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FADE IN
INT. ROOM – DAY

A young man is lying on a bed. Beams of sunlight filter through the half-closed blinds of the window and pour onto his face. His arm is behind his head, propping it up. He casually smokes a cigarette. A young woman, naked, lies beside him. The young woman reaches over and grabs the cigarette out of his mouth. She takes a puff and then places it firmly back into the man’s mouth. He continues smoking. 

YOUNG WOMAN

Maybe I don’t want to do this anymore.

The young man looks at the woman, takes the cigarette out of his mouth, places it in an ashtray lying on the floor beside the bed and looks at the young woman.

YOUNG MAN

Oh yeah?

YOUNG WOMAN

It’s like... It’s like no matter what I do... I just... I feel constantly disaffected you know? It’s like we try to make a connection but there isn’t anything there. You’re there, I’m here. There’s a space, you know?

YOUNG MAN

I think that before we can jump to any conclusions, like what you just did...

The woman smiles and buries her face into a pillow.

YOUNG MAN (CONT’D.)

...before you can say any of the shit... Just look around. Do you honestly think there’s something better?

YOUNG WOMAN

But maybe that’s exactly it. Maybe there isn’t anything better. Maybe I don’t even want anything better. I just want a change.

YOUNG MAN

Yeah?

YOUNG WOMAN

I don’t know. Maybe.

YOUNG MAN

To tell you the truth. I don’t. Change isn’t always good.

YOUNG WOMAN

No, but change is just change. Nothing else. You want a change, you embrace it. It doesn’t need to be good.

YOUNG MAN

Well think about those people who get lost. The people whose plane crashes on an island or something like that. They stay on the island for 34 years or something. Then... They’re finally found. Their first night in a room, with a bed... They don’t sleep on the bed, they sleep on the floor. After 34 fucking years of sleeping on the dirt they’re used to it. They don’t want CHANGE. They want to be on flat, cold, uncomfortable ground. They aren’t embracing change at all. They are pushing it away.

YOUNG WOMAN

That’s not pushing change away. That’s just plain conditioning. I don’t we’ve been conditioned to each other at all. Do you?

YOUNG MAN

On some levels I do. Certain levels.

YOUNG WOMAN

What kind of levels? 

YOUNG MAN

Well, like... Right now. Right now we’re lying here. You and me. And we’re talking. To others, it could be considered strange. We don’t have any clothes on. We are conditioned to each other’s bodies. There isn’t any type of rash thinking here. It’s all right in front of us. We don’t need to... acknowledge it... it just is. Get it?

YOUNG WOMAN

What I DON’T get is the fact that you can say stuff like that.

YOUNG MAN

Like what?

YOUNG WOMAN

Could you hear yourself? You didn’t even make any sense whatsoever. It’s was a river of bullshit, what you just said.

YOUNG MAN

I think I deserve a bit more credit than that.

YOUNG WOMAN

I just don’t know anymore. I don’t.

YOUNG MAN

You’ve never known. Have you?

YOUNG WOMAN

It’s funny. I thought I always knew. I thought I always knew about everything but I guess I don’t. 

YOUNG MAN

Well?

YOUNG WOMAN

Well what?

YOUNG MAN

Are we going to fuck or what?

At the abrupt end of that line...

TITLE CARD:

Temporarily Inevitable

EXT. BACKYARD OF HOUSE – DAY

Sun shines through the leaves of a tree. The leaves blow gently in a very small breeze. Birds are chirping. Somewhere, in the distance, a car can be heard simply driving away.

On a hammock, suspended between two trees in a backyard of a very rundown house, a man is curled up in the fetal position. He wears a white shirt and black sweat pants. No socks. Hair is shoulder length. There is an empty bottle of vodka lying on the grass beside him. 

A barbecue is smoldering. What appear to be extremely burnt hamburgers are smoking on the grill. They have been obviously left unattended. A bird lands near the barbecue and begins pecking at the charred piece of meat. 

The man stirs. He brushes a mosquito away from his face. He slowly turns over and itches his face. He stares up at the sun and mumbles something unintelligible. He slowly reaches his hand over to hammock and picks up a pair of sunglasses on the ground. He puts them on and brushes the hair out of his face. The man sits up on the edge of the hammock and looks at the smoldering hamburgers on the grill. He looks down and picks up the empty vodka bottle. He looks that it is empty and throws it over his shoulder. The vodka bottle lands on an anthill and the disturbance causes the ants to scurry everywhere.

The man gets up and shambles over towards the sliding deck door. Strangely, the door is wide open and the man just wanders inside.

INT. HOUSE – DAY

Two people, one wearing a toque and the other wearing nothing at all other than underwear, are playing some sort of videogame. They stare ahead; totally unaware of what is happening around them. 

The man walks by them. Totally not even acknowledging the two people.

TOQUE

You need to push the button when you get there.

UNDERWEAR

When that happens, the skull thing comes out of nowhere...

TOQUE

That’s why you need to time it right. Dude, you’re doing it again. You’re doing it again. Just stop just... Would you let me do this?

The man who was lying on the hammock (from here on this character will be simply referred to as: HAMMOCK) opens the fridge in the kitchen and looks inside. 
Inside the fridge is a small portable TV, which is transmitting static. On the shelf below the TV is a half-empty jug of milk and a single egg. Hammock picks up the jug of milk and starts drinking. Between the drinks...

HAMMOCK

Hey.

Hammock goes unnoticed. He takes another drink and then calls louder.

HAMMOCK (CONT’D.)

Hey. 

After a few seconds, Toque comes into the kitchen. 

TOQUE

What’s up? 

HAMMOCK

Who was making meat?

TOQUE

Meat?

