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BLACK SCREEN

FADE IN


DEAD SILENCE. EXTREME CLOSE UP; 

A hand writes on a small notepad. We notice that the left thumb of the hand is bruised beneath the nail as we follow along with what’s being written—-

“…And life seems to be a series of awakening!”

The hand lets up. Deciding, hesitating. Suddenly the hand hastily erases the sentence and then, slowly begins writing a new one in its place.

“…And life seems to be a series of awakening!” 

The same sentence as before. And again the hand begins to erase but this time with more aggression; agitatedly. As the sentence is being erased we begin to realize, as is the paper where the eraser vigorously rubs. As the paper vanishes beneath the friction of the eraser we start to see what looks like a mouth. The eraser moves up revealing a nose. Then a pair of closed eyes. Then a complete image of a man’s scaled down face. We close in on THAT face. The man’s eyes splash awake. 

Heavy breathing. Panting. Gasping. Pull out from the man’s face and we are in—

INT. BEDROOM – MORNING

We hear the pretentious droning of an alarm clock stopped at 7am. A TV on top of a dinner tray displays the morning news. We move toward the FACE of the man who we have seen jolt awake. He sits up in his bed leaned against the headboard gasping for air. He is pale and sickly looking. Sweat glistens over his face. A large yellow stain coats the sheets, which hover over his lap. His hair is a wild, greasy mess. Suddenly his nose begins to bleed. He wipes at his face smearing the blood over the top of his lip. With his other hand he effortlessly raises a remote control and aims for the television.

ON TV: We focus deep in the middle of the television screen. A male News broadcaster enthusiastically explains the recent turmoil’s of daily society. The screen clicks and suddenly goes black, off, revealing the reflection of what looks like two grown men. The two voices that now cast the air also suggest the same. We are in another room but never leave the reflection of the two men as they converse and move.

OLDER MALE VOICE (O.C.)

These patches I am connecting to your temples create electric currents, which are directly sent into core regions of your brain. 

SAD VOIVE (O.C.)

Okay.

OLDER MALE VOICE (O.C.) 

These are the regions that create, hold and sustain dreams. These small electric currents will trigger specific neurons, which will help your brain to recreate precise dreams that your mind may have held with more importance or have favored. They will then be produced onto this screen where we can record and view them down to the most intimate detail.

SAD VOICE (O.C.)

That’s embarrassing.

OLDER MALE VOICE (O.C.)

It can be, yes, but rest assured, your and my eyes are the only ones that will view this material. More importantly we need to get to the bottom of these dreams, Stan.

STAN (O.C.) 

Okay.

OLDER MALE VOICE (O.C.)

Now, when I turn this on you’re going to feel a little pressure. It’ll feel as though someone’s lightly poking at your eyelids. A little REM. Nothing to be alarmed about. Just lie back and enjoy the ride.

STAN (O.C.)

Okay. …DR. BELL?

DR. BELL (O.C.)

Yes?

STAN (O.C.)

How will you know where to begin?

OLDER MALE VOICE (O.C.)

He’ll be very easy to find, Stan.  Recent dreams are always in the foreground of your conscious. So…we search shallow. 

The black screen we are watching the two men’s reflection from clicks to life. A white light begins to pulsate, throb, beating in and out, faster and faster. We no longer feel that we are watching a television but actually in it. We are flying into the rhythmic quickening of the hazy white light; deeper and deeper. The picture is very clear, like an HD TV. Stan lightly moans from O.C. The light begins to strobe out of control until. STOP. And then the white haze slowly begins to fade leaving us in-- 

OLDER VOICE (O.C.)

(Calmly)

Here we are. I want to welcome you, Stan, to the world of subconscious imagery-- 

--A vast, never-ending field of beautiful roses. The sky is a deep turquoise.

OLDER VOICE (O.C.) (CONT’D)

--Although you’ve been here before. 

We are watching the man which whom we saw earlier with the nosebleed. He is Stan only less pathetic looking. He stands next to a luxurious, hip looking blond. He argues with her, she shakes her head in disagreement and then sneezes.

STAN

No I’m serious I can to fly. …How would you know? (NO ANSWER) Watch! 

Stan begins to run full speed. He leaps into a superman dive and hovers for about five feet before crashing hard to the ground. The girl laughs far too loud and far too long. Stan scowls and stands to try again.

OLDER VOICE (V.O.)

I think we can just fast forward through this.

STAN (V.O.)

Yeah. 

The screen fast-forwards at a frantic pace. EVERYTHINGS FAST: We see Stan crash hard to the ground again then many strange images; flashes from the abstract unconscious mind. We see an old haunted dilapidated house on a hill. Stan sitting alone in an all white room screaming, but no sound, a rocking chair rocking by itself-- 

OLDER VOICE (V.O.)

(STILL FAST FOWARDING)

Jeez!

STAN (V.O.)

I know. 

--Stan trapped beneath the water in a pool, Stan, naked, walking a small Chihuahua on a leash on a crowded city sidewalk. He looks nervous and embarrassed then suddenly a large castle appears--

STAN (V.O.)

Stop! 

We un pause on—

EXT. GROCERY STORE – DAY 

VERY CLEAR. The sky in the background is an odd unrealistically bright shade of blue. People push grocery carts to their cars. The grocery store resembles a castle. A drawbridge lowers and STEWART, mid forties and blue blocker sunglasses walks out holding a Grocery bag. Walking on either side of him are two identical twin girls (6) both in matching Styrofoam and cloth tree outfits. Elisa and Margot, their little faces poking through holes in the trunks. Elisa calls Margot’s name. Margot looks, Elisa looks the opposite way. Agitated Margot pulls on her daddy’s shirttail. 

MARGOT

(POUTY)

Daddy. Elisa called my name!

STEWART

Elisa, don’t call your sister by her name.

 His cell phone rings. 

ELISA

Then I’ll call her poo face. Poo Face. Poo Face… (ECT). 

MARGOT cries. Stewart tries to control his children while carrying his groceries and answering the phone. The screen suddenly pauses.

 OLDER MALE VOICE (V.O.)

So, this Stewart? 

STAN (V.O.)

(SAD) 

Yes. 

MALE VOICE (V.O.)

Cool sunglasses. …Is this where we need to be or do you need me to fast forward?

STAN (V.O.)

Just play it. It should be coming up. I think.

MALE VOICE (V.O.)

…Al’righty.

The screen briefly un pauses. Stewart begins to reach for his phone. He tries to “SHOOSH” his arguing “TREES” then quickly…

STAN (V.O.)

My grandma used to say that.

SCREEN PAUSES

MALE VOICE (V.O.)

What was that Stan?

STAN (V.O.)

No, nothing, I just said my grandma used to say that. “Al’righty.”

MALE VOICE (V.O.)

Oh.

The screen un pauses. Stewart raises the ringing phone to his ear, clicks it open and…

STEWART

(GROGGY) 

Yeah. (UP BEAT) Hey sweetie. Sure. Then for lunch! Let’s dooo…Mexican. Nope! The rug rats have already eaten (Rubs one of their heads) but Mrs. Gretchen can watch them for a while. Yep, Just you and me. Sure. (Looking at girls) Who wants to talk to mommy first?

The girls jump up and down grabbing for the phone. A fat man in front of Stewart and the twins tries to lift a large grocery bag into his WHITE VAN while holding fiercely to another in his other arm. The man’s bag rips. The bottom falls out and the other bag spills over. He drops both and begins to sob into his hands. The three walk by steering clear as Stewart awkwardly shields his girls and they still grab for the phone screaming happily for their mommy. The man lifts the van above his head and unrealistically and effortlessly tosses it in the heat of his tantrum. It falls with a loud crash 50 yards away.

The parking lot begins to fadeout. The television screen goes white. Silence then--

STAN (V.O.)

What happened?

MALE VOICE (V.O.)

Well, think of it as a subconscious intermission. Where you either woke up or just took a small break. I’ll fast-forward. 

The screen begins to fade in at a rapid pace. We see a ‘MY PET MONSTER DOLL’ wrestling Stan to the ground, he looks horrified, another fade in and fade out of white and then we un pause and we are in-- 

INT. STRANGE MEXICAN RESTAURANT – NIGHT

Somewhere O.C. a male hums ‘99 RED BALLOONS GO BY.’ We are in an unrealistic Mexican Restaurant. A band of midget mariachi Mexican’s walk the room playing and singing. All the waitress’s are beautiful and blond; all with very similar features. We watch a middle-aged, lonely man sitting by himself from a distance. The only dark haired waitress arrives at his table. She is unspeakably beautiful. The waitress appears to be taking his order. 

STAN (V.O.)

This is it. This has to be it.

OLDER MAN (V.O.)

She’s cute 

STAN (V.O.)

I like her.

The MIDDLE AGED MAN and the ATTRACTIVE BRUNETTE exchange some words. She shakes her head sincerely, takes the menu and walks off. Suddenly she explodes with laughter. The man’s head drops into his hands utterly saddened by rejection. He bangs twice on the table with his other fist in a fit of temper. People watch. We pull away and quickly turn; now on Stewart who observes the sad man whose head still sits in his hands. STEWART suddenly looks down into a small notepad and begins to jot. He is the one humming “99 red balloons go by.”

Stewart glances up and smiles at a woman in a business suit and briefcase as she hurriedly has a seat at HIS table. 

STEWART

Um, excuse me, that seat’s taken

HELEN

(STERNLY)

Oh, who for?

STEWART

My Beautiful wife, Helen.

HELEN

Well then I’m in luck.

STEWART

Depends, I might be drinking.

HELEN

(SMILING)

You better not be.

The two smile as they meat midway across the table for a kiss. 

STEWART (TRYING TO BE UPBEAT)



So, how was your meeting?

HELEN

(SARCASTIC)

Oh, well, besides all the favoritism and the fascist, discriminatory bullshit I received from the predominantly middle aged, red in face, male staff…excruciating! 

STEWART

Wow, they hiring?

HELEN

No! (Changing the subject) How was the girls play? …How was their little tree outfits? Did you record it?

STEWART

Calm. The girls play was fantastic, it’s been two days and I still can’t get them to take their trees off, and of course I taped it. Our little saplings can’t wait to watch it with you tonight.

Helen smiles sadly.

STEWART

Awe. Now don’t go getting all upset. You can’t be everywhere at once. They know that. I know that. You’re a great mother and a brilliant business woman (Reaches in close) and a hell of a romp.

She laughs and swats at Stewart. They kiss again.

HELEN 

I have help. 

STEWART

I missed you.

HELEN smiles sweetly. She is glowing.

HELEN

Of course you did. What’s not to miss?

STEWART

Nothing I can think of. 

HELEN

You’re sweet. (KISSES HIS HAND) (RUBS STOMACH) I’m starving. Has the waitress been by yet?

STEWART

Yep…I got you your favorite; two tacos and a side of Spanish rice.

HELEN

Great… (Off notepad) How’s the story going?

STEWART

Terrific, Todd loved the pitch and he’s being extremely generous with time. I’m making a lot of headway. Just been getting out, watching people. I’ve absorbed some really great stuff. I’ve seen a lot of strange and funny things lately. 

HELEN

So…watcha got? 

STEWART

It’s fetal. I’m just trying to establish a connection with the character. You know, trying to meld in with his mind. What he feels. What life would be like to be so sad, so shameful and lonely?

PAUSE. 





OLD MAN (V.O.)



This it?

STAN (V.O.)

Yeah, pretty sure.

Un pause.

HELEN

Why do you write so dark?

STEWART

Not that dark. It’s a comedy. I’m writing it in such a way that his sadness is almost humorous. His life is-- 

(CONT’D)

STEWART (CONT’D)

--one big joke after another. Seeing this guy’s existence, his crappy job, his small apartment, his awful taste in clothing, his inability to function properly in the most normal social settings is everything people wonder about themselves. His life is what most common people have strived to grow detached from. …It’s funny. Not to mention the guy is a total SCI-FI fag.

STAN (V.O.)

Fuck you! 

HELEN

That’s horrible Stewart. Sci-fi? Why not just kill him? Stop being so damn sadistic? It’s sad. 

STEWART makes a sarcastic puppy dogface. Helen laughs.

HELEN

…Give him a happy ending.

STEWART 

 (Laughing)

I’m tired of seeing happy endings. Besides sweetie, he’s not real. It’s only a character. You act as though Stan actually exists. (SUDDEN EPIPHANY) I should make him suicidal! I’ll make him try and kill himself but to pathetic to even get that right… (Smiles)

Stewart begins to jot. Helen stares at him discomfortingly. A BLOND waitress arrives with their food.

WAITRESS

Two tacos? (Helen signals) Here you are. And you are the chicken enchilada plate?

The waitress sits the plate down in front of STEWART. His eyes hover over it examining the food.

STEWART

Excuse me ma’am. I believe I ordered three enchilada’s not two.

PAUSE--PULL OUT from the scene as we are now watching it from a framed television screen, which sits in--

INT. DOCTOR BELL’S OFFICE – DAY

Stan, 32, acne, greasy brown hair and in a BROWN AND WHITE STRIPED SHIRT sits in a chair with a bloody tissue stuck in his nose. His eyes are closed and stick patches with long wires are stuck to his temples. The wires connect to a large generator which runs to an even larger TV SCREEN. The one we were just viewing, still displaying Stewart’s dinner setting. A psychiatrist, Dr. Bell, mid fifties and white hair leans against his desk eating from a small glass bowl of Juji Fruits. Stan’s eyes slowly open exuding hatred but shortly following is sadness and a brimming of tears.

STAN

(SADLY)

…Mind if I have a yellow? 

DOCTOR BELL

You may.

Doctor Bell sympathetically extends the bowl. Stan digs and grabs a yellow Juji Fruit. He bites it in half and leans back.

DOCTOR BELL

This was your last, most recent dream of Stewart am I correct?

STAN 

Yes. Two nights ago. Haven’t slept since

DOCTOR BELL

I see. You need to sleep Stan. It’s unhealthy to--

STAN

(Interrupting, ignoring)

I’ve been right all. These. Years. My notions weren’t crazy. I finally learned Stewart’s intent.  I have no control. I’m trapped in his writing. If this is true, then neither of us exists. We are figures built by his mind and that’s where we live, within his mind, created for a purpose, which he creates. Pre destined for a life of failure which he has bestowed upon me.

Stan pulls out an inhaler and gives himself two quick shots. DR. BELL watches, listens and Jots in his personal notepad.

STAN (CONT’D)

He’s cruel. My life is a joke. He controls the punch line. I’ve always known that but now I know who the comic is. …He’s an asshole. 

There is a brief moment of silence then the DR. continues to write.

DOCTOR BELL

You eat chocolate, Stan?

STAN

Why?

DOCTOR BELL

No reason. (BEAT) Stan I want to recreate your first dream of Stewart; your first encounter. I’d like to see if we can set that up. 

STAN

I don’t know. That was such a long time ago.

DOCTOR BELL

I figured as much. But if you can recall the day of your accident, the day you had your first encounter with Stewart, maybe that could trigger your eldest dreams of him. I would like to see this from the core. What has added up to this (Points to overhead). Think hard. Every little detail counts. 

STAN

…Okay. …I was sixteen or seventeen, maybe fifteen. 

Does the exact age matter? 

The doctor nods his head for Stan to continue.

STAN

Okay, well, all the strange feelings I had then, I’ve carried until now. Only less refined of course. Innocent notions. 

Stan takes down the last of his yellow Juji Fruit.

DOCTOR BELL 



Go on.

As Stan begins to explain we fade to-- 

INT. STAN’S BEDROOM – NIGHT

We are peering into an open closet. A small light bulb breaths light on the hanging clothes, which fill the hanger-rack. All the shirts are STRIPED and similar.

MALE TEEN VOICE (O.C.) 

(HEATED)



Who cares?

MALE TEEN VOICE 2 (O.C.)

(CALM)



I care Marvin. I care!

We pull away from the closet and walk the room. Stan’s adolescence bedroom is covered with an extraterrestrial décor. Handmade model spaceships hang from the ceiling, a plethora of movie posters fit the walls, Alien the movie figurines accompany a seemingly never ending pile of space invader books and comics atop of dresser and shelves. We hear two voices arguing in the near distance, O.C. as we find and move toward them

MARVIN (O.C.) 

Well you shouldn’t. It’s just a big fucking purple nothing.

We turn to catch an open window. A light wind kicks up the curtains. As we venture slowly toward the window the voices become increasingly loud. We stop. There is complete silence.

STAN (O.C.)

I beg to differ. It lives. Grimace was created. So he has to be something…but what?

Then the camera begins moving again.

STAN (O.C.)

Maybe excess hamburger grease. No, the color is to off. Grease would form brown I would imagine. (Calmly) There they are.

We are right on the open window.

MARVIN (O.C.)

Bull shit, lemme’ see! 

POV OF TELESCOPE; We see a nice pair of breasts briefly exposed through an open window before a nightgown is slide over them.

EXT. ROOF OF HOUSE - NIGHT

Marvin, 16, chubby, short and buzz-cut sits with Stan on a slightly sloping roof next to an open window. Stan looks surprisingly the same minus 17 years. His hair is the same, his zits are the same and sadly his style of clothing is still the same. He wears the same type of striped shirt but different color scheme as in DOCTOR BELLS office. MARVIN smiles brightly as he peers through the telescope. Stan jots something down in a small notepad as he takes a hit from a joint. Stan seems sad. 

MARVIN

There. Is. A. God.

STAN

(SHRUGS, NOT INTERESTED)

Eh!

Marvin peers up.

MARVIN

(Defensive)

What the fuck do you mean, Eh? Those were Stacey Templeton’s mom’s tits on the other end of that thing and you give me, eh?

STAN

They’re nice. I just mean, “GOD,” “There is a god?” You don’t know that. And if there is a god how do you know he had anything to do with those tits?

Stan gazes out into the dark sky. He appears almost lonely. Stan passes. Marvin takes a hit. The two sit in silence for a brief moment. Marvin puts his head in his hands, tired of this speech.

STAN

(Routinely)

I just, you ever feel like the purpose for your existence is less important and more determined? 

MARVIN

(Agitated, head still in hands)



NO!

Silence, then…

STAN

Like procrastination. What if our procrastination is just an emotion built by our creator as a means of holding us to their designated paths in which they intend us to walk, an unwavering prewritten path?

MARVIN

Fucks sake. 

STAN

Well…

MARVIN 

I swear to god Stan you are just like your mom.

All of those alien conspiracy books and shit. Why are we here, who created us and for what purpose? No wonder you’re so fucked up. Tell her to read the goddamn bible. 

STAN

Bible? Those stories are no more believable than the ones my mom writes.

MARVIN

Is she here?

EXT. PATO BENEATH STAN’S WINDOW – (CONTINUOUS)

Stan’s mother, brown hair carrying a smirk listens to the boys as she herself smokes a joint and jots into a note pad.

STAN (O.C.)

No. She has a meeting with her agent.

MARVIN (O.C.)

That fag with the ridiculous suits. 

She tries not to laugh. 

STAN (O.C.)

Yes, stop changing the subject. 

