Overwhelmed by his haul, he wrestles the phone from his
pleated khakis.

He looks at the screen, shrinks and takes a deep breath as he
answers the call on speaker. He juggles the conversation and
cars backing out, like an '80s Frogger arcade game.

DAD
I'mon my way. I'm on my way.

MOM (0O.S.)
Don't let them down again.

DAD
I know. I know. I couldn't make it
last weekend.

MOM (O.S.)
Or the last four.

Nate loads the gear into his SUV hatch.
DAD
I had to cover the group tours. It's a

new job. I texted! I think I texted.

MOM (O.S.)
Why this weekend, Nate? Why the rush?

DAD
The moon is full, Mars is in
retrograde. And I have Dad's
telescope.
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DONNY
Is there fishing? 27
DAD
ROBBY
Bears? 29
DAD
rooh?2 2N
Argh? 30

w
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Donny looks at Robby with the sad eyes because she i1sn t

playing~

fhe]s?;;eg Sig“l? and-decides—to play aliﬂg ?BE re—etild

ROBBY

Sir, reporting for duty, sir. 32
DAD

At ease, cadets. A few rules of 33

engagement before beginning this
mission. No sodas, potato chips,
marshmallows, and/or chocolate bears,
gulp, I mean BARS. Chocolate BARSSSS,
until we eat dinner at zero seven
hundred hour.

The kids side glance each other at his incorrect time.

DAD (CONT'D)
Your mission, should you choose to 34
accept... clear tent pad, gather
firewood, get the food off the ground
and away from critters. And have some
bonafide fun!
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DAD

L fir 5 4

ROBBY

Initiating firing sequence.

Dad smiles at her over his newfound success with the dark
one.

DAD
Scalpel.

She slaps the roasting stick into his hand. He shakes his
stinging hand.

DAD (CONT'D)
And now the tricky part, men. And
geeenntllle ladies? The science behind
the perfect s'more comes down to
fire... and sugar... and time. And
primal gut instinct. Argh argh argh.
Rookies prefer a little heat, leaving
the mallow in the middle mostly raw,
while the true connoisseur goes for
the toasty golden exterior with a warm
pink center. But we are neither
rookies nor connoisseurs. We are real
men... ahem, warriors. The real
warrior... the brute neanderthal beast
of a warrior beats his -or her- chest,
raises the powdery confection to the
sky, prays down fire, fire from

(MORE )

55

56

57
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DAD (CONT'D)
Gaawwwd! Fire that licks the sugary
mallow de marsh, charring the outside
to a rich black while furiously
heating the center into a grand golden
gooey goodness...

. 1 141 ] B : 14
off...—somewhere-

FADE TO BLACK

10 EXT., RIVER BANK - NICHT

mosguitoes—
DONNY
Where-did-you—learnto camp,—Dad? 58
DAD

n
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ROBBY
Didn't your dad die when you were a 60
littlo kid?

DAD
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