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INT - BATHROOM - NIGHT

Heavy moaning coming from behind the curtain of a running shower. CAMERA 
PUSHES ON... Climax... laughter...

PADDY
Jesus, wait, where are you going?

MELANIE
I’m done, if you hadn’t noticed.

PADDY
Done?!?

(grabs her)
Come here.

They make out for a bit.

MELANIE
Okay, we can finish this in your room. 
You take forty minute showers, I was 
good after ten.

The shower curtain pulls halfway, revealing a MELANIE CIMINO (24), a brunette 
Colombian, exiting the shower. She pulls down a towel hanging above the 
curtain pole, and wraps it around her wet body. 

PADDY
I’ll stay in there for another forty 
with you.

MELANIE
I’m sure you would, pervert. 

We see Paddy’s head jerk out of the shower for a moment.

MELANIE (CONT’D)
Hurry up or I’m flushing.

PADDY
Don’t you fucking flush.

(jerks his head back in the shower, 
probably scrubbing his back)

I hate this. Rock hard, no play, watch 
it go away the moment we get back to 
it. 

MELANIE
You need self control.

PADDY
I know.

MELANIE
Is there a toothbrush I can use? I see 
five here.

PADDY
For your stank ass breath?

MELANIE
I’ll flush, asshole. Don’t tempt me.



PADDY
Whatever isn’t the blue one or the 
purple one. I’m almost done, here.

Melanie grabs a PINK toothbrush. She notices a sharpie marked name on the 
butt of the toothbrush. FARRAH.

BEAT. She puts it back on the jar of toothbrushes, and grabs the yellow 
toothbrushes. 

MELANIE
Yellow, okay?

PADDY
I said whatever’s not blue or purple.

MELANIE
Jeez, just clarifying. Why so many?

PADDY
If you notice the blue toothbrush, 
which is mine... Clearly, I don’t know 
how to properly brush my teeth.
So I get an extra set for any time I 
fuck one up. 

MELANIE
Nice. You forgot pink.

Thinking he’d realize.

PADDY
Pink?

She brushes her teeth, leaving it quiet for a moment. His hand reaches out, 
grabbing his own toothbrush and the toothpaste. 

MELANIE
You have any pajamas I can borrow?

PADDY
Sure.

(brushing)
I think I’m going to be offered an 
Assistant Manager position. 

MELANIE
(surprised)

Really?

PADDY
I think so, yeah. 

MELANIE
What makes you say so?

PADDY
Normally everyone leaves around five, 
except whoever’s doing detail at 
whatever holding we have the day 
after. That means Tim, Josh, and 
Keith.
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MELANIE
Okay.

PADDY
I usually stay later, I don’t have to, 
but I do. I relax, sit on the couch, 
write for a bit-

MELANIE
Your idea of relaxing after work is to 
stay at work?

PADDY
(brushing)

The office is pretty lean. I know, 
fuckin’ travesty. 

(spits)
Anyway, I get curious, not sure why 
but I do. I want to know how much 
managers making, so I go through 
Keith’s desk.

MELANIE
Ayyee.

PADDY
I see his stubs. Six grand a month. 
Seventy two annually, plus tax.

MELANIE
I’m waiting for the promotion part.

PADDY
Well, I’m setting it up, gurl. Under 
the stubs, I notice a letter of 
recommendation. I see my name. 

He brings his head out, holding the toothbrush.

PADDY (CONT’D)
From executive Howie. Fuckin’ Howie, 
out of all people. He wants me to 
tackle the 201 Malcolm X Blvd shoot, 
but over Hyams as an Assistant 
Manager. No PA shit. 

MELANIE
Holy shit, really? That’s, huge.

PADDY
I don’t know what to make of it. All 
this time I thought I was the lower 
end. Next to Maiorano, Evans, 
Plumbuski, Hyams... Tenth grader next 
to Seniors, not even a fuckin’ 
Sophomore or Junior.

MELANIE
I told you, you don’t give yourself 
enough credit. 

They rinse their mouths. Paddy turns the lever of the shower off. He gets 
out, she kisses him, and they dry up.
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They leave the bathroom and move across to the;

INT - PADDY’S ROOM - CONTINUOUS

They split, Melanie cornering herself by the left side of the room, next to 
the dresser. Paddy grabs his outfit from his desk chair, they dress.

MELANIE
You know what that does to me?

PADDY
What does what?

MELANIE
What you just told me.

PADDY
No, what?

MELANIE
It turns me on.

PADDY
That turns you on?

MELANIE
You show potential, I know you don’t 
see much into the job, but this is 
big. You work hard, and you look 
cute... doing your thing.

PADDY
Shut the fuck up.

They laugh.

PADDY (CONT’D)
(beat)

I want to be honest, though. Can I be 
honest?

MELANIE
Yes, what’s up? Be honest with me.

PADDY
I don’t know if I uh, if I... I don’t 
know if I want to do it. If they end 
up asking me. 

(bringing his pants up his waist)
I don’t even see myself there for 
another season. 

