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FADE IN:

INT. DREAM BALLROOM - NIGHT

BLACK & WHITE

A fancy gala is being held. Black tie, pompous socialites,

the works. Through the crowd bursts DAVID FREEMAN, his eyes

wide, collar soaked with sweat. From the other side of the

party, 2 LARGE MEN emerge in hot pursuit.

David runs through the never ending sea of black and white

tuxedos and cocktail dresses. The men gain on him, pushing

people left and right.

A slender, dark TALL WOMAN stands carelessly, smoke dances

up from her long cigarette.

TALL WOMAN

(to David in a slow French

way)

What are you doing?

David continues past her.

DAVID

(over his shoulder)

I don’t know!

Behind him, the 2 LARGE MEN become 5 LARGE MEN bulldozing

through the ignorant party-goers. Turning his head forward,

the Tall Woman appears again.

TALL WOMAN

Where are you going?

DAVID

(passing by)

I don’t know!

The pursuers pull even closer, now a group of 20. There’s no

escape. David enters an even deeper stage of panic as the

Tall Woman appears one last time.

TALL WOMAN

Why are you running?

This one hits David. He slows down.

DAVID

I don’t know?

(CONTINUED)
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The Tall Woman frowns and disappears into the crowd. David

turns as 30 LARGE MEN lunge toward him! They fall on him,

blocking all daylight.

CUT TO:

INT. PETER’S PARIS OFFICE - DAY

David lies in wait on a deep burgundy couch. DR. PETER

ACHRISTOS, late 30s, sloppy and balding, sits uncomfortably

in his scratchy, shit brown suit covered in mustard stains.

On the desk behind him, a plaque reads: "DR. PETER ACHRISTOS

M.D." and next to it, an old vacation picture of Peter and

David in tacky Hawaiian shirts and zinc covered noses. All

of this barely visible amongst a scattered mess of files and

fast-food wrappers.

CAPTION: 0 YEARS, 3 MONTHS, 0 WEEKS, 2 DAYS, 8 HOURS, 35

MINUTES & 42 SECONDS BEFORE IT HAPPENS

PETER

Then what happens?

DAVID

Nothing.

PETER

Nothing?

David shakes his head.

DAVID

Nothing.

PETER

Mhhm... well that is a pretty god

awful ending to a dream, my friend.

DAVID

Yeah, I know-

PETER

I mean I thought, you being the

creative type would have at least

come up with some kind of ending.

Kind of a waste-

DAVID

Waste? What am I’m paying you for?

(CONTINUED)
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PETER

(cutting him off)

WASTE... of my time. So now I’ll

just assume you’re seeing someone

else and dealing with your real

problems. I’m just your side

shrink.

DAVID

No, I don’t need another shrink..

I’ve already got my problems and

yours, I don’t think I could take

on another psychiatrist’s.

PETER

Yeah. Alright. Fuck off. (Beat)

What do you think about the couch,

by the way?

DAVID

I mean-

David sits up to face Peter.

DAVID

It’s a piece of shit, Pete.

Peter’s eyes bulge out of his skull. David smirks,

accomplished. He lives for this.

PETER

What?!?

DAVID

Well it looks great...

The leather squeaks as David adjusts himself.

DAVID

But for what it makes in looks, it

loses big time in comfort.

PETER

Couldn’t disagree more. I was

actually considering lying there,

myself. That’s how much I like that

couch.

DAVID

You like this couch THAT much?

(CONTINUED)
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PETER

Would I lie to you?

DAVID

Would you mind trading?

Peter wipes the sweat off his throbbing temple vein and

dramatically exhales.

PETER

(with feigned dejection)

You dare to spit in my face... I

give you the comfiest and most

expensive of all my furniture. And

this is how you repay me? Old

friend?

David smiles coaxingly.

DAVID

I’m just repaying the kind offer.

PETER

(pause)

You sicken me.

David rises.

DAVID

Just sit on the couch...

Peter puts down his pad and paper, takes his time to

straighten his tie, stalling as much as possible.

He slowly walks over to the couch, looks back at David.

PETER

This is completely unprofessional.

David plops down in Peter’s chair. Peter turns, and lowers

himself onto the sofa. He squirms uncomfortably. The

squeaking from the couch is the only sound, until he settles

in an awkward position.

DAVID

So?

Peter shakes his head.

PETER

(convincingly)

I like it and I have no idea what

you’re talking about.

(CONTINUED)
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DAVID

Really?

PETER

The upholstery promotes sharing.

DAVID

How?

Peter’s scowling face is now the deep red color of the sofa.

PETER

I don’t know. I’m a doctor not a

manager at IKEA. See! Sharing.

Didn’t even see it coming.

DAVID

Speaking of which, can we get back

to what-

PETER

(cutting him off)

Whenever you’re ready. Just waiting

on you.

They stare at each other.

DAVID

Fine-

PETER

Your time.

DAVID

Okay. I’ve got something’s on my

mind. I want to talk about-

PETER

(under his breath)

Other than critiquing my

upholstery?

DAVID

Can we just forget about the couch,

please? Is that alright with you?

PETER

Yeah. Sure. Whatever. Fine. (Beat)

How’re things with your folks?

Something random was up with your

dad right?

(CONTINUED)
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DAVID

He had cancer?

PETER

Cancer. Yep, that was it.

DAVID

Not much of a change right now.

Just try not to think about it,

I’ve got other things on my mind.

They’re all kinda stupid.

PETER

(slightly offended)

What’s stupid?

DAVID

I don’t know. Not stupid..

David leans his head back. The ceiling is covered in

infinite black spots making up the paling panels.

DAVID

Lofty bullshit, I guess. Stuff we

do as people that just doesn’t seem

to make sense. Things like...

math... or...

PETER

Random. But no. I get that. Math

sucks.

DAVID

Well I’m not saying it doesn’t

work. It’s more of an existential

issue that bugs me.

Peter finally realizes his hands are empty and struggles to

take out his note pad from under himself. Putting himself in

an unflattering angle.

PETER

So... you’re depressed because...

math exists?

DAVID

No. It’s that... The universe is

expanding right? It’s constantly

changing. So math is all about

definites. How can you have

definites if everything is changing

and growing? I mean there is a real

mathematical proof that can show

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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DAVID (cont’d)
that 1 equals 2. I don’t get it,

but some smart guy proved,

mathematically, that 1 equals 2...

It just seems that its a bullshit

way for people to attempt to create

stability in an unstab-

Peter finally yanks out the notepad. CRASH! Two of the legs

give out from the sofa.

DAVID

-in an unstable universe.

CRASH! The other two legs give out.

CUT TO BLACK

INT. HOTEL LOBBY - DAY

OPENING CREDITS (BLACK & WHITE)

SLOW MOTION

David walks over the shiny grey marble floor, dressed in a

dark grey suit, with a tired white shirt and an undone tie.

Thick, darkly colored columns lie on either side of lobby.

David passes the first, he emerges surrounded by women and

members of the press attempting to get his attention. He

stares forward, unfazed, and continues walking at the same

pace.

He passes the next column, and he is alone once more. Passes

the next, and he is swarmed again. This pattern continues

until:

FADE TO BLACK

INT. HOTEL ROOM - DAY

The suite of L’hôtel Coeurs de Confiance is adorned in

beautiful gold and white furniture. It drips French

fragility and elegance. Lilies sit in a VASE facing the warm

golden sunlight of late morning. Silky white curtains play

in the mild breeze slipping through the open window.

CAPTION: 2 YEARS, 5 MONTHS, 13 HOURS, 4 MINUTES & 28 SECONDS

AFTER IT HAPPENS

A door opens off screen. SLAM!

(CONTINUED)
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TONI

Vous êtes un menteur!

DAVID

(raspy)

Listen-

TONI

No! Vous êtes un menteur!!!

DAVID

I know you’re angry but that’s all

I’m getting.

TONI

Je te déteste! Vous couché salaud!

DAVID

Please speak english.

TONI

(french accent)

BASTARD! Liar!

ANTOINETTE "TONI" BORDEUX comes into view carrying a

suitcase. She is the TALL WOMAN from the opening dream.

DAVID

Usually I would take these as fair

evaluations-

Toni slams her suitcase on the table.

TONI

You’re becoming like your father.

Sick in the head!

David comes around the corner, his face covered in unruly

scruff. Toni picks up the VASE and throws the lilies out the

window. She walks to the sink to empty the water out.

DAVID

Hey! Fuck you.

Toni throws the VASE, still filled with water, against the

opposite wall. SMASH! She turns back to David with fire in

her eyes. David looks her up and down.

DAVID

I assume that was probably mine?

(CONTINUED)
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TONI

No... the vase was mine.

David looks back to the wet spot where the vase broke on the

wall. He follows the water marks down to a dripping wet

computer. It shoots off a few sparks, and dies.

DAVID

Huh...

Toni stormily exits to the bedroom. Angry, confused yelling

is heard from the open window. David scratches his head. He

looks down at the fallen lilies.

CUT TO:

EXT. STREET - DAVID’S POV

A PASSERBY with a balding grey head, stands surrounded by

the lilies holding his right eye. He looks up and shakes his

fist. David quickly pulls his head in.

INT. HOTEL BED ROOM

The window in this room is blocked with the white curtains

laying lifelessly by its side. Toni is hastily moving from

the dresser to the bed, where her SUITCASE lies.

David enters and stands in the doorway watching her. She

drops a bra.

DAVID

Oh, that’s mine, actually.

Toni stops for a brief moment to deliver an icy stare. She

picks up the lingerie and shoves the bra deep underneath the

other clothing.

TONI

That will be the last time you ever

see my underwear.

Toni picks up a television remote sitting on the bed next to

her suitcase.

TONI (CONT.)

Why don’t you be a good little

American and watch some television

while I leave.

(CONTINUED)
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She throws the remote at David. He flinches drastically and

the remote hits him in the knee. He breathes sharply as a

small child does to exaggerate their injury. Toni ignores

the performance. He petulently picks up the remote off of

the floor.

DAVID

You know, you could’ve hit the T.V.

He sits down on the ornately cushioned bench at the end of

the bed.

DAVID

(without turning around)

And if we are going to get into

international stereotypes, madam,

this whole running away thing

you’re doing, leaves you wide open.

Toni throws a shoe at him, missing his head but hitting his

shoulder. She returns to her packing.

DAVID

(informatively)

Ow.

TONI

You are lucky it wasn’t something

harder.

DAVID

(under his breath)

I’ll give you something harder.

He turns on the television. An investigative piece on

trending Hollywood-types flashes on to the screen.

TONI

No thanks. That’s her burden now.

David rolls his eyes and angrily mouths to himself, "WHO THE

FUCK ARE YOU TALKING ABOUT?"

On the television, the show’s host HILLARY TERRINGTON, is a

red headed woman wearing a blue dress in her late 20s who’s

energy could be described as zealous and mildly forced. Her

face now fills the screen.

HILLARY

-when relationships really dominate

a film. It is important for the

actor to fully commit to his or her

role, and the director’s job to

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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HILLARY (cont’d)
fully facilitate their journey

towards that commitment. Today we

will be talking to the rising

Hollywood celebrity, writer &

director, Sharon Yang.

The studio audience applauds in commanded excitement.

David’s whole focus is on the screen.

CUT TO

INT. TELEVISION STUDIO STAGE

SHARON YANG, early 30s confident feminist film director,

sits smiling brightly across from Hillary, now in a black

and white dress.

HILLARY O.S.

(cont.)

First, let’s look back on her

directorial debut, Paris Red, and

her interesting on set work with

her leading actor, David Freeman,

almost 2 and a half years ago.

A long haired but clean cut David smiles as if to compete

with Sharon’s radiant grin.

A yellow caption in the bottom corner reads: DECEMBER, 2010

HILLARY

So you two seem to be getting a

long well.

Both nod with large smiles. Their body language giving off a

strong "HELL NO" vibe.

HILLARY

How was it working together on this

production? Was it always big

smiles?

Everyone laughs.

SHARON

(still smiling)

No.

DAVID

(also still smiling)

Not even almost.

(CONTINUED)
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HILLARY

(taken aback)

Oh?

SHARON

Absolutely not.

Laughs.

DAVID

I will most likely never work with

her again.

HILLARY

(mildly flustered)

Okay, then. Why? Why is that?

CUT TO

INT. HOTEL BED ROOM

David continues to watch the special from his bench. Toni

walks past him with a packed suitcase. She walks off screen

and closes the door behind her. SLAM!

CUT TO

INT. TELEVISION STUDIO STAGE - TV SPECIAL

DAVID

Oh, you know. This and that.

SHARON

It’s like dealing with a child.

DAVID

A very good looking and funny

child, whom everybody is a really

big fan of.

Hillary giggles slightly.

DAVID

See Hilly, thinks I’m charming.

SHARON

Never said anything to the

contrary.

Hillary clears her throat and straightens her posture.

(CONTINUED)
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HILLARY

So Paris Red premieres in a couple

months what do you both think

people will say about it?

Sharon opens her mouth to answer. David feigns boisterous

laughter.

DAVID

It will blow your mind.

He mimics an explosion. Sharon keeps smiling, dead inside.

INT. SOUNDSTAGE 12 - DAY

A large green screen covers two interior walls of a massive

black SOUND STAGE. A CREW of 15 or so people, dressed in

dark colors, run busily arranging the set, check on

equipment, and fuss with lights. Two men work with the fuse

box in the corner.

CAPTION: 0 YEARS, 6 MONTHS, 29 DAYS, 14 HOURS, 29 MINUTES &

17 SECONDS BEFORE IT HAPPENS

From the north east corner, LOURDES GUERRERO, a Salma Hayek

type in a grey suit, walks briskly as bright light shines in

from the doorway. ANNETTE BECKER, a blonde actress in her

mid twenties with a cheerful drugged out demeanor and a

fresh looking David follow closely behind.

From the opposite corner, another door opens as if opposing

wrestlers have just entered their arena. Entering this

corner is Sharon.

LOURDES

There she is. Sharon!

The two parties meet in the middle of the sound stage.

LOURDES

Yes! Our director, Sharon

Yang. Let me introduce David

Freeman and Annette Becker.

ANNETTE

(to Lourdes)

I thought you were the director?

LOURDES

No, my dear. I’m the producer

remember?

(CONTINUED)
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ANNETTE

Oh.

They all shake hands.

DAVID

Charmed.

SHARON

Mhm. Glad to finally meet you guys,

it’s a shame I wasn’t much of a

part of the casting process. But

Annette, we had a lovely talk on

the phone.

ANNETTE

When?

SHARON

I think it was Tuesday.

ANNETTE

Oh.

Sharon’s gaze shows no signs of surprise.

SHARON

Yeah... Like I said then, big fan.

And I’ve heard great things about

you, David.

DAVID

And I about you, Cher. Can I call

you Cher?

SHARON

No.

She turns to Lourdes.

SHARON

I’ve got some real quick questions

for you before we get started.

Sharon walks a few yards away and motions for Lourdes to

follow her which she does. David and Annette silently flirt.

SHARON

Really?

LOURDES

Yep.

(CONTINUED)
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SHARON

Why?

LOURDES

She’s got a twitter following you

wouldn’t believe. And just

restarted her cocaine addiction

which will get us some publicity.

SHARON

(dead pan)

Yippee. Actually, that might solve

the problems I’ve heard about her

work ethic. What’s his deal?

LOURDES

I’ll tell you, but you’re not going

to like it.

SHARON

Probably.

Lourdes shrugs.

LOURDES

He’s an interesting case. Some how,

he has gotten himself associated

with all of the mega starletts. I’m

talking all.

SHARON

Uh-huh...

