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INT. ELEVATOR

JOHN, late 20s, white shirt, black tie, stands alone in an 
elevator. He checks he teeth in his reflection on the 
stainless steel walls. Floor eleven. Ten. Nine.

DING.

The elevator doors open to reveal TWO MEN IN BUSINESS SUITS. 

JOHN
(left to right)

Frank, Hawkins.

John just stands in the doorway. The two men continue to 
stare at John.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Oh, you want in the elevator? Yeah, 
stupid me. Sorry.

John smiles politely and steps back. Frank and Hawkins enter 
and stand right in front of John, backs turned. Frank presses 
the two on the elevator panel.

FRANK
Anyway, getting back to my story--

HAWKINS 
--Yeah so what happened?

FRANK
Well I told him that he can take 
his stock options and shove ‘em. I 
wasn’t about to leave this company.

HAWKINS
You sure told him.

John makes a snooty face, imitating Hawkins saying “you sure 
told him.” Hawkins turns and looks over his shoulder, sending 
John a cold glance. Floor eight. 

FRANK
But I told Kevin upstairs that if 
he wants to keep me he’s going to 
have to cough up some more money. I 
need to be paid what I’m worth.

He then leans over to Hawkins and whispers just loud enough 
so he’s sure John can hear him. Floor seven.



FRANK (CONT’D)
Even if that means letting a few 
people go to free up salary room.

John makes another snooty face to the back of Frank’s head. 
Frank starts sniffing the air. Floor six.

FRANK (CONT’D) 
You smell that?

HAWKINS
What?

Floor five.

DING

The doors open.

JOHN
Pardon me boys.

John passes between Frank and Hawkins and exits the elevator 
into the --

INT. 5TH FLOOR LOBBY

--and taps on the receptionists desk. Various OFFICE PATRONS 
move about doing their duties.

JOHN
Morning Susan.

Susan smiles to John as he passes. The elevator doors close.

FRANK (O.S.)
(inside elevator)

Oh my God, what’s that smell?

HAWKINS (O.S.)
(inside elevator)

It’s like something died in here.

A sly grin slides over John’s face. He continues to walk 
though the lobby. Suddenly John and the lobby freeze.

The lobby and everyone in it fades from color to gray scale. 
Edges soften. White and dark contrast increases. It turns 
from the real world into something drawn in pencil.

John turns into a caricature of himself, followed by Susan, 
then everyone in the back ground.
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Everything has turned into a comic strip.

INT. BASEMENT - MORNING

Huddled over a drafting table is Tom, late 20s, pajamas pants 
and an old Pearl Jam t-shirt, drawing the comic strip. He 
wouldn’t be a bad looking guy if he cleaned himself up. 

The basement has been decorated to look like an apartment. 
Couch. Two beanbag chairs. Stereo. Some posters on the wall.

Tom sips some coffee as he finishes the shading on John’s 
face. He stops and leans back. He looks unsatisfied.

TOM
This sucks.

He crumples up the sheet of paper.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Tom cooks some scrambled eggs on a non-stick pan. The TV in 
the adjacent family room is turned to the morning news.

TV NEWS ANCHOR
Representatives from Grisham Media 
Networks confirmed the buyout offer 
for Kingston Press Syndicate was a 
combined cash and stock offering 
valued at over twenty-one million 
dollars.

John enters the kitchen. He’s dressed the same as in the 
cmoic strip. He’s struggling to get his tie on.

JOHN
Man, I heard about this on NPR.

TOM
Tt sucks.

JOHN
You think it’ll effect the strip?

TOM
Don’t know. Maybe. It won’t matter 
if Panda puts me in their papers.

John wanders back into the family room.
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JOHN (O.S.)
When are they going to get back to 
you?

TOM
I should hear back from Howard 
about it any day now.

Tom pauses to sip his coffee. 

TOM (CONT’D)
I tried the fart joke.

JOHN (O.S.)
How’d it go?

TOM
Not good.

JOHN (O.S.)
Oh come on, that’s comedy gold.

TOM
Yeah, well, not when you put it 
down on paper it’s not.

Tom stops stirring the eggs.

TOM (CONT’D)
You going to eat any of this?

JOHN (O.S.)
Don’t have time. Just pour me a 
glass of orange juice or something.

Tom opens the fridge. Everything inside is neat and orderly. 
Milk, eggs, cheese, everything, right where you’d expect it.

TOM
You really need to eat breakfast.

JOHN (O.S.)
I know.

TOM
Most important meal of the day.

JOHN (O.S.)
I know!

Tom he grabs the juice, snags a cup from the cabinet, and 
pours the juice. He sets it on the counter for John and 
returns to stirring the eggs. 
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TOM
Here’s your juice.

John doesn’t come get it.

TOM (CONT’D)
John?

Tom walks from the kitchen and looks into the family room. 
Empty. John’s already gone.

TOM (CONT’D)
Damn it, I hate it when he does 
that.

INT. GROCERY STORE - DAY

Tom pushes a grocery cart down the “ethnic foods” isle. His 
arms are tight at his sides. His feet plod more than step. He 
moves like he’s scared something might touch him.

AT THE DELI COUNTER - MOMENTS LATER

John is looking through the items in his cart, checking them 
against his grocery list. A FEMALE DELI ATTENDANT (late 20s), 
petite, cute, looks over at John as she finishes slicing some 
ham. Her name tag says “Michelle.”

She hands the sliced salami to a customer and comes over to 
Tom.

MICHELLE
Can I help you?

Tom jumps, a bit startled. He looks up to see Michelle. His 
face empties of color. He’s frozen, just starting at her.

MICHELLE (CONT’D)
Hello?

Tom snaps out of it. He looks down, avoiding eye contact.

TOM
Uh, yeah, the, uh, the thing, uh, a 
half pound of uh, with the breasts. 
Oh God, I mean...

Michelle smiles lightheartedly.

TOM (CONT’D)
I mean, the uh, with the white meat 
and dark meat, uh--
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MICHELLE
--chicken?

TOM
Yeah, yeah, a half pound of the 
chicken.

MICHELLE
You sure? You always get the 
chicken. How about you try 
something else? We’ve got a great 
sale on the spicy--

TOM
--no, no, no, chicken. Just the 
chicken. Gotta be chicken.

Michelle smiles again.

MICHELLE
Okay, chicken it is.

INT. FAMILY ROOM - DAY

Tom is sitting on the couch eating a cup of yogurt watching 
TV. On the other side of the couch is a COLLEGE AGE WOMAN, 
early 20s, sporty. The TV has a soap opera on it. A man and a 
woman are in the middle of an argument.

COLLEGE AGE WOMAN
I don’t know why she likes him.

John nods and then notices that the doily on the coffee table 
isn’t perfectly symmetrical with the corners.

COLLEGE AGE WOMAN (CONT’D)
You know? He’s just going to cheat 
on her like he did with her sister. 
Still, they’re totally going to 
hook up here.

Tom leans forward and starts to arrange the doily. He tries 
to line up the corners so they perfectly intersect with the 
sides of the coffee table. The College Age Woman notices Tom 
isn’t paying attention to the TV.

COLLEGE AGE WOMAN (CONT’D)
Are you even watching?

TOM
What? No, sorry Tammy. This doily 
isn’t right. What’s happening?
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TAMMY
This is an important scene. You 
need to be watching this. Marissa 
and Keith are going to hook up. I’m 
telling you.

Just then the man and woman on the television embrace in a 
lustful kiss. Tammy claps her hands enthusiastically.

TAMMY (CONT’D)
Ha! See I told you.

TOM
You were right.

Tom sits back. The couple on the TV continue to kiss 
passionately.

TAMMY
Sheesh, they’re really going at it.

Tom isn’t satisfied with the doily. He sits forward and 
starts playing with it again.

TAMMY (CONT’D)
Leave it alone.

Tom sits back. He tries to ignore it. He sits forward again, 
moving the doily.

TOM
I can’t. Got to get it right.

TAMMY
It’s just a doily Tom.

TOM
If it’s not right the whole room is 
off.

TAMMY
Whatever.

Tammy goes back to watching the TV show, noticeably annoyed. 
Tom finally gets it right and sits back satisfied.

TOM
You wouldn’t understand.

TAMMY
You’re right.

7.



INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Tom is in the process of cleaning the kitchen. The pots are 
out, but arranged neatly on the counter top. The pantry doors 
are open. Everything is arranged by food type, then size, 
then color.

Tom moves some spices in one of the cabinets. He’s placing 
them all in alphabetical order. He places a small jar of 
White Pepper in the cabinet. He smiles and closes the door.

TOM
Perfect.

INT. BATHROOM - DAY

Tom sports some yellow rubber gloves as he scrubs the sinks 
with a sponge and Soft-Scrub. He turns the sink on to wash 
away the excess cleaning agent.

When the last bit of water makes its way down the drain Tom 
takes a step back and gives the sink one final glance.

TOM
Perfect.

INT. TOM’S BEDROOM - DAY

Tom finishes making his bed. He tucks a pillow neatly under 
the comforter. He moves a lamp about an inch to the right.

He gives the room a final look. He nods.

TOM
Perfect.

Tom heads for the door but stops to pick up a picture of him 
posing with his arm around an OLD WOMAN at a restaurant 
table, on his dresser.

A phone rings in the back ground.

Tom puts the picture down and exits. 

INT. HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Tom shuts the door to his bedroom. Directly across from him 
is another door that’s shut. Tom walks down the hallway 
toward the family room.
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The phone rings again.

KITCHEN

Tom comes around the corner and grabs the cordless phone off 
the wall mount.

TOM
Hello?

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

Tom is sitting at the kitchen table, head in his hands, 
staring at the phone on the table in front of him.

JOHN (O.C.)
You okay?

Tom looks up at John standing in the arch to the kitchen.

TOM
I didn’t hear you come in.

JOHN
You never do.

John slips into one of the other chairs.

JOHN (CONT’D)
What’s wrong?

TOM
Howard called.

A long silent pause.

JOHN
You don’t need Panda.

TOM
(aggravated)

Yeah John, I did. 
(sighs)

Just...I want to be alone for a 
while. Okay?

JOHN
Alright.

He pats John on the shoulder and gets up.
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INT. BASEMENT - DAY 

Tom sits at his drafting table staring at the blank piece of 
paper in front of him. A faucet drips somewhere in the 
background.

Tom twirls a pencil in his hand.

TOM
Think, think, think.

Tom starts drawing the face of a girl. His draws her hair. 
She’s smiling. He draws her hands up in the air. Then, he 
draws her nude breasts.

TOM (CONT’D)
Argh!

Tom crumples up the paper and tosses it in the garbage can. 
He stares once again at a blank sheet.

The faucet continues to drip in the back ground.

Tom leans forward, starts to draw John’s character sitting at 
a desk typing. Tom taps his pencil on the paper.  The 
dripping faucet gets louder.

TOM (CONT’D)
This sucks too.

Tom crumples up the paper as the faucet continues to drip.

Tom starts to draw again but immediately stops. His eyes dart 
to the right. He turns his head a bit.

TOM (CONT’D)
God damn faucet.

Tom gets up and walks off.

INT. FAMILY ROOM - NIGHT

Tom is on the couch playing Halo 3. John sits on the other 
side watching, still sporting a white shirt, loose black tie, 
and black slacks. A CHUBBY GUY, mid 20s, goatee, sporting a 
widespread panic t-shirt, sits in a recliner off to the side, 
his eyes bloodshot.

MITCH
Maybe you should just try 
brainstorming or something.
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TOM
Brainstorm what?

MITCH
Ideas for the strip. Sit back, put 
on some music and zone out. 
Whatever pops into your head just 
jot it down man. Just go with it.

TOM
That stuff doesn’t work for me.

MITCH
It always works for me man.

TOM
Works for you? You haven’t had a 
job in two years.

MITCH
It worked for me when I had a job.

Tom’s brings the Master Chief around a corner, guns blazing, 
but he’s ambushed by a horde of Flood and dies.

TOM
If I don’t come up with something 
soon, I’m not going to have to 
worry about drawing a strip.

MITCH
You think it’s stress?

TOM
Maybe, I don’t know. It wouldn’t 
have been so bad if Panda hadn’t 
turned me down. That would have 
been four more papers. But this 
sale of Kingston to Grisham has me 
all worried. 

Tom brings Master Chief into a room of Flood, and is mowed 
down by a rocket.

MITCH
Grisham Media Networks?

TOM
Yeah, I think so.
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MITCH
Oh man, those guys suck. They 
bought Rock 103.5 last year and 
turned it into a top 40 station. 
Those guys suck hard.

JOHN
Maybe you should just take a few 
days off from drawing. Let your 
brain refresh.

TOM
Can’t. I’ve got to get fresh strips 
out by Tuesday or they’re not going 
to have anything to put in the 
paper. Nothing goes in, I don’t get 
paid.

Tom’s brings the Master Chief around a corner and is lit up 
by a bunch of enemies.

TOM (CONT’D)
Man, I cannot beat this part.

(to Mitch)
You want to give it a go?

MITCH
I don’t know if I’m in any sort of 
shape to be playing this right now.

Tom turns to John.

JOHN
I suck at this game.

Tom frowns and starts playing again.

EXT. BACK PORCH - DAY 

Tom sits in a rocking chair doodling on a drawing pad. 
There’s a plethora of things on his page. Cats. Dogs. 
Buildings. A jet.

Right now though he’s working on a drawing of Michelle 
handing something to a customer. The picture takes up most of 
the upper right part of the page.

RING. RING.

Tom picks up the cordless phone sitting on an small table 
next to the chair.
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TOM
Hello?

MALE VOICE
Tommy boy, how you doing?

Toms face sours.

TOM
Hey Howard.

HOWARD
Why so down pal? You’re not still 
sulking about the Panda news are 
ya?

TOM
A little.

HOWARD
Well, I got something that might 
cheer you up.

TOM
What’s that?

HOWARD
Remember when I told you I was 
talking to that newspaper out in 
Oklahoma.

TOM
Sure.

HOWARD
Well, they’re interested.

Tom sits up.

TOM
Really? That’s great!

HOWARD
I told ya old Howie was looking out 
for you. I’ve got a call with them 
later this week. I didn’t want to 
tell you anything until I knew for 
sure, but I thought you could use 
some good news right about now.

TOM
This, this is great.
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HOWARD
Okay buddy, I’ve got to jet. I’ll 
talk to you then.

Tom hangs up the phone and sets it back down on the small 
table. He looks happy. No, he looks relieved.

Suddenly, Tom jets from his chair and into the house.

INT. BASEMENT - DAY - MOMENTS LATER

Tom sits at his drafting table and cracks his knuckles. He 
wiggles his fingers and then grabs a pencil.

He starts drawing.

INT. KITCHEN - EVENING

Tom is cooking some spaghetti sauce in a pot on the range. 
The TV in the family room has on the evening news. John 
enters, same clothes as before, loosening his tie.

JOHN
If I have to spend another day in 
that office I’m going to kill 
someone.

TOM
Funny you should mention that.

JOHN
Why’s that?

TOM
New story arc. You’re looking for a 
new job. Got four of the strips 
done already.

Tom tastes the sauce.

JOHN
Shit, you’ve been busy. Over the 
writers block I see.

TOM
Yeah, Howard called and let me know 
he’s got some paper in Oklahoma 
interested in the strip. After we 
get off the phone the idea just hit 
me and before I knew it I was onto 
the next strip.
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John slips into one of the chairs at the table as Tom adds in 
a few spices to the sauce.

JOHN
I wish I was as lucky as my 
fictitious counter part.

TOM
You don’t think you could get a job 
somewhere else?

JOHN
I know I could. I just don’t want 
to go through the hassle of getting 
my resume ready, sending out 
applications, hoping no one around 
the office found out. All that sort 
of crap.

TOM
Your loss.

JOHN
This new paper big?

TOM
No idea. How big can a paper in 
Oklahoma be? But that’s beside the 
point. It’s just good to know that 
I’ve still got options on the table 
other than Kingston. You know? I 
think part of what was blocking me, 
creatively I mean, was that I just 
felt trapped, stuck in a corner, 
and I couldn’t get past that.