MELANIE
There’s only one season left.

PADDY
You’re not hearing me. I don’t see 
myself there.

MELANIE
Why? You just told me about the 
possible promotion.
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PADDY
Yes, I did.

MELANIE
You’re not excited? I mean, not even a 
little proud? You sounded excited.

PADDY
I’m kinda proud I lasted this long and 
didn’t fuck up. I’m proud eyes are on 
me. Excited? You see what our 
department does? 

(putting his socks on)
I hate this fuckin’ job.

(he gets up from the chair, moves 
to closet, finding a sweater)

I mean, I talk about this job, but I 
fuckin’ hate this job. One of the 
reasons I hate it so much is because 
all I ever talk about is this fuckin’ 
job, and how much I hate it.

This takes away her excitement. 

MELANIE
You know its your first season, and 
your first on locations. It gets 
easier.

PADDY
No, it gets routined. I’m not even 
talking about easy, I don’t want 
easy... 

(puts on some cologne, moisturizing 
his skin)

You know, when I’m out doing these 
fourteen to eighteen hour days, no 
exaggeration-

MELANIE
I believe it.

PADDY
I start thinking, right? Especially 
when its quiet and I’m on patrol, 
lockups, whatever-the fuck.

MELANIE
You put too much cologne on, it smells 
really strong.

For some reason he takes a moment to reflect that. It reminds him of someone 
else, an uneasy reminder.

PADDY
I think, you know-what’s left of me? I 
go home, prep for another shoot day. 
Whatever ideas I got running through 
my head, suddenly I can’t write it 
down when I’m home. I don’t want to do 
shit. 

MELANIE
You’re really negative.
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Paddy sits on the edge of his bed. Looking at his mirror, at himself. Melanie 
emerges behind, wrapping her arms around neck, gentle kisses.

PADDY
You know what I see? I see another guy 
who’s tired and works. I use to have 
so much energy, Mel. I use to give a 
shit. I was exciting, I had the mind 
of the little kid I was. 

MELANIE
(whispering, kissing his ear)

You’re not a little kid, anymore. 
Anyone ever tell you?

PADDY
I see my friends on Instagram. Posting 
all the creative things they do. I 
start creating these narratives.

(sighs)
Maybe I did this all wrong. Its not 
even about the money, its about if 
doing what’s right for me.

(brushes her off)
Stop, hold on. I want to progress.

She lays, displeased.

PADDY (CONT’D)
I’m sorry.

MELANIE
(beat)

I think you’re progressing in a way 
you can’t see. Those friends of 
your’s, sure they’re doing what you 
probably want, but they have a 
different path than you. Instead of 
feeling sorry for yourself, ask 
yourself... How can I benefit from 
what I have right now? Start asking 
questions, go to Howie, ask about 
assisting writer’s room, something. 

He walks to his desk, opening a drawer and pulls out a mini Brady Bunch 
lunchbox. He sits on his chair, aimless, opening the box.

Then for a moment, he thinks.

PADDY
Do you want to have some tea with me?

Melanie rolls, sighs.

MELANIE
No, not really. I’m sorry.

Paddy takes that in. He opens the lunchbox, and crushes some gelato weed onto 
his pipe.

MELANIE (CONT’D)
Are we going to fuck high, now?

6.



PADDY
Quit judging.

She kneels on the bed, looking directly at Paddy up close. 

MELANIE
Can I ask you something?

PADDY
I get the feeling I’m not going to 
like what you’re about to ask me.

She’s quiet for a moment.

PADDY (CONT’D)
I’m kidding, ask away.

Beat.

PADDY (CONT’D)
C’mon, ask its okay.

MELANIE
Are you sure?

PADDY
Mel, ask me or don’t ask me.

MELANIE
(beat)

Farrah.
(instantly regrets)

Her name’s on a toothbrush.

PADDY
(beat)

So?

MELANIE
(beat)

Wouldn’t you have thrown it away by 
now?

PADDY
Wow, I was right. I do not like what 
you’re asking me.

Beat.

PADDY (CONT’D)
(nervous laugh)

What?

MELANIE
What are we, man?

PADDY
What?

MELANIE
Quit fuckin’ saying what, I’m not 
talking Korean, bro.
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PADDY
‘Bro’, what?

Paddy can’t help but laugh.

PADDY (CONT’D)
I’m sorry, its just-

MELANIE
-funny when I’m upset?

PADDY
Upset about what?

MELANIE
What are we, Paddy? Actually no, what 
am I-to-you?

He closes the box, and looks at her for a moment.

PADDY
You are... someone I really dig, a 
friend, and someone I enjoy having 
fun, with.

MELANIE
What’s ‘fun’?

PADDY
(beat)

What do you mean ‘what’s fun’, you 
know what’s fun-

MELANIE
Going out to eat, going to the movies, 
coming over to my place, coming to 
your’s... sleeping together. Sex. 
Hooking up. Embracing. Do you see 
where I’m going with this?

PADDY
What I see are two friends 
acknowledging they can embrace each 
other.  

