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INT. AIRPORT LOUNGE. DAY

A voice-mail beeps in black. SEAN, mid 20’s, walks with the 
wide gait of alpha male in silhouette across the tall windows 
of the airport terminal, cell to ear, glancing at his watch.

SEAN (LAUGHING)
Pat, first and foremost change that 
voicemail. Secondly it’s like 2:52 
right now. If you’re still running 
I just wanted to say... it is 
literally impossible to 
underestimate you. 50 year-old day 
traders having mid-life crises run 
faster than 11 minutes. They’re 
hugging their estranged children as 
we speak. 500 dollars is on the 
line man.

Sean hangs up, passing an attractive woman, ALY, 25, vapidly 
applying mascara. He takes a seat on an unoccupied row. A 
Hispanic woman, MARIA, 50’s, sits directly across from him. 
Sean takes an old CHARLIE CARD out of his pocket, spinning it 
in his hand by habit. Maria’s eyes flash down. 

SEAN (CONT’D)
Lucky bus pass... Habla ingles?

She continues to stare. Chewing. Blank. He nods in agreement.

SEAN (CONT’D)
Fair enough.

He looks past MARIA to the ring on ALY’s finger, suddenly 
concerned by her phone. Disappointed, Sean looks around. 
Others begin checking their phones, showing each other, it 
spreads like a wave. Sean pulls out his own cell.

INT. AIRPORT WINDOWS. DAY.

Sean paces, cell-phone to ear. A voicemail beeps:

SEAN
Pat I just saw the news, I just 
wanted to make sure you’re okay... 
Change your voicemail.

He rubs the corner of  the phone to his forehead, checking 
his watch: 3:15PM. Aly paces on her phone nearby, their eyes 
meet, exchanging a glance. Sean looks off towards the Bar.



INT. AIRPORT BAR. DAY.

The patrons of the airport bar stare up in unison at the 
corner TV. Breaking news headlines crawl across images of 
Boylston Street in wake of the Boston Marathon Bombing. JOE, 
50’s, red-faced from drink, notices Sean elbow his way in. 
His eyes never leave the screen, tapping CARD on bar.

JOE
TV thinks a faulty generator 
exploded. I think it was a bomb-

SEAN
If it was a bomb the FAA would have 
grounded flights to Logan.

JOE
Y’know someone?

SEAN
My friend ran for the first time 
this year. I bet him he couldn’t 
average under an 11-minute mile. 

JOE
I’m sure he’s fine- 

SEAN
Sure... see that? That’s Boylston.
Mile 26. TV says the explosion went 
off at 2:49. My friend started at 
10. 11 minute pace? That’s 286 
minutes to the finish, 4 hours 46 
minutes, putting him there at... 
2:46 exactly... But you’re about a 
half keg deep so let’s go with your 
gut on this one.

JOE
Maybe you should try calling.

INT. AIRPORT WINDOWS. DAY.

Sean paces in front of the windows, trying to reach Pat. The 
phone clicks. Sirens and people shouting are heard faintly.

SEAN
....Pat?

MAN (V.O.)
Maria? Quien es este? Donde esta 
Maria?
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SEAN
No not Maria, Pat Clarke. This is 
his phone. Where is he?

There’s a long pause on the other end. The man hangs up. Sean 
stares down at the name PAT CLARKE on his phone. It’s 3:59PM.

Cut to Sean pacing on his phone again. Hand covering ear.

SEAN (CONT’D)
No, I don’t have the wrong number.

Cut to more pacing.

SEAN (CONT’D)
This is a 617 area code. That’s not 
a real state. What do you mean 
North Dakota?

Sean begins dialing again as he walks. His phone vibrates. He 
slows as he recognizes the number, sighing.

SEAN (CONT’D)
Hey Mom... No, I’m fine, I’m still 
laid-over... he was... no, the 
phone lines are all fucked-up. I’m 
sorry, I know I shouldn’t swear.

The INTERCOM announces all flights to Logan have been 
grounded. Sean stares out, defeated, lowering the cell. 

INT. AIRPORT LOUNGE. DAY.

Sean argues with a TSA OFFICIAL, throwing twenties out. A jet 
passes, obscuring what seams like a lot of profanity.

Sean sits exhausted on the string of black chairs, phone 
occupying the adjacent seat, it’s 5:27pm. Maria stares on.

