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I NT. SMALL DI NER - AFTERNOON

A thin haze of snoke hovers above the cranped tables and
boot hs, which are mainly filled with students fromthe Art
Institute. The decor once bright and stylish is now as dull
and worn as the cook behind the counter.

ARTI E MOSS, whose thick sweaty body noves gracefully across
the hot grill, whips up plate after plate until he notices
t he unserved orders piling up on the side.

ARTI E MOSS
Justi ne!

The waitress, JUSTI NE HARGROVE, pretty in an unkenpt manner
and a young student herself, ignores the orders by the gril
as she focuses her attention on her sketchbook.

Her hand dances across the paper, capturing the unique
features of a lone old man, JOHN CATON, who | ooks as

weat hered as the old book he's reading from H's shirt and
tie are faded and hopel essly out of style. A threadbare
suit jacket lies next to himin the booth.

Justine is conpletely focused on her subject and the draw ng.
ARTI E MOSS ( CONT' D)

How many tines have | told you?
C non, we got customers here.

JUSTI NE

One second Artie. |'mal nost done.
ARTI E MOSS

Stop right now or you'll be done

per manent|ly! Capi ce?

Justine stops drawi ng, |ooks down at the paper then back to
Artie. She closes the sketchbook, then quickly opens it to
the drawi ng and continues until Artie rips it from her hands.
He flings the book across the diner, landing in the snall
booth by the old man.

JUSTI NE
Artiel! Wat the fuck? You didn't
have to do that!

ARTI E MOSS
I"'mtired of telling you. This ain't
a cl ass!

Justine peers around the diner then back to Artie.
JUSTI NE

It isn't even a restaurant. Just
| ook at this place.



ARTI E MOSS
THAT' S IT!  Who the fuck are you
(m spronounces)
"Too-1 oose Lortreck!" Sketch on
your own tine!

Artie pulls off his apron, conmes from behind the counter as
t he di ner grows silent.

ARTI E MOSS ( CONT' D)
Wi ch you'll have plenty nore of
that now You're fired. Get out!

Justine takes off her apron, throws it on the floor in disgust
as she wal ks into the kitchen.

The ol d man picks up the sketchbook, taking notice as he gl ances
through it. He places it under his jacket as he continues to
nurse his tea and dry buttered roll.

Justine energes with her backpack, glances around for the
sket chbook but thinks better of looking for it as Artie stares
her down with angry eyes.

EXT. GOWANUS CANAL, BROOKLYN - LATER

John Caton nmakes his way along the rotting canal, the water
stagnant with a chem cal sheen that glistens in the sunlight.
He passes derelict warehouses and old tortured buil di ngs,
with barely a wi ndow showi ng any signs of life.

I NT. WAREHOUSE - NI GHT

The | ast remaining streetlight outside the dil api dated
factory, its illumnation bronze and dull, casts |ong shadows
across the studio. Papers rustle slightly fromthe warm
breeze that flows through some broken w ndows.

A rat scurries across the floor, darting between the piles
of old canvas and dried spilled paint that covers the floor.

I NT. BEDROOM - CONTI NUOUS

The sheets are danp with sweat, not fromthe warmtenperature
but fromthe dreamthat keeps John tossing and flaying at

t he denmons that torment his slunber. H's snore is slight

but punctuated by rmurrmurs and frantic whinpering cries.

EXT. GOMANUS CANAL - LATER

A tricked out sedan, with overly anbitious paint and wheel s,
careens through the enpty streets. The passenger |eans out
the window firing a pistol and taking target practice at
what ever suits them



EXT. WAREHOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

The car filled with unruly teens, passes the |one streetlight
and unl oads various shots, trying to snuff out the | ast

remai ning sign of life. They mss it conpletely, stop the
car and get out to take careful aim

I NT. BEDROOM - CONTI NUOUS

The gunfire m xes into John's dreamand he is transported to
another tine and pl ace.

EXT. JUNGLE FOREST, NORTH KOREA, 1951 - NI GHT - DREAM

A squad of U S. soldiers fan out through the forest, carefully
| ooking for the eneny hiding in the bush and trees.

Proceeding with extreme caution the soldiers nove down a

path until one stops, strikes a match to light a cigarette.
Suddenly a hail storm of bullets are unleashed, |ighting the
forest brightly. The voices of nen yelling is nuted by the
barrage of nachi ne guns.

I NT. BEDROOM - CONTI NUQUS

The | one streetlight illumnates the roomin shades of anber.
John claws at the blanket then junps up conpletely startled
as the light in his roomsuddenly goes dark. The sound of
gunfire continues for a brief instance then falls silent as
John makes his way to the w ndow.

JOHN CATON

(yells)
Hey you punks down there! \What the

hel | do you think you're doi ng?
EXT. WAREHOUSE - CONTI NUOUS

The street hoodl unms | ook up at the wi ndow, amazed that soneone
actually lives in the rotting warehouse.

HOODLUM 1
Oh shit! \What are you doing up there?

JOHN CATON
I live here, you noron

HOODLUM 2
Fuck you, old man!
(points his gun)
"Il waste you, ya crazy old nother
fucker!

The hoodlum fires off a quick array of bullets as a warning.
John stunbl es back into his room ducks for cover



The hoodl uns | augh, taunting John as they make their way
back to the car. Just before they can drive away, a gl ass
jar flung fromthe wi ndow, shatters on the street with dried
red paint.

John wails and screans, barking out orders to no one in
particul ar.

The hoodl uns are about to get out of the car but a rain of
nore jars, this time filled with liquid paint shatters al
around them covering the street in a kal ei doscope of color.

HOODLUM 1
Fuck this! | don't want that paint
shit all over my car.

HOODLUM 2
Man, | thought this place was
deserted. Wo the fuck in their
right mnd would be living in that
shit-hol e?

HOODLUM 1
The fuck | know? Probably one ugly-
| ooki ng nofo. Like that fuckin'
hunchback from "Noter Dane".

The two nmen fire off sone quick shots before they get back
inthe car. As it speeds away down the street, the gl ass
jars continue their barrage for some tine.

A rat runs across the freshly painted street, a trail of paw
prints | eads back into the desol ate warehouse.

I NT. BEDROOM - CONTI NUOUS

The floor is littered with shards of broken glass. The rat
scanpers across the room dodgi ng between the shattered jars
as if traversing a m nefield.

Panting heavily, John is slunped against the wall, his
fingers twitching nervously. H's eyes are wide but vacant,
haunted by an invisible terror only he can see.

The rat reaches him sniffing curiously, but John ignores
t he pesky rodent.

I NT. HARGROVE' S ART GALLERY - SOHO - LATE MORNI NG

The gallery is quiet, filled with numerous works of art but
devoi d of any custoners. A fashionably dressed woman, ALYSSA
BENNETT, carefully dusts around a scul pture. Her stylish

hi gh heels click noticeably as she crosses the polished marble
floor to the next piece of hand-carved art.



5.

The door opens slowly with a noticeable creak. Justine enters
the chic gallery carrying her portfolio case which is worn
and held together with strips of duct tape.

Al yssa takes notice, stops dusting and wal ks toward Justi ne.

ALYSSA BENNETT
(condescendi ng)
May | help you? W don't permt
loitering or browsing if you aren't
a custoner.

JUSTI NE
I"m | ooking for-

FARLOW HARGROVE (O S.)
(i nterrupts)
Alyssa! That creak is back again!
Why nust | keep repeating nyself for
t he sinplest of tasks?

The door at the rear of the gallery swings open brusquely to
permt FARLOW HARGROVE his grand entrance. He carefully

wi pes a few crunbs fromhis inpeccably tailored suit, dabs a
thin trickle of sweat fromhis snow white hair.

Al yssa notions for Justine to |eave.

FARLOW HARGROVE ( CONT' D)
My dear, please take heed to ny
requests. Is it so much to ask?

ALYSSA BENNETT
I"msorry M. Hargrove. M apol ogies.
I will take care of it as soon as |
escort this young woman-

Farl ow | ooks over at Justine disapprovingly. She catches
his | ook, stares down at the floor shyly.

FARLOW HARGROVE
Yes, please escort...

Farl ow wal ks back to his office.

FARLOW HARGROVE ( CONT' D)
...My niece to the | adies boudoir to
freshen herself. | wll nmeet her in
ny office shortly after | finish the
br eakfast you so rudely interrupted.

The door slans shut with nary a sound.
ALYSSA BENNETT

|"msorry.
( MORE)



ALYSSA BENNETT ( CONT' D)
| didn't know you are M. Hargrove's
niece. He rarely speaks of his
fam|ly.

JUSTI NE
I"mnot surprised. He rarely speaks
to nme either.

ALYSSA BENNETT
Here, | et nme show you where the | adies
roomis.

Justine ignores her, walks to the office door and lets herself
in.

I NT. HARGROVE ART GALLERY OFFI CE - CONTI NUOUS

The interior of the office is stark and col d, conplenmenting
the icy deneanor of Farlow hinself. He finishes biting into
a scone, sips on a cup of coffee and notions for Justine to
sit down.

FARLOW HARGROVE
(snugly)
Well, Justine, to what do | owe the
honor of your presence this tine?

JUSTI NE
I"mjust as pleased to see you too,
Uncl e Farl ow.

FARLOW HARGROVE
Then we do share a conmon bond.
Even after all these years.

Farlow smiles thinly, but wthout any hint of warnth.

FARLOW HARGROVE ( CONT' D)
How | ong has it been now?

JUSTI NE
You know how | ong. Two years. The
time before that was al nost three.

FARLOW HARGROVE
Actually it was four. As you get
ol der you do seemto conme around
nore frequently.

JUSTI NE
(sarcastically)
| mss your conpany.



FARLOW HARGROVE
As | do yours. But why are you really
here? You still can't touch your
trust fund for quite sone tine.

JUSTI NE
(tersely)
Wiy not? | need the noney to continue
in art school. | need it now not

ten years from now

FARLOW HARGROVE
Do we need to relive this all over
agai n?
JUSTI NE
| bet you weren't this hard on ny Dad.
FARLOW HARGROVE
No, you're wong. | was nuch harder
JUSTI NE
You don't understand. |'m good. Real
good. It's in ny blood. It courses

t hrough my veins just like his.

FARLOW HARGROVE
I"msure it does and it's nmy job to
make sure it stays there instead of
pooling on a |onely bathroomfl oor.

Farl ow rel axes his posture, slunps down into his chair.

FARLOW HARGROVE ( CONT' D)
I won't lose you like I lost him

JUSTI NE
You al ready have.

FARLOW HARGROVE
Justine, you can't live your life like
he did his. It won't bring himback.
It doesn't work that way.

(smiles)
Cone work for me here at the gallery
i nst ead.

JUSTI NE
He woul d've wanted ne to |ive whatever
life | chose. M/ choice, not yours.

FARLOW HARGROVE
Be reasonabl e.

Far|l ow opens a desk drawer and pulls out an envel ope, hands
it Justine.



FARLOW HARGROVE ( CONT' D)
Here, take this. It's two tickets
to the upcom ng Art Exposition.

JUSTI NE
Thanks.

FARLOW HARGROVE
Spend sone tine with ne. ['Ill teach
you t he business and one day this
will all be yours. | think you'l
do quite well here.

Justine | ooks around, sneers at a particularly outlandishly
ugly piece of contenporary art.

JUSTI NE
(laughs bitterly)
You want ne to sell others people
art? Exploit their body of work.
I"mnot a pinp!

FARLOW HARGROVE
It's better than being a whore because
all artists eventually succunb to their
desires.

JUSTI NE
How can you be so sure?

FARLOW HARGROVE

Trust me. You'd be surprised to find
what really drives the creative spirit.

(with a sardonic grin)
Weal th and fane can be an intoxicant
nore powerful than you could ever
i mgi ne. Eventually every piece of
your precious work will be Iike
turning a trick.

Farl ow gl ances sadly at a photo on the desk of a young
beauti ful couple holding a little girl that |ooks Iike
Justine. He places the photo face down on the desk, not
willing to | ook upon the once happy fam |y anynore.

FARLOW HARGROVE ( CONT' D)
If you followin both your parents'
footsteps, that's exactly what you'l
beconme. Even your nother who had
everyt hi ng goi ng-

Justine stands up, an angry wash fills every pore of her
body as she desperately tries to maintain her conposure.



