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INT. HOUSE PARTY - NIGHT 

JULES picks her way down a narrow corridor strewn with candy 

wrappers, paper cups and discarded running shoes. The sounds of 

a house party can be heard behind her. Loud music reverberates 

against the walls. Suddenly, the sound of someone retching 

reaches Jules, followed by whoops and screams. She reaches a 

bedroom door, turns the knob and lets herself in. The bedroom is 

dark. Gordon Lightfoot’s “If You Could Read My Mind” is playing 

from the desktop computer. INKUS and OXYGEN are sitting on the 

double bed. MACKENZIE leans against a bookshelf. 

 

INKUS 

Hey. 

 

JULES 

Hey. 

 

INKUS 

Jules, right? 

 

JULES 

Yeah, that’s me. 

 

INKUS 

I’m James, but everyone calls me Inkus. This is Sara, but 

everyone calls her Oxygen, because she tends to hyperventilate 

when she gets nervous. 

 

OXYGEN 

You don’t have to tell her that! 
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MAC 

She was going to find out anyway. With a name like Oxygen, 

people are going to ask questions. 

 

OXYGEN 

You didn’t. 

 

MAC 

If this party lasted another week, I wouldn’t have time to ask 

all the questions I have about the crazy shit going down in this 

house right now (turning to Jules). I’m Mackenzie, by the way, 

Mac. You’re in my English class, aren’t you? 

 

JULES 

Yeah, I am. Nice to see you. 

 

She sits down in the desk chair in front of the computer. The 

music is still playing. 

 

JULES 

You’re right, this place is nuts. 

 

INKUS 

Andrea’s gonna have a good time cleaning it all up. Did you see 

that living room? Jeez, I’m always up for a party, but when 

people stop being able to recognize one another and start 

projectile vomiting, there’s no point. It’s not as beautiful. 

 

OXYGEN 

People don’t go to parties because they’re beautiful, Inkus. 
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INKUS 

I do. What about you, Jules? 

 

JULES 

I don’t know. I just came because Andrea invited me. But based 

on reason and experience – you know, common sense - I guess I 

should have known this was what it would be like.  

 

MAC 

Obviously this isn’t what any of us expected. 

 

INKUS 

Maybe we weren’t even sure what we were looking for. 

 

OXYGEN 

Too deep for us, Inkus. That’s when I know you should be 

writing. Where’s your fountain pen? 

 

Smiling, Inkus pulls a blue fountain pen and a small notebook 

out of his back pocket and jots down a few words. 

 

OXYGEN 

Inkus is a poet. He spends more time writing about things than 

actually doing them, so you’ll have to forgive him for being 

boring. 

 

INKUS 

I’m not boring! 
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JULES 

Oh! You write for the Chronicle, don’t you? The school lit mag? 

I see your poems in there all the time. 

 

INKUS 

I told you people besides you read my stuff! 

 

OXYGEN 

Doesn’t mean it’s any good. CEGEP publications are a joke, 

everyone knows that. 

 

MAC 

Why do we all read it then? 

 

INKUS 

I like this kid! 

 

JULES 

Yeah, I think your stuff is pretty good, Inkus. And I think it’s 

brave, too. Your poems are so personal. It’s amazing that you 

choose to publish them. 

 

INKUS (grinning) 

So we all agree!  

 

At that moment, two girls stumble into the room, completely 

drunk and grabbing at one another’s clothes. They fall to the 

floor, groping and kissing. Mac jumps and backs several feet 

away from them. Oxygen shoots him a quick, angry glance before 

looking away. Inkus calmly gets up from his spot on the bed and 
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crouches down beside the girls, gently prying them apart. They 

are so drunk they don’t resist. 

 

INKUS 

Girls. This room is occupied. 

 

GIRL 1 (slurring) 

What? 

 

INKUS 

I said, this room is occupied. I’m trying to get it on with my 

girl, and you guys are interfering. Would you mind just stepping 

out? 

 

The girls apologize, slurring and mumbling without moving, but 

in a few moments Inkus manages to get them off the floor and, 

with Jules’ help, pushes them gently out the door. Mac makes a 

disgusted noise. 

 

OXYGEN (aggressively) 

What was that for? You got a problem with girl-on-girl? 

 

MAC (surprised) 

What? No, of course not! It’s just that they were drunk and 

making out, totally out of it. They didn’t even notice we were 

in the room, and they were about to have sex. That’s disgusting. 

How can you just lose control like that? 

 

INKUS (joking) 

You’re not keen on public fornication, Mac? 
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MAC (repulsed) 

It’s nasty. It should be a private thing. (To Oxygen) Obviously 

I think everybody should be able to love whoever they want, you 

know, whether it’s a man and a woman, two men, two women, 

whatever. Everyone deserves to be happy. Just not with an 

audience. 

 

 

OXYGEN (relaxed) 

Oh… yeah, you’re right. Sorry I jumped on you, nothing personal. 

(To Inkus) So which one of us is the girl you were trying to get 

it on with? 

 

Inkus grins. Then he winks at Jules. 

 

 

JULES (laughing) 

Oh no, we are not going there! I barely know you. And I would 

never go for something like that, Mac is right. People like that 

are out of it, but they’re also just using one another purely as 

bodies, just as physical objects. You’ll have to treat me as 

something more than that if you want to stand a chance. 

 

INKUS 

Of course! To be honest, I don’t think there’s anything wrong 

with appreciating a beautiful body, but you’re right. There has 

to be something more to a relationship, obviously. Like a deep, 

intellectual, emotional connection, you know? Something that 

goes beyond just the physical, like poetry. Something  -  
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JULES 

Transcendent. 

 

INKUS 

Exactly. Something transcendent. 

 

OXYGEN 

I’m hungry. 

 

MAC 

Have you been smoking up? 

 

OXYGEN 

What? No! 

 

She punches him on the arm. 

 

 

JULES (laughing) 

I could use a bite. There isn’t anything here except chips and 

booze. 

 

INKUS 

Let’s get out of here then. There’s a McDees just down the 

street, open twenty four hours. We’ll get some food and have a 

proper conversation. 

 

MAC 

Sounds good. 

 

OXYGEN 

Let’s bounce! 
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SUPER: One year later. 

 

INT. INKUS’ HOUSE - NIGHT 

 

Inkus’ cell phone rings. He picks it up and holds it to his ear. 

Moonlight streams into the bedroom through his window. 

 

INKUS 

Hello? Oxygen? Whoa… Relax. I said relax! Breathe! Oxygen, 

breathe! Oxygen! Oxygen. Oxygen… There you go… Now, what 

happened? 

 

Several days later. 

 

INT. MAC’S HOUSE - DAY 

 

Jules has come over to help Mac pack. He comes into the room 

just as she finishes stuffing snacks into a duffel bag.  

