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T HE R OAD L E S S TRAVEULE D
Open on:

| NT. WORK ROOM - UNDETERM NED 1
Dim dusty and old | ooking, this m ght be a basenent.

MOVE IN. a single table | anp rest on an ebony polished
tabl e. sonmeone sits behind an open | aptop screen, stirring.
we don’t know who this is yet.

A nonment goes by...the |l aptop screen shows a bl ank page and
a blinking cursor. a heavy sigh...

Then, the table | anp goes out. |eaving the room al nost dark.
an enpty chair swings slightly behind the table. Then
soneone flicks a swtch

TOTAL DARKNESS

A BLACK SCREEN. voices as people chatter in the background.
t he sound of cutlery.

SUBTI TLE-"1 DAY LATER"
FADE | N:

| NT. RESTAURANT - NI GHT - 21:14 PM 2
The place is inmmacul ate, proper and Dimy lit.

FOLLOW NG a waiter balances a tray of two glasses with his
fingers...holding it up to his ear. on his way to serve a
tabl e

we hear two peopl e conversing:

CYNTHI A (O S)

i like the idea. its solid. but
you cant work with this. and al so
your characters, i feel like
they’ re-how do i say this-vague,
non human. there’s nothing in here
t hat nmakes them pop out-you know
what i nmean-they’'re easily
forgettable which is the opposite
of what you want.

the waiter arrives to a table occupied by: TYLER |ate 20s’.
and CYNTH A mid 20s’.



CONTI NUED: 2.

one tall glass of CHAMPAGNE for her and a gl ass of ORANGE
JU CE for Tyler

CYNTHI A ( CONT.)
(kindly to waiter)
Thanks
(Tyl er nods at waiter)
and also, they all talk the sane

TYLER
But can you sell it?

CYNTHI A
No. there’s no story here. this is
an | dea, you have to devel op the
idea into a story. if i get this to

a producer, it’ll be in the bin
before i make it out of the room
(a beat)
...Atrue story should be easy to
devel op
TYLER
(shaki ng head)
No
CYNTHI A
why not? are you scared of the
truth?
TYLER
No, |I’m not scared of anything
because its not going to
happen, Ckay.
CYNTHI A
then i guess you’'ll never know the

pl easures of witing an origina
story. and |like nost peopl e-you
will find out when its already too
| at e.

Tyler lets out a heavy sigh and sits back on his chair
def eat ed

I NT. TYLER S HOUSE - BEDROOM - DAYS LATER 3

A CORK BOARD fills the screen. and as WE PULL BACK: it grows
smal ler and snaller to reveal -

Tyler...working the board. | NDEX CARDS of DI FFERENT COLORS
pi nned by push pins. a card witten: 1st scene. the next
card: Open picture. nore cards appear.



CONTI NUED: 3.

the rest of the board cones into view and a | arge headi ng at
the top of the board witten-

"THE NEXT BI G TH NG BY TYLER THOWVPSON'

he stops to | ook back at the board...Inpressed. he continues
to plug sone nore cards

I NT. TYLER S HOUSE - KITCHEN - LATER 4

A standard kitchen. Iike those seen on TV, nothing too
fancy. a hand pours out coffee into a cup, Its Tyler, in his
r obe.

he wal ks to a table and sits. sheets of paper rest on the
t abl e.

he grabs his phone and dials a nunber...then puts the phone
to his ear

TYLER
hey, Renenber that script you said
needs fixing? this tinme i think i-

he gets interrupted...we cannot hear the person on the other
end. His face slowy | oses expression. its sonething
serious...he bites hard on his teeth, his jaws tighten, and
t he phone slowy slides along the cheek.

I NT. HOME - DAY 5

a home. we don’'t know where. Tyler stands by the w ndow. he
dresses in black. soneone approaches to join him also
dressed in black, this is TOM

TOM
been standing there for quite sone
time. you sure you don’'t want
sonething to eat?

TYLER
(shaki ng head)
No

TOM
you alright?

TYLER
"1l be good

after a beat...



CONTI NUED: 4.

TOM
you know i get that you need
sonmetinme to take it all in, but

i solating yourself frompeople is
not gonna hel p.

