MAN IN THE MIRROR

FADE IN

INT. ANTARCTICA/BLIZZARD -- DAY

A small group of MEN, 5 or 7 emerge from a violent CLOUD OF SNOW in the distance. 

They’re all clad heavy duty winter wear. Behind them, they drag a SLED with supplies on it.

One steps in front of the others. His beard is clogged with snow as are his eyebrows and nose hair.

His name is ALAN SMITH, 24, and on a mission for something other than what they have come to Alaska for. He turns to the group.

ALAN 

(OVER SNOW)

Snows getting worse. We’ll be dead if we don’t find shelter soon!

MAN 

(OVER SNOW)

Carter said the cabin shouldn’t be too far. We should keep going!

ALAN  

(OVER SNOW)

Fine, fine!

They CRUNCH through the bitter cold for awhile, then adonijah stops. He sees something.

ALAN CONT'D 





(OVER SNOW)

Hey, guys! I think I see a something! I’ll go and check it out, see if it’s the cabin or if there’s any people or heat!

MAN 

Not without us, you're not!

ALAN  

Fine, come on.

MAN  

(under breath)

Thinks he's gonna leave us to freeze out in the snow. Asshole. 

ALAN crunches through the snow with an attempted running GAIT.

In the distance to where he's going, we can see the dark SILHOUTTE of a cabin emerge from the SNOWSTORM.

He nears it with haste and upon arrival, BANGS on the door.

ALAN  CONT'D  

Hey! Hey, anyone in here??

There’s no answer. He bangs again.






ALAN  CONT'D  




Hey! Carter, it’s us!

He sees a KNOB and turns it. The door opens with much EFFORT due to the raging winds and once inside, he slams it behind him.

He pulls a cell out of his pocket and starts dialing.

ALAN  CONT'D  




Hello? 





(Beat)




It’s axle.





(Beat)




No, not yet.





(Beat)




I need more time. Isn’t there




Another way?





(Beat)




Dave, it doesn’t have to go




down like this.





(Beat)




Dave?

From his expression, the person on the other end has hung up.

He sighs and takes a look out the WINDOW. 

The men are nearing the cabin and are yelling his name.

He pulls his head back from the window so they won’t see him. He sighs.

Suddenly, out of the corner of his eye, he sees a face in the dirty glass mirror on the wall. 

ALAN CONT'D 

What the--

He looks again, the face is gone. He hears a door SLAM. Intrigued, he UNZIPS his coat and throws it on the floor.

He puts down his backpack and walks down to the corner near the mirror.

He peers over the side of the corner. A door is CRACKED open. 

In the Background, the men YELL. ALAN ignores them and goes towards the door.

He pulls a HANDGUN from his snow pants and cocks it. He inches along the side of the door.

He leans over the corner and peers through the crack of the door to see if anything awaits him. Then, he hears a CHUCKLE.

Hearing this, he KICKS the door open and in a shooting stance, FIRES three bullets blindly.

No one is in there. He goes inside carefully, gun at the ready and aimed.

The room is cylindrical and has smooth stone walls. The ceiling is low and light floods mildly in from an unknown area, casting off-white, orange hue all over the room.

Suddenly, the door slams shut behind him. Startled, he runs to open it, but it won’t. He looks around the room. He feels a presence.

VOICE:

Surprised?

He looks fearfully AROUND. No one is in there with him; at least, he can’t see anything.

ALAN  

Who’s there? Where are you? Who are you?

VOICE  

(Faux dejectedly)

Aww, I can’t believe you've forgotten me already.

(Whispers)

Over here.

ALAN spins to his left and FIRES. No one’s there.

VOICE CONT'D 

What are you doing? I’m over

here.

He spins to the right, FIRES, but at nothing. Now he's really scared.

VOICE CONT'D 

Oh, come on, MAN, there's no need to be scared.

(Close to him)

I am you.

The voice, now BEHIND him, terrifies him, and he spins around.

Facing him in the shadow is HIM. His exact TWIN. The TWIN is smiling and mouth to mouth close. 

He leaps back with a yell and SHOOTS until there are no more bullets in his gun. He pulls the TRIGGER in vain but nothing.

The TWIN stands, arms crossed, unperturbed and grinning. 

TWIN  CONT'D  

Huh. I thought you'd be happier to see me. After all, there’s no friend like yourself, ha ha ha ha, know what I mean?

