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And Those New York City Days

( The story begins on a crowded New York City subway, the #2 train headed uptown at 5:15 p.m. in the middle of the week. A nice looking man who appears to be in his late twenties (Dominic Dominello) stands in the middle of the train car, dressed in a well-tailored Italian suit and jammed between hordes of commuters on their way home. Dominic holds a neatly folded New York Times in his right hand while clinging (sometimes precariously) to the overhead “strap” with his left hand. Each lurching stop-and-start of the subway sends bodies pressing against each other, sometimes awkwardly, almost always annoyingly. It is during one of these abrupt movements that Dominic notices a man standing over his right shoulder, intently reading his newspaper. As the train continues to fill at each stop, the man presses more tightly into Dominic’s comfort zone, until he is nearly resting his head on Dominic’s right shoulder. Dominic directs a series of irritated facial expressions toward the man, but they go unnoticed. It is then we hear Dominic’s voice-over for the first time. Throughout the film, each Dominic voice-over is an imitation of Woody Allen: his timing, syntax, dialect, etc.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)

It was around my thirty-fifth birthday that I started to feel

like I was a character in a Woody Allen movie: Bouncing

around New York; single, lonely and beginning to get more

than a little self-righteous about, well, just about everything. 

I was getting older and I was worried about being broke and

dying a pauper in the city. Or not dying and having to spend

the rest of my life on Broadway in the upper nineties.

Things weren’t really that bad. The truth is that I was making

a decent living. It’s just that I thought I’d be farther along by

now: making films, my films. I thought I’d be living in my own 

place with a bevy of beautiful ethnic women who would

provide me with companionship on a rotating basis; and

dining with Bobby DeNiro and Marty Scorsese just frequently

enough to keep the buzz going.

My mother always tells me that I’m too ambitious, that my

dreams are unrealistic. Maybe she’s right, but I believe you

have to aim high. Because for me, the only thing worse than

dying a pauper or living the rest of my life on Broadway in 

the upper nineties, is to end-up being one of those guys

on a crowded subway who just stands there and reads 

somebody else’s newspaper over their shoulder.

( The train comes to a halt at 96th/Broadway and Dominic gives the man one last exasperated glance, then hands him the paper. As Dominic exits the train, the credits roll to Tina Brooks’ “The Blues and I”.

During the titles and accompanying music, we follow Dominic on his way home. Exiting the subway station, he crosses 96th Street and joins a long line of people at the Citibank ATMs. When he finally accesses an ATM the screen informs him that he has $336.27 in his checking account but only $6.27 of that amount is available for withdrawal. With an expression of confusion and disappointment, Dominic digs into his pants pocket and produces three dollars and some change. Disgusted, he exits the bank. 

On his way to the Subway sandwich shop on Broadway (between 94th and 95th streets) Dominic passes two typically beautiful Latina neighborhood girls who are walking uptown. He visually fixates on one of the young women, attempting to make eye contact. She, in turn, returns his gaze with a quick sideways glance; a mixture of flattery and agitation. After they pass by, Dominic mouths out the word “wow” and enters the sandwich shop. After some genial small talk with the counter guy Dominic orders a 6-inch vegetarian sub ($2.39), pays the guy at the register and exits.

Making his way one block over, to Amsterdam (between 94th and 95th), Dominic stops into the dry-cleaning establishment located next to his apartment building. A nice-looking African man (Evans) with a warm smile and friendly manner shakes hands with Dominic. They exchange a few laughs and Dominic eventually hands his dry-cleaning ticket to Evans, who goes to retrieve the garments. Dominic reaches into his pants pocket, realizes that he has no money to pay the bill, and calls to Evans. After hearing Dominic out, Evans insists that Dominic take the clothes and pay him at a later date. Again they shake hands and Dominic exits the store.

Walking up the concrete steps to his apartment building, Dominic encounters three older Dominican men who are standing in the doorway, talking. Again, he exchanges pleasantries, concentrating on one of the men in particular. After a few laughs, Dominic unlocks the door and enters the small lobby of the building. He stops at the row of mailboxes, struggling to find his mailbox key while laboring to keep the sandwich and dry-cleaning from falling to the floor. Having negotiated that, Dominic opens the mailbox and is confronted with an overflow of mail. Gathering all his items in hand, Dominic awkwardly makes his way up four flights of stairs to the front door of his apartment. As he unlocks the door, the music and titles fade.

( INTERIOR: DOMINIC’S APARTMENT
( The apartment is filled with cigarette smoke; so much, in fact, that it can be seen floating suspended in the early evening light. 

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




Jesus, it’s like an indoor version of Los Angeles in here.

( As Dominic makes his way down a narrow hallway, the voice of his roommate (Shelley Stevens) can be heard in mid-phone conversation. Stevens is in his mid-forties, with an ample stomach and a booming voice. He is sitting in front of a computer, stripped to the waist, smoking a cigarette and speaking into a headset. As Dominic approaches, his roommate barely acknowledges him with a perfunctory wave of the hand.

SHELLEY

(INTO THE HEADSET)




…so I finally said, “Listen, buttcrust, the stuff was supposed




to be on the truck this morning. It ain’t on the truck so I




ain’t dealing with it.” Well, he got all flustered, of course,




and tried to make it sound like someone else’s fault…

( After setting down his sandwich and dry-cleaning, Dominic approaches his roommate while sorting through the mail. All but two of the twenty items are for Shelley, but when Dominic extends his hand with the letters his roommate ignores him. 

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




I can’t believe what a hideous figure Shelley’s become.

When I knew him in college he was so tough and virile.

Now he’s this pompous slob. God, I don’t think he’s taken

a shower in three days. I wonder if he’s stuck to that chair.

And look at me: standing here like the butler while he

ignores me.

( After waiting for what he considers to be a polite amount of time, Dominic noisily drops the mail on Shelley’s desk directly in front of him, turns and walks toward his bedroom entrance.

(  INTERIOR: DOMINIC’S BEDROOM
( Small, even by New York standards (maybe 12’ by 12’) the room is a study in space allocation. Dominic grabs a remote control unit and turns on the television. New York 1 News is on. He hangs-up his dry-cleaning on a stand-alone clothes rack, tosses his bagged sandwich on the bed, removes his suit jacket (hangs it up), and briefly turns his attention toward the television.

TELEVISION ANNOUNCER




This is New York 1 News…

DOMINIC

(MIMICKING THE ANNOUNCER)
…the city, covered by people who grew-up in Ohio…

( Dominic opens one piece of mail, a credit card bill. He checks the balance and scoffs, tossing the bill onto the bed. 

DOMINIC




Who’s doing the bookkeeping at this place? Karl from 

Slingblade?

( Dominic examines the return address on the second envelope and discards it without opening. Turning back to the television, he sees anchorwoman Monica Shaughnessy “reviewing” the city’s three newspapers. After a series of banal observations Dominic scoffs, grabs the remote control and mutes the television volume. Grabbing the credit card bill off the bed, he locates a customer service number and dials, using the “hands-free” feature. A connection being made can be heard through the phone’s speaker as Dominic begins to remove his tie. Halfway through the procedure, the credit card company’s voice menu initiates.

RECORDED VOICE

(THROUGH THE SPEAKER)




Welcome to First Insolvent Bank. Please enter your sixteen 




digit account number.

( Caught unawares, Dominic dives for his suit jacket pocket, frantically searching for his wallet and credit card.

DOMINIC

(CALLING OUT TO THE PHONE)




Hold on, hold on! 

RECORDED VOICE

(THROUGH THE SPEAKER)




Please enter your sixteen-digit account number now.

( Dominic locates his wallet, pulls it from the suit jacket, and hurriedly sorts through the six or seven credit cards located within, discarding each one frantically.

RECORDED VOICE

(THROUGH THE SPEAKER)




Please enter your sixteen-digit account number now.

DOMINIC

(CALLING OUT TO THE PHONE)




Coming! 

( Finally locating the correct card, Dominic lunges toward the phone. As he reaches the keyboard to input his number…

RECORDED VOICE

(THROUGH THE SPEAKER)




Thank you. Please call back again.

( The call disconnects.

DOMINIC




No, no, no!  I hate you! I’ve always hated you!

( Pressing the phone’s re-dial button, Dominic stands anxiously over the unit, waiting for the connection to be made. Instead, he gets a busy signal and gingerly touches the disconnect button.

DOMINIC




(Through clenched teeth.) That’s fine. I’ll just call back.

( Dominic slowly turns the door handle, as if any unchecked anger might cause him to rip the door off the hinges. He steps into the living room.

( INTERIOR: LIVING ROOM
( The room is even smokier now, and Dominic’s roommate is overheard on another phone call. 

SHELLEY

(INTO THE HEADSET)




…so I finally said, “Listen, buttcrust, the stuff was supposed




to be on the truck this morning. It ain’t on the truck so I




ain’t dealing with it.” Well, he got his panties in a bunch




and tried to make it sound like someone else’s fault…

( Dominic rolls his eyes and walks back down the long hallway to the bathroom.

· INTERIOR: BATHROOM OF DOMINIC’S APARTMENT

( Walking over to the toilet, Dominic lifts the top lid. Horrified by the sight inside the bowl, he nearly leaps backward as if electrocuted.

DOMINIC




(Disgusted) Oh, what is this? The bathroom at JFK?

( Placing the toilet lid back down, Dominic tries to open a small window. It raises about four inches, then jams. With his foot, he flushes the toilet. Looking down, he notices that his roommate has left two single sheets of toilet paper on the roll. A replacement roll is nowhere in sight.

DOMINIC




Maybe this is the bathroom at JFK.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




I can’t possibly do what I came here to do after that hideous

sight. I’d rather be constipated for a week. As a matter of

fact, if I never go to the bathroom again it’ll be too soon.

( Dominic lights an entire book of matches in an attempt to kill the odor, nearly lighting himself on fire in the process. He extinguishes the smoldering matchbook by placing it under running water in the sink. Waving his hands around to clear the air, Dominic exits the bathroom.

( INTERIOR: HALLWAY, DOMINIC’S APARTMENT
( Dominic makes his way down the hallway, toward the living room. Approaching the area, he can hear that his roommate has moved into the room and is watching “Pinky & The Brain” on the Cartoon Channel. Shelley sporadically lets out a series of hearty laughs. When Dominic enters the room, he sees Shelley sprawled out on the sofa. One hand is down his pants, slowly scratching himself, the other holds a glass of wine. On the cheap coffee table is a jug of $7.99 wine.

DOMINIC

Hey, Shelley. What’s going on?

SHELLEY




Oh, man, you missed it. I was working this load-in on the 




phone today with these bozos in Toronto. So they tell me 

the stuff’s not on the truck…

( As Shelley drones on with his story, Dominic smiles and nods, pretending as though he’s listening intently and enjoying every minute.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




I can’t believe he’s going to tell this story again. This has




got to be some type of Guinness world record: most times




for a tedious story to be told in a fifteen-minute span. And




look at me: acting like I’m really interested. What a phony.

SHELLEY




…so we finally located the stuff, loaded-it up, and got it on




it’s way to San Francisco. Stevens staves-off another




disaster.

DOMINIC




Will the world ever know how close it came to extinction




today? Hey, what are you doing tonight? Want to watch




the Yankees?

SHELLEY




Can’t. Judy’s coming over. We’re going to cook-up some




steaks, drink this wine, watch a little “Must See TV”, and




then I’m going to bend her over a table and fuck the shit




out of her, ‘cause I’m hornier than hell.

DOMINIC




Sounds romantic.

SHELLEY




Want to hang-out with us? Suddenly Susan, Friends, Just



Shoot Me. Pretty good stuff.

DOMINIC




Sounds tempting. And as much as I enjoy watching mega-




talent like Brooke Shields and David Spade, I think I'm




going to take a pass.

SHELLEY




Okay. What are you going to do tonight?

DOMINIC




I’m probably going to masturbate to a Victoria’s Secret 




catalogue and then pass out.

SHELLEY




(DEADPAN) Sounds good.

( The scene cuts quickly to black.

( INTERIOR: DOMINIC’S BEDROOM

( It is about 2 hours later. Dominic is sitting on his futon bed watching the Yankees on television. The door to his room is closed and it is getting increasingly hotter. The sole window is propped open to the maximum, but there is no circulation. In the living room, just outside Dominic’s door, Shelley and Judy have the television volume turned-up high. Their conversation and the banal dialogue from the situation comedies bleeds through Dominic’s door and obscures the banal commentary from the Yankee announcers on his television. After a few moments, Dominic reaches for the remote control and turns the television off.

DOMINIC




I’ve got to get out of here.

( The scene cuts quickly to black.

( EXTERIOR: DOMINIC’S APARTMENT BUILDING
( Dominic exits the building, carrying a stuffed manila envelope under his arm, and begins to walk downtown, accompanied by Tina Brooks’ “Street Singer”. The activity of the street energizes him, and his stride quickens noticeably. Along the way Dominic takes in the imagery of life in New York City: a couple walking arm-in-arm, lost in each others’ presence; kids playing on the sidewalk; an old man, alone, walking slowly toward his apartment building; a tough street kid bends to hug and talk gently to his pit bull; a homeless person half-heartedly begs for money while sitting on the sidewalk, propped-up against a building; there are the sights and sounds of traffic, and the subway rumbles through the sidewalk grating from underneath. Dominic takes it all in, and when he reaches his destination (Prohibition restaurant/bar on 84th & Columbus) he is smiling. Opening the door to the establishment, he makes way for two attractive women in their twenties, who thank him for holding the door. Dominic watches them walk away for just a moment, then enters the place.

( INTERIOR: PROHIBITION RESTAURANT/BAR

( A jazz band is performing Tina Brooks’ “Street Singer” as Dominic enters. The place is doing good business. The clientele is upper-west-side-attractive. Dominic makes his way to the bar, which has a few stools available.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




I love places that are alive. Places that are noisy and full 

of life. Even I don’t feel like a loser in a place like this.

( After situating himself on a bar stool, Dominic is greeted by the bartender, Jason Spinner. Jason is male-model good-looking, in his mid-twenties, with a likable, easy manner and smile. He extends his hand to Dominic.

JASON




Dominic D. Nice to see you. Where have you been? Hey,




I called the other night. Did you get my message?

DOMINIC




Yeah, I did. I’m sorry. I’ve been so nuts over at Citibank.




It’s so nuts. You’d think these people were planning to




take over the world or something. How’s Monica?

JASON

Citibank? 
I think they are planning to take over the world.

Dude, Monica is awesome. Four more months ‘till we head




out to California.

DOMINIC




I still can’t believe you’re going back to San Francisco.




I finally make a good friend that also happens to be a 

bartender and you’re leaving town.

JASON




The Motherland is calling me, Dom: family, great weather, 




Niners on every weekend. Can’t wait.

DOMINIC




Well, don’t be too hasty, my friend. One of your books 




might get published; then you’ll have to stay. (LOOKS 




AROUND) Pretty busy for a Wednesday night.

JASON




Not too bad. It’ll pick-up around nine, ten. Hey how’s the




movie going? 

DOMINIC




Getting close. Just have to find the female lead and the

cast will be complete. Jason, my friend, (HOLDING UP




THE MANILA ENVELOPE) somewhere in this envelope 

of 150 head-shots is a beautiful Latina who is sexy, brainy,




can act, and has a pipeline to hundreds-of-thousands of




dollars in financing money. And after several beers, I intend




to find her.

JASON




What about Jennifer Lopez?

DOMINIC




(SHUDDERS) Jennifer Lopez scares me. She reminds me




of every Puerto Rican girl I went out with when I was 




living in Brooklyn. Besides, she won’t return my calls.

JASON




Ah, they never do after they get big. (NODDING TOWARD




THE OTHER END OF THE BAR) That girl down there is an




actress…and she’s Latina. Want me to introduce you?

DOMINIC




Is she scary?

JASON




Dude, they’re all scary.

DOMINIC




Let me look through these first.

JASON




(POURS A DRAUGHT BEER AND SETS IT IN FRONT OF 

 


DOMINIC) The director plays it cool. I like that.

DOMINIC




Thank you, Vehicula. (SIPS THE BREW) When you’re 

finished serving the populace come back and look at 

these with me, will you? I need another eye.

JASON




Oh, the things I do for the profession.

(The following series of images is accompanied by Herbie Hancock’s “Watermelon Man”: Dominic carefully slides the head-shots from the envelope and begins to study them, front and back, while drinking his beer. He creates two piles; one a discard group, the other a take-a-second-look batch. Occasionally Jason comes by to examine some of the photographs, supplying his friend with a fresh beer. From time-to-time Dominic glances down the bar at the young actress who is drinking by herself. Nearly every time she meets his gaze and smiles. After looking quickly away the first few times, Dominic finally returns the smile, then goes about his business. The images continue to cross-fade in this fashion until the music fades. There is polite applause for the band as they announce a break. The scene now cross-fades to an hour or so later. Business has slowed; Jason is leaning across the bar, studying the photographs with Dominic. The sound system plays The Pat Metheny Group’s “A Story Within The Story”.

