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1 Ext. coffee shop patio -morning
 AUTONUM  
ALISON, a thin brunette in her mid twenties, sits with her two friends SANDRA and ABBY at a patio of a coffee shop at a weathered wooden table on rusty chairs. Alison sits in the middle with SANDRA to her right and ABBY to her left. The weak winter sun filters through foliage and passing clouds. Alison is thoughtfully writing in her journal and sipping slowly from a ceramic mug of tea while Sandra and Abby are texting on their phones and drinking frappuccinos.
alison

( softly)

Do you girls remember a boy named Darius?

Sandra

Who?

Abby

Darius?

sandra
A boy?
Alison puts down her journal and pen and makes tentative eye contact with Sandra.
Alison

I think he’s from home. I think we knew him, or at least I did.
As Alison picks her journal and pen up from the table, Abby studies Alison’s body language as if trying to figure out what could be wrong with her and searches Sandra’s face quizzically. Sandra bites her lip and shakes her head “don’t.”
alison

( resumes writing and without taking her eyes off the page)
You’re wrong. Not this time.
sandra

You don’t think it’s possible?

Alison puts her journal and pen down again and locks her piercing green eyes with Sandra’s with focus and intensity.
Alison

( relaxing her gaze)
I didn’t dream it, Sandy. Not this time. I promise.

abby

I thought it had stopped.
alison

It did.

sandra

So, who’s this Darius?
alison 

I got a call last night from a blocked number. She said Darius had died and she was sorry. And no Sandra, she didn’t say who she was. Didn’t recognize her voice.
sandra

Is it important?

alison

Is what important?

sandra

This thing with Darius.

allison

I don’t know. It could be.
abby

( to Sandra)
It couldn’t hurt to find out, could it?

Sandra tries to contain a small outburst and is mostly able to as she looks away from both girls and lets out a sigh.
sandra

Gnothi seatun, right?

Alison looks at Sandra knowingly.
alison

I have to.

Abby looks at Allison first and then rests her gaze on Sandra.

sandra

It’s Greek for know yourself. The only thing I remember from Philosophy 101 because she wrote it on every page of her notebook every single day.
abby
I like it.

sandra

You would. She could make you like anything. Still does...
Alison puts down her journal and pen.

alison

So, Sandra?

sandra

Yes?
alison

Nothing?

sandra

Darius...I can’t think of anyone Allie.
alison

Abby?

Abby

I don’t think I’ve ever known anyone with that name. Darius... no.
sandra

And how well were you supposed to know him?

alison

Well enough for this woman to call me in the middle of the night.

abby

And the woman?

alison

I can’t possibly imagine who she could be.

sandra

You said her number was blocked.

alison

Yes?

sandra

I can’t imagine you left it at that.

alison

I called the cell company.

Alison looks into the distance as she remembers something. She picks up her journal and pen and quickly jots down something.

sandra
Did you remember something?

alison

( detachedly)

Something else.

sandra

So you called the phone company.

alison

They wouldn’t say anything. Privacy law of some sort.

sandra

So what do you think?

alison

I don’t know. I can’t think when I have nothing. He could be important.
abby

But he’s dead.

alison

Seems that way.

abby

He could still be of some help. The undiscovered life and such.

sandra

The unexamined?
abby

Yes, the unexamined, that’s the one!

alison

Rediscovered, I think, for me.

sandra
Well, keep me posted.

alison

You’re leaving.
sandra

Work beckons dear. Mommy shall return soon.

alison

And auntie Abby?

abby

Auntie must work as well.

Sandra and Abby get up and walk away. Alison suddenly freezes. A tight shot of her eyes looking up and behind her. The weathered old lamp fixture on the wall flutters.
Match cut to:

2 ext. coffee shop patio –dusk
 AUTONUM  
Alison is looking at the same lamp as it flutters. She is alone now. A young girl in a furry jacket sits behind her. It is considerably colder now, but Alison doesn’t seem to notice the cold in her thin sweatshirt. She returns her attention to writing in her journal again. Alison’s friend DAN is sitting next to her with a book. A bright book-light clipped to it casts a bluish light on his face. Dan is in his late twenties and attractive in an intellectual kind of way.
dan

Did you remember anything?
Alison

Huh?
Dan

You were staring at the lamp. I thought maybe you remembered something.

alison
Did you notice the lamp?
daN

In what way?

alison

The fluttering, Danjippy! The fluttering. It was doing that this morning too.
dan

How long have you been here exactly?
alison

( with a wink)

Not that long, babe. herehere
dan

So, you really don’t remember this Darius?
Dan hands Alison’s phone to her.
dan

There is at least one thing you didn’t dream. Someone did call you at two forty-seven in the morning. Although, it could’ve been someone named Darius trying to sell you extra car warranty.
alison

It’s possible, Dan. It’s possible...
Dan

But, not likely.

alison

Feels that way.

dan

Most people don’t do that, you know?

alison

Do what, Dan?

dan

Follow their instincts. We doubt them, take the other path just to contradict ourselves.
alison
Feeling philosophical lately, Dan?
dan

Maybe... 
alison

Oh god, Philosophy!

dan

I didn’t know philosophy did that to you, Allie.
alison

No Dan, Charity, sweet Charity!

dan

I don’t follow.

alison

Philosophy one-o-three. Tuesdays, Thursdays, three o’clock? Five seven. Blonde. You thought she wanted to have your babies?
dan

No, you said we didn’t have to!
alison

You have to come to that wedding with me!

dan

Can’t we just go to the movies? Or a bookstore? We love bookstores!
alison

Irrelevant, Dan. Plus, you know her better than I do!

dan

I’d say about the same... Oh, Charity, mercy is thine in name alone.
alison

Then, have mercy on me which she lacks so grievously, my prince!
dan

Fine! It better not be a dry one, though. I don’t know how people get through dry weddings.
alison

Do you remember when we got married?
Dan

( wistfully)
How could I forget? And on your birthday! Who officiated? Was it Sandra?
Alison scoots her chair next to Dan’s and puts her head on his shoulder.
alison

Even to this day... It feels so real. I was five and you must’ve been five and two days. You really don’t remember a Darius?
dan

          Remember how we loved our birthdays?

alison

Do you remember when my dad got you that bike?

dan

The blue one?

alison
I didn’t let you ride it for like a week! I can’t believe you let me steal it from you like that.

dan

It made you happy...

alison

So, Darius?
dan

Why are you assuming he’s from the past? Maybe you met him here or in school?
alison

That woman’s voice, Danny. Her accent. And I didn’t know anybody in school that you didn’t.
Dan kisses Alison on the top of her head.
alison
Does it smell the same?

dan

( with a mischievous smile)
Like cigarettes and broken promises.

alison

The cigarette smoke these days is from the bums sitting around me and as for the broken promises; most of them are mine now.
dan

Do you remember the summer you learned to smoke? How old were you, fourteen?
alison

( questioningly)
Yes, but you shouldn’t.

dan

Exactly.
alison

I went to my aunt’s that summer.

dan

You met a lot of kids.

alison

I guess he could’ve been one of them. But, after all these years? That woman assumed a relationship of some depth, Dan. He couldn’t be some kid I met in the summer of who knows when.
dan

No, you’re right.
alison

How did you do it, Dan?

dan

Do what?

alison

I wish I was more like you. How did you not do it, all the things that I did or tried?
dan

I tried a few things.

alison

Name one! I think I get it now. Always the observer. It’s not the same, you know? You think you know how it would feel, but you can’t possibly, not by observing.
dan

I’ve felt a few things, some worth feeling, some not so much.
alison

That girl doesn’t count!

( impersonating)
Can you imagine and esta bien, love. Who says things like that?!
dan

( laughing)

She does! 

alison

I guess we all feel in our own ways. 
dan

It’s not that simple. You’ll be surprised.

alison

I don’t know if I can take any more surprises. I think I’m kind of done.
dan

I know. You’ll want them again, the good kinds at least.
alison

The good kind? Are there any good ones left?
dan

Sure, absolutely.

alison

You almost had me at sure, but absolutely? Is that the best you’ve got Dan? Absolutely?

dan

You have any idea how exhausted I am?

alison

I’m sorry, Danjip. I guess absolutely will do tonight.
dan

What would you say about wrapping it up here for the night and getting something to eat?
alison

( sarcastically)
You’re not even going to ask if I have eaten?

Dan rolls his eyes at Alison.
dan

Alright, just get up.

alison

Cranky much?

 Alison gets up and gathers her things. She turns around and looks at the lamp on the wall. A close shot of light flickering on Allison’s face. Alison looks up at the lamp and it is flickering again.
Match cut to:

3 Int. Alison’s apartment –night
 AUTONUM  
A close-up of light flickering on Alison’s face. The light flickering on her face is warmer now. As the camera pulls back, the setting revealed is Alison’s living room and the light source is a candle on her rustic coffee table. Alison sits legs folded at the extreme right on the sofa and is on the phone with her MOTHER. A TV news anchor’s voice is audible at a very low volume.
alison

I know mom... No, I’m not... No, not yet. I will... So, you don’t remember any...
News anchor (O.S.)

Reports are still unconfirmed, but anonymous sources within the DWP point away from random fluctuations as the cause for the bizarre momentary power losses all over Los Angeles County earlier today.
Alison’s face freezes and her eyes are fixed on the television as she tries to keep up with the conversation on the phone.
alison

Something’s happening here, mom. I don’t really know. It’s the power. I should listen to this. I’ll call you later. Call me if you remember anything.
Alison lies down on the couch. The candle on the table is in sharp focus while Alison is out of focus on the couch. The camera racks focus on Alison. The news anchor continues reporting on the power mystery. Alison’s eyelids blink more heavily now. The news anchor stops droning and suddenly his tone is dramatic and his volume is louder.
NEWS ANCHOR (O.S)
The filament burned out again, Decaying light turned gold and then, Your face in silhouette again, Gazing into the eternal when.
4 Ext. coffee shop patio –day
 AUTONUM  
Dan, Sandra and Abby are standing and waiting for Alison.

sandra

What time is it?

Dan checks his phone.
dan

It’s four-ten.

abby

She said four, right?

sandra

What is this that we’re going to?
dan

It’s a poetry thing at the Cultura coffee place.

abby

And why are we going?

sandra

She met a few people. Intelligencia of some sort.

abby

So we’re walking?

dan

It’s just a few blocks.

abby

Why can’t Jerry let them do things like that? We’re always here.

sandra

I don’t think he could take it.

dan

There she is.

Alison approaches the others. She’s wearing dark, stylish clothes and a French hat.
alison

Sorry guys, shall we?

They start walking down the street.

dan

( looking her up an down)
What is this?

alison

You don’t like? It’s poetry chic.
dan

I like it.

sandra

A little too poetic, don’t you think?

abby 
It’s apropos. I like it.

sandra

There’s nothing apropos to poetry.
alison

I thought you liked poetry.
sandra

Oh, I do. Frost, Dickinson, they were poets. Spoken word is not poetry.
abby

I like spoken word. It flows, it moves like Mother Nature.

sandra

Is she serious?

alison

I can never tell with her.

sandra

You think it’s best not knowing with her?

alison
I think so. I just let her be. I’ve learned to not ask questions.
5 Int. Cultura coffee shop –day
 AUTONUM  
A close up of a woman in her late twenties with long curly hair. Her face trembles toward the microphone.
woman

[Leaves all around me,][A chill in my veins]
Alison, Dan, Sandra and Abby are sitting at a table in the middle of a full crowd.
abby

Wow...

woman

[Winter surrounds me,][Flown are the cranes]
sandra

Oh, my god!

abby

Hey, at least it rhymes.
Dan is trying to suppress laughter.

alison

( whispering)

Quiet, all of you. So uncivilized!
Dan and Sandra look at one another and both signal their heads toward the door.
dan

( whispering to Alison)

Sandy and I are going outside.

alison

Okay.

6 Ext. Cultura coffee shop –dusk
 AUTONUM  
Dan and Sandra are standing on the sidewalk looking through the window of the coffee shop at the poetry performer and the crowd.
dan

Without the sound it looks like she might be good.
sandra

It’s the mystery. If you can’t hear people talking, you always think it’s something profound.
dan

Do you think she got better after we walked out?
Abby has left the coffee shop and is standing close behind them.

abby

She didn’t.

Dan and Sandra are surprised and turn around abruptly, smiling.

dan

You left her in there? By herself?

Abby motions her head toward the inside of the coffee shop.
abby

I wouldn’t say that.

Through the window can be seen a young man sitting next to Alison. He whispers to Alison periodically as they watch and listen to the poetry performer.
sandra
Who is he?

abby

( widening her eyes)
His name is Paulo.

dan
So, he’s responsible for our being here.

abby

I’d say he’s the one.

dan

What exactly do you think he’s whispering in her ear?
abby

( facetiously)
Poetic things?

sandra

( ironically)
I’m sure of it.

abby

Well, I’m going back in! I hope I get back before the winter cold freezes her veins! Wish me luck!
Abby walks inside. She looks at Dan and Sandra through the window, taps her wrist and gives them a thumbs-up.
sandra

You think it’s a phase?

dan

Poetry?

sandra

Yeah.

dan

I hope so. She can read all she wants. I don’t think I can do this again.
sandra

She’s better, isn’t she? This can’t be temporary.

dan

It’s not. She is better. She needs more time though.

sandra

And you? You were there alot! Can’t imagine what you experienced. 
dan

I’m fine, really.

sandra

I just hope this is real. I can’t take waking up one morning and her being gone again.
dan

I don’t think you have to worry about that.

Alison walks out the coffee shop with Abby and PAULO. Alison and Abby shake hands and say goodbye to Paulo. They walk toward Dan and Sandra.
dan

Is it over?
alison

No, but I can’t stay there with half my company standing out here.

( to Abby)
And, thank you Abby for being there.

abby

I’m a real friend.

alison

You sure are.

dan

We didn’t meet your new friend.

alison

He had to leave. And, I don’t think he was expecting an entourage. Let’s eat! I’m starving.
An elderly man, PROFESSOR SCHULTZ, is staring at Alison. He hesitates whether or not to approach her. Dan taps Alison on the shoulder and nods toward the professor.
dan

Someone has an admirer. It must be the hat.

alison

Where?

dan

There, do you know him?

alison

Looks familiar.

dan

Darius?

alison

Don’t be silly.

Professor Schultz approaches Alison.
professor schultz

Miss Saint-George? Alison Saint-George?
alison

Yes?

professor Schultz
Professor Schultz. Do you remember me?
alison

Yes, of course. How are you?

professor schultz

I am fine. I’ve been hoping you would come back for graduate studies. You know, you were the only shining mind in my seminar.
alison

I’m sure that’s not true.
Professor Schultz notices the tattoo on Alison’s arm.
professor schultz

Ah, I cannot say I am fanatic about tattoos, but, Socrates. And I’m sure you would know that the Greek on your arm is correctly etched.
alison

I made sure of it.
professor schultz

Are you interested in poetry? You preferred prose if I remember correctly. Something about the beauty of the chapter.
alison

I said that?
professor schultz

Yes, I’m sure of it.

alison

Were you in the cafe? I didn’t see you.
professor schultz

Briefly, I’ve read her work, a former student of mine. Not much better read aloud I’m afraid.
alison

I thought maybe I was missing something.
professor schultz

I’m afraid not. Trust your instincts, you have earned them.
alison

I feel as if I’m losing them.
professor schultz

No... you can’t lose instincts like yours. You’re just out of practice. More reason to come back?
alison

Maybe, I’ll think about it.

professor schultz

Think about it miss Saint-George. I’m still in Haines Hall.
Professor Schultz starts walking away and then turns around to wave goodbye. Alison waves goodbye, touched.
sandra

Chummy.
alison

He thought I had promise.

dan

Still thinks so.

abby

Definitely. My professors would never talk to me. They avoided me in fact.
alison

I’m sure they didn’t.

abby

Oh, yes. With just cause too. You have a gift for irrelevant minutia, she said. I’ll never forgive that, Professor Rowe!

Alison cradles Abby’s head and guides it onto her shoulder.
7 Ext. coffee shop patio –early morning
 AUTONUM  
It is a cold pre-dawn morning. Alison sits at the same table as before wearing a coat with a faux fur hood. She is writing in her journal again and periodically stops and stares out with her pen in her mouth searching for certain words. Suddenly, she turns around and looks at the lamp behind her. The lamp is not on. JERRY, the cafe owner, walks up to the front door, unlocks the door, and smiles to himself at the sight of Alison looking at the lamp with the pen in her mouth. Alison senses someone looking at her and turns around.
alison

What time does the lamp turn off, Jer? It’s a little early today, no?

jerry

Have you checked the news today, Allie? I’m sorry; you don’t like it when people call you that. It’s just so hard because of my little sister, you know?

alison

No, it’s ok. I don’t mind. What about the news, Jer? My phone didn’t charge last night. I don’t want to waste the battery by going online.

jerrry

No one’s phone got charged last night, kiddo. 
alison

Power fluctuations?

jerry

Close. Just that it doesn’t fluctuate anymore. It’s out solid everywhere.

alison 

Everywhere?

jerry

At least everywhere in the county.
alison

The entire county?

jerry
I’m here to check on things and wait in case it comes back on sooner than later so I can open shop. You really didn’t notice all the dead light and all the crazy traffic?
alison

I’ve been writing. Wait, you think it’ll come back soon? 
Jerry opens the door wide, holds it for a second and smiles knowingly.

alison

( more to herself than to Jerry)

That’s a big area...
jerry

My sister used to do that when she wrote.

alison

Did what, Jer?
jerry

Disappeared... Didn’t hear anyone or anything until the last word in her mind was set in Bookman.
alison

She liked Bookman?

jerry

( uncomfortably)

What do you like?

Alison notices Jerry’s emotional change of tone and smiles graciously.
alison

I’m more of a Courier girl, Jer.

Alison continues writing. HOPE, a homeless woman stumbles toward Alison and slumps in a chair opposite her. She points at Alison and delivers a speech comprised of slurred gibberish and biblical allusions.
alison
( ironically but lovingly)
You know what, Hope? I think you are finally right. This is your day! It doesn’t get much bigger than a massive power outage. You must feel some kind of vindication. After all this time trying to tell the good people about the end, I think it might be happening.
Hope mumbles a little more and points to Alison’s bag on the table.

alison

I didn’t forget Hope.
Alison takes out a sandwich wrapped in plastic wrap and hands it to Hope. Hope takes a bite and smiles gratefully.
alison

I know hope. I finally got the sun-dried tomatoes. They really make the difference. Sorry about the last few times.hereher
8 Int. alison’s bedroom-night
 AUTONUM  
Alison is on a corded landline phone with her mother. Her notebook and pen are on the coffee table next to a butane camp lantern.
alison

Remember mom? I used to be a camp counselor. It’s only been a day... You shouldn’t watch the news. They exaggerate you know. South Central is fine, mom. No one is rioting. So you asked around? No one knows... I guess I sound like it because I am tired. I will, mom. Love you too.
Alison lies on her side and stares at the lantern. The lantern fusses and fizzes.
9 dream sequence -Ext. meadow in summertime -dusk
 AUTONUM  
The sound of the lantern morphs into sounds of insects in the meadow.  A young GIRL of about seven runs through the meadow in the distance toward the camera. As she passes the camera, she lets out a high pitched and spirited laugh. A BOY around the same edge passes by the camera in a blur. The noise of the insects increases as the camera dollies on the girl who now stands motionless in the meadow.
girl

How do I know you?

boy

The only way anyone knows. You just do.
girl 

What if I don’t?

boy

You’re silly.

girl 

I’m serious.

boy

They’ll find us you know! We have to hide!

girl

I don’t understand.

The sun has almost set. Shadows get deeper on the meadow and on the faces of the children.

girl
It’s getting late and the power is out. 

boy

You are silly!
The boy runs away from the setting sun and disappears into the shadows.

girl

Wait, I don’t know the way!

The girl runs to the edge of the meadow to an apple orchard in almost full darkness. She enters the orchard.
10 Ext. apple orchard –dusk
 AUTONUM  
The girl walks through the orchard in a slow and scared manner. The apples on the upper branches are a magical shade of red from the last rays of sunlight. The girl suddenly stops in front of a YOUNG MAN of eighteen in Ivy League college clothes from the 20’s. He is leaning against a tree and looking through papers in a leather binder from the same era. He looks up and smiles at her in a hypnotically vacant way.
girl

Are you the same boy as before?
young man
As before when?

girl

As before a moment ago... In the meadow.
young man
Maybe a moment for you. 

girl

Longer for you?
young man
Perhaps. Have you noticed you don’t speak like a little girl? How old are you supposed to be?
girl

I’m not sure. Wait, supposed to be? I don’t understand.
young man
( capriciously)
Perhaps you never will.

Faint tolling of university bells in the distance.

young man
You’ll be late for class? Do you hear that? Wait!

He counts the number of rings on his hand.

young man
That’s three. What do you have at three?

Young girl

What do I have at three? Do you know how old I am?

young man
However old you are, you’ll be late for Biology or Statistics perhaps?
young girl

Three o’clock is philosophy. I used to have late lunch before it with...

young man
With?

YOung girl

Oh, I can’t remember!

YOUNG Man

Remember him or not, you’ll be late for class.

young girl

( to herself)
Perhaps I’m dreaming.

young man

Say, you are a silly girl. You see that it doesn’t matter if you are. You must still do what you have to do. Today it’s getting to class!
young girl

Say, why is it so important to you if I get to class?
young man

We must try to do what we are required to do! Society would crumble otherwise.
The bells toll again. 

Young man

Wait! 

He counts three rings on his fingers.
YOung man

I must be off! One doesn’t get too many chances at three o’clock!
                                        END DREAM SEQUENCE.
11 Ext. hereherecoffee shop patio –day
 AUTONUM  
Alison and Sandra sit at a table. Sandra is going through her purse and arranging her makeup and other necessities on the table. Alison is cranking an emergency hand-powered flashlight with a radio. Dan walks up to the table and pauses for a moment at the strange sight of the activities of both girls and grins. He kneels next to Alison and looks up at her with delight as she continues to crank the radio.
dan

What’s going on?

sandra

She’s been cranking that thing all day. 
dan

What are you doing? Taking inventory before the apocalypse?
sandra

Precisely.
dan

Where did she get that thing?

sandra

You are her best friend. You should know... probably from her survivalist dad. Do you remember the speeches he would give us on the end of days and being prepared?
dan

Well, it seems like at least she learned a few things and it does look like the end of days out there. Have you seen what they’ve been doing?

SANDRA

They?

dan

The masses. The best are those sun worshippers!

sandra

Sun worshipping is back?

dan

Oh, yeah. They’ve taken over the observatory, kicked out the astronomers!
sandra

You are full of it, Danny!