The figure steps out of the shadow to show him that it is indeed, a sharper, clean shaven version of him.






TWIN  CONT'D 

See?

ALAN  

What is this? What kind of trick is this?

TWIN  

No trick. Just the facts. 

ALAN moves quickly backwards still aiming the gun and hits the wall, falling on his butt. He cowers at the end of the room, staring at the TWIN.

ALAN  

Well, what the hell are you!?

TWIN  

I just told you, weren’t you listening? I am you.

ALAN  

That’s impossible.

TWIN  

Nothing is impossible.

ALAN  

This is.

TWIN  

Wanna bet?

ALAN  

I must be nuts. 


(Gets up)

The only reason I’m seeing this is because, I’m, nuts.

TWIN  

We all figured as much.

ALAN dusts himself off but keeps the gun at ready.

ALAN  

What?

The figure laughs whole heartedly and looks at ALAN with a somber grin.

TWIN  

Why are you here?

ALAN   

(Scoffing)

What do you care?

TWIN  

I care about those guys out there. Why are

They out there?

ALAN  

What guys?

TWIN  

Why’d you go ahead of them?

ALAN  

What is this, 20 questions!?

TWIN  

Maybe. Why’d you lock the door?

ALAN   

(Sarcastic)

Bears. I thought a bear might follow us in.

The TWIN is not amused.

ALAN  

(Beat) 

Why should I answer that?? Look. I don’t have to tell you anything, I don’t even know you, now go away and quit

scaring the shit outta people.

TWIN  

Actually, you do.



ALAN  

I do what?



TWIN  

Have to tell me.



ALAN  


(Laughing)

No I don’t.

TWIN 

I know everything you know.

ALAN  

What are you talking about?

TWIN  

The reason you came here.

ALAN  

And what might that be?

TWIN  

You tell me.

ALAN  

No, you.

TWIN  

No, you.

ALAN  

Stop it.

TWIN  

You stop it.

ALAN  

You stop it.

TWIN  

Shut up and answer me. 

ALAN 

I don’t have to tell you anything.
 

Don’t you already know?

TWIN 

Yeah, but I want you to admit it.

ALAN 

I’m not admitting anything.

TWIN 

Is that admittance?

ALAN 

No.

TWIN 

Sounded like one. Denial of admitting 

Something is usually an admittance.

ALAN is silent.

TWIN  CONT'D 

Well?

ALAN  

Why don’t you buzz off?

TWIN  

Why? Don’t you like me?

ALAN  

You’ve Managed to stay away for a pretty long time, why not now?

TWIN  

Got bored.

ALAN 

You must not get around a lot.

TWIN  

Stop dodging the question. Tell

Me your secret.

ALAN’s look of cockiness fades to a mild look of surprise.

ALAN  

What secret?

The TWIN is silent.

ALAN  CONT'D 

What are you talking about?

The TWIN looks at him with blank disgust and moves away. He goes over leans against the wall

TWIN  

You can’t hide it from the world 

For ever, ALAN. It’ll kill you,

Just like it kills me. Whatever you do

Is reflected back on yourself, did you know that?

ALAN is silent.

TWIN CONT'D  

So, the question begs, what is the right thing?? To play god? To play angel to those who would play god? Where does that get you, I’d really like to know.

ALAN  

I don’t follow you.

TWIN  

Ha – of course you don’t. Because you’re too warped to think of how anything you do could be a sin. Everyone errs ALAN. Everyone. Don’t fight fire with water, fight it with more flame. Go against the tide!

ALAN  

Why?

The TWIN caught him. Slip of tongue. ALAN knows it.

TWIN  

You see? The truth wants to be told. If you are unwilling, it will simply tell itself.

ALAN 

So what are you. Keeper of justice?

Protector of the innocent?

The TWIN hangs his head. It’s not getting through.






ALAN CONT'D 




You don’t own me! 






TWIN




And what. You own yourself!? Is that what 




I’m getting?? 






ALAN




Yeah!






TWIN





(Exasperated)




Oh –






ALAN




Yeah! I own my – I work for myself!




No one bosses me around, I’m free to




Do as I please!






TWIN




Then how come you’re about to kill




Those men out there?

ALAN is quiet. The TWIN struck a chord.






TWIN CONT'D 




If you’re so, free and independent, 




Why don’t you make the right decision




And let them go?






ALAN




I --






TWIN




You what?






ALAN




I can’t, alright??






