
QUANTUM GRAVITY



The Principal Players

LOU, early 30’s, male, Asian ancestry, Standard American 
English with a touch of late 60’s / early 70’s urban soul. 

LUCY, late 20’s, female, Latino or mixed Latino/European 
ancestry, Los Angeles urban accent.

ISH, late 30’s, male, European ancestry, Standard American 
English with a touch of late 60’s / early 70’s urban soul.

MAJOR, mid-50’s, female, Asian ancestry, Beijing accent. 

AKI, mid-20’s, female, Asian ancestry, Standard American 
English with mild Japanese accent.

Key Supporting Players

NORINE, mid-70’s, female, African ancestry, aristocratic 
Mississippi Southern accent.

SASHA, early 30’s, female, European (Russian) ancestry, 
Russian accent.

WEEMS, early-30’s, male, African ancestry, standard American 
English with urban soul.

BROOKE, late-30’s, female, European ancestry, standard 
American English with mild central Texas accent. 

BEN, late-30’s, male, European ancestry, standard American 
English with mild central Texas accent.

Other “I.L.L.F.U.” Crew Members 

LIMERENCE, late 20’s, female, African ancestry, Georgia 
Southern accent. 

FLUFFER, late 20’s, male, any ethnicity, person of short 
stature, standard American English with urban soul.

UMA, late 20’s, female, Ukrainian ancestry, Kiev accent.



************************************************************

“Vanity. Definitely my favorite sin” 

                    - The Devil Himself, 1997

************************************************************

CUT TO:

EXT. GREATER LOS ANGELES. CULVER-PALMS. TWILIGHT.

Images of Culver-Palms. March 2018. This is not LA LA Land. 
This is real. Not sad. Real. Blue Collar Life.

INT. NIGHTCLUB. DOWNTOWN LOS ANGELES. EVENING. 

LOU, early 30’s, male, Asian ancestry, plays a muted Silver 
Trumpet in a smoky blue lounge. 

Counting money near a bar. Closing time. 

INT. LITTLE OSAKA. PENTHOUSE APARTMENT. EVENING.

MAJOR, mid-50’s, female, Asian ancestry, checks her hair. 

She has the closet to die for. Everything a girl could ever 
want, except she’s a woman and should know better. 

INT. BALLET STUDIO. LATE NIGHT. 

AKI, mid-20’s, female, Asian ancestry, looks stunning, 
sultry, mysterious. Look but don’t touch. Red lights. Bar. 
Ballet. Black Swan. Beautiful.

INT. NIGHTCLUB. DOWNTOWN LOS ANGELES. LATE NIGHT.

Lou. Playing trumpet in the bar. Smooth. Cool. Chet Baker 
meets Bleak from Mo’ Better.

EXT. GREATER LOS ANGELES. CULVER-PALMS. TWILIGHT.

Images of Culver-Palms.

FADE TO BLACK.
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INT. NIGHTCLUB. DOWNTOWN LOS ANGELES. DAWN. 

Lou. Denim jacket. Long hair falls over his ear. 

Takes money from the till. Counts. Exhales smoke. Joint. 
Jordans. Vintage. 

INT. CULVER-PALMS. APARTMENT. UPSTAIRS. DAWN

ISH in bed. Eyes open. Stares at ceiling. Open curtains. 
Vaulted ceiling. Picasso painting.

INT. ARTS DISTRICT. UNRESTORED LOFT. EARLY MORNING.

Skylight. Rusty door. Framed John Coltrane Blue Train poster.

Lou. Black boxer briefs. Walks contemplatively towards center 
of room. Mattress on floor. Kneels. Looks at JUSTINE, early 
20’s, female, European ancestry, brunette, still in bed. 

Used condom (no ejaculate) beside the bed. Two ripped condom 
wrappers (Trojan Bare Skin and Magnum). 

Book. “Man and His Symbols”, by Carl Jung.

Lou Rises. Two steps backwards. Begins sun salutation YOGA 
pose. Stops after first stretch up. Quits. Scratches his 
buttock. Sniffs his nose. 

Lou stares at Coltrane. Deep breath. Big exhale. Tears well. 
Squints. Stares down his reflection. 

Deep breath. Eye of the tiger. Dirk Diggler two punch clap. 

INT. CULVER-PALMS APARTMENT. DOWNSTAIRS. MORNING.

Hot water steaming. Kitchen. Cool place. Artistic. Vintage 
Mongoose Decade BMX bike leans against wall. Books spread out 
beside couch. “I and Thou”, by Martin Buber. “Siddhartha”, by 
Herman Hesse. “Cat’s Cradle”, by Kurt Vonnegut. 
“Meditations”, by Marcus Aurelius. 

Acoustic guitar. White SRV decal on black pick guard. Framed 
album. John Coltrane. “A Love Supreme”. Vintage US military 
wooden writing desk. 

Framed degree. Harvard law. Tired frame. Cheap. Crooked.

Ish plops into his desk chair, coffee in hand. Westin 
bathrobe. Black boxer briefs. 
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Rattles mouse. IMAC lights up. Three browser windows open: 
Ish’s acting website. Actors Access principal role listings. 
Fox News Headlines. 

“Weinstein scandal sets off wave of Hollywood accusations.”

Ish. Flutters lips. 

EXT. LOS ANGELES. LITTLE OSAKA. MORNING.

Sawtelle Japantown. Flower nursery. Morning light. Soto zen 
temple. Boba tea restaurant. Girls gossip. Students walk. 

INT. LITTLE OSAKA. PENTHOUSE APARTMENT. BATHROOM. MORNING.

Major showers. Hot water hits her face. Looks down. Lathers 
body. Shampoos hair. She still has it. Cracks a slight smile. 
Shakes it off. No emotion. Ice cold.

Opens glass shower door. Steps out. Purple towel draped over 
two hands (palms up) offered obsequiously in her direction. 

Major. Still ice cold. Shakes head no. 

Aki kneels before Major. Stands. Enters shower. They make 
love but do not kiss. Aki services Major.

EXT. ARTS DISTRICT. MORNING.

Lou climbs onto his Triumph Thruxton 900 motorcycle. Kick 
starts bike. Puts on helmet. Drives off towards downtown. 
Through Koreatown. Wilshire.

EXT. KOREATOWN. PARKING LOT. 3240 WILSHIRE BLVD. MORNING.

Lou pulls into parking lot. Parks motorcycle. Leaves helmet 
on seat. Walks to entrance. Peace sign to parking attendant. 

INT. KOREATOWN. 3240 WILSHIRE LOBBY. OLD SHOPPING CENTER. 

Eye contact with security guard. Lou winks. Walks through 
corridor. Shots of renovation. Into elevator. Downstairs. 
Natura Spa. Small talk with receptionist.
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INT. CONVENIENCE STORE. CULVER-PALMS. MORNING.

ISH enters store. Jean jacket, black aviators, olive lens, 
skinny jeans, cowboy hat, blue bandana, t-shirt reads 
“TRIGGER WARNING” with caution sign. 

Ish and CLERK, late 50’s, male, Korean, go through their 
morning routine (in Korean).

ISH
An nyong ha se yo.

CLERK
An nyong ha se yo.

Ish walks to refrigerators in back of store. Opens door. 
Can’t find his usual drink. Settles for bottled water. The 
cheap stuff. Walks to counter. Pays with cash.

ISH
Kam sah hamnida.

CLERK
Nay.

ISH
An nyong e kay se yo?

CLERK
An nyong e KAH se yo.
(Ish has spoken incorrectly)

Ish fist bumps the clerk.

ISH
Ahh...kam sah hamnida.

EXT. SIDEWALK. CULVER-PALMS. MORNING.

Ish walks towards stoplight. Red light. Black TESLA. Vanity 
plate. “BIGDAWG”. 

Ish approaches passenger window. Gets into character. Taps 
dark, tinted window. Window rolls down. SARAH, 21, Kardashian 
type, meets Ish with a lustful gaze. 

Ish looks past Sarah. Smiles. Opens denim jacket. Pistol. 
Aims. Driver. Pop. Pop. Two to the head.

Car rear. Driver’s window shatters. Exaggerated. 
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INT. CONVENIENCE STORE. CULVER-PALMS. MORNING.

Ish re-enters convenience store. Cool as a cucumber. Hands 
clerk handgun. Takes off jacket. Wife beater. Fit. 

Ish hands clerk denim jacket, cowboy hat.

Clerk removes his grey Members Only jacket. Hands it to Ish. 

Zip. Ish grabs black wayfarers from the store rack. Removes 
his aviators. Dons wayfarers. Checks his reflection. Not bad. 
Out the back door. 

EXT. CULVER-PALMS. SIDEWALK. MORNING.

Ish, calm, walks the streets of his adopted neighborhood.  

INT. KOREATOWN. NATURA SPA. SAUNA.

Sauna. Lou sits alone. Thousand yard stare.

INT. LITTLE OSAKA. PENTHOUSE APARTMENT. BATHROOM. MORNING. 

Major and Aki continue to make love in shower. Remember, no 
kissing. It escalates. Major orgasms. 

EXT. CULVER-PALMS. SIDEWALK. MORNING.

Ish saunters down Overland. Apartments, construction. 
Gentrification is coming. Old auto shop. Restaurants. Right 
on Venice. More local sights.

EXT. LOS ANGELES FREEWAY. MORNING.

Lou swerves his motorcycle precisely at high speed. In and 
out of lanes. Up the middle. Speeding past gridlock. On the 
edge. Damn that’s smooth. 

INT. LITTLE OSAKA. PENTHOUSE APARTMENT. BEDROOM. MORNING.

Major tosses a fat stuffed brown envelope on the bed. Walks 
into living room. Framed picture. Lou, younger. Less 
resolute. Kinda square.
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EXT. CULVER-PALMS. SIDEWALK. MORNING.

Ish continues his stroll. Funeral home. The Cinema. Maple 
Block, etc.

EXT. CULVER-PALMS. RESTAURANT. DEAR JOHN’S. MORNING.

Lou parks. Helmet off. Cool, urban swag. Opens restaurant 
door. 

INT. LITTLE OSAKA APARTMENT. KITCHEN. MORNING.

Major glances at phone. Scrolls to Lou’s number. LOU-SON. 
Major. Disappointment. 

EXT. CULVER-PALMS. PARKING LOT. RESTAURANT. DEAR JOHN’S. 

Ish walks past old school bodybuilding gym. Points to owner, 
male, 40’s, any ethnicity. What’s up. Head nod to trainer, 
male, 30’s, caucasian. Fist bump to trainer’s brother, male 
w/Down’s syndrome.

Ish turns corner. Recognizes Lou’s Triumph. Opens bar door.

FADE TO BLACK:

INT. CULVER-PALMS. DEAR JOHN’S. TWENTY MINUTES LATER.

Ish and Lou seated perpendicular in booth.

Ish, sounding evangelical, runs lines with a stylized 
Southern accent.

ISH
We were a family. That’s what you 
took from me. A week after I lost 
my other family. The one I fought 
tooth and nail to save. You 
remember that right? 

Lou looks down. Ish shakes his head, burying the fury. Tries 
a different approach.

ISH (CONT’D)
You left me with nothing, pulled 
the rug out from under my entire 
life. Past breaking. Past hopeless. 
Past desperation. 

Ish, indignant, but measured, tears.

7.



ISH (CONT’D)
The constant unbearable two-ton 
shackles of grief weighing down 
every step every breath every 
ecstasy... and then through neglect 
you... 

Ish breaks character. Switches back to Standard American 
English with a touch of late 60’s / early 70’s urban soul.

ISH (CONT’D)
...and that’s when Jules looked up 
at me and said, “damn baby, you 
know sumthin? You’re all right.”

Ish, pensive, falls back into a thousand yard stare. Shakes 
it off. Smiles, remembering the moment. 

Lou nods in understanding.

ISH (CONT’D)
...but you know the funny thing is 
once I got it I didn’t want it 
anymore really.

LOU
How’s that?

ISH
No for real. Like it used to bother 
me there were certain things I 
couldn’t say. Like uh you can say 
chinky eyes or...but uh...maybe 
not...I don’t know...you get my 
drift right?

Lou nods in agreement. No offense.

ISH (CONT’D)

Right. Or you can uh like there’s 
this one thing that you just really 
need to release and get out, but 
you...

LOU
...like we’re all on some fuckin’ 
Tourette’s or sumthin...

ISH
Right...but, you gotta remember the 
attraction of it all is like kind 
of the danger of it right? 

(MORE)
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Like what happens if you actually 
say it?

LOU
...adrenaline breaking the 
taboo...fear fucking witcha’...

ISH
...yeah man that’s...that’s gone.

LOU
Yeah?

ISH
That’s what I’m saying. I mean 
partially cause of that whole 
thing...really though man...we 
bonded over broken stuff...the real 
shit...I’ve been there man.

Lou validates Ish.

LOU
...you’ve been there all right...