TYLER
what are you sayi ng?
TOM
Tal k to sonmeone
TYLER
There’s nothing for ne to talk

about
he turns his head to see-

a franed picture of Cynthia. surrounded by candl es, a hand
reaches to put a rose next to it.

then turns back to the w ndow

TYLER
(qui et)
Il be good

BEG N MONTACE:

-Tyler sits in his bedroom behind his | aptop. a noment goes
by, and he starts typing:

FUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCKFUCK
One word after the other

- Tyler is in his work room he wites sonething down on a
typewitten paper. he reads it...the disturbing sound of a
chair being pushed hard against the floor. a pen goes flying
across the room

TYLER

(yel l'ing)
F-U- G K

- Tyler sits in the kitchen, eyes tired, feet up on the
tabl e, Totally at honme. he chews on a pen, then turns his
head to see an enpty coffee nug. then | ooks down at the
counter top to see an enpty-see through gl ass-coffee
cont ai ner

and as per usual with Tyler, sheets of paper are |aying on
the table. too nmuch ink on them..conplicated witing.
they're a ness



CONTI NUED: 5.

drops the pen to the table and puts his head in his hands

- inthe living room a bottle of Fine w ne, uncapped. a
burning cigar in between Tyler’s fingers. he wears an open
robe, conpletely exposing all that’s underneath.

he rips a bad page from his notebook and wites on a cl ean
page

- Tyler sits in a bath tub, dry and fully clothed. crunbled
papers scattered around him he wites sonething in his

not ebook...a few lines down then rips the page and crunbl es
it. another new clean start...and the witing has gone from
bad to worse. he rubs his face in his hands

TYLER
why the fuck is it so hard
END MONTAGE
TOTAL DARKNESS:
FADE | N:
| NT. THERAPI ST OFFI CE - WEEKS LATER 6
A pile of magazi nes. business, lifestyle. what ever nmagazi ne

you can think of. we stop at the face of Tyler. and we pull
back:

TYLER
| was Just sitting there. 8 cups
every night just to stay awake, and
still came up with nothing. for
some reason every time you put pen
to paper it all fades. no
t hought s, i deas, nothing to
remenber. Its Just blank. and ne
dri nking coffee 8 tines only
resulted in ne deceiving nyself.
didn't realise that every tine i
take,it was just another cup of

many. all i want is to wite whats
in ny head-on paper. and | can’t
(a pause)

| guess you can’t have everything
you want ri ght



CONTI NUED: 6.

DR MELA (O S)
No

Tyl er snaps to attention. he sits on a small couch and wears
a black T-shirt and Bl ue Jeans

TYLER
No?

DR MELA
Yes. do you know why nost peopl e
choose not to do what you do?

TYLER
why?

DR MELA
because witing is a tinme consum ng
Journey. one that can be very
| onely at tines.

Tyler silently asks hinsel f-what? hol di ng each others Gaze,
Dr Mela noves in closer

DR MELA
what |’ m saying is-stop dancing
around fiction with the hopes of
writing sonething original-but
wite sonething that you know
i nst ead, because sonetine the
things we want are not as far away
fromus as they seem

Silence...Tyler does not get the hint. Dr Mela renoves her
gl asses, | ooks at her watch and waits patiently. a nonent
goes by...and then-

a sudden realisation...he clocks Dr Mela. only this tine
know ng.

A FLASH BACK

| NT. RESTAURANT - NI GHT - 21:14 PM 7
Cynthia and Tyl er are having a conversation

CYNTHI A
then i guess you’'ll never know the
pl easures of writing an origina
story. and |ike nost people-you
wll find out when its already too
| at e.



CONTI NUED: 7.

BACK AT THE THERAPI ST’ S OFFI CE:

TYLER
she tried to-
(Dr Mel a nods)
| NT. WORK ROOM - LATER 8

The roomis dark, old and dusty |ike we know it. soneone
flicks a switch, soft light illumnates the room a
sil houette of a man wal king to a table.

Then, a bright light fromthe single table lanp. Tyler sits
behind his laptop and logs in. he takes a deep breath and
starts typing:

T-HE RROAD L-EESSS T-RAV-E-L-E-D

he pauses, thinking. positions his finger on the

keyboar d- Ready-a nonent goes by...a blinking cursor. he

t akes another breath and as he begins to type the intro, we-

SLAM TO BLACK:



