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What is the city over the mountains
Cracks and reforms and bursts into the violet air
Falling towers
Jerusalem Athens Alexandria
Vienna London
Unreal

T. S. Eliot,  The Waste Land



FADE IN:

MANHATTAN, SEEN FROM THE SKY - ESTABLISHING

CINEMATIC JAZZ sets the scene as we clear the cloud layer.

Below, the city looks like a spiky metal porcupine.

EXT. SLEEPY NEW YORK CITY BLOCK. AFTERNOON

Then we’re right UP CLOSE on a lopsided little brownstone 
with a bronze number 9 fixed to the front door. 

This is 9 Gracie Square, where our story takes place.

An official-looking plaque by the front door reads:

9 GRACIE SQUARE

HAS BEEN DESIGNATED A 

NATIONAL HISTORIC LANDMARK

BY THE

NEW YORK CITY PRESERVATION FOUNDATION

Then the front door swings open, and out step... eight furry 
little feet, belonging to two straggly DACHSHUNDS.

On the other end of their leashes is ANDREW FLEMING, an older 
gentleman with a droopy, melancholy air. 

As the dachshunds maneuver their hotdog bodies down the 
stoop, the rest of Gracie Square comes into view...

REVEALING... that little 9 Gracie is comically sandwiched by 
two TOWERING APARTMENT BUILDINGS, whose glossy façades bear a 
single unwieldy name in gold lettering: 

ZECKENDORF

Back on the sidewalk, the dachshunds are ceremoniously 
sniffing around their favorite tree for a spot to get down to 
business, when... 

A ROLLS ROYCE with a gold Z insignia pulls up past them. A 
FLURRY OF COMMOTION, as a swaddled HEIRESS with TWO FLUFFY 
SHIH-TSUS is swept indoors by pompous doormen.

IN THE FOREGROUND, Andrew waits patiently while one dachshund 
takes a tiny, quivering shit. 

CLOSE UP on Andrew picking up the small turd, his hand 
wrapped in a bright blue New York Times baggie*. Squelch.



EXT. GRACIE SQUARE. NIGHT

In the blue dark, the street is deserted but for a DARK AND 
HANDSOME YOUNG MAN, who exits the brownstone, stops to light 
a cigarette on the stoop, and disappears into the night.

EXT. GRACIE SQUARE. DAWN

The New York Times truck pulls up, delivers a stack of 
papers, all individually wrapped in bright blue cellophane*.

EXT. GRACIE SQUARE. HOT LATE-SUMMER DAY

Daily life. DOORMEN sweltering at their posts. 

A U-HAUL truck pulls up to 9 Gracie Square, LOUD MUFFLED 
CLASSIC ROCK PLAYING INSIDE.

INT. U-HAUL

A pair of hands cranks up the brake. These hands belong to 
THOMAS ARCHER, fifth of his name. (He’s the hero.)

He turns off the ignition. MUSIC ABRUPTLY STOPS.

EXT. GRACIE SQUARE - TITLE: “UNREAL CITY” 

Tom hits the curb. He’s a regular boy in his early 20s, but 
his round tortoiseshell glasses* give him away as a WASP. 

RAUL, the super, is sitting on a red fire hydrant.

TOM
Raul? Tom Archer.

RAUL
Apartment 3B?

INT. 9 GRACIE SQUARE ELEVATOR - MOMENTS LATER

The ancient iron elevator grate GROANS and CLANKS as Raul 
heaves it shut. The elevator jerks upward... 

... Raul pulls back the grate, revealing a tiny landing. Tom 
steps out, looking around. He’s been here before.

INT. 3RD FLOOR LANDING. DAY 

Raul is taking his time slowwwly flipping through a massive 
key-ring, while Tom sweats.
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A little spinster on the stairs eyes them suspiciously but 
doesn’t say hello. (This is SUZY CARMICHAEL.)

TOM
That’s a lot of keys.

RAUL
I gotta lotta buildings. 

The key clicks in the lock. Raul opens the door.

INT. APARTMENT 3B - MOMENTS LATER

The apartment is musty and fully-furnished. Dust hangs in the 
air. Severe family portraits loom on the walls.

Tom’s eye lands on a dramatic, high-backed armchair*, well-
worn and sagging in the middle, as if someone were just 
sitting in it.

RAUL
Meesis Archer, she was your abuela?

INT. APARTMENT 3B LIVING ROOM - FLASHBACK

UP CLOSE on a pair of old bony female hands, all sun-spots 
and blue veins, holding an elaborate porcelain tea-cup. 

These hands belong to Meesis Archer, Tom’s abuela, AKA NANA.  

We never see Nana’s face. The high-backed armchair* conceals 
her from view, like a comic-book villain.

NANA (O.C.)
A landmark is a living, breathing 
piece of History, Tom. 

Poor Tom is 8, we recognize him by his round tortoiseshell 
glasses. He and his older sister IMOGEN are in their Sunday 
Finest. 

Visiting Nana is a grim affair. It’s day-time, but their 
parents, CYNTHIA and TOMMY, have been drinking since they 
arrived. (They’re a dashing couple, gone slightly to seed.)

NANA (CONT’D)
When this house was first built, 
Uptown Manhattan was still mostly 
farmland. Can you imagine?

Tom looks out the window at the city, picturing farmland.

NANA (CONT’D)
When they tried to tear it down in 
1989, I said, “Over my dead body.”
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Tom looks at Nana, picturing her dead body.

NANA (CONT’D)
Now it’ll be here long after we’re 
gone. And there’s NOTHING Zelda 
Zeckendorf can do about THAT!

She seems to hurl this last bit out the window, at the deaf 
marble flanks of the Zeckendorf Towers.

FRANCINE, an elderly black maid, materializes out of nowhere.

FRANCINE
There now, Mrs. Archer.

CYNTHIA
Kiddies, how ‘bout you go explore.

INT. APARTMENT 3B - BACK TO PRESENT

Tom jerks back to reality, tears his eyes off the armchair. 

TOM
Yeah. She was my grandmother.

Raul crosses himself. Something CREAKS in the back of the 
house; a door ajar.

RAUL
Suntimes in these old buildings, 
people get esscared. At night, ju 
hear the pipes... Awoooo!

He mimes simpering in fear, wheezing merrily.

TOM
Right...

RAUL
But if ju got a real problem, jus’ 
gimme a call. I gotta lotta 
buildings but I take care of it. 

Raul lingers expectantly for a tip. Tom feels for his wallet. 

LATER

TOM
(on the phone)

I mean, the super basically 
insinuated the place was haunted.

CYNTHIA 
Oh, these people are always 
terribly superstitious. 
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INTERCUT with CYNTHIA, attractive but resignedly middle-aged, 
sitting at an easel on the terrace of an old Connecticut 
house. 

She’s silhouetted against her own half-finished canvas: a 
regal portrait of a fat chocolate labrador. 

TOM
It smells weird. And everything’s a 
million years old.

CYNTHIA
Well, we can’t all be Zeckendorfs. 
That’s life.

He wanders down the dark little hall.

TOM
I feel like a tomb-raider. Like I’m 
about to get ambushed by a mummy or 
something.

CYNTHIA
A Mummy-Dearest!

TOM
You wouldn’t be laughing if you had 
to sleep in her deathbed tonight.

CYNTHIA
Oh, Muffin. No matter where you 
are, someone else has been there 
before. Someday you’ll see, there’s 
a comfort in that.

TOM
Okay, Mom.

INT. BATHROOM 

CYNTHIA
You’re young---

The toilet has a geriatric Pepto-Bismol pink cover and a 
matching mat, and is surrounded by a metal hand-rail frame.

He opens the cabinet. It’s full of prescription medication.

CYNTHIA (CONT’D)
Try and stay positive.

Tom picks up a bottle of Valium.

TOM
Everything’s fine. I’m fine.
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CYNTHIA
(pouring herself a drink)

That’s the spirit. 

INT. BEDROOM. NIGHT

In the dark, Tom lies awake, his ears straining at the 
slightest sound. CITY SOUNDS. Footfalls in another apartment, 
traffic, voices. He has to admit, he’s a little esscared.

A SHRILL ALARM IS GOING OFF

Tom’s eyes snap open with a start. Scrambling, he locates a 
vintage alarm clock, vibrating madly. 

It’s 6:00 AM. 

He fumbles with it. Finally it stops. He flops back onto the 
bed with a groan.

INT. 3RD FLOOR LANDING. DAY 

Tom’s on his way out the door, when he’s apprehended by SUZY 
CARMICHAEL, who appears out of nowhere on the stairs. 

SUZY
(pretending to be 
startled)

Oh hi! Didn’t see you there!

(In truth she’s been lurking on the stairs, waiting for an 
opportunity for this “run-in” for hours.)

SUZY (CONT’D)
I’m Suzy, 4B. You must be Augusta 
Archer’s grandson. 

TOM
Tom. Nice to meet you.

SUZY
Your grandmother did so much for 
this building. I was so glad to see 
the apartment stay in the family. 
Some of these new tenants...

She looks around conspiratorially.

SUZY (CONT’D)
This building’s always had a very 
strong sense of community. And I’d 
just hate to see that slip away, 
wouldn’t you?
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EXT. STOOP. DAY

Tom bursts out into the sweltering heat and comes across a 
dark and handsome young man smoking a cigarette on the stoop. 

This is MORGAN DALEY, 25. He is handsome in the extreme. Pale 
with a shock of dark messy hair. A tattoo on his wrist.

The boys observe each other. Tom breaks eye contact and 
hurries down the street.

INT. GENERIC CUTE CAFE. DAY

Tom and his sister Imogen are getting coffee. She proudly 
wears a massive engagement ring on her stubby little hand.

IMOGEN
How’s moving going? I wish I had 
time to help, but my schedule is 
cray-cray right now.

Her phone buzzes and she gets lost in it.

TOM
It’s been utterly macabre, to be 
honest.

IMOGEN
(texting)

That’s awesome!

TOM
Totally.

IMOGEN
I actually need to swing by. If we 
end up going with a Winter Wedding, 
I was thinking one of Nana’s minks 
would be the perfect Something Old.

Her phone rings on vibrate. She holds up a bossy finger.

IMOGEN (CONT’D)
It’s Mark. I really have to go.

She gathers her stuff to go, then sees Tom, as if just 
realizing he’s there.

IMOGEN (CONT’D)
Look, think of this as Freshman 
Year of Life. Networking is 
everything. Trust me, you know I 
love Denny, but you don’t want to 
be tied to anyone right now. New 
York is such a small world.
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TOM
(sarcastic)

Anything else?

IMOGEN
Yeah. You need new jeans.

EXT. STOOP. AFTERNOON

When Tom gets back, the boy from the stoop is gone. 

INT. APARTMENT 3B. DAY

Tom’s on a cleaning rampage in boxers and rubber gloves. 

He throws wide the double-doors of a large hall wardrobe, 
full of furs in plastic covers. We can smell the mothballs 
with our eyes.

Tom stuffs piles of his grandmother’s things inside, pell-
mell. He has to really throw his weight behind the doors to 
make them CLICK closed. 

He leans back, a little out-of-breath.

INT. JG MELON’S RESTAURANT - AFTERNOON

CLOSE on a preppy kid taking a bite out of a hamburger. This 
is DENNY, 20s, an old friend of Tom’s from boarding school. 

DENNY
(mouth full)

Best burgers in the city. No 
question.

They are catching up at JG Melons, New York’s most overrated 
burger joint.

DENNY (CONT’D)
What are you doing Saturday? I have 
a ticket to that thing at the 
Central Park Zoo, but I can’t make 
it.

TOM
What thing at the Central Park Zoo?

DENNY
Some benefit. It’s black-tie. Celia 
Stirling’s on the board.

Tom’s ears prick up.
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DENNY (CONT’D)
Yeahhh, now you want my ticket. 
Actually that reminds me, I saw her 
last weekend at Nico Adler’s 
birthday--- who, by the way, is gay 
now apparently??

TOM
How are you surprised by that.

DENNY
Fair. Anyway, Nico, Beecher and I 
drank a toast in your honor because 
Celia looked insanely hot, and you 
really never got enough credit for 
scooping her V-Card freshman year. 

TOM
God, I hope that’s not my finest 
accomplishment to date.

DENNY
You should be proud, even if it is.

TOM
(laughing)

It probably is. And it wasn’t even 
a scoop, it was a swap.

DENNY
Well, she’s way out of your league 
now, and, from what I heard, kinda 
got around in England.

TOM
Scotland.

DENNY
Whatever. Apparently her ex-
boyfriend is like, the heir to the 
real Downtown Abbey.

TOM
Innnteresting, I didn’t know she 
broke up with that guy.

DENNY
(rolling his eyes)

Well, good luck. Everyone’s going 
Saturday.

TOM
Why aren’t you?

DENNY
Oh, I’m doing an intensive comedy 
workshop thing.
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Tom guffaws, before realizing this isn’t a joke.

DENNY (CONT’D)
I’ve actually been getting really 
positive feedback on my 
impressions...

TOM
No, that’s great. I just thought 
you were at Lazard or something?

DENNY
Didn’t pan out. They couldn’t have 
been nicer about it, but...

He mimes slicing his throat.

TOM
Sorry to hear that. 

DENNY
Anyway, you should really come see 
a show sometime.

TOM
I’d love to.

EXT. JG MELON’S RESTAURANT. NIGHT - LATER

They hail a cab.

DENNY
Where are you living again?

TOM
Gracie Square?

(Denny is blank)
It’s Uptown.

DENNY
(generously)

Oh, well you take this one then. 
Hey, at least it’s not Brooklyn. 

They shake hands, Tom gets into the cab. 

DENNY (CONT’D)
(holding the door open)

So, you want my ticket for Saturday 
or what?

TOM
Sure, why not?

DENNY
Great. It was 175 but you can have 
it for 150.
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TOM
Dollars??

DENNY
(slamming the door in his 
face)

Bye!!

Denny waves him cheerfully off as the cab pulls away.

INT. APARTMENT 3B LIVING ROOM. NIGHT

The tiny ancient TV is tuned to a nature show. Tom is 
trolling Facebook pictures of a pouty beauty: CELIA STIRLING. 

DAVID ATTENBOROUGH (V.O.)
...As young adults, male primates 
typically join roaming bachelor 
groups. These temporary alliances 
challenge the authority of high-
ranking alpha males, giving younger 
males opportunities to assimilate 
into new communities...

INT. STARBUCKS. DAY

Tom is laboring over The Wall Street Journal trying to be 
“productive”.

The headlines are informative, opaque: 

ENERGY PRICES SOAR AS CHINESE HEAT WAVE CONTINUES

EU GETS TOUGHER ON CIGARETTE REGULATION

A woman gets up next to him, leaving behind a copy of The New 
York Post. He glances at the splashy headline:

HEADLESS BODY IN TOPLESS BAR

Discarding The Journal, he picks up The Post instead.

EXT. EAST RIVER BOARDWALK. DAY

Tom is running on the boardwalk, his feet pounding concrete.

EXT. GRACIE SQUARE

Red-faced, sprinting to the finish, he sees the dark-haired 
boy is back on the stoop. He’s smoking, watching Tom.

Locked in eye-contact, Tom suddenly LURCHES, TRIPS FORWARD--- 
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---He’s ENTANGLED in two dog leashes -- YELPS in surprise and 
accidentally KICKS a squealing dachshund--- 

---He BUMPS into ANDREW --- starts back and almost loses his 
balance again as one of the dogs SNARLS viciously at him, 
baring its tiny teeth.

TOM
AGHH, SORRY!

Andrew mutters incoherently. Tom warily backs away, ripping 
out his earbuds.

TOM (CONT’D)
SORRY, I didn’t see---

ANDREW
Timothy, stand down!

TOM
So sorry!

Andrew ushers the dachshunds into 9 Gracie, muttering in 
soothing tones under his breath.

ANDREW
It’s alright, Sergeant. Timothy’s 
just had a little scare, hasn’t he?

Tom catches Morgan’s eye as the front door slams shut.

MORGAN
You’ve blown it with Timothy, I’m 
afraid.

TOM
I mean, what just happened?

MORGAN
(darkly)

Welcome to the building.

He offers Tom a cigarette.

TOM
Oh, no thanks.

Morgan shrugs, sits comfortably in silence. Tom fidgets.

MORGAN
You’re the first new face I’ve seen 
around here in a long time.

TOM
I just moved in. I’m in 3B.
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MORGAN
I know. I actually saw them taking 
the old lady who used to live in 
your apartment out in a body bag. 
Sounds fucked up, but, trust me, 
she was a real cunt. 

TOM
Yeah, that was my grandmother 
actually.

MORGAN
Oh, fuck. Sorry.

