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EXTERIOR:  Apartment Building, Upper West Side Of New York

· Accompanied by Frank Sinatra’s Under My Skin, the following images are seen:  Peter Fazio, – a young man in his late thirties – impeccably dressed in a business suit and wearing a fedora, exits his apartment building and begins walking downtown. He buys a newspaper along the way, stops to peruse the window of a fashionable men’s clothier, gracefully maneuvers through the crowded sidewalks and turns occasionally to study an attractive woman who has passed him. He buys a cup of coffee at a deli near his office in mid-town Manhattan, walks a few more yards and enters the lobby of his building.
INTERIOR:  Lobby Of A Large Office Building
· Peter walks through the lobby, newspaper and coffee in hand, humming Under My Skin. He enters a crowded elevator.

INTERIOR:  Building Elevator 

· As Peter stands in the elevator, still humming, a young businesswoman regards him with a disapproving look that she makes no effort to hide. Peter eventually notices this. Although the woman is only slightly younger, Peter addresses her as if she were significantly his junior.

PETER



Morning, Sarah. Ready for another depressing day 

of Direct Response calls?

SARAH



That’s funny, Fazio. What’s with you and that hat, 

anyway? 

PETER



It’s a Frank thing. You wouldn’t understand.

SARAH



Frank who?

PETER



Exactly.

· Cut to:

INTERIOR:  Elevator Lobby, 47th Floor

· The elevator doors open. Peter and Sarah exit, talking as they walk toward their office. Peter’s pace is deliberately more purposeful, and soon he is a few steps ahead of Sarah.

SARAH



Are you referring to Frank Sinatra? 

PETER



Who else?

SARAH



Frank Sinatra was a jerk.

· The comment annoys Peter, but his response is controlled as well as condescending, and he never breaks stride.

PETER


Frank
Sinatra was the real deal, junior. Shows a


real lack of judgment to make a statement like that.


Shows you don’t know quality.

· He stops to make his point.

PETER

Maybe that’s why I call-on all the high-profile, quality
agencies, and you’re still stuck with Direct Response.

Just a little breakfast food-for-thought. Have a good…

aw, forget it. 

· Peter continues toward his desk, leaving Sarah alone in the hallway.

SARAH



(UNDER HER BREATH) Asshole.

INTERIOR:  A Large Conference  Room, Same Office and Floor

· A dozen salespeople, including Peter and Sarah, are seated around a table. At the front of the room is their Sales Manager, Dennis Fitzpatrick.

DENNIS


Research is projecting a 17 rating for most of the 

season, so I think we can sell this is as a stand-alone 

primetime program or as part of a package with other 

strong household demos. I’m telling you, this program 

is going to blow CSI right out of the water, so it should 

be a no-brainer to sell. Any questions?

PETER



First of all, Dennis, nothing is going to blow CSI out of 

the water. To even suggest that is ludicrous.

DENNIS



(ANNOYED, BUT CONTROLLED) Do you have a 

question, Peter?

PETER



(WITH MOCK SINCERITY) Oh, I’m sorry. I forgot  that



professional insight wasn’t supposed to be part of



our meetings.

DENNIS



(EXASPERATED, BUT CONTROLLED) Peter, do you



have a question?

PETER


Yeah, sure, here’s my question: Once I promise my 

pain-in-the-ass buyers a 17 rating on this piece-of-

shit program, and it delivers a 3, which it will be lucky 

to do, is management going to back us up with make-

goods? Or are we going to be standing there looking 

like a bunch of fucking amateurs again? Was that one 

question or two?

DENNIS



We always back you up, and you know it.

PETER



That is bullshit, Dennis, and everybody in this room 

knows it.

· An uncomfortable silence permeates the room.

DENNIS


Any legitimate questions? Okay, let’s get out there and push.


We’re tracking way behind 4th quarter projections and the

Big Guys upstairs are beginning to get nervous. 

PETER



(TO ANOTHER SALESPERSON) Do you believe 

this shit?

· Everyone in the room gathers their materials and leaves.

INTERIOR:  Corridor Outside Of The Conference Room

· Peter is walking back to his office alone when James, a sharply-dressed African-American salesperson, catches-up with him.

JAMES



Another virtuoso performance, my brother.

PETER



(MIMICKING DENNIS) Any legitimate questions? I am 

going to smack the shit out of that officious little prick 

one of these days.

JAMES



Your immense respect for him is obvious, but be careful, 

man. The guy still has juice.

PETER

 

Fuck him, James. I’ll do it my way. 

JAMES



(LAUGHS) Okay, Chairman Of The Board. How about 

lunch today?

PETER



Your expense account?

JAMES



No way, baby, it’s your turn.

PETER



Can’t. I’m maxed-out. I took that little hottie out…

JAMES



The one from…

PETER



Yeah, that one. Dropped 300 bucks at Asia di Cuba,



but the payoff was definitely worth it.

JAMES



(SHAKING HIS HEAD, BUT AMUSED) You are one 

sorry-assed motherfucker.

PETER



That I am, Sir James, that I am.

JAMES



Twelve-thirty?

PETER



Done.

· A few feet away, Dennis turns the corner and walks directly toward Peter and James.

JAMES



Uh oh, I feel the power about to come down. 

PETER



Piece of cake, partner.

DENNIS



Peter, can I talk to you for a minute?

PETER



Okay, Dennis, but I’ve only got a minute. I’ve got to get 

to DDBM and sell this hot new program.

JAMES



Catch you later, fellas.

· James continues down the hall. Peter and Dennis enter Peter’s office.

INTERIOR:  Peter’s  Office

· Peter enters first, sits behind his desk, puts a disc into his CD player and turns it on. It is Frank Sinatra singing Pennies From Heaven. It is clear that Dennis is intimidated by Peter.
DENNIS



Could you turn that off while we talk?

PETER



No. What’s on your mind?

DENNIS



(TRYING TO LIGHTEN THINGS UP) You and James 

going-out for a little lunch on the company dime?

PETER



What’s on your mind, Dennis?

DENNIS



Hey, it’s okay, you can tell me. This is like confession.

PETER



I don’t go to confession. What’s on your mind? I’m busy.

DENNIS



I’m a little concerned…

PETER



You should be concerned, the way you throw around



numbers. We go out and sell this shit based on your
directive, and it never delivers. But it’s our credibility 

that suffers, not yours.

DENNIS



Listen, I’m the Manager…

PETER



Everybody knows you’re the Manager, Dennis. You’ve 

been walking around telling everyone since you got the 

promotion. That was eight months ago. It’s old news. 

Now, what  is on your mind?

DENNIS



Peter, you’re the senior salesperson here...

PETER



I’m not the senior salesperson, I’m the top biller.

DENNIS


...and I think that you ought to show me a little more 

respect in front of the rest of the staff. Your behavior 

back there bordered on subversive.

PETER



The word is insubordinate. And if you want respect you 

have to earn it, Manager’s stripe or not. This isn’t

kindergarten. 

DENNIS


Now, this is exactly the kind of stuff I’m talking about. 

You cannot continue to talk to me like this.

· Peter stands and walks toward Dennis, stopping just inches from Dennis’ face. Peter’s tone is confidential and very pointed.

PETER


I’ll talk to you any fucking way I want. I didn’t like working

with you when you were a salesman. I think you’re an

ass kisser and now you’ve got my job and it burns my


ass to report to you. That sticks going down? Write me 

up. But the last time I checked I was outbilling everyone 

on this staff by three-to-one. For the last five years. 

So a memo to Warren Price might not be a good way 

for you to go right now, career-wise, I mean.

· Peter walks back to his desk and sits down.

PETER


Didn’t you see Glengarry Glen Ross, Dennis? It’s just about 

how much cash you bring in. Nothing else counts. We’re

just a bunch of whores putting dog food commercials on TV 

and pulling down six-figure salaries. It’s nothing to be proud 

of. (PAUSE) Now, are we done here?

· Humiliated, Dennis turns to leave the office. As he gets to the door, Peter beckons him.

PETER



Hey, Dennis. No hard feelings, huh? 

· Dennis snorts his disapproval and exits the office. Peter sits there, slightly amused but mostly disgusted. The scene fades to black.

INTERIOR:  A Cramped Office, DDBM Ad Agency
· Peter is sitting in the office, opposite his media buyer, Esther, a woman in her early forties. She is rumpled, overweight, sarcastic. Her office and desk are cluttered with paperwork.

PETER



I saw the pilot. It’s like CSI, but without the writing, 

talent,
stories, or overall appeal.

ESTHER



Sounds great. What’s the projection?

PETER

That’s the punchline: 17 Household, going-up directly



against CSI Miami.
ESTHER



Ha! What are they smoking over there?

PETER



Bad shit, obviously.

ESTHER


Even if I buy this, and I’m not saying I’m going to, it’s 

going
to underdeliver like crazy. You’ll be paying me 

off in makegoods for the next twenty years.

PETER


I’ve already been through this with the runt. Look,


let me put together a package. If it looks reasonable 

you buy it. It underdelivers, I’ll give you a Super Bowl

spot as a makegood.

ESTHER



You don’t have the Super Bowl, Peter.

PETER



I know, but we’ll work something out. 

INTERIOR:  Reception  Area, Outside Esther’s Office

· Esther’s assistant, an attractive woman in her early twenties, is seated at her desk. Peter is hovering over her.

PETER



When are you going to let me take you out to dinner?

ASSISTANT



Esther told me not to go out with you.

PETER



When did Esther become your mother?

ASSISTANT



She says I can’t trust you.

PETER



I ask again: when did Esther become your mother?

Do you think you can trust me? (NO RESPONSE)



How about seven-thirty tonight?

ASSISTANT



How about seven? 

INTERIOR: Peter’s Bedroom

· Peter and the assistant are in bed, having passionate sex. The stereo is playing Frank Sinatra’s That’s Life.

INTERIOR:  Peter’s Office

· The following day. Peter enters his office humming That’s Life. He puts his briefcase down, sits at his desk and calls up his e-mail from the computer. There is a memo from Dennis, instructing him to fly to Minneapolis to oversee important negotiations with a client there. He calls out to his assistant.

PETER



What is this shit? Lisa?!

· Lisa appears in the doorway, waving airline tickets.

LISA



Looking for these?

INTERIOR:  A Conference Room, Minneapolis

· Peter is standing at the head of a long table, addressing a group of men and women who comprise members of an ad agency, their clients, and network representatives from the Minneapolis office.

PETER

So, with CSI showing a slight downward trend in the 

last 3 quarters and beginning look vulnerable in the 

household demographic, it’s not unreasonable to 

think that our new program couldn’t deliver a 17 rating. 

This is an excellent opportunity for your agency and 

your product to take advantage of some very competitive 

30-second spot rates before this program becomes 

the success that we think it’s going to be. (WITH A WINK) 

And we all know what happens to the rates when a show becomes a hit. (EVERYONE IN THE ROOM SHARES 

THE JOKE) Well, thank you for allowing me to fly out 

here and talk to you. I’ll be
in Minneapolis for another 

three days, so please call me with any questions.

· Everyone rises to shake hands and engage in some post-meeting conversation. Peter is off to one side, gathering his materials, when a woman from the ad agency approaches him. She has a very professional appearance and average looks.

JOANNE


Peter, that was one of the best presentations I’ve seen. 

No one in your Minneapolis office could’ve come close. 

Very impressive.

PETER



Thank you, Joanne, but, as you know, our Minneapolis 

staff is very good. My information is a little more current,

that’s all. 

JOANNE



Modest, too. Another admirable quality. Hey, we’re

all going out for drinks and dinner. Are you free?

PETER


You know, normally I would take you up on that in a 

heartbeat, but I arrived very early this morning and I’m 

just beat. Can I get a raincheck?

JOANNE



Absolutely. (A LITTLE FLIRTATIOUS) You know, this 

isn’t New York, but the Twin Cities are really fabulous. 

I’d love to show you around, if you have time.

PETER

That would be great. I look forward to it.

JOANNE



(PLEASED WITH HIS RESPONSE) Great. Well, you’ve



got my numbers. Give me a call.

PETER



I will, I will.

· They shake hands and Joanne rejoins the group. When she is out of earshot, Peter mutters a sarcastic:

Yeah, right.

INTERIOR:  A Hotel Bar, Minneapolis

· A few hours after the presentation. Peter is seated at the bar, smoking a cigarette, drinking scotch and water. His fedora in hung on the back of the chair next to him. The place is empty, except for one other person: a few seats away, a beautiful young woman is writing furiously, drinking Jack Daniels straight and chain-smoking. She frequently reviews what she has written, stopping to make corrections and occasionally talking to herself. She smokes and drinks in quick, precise movements. After studying her for a few moments, Peter addresses her.

PETER



What are you writing?

· The woman does not acknowledge him. She continues her routine until, quite suddenly, she realizes that someone is speaking to her.

HALEY



What?

PETER



What are you writing?

HALEY



That’s a very personal question.

PETER



Yes it is. (PAUSE) Is it a “Dear John” letter?

HALEY



I don’t know what that is.

PETER



Really? You don’t know what a “Dear John Letter” is? 

(SHE DOES NOT RESPOND) Letter to a friend?

HALEY



(SLIGHTLY ANNOYED) It’s not a letter.

PETER



Short story, maybe?

HALEY



(POLITE, BUT FIRM) You know, I’m sure you’re a very 

nice guy, but you’re really annoying me.

PETER



(SINCERELY) Sorry.