DOMINIC




She’s very cool looking.

JASON




She’s nice, but I like this one.

DOMINIC




As my brother would say, “what’s not to like?”

JASON




I must be really in love, because none of these women




are as hot to me as Monica.
DOMINIC




That’s one sign, definitely.

( Unnoticed for a moment, the young actress (Iris) has left her area of the bar and is now standing next to Dominic, drink in hand. Jason spots her first and gestures to Dominic, who turns around.

IRIS




(HALF-HAMMERED) Hi.

DOMINIC




Hi.

IRIS




You guys aren’t making fun of these actresses, are you?

DOMINIC




Not at all. Just trying to find the right one.

IRIS




Are you a director?

DOMINIC




I’m a filmmaker. I’m getting ready to start shooting one




of my scripts next month.

( She seats herself next to him.

IRIS




Good for you. I'm an actress. I just had two lines in

Spike Lee's last movie and I'm playing a stripper with

a cough syrup addiction on Days Of My Children this 

week. What’s your script about?

DOMINIC




(ENERGIZED) Well, it’s set in Little Italy…

IRIS




It’s not a mob picture, is it?

DOMINIC




No, not really. The one brother is a mafioso, but it’s really 

about how we set standards for people that we love, even




though they may not aspire to those standards…

( The scene slowly cross-fades as Dominic animatedly describes the plot for the young woman. She listens as intently as she can, but she is pretty drunk and her focus wanders. As soon as she gulps down the remainder of her Cosmopolitan, Jason is there to serve her a fresh one. Nodding her head up-and-down in recognition of the plot line, she immediately goes to work on the fresh drink. The scene fades-up, about fifteen minutes have passed.

DOMINIC




…so in the end, Tony ends up alone. Which is a completely




different ending than I anticipated when I set-out to write




the script. I wanted some type of closure, some explanation




for my behavior. (BREAKING INTO A MARTIN SCORSESE




IMITATION) “But instead, I was left dangling up here…on




an emotional high.”

( Dominic leans forward and gazes into the young woman’s eyes, which are now pretty glazed.

DOMINIC




Are you feeling all right?

( Iris unsteadily lifts herself off the bar stool. Her balance is so shaky that Dominic holds out an arm to steady her. She smiles warmly at him, leans in and kisses him lustily on the mouth. After ending the kiss, she strokes his cheek softly, then bends down underneath the bar and proceeds to vomit on the floor. An expression of abject resignation crosses Dominic’s face. He stands over Iris, gently patting her on the back as she continues to hurl.

DOMINIC

Okay, just let ‘er rip. (PAUSE) Make sure to get the left foot,

 too. (DEADPAN, TO JASON AT THE OTHER END OF THE

 BAR)
Bartender, could we get the check please?

( The scene cuts quickly to black.

( INTERIOR: DOMINIC’S BEDROOM

( Hours later, about 3 a.m. Dominic is laying in bed, flat on his back, eyes wide open. Mexican folk music from the restaurant below him blares loudly into his room from  the establishment’s open windows. The scene fades slowly to black.

( EXTERIOR: DOMINIC’S APARTMENT
( Later that morning, around 7 a.m. Dominic exits the building wearing another beautiful Italian suit, on his way to work at the Citicorp Center on 53rd Street and Lexington Avenue. A montage of images showing Dominic’s commute is accompanied by Freddie Hubbard’s “Sandu”. Dominic, not a morning person, moves slowly, trudging through the commute with a blank, sleepy expression on his face. After waiting in a long line, he buys a few tokens, only to walk away from the booth without taking them. After being called back by the woman standing behind him in line, he takes his tokens, thanks her and begins to walk toward the turnstiles. He is again called back, this time by the booth attendant: he has forgotten his change. Sheepishly, he returns to get his money. Hurriedly, he slots his token into the turnstile and begins to push through. He has acted too quickly though, and the turnstile stops him from entering by delivering a blow to his mid-section. Eyes popping just a little, Dominic takes a half-step back and successfully pushes his way through to the subway platform.

Once on the subway platform, Dominic watches as train-after-train arrives. But he is unable (or unwilling) to board one because of the mass of humanity filling each-and-every car, concentrating instead on all of the attractive women on the platform. Finally succumbing to the lateness of the hour, he pushes himself into the next available train. Although he makes his way quickly to the middle of the car, Dominic eventually finds himself sandwiched between his fellow commuters. At the 72nd Street stop more people pile in and Dominic, clinging to the overhead “strap” as if it were a life preserver, finds himself face-to-face with a beautiful young woman. Her large, red lips almost touch Dominic’s as the two are jostled during the commute. 

( Wavering between embarrassment and titillation, Dominic attempts to make some type of connection with the young woman, but she stares blankly straight ahead. Giving up, Dominic focuses on her sensuous mouth and whatever erotic fantasies are going through his head.

After transferring to another (east side-bound) train, Dominic finally arrives at Lexington Avenue and is squirted out of the subway car by the hordes of other exiting commuters. Stopping to get coffee before heading upstairs to his work area, he again forgets his change (and his coffee) and has to be beckoned back. He takes three steps with the cup of coffee and the lid falls off. Cat-quick when his clothes are involved, Dominic dodges the flying liquid, making sure that only his right hand is scalded. He checks his suit for damage, then looks around as if a conspiracy caused the petulant plastic lid to come off. Satisfied that he is safe, but disgusted by the transaction, he heads for the elevator. Leaning-up against the elevator wall, Dominic already looks as though he’s worked a 15-hour day. When the elevator door opens he plods to his desk and exhaustedly plops down in the seat just as the music comes to an end.

( INTERIOR: 15th FLOOR – CITICORP CENTER

( The expansive room slowly fills with employees making their way to their desks and cubicles. As Dominic slowly drinks his coffee, the first of his group (Joseph Brunelli) walks in. Joseph is a large man, dressed fashionably (if a little flamboyantly). He sets his coffee and Danish on the desk, ignoring Dominic’s presence. He is clearly in a bad mood, but this is the daily routine and Dominic is used to it.

DOMINIC




(SING-SONG) Good morning, Joseph.

( Joseph grunts comically, starting to loosen-up.

DOMINIC




Everything okay?

JOSEPH




I swear to God, I’m going to kill someone on the way to

work one of these days.

DOMINIC




Citizens just not cooperating with you?

JOSEPH




“Excuse me” means move out of the way, right? When you




say “excuse me” to people why don’t they step aside? They




just stand there, like you’re making conversation. They don’t




move! I had to physically move someone out of the way to-




day. Touch someone, touch a total stranger. Do you know




how repulsive I find that?

DOMINIC




I’m beginning to get an idea.

JOSEPH




(AGITATED) Where is everyone? Where’s Peter, where’s 

Marcus, where’s Tim, where's Winston? And  where is 

that most worthless sack-of-shit-of-all, Camille? Where is




everybody? Why are we the only people who are ever on

time, and you’re a temp?

DOMINIC




Well, I’m value-added.

JOSEPH




I swear to God, I’m going to have to start putting my foot 

down, Dominic.  Want some of this cranberry muffin?

DOMINIC




(SARCASTICALLY) Good as it looks, I’ll have to take a




pass.

JOSEPH




(GOOD NATUREDLY) Okay. Fuck you.

( As the two men share the moment a nice-looking younger man enters the area, a backpack slung over his suited shoulder. He plops down heavily in his chair.

JOSEPH




Oh, nice of you to show-up, Timothy.

TIM




Don’t, Joseph, please. I had a terrible night.

DOMINIC




Did you go out with that girl again?

TIM




Yeah, for the last time.

JOSEPH




That’s what you said last time.

TIM




Well, this time I mean it. We’re finished.

DOMINIC




What happened?

TIM




She just embarrasses me every time we go out. And she’s




not very bright. Last night I made a reference to Hannibal




bringing the elephants over the Alps and it was totally




lost on her.

JOSEPH




Who?

TIM




(EXASPERATED) Forget it. I took her to one of the places




where I always hang out...

DOMINIC




Potential mistake...

TIM




You’re telling me! She acted like a complete jerk to my 




friends and the waitress. I can never go back there. 

(HEAD IN HANDS) I wish I could sue her over the

internet.

( As Tim contemplates his disastrous evening a tall attractive woman (Victoria) in a business suit saunters by his desk. She speaks with a slight South American accent.

VICTORIA




Good morning, Timothy.

TIMOTHY




(INSTANTLY ALERT) Hi, Victoria!

( Victoria smiles broadly at him and continues toward her desk at the other end of the floor. Tim follows her visually for quite a long while.

DOMINIC




Ah, hope springs eternal. (GLANCING TO HIS LEFT)




Look, it’s the law firm of Marcus Boss and Peter Zias.

JOSEPH




It’s about time. Now where’s Camille?

( The two are a study in contrast: Marcus is African-American, about 5’8” tall, stylish and fastidious in appearance. Peter is Brooklyn-Greek, 6’3” and average-looking with a disheveled, puppy-dog quality to him. Both men, however, affect an easy-going style as they make their way to their respective desks.

MARCUS




Camille’s got the day off, Joseph, remember?

JOSEPH




(SHARPLY) He never told me about that!

MARCUS




Uh, yes he did. In front of all of us, as a matter-of-fact.

( Joseph looks around at his staff. Everyone bobs their head up-and-down, validating Marcus’ claim. Joseph finds the humor in it.

JOSEPH




All right...fuck him, then!

MARCUS




(HANDING DOMINIC A CD OVER THE CREDENZA




THAT SEPARATES THEM) Dom, plug this in, will you?




Brought you a little taste of Dexter Gordon this morning.

( Dominic inserts the disk into the small CD player near Joseph’s desk and presses the “play” button. Dexter Gordon’s “Tanya” is heard as a series of images depicts the passage of the day: Dominic, Peter and Tim huddle around Tim’s computer, trying to solve a problem, when an attractive woman walks by. All three men check her out as she proceeds down the hall; Joseph stands at his desk, yelling into his telephone; Marcus sits in front of his computer (headphones in place) working on a spreadsheet and grooving to whatever tune he’s listening to; Joseph hurriedly explains a task to Dominic as he shoves a half-eaten sandwich into his mouth. Dominic looks on with a mixture of partial comprehension and confusion. When Joseph asks him “Got it?” Dominic nods his head “yes” with unconvincing conviction; Dominic stands at Marcus’ desk, listening intently to Marcus’ explanation of  what is happening musically on the Dexter Gordon piece. While this is happening a short, plain woman in her late twenties walks by. Her head is dipped, expression glum, body hunched close and tight. Dominic nudges Marcus and they both follow her visually, as they do every day.

DOMINIC & MARCUS

(TOGETHER, IN A DRONE)




“You’ll never make it, you never make it, you never make it...”

( Toward the end of the day, Dominic is sitting at his desk with Peter standing at his shoulder, pointing-out some item on the spreadsheet that they are analyzing. An attractive, but slightly overweight, young Asian-American woman (Joan) approaches them with a stack of paperwork.

JOAN




Hi, guys. Here’s today’s FX reports. 

DOMINIC




(PLAYFULLY) Oh, good: more work. Thanks, Joanie.

JOAN




(EQUALLY PLAYFUL) Have fun.

MARCUS




(WATCHING JOAN WALK AWAY) Dom, why don’t you




get on that? I think she likes you, and that’s your stee-low.

DOMINIC




You know, she’s really cute, but I could never go out with




her: she eats her salad with a spoon.

PETER




Speaking of cool Asian women...

MARCUS




...and we are...

PETER




...how about that girl in the Jackie Chan and James Bond




movies?

DOMINIC




Yeah, she’s pretty cool.

PETER




I saw her the other night on cable, jumping around and




performing sexy stunts.

MARCUS




Speaking of Asian women and jumping around and per-




forming sexy stunts...

DOMINIC




...and we are...

MARCUS




...I think we should hit the Glamour Bar after work. Dom,




we’ll go see your girls.

DOMINIC




I can’t, man. I was drinking last night...

MARCUS




Yeah...

DOMINIC




I got about two hours of sleep...

MARCUS




Yeah...

DOMINIC




I’m short on cash...

MARCUS




And?

DOMINIC




What time do you want to leave?

( With Dexter Gordon’s “Tanya” still playing, the scene cuts quickly from the Citicorp office to:

( INTERIOR: THE GLAMOUR BAR

( The scene is upscale, but it’s a Chelsea/Flatiron crowd: arty/designer. “Tanya” continues to play as the background music. Dominic and Marcus are sitting at the bar with mixed drinks in front of them, staring slightly to their right. They are fixated on the two bartenders who are working side-by-side for the moment. One of the bartenders is Jessica: maybe 5’2”, Asian-Hawaiian, with a pretty face and a gymnast’s body. Her colleague is Gong: a striking Chinese woman, close to 6’ tall, statuesque and beautiful. Both women work hard, but are friendly and personable. Jessica approaches Dominic.

JESSICA




(LEANING ACROSS THE BAR TO KISS HIM) Dominic!




Where have you been? Gong told me you two were here.




Hi, Marcus!

MARCUS




Hi, Jess.

JESSICA




(TO DOMINIC) How’s the film coming?

DOMINIC




Great. I’ve got two more weeks of work at Citibank, then 




we’re going into pre-production. 

JESSICA




Great! Do you have all the money?

DOMINIC




Not really.

JESSICA




Did you find your lead actress?

DOMINIC




Not really.

JESSICA




So, are you totally not prepared to make the movie?

DOMINIC




Mmm, pretty much.

JESSICA




Great! (LOOKS DOWN TOWARD A BECKONING




CUSTOMER) Wait, I’ll be right back.

MARCUS




Man, she really digs you.

DOMINIC




You think everybody digs me.

MARCUS




You’re not too quick with this stuff, are you? (LOOKING




PAST DOMINIC, DOWN THE BAR) Check her out,




giving us the fish-eye.

( Dominic turns in the direction of Marcus’ gaze. There is a very attractive woman sitting by herself and smiling at the two of them.

DOMINIC




She’s cute.

MARCUS




I can’t see the body, but the grill is very solid.

DOMINIC




(LOOKING AWAY) She’s still smiling at us.

MARCUS




I’m giving this about two more minutes, then I’m going

to go talk to that cutey pie.

( An attractive woman in a light-colored linen suit who is sitting next to Dominic suddenly spills some of her red wine. From behind the bar Gong notices the accident and comes over with a bottle of club soda and some bar rags.

GONG




Here, try this. 

( While she hands the rag to the woman, Gong winks at Dominic.

GONG




(PLAYFULLY) Dominic, why don’t you help her?

THE WOMAN




Oh, I’ve got it all over my pant leg. (TO DOMINIC) Could




you help me before it dries?

MARCUS




(NEEDLING HIM) Yeah, Dom, help her out.

( The Woman douses the lower left leg of her suit with club soda. The material clings to her, revealing a nicely shaped calf underneath. Dominic grabs a rag and crouches down. Gently holding her ankle, he begins to softly rub the stain out. There is a sensual vibe to the transaction that they both feel.

( Mission accomplished, Dominic rises from the floor.

THE WOMAN




Thank you...is it Dominic?

DOMINIC




Yes. Uh, you’re welcome.

THE WOMAN




No, really...thank you.

DOMINIC




No, thank you: I think that’s the most erotic experience




I’ve ever had with a bottle of club soda.

THE WOMAN




(PLAYFULLY) Really? Well, we’ve just got to get you out




more often.

DOMINIC




I’m completely available all week...

( In the middle of Dominic’s sentence the woman looks past him to acknowledge the approach of her date.

THE WOMAN




Oh, hi! Where have you been? I’ve been waiting for over




an hour.

THE MAN




(ANNOYED) What are you, a cop?

THE WOMAN




Don’t talk to me like that! We’re supposed to be happy




and in love.

( As the couple begins to bicker Dominic turns back toward Marcus.

DOMINIC




Well, that was a short engagement.

MARCUS




You think that’s bad? Check out our girl.

( Dominic glances down toward the woman who was smiling at them. She is in the company of another woman and it is very obvious that they are involved which each other. At one point she looks up and again smiles at the two men.

DOMINIC




What is that all about?

MARCUS




I think she thinks that we’re brothers in the struggle.

DOMINIC




That we’re a couple?

MARCUS




You’re not too quick with this stuff, are you?

( Jessica returns to the guy’s end of the bar.

JESSICA




So, what else is new?

DOMINIC




Hey, this is what I wanted to ask you, because you’re a




bartender and you have all the best connections to




everything...

JESSICA




(PLAYFULLY) Oh yeah, we’re better than the web.

DOMINIC




...the best drugs, hookers, who to see to have a murder




rap fixed...

JESSICA




Well, I can help you with two-out-of-three of those.

MARCUS




Really?

JESSICA




Really. (BROAD GRIN) But I’m not going to tell you




which ones!

DOMINIC




Seriously, guys, this is an S.O.S. I've got to get out of my




apartment.

JESSICA




Have things really gotten that bad?

DOMINIC




“Bad” is not the right word for it. “Hellish” is too dramatic.




