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                         ACT I

INT. SPACE - MECURY'S ORBIT AROUND THE SUN

Mercury gradually spins while suspended in space. Bit by 
bit, it covers up the sun as it orbits in the solar system. 

Suddenly, the planet stops and starts to BACKTRACK, 
following the orbital path from which it just came. 

CUT TO BLACK

INT. NEWS STATION - MID MORNING 

JENNIFER BENNET (early 30s), a news anchor who eats her 
television ratings for breakfast reports the news with a 
ferocity and seriousness that could scare a Kodiak bear. 

JENNIFER
In other news, today starts the 
cycle of Mercury in retrograde, a 
phenomenon steeped in superstition. 

A CAMERAMAN offset emits a soft COUGH that distracts 
Jennifer from her broadcast. 

She momentarily glances over at the origin of the noise with 
fiery eyes, but then gets back into it. 

JENNIFER
For twenty five days, Mercury 
appears to head in the other 
direction of its orbit around the 
sun. Legend has it that during the 
retrograde of Mercury, technology 
is not as reliable, and luck runs 
in short supply. So, keep your 
heads on a swivel and--

As soon as she prepares to close the segment, every piece of 
technology, whether it be an overhead LIGHT or a PHONE, 
dies. 

In the darkness: 

JENNIFER
Mother! Fucker! Dennis! 

The lights suddenly come back on. Everyone looks confused. 

DENNIS (60s), the news station's long time producer whose 
wrinkles deepen each year while working at the station,  
SHRUGS at Jennifer from an overhead recording booth. 
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JENNIFER
What the hell was that? 

DENNIS 
(over intercom)

Yeah, sorry, we lost connection. 
We're off air. 

JENNIFER
Well, can you cock suckers fix it?!

DENNIS
(over intercom)

Yeah...that's a negative. You're 
done for the day, Jennifer. 

Jennifer sits there looking irritated beyond belief.

INT. JENNIFER'S BATHROOM - MORNING

Jennifer sits on a closed toilet seat wearing a black sports 
bra and underwear. 

Her right LEG bounces, almost vibrates, impatiently.

BEADS OF SWEAT roll down her arm over an army of NICOTINE 
STRIPS taped to her SHOULDER. 

Her perspiring FACE is beautiful but HAGGARD, plagued by 
DARK RINGS under her eyes. These EYES stare ahead at: 

A PREGNANCY TEST. 

It's blank. 

Jennifer waits anxiously.

She BITES the bottom of her lip. 

The test is still BLANK. 

A beat. 

Wait...

Jennifer gazes at the test WITH APPREHENSION. 

Something begins to fade onto the test. 

Jennifer's EYES fully focus on the TEST. 

A NEGATIVE SIGN.  

Jennifer lets out a sigh of relief and CHUCKS the test over 
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by the SINK.

JENNIFER (V.O.)
If I had a cock and balls, life 
would be so much easier. No 
periods, no fucking babies, just a 
weird fucking appendage flapping 
around. 

She looks up at the ceiling. 

INT. OUTSIDE THE BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS

PAUL (early 30s) Jennifer's husba...boyfrie...uh...it's 
complicated who is like a golden retriever in human form, 
stands outside the bathroom listening to Jennifer ramble to 
herself. 

PAUL
Jenn...? 

INT. JENNIFER'S BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS 

Jennifer becomes WIDE EYED. She quietly but quickly picks up 
the negative pregnancy test and stashes it under the sink. 
After a few moments of collecting herself and fixing her 
hair, she opens the door. 

INT. OUTSIDE THE BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS

Jennifer smiles at Paul, who smiles right back. 

JENNIFER
Are you listening to me take shits 
now? 

PAUL
Why are you so sweaty? 

A beat. 

JENNIFER
It wasn't easy in there. 

PAUL
I feel like a mom who just caught 
her son masturbating for the first 
time but instead of humility he's 
owning it. Or something like that.

Paul wraps his arms around Jennifer, who keeps her arms at 
her side. 
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JENNIFER
Funny. 

Jennifer escapes Paul's embrace. Jennifer starts to distance 
herself from Paul. 

JENNIFER 
Breakfast...?

PAUL
What about a son first? Or a 
daughter? Either way...

A beat. 

PAUL
Sorry. Not funny. My bad. 

JENNIFER
Too early in the morning for that 
discussion. 

PAUL
It's always too late or too early. 

JENNIFER
I just...I just don't know.

PAUL
When will it be a convenient time 
for you?

Jennifer doesn't respond.

PAUL
I love ya, Jen. And I wanna have a 
baby with you. And I know you feel 
the same way, hon. 

(beat)
What's wrong with that? 

Jennifer LOOKS deep into Paul's eyes. There's a type of 
authenticity there. Something she doesn't see that often. 
Jennifer's FACE softens, her premature WRINKLES subsiding. 

JENNIFER
Ok. 

PAUL
Ok? 

JENNIFER
Ok. 
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Paul leans in and kisses Jennifer passionately, BEAMING at 
her afterwards. Paul merrily strolls down the hallway with a 
bounce in his step. 

Jennifer leans against the wall when he's out of sight and 
puts her HEAD back. TEARS wellup in her eyes. She stifles 
them with BLINKS and deep breaths. 

JENNIFER
(quietly)

Fuck. 

CUT TO BLACK

OVER BLACK: 

A MUMBLE of voices, faint DINGING, and FEET walking on 
CARPET. 

WOMAN'S VOICE (O.S.)
(apprehensive, concerned)

...sir....sir...? 

FADE IN: 

INT. CASINO FLOOR - EARLY MORNING 

An ELBOW wearing a white dress shirt and garnished in 
several questionable STAINS. A HAND comes in contact with 
the elbow/arm and gently SHAKES. 

WOMAN'S VOICE (O.S.)
Sir...sir can you hear me? 

The head of a MAN (late 50s) slowly, painfully raises up 
from behind his elbow. He sports a CUT just under the bags 
of his beaten eyes. Strips of his long, graying HAIR lie 
over his eyeline. 

WOMAN'S VOICE (O.S.)
Sir, are you ok? 

A beat. 

CRAIG SELLERS, a man who refuses to let the party die even 
when it's halfway in its grave, sits at a BAR in the middle 
of a casino. 

NEON flashes everywhere. A hazy layer of SMOKE wafers over 
the metallic, bright machines. A WAITRESS (the woman's 
voice, late 20s) stands beside him in a skimpy skirt and 
sequined top. 
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Craig suddenly LURGES forward as his gagging reflex kicks 
in. 

It happens again, but more violently. 

A beat. 

Third times a charm. Half of Craig's body leans over the bar 
and a stream of last night's booze erupts from his mouth 
with the explosiveness of Vesuvius. 

Most of the stream SMACKS into the BARTENDER (mid 30s), 
which sends him crashing behind the bar, two drinks in hand. 

The surrounding casino-goers go silent. Eyes on Craig. 

CRAIG
I think that's my cue to leave. 

Craig  brushes his disheveled, wrinkled, untucked dress 
shirt, WIPES his mouth, takes a deep breath and unravels the 
knot that is his tie. He stumbles toward the door. 

INT. SURBURBAN LAS VEGAS - CRAIG'S HOUSE - LATER

As the front door opens, a beaten Craig enters on the phone 
with VERONICA (30s), Craig's slender, brunette secretary, a 
mousy librarian type who might be hot if she wasn't 
perpetually stressed. 

CRAIG
(on the phone)

Yeah, I'm on my way! Show them into 
my office and get them a glass of 
water or scotch or something, I 
dunno. 

Scottie dry heaves into the trashbag. Craig winces and looks 
in the rearview mirror at him. 

VERONICA (O.S.)
Ok, great, do you have the 
settlement files

CRAIG
(on the phone)

Yeah. I think they're in my 
briefcase. Or something. 

VERONICA (O.S.)
Or something? Craig, this is 
probably the most important case of 
your life. Get it together. 
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CRAIG
(on the phone)

Veronica. I got it. See you at the 
office. 

After Craig hangs up, He TIPTOES through his foyer, which 
proves to be ineffective as his dress shoes ECHO on the 
tiled floor. 

Craig grabs a BOTTLE from a table in the small, mostly white 
FOYER. 

INT. DAVID'S ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

On the back of a plain white door hangs DAVID (18) from a 
belt around his neck. His eyes are peacefully closed. Craig 
opens the door and struggles a bit due to the weight of 
David. He closes the door behind him and stares bitterly at 
his son for a second. 

Craig goes to straighten David's BOW TIE. He then moves 
around the room, making sure the dust on David's drawer 
isn't accumulating and his bed is made properly. SUNLIGHT 
through a WINDOW illuminates dust particles and gives light 
to the spotless room. 

As Craig goes over to set his bottle down, we notice that 
the back of the door is now EMPTY, void of anything except 
WHITE PAINT and SCRATHES from David hanging himself.  

Craig sets the BOTTLE down on David's night stand next to a 
CLOCK that reads 6:45 a.m. With his hand still near the 
bottle, Craig picks up a FRAMED PHOTO of himself, David, and 
his younger son SCOTTIE (14) at David's graduation. 

In the photo David holds Scottie like a newborn baby as they 
humorously both make stoic faces. Craig is off to the side, 
arm around the two kids, beaming at the camera. Suddenly, a 
TEAR drop SPLATS onto the glass of the picture. 

Craig looks at the photo, stone-faced. He moves his hand to 
his FACE. He touches tear and sets the picture down. GRABS 
the BOTTLE. 

He attempts to empty the last of its contents into his 
gaping mouth, but nothing comes out. He shrugs and tosses it 
onto David's night stand. 

Following Craig's exit, small SPHERES of suspended alcohol 
slowly exit the bottle and FLOAT off the night stand. The 
BOTTLE, PICTURE FRAME, and CLOCK all start to slightly 
levitate. This only lasts for a second as the spheres 
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suddenly ROCKET toward the floor following a STREAM of 
alcohol from the bottle. All objects SMASH back on the night 
stand.  