EXT. ROOF – BACK ON BOYS.

MARVIN

The bible is the way to the holy land. Fuck aliens! 





STAN

It’s not about Aliens. It’s the conceptuality of it all… 

MARVIN

What concept? Eat, sleep, shit and have sex. That’s life.

STAN

You’ve never had sex, Marvin. 

MARVIN

I’ve never had sex?

STAN

Who? Who have you had sex with? 

MARVIN (HESITATING)

Melinda Straugh, last year, end of school bash. The one you missed because you had to stay home and watch that retarded ass Star Track marathon. 

STAN

It was Star Gate. …I don’t believe you.

MARVIN

Why would I lie about screwing a fat chic? 

STAN

Advanced lie-tactics. In your mind you screwing a fat chic given your spongy posterior is far more believable and less pathetic than being a virgin. …You cushioned your lie. 

Marvin shrugs, figured out, and takes a hit.

STAN

(Growing increasingly conspiratorial)

Now, we are all created from another source of higher intelligence, whether it be “GOD,” alien, or something else all together? At least that’s what most people believe. If that’s true then…I mean, really all we are is someone else’s creation for whatever purpose they see fit. That purpose, their purpose is what bothers me. We have no control. What little control we think we have may be what they are actually controlling. I hate this shirt…but I’m wearing it. Was it really my decision?

Stan takes two shots off his inhaler. Marvin feels Stan’s shirt.

MARVIN

(Feeling shirt)

It’s a comfortable shirt

STAN

(Pulling away)

It’s itchy! 

Stan gives himself one more shot and then follows it with a drag from his joint. Angry and pouting he scooches away from Marvin, arms crossed.

STAN

Nobody gets me. No one understands. How could they?  

STAN leans to pass the joint to Marvin who reaches. It burns Marvin’s hand. It falls and rolls toward the ledge of the roof landing on top of the drainage pipe.

STAN

Great. Terrific.  There it goes.

MARVIN

You burnt me asshole.

Stan shakes his head and slowly and carefully ventures toward the edge of the roof. He inches his way crouched down taking tiny steps till he is almost there.

MARVIN

Careful. 

STAN

yeah, thanks! 

STAN almost has it. He reaches extending his hand closer and closer. He is right next to the edge. Stan’s feet suddenly slip. Marvin screams.

STAN’S POV; we are soaring toward the ground. Everything around us becomes an undistinguished blur. We whimper knowing contact will be devastating. The ground looks hard and grows wider and closer by the millisecond. We brace our hands in front as they make contact first snapping our arms giving us our last view and sound before our face hits with a thud, snap and…BLACK SCREEN. Silence, then--

A gut wrenching scream shatters through the darkness. Our eye lids open softly, close and open again. We can see our mother cradling us. Her shirt covered in blood. We know it’s ours. Her voice trembles and it’s so hard to make out what she is saying. The fear and tears mixed through her face let us know she is in complete hysteria.

STAN’S MOTHER 

Baby. Baby. I need you to keep your eyes open. Please baby. (SHOUTING)

Marvin call an ambulance! Oh, no. (Crying)

Everything begins to blur. Our eyes are becoming impossible to keep open. Our mother’s shouts and pleas drown out to a slow steady, rhythmic breathing of our own. AS our eyelids close, the falling black reveals white lettering--

“…and life seems to be a series of awakenings.” 

HEAVY, PANICKED BREATHING, then…

A BRIGHT WHITE FLASH—fading in with the white letters making them disappear. As the bright flash begins to weaken we are in--

INT. STEWART’S HOUSE –MORNING

We follow a bright pink balloon through a kitchen, through a hallway and into a bedroom. 

STAN (V.O.)

It worked.

DOCTOR BELL (V.O.)

Is this it?

STAN (V.O.) 

Yes, I remember this. I remembered the fall, then black, and then there was this balloon. So peaceful and majestic. I followed it into this house, to Stewart and then it--

The balloon suddenly pops over the alarm clock next to a bed. The pieces magically disintegrate. The alarm clock, at Eight am blares loudly. Stewart jolts awake. He peers at the clock.

STEWART 

What tha…SHIT! 

He jumps out of the bed naked and throws on his Blue Blocker sunglasses he pulls from the nightstand. He grabs the clock and begins screaming at it animatedly.

STEWART

Seven. Seven o’clock. How hard is that?

He drops the alarm still blaring and sprints into the bathroom screaming..

STEWART

(HOLLERING)

GIRLS…WAKE UP. YOUR GONNA BE LATE FOR SCHOOL!!! 

INT. TWINS ROOM – (CONTINUOUS)

The twin’s room is decorated like any other six-year-old girls. They both lay asleep in their twin beds, which are separated by a small nightstand and a mermaid lamp. They wear their tree costumes and are both lying on their backs half covered by My Little Pony COVERS. Stewart screams from the other room—

STEWART (SHOUTING O.C.)

And girls…don’t forget your tree outfits. Daddy loves you and he will see you tonight at your play. You girls listen to Mrs. Gretchen okay? 

A door slams. The girls make no movement. They are still asleep. Suddenly a nasty, phlegm filled female voice booms from O.C. 

MRS. GRETCHEN

Up. GET UP! NOW! MOVE IT.

The twin’s eyes fearfully burst awake. They both sit up quickly. We turn toward the door where MRS. GRETCHEN a lady as wide as the width of the threshold and wrinkled as the crevices in the carpet stands peering in the room. The girls jump out of bed to get ready.

INT. DOCTOR BELL’S OFFICE – 

Stan is still hooked up to the dream machine. His eyes are shut. ON THE PROJECTOR SCREEN we see MRS. GETCHEN’S smiling face as the TWIN’S room begins to twist and turn black. The light is on and suddenly grows brighter as we hear the slight chanting of a crowd. Then suddenly we are watching a wrestling ring form on the projector. DREAM STAN (16) walks on the stage in tights and mask holding a bat in one hand and two-by-four in the other. The crowd cheers violently. REAL LIFE STAN, with eyes still closed smiles dreamily. Doctor Bell watches with a scowl and half eaten sandwich in his hand. He lifts a controller.

DOCTOR BELL

If you don’t mind Stan, I am just going to fast forward through you dream sequences here and see what else we can pull up.

STAN 

(Disappointed)

Of course. 

The screen starts to fast-forward at a remarkable speed. We see Stan getting the shit beat out of him in the wrestling ring by a large woman in a bumblebee suit. We see many strange visions, which include fast visualizations of; People playing basket ball, a man flying, girl on girl action, Gary Coleman climbing the Empire State Building, A million birds scattering through out the sky, A lizard eye open and shut and midgets tap dancing. We then speed past what looks like a restaurant setting. The tape stops and slowly rewinds. 

INT. FANCY RESTAURANT – DAY

STEWART, in his blue blocker sunglasses sits in a booth. Across from him is Todd Thortonburry, shoulder length black hair, early thirties and in a suit. Next to Stewart is his agent Bryan. Bryan is a man of few words. He is short bald and wears sparkly sunglasses and a very loud yellow shirt. Todd skims over some papers. There is complete and uncomfortable silence. 

A fly walks across the screen. We pause.

DR. BELL (O.C.)

Little bastard! 

A juji fruit is throw and bounces off the glass scarring the fly away.

The tape begins to play. The tension at the table is thick. 

TODD (STILL READING)

Starting it with an accident, huh? 

STEWART silently nods. Bryan shrugs. Todd continues to skim.

STAN (V.O.)

At the time I had no idea what accident they were talking about. …They meant mine.

Todd slowly begins to smile.

Todd

I like it. …I really fucking like it!

This excites Stewart. The tension is broken.

STEWART

Really?  The idea is a little offbeat. I wasn’t sure if any one would wanna chance it. It’s different you know? Very different.

TODD sets the papers down. He removes his glasses.

TODD

That’s exactly what’ll draw the viewer to it. Bout time Hollywood sees some fucking change.

STEWART

God help us if we live to see another Van Dam movie 

TODD

I’ll honestly puke! (BEAT) …Stewart, it’s a great idea. The story is strange, insane …fucking deranged. The goddamn alien shit is fabu, out there but fabu. (Still skimming the papers) …but I’ll tell ya, it’s the characters you’re describing here that I think will really set this son of a bitch over the top.  …I’m gonna green light it.

STEWART

Great. Thank you so much. 

Todd stands and extends his hand. Stewart stands triumphantly and meets Todd’s hand with his. 

TODD

Thank you gentleman. This is going to be quite a ride. 

As the two shake Todd glances over at Bryan who is still seated. He descends the soup bowl from his mouth. They look at each other for a beat.

TODD

Those are some sharp lookin’ sunglasses. 

Bryan nods with an appreciative smile.  He quickly scribbles something in a small notepad, rips out the page and hands it to TODD. He eyes it, 

INSERT NOTE: TAKING UP THE ENTIRE SCREEN. Written in perfect handwriting is;

“I appreciate that. It’s nice to be noticed.”

Back on Todd holding the note. He looks to Bryan.

TODD

(Stunned)

You have immaculate handwriting, Bryan. 

Bryan, flattered, smiles again. He begins to write in his notepad excitedly. The screen starts to fade to white then begins to darken until black. Our eyes open and we are looking up at DOCTOR BELL.

DOCTOR BELL 

Stan, that’s it.  That’s the end of the line. Dreams over.

Stan looks at the screen. It is now white.

STAN

Yes. 

The doctor walks over to his desk and has a long seat before speaking--

DOCTOR BELL

Of course Stan, I want you to know that I am going to fully examine your other dreams of this Stewart before a proper diagnosis can be concluded, but I will say this, your case seems rather cut and dry.

STAN

Oh.

DOCTOR BELL

See Stan, I believe that these dreams are nothing more than an imaginative way for you to cope with your passive and subtle demeanor. You have no aggressive streaks Stan and that is very unhealthy. So you then manifest these dreams and your mind suddenly creates- 

(CONT’D)

DOCTOR BELL (CONT’D)

--this fictional Character, Stewart, to take blame for your lack of supremacy or hold on your own life. I see it all the time. 

STAN

(BLANK) 

Okay

DOCTOR BELL

What I am trying to say, Stan is that you don’t live in Stewart’s head. Stewart lives in yours. 

STAN

I can’t accept that Diagnosis.

DOCTOR BELL

I haven’t diagnosed you with anything ye--…(Giving up) Have you ever considered hypnotherapy, Stan?

STAN

I don’t know. …That movie--

DOCTOR BELL

Movie?

STAN 

Stir of Echoes. 

DOCTOR BELL



Great flic! I just love Kevin Bacon, don’t you?

STAN

Not incredibly.

DOCTOR BELL

(Deflated)



Yes, well! …At any rate, Stan, hypnosis is completely safe. It is within your subconscious state that I can eradicate all of your anxieties, worry and self-doubt. …By the time I am done with you Stanny, Stan, why, you’ll have far more control, a true-blue “grab the bull by the horns” type guy.

STAN 

I doubt it.

DOCTOR BELL

Don’t doubt Stan. Just think about it. 

The doctor takes a slow slurp from his coffee. He stares at Stan and then…

DOCTOR BELL

You really don’t care for K-Bacon?

STAN

Sorry. 

DOCTOR BELL



(STERN)

Take this. (HANDS STAN A PIECE OF PAPER) A cheap prescription to help you get some sleep. Stop by pharmaceutical on the way out. Then, Stan, go home and get some rest! I’ll call you.

INT. STAN’S APARTMENT – NIGHT

The front door swings open hard into the wall. Stan stumbles in with a bottle of whisky in hand. He is clearly drunk. He leaves the door wide open as he clumsily crosses the living room shedding articles of clothing.

INT. STAN’S BEDROOM – (CONTINUOUS)

The room is dark hiding its true décor. Stan staggers through the threshold trying to pull off his pants. He falls to the ground and sighs. He quickly saves the whisky and slowly stands now naked and walks over to his dresser. He pulls out a gun from the top drawer. With the whisky in one hand and gun in the other he makes way to his bed where he plops down. The moonlight from the half pulled shades illuminates his troubled face. His eyes well up as he toys with the gun. Deciding. Wondering. After a long intense beat Stan lays the gun down. He uncurls his left hand revealing two blue pills. He swallows them and gently falls back into his pillow. He reaches over and sets the alarm clock for 8:00am. He closes his eyes and briefly begins to cry. He wipes his tears as the pills begin to take their effect.

STRANGE DREAM VISIONS::::

BLACK. NOTHINESS. Then, from nowhere we follow Stan as he shoots past us as if falling from a high distance. We follow just above him. He is the only thing lit. He falls faster and faster into the pit of darkness. His eyes are closed, his face peaceful. Further and deeper he falls. Then there is contact. Stan hits a surface with a huge thud, slamming hard. EVERYTHING becomes slow. The impact instantly sends blood shooting from Stan’s mouth and nose. As he slightly bounces up from the impact and starts his descend back down he starts to take on the features of Stewart. He becomes STEWART. Impact again then—AN ALARM,

INT. STAN’S APARTMENT BEDROOM – MORNING

An alarm clock buzzes. We move around the room now lit. Stan’s room is strangely very familiar to his room during his adolescents. Star track enterprise ships hang from the ceiling. Alien figurines are placed through out the room as well. The same eighties movie posters decorate the walls. A cage sits on a small card table housing a puddle of water and a small singular hermit crab. A GRIMACE (PURRPLE BEAST) POSTER is taped to the door with a large question mark drawn over his face. We focus on the alarm clock, still buzzing. The time is 7:00 am. Stan hits the alarm. It silences. Three seconds pass and it suddenly blares again. Stan grabs it and crams it beneath his pillow. 

TIME CUT

Stan lies naked on his stomach. The blanket raps snuggly around his leg.  A yellow stain begins to grow beneath him in his white sheets. The alarm is still audible only muffled. Stan quietly wakes. He slowly pulls the clock from under his pillow. 8:00. it’s time. He shuts off the alarm. This time it stays off.  He rises up when he suddenly realizes he has wet the bed once again. He sighs as he begins to gather his sheets.

STAN puts the blanket and sheets in his hamper.

He drops some flakes of food into The Hermit Crab habitat.

Naked, Stan walks over to his phone. There is one message. He hits the button as he wanders into the bathroom. We focus on the open door as the Answering machine continues O.C.

DOCTOR BELL (ANSWERING MACHINE)

Stan, hi, this is Doctor Bell. I am further analyzing some of your dreams, the ones we recorded between your first and last. I would really like to get with you some time a bit later if at all possible. I believe you may have cancer…

Stan’s head quickly peaks out the door in sheer horror.

DOCTOR BELL (CONT’D)

Ha, just tryin’ to get your attention. Don’t have cancer. But I would really like for you to consider being hypnotized. It really will do a world of good I feel. 

Stan’s head swings back in the bathroom and out of site.

INT. BATHROOM – MOMENTS LATER

A shower is running. Steam barrels out from above the stall. We see the silhouette of Stan bathing and lathering from behind the sliding glass door. We here the soap hit the bottom of the tub. STAN SIGHS.

Feet squeak as we see the silhouetted Stan reaching for it. He grabs the bar then it hits the floor again; dropped a second time.

STAN

SHIT!!!

Stan struggles for the soap and then a squeak. He slips and falls into the tub with a huge thud and defeated sigh. Someone calls Stan’s name from O.C. The shower curtain quickly pushes open. Stan’s head pokes out.

STAN’S POV. He sees an empty bathroom. No one there. He closes the curtain.

INT. BATHROOM – MOMENTS LATER

Stan stands naked and haggard in front of the mirror trying like hell to squeeze a little jolt of toothpaste from an empty tube out onto his toothbrush. He gets none. He angrily throws the tube at the trashcan directly below him. He misses, scowls and heatedly picks the tube up from the floor and slams it into the trash knocking it over and spilling its contents all over the ground. He leaves it.  He grabs some scope and dumps it on his toothbrush and sadly begins to brush his teeth.

INT. STAN’S CLOSET

Stan peers into his closet. Every shirt is striped, every shirt the same pattern with slightly different colors. His clothing is uninspiring and similar. He notices it but what can he do? He miserably begins to file through each shirt. 

INT. BARREN LIVING ROOM – MOMENTS LATER

Stan sits at a small desk in the center of an extremely small living room. The room holds just enough space for a floor bound television set, a small bookshelf, a two-seater couch and him self and the desk. He wears a STRIPED SHIRT, this one, RED AND WHITE. We hear his thoughts as he careful writes a letter in his best handwriting.





STAN (V.O.)



Dear Mc Donald’s,

STAN (V.O.) (CONT’D)

It has come to my attention that Grimace holds no personal characteristics that would support any of Mc Donald’s food products or any realistic worldly creation for that matter. I find this very odd considering all of the other mascots; 

Birdie, the Fry guys, Hamburgalor, the baby nugget things and even Ronald represent some form of Mc Donald traits, which I can prove correlations. This is the hundredth and fifty second later I have written and I hope this one does not fall on def ears. What is Grimace?  Sincerely, legitimately and very intimately concerned, Stan White.

Stan carefully folds the letter and places it inside an envelope. He takes a small wet sponge and lightly coats the sticky and seals it. He has trouble standing from the desk given the small amount of space.

INT. APARTMENT MAIL ROOM – MORNING

Stan places the envelope in the out box. He shakes his head, saddened by his actions.

STAN (TO SELF)

What the fuck am I doing? 

A lady checking her mail next to Stan looks up. Her head shakes sadly as well. He slowly walks away. The lady watches almost disgusted.

INT. STAN’S CAR – DAY

Stan drives in silence with a miserable look on his face. He takes a tiny bite out of a banana he holds in his left hand. He eyes the radio as if afraid to turn it on. Finally he works up the courage and quickly twists the dial. ‘99 red balloons go buy’ jolts to life. He changes the channel. ‘99 red balloons go buy’ The German Version blares. Stan sighs and pulls away.

INT. DOCTOR BELL’S OFFICE – DAY

Doctor Bell sits at his desk. He is eating out of his signature bowl of Juji fruits and watching the projector. He fast forwards through familiar dream sequences of Stan and Stewart or more direct, Stan’s Dreams. He stops on the scene with STEWART, TODD, and BRYAN at the dinner meeting. He begins to fast-forward. His door opens and out of instinct, he pauses the projector. A female assistant enters.

DOCTOR BELL

(ANNOYED BY THE INTRUSION)

Yes Jill?

MARY

It’s actually Mary, sir. I was just coming about Mrs. Cooper. She says you never sent her, her Diagnosis.

DOCTOR BELL

Mrs. Cooper? Oh the one with the hair, yes. Tell her she has A.D.D. Charge her for ridilin.

MARY

All do respect sir, it would be more profitable to diagnose her with chronic depression and rate her for some Prozac. 

Doctor Bell smiles.

DOCTOR BELL

That a girl, Jill. Have her take the proper tests. Make sure she does it in pencil so we can erase her answers and change them ourselves to fit the diagnosis.

MARY

It’s Mary, yes, and thank you sir. I’ll get right on it.  

DOCTOR BELL Smiles, Mary blushes and exits. Doctor Bell once again directs his attention to the projector where he last paused. He notices Stewart and un pauses. We focus close on the projector.