Alison stops cranking for a second and looks up at Sandra while resting her tired hand on Dan’s head.
alison

No, it’s true. I heard it on the radio last night.
sandra

So, it does work?

alison 

It did last night.
dan

Do you think the radio works but no one is broadcasting anything?
alison
No, I would at least get background noise or chatter from the aliens that are going to take over the planet.
dan

Anything is possible at this point.
alison

Hush dum-dums, I think I’m getting something!
Dan quickly pulls up a chair and sits very close to Alison. Sandra pulls up her chair close to Alison from her side. The three huddle close as if in front of a fire. Alison puts the radio in the center of the table and all three lean down and strain to hear it.
radio announcer
It has now been ten days for the worst power outage in history. The historic joint task force between the CIA and FBI has found nothing so far as for the cause of the outage which has plagued the entire Los Angeles County. Efforts to diagnose the exact nature and cause of the outage have only multiplied the mystery and caused the outage to expand. President Obama has assembled twenty of the world’s leading energy experts and is expected to return with the team to California for the third time in the last ten days.
Alison seems to be lost in the news report and periodically cranks the radio to keep it on. Dan signals to Sandra to get up from the table. They walk a few feet away and stand by a trash can. They turn around and both study Alison silently.
dan

Are you alright?

sandra
Do you mean well enough to take care of her?

dan

Sandra...

sandra

I’m sorry. I’m just so scared of this whole thing? How long do you think it’ll last? When do we start fighting in the streets over donut holes? And she won’t stop with this Darius nonsense.
dan

I thought maybe the power issue would put the Darius thing on hold.
sandra

It doesn’t seem so.

dan

Hey, are you okay with food?

Sandra
We’re getting low on cans. Thank God for her dad though, don’t you think?

dan

I’ll bring a few things in the morning. I have to disguise them somehow. I really can’t get beat up right now over string beans.

sandra

Dan, listen... She tries to act cool with you, but she still needs you.
dan

I know...we can’t crowd her, though. 
sandra

I’m sure you know what’s best.
dan

Just react to her normally. Don’t try to lead.
Dan puts his arm around Sandra.
sandra
She’s so fragile.

dan

I wouldn’t say so.
sandra

You would know. What’s the secret, Dan?

dan

Secret?

sandra

Why are you the only one who gets her?
dan

I can’t explain it. I just do.
sandra
You need to date someone, do you understand?

dan

I will...

sandra
You know if things were different...
dan

Have you talked to her?

sANDRA

Yeah, this whole power thing is making people talk. We might give it another try. She’s sweet you know.
dan

( nodding toward Alison)
She has to eat.
sandra

I’m trying.

dan

I think I have some Boyardee left. Maybe she’ll eat that. So what do you make of this Darius thing?
sandra

I don’t know. She won’t give up. I hope to God, Danny, he’s real and dead and gone.
dan

She doesn’t need this right now. If we could just clear up this Darius thing.
sandra

Offer help! Play the detective. You two enjoy going off to places together! 
dan

I think I will, Sandy. She can stay with me if you’d like, but I felt like you and Abby would like her company. Strength in numbers, you know?
sandra

And her survival skills! 
dan

And her cranking abilities!

Alison stops cranking, looks up at Dan and Sandra and smiles graciously.
alison

Stop talking about me Dan and take Sandy and me home! I have to call mamma!
12 Ext. subway station entrance –day
 AUTONUM  
Dan is standing in front of the entrance as Alison walks up to him. Dan takes off Alison’s sunglasses and studies her eyes as she patiently stands still as if at a doctor’s office.

dan
Let’s see. Looks good. No redness at all, just the prettiest shade of green. You should wear your glasses. If it comes back and we can’t see a doctor...
alison

I know. Is it me or does this thing seem even more serious than it is?
dan

Like more is coming?

The wind rustles Alison’s hair and clothes. She moves closer to Dan.
alison

Yeah, so you feel it too?

dan

Like it’s in the air.
alison

Like you can smell it.
Dan puts his arm around Alison and turns her gently toward the escalators to the subway. Alison stands still and looks at the descending escalator distrustfully.
alison

The subway’s working?
dan
Apparently they had generators and decided to use them after eleven days. Werner thinks it’s all a conspiracy.
13 Int. subway car –day
 AUTONUM  
Alison and Dan sit next to each other with disheveled people around holding an assortment of survival goods. An older man holds a pile of wood and looks around suspiciously. A young girl with her mother holds a rumpled bag with withered fruit.
alison

So he has power and internet?
Dan

He went all solar a few years ago.

alison
Why didn’t I think of that?

dan

Because it was rare before and even rarer now. Most solar homes got looted by people who had no idea what to do with them and Werner knows how to keep his curtains and mouth shut. 
alison
Thanks, Dan... I know it seems kind of irrelevant with what’s going on but I wouldn’t push it if it didn’t feel important.
dan

I really don’t mind.

alison

But you don’t think he’s real.

dan

May I see the yearbook?

Alison smiles and takes out an old High School yearbook out of her bag. She opens to a page with a group photo of the Drama Club. She puts her finger under a name that reads “D. F. Sebastian.”
Dan

Which one is he?

alison

Second from the right, top.
dan

I don’t recognize him.
alison

I don’t either. Do you think my therapist was right?

dan

Suppressed memories?
alison

I know, I didn’t buy it either.

dan

Nothing bad ever happened to you. I would remember.
alison

Why would he suggest it?

dan

He wanted to try hypnosis, right?

Alison suddenly perks up and laughs.
alison

You thought he wanted to take advantage of me!
Alison puts her head on Dan’s shoulder.

alison

You think everyone wants to take advantage of me.

dan

( hurt and embarrassed)
They do. 

alison

I’m waiting Danny.

dan

For?

alison

One genius observation and even geniouser question.

dan

Which are?

alison

The D in D.F. could stand for anything...
dan

And...

alison

And does he appear anywhere else in the yearbook with his full name?
dan

You’ve got me.

alison

It should be easy to find out if he really has internet. I thought the internet relay stations were down too.
dan

You’ve been cranking again. He has satellite service.
alison

There’s more you’re not telling me isn’t there?

dan

You know the internet. Conspiracy theories abound.

alison

Fine Dan, protect me. I think it’s sweet.
Dan notices a withered apple rolling his way. The young girl runs after it. Dan picks it up quickly. The young girl thinks Dan is trying to steal the apple. She runs toward Dan and pulls sullenly at his coat. Dan smiles, returns the apple and pats the girl on the head.
alison

You pat me the same way on the head! Like a little girl!

dan

I do not. I pat you like the smart twenty-five year old that you are.

alison

You see me that way, don’t you? Like a little girl running after an apple.

dan

You would run after it now too if that was your apple.
alison 

And pull down on your jacket?

dan

You’d probably punch me... Knock me out for some fruit.
alison

You’d better believe it. 

Alison fake punches Dan on the Arm. She turns her head as she smiles and presses her face against the viewless window of the subway car. Dan looks at her as his smile slowly disappears and his expression turns into melancholic worry.
14 Ext. street –day
 AUTONUM  
Alison and Dan walk up a bucolic and narrow street. The street is sun-dappled and preternaturally quiet with a few sudden crow calls the first of which startles Alison. They walk up to the ornate gate of Werner’s house. Dan looks up and sees Werner in the upstairs window looking at them through binoculars.
15 Ext. Werner’s front door –day
 AUTONUM  
Shuffling is heard inside. Alison and Dan hear multiple locks being unlocked. WERNER opens the door. He is in his late 40’s and has graying temples. His appearance is that of a shabby and artistic professor. The foyer is warmly lit by multiple candles. They walk inside.
16 Int. WErner’s foyer –day
 AUTONUM  
werner

Quickly sweetheart, close it.

Alison widens her eyes and quickly closes the door. Werner hurriedly turns the locks, towering over her. Alison looks around the dimly lit room.
werner

I know what you’re thinking. Why the candles if I have power.
Werner motions them to follow him into the living room.
17 Int. werner’s living room –day
 AUTONUM  
Werner motions them to sit on the couch covered by multiple Victorian-looking covers. They all sit around the coffee table.
werner

They’re watching me.

alison

They?

werner

I don’t know who exactly. Hence, they.

alison

I’m really sorry for my second question being this, having just met you, but... bathroom?
werner

Straight and to the right, darling.
dan

( whispering)

What’s new Werner?
Werner’s glazed eyes follow Alison down the hall.