LOURDES

Oh shut up. I may have just made

the greatest "no name" discovery in

recent history. He’s a media powder

keg waiting to go off. If he is

even half way decent at acting, the

media will love him. It’s more

juicy celebrity drama for the

tabloids.

Sharon crosses her arms but gives no reply to ease the

tension.

LOURDES

Listen, hun, really, you’re a first

time director. Basically you don’t

have any say right now. The only

reason the studio is backing you is

cause I put my name on it. But all

you gotta do is get some credit.

That’s all I’m doing here.

(CONTINUED)
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SHARON

It’s just a little cliche.

LOURDES

Stop being so melodramatic.

SHARON

Fine. We still on for dinner

tonight?

LOURDES

Of course. Depending on how much

you get done.

Lourdes kisses Sharon lovingly, winks, turns, and walks

away.

LOURDES

(to David and Annette)

Expecting big things, guys.

DAVID

Bye Lourdes!

Lourdes waves as she continues past them and out the door.

Sharon rejoins the two actors.

DAVID

(sleazy)

Is that how you are with all your

co-workers?

SHARON

Just the ones with nice tits.

Annette blinks her eyes trying to comprehend what she heard.

SHARON

So. You both read through the

script?

They nod.

SHARON

Any questions at all?

Annette shakes her head. David shrugs.

SHARON

Well we are pretty much going to be

working on this all day, everyday.

Welcome to France.

(CONTINUED)
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DAVID

So why did we fly out here? I know

how hard it is to find a soundstage

just anywhere but...

SHARON

Because shooting in a foreign

country is worth a few extra bucks

at the box office. And it’s also

cheaper to shoot on a green screen.

DAVID

Ah, two birds one stone.

SHARON

Sure.

ANNETTE

(spoiled)

I don’t do green screen. I like to

feel my environment. It helps me to

feel the character.

SHARON

Well, it’s what we’ve got.

ANNETTE

I feel like this is completely

unprofessional.

Sharon gives a forced smile.

SHARON

I’m sorry you feel that way. We’ll

be building parts of the sets for

you to interact with. The green

screen just saves us some cash.

One of the crew members carrying a ladder, catches a corner

of the green screen and partially tears it down.

DAVID

Thrifty.

Sharon walks towards the incident, leaving David and

Annette.

SHARON

Larry?

Sharon walks past LARRY GOLDMAN, a black man in his late 30s

wearing thick glasses, turns holding a clipboard.

(CONTINUED)
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LARRY

Yo.

SHARON

When do we shoot that strangulation

scene again?

LARRY

Umm... soon-ish. I don’t know.

SHARON

(sarcastically)

You’re the best A-D in the biz,

Larry.

David looks to Annette, they exchange flirtatious smiles.

SNAP! CRACKLE! The fuses blow. It goes black. The sound of

yells and groans of disapproval.

LARRY

My bad!

INT. DREAM KITCHEN- DAY

DAVID’S POV (BLACK & WHITE)

Sun streaks in from the window. David sits at a table, alone

in a traditional style KITCHEN. He looks around at his

surroundings, aged but clean. Behind him the door opens,

GREASER DAVID, identical to David, wearing jeans and a white

t-shirt, walks past.

GREASER DAVID

Hey David.

The door opens again. HOUSEWIFE DAVID wearing a fifties

style sun dress and make up, enters.

HOUSEWIFE DAVID

David, how are you today sweetie?

Housewife David goes in to kiss David on the forehead, David

recoils away from the table.

David backs up, keeping his eyes on the Greaser & Housewife

David’s. The door opens and enters a hunched over OLDMAN

DAVID, dressed in a cardigan and glasses. David pushes

Oldman David towards the Greaser & Housewife David’s, and

runs through the door.



19.

INT. DREAM HALLWAY- DAY

DAVID’S POV CONT. (BLACK & WHITE)

David continues to walk quickly.

OLDMAN DAVID

(calling from the kitchen)

Have a nice day, David!

Light comes in through a single window, showing the hallway

leading to a door. One of the doors opens behind him. PUNK

DAVID with piercings and spiked hair, sticks his head out.

PUNK DAVID

Sup.

David reaches the door. A BLOOD HOUND sits to the right of

the threshold. It tilts one ear up.

BLOOD HOUND

(David’s voice)

Something wrong, David?

David pulls open the door and walks out into:

EXT. DREAM CITY STREET - DAY

DAVID’S POV CONT. (BLACK & WHITE)

Hundreds of DAVID’S in different business attire fill the

crowded metropolitan sidewalks. It’s an endless sea of

David’s.

David turns to go back in the door from which he came. It’s

gone. A large glass window of a large skyscraper is in its

place. David’s reflection is of a man his same age, but a

completely different face. A passing BUSINESS DAVID in a

suit and tie bumps into him.

BUSINESS DAVID

Excuse me- oh hey David!

FADE TO BLACK

INT. HOTEL CONFERENCE ROOM

A large press junket is being held. Around 40 journalists in

grey suits sit in red chairs facing a stage. On said stage,

sit David and TRANSLATOR.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 20.

CAPTION: 0 YEARS, 3 MONTHS, 0 WEEKS, 2 DAYS, 8 HOURS, 14

MINUTES BEFORE IT HAPPENS

It’s quiet for a moment.

JOURNALIST #1 raises his hand. David looks around. He makes

eye contact with the TRANSLATOR, who considers his job to be

his sole purpose for existence. He stares blankly back at

him. David clears his throat and points to Journalist #1.

Journalist #1 asks a question in French.

TRANSLATOR

So how do you like being here on

French soil?

DAVID

The soil is nice. It’s been great.

Journalist #2 raises her hand. She asks a question, also in

French.

TRANSLATOR

How has it been different for you

shooting Paris Red in France versus

past acting work in the United

States?

DAVID

Well, mainly, the catering services

are better here.

The journalists chuckle. David takes a moment to laugh at

his own brilliant wit.

DAVID

Umm... It hasn’t really been too

different, actually. A lot of hard

work, nice people, beautiful women.

You know, it’s Hollywood; Paris

Edition.

Laughter. David smiles to the translator, who stares back,

blank.

DAVID

I’m not sure... That about sums it

up really...

JOURNALIST #3 raises his pen and smugly asks his question. A

couple journalists chuckle.

(CONTINUED)
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TRANSLATOR

Your past as a bit of Romeo around

Hollywood is starting to come to

light. Have you been continuing

your behavior here and is it anyone

we would know?

DAVID

Absolutely not. I’ve fully

committed myself to this project.

It’s going to be something really

special.

Scattered laughter.

DAVID

Seriously. This isn’t just some

fluff movie with a first time

director and cast. Okay? This is

the real deal. It’s entertaining

and cerebral.

More laughter. David begins to appear frustrated as if

caught in a lie. JOURNALIST #4 raises her pen, she asks her

question.

TRANSLATOR

What’s your favorite sex position?

DAVID

(jokingly)

Really? If she wants to know, she

can ask me after we’re done here.

He laughs. But the journalists stop laughing. It’s quiet for

a moment.

DAVID

Next question, please.

JOURNALIST #5, stands up. He opens his mouth to speak.

ACHOO! He sneezes, wipes his nose, and continues in an

attempt to speak English, failing miserably.

JOURNALIST #5

(heavy French accent)

I woo lige togek bank to le opic we

ur talgingiboot erier...

TRANSLATOR

I would like to get back to the

topic we were talking about

earlier...

(CONTINUED)
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JOURNALIST #5

Ow eet as beeng sin ay rivel en

France. Ow le shoot ees guh-ing...

TRANSLATOR

How it has been since your arrival

in France in regards to how the

shoot is going...

JOURNALIST #5

Ay wun dare...

TRANSLATOR

I wonder...

JOURNALIST #5

Ow a... ow do you say... a no-buddy

en a "all-muh wuzz" av gardnerred

soh mu medeea attenshown.

TRANSLATOR

How a... how do you say... a nobody

and an "almost was" have garnered

so much media attention?

DAVID

Great producer. Best in the biz.

What can I tell ya?

JOURNALIST #5

Soh, eet as nuh-ting tuhdo wi le

fil qual-i-tee?

DAVID

Look the film is going to be great.

It’s really a beautiful film about

the strug-

TRANSLATOR

You speak French?

David turns to the Translator.

DAVID

What? No.

TRANSLATOR

But you responded to his question.

DAVID

I was just elaborating on-
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TRANSLATOR

(interrupting)

I don’t understand why you’d need

me here if you speak French.

Journalist #5 has been losing his patience, feeling ignored.

He makes a statement in French.

The Translator remains defiantly silent. David looks back at

Journalist #5. Then to the translator, pleadingly. The

Translator sighs.

TRANSLATOR

Excuse me but I have one more

question.

JOURNALIST #5

Wa shon cair ehboot Paris Red? Ees

eh feelm guhting ayso mooch

eemportan asocisiateh wi eet, wa du

oo teenk at ees?

TRANSLATOR

Why should we care about Paris Red?

It’s a film getting so much

importance associated with it, why

do you think that is?

DAVID

I don’t know why the film is

important. It is to me because I’m

making it. It’s not gonna change

the shape of public perception or

become some big innovation in film

or anything important. It’s just a

great movie...

Silence. No journalists are raising their hand or writing.

DAVID

People will like it...

He laughs nervously.

DAVID

I know there’s something you want

me to say, but I don’t know what it

is you’re looking for.

JOURNALIST #5

Ood oo say, "Ay don, cair wha oo in

le pross ave tu seh! Dis ees noh

yower teepee cal oli wood feelm.

(MORE)
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JOURNALIST #5 (cont’d)
Noh wun dare oo doan un dare

stan."?

TRANSLATOR

Could you say, "I don’t care what

you in the press have to say, this

is not your typical Hollywood film.

It’s no wonder you don’t

understand."?

David is taken aback by the blunt nature of the response. He

leans to the mic.

DAVID

Umm... I don’t care what you in the

press have to say, this is not your

typical Hollywood film. It’s no

wonder you don’t understand...

Thank you.

In unison, every journalist frantically writes in their

notepads.

David exits, taking out his CELL PHONE, his finger scans

past the many missed call notifications from Lourdes, Sharon

and Larry.

EXT. SOUND STAGE 12 - DAY

The sound stage door is open.

Through the door, the film set can be seen with crew members

dressed in black running around taking care of their

respective duties.

The giant green screen covers the back wall, while hanging

paintings and columns make up rest of the set of a MUSEUM

SCENE.

Annette, drugged up, barely stands leaning against a set

wall, has a last minute make up touch up. Sharon stands

looking at the set.

CAPTION: 0 YEARS, 3 MONTHS, 13 DAYS, 6 HOURS, 46 MINUTES

BEFORE IT HAPPENS

David, clean shaven, walks up to Sharon.

SHARON

Larry, lock it up.
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LARRY

Lock it up! All quiet on set!

A crew member closes the sound stage door.

The scene’s audio continues.

DAVID

Sharon, I had a quick questi-

SHARON

What’s up?

DAVID

Well, it’s this line. I don’t

understand what I really should be

going for here.

SHARON

Which one?

DAVID

The-

CRASH! Crew member apologizes.

DAVID

-ing line.

SHARON

It’s subtle shock humor.

DAVID

Subtle shock humor?

SHARON

Exactly.

DAVID

Can we just drop the line?

SHARON

You want to drop the line?

DAVID

Exactly.

SHARON

You can’t drop the line.

DAVID

Why not?
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ANNETTE

(chiming in)

Just let him drop the line.

DAVID

I got this one, Annie.

SHARON

It is written for a reason.

DAVID

What reason?

LARRY

Sharon, we’re all set whenever

you’re ready.

SHARON

Can we please, just shoot the

scene?

DAVID

I still don’t get the line.

A body collapses. Footsteps rush over.

DAVID

Speaking of lines, seems like

someone missed her appointment.

SHARON

You’ll say that but you won’t say

the-

Crash!

SHARON

-ing line? Larry?

LARRY

I think she just fell asleep.

LOURDES

She must’ve switched back to

valium.

SHARON

Okay, take five everyone.

DAVID

I don’t think you answered my

question.

Footsteps approach the door.
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DAVID

Hey!

The sound stage door swings open! Sharon storms out, leaving

the crew huddled in a group centered around Larry,

scratching his head next to an unconscious Annette. Behind

them, a very annoyed Lourdes is on her phone.

David pursues Sharon, closing the door on the scene behind

them.

DAVID

Okay I get it. You hate me.

SHARON

What makes you say that?

DAVID

I don’t get it. I’m quite love-able

actually.

Sharon takes her ponytail out, allowing her hair to rest on

her shoulders.

SHARON

You’re right, I hate you.

DAVID

Why?

SHARON

That’s not the issue.

DAVID

Then what is?

SHARON

(calmly)

You being a shitty actor.

The statement hits David. He stops for a beat. Giving a

little space between them.

DAVID

Now how’s that supposed to make me

feel?

He restarts at a brisk pace.

SHARON

Shitty.
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DAVID

See, I’d take mediocre or needs

improvement. Shitty just seems a

little harsh.

SHARON

Truth hurts.

David begins to get in Sharon’s face, as a child would if

trying to get a rise out of their older sibling.

DAVID

You know what, you’re not the

cinematic genius you think you are

sweetheart.

Sharon swallows the retort and returns with smug smile.

SHARON

Did you just call me sweetheart?

DAVID

You think you’re some auteur

because you went to school and

learned about what Roland Barthes

and Roger Ebert have to

say. You’re so much more smarter

and better than the rest of us.

SHARON

Barthes and Ebert? Why those two?

They aren’t even comparable.

DAVID

Irrelevant! Be honest. Are you

trying to sand bag this production?

If you know so much and we are so

beneath you, why is so much going

wrong?

Sharon shrugs.

SHARON

You people.

DAVID

Well I blame the management.

Sharon throws up her hands up in an "oh well" fashion. She

turns to walk away.
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DAVID

Oh I get it. It’s cause people like

me, and they don’t like you. Oldest

story in the book. It’s got nothing

to do with my acting. I’m still

great.

Sharon stops abruptly and turns. She stalks slowly back

toward David.

SHARON

That’s exactly it. It’s why you

might just happen to be right for

this role. You are surrounded by

people who laugh at your jokes,

think you’re good looking. You’re

"going somewhere". But that just

numbs you. Insulates you. Makes you

soft. Because you forget that you

will eventually be all alone. And

when you finally lose your womb of

popularity, you will lose

everything. In the end, your

character knows that. Your

character starts and ends his life

alone. Eventually you will slowly

become aware of how little you knew

and how scary life really is.

DAVID

You think I don’t know what

loneliness is?

SHARON

No, not yet.

Beat. Sharon walks away leaving David, dumbstruck.

SHARON

We’ve got the strangle scene, the

remorse and the downfall, all

coming up in the next couple weeks.

Figure it out.

INT. MODERN PENTHOUSE APARTMENT - DAY

Grey morning light illuminates the cold modern apartment.

With the exception of a quarter full bottle of gin and a

cell phone on a cracked glass coffee table everything is

neurotically spotless.

Next to the table, on a black leather couch, a passed out

David lies face down in his own sticky, wet beard.
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CAPTION: 2 YEARS, 3 MONTHS, 12 DAYS, 8 HOURS AFTER IT

HAPPENS

BZZZZ! The cell phone vibrates. It shakes the bottle on the

table causing it to wobble, making more noise. BZZZZ!

David groggily lifts himself up. BZZZZ! He rubs his tired

face. BZZZ! He picks up the phone.

The screen flashes a sultry picture of Toni. BZZZZ!

David uses his middle finger to press the button to reject

the call. The phone falls silent, and he places it back on

the table.

David pushes himself into a seated position and

apathetically lights a cigarette. He picks up his phone to

check his voicemail.