INT. MALL – DAY

STEWART rides an escalator up to the second story of the mall. At the top of the escalator, two fairly large women in sundresses carry on a conversation in his direct path. Stewart arrives at the top. The ladies notice him but do not move. He has trouble getting around them. 

DOCTOR BELL (V.O.)

Strange! What goes on in your head, Stan?

INT. RECORD RETRIEVAL COMPANY – DAY

Stan sits in a small, cramped cubicle in front of a computer, backs to us. He argues with Marvin, now older, fatter, and shorter and with the same buzz cut. The CD drive on Stan’s computer suddenly opens. Stan sighs and pushes the CD drive back in. It opens again, another sigh and then a push back in. Marvin holds a box of chocolates in one hand and in the other holds up the Sampler paper, (The sheet of paper that covers the chocolates and has a drawn diagram depicting the different types of chocolates). Marvin waits for Stan to answer. He doesn’t--

MARVIN

(With distain) (Sighs)

Hello! …With a diagram you do know what you are going to get, which in turn is faulty in retrospect to life. When I pick up a chocolate from this box I consult the diagram and I know exactly what I am getting myself into. I don’t delve into the situation unknowing. Not so lucky to have that with life.

STAN

You’re looking at to literally, Marvin. 

MARVIN

I doubt it.

STAN

I don’t. 

Stan sighs. His head falls into his hands. The CD drawer pops open. Not even looking he pushes it back in. Marvin continues to ramble.

CHERYL (O.C.)

Excuse me. What’s this about?

Stan looks up. Marvin steps aside. Cheryl, blond hair, early fifties, the two’s boss, stands in the opening of the cubicle. Stan roles his eyes and then pushes the CD back in.

MARVIN

Sorry Cheryl. Stan here just seems to think that life is like a box of chocolates never knowing what you are going to get. I was just disproving his theory. And Gump’s of course. Surely he should hold some blame. It was his misguidance…

CHERYL

(Interrupting)

Marvin, go back to your desk. …Take your stupid chocolates.

Marvin skulks away with his chocolates. Cheryl looks at Stan. His head is still in his hands.

CHERYL

Stan, do you care about your job, even a little?

Stan can only muster a small shrug and even that’s a lie.

CHERYL

Have the CD’s on my desk before you leave. All of them!

Cheryl begins to walk off then stops and turns.

CHERYL

Life is nothing like a box of chocolates. Box’s of chocolate come with a diagram. Does your life come with a diagram, Stan?

She exits.

CHERYL

(Over shoulder) 

Fucking idiot.

Stan shakes his head miserably hearing the comment. He starts to respond but thinks better of it. His CD drive suddenly opens. Marvin’s radio blasts on, “99 Red Balloons go by.” Someone calls Stan’s name. He looks up. No one.

INT. BARNES AND NOBLE – 

STEWART skims through books in the sci-fi section. He pulls one out, checks the sleeve of the book and then shoves it back in. Suddenly a small child’s voice O.C. catches his attention. He looks.

ON SMALL CHILD AND MOTHER: They sit next to each other on a small couch. The mother holds up a WHERE’S WALDO book. The child points enthusiastically.

CHILD

There…there’s Waldo.

MOTHER

No sweetie. That’s a lumberjack. 

DOCTOR BELL (O.C.)

Ha, idiot!

MOTHER

Remember what Mommy told you? Waldo always wears a red and white STRIPED Shirt. 

The child looks up almost saddened. 

CHILD

Why striped mommy?

MOTHER

The striped pattern makes him an unfashionable eye soar and therefore easier to find. 

CHILD

What if Waldo doesn’t like to be found?

MOTHER

Absurd, now find Waldo.

The child goes back to skimming the book, his eyes cheerless. 

INT. TIME CLOCK – DAY

Stan awkwardly stands behind two morbidly obese women in sundresses gossiping in front of the time clock. His RED AND WHITE STRIPED SHIRT now more apparent then ever. The women look a lot like exaggerated version of the ones from in his dream, which blocked Stewart’s path on the escalator. He notices the familiarity but says nothing. He waits patiently to clock out. They continue to talk. He still waits. Finally they swipe their cards and slowly move out of the way. Stan swipes. The time is 11:30; lunch.

INT. BARNS AND NOBLE/ MALL – 

POV; We are in close on a hand holding a book. The book is titled, “Controlled Encounters.” The cover reveals a picture of an ameba of sort, almost alien like within the brain of a silhouetted humanistic figure. 

Pull out from screen and television set. ON DOCTOR BELL: He pauses the projector screen. He begins to jot in his small notepad.

DOCTOR BELL (WRITING)

Con. trolled. En. counters. 

BACK ON THE PROJECTOR- UN PAUSE

The book flips over where we see the Author, a Doug Whiteman, fat furry beard and thick glasses. 

MOTHER (O.C.)

I hope you’re embarrassed. You should be. Six years old. SIX. YEARS. OLD.

On STEWART standing next to a row of books holding “Controlled Encounters.” Stewart looks up as a child is being drug down the Isle by his heated mother. It is the mother and child duo, which were just previously partaking in the Where’s Waldo book. His pants are soaked all down the front and around his crotch. The child cries loudly.

CHILD

(Crying, barely able to speak)

I had to go-oooo. (Hiccup) 

Still dragging the child the mother now passes Stewart who quickly examines his book as if he sees or hears nothing. Doctor Bell can be heard laughing O.C.

MOTHER

(DISTAIN)

No McDonald’s!

This inflames the child’s screeching. They and the tantrum fade into the distance. The awkward moment has now presented Stewart with a smile and slight chuckle. The screen suddenly changes into a basketball court. Dream Stan dribbles the ball out of bounds. The crowd laughs. Stan sighs…

ON DOCTOR BELL still at his desk writing on his notepad, laughing as the projector continues to play.

INT. ELEVATOR – (CONTINUOS)

Stan slowly walks behind the OBESE women trying to somehow get around them but finding it impossible. The ladies enter the elevator. Stan follows behind them. Right before he enters Stan hears someone call his name. He quickly turns. No one. He watches for a long beat. 

OBESE LADY

Lets go dip shit. We’re off the clock.

The other obese woman nods in accord. Stan awkwardly enters.

The door closes. Stan says nothing. On the eighth floor Stan watches as the Floor-light moves to the seventh floor as the elevator descends. It dings and stop’s, people load on. Sixth floor stops. Stan sighs. People enter. Fifth floor stops. Stan checks his watch. A janitor enters. The elevator is crowded. Stan is uneasy. A ding and a stop, fourth floor. Stan almost explodes. He begins to sweat.

EXT. PARKING GARAGE – A LITTLE LATER

Stan turns the corner of the last level in his small red car. Two cars parked next to each other in line of his direct path block him. It is the two large gossiping women conversing out the window of the cars with each other. Stan’s head falls onto his steering wheel.

INT. MCDONALD’S - DAY

STEWART stands at the counter, the alien book tucked under his arm. A young oriental kid with a face full of acne and with one massive zit smack in the middle of his forehead takes Stewart’s order. The screen pauses on the Oriental Kids face. The shot begins to slowly zoom into an extreme close-up. The doctor’s hand comes into the shot and taps the screen directly over the pimple.

DOCTOR BELL (V.O.)

That is huge… (SWIRLING HAND AROUND FACE) These others pale in comparison. You must be their leader.

The doctor’s hand taps above the large zit one last time before it subsides. The screen zooms out and un pauses. Stewart tries to make eye contact but the zit is just so massive. The oriental feels his zit is being watched but mocks a lack of concern. It’s awkward.

ORIENTAL KID

(MONOTONOUS)

You want to biggie size that?

STEWART

Sure…Can you still do that? The whole court issue? You know? Fat people.

ORIENTAL KID

(Laughs--enthusiastically) Sir, we are McDonald’s. We are the freaking Illuminati of fast food chains. There’s nothing we can’t do.

STEWART

Okay, terrific.

ORIENTAL KID

It is, isn’t it?

The kid scratches his forehead inadvertently opening his mountainous zit. It begins to bleed a little. Disgusted, Stewart looks away where he notices a large POSTER of GRIMACE (The big purple beast), arm draped around the Hamburgerlor standing in McDonald land. He looks at Grimace quizzically for a long, long beat!

MARY (V.O.)

I always wondered what that thing was. 

ON MARY who leans against DOCTOR BELL’S desk. They both watch the screen very much amused. The two help themselves to some pizza and beer. Mary takes a bite and chases it with a swig.

DOCTOR BELL

Gumdrop I always thought. 

MARY shrugs. The doctor takes a bite of his pizza.

MARY

So what exactly is going on in this nuts head? I mean, don’t most people typically dream about themselves? Is this Stewart some type of weird obsessive crush?

DOCTORE BELL 

(MOUTH FULL OF PIZZA)

Well, typically most people do dream about themselves, Jill.

MARY

Mary!

DOCTOR BELL 

Okay. In any case people often fantasize in dream state and most typically fantasies of course include themselves. Stan’s case however is different.  Most people have fantasies that seem fathomable, obtainable in some way. The thought of oneself in uncanny circumstances overloaded with desires gives someone a reason to seek out their dream, enjoy it. BUT, if you feel like you have no control over your regular life why would there be a point to fantasize. To tease yourself knowing you could never come close to obtaining what the mind could create.

The doctor offers a too generous of a hand on Mary’s shoulder. She is clearly uncomfortable to the viewer but not DR.BELL. She plays along.

MARY

I see it differently. I would think that would give you more of a reason to fantasize. At least there you could have control; take what your physical body couldn’t.

DOCTOR BELL 

That’s why you’re a nurse and I’m a doctor, Jill!

Mary roles her eyes.

DOCTOR BELL

Did you just role your eyes?

MARY



When?

DOCTOR BELL

Just now. 

MARY

Of course not!

DOCTOR BELL

Oh. I thought I saw you roll’em from that reflection there.

MARY

Nope. Not me.

DOCTOR BELL 

Well…okay then, I guess. (BEAT) Anyhoo, Stan, my patient, believes most of his dreams are an outlet into Stewart’s life. Stan sees these occurrences in his life then dreams this person, Stewart seeing them. He picks upon the similarities. So he has come to the conclusion that this manifested character exists but not only exists, has complete control over him. 

MARY

That’s stupid.

DOCTOR BELL

It is. He actually thinks his life is happening in result of Stewart’s occurrences. That Stewart is writing an exaggerated version of his experiences. End result being Stan. I don’t believe Stewart is even a real person. 

Long BEAT

DOCTOR BELL

(STARING LONGINGLY)

You have very pretty eyes.

MARY 
(MOCH OBVIOUS FLIRTATION)

They’re blue. 

Mary takes a bite from her pizza. She suddenly glances at the screen and smiles. We pull toward the Television. Closer and closer and we are in--

INT. PLAY PERFORMANCE

An onstage performance. We view the stage from an audience member’s POV. ON STAGE; the stage is decorated like a forest. The twins in their tree outfits accompanied by other woodland’s greenery and creatures, played by fellow students perform a corny song and dance. Elisa briefly shoves Margot, she almost falls.

MARY (O.C.)

How cute!

DOCTOR BELL (O.C.)

I don’t think so. …You just rolled your eyes again.

MARY (O.C.)

Bull! 

Closer in the foreground then the stage we see two men childishly arguing from in their seats. One man heatedly stands. He is short and fat with a buzz-cut.

DOCTOR BELL (O.C.)

Ssshhh! Look!

He tips over his chair and huffs off. The other man just watches, angry. Bystanders look on nervously.

DOCTOR BELL (V.O.)

These men are very similar to Stan and his supposed relationship with his life long “friend,” Marvin. It’s quite amazing how his mind correlates these things so well. Such an imagination.

ON STEWART AND MRS. GRETHCHEN. Stewart watches the men with a menacing smirk. MRS. GRETCHEN Video tapes the event. After a moment more of staring, Stewart looks down where he directs his attention to “Controlled Encounters” opened and laid out in his lap. His hand hovers a highlighter over the text on one of the pages.

We focus on the paragraph, which seems to grab Stewart’s attention. He quietly reads to himself. 

STEWART 

Our bodies are vessels, boats built for the purpose of travel. Their travel. In our minds they feast and live. Our brains their produce, our eyes their vision, our lives, their lives. I know this, but I stand alone… 

MARY (V.O.)

Creepy…

DOCTOR BELL (V.O.)

It is. You can sit closer to me if you’d like.

MARY (V.O.)

Okay

Stewart highlights the paragraph. Suddenly the crowd breaks into a roar of applause. Everyone stands. Stewart and Mrs. Gretchen follow their lead. They clap vigorously

ON STAGE. The “TWIN TREES” take their bow along with the other students. Elisa gives Margot bunny ears. The crowd laughs. Margot cries.

The screen begins to pulsate white, fading in and out as if Stan was trying to wake up.

We hear playful giggling from the Doctor and Mary as the screen continues to fade. 

EXT. STREET – DAY

Stan stops at a crosswalk. An old lady slowly walks across the way. He glances at his dashboard clock. She is gone and right as he is about to accelerate a cop blows a whistle and a teacher leading a large line of students dressed in giant fruit and vegetable costumes begin to cross. The line seems to extend forever. Stan pulls out his inhaler and gives himself two shots. Stan catches his reflection in his rearview mirror. He stops and takes a closer look spotting the making of what looks like will be a massive zit square in the middle of his forehead. He begins to poke and scratch.

INT. DR. BELL – DAY

ON MARY AND THE DOCTOR, now half naked on the floor. The doctor is about to eat a Juji Fruit off Mary’s left Breast when the screen catches his attention. Inside the screen we see a television. The doctor hits the play button. On the TV from in Stan’s dream is a scene from Goonies where Mikey is talking to ONE EYED WILLIE. 

DOCTOR BELL (V.O.)

I don’t remember seeing this. What significance does it have with Stewart or Stan?

MARY (V.O.)

It’s a classic. 

DOCTOR BELL (V.O.)

What I mean Jill is that after recording I programmed his dream settings to only show Stewart. 

FROM GOONIES: Mikey looks up and takes two hits from his INHALER. We hear giggling off camera from within the dream.

DOCTOR BELL (V.O.)

Listen, someone’s watching the television. 

MIKEY 

How long have you guys been standing there?

ON TV INSIDE STAN’S DREAM; Mikey turns to see his brother and all the Goonies watching him converse with One Eye Willies remains. The laughter grows louder.

ON STEWART and BRYAN sitting on a couch smoking a joint and watching the Goonies on a television. Both laugh at Mikey’s pathetic and embarrassing display. 

STEWART

(LAUGHING, BARELY ABLE TO TALK)

An inhaler? Pathetic!

BRYAN, laughing silently, holds up a letter, which reads, “I KNOW!”

ON PROJECTOR: The scene begins to morph, then fast-forward.

DR. BELL (O.C.)

How odd.

The screen flies by. We see a young girl getting ripped out of a grocery isle by a pterodactyl, a box of animal crackers, Stewart running franticly down and Isle pushing the cart, Stewart walking in the parking lot on the phone, a ripped bag of groceries and the fat man crying who dropped them. We see the strange Mexican restaurant where the man is rejected by the BROWN HAIRED WAITRESS. We see HELEN and STEWART conversing at their table. We stop on the end of Stewart’s speech. Un pause.

STEWART

I’ll make him try and kill himself but to pathetic to even get that right… (Smiles) 

A BLOND HAIRED WAITRESS comes into scene. The screen pauses. On the waitress’s plate of CHICKEN INCHILADAS. BEAT.

ON MARY AND THE DOCTOR: The juji fruit still sits on Mary’s breast.

DOCTOR BELL

It ends shortly after this, nothing of any real importance. 

MARY

What’s your diagnosis, Doctor?

DOCTOR BELL

Complete nutcase.  (LOOKING AT JUJI FRUIT) That isn’t going to eat its self, Jill.

MARY  

(MOCH DISTRESS)

Oh, what ever will we do?

Doctor Bell attacks the juji fruit with his open mouth. Mary screeches out in playful laughter. Then a look of utter revulsion forms upon Mary’s face. Dr. Bell it to preoccupied to notice. 

MARY

You know, there’s a pretty big promotion coming up.

DOCTOR BELL

(STILL OCCUPIED)

Yeah, good ole Bob will be happy to get it. 

Mary tosses Dr. Bell to the side and huffs off. He shrugs and still laying on his side reaches up for his bowl of Juji fruits atop his desk.

INT. MEXICAN RESTAURANT – DAY

Stan sits alone at a booth. He picks at a bowl of chips dejectedly. Slowly he guides one chip into his mouth. His view is fixed upon something, someone, or a group of some bodies. Another chip is slid into his sagging, sad jaw.  He chews with little effort. In the distance he watches a beautiful BROWN HAIRED WAITRESS. She smiles lovingly as she takes others orders. Stan watches dreamily, mesmerized by her untouchable beauty.

STAN

(SOFTLY)

There you are. So perfect. I feel as though I’ve known you all my life. (SADLY) What will I do today?

Sadly he looks down eying his menu. Stan guides his finger over the choices. 

INSERT MENU

We see the “set of choices.” Every entry is Chicken Enchiladas. Stan sighs and closes his menus. Strangely enough this doesn’t strike him as odd so much as tired routine. 

BROWN HAIRED WAITRESS (O.C.)

In here again, huh?

Stan quickly glances up. There stands the beautiful BROWN HAIRED WAITRESS.  She looks much like the one who turned down the man in the strange Mexican restaurant. Come to think of it, Stan looks a lot like the man that got turned down.

Startled, Stan jolts and quickly looks up. The beauty of the waitress takes him. He is instantly shocked and visibly nervous. The waitress chuckles at his reaction. Embarrassed Stan replies to the question. 

STAN

Yeah, hi.

B.H. WAITRESS

(Smiling, thinking it’s cute)

Marty’s been fired.

STAN

(STILL IN A DAZE)

Oh no. That’s horrible. …Who’s Marty?

The waitress slightly chuckles although that wasn’t Stan’s intent.

B.H. WAITRESS

Marty, your usual waiter. So I’ll be your waitress today. You’re the one who always gets Chicken Enchiladas, huh? 

STAN 

(EMBARASSED, SMILING)

Yes

B.H. WAITRESS

There my favorite too. Okay, do you want two or three?

STAN (TO WAITRESS)

Just…two, thanks.

The waitress takes the menu and is right about to leave. Stan watches in awe of her beauty. Then a sudden unexplainable urge makes him shout… 

STAN

(OUT OF CHARACTER)

… Don’t wanna end up like that guy!!!

Stan unconsciously and almost mechanically points to a fat man in a wheel chair gorging on free chips. The entire restaurant looks in his direction, including the fat man, all shocked and appalled. The waitress is suddenly stunned. Even Stan seems shocked by his actions; his uneasy smile begins to fade.

BROWN WAITRESS

Okay, ASSHOLE, coming right up. Someone else will bring you your food. Christ!

The waitress huffs off.

STAN (TO SELF)

Of course. Why would it happen any other way, huh?  

Stan looks up at the ceiling.

STAN

Good one by the way.