It’s somewhere in between bad and hellish.

MARCUS




Bellish.

JESSICA




Relish.

MARCUS




Smellish.

DOMINIC




(QUIETLY) Okay, okay. That’s very funny. Jess, I’m serious




as a heart attack. If you hear of anything, let me know? Ask




around, okay?

JESSICA




Dominic, if it gets really bad, you know that you can come




stay with me and Gong for awhile. We’ve got a couch...




(NOTICES A BECKONING CUSTOMER) Hold on, I’ll be




right back.

( As Jessica walks away toward her customer Dominic turns to Marcus, who is staring at him with a peculiar expression on his face.

DOMINIC




What is that look?

MARCUS




Oh yeah, I can definitely see you living with those two.




That scenario doesn’t have “disaster” written all over it.

DOMINIC




Why? Just because they’re both beautiful, accessible,




young...

MARCUS




...Asian...

DOMINIC




My Achilles Heal, granted. But these are my friends. 

They’re offering their home to me. Do you think I’m

going to do something to mess that up? I’ve spent my

whole life disciplining myself to look at women as some-

thing other than sexual objects. Of course, now they get

mad at me if I don’t want to have sex with them, but...

( Gong approaches the two men.

GONG




Dominic, Jess just told me you’re going to come and stay




with us for awhile! This is going to be great! When are you




coming?

DOMINIC




ASAP!

GONG




Great!

( Gong scurries off toward another waiting customer. Dominic follows her visually, trying hard not to concentrate on the tremendous view. He turns slowly  toward Marcus.

MARCUS




(IN A DRONE) You’ll never make it, you’ll never make it.

( The scene fades to black. Dominic’s voice is heard over a black screen.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




Jessica, Gong and I decided that before I made a semi- 

permanent move to their place that we should try it out

for a few days. Kind of a shake-down cruise. Marcus was

right: it was a complete disaster.

( Chet Baker's “Picture of Heath” accompanies the following images of Dominic’s “trial run” with Jessica and Gong: Dominic carries an armful of expensive suits into the apartment, and there is no place to hang them. He follows first Gong, then Jessica around, trying to find a place to hang his clothes; Dominic, asleep on the couch, is awakened at 4 a.m. by the two women coming home from work. They turn on the light in the living room before realizing he is sleeping in there. Rising for his morning shower, Dominic encounters dozens of items of female underwear hanging all over the tiny bathroom. In a series of quick cuts, he is seen removing all the clothing, stacking it neatly in one spot, showering and returning all the items to their original hanging places. Hanging-out together, the girls lounge around the living room in minimal clothing, watching lousy TV, drinking and eating junk food. At one point, the three of them are dancing in the small room, arms-over-shoulders and laughing, but Dominic still fantasizes about a threesome. We see Dominic dragging himself to work on two or three separate occasions. The final image is of Dominic standing in the kitchen talking to Gong. She has on only an oversized tee shirt and her nipples are protruding slightly through the material, about eye-level for Dominic. Trying his best to pay attention to what Gong is saying, Dominic is nonetheless distracted by the sight. He speaks when she is finished.

DOMINIC




That reminds me: I’ve got to pick-up some clean tee shirts. 

( The music continues as a new series of images accompany a second voice-over from Dominic.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




The walls were closing in on me. Shooting was scheduled

to begin in three weeks and we hadn’t found a lead actress




yet. I was still stuck in this awful living situation with Shelley




and Judy; and we were still way short on production money,




even though my $125-an-hour-I’m-only-doing-this-for-the-

love-of-independent-film entertainment lawyer had placed

an ad in the New York Times. We didn’t raise any additional

cash, but I did get an offer to direct a commercial for public

access television for an S&M Webmistress from Scarsdale.

(  Dominic is seen sitting in the lawyer’s office, eyes glazed over as the attorney pontificates over one uninteresting point or another. We then see Dominic entering an apartment. Opening the door for him is a woman in her early forties, scantily clad completely in tight latex (including thigh-high spiked boots), holding a riding crop. The apartment is adorned with S&M accessories. As they discuss the possibility of producing a commercial, Dominic sits sheepishly on the sofa while the dominatrix eyes him up-and-down. 

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




But then things started to turn around: Shelley was going 




on the road for four months with what was left of the




Yugoslavian National Ballet, and Judy was going with




him. I tried to conceal my elation, but it was like someone




had just told me that I was going to have to spend the 




next four months in bed with Catherine Zeta Jones.




As soon as they walked out the door I set-up Production




Headquarters in the apartment. I had about twenty irons




in the fire at the same time, I was juggling everything: I 




was producing, directing, casting. My cinematographer




was this brilliant pain-in-the-ass, but we worked great 

together and he was really behind the project.

Because we were shooting in Little Italy, I had to go down

to a social club on Elizabeth Street to get “permission” to

film. For those of you who don’t know what a social club is,

it’s kind of like a Starbuck’s for the mafia.

( Images accompany Dominic’s voice-over: He is seen walking Shelley and Judy to the door, their arms loaded-down with traveling bags. They issue last minute instructions to him as he smiles agreeably, nudging them ever-so-gently toward the exit. Once Shelley and Judy are out in the hallway, Dominic waves goodbye and gently closes the front door to the apartment. He waits for a moment, listening for their descent on the stairs, then turns and thrusts a fist in the air with an accompanying “yes!”. 

Dominic is next seen clearing the apartment of its clutter and left-behind litter as he sets up a base of operations. Quickly-cut images show him laying-out his carefully prepared film materials, making numerous telephone calls, working animatedly in the living room with his cinematographer as they discuss camera angles and movement, and sitting by himself, re-reading his script.

Little Italy is the next stop. Standing in front of a nondescript doorway on Elizabeth Street, he checks the address on a piece of paper, then timidity knocks on the door. A large Italian man questions him for a few seconds, then allows him entrance into the club.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




Jason was a great help during casting. The women loved




him and he made them feel very at ease. Like Dracula, but

with smaller fangs and better hair. I’d get the best readings




when he was around, and when the actresses left his feed-




back was invaluable. Jesus, I was going to miss him.

( Dominic and Jason are seen auditioning one beautiful Latina actress after another in Dominic’s living room, followed by a discussion of each audition. The men are serious about the task at hand, but occasionally are just stunned by the appearance or audition of a particular actress. When the right one for the part eventually comes along, you can see it register with both of them.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




We eventually found the right actress for the part after




four days of torturous auditioning. If you can use the




word “torturous” in the same sentence with "beautiful




Latina actresses".

( INTERIOR: LIVING ROOM, DOMINIC’S APARTMENT
( Jason and Dominic are sitting in front of the television with game paddles connected to Dominic’s Playstation. Both are drinking beer, sharing a joint and are engaged in a friendly (but concentrated) game of NFL football. The sound system plays Soul Coughing’s “Circles”.

DOMINIC

(MIMICKING A TV ANNOUNCER)




...and Favre will just let the clock run out. That’s the final:




Packers 27, Niners 24...

JASON




Dude, I just can’t beat you this week. How about another?

DOMINIC




Can’t do it. My eye-balls are crispy fried. Feel like doing




something? 

JASON




You know what? I’ve got a couple of invitations to a




gallery party down in SoHo. Someone from the bar

gave them to me. Want to go?

DOMINIC




I don’t know...

JASON




...plenty of SoHo Art Chicks...

DOMINIC




...which we love. 

JASON




It’ll be pretentious...maybe even interesting. Lots of potential




film investors.

DOMINIC

Think so?

JASON




Dude, that’s all SoHo is: a bunch of corny middle-aged guys




with money who think they’re hip. And all these hot young




women hang-out with them so they can get access to all of




these parties and events so they can meet young guys who




they really want to be with. And they do it all on the older




guy’s dime. That’s the beauty of it.

DOMINIC




So we’re part of a larger conspiracy.

JASON




It’s out of our hands.

DOMINIC




But am I the middle-aged guy or the young guy?

JASON




Dom, you're not that old, plus you have real style and




women love you.

DOMINIC




You think so?

JASON




You’re not too quick with this stuff, are you?

( EXTERIOR: SPRING STREET, SoHo
( Dominic and Jason are walking on the sidewalk, on their way to the gallery. Two young women walk around the slower-moving men. Jason and Dominic eye them casually from behind. Jason waits until they are out of earshot.

JASON




Wow, the seventies fashions sure look better on the




nineties women.

DOMINIC




Who would’ve ever thought that polyester could actually




look good on someone?

JASON

(GESTURING UP AHEAD) This is it...

( The two men arrive at the front door of a very lively art gallery. People have spilled out onto the sidewalk, drinks and cigarettes in hand. From the street Herbie Hancock’s “Driftin’” can be heard on the gallery’s sound system. This piece of music accompanies the following series of images depicting Dominic and Jason’s evening at the party. Jason flashes his big, easy grin, slaps Dominic on the shoulder, and the two men enter the gallery.

( INTERIOR: SPRING STREET ART GALLERY

( The crowd inside is, not surprisingly, hip and beautiful. Jason immediately beckons a roving waiter and snags two glasses of champagne from his tray, handing one to Dominic. Jason is relaxed, very much at ease in the environment. Dominic on the other hand, is a little tighter. The two men spend a few seconds  surveying the crowd, then wade in. With Dominic more or less tagging along, Jason works the party. He introduces, engages in small talk, cracks a joke or two, then moves on.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




Jason is amazing with this stuff. His confidence with 

women is so impressive. He’s like a dope-smoking

Clark Gable. Of course, the pressure’s off: he has a

beautiful woman waiting for him at home, ready to

satisfy even the most demented sexual requests.

Its like we’re in two different worlds: the highlight of

my week was having a cute girl vomit on me.

(  The two men separate, and as he consumes more alcohol Dominic begins to loosen-up and show his more entertaining side; engaging in a few conversations, telling a few jokes, discussing film and filmmaking passionately. He breaks into an imitation of Robert Duvall for a small group of people and they laugh heartily. At this point Dominic glances over the crowd and spots an attractive, woman (Angela Rios) walking by. She moves in slow motion: twenty-something, with an exotic look. A man is with her, his arm slung over her shoulder. Angela’s thick black hair is pulled tightly into a bun, the better to accentuate her dark features and full (red) mouth. She is wearing black dress pants and a red vest with a plunging neckline and nothing underneath, revealing her ample cleavage. She glances over at Dominic and flashes a small smile, then disappears into the crowd.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




There’s always one that stands out. I mean, here I was in




this seething den of sexual iniquity, full of single women just 

 
dying to meet a semi-attractive, charming, nearly-middle-aged 

man like me and I have to fixate on the one who’s already 

got a date. 

( The party continues. Jason and Dominic reunite and soon find themselves involved in a discussion with a stylish group of gay men in their twenties and thirties. Neither Dominic or Jason are uncomfortable in the situation, making easy conversation with the other five men. 

GAY MAN #1




...I’ve been at the same job for nearly eight years now and




everybody there is starting to drive me crazy. The other day




I just wanted to blow-up my computer and leave...

GAY MAN #2




I’m thinking of running for mayor. We need to get rid of




that bigot Giuliani.

GAY MAN #3




You know, he is a bigot, but he has done some really good




things: look how he cleaned-up Times Square.

DOMINIC




I don’t know, I miss the old Times Square. If nothing else,




for the great porno movie titles: Bob & Darryl & Ted & Alex.

GAY MAN #2




I don’t remember that one...

GAY MAN #3




Seriously, though, it’s great not to have all the drug dealers




and prostitutes...

DOMINIC




Yeah, but the drug dealers and prostitutes didn’t just




vaporize. They moved downtown a few blocks. Giuliani




is just like Reagan was in the eighties: he convinces 




people that things are better when they’re really not.




They’re just less visible...

( As the conversation continues Dominic again spots Angela in the crowd. She returns his look and the two smile at one another.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




Jesus, I wonder if she’s going to think I’m gay. She probably




thinks Jason and I are together. Christ, first it was Marcus




and I at The Glamour Bar and now this.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




Maybe I’m a latent homosexual. Wouldn’t I know by now?




Still, it could work to my advantage: most women love gay




men. Maybe she’ll have fantasies about “converting” me.




Listen to me: I’m losing my mind.

( Dominic observes Angela breaking away from her date. Champagne glass in hand, she begins to walk slowly through the gallery, studying the pieces on the wall. The conversation with the gay contingent fades back into Dominic’s consciousness.

GAY MAN #1




(TO JASON) ...and you’re from San Francisco originally?

JASON




Yes I am, so you can imagine how eager I am to get back.

GAY MAN #1




Well, we’ll have to exchange numbers. I’m in San Francisco




all the time...

DOMINIC




Excuse me, guys.

( Seeing his opportunity, Dominic starts toward Angela. As he moves closer another man approaches and engages her in conversation. Although he is too far away to hear anything, Dominic can see that the other man is directing half of his observations toward Angela’s breasts. Dominic hesitates for a moment, then presses forward, joining their discussion.

ANGELA




...the Board of Trade? I would have been more impressed




if you would have said the Board of Ed.

( Angela glances toward the oncoming Dominic. Smiling broadly, she reaches out to him like a long-lost friend, wrapping her free arm through his.

ANGELA




Oh, there you are!

( She leads Dominic away from the other man, calling over shoulder as they walk away.

ANGELA




It was nice meeting you! (TO DOMINIC) Thank you for




rescuing me. Let me know when we’re at a safe distance.

DOMINIC




(PLAYFULLY) Just a few more feet...keep going...keep




going...there!

( They stop and Angela laughs. Their conversation is warm and a bit playful.

ANGELA




Finally, someone with a sense of humor. (EXTENDS HER




HAND) I’m Angela Rios. And you are?

DOMINIC




(SHAKING HER HAND) Dominic Dominello.

ANGELA




What a great name! You have to be Italian.

DOMINIC




Actually I'm Czechoslovakian. When my parents came




into Ellis Island they thought "Dominello" was an American




name, so they changed it.

ANGELA

Really?

DOMINIC




No, that's a lie; and its not even original: I stole it from




a  movie. 

ANGELA




Funny...and a plagiarist too. 

DOMINIC




But big enough to admit it. And speaking of nationalities,




what, uh...

ANGELA




...flavor?

DOMINIC




(LAUGHS) Yeah. What flavor are you?

ANGELA




Portuguese and Brazilian.

DOMINIC




Wow, you must have a helluva temper.

ANGELA




Only if you call me “Angel”. 

DOMINIC




Noted. So, Angela, what do you do for a living?

ANGELA




I'm a graphic...

( Angela's sentence is interrupted by the approach of her date (William). He briefly sizes-up Dominic, choosing to ignore him as he addresses Angela.

WILLIAM




This is boring. Let's go.

ANGELA




I'm not bored.

WILLIAM




Well, I am.

( As Angela and William begin to argue, Dominic looks on, Woody Allen-like thoughts running through his head.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




Look at this Upper East side punk, posturing like some




kind of tough guy. He's like a miniaturized version of

Edward Hermann. My sister could beat the crap out of




him. Come to think of it, my sister can beat the crap out




of just about anybody.

WILLIAM




(POINTEDLY, TO DOMINIC) Excuse me, but this is




a private conversation.

ANGELA




Stay right here, Dominic. William's the one that's leaving.

( William glares first at Angela, then Dominic.

WILLIAM




You're dumping me for this?!

DOMINIC




(CALM, BUT POINTED) Hey, Willie, why don't you run

back uptown where you belong? Think of how much fun




it'll be: you and your smug little friends can drink cheap

beer all night until you puke all over each others' GAP 

khakis.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




God, there's a vomit theme running through my entire week!

( The two men glare at each other for a few seconds.

DOMINIC




(ADDRESSING WILLIAM AGAIN) You don't want to fuck




with me. You won't like it.

WILLIAM




(TO ANGELA, POINTEDLY) I'll call you later.

( As William wheels and childishly stomps away Angela calls after him in a sing-song tone.

ANGELA




No you wooooon't!

( After a few seconds, Dominic exhales.

DOMINIC

Nice date. I'm trying to imagine him with a personality.

ANGELA




(DISMISSING IT) He's not my date...he just wants to be.




It was a mistake to bring him. I just thought he might meet




someone here. And that was quite an impressive display

of testosterone loading, Mr. Dominello. 

DOMINIC




I'm from Brooklyn, what can I tell you? Okay, now that the

excitement's over, where were we?

( Angela eyes Jason approaching them from the corner of her eye. She gestures with a slight nod of the head to Dominic.

ANGELA




Do you know this guy who's coming toward us?

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




Oh no, she's going to fall for Jason like everyone else. I've




got to start hanging-out with uglier friends.

DOMINIC




(TO ANGELA) Yeah, that's my friend Jason.

ANGELA




Oh, okay. 'Cause I was going to tell him to get lost.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




I love this girl!

( Jason reaches the two of them. He smiles at Angela and addresses her first.

JASON




Hi. Excuse me for just a second, I'm sorry to interrupt.

ANGELA




No problem.

JASON




(TO DOMINIC) Dude, I'm going to get home to Monica.

