FADE | N:
EXT. A SUBURBAN STREET -- DAY

As we FADE IN, the faint sound of soneone typing on a keyboard
can be heard in the background. However, once the bl ackness
is entirely done, the street is silence.

RANDOM SHOTS of certain things around the street. Birds,
trees, telephone wires, enpty cars. Al of these innages seem
myst eri ous, vaguely synbolic, but the neaning is al nost
conpletely lost. Also, the scene is entirely black and white.

The last (and nost inportant) image we see is a statue of
CHRI ST ON THE CRCSS. FROM THI S- -

FADE TO
I NT. A GARAGE -- CONTI NUOUS

Qur HERO i s passed on the dirty floor of the poorly lit
garage, his arns outstretched in an overtly obvious reference
to the crucifixion. He is probably in his early 20s, with a
scraggly beard and a sonewhat fashionable sense of style.

You know, the sort of character you al ways see in novies

like this.

Hero awakes, still in a haze. He slowy lifts his head to
see the shadowy outline of VINCENT, decidedly villainous
dressed in a suit straight of Pulp Fiction, lounging in a
chair a few feet away. Hero tries to raise hinself up, but
Vincent pulls a gun on him smling viciously.

VI NCENT
Pl ease, don't get up

Hero | owers hi nself back down, confused.

HERO
VWhere am | ?

VI NCENT

(i gnorning him
It's a funny thing, isn't it? Life.
How one m nute, you can be on top of
the world, riding high. You're the
gol den boy, the only person on earth
who matters. Then the next m nute,
you find yourself |aying passed out
on sone strangers stained carpet,
and why?

He gets up and takes a few strides toward Hero, bending over
hi m



Hero begins to rise, gaining a bit of confidence.

He denonstrates how he was when the scene opened.

VI NCENT ( CONT' D)
Because you nade one |little m stake.
Did you really think we woul dn't
catch you?

HERO
VWhat are you tal ki ng about ?

VI NCENT
You m ght not renenber because of
t he concussion, but--

HERO
No, | mean what are you tal king
about? All these faux-phil osophi cal
ranbl i ngs about |ife and glory and
failure? |'ve never heard anything
nmore contrived in ny entire life!
What, did you practice this in front
of a bathroommrror? And al so, what's
up with laying nme out |ike Jesus?

VI NCENT
Hn P

HERO
|"ve never fallen asleep with ny
arms out like this in ny life! Wat
are you doing, trying to force sone
sort of vague, cliche synbolismon
me |like you're filmng sone sort of
crappy no--

VI NCENT
Enough!

Two of Vincent's goons energe fromthe shadows and grab Hero.
Vincent circles him The vibe is very Tarantino-esque, just...

not as cool.

Vi ncenet takes a swing at Hero's stomach. He

goes down with one hit. However, as he drops to the fl oor,
he | ooks up to see--

A YOUNG G RL, dressed all
in a doorway to anot her
heavenl vy,

appear

passes out again.

FADE TO BLACK:

EXT. A SUBURBAN STREET -- LATER

room The |ight around her
not of this world. Hero is awestruck, then

in white strikingly pretty, standing

makes her

A long shot of clouds passing by overhead. Perhaps the credits
shoul d be over this.



3.
Then again, it would be even nore pretentious if they weren't.
EXT. BACK ALLEY -- DAY

Sil ence again. Then, a nearby dunpster begins to rattle about.
The top springs open and Hero, badly bruised, falls forward.
He pants for breath for a second, then |ifts his head toward
a sky.

WRI TER (V. Q)
(a different voice,
yet narrating from
Her o' s perspective)
Menories. Another thing we all take
for granted.

| NT. COFFEE SHOP -- LATER

Hero stares deeply into his black, steam ng cup as the
narration further ponders about life.

WRI TER (V. Q)
But what happens when they | eave?
What fills that space between what
is present and what has passed. Al
| feel nowis a vague enptiness. A
not hi ng that used to be a sonethi ng.
But that girl... the girl in white...

Hero takes a sip of coffee and pauses.

HERO
Wait a second. That's not ny voice!

WRI TER (V. Q)
(pani cked)
Un.. yes it is!