CLOSE UP: PHONE SCREEN

There is an UNREAD VOICEMAIL from Sharon over 2 years ago.

Derek presses a button to return the call. He raises the

phone to his ear.

RECORDING

We’re sorry. This number has been

disconnected or cannot be completed

as-

David hangs up and tosses his phone a little too hard on the

table. CRRRAASSH! The force of the phone shatters the glass.

David leans forward and pulls out the bottle of gin, still

intact. He takes a swig.

RIIIING! RIIIING! Somehwere outside the apartment, an old

style phone is ringing. RIIING! RIIING! No one is answering

the phone. David polishes off the bottle. It continues to

ring. RIIIING!

CUT TO

INT. PSYCHIATRIST’S OFFICE - DAY

Peter stands with his hands on his hips and a very concerned

look on his face. He bites his lip. Shakes his head.

PETER

That’s awful. I don’t know what to

do...
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He hangs his head for a moment. Looks up again.

PETER

Try it a little the left.

In front of him, two BURLEY MOVERS with mustaches hold a

LARGE ORANGE MODERN STYLE "COUCH" in the shape of a zigzag

fry. They take two steps to the left. Peter shrugs.

PETER

(unenthused)

Eh.

David enters wearing the grey shirt and black pants he woke

up in. Now adorning sunglasses, he sips a flask as he

crosses the threshold.

PETER

Bring any for me?

David’s voice is very hoarse.

DAVID

Nope.

PETER

Selfish bastard.

Peter looks at his watch.

PETER

You’re on time? That’s new.

DAVID

I got a wake up call.

PETER

Lord knows you need one. Coming

into my office without bringing

enough happy juice for everybody.

Where do you get the gall?

David plops down in Peter’s chair. He points to the couch.

DAVID

I’m not sitting on that.

PETER

Seriously?

DAVID

And why have you been choosing such

a random colors?
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PETER

You said, try more colors.

DAVID

I never said that.

Peter turns back to see the movers still holding the couch.

He sighs.

PETER

You know... it might’ve been an

impulse buy...

DAVID

You think?

The movers look at each other.

PETER

Sorry guys, just put it back in the

truck. I changed my mind.

MOVER #1 protests shortly in French.

PETER

Look, I’m an American, I can do

these things. I take back purchase.

You take back couch.

Peter begins to herd them out the door.

PETER

Come on. Let’s go. Can’t you see,

I’ve got a movie star waiting for

me. Chop! chop!

He shuts the door right behind them.

PETER

That was close... I hope they don’t

give me a bad review. That’ll kill

my couch insurance.

DAVID

Probably.

PETER

Yeah... Oh well. I’ll just switch

to luxury futons of something. You

smell by the way.
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DAVID

Like what?

PETER

Gin from last night and-

He sniffs.

PETER

Rum this morning?

DAVID

You’re very astute.

David lights up fresh cigarette.

PETER

(sarcastically)

Yeah that’s cool. You can smoke in

here. Not like you ever asked but

whatever. You sound like shit.

DAVID

Only when I have something to say.

PETER

Yes, yes. That’s very deep and

introspective. Blah blah. I’m a

doctor and I don’t get why you

smoke. We both know cancer runs

train on your family...

Peter looks to David to see if he might’ve gone to far.

DAVID

(calmly threatening)

I’ll leave.

PETER

Shut up.

DAVID

Too soon, man...

Peter looks around for somewhere to sit.

PETER

So what’s new? How’s that chick?

DAVID

Toni?

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 34.

PETER

Sure.

Peter chooses to sit on the floor where the couch once was

held.

DAVID

As my shrink, I feel like you

should know her name by now.

PETER

Well it’s been awhile since you’ve

come in for one of your

appointments, which I still charge

you for when you miss, by the way.

So forgive me if I’m a little

fuzzy.

David takes another slow drag.

DAVID

She’s been maintaining her paranoia

and insanity quite well. It’s been

getting worse since I moved out.

PETER

Weird, how that happened. Who would

think a back step in the

relationship wouldn’t help

strengthen it? Idiot. Did you get

my move in present by the way?

DAVID

The propane tank. Yeah. It’s great.

PETER

That’s for the barbeque I’m

assuming you’re going to buy to

have an excuse for inviting me over

some time.

DAVID

What convoluted charity. You

shouldn’t have.

PETER

I’m a giver. You’re still a dumb

ass though.

DAVID

I don’t care. I needed more space.

She’s gotten it into her head that

I’m unfaithful and she’s lost it.
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PETER

Women.

DAVID

The other week she came over to my

apartment. Thought she was catching

me with a girl. She cracked my

coffee table with a lamp.

CUT TO

INT. MODERN PENTHOUSE APARTMENT - DAY

Toni is enraged. David is drunkenly confused on the

couch. She picks up a LAMP off of the vanity and flings it

at David. It misses. Hits the glass table. CRUNCH! The table

cracks. The lamp bounces off and hits the wall. SMASH!!

CUT TO

INT. PSYCHIATRIST’S OFFICE - DAY

DAVID

Broke my lamp too, I guess... But

in reality, I had a plumber over

checking out the shower.

CUT TO

INT. MODERN PENTHOUSE APARTMENT - DAY

A PLUMBER carefully walks into the apartment living room

holding a small wrench for protection. David gestures

towards him. Toni looks over. The Plumber is confused.

CUT TO

INT. PSYCHIATRIST’S OFFICE - DAY

DAVID

In her defense the plumber showed

up really late. It had to be around

seven.

PETER

Yeah, plumbers suck. They always

say they’ll show up between eight

and five but they never do.
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DAVID

Well put.

PETER

So she’s psycho. Why don’t you just

ditch the bitch?

David takes a long drag.

DAVID

Nah. Psycho’s the wrong word. She’s

not always so bad.

PETER

But she’s breaking your lamps.

Those don’t grow on trees.

DAVID

Agreed. But I still love her.

PETER

And you need space?

DAVID

It’s complicated.

PETER

Clearly.

DAVID

There’s just always been something

missing in her. I guess, that’s

what I love. It’s what she doesn’t

have that everyone else does, but I

can’t figure out what it is.

PETER

Weird.

DAVID

Or maybe it wasn’t always missing.

Maybe there just used to be

something there and now I just love

remembering it being there by it

missing. Who can tell?

PETER

Fuckin’ no one.

David takes a big swig of his flask. He looks at it. He

hands it over to Peter. Peter accepts the offering. Takes a

gulp. His face scrunches in disgust. He exhales

dramatically. Takes a moment to compose himself.
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PETER

Switched to the weaker stuff, huh?

DAVID

Doc said I should cut back.

FADE OUT

INT. FRENCH NIGHT CLUB DANCE FLOOR

Slow motion.

CAPTION: 3 MONTHS, 1 WEEK, 2 DAYS BEFORE IT HAPPENS

It is too dark to see anyone’s face. Only flashing colored

lights reveal the contours of moving bodies. A dreamy French

techno song plays.

The silhouettes of a man, David, and a woman, Toni, find

each other in the darkness. They move with each other to the

rhythm. Red, green, blue and purple flashes illuminate them.

The music crescendos and speeds up. The dancers break out of

the slow motion with the music.

Toni asks the David a question. He shakes his head no. She

asks him another question. He takes a step back and checks

his pockets. She laughs. She takes his hand and leads him

off of the dance floor. The remaining occupants continue to

dance.

INT. FRENCH CAFE - NIGHT

A live bohemian band plays a jazzy version of Midnight, The

Stars & You. Single candles light the white table cloth

covered tables, each with two chairs accompaniment. Most the

seats are unoccupied.

Toni and David sit at a table, adorned with full wine

glasses and a cigarette case, by the window looking out to

the night. Toni laughs and reaches for her cigarettes. She

opens the case.

TONI

Would you like one?

DAVID

No thanks. I don’t smoke.

TONI

So... what is your name?
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DAVID

Oh wow, we skipped that part didn’t

we? David.

He reaches out his hand.

TONI

And what is your middle name?

DAVID

Excuse me?

TONI

Your middle name. Those are much

more fun.

DAVID

I guess. Usually it’s the name that

the mom and dad like, but reserve

it for those moments when you’ve

done something wrong. I’m not a fan

of my middle name.

TONI

That’s a way of looking at it. But

quit stalling.

David laughs.

DAVID

You haven’t even told me your name.

And I’m supposed to divulge that

kind of personal information?

TONI

Toni. My name is Toni. Your turn.

DAVID

Aloysius.

TONI

Oh, that is not bad at all.

DAVID

David Aloysius Freeman. The second,

actually. I was named after my

mom’s dad.

TONI

I like it.
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DAVID

Sure. I should use it as my acting

name.

TONI

Oh you are an actor, hm?

DAVID

I’d like to think so.

Toni remembers her cigarettes. Gestures as if to offer them

to David again. He shakes his head.

TONI

That’s right. Sorry. I thought all

you actors do.

Click! Toni flicks her lighter to ignite her cigarette.

DAVID

Nope. Most movie stars are just

ex-theater geeks, so not as many

smoke as you might think.

TONI

Ah and what does that make you?

DAVID

I’m what you’d call a hybrid. Part

athletic dashing socialite, part

sensitive tortured creative type.

Where do those meet? Boom. Acting.

TONI

Boom acting?

DAVID

Boom. Acting.

TONI

I thought those were two jobs that

don’t crossover much.

David smiles.

DAVID

Ah, so you know film production.

TONI

(overlapping)

Nooo. But everyone knows what a

boom operator is.
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DAVID

Not everyone, I promise.

TONI

Okay. Let’s talk about something

else.

DAVID

More exciting than boom operators?

Like what?

TONI

Hard to imagine... How long are you

in France for?

DAVID

Trying to get rid of me already.

Okay, kind of rude but okay.

Toni laughs. David’s pleased with the result.

DAVID

Ummm. I’m not too sure. We wrap

shooting in a couple months but I

think I might just stick around

till we premier the film.

TONI

You are premiering it here? Not

back in America?

Toni runs her finger around the wine glass creating a low

pitched ringing.

DAVID

I guess we’re testing it on you

guys, first. But I’m not

complaining too much.

TONI

So you’ll be here for awhile?

David smiles confidently.

DAVID

For a whole while, yep. Why do you

ask?

TONI

Because I’m leaving.

Toni stops making the ringing sound. She teasingly changes

her focus to the band. David blinks a few times as if

blind-sided by the response.
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DAVID

Oh, I can’t say I saw that coming.

Really?

TONI

Yes.

DAVID

When?

TONI

Tomorrow.

DAVID

Tomorrow?

TONI

Yes.

DAVID

So why do you care how long I’m

here for?

TONI

Because I like you.

She picks up her wine glass.

DAVID

But you’re leaving.

TONI

I’m coming back.

She smiles into her wine glass. Takes a sip.

DAVID

That might’ve been a little

misleading.

TONI

I know.

David smiles, having been had.

DAVID

So when are you going to come back?

TONI

I don’t know.
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DAVID

But you are coming back?

TONI

Yes.

David chuckles, this is getting a little tiresome, but he’s

game.

DAVID

Okay... let’s go with a different

approach. Where are you going?

TONI

Island hopping in Greece with some

friends.

David fecitiously feins concern.

DAVID

Oh you poor girl. That’s going to

be a long... weekend? Couple weeks?

Nothing?

Toni shakes her head, she’s a steel trap.

DAVID

I’m just worried for you. What with

the whole monsoon season. You know

the Greeks are famous for their

monsoons.

TONI

(playing along)

I’ve heard that.

DAVID

Yes, people don’t really know this,

but that’s actually why they were

wearing those sheets and togas all

the time, because they would get

caught in the rain and so their

normal clothes were drying due to

transit. But you know how it is,

the photographer always shows up

when you’re not ready, so they did

what they could.

Toni smiles but holds back her laughter as if not to reward

David’s playful nonsense.
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DAVID

So when are you going to be back?

TONI

Ummm, I think we will be back in,

maybe, a week.

DAVID

(sarcastically)

You’ve really planned out this

trip, huh?

TONI

(playfully protesting)

We did! We are just going with no

return date and no phones. We’re

going to see this amazing museum

with incredible art. It’s a sort of

get away from reality type of

trip. Aren’t you going to ask me,

who this "we" is that I’m talking

about?

DAVID

No, I don’t really care about

anyone else on that trip but you.

TONI

That’s sweet... do you want to

come?

Interesting... David takes a sip of his wine.

INT. DREAM ELEVATOR

BLACK & WHITE

The tall mirrored walls of the elevator create an infinite

series of reflections within them. The doors open. David

walks in. A middle-aged SHORT WOMAN, wearing a plaid skirt

and tight bun, follows. The doors close.

David looks at the Short Woman. He smiles politely. She

doesn’t return the expression. He nods anyway. Turns to find

the floor buttons. Strangely, the buttons are high up on the

elevator wall to the right of him.

He reaches to press Floor #1. The buttons are just out of

reach. In a last ditch effort he jumps. No success.
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The Short Woman loses her patience. She steps in front of

David. David looks down at her as she reaches up past him.

She easily presses the button for Floor #3. The Short Woman

begins to return to her side of the elevator.

DAVID

Umm. Could you press 1, please?

The Short Woman shoots him a look. Annoyed, she turns and

presses Floor #1. Looks at him, silently. And returns to her

original position.

DING! Floor #3. The elevator doors open to complete

darkness. The Short Woman walks quickly into the abyss. The

doors close. The elevator continues to Floor 1. DING! The

doors open to reveal:

INT. DREAM RESTAURANT

BLACK & WHITE

Scattered booths in dim candle light fill the mysterious

room. Waiters consistently rush from table to table.

MARGARETTE FREEMAN, a conservatively dressed blonde in her

late 50s occupies a booth in the epicenter of the room. Her

face bares a kindness that only partially conceals a

melancholy sadness. Seeing David and her eyes brighten. She

waves to him.

David walks through the zigzagging waiters to Margarette. He

kisses her on the forehead.

MARGARETTE

Hello sweetie.

He puts his hand on her shoulder.

DAVID

Where is he?

Margarette looks up to him.

MARGARETTE

He couldn’t make it.

David nods, disappointed. He walks to the other side of the

table. He slowly sits in his chair. He’s at eye level with

the table. David looks around slightly embarrassed. No one

at the other tables seem to notice.
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As if on que, a waiter swiftly brings over a LARGE COOK

BOOK. He offers it to David. David stands and dusts himself

off. The waiter places the Cook Book on the chair. David

sits. He’s still eye level with the table.

A few patrons at other tables begin to take notice. HEHE!

David nearly snaps his neck to see a LITTLE GIRL of 8 years,

wearing her Sunday-Best, giggling at his misfortune from

behind her chair.

Another waiter brings a THICKER BOOK. David rises. The book

is placed atop its mate in the chair. David looks at the

conglomerated seat. He looks at the waiters. They stare

blankly back at him. He steps slowly to the chair. Pats the

books to confirm stability. Carefully lowers himself onto

the books. Only to find himself at eye level with the table

once more.

HAHAHA! The Little Girl begins to crack up. More people join

her until the entire restaurant is laughing. The exceptions

being the mortified David and the seemingly oblivious

Margarette.

David quickly leaves the table, knocking over the books.

HAHAHA HAHAHA! The laughs continue to rise and grow. He

rushes past the booths. Past a hysterically laughing MATRE

DI using his podium to stay upright.

David reaches the door. His frantic eyes search it for the

knob. He finds it up at the very top of the door. Patron

laughter continues. HAHAHAHA!!! He jumps for the knob. He

barely grazes it. The laughing Matre Di stumbles over. He

reaches up, laughing in David’s face. He turns the door knob

and David runs through the door into darkness. The Matre Di

closes the door, still nearly toppling over with laughter.