TWIN




Why?






ALAN




Because – because – 





(Beat)




I can’t talk to you.

He stuffs his gun in his pocket and heads for the door.

The Twins’ eyes follow him.






TWIN




Can you honestly do it?

ALAN stops.






TWIN CONT'D 




Can you honestly go and watch yourself




Kill 6 innocent men? Can you really




Handle that?

ALAN thinks about it.






TWIN




Because if you can, if you really




Can, then I applaud you.

ALAN turns around and looks at the TWIN.






TWIN CONT'D 




It’s amazing, how far one can go




When they see their future spread




Out before them. 





(Beat)




See how hard it is to live with




your own reflection.

ALAN looks down for an instant and when he looks up, the TWIN is gone. Only his words remain, echoing in the room. He leaves, obviously pained.

INT. MAIN ROOM – CONT’D

ALAN Unlatches the door, a gust of ice and snow sprays him in the face. The men hurry in, freezing.

MAN1

What the hell were you doing?? We were dying out there!! 

MAN2

Oh shit, I can’t feel my fingers.

ALAN  

The walls don’t carry. I thought you were right behind me.

The men cough, sneeze and shaking off the snow, take off their coats.

MAN1

Mighty nice of you, leaving us to freeze.

ALAN 

There’s no one in the cabin. I checked.

(Looks back at the room)

The air conditioner should be on 

Momentarily.

The men take off their boots and dig into their bags.

MAN1

Hey Jake, warm up the batteries. The alkaloid may be frozen.






MAN3 (O.S) 




Ha ha, yeah right, Jim.

ALAN leans up against the window, looking longingly out of it.

MAN2

You okay. MAN? Look a little pale.

ALAN 

Yeah, I’m fine, just a little tired, y’know? All the snow and the trip in general. I’ll – I’ll be fine.

MAN2 CONT'D 

Yeah, trip’s been a bog on me too.

He gets up to go get some smokes. ALAN looks at him, then at the gun tucked in his pants pocket. He wonders about the deed he is about to carry out. He looks away.






MAN2 CONT'D 




Y’know, I have a confession to make.






ALAN




What’s that?






MAN2




I didn’t come to your anniversary




Party because, actually, I, myself




Was getting married.






ALAN




What?? Why didn’t you tell me?




Who?






MAN2




Oh, this girl I met on my vacation.




We – I took her to Las Vegas and...






ALAN




Ohhhhhh ... you son of a –






MAN 2




Yeah. Anyway, I meant to give this




To you, I know it’s a little late.

He pulls a small red box from his satchel and hands it ALAN.






MAN 2 CONT'D 




Open it.

ALAN opens it.

Inside is a small crucifix. ALAN fingers it.






ALAN




Damn, that – that’s a beauty, Kevin.




Where’d you get that?






MAN2






It’s an heirloom. My grandfather gave




It to me. He was a priest.






ALAN




Oh. Probably shouldn’t have said




Damn, huh?





(Weak chuckle)




You’re giving this to me?






MAN 2




Yeah. 






ALAN




Oh... oh, MAN, I – I can’t take




This, this is –






MAN2




No, no, don’t offend me, keep it.




It’s my gift to you.

ALAN gazes at it.






ALAN




Wow. Thank – thank you, mike.




I appreciate it. 





(Beat)




My wife’ll love this. Thank you 




very much.






MAN2




Hey yeah. Keep it. You’re my best 




Friend and friends should look out




For one another, huh?

ALAN nods.

The MAN goes to unpack the bags. The men chatter in the background while they unpack.

ALAN looks out of the window. In the snow outside, there is a figure. It is standing there, perfectly still in the blizzard. ALAN strains to see it. It is gone. But his reflection in the glass is not what it appears to be. He starts back, alarmed. 

He puts a hand up to his face. Then he takes it away. The soft look has gone from his face. It is becoming harder. He puts a hand in his pocket and...

ALAN CONT'D 


(Whispering)

I’m sorry, Kevin.

(Pulls out his gun and puts a clip in)

I’m really sorry.

He spins around, shooting. He shoots each MAN point blank in a bloody mess. 

He face is pained while shooting. When they are all dead he falls to his knees, dropping his gun. He keels over sobbing, prostrate.






ALAN CONT'D 





(Sobbing)




Oh ... god...

