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AGAINST MEDICAL ADVICE

FADE IN:

EXT. HOSPITAL EMERGENCY ROOM ENTRANCE – MORNING

Hospital backdrop.  Parking lot to the right.  Street leading to the entrance.  Walkway lined with flowers and a few dispersed trees.  ER sign near the entrance doors.

A humorous, clever, hospital tech in his mid-twenties, EDDY MCFARLIN, slouches against the hospital building wall, smoking a cigarette.  He watches as a squirrel in a nearby tree chews a nut incessantly.   






EDDY

Blah.  Another day at work.

Eddy takes a puff of his cigarette and flicks it aside.

An ambulance SCREECHES to a stop at the entrance.  Two EMERGENCY MEDICAL TECHNICIANS (EMTs) rush out with a man on a stretcher.  The stretcher CRASHES into the ground.  Eddy gazes on uninterested.

MILTON EDWARDS, a wealthy, arrogant, extremely short and stocky man in his late forties, pulls his dented car sideways into a handicap parking space.  

Hand holding a swollen bump on his head, Milton sprints past Eddy, the EMTs, and the ambulance.  The hospital slide doors SQUEAK open and Milton runs through.

INT. ER WAITING ROOM - MORNING

Registration Desk.  A line of patients.  Sick people cramming the rows of chairs.  

Milton quickly scans the waiting room.  Milton eyes the registration desk and marches towards it.  Six patients lined up ahead of him.  

Milton fidgets, while waiting in line to be registered.  Aggravated, his hand holding his head, he pushes himself through to the front.  

The REGISTRATION CLERK glares at him.






CLERK

Please wait your turn sir, there are 



other people ahead of you. 






MILTON



I’m in pain.  I’m dizzy.  I think I’m



going to faint.  I need help now.  

The clerk spins her chair away from Milton.  She grabs a file and returns to her desk, avoiding Milton’s angry eyes.  She finally looks up, past Milton, at the next woman in line.






CLERK



Can I help you ma’am?

Milton sighs loudly and storms away.  He takes a seat, eyeing the patients around him, and checks his watch for the time.  A woman shaking.  A child screaming.  His father holding him.  

Long minutes TICK by on a clock on the wall.  After 20 minutes, the clerk motions Milton up to her desk.  Milton quickly walks over to the desk.






CLERK



Can I help you sir?






MILTON



Yeah, I was in an accident.  I banged my 



head pretty hard.  I am in a shitload of



pain.  I need to be seen right away.






CLERK



Fill out this form.  

The clerk hands Milton a clipboard and he returns to his seat.  He holds his throbbing head up with one hand and hastily, fills out the form with his other.  Milton returns it within minutes.






MILTON



When will I be seen? 

Milton extends the clipboard to the clerk.  She takes it but Milton does not release his grip on it.






CLERK



We’ll call you when we’re ready sir.  

Please have a seat. 

The clerk finally grabs the clipboard from Milton.

INT. ER WAITING ROOM - 20 MINUTES LATER

Milton taps his foot on the floor constantly.  His eyes dart between a television and a coughing child nearby.  As the clerk announces endless names, Milton flips through his cell phone.






CLERK



Milton Edwards.

Milton quickly walks to the desk.  The clerk hands him a hospital bracelet.






MILTON



It’s about time.  I’ve been here 

forever.






CLERK



Please put the bracelet on sir.  We’re 

not ready for you yet.  We’ll call you 

when we’re ready.

Milton squeezes the bracelet in his hand furiously.  






MILTON



I thought you just called me!  I’ve been 

here for over an hour!  I’ve seen dozens 

of people let back that are less hurt 

than me!  When?






CLERK



It won’t be much longer sir.  We’re 

short staffed today.  Sorry for the inconvenience.  

The clerk shifts her attention and Milton returns to his seat, steaming.  Milton watches the doors to the inside of the ER CREAK open and a mother and child walk back.  

INT. ER WAITING ROOM- 15 MINUTES LATER

Milton opens and closes his eyes, frustrated.  He checks the clock.    






CLERK



Milton Edwards.

Milton walks to the desk and stares at the clerk.






MILTON



What do you want from me now?






CLERK



Okay, sir, we’re ready for you.  Will 

you be needing a wheelchair escort or 

can you walk?






MILTON



I’m fine, just let me back there, 

already.

Eddy comes through the double doors and approaches Milton.






EDDY



Ready?






CLERK





(to Milton)



Oh, I almost forgot.






MILTON



Really, what now?  






CLERK





(to Eddy)



We’re going to need a few more minutes.

Eddy nods his head and re-enters the double doors.  Milton stares in disbelief.






MILTON



This better be good.






CLERK



I forgot about the bill.  The required



co-pay.  






MILTON



Of course you did, what else did you 



forget?  How much is it, like 20 or 



30 bucks?

Milton pulls out his thick money clip.  He slides his finger across the bills, in front of the clerk.






CLERK



Not quite sir.  This isn’t a doctor’s



office, is it?  The total comes to one



fifty.






MILTON



One fifty?  Like a hundred and fifty 



dollars?  Are you insane?  This is a



fucking joke!  Are you shittin’ me?






CLERK



I don’t make the prices sir.






MILTON

Taking a proud man’s money for a 

retarded reason!  What kind of co-pay 

is three digits.  This is fucking 

ridiculous!






CLERK



It looks like you can afford it sir.

Milton rolls his eyes and tosses a hundred and a fifty dollar bill on the counter and walks towards the double doors.






MILTON



Can I go in now?






CLERK



Not without an escort.  Please have a 



seat.  I’ll page the attendant.  It’ll



just be a few minutes.  

Milton leans up against the wall nearby the desk.  The clerk rolls away from her desk for a moment and returns.  She types information into her computer.






MILTON



I thought you were going to page him.






CLERK



When I get a free minute sir, I have 



other obligations which take priority.






MILTON



I’m in pain!  This is ridiculous.  

Milton turns his attention to the double doors.  As he considers entering them, the doors part and Eddy emerges.  






EDDY



You ready yet?






MILTON



I’ve been ready the second I walked in.



I’m surprised I’m not fucking dead yet.






EDDY



Relax man, we’re on the way now.

Milton escapes through the double doors with Eddy, not before throwing an evil glare at the clerk.  The clerk shrugs him off, refocusing her attention to her computer.  

INT.  PSYCH WARD HALLWAY – MORNING

Waiting room doors behind Eddy and Milton.  An exit door to the outside on the left.   Eddy and Milton walk past a short walkway that ends with a door marked Psych Ward.  

A cop escorts a man to the psych ward as his wife and their three children follow, single file.  Eddy and Milton walk by.  Milton’s gaze follows the family.

INT.  HALLWAY 1 - MORNING

Typical hospital.  Patient rooms.  Staff members rushing through the halls.  A busy nurse’s station.  Hurried doctors passing by.  Noisy.  Chatter of the staff members.  Moans and yells from the patients.






EDDY



Just a little farther, hang in there.

Eddy walks side by side a disgusted Milton deeper towards the heart of the ER.  

INT.  HALLWAY 2 - MORNING

Similar Hallway.  Nurse’s station.  Patient rooms.  Constant motion.

Eddy escorts Milton through the busy hallway.  The walls are lined with patient rooms.  Milton surveys the events of the ER, angrily, as Eddy leads the way.

Two nurses zoom in and out of rooms, tossing linens in piles on the floor.  Two doctors discuss a case in quiet whispers.  A patient dons a gown in an open room.  A tech draws blood.  The area is in constant motion.  






MILTON



Finally. 

Milton and Eddy reach an empty patient room.






EDDY



The doctor will be here in a few, just 



try to calm down for now.  We’ve all



had a rough day.  I’m sure it could



have been worse.






MILTON



Maybe for you.  I almost died today.

Eddy and Milton enter the room.

INT. PATIENT ROOM - MORNING

A made-up bed in the center of the room.  Cabinets and drawers lining the walls.  Outlets and emergency equipment against the back wall.  

Milton takes a seat on the bed.  Eddy fumbles around in a drawer in the room and reveals an ice pack.  






EDDY



Put this on your head. 

Eddy tosses the ice pack to Milton and leaves the room.

INT. PATIENT ROOM - MINUTES LATER

Milton stretches across the hospital bed, holding the ice pack on his head for quick seconds and then removing it.  He waits for a few minutes and finally buzzes the nurse.  Nobody comes in.

INT. NURSE’S STATION – MORNING

NURSE BETTY DANIELS, an overeager, but passionate woman in her late 40s, and another nurse gossip in the hallway.  

INT. PATIENT ROOM – MORNING

Milton eavesdrops, waiting for someone to answer his call.  After ten minutes, he taps the call button again angrily.  

INT. NURSE’S STATION – MORNING

Nurse Betty notices the light above Milton’s room light up but continues talking.  

INT. PATIENT ROOM – MORNING

Finally, Nurse Betty pushes a cart into the room.  She jabs a thermometer into Milton’s mouth, wraps a blood pressure cuff around his arm, and places a pulse sensor on his index finger.    






NURSE BETTY



Did you need something Mr. Edwards?






MILTON



I wanted to know when the doctor



will be in. 






NURSE BETTY



Don’t talk yet.

The machine on the cart BEEPS and Nurse Betty records the numbers on a clipboard.  She removes the thermometer, blood pressure cuff, and pulse sensor.






MILTON



When will the doctor be in?






NURSE BETTY



When he comes in.

Nurse Betty hurries out, pulling the cart with her.  Milton, aggravated, fidgety, sighs.

INT. PATIENT’S ROOM- MINUTES LATER

A young, cocky, 30 year old resident, DR. JOSHUA SIMON enters, barely acknowledging Milton and quickly scanning his notes.






DR. SIMON



You need a Cat Scan, simple as that.






MILTON



What?  It’s a bump!  A little bump, 

why do anything when there’s nothing 

wrong?!  Seriously Doogie Howser!






DR. SIMON



Standard procedure, I’ll come back after



to give you the scoop. 

Dr. Simon exits.  After a few minutes, Milton rings the nurse.

INT. NURSE’S STATION - MORNING

Nurse Betty and another NURSE chatter behind the nurse’s station desk.  They simultaneously notice the light above Milton’s room light up.






NURSE BETTY



You take him this time.






NURSE



No way!  He’s the worst.  He won’t



stop complaining.  It’s always 



something.  He’s acting like a psych



patient.






NURSE BETTY



Well, I wouldn’t go that far, but he 



definitely is annoying.  You think if



we ignore him long enough, he’ll stop.






NURSE



Only one way to find out.






MILTON 

(shouts from the room)



I can hear you.

The nurses exchange looks and scurry away from the desk, giggling.  

INT. PATIENT ROOM - TWO HOURS LATER
Nurse Betty untangles the blood pressure cuff.  Milton taps the power button on the television remote, without success.  He bangs the remote against his knee.  He aims it at the TV from all directions, but it won’t turn on.






MILTON



Ridiculous!  Two hours of waiting, 



drowning out endless stories of crap



upon crap!  All for a small ding on 



my head.  Sounds like an easy way to



pull in some money!






NURSE BETTY



Relax, just need to check your



pressure.  This is normal for a 



MVC.  

As Nurse Betty nears Milton with the blood pressure cuff, Milton pulls away and yells.  Still fumbling with the remote, Milton finally flings it across the room.  It CRASHES against the wall.






MILTON



Hell no!  I’ve had enough bullshit for



one night.  I’m out of here.  Have a 



great fucking day lady.

Milton storms out past Nurse Betty, who steps aside, dumbfounded.






NURSE BETTY





(hesitates) 

Howdy partner.  One less thing for me 

to do!

INT.  HALLWAY 1 - SECONDS LATER

Milton storms through the hall, shaking his fists at any passersby.  Nurses, doctors, and techs stare at him, frozen, as he passes by.  Other patients peek through curtains to see the raucous.  An old man yells.  His wife shouts back at him.

INT. PSYCH WARD HALLWAY – SECONDS LATER

Milton reaches glass doors to the outside and slams the small silver button.  He knocks on the electronic doors until they finally open.  Milton flees the hospital.  A stunned girl looks on and flips him the finger.  

INT. A LOCAL POLICE PRECINCT- DAY

One room.  Two cluttered desks.  Quiet.  The hum of an air vent.

THOMAS PERKINS, an impatient, germophobic, detective in his early 30s and another DETECTIVE point fingers at each other.  Thomas grabs a burrito off the desk and aims it at the detective.  






THOMAS



Look, it’s a tri-meal!  Long lasting



marathon burrito.  Beans, meat, 



veggies, guac, rice, and flour.  All



four groups in one.






DETECTIVE



For eight bucks!  I can get eight 

burritos and fill up for two days at 

T. Bizzle.  Sure, not the most 

nutritious, but the only nutritious 

meals are the ones you cook.




THOMAS

Hey if you like to soak your body in fat

and sodium, be my guest!  At least I 

won’t be dropping- 




DETECTIVE

Let’s not go into the infamous chipotle

incident.

The door SWINGS open.  In walks, Milton, dressed in a suit, a cane in one hand, briefcase in the other.  The cane is heavy, and topped with a golden eagle.






MILTON



So, which one of you are the darker of 

the two? 

The detective points to Thomas and laughs.






THOMAS



Like hell!

Milton shakes Thomas’ hand. Immediately after, Thomas quickly pumps out hand sanitizer from an oversized bottle on his desk.






MILTON



So, I have a situation.  One worth a 

listen.






THOMAS



Want to sit down?

Milton takes his seat as a nervous Thomas meticulously checks his chair for dust, before sitting down, crossing his hands on his lap.






THOMAS



Okay, so what’s this situation?






MILTON



You see this bump on my head, well, I



just got out of the hospital yesterday



and they were horrific there.

Milton details the events from the hospital.  Thomas listens closely at moments, but loses interest quickly.  The other detective returns to his desk, but continues to pay attention.






THOMAS



So, what’s all this got to do with 



me?  You a lawyer or something?

Milton places his briefcase on the desk and turns it towards Thomas.






MILTON



I have a proposition for you.  An 



offer, really.






THOMAS



I’m listening.  