FADE TO BLACK

INT. TAXI CAB - DAY

David, clean shaven with short hair and a smooth face, sits

on a black leather back seat, looking out at the Los Angeles

traffic moving usually slow outside of the cab windows. The

CAB DRIVER, a fat scruffier gentleman, shows David nothing

but the back of his baseball capped head.

CAPTION: 7 MONTHS, A WEEK, 6 DAYS BEFORE IT HAPPENS

BZZZ! Midnight, the Stars and You by Ray Noble, plays from

David’s pocket. He pulls out his buzzing phone. Answers it.
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DAVID

Hey Pete! How’s it cooking, buddy?

PETER

(on the phone)

WOOOOOOOO!!

David jerks his head away form the phone. The yelling

subsides.

PETER

Yeeeah buddy! I can’t believe you’d

tell me that shit over a voice

mail, you dick.

DAVID

You know, most people have just

said, congratulations.

PETER

Well I’m not most people, bub. I’m

your best friend slash shrink.

That’s a very special bond.

DAVID

Getting a little sensitive are we?

PETER

Yeah, fuckity feelings. We get it,

you’re a big shot actor now.

David laughs.

DAVID

I needed to tell you, you didn’t

answer, I left a voice mail.

PETER

Moving on. So what does that mean?

DAVID

Well I guess they’re shipping me

out to France. They probably want

to shoot on location. Get to see

the sights and what not.

PETER

Interesting. We’re talking European

France, right?

DAVID

Don’t be dumb, Pete.
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PETER

Don’t call me dumb, you jerk! Okay!

I’ve made decision.

DAVID

What’s that?

PETER

Please hold.

CUT TO:

INT. PETER’S LOS ANGELES OFFICE

Peter places his phone down on his desk. He quickly rises

from his seat. Walks quickly to the office door opens it. he

sticks his head out. NANCY, a secretary in her mid 20s, sits

at a desk in the waiting room.

PETER

Umm, hi Nanc’. How’s it going?

Nancy turns, smiles and opens her mouth to respond.

PETER

(cutting her off)

Yeah? You’re fired. Please pack up

and leave. Thank you very much but

I’m closing up shop. Take anything

you’d like from the office. Byeeee.

He closes and locks the door. Quickly, he returns to his

seat. He picks up the phone.

PETER

Still there, ass hole?

DAVID

(over the phone)

Always for you, amigo.

Peter places his phone between his shoulder and ear. He

begins typing on his computer.

PETER

I’m coming with you to Paris.

DAVID

I never said I was going to Paris.
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PETER

Okay, I’m going with you to

Frenchington, Frenchville of

Frenchity County of Southwestern

Franceland. You’re hiring me as

your personal therapist.

DAVID

What?!?

PETER

Come on, man. You’ve got to. I just

fired Nancy.

RATTLE RATTLE. The locked door handle shakes. BANG! Nancy

hits the door.

NANCY

Fuck you Pete!

PETER

(insincerely)

I’m sorry Nancy. It’s not you it’s

me. Seriously though, take

anything. It’s all insured.

BANG! She kicks it. Her footsteps go off in the distance.

DAVID

Why would you do that?

PETER

It had to be done. You’ve been my

only client for 6 years. You think

I’m gonna let someone else swoop in

last second, fix you up, and take

the credit for my long years of

blood, sweat and tears? I’m booking

my plane ticket as we speak. Where

we going?

DAVID

Fine you pushy asshole. But when I

go crazy and lose my mind when I’m

big and famous you’re gonna have to

deal with all that.

PETER

Not if I lose my mind first. Where

we going?
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DAVID

(pause)

Paris.

PETER

You d-

CUT TO:

INT. TAXI CAB - DAY

David hangs up his phone. The taxi pulls to a stop in front

of Little Company of Mary Memorial hospital.

CAB DRIVER

Twenty eight, fifty.

David pulls out his wallet. There are only a couple one

dollar bills.

DAVID

This is embarrassing, I’m actually

a little short.

The Cab Driver stares back. David cautiously get’s out of

the car.

CAB DRIVER

I’m so done taking people to

hospitals. Guilt tripping mother-

INT. HOSPITAL HALLWAY

David walks past nurses and doctors dressed pale blue scrubs

and white coats.

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY

White daylight battles the phosphorescent lights for

possession. Margarette turns to see David enter the room. In

the hospital bed lies a man with tubes in his mouth, nose

and arms. This is ROBERT FREEMAN.

MARGARETTE

(to David)

Hey Sweetie.

She kisses David’s cheek.
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DAVID

How’s he doing?

MARGARETTE

He’s doing fine now. Just tired.

The chemo is a long run type of

cure.

DAVID

Is it helping at all.

MARGARETTE

Slowly. It just looks like it’s

worse sometimes but we’ve gotta

keep our chins up.

One of the phosphorescent lights flickers.

MARGARETTE

My god this place is awful. I feel

like I’m in a horror movie with

this.

She gestures to the light. As if on que, it flickers again.

DAVID

That is a little freaky.

MARGARETTE

It’s about every 20 minutes into

the hour, it starts to do that.

DAVID

I guess that’s their way of making

up for their lack of clocks.

MARGARETTE

I have been using it to keep time.

DAVID

Makes as much sense as using a

watch. If you want to get

existential.

MARGARETTE

I really don’t. I hate when you

start on philosophy.

DAVID

But everything is philosophy. Even

knowledge of facts is a believed

philosophy on a department of

reality.
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MARGARETTE

(overlapping)

Just like that. I’m tired. I don’t

want to philosophize. No means no.

David puts his hands up in defense.

DAVID

Okay okay. Well let’s talk reality

then.

MARGARETTE

Sounds good to me.

David smiles.

DAVID

I got it.

MARGARETTE

Good. I’m glad we have an

understanding.

DAVID

No, Mom. I got it.

Margarette’s eyes widen. She beams with pride but she

playfully stifles it.

MARGARETTE

(feebly feigning disinterest)

Oh... I’m not surprised. All that

partying with big wigs and sleeping

around had to pay off some day...

She breaks the act and gives David an enormous embrace.

David returns the gesture. They hold for a beat.

DAVID

But wait for a second. See, the

thing is, I’d need to go shoot in

France for a a long time and as

tough as you guys are, I know you

need me.

MARGARETTE

(scoffs)

We need you? Excuse me? I think

we’ve done just fine in the past

thank you very much. And I will not

be an excuse for you to be a

martyr. I’m so proud of you.
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DAVID

Thanks ma.

MARGARETTE

When do you leave?

DAVID

In the next couple days.

MARGARETTE

Wow, that’s soon. I’ll wake him up.

She moves towards the hospital bed.

DAVID

No. It’s fine. I’ve got time

tomorrow, I’ll swing by.

MARGARETTE

Fine, fine. The two of you sleep

too much anyway, but fine.

DAVID

Before I forget, I already ordered

a new phone, so it’ll be waiting

for me when I get there. But I’ve

got a new number.

MARGARETTE

What do you need a new phone number

for?

DAVID

I don’t know, Ma. But just put it

in your phone please.

Margarette pulls out a paper pad and pun from her purse next

to the bed.

MARGARETTE

Here. My phone’s dead anyway.

David looks at the pad. It has many numbers with different

names written on the pages.

DAVID

How long has the phone been dead? A

month?

MARGARETTE

Hush, I’m old fashioned. Just write

the damn number and your name,

please.
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David scribbles down the information, reading as he writes

his name for childish clarity.

DAVID

David. Aloysius. Freeman.

She takes back the notebook.

MARGARETTE

Smart ass.

A NURSE comes to the door. She carries a tray of food

consisting of a jello cup, a fruit cup and a half plate of

grey mush.

NURSE

(overly cheerful)

Dinner time.

She walks in between David and Margarette. She looks around

for a place to put the tray. She moves around some of

Robert’s tubing and puts down the tray in the clearing. The

Nurse turns and exits from where she came with a smile.

MARGARETTE

When you’re rich and famous can you

do something about this food? First

off, I don’t know why it even comes

here, seeing as he’s on a strict

tube diet.

She points to the IV.

DAVID

Well they’ve gotta keep bringing

the food. If they didn’t, then what

would keep him sick? They’d lose

money.

MARGARETTE

Maybe that mush is what they do

with all the organs that don’t make

the cut.

DAVID

Can’t just throw good meat like

that away.

MARGARETTE

Not this time of year.
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DAVID

And the drought.

MARGARETTE

Oof! It’d be a scandal.

DAVID

Panic in the streets.

David smiles. He kisses his mother.

MARGARETTE

But in all seriousness, this is

awful. And because he’s getting his

nutrients a la intravenous mode, I

always end up eating that crap.

DAVID

Better be careful, I hear crap just

goes straight to your ass.

Margarette playfully hits him.

MARGARETTE

Don’t joke like that, it’s crass.

She turns back to look at her sick husband and the tray of

food next to him.

MARGARETTE

(sigh)

Just fix the food, I guess. Then

it’ll all be peachy.

FADE TO BLACK

INT. SOUNDSTAGE 12

DIRECTOR

Cut!

CAPTION: A YEAR 6 MONTHS & 3 WEEKS AFTER IT HAPPENS

FADE IN

The stage is set for a French cafe (*same props as Cafe

Scene with Toni, Scene 23). The bohemian band, the candles

and the tables are all here.

David, sporting a good deal of scruff and sunglasses, sits

in frustration at one of the tables. Across from him, a very

tired Annette rubs her temples. He wears black, she wears

white. David’s voice is a little raspy.
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DAVID

What’s the deal with this shit?

The director, CLYDE BIXLEY, a nervous skinny bald man in his

early 40s, hurries out on to the set.

CLYDE

Which shit, David?

David picks up his fork and begins to poke the plate of

pasta in front of him.

DAVID

Fake food? Why?

David pulls out a cigarette to mend his exhausted patience.

He sparks his lighter and takes a quick drag.

CLYDE

Well, budget reasons.

DAVID

We couldn’t afford real food?

CLYDE

The uhm... allergy inform-

restrictions. We weren’t sure what

you could eat.

Annette looks up from her head ache.

ANNETTE

This is a parody of a movie, right?

CLYDE

Yes, of course.

ANNETTE

So watch the damn movie, we ate the

same food there.

David gestures with an open hand as if to say "there you

have it".

DAVID

And she’s supposed to be the idiot.

ANNETTE

Asshole.

DAVID

Take another valium.
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ANNETTE

If you say so.

She opens up her purse. Clyde shakes his head.

CLYDE

No please, Ms. Becker. We’re

running behind as it is.

ANNETTE

And that’s my fault?

DAVID

(overlapping)

How’s that her fault? You

being too cheap to buy real

food is the problem.

CLYDE

(overlapping)

I am sorry about the food,

David. I’ll get my best

people on it.

DAVID

(overlapping)

Ah I see how it is. She’s

Miss Becker and I’m David,

huh? We’re pals, Mr.

Director? Or do you just

not respect me?

ANNETTE

(overlapping)

Don’t you start that. I am

more important, you’re a

one hit wonder. Everyone

knows it.

CLYDE

(overlapping)

Oh no no no, sir! Mr.

Freeman, I apologize.

DAVID

(overlapping)

She probably got real food

too!

He stabs at her "pasta".

DAVID

Nope. Couldn’t even get a noodle

for your poodle.

David rises quickly. His demeanor does a complete 180.

DAVID

(calmly)

I think I might take five, Clyde.

He pats the Clyde, freezing him with anxiety.

ANNETTE

Smartest thing, you’ve ever said.

She follows him off set. Clyde takes a few deep breaths.
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CLYDE

(still shaken)

Does anyone know of a Ralphs or a

Whole Foods nearby, maybe? I think

we should probably get some food,

right?

INT. DAVID’S TRAILER

The luxurious interior is dressed in a red and white with a

sofa and a minibar. The walls are covered in wooden veneer

for a classy 70s aesthetic. The door opens, David finishes

his cigarette. He flicks away the butt and enters.

He walks up to the minibar, begins to make himself a drink.

KNOCK! KNOCK! There’s a tapping at the door. David opens it

to find Annette waiting outside.

DAVID

Nope.

David swings the door shut. He walks back to the minibar.

Annette opens the door, David turns with a perplexed frown.

His eyes portray a realization.

DAVID

(to himself)

The lock. That’s where we failed.

ANNETTE

Dick.

DAVID

Oh hey, Annette. Make yourself at

home.

David continues to mix his concoction. Annette clumsily

slips by David.

ANNETTE

Don’t mind if I do.

She grabs a glass and places it next to David’s, expecting

it to be filled. She falls onto the sofa with very little

grace.

ANNETTE

They don’t make directors like they

used to, huh?

David grunts in agreement.
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ANNETTE

Bunch of spineless pushovers.

David turns and hands her a drink. Annette takes a big gulp.

ANNETTE

Thanks, doll.

DAVID

No problem, guy.

He takes a seat on the floor at the opposite side of the

trailer, back against the wall.

ANNETTE

You seem tired.

David carelessly places another cigarette in his lips.

DAVID

Thanks.

He lights it.

ANNETTE

I’ve been thinking of getting a

boob job.

DAVID

If you ever had a real job in your

life, I guess that would be the

one.

ANNETTE

(fakely)

HA. HA.

She looks down to make a better observation.

ANNETTE

Nothing too crazy, just a little

more to look at. Getting work done,

get’s you work. It’s a publicity

bump.

DAVID

Two of them if the job is done

right.

ANNETTE

Jerk off. It’s different for women.

To stay relevant, I work for it.

You just get drunk and talk in that

(MORE)
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ANNETTE (cont’d)
new raspy voice and that’s your

thing.

DAVID

I forgot. You never drink.

Annette takes another swig from her glass.

ANNETTE

Whatever. You don’t get it.

DAVID

Nope.

ANNETTE

But yeah, so I’m thinking of doing

a whole re-creation of myself. Not

just big things like appearance,

you know? Like little things like

charity functions. And my publicist

says I should develop some strong

stances on some political stuff. I

told him, "Jerry, I don’t know the

first thing about politics."

DAVID

(falsely encouraging)

Don’t sell yourself short. You

don’t know the first thing about a

lot more than just politics.

ANNETTE

(missing the jab)

I know! But that’s the way people

begin to take you more serious.

DAVID

Throw in a boob job and no one can

stop you.

Annette nods to say "you get it". Takes a hefty sip.

ANNETTE

I don’t get why they make me fly

out here. Just cause you don’t want

to come back to the states.

David shakes his head, the sudden change of conversation

irks him. He takes a long drink.
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ANNETTE

Stupid. That’s what it is. Maybe I

don’t want to come to France. Hm?

Did anyone ever ask me?

DAVID

Poor, Annie Becker.

ANNETTE

Right? But I think he’s just such a

wimp.

DAVID

Who?

Annette rolls her eyes.

ANNETTE

This director. Haven’t you been

listening?

DAVID

Foolishly trying to.

He begins to polish off his beverage.

ANNETTE

Douche bag. Honestly, I haven’t had

a director worth a damn since

Paris. Sharon was a bitch but she

ended up knowing what she was

talking about. But your dumb ass

had to piss her off. Idiot.

He lowers his empty glass.

DAVID

You know, I think you and my

psychiatrist would really hit it

off...

David rises from the floor and returns to the minibar.

ANNETTE

I don’t even know what the hell

happened but...

She downs the last contents of her cup. Hands him the empty

container, she seems to have expectation of another to be

provided to her.
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ANNETTE

You two were crazy. I’ve never seen

two people hate each other so much.

David shrugs and continues his bar tending process.

ANNETTE

You screwed us all really. She

doesn’t want anything to do with

any of us either... What the hell

did you do to her?

DAVID

How should I know?