JUSTI NE
(abruptly cuts Farl ow
of f angrily)
| told you to never speak of her! Ever!

FARLOW HARGROVE
You need to face the truth sonetine, Justine.

JUSTI NE
Fi ne, but just not today.

Justine grabs her bag and portfolio case and wal ks towards
t he door.

JUSTI NE ( CONT' D)
Once again, thanks for the |ovely
conversation, Uncle Farlow |'l

show nyself out, | don't want to be
late for class. At |least while
they'I'l still let ne.

EXT. WAREHOUSE - MORNI NG

The postman | eaves the warehouse, nakes his way down the
street, shakes his head at the paint snears across the street.

John sweeps the street of the broken glass, stops to slowy
study the asphalt canvas with a perpl exed | ook.

POSTMAN
Hey M. Caton! How are you today?
(t easi ng)

Is that a new piece of art or
sonet hi ng?

JOHN CATON
(annoyed)
Does this | ook |ike artwork?
POSTMAN
Hard to say. Ya never can tell.
Sone people mght call it art.
JOHN CATON

That's why you're a steward of

negl i gi bl e correspondence
(condescendi ng)

And I'mthe artist.

The postman stops in his tracks, turns to confront John, who
i s back sweeping up the broken glass on the street.

POSTMAN
Artist? OCh ny mistake... | thought
you were a street cleaner



10.
I NT. WAREHOUSE LOFT HALLWAY - MORNI NG

The hallway is dusty and dim cracked peeling paint snakes
across the bare walls in patterns of faded color. John cones
in fromthe street, holding a broomand a pail filled with
broken glass. He | ooks down, notices the small paw prints of
paint |eading up the stairs, fading as they reach the top.

JOHN CATON
Dam fool kids. Wasted ny paint.
He pl aces the pail and broom agai nst the wall, wal ks over to
check his mail. The nmail boxes are all enpty, badly tarnished
except for the one | abeled "Caton." John Caton tosses al

the junk mail on the floor, which covers the corner of the
hal | way wi th unopened envel opes, nany of thembills and
post car ds.

One envel ope catches his attention. He rips it open and
struggles to read the contents in the dimlight froma | one
['i ght bul b, which hangs froma frayed cord.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
(to hinsel f)
Jesus, | didn't even think he was
still alive. He nust be at |east...|
guess about ny age.

John reads the letter, the words comng in and out of focus.
CLOSE UP: LETTER
Dr. John,

W' ve been trying to reach you in regards to your designs.

Ms. Snythe is re-releasing her favorite bed sets and woul d
like to use your seasonal patterns from 1976. The repeat
artwork has been long | ost and we are hopi ng you coul d provide
us with digital scans of the originals. Please contact the...

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
Bl ah, bl ah, blah...Wo gives a shit.
He never did rmuch for ne except take
hi s conmi ssions. Screw him

John is about to toss the letter when the bulb flickers on
and off, then conpletely off. John is bathed in the darkness
of the hall way.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
VWll, nothing wong with a little sonething
to at | east keep the lights on.

John trudges down the darkened hallway and up the stairs, his
footsteps echo in the enpty warehouse of his life.



11.
I NT. WAREHOUSE LOFT - LATER

Large skylights bathe the studio in the bright light of the
afternoon sun. Easels and drawing tables filled with tubes
and brushes of dried out paint are scattered about, the floor
is covered in layers of paint splatter and dust.

John is frantically pouring through piles of artwork and
designs. He casually tosses each drawi ng aside wi thout a
hint of care in his search, dismssing the artwork w thout
concern.

JOHN CATON
They have to be here sonehow.

John continues his search, stops instantly to glance down at
the artwork, which is ghastly in color and design.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
Jesus Christ! Wat the hell was |
t hi nki ng.

He is about to fling it when he notices sone witing at the
bottom of the artwork.

CLOSE UP
A PERSONAL NOTE WRI TTEN | N PERFECT ELEGANT PENMANSHI P

"John! This is sinply wonderful and will make a terrific
addition to our catalog. |'ve enclosed two tickets to the
premiere. Please conme by to say hello.

(Si gned)

Allie, 1973

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
Fromwhat | renenber, this thing' s about
as bad as that novie she was in.

John tears at it angrily, tosses the shredded pieces aside
with particul ar disgust.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
Too bad | wasn't drunk when | painted
this, at least |I'd have an excuse.

John continues his search until he finds the m ssing artwork
at the very bottomof his last pile.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
Found it, you bastard! Hi ding out
"til the very end.



12.

John | ooks at the piles of paintings strewn about the floor
then back to the painting in his hands.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
Well that was torture.

He | ooks over the artwork carefully, notices sone bl em shes
and wal ks over to the | arge draw ng table.

He reverently opens a weathered case, filled with pristine
brushes and beautifully crafted drawi ng i nstrunents. He
handl es the brushes with care, gently touches it to his nmouth
with the ook of a heroin addict getting a taste of a fix.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
Alittle touch up here and there for
the talented Mss Allison Smythe,
then all will be good in the world.

John opens sone of the paint jars, flakes of paint fall on
the table, the pignent is long dried out.

Wth a deep sigh he wal ks to one of the | arge w ndows, gl ances
out at the urban decay surrounding him through pai ned eyes.

I NT. CLASSROOM - ART | NSTI TUTE - AFTERNCON

The shades are pulled down tightly, an occasional sliver of
sunlight peers through across the students and strikes the
projection screen at a sharp angle. The hum of the projector
is broken by faint whispers and a snore here and there.

An ol der bespectacl ed man, PRESTON W LCOX, wal ks across the
front of the screen, obscuring the inmages of various paintings
as he makes his way down the aisle. Although quite bald,

his remaining hair is long and tied in a ponytail which is

in contrast to the dark blue suit he wears with authority.

PRESTON W LCOX
At this point intime, the artists
begi n a phase of constant re-invention
and conpetition. Periods are
devel oped and di scarded at an ever
i ncreasing rate.

As Preston W1 cox continues his stroll through the class, he
taps and awakens a student who is dozing.

PRESTON W LCOX ( CONT' D)
Pointillism expressionism

He pulls a video ganes device fromthe hands of another young
man while continuing his lecture. He hits a few keys to
score sone points, shows it to the student who smles

sheepi shly then shuts it down and places it down on the desk



13.

PRESTON W LCOX ( CONT' D)
The era of disposable commodity driven
comerce that defines art is now
begi nning in earnest...

Justine sits towards the back of the room her hair covers
t he earbuds of an i Pod as she doodl es earnestly.

Preston stops wal ki ng, glances down at the sketch and yanks
t he earbuds out of Justine's ears. The loud but tinny sound
of techno nmusic catches the student's attention.

Justine | ooks up, startled and enbarrassed.

JUSTI NE
What the...? oh, sorry M. WI cox.

PRESTON W LCOX
Once again, Ms. Hargrove, you can't
seemto focus on the class at hand.

JUSTI NE
A bad habit, | know. | just like to
draw and-

PRESTON W LCOX
Wll, | at least you're in the right
pl ace for that.
(waves hi s hands
across the room

One woul d think, | suppose, wouldn't
one? This is an art institute, at
| east when | |ast checked this norning.

The cl ass snickers at his snide levity. He holds up the
sketch, which is of hinmself and | ooks down at Justi ne.

PRESTON W LCOX ( CONT' D)
Hmm | hadn't realized ny shoul ders
hunched a bit.

JUSTI NE
They don't, it's just fromthis
angle...l guess...uh...l didn't nean

to of fend you.

PRESTON W LCOX
My dear young woman, never apol ogi ze
for what you see. After all, an
artist hasn't been executed for a
bad portrait since Henry VIII.

JUSTI NE
(hunor ousl y)
| guess |I'msafe then?



PRESTON W LCOX

14.

From deat h possibly, a failing grade

is another natter.

Preston wal ks back to his lectern, still holding the draw ng.

PRESTON W LCOX ( CONT' D)

(1 ooks back at Justine)
| think "Il keep this, after al
you never know what it will worth
when you becone rich and fanous.

The cl ass | aughs again, Justine slinks ever
seat .

| ower in her

PRESTON W LCOX ( CONT' D)

Oh, and one nore thing. | can
appreci ate your art but not your

nmusic. Please refrain from bringing

that horrible usel ess noise to ny
| ecture hall.

The slide projector flips to a different painting but the

| ow buzz of the school bell signals the end

of the | ecture.

PRESTON W LCOX ( CONT' D)

(to the cl ass)

Renmenber! You have only a few weeks
left to identify your artist of choice

and prepare the dissertation that

will determ ne your final grade this

senester.

(sternly)
For those of you graduating this
senmester, no nmatter what you may
think, failure is not an option.

Take it lightly and you'll be taking

it again next senester.

The cl ass enpties out quickly, Justine remains seated, alone.

PRESTON W LCOX ( CONT' D)
And pl ease, pick an artist you can

learn from Sonmeone unfamliar.
Spare me the obvious DaVinci or
War hol .

(poi ntedl y)

And God forbid you bring nme anything
by Devvon Hinkel. There's a world

out there of limtless talent and

possibilities. Don't be oblivious!

Preston W1l cox | ooks out over the enpty hall, his eyes neet
with Justine's for the nonent, then turn away. He collects

hi s papers and shuts down the projector.



15.
Justine gathers her conposure, wal ks up to the |lectern.

JUSTI NE
Dean Wl cox? Can | speak to you for
a nonent ?

Preston Wl cox stops, |ooks up from his papers.

PRESTON W LCOX
Wl |l certainly, Mss Hargrove.

JUSTI NE
| ...uh...wanted to apol ogi ze.
nmeant no di srespect by doodl i ng-

PRESTON W LCOX

(i nterrupts)
Don't apol ogi ze for your talent.

(smles)
After all, before | becane the
pretentious old coot you see standing
before you, | was an artist nyself.
Believe ne, | was reprinmanded far
nore severely for doodles far |ess
conpel I'i ng.

Justine smles at the thought.

PRESTON W LCOX ( CONT' D)
The worl d of art has changed nuch
since | sat in this very hall.

(renorseful ly)

Lapt ops repl aced easels, prograns and
codi ng delineate color and novenent.
So, M ss Hargrove don't apol ogi ze ever
for your abilities or your talent.

JUSTI NE
Thank you. | won't.

PRESTON W LCOX
(smiles)
Besides it's refreshing to see soneone
think with their fingers.

He gathers all his bel ongings, wal ks off the I ectern, followed
by Justi ne.

JUSTI NE
OCh!, Dean WIlcox? | did have
guestion?

PRESTON W LCOX
Yes Justi ne?

Justine is surprised he informally uses her first name.
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JUSTI NE
I know you oversee the artist work
study programand | know it's very
late in the senester but | just |ost
ny job and | need to make sone noney
and. ..

PRESTON W LCOX
It is late and all of our positions
have been | ong granted.

JUSTI NE
(pl eadi ng)
"Il do anything. Scrub the scul pture
room fl oors, polish the conputer
termnals, nodel for the |ife-draw ng
class. ..

PRESTON W LCOX
Let's not get carried away, besides
you nodeling for life drawi ng m ght
be too nmuch of a distraction for the
young nen in our institute.

JUSTI NE
(smles thinly)
I"'mreally in a bind. | need to pay

ny rent by the end of the nonth, |et
al one have anything left to eat.

PRESTON W LCOX
Vell, let me assure you, regardl ess
what the people portray, there's
not hi ng romanti c about the starving
artist.

JUSTI NE
Tell me about it.

Preston Wl cox wal ks towards his office, stops and faces
Justi ne.

PRESTON W LCOX
I'll see what | can do.

JUSTI NE
Thank you, Dean W/lcox. | appreciate
it.
EXT. ARI'S PAN AND SCAN CAFE - AFTERNOON
The store, starkly white and devoid of any warnth, is bustling

with activity as technicians hover over conputers and
noni tors.



The door opens slowy as John Caton enters, unsure of
where he actually is. He carries a well worn portfolio
case, which he cradles protectively.

John approaches a young technician behind the counter,
whose hair is in a long pony tail with a trendy beard,
tattoos and body piercings.

TECHNI Cl AN
What can | do for you?