TOM
It’s okay. She was a cunt. 

They laugh. They’ve become friends, and both feel it. 

MORGAN
We’re off to a pretty tough start. 
I’m Morgan.

TOM
Tom.

MORGAN
I’m in the Attic. 

Tom looks up at the lone window under the slanting roof.

TOM
Nice. Anyone die in there recently?

MORGAN
Not on my watch. Shit, is it three 
o’clock already??

Tom checks his phone.

TOM
3:07, why?

Morgan nods his head down the block, where a large crowd of 
schoolgirls in plaid skirts and backpacks floods out of a red 
brick school-building.

MORGAN
Schoolgirl Safari. 

Morgan leans back on his elbows, watching the girls with his 
steady predatory gaze.

TOM
You’re kidding...?
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MORGAN
(dead serious)

The hunt is no laughing matter. 
It’s a dangerous game. Look, there 
are literally hundreds of them. In 
those obscene little skirts...

A pause while Tom racks his brain for something to say.

MORGAN (CONT’D)
Well, summer’s officially over, 
kiddo. It’s Safari season all over 
again.

INT. WHITE-TABLE-CLOTH SEAFOOD RESTAURANT. DAY

CLOSE on a slimy gray oyster being slurped up by TODD 
BRENNERMAN, 50s.

Brennerman is well-preserved, tan and trim, with a sleek 
receding hairline. There’s something vaguely evil about him.

BRENNERMAN
The city is unlivable in this heat. 
I swear it gets hotter every year. 

A massive seafood platter sits between them, a boiled red 
lobster gleaming on a bed of lettuce.

BRENNERMAN (CONT’D)
Of course, Sharon’s had the kids up 
in Kennebunkport all summer.

(he chuckles mirthlessly)
Tell you the truth, sometimes I 
envy her lifestyle.

Tom has been holding an oyster self-consciously, waiting for 
a natural moment in conversation to go for it. Just as he’s 
about to lift it to his lips---

BRENNERMAN (CONT’D)
So how’re your parents? Your dad 
still “writing”? 

He says it like it’s a quirky hobby, like “spelunking”.

TOM
Yeah, he’s working on a new book.

BRENNERMAN
Greaaat. Sometimes I think it’d be 
fun to write a book someday.

(slurrrrp)
But you’re looking to get into 
finance, is that right?
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TOM
Yeah, looking into it.

BRENNERMAN
Good man. You an Econ major?

TOM
Oh, no. History, actually. 

He takes the plunge and brings the oyster to his lips.

BRENNERMAN
Not exactly a lucrative time to be 
a Historian, huh?

The jibe catches Tom mid-slurp, water dribbles down his chin.

BRENNERMAN (CONT’D)
Nah, look. It’s a grind. Without an 
Econ background you’d just have to 
grind a little harder than everyone 
else to catch up.

TOM
What exactly does “grinding” 
entail, if you don’t mind my 
asking?

BRENNERMAN
Think of it as mortgaging your 
twenties for the life you want in 
your fifties.

He gestures smugly around. Tom looks down in quiet horror at 
the lobster on its grotesque bed of lettuce, boiled alive.

CLOSE on its glassy, unseeing eyes. DUN-DUN.

CLOSE on Tom’s bespectacled eyes, looking down the wastes of 
ages at his own mortality. DUN-DUN.

EXT. CITY STREETS. DUSK

OVER ANXIOUS JAZZ, Tom wanders around. Through his eyes, we 
catch glimpses into New York’s impenetrable depths:

-A wrinkled, inscrutable face in the window of a passing bus.

-A child chattering happily to his bag-laden black nanny. 

-A homeless man, whose face is frozen in a toothless leer. 

-Two chic old ladies speaking venomous French outside a shop.

-Two Hispanic preteens locked in an obscene make-out at a bus 
stop, both wearing backpacks.
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OFF THE TEENS, we ZOOM out, up up and away, until the city 
itself seems like a throbbing organism, with streets for 
veins.

INT. LIVING ROOM. NIGHT

Tom is on the phone. (INTERCUT Cynthia in bed.)

CYNTHIA
Mini-cheeseburgers? I mean, where 
does she get these ideas? Your 
father and I got married barefoot. 

TOM
I know, I know. You were hippies.

CYNTHIA
We were, once upon a time. I’m 
worried about him. This wedding is 
costing a fortune and he hasn’t 
written a word since your 
grandmother died.

Tom casts a slightly haunted look around the apartment.

TOM
I thought he hated her.

CYNTHIA
Grief works in mysterious ways.

A LOUD GIRLY GIGGLE FROM THE STREET, AND A MAN’S LAUGH.

Tom peeps down at the sidewalk through the curtains.

CYNTHIA (CONT’D)
At the end of the day, boys just 
want their mothers.

BELOW ON THE STREET, FROM TOM’S WINDOW:

The source of the noise is Morgan, carousing on the street 
with two tall beautiful girls.

Mesmerized, Tom watches hungrily through the curtains.

CYNTHIA  (V.O.)
So what’s new with you?

Morgan gives one of the girls a light spank toward the door. 
The second girl takes him by the hand, pulling him with her.

At the last second, before he disappears into the doorway, 
Morgan’s eyes flick up to Tom’s window with a wicked smirk.

Tom jumps away, 
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TOM
Sorry, what?

CYNTHIA
(grumpy)

I said, what else is new? How was 
your lunch with Todd?

INT. APARTMENT 3B - DREAM

Tom is chasing Celia Stirling around Nana’s apartment. She’s 
giggling playfully, her blond hair trailing out behind her.

She keeps disappearing around corners, but when Tom rounds 
the corner, she’s gone, popping up in a doorway further off.

Then she’s nowhere. He spins around and around; she’s gone. 

INT. BEDROOM - REALITY

Tom’s eyes snap open. 

EXT. EAST RIVER BOARDWALK - AUTUMN DAY

Tom is pounding the pavement. There’s a new smell in the air. 
It’s cooler. Leaves are turning red and yellow. He runs past 
a Farmer’s Market, a harvest cornucopia.

INT. LOBBY

Coming in from his brisk run, Tom’s feeling alive. He heads 
down the hall to the mail-room.

INT. DINGY, DARK HALLWAY

An OMINOUS FLUORESCENT LIGHT BUZZES, and FLICKERS.

Tom passes a door ajar leading to a derelict laundry room. He 
steals a glance inside at the ghostly washers and dryers, one 
cycle in progress.

Between the washing machine THUMPING and the flickering light 
BUZZING, Tom’s heart is suddenly POUNDING.

He BURSTS open the door at the end of the hall with a little 
more force than necessary, like a SWAT cop clearing a room.

...SOMEONE INSIDE YELPS and SPLUTTERS in shock.

INT. MAIL ROOM

It’s ANDREW, who jolts like he’s been electrocuted. 
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He’s holding a copy of THE NEW YORK TIMES, it SLIPS between 
his fingers, he’s left CLUTCHING the blue cellophane baggie*. 

The paper LANDS by Tom’s feet. He hands it back to Andrew.

TOM
I’m really sorry, I didn’t realize 
anyone was in here---

Andrew hastily shoves the New York Times into a cubby, and 
steals out of the room. Tom watches him slip the balled-up 
blue cellophane baggie* into his bulging pockets.

The paper Andrew was holding belongs to SUZY CARMICHAEL. 
Several copies of the Times lie naked in other residents’ 
cubbies. Only a few are still in their blue baggies. Baffled, 
Tom grabs his mail, and scrams.

INT. LIVING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Tom’s mail is mostly coupons targeted at Senior Citizens. 

But... nestled in the junk, is a folded NOTE*. It reads:

57 WATER STREET

He stares at it, his expression unreadable.

INT. SHOWER

Tom in the geriatric shower, with handrails along the sides.

INT. APARTMENT. EVENING

CLOSE on Tom in a tuxedo, tying a bow-tie in the mirror. 

CLOSE on Tom slipping his feet into tuxedo shoes. 

CLOSE on a comb running through his soft blond hair.

The last thing he does is slip the note reading “57 WATER 
STREET” into his jacket pocket.

INT. 3RD FLOOR LANDING

Waiting for the elevator, he stops to read a plaque on the 
door opposite his own:

ANDREW FLEMING

DACHSHUND RESCUE ASSOCIATION OF NEW YORK CITY

PRESIDENT

18.



Shaking his head, he takes the stairs.

EXT. CENTRAL PARK ZOO. EVENING

A line of yellow taxis has formed at the entrance to the 
Central Park Zoo. It’s all lit up for the event. 

CLOSE UPS of high-heeled feet stepping daintily out of taxis, 
James Bond-style, as a sea of 20-somethings arrives for the 
party, resplendent in the trappings of money and privilege.

Tom gets out of a taxi and walks toward the entrance. For a 
moment, we lose him in the crowd.

EXT. ZOO PARTY - MOMENTS LATER

We CLOSE in on Tom’s tortoiseshell-rimmed eyes, scanning the 
crowd. Then he sees her.

CELIA STIRLING. A modern incarnation of Daisy Buchanan, sweet 
and selfish. She’s surrounded by a group of hulking tuxedos.

HULK
---Dad says Recessions are like the 
Plague, only the strong survive. 

Tom breaks in.

CELIA
Oh my God, is it really you?

They hug.

CELIA (CONT’D)
You remember Grace.

It also turns out the square-jawed hulk, BRYCE is someone Tom 
knows. There’s a moment of surprise as worlds collide. 

BRYCE
Tom Archer, as I live and breathe.

Bryce is a classic alpha, like a long-lost Winklevoss. He has 
a great head of hair and an icy joviality about him. 

CELIA
This is crazy, how do you two know 
each other? 

TOM
We both went to Browning, before I 
moved to Connecticut. 

COTTON
How funny.

GRACE
What a small world. 
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BRYCE
How about you guys?

Tom and Celia each look at each other, deciding who is going 
to answer. Their slight hesitation tells Bryce what he needs 
to know: that they used to hook up. Celia plays it safe.

CELIA
Tom and I both went to Devon 
actually.

BRYCE
Oh, I didn’t know you went to 
Devon? I went to Deerfield.

GRACE
Oh, d’you know Augie Van Trier? 

BRYCE
Get out, I lived with him for two 
years!

GRACE
He’s like, one of my best friends.

CELIA
How funny, it’s such a small world.

A brief pause in the conversation as everyone relishes having 
placed each other in social context.

TOM
Should we go check out the animals?

BRYCE
I’ve actually got to get back.

GRACE
(looking around)

Oh reaaally?

BRYCE
Yeah, a family friend just moved to 
the city so I’m showing her around.

He winks conspiratorially. They watch him rejoin a SPORTY 
BRUNETTE, playing the perfect gentleman. 

GRACE
(sotto voce)

Who is that girl?

CELIA
I have no idea. 
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EXT. POLAR BEAR HABITAT

Grace is pressed up against the glass tank. 

GRACE
I don’t see anything!

Tom and Celia walk along the path.

TOM
Your voice sounds different. 

CELIA
(delighted)

How awful! I hope I haven’t picked 
up an accent.

TOM
Are you happy to be back in the 
States?

CELIA
(vaguely)

Oh, happy and sad. 

Celia and Tom come across a sign post.

TOM
“Gus, the Central Park Zoo’s last 
beloved polar bear, died in August 
at the age of 27.” Yikes. 

CELIA
Oh no... Grace! The bears are dead.

GRACE
What?? Is that what this benefit is 
for? To buy a new bear?

TOM
I hope not, there aren’t that many 
polar bears left in the wild.

CELIA
But this empty tank is so sad...

(They share a little moment, the kind their relationship is 
made up of. Little moments, a few inevitable make-outs.)

BRYCE (O.S.)
You guys, come look at these 
penguins!

Celia perks up at the sound of his voice. Bryce’s date is 
nowhere to be found.
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EXT. PENGUIN HABITAT

It’s that time of night; the DJ puts on EMPIRE STATE OF MIND, 
and the drunk crowd eats it up. 

Bryce & Co. are gawking at the penguins through the glass.

ALICIA KEYS
Concrete jungle where dreams are 
MADE of...

Amid the fake rocks illuminated by neon party lights, neither 
Man nor Penguin looks natural in this habitat. 

BRYCE
(to a friend)

Bro, that penguin’s tux is putting 
your piece-of-shit suit to shame.

BRO
(to a penguin)

Hey, hey, is that Brooks Brothers, 
bro?

Everyone’s laughing uproariously. Penguins! Tuxedoes!

ALICIA KEYS
Let's hear it for New York, New 
York, New York---

EXT. SIDEWALK - LATER

The party is over. People are piling into cabs.

Bryce is regaling them with a story, Celia holds onto his arm 
“for balance” while she messes with the strap of her heel.

BRYCE
...So then Pete’s like, “Officer, 
you seem like a reasonable guy...”

A hoot of wild laughter diverts Tom’s attention to a cluster 
of PUNK HOODRATS across the street. He watches them, almost 
wistfully for a moment too long... 

CELIA (O.C.)
Tim-Tom! Come on, we’re all going 
to B-Bar!

Bryce has a cab door open, and she’s getting in. Tom makes a 
split-second decision. 

TOM
I’m going to catch you guys later. 

CELIA
You’re not coming?
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BRYCE
(slamming the door)

Alright, buddy. Let’s grab lunch at 
Melons sometime.

Tom watches the cab pull away, Celia’s laugh trailing off. He 
hails an old beat-up cab hurtling down the block. 

INT. CAB - CONTINUOUS

TOM
57 Water Street.

Yellow street-lamps fly by at regular intervals. Drab Jersey 
lights glitter on the Hudson river. The eerie neon brightness 
of the city night.

INT. NEW YORK CITY BUILDING. NIGHT

A silent raw space in a big downtown skyscraper.

Tom approaches rings the doorbell. Waiting, he stares into a 
surveillance camera mounted on the wall. He begins to think 
coming here may have been impulsive. But then...

THE DOOR SWINGS OPEN and a RUSH OF PARTY NOISE fills the air.

Morgan’s at the door on a skateboard in a navy velvet tuxedo.

Over his shoulder the apartment is suffused with a magical 
light, a glittering party is in full swing. 

MORGAN
Come in, come in.

Tom steps in, the door CLOSES in our faces, shutting us out 
for a painful silent moment...

INT. 57 WATER STREET - LISKULA’S LOFT. 

...But then we’re in, CLOSE on Tom and Morgan clinking whisky 
tumblers, the ambient party all around them.

TOM
(re: Morgan’s tux)

What’s with the---

MORGAN
Oh, I had a feeling you’d end up 
here. And you never want to be the 
only guest in black tie.

Tom is impressed. (How did Morgan know he’d be in black tie?)
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Cigarette smoke hangs in the air. Beautiful women, chatting 
in medleys of accents and languages, entwined with stylish 
ironical men on colorful sofas. 

LOOMING on the walls are enormous black and white photographs 
of the same beautiful face. It’s a strong face; Native 
American cheekbones and a long straight nose under a crop of 
blonde hair. (This is LISKULA’s face.)

TOM
(re: photos)

Who’s that?

MORGAN
Liskula. 

TOM
Who?

MORGAN
LISS-kew-la. This is her place. How 
was wherever you were?

TOM
Oh, it was fine.. Although I’m 
starting to think everyone I know 
might be an asshole.

MORGAN
Most people are. But the good thing 
about being surrounded by riff-raff 
is it makes it easier to spot the 
gems.

He holds up his glass.

TOM
To not being assholes, I guess. 

They cheers.

TOM (CONT’D)
What’s your tattoo? Sorry, if it’s 
personal...

MORGAN
It is personal, but you don’t have 
to be sorry.

He shows him. It’s a thin, U-shaped line, like a parenthesis.

MORGAN (CONT’D)
It’s a Cheshire Cat grin.

(Tom looks blank)
The Cheshire Cat is like, Alice’s 
guide through Wonderland, except as 
they go along, the cat slowly 
disappears until all that’s left...
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(he grins maniacally)
...is its grin.

TOM
That’s really cool.

MORGAN
Ehh. I got it a whiiile back. 
Tattoos are stupid. 

A larger-than-life athlete squeezes by them, acknowledges 
Morgan. Tom stares after him, star-struck. 

TOM
Holy shit, was that...? 

MORGAN
Yeah, good guy.

TOM
How do you know him? Where are we?? 
Is this Real Life? 

Morgan pours him another drink. 

MORGAN
You’re funny.

LATER, ON A MODERN WHITE SOFA

Tom is laughing with a group, sitting next to The Athlete.

A girl is draped on Morgan’s lap. Suddenly, she TENSES, and 
SLINKS AWAY without a word.

Tom looks around, then up: LISKULA has appeared. 