INT. LEON'S MOTORHOME - MIDDAY

Bruised, bloodied, discolored FINGERS bounce and dance on 
the keys of a RUSTIC TYPEWRITER. The CLICKING sound of the 
keys almost ROAR. 

These fingers belong to LEON DRUMMOND (early 30s), a 
novelist who fights a daily war with the blank page. And 
always loses. 

Filth and grime surround the skinny, shirtless man who 
hunches over an unsteady folding table. His LEGS WOBBLE 
VIOLENTLY with each key strike. 

Leon lives in a crowded, stench filled motor home, littered 
with filthy clothes, bad purchases, broken furniture, and 
CRUMPLED BLANK SHEETS OF PAPER. 

The CLICK-CLICK-CLICK. Several newspaper clippings hang on 
the wall. One reads: 

COMMONWEALTH WRITER'S PRIZE WINNER TAKES ENGLAND BY STORM

As Leon continues to type, we see his face. His 
fingernail-combed hair lies in a tangled heap on one side of 
his head. Light SCRATCHES and bruises pepper his face. 

His EYES, bloodshot and exhausted, stare off into space, not 
even looking at the typewriter. 

Suddenly, the typewriter JAMS and the paper becomes slightly 
CRINKLED. 

Leon's EYES dart to the crumpled piece of paper. 

He awkwardly pries it out of the grasp of the type writer, 
smooths it out on the plastic edge of the table and reads 
his work. 

On the paper are endless lines of the phrase: "All work and 
no sex makes Leon really fucking irritated, All work and no 
sex makes Leon really fucking irritated." 

From behind him, a naked woman, a bit too skinny and grungy 
but once attractive, exits the bedroom and heads for Leon. 

This is ALLISON (late 20s), a free spirited loser of a 
woman. She goes behind Leon and wraps her frail arms around 
his neck while snatching the piece of paper from his hand. 
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ALLISON
(Cockney accent)

Not your best work. 

Allison unwraps herself from Leon to pick up her clothes, 
which is a task easier said than done among the scattered 
household rubble. 

LEON
What are you doing, darling? 
Thought you'd like some lunch?

ALLISON
What happened to breakfast?

LEON
The unfortunate separation of AM 
and PM happened to breakfast. It's 
now four. 

ALLISON
Bugger! I've gotta be off! I 
promised Harvey an afternoon shift.

LEON
Oh, Harvey can fuck off! The man's 
a pimp for god sakes, I bet he 
can't even tell time! 

ALLISON
I don't have time to argue. 

Allison opens the mobile home door to a light shower of rain 
and bright sunlight and consequently slams it. 

ALLISON
Fuckin' hell, there's not a cloud 
in the sky but it's a monsoon out 
there!  

Leon gets up and goes over to a CLOSET. As he opens in, a 
wave of objects ranging from MOPS to GOLF CLUBS stream down 
upon him. After covering his head and letting the objects 
fall, Leon reaches in and pulls out a tiny UMBRELLA, covered 
with rips and tears. 

He hands it to a disapproving Allison. 

ALLISON
Well...thanks for nothing. 

After dropping the umbrella, she makes a move for the door. 
Allison flips Leon off and slams the door shut. Leon watches 
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her out of a WINDOW as she runs through the rainy streets of 
a LOWER THAN LOW CLASS LONDON NEIGHBORHOOD. 

Leon sighs and turns back to his typewriter. It looks 
menacing, gleaming in the sunlight. Leon GRIMACES at it. 

All of the sudden:

NARRATOR (V.O.)
This is the story--

LEON
Oh, please, fuck, no--

NARRATOR (V.O.)
--of Leon Drummond--

LEON
I will fucking kill myself, I swear 
to Christ! 

NARRATOR (V.O.)
--and his sad, pathetic life. 

LEON
Ok, here we go. Shit on my balls, 
here we go. 

Leon stumbles over to a KITCHEN DRAWER. He yanks it open to 
find: 

A PACK OF CIGARRETTES. 

He swipes them angrily, pulls one out, and pops it in his 
mouth. 

NARRATOR (V.O.)
Once upon a time, Leon actually had 
a career--

LEON
I'm eternally unemployed you twat! 

Leon plops on the couch and, aggravated to the utmost 
extent, grabs a lighter and takes a long PULL on the 
cigarette. 

NARRATOR (V.O.)
Don't make excuses. Had a wife that 
wasn't making a career as a whore--

LEON
(screaming at ceiling)

(MORE)
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Allison is a high-end call-girl! 
LEON (CONT'D)

Which is basically what my wife 
was! No fucking difference! 

NARRATOR (V.O.)
And was somewhat, surprisingly 
happy. 

Leon takes another long, extended drag.

NARRATOR (V.O.)
But because of his "method 
writing," a take on the traditional 
acting system that puts artists in 
their character's positions, Leon 
now subjects himself to years of 
solitude--

LEON
Oh fuck you! My treatments are 
longer than my novels! And that 
method is gold! 

NARRATOR (V.O.)
I don't see any gold around here. 
What I see is a  broken down motor 
home on the side of east London. 
What I see is divorce. 

LEON
Papers weren't finalized! We're 
still married, fuck face. You're 
just a subliminal voice in my head. 
HEAR THAT?! In MY head. I'm 
finished with this "woe is me" 
bullshit! 

NARRATOR (V.O.)
I'm just being realistic. 

LEON
No, what you're being is 
counter-productive. Why don't you 
encourage me? Tell me to do 
something romantic or heroic! 
Something like that! 

NARRATOR (V.O.)
That's a bit tricky seeing as 
you're not exactly superman.
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LEON
Just do it you pig-fuck! 

A beat. 

NARRATOR (V.O.)
Oh...alright...um...after feeling a 
sudden wave of encouragement, Leon 
dashed out the door, filled with a 
warm confidence he hadn't felt 
since he last saw his wife, to 
propose to Allison. 

LEON
Wait. That's not what I meant. 

NARRATOR (V.O.)
You said to be productive! Here's 
productivity!  

LEON
(reluctantly)

Fuck me...I'll take it. 

Leon takes one final DRAG of his cigarette and puts it out 
in an ASHTRAY loaded with a mountain of cigarette buds.

INT. DANK SEX ROOM - LONDON WHOREHOUSE - LATER

Allison lays on a bed unenthusiastically as an OLDER MAN 
(late 50s), lays on top of her, grunting heavily and 
thrusting uncomfortably.  

Allison notices Leon enter. 

ALLISON
Leon! Holy shit! 

OLDER MAN
(between grunts)

It's...George.

Leon runs over and yanks the naked man off of Allison. 

LEON
Get the fuck lost, mate. 

OLDER MAN
Hey! What gives?!

LEON
Shut your mouth before I ram my 
boot down your fucking throat and 

(MORE)
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shut it for you. 
LEON (CONT'D)

Hesitantly, the older man exits. 

NARRATOR (V.O.)
Nice line. 

LEON
Much appreciated. 

ALLISON
What the hell's wrong with you! He 
was a regular!--

NARRATOR (V.O.)
Instead of receiving a verbal 
punishment as he always does, Leon 
did something drastic. He spoke up.

LEON
Ok, I need you to listen for just a 
second, darling. There are moments 
in your life when you become tired 
of sitting around and not doing 
something about the ongoing 
existential crisis that plagues you 
at almost every turn--

ALLISON
Shit, I hate it when you talk like 
this--

LEON
Let me finish! I think there are 
times when you have to take action 
and I want to take action. So I 
think we should get married or 
something. What do you think? 

A beat. 

ALLISON
You just proposed to me in a 
whorehouse. 

LEON
Ok, that sounds bad, but I love 
you. 

ALLISON
Wow. Um...my answer is no. 
Absolutely not. You're borderline 
psychopathic, you barely eat, 

(MORE)
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sleep, and I'm not living in a 
ALLISON (CONT'D)

motor home. 

LEON 
Is this place any better??

ALLISON
Leon...just...you know what...come 
here....

Allison pulls Leon toward her. 

LEON
No, I want to talk. 

Allison kisses him. 

LEON
Wow. That was good. Very 
professional. Now I know why you do 
this. 

Allison kisses him again, this time with more intensity. 

LEON
I take that as a yes. 

Leon wears a shit-eating grin. Allison stares at him in 
exasperation.

ALLISON
No. 

LEON
No? 

ALLISON
Absolutely not. Fuck no. 

LEON
Why not? We're happy! 

ALLISON
You think being covered in other 
men's cum all of the time is a 
happy profession? 

LEON
Depends on your outlook, I guess. 

ALLISON
Leon. My answer is and always will 
be "No." You're a fucking mess. 
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LEON
So are you. 

ALLISON
Not talking about physicality you 
twat. I haven't seen you smile in 
god knows how long. You don't eat. 

LEON
Not hungry. 

ALLISON
You don't sleep. 

LEON
Not tired. 

ALLISON
You just stare at a fucking 
typewriter all night. You had one 
great fucking book! One! Why don't 
you try to put yourself back 
together? And you smell like a 
dog's asshole. 

Allison storms out of the room, grabbing a garment of 
clothing to cover herself in the process. 

In the next room, a satisfied GROAN. Leon sighs. 

EXT. LI ZHOU YU'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

A jet black door with the chinese number "1123" and a 
gold-rimmed peephole under the numbers. Behind the door, the 
beat from a funky track plays. 

INT. LI ZHOU YU'S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

LI ZHOU YU (late 20s), a prisoner of her own home, stands 
with a sad glaze over her face as she watches her own party 
unfold (all italicized dialogue are in Chinese with English 
subtitles). 

ZHOU YU (V.O.)
It's pretty difficult to be sad at 
one's own party. Can't believe I'm 
pulling it off. 

Zhou Yu's friends laugh and drink. A COUPLE (late 20s), both 
a MAN and a WOMAN who would give peas and carrots a run for 
their money talk softly in a corner, each beaming at each 
other. 
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Zhou Yu bitterly observes the couple.

