
ESTABLISHING SHOT: AERIAL VIEW

EXT. LARGE UNIVERSITY CAMPUS – NIGHT

CUT TO:

EXT. UNIVERSITY PARKING LOT – NIGHT

CLOSE ON: REUNION SIGN - WELCOME “CLASSES OF 19__ to 19__”. Registration &
Check in at Student Union Building.

There is a continuous stream of cars pulling into the lot as well as people on foot.
Security types with their flashlights are directing cars to specific areas of the parking
lot.

CUT TO:

EXT. PARKING LOT SECURITY GATE – NIGHT

A large black luxury 2004 BMW sedan pulls into the parking lot stopping at the
security gate. We see the attendant pointing in a direction. From the back of the car
we see the driver nod as he pulls away in the appropriate direction.

CUT TO:

EXT. PARKING LOT – NIGHT

The BMW sedan pulls into a dimly lit parking spot away from any light standard. The
headlights turn off. The engine shuts off. It is dark and rather quiet. We see a dark
figure inside the BMW, still no identity. We begin to hear music, music coming from
inside the car. It is the radio playing. It is Santo & Johnny’s instrumental
“Sleepwalk”.

CUT TO:

INT. BMW SEDAN – NIGHT

Our P.O.V. is from the back seat as suddenly a cigarette is lit. Our focus is
momentarily on the red burning tip of the cigarette. Headlights shine into the sedan
from a passing car illuminating the rearview mirror as we see eyes staring back at
us.

CUT TO:

INT. BMW SEDAN – NIGHT

JOHN MARK, mid-fifties, distinguished looking with an edge, longish wavy grey hair,
is slumped at the wheel almost out of view. Cigarette dangling from his mouth. He
seems very unsettled, constantly looking around his location. Repeatedly looking at
his side door mirrors, his rearview mirror. The radio is obviously tuned to a golden
oldies station as we hear a constant string of ‘oldies but goodies’.



CUT TO:

INT. BMW SEDAN – NIGHT

JOHN MARK reaches inside the buttery soft Italian Armani leather jacket pulling out a
silver flask, flipping open the lid, he takes a couple of log swigs, grimaces, then
closes the lid of the flask putting it back inside his jacket. He is lost in his thoughts.
He constantly watches as people pass by, scrutinizing them, hoping to spot someone
he may recognize. The radio plays as JOHN MARK once again reaches for his flask.
Once again flips the lid and takes a long short burst of liquid, he lights another
smoke. Suddenly, his reverie is interrupted, two flashlights approaching in his
rearview mirror, startled; he hurriedly places the flask back into his jacket spilling
some the contents on his expensive silk dress shirt. Cigarette ash fall on his
trousers, he is in a panic. There is a tap tap on the window.

JOHN MARK
Shit!

He reaches for the power window button.

SECURITY GUARD #1
Good evening sir, is everything all right?

JOHN MARK
Yes, everything is fine.

There is an obvious smell of whiskey. The two guards exchange looks.

SECURITY GUARD #2
Are you here for the reunion?

JOHN MARK
Yes.

SECURITY GUARD #2
Please sir, you invitation, may I see it sir?

JOHN MARK
Ah...yeah I got it here somewhere.

JOHN MARK clumsily begins rummaging through his pockets, first one then another.
It’s missing or is it? The security guards begin to get suspicious.

SECURITY GUARD #1
Just take your time sir...

JOHN MARK
(Interrupting)

Shit...sorry, it’s in the glove box.

Reaching for a power button on the steering column, the glove box door opens.
JOHN MARK reaches inside.



JOHN MARK (CONT.)
Here it is.

The security guard takes the invitation and both shine their flashlights on it. They
hand the invitation back to JOHN MARK.

SECURITY GUARD #1
Here you are sir. Sorry to bother you, enjoy your evening.

JOHN MARK
Thanks.

JOHN MARK, watching from his side view mirror then from his rear view as the two
guards walk away from his car, reaches for his flask of whiskey.

JOHN MARK
Shit...

Draining the remaining whiskey, JOHN MARK looks to see which building people are
going into. He places the empty flask inside the still open glove box and closes it.
He’s frozen in his seat, conflicted with emotions of fear and insecurity, while at the
same time curiosity.

JOHN MARK (CONT)
Hell, I’ve come all this way, might as well have a look.

Etta James’ ballad “At Last” comes on the radio. JOHN MARK listens to a few bars,
and then opens the door. Out into the cool crisp evening air, he’s feeling no pain, the
whiskey has given him a false bravado. He looks at his refection in the smoky
darkened window of his Beamer. He straightens himself up a bit, fixes his hair and
leaves in the direction of the Student Union Building. We are left hearing the sound
of JOHN MARK’S remote security device go ‘beep beep’.

CUT TO:

02/11/2004
Subject: Registration

INT. STUDENT UNION BUILDING – NIGHT

Lots of activity and levity as people are queued waiting to register. Small chit chat,
laughing and some surprising remembrances. Balloons and streamers are
everywhere. A large welcome sign is just inside the main door as we see JOHN MARK
walk in. He’s very uncomfortable, making no eye contact and appearing aloof as he
takes his place in the queue. A gorgeous brunette walks in taking her place behind
him in the queue.

BRUNETTE
Exciting night!

JOHN MARK gives a half smile nodding.



BRUNETTE
Are you from out of town?

JOHN MARK
Yes.

BRUNETTE
A long ways?

JOHN MARK
A long ways.

BRUNETTE
I’m in from New York.

JOHN MARK gives his same cold aloof nod of affirmation.

BRUNETTE (CONT)
You don’t talk much do you?

Just as JOHN MARK is about to speak, he’s interrupted.

REGISTRAR
Hello! Welcome to the reunion. Your name?

JOHN MARK
It’s Mark.

REGISTRAR
And your last name?

JOHN MARK
That is my last name.

REGISTRAR
Oh...first name?

JOHN MARK
John.

REGISTRAR
Well, a man with two first names!

The icebreaker is not working.

REGISTRAR
Let’s see...ah, John Mark, John Mark. There you are. Can I get you to sign your

name on this line?

JOHN MARK signs his name on the appropriate line.

REGISTRAR
May I see your invitation please?



JOHN MARK begins to search his pockets, first one then another...nothing.

JOHN MARK
I must have left it in my car. Do I need it?

REGISTRAR
I really should see it, ah...never mind you’re on the list. Alright, so here’s your name
tag, you’ll need to wear this to get into the main auditorium. This is your program of
all the events and times. The opening ceremonies will begin in about one hour. Are

you familiar where the main auditorium is?
JOHN MARK

Ah, well I used to, unless they’ve moved it.

REGISTRAR
Nope. Same place. That’s it, just remember to put on your name tag or you won’t

get in. Enjoy your evening.

JOHN MARK turns and starts toward the exit when...

BRUNETTE
Maybe see you later on John Mark, man with two first names.

JOHN MARK once again forces an aloof smile.

JOHN MARK
Maybe.

CUT TO:

02/11/2004
Subject: Fill in the Blanks

Dear Law,

Please fill in these blanks for me.

1. The name of our college? You pick. I think it should be Ivy. Dartmouth? You
pick.

2. Our grad class dates? See explanation below.

So, if I was say 19 in my freshman year and I was born in 1948 my grad date would
be approx. 1948+19= 1967+4 years would make it Class of 1971. If you were born
in 1941 and were the same age 19 then 1941+19=1960 + a four year program
would make it 1964. So you see we need to make our ages closer. My suggestion is
you were born in ’41 and I was born in ‘45

So our grad dates would be Laurence’s 1964 & Marky’s 1968. I was a freshman at
the time of your graduating year. Hope this all makes sense. I know these are small
details, but that’s how my mind works...in details.