(beat)
Mel, I’ve told you before. I just want 
to do anything BUT think about this 
type of shit.

MELANIE
Because of her, right?

PADDY
Its a toothbrush, Mel.

MELANIE
It doesn’t matter, I saw it. If her 
name, if ‘she’ ever exists when I’m 
with you, all I’m going to think 
about, and honestly? All I’m going to 
think about is how fucked up this 
whole thing is. 
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PADDY
What’s fucked up? That her and I are 
not talking, so I’m messing around 
with you?

MELANIE
Messing around is something you do 
once a week, twice-sure. 
We meet every night, though. We’re not 
messing around. 

Paddy moves to the bed. Trying to hold her.

MELANIE (CONT’D)
No, stop-get the fuck off me.

He’s never seen her at this level of rage. 

PADDY
Mel?

MELANIE
No, you don’t get to have it your way, 
man. Don’t fuckin’ touch me.

PADDY
You said you were okay with all of 
this, though. 

(hesitant)
So, are you not okay with this?

She sighs, laying.

MELANIE
What is it about her? Because I know 
you’re waiting on her. So what is it 
about her?

PADDY
Why would I answer that? Look, she’s 
probably fucking with her ex, right 
now. Isn’t this how it works? As 
shitty as it sounds, this is what 
people want to do. People don’t want a 
relationship, clingy’ness, uh-
dependence, No, they just want to get 
on board a different train till the 
ride goes on, till the ride gets 
boring. So, people move on.

MELANIE
But you’re not moving on.

PADDY
Mel, I-look, I could be here sobbing 
like a little bitch, or do something 
with myself to not think about her, 
but I’m with you. 

(beat)
You don’t understand. We’ve been on 
this for too long, her and I. You 
don’t just move on the way you’re 
saying.
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Her eyes get watery.

MELANIE
Are you like, still in love with her?

He lets the question have its stay. He can’t believe this shit.

MELANIE (CONT’D)
Hello, I’m asking you a question-

PADDY
Jesus. This is not who you are, what’s 
going on with you?

MELANIE
Are you?

PADDY
Don’t make me answer that.

MELANIE
Are you?

PADDY
Mel.

MELANIE
Are you? At least be fuckin’ upfront-

PADDY
Yes. Okay, yes. Yes, fuckin’ yes.

(rubs his chin)
What? I can’t fuck? I can’t have fun? 
Everyone gets to say fuck it and have 
a good time when it comes to my 
motherfuckin’ expense? MY feelings?
I want to do the same fuckin’ thing, 
what? I gotta be an emotional bag for 
every fuckin’ woman, I-

(before he says something stupid)
Its fuckin’ toothbrush, Mel. I got her 
fuckin’ pants here, uh, paintings-what 
do you fuckin’ want me to do about 
those? You know-why am I even asking 
you? I’ll do whatever the fuck I want. 
I already told you, YOU and I, there 
is no YOU and I. There’s no Me and 
anyone. What’s wrong with that? We’re 
here right now, aren’t we?

Melanie grabs her phone. At this point, its become more about something else 
for Paddy than for what Melanie wanted to get out. 

MELANIE
I’m getting an Uber home.

PADDY
What?

MELANIE
Perk your ears, idiot-I’m getting an 
Uber.

She orders it on her phone.
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PADDY
Fuck you, really.

There’s silence. She orders it, looks anywhere but him. He leans against his 
wall, sitting on his bed. Waiting.

Then...

MELANIE
Listen to me, okay? You’re absolutely 
right, you’ve told me before this 
isn’t what you wanted. I should’ve 
listened, but you shouldn’t of made it 
the way you did. This type of thing 
fucks with people. It fucks people up.

(beat)
Its what she did to you, and its what 
you’re doing it to me. You can’t bare 
to be alone. So what you do is you use 
whatever you can to fill this fuckin’ 
hole you have, all for what? For some 
self destructive Virgo, oh yeah-I 
know, I’ve heard your stories-

PADDY
Stop, alright? You haven’t heard any 
stories-

MELANIE
All for some self destructive virgo, 
some selfish bitch, right? Who can’t 
accept you for who you are. 

PADDY
All you know is she’s a virgo, what 
the hell are you talking about-

MELANIE
-- Just for some days, right? When you 
buy her things, take her out, tight 
that leash good for when she cries 
your name out? For someone who decides 
one week she loves you, the next week 
she doesn’t even give a shit about 
you? 

Paddy just gets up, and walks to his window.

MELANIE (CONT’D)
But you’re addicted to that, always 
settling yourself lower, and lower 
than what you actually deserve. 

(wipes her tears)
You’re addicted to feeling sorry for 
yourself, for people who treat you 
like shit. So while she’s deciding 
‘you know what? Fuck Paddy, nope-sorry 
not sorry, I’m going to just do 
whatever I want, fuck his feelings’, 
right? You’re over here, using this 
friends with benefits shit story on 
me, you’re using ME, knowing how I 
feel, as this replacement. 

(beat)
(MORE)
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And here’s the scary irony to all of 
this. You actually WANT to move on. 
But you’re scared.
Scared of all the possibilities. 

(beat)
You’re scared of progressing. Sometime 
you two will probably get together, 
and you’ll see... You’ll see where 
it’ll take you. I deserve someone 
who’ll see me for more than... just, a 
person to rely on. I deserve better. 
Fu-FUCK You. 

She looks at him like she wants to punch his fuckin’ face.

He shrugs at her.

Mel wipes her tears, putting back her clothes on from earlier today.

Paddy doesn’t even know what to say, he watches her dress up. Its painful. 

She looks at her phone.

MELANIE (CONT’D)
Five minutes.

She grabs her bag.

MELANIE (CONT’D)
See you at work.

PADDY
Wait, hold up.

He stops her.

MELANIE
What?

They just look at each other.

PADDY
I’m-uh... 

He goes for a hug, and she pushes him.

PADDY (CONT’D)
I’m sorr-

(pushed)
Mel.

MELANIE
Bye.

She leaves.

CUT TO BLACK

MELANIE (CONT’D)
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‘Farrah’

FADE ON

CU PADDY
Wearing his vintage suede jacket, leaned against the closet door in Farrah’s 
bedroom. She’s off screen, rummaging through personal things.

FARRAH
(mid conversation)

One night I’m moving everything from 
where you’re standing over here, the 
next night I’m moving everything on 
your side. It’s getting to me.

PADDY
What are you looking for?

FARRAH
I gathered up some clothes for you, in 
your Academia bag, you left it here.

PADDY
I forgot, wow. 

(realizing, surprised)
You got me clothes?

FARRAH
Found it, Jesus, it was behind my 
stereo system, now why’s that?

PADDY
Were some mine? The clothes?

FARRAH
Maybe one of them’s your’s, but I’m 
pretty sure most of them I found, a 
while back. 

PADDY
Thanks.

FARRAH
Large size sweaters, with collard 
wrists. I know how much you love 
those. 

REVEAL FARRAH SEMOWYN
Glasses, straightened hair (something she hardly does). She wears a yellow 
champion sweater, in the comfort of her own room. She’s holding the bag.

FARRAH (CONT’D)
Do you want to look at them with me?

PADDY
Sure.

FARRAH
Come.

She sits on the bed, he joins her. For a second, she leans close to him with 
her eyes closed, and smells him. 
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FARRAH (CONT’D)
You smell great.

He smiles.

PADDY
Thanks.

She unfolds a black long sleeve, old company brand type. 

PADDY (CONT’D)
(reading shirt)

‘Mopar Dodge’.
(feels it)

Really nice.

She smiles, folding it nicely. She brings out a red cherry sweater. He grins.

FARRAH
I knew you’d love this one.

PADDY
I very much do, wow.

She hands it to him. He holds it by the sleeves.

PADDY (CONT’D)
Feels new.

FARRAH
I know!

PADDY
Wow-

(feels the inside)
Holy shit, I can’t put this in a 
washer. Wow, I’m wearing this, 
tomorrow.

He hands to her, she folds it nicely. He watches her do this. Then she brings 
another one, knitted type.

PADDY (CONT’D)
I can see about wearing this on 
Christmas.

FARRAH
This one belonged to my uncle a long 
time ago. Ray doesn’t want it, I’m 
happy he doesn’t though, I see this 
suiting you, better.

PADDY
Ah, Ray.

(holding)
Reminds me of my grandmother.

She pulls out a pair of gloves.

FARRAH
Got some gloves, and two more sweats, 
they’re both navy blue.

He hands the sweater back to her.
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PADDY
I really appreciate this, thank you.

FARRAH
Wait, so none of them were originally 
your’s?

PADDY
No.

FARRAH
Good.

(beat)
How are you?

PADDY
Good, I’ve been good. I quit 
locations.

FARRAH
Good.

PADDY
Yeah?

FARRAH
Mhmm. Did it feel good?

PADDY
You know... yeah, it did.

He laughs. 

FARRAH
I read your script. The last one you 
sent me, I finally got around to it. 
Jano Chimp Zolpei and Robo Berdiaz? 
Not sure how to pronounce it.

PADDY
Berzides. 

FARRAH
Yeah.

PADDY
Wait, you actually read it?

FARRAH
Of course I did, asshole.

PADDY
You never read my work.

FARRAH
Every time you send me something, you 
revise it and send another version. 
Constantly, on and on. Make up your 
mind. 

PADDY
Fair enough... Thoughts?
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FARRAH
It was a lot of fun. Reads like a 
Kaufman, or William Castle story, 
just... mature, though. Ya know? 

He stares, feeling this.

FARRAH (CONT’D)
(smiles)

What?

PADDY
How’ve you been?

FARRAH
I’m good... I uh, got my raise, 
finally.

Paddy raises both his hands.

PADDY
Oh!

FARRAH
Only took me two extra weeks to say 
something, right?