· Haley goes back to her writing, Peter to his drinking. A few moments pass. 

HALEY



It’s a piece that I’m writing. I’m a writer.

PETER



Really? Sounds interesting. Can I take a look at it?

HALEY



No, you cannot take a look at it.

PETER



Can you read some of it to me?

HALEY



No, I cannot read some of it to you.

PETER



Why not?

HALEY



For the same reason I won’t go to bed with you: 

I don’t trust you.

PETER



(MULLS IT OVER) Okay, fair enough. I understand.

HALEY



Do you?

PETER



Yeah, I think I do.

· Once again, they go about their business. After a while, Peter speaks.

PETER


Not a lot of people know this, but Frank Sinatra, 

especially in the fifties and sixties, used to collaborate

on a lot of the musical arrangements for the songs 

that he recorded. He had a very extensive knowledge 

of music. He wasn’t just a great singer.

· Knowing that she’s not going to get any work done, Haley puts down her pen and turns to Peter.

HALEY



Is that right?

PETER


Absolutely. That’s why people like Ellington and 

Count Basie loved to work with him. The guy really

knew his music.

HALEY



Are you a Frank Sinatra fan?

PETER



Huge Frank Sinatra fan.

HALEY



Well, that explains the hat.

PETER



How about you? Do you like Sinatra?

HALEY



He’s a little before my time.

PETER


Of course, but Sinatra is timeless. While I’m in town

 
we should get together and listen to some Frank. 

I always bring Frank on the road with me. Do you 


work around here? Do you come to this bar a lot?

HALEY


(EDGY) I temp at an office near here and, no, I don’t 

come
to this bar a lot. I came here tonight because it’s 

Tuesday and there’s nobody here and I thought that I 

could get some work done.

· Haley stares at him intently, but does not return to her writing. Peter takes a few seconds to respond. Normally, given his demeanor and profession, he would continue to press the issue, but he is genuinely attracted to Haley and intrigued by her. He wants badly to continue the conversation, but knows it is a fruitless gesture.

PETER



I’m sorry. I really didn’t mean to bother you. Please,



do your work. I won’t say another word.

· After a few moments of writing, Haley gathers her things, leaves some money on the bar, gets up and approaches Peter. She stands very close to him.

HALEY



Listen, Sinatra, I’m sorry. I’m a little high-strung. 

I’m also a little drunk.

· She places a hand on Peter’s cheek and rubs her thumb across his mouth. 

I think you’re really attractive, but I have nothing 

to give you.

· She exits the bar quickly, a cold blast of air hitting Peter as the door opens, but he barely notices. The scene fades to black. 

· For the next few days, Peter cannot stop thinking about Haley. Accompanied by Frank Sinatra’s rendition of Night & Day, a montage portrays those days in Minneapolis: he attends a series of client meetings, his attention clearly diverted; he sits alone in his hotel room, smoking a cigarette on the end of his bed; he searches for Haley, first in the bar where they met, then in other bars close by. He thinks he sees her on the street, but the woman he approaches is not Haley. Finally, Peter is having dinner one night with his clients in an upscale restaurant. He happens to glance outside and sees Haley walking into a bar across the street. Feigning an emergency call on his cell phone, he quickly excuses himself, exits the restaurant, crosses the street and enters the bar.

INTERIOR:  A Bar, Minneapolis

· A thick layer of cigarette smoke fills the air, as does music from the sound system. It is a young, tee shirt and blue jeans crowd, mostly drinking beer and playing pool. Peter looks around and spots the back of Haley’s head in a booth. She is sitting alone, writing furiously. A shot of Jack Daniels is on the table, as is a lighted cigarette. Peter walks toward the booth and sits down.

PETER



Still working on the same piece?

· Haley looks up with an annoyed expression on her face. She glares at Peter, unable to place the face. Finally, a slight grin of recognition creases her mouth.

HALEY



Sinatra. I thought you didn’t live here. Or was that



just a bunch of bullshit?

PETER


(AMUSED BY HER CANDOR) No, I don’t live here. 

I live in New York, I fly back tomorrow. And those are 


probably the only two honest things I’ve said since

I’ve been here.

HALEY



You mean Frank Sinatra doesn’t really do his own 

arrangements?

PETER



Well, that too. I never lie about Frank.

HALEY



What are you doing here?

PETER



I’m here on business.

HALEY



No, I mean here.

PETER



I’ve been trying to find you for the last two days. I’ve 

been looking everywhere.

HALEY



(DEFENSIVE) Are you stalking me?

PETER



No, no, it’s nothing like that.

HALEY



Well, what is it?

PETER


(GATHERS HIMSELF) Look, you’ve got understand 

something: I don’t meet women like you in my world. 

All the women I meet are angry and stressed-out and 

bitchy and tired. Shit, all the men that I meet are angry 

and stressed-out and bitchy and tired. My world is full 

of people who are miserable.

HALEY



And what about you? Are you angry and stressed-out 

and bitchy and tired?

PETER



I’m the poster boy for angry and stressed-out and



bitchy and tired.

HALEY



And are you miserable?

· Peter considers the question for a few seconds, then answers with embarrassed gravity.

PETER



Every day of my life.

· A few moments of silence pass between them.

HALEY



And what makes you think that I’m not?

PETER



I don’t know, I don’t know anything about you. All I



know is that I met you the other night and I couldn’t

get you off my mind. I just wanted to see you again.

(PAUSE) I wanted to read some of your stuff.

· Again, there is a long moment of silence. Haley takes a drag from her cigarette and considers Peter through a deep exhale of smoke. She is convinced of his sincerity, touched by it, but she remains guarded. Finally, she extends her hand to shake his.

HALEY



Haley. Haley Jorgensen.

PETER



Haley Jorgensen. Sounds a little Scandinavian.

HALEY



Just a little Icelandic, yeah. And what’s your real 

name, Sinatra?

PETER



Peter Fazio.

HALEY



Peter Fazio from New York. Sounds a little Italian.

PETER



Just a little.

HALEY



And what do you do for a living that makes you so 

miserable, Peter Fazio?

PETER



I sell commercial time for one of the networks.

HALEY



(LAUGHS) That’ll do it!

PETER



Tell me about it.

· A young man with a beer in his hand approaches the booth. He’s very drunk.

YOUNG MAN



Hey, man, is this your girlfriend? She’s awesome.

PETER



(POLITE, BUT FIRM) Hey, we’re trying to have a 

conversation here, all right?

YOUNG MAN



(MIMICKING PETER) We’re trying to have a conversation.

(TO HALEY) Are you going out with this fucking geek?

HALEY



Get lost, asshole.

YOUNG MAN



Oh, what’s your problem, bitch?

HALEY



(NONCHALANTLY) You’re right. That was rude.

· In a single, swift movement, Haley grabs the guy between his legs and holds tightly. Peter can’t believe what he’s seeing. The Young Man drops his beer and freezes. Haley addresses him as she would a fourth-grader, but with genuine menace.

HALEY



Now, say you’re sorry or I’ll squeeze your balls until 

your dead.

YOUNG MAN



(WIDE EYED) I’m sorry.

HALEY



(ANGRIER) Say it again. Say it again, with feeling.

· She squeezes him harder. The Young Man yelps.

YOUNG MAN



I’m sorry, really. Please.

HALEY



Good. Now, I’m going to let you go, but I want you 

to listen to me: I have a gun, and if you ever speak 

to me again, I’ll blow your brains out. Okay?

· The Young Man nods his head affirmatively. Haley releases him and he backs away cautiously, returning to the bar. Those that have been watching slowly return to their own conversations. Peter is speechless. Haley quickly begins to gather her things, clearly agitated.

HALEY



Men are such assholes. Let’s get out of here.

· She exits the booth, Peter doing all he can to keep-up with her. The Young Man is seated at the bar, near the exit, and clearly avoids eye contact with Haley. All the same, she glares at him as they pass, ready for another confrontation. Cut to:

INTERIOR:  Haley’s Apartment

· The room is completely dark, but the sound of a key turning inside a lock is heard. The door opens and light floods in from the hallway. The silhouetted figures of Haley and Peter can be seen entering the room. Haley turns on a small table lamp, then another, revealing a sparsely-furnished studio apartment that is cramped with books and writing materials. 

· The only prominent piece of furniture in the place is Haley’s desk, which is strewn with papers containing handwritten notes, ideas and dozen of works-in-progress. An old Underwood typewriter rests in the middle of it all. There is a cheap, narrow bed pushed against one of the walls, and ashtrays full of spent cigarettes are everywhere. As Peter takes it all in, Haley gently drops her materials on the floor and sheds her coat, then heads to the kitchenette, turning-on the flourescent light over the sink. She is still very wired.

HALEY



I can’t apologize for my place being a mess, ‘cause

it’s always like this. Want a drink?  

PETER



Uh, yeah. What do you have?

HALEY



I’m not sure. Come on over.

· Peter approaches her as Haley rummages through an overhead cabinet, opening the refrigerator at the same time.

I’ve got Jack Daniels and two beers.

PETER



I’ll take a beer, thanks.

· Haley hands Peter a beer, then pours herself a quick shot of Jack Daniels, which she downs. Immediately, she refills the glass.

PETER



I thought you Scandinavians were supposed to be 

very peace-loving.

HALEY



Don’t believe the hype.

PETER



Well, that was very impressive. You’d do all right in 

The Bronx. I like your place, by the way.

HALEY



(SUDDENLY VULNERABLE) Don’t make fun of me.

PETER



(SINCERE) I’m not. I’m serious. I like your place.



You can tell that the person who lives here is



serious about their work, that there’s passion.



(PAUSE) I wish my place looked like this.

· With his right hand, Peter lifts the bottle of beer to his mouth. His knuckles are badly swollen and there is a long gash on the top of his hand. Although it is not too deep, there is some bleeding.

HALEY



Oh my God, Peter, what happened to your hand?

PETER



You slammed it in the car door when we were leaving



the bar. I think you were still kind of pissed-off.

HALEY



Oh, my God, it’s awful. We’ve got to go to the Emergency



Room!

PETER


No, it’s all right. Really. It’ll be like new in...3 or 4 years.


I’m only kidding. I can grip the beer, there’s not a lot of 

pain, I
don’t think anything’s broken. Maybe some ice?

· Haley takes another shot of Jack Daniels and reaches for a dirty dishtowel, hands trembling She opens the freezer and begins to drop ice cubes into the towel. She twirls it, creating an ice pack, which she applies gingerly to Peter’s injury. He winces slightly. Haley cradles Peter’s swollen hand between hers. They are very close now.

HALEY


(TENDERLY) Peter, I am so sorry. I’m so stupid.

PETER



It’s okay, really. (TRYING TO LIGHTEN THINGS UP)



Just promise me you won’t squeeze my balls until 

I’m dead, okay?

· Haley laughs nervously, eyes downcast, still holding his hand.

PETER



You don’t really have a gun, do you?

· Again, she laughs nervously and shakes her head no, eyes still downcast. Peter uses his free hand to gently lift Haley’s chin. They look into each other’s eyes, then Peter leans in and kisses Haley softly. As he begins to pull away, Haley reaches behind his neck and gently pulls him back toward her. They kiss slowly, tenderly for a few moments, then Haley retreats.  

HALEY



I’m sorry. I can’t do this.

· She turns away from him, pouring herself another shot and downing it. Peter watches her for a few seconds, then reaches out to stroke her cheek with the back of his index finger. Haley leans into the gesture, which encourages Peter to gently pull her toward him. This time, they kiss passionately. Again, Haley pulls away.

HALEY



(EDGY) Really, I can’t do this.

PETER



(SINCERELY) Okay.

HALEY



I’m sorry.

PETER



You don’t have to apologize. It’s okay. (PAUSE) Really.

· Haley moves toward him, her mouth nearly touching his.

HALEY



I want to, but I can’t.

PETER



Haley, it’s okay. Do you want me to go?

HALEY


No, I want you to stay. I want you to stay and sleep 

with me. Can you do that without fucking me?

PETER



Yes, I can. 

· Haley takes Peter’s right hand and kisses it gently.

HALEY



(BARELY AUDIBLE) Peter…

· The scene fades to black, then fades up to:

INTERIOR:  Haley’s Apartment

· Later, around 4 a.m. Peter is in Haley’s bed, asleep. Awakened by something stirring in the room, he props himself on one elbow and squints through the dim light. Haley is at her desk, writing feverishly and chain smoking, sometimes muttering to herself. A bottle of Jack Daniels is within reach.

PETER



(GROGGY) Haley, you all right?

· Haley turns to look at Peter, but says nothing, almost as if she were in a trance. She returns to her writing, then stops, taking a last drag from her cigarette before extinguishing it in an overflowing ashtray. She drinks a shot of Jack Daniels, then gets up from the desk, wearing an oversized tee shirt, and walks toward Peter. He lays on his back, arms behind his head, unsure of what to expect. Wordlessly, Haley gets into bed and straddles him, pinning his arms to the mattress as she bends to kiss him slowly, passionately. Keeping him pinned, Haley guides Peter into her and begins to rock back and forth methodically, occasionally leaning forward to kiss him. The scene plays out for a few moments, then fades to black.

INTERIOR:  Haley’s Apartment

· The same morning, around 7 a.m. Peter is dressed in his suit, Haley is asleep in bed. Peter walks over to the desk and writes his address and phone number on a legal pad. He picks up another pad and begins to read what Haley was writing earlier that morning. Still asleep, she stirs audibly. Peter returns the pad and walks closer to the bed. He stops to take a long look at Haley as she sleeps. After a few moments he bends down, kissing her softly.

