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FADE IN:

INT. FUNERAL HOME - DAY 

A crowd of young 20-somethings are gathered in a funeral 
home.  We hear nothing but CARL’s voice-over and the music of 
Tom Waits’ “Little Drop of Poison.”  

We see a casket with a young man, KEVIN (20s, long beard) 
inside.  

CARL is standing in the corner while people mingle. 

CARL (V.O.)
Ugh.  This is the worst.  I hate 
funerals. I actually hate any event 
that puts me in the same room as my 
former classmates but this is truly 
the worst.  I’m so uncomfortable. 
The fake hellos. 

CARL is awkwardly talking to a former classmate.  His face 
shows a forced surprise as if whatever their saying matters 
to him at all.  The words are hitting his ear like air 
through a screen door.  Nothing is being retained. 

CARL (V.O.)
Pff. And look at Doug.  

We see DOUG (20s, classmate) standing in the distance.  He 
raises his hand as if to say hello to CARL.  CARL nods back 
and flashes a spurious smile. 

CARL (V.O.)
Yeah, hi Doug.  God, look at how 
fat he’s gotten.  Good thing he 
wasn’t a pallbearer.  It’s bad 
enough this red-faced, sweat sponge 
had to spend the morning 
shoehorning himself into a suit he 
hasn’t worn in three years. Could 
you imagine if he had to carry the 
casket? 

EXT. FUNERAL HOME - FAKE SCENARIO

DOUG’s actions follow the voice-over. 



CARL (V.O.)
Ten steps from the hearse he’d be 
panting, saying, “guys, let’s take 
the ramp.  Kevin would have wanted 
it that way.”  

BACK TO:

FUNERAL HOME - CONTINUOUS

CARL (V.O.)
I guess it’s not his fault, though.  
There’s no time to prepare for a 
funeral.  It’s not like a reunion 
where there’s time to get in shape.  
There’s no group email saying, “Hey 
guys, Kevin’s not looking so good.  
You might want to cut out the 
snacks after 10pm.” Fucking Bruce.  

PAN to show BRUCE (20s, fit, wearing a track suit). 

CARL (V.O.)
What a clown. A track suit to a 
funeral?  I mean I get that it’s 
comfortable but nobody at a funeral 
should be more comfortable than the 
body. 

BRUCE comes over and puts his hands on CARL’S shoulder and 
starts talking. CARL nods as his voice-over begins. 

CARL (V.O.)
Oh yeah, Bruce.  I give a huge 
amount of shit about what you’ve 
been doing.  Fucking small talk.  
Why do people feel like they need 
to talk just because they made eye 
contact with you?  I saw a girl I 
went to grade school with on the 
train last week. 

CUT TO:

INT. TRAIN - WEEKS BEFORE

CARL is on the train.  He looks up and sees MICHELLE (20s, 
former classmate). They make eye contact. 
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CARL (V.O.)
We made eye contact.  It was awful.  
Just as I started prepping myself 
for bullshit small talk she just 
looked away. She looked away!

MICHELLE looks down at her book.  CARL looks around and 
smiles.  He can’t believe it. 

CARL (V.O.)
It was one of the nicest things 
anyone has ever done for me. Then I 
wanted to talk to her.  Then I 
realized I was that guy on the 
train smiling at a stranger.

CARL is smiling like a goofball.

BACK TO:

INT. FUNERAL HOME - CONTINUOUS

BRUCE continues to talk to CARL. 

CARL (V.O.)
But not Bruce.  Bruce is like a 
Gorilla, if you make eye contact 
he’s going to show you his shit.  
And OH the tissues that will be 
WASTED on Anna!

PAN to ANNA (20s, pretty, crying) surrounded by people 
consoling her. 

CARL (V.O.)
No one here is more full of shit 
than Anna.  Maybe the guy playing 
bagpipes. It’s a special breed of 
asshole that spends years 
perfecting an instrument that’s 
only appropriate when a Boston cop 
dies.

PAN to the BAGPIPE PLAYER. 

CARL (V.O.)
That guy lives for this shit. He’s 
wearing a skirt and a beret and 
tomorrow he’s just Dave at Staples. 
How can you tell if someone’s good 
at the bagpipes?

BAGPIPE PLAYER is blowing hard into the tube.
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CARL (V.O.)
“Hey, how does it sound” “Like an 
accordion with sleep apnea.”  But 
back to Anna. Poor, poor Anna. 

SHOW ANNA crying and fanning her tears. 

CARL (V.O.)
Just a quick background on Anna:  

CUT TO:

INT. HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY - YEARS BEFORE 

CARL (V.O.)
I’m pretty sure Anna met Kevin once 
in high school and it was right--

ANNA is walking down the hallway and KEVIN walks by her. 

CARL (V.O.)
There. 

BACK TO:

INT. FUNERAL HOME - CONTINUOUS

CARL shaking his head. 

CARL (V.O.)
But now she’s in hysterics. It took 
20 minutes after we all found out 
about Kevin for her status update 
to read-- 

SHOW a CLOSE UP of a ANNA’s Facebook page with:

CARL (V.O.)
“I just lost my best friend.  
Seriously crying.  Don’t wanna talk 
about it you guys.”  It was very 
heartwarming and genuine and 
flanked perfectly by the staus’ 
“Sushi with my bitches” and “Whole 
Foods smells like guy ponytails.”

BACK TO - FUNERAL HOME

ANNA is mouthing “I’m fine” to multiple people. 
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CARL (V.O.)
Nobody has more “best friends” than 
dead people or girls getting 
married the next day. 

Show multiple pictures of ANNA with different brides.

CARL
And then there’s Kevin.  Fucking 
Kevin. Dead.  Heroin overdose. 
Kevin was a strange kid.  He used 
to hold his breath until he passed 
out, wake up 10 minutes later, call 
everybody “faggots” and run out of 
the parking lot.  He was like the 
world’s worst magician. 

CARL approaches KEVIN’S casket. 

There’s pictures and poems in the casket and a large bottle 
of ketchup.  

CARL (V.O.)
Ketchup? I don’t get it. Fucking 
Bruce. 

BRUCE comes over to the casket and puts his hands on CARL’s 
shoulder. He starts to mouth:

CARL (V.O.)
“Man, Kevin loved ketchup.” No 
Bruce, Kevin loved heroin. That’s 
why we’re here.  You’re not going 
to cover up his heroin addiction 
with a greater than or equal to 
love of ketchup.  If I was going to 
make an acrostic of Kevin’s name-- 

CUT TO:

INT. FUNERAL HOME - FICTIONAL SCENARIO

CARL is standing in front of an easel with a large drawing 
and KEVIN written vertically. The CROWD is watching him 
lecture.

CARL (V.O.)
For the “E” I would put “heroin.”

CARL writes “hEroin” to intersect with the E.

CARL (V.O.)
For the “I” I would put “heroin.”
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CARL writes “heroIn” to intersect with the I.

CARL (V.O.)
For the “N” I would put “heroin.”

CARL writes “heroiN” to intersect with the N.

CARL (V.O.)
And the “K” for “Ketchup” I would 
still write “Kevin Loved Heroin.”

CARL writes “Kevin Loved Heroin” to intersect with the K. The 
crowd nods. 

CARL (V.O.)
And the “V” I would just write 
“Very Much” and draw an arrow to 
“K”.

CARL draws an arrow from V to K. The whole CROWD stares at 
him. 

BACK TO:

INT. FUNERAL HOME - CONTINUOUS

CARL just stares.

CARL (V.O.)
Yeah, It’s probably a good thing I 
don’t talk at these things. 

END
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