


MARTY 
April, stop packing. 

 
She doesn’t stop packing throughout the following. 

 
APRIL 

Oh, that’s right, shit...Lemme sit 
down and hear some of that Marty 
Kaan spin. Fuckin’ sell me. * 

(off his silence) * 
Nothing? Okay, I’ll go for you. * 

 (MORE) 
My name is Marty Kaan whatever it 
is you think you know, you don’t. 
I’m smarter than you and I’ll make 
you need me then I’ll show you that 
I am completely incapable of being 
loyal to anything or anyone but 
myself. I’ll show you how all I 
can do is blow the shit out of 

every goddamn thing that could be 
something good in my life. 

 
MARTY 

I slept with Monica one time since 
we’ve— 

 
APRIL 

I don’t fucking care about the sex, 
Marty! But it tells me who you 
are. You’re in the middle of a 
fucking custody battle. She’s 

trying to take your son, who by the 
way deserves better than you two 

and in the middle of that your dick 
got hard? Who does that? 

 
MARTY 

Me. I’m fucked up. 
 

APRIL 
I’m pissed at myself because I knew 
who you were. And I still fell for 

that shit. Maybe because I’m 
fucked up too. But you know what? 
You’re even more fucked up. And 
you’re too fucked up for me. 

 
MARTY 

April, you’re not going. Sit the 
fuck down. 

 
He tries to physically restrain her. Not so much violent as 
desperate. 
 



APRIL 
Where were you when you told me you 

loved me? 
(off his silence) 

Get off me. 
 
And with that, she leaves. 


