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SCREEN | S BLACK. W hear the sounds of soneone typing on a
COMPUTER KEYBOARD.

FADE | N:

| NT. NOTH NG AND KAYE' S APARTMENT - NI GHT

NOTHI NG and KAYE, a young married couple in their early to
md twenties, stand in front of their apartnent door.
Not hi ng has a DUFFEL BAG around his chest. Kaye hugs her
husband, but tentatively. Nothing kisses Kaye on the neck.

FADE TO BLACK

Agai n we hear the sound of soneone typing on a conputer
keyboard. Simultaneously, we see "THE Nl GHT BEFORE" appear
on the screen.

| NT. NOTHI NG AND KAYE' S APARTMENT, BEDROCOM - NI GHT

W see a COWUTER SCREEN. An e-nmil programis open. There’s
a very long nessage on the screen. W see this sentence as
it’s being typed: "My passion for your mnd is only matched
by ny passion for your cunt." Pull back to reveal Not hing.
He’s an attractive but greasy-haired hipster type. He has a
wor | d-weari ness about him He sits at his conputer desk
conpl etely naked. He pauses a second to think, takes a swi g
froma CAN OF BEER that sits on his desk, and then starts

t ypi ng agai n.

NOTHI NG (V. O
My nane is Nothing. That’s not the
nanme ny parents gave ne. But that’s
the nane | wanted. So | told the
Mad Poet about it and word
eventual |y got around. Now my nane
i s Not hi ng.

Not hi ng clicks his nouse, sending the e-mail. He squints his
eyes at the conputer screen, unsure what to do next.

Finally, he turns his conputer nonitor off and gets in bed
with Kaye. Kaye lay on her side, facing away from Not hing,
pretending to sleep but not doing a great job of it. Nothing
is on his back. He stares woefully at the ceiling.



I NT. NOTHI NG AND KAYE' S APARTMENT, KITCHEN - MORNI NG

Kaye is an attractive but plainly dressed wonan who never
wear s any makeup. W see her standing over a stove,
finishing up sonme SCRAMBLED EGGS. Nothing is sitting naked
at their nearby kitchen table, engrossed in a book.

Kaye and Nothing live in a tiny apartnment, about what you' d
expect for a young couple living in New York. The pl ace
isn"t a conplete dunp, but it’s getting there.

Kaye divides the eggs between two plates. She wal ks over to
the kitchen table and puts one of the plates in front of
Not hi ng. He’'s kind of annoyed at this distraction fromhis
book and grunts a little acknow edgnent. He sets his book
asi de. Kaye takes her place at the opposite side of the

t abl e.

KAYE
Sure, husband, no problemat all
No need to thank ne for naking
breakfast. It’s just a pleasure
serving you.

NOTHI NG
Ch yeah, sorry. Thanks. I'mstil
kind of in a daze. | was up late

wor ki ng on ny novel.

KAYE
The novel. Right. The infanous
novel . The one you won't let ne
read.

NOTHI NG
Come on. Just stop. You'll read the
dam thing when I’mfinished with
it.

KAYE
You’ ve been witing this thing for,
what, two years now? How long' s it
gonna t ake?

NOTHI NG
You'll read it when it’s done.
Maybe in another year, maybe
twenty. It’s only, |ike, halfway

done. What the hell’s half a book?

KAYE
| just want to be included.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED

Hi s ego deflated, Nothing |ooks sullenly at his eggs for a
beat before up | ooking at Kaye again.

NOTHI NG
|’msorry. | promse, you'll be the
first person to read the thing.
KAYE
|’ m sure you’ve already shown it to
Bill.
NOTHI NG
Well, | nean, yeah. | need soneone
to critique ny work.
KAYE
After all, he’ s your literary hero,

right? What’'s everyone call hinf
The Mad Poet. More |ike the

Unenpl oyed Poet. He's a pretentious
jerk and you ' re turning into him

NOTHI NG
He’ s not unenpl oyed all the tine.
But, | nmean, he doesn’t need to

work all that nuch, anyway. He's
pared Iife down to the essentials.

KAYE
Beer is essential?
NOTHI NG
Sonetinmes. | guess. | don’t know.

Can’t we just eat?

KAYE
| just don’t understand why you
don’t want ne to read your book.

NOTHI NG
Kaye, please...

KAYE
And haven’'t | told you that we're
gonna wear clothes at the breakfast
tabl e from now on? You re gonna get
your butt-snear all over that
chair.