JOHN
I think you just need to lighten 
up.

Tom tastes the sauce again.

TOM
You want any of this?

JOHN
Nah.

TOM
Sure? It’s good stuff.
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JOHN
I grabbed something while I was 
still at the office.

TOM
Yeah, you’re home later than usual.

JOHN
That’s because that douche bag 
Hawkins decided to call a team 
meeting at quarter to six to go 
over some long term efficiency 
plan, whatever the hell that is. 
That guy just calls meeting so he 
can hear himself talk.

TOM
(suggestively)

Maybe it is time to look for 
another job in real life?

JOHN
Oh shut up.

INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Tom and John are on opposite sides of the couch watching a 
movie. A young girls is running down a hallway screaming, 
obviously fleeing from something.

TOM
She’s going to bite it.

JOHN
She’s not going to bite it.

TOM
I’m telling you. She’s going to 
bite it.

The girl runs into a room and slams the door shut. Whatever 
was chasing her slams against the door. She screams.

TOM (CONT’D)
Stick a fork in her. She’s done.

JOHN
She’s not done.

The woman looks up and spots an air duct. She pulls the vent 
off and tries to climb in.
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TOM
Not gonna make it.

The girls strains to get in. Almost there. Almost. Suddenly,  
the door bursts open and a werewolf runs in grabs her, and 
tears her to shreds.

TOM (CONT’D)
Told you she’d bite it. Alright, 
I’ve about had it with this flick.

INT. BASEMENT - LATE NIGHT

Tom works away at the strip, inking a panel where John is 
being interviewed by a very attractive female. Coast to Coast 
A.M. plays over the radio.

Tom finishes the panel and sits up. He looks over at a clock, 
2:34 A.M. He rubs his eyes and looks around the drafting 
table. There are several finished strips, all waiting to be 
sent off. He’s been working hard.

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Tom turns the light off to the basement stairs and shuts the 
door. He walks though the kitchen and into the--

FAMILY ROOM

--where he finds John asleep on the couch, TV still on. Tom 
shakes his head, grabs the remote, and turns off the TV.

HALLWAY

Tom walks down the hallway, enters his bedroom, and shuts the 
door. The door across the hall from Tom’s is shut.

INT. KITCHEN - MORNING

Some toast pops up from the toaster. Tom grabs them and 
brings them over to the kitchen table, where he’s got some 
coffee and a newspaper.

John enters, same outfit as always, fussing with his tie. 
Same black pants and white short sleeve shirt. He’s surprised 
to find Tom at the table. He turns and notices the TV isn’t 
on either.

JOHN
A bit of a change.
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Tom sips his coffee, ignoring John’s entrance.

JOHN (CONT’D)
What?

TOM
You fell asleep with the TV on last 
night.

JOHN
I did?

TOM
You always do that.

JOHN
No I don’t.

TOM
Yeah you do John. This is like the 
fifth or sixth time this month.

John finishes tieing his tie.

JOHN
Okay, alright, I’ll make sure not 
to anymore. Jesus. What crawled up 
your butt and died this morning?

TOM
Nothing. I was up late working on 
the strip.

JOHN
Getting a lot done?

TOM
Almost too much. I feel like I 
don’t know where the story line 
might be going. Almost like I’m 
working too fast. I mean, I must 
have gotten fifteen, sixteen strips 
done by now.

JOHN
And now that you’re so far ahead 
you’re starting to worry about 
being so far ahead. You know what 
you are Tom?

TOM
What?
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Tom sips his coffee.

JOHN
Debbi Drama. You just don’t know 
how to relax. You’ve always got to 
be surrounded in some sort of drama 
to feel normal.

TOM
I do not.

JOHN
Yeah man, you do. But hey, I’d love 
to chat about that and all, but 
I’ve got to run. I’m late.

John exits.

TOM
At least something’s still normal 
this morning, right?

Silence.

TOM (CONT’D)
Right?

More silence. Tom raises his hands up in frustration.

INT. GROCERY STORE - DAY 

Tom stands uncomfortably as his grocery’s are bagged. Arms 
pressed at his side. Stepping side to side. The CHECKOUT 
CLERK looks at him with concern.

Michelle passes by Tom’s checkout lane drinking a bottle of 
water.

CHECKOUT CLERK
You okay mister?

TOM
I’m fine. I’m fine. Just waiting 
for the bags. I’m fine.

The BAG CLERK places the last bag in the cart and reaches for 
the cart handles. Michelle backs up, looking down the 
checkout line at Tom.

BAG CLERK
Can I take these to your car for 
you?
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Tom aggressively grabs the cart handle and pulls it away from 
the Bag Clerk. 

TOM
No I’m fine, I got it.

Tom hustles away.

EXT. GROCERY STORE PARKING LOT - CONTINUOUS

Tom is putting his grocery bags into the trunk of his late 
model blue Ford Taurus.

MICHELLE (O.C.)
Hi.

Tom is startled. He turns to see Michelle standing there. He 
just stares without saying anything.

MICHELLE (CONT’D)
You okay?

Tom snaps out of it and immediately starts avoiding eye 
contact with her.

TOM
Um, uh, yeah.

MICHELLE
I saw you in the checkout line but 
didn’t see you stop by the deli. No 
chicken today?

TOM
I didn’t want, because, but that 
last time, it wasn’t good.

Michelle’s face shows she’s having a hard time following him.

MICHELLE
You mean last week?

TOM
My order.

MICHELLE
Oh oh oh, you mean the breasts 
thing. Ha! Don’t worry about that.

TOM
Yeah. Okay.
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Tom doesn’t Tom grabs a gallon of milk and puts it in the 
trunk.

MICHELLE
Here, let me give you a hand.

Michelle goes to grab a bag of groceries.

TOM
No don’t!

Michelle jerks back.

TOM (CONT’D)
No, I mean, I’ve got it. I’m okay.

Michelle puts her hands on her hips.

MICHELLE
You sure you’re okay? Nothing on 
your mind or anything? Nothing 
troubling you?

TOM
No, no I’m fine.

MICHELLE
Okay. Don’t be scared to stop by 
the deli next time. Got it?

Tom nods.

TOM
Got it.

MICHELLE
Alright. See you next week Tom.

Michelle waves with a warm smile as she starts to head back 
to toward the Grocery Store.

EXT. BACK PORCH - DAY 

Tom doodles on a drawing pad a hand drawn picture of Michelle 
in the lower corner. Mitch sits back, his legs up on the 
railing, still wearing the same outfit as a few days ago.

MITCH
You still doing all your work by 
hand?
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TOM
What, on the strip?

MITCH
No, your knitting. Yeah your strip.

Tom nods.

MITCH (CONT’D)
When are you going to catch up to 
the twenty first century and start 
doing that shit on a computer?

TOM
Don’t need one.

MITCH
Oh come on, everyone has a computer 
man.

(gets all excited)
They got these things, these 
drawing pad things and you use a 
pen to just draw on them. Well, not 
a regular pen, it’s like this 
special computer pen and it just 
puts what you draw right up there 
on the screen. And then all your 
stuff can just be stored right 
there on the computer. You wouldn’t 
have to fax it or mail it in. It’s 
super cool and then you can--

TOM
--Mitch, I don’t need a computer.

MITCH
Yeah but, you could turn out--

TOM
--Mitch! I don’t need a computer.

Mitch pouts.

MITCH
I’m just saying. Probably easier to 
keep all that stuff on a hard drive 
than just laying around downstairs.

INT. FAMILY ROOM - DAY 

Tom and Tammy are watching soap operas again. Tammy sports 
the same clothes she had on last time. 
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On the television a doctor is consoling a troubled couple, a 
child hooked up to a ventilator behind them.

TAMMY
I’m so sick of all these brain 
tumors. Every week someone has a 
brain tumor.

TOM
You’d think with a cancer rate this 
high in a town so small the CDC 
would investigate or something.

TAMMY
Or all the people who keep getting 
shot. Quite a violent area for such 
an affluent community.

TOM
That too.

The credits start to roll.

TAMMY
Alright, I’ve got to get to the 
gym.

TOM
Same time tomorrow.

TAMMY
Same time tomorrow.

INT. BASEMENT - DAY

Tom is seated at his drafting table inking the strip. A cup 
of steaming coffee on the table beside him. In the panel John 
is doing a spit take. 

Tom carefully traces a select few pencil lines with dark 
black ink, making the image of John pop from the background. 
Tom dabs his pen in an ink well at the top of the drafting 
table. 

Tom reaches over for the coffee. He takes a sip. Some of the 
coffee spills out the side of the wide brimmed cup.

TOM
Ow!

Tom instinctively pulls the cup back, which just causes more 
hot coffee to spill onto his arm. He pushes back from the 
desk trying to keep any from spilling into the strip.
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TOM (CONT’D)
Damn it.

Tom watches several drops of hot coffee fall harmlessly to 
the floor. He looks back at the drafting table, only to find 
dark ink flowing from the top of the table down across the 
strip to the bottom.

TOM (CONT’D)
(rapidly)

No no no no no no!

Tom rushes over and picks up the small ink that mush have 
tipped over when he kicked back from the table. The strip is 
ruined. The pencil sill at the bottom of the drafting table 
caught most of the ink, stopping it from splattering onto the 
floor below.

Tom grabs his forehead in frustration.

TOM (CONT’D)
This is not good.

Suddenly, Tom tenses. The ink didn’t just ruin the strip. 
It’s dripped down the table and onto a pile of papers stacked 
on the shelf next to the drafting table.

Tom rushes over and grabs them. He flips through them, his 
face filling with angst. These aren’t just papers. These are 
all the strips he’s been working on. Everything. It’s all 
ruined. Two weeks work of work, gone.

TOM (CONT’D)
(frantic)

Please, God, tell me this did not 
just happen.

Tom keeps flipping through the pages in vein. One after 
another damaged with large black splotches of wet ink.

TOM (CONT’D)
This did not just happen!

Tom is breathing heavily. He tries to calm himself.

TOM (CONT’D)
Okay, okay, wait, wait, I can 
salvage this.

He looks over the strip he has in his hands.
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TOM (CONT’D)
I still know what the strip is 
about, I can just retrace what’s 
still good, and fill in where the 
ink is.

(deep breath)
I just, I just need some new ink 
and some paper, and everything will 
be okay. It’ll all be okay. It’ll 
be just perfect.

INT. ART STORE - DAY 

Tom hustles through the front doors and right through the 
front lobby. The store is filled with various young HIP 
ARTISTS. A TATOOED GIRL is looking through a stand of manga 
comic books. Arms tucked at his side, taking short quick 
steps, Tom changes his path to avoid passing near her as he 
ventures deeper into the store.

Tom plods into the back of the store and grabs a package of 
paper. He darts over to where the ink is and grabs three 
bottles. He stops to grab a few ink pens on his way to the 
front counter.

AT THE COUNTER

Tom slams the paper, ink, and pens on the counter top. The 
THIN HIPPY GIRL, her name tag says “SUNSHINE, picks up the 
pen and looks at it.

SUNSHINE
I didn’t even know we had these.

TOM
Please hurry.

Sunshine scans the pen and the puts it in a bag.

SUNSHINE
Pens and ink? If I didn’t know 
better I’d think you were going to 
ink a comic book.

TOM
Strip, comic strip.

Sunshine scans an ink bottle and places it in the bag. Tom 
looks very nervous. He keeps looking around and everyone else 
in the store, arms as close to his sides as humanly possible.
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SUNSHINE
I don’t think this paper is going 
to fit in the bag, is that cool?

TOM
That’s fine, just ring it up.

Sunshine notices Tom’s unease.

SUNSHINE
Are you okay man? You look a little 
tense.

TOM
Just ring it up.

SUNSHINE
You know, the head shop a few doors 
down has a great deal on these news 
incense strips that might really--

TOM
--Just ring up the paper!

Everyone in the stores stops what they’re doing and stares at 
Tom. Sunshine scans what’s left and tosses it in a bag.

SUNSHINE
I’m done. You can calm down now. 
It’s twenty seven thirty eight.

Tom quickly slams twenty eight dollars down on the counter, 
grabs his stuff, and then hurries out the store.

INT. FAMILY ROOM - DAY 

Tom shuts the front door, and leans back against it, bags 
clutched to his chest, breathing heavily. 

KITCHEN

Tom enters. The light on the answering machine is blinking. 
He presses the button.

ANSWERING MACHINE
You have one new message. First 
missed message.

HOWARD
Hey Tom, it’s Howard, if you’re 
there pick up.
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Tom starts to unload the contents of his bags onto the table. 

HOWARD (CONT’D)
If you’re there pick up buddy. 
Guess you’re not there. I’ve got 
good news and bad news. I’ll start 
with the good news. The talks with 
the paper in Oklahoma are still 
going well. They haven’t committed 
yet, but it’s only a matter of time 
pal. Things look good on that one.

Tom crumbles up the plastic bags.

HOWARD (CONT’D)
And now the bad news. Kingston 
called. I don’t know how else to 
say this. They’re canceling you’re 
strip.

Top stops in his tracks.

HOWARD (CONT’D)
Not just your strip, just about 
everyone’s. Grisham is making 
Kingston implement some efficiency 
plan for the paper and one of the 
first things they did was scrap all 
independent comics. They’re just 
running national strips now. I 
tried to talk them, but none of 
those guys were interested in 
listening. Sounds like everyone is 
about to get laid off over there.

Tom backs up against the wall. His face pail. He doesn’t know 
where to look. He slowly slides down until he’s sitting on 
the floor. 

HOWARD (CONT’D)
I didn’t want to have to tell you 
like this but they’ll probably be 
something about it on the news 
tonight and I wanted you to hear it 
from me before you heard it from 
someone else. I’m sorry buddy. 
I’ll...I’ll talk to you soon.

The calls ends.

ANSWERING MACHINE
End of messages.

27.



Tom’s eyes water. His face is pale. He looks like his whole 
world just came crashing down around him.

INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

John watches as Tom wipes down the baseboards of the living 
room. Dust rags, cleaning products, and yellow rubber gloves 
sit on the coffee table.

John walks over and kneels down next to Tom.

JOHN
Tom, you wanna tell me what 
happened?

TOM
This place is a mess.

JOHN
Did something happen?

Tom pushes past John as he continues to wipe down the 
baseboards.

TOM
This whole house is filthy. I gotta 
clean it up.

John stands up and sighs.

INT. TOM’S BEDROOM - LATE NIGHT

All of the shelves are empty. The book case is bare. 
Everything that would be sitting on them is neatly arranged 
on the bed. An alarm clock on the floor displays 1:54 A.M.

Tom moves around, dusting each bare surface aggressively. 
John leans back against the wall just outside the room, arms 
crossed.

JOHN
I’m going to wait here until you 
tell me what happened. I don’t care 
if it means I’m waiting all night.

Tom ignores him and continues to dust.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Tom?

Tom still doesn’t answer.
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JOHN (CONT’D)
Tom!

Tom walks over to John.

HALLWAY

JOHN’S POV: The door to Tom’s room slams shut.

John’s shakes his head. He takes a seat on the floor and 
leans back against the door to Tom’s room.

TOM’S ROOM

Tom goes back to dusting his room.

JOHN (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Come on man, you only wig out like 
this when you don’t know how to 
deal with something bad. Just talk 
to me.

Tom walks over to his bed and picks up the picture frame of 
him with his arm around the old woman.

JOHN (O.S.) (CONT’D)
If you can’t talk to your best 
friend about your problems, what’s 
the point of having one?

Tom longingly looks at the picture of him and the old woman.

Suddenly: The picture comes to life. Everyone else at the 
table claps and Tom gives the woman a kiss on her cheek.

CUT TO:

INT. RED LOBSTER - NIGHT

A bunch of people are gathered for a birthday party. A large 
round balloon floats above the table with HAPPY BIRTHDAY 
emblazoned across the front.

TOM
Happy birthday Grandma J.

Grandma J smiles.

GRANDMA J
Thank you.
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Tom looks around the table at all the people that have 
gathered for the birthday party.

TOM
Who knew an old codger like you had 
so many friends, grandma?