She is standing over them behind the sofa. 

First we see her UPSIDE DOWN. Then RIGHT SIDE UP.

She’s striking, ten years older than in the pictures. But 
what grabs your eye is a long scar* running from the corner 
of her mouth up to her eye. It gives her lip a slight curl, 
almost a sneer. 

When she speaks, her voice is raspy, slightly accented.

LISKULA
(to Morgan)

I need to steal you away.

Morgan leaps up.

LISKULA (CONT’D)
Mordechai Minsky is here. He wants 
to meet you.
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With a wink at Tom, Morgan follows her away. 

EXT. SIDEWALK DOWNTOWN - DAWN

Morgan and Tom are stumbling down the street, laughing.

TOM
LISSSSSSKULAAAAAA!!! How do you 
know her? What’s her deal?? 

Morgan considers Tom for a moment before answering.

MORGAN
She was a big model in the 90s.

TOM
What’s up with that scar??

MORGAN
A pretty big-time producer busted a 
bottle of vodka on her face at 
Studio 54, split it wide open.

He throws a beer bottle into the gutter, where it SHATTERS. 
Tom cringes.

TOM
Jesus Christ, on purpose??

MORGAN
Probably not by accident.

TOM
Yikes. That sucks.

MORGAN
Yeah, well the silver lining is she 
had it insured... for a casual 
couple million dollars.

TOM
Her face?

MORGAN
Yeah. And after she sued the guy, 
she ended up way better off than if 
she’d kept modeling in the first 
place. 

TOM
That’s fucking crazy.

MORGAN
That’s New York. It has its own 
logic. It’s unreal.
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The sun is rising between the sky-scrapers. All around them, 
sunlight is flooding in, basking the gray city in warm light.

EXT. GRACIE SQUARE. DAY 

MORGAN
See, things are never really what 
they seem. If you’re paying 
attention.

The doorman next door is loading Louis Vuitton luggage into a 
black car. A MIDDLE-AGED HUSBAND sends his wife off with a 
kiss. 

MORGAN (V.O.)
Like, Vinny over there is a 
concierge for a well-known escort 
service.

The HUSBAND smiles at the doorman, VINNY as he heads back in. 

EXT. GRACIE SQUARE. NIGHT

MORGAN (V.O.)
He’s very discreet. He even 
disables the security cameras when 
he works the night-shift.

Vinny holds the door for what is clearly an ESCORT, heading 
into the Zeckendorf Tower under the cover of night.

EXT. GRACIE SQUARE. DAY 

An ATTRACTIVE PREGNANT WOMAN brushes past them into 9 Gracie.

MORGAN
That’s Brigitte Fielding. Her 
husband’s way older, he’s one of 
those Doctors Without Borders so 
he’s never around. There’s no way 
that baby is his.

(smirking)
It isn’t mine either, I swear.

TOM
How about that guy? What’s his 
story? 

Andrew and the dachshunds are out for a walk.

MORGAN
(shrugging)

Your guess is as good as mine.
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INT. THE LAW OFFICES OF BARTHOLOMEW BARTHOLOMEW & SONS. DAY

Tom is sitting across a desk from BART, the Archer family’s 
long-time lawyer.

BART
Boys will be boys, and that sort of 
thing. A little irresponsible 
spending is to be expected.

Bart’s blissfully oblivious to how much his chummy smile 
looks like a leer. 

BART (CONT’D)
But I must press upon you that your 
parents are spread rather thin at 
the moment, financially.

He pauses significantly, pressing his fingertips together.

TOM
Well, do you think I should sell 
the apartment?

BART
Gracious, no. No. My suggestion 
would be for you to find a job.

INT. LIVING ROOM. DAY

Tom is sitting with a box of stationery open in front of him, 
staring out the window into space. 

“Dear Mr. Brennerman, Thank you so much for meeting with me”

The table is littered with previous attempts, half-written 
note-cards ruined and discarded. 

Idly, he puts the pen to his own wrist and draws a thin U 
shape, like a parenthesis, Morgan’s tattoo, the Cheshire Cat 
grin.

Almost immediately---

A DISTINCTIVE KNOCK PATTERN AT THE DOOR*

Tom drops the pen and jumps up. Stares at his wrist. Looks at 
the door. FUCK. He dashes to the bathroom---

INT. BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS

He’s scrubbing furiously but the black ink is just spreading.

A DISTINCTIVE KNOCK PATTERN AT THE DOOR*
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TOM
Fuck! Motherfucker. Just a 
second!!!

He spots a faded silk bathrobe hanging on a hook over the 
door and throws it on. No. He looks insane and the sleeves 
don’t even cover his wrists.

He goes tearing out of the bathroom in search of something 
else, ripping off the robe as he goes.

INT. DOORWAY - MOMENTS LATER

TOM
(breathless)

Hey!

Morgan is wearing dark sunglasses and safari-style combat 
boots, staring at Tom through a pair of vintage binoculars, a 
cigarette hanging out of the corner of his mouth.

MORGAN
Come on, we’re going on Safari.

EXT. STOOP - LATER

Morgan extends a pack of cigarettes to Tom, who hesitates.

TOM
Oh, what the hell.

He takes one. Morgan lights it. They lean back. Morgan 
surveys the block with his binoculars.

TOM (CONT’D)
So, what do you do exactly?

Morgan puts the binoculars down.

MORGAN
What do you mean, what do I do?

TOM
I mean... it’s 3 PM on a weekday. 
It’s a fair question.

MORGAN
What do you do?

TOM
Nothing. I need to get my shit 
together. What about you?

MORGAN
Oh, this and that. I need to be 
free.

29.



The way he says it, there’s a hardness to it, a bitterness 
that doesn’t invite a response. He puts his cigarette out. 

MORGAN (CONT’D)
The conventional workday is a thing 
of the past, anyway. Bureaucracy, 
habit, routine... that shit’s the 
death of innovation.

TOM
Yeah? You got any million-dollar-
ideas? I wouldn’t be opposed to 
getting rich quick.

MORGAN
I was working on a thing with a 
buddy of mine, but it fell through. 
But I got other projects in the 
works.

TOM
Gotcha.

MORGAN
And if all else fails, I’ll just 
move to India and play the white 
villain in Bollywood movies.

TOM
Sounds like a rock-solid plan.

At this moment, over A DISTANT SCHOOL-BELL, the wooden doors 
open on the red-brick school-building, a flood of schoolgirls 
rushes out, chattering excitedly. 

TOM (CONT’D)
Let the Schoolgirl Safari begin.

He takes the binoculars from Morgan. Morgan grins, tilts his 
head back, HOWLS the opening line of “The Circle of Life.”

MORGAN
Naaaants ingonyaaaaa---

FROM TOM’S POV THROUGH THE BINOCULARS, a cluster of girls in 
short skirts sneaks glances at the boys. One girl, EMMA, tall 
and blonde, stands out.

MORGAN (CONT’D)
I would hit that.

TOM
You’re insane.

MORGAN
What’s insane is that society 
places restrictions on natural 
human behavior. 
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Evolutionarily speaking, high 
school girls are fertile, and 
they’re thirsty.

Just then, to a flurry of giggles, Emma breaks rank.

MORGAN (CONT’D)
Oh shiiiit... 

TOM
This is so wrong.

EMMA
Hey, do you guys have a lighter we 
can borrow?

MORGAN
We sure do.

Emma’s friends tentatively approach.

MORGAN (CONT’D)
I’m Morgan; this is my business 
associate, Tom.

Rachel is plain, but NATALIE is small and pretty.

TOM
Hi.

Emma pulls out a J.

EMMA
Any idea where we can smoke this?

MORGAN
Lucky for you, Tom actually lives 
right up there.

TOM
Unbelievable.

The girls confer silently. Rachel doesn’t look convinced.

EMMA
Yeah, okay.

INT. ELEVATOR - MOMENTS LATER

NATALIE
You guys aren’t like, rapists, 
right?

MORGAN
We most definitely are.
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TOM
(cutting in)

We most definitely are NOT.

INT. LIVING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

TOM
Sorry... It smells kind of weird in 
here...

Morgan shoots him a quizzical look, like, ‘why the fuck would 
you say that, of all things.’

MORGAN
... Welcome, welcome. Make 
yourselves right at home.

TOM
(sidebar, hissing)

Remind me why this going down in my 
apartment?

MORGAN
Well, there’s only one way to gain 
entry to the Attic. And I’m almost 
positive you would not be willing 
to do what it takes.

The girls are awkwardly sitting on the sofa, looking around.

 TOM
(chipper, brotherly)

So, you guys are in high school??

RACHEL
We’re seniors.

TOM
That’s exciting.

EMMA
Yeah, but I’m like, so over it.

RACHEL
All the guys in our grade are 
really lame. 

Morgan puts on MUSIC, and moon-walks effortlessly over.

EMMA
Yeah, like, really immature.

NATALIE
I’m so ready for college.

EMMA
Same.

32.



They pass the J around. Thick white smoke hovers in the air.

TOM
You know, I went to Browning for 
lower school.

RACHEL
Really?? My brother goes there.

EMMA
See, Rach? They’re not total 
randos!

TOM
It’s a small world, right?

NATALIE
More like a thin upper crust.

Something unexpectedly cynical in her tone makes Tom look.

TOM
What’s your name again?

NATALIE
Natalie. 

“SEMI-CHARMED LIFE” by Third Eye Blind comes on.

TOM
Yesss, amazing pick!

MORGAN
Right? A little high school 
throwback of our own.

Morgan jumps up and disappears into the kitchen.

TOM
This song is a classic. 

The girls don’t know it, but aren’t about to admit it. 

Just in time for the first chorus, Morgan slides back into 
the room, singing his heart out into a half-empty bottle of 
vodka like a microphone.

MORGAN
I want something else / To get me 
through this...

Tom jumps up and joins in. 

TOM AND MORGAN
Semi-charmed kind-of life. / Baby, 
baby, I want something else.
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They are crooning to each other. It’s dazzling; it’s 
enchanting; it’s infectious. The girls are transfixed, 
laughing, high.

TOM AND MORGAN (CONT’D)
I’m not listening when you say / 
Goodbyeeeeeeeeeee

After giving the falsetto their most earnest attempt, they 
dissolve into laughter on the “doo doo doos,” surprised at 
themselves, triumphant.

EMMA
(nodding down the hall to 
Tom’s bedroom)

What’s back there?

MORGAN
Narnia. Want to explore?

As if under a spell, Emma follows him into the shadows. 

RACHEL
Well, that’s happening.

She and Natalie giggle. Tom splashes some vodka into three of 
Nana’s porcelain teacups, tops them off with juice.

NATALIE
Oh my God, I’m so high.

RACHEL
(chortling)

Me too.

TOM
Are you okay?

He hands her a teacup. They all sit on the floor. 

NATALIE
Yeah, I’m just kind of bugging.

TOM
Like, paranoid?

NATALIE
Yeah. And like, time feels weird?

TOM
It helps to remember that you did 
this to yourself, you know? You 
wanted to feel different, and now 
you do. Know what I mean?

NATALIE
Totally. I never thought about it 
like that before.
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They hold a lingering look a moment too long.

TOM
So... are they okay in there?

NATALIE
What, Emma? She’s fine. 

RACHEL
(lying down, her legs in 
the air like a beetle on 
its back)

She’s totally prude.

Tom raises his teacup to this. An irresistible ELECTROSWING 
BEAT kicks in (like “Booty Swing” by Parov Stelar.)

We linger on Natalie bringing the teacup to her lips and 
taking a sip... her stoned sleepy eyelids... the irresistible 
cliché of her schoolgirl uniform and long high school hair.

FROLIC INTERLUDE - ET IN ARCADIA EGO

Vivid scenes, bright colors, everything turnt up.

EXT. CENTRAL PARK - AUTUMN AFTERNOON

Tom and Morgan smoking cigarettes. It starts to rain. 
Laughing, they run for cover.

INT. HAYDEN PLANETARIUM AT THE NATURAL HISTORY MUSEUM 

Wearing 3D glasses, their seats leaned all the way back, they 
stare, high, in wonder, at the domed ceiling.

FROM THEIR POV, LOOKING UP, galaxies and asteroids hurtle by. 

A faraway speck is revealed to be Earth, turning on its axis.

EXT. 9 GRACIE STOOP. WINTRY FALL AFTERNOON

Cold wind whips through the sparse trees, howling. Bundled 
up, Tom and Morgan smoke countless cigarettes, chatting.

Brigitte Fielding (formerly pregnant) maneuvers a baby-
carriage down the stairs alone.

On either side of 9 Gracie, the Zeckendorf Doormen solemnly 
stand guard, not breaking character for a second.

Suzy Carmichael picks her way up the stairs with pursed lips, 
pointedly avoiding the cigarette butts on the ground.
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INT. RAVE

Amid streaking neon lights, Tom and Morgan are rolling on 
molly, veins bulging in their necks, absorbed in the beat.

EXT. NATURAL HISTORY MUSEUM - TWILIGHT

As they push through the museum doors, they find the city 
blanketed in the first winter snowfall. 

A few yellow cabs pick their way through the snow by the glow 
of street-lamps. The scene feels hallowed, sacred, sublime.

INT. LATE-NITE DINER. WEE HOURS 

MORGAN
Okay but think about it, I’d make a 
killing over there because how many 
white actors are there in India? 

TOM
Probably not that many.

MORGAN
Exactly! So what do you think of 
Gregor MacGregor? For my stage 
name.

TOM
I don’t know, it kind of sounds 
like a character from Roger Rabbit.

MORGAN
You mean Peter Rabbit.

TOM
Whatever.

MORGAN
No. MISTER Macgregor got robbed by 
a bunny rabbit in a blue blazer. 
GREGOR MacGregor was this totally 
underrated con-man in the eighteen-
hundreds, who convinced all these 
people to give him money to buy an 
island that doesn’t even exist.

TOM
Fuck Bollywood, that is how you get 
rich quick.

MORGAN
Right? I mean, aside from the 
illegality aspect, you just have to 
respect that kind of 
entrepreneurship.
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TOM
Oh, absolutely.

INT. DOWN-AND-DIRTY BOXING GYM. DAY 

Tom and Morgan are in the ring, their COACH is straight out 
of Central Casting, complete with a tank top and hairy chest.

Morgan takes a serious SWING at Tom, who dodges it in 
surprise. The tone shifts. They’re opponents now. 

They circle each other. Tom takes a CRACK at Morgan’s head, 
and knocks him over. 

Morgan licks at the trickle of blood on his lip. He breaks 
into a crooked-grin, his teeth are orange, bloody. 

Eyes locked on Tom, Morgan gets up. Gloves up. It’s on.

EXT. BAR. NIGHT - INTERLUDE

TOM
God, I need to stop smoking so many 
cigarettes. 

MORGAN
Why??

TOM
They’re fucking bad for you. 

MORGAN
But they’re soo cool though...

They laugh, because it’s kind of true. Morgan just looks so 
cool smoking his cigarette, cradling it deep in his knuckle 
joint, like he’s the fucking Marlboro Man. 

TOM
You ever try those e-cigarettes?

MORGAN
Nah, shit’s whack. Totally defeats 
the purpose. 

TOM
Which is what, an untimely death?

MORGAN
Ideally. I mean, look-- I respect 
them for disrupting the market, 
shaking shit up for Big Tobacco. 
And maybe I’m just fucking gritty, 
but I feel like the fact that it 
kills me is why it feels so good.
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TOM
Freud would have a field day with 
that.

Morgan knows who Freud is obviously, but doesn’t really get 
this reference, so he just smokes his cigarette calmly.

TOM (CONT’D)
Maybe we should bring it back.

MORGAN
Smoking? Are we sure it ever left?

TOM
No, listen. We could start a luxury 
cigarette brand, and market it 
like, because smoking is dangerous. 

MORGAN
I like that. We could call them 
“Rich & Slims”.

TOM
“Suicide Skinnies.”

MORGAN
This is a million-dollar-idea, you 
little shit! Go really retro with 
the ads, just a hot girl with a 
gold-tipped cigarette in her mouth.

TOM
Except I don’t really think it’s 
hot when girls smoke cigarettes.

MORGAN
Psh, you just don’t know any hot 
girls.

TOM
I know a lot of hot girls!

MORGAN
No. The sorority chicks you’re 
thinking about are cute. Hot is a 
totally different animal. And if 
you don’t think it’s hot when girls 
smoke cigarettes, then you don’t 
know what the fuck you’re talking 
about. 

TOM
I take it you think you know a lot 
of hot girls.

MORGAN
(shrugging)

I’m just saying. 
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When I see a Russian model in 
lipstick sucking on a cigarette, I 
know it’s hot.

