

he’s waving at you from the window.

MRS. C

From what I’ve heard about your

boyfriend Dylan, it sounds like we

both have poor judgement in men.

HEATHER

He’s not my boyfriend. We just hook

up once in a while. When he feels

like it.

MRS. C

Exactly. So, here are the

bedrooms. Satchel knows our room is

off limits, so he’s in there all

the time. He can show you where we

keep our spare change, in case you

want to swipe some.

HEATHER

Oh that reminds me, I was going to

ask about the liquor cabinet.

MRS. C

Oh! Yes! I forgot to mention it

when we were downstairs. You can

pick the lock with a

paperclip. Just top up the bottles

with water and we’ll pretend not to
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MRS. C
notice. And if you’re into the

harder stuff, there’s some

oxycontin in the medicine

cabinet. Please take it off my

hands. I need to quit anyway. Okay.

I feel like I’m forgetting

something...

HEATHER

Please stop talking. I can’t nod

and fake-smile much longer.

MRS. C

Don’t worry, I can see right

through it anyway. Oh! I know I

said on the phone that we’d be home

by 11. But that’s really a

lie, because once we start

drinking, neither of us wants to

stop.

HEATHER

Totally understandable. Your life

seems to suck.

MRS. C

So we’ll probably stumble in around

2 and call you a cab.

HEATHER

Better than getting a ride home

with your sweaty drunk husband.

MRS. C

At least you won’t have to.

HEATHER

Riiiiiiiight.

MRS. C

Okay, so any questions?

HEATHER

Nope. Have fun. Like that’s even

possible at your age.

MRS. C

Thanks. And Heather? Just so you

know...if you keep up with Dylan

and the drugs, you’ll be me sooner

than you think.