ISH
...yeah...you know...so if you’ve 
been there you’re in this 
brotherhood, I think... 

Ish scratches his head, struggling to make sense of it all.

LOU
...cause brokenness and pain builds 
up...like a wall...like that wall 
that Townes was trying to hold 
back...

ISH
...fuckin’ waiting around to die...

LOU
...right, so he’s in the 
brotherhood. One brokenness ain’t 
worse than another. Anyone who’s 
been that far out doesn’t need 
to...

ISH
...still...

LOU 
...Well...shit..

ISH (CONT'D)
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ISH
What?

LOU
You just see how futile it is to 
struggle. Against the current. I 
don’t -- man. 

ISH
Alls I’m sayin’ is...if you’ve 
really swum, you know. You couldn’t 
give a damn about who is calling 
who what name, ya dig? 

Ish lightens up. Lou jokes around.

LOU
Ya feel? 

Ish laughs. 

ISH
No. And. Of course YOU have 
absolutely no idea what I’m talking 
about. But don’t worry...you will. 

Lou, distracted, checks his phone.

ISH (CONT’D)
American beauty? Bueller? Bueller?

Lou’s missed the movie reference, but remembers the game. 
Breaks into a big grin. Signals to waiter to bring the check.

LOU 
...don’t think that’s quite how 
Spacey did it...

(beat)

LOU (CONT’D)
So this girl...

ISH
...which one? Can’t keep your 
roster straight. 

LOU
The white-bread one who shags good 
and smells funny?

They laugh together. They know better, but the joy of the 
moment overtakes them.
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ISH
Justine?

LOU
yeah...from east 21st or shit man I 
don’t know where she’s from but...

Lou lets out a juvenile laugh.

ISH
(ice cold) 
...I knew this was a fuckin’ 
mistake.

LOU
Ok. Ok. 

ISH
You wanted to talk about some heist 
scene for class or something?

Lou, resolute. Adult.

LOU
Not exactly man. It’s time to make 
a move.

Ish, serious, nods.

ISH     
Okay. Speak.

The booth. Proximity.

CUT TO:

EXT. BUDDHIST MONASTERY. RURAL VIETNAM. EVENING.

Dank beat drops. Monastery grounds. Dark. Sultry. This could 
be the Dagobah system. 

Vietnamese MONK, 30’s, male, glides down a long outdoor 
staircase. Descends from main meditation hall to lower 
footpath. Cloth bag slung over Monk’s shoulder. 

BANDITO, 20’s, female, Vietnamese, runs to meet the monk. 

Monk pulls box of 3.5” floppy computer disks from his bag. 
Disks glow blue. 

Monk looks back, with caution, up the staircase. Hands disks 
to Bandito. Bandito slops a fat stuffed brown envelope into 
Monk’s bag.
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LOU (V.O.)
The disks come in tomorrow, from 
Saigon via Hong Kong. 

EXT. HONG KONG AIRPORT. TARMAC. DAY.

Airport unit load device (ULD) moves up the ramp into loading 
bay of commercial aircraft.

INT. AIRCRAFT. REAR GALLEY. BREAK TIME.

Three flight attendants gossip.

ASIAN-AMERICAN FEMALE ATTENDANT 
(to MALE ATTENDANT) 
BOB’s in 32J.

JAPANESE FEMALE ATTENDANT
Bob-san?

ASIAN MALE ATTENDANT
Best on board, rookie.

ASIAN-AMERICAN FEMALE ATTENDANT
I’d totally blow him.

Japanese female attendant. Stunned face. Deer in headlights. 
Quickly back to Asian male attendant.

ASIAN MALE ATTENDANT
Slut...oh!...that Mandingo 
motherfucker I told you about’s 
meeting me...

Asian-American female attendant makes hand signal across neck 
to cut. DISHEVELED AMERICAN BUSINESSMAN approaches.

ASIAN-AMERICAN FEMALE ATTENDANT
(professional, demure)
Good evening sir. May I assist you? 

CUT TO:

EXT. AIRPORT. RUNWAY. EVENING.

Approach. Runway lights. Wheels touch. Smoke. Plane lands. 

LOU (V.O.) 
Once they land at LAX...
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EXT. TARMAC. LOS ANGELES INTERNATIONAL AIRPORT. EVENING.

A baggage trolley, loaded with baggage, pulls away from 
plane. 

LOU (V.O.)
...the disks are switched to the 
cargo bay...

Trolley pulls into shadows. TWO DARK MEN lift side tarp. Box. 
Rugged. Vietnamese writing. 

Dark man offloads box. Other dark man walks to TROLLEY 
DRIVER. Rolled wad. USD. 

LOU
These disks are meant to be passed 
to the heads of each of the twelve 
tribes. Everything is coded so that 
each head gets the disks at the 
exact same time. 

EXT. STYLIZED DIGITAL MAP OF LOS ANGELES. EVENING. 

The plan begins to unfold visually on the map.

LOU (V.O.)
Riders will fan out from LAX to 
each territory. The Russians 
downtown. Then K-town. Little 
Tokyo.

INT. CULVER-PALMS. RESTAURANT. DEAR JOHN’S.

Ish, Lou, huddled over the table.

ISH
That’s where we come in?

EXT. STYLIZED DIGITAL MAP OF LOS ANGELES. EVENING. 

Back to stylized digital map.

LOU (V.O.)
South to Little Saigon. Inglewood. 
South Bay. Right.
You get the idea. The point is... 
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INT. CULVER-PALMS. RESTAURANT. DEAR JOHN’S.

Ish. Lou. Proximity.

LOU
...we only get one shot at this. 
Once the disks are locked, it’s all 
dialed-in. Turfs are settled. 
Accounts linked. The tribes are 
coordinated. Bitcoin. Darknet. 
Everything’s fixed. Peace. But once 
it’s locked the heads can’t be 
replaced. Till death do they part. 

Ish. Got it.

Lou. Proximity.

ISH
The heads of the twelve tribes 
blood partners ‘til death. So. You 
want to steal the Little Tokyo disk 
before it gets to Major?

LOU
Not me. You.

ISH
Me?

LOU
Oh yes. Oh yes, George. You.

ISH
Ha. Ok I get it. Glengarry. Nice.

The men laugh, shaking off some tension.

LOU
Yes. I am going to steal from 
Major. My mother. 

Ish, sideways nod.

ISH
Okay.

(beat)
What is this stuff we’re jacking?
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LOU
Yes. Exactly. What is it? It’s. Man 
it’s like you’re rollin’ all the 
time. Forget the quest man. This is 
“The Answer”.

INT. LITTLE OSAKA APARTMENT. BAR. LATE MORNING.

Aki breaks a BLUE medicine pill in half. Pours white chemical 
contents into a Whistle Pig Manhattan. Stirs.

LOU (V.O.)
Once I have the disk Aki has orders 
to take care of mother.

CUT TO:

INT. GENTLEMAN’S LOUNGE. PALMS. DARK AND DIRTY. EVENING.

Juicy beats. Pole. Legs. Bum. Breasts. Stomach. Smile. 
Stomach. Stomach. Smile. Stomach. Stomach. Stomach. Smile.

Ish and Lou. Back corner. Booth.

ISH
You mean? 
(points to head) take care?...

LOU
Wha? No. God no. She’s my mother. 
Thats my fuckin’ mom man. Jesus 
fuckin’ chris...

ISH
...ok. 

LOU
She may have her flaws, but this 
isn’t about that.

ISH
Got it. 

Ish counts off four fingers. Reviews the plan.

ISH (CONT’D)
So you:
1. Steal the disk from Ma. 
3. Run the script on the floppy. 
4. Lock into the 12 tribes. 
5. It’s your show.
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LOU
Sure. And yours too. If you want.

ISH
You know better than to ask.

LOU
Right.

ISH
So, what’s the catch? Sounds 
simple. Treasure. Transport. 
Interception. You’re the man. 

LOU
No. That’s pretty much it. 

ISH
Seems simple. 

LOU
There is one thing.

Lou, conflicted. Pole. Skin.

INT. APARTMENT. LIVING ROOM.EAST LOS ANGELES. MORNING.

Flower. Sniff. Papers. Lips. Flame. 

CUT TO:

INT. APARTMENT. BATHROOM. EAST LOS ANGELES. MORNING.

Lucy sits on the edge of her bathtub. Smokes joint. Bra. 
Panties. 

Lucy paints her nails, smoothly. Tenderly. Warmly.

LUCY (V.O.)
Destiny is a feeling. She dances 
with me. She surrounds me. Through 
me. Her waves rush over my bosom 
as, through the rain, the heavens 
would if descended from her lord 
almi...

WHITNEY (V.O.)
Destiny is a feeling? She dances 
with me?

LUCY (V.O.)
That’s right.
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WHITNEY (V.O.)
Uh huh.

LUCY (V.O.)
Oh you know gods a woman right? 
Cuz’ I’m just sayin...

LUCY & WHITNEY (V.O.)
Ain’t no burnin’ bush gonna come 
from a man. 

THERESA (V.O)
Mmmmhmmm that’s fo sure. (laughter)

LUCY
Shhhhh.

Lucy resumes her beauty routine. Same style. Same grace. 

Plucks hairs from underarm. Lotions her legs. Urinates. 
Stands. Stretches to the ceiling. Walks to mirror. Touches 
her stomach lovingly. Smile with hand on stomach. Mouthwash. 
Plucks eyebrow. Lip gloss. Blush. Perfume on wrist, neck, 
breasts.

FADE TO:

EXT. SCHOOL PLAYGROUND. EAST LOS ANGELES. MORNING.

Lucy and JOSHUA, male, 7, mixed ancestry. Lucy fixes his 
shirt. Combs his hair with her hand. 

Lucy waves goodbye for the day. Smile of pure maternal love. 
Lucy is a good mother. A good woman. We love her.

INT. PUBLIC TRANSPORTATION. BUS.

Lucy chats with BUS DRIVER. The bus stops. Passengers get off 
and on. Repeat. Several people recognize Lucy. Warm smiles. 
She is well liked by those who know her.

EXT. CULVER CITY. MARIJUANA DISPENSARY.

Lucy walk from the sidewalk into medical marijuana 
dispensary. Sign outside clinic. “The Cannary”.

INT. CULVER CITY. THE CANNARY.

Lucy waves hi to the security guard. Lucy serving customers. 
People smelling jars of bud. Talking to colleagues. 
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Stocking shelves. Eating lunch on break. She lights up every 
room and conversation she enters.

INT. BEDROOM. EAST LOS ANGELES. EARLY AFTERNOON.

Lucy and Lou lay in bed together. 

LOU
I gotta get back home soon to take 
care of D... 

LUCY
...I can’t believe you named your 
dog DEATH.

LOU
(grin) Keeps me sane. 

LUCY
Baby?

LOU
Yeah. 

LUCY
Nothing...but why death? He’s so 
cute and cuddly, why not someth...

LOU
...now I know what death looks 
like. 

Two books (“The Unbearable Lightness of Being”, “Black Elk 
Speaks”), rolling papers, marijuana canister (“The Quest”).

LOU (CONT’D)
When my time comes I know who will 
come to see me off...my best 
friend, tail wagging, happy as hell 
to see me...

LUCY
Yeah. Yeah, I get it...

LOU
...oh wait I want to see 
this...turn it up.

Lucy grabs the remote from under the covers. Points at 
television on top of the bedroom dresser. Turns up the sound.

18.



TELEVISION REPORTER
...and in Awards News, Martin 
McDonagh’s acceptance speech making 
a big splash on social media...

Shot of awards speech. 

MARTIN MCDONAGH
(slow, heartfelt, tears welling) 
I just want to say thank you. To 
all the people whose path has 
crossed mine. Thank You. 

Lucy and Lou.

LOU
That’s how you accept an award. 

Lou rolls over. Embraces Lucy. He now knows she is “The One”.

LOU (CONT’D)
Luc?

LUCY
Yeah babe.

LOU
You know what you are?

LUCY
What am I?

LOU
You’re my girl...right?

LUCY
Yeah...hey I know that one! Pacino. 
Needle Park.

LOU
Oh yeah.

LUCY
Lou?

LOU
Hmmn?

LUCY
Be careful?

LOU
What do you mean? 
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LUCY
Just. Be careful.

LOU
Don’t worry. Ish has my back.

LUCY
How’d he get so tight with your 
family?

LOU
He did something for my mom a long 
time ago. A favor. So she owed him. 
But they’re square now.

LUCY
He works for you?

LOU
He will.

LUCY
Oh SHIT! I’m late. I forgot I 
picked up another shift. I gotta 
go.

Lucy starts to gather her things, quickly puts her clothes 
on, grabs keys, checks hair.

LOU
You cool if I stay and shower?

LUCY
Knock yourself out. Love you 

Kiss and an exit. 

LOU
You too babe.