Grandma J laughs.

GRANDMA J
Its a lot of work Tom. You gotta 
let them open up to you, and you 
can’t be scared to open up to them. 
That’s how it works.

She pats him on his hand. Much to her surprise, a large 
birthday cake is lowered in front of her full of candles.

BACK TO SCENE: The picture in the frame returns to normal. 
Tom sets it gently on the perfectly dusted dresser.

HALLWAY

The door opens and John falls back.

JOHN’s POV: He’s staring directly up at Tom.

JOHN
Feeling a little more chatty?

INT. KITCHEN - MOMENTS LATER

It’s quiet. The only sound is the clock on the wall ticking 
away the seconds. Tom and John sit on opposite sides of the 
table. Tom looks uneasy, nervous. 

JOHN
They just wiped the whole comics 
page clean?

Tom nods.

TOM
Only kept the national strips.

JOHN
Damn.

John rubs his head, not sure what to say.
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TOM
I just...I didn’t know how to deal 
with it so I just started cleaning.

JOHN
Some guys turn to the sauce, Tom 
turns to the Lysol.

Tom sneers.

JOHN (CONT’D)
(smiling)

No, you’re right, that was uncalled 
for. Sorry.

Tom sighs, sinking his face into his palms.

TOM
I’m such a loser. This is like the 
worst thing that could happen right 
now.

JOHN
No, the worst thing that could 
happen right now is if Kristy Alley 
burst through the door right now 
and ate us.

Tom looks up, not amused.

JOHN (CONT’D)
But this is a close second.

TOM
Can you be serious for a second 
here. I’m really worried. What am I 
going to do for money? My bills? I 
draw a comic strip for a living for 
Christ sake. I don’t how to do 
anything else.

JOHN
What bills Tom? Your grandmother 
paid the house off like ten years 
ago. And money? You must be 
forgetting about your parents trust 
fund, and all the money your 
grandmother left you. You don’t 
have to work another day of your 
life if you didn’t want to. You 
couldn’t live like a rock star, but 
you wouldn’t have to work.
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Tom looks down.

JOHN (CONT’D)
You freaked out when Howard called 
is because you got scared. It’s 
normal. Happens to everyone. What 
you should be asking yourself right 
now is whether or not your happy.

Tom shrugs. A pause.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Well?

TOM
I guess I’m happy.

JOHN
Do you guess or do you know? I’m 
serious man. I know I’m not happy. 
I hate what I do for a living. But 
right now, it’s all I’ve got. So I 
deal with it, I deal with it until 
something better comes along. 
There’s nothing wrong with not 
being happy, but you can’t work on 
fixing that if you don’t admit it 
in the first place.

TOM
Then I’m not happy.

JOHN
You’re sure?

TOM
Yeah.

JOHN
Alright, what you need to do now is 
some thinking. Long. Hard. Good. 
Think about what you want to do. 
Think about what would make you 
happy. Think about what would make 
you feel satisfied. You don’t have 
to come up with it now...take some 
time, draw, do whatever, but just 
think. When you come to some 
conclusions we can figure out what 
we need to do to make it happen. 
You’ve got plenty of help with 
this. Cool?
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TOM
Cool.

JOHN
Good cause I’ve gotta get some 
sleep, it’s late as balls.

INT. FUNERAL HOME - DAY 

A soothing organ plays softly in the background. People, 
dressed in their Sunday best are scattered sporadically 
around the funeral parlor, talking in hushed voices. A slight 
gray haze hangs in the room from the many candles and sticks 
of incense.

Tom stands twenty feet in front of an open silver casket, 
arms as his side, just staring. A large framed picture of 
Grandma J is set up to the left of the casket. Tom stares for 
a good long time before finally taking a step.

He approaches slowly. Each step taking much longer than it 
should. The closer he gets the more he leans back, trying to 
avoid the inevitability of having to look into the casket.

As he takes his final step he closes his eyes, unable to bear 
looking down. He takes a deep breath, holds it, then exhales. 
Slowly, his eyes open and he looks down into the casket.

Laying their, peacefully, eyes closed, is DEAD TOM dressed in 
the same outfit Tom has on now. Suddenly, Dead Tom’s eyes 
open and his arms dart out from within the casket grabbing 
Tom around the neck. Tom tries to scream but only a feint 
gasp comes out.

INT. TOM’S BEDROOM - SUNRISE

Tom’s eyes dart open. He sits up in bed breathing heavily. He 
looks around the room. It’s quiet. Peaceful. The cool blue 
hue of the morning sun seeps through slits in the window 
shades. He looks over at the clock, 6:15 A.M.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY 

Tom stirs some eggs as they crackle in the hot pan. The 
stirring is rhythmic, as if he’s in a trance. The toast pops 
up from the toaster, startling him, and snapping him back 
form wherever he head just was.

JOHN
You look like a zombie.
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Tom turns to find John standing in the arch to the kitchen, 
as always, fussing with his tie.

TOM
I feel like one.

JOHN
Couldn’t sleep?

TOM
Not so much.

Tom grabs the toast from the toaster and goes back to minding 
his eggs.

TOM (CONT’D)
I was thinking I should keep the 
strip going, like online or 
something. What do you think?

JOHN
I think it’s a great idea.

TOM
Yeah, Mitch is pretty good with 
this sort of stuff. I figured I’d 
give him a call.

JOHN
Do that. Do that today. 

John looks in a hanging mirror and checks the tie knot he 
just finished.

EXT. TAZZA - DAY 

A trendy coffee spot. Hipsters, and people trying to be 
hipsters, walk in and out of the large glass doors out front.

Tom and Mitch sit outside on the patio, each with a cup of 
coffee. A light breeze stirs up some leaves nearby. Mitch 
sips his coffee.

MITCH
If you’re going to do this bro, 
you’ve got to go all out. 

TOM
Define “all out.”

Tom sips his coffee.
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MITCH
You should just go all digital. New  
workstation. New monitor. Big ass 
external hard drive. WACOM tablet. 
The works. You can finally get rid 
of that dinosaur of a computer in 
the basement, get something you can 
actually do some work on.

TOM
I like drawing by hand.

MITCH
I didn’t say you had to stop man, 
you just, you know, gotta get 
caught up with the times.

Tom takes a big sip of his coffee and sits back, thinking for 
a second.

TOM
Alright, show me what we’re talking 
about.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY 

***Do this scene on the computer at the Apple site or 
something instead***

Tom and Mitch sit at the kitchen table looking over a flyer 
for a computer store. Mitch puts his finger down on a image 
of a Mac Pro.

MITCH
That’s what you need. That baby 
right there.

The price by Mitch’s finger shows it costs $2799.99.

TOM
That’s like three grand. I can’t 
afford to buy something like that.

MITCH
Of come on bro. Quit being such a 
pussy. This is the real deal man. 
This is what all the pro’s use.

Tom looks unsure.

TOM
That’s a lot of money.
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MITCH
Do it man. You said you wanted to 
change. This can be your first step 
bro. Do it. Phone’s right there.

Tom looks over at the phone on the other side of the table.

MITCH (CONT’D)
Make the call man.

Tom hesitates.

MITCH (CONT’D)
Do it.

Tom grabs the phone and dials.

MITCH (CONT’D)
Ha ha! That’s my man.

Tom smile softly.

TOM
Um, yeah, I wanted to order a 
computer.

INT. BACK PORCH - NIGHT

Tom is outside sketching on his pad. John walks around from 
the side of the house. Tom jumps.

TOM
Jesus, you scared me.

JOHN
Sorry. What are you doing out here?

TOM
Drawing. Thinking. Listening to the 
night sounds.

JOHN
Gotcha.

John takes a seat on the other chair.

JOHN (CONT’D)
I uh, I just wanted to make sure I 
wasn’t too hard on you earlier.

TOM
It’s cool. It needed to be said.
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John nods. They sit in silence.

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY 

Tom slides the coffee table into the kitchen. Tammy is 
wearing spandex and stretching.

TOM
I feel really dumb doing this.

TAMMY
Quit being stupid about this.

Tom walks back into the living room.

TOM
Yoga isn’t very manly.

TAMMY
NFL players do it to stay flexible. 
It doesn’t get any more manly than 
that.

TOM
I guess.

Tom starts imitating the stretches Tammy is doing.

TAMMY
Did you record that show like I 
asked.

TOM
(straining)

Yeah.

TAMMY
Good. Remember, yoga is about 
exercising the mind as well as the 
body. You can use it to try and 
figure out what’s making you so 
uptight.

Tom stops stretching.

TOM
Uptight? Did John say something to-

TAMMY
(smiling)

-He is my brother. Come on, press 
play and lets get started.
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INT. TOM’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Tom is laying in bed. The alarm clock shows 3:14 A.M. Coast 
to Coast A.M. spurts softly from the radio nearby.

Tom stares at his picture on his dresser of him and Grandma 
J, his drawing pad resting on his chest.

JOHN (O.C.)
Still awake?

Tom turns to see John standing in the doorway.

TOM
Yeah, can’t relax enough to fall 
asleep. You?

John points at his chest.

JOHN
Heartburn.

TOM
You standing there long?

JOHN
Not long.

John walks into the room and over to Tom’s dresser. He looks 
at the picture for a moment.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Birthday?

TOM
She turned seventy two. Two weeks 
before she passed away.

John nods.

JOHN
You ever talk to anyone about that?

TOM
Her birthday?

JOHN
No, about how losing your grandma 
made you feel.
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TOM
Not really. Everyone in the family 
was too concerned with her will, 
who got what, things like that. The 
only one who cared was Uncle Jerry. 
But he was too busy settling family 
arguments to really have the time.

JOHN
And that didn’t bother you?

TOM
Didn’t what bother me?

JOHN
That no one seemed to care that you 
might be upset.

Tom sits up.

TOM
I don’t know. I never really 
thought about it like that.

JOHN
Maybe that’s the root of all your 
stress. You’ve never really delt 
with the loss.

TOM
I don’t know.

JOHN
Just think about it. That’s all I’m 
saying. Anyway, I’m going to try 
and get some sleep. You should too.

TOM
I’ll try.

John exits, tapping on the doorway on his way out. Tom looks 
back over at the picture.

INT. KITCHEN - MORNING

Tom is sitting at the table reading the newspaper and sipping 
some coffee.

DING DONG.
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EXT. FRONT PORCH - MOMENTS LATER

Tom opens the front door. A DELIVERY MAN is standing there, a 
few large boxes on the ground next to him. His mouth smacks 
loudly as he chews his gum.

DELIVERY MAN
Thomas Harper?

Tom nods.

DELIVERY MAN (CONT’D)
Some stuff here for ya. Sign.

He hands Tom a signature pad, then looks around at the boxes.

DELIVERY MAN (CONT’D)
You starting a home business or 
somethin with all this?

TOM
Sort of.

Tom hands the pad back to the Delivery Man and starts putting 
the boxes inside the door.

DELIVERY MAN
My sister started a home business 
with that E-Bay thing. Sells these 
little angel things. Ugly as sin, 
but some people love ‘em. Makes 
enough to stay home and watch her 
kids all day.

TOM
That’s great. You got anything else 
on the truck?

The Delivery Man looks briefly back at the truck as Tom 
places the last box inside.

DELIVERY MAN
No, that’s it right there.

Tom nods and then shuts the door. The Delivery Man stands 
there for a second, smacks his gum, then walks down the 
steps.

DELIVERY MAN (CONT’D)
Good talking to you too, jerk.
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INT. BASEMENT - DAY

Mitch and Tom stand there triumphantly, looking over the 
shiny new Mac Pro, 30” Apple Cinema Display, and WACOM 
tablet, all neatly arranged on Tom’s drafting table.

TOM
Thanks for not giving me a hand 
unpacking and setting everything 
up.

MITCH
Yeah, that looked like a do it 
yourself job man. Now you gonna 
power up this bad boy or just stare 
at it all day?

Tom walks forward and presses the power button on the from of 
the Mac Pro case.

BONG.

The system boots up with the Apple logo. Mitch has a big grin 
on his face.

MITCH (CONT’D)
This is going to change how you do 
everything.

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

Tom is eating at the kitchen table and sketching a new 
character on his notebook. John enters messing with his tie.

JOHN
Shitty day at work.

TOM
Looks like it. Hungry?

JOHN
I ate some sushi that’s not sitting 
right.

John slips into a chair.

TOM
Got the computer today.

JOHN
How’s that working out for you?
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TOM
It’s weird, drawing on a pad with 
an light pen.

JOHN
You’ll get used to it.

John looks over at Tom’s sketch pad.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Who’s that?

TOM
I don’t know yet. He’s just sort of 
popped into by head the last couple 
of days. I think I’ll call him 
Alex.

JOHN
New character for the strip?

TOM
I think so. I might have him be a 
new hire. Sort of try out some new 
stuff not based around your 
character. Not that your character 
isn’t good enough or anything.

JOHN
Not a big deal. I think some people 
around the office were starting to 
notice similarities between events 
in the strip and stuff at the 
office.

TOM
Gotta get me content from some 
where. Might as well be from you.

John nods, but say anything back. They sit in silence for a 
moment as Tom sketches on.

JOHN
I’m glad you’re coming up with your 
own stuff. It’s an important stuff.

John gets up from the table and heads down the hallway.

TOM
What do you mean by that?

JOHN (O.S.)
Don’t worry about it.
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INT. TOM’S CAR - DAY 

Tom and Tammy are parked in the grocery store parking lot. 
Tom looks nervous and rocks back and forth in his seat.

TAMMY
You sure you want to do this.

Tom thinks for a few seconds, then nods.

TOM
Yeah. Yeah I’ve got to do this.

TAMMY
Okay. Remember what I told you.

TOM
Stay calm. Smile. And remember the 
worst thing she can say is no.

TAMMY
Alright, give it a shot.

Tom exits the car and walks out of view. Tammy picks at her 
nails. 

After a moment Tom comes rushes back into view and quickly 
gets into the car.

TAMMY (CONT’D)
How far’d you get.

TOM
(breathing heavily)

Front doors.

TAMMY
Well, that’s a start.

Tom nods and starts up the car.

TOM
Lets try again later.

INT. BASEMENT - NIGHT

Tom is drawing the Alex character in Photoshop on his 
computer. John walks up.

JOHN
How’s it coming?
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Tom is startled.

TOM
Jesus! How the hell do you do that?

JOHN
Do what?

TOM
Come all the way down the stairs 
without making a sound.

JOHN
I’m just that damn sweet.

Tom goes back to working on the computer.

TOM
It’s coming. Still getting used to 
the whole light pen tablet thing. 
It’s different than what I’m used 
to, but I can see myself really 
getting to liking this.

John sits in one of the nearby bean bags.

JOHN
How did things go with Michelle?

TOM
They didn’t. 

John winces.

JOHN
She said no?

TOM
Not exactly. I didn’t even get in 
the front door.

JOHN
Look at the bright side, at least 
she didn’t say no.

INT. TOM’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Tom tosses and turns in his bed. He rolls over, his eyes wide 
open. He checks the alarm clock, 5:41 A.M. He gets up.
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EXT. BACK PORCH - SUNSET

Tom, sporting a brown bath robe, relaxes in one of the 
rocking chairs, enjoying a cup of coffee. The sun slowly 
creeps over the horizon. A slight breeze rattles some wind 
chimes on the far end of the porch.

Tom looks over, staring at the chime for a moment.

FLASHBACK TO:

EXT. BACK PORCH - THREE YEARS AGO

Grandma J is watching as Tom hangs up the wind chime. Once 
it’s on the hook he takes a step back  and stands next to 
Grandma J.

GRANDMA J
It was such a nice surprise for you 
to bring that home Tom. Thank you.

TOM
Looks good, doesn’t it?

GRANDMA J
It most certainly does. It must 
have cost a fortune.

TOM
(smiling)

Only the best for the number one 
lady in my life.

Grandma J pats him on the shoulder.

GRANDMA J
What would Jennifer say if she 
heard you say that?

The smiles on Tom’s face vanishes.

TOM
Jennifer and I split up last week. 

GRANDMA J
Oh Tom...I’m sorry to hear that.