ZHOU YU (V.O.)
Love is simple. Either you have it 
or you don't. And it's pretty easy 
to tell who has it. This couple in 
the corner are attached at the hip. 
They hold hands like sea otters do: 
tight, as to prevent the other one 
from floating away.  

The MAN leans in slowly and the couple engage in a 
passionate kiss. 

ZHOU YU (V.O.)
Why can't I float away?

TEARS well up Zhou Yu's EYES. 

INT. LI ZHOU YU'S APARTMENT - HOURS LATER

The party is at a pinnacle as people laugh and fall over, 
drunk. They play games and make fun of each other. 

A SMILE starts to creep unto Zhou Yu's face as she listens 
to an inaudible anecdote when: 

LI MING ZHI, (late 20s) a clean cut, suit wearing, hair 
slicked back, no nonsense business man who follows the 
mottor "work hard, play little" strolls in and HAULTS when 
he sees the party. 

Ming Zhi and Zhou Yu make eye contact. 

Zhou Yu's smile vanishes and her EYES grow wide. 

Oh shit. 

Ming Zhi, like a prison warden, makes an austere motion for 
Zhou Yu to follow her into the bedroom. 

INT. BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER 

Zhou Yu enters the bedroom to join a hot-headed MING ZHI. 

MING ZHI
What in the hell is this?!

ZHOU YU
I just wanted to have a few people 
over--

MING ZHI
Get everyone out. I want to go to 

(MORE)
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sleep. 
MING ZHI (CONT'D)

ZHOU YU
But Ming Zhi, everyone's having 
such a good time.

MING ZHI
I don't care! Tell everyone to go 
home! They've had their fun. 

ZHOU YU
Maybe if I just shut both your 
door--

Ming Zhi delivers a brutal SLAP on her cheek. 

A beat. 

Ming Zhi stares painfully at Zhou Yu. 

MING ZHI
Tell. Everyone. To. Leave. 

Ming Zhi unbuttons his shirt and walks into the bathroom. 

INT. LI ZHOU YU'S APARTMENT - FRONT DOOR - MINUTES LATER

Li Zhou Yu sees that everyone exits. Some people thank her, 
others help the more drunk individuals, some try to linger. 

Li Zhou Yu simply closes the door after the last person has 
exited the apartment. 

INT. BEDROOM - LATER

Li Zhou Yu stares at her sleeping husband in their bedroom. 
She looks toward the DOOR. 

A beat. 

She climbs in next to bed with Ming Zhi. 

Instead of getting comfortable, she only stares up at the 
ceiling. 

In her eye, the beginning of a TEAR forms. She BLINKS past 
it and ultimately closes her eyes. 

A RED WELT hangs under Zhou Yu's right EYE.  

ZHOU YU (V.O.)
Why can't I float away? 
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EXT. VARIOUS LAS VEGAS NEIGHBORHOODS - LATE MORNING

Craig, bleeding out of various cuts on his face, sprints 
through alleys and down streets as the police pursue him. 
Scottie slumps over Craig's shoulder like a sack of 
potatoes. 

I/E. CRAIG'S CAR - MORNING - FLASHBACK

Craig sits at the wheel of his 2007 Honda Pilot. He swerves 
with slightly BLURRED VISION, drunk from the bottle that 
morning as well as the night before. 

SCOTTIE (9), a live, neglected rag doll, slumps in the 
backseat, his head buried in a TRASHBAG. 

SCOTTIE
Dad, I can't go to school. I'm 
sick. 

CRAIG
Well I threw up today too but you 
don't see me complaining.  

Craig's head starts to dip below the steering wheel. He 
clumsily looks up to see--

A CAR BARRELLING TOWARD HIM. 

Craig's car PLOWS into the uncoming car. Craig's head flies 
into a deployed AIR BAG. 

Scottie's trashbag of VOMIT launches into the windshield, 
making the interior of the Honda look like a Pollock 
painting. 

END OF FLASHBACK

EXT. VARIOUS LAS VEGAS NEIGHBORHOODS - LATE MORNING

Craig cuts through a side of a house and through a BACKYARD 
of a resident. He avoids the DOG in the backyard who snips 
at his heels and chases him to the FENCE. 

After helping Scottie over the top, Craig somehow manages to 
fall over the top of the fence as the police officers round 
the corner. 

EXT. LAS VEGAS NEIGHBORHOODS - SIDEWALK - MORNING - 
FLASHBACK

Craig limps viciously down the sidewalk, Scottie in hand, 
not even attempting to stop his BLOODY NOSE. 
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After a beat, a POLICE CRUISER slowly drives down the 
street. 

Dammit. 

Craig tries to act casual and look away, but the police 
cruiser pulls up to the sidewalk. Out of the cruiser pops 
OFFICER LOGAN (40s), a plump cherry tomato, and OFFICER 
WILLIAMS (late 20s), the new guy of the police squad who 
still has acne. 

OFFICER LOGAN
Craig? 

Craig stops dead in his tracks. BEADS of PERSPERATION fall 
down his forehead. He stares at the ground like it owes him 
money. 

OFFICER LOGAN
Craig, we know that was your Honda 
Pilot a couple of blocks back. 
You're under arrest for a hit and 
run and assult. We'll take Scottie 
home. You okay, Scottie?  

A beat. 

Silence.

OFFICER LOGAN
Care to take a breathalyzer test? 

Without saying anything, Craig takes off at a sprint down 
the sidewalk, Scottie still in his arms. 

END OF FLASHBACK

EXT. VARIOUS LAS VEGAS NEIGHBORHOODS - LATE MORNING

The police race toward Craig and Scottie who are crawling 
over the fence. 

Williams trips over the dog that runs head first into his 
feet. Logan is not physically fit to hop the fence. 

OFFICER LOGAN
Williams! Help me get over this! 

OFFICER WILLIAMS
I think I broke something! 

Meanwhile, Craig wheezes as he hops a last fence and runs 
down a street. 
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EXT. CRAIG'S FRONT YARD - LATER

Craig stumbles into his front yard, sweating profusely. He 
leans over his slightly overgrown grass and drops Scottie 
like a sack of potatoes. 

He walks away from a sniffling Scottie and puts his hands on 
his knees. 

Oh no. Shit. Here it comes. 

Craig VOMITS. 

Scottie sees and starts to dry heave, eventually vomiting as 
well. 

SCOTTIE
Wow, you really weren't kidding 
about you being sick. 

CRAIG
Ok, I'm going to get you settled 
into bed and then run to the office 
for a little. C'mon. 

Craig helps Scottie up and they both drag their feet into 
the house. 

INT. CRAIG'S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

As Craig and Scottie walk in his house, his son, David, 
stands in the Foyer, alive and well. 

David holds a KNIFE.  

A beat. 

CRAIG
How drunk am I right now? 

Craig's gaze locks with his oldest son. Time seems to halt. 
The foyer is DEAD SILENT. 

Craig is in disbelief. This can't be a dream. 

Craig, as if approaching a bomb, inches towards David. David 
doesn't back away but slightly turns away. Craig nears him 
and his HAND touches David's cheek. 

A beat. 

Large, plump tears well up in Craig's eyes. 
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DAVID
Get the fuck away from me! 

David slashes at him with the knife and nicks Craig's arm. 
Craig recoils, clutching his arm. 

David's knees bend, ready to run. 

Craig puts his hand up.  

SCOTTIE
Dave? 

Scottie looks like a lost, sad puppy dog. 

Slowly, but surely, Scottie shuffles over and puts his HAND 
on David's knife HAND, protecting himself and David. 

He slowly embraces David and wraps his arms around him. 
David simply stands there with his arms at his sides. 

Everything seems frozen. Silence.  

CUT TO BLACK.

END OF ACT I
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                       ACT II

FADE IN:

EXT. SPACE - MERCURY'S RETROGRADE

A reddish, cracked Mercury spins in the deepness of space, 
orbiting backwards. 

INT. LEON'S APARTMENT - MORNING 

A large, ceiling to floor window overlooks downtown London. 
The SUN begins to ascend the tall buildings and shine into 
the apartment.

Leon, situated in the middle of two women, sweats profusely 
and twitches in his sleep. 

He AWAKENS with a jolt and sits upright, breathing heavily. 
His head falls in his hands as he gains composure and then 
absentmindedly crawls out of bed, past the sleeping women. 

Leon makes his way across the apartment when he comes to a 
halt and turns to look around the room.

Although there is plenty of evidence that a party took place 
there last night (as BOTTLES, BROKEN GLASSES, and GARMENTS 
OF CLOTHING litter the apartment) the room is fairly put 
together. 

Leon goes around in bewilderment, running his hand over the 
average furniture and walls, which to him is like King 
Midas' Gold compared to his previous living conditions. 

As he roams around the room, he sees it...

His gleaming, retro TYPEWRITER in new and working condition. 

LEON
(under his breath)

Bugger!

Leon scrambles over to it and starts admiring. His FINGERS 
caresses the polished, unscathed keys. Next to the 
typewriter is a POST-IT NOTE:

KAFFEINE @ 7:30 w/ JOE 

Leon snatches up the note and gives a confused glare. 

NARRATOR (V.O.)
Due to Mercury's Retrograde, Leon 
had been transported back before 
the he had decided to undergo 

(MORE)
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"method writing." 
NARRATOR (V.O.) (CONT'D)

LEON
(frightened at Narrator)

Fuck! What the hell is going on? Am 
I dreaming? 

NARRATOR (V.O.)
Haven't you always wondered what a 
second chance would be like? Now 
You've got one! 

LEON
Why? Are you doing this? 

NARRATOR (V.O.)
Me? No, no. Not quite. I'm just an 
observer. This is caused by 
otherworldly circumstances. 

LEON
Honestly, half the things you say 
don't make sense to me. 

NARRATOR (V.O.)
Leon slipped on his shoes and 
hurried out the door to meet Joe, 
his agent and long time friend. 

LEON
It'd be nice if you were actually 
helpful once in a while, god 
dammit! 

Leon slips on his shoes and heads out the door. 