TOM
Alright, I mean, I rest my case. 
I’m definitely not hanging out with 
as many fifteen-year-old Russian 
models as you are.

MORGAN
Who said anything about them being 
fifteen??

TOM
I know you were thinking it.

MORGAN
I guess you’re right... That does 
sound hot.

They set off jovially down the street.

EXT. 9 GRACIE SQUARE. WINTER NIGHT

FROM OUTSIDE, the lit windows of 9 Gracie Square offer little 
vistas into the apartments.

We see BRIGITTE FIELDING bouncing a crying baby on her hip.

TWO DACHSHUNDS are curled up in the window on the 3rd floor.

ONE WINDOW OVER, the boys are up late, getting high, 
scribbling on yellow legal pads.

A LIGHT FLICKS ON IN THE APARTMENT ABOVE, 4B. Suzy Carmichael 
appears, grumpy in a nightgown.

Moments later, THE FRONT DOOR OPENS, and Suzy comes out in 
slippers. She starts HAMMERING something up.

Next door, a portly UNIFORMED MAID steps out, taking Zelda 
Zeckendorf’s SHIH-TZUS for a walk. As she passes the DOORMAN, 
he breaks character... 

...and winks.

INT. APARTMENT 3B LIVING ROOM. COLD LIGHT OF DAY

Tom is waking up on the sofa among the debris of several late-
night binges. The apartment is a mess. 

Morgan enters, looking surprisingly dignified in Nana’s silk 
robe.
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MORGAN
(shaking a pill bottle)

Just found the stash in the 
bathroom.

TOM
Yeah, right? Quite the inheritance.

MORGAN
The old lady was a bigger baller 
than I gave her credit for.

Tom is at the window, scanning the street with Morgan’s 
binoculars.

TOM
I keep forgetting that you knew 
her.

THROUGH THE BINOCULARS, Tom follows a girl in a schoolgirl 
uniform out the doors and across the street. It’s NATALIE.

MORGAN
(popping the bottle open)

Who?

TOM
My grandmother.

MORGAN
Oh. Well, I didn’t really know her. 
One time, she got in the elevator 
and I was like, “wait up!” and I 
saw her jabbing at the “Door Close” 
button so I wouldn’t make it in. 

He laughs at the memory.

TOM
Sounds like her. She didn’t talk to 
my dad for like ten years after he 
married my mom.

ON THE STREET, Natalie is furiously texting on her phone, 
absorbed in some private drama. Tom watches her idly. 

MORGAN
But I’m not saying she was a bad 
person. You can’t judge people.

TOM
Can’t you though? 

MORGAN
No. You can never really know 
anyone.
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ON THE STREET, Natalie wipes an angry hot tear off her cheek, 
her arms folded protectively against the cold. 

MORGAN (CONT’D)
(joking)

Until you walk two moons in their 
shoes, my son.

He hands Tom a pill. Tom puts down the binoculars, pops it.

TOM
Yeah, yeah. Namaste, motherfucker.

EXT. STOOP. DAY

A sign has been hammered up on the stoop: 

NO SMOKING 

NO LOITERING

Morgan lights a cigarette and takes a seat. 

MORGAN
Suzy, that sad old bitch. 

TOM
This is bad.

MORGAN
She’s all up in my shit. Bangs on 
the ceiling whenever I play music. 
And I swear she fucks with my mail.

TOM
I don’t want to get on anyone’s bad 
side.

MORGAN
That’s no way to live.

He holds up the pack, teasing.

MORGAN (CONT’D)
Do you dare? 

Rolling his eyes, Tom lights one.

TOM
I’ve been having these crazy stress 
dreams. Like last night, I’m late 
for a Spanish exam, but I don’t 
even know where the room is because 
I’ve skipped every class. 

MORGAN
How very Freudian of you.
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TOM
I need to figure my shit out.

MORGAN
Well, I’ve been thinking. I know 
the perfect investor for our little 
venture.

(off Tom’s blank look)
Suicide Slims, idiot. 

TOM
For real?

MORGAN
Yeah, for Real. This guy, Mordechai 
Minsky. He’s like the underground 
Warren Buffet, basically.

TOM
Set it up!

MORGAN
Well, that’s the thing. He’s 
literally impossible to get a hold 
of unless he wants to be found.

TOM
What, why??

MORGAN
I don’t know, his family escaped 
from the USSR or some shit. He’s 
mad paranoid, obsessed with trust.

TOM
How d’you know this guy?

MORGAN
I’ve only met him once.

Tom gives Morgan a sidelong look. 

TOM
You reading Freud now?

MORGAN
I dabble.

INT. SUBWAY PLATFORM. DAY

Tom and Morgan are running to catch the train.

Just before the doors close, Morgan lunges, throws his arm 
out and squeezes between them in the nick of time. 

The doors shut. Tom is left behind.
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For one surprised moment, they gape at each other through the 
window, as if they’ll never find each other again.

Then the train rattles away, carrying Morgan with it, howling 
with silent laughter in the graffitied window.

CYNTHIA (V.O. - BRIDGING)
(foggy)

Kiddies, how ‘bout you go explore.

INT. APARTMENT 3B LIVING ROOM. - FLASHBACK / NIGHTMARE

Tom and Imogen are children, running gratefully away after 
being excused from the grown-up conversation.

GHOSTLY PEALS OF CHILDREN’S LAUGHTER

INT. HALL - FLASHBACK / NIGHTMARE

Tom and Imogen have thrown open the double doors of the 
wardrobe in the hall*. 

Tom presses his face into the rows of furs hanging inside.

INT. CLOSET - DARK

Nestled among the furs, Tom and Imogen eavesdrop on their 
parents.

NANA (O.S.)
She’s trying to bleed me dry!

CYNTHIA (O.S.)
Christ, not this again.

TOMMY (O.S.)
Mother, calm down---

SUDDENLY the doors are thrown wide, light floods in.

FRANCINE, the old black maid, is glaring in at them-- her 
gray hair pulled back tightly; her stern face unsympathetic.

FRANCINE
What are you doing in here? These 
things don’t belong to you.

Tom looks down at his hands, which are suddenly covered in 
DARK RED BLOOD. 

He looks down at his feet. The wardrobe itself is bleeding, 
bright red blood pooling on the floor.
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INT. BEDROOM. NIGHT - BACK TO PRESENT

Tom sits bolt upright in a cold sweat panic. Breathing hard, 
he flops back down.

INT. CAROLINE’S COMEDY CLUB. NIGHT

Under a banner proclaiming “OPEN MIC NIGHT”, Denny’s sweating 
his way through a series of impressions. They’re actually not 
bad, but the effect isn’t funny.

A large crew of BLUE-BUTTON-DOWNS is taking up the tables, 
annoying the regulars with their boisterous fratty laughter.

Tom ENTERS late, sneaks in the back.

DENNY
(qua Christopher Walken)

Your dad hid this watch in the one 
place he knew he could hide 
something: his ass.

We may notice something is different about Tom. Maybe it’s 
his new jeans. But maybe it’s something else, something more 
intangible. Something more Morgan.

Whatever it is, a SPORTY BRUNETTE standing next to him in the 
back has noticed. They make eye-contact, smile shyly. 

TOM
(whispers)

How late am I?

BRUNETTE
I was late too. I came straight 
from work...

She gestures apologetically to her drab conservative outfit. 
Tom steals another look at her, he’s seen her before... 

DENNY (O.C.)
Five long years, he wore this watch 
up his ass.

He remembers. It’s BRYCE’S DATE from the Zoo Party. The 
family friend; the ultimate Good-Girl.

TOM
Have we met? I’m Tom. 

BRUNETTE
I don’t think so? I’m Katie.

They shake hands. Tom looks her up and down deliberately.

TOM
So where do you work? The Morgue?
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KATIE
Ha, not too far off... Sotheby’s.

Applause, applause; it’s over. Tom and Katie clap politely.

KATIE (CONT’D)
I think everyone’s going to a happy 
hour after this...

TOM
Ehhh... I think I’m going to flee 
the scene. I said I’d meet a friend 
downtown. 

She looks disappointed. He loves it.

TOM (CONT’D)
But listen, let me get your number. 
I happen to have recently inherited 
a large collection of antiques.
I could actually use your 
professional expertise.

KATIE
Oh, really?

TOM
Yeah, maybe you could come by 
sometime. Tell me it’s all 
worthless.

KATIE
Totally! That’d be fun. 

They swap numbers. He touches her arm, saunters out. Boom.

INT. 205 CLUB. NIGHT

Tom joins Morgan at 205, an underground hip-hop den on the 
Lower East Side. The clientele is chic, mostly black, smoking 
joints in the open.

AT THE BAR, Tom and Morgan press drinks on a group of single 
ladies, who grudgingly have to admit that these white boys 
are kinda fun.

EXT. 205 CLUB. 4 AM

Morgan is negotiating with a shifty guy on the corner, while 
Tom hangs back.

MORGAN
I have bad news and good news. He 
doesn’t have any weed.
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TOM
What’s the good news?

MORGAN
He does have crack. 

TOM
Okayyy. Thanks but no thanks.

MORGAN
Have you ever tried it?

TOM
Um, no. Have you??

MORGAN
On two occasions, both memorable.

TOM
I don’t think I know anyone who has 
actually smoked crack. 

MORGAN
(sardonic)

Then you ain’t from Indiana, boy.

As he deliberately puts his cigarette out with his boot, a 
dark shadow crosses his face.

TOM
Are you??

MORGAN
(distracted)

What? 

TOM
From Indiana...?

MORGAN
Oh, yeah. Sort of.

A slightly uncomfortable silence falls.

MORGAN (CONT’D)
(all traces of ill-humor 
gone)

Come on, let’s go somewhere. I hate 
being nowhere when the bars close. 
Makes me want to kill myself. 

CUT TO:

EXT. XANADU - ESTABLISHING

“Somewhere” turns out to be a dingy S&M strip club, marked 
only by a crackling neon sign reading “XANADU.”
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INT. XANADU. GOD-KNOWS-WHEN

Over a shot of a goth stripper with a ball-gag in her mouth:

MARK (V.O. - BRIDGING)
So, Tom, whatcha been up to since 
graduation?

INT. MCKINSEY & CO OFFICE. DAY

In a corporate office like nothing so much as a cavernous 
beige spaceship, Tom is sitting across from MARK, Imogen’s 
fiancé. (Mark’s a big pink baby of a man in his mid-30s.)

MARK
Obviously Imogen’s told me a bit, 
but, in your words.

TOM 
I mean, this and that.

MARK
I guess a better question is what 
are you looking for?

TOM
I honestly have no idea.

MARK
It’s not a trick question...

After a longish pause, Mark leans in and says kindly:

MARK (CONT’D)
Look, I want to help you. But if I 
I got you in a room with someone 
and you looked at them all blank, 
like you’re looking at me? It’d be 
embarrassing for both of us. 

Tom lets this sink in.

MARK (CONT’D)
Take some time. I’m more than happy 
to put in a call when you know what 
you’re looking for. 

INT. MCKINSEY ELEVATOR - LATER

As the elevator glides silently down, Tom and the handful of 
professionally dressed zombies all stare vacantly at the 
light indicating what floor they’re on. 41, 40, 39... 
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EXT. MIDTOWN. 

Tom bursts out into the midtown bustle, into the city noise.

Ahead, like an oasis in the desert, a BEN & JERRY’s.

EXT. BEN AND JERRY’S. 

Tom has acted on impulse and is savoring an ice cream cone. 
He licks it on the sidewalk, a comically pathetic figure. 

A group of tall exuberant young men in suits passes by. Tom 
locks eyes with Bryce, who doubles back.

BRYCE
You work around here?

TOM
Oh, no. Actually I was just over at 
McKinsey for a meeting... 

BRYCE
McKinsey? Good for you, bro.

TOM
Yeah... where do you work again?

BRYCE
Oh, I’m at Goldman. Hey, you seen 
much of Celia lately?

TOM
No, not lately... 

BRYCE
Me neither, I feel kind of bad. 
I’ve been working so much, I really 
don’t have time for anything else. 

TOM
Mmm. Yeah.

Tom suddenly feels self-conscious about the ice cream cone. 
His eyes flicker to Bryce’s friends, who are hanging back.

BRYCE
Well listen, man, it was great 
running into you again. Let’s get a 
drink this weekend.

TOM
Yeah, definitely. Sounds good. 

They shake hands. Tom gives a small nod to the other guys. As 
they start to walk away, Bryce says over his shoulder:
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BRYCE
You enjoy that ice cream.

Tom watches him go, equal parts humiliation and jealousy. 
It’s cold, he can see his breath billowing in the air. The 
ice cream cone has lost its magic. 

EXT. SIDEWALK - LATER

Tom is on his phone, pacing, waiting for someone to pick up.

TOM
Hey! Yeah, old school, right? It’s 
too cold to text.

(beat)
Listen, what are you up to? Like, 
right now.

INT. SUBWAY TUNNEL - ESTABLISHING

A sign pointing in two opposite directions, UPTOWN and 
DOWNTOWN. Tom goes DOWNTOWN. 

INT. LITTLE DOWNTOWN CAFE. AFTERNOON

Tom walks in to a cozy cafe and scans the room... Then he 
sees her. (Who?)

First we see a head of shiny blond hair... but Tom walks 
past, REVEALING... NATALIE, buried in a book at a two-top. 

She’s wearing a big black sweater. Chipped red nail-polish. 
She looks up, an amused smile playing on her lips.

TOM
Hi.

NATALIE
Hi.

They lock eyes over the table, and suddenly they’re in this 
together, co-conspirators. 

TOM
Sorry to just call you out of the 
blue.

NATALIE
Don’t be. I thought you must have 
just forgotten about me.

She runs a hand through her hair, flips it over to one side.

TOM
Far from it. 
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She blushes down into her mug, smiling.

TOM (CONT’D)
What are you reading?

It’s a deliciously dog-eared edition of The Love Song of J. 
Alfred Prufrock and Other Observations.

TOM (CONT’D)
Is it for school?

NATALIE
No, it’s my favorite poem. I’m  
kind of obsessed with T.S. Eliot.

He flips it open. There’s a big handwritten inscription on 
the title page.

TOM
This is a cool copy.

NATALIE
Thanks, my English teacher gave it 
to me actually.

TOM
Do you always carry it around? Or 
are you just trying to impress me?

NATALIE
That depends, are you impressed?

TOM
Kind of, actually.

NATALIE
Well... then both. 

They laugh, shyly. 

A waitress comes around and swaps their unlit candle for a 
lit one as the restaurant lights dim. It gets super romantic 
in there out of nowhere. 

They look at each other to see if the other has noticed the 
shift in “ambiance”, and both laugh, this time sincerely.

EXT. UNION SQUARE. NIGHT - LATER

They’re strolling through the park, the trees are lit up with 
white Christmas lights. 

NATALIE
So... why did you call me out of 
the blue?
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TOM
“Thin upper crust.”

NATALIE
What?

TOM
The day we met, I said something 
about it being a “small world”, and 
you said it’s just a thin upper 
crust. It was so true. The world is 
so big, you know? It just feels 
small if you don’t take any risks.

(She’s looking up at him, her big eyes wide and alert.)

TOM (CONT’D)
People think life is like, paint-by-
numbers. You graduate, get a job, 
get married... But none of that’s 
real, it’s all so cliché.

(He senses that he’s got her, and it spurs him on.)

TOM (CONT’D)
So, yeah, maybe it is fucked up, 
but I don’t care how old you are... 
You’re... awake, and that’s all 
that matters.

This is all too much for her sensitive teenage soul. 

She hurls herself at him. They make out with unholy abandon 
like they’re the only two people in the world.

EXT. 9 GRACIE. DAY

A pep in his step, a package under his arm, Tom gallantly 
holds the door for Andrew and the dachshunds on his way in.

INT. 9 GRACIE STAIRS

Whistling, Tom trots up the spiral stairs... BUMPS into 
MORGAN - who is coming down.

TOM
I was just coming to find you! 

MORGAN
I was going to find you!

TOM
I have a surprise!

MORGAN
I have big news. 

TOM
You go first.

MORGAN
You go first.
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They laugh, it’s one of those “same page” moments in 
friendship that really make you feel less alone in the world.

MORGAN (CONT’D)
Let’s debrief over a cigarette.

TOM
That’s a great idea. 

They head down the stairs. Morgan claps him on the shoulder.

MORGAN
Where the fuck have you been?

Off Tom’s smug sheepish face, we quick cut to:

INT. APARTMENT 3B LIVING ROOM. NIGHT - FLASHBACK

Tom and Natalie are furiously making out under the 
disapproving glares of the Archer family portraits. 

Natalie blindly pulls at his belt buckle.

