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BLACK.

A door CREAKS open.

FADE IN:

INT. KID’S BEDROOM - DAY

All is dark. Blackout curtains keep away the sun. Everything 
in the room is disguised as a silhouette.

A panel of light reaches across from beyond the door as it 
opens, to illuminate the leg of a bed.

The shadow of a little boy crosses it.

The door CLICKS shut.

And all is DARK again.

MUFFLED footsteps. Quick, and shallow breaths. The RATTLE of 
objects being knocked around as he gropes through the near-
blackness.

PTUNK!

CONAN
OW!

HOP. CRASH! CLANGG. Springs in the bed SQUEAK as the 
silhouette of the little boy falls on the mattress.

Equipment is FIDDLED with.

CONAN (7) puts on his night-vision goggles and suddenly we 
can see the world around him.

It’s a child’s bedroom - his bedroom.

Toys lie sprawled across the floor, like an obstacle course 
for anyone who dares enter...including him.

Through the green-tinted glasses, he examines his big toe. 
Wiggles it. Rubs it where it hurts.

Then jumps on to his feet, and surveys the terrain.

CONAN (CONT’D)
(Hushed, yet serious)

Special Agent Conan is in the 
fortress.



The boy crawls around in Spy Mode. He holds a Nerf gun in his 
hand for backup.

MAMA (O.S.)
Conan! Quit goofing around and come 
for breakfast!

He doesn’t listen. There’s more important things to do - like 
sneak up on the big, stuffed elephant that’s keeping his 
action figures captive.

MAMA (O.S.) (CONT’D)
CONAN!

The little boy jumps on to a shelf, catching his inanimate 
enemy off guard. He cocks his Nerf gun, and -

CONAN
Pew! Pew! Pew!

Bullets rain all over his bedroom. A few hit their target - 
the stuffed elephant, and send it toppling sideways.

Somewhere outside, the SOUND of a key turning through a lock.

Conan stops dead in his tracks.

Listens.

And then, a surge of excitement!

CONAN (CONT’D)
Papa!

The little boy bursts through the door of his bedroom, 
letting daylight dawn upon the silhouettes of his toys.

CUT TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

The door to the house opens. It is indeed PAPA (39)! And in 
his hands is a humungous present!

Even the wrapping paper is ultra-cool - red, with little 
fighter planes dotted all around it.

The boy GASPS!

He dashes towards his Papa - his bunny eared home slippers 
FLOPPING wildly as he runs.
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Mama (37) turns her head to throw a quick glance at them. 
She’s at the KITCHEN ISLAND. Phone glued to her ear.

CONAN
Is it a PS4? Please be a PS4! Ooh- 
Or a DRONE!!! But I won’t be sad if 
it’s a PS4!

Conan latches on to his dad’s right leg. Papa PROTESTS a 
little, but doesn’t mean it. He limps in to the house while 
giving his son a ride on his leg.

He sneaks up behind his wife, who’s arguing with someone on 
the other end of a call.

MAMA
No. Not the Hercules cake, the 
Conan the Barbarian cake- No it’s 
not one and the same! 

Conan is uninterested in everything that’s happening around 
him. His eyes are trained on the XXL present.

Papa sets it down as he goes to kiss Mama’s neck from behind. 
She’s mildly startled.

This is his chance! Conan lands his paws all over the big red 
box - he’s going to rip it open. Mama spots this and 
immediately moves away from Papa to stop her little boy.

She puts the phone away from her ear for the briefest second 
and instructs Conan in a low, yet firm voice.

MAMA (CONT’D)
Not until your birthday party 
tonight!

CONAN
BUT IT’S ALREADY MY BIRTHDAYYY!

Conan STOMPS a foot in protest. Mama raises a finger to her 
lips and shushes him. Then picks up a tray from the kitchen 
counter and thrusts it in to Papa’s arms.

MAMA
Get him ready for school please, 
he’s gonna be late.

(In to phone, angrily)
Then put me in touch with someone 
who CAN help it- Where’s your 
manager?

Papa takes the tray from her wordlessly. Goes to sit at the 
breakfast table. Gestures for his son to join him.
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He juggles a knife, and then begins to cut slices out of the 
loaf of bread on the tray. Butters them up. Layers them with 
ham.

Conan looks at him admirably.

Papa takes the ketchup bottle and squeezes it over the open 
ham sandwiches. Draws a face in sauce - in red squiggly lines 
is an angry emoji with slits for eyes and a jagged mouth.

Conan looks at it and then up at Papa. Papa points his head 
towards Mama who is making a similarly terrifying face.

Conan GIGGLES. Papa SNICKERS with him.

Papa puts one slice of the sandwich to his mouth and bites in 
to it. Conan follows in his father’s steps.