INT. KAFFEINE COFFEE SHOP - 7:37 A.M

A modern coffee shop, filled to the brim with customers 
sitting inside and out sipping on coffee or working on their 
laptops. 

JOE WRIGHT (late 50s), Leon's stylish agent who is a book 
that can be judged by its cover, stands in line with Leon. 
Joe wears salmon colored pants that match his complexion, 
black rimmed glasses, and white, slicked-back hair. 

JOE
So, good news or bad news? 

LEON
What? 
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JOE
Do you want the good news or bad 
news first? 

LEON
(meekly)

Bad news of course. I'm a man who 
likes to live on the edge. 

JOE
Right, well, the bad news is there 
is no good news. I'm about to be 
fired because my only client hasn't 
written a single word nor has any 
bloody idea for a book. 

LEON
I wrote last night. 

JOE
(hopefully)

Wait...are you serious? 

LEON
I wrote a reminder to meet you 
here, yeah. 

JOE
Yeah, unfortunately post-it notes 
don't constitute as literary 
genius. 

INT. KAFFEINE COFFEE SHOP - TABLE 

Joe and Leon sit at a small, round coffee table. Leon's LEG 
nervously bounces up and down as he strains and hunches over 
the table. Joe calmly sits back and sips from the cup in 
front of him. 

JOE
The agency's going to have my ass! 
I promised ten pages by Wednesday. 
Ten god-damned pages! Look, your 
last go around was good, we got 
some quality numbers. I think if 
you deliver a final draft by the 
end of the month, the release 
should pair nicely with Stephen 
Eelings'. 

Leon just stares right past Joe, silent.
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NARRATOR(V.O.)
Leon was making an attempt to not 
vomit due to the stress of that 
morning when the name of his former 
co-writer, Stephen Eelings, was 
mentioned. This brought back a 
series of flashbacks and bad 
memories that further catapulted 
Leon into a beehive of confusion. 

LEON
I'm not in a beehive of fucking 
confusion. What the fuck does that 
even mean??

NARRATOR (V.O.)
Leon and Stephen were inseparable 
during their collegiate careers. 

LEON
Shut up! I won't let you slide by 
with this cheap exposition 
bullshit! 

Silence. Leon looks wide eyed.  

LEON
Oh my god...I actually--

NARRATOR (V.O.)
Leon and Stephen were both English 
majors at University College 
London--

LEON
Shit! 

INT. COLLEGE LECTURE HALL - DAY - FLASHBACK

A mass of students lazily stare at the PROFESSOR ahead of 
them lecturing on 16th century British literature. Leon and 
STEPHEN EELINGS (early 20s), one of the most physically and 
mentally sharp crayons in the crayon box.  

Their professor clicks to the next slide on his remote 
control, revealing a picture of him DRESSED AS A WOMAN. 

The classroom erupts in laughter. Leon and Stephen smirk. 

NARRATOR (V.O.)
If you look hard enough, anything 
on the internet is attainable. 
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INT. STEPHEN'S DORM ROOM - NIGHT

Leon sits at a typewriter with mangled hair illustrating his 
exhaustion as he types away on a keyboard. All the while, 
Stephen paces back and forth behind him, speaking. A single 
LAMP over the room illuminates the scene.

NARRATOR (V.O.)
For their senior thesis, the two 
decided to co-write a fictional 
novel. They had almost finished the 
book when...

INT. JOAN'S DORM ROOM - NIGHT

Leon and JOAN (early 20s), Stephen's girlfriend, roughly 
have sex. 

NARRATOR (V.O.)
Leon slipped. This is Stephen's 
girlfriend, Joan. Now his wife. 
This was the act that would prove 
to be Leon's undoing. 

Leon puts on his clothes and walks out the door, but comes 
face to face with--

AN ANGRY STEPHEN WAITING IN THE HALLWAY. 

Stephen's FIST sails through the air and EXPLODES on the 
bridge of Leon's nose.

CUT TO BLACK

NARRATOR (V.O.)
The two haven't spoken since. 
Stephen took the book along to win 
multiple awards, terminating Leon's 
co-writing credit. 

INT. KAFFEINE COFFEE SHOP - TABLE - MOMENTS LATER

Leon sits with a blank expression on his face, waiting for 
the Narrator to finish. 

NARRATOR (V.O.)
So Leon decides to steal the 
manuscript of Stephen's new novel. 

LEON
Wait, what? Come again? 
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JOE
What are you going to do when 
Stephen Eelings has a book ready 
and you don't? 

A beat. 

Leon looks to be in battle with himself. 

NARRATOR (V.O.)
You know what you're going to do. 

LEON
Well...shit. 

INT. SPACE - MERCURY'S RETROGRADE 

A cracked, reddish Mercury peacefully continues its 
backwards orbit around the brilliant, almost blinding sun. 

INT. LI ZHOU YU'S APARTMENT - BEDROOM - MORNING 

Li Zhou awakes and reaches her HAND over to the other side 
of the bed to find...sheets.  

INT. CLOSET - LATER

Li Zhou OPENS the closet to find something to wear, but  
half of the closet IS EMPTY. 

INT. BATHROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Li Zhou finds only one TOOTHBRUSH. All of her husband's 
belongings are gone. 

INT. LI ZHOU YU'S APARTMENT - KITCHEN - LATER

Li Zhou Yu frantically dials her cell phone and smashes it 
to her ear. 

Ringing...

Ringing...

Crackling...

KO WANG (O.S.)
(on the phone)

Hello? 

LI ZHOU YU
Father? Have you heard from Ming 
Zhi? 
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KO WANG (O.S.)
Zhou Yu! Nice to hear from you! 

LI ZHOU YU
Father, have you heard from Ming 
Zhi this morning? 

KO WANG (O.S.)
Who? 

LI ZHOU YU
Ming Zhi! My husband! 

A beat. 

KO WANG (O.S.)
I don't understand the joke.

LI ZHOU YU
I'm not joking! Have you heard from 
my husband, this morning?!

KO WANG (O.S.)
Well, actually yes! I've heard from 
your fiance! Shei Ming Yao!

LI ZHOU YU
Father. I'm serious. Answer my 
question. 

KO WANG (O.S.)
Zhou Yu,. I have arranged for you 
to meet Ming Yao at the Blue Purple 
Dragon at eight o'clock sharp! I'm 
excited for you! Both me and your 
mother think you'll make a great 
pair. Have fun tonight! Glad you 
called. 

A dial tone. Ko Wang hangs up, leaving the distraught Li 
Zhou Yu even more confused. 

MONTAGE:  

1. Li Zhou Yu calls her friends and receives the same 
response of the existence of Zhou Yu. 

2. Li Zhou Yu holds a picture of her looking at empty space 
next to her, smiling. 

3. Li Zhou Yu stands next to a window and slowly SMILES.  

MATCH CUT:
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Li Zhou Yu sports a seductive black dress and tall black 
high heels.

At a table for two, Li Zhou Yu nervously drinks water as she 
waits for her date. 

At the door, a HANDSOME CHINESE GUY struts in and heads for 
Li Zhou Yu's table. She smiles as he elegantly makes his way 
over to her table. 

However, he walks past and heads to a table behind Li Zhou 
Yu's where a bigger party dines.  

Li Zhou Yu sulks a little bit, but not for long as a well 
manicured, masculine HAND appears on her shoulder. This hand 
belongs to TAO YI (early 30s), a man with a certain spark in 
his eyes and a radiance of confidence. 

TAO YI
Waiting for someone? 

LI ZHOU YU
(startled at first)

Oh! You must be Shei Ming Yao! It's 
very nice to meet you! Please, have 
a seat. 

They shake hands and Tao Yi GLIDES over to the seat across 
from her. 

MONTAGE: 

1. Tao Yi and Li Zhou Yu converse as the waiter brings them 
a bottle of wine. 

2. Li Zhou Yu chuckles at a joke that Tao Yi makes. 

3. A bottle of wine uncorks.  

4. A wine glass receives a heavy helping of dark purple 
wine. 

5. Tao Yi feeds Li Zhou Yu a bite of his food. She stares at 
him lovingly. 

END OF MONTAGE

A fairly intoxicated Li Zhou Yu cannot contain her laughter 
as a smug Tao Yi sits across from her. His confidence is at 
an all time high. 

LI ZHOU YU
(laughing)

(MORE)
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You are a funny one! Ah, excuse me, 
LI ZHOU YU (CONT'D)

I have to use the restroom. Do you 
mind watching my purse? 

TAO YI
Not at all! Take your time! I'll be 
here. 

Li Zhou Yu gets up to go to that bathroom, leaving all of 
her belongings at the table. 

INT. BLUE PURPLE DRAGON - BATHROOM - MINUTES LATER

Li Zhou Yu ecstatically washes her hands. She looks into the 
mirror. 

LI ZHOU YU
Can't believe father did something 
right for once.

She goes to dry her hands. 

INT. BLUE PURPLE DRAGON - MOMENTS LATER

Li Zhou Yu happily strolls back to the table, but her 
beaming smile slowly transforms into a look of horror as she 
sees her table...

EMPTY. 

All of her belongings are gone and "Ming Yao" is nowhere in 
sight. She sits down at the table, distraught, confused, and 
almost in tears. As she attempts to collect herself, a 
waiter passes by and puts the check on the table. 

Li Zhou Yu picks it up and looks at the TOTAL. 

$1,863.69 (About $300 in U.S. Currency). 

Li Zhou Yu chokes up. She looks around, and after taking 
several deep breaths, removes her HEELS. She snatches them 
up in her hands and starts to head for the door. 

At the door, MING YAO (late 20s), a genuinely nice looking 
person, greets her with enthusiasm as he walks in the 
restaurant. 

MING YAO
Li Zhou Yu! I'm so sorry I'm late, 
I had a meeting with some clients 
and got here as soon as I could! 

(looks at shoes)
Are you going somewhere? 
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Before Li Zhou Yu can answer, a voice behind her says: 

WAITRESS (O.S.)
Uh, Miss? 

Li Zhou Yu turns around to see her WAITRESS holding the 
CHECK high in the air. 