HERO

| woul d never spend ny tinme rum nating
over such pretentious, half-forned
t houghts in ny head! My thoughts
actual ly make sense!

(1 ooks down)
And | don't even |ike coffee!
Especially bl ack coffee!

He wi pes his nouth off.

WRI TER (V. Q)
But how el se am | supposed to get
across your thoughts and enotions?

HERO
VWll, I"'msure there's a nore subtle

way than...
( MORE)



HERO ( CONT' D)
(pause)
Wait a second. I'mtalking to nyself
in a coffee shop and | don't even
know who | am or how | got here!
What is going on? Am 1| | osing ny
m nd?

WRI TER (V. Q)
Hey, there's sone inner-conflict! |
ought to wite that down.

HERO
"Wite that down"?

I NT. WRITER S ROOM -- DAY

WRI TER, a nerdy teenage boy sits at the cluttered desk of
his room H's roomis lined with classic novie posters and
ot her nenorobilia. He takes a sip froma coffee nug.

WRI TER
Hey, who's novie is this anyway?

HERO (V. Q)
|"msorry, "novie"?

VRl TER
Yeah, with any luck, this thing wll
turn out good enough to put in ny
portfolio for college.

| NT. COFFEE SHOP -- CONTI NUOUS

HERO
Wait, I'msorry. So |'mjust a
character in your filn®

WRI TER (V. Q)
Yes. A pawn in ny gane of chess, if

you will.

HERO
Ckay, that was one pretentious comment
too many. |I'mout of here.

He gets up to go.

WRI TER (V. O.)
Wi t !

EXT. THE STREET QUTSI DE -- CONTI NUCUS

Hero briskly wal ks out of the coffee shop. He tries to

conti nue down the street, but every tine he runs off-screen,
he appears again on the opposite side, consistently stuck in
the single shot.



A PASSERBY goi ng the other way notices his frustration.

PASSERBY
Oh, sure. W all think we're going
somewhere, and nobody is. W live in
an age of constant commrunication and
i nformati on, but what do we do with
it? W get |lazy, deforned as a
society. We're fat, we human bei ngs
are. ..

He wal ks off ranmbling to hinself.

HERO
So do any of your characters not
consistently spout there inane views
about life and the universe?

| NT. WRITER S ROOM -- CONTI NUQUS
Witer stares at the screen.

WRI TER
Ch, cone on. Wiy do you have to be
so judgenental, man? This is ny art!

HERO (V. Q.)
Wll, I'msorry. It just all seens
so cliche to ne.

EXT. THE STREET QUTSI DE -- CONTI NUCUS

HERO
The ponpous di al ogue. The grai ny,
bl ack and white cinemat ography. The
over-the-top synbolism

WRI TER (V. Q)
What do you nean? \What over-the-top
synbol i sn?

Hero gestures to his left, where a sad, bawling CLOM is
br eaki ng down on his knees.

CLOMWN
(in a bad Gernman accent)
| amthe saddest clown in the whole
w de worl d!

HERO
Don't you think a mllion other
students have nmade this exact sane
novi e before you?

WRI TER (V. Q)
What are you, ny inner critic?



HERO
Maybe. | don't know. | don't renenber
anyt hi ng because you wote that over-
used amesia crap into your story.
VWhat ever, I'mout of this stupid
novi e.

WRI TER (V. Q)
No, you can't!

Hero begins to wal k away. He conmes upon a crosswalk with a
HOBO al ready standing waiting for the light to change. He is
hol di ng a cardboard sign with sonme cryptic Biblical phrase
or other scrolled across it.

He presses the wal k button.

HERO
(awkwar dly, under his
br eat h)
Hey, how s it going.

There's an awkward sil ence as

the hobo continues to stare straight ahead. The |ight does
not change. Hero continues to press the button,

happens.

The wal k sign finally changes,

Finally, he sighs.

HERO ( CONT' D)
kay, what do | have to do to get
out of this thing? And it better not

be sonme overly dramatic suicide scene.

WRI TER (V. Q)
Oh no, it's nuch better than that.
You renmenber the girl in the white
dress, yeah?