He hands her the second drink and takes his own back to his

seat.

ANNETTE

What’s that supposed to mean?

DAVID

I don’t think it was just one

thing.

ANNETTE

Probably not.

DAVID

I mean, I’m an asshole in so many

ways.

ANNETTE

Yep.

David takes an extra long drag of his cigarette and rubs his

scruff. He let’s his guard down a little, and delivers a

rare piece of sincerity.

DAVID

It’s hard to say what really

happened. Okay? When I look back on

everything and where I am, it’s all

one big blur. A big blur that both,

made and ended our careers.

He raises his glass to cheers. Begins to chug. Annette

sticks out her bosom and places her hands on her breasts.

ANNETTE

Not when these babies come in.

David continues to chug. Annette watches with a mix of

empathy and disgust in her eyes.
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ANNETTE

Dick.

INT. SOUND STAGE 12

Lackadaisical is the mood on the Paris Red set. The crew is

lazily preparing the set for a park scene(*props to be used

in a FRENCH PARK SCENE (#42) with Toni).

Annette sleeps on a bench. Larry sits on the floor next to a

light post. Lourdes and Sharon are having a discussion in

hushed tones.

SHARON

Any word from the adoption agency?

LOURDES

I thought you didn’t want to talk

about personal life at work?

SHARON

What work is going on?

LOURDES

We’ll keep trying.

Lourdes comfortingly rubs Sharon’s back. Sharon sighs.

SHARON

Gahh, I don’t know what I’d do

without you. Besides not dealing

with such a shitty lead.

LOURDES

Can’t let that one go yet, huh?

CAPTION: 2 MONTHS, 3 WEEKS & SOME DAYS BEFORE IT HAPPENS

Clunk! The door on the opposite side of the giant room

opens. All heads whip around to look at the source of the

sound.

In walks David, sporting sunglasses and a happy demeanor.

LARRY

Hey David.

DAVID

(cheerfully)

Hello Larry.

He continues towards the group. He is about 10 feet away,

when Sharon bursts into motion.
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SHARON

You son of a bitch.

She violently lunges towards David but is quickly restrained

by Lourdes and Larry.

DAVID

(calmly, almost bored)

Morning, Sharon.

SHARON

Where the fuck have you been, you

little shit?

LOURDES

You know David, we’ve had to push

back our schedule cause-

SHARON

Cause some asshole decided to

disappear for almost a week!

LOURDES

We were really worried about you,

David. You weren’t answering your

phone and the shooting schedule had

been made very clear.

DAVID

I’m sorry about any problems, I may

have caused. I was doing some

research for the part. You know,

trying to understand all that

"real" stuff you told me about,

Sharon.

The group is silent with no response for a beat.

LARRY

How was it?

DAVID

Not bad, Larry. Thanks for asking.

Larry smiles, happy with the reception of his response.

Sharon shakes off Lourdes who is still holding her back. Now

free, she straightens up her appearance, slightly more calm

than her previous murderous state. She addresses the crew.

SHARON

Okay folks! Mr. Freeman has deemed

this shooting day worthy of his

presence. So let’s get in some

(MORE)
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SHARON (cont’d)
work. We start shooting in an hour.

Larry, take over and wake up

Annette, please.

LARRY

Okay you folks! David has deemed

being shot worthy of a present so

let’s do work and such...

Crew members begin to step up the pace. Larry continues to

attempt to manage the crew. Sharon turns to David.

SHARON

You. You come with me.

DAVID

Yes sir, boss lady.

She turns to Lourdes.

SHARON

You too. If I try to kill him, stop

me after a minute or two.

LOURDES

You got it.

Sharon leads the trio out the door that David had entered

through.

EXT. STUDIO LOT - DAY

Sharon bursts through the door to the sound stage, David

follows with Lourdes shortly behind. It’s as if marching

David to an execution. Reaching a trailer, Sharon swings

open the door. She enters. David reaches the door. He begins

to enter. Stops and motions for Lourdes to go first. Better

to be safe. Lourdes enters. David follows.

INT. DAVID’S TRAILER

The trailer is now a fresher red and white interior with

gold lighting, but is easily recognizable as the same

trailer from the previous trailer scene (#35).

Sharon stands in impatient wait. Lourdes walks up the

stairs. David comes into view. He and Sharon square off

silently. Lourdes stand in the middle, uncertain.
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SHARON

Okay. I need you to be completely

honest with me right now. Do you

know that you’re a fucking idiot?

David mulls it over.

DAVID

Is that Socrates?

SHARON

What happened? Give you one real

direction and you run away for a

week?

DAVID

Isn’t that what actors do?

LOURDES

Don’t be cute, jack ass. Cut the

sarcastic question crap.

DAVID

Whatever do you mean?

SHARON

You were probably off with some

girl that you picked up some night.

David laughs. Sharon’s eyes narrow.

SHARON

Are you fucking- Is everything a

cliche with this fucking

production? You fucked us so you

could fuck her.

David tries to stifle his laughter.

DAVID

Not exactly.

SHARON

You found her in a club, had few

drinks, maybe a few laughs, bumped

uglies until your dick fell off,

then woke up one morning, drained

of bodily fluids and thought "oh

yeah, I’ve got that film thing to

do." Enlighten me, what did I miss?
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DAVID

I actually realized it last night,

not this morning. And we went to

Greece first. Besides that, its

uncanny.

Sharon continues to stare at David.

SHARON

Lourdes. I changed my mind. I think

I will kill him but I don’t want

any witnesses.

DAVID

Come on, let her stay. It’s

Lourdes. She’s the best!

SHARON

Lourdes, I need the room.

David’s face flashes a brief sign of worry at the changing

occupancy.

DAVID

She doesn’t have to go if she

doesn’t want to.

Lourdes isn’t looking at either of them. Her face shows

annoyance at the maturity level of conversation. Brrrrring!

An old style phone ring tone goes off. Lourdes answers

faster than wild west gunslinger could draw.

LOURDES

Yello.

She nods.

LOURDES

Mhm... Mhm... Yes. No. No. Yes.

She walks towards the trailer door.

LOURDES

Really? No that’s not real. It

couldn’t be.

Stopping halfway down the stairs, Lourdes turns to face

Sharon.

LOURDES

Mhm. Hold on.
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She holds the phone against her chest to block the sound.

She points at Sharon like a mother sternly instructing her

child.

LOURDES

Okay. No killing. Maiming? Sure.

But nothing on the face. Stick to

the legs and upper arms. Maybe the

back. I’ll talk to you later.

She puts the phone back to her ear and opens the door.

LOURDES

No, not you! I talk to YOU now,

moron.

SLAM! The door closes. David and Sharon are left squaring

off again.

DAVID

Now. I’m sensing some anger. But I

was trying to follow your

directions, in a way. I mean, I was

trying to find something real. I

can’t do that on a studio lot.

SHARON

That’s your angle?

DAVID

Take a little responsibility.

SHARON

Did you find it?

DAVID

What?

SHARON

Something real?

DAVID

I don’t know.

SHARON

Wow. That’s really sad.

DAVID

(smugly)

I don’t know... I wasn’t too sad.
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SHARON

See I thought you were just lazy.

But apparently it’s not that. You

really just... suck.

David’s bravado falters, showing a flicker of surprise at

this retort.

DAVID

Perhaps, I’m both lazy and suck?

Why stop there?

Sharon shakes her head.

SHARON

No. I mean, let’s just take it, for

a moment, that you were really

searching for that real something.

And let’s just say that it’s this

girl. Right now, do you feel a

little different without her?

DAVID

Not especially.

SHARON

Do you miss her?

She begins to move in on David. He holds his ground.

DAVID

It’s comp-

SHARON

I bet you haven’t thought of her

once since you last saw her.

DAVID

Hold on. I’m not that cliche. It

hasn’t even been that long.

Sharon smiles.

SHARON

You didn’t learn anything. You

tried your darned-est, and nothing

took.

DAVID

So?
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SHARON

You suck.

She takes another step. David still holding his ground.

DAVID

That’s mature.

SHARON

No, I actually mean it. You’re not

just a bad actor. There’s nothing

real... significant... or important

about you.

She moves in with one more step. David gives and his foot

moves back a pace.

SHARON

That’s not too surprising. The

saddest thing is, I don’t think you

ever really thought about it until

now.

DAVID

You know, you can be a real cunt

sometimes, Sharon.

David continues to lose ground.

SHARON

Fair enough. It’s not the worst

identity to have. But you think

you’re so... contained.

DAVID

Despite what you keep telling me, I

believe as an actor- I must have

control of my emotions. It’s the

real difference between acting and

living.

SHARON

Wrong!

Sharon begins to walk forward with a more steady pace. David

gives her every step, being slowly pushed back.

SHARON

Control isn’t real. It’s an

illusion. We don’t have control

over our emotions or "life". You’re

so goddamn cocky. You think that

manipulation and fucking gives you

(MORE)
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SHARON (cont’d)
more of an understanding about the

big picture, and trick yourself

into thinking you have some say in

your life. You can’t let go of that

control bullshit and so nothing you

do will ever work out.. or amount

to anything.

David has ran out of space to back up. His heel knocks the

back wall of the trailer. Sharon firmly grips his GENITALS.

David’s eyes widen in surprise.

SHARON

Seems this is the only way you

communicate. We’ll do it your way.

Sit. Get ready.

She releases him. He exhales. She turns and walks to his

minibar. David walks to the red leather couch in a trance.

Sharon grabs the WHISKEY CRAVAT and pours the contents into

a glass tumbler. David begins to unbutton his shirt. Sharon

turns holding the glass.

SHARON

No. I don’t give a shit about that.

Shoes, socks, pants. Off.

Sipping from her glass, she casually kicks off her shoes.

David takes his hands from his shirt. He sloppily takes off

his shoes. Sharon slips off her pants revealing her black

cotton panties. She takes another cool gulp of the whiskey

and watches David undress to her specifications.

Finishing his task, David sits in true Donald Duck style,

member exposed. Sharon takes her time to finish her drink,

and places down the empty glass.

She smoothly crosses the room and slipping off her

underwear. David lies back on the couch in submission.

Sharon mounts him and begins to ride him. Back and forth.

She takes David’s left hand. She bites his middle finger

seductively. Taking his other hand, she wraps them both

around her neck.

SHARON

Do it.

DAVID

What?

Sharon leans in closer.
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SHARON

Strangle me.

David’s hands tighten. Sharon smiles. The pace picks up.

David’s face flickers between pleasure and discomfort. His

hands loosen. Sharon frowns and leans in.

SHARON

Tighter.

His hands tighten slightly.

SHARON

Tighter!

They tighten a little more. Sharon’s face scrunches in

dissatisfaction.

In a quick motion, she knocks David’s arms away and places

her knees on them, pinning him. She grips his neck tightly.

David gasps for air. Sharon still riding back and forth.

David quickly climaxes. Only then does Sharon release him.

She dismounts him and returns to her drink at the minibar.

David lies limply on the couch, his face a mix of confusion,

guilt and exhaustion.

DAVID

Don’t you want to finish?

Sharon chuckles.

SHARON

Now that... is funny.

Sharon finishes her whiskey. She puts her panties and pants

casually quick.

SHARON

Now clean yourself up. You will be

on set in 10 minutes, looking the

part. You will stop wasting my time

and do this thing for real. Do we

understand each other?

DAVID

Inescapably.

SHARON

Good.

She begins towards the door. SNAP! She snaps her fingers and

whips back around.
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SHARON

And don’t forget about that TV

interview promotion thing with

Hillary What’s-her-face. Let’s have

some big smiles, okay? Don’t be

late. Alright! See you out there!

She turns and heads out the door, whistling. David rises to

a half naked seated position. He takes a moment to look

around as if the answer to all of his questions about what

had just happened was hiding somewhere in the room.

INT. PETER’S PARIS OFFICE - DAY

Everything in the office is the same, except for the new

couch. This one is a chrome yellow "V" shaped monstrosity,

on which lies Derek with his heavily bearded face and long

brown hair facing up towards the ceiling. His black

sunglasses, pants and button down shirt are in sharp

contrast with loud colored couch.

CAPTION: "2 YEARS OR SO AFTER IT HAPPENS"

In the chair across sits Peter. He taps his pen on his paper

pad. David pulls out a cigarette and prescription pill

bottle. He pops in a pill and lights a cigarette. Peter

watches.

PETER

You know I start to feel like you

just come here for the drugs.

DAVID

What gave you that idea?

David’s voice is extremely hoarse and tired.

PETER

Not a clue.

David offers him a cigarette. Peter shakes his head.

PETER

I’ll take some MDMT though.

David pours a pill out onto Peter’s hand. Peter throws it

down his throat. He begins to sit back but stops. He leans

forward and gestures for David to give him a cigarette.

David does. They both puff blissfully for a moment.
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PETER

So what shit will we be shootin’

today?

DAVID

You know, you can always bring

something to the table.

PETER

I don’t think I’m allowed to when

you’re paying me.

DAVID

When has that ever stopped you?

PETER

Never. But a guy can’t have

principles?

DAVID

You might have had a principal or

two in your younger days but I’m

sure you lost touch.

PETER

What the hell do you mean by that?

DAVID

I mean you graduated grade school

some time ago. I don’t see any

reason why you would’ve had a

principal since.

Peter stares at David.

Beat.

Peter begins a brief slow clap.

PETER

We are all so very impressed by

your wit, smart guy. But that one?

Eh. Not your best. Kinda stretching

it.

DAVID

These are the jokes, kid.

PETER

You could use some fresh ones.

What’s the difference between a

guitar and a fish?

David turns his head towards Peter. He takes off his shades.
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DAVID

You can’t tuna fish.

PETER

Heard that one huh? Could’ve just

played along but okay. When’s a

door not a door?

DAVID

More of a riddle. When it’s a jar.

Both are starting to talk a little faster.

PETER

Trying to be wise, asshole? How are

you on old fashioned zingers? I

walked into a bar the other day.

Went to the bartender. He asked

what I wanted. I said surprise me.

He showed me a naked picture of my

wife.

DAVID

My father is a stupid man. He used

to work in a bank. Got fired for

stealing pens.

PETER

You know people always ask me, as

far as girls go, are you a tit man

or an ass man? I think I’m more of

an ass man. Because whenever I walk

down the street people always tell

me you’re an ass, man!

DAVID

Not just in the streets actually.

PETER

Watch it.

DAVID

The other day, I was driving back

home from work to see my girl. I

saw a man running naked through the

neighborhood. I asked him why, he

said cause you came home early!

PETER

For me eating is like sex now. The

other day I was so embarrassed, I

was eating dinner and my kid walked

in, I covered my plate.
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Both men laugh. David’s eyes begin to droop to a druggy half

mast.

DAVID

Pill starting kickin’ in yet?

Peter is sliding deeper into his chair to find a more

relaxed position.

PETER

Yep.

The pace of dialogue has dropped to a stoned pace.

DAVID

Were all of our one liners just

Rodney Dangerfield j-

PETER

Yep. Nobody talks about Rodney

anymore.

DAVID

Not hip anymore.

PETER

Nope. But one of the greats.

David nods.

DAVID

Yesssss sirrrrr.

PETER

Know who else was pretty solid.

George Carlin.

DAVID

Yep-puh.

PETER

Till he became just a grouchy old

man. I mean his 70s, 80s and 90s

stuff was solid. Just after, when

they’d have an oxygen tank waiting

for him was kinda, ya know...

He blows a big rasberry.

DAVID

You remember that one joke, that he

would have about time?
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David rises up a little more. He shows more signs of

awareness.

PETER

Not even almost.

DAVID

He had this one bit. About how

there are so many ways to reference

time. I’m butchering it already.

