
INT. BROOKLYN APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

Dev helps Lacie put her coat back on.

DEV
We should get together again, with 
your...what’s his name?

LACIE
Geoffrey. Yeah, maybe. 

DEV
Maybe?

Dev blocks the entry.

LACIE
I’m just going to be busy with this 
clerkship and he’s really busy with 
his practice and all.  We’ll see.

Dev has a hand on the doorknob.

DEV
His own practice? You’re 
embarrassed to introduce me to your 
new boyfriend.

Lacie shakes her head, closes her eyes.

LACIE
Dev, I should really go. This was a 
bad idea. I shouldn’t be here.

DEV
Now hold on a second, what’s the 
matter?  I saw that in there, 
you’re still into me!

LACIE
I saw you at the coffee shop and I 
wasn’t going to say anything, then 
I thought ‘We’re all adults here, 
everyone changes,’ but not you! You 
haven’t changed a bit Dev, and I 
don’t want to be around that. I 
can’t be around that. You live your 
life, let me live mine. Please. Let 
me go.

Lacie walks past Dev and out the door.

Dev steps outside and watches her hurry down the stairs.

13.



INT. BEDROOM

Dev looks out the window and sees Lacie speed walk down the 
street, her hair flowing behind her, her heels clacking 
loudly.

BUZZZZZZ Dev’s phone buzzes- it’s DAD again.  All dialogue in 
italics spoken in Hindi.

He answers the phone.

DEV 
Hello?

BHIKU (O.S.)
Devendra! Where have you been? I’ve 
been calling you all day! 

DEV
Dad relax, I was busy.

BHIKU (O.S.)
Then you should at least inform me. 
Text message or something. I was 
worried.

Dev rolls his eyes.

DEV
I’m sure you were.

Outside the window Dev watches a Hasidic family piling into a 
mini-van.

INT. SHUKLA DRY-CLEANERS AND LAUNDRY- DAY

BHIKU (57, rotund, mustachioed) counts a customer’s laundry 
garments and rings him up.  An EMPLOYEE in the background 
operates a laundry conveyor.

BHIKU
Of course I was worried! You don’t 
answer your phone, you do god-knows-
what with god-knows-who, what am I 
supposed to think?

(beat)
Never mind. Your uncle Jay is no 
more. He passed away last night.

(to the customer)
Thank you very much, see you next 
time.
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INT. BROOKLYN APARTMENT - BEDROOM - SAME TIME

Dev’s face goes pale.  He stares blankly at two Hasid men 
embrace, before one of them gets in the driver’s seat of the 
van and drive off.  During their conversation, WE INTERCUT.

BHIKU (O.S.)
Devendra? Can you hear me? Are you 
there?

Dev sits down on the bed.

DEV
How are you?

BHIKU (O.S.)
I’m fine. It’s your uncle, he’s 
dead. I need you to go to 
Massachusetts in the morning to 
cremate the body.  

DEV
What about Aunt Lakshmi and Dhanya? 
How’re they doing? When do they get 
in? 

BHIKU (O.S.)
They can’t fly from India on such 
short notice.  It’s just going to 
be you and me.

Dev holds his head in his hand, shakes his head to himself.

DEV
I don’t think I can make it, Dad. 
Things are pretty busy here.

BHIKU (O.S.)
For you it’s a day trip. Go, 
cremate, come home. Done! 

(beat)
Do you need money for the flight?

Dev looks up, considers.

INT. BROOKLYN APARTMENT - EVENING

Dev pulls out a small suitcase from a shelf in the closet.

He flips through the rack of clothing and pulls out a button-
up shirt.

He pulls out a couple pairs of socks, underpants.
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He looks up at his cigar-box hiding spot.

INT. BEDROOM

Dev smokes the remainder of his spliff out the window.  

He watches as two vehicles nearly miss colliding with each 
other on the street. HORNS blare.

The sound of the front door being unlocked.

Dev tosses the spliff out, hurriedly waves the smoke and 
shuts the window. Looks back to see Jane enter, his eyes 
bloodshot.

He approaches her, to get away from the window.

JANE
Hi darling! Have you eaten? I am so 
hungry!

She drops her bags by the entrance, pours herself a glass of 
water.

JANE (CONT’D)
So I’m on the L-Train, and this guy 
gets on at Union Square. He’s a big 
guy, dressed nicely, minding his 
own business. Then out of nowhere, 
I swear to God, he just drops! Like 
passes out!