HAMMOCK

On the barbecue. Hamburgers or something. Who was making them?

Toque turns around and calls.

TOQUE

Man...

UNDERWEAR (O.S.)

What?

TOQUE

Your burgers are done.

There is no answer. Toque turns back to Hammock.

HAMMOCK

How long have you guys been here? 

TOQUE

How long? You mean... cohesively? 

HAMMOCK

In my house. How long have you been in my house?

TOQUE

Oh. Yeah. Well. We got here last night. Stayed here. And... Now we’re at this point.

HAMMOCK

What game are you playing?

TOQUE

I’m... Ummmm... Not totally sure. Some game though. Japanese people fight in it. 

HAMMOCK

I’m going to have a shower.

Hammock leaves the kitchen. Toque nods, turns around and goes back to the game. He plays alone. Underwear is not there.

EXT. BACKYARD OF HOUSE – DAY

Underwear is standing over the barbecue, holding a fork. He watches the burnt meat cook even more. After a few seconds he picks one of the charred burgers, puts it between two slices of bread and takes a bite. The crunch of the ‘burned-as-shit’ meat can be heard clearly. Underwear walks back into the house. 
INT. HOUSE – DAY

Underwear sits beside Toque, watching him play. Underwear continues to eat his burger. 

UNDERWEAR

When I’m done eating I’ll start playing again.

TOQUE

Okay.

UNDERWEAR

There’re burgers outside if you want.

TOQUE

I can’t. I’m busy fighting a samurai.

UNDERWEAR

Do you have a gun?

TOQUE

No I have a sword. The samurai has a gun.
UNDERWEAR

A samurai with a gun?

TOQUE

Remember, it’s in some post-apocalyptic alternate reality future.

UNDERWEAR

Why do you think they need samurais?

TOQUE

I don’t know.

Toque puts his head down and sighs. He throws the controller down.

TOQUE (CONT’D.)

I died. The samurai shot me.

UNDERWEAR

Aw man. That’s shitty.

Toque watches Underwear eat for a few seconds before something else is said.

UNDERWEAR (CONT’D.)

Do you want a burger now?

INT. ROOM – DAY
Hammock stumbles into a room. He walks over to a closet and opens it. He shuffles through the shirts hanging on the hangers and pulls out a towel.

HAMMOCK

How long have you guys been here?

The young man and woman are still in bed. The young man has a new cigarette.

YOUNG MAN

Long enough for us to reassess the relationship.

Hammock smiles.

HAMMOCK

What relationship?

YOUNG WOMAN

This one.

HAMMOCK

I don’t think you should think about too much. That goes for the both of you.

YOUNG WOMAN

That’s easy for you to say.

YOUNG MAN

I don’t even think we’re thinking enough. We need more.

(to young woman)

Right?

YOUNG WOMAN

(to Hammock)

What are you doing?

HAMMOCK

I needed to get a towel. I’m having a shower. 

YOUNG WOMAN

Is there hot water?

HAMMOCK

No. There are burgers downstairs if you guys are hungry.

INT. HOUSE – DAY

Hammock comes down the stairs. Wet. A towel draped around his waist. He looks over and notices that Underwear and Toque are gone. The video game is paused. He walks over to a computer, where a word document (blank) is already opened. He sits down at the computer. He opens a drawer and takes out a bottle of water that was sitting in the drawer. He takes a drink.

The young woman clamors down the stairs wearing a white t-shirt and nothing else. The shirt covers most of her bottom. She goes to the fridge and takes out a jug of milk. 

Hammock begins typing something on the keyboard. The young woman stands in the kitchen, drinking milk, watching him.

YOUNG WOMAN (O.S.)

What are you typing? It’s loud.

HAMMOCK

I’m writing. I’m just writing stuff. Well, typing I guess. But it’s the same thing.

The young woman begins walking towards the computer. She gets to Hammock and stands over him. Still holding the jug of milk.

YOUNG WOMAN

What kind of stuff are you writing?

Hammock stops typing and looks up at the young woman.

HAMMOCK

I don’t know. Just. Just stuff, you know? I woke up today and felt like writing. I just felt like I needed to write something out. And. There’s this poem in my mind right now. I guess it’s sort of a poem but it’s more of a... Thought. You know? It’s more of... It’s more like my exact thought. Written out. Typed out I mean. It’s like... right there... Not tangible but visible. Get it?

YOUNG WOMAN

How does it go? I mean... I usually hate poems but I’d like to hear yours.

HAMMOCK

Okay. Well... Okay.
Broken glass.

It’s there. Shining.

We look into it all and get blinded.

Winded. Bored. Disaffected.

We-

The young woman interrupts him.

YOUNG WOMAN

I was feeling disaffected this morning.
HAMMOCK

Winded. Bored. Disaffected.

We don’t even embrace it.

Within watchful spirit. 

Within watchful eye.

In the end, all we have is the glass.

Within reach.

Totally skeptic.

In towards some sort of reality.

Some sort of given grace.

Something to hold on to.

Without feeling as if we need a cleaner.

Without feeling as if we need a watcher.

Without feeling as if we need a liar.

Without feeling like we need to cry at all. Gone

Suffocated.

Not within the least bit satisfied with the absence of safety.

He is interrupted once again.

YOUNG WOMAN

How much more is there?

HAMMOCK

Well. You see... I’ve only typed the first 4 lines. But the rest is in my head. So I guess there’s some left. There’s some in their. Do you want to hear the rest or not?

YOUNG WOMAN

I do. I really like it so far.

HAMMOCK

Okay. 

Not within the least bit satisfied with the absence of safety.

So what to do?

What should we wear?

How should we wear it?

Never look to what once was.