PETER



(QUIETLY) Haley?

· Haley awakens out of a deep sleep. Saying nothing, she lifts her hand to touch Peter’s face.

PETER



I have to go. My flight’s in two hours. I left my address



and phone numbers on your desk. I’ll call you as soon 

as I get back
to New York.

HALEY



Am I ever going to hear from you again? 

PETER



I’ll call you as soon as I get to New York.

HALEY



Really?

PETER



Really. (PAUSE) It’s the first honest thing I’ve said all day.

· Haley pulls him down toward her and they kiss gently for a long time. Eventually, she softly pushes Peter away and rolls over, trying to conceal her emotions.

HALEY



(QUIETLY) Go. Go on.

· Peter stands there, searching for the appropriate words. Just as he is about to leave, Haley holds out her hand and he grasps it. They hold hands for a while, then Peter kisses her hand and places it gently onto the bed. He turns slowly and exits the apartment, closing the door behind him. The scene fades to black.

· A series of images follows Peter back to New York, accompanied by Frank Sinatra’s Fools Rush In: a jet aircraft takes off, bound for New York; in flight, he stares out the window with a tired and somewhat sad expression on his face. Peter is seen walking through a terminal at LaGuardia airport, then in the back seat of a taxi crossing the Queensboro Bridge. In mid-town, he gets stuck in traffic. Finally, he exits the cab in front of his office building and starts for the entrance. Exiting the elevator on the 47th floor, he acknowledges a few colleagues in the corridor, then enters his office. Exhausted, he slumps into his chair, still thinking about Haley. 

INTERIOR:  Peter’s Office, New York

· Lisa, Peter’s assistant, enters. 

LISA



Welcome back. I heard it went really well.

PETER



Yeah, it went okay. Better than I expected.

LISA



Did you close?

PETER



Yeah. We’re millionaires.

LISA



(ONLY HALF-KIDDING) Come on, Peter, I want a



bigger bonus this Christmas. You’ve got to close



everything from now until mid-December.

PETER



(ONLY HALF-KIDDING) Lisa, don’t you think about



anything except money?

· She looks at Peter as if he has two heads.

LISA



Uh, I learned it all from you, Ricky Roma. By the

way, Dennis said he wanted to see you as soon 

as you got in.

· They look at each other and laugh, commiserating.

PETER



I was in Minneapolis for four days. Haven’t I suffered 

enough?

LISA



No rest for the wicked. When you’re done with Dennis, 

we have to go over some things, okay?

PETER



(GROANS) Like what?

LISA



James covered DDBM for you. I don’t think it went too well.

PETER



Could’ve been worse. Could’ve been Sarah.

LISA



Be nice. Let me know when you’re ready.

· Lisa exits the office. Peter pulls a piece of paper from his suit pocket, picks up the phone and dials the number written on the paper. The connection is made and a telephone rings on the other end.

INTERIOR:  Haley’s Apartment

· The apartment is empty. The phone rings four times.

INTERIOR:  Peter’s Office

· Peter lets the phone ring another three or four times before hanging-up. Tired, he rises slowly from his desk and exits, on his way to Dennis’ office. 

INTERIOR:  Dennis’ Office

· A television executive’s office: beautifully furnished, with a great view of the city. Dennis is seated at his desk, working. Peter enters unannounced and drops down into one of the chairs opposite Dennis.

PETER



(UNENTHUSIASTICALLY) You wanted to see me?

DENNIS



(WITH FORCED SINCERITY) Hey, welcome back! 

How did it go?

PETER



Didn’t you see the order? I emailed it yesterday.

DENNIS



Of course I saw it. 

PETER



Well, that’s how it went. Is there a problem?

DENNIS


No, not with the order. The order’s great. Great job.

PETER


But… 

DENNIS

(PAUSE) It’s just that I was on the phone with the agency


this morning, to thank them for the order, and Joanne 

mentioned that you got up in the middle of dinner last 

night and left. Never came back…

PETER


(UNCARING) I was sick. It must have been the lousy 

food. And the lousy company. And the lousy weather. 

Is that what this is about?

DENNIS



Kind of unprofessional, don’t you think? 

· Peter nearly leaps out of his chair.

PETER


What the fuck is this? I bring you back twelve-and-


a-half million dollars, a forty fucking share on the

buy, a full sponsorship on
your piece-of-shit program, 

your CSI killer...

· Dennis notices a small group gathering outside his office. 

DENNIS



(EMBARRASSED) Okay, take it easy.

PETER


...and you’ve got the balls to ask me about some


stupid fucking dinner? Jesus Christ!

DENNIS 



(MORE AUTHORITATIVE) Calm down, Peter.

PETER


(LESS EXCITED, BUT POINTED) You sent me out 

there at the eleventh hour to get fucked, but I came


back a star. Is that what’s burning your ass, Dennis? 

DENNIS



You’re forgetting that I’m the Sales Manager here. 

PETER

Oh please, give it a rest! Can I tell you something,

Mr. Sales Manager: You’re not a player, you’re



never going to be. So get off my ass. Or fire me…



if you’ve got the stones.

· Dennis sits there, dumbfounded, embarrassed, angry. Peter exits the office, passing the small group that has congregated in the hall. He brushes by James, who shakes his head from side-to-side, avoiding eye contact. The scene fades to black.

INTERIOR:  Peter’s Apartment, Upper West Side

· Peter sits on the sofa, dressed in a tee shirt and sweat pants, smoking a cigarette, drinking scotch. The sound system is playing the Sinatra/Basie rendition of Please Be Kind. He takes a drag of the cigarette and sets it down in the ashtray, then picks up the remote control and lowers the volume. Reaching for the telephone, he dials Haley’s number again. It rings a number times before he hangs-up. Returning to his cigarette and drink, he increases the volume of the CD and rests his head against the back of the sofa. The scene fades to black.

INTERIOR:  Peter’s Bedroom

· Four a.m., the following morning. Peter is asleep when the phone rings. Groggy, he searches for the receiver, eventually locating it. 

PETER



Hello? (CLEARS HIS THROAT) Hello? Hello?

· The caller hangs-up and the disconnection echoes slightly over the line. Peter lays on his back, now fully awake, with the cordless receiver still in his hands.

PETER



Long distance.

· Peter sits up in bed, positioning both legs over the side of the mattress. After a few moments of deliberation, he dials Haley’s number. A long-distance connection is made and the phone rings repeatedly, but Peter does not hang-up. Finally, Haley answers. She is clearly wide awake, but her voice sounds troubled, dark, and she speaks in a very subdued tone.

HALEY



Yes?

PETER



(STRAIGHTENING UP) Haley? It’s Peter.

HALEY



Hi.

PETER



I’ve been calling you all day. Honest.

HALEY



I haven’t been here.

PETER



Is everything okay?

HALEY



Yeah, sure.

PETER


(GENTLY) Are you being honest with me now? (NO 

ANSWER) Haley, someone just called me and hung-up. 

It was long-distance Was it you?

HALEY



(QUIETLY, AFTER A PAUSE) Yes.

PETER



Tell me the truth, now: is everything okay?

· Peter can hear her inhaling a cigarette. Haley pauses before answering, then speaks slowly and in the same subdued tone.

HALEY


(AFTER A PAUSE, THEN SLOWLY) It’s just, uh, it’s 

just that sometimes I feel really, uh, down, Peter. I 

feel really alone and I feel like I’m sinking, like I’m 

sinking down a drain, like I’m being sucked down a 

drain and I can’t stop it. Nothing can stop it, and 

nobody can help me. (PAUSE) Do you ever feel like 

that?

· Peter is totally thrown by this. He begins to speak but stops, unsure of what to say.

HALEY



(QUIETLY) You think I’m crazy, don’t you?

PETER



No! No. (PAUSE) I, I just don’t know what to say. I wish 

I was there.

HALEY



So do I. 

· Haley hangs-up. Peter begins to redial her number, but stops. After a while, he cradles the receiver and reaches for a cigarette from the pack on his night stand. After lighting it, he lies on his back, trying to digest what has just happened. He lays in the same position for the next two hours, awake and smoking, then rises to get ready for work.

INTERIOR:  The Kitchen, Peter’s Apartment

· Peter stands in the kitchen, drinking a cup of coffee and reading Adweek magazine. He is dressed in a shirt, tie and dress pants. In the middle of reading an article he puts the magazine down, picks up the phone, and dials. Dennis’ voice mail can be heard through the receiver, and Peter leaves a message after the tone.

PETER


Dennis, it’s Peter. Friday, about seven-thirty. I’m


not coming in. Leave me a voicemail if there’s

anything urgent, otherwise I’ll see you on Monday.

· Peter disconnects and sets the phone on the kitchen countertop. He reaches for his Palm Pilot and, after a brief search, finds the information he is looking for. He picks-up the phone and dials a number.

PETER



Yeah, what time are your flights to Minneapolis today? 

· A series of images depicts Peter’s trip to Minneapolis, accompanied by Frank Sinatra’s Come Rain or Come Shine: seen from below, a jet aircraft flies through the grey winter sky; Peter arrives at Haley’s apartment building via taxi. He gets out of the taxi, walks into the building’s lobby and presses the buzzer to her first-floor apartment, but there is no response. Stepping back outside, he looks into one of the windows and sees no one. Peter then sits down on the front steps and remains in the same position as late morning becomes early evening. Finally, Haley appears, walking down the sidewalk. She turns onto the entrance leading to her building, is startled by the presence of someone on the steps, then recognizes Peter. She walks quickly toward him and they embrace, then kiss, Haley leading him by the hand, up the stairs and through the building’s front door.

INTERIOR:  Haley’s Apartment

· Peter and Haley enter. She turns on a light, drops her things on the floor and walks straight to the kitchenette, talking quickly as she walks. She is wired, but very upbeat and extremely animated.

HALEY



I can’t believe you’re here! This is so great!

· Haley takes a bottle of Jack Daniels and two glasses from the cabinet. She fills both glasses, takes a shot from one of them, then refills it.

PETER



I was worried about you, after that phone call.

· Handing Peter one of the glasses, a confused look crosses her face.

HALEY



What phone call?

PETER



The one at 4 a.m. this morning. It scared the shit out



of me. You sounded suicidal.

HALEY



(DOWNPLAYING IT) Oh, you can’t worry about that.



I get like that sometimes, especially when I’m writing.

· Haley downs her second shot, turns around and pours herself another. 

PETER



Hey, take is easy...

· She lights a cigarette, inhales once and lays it in an ashtray. 

HALEY



I’m just excited that you’re here...

· Haley opens a drawer and pulls out a joint, lights it and takes a hit. She offers it to Peter, who inhales once and hands it back to her.

PETER



So everything’s all right?

HALEY


Of course! Oh, Peter, you’re so sweet.

· She embraces him tightly, then steps back.

Sometimes, when I’m writing, I go to some very 

dark places. There’s nothing I can do about it. 

That’s where
my writing takes me.

PETER



So, you’re okay...now?

HALEY



(TAKES ANOTHER SHOT) I’m great! I’m even better,



now that you’re here.

· She takes his injured hand and caresses it gently, kissing it.

I’m sorry that I worried you. You’re so sweet to come

all this way.

PETER



Haley, I...

· Excited, she pulls away from him suddenly.

HALEY



Oh, look what I got yesterday!

· Haley walks quickly to a small, portable sound system that is situated in a corner of the room. She bends down and activates it. Frank Sinatra, singing All Or Nothing At All, begins to play. Haley returns to Peter, snapping her fingers and mouthing the words, delighting him. She embraces him again, her mouth just inches from his.

HALEY



Proud of me?

PETER



Very.  (KISSES HER GENTLY ON THE MOUTH)

Are you hungry? Can I take you to dinner?

HALEY



Let’s go later.

· They begin to kiss passionately. Haley gently nudges Peter against the refrigerator, causing a few magnets to drop to the floor. After a few moments, Peter reverses their position, gently pinning Haley’s arms against the refrigerator. As they continue to kiss, Haley begins to feel trapped and vulnerable. She squirms languidly in his grasp, but Peter, misreading Haley’s signals, is more physically insistent, which causes Haley to panic further. Eventually, she pushes Peter away, but gently. 

Confused, he looks at her quizzically. There is an unsure expression on Haley’s face, but she does not move. Peter approaches her again as Haley repositions her arms against the refrigerator, allowing Peter to restrain her there. They kiss hungrily until Haley begins to resist. This time, Peter backs away voluntarily. They eye each other, both excited, but hold their ground. Peter comes toward her, this time moving his hands across Haley’s body, but not kissing her. After a few moments, he drops to his knees, remaining there until Haley can allow herself to enjoy the sensations. 

Once Peter returns to his feet, the sex is furious, at least at the outset: clothes are torn off or shorn hurriedly as they make their way toward Haley’s small bed. Once there, the physicality increases: there is biting, hair pulling, wrestling – one occasionally pinning the other – but there is never brutality. This goes on for hours, eventually giving way to something gentler, although every bit as passionate.

INTERIOR:  Haley’s Apartment

· Later, the same night. Peter and Haley are in bed. Frank Sinatra is singing Moonlight In Vermont. Haley is smoking a cigarette and caressing Peter’s injured hand.

PETER



(REFERRING TO THE SONG) This is my favorite part.

· They concentrate on Sinatra’s singing.