MILTON



I need you to bury the healthcare 



system.  After the way they treated



me.  It’s inhumane!  Treating me



like a damn animal!

Thomas glares at Milton, trying to get a read.  The other detective looks on curiously.  






MILTON



Here.  (nods at briefcase)



Open it.

Thomas, intrigued, pops open the briefcase, revealing a crisp signed check for $50,000, and nothing else.  






MILTON



You get more once you deliver.






THOMAS



Deliver what?

Then, frantically, Thomas pumps out hand sanitizer, glancing at the briefcase and all the places it must had been.  The other detective’s jaw drops open shockingly.






MILTON



Here’s my offer.  I want you to trash



the healthcare system.  Show the people

what it’s really like.  Crack this case

wide open.  Go to the hospital.  Write 



your report.  Do your investigation.

You will be compensated for your time.  






THOMAS



Compensated how? 

Thomas places his hands on his desk.






MILTON



This is yours to keep.

Thomas looks down at his hands on his desk.  He quickly pumps out more hand sanitizer as Milton closes the briefcase and slides it across the desk.






DETECTIVE





(to himself)



No way.






MILTON



I want you to go to the hospital. 



Go to the ER as a patient and when



you return, you can decide if you’ll



write the report or not.  Fifty 



thousand for your troubles.  I’ll throw



in an extra hundred thousand, when you



decide to pursue this case.  One 



hundred and fifty thousand, you in?






THOMAS



A chance to crack open the healthcare



system.  Is it really that bad?






MILTON



It’s awful.  The worst it’s been in 



years.  Something has to be done.  I



can’t stand by and let this keep



happening.






THOMAS





(to himself) 

This could be my big break.  I’ve had 

such a bad streak.

Thomas sighs.  Minutes TICK away on a clock.  The room is silent save for the GUSTS of air from a heater.  The other detective pretends to be busy, but marvels at Thomas’ luck.






THOMAS



Okay, I’m in.






MILTON



This is great! (stands up)  I can’t wait



to watch the whole system burn!  They’ll



finally get what’s coming to them!

Milton excitedly shakes Thomas’ hand and swings the door open.  Milton looks on strangely as Thomas pumps out more hand sanitizer.






MILTON



You going to be alright?






THOMAS



I’m Thomas, by the way, Thomas 



Perkins.






MILTON



Milton Edwards.  I’ll be in touch.  

Thanks again.

Milton slams the door on his exit.  






THOMAS



I hate when people say that, be in 



touch.  Yuck!

Thomas flips his hands over, scanning them.  






DETECTIVE



You must be the luckiest guy alive.



Who gets handed $50,000 dollars?  After



all these weeks of bad luck.  No leads.



No clues.  How does this even happen?






THOMAS



Looks like I’ll be at the hospital



tonight. 






DETECTIVE



Vomit, piss, blood, cum, and shit, Mr.



Clean!  Oh you’ll last, my ass you will!






THOMAS



Want to bet?






DETECTIVE



I’ll give you ten to one that check



bounces.

INT. BATHROOM (THOMAS’ OFFICE)- NIGHT 

Thomas’ vomit SPLATTERS on the rim of the toilet.  He walks to the sink, rinses his mouth, and pumps hand sanitizer from a pocket bottle.






THOMAS



I’m going to need some motivation.





(stares into mirror)  

A night of drinking ought to set me on 

my way to the hospital.

We follow Thomas out of the bathroom to his office.  

INT. THOMAS’ OFFICE – NIGHT

Thomas empties the cash from his wallet and throws his wallet on his desk.  






THOMAS



No real names for me tonight.

Thomas stuffs his cash into his pocket and drenches his hands in sanitizer.  

INT. BAR – NIGHT

Crowded bar.  Pool tables.  Dart boards.  People lining the bar, holding cash out to attract the bartender.

A drunk Thomas exits a bathroom and stumbles towards his chair at the bar, scurrying through the crowd of people.  He sits down and grabs the bar counter to steady himself.     






THOMAS



Hey mister bartender. 

Thomas eyes the BARTENDER and motions him over with a wobbly hand.  The bartender arrives with a clean glass in one hand and a bottle of scotch in the other.






BARTENDER



Another round sir.






THOMAS



Yep, just one more and the check.





(hiccups)

The bartender fills up the empty glass with scotch and ice and places it in front of Thomas.  He runs to the cash register and quickly returns with the bill.  






THOMAS



Thanks sir.






BARTENDER



Just doing my job. 

The bartender attends to other customers.  Thomas finishes his drink within minutes.  He glances down at the bill, 24 bucks.  Thomas pulls out his wallet and counts out dollars, but feeling generous, he tosses an extra twenty on the bar counter.

Thomas gets up, but trips on the barstool, falling backwards, through the crowd.  He falls backwards into a large MAN, elbowing him in the chest.  Regaining his balance, Thomas turns around slowly.  The man’s eyes are set strongly on Thomas, his fists clenched and ready to strike.






THOMAS



Uh, I am so sorry man.  I didn’t see 



you there.  It was just an accident.



Sorry again.  

Thomas backs away nervously.






MAN



Where ya going so fast?






THOMAS



Um, let me make it up to you, really.



Let me buy you a beer.

Thomas quickly goes to the bar, eyes darting between the bartender and the angry man.  Thomas orders a pint of beer and the bartender quickly brings it over.  As Thomas picks up the beer, and sees the angry large man waiting for him, Thomas pauses.






THOMAS



I know how I’m going to get to that



hospital. 

Thomas holds the pint glass close as he approaches the man from before, ready to toss the beer on him, and start a fight.  As Thomas begins to tilt the glass, two DETECTIVES, sitting at the bar, wave him over.  Thomas reconsiders and hands the man the beer.






THOMAS



Sorry again. 

Thomas joins the two detectives at the bar, relieved.  The detectives are dressed in nice suits and are both drinking gin and tonic.  






DETECTIVE 1



Can I buy ya a drink?






DETECTIVE 2



Yeah, what would ya like?






THOMAS





(to the bartender)

I’ll have one of these. 






BARTENDER



Gin and tonic, coming right up.






DETECTIVE 1



Just put this on my tab.

The bartender brings Thomas his drink.  He grabs the drink, flings the straw out, and takes a big gulp.  Thomas pulls a pocket bottle of hand sanitizer and offers it to the detectives.






THOMAS



Want any?  Can never be too safe.

The detectives shake their heads in unison as Thomas applies a generous amount of sanitizer in his hands.  He sighs relief as he rubs his hands together.






THOMAS



So, what do I owe the honor? 






DETECTIVE 2



Well, we couldn’t watch a fellow



detective get his ass kicked.






DETECTIVE 1



Did you even see the size of that guy?  

He could have broken you in half!






THOMAS



Nah, I could’ve taken him.






DETECTIVE 1



Doubtful.  He would have broken you into 



bits and pieces.






THOMAS



So, you said you guys were detectives.  

What precinct?  






DETECTIVE 2



Over at thirty-nine.  In the county.






DETECTIVE 1



We didn’t ruin our city’s good name, 

like you’re set to do.






THOMAS



What?  What are you talking about?  How



do you guys even know me?  We haven’t



met before.  That I know.  Who are you



guys again?






DETECTIVE 2



You don’t recall that last case?



You fouled that one up something awful.

You’re a disgrace to the business.  

You’re famous all over.  You have a

reputation.






DETECTIVE 1



Hey, don’t worry though man, we all 



make mistakes. 

(chuckles)









DETECTIVE 2





(laughs)  

I think the best was when-






THOMAS





(interrupts)

Alright guys, relax.  Everyone goes



through bad streaks.  Bad leads and 



bad luck.  It comes with the business.



What can you do? 






DETECTIVE 1



Definitely not what you did.






THOMAS



I don’t know where you guys get your 



information, but I didn’t do anything.



I admit, I’ve had a bad couple of weeks,



but ruined the business, that’s just



crazy talk.  

Thomas stands up and gulps his drink to the bottom.






THOMAS 



Thanks for the drink boys.






DETECTIVE 1



Who you calling boys?  Sellout!

The detectives stand up, both pairs of eyes set on Thomas.






THOMAS



I’m not a fucking sellout!  I didn’t do 

anything wrong!






DETECTIVE 2



You’re giving the business a bad name

with every mistake you make.  How do 

you convict an innocent man?  He had a

life before you.  And now, you’ve turned

him into a criminal.

Thomas places his hand on his throat and glances at the empty glass.  Thomas clenches his fist.  






THOMAS



Screw you guys!  I didn’t do anything.



The evidence.  The leads.  The judge



condemned him.  He’s free now.  Clean



slate.






DETECTIVE 2



Sellout.

Thomas throws a strong fist into the second detective’s face.  The fist hits its mark.  The three exchange fierce looks.  Thomas bolts for the door, the detectives both on his trail.

The bartender notices but shrugs it off.

EXT. SIDEWALK OUTSIDE THE BAR – NIGHT

Empty street.  A few parked cars.  A few passer-bys.

The street is quiet and empty as Thomas runs from the bar.  The detectives reach him and throw him up against the wall of a building.  






DETECTIVE 1



Oh, so you think you’re so tough with 



a hit and run?  My mother throws better



punches than you.

Immediately, Thomas throws a low punch into the first detective’s stomach.  A fight breaks loose.  The three push, kick, and punch each other, non-stop.  

A concerned woman walks by slowly, staring.  Not knowing what to do, she dials the police on her cell, tells them the situation, and hurries past.

A siren CRACKS the noise of thrown fists and kicks.  The three men straighten up and notice a police car slowing to a stop.  Instantly, the two detectives flee, leaving Thomas to deal with the police alone.  

An OFFICER exits his car and approaches a bloodied up Thomas.






THOMAS



What seems to be the problem officer?






OFFICER



You tell me.  You alright?






THOMAS



Doesn’t look that way, does it?



Maybe if I had that gun of yours,



this wouldn’t have happened.

Thomas reaches for the officer’s gun.  The officer steps back, out of Thomas’ reach.  






OFFICER



You need to calm down sir.  Maybe you



should hitch a cab drive home.






THOMAS



Nah man.  I got somewhere else to be.

Thomas jumps forward and grabs the officer’s gun from the holster.  The officer eyes widen and he steps forward cautiously.

Thomas holds the gun up, examining it.  Thomas tilts the gun sideways and holds it up against his ear, like a phone.






THOMAS



Hello, it’s me.  How’s it going tonight?



What are you up to?  Oh, yeah, no I’m 



just hanging out.






OFFICER



Put the gun down immediately.

The officer pulls his night stick from his belt.  He holds it defensively aimed at Thomas.  






OFFICER



Put the gun on the ground and your



hands on your head, now!

Thomas looks up from the gun and extends it to the officer.  The officer takes his gun back and grabs his handcuffs.  






OFFICER



You’re under arrest.  You have the 



right to remain silent.  Anything you



say can and will be used against you



in a court of law.

The officer pushes Thomas against the wall.  






OFFICER



Turn around and put your hands on your



head.

Thomas turns around and the officer quickly snaps the handcuffs shut.  The officer pats Thomas down, but finds nothing.






OFFICER



Where’s your ID?






THOMAS



In my pocket.  Wasn’t it there?






OFFICER



What’s your name?  






THOMAS



I’m Jacob.  Jacob Smith.  What’s your



name?

The officer leads Thomas into the back of the police car and slams the door.  He gets in the driver’s seat and turns the car on.  

INT. POLICE CAR – NIGHT

The car soars past the night city.  Prostitutes.  Drug dealers.  

As Thomas scans the car, he realizes his mistake, that he was headed to jail instead of the hospital.  He squints his eyes shut pensively.






THOMAS





(to himself)  

I know.  You told me.  I know.  I know.



I can’t believe we were so stupid.



Did you see that gun though?  That 



was awesome!  No, no, shut up.  It was 



a really bad time.  What if we had shot



ourselves?  Or the copper?  He could 



have taken a bullet.  That would have 



been priceless.

The officer glances at Thomas in the rearview mirror.






OFFICER



Quiet back there.






THOMAS



Look what you did!  He’s getting



mad at us, you idiot!  What if he



shoots you?  No, he could shoot you!



No one would ever want to shoot me.



I want to shoot you.  






OFFICER



Shut up!






THOMAS



Oh, oh, got to be quiet.   We got 



to be quiet.  Be quiet.  Be quiet.



We have to stop talking.  Shut up.  



We got to be quiet.

Without warning, Thomas bangs his head forward into the grating.  He continues to do so, while talking to himself.






THOMAS



Got to be quiet.  We got to be quiet.






OFFICER



Stop hitting your head!  That’s it!



Forget this.

The officer takes a quick U-turn and heads the other direction.  He passes a blue hospital sign with a forward arrow.






OFFICER



I have a crazy man on my hands.  Not 



tonight, this isn’t for me.

Thomas peeks up at the officer, through the corner of his eye.  The officer looks worried.  Thomas cracks a half smile.






THOMAS



Oh my God, my hands!  Where have these



handcuffs been?  I need my hand 



sanitizer.  What am I going to do?

Thomas lowers his head towards his knees.






THOMAS



Help me.  All the germs.  All the germs.



Help me.  Help me.

INT. HALLWAY 1 - LATE NIGHT
Monitors BEEP.  We hear the quick paced walk of the staff workers.  JENNIFER BLUE, an 18 year old, naïve, intern walks briskly up and down the hallway looking for her supervisor, Eddy.    

Eddy fills a paper cup with water at a cooler, when Jennifer finally locates him.  






JENNIFER



There you are.






EDDY



Yep, just getting some water.

Jennifer looks at Eddy longingly.  She listens intently to every word.  






EDDY



You ready for another fun night?  Always



something exciting going on around here.






JENNIFER



Yep.

The officer escorts Thomas through the hospital hallway, past Jennifer and Eddy. 

We follow Thomas and the officer through double doors.

INT. ER WAITING ROOM - LATE NIGHT

The officer brings Thomas to the registration desk.  By now, Thomas has a bump swelling on his head, from the fight.  The clerk spins her chair around and faces them.






CLERK



Hello officer, how can I help you?






