We start with a mom and her teenager daughter in a car driving. The mom and her daughter are trying to find music to listen to and keep insulting each other's music choices. The insults are initially light and genuinely seem to piss each other off, but then the two get into it, and the insults get more ridiculous and they are both laughing and it is clear they are having a good time. But as the mom is looking at the daughter, laughing, the audience sees she is drifting off course into the other lane. A truck is approaching. The daughter sudden stops laughing and screams terrifies "Mom!" pointing ahead but as the mom starts to look back the truck hits them head on and it cuts to black.

We cut to the mother, covered in blood, hanging upside down in her car seat, coming to slowly. She blinks once, twice, and she can see the other truck next to them, turned over, a broken wheel still spinning. She turns to search for her daughter, finds her on the ground, face down, still. She shouts her daughters name but her voice is just a whimper, she is pinned by the broken sear. But she whisper-shouts her daughter's name, sobbing quietly.

We cut to black again, and now the mother is no longer covered in blood, just fresh scars. She is sitting with her head down, tapping her foot. She's in a hospital room alone, sitting on the edge of her bed, although she should really be laying in it, but she can't, she's too nervous. She has her palms between her legs as best she can, tubes sticking from bandages in her arms and attached to the machinery around her. She's staring at her palms and at the sickly green, squeaky clean linoleum floor. And she looks up and stares at the clock on the ceiling. The same clock she's looked up at thousands of times. Her only companion at the room. She stares, watching the endlessly turning second hand, and waits.

There is a knock on the door. She jumps. She tries to get up but the doctor gestures her down. She gets up anyway.

"Where is my daughter?" she asks. The doctor hesitates.

"I have good news and bad news he says."

Immediately we see the emotions fill her face. What could he mean? A serious fracture? Complications from surgery? A lifetime in a wheel chair? Organ transplants? We her expression shift from fear, to hope, to courage. She closes her eyes and takes a deep breath, gaining her composure. Whatever challenges there may be, as long as she has her daughter, they'll them together.

"What's the bad news?" she asks.

"Well your daughter's dead."

We see that same courage leave her like a flickering flame, like it was sucked out of her by a vaccum. Her expression hardens, but in her eyes you can see the pain. The pain and the grief and confusion that has only just begun to haunt her, and will continue to do so for many years, possibly her entire life. She looks like the doctor just slapped her, she stares at him in disbelief. She opens her mouth to speak, but instead its just a gasp, following by a pathetic sounding mewling.

"...But..." she whispers, as if she could somehow take his words back for him. She closes her mouth again, swallowing hard, and the first of many tears slides down her face.

"...but...then what's the good news?!" she pleads.

"Well I just saved a bunch of money on my car insurance by switching to Geico." the doctor says nonchalantly.

The woman's expression of pain worsens, and followed by an even deeper confusion and disbelief. She lets out a wail. And maybe, somewhere in the recesses of our mind, that wail is still echoing. She doesn't fall, she just sort of slumps, sobbing. And her sobs fade as that familiar voice takes its place.

"Geico. Fifteen minutes could save you fifteen percent or more on car insurance."