Right here. Oh, that’s so good. I wonder what it’s like

to have talent. Real talent. God, he was unbelievable.

HALEY



I thought we were pretty unbelievable.

PETER



Yes, we were. I’ve never felt anything like that in my

life. That was crazy. 

HALEY



Bad crazy?

PETER



(EMPHATICALLY ) No. Good crazy. Amazing crazy.



You’re amazing to be with. (PAUSE) I’m amazed



by you.

· He strokes her face tenderly.

(QUIETLY) I didn’t hurt you, did I?

HALEY



(SHAKES HER HEAD “NO” AND KISSES HIM) I didn’t 

hurt you, did I?

· They laugh quietly. She offers Peter the cigarette. He takes a long drag, studying Haley’s face. She returns his gaze and after a few moments they kiss passionately. When they have finished, Peter softly replaces the cigarette between Haley’s lips.

HALEY



(TIMIDLY) I finished that piece I was working on.

PETER

The piece you were writing at the bar?

HALEY



Uh huh.

PETER



Great! Can I read it? 

HALEY



No.

PETER



Still don’t trust me?

HALEY



I want to read it to you.

· Haley gets out of bed and walks over to her desk. She rummages through a pile of papers until she finds what she is looking for. Returning to bed, she positions herself very close to Peter, who listens intently.

HALEY



I finished it this morning, probably after I talked to you.



Ready?

PETER



Yeah, come on! I’m dying, I want to hear it.

HALEY



Okay, but it’s still a little raw...

· She focuses intently, a noticeable change coming over her persona; something darker and more intense. She clears her throat, then:

HALEY

This is truly like watching

Someone else’s nightmare

Finally you see

How weak I am

And once the bleeding starts

There’s no stopping it

Like steak knives

When I was a child

Everything I have in my heart

Is love, that monster

Too strong to understand

This letter is a mess

I want to tell you

My entire life

And slice open

This terrible, terrible

Love and silence

Deny a part too twisted

My weakness, a horrible trait

Like a fingerprint

· There is a moment of silence between them, which makes Haley nervous. 

HALEY



I’m open to constructive feedback...

PETER



Haley, I don’t know what to say. 

HALEY



It’s shit, isn’t it?

PETER



(SINCERELY) No, it’s good. It’s really good.

HALEY



You really think so?

PETER



Yeah. It’s, it’s... so intense.

HALEY



What were you expecting?

PETER



I didn’t know what to expect.

HALEY



My friends say I’m too intense. (PAUSE) Am I too



intense for you?

PETER



(LOOKS DEEPLY INTO HER EYES) No, not for me.

· She gently rolls Peter onto his back and straddles him. They kiss passionately as Haley begins to writhe slowly atop Peter’s abdomen. 

HALEY



I need to be intense. Right now.

· The scene fades slowly to black as the action intensifies. With the screen still black, Haley can be heard speaking quietly to someone.

HALEY


I haven’t known him that long. (PAUSE) Well, I can 

ask him, but I don’t think he’ll be interested.

· Fade-up to:

INTERIOR:  Haley’s Apartment

· Peter awakens from a deep sleep to see Haley is speaking into the telephone. She glances over and sees that Peter is awake. She finishes the conversation hurriedly.

HALEY



Okay, I’ve got to go. I’ll call you later. Love you...

· She hangs up the phone.

PETER



What wouldn’t I be interested in?

· Haley walks over to the bed and kisses Peter gently, then walks toward the kitchenette.

HALEY



Want some coffee?

PETER



Yeah, thanks. I need it.

· As Haley prepares the coffee, Peter props himself up on one elbow.

PETER



You didn’t answer my question. What wouldn’t
I be



interested in?

HALEY


That was my mother. I usually have dinner with my 

family on Saturday, and she wants me to bring you 

along.

PETER



(SHRUGS) Sounds great.

HALEY



It isn’t.

PETER



Come on, how bad can it be?

HALEY



You don’t understand, Peter. It’s like an Ingmar 

Bergman film.

PETER



I love Ingmar Bergman films!

HALEY



You won’t love this Ingmar Bergman film.

PETER



Come on, how bad can it be?

INTERIOR:  Dining Room, the Jorgenson House

· The table is elegantly set for four. The room is darkly lit. Mr. Jorgensen, dressed in a suit, is seated at the head of the table while Mrs. Jorgensen sits at the opposite end, wearing a beautiful dress. Haley and Peter sit on opposite sides of the table, facing each other. There is no conversation for the first few moments of the scene.

PETER



The wine is lovely. Goes beautifully with the meat.

· The observation is met with silence. Finally, Mrs. Jorgensen speaks.

 MRS. JORGENSEN



We usually don’t have wine with dinner but, yes, this



is quite good. Do you drink a lot of wine, Peter?

PETER



I don’t about a lot, but I do enjoy wine. (TRYING TO



LIGHTEN THINGS UP) I am Italian, after all.

HALEY



Mother, we have wine with dinner all the time.

MRS. JORGENSEN



Peter, Haley tells us that you’re in television sales.

PETER



Yes, I am.

MRS. JORGENSEN



And, how long have you been doing that?

PETER



Almost seven years.

MRS. JORGENSEN



Do you enjoy it?

PETER



It’s all right. There’s a lot of pressure. It’s not the

nicest environment to work in. It’s certainly not as 

glamorous as it sounds, I can tell you that.

· Mr. & Mrs. Jorgensen exchange puzzled expressions.

MRS. JORGENSEN



Now, do you sell anything besides televisions? Any

other appliances, or just televisions?

· There is an awkward moment of silence.

HALEY


Mother, Peter doesn’t sell televisions. He works for


one of the networks. He sells commercial time for


them. He puts the commercials on TV.

MRS. JORGENSEN


Oh, I see. That’s not the way you explained it to me, 

Haley.
(TO PETER) You know what commercial I 

love?  The one where the puppy chases the garbage 

truck onto the highway and almost gets killed before


he finally makes it back home. 

MRS. JORGENSEN

(continued)

That’s an adorable commercial. It’s a tire company,


isn’t it?

PETER



Yes, it is.

MRS. JORGENSEN



Now, did you make that?

HALEY



Mom, he doesn’t make them...

MRS. JORGENSEN



That’s one of my favorites. John’s, too.

· Mr. Jorgensen does not acknowledge the comment.

MRS. JORGENSEN


You know the other one I really love? It’s the one 

where the big thumb comes out of the sky and 

crushes the office building. Now, what are they 

advertising?

PETER


(ATTEMPTING A JOKE) I think it’s the Church Of 

The Latter Day Saints.

· A stifled laugh comes from Haley, but both parents are expressionless.

INTERIOR:  The Kitchen, the Jorgenson House

· Mrs. Jorgensen is rinsing dishes and handing them to Haley, who places them in the dishwasher. Peter is seated at the kitchen table, sipping a glass of red wine.

MRS. JORGENSEN


...and I told Lance, “she is using you, and if you 

don’t get out of that relationship, she’ll continue 

to use you until something better comes along.” 

Well, what do you think happens? Sure enough,

a month later, she tells him she’s met someone

else, someone who makes more money, and

before you know it, he’s back here, broke and

crying and all I could say to him was...  

· Peter rises quietly from the table and exits the room.

INTERIOR:  Mr. Jorgensen’s  Den

· As Peter walks past the den, he notices that Mr. Jorgensen is seated in a large leather chair, smoking a cigar, still dressed in his suit. The room is very darkly lit, with dark wood paneling and furniture. A bottle of vodka and an ice bucket are placed within easy reach. Mr. Jorgensen holds a large, half-empty drink in his hands. Peter knocks quietly and enters. Although Mr. Jorgensen is polite, he is not pleased with Peter’s presence and adopts a rather stiff posture toward his guest.

PETER



Enjoying a little peace and quiet?

MR. JORGENSEN



(PUFFING ON THE CIGAR) Uh huh.

PETER



The ladies are out doing the kitchen clean-up. Think



I was just in the way.

MR. JORGENSEN



Uh huh.

PETER



Well, thank you for inviting me to dinner. It was delicious.

MR. JORGENSEN



We’re always happy to entertain one of Haley’s friends.

PETER



I’m very enamored of your daughter.

MR. JORGENSEN



Haley’s a good girl.

PETER



And extremely talented.

MR. JORGENSEN



Is that so? In what way?

PETER



Well, I’m sure you’ve read some of her writing. I 

think it’s quite good.

MR. JORGENSEN



I wasn’t aware that she wrote.

PETER



Really? Oh yes, she’s quite good. (PAUSE) Do

you mind if I sit down?

MR. JORGENSEN



I usually don’t allow anyone in the study, Peter.

PETER



(CAUGHT OFF BALANCE) Oh, I’m sorry. I’ll, uh, leave

you to your cigar, then.

MR. JORGENSEN



Close the door behind you, if you wouldn’t mind.

· Peter exits the room, pulling the door closed. The scene cuts to black as the door shuts.

INTERIOR:  Haley’s Apartment

· Late morning, the next day. Peter and Haley are in bed. Haley is smoking a cigarette. One of Peter’s neckties is bound around his left wrist and its imprint encircles his right. 

PETER



I still can’t get over that dinner last night.

HALEY



Told you.

PETER



I’ll never think of Ingmar Bergman films quite 

the same way.

HALEY



(SINGS IT) I... told...you.

· Peter kisses Haley softly on the mouth, then slides out from under the sheets – necktie still attached to his wrist – and walks toward the bathroom.

PETER



Have they always been like that?

HALEY



They used to be worse.

PETER



Hard to believe.

INTERIOR:  Haley’s Bathroom

· Peter enters the bathroom, massaging his temples, and opens the medicine cabinet, searching for aspirin. Instead he finds a number of plastic bottles of prescription medication. He picks one up and examines it, then returns it to the shelf. Unable to find anything suitable, he closes the medicine cabinet and calls-out to the main room.

PETER



Haley, do you have any aspirin or anything  like that?

· She responds from bed.

HALEY



I think I have some out here.

· Peter exits the bathroom.

INTERIOR:  Haley’s Apartment

· Haley is in the kitchenette, rummaging through a drawer. Peter enters the room, still rubbing his temples, head slightly down.

HALEY



Do you have a headache?

· Peter looks-up at Haley and begins to respond, but stops. She is now looking through an overhead cabinet, standing on tiptoes as she searches. She is wearing Peter’s tank top undershirt, which clings to her upper body, and a pair of flannel pajama bottoms that nicely accent her curves. Peter walks toward Haley and puts his hands on her midsection, turning her toward him.

PETER



Don’t worry about it.

HALEY



No, I have something here...

· He kisses her passionately.

PETER



I don’t have a headache any more.

· They kiss again, but Haley pulls away after a while.

HALEY



(APOLOGETICALLY) I have to write.

PETER



Now?

HALEY



Yeah, right now. I’m sorry.

· He leans in again, but she gently holds him off with both hands.

HALEY



(GENTLE, BUT FIRM)  Peter, I have to write.

· Although he is disappointed, Peter nods affirmatively, knowing that it is important for Haley to work. Accompanied by Frank Sinatra’s Witchcraft, a series of images follow, depicting the next few hours: Haley sits at her desk drinking coffee, writing furiously and chain smoking; Peter reads the newspaper while sitting on the bed, also smoking and drinking coffee. Late morning gives way to mid-afternoon. Peter paces the apartment, reading a magazine, listening to music on the headphones. He goes out for a walk and returns to find Haley still deep into her writing. Eventually, he lies on the bed and quickly falls asleep. Another two hours pass before Haley is finished. She gets up from the desk, stretches, and walks over to the bed, kissing Peter gently on the mouth. He is slow to rouse, so she begins touching him, nuzzling his neck, putting her mouth on him. Peter awakens and they begin to kiss. He reaches over the side of the bed, to the floor, and produces the necktie, holding it aloft playfully.

PETER



My turn.

HALEY



Oh, Peter...I don’t know...

PETER



(PLAYFUL, BUT INSISTENT) Come on! Fair is fair...

· Apprehensively, Haley holds out her wrists to Peter, who promptly ties them together. He drapes her arms over his shoulders, then begins to touch her. Peter’s actions are a little rough, but Haley tries to go with it, allowing him to push her onto the bed. Positioning Haley’s arms above her head, Peter presses his mouth to Haley’s breast through the tee shirt and begins to tear at the material there. Haley struggles slightly, but Peter forces her into a long, deep kiss, making it difficult for her to breathe. Once he vacates her mouth, Haley gasps quietly. There is a desperate quality to her voice. 

HALEY



No. Please.

· Pinning Haley’s wrists to the bed with one hand, Peter tears away a large portion of the tee shirt. He fondles Haley roughly, using his free hand to push her legs wider apart, wedging his thigh there. Clearly panicked, Haley begins to resist as violently as she can.  

HALEY



Get off! Get off me!

· Startled, Peter nearly leaps off the bed, staring down at Haley, who is on the verge of tears. She hides her face, trying to regain her composure, but when Peter bends down and lightly caresses her, Haley reacts with repulsion. Peter carefully sits down on the bed and, after a few aborted efforts, slowly unties her. He gently massages Haley’s wrists and kisses them. This seems to console and relax her, if only a little.

PETER



I’m sorry I hurt you.

HALEY



I just got a little freaked-out.

· Haley sits-up in bed, distancing herself from Peter.

PETER


I would never do anything to hurt you, Haley. 

(NO RESPONSE) Did I do something wrong?

HALEY



No. (PAUSE) I just had a really weird moment. 