TOM
Wait-wait, maybe we should just---

NATALIE
Shhh, shut up.

She unbuckles it. He shuts up.

EXT. STOOP

Tom is bashful, Morgan laughs. 

TOM
Anyway, check it. I got you 
something. 

It’s a box of business cards. Morgan pulls one out. It reads:

MORGAN DALEY

SUICIDE SLIMS

CO-PRESIDENT

TOM (CONT’D)
Let’s do this. Right? 

Morgan runs his long fingers gingerly across the black 
letters, embossed into the creamy paper.

MORGAN
You made these? They’re incredible.
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TOM
So what was your big news?

MORGAN
Oh... Only that while you were out 
banging schoolgirls, I got us a 
motherfucking meeting with 
Mordechai Minsky.

INT. SIDEWALK. DAY - WALK & TALK

TOM 
Schoolgirls really are the best of 
both worlds. Fantasy meets reality. 
She’s like, Lolita if Lolita had 
read Lolita, you know?

MORGAN
Yikes. The hunter becomes the 
hunted.

They go down into the subway.

INT. SUBWAY STATION

MORGAN
Okay, so. Liskula’s having a Bon 
Voyage party.

TOM
Where’s she going?

MORGAN
No, nowhere. It’s when you get a 
group together and everyone trips 
on acid.

INT. SUBWAY PLATFORM

TOM
I’m confused. What does Liskula 
having a “Bon Voyage party” have to 
do with Mordechai Minsky?

MORGAN
Oh, well... technically speaking, 
Mordechai’s a drug dealer.

TOM
Ah. There we go.
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INT. SUBWAY 

MORGAN
But he’s not your average drug 
dealer. He deals these super high-
end hallucinogens, botanicals and 
whatnot. There’s nothing else like 
it, no one knows where he gets it. 
Point being, he’s an entrepreneur, 
first and foremost.

He looks around, his whole face sparkling with delight.

MORGAN (CONT’D)
Check it. Liskula entrusted me with 
the hand-off.

He furtively unzips his backpack. Stacks on stacks of dollar-
dollar-bills. Tom gapes.

TOM
Jesus, should we just cut and run?

MORGAN
Trust me. An introduction to 
Mordechai Minsky is worth more than 
this fucking backpack.

INT. NARROW HALLWAY - LATER

A metal door in a pre-War building. Morgan pushes the buzzer. 

They glance at each other, a little apprehensive. 

MORGAN
Now, I don’t know the protocol. You 
don’t have anything weird on you, 
right? Like if they strip search 
us?

TOM
Is that going to happen??

MORGAN
I don’t know. I’m just thinking out 
loud here. Forget everything I told 
you about Mordechai. Whatever 
happens, just be cool. 

Suddenly OVER STATIC through the intercom, a VOICE rings out: 

VOICE (O.S.)
Yes?

MORGAN
(deliberately)

I am a person from Porlock.
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The door opens immediately. A mean-faced scrawny RUSKI in a 
white wife-beater grills them pretty hard. 

RUSKI
(re: Tom, heavy accent)

Who’s this guy?

MORGAN
This is my business associate, Tom.

RUSKI
(to Tom)

Who the FUCK are you, Guy??

TOM
I’m... a person... from... Porlock?

Luckily these appear to be magic words. The Ruski relaxes, 
and gestures for them to follow him in. 

INT. HALLWAY

He leads them down a hallway, stark white and minimalist. 

Abruptly the hallway ends in a cavernous open space.

INT. LIVING ROOM

An arresting collection of taxidermy* covers the white walls. 

Seated around a bearskin rug is an assortment of characters 
in a haze of smoke. Their presence feels mildly intrusive.

MORDECHAI stands up to greet them. Unexpectedly, he’s boyish, 
30s. Classic New Yorker: floppy Jewfro; canvas sneakers.

TOM
(eyeing the taxidermy)

Wow, this is an incredible place!

He introduces them lazily to the room.

MORDECHAI
Julian, Ezra. Keith and his boys, 
Kenroy and Justin. You probably 
know him as the rap artist Papoose.

Five slick dudes in flat-brims stone-face them by way of 
acknowledgment.

The Artist Formally Known as Papoose is sulkily sucking on an 
e-Cigarette, puffing little clouds of vapor.

(The Ruski stays behind, he’s a bodyguard of some kind.)
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MORDECHAI (CONT’D)
We were just about to test-drive 
this crazy hashish my boy brought 
back from Afghanistan. 

He sparks a joint. When it comes around to Tom, he coughs. 
Papoose snickers. 

MORDECHAI (CONT’D)
Careful, shit’s not your typical 
oregano. 

No, indeed not. As his heartbeat pulses WOM-WOM, WOM-WOM in 
his ears, Tom realizes with a sinking feeling that he’s about 
to get REALLY high.

Taxidermy faces leer down at him from the wall. 

An owl. A deer. A wolverine.... A HAIRLESS SPHINX CAT, 
perched improbably in a pair of gaping shark jaws.

Tom stares into the cat’s glowing blue eyes. Then down at his 
hands. But when he looks back, THE HAIRLESS CAT IS GONE.

TOM
Afghanistan, did you say?

MORDECHAI
Yeah, Afghanistan would have a 
booming economy if the so-called 
“free market” would stop cock-
blocking its competitors.

Tom spots the hairless cat across the room. It’s very much 
alive. Fixing him with its eerie blue gaze. It licks its paw, 
thoughtfully.

MORGAN
So you think everything should be 
legalized?

MORDECHAI
Look. My father’s a Biochemist. In 
the Old Country, they wanted him to 
make gases that make you bleed out 
your eyeballs til you die.

Tom blinks his own eyeballs several times

MORDECHAI (CONT’D)
So he comes to America, where he 
mixes chemicals that expand the 
consciousness; liquid happiness. 
All I’m saying is supply and demand 
is simpler than right and wrong.

MORGAN
I think I buy that.
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Suddenly, silently, the hairless cat LEAPS into Tom’s lap.

MORDECHAI
Should we get down to business?

Morgan hands him the backpack of cash. He tosses it to Ezra. 

MORDECHAI (CONT’D)
I don’t like to touch money.

Tom tries to nod understandingly, as he begins to explore 
petting the cat on his lap. It’s all skin and bones and no 
fur whatsoever.

MORDECHAI (CONT’D)
Looks like everything’s in order. 
Your girl Liskula drives a hard 
bargain.

Mordechai hands Morgan a tiny white paper bag. 

MORGAN
Does she ever.

MORDECHAI
She also mentioned you boys have a 
business proposition for me.

Tom and Morgan exchange glances.

MORGAN
Yeah. Tom and I have been working 
on developing a retro cigarette.

(with a glance at Papoose)
Sort of the Anti-E-Cig. Sorry, bro. 
But I just can’t take you seriously 
with that thing in your mouth. 

Morgan has taken a risk, but it pays off. Mordechai laughs, 
sincerely, looking at Morgan as if for the first time.

PAPOOSE
Yo, easy...

MORDECHAI
Oh shit, he’s maaad! No, so true, I 
don’t fuck with e-cigs. 

MORGAN
Right? Like, I don’t suck my thumb 
either.

Morgan hands him a business card.

MORDECHAI
Suicide Slims.
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MORGAN
(deflecting, modest)

It’s all Tom’s idea really. 

MORDECHAI
You came up with that?

Tom is taken by surprise. His mouth is so dry that his lip 
gets caught on his gum. 

MORGAN
Tom’s Ivy League.

Mordechai observes Tom.

MORDECHAI
Mmm.

(still watching Tom)
You know, I’ve never seen that cat 
bond with someone so quick. 

Everyone is staring at Tom now.

MORDECHAI (CONT’D)
I’m serious. Cats have good 
instincts, man. Especially my cats.

He contemplates Tom another minute.

MORDECHAI (CONT’D)
I’ll tell you what. Make me a 
prototype. I don’t know, ten, 
twenty cartons. If I can move them, 
we’re in business.

MORGAN
Fuck yeah!

Whaaat? Suddenly everyone’s handshaking.

MORDECHAI
Should we go out? My girl’s at the 
Soho House.

INT. SOHO HOUSE. NIGHT

Mordechai’s girl is an intimidating ride-or-die bad-bitch 
with tattoos, a nose-ring and a head of crazy curls. 

Morgan and Mordechai are becoming fast-friends. Tom checks 
his phone.

EXT. SOHO HOUSE. NIGHT

Tom bursts out of the dark Soho House, phone in hand.
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DOOR GIRL
You’re not leaving, are you?

TOM
Wouldn’t dream of it.

High on life and himself and crazy Afghan hash, he bounds out 
the door...

...Right in front of him, bathed in the yellow light of the 
street lamp, is CELIA STIRLING. 

Her blonde hair is like a halo. She’s sucking on a cigarette, 
all pouty lips and dramatic cheekbones. They lock eyes for a 
moment before recognizing each other in surprise.

As he steps toward her, the light shifts. Some of the glitter 
falls off her.

CELIA
Oh my god, hi. Thank God it’s you. 
I’m supposed to be meeting some 
friends from St. Andrews but I 
can’t get a hold of them---

TOM
(brandishing his phone)

There’s no service inside.

CELIA
Are you here for Giovanni’s thing? 
These bitches won’t let me in even 
though I’ve been here a million 
times... 

TOM
No, I’m with some business partners 
actually.

She pulls her fur collar around her neck, her teeth 
chattering. 

TOM (CONT’D)
Are you cold?

He gives her arms a confident rub; she willingly comes 
closer.

CELIA
I’m just so tired.

TOM
Do you want to get out of here?

She nods up at him, like a child. He flags down a cab.
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CELIA
(murmuring into his coat)

Tim-Tom... You were always the only 
one who---

(she hiccups)
---who wanted me no matter what.

Oof.

TOM
Okay. In you go.

CELIA
Where do you live again?

TOM
Gracie Square. But this cab’s going 
to take you home.

CELIA
You’re not coming?

TOM
I think it’s for the best.

He closes the door, and watches the cab pull away down the 
street, before turning decisively and heading the other way.

INT. METRO-NORTH TRAIN. DAY 

Tom sits at the window next to a bag with Natalie’s copy of 
The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock*.

SHOT OF THE TITLE PAGE, where a signature is scrawled in a 
loose, writerly script.

Tom looks close at it: “J.R. CLEMSON”. Then he turns the 
page, and begins to read.

(Time lapse as the scenery outside becomes rural Connecticut)

Tom finishes the poem; composes a text to Natalie:

In the room the women come and go, talking of Michelangelo.

CUT TO:

INT. SCHOOL GYM - CONTINUOUS

An iPHONE BUZZES, drowned out by LOUD HIGH-PITCHED SHOUTING 
and SNEAKERS SQUEAKING on a laminated gym floor.  

An intense field hockey scrimmage is in progress. 

CLOSE on Natalie’s red face, a blue mouth-guard in her grill. 
She’s 100% in the game, her sweaty hair in a messy bun.
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With a SHOUT to a teammate, Natalie winds up, SMACKS the ball 
with precision and a satisfying CRACK.

Her iPhone BUZZES again, neglected on the bench.

In the room the women come and go, talking of Michelangelo.

INT. ARCHER HOUSE, CONNECTICUT. CHRISTMAS

IMOGEN
You do realize most people would 
literally do anything for a free 
apartment in Manhattan?

It’s Christmas. Remains of a festive dinner on the table, 
several empty bottles of wine.

TOM
That’s my point, I didn’t even 
consider any other options.

IMOGEN
What other options??

TOM
I don’t know! Maybe I’d have gone 
out West... done the startup thing 
in San Francisco.

IMOGEN
(rolling her eyes)

You and all the other misfit toys.

CYNTHIA
San Francisco’s a lovely town.

She gets up, passive-aggressively starts clearing plates.

TOM
Has it ever occurred to you that 
maybe I don’t want a finance job? 

IMOGEN
Clearly, considering you never got 
back to Mark after he took the time 
to meet with you.

TOMMY
What? You didn’t send a note?

TOM
I thought I did, maybe I forgot.

TOMMY
(in pained tones)

You always send a note.

61.



He takes his tumbler of whisky and quietly potters away.

IMOGEN
(archly)

I’m going to go call Mark. I’ll 
make sure to send him your best.

Tom is left alone at the table. 

INT. KITCHEN

Tom brings in the last of the dinnerware, sighs dramatically, 
looking to Cynthia for sympathy. She takes the plates without 
a word.

CYNTHIA
(with her back turned)

You know, it might be nice if you 
and Imogen asked us how we’re doing 
every once in a while.

TOM
Mommm... 

CYNTHIA
No I get it, I was your age once, 
remember?

TOM
Okay.

CYNTHIA
It’d just be nice if you young 
people remembered that life goes on 
for the rest of us. 

INT. LIBRARY

Tom finds his father in the library, (which is what they call 
the room where Tommy works, but mostly drinks and frets.)

TOM
Hey. How’s your book coming?

TOMMY
Oh, fine... fine.

(after a pause)
How’s it going in New York?

TOM
It’s fine.
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INT. BABY GRAND. NEW YEARS EVE - NIGHT

CROWD
10-9-8...

Tom and Morgan are at Mordechai’s table at alongside a crew 
of truly surreal characters. 

A waitress appears with a tray bearing several bottles of 
Veuve Cliquot, ablaze with sparklers.

WAITRESS
Morgan Daley?

MORGAN
That’s me.

WAITRESS
Courtesy of Liskula Fisher.

They each grab one.

TOM
(looking around)

Where is she? Is she here?

CROWD
3-2-1...

CHAMPAGNE BOTTLES POPPING; PEOPLE CHEERING. Tom checks his 
phone. 

TOM
Natalie’s a couple blocks away...

Morgan doesn’t say anything. We can sense his disapproval 
radiating.

TOM (CONT’D)
Is it crazy if she comes here? 

MORGAN
I mean... 

At that moment, Mordechai claps Morgan on the back. Morgan 
turns away gratefully. Tom gets the point. 

EXT. SIDEWALK - LATER

Tom and Natalie make out hot and heavy on the street corner, 
as rowdy revelers stumble by.

TOM
(murmuring)

Come home with me.
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NATALIE
I can’t...

TOM
Come on.

NATALIE
I literally can’t. I told you, my 
parents are waiting up. 

INT. APARTMENT 3B. DAY

TOM (V.O)
Cartons, papers, filters, labels---
tobacco, obviously. 

Overlapping montage scenes of Tom and Morgan at “work”. 

Clearing off the dining room table to make a workspace...

A mountain of debris accumulating on the table...

EXT. LOOKING IN THROUGH THE WINDOW. NIGHT

...Tom and Natalie making out all over the dining room table; 
legal pads and pens rolling onto the floor.

INT. APARTMENT 3B. DAY

Tom is laboring over a legal pad and MacBook, while Morgan 
paces, full of restless energy.

TOM
We need to register as an LLC. 

MORGAN
We should throw an epic launch 
party at Xanadu. 

TOM
There’s a ton of legal mumbo-jumbo 
here. Apparently tobacco is one of 
the most highly regulated 
industries in the country. 

MORGAN
Maybe after we finish the 
prototype, we should take a trip. 
Somewhere unreal. Jerusalem. 
London.

TOM
Do you even know how to make 
cigarettes?? It’s complicated as 
fuck.
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MORGAN
We just need a cigarette roller.

TOM
We can’t afford one. I looked it 
up, they’re like thirty thousand 
dollars.

MORGAN
Well, we can’t hand-roll them, this 
isn’t sushi.

TOM
I’m starting to wish it was.

MORGAN
Tom-San, stay positive.

TOM
(sniffing)

Do you smell that???

MORGAN
What?

TOM
I don’t know, death? Rotten fish?

MORGAN
You’re just saying that because I 
said sushi. Come on, we need to get 
out of the house.

TOM
We need a business plan. 

MORGAN
Okay, okay. What’s the bare minimum 
we need? 

TOM
Like, five thousand dollars. Which 
I don’t fucking have. 

MORGAN
Me neither! That’s our homework for 
this week.

EXT/INT. NATALIE’S SCHOOL - ESTABLISHING 

Tom strides purposefully past the security guard, who sizes 
him up and gives him a amiable nod. 

TIME LAPSE: Tom walks back out, Natalie in tow. He nods 
solemnly to the security guard; she bites back giggles.
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EXT. SIDEWALK. DAY - CONTINUOUS

NATALIE
Oh my GOD, what did you SAY to 
them??

TOM
An emergency. Nothing life or 
death.

(offering her his arm)
Come on, Sloane. Let’s play hooky.

They set off down the street.

NATALIE
Who’s Sloane?