EXT. CABIN -- day

We hear more GUNSHOTS, one after the other, 

In the distance, in the snowstorm, we see a silhouette. It stands awhile, and then walks off into the blizzard. 

A final SHOT as--  

SMASH CUT TO:

BLACK

FADE IN.

EXT. NEW YORK CITY

Busy New York streets. Businessmen and women come and go. Expensive cars and buses putter up and down the streets adding to the business feel.

We see a trio of people, two men and a woman, walking down the street. FOCUS ON ALAN, who has grown a beard. He is chatting with his friends as they near a big business building.

They come to the door and stop. The windows are reflective. The woman adjusts her skirt suit and they exchange greetings.

Woman

Well, see you guys inside.

MAN

Don’t forget, tomorrows the potluck.

ALAN 

Who’s bringing the cake?

MAN

Beats me. What kind is it?

Woman




I’m allergic to anything that’s not




Chocolate.

ALAN 

Me too, I get this terrible rash –

MAN




All right, all right, see you




Tomorrow guys.

ALAN walks to the door of the building and makes his way through the swiveling door. 

INT. OFFICE BUILDING – CONT’D

On the way in, a MAN in black bumps into him.

MAN

Oh, excuse me.

ALAN looks after the MAN, in slight familiarization then shrugging it off walks to the elevator. 

It opens. A MAN with a tilted hat in it. ALAN stalls then gets in.

ALAN 

Getting off, or—

MAN

Going up.

ALAN  

Oh.

ALAN presses in 12 and they start up. The numbers slowly change, 1-2-3-4, etc. when they reach twelve, they both get off. The MAN tilts his hat down to cover his face.

ALAN 

Oh, you work up here?

MAN

Only recently. 

ALAN 

Oh. You’ll like it here. You in Fred’s office?

MAN 




Yes. Just started.

ALAN 

Well, the coincidences keep coming. Maybe

We’ll see you around.

MAN

Yep.

ALAN walks to the men’s room and the other MAN stands in the hall. He looks after ALAN and grins.

MAN CONT'D 

They sure do... 

INT. MENS ROOM 

There is a waiting room in the men’s room that is apart from everything else. ALAN puts his briefcase down on the couch and goes to the bathroom part.

He heads to the sink and turns on the twisty faucet. He looks at himself in the mirror and strokes his beard.

ALAN  

(Sighs)

Oh, boy...

He puts some water in his hands and hesitantly splashes it on his face. He LOOKS down into the SINK.

The sink next to him begins to run. He looks over and sees the KNOB is turned up, the WATER is coming out, But no one is there.

He looks up at the mirror. The MAN from the elevator is there. He lifts up his hat. It’s the TWIN.

TWIN 

See how hard it is to live with your own reflection.

ALAN turns, alarmed, but no one is behind him. He looks at the faucet. 

It’s not on.

He looks at mirror. No one is there. He looks at his own sink and turns it off.

He grabs a towel and wipes his hands off. He goes to the waiting room and grabs his bag. 

EXT. MENS ROOM CONT’D

Outside he bumps into a worker.

MAN

Hey man, watch it.

ALAN doesn’t acknowledge. He walks, calmly to his office room. He straightens out his suit and calmly walks in.

INT.OFFICE – CONT’D

His co-workers look at him in his late entry. A roomful of men and women. The speaker is standing at the board, in a nice suit, and back to every one, writing something on the board.

MAN

Hey, Alan, What took you so long?

ALAN  

Oh, um, my uh, car was late.

Woman:

You okay? You look a little red.

 ALAN 

Oh, I—I’m fine. Fine.

 He sits down.

The speaker steps aside to show what he has written on the board. PROPER NEGOTIATING TACTICS

MAN at board




Okay, since this is a business




Course, I assume you all have




At least a minimal amount of




Knowledge of what I’m talking




About. How many of you have had




The problem of when you’re in 




A meeting with an important agent, 




A well renowned business man, say




In the middle of the conversation, 




Now, to be clear, this is supposed to




Be a negotiation, you have to catch




His attention, work with him. He




Should be enthralled by every word that 




Comes out of your mouth, you shouldn’t




Be standing there mouthing off and come




To a stale adjournment. You know? ‘Am




I getting through to you? This is 




Important!’ you see?

The room titters mildly. ALAN is quiet. The MAN at the board, to him, looks like himself. He’s breaking out in a mild sweat. 

One of his colleagues notices.






MAN





(Whispering)




Alan, you okay? You don’t look so




Good.