Also...may I incorporate the ‘Fulbright’ or to change “the guilty” so to speak, what
about Laurence being a “Rhodes”. We could change RAMDA to the other prestigious
school I’m not certain of the name, is it LADA or RADA?

Maybe I’m trespassing on your character here? I’m not sure of the protocol in
collaboration. Need your instruction.

Love
Marky

02/11/2004
Subject: “The End Begins”

ESTABLISHING SHOT:

EXT. CENTRAL PARK WEST – NIGHT - PAST

Prestigious Real Estate fills the screen, yellow cabs, limousines and bright city
landscapes, trendy lofts and high-rise condominiums. People are seen out walking
their dogs, there are joggers and a steady flow of traffic past Central Park. The
cacophony of sound emanating from this luxurious locale of the “Big Apple” is
quieted inside of the luxury addresses of wealth and ostentation.

CUT TO:

EXT. THE “DAKOTA” ENTRANCE – NIGHT – PAST

A four door Lincoln Limousine pulls up to the private entrance and drive. A
DOORMAN walks smartly to the limo and waits for the driver to open the back door.
Moments later, the LIMO DRIVER opens the door and JOHN MARK gets out.

LIMO DRIVER
Will you need a car later sir?

JOHN MARK greases the LIMO DRIVERS hand.

JOHN MARK
No, no thanks.

LIMO DRIVER
Alright then, have a good evening sir.

DOORMAN
Good evening sir.

JOHN MARK nods and begins walking to the entrance.

DOORMAN (CONT)
Sir, I have an envelope for you sir, it’s in my station, I’ll get it for you.



JOHN MARK waits, checking his watch he also checks for messages on his cell phone.
There is one message.

DOORMAN (CONT)
Here you are sir.

JOHN MARK quickly looks at the envelope.

JOHN MARK
The envelope is blank, who left this for me?

DOORMAN
Your wife sir, Mrs. Mark.

JOHN MARK
(Concerned)

How long ago did she give you this?

DOORMAN
When I came on shift, around 6 pm.

JOHN MARK checks his watch...4 hours ago.

JOHN MARK
Did she say anything? Was she by herself?

DOORMAN
All she said sir, was please give this to my husband. She then asked me to hail her a

cab, which I did.

CUT TO:

02/11/2004
Subject: “A Double Life”

INT. LARGE WALL STREET OFFICE – MORNING SAME DAY – PAST

A large prestigious office, austere in appearance with a large mahogany desk. The
walls, except for where a large picture window opens onto the city, are lined with
books...large voluminous sets of reference works. Standing at the window, his back
to us is CARSTEN TOWNSEND, mid-seventies, rotund, with a shock of white hair.
Dressed in a pin-stripped three piece suit. A letter is in his hand by his side; he turns
around and sits at his desk. Pressing a button on the phone...

SECRETARY (V.O.)
Yes Mr. Townsend?

TOWNSEND
Yes...I need contact numbers for the Marks’, John and Joanne.

SECRETARY (V.O.)
One moment sir, (beat) yes, I have their home number?



TOWNSEND
Perfect.

CUT TO:

INT. THE MARKS’ CONDO – KITCHEN – MOMENTS LATER – PAST

Beautiful early fifties JOANNE MARK is seated at a large kitchen island. She is attired
in a fashionable work-out sweat suit. She has a towel around her neck and has just
made herself a fruit smoothie. She pours herself a large glass while looking over the
headlines of the New York Times. The phone rings.

JOANNE
Hello? Yes Carsten...John’s not home right now.

TOWNSEND (V.O.)
(Tentative) Perhaps...maybe it’s best. Listen Joanne...

JOANNE
(Interrupting)

Carsten...what’s...is there something the matter?

TOWNSEND (V.O.)
Joanne, I’ve know you for quite sometime, Mark, well, I knew his parents...ah since

he was a child, ah...

JOANNE
Carsten, for heavens sake, you’re making this sound so ominous. What’s on your

mind!

TOWNSEND (V.O.)
Where is John...I mean, when did you speak to him last?

JOANNE
Alright! That’s enough; you’re starting to frighten me!

TOWNSEND (V.O.)
Please forgive me, you’re right. Joanne, I have in my hand here a letter from a law

office in Las Vegas. It’s very disturbing to say the least. This law office has been
retained by three large hotels and casinos. They are threatening a law suit and

possible criminal charges against Jo...

JOANNE
(Interrupting)

Law suit! Carsten, what the hell is going on?

TOWNSEND (V.O.)
Joanne, it appears John has been leading a double life, or so it seems, I mean...Did

you know John gambles?

JOANNE
This is ridiculous, John is not a gambler, hell he won’t even play Gin when friends are

over.



TOWNSEND (V.O.)
Joanne...Joanne, John is in debt for over one million dollars!

CUT TO:

INT. LARGE WALL STREET OFFICE – CONTINUOUS – PAST

CARSTEN TOWNSEND at his desk, telephone in hand.

TOWNSEND
Joanne, do you know where John is right now?

JOANNE (V.O.)
He’s out of town on busi...

TOWNSEND
Joanne...Joanne? Hello?

We no longer hear Joanne, just a repeating dead line tone.

CUT TO:

INT. THE MARKS’ CONDO – KITCHEN – CONTINUOUS – PAST

The kitchen is empty, a spilled smoothie lies on the countertop. We hear the
repeating dead line tone through the receiver.

CUT TO:

02/19/2004
Subject: “Introductions”

Dear Law,

It’s opening night and I will soon be introducing Laurence Montreux in the script, I
think we will see him quickly by himself at first, perhaps in the “lew” using the
facilities and then straightening himself up in front of a mirror. Whadya think?

Is he gregarious in nature, so as to be chatty with everyone he sees? Or is he
mostly off in space and only comes back to earth when someone gets his attention?

Please describe his physical appearance, his dress, and manner so to speak?

I see him move from the gentleman’s room toward a large round table where his
guests are seated and waiting, and chatting away. Who is already there? There
names and appearances and dress? Will you be expecting more? Marky, of course
will be a complete surprise later while you are all at the table.

That’s about it for now. Any thoughts?

Marky



02/22/2004
Subject: ‘Sending Your Way’

Dearest Law,

I will be sending 30-35 scenes your way today. I’ve had some problems exporting
the script from the software program to an email message. I had to copy & paste
from the software to a word document. I then had to reformat the word document.
This was time consuming and tedious, but worth the effort. You will notice some
elements missing such as “More’s”, Con’t’s plus errors in the parenthetical, still, for
the sake of this exercise, what’s important is the story line.

I welcome any and all feed-back. Feel free to make additions, corrections or
deletions. You’re the master, I’m the apprentice.

I will break the scenes I send your way into smaller chunks, 4-5 scenes per email. I
will include the scene range in the subject line of the email.

Love,
Marky

02/22/2004
Subject: ‘They’re On Their Way’

Dear Law,

Perhaps you could add some interesting additions to the New York City descriptions.
In particular, the ‘Central Park West’ area, having never been there I may not be
very accurate in my describing the scene.

Also, my description of Laurence is just that, you may want to add to or change his
description or appearance; I’m going basically from your own appearance. This goes
for David as well, add to which, his last name, I’m sure you recognize the play on
words “Jesterfield” a.k.a. Fool? Perhaps you could mention this to Darren and get his
input.

Love
Marky

02/22/2004
Subject: Scenes 6 – 10

6.INT. THE MARKS' LOFT -- MOMENTS LATER

JOANN is in her office at her computer. The room is illuminated
by the large flat screen monitor.

INSERT:

Computer screen. A web page of the Marks' bank accounts.
JOANN is clicking on various accounts and viewing them.



BACK TO SCENE:

JOANN MARK
I don't believe this, this can't
be real, it’s got to be a
mistake.