 

JULES 

You doing alright? 

 

MAC 

Yeah. Thanks for coming over. 

 

JULES 

 No problem. I was actually thinking that you were going to ask 

me to pass by. 
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Silence. Mac throws a few more T-shirts and a pair of shorts 

into his bag and zips up the top. 

 

JULES 

Is everything okay? 

 

MAC 

Sure. Sure, everything’s fine. I just think this is a little 

weird, you know? I mean, even for Inkus… A road trip to Niagara 

Falls? Just like that? It isn’t logical… 

 

JULES 

Yeah, I know. But I think it’ll be fun. It’s not like any of us 

had plans for the next few days anyways.  

 

MAC 

I guess you’re right. 

 

Another silence. 

 

JULES 

Mac, whenever you get all quiet like that, I know that 

something’s on your mind. If there’s something you want to talk 

about without Inkus and Oxygen knowing, go ahead. Don’t worry 

about it. 

 

MAC (hesitantly) 

I think this has something to do with Oxygen. 

 

JULES 

Oh. Well, of course it does, Mac. Of course it does. 
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MAC 

And that doesn’t bother you? Or make you worried? And when were 

you going to tell me you knew about that, anyway?  

 

JULES 

I didn’t think it was any of my business. And, I don’t know… I 

just get the feeling that Oxygen needs some time away from home, 

and if she has stuff she wants to work out and she could use our 

help, that’s fine with me. It might do all of us some good, you 

know. Just to get away for a while. Haven’t you been really 

worried about applying to university? Maybe this’ll help you 

out. 

 

MAC (evasively) 

Yeah, maybe. C’mon, we should go.  

 

He grabs his bags and makes his way to the front door, Jules 

following. They step out of the house. 

 

EXT. INKUS’ DRIVEWAY 

 

An Oldsmobile 88 sits in Inkus‘ front driveway. He is busily 

scrubbing the remaining bit of dirt off one of the front 

headlights, his fountain pen sticking out of his back jeans 

pocket. Oxygen is sitting on the curb, staring down the street. 

After a moment, she gets up and strolls over to Inkus. 

 

OXYGEN (teasing) 

Are we going to a car show or something? 
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Inkus straightens up and throws the soiled rag at her. Oxygen 

jumps back, screeching and laughing. Inkus grins. 

 

INKUS 

Nah. We’re going on a road trip. So you’d better behave. 

 

At that moment, Mac and Jules pull up in front of the house. 

When they get out of the car, the four friends greet one another 

excitedly and embrace.  

 

OXYGEN 

Glad you guys are coming! It being last minute and all… 

 

JULES 

Wouldn’t miss it. 

 

MAC 

Yeah, this’ll be chill. 

 

INKUS 

I’ll get the car started then. Mac, you wanna help me stuff all 

the luggage in? 

 

As Mac goes over to help Inkus, Jules gives Oxygen another hug. 

 

JULES 

 I don’t think we’ve ever done anything like this before, have 

we? 

 

OXYGEN 

Nope. It’s a first. 
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JULES 

Awesome. Hey – 

 

Jules puts her hand on Oxygen’s arm, but keeps her tone light. 

 

JULES 

Is everything okay? 

 

OXYGEN 

What? Yeah, of course. Why? 

 

JULES 

I’m just checking. 

 

INKUS 

We’re ready to fly! 

 

He is sitting in the front seat and excitedly revs the engine. 

Jules climbs into the back seat beside Mac. Frowning slightly, 

Oxygen folds her tall frame into the passenger seat, and with a 

loud whoop, Inkus pulls out of the driveway, screeching the 

tires and honking the horn as he goes. 

 

EXT. HIGHWAY - DAY 

 

JULES 

Put some music on! 

 

Inkus punches a couple of buttons. Darlene Love’s Christmas 

(Baby Please Come Home) fills the Oldsmobile at full blast. 

There is an instant uproar as they barrel down the road. 
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OXYGEN (laughing) 

Turn that shit off, it’s seriously making me nauseous. And it’s 

July! 

 

INKUS 

Shut up, it’s perfect! 

 

A bell begins to ring on the dashboard. An engine light flickers 

on.  

MAC 

Did you check the car over before we left? 

 

INKUS  

Of course I did! 

 

JULES 

You didn’t, didn’t you? 

 

INKUS 

Okay, maybe I didn’t. 

 

OXYGEN (groaning) 

Inkus! You made sure you had 1940s Christmas music, but not a 

working engine? 

 

INKUS (apologetic but smiling) 

It’s 1960s Christmas music! And I’m sorry! Just relax, I’ll pull 

over.  
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EXT. HIGHWAY SHOULDER – CONTINUOUS 

 

Lou Rawls’ Have Yourself A Merry Little Christmas is playing 

inside the car while Jules pours everyone cups of coffee from a 

thermos. Oxygen sits beside her in the driver’s seat, while 

Inkus and Mac look beneath the hood of the car. 

 

INKUS 

Yup, that’s an engine. 

 

MAC 

You have enough gas, your battery’s fine, and your wires are 

good. Check the carburator. 

 

INKUS 

This thing? 

 

MAC 

Yeah. 

 

INKUS  

It looks fine to me. Maybe it’s something else? 

 

MAC  

I didn’t take an auto mechanics course before coming on this 

trip, you know. Although it would have been the rational thing 

to do, considering who’s behind the wheel.  

 

INKUS 

Okay, okay. Just get back in the car and I’ll figure it out. 

Don’t worry.  
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He gestures to the few cars passing by, to the yellow grass on 

either side of the highway and to the big blue sky. 

 

INKUS 

We don’t have to be anywhere for any particular time. We don’t 

have to answer to anyone. We’re in no hurry. This is awesome 

man, it’s gorgeous! Just chill in the car and I’ll get this 

thing started in no time.  

 

INT. CAR – CONTINUOUS 

 

JULES 

What’s going on? 

 

MAC 

I honestly have no idea. It might be the carburator. He said 

he’ll try to fix it. 

 

OXYGEN 

Really? ‘Cause it looks like he’s writing a poem. 

 

Sure enough, Inkus is leaning against the front of the car, 

writing in his notebook.  

 

OXYGEN 

Hurry up! I’m nauseous. I need a Sprite. 

 

JULES 

Hit the carburator with something! 
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INKUS 

What? 

 

JULES  

Just bang on it! Maybe that’ll get it started. 

 

Looking around for something to strike the carburator with and 

finding nothing, Inkus whacks the carburator with his notebook 

and slams the hood shut. Oxygen turns the key in the ignition. 

The engine roars to life. Inkus and Oxygen howl in triumph. 

 

MAC 

How did you do that? 