JOHN CATON
| don't know. Is Ari here?

TECHNI Cl AN
['"'mAri.

JOHN CATON
No, | nust be in the wong place.
Ari was a man a little younger than
nme. | used to come here for ny
t ransparenci es.

TECHNI Cl AN
Oh, you nust nean ny Dad. He's no
| onger here with us.

JOHN CATON
Too bad. He always did such a nice
job on the processing. Really knew
how to push the chem cal s.
(1 ooks around the
store)
Do you know where | can reach hinf

TECHNI Cl AN
Heaven, | suppose. He died a few
years ago.

JOHN CATON
Sorry to hear that. | need to get a

data...uh, digital..
(1 ooks down at note)
Digital file made of...

John shakes hi s head unknowi ng, hands the technician the
not e.

TECHNI Cl AN
kay, do you know the format? Enbedded
colors and at what resol ution?

JOHN CATON
The what and t he what ?

17.



TECHNI Cl AN
Format and resolution? Do you know
what they are?

JOHN CATON
| haven't got a clue.

John's gaze is fixated on the tattoos and body piercings of
t he young man, with nuch di sgust.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
What the hell is that thing?

TECHNI ClI AN
Excuse me?

JOHN CATON
(points to a grotesque
pi erci ng)
That thing on your neck. It |ooks
i ke you swal |l owed a tool chest.
Does all that stuff rattle when you

wal k?

TECHNI Cl AN
It's body art.

JOHN CATON
Art?

TECHNI Cl AN

Yes. The body is the tenple of the
soul and | am expressing my innernost
chi and shaping it in physical ternmns.

(proudly)
A living scul pture. Wat do you
t hi nk?
JOHN CATON

It looks Iike a monunent to bad taste.
(points to an ugly
tattoo)
|'ve seen better tattoos drawn by a
blind man with broken fingers.

TECHNI Cl AN

(angrily)
What are you? A critic.

JOHN CATON
God forbid I should sink so | ow.

The technician, his pride and chi in chaos, returns to the
task at hand.
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TECHNI Cl AN
Forget it, but | can't help you
wi thout that info. Any idea?

John shakes hi s head no.

TECHNI Cl AN ( CONT' D)
When was the last tine you nmade your
files here?

JOHN CATON
(annoyed)
When you were nothing nore than a
spermswi mm ng in one of your Daddy's
bal | s.

TECHNI Cl AN
(i nterrupts)
Hey! dd man! No need to be rude!
I"mjust trying to help.

The technician cuts John an angry | ook, crunples up the note
he is holding and points to the door.

TECHNI Cl AN ( CONT' D)
Are you al ways this pleasant?

JOHN CATON
Yes!

John grabs his portfolio case and wal ks out the door in a
huff as the crunpled note hits himin the back.

I NT. OFFI CE OF PRESTON W LCOX - LATER

The office is cavernous and pretentious with | arge overstuffed
| eat her chairs facing a heavy wooden desk. Bookcases line

the walls, an untouched easel sits in the corner with a slight
| ayer of dust on the unfinished canvas.

Preston enters, makes his way around the furniture and sits
at his desk chair which faces out, overl ooking the canpus.

JOHN CATON (O S.)
Vell, well, you' ve done pretty good
for yourself the last few years, but
t hat unfinished painting, Is that to
i mpress the students with your vast
tal ent or just yourself?

John Caton sits in one of the large chairs, his body hidden
fromview
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PRESTON W LCOX
(surprised)
No, | don't need to inpress any of
ny students.

Preston turns and faces John Caton who sits with his overcoat
and beret still on.

JOHN CATON
Ch, that's right.
(sarcastically)
You' re one of the "Deans" of this
fine institution. Watever good
that' Il do for the future of art.

PRESTON W LCOX
It's nice to see you haven't | ost
all your worldly charmover the years.

John Caton takes his beret off in a sign of respect, wal ks
towards the easel, w pes the dust fromthe canvas with his
finger.

JOHN CATON
If you woul d've even attenpted to
pai nt sonething |like that for ne |
woul d' ve thrown you out on your ass.

PRESTON W LCOX
You did throw ne out, renenber?

JOHN CATON
O course | renmenber, but you kept
com ng back. You were certainly a
tenacious little fuck.

PRESTON W LCOX
There was nobody better to |earn
from Isn't that what an apprentice
i s supposed to do?

JOHN CATON
Only in the best of circunstances, yes.

PRESTON W LCOX
Then you taught me well.

JOHN CATON
Real | y?
(gl ances over to the
pai nting)
Are you trying to insult nme?

Preston Wl cox, ignores the coment, wal ks over to John to
shake his hand. He notions for himto sit down but John
wal ks to the w ndow i nst ead.



John | ooks out over the canpus filled with many students
carrying conmputer bags, but only a few actually carry a
portfolio case with paintings or draw ngs.

PRESTON W LCOX
What can | do for you, John? It's
been many years since you would even
set foot here.

JOHN CATON
| need to ask you a favor.

PRESTON W LCOX
Hell has truly frozen over then
(grins slightly)
Vel |, certainly but that depends on

what it is.

JOHN CATON
I'mlost...|l don't understand this
new worl d.

Digitizing...files...email|l? What
t he hell happened?

PRESTON W LCOX
(smiles)
The 21st century happened. You've
been cooped up in that fortress of
solitude of yours way too long. The
worl d has cone and gone, bl ossoned
into something new and di fferent.

JOHN CATON
| have a conm ssion to get out but haven't
got a clue howto get it to them | was

t hi nki ng that maybe you coul d arrange
for a student to-

PRESTON W LCOX
(interjects)
To come work for you? | don't know.
That didn't go too well the last tinme.
Am | correct?

JOHN CATON
(angrily)
No you're not correct. | asked for

an art student, instead you sent me
a dilettante. A patron of unwanted
conj ecture.

PRESTON W LCOX
No, it was her father who was a
critic, she was just an art student
but neverthel ess a student who

( MORE)



John holds up his fingers indicating the snall

PRESTON W LCOX ( CONT' D)
coul d' ve done much for your much
mal i gned car eer.

JOHN CATON
I wasn't seeking help for my "nuch
mal i gned" career, only soneone who
could assist nme, learn fromme. Not
sone expostul ated wai f whose total
sum knowl edge of art...

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
.1 could fit in a thinble. Question
after question, retort after retort.
Who has the tinme for such foolishness.

PRESTON W LCOX
That's what apprentices do, they ask
questions. | did. Nothing wong
with that. 1t's how you answer them
that is the problem

JOHN CATON

Probl en? \What probl enf?

(paces back and forth)
I magine ne, ME! Having to justify
ny work to the daughter of sone
opi ni onated fool who has nary the
talent to paint but the gall to
qguestion my own abilities.

PRESTON W LCOX
Your anbival ence to contrary opinions
is world renowned, but you need not
have sent her scream ng and hysterica
from your studio.

JOHN CATON
Oh pl ease, she needed to be tougher
than that if she's gonna survive in
this world. | was doing her a favor.

PRESTON W LCOX
I"msure she was quite grateful for
t he experience you showered upon
her. Well, at |least the years haven't
nel | owed you in the slightest.

JOHN CATON
Spare nme the sarcasm You know better
t han t hat.

PRESTON W LCOX
That | do.

si ze.

22.



23.

JOHN CATON

So tell me this.

(sits back down)
Did my tal ented young "apprentice"”
ever make it as an artist or did she
take the path of |east resistance
and follow in her daddy's knock-kneed
f oot st eps?

PRESTON W LCOX
Neither. She's a professor at Rhode
I sl and School of Design.

John breaks out in a maniacal |augh.

PRESTON W LCOX ( CONT' D)
You find that anusing?

JOHN CATON
Actually, no. | find it quite sad.
(regains his conposure)
Funny though it mght seem for those
who can't, end up teaching.

PRESTON W LCOX
Real | y? Like ne?

JOHN CATON
No, not like you. | taught you well
and you learned well. | never

under st ood why you nmade this choice.

PRESTON W LCOX
It looks Iike we do have sonet hi ng
in comon. | never understood why
you nade yours either.

John stops smling at the thought, pulls Justine's sketchbook
fromthe pocket of his overcoat, hands it to Preston.

JOHN CATON
Here. There's a student in this
school. A young wonman. | can't pay

her nonetarily but can offer an
opportunity...

(his voice trails off)
To...learn...

Preston flips through the sketchbook, sniles as the pages
turn.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
Do you recogni ze the work?
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PRESTON W LCOX
Wiy yes, | do. A Mss Justine
Har grove to be exact.

JOHN CATON
Qobvi ously M ss Hargrove knows a thing
or two about drawi ng but does she
know anyt hi ng about conputers?

PRESTON W LCOX
Everyone here does. Now you need to
know math as wel | conputer progranm ng
to be an artist.

JOHN CATON
Math and art? Has the world
conpl etely gone nad?

They bot h chuckl e at the thought.

PRESTON W LCOX
Fortunately she lives confortably in
both worlds. You m ght be interested
to know her father was-

JOHN CATON
(di sm ssively)
I"mnot. Just send her over. W
can start imrediately.

PRESTON W LCOX
| don't think that's a good idea.
It mght end badly.

JOHN CATON
For who? WM or her?

PRESTON W LCOX
I"mnot sure.

Prest on hands the sketchbook back to John, who takes it as
pl aces the beret back on his head and wal ks out of the office
wi t hout even a goodbye.

Preston wal ks over to the easel, renoves the painting, closes
t he easel and places themboth in a small closet.

EXT. GOMWANUS CANAL, BROOKLYN - MORNI NG

The streets are deserted, the surroundi ng buil dings worn and
enpty, devoid of any |ife except for the scanmpering of unseen
critters. Justine nervously nakes her way to the warehouse
where John Caton's studio is |ocated.

As she enters the darkened hallway she can hear a nman
screanm ng, followed by the sounds of things crashing.
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JOHN CATON (O S.)
Her mes! HERMES! Get back here, you
rat bastard! This is no tine to be
pl ayi ng ganes.

I NT. JOHN CATON S BUI LDI NG - CONTI NUOUS

Justine stops in her tracks, then slowy wal ks up the creaking
staircase until she hears the sound of breaking glass and a
hysteri cal scream

JOHN CATON (O S.)
No! Hernes! That's one of ny
favorite brushes, it's not a toy!
(beat)
Gve ne that thing! | nmean it!

More gl ass shatters followed by a | arge crashing noi se.

JOHN CATON (O. S.) (CONT' D)
You'll be out on the street where
you belong if you don't listen to
me! Now, cone here! Hernes!

Justine runs up the darkened stairs and enters the brightly
it studio loft, her eyes blinded to the sudden change in
l'i ght.

I NT. WAREHOUSE LOFT STUDI G- CONTI NUOUS

John is trudging quickly across the vast |oft, yelling at
seemngly no one. He finally stops, tries to catch his breath
and is about to keel over when Justine runs to his aid.

JUSTI NE
M. Caton? Are you okay?

JOHN CATON
(gasping for air)
l...uh...ny....brush...that...

Justine hel ps John to one of the stools, steadies hinself
and sits down.

JUSTI NE
You better sit down.

JOHN CATON
Thank you M ss Hargrove.
(catches his breath)
| have to apol ogize. This was not
quite the introduction | was going
to make. | hope that little episode
with Hermes didn't frighten you.
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JUSTI NE
| was a little concerned, especially
after I heard the gl ass shatter.

John points to various jars of dried paint that are smashed
on the floor.

JOHN CATON
Oh those? They're of no use anynore.
(sadly)
Al'l old and dried out, |ike everything
el se here.
JUSTI NE

Dean Wl cox said you were...are...a
pretty famous textile designer.
That sounds exciting.

JOHN CATON
It isn't, | assure you

JUSTI NE
He al so nentioned that you are a
bastion of artistic know edge, soneone
who can inspire-

John hol ds up his hand, notions for her to stop talking.

JOHN CATON
What did Dean WIlcox really say?

JUSTI NE
That's it, that's what he said.

Justine | ooks away, drops her head to hide her enbarrassnent.

JOHN CATON
If we're going to be acquai ntances
then you're going to have to be far
nore truthful or a much better liar.