JOANN is in a state of shock, a panic stricken look on her face.
She hears the front door. Quickly she logs off the banking web
site.

CUT TO:

7.INT. THE MARKS' LOFT -- MOMENTS LATER

JOHN MARK enters with a suitcase and garment bag draped
over his shoulder. He quickly moves to the bar and pours a stiff
one. JOANN enters...

JOHN MARK
Hello darling!

JOANN MARK
Hi. How was your trip?

JOHN MARK
Ahh you know...same ol' thing.
I hate shareholder meetings.
Boston's not my kind of town,
give me New York any day.

JOANN MARK
Did you get a chance to see
the sights?

JOHN MARK
No. It was get in and get out,
or get it over with is more like
it.

JOANN MARK
Carsten Townsend called
earlier.

JOHN MARK
Townsend? What did he want?

JOANN MARK
He called to read me a letter.

JOHN MARK



A letter? Who from?

JOANN MARK
A Law firm in Las Vegas. It
seems you've been leading a
double life.

JOHN MARK is busted, without a doubt.

JOANN MARK
You want to explain?

JOHN MARK drains his scotch then sits on a bar stool.

JOANN MARK
John?

JOHN MARK pours himself a tall scotch and pounds it back. He
reaches for the bottle when JOANN grabs it smashing it to the
floor.

JOANN MARK
You've had enough damn it! I
want to know what's going on!

JOHN MARK is silent.

JOANN MARK
John...our bank accounts,
checking, savings, it's gone,
it's all gone.

JOHN MARK
Is that all your worried about
is the god damned money.
That's all that bloody matters
to you isn't it? Money!

JOANN MARK
Don't pull that crap on me,
you're not going to make this
my fault!

JOHN MARK reaches for another bottle. JOANN grabs his arm.

JOHN MARK
Get your fucking hand off me,
don't touch me. You hear?

JOHN MARK pours another glass of scotch.

JOHN MARK



You've got your stocks. Your
not broke.

JOANN MARK
John that's not the point, I
want to know what happened
to all our savings.

JOHN MARK is getting drunk, real drunk.

JOHN MARK
It's gone...all of it, it's gone.

JOHN MARK lights a smoke and reaches for the scotch.

JOANN MARK
If you think I'm going to cash
those stocks, well you're
bloody well wrong. You got
yourself into this bloody mess,
you can bloody well get
yourself out. Carsten says
you've got two weeks before
the Casino's file a law suit.
John?

JOHN MARK gets up off the bar stool and walks into the living
room. He takes the bottle of scotch with him. He lays down on
the couch.

JOANN MARK
So god damn it! Say
something!

He grabs a pillow and puts it over his head.

JOHN MARK
(Muffled)

A double life...all my life.

JOANN MARK
What? I can't hear you!

JOHN MARK removes the pillow from his head. There are tears
in his eyes.

JOHN MARK
You're right...a double life.
I've led a double life...all my
life.

JOHN MARK reaches for the bottle on the coffee table, he raises
the bottle to his mouth taking a long swig. He coughs, his arm



fall by his side. The bottle falls on to the hardwood. He passes
out.

CUT TO:

8. EXT. LUXURY CONDOMINIUM -- NIGHT

A four door Lincoln limousine pulls up to a private entrance and
drive. A DOORMAN walks smartly to the waiting limo as the
LIMO DRIVER exits to open the back door. Out steps JOHN
MARK.

LIMO DRIVER
Will you be needing a car later
sir?

JOHN MARK greases the LIMO DRIVER'S hand.

LIMO DRIVER
Alright then sir, have a good
evening sir. Thank you sir.

DOORMAN
Good evening Mr. Mark.

JOHN MARK nods and begins walking towards the entrance.

DOORMAN
Sir, I have an envelope for you
sir, it's in my station, I'll just
go get it.

JOHN MARK waits, checking his watch; he also checks his cell
phone for messages. There is one message.

DOORMAN
Here you are sir.

JOHN MARK quickly looks at the envelope.

JOHN MARK
(Puzzled)

This envelope is blank, who left
this for me?

DOORMAN
Your wife sir, Mrs. Mark

JOHN MARK
How long ago did she leave
this?



DOORMAN
When I came on shift, at 6
o'clock sir.

JOHN MARK checks his watch.

JOHN MARK
That was four hours ago, did
she say anything? Was she by
herself?

DOORMAN
She was by herself; all she
said was please give this to Mr.
Mark and then asked me to
hail her a cab.

CUT TO:

9.INT. LUXURY CONDOMINIUM -- MOMENTS LATER

JOHN MARK enters the building. He stops at the mail room,
inserting his key in the compartment, gathers his mail. He
quickly leafs through the bundle. An envelope catches his eye,
the letter head in particular. It reads, Yale School of Drama.

INSERT: ENVELOPE

BACK TO SCENE:

JOHN MARK steps into the elevator, the door closes.

CUT TO:

10.INT. THE MARKS' LOFT -- MOMENTS LATER

JOHN MARK enters his Condo, there's something wrong, it's
empty! He drops all the mail on a foyer table. He goes directly
to the bar and pours a scotch, belting it back, pours another.
He then goes from room to room, nothing it's empty. He
remembers the mail, the envelope given him by the DOORMAN.
He races to the foyer and finding the right envelope, he tears it
open and goes to the bar. While pouring another drink, he
begins reading.

INSERT: LETTER

John,



I've left taking all the contents, I'm filing for divorce, the Condo
is yours. John, you're life is in chaos and out of control. I can't
live like this; I no longer know who you are. You've deceived
me and I no longer trust you. John, you are an alcoholic with a
gambling addiction, you're destroying yourself, and if I was to
stay, you would destroy me as well. I've talked with Carsten,
he wants to help, he said to call him. There is help if you want
it but you need to do it for yourself. I'm sorry...

Joann

CUT TO:

02/22/2004
Subject: Scenes 1 – 5

FADE IN:

1. EXT. NEW YORK CENTRAL PARK WEST -- NIGHT

Night time on a prestigious area of New York City. Lights from
the high-rises fill the evening skyline. High-end Real Estate with
gentrified loft conversions, luxury condominiums are
everywhere. The wealthy are out for their evening stroll and
many walking their dogs. Doormen are at their stations as
limos, cabs, horse carriages are seen passing by the Central
Park landscape. Wealth and ostentation in the most exclusive
area of New York City is everywhere prevalent.

CUT TO:

2.INT. WALL STREET OFFICE BUILDING -- DAY

A large prestigious office, Spartan and austere in appearance
with a large mahogany desk. The walls are lined with
bookshelves filled with large volumes of reference books.
Standing at the large floor to ceiling window is, CARSTEN
TOWNSEND, mid-seventies, rotund, with a shock of white hair.
Dressed in a three piece pin-stripped suit, he is holding a letter
by his side. He turns and sits at his desk, reaching for the
phone, presses a button.

SECRETARY
Yes Mr. Townsend?

CARSTEN TOWNSEND
Yes, I need contact numbers
for the Marks', John and Joann.

SECRETARY
Just one moment sir, yes, here
it is.



CARSTEN TOWNSEND
Perfect, thank you.

CUT TO:

3.INT. THE MARKS' LOFT -- MOMENTS LATER

JOANN MARK, beautiful trim fifty something is seated in her
kitchen at an island. She is wearing a fashionable work-out
suit. She has a towel around her neck and has just made
herself a fruit smoothie. She pours herself a glass of the
smoothie and begins to scan the New York Times. The phone
rings.

JOANN MARK
Hello? Oh hi Carsten, this is a
surprise. John? John's not
home right now.

CARSTEN TOWNSEND (V.O.)
Perhaps...well, ahh, maybe
that's best. Listen Joann...

JOANN MARK
(Interrup
ting)

Carsten? What?