She chugs her water and looks at Dev for a reaction.  

DEV
Was he OK?

Jane nods.

JANE
Yeah, I thought he was dead!

She laughs, continues drinking her water. Dev sits on a 
barstool. Responds dryly.

DEV
Was he?

She shakes her head.
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JANE
But everyone thought he was, so 
this guy runs up to help and the 
dude just shoots up, stands right 
back up! Doesn’t say a word. Like 
nothing ever happened!

Dev doesn’t respond, just sits there.  Jane, expecting more 
of a response, squints at him to get a closer look.

JANE (CONT’D)
What’s wrong with you?

She goes up to him and gives Dev a kiss, she smells him, 
looks into his eyes.

JANE (CONT’D)
You’re high aren’t you? Goddamit 
Dev! Did you even apply to any jobs 
today or have you been stoned since 
I left?

Dev stands up and walks up to her, she pushes him away. Red 
with anger.

JANE (CONT’D)
Jesus Christ, Dev. I’m done! Just 
done. Give me the rent money and 
get out.

Jane sees a packed suitcase. Inquisitive, she looks up at 
Dev.

INT. KITCHEN - LATER

Dev and Jane sit across from each other eating their take-out 
dinners.

JANE
How’d he die?

DEV
I’m not sure. I guess we’ll find 
out tomorrow.

JANE
Were you close?

DEV
He used to live with us when I was 
a kid. 

(MORE)
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Then he got tired of my dad trying 
to tell him how to live his life. I 
would hear them arguing all the 
time. One day he was gone.

They eat in silence. 

JANE
Maybe you can get your dad to spot 
you some rent money.

Dev nods.

Jane looks over to the couch- she sees a knitted yellow hat.

JANE (CONT’D)
Did someone come over today?

Dev sees the hat. 

DEV
It’s not your’s? Hmmm. Weird.

He keeps eating.  Jane squints at the hat, confused.

DEV (CONT’D)
Did you try the mock duck? 

Dev serves some food onto her plate.

INT. AIRPLANE - MORNING

A wobbly pour out of a tiny booze bottle into a plastic cup.

Dev sits jostling with his drink in the middle seat of a 
small turbulent aircraft.

The ‘Fasten Seatbelt’ sign lights up.

INT. BUDGET CAR RENTAL COUNTER

Dev fills out paperwork at the counter, hands it to the 
clerk. She types on her computer.

DEV
Do you have maybe like a 
bereavement discount or something 
like that?

The clerk shakes her head.

DEV (CONT'D)
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CLERK
Return date?

BHIKU (O.S.)
Devendra!!

Dev turns to the yell of his name and spots Bhiku in Khakis 
and an oversized camel coat, riding the people mover, cell 
phone to his ear. 

Bhiku waves enthusiastically at Dev. Dev nods up at Bhiku 
with tightly pressed lips. He turns back to the clerk.

DEV 
End of day.

The clerk taps at her computer.  Dev rubs his forehead in 
preparation for dealing with Bhiku. 

SMACK! Dev nearly loses his breath when Bhiku lays a heavy 
hand on his back.

DEV (CONT’D)
Hey Dad.

BHIKU
When did these grays come in?

Bhiku points at grays in Dev’s hair. Dev puts on a forced 
smile.

DEV
Oh, I feel a few more coming in.

Bhiku holds up a finger as he listens to the phone.

BHIKU
No I was talking to my son. If 
anyone complains about stains or 
whatever, just tell them to come 
back tomorrow when I’m back. Don’t 
go handing out refunds.

Bhiku takes the rental form from the clerk, looks it over.

BHIKU (CONT’D)
Midsize? No, no, that’s a mistake.  
Economy is fine. 

DEV
It’s just a ten dollar difference.
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BHIKU
So what? 

(to the clerk)
Do you have any deals going on? 
We’re here for a funeral. 

(to Dev)
Always ask for a discount.

The clerk raises an eyebrow at Dev. 

Dev turns around, embarrassed.

BHIKU (CONT’D)
(into the phone)

Put the day’s deposit in the safe, 
do you have the combination?

EMPLOYEE (O.S.)
No, you never gave it to me.

Bhiku hands the clerk his credit card.

BHIKU 
(into the phone)

Ok fine. Then just keep the day’s 
deposit in the register, I’ll deal 
with it tomorrow.

She hands Bhiku the car keys. Bhiku hands them over to Dev.

Bhiku hangs up.