Dan

Werner, concentrate.

werner

You never said how beautiful...

Dan snaps his fingers at Werner.

dan

Over here, Werner.

Werner looks as if coming out of a dream.
werner

It’s not good. It looks like it could be spreading.

dan

Spreading?

werner

Chicago, and now New York... fluttering.
dan

What can we do? Anywhere we could go?
werner

Look, it appears to be intentional... coordinated.
dan

Why? Who?
Werner lowers his voice as he hears Alison approach.

Werner

No one knows.

Alison sits down and looks at both men apprehensively.
werner

You look good together, as if you complement one another.

alison

We do.
werner

I’m sure of it. Such a peaceful understanding between you...

dan

You could say that.
werner

It’s rare you know... This kind of connection. I felt it once when I was young... It was unreturned. I still don’t understand it yet, not fully?
alison

And what is it that you don’t understand?

werner

Is there anything between you two which is not returned? Are there things that haven’t even been sent to see whether they would be returned or not, if you know my meaning?
dan

I think you know enough for now, Werner. If you don’t mind...
werner

Yes, yes.

( to Alison)
Do you have the yearbook? May I see it?

alison

Dan, could you hand me my bag?
Werner goes to the window and checks the outside. He takes one of the sofa covers and throws it over the computer monitor. He ducks underneath the cover and motions Alison and Dan to do the same. Dan notices Alison’s fear and pulls her close and kisses her on top of her head. They duck under the cover.
18 Ext. street –day
 AUTONUM  
Alison and Dan are walking away from Werner’s house.

alison

Do you have the yearbook?

dan

No, don’t you?

Alison runs her hand through her bag. She shakes her head.

dan

Werner!

alison

Intentionally?

dan

He’s pretty sweet on you.

alison

Just wait here.

dan

I’ll get it.

alison

I’ll be fine. 

dan

Let me go with you.

alison

Honestly, just wait.

Alison walks back as Dan stands in the middle of the empty street.
19 Ext. werner’s front door –day
 AUTONUM  
Werner opens the door, looks around suspiciously and motions Alison to come into the foyer.

20 Int. werner’s foyer –day
 AUTONUM  
It is noticeably darker in the foyer. Werner is backlit with his face mostly in the dark.  
werner

I was about to run after you.

alison

It’s alright. 
werner

How much has he told you?

alison

About?

werner

With what’s going on. I could protect you here, you know. I have a stockpile of food and supplies that would last for a long time.
alison

I’m sure you do. I think I would be more than happy with just my yearbook back.
werner

You won’t last long with him. The power is not coming back.

alison

And you are so sure about this how?
werner

In a dark world, the man with a candle has certain advantages.
alison

I’d prefer darkness.
21 Int. subway car –day
 AUTONUM  
Alison and Dan sit on the opposite side of the subway car.
dan

I’m sorry.

alison

It’s alright. At least we know D. F. Sebastian is Daniel Frederick Sebastian. Did he say anything about what’s going on?
dan

A little. No one knows what’s happening.
alison

That’s a little less than nothing, Danjip. It’s alright, you’re right. I really don’t want to know.

dan

You know, Allie. You always know.
alison

What exactly is this that we have, Dan? Do you ever wonder? You don’t believe in anything...
dan

Supernatural... No.

alison

Is it the amount of time we spend together? It can’t be, can it? Millions of people spend more time together and I don’t think...
dan 

Yeah, no. That can’t be it.

alison

I wonder why you bother?

dan

You know sometimes I feel it’s not real. That you’re not...
alison

You probably won’t be surprised by this, but when we were kids, I thought you were different. I thought you were sent from some place else to look after me.

Alison smiles at Dan and senses his internal reaction.

alison

No, not like that! Not like a guardian angel or anything like that. Like you were not a little boy but someone... or something else who came to take care of me.
dan

No.
alison

No, what?

dan

No, I’m not surprised.

22 Int. alison’s apartment –night
 AUTONUM  
Alison and Dan sit at opposite ends of the sofa. Their manner is casual yet respectful of one another’s space. Alison alternately cranks the radio listening for a signal and writes in her journal. Dan reads a book by candlelight.
alison

You’re not used to it yet, are you?
dan

I miss my clip-light.
alison

I thought of all people you would prefer candlelight. Don’t you feel more literary?
dan

I believe I would if the fluttering didn’t give me vertigo.
alison

You are priceless. Vertigo? Alright, Scottie. I’ll be sure not to bring a candle when I lead you up the church tower. You’ll never make it.
dan

That doesn’t make any sense. She didn’t have a candle.
Alison excitedly throws her journal at Dan.
alison

That’s because unlike us they had power!
dan

Do you hear that?

Alison looks at the radio on the coffee table. A voice is audible in heavy static. Alison picks up the radio and instinctively moves across the sofa and huddles with Dan. She rests one end of the radio on her leg and the other on Dan’s.
radio announcer

The exodus continues out of the city of Los Angeles...
dan

Exodus?

alison
Shhh...

Radio announcer

Hundreds of thousands are on the roads out of Los Angeles. Thirty-one days have passed now since the worst power failure in recorded history and most of the inhabitants in the city are starting to panic. Homicides and looting are miraculously low as the mayor put it earlier today at a press conference, copies of which were distributed to the reporters via a mimeograph machine. Our generators here at KMKT are still in good order, and we urge the public to stay tuned to us.
alison

Should we leave too?

dan

I don’t know... At least not now. We wouldn’t get very far with the whole city on the roads. We could leave when the roads are better... later.
alison

I just don’t understand. Why can’t they just get the power back? They can just get new power lines, can’t they? What’s the mystery? I just don’t get it?
dan

I don’t know kiddo.
Alison puts the radio on the coffee table and stretches out on the sofa with her head on a throw pillow in Dan’s lap.

alison

What are we going to do, Dan?
Dan and Alison hear the front door being unlocked and look expectantly at the door. Sandra and Abby can be heard talking as they enter.
dan

I was about to ask about them.
alison

I think they want to leave too.

dan

Just the two of them? They didn’t ask you?

Alison shakes her head. Sandra and Abby walk into the living room. They both take out some cans hidden in their purses and put them on the coffee table. They sit down in chairs opposite Alison and Dan.
sandra

Everyone’s leaving.

Alison groggily sits up and smoothes her hair.
alison

We just heard on the radio.

abby

We’re thinking of leaving too.
sandra

We wanted to ask you two together.
dan

If we want to go with you?

alison

Aren’t there just too many people on the roads to get anywhere?

abby
Well... It seems pointless to stay and wait. What if we need drugs or need to go to the hospital or just want real food?
dan

This thing can’t last much longer. They must figure something out soon. I think what’ll happen is as soon as everyone leaves, the power will come back on and they will all be stuck in the opposite direction, trying to get back. 
alison

I think Dan’s right. How hard can it be to get the power back?
sandra

Hard enough to last more than a month.
Dan looks at Alison and back to Sandra and Abby.

dan

I’ve heard rumors... that it’s starting to happen in other cities too.
sandra

We would have heard about it. People would be talking.

dan

There are rumors of fluttering... just like the ones Alison noticed before.
abby

It could be that people are just noticing it more. There were parts of LA where the street lamps always fluttered.
sandra

Yeah, like on the Atwater bridge. I remember that.

dan

I don’t know. They’re just rumors. I don’t want to leave yet. If Alison wants to go with you...

sandra

She won’t go without you. We were hoping that you would want to come, so all of us could go, but...

dan

I just think it’s safer to be here for now than be on the roads for who knows how long. What about gas? 

sandra

I know a guy. He’s going to give me a deal. Fifteen a gallon for fifty galloons. Once we leave the county, we can refuel.
dan

