PAGE  
81

       REN DRAWING
by

Blake Lockett
FADE IN
INT. REN DWIGHT’S APPARTMENT. BEDROOM- MORNING

We HEAR cars and horns beeping over this scene.

Ren is 55, height 5’6, and very white hair. 
Though there is an edge about him that makes him seem younger then he really is.

Ren sits up in bed. He rubs his eyes. 

His eyes are rimed with black. He hasn’t slept at all. 

INT. REN DWIGHT’S APPARTMENT. BATHROOM- SAME

Ren washes his face under the cold water. 

He lifts up his head and looks into his bathroom mirror. Behind him is a framed COMIC BOOK COVER “SPIDERMAN #1”

INT. REN DWIGHT’S APPARTMENT. KITCHEN- SAME

Ren pours himself a bowl of Fruit loops. 

He begins to slurp them up. He reads the back of the packaging as he does. 

He begins to smirk. Then he starts laughing under his breath quietly as he eats. We don’t quite know why.  

He suddenly starts to cough from laughing to hard.

EXT. BUS STOP – DAY

Ren waits for a bus. He holds a brown shoulder sack close to his chest.

A pretty WOMAN stands next to him with a leather hand bag. 

He slowly turns his head to look at her. She smiles at him.

He quickly turns away.

INT/EXT. BUS – SAME

Ren sits next to an Asian woman uncomfortably. The woman nurses a baby boy in a pram. The baby is abut two years old and sings “London bridge is falling down” repeatedly.

The Asian lady claps as the baby reaches “my fair lady” and ends the song. 

The baby begins again. 

We can see the irritation in Ren’s eyes as the baby continues to sing.
After the boy finishes again he stops and looks at Ren with an angry, resentful expression. Then he starts screaming to his mother.

BOY

I want to sit there!!!

The boy points to where Ren is sitting. Ren clutches his shoulder sack.

He stands up from the seat and holds onto a bus post. 

He catches the eye of the WOMAN from the bus stop. 

The woman turns away from him. Perhaps unhappy that her friendly gesture was not paid back to her.

EXT. ARIER’S COMIC SHOP- DAY

Ren walks over to the stairs leading down into the store.

INT. ARIER’S COMIC SHOP – DAY

Ren walks through an isle, shelved with comic books to the front desk. 

At the front desk reading a newspaper is MARK FLINT, 23 long hair down to his shoulders. A conscious and occasionally caring and thoughtful young man, though his appearance would suggest otherwise. He has a large tattoo on his right arm and a nose piercing. He may come across as a prick, but he is simply confused as we will learn.

MARK (comic British accent)

Hi there old boy. 

REN (serious)

Hi.

Ren walks around the counter and puts his shoulder sack down.

MARK

You brought your lunch?

REN

What? No, I thought Alvers Singer was coming in…

MARK

Yeah. He rescheduled. He has some big important conference with a bunch of comic book ass wipes. 

REN

In the city?

MARK

In Kentucky, if you can believe that.

REN

Kentucky? When is he coming here? He said he wants to read my stuff, I spent all night doing this and if he’s not even going to be here…

MARK

He called for like five seconds, he didn’t go into details. How about I look at your stuff?

REN

Why?

MARK

I read comics.

Ren laughs for a moment.

REN

I think your definition of reading is different from mine. 

MARK

Yeah, well I haven’t read a fucking dictionary lately, no. 

A comic I can handle. Does it even have text yet anyway?

REN

Text, colouring, outlining, cover page. 

MARK
How long did it take you to do all that?

REN

To DO all that took me four sleepless nights. Planning took eight weeks.

MARK

Four nights?

Ren opens the sack and takes out the pages of a fully covered graphic novel that is as thick as your usual Manga issue collection volume one. 

Mark picks it up in awe.

MARK (cont’d)

Jesus Christ!

REN

No he didn’t help. It was all me. All three-hundred and sixty-five pages of it.

MARK (shocked)
Fuck me!

REN

You still want to read it?

MARK

You better give me a few weeks. Or at least give me an outline down?

REN

An outline? Read it. Or don’t.
Ren leans on the desk and rubs his temples. Mark looks over him concerned.

MARK

Maybe a few less sleepless nights will help.

REN

I’m of the same opinion. Just my body isn’t. I’ll be back.

Ren walks through a door at the back of the counter.

Mark goes back to his newspaper.

We hear FOOTSTEPS approaching. 

A MAN with brown hair and a suit and tie walks into the store. His name is TOBIN. He is a stuck-up, upper class accountant of some sort.
He inspects though the long isles of comics. 

After a short while he approaches Mark at the counter. 

TOBIN

I’m looking for Time zone do you have that?...

Mark, still reading, reads allowed, presumably to Tobin, from the newspaper.

MARK (from newspaper)

“Tax department official David Greenway said that he was not to blame for the recent frailty in the workers hired in his department. And that he will soon put an action into place to assure no slip ups, such as the Hughes scandal last week occur in his department again. Greenway also stated Albert Burton has been relived following the Hughes money laundering scandal”
TOBIN (confused)
What?

MARK (annoyed)

What?

Mark throughs down the newspaper in anger.

TOBIN
Do you have time zone…

MARK

…What? What the fuck is that?

TOBIN

It’s a magazine. My son wants the next issue.

MARK (annoyed)

Well sorry, sir we don’t have “Time Zone”. We sell comics. Not porno.
Tobin pauses a beat. 

TOBIN

What in the words time zone suggests pornographic material?

MARK

…You have me at a loss there so I’ll just use my stock answer, get fucked you yuppie dick head!

TOBIN

What? … (a pause) I don’t know what I’ve done to deserve this treatment? I’m a paying customer, it’s your obligation as a clerk to serve me…

MARK

A clerk? You don’t think very highly of me do you? 

TOBIN

Well why should I?

MARK

If you did, you would bother to differentiate a clerk from a store assistant. I do more then just clerk. I’m sure my job’s harder then yours. All you have to do is go into the office by one door, suck your boss’s dick and remember to use the exit door to your left when you’re going out of the office.

Tobin stares for a moment. He clears his throat.

TOBIN
Sorry what was that?

MARK 

I said you go through one…

TOBIN (sudden anger)

…Shut up!

MARK (sarcastic)
Well put General Patton, but we’re no longer on the Kuwait battlefield I don’t have to do what you say.

TOBIN

Hey…

MARK

Hey…what?

TOBIN

Fu…screw you. 

MARK

I didn’t quite hear you? Say again for us audibly impaired?

TOBIN

Nothing. Just…I said…fuck you. I won’t be made fun of. Especially not by some…drug…hippy fuck! Who dropped out of high school at the age of seven!
MARK

When in your life haven’t you been made fun of?...

Ren enters the room again and coughs in Mark’s direction. 
Mark goes silent. He stares down at his newspaper.

Ren smiles at Tobin. Tobin bursts out in anger in this conversation.

REN (to Tobin)
Can I help you?

TOBIN

And where the fuck were you?!
REN

What? 

TOBIN

While I was being abused by this…guy…where were you?

               REN
I was in the bathroom just then sorry, can I assist you with...

TOBIN

Well you might as well stay there now! 

Tobin storms off and up the stairs to the street above.

Ren stares for a moment taking in the random insult.

He then turns to Mark. He grabs the newspaper and throws it down on the table and gets Mark’s immediate attention. 

REN

What did you say to that guy?

MARK

I just told him who he was. He didn’t like it.

REN

Yeah? And who was he?

MARK

Just looking at him I could tell exactly who he was. He’s the kind of guy who wakes up and knows he has no reason to go to his shitty job, but out of some sense of fucked up loyalty he does anyway.
REN

Well who he was, to me was a god damn paying customer! How about I let you harass every suited man who comes in here, and I’ll take it out of your pay?

Ren takes out a stack of comic books from underneath the counter. 

REN (cont’d)

Think! For a second! And I told you to stack these the other day.

MARK

Okay! God!

REN

No don’t worry about it now. You just sit there and read about the latest stabbing in time square, while I do the work.