The waitress is gone. Stan’s head sags dismally. He begins to glance around watching other happy couples. He watches one couple kiss. The man turns and slightly catches Stan gawking. Stan quickly looks away. Someone calls Stan’s name. He looks. No one there.

INT. GROCERY STORE – LITTLE LATER

CLOSE UP OF ANIMAL CRACKER BOX. Pull out slowly. We see that it is sitting in the seat of a grocery cart. Pull out more. We see that Stan pushes the cart unenthusiastically. He stops on a cereal isle. He looks down and grimaces at the price of CINAMON TOAST crunch. He hesitates but grabs it anyway. He throws it in the cart. He walks a couple steps when he suddenly notices a half-off sign for an expired box of BOO BERRIES. 

INT. GROCERY STORE – EVENING

Stan slowly mopes down the isles pushing the cart. In it the boo berry sits taking the place of the Cinnamon Toast Crunch. He walks by and nonchalantly grabs a can of soup from off one of the shelves and without looking throws it in the cart. A small, blond haired girl in tiny overalls stands at the end of the isle poking at a bag of shelved marshmallows. She glances up. Stan and the child make eye contact. She smiles and waves a cute little wave. Stan’s eyes are hollow. He doesn’t smile or wave. He passes her with an utter look of sadness. His eyes well up. She begins to cry.

INT. CANDY ISLE – LITTLE WHILE LATER

A teenager with frizzy hair stacks candy onto the shelves. A couple of feet down Stan reaches for a pack of Hershey miniatures. He slowly lowers the bag into the basket. His eyes are still watery. His expression has not changed. Stan pets the bag gently, covers his face and softly begins to weep. A couple of girls chuckle as they walk by. The teenager with frizzy hair walks up and hugs Stan awkwardly.

INT. GROCERY STORE – LITTLE LATER

Stan slowly walks to the front of the store. His cart now has a couple of other items but not much. He walks past one line. It’s far too long. He heads for the express lane when he sees MARVIN arguing with the clerk in the front of the line. A couple of people behind Marvin check their watches agitated. Stan heads back and gets in the long line.

INT. GROCERY STORE – LITTLE LATER

The clerk bags Stan’s groceries. He throws the items in rather hastily. Stan watches nervous.

STAN

Could you double bag that? Last time the bottom came out.

SACKER

Sorry sir, but you have to have at least eight items to make such a request. You have seven. Besides, it’ll hold! 

STAN

Okay.

INT. STAN’S CAR – EVENING

We focus on a torn bag in Stan’s seat. All of his items are lying on the floor of the car and in the seat. Stan clenches the steering wheel. His eyes are hollow as he stares straight ahead.

Stan takes off his seatbelt

STAN’S POV; The engine roar begins to rattle the car. The street streaks by. STAN veers off the road. We rush toward an electric pole at frantic speed. Closer and closer. Stan’s breath is becoming increasingly heavy. His hands grip the steering wheel. His knuckles are becoming white. This is intense, until the breaks screech.

STAN stops inches from the pole. He stares straight ahead unflinching, no expression. A trickle of sweat joins a tear as they travel down Stan’s cheek.

Stan puts his seatbelt back on, pulls out his inhaler and gives himself two shots.

INT. STAN’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Stan walks in with his groceries. He throws them on the floor and slowly walks into the bedroom.

INT. BEDROOM – (CONTINUOUS)

As he enters the room he begins to strip down his clothes until he is naked. Someone calls Stan’s name. He circles around the room seeing no one. He screams. His voice shrieks with emotion.

STAN

STOP CALLING MY FUCKING NAME!!!! 

He walks over to his dresser, opens the drawer and pulls out a gun. Stan slumps over to his bed and has a seat Indian Style in the middle of the mattress. Without hesitation Stan holds the gun to his head and fires. A click. 

STEWARTS (V.O.)

Ha, maybe I’ll make him suicidal but too pathetic to even get that right.

Stan, in shock, drops the gun. It hits the floor next to the bed and fires a shot through the window. Stan’s eyes role into the back of his head and he passes out. 

INT. STEWART’S HOUSE 

Stewart opens a Hershey miniature and pops it into his mouth. He sits in front of his laptop. He skims a medical book sitting in his lap with a highlighter. The twins (STILL in their trees) and Mrs. Gretchen round the corner into the living room. Stewart sighs when he sees his little trees. 

STEWART

Girls, come’ on, you need to take your trees off.

They immediately begin to cry. Stewart looks to Gretchen, she shrugs.

MRS. GRETCHEN

(HEAVY PHLEGM)

They like their trees. 

STEWART

It’s been two weeks! They have piano practice! You can’t practice in a tree!

The phone rings, Stewart debates answering.

MRS. GRETCHEN

Stranger things sir, stranger things. 

STEWART grabs the phone. Mrs. Gretchen exits with the crying trees in tow.

STEWART

Hello.  Hey babe, how’s Florida.

HELEN (V.O.)

Great! The weather is fantastic. …

STEWART

(Still skimming book)

Awesome! …Hey, Helen, a question. What was the name of that cereal? I used to eat it for lunch and then BAM! They quit selling it.

HELEN (V.O.)

The one you wrote really nasty consumer defense letters to? Boo Berries.

Stewart laughs. He jots something down on a notepad. 

We focus on the text in the Book where Stewart has again directed his attention. He skims the text with the highlighter as he lets off an occasional, “U-huh, yeah” to Helen on the other end of the phone;

“BIPOLAR DISORDER: The depressed phase includes symptoms of sadness, fatigue, pessimism, feelings of helplessness, low self-esteem, and loss of interest in life, possibly with thoughts of suicide.” 
He highlights, “Possibly with thoughts of suicide.”

FADE OUT

WHITE SCREEN;

There is a loud sudden breath of air as if a sudden panic had occurred followed by heavy panting.

FADE IN

INT. STAN’S BEDROOM – MORNING

Stan sits up in his bed. His eyes are wide and sleepless. He pants heavily as if awoken from a bad dream. Sweat glistens from his forehead and chin and just above his lip-line. The alarm sounds. The time 7:00 am. Stan jolts to cut it off. He sits there for a second and then his nose begins to bleed. It takes him a moment to register. Stan reaches for his nose and darts out of bed. We focus on another large yellow stain in the sheets left by the fleeting Stan. The window is shattered and the guns still sits on the floor where it fell. He slept through the night. In his absence the alarm set off again.

INT. STAN’S BATHROOM – (CONTINUOUS)

Stan’s head is dipped in the sink. He pulls up; water mixed with blood trickles down his face. He stares blankly into the mirror. He looks pale a lifeless.

INT. DOCTOR BELLS – DAY

We are close on a shaking coffee mug. The coffee waves back and forth almost about to flop over the sides. Two more hands come in and steady the mug away from the shaking pair of hands. Pull out. DOCTOR BELL removes the mug from Stan. Tissue once again sticks out from his nose. He sits in a chair hooked up to the dream-capturing machine. The projector indicates STEWART in front of his laptop where he was talking on the phone and reading the BI POLAR BOOK. The screen begins pulsating white ending the dream. The Doctor cuts it off. Stan shakes his head. Tears brim up in his eyes.

STAN



That sonofabitch game me Bipolar!

DOCTOR BELL

Stan, you don’t have Bipolar. 

STAN

I sure feel like I have bipolar.

DOCTOR BELL 

You would have to be happy too Stan.

STAN

Oh…

DOCTOR BELL

Stan you are going to have to fully relax if I am going to put you under trance. Please try and calm yourself. If you would, could you lie back there on the couch?

Stan cooperates. He takes off the patches and walks over to the couch. He lies back.

INT. STEWART’S HOUSE – DAY

STEWART now off the phone, types away at his computer. He stops with a contented smile, leans back and lets out a happy sigh.

STEWART

(TO SELF)

I think someone deserves a freakin’ scotch. 

STEWART stands and exits the scene. We focus on his laptop screen. It reads like a script. We focus on the text.

“STAN (V.O.) (Echoing)

I’ve got it.  It’s a laptop. On a desk. It’s on but no one’s around.

DOCTOR BELL (V.O.) (Echoing)

What does that laptop say, Sam?”

We hear clanking from the other room. A refrigerator opens and shuts.

INT. DOCTOR BELL’S OFFICE – DAY

EVERTHING IS BLACK 

Suddenly color begins to ripple like water slowly creating a vision.

DOCTOR BELL (V.O.) (ECHOING) 

Deeper Stan. You have to search deeper.  Can you determine the vision yet?

STAN (V.O.) (ECHOING)

Almost… 

The rippling color begins to unravel into a shape. It looks to be forming a laptop computer.

DOCTOR BELL (V.O.) (Echoing)

Fight for the vision Stan. 

STAN (V.O.) (Echoing)

I’ve got it.  It’s a laptop. On a desk. It’s on but no one’s around.

DOCTOR BELL (V.O.) (Echoing)

What does that laptop say, Sam?

We move in close on the laptop screen. It’s exactly what was just spoken and as Sam talks his words begin to add to the already existing text. 

STAN (V.O.) (Echoing)

It’s hard to read, it’s…wait…it’s writing what I say. Those are my words…on the screen.  

DOCTOR BELL (V.O.) (Echoing)

Might this be the computer Stewart uses to write your life from? To control you from?

STAN (V.O.) (Echoing)

I suppose (The words still write)

DOCTOR BELL (V.O.) (Echoing)

Who controls it now Stan?

STAN (V.O.) (Echoing)

Me…  

DOCTOR BELL (V.O.) (Echoing)

That’s right Stan. You control your life. There is no Stewart. There is no story. Only life. You are free.

STAN (V.O.) (Echoing)

Freee….. 

“Free” writes across the screen. The echoing of the doctor and Stan becomes undetectable. We are no longer in the vision but in STEWART’S HOUSE in front of his LAPTOP were the new text of the doctor and Stan now sits. We hear Stewart O.C.

STEWART (O.C.)

I’m leaving now. Okay. See you in a bit. 

Stewart comes into view and without looking shuts his computer as he heads out of the room drinking a scotch.

INT. DOCTORS BELL’S/ HALLWAY – DAY

Stan’s exits and shuts the door behind him. This is a new Stan. Calm, motivated and confident. He puts a WHOLE yellow juji-fruit in his mouth and walks out of the scene.

INT. STAN’S CAR – DAY

Stan turns on his radio. “99 red balloons go by” He scowls and changes the channel. Violent Fems play. Stan smiles and continues driving.

INT. CLOSE ON NOTE

We are on extreme close up of one of Bryan’s beautifully written letters. It reads; 

“It would be cool if Sandra Bernhard could play the part”

SMASH CUT

ON STEWART and BRYAN who sit at a table in a HOOTERS RESTAURANT. An empty picture of beer and a half full (Or half empty-are you positive?) picture sits in the center of the table. Both are drunk. Beautiful waitresses in their classic HOOTERS uniforms occasionally walk by. One trashy one stumbles. Bryan wears an even more hideous than before suit with slightly different sunglasses. Stewart examines the note we’ve just seen.

STEWART

(Off note)

No, KENZY has to have some Natural Beauty. An angelic face with an innocence that only shields her much more devious core; vicious. Truly a wolf in sheep’s

clothing. A hidden agenda. Sandra Bernhard is just a woofer. She would be too obvious. …Besides, she scares me.

BRYAN jots something down and pushes the note toward Stewart. Stewart skims it. He looks impressed. 

STEWART

Brittany Murphy? Nice! She would be perfect, wouldn’t she?

Bryan nods.

STEWART

By chance, did you see her on the MTV movie awards? 

Bryan shakes his head sadly then shrugs.

STEWART

That’s right. You don’t have cable. You’ll have to watch it at my house next year. 

The two clank their beer. A waitress walks by. Bryan nonchalantly grabs her ass. She smiles flirtatiously 

HOOTERS WAITRESS

Anything else?

Bryan writes and passes. The waitress reads.

HOOTER’S WAITRESS

Round of patron coming up. (Still looking at note) Wow, you have incredible handwriting.

Bryan smiles sweetly at her. She blushes and retreats. Bryan looks at Stewart who watches him work.

STEWART



(SATISFIED)

You dog you. 

Bryan shrugs. He knows he’s slick.

STEWART

Patron? My kinda man…but this is the last one.

Bryan chuckles silently. Like he believes that.

STEWART

I’m serious now. 

INT. STAN’S LIVING ROOM – NIGHT

Stan sits at his small desk in his small living room writing diligently. He wears a sweatband, shorts and no shirt. His hermit crab slowly crawls around near the paper from which he writes. His smile grows with each letter written. He works fast and furious. The CLASH’S, ‘LONDON CALLING ’ blares loudly from stereo. Stan glances up and notices a spider crawling across his bookshelf. We zoom in to extreme close up the spider leg. A bright white flash.

FADE IN

INT. STEWART’S CAR - NIGHT

Music Blares. Stewart sings and shouts with THE CLASH blaring from his radio. He is visibly drunk. Stewart suddenly hollers and looks down at his leg.  He slaps and scratches not paying attention to the road trying to find what bit him. A large tarantula scurries off. 

EXT. INTERSECTION – (CONTINUOUS)

Stewart’s car dashes through a red light and makes way across the intersection. Not even a second passes before a large read dump truck heads straight for Stewart’s car, fast and from the left.

INT. STEWARTS’ CAR

Stewart can’t find anything by his leg. He looks up and to his left. His eyes widen.

STEWART’S POV; We see the large truck as it smashes in from the side. A piercing crash. Glass flies in and the door implodes.

BLACK

Slow but heavy breathing, wheezing, blood gargling accompanied with slight moaning. This person is struggling. We hear metal squeaking like a door trying to be forced open, being pulled away. Frantic voices. It all sounds echoed. Then one voice is louder.

MAN’S VOICE (V.O.)

(ECHOED)

Sir, sir? Can you hear me? I need you to respond if you can hear me. 

POV: Eyes opening very slowly. Everything is blurred. It seems as if we are looking through a tiny whole where the window once was. What looks like a large man crouches down and peers in. This is still very blurry. We shut and open again. We try to talk but the pain is intense. We only manage a whimper.

MAN’S VOICE

Try and keep your eyes open sir. Help is on its way.

A siren rings in the distance. Our eyes slowly begin to close. The sirens and the help’s voice have become undetectable. Silence. As our eye lids shut the falling darkness reveals white lettering, which reads.

“…and life seems to be a series of awakenings.” 

BRIGHT WHITE FLASH

Fading out the white letters. As the bright white flash begins to weaken we are in--

INT. STAN’S BEDROOM – MORNING

Stan’s alarm clock sounds. 8:00 am. Stan slightly roles over and gently presses the snooze button. He peacefully drifts back to sleep.

TIME CUT

The time on the alarm clock reads 10:00 am. The bathroom door is wide open. We hear the shower running and Stan singing from O.S.

STAN

(Singing)

I fought the law and the law won/ I fought the law and the law won. 

We focus on the bed. No stain.

INT. CLOSET -MORNING

We are watching the closet door from the side as stripe shirt after stripe shirt is being tossed out.

INT. MAIL AREA/ APARTMENTS – MORNING

Stan checks his mail, in one hand he holds a small SHOEBOX. He no longer wears a STRIPED shirt but a hip and comfortable t-shirt. A large trash bag lies next to his feet stuffed to the brim. A striped sleeve hangs from the top. The same OLD LADY with the disgusted look from before eyes him curiously while attending her mail. He pulls an envelope out of his box. It is addressed from “The McDonald’s corporation.”  He smiles broadly. He carefully opens and reads. He glances up at THE OLD LADY who stares just the same.

STAN

(EXCITEDLY)

I know what Grimace is!

He happily dashes out of the scene. The OLD LADY watches in wonderment.

OLD LADY

(SCREAMING O.C.)

Well, what is he?

STAN (O.C.) (SCREAMING, FADING VOICE)

The heart of every child’s Dream!!!

The OLD LADY smiles; satisfied.

INT. STAN’S CAR – MORNING

Stan drives with a contented smile. The SHOEBOX sits in the passenger seat, the trash bag on the passenger floor. He pulls up to a red light. A small convertible-top Mercedes’ pulls up next to him with two Gorgeous Blonds; out of his league. He doesn’t care. He roles down the window and shouts.

STAN

(To girls)

Hi. 

The girls look over. Their faces hold uneasy looks; hoping for a green light…soon!

STAN

You have wonderful hair. …Both of you. 

The girls blush and smile. They wave and blow kisses and the light turns green and they drive off. Stan smiles and accelerates.

EXT. FIELD - DAY

Stan’s small red car pulls into a deserted field and parks. He steps out, stretches and takes a deep peaceful breath. We pan past him and when he is out of site--

EXT. FIELD - DAY

O.C. Stan lets out a singular scream of joy, which echoes throughout the air. The empty trash bag blows softly in the wind. We hear the crackling of a large fire. We pan over as we see Stan, gas canister in hand, silently watching a huge blaze of green billowy smoke coming from a stack of rubble. The same sleeve we saw sticking out the top of the trash bag has managed to fall out of the fire. A lonely survivor from Stan’s STRIPED past. Using a stick he pushes the sleeve back into the flame. It squeals as it becomes engulfed.

INT. RECORD RETREIVAL COMP. – DAY

Cheryl enters her office with her lunch in hand. On her desk is a taken-apart contraption with a note attached. Confused Cheryl rips off the note and brings it in for closer inspection. The note reads;

“Hi, The CD Drive is broke (Cheryl looks down at the contraption then back at the note to read--)

Fucking idiot.”

INT. MARVIN’S CUBICAL

Marvin’s radio blasts, ’99 Red Balloons Go Buy.’ He studies a diagram carefully then a piece of chocolate. He smiles and puts the chocolate into his mouth. Marvin hollers through the cubicle wall.

MARVIN

Hey Stan. (No answer) STAN???

INT. STAN’S CUBICLE (Continuous)

Stan’s cubicle has been stripped dry. All his office supply and decorations are gone. All that remain are his monitor and computer, which subsequently is missing its CD drive. Wires dangle out. Marvin rounds the corner just as Cheryl makes her way into view. They meet, turn and stare into Stan’s cubicle. They both seem quite surprised.

MARVIN (STILL LOOKING STRAIT)

Stan quit?

Cheryl, still looking strait, shrugs silently.

EXT. PARKING GARAGE – DAY 

Stan’s small red car turns down the last level of the parking garage. His windows down and Rock-N-Roll blaring. A large box filled with pictures and office supplies sit in his passenger seat next to the SHOEBOX. Again, are the two gossiping women parked in his path conversing out the window with one another? Stan inches up behind them. He honks. They wave and quickly move out of the way. Stan smiles. This is a revelation. 

INT. HOSPITAL HALLWAY – DAY

A stretcher rushes Stewart down the hall. Several nurses and doctors run next to him. He is beat to hell. His face a complete, bloody, mess. One nurse holds a sopping red stained towel to a gushing wound above the temple of Stewart’s right side. Bryan and Helen run next to him trying to keep up, both crying.