NOTHI NG

(finally smling)
| keep a pretty clean butt, Kaye.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 4.

KAYE
(shaki ng her head)
You're a ness. | got a two for one
deal when | married you: | got a
witer and a cl own.
(beat)

Hurry up and eat. You ve been |ate
to work all week.

NOTHI NG
" mnot hungry. | nean, anyway, who
needs food when | can survive on
your | ove?

KAYE

(1 aughi ng)
Shut up. Go to work.

Not hi ng shoves sone eggs in his nmouth. He stands up and
wal ks over to Kaye. Nothing smles, sonme of the egg falls
out of his nouth.

NOTHI NG
A kiss before | go?

KAYE
G oss!

Not hi ng bends over and ki sses Kaye on the nouth. Just a
little peck. Nothing very passionate.

EXT. BROOKLYN STREETS - MORNI NG

Not hing is wearing OLD JEANS, a WHI TE T- SH RT and a BLACK
HOODI E. He wal ks slowy, neticulously, down a sidewal k in

t he Brookl yn nei ghborhood where he lives. He doesn’t nake
eye contact with anyone who passes. He | ooks strai ght down,
wat chi ng the novenents of his feet.

Not hing turns a corner and wal ks into a little TACO SHOP
It’s the kind of place with very limted seating, a true
hole in the wall.

I NT. TACO SHOP - MORNI NG

Sounds of neat sizzling on a grill. There’s only three
tables in the place. In one of them A LONELY LOCKI NG

M DDLE- AGED WHI TE GUY is waiting for his food to arrive. At
another table is Razzie (pronounced rah-zee), an native of
India in his late twenties or early thirties. He's eating a
BREAKFAST BURRI TO. He | ooks deep in thought and incredibly
bor ed.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 5.

Not hi ng wal ks up to Razzie and takes sone vegetables off his
pl ate and eats them He hovers over Razzie, his hands in
hi s hoodi e pockets. He’'s trying to | ook nenaci ng but doing a
hal f-assed job of it.

RAZZI E
Sit down, man. You nmake ne nervous.

Not hi ng sits down opposite Razzie.

NOTHI NG
What time am | comng in?

RAZZ| E
You need to go now. The newsstand
does half its business in the
nor ni ng. But soneone needs to be
there to do the business, man.
Where you been, nman?

NOTHI NG
| woke up late. I'll head over
soon.

RAZZI E

| really should fire you

NOTHI NG
You' d be stupid not to.

RAZZI E
More porno m ssing when | do
i nventory yesterday. Man, you don’t
need to steal the nmagazi nes. Borrow
them Bring back when you' re done.
Hopeful Iy not sticky. Well, you
know. . .

NOTHI NG
(not taking Razzie s threat
seriously)
Razzi e, have you ever considered
that you're just terrible at taking
i nventory?

RAZZ| E
| should fire you. You are totally
unreliable. That’s it, final
decision. You're fired.

NOTHI NG
Okay. Well, | guess | should head
out and start |ooking for another

j ob.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 6.

RAZZ| E
Don’t be stupid. You are the best
wor ker | ever have. Anyway, | have

a lot of eBay to work on today.
Custoners are bitching at about

t heir packages being late. | need
you to work open to cl ose.

NOTHI NG
[’ll head over now.

EXT. MAD POET’ S APARTMENT - MORNI NG

A bottom |l evel apartnent that’s in shanbles. Beer bottles
everywhere, used condons, all sorts of trash on the sidewal k
near the steps leading to the apartnment. Someone very broke
lives in this place.

Not hi ng knocks on the door. He waits a short beat. When
nobody answers, he inpatiently starts kicking mani acally at
t he door.

NOTHI NG
Qpen up! It’s the goddamm cops! W
know you’ ve been havi ng unnatura
relations with a pelican!

(beat)
Cone on, Bill, it's fucking cold
out here.

Not hi ng kicks at the door a few nore tines before the Mad
Poet answers.

The Mad Poet is in his late forties or early fifties. H's
hair is long and unconbed. |If he cares about appearances, he
tries damm hard to nake it | ook |Iike he doesn’'t. He' s naked
except for a Pl NK BATHROBE

MAD POET
What’s the deal, man? And at ni ne
in the nmorning, too. This is no
time for any civilized person to be
awake, |et alone functional. So
what the fuck, man? You know how
retarded | amthis tine of day.

Not hi ng i npatiently pushes his way through the door.