Ren walks around the counter and begins stacking the comic books on the shelves.

MARK

Yeah…well that’s what you get for leaving me out here to deal with every single asshole that comes through here, so you can have your long overdue snooze in the bathroom.

REN

For your information I was taking a shit!

INT. CITY CAFÉ - DAY
Ren sits by himself at a table. He has a cup of coffee on the table in front of him. 

He looks through his graphic novel. 

He hears a sound of a BABY crying at the table across from him. He looks up. The baby is screaming.

We HEAR a sudden voice coming from nowhere.

VOICE

Look at this and stop crying, you’ll never be able to draw a naked woman without looking!....

Shocked by the voice Ren stands up in sudden fear. He knocks over his coffee cup and it stains the comic. 

REN

Fuck it!

Ren quickly picks it up off the table. 

He holds it nervously as he looks around the café. The mother of the baby scowls at him. Other people look and go silent.

REN

Sorry…

Ren walks quickly out of the café holding the script.

INT. ARIER’S COMIC SHOP. BATHROOM IN BACK – DAY

Ren dries the comic book in the hand dryer.

INT. ARIER’S COMIC SHOP – DAY

Ren throws the comic down on the table. He slumps over it. He is not happy.

Mark leans over to study Ren’s face.

MARK
Have you been crying, Ren?

REN (angry)

No!

INT. ARIER’S COMIC SHOP. BATHROOM IN BACK – DAY EARLIER

Ren indeed cries holding his comic book in a stall on the toilet. He slumps over it holding it in tears.

INT. ARIER’S COMIC SHOP – DAY

MARK

It’s okay. I cry every night. 

REN

Why?

MARK

A combination of American Idol and Baywatch does that to you. 

REN 

Ever tried anti depressants? 

MARK

Yeah. They don’t work for me. The only drug that works for me is Xanax.

REN

Why?

MARK

Think about the source of depression. It’s anxiety.

REN

How come?

MARK

People.

REN

What about them?

MARK

They’re scary. They make me anxious. When everyone is staring at you, you just can’t get over the fear. When everyone isn’t staring at you just can’t get over the fear. So either way you’re scared. 

REN

I think your right. I get on the bus and I freak out. It happens every morning. I wake up in fear and that leads to…

MARK

Moring glory?

REN (ignoring)

…Depression. 

MARK

That’s sad obi-wan. Pop a few pills old man. Feel better.

REN

Yeah I don’t think so.

MARK

I’ll still read your thing. Just have to read through the coffee stains.

Mark lifts up the comic and inspects it.

He pats Ren on the back.

MARK (cont’d)

Hey on the plus side it looks better then Dog Town.

REN (thinks a moment)

You ever hear voices?

MARK

What do you mean?

REN

Like people talking to you?

MARK

Only after I’ve taken the Xanax.

INT. PHARMACY – NIGHT
Ren looks down the isles of various drugs. He takes out a carton of Xanax from the shelf and inspects the back.

He moves over to look for anti depressants.

VOICE (O.S)

Depressed?

REN jumps at the voice and looks around. To his right standing next to him in the aisle is the WOMAN from the bus stop, FAY.

REN

Sorry?

He looks around.

REN (cont’d)

Are you talking to me?

FAY

There’s no one else in this aisle.

Ren looks around again.

FAY (cont’d)

So? Are you depressed Ren?

REN

It doesn’t matter. 

FAY

Why not?

REN

Well…why would it? To you I mean.

FAY

Why wouldn’t it?

REN

Because. I don’t know you.

FAY

But I may care though. You never know. Who’s that guy who always depended on the kindness of strangers?

REN

That guy was Vivian Leigh. 

FAY (laughs)

Sorry, I thought it was a guy.

REN

I don’t see how she could be easily mistaken for a man if you’d seen her.

FAY

Are you suggesting I’m too young to know who she is?

REN (testing her memory)
Who’s she?

FAY

Shit…Vivian Lee…n?

REN

My point is proven.

FAY

No wait Vivian Leigh! That’s right!
REN

I hope you were kidding.

FAY (smiles)

I guess you’ll have to find that out.

REN

I don’t know what that means.

FAY

I know. That’s the point. It’s supposed to be a mystery.

REN

I don’t….really know where this is going. 

FAY

Where do you think this is going?

REN

I don’t know. I ‘m just looking for…

FAY

Vicodin? 

REN

No. I’m not in pain.

FAY

You look like you are. From the blackness around your eyes. How often do you sleep?

REN

Ah…I…why?

FAY

Just a question.

REN

Often.

FAY

You lying to me Renny?

REN

No…I…(pause) what did you call me?

FAY

Sorry, Ren, you prefer that. I was trying to put my own touch to it. It’s not your real name though is it? 

Ren is now very confused by this woman.

REN

Wh…how do you know who I am?
FAY

How does anyone know who you are?

REN

They…you read my books?

FAY

Bingo, Ringo. 

REN

Did you like them?

FAY

Obviously! I wouldn’t be stalking you otherwise!

Harry smiles strangely flattered.

REN

You were stalking me?

FAY

Yeah. Well…only today. I found out where you lived. I’m guilty.

REN

Who are you?

FAY (smiles)

I’m Fay.

Harry Smiles back.

REN

Were you in here buying drugs?

FAY

Honey, the sort of drugs I use, you can’t buy in a store.

REN (smiles shyly)

Really?

FAY (laughs)

No. I just said that to look cool. Just so you don’t have any expectations later.

REN

Why would I have expectations?

FAY

Well you are coming back to my place aren’t you?

REN

I can’t do that.

FAY

Why not?

REN

I have commitments.

FAY

Married? Divorced? Kids need welfare? 

REN

No. My job. 

FAY

You work for a living. Am I right?

REN

Doesn’t everyone?

FAY

Yeah, I guess. 

REN

So…Yeah.

FAY

Yeah!

Ren begins to slowly walk away, still smiling politely.

Ren moves to the counter. He places his products on the counter.

A tall man scans his products through. The man almost glares at Ren for no particular reason as he scans.
Ren stands uncomfortably waiting.

INT/EXT. REN’S CAR – NIGHT
Ren sits in his car next to his products in a plastic bag. 

He sits for a moment. Then he moves almost in sudden loss of restraint to his glove compartment.

He fishes around for something. He pulls out a pack of cigarettes and a silver lighter with yellow smiley face on it.

He lights a cigarette. The smoke billows out into the car. 

He suddenly sees FAY in the parking lot she walks past him. He ducks under the dash board. 

He waits a moment and pokes his head back up. He looks around the parking lot outside. She is gone.

INT. REN’S APPARTMENT. LIVING ROOM – NIGHT
Ren has another cigarette in his mouth. He scribbles drawings on an arts desk. 

He turns his chair and looks over at the clock on the coffee table in front of the TV.

The time reads 3:45 AM

He turns back to his drawing. A picture of a man wearing all black. He has dozens of scars on his face. He has a grim expression on his face. He is old. He holds a double barrel shot gun in one hand and a cigarette in the other.

INT. ARIER’S COMIC SHOP – DAY

Mark stands at the counter reading the graphic novel with coffee stains all over it.  

INT. ARIER’S COMIC SHOP. BATHROOM IN BACK – DAY

Ren leans over the bathroom sink. He shoves some pills into his mouth and leans over the spout and takes a drink.

INT. ARIER’S COMIC SHOP – SAME

Ren walks into the room from the back door leading to the bathroom. 

Mark puts the comic down and looks at Ren.

MARK
Yeah…

REN

Yeah…? What?

MARK

I don’t get it.

Ren looks down at his comic. And back up at Mark.

REN

What do you mean?

MARK

It starts off okay. Then gets…funny.

REN

As in strange?

MARK

Yeah.

REN

Well then you got it. 

MARK

Who is this girl?

Mark holds up the comic to a full page drawing of a blond girl with a white dress. The dress is like silk. It is see through.

Ren stares at it for a second, and then coughs uncomfortably.

He shrugs his shoulders.

REN

She…I just made her up. 

Mark looks at Ren suspiciously. Ren takes the book and drops it on the table.