(beat)

Lou sits up in bed. Looks at himself in the mirror. Long 
stare. Stands up. Walks to dresser. Looks back towards door. 
Opens bottom drawer. Pulls a pistol (with silencer) from 
underneath a stack of Lucy’s sweaters. 

INT. KITCHEN. LUCY’S APARTMENT. AFTERNOON.

Lou walks from the bedroom into the kitchen. Grabs a pastry 
treat. Rip. Chomp.
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INT. RECOVERY CENTER. MEETING ROOM. LATE AFTERNOON.

Lucy stands at the podium. Chairs and a small audience. Dark 
room. White Christmas lights. 

Lucy takes a drink of water. Looks down. Deep smile. Focuses 
attention to attendees.

LUCY
Well I have to admit there were 
times I didn’t think I’d make it 
this. Far. Oh, sorry (laughs) I’m 
LUCY and I was dependent on 
alcohol. 

AUDIENCE
LUCY!!

Whistles. Cheers. “Here, here!” This is a bigger and more 
positive reception than Lucy expected. She is touched.

LUCY
Thanks guys. I’ve thought a lot 
about what to say and what started 
it all. Funny stories about my fuck-
ups. Spooky stories about 
synchronicity and, well whatever it 
is. And love. But then, I...you 
know I’m grateful for the pain. The 
grief. It’s like we’re old friends 
now. We’ve known each other so 
well. But sometimes now its like 
passing each other on the street 
with a wave. Just doing our jobs 
you know? Like that song Sarge 
always sings. (sings) “My old 
friend the blues”.

SARGE, 40’s, male, European ancestry, thin, sage, cowboy hat, 
speaks from the audience.

SARGE
We love you Luc!!!

LUCY
(whispers) 
I love you too.  

Lucy gathers herself.

LUCY (CONT’D)
Geez, this is all so. Okie 
dokie...Well, anyway. I don’t want 
to ramble. Joshua’s good. 

(MORE)
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He’s such a good kid. I’m so lucky. 
You know I used to think it wasn’t 
fair to him that he had a piece of 
shit mother like me. Like the old 
me. But now I think (smiles) well, 
it doesn’t matter so much what I 
think. He’s strong. He’ll grow 
strong. Because he’s seen the light 
AND the dark, you know? Like me. 
Anyway, thank you. Without you guys 
I...well, let’s just say I’d be 
someplace other than here. And 
here’s good, you know? Not too bad 
at all. Thanks guys.

Applause. The room. The attendees. Lucy. This chapter of her 
life is closing.

FADE TO BLACK:

INT. RESTAURANT. SHANGHAI. EVENING. VINTAGE COLOR.

Major, seated alone. Stoic. Unmoved. Diffident.

LOU (V.O.)
A mother’s love. The strongest 
force of nature. Major isn’t the 
woman I remember from childhood.

INT. BEIJING. IMPERIAL PALACE. VINTAGE COLOR. 

Major and Lou, six years old. Hand in hand. Mother and son. 
Smiles. Genuine.

LOU (V.O.)
The one who cradled me, sheltered 
me, fretted over me. 

INT. HOSPITAL NURSERY. SUNRISE. VINTAGE COLOR. 

BROOKE, lates 30’s, female, European ancestry, angelic, 
cradles SEBASTIAN, her newborn baby boy. Rays of light. Hope.

LOU (V.O.)
They say the most beautiful sight a 
woman will ever see is that of her 
newborn child. It’s hard to fathom 
that kind of commitment. 

LUCY (CONT’D)
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INT. SIXPAX GYM. CULVER-PALMS. SUNRISE. VINTAGE COLOR.

Young adult versions of Ish and Lou shadow box in unison. 
Jumping rope. 

EXT. SANTA MONICA BEACH. SUNSET. VINTAGE COLOR. 

Teenage versions of Ish and Lou. Running. A race. Sand. 
Sprint. Pump. Pump. Strain. The rush. Hi five.

DEATH, dog, DACHSHUND, female, 3, catches up with the boys. 
Tackles. Laughs. Licks face. 

LOU (V.O.)
Men. Drawn to wide open spaces, the 
lure of a kiss, thrill of the 
chase. But we always come home.

EXT. BEIJING. IMPERIAL PALACE. HARD RAIN. VINTAGE COLOR.

Major and young Lou. Holding hands. Laughing. Splashing. 
Bring it on. Let it pour. This is life!

LOU (V.O.)
Let us all see each other as we 
once were.  

EXT. CHINA. SICHUAN PROVINCE. JIUZHAIGOU NATIONAL PARK. 
VINTAGE COLOR.

Wide open spaces. Nature. Natural Wonder. Mystery. Beauty. 

EXT. PHILIPPINES. PALAWAN. CATAMARAN. VINTAGE COLOR. 

The island landscape.

LOU (V.O.)
It isn’t our fault we always make 
mistakes. 

Major lounges with, ADULTERER, 23, female, brown skin, slim.

LOU (V.O.)
Psychologists say that we’re more 
likely to remember the bad times. 
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INT. BEDROOM. LATE NIGHT. VINTAGE COLOR.

JULIAN, early-30’s, male, African ancestry, rummages through 
Ish’s dresser drawer. It’s one of those kinds of fights. 
Slaps Ish.

LOU (V.O.)
Memories burnt into our sight to 
protect us from future wrongs. And 
this is good. 

INT. APARTMENT. HONG KONG. KOWLOON. CHUNGKING MANSIONS. 
VINTAGE COLOR.

Major recoils in horror at the sight of her fiancé in bed 
with another woman. Betrayal. Door closing. Candle blown out.

LOU (V.O.)
But we must never forget our 
mothers.

EXT. CHUNGKING MANSIONS. VINTAGE COLOR.

Major runs down the steps. Collapses. Clutches her stomach. 
Brokenness. 

Pulls herself up. Swallows the bitterness. Stumbles down the 
remaining steps. Her world has just collapsed. 

LOU (V.O.)
A mother forgets. 

EXT. FERRY. KOWLOON. DAY. VINTAGE COLOR.

Major looks towards Hong Kong Island. Looks down at her 
stomach. Touches. 

Bright, clean light on the horizon.

INT. AIRPLANE. CATTLE CLASS. CHINA EASTERN AIRLINES. VINTAGE 
COLOR.

Major, looking much more pregnant, stares out window. 

LOU (V.O.)
She forgets the hardship, the 
heartache. That’s what we take for 
granted.
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EXT. VANILLA SKY. MODERN COLOR.

A flying white dove. We follow. 

LOU (V.O.)
Because it’s meant to be taken for 
granted. That’s a mother’s job. 
That’s when you know the love is 
true. It’s felt, but often 
unspoken. 

EXT. AMUSEMENT PARK. CHILDREN’S RIDE. MODERN COLOR.

Brooke, Sebastian. BEN, lates 30’s, male, European ancestry, 
bearded.

The queue. Dad talks on phone. Smile, wave to Brooke. Back to 
phone. Brooke holds Sebastian, asleep. Happy. Love.

LOU (V.O.)
Like a blanket that covers us and 
is so comfortable we don’t even 
notice it. Until its gone.

EXT. SCHOOL BUS. ALISO VIEJO SCHOOL DISTRICT. MODERN COLOR.

Sebastian runs downs the steps. He took the wrong bus :( 
Separated from mom :( Scared. They embrace. She cradles him. 
Kisses top of Seb’s head. 

LOU (V.O.)
I’m sorry mother. 

INT. NIGHTCLUB. MODERN COLOR. 

Lou strums guitar in a smoky room. Only a few customers.

LOU (V.O.)
I wanted to walk your path. 

INT. HOUSE. LITTLE OSAKA. VINTAGE COLOR.

Major and young Lou. Shakespeare. Acting. Play. 

INT. ACTING CLASS. SCENE STUDY. MODERN COLOR.

Adult Lou. Acting rehearsal. Scene study. Three person scene. 
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INT. HOUSE. LITTLE OSAKA. MODERN COLOR.

Adult Lou and Major. Petty spats. Brown envelopes stacked in 
duffle bags. 

INT. RESTAURANT. COUNTRY CLUB. PRIVATE ROOM. MODERN COLOR.

Adult Lou is formally introduced to SASHA, 30, female, 
Russian.  Sophistication. Fake romance. 

AKI watches from a slight distance. What is she up to?

LOU (V.O.)
Wanted to make you proud.

EXT. SANTA MONICA PIER. LOS ANGELES. MODERN COLOR.

Lucy walks the pier. Angelic. Stands. Titanic pose.

LOU (V.O.)
I hope you will forgive me. 

INT. HOUSE. LITTLE OSAKA. MODERN COLOR.

Major and Lou. Heated Argument. Major screams, “You owe me 
your life!”. Immediate regret.

LOU (V.O.)
Forgive what I must do. 

EXT. FRONT PORCH. BLUE COLLAR HOUSE. VINTAGE COLOR.

Rocking chairs. Family. Lucy. Major. The Crew. Rockwell.

LOU (V.O.)
One day when you’re old and grey 
we’ll look back on all this and 
laugh. 

INT. CULVER-PALMS. APARTMENT. VINTAGE COLOR.

Young Lou and Major bake cookies. 

LOU (V.O.)
Laugh like that first Christmas. 
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INT. LOS ANGELES. ARTS DISTRICT. WAREHOUSE. MODERN COLOR.

Ravers. Dark. DJ. Sweat. Lust.

LOU (V.O.)
Before the dark times. 

EXT. LOS ANGELES. SKID ROW. NIGHT. MODERN COLOR.

Poverty. Homelessness. An honest smile. Love. 

LOU (V.O.)
Before the madness. 

INT. LITTLE OSAKA. PENTHOUSE APARTMENT. MODERN COLOR.

Major and Ish. Consiglieri. Shaking hands. Manila folders. 

CUT TO:

************************************************************

                Culver-Palms: March, 2018

************************************************************

INT. SMALL PHO RESTAURANT. AFTERNOON. OVERCAST.

Ish walks up to counter. 

ISH
Well if this isn’t just the best 
part of my day.

WORKER, late 50’s, female, Korean ancestry, turns from 
previous customer to face ISH. Her steely customer service 
facade breaks. Big smile. 

WORKER
ISH! The usual?

ISH
Yes mam. 

WORKER
How are you?
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ISH
Oh I’m all right. Some ups, some 
downs, but you know that’s sort of 
the way it goes most of the time.

WORKER
(agrees) Hmmm.

Two bodybuilders, BILL, late 30s, male, European ancestry, 
and TED, late 20s, male, African ancestry, sit across from 
each other. It is a date.

BILL (O.S.)
He said it was like coming...

TED (O.S.)
...yeah, that same feeling...

BILL (O.S.)
And then he gets this shit-eating 
grin and...

Bill leans in closer, gets dramatic. 

BILL (CONT’D)
...ol’ Arnie just drops this 
fucking bomb...

TED
...yep...

BILL
...so, you can imagine how I feel 
all day. I’m coming in the gym, I’m 
coming at home, I’m com...

Ted makes brief, but suggestive eye contact with ISH.

BILL (CONT'D)
...ing at night, I’m basically 
coming all day...

TED
...yep...

BILL
...and then he goes on to talk 
about how Lou has no chance and how 
his best buddy Franco is basically 
a child who worships him...

TED
...yep...
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BILL
...but that’s what makes it so cool 
because it isn’t mean he’s just 
calling the shots and he’ll fuck 
with the competition but it’s in 
good sport and...

ISH walks to front of restaurant with his bowl of Pho. Sits 
on stool. Eats noodles. Pensive gaze. Weather turns to rain. 

EXT. SMALL PHO RESTAURANT. HARD RAIN

Raindrops dance. Wind blows. Deli across the street. Sign: 

“BRNSUGA - Persian Ice Cream & Desserts, Est. 1977”.

CUT TO:

INT. TRENDY CLOTHING BOUTIQUE. TEN YEARS EARLIER. FILM NOIR.

Ish walks out of dressing room wearing black jeans. Julian 
smiles, gives thumbs up. Laughter. Beginnings.

INT. SMALL ROMANTIC ITALIAN RESTAURANT. FILM NOIR.

Ish feeds Julian spaghetti. Restaurant OWNER, 55, female, 
hugs ISH from behind. 

Ish and Julian talk intimately.

EXT. PARK BENCH. FILM NOIR.

Ish and Julian. First kiss. Tender. Simple. Honest.

INT. LOS ANGELES BUS. FILM NOIR.

Ish and Julian exchange angry glances. Argument. Harsh words. 
Intense, not violent.

INT. SMALL PHO RESTAURANT. MODERN COLOR.

Ish still sits. Stares outside. Tears well up, but do not 
fall. Pain. Regret. Loss.
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INT. APARTMENT. LOS ANGELES. FOUR YEARS AGO. FILM NOIR.

Two people make love passionately in missionary position. 
Sheets cover below mid waist. Door opens.

Julian in bed, on top. Aki, beneath. 