TOM
It just wasn’t working out. I feel 
like I’ll never find the right girl 
sometimes, Grams.

45.



GRANDMA J
You’re young. There’s plenty of 
girls out there. Just don’t be 
scared to take another chance when 
the right one shows up in your 
life.

Tom puts his arm around Grandma J and gives her a squeeze.

TOM
Where would I be without you grams?

BACK TO SCENE

The wind chimes jingle back and forth. Tom sips his coffee. 
Some birds start to chirp in a nearby orange tree. 

TOM (CONT’D)
You know what Grams, you’re right.

INT. DELI COUNTER - DAY 

Tom waits at the deli counter. He watches as Michelle hands a 
bag of cold cuts to a FEMALE SHOPPER.

MICHELLE
Have a good day ma’am.

Michelle walks back toward the meat slicer and notices Tom 
standing there. 

MICHELLE (CONT’D)
Hey Tom, I’ll be there in a second, 
okay?

Tom nods tp her, but looks nervous as Michelle cleans up a 
bit around the meat slicer.

TOM
(to himself)

You can do this. You can do this. 
Stay calm. Smile. The worst thing 
she can say is no. Worst thing she 
can say is no.

Michelle finishes up what she’s doing and comes over but Tom 
is too busy concentrating to notice.

MICHELLE
So what I can get for you?
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TOM
(startled)

Saying no is the worst.

Michelle looks confused.

MICHELLE
I’m sorry, what?

Tom looks really embarrassed.

TOM
Never mind. I’ve got to go.

Tom hurries off leaving Michelle standing behind the counter 
confused. She watches him walk away, shaking her head subtly.

Tom abruptly stops. He takes a deep breath, turns around, and 
marches back up to the deli counter.

TOM (CONT’D)
Would you like to have some dinner 
with me.

Michelle looks surprised, and taken aback. She blushes a bit.

MICHELLE
Dinner?

TOM
Yeah.

MICHELLE
Tom, are you asking me out on a 
date?

Tom hesitates for a moment.

TOM
Yes. Yes I am. Would you like to go 
out on a date with me.

Michelle smiles.

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

Mitch is asleep on the couch. Tom enters through the front 
door with a triumphant grin. Mitch abruptly wakes up. 

MITCH
Jeez bro, don’t be so loud.
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TOM
Oh, sorry.

Mitch notices Tom’s big grin.

MITCH
What are you looking so happy for 
mister fancy pants?

TOM
I’ve got me a date this weekend.

INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Tom and John are watching a basketball game on the TV. John 
whirls his black tie around on his finger.

JOHN
Where you gonna take her?

TOM
I don’t know yet. I thought sushi 
might be fun.

JOHN
You like sushi?

TOM
Yeah, I like sushi. You sound so 
surprised.

JOHN
You just don’t strike me as the 
sushi kind of guy.

TOM
Yeah, well, there’s a lot of things 
about me you don’t know.

A replay of a great alley oop slam dunk flashes on the TV.

TOM (CONT’D)
Nice. Nice play.

JOHN
You sure you’re going to be alright 
out in public like that?

TOM
Actually, I’m worried about that.
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JOHN
have you thought anymore about what 
I asked you the other night, about 
what might be causing all your 
stress?

Tom shift, he doesn’t look comfortable talking about this.

TOM
Sort of. But, I...I don’t know. I 
mean, I don’t feel like anything is 
wrong.

JOHN
Nothing is wrong Tom. But all these 
obsessive compulsive habits aren’t 
normal. The cleaning. Thinking that 
everyone is staring at you. That 
sort of behavior acts like a self-
soothing or coping mechanism for 
deep psychological pain man. If 
you’re ever going to get over that 
and move on you’ve got to figure 
out what it is.

TOM
I...I don’t want to talk about 
this.

JOHN
You’re going to have to face it 
sooner or later. This Michelle 
sounds like a real nice girl, I’d 
hate for something to happen and 
have her get scared away.

TOM
I’m not going to scare her away. 
I’m not some kind of freak.

JOHN
I didn’t say you were a freak.

Tom gets up.

TOM
I’m going to bed.

Tom exits, leaving John looking a bit dejected.

JOHN
(to himself)

I’m just trying to help.
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INT. KITCHEN - MORNING

Tom is cooking some eggs. The TV has on the morning news. 
John enters, fussing with his tie.

JOHN
Morning.

Tom ignores him.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Cooking up some eggs.

Tom continues to ignore him.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Fine. Whatever.

John leaves.

INT. FAMILY ROOM - DAY 

Tom pushes the coffee table into the kitchen. Tammy is 
stretching in the family room.

TAMMY
I heard you and John got in an 
argument last night.

TOM
How’d you hear about that?

TAMMY
John called me this morning. Said 
you looked pretty upset.

Tom walks into the room and starts stretching.

TOM
I’m fine.

TAMMY
He wanted me to tell you that he 
said he was sorry for whatever made-

TOM
-I’m fine! He didn’t do anything.

Tammy backs off the subject.
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TAMMY
I’ll just let the two of you talk 
about it yourselves. Now, it’s time 
for yoga.

Tom starts up a yoga program on the TV.

TAMMY (CONT’D)
You should use today’s session to 
relax, clear your mind, and think 
positive thoughts about how your 
date is going to go tonight.

The yoga program begins.

TOM
Positive thoughts.

TAMMY
It’ll go great tonight. Trust me.

INT. BASEMENT - DAY

Tom and Mitch are looking at a web site on the computer.

MITCH
Now click over there.

Tom moves the cursor to a submit button.

TOM
Here?

MITCH
Yeah.

Tom clicks.

MITCH (CONT’D)
And there you go. You now have your 
own website. It’s what the 
marketing gurus like to call an 
online presence.

TOM
I should have done this a long time 
ago.

MITCH
Yeah, you can’t do this sort of 
stuff with the computers at the 
library. 
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I say just post up your strips up 
on here and act like nothing ever 
happened. Just pick up right where 
you left off when Grisham kicked 
you out. Make this little baby 
yours, with your own rules, and do 
it your own way. People will find 
it. And they will read it. And if 
you get into papers, great. And if 
not, then at least you’re doing 
what you want to do, and there’s 
nothing wrong with that bro.

INT. TOM’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Tom sports a nice button up polo shirt, jeans, and is clean 
shaven. He looks pretty good. Tammy sits on his bed giving 
him a once over.

TAMMY
You look good. Casual, yet dressy. 
I think you’re ready to go.

Tom nods.

EXT. FRONT PORCH - NIGHT

Tom exits through the front door and walks down the steps as 
Tammy looks on. John is walking up the drive way. They stop 
next to Tom’s car.

JOHN
Headed out on the date.

TOM
Yeah.

JOHN
Look, about last night-

TOM
-Don’t worry about it. You didn’t 
do anything. It’s cool. I was just 
being a jerk this morning.

Tom opens the door to his car.

JOHN
Knock ‘em dead man.

Tom nods and shuts the door.
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INT. JAPANESE STEAK HOUSE - NIGHT

Tom and Michelle are seated in the middle of the busy 
restaurant. Each have a small salad with ginger dressing. 
Michelle is eating with chop sticks. Tom is trying his best 
to use them, but failing miserably.

MICHELLE
Do you miss your parents?

TOM
I don’t know if I miss them. I 
mean, they died when I was six, so 
I don’t really remember them much. 
I know my dad was an engineer for 
GM. I know my mom stayed at home 
with me. But I don’t feel like I 
know them. It’s just piecing 
together a part of me from 
pictures, some old home movies, 
stories my grandma tells me. Its 
weird, because here I am, this 
person who came from somewhere, but 
I’ll never really know where that 
somewhere is. But I don’t know if 
I’d say I miss them. I think I miss 
what I didn’t get a chance to do. 
You know, like having my dad teach 
me to ride my bike. My mom baking a 
cake. I don’t even know if my dad 
could even teach me to ride a bike, 
or if my mom could cook.

They both laugh.

TOM (CONT’D)
I’ll just never know that sort of 
stuff. But you learn to live with 
it, accept it, and move on. What 
about you? What about your parents? 
What do they do?

MICHELLE
Oh come on Tom, you know what my 
dad does.

Tom looks surprised.

TOM
I don’t know what your dad does.
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MICHELLE
Sure you do, everyone teased me in 
school, remember?

(in rhythm)
Michelle Tran, you’re dad’s a 
garbage man.

Tom smirks.

TOM
I’ve never heard that in my life. 
You dad was a garbage man?

MICHELLE
Still is. You really don’t remember 
when the kids would tease me? Susy 
Abrams was the worst. She used to 
just follow me around the play 
ground saying ‘You’re dad is a 
garbage man, you must eat trash for 
supper.’ I wanted to punch her in 
the face it used to get me so man.

A SUSHI WAITRESS dressed in a silk kimono arrives at the 
table with several trays of sushi. She starts setting them 
down on the table.

MICHELLE (CONT’D)
Wow, this looks great. It’s been 
forever since I had sushi. Which 
one are you going to try first?

With all the trays set down, the Sushi Waitress walks away.

TOM
(to waitress)

Thank you.
(to Michelle)

I don’t know. This is my first time 
eating sushi.

MICHELLE
Get out of here, really?

TOM
Yeah. Never really had the chance.

MICHELLE
Well, I feel honored to be your 
sushi deflowerer.

Tom looks over the plates. He picks up a crunchy sushi roll 
with his chopsticks.
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TOM
I guess I’ll start with this one.

After getting it off the plate he drops the roll onto to the 
table.

TOM (CONT’D)
Or not.

Michelle laughs as Tom picks it up with his hands.

EXT. PARK - NIGHT

Tom and Michelle walk through a city park holding hands. A 
couple jogs by with their dog.

MICHELLE
And it’s just the two of you in the 
house?

Tom wipes some sweat from his forehead.

TOM
Yeah. John moved in about a month 
after my grandma died.

MICHELLE
You miss her?

TOM
My grandma?

MICHELLE
Yeah.

TOM
Yeah, of course. She was my whole 
world. She basically raised me 
after my parents died. I miss her 
every day.

They stop at a fountain.

MICHELLE
That’s so sweet.

An awkward silence as they watch as the fountain jets go 
through their rhythmic dance.

MICHELLE (CONT’D)
Tom, can I ask you a serious 
question?
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TOM
Sure I guess.

Tom scratches his neck.

MICHELLE
Why did you ask me out?

Tom lets Michelle hands go.

TOM
Uh, I...well, I just, I mean-

MICHELLE
-because I’ve wanted to go out on a 
date with you since high school.

TOM
You’re kidding me.

Tom’s face starts to turn red.

MICHELLE
I know, it sounds stupid. I don’t 
know, it was just something about 
you.

She takes Tom’s hands and looks into his eyes.

MICHELLE (CONT’D)
The way you didn’t tease me like 
the other kids. How passionate you 
were with your art work. How you 
didn’t just run with whatever the 
popular thing was. I still remember 
my first day of school at Westwood 
Elementary. None of the kids would 
talk to me. I had to eat lunch all 
alone on a bench on the play 
ground. And then you came over and 
sat next to me. We didn’t talk. We 
didn’t even look at each other. But 
I knew, I knew that you came over 
because you knew that I didn’t want 
to be alone.

A subtle smile crosses Michelle’s lips.

MICHELLE (CONT’D)
I always wanted to say thank you.

They each lean forward.
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MICHELLE (CONT’D)
It’s too bad it took this long.

Their lips are millimeters apart when Tom suddenly pulls 
back. He waves his hand to cool his beat red face.

TOM
Whoa, I feel dizzy. Is it hot out 
here?

MICHELLE
Tom?

Tom wipes sweat from his forehead. He scratches at his neck.

MICHELLE (CONT’D)
Are you okay?

Michelle notices some red bumps on Tom’s neck.

TOM
Yeah, I’m fine.

MICHELLE
You’re not, you need to sit down.

TOM
No, really, I’m fine. Just a bit 
hot.

Tom’s eyes roll back in his head and he collapses.

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY 

Tom sits in a hospital bed with an IV hooked up to his arm. 
Tammy and Mitch are sitting in chairs next to the bed.

TAMMY
You had no idea you were allergic 
to shellfish?

TOM
It’s never happened before.

MITCH
It was crazy bro. When we first 
came in you were all swollen up 
like a tomato. Your eyes, your 
lips, everything was all purple and 
red. It was crazy bro.
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TAMMY
You’re lucky that Michelle called 
911 so quickly. The doctor said 
that your reaction was so bad if 
the paramedics not gotten to you so 
fast it might have been bad.

Tom smacks his forehead with his palm.

MITCH
Oh shit, Michelle. Did either of 
you talk to her?

Tammy and Mitch shake their heads.

TAMMY
I just got a call from the 
hospital.

TOM
Damn it. I finally go on a date 
with her and it ends like this.

DOCTOR MURPHY enters, grabbing Tom’s chart on his way in. 
Tammy and Mitch sit up and quiet down.

DR. MURPHY
Hey Tom, I’m Doctor Murphy.

TOM
Hi.

DR. MURPHY
(checks chart)

Looks like you had a bad food 
allergy last night.

TOM
Bad doesn’t even begin to describe 
it.

DR. MURPHY
I’m sorry to hear that. You didn’t 
know you were allergic to shell 
fish?

TOM
Never happened before.

DR. MURPHY
The good thing is you know about it 
now and can avoid them in the 
future. 

58.

(MORE)



There’s not a whole lot more to do 
here, unless you wanted to stay for 
observation?

TOM
Not if I don’t have to.

DR. MURPHY
Nah, just take keep taking the 
antihistamines today and tomorrow 
and you’ll be fine. Okay? I’ll have 
a nurse discharge you in a bit.

Dr. Murphy walks toward the door, but stops as he puts Tom’s 
chart back in the holder.

DR. MURPHY (CONT’D)
Your throat and sinuses are 
probably going to feel pretty dry 
for a while. It might be a good 
idea to run a humidifier if you’ve 
got one.

TOM
Okay.

Dr. Murphy smiles and exits.

TAMMY
I’ll stay at your place for a while 
if you want.

TOM
No, I’ll be fine. Just drop me off.

INT. BASEMENT - DAY

Tom is looking through various cabinets in the basement. He 
doesn’t find what he’s looking for.

INT. FAMILY ROOM - CONTINUOUS

John lays on the couch watching CNN. Tom enters from the 
basement stairs, and immediately opens a nearby linen closet 
and rifles through it’s contents.

JOHN
What are you looking for?

TOM
Humidifier. Seen it?
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JOHN
Nope.

Tom keeps looking for a moment, but it quickly becomes clear 
it’s not in there. He looks up in frustration and notices the 
pull down attic access rope in the hallway.

TOM
The attic.

INT. ATTIC - CONTINUOUS

Tom takes the final step on the latter and stands in the 
attic. He looks around. Boxes and containers covered in 
months of dust are everywhere.

MOMENTS LATER

Tom is looking on a shelf. He spots a retail box with a 
picture of a happy mother and son using a humidifier. He 
pushes a smaller box aside and grabs the humidifier box to 
take it down. As he does so an old shoe box falls to the 
floor and several letter size envelopes spill out.

Topm sets the humidifier box on the floor and kneels down 
next to the shoe box. He picks up a letter an examines the 
front. It’s addressed to John Reagan 1413 W. Arbor Drive 
Ocala, FL 34470, no stamp is on the front of it.

Tom sits down. He opens up the envelope and takes out the 
letter inside. The letter is written in pencil.

TOM
(softly)

Dear John, how are you? I just 
started the sixth grade. It’s 
really cool.

Tom lowers the letter. He looks around, troubled. Quickly, he 
checks back in the shoe box. There must at least a hundred 
letters, all addressed to John.

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY 

John is laying on the couch still watching CNN. Tom can be 
heard coming down from the steps.

JOHN
You find it?
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TOM
No. Hey, I was thinking, when you 
moved away when we were kids, we 
should have been pen pals or 
something.

JOHN
Yeah, that would have been pretty 
cool. To bad we didn’t do that.

A pile of letters fall John’s his chest.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Hey!