 

JULES (grinning) 

Intuition.  

 

Inkus opens the driver’s side door. As Oxygen gets out, they 

both look down the street. Their excitement quickly fades. 

 

MAC 

What is it? 

 

OXYGEN 

Cops!  

 

MAC 

Get in the car. Not that fast! Slowly. Take it easy. 

 

Inkus and Oxygen get in the car. Jules peers nervously out the 

window. The cruiser comes closer. 
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MAC (grumbling) 

That’s not a cop, it’s a security patrol. We’re a perfect case, 

a bunch of teenagers in an old car, playing frickin’ Christmas 

music on the side of the road. Inkus, listen to me. 

 

He leans in and whispers into Inkus’ ear. 

 

INKUS (seriously) 

Got it. 

 

OXYGEN (aggressively) 

Tell him we haven’t done anything wrong. Why can’t he just let 

us be?  

 

JULES 

Calm down. We should hear him out and do as he says, he’s a 

security guard for a reason.  

 

OXYGEN 

Yeah, the reason being that the government wants to keep tabs on 

everybody. There’s too much bureaucracy and not enough respect 

for the individual’s private life, if you ask me. 

 

MAC 

Are we seriously going to get into this now? Just keep quiet.  

 

OXYGEN 

I think the individual would be better off without government. 
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MAC 

What? Where would we be without security guards and police 

officers and public services? You have to think about what’s 

good for the collective, not just the individual. Otherwise 

society wouldn’t work.  

 

OXYGEN 

I so disagree with that –  

 

JULES 

Quiet! 

 

The cruiser stops behind them. Inkus turns down the music and 

the four watch as the officer strolls over to the driver’s 

window and leans down to stare at Inkus. 

 

INKUS 

What can I do for you, officer? 

 

OFFICER 

You can turn the music off for a start. It’s July. 

 

Oxygen snorts weakly. The cop gives her a withering stare. 

 

OFFICER 

 I’ll need your license and registration. What’s going on here? 

Problem with your engine? 
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INKUS 

No, no, not at all. My friend Sara here was just feeling sick, 

so we pulled over.  

 

The officer pores over Inkus’ paperwork, then hands it back to 

him. 

 

OFFICER (sceptically) 

Your friend Sara was feeling sick. And the music was helping her 

out? 

 

INKUS 

Yes, sir. I just wanted to take her mind off being sick. You 

okay there, Sara? 

 

OXYGEN (queasily) 

Not really, James. 

 

INKUS 

Can she get out of the car, sir? 

 

Officer 

Well - 

 

At that moment, Oxygen vaults out of the car and promptly 

projectile vomits. 

 

OFFICER 

Jesus Christ! 
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INKUS (reproachfully) 

I told you, sir. She’s really in bad shape. 

 

OFFICER (angry and disgusted) 

Alright kid. Just get her cleaned up and don’t idle on the side 

of the road. And turn down your Christmas music. 

 

Oxygen throws up once more before getting back in the car. 

 

INKUS 

Thanks officer. You gonna be okay, Sara? 

 

Sara nods as Inkus waves cheerily to the disgruntled officer. 

The Oldsmobile takes off. 

 

EXT. REST STOP - DAY 

 

By the time they arrive at a rest stop, all four of them are 

hysterical. Oxygen’s face is streaming with tears. Mac and Jules 

are laughing. Inkus whoops again as he pulls into a parking 

space. 

 

OXYGEN 

Oh my God. Oh. My. God. 

 

MAC 

I can’t believe we pulled that off. 

 

INKUS 

Props to you!  
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MAC (shrugging) 

There’s no way he would’ve let us be if he figured out we had a 

bum engine and that we fixed it by banging the carburator with a 

bunch of poems. I mean, I’m all for public services, but you 

don’t tell cops things like that if you want to stay out of 

trouble.  

 

JULES (sounding relieved) 

Nice going. (To Oxygen) And you can throw up on command all of a 

sudden? 

 

OXYGEN 

I actually felt sick, so it wasn’t hard! (Shoving Inkus) You and 

your Christmas music! 

 

INKUS (grinning) 

My music saved us! But I took a chance there. I wasn’t sure if 

you would actually be able to throw up.  

 

OXYGEN 

Well, I did. So you owe me a Sprite. 

 

The four of them get out of the car. Mac and Jules sit on the 

car hood in the midday sun while Inkus and Oxygen head into a 

Tim Horton’s. 

 

INT. TIM HORTON’S – CONTINUOUS 

 

INKUS 

You feeling okay? 
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OXYGEN 

Yeah, but I was serious about that Sprite. 

 

INKUS 

No, I meant… you know. 

 

OXYGEN (cross) 

I don’t want to talk about it, Inkus. Wasn’t this trip supposed 

to get my mind off that stuff? 

 

INKUS 

It’s not a chance for you to run away – 

 

OXYGEN 

Who said anything about running away? 

 

INKUS 

Let me finish. This trip isn’t about running away. Yeah, it’s 

about taking your mind off stuff, but you’re going to have to 

deal with it anyway. And don’t get all defensive. I know you. 

You put on a tough face, like you own the world and nothing can 

bother you.  Don’t do that on this trip. 

 

Oxygen is silent, staring at the rows of donuts and muffins as 

Inkus orders sandwiches and drinks. 

 

INKUS 

You owe it to Mac and Jules to tell them what happened. And me, 

actually. You’ve given me zero details.  
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OXYGEN 

I don’t owe anybody anything. This trip, Niagara Falls, it’s 

just a joy ride for them. 

 

INKUS 

So that’s what you think Jules asked you back in my driveway? 

Whether you were ready for this joyride? She and Mac are too 

smart and they know you too well to believe that. Don’t keep 

them in the dark. 

 

OXYGEN 

There are just some things I don’t wanna think about right now. 

 

INKUS 

If it bothers you that much, then we should probably talk about 

it. Not now, but later. All of us. No one is going to judge you. 

Just think about it, okay? 

 

He hands her a green plastic bottle. 

 

INKUS 

Here’s your Sprite. Now, be sprightly. 

 

Oxygen shoves him and smiles wanly as they walk back out into 

the parking lot. 

 

INT. OLDSMOBILE 88 – EVENING. 

 

The Roadholders have been in the car for a few hours, snacking 

and talking. They are in the middle of a question game.  
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INKUS 

Okay. Next question. What quality do you value the most in a 

human being? 

 

OXYGEN 

Success. 

 

JULES 

Kindness. 

 

MAC 

Rationality. 

 

OXYGEN 

Ew. Boring. 

 

MAC (stubbornly) 

Boring, but logical. A person can be successful, but if they’re 

totally irrational then there’s no point being around them. 

 

JULES 

So even if the person was unkind, you’d be okay with him as long 

as he was rational? 