Never shall I forget.

Forever echoing that one sound that is pounded in, around, there.

Now what?

How?

When? 

What do we do?

So what to do?

The broken glass has become our escape. 

We no longer need to walk wounded.

The wind will catch up with us.

Catch up and disappear.

Exasperate within a thousand naked nymphs.

With that seeming just a little out of place.

And still, there we are.

Winded. Bored. Disaffected.

It’s there. Shining.

Broken glass. That’s it. That’s my poem.

YOUNG WOMAN

What is it called?

HAMMOCK
I think it should be called... 

YOUNG WOMAN

This poem doesn’t have a title.
HAMMOCK

I like that. 

The young woman and Hammock begin kissing passionately. After a few moments, they both pull away simultaneously. The young woman leans up against the computer desk, smiling.

HAMMOCK (CONT’D.)

Oh no.

YOUNG WOMAN

That was it.

HAMMOCK

That shouldn’t have happened. It wasn’t right.

YOUNG WOMAN

It wasn’t right? Under what pretense? It didn’t feel right, or it wasn’t morally right?

HAMMOCK

It was right. But not morally. I’m in love with you.

YOUNG WOMAN

I’m in love with YOU.

HAMMOCK

What is he doing?

YOUNG WOMAN 

He’s sleeping.

HAMMOCK

Is he?

YOUNG WOMAN

He doesn’t know how to be caught up in the moment. He doesn’t know how to embrace it. When you were saying your poem. All I wanted to do was embrace it. Embrace you.

HAMMOCK

That’s some really corny stuff.

They both start laughing.

HAMMOCK (CONT’D.)

You see? There’s some humor here. We’re laughing right now.

YOUNG WOMAN

We are.

The begin kissing again. This time more passionately. They pull away again. Look at each other. Begin kissing again. They stop again.

HAMMOCK

And... This is it.

YOUNG WOMAN

What do you mean?

HAMMOCK

Think about what else is happening with the world at this exact moment. Do you think anybody is having a good time? Anybody at all?

YOUNG WOMAN

It depresses me to think that nobody else is.

HAMMOCK

Really?
YOUNG WOMAN

Really. Just think about it. To us, this is good. To everybody else? Are they doing something better than what we are? Is that possible?

HAMMOCK

Perspectives?

YOUNG WOMAN

No. Fragments.

HAMMOCK

I heard about this guy once. This really weird guy who used to live next door to my dad.

The young woman sits down with Hammock on the chair. They embrace each other as he tells the story.

HAMMOCK (CONT’D.)

My dad said that this guy would always be on his porch. Always, always, always. He’s always be painting naked on his porch. And one day, my dad noticed he was painting a picture of a guy sitting naked on a porch. But the thing was, he drew the guy really fat. With a small dick. And bald. He drew himself as a disgusting person. And the thing was... He was happy with it. He liked how he drew himself. My dad bought the painting and kept it for a long time. The guy eventually moved away. To a different house. But before he left, he got all of his paintings together and burned them in a giant bonfire in his backyard. My dad said he never saw another person as happy as that naked guy was as he was watching his paintings being burned right in front of him.

YOUNG WOMAN

Why was he so happy?

HAMMOCK

I don’t know. I didn’t think it was really that relevant as to why. I just couldn’t get over the fact that someone would burn their own mind. That’s basically what it was. He poured himself into those paintings and then destroyed them. What for?

YOUNG WOMAN

Fragments.

HAMMOCK

Exactly. Nothing more. Nothing less. What was he supposed to do?

Pause.

YOUNG WOMAN

Does your dad still have that painting?

HAMMOCK

I don’t know. Probably. He’s very sentimental. He keeps everything.
YOUNG WOMAN

Is that what you think about when you write?

HAMMOCK

My dad?

YOUNG WOMAN

No. The naked painter.

HAMMOCK

I don’t know. I suppose. Why would he be naked though is what I want to know.

YOUNG WOMAN

I want to know what his other paintings were like.

HAMMOCK

I heard they were absolute shit. The colors were too muted.

The young woman laughs.

YOUNG WOMAN 

Everything is muted. We don’t need to be vibrant.

HAMMOCK

When I think of being vibrant I think of being alive. When I think of being muted I think of being on the verge of death.

YOUNG WOMAN

That’s because we are on the verge of death. 

The two begin kissing passionately again. Their love is undoubtedly strong. 

INT. ROOM – DAY

The young man stirs awake. He notices the young woman is not in bed anymore. A smoldering cigarette smokes near him, almost completely out. He puts on a robe and walks out of the room.

INT. HOUSE – DAY

The young man staggers down the stairs and immediately walks into the kitchen. He drinks some milk and then sees the young woman and panic embraced with each other.

YOUNG MAN

Oh. I see.

YOUNG WOMAN

I’m sorry.

YOUNG MAN

You don’t need to apologize. At least I don’t think you do.

HAMMOCK

Man...

YOUNG MAN

Well...

(pause)

I think...

The young man walks over to a small desk and picks up a set of keys.

YOUNG MAN (CONT’D.)

Thanks for letting me stay over and everything.

HAMMOCK

Any time.

The young man smiles and walks out of the door.

EXT. IN FRONT OF HOUSE – DAY

The young man walks over to a small white car and gets in the driver’s side door.

INT. CAR – DAY

The young man sits down and starts the car. The Cure is lightly playing on the radio. He stares for a while before driving away.

INT. HOUSE – DAY

Hammock and the young woman are still embraced in each other. They look extremely happy.

HAMMOCK
He’ll be okay?

YOUNG WOMAN

As far as I know. He’s my naked painter. He discards things without much attachment. It doesn’t matter...

HAMMOCK

Really?