EXT. CIRCLE LINE SIGHTSEEING CRUISE BOAT. SUNSET

Tom and Natalie are the only people except for a gaggle of 
JAPANESE TOURISTS on board the Circle Line. 

They circle the Statue of Liberty, laughing and taking 
selfies...

TOM
New-Fucking-York, right?

NATALIE
Seriously. Which reminds me, I got 
into NYU. 

TOM
What! Congratulations!

NATALIE
Thanks.

TOM
So wait, does this mean you’re 
staying? I mean, going? To NYU?

NATALIE
Maybe. I’m not sure yet.

There is a new charged energy between them, a heady reckless 
impulse to jump blindly into the future.

EXT. 9 GRACIE - EVENING

Tom and Natalie get out of a taxi, flush from their big day.

NATALIE
I can’t believe I lived in New York 
my whole life and I’ve never been 
to the Statue of Liberty before!
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WE SEE THEM FROM ABOVE, FROM MORGAN’S ATTIC WINDOW. 

TOM
(behind her, into her ear)

What else haven’t you done before?

She giggles. As he follows her in, his eyes flit up at the 
last second to the dark attic window, where he can sense 
Morgan’s shadowy presence. 

INT. APARTMENT 3B. NIGHT

Tom and Natalie are all loved up in bed.

NATALIE
I’m sorry, I don’t know why I’m 
yammering to you about my stupid ex-
boyfriend drama.

TOM
It’s cool. I like that you’re not 
some innocent little flower.

(brushing a hair off her 
forehead)

You’re real. 

NATALIE
(blurts it out)

I love you.

She claps her hand to her mouth, embarrassed.

NATALIE (CONT’D)
Oh my god, I didn’t mean to---

TOM
---It’s okay, I... I love you too.

NATALIE
Are you real? Where did I find you?

TOM
I found you, Tiny. On the street. 
With binoculars.

INT. APARTMENT 3B. DAY

Morgan picks up a Polaroid selfie of Tom and Natalie on the 
boat, looks at Tom with ill-concealed disgust. 

MORGAN
Good God, you’ve gone totally 
fucking Native.

TOM
Gimme that.
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He grabs it, but looks fondly at it. 

TOM (CONT’D)
She’s actually really cool. You’d 
like her.

MORGAN
It’s not like I don’t get why you 
like her.

TOM
It’s not like that. 

Morgan doesn’t ask what it’s like. He pulls his jacket on.

TOM (CONT’D)
Where are you going?? We have work 
to do.

MORGAN
(putting a cigarette in 
his lips)

Market research.

EXT. CENTRAL PARK. AFTERNOON

Tom and Natalie pass a J back and forth.

NATALIE
No, I get that it’s Freudian and 
whatever, but I don’t want to die.

TOM
(kissing her on the 
forehead)

That’s ‘cause you’re young and 
hopelessly naive. 

NATALIE
(giggling)

Fuck off!

INT. HAYDEN PLANETARIUM AT THE NATURAL HISTORY MUSEUM 

ON THE SCREEN: In Outer Space, Earth revolves around the Sun.

IN THE WAY BACK, Tom and Natalie are shamelessly entwined, 
both his hands in her hair, she bites his bottom lip.

EXT. STOOP - LATER

TOM
I was thinking we could make an 
Excel spreadsheet of our expenses 
and projected earnings.
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MORGAN
As fun as that sounds, my buddy’s 
playing a gig in Brooklyn tonight.

TOM
Don’t you think we should have 
something tangible to show 
Mordechai at the Bon Voyage party? 

MORGAN
Is anything less tangible than an 
Excel doc?

Tom is getting frustrated.

MORGAN (CONT’D)
Yo, relax. My buddy Chen, the one 
I’m seeing tonight, he does 
graphics.

TOM
Yeah? For free?

MORGAN
Nothing’s free.

TOM
We need money.

DING-DONG DOORBELL - (BRIDGING)

INT. APARTMENT 3B FOYER. DAY

Tom swings the DOOR OPEN, revealing KATIE behind it. 

(Carefully put-together in an aubergine sweater-dress, black 
tights, and a “statement piece” necklace.)

TOM
Hey, glad you could make it. Come 
in, come in!

KATIE
This building is so cute!

TOM
Yeah, it’s a landmark actually.

KATIE
Really? That’s so cool.

She follows him into the living room, looking around at the 
antiques and paintings. 

TOM
Sorry, the old Home Office is a bit 
of a mess.
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He gestures nonchalantly toward the dining room table, where 
the usual mess has been carefully-curated.

TOM (CONT’D)
I’m in the early stages of 
launching a start-up with a friend.

KATIE
Oh, wow.

TOM
Yeah, it’s been crazy. But it’s 
worth it. I need to be free, you 
know?

MORGAN (O.S.)
Yoo-hoooo, Daaaaaaaddy’s home-- Oh, 
hello.

Katie’s eyes widen when she sees Morgan, who has sailed into 
the room with filthy hair and bloodshot eyes. 

TOM
(glaring)

Morgan, this is Katie from 
Sotheby’s. Remember I told you 
she’d be coming by?

MORGAN
Of course. Pleasure to meet you. 
Morgan Daley.

He smiles broadly, dazzles her.

TOM
Katie, can I get you anything? 
Glass of water?

INT. KITCHEN - MOMENTS LATER

Tom quickly rinsing a dirty glass.

WE HEAR THE LOW SOUND OF TALKING VOICES IN THE OTHER ROOM.

INT. LIVING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Morgan is holding a porcelain teacup, looking at it closely 
as Katie points something out.

MORGAN
But how do you know it’s authentic?

KATIE
That’s what the Royal Worcester 
seal is supposed to look like. 
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MORGAN
Any decent forger would know what 
the seal is supposed to look like.

KATIE
(nervous laughing)

You’re so interested in antiques!

MORGAN
(dead serious)

I’m an art thief.

TOM ENTERS, holding the glass of water, clears his throat. 
Katie jumps away from Morgan, nervously.

INT. FOYER - LATER

Tom closes the door behind Katie; wheels on Morgan.

TOM
What was that?

MORGAN
What was what?

TOM
We need that money, and that girl’s 
our only lead, unless you have some 
tricks up your sleeve I don’t know 
about.

MORGAN
Relax. Sounded like she’s going to 
come through. 

TOM
No thanks to you. 

MORGAN
I don’t think she minded me.

EXT. SIDEWALK DOWNTOWN. A DARK AND STORMY AFTERNOON

Tom’s on the phone. 

CYNTHIA (V.O.)
Are you aware there’s a giant 
snowstorm heading for New York?

TOM
These things are always way over-
hyped.

INTERCUT Cynthia at the supermarket, perusing canned goods.

71.



CYNTHIA
Tom, tell me you’re staying home 
tonight.

TOM
(jay-walking)

Okay. I actually have to go, Mom.

CYNTHIA
What are you doing??

TOM
I’m going to drop acid with a bunch 
of models. Love you!

Off Cynthia rolling her eyes...

INT. LISKULA’S LOFT. THAT NIGHT 

A banner strung up in the hallway reads “BON VOYAGE!” 

The crowd is urban bohemian chic, a wide mix of ages and 
types. 

A few people are standing around a crackling fire, watching 
THE WEATHER CHANNEL on a big flat-screen TV.

ROOKIE REPORTER (ON TV)
As you can see, the snowfall isn’t 
letting up one bit---

MORGAN
Why do people always go out and buy 
cans of food before a storm?

(The TV shows GRAINY SURVEILLANCE FOOTAGE of big women 
getting aggressive over the last can in a bare supermarket.)

TOM
People get esscared.

MORGAN
It’s illogical. If you foresee 
needing a long-term supply of non-
perishable food, what you should 
really go out and get is a gun.

LISKULA
(appearing)

Let’s hope it doesn’t come to that.

She’s with an imposing sexy bald man, like an X-Men villain. 
He wears a shiny caduceus pin, the medical doctor symbol.

Liskula hands them each a flute of fizzy champagne.
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Tom takes a sip; grimaces, coughing. This is not champagne. 
He looks around, notices everyone is holding the same drink.

LISKULA (CONT’D)
This is Dr. Carver, Chief of 
Psychiatry at Cornell.

(to Tom)
Drink up; it isn’t poison. 

Tom and Morgan down their glasses.

LATER, things are starting to get trippy. 

Surreal performance artists move around the room. Tom watches 
as a magician makes a ring on his finger disappear and 
reappear on a bystander’s hand. 

LISKULA (CONT’D)
So, Tom Archer, what’s your secret?

(She has a habit of appearing out of nowhere.)

TOM
Sorry?

LISKULA 
These buddies of Morgan’s don’t 
usually stick. There must be more 
to you than meets the eye.

Tom is caught off guard. She smirks.

LISKULA (CONT’D)
Don’t be shy with me. I know what 
it’s like, getting sucked into his 
world. 

TOM
I’m not sure what you mean.

LISKULA
Don’t you? 

They are both watching Morgan cavorting around, oozing charm. 
People are laughing uproariously, gazing at him adoringly.

LISKULA (CONT’D)
He needs looking after, that’s what 
nobody realizes. He’s terrified of 
being alone. Does he talk to you 
about me?

Tom shakes his head, mutely. 

LISKULA (CONT’D)
How’d you two meet?  
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TOM
We live in the same building.

LISKULA
(sharply)

You live in 9 Gracie Square?

TOM
Yeah? Y-you know it?

LISKULA
Of course I do. The Attic is my 
place. I own it. You didn’t know?

Tom suddenly feels like he can’t breathe.

LISKULA (CONT’D)
It was my first place in New York. 
It’s really more of a lair, isn’t 
it? I used to say “there’s only one 
way to get into the Attic.”

Tom’s eyes dart around for an escape. 

LISKULA (CONT’D)
That’s so funny that Morgan never 
said anything. What’s he up to, 
keeping us apart?

TOM
Sorry... Where’s your bathroom? I’m 
not feeling great. 

LISKULA
This way.

Applying a light pressure to the small of his back, she 
sweeps him through a doorway.

INT. LISKULA’S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Liskula closes the door. She’s inches away from him.

He can feel her hot breath on his face; see every pore of her 
skin; every layer of makeup blending her scar into her cheek.

LISKULA
(in a velvety purr)

How are you feeling now?

She GROPES his jeans with a long-fingered hand; he tenses up 
in mingled disbelief and dread. Bad touch.

TOM
Pretty uncomfortable, to be honest.
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LISKULA
I want to know who I’m dealing 
with.

TOM
I gotta go.

LISKULA
I’m not going anywhere. You have to 
learn how to share.

TOM
I really really have to go.

Outside, Tom locks eyes with Morgan, turns away and runs out.

ACID TRIP / JURASSIC FLASHBACK

EXT. GRACIE SQUARE. A DARK AND STORMY NIGHT

Tom staggers up, staring at 9 Gracie across the street. 

On either side, the Zeckendorf Towers seem to be groooowing 
to grotesque proportions...

...Or is 9 Gracie Square getting smaller and smaller?

Tom looks around, rubs his eyes, doesn’t trust what he sees. 

He sees a bald barefoot Buddhist monk walking slowly up the 
block, chanting and ringing an EERIE BELL.

BUDDHIST MONK
Datta. Dayadhvam. Damyata.

THREE GHOSTLY PEALS OF THE BELL.

NANA (V.O.)
A landmark is a living, breathing 
piece of History.

Across the street, the door of 9 Gracie OPENS. Suddenly, 
we’re transported in time and space to...

FLASHBACK TO CHILDHOOD, VISITING NANA

The Archers spill out onto the sidewalk, Cynthia and Tommy 
are arguing. Cynthia lights a cigarette with a shaking hand. 

TOMMY
(conciliatory)

It might not be that bad. We could 
have space; get a dog---
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CYNTHIA
What the hell am I supposed to do 
in Connecticut??

TOMMY
Well, what the hell do you do here?

This stings. Cynthia stares venomously into Tommy’s eyes, 
then SPITS on the sidewalk. Imogen bursts into tears. 

TOMMY (CONT’D)
Jesus Christ. Get it together.

A YELLOW CAB ROLLS UP... A YOUNG LISKULA GETS OUT. 

She’s radiant, wearing an expensive fur coat she certainly 
didn’t buy herself. No scar on her cheek. 

She sweeps by them into 9 Gracie.

THE ARCHERS GET INTO THE EMPTY CAB, Imogen still bawling.

As it rolls away, we see grown-up Tom across the street where 
we left him, shell-shocked, tripping balls.

WE’RE BACK TO THE PRESENT, looking at 9 Gracie - TOM’S POV

Suddenly, the city around 9 Gracie Square VANISHES. The 
cement recedes, becoming bright green grass, rolling hills.

NANA (V.O.)
And it’ll be here long after we’re 
gone...

As Tom’s eyes seem to POP out of his skull, the scene becomes 
increasingly primordial; otherworldly. A strange, orange glow 
illuminates the sky. 

The ground beneath Tom’s feet seems to VIBRATE. 

His jaw drops in terror as a GIGANTIC JURASSIC MONSTER pokes 
its toothy head out from behind 9 Gracie Square; its 
reptilian spiked tail curling around the building from the 
other side. 

Tom closes his eyes and RUNS headlong into the nightmare. 

AT THE DOORWAY, he rattles the doorknob in a panic.

THE DOOR OPENS from the other side. Suzy Carmichael on her 
way out. Tom pushes past her, tears up the stairs.  

INT. APARTMENT 3B - MOMENTS LATER

Tom bursts into the apartment, buries his head in his hands. 
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When he looks back up, he looks a bit more sane. He can see 
out the window that snow is slowly falling on the city 
streets. 

He relishes the SILENCE of unbidden voices... But the silence 
itself is turning hostile and tense.

CLOSE ON TOM’S FACE, all hairs standing up on the back of his 
neck. He SNIFFS suspiciously, ONCE, TWICE. 

A glint of fear shines in his twitching eyeballs, as he turns 
to look over his shoulder, GAGGING slightly... 

WE PULL BACK TO REVEAL an ACRID GREEN FOG HANGING IN THE AIR.

Tom gasps. The green gas CURLS up into his nose and mouth, 
SWIRLS all around him, ENCIRCLES him. Holding his breath, his 
face turning red, he WHIRLS around, looking for a way out.

EVERYTHING GOES BLACK.

INT. BED. MORNING - COZY WARM LIGHT

CLOSE on Tom’s eyes, opening in confusion. His head is 
resting against a soft pillow. But where the fuck is he?

NATALIE
Thank God, the exorcism worked.

She’s propped up on her elbow next to him, smiling wryly.

TOM
Where am I??

NATALIE
My house. 

TOM
Where are my glasses??

They’re on the bedside table.

TOM (CONT’D)
I don’t feel so good.

NATALIE
I’m not surprised, you were so 
fucked up last night.

(she giggles at him)
You were standing in like, a foot 
of snow, like---like this---

She rolls out of bed, makes raptor-paws with her arms.

NATALIE (CONT’D)
I think you thought you were a 
kangaroo or something!
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Tom rubs his eyes, less amused by this story. Natalie 
kangaroo-hops back on to the bed.

NATALIE (CONT’D)
Anyway you’re lucky. My parents got 
stuck at a conference in Chicago.

INT. LIVING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Silhouetted against the bright window, Tom and Natalie stand 
side-by-side looking out at the white expanse. 

NATALIE
Eighteen inches overnight.

Beneath them and beyond, the city is silent.

NATALIE (CONT’D)
Snow day!

SNOW DAY AT NATALIE’S

The decor at Natalie’s is Downtown-Intellectual. Books; 
African sculpture; Modern art. Outside, the sleeping city.

INT. LIVING ROOM. DAY

Tom and Natalie snuggle up on the sofa watching Planet Earth.

ONSCREEN: Neon jellyfish with long menacing tentacles pulsate 
in the ocean’s dark depths.

INT. KITCHEN

Clean with wet hair, Natalie is making an elaborate mess of 
the kitchen, cooking pasta and playing house.

Tom is perusing a bookshelf.

TOM
So both your parents are sociology 
professors at NYU?

NATALIE
Yeah, it’s so annoying because 
everyone thinks that’s the only 
reason I got in. 

TOM
They have such cool stuff.

He selects a book, The Sexual Lives of Savages by Bronislaw 
Malinowski.

78.



NATALIE
They’re such losers. I hate them. 

She opens a Snapchat on her phone: It’s a group photo of kids 
in the snow: Emma, Rachel and a couple boys. The text reads: 
“SENIOR SNOW DAY BITCHES!”

Tom clicks his phone on, no new notifications.

INT. DINING ROOM. EVENING

A grown-up candlelit dinner. Red wine. 

NATALIE
Mr. Clemson says Berkeley has one 
of the best writing programs in the 
country.

TOM
Mr. Clemson?

