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         FADE IN: 

1 1INT. OFFICE LOBBY - NIGHT 

In an office lobby, post-rush hour lethargy fogs the room. 
SHANTI ANDERSON, AGE 18, stands in front of the 
RECEPTIONIST'S desk. Mae anxiously looks around and kicks her 
feet around waiting for the transaction to come through. The 
fluorescent lights are reminiscent of a hospital-burning in a 
sickly fashion. 

RECEPTIONIST 
Here we go... Shanti Anderson? 

The receptionist enunciates "Shanti" with emphasis, almost 
ignoring the "Anderson", as if highlighting the fact that she 
was "cultured". Shanti shifts in her boots. 

SHANTI 
It's, uh, Shan, actually. 

RECEPTIONIST 
Oh I'm so- 

SHANTI 
It's nothing. Don't worry about it. 
Thanks. 

The receptionist slides the paper across to Shanti. 

RECEPTIONIST 
(mindlessly blabbering) 

So, what'd you need your birth 
certificate for? Traveling, ID, 
sneaking out... 

Shanti ignores the receptionist and her words fade. She takes 
the paper and looks at it, standing alone in the lobby. She 
reflects in her room too. 

BEGIN MAIN TITLE SEQUENCE 

2 2INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 

SARAH ANDERSON, 40s, sits in a cramped living room, reading 
mindlessly. Her daughter, Shanti, bursts through the front 
door, dropping her bag tiredly. Sarah acknowledges her but 
doesn't look up. Nothing stands out. 
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SARAH (MOM) 
Hey kiddo, you're back a bit later  
today. 

SHANTI 
Yeah, sorry, I was doing a project. 

SARAH (MOM) 
What class? 

SHANTI 
Stats. 

SARAH (MOM) 
Where? 

SHANTI 
The library. 

SARAH (MOM) 
W- 

SHANTI 
Can I eat now? I just got home and 
you're already interrogating me. 

SARAH (MOM) 
I'm not interrogating you, Shan. I 
just want to know why your schoolwork 
keeps you out so late. 

SHANTI 
It's just the library, why are we 
doing this? 

SARAH (MOM) 
I'm just saying you should go out more 
with friends or stay with us. You keep 
shutting us out for those books of 
yours. One day you'll be married to a 
copy of 1984 instead of a nice young 
man. 

SHANTI 
Mom! 

SARAH (MOM) 
Take a break from the books this week. 
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SHANTI 
M- 

SARAH (MOM) 
I wasn't asking a question. 

SHANTI 
Fine. No library. Can I go to a 
friend's house tomorrow? 

SARAH (MOM) 
Which friend? 

SHANTI 
Mom! 

SARAH (MOM) 
Fine, fine. Just get a ride back 
tomorrow, we have conferences for 
John. 

SHANTI 
(muttering) 

He's like 8.. 

SARAH (MOM) 
What was that? 

SHANTI 
Nothing. 

Shanti drudges towards the kitchen, growing angrier with each 
step. 

3 3EXT. BUS STOP - DAY 

Shanti sits at a bus stop, her leg bouncing up and down with 
each passing vehicle. She checks her phone to see an influx 
of messages from her parents. 

MARK (DAD) 
(text) 

Where are you going? 

SARAH (MOM) 
(text) 

How long are you staying? 



                                                          4. 

   Created using Celtx                                       

MARK (DAD) 
(text) 

Text us the address. 

SARAH (MOM) 
(text) 

We're picking up your brother, could 
you stay a little longer? 

Shanti starts texting back. 

SHANTI 
(text) 

Amy Zhang's house. 

MARK (DAD) 
(text) 

Who's that? 

SHANTI 
(text) 

Classmate. 

MARK (DAD) 
(text) 

Where does she live? 

SHANTI 
(text) 

She said she'll text me the address 
later. 

SARAH (MOM) 
(text) 

Who are her parents? 

SHANTI 
Ok I have to go now I'll text you 
later. 

Shanti gets up to board the bus. 

4 4INT. LIBRARY - DAY 

Shanti, at the library, slouches over a desk with packets and 
books strewn over its surface. 
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BEGIN MONTAGE. Scenes seamlessly overlap into each other. 

-- ON SHANTI'S LAPTOP - search bar with the words "Virani 
Sharma". 

-- Shanti scribbles in her notebook. Several addresses are 
shown. Some are highlighted, some are crossed out. It seems 
to get increasingly messier as the page goes down. Her  
impatience shows through. 

-- Energy drinks and coffee line the table like a fence. 
Shanti takes a sip from one drink. Then another. And another. 

-- A series of actions that grow increasingly more agitated: 
rubbing her face, stroking her hair, shifting positions 
frequently. 