Mama picks up the large present. Conan’s eyes shoot across to 
clock it. They follow her to his parents’ bedroom.

She disappears in to it with the prized possession. But not 
before she ROARS and PUNCHES the wall in utter frustration.

The two boys can’t control their amusement any longer. Papa 
GRUNTS. Spurts out a bit of ham from his mouth. Gives Conan a 
broad smile. He has a little bit of bread stuck between his 
teeth - Papa the goofball!

This results in more uncontrollable GIGGLES.

INT. PARENTS’ BEDROOM - DAY

The GIGGLES continue.

Conan’s now in his parents’ bedroom with Papa, who takes off 
his own cargo shorts to reveal cartoon underpants. Papa then 
looks back at their open window, and makes a rather animated 
face of shock and embarrassment.

Conan can’t stop LAUGHING at the antics of his dad.

Papa goes to the window, and DRAWS the curtains. Then throws 
his and Conan’s respective uniforms on to the bed.

He puts on office trousers and dons a blazer over his shirt. 
Then lifts Conan by the back of his collar, like a cat would 
do to its young, and places him in front of him by the bed. 
Starts to dress his boy up.

Drapes a tie around Conan’s neck. Makes a perfect knot, but 
one end is much, much longer than the other one. He tucks the 
super long end in to Conan’s pants and gives him a wink.
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Conan grins, happy to share a little secret with his dad.

Papa then lifts one of Conan’s legs and puts it on his knee. 
With his two fingers, he gestures for Conan to watch him. He 
takes the two ends of the lace and carefully demonstrates how 
to tie a bow.

Then he taps his son’s other calf.

PAPA
Your turn.

Conan raises his foot and rests it on his father’s knee. 
Together, they get Conan to learn the knot. Success! Papa 
extends his fist to Conan and Conan gives him a fist bump.

Then they turn to leave. Mama passes by the bedroom door, 
pointing to Conan’s shoes before she goes.

MAMA
He’s not walking around the house 
with those on.

CONAN
I just learnt to tie the bow Mama!

Conan kicks his foot forward to show Mama but she’s already 
gone. Papa taps his shoulder. Flexes his big, badass biceps. 
Lowers them to Conan’s height.

PAPA
Hop on.

Conan wraps his arms around his dad’s bicep and dangles from 
it. Together, they walk/swing out of the bedroom, without 
Conan’s shoes ever touching the carpet.

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

Papa sets Conan down at the door of their house. Fixes his 
son’s hair, that’s gone a little awry from the ride.

Then bends down to look at him in the eye.

PAPA
Ready to walk on your own from 
here, big guy?

Conan nods his head, still mesmerized by his father. Papa 
opens the door, and the two men leave home, for school and 
for work.

The door is shut behind them.
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INT. LIVING ROOM - LATER, EVENING

The door opens.

It’s Conan and Papa again.

Both have their shirts untucked, and ties gone awry. They’ve 
just got back from their respective worldly duties.

CONAN
Can I open my present now, please 
please, pleaase?

Papa LAUGHS pleasantly.

PAPA
Your Mama will kill us. Wait for 
the party, big guy?

This placates Conan.

The two boys enter, and shed everything on their backs in 
tandem - Papa puts his keys in a nearby key bowl; Conan sets 
his bag down. Papa loosens his tie, and his little boy mimes 
his moves.

Then they both go their separate ways - Papa to the fridge in 
the kitchen, and Conan to his bedroom.

INT. HALLWAY - EVENING

Conan steps foot in to his bedroom. Stops.

He peeps to see where his father’s at. Papa is looking for 
something in the kitchen. He’s in his own zone now, and isn’t 
bothered about Conan.

This is his chance!

The little boy whips out his night-vision goggles, and sneaks 
in to his parents’ bedroom instead.

INT. PARENTS’ BEDROOM - EVENING

Through the night-vision goggles, we see Conan’s arms and 
legs, as they negotiate the space of the master bedroom.

CONAN
Come out, come out, wherever you 
aaare!
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The little boy OPENS the drawers. SIFTS through the cupboard. 
SQUATS to poke his head under the bed... The big, red box 
holding the mystery present appears to be nowhere.

Somewhere outside, the SOUND of a key turning through a lock.

Conan stops dead in his tracks, once again.

Listens.

The SOUND of someone STEPPING in to the house, RUBBING their 
feet on the doormat reaches his little ears.

CONAN (CONT’D)
Uh oh.

Conan edges towards the bedroom door and peeks through it. 
Takes off the night vision goggles and perches them on his 
forehead.

He watches as Mama enters the house, phone still very much 
stuck to her ear.

MAMA
Thanks Liz. See you in a bit.