SEAN
Where are you from?

Maria continues to stare. Blank. Blinking.

SEAN (CONT’D)
Perfect. You remind me of a friend 
of mine, you know? Name’s Pat. He’s 
a chatty Kathy just like you.

He smirks, pausing to see if she understands. Still nothing. 
He looks down at the CHARLIE CARD in his hands.
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SEAN (CONT’D)
Years ago I interned in Brighton. I 
had to take the 57 bus home. I was 
broke. It’s supposed to come every 
12 minutes. Supposed to. You can 
walk to the T, but you already 
waited 15 minutes, so you stay.

MONTAGE- SERIES OF IMAGES OVER SEAN’S CONTINUOUS VOICE-OVER:

Sean stares out the Bar window. He begins downing shots.

SEAN (V.O.)
15 minutes becomes 30 and it get’s 
cold. You could take a cab but now 
you’re committed. Stubborn. 30 
minutes becomes 45. It starts to 
snow. 45- an hour. It’s freezing, 
you’re miserable. And just when 
you’re thinking about giving up- 
Pat pulls down Packard’s Corner in 
his piece of shit Monty.

Sean looks back at the TSA Official. She’s shaken.

Sean watches DEANE, 27, approach Aly, giving her his cell. He 
explains something. She takes the phone gratefully.

SEAN (V.O.)
He shows up again the next night, 
and every night after. He told me 
he passed by on his way home from 
work. I didn’t find out until 
months later that he’d got laid off 
in August. He didn’t have a job- 
picking my ass up, that was his 
job. I never thanked him- I didn’t 
ask for any help. I didn’t need 
any. I never even acknowledged it. 

Sean stands in the Bar watching the TV. He looks over Joe’s 
shoulder. He’s trying to work out Sean’s math on a napkin.

INT. AIRPORT LOUNGE. DAY.

Behind Maria, ALY is talking on a phone, laughing as she 
wipes her eyes, unconcerned by her smeared mascara. 

SEAN
But if he’d pick up, I would. And I 
know you think that’s bullshit. 
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Fuck knows everytime there’s 
turbulence I tell God I’ll stop 
drinking and fucking cursing- start 
going to church. Then the 
turbulence stops. And I don’t... 
Now by some stroke of dumb luck I’m 
stuck here with you- waiting. No 
way to know for how long, no way to 
tell him... that I underestimate 
him. I underestimate how much I 
need-

MARIA (IN SPANISH)
{If you think it’s too late to stop 
being an asshole, you’re wrong. My 
son lives on the east coast-}

She stops, eyeing Sean’s phone. It vibrates PAT CLARKE.

SEAN
Pat?

PAT (V.O.)
Sean...I’m good, I finished at half 
past two. You’re going to have to 
write a check you pussy, it’s 
like... fucking... a little over a 
10 minute mile-

Sean palms his mouth, relieved. His eyes meet Maria’s. He 
delivers the next line like he’s saying ‘I love you.’

SEAN
10 minutes 32 seconds... that’s a 
terrible time you sand-bagging 
piece of shit. What we’re you 
running backwards or something 

PAT (V.O.)
That’s great Sean. Really good. 
You’re like the meanest person with 
Asperger’s in the world, you know 
that? I think- I think when Stevie 
Jobs died you officially took it.

Sean walks off. Maria shakes her head, her gaze settling on 
the adjacent row, to a CHARLIE CARD left on an empty seat.

SEAN
You know what? I’m okay with that.

Cut to BLACK. Their conversation continues over CREDITS:
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PAT (V.O.)
I know you are. It’s a problem. 
How’s your mother by the way, did 
she ask about me? Was she 
concerned? 

SEAN
No she didn’t ask about you because 
she doesn’t doesn’t know who you 
are. 

PAT (V.O.)
Yeah she was. She was fucking 
concerned.

SEAN
There’s literally a zero percent 
chance of that happening. Hold on 
let me double check the standard 
deviation on that... yeah, still 
zero.

PAT
Let me double check the standard 
deviation- do you ever just fucking 
listen to yourself?

SEAN
Actually that reminds me, there’s 
something important I’ve been 
meaning to tell you. 

PAT
What’s that.

SEAN
Uh, nothing, Change your fucking 
voicemail.

PAT
Yeah, I love you too Mary.

 (CONT’D)

6.