EXT. CROSSWALK – DAY

Stan pulls up to the crosswalk. A large cop watches him closely, his whistle hanging crookedly out of his mouth. The old lady slowly staggers across the way. Stan tenses and rears forward ready to punch the gas. As the lady makes her way across we hear the whistle blow. Stan accelerates nearly hitting one of the Fruit Children who jumps to get out of the way. The rest of the costume wearing line watches him angrily. The cop continues to whistle and gives chase

INT. MEXICAN RESTAURANT – DAY

Stan enters the restaurant with the SHOEBOX in hand. He looks around and then suddenly spots what he’s looking for. The BROWN HAIRED WAITRESS works in the left section of the floor. She is bringing food to another customer. Stan enters and has a seat, waiting patiently without a care in the world. The B.H. Waitress notices him and angrily walks over to another waitress. The OTHER FEMALE Waitress ventures toward Stan. She arrives and before she can speak--

STAN

(TO WAITRESS)

I know! Could you give her this?

Stan extends the SHOEBOX. The FEMALE WIATRESS looks at it quizzically. 

FEMALE WAITRESS

It’s not a bomb is it? 

STAN

I can’t make those. 

The female waitress ponders a second more and then takes the box. She nods and heads toward the back. Stan sits a moment longer and leaves.

EXT. MOUNTAINS – DAY

We hover over glorious mountaintops that seem to extend forever into the distance. We view a beautiful sunset casting over their head. Suddenly something very small can be detected leapfrogging from mountain to mountain and with each leap, closer to us. As the object leaps nearer it becomes bigger and bigger until we realize it is STEWART jumping from mountain to mountain, effortlessly. He smiles and laughs…

STEWART

(With each leap)

Wee…Wee…wee 

He continues to leap over and over again. Then one more leap. As soon as he is about to make contact with the next mountain the scene tears away from him becoming a dark nightmarish sky festered with ere purple lighting. Stewart screams as he begins to free-fall. Right as he is about to hit the strange ground we…

INT. EMERGENCY ROOM– NIGHT

STEWART on a hospital bed jerks violently. The doctors still swarm him and try to keep him still. They tare off his clothes and begin to strap him down.  We can see Helen and Bryan (THE AGENT) through one of the windows on the other side. They hold each other crying hysterically.

INT. STAN’S CAR – (CONTINUOUS)

Stan happily drives out of the parking lot. He looks proudly on, then to himself says,

STAN

Gonna miss you little guy.

INT. BACK OF RESTAURANT

The FEMALE WAITRESS sits the SHOEBOX in front of the BROWN HAIRED waitress who sits eating at a small table. B.H. looks at it curiously.

B.H. WAITRESS

What’s this?

The OTHER WAITRESS shrugs.

OTHER WAITRESS

The asshole said to give it to you. Says it isn’t a bomb. I don’t trust him.

She walks away. B.H. looks at the box a moment longer. A note sits on the top of the lid. She lifts, unfolds and begins to read it.

STAN (V.O.)

I am very sorry about the way I acted the other day. A woman of your stature should never be forced to witness such callous behavior. Please except Hercules as a token of my utmost and sincere apologies. Stan.

She looks at the box and slowly lifts off the lid. She almost breaks into laughter when she peers inside. In the shoebox is a makeshift beach where Stan’s small Hermit Crab lingers about. The waitress smiles sweetly.

INT. WAITING ROOM 

On one end Margot and Elisa (IN TREES) play with blocks, clueless. Elisa is agitating Margot as usual. She calls Margot’s name, Margot looks up, Elisa looks away and Margot begins to cry. 

ON; Helen sits in a chair now calmer. Her face is wet from tears. Bryan sits next to her. His glasses shield his eyes but not the dried rivers formed upon his cheek. A stern doctor sits in a chair directly in front of them. They listen carefully.

DOCTOR

Your husband had some massive brain swelling which caused a blood vessel to rupture in his brain. 

Helen tries to hold in her whimper. Bryan lets his go. Helen consoles him.

DOCTOR

This is known as Intracranial Hematoma, when blood leaks and forms a clot between the inner skull and the 

(CONT’D)

DOCTOR (CONT’D)

--brain. In some cases this can be treated without surgery, however, your husband’s clot is so large that it is extremely important that we operated immediately. …Naturally we will need you to sign the okay.

HELEN begins to cry. She gathers herself but still has trouble talking.

HELEN

What are the risks?

DOCTOR

Any time we have to go into the brain there is a very high risk of potential brain damage or death, but if gone untreated both of these are certain.

Helen cannot believe what she is hearing. They had just had lunch the other day. It’s all so fast.

HELEN

I need to see him first…

The doctor hesitates before answering. He looks at the children throwing blocks at one another, then back at Helen.

DOCTOR

Only you and it will have to be quick. 

Helen nods, thankful.

INT. STAN’S HOUSE – NIGHT

STAN paces his living room with what little room he has to pace; in his hand are a notepad and pencil. He seems to be pondering. A sudden thought, he walks over to the bookshelf and begins to thumb through multiple alien books. He comes to one entitled ‘Medical Traumas.’ He pulls it out and skims the pages.

INT. STEWART’S ROOM 

Helen, on her knees beside the bed cries into Stewart. Stewart is pretty battered but less bloody. His face has some cuts and bruises. Above his left eye are some stitches. His right arm is in a cast. IV’s and tubes connect to him from all over. He is still unconscious. Helen cries uncontrollably. She squeezes Stewarts hand tight and kisses it repeatedly.

The door cracks open slowly. A doctor slightly enters. Helen stands, kisses her husband one last time and slowly exits looking back every couple of feet.

INT. COLLEGE/ REGITRATION DESK – DAY

Stan stands in front of a registration window. His face has begun to clear up and almost completely relieved of zits. A lady with large hair and thick make-up hands him a lengthy set of forms. A phone is held between her ear and shoulder.

LARGE HAIRED LADY

Sorry sir but these forms aren’t going to fill out themselves. And I can assure you that I’m not filling them out for you.

STAN

They’re long. I’m just taking one class. (Holding up papers) Is all this really necessary? I just don’t see the point. Can’t I just pay…

LARGE HAIRED LADY

Sir, we don’t take bribes at Westington Community College. You’ll have to fill out the forms.

Stan is speechless. He slowly turns and takes a seat. The LARGE HAIRED LADY continues her conversation on the phone.

LARGE HAIRED LADY

(To phone) 

Who? No, that was Shaft, you’re thinking of Potsy. 

EXT. TREE – DAY

Stan sits on a branch in a tree with a great view of the city. He is completely tranquil. He watches everything around taking in every minute detail and loving it. He is just happy. He stomach growl and glances down. He glances back up and smiles. He starts his descend down the tree.

INT. MEXICAN RESTAURANT – DAY

Stan walks in and has a seat in THE B.H. WAITRESS’ section. He looks around for his crush but can’t find her. He then directs his attention over the menu looking at all the “DIFFERENT” selections. When his attention is suddenly broken by—

BH WAITRESS (O.C.)

I think Little Hercules misses you. 

Stan quickly glances up and smiles when he sees the BH waitress now in street clothes standing in front of him. As before he is mesmerized by her beauty and gives no attempt to hide it. She blushes as she has a seat.

BH WAITRESS (O.C.)

He won’t eat anything I give him. 

Stan still remains silent stuck in awe.

BH WAITRESS

(EXTENDING HAND)

My names—

STAN

(INTERUPTING)

Kenzy!

KENZY

How did you—

STAN 

(INTERUPTING, STILL IN AWE)

Your tag, when you work! I’ve seen it.

KENZY

Oh.

STAN



(EXTENDING HAND)



I’m—

KENZY

(INTERUPTING)

Stan. …You wrote it in you letter. …At the end.

STAN

Oh. … (SILENCE, THEN--) I apologize, really.

KENZY

I know. Your letter.

STAN

No, I mean for Hercules. 

KENZY

Hercules?

STAN

He can be very picky.

Kenzy smiles, and then laughs as does Stan.

INT. SURGERY ROOM

A group of doctors huddle around Stewart on the operating table. There is a block around his head. One of the doctors lowers a scalpel and begins to make an incision following a black line that has been carefully drawn on a shaved piece of scalp. We are close on the incision, then a sudden bright flash. 

EXT. OUT DOOR THRIFT SHOP – DAY

STAN comes out of a small curtain booth wearing a TUXEDO SHIRT. He models it for Kenzy. She laughs.

Stan comes out in a pair of tight pen stripped pants. He slightly bends over. Kenzy bursts into laughter.

Kenzy holds an old seventies style dress up to her shoulders displaying it for Stan. Stan now holds a bag of clothes and wears crazy sunglasses.

STAN

You look beautiful.

KENZY

Should I get it?

STAN

Only one way to tell. 

Stan grabs the tag. He looks at it for a second.

STAN

Seven bucks? No.

KENZY

Seven bucks? No? That’s cheap.

STAN 

At Foley’s, yes. At a thrift shop. No. You have much to learn.

KENZY

Then teach me grasshopper.

Kenzy playfully grabs Stan’s arm then wraps hers around his. Not too intimately but affectionately enough. Stan notices and smiles warmly trying not to show. 

INT. OPERATION TABLE

We focus closely on Stewarts closed eyes. Blood spatters over part of his face.

INT. RECORD STORE

Kenzy stands at a record player with headphones on. A record spins. Stan sneaks up behind her and taps her on the shoulder. She turns. He holds up a record, Prince’s ‘Purple Rain.’ She claps excitedly. He opens it and sets it spinning. Kenzy slides one of the earmuffs over Stan’s head. They listen cheek and cheek. 

EXT. STREET - DAY

KENZY and STAN walk down the street. They pass by some kids tossing a basketball into a tree trying to knock down their Frisbee, which is lodged between branches. Stan stops, takes the ball and throws it at the flying saucer. He misses. Kenzy smiles, grabs the ball and with one throw sends the Frisbee tumbling to the ground. The kids cheer. Stan smiles shyly.

EXT. PEER – DAY

Stan and Kenzy sit on the edge of a peer. We focus on their backs and they peer off silently into the rippling waves. Stan slowly and awkwardly puts his arm around Kenzy’s shoulder. There is a pause and then Kenzy reaches up and puts her hand on his arm. It’s slow, uncomfortable and sweet.

INT. OPERATION TABLE

Close up of Stewart’s brain. A small camera light shinning and searching for the clot.

INT. STAN’S APARTMET – NIGHT

Stan lounges on his couch talking on the phone. A notepad sits in his lap. A medical book sits next to his leg. 

STAN

Hi. 

INT. KENZY’S APARTMENT –

Kenzy lounges on her couch talking on the phone. A small carton of Ice cream is crunched in-between her legs. The prince record spins in the background. We hear ‘PURPLE RAIN.’

KENZY

Hi, wow, can’t live without me can you?

STAN (V.O.)

You like stars Kenzy?

Kenzy smiles.

INT. OPERATING TABLE 

A doctor dissects slowly on the head of Stewart. He watches a screen, which magnifies his slow incisions into the outer layer of the brain. 

DOCTOR, CUTTING

Found the clot. 

Another doctor hands the DOCTOR, CUTTING a small wipe.

BRIGHT WHITE FLASH

WHITE SCREEN then fades to a star festered sky:

KENZY (V.O.)

The big dipper?

STAN (V.O.)

There. It’s the easiest to find. It’s bigger.  

ON STAN AND KENZY. The two lie next to each other on a small blanket in an open field glaring out into the night sky. Stan wears his TUXEDO SHIRT; Hercules crawls around on his chest. Kenzy wears the seven-dollar dress.

STAN

So many stars. So much space. An impossible amount of beauty right in front of us. All it takes is looking up.

Kenzy smiles.

STAN

I’ve always wondered how so many stars could have been placed so high. How they came about. Why? Always questioning the existence of everything rather then just enjoying it. I think this is the first time in my life that I finally see everything for what it is.

KENZY

And what’s that?

STAN

Amazing!  

Kenzy stairs at Stan. Wondering, maybe even a little mesmerized by his speech.

STAN

Can I ask you something, Kenzy?

KENZY

Shoot.

STAN 

Why did you come out here with me tonight? I could be a psycho. I gave you a Hermit Crab. That doesn’t strike you as…I don’t know. Odd!

KENZY

You miss Hercules don’t you?

STAN

(LOOKING at Herc on his chest)

Yes!

KENZY

I thought it was the sweetest thing anyone has ever given me. It was interesting. You seemed so confident. Different from the times I have seen you in the restaurant before.

Stan smiles and continues to smile, he almost laughs making Kenzy laugh. She swats at him playfully.

KENZY

(PLAYFULLY)

Stop…you’re putting me on the spot. (HE CONTINUES SMILING) Okay smart ass, why did you ask me out here tonight? Lets see how you handle being under the gun.

Stan stares at Kenzy for a long beat before replying. His smile fades.

STAN (VERY INTENSE)

Because I think you are the most amazing person that has ever been created and the urge to meet you was so unbelievably unbearable that resisting would have meant me being sad for the rest of my life. So I finally had the courage. And now…I’m happy. 

The two move in slowly and kiss sweetly and gently before smiling and looking into one another’s eyes.

INT. HOSPITAL WAITING ROOM- NIGHT

Helen sits on a bench crying hysterically. Bryan cuddles next to her crying as well. The girls sit on opposite ends of the bench scowling at one another. A branch on Margot’s costume has been partially ripped off.

HELEN

God, please keep him safe. Please, please, please (MORE CRYING) 

INT. WRITING CLASS – DAY

STAN sits in the front of a class attentive. A fat teacher, with a bald head and in a teacher sweater screams at the class as he smacks a pointer onto the chalk board, which reads in chalk, “RESEARCH MATERIAL; MOVIES and BOOKS which relate to your story and character.”

EXT. VIDEO STORE – DAY

STAN exits a video store with two videotapes in his hand. As he walks out he notices a sign, which reads, “Rent two get third rental free.” He looks down at his tapes. Looks back at the door and heads back inside.

INT. STAN’S APARTMENT – DAY

Stan watches SPACE BALLS on his television. He laughs as Pizza The Hut begins to eat himself. He wipes his tears and then takes notes.

TIME CUT

Stan watches a discovery channel tape. It’s a program about Alien Crop Circles. He drinks a Capri sun pouch. He takes down notes.

TIME CUT

The Facts of life plays from the television. ON STAN passed out on the couch. Kenzy comes into the scene. She slowly removes Stan’s Capri Pouch, his notepad, carefully takes off his shoes and puts a blanket around him. She smiles a motherly smile and kisses him sweetly on the forehead. Kenzy walks over to the VCR and removes a tape. It’s actually a facts of life tape. She puts it back in the facts of Life Box and lays it on top of the television and cuts off the TV. She goes and cuddles next to Stan.

EXT. VIDEO STORE – DAY

STAN returns his videos. He puts them in the drop box and notices a sign that says, “Hiring.” He ponders for a moment and then enters.

INT. SURGERY – DAY

The doctor now intense and sweaty leans over Stewart still operating. He leans in closely. We follow a drip of sweat as it falls from his forehead racing toward Stewart’s open incision.…

EXT. PARK – DAY

ON SWEAT DROP as it races from the sky. It’s a beautiful clear day. The drop sores frantically toward the ground. It lands on Kenzy’s head. She extends her hand and waits for more rain looking toward the sky.

KENZY

That’s odd...not a cloud in the sky. 

Kenzy and Stan sit on a blanket under a nice tree; a picnic. Stan, reading a book, pouts as he hands a sandwich back to Kenzy.

STAN 

Mayonnaise makes me sick. 

KENZY

(Laughs)

Look at you! …Baby!

Kenzy combs the bread with the knife scraping off the mayonnaise. She then pieces the sandwich back together. 

KENZY

(Handing sandwich to STAN)

Here.

Stan pulls away with a child like attitude.

STAN

(Still looking in his book)

Ah, hello. Mayonnaise Soaks into the bread, Okay, chef Boyardee? I can’t eat that, I’ll puke.  

KENZY just smiles.

STAN

What? I’m serious. You know I don’t like mayonnaise. Bad form on your part. I won’t. Hand me the chips.

KENZY smiles. Stan breaks. He smiles back. Kenzy reaches over and kisses him sweetly.

KENZY

(SOFTLY)

I love you.

Smiling and defeated Stan takes the sandwich. He kisses her and then looks down at his book. It is flipped on its front. On the back we can see a picture of the author. It is a photo of Stan’s mother, the name is Patricia White. Kenzy notices this and smiles…

KENZY

You miss her, huh?

STAN 

Yeah. She was incredibly bright. Such a great writer. I want to finish this script and dedicate it to her.

Kenzy kisses Stan’s cheek. She thinks it’s sweet.

STAN

You wanna to see a quote I gonna use?

KENZY

(Excitedly)

Sure. 

Stan flips the book. It is, “Controlled Encounters” with the same cover, and oddly the same book Stewart bought. Stan opens it and turns to a highlighted paragraph. He begins to read it to Kenzy. She is attentive. This sounds very familiar. It’s the direct quote Stewart highlighted.

STAN (Reading)

“Our bodies are vessels, boats built for the purpose of travel. Their travel. 

BRIGHT WHITE FLASH

INT. OPERATING TABLE

WE ARE CLOSE ON STEWART’S FACE. Hands are in the scene still operating. He slightly twitches. A voice over coats the scene. We stay in close on Stewart. 

STAN’S (V.O.)

In our minds they feast and live. Our brains their produce. Our eyes their vision. Our lives, their lives. …I know this, but I stand alone…” 

ON Stewart’s face. He twitches violently. We pull out. The doctors panic at the twitch. One doctor holds him down, another sprints for something. The doctor cutting pulls away. Stewart’s nose starts to bleed.

DOCTOR CUTTING

Shit… He’s coming out. Fuck! 

INT. Hallway – (Continuous)

Helen sits on a bench. Bryan sits next to her. The kids sit silently, Indian style on the floor staring up at both. In Helen’s hands she skims over a script. Bryan watches her sympathetically.

HELEN

He’s so talented. What he writes seems so real. 

Bryan agrees with a nod and solemn tear.

HELEN

I want to do it. …He’ll be up writing in no time. We just need to keep the door open, that’s all.  

Bryan smiles

HELEN

Do you care if I go?…

Bryan writes, and rips. Helen takes the note. She smiles.

HELEN

Thank you Bryan. I’d really like to be there. 

Bryan puts his arm around Helen comforting her. She presents a soft but saddened smile. She starts to read the script again. 

HELEN

So real, so talented. 

CLOSE ON THE SCRIPT AND THE TEXT. 



“INT. WRITING CLASS – DAY

A FAT BALD TEACHER with a teacher-sweater stands in front of the class writing on the chalkboard.” 

FADE INTO THAT SCENE

INT. CREATIVE WRITING CLASS – MORNING

A fat bald Teacher with a teacher-sweater stands in front of the class writing on a chalkboard. He calls out as he writes. 

TEACHER

YOU…MUST…FIND…A WAY…TO GET INTO…THE HEAD OF YOUR CHARACTER.

He turns and faces the class. Stan sits in the very front watching on interestedly. The teacher glances at his watch.