John sits up to find Tom standing there holding the shoe box.

TOM
Then what the hell do you call 
those?

John looks around at the envelops, then back at Tom.

TOM (CONT’D)
Those are pen pal letters I mailed 
out to a certain John Reagan. The 
same John Regan that is supposedly 
sitting on my couch right now.

John’s face pales. He looks around the room, unsure what to 
do or say.

TOM (CONT’D)
The funny thing is, I got letters 
back from John every time I sent 
one, all the way up to college. So 
I want to know why someone living 
in my house is posing as someone 
their not!

John stands up and starts backing away from Tom.

JOHN
Tom, seriously, calm down, this 
isn’t what you think.

TOM
I want to know who you are, and 
what you’re doing here. 
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And you’d better start talking 
right fucking now or I’m going to 
call the police, and they’re going 
to be really interested in a 
phenomenal case of identity theft.

JOHN
It’s not that simple.

TOM
One.

Tom moves into the kitchen.

JOHN
I swear, this isn’t something I can 
just tell you.

TOM
Two.

Tom picks up the phone.

JOHN
Stop. Tom stop. Don’t call the 
cops.

TOM
Three.

Tom goes to dial the phone.

JOHN
I’m not real. 

Tom lowers the phone.

TOM
What?

JOHN
If you call the cops, they’re going 
to show up and find you alone, and 
be really pissed they’re dealing 
with a crazy man.

TOM
You’d better start making some 
sense.

JOHN
I’m not real Tom. I never have 
been. I’m a phantom. A figment of 
your imagination.
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TOM
You’ve got a room full of stuff tha 
tsays otherwise?

JOHN
I do? Why don’t you go look for 
yourself.

TOM
This is bullshit. That’s what this 
is.

Tom leaves the kitchen and heads down the hallway. He storms 
straight for the door to John’s room. He grabs the handle, 
opens the door, and enters into --

INT. JOHN’S ROOM - CONTINUOUS

--and finds nothing. No bed. No furniture. It’s bare except 
for a few clothes hangers in the closet, and a plant that 
died years ago on the window sill. 

JOHN
Every kid has an imaginary friend. 
Some people never let them go.

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

Tom sits, chin resting on his hands. He looks crushed. John 
sits across the table. A glass of water in front of him.

TOM
Pick up the glass.

JOHN
I can’t.

TOM
Try.

JOHN
It doesn’t matter if I try or not I 
can’t --

TOM
-- I said pick up the damn glass!

John holds up his hands. He’s had enough.

JOHN
Fine. Here.
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John goes to pick up the glass but his hand passes right 
through it.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Look. See.

He passes his hands through the glass again. Back and forth. 
Back and forth.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Nothin.

TOM
Damn.

JOHN
I mean, come on Tom, think about 
this for a second. Seriously, just 
think about it. Is this really a 
surprise? Think for a second here 
man. I’ve worn the same black 
pants, white shirt, and black tie 
for three years. Can you ever 
remember seeing me eat? Or, drink a 
glass of water? Ah, how about 
coming in the front door, huh? Have 
you ever seen me open a door? And 
all the times I’ve fallen asleep 
with the TV on...it was on because 
I can’t turn it off Tom. I can’t do 
anything.

Tom softly shakes his head and sits back in his chair, arms 
crossed, still doubting the reality unfolding.

TOM
The letters. I always got one back 
from you.

JOHN
You know, I don’t know. I can’t 
figure that one out. Maybe Grandma 
J wrote them. Someone did. It 
certainly wasn’t me. 

TOM
So you’ve never been real. There 
was never a Johnny Reagan. Even 
when we were kids.

JOHN
Even when we were kids.
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Tom sighs.

TOM
I guess I’m crazy then.

JOHN
You’re not crazy.

TOM
Hearing someone who isn’t real tell 
me that isn’t to reassuring you 
know.

JOHN
I’m sorry man. I don’t know what 
else to tell you. If you were crazy 
then you’d be talking to a 
imaginary clown or something right 
now or something. Look, if it makes 
you feel any better this is all 
really my fault anyway.

Tom gets up and walks over to the sink.

TOM
You’re fault? You’re fault? You’re 
not even real, how can this be your 
fault?

JOHN
Because I decided to comeback, 
that’s why. I didn’t have to. But I 
saw how sad you were when Grandma J 
passed away. How you just sat alone 
in your room for hours at a time, 
just crying. You didn’t go out. You 
didn’t answer your phone. Nothing. 
So when your uncle put the ad in 
the paper for a roommate for you, I 
saw my chance to show up and help.

TOM
I didn’t need your help.

Tom pours a glass of water.

JOHN
Whether you needed it or not, I 
never planned on staying this long 
anyway. 
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I thought, hey, I’ll show up, live 
where with him for a bit, and once 
things clear up, poof, I magically 
get a job transfer out of state. 
End of story. Except --

TOM
-- That never happened.

JOHN
Yeah.

Tom sits back at the table.

TOM
So what now?

He sips his water.

JOHN
Now? We stick the plan. Just like 
before. In the morning you’re going 
to go to the store, let Michelle 
know you’re okay, keep working on 
your new strip, and act like 
everything is the same.

TOM
But it’s not that same.

JOHN
So you know I’m not real. Big deal. 
It’s not the end of the world man. 
If anything, it brings more 
certainty to your relationship. 
Alright? 

Tom doesn’t look convinced.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Or you can go spend some time at 
the looney bin. You’re choice.

Tom smiles.

JOHN (CONT’D)
So we cool?

TOM
Yeah, we’re cool.
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EXT. GROCERY STORE PARKING LOT - DAY 

Tom’s car pulls into a parking space.

INT. DELI COUNTER - CONTINUOUS

Michele is washing her hands in a large stainless steel sink. 
A woman with the name tag of DELORES, is making a sandwich 
platter at a table nearby. She wears a hair net.

FEMALE DELI ATTENDANT
That’s what I told my son Roger. I 
says to him, Roger, yous needs to 
go do whats you gotta do, or your 
gonna regret it the rest of your 
life.

Michelle turns off the faucet and shakes her hands. She grabs 
a nearby towel to dry her hands.

MICHELLE
You’re right Delores. He can’t be 
scared to chase his dreams.

Michelle turns and notices Tom standing at the far side of 
the counter, waiting patiently.

MICHELLE (CONT’D)
Delores, can you cover the deli for 
a few minutes?

EXT. GROCERY STORE - MOMENTS LATER

There’s a small seating area with a few green metal picnic 
tables near the front doors of the grocery store. Tom and 
Michelle sit at the one furthers from the door.

TOM
I’m sorry the date was such a 
disaster.

MICHELLE
It wasn’t a disaster. I thought we 
were having a great time 
until...well, you know.

TOM
How was I supposed to know I was 
alergic to shellfish? Talk about an 
embarrasement.
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MICHELLE
I’m just glad to see you were okay. 
After the paramedics showed up they 
just wisked you away in an 
ambulence. I didn’t know if I’d 
ever see you again.

TOM
I didn’t think you’d want to.

Michelle puts her hand on Tom’s arm.

MICHELLE
(reassurginly)

I had a really nice time.

She checks her watch.

MICHELLE (CONT’D)
I’ve gotta get back inside.

Michelle gets up and starts walking toward the door. Tom 
turns.

TOM
You wanna go grab some coffee 
tonight. Sort of, try this whole 
date thing again? Except without 
all the fainting, and the 
paramedics, and the ambulance and 
stuff?

MICHELLE
Sure. You know where Tazza is?

TOM
Yeah.

MICHELLE
Meet me there at eight.

INT. BASEMENT - DAY

Tom and Mitch at looking over the statistics for Tom’s web 
site on the computer monitor. A line graph shows that while 
the number of his isn’t consistent, its definitely showing 
and upward trend.

TOM
People are definitely starting to 
find the site. 
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Now I’ve just got to figure out how 
to many some money off this thing.

Mitch perks up. Something just hit him. He snaps his fingers.

MITCH
You know what you need? You need 
merchandise. Like t-shirts and shit 
bro. Yeah, One Day At A Time 
merchandise.

TOM
I’d need to hire a marketing team 
for that, which costs money I don’t 
have right now.

MITCH
Shit no. They got whole websites 
now for this type of thing. You 
just set up a store with them, send 
in your design, and they get a cut 
of each sale.

Tom puts his hands on his head, pondering the idea.

TOM
A One Day At A Time t-shirt?

MITCH
I’m tellin you, people love to buy 
that shit.

Tom claps his hands and them rubs them together.

TOM
Alright, lets go. How do I get 
started.

MITCH
Alright, let me drive for a second 
and I’ll get this starts.

Tom scoots over and Mitch takes the mouse.

INT. FAMILY ROOM - NIGHT

The room is dark except for a single lamp in the corner. 
Sitting underneath is Tom. He’s reading a book. John enters 
and takes a seat on the far end of the couch.

Tom briefly looks up. John’s wearing blue jeans and a black 
button up shirt.
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TOM
New outfit?

JOHN
Yeah. Figured since the gig is up I 
could do what I want. Try something 
new, you know?

TOM
Gotcha.

JOHN
That and I’m meeting up with this 
hot Asian chick later.

Tom laughs and puts his book down.

TOM
What? How are you going on a date?

JOHN
I’ve got a life too you know. I may 
be imaginary, but I’ve got certain--

(clears his throat)
--physical needs too.

Tom goes back to reading his book.

TOM
Whatever man.

They sit in silence for a moment. Tom turns the page. John 
starts patting his thighs like a drum.

JOHN
Guess you’re not meeting up with 
Michelle.

Tom’s eyes widen. He bursts up from his chair and tosses the 
book on the coffee table.

TOM
Shit. Shit. What time is it?

John checks his watch. Tom grabs his jacket from a hook on 
the back of the door and puts it on.

JOHN
Eight forty five.
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TOM
Damn it! I was supposed to meet 
Michelle at eight.

Tom grabs his keys and heads for the front door.

JOHN
Better hurry then.

INT. TAZZA - NIGHT

The coffee bar is full with young hipsters sipping espresso 
macchiatos, cappuccinos, and caffè americanos. A poetry club 
is having a meeting on the sofa in the front.

Michelle sits at a small two top, alone. She slowly stirs her 
coffee cup with red plastic straw. She checks her watch, 
8:55. She tosses the straw on the table, grabs her purse, and 
gets up.

EXT. TAZZA PARKING LOT - CONTINUOUS

Michelle puts her keys in the door of her car. At the far 
side of the parking lot a blue Escort’s tires squeal as it 
rounds the turn. It bounces over a speed bump with a heavy 
thud.

Michelle looks over. She can see it’s Tom inside. Her face 
sours and she gets inside her car.

The blue escort rips into a parking space and Tom gets out. 
He runs for the front door just as Michelle backs out of her 
parking space.

Tom turns and spots Michelle.

TOM
Michelle wait.

Michelle doesn’t even look at him. She just puts the car into 
the drive and starts to pull away.

Tom leaps on her hood. Michelle screams.

MICHELLE
Get off my car!

TOM
Michelle, wait. I’m sorry I’m late.
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MICHELLE
Late? Late is five minutes. You’re 
not late. You forgot. Goodbye Tom.

Michelle revs the engine. Tom slowly slides off the hood, but 
still stands in front of the car.

TOM
I swear to God I’m sorry. I didn’t 
forget. Can’t we just hang out for 
a little while?

MICHELLE
I’ve got to work tomorrow. Not all 
of us are lucky enough to be a 
washed up comic book artist that  
gets to sit at home all day.

Michelle tries to drive off but Tom steps in front of the 
car. She turns the wheel and drives around him, leaving Tom 
standing all alone in the middle of the parking lot.

TOM
(defeated)

I’m a comic strip artist.

He sighs, and then notices several people standing at the 
front window of Tazza staring at him.

TOM (CONT’D)
What? You’ve never seen someone 
jump on the hood of a car before?

Tom throws his hands up in frustration, then start walking to 
his car in a huff.

TOM (CONT’D)
No. You know what, it’s not ending 
like this.

Tom gets in his car and takes off after Michelle.

EXT. 4 WAY INTERSECTION - CONTINUOUS

Michelle is stopped at a red light. Both her hands on the 
wheel. She is starting straight ahead. Lips tense. Eyes thin. 
She’s angry.

A car pulls up next to her.

TOM (O.S.)
Michelle!
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IN MICHELLE’S CAR

Michelle’s doesn't look over at Tom. Her knuckles whiten as 
she grips the steering wheel tighter. 

TOM (CONT’D)
Michelle you’ve got to give me a 
second chance!

Tom leans forward, trying to get Michelle to look at him 
through her passenger window.

TOM (CONT’D)
Come on, just talk to me.

Michelle presses a button to roll up the passenger window.

TOM (CONT’D)
(muffled)

Michelle!

She reaches for the knob and turns the radio up.

IN TOM’S CAR

Tom grits his teeth in frustration.

TOM (CONT’D)
Aw come on! Jesus, I make one 
mistake!

He leans out his window.

TOM (CONT’D)
Michelle!

BACK AT THE INTERSECTION

The light turns green. Michelle’s car takes off, Tom still 
hanging out his window.

A car behind Tom honks it’s horn.

TOM (CONT’D)
(getting back in the car)

Alright, alright.

Tom takes off after her.
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INT. MICHELLE’S CAR - CONTINUOUS

Traffic is light tonight. The road is bare of oncoming 
traffic as Michelle cuts through a curvy patch of road. She 
checks in her rearview mirror. A set of headlights comes 
around the turn behind her and is closing fast.

She presses the accelerator to speed up. The car behind her 
is still closing. It flashes its brights.

MICHELLE
God damn it Tom.

INT. TOM’S CAR - CONTINUOUS

Tom continues to flick the brights. He watches as they light 
up the back of Michelle’s car.

TOM
Just pull over. Come on, just pull 
over.

A shopping plaza comes into view down the road. Suddenly 
Michelle’s right blinker turns on.

TOM (CONT’D)
Yes!

EXT. EMPTY SHOPPING PLAZA - CONTINUOUS

Michelle’s car turns into the shopping plaza. Tom’s car is 
close behind.

Michelle parks. Tom parks next to her. They both exit, 
meeting at the back of their cars.

MICHELLE
What don’t you get about me not 
wanting to talk to you!

TOM
If we don’t talk now we’re never 
going to talk again.

MICHELLE
I don’t want to talk to you.
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TOM
(yelling)

Well I wanna talk to you! And 
you’re going to hear me out.

Michelle huffs and crosses her arms.

TOM (CONT’D)
I need to talk to you. I have to 
talk to you. Because our date the 
other night was the first time in a 
long time that I felt normal. I 
wasn’t obsessed with whether or not 
the pictures on the wall were 
perfectly aligned. I didn’t care if 
the silver ware was perfectly 
arranged on my napkin. The only 
thing I could think about was how 
good it felt to be with you.

Michelle lowers her arms. Her tension relaxes a bit.

TOM (CONT’D)
There’s a lot you don’t know about 
me. A lot of baggage that I’m 
carrying around. And you know what, 
it’s hard. It’s really hard. It’s 
hard just getting up some days. And 
one of the hardest things I’ve ever 
done was getting out of that car 
and walking into the restaurant. It 
took everything I had.

Tom takes a step toward Michelle.

TOM (CONT’D)
But I did it. And I had one of the 
best times I can ever remember. I 
felt great inside. But when I woke 
up in the hospital, and when I was 
faced with the idea of not seeing 
you again, not getting that feeling 
inside of me again...I didn’t want 
to have to face that possibility.

He puts his arms around Michelle.

TOM (CONT’D)
I need to see you again. I need a 
second chance. Because I want that 
feeling back. I want to know what 
love is. And I want you to show me.
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Michelle smirks.

MICHELLE
You know you were doing pretty good 
until you quoted a Foreigner song.

TOM
(smiling)

I sort of ran out of material.

MICHELLE
Just kiss me.

Michelle puts her arms around Tom and they kiss.

EXT. TOM’S HOUSE - DAY 

Snow covers the roof of the houses like a blanket of fluffy 
white clouds. Michelle’s car pulls up in front of the house.

