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A brown bag lunch flies through the air and lands on Jordie’s 
truck’s tailgate as Noah joins Jordie for lunch. Nicky has 
his on a bench indoors. Noah settles, nods towards their dad 
as he inspects the boat, cane at his side.

NOAH
You curious about that?

JORDIE
‘Bout him? No. I could care less.

NOAH
‘Bout the cane. The gimp leg.

Jordie shrugs.

NOAH (CONT’D)
He got a taste of his own medicine, 
courtesy of Mom’s brother Alfred. 
The night after the funeral. Only 
Alfred amped it up a notch. 

Sandwich in hand, he mimes swinging a baseball bat. Jordie 
stares at Noah, who looks at the sandwich dangling from his 
fingers.

NOAH (CONT’D)
Nicky found him. Outside his car, 
almost froze. Froze to the snow...

His voice drifts off.

NOAH (CONT’D)
From the blood, you know?

Jordie fingers the crust of his sandwich. Doesn’t eat.

JORDIE
Nicky. Always the hero, huh?

NOAH
Thank fucking God.

(says it again, quieter)
Thank fucking God.

Jordie nods towards their dad.

JORDIE
I can’t get used to seeing him 
sober.
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NOAH
New beginnings, Jordie.

JORDIE
Some endings I'm actually okay 
with. Living away, I was okay with.

NOAH
He's been sober ever since. Well, 
since.

JORDIE
Give the guy a medal. How’d you end 
up normal?

Noah scoffs. Jordie wraps an elbow around his head, rubs 
knuckles over his hair.

NOAH
Frig off, Jordie. Lord Tunderin’ 
Jesus.

Noah rubs his head.

NOAH (CONT’D)
One word. Mom.

He waits as Jordie takes this in.

NOAH (CONT’D)
Don’t ya remember her good-night 
stories? The MacAulay version of 
fairy tales? Barely out of pre-
school, and she’s tellin’ us...

(he raises his fingers as 
quotes)

‘All booze is gonna get ya, boys, 
is a lonely life or an early 
grave.’ The other kids talk about 
this Winnie-the-Pooh guy, who the 
hell was he? A talking bear? Geez. 
Mom’s stories made a helluva lot 
more sense.

The remainder of his sandwich inhaled, he slides off the 
tailgate, faces Jordie.

NOAH (CONT’D)
But hey. I figure she was at least 
half right, huh? Though I doubt she 
figured the early grave would be 
hers.
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At Jordie’s stunned silence, he starts to move away, then 
spins around.

NOAH (CONT’D)
Let’s do dinner, bro. Us guys. 
Okay? Have a steak. Skip the beer, 
talk hockey. 

(almost as an afterthought, 
adds with ennui)

You and Nicky used to live out of 
each other’s pockets. I miss the 
old MacAulay magic, you know what 
I’m sayin’?

Noah’s ring tone, SCAR TISSUE, cuts through the air. He grabs 
his cell from a pocket.

NOAH (CONT’D)
Yeah, Helen-Rose, I’m just on 
lunch. What’s up?

He listens, then drops a hand on the tailgate of the truck, 
clutches it.

NOAH (CONT’D)
I’m on my way.

Moves towards his own truck. Jordie follows.

JORDIE
Noah? 

NOAH
She’s at the hospital. Tell Dad, 
will ya?

JORDIE
I’ll come with you.

NOAH
Not necessary, man. It’s early 
labour, she thinks. Could be hours. 
I’ll call you.

Jordie watches Noah peel out of the gravel lot, locks eyes on 
his dad’s hunched back, goes inside. Walks by his dad by 
taking a slight banana around him. We see, but don’t hear, 
Jordie tell him and Nicky about Noah. Then the three oldest 
of the MacAulay men get to work, forming a triangle by 
working at distant polarized areas of the boat. 
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