Ish walks out. Julian runs after, down stairs.

EXT. APARTMENT BLOCK. LOS ANGELES. FILM NOIR.

Into the street after Ish. Ish turns, tears in eyes, and 
embraces Julian. Walks away.

INT. PHO RESTAURANT. MODERN COLOR.

A tear falls from Ish’s eyes. Runs all the way down his face. 

(beat)

Ish breathes in, breathes out, wipes his face. Faintest of 
quick smiles. Back to eating Pho.

CUT TO:

INT. LOS ANGELES. SKATING ROLLER RINK. DAYTIME.

Knee-high sport socks. Cool kids. Hokey Pokey. Limbo. Old 
school video games. Pizza. 

Lou and Joshua skate, holding hands. Lucy films with a small 
camcorder. Laughter. 

Lucy and Lou Feed each other pizza. Lou & Joshua play 
pinball. 

Lou and Lucy drop off Joshua at the children’s play area. 
Lucy fusses over Joshua’s clothing. 

Joshua, laughing, runs to play. 

CUT TO:

INT. SKATING ROLLER RINK. TEN MINUTES LATER.

Couples skate. Lou and Lucy skate together, holding hands.
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LUCY
Thanks for this. I don’t think he’s 
had this much fun in...well, thank 
you.

LOU
He’s a good kid.

LUCY
Yeah he is.

LOU
With a good mom.

LUCY
Ya think?

They laugh. She stumbles. He rights her. They’re suddenly 
very close.

LOU
I’m making some moves that...

LUCY
Lou. 

LOU
Yeah.

LUCY
Shh...

Lucy kisses Lou tenderly. The moment lingers. Pure Eros.

LOU
(opens eyes) 
mmmm....what was that for?

LUCY
For what I know you’re trying to do 
for me, and for Joshua...

LOU
...aww, that’s noth...

LUCY
No. I mean it. Thank you.

LOU
Well, I. You’re welcome. I want us 
to be a family. You, me, Joshua. 
Hell, maybe another dog.
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LUCY
How about another kid, a baby?

LOU
Well, sure, yeah, one day, why not, 
a baby...

LUCY
Lou. I’m pregnant. 

(beat)

LUCY (CONT’D)
Lou?

LOU
I know. I saw the test.

LUCY
You did?

LOU
Yeah. Two weeks ago. It’s what 
decided me.

LUCY
So you’re really going to do this 
thing with Ish?

LOU
It’s more like he’s doing it with 
me, but yes. 

LUCY
Is it dangerous?

LOU
If Major finds out it could be the 
end.

LUCY
But she won’t find out will she?

LOU
No, baby, she won’t. 

LUCY
And we’ll get married and live 
happily ever after?

Lucy spins around flirtatiously, joyously. She falls. Lou 
sits beside her. 

Only a few couples remain. It’s almost closing time.
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LUCY (CONT'D)
I know you have other women. 

LOU
Had other women.

She gives him a quick sideways glare.

LUCY
Don’t fuck with me. I’m no stooge. 

LOU
Me neither.

LUCY
I know who you are. But promise one 
thing.

LOU
What’s that? 

LUCY
Don’t do anything to put us at 
risk?

LOU
You and Josh?

LUCY
No. I mean. Yes. Of course Yes. But 
I meant us. You and me. This. 
Please baby, don’t ever put this at 
risk.

LOU
I won’t

LUCY
Promise?

LOU
I promise. 

Lucy pulls herself up from the ice. Offers Lou a hand. Loud 
smiles, rises of his own accord.

LUCY
Great! Now let’s go open those 
presents. This is your BIRTHDAY 
party after all. 

LOU
Oh, don’t remind me! 
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LUCY
Let’s go.

Lucy takes Lou’s hand and skates him off the rink. The two 
walk clumsily on the carpet towards the concession area. 

Lou stops Lucy and pulls her close to him.

LOU
Lucy. I love you. I’m through with 
other women.

LUCY
I know baby.

CUT TO:

EXT. FREEWAY. LOS ANGELES. NIGHT.

Lou, cruising LA in his ‘67 Black Ford Mustang Fastback 
w/white racing stripe. Blue neon lights. 

INT. JAPANESE RESTAURANT. PRIVATE ROOM. NIGHT. 

Lou and Major seated on floor. Private room. Exclusive. Old 
school. The two eat Okonomiyaki (Osaka speciality).

Just outside the private room, Aki kneels, removes her shoes. 
Slides the private entrance open. Enters, ceremoniously. 

AKI
...if you ask me, anyone 
complaining about THEIR life should 
be forced to watch ten hours 
straight Band of Brothers.

LOU
Word.

Major accepts the tea poured by Lou. 

MAJOR
Yes yes. 

LOU
You don’t agree?

MAJOR
No. I don’t.

Aki kneels at the table beside Major. 
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AKI
Mam?

MAJOR
Yes

AKI
Crew chief four’s here to make the 
drop. Wants to pay tribute. Will 
you see her?

MAJOR
In a moment.

Aki exits, ceremoniously.

MAJOR (CONT’D)
Son. I want you to do as we 
discussed. Steer clear of district 
4 Monday night.

LOU
(confused) 
The Russians? Sasha runs 4 right?

MAJOR
Do as I asked and stay away.

Lou bows ceremoniously.

MAJOR (CONT’D)
And this needs to stop.

LOU
What needs to stop?

MAJOR
The nonsense with Rosie Perez.

Lou laughs.

LOU
Funny.

Major, serious.

MAJOR
I’m building for you, for...I said 
I’d stop pressuring you about Her.

LOU
Mom.
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MAJOR
Just stay out of district 4.

Major turns her head away from her son.

EXT. DISTRICT 4. SKID ROW. MIDNIGHT. 

Aki, looking dangerous, walks the sidewalk. Louboutin 
Stilettos. Long black trench coat. Schoolgirl outfit. Resting 
bitch face. Aki passes a tent village. 

EXT. FREEWAY. LOS ANGELES. NIGHT.

Lou cruises. Windows down. His hair blows in the wind.

INT. CAMPING TENT. DISTRICT 4. SKID ROW. MIDNIGHT.

TWO HOMELESS MEN, seated, cross-legged on meditation 
cushions. 

The men type rapidly on vintage Apple computers with 3.5” 
floppy drives. Focused, determined. 

A glowing 3.5” floppy disk slides into the drive. 

TWO HOMELESS WOMEN, one pregnant, stand guard with knives 
inside the tent.

EXT. DISTRICT 4. SKID ROW. MIDNIGHT.

Aki. The rush comes. Rolling.

INT. JAPANESE RESTAURANT. BATHROOM. MIDNIGHT.

Major checks her reflection. Age is setting in. Shake it off. 
Pouty lips. Fake smile.

INT. APARTMENT. BATHROOM. EAST LOS ANGELES. LATE.

Lou and Lucy make love, passionately.

INT. WAREHOUSE. DISTRICT 4. SKID ROW. RAVE. LATER.

Warehouse rave. Aki walks steps to the main dance floor. 
Several Yakuza-looking men sell white tablets to patrons. 
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Sasha, elevated in the DJ booth, runs the show. Progressive 
house. Green lasers dance. Disco.

CUT TO:

EXT. LOS ANGELES. ABBOTT-KINNEY. DAYTIME.

Aki, looking Gogo Miyaki meets Jennie from Blackpink, cruises 
in her ‘87 Pontiac Firebird (white, dark tinted windows, 
racing stripes, ground effects, red-knight rider light). 

Aki mouths the words to the hip-hop on the radio. Abbott-
Kinney cruises by. Aki raps. Simple. Cool. 

The Firebird slows to a stop.

EXT. LOS ANGELES. ABBOTT-KINNEY. HIP BAR. DAYTIME.

BAR MANAGER, 32, European ancestry, bearded, waxed moustache, 
hurries from bar the bar towards Aki’s car.

Hands Aki a fat stuffed brown envelope. Breaks Venice cool. 
Bows. Hands in prostate position.

BAR MANAGER
Itadakimasu.

INT. APARTMENT. EVENING. YEARS AGO. BLACK AND WHITE.

A younger version of the BAR MANAGER is smacked by his 
father. 

INT. AKI’S CAR. DAYTIME.

AKI tosses the fat stuffed brown envelope on the passenger 
seat. Drives off. Continues collections.

EXT. WESTWOOD. DAYTIME.

Aki drives through Westwood. Into UCLA Campus. Parking Lot. 

Aki pulls up near an ethnically diverse group of medical 
students. 

STUDENT1, early 20’s, female, European ancestry, petite, 
bubbly, breaks from group. Hurries to Aki’s car. Hands Aki a 
fat stuffed brown envelope. Student1 bows, hands in prostate 
position.
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STUDENT1
Itadakimasu.

INT. HOTEL ROOM. BEVERLY HILLS. AFTERNOON. BLACK AND WHITE.

A hotel room. STUDENT1, in bed with, MIDDLE-AGED MAN, mid-
50’s, Asian ancestry, and STUDENT2, early 20’s, female, 
African ancestry. 

INT. AKI’S CAR. DAYTIME.

Aki tosses a fat stuffed brown envelope on the passenger 
seat. Drives off. Continues collections.

EXT. DOWNTOWN LOS ANGELES. FINANCIAL DISTRICT. DAYTIME.

Aki’s Firebird pulls up to the front entrance of a 
skyscraper.

INVESTMENT BANKER, late-20s, female, Asian ancestry, runs 
from the building entrance towards Aki’s car. 

Car. Rear view. Black vanity plate. Yellow letters. 
“LILKITI”.

Investment Banker hands Aki a fat stuffed brown envelope. 
Bows, hands prostate.

INVESTMENT BANKER
Itadakimasu.

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM. BLACK AND WHITE.

An ELDERLY MAN, Asian ancestry, lays asleep in a hospital 
bed. Investment Banker sits bedside. Holds his hand. 

INT. AKI’S CAR. DAYTIME.

Aki tosses the fat stuffed brown envelope on the passenger 
seat. Drives off. Continues collections.

CUT TO:

EXT. BEVERLY HILLS. DAYTIME.

Aki parks in front of a luxury pet store.
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INT. PET STORE. DAYTIME.

Overdose of small, cute puppies. Shih Tzus. Yorkies. 

Aki plays with the puppies. Laughter. She can’t decide which 
one to take home with her. She cuddles the cutest puppy. 

Aki hands PET STORE WORKER, early 30’s, female, European 
ancestry, snobby, a fat stuffed brown envelope. 

The bell over the door rings as Aki exits.

INT. PONTIAC FIREBIRD. DAYTIME

Aki, shade on, drives. LARGE ADULT PIT BULL in the passenger 
seat.

(beat)

Fat stuffed brown envelopes stacked on the passenger-side 
floor board.

EXT. CULVER CITY. WASHINGTON BLVD. NIGHT.

Aki drives down Washington Blvd. Turns left down a side 
street. Pulls into driveway of modest blue collar home. 

Aki walks from the backyard to the front porch. Walks up the 
front steps.

CUT TO:

INT. CULVER-PALMS. MODEST BLUE COLLAR HOME. NIGHT.

Aki enters the kitchen. Drops keys. Hides a shrink wrapped 
stack of stuffed brown envelopes in the top cupboard. 

Grabs a sleeve of pop tarts. Rips it open. Smells. Puts it 
aside. 

INT. BLUE COLLAR HOME. BATHROOM. NIGHT.

Aki soaks in the bathtub. Incense burns. 

Aki, glass of wine in hand, sinks deeper into relaxation.
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INT. CULVER CITY. POLICE DEPARTMENT. NIGHT.

WEEMS, early 30’s, male, African ancestry, cop, strong, 
confident, kind, finishes paperwork. Weems jokes around with 
his two colleagues.

INT. CULVER-PALMS. PERUVIAN BAKERY. NIGHT.

Weems eats with his two colleagues. Funny stories, laughter.  

EXT. CULVER CITY MOSQUE. NIGHT. NIGHT.

Weems, still in his police uniform, walks up the steps to the 
mosque. Removes his shoes. Washes his feet. 

INT. CULVER CITY MOSQUE. NIGHT. 

Weems performs the salat. 

The prayer room ceiling tiles reflect the 99 names of God.

Weems sits, speaks with the Imam.

IMAM
It doesn’t work like that. God 
doesn’t protect us from grief. 
Grief is grief. It will come. 

WEEMS
Then why pray?

IMAM
It strengthens compassion. And 
keeps us humble.

WEEMS
Humble. Hmm. Right.

INT. CULVER CITY FLOWER SHOP. NIGHT.

Weems browses for the right floral arrangement. 

MABEL, early-40’s, female, Latin ancestry, LA urban accent, 
shop owner, pipes up.

MABEL (O.S.)
Can I show you something in a...

Weems turns to face Mabel. She is quite a character. Kind, 
but eccentric.
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WEEMS
...what’s the best for...what’s the 
best for? 

MABEL
What did you do?