OFFICER



I was told he had to be registered real 



quick, so I can drop him off.  He needs



to be seen by a psychologist.  He’s 

crazy.




CLERK



(to Thomas)

Okay, what’s your name sir?




OFFICER

Tell her your name, come on.




THOMAS

Jacob Smith.  I’m Jacob.  




CLERK

I’m going to need your address and 

phone number.  He doesn’t have any 

ID?




OFFICER

Nope, I found him with nothing on him.




THOMAS

Need my hand sanitizer.  My hands are 

dirty.  Dirty hands.  Where’s my hand 

sanitizer?




OFFICER

(to clerk)

He’s your problem now.

INT. PATIENT ROOM PSYCH WARD - EARLY MORNING

Thick, concrete walls.  Not the usual fast pace of the main ER.  No sharp objects anywhere.  Three large patient rooms.  No curtains.  Nurse’s station in the center.  The area is calm, but the constant noises from the patients breaks the silence.

Thomas wakes up in a bed, feeling hung-over.  A doctor leaves Thomas alone in the room, without a word.  

Thomas scans the surrounding area.  He pokes his head outside the room and quickly sits back down on his bed.  Taken aback, by the façade, the eerie atmosphere, Thomas pulls a voice recorder from his pocket and pushes the record button.






THOMAS



I’ve never been in this part of the 



hospital before.  It’s creepy, it seems



almost surreal.  There is no rush in 



this part of the hospital.  The nurses



and doctors seem more detached than the



patients.  And the patients are nuts.



They keep making crazy noises and 



talking to themselves.  But this whole



area, it’s no wonder they’re crazy.  



This place would make anyone insane.



It’s like a silent prison.  And it’s 



so cold, in the air.  Hostile, the 



cement walls.  How can anyone feel



safe here?  Let alone sane.  I got to



get out of here.  It’s so creepy in here.   

Thomas pauses, clears his throat, and begins speaking again.






THOMAS



I used my undercover name again.  Jacob



Smith.  I’m so bad at being undercover.



I hope I don’t slip up. 
Just as Thomas clicks stop and slides the recorder back into his pocket, JOHN SMITH, an intelligent and logical, security guard enters the room.  Thomas notices his name tag.






JOHN



Hey there.  They still haven’t let you



out of here, huh?






THOMAS



Not quite.  Eventually, I hope.  I’ve



been asked a thousand questions by at



least a few different people.  






JOHN



They’re just seeing if your answers 



match each other or if there’s 



inconsistencies.  You know, they ask



the same questions different ways.






THOMAS



Any idea of how much longer they’ll 

keep me locked in here?




JOHN

Don’t worry man.  It can’t be too much

longer.  They have no reason to keep 

you in here.  You’re perfectly sane.

Any doctor can see that.




THOMAS

You must have seen a lot of things in 

here.  How long have you worked here?




JOHN

Going on ten years.  Yeah, you see a 

lot of things.  Some good, some bad.

We hear footsteps approaching the room.






JOHN



Ah, I think the doc’s coming back. I’ll



catch you later.  Be safe.

John leaves as a NURSE enters.  She enters holding a clipboard and a pen.  






NURSE



Okay you’re cleared.  Good to go.  We’ll 



have someone escort you to the main 

emergency department.  Any head injuries 

have to be checked out.  Just 

precautionary.  Standard procedures.






THOMAS



Thank you ma’am.  Can I go now?  I can 



find my way.






NURSE



I am pretty busy, but you have to wait



for the escort.  Procedures and such.




THOMAS

Let me find the room.  I’m not an idiot.

You’re busy enough.

The nurse considers it and finally concedes.






NURSE

Room 151.  It’s near the back of the ER,

the ambulance entrance.  Good luck with everything.

Thomas pulls out his pocket sanitizer and fills his hands. He rubs his hands together.  His bottle gets closer to empty.  

Thomas gets up and walks out of his room.  He walks through the psych ward.  

A patient in an open room bangs his head against the wall.  Another patient in the next room claws at the floor.  Thomas notices a tech eating fried chicken from a bucket.

As Thomas walks through double doors, he looks back at John, who is strolling through the hall, and waves goodbye.  






THOMAS



Take care John.  Have a good night.



Nice talking to you.






JOHN



You too.  Take care.

INT.  PSYCH WARD HALLWAY - MORNING
A mother, father, and grandmother down the hall huddle together, admiring their newborn baby.  

ANGELICA ANDREWS, a 15 year old girl with brilliant eyes, walks past the family towards Thomas.  She is dressed in dark clothes and has an angry expression on her face.

Thomas and Angelica’s eyes meet.  They slow down as they near each other.  Thomas and Angelica study each other deeply, feeling connected somehow.  

An older ambulance driver, RYAN EDMONDSON, walks by behind them slowly, noticing the staring between them.

Thomas opens his mouth to speak.  Suddenly, a psych patient, waving a piece of fried chicken, sprints through the double doors, escaping.  He flies through Thomas and Angelica, breaking their gaze.  

We follow the patient as he runs towards the family.  As the mother hands the baby to her grandmother, the patient grabs the baby and runs down the hall.  The family stands frozen.  

John runs through the double doors, down the hall, in search of the runaway patient.  Thomas turns his attention back to Angelica, but she is gone.  The double doors into the psych ward SWING shut.

INT. HALLWAY 2 - MORNING

As Thomas walks down the hall, he holds his voice recorder like a cell phone against his ear and speaks into it.  






THOMAS



I just witnessed the chaos that defines



the ER.  This guy from the psych ward, 



he just ran out of there and picked up



this little baby.  I think John, the 



security guard took care of him though.



And then, I met this girl.  She was, 



she was really something.  I’m



walking towards my room.  The halls



are clean.  This area feels more real 



than the psych ward.  The typical noisy



machines.  The hurried footsteps through



the hall.  The whispers.  So far,



nothing stands out.  If anything, the 



people I have met are cold, but not



bad.  And that girl.  That girl.  Her



eyes were.    

Thomas shakes his head, refocusing.  He clicks stop on the recorder.

We follow Thomas as he walks past rooms, checking the numbers.  He stops at room 151 and turns inside.

INT. ROOM 151 - MORNING
Typical room.  A made-up bed in the center.  Cabinets and drawers lining the walls.  Emergency equipment in the back. 

Thomas stands facing the bed, when Nurse Betty enters and places a gown on the bed.  






NURSE BETTY



Put this on.  I’ll be back in a 



minute.

Nurse Betty walks out and Thomas puts the gown on.  Thomas slips his voice recorder into the front pocket of the gown and sits on the bed.  He empties his sanitizer in his hand and tosses the empty bottle in the trash.






THOMAS





(pokes head out of





room)

Okay, I’m done.

Thomas sits on the bed.  Long minutes pass.  Thomas notices the sanitizer dispenser in the corner of the room.  He pumps out a generous amount on his hands.  

As he rubs his hands together, Eddy and Jennifer walk into the room.  Thomas looks up surprised. 

Thomas takes his seat on the bed and Eddy moves towards him.  Jennifer stays in the doorway and looks on.  She has a notepad and pen ready.

EDDY

God you gotta be careful with that 
stuff.  



(looks at sanitizer)

Look at it.  The texture, the color.
Looks nasty, doesn’t it?  Crazy.  
What will they think of next?  Man it 
reminds me of this one time.  It was 
hysterical.  So, this one guy came in and 
we needed a urine sample from him.

THOMAS

Yeah.






EDDY



I need to get some blood from you.

Thomas extends his arm.  Eddy prepares a needle and injects it into Thomas’ right arm.  Blood slowly fills a vial at the end of the tubing.

EDDY



But yeah, so this guy, I hand him the 
cup and leave for a bit.  When he’s 
done, he hands me the cup and would you 
fucking believe it!  He filled it with 
cum!  Cum!  Like what the fuck, who does 
that?  So, I don’t know if he was just 
too fucked up to notice what he was 
doing or what, but I thought of a 

funny idea.
THOMAS

Uh huh.

EDDY

I take the cup and disappear for a 
minute.  And I come back into the 
room, and I’m rubbing what he thought 
was cum all over my face.  And the guy 
flipped.  He was like mortified.  
Finally, when he calmed down, I showed 
him the hand sanitizer, I was actually 
rubbing on my face.  We had a few laughs afterwards, but you shoulda seen his 
face.  His first reaction was 
priceless.  But yeah, that sanitizer, 
it’s crazy looking.  I don’t know how 
that got approved.  Sanitizer that looks 
and feels like cum.  What will they 
think of next?

THOMAS



(uninterested)

That’s pretty crazy.

EDDY

I need to fill one more vial.  

THOMAS

Okay.  

EDDY

So, how’s it going so far?  I saw you 
came outta the psych ward.  There are 
some crazy people in there alright.

THOMAS

Yeah.

EDDY

Oh man, this has been the craziest day.  
I have the worst hangover.  I barely 
even woke up in time for work.  I 
finally get here.  And just everything 
is nuts.  But man, it was worth it.  
Last night was awesome.

Thomas looks at Eddy indifferently.

EDDY

Yeah, we went to the game and got messed 
up.  Ya know, how can’t you drink, and 
we won, so ya know, more drinking.  I 
passed out in my car and woke up next to 
the hottest girl I’ve ever seen.  I 
really, I don’t even know how these 
things happen.  She was amazing.  Later 
on man, I hit this party and there were 
hot girls everywhere.  This one girl-

THOMAS

Mind just taking my blood and leaving 

your life stories out.  I have an awful 
headache really.  I don’t feel like 
talking.  

Eddy throws Thomas an unsure look.  He finishes filling the second vial.  He removes the needle and places a small cotton ball on the injection site.  He hands Thomas a band-aid.    






EDDY 



Hold that there ‘til it stops bleeding.



Then, seal it up with the band-aid.






THOMAS



Thanks.  






EDDY



Catch you later.  






EDDY





(to Jennifer)



I hope you took good notes.

Jennifer looks down at her empty notepad and back up to Eddy.






JENNIFER



Not this time.

Eddy and Jennifer leave.  After a minute, Thomas replaces the cotton ball with the band-aid.  

Soon after, Nurse Betty returns, with a cart.  She sticks a thermometer into Thomas’ mouth, places a pulse sensor on his finger, and wraps a blood pressure cuff around his right arm.






THOMAS



You mind doing the other arm? I 



just had blood out of this one.

Thomas extends his left arm, but Nurse Betty ignores him.  She hits the button on the cart and the cuff tightens.  The pain is unbearable.  Thomas grits his teeth and stares at Nurse Betty angrily.  

The machine on the cart BEEPS and the cuff loosens.  Thomas lets out a sigh of relief.  Nurse Betty records the numbers.






THOMAS



Did I pass?  Everything look okay?






NURSE BETTY



Good enough.  

Nurse Betty’s pager beeps repeatedly.






NURSE BETTY



God, enough is enough.  It’s always 



something.  If it’s not work, it’s my



crazy husband.  He can’t do anything



for himself.  He wanted me to go pick



him up coffee.  I got to the shop this



morning before work, and it was just 



totally crowded.  The line was out the 



door.  I was going to be late for work.



I called him to tell him to pick up his



coffee himself, cuz I didn’t have time



to wait.  Next thing you know, he’s all



upset.  But I mean, like what was I 



supposed to do, be late for work, so he



can have his coffee?  Anyways.

Nurse Betty rolls the cart out of the room.  






THOMAS



Is the doctor on his way in?





(calls out)

Thomas peers through to the hallway from his bed.  Aggravated, he throws himself back further on the bed and pulls out the voice recorder.  He hits record and starts speaking into it.






THOMAS



I still haven’t seen a doctor.  It’s



been a little too long for my liking.



I feel like most of the staff are 



ignoring me on purpose.  Just to piss



me off.

INT. HALLWAY 2 - AFTERNOON

Nurse Betty behind the nurse’s station desk.  Phone receiver on her ear.  She listens frustrated as a mumbled voice yells at her.  The voice stops and she slams the receiver down angrily.

Another NURSE sits beside her, typing away mindlessly at the computer.






NURSE BETTY



I can’t believe that!  How stupid can



people be?  This is ridiculous!






NURSE 





(indifferently)



What happened?






NURSE BETTY



That was someone upstairs.  They can’t



find the chart for a patient that was



down here earlier.






NURSE 



Oh.  






NURSE BETTY



Like how stupid can you be?  The chart



is in the same place where they keep



all the charts.  What’s so hard?



Plus, the information is already 



entered in the computer.  I just don’t



understand.  What idiots!






NURSE 



Well, maybe she’s just new.






NURSE BETTY



It never ends though.  Everyday, something



new.  All these people running around

without any common sense.  It’s so 



aggravating!

The phone RINGS.  Nurse Betty eyes the phone evilly and picks it up hesitantly.

An angry voice MUMBLES through the phone.  Nurse Betty’s eyes widen.  The voice finally ends and Nurse Betty drops the phone down defeated.






NURSE 



Now what happened?






NURSE BETTY



I need a shot of vodka stat.

INT. ROOM 151 - AFTERNOON

Thomas waits patiently on the bed, flipping the television set from channel to channel.  Ryan comes to the doorway, and slides the curtain further open.






RYAN



Mind if I come in?






THOMAS



Um, sure, who are you?






RYAN



We haven’t met.  I’m Ryan Edmondson.  I



saw you met Angelica earlier.  I 



happened to be walking by.  






THOMAS



Who’s Angelica?






RYAN



That young girl you met.






THOMAS



The girl from the psych ward?  So that’s 

her name, Angelica.  How do you know 

her?




RYAN

It’s a long story.  




THOMAS

I’ve got time.  I haven’t seen a doctor

or nurse for over an hour.




RYAN

Okay, I’ll tell you what happened to her.

You seem so curious.  And the way you 

two were staring at each other in the

hall.  She could use a friend.  You 

should know what you’re getting into.





THOMAS


Okay.  





RYAN


It started years ago.

EXT. BEACH - DUSK (FLASHBACK)

An empty beach.  The sun setting.  The sky pink and orange.  A younger Angelica and her uncle TED ANDREWS take pictures of the sunset.





