
INT. SEAN TRUCK’S CAB - DAY

CHLOE rides in tense silence with this gruff man as he
smokes a cigar. The smoke is a little overwhelming, but
Chloe suffers through, not wanting to seem ungrateful.

SEAN casts a sideways glance at Chloe as she pulls her hood
back, hands shaking with hunger.

CHLOE
You don’t have anything to eat, do
you?

He reaches over and opens the glove box, revealing a stick
of beef jerky. He hands it to her. She chews into it,
grateful.

She decides not to give her real name, but the name she has
adopted to hide her from her past.

CHLOE
...I’m Chloe.

Chloe sees the silver dog tag hanging from Sean’s neck, but
she keeps her hands to herself.

CHLOE
Were you in the army?

Sean doesn’t answer.

CHLOE
Doesn’t this mean you were in the
army?

Sean just continues driving, not looking at her. She looks
back into the camper area of the truck, seeing where Sean
lives.

CHLOE
Wow.

SEAN
(annoyed)

What?

CHLOE
Suddenly my life doesn’t look that
bad.

SEAN
Hey, if you’d prefer the road--

He starts to pull to the side.
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CONTINUED: 2.

CHLOE
No no, it’s great-- Looks cozy.

Sean pulls back onto the road. Chloe takes off her gloves,
rubbing her hands with the cold. Sean turns up the heater
and rolls up the window.

SEAN
Here. Put your hands on this.

He reaches for her hands. She jerks away.

SEAN
I ain’t gonna hurt you, kid.

CHLOE
No, it’s just... when people touch
me, something happens.

SEAN
What?

CHLOE
I don’t know. They just get hurt.

SEAN
...fair enough.

Long beat. Sean looks at her duffel bag.

SEAN
Where are you headed?

CHLOE
Alaska. Have you ever been there?

Sean nods.

CHLOE
Is it beautiful?

SEAN
Yeah.

CHLOE
Why did you leave?

SEAN
I tend to wear out my welcome.

She looks at his bruised knuckles.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 3.

CHLOE
Does it hurt?

SEAN
All the time.

Long beat.

SEAN
What kind of name is Chloe?

CHLOE
I don’t know. What kind of name is
Sean? My real name is Mary.

Sean gives her a look, then looks again at her duffel bag.

SEAN
So, Mary. What are you running
from?

CHLOE
...home.

Beat.

CHLOE
What about you?

SEAN
I don’t remember.

The camper swerves in the ice.

CHLOE
You know, you should wear your
seatbelt.