WEEMS
It’s what I didn’t do.

MABEL
Hmmm...neglect of the soul. Hers or 
yours I wonder?

Weems winces. 

MABEL (CONT’D)
...hmm...must have been hers.

WEEMS
Warm.

MABEL
Birthday?

WEEMS
Warmer.

Mabel winces.

MABEL
Anniversary?

WEEMS
Our second.

MABEL
Ooohhh. That is bad. I think we can 
help.

WEEMS
Whatever it takes. 

MABEL
That’s the spirit.

EXT. CULVER CITY FLOWER SHOP. NIGHT. 

Weems walks out with a dozen red roses in a sky blue box. He 
does a quick R&B spin. Smooth. Feeling his baby. 
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INT. BLUE COLLAR HOME. CULVER CITY. NIGHT. 

Weems walks through the doorway. Aki, asleep on the couch. 

Weems places the sky blue flower box on the kitchen table. 

Aki, asleep on her back. Snoring, loudly. Out cold. Not sexy.

Weems rolls Aki over onto her side and spoons up tight beside 
her on the couch. 

AKI
Hmmmpph... 
(smacks lips) 
...baby, you’re home early. I was 
going to cook some...

WEEMS
...I wanted to get back. Baby, I’m 
so sorry for yesterday...I lo..

AKI
...it’s nothing baby...

WEEMS
(smiles) 
I love you baby

AKI
Mmmm....me too babe.

WEEMS
Babe?

AKI
Mmmhhmm...five more minutes.

WEEMS
Sure. I need to shower.

AKI
(shakes head) 
huh uhh...don’t you dare.

WEEMS
Five minutes.

Weems kisses Aki’s neck.

CUT TO:
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INT. BLUE COLLAR HOUSE. CULVER CITY. BEDROOM. NIGHT.

Aki and Weems make love. Aki on top. Weems flips her. 
Passionate kissing. 

INT. BLUE COLLAR HOUSE. BEDROOM. AN HOUR LATER.

Aki and Weems in bed. Weems on his back. Aki snuggled up. 
Laughing. Still flirting.

WEEMS
...if I ever have a kid I’m gonna 
name him Stallion.

AKI
Jesus. That’s sealing his fate. 

WEEMS
No. If he owns it...well if he owns 
it it’d be cool.

AKI
What if he’s a she?

WEEMS
Same. Stallion.

AKI
That one kind of works.

WEEMS
You want kids?

AKI
With you hell no. Those big ears. 
And toes. My kid’s gonna have nice 
toes.

WEEMS
I do love your toes.

AKI
I tolerate yours.

WEEMS
Ha. Well I tolerate you.

AKI
Touché...

Aki gives Weems a seductive kiss.
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AKI (CONT’D)
I got you a surprise...

WEEMS
...yeah?

AKI
You could call HIM Stallion.

WEEMS
Ok?

AKI
Look out back. Really. Look out 
back.

Weems gets out of bed. Walks to window. Pushes curtain aside. 
An adult male pit bull dog sleeps out back in the moonlight. 

WEEMS
Babe, you shouldn’t have.

AKI
I wanted to.

WEEMS
Thank you. He looks just like...

AKI
...I know.

WEEMS
Thank you baby.

Weems walks back to bed. Aki eyes him. He lays on top. 
Passionate kissing. Weems moves down to service Aki.

FADE TO:

INT. CULVER-PALMS. END OF LIFE CARE FACILITY. NIGHT.

Residents laughing. Friendship. Warmth.

Ish leans forward to speak to the FRONT DESK WORKER, mid-
30’s, female, Latin ancestry, LA urban accent, joyful. 

ISH
Is she here today?

Front Desk Worker turns to NURSE, early 30’s, male, Filipino 
ancestry, LA urban accent. 
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FRONT DESK WORKER
Is Norine back yet?

NURSE
Yeah, they all got back about an 
hour ago. 

FRONT DESK WORKER
She’s here.

NURSE
Ish did you try that chicken inasal 
place in Torrance?

Ish laughs.

 ISH
Not yet man. I will though. 

Ish, to Front Desk Worker:

No I mean is she HERE today.

FRONT DESK WORKER
Oh. Sorry. Right. Yeah, she’s been 
pretty good this week. It won’t be 
long though. 

ISH
Yeah.

FRONT DESK WORKER
Keeps asking for Julian. When she’s 
not lucid that’s what she mumbles a 
lot.

ISH
Yeah. 

The Front Desk Worker warmly touches Ish’s arm. 

FRONT DESK WORKER
You can go back now.

Ish nods. Turns the corner.

INT. END OF LIFE CARE FACILITY. HALLWAY. NIGHT.

A long corridor leads to a large, brown, wooden door. A dark, 
large, moving knot of wood swirls and moves on the door.

Private care room entrances on each side of the hallway. 
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Ish approaches Norine’s room on the left.

FADE TO:

INT. END OF LIFE CARE FACILITY. HALLWAY. DOORWAY. NIGHT.

NORINE, mid-70’s, female, African ancestry, aristocratic 
Mississippi southern accent, sits in a brown wicker rocking 
chair. 

Blankets across her legs. Crossword and pencil in her lap. 
“ROSEBUD”. She has dozed off.  

INT. BEDROOM. END OF LIFE CARE FACILITY. MOMENTS LATER.

Ish walks quietly from the doorway to the foot of the bed. 
Sits quietly at foot of the bed. Trepidation.

A framed picture of Julian rests on the bedside table. 
Pictures of three other adult children. Group picture of 
Julian, Norine, and the extended family.

Norine opens her eyes, looks up, sees Ish, prepares to speak.

NORINE 
Ish. It’s so good to see you. 
You’ve lost weight

ISH
Yes mam.

Ish looks around the room.

NORINE
I miss him too.

Ish focuses on the picture of Julian.

ISH
I could have done more. If only I 
knew. I could have helped him.

NORINE
My son knew you loved him. 

ISH
But the last time we spoke. I was 
so angry. So hateful. We never had 
a proper goodbye.

Norine pulls herself up in bed.
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NORINE
Ish. I know sometimes it seems like 
I’m not all there. 

Ish changes the subject.

ISH
You don’t mind being locked away 
like this?

NORINE
Ha! You think they could lock me 
away? I don’t have much energy for 
politesse these days, but... 

Norine sits up firmly against the bed board. 

NORINE (CONT’D)
You know last night I was watching 
that handicapped fellow. The 
physics guy in the wheelchair?

ISH
Stephen Hawking?

NORINE
That’s him.

ISH
I don’t think we say handicapped 
anymore these days.

NORINE
Don’t we though?

ISH
Fair.

NORINE
They asked him about the grand 
theory of everything. How there are 
these two perspectives...

ISH
...relativity and quantum 
mechanics...

Norine, impressed.

NORINE
...and how each perspective works 
just fine on its own...
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ISH
Yes. I went to Harvard, remember.

Norine laughs, but persists.

NORINE
But when you try to mash them 
together into one overall answer it 
all just collapses and they don’t 
know what to make of it.

ISH
Supposedly “Quantum Gravity” is 
supposed to be the answer

NORINE
Quantum gravity. It’s like this Ish 
my dear boy...we get angry not 
knowing that we’re sad. We get sad 
not knowing we’re afraid. We fear 
loss, which fuels inspiration. And 
we run from those things which 
shine brightest because we can’t 
hold onto them.

ISH
Jules always used to say that what 
matters most is how we treat each 
other.

NORINE
Yes. 

ISH
Yeah.

Norine takes Ish’s hand. Radiating kindness, speaks.

NORINE
Ish. We’re like Quantum Gravity. 
You and me. Julian. The good the 
bad the ugly. The whole goddamned 
godforsaken and god bless-ed thing.

ISH
Am I my brother’s keeper?

NORINE
Only you can answer that son. But 
your time is coming. Whatever it is 
you’re deciding on right now. When 
the time’s right, you’ll know. 
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ISH
Really?

NORINE
Really. But careful.
(laughs) 
Miss the moment and things will be 
decided with or without you. Do you 
understand?

ISH
Not exactly a soup question is it?

NORINE
If I don’t see you again Ish. Take 
care of yourself love.

ISH
What are you talking about? You’re 
likely to outlive me and everyone 
else in this place.

NORINE
(laughs) 
There’s that view. Goodbye dear.

ISH
Goodbye.

Ish stands, prepares to exit the room. Turns back. Pulls a 
set of car keys from his pocket. Places the car keys on the 
bedside table. Kisses Norine on the forehead. Walks to 
doorway. Turns back for one last look. Norine winks.

FADE TO BLACK:
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************************************************************

“There is no natural resource of more value than honesty 
between people.”

                   - Quote of the day. March 9, 2018.

************************************************************

CUT TO:

EXT. LOS ANGELES. 405 FREEWAY INTERCHANGE. MORNING.

Morning traffic. 

EXT. CULVER-PALMS. TULLER AVE. MORNING GRIDLOCK.

Lou and Ish race for the finish line. Vintage BMX. Vintage 
Rad Racing. GT. Mongoose. Colorful. Racing suits. Helmets. 

Lou and Ish pump their bikes side to side tunneling at full 
speed South from Palms down Tuller. Ish makes a move to pass. 
Nope. Lou tussles and kicks Ish’s bike, sending it on a 
sideways trajectory. Wipe out. Seated. Ish shakes his head. 
Yowza!

Lou. Tunneling down the road on his bike towards a ramp, 
steep, over the 405 freeway Southbound.  

Lou pedals faster. Hits the ramp.

Lou does a BMX backflip onto the Los Angeles Freeway. 

Landing. Nailed it. 

EXT. LAX FREEWAY. SOUTHBOUND. INTRA-LANE. SECONDS LATER.

Lou continues to pump his bike at full speed, weaving through 
lanes of cars. 

INT. ISH’S CRIB. LATE NIGHT. 

Ish and Lou. Google maps. 

ISH
Hold up. Isn’t that all kind of 
unnecessary? 

(MORE)
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Why not just go opposite up the 
Northbound off ramp?

LOU
Fair. Would look cool in a movie 
though...

Fist bump.

ISH
So I guess we need a crew.

Lou agrees. 

INT. ACTING STUDIO. MIDDAY.

Three actors rehearse. Lou. UMA, late 20’s, female, Ukrainian 
ancestry. ACTRESS, late-20’s, female, any ethnicity.

Uma speaks to Actress.

UMA
So, we’ve just shared with you how 
after meeting that one 
time...again...we ended up falling 
madly in love getting married and 
that lot. And now I think you are 
supposed the be the ex-girlfriend 
showing up to throw a wrench in the 
works...

Lou corrects Uma.

LOU
...only I don’t care anymore, 
right? Like I’m not motivated or 
anything...

Looks at Actress.

LOU (CONT’D)
...so. I guess your character is 
kind of pointless?

Actress, stunned.

LOU (CONT’D)
At least that’s how I see it...

ACTRESS
...but...I...

ISH (CONT'D)
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UMA
...but you served a purpose, of 
course.

ACTRESS
But.

Actress becomes hysterical.

EXT. ACTING STUDIO PARKING LOT. 30 MINUTES LATER.

Lou and Uma speak, sharing a joint. 

LOU
So can I count you in on this other 
thing?

UMA
Sure darling. My visa expires 
anyway so I’ll be going back to 
school in Kiev at the end of the 
month.

Uma puffs in Lou’s face. Air kisses within millimeters of 
Lou’s lips.

INT. BURGER JOINT. CULVER-PALMS. DUSK.

Lou and Ish. Seated, opposite. Grub.

ISH
So that about cover it then? 

LOU
We just need to build the rest of 
our crew.

ISH
I know just the guy.

LOU & ISH
(in unison) Fluffer!

The two men laugh.

CUT TO:

INT. ISH'S CRIB. LATE NIGHT.

On the couch. Video games.
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ISH
Wait wait hold up. Won’t these 
transport guys have guns?

LOU
Nope. They’re unarmed.

ISH
Why?

LOU
Concealed carry in CA? Yeah, right.

Ish gets it.

LOU (CONT’D)
These transport guys are basic, 
square. No way they’re packing.

It passes the Ish test. Sort of.

ISH
Got it. 

Ish. Lou. Feeling Irie.

FADE TO:

INT. STUDENT FILM SET. BEVERLY HILLS SET. NIGHT.

The film set implies a Beverly Hills harem. 

Uma dances. Slowly. Seductively. Long, fixed gaze.

UMA
But darling. You must know that in 
these times there’s nothing more 
attractive than a man who claims 
his turf.

JOHN (O.C.)
How’z that?

UMA
That time on the Caribbean when you 
twirled..

JOHN (O.C.)
...good god almighty how could I 
forget? The lifeblood of any good 
rep..reppperr....(rolling the R) 
reperetoire.
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FLUFFER, late 20’s, male, any ethnicity, person of short 
stature.

FLUFFER
Ok.

Fluffer puts his head in his hands.