INT. MICHELLE’S CAR - CONTINUOUS

Michelle and Tom kiss goodbye.

MICHELLE
Did you want to come over for 
dinner tonight?

TOM
You know, I think I’m going to 
pass.

Michelle looks let down.

MICHELLE
You don’t like my cooking?

TOM
No, no, no, I’m just behind on the 
strip, and I’ve got all these t-
shirt orders I’ve got to get 
shipped out. I really need to catch 
up tonight.

MICHELLE
How about I bring over some take 
out and give you a hand?

TOM
Sound like a deal.
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Tom opens the door. He leans over and gives Michelle a kiss 
on the cheek.

TOM (CONT’D)
Have fun at work.

MICHELLE
Oh yeah, I’m sure it’ll be a blast.

Tom shuts the door.

EXT. TOM’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Tom waves as Michelle drives off. He then heads toward the 
front door.

INT. MITCH’S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

John’s old room isn’t empty anymore. Mitch is sitting up in a 
bed reading a comic book. The stereo plays some Sound Tribe 
Sector 9. A few sticks of incense burn on the window sill. 
Posters of various jam bands hang on the wall. 

Tom appears and leans against the doorway, arms crossed.

TOM
I thought you were going to look 
for a job today?

Mitch puts the comic book down and sits up.

MITCH
Well, yeah bro, but I mean, its 
hard to do that when you don’t have 
a car. But I can’t get a car 
without a job.

TOM
I’ll take you out this weekend.

Mitch goes back to reading his comic book as Tom looks around 
the now occupied room, a subtle smile crossing his lips.

MITCH
Oh yeah, some guy called, but I was 
in the bathroom taking a dump.

TOM
Wow, I didn’t need to know that.
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MITCH
My bad bro. I think they left a 
message on the machine.

TOM
Thanks.

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Tom presses the button the answering machine and then starts 
cleaning some dishes in the sick.

ANSWERING MACHINE
You have one new message. First new 
message.

HOWARD
Hey buddy, it’s your old pal 
Howard. You didn’t think I’d 
forgotten about you, did you?

Tom looks less than thrilled to hear who it is.

HOWARD (CONT’D)
I know I haven’t called you in a 
long time, but I didn’t want to 
call without some news and buddy 
boy, do I have some good news for 
you! Remember that newspaper chain 
in Oklahoma? I know it’s been a 
while but they’re interested. And I 
don’t mean send us some more stuff 
interested, I mean we’re looking to 
stock out pages sort of interested.

Tom turns off the sink and puts the pot he’s washing down. He 
moves toward the answering machine to hear better.

HOWARD (CONT’D)
I got off the phone with them a 
little bit ago. Sounds like they’ve 
got some new management and want to 
take some stuff in a different 
direction. Anyway, none of that is 
important, what is important is 
that they want to meet you!

(laughs cheerfully)
This could be your next shot buddy! 
This could get you back in the 
saddle again. Look, give me a call 
back and I’ll fill you in on the 
details. Talk to you then.
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The call end and Tom looks unsure how to react. He’s eyes 
dart around unfocused before he’s face slowly turns to joy.

TOM
Wooooo!

Tom pumps his fist and then grabs the phone. He dials and it 
rings a few times.

HOWARD
Hello?

TOM
Hey Howard it’s Tom.

INT. BASEMENT - DAY

Tom brings a few boxes down the stairs. The basement is 
packed with shelves and containers full of t-shirts, posters, 
and various office supply products all branded with the “One 
Day At A Time” logo and characters.

He sets the box down on a table. It lands with a soft thud.

JOHN (O.C.)
Busy guy.

Tom is startled.

TOM
Jesus, I hate it when you do that.

JOHN
Sorry. 

He starts unpacking the t-shirts.

TOM
What brings you around? I haven’t 
seen you for a few weeks.

John starts walking around the basement, taking in all the 
new products stored around the place.

JOHN
I had a bit of down time, thought 
I’d stop by and say hey.

TOM
Ha, down time? You act like you’re 
running your own business.

79.



JOHN
Just because I’m not real doesn’t 
mean I don’t have my own life. 
Looks like things have really 
started to pick up?

Tom stacks some t-shirts on a shelf.

TOM
You could say that. And they’re 
about to get a lot better to.

JOHN
Oh yeah?

TOM
Howard said that paper in Oklahoma 
wants to meet about running the 
strip.

JOHN
Looking to get back into the print 
business aye?

TOM
Money is money. I’ll take whatever 
I can get.

JOHN
Good for you.

John walks over to a large cork board with a bunch of sticky 
notes tacked on in various four panel sections. Each note has 
a small sketch on it. Each group of four makes up one comic 
strip. John “character” only appears in a few of panels. The 
Alex character Tom’s drawn many times is predominantly 
featured.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Who’s this Alex guy?

Tom stops stocking the t-shirts, but doesn’t look over at 
John immediately. Instead, he rubs his hands together for a 
moment. 

JOHN (CONT’D)
Tom?

Tom turns.

TOM
I introduced him to the strip a 
while back. 
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The fans seems to like him a lot. 
The focus of the strip has sort of 
shifted from you to him. 

John nods a few times, still looking over the corkboard.

JOHN
Good.

(smiling)
Good.

John walks over to Tom, who looks nervous.

TOM
I was worried that you might feel 
slighted or something.

JOHN
You’ve got to go where the story 
takes you. You can’t be scared to 
takes risks.

John heads for the stairs.

TOM
Where you going?

JOHN
I told you, I’ve got my own life to 
live. Got a few things to do. I’ll 
talk to you later.

John heads up the stairs without making a sound. Tom’s left 
standing alone.

INT. ITALIAN RESTAURANT - NIGHT

A large plate of spaghetti and meatballs is placed in the 
middle of a table. Michelle and Tom’s mouths water with 
anticipation. They each nods to the server as he walks away.

Tom reaches forward and starts putting the spaghetti on 
Michelle’s plate.

MICHELLE
So what’s your big news?

TOM
Okay, so you know that I used to 
have my strip in a few newspapers.

Michelle nods as Tom starts serving himself. She slurps up a 
long white noodle.

81.

TOM (CONT'D)



MICHELLE
Mmmm-hmmm.

TOM
It was always my goal to get back 
into doing that, you know, having 
my strip both online and in print. 
Well it looks like that might 
happen.

Michelle smiles a big open mouth smile that’s half surprise, 
and half excitement.

MICHELLE
You’re kidding me? That’s great.

Tom blushes and nods.

TOM
Nothing’s set in stone yet, they’re 
flying in to meet with me tomorrow, 
but my agent says it looks pretty 
good.

MICHELLE
Wow, that’s great. I’m really happy 
for you.

Michelle pauses. Then looks down at her plate, hey eyes drift 
off in thought for a moment.

MICHELLE (CONT’D)
Tom?

TOM
Yup?

Michelle hesitates, before smiling politely.

MICHELLE
I’m proud of you.

Tom is taken aback like he wasn’t expecting to hear that.

TOM
Thanks.

Michelle nods.

MICHELLE
Is your spaghetti good?
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TOM
Yeah, it’s really good. I’m glad 
you told me about this place.

INT. TOM’S BEDROOM - MORNING

Tom is standing in front of his mirror trying to get his tie 
to sit right. No matter what he does he can’t get the knot 
right. Frustrated, he unwraps it and starts over.

JOHN (O.C.)
I could never get that right 
either.

Tom jumps, startled by the sudden voice. He turns to see John 
leaning against his dresser, arms crossed.

TOM
Gyah! God damn it, John.

Tom looks angry but it quickly passes. He goes back to trying 
to working on his tie.

JOHN
Big meeting today. You nervous?

TOM
A little.

JOHN
Good.

TOM
Good?

JOHN
Yeah, shows that you’re serious 
about this. That you feel like 
you’ve got something to lose.

TOM
I guess.

Tom continues to fuss with his tie.

JOHN
You got a game plan?

TOM
For what?
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JOHN
The meeting. You’ve got to go in 
with a game plan or they’re going 
to run all over you.

TOM
That’s what Howard is for.

JOHN
No, Howard is there to make phone 
calls, get you coffee, and set up 
meetings. This is your baby, and 
you need to have certain conditions 
that need to be met. You set them, 
you make the call, not anyone else.

TOM
You act like you’ve done this 
before.

JOHN
I have. It’s my job.

Tom laughs.

TOM
Yeah, forgot about that.

JOHN
So what are you looking to get out 
of this, other than your strip back 
in print.

Tom stops fussing with his tie and turns, facing John. He 
looks unsure, uncertain.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Come on man, just let it out. Go 
with what you want to say, instead 
of what you think you should say.

TOM
I’d like to be able to put my web 
address on the final panel. 

JOHN
Is that it?

TOM
Well, that and being paid for the 
strip. And I want to be able to 
take on serious cultural issues if 
I want to.
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JOHN
Anything else.

A wave of confidence starts to wash over Tom.

TOM
And I want a six panel color strip 
on the weekends. I’ve always wanted 
to do color. And I don’t want to be 
able to put it in whatever other 
papers I want, without 
restrictions.

JOHN
Good. Feel better?

Tom nods, a subtle smile on his lips. He turns to work on the 
tie again.

TOM
Yeah, yeah it does. I’m going to go 
in there, tell them what I want, 
and if they don’t like it I walk.

JOHN
Well, I mean, don’t go that far, be 
willing to work with them, but get 
everything on paper. But bottom 
line is, don’t give up. Keep 
fighting for what you want, and 
you’ll get it.

Just then Tom finally manages to get his double Windsor knot 
to sit perfectly. He admires it in the mirror. John walks 
over, looks and the knot and nods.

JOHN (CONT’D)
It’s not any harder than tieing a 
tie.

John winks.

EXT. OFFICE BUILDING - DAY 

A large grey office building towers overhead like a concrete 
giant. Various well dressed office workers scurry in and out 
playing their part in the daily rat race.

Tom stands, looking straight up at the top, small brown 
briefcase in his hand. Not a hint of doubt in his face.
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HOWARD, short, balding, mid-forties, scurries over sporting a 
brown suit. He looks nervous and keeps nervously smoothing 
over his obvious comb over with his hand.

HOWARD
Oh good, Tom, you’re here.

Tom looks down at Howard.

TOM
Hey Howard.

Howard gives Tom a quick once over, then grabs his arm and 
pulls Tom toward the lobby doors up ahead.

HOWARD
I’d wish you hadn’t worn a suit. 
You’re an artist. They’re going to 
expect to see an artist. You know, 
t-shirt, jeans, that sort of thing. 
They’re not going to know which one 
is the agent and which one is the 
artist.

TOM
Relax Howard. Everything will be 
fine.

HOWARD
You know, I should be the one 
saying that to you right now.

INT. MEETING ROOM - DAY 

The only highlight of color in this cold, bland, meeting room 
is an “inspirational” picture on the wall of a mountain at 
sunset, a beautiful rainbow arching over a lake in the 
foreground. The caption on the poster reads “Dreams are like 
rainbows. Only idiots chase them.”

Tom is staring at the poster. He blinks a few times and when 
he looks again the caption is gone, leaving just the mountain 
scene.

Howard is seated next to him, intently paying attention to 
every spoken by ZACH, mid thirties, slicked back hair, 
tailored black suit, sitting across form them. Sitting on 
each side of Zach are two other men dressed in nice suits.
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ZACH
And when I bought LEXINGTON PRESS 
from my father I had bigger plans 
for what this company could be. 
Print media is the past. A dying 
remnant from an era gone by.

HOWARD
I don’t understand Mr. Lexington--

ZACH
--Please call me Zach.

HOWARD
Zach. If print is dying, then why 
bring us here?

Zach smiles and looks over at the men sitting next to him, 
who also smile, as if they all have a big secret.

ZACH
Synergy.

Howard looks confused. Tom is paying attention, but is 
anxiously tapping his finger on the table.

ZACH (CONT’D)
What I want is content that not 
only will appear in print, but also 
online, on television, on the 
radio, cell phones, portable media 
players, anything and everything. 
As of the first of next month 
Lexington Press will be no more. In 
its place will be a new company, 
one interested not only in print, 
but in all content delivery 
mediums. In it’s place will be 
Lexington Media Enterprises, the 
leader in content delivery for the 
new millennium.

Zach and the two men in suits look very satisfied with Zach’s 
delivery. Obviously they’ve made this pitch before, and they 
believe every word of it.

Tom checks his watch.

TOM
When do we get into the details 
about the strip?

Howard laughs nervously.
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HOWARD
Of course, of course, you know 
these artists, they don’t 
understand the finer points of 
business.

ZACH
No, no, I like it. A man who wants 
to get to business. That’s good. 
You tell me Tom, what do you think?

Tom looks at Zach, then over to Howard. He takes a deep 
breath and shuffles in his seat.

TOM
I just want to get my comic back in 
the papers. You want content, I’ve 
got content. I’ve also got five 
thousand people who visit the 
strips website every day. I’ll give 
you the strip, but I want to plug 
the website on the last panel.

Zach looks over the two men sitting next to him, trying to 
get their take.

ZACH
I think that’s doable.

TOM
And, I want a six panel color strip 
on the weekends.

ZACH
Well, uh--

TOM
--and I want to be able to cover 
whatever topics I want. I don’t 
want to have to worry about some 
heavy handed editor. And--

Zach leans forward.

TOM (CONT’D)
-- I want to reserve the right to 
publish in whatever other papers, 
or media I choose.

Zach leans back, a serious look on his face. Howard looks 
petrified, like someone who’s dog got of it’s leash and is 
running around terrorizing the neighborhood.

88.



ZACH
We’ll have to examine the 
feasibility of your requests Tom. I 
think it’s fair to say we can’t 
make a decision like that at this 
time.

TOM
You guys take all the time you 
want. I’m sure you’re really busy 
with all your meetings and stuff. 
It’s tough running a soon to be 
leader in content delivery for the 
new millennium.

ZACH
Uh, yeah.

Tom stands up and pushes his chair in. He leans over and 
shakes Zach, and the other two men’s hands.

TOM
Alright, well, you’ve got Howard’s 
number. If you need anything or 
have any questions give him a call. 
Cool?

Zach and the two men nod.

ZACH
Oh yeah, uh, absolutely.

EXT. OFFICE BUILDING - DAY 

Tom emerges through two large spinning doors, a triumphant 
looks on his face. A moment later Howard emerges, scurrying 
behind him.

HOWARD
I can’t believe you did that Tom. 
Oh, this ruins everything I’ve been 
working on buddy.

TOM
It’s fine.

HOWARD
I don’t know how I’m going to 
convince them to take the strip 
now. This is bad news pal, really 
bad news.
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TOM
Howard, its fine.

HOWARD
How can you say it’s fine?

Tom stops and turns to face Howard.

TOM
They were more interested in giving 
us their sales pitch about their 
new company than they were in 
negotiating. They have every 
intention of taking on the strip.

HOWARD
But your demands? You just--

TOM
--I just what? I asked for a few 
things on my terms. It’s not 
anything I didn’t have before with 
Kingston. I just asked for it all 
up front. Relax Howard. If they say 
no it’s not the end of the world.

Tom starts walking away, leaving Howard behind.

HOWARD
You’ve changed Tom. You’re not the 
same Thomas Hartwell I used to 
know.

TOM
You’re right. I like the new one 
better.

EXT. TOM’S HOUSE - EVENING

Tom pulls up and into the drive way.

INT. FAMIYL ROOM - EVENING

Tom enters through the front door. Mitch is laying on the 
couch watching television.

MITCH
Sup bro.

(takes note of Tom’s suit)
You look nice. How did the thing 
go?
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Tom shuts the door.

TOM
I think it went pretty well. My 
agent on the other hand didn’t.

MITCH
Is your agent that still that 
Howard guy?

Tom tosses his keys on the kitchen table and takes his suit 
coat off.

TOM
Yeah, same guy. Man, I’m starving.

MITCH
I think he called bro. Left a 
message on the machine.

Tom walks over to the answering machine. It shows that there 
are two messages.

TOM
He didn’t think the meeting went so 
well. He probably called to 
complain some more.

