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FADE | N

EXT. WASTELAND - TW LI GAT

JAY, A nondescript individual, early forties, medium height,
makes his way through what seens to be a deserted wastel and.
There’s a gl assy, unfocused | ook in his eyes.

He turns his collar up against a strong breeze that ruffles
his hair.

A pale, raven haired WOMAN waits for himin the near
di st ance.

She sm |l es as he draws near.

WOVAN
Hi .

Jay can only stare at her in wonder.

WOVAN ( CONT’ D)
So, where are you headed?

Jay gl ances behind him

JAY
I

He | ooks back in front.

Finally, he shakes his head.

JAY ( CONT' D)

|’ mnot sure. | can’t renenber.
WOVAN

That’ s okay.

She takes a couple of steps closer.

WOMAN ( CONT’ D)
Wiy don't | help you? Let’s go and
get a drink sonmewhere. What do you
say?

CUT TGO



I NT. BAR - NI GHT

Jay and the pale Wnman sit at a bar. It’s just the two of
them no bartender, no custoners. The place is quiet and
ser ene.

Each has a half enpty beer in front of them

When they got there and how they got there are questions we
can't answer.

WOVAN
So. ..

She |ifts the glass to her |ips and takes a dri nk.

WOMAN ( CONT’ D)
Can | ask you a question?

JAY
Sur e.

WOVAN
Do you regret what you did?

Jay is about to take a drink of his own beer but stops. He
| ays the gl ass down.

JAY
What do you nean?

WOVAN
Think Jay. What’'s the last thing
you renenber?

JAY
Seei ng you.

WOVAN
Before that. Before you found
yoursel f out in the wastel and.
He thinks for sonme nonents, chewing a nail as he does.
Then realization daws in his eyes.

WOVAN ( CONT’ D)
That's right.

She slides a bowl of nuts in front of him

| nstead of peanuts however, he’s |ooking at an array of
pills, sedatives and barbiturates.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED

He picks one up, a capsule, turning it around in his

fingers.

JAY
| renenber.

He drops the capsul e.

JAY (CONT' D)
VWhat | did. Does that nean | 'm...?

WOVAN
No, not yet.

He regards her closely.

JAY
Are you a drean?

WOVAN
" m here to hel p you.

JAY
Hel p me? How?

WOVAN
You' re at the ultimte crossroads.
|’ m here to show you the paths.

She | eans forward, laying a hand over his.

WOVAN ( CONT’ D)
| f you wish, you can get up off
your stool right now, head out that
door. If you do, you'll wake up in
hospital with your stomach punped
and tubes in your arm It won't be
pretty, you'll be in a bad way. But
eventual ly you Il go back to your
regular life.

Di staste ani mates Jay’s usual ly bl and features.

JAY
O?

WOVAN
O, you can sinply stay here with
ne.

She gl ances out the w ndow.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED

WOVAN ( CONT’ D)
We can drink, talk, even dance if
you like, that is until those stars
out there fade away. It will be
very gentl e.

Jay | ooks out at the stars.

JAY
So beauti ful.

He continues to stare for some nonents. Finally,
his attention back to his conpani on.

WOVAN
It’s your choice, Jay. What would
you |ike to do?

He raises his glass to his lips.

JAY
Vel |

He finishes his drink.
JAY ( CONT’ D)

| think I'd |ike to get another
beer, if it’s all the sanme to you.

he turns

FADE OUT