Li Zhou Yu bites her bottom slip and looks at her with a "I 
am really sorry" look. 

EXT. BLUE PURPLE DRAGON - MOMENTS LATER

Li Zhou Yu bursts out of the restaurant, followed by two 
large restaurant EMPLOYEES. She carries her heels in her 
hand and bounds down the sidewalk. Ming Yao watches his 
fleeing date in confusion. 

INT. JENNIFER'S KITCHEN - AFTER HER BROADCAST

Jennifer, beaten with defeat and fatigue, shuffles into her 
house to find Paul dressed in a red "Jake from State Farm" 
polo and khakis, talking on the phone. 

PAUL
(on the phone)

Yeah, well, I think your policy has 
a lot to do with that. 

Paul notices Jennifer walk in. He waves enthusiastically 
with a big smile, but she ignores him. He hangs up. 

PAUL
Home so soon? 

Jennifer goes to pour herself a GLASS OF WINE. 

PAUL
It's only eleven a.m, baby. 

Jennifer overfills her glass, puts it to her lips, and 
slowly chugs the entire glass. Paul watches with a GRIMACE  
on his face. 

JENNIFER
Why do you wear your uniform when 
you don't go into the office? 

PAUL
Lets me focus. 

Silence. A beat. 



32

JENNIFER
Paul...I'm done with the whole baby 
thing. 

Another beat. 

PAUL
Wait...are you serious??? I thought 
you really wanted to try?!

JENNIFER
I got the fucking boot to the 
graveyard shift today and a baby's 
just not what I need right now. 

PAUL
You got demoted?? What happened? 

JENNIFER
I just think we need to wait, plain 
and simple. 

PAUL
Jen, a baby could be a wonderful 
thing! 

JENNIFER
Wonderful how?! I have to carry 
around that little shit for nine 
months, I'll be lactating all over 
the goddamned place! Paul, I don't 
want a baby. 

A beat. Paul looks hurt. 

JENNIFER
I gotta take a piss. 

Jennifer walks toward the bathroom. Her clicking heels echo 
in the distance. 

INT. JENNIFER'S BATHROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Jennifer sits down on the TOILET. Suddenly, her eye brows 
raise as she EYES the COMPARTMENT UNDER THE SINK. 

Her HAND grabs the pregnancy test from under the SINK and 
brings it into view. 

THE TEST IS NOW POSITIVE. 

Jennifer looks STUNNED. 
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JENNIFER
What in the fuck?! 

She gives the test a few flicks and looks at it again. Same 
result. She closes the toilet lid and plops on the toilet, 
her HEAD in her HANDS. 

JENNIFER
Shit. 

INT. CRAIG'S HOUSE - LATE MORNING

Craig is frozen like a statue, apprehensively watching 
Scottie hug David. 

All of the sudden, David explosively shoves Scottie and rams 
into Craig as he sprints for the door. 

Craig stumbles back and flies onto the TOP of a GLASS TABLE, 
falling through and shattering it. When Craig looks UP, 
David is gone. 

EXT. CRAIG'S HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

Craig BOLTS out of the house and looks down the street to 
see David sprinting away from the house. Craig rolls his 
eyes in a "I'm getting too old for this shit" spirit and 
takes off after him. 

EXT. VARIOUS LAS VEGAS NEIGHBORHOODS - LATER 

David's LEGS pump up and down. His feet violently STRIKE the 
pavement as he distances himself from his father. 

Craig's LEGS pump, tired from the previous chase and alcohol 
consumption. 

The TWO COPS from the Craig's last chase join them. Becomes 
a three-way pursuit. 

OFFICER LOGAN
Craig! Freeze! 

The three parties engage in an intense hunt. 

EXT. VARIOUS LAS VEGAS NEIGHBORHOODS - LATER

Craig rounds a corner out of sight of the police. He DIVES 
into a large bush and holds his breath. 

The two officers round the corner and take off after David. 
After a few moments, Craig sloppily emerges out of the 
bushes. 
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EXT. VARIOUS LAS VEGAS NEIGHBORHOODS - LATER

Craig drags his FEET along the pavement, his dress shoes now 
slightly TORN and MALFORMED. As he comes around a corner, he 
sees a police cruiser with its lights FLASHING. 

Officer Williams holds a bloody nose as Officer Logan pats 
down David. 

OFFICER LOGAN
You have the right to remain 
silent. Anything you say will--

Craig looks on the sight with a brooding distaste. 

As Logan continues to read David his Miranda Rights, Craig 
sprints up and tackles him. Logan goes sprawling on the 
ground. 

Williams runs over and delivers a swift kick to Craig's 
midsection. 

Craig rolls over, hops up and BAM! His fist makes contact 
with Williams already BLOODY NOSE. 

Williams falls to the ground, clutching his face. 

Logan tackles Craig from behind. They both hit the pavement 
hard. 

Craig rolls and gets Logan in a choke hold. VEINS protrude 
as they strain to fight one another. 

Finally, Logan's EYES roll into the back of his head, and he 
PASSES OUT on top of Craig. 

Craig pushes the limp body off of him and tries to get on 
his feet. Fatigue overtakes him and he topples onto the 
ground. Again, he tries to stand and succeeds this time. He 
LOOKS around. 

David is nowhere in sight. 

Craig walks past the squad car and sees

DAVID AT THE STEERING WHEEL OF THE POLICE CRUISER.

CRAIG
David! Do not take this police car! 

David FLIPS HIM OFF. 

The TIRES of the squad car WAIL as the police cruiser peels 
out and shoots down the neighborhood road. 
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After the cruiser drifts out of sight, Craig stares sadly 
into the distance. 

Craig in the middle of the street. The two police men lay at 
his feet. Williams GROANS. 

OFFICER WILLIAMS
You're toast, Craig. 

FADE TO BLACK

END OF ACT II
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                       ACT III

FADE IN: 

EXT. SPACE - MERCURY'S RETROGRADE

A reddish, cracked Mercury spins in the deepness of space, 
orbiting backwards. 

INT. LI ZHOU YU'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

The door SWINGS open to reveal a very frazzled, windblown 
Zhou Yu, heels still in hand. She slips in her apartment, 
slams the door shut, LOCKS it.

A beat. 

Her apartment is DEAD QUIET. 

Zhou Yu puts her back against the door and slowly slides 
down to a sitting position on the floor. Mascara smears her 
face. 

Suddenly, her cell phone RINGS. 

She absent mindedly answers it

ZHOU YU
(on the phone)

Yes, hello? 

KO WANG (O.S.)
(on the phone)

Zhou Yu! I just received a call 
from Ming Yao! What happened?! 

Zhou Yu doesn't answer, but stares ahead at a black leather 
COUCH occupying her living room. 

ZHOU YU
(mumbling)

I wanted to decorate the living 
room.

KO WANG (O.S.)
What?! Are you even listening to 
me?! Zhou Yu, this was an important 
date! Ming Yao owns a great amount 
of assets in the Hong Kong downtown 
culinary industry and you're...

But Zhou Yu is oblivous to her father's words. She just 
keeps staring at the COUCH. 
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INT. LI ZHOU YU'S APARTMENT - AFTERNOON - FLASHBACK I

Zhou Yu, clad in a woman's business suit walks through the 
door looking a bit younger, some of her premature wrinkles 
dissipated. She wears a smile of genuine happiness until she 
sees the 

NEWLY FURNISHED LIVING ROOM.   

She stands in the doorway, confused, and looks to the 
kitchen to she Ming Zhi dressed in business attire on the 
phone. 

MING ZHI
(on the phone)

I don't really care about her 
plans, she's the only client on the 
verge of bankruptcy, so the 
earliest time she can quit her 
fucking shopping sprees and discuss 
building layouts would be much 
appreciated. Oh wait, hold on--

(to Zhou Yu)
Zhou Yu, I got you a salad for 
lunch. 

(back to his 
conversation)

Yeah, I think if you froze one of 
the accounts that would get her 
attention...yes...yes. Just do that 
this afternoon and that'll get her 
in, thanks...okay. Call me back 
when she calls you. 

Ming Zhi hangs up and turns his attention to Zhou Yu still 
standing in the doorway. 

MING ZHI
Zhou Yu, come eat your salad. 

A beat. Zhou Yu doesn't move. 

MING ZHI
Zhou Yu, come sit, I don't have 
long for lunch. 

ZHOU YU
I thought we were going to go buy 
furniture together this weekend. 

MING ZHI
Because of this bankruptcy thing 

(MORE)
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I'm going to be at the office all 
MING ZHI (CONT'D)

weekend so I just had my assistants 
pick some stuff out. What do you 
think?

INT. MING ZHI'S OFFICE - THE WEEKEND - NIGHT - FLASHBACK II

Ming Zhi grunts as he has sex with one of his ASSISTANTS 
(20s), an Asian school-girl type of office worker, on top of 
his desk. 

The Assistant is overly enthusiastic. PENS and PAPERS fall 
off the side of the desk due to their sexual activities. 

END OF FLASHBACK II

INT. LI ZHOU YU'S APARTMENT - AFTERNOON - FLASHBACK I CONT'D

Zhou Yu's WEARS a grave expression.  

ZHOU YU
But...I thought we would go 
shopping together? 

MING ZHI
Zhou yu, what can I say?! I have 
work this weekend. That's it. Now 
come have lunch. 

Zhou Yu's face loses all jubilation as she SHUFFLES into the 
kitchen. 

END OF FLASHBACK I

INT. LI ZHOU YU'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

A distraught Li Zhou sits on the phone by the door. 

KO WANG (O.S.)
(on the phone)

...so I've arranged another meeting 
for you two. Meet him at "Lily Pad" 
downtown on Thursday. Can you do 
that...? 

No response from Zhou Yu. She just stares at the COUCH and 
the REST OF THE FURNITUTRE. 

ZHOU YU (V.O.)
(almost a whisper)

I have nothing here.
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KO WANG (O.S.)
Zhou Yu?! Can you hear me? I said 
that you will meet Ming Yao On 
Thur--

Zhou Yu hangs up the phone and it DROPS to the floor. TEARS 
form in her eyes as she looks around the apartment. 