Ren rubs his forehead.

MARK

How did those pills work for you?

REN

How did you know I got pills?

MARK

Well you did didn’t you?
REN

I don’t know.

MARK

How can you not know?

REN

I don’t know if they worked or not, I mean.

MARK

You feeling any better?

REN

No. Not really.

MARK

Take more then those stupid instructions say.

REN (laughs)

I don’t want to die!

MARK

You won’t die. It’s Xanax. 

REN

How much more?

MARK

Double for starters. 

REN

Double? I’m surprised you’re not dead.

INT. REN’S APPARTMENT. LIVING ROOM – NIGHT

Ren smokes at his drawing desk.

He screws up a sheet of paper and throws it into a trash basket next to him.

He stares at a new blank sheet of paper. 

He stands up from the desk still looking at the paper. 

With his foot, he pushes the desk into the wall. 

He opens a draw and gets out some pins. 

He takes the sheet of paper and pins it up on the wall behind his TV.

He stands back and smiles. 

INT. REN’S APPARTMENT. BATHROOM – NIGHT

Ren searches through his cabinet under his sink. 

He pulls out a dusty packet of cigarettes. He opens the packet and smells it.

He takes one out and pulls out his smiley face lighter. 

LATER

He leans against the wall smoking. 

He holds a red marker in his left hand. He nurses it on his lap.

We move to the floor to his a drawing on the sparkling white tiles. It is the WOMAN in the comic book. The white dress is now RED because of the colour but it is obvious it is the same drawing.

Suddenly we HEAR again the VOICE from the café that seems to only be in Ren’s head.

VOICE

Don’t just sit there pick up the fucking pencil. Draw what you think. No one can see what you think. Draw it…!!!

Ren stands up in surprise, the cigarette drops out of his mouth as he stands.

He looks around the bathroom in panic. 

EXT. BUS STOP – DAY
Ren stands waiting at the stop. 
A few other people stand around him. A man with thick rimmed glasses reads a newspaper. His left arm is in a white sling.

A woman holing a can of coke sips it then lowers it, then sips it again.

Ren holds his jacket close to him. He starts shaking.

C.U of Ren’s face. He looks very ill.

The rimes of his eyes are dark. His eyes themselves are red.

INT/EXT. BUS – SAME

Ren sits by himself. He holds his arms and jacket close. He breaths loud and very often. 

He begins to cough. He coughs violently. The stops suddenly.

He pears over his seat to see if any passengers have taken notice. Only has. Fay. She sits two seats down in the row on the other side of the bus.

Fay smiles. She sits up and walks over to him. 

FAY

Scooch over for a friend?

Ren, uncomfortable, forces a smile, coughs, and then moves over to his window seat. 

Fay takes the seat next to him. She is still smiling.
FAY (cont’d)

The seat’s warm. That’s one sign of health.

Ren forces another smile.

REN

Those pills didn’t work so…I don’t see how.

FAY

Yeah well you don’t look so good. 

REN

I don’t feel good.

FAY

Why not? Depression sweeping over you like a dark cloud?

REN

Kind of, yes.

FAY

I don’t think there are pills for what you have.

REN

How do you know?

FAY

Cause I’ve had what you have before.
REN

What do I have?

FAY

Fright.

REN

Fright?

FAY

You’re scared of everyone. 

REN

Not everyone.

FAY

No, but most people.

REN

You’re pretty frightening yourself, you know?

FAY

Sorry. It happens. But that’s how you get over it. Stop being scared of everyone and make them scared. 

REN

How? I’ve tried that. It doesn’t work.

FAY

Why not? All you have to do is think, well fuck them, I’m going to die.

Ren looks at Fay with obvious confusion.

REN

Huh?

FAY

Well why waste your time? Am I right? There’s not much point to it. 

REN

There’s not much point to anything.

Fay nods.

FAY

Right. Stop hoping it’ll go away is my suggestion. Do something about it. Before you die preferably, or you’ll have those butterflies and depression in your stomach until you keel over.

REN

That’s pretty morbid.

FAY

Morbid’s good. It clears things up faster.

Ren pauses and looks at her seriously. Fay smiles as if she was joking all the time.
FAY (cont’d)

Am I right?

REN

Scarily yes. 

Fay laughs and turns to face the back of the seat in front of her. 

A pause.

REN (cont’d)

Do you want to do something?

FAY

Yeah. When?

REN

I get off work…

FAY

Right your commitments…

REN

…At seven.

FAY

Seven? You’re dedicated. To me anyway. I’m nine to five.

REN

I don’t mind it. So you wanna give me…

FAY

I know where you work. Silly.

REN (laughs)

Okay.

INT. ARIER’S COMIC SHOP – DAY

Mark looks at a customer, STAN who stands behind the counter. They are in mid conversation about a comic book Mark has on the counter.
MARK
This “graphic novel” is bullshit.
STAN

How? The movie was like, exactly the same and I liked that…

MARK

Well woopdy-fucking-doo! This is the most self indulgent piece of badly drawn shit since barbed wire!
STAN

Okay. So I won’t buy it.

MARK

Hay, buddy it’s your money. 

STAN

No. I’ll get something else.

MARK

I got lunch in thirty seconds. And I don’t like to line up at subway down there so hurry it up.

STAN

Fine.

Stan yanks the thick comic book off the counter. 

He walks over to the isle and pushes it back onto the stand.

MARK

Hay, buddy, A little more sensitive, you don’t want to be paying for that. Believe me I made that mistake before.

STAN

Yeah I’m sure you have. Dick.

Mark pauses. He walks slowly out from behind the counter. 

He walks over to STAN who follows him with his eyes until Mark stands right in front of him. Scarily close.

MARK
Pick something!

STAN

How about no!

MARK

Look, I’ll do it for you.

Mark takes a random comic off the racks and shoves it into Stan’s hand.

STAN

You know what? Fuck this I don’t deserve this shit. I walk in here, a customer and you make me feel like an asshole!


MARK
Feelings are a strong way the body tells you how you are!

STAN

I don’t even know what the fuck that means!

MARK

Take your superman and get out! Though first pay! Five dollars!

Stan stares a long while at Mark who stares straight back. 

Stan slowly reaches for his pocket and pulls out a red wallet with a black round fist on it. The fist salutes with its middle finger. 

Stan takes out a five dollar note and hands it to Mark.

Mark shouts for no reason in the same tone as if resiting pre practised lines right in Stan’s face.

MARK

Thank you! Goodbye! Come again if you must!

Stan pauses for a moment, and then walks up the stairs.

EXT. ARIER’S COMIC SHOP – DAY
Stan storms out the main door. 

We focus on Ren who is presumably taking a brake. He sits on a bench, smoking.

He looks at Stan who walks in anger down the street.

INT. ARIER’S COMIC SHOP – LATER

Mark sits spinning a coin on the counter. 

Ren sits next to him biting his nail. 

MARK

Bad habit.

Ren snaps out of what seems now to be a day dream and looks at Mark.

REN

What? White rabbit? What’s white rabbit?

MARK

No I said bad habit. Bitting.

Mark gestures to Ren’s nails.
Ren looks down at them. They are bitten and ugly.

REN

You have one too.

MARK

What bad attributes have you ever picked up in me?

REN

You seem to have to have an argument with everyone who comes in here for one.
MARK

That’s not a habit. That’s a necessity to the job. 

REN

Why?

MARK

What? You haven’t noticed that everyone who comes in here is either a fuck or a fuck head?

REN

No I haven’t.

MARK

Yeah, well you wouldn’t. You spend too much of your time smoking in the bathroom.

REN

I have never smoked in that

bathroom for your information!

MARK

For your information I know for a fact you have.

REN

Yeah, well until you produce surveillance videos I’m sticking to my denial. And I don’t even smoke anyway.
MARK
Don’t feed me crap you’ll get the same back. 

REN

Oh so you’re clean huh?

MARK

Yeah. Besides passive, I have never smoked. Not even the weeds off the coked up lawn in my Nan’s back yard.