TEACHER

You aren’t writing a character my friends, you are creating much more. You’re creating life. …Quite essentially you’re playing God. When you realize what power you control only then will you have full supremacy over what it is you are writing. (Looks at watch)…That’s it for today class. Remember; take your time with your screenplays. Let the story develop naturally. Eventually you’ll see how quickly the story starts to write itself. …You cannot rush inspiration. Repeat it with me.

CLASS AND TEACHER

(Rehearsed and uninspired)

You cannot rush inspiration

TEACHER

Good! …Go on. Get out of here.

The class jumps up and exits. Stan slowly rises from his chair appearing to have much on his mind. He thinks for a second. The teacher is now seated at his desk. He thumbs through a magazine and takes a giant bite out of a sandwich he has pulled from his desk drawer. Feeling he is being watched the Teacher slowly raises his head up. Stan stands directly in front of him. Stan says nothing but looks to present a question.  

INT. OPERATION TABLE

The Doctor clips his last stitch on Stewart head. 

DOCTOR

That’s it. He’s done. Fuckin’ starving. What’d they cook down stairs? 

The doctor walks out of scene. Other doctors follow. We stay on Stewarts face. With his eyes still closed he smiles eerily. 

INT. STAN’S HOUSE - NIGHT

The movie ADAPTATION plays from Stan’s living room television.  Stan sits by himself at his small desk playing with a Rock’em Sock’em Robot set. He pouts as he repeatedly knocks the head of the blue robot up into the air. He pushes it back down then repeats.

Kenzy grabs two BUD LIGHTS from the fridge. She watches Stan pout. She smiles thinking it’s cute.

KENZY arrives with the BUD LIGHTS. She sets them on the desk and grabs hold of the BLUE ROBOTS controls. 

KENZY

Baby, don’t be mad…

Stan is silent. He thrusts like crazy trying like hell to launch Kenzy’s robot’s head into the air. She fights back.

KENZY

(To make him happy)

BMX Bandits isn’t as good as RAD, okay? Not as entertaining or as intelligent. 

STAN

And the bike tricks?

Stan’s robot’s head flies up. He quickly smashes it back down and resumes play.

KENZY

BMX Bandit’s pales in comparison. We’ll watch RAD next. We’ll fucking throw BMX Bandits out in the trash where it belongs.

Stan begins to smile, as does Kenzy. Her robot’s head flies up. Stan, satisfied, releases the controls to pop open his beer.

KENZY

Now, will you finally tell me what your Teacher said? 

STAN

He was trying to eat a sandwich but he loved the idea. He really likes the characters. The crazy agent, the loving wife.

Stan is getting excited. He has trouble breathing.

KENZY

Need your inhaler?

Stan takes a moment, breaths deep and smiles.

STAN

No…I’m fine.

KENZY 

Okay. How did you come up with the idea for Stewart?

STAN 

These strange dreams. It’s been about a year sense I’ve had’em. Long story! I may have had Bipolar. …I just like the idea of the guy; this writer that appears perfectly normal, wonderful writing career, full of life and ideas.  

KENZY

Boring. Add some spice. Be more sadistic.

STAN

It gets heavier. 

KENZY gets closer.

KENZY 

Oh… How so?

They kiss and are now nose and nose.

STAN

Tragic accidents, then there’s aliens. So much more than meets the eye to this story. (HINKING EYEBROW) Personal relationships. Sex.

They kiss again, more passionately.

STAN

Would you have a problem marrying a writer that has yet to establish himself as one?

KENZY

No, if morally you wouldn’t have a problem sleeping with a girl who has yet to marry a soon to be writer.

STAN

Disgusting, but enticing. 

The two begin to kiss passionately. 

INT. TODD’S OFFICE– NOON

TODD holds a script in his hand. He reads over it silently. Across from his desk sit Bryan and Helen waiting patiently. Todd sets the script down and donates Helen a very sincere look.

TODD

Helen, I am very sorry about everything you are going through right now. How is STEWART?

HELEN

 Good! He is done with his surgery and right now he’s resting. I told his doctor to call me as soon as he wakes.

Bryan scribbles something and hands it to Todd. He reads it and…

TODD

Bryan, your are an absolutely great agent, Stewarts lucky to have you, but by reading what you have given me here (OFF SCRIPT)I have no doubt that he will more than surpass our expectations. To incorporate himself into the script, Genius. I’m eager to see what our friend Stan has in store for Stewart and what a funny relationship he has with Kenzy. Your husband is too much, Helen. Truly a fascinating man

Helen smiles, Bryan nodds and Todd continues to rave—

TODD

I absolutely pissed myself during the dream sequences in the opening. I mean he threw us all in there. 

FADE OUT

INT. STEWART/ RECOVERY ROOM – DAY

STEWART rest quietly on a bed in a room of his own. He is hooked up to IV’s and many monitors. His head is bandaged well. Quite, sudden voices surround STEWART’S head.

VOICE

Stewart…Stewart…

VOICE 2

WAKE UP…

VOICE 3

WAKEEE UPPPPPP.

MUCH LOUDER VOICE

We must begin!!!!!!!

STEWART jerks awake with a violent gasp of air. His nose begins to bleed from both nostrils. A janitor cleaning a trash can in the corner of Stewart other wise vacant room is startled.

INT. TODD’S OFFICE – (Continuous)

TODD continues to talk about the story with Bryan and Helen.

TODD

That’s where it leaves off. It’s amazing how much he has finished and at this caliber of writing and thought. He must of worked twenty-four fucking seven. And Pardon my French.

HELEN

I was shocked as well. I was out of town. Last I talked to him he was still working out the ideas. He had the characters but not much else…

Helen’s phone suddenly rings.

HELEN

Excuse me.

Helen reaches in her purse and answers.

HELEN

Hello, yes, oh my god. Yes! Right away. 

Helen hangs up in a hurry. Todd and Bryan watch curiously. 

HELEN

He’s awake! 

INT. BETTER THAN YOU VIDEO – NIGHT

STAN sits behind the counter of the store. He reads Fingers from God. A couple of employees and customers walk about the store browsing and stacking videotapes. Stan has a sudden idea. He puts the book down and begins to jot ideas in his tablet. We hear Stan’s V.O. as he jots down on tablet.

STAN (V.O.)

(Rambling thoughts)

Okay, so where are we? Creators. Haunting visions…

FADE IN/ DREAM-LIKE/ FUZZY

EXT. STRANGE FIELD

This is hazy. The entire scene seems strange and haunting. A small infant boy lies on an operating table. About three to four Tall and stretched beings with elongated skulls perform surgery on the small child. Only they operate in the middle of a strange field. It’s very dark but the eerie moon mixed with the flashes of bright purple lightening give us view of the strange grass and flowers, which decorate the ground. Truly a scene from out of this world. Bright lights only surround the BEINGS and the child as they perform. Heavy panting can suddenly be heard. It becomes loud. The Aliens strange chattering and movement can no longer be heard. Only the heavy breathing is now audible.

VOICE OVER

What is this? Where am I? 

We turn and through the darkness comes a sudden flash of lightning. It lights the sky with an ethereal shade of purple. The lightening freezes keeping all lit. The BEINGS freeze. Everything freezes but Stewart standing watching the now frozen Aliens. He wears the same clothes from the day of the accident. His head around the top is covered in blood. He is sweaty and bruised. He watches the operation, now frozen, with incredible uncertainty and disbelief.  

STEWART

NO!… What’s happening? 

He reaches up and softly touches his head. He glances at his shaking hand now covered in blood. STEWART slowly moves toward the table. He looks longingly at the child being operated on. He touches one of the Aliens. He tries to push it. No movement; an unmovable stone.

STEWART

WHAT THE FUCK IS GOING ON??? 

Defeated, STEWART falls to his knees.

STEWART

(Softly)

Am I…dead? 

A voice rings out from nowhere.

VOICE

NOT DEAD

ANOTHER VOICE

YET!

Stewart jumps up with a jerk. He frantically looks around.

STEWART

Who are you?  …Where are you?

VOICE

WE CAN HELP YOU. 

STEWART turns toward the voice. A BEING with the elongated skull appears before him. Stewart jumps back terrified. They have no mouths but their voices are spoken through telepathy. 

OTHER VOICE

You, must help us.

Stewart quickly turns. Behind him, there is another.

ANOTHER VOICE

Or you will be killed.

DIFFERENT VOICE

He must be stopped! He must…

Several BEINGS all with slightly different faces appear. They surround STEWART. There is no escape. Stewart backs away and falls to the floor. He begins to sob.

STEWART

What do you want? Please don’t hurt me…Please!

LEAD ALIEN (The first to appear)

We can not hurt you. We need you.

ANOTHER ALIEN

You will help us won’t you Stewart?

STEWART

What do you want? 

The Alien’s face’s bend creating a smile. The lead Alien begins to talk. But his voice has now taken on the sound of an elderly woman’s

LEAD ALIEN (In old ladies Voice)

Sir, Where are your DVD’s.

Stewart’s brow rises.

LEAD ALIEN (In old ladies Voice)

Sir, are you listening? 

INT. BETTER THAN YOU VIDEO – NIGHT

STAN Jerks up from his tablet now covered with ideas and writing. An old woman stands in front of him and the counter.

OLD WOMAN

What are you on drugs?

STAN

Why, you lookin’ to score?

OLD WOMAN

That’s real good, smart ass. So smart. Then you should have no problem telling me where you assholes hide the DVD’s. 

STAN

Block Buster!

OLD WOMAN

WHAT?

STAN

Block Buster! We don’t sell DVD’s or provide rental for them. Go to Block Buster.

OLD WOMAN

Who doesn’t sell DVD in this day in age?

STAN

We don’t, ma’am

Stan ventures from behind the counter. The lady follows behind.

OLD WOMAN

And you call yourself “Better than You Video?” Ha, that’s a joke.

STAN

No, I call myself Stan. The owner calls this facility or place of business “Better than You Video;” NOT, I might add,…”Better than You DVD.” There’s a block Buster three blocks from here. Go knock yourself out.

The old lady huffs off. Stan quickly calls after her.

STAN

OH, Ma’am. (She turns) Don’t forget your smile.  

Stan lets off a slow sarcastic grin. The lady flicks him off and hurries out of the store slamming the door behind her. Stan begins to stack videos with a contented smirk.

STAN

That made me a happy man.

INT. CAR – NIGHT

LOGLINE; 1 MONTH LATER

Stewart sits curled up in the back of the car. He looks out the window and up into the sky at all the stars speeding by as the car accelerates. Helen drives. She occasionally glances at Stewart through the rearview mirror. There is an awkward silence. Stewart seems nervous and edgy. 

HELEN

Whatcha thinking about? 

No response.

HELEN

Stewart?

He jumps  

STEWART

Hmmm? 

HELEN

Todd loved your script. He can’t wait to see the final product. 

STEWART seems confused but even more so, worried.

STEWART

My script?

HELEN

Yes, Stewart, your script. You had forty pages. We showed him what you had only because we felt it would set their mind at ease. Give you more time.

STEWART

(Dumbfounded)

Forty pages?

HELEN

Don’t you remember STEWART; your character Stan? You even wrote yourself into the story. Todd’s exact response was, “Genius.”  You put us all in there. Then Stan just kinda took over. You must really like that character. No more us. Cept for you. Personally I thought it started lacking at that point…(STOPS)

Helen sees Stewart in the mirror. He’s not listening. STEWART stares out the window, back out into the vast sky. His eyes are welled up and on the verge of leaking; a slight shake has cast over his body. 

INT. STEWART’S HOUSE – NIGHT

STEWART walks slowly up the patio. Helen follows close behind. Stewart makes many nervous glances over his shoulder and toward the star festered sky. Helen watches him curiously with a bit of concern.

INT. HOUSE – (Continuous)

STEWART enters the house. Helen follows directly behind him. Gretchen and the twins, still in their tree outfits but now more torn and dirty stand with a welcome back Daddy sign. He walks straight past them to the bathroom and before Helen can reach his shoulder, slams the door behind him directly in her face. She is bit thrown off. She glances back at the girls and Gretchen, all dumbfounded.

HELEN

Honey, …what are you doing?

STEWART (O.C.)

Shit’in!

HELEN

Oh! …Honey, you gonna turn the light on?

We now see the darkness beneath the door. The light suddenly cuts on.

INT. BATHROOM 

STEWART shakes, crouched in the corner of the bathroom shielding his face from the light.

HELEN (O.C.)

Sweetie, are you okay?

STEWART

Coffee, please!

HELEN (O.C.)

Okay, I’ll put some on.

Stewart grabs at his head pressing hard against his temples. He shakes violently. He moans. His mouth jolts open.

BRIGHT WHITE FLASH

INT. HOSPITAL – DAY

Helen and Bryan surround Stewart lying in his bed awake. They smile and comfort him, but he looks troubled, distant.

INT. STRANGE ROOM

A dark room strange and full of odd metallic machines and long tubes with green plasma looking liquid. In each a fetus floats. This room is eerie and out of this world. We focus on one fetus in particular. It floats suspended in the plasma. The infant’s eye’s jolt awake.

INT. OPERATION – DAY

Stewart being operated on by the doctors.

EXT. STRANGE PURPLE LIGHTED FIELD

The infant on an operating table. The strange BEINGS place strange slug like ameba’s into the ears of the child. They dig there way in.

INT. PHYSICAL THERAPY

STEWART tries to walk. He is determined. His face almost fueled by hatred and rage. He looks different.

RAPID FAST VISIONS

Slugs going in ears.

Heads being cut open.

The strange BEINGS faces.

Fetuses in plasma

A puppet being controlled by strings

The car wreck.

SCREAMING.

HELEN (O.C.)

Stewart? 

Everything stops.

INT. BACK IN BATHROOM – (CONTINUOUS)

Stewart is still in the corner of the bathroom. His head jolts up. His eyes have changed. They are evil. Different. They show no fear and hold complete understanding.

STEWART

(CHIPPER)

Yes, baby doll?

INT. HOUSE – (CONTINUOS)

Helen leans against the door with the coffee in her hands. She is confused by Stewart’s sudden chipper attitude. 

HELEN

Your coffee. 

The door opens. Helen steps back. Stewart exits smiling. He picks up one of the trees, lifts her over his head.

STEWART

Your trees look great, girls. Fantastic. Simply fantastic.

Margot giggles as he brings her back down.

STEWART

Baby, is my laptop still in the study.

HELEN

Right where you left it.

STEWART

Excellent.

STEWART exits the scene. Helen watches him as he leaves, speechless. She still holds his coffee. Elisa hits Margot’s arm, she begins to cry. Gretchen grabs Elisa.

INT. STAN AND KENZY’S HOME – NIGHT

We are in a master bedroom. We focus on wedding photo’s of Kenzy and Stan on top of dressers and hung to the walls. The room is a decorative split. One side of the room is Stan’s usual décor with his extraterrestrial crap; the other is built more like a woman’s with lighter colors. Stan types swiftly in a laptop in the corner of the room. Kenzy lies in bed flipping channels repeatedly watching Stan’s response. Every time a channel is changed his shoulders jump, annoyed. 

STAN

(STILL FACING COMPUTER)

Baby could you turn that off? I just have one more scene to finish up.

Kenzy sighs and flicks off the television.





STAN

Thank you.

KENZY

(POUTY)

I love you. 

Stan turns defeated. He heads to the bed and jumps on top of Kenzy. They begin to kiss passionately. He smiles. 

STAN

One quickie then back to work.

KENZY

Condom?

STAN

(SIGHS)

We really need to get you some birth control. 

Stan reaches for Kenzy’s Nightstand. She remembers something and quickly she…

KENZY

NO! 

Stan stops confused.

KENZY

Let me. You just get out of those clothes.

Stan smiles and complies. Kenzy reaches over and slowly opens the drawer. A large Butcher knife is revealed next to a couple of condoms. She glances back. Stan still undresses. She covers the knife with some papers, grabs a condom and shuts the door. She smiles at him and leaps, grabbing him and tackling him to the bed. They are getting hot and heavy. We begin to drift toward the computer screen and we hear the two begin to moan, most audibly Stan.

On the screen we read the text written like a script.

INT. STEWARTS STUDY

STEWARTS SITS in the Dark, his laptop open. Voices surround his head.

VOICE 

WE ARE IN CONTROL! FOOLISH! KILL HIM. 

Stewart laughs uncontrollably.

We hear Stan explode with pleasure. Silence. 

KENZY (O.C.)



(WINEY)

Stan!

STAN (O.C.)

Sorry. 

INT. STEWART’S STUDY – NIGHT

STEWART LAUGHS uncontrollably. A strange whisper takes the scene.

VOICE

Finish. Finish the story. Use her!

STEWART

Foolish. He will pay. 

We watch the screen as Stewart begins to add to the already written text. 



“INT. KITCHEN – NIGHT

Kenzy Grabs a knife from off the kitchen counter”

TIME CUT

STEWART types madly. He takes a sip of cold coffee, grimaces and continues. He talks as he types.





STEWART

(TALKING AS HE TYPES)



INT. MASTERBEDROOM – MORNING

We hear the shower running. Kenzy’s nightstand drawer is open.

Stewart grows silent. He stops typing. Suddenly he turns impossibly quick. Bryan and Helen are instantly stunned with fear. They stand in the threshold watching him. Helen nearly cries and quickly walks away. Bryan, Frightened, stays. He holds up a note. It reads; “Hi.” The note shakes.

INT. MASTER BEDROOM – MORNING

We hear a shower running in the background. KENZY’S nightstand drawer is opened the KNIFE is gone.

Someone’s POV: We look toward the cracked open bathroom door. We slowly venture toward it. We slowly push the door and before it opens all the way we hear…

STAN (O.C.) 

Hey, sweets. What’s the knife for? You make brownies.  

The door swings open all the way. Stan sits on the toilet naked with a menacing smile. A bloody tissue sticks out from his nose as we have seen before. We turn. Kenzy stands with the knife in a stabbing hold. She lowers it with a “Caught Red Handed” look. She quickly thinks and clumsily responds. 

KENZY

(MOCH CASUAL HAPINESS)

Yes I did sweetie. I was just thinking maybe you would want me to cut you a square. Would you like that? …What happened to your nose?

STAN

Doesn’t matter. You know I don’t eat brownies but since it was such a nice gesture. I think I would love  one. I’m just gonna finish up in here if that’s all right. 

KENZY

Of course. You look tense. Why not run a bubble bath. Relax a little.

STAN

mmm…maybe your right. I think I will.  

KENZY blows Stan a kiss and exits. Her fake smile fades into an almost impossible look of utter hatred and disgust; almost possessed. Suddenly the shower stops and bathwater begins. Stan sits on the pot and shakes his head, he slowly wipes away tears. 

INT. LIVING ROOM – MOMENTS LATER

Stan stands at the window naked, peeking through the blinds. We watch as KENZY backs out of the driveway in a hurry. She straightens and squeals off. Stan hurries out of scene.

INT. THE FETUS PLASMA ROOM – 

We are on one large tube filled with plasma. A small fetus hangs suspended in the green substance. Its eyes open with a jolt. Suddenly a small door in a metal casing directly below and connected to the massive birth canal opens. The plasma begins to secrete out of the tube along with the fetus. 