NATALIE
My English teacher? I’ve told you 
about him a million times.

TOM
Right, right. The one who’s 
obsessed with you. 

Natalie rolls her eyes.

TOM (CONT’D)
Berkeley, huh?

INT. LIVING ROOM - LATER

Tom reclines with his book. Natalie is at the table, her 
homework spread around her. She feels him watching her, and 
looks up.

NATALIE
What?

TOM
Nothing. I was just thinking... 
life could be like this all the 
time.

INT. NATALIE’S BEDROOM. EARLY MORNING

CITY SOUNDS wake Tom up. The precious snowstorm silence has 
been broken. 

Outside, the sounds of snow-ploughs; car tires squelching 
white snow into gray slush. 
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Natalie is sound asleep, her mouth hanging open. He gently 
extracts his arm, and looks up at the ceiling.

INT. NATALIE’S FOYER - LATER

Natalie’s sleepy in sweats. Tom is fully dressed, in his Bon 
Voyage party clothes. That all seems a million years ago. 

TOM
You sure you don’t need help 
cleaning up?

NATALIE
I’m sure. 

TOM
Okay. I’ll see you soon?

He kisses her. This is the most time they’ve spent together. 
Each is ready for some solitude; but parting feels like the 
end of something. 

EXT. 9 GRACIE SQUARE. DAY - ESTABLISHING 

Snow banks are piled high on the salted sidewalks. 

INT. MAIL ROOM - LATER

Tom ruffles through his mail, mostly Chase Bank statements 
and takeout menus. 

(Perhaps we notice the The New York Times in blue cellophane 
baggies gleaming in the surrounding cubbies.)

Tom comes across a thick unmarked envelope, looks at it  
suspiciously.

MORGAN (O.C.)
(appearing blurry in the 
doorway)

There you are.

Tom flinches, as if spooked. (It comes off a tad passive-
aggressive.)

MORGAN (CONT’D)
I was about to send out a search 
and rescue.

TOM
I didn’t exactly have the best 
trip. 

MORGAN
Well, I’m glad you’re back. 

80.



Something unsaid lingers between them, but Morgan smiles.

MORGAN (CONT’D)
(re: the envelope)

Open it.

Tom does. It’s full of cash. He looks from the money to 
Morgan, wheels turning, unsure what to say.

MORGAN (CONT’D)
It’s two-and-a-half grand.

TOM
Woah...

MORGAN
Now we’re square. What’s the 
matter? 

TOM
(suspiciously)

Where’d you get this?

MORGAN
I sold my soul to the Devil. I 
thought you’d be ecstatic!

But before Tom can say anything,

MORGAN (CONT’D)
Also, I told my buddy Chen we’d 
drop by today. He said he’d be down 
to do the logo. 

EXT. SIDEWALK DOWNTOWN - LATER

TOM
How long’s this going to take? I 
said I’d be at Natalie’s at 6.

Morgan makes a sound like a whip. Tom rolls his eyes.

MORGAN
Come on, don’t you think you’re in 
a little too deep here?

TOM
I don’t know, you’re really one to 
talk.

MORGAN
What does that mean?

TOM
You tell me. What does two-and-a-
half grand buy Liskula, exactly?
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MORGAN
(in a pleasant tone)

It must be nice to be able to 
afford being judgmental.

They walk in silence for a moment. 

Then Morgan stops in his tracks, retraces his steps, and 
stops in front of a gutted storefront. 

The neon sign above the empty space reads: XANADU.

Tom doubles back. A poster on the window reads: 

DUANE READE PHARMACY

COMING SOON!

All around them, the white snowbanks piled on the curb are 
turning black and gray with city dirt.

INT. APARTMENT 3B BEDROOM. NIGHT

Tom is on the phone with Cynthia, under the covers. Empty 
pill bottles litter the bedside table.

TOM
I feel like everything’s falling 
apart.

CYNTHIA
Maybe you should get a dog.

TOM
I’m serious, maybe I should like, 
see a doctor or something.

CYNTHIA
Like a psychiatrist? Well, whatever 
you do, don’t get a dog and take it 
to a psychiatrist. You remember the 
Lessings?

TOM
What?

CYNTHIA
Alice and Robert Lessing. Their 
marriage was in trouble so they got 
a Dalmatian. But it bit the hell 
out of their children, so they took 
it to a dog therapist in Darien--

(she starts laughing)
--And he told them the dog was 
acting out because it wasn’t clear 
who the Alpha in the house was!
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TOM
(frustrated, bored)

Yeah?

CYNTHIA
Which led Robert to the conclusion 
that he was a homosexual, and he 
left Alice for a Junior Associate 
at his firm!

TOM
Wow. Okay. Guess I won’t be seeing 
a dog therapist.

CYNTHIA
The real tragedy was the poor 
Dalmatian. They had to put it down.

TOM
Good talk.

INT. NATALIE’S ROOM. AFTERNOON

Tom is looking at a collage of pictures above the desk.

NATALIE ENTERS in a long slinky navy-blue dress.

TOM
Wow...

She twirls proudly. 

TOM (CONT’D)
You do know what happens at prom, 
don’t you? 

NATALIE
It’s not prom. It’s Spring Fling. 
It’s at the Four Seasons.

TOM
Oh, so it’s classy.

She rolls her eyes.

TOM (CONT’D)
Is Ex-Boyfriend going to be there?

NATALIE
Everyone goes.

He puts his arms around her. She’s a little stiff.

TOM
Hey, you just look so pretty. 
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It’s one of those familiar relationship moments when all joy, 
instead of being shared, feels poisoned.

NATALIE
Thanksss.

Tom kisses her, she softens a little, which imperceptibly 
gives him the green-light.

He kisses her neck. She turns her head away. For the ghost of 
a moment, we see her eyes glaze over, bored. 

The slinky navy dress falls to a heap on the floor.

INT/EXT. GRACIE SQUARE. NIGHT - RAINING HARD

Tom is at the window, watching rain pelting the empty stoop. 

ON THE STREET, THE FRONT DOOR OPENS. Pressing his face 
against the glass, Tom peers down at the stoop: A young woman 
tumbles out into the rain.

It’s Katie from Sotheby’s. Tom watches her go. Raindrops 
gather into streams, spilling down the window.

INT. GRACIE SQUARE LOBBY - MOMENTS LATER

Holding an umbrella, Tom pauses at the bottom of the stairs. 
He looks up the toward the Attic, a shadow crosses his face.

He OPENS his umbrella, and goes out into the rain.

INT. DORRIAN’S BAR. NIGHT - RAINING HARD OUTSIDE

It’s Grace’s birthday. She’s wearing a gold sequin dress, the 
traditional garb of Birthday Girls. Everyone is there.

GRACE
I feel so oldddd. This is the first 
year that I’m like, SAD it’s my 
birthdayyy.

PREPPY GAY GUY (NICO ADLER)
For the love of God, somebody get 
the birthday girl a SHOT!

Shots of shots. Tom takes two, leans in conspiratorially to 
Denny.

TOM
My girlfriend is at prom right now.

DENNY
What??
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TOM
She’s in high school. I know it 
sounds crazy, but we’re in love. 
Like, for real. 

DENNY
Christ, dude.

TOM
(feeling judged)

Yeah, how’s stand-up going?

DENNY
Shit, it has been a while, huh? I’m 
at Campbell Spark now. About three 
months.

TOM
Oh, word?

DENNY
Yes, “word.” Yeahh, I’m sucking the 
work-dick these days. Not ashamed. 
Sometimes to get ahead, you’ve 
gotta give some head, you know what 
I mean?

TOM
Yeah...

DENNY
Anyway, bankers do way better blow.

INT. DORRIAN’S BATHROOM - LATER

Next to the urinals, Tom does a bump of cocaine with Denny, 
Bryce, Nico Adler, and some other guy. 

Someone inside a stall VOMITS wretchedly. The guys laugh 
uproariously as their fat friend emerges zig-zagging, his 
shirt sweaty and soiled.

BRYCE
(cackling)

Get it, Caffrey!

OTHER GUY
Boot and rally, man. Boot and 
rally.

A shot of their red-faced mirth, amplified by the sudden rush 
of cocaine.

As the guys clap and hoot, we see Denny’s eyes flicker 
unmistakably to Bryce, measuring the appropriate level of 
enthusiasm, and mimicking it, ever the impressionist. 
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EXT. DORRIAN’S BAR. NIGHT

Tom tumbles out of the bar. The sidewalks are wet but it’s 
not raining anymore.

Amid shouted goodbyes and goodnights, he takes off...

EXT. SIDEWALK - WEE HOURS

He stops at a food cart, where a hand-written sign advertises 

$3:50 SPICY SPECIAL

As he hands over cash and waits, he notices he’s warm, and, 
looking around in surprise, takes off his coat. 

The faint early morning light is humid, yellow. An almost 
otherworldly fog licks the corners of the sleeping city.

EXT. PARK BENCH / THE EAST RIVER BOARDWALK - FOG

His coat on the bench beside him, his sleeves rolled up, Tom 
digs into his Spicy Special. 

As he feasts, the FOG BEGINS TO LIFT.

Now Tom is snoozing, his head lolling; mouth hanging open; 
glasses crooked on his nose. By some trick of movie magic, 
it’s not only MORNING, but also unmistakably SPRING.

A head of brave purple crocuses is poking out of the dirt. 
The park has filled up with children. 

CHILDREN (O.C.)
London bridge is falling down, 
falling down, falling down...

KIDS CHANTING “LONDON BRIDGE” continues on, dreamlike, as we 
pull back off Tom in his crooked glasses. He’s waking up...

INT. APARTMENT 3B BEDROOM. MORNING

...In his bedroom in 9 Gracie Square. 

“LONDON BRIDGE” has become the muffled sound of DOGS YAPPING.

EXT. 9 GRACIE. DAY - ESTABLISHING

Early Spring. Buds on the formerly barren trees. Tom bursts 
out of the front door. His hair is dirty, tousled. 

He lights a cigarette, smokes it alone on the empty stoop. 
Hands in his pockets, he sets off down the street.
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EXT. RED BRICK SCHOOL-BUILDING - ESTABLISHING

The security guard looks far less friendly this time around. 
Tom peers into the cafeteria window.

LOOKING INTO THE SCHOOL CAFETERIA THROUGH THE WINDOWS: 

He scans the crowd, sees Rachel. She sees him. He waves.

TOM
(mouthing the words)

Where’s Natalie?

Rachel doesn’t look convinced, but trots off in search.

NATALIE APPEARS AROUND THE CORNER, in her uniform, her arms 
folded tight against the breeze.

EXT. SIDEWALK. DAY

NATALIE
What are you doing here??

She hurries him out of sight, apologetically glancing at the 
security guard.

NATALIE (CONT’D)
You realize this is my school? You 
can’t just like, show up here.

TOM
Jesus, sorry... It’s been a while.

NATALIE
I know, I’m sorry, I’ve been really 
busy.

TOM
It’s okay... Is everything okay?

NATALIE
Yeahhh, it’s just weird with 
graduation so soon and everything.

TOM
Oh. Aren’t you excited to graduate?

NATALIE
I am... It just snuck up on me. And 
I don’t want to like, miss 
anything, you know?

TOM
Like what?
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NATALIE
I don’t even know.

TOM
You’re being so weird, what’s up?

He pulls her to face him, they stare into each other’s eyes.

TOM (CONT’D)
Just tell me.

NATALIE
Something happened at Spring Fling, 
with Kevin.

She blurts it out, she wants to say it. Tom lets go of her. 

TOM
Ex-Boyfriend Kevin? Did you fuck 
him?

NATALIE
Tom---

TOM
Did you fuck him?

NATALIE
Stop! I said I’m sorry.

TOM
Wow. I’m such a fucking idiot. 

NATALIE
Listen, it just happened...

TOM
Don’t touch me. Who the fuck are 
you?

NATALIE
(starting to cry)

I don’t know! I feel like I’m... a 
completely different person all the 
time.

TOM
I thought this was real.

NATALIE
Don’t say that, it is real.

TOM
No, you cheated on me at a high 
school dance. That’s the goddamn 
definition of cliché.

They stare at each other. She hardens against him.
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TOM (CONT’D)
Go ahead. Try and say something 
original. I dare you. 

NATALIE
(bitterly)

It’s not you, it’s me.

TOM
Fuck you. You’re a whore.

INT. APARTMENT 3B DOORWAY - LATER

Tom enters the apartment in the lowest possible spirits and 
SLAMS the door shut behind him. It feels good. He opens it. 
SLAMS it as hard as he can. 

AGAIN, AND AGAIN... then a LOUD BANG ECHOES from inside.

Tom whips around just in time to see THE HALL CLOSET DOORS 
BURST OPEN, swinging on their hinges like in a horror movie.

A cornucopia of Nana’s things explodes onto the floor. Furs, 
sweaters, scarves, shoes, knickknacks, hats, jewelry: all 
thrown together pell-mell in anarchic chaos.

EXT. STOOP - LATER

MORGAN
Chin up, they say April is the 
cruellest month.

TOM
They’re right. You were right. 
About Natalie.

MORGAN
Fuck her. 

TOM
I need to get out of the city.

MORGAN
I know a place we can go.

EXT. THE BEACH. NIGHT

Bundled up, they’ve made a little camp. A little fire 
crackling, a full bottle of Jack, a pack of Marlboro Reds.

Not a single star in the sky. It’s hard to tell where the sky 
ends and the sea begins.

The fire is low but hot. Most of the whisky is gone.
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TOM
Fuck Natalie. Fuck all of it. Let’s 
take the money, and run. Let’s 
start over. Let’s just go.

MORGAN
Go where? 

His feline face is soft and serious.

TOM
Anywhere. 

MORGAN
There’s nowhere to go. This is all 
there is. 

He gestures around at the horizon with his arms outstretched.

MORGAN (CONT’D)
We’re trapped, just fucking 
floating in outer space.

TOM
Hey, are you really from Indiana?

MORGAN
It’s a little late for personal 
questions.

TOM
I feel like I don’t know anything 
about you.

MORGAN
What’s to know? I’m just a handsome 
drunk like my father before me. 

He throws the bottle of Jack down, empty.

TOM
Is he in Indiana?

MORGAN
No. He killed himself. Maybe I will 
too if you keep asking questions. 

TOM
Really? What about your mom?

MORGAN
Don’t push it. 

TOM
Come on! What’s your deal with 
Liskula? You’re my best friend, 
just tell me. 
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Morgan leaps up with the agility of a cat and bolts a few 
paces toward the ocean, bouncing, full of energy.

MORGAN
Alright, you asked for it.

TOM
What??

MORGAN
(teasing)

I said I’d kill myself if you asked 
any more questions!

With that, he takes off, running headlong into the black 
crashing waves. Tom leaps to his feet.

TOM
Okayyy! Stop, I take it back.

But Morgan has ducked under a huge wave, disappearing, 
bobbing up farther out with an exhilarated SHOUT. 

Tom stares out at the ocean, hesitating, watching. Then he 
doesn’t see anything at all. Tom looks around in panic.

TOM (CONT’D)
MORGAN---? This isn’t funny!

Where is he? Can he hold his breath this long? 

TOM (CONT’D)
FUCK.

He crashes into the water after him. 

TOM (CONT’D)
Fuck-fuck-fuck.

IN THE WATER - CONTINUOUS

FRIGID WAVES PELT TOM’S FACE. His glasses askew, he’s turning 
in circles, his teeth chattering. 

TOM
Morgan! MORGAN! 

A WAVE hits him across the side of his face. As Tom 
splutters, we see his round, tortoiseshell glasses* being 
borne away into the darkness. 

Now everything is blurry. 

Tom coughs up sea-water. He’s shivering uncontrollably, the 
water is so cold that his lips are turning blue. 

It occurs to us that he really might drown. 
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Suddenly, A SCREAM like a banshee from over his shoulder. 
Morgan is tearing out of the waves, cursing, howling. 

Tom follows the sound, striking out blindly with his arms, 
swimming as hard as he can against the pull of the tide.

ON THE BEACH - CONTINUOUS

Tom drags himself out of the water, gasping for breath, 
shivering madly.

Some feet away, Morgan has fallen to his knees in the sand, 
is TEARING at the buttons of his jeans, trying to get them 
off, hysterical.

MORGAN
---OW! OWWW! oh my God...

Tom staggers over.

TOM
(gasping)

What the fuckkk----

MORGAN
(apoplectic, grabbing 
Tom’s ankles)

JELLYFISH!

Tom collapses into the sand, exhausted.

MORGAN (CONT’D)
---Oh my God, Oh my God, I’m DYING.

TOM
Wasn’t that the fucking point?! 
Shit dude, my glasses!

