
Fed Up



FADE IN:

INT. CHURCH - DAY

Empty pews in a dim sanctuary. Solid oak on fat slabs of 
limestone. Coins drop into a tin offering box and echo loudly 
off the high-vaulted ceiling painted with saints and shadows.

Beneath a round stained-glass window, small candles flicker 
on a sturdy metal stand. Their faint glow illuminates a 
slender woman praying on a kneeler with her head down. The 
patch on her denim work shirt reads in faded cursive: GRACE.

As she finishes praying, Grace crosses herself and lifts her 
head. Below her right eye, there’s a dark, swollen bruise. 

INT. HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT

A cheap light fixture hangs above a dinner table. Its harsh 
bulb shines down on a big and bloated man, SAMUEL, with a 
scowl on his face. He stares down at a generous helping of 
spaghetti on the plate in front of him.

SAMUEL
You’re worthless, you know that?

Grace stands at the sink, scrubbing pots and pans underneath 
a running faucet.

SAMUEL (CONT’D)
Completely useless.

GRACE
I didn’t mean to upset you.

SAMUEL
I wanted the other kinda sauce.

Samuel glares at the steaming marinara on his spaghetti.

GRACE
It’s pretty much the same recipe. 
Used to be your favorite, remember?

SAMUEL
I always hated it. Just never said 
anything.

Grace looks down and scrubs, wounded by the remark.



GRACE
I used fresh tomatoes. Ones from 
the garden. Why don’t you just try 
a bite and see if you like it?

SAMUEL
Are you telling me what to do?

Samuel looks over at Grace, eyes burning with contempt.

INT. CHURCH - DAY

Candles burn on the metal stand below the stained-glass 
window. Grace prays beside them on the kneeler. Her mouth 
moves slightly with every deep and devout word of her silent 
intentions.

On Grace’s bottom lip, there’s a big, fat gash. A raw and 
bloody cut to match her badly swollen eye.

INT. HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT

Samuel chews. His mouth full of food. A half-devoured plate 
of spaghetti and sauce -- the kind he likes -- in front of 
him.

SAMUEL
How long you leave this on the 
burner?

Grace stands at the sink, scrubbing a noticeably higher pile 
of pots and pans.

SAMUEL (CONT’D)
It’s not the way I like it.

GRACE
Two hours.

SAMUEL
Shoulda left it on longer. Has no 
taste.

GRACE
I followed the recipe. It said two.

SAMUEL
Then you didn’t stir it enough or 
somethin’ ‘cause it’s no good.
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Samuel chews another forkful and washes it down with a big 
swig of beer.

SAMUEL (CONT’D)
And way too much salt.

GRACE
I don’t think I used more than a 
teaspoon?

Grace takes a look over at the open cookbook out on the 
counter to double check the recipe.

SAMUEL
I don’t need a damn book tellin’ me 
how it’s supposed to taste! It’s 
too much!

The ferocity in his voice rattles off the cabinets. Grace 
flinches. The light above the table flickers. Samuel notices.

SAMUEL (CONT’D)
And that bulb’s not gonna change 
itself. It’s gettin’ on my nerves.

Grace nods in quiet acknowledgment.

INT. CHURCH - DAY

Grace prays on the kneeler, holding a rosary in her hands. 
Fifty-nine beads strung together on a single thread. She rubs 
them reverently between her thumb and forefinger.

Around Grace’s wrist, there’s a plastic hospital bracelet.  
Dark painful bruises run up and down both arms. Her fair skin 
a stark contrast to the grisly trail of black and blue.

The stained-glass window above her refracts a bit of color. 
Stray beams of sunlight beginning to shine through.

INT. HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT

Samuel’s stomach growls. A low, impatient grumble. There’s 
barely a scoop of spaghetti on his plate. No sauce.

SAMUEL
This isn’t enough. 

Grace scrubs the tower of dirty pots and pans in the sink. 
Samuel pushes his plate in her direction.
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SAMUEL (CONT’D)
Make some more.

GRACE
It’s all we have.

SAMUEL
You said you got groceries.

GRACE
I bought what I could.

Grace keeps her head down, scrubbing diligently. Samuel sits 
back and gives her a hard look.

SAMUEL
You better watch it. I know what 
you’re thinkin’.

Grace scrubs another pot. Steel wool scouring cast-iron.

SAMUEL (CONT’D)
You think you’d be better off 
without me. Happier. More 
appreciated.

He lets out a chuckle.

SAMUEL (CONT’D)
Feel like you actually mattered for 
once in your life.

Samuel smirks, crooked and heartless.

SAMUEL (CONT’D)
Get it outta your head. You can’t 
do anything on your own. Absolutely 
nothin’.

Grace scrubs harder. The grease almost gone.

GRACE
You’re wrong. I don’t want to 
leave.

SAMUEL
‘Cause you’re weak.

Grace stops scrubbing.

GRACE
No. Because you depend on me.
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Samuel snorts in amusement.

SAMUEL
God, you’re pathetic.

The light above the table flickers. Samuel snaps.

SAMUEL (CONT’D)
And I thought I told you to take 
care of that bulb!

GRACE
I changed it twice. There must be 
something wrong with the fuse.

Samuel’s eyes harden, unforgiving. 

INT. CHURCH - DAY

Intense rays of sunlight shine through the stained-glass 
window, showering every stone and tile with a radiant 
kaleidoscope of blues, greens, reds and yellows.

The candles beneath the window burn brightly. Not a single 
wick unlit, not a single one wavering. The kneeler sits 
empty, but the pews are completely full. A tremendous 
congregation. Their faces shining in the light. Men, women, 
young and old. Resilient looks.

INT. HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT

The faucet runs. A powerful stream of water pouring into the 
sink piled high with dirty dishes. Unattended, it overflows, 
spilling all over the counter and onto the floor.

Samuel sits alone at the dinner table. His feet sopping wet 
in a steadily-rising pool of water. The plate in front of him 
is empty. Not a single crumb. His stomach growls. A deep, 
agonizing wail. He winces. The sharp pain too much to bear.

The light above the table flickers. Samuel looks up at the 
bulb. The voltage shooting across the filament struggles 
mightily, barely able to hold a charge. It fizzles. Then -- 
POP! -- the bulb burns out.

CUT TO BLACK.

THE END
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