ANGELICA


Like this?

Angelica shows the image on her camera to Ted.





TED


No, hold the camera like this.  Zoom 


just a bit.  Try to get the perfect


angle.  

Angelica snaps the picture and the image appears on her camera’s screen.  She shows it to Ted.





TED


Much better.

Ted turns his camera off and steps closer to the water.  He stands with his hands in pocket, the camera dangling on a string around his wrist.  

Angelica takes his cue and does the same.  They watch the sunset together.





RYAN (V.O.)


All growing up, Angelica had it a 


little rough.  She never saw her 


parents.  Her dad’s younger brother,


Ted, he spent more time with her


than they did.  All her happiest


moments were with her Uncle Ted.  He


spent all his time with her.  He


babysat.  Taught her everything she


knew.
EXT. ZOO - DAY (FLASHBACK)

Caged animals.  Families gathered, gazing at the animals.  

Ted follows an excited Angelica as she runs from cage to cage, admiring the animals.

EXT. AQUARIUM - DAY (FLASHBACK)

A pool of dolphins.  Surrounded by a crowd on bleachers watching and cheering.  A trainer pulls Angelica out of the crowd.  The trainer gives a fish to Angelica.  As Angelica feeds the dolphin, Ted snaps a picture.





RYAN (V.O.)


He had a day off.  He took her 


everywhere that day.  No one knew it 


would be their last day together. 

INT. ANGELICA’S HOUSE - NIGHT (FLASHBACK)

Standing together in the doorway.  Pictures of Ted and Angelica and her parents on the wall behind them.

Ted gives Angelica a hug goodbye.  





TED


Goodbye sweetheart.  See you tomorrow.





ANGELICA


Love you Uncle Ted.  

Angelica waves as Ted leaves.  

INT.  TED’S CAR - NIGHT (FLASHBACK)

Ted sits in his car at a red light.  All smiles.  The light turns and Ted drives forward.  Instantly, without warning, a speeding car T-bones him.  





RYAN (V.O.)


He died instantly.  I got there.

An ambulance pulls up.  Ryan gets out and rushes to Ted’s car.  A second EMT rushes out to the driver of the second car.  





RYAN (V.O.)


He was dead before I got there.

Ryan runs to Ted.  Ted’s face is downward.  Ryan checks his pulse, but it was too late.  Ryan tilts Ted’s face up.  He recognizes him and falls backward in shock.





RYAN (V.O.)


It was Ted.  I knew him.  We used to 


drink after work sometimes.  At this 


one bar.  I couldn’t believe it.  I 


still can’t believe it.  Ted Andrews.  


He was dead.  I showed up too late.

INT. ROOM 151 – AFTERNOON (PRESENT DAY)

Ryan leans against the wall sadly.  Thomas listens intently.





RYAN


And poor Angelica.  The whole family.  


Torn apart.  Things were never the same


for her.  He was her heart and soul.


He was everything to her.  She never


recovered.





THOMAS


How awful.  What happened to the


other driver?





RYAN


He lived.  Barely a scratch on him.


He got out of prison I think a year


or two ago.  He got the minimum.  I


can’t quite remember if it was two years


or three.  But it wasn’t enough.






THOMAS


Wow.  Poor girl.  





RYAN


Now, she’s a little older.  But I guess


things finally caught up to her.  She


had a nervous breakdown.  She finally 


went over the edge.  I ran into her


parents earlier.  





THOMAS


Yeah, this must be rough on them too.





RYAN


They said she dropped out of school.


She won’t even talk to them.  They’ve


tried to get her to a therapist.  But


she won’t go.





THOMAS


Awful.  Poor kid.  I can’t imagine


losing someone.  

Ryan’s pager BEEPS.





RYAN


Oh, I’ve lost track of time.  I have


to go.  But good luck man.  I’ll see


you around.





THOMAS


Well thanks for telling me the story.

Ryan smiles and leaves the room.  





THOMAS


Unbelievable.  Poor girl.  Angelica.

Thomas flips channels for a few minutes and then stands up.  He leans out of the room, his head scanning the busy hallway, and then walks out into the hall.

INT. PSYCH WARD WING - AFTERNOON
Eddy and Jennifer stand tight against a wall, hiding.






EDDY





(whispers)



I call this hide and seek.

Jennifer confusedly looks at Eddy.






EDDY



Never fails.  Always something going



on here in this wing.

The sound of a walkie-talkie.






WALKIE-TALKIE VOICE



Code orange.  Alert.  Code orange.






EDDY



Ready.  Can you hear him coming?

The sound of panicked footsteps.  

Suddenly, a psych ward patient comes into view, running.  As he nears, Eddy bends and places his hands on his knees.  Poised.  






EDDY



Three.  Two.  One.  Now!

Eddy runs out from the wall and tackles the running psych patient.  He pushes him across the hall harshly.  They crash land into a pile of laundry.  

The psych patient sits up in the laundry and looks up at Eddy frustrated.  He lets out a disappointed sigh and stands up.  Eddy rises to his feet.  

John arrives and begins to escort the patient back to his room.  Eddy returns to Jennifer.






EDDY



Never fails.  Always someone trying to 



escape this place.
INT.  HALLWAY 2 - AFTERNOON

A nurse’s station near the doorway.  Nurse Betty behind the desk.  Doctors huddle nearby discussing a case.  Eddy and Jennifer quickly walk by Thomas, making eye contact.  

Thomas walks to the nurse’s station, in front of Nurse Betty.  





THOMAS


Is there any sign of the doctor?  

Nurse Betty looks up.  





NURSE BETTY


He should be in any minute.  





THOMAS


Okay, I’m just gonna walk down the hall


for a bit.

Thomas notices a hand sanitizer on the wall, near the nurse’s station.





THOMAS


Oh, thank God.  

Thomas disperses sanitizer on his hand.  It is white and gooey.  Before he rubs his hands together, he turns towards Nurse Betty.





THOMAS


Why does it look like this?





NURSE BETTY


Do you need something?  I’m a little


busy.





THOMAS




(to himself)


Well, this doesn’t make me feel clean


at all.  Seems that tech was right.


This stuff is nasty.  

Thomas looks down at his hands, shrugs his shoulders, and finally rubs them together.

Thomas strolls down the hall.  Every few minutes, he turns his head back towards his room to check if the doctor arrived.  No sign of anyone.  

Thomas watches as nurses and techs including Eddy and Jennifer enter and exit patient rooms in a rhythm.  One by one.  In and out.  With such precision like a spider spinning its web.  

He notices DR. ANDERSON HENDERFIELD.  Dr. Henderfield, a sixty year old experienced, warm hearted man, towers over a patient’s mother, holding his clipboard, close to his heart.  He delivers bad news in whispers as Thomas passes by.

Thomas makes a U-turn and heads back towards his room.  Still the in and out rhythm of the workers.  Like clockwork.

Thomas pulls out his recorder, presses record, and speaks into it discretely.





THOMAS


The main nurse is annoying.  One


minute, she’s a total bitch and the


very next, she won’t shut up.  And


then, I met this one tech.  He was a


loud mouth.  Talking to me like we 


were best friends.  And that girl.


I can’t get her out of my head.


Angelica.  What an awful story.  Poor


girl.

Thomas hits stop and pockets the recorder.  Suddenly, an old man exits a patient room, and walks away from Thomas, quickly.  His gown is completely open in the back.  Worried family members follow him, trying to catch up.  

Thomas laughs and smiles as he reaches his own room and enters.

INT. ROOM 151 - AFTERNOON

Thomas throws himself on the bed.  He glances at the clock.  He pulls out his recorder and tosses it up and down in his hand.  Dr. Simon enters.  





DR. SIMON


I’m Dr. Simon.  I was reading over your


file.  Something about a fight.  Head


injury.  You’re going to need a cat 


scan.  Let me check you out.

Dr. Simon pulls out a flashlight and aims it to each of Thomas’ eyes.  Thomas squints his eyes, pulling away.





DR. SIMON


Let me see your head.  

Dr. Simon feels Thomas’ head.  He examines the bump on his head.  





DR. SIMON


You in any pain?





THOMAS


I have a throbbing headache, but


that’s it.





DR. SIMON


Okay, well I’ll have the nurse bring


you some pain meds.  Let me listen


to you breathe.  Did you take any 


hits in the chest?

Thomas shrugs his shoulders.





THOMAS


I’m a little blurry.  It happened kind


of fast.

Dr. Simon places a stethoscope on Thomas’ chest and moves it between three places as Thomas breathes.





DR. SIMON


Breathe in for me.  Deep breath in


and one out.  And again.

Thomas follows Dr. Simon’s breathing cues.  Dr. Simon removes the stethoscope.  





DR. SIMON


Do you smoke?  Drink?  Drugs?





THOMAS


Occasionally.  





DR. SIMON


Well, you sound alright.  Nothing to


worry about.  I’ll order that cat


scan.  Get you some pain meds.

Thomas stretches.  His right arm has a big bruise on it.  Dr. Simon sees it.





DR. SIMON


What in the world happened to your


arm?

Dr. Simon examines Thomas’ arm, turning it side to side, looking closely.  His eyes fall away from the bruise to a small mole on Thomas’ arm.  

The mole is puffy and white, the size of a dime.  Dr. Simon studies it casually and finally lets go of Thomas’ arm.





THOMAS


Everything alright, doc?





DR. SIMON


Yeah, I think you’re going to be fine.


You’ll get that cat scan in a bit.  


I’ll see you afterwards to discuss


the results.





THOMAS


Okay, thanks doc.  Oh, and the meds,


right?  You’ll get me some meds.





DR. SIMON


Yeah, I’ll tell the nurse.  Take


care.

Dr. Simon leaves.





THOMAS




(to himself)


Yeah, this bruise is pretty nasty.

INT. HALLWAY 1 - AFTERNOON

A tech wearing sunglasses walks down the hall.  In the opposite direction, coming towards him, is an old man, with a walking stick, who is also wearing sunglasses.

The tech throws a cool wave to the old man and approvingly tilts his head at the sunglasses.  The old man walks by, not acknowledging the tech.

The tech stops dumbfounded.  He turns his head back around at the old man.  His jaw drops open and he raises his eyebrows.

The tech turns forward and throws his hands up in the air and throws them down to his side, letting out a big sigh.  

He walks forward towards a pair of glass doors.  The tech walks straight into the glass door, crashing into it.  He lets out a pained scream and pulls the door open frustrated.   

EXT. BUSY STREET – AFTERNOON
Four lane street.  Traffic lights.  Lots of pedestrians on the sidewalk and crossing in the crosswalks.  

Milton, in his car, darts through traffic, passing cars, tailgating, and driving aggressively.  A light turns red and Milton slams on his brakes.

A pedestrian crosses the street at the red light, glaring at Milton.

He blares rap music from his car.  The light changes and Milton pumps the accelerator instantly.  

A car in front of him drives the speed limit.  Milton tailgates, annoyed.  He eyes the driver.  

When the road opens up, Milton quickly passes the car and flips off the slow driver.

Milton’s cell phone BEEPS.  He fumbles through his jacket and pulls out his phone.  He looks down, and reads a received text message.  

Eyes off the road, Milton texts back.  Milton picks up his coffee from the cup holder and takes a sip.  His cell phone rings and he answers it, using his Bluetooth.  





MILTON


Hello?

Milton puts his coffee down and grabs his I-pod.  





MILTON


Hello?  Anyone there?  Asshole!

Milton hits disconnect on his phone.  He scrolls the buttons of his I-pod.  Another red light and Milton slams on his brakes.  


On the intersecting street, an old LADY drives her car.  Her eyes are level with the steering wheel.  Her wrinkled harsh hands loosely hold the wheel.  Her heavy foot on the accelerator.  

Her eyes are shut.  She’s sleeping.  Her car speeds up.  Her light turns red.

Milton, eyes on his phone, pumps the accelerator as his light changes.  One hand on his phone.  His other hand holding his coffee and the steering wheel.

The old lady’s car soars through the red light.

A crash.  The old lady’s car SLAMS into the driver’s side of Milton’s car.    

Milton’s head BASHES into the driver’s side window.  The glass SHATTERS.  He is jolted side to side, being pulled back towards the window, by his seatbelt.  The airbag DEFLATES throwing Milton’s head backwards.

His Bluetooth earpiece flies from his ear.  His I-pod slides across the dashboard.  

His coffee spills all over the car.  His cell phone falls out of the broken window and gets smashed under his tire.

Milton is a bloody mess.  Cuts all over him.  Glass scattered across his body.  He is stuck between the bent metal of his car.  His anger is on the rise, but he is too weak to yell.  

His eyes pointed harshly at the old lady’s car.  The old lady struggles out of her car, unscathed.  His breath comes and goes in a quickened pace.  The old lady nears him.  

An ambulance pulls up seemingly instantly.  An EMT runs to the old lady, while another one runs towards him.  Milton watches as the old lady escapes her car.  He throws her a grim look.  





LADY




(to EMT)


Oh, thank you guys so much.  Thanks


for helping me.

Milton stares at the lady, angrily, but before he bursts, the EMTs pull him out of his car.  





MILTON


It’s about fucking time!

EMT 1 throws Milton a sharp glare.  





MILTON


Fucking senior citizens shouldn’t be


allowed to drive. 

EMT 1 notices the Bluetooth, spilled coffee, and I-pod scattered across the car.





EMT 1


Looks like you had your hands full 


too.

The EMTs help Milton onto a stretcher and strap him in.





MILTON


Are you saying this is my fault?

EMT 1 opens the ambulance doors and together the two EMTs transfer Milton into the ambulance.  They slam the doors behind him.





EMT 1


Joy ride?





EMT 2


I’d say he deserves it.

The ambulance drives quickly with its siren BLARING down the street.  The driver switches lanes often and abruptly.  

We see Milton strapped into the stretcher, shaking violently with each turn.  He clenches his fists and his eyes are furious.  

We follow the fast shaky ambulance towards the hospital.  The hospital is in the distance.  

Milton shakes in the stretcher as the ambulance swerves in and out of lanes.  The EMTs laugh.  They high-five each other.

