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FADE IN

INT. APARTMENT ROOM - DAY

A man, TRAVIS MILLER, slowly opens his light blue, bloodshot eyes. They dart around, taking in everything he sees.

Travis lies in bed, an empty beer bottle next to him with beer soaked in the white sheets he lies on. His hair is ruffled up, his clothes stained and wrinkled, and his room is trashed with papers, food, and boxes.

The fan slowly rotates above him, loose and looks like it is soon going to break and fall. A light bulb is missing from one of the ceiling fan lights, leaving one space of the room darker than the rest.

Travis’s sheets have been kicked off the bed, being collected with the rest of the clothes piled up on the floor.

All is quiet except for Travis’s steady breathing. He sits up and looks at his clock sitting on the desk next to his bed.

12:42 P.M.

He sniffs, tries fixing his hair, and crawls out of bed like a slug. He stops before getting out of bed, his feet softly on the fluffy carpet.

He looks down at his feet and then covers his face with his hands. His breathing becomes unstable. His hands come down to where only his eyes are visible and they’re glistening with oncoming tears.

A loud banging comes at his apartment door. He slowly gets off the bed and makes his way to the door, walking over clothes and trash. More banging is at the door.

INT. FRONT DOOR - DAY

Travis opens it up, looking at the angry face of MR. RICHARDSON, the apartment landlord, balding and old, about his mid-fifties, holding out his hand.

Travis looks down at the man’s hand and then back at the angry expression on Mr. Richardson’s face. He sighs.

MR. RICHARDSON

(Impatient and irritated)

Fifty dollars.

TRAVIS

(Tired)

I don’t have it with me right now.

Mr. Richardson puts his hand back to his side and leans against the doorway.

MR. RICHARDSON

(More irritated)

Mr. Miller, you chose this apartment, you have to pay for it.

TRAVIS

I know, Mr. Richardson, but I don’t have the money with me right now.

MR. RICHARDSON

You haven’t paid rent for two months. When are you going to get your paycheck?

TRAVIS

I don’t know, Mr. Richardson, I can’t tell the future.

MR. RICHARDSON

Well I can, and I see that if you don’t pay by tomorrow, I’m going to need you to move out.

TRAVIS

(Not in the mood for an argument)

I’ll try sir.

MR. RICHARDSON

Yeah, that’s right, you better try, or it’ll be your ass.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Travis shuts the door and rubs his eyes. He walks over to the kitchen and opens the fridge to reveal old food and meals that don’t look like food by now. He pulls out another beer and some milk.

He grabs a bowl and a box of Cheerios and pours a bowl of cereal. He throws the box onto the floor, a few Cheerios spilling out. He opens the carton of milk and holds it upside down, but nothing comes out.

He shakes. Still nothing. He shakes again and a big glob of white junk splats on the bowl of Cheerios, some of the old milk splattering on Travis. He throws the carton on the floor and walks over to the sink to pour the cereal and old milk out.

Sun shines through the window he stands in front of, the sun beaming on his shirt. He looks through the window.

INT. STREET – DAY

Many pedestrians run across the street and watch another apartment burn in a large fire. A woman hangs out the window as smoke billows up into the sky. A fire truck drives through and blocks the street.

Firemen get out and connect the hose with a small, red fire hydrant. They start putting out the flames while a few firemen bring the ladder up to save the suffocating woman.

INT. KITCHEN – DAY

Travis stares at the scene for another minute until he finally snaps out of it. He shuts off the water, a puddle on the floor, and looks at the city being covered in the smoke. He stares at the woman again.

TRAVIS

(Unlike him)

Sometimes I wonder why those people aren’t me.

EXT. APARTMENT – DAY

Travis walks out of the apartment entrance in jeans, a black tee shirt, and a brown, leather jacket. He looks at his watch.

1:27 P.M.

It’s Sunday and it means no work for him. He decides to take a walk around the city, paying no attention to the fire across the street.

Zigzags around the crowd of people watching the fire engulf more of the apartment. He finally makes out of the crowd and realizes he is in the middle of the street, crossing it during a green light.

The driver of a mustang slams on his breaks, honking at Travis and almost hitting as he stops. Travis doesn’t flinch. The driver curses at him as he walks to the other sidewalk and into a restaurant.

INT. RESTAURANT – DAY

Inside, he sits at a table and waits for somebody to take his order. A woman walks up and pulls out a pad and takes a pencil out from behind her ear.

WAITRESS

(Smacking gum)

Hello, my name is Rachel and I’ll be your server. Can I get you anything to drink?

TRAVIS

(Looking at the menu)

I think I will order now, thanks.

WAITRESS

All right, what can I get you?

TRAVIS

Can I have the club with fries on the side?

WAITRESS

Can I get you anything else?

TRAVIS

No thank you.

WAITRESS

All right, your food will be here shortly.

Travis waits silently at his table, tapping his fingers on the table. A woman walks into the restaurant. JACKIE ROBINSON, young with brown hair down to her shoulders and wearing a skirt and a nice brown shirt with a sweater over it. She sees Travis and walks over to him.

JACKIE

(Shocked)

Travis? Travis Miller is that you?

Travis looks up at Jackie and takes a minute to finally recognize her. He stands up and she hugs him.

TRAVIS

Wow, Jackie, you look...Wow I didn’t even recognize you!

JACKIE

Well I have changed a little, haven’t I?

TRAVIS

Oh, here, sit down, please.

JACKIE

Thanks.

They both sit down and stay quiet for a while. Finally Jackie smiles.

JACKIE

So how are you?

TRAVIS

Not that well, but thanks for asking.

JACKIE
Oh yeah, you and your wife, huh?

TRAVIS

Other things aren’t going well either.

JACKIE

Well, I’m all ears!