CARSTEN TOWNSEND (V.O.)
Joann, listen, I've know you for
quite sometime, ahh, John,
well I knew his parents, ahh,
John since he was a small
child...ahh...

JOANN MARK
Carsten, for heavens sake,
you're making this sound so
ominous. What on earth is on
your mind?

CARSTEN TOWNSEND (V.O.)
Where is John? I mean...when
did you last speak with him?

JOANN MARK
Alright! That's enough; you're
starting to frighten me!

CARSTEN TOWNSEND (V.O.)
Please forgive me, you're right.
Joann, I have in my hand here
a letter from a law office Las



Vegas. It is very disturbing to
say the least. It seems this
law office has been retained by
several large Hotels and
Casino's. They are threatening
a law suit and possible criminal
charges against Jo...

JOANN MARK
(Interrup
ting)

Law suit? Carsten, what the
hell is going on?

CARSTEN TOWNSEND (V.O.)
Joann, if what they are saying
is true...I mean, it looks as
though John has been leading
a double life or so it seems.
Did you know John gambled?

JOANN MARK
There must be some mistake,
John's not a gambler. Hell, he
won't even play Bridge or Gin
when we have friends over...I
mean there must be some
mistake.

CARSTEN TOWNSEND (V.O.)
Joann. John has run up a debt
of over five hundred thousand
dollars!

CUT TO:

4. INT. CARSTEN TOWNSEND'S OFFICE -- CONTINUOUS

CARSTEN TOWNSEND is on the telephone.

CARSTEN TOWNSEND
Joann, I've made a few
inquiries, they are being
extremely sensitive about the
situation, they which to be
discreet in this matter, John
has two weeks to come up with



the money. Where is John
now?

JOANN MARK (V.O.)
Well he's out of town on bus...

CARSTEN TOWNSEND
Joann...Joann? Hello? Hello?

CUT TO:

5. INT. THE MARKS' LOFT -- MOMENTS LATER

The kitchen is empty, a spilled smoothie lies on the countertop.
We hear the repeating dead line tone coming from the receiver.

CUT TO:

02/22/2004
Subject: 11 – 15

11. INT. THE MARKS' LOFT -- MORNING

JOHN MARK is sleeping on the couch, an empty bottle of scotch
on the coffee table. The ashtray is full and cigarette butts are
scattered on the table. He slowly comes to life; he's sick and
hung over. He reaches for the bottle, it's empty, he notices
JOANN'S letter and reads it over. He is distraught, his world
has fallen apart. He reaches for the hand held phone on the
coffee table. He begins dialing, he begins to have the dry
heaves and wrenching he hangs up. He needs a drink. He rolls
off the couch, pulling himself up he moves to the bar. This time
it doesn't matter what his hand finds. Straight Vodka, then
another, he makes a phone call.

JOHN MARK
Ahh yes, Carsten Townsend
please.

SECRETARY (V.O.)
May I ask who's calling?

JOHN MARK
Tell him it's John Mark,
ahh...tell him it's urgent.

SECRETARY (V.O.)
Just one moment please.

JOHN MARK pours another Vodka.

CARSTEN TOWNSEND (V.O.)



Hello John, it's Carsten here.
How are you?

JOHN MARK
Carsten, I need to talk with
you, ahh...at your office, as
soon as possible.

CARSTEN TOWNSEND (V.O.)
Absolutely, how soon can you
be here?

JOHN MARK looks at his Rolex.

JOHN MARK
It's noon...shit, I didn't know it
was that late, how's a couple
of hours sound, say 2 o'clock?

CARSTEN TOWNSEND (V.O.)
Fine, see you then Mark.

CUT TO:

12.INT. CARSTEN TOWNSEND'S OFFICE -- DAY

JOHN MARK enters the office, CARSTEN TOWNSEND rises from
his chair and walks over to meet JOHN MARK , they shake
hands.

CARSTEN TOWNSEND
Good to see you John.

JOHN MARK
Thanks for seeing me on such
short notice Carsten.

Both men walk back to the desk, then sit down.

CARSTEN TOWNSEND
So John, how are you?

JOHN MARK
Joann left me...she's filing for
a divorce, she said to call you.
I suppose you know the story,
or most of it.

CARSTEN TOWNSEND



Most of it, yes, so, what are
you going to do?

JOHN MARK
I need your help Carsten...I
dunno, I fucked up...royally.
Got any ideas?

CARSTEN TOWNSEND
Well...there's a number of
problems here. First off, the
Casino's, they are willing to be
discreet and settle this quietly,
you've a little less than two
weeks. Secondly, you're
marriage John. Joann has
made up her mind, we had a
long talk. She is going to get a
divorce, perhaps if you change
some things in your life you
might...well. Then there's your
addictions, booze and
gambling John. Unless they
are under control, or perhaps,
arrested is a better word, I
don't see any hope John.
John, I know what I'm talking
about, believe me. I am a
recovering alcoholic.

JOHN MARK'S jaw drops...

CARSTEN TOWNSEND
You heard right.

JOHN MARK
I never would have guessed, I
mean...

CARSTEN TOWNSEND
Why is that so hard to believe?
Is it because of what you see
or my age? What you see and
who I am is a result of my
recovery, but I want to focus
this discussion on your life
John.

JOHN MARK
Got any ideas...thoughts?



CARSTEN TOWNSEND
John...yes I do. Do you trust
me?

JOHN MARK
Yes...I've got no one else to
trust.

CARSTEN TOWNSEND
Alright. John, you need to put
your condo on the market, you
should get a good price, good
enough that is to pay off your
debts to the Casino's, probably
enough left over to start
afresh. I can handle that for
you, I have many colleagues to
help me with that. I want to
immediately draft a letter to
the Casino's Law firm,
indicating to them you will be
paying the debt off within the
prescribed time limit.

JOHN MARK
Fine, alright, but it may not
sell in time.

CARSTEN TOWNSEND
I've already thought of that.
Our firm here has a very large
credit line with chase
Manhattan; giving partial
power of attorney in the real
estate matter will enable me to
transfer funds on to the
Casino's lawyers. When the
property sells we'll square up.

JOHN MARK
Thanks Carsten, I want to
make sure you'll to take a fee
from the remainder.

CARSTEN TOWNSEND
Now John, your addictions,
nothing will change unless you
come to terms with them,
something else will just come
up if you don't. Addictions like
gambling and alcoholism bring
chaos into a life. Sooner or



later, your going to have to
come to term with that fact.

JOHN MARK is taking all this in, he knows its truth he's hearing.

JOHN MARK
Alright, go for it, it all makes
sense, and Carsten?

JOHN MARK begins to get emotional, he breaks down.
CARSTEN TOWNSEND gets up from his chair and walks over to
JOHN MARK, putting his hand on his shoulder.

CARSTEN TOWNSEND
John, look at this as a wake up
call. Look at this as a
beginning not an end. I'll get
started immediately. Oh, and
John, here's my card.

He takes a card from his desk, and with a pen...

CARSTEN TOWNSEND
I'm going to give you my home
number, I'll write it on the
back of the card. If you ever
need to talk, call me, call me
any time. Alright?

JOHN MARK
Alright...I will. Thanks
Carsten, thanks for everything.

CUT TO:

13. INT. THE MARKS' LOFT -- LATER

JOHN MARK alone at his bar, he stares blankly at all the booze
in front of the mirrored wall. JOANN'S letter is in his hand. He
pours himself a tall straight vodka. Lost in his thoughts, he
suddenly remembers the envelope from the Yale School of
Drama. He goes to the foyer and searches for the envelope.
He returns to the bar, and tears open the envelope.

INSERT: LETTER

Greeting and Salutations: "Save the Date" for a Yale School of
Drama Reunion. Invitation and registration forms enclosed.
Guests are welcome. You can attend workshops, panel
discussions and master classes! See the drama school, Yale
Cabaret and Yale Repertory productions. Reconnect with old



classmates; meet current students, faculty and fellow alumni!
An information packet along with a RSVP is enclosed. Come
enjoy a lot of fun.