(laughs)
I was so nervous, but-you know, 
there’s no progression temporizing. As 
soon as I asked, YEAH, I didn’t email 
them, so... yay me, but as soon as I 
asked, it was like this meaningless 
weight dropping from my shoulders. 
This massive luggage of unwarranted 
trepidation-shit. 

PADDY
Asking for a raise. Its tough, I’ve 
never done it-

(chuckles)
But its tough.

FARRAH
Its good to see you.

He smacks his hands together, nodding.

FARRAH (CONT’D)
You seem anxious.

PADDY
Do I?

FARRAH
Are you?

PADDY
Yes.

FARRAH
Why?
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PADDY
(beat)

I’ve changed.
(chuckles, awkward about it)

Sounds weird saying it out loud, ‘I’ve 
changed’. At least I think I did, or 
I’m seeing things in a broader 
spectrum rather than narrow. 

FARRAH
You’ve changed? Because I haven’t 
changed. 

They share a laugh.

PADDY
I don’t know. I’ve been reading more, 
I’ve been working on myself more, 
doing yoga-things I wouldn’t see 
myself doing, but ... yeah. 

FARRAH
Those are things you’re doing, but 
what about how’re you feeling?

PADDY
Hmm.

(beat)
I am happy. I am happy I’m here.

FARRAH
You’re still anxious.

PADDY
I’m still anxious, yeah.

FARRAH
So am I. Do you want to have some tea 
with me?

CUT TO

INSERT TEA CUP
Slowly being filled from the tea pot. 

REVEAL

MED CU PADDY & FARRAH
Sitting across from one another. Drinking out of their tiny tea cups. There’s 
only silence and slurping in the air. 

Paddy holds his tea cup, raises, and slurps. Farrah holds her tea cup, 
smiles, and slurps. 

BEAT.

Paddy grabs the tea pot and serves himself and Farrah.

They share smiles. Something they’ve longed missed. 

Paddy sips. He went for it quick. It burns. He makes a face.

Farrah sips her’s, then after a moment, she finishes. 
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Paddy serves again.

Farrah picks up her tea glass, waiting for Paddy. He picks up his tea glass, 
they do a little raise as toast. 

Paddy chugs it quick, he has to hold his breath, wanting to choke it out. He 
swallows, and lets out a cough. 

She giggles. He raises his finger... all good. Farrah chugs her’s. She let’s 
out a sigh of relief. 

INSERT TEA POT
The tip of the pot, dipping down further. The hot mint tea pouring onto the 
cup. 

CU PADDY
He holds his cup.

CU FARRAH
She reaches for Paddy’s other hand.

Her hand is over his. It sparks a tender smile, both of them quietly stare. 
Its not sensual, nor a romantic kind of gesture... it could be, but most 
importantly it is simply a place of love. 

Farrah closes her eyes for a second, then looking at him. \

They drink. 

FARRAH (CONT’D)
I really miss you. 

PADDY
Me too.

FARRAH
I-I can’t believe I’m getting 
emotional, but I was, um... 

(sighs’)
You know how long its been since I’ve 
listened to American Football?
A, loooong fuckin’ time... When I was 
getting my room, together, I decided I 
wanted to get all melancholic, and 
wistful. So, I put their second album 
on, first song. Fuck me, right?

Paddy laughs.

FARRAH (CONT’D)
Just immediately, I was like ‘why did 
I do this...’, and I, uh-

(teary eyes)
I don’t know where we went wrong. I 
mean, I do, but I don’t know how we 
fuckin’ got there.

At this point she’s sobbing, something kind of beautiful about this. 

FARRAH (CONT’D)
I’m sorry.

PADDY
Don’t be.
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FARRAH
Give me some more tea, Jesus.

She chuckles. He pours me.

FARRAH (CONT’D)
A part of me wants to everything aside 
and forget, make this work.

(beat)
I can tell you want that, too.

He doesn’t say anything.

FARRAH (CONT’D)
I don’t want to get your hopes up. 
There’s no way we could do that. 

(saying it again to full effect)
We-we can’t do it. We have to move on. 
You and I have to move on. I don’t 
want to, but it’ll make us better. 
This cycle, you know... this cycle 
ends when you step outside. 

(sighs)
I-I really love you, Paddy. I love you 
so much. You’re beautiful, and this-
man, this fuckin’ sucks. 

(beat)
Ex’s aren’t suppose to be in each 
other’s lives, I don’t really care, 
though.

PADDY
Okay.

FARRAH
I want you in my life. Okay? I want to 
see you grow, I want to see you win an 
award, someday. I want you to be free 
from your anxieties, your fears, your 
annoying arrogant-fuckin’ head. 

He smiles.

FARRAH (CONT’D)
I want to be best friends, and if 
that’s selfish of me, I’d 
understand... just, don’t tell me 
you’re going to make ‘us work’. 

She wipes her tears, trying to contain herself.

FARRAH (CONT’D)
Say something, please.

PADDY
(beat)

We... yeah, we-we can do that.

FARRAH
Are you sure?

He just nods.
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FARRAH (CONT’D)
Do you... um, do you want to leave, 
now?

PADDY
No.