VOICEOVER

…And then you were born.

STEWART (V.O.)

No.

VOICEOVER

Created. A perfect replica of a humanistic being. Stewart. You were perfect. You were the first. Your creation was a very important thing for our species.

STEWART

You’re lying.  

A Thin Alien BEING with an elongated skull grabs the baby by the head. Suddenly we are suspended, being carried from the babies POV; 

We shake back and forth dangling from the BEINGS grasp. The Alien moves at remarkable speed. 

STEWART

(SCARED)

What the fuck is going on? Stop. Please stop, I’m begging you. (Crying in baby voice)

The Alien like figure burns past corner after corner. Everything is dimly lit. The walls are a strange cocoon like substance mixed with a dull metallic but at the speed we move we are never presented with a great glance. The Alien sprints toward a large opening. We are looking directly at it from Babies POV:

Closer and closer to a large drop off.

STEWART

No…NO…Stay back. Don’t go. You’ll kill us. NOOOOO

The alien launches with the baby out a wide opening soaring out into the air. 

BRIGHT FLASH

POV: Suddenly baby Stewart’s eyes open and we are looking up at three or four aliens above us. 

STEWART

GET AWAY FROM ME! 

The Aliens begin to pic and probe at our face.

VOICEOVER

Are world was dieing. We needed a place to retreat. Although you’re world is very beautiful it’s unexpectedly rapid climate changes kept us from inhabiting. 

ON ALIENS AND BABY STEWART on the large steel table in the middle of a strange field. The aliens hold slugs to the squirming babies head and let them squiggle into the babies’ ear. They do another. 

STEWART (V.O.)

(CRYING) 

Stop.  What are you doing to me?

VOICEOVER

That’s me STEWART. The first STELVIN put into your ear. IT was a beautiful feeling. I was a mere baby, just like you. 

STEWART, scared, begins to sob. The baby struggles but then goes limp.

VOICEOVER

Our ancestors had been working for over a thousand years on an equation which proved in the end to be quite simple. How could we live amongst your world freely? If we could only find a way and then…they did.

EXT. NEW YORK CITY – NIGHT

A BUM walks the street with a bottle of Malt liquor in his hands. He stumbles. Suddenly a loud swooshing sound becomes detectable. A strange clear but liquid substance blazes toward the man. He covers his face just as the massive blob disappears absorbing him. Nothing is left but a small sheet of paper happily blowing by. 

INT. STRANGE WORLD – 

The BUM lies naked on the strange steel table. An alien hovers over him. His head has been stretched open revealing the top of his brains. Blood spilled out on the table. Strangely the BUM still breathes. 

VOICEOVER

Unfortunately many sacrifices were made 



in the STELVIN’S struggle for survival.

The alien lays a slug over the brain. The slug digs deeper. 

STEWART (V.O.)

(SICK)

Oh god.

VOICEOVER

The human brain posed as the perfect environment for our kind. But there was only one problem.

The BUM begins to shake violently. His brains begin to boil. Blood gushes from his nose.

VOICEOVER

The human bodies’ natural defense fought against our chemical make. The problem was in your blood. The heat 

(CONT’D)

VOICEOVER (CONT’D)

--boiled us somewhat to the effect of a slug and salt thus killing our kind and yours, the vessel.   

INT. FETUS PLASMA ROOM

A tiny seed floats in the atomically glowing green plasma housed by the glass tube. 

VOICEOVER

The blood. If we built our own Humanoid we could manipulate and change the components most common with warm blooded peoples. …The process began.

TIME CUT

The seed slightly bigger begins to change form. Growing.

TIME CUT

Now bigger we see the making of appendages. 

TIME CUT

Almost a full fetus

VOICEOVER

You were created. I was inserted. The connection was meant to be. We had found a way to save our race. We could live amongst your harsh climate through you. Safely implanted in your brain. It’s beautiful up here my vessel.

ANOTHER (V.O.)

All of us. 

ANOTHER (V.O.)

We thank you STEWART. We never have to worry about dieing so long as you live.

STEWART (V.O.)

No this isn’t real. This isn’t real. I can prove it.

THE FETUSES EYES SPLASH AWAKE

EXT. STRANGE FIELD – 

ACCIDENT STEWART with his head bloody, backs away from an ever growing field of Alien figures. They slowly walk toward him. In the distant is baby Stewart still lying on the table. A smiling alien sticks one ameba after another into the child’s ear.

STEWART

(FRATIC)

Fuck you, this isn’t real. This is in my head.

ALIEN

Of course it is. We are all in your head. It’s so warm in here. So much to eat. It’s paradise.

STEWART

(JUST GETTING IT)

“Controlled Encounters.” Ha, you fucks! 

Our bodies are vessels, boats built for the purpose of travel. Their travel. In our minds they feast and live. Our brains their produce, our eyes their vision, our lives, their lives. I know this, but I stand alone.

ALIEN

I’m flattered. You know us so well.

STEWART

It’s from a book. Something I’m writing. I was researching. I’m dreaming. This all in my head. None of you exist.

ALIEN 

You’re writing Stewart?  …There is much to talk about! 

INT. STAN’S BEDROOM 

Stan sits naked and sweaty in front of his computer. He skims over his screen. Written is…

WRITTEN ON SCREEN::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::::

“ALIEN

You’re writing Stewart? …There is much to talk about.”

Stan quickly looks up as if he has heard something.





STAN



What have I done?

INT. STEWART’S DEN – NIGHT

Stewart inspects his computer with the same evil grimace. He reads with a low demonic whisper.

STEWART

The Knife from the drawer is missing. KENZY walks toward the bathroom door. She slowly opens it.

STEWART sits back satisfied and waits a couple seconds.  Suddenly without his doing words begin to write. STEWART reads as the dialogue types out.

STEWART (TALKING AS HE READS)

STAN; Hey, sweets. What’s the knife for? You make brownies.   

He looks up angry





STEWART 

…………SHIT!!!!

Stewart begins to type frantically.

STEWART

(READING As He types)

KENZY; (MOCH CASUAL HAPINESS) 

Yes I did sweetie. I was just thinking maybe you would want me to cut you a square. Would you like that?

STEWART sweats as he begins to type frantically. More words type out without his doing so. He fires up a sentence in response.

TIME CUT

STEWART

(READING AS HE WRITES)

EXT. HOUSE – MORNING

Kenzy pulls into the drive way and jumps out of the car with a box of Peanut Brownies. 

Stewart pulls up a bit. He smiles as if a sudden thought. He begins to laugh.

INT. STEWART’S BEDROOM – MORNING

STEWART runs frantically around the room. He now wears pajama pants. He grabs his gun from the top drawer and stuffs it in his pants. He runs to the closet door and swings it open. Everything is suddenly slow. We move around his head and notice that the closet extends forever. Nothing but striped shirts hang from the rack. EVERYTHING is fast. Stan’s face is ghost white. Someone calls Stan’s name. He turns. No one there.

INT. KITCHEN –

Kenzy frantically tears open brownie after brownie and places them side by side into a dish to give the affect of being baked. 

A window slams from off screen. She looks up. Her face wrinkles in rage.

INT. BEDROOM – 

KENZY flies into the room. She runs to the window where she watches Stan sprinting off down the road in pajama pants, laptop in hand. A car screeches to a halt nearly hitting him. He continues to run. KENZY slams the knife through the window in a demonic inhuman fashion. She screams a hellacious scream that echoes throughout the world. She repeatedly stabs the wall in complete hysteria, her arms bleeding from the glass.

EXT. STREET - DAY

ON STAN: His face bobs up and down stricken with fear. He runs for his life. The bloody tissue falls out of his nose. Blood streams down his face.

INT. STEWARTS OFFICE – DAY

Stewart slams his fist into the wall in rage. His wife peeks from around the corner frightened. We focus on the laptop. Written is—

“Stan sprints down the street for dear life.”

INT. DR. BELL’S OFFICE 

STAN sits on DR. BELLS couch. The blood has dried to his face. DR. BELL sits behind his desk with a quizzical look. Stewart writing on his computer has been paused to the Large Over head projector.

DR.BELL



And you had this dream of Stewart last night? 

STAN

Yes, I did. He has Kenzy.

DR. BELL

Kenzy? I’m not sure I follow, Stan. 

STAN

Damn it! Stewart, he has Kenzy, my wife. The dream. It all makes since.  I saw him writing. What he wrote. In my dream I could see his computer. Just like when I was hypnotized. The day you freed me. I have to know what you did. 

DR. BELL

Stan, you were always free.

STAN

NO! I wasn’t. I knew I wasn’t. But somehow I became. 

DR. BELL

I need you to calm down. 

STAN

There is no time to calm down. That son of a bitch is trying to kill me using my fucking wife. Fuck. I’m NOT CRAZY!!!! 

DR. BELL begins to tense up. He pushes back in his chair moving further away from Stan.

STAN

Please listen to me. Please!!!

DR. BELL

(NERVOUS)

I’m all ears Stan. 

Stan takes a seat. He tries to calm himself.

STAN 

When you hypnotized me that day, a year ago I gained control of my life. 

INT. STEWARTS COMPUTER SCREEN – FLASHBACK

We see the screen and the words being written. Like before when Stan was being hypnotized. “FREE” Writes across the screen.

STAN (V.O.)

Stewart had written everything up until that point of my life. Even the dreams. He wrote himself into the story. He pushed me in this direction. He made it possible.

DOCTOR BELL (V.O.)

Why would he STAN? Why didn’t he continue? Why wasn’t he given that chance to finish what he started? 

INT. STAN’S APARTEMENT 

Stan sits at his desk writing on a notepad. He is wearing a sweatband and shorts. Hercules the Hermit Crab crawls around the paper.

STAN (V.O.)

I never gave him a chance. Something bigger than gaining control of my life happened that day. Somehow I gained control of his. Stewarts. And that night I started writing my story. 

INT. STEWART’S CAR CRASH

The car is side swiped by a large truck while crossing the intersection.

STAN (V.O.)

I never believed I could have that kind of power. Able to have such control. A creator! At one point I thought maybe I was crazy. That you were right--

The car’s screech to a stop. 

STAN (V.O.) (CONTINUED)

--And Stewart was nothing but a dream.  

The car’s a mangled mess. Smoke barrels out from Stewart’s engine.

INT. ALIEN FIELD

The strange alien field. The Alien’s surround Stewart. They move in closer and closer. Stewart frantically backs away.

STAN (V.O.)

I became wrapped within my story, our story. I began to write at a frantic pace. Ultimately searching for my own happy ending.

INT. BABY STEWART ON A STEEL TABLE

The babies eyes are wide open. A BEING pushes the last Stelvin into the babies ear. The baby smiles eerily





STAN (V.O.)

I had to find out if I was crazy, if life could be controlled by something as simple as passing one unfinished story of a person to another. A cycle which rotates throughout existence and always had. I discovered. That it can.

The fetus sits up right in an unrealistic fashion for an infant of that age.

DOCTOR BELL (V.O.)

And how did you discover this Stan?

STAN (V.O.)

Through my story. Aliens. It was perfect. Stewart gave me the fixation. A joke. Something else to laugh 

(CONT’D)

STAN (V.O.) (CONT’D)

about. A sad obsession of mine. A fascination I would use when writing my story. Ironic. Ironic how it would turn against him and then me.

The alien’s close in on Stewart. He screams at them the quote from the book. We are reliving the scene where the alien say’s—

ALIEN

You’re writing Stan? There is much to talk about. 

STEWART

What the fuck do you mean? Stop playing with my fucking head.

ALIEN

Why? We own it. …Stan wished to control you. Stan wished to own you. But as all creators do he became foolish such as you did, Stewart. You unknowingly gave your power away.

STEWART

What power?

Stewart falls to the ground. The aliens advance closer. 

ALIEN

Was it not your idea to write yourself into your own story, Stan’s story? The creator cannot live amongst the created. It’s unnatural.

STEWART

It’s just a fairy-tale. Fucking Make-belief.

ALIEN

As is life Stewart. You gave Stan control. He put us here. Your idea manifested through him. You created him, he created us.

STAN (V.O.)

And then I gave them power, control over Stewarts mind and body. They own him. A cycle. A cycle through existence. I wrote myself into the story same as Stewart. Now they control Kenzy.

THE ROOM TURNS BLACK. Stewarts sits alone in the middle of pitch black. He lies quietly as if suspended, perfectly still in complete Darkness.

FADE IN

INT. DOCTOR BELLS OFFICE

Stan sits on the couch. DR. Bell now sits across from Stan in a chair.

DR. BELL

I don’t understand. Why would they control Kenzy?

STAN

When I gained control of my life. I was given control of just that, my life not the world or people that live in it. That was created by Stewart. He never gave me that control. I never wanted it. I gained supremacy over Stewart through his story and then with my story gave that control to the aliens who are now protecting themselves and their vessel. 

Stan walks over to the other side of the room. He stares out the window. Dr. Bell seems blown away. He slowly rises and walks toward Stan.

DR. BELL

Wow! This is a lot to take in. Excuse me if I seem naive.  So let me get this straight--

INT. STEWART DEN – 

Stewart quickly writes on the laptop whispering as he types.

STEWART (WHILE WRITING, CONT’D)

--You say that these aliens can’t control you but do control everything else. Stewart, Kenzy, your world…me.

Stewart watches the screen. Words begin to appear.

“STAN; Yes!” 

INT. DOCTOR BELLS – 

The doctor now inches up behind Stan. We see a large knife cupped behind his back.

DOCTOR BELL

If everything else is being controlled Stan… If everyone else is being controlled, (RAISES THE KNIFE) then why only use Kenzy?

Stan quickly turns seeing the knife and shields himself. The doctor’s dagger is at peek incline right about to plummet into Stan’s covered face. BEAT. Nothing happens. Stan slowly lets down his guard. The doctor is frozen. Completely still. Stiff. An unmoving rock. Stan slowly walks around the solid doctor and bolts out of the scene.

EXT. STREET 

Stan walks out of the building. The world is at a frozen standstill. Birds, cars, people are all still, stuck in time. A basketball is frozen in a swooshed net. A bird dropping a warm into its baby’s mouth is fixed suspended in air. American flags are solid in mid flap. A stream of water from a hose has yet to make it to the grass. Stan circles around shocked and frightened by the power.

INT. STEWART’S DEN

Helen and Bryan stand firmly behind Stewart. The two twins stand behind them. Helen holds the plug to the laptop in her hand. Stewart slowly turns from his darkened laptop screen with a deep rage in his eyes. Bryan nervously holds up a letter which reads,

“You need help!”

Stewart slowly stands. His chest, heaving over and over again. A wrath they have never seen. All back up. Helen nervously confronts her husband.

HELEN

(CRYING)

Sweetie. You need help. Your brains not right. You haven’t been the same since the accident. Please baby. Let us get you help. Please

MARGOT and ELISA

(CRYING) 

We miss you daddy.

STEWART looks down at little Margot and ELISA’S face poking through the tree trunk and the evil almost begins to break. His heat diminishing, an inner struggle.

STEWART

Leave…please. I can’t…GOOO!!!!!

STEWART squeezes his temples in pain. He falls to the floor grasping at his head. The girls and Helen surround him trying to keep him still. Bryan drops a knife that he was hiding behind his back for protection and runs to Stewart to help give aid.

BLACK

STEWART is again suspended in complete darkness. Voices surround him.

VOICE

You have to kill him. We’re running out of time.

ANOTHER VOICE

It won’t be long until he figures out what he must do. 

STEWART suddenly talks. His eyes stay shut but his mouth moves.

STEWART

I won’t do it.

VOICE

(ANGERED)

You have no fucking choice!!!!! He did this to you. He put you here. He has taken everything from you. We can help you get it back. He deserves to be punished. Stan deserves to die!!!

STEWART’S eyes jolt awake.

EXT. STREET – 

Stan still runs at a frantic pace his gun in hand. He cuts through someone’s yard. He trips over a frozen dog and lands hard on the ground. A shot fires. 

STAN (STILL LYING THERE)

What am I supposed to do? 

Stan lays there defeated.

FADE TO BLACK

We hear young girls crying. Dirt being dug. Heavy breathing. A door slam. Someone gasping for air. A horrible evil scream and then girls crying again.

FADE IN

EXT. STEWART’S BACK YARD – DAY

We roam around the backyard. We hear Helen screaming from inside the house. We focus on a window. Bryan slams up against the glass with a note pressed against the window. It reads, “HELP.” He is pulled away. We also hear the two twins crying somewhere very close. We drift down and see the TWINS, Margot and Elisa in their tree outfits buried waste deep in a mound of mulch in the garden. They scream and struggle violently to uproot themselves.

INT. STEWART’S HOUSE - 

Stewart drags Bryan through the hall by the collar of his shirt. Helen sprints across and stops seeing Bryan being drug. She looks into Stewart’s face. Those aren’t the eyes of her lover.

STEWART

(SMILING)

You’re next Baby Doll.  

She turns and runs into a room slamming the door behind her. We here it lock. 

INT. ROOM


Helen falls to her knees leaning against the door. She is hysterical and has trouble catching her breath. Her cries are overwhelming. A mixture of sadness and uncontrollable fear.

STEWART (O.C.)

First Bryan, then Helen and then that sonofabitch, Stan. Margot and Elisa if they manage to uproot themselves.

Helen cries out louder hearing the threat against her children.

INT. HALLWAY – 

Stewart continues dragging Bryan down the hall. Bryan sheds tear after tear to afraid to put up a fight.

STEWART

We can’t just let you get in the way. We couldn’t have that. You know we couldn’t Bryan. 

Stewart drags Bryan into the bathroom. Bryan screams silently as he grabs onto the side of the threshold.

STEWART

Bryan. Don’t. Be. Difficult.

Stewart viciously stomps on Bryan’s arm. We hear it crack. Bryan releases in agony. Stewart pulls him in.

INT. BETTER THAN YOU VIDEO STORE – 

STAN sits on the counter. He plays with his gun. For the first time in along time we see the Stan that once contemplated pulling the trigger. He looks defeated, haggard and clueless.  

STAN

What else is there? I control my own actions now. If I pull the trigger this time…it’s for good.

He looks at a couple, frozen in a kiss. 

STAN

(SOFTLY)

I love you Kenzy!

Stan brings the gun to his head. He squints his eyes, his finger drawing the trigger in closer, sweat trickles down his face 

STAN

No one should have complete control. …If I could only be on that roof again. …(BEGINNING TO CRY) I should have killed you when I had the chance, Stewart. 

Stan ponders his last sentence for a long beat. His eyes slowly open. He begins to smile through his tears. He laughs unnaturally

INT. STEWART’S HOUSE/ ROOM 

Helen leans against the closed door listening for any sign of Stewart. She hears none. She stands and carefully unlocks the door. She hesitates for a long beat before opening it and slowly exiting. 

INT. HALLWAY

Helen creeps down the hallway. She comes to the door where Bryan was drug inside. She almost begins to cry as she tries desperately to build enough courage to peek inside. She does so. 