There’s an empty parking lot to the left.  The ambulance turns into it.  The ambulance turns the wheel and begins driving in a circle.  

The ambulance continues driving in a full circle for long minutes.  Milton’s cheeks swell up.  His eyes widen.

He screams.





MILTON


I’m gonna be sick!

INT. HALLWAY 2 - AFTERNOON

An EMT quickly pushes Milton through the hallway.  Milton falls in and out of consciousness.  The gurney rolls past Eddy and Jennifer, who are hovering near the nurse’s station.  Eddy notices Milton.





EDDY


Can you believe that asshole is back?  


That was fast!





MILTON




(breathy)


Who you calling an asshole?  You’re


the asshole.

Milton’s eyes roll back behind his head for a moment and then open again.  The EMT takes a sharp turn, following the hallway.  The EMT rolls Milton past Dr. Simon and Dr. Henderfield, who are standing nearby Thomas’ room.  

Dr. Simon looks over to Milton.





DR. SIMON


You’re back!  God help us.





DR. HENDERFIELD


Who is that?





DR. SIMON


What was his name again?  He was this


just awful patient.  A whiny nagging


guy.  





DR. SIMON




(to EMT)


What was his name again?





EMT


Milton Edwards.





MILTON


Can I get some goddamn pain meds 


already?





DR. SIMON




(to Dr. Henderfield)


Still the same guy.

INT. ROOM 151 - AFTERNOON

Thomas overhears the conversation from the hallway.  He looks around curiously, still listening.  Thomas sighs and lays back on the bed.





THOMAS


He’s in the hospital again.  That was


fast.

INT. HALLWAY 2 - AFTERNOON

The EMT pulls Milton into a patient room slightly across from Thomas’ room.

INT. PATIENT ROOM - AFTERNOON
  





MILTON




(weakly)


Don’t leave me in here.  I need a 


doctor.





EMT


He’ll be in, in a minute.  Calm down.

A nurse comes in and helps the EMT move Milton from the gurney to the hospital bed.  Milton groans in pain.  The nurse and the EMT exit, once Milton is on the bed.





MILTON


Where’s the doctor?

Milton sighs painfully.  Nurse Betty enters the room after a moment, and puts on latex gloves.  She opens up a drawer from the cabinet against the wall and pulls out gauze.  





NURSE BETTY


I can’t believe you’re already back.

Nurse Betty cleans up some of the cuts on Milton and places the gauze over several of the larger cuts, using tape to seal the bandages.  





MILTON


I need some meds immediately.





NURSE BETTY


Well the doctor will be in soon and 


then we can get you something.

INT. HALLWAY 2 - AFTERNOON

Thomas stands outside his doorway, against the wall, darting his eyes around the busy ER.  He hears yelling from Milton’s room and rolls his eyes.  

Thomas notices an overdressed staff member, holding a clipboard, making her rounds down the hall.  She is wearing stiletto heels.  With each step, we hear the CLICK-CLACK of her heels.

Thomas watches and listens as the CLICK-CLACK turns the corner around the nurse’s station and walks by him.  CLICK-CLACK.  CLICK-CLACK.

Thomas tilts his head from side to side in rhythm to the sound of the woman’s heels.  Minutes pass and Thomas looks up at the clock and back down towards the woman.

Thomas tilts his head from side to side, rolling his eyes, and sighs annoyance.  He watches as she comes into and out of patient rooms, the CLICK-CLACK constant and unyielding.  

Suddenly, a CRASH.  The woman in the heels trips and falls on the floor.  Her clipboard SLIDES down the hall.  The woman gets up, unscathed, wipes herself off, and retrieves her clipboard.

Thomas covers a quiet giggle.  She throws fierce eyes his way and disappears through the double doors.  The CLICK-CLACK of her heels grows softer until finally gone.
Thomas escapes back into his room.

INT. HALLWAY 2 - AFTERNOON
Dr. Simon and Dr. Henderfield talk in the hall, slightly down the hall from Thomas’ room.  The height difference between the short, young Dr. Simon and the tall, old Dr. Henderfield is staggering.





DR. SIMON


So, he had this mole on his arm.  


Everything else was unremarkable, and


I sent him in to get a cat scan.  Doubt


anything will show up.  But this mole.





DR. HENDERFIELD


It’s probably just a mole.  Everyone


has moles, specially as you get older.





DR. SIMON


This one was different though.  It 


definitely looked like something bad.

Thomas peeks out of his room, down the hall at the two doctors.  He can’t hear what they are saying, but Dr. Simon notices him and stares at Thomas, for a moment.





THOMAS




(to himself)


Ever get that feeling that they’re 


talking about you?

Thomas goes back into his room.





DR. HENDERFIELD


How can you be sure?  You don’t want


to get the patient all riled up for no


reason.





DR. SIMON


Well, what I’d like to do, and what


I’m going to do is a different story.


Whatever it is, it can probably wait


a few days, before he does anything


about it.  





DR. HENDERFIELD


Right, so, maybe you could just gently-





DR. SIMON


Right, I could tell him to get it


checked out when he gets out of here.


Because if I tell him now, chances are


he’ll get all crazy.  And since it can


wait.





DR. HENDERFIELD


What did it look like?  What caught 


your attention about it?  Did it


look abnormal somehow?





DR. SIMON


Well, it was atypical.  You know, white


little bit weird looking.  But it wasn’t


oozing or anything.





DR. HENDERFIELD


Maybe you should just find out a little


more about it, before you start 


ordering tests and scaring him.  Find 


out how long he’s had it.  And if he


noticed any changes, or anything and 


then, gently suggest, he should have


it checked out.   





DR. SIMON


Sounds simple and routine enough.  

INT. ROOM 151 - AFTERNOON

Thomas pulls his recorder from the gown pocket and flicks it on.  He lays back on the bed and places the recorder on his chest, near his mouth.





THOMAS


So far, I’ve been here forever.  The


staff is typical.  Annoying and they


take forever for everything.  I was 


told I was getting meds but haven’t


been given a thing.  My head’s 


throbbing.  The doctor came in and


told me that I’d get a cat scan here


but still nothing.  

Thomas looks down at his bruised arm and the mole.





THOMAS


I can’t get that Angelica girl out of


my head.  I’m going to go try and see her


since nothing’s happening down this way.


That guy Milton is back in the hospital.


He must be accident prone.  So far, this


place is okay.  It’s annoying.  It can


drive you nuts sitting waiting around.


It’s called an emergency room, but it’s 


more like the waiting around room.


Nothing seems to happen quickly.


The people are alright.  Some are cold.


Some are too friendly.  It’s your 


typical run of the mill.  But waiting 


this long for something to happen.


I could be dying in here, and no one 


would know, until it’s too late.  I 


heard the doctors talking a little 


while ago.  I think about me.  But I 


couldn’t quite make out what they were


saying.  All I know is I want out of 


this room.  I think I need to check out


the other parts of the ER.  Find out a 


bit more.  I feel like I’m getting cabin



fever.

Thomas clicks stop and gets out of the bed.  He peeks his head outside and sees the two doctors down the hall.  Thomas pumps out sanitizer from the dispenser in his room and cleans his hands thoroughly.   

INT. HALLWAY 2- AFTERNOON

Thomas quickly sneaks out of his room and down the hall in the opposite direction from the doctors.  The doctors continue to speak at the other end of the hall.





DR. SIMON


Any ideas for the new patient in the 


Psych Ward?  





DR. HENDERFIELD


I thought I was going to take her on.





DR. SIMON


No, no.  I like the challenge.  It’ll


give me a chance to show what I can 


really do here!





DR. HENDERFIELD


Take it easy kid.  It’s not a contest.


Remember you’re playing with people’s


lives.  





DR. SIMON


Who’s playing?





DR. HENDERFIELD


Just remember, the patient comes first,


not your pride.  





DR. SIMON


I’m just trying to be the best I can


be, old man.





DR. HENDERFIELD


Well, keep up the good work then. 

INT. PATIENT ROOM PSYCH WARD- AFTERNOON

Angelica writes feverishly in her journal.  She taps her foot on the floor constantly.  A NURSE enters her room.






NURSE



There’s a phone call for you at the 

desk.

Angelica throws her notebook on the bed angrily.  It lands on a page that says “hate my life” on every line, before closing on its own.

Angelica follows the nurse to the phone at the nurse’s station.  The nurse hands Angelica the receiver and clicks a button.  






NURSE



It’s your family.

Angelica nods at the nurse and the nurse disappears into another patient room.






ANGELICA



What do you want?

Angelica listens as her father, JACK ANDREWS, speaks through the receiver.  His voice comes in mumbled.  






ANGELICA



I don’t want you here.  Don’t come.

Jack continues speaking, but Angelica places the phone on the desk, still connected, and walks back into her room.

INT. PATIENT ROOM PSYCH WARD - AFTERNOON

Angelica throws herself on her bed.






ANGELICA





(to herself)



He’s not half the man his brother was.

INT. NURSE’S STATION PSYCH WARD - AFTERNOON 

Dr. Simon taps on the counter, waiting for the nurse to acknowledge him.  When she finally does, Dr. Simon sighs aggravated.






DR. SIMON



What room is Angelica Andrews in?






NURSE





(pointing)



She’s over in that room.

Dr. Simon leaves and walks into Angelica’s room.

INT. PATIENT ROOM PSYCH WARD - AFTERNOON

Angelica is sitting on the bed, her closed notebook on her lap.  Dr. Simon enters but she looks away, towards the floor.






DR. SIMON



Hi Angelica, my name is Dr. Simon.  I



know you’re going through a hard time



right now, so I’m not going to bother



you too much.  I just have a few 



questions for you.  Is that alright?

Angelica keeps her stare strong at the floor.  Pretending not to hear a word.






DR. SIMON



I’m not a psychologist or anything, I just



have a few medical questions for you. 



Nothing too much, okay?

Angelica begins to tap her foot, eyes still glued away from Dr. Simon.






DR. SIMON



Kid, can you look at me at least?  How 



do you expect me to help you, if you 

won’t give me a chance?

Dr. Simon looks at Angelica, waiting.






DR. SIMON



Just give me something.  I know you can



talk.

Angelica turns further away in the bed, her back to Dr. Simon.






DR. SIMON



Fine!  Forget it kid.  You know the 



longer you fight, the longer they’ll



keep you in here.  Keep it up champ!

Dr. Simon throws his hands up, frustrated, and storms out. 

Angelica flips open her notebook to a blank page.  She writes quickly, angrily.  We see her writing “You can only be strong so long.  I miss him.  I miss him.  I miss him.”  A single full tear drips down her cheek.

INT. HALLWAY 1 - AFTERNOON

The usual rhythm of the ER.  The constant sound of machines.  The constant motion.  Thomas strolls through the hall, passing rooms, nurses, doctors, techs, and patients.   

Thomas rounds the corner and enters a break room.

INT. BREAK ROOM - AFTERNOON

Counter with a coffee maker.  Noisy refrigerator.  Half open microwave.  Round table in the center of the room.

A STAFF MEMBER enters the room and looks at Thomas curiously.






STAFF MEMBER



Uh, aren’t you supposed to be somewhere?






THOMAS



Aren’t you?  

The staff member pulls the refrigerator open and scans the shelves.  She pulls out a plastic container and pops it in the microwave.  






STAFF MEMBER



Nope, got nowhere to be.






THOMAS



Me either, was just trying to get a 



change of scenery.  I’ll be going now.



Enjoy your lunch.

Thomas leaves the break room.

INT. HALLWAY 1 - AFTERNOON

Thomas walks through the halls.  Patients in the hall walk by.  He continues surveying the area.  He turns the corner around a nurse’s station.

Thomas notices a door with a code lock on it.  The area with snacks and juices.  He flips back towards the nurse’s station and eyes a NURSE.






THOMAS



Mind if I snag an orange juice?






NURSE



Yep, code’s 1-2-3-4.






THOMAS



Thanks.

Thomas returns to the door and looks at the code lock.  He throws a friendly smile back at the nurse.

Thomas enters the code and pushes the door as a lock BUZZES open.  Thomas gives the nurse one last confident look.

Thomas walks into the snack closet casually.  

INT. SNACK CLOSET - AFTERNOON

A refrigerator.  Pantry.  Microwave.  Sink.  Ice machine.  Thomas opens each cabinet door one by one.  With all the doors open, he runs his finger across each shelf.  

Graham crackers.  Applesauce.  He looks closely at the labels on the food.  

He swings open the refrigerator.  Jello.  Pudding.  Thomas picks up a juice container and stares at the expiration date.  He throws the juice back in the fridge frustrated.

Thomas pulls open the freezer.  He picks up three ice cream containers.  Looking at the dates.  

Thomas replaces the ice creams and backs up to the center of the room.  The freezer door still stuck open.  The refrigerator and the cabinet doors open too.  Shocked.

The entrance door swings open from behind Thomas.  He jumps and quickly turns around.  Eddy enters.  

Without a word, Thomas quickly sweeps his hands across the cabinet doors slamming them shut.  He kicks the refrigerator door shut and taps the freezer door closed.






EDDY



You alright man?






THOMAS



Just uh, looking around.  Couldn’t 

decide what I wanted.




EDDY

Whatever you say.  




THOMAS

Catch ya later.

Thomas exits the snack closet, embarrassed.

Eddy puts his hands on the counter and sighs relief.  He stares around at the empty room, pleased.  

He hears the buzz of the door, and turns around swiftly.  His face drops when he sees Jennifer enter.  






JENNIFER



There you are.  I’ve been looking for 

you.






EDDY



Oh, I was just getting some ice.

Eddy grabs a cup and holds it under the ice dispenser.  Ice CRASHES into his cup.  






JENNIFER



What’s next on the agenda today?






EDDY



I don’t know.  I’m on my break.






JENNIFER



Oh, okay.  Sorry for bothering you then.






EDDY



Why don’t you go and file my notes for 

me?  You mind doing that?  It’s good

practice.




JENNIFER

Sure, of course.  

Eddy hands Jennifer his clipboard, full of reports.