 

MAC 

If he was really rational he wouldn’t be unkind. 

 

OXYGEN 

True that. 
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JULES 

Inkus? 

 

INKUS 

I agree with Mac, but what I value the most in another person is 

emotion. Their ability to feel, you know? To be really alive.  

 

OXYGEN 

You can feel alive without being emotional. 

 

INKUS 

I disagree. 

 

JULES 

So do I. Oxygen, you of all people should know that. Aren’t you 

the one who’s always looking for new experiences? 

 

OXYGEN 

Fine. You win. (To Inkus) Aren’t we stopping anywhere tonight? 

It’s getting late. 

 

MAC 

There’s a motel a few kilometres ahead, just outside Ottawa. 

It’s cheap, too. 

 

OXYGEN 

Have you done this before or something? 

 

MAC 

 I did my research. 
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INKUS 

Ottawa it is. 

 

EXT. MOTEL – NIGHT 

 

Oxygen leans against the railing of the motel’s outdoor 

mezzanine, smoking a cigarette. Jules emerges from the room 

behind her. Oxygen quickly flicks the cigarette over the railing 

and crosses her arms. 

 

JULES 

You use a mild stimulant to stay calm? 

 

OXYGEN (joking) 

Shut up, Jules. I’m a nervous person, you know that. 

 

JULES 

I thought you gave up smoking. Wasn’t it part of your life plan 

or something? Trying to be a better person? 

 

OXYGEN 

So I’m flawed. Sue me. 

 

Instead, Jules gives her a hug. 

 

JULES 

You and Mac should both take it easy. You guys are so anxious. 

 

OXYGEN 

I know. I’m just trying to figure everything out. 
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JULES 

Figure what out? 

 

OXYGEN 

You know… stuff. 

 

JULES 

‘Kay, I can read people, but I’m not that good. 

 

OXYGEN (laughing) 

It sounds stupid, but I just need to figure out what kind of 

person I want to be, and what I want to do with my life. I just… 

can’t put my finger on it. I want to be hugely successful. I 

want to be rich and famous and happy, but also smart and caring 

with a nice family and a lot of good friends. I want to travel 

the whole world. And I want to have a job that moves me, not a 

prison sentence in an office cubicle.  

 

JULES 

You want a purpose. 

 

OXYGEN 

Exactly. I feel like I’m just going along with that formula; 

school, work, career. But I want it to be more than that. I 

need, like, a goal. 

 

JULES 

You have too much riding on your own greatness. 

 

OXYGEN 

What greatness? 
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JULES 

 The greatness you seek. All of us have the potential to be 

great, in different ways. You just have to find yours and then 

chase it. Don’t worry, you’ll find it. Just give it time.  

 

The two lean their elbows on the railing and look into the 

parking lot, thinking. 

 

JULES 

I think out of all of us, Inkus has it figured out the best. 

 

OXYGEN 

He never seems to worry about anything. He’s always so happy. 

 

JULES 

He’ll be a brilliant writer someday. Speaking of Inkus, he and 

Mac want to go to the club across the street. You wanna come? 

 

OXYGEN 

Sure. Did Mac come back from his little exploring expedition? 

 

JULES 

Don’t make fun of him. He’s freaking out about applying to 

university this year, so he wanted to check out U of O. 

 

OXYGEN 

Without us? 

 

JULES 

He said something about needing to be alone with his thoughts. 
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OXYGEN 

That’s such a typical Mac thing: “Being alone with his 

thoughts.” 

 

JULES 

Anyway, he’s back and he wants to get drinks. I’ll try to make 

sure he doesn’t get too drunk and you watch out for Inkus. He’s 

the only one I trust behind the wheel of that old car of his. 

 

INT. CLUB – NIGHT 

 

A few hours later, the club is loud and crowded. The air is full 

of techno music, cigarette fumes and the stench of alcohol. The 

Roadholders are sitting at the bar, sipping drinks. 

 

JULES (To Oxygen) 

You look unusually square. You wanna dance? 

 

OXYGEN (gratefully) 

Sure. 

 

The two of them get up, leaving Inkus and Mac alone at the 

counter. Mac quickly downs his drink and asks for another. 

 

INKUS 

You okay? 

 

Mac nods and takes a gulp of his second drink, setting the glass 

heavily back down on the counter already half empty. 
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INKUS 

How was your tour at the university? 

 

MAC (shrugging) 

It was okay. The building’s beautiful, and I talked to a couple 

people hanging around. They were chill. 

 

INKUS 

What are you thinking of studying? 

 

MAC (anxious and forthcoming) 

Jesus, I don’t know Inkus. I’ve been going over it in my head 

for months, and every time I think I’ve made up my mind, I 

change it again. 

 

INKUS 

I thought you were set on poli sci? 

 

MAC 

Not anymore. I can’t decide between political science, history, 

journalism, philosophy, education, communications, humanities or 

law. 

 

He takes another gulp of his drink. 

 

INKUS 

You still have time to think about it. Don’t stress out about it 

so much, you’ll get an ulcer. 

 

MAC 

It’s scientifically proven that stress doesn’t cause ulcers.  
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He takes another gulp of his drink. 

 

MAC 

You don’t understand. Usually I can figure everything out. I can 

take it apart in my head and figure out how I feel about it and 

make my decisions. I can calculate it. All of a sudden I have to 

decide what I want to do with my life and it’s like I’m hitting 

a wall. I’m freaking out. 

 

INKUS 

Hey. Even if you don’t like your choice, you can switch out 

after. It’s not a big deal. 

 

MAC (agitated) 

Yes, it is. I don’t have the time or the money to make mistakes. 

Even thinking about moving to Ottawa is crazy. You think I have 

the money to do something like that? No way. I’ve been working 

twenty-five hours a week at frickin’ Costco for the past three 

years and I still don’t have enough. And when I’m not working, 

I’m trying to study so I have a shot at getting in someplace on 

scholarship. When I’m working, I feel like I should be studying. 

And when I’m studying, I feel like I should be working. 

 

He asks for another drink before having finished his first. As 

he continues to talk, Inkus waves it away without Mac noticing. 

 

MAC 

And the whole thing is throwing me off balance. A good, 

successful person is always balanced. There has to be a complete 

equilibrium between the body, the mind and the heart. And right 

now, I just feel completely wrecked.  
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INKUS 

Stop drinking then. 

 

He pulls the glass away and looks into Mac’s eyes. 

 

INKUS 

Mac, listen to me. You are one of the smartest, most hard 

working, most rational people I know. You’re always thinking 

about something big and important and you’re a fantastic guy. So 

stop worrying. It’s just life, just growing up, you know? The 

struggle and the stress and the craziness is what makes us who 

we are. It’s like… the beauty of the struggle within the life 

experience.  