BACK TO SCENE:

JOHN MARK looks through the information. Times, events and
accommodations etc. He fills out the RSVP along with his credit
card number. Sealing the RSVP in the enclosed envelope, he
puts it into his jacket pocket.

CUT TO:

14.INT. NEW HAVEN CT. HOTEL -- NIGHT

JOHN MARK is at the Hotel registration desk.

HOTEL CLERK
Good evening sir, may I help
you?

JOHN MARK
Yes, I'd like to check in. I
have a reservation...John
Mark.

CUT TO:

15. EXT. YALE UNIVERSITY -- DAY

As the sound track begins, we see a large sweeping aerial view
of the many gables of Yale's residential colleges during a spring
day. We see...

MONTAGE:

A quiet moment in the Branford College courtyard.

Yale's Streets.

Erling Memorial Library.

Old campus looking toward Durfee Hall.

The Women's Table created by Vietnam Memorial designer Maya
Lin, class of 1986.

The beautiful clock of the Art History Department.

Kline Biology Tower.

Harkness Tower seen from Old Campus.



CUT TO:

02/22/2004
Subject: Scenes 23 – 26

23. INT. BMW SEDAN -- CONTINUOUS

JOHN MARK reaches inside of his buttery soft Italian Armani
leather jacket pulling out a silver flask. Flipping open the lid, he
takes a couple of long swigs, grimaces, closes the lid and
places the flask back inside the jacket. He is lost in his
thoughts. He watches a people pass by, scrutinizing them,
hoping to spot someone he may recognize. The radio plays as
JOHN MARK again reaches for his flask, he takes quick short
bursts of liquid, he lights up another smoke. Suddenly, his
reverie is interrupted as he sees two flashlights approaching,
startled, he hurriedly places the flask back inside his jacket
spilling some of the contents on his expensive silk shirt.
Cigarette ashes fall on his trousers, he is in a panic. There is a
tap on the window.

JOHN MARK
Shit!

He reaches for the power window button.

SECURITY GUARD #1
Good evening sir, is everything
alright?

JOHN MARK
Yes, everything is fine.

There is an obvious smell of whiskey. The guards exchange
looks.

SECURITY GUARD #2
Are you here for the reunion?

JOHN MARK
Yes.

SECURITY GUARD #2
Please sir, your invitation, may
I see it sir?

JOHN MARK
Ahh...yeah, I got it here
somewhere.

JOHN MARK clumsily starts rummaging through his pockets,
first one then another; unnerved and panicking...the guards are
a little suspicious.



SECURITY GUARD #1
Just take your time sir...

JOHN MARK
(Interrup
ting)

Shit...sorry, it's in the glove
box.

Reaching for a button on the steering column, the glove box
door opens. JOHN MARK reaches inside.

JOHN MARK
Here it is.

The SECURITY GUARDS take the invitation shining their
flashlights on it. They hand the invitation back to JOHN MARK.

SECURITY GUARD #1
Here you are sir, sorry to
bother you. Enjoy your
evening.

JOHN MARK
Thanks.

JOHN MARK watches from his side view mirror then from his
rearview as the SECURITY GUARDS walk away from the sedan.
He pulls out his flask.

JOHN MARK
Shit...shit!

Draining the flask, JOHN MARK looks to see which building
people are going into. He places the empty flask inside the
glove box and closes it. He sits frozen in his seat, conflicted,
fear and insecurity grip him, yet he is curious.

JOHN MARK
Hell, I've come this far, might
as well have a look.

"Etta James'" ballad AT LAST comes on the radio. JOHN MARK
listens to a few bars, and then opens the door. Out into the
cool crisp evening air he's feeling no pain. The whisky has given
him a false bravado. He looks at his refection in the smoky
darkened window of his Beamer. He straightens himself up a
bit, fixes his hair, and leaves toward the entrance of the theatre.
He stops, and turning he points a remote device in his hand.
We hear beep-beep as the Beamer is secured.

CUT TO:



24. INT. YALE UNIVERSITY THEATRE -- NIGHT

Lots of activity and levity as people are queued waiting to
register. There is small chit-chat, laughing and some surprising
remembrances. Balloons and streamers are everywhere along
with old photos of alumni from 1964. A another large welcome
banner is just inside the main door as we see JOHN MARK enter.
He's very uncomfortable, making no eye contact and appearing
very aloof as he takes his place in the queue. A gorgeous
BRUNETTE takes her place behind JOHN MARK in the queue.

BRUNETTE
Exciting night!

JOHN MARK gives a half smile nodding.

BRUNETTE
Are you from out of town?

JOHN MARK
Yes.

BRUNETTE
A long ways?

JOHN MARK
A long ways.

BRUNETTE
I'm in from New York.

JOHN MARK gives his same cold aloof nod of affirmation.

BRUNETTE
You don't talk much do you?

Just as JOHN MARK is about to speak...

REGISTRAR
Hello! Welcome to the
reunion. Your name?

JOHN MARK
It's Mark.

REGISTRAR
And your last name?

JOHN MARK
That is my last name.



REGISTRAR
Oh...your first name then?

JOHN MARK
John.

REGISTRAR
Well...a man with two first
names!

The icebreaker fails.

REGISTRAR
Let's see...Hmm, John
Mark...John Mark, ahh, there
you are. Can I get your
signature right here, next to
your name?

JOHN MARK signs his name.

REGISTRAR
May I see your invitation
please?

JOHN MARK begins to look for his invitation, first one pocket
then another. An awkward moment.

JOHN MARK
I must have left it in the
car...do I really need it?

REGISTRAR
I really should see it, well,
never mind, your on the list.
Alright, so here's your name
tag, you'll need it to proceed
into the main auditorium.
Here's your program for the
night, times, speakers etc. The
opening ceremonies start in
about an hour. You're familiar
with the Theatre, right?

JOHN MARK
Ahh...yes, although it looks
larger than I remember.

REGISTRAR
Just through those doors, and
please remember to put your
name tag on, you'll need it to



get inside the auditorium.
Enjoy your evening!

JOHN MARK begins to make his way through the crowd towards
the main auditorium. When he hears...

BRUNETTE
(Flirtatio
usly)

Maybe see you later John
Mark, man with two first
names?

JOHN MARK
Maybe.

CUT TO:

25.INT. MAIN DOOR TO AUDITORIUM -- NIGHT

JOHN MARK is at the door about to step inside when...

SECURITY GUARD
Excuse me sir...ahh sir?

JOHN MARK
Yes?

SECURITY GUARD
Sir, your name tag?

JOHN MARK
Oh yeah, right.

JOHN MARK places the name tag on the breast coat pocket of
his jacket.

JOHN MARK
How's that?

SECURITY GUARD
(A
nodding
affirmati
on)

Enjoy the evening sir.

CUT TO:

26. INT. UNIVERSITY THEATRE AUDITORIUM -- NIGHT



JOHN MARK walks into the huge decorated space. A huge
gigantic mirror ball is spinning suspended from the high ceiling
casting prisms of shattered light everywhere in the subdued
light of the auditorium. Balloons, streamers and banners are
hung and draped from every conceivable corner of the
auditorium. The theatre seats have been secretly folded away
under the bleachers making a space for the tables and chairs.
The tables are all set with name placements along with the
accompanying settings and party favors. There is an orchestra
playing in the background. There is a drone of noise throughout
as people are chatting away, laughing and cutting up with their
cocktails in hand. The theatre's stage is all readied with the
microphone at the dais, and a large jumbo T.V. screen is
showing a continuous loop of college life, drama production
trailers and many alumni from bygone days. JOHN MARK, spots
the rather elaborate bar. He needs a bracer.

