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FADE IN:

INT. LAUNDRY - EVENING

The rumbling of the washing machine fills the dark room. 

The room is a cramped rectangle with the washing machine 
closest to the door then benches, cupboards and a sink 
further along the wall. The flashing red and orange lights on 
the washing machine draw the silhouette of a man on the 
floor. His worry lines faint. 

Footsteps approach the closed room and the door swings open, 
the hallway light seeps through as KAREN, 35, hovers her hand 
over the light switch.

KAREN
It’s dark enough in here, don'cha 
think?

Karen switches on the light. She is still in her once 
meticulous work clothes, her blouse is crumpled and her 
permed hair falls flat her shoulders. She watches XAVIER, 40, 
like a hawk as he places the CARDBOARD BOX adorned with brown 
teddy bears onto the floor next to him.

KAREN (CONT’D)
What are you even doing in here, 
Xavier?

Xavier, with his patchy scalp glistening in the new light 
source, sits up on the wooden floorboards. They emit a loud 
CREAK. He is holding one of their many WEDDING PHOTOS in his 
hand.

XAVIER
I’m looking at these happy lads on 
their wedding day.

Karen chuckles at his phrasing.

KAREN
Don’t be coy, that’s us.

Xavier’s face deflates and his lips purse together. Karen 
moves deeper into the room now and seats herself beside him. 
Her legs awkwardly tuck underneath her skirt.

XAVIER
I don’t think so, sweetheart. Look 
at them, they’re actually smiling 
in each other’s arms.



2.

Xavier hands Karen the photo for her to examine.

CU: WEDDING PHOTO

A younger Karen and Xavier grin widely dressed entirely in 
white. The photo is clipped at the top left corner.  Leaving 
remnants of a blue symbol. Karen’s forefinger ring blares the 
same blue. They grip each other as though they would sink 
without the other. Their older counterparts smile at the 
memory.

ZOOM OUT: LAUNDRY - EVENING

KAREN
(softly)

That was a good day.

XAVIER
Why do we keep our wedding photos 
in the laundry, Karen?

Karen is equally as stumped at the placement. She places the 
photo in her lap and fiddles with the torn edge.

KAREN
I don’t know, Xavier. I really 
don’t...

Xavier is not satisfied with this and grabs the BOX. Karen 
only snaps out of her reverie when the entire box of photos 
and small knick-knacks fall down her face. She yelps and runs 
her hands through her hair, looking for any photos.

KAREN (CONT’D)
Why did you do that? What the fuck, 
Xavier??

Xavier is laughing now. He looks proud of himself and sits up 
from his previous slumped form. Karen continues to touch her 
face and hair, stopping above her left cheek as she stares at 
a small drop of blood on her finger.

KAREN (CONT’D)
Stop laughing! I think you gave me 
a papercut. Ugh.

Xavier examines her face, running his thumb along her jawline 
and for a split second the smiling younger Karen replaces the 
permed and overworked woman before him. He sighs and tips 
back onto the floor. Karen groans at him. Xavier slaps the 
floor next to him for her.
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She slides into his side and rests her cheek on his own white 
business shirt. Xavier runs his fingers through her red locks 
and hums 'The Wedding March' softly.

KAREN (CONT’D)
How long have you been thinking 
about this Xavier?

XAVIER
(Fake innocence)

What ever do you mean, Karen?

Karen blows air out her nose, but does not move.

KAREN
About us falling apart, about the 
spark we’re missing?

Xavier chuckles but it’s a broken one. She finally caught on.

XAVIER
A while, darling. I think it’s best 
if we-

KAREN
(Interrupting)

You know I’m pregnant, yes?

Xavier stills his hand in her hair and rubs his nose with the 
other. Of course he knows this. Yet he remains silent. Their 
BREATHING can be heard as they stare at the ceiling. Karen 
and Xavier make no effort of moving away from one another. 
They grip just as tight as they do in the wedding photos. But 
neither smile. Xavier sits up on his elbows and watches Karen 
a moment longer, trying to formulate his words.

XAVIER
Karen, I-I get it. You want us to 
work for the baby. But I can’t lie. 
I can't keep kissing your cheek and 
not your lips. I can't keep holding 
you and being more worried about my 
arm than you sleeping peacefully. 
There's nothing we give each other 
anymore.

Xavier places his palm on her flat stomach.

XAVIER (CONT’D)
But maybe we can give them 
something we stopped giving one 
another. Love.
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Karen does not look up at Xavier, but her neck is visibly 
tensed.

KAREN
No child should be broken up 
between their parents.

XAVIER
Would you rather a broken home and 
the pointless counselling sessions 
and lawyers? I'd rather it be one 
sad fuck than three. 

Xavier taps the insignia ring on her left pointer finger.

You came with me to get away from 
the same toxicity you wanna put the 
child through. I said I could make 
you happy... But now you have to 
leave me and take our little baby 
with you.

Karen sits up and glares at Xavier her left cheek is stained 
red. She gets up and struts out of the laundry. Xavier 
continues to lie on the floor after watching her walk out. He 
stares up at the ceiling and ignores the large pool of red 
gathered on his chest. The washing machine beeps obnoxiously 
multiple times and Xavier is left lying on the floor with the 
box's contents scattered around him.

FADE TO BLACK