FLUFFER (CONT’D)
What the fuck is this?

JOHN, early 40’s, European ancestry, leather jacket, sensual, 
strikes a pose.

JOHN
Don’t worry about it man. We’ll 
work it out. 

John to himself.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Nice. Ok. 

John to Uma. 

JOHN (CONT’D)
Right babe?

Uma humors him.

UMA
Right Johnny.

Uma speaks into the camera.

UMA (CONT'D)
Ok then?

INT. STUDENT FILM SET. BROADER VIEW. 

DIRECTOR, late 20’s, female, Asian ancestry.

DIRECTOR
Cut.

Uma gets realer.

UMA
Limmie could you hear me on that 
take?

LIMERENCE, late 20’s, female, African ancestry. 
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LIMERENCE
Don’t worry babydoll. Every 
syllable aural love.

Director, Uma.

DIRECTOR & UMA
“Awwwwww...”

A laugh track suddenly plays. Director, loses her shit, goes 
on a tirade.

DIRECTOR
What the fuck was that? Who the 
fuck did that?

Uma. Limerence. Tense smiles. Let’s get out of here.

CUT TO:

INT. FILM SET. TRAILER. DAY.

Lou dances. Holds small glass marijuana pipe. Bumps arms to 
the beat. Shadow boxes.

Fluffer fumes. Rummages through a box of old donuts. 

FLUFFER
Fuck man! I’m supposed to...I’ve 
got this code... ...fucking Ghost 
Dog man and these fuckers...just 
there’s no professionalism now.

LOU
This gets you upset? Seems odd.

Fluffer. Malevolent.

FLUFFER
Odd?

LOU
Like you know. You’re a midget. 
You’re playing a, well I don’t know 
how to say it man but your 
character’s name is Fluffer.

FLUFFER
Got it. Dwarf. Original.

LOU
No dude I mean don’t you find it 
humiliating? Shit’s fucked.
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FLUFFER
Look man. Way I figure it. Fluffer 
likes his job. He’s a fucking fiend 
for dick you know? Talking 
Reservoir Dogs...

Lou signals to tone it down a bit.

FLUFFER (CONT’D)
...right...shit man, I should be so 
lucky.

Lou laughs. 

LOU
Ok. Guess I see your point. 

Lou hands Fluffer a lit marijuana joint. 

CUT TO:

INT. FILM SET. TRAILER. MINUTES LATER.

Fluffer airdrums to the music. Falls into an armchair. Lou, 
seated on the sofa, leans over the coffee table, rolls a 
joint. 

FLUFFER
Nah man. I think that’s right you 
know. You’ve gotta start with 
acting before you write. To you 
know, know the characters man. 

Lou rolls eyes.

LOU
Totally man

Fluffer runs is fingers through his hair. 

FLUFFER
I thi...

LOU
So look man. I’m gonna need your 
help on this thing I’m putting 
together. 

FLUFFER
Yeah it’s cool man I’m in.
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LOU
You sure? It passed the Ish test 
but you know there is a risk.

FLUFFER
Bring it on man. Fucking danger 
man. (growls) that’s one bitch I 
never get tired of fuckin.

Fluffer postures in the mirror.

EXT. CULVER-PALMS. CORNER VENICE & SAWTELLE. DUSK.

Ish and Lou stand on the corner. Look intently in the 
direction of the 405-underpass. Tent city. 

Lou signals the route. Ish listens. 

The two men walk closer to the homeless village. Lou points 
out two large yellow tents, positioned several yards from 
each other. 

A HOMELESS MAN, meets eyes with Ish. Lou nods. Ish quickly 
mimes a steering wheel. Homeless Man gives a thumbs up. Ish 
nods, gives a subtle victory fist pump.

CUT TO:

INT. RESTAURANT. MELROSE. OUTDOOR PATIO. DAY.

Lou and Lucy, seated. Picnic table. Ben and Brooke. 
Sebastian. Joshua. Death.

BROOKE
...well, that’s what I’m saying. 
It’s just not normal. People don’t 
talk like that...

LOU
...not people you know anyway...

LUCY
...what’s that supposed to mean...

BROOKE
Yeah.

Sebastian emphatically imitates his mother.

SEBASTIAN
Yeah! 
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Joshua copies Sebastian.

JOSHUA
Yeah, yeah, yeah, yahya. 

Brooke, firm.

BROOKE
Seb. Don’t.

Ben, stoic.

BEN
That’s against the rules son.

Lou, to the group.

LOU
No, I just meant.

Brooke, to Lucy,

BROOKE
I know what he meant.

Ben stoic.

BEN
No harm no foul. Boys. Enough. Go 
wash your hands.

Sebastian playfully salutes.

SEBASTIAN
Yes sir!

Joshua starts to climb into his mom’s lap.

JOSHUA
Momma.

Lucy sends Joshua along with Sebastian.

LUCY
Go with Sebastian. It’s ok.

JOSHUA
Ok

Lucy speaks to Ben.

LUCY
He’s first grade? 
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Lucy calls ahead again to Joshua.

LUCY (CONT’D)
Soap. Right? We agreed.

Joshua walks back. 

JOSHUA
Aww mom.

Lou makes light of the situation.

LOU
Aww mom.

Joshua gives in.

JOSHUA
Haha...ok.

Lucy looks back at Ben.

BEN
No. Second. Montessori.

LOU
If you ask me public is the only 
way...

Brooke nips it in the bud.

BROOKE
...well it’s good no one asked you.

Lou turns to address Ben.

LOU
And your lovely wife has once again 
shown me while I’ll never give up 
my freedom of expression.

Lou moves to put his arm around Lucy. She evades.

LUCY
Express yourself elsewhere babe. 
I’m gonna go make sure the boys 
don’t be boys.

Lucy starts to get up.

BEN
You mean...
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LOU
...she means make sure they aren’t 
having any fun.

Brooke smirks at Lou

BROOKE
Funny.

Stops Lucy from rising.

BROOKE (CONT’D)
You stay. I got it.

Lucy smiles.

Brooke does a quick little hoe down dance as she walks after 
Joshua & Sebastian. 

BEN
So Luc.

LUCY
So BEN.

Ben, Lucy, Lou all laugh. Ben turns to Lou.

BEN
So when are you going to make an 
honest woman of an honest woman?

LUCY
Yeah babe. When are you going to 
start being honest?

LOU
Just as soon as I meet someone who 
gets my truth.

BEN
OK Hollywood.

LOU
Oh I’m Hollywood now. If only.

LUCY
He’s dodging the question.

BEN
And so he is. Lou? Your answer 
please. Will it be the lovely Lucy 
or mystery and intrigue behind Door 
number 2? 
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LUCY
Hey...

LOU
Don’t worry babe you’re still a 
mystery. Every woman is. Or wants 
to be.

BEN
In the abundance of water the fool 
is thirsty.

LOU
Should I get down on one knee here 
and now?

LUCY
I think that would be lovely.

LOU
Okie dokie.

Lou starts to rise. Lucy winks at Ben, rises faster, and 
walks off.

LUCY
I’ll be back.

INT. RESTAURANT. MELROSE. LOUNGE. DAY.

Lucy runs ahead after Brooke. Lucy stops. Takes her time to 
admire the decor. The food. The whiskey. The flower. 

Lucy catches a glimpse of herself in the mirror. Smiles. 
Looks down. Slight blush.

INT. RESTAURANT. MELROSE. PATIO. DAY

Lou, eyes still on Lucy. 

BEN
I like her. 

LOU
Yeah. 

Lou turns to face Ben.

LOU (CONT’D)
Yeah.

Death jumps up onto the bench.
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LOU (CONT’D)
You like her too don’t you D?

Death licks Lou’s face.

CUT TO:

EXT. LOS ANGELES ARTS DISTRICT. FOOD TRUCK. DUSK.

Lou speaks to SAM, late 40’s, male, Latin ancestry, LA urban 
accent, food truck vendor, comedic.

SAM
So you booked the commercial?

LOU
Nope. I availed.

SAM
So you’re on hold?

LOU
Was. They shot it today.

SAM
Still got that paper though, right?

LOU
Nope.

SAM
Dafuq?

Lou shrugs.

LOU
Cancelled the trip...  

Sam hands Lou a burrito on top of a fat stuffed brown 
envelope.

LOU (CONT'D)
...and I was meant to be in Tokyo 
this week. 

SAM
How’d Major take that?

LOU
Not good. She sent Aki.

Sam leans closer.
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SAM
I don’t trust her.

LOU
She’s family. 

SAM
Your family maybe. Not mine.

Lou laughs.

LOU
Word.

Fist bump. 

EXT. ARTS DISTRICT. RESTAURANT & BREWERY. DUSK. 

Lou walks past the food truck. Takes a bite out of the 
burrito. Up the steps to the patio. Tosses burrito in garbage 
can. Throws a cool peace sign to the bouncer. 

Lou walks up the steps to the interior.

INT. RESTAURANT & BREWERY. DUSK.

Lou approaches the bar. Ish, seated, drinks a Manhattan. 

LOU
You know this is a brewery right?

ISH
Fuck that shit. 

LOU
Old school.

BARTENDER, late 20’s, transgender, feminine, fly, campy, 
pours Lou a pint of lager. 

Lou gives Ish a fist bump.

ISH
Word.

LOU
This guy giving you trouble 
babydoll?

Lou leans across the bar. Kisses Bartender on the cheek. She 
returns the favor, hands Lou the pint of beer.
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BARTENDER 
Who Ish? Ha. If only. Maybe one day 
he’ll get lucky and I’ll throw some 
trouble his way.

LOU
I’d pay to see that one!

ISH
So would I.

They all laugh. LOU slips $10 USD into Bartender’s shirt 
pocket. She turns to leave.

LOU
Oh wait. 

Lou reaches into his pocket and pulls out a rolled wad of 
Thai Baht currency. He leans over again, with stealth, places 
the currency in Bartender’s bra.

LOU (CONT’D)
Here. For your trip (winks)

BARTENDER
Lou baby you shouldn’t...god damn 
it. You’re gonna make me...

Bartender, emotional.

LOU
...you’re welcome. Have fun 
darlin’.

Bartender walks away. 

(beat)

Ish and Lou.

ISH
That was sweet. 

LOU
Ma thinks we can use her. Besides 
it’s trendy now.

Ish chuckles, shakes his head. Lou signals to exit the main 
bar area. 

INT. RESTAURANT & BREWERY. MAIN CORRIDOR. NIGHT.

Lou and Ish walk the main corridor. 
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ISH
And I thought altruism was alive 
and well.

Board games. Shuffleboard. 

LOU
It is but it costs you.

Hackysackers. 

ISH
And you’ve got bigger fish to fry.

LOU
We’ve got bigger fish to fry.

Fire breathers. Clowns.

ISH
Dafuq is this place?

Magic card tournament. 

LOU
Curiouser and curiouser.

ISH
Is that Cameron?

Bros tossing football.

LOU
The terminator?

ISH
No. Growing Pains Cameron.

Cosplay crowd. 

LOU
Mike Seaver? 

They look at each other. Laugh. No way.

LOU (CONT’D)
Stupid question...

ISH
...ask a stupid question get a 
stupid answer...
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LOU
...Lucy says there are no stupid 
questions.

Kevin Bacon lookalikes.

ISH
Ok snowflake.

More Kevin Bacons. Dancing. Merriment. 

Lou and Ish emerge from the madness to a dark corner in the 
back of the restaurant. 

CUT TO:

INT. CULVER CITY. WESTERN BAR. BOOTH. NIGHT. 

Dark. Steamy. Red lights.

Lou and Ish, opposite, sit in close quarters.

A red and black checkered fabric ashtray sits in the middle 
of the table. Lou and Ish each smoke a disposable vape 
cigarette, tapping the ash tray as though the pens were 
traditional cigarettes.

LOU
Look man this is it. Shipment’s en 
route. It’s now or never. No 
turning back.

ISH
You sure about this? There’s a lot 
of moving parts.

LOU
Well anyway it’s done. Things are 
in motion.

ISH
It’s never too late to...

LOU
...Ish stop goddammit. It’s hard 
enough without you pecking at my...

ISH
...I just meant...

Ish backs off.
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LOU
Look Ish you’re.

Lou exhales deeply.

LOU (CONT'D)
You’re like a brother man

ISH
Yeah I know. This is about you. 
What’s happening to you.

LOU
Fuck you talking about?

Ish shakes his head, astonished.

ISH
Can’t you see it. It’s right there 
for the taking and you’re...forget 
it. You’re right. Look I’m in. You 
know I’m in. That goes without 
saying. I just want you to be 
sure...

LOU
It’s time. She has to go. Major is 
the past. If I don’t do it now we 
won’t survive the shake out.It’s 
too late to back out and goddammit 
it’s going to work.

ISH
Yeah. Of course it’s going to work.

The men build intensity.

LOU
Am I my brothers keeper?