I NT. MAD POET' S APARTMENT - MORNI NG

The Mad Poet’s apartnent is a conplete weck. There are
STACKS OF BOOKS everywhere. There are al so PORNO MAGAZI NES
and EMPTY Cl GARETTE BOXES all over the floor and couch.

Not hi ng pushes a few books fromthe Mad Poet’s couch and
sits down. He breathes a sigh, as if he hasn’'t been able to
relax for days.

MAD POET
(closing the door)
Sure, take a load off. Wy not.

The Mad Poet heads over to his kitchen, barely a step or two
away from what passes for his living room where Nothing is
sitting. Sluggishly, the Mad Poet opens the refrigerator.

NOTHI NG
| al ways appreciate your
hospitality.

MAD PCET

Sure. Take a load off. M casa
is...ah, fuck it, whatever. It’s
too early for this nonsense. | need
a drink. You want a drink?

NOTHI NG
O course. A beer.

MAD POET
(annoyed)
A beer it is. You want it in a nice
frosty mug, too?

NOTHI NG
Meh. A glass will be fine for now.

The Mad Poet pulls out TWO CANS OF BEER. He sets the drinks
on the counter, grabs a BOTTLE OF VODKA and pours hinself a
shot. He tosses the shot down his throat in one expert
nmotion. He grinaces.

MAD POET
Ckay. |1’ m awake.

The Mad Poet wal ks over to the couch, clears sone books off,
and pl ops down next to his young friend. He hands Nothing a
beer. Not hing pops the top and takes a long, thirsty swg.
The Mad Poet rubs the sleep fromhis eyes.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED

MAD POET ( CONTI NUED)
So, then, how s everything? How you
been?

NOTHI NG
Si nce yesterday? Fine, | guess.
Razzi e accused ne of stealing
agai n. Not hi ng new.

MAD POET
| hate that asshole. He should be
hanged |i ke a traitorous dog.

NOTHI NG
Ah, he’s all right. Anyway, it’s an
easy enough job. | can't conplain
t oo nuch.
(beat)
Well, I don't know, | mght not be
there nmuch longer. | was thinking

of skipping town for a few weeks.

MAD PCET
And goi ng where?

NOTHI NG
Shit, man, | don’t know. Maybe
Char | est on?

MAD PCET
VWhere the fuck is Charl eston? Ah,
fuck it, don't tell me. I knowit's

down south in Dixieland sonewhere.
Ni ce and sunny. Bullshit! Wat you
need is a bleak winter. The kind we
have right here in New York. You
need to work on that novel of

yours, ny friend. Cold winters are
t he perfect excuse for shutting
your sel f indoors.

NOTHI NG
You're one to tal k. You haven't
witten anything for a year.

MAD PCET
Ri ght! Last winter! Wnter is when
we wite, man! Sumrer is when you
go on crazy adventures!

Not hi ng smles, shrugs, and takes a long gulp of beer.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 9.

MAD PCET ( CONTI NUED)
You little shit! | know what this
is about. That wonman. The one
you' ve been e-mailing. | forgot
about her.

NOTHI NG
It’s not about any woman. | just
want to get away for a while.

MAD POET
Don't lie to me, man. It’s that
bitch you found online. No. Bad
nmoj o, man. If you want to cheat on
your wife, there's plenty of wonen
in New York. Well, fromwhat I
hear, anyway.

NOTHI NG
Yeah, sure, but Kaye |ives here,
t 0o.

MAD PCET

(suddenly very irritated)
That goddamm wi fe of yours. You two
ain’'t got any noney but sonehow she
still thinks you re bourgeois.
She’s just a freakin’ bank teller!
Besi des, she’s always trying to get
you to stop hanging out with ne.
She’s fucked up. Still, | don’'t
think that | eaving town is a good
idea. Stay here, wite. W can read
each other’s stuff. Help each other
out, |ike we’ ve been doing for
years.

NOTHI NG
|’ mnot sure that's the best idea.

MAD POET
Well, frankly, neither aml. Hell
| don’t reconmend anyone listen to
my drivel. | should be shot, man. |
really shoul d.

NOTHI NG
Maybe just punched in the face a
few tines.

The Mad Poet is suddenly filled with rage. He stands up and

tosses his beer can across the room It hits one of his
bookshel ves, creating a foan ng ness.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 10.

MAD POET
For fuck’s sake, man. You don’t
| eave town over a freaking woman
You stay and do your work. You
wite. You let nme help you. But you
don’t fucking | eave town.

NOTHI NG
Cone on, man. Sit down. |'msorry.
It was just sonething I was
t hi nki ng about .