YOUNG WOMAN

It makes him sound like a dickhead but it’s true...

HAMMOCK

Everybody is a dickhead in some way...

TITLE CARD:

The naked painter...

INT. ROOM – NIGHT

There is no more sun. It is now night time.

Hammock wakes up in his room. He rubs his eyes and sits up on the bed. He looks over and sees the young woman still asleep on the bed. He smiles. There’s a voice from downstairs.

VOICE (O.S.)

You awake man?

HAMMOCK

Yeah. What?

VOICE (O.S.)

Check this out man...

INT. HOUSE – DAY

Toque is sitting at the kitchen table, eating cereal. He has balanced a fork to stand up on its teeth. He is totally amazed by this. 

Hammock comes down the stairs wearing nothing but shorts. He sees the balanced fork and smiles. He approaches the table.

TOQUE

No, don’t...no...no...don’t...don’t...no... Don’t move! Stop right there. Don’t say a word.

HAMMOCK

How’d you do that?

TOQUE

Be very still. It’s balancing on the temporarily inevitable now. Any change in air pressure or the slightest possible movement can knock it out of harmony. 

HAMMOCK

That’s amazing.

TOQUE

It was like... I was sitting here and I just came up with this total feeling of...this absolute euphoria you know? It was like my mind was sort of...making me think of all this fucked up shit and at first... At first I was apprehensive about it, you know? At first I was hesitant but after a while I started kind of getting into this weird shit... It was like I was accepting the stuff that I was seeing. As if... As if I began doing shit without even thinking. Before I knew it the utensil was balanced and I was staring at it. Which is sort of retarded you know? I mean, if anybody saw me staring at this thing as intently as I was you would’ve thought I would’ve have been looking for answers to the cosmos or some shit just from staring at it. You know?

HAMMOCK

Well... It certainly doesn’t seem like the easiest thing to do.

The young woman walks down the stairs, fully clothed. She sees the fork and does not say a word.

TOQUE

No words. No moving. Keep it like that. Keep it there. Still. 

She grabs the shoulders of hammock and kisses his cheek.

YOUNG WOMAN
How long have you been awake?

HAMMOCK
Awake?

YOUNG WOMAN

I think we should go for a drive.

Toque suddenly becomes very interested.

TOQUE

Drive? You guys want to? A drive? Because... You know, I’ll drive. I mean, that is to say I can drive you on your drive. If...that makes any sense to any of you...?

HAMMOCK

You want to drive? 

TOQUE

Well, I mean. That is to say... Do you guys want to?

Both hammock and the young woman nod their heads.

Hammock puts on a shirt and sandals. The young woman puts on her shoes. Toque just picks up keys from small table and as they leave, they shut the door behind them.

The fork still stays, balanced on its teeth.

INT. RED CAR – NIGHT

The young woman sits in the backseat while hammock sits in the front and toque gets in the driver seat. The motor is started and the car begins driving.

HAMMOCK

Do you guys feel like just driving... To nowhere in particular?

TOQUE

I go where you guys tell me.

YOUNG WOMAN

I’m up for that I suppose.

TOQUE

How do you guys feel about random meanderings?

YOUNG WOMAN

Like this?

TOQUE

Well sort of... But more to the effect of being an omni-potent viewer. Picking something to focus on. A random meandering.

HAMMOCK

Just drive.

EXT. WOODED AREA – NIGHT

Somehow, the car has found itself in a wooded area on a dirt road. Its headlights cut through the darkness as its motor is turned off. 

INT. RED CAR – NIGHT

Hammock turns around and smiles at the young woman. Toque takes the keys out of ignition and looks at himself in the mirror.

TOQUE
Alright, listen. I’m going to see if I can get abducted by aliens so come and get me when you want to go. They say the aliens are heavy in this area...

Toque runs out of the car. Into the darkness. 

Hammock and the young woman are left alone.

YOUNG WOMAN

It’s really dark.

HAMMOCK

It is really dark.

YOUNG WOMAN

How often do you write poems?

HAMMOCK

I’ve only written one poem in my entire life. I don’t think I’m that qualified as a poet. I haven’t suffered enough.

The young woman laughs.

YOUNG WOMAN

That was a pretentious thing to say.

HAMMOCK

Fuck being pretentious. 

YOUNG WOMAN

...only when you see the absurdity of it all.

Hammock climbs into the back of the car and the two begin kissing passionately. They remove each other’s clothes and begin having sex. This goes on for a few minutes...

TITLE CARD:

The Absurdity: Walk

EXT. WOODED AREA – DAY

The red car still sits in the same wooded area it was during the night. Every single one of its doors (including hood and trunk) are open. The young woman’s legs hang out of the car. She suddenly gets up and stands outside the car, taking in her surroundings. Toque and hammock are nowhere to be found.

YOUNG WOMAN (V.O.)

Doing things spontaneously can sometimes lead to hurt feelings. I don’t know if he got abducted by aliens or he’s just being a dick. And I don’t think that he was capitalizing on a one night stand.

The young woman looks down the dirt road and sees a jogger running towards her with her dog on a leash. The jogger seems out of breath as she stops at the car.

OUT OF BREATH

(between gasps)

Hello. How are you?

YOUNG WOMAN

I’m fine thanks.

OUT OF BREATH

(between gasps)

Car trouble?

YOUNG WOMAN

No it’s nothing like that. My friend has the keys and he’ll be back soon.

OUT OF BREATH

(between gasps)

Alright, let me know if you need any help.

She commences her jog. The young woman watches her as he gets further away. 

YOUNG WOMAN

How am I supposed to let you know if you’re running away from me and out of my life probably? The blissfully ignorant piss me off. 