 

Mac snorts into his drink.  

 

INKUS 

I’m serious. You’re gonna look back on this and laugh, but it’ll 

be nostalgic too, you know? There’s always a solution, man. You 

just can’t give up. I’ll help you out. ‘Soon as we get back 

home, I’ll help you out. 

 

MAC (weakly) 

Thanks, man. It means a lot to me. 

 

INKUS 

Don’t mention it. 

 

At that moment, there is a loud crash and the sound of breaking 

glass. Inkus jumps off his stool. He scans the room and then 

heads to a corner of the club, Mac in tow. Oxygen, Jules with 



Cusmano 34	  

her, is facing a tall, muscular young man in a tight black T-

shirt. He is shielding a young woman, his girlfriend, with one 

arm while he yells at Oxygen, eyes wide. 

 

JOCK 

What do you think you’re doing? Just what the fuck do you think 

you’re doing? 

 

OXYGEN 

I did jack shit, okay? What the hell are you talking about? 

 

JOCK 

You think you can just come in here and grind up against my 

girl? Touch her ass? Who do you think you are? 

 

OXYGEN 

I didn’t touch anybody’s ass, man! You’re out of your mind! 

 

Jules is holding Oxygen by the elbows to keep her from flying at 

the jock. Soon, Inkus and Mac are by Oxygen’s side as well. All 

of a sudden, the club is a lot quieter. Inkus approaches the 

jock with his palms up in a placating gesture. 

 

INKUS 

Hey man, she didn’t mean anything, okay? We don’t wanna cause 

problems. Let’s just all keep it cool.  

 

OXYGEN (to the jock) 

You’re a big piece of shit! 

 

MAC 

Not what he meant by keeping it cool. 
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JULES (tugging her arm) 

Oxygen. Oxygen! Let’s go, okay? Leave it. He’s just an asshole. 

C’mon, let’s go.  

 

JOCK (sneering) 

Yeah, get the hell out. Dykes aren’t welcome here. 

 

Before he or anyone else can react, Oxygen breaks free and 

punches him viciously in the face. Bellowing, the jock rears and 

catches Oxygen in the eye with a huge fist, knocking her to the 

floor. Before he can swing again, Inkus breaks a beer jug over 

his head, ducking just in time as another jock aims for Inkus’ 

nose. Mac’s fist connects with the second jock’s left ear. Blood 

spurts onto the floor as the club is consumed by pandemonium. 

Drunken teenagers are throwing punches indiscriminately. Amid 

the chaos, Jules manages to drag Oxygen to the door and opens 

it, hurrying out into the night. His face covered in blood, Mac 

lurches after them, breathing hard.  

 

JULES (screeching) 

Inkus! 

 

Miraculously, he appears from behind an overturned table and 

hurries towards them. Someone grabs him by the collar. Inkus 

stabs the attacker’s hand with his fountain pen, leaving him 

howling on the floor of the club.  

 

 

INKUS (grinning wickedly) 

LET’S GO! 
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The four of them run madly across the street. They check that no 

one is following them before racing to the motel further down 

the street.  

 

INT. MOTEL - CONTINUOUS 

 

The Roadholders burst into their motel room. Mac bolts into the 

bathroom and throws up. Oxygen crosses the room to her knapsack 

and begins to throw things into it without saying a word.  

 

INKUS (to Jules) 

You okay? 

 

JULES 

Yeah, I’m fine. Do you think anyone followed us? 

 

INKUS 

Nah, we’re good. Even if they did, it would be like something 

out of a movie, wouldn’t it? Man, what a fight.  

 

Mac stumbles out of the bathroom. Jules moves toward him to wipe 

the remaining blood from his face as Oxygen begins to collect 

all the clothes and bags strewn on the floor.  

 

INKUS 

Oxygen, you okay? What are you doing? 

 

OXYGEN 

We have to get out of here. Now. 

 

INKUS 

Relax. Nobody followed us. It’s fine. Just keep calm, breathe.  
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He approaches her and puts his hands on her shoulders. 

 

INKUS 

Oxygen, Oxygen, Oxygen… 

 

Oxygen shrugs him off, throwing a T-shirt and a paperback book 

into a knapsack. 

 

MAC 

I think she’s right guys. We should probably go. This 

neighbourhood is small, how do we know they won’t find us? 

 

OXYGEN (ruefully) 

We don’t. That’s why we need to leave.  

 

INKUS 

Okay, fine. If that’s what you want, fine. We’ll be runaways. 

Like that Killers’ song. I’ll play it in the car, it’ll be like 

a soundtrack… 

 

Suddenly, Oxygen gives him a shove. 

 

OXYGEN 

Stop it! Just stop it, okay? This isn’t funny anymore! They’re 

going to find and beat the shit out of us, we can’t stay here! 

 

MAC (stepping between them) 

Okay, okay. Everybody stay calm, don’t panic. Grab your stuff 

and let’s go. We have to give back the room keys. Who has the 

second room key? 
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Jules 

I have mine, I let us in when we got here. 

 

Inkus 

I have mine somewhere.  

 

He rummages in all his pockets. The room key has a tag on it 

with the hotel’s name and address. But the only things in Inkus’ 

pockets are scraps of paper from his notebook. The colour drains 

from Oxygen’s face. At that moment, an engine can be heard in 

the motel parking lot.  

 

Mac  

GO, GO, GO! 

 

The four grab everything in sight. Only Inkus thinks to leave a 

fifty dollar bill on the bedside table. Jules dashes for the 

door. 

 

MAC (screaming) 

Not there, the window! Take the fire escape! 

 

They clamber out of the window and race down a rickety iron 

staircase at the back of the motel. Inkus races off to get the 

car. Mac, Inkus and Jules hear yells and shouts, and the revving 

of another engine. The Oldsmobile roars to a stop in front of 

them and they pile in pell-mell. Inkus floors the accelerator 

and the car takes off, half the doors still open. Oxygen 

struggles to a sitting position and looks out the back window as 

they careen down the road. 
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Oxygen 

They’re gaining on us! 

 

Inkus swerves. Jules screams. They whiz past derelict office 

buildings, their broken windows and brick facades blurred beyond 

the windows. Suddenly, there is a loud crash behind them. 

 

JULES (panicked) 

What was that? 

 

MAC 

A mailbox. They hit a mailbox. 

 

Jules 

We should go back and help! 

 

OXYGEN (yelling) 

Are you out of your mind? 

 

MAC 

We’re not going back. It’s not our fault if they were driving 

drunk.  

 

He flops back down into his seat and closes his eyes. 

 

MAC 

We’re safe.  
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INT. OLDSMOBILE 88- NIGHT 

 

JULES 

You okay? 

