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Open with Joe standing at his front door looking surprised at the sight of Tim standing there. Tim is brusque and he is dressed for somewhere only the lean and tan go. Joe is slow and neither lean nor tan.

Tim:
Did you forget that you called me? 

Joe:
Yes, Tim, I forgot.

Tim:
I thought you needed my help.


Joe steps aside to let Tim in. They step into the living room. Tim finds a chair that is not strewn with newspapers and Joe sits on a vaguely green couch that sags under his weight. The two men start to talk but then they stop and they sink into a pool of reticence which neither seems to be able to swim out of and soon enough hostility like an earwig crawls between them.

Tim suddenly jumps up and takes his wallet out and from it a wad of cash and he throws the cash at Joe’s face.

Tim:

Joe, you’re a goddamn hapless soul!


Cut to another day and Joe is out on his front lawn digging up here and there woeful, brown shrubbery and as he does dusk arrives with no aplomb and the sky turns apologetically apricot and Joe pauses to admire it. Joe’s fit of serenity over, he resumes his work. 


Joe’s next door neighbor comes onto the lawn. The neighbor is a man who wears his girth respectably and everywhere he goes he looks upon the world with equanimity as long as all its elements appear to be behaving accordingly. 

Neighbor:
Hey
Joe:

Hey

Neighbor:
I saw you out here so I thought I’d come over. You’ve holed yourself up for so long. I 


notice you’re getting around to sprucing up your lawn.” 

Joe: 

So do I.

Neighbor:
Well. We’ve all been worried. 
Joe lights a cigarette, waits for his neighbor to elaborate. 

Neighbor:
Property values. You know.


Cut to Joe staring hard at the neighbor. Cut to the neighbor looking smug but not for long for then his face is whacked by Joe’s shovel. Cut to night, a night of a bright moon, and Joe sitting on the ground with his neighbor lying beside him and softly groaning. Close-up of Joe. The neighbor groans some more but this does not bring forth from Joe lyrical musings on remorse.
Joe:

Shut up. Shut the fuck up.

THE END