CUT TO:

02/22/2004
Subject: Scenes 16 – 22

16. EXT. YALE UNIVERSITY -- DAY

Frenetic activity as throngs of students on foot with pack packs,
on bicycles, carrying lap-tops move from one place to another,
everywhere, students go about their everyday activities. The
high energy of campus life. Reunion signs abound.

CUT TO:

17.EXT. YALE UNIVERSITY THEATRE -- DAY

Beautiful Collegiate Gothic limestone building, housing The Yale
School of Drama. A large and colorful banner drapes over the
ornate entrance of the edifice.

INSERT:

Welcome to all Yalies & Guests to the 40th Reunion "Class of
'64" Yale School of Drama.

BACK TO SCENE:

Frantic last minute preparations are underway as catering and
event trucks are lined up in front of the Theatre.

CUT TO:

18. EXT. UNIVERSITY THEATRE -- NIGHT



Alumni and guests outside are milling about chatting, waiting in
queue to register. Limos and cabs pulling up to the main
entrance, many on foot.

CUT TO:

19.EXT. UNIVERSITY THEATRE PARKING LOT -- NIGHT

A large black luxury 2004 BMW sedan pulls into the lot stopping
at the security gate. We see an attendant pointing in a
direction. The driver nods, and pulls away towards the
appropriate direction.

CUT TO:

20.EXT. UNIVERSITY THEATRE PARKING LOT -- NIGHT

The BMW sedan pulls into a dimly lit parking spot away from
any lamp standard. The headlights turn off. The engine shuts
off. It is dark and quiet. We see a dark figure inside the
Beamer, still no identity. We faintly begin to hear music coming
from inside the sedan. It is the radio playing "Santo & Johnny's
instrumental, SLEEPWALK.

CUT TO:

21. INT. BMW SEDAN -- NIGHT

Our P.O.V. is from the back seat as a cigarette is lit. Our focus
is momentarily on the red glow from the tip of the cigarette.
Then, headlights shine into the sedan from a passing car
illuminating the rearview mirror as we see eyes staring back at
us.

CUT TO:

22. INT. BMW SEDAN -- CONTINUOUS

JOHN MARK, mid-fifties, distinguished looking with an edge,
longish wavy graying hair, is slumped at the steering wheel
almost out of view. A cigarette dangling from his mouth. He
seems very unsettled, constantly looking around his location.
Repeatedly looking at his side door mirrors then his rearview
mirror. The radio tuned to a golden oldies station as we hear a
constant string of 'oldies but goodies'.

CUT TO:

02//22/2004
Subject: Scenes 27 – 30



27. INT. AUDITORIUM BAR -- NIGHT

JOHN MARK in a comfortable seat at the bar, a seat which gives
him a wide panoramic view of all the goings on.

JOHN MARK
I may just sit here all night.

A young bartender approaches, probably a student.

BARTENDER
Hey...how's it goin', what'll you
have sir.

JOHN MARK
Double scotch, neat.

BARTENDER
Do you have a preference?

JOHN MARK'S impressed.

JOHN MARK
Single malt if you've got it?

BARTENDER
Chivas Regal alright?

JOHN MARK
One of the best.

JOHN MARK turns his attention to his name tag.

JOHN MARK
Well I'm gettin' rid of this.

JOHN MARK pulls the name tag from his jacket and puts it into
his pocket.

BARTENDER
Your single malt sir.

JOHN MARK
Ahh...thanks. Ahh, start a tab
for me will ya?

BARTENDER
No tab tonight sir, on the
house!



JOHN MARK likes those words and gives a wry smile. He's
beginning to feel relaxed as the scotch begins it's intoxicating
rapture. He can see everything from his choice seat. Even
when his back is turned, the large temporary mirror behind the
bar gives him an exquisite secretive viewpoint of a refection.
The whole scene reminds him of a time of innocence, a time
when a young man had a dream. The scotch is creating an
soothing bittersweet reverie.

BRUNETTE
Well hello...man with two first
names!

JOHN MARK startled from his reverie turns.

BRUNETTE
Remember me...New York,
behind you in line?

JOHN MARK
Ahh...yeah.

BRUNETTE
You don't remember me do
you?

JOHN MARK
Ahh yeah I remember you, you
were the one standing behind
me when we were
registering...right?

BRUNETTE
"We are not the first. Who,
with best meaning, have
incurr'd the worst. For thee,
oppressed king, am I cast
down; myself could else out-
frown false fortune's frown.
Shall we not see these
daughters and these sisters?”

For a moment JOHN MARK is completely befuddled, at a loss,
then...

JOHN MARK
That's Lear!

BRUNETTE
No. Cordelia.

JOHN MARK is searching...his mind, memory. He looks deep,
deep into her face, every line, every...



JOHN MARK
Cordelia, yes...ahh, I mean,
you're, you're...Julia. Julia
Maxell.

JULIA MAXELL
Well...John Mark, or should I
say Fool?

JOHN MARK
Ahh...would you like a drink.
Bartender.

Shocked and tongue-tied JOHN MARK is silent.

BARTENDER
Yes sir...the same again?

JOHN MARK
Right. Julia?

JULIA MAXELL
(To John
mark)

A glass of white wine please.

JOHN MARK
Yes, ahh the same, and a glass
of white wine.

The BARTENDER moves away.

JOHN MARK
I dunno what to say, I mean,
I'm sorry it took me so long to
recognize you. It's been a long
long time.

JULIA MAXELL
Forty years.

The drinks arrive.

JULIA MAXELL
(Raising
her
glass)

To old times!

JOHN MARK



Ahh yeah, to old times. You
know...once in a while I would
read about you or see your
name in the paper. You ended
up with quite a successful
career on stage.

JULIA MAXELL
John, what happened to you?

JOHN MARK
Happened, what do you mean?

JULIA MAXELL
Now John...don't be coy, you
know exactly what I mean.
You know it's quite a mystery,
at least it is too me, very
dramatic.

JOHN MARK is beginning to get very uncomfortable. He drains
his scotch.

JOHN MARK
Julia, would you excuse me for
a moment, I'm going to the
washroom. Order me another
scotch will ya? Order another
wine too.

JULIA MAXELL
Alright, I'll still be here when
you get back. I love a
mystery!

CUT TO:

28.INT. THEATRE WASHROOM -- MOMENTS LATER

JOHN MARK is at a sink washing his hands. At first he refrains
from looking at his reflection. He glances up.

JOHN MARK
You look rough!
Mystery...Fool.

He grabs some paper towels from the dispenser, he turns
towards the door. At the door, there is almost a collision, as he
exits someone enters.

JOHN MARK



Sorry...

The door closes behind JOHN MARK. He stops momentarily,
then continues walking back to the bar.

CUT TO:

29.INT. THEATRE WASHROOM -- MOMENTS LATER

LAURENCE MONTREUX, is at a urinal. Sixties, neatly trimmed
full beard and balding. Reddish tortoise shell glasses riding low
on the bridge of his nose. An older style brown tweed Sports
coat with leather elbow patches drapes over his tall lean frame.
He has on a simple blue dress shirt and sporting a yellow with
purple polka-dots silk Ascot hints to an English gentleman sort.
He's humming an unrecognizable tune.

LAURENCE MONTREUX
Ahh...that's better!

He reaches down to close his zipper, it's stuck. He moves to the
sink. Looking in the mirror...

LAURENCE MONTREUX
I've seen worse!

LAURENCE MONTREUX begins to straighten his Ascot, gives a
big smile inspecting his teeth. Runs some water on his hands
and slicks his hair. Summoning up his courage he walks toward
the door. Stops. Remembers his zipper, he pauses in
bewilderment then furtively wraps his tweed Sports coat down
around his hips in a bit of a crouch just as someone walks in.
He smiles at the stranger trying to appear in control, exiting
back to the auditorium.