REN

Well I didn’t exactly start on purpose!
MARK

Curiosity murders cats and people. You thought “well maybe I’ll try it out”.

REN

Yes, I did, so?
MARK

That’s like an alcoholic saying “I’ll just have one drink” it’s called lying to yourself, Ren.

REN

And you would never do that would you?

MARK

No. I lie enough as it is I don’t have to do it to myself. You, on the other hand need to re evaluate yourself.
REN

Well I’m sorry but I find it hard to listen to a seventeen year old, whose last lesson on life was taught in twelfth grade detention. That was “you’re always going to be a fuck up so get used to it”.

Mark pauses and watches Ren’s facial expressions.

MARK

Okay. Fine. Don’t listen. 
REN (sighs)
No. I know. Sorry. It’s all the bullshit. And I don’t always lie to myself. I try not to anyway.

MARK

You should try harder. 

REN

I will. 

MARK
What bullshit are you talking about?

REN

Everything. Don’t get me started.

INT. ARIER’S COMIC SHOP – LATER

Ren is on the phone. He is alone in the store now. Mark has gone for the night

REN (on phone)

…Hey my name’s Ren Dwight. Yes. Alvers…Okay…so he’ll call me as soon as possible, okay just checking. I don’t wanna be put on that’s all. He promised to be here last Tuesday and no show.

Oh no, I wouldn’t think that of him just…Yeah. Okay Thursday. The twenty fifth, that’s Thursday? You sure? Okay, no thanks just checking. Bye, thanks again.
Ren hangs up the store phone.

EXT. ARIER’S COMIC SHOP – NIGHT PAST 7.00

Ren waits on the bench for Fay.

He looks at his watch. 

EXT. ARIER’S COMIC SHOP – NIGHT LATER

Ren smokes what looks to be his third cigarette. The other two are squashed into the pavement below him.

Fay approaches the bench. Ren smiles and drops his cigarette onto the ground.

FAY (joking tone)
That’s littering little man.

Ren looks down at the ash on the pavement.

He stands up to face Fay.

FAY (cont’d)

You are going to pick that up?

REN

There’s a garbage man. He goes down this street ever morning.

It’s okay.

FAY

What if he’s sick tomorrow?

REN

Well in the very slim circumstance that, that would occur then I’m sure they can get somebody to fill in for him.

FAY

You wouldn’t say that if that was our job. 

REN

But it isn’t.

FAY

You’re not making a very good impression we’re already arguing.

REN

We’re not arguing. (pause) Are we?

Fay smirks. 

Ren turns serious. 
Ren leans down and scoops up his ash with one hand.
Fay looks at it and nods her head in approval. Then she smiles. 

FAY

Where to candy man?

REN

I…haven’t thought about that. A trash can first I guess. This stuff burns.

EXT. CITY STREET – NIGHT

Fay and Ren walk and talk as they search for a place to eat.

FAY
I like Italian food.

REN

You mean like pizza?

FAY (laughs)

No, I mean like spaghetti. Not very culture conscious are you?
Ren shrugs.

REN 
Hey. I never learnt other languages and things, no but I got the best education around. 

FAY

Who from?

REN

My dad.

FAY

Well how about I educate you on the wonders of Italy? My tour doesn’t involve pizza hut.
REN

Sure.
INT. SPAGHETTIE WESTERN RESTAURANT – NIGHT

The two sit at a white clothed table. Clean, napkins and a bottle of wine on ice next to them. 

They eat spaghetti.

REN

So how did you find me? 

FAY

I went on that old publisher’s website. You comics were done by them. There you were.

REN

I didn’t realize. So anyone can just find out where I live.

FAY

Well, where you work anyway. I just looked up your name in the address book and I found you. Like fate huh?

REN

Like my address published on the internet without me knowing.

FAY

I thought you would know. Could boost sales for you anyway.

REN

Well if I did know. I don’t remember it. 

FAY (laughs)

How could you not remember?

REN

Too many sleepless nights I guess.

FAY

When was the last time you did sleep, if you can remember.(laughs)
REN (smiles)

Um….

Fay laughs.

REN (cont’d)

I’m just kidding. A few weeks maybe. Maybe a month. 

FAY

A month? That’s not good, Ren.

Ren drifts away.

REN

Ren?

FAY (confused)

What? 

Ren comes back.
REN 
Nothing…I just…

FAY

Forgot your name?

REN (laughs)

Not exactly. 

FAY

But loosely?

REN

Yeah. I did for a second….

Ren drifts off for a moment again. Fay looks at him concerned.

FAY

Like I was saying, a month is bad. It’s effecting you.

REN

No. It has nothing to do with that. 

FAY

Well how long since you’ve been called Immanuel?

REN

Sorry?

FAY

Your real name. I told you when we met I knew your real name. Didn’t I?

REN

Yeah…maybe. 


FAY

So how long since you’ve been called Immanuel?

REN (laughs)

Seems you know more about me then I do. How did you find that out?
FAY

It was in your profile of your first published comic “Nemek” It said in that little inside slip “Ren Dwight was born Immanuel Renaldo Able. Got that part memorised.
REN

Wow. You’re officially my number one fan.

Fay laughs and takes a sip of wine.

FAY

So why the name change?

REN

Complications I guess. My Jewizm being the main thing.

FAY

Yeah. 

REN

My dad was very strict on it, that and his art.

FAY

Your dad was your influence?

REN

Yeah. Good old pa pa. (laughs)

FAY

That’s sweet. 

REN

It wasn’t for me, believe me. If I got a line out of place in a drawing I would never hear the end of it. A perfectionist. The trouble is his son wasn’t.
FAY
I guess they all have expectations of us when we first immerge, naked and covered in uterus juice.

REN
That’s what I don’t get. How can someone expect so much of a two feet tall screaming baby?

FAY

They expect a mini version of them. 

REN
Did yours?

FAY

I don’t know really. I guess yeah.

REN

I don’t want any little versions of me. One of me is enough to go around.

FAY

What if you had a twin? 

REN (serious)

I’d probably murder him.

After a pause, Ren smiles.

REN (cont’d)
Well, maybe just lock him in the basement. 

FAY

You’d lock yourself in the basement?

REN

I thought we were talking about a twin of me.

FAY

Yeah but he’d look like you.

REN

I’d lock myself in the basement if I had one.

FAY

And you said I was morbid.

REN

It takes one to know one.

FADE OUT

EXT. CITY STREET

Ren and Fay walk through the street.
Ren holds a fortune cookie from the restaurant.

He opens it and reads the fortune.

FAY

Does it say you will find your twin tomorrow?

REN

It says “you will have a defining moment in your life”.

FAY (impressed)
Wow.
REN

A defining moment? It took long enough for me to get one of those.

FAY

Maybe you should have visited your local cultural restaurant before tonight?

REN

Yeah, maybe. 

Ren throws the cookie onto the sidewalk not thinking about it..

FAY (smiles)

Now you’re going to have to get that.

REN (pause)
The garbage man…

FAY

That’s you isn’t it?

REN

No.

FAY

Well you are now. 

Ren stops. He slowly bends down and picks up the cookie off the pavement.

He holds it up to Fay. She smiles and takes it out of his hand.

FAY (cont’d)
I’m sure the public thanks you for your environmental thought. 

She looks down at it for a beat.
Then throws it over her shoulder onto the pavement.

She laughs.

Ren smiles and then starts laughing too.

FADE OUT
INT. REN’S APPARTMENT LIVING ROOM - SAME
The door opens. Ren and Fay enter. Ren hits the light switch.

He rubs his eyes blinded by the sudden light. 

Fay walks over to the black sheet of paper hanging on the wall. 

FAY (joking)

I like it. 

REN

Abstract. 

FAY (laughs)

I didn’t realise you were an abstract artist.

REN

Neither did I until just now.

FAY (serious)

What’s it going to be?

REN

Well if I draw something on it, it won’t be abstract anymore will it?

FAY

Well fuck abstract. 

REN

Maybe I’ll draw you.

FAY

Okay. Do you do nude?

REN (laughs)

No, but I’m sure I can start.