But it was a really existential

look at time. Like how people ask

"what time is it?" and the response

can be anything like 5:45 or

quarter before six or forty five

after or evening or dinner time. Or

how someone can ask do you have the

time? As if you are the keeper of

time. Or having a good time. It’s

funny stuff, man.

It’s Peter’s posture’s turn to reach ultimate mellowness.

PETER

Sounds funny. Like, what is time?

DAVID

I don’t know. But it’s hard to keep

track of, sometimes. I mean it’s

not a real thing, but it is because

we’ve made it so.

Peter opens his mouth to speak. Pauses.

PETER

Bullshit.

DAVID

Yep. It is a way to track memories

and label conscious experience.

Think of it like a movie. A movie

is just a series of pictures tied

together to create perception of

something. A projection of a dream,

where each moment is preserved in a

picture or a frame. We think of

time as a series, as in: this

happened then, and then this

happened then, and then this

happened. And that’s an easy way to

store all this time we’ve spent.

But is life really like a movie?

There’s a set amount of run time,

(MORE)
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DAVID (cont’d)

but when the film is going, time

feels different. You can cover

days, months, years in a 2 hour

film. Just from one frame to

another time can speed up, slow

down or jump ahead. So it is. I

guess that’s how memories work.

Flushing out all that extra boring

stuff no one really cares about.

Peter eyes are glazed over.

PETER

Uh-huh.

DAVID

Know what’s weird, is how you can

remember exactly when things

happened in your life, as long as

you were awake. But when something

happens to you while you dream, you

can’t always remember when in your

lifetime it happens.

Peter is starting to shake out of his daze.

PETER

Yeah... yeah, that’s weird. While

we’re on the uhm... the subject.

Have you had any more of those

strange dreams that you had, were

having, whatever?

DAVID

Just the same one’s, really. A few

new ones every now and then. But

they’ve been getting more and more

vivid. I can make out faces now.

They aren’t ever anyone I

recognize. Usually. I mean, some

are always people I recognize and

others aren’t, you know? There has

been this one that I’ve been having

for awhile.

PETER

And felt no reason to mention it to

your shrink slash best friend?

DAVID

It’s kinda fucked up.
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Both men are mellow and drugged, but show signs of

definite coherency.

PETER

Probably no more than anyone

else’s.

DAVID

I have no frame of reference so I

suppose I must agree.

PETER

God, you’re frustrating to talk to

some times.

DAVID

Well you’re tough to listen to so I

guess we’re even... I’ve been

having this strangling dream.

Peter waves his arms to stop David.

PETER

Stop right there! That makes

perfect sense. The movie, the

strangle scene. Boom! Shrinked.

DAVID

Shrunk?

PETER

Excuse me?

David takes a deep drag of his cigarette.

DAVID

But that’s my issue. It’s too... I

don’t know. I can’t tell sometimes

when I think about it.

PETER

Well then don’t think about it, I

guess. Wait, can’t tell what?

DAVID

They seem so real sometimes. I’m

over her, strangling her. And

people are all around. They are

cheering like... they love what

they’re seeing. And I feel so

detached but... aware...

FADE TO BLACK
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INT. DARK DREAM ROOM

BLACK & WHITE

The room appears to have a dark wall-less quality to it.

Spot lighted is a clean cut, darkly dressed David sitting a

top a BRUNETTE WOMAN. His knees pin down her arms. His hands

are tightly squeezing her slender neck. His face is engulfed

in passionate rage. She gasps for air.

Quiet applause and cheering begin in the distance. Dark

images begin to emerge slowly from the darkness. The

cheering grows louder and louder. The bright spotlight

reveals the images to be people of all sorts of

socio-political backgrounds. Continuing to strangle the

woman, David looks up at the gathering crowd.

The cheering masses gather around the perimeter of the

spotlight. Their volumes steadily increases. The Brunnette

Woman gasps her last breaths. David’s facial expression

falls to one of helplessness and regret. The life leaves her

eyes. His hands still wrapped. He can’t let go.

CUT TO

INT. SOUNDSTAGE 12 - DAY

David’s hands are wrapped around an unconscious looking

Annette in a match shot with the dream. David’s face, now

sporting a long unkept looking beard and bordered by greasy

long hair, has the same helpless look of regret.

ENRIQUE

Cut!

Annette burst back to life with a face of disgust.

ANNETTE

God you stink!

David and Annette are surrounded by a commercial camera

crew. A brand new car with a red bow is on a spinning stage

behind them. The crew bursts into action, adjusting for the

next shot.

CAPTION: "AROUND 4 AND A HALF-ISH YEARS AFTER IT HAPPENS"

She pushes David off of her. This reveals her POST-OPERATION

BOOB JOB, a moderate success with a two size increase.
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ANNETTE

It honestly makes me gag. Probably

the best I’ve ever ever done this

scene, and that’s saying something.

David shakes himself out of it. He burps. He calls to her in

a hoarse, drunken croak.

DAVID

Not saying too much, if we’re being

honest Annie.

Annette storms off the set. Enrique, a tall broad shouldered

hispanic man in his early 40s is the commercial’s director.

He steps in Annette’s path.

ENRIQUE

Annette, we still have one more

shot-

ANNETTE

Shut it, Enrique.

Stronger than she looks she shoves him to the side. Enrique

flies into the ASSISTANT DIRECTOR behind him. Annette

continues on her path.

ENRIQUE

Was that necessary, Annette? We

still have more shots before we can

wrap.

ANNETTE

You’re not paying me by the shot,

buddy. I’m done for the day.

She continues. Enrique calls out louder as the distance

between them increases.

ENRIQUE

Fine! We’ll just get a stand in

then. We’ll make it work. I guess

that’s a wrap for Annette,

everybody.

He begins to clap. The crew joins in. Annette opens the

soundstage door. Bright white light comes in along with a

burst of flashes and shouts of noisy reporters.

REPORTERS

Ms. Becker! Ms.Becker! Over here!
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ANNETTE

Look, you gotta back up so I can

get out. Fucking idiots.

She crosses the threshold and the door shuts behind her.

Enrique and the crew stop clapping. CLAP! CLAP! CLAP!

Enrique turns to see David smugly clapping with a lit

cigarette in his mouth. He leans on the hood of the new car.

ENRIQUE

You can’t smoke in here.

David raises his eyebrows.

DAVID

Since when?

Enrique sighs.

ENRIQUE

I don’t know, screw it. Do what you

want.

DAVID

If you insist. Does that mean I get

the day off too?

ENRIQUE

That was the last shot we needed

you for. The rest were her close

ups.

DAVID

Can’t you just use some from the

last commercial?

ENRIQUE

No, that was pre-op.

DAVID

Which op?

ENRIQUE

Post-lip-op, pre-breast-op.

DAVID

Ah, I remember. When she was

mid-op.

ENRIQUE

Yeah, so it’s no good.
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DAVID

Okay, yeah. Umm... How about that

one jewelry commercial she did? It

hasn’t aired yet maybe get that

footage?

ENRIQUE

How about she just do her job?

DAVID

Good luck with that one, my friend.

David takes a sharp drag of the cigarette. Enrique turns to

the crew.

ENRIQUE

(in spanish)

That’s a wrap for today. Let’s

clean up and go home. Try again

tomorrow.

The crew starts breaking down the set. Enrique snatches the

cigarette from David. He moves to take a puff. David quickly

takes it back. Enrique is left empty handed and surprised

DAVID

Enrique, quieres un drag?

He offers him the cigarette. Enrique’s face shows a mix of

annoyance and amusement.

ENRIQUE

Si, gracias.

Enrique takes his drag and hands the cigarette back to

David.

ENRIQUE

So, are you going home?

DAVID

No I might hang out. Wait for all

the commotion outside to die down

again. This fucking sequel. I did

not see it coming.

ENRIQUE

When do you guys start shooting?

DAVID

I’ve no idea, it’s only just been

announced. There’s no way it’ll

ever happen.
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ENRIQUE

But who wouldn’t pay to go see

Paris Red PART II? It’s a good

thing right?

He waves for another drag. David accommodates.

DAVID

I don’t know. Seems like one of

those movies that shouldn’t be made

into a sequel.

ENRIQUE

You didn’t like the movie?

Enrique let’s out a puff of smoke and starts to hand the

cigarette back to David. He changes his mind and takes a

couple more puffs.

DAVID

It’s complicated, I’m not saying it

was a bad movie. Just some don’t

feel like they should be sequels.

Enrique takes a final drag and hands back the almost

finished cigarette.

ENRIQUE

Fair enough. I’m going home. Your

payment has been handled. Good luck

with everything.

He shakes David’s hand. Enrique’s nostrils flair in brief

disgust.

ENRIQUE

(low tone)

She is right, though. You smell

awful.

Enrique walks towards the door.

ENRIQUE

(calling back over his

shoulder)

Just thought you ought to know.

Gotta cut back on the drinking,

friend. Or increase the showers.

The door opens. There are quick two flashes.
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REPORTERS

(disappointed)

Awww...

ENRIQUE

Yeah yeah. Just the commercial

director. No big deal.

He goes out the door.

ENRIQUE OS

I don’t know, why you’re still

here. Everybody else left.

There’s a flash. Enrique yells something angrily in spanish.

The door closes.

The rest of the crew continues to break down the set around

David, still resting on the hood of the car. He takes out

his phone: 2 UNREAD VOICEMAILS.

David opens it. The first message is from Peter, 1 Hour

prior. David plays it.

PETER

(on the phone)

Hey douche bag, hope everything’s

all gravy with you. You’re still

paying me to spend an hour by

myself in my office and it’s cool

and all but.. you know. I’d rather

have you show up. But I ’ve told

you this before, why would you

listen now. Anyway. Heard about

your mom, and I realized that maybe

as your shrink I should’ve maybe

heard that from you or something.

Would’ve come to the funeral or

sent flowers. Maybe even wear a

black tie for a week. Not even a

text. Anyway, sorry for the guilt,

call me.

The message ends. David looks at the other voice mail. It’s

the same message from Sharon now over 4 years old. He put’s

his phone in his pocket.

In the far corner, a JANITOR is sweeping up. He finishes his

job and sets the broom against the wall. He takes a seat on

a lone stool facing s small television with rabbit ear

antennae.
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He switches the old machine on and a fuzzy picture slowly

comes to life. The picture and sound begin to fade out. The

Janitor hits the box and the picture and audio returns.

David walks over to the scene. He stops next to the man. The

Janitor turns. David nods. The Janitor returns the gesture

and shifts back to the television.

David takes a deep drag. The screen is a shot of children on

a playground, possibly part of a French documentary. Their

squeals of laughter and excitement loudly plays from the

small box’s speakers.

EXT. FRENCH PARK - DAY

It is a beautiful golden sunny day in Paris. David and Toni

walk side by side down a girt path. David is clean shaved

with a dark blue button down and tan pants, Toni wears a

white sundress. School has just gotten out, and children in

school clothes are running around as only children do.

CAPTION: ABOUT 2 MONTHS-ISH BEFORE IT HAPPENS

TONI

You don’t actually think that.

DAVID

I do.

TONI

How?

DAVID

Well as we grow up, we don’t

exactly lose our imagination

ability. It just becomes more

structured by rules.

TONI

Rules that we learn growing up.

DAVID

Yep. We start to understand the

world we live in and so we maintain

the same creative ability, it’s

just, we adhere more to the rules

and build off that.

TONI

So you’re saying that, kids who

grow up into adults, their

imagination is limited due to their

knowledge of the world?
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DAVID

Not limited. That’s not the right

word. More... scoped. Focused.

TONI

Sounds like an argument of

semantics to me.

DAVID

Fair enough.

A ball rolls in front of the couple. A LITTLE GIRL runs up.

Grabs the ball and stares up at the couple. The couple stop.

The two parties stare at each other for a beat. David makes

a funny face. The little girl giggles and runs away. Toni

turns to David as if she has something to see. She says

nothing and the two continue on the path.

TONI

Would you ever want kids?

DAVID

What? To keep?

Toni doesn’t acknowledge the joke.

DAVID

I guess. That is usually part of

the plan. Not now, so don’t get any

funny ideas.

Beat.

DAVID

How about you?

TONI

Yes. I’ve always wanted a little

one. Just a tiny little one. With

tiny little feet.

DAVID

That eventually grow into big

smelly feet.

Toni gasps.

TONI

No! Not my little one. They will

grow up nice and slow.
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DAVID

And how many of these nice, slow

little people are you hoping for?

TONI

Many. Maybe six.

DAVID

Six kids? Oh wow. You’d be ruined!

Toni hits him a little harder than playfully.

DAVID

I mean props to ya, you

overachiever but wow!

TONI

I had seven brothers and sisters.

DAVID

Your poor, mother.

She hits him again a little harder.

TONI

You’re not being funny.

DAVID

Let’s just agree to disagree.

TONI

On kids?

DAVID

No, on whether or not I’m funny.

TONI

So you do want kids?

DAVID

With you?

TONI

Yes.

DAVID

In the future?

TONI

Most likely.

David smiles and puts his arm lovingly around Toni.
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DAVID

Of course. I mean look at you.

David kisses her on the cheek. She rolls her eyes.

DAVID

No, seriously. You know I love you

and stuff right? Have we not gone

over that.

Toni smiles biting her lips. She shakes her head, no.

DAVID

Oh. Well, yeah. I love you, Toni.

Toni throws her arms around David and plants a big sloppy

kiss right on the lips. David embraces her in return. Toni

whispers in his ear.

TONI

I’m all yours.

DAVID

I love you so much.

They continue to embrace. They do not notice the snotty

school kids mocking and making fun of them on the

hill approximately 30 yards behind.

DAVID

Okay, on that note. I’ve gotta run.

TONI

(jokingly accusing)

Oh, alright. Why? Off having

affairs with your other

girlfriends?

David stops for a moment. Remembering Sharon in the trailer.

But he quickly recovers.

DAVID

(dramatically)

Yep! Because acting is my craft and

my craft is my love.

TONI

You are so ridiculous.

DAVID

Hey. It’s the last day of shooting,

after this it goes to editing in

post production for a couple months

and then I’m all yours.
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FADE OUT

INT. SOUND STAGE 12

FADE IN

Sharon stands with her hands on her hips and her face

showing fatigue and mild contempt.

SHARON

This isn’t working. Larry? Hi. Can

we get an apple box for David?

The camera pulls out to show Larry and Lourdes standing to

either side of her.

LARRY

Will somebody, please get David

some Applebee’s.

SHARON

Apple box.

LARRY

Apple BOX! I’m sorry Sharon, I’m so

tired.

He puts his head down on Sharon’s shoulder.

SHARON

It’s alright Larry.

Sharon rises out of her chair. The camera continues to pull

back to reveal a set similar to hotel bedroom from scene 6.

A suitcase is jam packed on the bed. Annette stands wearing

torn jeans, a loose tank top with an American flag and round

sunglasses. David, wearing an open button down, dark blue

linen shirt and dark jeans, stands next to her in position

for a two shot.

O.S. crew members can be heard scrambling for an apple box.

Sharon stops in front of the two actors.

SHARON

David. I need more passion. You’re

not just furious at her for leaving

you. You are so charged up and

overwhelmed by emotion that your

anger and lack of control becomes

dominant apathy. Plus visually, I

(MORE)
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SHARON (cont’d)
need you to be a more dominant

presence.

DAVID

So be taller?

Sharon ignores the comment and turns to Annette. A crew

member places down an apple box on David’s mark.

SHARON

Annie. Last shot of the movie and

we’re done. Remember, you are

leaving this lying son of a bitch.

He has ruined your life. I mean

screw this asshole. I need to see

that you loathe this sorry excuse

for a human. Okay?