Kind of a flashback.

PETER



Want to tell me about it?

HALEY



I don’t know if I can do that.

PETER



I’d like to know.

HALEY



Don’t press me, okay?

PETER


Sooner or later you’re going to have to trust me...

HALEY



(EMPHATICALLY) Don’t press me.

PETER



Does it have something to do with all those pills? 

The ones in the bathroom?

HALEY



(AGITATED) What are you, a cop?

PETER



I was just looking for some aspirin...

· Haley springs from the bed and begins to pace the floor.

HALEY

Where else have you been snooping? 

PETER



I was looking for some aspirin...

HALEY



This is unbelievable! And you want me to trust you?

PETER



(IMPLORING) Haley, calm down. I was in the bathroom...

HALEY



Have you looked through all my drawers? Have 

you read my notes? This is such a violation!

· Haley walks to her desk, picks up a large pile of papers and throws them in Peter’s direction.

HALEY



Here! In case you missed something!

PETER



Haley, please, I didn’t mean anything...

· She throws an ashtray across the room, breaking it. Peter is dumbfounded. Haley then begins to dress hurriedly.

HALEY


I don’t need this shit! You rip my guts open?

· Finished dressing, she grabs her jacket, then rushes over to Peter, pointing a finger right in his face.

HALEY



You’re not going to dissect me.

· She charges out of the apartment, slamming the door behind her. Peter remains in the same spot, speechless. After a few moments, he reaches for a cigarette, lights it, and sits on the bed, smoking.

The hours pass. Peter eventually rises from the bed and begins to clean-up the broken ashtray from the floor. He then gathers the papers strewn about the room, slowly sorting them into a neat pile. He tries to kill the time as best he can, but Haley still does not return. Finally, he sits at her desk and begins reading her material. He reads throughout the night, into the early morning. The final image is of Peter, fully dressed with his bag in hand, preparing to walk out the door. Haley enters. She is as conciliatory as Peter is guarded.

PETER



I was just leaving.

HALEY



I’m glad you’re still here.

· Haley approaches Peter and embraces him, but he does not reciprocate, still holding his bag. Haley senses his hesitation and pulls away, pacing around the apartment.

HALEY



Wow, you really cleaned-up.

PETER



Figured I’d make myself useful.

HALEY



My desk hasn’t looked this neat in years. (PAUSE)



Thanks.

PETER


I’ll be honest with you: I read all of your stuff. Figured


you couldn’t get any more pissed-off at me than you 

already are, so... (PAUSE) Plus, I didn’t know if we


were going to see each other again.

HALEY



Are we? Going to see each other again?

· Peter shrugs an I-don’t-know. His distance panics Haley.

HALEY


What would you say if I told you that I just ended 

an affair last month? With
a woman.

PETER



(UNIMPRESSED) I’d say I was from New York.

· There is a long, awkward silence.

HALEY


I’m manic depressive. Like, clinically, medically


off-the-graph manic depressive. (LAUGHS) I 

guess you probably figured that out by now,

huh? Anyway, that’s what the drugs are for...

PETER



They don’t appear to be working.

HALEY



Oh, I don’t take them, I can’t take them. It’s



somebody else’s reality, Peter.  How can I 

write if I’m seeing things through someone 

else’s reality?

PETER



(SOFTENING) I see your point, I really do. (PAUSE)



Well, I should be...

HALEY



Why did you read my stuff?

PETER



I shouldn’t have, I know, but I’m curious. I wanted



to know about you. I’m trying to understand.

HALEY



Did you like...what you read?

PETER



I liked it a lot. (PAUSE) I think you’re brilliant.

HALEY



(SHEEPISHLY) Thank you.

· There is another awkward pause between them.

PETER



I’m sorry about what happened. I really wasn’t



trying to pry...

HALEY



Peter, I...

PETER



Let me finish, please? I realized last night that I’m



out of my element here. Maybe it’s just better to cut 

our losses now and save ourselves the drama.

HALEY



(DEFLATED) Doesn’t sound like a very aggressive



sales strategy.

PETER



(LAUGHS QUIETLY) No, I guess it doesn’t.

· A car horn sounds from outside.

That’s my cab.

· Peter approaches Haley and they embrace until the horn sounds again.

Take care of yourself...

· Peter slowly makes his way to the door, stopping to take one last look at Haley. Both are fighting to control their emotions. After a long moment of deliberation, he opens the door and exits. The scene cuts to black as the door closes.

· Accompanied by Frank Sinatra’s What Is This Thing Called Love? a montage of images depicts the following few hours after Peter’s departure: Haley, devastated, sits on the side of her bed and breaks down; Peter stares blankly from the window of his taxi, bound for the airport; at the airline ticket counter, he is informed of a long delay to his flight to New York. Seated at her desk, Haley writes at a frenzied pace. Frustrated, she crumples one sheet of paper after another into a ball and throws them to the floor, each time beginning again. Finally, she writes a few words, then stops, setting the pen down and holding her head in her hands, overcome with emotion. Meanwhile, Peter kills time in the airport terminal. He tries to read, then people-watch, but he cannot shake the image of Haley from his mind. Unable to stay in the apartment, Haley gathers her things and leaves. Peter, sitting near his departure gate, hears the boarding call for his flight and stands, reaching for his bag. Haley is now at the bar, situated in her favorite booth, drinking, smoking and writing, all with great determination. Her expression is drawn, fatigued, sad. She looks up suddenly, visually scanning the bar, then returns her focus to the writing.

EXTERIOR:  Haley’s Apartment Building 

· Evening. The street is dark as a taxi pulls-up in front of the building. It takes a few seconds for the passenger to pay the fare, then the door opens. It is Haley, returning from the bar. She walks slowly toward the building’s entrance, dreading her return. In the dim light, she thinks she sees the outline of a figure sitting on the front steps. Excited, Haley draws closer, but no one is there. As she mounts the stairs, fishing her keys from a coat pocket, Haley wheels around. Standing on the sidewalk is Peter. They approach each other cautiously, then embrace like lost lovers. The scene fades to black.

INTERIOR:  Haley’s Apartment

· Haley and Peter are in bed. Haley is lying on her back, an ashtray resting on her torso as she smokes a cigarette. Peter’s head is pressed against her. When she speaks, her tone is flat and passionless.

HALEY


See that window over there? About two years ago I 

was lying here, in this bed, reading, and I fell asleep. 

HALEY (continued)

When I woke-up, that window was open and there 

were two men in the room. One of them was holding


me down, the other was spreading my legs. When I 

tried to scream, one of them hit me. They opened my


mouth and poured so much cheap whiskey down my

throat that I almost choked to death. It burned. I tried

to scream again, and they hit me again. Harder. And

then they raped me. Both of them. They fucked me

everywhere, and they fucked me all night. And when


they were done, they left through that window. And 

they were laughing.

· Haley takes a long, deliberate drag on the cigarette.

You’re the only person I’ve ever told. And you’re the 

first man I’ve been with since then. Is that enough 

trust for you?

· The scene fades to black. There are a few seconds of silence, then Peter’s voice is heard over the black screen.

PETER

There are so many things that I want to say to you,

but I don’t know the right words. (PAUSE) What I

do know is that you are unlike anyone I’ve ever met,

and I haven’t stopped thinking about you since the

first time we spoke. 

INTERIOR:  Minneapolis Airport

· Peter and Haley are inside the terminal.

PETER

The other night, when I was reading your stuff, 

I was thinking about how great it would be if we

lived together in New York, and you got your


work published there. How exciting it would be 

to have a love affair with you...

HALEY



(TOUCHED) Like in the Frank Sinatra songs?

PETER



Yeah, like in the Frank Sinatra songs.

HALEY



Peter, I don’t know if I can.

PETER



You can trust me.

HALEY



It’s not that. (PAUSE) I don’t trust me.

· Haley hands Peter an envelope.


Here: This is for you, but you can’t open it until 

you get back to New York. Okay?

· Peter takes the envelope and places it in his coat pocket. He caresses Haley’s face, and they gently kiss. Both are very emotional.

HALEY



Call me?

· Peter nods his head, picks up his bag, and walks in the direction of his boarding gate. Haley stands alone for a few moments, watching him, as the scene fades to black.

INTERIOR:  Conference Room, Peter’s Work Place, New York

· Seated around a large table, the sales staff has gathered for a meeting. Peter, James, Sarah and the others are listening to Dennis, who stands at the head of the table.

DENNIS


...the latest figures indicate that we’re still tracking

way behind projections. We’ve got to make a push 

now, I cannot emphasize that enough. James, what

is going on at Spot Time? Why don’t we have an

order?

JAMES


I’ve done everything but hold a gun to her head, which 

is my next step.

DENNIS



Have you tried packaging something for the 25-to-54

demo?

JAMES


Been there, done that. They’re just not buying our


projections, Dennis.

DENNIS



Peter, how about DDBM?

PETER



Esther’s had the package for two weeks. I’m meeting

with her at three, today. I think it’s going to be an

eleventh-hour buy.

DENNIS



Lean on her. She owes us a lot of favors.

· Peter stops himself from making a sarcastic remark.

DENNIS



Sarah, are we still waiting for an order from Direct 

Buy?

SARAH



You know how he is, Dennis. I can’t budge him.

DENNIS


I didn’t have any trouble budging him when I was 

calling on that shop. (FIRMLY) We need an order 

this week. Your excuses are you own, people. Class 

dismissed.

PETER



Dennis, before we break-up I’d like to say something,



if that’s all right with you.

· Dennis eyes Peter warily, but nods his assent.

PETER



Last week I got out-of-line in Dennis’ office. I know



that most of you heard it, so I thought it would be



appropriate to apologize to him in front of all of



you. Dennis, I’m sorry. It won’t happen again.

· Everyone is stunned by the apology, particularly Dennis. Peter quietly collects his things and exits the conference room, followed by the rest of the group.

INTERIOR:  Corridor, Outside Of The Conference Room

· As everyone files out of the meeting, James catches-up to Peter. They walk the corridor together.

JAMES



(SNIFFING THE AIR) What is that I smell?

PETER



I don’t smell anything.

JAMES


(SNIFFS AGAIN) Oh, I know what that is! That’s the

 
smell of love in the air.

· Peter smiles, but says nothing.



Makes even the hardest man feel all warm and fuzzy.

Changes his perspective, gets him feeling all

humanitarian-like.

· Peter continues to smile, maintaining his silence.

Come on, time to ‘fess up to your brother James.

PETER



Yeah, we definitely have to talk.

JAMES



I’m all ears.

PETER



How about a couple of cocktails after work?

JAMES



Ah, martini time! You’re on...

· James enters his office. Peter sees Sarah walking ahead of him and rushes to catch her.

PETER



Sarah, can I talk to you for a second?

SARAH



(GUARDED) What about?

PETER



Come in to my office? (SHE HESITATES) Just for

a second.

INTERIOR:  Peter’s Office

· Peter and Sarah enter. 

PETER



So, what’s going on at Direct Buy?

SARAH



(STILL GUARDED) Why?

PETER



You’re going to get shut out, aren’t you?

SARAH



(DEFLATED) I think so.

PETER



Can I see the package?

· Sarah hesitates, then hands Peter a few pieces of paper that are stapled together. He examines them closely, flipping back-and-forth between pages.

PETER


Can I make a suggestion? Try submitting this as an 

18-to-34 buy, using
this (HE HIGHLIGHTS), this, and 

this as your main programming. They’ll deliver your

numbers, and you’ll get on the  buy. Guaranteed.

SARAH



But he’s buying households.

PETER


I called on Michael for two years. Believe me, he’ll 

buy this. (SEES THE DOUBT ON SARAH’S FACE) 

If you think you’re going to get shut-out, what have 

you got to lose?

SARAH



Yeah, you’re right. Thanks, Peter. I’ll give it a try.

· Sarah turns to leave the office, studying the pages. When she gets to the door, Peter calls out to her.

PETER


Sarah? (SHE TURNS AROUND) You’re a good

salesperson. I know I give you a hard time, but

you’re a good salesperson. You can do this.

SARAH



Why are you being so nice to me all of a sudden?

PETER



(SHRUGS) I had a heart transplant over the weekend.



Better model.

SARAH



They did a good job. (PAUSE) Thanks again.

· They smile at each other and Sarah exits. The scene fades to:

INTERIOR:  An Upscale Restaurant/bar, Manhattan

· Peter and James are seated at the bar. The place is full of attractive, well-dressed, professional men and women in their twenties and thirties. 

PETER



There’s a few other things, I guess, but that’s about

 
the gist of it.

JAMES


(MULLS IT OVER) Okay, let me see if I’ve got this 

straight: this girl is the victim of a violent crime;

 
comes from a dysfunctional family; goes off at the


slightest provocation; is fucked-up in the head, but


won’t take any medication for it, and she may be


packing. Did I leave anything out?

PETER


She’s an incredibly talented writer, she’s very bright, 

I love being with her, and the sex is... otherworldly. 

JAMES



Well, I knew there had to be an upside.

PETER

She’s not insane, James. She’s just very complex

and she’s been through some real shit. I’ve never

met anybody like her.

JAMES



You into it that much?

PETER

I think I’m in love with her.

JAMES


(NODS HIS HEAD AFFIRMATIVELY) So, shorty’s all


right with me, just like the man says. (PAUSE) Well,


I’m happy for you, I truly am. But you got a tiger by

 
the tail, young brother, you know that, don’t you? 