HERO
O course. oviously representative
of innocence or sonmething |ike that

WRI TER (V. Q)
Well, find that girl and all your
questions wi |l be answered.

HERO
Oh, that's not too vague or anything.
No clues, no direction. This ought
to be a load of fun. Well, you' ve
obvi ously proven yourself to be a
master raconteur thus far, so |ead
on!

| ooks after himnysteriously.

WALKI NG MONTAGE:

but not hi ng

and Hero wal ks on. The Hobo



EXT. STREETS OF THE CITY -- AFTERNOON

During the foll ow ng nontage, Hero journeys through the
stereotypically dark streets of the city, |ooking for anything
famliar. The entire tine, pretty nmuch everyone he passes
gives hima deep, pondering |look, as if every citizen of

this city bears the weight of the world on his shoul ders.
Anmong t hese people could be a priest, prostitutes, a woman
hol di ng out an apple, a Frenchman, and of course, the return
of the Hobo. There should al so be several shots where the
filmis sped up, slowed down, and filtered through all sorts
of different renders the way all student filnms are. A few
tinmes, Hero believes he sees the Grl in Wite, but it always
turns out to be another girl, or perhaps in one case, a nan.

FADE TO
EXT. STREETS OF THE CI TY -- EVEN NG

Hero, obviously tired fromhis travels, sits down on a bench.

HERO
Ckay, | give up. You wi n. Watever
poi nt your trying to nmake about how
we're all | ooking for beauty and

i nnocence in the world has been
successful |y beat over the head.
take back what | said about the
suicide thing. Finish ne. 1'll even
put ny arnms out |ike Christ on the
cross and everyt hi ng.

WRI TER (V. Q)
Don't worry, dude. It's all in the
mast er plan.

HERO
Havi ng your mai n character wander
around for no foreseeable reason is
all in the master plan?

WRI TER (V. Q)
It's like life, man. You don't al ways
get what you're |ooking for right
away in real life, do you? Wiy should
it be any different in filnf

HERO
Honestly, where do you get your
i nspiration?
I NT. WRI TER S ROOM - - CONTI NUOUS

Witer is over at his bookshelf. He pulls sone "magic
mushroons" out of a secret box.



WRI TER
Ch, | can think of a few pl aces.

HERO (V. Q)
Do | even have a connection with
this girl in white, or is this just
one of those avant garde deals with
no real purpose?

WRI TER
Be patient, man. Art takes tine.

Witer pops a mushroomin his nouth.
EXT. STREETS OF THE CITY -- CONTI NUOUS

HERO
(muttering to hinself)
| could have been Charlie Kaufman's
inner critic, but no. Stupid student
filmmuaker. Stupid girl in white.

MADAME BLUE (O S.)
Did | just hear you say you want to
buy sonme "Grl in Wite"?

Hero | ooks up to see MADAME BLUE, a twentysonething woman
dressed in Bohem an clothes. She is obviously a bit of a
druggie and nore than a little | oose.

HERO
Par don?

Madane Blue pulls out a bag of white pills.

MADAME BLUE
Grl in Wite. It's the new hot thing,
conbining the effects of LSD, crysta
met h, ecstacy, and cough syrup.

Hero | ooks up to the sky.

HERO
(to Witer)
| am not getting high for your novie!

WRI TER (V. Q)
Just roll withit, man. It's al
good.

MADAVE BLUE
And since the slightest overdose is
enough to kill a stanpedi ng heard of
bull noose, | wouldn't m nd soneone
to share this bag with, if you catch
my draft.



HERO
Wait, you nmean it mght kill me?

He junps up and grabs Madane by the shoul ders.
HERO ( CONT' D)

inally, a way out of this idiotic
ilm 1"l take all of it!

-~

He grabs the bag from her and shoves a handful of pills in
his nouth. He tries to wal k away, but she grabs his arm

MADAMVE BLUE
Do you think I'"mjust going to give
it to you for free?

HERO
But | don't have any nobney! Wat am
| supposed to pay wth?

She sm | es.
MADANVE BLUE
|'"msure we could strike sonme sort
of deal .

DRUG MONTAGE!
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