The Mad Poet instantly calnms down. It’s as if nothing
happened.

MAD POET
Goddamm, man. We shoul d both be
publicly executed for this

nonsense. | mean, what the fuck am
| doing giving advice to you? Wl l,
shit, 1"l walk you to work

The Mad Poet starts wal king toward his bedroom Then, as if
he’s had a flash of insight, he turns around and starts
headi ng back toward the kitchen.

MAD PCET
But first, another drink.

NOTHI NG
Naturally. O a few.

MAD PCET
O course.

EXT. BROOKLYN STREETS - DAY

The Mad Poet is still wearing his bathrobe. However, now
he’ s al so weari ng ORANGE DOC MARTI N BOOTS. Though hi s
novenents are a bit arthritic, he has a hipster sway about
hi m

As the Mad Poet and Not hing wal k down the sidewal k, we join
themin the mddle of a conversation:

MAD POET
But of course ORiley just left ne
there with the tab. Well, anyway,
| ater on he ended up on the roof of
hi s apartnent building, waving his
wi fe’ s underwear around on a broom
handl e, demandi ng to hear the
mayor’s ternms of surrender

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 11.

NOTHI NG

| thought you did that.
MAD POET

Ch, right. Neverm nd.
NOTHI NG

Ri ght.
MAD POET

(sees sonet hi ng up ahead)
Ah shit, it’s the Aitter Kid.

The ditter Kid, a fresh-faced young man in his early
twenties, is sitting on the steps leading to his apartnent
building. He's in a daze, staring straight ahead at a fixed
point. As you m ght expect fromhis nicknane, his face is
covered with GLITTER H's hair is PURPLE. He’'s wearing PINK
LI PSTI CK

The Mad Poet wal ks up to the kid, licks his finger, sticks
it inthe ditter Kid s ear.

GLI TTER KI D
(slurring)
Ah. VWhat the fuck? | nean, what the
fuck, man. The Mad Poet. As |
live...what the fuck?

The Mad Poet takes a seat on the steps next to the Gitter
Kid. Nothing stays on the sidewal k, | eans agai nst the
railing.

MAD POET
Gitter Kid, you silly little fag,
what the hell did you get into |ast
ni ght ? What kind of sorrid
adventure did you have? | need
details.

NOTHI NG
How s your sister?

GLI TTER KI D
Stop asking ne about her, man.
She’s not into you anynore. She’s
nmoved on.

NOTHI NG
| just want to know how she’ s been.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 12.

GLI TTER KI D
W were at a party and soneone
brought their pet goat. It was just
standing there in the mddle of the
room Soneone put a tiara on the
fucking thing. | just want to
know. ..who the fuck...owns a goat
in Brooklyn, New York? Just...who
does that?

NOTHI NG
Shit, man.

GLITTER KI D
My sister’s upstairs sleeping right
now. | couldn’t meke it,

t hough. . .just kept falling down the
stairs...bunp, bunp bunp. So I
canped out here for the night. So,
uh, you guys m nd hel pi ng ne up?

The Mad Poet stands up straight, as if he’s a soldier. He
sal utes the sky.

MAD POET
Private Gitter Kid! It is our
patriotic duty to make sure you
make it safely up the stairs!
(to Not hi ng)
"Il get the arnms, you get the

NOTHI NG
Yup.

Not hi ng bends down and grabs the young man’ s | egs.

EXT. BROOKLYN STREETS - LATER

The two friends are on the nove again, wal ki ng, talking,
munbl i ng. They approach the NEWSSTAND. A jovial M DDLE AGED
COUPLE are just |leaving. They wave excitedly at Razzie,
who’' s seen wavi ng back at themfrominside the service

Wi ndow.

The coupl e wal ks off just as the Mad Poet and Not hing reach
t he newsst and.

NOTHI NG

Sorry I"'mlate, man. Stuff cane up
| tried to get here earlier.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 13.

RAZZI| E
It’s no problem | have great news!

MAD POET
You' re giving ny friend a raise.

Razzie glares at the Mad Poet for a beat and then turns his
attention back to Nothing.

RAZZI E
Why do you bring himhere? You know
| don't like this crazy man.

NOTHI NG
What you got to tell ne?

RAZZI E
We are being sold!' Those people
want to buy the place.

NOTHI NG
So I’'lIl be working for them now?

RAZZI E
| don’t think so. They want to run
it thensel ves.