CUT TO:

30.INT. AUDITORIUM BAR -- NIGHT

JOHN MARK is seated by JULIA MAXELL. His drink is empty. He
gets the attention of the BARTENDER and raises his glass
signifying another.

JULIA MAXELL
The night is still young John,
you're pounding those scotches
back pretty good. I don't want
you passing out on me.

JOHN MARK
Have you recognized anyone
else here tonight...I mean,
from the cast that is?



JULIA MAXELL
Anyone in particular?

JOHN MARK
Now who's being coy?

(To
bartende
r)

Thanks.
(Back to
Julia)

You know, I just had this funny
thing happen to me...as I was
leaving the washroom.

JULIA MAXELL
What do you mean, funny?

JOHN MARK
Well for a minute there, I was
sure I recognized somebody I
knew, I don't
know...nevermind.

LAURENCE MONTREUX walks by the bar interrupting JOHN
MARK'S attention, mid conversation. He's quite comical as he's
desperately trying to hide the fact his zippers stuck. He's only
succeeding in making it more obvious as he's crouched
awkwardly trying to lower the length of his Sports coat and
acting nonchalant.

CUT TO:

02/22/2004
Subject: Scenes 31 – 33

31.INT. LAURENCE MONTREUX'S TABLE -- CONTINUOUS

DAVID JESTERFIELD, a thirty something bear of a man, sits at
the table. Sporting a shaved head and goatee, he has a jovial
good-naturedness about him. At the same time, someone, you
would not want to make angry. He looks at LAURENCE
MONTREUX and is quite bewildered by his walk.

DAVID JESTERFIELD
(Smirkin
g)

Whadya do, pee yer pants?

LAURENCE MONTREUX



No...I can't close my zipper!

DAVID, perplexed, looks around the room to see if anyone is
looking. He leans over to try and help. LAURENCE slaps his
wrist.

LAURENCE MONTREUX
I'll do it!

CUT TO:

32.BACK AT THE BAR

JOHN MARK along with JULIA MAXELL are taking the scene all in
at the table, Their laughing.

JOHN MARK
Is that...?

JULIA MAXELL
(Interrup
ting)

The one and the same, or
should I say, the one and
only...

JOHN MARK
(Interrup
ting)

Laurence Montreux...Law.

JULIA MAXELL
Law...did you call him Law?

JOHN MARK
An old story, sort of inside
stuff. Seems the cast is
beginning to assemble.

As is his habit, JOHN MARK drains his scotch. He's well on his
way.

JOHN MARK
(Singing)

Hey bartender, bring, a little
drink for me.

JULIA MAXELL
You're getting hammered John.

JOHN MARK
Yeah...I know. Maybe I should
go and say hi?



BARTENDER
Your Chivas Regal sir.

(To
Julia)

Another glass of wine ma'am?

JULIA MAXELL
No thanks. So John...what
happened? You completely
disappeared after the King
Lear run. It was one of the
most successful productions
the Rep. ever put on?

JOHN MARK
Ask me no questions, I'll tell
you no lies. Anyway, only
fools and children tell the
truth.

JOHN MARK drains another scotch. He signals the bartender.

BARTENDER
Yes sir.

JOHN MARK
Barkeep...one for the road.
I'm changin' my location.

BARTENDER
Change is as good as a rest
eh...one for the road comin'
up.

JOHN MARK
Lovely Cordelia...I shall return
or see ya latter...or somethin'
like that. I'd like to talk to you
some more...really talk. You
know what I mean? I gotta go
talk to the Law...

JULIA MAXELL
I'll hold you to it...man with
two first names. I want to talk
to you more also. You know
what I mean?

JOHN MARK gets up off the chair, barely, and standing to his
feet, he steadies himself.

BARTENDER



One for the road sir.

JOHN MARK
Ahh yes...and no driving,
right?

CUT TO:

33.INT. LAURENCE MONTREUX'S TABLE -- CONTINUOUS

LAURENCE MONTREUX, eyes closed listening to the orchestra
playing. His head is slowing moving to the tempo and his hands
are playing an invisible piano. DAVID JESTERFIELD is leering at
the beautiful women, flirting from a distance with whomever he
can lock eyes with.

DAVID JESTERFIELD
Laurence there's some hot
women here,
Laurence...Laurence?

LAURENCE MONTREUX does not turn to acknowledge his friend.

LAURENCE MONTREUX
Hear you dear boy...just in
bliss land...oh yeah, blissed
out angel.

JOHN MARK approaches their table, a little tentative and
unsteady on his legs. The room is swirling in some inebriated
fantasy-like dream. The mirror ball adding to the effect of his
disorientation.

JOHN MARK
Ahh...excuse me, excuse me?

Only DAVID JESTERFIELD acknowledges him, with a cautious
eye that is.

JOHN MARK
Excuse me? Are you Mr.
Laurence Montreux?

DAVID JESTERFIELD eases on his suspicions, LAURENCE
MONTREUX comes back, so to speak to the table.

JOHN MARK
Mr. Laurence
Montreux...ahh...I don't mean
to be intrusive, ahh...



LAURENCE MONTREUX turns and quickly studies JOHN MARK'S
face.

LAURENCE MONTREUX
Ahh...where's your tag.

JOHN MARK is caught off guard by the question, then realizes
quickly looks at his jacket pocket.

JOHN MARK
Oh that...ahh my name tag, I
ahh must have lost it or it fell
off...

LAURENCE MONTREUX
Well...no name tag no name ya
know. I don't know you sir.

There is an awkward moment, especially as JOHN MARK looks at
DAVID JESTERFIELD'S very suspicious look.

JOHN MARK
"This cold night will turn us all
to fools and madmen."

DAVID JESTERFIELD is now really puzzled...no so LAURENCE
MONTREUX.

LAURENCE MONTREUX
That's Lear...Act III, Scene IV
if my memory serves me
right...the Fool's line in
response to Edgar's little ditty
about Pillicock Hill.

LAURENCE MONTREUX intrigued begins a little test.

LAURENCE MONTREUX
"Doth any here know me?
Why, this is not Lear. Doth
Lear walk thus? Speak thus?
Its not so. Who is it that can
tell me who I am?"

JOHN MARK
"Lear's shadow."

JOHN MARK delivers the line in the same fashion as in their
performance together. LAURENCE NOW suspects.

LAURENCE MONTREUX
"I would learn that, for, by the
marks of sovereignty.



Knowledge, and reason, I
should be false persuaded. I
had daughters.

JOHN MARK
"Which they will make an
obedient father."

LAURENCE MONTREUX
I'd know that delivery
anywhere, same targets same
flair. My word...it's...it's, bless
my soul...

LAURENCE MONTREUX'S face lights up and broadens with a
surprised and happy smile.

LAURENCE MONTREUX
Marky! Marky! Dearest
Marky!!

LAURENCE MONTREUX stands with his arms extended. They
embrace, step back a bit, look at each others faces and embrace
again kissing each other on the cheeks.

JOHN MARK
Law...it's so good to see you!

LAURENCE MONTREUX turns to DAVID JESTERFIELD.

LAURENCE MONTREUX
David, meet an old and fellow
cast member, my fool, John
Mark. John, David a good
friend, my new fool!

They shake hands.

DAVID JESTERFIELD
Pleased to meet you John.

JOHN MARK
Likewise. Pleased to meet you
David.

02/24/2004
Subject: Emailing Glimpses of Eternity

Dear Law,

I've made a few changes, please have a read.



Now...there may be a problem! You may be unable to either open the floppy, or if
your successful opening the file, unable to write to it. This may be the result of you
not having my screen writing software loaded onto your computer. So, if this is the
case, let me know either by email or phone, and I will send the script in a word
document form.