JUSTI NE

Truthfully, I'd prefer not to say.
JOHN CATON

| insist, after all, in the truth

there is all that really is.
She | ooks back up at John, still a little nervous.
JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)

(annoyed)
Oh for God's sake, out with it girl!
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JUSTI NE
He said you were once a great talent,
that you m ght've been one of the
greats if things had gone right.

JOHN CATON
Yes, but what did he really say?
Preston is not one to m nce words,
tragic as they nmay be.

Justine regains her conposure, |ooks directly into John's
eyes.

JUSTI NE
He said you were exactly that. A
tragic figure wasting away in a hove
of dirt and squalor. That you're a
nasty old narcissist, selfishly
opinionated with little regard for

ot hers.
John | ooks deeply into Justine's eyes, focusing directly
into her soul. She remains rigid, even a little frightened.
JOHN CATON
Go on. There's nore, |'msure.
JUSTI NE
He called you "lcarus."” Said you
flewtoo far and too close for your
own good.

Justine is startled by the | oud bellowi ng |aughter of John
Caton, who stands up and whoops it up in a deranged nani aca
cackl e.

JOHN CATON
(excited)
Ch he's so right! Icarus!

John starts to flap his arns |ike a bird as he dances around
Justine like a mad dervish, which nakes her laugh with a
m xture of fear and bernusenent.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
How coul d I have never realized that.
So right! 1 am | CARUS!
(scream ng)
I"'mflying...soaring like a bird...higher
and hi gher...TO THE SUN

John stops abruptly, a sad | ook cones over his face as they
both regain their conposure.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
Bur ni ng. . .
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He takes Justine's coat and conputer bag, brings her over to
the |arge drawing table where his designs are spread about.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
(sarcastically)
Any ot her words of wi sdom from ny
est eened col | eague?

JUSTI NE
Dean WIlcox said to tread lightly. There
is great prom se in what you can teach
me, but | need to be careful.

JOHN CATON
O that you do. Yes, be very careful

Their eyes neet, John's stare intense and quite intimdating
but Justine doesn't turn away.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
Good! It seens we understand each
ot her then.

John brings over the draw ngs, spreads them out across the
drawi ng tabl e.

Justine unpacks her conputer bag, powers up her Apple |aptop
and takes out the electronic pen and tablet. She also takes
out a digital canera, snapping photos around the studi o and
focuses in on John.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
What are you doi ng?

JUSTI NE
Just taking some warmup shots. The
light's perfect in here, so | can
shoot the artwork instead of scanning.

Justine ains the camera directly at John.

JOHN CATON
(covers his face)
Pl ease don't do that!

JUSTI NE
It's okay, you're not Am sh or
sonet hing are you

JOHN CATON
Don't be silly.

JUSTI NE
| always |ike to shoot photos of
sone of ny figures.
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JOHN CATON
I"mnot one of your figures.
(points to the
pai ntings)
These are.

Justine puts the camera down protectively, |ooks over the
artwork, winkles her nose in disapproval but stops
i medi atel y when she notices John | ooking at her.

JUSTI NE
Uh...sorry. These are interesting.
Quite nice if you ask ne.

JOHN CATON

| didn't.
JUSTI NE

Sorry, | didn't nean to offend you.
JOHN CATON

You didn't, but you're right.
(tosses the artwork

asi de)
They're shit. Wrk not even befitting
a "Salon des Refuses.” | don't even

know why | bot her.

John sits on a stool by the desk with a forlorn | ook as he
| ooks out into the studio.

Justine reaches for the canera tentatively as John covers
his face and blindly waves his hands away fromthe |ens.

JUSTI NE
Wiy don't we get down to shooting
the artwork for the files.

Justine adjusts the artwork in the light, tries to focus to
get the best inmage.

JUSTI NE ( CONT' D)
(under her breath)
Now | know what it's like for the
papparazzi .

JOHN CATON
Papparazzo? What's that asshol e
have to do w th anythi ng?

JUSTI NE
VWho?

JOHN CATON
| just said who. "Paparazzo!"



JUSTI NE
You nean they.

JOHN CATON
What "they" are we tal king about?
I"mtal king about a "he." | went to

school with that jerk in Italy. The
one they called "paparazzo"

(rmoves his fingers

i ke a buzzing insect)
Because he buzzed around |ike a
nosquito. Don't tell ne he spawned
a son?

JUSTI NE
No, there's thousands of them Here,
| et me show you.

30.

Justine opens her |aptop, searches on the internet and finds

itens on the paparazzi.
John | ooks at the laptop in amazenent.

JOHN CATON
What is this thing? It's not
connected to anyt hing?

JUSTI NE
It doesn't have to be. It's wreless.
My uh... boy...friend...Travis hooked
me up with a wireless card, pirated
of course, since he believes the
internet should be free to all.

JOHN CATON
The uh...internet? Is it like radio?

JUSTI NE
Radi 0? You really have been cooped
up in here too |ong.
(points to the screen)
See! You can find al nost anyt hing.
Here's things on the paparazzi.

Justine scrolls through various topics on the paparazzi as
John | ooks on. She clicks on a news item about a funeral
for a fanmous art gallery owner.

JOHN CATON
Stop! Wait! Let ne see that.

CLCSE UP: Scroll down screen to show story on funeral of
Cassandra Conroy and her partner in nmourning, Petra Tse.

There are pictures of the rich and fanobus people who were in

attendance at the gallery.
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EXT. GALLERY C - AFTERNCON

The sidewal k is cromded with gawkers as phot ographers m ||
about, sone jostling to get in a better position near the
cl osed doors of the prestigious art gallery.

A TV satellite truck and a few police cars are parked near
the entrance. The policenen clear the street as |inousines
begin to pull up.

The door of the first linpo opens, a leg clad in stylish shoes
and stockings peeks out as one of the officers reaches in to
assi st the wonman. The phot ographers push forward, angling
for the best shot.

POLI CE OFFI CER 1
Here ya go, Ma' am

PETRA TSE exits the car, adjusts her exquisitely tailored

bl ack dress which enphasi zes her figure in just the right

pl aces. Her silken white hair is coiffed perfectly, a black
veil covers it slightly in nourning.

PETRA TSE
Pl ease officer, | amfar from being
aMam [|I'mnot that old amI?

Petra smles at the officer, her skin thinly Iined with age
but beautifully radi ant nonet hel ess.

POLI CE OFFICER 1
I"msorry, Mss...uh....
(nervously)
Ch man, |I'msuch a dipshit.

PETRA TSE
I*'m known to have that effect on
peopl e someti nes.
(qui zzical ly)
Your accent, Brooklyn?

POLI CE OFFICER 1
Born and bred. Bay Ridge. 20th
Avenue and 87th. Ever been to
Br ookl yn?

PETRA TSE
It's been a long tine.

Petra wal ks to the entrance of the gallery but hesitates
when she notices the sights and sounds of a police escort
approachi ng the gallery.

A large SUV jockeys for position as police officers wave off
the waiting |inmousines and their annoyed occupants.
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One of the officers opens the door and out steps MAYOR RANDALL
BENNETT, a handsone silver-haired nman acconpani ed by a

beauti ful flam ng-haired young wonan, SHEILA VON OSRY. A

| arge cheer erupts fromthe crowmd, amd a few Bronx cheers

MAYOR BENNETT
Oh, Petra! My | be the first to
of fer my condol ences. Cassandra was
| oved by all.

PETRA TSE
M. Mayor, how good of you to cone.

SHEI LA VON OSRY
O course we will all mss her charm
(icily)
She had such a way.

Petra eyes furrow, her glance cutting, her lips drawmn into a
frosty smle.

PETRA TSE
That was Cassi e.
(sarcastically)
She | oved you too, Dear.

MAYOR BENNETT
It's always tough |l osing a soul mate.
Why, when mny Hel en passed | thought
ny worl d had ended.

PETRA TSE
I nstead you found yourself in the
arms of this beautiful..."creature."
How fortunate. | should be so | ucky

nysel f .

Petra ki sses the mayor on the cheek, ignores Sheila as she
wal ks towards the gallery.

PETRA TSE ( CONT' D)
If you'll excuse ne, | do have guests
com ng and everything needs to be
perfect. Cassie would not approve
ot herw se.

Mayor Bennett and Sheila nmake their way into the gallery,
foll owed by other arriving gusts.

The paaparazzi continue their photographic assault.
| NT. WAREHOUSE LOFT STUDI O CONTI NUQUS

John slanms the |id of conputer down, his breathing is heavy.
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JUSTI NE
Are you okay M. Caton? It |ooks
i ke you saw a ghost.

JOHN CATON
Per haps | did.

Justine takes the | aptop, disconnects the internet and grabs
her caner a.

JUSTI NE
Way don't we just get to work. It's
getting late and I don't want to
wal k home al one in the dark.

JOHN CATON
Yes, you're right. Time is running
out | suppose.

EXT. ARI'S PAN AND SCAN CAFE - DAY

John and Justine wal k out of the store and anbl e down the
street.

JUSTI NE
See that wasn't so hard

JOHN CATON
Are you sure that's what he wanted?

JUSTI NE
Absol utely. You saw for yourself.

JOHN CATON
| don't how. It seens so w ong.
You' re supposed to feel it, even
taste it. How can | | ook at sonething
on a TV set and be expected to judge
it.

JUSTI NE
You nean a nonitor..
(corrects herself)
Ch! Nevermind. |t doesn't nmatter.

JOHN CATON
You're right it doesn't matter.

JUSTI NE
Why are you di sm ssive of your work?
You nust care for it otherw se why
bot her .

JOHN CATON
If it was my work then I m ght.
( MORE)
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JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
This is nothing but the work of a
pol t er gei st.

JUSTI NE
Then why don't you paint something
new t hat way-

John stops, turns to Justine and holds out his hand.

JOHN CATON
(i nterrupting)
You' ve been very hel pful Ms. Hargrove
and | do so appreciate your help.
(with fal se sincerity)
Very nice meeting you. Good | uck.

John shakes Justine's hand and wal ks away.

JUSTI NE
M. Caton!

John ignores her, continues on his way.

JUSTI NE ( CONT' D)
MR,  CATON

Justine runs after John, steps in front to stop him

JOHN CATON
For the | ove of Jesus, what is it
girl?

JUSTI NE

My | essons. Dean WIcox said you
woul d critique ny work and give ne
advi ce. That was the arrangenent.

JOHN CATON
Oh yes, it was wasn't it. Well let
me give sonme advice right now.

John pulls a faded handkerchief fromhis pocket, w pes his
br ow.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
Go hone. Forget everything you' ve
ever |earned about art.

John pl aces the handkerchi ef back into this pocket.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
Then forget about ne.

John turns away as Justine grabs his arm somewhat forcefully,
whi ch surprises them both.



JUSTI NE
That's not good enough! | need to
work with you otherwise | won't get
paid and get ny school credits.

JOHN CATON
Lesson nunber two. The clients get
to change the rules when it suits
t hem

JUSTI NE
That's not fair! | held up ny part
of the bargain.

JOHN CATON
Fair? |s that what you're after M.
Hargrove? Wat's fair?

John pulls the handkerchi ef back out of his pocket as sweat
accurmul ates around his forehead. H s eyes narrow, glaring
with intensity.

JUSTI NE
Yes, You prom sed!

JOHN CATON
Oh, so nowit's promises you' re after
You really do have a ot to learn

JUSTI NE
Look M. Caton, this is really
important to ne, | don't want to beg-
JOHN CATON

(i nterrupts)
No, you really don't.

John wal ks away.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
Goodbye Ms. Hargrove.

JUSTI NE
That's it?

John continues down the street, Justine runs after himand
grabs himby the arm

JUSTI NE ( CONT' D)
Who do you think you are? | did
what you asked ne to do and | want
to get paid!

JOHN CATON
Have you been listening to ne?
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JUSTI NE

Prof essor Wl cox was right about
you. You're nothing but a pathetic
old man who paints ugly pictures and
wallows in his own shit.

(enotional ly)
Vel | fuck you! Do you think you're
the only one in this world who's
been fucked with?

Justine lets go of John's arm

JUSTI NE ( CONT' D)
Wll let ne teach you sonet hing.
You' re not!

Justine turns to wal k away.

JUSTI NE ( CONT' D)
Asshol e.

John claps his hands in nock appl ause, rushes towards her
and dances around in his dervish way, clapping in nock
appl ause.