ANNETTE

Shouldn’t be too hard.

DAVID

Oh, how would you know?

Steaming and silent, Sharon returns to her director’s chair.

David blinks his eyes in confusion. No come back? That’s

strange...He steps on the apple box. He is about 8 inches

above Annette’s level.

Sharon looks over at the monitor to check the shot. She

shakes her head.

SHARON

Bigger box, Larry.

LARRY

Bigger box!

A crew member rushes to put a larger box down in place of

the predecessor. David steps off and back on to the new box.

He is now a foot above Annette.

Sharon, still at the monitor, sighs and shakes her head.

SHARON

Another box, Larry.

LARRY

’Nother box!

Lourdes leans forward to Sharon’s shoulder.
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LOURDES

Come on, Sharon. Let’s just get

this and go home.

SHARON

Not yet. It needs to be right.

David steps off. A crew member places a smaller box on top

of the larger one.

DAVID

How many of these do you have?

The crew member says nothing. David steps up. Now he stands

a little less than a foot and a half above Annette.

DAVID

Oh come on Sharon, this is

ridiculous!

SHARON

It works on camera.

Larry looks at the monitor.

LARRY

His head is completely cut off.

LOURDES

Sharon, what’s-

SHARON

Everyone take five!

ANNETTE

What?

SHARON

Take a break.

Sharon leaves her chair and begins walking for the nearest

door.

LOURDES

Now?

DAVID

(protesting)

We’re almost done!

Sharon stops and turns on a dime.
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SHARON

Look! I’m still the director. This

thing is not over till I say it’s a

wrap. I can call for lousy five

minute break! Is that okay with all

of you?

She turns and continues on her war path. She whips open the

door, white light floods in. SLAM! She shuts it behind her.

EXT. STUDIO LOT - EVENING

Sharon leans against the tan outer wall of the sound stage

smoking a cigarette. David rounds the building and comes

into view.

DAVID

Soooooo what the hell was that?

SHARON

Cigarette?

She offers him one from her carton. He shakes his head.

DAVID

No thanks, crazy lady.

SHARON

Fuck off, David. I’m not kidding.

DAVID

Fine.

David begins to walk away, he stops. Turns around to Sharon.

DAVID

It’s the last fucking day, Sharon.

We are pretty much done. What’s

your issue?

SHARON

Just the usual ones. I hate you,

you’re a shitty actor. Do we have

to go over this every time?

DAVID

Why are you choosing to lose it on

the last day?

SHARON

I’m fine! There are just some

unforeseen developments-
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DAVID

How? It’s the last d-

SHARON

I swear to god, if you say "it’s

the last day", one more time, I

will kill you.

DAVID

Well then what the hell are these

developments?

SHARON

Well for starters, I’m late.

David throws up his arms.

DAVID

I know! I’m sorry, okay.

SHARON

You should be!

DAVID

I wouldn’t call it a development.

Sharon is taken a back by his candor.

SHARON

Well, I sure would.

DAVID

It’s old news. Everyone already

knows.

SHARON

How is it old news?! I didn’t know

until today.

David starts nodding his head and smiling comfortingly.

DAVID

Okay. So my director screws me and

then goes off the deep end.

SHARON

I don’t know what you’re talking

about.

DAVID

Come on, very funny. I’m always

late, I get it.
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SHARON

Let me rephrase, I’m pregnant.

Asshole.

David’s smile instantly disappears.

DAVID

Okay. Stop trying to be funny.

You’re not good at it.

Sharon shakes her head. She takes a drag.

DAVID

Then stop smoking.

Sharon looks at the cigarette and puts it out. David gasps.

DAVID

Shit.

David puts his hands on his head. He leans his back against

the sound stage wall next to Sharon. He slides down the wall

to a seated position. He hangs his head between his legs.

SHARON

I don’t know what to do.

David keeps his head down.

DAVID

Understandable.

SHARON

Thanks for taking it so well.

DAVID

Yep.

He raises his head.

DAVID

So... any thoughts at all? I mean

what do you want to ummm...

SHARON

I don’t know.

DAVID

That’s right. You said that, umm

before.
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SHARON

Mhhm.

Beat.

David slowly rises back to his feet. He dusts himself off a

bit. He turns to Sharon.

DAVID

Look, it’s going to be okay.

Sharon laughs.

DAVID

Seriously, I want you to know that

I will support whatever you want to

do.

SHARON

Look slick, thanks, but no thanks.

Alright?

DAVID

Whatever. You know, you’re someone

whose had a profound effect on my

life. I’m just saying that as

dysfunctional as we are we make a

good team.

SHARON

Nope.

DAVID

What we still have almost made a

movie. That’s something right?

SHARON

It’s not gonna be that good a

movie.

DAVID

Now you’re just being bitter.

SHARON

Cause I’m pregnant. Idiot.

DAVID

Look, the more I think about it, I

want you to keep the baby.

Sharon’s eyebrows nearly shoot of her head.
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SHARON

Really? Not that you have a say in

this matter. I didn’t expect...

umm...

DAVID

I think in a weird twisted fucked

up way, I care about you.

SHARON

You hate me.

DAVID

Love and hate aren’t mutually

exclusive.

SHARON

Now you love me??

DAVID

Maybe, yeah!

SHARON

Another fucking cliche??

Sharon walks a few feet away, she needs her space.

SHARON

First off, I don’t love you, so

there’s that. Second, fucking

bullshit, you love me!! And third,

while I’m surprised that you would

want to... even if I had it, why

would I let you anywhere ne-

DAVID

Because I love you. I think.

SHARON

Stop saying that! Listen. I hate

your guts. I hate that a little

part of you is now spawning in my

guts like a fucking alien. I don’t

know what I’m going to do about it.

So, for the time being, I am going

to focus on the one thing, I still

have control over. We’re going to

get this last scene. Then I’ll be

in post-production. I’m not doing

any interviews with you like that

fucking Hillary Terringtion crap

anymore. You want to help me out?

You can keep doing your job and let

me figure this shit out on my own.
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David’s face falls.

She walks towards the corner of the building.

SHARON

(over her shoulder)

Break’s over. Back to work, lover

boy.

David’s mood falls even lower as he takes a moment to

contemplate what he had just done. Did he mean anything he

just said?

FADE OUT

INT. PETER’S PARIS OFFICE - DAY

The office is unoccupied. A new black leather couch

identical to the one in David’s apartment has taken its

place across from Peter’s usual chair.

CAPTION: JUST BEFORE IT HAPPENS

Peter and David, clean shaven with messy hair, a white

t-shirt and jeans, enter the frame.

DAVID

You copied my couch?

PETER

Thought you might be more

comfortable.

DAVID

Much obliged, but it is kind of a

weird couch for a shrink.

PETER

Yeah, I guess it is a little too

close to being a sofa. I’ll return

it tomorrow.

DAVID

Maybe think about trying some new

colors?

PETER

You think?

DAVID

Couldn’t hurt... Oh by the way, my

Dad’s completely cancer free. No

(MORE)
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DAVID (cont’d)
more cancerous cells as of 3

o’clock yesterday afternoon.

PETER

(sincerely)

Wow! That’s big news man. I’m

stoked to hear that.

DAVID

Yep. They’re gonna make it for the

big premiere too.

PETER

Well seem like everything is coming

up aces for ya.

DAVID

And guess what.

PETER

Just say whatever you want to say.

I hate that "guess what" bullshit.

DAVID

I think I’m gonna be a dad.

Peter’s eyes widen, but he nods his head calmly in contrast.

DAVID

Oh, and I’m in love.

Peter opens his mouth.

DAVID

With two people.

Peter opens his mouth again.

DAVID

Well one for sure. The other I

think.

PETER

Think?

DAVID

Think.

PETER

Do you at least know the person who

is pregnant?
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DAVID

Yes.

PETER

Is it who I think?

DAVID

No.

PETER

No?

DAVID

No.

PETER

Do I know them?

DAVID

Of them.

Peter looks off to ponder.

PETER

I know of them... no.

He whips his his head back around.

PETER

Her?

DAVID

Yes.

PETER

When?

DAVID

Awhile back. But I found out a few

weeks ago, you were on vacation.

PETER

You know who and when. But you’re

unsure of the result?

DAVID

She might not want me to... you

know.

PETER

But she’s going to?
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DAVID

Pretty sure.

PETER

Pretty sure?

DAVID

It may not have been said

explicitly, but definitely.

PETER

Be wary of words, you say for

others.

DAVID

That’s very good. You remember my

fortune cookie from lunch. You’re

brilliant doctor.

PETER

Shove it. So are you ready for that

job?

DAVID

I think so.

PETER

You thin-

DAVID

Stop that. I’ve got what it takes.

I haven’t had the best start. But

when the time comes, I think I’m

ready, to have a family of my own.

Being surrounded by the ones I

love, everyday. That’s something I

could get used to.

PETER

Not a bad thought, but things can

happen. You’re not guaranteed your

Brady Bunch fantasy.

DAVID

I don’t care.

PETER

Okay. What about the other one? Is

she the one you love or kinda love?

DAVID

The one I love.

Peter wipes his forehead. He exhales.
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PETER

Stupid vacation, put me all kinds

of behind. Wasn’t even that fun.

Why’d you recommend Greece? That

museum was shit, by the way.

DAVID

(ignoring Peter)

I have no idea how she’ll take it.

PETER

Probably not well, if I had to

guess. Dip shit.

DAVID

I guess I’ve got time to figure

stuff out. The premiere is only a

few weeks away and I don’t know if

I’ll see the mother of my child

before then.

PETER

(sarcastically)

Oh yeah. Thank god, you’re not

jumping into anything, yet.

DAVID

Whatever. I’m sure this will all

work out.

INT. PETER’S PARIS OFFICE - DAY

CAPTION: "LONG AFTER IT HAPPENS"

Peter opens the door slowly and peeps his head in.

PETER

David? You here buddy?

He takes a step in. The lights are dimmed. He’s carrying a

fast food bag, apparently having just come back from lunch.

Next to the new couch, a rigid bamboo contraption, David

full beard and long hair is in a plank position. His black

shirt draped on the "couch".

PETER

Hey man... What’s happening over

here?

David’s voice is now a deep croaking.
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DAVID

Just one second... There. It’s

gone. Another to replace it.

PETER

Whatever. What’s this, that you’re

doing?

David stops planking and turns over to sit on the ground

facing Peter. Peter turns on a light.

DAVID

How long do you think we’ve been

talking?

PETER

When? Now?

DAVID

Just then.

PETER

Before?

DAVID

Yes.

PETER

Too long for me to still have no

idea what’s going on.

DAVID

Do you ever?

PETER

On occasion.

DAVID

But think about it. We’ve been

talking for a minute at least,

right?

PETER

Sure.

DAVID

Went by pretty quick, right?

PETER

Okay this is a nice recap and all

but-
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DAVID

I can control time... With my body.

Peter’s face show’s slight interest, takes a moment to soak

this in. He turns his back to David and puts the fast food

bag down on his desk. Takes a deep breath, and faces David.

DAVID

I thought as my psychiatrist and my

friend, you’d like to know.

PETER

Thank you for informing me. May I

see, your new found super power?

DAVID

It’s all because I’ve accepted that

I am part of a dream. A projected

dream. So as part of this dream,

time can be distorted.

PETER

But David, if this is a dream,

wouldn’t I be part of the dream?

DAVID

You are.

PETER

But I can’t control time.

DAVID

Because you are not important

enough to the function of the

dream.

PETER

The fuck does that mean?

David quickly drops into plank position.

DAVID

I can slow time down, I feel time

jump from memory to memory. It’s

all important. And I think I am the

focus of this dream.

PETER

Look, David. Look at me. You’re not

dreaming. You’re out of control.
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DAVID

No! I am dreaming and I am in

control. I can control my

perception of time! Do you know

what that means? Time being

subjective, and based off of

perception, I control time.

PETER

You’re freaking me out! Come on,

Dave. You can’t be crazy, you’re

successful. And I’m not that bad of

a doctor.

DAVID

I’m not crazy. I’m just a depressed

narcissist dealing with delusions

of grandeur.

PETER

But you’re too smart to be

delusional.

DAVID

Exactly. So they must be real. Or

else, nothing is.

PETER

You lost me.

DAVID

You got anything to drink?

Beat. Peter scoffs and loosens his tie, to compose himself.

PETER

(mockingly)

Do I have anything to drink?

Peter rises and pours two glasses of whiskey from the

minibar by his desk, filling one significantly higher than

the other. He returns and sits on the creaky bamboo couch.

He hands David the smaller of the two glasses.

PETER

From the smell of you, I have some

catching up to do.

Dzvid takes a big gulp from his glass.

DAVID

I don’t think I want you as my

psychiatrist, any more.
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PETER

Uh-huh. And why is that?

DAVID

I don’t think you and I are on the

level anymore. Existentially, so to

speak.

PETER

You think you’re better than me?

Peter takes a long sip.

DAVID

Not better. But I don’t think we

should do this anymore.

PETER

Professionally.

DAVID

No. You remind me too much of my

mistakes.

PETER

I’m at fault for that?

DAVID

Fault has nothing to do with it.

PETER

So you’re done with me? That’s it.

David sips the whiskey. He lights a cigarette.

DAVID

I guess. I don’t feel like I ever

got anything from this. Time to

move on I suppose.

PETER

You know what? I didn’t say

anything because I thought I was

being a good friend. But now that

you’re not paying me, I realized

I’ve been a real dick of a friend

and shit excuse for a doctor. We

both know that there’s no way, I

should’ve ever been your therapist.

But you hired me cause I bugged you

into it? Okay... you settled for

the appearance of looking like you

were looking help. To say you

(MORE)
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PETER (cont’d)
tried. You know what? You’ve got

this idea about fate and that you

are destined to be unhappy, alone

and to be punished. I have no idea

for what or where this idea came

from. But I know one thing, and

that is, you don’t really want any

help. Do you?

Peter finishes his glass.

PETER

Well I’m done fighting your pursuit

of destiny. You sad,

psychotic dumb ass.

He throws the glass on the ground. CRASH! It shatters. Peter

stares at David for a beat. He exits.

EXT. DREAM RAILROAD - NIGHT

BLACK & WHITE

It is a dark and quiet prairie night, a cold steel railroad

stretches off into the black in either direction with a dirt

road running across it. Two rail crossing safety guard-rails

rest with their arms up to allow for uninterrupted travel.

An operational building sits a few yards behind the second

rail.

In the distance, headlights appear on the dusty path. The

car continues rumbling down the road. It passes the first

guard arm, that drops behind the vehicle. The second guard

arm falls in front of the car, trapping it on the tracks.

The driver’s window rolls down. David’s head pops out to

investigate. He shakes the door handle, the door won’t open.

Sharon appears in the window of the operator’s building.

David opens his mouth to call her. No sound comes out. She

doesn’t notice him.

TOOT TOOT! David see’s the distant light of a train heading

straight his way. He shakes the door handle with extra

vigor. No help. Toni appears. She walks to the guard rail in

front of the car smoking a cigarette. She doesn’t appear to

notice the car. David tries to yell. Still no sound. TOOT

TOOOOT! The dooming locomotive continues to approach.
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CLICK! A flash bulb goes off behind David’s car. He turns. A

gathering of onlookers, including Peter and Margarette, have

grouped on the guard rail behind him. David tries again to

yell. Nothing comes out.

Two ONLOOKERS, rednecked men in their 40s, comment on the

situation.

ONLOOKER #1

Is he saying something?

ONLOOKER #2

(chewing)

Nope. Don’t reckon he is.

ONLOOKER #1

Huh.

TOOOT TOOOOOT! The train is speeding within 400 yards. David

turns to see it. 300 yards. He tries to open the opposite

door. 200 yards. He hits it! 100 yards. The door pops open.