Fifteen a gallon? And where exactly would we go?

sandra

My aunt has a cabin in Oregon. It’s completely high tech inside. Power, satellite, internet. It’s like a half hour from town. I spoke to her last two days ago. They still have power.
dan

( to Alison)

Have you talked to your mom?

alison

I couldn’t get through. Kept getting a busy signal.

abby

It’s hard getting through. Everyone’s on the land lines. It’s doable if you dial for hours.
dan

( to Alison)

If I wanted to go, would you want to?

alison

( to the girls)

I honestly wouldn’t. I just want to wait it out a little longer... and I don’t think you should go without us. I have a feeling the roads are like a disaster movie cliché right now. 
sandra

We’re thinking Friday. It’ll give us a few days to pack.
23 Ext. COFFEE SHOP PATIO –MORNING
 AUTONUM  
Alison sits at her usual table and is writing in her journal. The patio looks abandoned and desolate. Dan is walking toward Alison. He takes out a wind-up watch without a band from his pocket, checks the time, and puts it back in his pocket.
dan

( in the midst of approaching)

Am I late?

alison

No, I’m early.

dan

Writing?

alison

Yep.
dan

Good. So the block...
alison

Gone.
dan
So, tell me.

alison

Tell you?
dan

Where do you want to go?

alison

Las Encinas. I got through this morning. She’s there, Dan. She says she can see us at five today.
dan

Us?

alison

Yeah, I want you to be there.
dan

We can’t drive.

alison

Out of gas?

Dan nods his head.
dan

No buses.
alison

We can bike.

dan
If we’re biking to Pasadena, we should start now.
24 Ext. city streets –day
 AUTONUM  
A montage of Dan and Alison biking through empty streets of L.A. The streets are quiet and atmospheric. They try to pass one another in a carefree and child-like way. They laugh and tease each other across the bikes.
25 Ext. street –day 
 AUTONUM  
Dan and Alison approach a Tudor style complex and lock their bikes in front. A plaque near the complex reads “Las Encinas Hospital”
26 Int. hospital offices corridor –dusk
 AUTONUM  
Alison and Dan walk through the corridor. The stone floors and the arched ceiling of the corridor amplify and echo the sound of their footsteps. Behind them in the distance, the open doors of the corridor let in the last remaining rays of the setting sun. A YOUNG WOMAN in office attire lights candelabras on strategically placed end tables along the corridor. Alison and Dan stop at an office door with the sign “Dr. Megan Clarence.” The door to the office is ajar and DR. MEGAN CLARENCE walks out to the corridor. She is in her early forties, statuesque and with a European air about her. Behind her, in the partly visible office sits a young girl who is visibly shaken and is sobbing into a white handkerchief.
dr. clarence

I’m so sorry, but would you mind waiting a few minutes.
alison 

Of course.

dr. clarence

In the courtyard? Do you remember?
alison

Yes.

Alison’s facial expression betrays genuine concern for the girl in the office as she and the girl share a quick glance.
dr. clarence

( to Alison)

She’ll be fine.

Dr. Clarence’s eyes follow Alison and Dan walking away. A quick half-smile appears on her face and turns into concern as she walks back inside the office.
27 Ext. hospital courtyard –dusk
 AUTONUM  
Alison and Dan sit on a bench in the leafy courtyard. A long shot of Alison and Dan engaged in good natured teasing. Their dialogue cannot be heard. Wind, birds, and faint chimes are audible in the background. They see Dr. Clarence approaching and compose themselves.
28 Ext. courtyard bench –dusk
 AUTONUM  
Dr. Clarence sits at the edge of the bench.
dr. clarence

You both look well.

alison

Thank you.

dr. clarence

Have you been well, Alison.
alison

Yes... for the most part.

dr. clarence

( to Dan and back to Alison)

I’m assuming you want Dan to hear this as a sort of...
alison

Witness? Yes. I trust his judgment.

dr. clarence

And yours?

alison

I have been able to for a while now.
dr. clarence

So, what I got from you this morning is this. Phone call in the middle of the night, blocked number, woman unknown, this Darius unknown. You said Dan checked your phone? Dan?
dan

She received the call. Lasted about one minute.
dr. clarence

And you’ve considered that you may’ve answered in a dream state? It’s common to amalgamate people in dreams, and even switch genders.
alison

It’s possible.

dr. clarence
Not probable though, not to you.

alison

What I wanted to rule out is if I knew a Darius when I was here, either real or imagined. There are parts that haven’t come back to me yet. Dan has been more than gracious in filling the gaps. He was here often I know.
dr. clarence

Almost every day and many nights as well.

alison

He couldn’t have known every single person here. What I was thinking... perhaps a nurse, maintenance person, gardener? Someone who I could’ve been in contact with.
dr. clarence

I don’t remember anyone by that name. I think I would’ve remembered a name like Darius.  But, I will check all records while you were here. If he was a patient here I can disclose only a certain amount of information, do you understand?
alison

Yes, perfectly.

dr. clarence

I’m really impressed, Alison... To investigate this rationally as opposed to believing it to be real!

alison

Took a while, didn’t it? Thank you for everything... I wanted t ask you about a dream I had. Would you like me to make an appointment and come back like a normal person?
Dr. Clarence

I have time. You could tell me now?

alison

I dreamt about a girl. I’m wondering if I met her here. In the dream her name might’ve been Dalia or Daria, I’m not sure. I know, it all sounds suspiciously similar. It was nighttime.
Cut to:

29 dream sequence -Ext. art gallery –night
 AUTONUM  
Alison stands outside the gallery and is observing the scene inside. Young, artsy people are mingling and looking at the art. Alison HEARS a female voice calling her name. She follows the voice to a dark alley. A YOUNG WOMAN FLOATS by Alison heading toward and past her.
young woman

Raindrops in rain water and burning on neon lights. You pressed your face against the window...
The young woman is inches away from Alison and is drenched in water.
Young woman

But felt nothing new...
The young woman floats away from Alison into the darkness.
                                        END DREAM sequence.
Cut to:

30 Ext. courtyard bench –dusk
 AUTONUM  
Dr. Clarence is a little shaken. She takes out a pen and pad from her bag and begins writing.
Dr. clarence

I will check... You said her name could be Daria or Dahlia?
alison

Yes, I think so.

dr. clarence

But, she didn’t tell you her name in the dream?

alison

No, when she called my name in the dream, I thought she was someone I knew... Daria.
dr. clarence

So, more likely Daria, rather than Dahlia?

alison

Yes, I think so.

Dr. clarence

And, could you tell me again what she said to you?

alison

Raindrops in rainwater and burning on neon lights. Pressed your face against the window, but felt nothing new.
dr. clarence

You do have a therapist, don’t you?

alison

I did. Dan thought he was making advances, and so did I.

dr. clarence

I’ll refer you to someone I know when this whole power thing has been figured out. I think you should continue with the therapy. I’m sure you’ll recover most of that month you lost.
alison

Thank you, Dr. Clarence. I will. 
The sun has almost set and the wind picks up. They all stand up. Alison notices candlelight in one of the windows. She walks closer. The curtains part and she notices that it is the same girl from the office. They both smile. Dr. Clarence takes Dan’s arm and guides him toward a large tree. They stand underneath the tree.
dr. clarence

Are you alright?
dan

Fine. I’m fine.
dr. clarence

Have you told her?

dan

No... not now. She doesn’t need that right now.

dr. clarence

There is no right time for telling her. Information changes people. Her disposition might be more fluid than you think.

dan

I can’t risk everything! I can’t put her in that position.
dr. clarence

What about your position?

dan

I’m more than happy... for now.