ALAN looks like he’s about to fall out. He loosens his tie but tries to keep a cool head.






ALAN





(Whispering)




I’m fine. I just need some water.

He quietly excuses himself.

INT. BUILDING HALL – CONT’D

He closes the door behind him. He wipes some of the sweat from his forehead.

Ahead is a water fountain. He goes to it.

He slurps up the water, trying to quench his thirst. Out of the corner of his eye he notices a water bottle dispenser. A MAN has come to exchange the empty bottle for new. He flashes his face. It looks like ALAN.

ALAN gasps softly.






ALAN CONT'D 




Shit...

He stands up, taking his tie off. He walks briskly down the hall, past the MAN who follows him with his eyes. 

ALAN is walking rather fast. He brushes past some people talking outside a cafeteria door and bust in.

INT. CAFETERIA –- CONT’D

The cafeteria is done up is white. White walls, white tables, white trays, the waiters have on white uniforms, it’s all very surreal. ALAN is looking down a long hall which leads to a door marked with the only colored word in the room, EXIT.

ALAN is feeling a little woozy. As he walks, now more slowly down the hall, a waiter bumps into him. As he collects himself, he shoes his face. Looks like ALAN.

ALAN turns his face away. He closes his eyes. When he opens them again, a MAN is sitting at a table in a white suit drinking a coffee and reading a newspaper. He looks at ALAN. He also looks like ALAN. 

ALAN faces forward. He walks down the hall, focusing on his goal. 

In the b.g, the MAN in the white suit folds up his newspaper and follows ALAN to the door, staying a few lengths behind. 

ALAN reaches the door, opens it and goes in.

INT. STAIRS – CONT’D

ALAN climbs the stairs. He is dizzy and disoriented. His suit is unbuttoned and he looks very disarranged. He climbs up and up, past the 13th level, past the 14th level, past the 15th level, past the 16th level.

INT. STAIRS – LATER

ALAN is standing before the last level.

ROOF.

He opens the door.

The light hits us in the eye. 

He steps out into it.

He walks across the roof, heading toward the edge. Before he reaches it, he stops.

TWIN 

Hello, ALAN.

ALAN doesn’t move. He takes off his suit coat and drops it.

The TWIN is standing behind him, dressed in the white suit.






TWIN CONT'D 




I told you I would come for you.

ALAN stares blankly ahead.

TWIN CONT'D 

What did you think, Alan? That

Nothing would happen? 


(Beat)

I tried to warn you but you didn’t 

Listen.


(Beat)

I’m trying to help you, Alan.

At that, ALAN turns around. He is sweaty and out of breath.






ALAN




Help me? You want ... to help me?

There is a moments standoff.






ALAN CONT'D 




You call this ... helping me?





(Beat)




What do you want?

A beat






TWIN




I want nothing of the sort. What




Would a man like me want? I’m




Not even real. 





(Beat)




I’m a figment of your imagination!

A beat.






ALAN




So what now?






TWIN




That is up to you. Repent now, and




There is a future for you. Do




Nothing ... and death is all that




Awaits you.

ALAN stares at the TWIN.






ALAN





(Broken)




I can’t go back. They’ll kill me.






TWIN




No they won’t.






ALAN




Yes, they will! Even if I do




What you say, what ever that is, they




Will hunt me. They will find me. They




Will kill me. 






TWIN




Retribution serves itself out in 




Many ways. Don’t let it take 




You, there’s still time.






ALAN




No. no more time for me. I’ve wasted




Enough time.

A beat.






TWIN




So what are you going to do?

ALAN turns around. He looks at the ledge. He advances to it.

The TWIN is silent.

When ALAN reaches the ledge, he stops.






ALAN




If I repent, I die. If I




Don’t, I die. 





(Turns around)




Isn’t that how it’s planned?

The TWIN is silent.






ALAN CONT'D 




So, either way ... I’m in hell.

He turns to the ledge.






ALAN CONT'D 




It’s not easy being me.

He steps onto the edge and stands there. He turns around, facing his TWIN and lifts his head to the sky. 






ALAN CONT'D 





(Whispering)




Forgive me.

He spreads his arms and lets himself go.

The TWIN watches in silence as he disappears over the edge. 

The TWIN goes over and picks up Alan’s coat. He folds it and puts it in the crook of his arm. He walks back to the door.

DISSOLVE TO










BLACK





THE END