Tom presses the button and then walks into the kitchen. He 
opens the fridge.

ANSWERING MACHINE
You have two missed messages. First 
missed message.

He tosses some lunch meat on the counter and starts making a 
sandwich.

HOWARD
(excited)

Tom? Tom! Are you home yet? If 
you’re there buddy pick up!

(pause)
I guess you’re not. I don’t know 
what you were thinking, but 
whatever you did works! They said 
they’ll take it all and want to put 
you in all six papers. This is 
huge. HUGE! 

Tom stops as he spreads some mayo over some bread. A subtle 
smile rises over his lips.
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HOWARD (CONT’D)
Anyway pal, give me a call when you 
get back and I’ll fill in all the 
details. We’ve got a lot of work to 
do. Congratulations.

The calls ends. Tom nods his head, satisfied. He goes back to 
making his sandwich.

ANSWERING MACHINE
Second missed message.

MICHELLE
Tom, it’s...it’s Michelle.

FAMILY ROOM 

Mitch watches as a car makes an impossible jump across a 
collapsed bridge in slow motion, only to land perfectly and 
drive off.

Tom wanders in and stands at the foot of the couch. His eyes 
red, tears ready to run down his face.

Mitch sits up.

MITCH
You okay man?

TOM
She left. She’s gone.

EXT. HALLWAY - NIGHT

Mitch stands out front of Tom’s door. He tries the door 
handle. It’s locked.

MITCH
You okay bro?

TOM
(muffled)

I just want to be alone for a 
while.

Mitch looks unsure of what to do. 

MITCH
You want me to call Tammy or 
something? She’s good at talking 
and stuff.

92.



TOM
(muffled)

No. Don’t call Tammy.

Mitch sighs and runs his hands through his hair.

MITCH
Alright bro, if you need anything 
I’ll be out watching TV. 

Mitch waits for a moment, but there’s no answer from Tom. 

TOM’S BEDROOM

Tom sits on the bed up against the wall, knees pulled close 
to his chest, arms wrapped around them. He just stares at the 
wall in front of him.

JOHN (O.C.)
Come on man.

Tom turns to see John standing in the corner leaning against 
the wall, arms crossed.

JOHN (CONT’D)
You gonna sit in here and sulk, or 
do something about it?

TOM
She left. Gone. Off to San 
Francisco to follow her dreams.

JOHN
Sitting in here isn’t going to 
help.

Tom moves and sits on the side of the bed.

TOM
Things were going so well too, I 
don’t know what happened. I don’t 
know what I did.

JOHN
It doesn’t sound like you did 
anything. This was her dream, her 
long term plan, just like you and 
your comic, this is what she was 
working toward. She didn’t leave 
because of you, she left because 
her...for a chance to achieve her 
dream. She’d be stupid not to.
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TOM
She didn’t even tell me. She just 
left.

John sighs.

JOHN
Some people aren’t good with good-
byes. Maybe she didn’t want to get 
you worried before your meeting. 
Who knows? I wouldn’t be asking 
why. I’d be asking myself what I’m 
going to do about it.

A long pause.

TOM
What do you think I should do?

JOHN
I can’t answer that. You need to 
make that decision yourself. This 
is all about you and what you want 
to do, not what you think you 
should do. If you want to go after 
her, go. If you want to start over 
again, start over again. But you 
can’t just sit and hope the answers 
come to you, you’ve got to make 
your own answers.

Tom lowers his head, resting his elbows on his knees, and 
forehead on his palms.

TOM
Yeah, you’re probably right.

A pause. No answer. Tom looks up. John is done.

INT. FUNERAL HOME - DAY 

Tom stands in the middle of a funeral parlor, a silver casket 
with one side open a few steps in front of him. People talk 
in hushed voices all around.

Tom looks over to a picture frame on a stand to the left of 
the casket. It’s Tom wearing a shirt and tie, a slight smile 
creasing his lips.
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He walks forward. With each step he takes, everything else in 
the funeral home slowly fades away until the only think left 
is the casket in the middle of infinite darkness, a lone 
light shining down upon it.

Tom looks inside and see’s himself, wearing the same suit and 
tie from the picture. Peaceful. Tranquil. Dead. Suddenly, 
DEAD TOM’s eyes dart open. He sits up and looks around. He’s 
alone.

He gets out of the casket. He starts to rip off the suit he’s 
wearing. Jacket. Tie. Pants. Shoes. Everything gone.

Standing there in his place is a new Tom. Messy hair. Bright 
red t-shirt. Old tattered jeans. He starts walking away from 
the casket, leaving his old clothes in a pile, and off into 
the darkness.

CLICK.

The sound of a light switch. The light above the casket goes 
dark.

INT. TOM’S BEDROOM - MORNING

Tom rolls over, his eyes open. He stares off into space for a 
moment before sitting up. He puts his feet on the floor and 
rubs his head.

TOM
You gotta make your dreams your 
own. That’s what you taught me.

He stands up.

INT. GROCERY STORE - DAY 

A man in a white button up shirt and brown tie is slicing 
some cheese. A sign on the back wall with his picture on his 
has the name “LARRY” underneath.

TOM (O.S.)
Excuse me.

Larry looks up from the slicer and spots Tom on the other 
side of the deli counter. Larry cuts the power to the slicer. 
He walks over to the counter, a big smile on his face.

LARRY
What can I do for you this morning?

95.



TOM
The girl that used to work here, 
Michelle.

LARRY
What about her?

TOM
Where did she go?

LARRY
She was transferred to another 
store.

TOM
No, yeah, I know that. Where?

LARRY
Out of state.

TOM
What state?

LARRY
California. 

Tom’s face scrunches with concern. He pauses to think for a 
second. 

LARRY (CONT’D)
I’ve always wanted to go there. 
Drive along the coast. See the wine 
country. Seems like an awfully nice 
place.

Larry picks up on the fact Tom isn’t listening to him.

LARRY (CONT’D)
Can I get you something? Cheese? 
Some ham? We’ve got a great deal on 
arostica chicken today, eight 
dollars a pound.

TOM
Do you have the store number she 
was transferred to?

LARRY
I’m afraid I can’t give that out.

TOM
Why not?
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LARRY
It’s against corporate policy I 
guess.

TOM
You guess, or you know?

Larry crosses his arms. He doesn’t seem to fond of all the 
questions Tom is tossing his way.

LARRY
What’s this all about?

Tom looks over Larry’s shoulder and at the picture of Larry 
hanging on the wall.

TOM
Larry, I really need to know where 
Michelle went. Either tell me the 
store number she went to, or I’ll 
just go to California and visit 
each of the stores myself until I 
find the one she’s at.

LARRY
That’s a lot of stores you know.

Tom throws up his arms in frustration.

TOM
You know what, forget it.

Tom starts to walk away.

LARRY
You sure you don’t want some ham?

EXT. GROCERY STORE - CONTINUOUS

Tom walks out of the grocery store in a huff. Just as he’s 
about to step out and into the parking lot he stops. He holds 
his finger up and turns around.

INT. GROCERY STORE - CONTINUOUS

Tom walks up to the customer service counter. A perky blonde 
haired girl with the name tag BECKY comes over to help him.

BECKY
Hi, what can I do for you?
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TOM
Do you know what store Michelle 
Perez was transferred to?

BECKY
Um, let me check.

Becky walks to a doorway leading to the back office. She 
leans her head in.

BECKY (CONT’D)
Do you know what store Michelle was 
transferred to?

A pause as she waits for her response.

BECKY (CONT’D)
Okay. 

She comes back over to the doorway.

BECKY (CONT’D)
Store one one eight two.

Tom smiles.

TOM
Prefect. Thanks.

Becky smiles and nods enthusiastically.

BECKY
No problem!

INT. TOM’S HOUSE - BASEMENT - DAY 

Tom is eagerly searching around the corporate web page for 
Fresh Garden Grocers. Mitch stands behind him, sipping on a 
can of soda.

MITCH
Maybe you can use like a reverse 
store look up or something. You 
ever think of that.

Tom types in something on the keyboard and hits enter. After 
a moment, the page refreshes and the following appears ON THE 
COMPUTER SCREEN:

Store 1182

399 4th St
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San Francisco, CA 94107

(415) 555-0055

TOM
This is it right here. This is her 
store.

MITCH
Who, San Francisco? How you gonna 
get all the way out there?

Tom sits back, and rests his palms on the top of his head, 
fingers clasped together.

TOM
The only way I can.

Mitch looks surprised.

MITCH
No...no way bro. 

Tom gets up.

TOM
I don’t have a choice.

He starts walking toward the stairs, leaving Mitch standing 
at the computer desk.

MITCH
But you can’t fly. Didn’t you get 
banned or something the last time?

Tom heads up the stairs.

MITCH (CONT’D)
Dude! If you freak out on planes 
now they just throw you in 
Guantanamo.

INT. TOM’S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Various articles of clothing are spread out on Tom’s bed. 
Jeans. T-shirts. Tom starts folding the t-shirts and stacking 
them one on top of each other.

JOHN
So you decided to go after her.
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Tom checks over his shoulder to see John leaning against the 
wall, arms crossed, in the corner of he room.

TOM
You told if you want something, go 
get it. So I am.

JOHN
Good boy.

Tom places the folded t-shirts in his bag. He starts folding 
the jeans.

JOHN (CONT’D)
You know where she is?

TOM
San Francisco.

JOHN
Yikes, bit of a drive isn’t it?

TOM
I’m not driving.

John looks surprised.

Tom puts the jeans in the bag. He walks over to the dresser 
and takes out some socks and underwear.

JOHN
You sure you can handle flying?

TOM
I don’t have a choice. I just gotta 
face my fears head on. Get it over 
with. Or I’ll be stuck here, alone, 
in this house, the rest of my life.

Tom puts the underwear and socks in the bag. He zips it up 
and tosses it over his shoulder. He looks over at John, who 
has a subtle grin on his face.

TOM (CONT’D)
What?

JOHN
My baby boy is all growns up now.

TOM
Shut up.

Tom exits.
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INT. FAMILY ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Tom walks over to the stairs leading down into the basement. 
John a few steps behind him.

TOM
Mitch, I’m going out of town for a 
few days. Make sure to lock the 
doors if you leave.

Tom looks back at John and counts to three on his fingers.

MITCH
Okay.

Tom walks toward the front door.

JOHN
Does he know what you just said?

TOM
No, but by the time he figures it 
out I’ll already be back.

Tom opens the front door and John steps out.

EXT. FRONT PORCH - CONTINUOUS

Tom walks through the door, then shuts and locks it. He heads 
down the steps and over to his car parked in the driveway. 
John leans against the railing on the porch.

JOHN
I hope everything works out.

Tom opens the trunk, puts the bag in, and shuts it.

TOM
I’ll tell you about it when I get 
back.

Tom walks over to the drivers side door and opens it. John 
doesn’t reply back.

Tom stops from getting in, then looks over at John.

TOM (CONT’D)
Right?

John looks down.
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Tom shuts the door and walks over to the porch.

TOM (CONT’D)
You’re not going to be here when I 
get back, are you?

JOHN
I think you know the answer to 
that.

They both stay silent, allowing the truth to set in. After a 
moment, Tom nods, then offers his hand to John.

TOM
You’re right. Time to move on.

JOHN
Time to move on.

John goes to shake Tom’s hand but it passes right through it.

JOHN (CONT’D)
I don’t think this is going to 
work. That whole not being real 
thing.

Tom reaches his hand out, near where John’s is, and moves it 
up and down, simulating a hand shake.

TOM
You’re a real friend. I owe you as 
much man.

John smirks and nods. Tom heads down the steps and heads over 
to the car. He opens the door.

JOHN
What are you going to do when you 
get there?

TOM
I don’t know.

Tom gets in the car.

JOHN
Don’t you think you should have a 
plan?

TOM
My plan is to find Michelle. 
Everything else will work itself 
out.
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Tom starts the car and backs down the drive way. He puts it 
in drive and heads out, waving his arm as he drives away.

John watches the car until it makes a turn and disappears 
from view. He takes a deep breath and then heads down the 
steps.

He walks down the street, kicking a stick as he passes it. 
After a few feet he fades away.

EXT. HIGHWAY - DAY 

The drives down the highway. The setting sun reminding him 
that time is running out. 

He passes under a sign for Hartsfield-Jackson Airport and the 
exit ramp for North Terminal Parkway. 

INT. TOM’S CAR

Tom puts his blinker on and starts up the off ramp and 
merges. His car sputters a bit.

TOM
Oh come on, not now.

The car sputters a bit more, but the kicks and starts driving 
normally again.

EXT. NORTH TERMINAL PARYWAY - CONTINUOUS

Tom’s car comes within viewing distance of the international 
terminal before it starts to sputter again.

INT. TOM’S CAR - CONTINUOUS

Tom bangs on teh steering wheel.

TOM
Not now!

But it’s no use, the car dies out. Tom pulls over to the side 
of the road and turns his hazzards on. He tries the ignition 
but the car won’t start.

Tom exits the car.
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EXT. TOM’S CAR - CONTINUOUS

Tom grabs his bag from the trunk. He checks the door to make 
sure it’s locked and then starts jogging toward the domestic 
terminal.

He approaches a SECURITY GUARD.

SECURITY GUARD
Hey, is that your car?

Tom jogs past him.

TOM
It just died.

SECURITY GUARD
You know you can’t leave that 
there.

TOM
Then tow it.

The Security Guard is left puzzled as Tom jogs off.

INT. DOMESTIC TERMINAL - DELTA TICKETING BOOTH - CONTINUOUS

Tom arrives at the booth out of breath. He puts both hands on 
the counter and leans forward, trying to catch his breath. 
The TICETING AGENT is a bit taken back.

TICKETING AGENT
Sir, can I help you?

Tom looks up, breathing heavily.

TOM
I need a ticket to San Fransisco.

The Ticketing Agent starts typing away on her computer.

TICKETING AGENT
Let’s see what we’ve got available.

INT. GATE SIXTEEN - DAY 

Tom sits anxiously at the end of a long row of black leather 
chairs. He watches as an elderly couple is checked in by a 
FLIGHT ATTENDANT.
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AIRPORT VOICE
Now boarding section eleven for 
flight sixteen twelve non-stop to 
San Francisco.

Tom checks his ticket stub. He’s in section eleven.

INT. AIRPLANE - DAY 

The engines begin to spool up and fill the half full cabin 
with ambient noise. Tom sits on the isle, hands clenched 
tightly on the arm rests. 

An ELDERLY WOMAN sitting across from Tom leans over and 
places her hand on his.

ELDERLY WOMAN
You’re not a good flyer are you?

Tom’s head snaps over to look at her, eyes as wide as 
possible. She quickly jerks her hand back. Tom’s head snaps 
back to staring straight ahead. His breath quickening.

The plane starts to move forward. Tom’s hands grip the arm 
rests tighter. He looks out the window as the runway strips 
begin passing by faster and faster.

Tom looks down into his lap.

TOM
This is a bad idea. I’ve got to get 
off.

Tom looks up and around the plane.

TOM (CONT’D)
You hear me? I’ve got to get off.

The Elderly Woman looks worried. She leans away from Tom as 
far as her tiny seat will allow.

Tom starts to panic.

TOM (CONT’D)
I’ve got to get off! I can’t fly! 
I’ve got to get off!

People all around the cabin look over at Tom. His eyes dart 
to look out the window again. The plane tilts back and the 
ground slowly starts to fall away.
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TOM (CONT’D)
I’ve got to get off this plane!

INT. AIRPLANE - NIGHT

Tom is fast asleep in his chair.

FLIGHT ATTENDANT (O.C.)
Sir?

A hand reaches out and gently shakes Tom.

FLIGHT ATTENDANT (CONT’D)
Sir?

Tom’s eyes open. He looks up to find a Flight Attendant 
standing over him.

FLIGHT ATTENDANT (CONT’D)
Sir, you have to leave the plane 
now.

Tom looks around, confused, disoriented. The plane is nearly 
empty. People line up near the front exit, leaving one by 
one.

TOM
The last thing I remember was--

FLIGHT ATTENDANT
--you had a rough flight.