Forward together. Hi-ho-hi-ho it's off to work we go...

Your adoring Marky...

02/24/2004
Subject: ‘Ideas’

Dear Law,

The “Fools”

The real life “physical” fool: David
The fool of the Lear production: Marky, Marky on more of the metaphorical sense, or
“emotional” fool.

IT may prove interesting to explore the “motif of disguise” both physical (David) and
emotional (Marky). The foundation for this exploration is that of the fool being
referred to as ‘the uncanniest character in Shakespeare’. The fool disappears half
way through the play never to be seen again. Marky suddenly disappeared after the
Yale Repertory’s run of Lear.

I’ve laid a foundation of foreshadowing already of Marky’s sudden and dramatic
disappearance during the conversation he has at the bar with Cordelia.

Marky’s pattern all his life has been one of ‘running’. I’m beginning to ask questions
such as why? What caused him to disappear? He sabotaged what may have been a
successful career as an actor, offing instead to live a ‘double-life’ and this ‘double-
life’ has a deeper and more profound impact than the gambling addiction. The
double-life is embedded deep within his psyche which has caused him great pain.
Rather than follow his ‘bliss’, he opted for a status quo existence. You wrote in an
email to me, “The burning question Marky must ask himself is what he is going to do
with his life, that’s closer to the bone.”

If David plays the fool on a physically and reality based level, Marky plays out the
role of the fool on more of an emotional or metaphysical plane.

Being the wise and intuitive man that you are, you are fully aware that I’m bringing
autobiographical elements into the story.

Something happened between Laurence and Marky during the Lear run, what was it?
That question, I believe, will eventually play itself out based on our own relationship.

Now, I must begin to structure the above thoughts, into a dramatic fictional
screenplay. I cannot do it without your help, because, the above elements will be
developed through the dialogue. Remember, you are the journeyman, I the
apprentice. One of your many gifts as a writer, is that of dialogue, it is lean, pared



down, and economical, a skill which every great screenwriter must acquire. There is
a maxim in screenwriting which goes, “Show, don’t tell.” Dialogue for dialogue’s sake
is boring, lean, economical and right to the bone is interesting. You must help me
dear brother to develop that skill. Now to work...

Marky

02/25/2004
Subject: I’ll Try Again

Dear Law,

“Sweet are the adversities...” I shall export the script into a word document and
send it your way some time today. In this format, I’m sure you will be able to
download and save to a floppy as well as write to it. Then, when you’ve written some
scenes can send it back to me as an attachment.

I will try sending the ‘King Lear’ links again as well.

Love your ideas. Our visions and dreams like tiny seeds planted, will with time and
proper care grow and develop into a bountiful harvest. However, we must remember
a verse from scripture, I’ll paraphrase, “One plants, the other waters, but it is God
Who gives the increase.”

Love,
Marky

02/25/2004
Subject: ‘Let’s Try Again’

Dear Law,

Alright...this should work, you should now be able to copy to a floppy and write to it.

Please feel free to make any changes or additions, just let me know where in the
script you made them i.e. scene number. When sending any new scene you write,
you don’t have to send the whole script, just the new scene and it’s number. I’ll then
add it too our first draft into the software.

God Bless
Marky.

P.S. Let me know if this works.

04/07/2004
Subject: ‘Glimpses of Eternity’

My Dear Old Friend Laurence, or is it now, Michele Montreux?

Are our GLIMPSES OF ETERNITY fading? I hope not! Do you still feel as I do the
desire to tell this story dear friend? Is what we have to share from our hearts,
passionately from our hearts, to others, significant enough to do the work?



Do you recall the account on the Mount of Transfiguration? Perhaps during this
Easter season you might want to give it a read. Talk about GLIMPSES OF ETERNITY!
Permit me to say this; we need to finish what we started. Do you agree?

Perhaps our Dear Lord will give us the inspiration and words to touch others, to lift
them higher. Perhaps there are souls our Lord wishes to speak to through this story.
Perhaps there are souls waiting to be lifted higher towards Him, lost sheep waiting
for the Good Shepherd to bring them back to the fold. I don’t know, but these are
questions I keep asking myself.

He has placed eternity in the heart of man; many I think have lost hope and can no
longer see eternity, at least without torment and hopelessness. Is this not to a large
degree “The Great Commission?” There are many ways of reaching out to people
with the good news of the Gospel other than from the pulpit, ways as witnessed by
Mel Gibson’s most recent masterpiece.

While in the Caribbean, I will spend some time in prayer and meditation on
GLIMPSES OF ETERNITY, perhaps, as I quiet my mind and with peace in my soul, I
will hear His soft voice speaking to me.

There is a compelling force within me dear friend, the need to write. I cannot explain
it any other way than that. If in fact He has given me a gift or talent to write, then
He will equip me for the work...us for the work. So let me encourage you to give this
some consideration, meditation and prayer. God Willing and His Will be done being
the most important!

Now, to borrow a salutation...

Every good wish,

Marky

06/17/2004
Subject: ‘Parting Words’

Dearest Laurence,

This letter will, in fact be the last. When or if you receive it (we have not
corresponded in some time), well, perhaps you may want to leave me a few final
thoughts. GLIMPSES OF ETERNITY still resonates in my brain, I’ve read somewhere
I’m sure, in the “Good Book”, “the end of a thing is better than the beginning...”,
perhaps our story together, is simmering away on the back burner of our combined
consciousness, slowly bubbling away with all the ingredients mixing together into
some sort of magical elixir, a tasty treat to be enjoyed and savored at just the right
time, hhmmm - yummy...tasty, I hope so. I’ll end with a little story...

AFTER DARK

When I was a small boy we lived in an area with a large forest, there I would play
and pretend losing all track of time. I was always the first in our house to be up out
of bed. I would rush to the bathroom, quickly splash water on my face, brush my
teeth, then off to the kitchen to gulp down some cereal. Next I would raid my



mother’s refrigerator and pantry. I would grab some potatoes, bread and the piece
de resistance, butter, as much as my conscience would allow (I loved potatoes
thrown into a campfire and baked until black then drizzled with butter). All this I
would throw into my little knapsack and head out the door. It seemed always as I
was just about to step across the threshold and out into the world I would hear my
mother behind me from the top of the stairs, “Be home before dark.” Parents often
tell their children, “Be home before dark.” I think this phrase hearkens us back to
long ago, when travelers felt a pressing need to reach their destination while light
still lingered in the sky. “Home before dark” means a successful journey and a safe
arrival.

I see a spiritual application in this phrase, a desire to remain faithful to the Lord
throughout our spiritual journey. Our prayers perhaps could end with “Lord, let me
get home before dark.”

On a very personal note, sometimes I fear that I should end before I finish, or finish
but not well. That I should stain Your honor, shame Your name, grieve Your loving
heart. Few, they tell me, finish well.

When I consider so many great men and women of faith who have gone on before
us, I feel small and weak, often a disappointment, still, God knows our makeup, the
stuff we’re made of, He and He alone knows the true measure of a man or women,
and I think sometimes we make it so very difficult for ourselves...yes?

It is God’s word of grace that encourages us to continue in faith, for it tells us that
He is able to strengthen us until the end of our lives. So let’s keep walking and
trusting as we pray, “By Your grace, Father, we humbly ask You to help us get home
before dark.” The race of life is run by faith, and won by grace.

Listen to this psalm of David:

They shall still bear fruit in old age; they shall be fresh and flourishing. Psalm 92:14

I can hear and see David as an old man, with his harp in hand and dancing in a
circle, leaping and singing this song before the Lord of Hosts!!

And so, I guess that’s it. I’ll be deleting this email address over the coming week-
end. Hope to hear from you one last time.

God bless you Laurence.

Your loving friend,
Marky