FAY

Well I can’t pose for too long. I have too much adrenalin in me. Plus my attention span is equivalent to a fish.
REN (laughs)
Well I’ll tie you down.

FAY

That’s a bit too kinky for me.

Fay walks over to Ren’s drawing table. She looks down at the drawing of the man with the scares and the shotgun.

She picks it up and studies it.

FAY (cont’d)

Oh I like him. He’s got a no fucking around expression.

REN

His name’s no bullshit.

FAY

Really?

REN

Yeah, no bullshit.

FAY

Who’s he going to kill with that shotgun?

REN

Everyone without a shotgun.

FAY

Why don’t you do a new book? Like your own? Like Nemek? Trust me no one was as saddened by you selling out to “Dog Town” as me. 

REN

You didn’t like “dog town”?

FAY

Do you like it?

REN

It made a name for me. I’m sure you wouldn’t have heard of me at all if it wasn’t for that.

FAY

Give me more credit then that, Renbo. 
REN

Okay so when did you first know who I was?

FAY

Second grade “Nemek volume two” from Krinshore Comics.

REN

You read volume two?

FAY

Yeah. Before volume one, I didn’t really get it but your drawings and colours were great.

REN

You must be one of three people in the world that read volume two.

FAY

The other two are?

REN

Me and my publisher.

Fay laughs and rests her head on Ren’s shoulder. Ren looks down at her hair. 

She suddenly darts her head back up.

FAY

Where’s the bedroom?

REN

In there.

Fay walks over to the room Ren is pointing to. She opens the door slightly at first, then all the way.

INT. REN’S APPARTMENT. BEDROOM – NIGHT

Fay walks in and jumps on Ren’s bed. 

Ren follows her in. He sits next to her.

Fay looks up at his ceiling. The light from the other room just creeks in. 

Fay sees glow in the dark stars on his ceiling.

FAY (about stars)
A substitute for rainy nights?

REN

No. Every night. I look up at them. They usually help me go to sleep but lately they’ve done nothing. Certainly haven’t helped.

FAY (joking)
Maybe drink a glass of warm milk and eat a choc chip cookie before you go to bed.
REN

Tried that too. Had to use the bathroom to much.

FAY

Those sleeping pills haven’t had effect?

REN

They made me more tired that’s about it.

FAY

Take double. You might start getting drowsy then.
REN (laughs)

That’s what Mark said.

FAY

Well he’s right. 

REN

I think it’s like you said. There’s nothing for what I have.

FAY

Well there is one remedy.

REN

What’s that?

FAY

Well…how do I put this? Second base? 
REN (laughs)

I don’t know if I’m ready for that.

FAY

What do mean ready?

REN

Well I’m not.

FAY

Who cares? This isn’t a going steady thing that we’re doing here is it?

REN

No. It’s not really anything. 

FAY

What do you mean?

REN

I don’t know. I just needed a friend.

FAY

That’s what we are. Friends. But who cares what friends do behind doors?

REN

I care. And I’m not ready for that.

FAY

Not ready? Why don’t you stop wasting your life, Ren? Here and now is what matters. Tomorrow may never even come.

REN

It never does come for me! I sit here waiting for it to but it never does…I’m fucking dying most nights waiting for tomorrow to come. Don’t tell me what I already know.

Fay sits up and leans against the bed post.
FAY

Okay. Fine. Sorry. I didn’t want to invade your personal space or anything.

Ren sits up and faces her.

REN

My personal space? Fuck that. You’re gorgeous. I just think you’ll be disappointed. Maybe your hero will disappear in a second.

FAY

That quick? 

REN (laughs)

It’s been a while.

INT. REN’S APPARTMENT. BEDROOM – NEXT MORNING
Fay is asleep on top of the bed sheets.
Ren is wide awake with Red eyes. He stares at Fay.

INT. REN’S APPARTMENT. LIVING ROOM – LATER

Ren walks out of the bedroom. 

Fay is already in the living room. She looks down at the drawing of “No bullshit”

REN

Hay.

FAY

Did you sleep at all?

REN

Maybe. I can’t remember anything from about five. But then again I probably just zoned out. I came too with my eyes wide open, so.

FAY

I can help you publish this. 

She holds up the drawing.

REN

How?

FAY

I’m an assistant to Eon’s publishing. I work on the phones you know. I only work there to keep my art going.

REN

You work for a publisher? When last night did we ever talk about you?

FAY

That subject would have bored us both.

REN

So you want to do art? I gathered that but you never said.

FAY

Yeah. I guess I just want to draw. I don’t know what yet. 

REN

Are you any good?

FAY

I don’t know. 

(PAUSE)
FAY (cont’d)

So what do you say? You want my help?

REN

What?

FAY

With the comic book. You want to do another one about 
“No bullshit” right?

REN

I already did.

FAY

Really? Great! Where is it?

REN

Mark, the guy I work with has it. He’s reading it. It has coffee stains on it. 
FAY

Why?

REN

I spilt coffee on it, obviously.

FAY

On purpose?

REN

No. Why would I do that?

FAY

Some people purposely destroy things they’ve created.

REN

No I accidently did it.

FAY

I have to read it.

INT. REN’S APPARTMENT. LIVING ROOM – LATER

Fay sits reading the comic on Ren’s couch.

Ren sits on the chair for his writing desk, facing Fay on the couch. He nervously leans on his fists.

Fay looks up from it and smiles. 

Ren has an expression of unsureness on his face.

FAY

It’s good…

REN

And?

FAY

…I like it it’s just a little depressing. I mean he’s a hero. He shouldn’t really go out the way you’ve had him die here.

REN

But it’s truthful. It would happen in real life. 

FAY

I know but…this is a comic. I like that he dies but I don’t think he should be just, you know, hit by a car.

REN

Well what then? A bus?

FAY (laughs)

No. Like maybe he dies fighting. Maybe he should loose in the end. 

REN

He does loose.

FAY

I don’t know. It doesn’t matter.

REN

No. I see what you’re saying. 

FAY

You do?

REN

Yeah. But that’s the whole point of the comic. All the things he’s done he just pointlessly gets hit by a car running to the woman. 

FAY

And who is this woman? Are you actually going to explain that?

REN

No. It’s up to the reader. She’s just a memory from his past. Maybe the reason he takes the law into his own hands. But it’s up to the reader.

FAY

Okay. If you think its going to work then I’m with you. It’s just not how I’d do it. 

REN

How would you do it?

FAY

I just said. About the ending. Its kind of an anti climax. It may upset people.
REN

Well. People have never been my first agenda. I publish to make money, I draw to satisfy myself. 

Fay nods agreeing.

FAY

I guess that’s the only way to do it anyway. It’s the only reason to do any art at all. Otherwise we’d all be doing insurance and house cleaning and garbage disposal, right?

REN

Yeah. Exactly.

Ren smiles at her. He holds out a hand to her gesturing.

REN (cont’d)

Come here.
Fay smiles back.

FAY

What?

REN

Nothing just come over here.

Fay stands and walks over to Ren. Ren holds one of her hands. 

Suddenly he begins to violently cough.

FAY

Ren? You okay?

REN (through coughs)

Yeah…I…

Ren falls to the flaw on his hands and knees. He begins to cough out blood.

FAY

Oh shit.

Fay stands back. 

She rushes for the home phone and dials an ambulance. 

INT. HOSPITAL – LATER

Ren sits up in a bed. The doctor, DAVIN FRANKLIN stands over him. He holds a clip board in one hand.

He presses a button on the side of the bed and the bed slowly moves up with some electrical power and NOISE.

Franklin Leans on the edge of the bed and takes out a thin flashlight and inspects the rims of Ren’s eyes.

FRANKLIN

You have bags under your eyes the size of Mount Everest.

REN
Ironically lack of rest is the reason for that.

Franklin laughs mildly for a moment through his nostrils.

REN (kidding)

You laughing at me?

FRANKLIN

Oh, no. (A pause) Look I won’t candy coat it. You’re not in good shape. The way you’re going you won’t live for another two years.

REN (shocked)

What?