ZHOU YU (V.O.)
(quiet)

There will never be any love here 
for me.  

Zhou Yu looks completely lost for a minute, then a wave of 
realization hits her. 

She quickly gets up and scrambles for her COMPUTER sitting 
on the marble counter top in the kitchen. 

After wiping away some of the mascara off of her cheeks, she 
frantically attacks the key board, anxious and nervous. 

In the search bar, we see the words FARTHEST PLACE FROM HONG 
KONG. 

Zhou Yu's face is crinkled as she searches for her answer. 
After a moment, she finds it. 

On her screen, it reads SEARCH RESULTS: SANTIAGO, CHILIE - 
19,061 KM AWAY. 

Zhou Yu hesitates. Her FINGERS hover above the keyboard for 
a minute, but then quickly strike the keys as if in a gang 
fight. 

In the search bar, Zhou Yu types HONG KONG FLIGHTS. 

INT. CROWDED MEXICAN RESTURANT - LUNCH

LUCY (early 30s), a bright, sunny, patient woman, sits with 
a Margarita in front of her. Suddenly Jennifer comes up 
behind her and without saying hi aggressively sits down. 

LUCY
Jenn! Oh my god...you...look so 
good, what's going on? 

JENNIFER
Oh, you know, got demoted. I 
thought the power was out at the 
station but apparently a feed got 
through of me saying "Fuck" so they 
booted me the fuck out of the 

(MORE)
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motherfucking station. Also might 
JENNIFER (CONT'D)

be pregnant. Everything's going to 
shit. 

LUCY
Wait--

JENNIFER
On top of that I feel like I'm 
about to go into cardiac fucking 
arrest, I haven't told Paul about 
any of this, I'm so stressed out--

Jennifer grabs a passing WAITER. 

JENNIFER (CONT'D)
Excuse me, can we get four tequila 
shots...wait, dammit uh...water. We 
would love water. I mean she 
wouldn't, I would...thanks. 

The Waiter backs away like a lion tamer backing away from a 
staring wild cat, silent. 

JENNIFER
I swear to god the test said 
negative when I left for work. 
Maybe my piss has like a release 
timer on it or something?!--

LUCY
Jennifer. Stop. Breathe. Okay? 

Jennifer stops talking but refuses to take Lucy's advice and 
simply stares at her, annoyed. 

LUCY
Okay. That's...that's fine. 
Uh...how are you? 

A beat. Jennifer looks beyond irritated. She stands up to 
leave. 

LUCY
Okay, okay, okay, hold on a second! 
Let's talk. So you're pregnant. 

Jennifer quickly sits back down. 

JENNIFER
Yeah, I'm definitely with fucking 
child! I took like eight different 
pregnancy tests this afternoon and 

(MORE)
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they were all positive. 
JENNIFER (CONT'D)

LUCY
That's great! You and Paul have 
been talking about having a kid for 
like forever!

JENNIFER
This is going to kill my career.

A beat. 

LUCY
Maybe this is what you need, 
Jennifer! Like, this could be the 
excuse to take a little break and 
raise a kid, ya know. 

Lucy sweetly sips on her Margarita. 

JENNIFER
I can't take maternity leave, 
that's insane. I want to be network 
anchor. And a baby will definitely 
fuck that up. 

Lucy is silent, trying to be understanding. 

JENNIFER
So...abortion...? 

LUCY 
Oh my god! 

JENNIFER
What?!

LUCY
You...you can't just say that! 

JENNIFER
Abortion. 

LUCY
Okay, maybe you can. 

JENNIFER
I mean I'd rather have this alien 
thing out of me then carry it 
around for nine months.

The Waiter comes back with four shots of tequila and sets 
them in front of Jennifer without saying a word. 
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JENNIFER
Wait, this isn't water.

The Waiter doesn't hear her and walks off. The FOUR TEQUILA 
SHOTS look menacing but have a type of attractive SPARKLE to 
them in the afternoon sunlight. 

Jennifer auspiciously EYES them. 

LUCY
(to Jennifer)

Don't. 

JENNIFER
Lucy, I'm not going to let my 
career die. Next thing I know, I'll 
be 50 and my vagina will be 
dragging behind me like a god damn 
tail. You have a coin? 

LUCY
What?!

JENNIFER
Do. You. Have. A. Coin? 

LUCY
I'm not letting you decide whether 
or not to...get rid of that...on a 
coin toss. 

JENNIFER
God dammit! 

Jennifer grabs her purse off of the back of her chair and 
RUMMAGES through it. Her HAND finally fetches a PENNY. She 
yanks it out of her purse and holds in up to Lucy. 

JENNIFER
Tails, I keep it. Heads, we go to a 
clinic after I suck these fuckers 
down. 

She points to the four shots before her. 

LUCY
I'm not going to drive you. 

JENNIFER
I'll drive myself then. 

Jennifer tosses the COIN in the AIR. 
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EXT. SPACE - MERCURY'S ORBIT

The reddish MERCURY slowly SPINS in front of the sun, back 
tracking in its orbit. 

INT. CROWDED MEXICAN RESTURANT - CONTINUOUS

The coin FLIES in the air and then lands in Jennifer's palm. 
She slaps it on the back of her OPPOSITE HAND.

Lucy looks at her in dismay. Jennifer is slightly 
apprehensive. 

She REMOVES the hand covering the penny. 

INT. STEPHEN EELING'S HOME - NIGHT

Leon walks down the sidewalk dressed in dark clothes, trying 
not to act suspicious. 

NARRATOR (V.O.)
Leon swiftly walked down the 
sidewalk to Stephen Eeling's house, 
trying not to act suspicious. 

LEON
(to Narrator)

It's hard not to act suspicious 
when you're about to commit a 
bloody fucking crime! Which one is 
his house?

NARRATOR (V.O.)
Uhhh...I think...

LEON
You think? You're supposed to know 
these things you twit! 

NARRATOR (V.O.)
Wait, stop! Right here! Leon 
suddenly halted in front of a 
slender, whitewashed, vine covered 
house, immediately looking for a 
way in.

A narrow two story house, identical to the narrator's 
description, sits before Leon. Pitch black on the inside. A 
wrought iron GATE stands before Leon and h goal.

He motions to a wall on the side of the house leading to 
Stephen's backyard. 
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NARRATOR (V.O.)
Leon thought he had the athletic 
prowess to scale the wall, but he 
quickly changed his mind and went 
through the front door.

LEON
Fuck you. I'm using the wall. 

NARRATOR (V.O.)
Good luck. 

Leon uses the vines to hoist himself up and over the large 
blockade. 

NARRATOR (V.O.)
Honestly, I didn't think you had 
that in you. 

LEON
Fuck off. 

Leon, once in the lavish, green front yard of Stephen, hops 
up on a large window with an opening in the top to create 
air circulation. 

NARRATOR (V.O.)
This looks to be a bit dodgey.

LEON
Shush. This is my story. 

Leon carefully pushes open the top of the window and strains 
to use his FINGERNAIL to unlatch the rest of the transparent 
glass. It opens SOUNDLESSLY. 

INT. STEPHEN'S STUDY - MOMENTS LATER

Leon steps in to discover a full library of the best 
literary works from the last one hundred and fifty years. 
Awards and pictures of Stephen garnish the walls. His DESK 
sits in the middle of the room with a COMPUTER stationed in 
the middle of the workplace. 

NARRATOR (V.O.)
Leon discovered a manuscript for 
Stephen's next book in a pile next 
to his computer.

LEON
Shit, didn't even see that. Thanks. 

Leon's EYES light up with excitement, not quite believing 
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how well his plan has--

The LIGHTS flip on. 

LEON
Shit. 

NARRATOR (V.O.)
Shit. 

Leon looks up to see a sexy, half asleep woman in a red 
satin robe by the light switch. She eyes him, confused at 
first. This is Stephen's wife, Nora(late 30s). 

Suddenly, Nora's EYES grow wide. 

NORA
Leon? 

LEON
Wow. Nora. You're uh...yeah. 
That...that's you. Right there. 

NORA
What are you doing? 

LEON
(to Narrator)

What in the hell do I say?!

NARRATOR (V.O.)
You're on your own, mate. 

LEON
(to Nora)

Uh...I'm stealing your husband's 
manuscript. 

NORA
You look good. 

A beat. 

LEON
Wait. What. 

NORA
I said you look really good, Leon. 
It's been a long time. 

NARRATOR (V.O.)
Oh shit. Nora, who had been cheated 
on by Stephen for years, suddenly 

(MORE)
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found an urge, a spark, deep within 
NARRATOR (V.O.) (CONT'D)

herself. Leon...I think you're 
going to fuck her! 

LEON
(to Narrator)

There's no way.

INT. STEPHEN'S STUDY - LATER

Leon and Nora screw loudly on top of Stephen's desk. His 
MANUSCRIPT flies off his desk and floats about the room. 

Out of nowhere:

STEPHEN
Nora?! What in the fuck?!

In the doorway stands STEPHEN EELIENG (30s), a dashing, well 
built, stoic man wearing a disheveled dress shirt and 
slacks. 

NARRATOR (V.O.)
Leon, run. 

Leon jumps off of Nora, pulls up his pants like a cartoon 
character, and runs around the desk. 

Stephen LAUNCHES himself at Leon, but miscalculates and  
SMASHES into the bookshelf. 

Leon's HAND picks up a few pages of Stephen's manuscript off 
the ground. 

EXT. STEPHEN EELING'S HOME - MOMENTS LATER

Leon bursts from the front doors of Stephen's house and 
takes off down the sidewalk, papers FLUTTERING in hand. 

His footsteps are like BOMB EXPLOSIONS as he sprints down 
the street, out of view. 

A limping Stephen emerges from the house and looks both ways 
down the street, unable to see his nemesis. 

EXT. LONDON SIDESTREET - MINUTES LATER

Out of breath, Leon rounds a corner, looks behind him, and 
starts walking. 