 Besides, I think one of those guys is about to ask me out.

DOMINIC




Chaos, disorder, sexual intrigue...I think your work is done




here.

JASON




(LAUGHS AND GRINS BROADLY) The Jason Spinner




trademark, recognized worldwide. (HE HUGS DOMINIC)




Goodnight, Dom, thanks for coming with me.

DOMINIC




Thanks for getting me out my rocking chair. Tell Monica




I said hi...and give Maggie a big kiss for me.

( Jason starts to walk away, then turns and addresses Angela, pointing to Dominic.

JASON




He's a really great guy.

( Angela smiles warmly at Jason, then eyes Dominic.

ANGELA




I'm getting that feeling. (TO DOMINIC) Who's Maggie?

DOMINIC




Their dog. I baby-sit for her all the time. Anyway...

( As Jason exits, the gallery owner (Marc Epstein) interrupts the flustered couple before they can resume their conversation. Epstein is a small, stocky man; athletic at one time but now sporting a paunch and graying hair. His mannerisms make him seem like a Jewish Joe Pesci. When he talks to Angela half of his dialogue is directed toward her cleavage.

EPSTEIN




Angela, where have you been? God, you look great tonight.




(TO DOMINIC) Doesn't she? Wow, I love that vest!

( Epstein reaches out and holds an area of the vest close to Angela's breast, rubbing it between thumb and forefinger. He then wheels and extends his hand to Dominic. The two men shake hands.

EPSTEIN




Marc Epstein. I'm one of the gallery owners.

DOMINIC




Dominic Dominello. Thanks for having us.

EPSTEIN




Dominic Dominello! What a great name!

DOMINIC




It's very popular tonight.

EPSTEIN




How do you two know each other?

ANGELA




We just met. 

EPSTEIN




(PLAYFULLY) Oh, so I've still got a chance...

ANGELA




I think Dominic's a keeper. He's the only one who hasn't




talked to my breasts tonight.

EPSTEIN




The night is still young!

( Angela leans over and kisses Epstein lightly on the cheek.

ANGELA




Thanks for inviting me. Dominic and I are leaving. (TO




DOMINIC) Is that all right?

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




I can't believe this is happening! It's like a dream. I feel 

like I'm going to wake-up at any moment, alone in my

bed with a raging erection. Can you imagine the sexual

trauma? I'll be in therapy for years.

DOMINIC




(SHRUGGING HIS SHOULDERS) Lead the way...

( The scene cuts quickly to:

( EXTERIOR: MERCER STREET, SoHo

( Dominic and Angela are walking arm-in-arm toward Houston Street. It is a beautiful April night in New York.

DOMINIC




... I keep looking around and seeing all of these talent-less




filmmakers clogging-up the lanes. We're all trying to get




our stuff in front of the same producers, the same studios.




It's very frustrating to see these guys who bring nothing




to the table. They see a couple of Tarantino films and

they think they're ready for prime time. And then the

thought occurred to me the other day: maybe I'm one of

those guys. 

ANGELA




I doubt it.

DOMINIC




I don't know anymore. I just know that this film has got to




go off right. You put so much time and energy and passion




into it and if it doesn't work it's just such an incredible let-




down. It's like finding out that your blind date is Shannon 

Dougherty. 

ANGELA




But at least you're creating your ideas. The stuff that I'm




designing is just an implementation of someone else's




imagination. I mean, there are days when I don't feel like




I work in a design studio at all. It's more like hell, with 




fluorescent lighting.

DOMINIC




"Hell with fluorescent lighting." That's good.

ANGELA




It's not original. I stole it from the internet.

DOMINIC




Funny...and a plagiarist too.

( They walk a little further in contented silence, eventually reaching the corner of Mercer & Houston.

DOMINIC




Well, where to now?

( Angela and Dominic look into each other's eyes for a few moments, then lean-in and kiss; softly at first, then quite passionately. They eventually pull away.

DOMINIC & ANGELA




Wow!

( They laugh at the stereo reaction.

DOMINIC




I think I better get going.

ANGELA




(A LITTLE PUZZLED) Are you sure? Why?

DOMINIC




No, I'm not really sure. I haven't done this for a while and




I feel like we're on a real good roll and I don't want to mess




it up.

ANGELA




(TOUCHED, PUZZLED) Well, that's a new one.

DOMINIC




Don't get me wrong: I could spend the rest of the night




with you, it's just...am I going to see you again?

ANGELA




I'd like that very much.

( They kiss passionately. Both are a little light-headed as they pull back.

DOMINIC




Can I get you a cab?

( Angela nods "yes". Dominic flags-down a cab, opening the door for Angela to enter. She quickly scribbles down her phone number and hands it to Dominic. Before getting into the cab they kiss over the top of the open door. 

ANGELA




You never told me if you liked my vest.

DOMINIC




I like it very much. (PLAYFULLY) It's just that I'm intimidated




by large breasts and...

( Angela laughs and enters the cab. She holds out her hand through the open window and Dominic grasps it.

ANGELA




Call me tomorrow, okay?

( Dominic nods his head affirmatively as the cab pulls away. We see Dominic's face in close-up as he watches the taxi drive into the night.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




God, she was fantastic! Like a combination of Salma Hayek




and Cindy Crawford rolled into one. Or better yet, like that




woman in the French film, Betty Blue...before she poked her




eye out with the scissors. 

( INTERIOR: DOMINIC'S BEDROOM
( About an hour later. Dominic is laying in bed, flat on his back, staring at the ceiling. He is too excited to fall asleep.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




I really want to be in love again. I want to feel all that stuff




that you feel when you're in love: the nausea, the uncertainty,




the feeling of impending doom every time you have the 




slightest disagreement.




Angela. Wow, what a woman! And all of about 25 years-old.




Is she going to freak when she finds out I'm thirty-seven?




Can't worry about that now or I'll just break-out in hives.

( Dominic closes his eyes and begins to fall asleep. As he drifts off, the scene fades slowly to black.

( INTERIOR: 15th FLOOR - CITICORP CENTER

( Around 9 a.m. the following morning. For a change, the entire staff is actually on-time and sitting at their respective desks, easing into the day. Besides  Joseph, Marcus, Tim, and Peter, the group is joined by two other staff members: Camille and Herman Chung. Joseph is standing in front of his desk, speaking forcefully into the telephone.

JOSEPH




...but this is what I'm saying to you: that answer is un-




acceptable. I was originally booked in first-class and




that's where I'm staying. You do whatever you have to




do to keep me there. I'll expect to hear from you no later




than 2 o'clock today. Are we on the same page? Good.




Goodbye.

( Joseph slams the phone down. He addresses the room in general.

JOSEPH




I don't know why I do it. Why do I keep booking cruises?




The last time we were held-up for six hours because we




had to stop for these Cuban refugees that were just out




there floating around...

( From a distance, out of sight, Dominic can be heard approaching. He is singing The Love Boat Theme, Vic Damone-style. He continues to sing as he reaches the work area, working the room, desk-to-desk, holding an imaginary microphone. His coworkers look on with amusement.

DOMINIC




"The Love Boat, soon will be making its final run, the Love




Boat, promises something for everyone..."

( Dominic reaches Tim's desk and quickly interrupts his singing to address Tim, Vegas-style.

DOMINIC




"...set a course for adventure, something-something a new




romance..." (TO TIM) Thanks for coming tonight.

( He continues his tour from desk-to-desk, turning his attention to Joseph (who doesn't want to be amused, but is), avoiding Camille, and eventually ending-up at Marcus' desk for the finale.

DOMINIC




"...and love, won't hurt anymore..." (TO MARCUS) Very




quickly, what is your name and what do you do?

MARCUS




Marcus Boss and I'm a chiropractor from Cincinnati.

DOMINIC




"...welcome aboard, it's love!"  Yeah! Thank you, thank you




so very much! We'll be right back.

( Dominic plops down at his desk, grinning and satisfied.

JOSEPH




Go ahead, Dominic, rub it in. Your last day. Leaving us




behind to die at our little work stations while you go off




to become famous. Are you going to remember us when




you're a big star?

DOMINIC




The question is: are you going to remember me when I'm




selling pencils on the street corner?

( Marcus holds out a CD over the credenza to Dominic.

MARCUS




Dominic D., slide this in for me, will you?

( Dominic takes the CD from Marcus and inserts it into the CD player. The sound system plays Freddie Hubbard's "Birdlike". A series of images accompanies the music: Dominic's last day of work is active, with handshakes and good-luck hugs all around. As he eventually leaves, waving to his colleagues and then exiting, we hear the first of his voice-overs in this set.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




I was really going to miss those guys. I had been there for




five months and we really had formed some solid friendships, 




especially me and Marcus.

( The next image is of Dominic walking into an office building somewhere in Times Square.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




That day, my entertainment lawyer called to say that he had




landed the investors that we needed to make the film...

( Dominic is standing in the lawyer's office. The attorney is standing behind his desk, introducing Dominic to two men in their early-thirties who are dressed in dark blue business suits. They are jockey in demeanor, and look more like overgrown high school football players than film investors. The three men shake hands in that over-aggressive fashion.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




They were these two Wall Street whiz kids who had no idea




what an independent film was, but had some money to




throw around.

DOMINIC




Do you guys know who Hal Hartley is?

INVESTOR #1




He's a porn star, isn't he?

INVESTOR #2




Dumb ass. He was a political candidate in the sixties, right?

DOMINIC




(SENSING THE HOPELESSNESS) Exactly.

INVESTOR #1




So, I haven't read the script, but are there some hotties




in this movie?

INVESTOR #2




And you're going to have this at Sundance, right?

LAWYER




Well, we're going to try. Remember, nothing's guaranteed.

INVESTOR #1




I just want to meet the hotties.

DOMINIC




Well, we're going to be raffling them off right after the film




is done.

( Dominic, his attorney and the two men make some additional small-talk before the lawyer presents the two investors with the legal documents to sign, which they do after some good-natured (but insipid) joking around. All the parties involved begin shaking hands to seal the deal. Dominic laughs uncomfortably at the sophomoric banter that ensues.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




It was a match made in Walmart, but it was $75,000 and




all we were legally bound to do was finish the project and




make a "good faith effort" to have the film ready for Sun-

dance submissions. I'm sure Biff & Derrick celebrated in

high-style with a kegger of Budweiser and a few hotties.

I know I should be more grateful, but there's nothing that

indicates that these guys care anything about my story.

( EXTERIOR: OFFICE BUILDING OF DOMINIC'S ATTORNEY
( Frank Sinatra's rendition of "My Kind of Girl" accompanies the following images: Dominic exits the building and stops the first person he encounters on the sidewalk and shakes their hand.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




Once I got outside I realized how elated I was. This was




going to be my first film in three years! And someone




else was financing it! I made my first film using my entire




life savings, fourteen credit cards, and a book of S & H




green stamps, so this was definitely an upgrade.

( Dominic is buying vegetables at a green grocer. He also picks-out a colorful bunch of flowers and smells them. After paying for everything, he begins to exit the store, having to maneuver around an elderly woman who is also shopping. He gives his bunch of flowers to her and returns to the store to pick-out another.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




I was on top of the world. Angela was coming over that




night. I was going to cook dinner for her and I had to make




sure that everything was perfect. Women love men that




can cook. They immediately size you up as a sexual 




dynamo. That has to be true: otherwise, how else can you

explain the attraction to Emeril Lagasse?




Life is great when you're in this zone: I feel like I can climb




Mt. Everest...or at least get halfway up the Empire State




Building without passing out. 

( INTERIOR: THE KITCHEN, DOMINIC'S APARTMENT
( Sinatra continues to croon from Dominic's sound system as the chef prepares his dinner for Angela. Food, pots and pans are spread everywhere, and an open bottle of good red wine sits within easy reach. There is an orderliness to the process as Dominic chops and cuts away, occasionally stopping to sip some wine and accompany Frank.

( The apartment's intercom buzzer is activated, and Dominic excitedly wipes his hands and rushes to the panel, opening the door downstairs. He quickly moves to the bathroom, checking his appearance. He begins to make a hair adjustment and stops, then grits his teeth in the mirror, checking for possible stuck food particles. Finding his dental hygiene satisfactory, he begins to adjust some article of clothing and stops, trying to relax himself as there is a knock at the front door. He considers himself one last time in the mirror.

DOMINIC




Try not to say anything too stupid tonight.

( Again, there is a knock at the door and as Dominic touches the door handle he briefly stops and lets out a huge exhale. Opening the door, he sets his gaze on Angela, who looks great but a little troubled. Her demeanor is meek, her mouth pouty, and she speaks like a ten year-old who needs a hug from her mommy.

ANGELA




I'm sick...

( Dominic is touched by this and he gently puts his arm around Angela and escorts her into the apartment, moving her down the hallway toward the living room.

ANGELA




I was fine until this afternoon, then I just started feeling so




lousy. 

DOMINIC




Could it be food poisoning or something like that? Did




you have a squid-burger for lunch?

( INTERIOR: LIVING ROOM, DOMINIC'S APARTMENT
 ( Angela laughs through a badly congested nose as she plops down in the sofa. Pulling a small mirror from her bag, she examines herself.

ANGELA




Oh God, I look awful! (SLUMPING) This day was a




complete waste of make-up! (SNIFFS THE AIR)




I can almost smell the food. (SHE PULLS A HANDFUL




OF SHREDDED KLEENEX FROM HER BAG AND




BLOWS HER NOSE NOISILY.) What are you making?

DOMINIC




First of all: you look great. And I'm not making anything

real fancy: just some farfalle with homemade olive pesto

and a little antipasti to start. You know: good, wholesome

guinea food. Is that okay?

ANGELA




Are you kidding?  (BLOWS HER NOSE AGAIN) My last




date bought me a Burrito Supreme from Taco Bell.

DOMINIC




Well, those are good, too. And the dog is cute. Come on,




come into the kitchen with me.

( As Dominic gently pulls Angela from the sofa she rises and puts her arms around him. 

ANGELA




You're not mad at me?

DOMINIC




For being sick? Come on! Taking care of beautiful, sickly 




women is a specialty of mine.

( As they continue to talk playfully he leads her by the hand toward the kitchen. The sound system now begins to play Sinatra and Basie's  "I Only Have Eyes For You".

ANGELA




Really?

DOMINIC




Oh, yeah. Don't worry about a thing: we'll fill you up with 

enough wine, pasta and garlic to kill anything in your 

system.

( INTERIOR: THE KITCHEN, DOMINIC'S APARTMENT
ANGELA




I love garlic.

DOMINIC




Well, we'll put so much garlic in here that no self-respecting




vampire will bother you for at least a century.

( Dominic hands Angela a glass of wine and they clink glasses.

DOMINIC




The world is divided into two types of people: those who




like garlic and those who really like garlic.

ANGELA




What about the people who don't like garlic?

DOMINIC




They don't count.

( Dominic sets his wine glass down on the counter and picks-up a wooden spoon. After dipping the spoon in the pesto he holds it to Angela's mouth.

DOMINIC




What do you think?

( Angela samples the pesto from the spoon.

ANGELA




Oh my God! Oh my God!

DOMINIC




Is it that good?

ANGELA




I was just doing my imitation from "Big Night".

DOMINIC




(AMUSED) Cute, very cute.

ANGELA




It's great. And I love this wine.

( Dominic grabs the bottle from the counter.

DOMINIC

Want to read something beautiful?

( Dominic rotates the bottle to the back label and hands it to Angela.

ANGELA




"Lorenzo Pacini passed away before the harvest of 1996.




Larry lived simply, lived life well and grew good Zindandel




in his Mendocino vineyard. Knowing him and working with




him was a pleasure, as was making good red wine from




his grapes. This 1995 Steele Pacini Zinfandel was the




last vintage Larry brought in. This wine is dedicated to him."




(TOUCHED) That is so sweet.

DOMINIC




I know. I got totally choked-up when I read that.

( There is a quiet, tender moment, then Angela sets the bottle down and approaches Dominic, putting her arms around his neck. They speak to each other softly, romantically.

DOMINIC




I'm really glad you came over.

ANGELA




Kiss a sick girl?

DOMINIC




Absolutely.

( Dominic and Angela kiss gently and with passion for a long time. Angela eventually pulls away, unable to breath through her nose.

DOMINIC & ANGELA




Wow!

( They laugh at the stereo reaction, remembering the other night. Holding each other in silence for a few seconds, the moment is interrupted by Angela's audible grumbling stomach. Again, they both laugh.

DOMINIC




I guess dinner is served!

( The scene cuts quickly to:

( INTERIOR: LIVING ROOM, DOMINIC'S APARTMENT
( Dominic and Angela are seated around the coffee table: Angela on the sofa, Dominic on a chair  at the "head" of the table. The table itself is filled with various plates, dinner utensils, food and the bottle of Zinfandel. Angela is ravenous, and eats her pasta much more quickly than Dominic. The sound system is playing Chet Baker's rendition of "For Miles & Miles". Angela sets her bowl in her lap to take a breather.

ANGELA




Dominic, this is so good.