FARRAH
Can we lay in my room?

PADDY
Sure.

CUT TO

OVERHEAD MED CU
PADDY, lying on the bed, with FARRAH leaned against his chest. They’re quiet. 
Both gazing in thought.

CUT TO

INT - HALLWAY - LATER

He walks to the door.

FARRAH
Text me when you get home, okay?

PADDY
Sure.

FARRAH
Please.

PADDY
Okay. Thanks for the clothes.

FARRAH
Thank you for coming.

He nods. Opens the door.

She gets close behind him, awkward, but pats his back.

He turns.

FARRAH (CONT’D)
I love you.

They stare. No signs, but he just goes for a kiss.

She doesn’t stop him. HOLD.

They separate.

PADDY
Bye.

FARRAH
Bye.

He walks out of the house. Entering his car. Farrah still waits by the door.
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CUE: ‘The Silence of Your Heart’ by Paolo Fresu, Dino Rubino, and Marco 
Bardoscia. 

WINDSHIELD MED CU PADDY
From the windshield, Paddy starts the engine and waits a few moments. He 
drives, and through the duration of the sequence, he tears up.

Driving till we...

FADE TO BLACK

TITLE CARD

‘Simone’

FADE ON

EXT - WARREN STREET - NIGHT

TOMMY PASINO, who dons a Nasa cap and a windbreaker (typical, ‘I’m an artist 
and anti-gentrified’ skater look) walks alongside SIMONE DENEUVE, a near 
brown skinned French/Peruvian descendant from Bressuire, France. She, as some 
French millennial travelers pose, is minimal yet heavily affluent with her 
wardrobe. Think of the great, and modestly sultry Catherine Deneuve (during 
her Luis Buñuel days), or even the innocent tempt Anne Wiazemsky (during her 
Pasolini days). She’s all sixties, yellow turtleneck, red scarf wrapped 
around her neck like a bow tie, and tight black jeans with a golden bracelet 
buckle belt around her waist. 

They’re walking down the block of Warren, she’s holding a box of books. He’s 
holding his skateboard.

TOMMY
(mid convo)

He has a bit of temper, well-no a real 
temper, but he’s good people. I grew 
up with him.

SIMONE
I met him, once.

TOMMY
Wait, really?

SIMONE
Yes, remember the Salon 94 shoot I 
assisted on? He was the AD.

TOMMY
Oh, so then you’ve definitely seen him 
all riled up.

SIMONE
He was actually very timid, at times. 
But, respectable. Sincere. I suppose 
he took the gig, seriously.

Tommy doesn’t say anything. They arrive at an apartment door.

They buzz.

Jazz music soothes in.
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PADDY opens the main door, his shaved face and bald head shows a new sorta 
man. He even dressed differently, less ‘unemployed, but inspired’ and more 
‘casually balanced’. 

PADDY
I’m surprised you actually came.

TOMMY
I said I was coming.

They hug.

TOMMY (CONT’D)
Paddy, this is Simone Deneuve.

He says what he’s about to say next in French. A true poseur. 

TOMMY (CONT’D)
(in French)

She’s an amazing photographer, I 
believe you two’ve met.

Paddy doesn’t know what he’s hearing.

TOMMY (CONT’D)
(in French)

Simone, this is Paddy Ghazzawii-

SIMONE
I speak English, but okay-

(weird, looks at Paddy with a 
smile)

Hi. We’ve met before.

PADDY
Yeah, Salon 94.

SIMONE
Oui.

PADDY
That I know.

They both laugh.

CUT TO

INT - PADDY’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

All three are drinking white wine, mid conversation. Tommy and Simone sitting 
on one couch, Paddy sitting beside his dog, a Bichon Shitzu named Toby, on 
another couch.  

TOMMY
At this point I’ve gotten myself in a 
position where I can say ‘no’ and be 
content with it- 

PADDY
Right.
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TOMMY
I mean, really. So much for having to 
say ‘yes’ to anything, I’m even 
considering buying an Alexa.

This raises Paddy’s brows.

PADDY
What?

TOMMY
An Alexa ‘mini’, really.

Simone leans on Tommy, Paddy notices. ‘is this friendly?’

PADDY
You have thirty grand?

TOMMY
No, but I can pay in loans. Do you 
want to jump on it with me?

‘what is this?’ Paddy thinks.

PADDY
How much would we be paying?

TOMMY
You practically don’t have to pay rent 
and look at this place-

PADDY
I do pay rent-

TOMMY
Not a lot-

PADDY
Still-

TOMMY
Or a RED, I know someone trying to 
sell their RED for twelve.

(before sipping)
If you parlayed, I’m sure even you can 
get some work.

(sips)
Wow, this is good.

PADDY
You drink before you got here?

SIMONE
He did, yes.

PADDY
I can tell.

(to Simone)
I noticed you brought some books with 
you?

SIMONE
Oh! I forgot, I was on a studio shoot 
and props had some, ‘props’-

(MORE)
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(tipsy but cute laugh)
They were giving away. I saw some, I 
actually have two for you.