JOHN CATON
Now that's what |'mtal king about,
Ms. Hargrove. Heh heh!

John prances around Justi ne.
JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)

You do have passi on.
(points his finger)

Passi on and spunk is good. It fuels
the spirit. | like that you' re not
af rai d.

JUSTI NE
Shoul d | be?

JOHN CATON

O course, you shoul d!
(out of breath)
Whew!  Cone by tonorrow.

(calmy)
W' || begin. Bring your wares.
JUSTI NE
My artwork?
JOHN CATON

Bring whatever it is you have.
(di sm ssive)
"Il be the judge if it's art or not.
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John anbl es down the street, and is | ost anong the people
who pass hi m by.

EXT. JUNGLE FOREST, NORTH KOREA 1951 - N GHT - DREAM

The | ast burst of gunfire ends, a voice garbled in pain,
calls for help. A soldier creeps quietly through the

under brush, peering through the fog of war, looking for his
fallen conrade.

SOLDI ER 1
(raspy and in pain)
Pl ease... help ne..
SOLDI ER 2
(whi spery)
Clemens? |Is that you?
SOLD ER 1
(pai nful l'y gurgling
hi s words)
Sar ge?
SOLDI ER 2
No it's-

Hysterical scream ng in Korean breaks the whispering
conversation, as an eneny soldier |eaps fromthe underbrush
tackling the soldier before he can answer his injured conrade.

The two eneny conbatants roll across the woods, |ocked in a
deadl y enbrace for survival

I NT. BEDROOM - N GHT

John thrashes his arnms frantically, rolls back and forth
across the bed. He is too close to the edge and falls off,
landing with a | oud thud.

INT. JOHN' S WAREHOUSE LOFT STUDI O - MORNI NG

John pores through Justine's portfolio, paintings strewn
about on the desk and floor in various piles. He stares at
one in particular, grimaces slightly and places it away from
the others. He tosses the beret he is wearing down on the
tabl e, sonewhat frustrated by the ordeal

JOHN CATON
Okay, Ms. Hargrove. Wuld you like
to share anything el se?

JUSTI NE
(1 ooks around)
That's it for my paintings and
illustrations. | do have my conputer
gr aphi cs worKk.
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JOHN CATON

Spare me that. |1'mnot interested

i n anyt hing done by sone fool nachine.
JUSTI NE

Then that's all | have. What do you

t hi nk?
JOHN CATON

As | said before, you do have passion.
JUSTI NE

And?
JOHN CATON

You do have sonmething. Not sure
what it is but it's there.

JUSTI NE
Can you hel p ne?

JOHN CATON
Maybe we shoul d see what Hernes
thinks. He's a pretty good judge.

John gl ances around, runmages through the nenagerie of things
strewn about, dropping paint jars, spilling over his brushes.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
Her mes!
(turns to Justine)
Don't just stand there girl, we've
got to find Hernes.

JUSTI NE
Who are we | ooking for? There's
nobody here.

JOHN CATON
(i gnores Justine)
HERMES!

John continues his search but to no avail, as Justine goes
t hrough the notions of |ooking for nobody.

JUSTI NE
M Caton? | don't think there's
anyone el se here but us.

JOHN CATON
I"msure he's here. He's just toying
with me. He can be that way
sonet i nes.
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JUSTI NE
(af f abl e)
Maybe he's a "pignent" of your
i magi nati on?

JOHN CATON
Don't be silly. Sonetines | don't
know why | even put up with his
shenani gans. He should be out in
the street, where |I found him

John sits back down at his |large drawing table. Justine
joins him notices that John's beret is noving by itself
down the table.

JUSTI NE
M Caton? | think there really is a
ghost here. Look!

The beret flips over to reveal a large rat, his fur is multi-
colored Iike an abstract painting, with snears of bright
col ors.

Justine screans, falls over herself as she tries to get away
fromthe rai nbowed rodent.

JOHN CATON
(sni ckers)
That's no ghost that's Hernes!

JUSTI NE
(hysterical)
Hernmes is a rat?

JOHN CATON
Pl ease don't call himthat. He |ikes
to fashion hinself as an artist.

JUSTI NE
Are you crazy? He's no artist.
HE'S A RAT!

JOHN CATON
Actually, | do tend to agree with

you. He's nore of a critic than an
artist. Shame what a nodi cum of
talent will do to the ego.

JUSTI NE
You' re crazy, you know that.
(points to Hernes)
You and your "artist" friend.

Justine gathers her paintings, and stuffs themin her
portfolio.
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JOHN CATON
Hmm | thought you'd be |ess
j udgnment al of peopl e.

JUSTI NE
I"mnot judgnental of people, only
rats. Especially |arge ones.

Hernes di ps his head sadly.
JOHN CATON

You've insulted him He is sensitive
to a fault sonetines

JUSTI NE
Maybe you' ve been trapped in here
too long. | think you need a dose

of reality or fresh air.
Justine grabs her coat.

JUSTI NE ( CONT' D)
(munbl es)
An artist rat. How crazy is that?

JOHN CATON
It's not crazy. |In fact, Hermes is
published in an artist journal and
placed first in a national
conpetition. More than | can safely
about you.

JUSTI NE
Don't be ridiculous. You painted
sonet hi ng and signed his nane.

Her mes becones agitated at the thought, |eaps off the table,
and clinbs up on anot her desk.

JOHN CATON
| would never do such a thing to
Hernes. He has his pride.

John pulls a magazine froma cabi net near the desk, hands
the journal to Justine. The cover announces the w nners of
an amat eur national painting conpetition.

Justine flips through the nagazi ne, comes upon the |ist of
wi nners and their paintings. The first place prize is awarded
to "Hernes" from Brooklyn, New York.

JUSTI NE
So? Doesn't prove he painted it.

JOHN CATON
Maybe you should tell himthen.
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Hernes is running up and down a canvas, paint dripping off
himas he squirns across paint tubes, smearing pignments in
spl ashes of vibrant col or.

Justine rubs her eyes, staring disbelief as she w tnesses
the rat's bold artistic sensibility.

JUSTI NE
| don't believe this.
JOHN CATON
Neither do I. Hermes gave up painting

years ago. Perhaps you're his nuse.
He does seem quite taken with you.

Her mes conpl etes the canvas, approaches Justine, sniffing at
her approval .

Justine tentatively pets the rat, who rubs agai nst her hand
in a show of affection

I NT. SMALL I NTERNET CAFE - NEAR SCHOOL - EVEN NG

The air is filled with a cacophony of nultiple conversations
as waitresses carrying trays and pl ates neander between the
obstacl e course of tables and chairs.

Justine is trapped in a small booth, wedged between her
boyfriend TRAVI S PARKER, 22, whose trendy goatee and cl ot hes
seema bit too forced and DEREK TAYLOR, 21, wearing a Hawaii an
shirt and wire-rimed gl asses. Both are typing away on their

| apt ops.

TRAVI S PARKER
When are you going to get it?

DEREK TAYLOR
When you admit that you're just as
much a whore as Zucker berg.

TRAVI S PARKER
"Zuck" is not a whore, he's nore
like a pinmp. 1t's the pinps that
make the money fromthe whores not
t he other way around.

DEREK TAYLOR
Semantics. | believe you get the
point. | thought you aren't
interested in noney.

TRAVI S PARKER
Every revolution still needs a
bankroll. It costs a lot to overthrow
t he one-percent and drive a Tesl a.
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DEREK TAYLOR
And how do you plan on generating
t he exorbitant cash flow you so
desire. Fromselling pirated wfi
| ogi ns?
(sarcastic)
That's a future.

Justine rolls her tired eyes in disgust.

JUSTI NE
Can we please not go down that road
agai n? You' ve been watching way too
much "Fight Cub."

TRAVI S PARKER

(i gnores Justine)
It's a start.

(to Derek)
You should talk, M. Pixar. After
sl avi ng away on your cartoon day
after day, night after night, do you
pl an on giving away your ani nmated
opus for free?

DEREK TAYLOR
(contenpl ati ng)
No. | plan on marketing the shit
out of it and grossing mllions.

TRAVI S PARKER
(1 aughs)
| thought so. You worship at the
tenple of Lassiter and | want to
change the worl d.

DEREK TAYLOR
Just like Apple and Pixar. M. Jobs
woul d be so proud!

JUSTI NE
(sarcastically)
Oh sure, you're both just |ike Steve
Jobs. Get a grip!

Justine grabs her backpack, tries to squirmout of the booth.

JUSTI NE ( CONT' D)
| gotta go.

TRAVI S PARKER
Why, you just got here?
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JUSTI NE
No, | got here two hours ago and
you' ve been sitting here with your
fell ow code nonkey typi ng away,
tal king shop and ignoring ne. | got
t hi ngs to do.

TRAVI S PARKER
Li ke what? Morre paintings? | haven't
seen you in weeks. You spend al
your time hanging out with that old
man. Who's ignoring who?

JUSTI NE
| told you. I'mon the verge of
sonet hi ng.

TRAVI S PARKER
Verge of what? There's no future in
what you're doing. You better get
going on your htm project. | can
hel p you. Wanna see what | nade?

Travis shows Justine and Derek his I aptop which plays a video
of an ani mated Van Gogh painting. The colors swirl in a
bal | et of pignment and brush strokes.

TRAVI S PARKER ( CONT' D)
This the future of art. It's all in
t he progranm ng.

JUSTI NE
(renorseful ly)
How sad.

Justine squeezes out of the booth.

JUSTI NE ( CONT' D)
OCh!  Are we still on for the Art
Expo? It's comng up. M uncle
gave ne the passes.

TRAVI S PARKER
| don't know.
(deneani ng)
Painting is so anal og.

Derek grabs the | aptop, opens up the file to reveal the
di gi tal programm ng pages.

Justine wal ks away, |ost anong the crowd.

DEREK TAYLOR
Hey! Let ne see that!
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TRAVI S PARKER
(calls out)
Justine! Don't leave! |'msorry...
(to Derek)
Hey! Careful with that! That's ny
seni or project!

DEREK TAYLOR
Ww, |'minpressed. It's a digital
mast er pi ece! Al npst as good as m ne.
(whispers in awe |ike
the Little Geen Men
Pi xar character)
"The code is our Master."

DEREK TAYLOR AND TRAVI S PARKER
(m mcking the sane
Pi xar characters)
"The " Coooooooddddddeeeee. "

I NT. WAREHOUSE LOFT - MORNI NG

John paces back and forth behind Justine, attenpting to say
sonet hi ng but thinks otherw se, as Hernes follows his noves.

She is ever so delicately applying a careful brush-stroke to
t he canvas.

JOHN CATON
Get on with it girl! Don't think
with your brain, use your heart.
Let it flow fromyour fingers to the
canvas.

Justine stiffens, her strokes even npre tentative.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
No! No! NO

John can't stand it any further, knocks the painting off the
easel in frustration

Hernes sniffs at the fallen canvas, lifts his |leg and pees a
thin stream over the dripping paint.

JUSTI NE
Hernes! Stop that! | thought we
were friends.

JOHN CATON
Hah! You can't be friends with a
critic.

Her mes nustl es agai nst Justine, apologizes for his
transgression. She returns the gesture, petting him
affectionately.



45.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
Are we done here Ms. Hargrove?

John scoots the rat away. Justine |ooks at various canvases
she painted previously, piled around the table.

JUSTI NE
Just stop hovering over ne!l | was
doi ng better before.

JOHN CATON
Maybe you'd |i ke Hernes to teach you
now. You're thinking too nmuch again.
You're forcing it. The worst thing
you can do.

JUSTI NE
| don't know any other way to do it.

JOHN CATON
Let's try sonething else then

John grabs a brush and stares at the canvas, eyeing each and
every corner. He starts out tentatively, mmcking Justine.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
(mani acal | y)
Free yoursel f! Dance the dance!

In a mani ¢ display of prowess and energy, John covers the
canvas with broad strokes, along with small dabs of accented
color. He dances along with his paint, swirling and spinning
until he is out of breath.

JUSTI NE
It's beautiful.
JOHN CATON
(panting))

Don't be silly. This is only a warm
up exercise. Every nusician nust
warm up before he engages into playing

a synphony.