 

INKUS 

Yeah, I’m fine. 

 

JULES 

We’ll stop soon, alright? It’s late.  

 

She looks at Inkus’ tired eyes and pale face. Mac and Oxygen 

have fallen asleep in the backseat. 

 

INKUS 

What happened at the bar? 

 

JULES (wearily) 

What do you mean? 

 

INKUS 

I mean, did Oxygen really touch that girl? 

 

JULES (quietly) 

Yeah, she did. 

 

Inkus sighs and manoeuvres off the highway, looking for a place 

to stay. 

 

JULES 

She’s having a really rough time, isn’t she? 
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INKUS 

She is. But don’t worry, she’ll get through it. By the end of 

this trip, everything will be fine. You’re very astute, aren’t 

you Jules? 

 

He takes her hand. 

 

JULES 

I care about my friends. 

 

INKUS 

So do I. 

 

He parks in front of a hotel and turns off the engine. His voice 

drops to a whisper and he looks into Jules’ eyes. 

 

INKUS 

I care even more for a friend who’s kind, and smart, and 

beautiful. Who has a great laugh and a wonderful soul. Who can 

put up with my harebrained schemes and my cloying 

sentimentality. 

 

Jules stifles a giggle. She squeezes his hand. 

 

INKUS 

I think that, after a certain point, it becomes more than just 

simple caring. 

 

JULES 

I would’ve guessed as much.  
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Inkus grins. Then he leans in and kisses Jules.  

 

 

EXT. GANANOQUE - BEACH 

 

The next day, Inkus, holding popsicles, makes his way over to 

Oxygen, Mac and Jules, who are sprawled on several towels. The 

sun shines brightly as waves lap gently at the shore. The rocky 

beach is deserted, a small cove far removed from the more 

popular sandy areas. The Roadholders are barefoot, clad in 

shorts and T-shirts.  

 

 

INKUS 

Okay, everybody pick a colour. We’ve got red, yellow, orange, 

and blue. 

 

OXYGEN 

They didn’t have any purple? 

 

INKUS 

No, they didn’t have any purple, you picky child. And I wouldn’t 

complain if I were you; I had to trudge through hundreds of 

floaty toys and dirty children and hairy old naked people. 

Interesting mind you, but still annoying. All because you want 

to play recluse. So yeah, no purple. Only primary colours. 

 

MAC 

There are only three primary colours. Orange is complementary.  
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INKUS 

In that case, Mac, you’ll have the orange one. As a tribute to 

your knowledge about the colour circle. 

 

MAC 

You mean the colour wheel. 

 

Smiling, he takes the orange popsicle as Inkus sits down beside 

them.  

 

JULES 

Oxygen ought to have the red one; it’s the colour of passion and 

love and anger, right? Powerful sensations. Perfect fit. 

 

OXYGEN (to Jules) 

If I get red because I’m so sensational, then you’re getting the 

yellow one. 

 

JULES 

Why? 

 

OXYGEN 

Because that means Inkus will get the blue one. His whole mouth 

will turn blue and it’ll look like he swallowed his fountain 

pen.  

 

The four of them laugh as Inkus hands the girls their popsicles 

and pulls out his notebook and pen. Mac pulls a straw hat low 

over his eyes and lies on his back. Oxygen stares blankly at the 

sky. Jules watches Inkus, who grins at her when he catches her 

staring. 
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Suddenly, they hear a scream. A child’s high, thin wail. It 

stops as suddenly as it began.    

 

OXYGEN 

Did you guys hear that? 

 

Another scream. Then silence. A third scream, muffled and watery 

this time. As though the child were bobbing in and out of water. 

 

MAC 

Look! 

 

A little boy is thrashing and choking in the lake. He is much 

too far from the shore and there isn’t a lifeguard in sight. 

 

INKUS 

Oh, God, he’s drowning.  

 

He leaps to his feet and begins to run toward the water, 

stripping as he goes. Mac follows, shouting at the little boy to 

stay calm. Jules clambers to her feet, reaching for her phone. 

Oxygen stands up as if in a dream and stands stock-still. Inkus 

is already in the water, swimming fast to reach the boy. 

 

JULES (on the phone) 

Hello? Hello? Emergency? Yes, somebody’s drowning! A little kid. 

We’re on the rocky beach on Royal Avenue, not the big one, the 

smaller one. Just off the main road, hurry! No, there isn’t a 

lifeguard. No, no, I’m not alone, I’m with my friends, they went 

to pull the kid out of the water. They’re coming back right now 

– oh God! Oh my God, his face is blue… He isn’t breathing… 

Please, hurry up! 
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Jules and Oxygen watch anxiously as the boys return. Dripping 

with lake water, Inkus and Mac carry the boy between them. He 

can’t be older than ten. Mac shakes the pebbles off the towels 

as Inkus sets the boy down. Oxygen still hasn’t moved. She 

stares wide-eyed at the child’s limp body. 

 

INKUS  

(breathless) 

Mac…Mac… CPR. Do you know CPR?  

 

Mac is already leaning over the child and begins to pump his 

chest. Fifteen quick pumps. Then he presses his lips against the 

boy’s mouth and blows twice. He repeats the procedure three 

times. Jules is on her knees beside the boy, holding his hand 

and crying. Oxygen looks like she might pass out.  

 

Suddenly, the boy takes a rattling breath and convulses, 

spraying lake water into Mac’s face. Mac sits back, breathing 

hard. Relieved, Jules helps the boy sit up, asking him his name. 

Heaving a sigh, Inkus gets up and moves toward Oxygen. She 

stares at the boy without seeing him, her expression one of pure 

terror. Inkus puts his arms around her.  

 

INT. HOTEL ROOM – DAY 

 

Inkus is sitting on one of the double beds, munching potato 

chips and scribbling in his notebook. Jules sits beside him, 

watching the news on TV. Mac is lying on the double bed across 

from them, eyes closed. The sound of running water can be heard 

from behind the closed bathroom door. 
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JULES 

Do you think she’s okay? She’s been in there for a half hour… 

 

INKUS (shouting) 

Oxygen, don’t even think about drowning yourself, okay? That kid 

is fine, he’s probably at home with his mom by now. Thank God 

one of the responders was his uncle, can you believe that?  

 

JULES 

I couldn’t believe he actually made it through. I just wish 

Oxygen would come out…  

 

INKUS (shouting to Oxygen) 

Death by drowning in a seedy hotel shower, in Gananoque, of all 

places, is incredibly lame, Oxygen. I expect a more spectacular 

exit from you.  

 

MAC (murmuring) 

She could jump over the edge of the Falls. 

 

INKUS (exuberantly) 

Right! (To Oxygen) You hear that, Oxygen? Hang in there till we 

get to the Falls. We’ll push you off if you want.  