PADDY
For me?

SIMONE
Mmhmm.

Tommy puts his arm around Simone, she instantly (but not intentionally 
against him) gets up to get the box.

Paddy looks over to Tommy.

TOMMY
How’ve you been, Paddy?

PADDY
(’fuck you’)

I’m fine, Tommy.

Tommy notices.

TOMMY
What?

PADDY
(shakes his head, they’ve been here 
before)

Nothing. You alright?

TOMMY
I’m a bit tipsy-

Simone enters with the box of books.

SIMONE
Look.

She sits beside Paddy, they look through the books. She pulls out one.

SIMONE (CONT’D)
I recall on Salon 94, you mentioned 
being really interested in the 
industrial revolution, and 
geographical explorations.

He sees the book. An old, narrow book titled “American Frontier”.

He looks through the pages. 

PADDY
Wow. This is amazing.

(looks at her)
Thank you.

She smiles.

SIMONE
I have one more.

She shows him another book, “A Fine Mess!”

SIMONE (CONT'D)
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He looks through it, a huge grin.

She smiles.

SIMONE (CONT’D)
I also recall you talking about Laurel 
and Hardy, so as soon as I saw this I 
thought of you. 

He hears her, but looks past the pages.

PADDY
(touched)

I, uh-wow, just, thank you.

She reveals a bigger smile. He sees this. The kinda smile you know is out of 
excitement and old fashioned amity. But rarely do those kind of exchanges 
ever go without a thought.

SIMONE
Do you know Albert Prèjean? 

PADDY
No. 

SIMONE
He was the star of this French silent 
comedy, “The Crazy Ray”. I saw a 
restored print at the Le Méliès, way-
way back. He was also in Rene Clair’s 
“The Imaginary Voyage” which is 
another comedy. 

(for a moment she doesn’t know why 
she’s saying this)

I figure, if you enjoy silent films 
you should give it a watch.

PADDY
I definitely will.

SIMONE
It is not very long, about thirty five 
minutes.

(finds an appropriate comparison)
Tati? You like Tati?

PADDY
I love Tati, yeah.

TOMMY
Can we play some music, or something? 
Your dog is fuckin’ adorable, man.

PADDY
(not looking at Tommy, but drinking 
with Simone)

Don’t get to close to him, he’ll bite.
(to Simone)

I really love Jour de Fête, I know 
some of the gags are taken from The 
School for Postmen, but I dig the 
whole meta ‘in a movie, making a 
movie’ ordeal, just a guy trying to do 
his best as a postman. 

(MORE)
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Its like an allegory for underdogs or 
regular-type, un extraordinary people 
seeking succession, growth, in 
trivially-loopy ways. 

(sips)
This is good wine, by the way.

SIMONE
It is.

(sips)
I saw that film with my father at the 
Le Brady, which was like-Truaffaut’s 
favorite cinema.

PADDY
Wow.

SIMONE
I was eight, and he told me it was the 
first time they screened it with the 
Thomson color process it was 
originally shot on.

PADDY
No shit... I saw it on video. Black 
and white, what the fuck?

Tommy emerges, going through Paddy’s vinyls.

TOMMY
Are we gonna listen to music, or what?

SIMONE
Sorry, Tommy. Are you okay?

TOMMY
I’m great. I’ve never seen this guy so 
excited.

PADDY
(to Simone)

What are you doing now? Work-wise?

SIMONE
I’m a TA for Leopoldo Strunvich, photo 
lab, processing. But I also sometimes 
freelance for this little Soho 
company. Nothing too big. You?

PADDY
I’m... I’m just, working on-I’m 
working on personal efforts.

TOMMY
He quit his job.

SIMONE
You did?

PADDY
Wasn’t for me.

(fuck it)
I don’t really think any job I can get 
right now is for me. 

PADDY (CONT'D)

(MORE)
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So, I’m writing more, doing what I 
should be doing. 

(drinks)
I hope.

Tommy picks out a vinyl and pats Paddy’s back.

TOMMY
Get the RED with me, and you’ll get 
what you’re looking for, mate.

Tommy puts the vinyl on the record player. Bill Hayley and the Comets plays.

Tommy starts dancing. He’s not very good, but he dances anyway.

Paddy and Simone watch, each moving subtly in their own groove.

TOMMY (CONT’D)
I know I look stupid, but it doesn’t 
matter I’ll look stupid in front of 
ya’ll-

Simone joins Tommy, they’re both dancing.

Paddy watches, drinking his wine.

Simone looks at him, mouthing something to Paddy but he can’t understand.

Paddy taps his leg and taps his shoe to the floor. 

Simone waves her hand, ‘join us!’.

She does this thing, she closes her eyes, smiles, a dimple reveals, and she 
does the cat’s meow dance... think Anna Karina in “Band of Outsiders”.

Paddy joins them. He dances, he could’ve been born in the sixties, this is 
his kinda’ jam. He’s pretty good.

They dance for a while.

‘Corrine, Corrina’ at some point comes onto track.