John takes a used ol d canvas, props it on the easel and hands
a brush to Justine.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
Go ahead. Your turn.

Justine snears paint all over, splashes of pignents in a
| oose amal gamation of color. Qut of breath, she stops to
take a noment to rel ax.

JUSTI NE
Okay. |'mready.
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JOHN CATON
Have at it then

She | ooks the over the canvas, beginning with broad strokes
but slowy devol ves back into her bad habit of neasured
novenent s.

John becones agitated and annoyed.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
No! No! NO Cose your eyes! Do
anything to break through that wall.

Justine keeps at it but it's apparent she's |ost.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
When a plane is about to break the
sound barrier the flight is the nobst
turbul ent. Once past the barrier
the flight is majestic and snoot h!

John musters up his enotions in one |ast plea.
JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)

Do it! Break past that barrier that
hol ds you back!

JUSTI NE
I"'mtrying! |'msorry!

JOHN CATON
Save your apol ogi es for soneone who
appreciates them | don't care.

Justine place her brushes down, breathing heavily.

John points at Justine's heart, his bony finger pokes her
sonewhat forcibly, she backs away slightly.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
| want to know what it is you have
in here.

John grabs a palette knife, brandishes it nenacingly at
Justi ne.

JUSTI NE
(nervously)
Easy there, M. Caton..

JOHN CATON
What say you if | cut your veins?
WIl it flow blood or cadm umred

paint? Just what is your life's
essence?
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John tosses the knife down, grabs Justine hands, |ooks them
over, caressing them

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
| want to know what your hands feel.
The touch of enpty dry canvas awaiting
the | ovely caress of pigment, spurting
forth out of a tube, releasing your
creativity in a nonent of bliss!

PETRA TSE (O S.)
Even after all these years, | thought by
now you woul d have tried a different
pi ckup line than that sorry old thing.

Justine, startled, pulls her hands away as a shadowy figure
appears by the door.

PETRA TSE (O S.) (CONT' D)
O course, by now, | would ve thought
you were dead.

JOHN CATON
Who' s that?

PETRA TSE
Has it been so long that you forget?

John squints at the shadow, attenpts to recogni ze the voice.

JOHN CATON
| forget nothing. |Is that you Lilith?
Have you cone to tenpt Adam once again?

PETRA TSE (O S.)
Don't flatter yourself.

Petra steps in fromthe hallway, over dressed for such bl eak
surroundi ngs. John squints, his vision focuses on the wonan
bef ore him

JOHN CATON
Ah!  So it is you "Paul a".

PETRA TSE
After all these years, nust we stil
continue this charade?

JOHN CATON
It doesn't matter to me what you cal
yoursel f. "Paula"...Petra...Judas!
PETRA TSE

My, it still stings. Does it now?
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JOHN CATON
| told you once before that it nakes
no difference to me who caresses
your face, Kkisses your nouth or
spreads your | egs.

PETRA TSE
(1 aughs)
Pi cking up where we left off wthout
m ssing a beat.

Petra opens her elegant purse, pulls out a jeweled cigarette
case and lights a cigarette.

She offers one to John, who politely refuses. Instead he
pul I s out a pack of unfiltered Canel cigarettes fromhis

desk, lights one up with a slight cough.

PETRA TSE ( CONT' D)
I never understood how you can snoke
those unfiltered things. So brutally

honest .

JOHN CATON
It's an acquired taste. Like many
things in life.

Petra smles thinly, closes the cigarette case and place it
carefully back in her purse.

PETRA TSE
(matter of fact)
Cassandra i s dead.

JOHN CATON
Dead...alive...who cares?

PETRA TSE
You do, of course.

JOHN CATON
Now, who's flattering who?

John stares down Petra to nake his point.

Justine wi pes her hands with a towel, tries to clean off the
excess paint that stains her fingers. She approaches Petra
to break the icy nonent.

JUSTI NE
H! |'"mJustine. A student of M.
Cat on.

PETRA TSE

And just what is...
( MORE)



PETRA TSE ( CONT' D)
(sarcastically)
"M . Caton" teaching you? The
seduction of art or the art of
seducti on?

JUSTI NE
| don't know what you nean. | did
sone work for himand he's repaying
me with sone art |essons. That's
all.

PETRA TSE
You don't need to justify anything
to nme. You're not the first one to
fall under his spell.

JOHN CATON
"Paul a", for God's sake she's just a
child.

PETRA TSE

| was once also. But that was a
lifetime ago.

JUSTI NE
(awkwar dl y)
Maybe, | should just go. This seens
alittle too "personal" for ne.

Petra hol ds out her hand to Justi ne.

PETRA TSE
I"msorry, we weren't formally
i ntroduced.
(to John)
Pl ease do the honors.

JOHN CATON
Sorry for ny lack of manners. "Paula"
meet Ms. Hargrove. Ms. Hargrove
nmeet "Paul a", ny wfe.

Petra shakes Justine's hand.

PETRA TSE
(gl ances at John)
Please call me Petra. | prefer that.

JUSTI NE
(to John)
You're nmarried?

JOHN CATON
No, |'mjust not divorced.
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PETRA TSE
What's a pi ece of paper between
husband and wi fe worth anyhow?

Justine grabs her portfolio case, packs up her bel ongi ngs.

JUSTI NE
| really think I should go. It seens
you two have a lot to catch up on
(to John)

"Il see you tonorrow.

PETRA TSE
Ch!, don't | eave on account of ne.

JOHN CATON
(to Justine)
Thank you, Ms. Hargrove. That wll
be fine.

JUSTI NE
Okay. Say good night to Hermes for
ne.

John nods as Justine wal ks out of the Ioft, her footsteps
echo down the stairwell as she approaches the bottom

PETRA TSE
So this is really what you' ve nade
of yoursel f?

JOHN CATON
It's a living.

PETRA TSE
It's a death sentence. Surrounded
by filth, decay and...

Petra spies Hermes darting across the floor, as he makes his
way through the |oft.

PETRA TSE ( CONT' D)
...\Was that a rat?

JOHN CATON
No. That was an associ ate of m ne.

Petra |ifts her legs fromthe floor, curls them under her
body to avoid any other rodents that m ght appear.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
So "Paul a", of what do | really owe
this visit to?

( MORE)
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JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
(1 aughs)
Don't tell ne you're |ooking for
back alinony! Watever | have is
yours.

PETRA TSE
Cut e.
(1 ooks around the
lof t)
Don't be ridiculous. | do have an
offer to propose to you however.

JOHN CATON
You have nothing | want.

The sound of a car honk interrupts their conversation. Petra
gat hers her things.

PETRA TSE
Probably true, but there is sonething
| want from you

Petra takes a long drag on her cigarette then stubs it out
on the paint stained fl oor.

PETRA TSE ( CONT' D)

My soul .
She wal ks out of the loft.
FADE OUT:
EXT. JUNGLE FOREST, NORTH KOREA, 1951 - DREAM
The eneny conbatants are still |locked in a death struggle,

their rifles kicked away during the fighting. The North
Korean pulls out his pistol but it is knocked away by the
Anerican sol dier, who grabs his own gun and fires point blank
at his adversary.

SOLDI ER 2
Got you, nother fucker.

The North Korean is knocked backwards by the inpact of the
bul l et, landing face up in the underbrush.

The American treads carefully towards his adversary to make
sure he is dead.

| NT. WAREHOUSE LOFT - NI GHT
Sl eepily, John slowy makes his way across the loft to his

easel. He lights a cigarette, flexes his fingers and dips a
brush into sone paint.
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Hi s hand shakes slightly, his strokes are arthritic but slowy
the enpty canvas is covered with col or.

I NT. WAREHOUSE LOFT - EARLY MORNI NG

As dawn breaks, John lights up his last remaining cigarette,
the ashtray overflows with butts.

He takes a lasting |look at the painting, applies a few nore
strokes of color.

Her nes j oi ns John, spies over his shoulder froma stool.

JOHN CATON
Vell, ny friend, what do you think?

The rat circles the canvas, back and forth, elicits a small
yelp then pees a small puddle on the floor.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
Fuckin' critic!
(swi pes at Hernes)
CGet out of here!

John | ooks over the canvas hinself, throws it down in
frustration.

Exhaust ed, he nakes his way to the bedroom and col | apses
fully dressed on the bed. He tunbles into a deep sl eep.

I NT. WAREHOUSE LOFT - MORNI NG

The loft is noticeably quiet as Justine unlocks the door, a
| oud snoring emanates from John's bedroom Hernes rushes
over, rubs his colored fur against her boot.

Not wanting to wake John, she closes the door, grabs a broom
and heads down the stairwell.

JUSTI NE
(whi spers)
Hernes! Cone with me. Let's surprise
M. Caton by cleaning up the hallway.

The rat twitches its pink nose and | eads the way.
| NT. WAREHOUSE LOFT HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER

Justine sweeps away the years of decay that cover the hallway
expanse. She gathers the multitude of unopened envel opes,
postcards and junk mail and places themin a pile by the

st ai r case.

Hernmes sniffs at the envel opes but panics when he hears two
cats outside the door. He knocks the pile down and runs
back up to the safety of the |oft.
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JUSTI NE
Hey! Don't be a 'fraidy rat!

Annoyed, Justine picks up the fallen nmail once again. One
of the aged envel opes, its glue no | onger bonding, falls
open and out tunbles a few dollars, sone in large bills.

JUSTI NE ( CONT' D)
What's this?

Justine reaches for another of the aged envel opes, notices
the address is some place in North Korea but the return
address is John Caton, Brooklyn. The envel ope is stanped
"Return to Sender”

Justine tears open the envel ope and finds nore noney inside.
She opens envel ope after envel ope, but the story remains the
sane. They're all filled with cash. A |lot of cash.

I NT. BEDROOM - LATER

John tosses in his sleep, his body twitches as he nunbl es
i ncoherently.

EXT. JUNGLE FOREST, NORTH KOREA 1951 - DREAM

The American sol di er approaches his vanqui shed eneny but is
startled in fright as the North Korean soldier junps up, a
| arge bayonet knife in his hand. They are both |ocked in a
desperate conflict.

I NT. WAREHOUSE LOFT - LATER

John tosses in his sleep as Justine quietly rummages through
various drawers of the aged worn furniture. She cones upon
ol d photos, some of Petra and John in their younger days.

JUSTI NE
They seem so drawn to each ot her.
You can just tell.

Under a pile of old newspapers, sone dating to the Korean
War, Justine finds a weather-beaten sketch book. The cover
has a bullet hole through it, which stops about hal fway

t hrough the thickness of the book.

She flips through the book, cones upon a photograph of a
Korean soldier, his wife and two young chil dren.

EXT. JUNGLE FOREST, NORTH KOREA 1951 - CONTI NUOUS

The two soldiers continue their struggle, the knife is knocked
away and the American nmakes a desperate dive for it. The
Korean sol dier |ashes out furiously in a bid to escape but

i s tackl ed.
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The American's helnet is dislodged, revealing the young face
of John Caton.

JOHN CATON
Take this you bastard!

Grabbing the knife, John plunges it through the chest of his
adversary.

Before the life drains fromhis body, the Korean reaches
into his pocket, hands the American his sketchbook, which
has a bullet |lodged into it.

KOREAN SOLDI ER
(munbl es i n broken
Engl i sh)
You. . .t ake..

A phot ograph of the soldier's young famly falls out as the
soldier drifts off to enbrace the angel of death.

KOREAN SOLDI ER ( CONT' D)
... This...Ahhhhhh!!!

JOHN CATON
(his breath heaving)
My God, what have | done?

He col | apses on hinsel f, drained physically and enotionally
from his ordeal

Scream ng voices in Korean break John's stupor, he quickly
| ooks for his rifle through the underbrush and scanpers back
to safety.

I NT. WAREHOUSE LOFT - CONTI NUGUS

Justine | ooks through the sketchbook, which is filled with
desi gns and col or renderings. They bear a remarkable
resenbl ance to the textile designs she digitized for John.

JUSTI NE
| don't believe this.

Justine grabs the sketchbook, and conpares themto John's
textile designs. They are copied or clearly influenced.

JUSTI NE ( CONT' D)
| think he's stolen the artwork from
whoever this is.

Justine takes the sketchbook and envel opes, hides it in her
portfolio case.