As the young woman looks around she decides to walk straight ahead, into the forest.

INT. FOREST – DAY

The young woman approaches a clearing in the wooded area. The dew glistens in the sun as she sits down in the middle of the clearing. She looks straight up, through the canopy of trees, directly into the sun. She rubs her eyes and lies down. 

YOUNG WOMAN (V.O.)

It’s easy to ‘get lost’ here. All you really need to do is not pay attention...

Birds chirp...

YOUNG WOMAN (V.O., CONT’D.)

Those birds? Ignore their sound.

A slight gust of wind blows her hair...

YOUNG WOMAN (V.O., CONT’D.)

The wind? Just ignore it. Although as first it seem hard... I can’t fucking believe that jogger. That out of breath bitch. And here I am. In dire need of help and trying to ignore everything.

The young woman opens her eyes and sees a down on his luck bum staring right at her. He wears literally rags and is a spitting image of a stereotypical homeless person.

DOWN ON HIS LUCK

I really don’t live here, you know?

YOUNG WOMAN

I know.

DOWN ON HIS LUCK

Sometimes, when I have the freedom... I usually go on long walks. 

YOUNG WOMAN

Where? Around the woods?

DOWN ON HIS LUCK

Occasionally. Mostly in the woods, to be more specific.

The young woman looks back up at the sun. Down on his luck sits down beside her. 

YOUNG WOMAN
Sometimes I wish I could experience those things.

DOWN ON HIS LUCK

You know... There’s real love there...

YOUNG WOMAN

I’m not sure of it.

DOWN ON HIS LUCK

It can’t be ignored. You and him. That other guy. It’s no question, really.

YOUNG WOMAN

How would you know? You’re just a viewer. You have no personal experience...

DOWN ON HIS LUCK

That’s how strong it is. It’s blatant. The absurdity.

YOUNG WOMAN

But it just feels like a haze. It just feels like tomorrow it won’t even exist and we’ll pass each other in complete random obscurity. We won’t even glance at each other because there NEVER WAS any recognition.

DOWN ON HIS LUCK

My, you’re a somber one. 

YOUNG WOMAN

I’ve always been told I’m the real one.

DOWN ON HIS LUCK

You know, some people think somber and real are the same thing. It’s all perspective.

YOUNG WOMAN
I really should keep on... going.

DOWN ON HIS LUCK

Go ahead. I’ll catch up.

EXT. SIDE OF ROAD – DAY

The young woman emerges from the trees onto an ‘out of the way’ country road. She looks both ways and sees Hammock walking down the road. She smiles and walks in the opposite direction. 

Soon after, Down on his luck emerges from the trees and sees the two walking in opposite directions. He sighs and returns to the woods. 

INT. DINER – DAY

Toque and Hammock are sitting at a restaurant. Hammock is eating something out of a bowl and Toque seems to be just sitting there. In his hands he fiddles with a napkin, ripping it up into small pieces.

TOQUE

That does not appear to look very good at all...

HAMMOCK
Well... It’s consumption. Consumption is the answer as they say.

TOQUE

Do you hear yourself when you talk? It’s fucking... Obscure...

HAMMOCK
What do you mean?

TOQUE

Stop pretending to be some sort of prophet. I mean, yeah you’re here and you’re probably the smartest of us all but... Okay let’s look at this subjectively... You sit there and... You sit there and you eat out of the bowl right? You see what I’m saying?

HAMMOCK
Not totally.

TOQUE

Okay, okay. Alright... A good example... Hmmmmmmm...

Toque looks out the window, as if the answer he is searching for it outside, tangible.

TOQUE (CONT’D.)

Okay, okay. Here we go... Okay. Last night. Last night we were in the car right?

HAMMOCK
Right.

TOQUE

And this morning you left. But... But, you left her there. I mean, what do you think she’s doing right now?

HAMMOCK
Well... I have no idea what she’s doing right now but I have an idea as to what she’s feeling. 

TOQUE

And that’s what I’m talking about! Right there! Stop. Rewind. Play. I have no idea what she’s doing right now but I have an idea as to what she’s feeling. You say that as if you don’t care. But why should you right? I mean, the easiest way to live is to be arrogant. Right? I mean, that is your philosophy am I right?

HAMMOCK
I don’t think that it’s easy to live arrogantly. I don’t think it’s easy to live modestly either. There isn’t an easy way to live.
TOQUE

Okay, okay just forget about it then. She’s probably walking around. Aimlessly. 

HAMMOCK

Well... You don’t know that. The only person that knows that for sure is her. Nobody else.

Suddenly, a deep voice is heard coming from the booth that sits behind Hammock.

VOICE (O.S.)

Excuse me.

Toque and Hammock look at the owner of the voice only to see that Down on His Luck is occupying the adjacent booth.

DOWN ON HIS LUCK

I happen to know that she IS walking around. As a matter of fact she wanders fairly closely. 

Just as he says this, Toque and Hammock look out of the window and see Young Woman wandering around near the diner. She looks at the two, smiles and waves. The two seem a bit stunned and wave back.

TOQUE

Huh. How about that...

TITLE CARD:

“Once, when we were dancing...”

EXT. IN FRONT OF DINER – DAY

Hammock runs out of the diner in pursuit of the Young Woman. Toque follows but stops just outside the door as he smokes a cigarette. Hammock has reached the young woman. She seems startled at his appearance as he grabs her shoulders and begins walking further away from the diner.

HAMMOCK

Listen, I think we should...

She listens intently... The two slowly wandering away from the outside of the diner, leaving Toque in the dust alone... with his cigarette.

HAMMOCK (CONT’D.)

