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| NT. DOCTOR' S EXAM NATI ON ROOM DAY
ANDRE, 20s, awkward and nerdy, sits on an exam nation table.

Hol ding an Otoscope to his ear is DOCTOR PHALLON, 50s, a
bearded and bespectacl ed man resenbling Sigrmund Freud.

ANDRE
---So yeah, | had a stonmach bug a
few weeks back, but didn't think it
was worth bothering you about.
O her than that, |1’ ve been great.

Doctor Phall on renobves the otoscope and nods.

DOCTOR PHALLON
Sexual Iy active?

Doctor Phall on sets down the otoscope on a desk near by.

ANDRE
Uh, yeah, casually. But |I’m al ways
saf e.

DOCTOR PHALLON
Good, good.

Doctor Phallon turns to his desk. He picks up a clipboard of
charts and notes and exam nes it.

DOCTOR PHALLON

Your liver count is normal... Ever
had a woman sit on your face during
sex?

Doct or Phall on continues exam ning the charts, as though he
had just asked a perfectly normal question.

ANDRE
(i nsul ted)
What! How are those things rel ated?

Doctor Phallon turns to him very stern and seri ous.

DOCTOR PHALLON
They are. Very integrally rel ated.

ANDRE
Are you sure? That seens...
unl i kel y.

Doctor Phallon stares at him snoldering with anger. A BEAT.



DOCTOR PHALLON
|’ mthe nedical expert here,
damm t! Trust nme, or get out of ny
clinic.

Andre stares at him in disbelief, but aquiesces.

ANDRE
Right, sorry... Well, alright... If
you nmust know... Yes, |’ve been
with a fewgirls... who' ve, um..

Sat on ny face.
Doctor Phallon jots down sonething on a notepad.

DOCTOR PHALLON
Excel l ent, excellent.

He finishes witing sonmething and | ooks back up.

DOCTOR PHALLON
What ' s your diet been like lately?

ANDRE
(relieved at a norma
guestion)

On! Mostly pizza, beans, rice--

DOCTOR PHALLON
(interjecting)
Ever been fisted?

ANDRE
---broccoli-- uh-- wait, what?!

DOCTOR PHALLON
According to the nurse’s
nmeasur enents, you have an unusual ly
wi de asshol e.

ANDRE
VWhat neasurenments?! How did she
even-- Hey, fuck you nman!

Andre gets up and frantically puts on his jacket.

DOCTOR PHALLON
Wah woah woah, I'mjust trying to
di agnose you here. These questions
are purely for the sake of
medicine. If you re interpreting
t hem ot herwi se, you’'re highly
m st aken.



Andre sl ows down, letting go of his jacket.

ANDRE
Yeah, I... | guess I'm
over-reacting... Sorry.
Andre sits down.
ANDRE
... Well, once | had a
skat eboar di ng acci dent and mny-- |
| anded... on a pole. It went up

ny... uh.

Doctor Phallon jots down sone nore notes on his clipboard.

DOCTOR PHALLON
Good, good, great.

ANDRE
(annoyed at his casual
response)
What are you witing?

DOCTOR PHALLON
Very inportant notes.

Andre peers down at the clipboard. Dr. Phallon draws a
turtle.

ANDRE
No you're not. You' re drawing a
turtle.

Doctor Phallon turns away, hiding his clipboard.

DOCTOR PHALLON
How dare you |l ook at ny private
notes! Get out!

Andre, confused, stays seated. Doctor Phallon shoos him
towards the door. He gets up slowy.

DOCTOR PHALLON
Qut! Qut! 1I'Il have none of this
di srespect!

Andre wal ks out of the room Doctor Phallon foll ow ng
behi nd.



I NT. DOCTOR S OFFI CE, HALLWAY. DAY

A busy hal | way between exam nati on roons. Anot her DOCTOR and
PATI ENT wal k past, smling to Dr. Phallon and Andre.

Doctor Phallon switches back to professional doctor node.
He shakes Andre’ s hand.
DOCTOR PHALLON
Great, well, you' re | ooking
heal t hy. See you next tine.
Andre’s jaw i s dropped, unable to speak.

He wat ches Doctor Phallon wal k away down the hall way.

Andre, in a daze of confusion, like "Did that really just
happen?"-- turns slowy and wal ks off screen.
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