He buttons his pants and then takes a look at the papers in 
his hand. 

The front page says THANKS. 
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NARRATOR (V.O.)
Unfortunately, Leon had grabbed the 
least useful section of the 
manuscript, leaving him where he 
started. 

LEON
What?! No, that's impossible. 
Please, just give me this one 
break. 

A beat. 

NARRATOR (V.O.)
However, after closer 
examination...

Leon looks through the several pages and finally finds one 
covered with WORDS. 

His EYES alight. 

NARRATOR (V.O.)
Bingo. 

EXT. CRAIG'S HOUSE - LATE MORNING

Craig limps on the sidewalk up to his house. Scottie sits on 
the porch, waiting.  

Craig walks up to his emotionally and physically battered 
son. 

CRAIG
You okay? 

SCOTTIE
I don't think so, Dad. Not this 
time. 

CRAIG
I am so sorry, bud. I really am. 

SCOTTIE
Is this like the time you told me 
my goldfish had died but you really 
flushed him down the toilet? 

CRAIG
No. Not at all. 

SCOTTIE
Then what is going on?! We had a 

(MORE)
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fucking funeral for him! 
SCOTTIE (CONT'D)

CRAIG
Hey! Watch you mouth!

SCOTTIE
Who's going to watch it? You? 
You're never around! And now that 
Dave is back it's going to be all 
about him! 

A beat. 

SCOTTIE
(tearing up)

It's always been about him! 

Scottie chokes up and heads inside, slamming the door behind 
him. Craig lets out a defeated SIGH. 

Craig pulls out a bent cigarrette out of his pocket and pops 
it in his mouth. Before he can light it, two POLICE CRUISERS 
skid onto the street, red and blue lights FLASHING. 

CRAIG
Fuck. 

FADE TO BLACK

END OF ACT III
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                        ACT IV

FADE IN: 

EXT. SPACE - MERCURY'S ORBIT

A reddish MERCURY slowly and gently rotates backwards 
through space. 

INT. PLANE - LI ZHOU YU'S SEAT - NIGHT

Among hushed rows of PASSENGERS, some asleep, others reading 
quietly, sits Li Zhou Yu next to a window. 

She looks at the vast darkness below her while her HANDS 
hold a picture on the outstretched tray table. 

In the picture, we only see Zhou Yu at a park sporting a 
soft smile with a beanie and pomegranate colored coat. 

EXT. PARK - HONG KONG - AFTERNOON - FLASHBACK

Li Zhou Yu stands exactly as she had in the picture, but now 
Ming Zhi is by her side, his arm wrapped around her. 

A park-goer takes their picture as Zhou Yu and Ming Zhi 
pose, seemingly happy. 

END FLASHBACK

INT. PLANE - LI ZHOU YU'S SEAT - CONTINUOUS

The picture of Zhou Yu without Ming Zhi. 

Zhou Yu stares at the picture, confused and somewhat lost. 

Up above, the fasten seat belt sign DINGS.

This awakens Zhou Yu from her ponderous trance. She looks to 
find her seat belt but can't seem to locate it. 

Ah, finally, she retrieves her buckle.

Wait, where's the other end? 

The seat belt sign DINGS again. 

Zhou Yu LOOKS up quickly, but she still can't seem to find 
it. Is she sitting on it? 

DING. 

Zhou Yu finally finds the other end and brings it to the 
BUCKLE. 
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DING. 

She can't clip it in. 

DING. 

All of the sudden, every overhead light dies. 

The overhead vents stop blowing air. 

The plane dies. It's nose starts to dip downward. 

Screams.

Zhou Yu FLIES out of her seat, her head SMASHES into the 
plane's overhead storage compartment. 

Screaming. Oxygen masks SHOOT down. Babies shriek. 

BOOM! 

The plane rockets to the LEFT. One of the WINDOWS shatters. 
Causes a tear in the fuselage. PRAYING GUY SOARS out of the 
plane. 

Zhou Yu flies to the window due to the atmospheric suction 
as she grips her BLEEDING HEAD on the floor of the cabin.

Wind HOWLS through the side of the plane. The hole WIDENS. 
More PEOPLE fly out. 

Deafening wind. Women shriek. Zhou Yu LEVITATES inside the 
plane. Her HAND grips a seat back, keeping her from exiting 
the plane.  

BOOM! 

The plane's hull WRENCHES open from the middle, sending all 
passengers into the night. Seats, baggage, children fly 
through the sky like shooting stars. 

Zhou Yu tumbles through clouds, sailing closer and closer to 
the black OCEAN below her. 

Her EYES wide with sheer terror, filled with TEARS. 

The ocean grows CLOSER. 

Zhou Yu lets out a soundless shriek, the roaring WIND 
suffocating the noise.  

DING! 

CUT TO: 
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At the sound of the DING, Zhou Yu's EYES shoot open. 

The plane is as silent as before. All passengers still 
asleep or reading. 

Zhou Yu clutches the PICTURE in her hand, featuring only 
her. Her breathing is HEAVY. 

A FLIGHT ATTENDANT (late 30s) comes by with a drink cart.

FLIGHT ATTENDANT
Excuse me, ma'am. Would you like 
something to drink? 

ZHOU YU
Yes, sorry. Water would be great. 

The flight attendant fills a cup with ice and water and 
moves to hand it toward her. 

Suddenly, slight TURBULENCE causes the plane to jolt.

The water CUP flies out of the flight attendant's hand, 
SPLASHING water into Zhou Yu's face. 

EXT. MIDDLE OF OCEAN - NIGHT

A small but violent WAVE smashes into Li Zhou Yu as she 
awakens clutching the SEAT CUSHION of one of the plane 
seats. 

An army of medium sized waves swell and break all around 
her. 

Zhou Yu is a tiny dot in the vast oceanic wasteland. 

She looks around, EYES full of panic, face gashed in several 
places. Zhou Yu lets out a desperate SHRIEK. 

ZHOU YU
(between sobs/gasps)

Help! Somebody! Is anybody alive 
out there? Please, help me! Help 
me! 

Only the gurgling sounds of waves swallowing themselves 
answer her. 

ZHOU YU (V.O.)
Not what I had in mind when I said 
I wanted to float away. Why am I 
constantly alone?  
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Zhou Yu puts her head on the soaked seat cushion and for a 
second, attempts to suffocate her cries, but lets out a 
exhausted sob. 

Small waves cascade onto the seat cushion and continue to 
soak her hair as Zhou Yu cries. 

A beat. 

Suddenly, a HAND dripping with saltwater reaches to Zhou 
Yu's shoulder and taps her. 

She SHRIEKS again and jolts up. 

Across from her is JUN LI (early 30s), an optimistic, young 
man who could beat the energizer bunny in a hopping contest, 
beams at Zhou Yu's disgruntled, defeated body. 

Jun Li loats on a partially deflated emergency raft and 
wears a life preserver.(Note: Jun Li's dialogue is also in 
Chinese with English subtitles). 

JUN LI
Hi! I can't believe I found 
someone! Are you alright? 

Zhou Yu's cries immediately cease, and her FROWN slowly 
transforms itself into a GRIN. 

ZHOU YU
Better. I'm a lot better now. 

From a distance, a large, bellowing horn can be heard. 

ZHOU YU
Oh my god! Look! 

Zhou Yu and Jun Li's heads whip around to look at the tiny 
speak of a boat that is on the horizon. 

JUN LI
I can't believe we've been found! 
You must be a good luck charm! 

ZHOU YU
(blushing)

Thank you. 

INT. BOAT - CONTINUOUS

ASAD (early 20s), a Somali pirate who takes no prisoners, 
stares at the couple through a pair of binoculars. 

EMIJI, his accomplice who is desperately  trying to make 
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ends meet, goes up to Asad. 

EMIJI
Captain, who are they. 

Asad lowers his binoculars, smiling. 

ASAD
Hostages. 

INT. LUCY'S CAR - LATE AFTERNOON

Jennifer stares out of Lucy's car window, BITING her THUMB 
NAIL almost to the nub. 

INT. CROWDED MEXICAN RESURANT - AFTERNOON - FLASHBACK

Jennifer picks up a tequila shot and downs it. 

Picks up another. Throws her head back. 

Another. 

Another. 

Lucy looks away from Jennifer, biting her lip. 

END FLASHBACK

INT. LUCY'S CAR - LATE AFTERNOON

Jennifer and Lucy sit in silence, no music, as Lucy drives. 

E/I. LUCY'S CAR/PLANNED PARENTHOOD PARKING LOT - DAY

Lucy's car pulls up to a shady Planned Parenthood building 
in the middle of a strip mall. Her shoddy brakes squeal as 
she comes to the slowest stop of all time. 

A knife would have trouble slicing through the silent 
tension in Lucy's car. 

JENNIFER
Alright, well, it's been solid. See 
ya, see ya, wouldn't wanna fucking 
be ya. 

Jennifer opens Lucy's car door and puts one foot outside. 

LUCY
I think you'll regret it. 

Jennifer shoots a look back to Lucy.
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JENNIFER
Yeah? I think I'll regret 
unemployment even more. 

LUCY
Look, when I was pregnant. I had my 
doubts, too. But Steve and I 
couldn't be more happy with Lilly--

JENNIFER
I'd rather not model my life after 
Steve the Dweeb. He wears sweaters 
from 1993 even when it's summer 
outside. 

LUCY
Give it more thought, babe. 

JENNIFER
I haven't the slightest idea what a 
good mom would even begin to look 
like...no offense, I mean you're 
great with Lilly...uh okay, it's 
just I grew up without that...that 
figure in my life. Am I sad about 
it? Hell no. I still don't know why 
she didn't abort me.  

Jennifer gets out of the car and walks towards the doors of 
the Planned Parenthood building with determination. 

Lucy steps out of the car.  

LUCY
Hey! You're already being a shitty 
mother! 

Jennifer stops and spins around. Lucy walks toward her like 
a teacher who just caught a student passing a note. Her 
usual soft side is completely faded. 