I really think we should talk. I mean... It shouldn’t be anythingmajor but it is to me, it’s getting to the point of obsession I think. I think it may be something of an obsession, but like a mild one. Like, I’ve overblown it. 

YOUNG WOMAN

Why what is it?

Hammock looks back at Toque who has now totally dissapeared from view. He turns back to the young woman.
HAMMOCK

Can we go somewhere first?

The young woman simply stares.

EXT. OPEN FIELD – DAY

At first, all we see is a totally empty fucking field. Maybe crickets chirp, maybe birds sing. Nevertheless, it is vacant. Suddenly, the stillness of the field is interupted by Hammock and the young woman standing in the emptiness. They face each other.

YOUNG WOMAN

I didn’t know you came here.

HAMMOCK

From time to time.

YOUNG WOMAN

Okay, what was it that needed to be said?

HAMMOCK

First of all, I want you to know that this’ll come across as totally fucked up. I’ve gone through this so many times in my head and every time I across as more a child once I register it in my brain. It seriosuly sounds fucking ludicrous. 

YOUNG WOMAN

Let’s hear it.

HAMMOCK
Okay. I never have any luck with girls. It doesn’t take a genious to figure out. Everybody else on the godforsaken planet are miles ahead...

She begins getting impatient/irritated...

YOUNG WOMAN

I don’t get it. What’s the point?

HAMMOCK

Okay. Okay... Here it is... In my mind... I mean, at my age I don’t know what true love really is. It’s simply a concept I’ve been exposed to. I’ve seen it movies, I’ve read about it in books, I’ve even heard people say they’re in love. But seriosuly, what the fuck is it? People get married, have kids and be happy but what the fuck does it mean? Does anybody seriosuly know? I’m not sure what to think. Everybody think there is ONE person out there and nobody is absolutely sure what their feeling is genuine, you know?

YOUNG WOMAN

Why the fuck are you even thinking about this? Seriously? You have a long life ahead of you. You’re not even supposed to even fucking consider love...

HAMMOCK

Well, the thing is... I’ve never been susceptible to the whole peer pressure thing. You know?? People attribute a lot of their major problems and shortcomings to peer pressure. Right? Okay, let me tell you a story... I had a TRUE FRIEND. Someone I could identify with.
It is at this time that a shack (a shitty shack at that) is visible in the background, behind Hammock.

HAMMOCK (CONT’D.)

You know? There’s gotta be someone who you identify with, someone you would consider a true friend...

YOUNG WOMAN

Well yeah, everybody does...

HAMMOCK

Okay, well this was what this kid was like to me. Anyways... We were best of friends. There was nothing we didn’t do or not agree on. Okay?

The Young Woman begins getting bored and anxious to hear her involvement in what Hammock is trying to explain or say to her.

YOUNG WOMAN

Yeah, yeah, Okay...

HAMMOCK

Okay, side note... A couple of months after I became friends with this kid, I also became friends with this girl. Thing were, for lack of a better phrase: FUCKING AMAZING with both of them. Seriously. It got to the point where I wouldn’t imagine not being friends with this guy and not being able to imagine my life without this girl.

YOUNG WOMAN

Who was the girl?

HAMMOCK

That couldn’t be further from the point. So it came to me always looking for signs on her part that would suggest a mutual feeling of attraction to me. After a long fucking time of acknowledging this and second guessing it I ended up confessing the crush to everybody on the fucking planet, literally. Basically everyone I remotely considered a friend I confided this shit to. Anyways, through friends and acquaintances (namely booze) my friend and my clichéd dream girl were introduced and the two became somewhat of an item. They ended up dating for over a year. I still hung out with both of so I had to pretend that I didn’t have a problem with it even though I fucking hated it. I had to put up with them saying “I LOVE YOU” to each other at least once a day and at the same time one of my other friends was dating someone in which they also felt it necessary to say how much they loved each other every second. So I’m not sure if it’s that I’m 100% peer pressured into feeling love for someone or I could GENUINELY love but that’s where it stands now. 
YOUNG WOMAN

What are you trying to say, Matt??

HAMMOCK

I’m trying to say that I’ve never met a girl like you in my life and I can genuinely say I love you. When you were dating-

The Young Woman cuts Hammock off with a quick acknowledgement before he can mention the person’s name of who she was dating.

YOUNG WOMAN

Yeah.

HAMMOCK

Yeah, when you guys were dating and that one time we danced... That moment is all I live for. I reflect on it every day. But I know we can never go further because we are friends and if we ever dated and things got fucked our friendship would be inevitably ruined. Besides, I know it wouldn’t happen anyways.

YOUNG WOMAN

I’m not as stupid as I look, you know. 

At that line, the shack behind them collapses. 

TITLE CARD:

“Tied Up and Away”

(Of course we’re desensitized or: Broken Teeth)

EXT. EMPTY FIELD – DAY

Hammock and the Young Woman look at the collapsed shack. From the wood rubble emerges Toque, still smoking a cigarette. He, seamlessly unharmed, brushes himself off and begins walking towards the couple.
TOQUE

I wasn’t like it was on purpose.

YOUNG WOMAN

What?

TOQUE

It wasn’t on purpose.

HAMMOCK

We never said it was. 

Toque flicks his cigarette out and comes up to Hammock. Their faces almost touching, seemingly irate with him.

HAMMOCK (CONT’D.)

What’s your problem?

TOQUE

You have a problem with intimacy.

HAMMOCK

What?

TOQUE

You know what I mean.

There is silence. Toque points to the young woman.
TOQUE (CONT’D.)

Her.

HAMMOCK

What? What’s wrong with her?

TOQUE

Nothing is wrong with her. She’s fucking perfect! But, what the hell is wrong with you!