JENNIFER



Okay, I’ll see you later then.






EDDY



Alright.

Jennifer leaves and Eddy slouches against the counter.  

INT. HALLWAY 2 - AFTERNOON

Thomas bursts through the double doors and walks towards his room.  He pulls out his recorder, turns it on, and holds it to his ear.  He clears his throat and takes a deep breath.






THOMAS



Well, I have been here for quite some



time, now.  I looked around for a bit.



Saw the pantry and that was a bit 



gross.  More than half the food and 



drinks back there were over a month



expired.  I mean I guess juice doesn’t



really go bad.  Or graham crackers.  



But still.  Gets me to thinking what



else is old.

Eddy approaches Thomas from behind and throws his arm around Thomas once he reaches him.  Thomas pushes his arm off his shoulder.  He clicks the recorder off and slips it into the pocket of his gown.

Thomas and Eddy walk side by side, back towards Thomas’ room.






THOMAS



You again?  What are you following me?






EDDY



You know, you keep talking to yourself,



they’re going to send you to the Psych



Ward.






THOMAS



Angelica.






EDDY



What?






THOMAS



Huh?  So what are you doing chasing me?

  

Don’t you work ever?






EDDY



Believe me, getting away from her is



work!






THOMAS



She really likes you know.  Can’t you 



tell?  The way she hangs on your



every word.  Your every move, even.






EDDY



Well, duh.  Of course, she likes me.



Who wouldn’t like me?  And she’s so 



obvious.  I feel like I can’t get rid



of her.  Every time, I turn around, 



there she is.   






THOMAS



So, a pretty girl chasing you, what’s



the problem?  She’s not good enough for



you, huh?






EDDY



Something like that.  She’s just too



easy.  I like a challenge.  She’s just



like every other girl I get.  ‘Cept not



nearly as hot.






THOMAS



She’s not bad though.  Where is she 



anyway, your little shadow?






EDDY



She’s too needy.  Anyways though, let’s



talk about you a bit.  What’s your deal?






THOMAS



What do you mean?






EDDY



I’ve seen you snooping around.  Checking



out everything.  Talking to a tape 



recorder.  Are you a spy?

Thomas and Eddy round another corner.  






THOMAS





(laughing)



No, no.  






EDDY



So, what are you doing here?  Let’s



face it.  I’ve seen your chart.  It 



looks pretty planned to me.  A drunken



fist fight.  Can’t get more staged than



that.  So why are you here?





THOMAS



It’s kind of a long story.

Thomas notices a hand sanitizer dispenser on the wall and stops.  He fills his hands with sanitizer and then resumes walking with Eddy.






EDDY



How have you made it this long in the



ER?  There’s a ton of germs here.  The



things I’ve seen.  Wow.

Thomas and Eddy pass by Milton’s room.  As they pass by, they hear him arguing with Nurse Betty.  






EDDY



What a mess that guy!  He gives patients



a bad name.






THOMAS



He gives people in general a bad name.






EDDY



You know him?






THOMAS



He kind of got me into this mess.






EDDY



How so?






THOMAS



Let’s just say, he’s making it worth



my time.

Thomas and Eddy near Thomas’ room as Eddy’s pager BEEPS.  Eddy pulls out the pager, glances at it, and returns it to its holder.






EDDY



Alright, I have to go.  Go back to your



room.  Stop snooping around.






THOMAS



Nice talking to you.

Eddy quickens his pace and leaves Thomas behind.  Thomas arrives at the entrance to his room.  He looks inside, but the room is empty.  

Behind him, the nurse’s station is empty.  Thomas peeks his head back into his room again and then shrugs his shoulders.

He hurries past his room, down the hall, glancing behind him for watching eyes.

Thomas sneaks through the hallway, passing slow walking patients.  He notices Eddy and Jennifer on the other side of the hallway.  He quickly runs through the upcoming double doors, missing their eyes.

INT. PATIENT ROOM - AFTERNOON
An old woman in a hospital bed.  The woman is lethargic.  Eyes opening and closing.  Jennifer in the doorway.  Eddy unwraps a needle and leans close to the old woman.

Eddy’s face is near the old woman’s face, while he injects the needle to draw blood.  He sets up the needle.

Suddenly, a GURGLING sound from the woman.  Before Eddy notices, the woman pukes.  The puke SPLATTERS all over Eddy’s face.

Eddy stands frozen.  Eyes still.  No movement.

Jennifer looks over at Eddy, disgusted.  She quickly grabs a towel.  The old woman sighs relief and closes her eyes.  

Jennifer hands Eddy a clean towel.  He wipes off his face.





EDDY



Yep, just another day in the life. 
INT. PSYCH WARD WING - AFTERNOON

Thomas swings the doors to the Psych Ward open.  He sees John standing guard. 






THOMAS



Hi there.  How’s it going?






JOHN



Doing alright, how are you?  You’re 



still in here, huh?






THOMAS



Yeah, thought I’d come here to try and



kill some time.  Mind if I walk around?






JOHN



Sure thing.

Thomas walks by each patient room until he sees Angelica sitting in hers, from a distance.  He takes a deep breath and enters.






THOMAS





(from the doorway)



Mind if I come in?

Angelica throws a recognition glance towards Thomas and catches herself almost smiling. She quickly looks away.  Thomas goes in.

INT. PATIENT ROOM PSYCH WARD - AFTERNOON

Thomas sits down on an empty chair.  Angelica sits Indian style on her bed, head towards Thomas, but eyes to the floor.  She keeps her face tight, emotionless, and still.






THOMAS



I think we met earlier for a minute.  

I’m Thomas.  

Angelica sighs, eyes still pinned to the floor.






THOMAS



We’ve been in here about the same time,



right?  They really never let you 



leave huh.  

Thomas pauses and looks at Angelica curiously.






THOMAS



You don’t talk much, do you?  Well, I’ve



been talking to a tape recorder all day,



I’m dying to talk to a real person.  I



snuck away just to see you. 

Angelica keeps her eyes on the floor but turns them slightly towards Thomas, but then quickly darts them back.






THOMAS



I thought you might like someone to 

talk to.  Someone who isn’t asking you 

a bunch of questions about yourself, for 

once.  I swear, if I have to tell one 

more person who I am and what I’m doing 

here, I’ll crack.  Do you mind if we 

chat a bit?  I get it kid.  I wouldn’t 

want to talk to anyone either.  No one 

likes it.  But think of me as a nobody.  

That helps.  I’m not looking for secret information in your words.  Not like the 

doctors.  Analyzing every word.  Every 

movement.  I’m just looking for a friend 

is all.  So, can we talk, is that okay?  

Thomas stares at Angelica for an answer, but she doesn’t flinch.  Her bored pose and sad eyes persuade him to keep talking.  He clears his throat.  Yawns.  Looks at her.  And then, he speaks.






THOMAS



Since the second I’ve been here, it’s 



been chaos.  One thing after another.  



The doctors never show up.  The nurses



are a breed all their own.  And the 

techs, I don’t even have words for 

them.  See, I got here sort of on 

purpose, but it’s starting to get to 

me.  A hospital ER, it’s a natural 

headache.  Every time.  

Thomas stretches and props his feet up on the bed.






THOMAS



You don’t mind, do you?  

Angelica looks at Thomas for a few seconds before letting her eyes drop down.






THOMAS



The service here is just awful.  I’ve



been waiting for meds since I got here.



This one doctor told me I needed to get



a cat scan, yet no one has come to get 



me for the cat scan yet.  It’s been the



longest time.  This one tech is 

annoying.  He talks to me like we’ve 

known each other forever. 





 (hesitates)



Kind of like now.  Sorry, do you want 

Me to go?

He waits a brutal minute before smiling at Angelica.  Angelica looks back expressionless, but with a hint of consent in her eyes.






THOMAS



Oh yeah, and this one nurse, she 



bruised me up something nasty.  My arm



looks like it’ll be black and blue 



forever.  I even asked her to do the



other arm and she completely blew me 



off.  She’s so focused on her own 



problems, she’s forgetting why she’s 

here.

Angelica leans back in the bed, relaxing.  She lays her head slightly facing Thomas, but continues to keep her eyes distant and away.

Thomas breathes deep.  Silence fills the room.  A loud, persistent scream from a patient from the next room.  Angelica and Thomas jump.






THOMAS



Wow, this is what you have to deal with?



I thought my side of the building was



bad.  We have old ladies screaming for



the nurse and crazy old men running



around without any clothes.  I guess



it comes with the territory though.

The silence returns.  The sound of Angelica and Thomas’ breath in unison.  The constant TICKING of the clock.  Footsteps through the hall.






THOMAS



I guess I’m going to go.  It was



nice talking to you.

Thomas pulls his feet from Angelica’s bed.  He stretches and yawns loudly.  Thomas eyes Angelica for a moment.  Just as he turns his head, ready to stand up and walk out, Angelica speaks.






ANGELICA



Why are you here?






THOMAS



I wanted to see you again.  I.  You.  



You seemed special.






ANGELICA



I meant, why are you here, in the 

hospital?  You said you came here by

choice.




THOMAS

Oh, that’s a long story.  




ANGELICA

I’ve got the time.  




THOMAS

I guess I shouldn’t really be 

complaining.  I am being compensated

for my time.  But I tell you, this guy.

His name’s Milton right, he’s like one 

of those wealthy types.  Total snob.

Well, he’s in the hospital for the 

second time in like three days.  He’s

crazy.  I’m really starting to think

that he makes his own trouble.  He’s 

the kind of guy that isn’t happy unless

everyone around him is miserable.

Angelica nods her head in approval.






THOMAS



He makes me so mad.  Every time I



walk by, he’s yelling and screaming



about something else.  No respect.



He treats the nurses like shit and the



other workers.






ANGELICA



How did you meet him?






THOMAS



He found me.  (pauses)  He found me



and offered me a deal I couldn’t really



ignore.  But it doesn’t change the fact



that he’s a nuisance.  He’s the kind of



guy, you love to hate.  Milton, that 



ass.  He got me into this whole big 



mess.

Thomas sighs and looks up at the clock.  Angelica notices and throws him a curious glance.

Thomas stretches, exposing his hospital bracelet with his fake name, Jacob Smith.  Angelica notices and looks at him.






ANGELICA



I thought you said your name’s Thomas.

Thomas clears his throat and leans forward.  As he opens his mouth to speak, Dr. Simon enters the room, moving in between Thomas and Angelica.






DR. SIMON



So you can talk?

Angelica turns away from the doctor.  Dr. Simon looks at Thomas strangely.






DR. SIMON



And what are you doing here?

Thomas stands up and nears the doorway.  






THOMAS



Good luck.






DR. SIMON



Uh, thanks.






THOMAS



I meant her.  Good luck Angelica.  Nice



meeting you.

Angelica looks up graciously at Thomas.  Thomas leans forward and pats Dr. Simon on the back shoulder.






THOMAS



Hang in there young gun.  You’ll figure



things out eventually.

Thomas throws a quick wave and a smile to Angelica and leaves.  Dr. Simon shouts out to him.






DR. SIMON



Be sure to get back to your room.  



INT. HALLWAY 1 - AFTERNOON

Thomas on his way back to his room.  The busy halls of the ER.  Constant motion.  Beeping machines.  Typical routines.

Thomas notices Jennifer alone by the water cooler, filling a plastic bottle.  She looks around hopelessly.  Darting her eyes in all directions.  

Thomas throws a friendly wave and continues forward.  Thomas slides through a pair of double doors.  

INT. HALLWAY 2 - AFTERNOON

Typical ER.  Fast paced workers.  Nurses darting in and out of rooms.  A linen closet on his right side, a few feet ahead.

As Thomas is walking, he pulls out his recorder.  He goes to hit record, but his hand slips and the recorder falls forward a bit on the floor.  

The recorder lands in front of the linen closet.  Thomas retrieves the recorder and as he nears the linen closet, he hears soft screaming.  

He holds his ear to the door.  Panting.  Moaning.  Happy shouting.  After a moment, the noise stops.  Thomas quickly walks forward to a hand sanitizer dispenser on the wall.

He faces it, able to see the linen closet behind him.  As he pumps out a generous amount, behind him, the linen closet door swings open.

Out walks Eddy.  Eddy throws a Thomas a smirk, glances at his hands full of sanitizer, and walks away.  As Thomas begins to rub his hands together, a beautiful young nurse exits the linen closet.

Thomas turns away and continues towards his room. 

As Thomas comes near his room, he notices Milton standing in the doorway of his own room.  Milton screams to the nurses.






MILTON



Where are my pain meds?  My head is 



throbbing!  What are you guys fucking



doing here?  I’ve been waiting forever.



I need some damn medication.  Doesn’t



anyone know how to do their jobs here?

Thomas locks eyes with Milton.  Milton stops his rant and stares at Thomas curiously.  






MILTON



You’re here.  Now you see what I’m 



talking about.  These god awful nurses.



Nobody with half a brain working here.

Thomas nods quietly.  






THOMAS



I’m going to get back to work.

Thomas enters his room.

INT. ROOM 151 - AFTERNOON

Thomas pulls out his recorder and sits down in the bed.  He hits record and begins speaking to it.  

Thomas lays back on the bed, looking at the ceiling, as he holds the recorder near his lips.






THOMAS



That damn rich asshole.  He’s mean.



No wonder why he hated it here.  He’s



a crazy man.  Anyone would be mean to



him just out of principle.  You just



can’t talk to people the way he does.



You can’t treat people like that.  



Especially people who are supposed to



take care of you.  That asshole! 

Thomas takes a quick break and then begins speaking again.






THOMAS



Fifty thousand dollars or one fifty.



For this asshole.  I already have some



of his money.  Although, I could have 



more.  What would I do with one fifty?



I could pay off my mortgage.  Get a 



nice car.  Travel even.  At least for 



a few months.  With only fifty thousand.



What could I do?  I could travel. Relax



a bit.  It would give me a chance to get



my life in order.  Fifty or one fifty.



Is the difference really that big?






THOMAS



Damn Milton.  He doesn’t get it.  He 



must have made a huge deal out of 



nothing.  There’s nothing that awful



about this hospital.  It’s just like all



the rest.  It has its typical problems.  