 

JULES (worriedly) 

Stop it.  

 

INKUS (shaking his head) 

She needs this. (To Oxygen) Also, if you die, we’d miss you! 

 

At that moment, the water stops and Oxygen emerges from the 

bathroom. Her hair is in a towel and her eyes are red.  
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OXYGEN (voice cracking) 

Inkus, you’re completely insane. 

 

INKUS 

That’s the beauty of it, my love! 

 

He gets to his feet and begins to jump up and down on the bed. 

Laughing, Jules scrabbles over to sit beside Mac, who at first 

looks disgruntled, then grins when he sees Inkus.  

 

INKUS 

In this dingy hotel room we celebrate the beauty and the passion 

of life! 

 

JULES 

The kindness and the compassion and the love! 

 

INKUS 

All of those things! We celebrate youth! We celebrate our bodies 

and our minds and our hearts. We bless our bodies and our minds 

and our hearts. 

 

MAC 

You’re gonna break the bed, you heretic. 

 

INKUS 

No, sir! 

He points at Mac. 
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INKUS 

I bless your very lips, sir! I bless those very lips that 

breathed life back into that little boy, Timmy Hannigan! 

 

JULES 

His name was Tommy Hannaford. 

 

INKUS 

Taylor Hirschfield it is, then! And I bless him too, for that 

matter! I bless him for his youthful naiveté! He is a shining 

example of the innocence of youth, tempered and transformed by 

experience into wisdom! Never again will he venture into Lake 

Ontario as an invincible little boy! He will enter it as an 

invincible young man, who knows that because he almost drowned 

once he will definitely not try it again! Thank God for him, 

four wanderers were chilling nearby, four roadholders were there 

to rescue him!  

 

MAC 

What the hell is a roadholder? 

 

Inkus thumps his chest. 

 

INKUS 

One of them delivered him from the watery depths that would have 

washed the life out of him! Of course, he made sure to take off 

all his clothes and display his stunning physique, purely for 

his comrades’ appreciation and not for any nautical advantage. 

 

Jules wolf whistles. 
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 Inkus points at Mac and Jules in turn. 

 

INKUS 

One of them gave him the kiss of life, the kiss of true love, 

the kiss of true love of life! And one of them held his hand and 

blessed him with her tears, like Mary Magdalene! 

 

MAC 

You know Mary Magdalene, but not the colour wheel? 

 

INKUS (pointing at Oxygen) 

And one of them was so terrified for him, one of them cared 

about him so much, she couldn’t even move. Her fear and her love 

and her distress were so great, she was wholly incapacitated.  

 

Inkus jumps ever higher, moving his arms in a sweeping gesture.  

 

INKUS 

We witnessed this boy Theo Hooligan’s baptism, my comrades, his 

baptism by fire! We were privy to his coming of age!  

 

In his excitement, Inkus jumps so high he hits his head on the 

ceiling. He topples off the bed to the floor, knocking over a 

clock radio and putting his foot through a lamp shade. He 

emerges to see Mac and Jules laughing hysterically. Even Oxygen 

is smiling.  

 

INT. HOTEL – NIGHT.  

 

In the dark hotel room, the Roadholders are asleep. A fire alarm 

begins to blare. 
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MAC (howling) 

Could anything else possibly go wrong on this trip?! 

 

Jules accidentally ploughs her elbow into his face in her rush 

to get out of bed.  

 

JULES (blearily) 

Sorry, Mac! 

 

Groaning, Mac fumbles for a pair of shoes and his wallet. Oxygen 

is sitting up, shaking Inkus’ shoulder. 

 

OXYGEN 

Inkus, wake up! Wake up! We have to go! 

 

INKUS (half-asleep) 

Can somebody turn off that alarm clock? 

 

OXYGEN 

Idiot! It’s a fire alarm!  

 

She puts her mouth next to his ear. 

 

OXYGEN 

FIRE! 

 

Inkus’ eyes snap open.  

INKUS (smoothly) 

No need to yell. Aren’t people supposed to stay calm during a 

fire? 
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The four of them pull on sweaters and jackets, thrust their feet 

into sneakers or slippers and leave the room, stopping only to 

collect their valuables. Inkus snatches up his fountain pen and 

his notebook. The corridor outside their room is deserted, 

filled with a haze of smoke as they make their way to the exit. 

Inkus plants himself in front of the elevator and jabs the 

button. Shrieking in frustration, Oxygen pushes open the door to 

the staircase and yanks Inkus down the steps. Jules follows, 

with Mac bringing up the rear. Their voices can be heard echoing 

down the stairs. 

 

OXYGEN 

Will you get a move on, please? 

 

MAC 

Yeah, c’mon Inkus, speed it up. 

 

INKUS 

This’ll make a great story someday. 

 

OXYGEN 

Not if we don’t live to tell it, it won’t! 

 

Inkus 

Who said anything about dying? Did I break that clock radio for 

nothing? Jeez… 

 

 

EXT. HOTEL – NIGHT 

 

The Roadholders sit on the sidewalk across the street from the 

hotel. Three fire trucks and an ambulance, lights blazing and 
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sirens blaring, block the street. People stream out of the hotel 

as firemen unroll their hoses. 

 

JULES 

What did they say it was? 

 

MAC 

A pretty big fire on the first floor. A potential gas leak, too. 

Dangerous stuff. We could be out here a while, but they’re 

feeling pretty confident about it.  

 

OXYGEN (morosely) 

Inkus, didn’t you say this trip was going to be a getaway? As 

in, taking a break from things? Getting away from problems? 

Because all we seem to be doing is getting into trouble. 

 

JULES (quietly) 

That’s not fair, Oxygen.  

 

INKUS (not unkindly, to Oxygen) 

That stuff is out of my hands. This is life, girl. Shit happens. 

Even when you’re trying to get away from it. And then you grow 

from what happens to you. I don’t know about you, but if I had 

to get in a bar fight, save a kid from drowning and then risk 

getting burnt alive, I wouldn’t want to do it with anyone but 

you three.  

 

The four are silent for a while, watching the commotion across 

the street.  

MAC 

Oxygen, what happened to you before we left?  
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Oxygen sniffs without saying anything.  

 

JULES 

We just want to help, that’s all.  

 

OXYGEN 

It’s nothing serious.  

 

MAC 

Tell us what it is then. 

 

OXYGEN (nervously) 

It’s honestly nothing! I just… A few days ago, I saw a girl get 

hit by a car. 

 

JULES 

What? 

 

OXYGEN 

I saw a girl get hit by a car. I saw a girl get hit by a car, 

and I didn’t do anything about it. I just… I just stood there. 

 

MAC 

Were you alone? 