Toque then punches Hammock in the face twice...hard. Hammock falls to the ground. He spits out some teeth and blood.

HAMMOCK

That really fucking hurt, dude.

TOQUE

Good. Asshole.

YOUNG WOMAN

Why did you do that?

TOQUE

You mean punch him in the face?

YOUNG WOMAN

Yeah.

TOQUE

Well... Sometimes there are things that happen...

As Toque is saying this, Hammock staggers up, although he seems like he wants to beat the shit out of Toque, he seems fairly interested in what he has to say...

TOQUE

...these things, depending on how, what and when they happen strongly influences what you think of people. 

Toque’s face. Tightly on the screen...

SMASH TO:

TITLE CARD:

“BROKEN TEETH II:”

A simple flashback to a time that was immaturely mature.

INT. HOUSE – DAY

The Young Woman is staring directly at the camera. She is wearing an “Andy Warhol” t-shirt. 

YOUNG WOMAN

I have something to go along with that. It’s a story. It’s fairly fucking melodramatic and everything (this is something I’ve noticed) but wanyways... You know how nervous people can be and how oblivious everybody is? Well... When there is an attraction, I mean a deep rooted attraction... this is how it’ll always go: There’s a guy and a girl and maybe the girl is totally infatuated, totally taken away with this guy but... as a sidebar...the guy is oblivious and we’re talking about a guy who flaunts exactly what he has which is fairly decent. I mean, he has looks, an interesting past, money, and he sits there as if he’s waiting for stuff to come to him. And sometimes it does. Unfourtunatley for this guy when it comes to him he rejects it. Not conciously I don’t think. Just part of his nature. Unfourtunately for me, it was a major fucking turn on.

SUBTITLE:

Sidenote... There’s an observer.

As this subtitle appears the camera zooms out revealing that the Young Woman is being filmed by a film crew. The screen fades to black.

INT. HOUSE – DAY

Hammock walks into his house. There is blood on his mouth. Strangely, the fork is still standing on its teeth, placed on the table. Hammock walks over to the fridge and begins drinking milk, just then...

Underwear comes out of absolutely nowhere, he looks like he just woke up from a nap or sleep of some sort.

UNDERWEAR

Hey man, what’s up?

Underwear sees the blood on Hammock’s face.

UNDERWEAR (CONT’D.)

Whoa, shit dude! What happened?

Hammock thinks nothing of it, wiping the blood away from his face.

HAMMOCK

It’s nothing. Some temporary stuff.

UNDERWEAR

Also, some inevitable stuff?

HAMMOCK

Is that a question? Like a serious question, or are you just messing around?

UNDERWEAR

Man, can you wake the fuck up? Seriously?
HAMMOCK

What do you mean?

UNDERWEAR

You can’t take anything at face value, everything has some crazy fucking meaning to it. Always. Stop overanalyzing EVERYTHING!

HAMMOCK

You know, that’s not the first time I’ve heard something like that about me from someone today.

UNDERWEAR

Well maybe, you... Should probably take a hint...?

HAMMOCK

This day has been full of pointless meanderings.

UNDERWEAR

Is that a good thing?

HAMMOCK

I know that I could accept it as a good thing but everything blurs, you know...?

At the word ‘blurs’ the film stock negative blurs to the point of almost not being able to tell what’s going on. The audio slows and the speaking turns to low rumblngs.

TITLE CARD:

Nearing the End

And

Crossing the EYES

INT. HOUSE – NIGHT

Hammock is laying on the couch and holding an ice pack to wear Toque hit him in the face. Underwear is back playing videogames. Hammock puts the ice pack down, which for some reason explods when he drops it on the ground. There are no bright lights, just a simple explosion of the ice pack.

HAMMOCK

I fucking hate Christmas decorations.

Underwear looks back at Hammock with one of those patented “what the fuck does that mean” looks. 

SMASH TO BLACK

INT. BEDROOM – DAY

Toque and the young woman are sitting on the bed with each other, they stare into each other’s eyes.

YOUNG WOMAN

I’m really glad we’re trying this...

SUBTITLE:
Implying: “I’m really glad I’m getting this off my chest and I can take comfort in knowing that this will NEVER go any further than this.

TOQUE

What are you trying to say with that?

YOUNG WOMAN

What?

TOQUE

You know, I think everybody saw it coming. You and I flirted with each other and it was just a matter of time.

YOUNG WOMAN

You know you tried to make me jealous.

TOQUE

That’s what everybody does. It’s basically like a ‘must’.

YOUNG WOMAN

Juvenile.

TOQUE

Oh yeah, and you didn’t just act like a school girl right then?

YOUNG WOMAN

I flirted.

TOQUE

Yeah, we know.

There is silence.

YOUNG WOMAN

And a few times, being drunk, there was irresistible attraction. There was so much physical entanglement, immature talk, and absolute nervousness that I couldn’t help myself from acting like a total child. Every girl would be the same. Every guy would do the same. And so it goes.

TOQUE

That IS how it goes. And it’s funny how much is invested into it, like everything relies on what we say to each other.

YOUNG WOMAN

Have I ever told you that when you speak of these so-called ‘profound thoughts’ you sound like you’re drunk?

TOQUE

What do you mean?

YOUNG WOMAN

Your long, profound speeches, they sound like you’re just saying a drunk rambling. With what seems like deep-rooted meanings and answers to adolescent life, but in reality are nothing more than drunken ramblings.

TOQUE

It’s just sometimes I feel like my life is perforated. Like it has the holes punched in it and all you have to do is pull hard enough to rip it right down the middle.
BLACK SCREEN

TITLE CARD:

...

