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SAME - DAY

Josh is passed out on the couch.  There is a RUSTLING of a 
PLASTIC BAG-- Daniel is picking up trash around the 
disastrous room.  Josh incoherently groans.  

DANIEL
So you are alive... that’s good news.  

Josh looks to be unravelling: shambled appearance, yellow 
teeth, malnourished, dirty clothes. 

DANIEL
This... is a lovely room of death. 
Time to move on.  Okay?   

JOSH
(holds the empty whiskey 
bottle)

More Ovaltine please... 

DANIEL
Let’s get you outta the house, yeah?  
Have you eaten anything aside from 
alcohol?  Have you moved at all?  

Josh slowly sits up, a pained expression on his face.  

DANIEL
How ‘bout we see a movie or 
something?  Or a show? (off Josh) 
Alright - uhh... let’s drive to 
Portland.  Let’s go to Powell’s.  

JOSH
(mumbly)

I don’ care anymore... 

DANIEL
Yeah you do.  You just need to get 
out and do something--

JOSH
My soul has leeches.  

DANIEL
Come on....

(beat)
Come on. 

Daniel drags him off the couch.  Josh barely catches himself-- 
he clutches his chest in pain. 

DANIEL
Get out!  Shoo!  Shoo! 
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INT./EXT. DANIEL’S NOVA - SUPERMARKET - LATER

They pull into a parking space and stop.  

DANIEL
Alright.  So.  You need food, 
obviously.  Trash bags.  Toilet 
paper.  Soap-- when’s the last time 
you even showered?  

JOSH
Who’m I out to impress?

DANIEL
Toothpaste.  You do brush your teeth, 
right?

JOSH
(rubbing his temples)

Daniel.  Jesus-- 

DANIEL
(clears his throat)

Y’know, uh... this isn’t good, man.  
It’s not good.  

Daniel’s uncomfortable; “serious talks” are rare with him.

DANIEL
I know shit’s rough, but it’s like - 
you have to get yourself out of this.  
Y’know? 

Josh pulls at his hair, virtually crawling out of his skin.  

JOSH
I hate everything!  I wanna start 
over.   

DANIEL
(encouragingly)

Well start making some changes.  

JOSH
I can’t. 

DANIEL
Ay yi yi... You could take classes.  
Meet people.  You’re at a shit end 
job.  Quit.  I know money’s tight - 
you can cut your costs.  Like reduce 
your cell phone plan. 

JOSH
Yeah, no one calls me anyways, so... 
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DANIEL
Why don’t you sell your house?  Move 
away, make changes-- change anything!  
I dunno-- unless you like living this 
way?

Josh is silent. 

DANIEL
Frankly, I’m getting a little 
concerned here.  What’re you gonna do 
when I leave?  

JOSH
Wait - wait!  I’ve got the solution!  
Complete-- (points to his head) 
sterilization. 

A beat.  Daniel, perhaps ignoring this, opens the car door-- 

DANIEL
Let’s go.

INT. SUPERMARKET

Daniel is pushing a shopping cart filled with necessities.  
Josh drops a whiskey bottle into the cart.  Daniel stares at 
him, dumbfounded.

DANIEL
You can’t be serious....
If you get that you’re alone tonight.  
I can’t deal with you like this.

JOSH
I guess this is the only friend I 
have left.

EXT. PATIO, JOSH’S HOUSE - LATE AFTERNOON

Josh is parked on a lawn chair, the whiskey bottle half 
finished.  He stares out at the unruly yard; a chain link 
fence encloses the area like a prison ground.  

EXT. LAKE VIEW ESTATES - DUSK

Josh drunkenly wanders through the neighborhood.  He scans 
the yards, desperate for any sort of contact.    

A man and his kids play basketball in their driveway.  Josh 
stumbles over to them and eagerly says “hi”.  The man half 
smiles back-- discreetly directs his kids back into the 
house.  
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EXT. HILL, LAKE VIEW ESTATES - MINUTES LATER

Josh sits at the bottom of a hill, making a call on his cell: 

MALE VOICE (O.S.)
Hello?

JOSH
H-hi.  Adam?

ADAM (O.S.)
Yeah?

JOSH
Adam!  What’s up man?

ADAM (O.S.)
Uhh, nothing.... 
I’m sorry, who is this?  

JOSH
It’s Josh, man!  Back from the dead! 

ADAM (O.S.)
.... Josh?  Josh Miller?  Whoa, 
okay.... What’s up, dude?  Wow-- 

JOSH
Not much-- just hangin’ out.  

ADAM (O.S.)
Ah, okay.  Nice.  

JOSH
Yeah.... How the hell are ya?! 

ADAM (O.S.)
Uh.  No complaints.  You know. 
(laughs) How long’s it been?  Like, 
six years?  

JOSH
I know!  Fuck!  It’s been like, since 
Bio... physics or whatever.  And 
track-- holy shit, good times.

ADAM (O.S.)
Yeah....  

JOSH
Where are ya?  You still in town?

ADAM (O.S.)
Ah-- no, my wife and I are down in 
San Diego. 
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JOSH
Oh.  That’s--  Any idea when you 
might come back?

ADAM (O.S.)
Um... I don’t know.  Maybe ‘round 
Christmas?

JOSH
Hm.  When you get back we should 
definitely get together.  Go get some 
drinks, y’know?  

ADAM (O.S.)
... Uh-huh... yeah - definitely.  

JOSH
So, be sure and call me alright?  You 
need my number?  

ADAM (O.S.)
Oh, uh, no it’s in my phone now. 

JOSH
Yeah.  Shit.  My girlfriend who was 
in town just had to leave.  Women!  
Ugh-- I don’t know what to do.  
Y’know?  

ADAM (O.S.)
Mm... 

ADAM (O.S.)
(wrapping things up)

Well.  I’ll let you know if 
I’m in town--

D            JOSH
So anyway, now I’m completely 
unencumbered.  

JOSH
(alcohol and desperation)

Trying to stay afloat.  Really tough 
financials and all that.  My mom 
passed away a few years ago.

ADAM (O.S.)
Oh no... I’m so sorry, man.  

JOSH
Yeah.  But it was okay, she got to 
see her son put on this really... 
really great play.  So, I’m happy she 
at least experienced that, y’know?  
To know that things will be okay.  I 
was actually trying to put up another 
one recently, but, uh... (starting to 
crumble) Y’know, ‘cause I’m a writer-- 
I don’t know if you remember.  ’s 
hard to make a living though.  Very, 
very tough.  But, uh... I dunno... 
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not really doing too much right now.  
Things are so quiet..............

(beat)
I should just disappear.

Before Adam can respond--

JOSH
Shit.  God, you know what-- I gotta 
run. (falling apart) But that was-- 
it was really great to hear from you.  
Sorry--

He hangs up.  

DISSOLVE TO:
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