She cuts the call and looks straight ahead at someone Conan 
can’t see. She’s in a happy mood.

MAMA (CONT’D)
Did you pick Conan up from school? 
Looks like it’s going to be a good 
old caterpillar cake for him now-

PAPA (O.S.)
(Grumbling)

Where is my beer?

MAMA
Huh?

PAPA (O.S.)
I said, WHERE have you HIDDEN my 
beer??

Mama tenses up. Her face loses its glow.

MAMA
Everybody’s going to be over for 
Conan’s party any time now. Hold 
back for tonight, no?

She puts down her bag and nears Papa. Conan can see him now. 
She puts her hands on his hips and strokes him gently.
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Papa brushes her hands off.

PAPA
It’s a party, babe, loosen up! 
Everybody’s going to have a drink 
in their hand.

Papa crosses her to go lounge on the couch. He lifts his legs 
on to the centre table. Extends his hand expectantly.

PAPA (CONT’D)
Go on then, fetch it for me.

Mama EXHALES. Turns to get them.

MAMA
Okay, I’ll get you one.

Conan’s eyes widen. He ducks behind the door, careful not to 
be caught. Drops his night-vision goggles down to his eyes 
again, and begins to scurry around the room.

CONAN
You’re running out of time, Special 
Agent! Must find the present, and 
evacuate.

The disagreement between his parents continues outside, but 
only muffled VOICES reach his ears. They don’t intrigue him - 
all his attention is focused on finding the mystery present.

PAPA (O.S.)
(Distant)

Just ONE? I don’t need it RATIONED 
to me. I’m paying for that shit.

MAMA (O.S.)
(Distant)

That’s the only shit you’re paying 
for...

Through the green-tinted glasses we see Conan’s hands 
furiously search the room. Toss things around.

SCREECH. THUMP. GROWL. The noises from outside seem to be 
getting more aggressive now.

MAMA (O.S.) (CONT’D) 
(Distant)

Ed... Come on! Don’t be a spoil 
sport.
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PAPA (O.S.)
(Distant)

I’M being a spoil sport? What kind 
of hostess doesn’t serve you drinks 
when you ask for them!?

MAMA (O.S.)
(Distant)

I AM getting you one, aren’t I!

PAPA (O.S.)
(Distant)

No, WE are getting the whole crate 
out. In fact, why don’t I follow 
you!

Conan moves back to the door, to check on his parents. Sees 
as Papa merely flicks his fingers, motioning for Mama to turn 
around.

She obliges. Starts walking towards their bedroom.

Conan jumps away from the door. Desperately scans the room 
for a place to hide. Spots the curtains. Steps behind them 
and DRAWS them to a close.

The STOMPING of feet ECHOES through the house.

Their sounds grow LOUDER.

And LOUDER.

Until they’re at the bedroom door.

It SWINGS open, and Conan jumps back in fright. Papa enters 
through it, with Mama by his side.

Mama FLIPS the light switch. The room fills with a dim yellow 
glow. Papa TAPS the floorboards with one foot, impatiently.

Mama heads towards the cupboard. There’s a unassuming panel 
of wall next to it. She feels around with her fingers, finds 
an edge, and opens it.

Both, Conan and Papa watch on in amazement - it’s been right 
in front of them all along!

Mama reaches in and pulls out a crate.

A red shimmer.

Conan’s eyes widen.

It’s his present! The big red box is in here as well!

9.



He gives an involuntary GASP. Mama picks up on it and turns. 
Conan steps back and closes the small slat in the curtains.

The demure little silhouette of Mama surveys it for a split 
second. Then the larger, brawny silhouette of Papa STOMPS 
towards the panel.

Their outlines are all Conan can see through the sheer of the 
curtain now.

PAPA (CONT’D)
W-wait. There’s more in there?

Papa LAUGHS.

PAPA (CONT’D)
How much of a stash are you keeping 
hidden from me!

MAMA
That’s just for parties.

PAPA
Well today’s a party. Bring ‘em 
out!

MAMA
A CHILD’S- Your son’s 7th birthday 
party, Ed!

The large figure approaches the smaller figure. Looms over 
it. Almost threateningly.

The smaller silhouette of Mama takes a tiny step away.

PAPA
You know I’m getting awfully tired 
of you telling me what to do. Are 
you my mother?

MAMA
Be reasonable.

The SOUND of a RUMBLE from deep within the throat of Papa. He 
suddenly lifts his hand and squeezes her mouth with it.

Conan is startled by what he’s seeing.

PAPA
You think you’re better than I am, 
don’t you?

Mama doesn’t flinch. Despite the vice grip on her mouth, she 
tries to put a word in:
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MAMA
Enough is enough, Ed.

PAPA
YOU DON’T CALL THE SHOTS IN THIS 
HOUSE!!!