-- Shanti dialing numbers on her phone. Calling, calling, 
calling. Waiting. Asking about Virani Sharma. 

-- Lost in her thoughts, Shanti doesn't notice the LIBRARIAN, 
30s, behind her. 

LIBRARIAN 
Excuse me, miss? 

SHANTI 
Yes! Sorry... what's up? 

LIBRARIAN 
We're closing in five minutes, do you 
mind packing up? 

SHANTI 
Yeah, yeah, no problem. Uh... what 
time is it? 

LIBRARIAN 
7:55. 

SHANTI 
Right, yeah. Yeah. Sorry about that. 

Shanti stands outside the library door, waiting. The lights 
go out moments later. Shanti sighs. 
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5 5INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 

Bag thrown next to door. Shanti eating alone at the dinner 
table. Checking notifications, but nothing's there aside from 
the texts from her parents telling her where the food was. 

6 6INT. LIBRARY - DAY 

Condensed look at the process. Flipping through phone books. 
Looking up addresses, bus stops. 

7 7INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 

Dinner table, but Shanti feels almost detached from the 
scene. She picks at her food, which is noticeably full 
compared to her family's plates. There's a heavy tension, but 
it seems that only Shanti's being driven crazy by it. Mark 
and Johnny leave the table. It's just Shanti and her mom. 

SARAH (MOM) 
How was school? 

SHANTI 
Fine. 

SARAH (MOM) 
We had conferences with your brother's 
teachers. He's doing well in school. 

SHANTI 
That's nice. 

SARAH (MOM) 
What's wrong? 

SHANTI 
Nothing. Just tired. 

SARAH (MOM) 
Tell me what's wrong. 

SHANTI 
I said I'm fine. I'm just tired. 

SARAH (MOM) 
Well maybe if you didn't stay out so 
late, you'd f- 
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SHANTI 
I'm gonna sleep. Goodnight. 

Shanti shoots up hurredly from her seat and dashes to her 
room. She closes the door, sighing. Walking over to her 
cabinet, she opens it and traces her fingers over the birth 
certificate inside. She calms down and picks it up. 

8 8INT. LIBRARY - DAY 

Shanti boredly flips through pages of her notebook. Pens are 
scattered all over the table. She flips her phone to see 
someone calling her. She picks the phone up and goes outside, 
pacing by the entrance. 

ELLA 
(over the phone) 

Hello, Shanti, right? 

SHANTI 
Yeah! This is Ella right? 

ELLA 
Yes it is. I have the contact 
information for Virani Sharma. 

SHANTI 
Thank you so much! Email it to me? 

ELLA 
Yeah of course. I only have her 
address and email on file but that 
should be fine. You said this was for 
a project? 

SHANTI 
Yeah, yeah. In-person interview for 
school. Could you give me the address 
tonight? 

ELLA 
Sounds good. Goodnight, Shanti. 

Shanti sits down, leaning towards the wall of the library. 
She clutches her phone to her chest, a subtle smile on her 
lips. 
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9 9INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 

Shanti opens the door to find both of her parents still 
awake, almost vigilant, as if they waited for her the entire 
day. 

SHANTI 
Oh you're still a- 

SARAH (MOM) 
We need to talk. 

SHANTI 
Why? 

SARAH (MOM) 
You've been lying to us. 

SHANTI 
Sorry what? 

MARK (DAD) 
We found the birth certificate in your 
room. Your notebooks too. 

SHANTI 
I don't know what you're saying. 

SARAH (MOM) 
Why do you have it? 

SHANTI 
Well why were you looking through my 
things? 

SARAH (MOM) 
You never cared about this until 
recently. 

SHANTI 
This is an invasion of privacy! You 
can't just go through my things. 

SARAH (MOM) 
Yes we can, we're your parents. 



                                                          9. 

   Created using Celtx                                       

SHANTI 
Are you even listening to me? You 
can't just look through my things 
while I'm gone. 

MARK (DAD) 
Don't talk back like that. We're your 
family. 

SHANTI 
It sure doesn't feel like it! 

The room goes quiet. They look at each other, but the 
parents' gaze shifts downwards. Shanti gains the upper hand 
for a split second. 

SARAH (MOM) 
Why are you doing this? 

SHANTI 
Doing what? 

SARAH (MOM) 
Looking for that... that woman. 

SHANTI 
You mean my       ?             mother  

MARK (DAD) 
     is your mother, Shanti. Cut it This                                
out right now. 

SHANTI 
Cut out what? I'm saying the truth. 

SARAH (MOM) 
Now I don't know where you got this 
from but this isn't you. What's going 
on? School? Boys? 