Like anywhere.  Maybe I made a big



mistake coming here.  





(pauses)



Although, I am fifty thousand dollars



richer.  How can you learn from your



mistakes with a payoff like that?  

Thomas hears footsteps coming towards his room.  He quickly shuts off the recorder and pockets it.  

Nurse Betty enters the room carrying a small plastic cup with pills and a small pink pitcher with ice and water.






NURSE BETTY



How are you doing?  What’s your pain 



level right now, on a scale of one to



ten?






THOMAS



Definitely a ten.  Everything is 



hurting.






NURSE BETTY



Well, I have two painkillers for you.



This should help you out for now.  They



take about 15 minutes to kick in though.



But they work very well.

Nurse Betty fills a paper cup from the pitcher.  She hands Thomas the pills and the glass of water.






NURSE BETTY



You have to take these in front of me.

Thomas swallows the pills and drinks a few sips of the water.






THOMAS



The doctor had mentioned a cat scan.



Any idea of when that is going to 



happen?  I’ve been here for quite some



time.






NURSE BETTY



We’re really behind today.  So, it will



still be some time.  We’ll come get you



when a machine frees up.






THOMAS



Thank you.

Nurse Betty exits.  Thomas stands up and walks to the sanitizer dispenser.  He gathers some in his hands and rubs them together vigorously.  From his room, he can hear Milton’s mumbled screaming.






THOMAS 





(to himself)



Will he ever stop?

INT. HALLWAY 2 - AFTERNOON

Dr. Henderfield and Dr. Simon stand together speaking.  After a moment, they turn away from each other.  

As the doctors part ways, a LAB TECH rushes down the hall towards them.  He reaches them and stops them. The lab tech holds up a finger, as he gasps for air.  In his other hand, is a report.





LAB TECH




(out of breath)


I’m glad I caught you.  Who has Jacob


Smith?  We just analyzed his blood.





DR. SIMON


What did you find?





LAB TECH


His numbers are off the charts.  The


white blood cell count was-





DR. SIMON


Just let me see the report.

Dr. Simon grabs the paper from the lab tech.  He runs his finger down the columns of numbers.  He pauses, stuck in deep thought.  Dr. Henderfield glances down at the report.





DR. HENDERFIELD


Have these numbers been confirmed?





LAB TECH


Not yet sir.  I suggest we-





DR. SIMON


We should order another round of 


testing, immediately.  





LAB TECH


Yes sir.  Good idea.  

The lab tech leaves.  





DR. SIMON


These numbers, they look almost like-





DR. HENDERFIELD


Don’t jump to conclusions.  Get all the


data first.  





DR. SIMON


Leukemia.  The high white blood cells, 



the low red cells.  Unbelievable.  


He came in with a few bumps and bruises.





DR. HENDERFIELD


Take a deep breath.  You can’t go see 


him with this fear in your eyes.  He’ll


know something’s wrong.  Relax.  Wait 


for the secondary test results.  I’ll 


send in the tech to get another blood 


sample.





DR. SIMON


What about the mole?  I was just going


to tell him to check it out, now I’m 


going to have to deliver even worse news.


Cancer.  





DR. HENDERFIELD


Stop it!  Relax.  I’ll tell him about the


mole.  You need to go unwind a bit.  Take


a walk.  Wait for the results.  It could


be a mistake.  You know things get mixed


up in that lab all the time.

Dr. Simon shakes his head quickly and shrugs his shoulders, a few times, loosening up.





DR. SIMON


Alright, alright, you’re right.  I can


do this.  This is my job.  I’ll wait for


the results.  I hate delivering bad news.
Things will be fine.





DR. HENDERFIELD


See, things are going to be fine.





DR. SIMON


Thanks for your help again.





DR. HENDERFIELD


Anytime.

Dr. Henderfield walks down the hallway.  He sees Milton standing in his doorway, furious.  Dr. Henderfield takes the turn into Thomas’ room.  

INT. ROOM 151 - AFTERNOON

Dr. Henderfield shakes Thomas’ hand.  Afterwards, Thomas dispenses hand sanitizer and then takes a seat on the bed.





DR. HENDERFIELD


My name is Dr. Henderfield.  I learned


that you have a mole on your arm.  

Thomas looks down at his arm at the mole.





THOMAS


Oh, yes.  I do.  I’ve had for years.


Is it something to be worried about?





DR. HENDERFIELD


It’s probably nothing, but might as 


well get it checked out, when you get


a chance.  Can’t hurt, being careful.






THOMAS



Alright, well thanks for letting me 




know.  Everything else alright, doctor?






DR. HENDERFIELD



Just waiting on some blood results. Dr.



Simon will be back in.  I just wanted



to check in about that mole.  That was 



all.  Have a good day Mr. Smith.  I 



hope you feel better soon.

Dr. Henderfield exits the room quietly.  

Within a few minutes, Eddy and Jennifer enter the room.






THOMAS



You again?






EDDY



Long time, huh.

Jennifer stands near the doorway.  Eddy gathers up supplies for drawing blood and begins the procedure.






EDDY



Sorry, the lab just ordered another



blood sample.  Nothing to worry



about, I bet.

As the vials of blood fill, Thomas glances at Eddy and then Jennifer and back to Eddy.  He shakes his head.






EDDY



That’s it for now.  Thanks.

Eddy finishes gathering the blood sample, seals the injection area, and walks out of the room.  Jennifer follows obediently.  

Thomas gets up quickly and pumps out sanitizer and cleans his hands.  He gasps relief.

INT. HALLWAY 2 - AFTERNOON

Thomas leaves his doorway and steps into the hallway.  He glances at the nurse’s station and watches as Nurse Betty scrambles to reach a RINGING telephone.

From the corner of his eye, Thomas glares at Milton, who is standing at his doorway, staring out at the chaotic ER hallway.  

Milton throws a confident glance back and strides towards Thomas.  Taking his cue, Thomas walks towards Milton.  They meet between their two rooms, nearby the nurse’s station.

The air is heavy and still as they stand side by side, staring bullets into each other.  Milton nods his head approvingly.  Thomas shifts his eyes to avoid Milton’s arrogant, condescending eyes.






MILTON



Looks like maybe you’ve come to a 




decision.  This place really has to



be breaking some laws.  It’s almost



inhumane here.

Thomas sighs heavily.  






THOMAS



I think everyone sees things 



Differently is all.

Milton’s eyes shift from arrogance to shock and anger.






MILTON



What are you saying?  The facts remain.



You can’t change what you see.  You 



can’t change what’s been done.  The 



injustice.  The brutality here!  No 



matter whose eyes are looking, it’s 



all the same.

Thomas takes a step backwards.  






THOMAS



All I am saying is that I need more 



time.  Let me make some more 



observations.  I’m not quite sure, 



what I think yet.  I was just making 



the point though that people 



perceive things differently.  What you



find wrong, I may find normal.  Or what



I find hysterical, you may find dull.



People have a right to their opinions 



And perceptions.  You can’t change how 



People view the world.  It’s always 



through only their eyes.






MILTON





(raises voice)



Not if they’re looking at the same 



thing!






THOMAS





(yells)



That’s exactly what I’m saying.  That’s



human nature.  To be able to view the 



world and its events in your own mind’s 



eye!






MILTON





(screams)



Are you calling me a fucking liar?  A fake!






THOMAS



If the shoe fits.

INT. PATIENT ROOM PSYCH WARD - AFTERNOON
Angelica stands in the corner of her room.  Her mother, EMILY ANDREWS, a youthful, short woman, dressed in the finest clothes, bright makeup, sits in the chair, head down leaning on her clenched fist.

Her father, Jack, a muscular ex-police officer, dressed in a suit, stands facing Angelica, eyes furious and fierce.  

Angelica, rolled eyes tilted to the ground, taps her foot on the floor repeatedly.  






JACK





(yells and waves finger)



Angelica, this is getting ridiculous!



You have to stop with this game you’re 



playing!  You know exactly what 



you’re doing and this is really bad!






ANGELICA





(under her breath)



Always have to blame me.






JACK



What was that?  You have to stop with



this act, young lady!  You’re not a



baby anymore!  You have to get 



yourself straight again.  This isn’t 



you!  Are you even listening?  



Angelica?  Look at me when I’m talking!






EMILY



Give it a rest, stop yelling at her.






JACK



Stay out of this!






EMILY



She’s been through a lot!  We all 



have.  You lost a brother.  Imagine



how bad it was for you.  It’s 



that much worse for her.  

Jack turns towards Emily, who stands up at the chair.  As the parents scream at each other, Angelica slips out of the room behind them towards the exit door, unseen.

INT. BLOOD LABORATORY - AFTERNOON

Tables full of chemicals and test tubes.  Techs in lab coats running around.  Microscopes.  Glass slides on the tables.  Chatter in the background.  Fast paced.

With gloved hands, the lab tech from earlier pops open a vial of blood labeled Smith, Jacob.  With a glass dropper, he removes a tiny bit of blood from the sample.

The lab tech picks out a clean glass slide from a box and drops a few drips of blood onto it.  He covers it up with a second slide sheet and drops the remainder of the blood back into the vial.

The lab tech carefully places the dropper into the disposal bag and then he looks into the microscope.  He plays with the controls and looks again.  

The lap tech’s eyes widen and he gasps.

INT. HALLWAY 1 - AFTERNOON

Milton and Thomas grab each other daintily.  Thomas pushes Milton away but then steps backwards.  Milton throws an open handed swat at Thomas and falls back.  Not getting too close.  They exchange open handed hits.  Neither gaining an edge.  

Nurse Betty notices and rushes towards them.






NURSE BETTY




 
(into walkie-talkie)



Security needed immediately.  Area 



100.  Please respond immediately.

Within seconds, a circle of onlookers form around Milton and Thomas.  

Reenergized by the crowd, Thomas grabs Milton.  Milton and Thomas toss insults at each other, while locked together.  In the circle of watchers, Nurse Betty, Jennifer, Eddy, Dr. Simon, and Dr. Henderfield.

Dr. Simon and Eddy try to pull Milton and Thomas apart but to no avail.  One by one, they are thrown backwards.  

At the other end of the hall, John sprints towards the brawl.  

Milton throws Thomas to the ground.  Perched atop of him, he starts swinging.  Open hand weak swats change quickly into fists.  






MILTON



I gave you everything!  A whole new



life ahead of you!

Eddy grabs Milton’s arm to stop the next punch.  John reaches the crowd and crosses through the people to the front.

INT. PSYCH WARD HALLWAY - AFTERNOON
Jack catches up to Angelica and pulls her against the wall.  






JACK





(yells)



Where do you think you’re going?



You just can’t run away from your



problems little girl!  This is real



life.  You have to face your problems.

Angelica turns away from her father but with his hand, he holds her head towards his.  






JACK



Pay attention!  You need to stop



being immature.  You’re almost an 



adult.  It’s time to start acting



like one.






ANGELICA



Can I go now?

Angelica begins to walk away, but Jack holds her up against the wall in place.  






JACK



You’re not going anywhere.  We need to



talk.  And we need to talk right now!






ANGELICA



Leave me alone!

INT. BLOOD LABORATORY - AFTERNOON

The lab tech sits at a computer.  He punches in numbers into a calculator on his lap.  He enters the results into a program on the computer.  The screen fills with numbers, percentiles, and ranks.

The lab tech quickly scans the screen and then moves the mouse to the print command.  He hits the print button and rolls his chair backwards towards the printer.

The printer BEEPS as it finishes the document.  The lap tech pulls the page from the tray and rolls back to the desk.  

At the desk, with a highlighter, he marks a few sets of numbers.  His eyes set on one number set on the page.  He shakes his head in disbelief.  

The lab tech checks the computer screen and looks back at the numbers on the page frantically.  His eyes widen fearfully.  He breathes in, mouth closed.  

The lap tech quickly rises from his seat.  Eyes determined and confident.  He grabs the printout and rushes through the lab towards the double doors to leave. 

INT. HALLWAY 2 - AFTERNOON

John uses a taser gun on Milton.  Milton’s body quivers and falls to the ground instantly.  

Thomas stands to his feet, fists clenched staring over Milton’s body.  Thomas’ face is red and swelling.

Milton’s eyes are open but spacey.  His glance is frozen on the taser gun still held in John’s hand.  Drool.  And a aching NOISE from him.

Thomas steps closer towards Milton, eyes fierce and ready.  Quickly, Jennifer steps past Eddy, across to Thomas.  She places a soft hand on his shoulder.






JENNIFER



It’s a lot harder to just walk away.

Jennifer throws Thomas a sure look and then turns away.  She parts the crowd and leaves the area.  Eddy watches her stunned as she leaves.  

John, taser armed and still ready, has a gentle hand aimed at Thomas.






JOHN



If you give me a reason, I’ll have no



choice.

Thomas hesitates but then walks through the crowd slowly.  He gives a disgusted last look at Milton, on the floor, and heads back to his room.  

The circle breaks up.  People return to their stations.  Eddy quickly catches up to Thomas.






EDDY



Oh my God.  Did you see that?  Did you 



see what she did?

Thomas walks quickly towards his room, ignoring Eddy.






EDDY



Wow, she broke up the fight better than 



I could.  She must be pretty smart, 



huh? Wow, that Jennifer, unbelievable.  



Who would have thought, she had any 



brains?  I love me a smart girl.  It’s 




been so long since I’ve had one.

Thomas enters his room, and pulls the curtain around, separating him and Eddy.

INT. ROOM 151 - AFTERNOON

Thomas pulls his street clothes on and then tears the hospital gown off.  He throws it on the floor violently.  






THOMAS



I’ve had just about enough of this



bullshit for one day.  Money or not!



This is just fucked up.  And that



fucking guy, I’m gonna have the 



worst fucking black eye.  All for



his stupid goddamn money!  

Thomas ties his shoes and grabs his voice recorder.  He shoves it into his pocket.  

Thomas pushes the curtain open and storms out of his room.