Morgan grabs Tom’s wet pant leg.

MORGAN
(pleading)

Get up--- You have to pee on it. 

TOM
What?? YOU pee on it!

MORGAN
NO! It only works when someone ELSE 
does it! You HAVE to!

TOM
Oh my God....

Without really realizing what he’s doing, Tom is unzipping 
his pants. Morgan has his eyes screwed up tight, clutching 
his leg, shouting.
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MORGAN
Just do it---just fucking do it!

TOM
I’m trying! I’m fucking trying! 
STOP YELLING AT ME---

Tom screws his eyes shut, willing himself to do it.

Silence, and then, a feeble spurt, and then it gets going. 
Now he’s peeing on Morgan’s leg, it’s splashing all over the 
sand. Morgan is moaning dramatically.

The stream falters, tapering off. Tom is shivering, his lips 
are blue. He zips up his pants. 

TOM (CONT’D)
How did we get here?? 

Morgan’s whimper is turning into a giggle. 

TOM (CONT’D)
How did I get here?? I don’t even 
know where you end and I begin.

For a moment, there’s silence. 

TOM (CONT’D)
I’m done. I’m calling a cab.

Digging into the wet pocket of his jeans, Tom blanches.

TOM (CONT’D)
Oh no, no noo....

He pulls out his iPhone, hopelessly wet. He desperately 
clicks at it but there’s no way it’s turning on. Morgan’s 
giggle is gaining momentum. 

TOM (CONT’D)
FUCK! 

He dramatically hurls the iPhone toward the ocean but doesn’t 
clear the beach. Morgan’s giggle is getting hysterical.

TOM (CONT’D)
‘The fuck am I doing, following you 
around??? You don’t even have the 
fucking balls to kill yourself.

EXT. JITNEY BUS STOP. DAWN

FILM NOIR JAZZ

Dawn is breaking over an idyllic dewy spring morning in 
Southampton. Tom is curled up asleep, wet, on the bench.
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A few feet away, a small Hispanic woman waiting for the bus 
eyes him suspiciously. 

EXT. LONG ISLAND EXPRESSWAY - LATER

INSIDE THE JITNEY, THROUGH THE WINDOW, Tom is shivering 
miserably in the air-conditioned bus. 

Outside, all around, it’s all blue skies and fluffy clouds.

EXT. 9 GRACIE SQUARE - ESTABLISHING

INT. STAIRWELL. CONTINUOUS

As Tom mounts the stairs, he sniffs distastefully. As he 
reaches the 3rd floor, he gags. Retches. Covers his hand with 
his mouth. Turns, heads down the stairs full tilt.

INT. MAIL ROOM

Something is clicking to Tom as he looks over his neighbors’ 
mailboxes, full of rolled-up copies of the New York Times in 
blue cellophane baggies*.

He turns and VOMITS WRETCHEDLY into a trash can.

EXT. BODEGA PAY-PHONE - LATER

Under an old yellow awning, surrounded by bright flowers and 
fresh fruit, Tom is getting increasingly hysterical into a 
nasty pay-phone. 

TOM
Raul, you don’t understand. I’m 
sure. This smell, it’s bad, and 
it’s been getting worse---

INT. 3RD FLOOR LANDING

Raul BANGS on Andrew’s door. DOGS ARE BARKING INSIDE.

Raul is holding his shirt over his nose. Tom is watery-eyed, 
pacing. 

Now Raul is unlocking Andrew’s door with his giant key-ring*. 

...He takes a tentative step inside. Tom hangs back.

RAUL
(crosses himself)

Dios mio.
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POLICE SIRENS - (BRIDGING)

EXT. GRACIE SQUARE - LATER

A cluster of police cars blocks off the sidewalk. An 
ambulance pulls up, SIRENS BLARING. 

INT. 3RD FLOOR LANDING. AFTERNOON

The tiny landing is PACKED. Police tape marks a crime scene. 
A POLICE DETECTIVE with a stylized moustache is outside 
Andrew’s door. 

Several building residents cluster on the stairs, gossiping 
in hushed voices. 

BRIGITTE FIELDING
---The dogs have been way louder 
than usual...

SUZY
There’s only one way they could 
have survived in there...

NOSY OLD NEIGHBOR 
(shuddering)

Eughh, I can’t even think about it.

Tom is sitting apart on the stairs, his head in his hands.

THE DOOR OPENS. A butch female POLICE CAPTAIN emerges. 

POLICE CAPTAIN
(by rote, Jersey accent)

Folks, I have good news, mkay? The 
toxicologist has confirmed that the 
building is safe and a mandatory 
evacuation will not be necessary.

SUZY
(simpering)

If there’s anything we can do...

POLICE CAPTAIN
For now, Ma’am, it’s best if you 
all return to your homes and allow 
us to conduct our investigation. 

TWO UNIFORMED POLICE OFFICERS emerge from the apartment, each 
holding a wretched dachshund. A collective shiver runs 
through the crowd.

POLICE CAPTAIN (CONT’D)
I can assure you that everything 
here is 100% routine.
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The officers start taking the squirming dachshunds away like 
apprehended suspects. 

TOM
Wait, what’s happening to them?

POLICE CAPTAIN
Not to worry. The canines will be 
dealt with humanely.

TOM
What does that mean?

POLICE CAPTAIN
In a case like this, standard 
procedure is that they would be 
euthanized.

TOM
Euthanized!? What about the 
Dachshund Rescue Association? He 
was the President.

Tom points to Andrew’s door, as if the plaque will clear it 
all up.

POLICE CAPTAIN
Son, these kinds of situations can 
be disturbing, mkay? Should you 
require counseling, there are 
resources available---

TOM
No, you don’t get it. Dachshunds 
were that guy’s life. 

(he looks around for 
confirmation)

We need to call the Dachshund 
Rescue Association.

SUZY
I think Andrew was the Dachshund 
Rescue Association.

There’s a moment of silence. The officers move along.

TOM
WAIT.

(he jumps up)
I’ll take them.

A collective gasp. 

POLICE CAPTAIN
(breaking character)

Seriously?
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TOM
Yeah. They didn’t come this far to 
die humanely.

Then the police officers are advancing on him. Tom suddenly 
finds himself clutching a mangy flesh-eating dachshund in 
each arm. The neighbors recoil from him in horror. 

One of the dachshunds lets out a BLOODCURDLING HOWL.

ABSURD, CHEERFUL, FARCICAL MUSIC kicks in.

INT. APARTMENT 3B LIVING ROOM - LATER

The dachshunds are loose, ferociously attacking the pile of 
Nana’s things. One of them has a monogrammed needlepoint 
pillow in its tiny jaws, and is shaking all the feathers out.

Tom is RUMMAGING in drawers, squinting. He finds his backup 
glasses, nerdy wire frames*. 

He jams them on his face. He looks different in them. 

He turns to face the disaster.

EXT. BOARDWALK. AFTERNOON

Tom cuts a familiar lone figure walking the dachshunds down 
the boardwalk. They’re straining on their leashes. Tom smokes 
a cigarette with a shaking hand. Coughs a little. 

INT. 3RD FLOOR LANDING. AFTERNOON

Coming back from a walk, he hesitates, looks up the spiral 
staircase toward the Attic, then goes inside. 

The dogs yearn toward Andrew’s door, Tom has to DRAG them 
across into his apartment.

INT. KITCHEN - LATER

Tom gets down to business crushing up Valium with a knife. 

He sprinkles the powder onto a piece of meat, like seasoning. 

The dachshunds are BARKING madly, jumping around at his 
ankles, foaming at the mouth. 

He drops the drugged meat on the ground. They TEAR into it 
with unnerving enthusiasm.

Tom CACKLES in triumph.
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INT. LIVING ROOM. NIGHT

The drugged dachshunds are passed the fuck out, tongues 
lolling.

EXT. BODEGA PAY-PHONE. DAY

Tom waits while a DULL PHONE RINGS WITH NO ANSWER. He’s 
holding one of Morgan’s Suicide Slims business cards.

INT. BATHROOM. DAY

AS THE PHONE KEEPS RINGING...

-Tom is bathing the dachshunds in a sink full of fluffy suds.

-Tom is blow-drying the dachshunds with Nana’s pink hair-
dryer, brushing their coats.

INT. LIVING ROOM

MORGAN (V.O.)
This is Morgan. I’m not here. Leave 
me a message like it’s 1999. 

Tom is posing the dachshunds for a picture on Nana’s tartan 
armchair. The dogs won’t stay still.

EXT. FEDEX / KINKOS

The dachshunds are tied up outside, waiting patiently. 

TOM (V.O.)
Morgan, where are you dude? Did you 
hear what happened? It’s been 
fucking unreal. 

INT. FEDEX / KINKOS 

Photocopies of a splashy flier being printed, bearing a 
disarmingly cute picture of the dachshunds.

Each one reads: THE DACHSHUND RESCUE ASSOCIATION OF NEW YORK. 

TOM (V.O.)
Anyway, listen, I feel bad... and 
if nothing else I have a fucking 
crazy story for you. 

EXT. SIDEWALK 

Tom is papering the neighborhood with dachshund fliers.
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TOM (V.O.)
So, I don’t have a phone...

EXT. BODEGA PAY-PHONE. DAY

TOM
...As you know.

(he chuckles)
You know where to find me. 

He hangs up. Pulls out a pack of Marlboros. Considers it, 
then chucks it resolutely into the trash can on the corner.

Just then, NATALIE EMERGES FROM THE BODEGA, salt & vinegar 
chips and Diet Coke in a glass bottle.

NATALIE
Hey...

She looks him up and down, looking nonplussed.

TOM
Oh. Hey.

NATALIE
Are you... stalking me?

TOM
Far from it. I’m actually doing a 
selfless good deed.

He hands her a flier. 

TOM (CONT’D)
Dachshund? 

EMMA pops out of the bodega, sees Natalie with Tom and 
DRAMATICALLY pulls a couple high-school boys away.

NATALIE
Sorry, she’s retarded...

TOM
It’s cool.

There’s a lot to say but none of it really needs to be said.

NATALIE
So, I’m going to Berkeley next 
year.

TOM
Yeah? That’ll be great.

NATALIE
Yeah?
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TOM
Yeah. They say California’s the new 
New York, anyway.

NATALIE
Do they say that?

TOM
I don’t know, I just made it up.

A flurry of whispers and giggles from Emma and the boys.

TOM (CONT’D)
You should go, I don’t want to keep 
you.

NATALIE
Okay. Well, don’t be a stranger.

TOM
Yeah. Send me a postcard or 
something.

She rejoins her friends. Tom sets off toward 9 Gracie with 
the dachshunds, feeling pretty good about how he handled 
that. 

SMASH CUT TO

INT. MONEY-GREEN VINTAGE MERCEDES

Over the engine ROARING, a PHONE IS RINGING.

RED NAILS and WHITE KNUCKLES on the wheel. It’s LISKULA, or 
is it Cruella DeVille? 

A cigarette in her mouth, dark sunglasses on, she’s SWERVING 
AROUND THE CORNER.

EXT. SIDEWALK - CONTINUOUS

Tom is walking along with the dachshunds.

THE PHONE KEEPS RINGING.

INT. MONEY-GREEN VINTAGE MERCEDES - CONTINUOUS

AUTOMATED FEMALE VOICE
The caller you are trying to reach 
is unavailable. Please try your 
call again later.

Liskula bangs on the steering wheel in frustration, rummages 
for a lighter.

100.



EXT. GRACIE SQUARE - CONTINUOUS

On the street, the dachshunds have stopped to sniff Zelda 
Zeckendorf’s shih-tsus.

Tom and the portly maid acknowledge each other politely while 
the dogs thoroughly investigate each other’s butts.

TOM
(benevolently)

This way, Sergeant. 

VRRRROOOOM. Tom turns to see LISKULA, not paying attention to 
the road, LIGHTING HER CIGARETTE. 

The car is HURTLING toward him.

In the nick of time, Tom LUNGES, GRABS the maid, and DIVES 
out of the way.

SPLAT. The two fluffy Shih-Tsus never stood a chance. 

CRASH. Liskula’s car slams into the red fire hydrant, which 
starts spraying water everywhere.

Unscathed, Tom, the maid and the dachshunds are tangled on 
the ground.

EXT. GRACIE SQUARE - LATER

Two tiny body bags are being lifted into a small veterinary 
ambulance. 

Tom is off to the side with the dachshunds, a blanket wrapped 
around his shoulders.

Liskula is being pulled from the car, kicking and screaming. 

LISKULA
(at Tom)

This is all your fault! Where IS 
he?! GET OFF ME.

VINNY the doorman is dramatically describing the whole story 
to the same butch POLICE CAPTAIN, who is nodding along with a 
bored look on her face. (This is all 100% routine.)

The cops force Liskula into a squad car, screaming:

LISKULA (CONT’D)
The little mongrels ran into the 
road! I’m going to SUE! 

Down the block, Zelda Zeckendorf, the HEIRESS, and her two 
maids are crying.
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The EMTs close up the ambulance, respectfully hand Zelda 
Zeckendorf two tragic bedazzled gold leashes*, and drive off.

POLICE CAPTAIN
Well, Son, from what I hear, you’re 
nothing short of a hero.

She claps him on the back. Tom looks down at the leashes in 
his hand. Then looks over at Zelda and the maids, crying over 
their empty leashes. An idea strikes.

SWELLING FINALE MUSIC KICKS IN: we watch Tom introduce 
himself to Zelda. He’s pointing to Andrew’s apartment... 

...He gestures to the two dachshunds, hands her a flier, 
points out her empty dog leashes. She bends down, greets the 
dachshunds. Tom bends down, gives the dogs a scratch. They 
shake hands...

Tom turns away... leaving the dachshunds behind. We see the 
maids swapping their leashes for the bedazzled gold ones.

Tom goes inside 9 Gracie Square. 

Zelda, the two maids, and the dachshunds sweep past the 
doorman into the Zeckendorf Tower.

INT. 9 GRACIE LOBBY

Tom pauses on the stairs, turns and goes into the MAIL ROOM.

INT. ZECKENDORF TOWER LOBBY 

The maids carry the dachshunds across the marble lobby.

INT. MAIL ROOM 

Tom looks inside his mailbox. Sure enough, he finds 
something: a single gold key*.

INT. ZECKENDORF TOWER ELEVATOR 

Inside the gilded elevator, one of the maids presses “PH”, 
and the elevator doors close with a neat DING.

INT. 9 GRACIE STAIRS

Tom is RUNNING up, two at a time.

EXT. AIRPORT RUNWAY 

Plane wheels TURNING on tarmac, gathering speed.
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INT. ZECKENDORF TOWER ELEVATOR

DING! The elevator reaches the Penthouse.

INT. 9 GRACIE ATTIC

Tom has reached the top of the stairs. He fits the gold key 
in the lock, it turns. 

INT. ZELDA ZECKENDORF’S PENTHOUSE

The elevator doors open right onto Zelda Zeckendorf’s lavish 
penthouse. Everything is sumptuous, gold, marble.

EXT. AIRPORT RUNWAY 

A huge commercial plane is taking off, one inch at a time.

INT. THE ATTIC

Tom steps inside. It’s tiny, the slanted roof makes it hard 
to stand. Bare lightbulbs hang from the ceiling. One 
threadbare Persian carpet. The bed is just a mattress on the 
floor.

Tom crosses to a bookshelf. It’s full of stolen library 
books. Freud, The Interpretation of Dreams. Nabokov, Lolita. 
Alice's Adventures in Wonderland.

Leaned against a wall, Tom sees a LARGE BURLAP SACK OF 
TOBACCO. There’s an LLC application form next to it.

Then he spots AN ENVELOPE which reads: “FOR TOM”. He tears it 
open, heart-thumping.

INT. ZELDA ZECKENDORF’S PENTHOUSE

The two dachshunds have made themselves right at home on a 
large velvet dog-bed. A floor-to-ceiling window boasts an 
astonishing view of the city. They’ve made it.

EXT. GRACIE SQUARE

DOWN ON THE STREET, the crime scene is being cleared. The 
doormen are hosing blood off the cement sidewalk.

A BAREFOOT BUDDHIST MONK walks by, ringing a EERIE bell.

BUDDHIST MONK
Shantih Shantih Shantih

The chant floats up up up into the air...
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INT. THE ATTIC

... wafts into the Attic, where Tom is opening the envelope.

Inside is a one-way plane ticket* to Mumbai, India.

Tom looks up, an unreadable expression on his face.

EXT. THE SKY

The plane is gaining height. Through a window, we see a pair 
of hands, a tattoo on one wrist: the Cheshire Cat grin. 

Then the plane enters the cloud layer, and we FADE TO WHITE.

The End
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