John awakens, joins her at the draw ng table.
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JOHN CATON
Good norning, Ms. Hargrove.

JUSTI NE
Good afternoon, M. Caton.

John | ooks through the wi ndow, acknow edges the tinme of day.

JOHN CATON
| don't know what cane over ne.
It's not like ne to sleep so late.

JUSTI NE
|"msure you were probably pretty

shocked when Petra showed up

JOHN CATON
There's very little in this world
t hat shocks ne.

JUSTI NE
Still, having your ex-w fe appear-
John's eyes grow darKk.
JOHN CATON

She's not "ex"-anything and it's
none of your busi ness.

JUSTI NE
l"msorry..

John waves her off, inplying the conversation is over.
JOHN CATON
Wiy don't we get on with today's
| esson t hen.

Justine places a canvas on the easel, her strokes firmand
del i ber at e.

Hernmes joins them sits by the tubes of paint as he | ooks on.

JUSTI NE

M. Caton? Can | ask you a question?
JOHN CATON

I f you mnust.
JUSTI NE

Where did you study textile design?

JOHN CATON
Wiy? Does it matter to you? Are
you checking my credentials now?
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JUSTI NE
No, | was just curious, that's all.

JOHN CATON
Okay, if it will keep you quiet and
address your curiosity, then al

right.

(pauses)
| didn't study textile design
anywhere. It's an acquired talent.

Justine's strokes becone ever firmer, the colors are | o00sing
all sense of control

JUSTI NE
(angrily)

That's one way of putting it.
JOHN CATON

Do you have a point to nake, Ms.

Har gr ove?
JUSTI NE

Yes!

John points to the canvas, which is a cacophony of col or
with no formor structure. It's a conplete ness.

JOHN CATON
Where are you going with this?

Justine grabs the still wet canvas off the easel, gathers
her bel ongi ngs.

JUSTI NE
"' m goi ng hone!

Justine storns out of the loft, her footsteps are |oud as
she proceeds down the stairwell. The door slans behind her.

I NT. KOREAN VEGETABLE MARKET - AFTERNOON

The market is old but immacul ately kept. The aisles are
filled with produce of all sorts, carefully arranged.

An ol der Korean worker peers through the sketchbook as Justine
| ooks on.

JUSTI NE
Can you tell ne anything about whose
book this is?

The worker flips through the pages, |ooks over the the witing
on the back of the photo of the young famly.
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KOREAN WORKER
It's clearly the work of sonme artist.

JUSTI NE
| could ve told you that. What about
the witing on the back of the photo?

KOREAN WORKER
I can nake out a few things but the
witing is pretty faded.

Points to the Korean handwiti ng.

KOREAN WORKER ( CONT' D)
It says "Wth all our |ove, Stay
saf e"

Justine takes the sketchbook, opens to a page that has nore
witing onit.

JUSTI NE
What about this?

KOREAN WORKER
"1l try but it's been nmany years
since |'ve even read anything in
Kor ean.

JUSTI NE
Please try. [It's inportant.

The worker's |ip nmove as he struggles wth deciphering the
text. After sone tine he shows Justine the page.

EXT. MARKETPLACE - SOUTH KOREA 1951 - AFTERNOON - FLASHBACK

A young Korean man flips through the sketchbook, wites down
an address in English, hands it back to John Caton.

KOREAN MAN
(with thick accent)
This place. Very far away.
The Korean man points to the paper.

KOREAN MAN ( CONT' D)
You wite to here.

John nods, reads the scrawl which is borderline |egible.

JOHN CATON
(i n broken Korean)
"Kamsa hami da."” Thank you.

John hands the man sone Anerican dollars, who at first refuses
but nods his appreciation.
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KOREAN VAN
(with thick accent)
Thank you too. Kansa hammi da.

The Korean man tosses John an apple, and sends himon his
way.

I NT. KOREAN VEGETABLE MARKET - PRESENT - CONTI NUOUS

The Korean worker reads further, stops and points to the
page.

KOREAN WORKER

It says that this drawi ng shoul d be
sent to...sorry, | can't make out
this nane...for a new project er....
| mean pattern...artwork? No, design.

(reiterates)
Thi s drawi ng should be nade into a
new desi gn pattern.

JUSTI NE
New desi gn pattern?

KOREAN WORKER
Yes. That's right.

JUSTI NE
Anyt hi ng el se?

He squints hard, tries to deci pher the faded handwiting.

KOREAN WORKER
I think it says something about
noney...No, a fee. It |ooks like
he's asking for paynent. | really
can't make out how nuch.

JUSTI NE
It doesn't matter anynore.

KOREAN WORKER
Are you sure? M grandnot her m ght
be able to translate it.

JUSTI NE
No, that won't be necessary.

Justine reaches in her bag, pulls out her wallet but the
Korean wor ker waves her off.

JUSTI NE ( CONT' D)
Let me give you something for your
time.
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KOREAN WORKER
No it's not necessary
(W nks)
I think a young student |ike yourself
can use the noney nore.

JUSTI NE
You got that right. | guess | owe
you one then.

KOREAN WORKER
Fai r enough.

They shake hands, Justine picks up her portfolio case to
| eave.

KOREAN WORKER ( CONT' D)
(calls out)
Hey! How about a painting to decorate
ny store? Maybe when you're rich

and fanmous | can sell it.
JUSTI NE
(1 aughs)
We'll have to see about that.

The worker picks up his broom The floorboards creak with
every step he takes as he sweeps away the day.

I NT. GALLERY C - AFTERNCON

The conference-roomis beautifully designed with exotic
furniture as much on display as the val uabl e paintings that
line the walls, all rare originals.

Seated around a table that is nore scul pture than furniture
are an entourage of gallery associates. They are sipping
gl asses of fine wine, a tray of finger food |ies untouched.

Petra slowy glides across the room her heels click in a
sharp cadence with every step

PETRA TSE
How many tines in how many | anguages
woul d you like ne to repeat nyself?

An overly tanned man, RI CARDO D FRANCI SCO his accent as
thick as the "CGeek chic" gl asses perched on his scul pted
nose, rises to nmake a point.

Rl CARDO
My dear Petra, we recognize the
enotional strain you are under since
poor Cassandra passed on, but please
don't make haste with your deci sions.
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PETRA TSE
My dearest "friend" Ricardo, Cassandra
was far from poor. As her |awyer,
you shoul d know better than anyone.

Rl CARDO
You woul d think that, but she hid
many things fromme, as she had from
you. Inportant things.

PETRA TSE
Exactly. That's why we are.
(to the assenbl ed )
I's that correct gentlenen?

SHEI LA VON OSRY
(1 aughs)
Not everyone here is a gentlenen.

Sheila Von Osry stands to make her presence known.

PETRA TSE
O course. | stand corrected but
you shouldn't.
(to Sheil a)

Pl ease take you seat behind every
other vulture that is here to pick
over the bones.

SHEI LA VON OSRY
Don't be so dramatic. It doesn't
suit you.

PETRA TSE
Oh yes, that's right. You're the
"drama- queen" actress here or so
|'ve been told.

SHEI LA VON OSRY
There's no need for that tone. Wy
if it wasn't for ne-

Petra glares at Sheila with a stare that could nelt an iceberg
into a puddl e in seconds.

PETRA TSE
(i nterrupts)
We woul dn't even need to be here. It

was your so-called friends, rock stars,
rappers, actors and hedge fund thieves
t hat reneged on their obligations. To
this gallery. To Cassandra and ne.
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It was my husband's patronage t hat
first put you on the map. Renenber
that. You' d be selling shoes in a
di scount store if it wasn't for Randy.

PETRA TSE
You nmean Hel en. Randall woul dn't
know art fromdog shit. He woul dn't
know beauty fromthe beast.

SHEI LA VON OSRY
(wi th disdain)
Beauty is in the eye of the behol der,
and |"msure it's been many years
since you' ve been beheld a thing of

beauty.

PETRA TSE
Maybe, but |I'm | ooking at the beast
ri ght now.

Rl CARDO

Enough! You can't blane this all on
Sheila. These tinmes have been tough
on many of us.

PETRA TSE
Spare me how tough it is when we're
sitting in a roomsurrounded by the
finest art noney can buy and si pping
from decanters of expensive |iqueurs.

Rl CARDO
That's ny point. People will spend
but they're | ooking for bargains.

Petra paces up and down, as the Warhols, Dalis and ot her
wor ks of artistic wealth peer down on her.

PETRA TSE
Bargains? Does this look like a
Val Mart ?

Rl CARDO

O course not. Unfortunately, you
and Cassi e bought high. Wy too

hi gh in many cases. You got burned
in the market, the same as everyone
el se who bought stocks, nortgages
and | everaged thenselves to the hilt.

PETRA TSE
(annoyed)
W are not |ike everyone el se.
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An ol der man, BENSON HAMMONS, his immacul ately tailored suit
evokes an air of nothing but business bravado, flicks the
edge of a glass with a manicured finger for attention.

BENSON HAMMONS
That's where you're wong. Cassie,
you and everyone else in here are
just |ike everyone el se.

PETRA TSE
And what is your advice ny trusted
counsel or ?

BENSON HAMMONS
You have to liquidate. Sell.

PETRA TSE
That's it? For the noney |'m paying
you | expected at |east sonething
ot her than the obvious.

BENSON HAMMONS
I can't change the facts. They are
what they are.

Petra's carefully applied conplexion turns beet red, her
eyes aflame with fire.

PETRA TSE
Everybody out!

Everybody seated at the table nods and files out of the room
except for Benson Hammons.

SHEI LA VON OSRY
(sarcastic)
As usual it's always a pleasure to
see you. You have ny condol ences.

PETRA TSE
You' ve already paid your respects to
Cassi e once before.

SHEI LA VON OSRY
It wasn't Cassandra | was referring

t 00.

(cynical ly)
Shame how all things age, wither and
di e.

Paul a's fists clench in anger, she shudders as she desperately
tries to regain her conposure.
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PETRA TSE
(her accent is thickly
Br ookl yn and angry)
| earned ny position through hard
work and sweat not horizontally on
ny back.

SHEI LA VON OSRY
(grins)
Then 1'I1 be thinking of you tonight
when |'mon ny back, in my bedroom
in the penthouse of the Plaza.

PETRA TSE
Get out you fuckin' bitch

SHEI LA VON OSRY
O course, we'll see you at the fire
sale. Randall does |ove a bargain
when he can get one.

PETRA TSE
I'd sooner torch this place then see
you get one thing from ne.

SHEI LA VON OSRY
Is that a threat?
(to Benson)
Take note counselor. We wouldn't
want to see Ms. Petra Tse reside in
prison for arson, now would we?

Sheila struts out of the room like a lioness after a fresh
kill. The door cl oses behind her with a sustai ned thud.

I NT. WAREHOUSE LOFT - AFTERNCON

Justine opens the door, expecting to find John but the |oft
is quiet and deserted. The only sign of life is Hernes, who
scatters when he hears a cat neowi ng fromoutside. He heads
directly for safety under the careful eye of Justine.

She enpties her backpack, piles up the envel opes and
sket chbook she procured with John know ng.

Hernmes rubs his body against her in confort as she scratches
his nulticolored fur.

Justine folds her arns, defiantly waits for John to arrive.
| NT. GALLERY C - CONTI NUOUS
Benson conforts Petra with a fatherly enbrace, although their

age is separated by nmere nonths. She sits down, her body
[inp and exhaust ed.



PETRA TSE
I"mgetting way too old for this
shit.

BENSON HAMMONS
Di d anyone ever tell you that when
you' re angered your Brooklyn accent
is quite charm ng

PETRA TSE
I never noticed. It's been quite
sonme tine since | had reason to be

angry.

BENSON HAMMONS
If I didn't know you so well, I'd
really believe that she gets to you
(in a fatherly tone)
| know you're going through a |ot.
Are the treatnments getting to you?

PETRA TSE
No nore than she is.

Benson wal ks across the conference room admres the
exceptional paintings hanging.

BENSON HAMMONS

They are quite beautiful. Each one
a monment in time. Too bad, | never
really appreciated what you see in
t hem

PETRA TSE

There's always tinme. They live
forever in eternity.

(si ghs)
Gfts fromthe Gods, sowed by the
hands of man to bestow their riches.