Want some amazingly good advice: just watch your 

ass ‘til you get to know this girl better. (PAUSE) In

the meantime, here’s to true love. And I mean that.

· Toasting, they touch glasses.

INTERIOR:  Haley’s Apartment

· Mid-afternoon. Haley prowls the apartment, chain-smoking cigarettes and drinking Jack Daniels as she packs two small suitcases with clothes and writing materials, including her small typewriter. She moves to the bathroom and opens the medicine cabinet, considers bringing her medication, then decides against it. After downing another shot, she rummages through a few drawers, examining their contents, and concludes that nothing there is worth packing. Sliding into a pair of tight blue jeans and a sweater, Haley steps out into the hallway and knocks on the doors of the five other apartments in the building, but finds no one home. She returns to her own apartment and spends a few minutes in front of the mirror, applying make-up and brushing her hair.

· Having finished packing, Haley places her two bags near the apartment’s front door and drapes her winter coat over them. She walks slowly around the small room, turning off lights, checking for forgotten items and, perhaps, reminiscing, unconsciously bringing herself to the window where her rapists had entered.  She spends a few moments examining the window, running her index finger along the frame, touching the glass, then locks it tight. Haley walks to the kitchenette, takes a drink straight from the bottle of Jack Daniels and caps the bottle. She puts on her coat and opens the front door, placing her bags in the hallway. She lights a cigarette, and takes one last, long look at the place before stepping into the hallway and closing the door.

EXTERIOR:  Peter’s Apartment Building
· Late evening, maybe 11 p.m. Haley is seated on the front steps, reading a book by streetlight and smoking a cigarette, head down. Peter, on his way home from the bar, thinks he sees her and accelerates his pace.

PETER



Haley?

HALEY



I’m looking for Frank Sinatra’s apartment.

PETER



What are you doing here?

HALEY



I was thinking about coming to live with you...if  the 

offer’s
 still open.

PETER

Of course it is! How long have you been sitting out

here? 

HALEY



Not too long. Three or four hours, I guess.

PETER

Why didn’t you call?

HALEY



(SHRUGS) Just wanted to get that first taste of



New York on my own.

PETER



Come on, let’s go upstairs. Where’s the rest of your 

stuff?

HALEY



This is the rest of my stuff. Pretty pathetic, huh?

PETER



Well, we don’t have to worry about closet space.

· Haley begins to pick-up her bags, but Peter gently pulls her toward him and they embrace.

PETER



I’m thrilled you’re here.

· They kiss, then Peter reaches for Haley’s bags and they enter the building.

· The following images depict Haley’s first few months in the city, accompanied by Frank Sinatra’s All The Way: Peter and Haley have dinner at an upscale restaurant; they lounge in bed with the Sunday New York Times strewn everywhere; he brings her to Rockefeller Center at Christmastime; Peter introduces Haley to James and some of his other colleagues at the office; Haley sees Central Park for the first time; Peter walks through the aisles of a the main library, eventually finding Haley sitting on the floor, reading; Peter is asleep as Haley sits at his desk, smoking and writing; Peter and Haley are in bed, tenderly make love; they attend an opening at the Guggenheim; Haley opens the front door of the apartment and sees Peter with a dozen roses; and there is a final image of them slow-dancing in the apartment, roses in the background. The scene and music slowly fade.

INTERIOR:  The Hallway, Just Outside Peter’s Office

· Peter and James are standing in the hallway, examining some documents and discussing a pending deal. Sarah passes them on the way to her office.

SARAH



Peter, don’t forget we’ve got that three-thirty with

 
Michael today.

PETER



Let’s get together before we go over there, just so 

we’re on the
same page, okay? After lunch?

SARAH



Great!

· Before Peter and James can continue their discussion, they are interrupted by the sound of a man yelling from somewhere down the hall. As the intensity and volume increases, a few staff members begin to congregate outside their offices. 

PETER



Wonder what that’s all about.

JAMES


It’s Tony Stabilo. He’s going-off on Dennis for that 

17 projection on Family Harvest. 

PETER



Ah, the CSI killer that never was.

JAMES



Nothing like a 2.5 to break the bank.

PETER



Makegood City, baby, just like we called it.

· Tony Stabilo exits Dennis’ office and storms down the hallway. People who have gathered in the corridor cut him a wide berth. Peter reaches out and grabs Tony by the arm.

PETER

Hey, Tony, paisan, take it easy. What’s going on?

TONY


You were right about that little prick, Peter! I gave him

the right fucking number on that show eight months 

ago! Does he listen
to me? No. I’ve only been doing this

fucking job for 15 years! What do I know?

PETER



You’re not wrong. But where did he get the original

number?

TONY


Where else? From my boss, our Research Director.


Miss Shit-For-Brains herself. But who do you think 

he’s trying to put it on? Yours truly. I’m not taking the

bullet for this one, Peter.

PETER


Listen, get a hold of yourself. I’ll have a talk with him,


all right? In the meantime, you take a long lunch, walk

around the park, get your composure back. Then, when 

you get back, you sit down and write a calm, detailed 

memo to the right people.


TONY



I hate that little prick, Peter.

PETER


I know, but you’ve got to understand his position: your 

boss gave him the number. He had to take it, he had 

no choice. Otherwise, he’s got a war on his hands.

TONY



(CALMER) Maybe you’re right.

PETER


Look, we know it’s a dickbrain organization, but what


are you going to do? Resign? After 15 years?  Where 

are you going to go? Nobody wants your ugly ass,

except us. Can I tell you something, seriously? People 

here respect you. You’re a professional. So go take

take a walk. You’ll feel better. 

TONY



(MUCH CALMER) Okay. Thanks. I’ll catch you later.

· Tony exits. James is looking at Peter with a bemused look on his face.

PETER


That guy is pazzo. He’s going to come into work with

 
an Uzi one of these days and kill all of us. What?

JAMES


Man, I guess I’ve just about seen it all, now: taking

Sarah under your wing, defending Dennis in the hallway,

in public, playing the Great Diplomat. I’m seeing you

in a whole different way.

PETER


You know, James, I feel like Mickey Rourke in The 

Pope Of Greenwich Village: I wake up every morning

next to a beautiful woman who I’m madly in love

with. I lay out my Italian suit, count my cash, drink my

espresso. I’m humming The Summer Wind on my

way to work. Life is good.

JAMES


Yeah, well just don't end up like the Eric Roberts dude. 

(DOES HIS IMPRESSION) "Charlie, my thumb!"

PETER



Not going to happen.

JAMES


Yeah, it may not be your thumb she cuts off. (LOOKS 

AT HIS WATCH) Got to roll. I've got a lunch with a very
conscious daughter. Catch you later, Mickey Rourke.

· Peter laughs as James heads to his appointment.

INTERIOR:  Guggenheim  Museum

· Haley is sitting alone among the impressionist paintings, writing. She occasionally looks up, studies one of the paintings, then returns to her notepad. A very  attractive woman, in her mid-forties, approaches.

WOMAN



Hello.

· Haley looks up, meets the woman's gaze, and is momentarily speechless.

HALEY



Hi.

WOMAN



They're amazing, aren't they?

HALEY



Yes, they are.

WOMAN



I love the impressionists.

HALEY



Me, too.

WOMAN



May I join you?

HALEY



(TAKEN OFF-GUARD) Uh, sure...of course.

· The woman sits down next to Haley, who awkwardly returns to her writing. The woman continues to study Haley.

WOMAN



That was such a lovely image: you, sitting here alone.

A beautiful young woman surrounded by such beautiful

paintings. (PAUSE) You are quite beautiful.

HALEY



Thank you.

WOMAN



What are you writing?

INTERIOR:  Peter's Apartment

· Friday night. Peter enters, carrying a bottle of wine and his briefcase.

PETER



Hey, I'm home! 

· He sets down the items, throws his fedora onto the sofa and walks through the apartment.

PETER



Haley?

· Peter looks around for a note, checks the telephone answering machine, but finds nothing. With a shrug, he takes the bottle of wine and a corkscrew, walks over to the sofa and turns on the television. He lights a cigarette, and begins to open the wine. The scene cross-fades to four hours later. Peter is still sitting on the sofa, tie askew, watching Raging Bull. The bottle of wine is nearly empty. The scene fades slowly to black.

INTERIOR:  Peter's Living Room

· The next morning. Peter has fallen asleep on the sofa, fully clothed. He awakens, slightly hung over. 

PETER



Haley?

· Getting no response, he gathers himself and rises, walking toward the bedroom, removing his tie and dress shirt as he goes. He calls out Haley’s name a few more times before realizing that she has not returned. Adrenaline quickens his pace, and he hurriedly begins to change into more casual clothes.
EXTERIOR:  Peter's Apartment Building
· Peter exits, with a bit of desperation in his stride, and begins his search for Haley. He looks for her at a few of the bookstores she frequents, then the coffee houses around the neighborhood. He walks around Lincoln Center, even checks a few of their favorite  bars, turning-up nothing. Frustrated and beginning to panic, he returns home.

INTERIOR:  Peter's Apartment

· Peter enters and calls-out into the room.

PETER



Haley?

· He tosses his keys onto the table, checks the answering machine – there are no messages – then picks up the phone and dials 911.

PETER



Yeah, I'd like to report a missing person.

· The scene fades to black as Peter is talking to the police.

INTERIOR:  Peter's Bedroom

· Late Sunday night. Peter is lying in bed on his back, wide awake. His face is etched with stress and sleep deprivation and he is chain-smoking. The sound of the front door being unlocked startles him. He bolts upright in bed, listening intently. 

PETER



Haley?

· Hearing movement inside the apartment, Peter jumps out of bed and walks quickly toward the living room. He spots Haley in the kitchen, pouring herself a shot of vodka, and rushes to her, embracing her desperately.

PETER



I can't believe it's you. Are you okay? What happened?



Did someone hurt you?

HALEY



It’s okay, baby. Relax.

PETER



Relax? You've been gone for three days! I've been 

out-of-my-mind scared shitless!

HALEY



Oh, Peter, don’t be so melodramatic.

· She begins to walk away, but Peter reaches out and grabs her by the arm.

HALEY



(ANGRILY) Hey!

PETER



Don’t walk away from me! You’ve been gone for three



days! What's going on? Where have you been?

HALEY



(WARNING) Don't press me, Peter.

· Haley pulls away from him emphatically and begins to walk toward the sofa. Peter follows her. He reaches out and grabs her by the shoulder, wheeling her around.

PETER



I think I’m entitled to an answer.

HALEY



You’re not entitled to anything.

PETER



I asked you a question and I want an answer. Now.

· Haley throws her drink in Peter's face. 

HALEY



There's your answer.

· Haley drops into the sofa and lights a cigarette as Peter wipes the liquid from his face. He speaks with forced composure.

PETER



Okay. So what are you now? Are you manic? Are you



you depressive? Do you even know?

HALEY



Why don’t you just leave it alone?

PETER



Because I’m your lover...and you owe me that much



respect. (QUIETLY) Haley...what's it about?

HALEY



(QUIETLY) I told you. It's not about anything.

· Peter stares at her, not believing and unwilling to let it go.

HALEY


(CLEARS HER THROAT, THEN QUIETLY) Okay. I 

think I'm in love with someone else. 

PETER


   
(FLOORED) What?

HALEY



I met someone at the Guggenheim on Friday...and 

we spent the weekend together.

PETER



(STUNNED) This is a joke, right? I can't believe this. 

Who is this guy? Who is he?

HALEY



It's not a "he.”

PETER



(AFTER A LONG PAUSE) I don't know what to say.

HALEY


I avoided coming home this weekend because I was


just so confused. I don't want to hurt you, Peter. I love

you very much, but what I’m feeling right now, for this

other person, is so much stronger than that. It’s just


overwhelmed me. I can’t describe it...I can't deny it.


(PAUSE) She's asked me to move in with her and I 

think I'm going to do it. 

PETER


(MOVES TOWARD HER) Haley, we can talk about this. 

Whatever's  wrong, we can fix it.

HALEY


There’s nothing wrong. And there's nothing to talk 

about. I'm sorry. I truly am.

· Peter walks to the kitchen and pours himself a drink, turning his back to her.

PETER



You're making a mistake.

HALEY



I don’t think so. But either way, it’s my mistake to



make. (PAUSE) I’m sorry, Peter. I’m so sorry to



hurt you. Please try to understand.

· Peter exits the kitchen and walks slowly to the bedroom, closing the door quietly. He sits on the edge of his bed and begins to cry. Haley remains on the sofa and, after a few moments, also breaks down.

INTERIOR:  Peter's Office

· Four months later. Peter is seated at his desk, working at the computer, when his assistant appears in the doorway. 

LISA



Esther's on line one. It's about those makegoods



for Family Harvest.

PETER



(APATHETIC) Take care of it, will you? Work something

out with her.

LISA



(NOT LIKING IT) Okay.

PETER



(CALLING AFTER HER) Thanks.

· Peter stops typing, unable to concentrate. Lisa again appears at his door.

LISA



Peter?

PETER



(ANNOYED) What?

LISA


Dennis wants to see you in his office. (FIRMLY) And 

don't ever talk to me like that again. You don’t pay me

enough for that kind of abuse.

· Lisa stomps out of his office as Peter calls after her.

PETER



Sorry! (ANGRY WITH HIMSELF) Fuck!

INTERIOR:  Dennis’ Office

· Peter enters the room. Dennis’ boss, Warren, is seated at Dennis’ desk. He is a big man with a big Texas accent. 