She giggles a little and Travis sighs. He fiddles with a sugar packet and puts it back in its holder.

TRAVIS

I’m just not doing so well. After Becky left me everything started going downhill. I lost my job so I had to get another one which really isn’t that well, my landlord is going to kick me out of my apartment if I don’t pay, I have a shitty apartment...

JACKIE

Well when are you getting your paycheck?

TRAVIS

I don’t know. By the time I do get it, I’ll have no place to live.

JACKIE

You’ll be able to do something.

TRAVIS

At least somebody can count on me.

JACKIE

What do you mean?

TRAVIS

It’s just...Well...I’m getting a feeling that I just shouldn’t be here anymore.

EXT. RESTAURANT – DAY

Travis and Jackie both walk out of the restaurant, the fire still burning. Jackie looks worried, but Travis doesn’t seem to care.

JACKIE

Well, I guess I’ll go.

TRAVIS

All right.

JACKIE

If you need to talk, you can just call me, okay?

TRAVIS

Right.

INT. CITY – DAY

Travis walks along the sidewalk, minding his own business and trying not to bump into anyone he passes.

A few yards away from where Travis is walking is a construction site. Travis gets closer to the construction site, and as he is passing it, a large structure support the workers use to stand on falls, heading for Travis.

He looks up with no expression on his face whatsoever, seeing the gigantic piece of metal and wood coming down towards him. A worker runs over and pushes Travis out of the way, the structure toppling down on the worker.

Travis stands up and takes the boards off the worker, who sits up and pulls a board off his foot, taking a rusty nail out with it.

TRAVIS

(Worried, but wishes it were him)

Are you all right?

WORKER

(Holding his ankle in pain)
Yeah, I’m fine. What were you thinking? Are you trying to kill yourself?

The last question echoes in Travis’s head. Other workers help the injured one up, and Travis walks away.

TRAVIS

(To himself and responding to the worker’s question)

It’s not like anyone will care.

Tears roll out of Travis’s eyes and he breathes in deeply. His chin shakes uncontrollably and he makes his way towards a large highway.

EXT. HIGHWAY – DAY

His hands become fists and his sniffs, tears still rolling down his cheeks. Cars pass him in a blur. He steps onto the pavement, a few feet from the end of the shoulder.

Closing his eyes, he walks out, whispering a prayer that is incoherent.

INT. CAR – DAY

A man of about thirty has the radio on. He his searching in the passenger seat through some papers while humming to the song on the radio.

He finds a sheet of paper, a document, and looks up in front of him and sees the stumbling Travis making his way slowly across the road. The man screams and swerves to the left, barely missing Travis.

INT. HIGHWAY – DAY

Cars swerve to a stop in front of Travis, who opens his eyes to see a large truck in front of him, an inch away from his body. He looks behind him.

Tires screeching, the sound of bending metal, glass shattering, an explosion. Travis stares in horror at the site and walks to the other side of the road, falling on his knees and breaks down crying.

INT. APARTMENT – DAY

Mr. Richardson walks into Travis’s apartment, looking around in disgust. He carefully steps over the trash and clothes.

INT. KITCHEN – DAY

Mr. Richardson looks around the room, seeing the rotting food and some flies swarm the place.

MR. RICHARDSON

Mr. Miller? We need to talk.

Silence. Mr. Richardson walks over to the sink and looks on the counter, stepping on the puddle. He looks out the window and then back at the counter.

Mr. Richardson starts to clean up the counter a little, putting dishes inside the water-filled sink.

MR. RICHARDSON

Damn people don’t know how to keep a room clean.

He sees the toaster and sees it’s unplugged. The sockets are messed up, falling apart. He grabs the plug and slowly plugs it in.

A spark.

Mr. Richardson starts to violently jerk, his hand unable to come off the cord.

Sparks fly from the plug and start catching everything else on fire.

INT. CITY – DAY

Travis sees that there are now two fire trucks on the street, both look like they’re done putting out the fires of both apartments, one of them is Travis’s.

He runs over to it, but a fireman stops him. He backs away and stares at his room. Police officers walk out of the building and Travis walks up to one of them.

TRAVIS

What the hell happened here?

POLICE OFFICER

Somebody’s room had caught on fire.

TRAVIS

That’s my room! How did it catch on fire?

POLICE OFFICER

All we know is that a spark from one of the plugs caused it. There was a body next to the counter. The hand was literally fused to the cord. Electrocution, we assume.

Travis is stunned. He has a flashback of him putting the bowl in the sink full of water. He remembers some water splashing on the floor at his feet.

His head droops and he walks away, shaking his head. He heads for a bar.

INT. BAR – DAY

He walks inside and he sits at the counter, two buff men sitting next to him, watching the TV and talking about the game that is on.

Travis whispers something in the bartender’s ear and the bartender looks at him in an odd way.

TRAVIS

Just do it.

The bartender shrugs and starts brewing up some beer. Travis cups his face in his hands. The two men yell in happiness.

The bartender gives Travis the drink. As he is about to take it, one of the guys, being drunk, takes the glass and chugs it down. He slams the glass on the counter in front of Travis and laughs at him.

Travis stares at the man with two sad, blood shot eyes and the man calms down. He turns to face Travis.

MAN

He man, what’s wrong? It was just a joke.

TRAVIS

Today isn’t really going well.

MAN

How so?

TRAVIS

Well, my life couldn’t get any worse, so I decided to commit suicide. First, I almost got hit by a car when I didn’t care, then a construction worker pushed me out of the way before I got crushed, and then as I was walking across the highway, I tried getting hit, yet again, by another car, but it ended up being a disaster.

MAN

Wow I guess your life couldn’t get any worse.

TRAVIS

Tell me about it! And just when I thought my last attempt was going to be successful, you come right along and drink my poison!