SHANTI 
I- 

MARK (DAD) 
I don't know what you're trying to 
prove here but this whole "rebellious" 
attitude needs to stop. 
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SHANTI 
I- 

SARAH (MOM) 
What did we do for you to talk back 
like this? You used to just do what 
you're told? 

SHANTI 
I- 

MARK (DAD) 
It's probably just a phase. Living out 
her last year of being a teenager in 
high school. 

SHANTI 
(snaps) 

Will you just let me talk? 

The parents grow silent. 

SHANTI 
All I've done here is sit and do what 
I've been told. I'm tired of it. 

SARAH (MOM) 
We're your parents tha- 

SHANTI 
That's not your job. Not anymore. 

MARK (DAD) 
You're barely home anymore. We feel 
like we don't know you anymore. 

SHANTI 
You don't. 

SARAH (MOM) 
Don't say that. We're family, this is 
your home. Of course we know you. 

SHANTI 
Home? Every time I go home, you're 
mad. I stay out? You're mad. You don't 
know          about me. All you do is      anything                         
get angry at me. 
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SARAH (MOM) 
We just want what's best for you. We 
do know you, despite how much you 
ignore it. 

SHANTI 
Oh yeah? What's my favorite color? 

No answer. Two beats pass, Shanti gets angrier. 

SHANTI 
My favorite subject? 

One beat. 

SHANTI 
Best friend? What I do after school? 
Favorite food? 

Her parents stare back at her. 

SHANTI 
(quietly, sharply) 

That's what I thought. 

She swings her bag over her shoulder and storms out. 

10 10EXT. BUS STOP - NIGHT 

Shanti slouches on the bench within the bus stop. She puts 
her earbuds on, staring, taking in, the area around her. The 
bus pulls up and she boards it. She stuffs her phone in her 
pocket and doesn't look back. 

11 11INT. BUS - DAY 

Shoot in tunnel to convey nighttime. Shanti sits on the side, 
looking out the window. Time passes. Each motion of the 
window bouncing and the blur of the background mimics each 
minute slipping by. 

Sky grows darker.People on the bus shift: some get off, some 
get on. It's ever-changing. Shanti continuously checks the 
time on her phone. 

More moments pass. Shanti turns off airplane mode on her 
phone and messages from her parents stream in. 
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SARAH (MOM) 
(text) 

Come home right now. 

SARAH (MOM) 
(text) 

You're setting a bad example for your 
brother. 

MARK (DAD) 
(text) 

We sacrificed so much for you. Stop 
acting up. 

SARAH (MOM) 
(text) 

Respond! 

MARK (DAD) 
(text) 

You're grounded.Come back right now. 

SARAH (MOM) 
(text) 

Let's have dinner.Wanna go to the 
Italian place by the store? It's your 
favorite. 

MARK (DAD) 
(text) 

We can talk. Let's shoot for 9:30? 

Shanti shoves the phone into her pocket before stepping off 
the bus. 

12 12EXT. SUBURBAN STREET- NIGHT 

DENIAL: Walking past the bus stop, Shanti pulls out her 
phone, its light reflecting on her face. She checks the 
messages from her parents and deletes them. She checks her 
notes app,showing the address she's going to and the bus 
schedule. It's shown that the bus she just took was the last 
one of the night. She raises the volume on her phone and 
music fades in loudly, drowning out the street ambiance. 

-- ANGER: Several moments have passed. Shanti walks through a 
different street. She's almost seething as she walks. Angry 
tears are wiped away like a nuisance.  
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-- BARGAINING: She holds her phone, kind of grasping it, but 
decides not to take it out.  

13 13EXT. HOUSE'S SIDEWALK - NIGHT 

Shanti looks down and her phone then up at the house in front 
of her. She takes a deep breath and walks slowly, but surely, 
to the front door. She brings up her fist to knock,waits a 
moment, then knocks. There's no immediate answer, but she 
stays. Moments pass and the door swings open. Shanti's face 
lights up at the woman opening the door. 

WOMAN 
Hi, do you need something? 

SHANTI 
I- It's just so nice to meet you. 

WOMAN 
Sorry. have we met? 

SHANTI 
It's Shan-sorry-Shanti. Do you 
remember me? 

WOMAN 
Shanti? Sorry, I don't think we've 
met. 

SHANTI 
Wait ar- 

WOMAN 
Listen, kid. It'slate, I think you 
should get going. 

SHANTI 
Oh. Yeah, right,right. 

-- DEPRESSION: Shanti tries to say something but the woman 
shuts the door. Shanti stands in the porch, staring at the 
door. The porch light shuts off. Shanti walks off the 
property. 

-- ACCEPTANCE: She walks alone through the empty street. It's 
unclear how she feels but she takes her earbuds off. It's 
quiet. 
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