LUCY
You're going to look back at this 
ten years from now and wished this 
hadn't happened. 

Jennifer looks at Lucy, her mascara smeared, and for the 
first time in too long, a TEAR cascades down her cheek. 

JENNIFER
Fuck. 

Jennifer falls into the arms of an extremely surprised Lucy.
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The two stand in slightly desolate parking lot, Jennifer 
sobbing and Lucy doing her best to comfort her. 

After a moment Jennifer composes herself, takes a deep 
breath, and walks into the Planned Parenthood building. 

Lucy looks at the doors, turn toward her car, but then 
pivots and jogs to the entrance of Planned Parenthood. 

INT. LEON'S APARTMENT - NIGHT 

The apartment door SWINGS open to reveal a sweat covered, 
adrenaline stocked Leon. He races in, slamming the door 
behind him and scurrying over to his TYPEWRITER. 

He sets the page beside him and reads it as he sits in front 
of his desk. 

NARRATOR (V.O.)
Leon quickly realized that there 
was no way he could continue the 
story of Stephen's protagonist 
because Stephen's writing ability 
was far superior to his. 

LEON
He's fucking good at his craft, 
that's for sure. Hmmm. So, should I 
give it a go or...?

NARRATOR (V.O.)
Are you daft? You broke into the 
man's house, fucked his wife, stole 
some of his manuscript, and you're 
asking for permission to write?!

LEON
...a simple "Yes" would've 
sufficed. 

Leon gets up and enters the kitchen.

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

A bottle of CHEAP BRANDY. Leon GRABS it.

INT. LEON'S APARTMENT - NIGHT - MOMENTS LATER

Leon sits back down in front of his typewriter, but not 
before unscrewing the bottle of Brandy and taking a large 
pull. 
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LEON
Alright. Let's have a go. 

Leon begins typing, slowly at first, while glancing at 
Stephen's crumpled manuscript beside him. 

MONTAGE - SERIES OF SHOTS

1. Leon comfortably types without looking down at the 
manuscript as a reference. 

2. Leon takes another large PULL from the bottle of brandy. 

3. Leon types furiously, wearing a large grin. 

4. Leon takes another pull, much too long. He chokes and 
Brandy spills all over him. 

5. The empty bottle of brandy sits next to a wavering Leon, 
his EYELIDS flutter as he types. 

6. The chair in front of the desk is void of Leon. The empty 
bottle of brandy sits on its side next to the typewriter. 

7. Leon sprawls out, almost welded into his carpet. He 
DROOLS as unconsciousness washes over him.

END MONTAGE

EXT. SPACE - MERCURY'S ORBIT

A red Mercury stills spins in retrograde as it orbits around 
the sun. 

INT. LEON'S APARTMENT - MORNING - THE NEXT DAY

Leon eyes slowly creak open, staring at a pile of VOMIT next 
to his head. 

NARRATOR (V.O.)
Leon awoke in his own 
regurgitation, not remembering much 
of the night before. He slowly 
crawled to the desk to see what he 
had written. 

LEON
Wait...wai...fuck...gimme a minu--

Leon gags and vomits more on his carpet. 

Leon wades over to his desk and grabs a few sheets of PAPER. 

He lays down and brings them extremely close to his face. 
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Through the haze, Leon looks upon:

BLANK SHEETS OF PAPER. 

Not a word. 

NARRATOR (V.O.)
Due to the effects of Mercury 
Retrograde, Leon's hard, inebriated 
work vanished. Back to the drawing 
table. Or at least to the kitchen 
to retrieve cleaning supplies for 
the mess in the living room. Up we 
go. 

LEON
Hold on a fucking second. 

Leon gets on his knees and tears at the blank pages on his 
desk. Even the crumpled MANUSCRIPT sitting beside the 
typewriter is blank. 

LEON
How the fuck?! 

No explanation. 

LEON
Hello?!

Nothing. Silence. 

LEON
Fantastic. Just fantastic. 

Leon GAGS again. 

All of the sudden, there's a knock at the door. 

Leon stumbles and wobbles over to the door and opens it to 
reveal 

NORA. Wearing a trenchcoat and shrouded in makeup.  

NARRATOR (V.O.)
What? 

LEON
(to Nora)

Hi. 

Instead of speaking, Nora walks in, shuts the door and drops 
her trenchcoat. 
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Nothing under there. 

Leon and her embrace. Both fall to the floor. 

NARRATOR (V.O.)
Didn't see that one coming. 

INT. LAW OFFICE - MORNING

ELISA (30s), Leon's soon-to-be ex wife who floats like a 
butterfly and stings like a bee sits with JIM (50s), her 
divorce attorney. 

She looks at her WATCH. 

ELISA
Damn. Jim, I am so sorry about 
this. We keep wasting your time and 
you don't deserve this. 

JIM
Quite alright. It's my job. Maybe 
you should give Leon a ring?

ELISA
No. He won't answer. I'm sure he's 
forgotten. I'm just going to go 
over to his apartment to drag him 
here. I don't care how busy that 
wanker is. 

INT. POLICE STATION - AFTERNOON 

A POLICE OFFICER escorts a bloodied Craig through the many 
rows of cells to the holding tank. The police officer stops 
and uncuffs Craig, but not before Craig looks in the large 
cell, furnished with a bench bordering the perimeter of the 
dank, stained, concrete cell. 

David already occupies the cell.  

The officer shoves him in and closes the cell. It LOCKS 
behind Craig. 

 Craig turns quickly around and clutches the iron bars of 
the holding tank. 

CRAIG
(to Officer)

Would it be possible to move cells 
or...? 

The Officer exits. Another large INMATE, with dark circles 
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under his eyes and a relation to the Michelin Man, wobbly 
sits to the right of David.  

Craig, as if navigating a mine field, walks to a section of 
the bench far away from David.  

An exhausted, bleeding David, expressionless. He stares 
ahead. 

The inmate shifts in his seat, FARTS. A steady stream of 
URINE runs down his leg and heads for the drain in the 
middle of the room. The inmate smiles.  

CRAIG
(under his breath)

Holy fuck.

Craig looks back to the expressionless David. A beat. 

CRAIG
Are you okay? 

No response. Silence. A rat's SCRATCHING momentarily ECHOES 
through the cells. 

CRAIG
These cops are a little harsh 
around here, huh? Guess it's just 
the whole Sin City thing.

Again, no response. 

CRAIG
(reluctantly)

Hey...Dave, I'm sorry, bud--

DAVID
You don't get to be sorry. 

A beat. Craig SWEATS, biting his lip as he looks at David. 

DAVID
(softly)

If you were my dad you could say 
sorry. If you were really my dad. 
Then I'd have some emotion or 
something like that, but I...I 
don't. 

CRAIG
Ok, I know that--
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DAVID
You don't know. You don't know that 
when you went away for two weeks at 
a time on benders, I had to break 
into grocery stores at night and 
steal food for Scottie. I wasn't 
ready for that. I couldn't take 
care of myself and a kid.

Craig stares at David, looking like an arrow just pierced 
his heart. 

DAVID (CONT'D)
You don't know how hard I tried. 
How many times I thought about 
killing myslef. You know I didn't 
leave a note because I thought you 
wouldn't read it? 

Dead silence. 

DAVID (CONT'D)
When we get out of here, I'm never 
talking to you again. I'm done with 
you. 

Craig looks remorsefully at David.

CRAIG
The last time I left before 
you...ya know...checked out early, 
I checked into the Wynn on the 
strip for the weekend. I had just 
lost a lawsuit so I wanted to go 
all out. 

INT. WYNN HOTEL - LAS VEGAS STRIP - NIGHT - FLASHBACK

Craig strolls into a posh room at the Wynn hotel with a 
single black bag. 

MONTAGE - SERIES OF SHOTS

1. Craig throws every single ounce of alcohol onto his bed. 

2. Craig rummages through his bag. 

3. After a moment, Craig snatches a GRAM OF COCAINE in a 
small plastic bag from his suitcase. 

4. Craig stumbles into the bathroom and throws a haymaker at 
the MIRROR. 
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5. Craig's nose leans towards a shard of glass holding 
several lines of coke. They quickly all disappear into his 
nose. 

6. Craig brings a bottle of alcohol to his lips and THROWS 
his HEAD back. Booze spills out of the sides of his mouth as 
he chugs the entire bottle. 

CRAIG (O.S.)
I emptied the mini bar, laid it out 
on my bed, ordered two or three or 
nine bottles of champagne...was 
going to go out and go to strip 
clubs, gamble, whatever. But then I 
looked out the window of my room 
and saw our neighborhood. 

7. In a drunken stupor, Craig gazes out of his window, the 
shining lights of Las Vegas visible in the reflection of the 
window. 

CRAIG (O.S.)
I guess I realized that none of 
that would ever do it for me. I 
would always piss away the booze 
and money. And in that process I 
kinda pissed you away. 

END FLASHBACK

INT. PRISON CELL - MOMENTS LATER

David listens with curiosity, never before hearing his 
father open up like this. 

CRAIG
But only you and Scottie could make 
me feel like a...real..person. And 
I never got to talk to you about 
it. So, what I'm trying to say 
is...I love you. 

The last three words prove to be difficult for Craig to say. 
He chokes up a little bit. David seems surprised. 

CRAIG (CONT'D)
And I know that's not enough. It 
can never be enough. But it's all I 
got right now. I'm sorry...and I 
love you. So stick around for a 
little bit. Things'll change. 
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A beat. Behind David's EYES is something that hasn't been 
seen yet, something deep and emotional. An indescribable 
feeling. 

Craig, choked up, moves across the cell and sits next to 
David, but not too close. 

CRAIG
We both have messed up. But I love 
you, bud. Always have. I'm so 
sorry. 

A beat. Craig gingerly PATS David's leg. David sits there, a 
single TEAR rolling down his cheek. 

Craig and David sit in silence in the jail cell, Craig's 
HAND resting on David's KNEE. 

FADE TO BLACK.

END OF ACT IV

 

 

 