EXT. BUDGET CAR RENTAL - PARKING LOT - DAY

A bright crisp winter day. Dev and Bhiku walk along lines of 
cars. 

They walk side by side, Bhiku is fat, but he’s quick.

BHIKU
You have to be smart in dealing 
with people, don’t let them trick 
you into paying more for things you  
don’t need. We work hard for our 
money after all.

Dev clicks a button on the key fob.

A car in the far distance beeps, they make their way to it.

DEV
How’s the store doing?
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BHIKU
It’s fine.

DEV
Have you thought of getting an 
electronic safe? One of those where 
you can control it with your phone 
so your employee doesn’t need the 
code.

BHIKU
So I should open the safe for him 
from here and not know when he runs 
away with all the money?

DEV
You can put up cameras.

BHIKU
When you’re running your own 
business, you can give me advice on 
mine, OK?

Bhiku finds a piece of paper in his pocket and hands it to 
Dev before they get in the car.  It reads: Body at UMASS Med 
Ctr, Springfield.  Jay’s mailing address- 3 Center Street.

EXT. HIGHWAY - DAY

A long stretch of highway flanked by fallen leaves and 
remnants of a snowfall.

The tiny rental car zips down the highway past a sign: 
Springfiled 40mi.

Pre lap: Beep Beep

INT. RENTAL CAR

The passenger ‘fasten seatbelt’ light blinks and beeps 
intermittently.

Dev sees Bhiku has draped himself with the seatbelt, and is 
holding it in place- unable to be clicked in.

DEV
Just take your coat off.

BHIKU
It’s fine, I got it.
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DEV
That’s not even doing anything.

Bhiku tries to stretch the seatbelt as far as it will go. He 
tucks in his belly and tries to squeeze the seatbelt in.  
It’s sooo close!

Dev helps to yank the buckle to the clasp.  He keeps an eye 
on the road. Bhiku sucks in a little more and CLICK! The 
seatbelt sign turns off.

DEV (CONT’D)
There!

Dev keeps driving, satisfied. He hears a deep wheezing.

Dev looks over to see Bhiku looking like a tied up 
marshmallow in his coat constricted by the seatbelt, unable 
to reach the buckle, struggling to breathe.

DEV (CONT’D)
Oh Jesus!

Dev swerves a little in his lane as he clicks the seatbelt 
out. 

Bhiku breathes a big airy breath.

BHIKU
Phew!

The seatbelt light beeps on again.  Bhiku takes off his coat, 
and buckles his seatbelt.

Dev has a I told you so look as he drives straight ahead.

EXT. SPRINGFIELD, MA STREETS - DAY

Dev looks out the window at the quaint little city of 
Springfield, Massachusetts.  

People loiter outside a liquor store.  A homeless man lays on 
a park bench, surrounded by bags upon bags of his stuff.

They pass by 18th Century architecture.  They drive by ornate 
gates for SPRINGFIELD CEMETERY.

GPS (ON THE PHONE)
Turn left in five hundred feet.

Dev drives past the cemetery and makes the turn.
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EXT. UMASS GENERAL HOSPITAL - DAY *

A large hospital campus on the side of a highway.  It’s a 
typical modern hospital building. 

Dev and Bhiku park in a spot.  Bhiku looks up at the building 
through his own reflection in the window.

INT. UMASS GENERAL HOSPITAL - MORTUARY *

Dimly lit fluorescent lamps bathe the sitting area.   *

An ELDERLY MAN (70s) sits and weeps into his hands.  He is *
circled by middle-aged family members consoling him.  Some 
children sit bored in the waiting area playing games on their 
phones.

There’s an eerie sterility to the place.

Dev and Bhiku push through the double doors.  Bhiku makes a 
beeline for the front desk. Dev slows down and takes in the 
atmosphere.  He puts on a respectful stoicism. 

INT. UMASS GENERAL HOSPITAL - MORTUARY - FRONT DESK

The RECEPTIONIST (37) is a large lady in colorful scrubs.  *
She types with ease despite her very long fingernails.

Dev and Bhiku wait with anticipation. *

RECEPTIONIST *
Okay, found him! Yep, we got him. *
Who’s going in?

BHIKU *
No, no. It’s OK. No one needs to go *
in. *

(he looks at Dev) *
For what? *

DEV *
Shouldn’t we just...make sure? *

BHIKU *
What, that he’s dead? *
      (to receptionist) *
Is he dead?

She stares back.  

RECEPTIONIST
This is a mortuary.
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