FRANKLIN

You’re excessive smoking habits have been addressed before. Never this bad. That leads me to the conclusion you’ve sunk back into the habit even after counselling and all the rest. The way you’re going, you keep smoking your left lung will collapse. 

REN

Shit. I had no idea…no idea it was that bad. 

FRANKLIN

Yeah, sorry to say it’s that bad. Now the lack of sleep is not doing a world of good either. Are you on medication for that?

REN

Only store bought sleeping pills. 

FRANKLIN

Anything else?

REN

Xanex.

FRANKLIN

Xanex? What on earth for?

REN

I don’t know. I have excessive fear of people. 

FRANKLIN

Well that leads me to believe your insomnia is attributed to that. Have you been under a large amount of stress. Depression?

REN

Depression, a little, not really stress. 

FRANKLIN
I’m going to recommend a psychologist. 

REN

Why?

FRANKLIN

How high is your self esteem? Self worth?

REN

Isn’t that a pretty personal question?

FRANKLIN

Yes, but I’m trying to help you here. Please?

REN

I don’t know. Not high. Not high until recently. Well it’s still not very high. 

FRANKLIN

Well are you really depressed? Really badly I mean?
REN

Sometimes.

FRANKLIN

In depressed states people tend to fall back on old habits from the past. I’m obviously not the one to be talking to but I did take course in psychology in college.

REN

Impressive.

FRANKLIN

Thanks. (PASUSE) Look, first and foremost you need to stop. Maybe you need to start thinking a little more positively.  

REN

That’s a little hard.

FRANKLIN

Well, in time.

INT. REN’S BATHROOM – NIGHT

Ren stares at himself in the mirror.

He picks up a toothbrush and dabs some toothpaste onto the bristles.

He begins brushing his teeth. 

Suddenly he cries out in pain. 

He spits and a tooth slides down the sink with large amounts of blood.

INT. REN’S BEDROOM – NIGHT

Ren is on his home phone with Fay.
REN

He thinks because I’m depressed I can’t sleep.

FAY (V.O)

Well…Are you?

REN

Yeah sure I guess. When I think about it. 

FAY (V.O)

Do you want me to come over?

Ren holds his hand up to his face and starts crying.

He sniffs.

FAY (V.O) (cont’d)

Ren? Are you okay?

REN (through sniffs)

Yeah. I’m fine, just. Fuck it!

FAY (V.O)

Fuck what?

REN

Everything. The comic, the store this god damn artist shit! I never wanted to do it! I never wanted to do anything. I would rather have just been forced into being a bum then having to fill my father’s fucking, demanding persona. 

FAY (V.O)

It’s okay…

REN

What’s okay? Nothings okay. You don’t know what I’m talking about. You don’t even know me. You say you know all about me but you don’t know shit.

FAY (V.O)

Yes I do! I know about your dad. You told me…

REN

It doesn’t matter. Don’t get worked up about it. 

FAY (V.O)

What if I want to?

REN

I won’t let you. (PASUE) I have to go. I have to, think about this shit. I don’t even know why. But I do. 

FAY (V.O)

Okay.

REN

Fay? Do you think no matter who we are, we’ll never be happy? I think I’d rather be a bum. But a bum would rather be me.

FAY (V.O)

I think. We have to learn to be happy. We can’t force it. We have to get use to things.

REN

We?

FAY (V.O)

You know like, everyone.

REN

Yeah. I do know. I have to…
FAY (V.O)

…Go.

REN

Okay.

Ren hangs up the phone. 

He lies back on his bed and looks up at the plastic sticky stars on his ceiling.

INT. ARIER’S COMIC SHOP – DAY

Ren stands behind the counter. He eyes black, his expression dark.

Mark stands loading comics onto the shelves. He looks over at Ren who’s just staring into space.

Mark walks over and waves his hand in front of Ren’s face.

Ren takes no notice.

MARK

Hello? Ren you there?

Ren snaps out of his trance and looks at Mark.

MARK (cont’d)

Look, I know I’m not an authority on this but…

REN

But?

MARK

Those rims aren’t getting smaller.

REN

I can’t do it.

MARK

Can’t do what?

REN

I can’t sleep! I can’t fucking do it!

Ren stamps his hands on the table repeatedly.

Mark stands back.

MARK

How long has it been now?

REN

I lost count at week four!

MARK

This has to be some kind of record.

REN

Well call Guinness because I don’t give a fuck! I just need to shut down. I can’t shut down.

MARK

You really need to see somebody.
REN

Why? They can’t help me!

MARK

Just try it. See if it works. I know a good guy on fifth street. He can help you. If this isn’t physical then he can help you with all that other shit.

REN

I’m not crazy. I don’t know about you but I’m mentally sound.

MARK

No your not. You have some form of psychosis. You have to.

REN

Like you said. You’re not an authority. 

MARK

I know about this shit okay. Look, Ren you’re in a real bad way. Haven’t you heard that enough to know that? Its not just sleeping it’s everything. I can tell.

REN (PUASE)

You can?

MARK

Yes. I know what’s going on. Look don’t take it. Take it, whatever, I’m gonna write down that number for you.

Mark grabs a comic from the shelf and a pen from his shirt pocket and writs a number on the comic book cover.

INT. DOCTOR LEWITZ’S OFFICE. WAITING ROOM – DAY

Ren reads the comic with the number as he waits. 

Her starts coughing loudly.

The receptionist looks at him with concern.

He stops coughing and almost immediately goes back to his comic.

INT. DOCTOR LEWITZ’S OFFICE. – DAY

Ren sits across from doctor RAYMOND LEWITZ. He’s fifty one. Grey hair. 

There is a LARG tattoo on his left hand.

LEWITZ
So how long?

REN

Months. 

LEWITZ

I’m surprised your brain hasn’t shut itself down (laughs inappropriately).

REN

Sometimes it does. I have these episodes and I snap out of them usually when I’m distracted. I loose track of time at night. I stare up at my ceiling. 

LEWITZ

And you’re positive you haven’t slept? Sometimes the brain can play tricks on you.

REN
Yes. I know I haven’t slept. I know how it is and I want to sleep. But I can’t. Its like a fucking inescapable trap. I’m stuck and I can’t get out of it. Look at these eyes! They’re blood red!

LEWITZ

You’ve taken medication?

REN

Yes!

LEWITZ

Then it is a physiological phenomenon. Though not as uncommon as you think. Many people suffer from it, and a lot of people suffer from it in a physiological tense rather then physical. Your brain is fine it’s just you, for one reason or another can’t get it to slow down. You ever talk to yourself at night?

REN

Like in my head?

LEWITZ

Yes.

REN

No. I think about things more.

LEWITZ

Like what?

REN

Like dying.

A pause as they look at each other, then Ren starts laughing.

LEWITZ

What’s so funny?

REN (laughing hard)

Nothing. 

Ren stops laughing and clears his throat.

REN (cont’d)

Sorry.

LEWITZ

That’s fine. 

REN

So are you going to make me sleep?

LEWITZ
I’ll try.

Lewitz walks over to a couch on the other side of the room.
He beckons Ren to it. 

Ren stands up and walks over.

He lays down on the couch.

LEWITZ

Close your eyes.

Ren closes his eyes slowly.

We are on BLACK Ren’s POV.

LEWITZ (cont’d)(VO)

Go back to a time where you were most peaceful. 

REN (VO)

Okay…

CUT TO

INT. REN’S FARTHER’S HOUSE. 1953. DAY

We hear no sound only the voices in Lewitz’s room.

We see Ren and his farther painting a picture. The picture is not clear yet. 

FARHER focuses on the painting while Ren holds the pallet.

LEWITZ (VO)

Where are you?

REN (VO)

I’m with my dad, I’m about seven. 

LEWITZ (VO)
What are you doing?

REN

Painting.

LEWITZ (VO)

So it’s a good memory?

The screen goes BLACK.

REN (VO)

(Pause)

No.

LEWITZ (VO)

Sorry?

Ren opens his Eyes and we are back in the room 

INT. DOCTOR LEWITZ’S OFFICE. – CONTINUED

REN

I said no. Its not a good memory.