POV: HELEN: We see the inside of the bathroom. The shower curtain is missing. It’s a small bathroom and we can nearly see everything from the door. Stewart is definitely not here. Steam barrels out from the tub. Helen whimpers at what she might find. We walk further in when we see the tub full to the brim with scolding hot water. Bryan is at the bottom wrapped in the shower curtain. His eyes are wide open but lifeless. We try to scream but can’t. Our voice stolen by fear. We frantically turn to the reflection of the mirror. We see ourselves. Helen, now covered in tears. The fear on our face is evident. Helen quickly files through the doors for a pare of scissors. She finds them.

INT. HALLWAY

Helen’s head creeps out of the bathroom. She looks right, then slowly drifts her head to the left. Standing right next to her breathing on her face is Stewart with the eeriest smile we’ve seen yet. 

STEWART

Your turn baby’doll! 

Helen screams and instinctively jams the scissors into Stewarts arm. Stewart looks down at the scissors. Then back up to witness Helen darting off down the hall.

EXT. STREET – DAY

Stan sprints through frozen traffic at breakneck speed. He passes a car with a dog’s head flapping happily out the back window now frozen with tongue and ears drawn back. Stan passes the CROSSWALK OFFICER stuck in mid whistle; his face bright red. Stan slightly shivers as he passes. 

EXT. BACKYARD – DAY 

HELEN digs at the mulch trying desperately to pry her baby girls up from the earth. The twins scream hysterically. The backdoor suddenly flies open. Stewarts head pokes out with his same psychotic smile. Helen screams and digs faster.

HELEN

(PLEADING)

Please don’t hurt us.

STEWART walks out the door with the shovel a hand. He slowly advances as Helen continues to dig.

STEWART

We don’t have a choice.

Helen pulls one of the twins loose but can’t get the other. Helen and the twins scream as Stewart comes into striking range. He raises the shovel high above his head. Helen shields the children hoping to absorb the full amount of the blow. It never comes. She slowly lets down her guard. The shovel sits on the ground. Stewart sprints into the house. 

INT. LIVING ROOM – (CONTINUOUS)

Stewart storms through the living room and passes the couch where we see Mrs. Gretchen laying lifeless with a plastic bag securely wrapped around her head and hands tied behind her back.

INT. STEWART’S STUDY

Stewart storms in and heads straight for his laptop. He screams and furiously begins to type.

INT. STAN’S HOUSE

Stan slowly walks into his bedroom gun drawn. Kenzy is frozen with her knife stabbed deep into the wall. Blood from her arms cover her body. Trickles of blood make a small frozen spray through the air. Stan looks at her longingly, snaps out of it and then runs to his computer which sits on the desk where he left it. He quietly opens it and flicks it to life. He glances over at Kenzy one more time just to make sure. She is still and motionless. If you look closely her left hand now holds the knife in the wall, it was her right. He doesn’t notice. He directs his attention back to the computer. He opens up his script and suddenly.

KENZY (O.C.)

(VERY CLOSE, almost a whisper in the ear)

Don’t you love me Stan? 

Stan freezes. He slowly turns and as he does he slyly grips the gun in his lap with one hand. Kenzy stands over him with the butcher knife ready to thrust. As Stan slowly turns he falls to the floor evading Kenzy’s crazy swing. He fires before he reaches the ground launching a bullet through the left side of Kenzy’s face. She buckles back and falls to the floor. 

STAN

Oh. Baby. I’m sorry.

Stan jumps up and grabs his laptop and sprints from the room, fighting back tears. Kenzy lays in a bloody pull on the floor.

INT. LIVING ROOM – 

Stan sprints into the living room. The door bell rings. Stan darts the opposite way. The door is suddenly kicked open. A large Grimace barges in. The big purple beast quickly gives chase. Stan runs toward his back door with gun in one hand and laptop in the other. He swings open the door. The backyard has been transformed into a swamp infested with large anacondas. One launches at Stan. He slams the door

STAN

FUCK!! 

GRIMACE chuckle as he comes into attacking range.

STAN

FUCK YOU!!!

Stan begins to fire shot after shot into the big purple monster. He only chuckles as the bullets have no affect. From the ceiling a MY PET MONSTER DOLL falls from nowhere landing on Stan’s back. He drops the gun, grasps the laptop tighter and begins circling and ramming his back into the wall trying like hell to loose the blue monster. Grimace grabs both of them and thrusts them into the wall. Stan falls hard.

INT. STAN’S BEDROOM

Kenzy’s hand suddenly jerks and grabs the knife. She jumps up and turns toward the camera, her face half missing. She darts out of scene…

INT. LIVING ROOM

Stan jumps off the floor. He grabs his laptop and begins to run. He sprints for the front door where grimace entered. As he gets closer, THE OBESE WOMEN in SUNDRESSES we have seen blocking his way consistently throughout the film, walk into his path jamming the door. Two more come, then two, and two more. They pile into the house. Stan skids to a stop and hurls himself through a window neighboring the kitchen and the living room. Kenzy sprints after leaping through the same window. 

EXT. STAN’S FRONT YARD – 

Stan lands on the ground along with shards of broken glass. Kenzy lands on top of him screaming. She thrusts the knife into his arm it sticks. Stan screams.

STAN

BITCH!!!! FUCK!!!!

His laptop falls out of his hands. Kenzy now straddles him. Another knife forms from nowhere. She thrusts it. Stan intercepts her hands holding the knife inches from his face. Blood drips from Kenzy’s face wound onto Stan’s mouth. He Grimace’s and spits the blood back. Kenzy smiles.

INT. STAN’S HOUSE

Two of the OBESE WOMEN have managed to wedge themselves in the doorway. The other ladies push as they try to file back out. Grimace helps the ladies to try and break free. The My Pet Monster doll heads for the broken window.

EXT. STEWARTS FRONTYARD

HELEN and the twins sprint down the driveway all haggard and crying. Helen screams into a cell phone.

HELEN

(CRYING HYSTERICAL)

I DON’T KNOW. HE’S GONE FUCKING INSANE. YES. 411 PINEMINT. He’s killed his agent. (HESITANT) And the nanny. (SHOUTING) YES! I know their fucking dead!!!!!

The girls cry louder having heard. She closes the phone and comforts her children. 

HELEN

I’m sorry babies. Mommies so sorry! 

They cry and embrace. Helen sees a car passing by. She sprints out into the street and waves it down. The car stops.

EXT. STAN’S FRONT YARD

The MY PET MONSTER DOLL scuttles toward the Stan and Kenzy. The OBESE LADIES break free from the door. They ALL barrel out with, now SIX GRIMACES in tow. They sprint toward Stan. 

ON STAN AND KENZY. The knife is even closer now. He slightly glances down seeing the rest of the gang frantically heading his way. A sudden rush of adrenalin kicks in given Stan the strength to fling Kenzy back. 

STAN

FUCK YOU…STEWART!!!

Kenzy flies to the ground. Stan leaps up, grabs his laptop and scurries off with the hellish mob only inches behind. They quickly give chase. Kenzy flies to her feet. Her face, the epitome of evil. She grabs her knife and scurries after. 

EXT. STREET – 

IN close up of Stan’s face. He cries and curses as he frantically sprints looking in every direction with no where to go. Sweat pores from his forehead.

STAN

Fuck! Fuck! (SCREAMING) I WANT MY LIFE!!!!

Multiple whistles begin to blow. A whistle and then another and another. Stan breaks from the direction he was headed and scurries up someone’s yard and around the side of the house. We pull out to see the police officer from the crosswalk frantically giving chase. He blows his whistle, his face turning bright red. He fires a shot from his gun hitting the side of the house. Stan turns the corner. Brick breaks from the bullet impact. The OFFICER JOINS THE MOB. Kenzy takes another route.

INT. STEWART’S DEN

STEWART stands typing and laughing maniacally. His fingers move at unprecedented speed. He dances playfully as he happily continues writing while humming an infectious tune. Nearing sirens blare from outside.

EXT. STEWART’S HOUSE – NIGHT

Multiple cop cars screech to a halt outside the street and in the yard. The cops jump out and using their doors for protection draw on the house.

EXT. BACK YARD

THE SKY is becoming dark. Wind is picking up at great strength. Purple lighting splashes alive throughout the darkening sky. Stan leaps a fence and lands into a neighborhood backyard. He sprints through the yard and using the roof of a knee-high doghouse leaps over another fence. The COP jumps the previous fence into the backyard. GRIMACE slams the fence down. Him and the ladies rush through. The cop is already making way over the dog house. MY PET MOSTER Waddles considerable behind. He grunts.

EXT. STREET

Stan runs through another street. He suddenly trips. He looks down and wrapped around his legs is a striped shirt. He kicks franticly to free himself from the tightening grip of the clothing. Suddenly another striped shirt blows into Stan wrapping snugly around his face. He lets go of the laptop and pulls at the shirt. He claws and rips it loose just in time to see the mob closing in. He hears a whistle behind him and sees yet another crosswalk cop identical as the other coming from the opposite direction. He scrambles to get loose. Kicks franticly and frees him self from the leg-wrapped shirt. It releases and Stan bolts to his feet. He grabs his laptop, looks around franticly and sprint for a house. He kicks open the door to see Marvin standing in his way holding a box of chocolates. Marvin smiles.

MARVIN

YOU NEVER KNOW WHAT YOUR GONNA GET, STAN.

With all his might Stan screams and crashes through Marvin. He lands hard on the ground and Stan sprints with all his strength into a back room and slams the door behind him. He begins to franticly pile furniture over the door blocking out intrusion. Heaving, crying and exhausted Stan falls on the bed. He takes a deep breath and gently closes his eyes. Wishing he were somewhere else. He doesn’t rest long when whistles from the enraged CROSS WALK cops explode through the silence. Stan leaps off the bed and throws open his laptop. The door begins to pound. The mob obviously gathering outside the door. Stan flicks the laptop on and waits for something to load.

He freezes when the closet door squeaks and slowly opens. 

EXT. STEWART’S HOUSE

More cop cars have arrived outside. Nosey neighbors have gathered on the street corner. A cop on a megaphone screams—

COP

YOU have three more seconds to come out with your hands up or we’re coming in Guns Drawn.

INT. STEWART’S DEN

Stewart continues to type as the shouts from the megaphone pay little effect on his concentration. He laughs and begins typing faster.

COP (O.C.)



All right MR. DRIVER. 3…2…

INT. ROOM

Stan watches the door as it slowly opens. Kenzy’s head pokes out with an eerie smile. His heart skips a beat. 

KENZY

You forgot your kiss! 

Kenzy swing the door open and lunges out with two knifes in her hand. Stan slings a pillow at her with obvious little effect. She dices it. Feathers fly everywhere. They circle around the room. Stan slowly back toward the wall.

KENZY

You made me this way Stan. You did this. You.

At this Stan begins to cry.  Kenzy moves slowly toward him. The pounding at the door becomes louder. Stan is being cornered backing slowly into a nightstand next to the bed.

STAN

(CRYING, SOFTLY)

I’m sorry Kenzy. I’m sorry, baby. I loved you.

KENZY

(MOCHING AND SARCASTIC) 

I love you!!! AWE. FUCK YOU PRICK. YOUR GONNA FUCKING DIE.

Kenzy lunges at Stan. He quickly pulls a lamp from the nightstand he has been cornered into. He slams it over Kenzy’s head sending her hard and unconscious to the floor. He watches her and then unplugs the lamp.

INT. STEWART’S DEN

Stewart watches his laptop with a blank stare. His smile’s gone. We hear the cops busting through the front door. 

INT. ROOM

Stan finishes tying Kenzy’s hand behind her back with the lamp cord. The door begins to crack under the pounding. There isn’t much time. Stan finds a small desk and places the laptop and has a seat. We can vaguely see a script on the screen. STAN Highlights a large segment and hovers his hand above the delete. Kenzy wakes and squirms fiercely. The scream is deafening. She rips through her ropes. She sprints toward the computer full rage, two knifes form in her hand. The door gives way. THE LADIES ENTER as do the CROSS WALK POLICE WITH GUNS RAISED. Grimace plummets through the wall. Stripped shirts begin to float and bang against the window. It gives in shattering all over the carpet. They fly inside. The CROSS WALK Cop blows his whistle from O.C. THE LARGE LADIES now hold bats. Everyone begins to advance full speed toward Stan. He sits calmly with his finger still directly over the button.

INT. STEWART’S DEN

Stewart types frantically. His face drenched in sweat. His fingers move at an unrealistic pace.  Eerie whispers surround the room. 

STEWART

No. Kill HIM! No. (ALMOST CRYING) Please! AHHHHHHH!!!!!!!!!!!!

The whispers join in with Stewart’s scream. COP’S SUDDENLY enter, draw their guns and begin to fire at Stewart. As the bullets smash into his body we are sucked down his throat into a puddle of white.

WHITE ROOM. A FINGER SITS SNUGGLY AGAINST THE DELETE BUTTON OF A LAPTOP.

PULL OUT. Stan sits at a small desk in the middle of an all white ever-stretching world. Even as he types and talks there is no sound. We focus on the laptop screen. Everything is deleted up to the part, which reads--

“As Stewart’s eyes close the Dark reveals; ‘and life seems to be a series of awakenings’”

Stan begins to scroll up the screen until he is at the very top of his script. We stay focused on the screen—Written is;

“CREATIVE DIFFERENCES




WRITTEN BY STAN WHITE



FADE IN: INT. HOOTERS – NIGHT

Bryan and Stewart sit at a table. Shots surround them.”

Stan smiles sadly








FADE INTO THAT SCENE

INT. HOOTERS RESTAURANT

Bryan and Stewart sit at a table surrounded by shots. Stewart takes yet another shot of Patron. He is clearly drunk. Bryan pushes a letter toward Stewart. He reads it and sets it down.



STEWART

(OFF NOTE)

No, KENZY has to have some Natural Beauty. An angelic face with an innocence that only shields her much more devious core; vicious. Truly a wolf in sheep’s clothing. A hidden agenda. Sandra Bernhard is just a woofer. She would be too obvious. …Besides, she scares me.

Suddenly we hear Stewart’s frantic V.O. drown out all else as Stewart and Bryan continue to converse. Bryan writes and hands Stewart another letter. Stewart smiles.

STEWART (V.O.)

No. I shouldn’t be here. This isn’t possible. You sonofabitch!!!!

The waitress arrives. Bryan flirts. She exits. 

STEWART (V.O.)

Please stop. Please!

The waitress arrives with two more shots of patron. Stewart and Bryan Cheers each other.

STEWART (V.O.)

Don’t drink that. Stop. (Crying) Please. FUCK!!!! 

EXT. PARKING LOT – NIGHT

Stewart drunkenly stumbles to his car. He can barely stand. He leans against his truck for balance and then pukes.

STEWART (V.O.)

Please don’t get in the car. Please. Stop. You’ll die you fucking idiot!!! STOP!!! (CRYING and pleading as)

Stewart opens his door and enters.  

INT. STEWART’S TRUCK 

STEWART Inserts his keys and backs up. CRYING AND PLEADING SURROUNDS US.

LITTLE LATER

Stewart bangs on the steering wheel in unison with his music turned all the way up. The Clash blares. 

POV: STEWART; we see the intersection up ahead. The light is now yellow.

STEWART (V.O.)

Don’t look away. Don’t look away. Focus on the road. Please.

Suddenly Stewart looks down, drunkenly swatting at his leg not watching the road.

STEWART (V.O.)

You fucking idiot! …I love you Helen!!!! (CRYING UNCONTROLLABLY)

EXT. STREET – NIGHT

The car passes the intersection running the red light. 

INT. STEWARTS CAR

STEWART’S VO screams frantically knowing what is about to happen. Stewart comes up from the floorboard and glances over to his left right as the door implodes into his face. Glass shatters into his eyes. He is viciously thrown to the other side of the car. BLACK SILENCE.

We hear a door squeaking as if someone is trying to pull a door open. Voices pile through the darkness but only one we can make out.

MALE VOICE

Sir. Sir. Are you with me? Can you open your eyes? 

Our eyes slowly open, but don’t stay open long. Our heavy breathing becomes slower and slower. All other voices and noises drown out. Are hearts pounding withers to nothingness? Everything is silent. Our eyes blur and slowly begin to close. 

INT. WHITE WORLD

Stan continues to read but he doesn’t seem happy. More or less something he must do. We focus on his screen—


ON SCREEN::::::::


“As Stewart’s eyes close the black reveals white lettering. 

“And life seems to be a series of awakening!”

Stan begins to add on to this. He writes;

“MAN’S VOICE: 

He’s—“

SMASH CUT TO BLACK

The screen is pitch-black. White letters sit in the middle of the screen, “AND LIFE SEEMS TO BE A SERIES OF AWAKENING” We hear the man’s Voice through the dark.

MALE VOICE OVER

He’s dead. Poor Bastard. …

STAN’S (V.O.)

RIP…Stewart! 

A BEAT of darkened silence. THEN A SPLASH OF LIGHT.

FAST MONTAGE;

Stan kissing Kenzy under the alter.

Stan and Kenzy kissing under the stars

Stan shopping with Kenzy

Stan watching television

Stan and Kenzy on a peer. Stan’s arm around Kenzy

Stan writing the letter and leaving it on his boss’s desk

Stan burning his striped shirts

Stan clearing out his desk

Stan in his striped shirt stuck on the elevator.

Marvin cramming the chocolate box up near Stan’s face.

Stewart at dinner with his wife

Stan jolting awake, his nose bleeding.

16 year old Stan’s mother cradling him in her bloodied arms.

We stop. Move in close on 16 year old Stan’s closed eyes. As he slowly opens them we shoot inside and turn around facing a blurry outside. As our eyes begin to close white letters reveal “And life seems to be a series of awakenings.” We sit for a beat in darkness and watching the quote until our eyes slowly begin to open and as they do the white letters are drowned out by the colors and image of a roof and a Joint in a drainage pipe. Our hand is reaching for it but stops and then suddenly pulls back. 

ON 16-year-old Stan and Marvin who stand on the roof. Stan looks as though he has had a sudden change of ideas. The joint doesn’t seem that important. Does he know why? His existence doesn’t seem so feeble and minute anymore. Stan rises up still looking at the joint. He smiles broadly and turns toward Marvin. He stares transfixed on all that surrounds him.

MARVIN

What dickwad?

STAN

Let’s just light another one. 

Stan walks toward the window pulling off his STRIPED SHIRT with an unprecedented confidence, one his childhood has “YET” to know. He slings the shirt behind him and we follow it’s descending as it drifts unrealistically slow down the side of the house.

The shirt lands softly on the floor spread out in front of Stan’s mother who still sits on the bench jotting in a tablet. We move closer on the mother. Closer until we are on her tablet, until we are on extreme close-up of her hand. Her thumb BRUISED beneath the nail. We watch her hand vigorously erase a sentence. Then the hand begins to write another in its place. 

         “And life seems to be a series of awakenings!”

The hand sits the tablet down on the bench satisfied with its work. A red balloon begins to float up the screen. The scene pauses as the balloon covers the tablet. A giant hand comes into screen and taps the glass over the balloon. 

Fast-forward and fade out

THE END
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