DOMINIC




Well, that's my whole strategy when I'm cooking for people:




starve them to death so that the second I put something in




front of them they think it's delicious.

ANGELA




(LAUGHS A LITTLE) No, I mean it: this is really good. I




can't believe that I was going to miss this. I hope I don't 




get you sick.

DOMINIC




Are you kidding? I love being infected...except, of course,

with all the major diseases. As a matter-of-fact, I do all my

best work when my antibodies are warring against some-

body else's virus, especially after I've made-out with them. 

( They continue to eat and drink, quietly enjoying the music. After a couple more bites, Angela is done. She clears an area on the coffee table and sets her bowl down. Glancing up at the bookcase, Angela notices the 200+ films on videotape. She rises from the sofa to examine them.

ANGELA




Wow, look at all your movies! Midnight Cowboy. I've 




never seen that...

DOMINIC




It's a really great film.

ANGELA




...Apocalypse Now, Chinatown, I've never seen those, either.

DOMINIC




(BEAMING LIKE A PROUD FATHER) I love my films. I




have all good, quality stuff. No crap.

ANGELA




Network, Raging Bull, I've never seen those either...

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




God, she probably hasn't seen anything made before 1995.

ANGELA




Oh, Betty Blue! I heard that it such a sweet film!

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




I love this girl!

ANGELA




Can we watch it?

DOMINIC




Of course. But can we wait until we're done eating?




Because not paying 100% attention to a movie is like




sacrilege to me. You look down to spear a bow-tie and




you miss 10 or 15 frames. It's enough to make me break-




out in seizures.

( Angela laughs and walks over to Dominic, who is still seated, holding his pasta bowl. She bends down and kisses him, stroking his face while they talk.

ANGELA




I love that you're so into this.

( The scene cross-fades to a little while later. Dominic and Angela are sitting shoulder-to-shoulder on the sofa watching Betty Blue. Dominic holds a glass of wine in one hand, Angela a tissue to dab her occasionally-runny nose. At one point, Angela rearranges her position so that her head is nestled against Dominic's chest. He slowly puts his arm around her. The scene cross-fades to a little further along in the film. Still seated in the same comfortable position, both Dominic and Angela are softly crying, touched by the unfolding plot on the screen. Each takes a turn dabbing the other's moistened eyes. The scene cross-fades again: it is near the end of Betty Blue and Dominic is weeping harder now, while Angela sleeps comfortably in his lap. He strokes her hair with one hand while wiping his eyes with the other. Once the film ends, Dominic takes a few moments to stabilize himself, then bends down to gently whisper in Angela's ear.

DOMINIC




Angela, wake-up.

( Angela doesn't even stir. After some gentle coaxing from Dominic she groggily comes to.

ANGELA




I fell asleep. I'm sorry.

DOMINIC




It's okay, you needed it. Besides, I was weeping openly and




I'm not sure that's an entirely healthy thing for you to see in






your condition. Want me to call you a cab?

( Angela rolls over in Dominic's lap, looking straight-up at him. He strokes her hair gently.

ANGELA




Can I stay here?

DOMINIC




(PLEASANTLY SURPRISED) Sure. I have a giant Packers 

tee shirt that you'll look great in.

( Angela laughs a little, then takes Dominic's hand, lightly kissing it.

ANGELA




You're so sweet. (PAUSE) Dominic, I...

DOMINIC




What?

ANGELA




Nothing. Let's go to bed, okay?

( While Angela holds Dominic's hand to her mouth, Dominic strokes gently her hair. The scene slowly cross-fades to:

( INTERIOR: BEDROOM, DOMINIC'S APARTMENT
( With clear, bright moonlight streaming through the only window in the room, Dominic and Angela lay close together in bed.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




What a great evening. I never thought I could feel this way




about a girl from Jersey with a runny nose. I think I really




impressed her with my cooking...and my intimate  know-




ledge of Hoboken.

( Angela, a little feverish, stirs in her sleep and awakens. Dominic also awakens.

DOMINIC




Everything all right?

ANGELA




I'm burning up.

( Angela's tee shirt clings to her body, soaked with perspiration. She sits-up in bed and pulls the tee shirt over her head, revealing an incredible body. Dominic tries hard not to notice, but steals a glance or two. Angela notices this and is slightly embarrassed.

ANGELA




Oh God, look at me stripping in front of you. I'm sorry, I'm




just so hot.

DOMINIC




I'm sorry, I don't mean to stare. It's just, you look fantastic




in this moonlight. It's a great shot.

( Angela takes one of Dominic's hands and places it between her breasts.

DOMINIC




You are burning up.

ANGELA




Yeah.

( Angela bends down toward Dominic and they begin to kiss feverishly. Throwing the covers off the bed, Angela rolls over on top of Dominic and their hands roam freely. After a few moments, the scene fades to black. Over the black screen Dominic's voice is heard, always in the Woody Allen-style.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




The next three weeks were like one of those great dreams




that you don't want to wake-up from. The film was moving




full-speed-ahead, and so were Angela and I.

( A variety of images appear on-screen, depicting the following three weeks, accompanied by Dexter Gordon's "Kong Neptune". Dominic and Angela stroll hand-in-hand through the Whitney Museum. Walking through Central Park they encounter two Basset Hounds being walked by their owner. Angela dives between the two, petting and jostling them playfully. The dogs love it, but when Dominic tries to get involved the two hounds bellow at him, causing him to jump back comically. Later, at the apartment, he gives a copy of Betty Blue to Angela.

Dominic and Jason scout shooting locations on the streets of Little Italy, pausing to discuss and frame shots, take notes, etc. Back in Dominic's apartment, he and his cinematographer further break down the script, page-by-page, in intense concentration and discussion. 

Angela and Dominic are again seated on the sofa, watching a movie. But their attention is distracted by one another and they eventually succumb, kissing and stroking each other passionately. Dominic flips the VCR remote control off to side of the sofa.

The couple is out in Brooklyn, spending the afternoon with Dominic's family. Angela is inundated with attention from Dominic's parents, his sister, his brothers. Neighbors drop by to kibitz and they, too, engage Angela in conversation. She looks across the room at Dominic and blows him a kiss.

( Sitting at his laptop, Dominic furiously types production notes, schedules, master lists; all to be placed in a 3" three-ring binder entitled "The Bad Thing", the name of his film. Angela comes through the front door of the apartment, holding two bags of groceries. Dominic rises from the chair to greet and kiss her. Setting the groceries down, Angela approaches the laptop and they animatedly discuss what Dominic is working on. He begins to kiss her in earnest but she stops him and coaxes him back to his work.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




Angela was fantastic: a wonderful, encouraging partner




who kept me focused. Like a sexy drill sergeant. My




family loved her, of course, and pleaded with me to




propose to her as soon as we got back to Manhattan.

I've been so stupid all these years: I've avoided getting




involved with someone because I thought it would be




too much of a distraction from my film career. Now I see




that I just needed the right person. I'd been living like




a monk when I should have been living like Caligula.

( Multiple images continue to appear on screen as Dominic narrates: he and a few members of the cast rehearse in Dominic's living room. Dominic stops occasionally to direct his actors, discussing certain lines or character movement; Angela, Dominic, Jason and his girlfriend Monica are eating dinner at a Mexican restaurant somewhere on the upper West Side, interacting comfortably with one another; Angela and Dominic are standing in his living room, "blocking" a particular scene from Dominic's script. Reading from the script, Angela crosses from one side of the room to the other. Her movement is interrupted by Dominic, who gently reaches out and grabs her forearm, moving in for a kiss. Angela protests slightly, encouraging Dominic to continue working, but this time he kisses her gently and passionately. Arms at her sides and lost deeply in the kiss, Angela drops the screenplay to the floor. Neither of them notices.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




I was having a creative and sexual renaissance, like Martin




Scorsese on steroids. Our first day of shooting was getting 

closer. There was real excitement in the air when we got 

together at my place for a final read-through. Besides the 




cast, our cinematographer and sound person, Jason and 

Monica were there, along with our attorney and the two

big investors.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)

Angela couldn't make it: she was working late, designing




a package for a revolutionary new Body Wash that was

coming-out on the market. Its secret ingredients were 




Egyptian mummy dust and live sea monkeys.

( Cast, crew and guests are assembled in Dominic's apartment, drinking wine and snacking on food that Dominic has provided. While Jason chats with one of the actors, Dominic works the room. He attends to the attorney and investors, situating them in a prime location; he huddles with his cinematographer and sound person, reviewing last-minute thoughts; he checks-in with each actor, making sure they are at ease and ready to go. Dominic jokes with them, cajoles, encourages, offers more wine. While talking with one of the younger actors, Dominic gently removes the wine glass from the actor's hand, assuring him that he has had enough to drink. At one point he glances over at one of the young stockbroker investors who is standing to one side of the room, jaw slightly agape as one attractive actress after another passes in front of him.

The scene cross-fades a few times to depict various stages of the script being read. Dominic never stops the reading, preferring to hear the screenplay performed from start-to-finish. As the music fades, Dominic's voice fades-in. He is reading the final lines of the script.

DOMINIC




"Tony is seated on an old chair, smoking a cigarette, drink- 

ing a beer, and watching the end of True Confessions. There 

is a sad and tired expression on his face. At the end of the 

film, he turns off the television and walks to the telephone, 

dials a long distance number, and waits for the connection. 

Interior: the living room, Tony & Nick’s apartment. The tele-

phone begins to ring in the empty apartment. It rings maybe 

10 or 15 times before the scene slowly fades to black. The

credits roll to Pat Metheny’s “Dream Of The Return”. The




End."

( Dominic closes the script. There is an emotional silence in the air and some cast members are quietly crying. After a few somber moments, quiet applause breaks-out and the mood begins to lighten.

DOMINIC




Thank you, everyone, that was really well done. Please




stick around, have some more wine, eat. Principal actors,




let's get together in about 15 minutes and talk.

( Herbie Hancock's "Empty Pockets" plays on the sound system as Dominic moves throughout the room. He thanks certain individuals, compliments nearly everyone, listens to feedback, introduces Jason to a few people, huddles with his cinematographer and sound person (listening intently to their input) and makes certain that he introduces the young investors to a few of the actresses (who indulge him, understanding the game). One of the more attractive actresses (Allison) politely resists a number of awkward advances from the young men, visually imploring Dominic to rescue her, which he eventually does by spiriting her away. At one point, Dominic is escorting an beautiful Asian actress (Victoria) to the front door as she prepares to leave. They walk arm-in-arm.

VICTORIA




...just remember to stay on your female lead. She's good,




but her focus isn't strong.

DOMINIC




Okay.

VICTORIA




Other than that, you have a very strong cast. Good job, Mr.




DeMille.

DOMINIC




Thanks. I had a lot of help.

( They arrive at the apartment's front door.

DOMINIC




So, we really didn't have a chance to talk. What did you




think of the script?

VICTORIA




(THOUGHTFULLY) Well, I think it's your most mature 

work ever.

DOMINIC




So you liked it?

VICTORIA




(SCRUNCHING-UP HER FACE) Not particularly. But I




think it's your most mature work ever.

DOMINIC




(LAUGHS) Fair enough. (HUGS HER) Thanks for coming.

VICTORIA




(HOLDS DOMINIC'S HANDS) Remember when that film




company optioned your first movie and then didn't release




it for two years?

DOMINIC




Remember it? I still can't get it released.

VICTORIA




I remember how devastated you were: broke and depressed




and in debt.

DOMINIC




Yeah...

VICTORIA




But you persevered...

DOMINIC




Only because you told me to...

VICTORIA




...and now you're making your second film. And you're in




love. Still feel like a character in a Woody Allen movie?

DOMINIC




(THINKS ABOUT, REPLIES WITH A SLIGHT GRIN)




Yeah...

VICTORIA




(LAUGHS) Well, as long as it isn't Interiors. (SHE HUGS




HIM) Good luck with everything. Let me know if I can help.

(PULLS BACK, LOOKS AT DOMINIC EARNESTLY) You




have talent, Dom. Make a good film. Make your film.

( Dominic is touched by her sincerity. Again, they embrace. After a moment, he speaks while they hold each other.

DOMINIC




Why didn't you and I ever get involved?

VICTORIA




(PLAYFULLY) You're not my type!

( They laugh and eventually end their embrace. Victoria kisses Dominic lightly on the mouth, says goodnight, and exits the apartment. Dominic stands there, savoring the warmth of their exchange. The sounds of a lively party cascade down the long hallway toward him, but he remains there, reflective, as the scene fades slowly to black.

( INTERIOR: LIVING ROOM, DOMINIC'S APARTMENT
( The same evening, four hours later. Dominic is seated on the couch with laptop, script and various papers spread out on the coffee table. He is asleep, head propped against the back of the sofa. The sound of Angela entering the apartment and walking down the long hallway is heard. She steps quietly into the living and spots Dominic. Angela considers him from a distance for a while, then approaches the couch quietly. Slowly straddling Dominic as he sleeps, Angela presses her mouth to his, moving her lips ever-so-slightly. Dominic responds in his sleep, eventually aroused to the point of consciousness. They kiss for a few moments.

DOMINIC




(GROGGY) You're very brave: I think my breath would




knock over a horse.

ANGELA




How did it go?

DOMINIC




(STILL GROGGY) It went great. I think Biff and his partner




were really impressed. Of course, that's not saying much. 

How did things go with you?

ANGELA




The world is a safer place: a new Body Wash is about to 




hit the market. Why are you sleeping out here?

DOMINIC




There's something about scene 16 that just isn't working for 




me. The Nick character is whining too much. I keep hearing

Gilbert Gottfried delivering the line. I was sitting here, trying

to re-work it...

ANGELA




Dom, you're really pushing yourself. Why don't you pick




it up tomorrow?

DOMINIC




Oh, I'm wide awake now. (AFFECTING AN ARNOLD

SCHWARZENEGGER ACCENT) I have the power of

four Roman warriors within me.

ANGELA




Good. That's just what I wanted to hear.

(Angela rocks her pelvis back-and-forth across Dominic's lap and they kiss feverishly.

ANGELA




Why don't you show me how those Romans do it?

(Dominic stares deeply into Angela's eyes for a few moments, looking very serious, then breaks into an impish grin, again affecting the accent.

DOMINIC




Ya, I will do that!

ANGELA




(PLAYFULLY) What is that accent?

DOMINIC




I have no idea.

( As Dominic and Angela begin to kiss, the scene fades slowly to black. Over the black screen, Dominic narrates in the Woody Allen style, accompanied by Tina Brooks' "Back To The Tracks".

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




The big day had finally arrived: our first day of shooting.

( EXTERIOR: MULBERRY STREET, LITTLE ITALY, NEW YORK
( Dominic is orchestrating the movements of his film crew and cast as they prepare for a shot: he positions an actor on the street and reviews the simple movements that he will make once the camera is rolling, pausing occasionally to try to relax the performer; Dominic then confers with his cinematographer and gaffer regarding lighting and camera movement. He worries over the available light for the shot and excessive street noise, discussing the situation with the sound technician. 

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




I don't think people really understand how difficult it is to




make a movie. You're constantly bombarded with an




overpowering sense of frustration, depression and hope-




lessness...and that's the upside. Unless you're a full-time

filmmaker, you're always doing some shit job and dealing




with other people's superiority and condescension. And




that's just from your immediate family.




But when you finally get to the set, even if it's just a New




York City street, all of that stuff just disappears and you're




reminded, once again, of why you tolerate all the bullshit.

I feel like this is what I'm supposed to be doing with my life. 

Damn the 401K and the benefits package, forget about the

steady paycheck and safety net. I don't care about an expense

account, I just want to make movies, movies that mean some-

thing. You have be daring and brave and willing to take risks.

Of course, when I'm 70 years-old, broke and drooling on

myself, I hope there's a rich woman taking care of me or

I'm really going to look stupid with this particular career

choice. 

( With Tina Brooks' music still accompanying the images, we follow Dominic and the crew throughout the shooting day as they roam through Little Italy. Aside from the routine depiction of independent film production (working around the crowds, unforeseen technical difficulties, film roll-outs in the middle of a take, actors forgetting their lines, boom microphones in the frame of the shot) a number of unique situations arise, depicted in the style of an early Woody Allen film montage.

( While setting-up a shot on Mulberry Street, the crew is approached by a menacing-looking, thirty-something Italian man dressed in a $700 black Adidas warm-up suit. Dominic has his back to the man, emphatically making a point to his cinematographer. The mafioso taps Dominic on the shoulder.

Dominic quickly wheels around, thinking it's someone from the crew, but does a quick and attentive double-take when he sees the menacing figure standing before him. The mafioso gestures to the camera, which is being loaded with film at the time but is, nonetheless, pointed directly at he and his "colleagues" across the street. In a comedic exchange, Dominic assures the gentleman that they are not from 60 Minutes, nor were they recording his image. While expressing his point to the man, Dominic reaches back and with his index finger gently pushes the lens of the camera down, so that it is pointing straight toward the sidewalk. Unconvinced by Dominic's explanation, the mafioso stands in front of Dominic, arms folded. Discretion being the better part of valor, Dominic slowly turns around and shepherds his cast and crew to another location.