LEWITZ

Then think of something else..
REN

There’s nothing.

LEWITZ

Well there has to be something.

REN

Like I said. There’s nothing. Nothing! Fuck this!

Ren stands up from the chair.

LEWITZ

Why don’t you sit back down and think about it?

REN

Think about what? My life I know my life. My problem is you don’t. You don’t know me.

LEWITZ

But I want to understand you. 

REN

That’s even harder then knowing me. You can have a million qualifications and special badges and whatever the fuck else but you can’t label or diagnose me.  

LEWITZ

That’s where you’re wrong. Medical science has come a long way. You, my friend are not as special as you think. I told you that.

REN

Yeah I know! I know that I’m not special. I’m just me. I don’t even fucking know who that is. How can you? No. You can’t help me. Sorry.

Ren walks out of the room. Leaving Lewitz standing alone.

INT. REN’S APPARTMENT – NIGHT

Ren draws on the paper on his wall. He sketches an outline of a woman’s body.

INT. ARIER’S COMIC SHOP – DAY

Mark stands at the counter talking to FRAN. A customer with blond hair. She holds the hand of four year old JAVE.
FRAN

He wants this one called “Dog town” do you have that?

MARK (surprised)

Dog town? This kid?

Mark looks down at little Jave.

Fran smiles.

FRAN

Yeah. That’s right.

Fran looks down at Jave. 

FRAN (cont’d)

That’s it isn’t it?

Jave bods shyly.

FRAN (cont’d)

He likes the artist Ren. He signs with that. He’s really into his comics, he has “Nemek”

MARK (surprised)
Nemek? Shit…oh…sorry. Wow.

You know this kid’s smart.

FRAN (smiles)

Oh I know.

MARK

You know, you might be the first person this month who’s actually come in here to by a “real” comic.

FRAN

Well you sell them (laughs)

MARK

Yeah, that we do. 

INT. ARIER’S COMIC SHOP – LATER

Mark pulls out a dusty comic from the top shelf. It is behind “Sin City”.

Mark hands it to Jave. He kneels down to his level.

MARK (cont’d)

That’s the one isn’t it, kid?

JAVE (shyly)

Yeah…Ren…He’s good.

MARK

Yeah. He is good. Look. He’s got a new comic coming out. It’s a little strange, but…

JAVE

Really? Another one? I thought he was dead or something.

MARK

I’ll tell you a secret. He aint dead. He works…

Mark points his finger to the ground and whispers.

MARK (cont’d)

Here.

Jave lights up with excitement.

JAVE

Really?

MARK

Heck yeah. You could meet him. 

JAVE

Really? Mom! Ren works here!

Fran beams down at her son.
FRAN

Wow.

JAVE

He says I can meet him.

MARK

Yeah. He should be in soon.

INT. ARIER’S COMIC SHOP – LATER

Mark, Fran and Jave stand at the counter waiting for Ren.

There is long silence. Jave is the first to break it.

JAVE

Didn’t you say nine? It’s like ten now.

MARK

I don’t know. I’ll call him.

Mark picks up the counter phone.

INT. REN’S APPARTMENT – SAME
Ren is deep enthralled with his picture. 

INT. ARIER’S COMIC SHOP – SAME

Mark waits. We hear the answering machine.

MARK
Hay. It’s Mark. Where are you? It’s past nine? Look you’re gonna be stoked you have a fan.

INT. REN’S APPARTMENT – SAME

Ren assumes its Fay and walks over to the phone.

He answers

REN 

Is Fay there?

MARK (VO)

No. Who’s Fay?

REN

Don’t worry.

MARK (VO)

Looks, Ren

Its Thursday. Where are you?

REN

In my apartment.

MARK (VO)

Why aren’t you here?

REN

I’m sick…

Ren hangs up the phone.

INT. ARIER’S COMIC SHOP – SAME

Mark stands holding the phone.

MARK

Sorry.

FRAN

For what?

MARK

He’s sick.

FRAN

Oh…

Jave looks down in disappointment.

FRAN (cont’d)

That’s oaky. We’ll come back maybe, sometime…huh?

Fran looks down at Jave and wraps an arm around him.

MARK

No it isn’t. He’s not well. He has a few loose nuts.

FRAN

Well they always do, the good ones right?

MARK

Yeah. He’s kind of the reason I work here. He never really grew up.

FRAN

Well it’d be hard for him to draw comics if he did.

MARK

Yeah…

Fran puts the dog town comic the counter.

INT. ARIER’S COMIC SHOP – LATER

Mark stands alone. No sound, Silence as he stands waiting for someone, anyone.

A man in a collard shirt and spectacles named HOWARD walks into the store.
He walks up to the counter. Mark is not happy to see this man.

HOWARD
Have you got “Wanted”? Like the comic of it?

MARK

Does a chicken screw its mother?

HOWARD

Um…

INT. REN’S APPARTMENT – NIGHT

Ren has finished the drawing. It is the woman with the white dress. 

He stares up at it from his couch. 

He is enthralled in it.

INT. REN’S APPARTMENT – LATER
Ren is still staring at the drawing when the phone rings.

He finds it on the couch and answers it. It’s Fay

FAY (VO)

Hello? Ren, you there?

REN (pause)

I’m dying. I can hardly move.

FAY (VO)

I have to see you. Like now?

REN

No. Sorry. 

FAY (VO)

Why not?

REN

Its late.

FAY (VO)

Well I can’t sleep either, okay? 

REN

Okay.

FAY (VO)

I’ll see you soon?

REN

Yeah…

Ren hangs up the phone and drifts back into the drawing.

He stands up and walks over to it.

Ren POV. The sides of the SCREEN are blurring and dream like. The woman begins to immerge from the picture.

FLAH ON 

INT. REN’S FARTHER’S HOUSE – DAY

The dream like effect continues. The woman is living. She stares down at Ren and smiles.

FLASH BACK TO

INT. REN’S APPARTMENT – NIGHT

Ren falls to the floor. He hits his head on the back of the couch.

                                          WE FADE OUT

EXT. REN’S APPARTMENT – LATER

A car pulls up outside. 

INT. REN’S APPARTMENT – NIGHT

The lock turns and Fay walks in holding her copy of the key. 

She puts it in her pocket. 

She looks down at Ren.

Ren stares up at the picture. 

Fay leans down and drags him onto the couch. She sits down next to him.

Ren is in a trance now.

REN 

You saw that didn’t you?

FAY

I didn’t see anything.

REN

I can’t be crazy. I heard my dad in the fucking coffee shop and the bathroom and now her…

Ren points to the drawing on the wall.

FAY

What do you mean her? The woman from the comic isn’t it?

REN

I lied about it.
FAY

About what?

REN

The comic. It wasn’t about pointlessness of life and accidents and how they just happen and all that bullshit.

FAY

Then what is it about?

REN

Its about her.

FAY

Who is she?

REN

My mother I think.

FAY

Your mother?

REN

That’s before she disappeared. 

FAY

Where did she go?

REN

My dad never told me she just…disappeared. She’s gone. My dad never told me where the fuck she was! Now I’ll never know! I’ll never be able to find her! That’s what it’s about!

FAY

Sorry…

REN

I never even knew her. I just saw her. 

FAY

Its not to late to know her.

REN

What do you mean?

FAY

Well just look at the drawing. Even I know her now. Now that you’ve drawn her.

Ren stares for a moment.

He stands up slowly leaving Fay on the couch.

He walks over to the drawing and stares at it.

We MOVE IN ON THE DRAWING.

Ren falls to the floor. 

Fay stands up in panic and runs over to him.

FAY (cont’d)

Shit, Ren!

CUT TO BLACK

INT. HOSPITAL - LATER

We are waken by the blurry image of Fay standing over us. We are in Ren’s POV.

FAY

You were out for like three hours.

REN

I was out?

Ren looks around the hospital we exit the POV.

REN (cont’d)

You mean like asleep?

FAY

Yeah. 

REN

I slept?

FAY

You looked at that drawing and you just passed out.