INT. HALLWAY 2 - AFTERNOON

Thomas stomps down the hallway.  Eyes of Nurse Betty and Eddy, and Jennifer follow his long walk.  He marches past everyone, avoiding their eyes.  

Milton is helped back into his room.

Thomas reaches the double doors out of this hallway and throws them open without pausing to reconsider.

INT. PSYCH WARD HALLWAY - AFTERNOON

Angelica’s father screams into her face.  Spit lands on her.






JACK



You fucking failure!  You damn loon!



You’re ruining our family!  You disgust



me!  How do you call yourself my 



daughter?  You’re nothing like me!

Angelica stares blankly at her father, face still.  Unemotional.  She barely blinks her eyes.  

Angelica’s mother exits the Psych Ward and joins her family.  She walks to the father.






EMILY





(whispers)



You’re causing a scene.






JACK



Shut up!  If this is the only way to



get through to her, then whatever!

The mother backs away and lets out a frustrated gasp.






JACK





(to Angelica)



What are you going to do to get better?



Maybe if you actually talked to some of 




those doctors we sent you to, we 



wouldn’t be here today!  Maybe if you



start making some friends instead of 



hanging out alone and writing in your 



little diary, you would have gotten 




better a long time ago.  

Angelica bites her lip and rolls her eyes strongly.






EMILY



Honey.

The father turns his attention to Emily momentarily.






ANGELICA





(under her breath)



And maybe if you were a better father.

Jack shifts his attention back to Angelica and puts his hands on her shoulders.






JACK



What was that?  What did you mutter



this time?  Too scared to say something



and actually be heard.  Speak up little 




one.  What’s on your mind?






ANGELICA



I want new parents!






EMILY



Angelica!

Jack takes a step back and takes a deep slow breath.






JACK



Maybe I want a new daughter!






EMILY



Jack!

Emily throws her hands up defeated and turns away from her family.  She pushes the doors to the Psych Ward open and walks through, head hung low. 

INT. WAITING ROOM - AFTERNOON

A quiet room, with a fish tank, three sofas, some chairs.  Across the room, an elevator.

The lab tech taps his foot impatiently as he waits for the elevator to arrive.  He holds the test results printout in his hand.  He looks down at his watch and up at the lit elevator button.

He taps the button again and gasps.  

INT. PSYCH WARD HALLWAY - AFTERNOON

Thomas stomps through the hallway.  On his right, is the entrance of the Psych Ward.  The exit doors of the hospital lie ahead of him.

Thomas peers at Angelica and her father as he walks by.  Jack’s muffled screaming fills the hallway.  Thomas pauses for a second, but continues forward towards the exit.

Thomas nears the exit doors.  He hesitates, right hand on the handlebar.  

INT. HALLWAY 2 - AFTERNOON

Dr. Simon and Dr. Henderfield talk in a corner nearby the nurse’s station.  The lab tech rushes towards them, eyes wide and frantic.  He waves the test results in his hand.

Dr. Simon rips the paper from the lab tech and scans it quickly.  His face freezes and he hands the paper to Dr. Henderfield.






DR. SIMON



Jacob Smith.  

Dr. Simon rushes towards room 151.  The others follow.  

INT. ROOM 151 - AFTERNOON

The trio enters Thomas’ empty room dumbfounded.  






DR. SIMON



Where is he?

Dr. Simon rushes out of the room.  The others follow him.

INT. HALLWAY 2 - AFTERNOON

Dr. Simon flies towards to the nurse’s station.  A NURSE sits in a chair, typing information into the computer at her desk.






DR. SIMON



Jacob Smith.  Room 151.  Where is 



the patient?

She looks at the men before her and shakes her head confused.






NURSE



The room was empty when I got here.



My shift just started.






DR. HENDERFIELD



Where’s Nurse Betty?






NURSE



Her shift just ended.  She’s on her



way out.

Dr. Simon, Dr. Henderfield, and the lab tech walk away frustrated.  






DR. SIMON



Someone must know what happened.  Where



would he go?

INT. PSYCH WARD HALLWAY - AFTERNOON

Jack continues to scream at Angelica.  His hands are on her shoulders.  She stares at the floor, eyes rolled.

INT. PSYCH WARD HALLWAY (NEAR EXIT DOORS) - AFTERNOON

Thomas stands by the door.  Jack’s screaming in the background.






THOMAS



It’s not worth the money.  It’s not 



worth the money.

INT. PSYCH WARD HALLWAY - AFTERNOON

Angelica and Jack.






JACK



Give me something!  You have to do 



something.    






ANGELICA



I want you out of my life.  You’re



not half the man Uncle Ted was.

Jack throws an immediate fierce back handed slap at Angelica.  She lets out an angry pained scream.  Jack looks down at his hand, in disbelief.

INT. PSYCH WARD HALLWAY (NEAR EXIT DOORS) - AFTERNOON

Thomas hears the sudden slap.  Jack’s screaming stops.  Silence fills the air.  Thomas turns around swiftly.  Exit doors to his back.

INT. PSYCH WARD HALLWAY - AFTERNOON

Jack looks at Angelica painfully.  His eyes well up.  He gasps disappointment.  

Thomas arrives triumphantly. He struts over to Jack and shakes him angrily.  






THOMAS




Get a hold of yourself!

Thomas forms a fist and looks at Jack fiercely.

Jack looks down at Angelica and walks back into the Psych Ward, silently.  The swinging doors BANG together.

Thomas turns his attention to Angelica.  

Angelica slides down against the wall and sits holding her knees close to her.  Her head is tilted sideways across her arms.  Her slapped cheek is bright red.  Her eyes are cold and distant.

She notices as Thomas walks closer towards her.  She darts her eyes up at him but quickly away.

Without a word, Thomas takes a seat beside her.  They sit in silence for long minutes.  The CLICKING of the minute hand of a clock on the wall.  Angelica tilts her head towards Thomas, grazing his shoulder.

Thomas takes a deep breath and sighs.






THOMAS



I’ll go back, if you go back.

Angelica looks up at Thomas curiously.  She looks up and down for a few seconds.  Angelica rises to her feet and stands before Thomas.

She extends a hand towards him.






ANGELICA



Okay.  I will, if you will.

INT. HALLWAY 1 - AFTERNOON

Dr. Simon questions Eddy and Jennifer.  






EDDY



He left.  He stormed out.






DR. SIMON



We have to find him!






JENNIFER



It hasn’t been too long.  Maybe he’s



still here.

Dr. Simon pushes past Eddy and Jennifer and exits through the double doors.  

INT. PSYCH WARD HALLWAY - AFTERNOON

Angelica and Thomas still in the hallway, near the entrance.  A frantic Dr. Simon runs by swiftly, searching all directions.  

His eyes catch Thomas and Dr. Simon leans a heavy hand against the wall to catch his breath.  

Thomas and Angelica walk towards Dr. Simon.  Thomas stops at a sanitizer dispenser and cleans his hands.  They reach Dr. Simon.






THOMAS



You alright, doc?






DR. SIMON



We need to talk.  I’m so glad I found



you.






ANGELICA



Is he going to be alright?

Dr. Simon looks at Angelica surprised.  He casts his eyes downward and back up at Thomas.






THOMAS



What is it doctor?






DR. SIMON



Can we talk in private, Mr. Smith?






THOMAS



Um, sure.  Okay.  






DR. SIMON



Follow me sir.

Thomas turns to Angelica.  






THOMAS



Go back in kid.  Be brave.  And I will



too.

Angelica nods her head and turns away towards the Psych Ward doors.  Thomas begins to follow Dr. Simon through the hall.  Thomas and Angelica turn back towards each other and run together.

They exchange a quick hug.  Thomas gives Angelica a reassuring look and leaves, following Dr. Simon back into the ER.  

Angelica watches as they walk away.  She takes a deep breath and marches back into the Psych Ward swiftly.

INT. HALLWAY 2 - AFTERNOON

Dr. Simon and Thomas enter the double doors towards his room.  Eddy and Jennifer are together in the hallway.  






JENNIFER



He came back.

Eddy turns around and sees Thomas and can’t help but smile.  






EDDY



Good to see you back.

Thomas nods to Eddy and continues walking towards his room.  

INT. ROOM 151 - AFTERNOON

Thomas and Dr. Simon enter the room.  Thomas leans on the bed facing the doctor.






DR. SIMON



I hate being the bearer of bad news.  






THOMAS



But it is your job after all.






DR. SIMON



Your blood tests came back.






THOMAS



And?






DR. SIMON



Early tests are indicating a form of.

Dr. Simon pauses and looks at Thomas strongly.






THOMAS



Go on, doctor.






DR. SIMON



Leukemia.  It’s a blood disease.  Early



detection is key.  

Thomas freezes.  He stands completely still and emotionless.  He spaces out as the doctor’s endless words lull on.

INT. ROOM 151 - HOURS LATER

Thomas sits on the bed, tape recorder in hand.  He hits record and opens his mouth to speak, but no words come out.

Thomas furiously flings the recorder against the wall.  It CRASHES on the floor and spins to a stop, but does not break.  Thomas watches as it stops and reconsiders.  

Thomas retrieves the device and flicks the record button.






THOMAS




I never would have even known if it 



weren’t for her.  I would have walked



right out.  They would never have 



found me.  Jacob Smith.  Unbelievable.



I would have been dead.  And now.  At



least, I have a fighting chance.

Eddy enters the room.






EDDY



You have more than that.  I heard the



doctors talking.  I think you’re going



to be fine.  It was detected early 



enough.

Thomas eyes Eddy with a hint of hope.

INT. HALLWAY 2 - NIGHT

Thomas walks towards Milton’s room.  He enters.

INT. MILTON’S ROOM - NIGHT

Milton sprawled out on the bed.  His gold walking stick dangling in his hand off the bed.

Milton notices Thomas and aims the stick towards him.






MILTON



What do you want?






THOMAS



Just came to thank you for your offer 



and give you my final decision in 



person.






MILTON



So, what have you decided?






THOMAS



I’m going to respectfully decline



your offer.  






MILTON



Big shocker!  As if I’d even give you



the rest after all the shit you put



me through.  A taser gun!  Really!






THOMAS



I had nothing to do with that.






MILTON



Whatever.






THOMAS



Take care Mr. Edwards.

Thomas pumps out sanitizer from a dispenser in the room and wipes his hands together feverishly.  Milton lets out a laugh and Thomas leaves.

INT. HALLWAY 2 - NIGHT

A disheveled Thomas looks down the hallway and notices a water cooler.  He walks towards it, near the end of the hallway.

Next to the water cooler, is a door marked private.  Thomas fills up his plastic cup with water.  He hears moans and thuds from behind the door.  

Thomas drinks his cup of water and throws the cup away.  As he begins walking back towards his room, the door opens a crack.  

Jennifer walks out and away from Thomas, not noticing him.  She adjusts her clothing while walking away.  A moment later, Eddy exits.  He throws Thomas a big smile.  Thomas can’t help but laugh.

INT. WAITING ROOM - NIGHT
A quiet room, with a fish tank, three sofas, some chairs.  Across the room, an elevator.

Milton, dressed in his street clothes, walks through and hits the button for the elevator.   
Waiting for the elevator, he glances down at his hospital bracelet, which partially covers his sparkling gold watch.

A teenage boy walks towards the elevator and waits for the doors to open.  The elevator doors CREAK open and Milton and the boy enter.  Milton hits the button for the main floor.  

With a smirk, the boy pushes all the buttons in the elevator.  Each number lights up.  As the doors begin to close, the boy rushes out of the elevator in hysterics.

The doors SLAM shut as Milton clenches his fist, raged.  

INT. INPATIENT HOSPITAL ROOM - MORNING

A refreshed looking Thomas sits up in the bed holding a chipotle burrito.  Hospital gown.  IV drip.  On his lap, is a new pocket bottle of hand sanitizer.  He is writing thoughtfully in a notepad.  

A brighter, renewed Angelica sits nearby in a chair pulled up to the bed.  She confidently looks on as Thomas pulls out his recorder and flips it on.






THOMAS



I feel enlightened and saved.  How the 



girl who couldn’t help herself, saved 



my life.  You saved my life Angelica.  

Angelica smiles at Thomas.  Thomas returns the smile, clears his throat, and continues speaking into his recorder.






THOMAS



And now, I feel like I can take anything



on.  Whether it be a-holes like Milton



or even cancer treatment.  With my 



little lifesaver by my side, I know I’ll



be alright.

Thomas sits pensive for a moment and then continues.






THOMAS



I never expected it.  I never could 



imagine that a stranger could have 



such an impact on my life.  So quickly.



If it weren’t for her, I never 



would have gotten the news.  Not with 



my fake name and fake contact info.



The doctors mentioned that they 



caught it early.  Which ups my chances.



I’ll have to remember to thank her.  



For everything.

Angelica smiles.  Thomas clicks the stop button.  He flips open the sanitizer and fills his hands.  He offers the bottle to Angelica.  She takes a small amount.  Thomas sighs happily.  

INT. HALLWAY 2 - MORNING

We see Nurse Betty rushing behind the nurse’s station.  Answering phones.  Typing information into the computer.  

We follow the hallway past nurses and techs entering and exiting patient rooms.  

INT.  HALLWAY 1 - MORNING

We see Jennifer drinking from the water cooler.  A clipboard in her hand.  

We follow the hallway past Dr. Simon and Dr. Henderfield discussing a patient.


INT. PSYCH WARD HALLWAY (NEAR EXIT DOORS) - MORNING

We follow the hallway past the Psych Ward Entrance to the exit doors.

EXT. HOSPITAL EMERGENCY ROOM ENTRANCE – MORNING

We stop on Eddy.  Leaning up against the outside wall.  He lights a smoke and takes a slow drag.     

An ambulance SCREECHES to a stop at the entrance.  An EMT comes out and pulls out a stretcher from the back.  

Eddy finishes his cigarette and flicks it aside.  The EMT wheels the stretcher with a teenage boy on it past Eddy and into the hospital.

Eddy takes a deep breath and turns to face the entrance.  He looks at the entrance for a moment, hesitating.  Pensive.  But finally, takes a slow march back inside.

FADE OUT.

THE END