Paddy gets tired, he slouches onto his couch.

Tommy, unbeknownst to whatever’s happening at this point, dances.

Simone dances, her behind facing Paddy.

They both notice each other.

She does a sexy little dance, ‘is this just her?’ or ‘is this for me?’ he’s 
thinking. 

He decides to get up, be bold, and dance behind her.

Till his hands reach her thighs.

They move their hips left and right to the beat. She feels him, she doesn’t 
say anything. Simone raises her arms, crossing her hands like swords.

The jam keeps on jammin’, both of them lost in a trance, while their bodies 
touch slightly. 

As Kaufman once said, ‘the first turn on’. 

PADDY (CONT'D)
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They keep on dancing, and we...

FADE TO BLACK

FADE ON

INT - PADDY’S ROOM

Paddy and Simone laying on his bed. Their both separate, looking at a TV 
screen playing Chaplin’s “A Dog’s Life”. Toby rests by their feet.

They’ve enjoyed most of it, and haven’t looked away from the screen.

PADDY
(beat)

Tommy’s asleep on my couch.

They always keep their eyes on the movie as they talk.

SIMONE
I know.

PADDY
I guess just leave him there?

SIMONE
He’ll wake up and leave.

(beat)
Can I sleepover?

PADDY
Sure.

SIMONE
Its late, I’m sorry.

PADDY
Don’t be. Its fine.

At the point of the movie, basically the end, Chaplin and Edna Purviance find 
the Stray with her pups.

CU SIMONE
Teary eye.

SIMONE
This is a century old, and I still 
laugh, and I’m emotional, now.

PADDY
You’re okay?

SIMONE
Mmhm.

(tear drop)
This part makes me really happy, and 
sad. 

PADDY
Really?

SIMONE
Yes.
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PADDY
Why? Do you have a dog?

SIMONE
No.

The movie’s over.

SIMONE (CONT’D)
We should go to sleep.

PADDY
(turns the TV off)

Yeah.

He lays. She lays her head on his.

He’s taken aback but doesn’t say anything.

SIMONE
Is this okay?

Without looking at each other. 

PADDY
Yeah, this is okay.

FADE TO BLACK

FADE ON

EXT - WARREN STREET - MORNING

Paddy and Simone walk down the block. He’s carrying her box with whatever 
remains of props she has left of her own.

PADDY
Breakfast?

SIMONE
Okay.

CUT TO

INT - DINER - MOMENTS LATER

They sit. Simone is eating an avocado toast, home fries, and a salad. Paddy 
is eating a falafel wrap.

PADDY
Can I ask you something?

SIMONE
What’s up?

PADDY
You and Tommy, you two-a thing?

SIMONE
Kind of.
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PADDY
Kind of...

SIMONE
We kissed a couple of times, but I 
don’t see anything else there.

(drinks water)
He talks about himself, too much.

He likes this, eats.

PADDY
He grew up poor, hard upbringing. I 
tell him, I think this is the time 
life just gives you an easy break.

(eats)
He’s good people.

SIMONE
Funny, he says the same about you.

PADDY
What?

SIMONE
‘He’s good people’.

She eats.

SIMONE (CONT’D)
Do you want to know if I’m single?

PADDY
(...)

Sure.

SIMONE
Yes, I am.

(eats)
You?

He takes a moment to think about this... 

PADDY
I think so-yeah.

SIMONE
You think so?

PADDY
I am. 

(drinks)
I am, I don’t know why I was weird 
about that.

SIMONE
You seem very timid.

PADDY
Do I?

SIMONE
(giggles)

Yes. 
(MORE)
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You get very excited talking about 
certain things, though.

(soft)
Its commendable.

Her way of saying ‘cute’.

PADDY
(beat)

I have a temper, sometimes I can be 
timid about the things I don’t know 
about. I can, act out of some kinda’ 
pomposity ‘cause I’m thinking to 
myself ‘shit, is this when things get 
bad... or when I just can’t connect, 
or relate to whoever and whatever?’

Simone doesn’t know where he’s getting at. But she’s listening.

PADDY (CONT’D)
There’s a part of me trying to 
discover myself more. I think being 
alone, helps that. I was afraid of 
being alone, I still am. 

SIMONE
I get afraid of it sometimes, too.

PADDY
You wanna fill it. The empty space and 
all, you wanna just take whatever 
you’re use to, even if its bad for 
you, or if its not making you a better 
person. 

A waiter passes.

PADDY (CONT’D)
Can we get some more water, please? 
Thanks.

(beat)
Its, uh.

He just eats.

PADDY (CONT’D)
Its hard letting go, sometimes.

He continues eating.

PADDY (CONT’D)
I don’t know you like that, but here 
we are.

He nervously laughs.

She calmly eats her toast.

SIMONE
I can get to know you.

He chews, swallows, looking up at her.

She doesn’t smile or say anything, she looks at him and eats her toast.

SIMONE (CONT'D)
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As he looks at her, the waiter brings a glass of water down to his side of 
the table and we --

CUT TO BLACK

32.