EXT. EMPTY FIELD – DAY

Hammock is sitting in an empty field. Wind rushes through the grass and his face. He seems to be in a reflective moment. As the image becomes clearer we see that he is sitting on the top of a hill. Below is a literal crowd of hundreds of people, all dressed in black suits. They stare up at Hammock, sitting on the hill. Hammock just shrugs his shoulders. Suddenly, a brief image of Hammock and the Young Woman is shown running through the empty field, holding hands. They both smile. Back to Hammock sitting on the hill, this time he is joined with the Young Woman.

YOUNG WOMAN

You going to be okay?

HAMMOCK

I always am.

YOUNG WOMAN

Try not to let it bother you too much.

HAMMOCK

I don’t have that ability. That’s the thing. I seem to grasp onto things for way longer than I should. Then, everything falls apart. In reality whatever it is that I’m worrying about shouldn’t even be affecting me. But it is. It always does.

YOUNG WOMAN

Do you want to know what the funny thing is?

HAMMOCK

I wasn’t even aware there was a ‘funny thing’ about this whole thing.

YOUNG WOMAN

The funny thing is, is that one day when all this is over... All of this... Immature juvenile bullshit... When it’s all over... And trust me, it will be over one day. When it is, you’ll think about this, you’ll look back on it and want to forget about it because you’ll realize how much of an ass you were. 

HAMMOCK

Well, how’s it going to end?

YOUNG WOMAN

I don’t know. Happily though. It’ll end happily. Maybe I’ll move away, he’ll move away. Shit, maybe you’ll move away leaving all of us behind. And it won’t matter. It doesn’t even matter now.

HAMMOCK

Accepting that is hard when it’s all you think about.

YOUNG WOMAN

I know. 

HAMMOCK

Where is he now?

YOUNG WOMAN
Eggs of the Gods.

HAMMOCK

What?

Hammock turns around but the young woman has dissapeared. He looks around but she is nowhere in sight. Only the wind is left to give him company. Hammock turns to the crowd of black suited people below him.

HAMMOCK (CONT’D.)

Does anybody know where she went?

The entire crowd shakes their heads “no”.

INT. DINER – DAY

Toque is sitting at a booth, eating. He seems to be trying to balance his fork on its teeth as accomplished by himself earlier but he cannot seem to grasp the concept again. He looks up at the camera, at us.

TOQUE

Hey.

Hammock sits down in the booth across from him.

HAMMOCK

Hey. What are you eating?

Toque points at the plate in front of him.

TOQUE

Eggs of the Gods. Want some?

HAMMOCK

No.

Long pause. Toque eats. Hammock reflects.

TOQUE

Fucked up day, huh.

HAMMOCK

Yeah. Yeah it has been hasn’t it?

Another long pause. Just then, Down On His Luck comes out of nowhere up to the booth and points outside.

DOWN ON HIS LUCK

There she is. Again.

Toque and hammock look out the window to see the Young Woman getting on a bus that reads: DESTINATION: AWAY FROM HERE on it.

TOQUE

Where’s she going?

HAMMOCK

I don’t know. Away?

TOQUE

Is she going to come back?

HAMMOCK

I don’t know.

TOQUE

Do you want her to come back?

Pause.

HAMMOCK

No.

The bus leaves.

INT. BUS – DAY

The Young Woman sits on the bus, staring ahead. After a few moments she looks to her right and sees, written on the side of the bus in black marker the words: DON’T THINK. She looks at this for a few moments then smiles to herself as the bus drives on.

INT. HOUSE – DAY

Hammock walks into the house to see that Underwear and the Young Man are playing videogames. Hammock walks over to the fridge and begins drinking some milk.

YOUNG MAN

Where have you been, man?

UNDERWEAR

Yeah, no kidding.

HAMMOCK

I don’t know, places. How long have you guys been here?

UNDERWEAR

Only since after you started reading that shitty poem.

Hammock nods his head. He looks out the window, into the backyard and sees Down On His Luck sleeping on the hammock we woke up on earlier.

HAMMOCK

Who’s sleeping out there? On the hammock.

YOUNG MAN

I don’t know. Some guy. He wanted to see the fork.

Hammock looks at the fork, still standing on its teeth. 

HAMMOCK

Huh. How about that...?

Hammock begins walking upstairs, to the bedroom.

UNDERWEAR

Hey, where you going?

HAMMOCK

To wake up.

Hammock ascends the stairs, Young Man and Underwear continues playing videogames and as the camera settles on the balancing fork, the fork waivers and falls down. 

FADE OUT

THE END

A MATTHEW OROBKO DREAM

UNTITLED 
by Matthew Orobko

Broken glass.

It’s there. Shining.

We look into it all and get blinded.

Winded. Bored. Disaffected.

We don’t even embrace it.

Within watchful spirit. 

Within watchful eye.

In the end, all we have is the glass.

Within reach.

Totally skeptic.

In towards some sort of reality.

Some sort of given grace.

Something to hold on to.

Without feeling as if we need a cleaner.

Without feeling as if we need a watcher.

Without feeling as if we need a liar.

Without feeling like we need to cry at all. Gone

Suffocated.

Not within the least bit satisfied with the absence of safety.

Not within the least bit satisfied with the absence of safety.

So what to do?

What should we wear?

How should we wear it?

Never look to what once was.

Never shall I forget.

Forever echoing that one sound that is pounded in, around, there.

Now what?

How?

When? 

What do we do?

So what to do?

The broken glass has become our escape. 

We no longer need to walk wounded.

The wind will catch up with us.

Catch up and disappear.

Exasperate within a thousand naked nymphs.

With that seeming just a little out of place.

And still, there we are.

Winded. Bored. Disaffected.

It’s there. Shining.

Broken glass.