They embrace goodbye. Alison walks toward them and embraces Dr. Clarence as well.
31 Int. alison’s apartment –morning
 AUTONUM  
Dan and Alison are sitting on the sofa. Dan is heating up a small pot of ravioli on a small Sterno camping stove. Alison is opening a can of mixed fruit. Sandra and Abby are finishing up packing.
sandra

The gas is out too?

alison

Their generators went out last night.

 abby
I guess you need power to pump gas too.
sandra

A last meal of sorts, I guess.

abby

We are coming back.

sandra

( to Dan)

If the power comes back on right after we leave, I will kill you Dan!
dan
I’ll momentarily be happy that you’re back right before you kill me.

Sandra sits next to Alison. Alison kisses her on the forehead. Sandra gives a handwritten receipt to Alison.
sandra

I found this under your bed.

alison

Argyle’s book shop.
sandra

I know how possessive you are of your books. Maybe we can all go pick it up when everything’s normal again.

Alison hands the receipt to Dan.

alison

Do you remember this? Twenty dollars for repairs?
dan

Ode To The Rain.

alison

Ode to the rain?

dan

The book you took in for repairs.
alison

Did you give it to me?

dan

I don’t think so.

alison

Who else gives me books?
dan

It’s probably old and valuable if you wanted it repaired.

alison

Ode to the rain. I’d kill for the internet right about now.

dan

Didn’t Mr. Argyle live above the store?
abby

Oh, god! You two!

alison

It’s not like we have work or anything to do! Yes, I remember him, poor Mr. Argyle...
Sandra looks quizzically at Alison and Dan.

dan

Yes! He used to run it with his wife, and then she died. He ran the store all alone after that, staying inside for ten hours a day hoping for customers to come in.
abby

He must’ve loved you two.

sandra

I wouldn’t be surprised if she ruined that book so he could repair it.
alison

( sarcastically)

A book mender’s hands are sad without anything to mend.

sandra

( tearing up)

And a friend is sad leaving without her mender.

alison

You could stay another few days. It might just come back.

sandra

I don’t know, I just have this urge to leave.

alison

Maybe we can follow you if things get worse.

Sandra looks at Alison in a way that shows her hope that Alison and Dan will follow them. Fade to black on Sandra’s look.
32 Ext. street –day
 AUTONUM  
Alison and Dan walk down a deserted street. They stop by a store. The sign in the window reads “Argyle’s books, since 1914.” They walk inside.
33 Int. Argyle’s bookstore –day
 AUTONUM  
The interior of the store is only lit by streaming sunlight with big parts of the store in almost total darkness. Mr. Argyle hears the doorbell and looks up from behind the counter. He is elderly but agile.
mr. Argyle

Alison?

alison

Yes, Mr. Argyle, you remember Dan.

mr. argyle

Of course, Dan... I tried calling you, you know.

alison

I don’t doubt you Mr. Argyle. I was a little unavailable for a while.
mr. Argyle

Ah...

Alison approaches the counter. Mr. Argyle pats her hand. Dan is perusing the books and occasionally makes eye contact with Mr. Argyle.
mr. argyle

You look well my child. And so do you, Dan.

Dan puts down a book he was looking through.

dan

Thank you, Mr. Argyle.

Mr. Argyle motions to a reading area still lit by the sun.
mr. Argyle

Come sit here, both of you. I’ll be right back.

Mr. Argyle disappears behind a curtain. Alison and Dan sit at the reading table. Mr. Argyle reappears with a book. He gently puts it in front of Alison and sits down across she and Dan. The title reads “Ode to the Rain by Daria S. Sullivan.” Alison slides the book toward Dan and puts her finger under the author’s name. Dan looks perplexed. 
alison
Do you know if she’s still alive, Mr. Argyle?

mr. Argyle

Miss Sullivan? Nooo, she died years ago. Nineteen... seventy-four, I think.

alison

Did you know her?

mr. argyle

Just by reputation. She did come to the shop once for a reading many hears ago.
Alison opens the book and leafs through it.

dan

By reputation, Mr. Argyle?

mr. Argyle

She was considered a akin to Emily Dickinson in those days.

alison
Do you know how she died?

mr. Argyle
By her own hand... When you brought the book for mending, you were quite attached to it. You asked me to be quite careful with it... as if you didn’t want to part with it even for a moment. And, when you didn’t come back for it, I was quite worried.
alison
I’ve lost some time recently, Mr. Argyle.

mr. Argyle

Time?

alison

Just a bit... Dan, are you sure you didn’t give me this book?
dan

Not possible. I have never heard of her or seen that book... Mr. Argyle, do you need anything or any help? I see that you are one of the stubborn ones like us who hasn’t left yet.
mr. Argyle

I have plenty of supplies, son. Thank you... I don’t have anyone left and I wouldn’t get on the road at my age, anyway. And my books! You don’t believe I would leave them?
dan

Of course. We will give you our numbers and you will call us if you need anything.

mr. Argyle

Yes, thank you. It’s a little reassuring that the landline is one of the few things left that carries its own charge.
alison

Do you smell something, Mr. Argyle?
mr. Argyle

Oh yes, I’m heating up soup! Cream of broccoli! Would you like some?
alison

No thank you, Mr. Argyle. We’re fine.
Mr. Argyle stands up and walks away.
mr. argyle

I’ll be right back, children.

Alison slides the book toward Dan and points to a page.
alison

I remember this Dan...

Dan

( reading aloud)
The filament burned out again. Decaying light turned gold and then, Your face in silhouette again, Gazing into the eternal when...

alison

I think I dreamt this.
dan

This must’ve meant something to you. She must’ve...

Alison

Daria S... Sullivan. Daria S... You think?... Am I so predictable?
dan

Sometimes truth is not stranger than fiction.

alison

It’s just banal.
dan

Your dreams are anything but banal.

alison

Exactly, dreams.

dan

They’re more who you are sometimes...

alison 

Isn’t this what you were hoping for?
dan

Hoping for?

alison

A logical reason... some kind of resolution.
dan

Is that bad?
alison

No, not necessarily. Why do you look let down? Were you expecting more from me?
dan

I don’t feel let down. 
alison

You don’t feel disappointed and you don’t seem happy or relieved... You don’t believe this is it.
dan

I don’t know. It’s just too...

alison

Easy, I know.

dan

Something still seems off.

alison

I don’t think I dreamt the call, Dan.

dan

I don’t think you did, either.

alison

Yet, it would explain almost everything.
Mr. Argyle returns with a cup of soup and sits down.

alison

You’re sure about her death, Mr. Argyle?

mr. argyle

Miss Sullivan? Oh, yes. It was a pretty big deal at the time.
Alison and Dan get up.

alison

We must be going, Mr. Argyle.
mr. Argyle

So soon...

dan

We’ll be back when we have power again.

mr. argyle

Please do.

alison

You will be here, we trust?

mr. argyle

I have nowhere else I’d rather be.
Mr. Argyle shakes hands with Dan and embraces Alison. Alison and Dan walk to the door and are about to exit.
Mr. Argyle

Wait a moment, please.

Mr. Argyle looks around for something in his drawer and pulls out a journal. He walks toward Alison and Dan.

mr. argyle

I almost forgot. You left this when you brought ode to the rain.
alison

I did?

Mr. Argyle hands the journal to Alison.

mr. Argyle

I’m sure of it.
Alison opens the journal.
alison

It is my handwriting.

Dan looks at the journal expectantly.
alison

Thank you, Mr. Argyle. We will be back soon.

Alison and Dan exit the bookstore. Mr. Argyle watches them walk away admiringly.
34 Int. alison’s apartment –day
 AUTONUM  
Alison and Dan sit on the sofa. Alison is cranking the radio. On the coffee table are the book “Ode To The Rain” and Alison’s newly recovered journal.
dan

You haven’t read a sentence yet.

alison
Ode?

dan

No, your journal.

alison

I will... not yet.

dan

Are you afraid?

alison

To find more disappointments of the banal kind?

dan

You don’t know. Maybe, it holds the key to the universe.
alison

If it does it’ll have to wait till I’m ready.