Tom stands up and opens the overhead compartment.

FLIGHT ATTENDANT (CONT’D)
You started screaming obscenities, 
and then feinted.

Tom takes his bag down and tosses it over his shoulder. He 
looks up at the line, the Elderly Woman who was sitting 
across from him tosses him a disdainful glance.

TOM
Oh wow, I’m so sorry.

FLIGHT ATTENDANT
You’ve lucky you passed out when 
you did. We usually have the police 
escort people like you off the 
plane. Fortunately, you turned out 
to be harmless.
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The Flight Attendant gently ushers Tom toward the front of 
the plane.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

The room is bland, little decor on the walls. Tom sits on a 
bed with an orange comforter flipping through the TV channels 
as he talks on the phone.

TOM
Just make sure Mitch doesn’t burn 
the house down.

TAMMY
No guarantees on that one. I just 
can’t believe you just up and left. 
That’s so unlike you.

TOM
Tell me about it.

TAMMY
You know where she is?

TOM
No, not really. All I have is the 
stores address.

TAMMY
What do you think she’ll do?

TOM
I’ll have to wait and see. Alright 
I gotta go. Thanks for checking on 
Mitch for me Tammy.

TAMMY
No problem. Be safe.

TOM
I will.

Tom hangs up the phone and walks over to the curtains. He 
pulls them open and reveals a beautiful view of the San 
Francisco skyline. He opens the sliding door and walks out.

BALCONY

Tom leans up against the railing. Some people talk by a car 
down below.
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TOM (CONT’D)
I have no idea what I’m doing.

EXT. HOTEL - DAY 

Tom walks out of the revolving doors of the hotel lobby. He 
looks at a city map. 

Tom has the address for 399 4th St circled. A plethora of 
subway lines lead to near that location. 

Tom looks around, his face winces.

TOM
I’m not feeling the subway.

He spots a cab coming down the street and waves his arm. The 
cab pulls to the curb, drivers side window rolled down. Tom 
leans in, a GRUFF LOOKING CABBIE stares back at him.

TOM (CONT’D)
How much to get to 300 4th Street?

CABBIE
Maybe fifteen bucks.

Tom grabs his wallet. He opens it up to discover that there 
isn’t any cash inside. He leans back inside the window.

TOM
You take credit cards?

The Cabbie laughs and drives off. Tom watches at the cab 
continues on down the street.

TOM (CONT’D)
Okay, subway it is.

INT. SUBWAY STATION - DAY 

Yellow lines dash the northbound and southbound tracks. 
Subway commuters move about, a few taking seats on the 
circular stone benches. Tom leans against large red pillar.

He checks his city map, tracing the line the northbound train 
will take. It should lead him to within a block of Michelle’s 
store.

A horn off in the distance. The train is here.
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TOM
Please don’t be packed. Please 
don’t be packed.

The train rushes into the station. The windows are a blur 
until the slow down to reveal a completely packed train car. 

Tom frantically looks up and down, checking all the nearby 
cars. All are packed. Not a spare seat in sight.

TOM (CONT’D)
Maybe people will leave.

The doors open. Commuters rush into the train as the doors 
open. None leave.

TOM (CONT’D)
Guess not.

INT. SUBWAY TRAIN - CONTINUOUS

Tom carefully picks his way into the train, trying his best 
not to touch anyone. He grabs onto an overhead rail as the 
doors close.

A quick jerk, and the train jets off. 

Tom keeps the slow, deliberate breaths, as the train moves 
through the tunnels. Lights wiz by the windows like lasers.

Tom looks down to see a SMALL CHILD staring back up at him. 
Tom smiles politely. The Small Child sticks his finger in his 
nose, swirls it around, and then puts it immediately in his 
mouth.

Tom looks grossed out.

DING.

SUBWAY ANNOUNCER
Next stop, Piedmont station. Next 
stop, Piedmont.

A bunch of people start to get up. Tom is shuffled around, 
trying to stay out of everyone’s way, but it’s impossible.

The train enters the station and light fills the car. The 
train comes to a stop and the doors open. Nearly everyone in 
the car exits, causing a jam at the doors.

Tom breathes a sigh of relief and takes a seat on one of the 
now vacant seats. Only a few people remain.
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Tom taps his foot but the train doesn't depart. It just sits 
and waits. He looks around the train, seeing if anyone else 
looks disturbed the train isn’t moving.

He makes eye contact with a BAG LADY who is silently rocking 
in her seat, a big smiles on her face.

BAG LADY
Sometimes dey jus get all backed 
up. Gotta wait. Always waiting.

She starts humming a song.

TOM
Great.

HONK. HONK.

Tom perks up.

HONK. HONK.

Tom looks into the station, trying to figure out where the 
sound is coming from. He watches the stairway.

One by one they appear. Like rainbows of terror. Clowns. At 
least thirty of them. Jumping. Skipping. Honking their horns. 
And they’re all headed right for his subway car.

Tom looks mortified.

TOM (CONT’D)
Come on. Close. Close. Close.

The commotion of the clowns has attracted the attention of 
the Bag Lady.

BAG LADY
I just love when the circus comes 
to down.

Tom tosses her a disturbed look, then focuses back on the 
clowns. They’re almost there.

TOM
Come on.

DING.

Tom sighs as the notification for the next station comes over 
the intercom. The doors start to slide shut.
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Tom jumps as a hand, sporting a white sparkly glove, reaches 
out for him. Actually, not for him, but instead to jam its 
way in between the doors, preventing them from closing.

They doors reopen.

LEAD CLOWN
Come on guys! We just made it!

The clowns pour into the car. Tom scurries to the back and 
grabs a seat. The doors shut and the car takes off.

MOMENTS LATER

Tom stares at the clowns, but tries not to make it obvious. 
He keeps looking at his map, counting the stations until he 
can get off.

The Lead Clown and his CRONY CLOWN notices Tom keeps looking 
at them. Lead Clown taps Crony Clown on the shoulder and 
motions over toward Tom.

Tom watches as they gazes set right on him. He scoots back in 
his seat as they approach, until finally they’re right at the 
foot of his seat and Tom has no where to run.

LEAD CLOWN (CONT’D)
Hey, you gots a problem with us 
clowns?

CRONY CLOWN
Yeah, you got a problem with 
clowns?

TOM
No....no, It’s just...I don’t have 
a problem with clowns.

LEAD CLOWN
Cause it looks like you gots 
problems with clowns.

CRONY CLOWN
Yeah, looks like yous gots a 
problem.

Tom looks around. Everyone on the car who isn’t a clown 
watches as the events unfold.

TOM
No, I just don’t like clowns.
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CRONY CLOWN
You don’t like clowns? How can’t 
someone like clowns?

CRONY CLOWN (CONT’D)
Yeah, how can’t someone?

LEAD CLOWN
I mean, we’re funny guys, right?

The Lead Clown looks back at all the other clowns who are 
talking amongst themselves. 

LEAD CLOWN (CONT’D)
Hey guys, we’re funny right?

The clowns all stop talking and nod enthusiastically.

LEAD CLOWN (CONT’D)
Well this guy over here doesn't 
like clowns. He doens’t think we’re 
funny.

Tom’s face drops.

TOM
I...I didn’t say that. You’re 
funny.

The rest of the clowns start to crowd around Tom’s seat. The 
exaggerated smiles painted on their faces unable to hide the 
angry behind them.

LEAD CLOWN
Yeah, then how come you got a 
problem with us then?

CRONY CLOWN
Yeah, how come?

TOM
You guys are really freaking me 
out.

DING.

The announcement for the next train station comes over the 
intercom. Tom stands up.

TOM (CONT’D)
This is my stop.
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He tries to move out of his seat but the Lead Clown and Crony 
Clown stop him. Tom starts to climb over the other seats to 
get to the door.

TOM (CONT’D)
I just have this fear of clowns, 
okay? I never said you weren’t 
funny.

CRONY CLOWN
Yeah, well somethin tells me you 
gots a problem with us. 

Tom continues to climb over seats until he’s at the one right 
next to the doors. A LARGE CLOWN steps in front of him to 
prevent him from getting to the door.

TOM
I gotta get off.

LARGE CLOWN
You ain’t getting off till Larry 
says you getting off.

TOM
Jesus, what is this, the clown 
mafia?

The Lead Clown has come over to the door. He pushes Tom.

LEAD CLOWN
I think you need to sit back down 
until we’re done talkings to yous.

TOM
I gotta get off.

The train stops and the doors open. The Lead Clown pushes Tom 
again.

LEAD CLOWN
I think yous need to sit back down.

TOM
I gotta get off.

Tom tries to climb over the chair again but the Large Clown 
pushes him back.

TOM (CONT’D)
I gotta get off the train.
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Tom pushes the Large Clown back and he stumbles and falls 
onto the bag lady who is sitting quietly.

Tom takes his opening and scurries out the door.

LEAD CLOWN
Hey, that guy just through Jimmy at 
that old lady. No one does that 
toos an old lady, lets get him!

The clowns all burst from the subway car and chase after Tom.

EXT. 4TH STREET - 600 BLOCK - CONTINUOUS

Tom comes running up the steps from the subway. He stops to 
catch his beath, bending over and holding onto his knees.

LEAD CLOWN (O.S.)
There he is, get him!

Tom turns to see all the clowns start up the stairs after 
him. He looks like he can’t believe it.

TOM
These guys just don’t quit do they?

Tom darts off down the street. A moment later the clowns 
reach the top of the stairs and look around. Crony Clown puts 
his hands on his hips.

LEAD CLOWN
He could be anywhere. Fan out and 
find him. I want him alive!

The clowns all split off in three man teams, their big red 
floppy shoes smacking against the sidewalk.

EXT. ALLEY - CONTINUOUS

Tom runs into and all and ducks behind a dumpster. He kneels 
down the catch his breath. After a moment he peaks his head 
out and spots a few clowns at the corner.

The clowns look around for a second and then start to head 
Tom’s way. He ducks back behind the dumpster and the clowns 
pass, unaware of where Tom’s hiding.

He breathes a sigh of relief and pulls out his map.

TOM
Okay, let’s get my bearings here.
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He points to the station.

TOM (CONT’D)
Here’s the station. I’ve got to be 
near here.

He points to a group of buildings two blocks north of the 
subway station.

TOM (CONT’D)
That means Michelle’s store must be 
right...

Tom pauses for a moment, then looks from behind the dumpster. 
Past the alley, across the street, and at the far end of the 
parking lot is Trader Joe’s. Tom smiles.

TOM (CONT’D)
Damn near made it.

Tom gets up and wipes some soot from his jeans. He leaves the 
alley and walks out on the--

STREET

--carefully looking for any clowns. With the coast clear he 
jogs over to the cross walk. The lights turn and the 
crosswalk sign changes to the familiar walking man.

Tom starts to cross the street when SUDDENLY he’s hit by a 
small SUV making a right hand turn. Tom falls to the 
pavement.

The SUV DRIVER gets out of he vehicle and runs around to the 
front, 20ox coffee cup in hand.

SUV DRIVER
Oh my God, I totally didn’t see 
you. Are you okay?

She knees down next to Tom, cringing.

SUV DRIVER (CONT’D)
Eww, this is so not good.

She fans her hand in Tom’s face. His eyes slowly open up.

SUV DRIVER (CONT’D)
Oh my God, I’m so sorry I hit you. 
Are you okay?

A crowd of people start to gather around. A voice off screen 
yells for someone to call 911.
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Tom slowly sits up. He rubs the back of his head and looks at 
the SUV Driver.

TOM
This is just not my day.

Tom starts to get up.

SUV DRIVER
Here, let me help you up.

The SUV Driver grabs Tom’s arm as he tries to stand but Tom 
loses his balance, and the SUV Driver drops her hot coffee. 
It splatters all over Tom’s shirt.

TOM
Jesus lady, you just keep getting 
worse.

SUV DRIVER
Oh my God, I’m so sorry.

TOM
Get away from me before something 
else happens.

The Lead Clown, Crony Clown, and a few others come to the 
corner a block down. They notice the commotion and start to 
walk over.

SUV DRIVER
Should I call a doctor or 
something?

TOM
Just get away from me.

Lead Clown recognizes Tom.

LEAD CLOWN
There he is, get him!

The clowns start rushing over, their shoes flopping all over 
the place. Tom pushes free of the SUV Driver and starts 
running toward the Trader Joe’s parking lot with a heavy 
limp.

CRONY CLOWN
Hey, he just attacked that woman!

LEAD CLOWN
You’re going down punk!
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TRADER JOE’S PARKING LOT

Tom hussles as fast as he can through the parking lot, his 
right hand holding his side. The clowns are having a hard 
time keeping up and lose ground.

Various people in the parking lot stare at the scene, stunned 
by the sight of a grown man being chased by a group of 
clowns.

INT. TRADER JOE’S - CONTINUOUS

Tom comes gimping through the sliding doors. A few people at 
the check out lanes turn to look at him.

A FEMALE CHECKOUT CLERK reaches for the intercom at register 
four, the closet one to the front doors.

FEMALE CHECKOUT CLERK
I need a price check on some 
organic kiwano.

Tom gimps over and grabs the intercom away from her.

FEMALE CHECKOUT CLERK (CONT’D)
Hey!

TOM
(into intercom)

Michelle Perez, it’s Tom. If you’re 
hear I need you to come to the 
front of the store. There’s 
something I need to tell you.

DELI

Michelle looks up from the deli counter

MICHELLE
Tom?

REGISTER FOUR

Tom turns and looks out the front doors. He can see the 
clowns are closing in on the front of the store.

TOM
(into intercom)

And you’d better hurry because 
there’s a bunch of clowns that want 
to beat me up, and they’ll be here 
any second.
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A MANAGER comes from one of the isle and points at Tom.

MANAGER
Hey, you can’t use that!

TOM
(into intercom)

Add your manager to that list too.

The Manager arrives and starts to wrestle the intercom away 
from Tom.

MANAGER
Give me that!

Tom struggles to keep hold of it.

TOM
I need to talk to Michelle.

MANAGER
Give me that or I’ll call the 
police.

TOM
I can’t, not yet.

They continue to wrestle over the intercom as the clowns 
arrice through the front door.

LEAD CLOWN
Now he’s attacking that guy. Get 
him!

The clowns rush over and join in the fray.

MICHELLE (O.S.)
Tom!

Tom lets go of the intercom. The manager was pulling hard, 
and with no resistance, falls back onto the floor.

The clowns graba a hold of each of Tom’s arms. They turn Tom 
to face the Lead Clown.

LEAD CLOWN
This is for the bag lady in the 
subway.

The Lead Clown punches Tom right in the face.

CUT TO:
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BLACK

Sound is muffled. Some squeeks. Subdued voices. Clothing 
ruffles. Slowly, the scene starts to face back in.

P.O.V. Michelle is kneeling right over us. The clowns all 
standing behind her.

MICHELLE
Tom? Tom, are you okay?

Tom hold his jaw.

TOM
God damn clowns.

He sits up and Michelle helps him to his feet. Everyone in 
the store is gathered around watching the scene in unfold.

MICHELLE
Tom, what are you doing here?

TOM
I here because I miss you.
And because I love you.

Michelle holds her hands up to her mouth.

TOM (CONT’D)
I’m sorry I wasn’t there for you 
when your mom died. I don’t deal 
with death well. That was a dick 
thing to do. But I love you. More 
than anything else. I’m willing to 
give it all up to be with you. If 
you’ll take me back.

Michelle stands there stunned. Everyone else waits in 
silence, eager for her answer. Even the clowns.

TOM (CONT’D)
One more chance?

Tears well up in Michelle’s eyes. After a moment she nods, 
and then rushes forward to hug Tom.

MICHELLE
Yes. Yes!

They hug and then kiss. Everyone looks relieved.
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In the background, leaning against the wall, arms crossed it 
John, an attractive ASIAN GIRL standing next to him. He 
nudges her with his elbow.

JOHN
See, I told you he’d make it.

The Asian Girl smiles and the pair walk out of the store. Tom 
and Michelle continue to hug and kiss as everyone, including 
the clowns, return to what they were doing before.
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