 

OXYGEN 

 No, no, I wasn’t alone. It was downtown. Lots of people, all 

over the place. It was… It was at the Gay Pride Parade. 

 

MAC 

A girl got hit by a car at Gay Pride? 
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JULES 

On purpose? 

 

OXYGEN (pained) 

I don’t know- 

 

INKUS 

There was construction on the street that day, a bunch of roads 

were blocked. Chaos, y’know. It was an accident.  

 

MAC 

You were there? 

 

INKUS 

Nah, Oxygen told me a bit about it later. But not much.  

 

OXYGEN (nodding) 

There were tons of people and cars and noise, traffic being 

redirected… And she just got hit by a car. She got run over, 

actually. But she was still alive after it happened. Her body 

was all fucked up and she was still moving. 

 

JULES (queasily) 

How close were you? 

 

OXYGEN 

Thirty feet away? Twenty? Close enough. I saw everything. And I 

wanted to help her, I really did, but I just couldn’t move. I 

was frozen. She… She’d asked me before, she’d asked me whether 

it was my first time at the Parade. We’d talked a little, she 

was really nice to me. She told me she was going to try to cross 

the street to meet up with her girlfriend. And I knew it wasn’t 
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safe, I knew she shouldn’t… But I didn’t say anything. I just 

didn’t. And then a few minutes later she crossed and… and she 

got hit. 

 

She begins to cry. 

OXYGEN 

People started yelling. Somebody – her girlfriend, I guess – ran 

over to her and started screaming. This awful, awful screaming. 

And people were running over to help, and somebody called an 

ambulance. And I just stood there and I couldn’t stop looking at 

that girl, all mangled. I stood there until the cops told me to 

leave. They needed to clear the area. 

 

MAC 

When did this happen? 

 

OXYGEN (shrugging) 

About a week before this trip. But the day after the accident it 

was in the news and I heard people talking about it, on the 

street, you know, at the bus stop or something… And they were 

saying something about fags, about how all fags are dirty and 

nasty and shitty, how that girl deserved to die because she was 

a fag… 

 

Oxygen is really crying now. Jules sidles closer to her and puts 

an arm around her shoulders. Mac looks desolate. Inkus, for 

once, is silent.  

 

OXYGEN 

I went to Gay Pride to try to feel safe, and all it did was fuck 

me up. I couldn’t take it. I didn’t sleep for two days. I 
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couldn’t get my brain to shut off. And I didn’t want to tell 

anyone because then they would know I’d been at Gay Pride. 

 

She looks at Inkus.  

OXYGEN 

But I called Inkus and I had a huge meltdown, and I told him ‘I 

have to get out of here. I’ll die if I don’t get out of here…’ 

 

Oxygen’s voice breaks and she begins to sob. 

 

INKUS 

And I told her we would go on a road trip. I said, “I don’t need 

to know all the details if you don’t want to tell them, but 

we’ll go on a road trip with Mac and Jules and we’ll just take a 

break from everything. We’ll all just be together for a little 

while. And eventually everything will be fine.”  

 

He and Mac move closer to the girls and the four huddle. Oxygen 

begins to sob. 

 

INKUS (gently) 

Oxygen, Oxygen, Oxygen… 

 

EXT. NIAGARA FALLS – DAWN  

 

The Oldsmobile rolls to a stop on an outcropping that overlooks 

the city of Niagara. Down below, Niagara Falls roars as the sun 

peeks over the horizon. The Roadholders get out of the car. 

Inkus settles himself on the roof. Jules leans against his legs, 

which are dangling over the windshield. Mac sits beside Jules on 

the hood and Oxygen clambers up to sit next to Inkus. 
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Speechless, The four watch the Falls in the glow of the rising 

sun. 

 

INKUS 

Mac, I love you. 

 

A surprised silence follows. Jules’ eyes widen.  

 

MAC 

What? 

 

INKUS 

I said, I love you. 

 

MAC 

Okay… thanks. I love you too? 

 

INKUS 

Is that a question? 

 

MAC 

What? No, I guess not. 

 

INKUS 

Assert yourself! 

 

MAC 

I love you. 

 

INKUS 

In spite of all my imperfections? 
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MAC (catching on) 

In spite of all your imperfections.  

 

INKUS 

Regardless of who I love or what I do with my time or what I 

want to do with life or what colour my toothbrush is? 

 

MAC 

Regardless of all that! 

 

INKUS (to Jules) 

Jules, I love you. 

 

JULES 

I love you too, Inkus. 

 

INKUS 

Why? 

 

Jules (laughing) 

Because you’re funny and sweet, and creative and passionate. 

Because you’re beautiful in every way. 

 

Inkus looks genuinely moved. 

 

INKUS 

And I love you because you’re caring and compassionate, because 

you’re kind and wonderful and beautiful in every way. 

 

JULES 

Mac, I love you. 
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MAC 

I love you too, Jules. 

 

JULES 

I love you because you’re calm and logical and dependable. 

Because you’re reliable and kind and supportive. 

 

MAC 

And I love you because you always do what’s right, and because 

you’re always nice to people and because you have an amazing 

instinct.  

 

He turns to Oxygen.  

MAC 

Oxygen, I love you. 

 

Oxygen smiles at him. Her eyes are filled with tears. 

 

MAC 

I love you because you’re not afraid to speak your mind or use 

your fists. And I knew who you were on the night we first met, 

when we had that misunderstanding about those drunk girls 

flailing around on the floor. 

 

They all chuckle. 

 

MAC 

I knew it then and it didn’t change anything. And you’re telling 

us again now and it still doesn’t change anything. That’s only 

logical, right? 
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JULES 

Oxygen, I love you. I love you because you’re adventurous, 

because you’re a fighter and because you seek your own kind of 

greatness. 

 

Inkus leaps to his feet on the car roof and throws his hands 

into the lightening sky. 

 

INKUS 

OXYGEN, I LOVE YOU! 

 

His friends look up at him, grinning. 

 

INKUS 

We all love you! And someday, each of us will be with someone 

who loves us (He winks at Jules). Someday, you will find a 

beautiful, wonderful, fantastical, transcendent creature and she 

will love you, too! But right now, in this moment, we all love 

you. We all love each other! Isn’t that beautiful?  

 

JULES 

Those Falls are beautiful. 

 

MAC 

They really are. 

 

INKUS 

But they wouldn’t be half as beautiful if we weren’t all here 

together, now would they, comrades? 
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OXYGEN (smiling at all of them) 

No, they wouldn’t.  

 

The four of them are smiling as Inkus sits back down. Tears 

stream down Oxygen’s face. Beneath them, Niagara Falls are lit 

up by the sun in dazzling shades of orange, yellow and red. 

 

THE END 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

	  
 