WARREN



I hate tidy desks. You show me a tidy desk and I’ll



show you a guy with something to hide.

PETER



(WITH A FAMILIARITY)  Slumming on the 47th floor

are we?

WARREN



Just checking-up on my crack staff. Have a seat.

PETER

I just saw Dennis in the hallway. He looks like 

someone stole the cake out of his lunch.

WARREN



Took the whole lunch, actually.

PETER



He's gone?

WARREN


And there was nothing we could do about it. (PAUSE) 

He wasn't big enough for the job, everybody knew that. 

And all that Smilin’ Jack, Blarney bullshit gets real old

real fast, if you’re not delivering the goods. And he

definitely did not deliver. Had to go...

PETER



So now what?

WARREN


Me and you, cousin. Division Sales Manager and 

National Sales Manager. Cowboy-ing it, just like in

the old days.

PETER


Oh, Warren, I don't need this, man. Not now. Just 

leave me out on the street, selling. I can’t handle


the aggravation.

WARREN



Sorry, my friend, we need you. You're it. Come on, 

it'll be fun! 

PETER



I don't know, Warren, I’m so off my game right now...

WARREN



Off your game? You just set a sales record for 

the quarter! (PETER BEGINS TO PROTEST)


It's a done deal, partner. When you walk out that 

door, I make the announcement. (PAUSE) Hey,

time to take one for the team.

INTERIOR:  Upscale Manhattan Restaurant/bar

· Peter is at the bar. The place is fairly empty and the sound system is playing the Sinatra/Duke Ellington version of Yellow Days. James approaches, arms slung over the shoulders of two very attractive women.

PETER



(UNDER HIS BREATH) Oh, no.

JAMES


Hey, there he is! Peter, I'd like you to meet my two

new friends, Deborah and Rachel. I just saved 

them from a couple of I.T. guys who were working

them in the lounge. I said, "ladies, come be with

some real men."

PETER



(HALF-HEARTED, BUT FRIENDLY) Hi.

JAMES


Now, girls, could you ever tell from looking at this 

man that he just got the biggest promotion of his 

career today? 

DEBORAH



Congratulations.

JAMES

He's making more money than he ever dreamed 

of – I mean mad dough – and he's only 34 years-


old and he’s single and he’s a close personal

friend of Frank Sinatra! Now ladies, would you be

able to tell all that from his sorry-assed, glum 

expression? 

RACHEL



Well, I'm sitting down right here.

· She sits next to Peter.

DEBORAH



What do you guys do for a living?

PETER



We're car salesmen.

DEBORAH



What kind of car?

JAMES



All kinds! That's the beauty of it!

· The two women look at James suspiciously. He laughs and pulls out a business card, handing it to Deborah.

Seriously? We’re in television...

· The two women are duly impressed and begin to make small talk with James. Peter, while never rude, is clearly not interested in either woman or the ongoing conversation. Mostly, he stares straight ahead, occasionally sipping his drink. The scene fades slowly to black.

INTERIOR:  A Large Loft Space, Tribeca

· There is a cocktail party in progress. The guests are a mixture of women and men, mostly between the ages of 25 and 60, from the art and literary community. Haley and her lover, Barbara, make their way across the room toward a small group on the other side.

BARBARA


Joan, hi! (THEY KISS EACH OTHER ON THE CHEEK) 

I’ve been looking all over for you! Joan, I'd like you to 

meet Haley Jorgensen. 

JOAN



Nice to meet you, Haley.

BARBARA


Haley recently moved to New York and she's been


staying with me...

JOAN


Well, how nice...for both of you. So, how do you like 

New York, Haley?

HALEY



Oh, it's great.

JOAN



And where are you from, originally?

HALEY



Minnesota.

JOAN



(FEIGNING HORROR) Oh, my God! Well, you’re



here, now. You’re safe.

BARBARA


Joan, Haley is a very, very  talented young writer.

We’re just starting to explore publishing opportunities

and I was thinking of calling Michael Hull at William 

Morris. Do you think he would be the best person to 

start with?

JOAN



Well, if she's that good you should start with me!

· She and Barbara laugh, then Joan addresses Haley.

JOAN



Seriously, if Barbara recommends you that highly



I’d be a fool not look at some of your work. She’s

got a sixth sense when it comes to emerging

talent, I mean that. Sweetheart, could you send me,

oh, half-a-dozen short pieces to look at?

HALEY



Six? Sure! 

JOAN

I can't promise anything, of course, but I'll definitely 

give them a close look. Barbara, let me give Kaye

Emery at Conde Nast a call, as well. And then you

follow-up with her later on in the week.

BARBARA



Yes, I remember Susan.

JOAN


The last time we got together she mentioned 

something about wanting more attractive, sexy

women writers...or something like that. You know

how Susan is.

· She looks over Haley’s shoulder.

I see Jane Rosenthal over there. I've got to corner

her before she leaves. (TO HALEY) It was nice 

meeting you. (SHE KISSES BARBARA) Call me


next week.

· Haley calls after her as she walks away.

HALEY



Thank you so much!

· Barbara waits until Joan is out of earshot, then addresses Haley. Her tone is slightly annoyed and instructive.

BARBARA


Don’t be so ingratiating with these people. I thought


we talked about that. 

HALEY



I’m sorry. That was just very exciting.

BARBARA

Then be a little more discreet. Joan’s not doing you

any favors.  She stands to profit if any of your work

is published. Remember: everyone in New York 

has an agenda. Everyone.

· She puts her arm around Haley and kisses her forehead.

Except me, of course.

HALEY



(APOLOGETICALLY) I was just being polite.

BARBARA


I know you were, honey, but this is the way the game

 
is played. If you can't handle it, I’ll just stop introducing 

you to people. 

INTERIOR:  Bedroom,  Barbara’s Tribeca Loft

· Barbara and Haley are alone in the room, inhaling lines of cocaine and drinking. Their sound system is playing the Eurhythmics’ This City Never Sleeps. After a few moments, Barbara leans into Haley and begins to kiss and touch her. In stark contrast to her behavior with Peter, Haley is extremely passive with Barbara, allowing the older woman to take the lead; but she is in no way being coerced, enjoying the sensations she feels with Barbara. After a few moments of watching the scene play-out, there is a slow fade to black.

INTERIOR:  Bedroom,  Barbara’s Tribeca Loft

· Early the following morning. Haley is asleep. Barbara enters, dressed in a business suit and carrying a small suitcase. Her tone with Haley is slightly parental. 

BARBARA



Okay, sunshine, time to get up! I'm leaving. Haley...

· Haley awakens and looks at Barbara through half-lidded eyes.

BARBARA



I'm leaving. Come on, honey, it's time to make the bed.

· Haley gets up, groggy, and begins to make the bed.

HALEY



What time is it?

BARBARA



Early. I left the hotel number on the kitchen counter. 



Call me if you need anything...and stay out of the 



liquor cabinet.

· Barbara notices an ashtray full of cigarette butts on Haley's nightstand.

BARBARA


I thought we agreed that if you are going to continue 

to smoke in the house that you would empty the 

ashtray as soon as you were done with the cigarette.

HALEY



(STILL GROGGY) Sorry.

BARBARA



You know how I feel about that. Why do I have to keep



reminding you?

HALEY



I'm really sorry.

BARBARA



Come here, sleepy-head.

· Haley does, and Barbara embraces her, then kisses her on the forehead.

BARBARA



Are you going to be okay, all alone in the big, bad city?

HALEY



Of course.

BARBARA



Are you going to behave yourself?

HALEY



(ADMONISHED) Barbara...

BARBARA



Okay. Get some writing done today, no excuses.

 

And call me if you have any problems. I love you.

· Barbara kisses Haley on the mouth, picks up her suitcase and begins to exit. As she nears the front door, she calls back to Haley.

BARBARA



And don't go back to bed! 

· The front door closes. Haley continues to make the bed for a few more seconds, then walks over to Barbara's nightstand and opens the top drawer. She pulls out a small vial of cocaine and inhales a bit into each nostril. She sits on the edge of the bed for a few seconds, then lets herself fall backward. The scene fades to black.

INTERIOR:  Peter's Bedroom

· Six a.m., Peter is asleep. The telephone rings. After a few rings he picks-up the receiver and answers groggily. 

PETER



Hello?

· The caller remains on the line, silent, for a moment, then hangs-up. Peter waits for a few more seconds, then replaces the receiver. He lies on his back, wondering. The scene fades to black.

EXTERIOR:   A Sidewalk Restaurant, Upper West Side

· A few days later. Peter is seated outside at a table, alone, having lunch and reading a magazine. From behind, a pair of hands covers his eyes.

HALEY



Guess who?

· Haley takes a seat at the table opposite Peter. She is extremely manic: hands trembling, quick speech, edgy. Peter is shocked and, in many ways, elated to see her, but he is determined not to show it. His responses are as guarded as Haley’s are rushed and disjointed.

HALEY



God, you look great!

· As she is lighting a cigarette, Haley calls to the nearest waitress.



Coffee please, thank you! 

PETER



How's it going?

HALEY



That's all you can say after eight months?

PETER



How's it going, Haley?

HALEY



Oh, Peter, that’s a good one! You could always make

 

me laugh.

PETER



Yeah, I’m a regular clown. Everything okay? You look

 tired.

HALEY


I've been up all night, writing. I get so much work done

when Barbara's out of town. God, you look so good.

PETER



I had a face-lift. (PAUSE) So...dare I ask: how's life?

HALEY


Great, really great. We're trying to get some of my stuff

published, it was at the publisher. Well that was a few 

months ago, I haven't heard anything recently. I'll have 

to ask Barbara about that, it's one of her friends. But no, 

things are great, Barbara is really intense, she pushes

me really hard. I need that, you know? I mean, she 


would kill me if she knew that I was talking to you right

now, that’s how intense she is. How about you, how are

things going with you?

PETER



Can't complain.

· There is a very long, awkward pause between them.

HALEY



(SLOWER) I've been thinking about you...a lot.

PETER



Is that so?

HALEY



Yeah, yeah...a lot.

PETER



And what have you been thinking? Or don’t I want to know?

HALEY



Good things! (LAUGHS) Really good things.

PETER



Well, that’s encouraging. At least...

HALEY



I miss you, I miss being around you. (TENTATIVELY)



Do you ever think about me?

PETER



(SOFTER) All the time. I try not to, but it doesn’t do



any good.

· Again, there is an awkward pause.

HALEY


Hey, would you like to see my loft? 

PETER



Not particularly.

HALEY


It's in SoHo. It’s really great.

PETER



I’m not crazy about the idea.

HALEY


Come on! We'll take the "2" downtown, it'll be fast. 

I'd really like you to see it.

PETER



Why?

HALEY



(EARNESTLY) It would give us a chance to spend



some time together.

PETER



You think that’s a good thing?

HALEY



(THINKS IT OVER) Yeah. And that’s the first honest



thing I’ve said all week.

· Peter can’t help but grin. He takes a moment to consider the offer, knowing that he wants to be with her, but also aware of the pitfalls.

PETER



Okay. Why not?

INTERIOR:  Barbara's Loft

· Peter and Haley enter. She is slightly manic, nervous.

HALEY



Isn't this great?

· Peter walks around, taking it all in.

PETER



Place is spotless.

HALEY


Oh, yeah, Barbara insists on that. She can't leave

the house in the morning unless I'm up and the bed

is made. She's a real stickler that way...

· Peter walks over to a wall that is covered with perhaps two dozen photographs. Each picture is of Barbara with a different, younger woman, and each of the young women bear a resemblance to one another, and to Haley.

HALEY


...we don't have a housekeeper or anything. Barbara

insists that we keep the place clean ourselves. I do

most of the cleaning, since I'm here most of the time

and she's working. Want a beer or anything? We've

got everything...

PETER



No, thanks.

· As Peter is examining the wall of photographs, Haley walks up behind him and wraps her arms around his waist.

HALEY



I forgot how cute your ass is.

· Peter turns around and they face each other, very closely. There is an agonizing moment when they consider a kiss, then Peter gently removes Haley’s arms from his waist and steps back slightly.

PETER



I should really get going.

HALEY


(DISAPPOINTED) Oh, okay. Would you like to get 

together some time this week? Barbara's out-of-

town until Thursday.

PETER



I'm pretty jammed this week.

HALEY



(QUIETLY) Okay.

PETER


I really should get going. (PAUSE) It was good...

(PAUSE) Take care of yourself, all right?

· Peter reaches out to gently stroke Haley’s hair. He touches her cheek, relishing the moment, then turns and exits the loft. Haley stands alone as the scene fades to black.

· Accompanied by Frank Sinatra’s I Get Along Without You Very Well, a series of images depict Peter’s next 36 hours, beginning with the minutes immediately following his visit to Barbara and Haley’s apartment. He walks crosstown from West Broadway, toward an uptown subway that will take him home. Once on the train, he finds an isolated place to sit and think, shaken by his encounter with Haley and the emotions it has dredged-up. Once he has arrived uptown, he wanders the neighborhood, avoiding his return to an empty apartment. He notices all the couples around him: sitting in restaurants, walking arm-in-arm on the street, exiting movie theaters and stores. When he finally decides to return to the apartment, he hesitates for a few moments at the front door, eventually slotting his key into the lock and entering. At work he is distant and pre-occupied, at home he sits alone, unable to focus on any of the diversions he creates for himself. Occasionally the phone rings, but he does not answer. Toward the end of this montage, the images – and music – begin to overlap Haley’s parallel 36 hours:
· Her montage begins here, accompanied by Mariann Faithfull's Times Square: still in the loft, Haley spreads her writing materials across the dining room table and attempts to work. She is distracted, though, in the aftermath of her encounter with Peter. Unable to concentrate,  she makes her way to the bedroom and opens the drawer to Barbara’s nightstand, removing a much large container of cocaine. She inhales a number of lines in quick succession, dresses clumsily, then begins to wander through the apartment, eventually staggering into a chair. She sits down there and begins to cry. Once she composes herself, Haley attempts to call Peter, but he does not answer the phone and she leaves no message. She  returns to the bedroom and inhales another substantial amount of cocaine. Haley opens another of Barbara’s drawers and removes a .38 caliber handgun, placing the weapon in her jacket pocket. She then exits the apartment. 