( On Elizabeth Street,  a small group of locals has formed to watch the film crew work. In this particular scene, the lead actor pulls a knife and threatens another character in the film. After a few awkward attempts, one of the local Italian kids (dressed in a black leather jacket) steps forward and offers Dominic and the actor a few pointers to make the action more realistic. After heeding the unsolicited technical advice, the scene plays out much more realistically as the Italian kid stands off to one side, nodding approvingly.

( With the production clapboard reading Take 15, a Production Assistant smacks the sticks together and Dominic calls for "action". Camera rolling, the lead character steps out of a cheese shop, counting a handful of "extortion" money. As he begins to walk down the street, a smallish Italian woman (the prototypical grandmother) stops directly in front of the camera and begins an extended search through her purse, causing Dominic's cinematographer to pull away from the eye-piece and throw his hands in the air. Dominic calls "cut!" and moves to console his Director of Photography, all the while finding the humor in the situation.

( At another location, the crew has set-up on one side of the street and is shooting a scene over the roofs of parked cars. The lead actor and actress are across the street, and when Dominic calls for "action" the actor shoves the actress forcefully against a building and begins to shake her. From out of nowhere, three burly neighborhood guys rush to the actresses aid, grabbing the actor and shoving him against the wall. Dominic runs across the street to intercede in the action, explaining to the men that they are shooting a movie. As everything is getting sorted-out, one of the younger Italian guys begins to talk to the actress, who responds very positively. Trying to clear the "set", Dominic has to politely (but firmly) nudge the Italian stallion from the area as the actress hands him her telephone number.

When all is calm, the actors take their places (with the three Italian-Samaritans looking on) and Dominic calls for "action". Two seconds into the scene a delivery van pulls up and parks directly in front of the camera. Resigned, Dominic shreds his portion of the script and tosses the paper into the air, confetti-style. The scene cuts to black.

( INTERIOR: LIVING ROOM, DOMINIC'S APARTMENT
( Early evening. Dominic and Jason are hanging out, drinking some red wine and smoking a joint while listening to The Pat Metheny Group's "Here To Stay". 

DOMINIC




Man, this guy can really play some guitar.

JASON




No doubt.

DOMINIC




You can really respect someone who has that kind of talent




and dedication.

JASON




We should write him a letter...

DOMINIC




"Dear Mr. Metheny..."

JASON




"...we respectfully..."  

DOMINIC




"respect..."  

JASON




"...your respective guitar-playing..."

( The two men crack themselves up, finding everything that much funnier in their stoned state-of-mind.

DOMINIC & JASON




"Respectfully yours..."

( Again, they share the moment, laughing harder than they probably should, finally getting it under control. Dominic speaks sincerely to his friend.

DOMINIC




I'm really going to miss you, pal.

JASON




Same here, Dom.

( The two men raise their wine glasses and take a drink.

JASON




But look at it this way: I'm leaving right when we're at




the top of our games. Our careers are taking-off, we're




involved with intelligent, beautiful women, you're getting




a great apartment from Monica and me...life is good.




We're going-out on top. That's how the great ones do it.

DOMINIC




Well, you're not wrong there. But how do you do it, how




do you stay so even-keeled and philosophical about




everything? I hate saying goodbye, I go to pieces when




someone important leaves my life. Last month my next-




door neighbors moved-out. I didn't even know them and




I was lighting candles for three weeks. 

JASON




I don't know. To me, that's life: it's about the experiences




you have and the friends you make. I mean, in the long




run, what else is there? It's your memories and the people




you share them with.

( There is thoughtful silence between the two men, then Jason lightens the mood.

JASON




And I'll be back here and you'll be out there...so what am




I trying to say? How about some Play Station and a 




chance for me to get even? I've still got a week-and-a-half




to take the series lead... 

DOMINIC




Game Day?

JASON




Pack, Forty-Niners...

DOMINIC




Lambeau?

JASON




Niners aren't afraid to go on the road.

DOMINIC




(GRINNING) Let's crank it up,  dude.

( Jason and Dominic begin to set-up the video game for their friendly competition, gently chiding each other as the scene fades to black.

( EXTERIOR: SOMEWHERE IN THE LITTLE ITALY/SoHo AREA

( Dominic and the crew are between takes and setting-up another shot. As the small tech staff goes about its business and the actors review their lines, Dominic distances himself from the action, dialing a number on a cell phone and placing it to his ear. He makes a connection to Angela's voice mail at work.

DOMINIC

(INTO THE PHONE)




Hey, it's Dom. What happened? Did you get buried under




500 gallons of Body Wash? I haven't heard from you in




three days. Give me a call, okay? I miss you.

( After disconnecting, Dominic stands alone on the sidewalk, thoughts racing through his head. A few moments elapse before the Assistant Director approaches him, shaking Dominic from his thoughts.

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR




Dom, we're ready.

DOMINIC




Okay, Tom, I'll be right there. Thanks.

( After the Assistant Director walks back toward the crew, Dominic stands alone for another few moments, still pondering the Angela situation. Eventually he re-focuses his attention to the task at hand and returns to the "set". The scene fades to black.

( INTERIOR: DOMINIC'S APARTMENT
( From the darkened apartment, the sound of Dominic unlocking the door is heard. Light pours in to the long hallway as Dominic fumbles with his keys and the various film-related documents that he is carrying, while trying to find the light switch. Having finally mastered this arduous task, he makes his way down the hallway toward his bedroom.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




I was really concerned about Angela. I couldn't shake the




feeling that something was drastically wrong. I went over




the usual checklist of common relationship wrong doings:




had I mentioned another woman's name while we were




making love? Worse yet, had I mentioned my mother's



name? Had I experienced a hygiene drop-off? About the 




only thing that I could positively rule-out was erectile

dysfunction...except for that one time when we watched

the Julia Roberts Retrospective on HBO. 

( Dominic checks the answering machine in his bedroom. A blinking light indicates that he has four new messages. He extends his arms in a gesture of "What, me worry?".

DOMINIC

(OUT LOUD)




See that? You worry for nothing. You're Mr. Popularity.

( Dominic re-winds the answering machine.

DOMINIC

(OUT LOUD)




Mr. Popularity.

( The first two messages are "hang-ups", causing Dominic to furrow his brow. The third message is a recorded warning from one of Dominic's creditors that he is over his credit limit and late with his payment. The fourth (and final) message is from his entertainment attorney (Gary Levine), causing Dominic to groan loudly.

LEVINE

(THROUGH THE ANSWERING MACHINE)




Dominic, this is Gary Levine. Listen, I've got bad news: our




two main investors have dropped out. They're putting their




money behind another project; some horror script about




three young filmmakers who go into the woods and are never 

heard from again, and then someone finds their videotape. 




I'm a little shaky on the details. The important thing, though,




is that you're going to have to suspend shooting: you've got




about $2.16 in the bank. Don't panic, we'll find some more




money. It may take a few months, but we'll find some. Let's




talk sometime in the next few days. I can't be reached  to-




morrow: I'm at a bar mitzvah. Ciao.

( Dominic stands in front of the answering machine, stunned. After a few moments, he begins to pace in the small room.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




Don't panic? It may take a few months? Who am I,

Michael Cimino? I can't wait that long. And what is this




stupid other movie? Kids get lost in the woods and are




never heard from again, and then someone finds their




videotape!? That's scary? Oh yeah, that sounds like it'll




be a big hit. 




I should have never trusted those stockbrokers. They drink 




Budweiser and jerk-off to Britney Spears. Okay, don't panic.




Get a hold of yourself. I read about situations like this all




the time in Filmmaker magazine. Think, think.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




How about those guys who get 20 credit cards and run them




all up to the limit? I can't do that: I already have 20 credit 




cards run up to the limit. Ed Burns, that Long Island crap




hound! How did he finish The Brothers McMullen? His




daddy lent him $20,000. That's it! I'll borrow 20 grand from




Ed Burns' old man! I'm losing it...




I've got it! I'll get the cast together, get them involved like




they did in that Mickey Rooney film...I think it was Mickey




Rooney. Where they turned the old barn into a beautiful




theater! We'll do the same thing: we'll all raise the money




together! It's their project too, after all, and they're actors:




they're used to groveling. They'll love this idea!

( Quick cut to:

( INTERIOR: LIVING ROOM, DOMINIC'S APARTMENT
( The cast of The Bad Thing are sitting around the room as Dominic addresses them. To a person, their expressions are blank as he lays out his proposal.

DOMINIC




...so I figure if everyone can all make-up a list of ten people




that they can approach for money, even if we only get half,




it should still be enough to keep us going until Gary can 




find some real investors for us. 

( The actors stare blankly back at Dominic.

DOMINIC




I can't do this alone, you guys. I tried with my first film and




I'm still tens-of-thousands-of-dollars in debt. A lot of you




have told me that this is the best project you've ever been




involved with. Others in this room have had roles written




specifically for them. We all have a stake in this. I need




your help to pull it off.

( The actors stare blankly back at Dominic.

DOMINIC




Okay, I can tell you're excited. Just get out there and give




us the best effort you can.

( The actors stare blankly back at Dominic.

DOMINIC




There's food and alcohol in the kitchen.

( The actors spring to life, making a bee-line for the kitchen and talking among themselves as Dominic stands alone in the living room.

DOMINIC




(SARCASTICALLY) Yeah, I've got a good feeling about this.

( The scene cuts to black. Over the black screen, Dominic narrates.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




The next few days were nerve-wrecking enough to make




Mother Theresa break-out in a rash. We raised about $27,




which was heartbreaking enough, but I got the feeling




that no one in the cast really made any kind of an effort.




It's like that old joke about The Lone Ranger and Tonto




being surrounded by Indians one day. The Lone Ranger




says, "Well, Tonto, I think we've had it" and Tonto replies,




"What do you mean we, pale-face." I don't know if you can




even tell that joke now, but that's exactly what I felt like.

( INTERIOR: LIVING ROOM, DOMINIC'S APARTMENT
( Dominic and Angela are sitting at opposite ends of the sofa. She is reading a magazine while he absent-mindedly channel-surfs with the TV remote control. 

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)

My sense of desperation was only heightened by the 

Angela situation. You can always tell when something




is wrong in a relationship, no matter how good your




partner is at hiding it. It's like when you put on Ben Gay:




the smell just permeates the room, no matter what you




do to cover it up.

ANGELA




(SNIFFING THE AIR) What's that smell?

DOMINIC




It's Ben Gay. My knees are killing me. (HE CONTINUES




HIS CHANNEL SURFING, BECOMING FRUSTRATED)




Christ, 99 channels and not a goddamn thing on!

ANGELA




So turn it off. You've gone through the rotation four times.




(AFTER A PAUSE) Let's go out.

DOMINIC




Angela, you know I can't go out. First of all, I'm totally




depressed, and second of all, I've got to save every




dime I can for the film. Especially now.

ANGELA




Well, maybe if you got out you wouldn't be so depressed.




And don't worry about the money, I'll cover it. Come on,




let's go dancing!

DOMINIC




Dancing? Come on, we've had this conversation before.

I'm too old to go to a club. Who am I, Kato Kaelin? I've

said this before: men with receding hair lines should




never go to nightclubs. It's embarrassing.

ANGELA




So, what you're saying is that this is about your hair line?

DOMINIC




Listen, I love my hair line. It's my second-favorite peninsula,




after San Francisco. But it makes me stand out in that crowd.




I feel like everybody's looking at me like I'm some kind of




sexual predator, preying on this beautiful young girl.

ANGELA




Well, I guess I should be insulted by that. Like I'm some




kind of mindless bimbo...

DOMINIC




I didn't mean it like that...

ANGELA




And why is the age thing such a problem with you lately?




Okay, you're 15 years older than I am.

DOMINIC




I know, and I'm still suffering from catastrophic sticker




shock over that news. 

ANGELA




What does that mean?

DOMINIC




I just thought you were older, that's all.

ANGELA




And I thought you were younger. So what? You're thirty-seven

and I'm twenty-two. (DOMINIC CRINGES) I only think about




it when you act like this.

(The two sit in awkward silence for a few moments. Finally, Angela rises from the sofa and leaves the living room. When she returns her coat is on.

ANGELA




Well, I'm going out. This is getting depressing. I'm going




out with my friends to a club. I don't know how old they are




but I'll find out and report back to you so you can make




more of an issue out of it.

( Angela exits the apartment as Dominic remains glued to the sofa, a resigned look on his face. Using the remote control, he increases the volume on the television set, which is tuned to Entertainment Tonight.

ANNOUNCER ON TV




Michael Douglas and Catherine Zeta-Jones, Jack Nicholson




and Lara Flynn Boyle! What's up with all these Hollywood




men dating women half their age?

( Dominic addresses the television.

DOMINIC




That's funny, that's very funny.

( The scene cuts quickly to black as he turns off the TV with the remote control.

( INTERIOR: DOMINIC'S BEDROOM
( A few hours later. Dominic is flat on his back, asleep. Angela, returning from her night out at the club, climbs into bed with him. Half-drunk, she's feeling frisky and straddles Dominic, rubbing her pelvis against his and whispering to him.

ANGELA




Hey, are you awake?

DOMINIC




(GROGGY) Well, part of me is.

ANGELA




That's the part that I want.

DOMINIC




(WAKING UP) Talk about your sexual role reversal. 

( As they begin to go at it, the scene fades to black and Dominic's voice-over begins, accompanied by Tina Brooks' "For Heaven's Sake". 

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




Of course I was thrilled that Angela came back that night,




but little did I know that I was about to start a downward




spiral that would rival Trickle-Down Economics. First, and




most important, was the painful realization that my film was 

as good as dead. I didn't even have enough money to

process the ten days of footage that we had shot.

( INTERIOR: JASON'S APARTMENT, 83rd STREET & COLUMBUS AVENUE
( Dominic and Jason are embracing each other in the now-deserted apartment.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




Then there was a bad news/good news/bad news scenario: 




The bad news was that Jason was finally leaving the city




for San Francisco. My best friend was now going to be




3,000 miles away, starting a new life, probably never to




return. The good news is that I got his apartment, and




never had to be subjected to Must See TV ever again.




Of course, getting the apartment was also bad news in the




sense that I was now locked-in to $950-a-month rent, not




including utilities and the illegal cable hook-up.

( EXTERIOR: CITICORP CENTER

( Dressed in a business suit, Dominic dejectedly trudges into Citicorp Center.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




This meant a humiliating return to my temp assignment at




Citibank, just weeks after a glorious exit. Luckily, I was




working with the same group of guys, but just having to go




back there was like being sentenced to a month of watching 




The WB.

( INTERIOR: 15th FLOOR, CITICORP CENTER
( Marcus, Joseph, Peter and the rest of the team welcome Dominic back with handshakes and a few hugs.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




The guys were great and very encouraging, but I still felt




like an abject failure.

( INTERIOR: CONFERENCE ROOM, 15th FLOOR, CITICORP CENTER
( Dominic is in the room alone. Having closed the door, he picks-up the telephone and dials an outside line. After a few rings, Angela answers.

DOMINIC




Hi, it's Dom. I just wanted to give you my number here.




What's the matter? (PAUSE) Are you sure? You don't




sound right. (PAUSE) Okay. What time do you want to




come over tonight? (PAUSE) Why not? 




Something's wrong, I can tell. Talk to me. (PAUSE)




Yeah... (PAUSE) Well, Angela, you're going to feel that




way, but... (LONG PAUSE) So what are you telling  me? 

(LONG PAUSE) Angela, you can't break-up with me




over the phone. That's like receiving the death penalty




by mail, it just isn't done.




Come on, don't do this. Let's get together and talk about it.




(PAUSE) I can't believe this is happening, I'm stunned.




(PAUSE) You don't have anything over at my apartment. 

I don't
have anything over at my apartment. Could we

please get together and talk about this? (LONG PAUSE)

Okay, if that's how you feel. (PAUSE) Yeah, you too. Take

care of yourself.

( Dominic hangs-up the phone, stunned. 

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




Angela told me that she had run into her old boyfriend a

few weeks ago and realized that she was still deeply in

love with him. She told me that she cared for me and 

would miss me, which was a little like being told that you

almost weren't killed.

( A series of images accompanies the remainder of Dominic's Woody Allen-like voice-over.

( Sitting at his desk at Citibank, Dominic mechanically works his way through various tasks, oblivious to the activity around him.  

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




The next few months made being an abject failure seem




like a Caribbean cruise with Cindy Crawford. My life had




turned into a mind-numbing routine of going to work, then




going home. Even with a steady income, money was tight,




forcing me to furnish my new apartment in Contemporary




Cardboard. 

( Dominic is sitting on the floor in his apartment, watching Pulp Fiction with a befuddled look on his face. His television, VCR, sound system and speakers lay on the floor, his computer sits atop another cardboard box. A futon mattress with no frame is situated to one side of the room, also on the floor. Reaching for the remote control, he stops the tape and ejects it from the VCR.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




All of that would have been okay if my film career had been




moving forward, but to say that it was on Life Support would




be an understatement. Talk about not being able to get




arrested: I couldn't even make it into the line-up.