MAD PCET
(scream ng)
You' d better give ny fucking friend
at | east two weeks severance, man.
"1l come bite your fucking balls

of .
NOTHI NG
(to the Mad Poet)
Easy, nman.
(to Razzie)
How | ong have you known about this?
RAZZ| E
First time | net themwas a few
m nutes ago. But | still need you

here, man. Nothing s final yet.

NOTHI NG
When will you know for sure?

RAZZI E
We sign papers in a week.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 14.

The Mad Poet |unges, reaching his arnms through the service
wi ndow, trying to get to Razzie so he can strangle him
Razzi e steps back, against the wall where the lottery
tickets hang. He’'s just out of reach of the Mad Poet’s grip.

MAD POET
You sl ave-driving bastard! My
friend works six days a week for
your ass and when you don’t need
hi m anynore you just toss hi m out
i ke a cum soaked condon®? Fuck
that! Fuck youl!

RAZZ| E
You' re crazy! And he’s lazy! He
never show up on tine! And he steal

nmy por no!
Not hi ng pulls the Mad Poet away.

NOTHI NG
Let’s just go.

MAD PCET
|’d rather kill the fucker.

NOTHI NG
Let’s just go.

Not hi ng starts wal king off in the other direction. The Mad
Poet grabs a bunch of PORNO MAGAZI NES t hat are hanging on a
rack outside the newsstand. He does a sort of run/waddle to
catch up with Not hing.

RAZZ| E
Shit eating asshol e! Fucking thiefl!
Bring ny stuff back! You fucking
t hi ef !

NOTHI NG
(to the Mad Poet)
Hard to argue with that.

By now they’ re al nost out of earshot of Razzie s scream ng.

MAD PCET
| think maybe you' re right. You can
use a little tine away from al |
this shit. You re young enough.
You’' ve got time to spare.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 15.

NOTHI NG
| think so. Yeah.

MAD POET
| figure the worst case scenario is
that Kaye finally gets sick of your
ass and really | eaves you for good.
| think she’'s a fucking bitch, but
| have to admt, she's probably a
good kid. She’s not gonna put up
with your shit forever

NOTHI NG
| know.

MAD POET
| love you, Kkid.

The Mad Poet and Not hi ng hug.

I NT. NOTHI NG AND KAYE' S APARTMENT - NI GHT

Not hi ng and Kaye are standing in front of the door. He has a
duffel bag around his chest. It's exactly |like the opening
scene.

KAYE
| wish | knew nore about the wonan
who’ s taking you away from ne.

NOTHI NG
There’ s nobody el se.

KAYE
You don’t think you ve never |eft
your conputer running?

NOTHI NG
| guess | don’'t have anything to
say about that.

KAYE
What about Bill? The Mad Poet.. .|
bet he had a few things to say. |
bet you talked it over with hima
good long tinme. What did he tel
you to do?

NOTHI NG
He said | should go.

( CONTI NUED)
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KAYE
He’s in your head. This is Bil
going on this trip, not you.

NOTHI NG
| need to go. Just for a while.

KAYE
He’s in your head and he’s not
comng out. Even after he dies
he’ Il still be there. You' re an
asshol e.

NOTHI NG
You think | don’t know that?

KAYE
You' re com ng back?

NOTHI NG
In a week or so. Maybe a few. |
don’ t know.

KAYE
| m ght not be here when you get
back.

NOTHI NG

|’mafraid of that.

Not hi ng and Kaye nove a little closer to each other.
Tentatively, tenderly. They enbrace. Kaye hesitates but
eventual |y enbraces hi m back. They’'re both about to cry.
Not hi ng ki sses her on the neck. This is the exact nonent
where we left themat the beginning of the novie.

Suddenly, this whole ordeal is too nuch for Kaye. She pushes
Not hi ng away, breaking their enbrace. She grabs at his
shirt. She’s nmuch smaller than Nothing, but he lets her push
hi m hard agai nst the door. He accepts his puni shnent
stoically.

KAYE
Don’t you care? He's in your head.

NOTHI NG
| don’'t care.

Kaye suddenly puts her hands around Nothing' s neck, as if
she’s going to choke him But she doesn’t apply any
pressure. She takes her hands off him starts smacki ng him
across the face. Hard. Four or five tinmes. Nothing doesn't
try to stop her. His cheeks are getting red.

( CONTI NUED)
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Kaye stops. She can’t believe what she’s just done. She's in
shock. She runs to their bedroom and sl ans the door.

After a beat or two, a stunned Nothing turns around, opens
t he door and | eaves.

We FADE QUT.