ISH
Yes I am.

LOU
Damn straight.

ISH
Let’s do this brother.

LOU
I’ll see you at the spot. 
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ISH
I’ll be right behind you every step 
of the way.

Lou makes light of the tension.

LOU
Not too close I hope. You never 
were that good of a shot.

ISH
Yeah, that’s what Aki said.

LOU
Yeah.....Lilkiti (laughs). Fuck 
that bitch.

Ish takes a chance and asks.

ISH
What’d she ever do to you anyway?

LOU
It’s what she didn’t do.

ISH
Ok, so that’s...

Lou looks Ish dead in the eye. Shakes head. 

LOU
Don’t.

Ish gets it. Don’t go there.

CUT TO:

INT. STRIP CLUB. NEAR LAX. NIGHT.

Aki and Major speak carefully in a private booth.

On stage, ladies dance seductively in kawaii frog costumes. 

Patrons, mostly male, Ivy league crowd. Older Asian business 
men throw money on stage. Russian Mafia types lurk in the 
corner. 

EXT. RESTAURANT & BREWERY. NIGHT.

Lou and Ish shake hands Gladiator style. Look each other in 
the eye. Lou gives a slight head nod. Ish reciprocates.
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Lou turns towards Little Tokyo. Ish turns towards the Arts 
District. The men part ways.

INT. FAMILY MEDICAL CLINIC. EAST LOS ANGELES. NIGHT.

Lucy, clad in a hospital gown, sits on the examining table, 
waiting for test results. 

Medical dialogue, spoken in Spanish next door, reveals bad 
news. Lucy sways her legs. Concern. 

INT. CULVER CITY. POLICE CAR CRUISER. NIGHT.

Weems patrols Culver City, solo. 

Venice. Palms. Overland. Washington. Culver Hotel.

EXT. CULVER-PALMS. CONVENIENCE STORE. NIGHT.

Weems chats with two teenagers. The kids break the fourth 
wall, throw a peace sign, ham it up for the camera.

INT. CULVER-PALMS. POLICE CAR CRUISER. NIGHT.

Weems continues to patrol the streets.

EXT. VENICE. ABBOTT KINNEY. NIGHT.

Brooke, Ben, and Sebastian walk out of an ice cream shop, 
cones in hand. 

Brooke and Ben, hand in hand, trail slightly behind 
Sebastian. Sebastian runs ahead. 

An oncoming biker heads straight for the spot where Sebastian 
will be in two seconds. 

Death, running around the corner at full speed, reaches 
Sebastian first, playfully tackles him to the ground. 

The bike veers off ahead, slows. BMX BIKER, early, 20’s, 
female, Asian ancestry, hands Ish a fat stuffed brown 
envelope

Ish arrives behind Death and Sebastian. Smiles to Brooke and 
Ben. Death follows Ish. The two continue along their walk. 
Sebastian waves.
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INT. A TIGHTER U GYM. CULVER CITY. NIGHT.

Lou, wearing a North Korea track suit, sits on the bench 
press looking pensive. 

Cougar types flirt with younger, male trainers. A trainer 
behind the front desk mixes a protein shake. 

TV screens inside the gym show “Pumping Iron”. 

Lou goes hard. Bench press. Pull ups. Free weights. 

TRAINER, late 20’s, female, any ethnicity pushes Lou further. 
Fierce. Ruthless. Deadpan.

TRAINER
Fear does not exist in this gym 
does it?

TRAINER (CONT’D)
Defeat does not exist in this gym 
does it? Push that shit out. 

LOU
Twenty six...twenty seven...I’m 
done.

Lou, alone on the machines. Exhaustion. 

Lou checks flight status on a smart phone. An Asian airline. 
Lou pulls another phone from his pocket. Scrolls to name. 
Major-Mom. Hits dial. Phone to ear. 

Lou stares at himself in the gym mirror.

INT. STRIP CLUB. NEAR LAX. EVENING.

Aki speaks quietly with Major. 

MAJOR
You’re sure?

AKI
Yes, I am. 

Major pats Aki on the arm.

MAJOR
Ok. Good girl. You were right in 
telling me. 

AKI
After the drop, they’re planning...
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MAJOR
Hold on.

Major looks at her phone. Sees Caller-ID. Lou-Son. 

Major, snake eyes. Hits End button.

INT. CONVENIENCE STORE. CULVER-PALMS. NIGHT.

Lou drops the phone from his ear. Hits End. Sighs. Pulls a 
drunk from the fridge. 

Lou walks to pay, CASHIER, late-50’s, male, Indian ancestry. 
Lou places the drink on the counter. Pulls out his wallet. 

LOU
What’s happenin’ man.

CASHIER
How are you brother?

LOU
Fair. 

CASHIER
Yup. 

LOU
Everything all right with you?

CASHIER
Yeah. There’s more homeless.

LOU
Sorry?

CASHIER
A new one. This one’s kind of sexy.

LOU
Haha...yeah, I saw her. Nice smile.

CASHIER
Thank you brother.

LOU
All right then.

Lou completes the transaction and walks out the door. 
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EXT. CONVENIENCE STORE. CULVER-PALMS. NIGHT.  

Lou exits. Walks on the sidewalk. Gives a nod to HOMELESS 
LADY, early 30’s, female, any ethnicity. Homeless Lady plays 
with a 3.5” computer floppy disk. She smiles at Lou.

EXT. GOSPEL HALL. CULVER-PALMS. NIGHT. 

Ish enters the gospel hall.

FADE TO BLACK:

INT. CONCERT HALL. DARK STAGE. SPOTLIGHT.

Empty concert hall. Major plays the piano on stage. The black 
and white keys dance as she sways and bobs in time with the 
melody. She is in the zone. 

The concert hall. Empty seats. Major perform for herself. 

INT. EARLY EVENING. COUNTRY-WESTERN BAR. NIGHT.

Ish makes an audition tape for “Townes”. 

Before the show. Two chairs set-up for an interview. 

Ish, clean-shave, in character as Townes, strums the guitar. 
Uma, in character as a Reporter, makes preparations for the 
interview.

UMA
Right. Well. Let’s start at the 
beginning. Except with you there is 
no beginning...

ISH
Because of the memory.

UMA
Right.

ISH
You did your homework. You know the 
treatment was hoping to burn the 
bad memories out I imagine...at 
least...but you know. I don’t have 
images of childhood now. Only way I 
can remember my childhood is by 
words, stories people tell me. 
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UMA
Mmmm.

ISH
When you come out of those uh shock 
treatments it erases everything in 
your mind and so I have a terrible 
memory but I might uh had one 
before you know well I can’t 
remember if I had a good one or bad 
one before the treatment.

The two laugh together.

UMA
It’s good you can laugh about it. 
Must have been difficult.

ISH
I’ve been about as down and out and 
about as far out as you can go hehe 
and still come back you know?

UMA
You jumped off a roof once didn’t 
you? 

Ish (as Townes) winces slightly.

ISH
Well yeah. There was a time all my 
friends figured I was on the edge 
of dying you know.

UMA
What were you doing?

ISH
Oh just wild crazy things...being 
drunk all the time. Locking myself 
up for like a week on end in my 
apartment. That’s when I started 
playin’...instead of just strumming 
the guitar, I started picking notes 
you know?

UMA
Most of your songs are a bit sad 
aren’t they.

ISH
Well they you know um I don’t think 
they’re all that sad some I have a 
few that are just that aren’t sad. 

(MORE)
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They’re uh hopeless about a totally 
hopeless situation and the rest 
aren’t sad they’re just the way it 
goes kind of. 

Ish (as Townes) chuckles to himself.

UMA
Does that sadness or hopeless 
feeling come from being alone?

ISH
Well it’s like this. Aloneness is a 
state of being whereas loneliness 
is a state of feeling. It’s like 
being broke and being poor. Like I 
feel aloneness all the time. And 
loneliness I hardly ever feel it 
during the day. But sometimes you 
know like in motels there’s not 
much difference between the day and 
the night. When the door’s closed 
and the big rubber curtains are 
shut it’s just like night.

UMA
So, the hopelessness comes at 
night? Why do you think that is?

ISH
There was one point when I realized 
you know man I could really do this 
but it takes blowin’ everything 
off. It takes blowin’ your family 
off, money, security, happiness 
friends blow it off get a guitar. 
And go. 

UMA
And you went.

ISH
You know that song? Not a shirt on 
my back not a penny to my name 
can’t go home this a-way? That kind 
of feeling just took over. I got it 
into my head some kind of vague 
thing about making it, you know? 
And that, before I was in touch 
with any people again. 

Uma (as Reporter) changes gears.

ISH (CONT'D)
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UMA
How do you write?

Ish (as Townes) contemplates. 

ISH
Each song that I write now has to 
be perfect. There can’t be a wrong, 
anything. A note, or a word, or a 
comma, or a pause. It’s gotta be 
correct. And it’s gotta be about 
something that’s worth writing 
about. So it’s like being zeroed in 
you know. Well, it’s not really 
hard. It just kind of comes when it 
wants to. 

UMA
Would you play one?

Ish looks at Uma. Now? Uma nods. Ish (as Townes) clear his 
throat. Puts the capo on the guitar

ISH
A work in progress. Played it for 
Guy and well Susanna. She asked me 
what it was about I had to scratch 
my head admit you know well I can’t 
say I rightly know. 

Ish laughs. Uma smiles.

INT. CONCERT HALL. DARK STAGE. SPOTLIGHT.

Major, still playing piano on stage, finishes the track.

FADE TO BLACK:
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************************************************************

“It never rains in Southern California, my ass. I was there 
that day.”

                   - Marty McFly, 1955

************************************************************

CUT TO:

EXT. VENICE STRAIGHTAWAY. MORNING. HARD RAIN. 2046. ANIME.

Highly Stylized. Shibuya cool. Half moon. The Future.

Zoom! Zoom! Ish and Lou, geared up in full racing suits, jet 
by in two high performance racing go-karts. 

Ish, racing green. Lou, jet black. 

Lou, sans helmet, red paint splattered across his shirt. 
Paint in his hair. 

The race is on. Ish nudges ahead slights, making deeps tracks 
in the wet street. Lou counters, taking a slight lead.

EXT. TULLER AVE. MORNING. HARD RAIN. 2046. ANIME.

Here comes Aki, like a bat out of hell, driving a high 
performance white racing go-kart. “LILKITI”.

Fluffer, hiding on a mattress, camouflaged as a homeless 
person.

Aki drives by Fluffer, sprays him with a red paintball gun. 
Fluffer goes down.

EXT. VENICE STRAIGHTAWAY. MORNING. HARD RAIN. 2046. ANIME.

Ish checks the rear view. Aki skids around the corner onto 
Venice. Accelerates.

Where the hell did she come from?

EXT. CROSSROADS. VENICE AND OVERLAND. HARD RAIN. 2046. ANIME.

Ish cuts left down Overland. Lou cuts right. Skids out. 
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Aki in pursuit. Lou. Damn she’s close. 

The coast is clear for Ish. He accelerate. Lou in the Ish’s 
rear view mirror. Aki, in the side mirror, cuts down Overland 
towards Lou. 

Ish. Shit. Lou. What the fuck just happened?

EXT. TULLER AVE. MORNING. HARD RAIN. 2046. ANIME. 

Here comes Uma, jetting down Tuller towards Venice on a 
longboard hover board. Uma cruises. Uma weaves left and right 
down Tuller. 

Uma passes Fluffer’s carcass. This is serious.

INT. AKI’S PERFORMANCE CART. MORNING. HARD RAIN. 2046. ANIME.

Aki swerves in and out of cars on Venice, taking the fastest 
possible route. Accelerates. Skids right on Venice. Ahead, 
Lou.

EXT. OVERLAND BLVD. MORNING. HARD RAIN. 2046. ANIME.

Lou recovers. Accelerates. Aki in rear view. In the distance, 
Uma turns the corner. 

INT. ISH’S PERFORMANCE CART. MORNING. HARD RAIN. 2046. ANIME.

Ish, near his drop point down the road. Turn back? I AM my 
brothers keeper. Decision.

EXT. OVERLAND BLVD. MORNING. HARD RAIN. 2046. ANIME.

Ish’s performance cart pulls a sliding u-turn on the rain-
drenched street. Ish guns it. 

INT. APARTMENT. ALISO VIEJO. MORNING. 2018. ANIME.

Sebastian watches cartoons on television. Finishes his 
homework. 

Ben cooks breakfast. Sebastian reacts to a sudden change in 
programming. Mom, what’s this? 
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INT. TELEVISION. MORNING. 2018. ANIME.

TV: Breaking Local News:

A live feed from a news helicopter shows Lou, sans-helmet, 
tearing down Ballona Creek in his jet black racing go-kart.

Tires splash through a gathering torrent. Water streams down 
the concrete bed.

INT. APARTMENT. ALISO VIEJO. MORNING. 2018. ANIME.