( Opening a few oversized envelopes, Dominic encounters one rejection letter after another.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




Most of the mailings that I did were barely acknowledged.




And those who did acknowledge sent along the polite




thanks-but-no-thanks-we'll-take-a-pass-good-luck-in-the-




future type of letter that depresses you even more than




being ignored. It was right around that time that I started




to become haunted with the notion that maybe no one



was really interested in the scripts I was writing or the




films that I wanted to make.

( Dressed in a business suit, Dominic is sitting in bar, drinking by himself. He is surrounded by attractive women, but barely looks up from his cocktail. Eventually, he throws a few dollars on the bar and leaves.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




Needless to say, my love life had turned into something

resembling a Greek Tragedy. New York is the greatest




talent pool in the world for meeting women, but it's hard




to be charming and upbeat when you feel like the poster




child for Accidental Death & Dismemberment. (PAUSE) 




The truth of the matter was that I really missed Angela.

( Laying in bed, flat on his back, Dominic rolls to one side and reaches for a Victoria's Secret catalogue. After a few moments of thumbing through the pages, he reaches for a jar of Vaseline.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




So this is what it had come down to: I was a filmmaker




without a film; a 37 year-old, single guy with a great




apartment on the West Side and no furniture; a 9-to-5




stiff with no money, fantasizing about having sex with




Laetitia Casta in her underwear. 

( The screen goes black and there is a moment of silence.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)

My life was about as relevant as Rush Limbaugh.

( INTERIOR: SMALL LOBBY OF AN APARTMENT BUILDING ON THE UPPER WEST SIDE

( Dominic presses one of the buttons on the lobby panel. After a few seconds, someone electronically releases the door and he enters the building.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




It seemed like everyone even remotely connected to my




film was now working and flourishing with another project.




One of the actors invited me to a party at his place to




celebrate being cast in the new Antonio Banderas movie.




Jesus, even Antonio Banderas was directing films? What




was next? Melanie Griffith hosting a show on C-Span?

( INTERIOR: UPPER WEST SIDE APARTMENT

( The party is in full swing as Dominic enters the apartment, carrying a bottle of wine. The crowd is primarily actors, men and women in their twenties and thirties, mostly white. Dominic is quickly greeted  by the party's host, Greg, who shakes Dominic's hand vigorously and gives him a warm embrace. With Greg is an attractive woman, Emily, who eyes Dominic somewhat dispassionately.

GREG




Oh man, this is great! I didn't know if you were going to make 

it! Emily, this is Dominic. I told you about him, I worked on

his last film.

EMILY




(NOTICEABLY MORE ATTENTIVE) Oh, you're a filmmaker!

DOMINIC




(EMBARRASSED) Well, I was once. I'm kind of in exile.

GREG




Oh, nonsense. Dominic's last project hit a bad patch with




some asshole investors, but he'll be back. He's a very




talented guy. How many screenplays have you written, Dom?

DOMINIC




Four. But nobody's counting.

EMILY




Wow. So you do your own stuff?

DOMINIC




(MORE EMBARRASSED) I used to, but, uh... would you




two excuse me? I think I left my career in the kitchen and




I'm going to go try and find it.

( Dominic beats a hasty retreat toward the kitchen and, hopefully, a corkscrew to open his bottle of wine. Along the way, he is subjected to a number of sound bites as he passes small groups of conversing partygoers. First, he passes two women, beer bottles in hand.

WOMAN




...at this point I've reduced my bad-mouthing to sarcasm...

( Dominic now squeezes behind a group of two men and three women.

MAN




...well I haven't worked with her, but a good friend of mine 

has and she said it was a nightmare...

( Almost at the kitchen, Dominic has to negotiate around a large group. The conversation is being dominated by a rather large young man (Robert Stanford), who still sports a great deal of baby fat to accompany his bombast and slightly effeminate affectation. 

STANFORD




I think it's a hilarious concept: Mr. Ed sings the biggest hits




of the eighties and nineties: Nirvana, The Police, even 




Bruce Springsteen. 

YOUNG WOMAN

I don't think that's very funny.

STANFORD




Well, either are movies by Adam Sandler, but they get made.

( Dominic and his bottle of wine finally reach the sanctuary of an empty kitchen, where he begins the feverish search for a corkscrew. After opening several drawers and cabinets in vain, Dominic finally stumbles across the utensil in question. Holding the corkscrew as if it were a piece of lost treasure, he addresses no one in particular.

DOMINIC




Now Uncle Dom can really enjoy himself.

( Dominic's evening, and the party itself, are represented through a series of images, accompanied by Dexter Gordon's "Coppin' The Haven": As his first order of business, Dominic opens the bottle of wine, locates something close to a wine glass in the kitchen's cabinet, pours a glass for himself, then stashes the bottle in a safe place, to prevent access by those with less sophisticated palettes.

Alone, Dominic wades into the crowd. He stops occasionally to acknowledge someone he knows, conversing a bit before moving on, uncomfortable with talking about his failed film and diminishing career. Throughout the evening, he makes his way from one group to another, sometimes interacting, oftentimes just listening with a bemused look on his face. At various times during the party Dominic runs into Emily, who is obviously flirting with him. Dominic, however, only engages in small talk for a few moments before excusing himself, leaving the attractive young actress somewhat confused. As the evening progresses, Dominic proceeds to get quietly smashed.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




Talk about your time warp. I was surrounded by people




who referred to The Mary Tyler Moore Show like it was




an archeological find. Everybody's sense of history was




about three-and-a-half-months, it was as if nothing had




happened in the world before 1975.




I'm not saying that judgmentally. I liked most of the people




in that room. They were fresh and sincere and enthusiastic,




all of the things I used to be. Most of them were actors, they




loved the craft. Why else would they subject themselves to

such a miserable lifestyle? Nobody wants the attention that




badly...well, maybe Ben Affleck.

( Dominic is within a group of 6 or 7 people, listening to a young woman (Sarah) talk about her current bartender's job. Dominic is about half-crocked at this point.

SARAH




...I mean, it's a pretty cool place, except on the weekends.




Then it's most bridge-and-tunnel, but that's when the money's...

DOMINIC




(NONCHALANT) Excuse me, excuse me. I missed the last 

part. Except on the weekends, it's what?

SARAH




(INNOCENTLY) You know, bridge-and-tunnel people.

DOMINIC




Oh. Let me ask you a question, uh, Sarah, is it?

SARAH




Uh huh.

DOMINIC




Where did you grow up?

SARAH




(A BIT DEFENSIVE) Michigan, why?

DOMINIC




Oh, that's rich. See, 'cause I grew-up in Brooklyn. So people 

like you were always the bridge-and-tunnel people to us. 



Us, the native New Yorkers.

SARAH




(STILL UNSURE) Are you trying to be funny?

DOMINIC




(POINTED) No, I'm trying to point out to you that you're




being an elitist mid-western asshole. And if we bridge-




and-tunnel people are bothering you so much then maybe




you ought to go back to Mi-chi-gan, which is where you're




going to end-up anyway, talking about your romantic




days, struggling as an actress in New York.

( The group is clearly taken aback, but speechless. Dominic eyes them contemptuously for a moment, then begins to walk away, getting in one last shot.

DOMINIC




Asshole!

( INTERIOR: KITCHEN, GREG'S APARTMENT 

( Dominic makes his way back to the kitchen for a refill. Locating the mystery bottle behind the camouflage, he pours himself some more wine. He swirls it in the glass and takes a sniff, then stands in the room by himself, head down and staring at the floor.

DOMINIC




That was unnecessary, Dom.

( The party's host, Greg, enters the kitchen and moves toward Dominic with his usual unbridled energy and enthusiasm.

GREG




Heard you just cut Sarah a new one.

DOMINIC




Yeah, I'm sorry, Greg. It was childish.

GREG




Ah, come on, give yourself a break. You're depressed




because of the film. As soon as that's moving again 




you'll be fine.

DOMINIC




(A LITTLE EDGY) You know, you actors really kill me:




you think this shit just happens by itself, like the money




just drops out of nowhere and suddenly there's a film for




everybody to be in.

GREG




(TRYING TO KEEP IT LIGHT) You mean that's not the




way it happens?

DOMINIC




(NOT SEEING THE HUMOR) No, it's not. That's why I




asked for everybody's help. And for my efforts I got




thirteen dollars, two subway tokens and a lot of fucking




excuses.

( There is an awkward silence between the two men. Then Greg speaks in a more conciliatory tone.

GREG




Dominic, I made a few phone calls...

DOMINIC




(QUIETLY, SINCERELY) Hey, Greg, you don't owe me any




explanations. It was my gig, I blew it. I'm just getting drunk




and nasty and I'm sorry. You're a good friend and I really




value that.

( There is a warmer silence this time.

GREG




Been getting laid?

DOMINIC




(LAUGHS) Oh, yeah, are you kidding? Nothing like an




apartment furnished in cardboard: it's a chick magnet.

GREG




Well, you know Emily is after you tonight. She's been




grilling me with questions.

DOMINIC




Don't think I could handle Emily right now.

( Emily enters the kitchen. She's very high energy and a little drunk. She slides herself between the Dominic and Greg, throwing an arm around each.

EMILY




Well, how perfect! My two favorite men!

GREG




How's it going, Em?

EMILY




Great! This guy just told me I look like Mena Suvari. 

GREG




Yeah, yeah, I can see it.

EMILY




Dominic?

( Not knowing who Mena Suvari is, Dominic extends his arms and shrugs his shoulders.

DOMINIC




I  gotta' plead contemporary insanity.

( Extricating himself from the threesome, Greg begins his exit from the kitchen.

GREG




Well, you two, I'm going to go play host. Have fun!

( Emily swings herself fully onto Dominic, draping her arms around his neck and pressing her body against his. Dominic responds by gently wrapping an arm around Emily's slender waist.

EMILY




(SOMEWHAT DRAMATICALLY) Finally, we're alone!

DOMINIC




(LIGHTLY) I thought he'd never leave!

EMILY




What did Greg tell you about me?

DOMINIC




Only that he's madly in love with you and that he wishes 




you'd spend more time with him.

EMILY




Seriously!

DOMINIC




Emily, no offense, but we were talking about something




else.

EMILY




He didn't tell you I have a thing for older men?

( Dominic visibly cringes at this revelation as Emily leans closer to his mouth. She begins to kiss Dominic slowly, seductively. Dominic, however, is so devastated by the "older man" stuff that he returns her kisses only for the benefit of not hurting her feelings. The steady stream of people beginning to congregate in the kitchen provides Dominic with the perfect excuse, and he gently pulls away from Emily's mouth.

DOMINIC




I feel like we're doing performance art here. Let's mingle.

( As the twosome exits the kitchen, Emily slips her hand into Dominic's. While the scene cross-fades to an image of them making their way into the main rooms of the apartment, Dominic's Woody Allen persona again materializes.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




Emily was very sweet, and she had a body that wouldn't




quit, but I felt like a real Michael Douglas-class lecher with 

her. She was probably the same age as Angela, but she 




seemed younger and so much more naive. Why is it that




white women always seem that way compared to their 

ethnic counterparts? Think of Jennifer Love Hewitt standing

next to Salma Hayek. Who do you want to take out to

dinner at a nice restaurant?

( THE LIVING ROOM: GREG'S APARTMENT
( A few hours later. The crowd has thinned out a little as Dominic and Emily sit by themselves in one of the corners. By now, Dominic has the bottle of nearly-empty wine in his possession, listening to the energetic Emily enthusiastically discuss her love of acting. He looks at her with a drunken combination of big-brother admiration and lecherous sexual desire.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




Of course, Jennifer Love Hewitt is no slouch either...

( Greg approaches the couple with the verbose Robert Stanford in tow.

GREG




Dominic, I wanted you to meet my friend, Robert.

( Stanford reaches across Emily to shake hands with Dominic, who makes only a half-hearted effort to rise from his chair.

ROBERT




Greg tells me you're a filmmaker.

DOMINIC




I used to be. I haven't made a film...

ROBERT




Oh, I haven't made a film either, but I still call myself a




filmmaker. I'm going to make one, soon. Well, actually




a video, but we're going to bump it to film, maybe. So, I 




think it's perfectly fine to call yourself a filmmaker, even 




if you've never made a film.

DOMINIC




Well, I don't. But luckily I have made a film. 

ROBERT




Really?

DOMINIC

Yes, a feature-length film.

ROBERT




(CLEARLY IMPRESSED) Oh my God. Was it released?

DOMINIC




Well, it was picked-up by True Line Cinema...

ROBERT




I totally know them.

DOMINIC




...they optioned it for two years, stuck it in their closet, and




gave it back to me about 6 months ago. 

ROBERT




That's pretty impressive.

DOMINIC




$60,000 in credit card debt, another 55,000 in accrued




debt, a film every distributor's seen and nobody wants:




Yeah, it's really special.

ROBERT




Well, that's why I'm starting small. Did Greg tell you he's




playing the lead?

DOMINIC




Greg, you're just everywhere these days...

( Greg playfully mouths-out the words "fuck you" in Dominic's direction.

ROBERT




It's about a guy who pisses in his pants on his first date.

EMILY




Charming.

ROBERT




It's a short film.

DOMINIC




Be kind of hard to make that into a two-hour gag, huh?

ROBERT




(LAUGHS) Yeah, right!

( Dominic rises from his chair slowly and a little unsteadily.

DOMINIC




Well, all this talk about making films has depressed me.




I think I'm going to go home and stick my head in the oven.

EMILY




You're leaving?

( Emily rises from her spot on the floor as Dominic embraces Greg, then turns his attention to Robert, shaking his hand.

DOMINIC




Good luck with your. film. Just stay away from the credit




cards. That's what all these indy film magazines sell you:




the romance of risking it all.

ROBERT




That's how Kevin Smith made Clerks.

DOMINIC




Yeah, well just remember that for every Kevin Smith 




there's hundreds of young filmmakers who are tens-




of-thousands-of-dollars in debt, and they're never going




to get out. Just don't believe all the hype.

ROBERT




So, who are your favorite filmmakers?

( Dominic's eyes soften, as if remembering good friends.

DOMINIC




Oh, I love Bill Forsyth's early stuff, Local Hero and Comfort &
Joy. James Foley is so great at directing dialogue-heavy stuff. 




I'm a big Ulu Grosbard fan. Scorsese, of course. Wayne Wang

is also one of my favorites; David Cronenberg, too. Woody

Allen is probably one of the best American filmmakers ever.

But, if I had to pick one: Sidney Lumet. His body of work is

just awesome. 

STANFORD




I don't think I know any of them, besides Scorsese and Woody.

( Dominic shakes his head knowingly, almost sadly.

DOMINIC




Well, good night you guys.

EMILY




Let me walk you to the door.

( Emily drapes her arm through Dominic's and they walk in silence to the apartment's entrance. Opening the door, they step outside into the hallway.

( INTERIOR: HALLWAY OF GREG'S APARTMENT BUILDING
EMILY




(SHY) I thought that maybe we could, uh, hang out with




each other tonight.

DOMINIC




(GENTLY) Emily, I'm going to say something to you that I




thought I wouldn't be saying for another ten years: I think




I'm too old for you. And if I'm not, I'm definitely feeling too




old for you right now.

EMILY




(QUIETLY) You're not too old for me.

DOMINIC




Thanks. 

(Dominic kisses her gently on the mouth. 

DOMINIC




What I am, is a lot more depressed than I realized.

( Emily strokes Dominic's cheek.

EMILY




Are you going to be okay?

DOMINIC




Yeah. (PAUSE) I'll see you around, huh?

( Dominic watches Emily re-open the front door to the apartment. After entering, she turns to look at Dominic, mouthing-out the word "bye" to him. He smiles sadly at her as the door closes and the scene cuts quickly to black.

( INTERIOR: HALLWAY, DOMINIC'S APARTMENT BUILDING
( Returning home from Greg's party, Dominic stands outside his apartment door, fumbling with the keys. Drunk and cursing under his breath, he finally negotiates the intricacies of unlocking the door and enters his living space.

( INTERIOR: DOMINIC'S APARTMENT
( Staggering slightly into the main room of the studio, Dominic notices the blinking light on his answering machine. He fumbles a little with the buttons before rewinding and playing back the lone message.

JASON

(THROUGH THE ANSWERING MACHINE)




Dom, it's Jason. How are you, dude? I was just checking




up on you to see how you are. I also owe you an apology:.

JASON

(THROUGH THE ANSWERING MACHINE)

Remember, right before I left town, you warned me that




there might be a few "hiccups" along the way with Monica?




Well, I remember being really mad at you for saying that.




Well, guess what? We split-up. She called it off. Said her




life was moving too fast, that I was enveloping her in my




world. All at once. Then, just like that, it's over, and I don't




think there's much of a chance that we're going to get back




together. I'd like to talk more about it with you. Give me a




call when you can, okay? 