He smiles. Looks up. CRASH!!

CUT TO

INT. MODERN PENTHOUSE APARTMENT - DAY

David shoots up in a cold sweat, breathing hard. His long

hair is drenched and his beard now almost reaches the base

of his neck. His blood shot eyes are awake and alert.

He sits on his black leather couch next to the metal frame

of what once was a glass table. A wooden plank serves as its

table top. The television, left on from the night before,

shows the ending of an old film. The words, "THE END" fill

its screen with lovely instrumental music playing.

David coughs deeply. Pulls out a cigarette and places it in

his mouth. He rubs the temples of his aching head. Pats his

pockets for a lighter. He empties the contents on to the

"table". Wallet, cell phone, tape recorder, a cigarette

case, and a cork from a bottle of wine. Finally he finds the

lighter and sparks his cigarette. He flips the television to

a documentary on Native American smoke signals.

Beat.

David grabs his phone and rises creakily. He walks over to

the glass doors. Pulls them open and steps on to:
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EXT. MODERN PENTHOUSE BALCONY - DAY

The balcony over looks a grey, foggy metropolitan skyline.

Leaving the sliding doors open, David looks at his phone. No

service. This frustrates him. AAAHAH! He yells out to the

grey, the sound just a low croak. He coughs and yells again.

No response comes back to him from the fog.

Looking back into the apartment. He see’s the tape recorder.

He moves towards it.

INT. MODERN PENTHOUSE APARTMENT - DAY

David picks up the recorder. He stops. his attention focused

on the smoke signal documentary playing on the television.

He looks to a wooden stool. He mechanically walks over,

picks it and breaks it.

He presses the recorder’s start button. But begins to cough

and is unable to get out any audible words. He continues to

break up wooden objects in the house. The coughing fades

out.

FADE OUT TO BLACK

CAPTION: "WHEN IT HAPPENS"

A loud cheering can be heard as a car pulls to stop.

FADE IN TO

INT. DAVID’S CAR - NIGHT

David, clean faced and in a tux, puts his sleek black sports

car into park. To his right sits Toni in a glamorous silver

dress. David takes a few deep breaths.

TONI

I’m sure they’re fine.

DAVID

It’s just weird. I’ve called a

couple times.

TONI

It’s probably a problem with their

phones.
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DAVID

It’s just- I mean she has the

number. I just not like my mom. But

she can call back and-

TONI

(interjecting)

Are you nervous?

DAVID

(sarcastically)

What gave you that idea?

She leans over and kisses his cheek.

TONI

It’s going to be great.

David smiles.

DAVID

You’re right. Besides it’s just a

movie anyways. Who cares?

They open their doors.

EXT. LAVISH PARISIAN MOVIE THEATER

SLOW MOTION

FLASH! FLASH There is a flurry of camera lights as David and

Toni exit the car. David takes Toni’s hand. They walk down

the red carpet that parts a sea of press and screaming

girls. Peter is in the crowd, pushing to make his way to the

door. David smiles and waves. Toni smiles to hide her

discomfort.

Sharon, Lourdes, and Annette each have their own personal

clusters of reporters and photographers asking questions and

taking pictures. David and Toni walk by, the couple making

eye contact with Annette and then Lourdes. Lastly they pass

Sharon, the tension can be cut by a knife until she turns

back to the press.

There’s a clearing ahead the carpet where reporters wait for

someone to fill the void, David pulls Toni into their

position. The reporters all reach out their microphones and

tape recorders giving the appearance of a large mouth about

to consume David and Toni. David notices Toni’s annoyance

and rapidly depleting patience.

The flashes grow brighter and brighter.
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CUT TO

INT. DARK MOVIE THEATER

Every seat is completely filled by dark faceless silhouettes

barely visible by the light of the black and white film.

INT. DARK MOVIE THEATER BALCONY

In the balcony seats, David and Toni can be made out by the

light of the silver screen. They are the balcony’s only

occupants, the other two chairs still bare their "reserved"

placards.

O.S. The film’s audio plays a heartbeat.

Toni stares forward into stressed contemplation. Toni pats

David’s hand and leans over to whisper.

TONI

I’m going to go the restroom.

DAVID

What?

TONI

I’m not feeling well. I’m going to

the restroom.

DAVID

Is there anything I can do?

TONI

No, I’ll be fine.

Toni leaves. David sits alone.

O.S. The heart beat stops. A door creaks open.

Beat.

O.S. Footsteps begin down a wooden floored corridor..

He looks down at his phone. "3 MISSED CALLS".

DAVID

Shit.
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INT. MOVIE THEATER FLOOR 3

David dialing his phone, exits Balcony 4. He puts his phone

up to his ear. He bites his lip. Margarette answers on the

other line.

MARGARETTE

(distressed)

Hello? Margarette speaking.

DAVID

Hey! What’s happening? Where are

you guys?

MARGARETTE

Who’s speaking, right now?

DAVID

It’s David.

MARGARETTE

(cautiously)

David Aloysius?

DAVID

Yes. Mo-

MARGARETTE

(interrupting)

Oh! Da-

The phone breaks up a little. David puts his finger in his

other ear to improve his hearing.

MARGARETTE

There’s a man, here. I called

everybody and I don’t know what to

do with him.

DAVID

What?

MARGARETTE

He came in earlier and I screamed.

I don’t know where- I don’t know

what to do.

DAVID

Look Mom. Who’s the guy? Do you

know him?

(CONTINUED)
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MARGARETTE

This isn’t Mom. It’s Margarette.

David’s eye widen as a dark realization sets in.

DAVID

Mom, where’s Dad?

MARGARETTE

Dad, I’m scared!

DAVID

(distressed)

Margarette, where’s Robert?

MARGARETTE

(crying)

I don’t know! Daddy!

CUT TO

INT. FRENCH HOTEL SUITE - NIGHT

The room is dimly lit. In a corner, cries a slumped

Margarette. In one hand she clutches an old fashioned spin

dial phone. In the other, the PIECE OF PAPER on which David

wrote his name and phone number.

Next to her is an overturned table a chair set like a

barrier. On the opposing side, lies a man face down and

motionless. It is the deceased, Robert Freeman.

INT. MOVIE THEATER FLOOR 3

David slumps against the wall, clutching his cell phone and

rubbing his face. He angrily throws his cellphone away, down

the seemingly endless ornate red carpet of level 3.

He takes a few deeps breaths. Composes himself and quickly

jumps up. He walks with a purpose past many balcony doors

but the entire level looks the same giving the impression of

going no where.

Around the bend, Sharon stands outside a balcony door making

a phone call. She notices David and hangs up her phone.

SHARON

Hey.

David doesn’t respond.

(CONTINUED)
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SHARON

Hey!

Still no response. David attempts to walk by her.

SHARON

Hey asshole!

Sharon shoves him into the wall.

DAVID

Look I don’t have the time for-

SHARON

Oh no. I got that, dick. You show

some shimmer of being a decent

human being, and now you’ve gotta

make up for it?

DAVID

Fuck off.

SHARON

I fuck- I fuck off?

DAVID

Look just find some other person to

fuck with! I’m sick of this stop

and go, love-hate, shit. You’re an

awful human being! We’re both shit.

And we both know I could never love

you. So just grow up!

Sharon is taken a back by this passionate outburst.

SHARON

You know what? I-

DAVID

What? What’s your witty comeback? I

absolutely need to hear what you

have to say on this situation.

SHARON

You don’t have to be such an

asshole. Especially considering-

DAVID

Considering what? That you’re going

to be the mother of my bastard? Is

that all?

Sharon says nothing.

(CONTINUED)
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DAVID

It’s the only reason.

He turns and begins to quickly walk away.

SHARON

(almost inaudible)

I killed it...

David stops in his tracks.

DAVID

What?

SHARON

You know, I’ve wanted to be a

mother my whole life...

DAVID

No, say what you just said.

David starts back towards Sharon.

SHARON

Doctors said I couldn’t. I didn’t

believe them. I tried it never

happened. Then this fuck up...

David keeps walking towards her.

SHARON

I couldn’t have it. So I smoked and

drank. Took some pills. And voi-la.

She looks up at David. She smiles maliciously through her

tears. David shakes his head.

DAVID

Don’t say that.

SHARON

You’re not meant to be anything,

but alone. You lonely twisted

little man.

DAVID

Shut up...

SHARON

You’ll die alone.

His head shaking becomes more vigorous.

(CONTINUED)
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DAVID

Stop...

SHARON

Like nothing special.

His face starting to contort with rage.

SHARON

You’re no one.

David lunges at Sharon and grasps her by the throat. Her

eyes pop at the unexpected attack. She struggles. David’s

grip is steadfast. The two fall into:

INT. UNOCCUPIED BALCONY

Sharon falls, David still clutching her neck. On the screen,

the strangle scene of the film between David and Annette

plays with dramatic music.

Sharon’s squirming begins to weaken. David watches the life

leave her eyes. David releases. He sits on her stomach

looking down at her. The movie’s dramatic music climaxes and

seaces.

O.S. The audience below bursts into thunderous applause.

David rises and looks at the movie playing. He see’s himself

sitting over the "deceased" Annette on the large screen. The

film fades to black. Credits begin to roll.

David looks down. Sharon’s body has disappeared and David

finds himself alone. Panicking, he leaves the balcony.

The applause continues.

INT. MOVIE THEATER FOYER

In the brightly lit, white marble foyer and red carpet flows

down a long flight of stairs. Applause from the theater can

still be heard as David stumbles quickly down the steps in a

cold sweat.

EXT. LAVISH PARISIAN MOVIE THEATER

David pushes open the gold framed glass doors. Loud cheers

fill the air. There’s a bombardment of flashes from press

and fans. David walking blindly. He holds up his arm to

block the bright lights.

(CONTINUED)
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His eyes begin to focus. Standing with a group of yelling

reporters is Sharon, smiling radiantly. David’s jaw drops.

She turns and spots the stunned David.

SHARON

Speak of the jerk, there his is.

She waves him over. FLASH! FLASH! She grabs his hand and

pulls him over.

Toni exits the theater just in time to see Sharon pulling

David by the hand. She frowns and walks aggressively

graceful, towards them.

SHARON

Oh and the real life girlfriend!

Sharon waves for her to join. Toni appears mildly taken

aback by Sharon’s invitation but takes a place at the

clearly confused David. Sharon smiles to the reporters.

SHARON

Yep, there is no way in hell we

will ever, ever work together

again. But these two sure will.

The reporters burst into laughter. Sharon laughs at her own

joke. She pulls out a box of cigarettes. Lights one up.

SHARON

We’re in France, this is still

cool, right?

The reporters laugh again. Toni also sparks her own

cigarette on top of her Audrey Hepburn style holder. Sharon

offers a cigarette to David.

SHARON

No hard feelings, eh stud?

David takes one as if going through the motions. Sharon then

pulls out David’s phone from her purse. Placing it in his

hand, Sharon smiles smugly.

SHARON

Now, how about a lovers’ kiss, you

two? I’m sure we all want to see

it, right?

She turns to the press for support. They respond by cheering

loudly. Toni glares at Sharon. She takes a long drag of her

cigarette and kisses David passionately exhaling her smoke

into his lungs. The reporters cheer and Sharon shows a

flicker of defeat.

(CONTINUED)
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The kiss seems to bring him back to reality. An ambulance

drives by, its sirens blaring. They part and he exhales the

smoke. Coughing he stumbles away from the group and further

down the red carpet. Toni catches him and steadies him.

David holds out his hand.

DAVID

Got a light?

Toni hands over her lighter. He sparks up his cigarette.

TONI

What are you doing?

DAVID

I don’t know...

He exhales the smoke. Coughs again. Continues to walk.

TONI

Where are you going?

DAVID

I don’t know.

He looks at his phone. No missed calls. He speeds up his

pace. Toni stops trying to keep up with him and stops.

TONI

Why are you running??

DAVID

I don’t know!

David reaches the end of the carpet where his car awaits

him. The valet opens the door. He enters and shuts the door.

INT. DAVID’S CAR - NIGHT

David speeds off down the road in pursuit of the ambulance.

A voice mail message plays over the scene:

SHARON V.O.

Hey, it’s Sharon. Ummm... Well I’m

at the premiere and I had something

to tell you. But you’re ignoring me

and now I don’t know if I even

should tell you... but ummm...

look. It’s not easy for me to

say... I just... there was no baby.

I made the whole thing up. I needed

to direct you and... I used the

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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SHARON V.O. (cont’d)
whole thing as a way of, well you

know... ha ha? we’re laughing

right? The movie came out great so

no hard feelings?

SCREECH! The car in front of David urks to a stop. David

slams on the brakes, stopping just in time. He blocks the

intersection and stalls.

SHARON V.O.

I don’t expect, you to forgive me

or anything... I don’t think I can

forgive myself and I still consider

myself better than you so... But...

About a block away a DRUNK DRIVER’s headlights can be seen

whipping around a corner and speeding up the empty street.

SHARON V.O.

I want to try to forget this all

happened and move on with my life.

It’s not like anyone is going to

believe it and for obvious reasons,

I’m sure you’re not going to tell

anyone.

David tries to start the car. The engine won’t catch. The

car speeds closer.

SHARON V.O.

So I guess this is good bye...ummm.

I- oh actually. Never mind, here

you come... Hey.

The car in front of David pulls up. The engine catches.

David lurches forward and narrowly avoids the passing car.

David takes a few deep breaths. He watches the ambulance

drive out of view in the distance.

EXT. MODERN PENTHOUSE BALCONY - DAY

BEEP! The message ends. David’s arm lowers the phone from

his ear. He drops it on a metal patio table. Also on top of

the table are 3 bottles of clear alcohol, an ipod and

speakers. Next to the table sits a matching chair with a

fireproof blanket draped over it. In David’s other hand, he

holds the tape recorder.

An 8 square foot pile of wooden table legs, chairs, spoons,

hangers and an assortment of pillows sits about 3 feet tall

and takes up about 1/3 of the balcony. The documentary on

smoke signals can be heard through the open door.

(CONTINUED)
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David grabs the bottle and empties it onto the pile. He

repeats with the second bottle. The third he takes a big

swig of and then empties the remnants onto the wood.

With one hand, he puts 2 cigarettes in his mouth then pulls

out a lighter. Placing the tape recorder down on the ledge

behind him, he uses his other hand to block the wind to

spark up his cigarettes. He takes one of the cigarettes and

tosses it on the pile. The pillows catch and soon the entire

pile is engulfed.

David steps nonchalantly to the ipod on the table and

presses play. "Claire de Lune" begins to play. Taking the

fireproof blanket, David begins waving over the flames. He

watches as he creates a dreamy series of small black clouds.

VOICE IN THE FOG

Hey!

David looks for the source of the voice. He see’s nothing

but grey fog.

VOICE IN THE FOG

Hey!!

A light in the fog illuminates, sillhuetting a person waving

from another building’s fire escape.

VOICE IN THE FOG

You can’t do that!

David smiles. He looks back to the fire. He now notices his

waves have been pushing the flames towards a barbecue. The

tarp cover is on fire, exposing the propane tank underneath.

A gift tag is still attached. One side reads, "To David". It

flips over to read, "From Dr. Peter Achristos M.D./BFF". The

tag catches on fire. David’s eyes widen. The music

crescendos.

BANG! The propane tank explodes.

SLOW MOTION

The music continues dreamily. David and the flaming

furniture fly into the air. David’s face shows a feeling of

relief as he gracefully falls out off view to the streets

below.

The recorder still lies on the balcony ledge.

FADE TO BLACK

(CONTINUED)
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"IT HAPPENS"

Roll credits.