Brooke, Ben, and Sebastian react. Oh my god! That looks Lou 
on television. Confusion.

EXT. VETERANS MEMORIAL PARK. CULVER CITY. 2046. ANIME.

Uma catches up with Aki. Jumps from her longboard hoverboard. 
Takes out Aki. Aki flies off her go-kart, crashes into a 
chain-link fence. 

Uma crashes into the pool at Veterans Memorial Park. 

EXT. BALLONA CREEK. MORNING. 2018. ANIME.

Lou’s go-kart spins out in the creek bed. 

Lou jumps out. Runs on foot towards downtown Culver City.

Overhead, a news helicopter tracks Lou’s progress.

EXT. VETERANS MEMORIAL PARK. BASEBALL DIAMOND. 2046. ANIME.

The baseball diamond. Aki and Uma do battle. Martial arts.

Aki with a slight advantage. Uma ducks at the last minute.

Uma, shaky. Aki moves in for the kill. 

Here comes Limerence entering via zip line. Blocks the death 
blow. Uma recovers. Aki powers-up.

Two on one. A fair fight. Zip. Pow. Ouch. Kick. Block. 

EXT. DOWNTOWN CULVER CITY. 2046. ANIME.

Ish climbs the steps of the clock tower at the hotel square.
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Ish looks North. Sees the news helicopter tracking Lou’s 
progress. 

Ish takes position on the roof of the clock tower. 

Unslings his rifle. Sight. Snipe. Snipe. 

Helicopter swerves, bugs out. 

EXT. VETERANS MEMORIAL PARK. CULVER CITY. 2046. ANIME.

The battle intensifies. Aki gains an advantage.

Limerence bites the dust.

EXT. DOWNTOWN CULVER CITY. 2046. ANIME.

Lou runs, sans racing suit, towards downtown Culver City. 
Shorts. T-shirt.

EXT. VETERANS MEMORIAL PARK. CULVER CITY. 2046. ANIME.

Uma and Aki one on one. Aki poetically dissects Uma’s 
defenses. 

EXT. PARKING FACILITY. 2046. ANIME.

Ish, still wearing his racing suit and helmet, skids out in a 
souped-up hybrid. Tears through the corners and up the 
levels. 

EXT. VETERANS MEMORIAL PARK. CULVER CITY. 2046. ANIME.

Uma bites the dust, but first delivers a mortal wound to Aki. 
Aki struggles. Uma, done. Aki spits blood. Regains composure.

EXT. PARKING FACILITY. 2046. ANIME.

Ish, drives up the last level, through the barrier, out the 
parking facility. License plate: “2046”.

Ish screeches around the corner, heads towards downtown, and 
the hotel.
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EXT. VETERANS MEMORIAL PARK. CULVER CITY. 2018. ANIME.

Aki limps into the bathroom structure. Takes out a homeless 
man inside the bathroom. Removes his boots. 

EXT. DOWNTOWN CULVER CITY. HOTEL. 2046. ANIME. 

Ish skids the hybrid car into the into Culver Hotel valet 
area. Lou runs towards the car from the shadows. Red paint in 
Lou’s hair blows in the wind & rain.

Lou and Ish drive off. 

EXT. BLUE COLLAR HOUSE. CULVER CITY. BEDROOM. 2018. ANIME.

Aki, soaking wet, dressed in the homeless man’s clothes, 
moves slowly up the front steps to Weem’s house. 

She is hurt bad.

INT. HYBRID CAR. HARD RAIN. 2018. ANIME.

Lou catch’s his breath. Ish checks the rear view. 

The coast is clear. Lou’s looks at Ish. This is bad.

INT. BLUE COLLAR HOUSE. LIVING ROOM. 2018. ANIME.

Aki bleeds out on couch. 

INT. LUCY’S APARTMENT. EAST LA. LATE MORNING. 2018. ANIME.

Lucy sits by the phone in fear. Touches her stomach. Turns 
towards the television. Collapses on the floor in pain.

INT. MAJOR’S APARTMENT. LATE MORNING. 2018. ANIME.

Major paces frantically. Tries to reach Lou on his mobile. No 
answer. Consternation. 

EXT. LITTLE OSAKA. TEMPLE. NIGHT. 2018. ANIME.

Major confronted by a Russian mob boss. Sasha hands Major a 
folded piece of paper. “Finish it or I will”.
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INT. LUCY’S APARTMENT. NIGHT. 2018. ANIME. 

Lucy hits the bottle. Joshua sits alone.

INT. PRIVATE RESIDENCE. PARKING GARAGE. DAY. 2018. ANIME.

Major leads Lou from the garage into a meeting area. Lou 
walks ahead. Major executes Lou. Lou goes down. Bleeds.

Major. Malevolence.

EXT. PRIVATE RESIDENCE. DAY. 2018. ANIME.

Major exits the front door of the residence. Headshot. 
Scoped. Major goes down.

EXT. HILL IN THE DISTANCES. DAY. 2018. ANIME.

Ish removes his eye from the scope. Packs up the rifle. Walks 
into the sunlight.

FADE TO BLACK:

INT. GENTLEMEN’S CLUB. GREATER LOS ANGELES AREA.

Steps. Legs. Fishnet. Sultry. Smooth.

The pole. Lucy. Red lights. 

INT. THE ECHOPLEX. SILVER LAKE. STAGE. 

The stage. Smoke. Bass guitar. A band dimly visible in the 
background.

Ish, plays rhythm guitar, controlled, smooth, tight. Bob’s 
and weaves slightly.

Lou sings on stage. Darkness where the crowd usually is.

INT. GENTLEMEN’S CLUB. STAGE.

Lucy, center stage, hits the pole.

This dance is for Lou. The pain builds.
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INT. THE ECHOPLEX. STAGE.

Lou performs on stage, sings. Grooves. 

Ish, tight and clean, on rhythm guitar. Silver Lake cool. 

EXT. CULVER-PALMS. SIDEWALK. NIGHT.

Ish slide glides to the beat. Masculine. Smooth.

INT. GENTLEMEN’S CLUB. STAGE.

Lucy moves with grace on the pole. Lustful. Sensual. Danger. 
Forbidden fruit. 

INT. THE ECHOPLEX. STAGE.

Lou sings with spiritual conviction. No holds barred. 

Ish moves into the spotlight. Gibson Les Paul. “Geraldine”. 
Flips the switch. Solo. On the edge. 

EXT. SERBIA. BELGRADE. CENTRAL SHOPPING DISTRICT. MORNING.

Ish slide glides down the main shopping street. Old town. A 
few street vendors. Cold air.

INT. GENTLEMEN’S CLUB. STAGE.

Lucy bends over, goes for it. The pain in her eyes pushes her 
to lustful artistry. Snake eyes. 

INT. THE ECHOPLEX. STAGE.

Lou, singing, pushes out the pain.

INT. THE LIBRARY. STAGE.

Lucy turns to the dark side. Want a dance baby?

EXT. SERBIA. BELGRADE. FORTRESS PARK. DAY.

Ish brings his groove, and his pain, to an expansive park. 

More slide glide. Full on MJ now.
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INT. GENTLEMEN’S CLUB. STAGE.

Lucy, topless. The transformation is complete.

EXT. SERBIA. BELGRADE FORTRESS PARK. DAY.

Ish’s groove peaks.

INT. THE ECHOPLEX. STAGE

Lou brings it home with Ish and the band.

FADE TO BLACK:

EXT. VIETNAM. RIVER LANDING. DAY.

Ish boards a broken-down boat. He is the only foreigner. The 
boat travels up river.

MAJOR (V.O.)
So, what’s the moral of the story? 
(laughs)

EXT. VIETNAM. COUNTRYSIDE. DAY. 

Local farmers tend the rice fields.Ish treads a long-winding 
path, walking stick in hand. Western clothes. Worn, but not 
dirty. Bearded. Longer hair. 

MAJOR (V.O.)
That’s the question right? What’s 
it all about? Except it’s not 
exactly a soup question.

EXT. VIETNAM. MOUNTAINS. NIGHT. 

Ish climbs up a mountain path by moonlight. He stops at a 
mountain spring to drink water. Looks up at the full moon. 
Howls. 

MAJOR (V.O.)
I don’t always remember feeling 
this sad. This numb. This dead 
inside. I remember another time.
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EXT. VIETNAM. MONASTERY. TWILIGHT.

Ish ascends the steep steps to the monastery, the same steps 
where Bandito collected the computer disks earlier. 

MAJOR (V.O.)
A time before the darkness. 

INT. COFFEE SHOP. CULVER-PALMS. BEFORE ISH’S JOURNEY. DAY.

Ish and Lucy. Coffee. Talking. Laughing. Bittersweet. Joshua 
jokes with Ish. Smiles.

MAJOR (V.O.)
Ish and Lucy made do. They are 
strong. They grew. You were missed.

Lucy. A tear. 

MAJOR (V.O.)
Still, what might have been often 
lingers.

INT. VIETNAM. MONASTERY.

Ish prepares to join the monastery as a monk. Burns old 
Western clothes. Dons new robes. 

MAJOR (V.O.)
Let us see each other as we once 
were. I know it hurts. I know it’s 
hard. Sometimes we just don’t know 
how to keep going. How to take that 
next step.

Ish eats in silence with other monks. Chants sutras. 

Ish performs manual labor. Laughs with a friend. Reads. 
Writes. Meditates outdoors. 

EXT. MOUNTAIN PATH TO FOREST RIDGE. SUNRISE.

Ish reaches the forest ridge. Admires the view. 

MAJOR (V.O.)
But it’s that next step that is the 
leap every one talks about. The one 
you have to take to enter the real 
world.
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EXT. FOREST RIDGE. SUNRISE. 

Ish, seated, watches the sun rise. 

MAJOR (V.O.)
Oh, it’s nothing special really. We 
always know it’s there. A whisper. 
That quick smile. A glance. A nod. 
A wink. Love.

Ish opens his eyes. Smiles.

FADE TO BLACK:

EXT. VENICE BEACH. RESTAURANT. SUNSET.

The ocean. The pier. The beach. 

A restaurant. Sign on exterior: “Deus Ex Machina”. 

Sebastian leads Death, by the leash, to the front door of the 
restaurant. Brooke and Ben, his arm around Brooke, follow 
close behind. Brooke carries two small Shih Tzu puppies. The 
family enters the restaurant. 

INT. VENICE BEACH. RESTAURANT. SUNSET. 

Brooke, Ben, Sebastian, and Death take their seats at a large 
table at the back of the restaurant. 

Lucy arrives, cradling her new baby. Lucy smiles. Greets 
Brooke. Brooke coos the new baby. 

Joshua and Sebastian play with the puppies. 

Ish, trim, professional, arrives. 

Ish greets Brooke & Ben. Hugs Lucy. They share a moment. 

Ish ruffles Joshua’s hair. 

The growing group chats, smiles, laughs, plays.

Aki and Weems, hand in hand, join the party. Stallion follows 
behind. 

Aki and Ish shake hands. Ben and Weems chat.

LOU (V.O.)
Well, Ish old buddy. Turns out you 
were right.
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Norine, in a wheelchair, is pushed by Julian.

Julian and Ish hug and kiss. 

Ish kisses Norine on the head. 

Hugs and recognition from everyone as the family grows.

Ben films the proceedings with a camcorder.

INT. RESTAURANT. DINING ROOM. 

Bigdawg and Sarah eat together. Genuine smiles. Kinder, 
gentler versions of themselves. 

Death nurtures the two small Shih Tzu puppies. 

The Imam from the mosque arrives. Shakes hands with Uma, 
Fluffer, Limerence. 

LOU (V.O.)
That old lady up above may not play 
dice. But we sure do. 

Investment Banker eats with her father, now healthy. Bar 
Manager shares a beer with his father. Medical Students share 
a healthy laugh with their older male friend. Genuine smiles. 
Warmth. Connection.

LOU (V.O.)
I didn’t have the courage to act 
justly in the face of fear. My dear 
Lucy.

Lucy holds her newborn son. The other ladies fawn over her 
baby.

LOU (V.O.)
My sweet, dear Lucy. You were so 
loved. My precious son, I know 
you’re in good hands.

The extended family sits at a large table. Prepares to eat. 
Passes the food dishes around

LOU (V.O.)
Well Ish old buddy. I guess that 
just about does it. Oh, there is 
one more things.

The restaurant door opens. 

Lou and Major walk in, mother and son reunited. 
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LOU (V.O.)
Sometimes when the road gets foggy 
we lose our way. But you never know 
what’s coming just around the 
corner. 

The family gets up to greet them. Excitement. Recognition. 
Happiness. Joy. Love. 

Lou and Major join the party. The family is complete. 

Lou and Lucy. Lou cradles his son. 

LOU (V.O.)
If you believe that, then maybe, 
just maybe...

The extended family pulls together.

Snap. Photograph. 

FADE TO BLACK:
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