Haley wanders the streets of SoHo and Tribeca from early evening until very late at night. Unstable, she inadvertently bumps into people on the crowded sidewalks as she struggles to maintain her equilibrium, frequently stopping to sit on the front steps of a building or the street curb, but never remaining in one spot for more than a few minutes. Deep in the throes of the drug and her depression, she mutters to herself incoherently, sometimes gesturing violently. 

When she returns home, Haley again attempts to write, but is unable. Frustrated, she scatters her papers onto the floor and hurls her typewriter across the room. Repentant, she immediately attempts to gather everything together. The hours pass painfully for her and, after denying herself for a while, she begins to drink Jack Daniels and inhale more cocaine. She attempts to reach Peter on the phone again, but to no avail. When evening comes, Haley finds herself on the streets.

· She is in worse shape now, trying in vain to purchase a pack of gum from a corner deli, wandering through the subway station at 34th Street, roaming the streets, eventually arriving in Times Square, attracted by the neon and the crowds. There, Haley finds a bar, trying to drink a shot of whiskey with her badly trembling hands while a man attempts to pick her up. Excusing herself, she sits on the floor of a dirty bathroom stall, sniffing cocaine, smoking a cigarette, and crying; eventually returning to the streets, weaving as she walks.

Caught in a downward spiral, she staggers through the streets, cursing at people, talking to herself. Haley reaches into her jacket and produces the handgun, waving it in the air and yelling as people scatter in all directions. After walking a few more blocks, an NYPD police car pulls-up, lights flashing. Two cops exit the squad car and subdue Haley without a struggle, handcuffing her and putting her in the back seat. They deliver her to Bellevue, where she becomes violent with the hospital attendants. The final images are of Haley being thrown on to a hospital bed, subdued by three attendants, injected with a strong sedative, and bound with restraining straps. The camera closes tight on Haley: the rims of her eyes are swollen and red, there is a lost, bewildered expression on her face. The scene and music slowly fade.

INTERIOR:  Visiting Area,  Bellevue Hospital

· Peter is dressed in a suit, seated at a small table. Haley is escorted by an attendant, who directs her to sit opposite Peter. She is in a hospital smock, there is deep bruising around her neck. Peter is shocked by her appearance, but tries not to show it.

PETER



(SUBDUED) Hi.

HALEY



(SHRUGS) I didn't know who else to call.

PETER



No, it's...it’s okay.

HALEY



Think I went a little crazy.

PETER


Yeah, guess so. Interesting way to spend an evening.

(PAUSE) What happened to your neck?

HALEY


Well, I either tried to hang myself or somebody tried 

to kill me. Nobody around here seems to know.

· There is a long silence between them. Peter studies Haley closely, his uncertainty over all that has happened and his deep concern for her etches his face.

PETER



(QUIETLY) What's it about?

· Haley’s eyes are downcast. She clears her throat.

HALEY



I’m feeling kind of lost right now. Confused. I’m a 

little out-of-control...(LAUGHS) obviously.  

· She leans closer to Peter, and her tone is desperate.



Get me out of here...please.

INTERIOR:  Peter's Apartment

· Peter is on the sofa, smoking a cigarette, having a drink, studying Haley. She is seated at his desk, writing furiously. The sound system is playing Frank Sinatra's P.S. I Love You. After a while, Peter rises, walks over to Haley and kisses her on the top of her head, then exits the room.
INTERIOR:  Peter's Bedroom

· Peter is awake in bed, under the covers, lying on his side. Haley enters and lies next to him, remaining outside the blankets.

HALEY



(QUIETLY) I can't go back there. She's suffocating me.

PETER



I thought you loved her.

HALEY



I do love her...but I can’t breathe.

· Peter thinks for a moment before speaking.

PETER



And what about me?

HALEY



I love you, too, Peter. I’m just no good for you. Or



you’re too good for me.

PETER



Is that what it is?

HALEY



I don’t know...

· She takes Peter's hand and begins to slowly massage her breast, then moves it between her legs, holding it there. After a few moments, they begin to kiss passionately. The scene fades slowly to black.

INTERIOR:  Peter's New Office

· Peter is seated at his desk, attending to paperwork. Lisa enters with a small box of files.

PETER



If that's from Dennis, don't open it.

LISA


(LAUGHS) This is the last of the stuff from your 

old office. Where do you want it?

PETER



Bring it over. Might as well do it now.

· Lisa walks over to the side of Peter's desk and sets the box down, then turns and begins to exit. She is nearly out of the office when Peter speaks.

PETER



Thanks.

LISA



You okay?

PETER



(SHRUGS) Yeah, I'm great. How about you?

LISA



(JOKINGLY) Well, I'm your assistant. How can it 

get any better?

· Peter laughs and Lisa begins to exit. Peter calls-out after her. 

PETER



Leese?

· She ducks her head back into the doorway.

Ever been in love?

· She thinks about it for a moment.

LISA



Yeah, once. (PAUSE) It was really nice.

PETER



What happened?

LISA



I don’t know. Isn’t that sad?

· Lisa exits. Peter is lost for a moment in his thoughts, then begins to rummage through the box of files. He pulls out a few folders, gives them a cursory examination, then continues to dig. He comes across an small, unopened envelope and freezes, realizing it is the one that Haley had given him in Minneapolis. With a letter opener, he slices the top and removes a blank sheet of paper. The scene fades to black.

INTERIOR:  Peter's Apartment

· Haley is seated on the sofa, smoking. There is a distant expression on her face, she is deeply depressed. The sound system is playing Frank Sinatra's Summer Wind. Peter enters, very upbeat.

PETER

Hey!

· He walks over and kisses Haley gently on the mouth.

PETER


Did you do some writing today? (BEFORE SHE

CAN ANSWER) Oh, I love this song!

· He runs into the kitchen and grabs a broom. Using the handle as a microphone, Peter, tilts his fedora and begins to sing the song to Haley. She sits expressionless for a while, then slowly begins to cry, eventually burying her head in her hands. Seeing this, Peter also begins to cry. Setting the broom aside, he kneels before her, laying his head in her lap. Haley strokes his hair gently. 

HALEY



It's time for me to go home.

· As the music continues to play, the scene slowly cross fades to an image of Haley's parents at Peter's front door. The interaction is wordless. Haley picks up her two suitcases and exits the apartment, her parents in tow. Peter stands in the doorway, watching them walk down the hallway and out of sight. As he stands there, the scene and music fade to black.

INTERIOR:  A Coffee Shop, Somewhere In SoHo

· Late afternoon. Peter and Barbara are seated at a table. The place is nearly empty. As they speak – and for their entire conversation – Barbara maintains a steady, composed disposition, oftentimes addressing Peter in a patient, instructive way. She is not, however, in any way condescending.

BARBARA



Well, I’m relieved that she’s safe...

PETER



That’s it?

BARBARA



Meaning what?

PETER


Meaning: you get involved with this naïve girl, take 

her in, introduce her to this totally destructive lifestyle, 

then she goes home like a zombie. And that’s all 

you have to say for yourself? You’re relieved?

BARBARA


Peter, I don’t feel any particular obligation to justify

my relationship with Haley to you. Nor do I feel in

any way compelled to articulate my feelings for 

her.

PETER



(SCOFFS) Did you love her?

BARBARA



Of course I loved her.

PETER



You’ve got a funny way of showing it.

BARBARA



And how do you show it, Peter? By tying someone



to a bed with your neckties? Or taking your cues 

from Frank Sinatra songs? 

· Peter is visibly affected by her remarks.

Oh yes, I’ve heard all about your relationship, but

I’m not judging you. I’m simply asking: what is

your definition of love?

PETER



This isn’t about me, Barbara.

BARBARA



It certainly is. It’s about all of us. What’s the difference

between love and infatuation? Love and obsession? 

Maybe they’re all the same thing. I don’t know. Do

you? Do you think Haley does?

· Peter has no response.

I’m sorry about what happened with Haley. It breaks

my heart. But Haley is an adult and she has to take

responsibility for her actions. She’s caused us all

a lot of pain. The damage isn’t just to her.

PETER



So, it’s all her fault?

BARBARA



Peter, I’m trying to say something to you, but you’re



not listening. You’re angry, so sad, you’re hurt, and



you want to point a finger at somebody. I do, too.



But it very rarely works that way. We all have to



share the responsibility. Anger is useless.

PETER



So now what? Does her picture go up in the gallery

with the rest of the girls?

· Barbara smiles in recognition, but is not offended. She speaks as she gathers her things, preparing to leave.

BARBARA

Yes, probably. Those photographs are a constant


reminder of my own frailty. But I will tell you this: 

I’ve learned something new about myself in every 

one of those relationships.

· Barbara rises and pushes her chair neatly back into place under the table.

What did you learn about yourself?

· Again, Peter has no response.

Thanks for the coffee...and thank you for letting me


know about Haley.

PETER



You are really something else, lady.

BARBARA

(SYMPATHETICALLY) Don’t be angry.

· Barbara exits the coffee shop, leaving Peter to consider their conversation. The scene fades slowly to black.  

EXTERIOR:  The  Manhattan Skyline

· A graphic at the bottom of the screen reads One Year Later.

INTERIOR:  Corridor, Peter’s Office Building
· Peter and James are walking together, discussing a piece of business.

PETER



So what did she say?

JAMES


She said if it undelivered we were going to owe her 

makegoods for the next twenty years.

PETER



Sounds familiar. So, what do you think? Is she on 

the buy?

JAMES


Absolutely. Esther’s a tough old gal, but she knows 

her stuff. We’ll get a good share. 
PETER


Keep me posted, all right? They’re really crawling up

 
my ass on this.

JAMES



(LAUGHS) Hey, you sounded like a real manager, 

there! Better be careful...

PETER



I know. It’s sick, isn’t it?

JAMES



So, when’s our next cocktail rendezvous?

PETER



How about tonight? I’m dying.

JAMES



You’re on. Catch you later...

· James enters his office. Peter walks a few more steps and enters his.

INTERIOR:  Peter’s Office

· Peter enters, walks to his desk, sits down and checks his emails. There is one from Warren, instructing Peter to fly to Minneapolis for another presentation with the same agency & client.

PETER



Oh, shit. Lisa!?

· Lisa appears in the doorway, holding an airline ticket.

LISA



Looking for these?

INTERIOR:  A Conference Room, Minneapolis

· A carbon copy of the previous year: Peter is standing at the head of a long table, addressing the same group of men and women.
PETER


And so, even though Family Harvest failed to deliver 

on our projections, we do feel our new fall line-up, 

especially with the addition of professional football

and the Super Bowl, should go a long way in giving

 your client and your product the household penetration

that you’ve been looking for on a national level. The 

package that we’ve put together for you outlines this

in much greater detail, of course, and I’ll be here for

the next two days for any follow-up, so please feel

free to call. (PAUSE) Also wanted to thank you once

again for inviting me to balmy Minneapolis.

· This elicits some quiet laughter from the group.

PETER (continued)

And, if you’ll be my guests tonight at dinner, I promise

not to leave in the middle of dessert, like I did last time.

(AGAIN, THEY CHUCKLE) Any questions.

· There are none.

In that case I’ll say thank you, again, and see you

at the restaurant a little later.

· Everyone rises from their seat. Hands are shaken, comments exchanged. Peter eventually makes his way to a separate table and begins to gather his things. Joanne walks over to him.

JOANNE



Another great presentation, Peter.

PETER


Thanks, Joanne. As usual, I couldn’t have done it

 
without you. Thanks for all of your help.

JOANNE


My pleasure. I’ll see you at dinner tonight, then

maybe we can go out for a drink afterward. I’ve

got a raincheck with your name on it.

PETER



(LAUGHS) Yeah, we’ll do that. Definitely.

JOANNE



Great. Looking forward to it.

· Joanne walks away as Peter continues to pack his presentation materials.

EXTERIOR:  Office Building, Minneapolis

· Peter exits the building, pausing in front to adjust his fedora against the cold wind. With some difficulty, he lights a cigarette and begins walking toward his hotel. After a few blocks, he passes a small, dimly lit, bookstore. Casually glancing through the window, he sees Haley behind the counter, smoking a cigarette and reading. Abruptly, Peter stops at the window. The place is empty and Haley seems calm and somehow in her element. She is unaware of Peter’s presence outside, and does not look up from her book. He stands outside the shop for a very long time, watching Haley and trying to decide whether or not to go in. Finally, he extinguishes his cigarette with his shoe, turns-up his collar against the early-evening cold and continues walking. From the front of the bookstore, we watch him walk away and eventually turn a corner. The scene fades to black and the credits roll to Frank Sinatra’s The Way You Look Tonight.
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