Dan smiles appreciatively. Static is heard on the radio and then a voice.
radio announcer

The worst power outage in history will soon come to an end. Earlier today, President Obama promised the return of electricity to the county of Los Angeles by the end of this week.
Dan and Alison share look at one another doubtingly. Alison turns off the radio.
alison

Do you believe it?

dan

We’ll see. Would you like me to leave or take a walk?

alison

I’ll read it when I feel like it, Dan.

dan

Okay, okay.

alison

Do you think it’s not normal to not want the power back?

dan

Things will be more banal again when it does.
alison

We won’t be. I don’t think we ever could be.

dan

We were never banal, with the power on or off.
alison

We are humble people, aren’t we?

dan

It’s not vain when it’s true.

Alison chortles and shakes her head at Dan.

35 Ext. coffee shop patio –morning
 AUTONUM  
The power is back on. Jerry is sweeping the patio. Alison is charging her phone through the outside wall outlet.

alison
I have thirty-seven messages, Jer!

Jerry

I think I have about the same. So you braved it out and stayed.

alison

Yeah, Danny too.

jerry

Where is he?

alison

He’s working.
jerry 

It feels strange, doesn’t it? We’re all back to the routine.

alison

Yeah, I think I’m ready for some routine too.
Jerry

I could always use a barista.

alison

That would be nice.

jerry

So did you hear? The roads are now clogged in the opposite direction.

alison

Yeah, Dan said it would happen.

jerry

So tomorrow at six? Will that work for you.

alison

I’ll be here. Thanks, Jer.

36 Int. bus –dusk
 AUTONUM  
Alison is reading from “Ode To The Rain” and periodically looks out the window.
alison

( whispering)
[Soggy jackets, Wasted nights,][Raindrops           in rainwater,] Burning on neon lights.]       [Halfhearted intentions] [Lost in the night        mist,] [Things that mattered once][ Washing           off your list.][ Soggy wheels and train         tracks,][ Charged particles in air,][ Atoms       colliding][ 'round your brightly lit hair.]      [Pressed your face on the window;][Yet felt        nothing new,] [Smiled at the baby][ Who lost          her right shoe.][ Soggy jackets, Wasted nights,][Echoes of raindrops][ On faint neon     lights.]

computerized voice
Next stop: Sunset and Hilgard.

alison

You had to go and kill yourself, didn’t you? So beautiful.
Alison grabs her bag and heads toward the rear exit. People around her look at her as if she’s crazy. She smiles and exits the bus.
37 Ext. University library –dusk
 AUTONUM  
Alison looks at the time on her phone. It reads 6:02pm. Dan has just exited the library and is unknowingly walking toward Alison while checking his phone.

alison

( with a faux British accent)
Pardon me, sir. Do you know where Royce Hall is located? I’m late for a symposium.

Dan drops his bag on the ground, embraces Alison and spins her around.

dan

I’ll show you a symposium!

alison

( with her accent failing her as she giggles)
Whatever do you mean, sir! I’m a lady, you see!

dan

Does the lady want to get something to eat in the village?

alison

Yeeees!

Alison and Dan walk through the campus.

dan

Did you see Schultz.
alison

Tomorrow.

dan

Do you feel a little... anticlimactic?
alison

With the power back on?

dan

Yeah, it’s like it never happened.
alison

People like to forget and move on... Survival mechanism.

dan

I suppose.

alison

I had a dream about you. You had died.
dan

Oh?

sandra

Yeah, and I didn’t want to go to your funeral. Everyone was trying to make me go, so I ran away to a park or a beach I think. You had a blanket and you were running around with it like a cape and humming the theme from Lawrence. You ran to me when you saw me and pulled my hand and said, come play Lawrence of Arabia with me. I said that you’re supposed to be dead and that your funeral is today. You laughed and kept pulling my hand and made me run around with you. And then, a bell rang three times. You stopped and asked, is my funeral at three? I said, I think so. You should be there, you said and stopped pulling my hand. I don’t want to, I said, I can’t. You draped your blanket over my shoulders and said, you’re Lawrence now, you have to keep playing.
dan

And...

alison

That was it, I think.

dan

I know I should’ve never made you see that movie.
alison

No, I’m glad you did.

dan

Do you think it means anything?

alison

It can’t. Playing Lawrence at the beach? What could it possibly mean?
dan

Have you heard from Dr. Clarence?

alison

No, not yet.

dan

It’s still early.
alison

I’m not sure anymore. 

dan

Of?

alison

This whole Darius thing. Sometimes I think how crazy it must seem, and how patient you are... and I get embarrassed.
dan

That’s actually a good thing. Feeling embarrassed is a sign of being sane, shows an awareness of things.
alison

Only you could spin it like that.

dan 

You know it’s true.

A long shot Alison and Dan walking through the campus.
38 Int. alison’s apartment –night
 AUTONUM  
Alison is reading her journal recovered from the bookstore under candlelight. She exasperatedly flips through the pages as she reads and tosses it on the coffee table. She hears Sandra and Abby talking behind the front door. They open the door, come inside and turn on all the lights. Alison is momentarily blinded by all the light.
sandra

Why, am I not surprised?

alison

What?
sandra

You enjoyed the outage, didn’t you?

Abby smiles and flops down on the couch next to Alison and kisses her on the cheek.

alison

It’s not my fault that candlelight is more beautiful.

sandra

Right... so?

alison
So?

sandra

Did you go to the bookstore?

alison

Yeah, picked up the book I had taken in... And a journal I had left behind. He’s so sweet, you know.

abby

He’s just Dan.
alison

No, Mr. Argyle. All alone with his books...

sandra

Any luck with...?

alison

Darius? Maybe, I think so.
sandra

You don’t seem convinced.

abby

That’s good, isn’t it?
alison

We’ll see. So, how far did you get?

Abby is about to speak but is cut off by Sandra.

sandra

Don’t tell her!

abby

Caaauengaaa...
alison

Cahuenga?

sandra

Yes, two miles in two days.

alison

Well, think of it as a camping trip in the car.

sandra

It wasn’t too bad.

abby

It was fun.

sandra

( to Alison)

You want help us unload the car?

alison

Sure.
39 Ext. coffee shop –day
 AUTONUM  
Alison walks out of the coffee shop with a drink in her hand. She puts her drink down on a table outside, takes off her apron and puts it in her bag. She picks up her drink and starts walking down the street. Her cell phone rings.
alison

Hello...? Hi Dr. Clarence... I’m well, thank you...

Cut to:

40 Int. dr. clarence’s office –day
 AUTONUM  
Dr. Clarence is on the phone with Alison sitting at her desk, looking through a file.
INTERCUT phone conversation.
dr. clarence

I found a few handwritten poems in your file. At first I thought they were yours, but I did some research now that we have internet again and found the writer, Daria S. Sullivan.
alison

Yes, I found the book. Thank you for going through the trouble.

dr. Clarence

It’s alright. Now... I found something else. It’s an envelope, a small one.
alison

Would you open it for me?

dr. clarence

Are you sure? Wouldn’t you rather open it yourself?
alison

It’s alright, Dr. Clarence. Go ahead.

Dr. Clarence opens the envelope and takes out an aged piece of notebook paper.
dr. Clarence

Looks like a note, Alison.
Alison stops walking. The traffic noise increases as she strains to hear Dr. Clarence.

alison

Would you mind reading it to me?

Alison listens to Dr. Clarence motionlessly. Her eyes get misty and she looks as if she’s been transported somewhere else.DOLLY CLOSE ON Alison’s face. Her hand trembles. She closes her flip phone and puts her arm down. CLOSE ON her hand. It seems as if the phone will fall out of her hand. CLOSE ON her face. A look of apprehension appears on her face as she stands motionless on the sidewalk. Her look turns into drained relief. A subtle ironic smile appears on her face. STAY ON her face and slowly FADE TO BLACK.
end
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