REN

What drawing?

Fay laughs.

FAY

Seriously?

REN

Yeah. I don’t know what the hell you’re talking about.

FAY (smiles)

Well…okay then. (pause) How are you?

REN

I’m good. How are you?

FAY

I’m good. How was the sleep?

REN

I don’t know. I was asleep. Do you know?

FAY

Vaguely. 

REN

And?

FAY

You seemed okay. You know. Peaceful. Finally. Though it is gonna take a few more weeks for those bags under your eyes to clear up.

REN

That’ll be whole different ball game.
FAY

Maybe just look at the drawing again.

REN

What drawing? Could you fill me in on that?

Fay laughs again.

FAY

You know? Your mother?

REN

I don’t recall ever painting my mother? How is it?

FAY

How’s what?

REN

The drawing of my mother?

FAY

Its good. You should really check for early Alzheimer’s while you’re here.

Ren smiles.

REN

Lack of sleep fucks with your memory I guess.

FAY

I have a deal to publish your book. 

REN

Really? I was thinking no chance.

FAY

Well it turns out there’s still a market out there for ol’ Ren Dwight. 

REN

Surprisingly. 

FAY

Very surprisingly.

INT. DAMON BLACK’S OFFICE – DAY

Fay and Ren sit across from the head of the publishers.

DAMON

Look, I like this shit. It’s old school. You know how to draw buddy.

REN (smiles)

Thank you.

DAMON

You look committed. The bag eyes. (points to his own eyes)

REN

Well I have trouble sleeping. Its funny you should say that because that whole book was done in four nights with no sleep and twenty four cups of instant coffee.

Damon laughs.

DAMON

Four nights? That’s amazing shit. I like this guy, Fay!

Look we’re gonna be seeing a lot more of you I guarantee. 

REN

And I appreciate it.

Damon stands and shakes Ren’s hand.

He turns to Fay and winks.

INT. REN’S APPARTMENT. BEDROOM – NIGHT
Ren lies next to Fay in the sheets. 

He stares up at the stars. His eyes slowly begin to close. 

FADE OUT 

EXT. BUS STOP – DAY

Ren waits for the bus with Fay.

INT. BUS – DAY

Fay rests her head on Ren’s shoulder. 

REN

I’m thinking of selling the comic shop.

FAY

Really? Your dad’s place wasn’t it?

REN

My dad’s dead. He’s not gonna miss it.

FAY

Who are you gonna sell it to?

REN

I don’t know.

FAY

Well, trust me you won’t need the money, Buddy.

REN

Don’t be to sure. I don’t have a super fund. 

FAY

You wont need benefits trust me. I know things and…this is gonna be big. You’re making your come back.

REN

Didn’t even know I had something to come back to.

FAY

Well you do.

REN

You think we’re all destined to be a little like our parents?

FAY

A little would be an understatement. 

REN

Okay a lot.

FAY

No. I was just kidding. No one is really that much like their parents. Especially if they don’t want to be. Like me I’m not.

REN

Well I never wanted to be like dad. Look I’m a fucking artist doing what he did.

FAY

You draw comics. I hate to brake it to you that doesn’t really qualify all that much…

Fay laughs.

REN

I know a few people who’d disagree. 

FAY

Really? I didn’t know you knew that many people (laughs).

REN

Well I do. You should meet meat. So they can beat you up.

They laugh together…
EXT. ARIER’S COMIC SHOP – DAY

The bus stops at the comic shop. 

INT. ARIER’S COMIC SHOP – DAY

Mark stands at the counter. 

We HEAR Ren walking down the stairs.

He walks in with a smile on his face. 

The smile is not returned. 

MARK

Where the fuck were you?

REN

I told you I was sick.

MARK

Don’t feed me crap, you’ll get the same back!

Mark walks around the counter.

MARK (cont’d)

You know? I doubt your committed to this place sometimes.

REN

I’m not. It’s no trade secret.

MARK

Why not? You have the best fucking job in the world! I like having that commitment in my life. Unlike you! You know some days I know are gonna be good. I make people’s days sometimes.

REN

Really?

MARK

Yeah. Really. I stand behind that counter and I tell the truth. I tell shmucks they’re shmucks and fucks they’re fucks. And I get away with it.

REN

I didn’t realize you liked it so much.

MARK

Oh don’t get me wrong this job is shit. But I get by. What about you? What about your commitments? A kid that was like…four or five came in and you know what he wanted?

Mark grabs a “Dog town” comic from the racks and hands it to Ren.

Ren stares down at it. 

He stars laughing.

REN

No shit?

MARK

No shit.

REN

Well call me a dumb fuck…

MARK

Okay, you dumb fuck.

Ren laughs.
REN

I should have come in. I know.

MARK

Hay. I’m fine with it. As long as I get a day off exempt from my break period pay.

REN

Well how about two days? And how about you take the store?

MARK

Okay two and…(pause)what?

REN

Take it.

Ren takes out his keys and hands the store room key to Mark.

Mark stares at it.

MARK

What do you mean take it?

REN

Take it. Do what you want with it. Sell it; turn it into a brothel, whatever you want.

MARK

You’re joking right?

REN

I’m not a funny guy. Well…not in the “ha ha” sense.

MARK

Why?

Mark looks down at the keys and then at Ren.

REN

It’s like you said, Mark. I’m not committed. 

MARK

Well what if I don’t want it?

REN

Don’t take it. Put the keys down on the counter and walk out. I don’t give a fuck to be honest. I don’t need the money. I sold that book.

MARK

To who?

REN

Fay. Her names Fay. 

MARK

Well…shit I guess congratulations. 

REN

And to you. 

Ren smiles and turns to walk out. 

Ren is stunned; he looks down at the keys. 

He calls back to Ren.

MARK

Hay, Ren. Where do I go from here?

Ren turns around.

REN

That’s for you to figure out buddy. Take control of this shit life. Only one thing…

MARK

Yeah?

REN

If I come back here in ten years and you’re a street bum. I’ll kill you.

Ren smiles one last time and turns.

He walks up the stairs. 

EXT. ARIER’S COMIC SHOP – SAME
Ren sits on the bench outside the shop.

He waits for someone. He looks at his watch. 

He pulls out a packet of cigarettes from his pocket. 

He pulls one out and lights it. He coughs immediately and takes it out.

He throws it on the ground and squishes it into the pavement. 

He coughs and puts the cigarettes back into his pocket.

A figure stands above him.

FAY

You are going to pick that up?

Ren looks up at Fay. She smiles.

Ren stands up. 

REN

I don’t know. What’s the charges?

FAY

You have to work as a garbage man for a week.

REN

Sounds a bit harsh.

FAY

Well that’s the way it goes bunny boy.

Ren leans down and picks up the cigarette ash. He holds it up to Fay.

She looks down at it. 

FAY (cont’d)

There’s something in it. 

REN

What?

FAY

Look closer.

Ren looks into the ash.

Suddenly, Fay blows it in Ren’s face. 
Ren squints and rubs his eyes. 

Fay laughs as Ren rubs the ash off his face.

He laughs too.

REN

That hurt you know?

FAY

Well litre hurts the environment right?

REN

If you say so.

They laugh together.

EXT. CITY STREET – SAME

Ren and Fay walk through the crowded street.

FAY

So you remember the drawing now?

REN

Yeah. Its good isn’t it? I looked at it for a long time when I got home the other day.

FAY

Yeah. It is good.

REN

After I stared at it for a while I thought “Why the hell am I doing this” and I stoped. 

FAY

Just stoped?

REN

Just stoped. Its easier then quitting smoking.

FAY

Yeah. What about sleeping?

REN

Well I got tired so…that helped.

Fay laughs, then turns to stop him. 

They stare at each other in the middle of the street.

FAY

And what about me?

REN

You? What about you?

FAY

Anything you want to ask me?

REN

Well there is one thing.

FAY

I’m listening.

REN

Would you be my…(pause)

Girlfriend?

Fay laughs then smiles.

FAY

Yeah.

She beams RIGHT AT US.

CUT TO BLACK

THE END