The large silhouette tosses aside the petite one, leaving his 
hard grip on her mouth as he does. Mama’s silhouette stumbles 
sideways.

She tries to straighten up again, and face the big one. But 
Papa’s figure doesn’t allow it - he presses her down to her 
knees with his hand on her head.

MAMA
Edward, stop it!

Conan digs his nails in to his sweaty palms. Stays frozen. 
Confused.

The larger figure pulls the hair back from the smaller one, 
and forces her to look up at him.

PAPA
Who’s the bigger man now, eh!

Mama’s figure is limp. He shakes it around by yanking her 
hair, and it just flails.

PAPA (CONT’D)
I said... WHO’S THE BIGGER MAN NOW, 
EH??

MAMA
You are.

PAPA
Can’t hear youu!

MAMA
You are!

The big brawny figure raises its arm and SLAPS the punier 
one’s face. SMACK!

Conan stumbles back.

Eyes wide with fright.

Another resounding SMACK!!

Conan tries to scream but he can’t.
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He puts his hands to his ears to drown out the sound. 
Squeezes his eyes shut.

BLACK.

CONAN (V.O.)
I wish I could.. I wish... That I 
never saw what I saw. I wish Papa 
goes back to being the superhero he 
was.

INT. LIVING ROOM - EVENING

Conan opens his eyes.

Before him are seven colorful candles, burning brilliantly on 
a caterpillar cake - ‘HAPPY BIRTHDAY CONAN’ it reads.

He’s surrounded by all his favorite people, young and old, 
wearing party hats and joyful expressions.

And beside him, is Papa. With a cape on his back.

Conan looks up at him - and Papa’s tall figure looms above 
him, in an uncanny fashion. He gulps.

Papa smiles. There’s food stuck in between his teeth again. 
But all Conan can focus on are his pointy, sharp pincers.

The little boy looks back at his cake, tense. BLOWS out the 
candles in an attempt to complete his wish.

BLACK.

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

Conan is still at the breakfast table. Except, where the cake 
was, is now a loaf of bread on a tray.

It’s the next day.

He’s in his PJs with his school shirt on, half-dressed, as 
usual.

Steamers from the party hang from the walls, half torn down. 
A few balloons lie lifelessly on the floor, the air in them 
almost gone.

Mama’s at the stove, making eggs.

Papa sits in the chair in front of him.
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He juggles the knife - the sharp, deadly knife. It’s stropped 
edge glints in the light from the window.

KEERRRR- KEEERRR-

The CRISP sound of Papa cutting through the loaf sets Conan 
on edge.

Papa slices through the butter deftly and spreads it on to 
the slices. It’s almost like a serial killer practicing his 
knife skills.

Mama comes in and plops two sunny side ups on the two slices 
of bread in front of them. Conan slightly relaxes.

Papa leans and kisses her on her neck, out of habit. Mama 
flinches, again, out of habit.

Conan notices it all this time. The moment: it’s not 
romantic. And Mama’s neck: it’s streaked with bruises.

She goes away. And Conan follows her figure as it moves 
around the kitchen. He’s still in a confused daze.

When he looks back, his father’s eyes are bearing in to him. 
It startles him.

Papa points his head to today’s ketchup masterpiece - it’s an 
emoji with devil horns on it.

Conan looks from the ketchup face to his father’s face and 
back to the ketchup face, and then back to his father’s. 
Suddenly, he can see the resemblance.

He gives a half smile.

Papa raises his fist out for a fist bump. It’s almost like 
he’s going in for a punch. You can even see the whites in his 
knuckles. Conan doesn’t return the fist bump.

Papa knots his eyebrows for a moment, but doesn’t think much 
of it. They chomp in to the open sandwiches in silence.

Conan can almost hear Papa’s teeth BASHING and GRINDING the 
food menacingly in his mouth.

More BASHING. More GRINDING.

Conan sets down his plate and turns to go change his clothes.

Papa taps his shoulder. Then bends down to Conan’s altitude 
and offers his son his big bicep. A single vein grotesquely 
throbs on it.

13.



Conan acquiesces.

They swing together to the bedroom. Conan’s face is not 
pleased. Only ashen.

INT. PARENTS’ BEDROOM - DAY

Papa draws the curtains. He throws their respective uniforms 
on the bed.

He dons a blazer himself. Then positions his son in front of 
him by the bed. Begins to dress him up. Puts his legs in to 
his school pants.

Then Papa slings a tie around Conan’s neck.

Conan stiffens.

Papa ties the knot and slowly drags it up to his son’s 
collarbone. It’s almost like tightening a noose around his 
neck.

Conan doesn’t dare move a muscle.

FADE OUT.
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