( Dominic stands before the answering machine, stunned. After a few moments, he dials Jason's telephone number in San Francisco. A few rings later and he is connected to voice mail.

DOMINIC




Jason, it's Dom. I just got your message. Jesus, I'm so sorry.

I said there might be a hiccup, sure, but this is a full-scale

esophagal convulsion. I'll keep calling until I get you live.

You take care, buddy, and hang in there.

( Dominic hangs-up the phone and walks to his small kitchen. He grabs a beer from the refrigerator, opens it, and moves back toward the main room.

DOMINIC




I can't believe that about him and Monica...

( Dominic makes his way to the bed, which is still situated on the floor. Plopping down on the mattress, he begins to search through a pile of sweatshirts which are stacked on the floor.

DOMINIC




Christ, it's freezing in here. Talk about your "winter of our 

discontent..."

( Dominic selects a sweatshirt from the pile and begins to put it on. Halfway over his head, he stops cold. Removing the sweatshirt, Dominic bundles it up and buries his face in it, inhaling its scent deeply. He does this two or three times, savoring the fragrance.

DOMINIC




Angela...

( Again, he buries his face in the garment, taking-in the aroma. After a few moments, Dominic dejectedly sets the sweatshirt on the bed. He walks over to his sound system, which now rests on an actual piece of furniture. Selecting a CD from the rack, he inserts the disk into the player and returns to the bed. As he covers his face with the sweatshirt, Sponge's "Molly" begins to play at a very high volume level.

As the music blasts through the small apartment, Dominic begins to cry forcefully into the sweatshirt. This image remains on screen for a while before the scene fades very slowly to black.

( Over a black screen, the sounds of New York at morning rush hour fade up slowly. The sound of thousands of pairs of shoes scuttling across the lobby of a large office building are heard. Inside an elevator, the floor indicator chimes and the screen is suddenly filled with the image of a very depressed-looking Dominic sandwiched between fellow Citibank employees. Mechanically, he squirms his way out of the elevator and onto the 15th floor.

( INTERIOR: CITICORP CENTER, 15th FLOOR

( Trudging to his desk with head bowed, Dominic sinks into his chair with what appears to be his last ounce of strength, and stares blankly ahead. Joseph, as usual, is lambasting someone on the telephone.

JOSEPH




...Business? What business? It sounds like the only thing




going on there is monkey business! (PAUSE) I understand




your position, but that's still unacceptable. If I don't have




that report by three o'clock I'm going to have to call your




boss. (PAUSE) Thank you, too.

( Joseph hangs-up the phone with vigor.

JOSEPH




(PLAYFULLY) Good morning, Mr. Dominello. I see we're 

starting to keep the full-time employee hours.

DOMINIC




(QUIETLY) Sorry.

JOSEPH




Like I'm serious! Want some of this cranberry muffin?

DOMINIC




(BARELY AUDIBLE) No, thanks.

JOSEPH

I like your suit. I guess if you wear the same thing long




enough it'll come back in style.

( When Dominic doesn't respond, Joseph eyes him with concern. Accompanied by Tina Brooks' "Street Singer", a series of images depicts the passing off the business day: Marcus and Peter saunter in, as does Timothy and Winston. Camille, of course, is missing. As the crew goes about their everyday tasks, Dominic is mired in a deep funk and barely acknowledges anyone. At various times, he'll be tasked or given instructions by someone on the team, but he is barely interactive. Everyone takes turns trying to prop him up, but Dominic is obviously very depressed. Winston approaches him  with a CD  in hand. Winston is a young, cheery Chinese-American fellow with a perpetually wide grin, as if every piece of information that he is delivering is super-great news.

WINSTON




Hi, Dom.

DOMINIC




What's up, Winston?

WINSTON




My brother-in-law is a real video geek and I told him about




you, how you're a filmmaker and all.

DOMINIC




Used to be. Used to be a filmmaker.

WINSTON




Anyway, he let me make a copy of this video editing




program for you. Runs right off your desk top, painless!




You run your VCR into the video capture card and it




digitizes everything! You can edit a whole movie! Here!

( Winston extends the CD to Dominic, who eyes it warily for a moment then accepts the gift, genuinely touched by the gesture.

DOMINIC




Thank you, Winston. That's very kind of you.

WINSTON




Just put me in your next movie! I'm better than Jackie Chan!

( As Winston makes his way back to his desk, Dominic examines the CD for a few moments, then sets it down and continues his work. The remainder of the day moves relatively quickly for Dominic, and now it is close to five o'clock. As Dominic is collecting his things for a quick exit, Marcus sidles up to the desk.

MARCUS




I'm sure you noticed the skillful way that I avoided you for




the last few days.

DOMINIC




It's been very impressive.

MARCUS




But now it's closing time and I think we need to have a




cocktail somewhere and discuss what's going on with you.

DOMINIC




I can't, man. I was drinking last night...

MARCUS




...yeah...

DOMINIC




...I got about two hours of sleep...

MARCUS




...yeah...

DOMINIC




...I'm short on cash...

MARCUS




...and?

DOMINIC




Where do you want to go?

( Accompanied by Herbie Hancock's "Alone & I", the scene cuts quickly to:

( EXTERIOR: METRONOME RESTAURANT/BAR, 21st & BROADWAY
( The large African-American doorman/bouncer pulls back the velvet rope, allowing Dominic and Marcus entrance to the establishment.

( INTERIOR: THE BAR AT METRONOME
( Dominic and Marcus are seated at the bar, working on their first cocktail, as the band plays Herbie Hancock's "Alone & I". The two men listen appreciatively to the music for a few moments.

DOMINIC




This is nice. I didn't think we were going to make it past the




velvet rope there, for a second. Brother was really checking




us out.

MARCUS




You know what's funny? Brothers still can't get good jobs




with any real authority, but I notice they're all over town,




protecting everybody else's property. "Stand here and be




intimidating and we'll give you a paycheck." It's like they're




perpetuating the stereotype by putting us in situations that




validate it.

DOMINIC




Oldest way to control people: tell them that they're doing




something important and manipulate them economically.

( The two men listen to a little more of the music.

DOMINIC




Jazz is such an amazing art form. It makes you wonder how




people could possibly listen to pop music. 

MARCUS




The funny thing about pop music is that they all sing about




is love: good love, failed love, unrequited love. But when you




really listen to it, you realize that pop music is for people who




don't understand anything about love.

( The female pianist is beginning her solo now, and the two men concentrate on her work. After a few moments, the saxophonist enters the piece seamlessly, but Marcus grimaces.

DOMINIC




What?

MARCUS




Well, you see, he didn't let her finish her thought.

DOMINIC




Really? You mean he stepped on her solo? 

MARCUS




Oh yeah, he totally did. (PAUSES, THEN GRINS) She's a




woman in a man's world.

( Two attractive young women walk by, smiling at Dominic and Marcus as they pass. The two men return the gesture.

DOMINIC




(JOKINGLY) Was that Sarah Michelle Gellar?

MARCUS




(DEADPAN) That was her sister: Mary Michelle Gellar.

( The two men enjoy the separated-at-birth joke.

MARCUS




That was a nice thing that Winston did for you today.

DOMINIC




Yeah, it was. I'm not sure I'll ever use it, but it was a nice 

gesture.

MARCUS




Why wouldn't you use it?

DOMINIC




I don't know, Marcus; I'm just starting to wonder if it isn't




time to quit, you know? Stop jerking myself off and get a




real job and get serious about my life. I'm getting too old




to live this way. And I'm not going to be some struggling




fifty year-old filmmaker. I can't think of anything more




pathetic.

MARCUS




I don't think it works that way, Dom. You have talent and




you have passion, and you definitely have the discipline.




Much more than I have when it comes to my trumpet, I




can tell you that.

DOMINIC




(HALF-JOKING) So what are you saying? That I can never




quit?

MARCUS




(SERIOUS) Yeah, that's exactly what I'm saying.

DOMINIC




But...

MARCUS




No, Dom, there are no "buts". You just can't quit. You keep




going, because this is what you do.

( The men sit silently, sipping their drinks and listening to the music.

MARCUS




(LIGHTENING IT UP) Besides, you'd be miserable and I'd




have to be cheering you up all the time.

( Dominic and Marcus again sit silently together, listening to the music and pondering their exchange. The camera pushes in tight on Dominic's face as he stares at the counter-top of the bar, pensive. The scene fades slowly cross-fades to:

( INTERIOR: DOMINIC'S APARTMENT
( Dominic's face is framed exactly as it was in the previous shot. It is a few hours later and he is seated in front of his computer, holding the CD that Winston had given him earlier in the day. After a few moments, Dominic inserts the editing software disk into the hard drive and begins to explore the program.

The remaining hours of the night pass quickly as Dominic assembles a few trial pieces, using the software's library of sample video clips. At various times he laughs out loud, excited by something he's put together, or emits a sound of impressed exclamation as the program displays another capability. 

Around 1 a.m. Dominic dials Jason in San Francisco and makes the connection. 

DOMINIC




Jason, it's Dominic. Hey, how are you? (PAUSE) Yeah, it




is late, but I had to call someone, I'm so jazzed. I'm working




on this video editing program that this guy from work gave




me. It's incredible! I'm sitting here, cutting together...

( The scene cross fades to later in the conversation.

JASON




...I mean, I was devastated at first. But I'm beginning to see




that Monica and I weren't really good for each other. She was




right: I was rushing the process and I'm glad she stopped it.




It feels right, not being with anyone...

The two men talk animatedly. The conversation is very upbeat, full of mutual affection and love. After a few moments of listening to them converse, the scene cross-fades to Dominic back at work in front of the computer.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




It was great talking to Jason. It had only been a few weeks

since his break-up and he already sounded so solid about it,

so adjusted. He just handled himself with so much dignity.

His perspective on why things happen, and his ability to be 




so positive about even the most catastrophic events really

humbled me. Here I was, months later, and I was still so 

traumatized by what had happened with Angela and the

film. I had let my life just grind to a depressing halt.

( Fueled by enthusiasm and creative impulses, Dominic spends the rest of the night editing different pieces together. While reviewing a section that he has just worked on, Dominic is interrupted by the sound of his alarm clock. It is 6 a.m., time to go to work. Energized, Dominic closes down the program, shuts off the computer, and begins his morning routine. With the sound of the shower being run in the bathroom and Dominic humming a Sinatra tune, the scene fades slowly to black.

( Over a black screen, the sounds of a subway door opening and commuters flooding onto the train is heard.

( INTERIOR: SUBWAY CAR

( Dominic is leaning against one of the doors as dozens of individuals push into the train. Things begin to get a little tight, and soon a young man in his teens is standing very close to Dominic, trying to load a CD into his portable player. Rather than being annoyed, Dominic studies the teenager as he negotiates the transaction in such close quarters. 

( Having successfully loaded his music, the young man presses "play". At that same moment, Dominic glances down toward a young woman who is seated next to him. Just as the music begins to "bleed" through the headphones, she opens a hard-bound book of sheet music, as if reading the music that the teenager is playing. Dominic is struck by the visual syncopation of the moment, reveling in it as the subway doors come to a close and the scene cuts quickly to black.

( INTERIOR: ELEVATOR, CITICORP CENTER
( No sooner have the subway doors closed than the image of elevator doors opening appears on screen. Dominic exits the elevator on the 15th floor and makes his way toward his desk. Something is different today, though: as he passes the seemingly endless row of offices that line the corridor, Dominic notices that everyone inside the offices are typing at their computer keyboards in almost perfect rhythm. The more offices he passes, the more he finds this to be true, and by the time he reaches his desk Dominic is fairly ecstatic over the visual and audio images that he has been treated to that morning.

( Dominic's voice-over and the attending images are accompanied by Chet Baker's version of "Minor Yours".

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




Everyone gets there differently. But eventually, if you really




believe in what you're doing, you get back on the horse and




get serious again. It's like Marcus said: you really have no




choice. 

( Dominic opens the front door to his apartment, where he greets two burly young men. In a series of quick cuts, they deliver a number of different pieces of furniture into Dominic's barren living space: a desk, bed frame, love seat, chairs, a few small tables, etc. 

While unpacking a number of boxes that have been left unattended since he moved in, Dominic comes across the ten reels of unprocessed footage from "The Bad Thing". Caught off-guard by the discovery, he holds one of the reels lovingly, as the memories (good and bad) flood in. He gently sets the reels to one side, then continues to unpack the remaining boxes.

( Dominic is seen carrying the reels from "The Bad Thing" into a motion picture processing lab. He enters the building with his arms full, then exits, carrying an invoice from the lab, which he holds like a winning lottery ticket.

Now in Brooklyn, Dominic is sitting at the dinner table with his extended family, enjoying the good food and warmth of the gathering. They toast with glasses of wine, then proceed to speak animatedly in all directions as dinner is served. Putting his wine glass down on the table, Dominic takes in the whole scene, savoring the moment with tears in his eyes and a small grin on his face.

Dominic now exits the building containing the motion picture lab. He carries a shopping bag full of processed footage and videotapes. There is a noticeable spring to his step.

In front of his computer at home, Dominic is cutting "The Bad Thing" footage on his video editing system. He is focused, working decisively and quickly, occasionally stopping to review and playback something he has done. Days later in the process, Marcus is at the apartment, chair pulled-up to Dominic's computer as the filmmaker shows his friend some of the footage that he's cut. Marcus grins and nods approvingly.

On his way to work in the morning, Dominic carries a large manila envelope to the corner mailbox. He stops in front of the box, examining the pick-up time and making sure that the package is addressed correctly. It is being sent to The New York Independent Film Festival. Satisfied that everything is in order, Dominic slots the envelope into the mailbox and continues on his way to work.

( INTERIOR: PROHIBITION BAR/RESTAURANT
( A few weeks later, a quiet Tuesday night. Dominic sits at the bar by himself, sipping a beer and reading Filmmaker Magazine. Off to one side is a partially torn envelope and a letter that he has read and placed to one side. An attractive young woman (Iris) approaches him. The sound system plays Dexter Gordon's "Darn That Dream".

IRIS




Remember me?

DOMINIC




(CONSIDERS HER FOR A MOMENT) Iris, right?

IRIS




Hard to forget the woman who threw-up on you.

DOMINIC




Believe me, up until a few weeks ago that was the highlight




of my year.

IRIS




Wow! Kind of puts a bad hair day into perspective.

DOMINIC




Well, as I get older I'm finally learning to put things into the 




proper perspective.

IRIS




(PLAYFULLY) "As I get older." How old are you?

DOMINIC




I'll be thirty-eight in a couple of weeks.

IRIS




Wow, you look great! I would've said twenty-eight, thirty.

( Dominic shrugs his shoulders.

DOMINIC




Anyway, can I buy you a drink? We're having a bit of a




celebration tonight.

IRIS




Uh, I think I owe you a drink. What are we celebrating?

DOMINIC




(PICKING UP THE LETTER FROM THE BAR) I just had

my film accepted into The New York Independent Film

Festival as a work-in-progress.

IRIS




Congratulations! Now, is this a different film? Because you




were shooting one about a year ago...

DOMINIC




No, same one. We got about two weeks into production




and our investors pulled-out...

IRIS




Oh, no! How awful!

DOMINIC




Yeah, it was awful for a while. But I learned a lot from it.

IRIS




It sounds so devastating. What could you possibly take away




from that experience that would make it worthwhile?

( Dominic sits thoughtfully for a moment, then rotates on his stool so that he is facing Iris.

DOMINIC




Well, I'll tell you, and you're going to laugh because it's 

really corny, but the most important lesson I learned was

about the value of friendship.

And I also learned that the pursuit of a goal doesn't mean

anything, unless you savor the journey; I learned some new




things about love, and the different ways we define it. 

DOMINIC

I learned that Life provides you with the street signs, but

you have to be balanced enough to read them and make

the right turns.

I learned that I'm supposed to be writing scripts and making




movies...for who, for what, I have no idea. I just know that I

should be.

And I learned that I really, really love New York. I love the

energy, the wit, the edge. I love that when I walk down Park 

Avenue in a suit I feel like Frank Sinatra.

And I'll tell you a couple of other things that I learned...

( As Dominic becomes more animated, his conversation fades and the Woody Allen persona makes its presence felt in one last voice over.

DOMINIC

(VOICE OVER)




I was being too verbose, as usual. All I really needed to say




was what Jason Spinner said to me right before he left town:




that "it's all about the experiences you have and the friends

you make. That your life is your memories, and the people 




you share them with." Once you understand that, everything 




just makes a lot more sense.




Maybe I'll end-up being a struggling 50 year-old filmmaker,




or that guy reading the newspaper over your shoulder on




the subway. Maybe I'll meet the love-of-my-life next week,




or maybe I'll spend the rest of my life alone. Who knows?




All I know is that the signs seem bigger now, my vision




has never been more clear, and I'm a better person for




having had the experience.

Maybe I'll make a movie about that.

( The screen fades slowly to black and the credits roll to Toshiko Akiyoshi's "Count Your Blessings".

THE END
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