BENSON HAMMONS
A shanme that half of themdied
penni | ess.

PETRA TSE
Then we'll have sonething in conmon

BENSON HAMMONS
(sni ckers)
You' re not penniless. Your funds
are tenporarily under duress.

He continues his stroll, stops at the Warhol, gives it a
per pl exed and unsavory | ook.
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PETRA TSE
What's the matter, not feeling the
Andy?

BENSON HAMMONS
It looks Iike a bad t-shirt. Wy do
peopl e make such a big deal over hinf

PETRA TSE
Why are certain medi ocre nusicians
fanous and other nore talented live
and die in obscurity? Wo knows?

BENSON HAMMONS
| thought Andy said everyone woul d
have their fifteen m nutes of fanme?

PETRA TSE
I think everyone has a chance for
their fifteen mnutes but it doesn't
guarantee they ever get it.

Benson stops at a particular painting, nesnerized by the
color and technique. He |ooks at the signature, but doesn't
recogni ze the nane.

BENSON HAMMONS
This one, | never really noticed
bef ore. Sonet hi ng new?

PETRA TSE
No, just sonething | decided to dust
t he cobwebs off.

BENSON HAMMONS
(reads the nane)

"Sofio Cattano." |It's quite
remar kabl e but | don't recognize the
nane.

PETRA TSE

Most people woul dn't.

BENSON HAMMONS
Wll, did he get his fifteen m nutes?

PETRA TSE
(sol eml y)
No. He never nmde it past fourteen.

I NT. WAREHOUSE LOFT - CONTI NUGUS

Her nes entertains Justine, breaking her dour nmood but suddenly
he stops when the nmeow ng seens | ouder. Even cl oser



66.

JUSTI NE
You really are a '"fraidy rat, you
know t hat .

Hermes runs around in circles then darts towards the darkened
side of the loft. Justine chases after him

JUSTI NE ( CONT' D)
Hernmes! Don't be scared. That cat's
nowhere near here.

Propped up on an easel facing the windowis a painting Justine
had never noticed before. She touches the canvas tentatively,
the paint still fresh and vibrant. On the table near the

easel is an overflowing ashtray filled with ash, with nore
cigarette butts strewn about the floor.

JUSTI NE ( CONT' D)
The paint's not even dry. M. Caton
must ' ve been up all night snoking
i ke a chi mey.

Justine carefully | ooks over the painting, amazed at the
t echni que.

JUSTI NE ( CONT' D)
This is amazing. |'ve never seen
anything like it.

Her mes breaks her concentrati on and she chases after hi m but
he scoots under the door of room hidden in the shadows of the
loft. The door is closed but the hinge and | ock are open.

JUSTI NE ( CONT' D)
Hernes? Are you in here?

Justine slowy pushes the door open, squints to adjust her
eyes to the dark. She funbles around the wall, her fingers
grasp a lightswtch.

A singular bulb illum nates the room whichis filled with
pai ntings, bathing themin a faded dusty gl ow.

JUSTI NE ( CONT' D)
What is this place. 1've never even
noticed it.

Justine slowy nakes her way through the trove of artwork.
She pulls a particular painting forward and | ooks at the
signature, which reads "Sofio Cattano."

JUSTI NE ( CONT' D)
Who's "Sofio Cattano?"

A silhouetted figure appears by the door, the bright |ight
of the |oft behind himmsks his features.
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He's holding a small book and a pointy palette knife.

JOHN CATON
Wiy, | am

FADE QUT:
I NT. WAREHOUSE LOFT - LATER

John paces back and forth as Justine |ooks on, angry and yet
ashamed for being caught. Hernmes joins him follows his
every step.

The envel opes and noney | ay strewn on the table.

JOHN CATON
When | told you to break through, |
didn't nean "breaking and entering."
I had no idea you were a thief, M.

Har gr ove.
JUSTI NE
I"mnot but | can't say the sane for
you.
JOHN CATON
What are you getting at?
JUSTI NE
Vell, I"'mnot the one with sonebody
el se's drawi ngs and a pile of nobney.
JOHN CATON
First of all, it's not ny noney. It
never bel onged to ne.
JUSTI NE
Vell, it's in your hallway.
JOHN CATON
(sni ckers)

Are you planning on calling the
authorities? Look at the envel opes.
See who they're addressed to.

Justine takes one of the envel opes, |ooks at the address.

JUSTI NE
It's somebody in Korea.
JOHN CATON
Correct. This is his noney then.
Not mne. | can't help that he didn't

keep it.
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JUSTI NE
What about the sketchbook?

JOHN CATON
What about it? Are you a detective now
or are we just playing twenty questions?

JUSTI NE
| think you owe nme an expl anation at
the very | east.

JOHN CATON
| owe you nothing Ms. Hargrove, other
than the barter we've, under the
ci rcunst ances, just concl uded.

JUSTI NE
You stole his ideas didn't you!
(accusi ngly)
You stol e them and pocketed the noney
for yourself. | counted over $68, 000.

John breaks out in a fit of hysteria, regains his conmposure.

JOHN CATON
(1 aughs)
Sure, | ook around you. See how nuch
| profited fromthese stol en ideas.
Besi des | woul d' ve thought | nade
nore than that.

JUSTI NE
It's a matter of principle. Admt
it. You stole his designs.

JOHN CATON
No, Ms. Hargrove. | didn't stea
hi s designs.
(renorseful)
Only his life.

John sits down, rests his weary soul

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
(renorseful)
Did you ever watch the Angel of Death
do his magic? Mke a |life disappear?

JUSTI NE
(nervously)
Did you nurder hin? Are you sone
ki nd of freaky serial killer?

JOHN CATON
Don't be ridiculous. | was a soldier.
Doi ng what duty called ne to do.

( MORE)



JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
(W pes his eyes)
Qui ck and painless, they said. But
for who? Not ne. Like Pronetheus |
am bound by ny deeds, and it eats
away at nme day after day, only to
cone back at night, haunting ne for

all eternity.
JUSTI NE
I"msorry. It must be so terrible
to take a life.
(beat)
Both ny parents died. By their own
hands in fact.

JOHN CATON
Sadly, Ms. Hargrove, we are both
victins of circunstance.

JUSTI NE
What's with all the envel opes of
cash?

JOHN CATON

Bl ood noney. He had a livelihood,
a famly and children, for God's
sake. | took that away.

John takes one of the envel opes, opens it to let the faded
noney fall like withered | eaves on a dying tree.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
So | took up his craft. Wat he
couldn't acconplish in death I would
inlife. [1'd copy the designs from
hi s sketchbook, the very ones he
did, and send his famly the
comm ssion. | knew where he |ived
so | kept sending noney. At first
t he envel opes never canme back but as
the years wore on, they slowy started
returning. Like grimrem nders of
what |'d done.

He wi pes his eyes, tries to focus.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
So | just kept sending them anyway.
| got a map of Korea, picked out
towns | thought they mght |ive,
hoping if the letters didn't cone
back then I'd know where they went.
But they all kept comi ng back. So
they piled up downstairs.

( MORE)

69.
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JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
It wasn't ny noney to spend so
left themthere to rot, along with
ne.

JUSTI NE
I"msorry M. Caton. | didn't nean
to bring up the past.
(af f abl y)
But sonetines it does help to open
up about things.

JOHN CATON
Al'l you succeeded in opening up is
Pandora's box.

JUSTI NE
Wait! What about all these paintings?

John cl oses the door to the small room opens it slightly
for Hernes, who darts fromthe shadows.

JOHN CATON
I"mclosing the lid on that right now

He carefully locks it, pockets the key and wal ks away.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
Good bye, Ms. Hargrove.

I NT. CLASSROOM - ART | NSTI TUTE - AFTERNCON

The | arge colorful faces of Marilyn Monroe bathes the room
in a rainbow of hues, her expression is tinmeless. A student,
DANI EL HUSTON, is dozing, lulled to sleep by the darkened
room and the soft hum of the slide projector.

Preston WIlcox turns on the light, taps the sl eeping student
to awaken himfrom his nap.

PRESTON W LCOX
kay, class. Here's where we'll
stop for today.
Many of you have already turned in
your artist of choice for the fina
exam Tinme is of the essence.

Preston opens his | edger, |ooks over a |ist.

PRESTON W LCOX ( CONT' D)
Just a few students remain.
(calls out)
Dani el Hust on?

DANI EL  HUSTON
"' mchoosing "Pizarro."
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PRESTON W LCOX
Is this art history or world history,
Daniel? It's "Pissarro." Pi-SSar-
ro. Wth an "S." The other Pi-ZZar-
ro, wwth a "Z," conquered the New
Wrld. O are you not sure who you're
witing about at this juncture in
time?

DANI EL HUSTON
No, |'m sure Dean Wlcox. It's the
one with the "S."

PRESTON W LCOX
O no doubt.
(1 ooks through the
list)
Justine Hargrove? 1'Il need your
artist of choice.

JUSTI NE
(calls out)
Sofi o Cattano!

Unsure of what he heard, Preston peers over his glasses,
focuses on Justi ne.

PRESTON W LCOX
I"mnot sure of who you nentioned.
Pl ease repeat it.

JUSTI NE
| said |l I"mgoing to report on "Sofio
Cat tano! "

The cl ass | ooks surprised, faint whispers of curiosity nove
across the room

PRESTON W LCOX
Are you sure of this? There aren't

many published works of his. | know
of only two. Both hidden away in a
gallery, rarely on display. In fact,

he's been rel egated to bei ng not hing
nore than a footnote at best.

JUSTI NE
I'mfine with that. 1've seen his
wor k.

PRESTON W LCOX
Interesting...Very interesting.

JUSTI NE
I've made ny deci sion.
( MORE)
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JUSTI NE ( CONT' D)
I"mgoing to find out all | can about
"Sofio Cattano."

PRESTON W LCOX
Very well, Justine. The decision is
yours. Let ne remind you how little
tine is left.

JUSTI NE
|'maware of how nuch is left.

The school buzzer rings, the students gather their bel ongings,
pai ntings and palettes, to file out of the classroom

PRESTON W LCOX
(calls out)
Justine? May | see you?

JUSTI NE
O course.

PRESTON W LCOX
This is a difficult subject. You
may want to reconsider your choice.

JUSTI NE
Dean W1 cox? You asked us to be
daring in our choice of artist.

PRESTON W LCOX
Yes, you are correct but this is not an
easy subject to understand. Wy don't
we di scuss an alternate choice?

JUSTI NE
Right now | don't have a choice.
I"ve come too far

PRESTON W LCOX
Very well, | do hope you find what
you're looking for then. 1t'd be
tragic if the journey were to end in
failure.

JUSTI NE
Li ke |l carus?

Preston nods, his eyes focus on Justine with concern.
PRESTON W LCOX

It's one thing to fly close to the
sun, it's another to be blinded by it.
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| NT. HARGROVE ART GALLERY - AFTERNOON
The gallery is quiet and enpty, Farlow Hargrove, with Justine

in tow, wal ks through the carefully placed artwork, adjusting
each and every painting ever so slightly.

JUSTI NE
I's there anything you can tell ne
about hi n®

FARLOW HARGROVE

As |'ve said before, it was a long a
time go and the exhibition opening
didn't last very |long.

I NT. GALLERY OPENI NG - 1961 - EVEN NG - FLASHBACK

Pai nters and patrons, the fanobus and infanous, tour the
gal l ery, whispering and nurnuring their thoughts and judgnents
of the bountiful displays of art.

A young Petra, stylishly dressed to the nines, makes her way
t hrough the throng, chatting and | aughing with everyone she
passes, naking them feel inportant.

A ancing across the roomshe finally spots Sofio, dressed in
a suit as unconfortable as his deneanor, standing al one and
draggi ng on cigarette after cigarette. She nakes way her

t owar ds hi m

A young man appears, broomin hand to sweep away the cigarette
butts that litter the floor.

SOFI O CATTANO
Jesus Christ, Preston! WII you
stop already. You're ny apprentice.
I"mnot paying you to be a janitor!

PRESTON W LCOX
You're not paying ne to be an
apprentice either.

SOFI O CATTANO
(nasty)
One day that nouth of yours will get
you into trouble.

Petra gently takes Sofio's arm warmy caressing it
reassuringly.

PETRA TSE
Wiy do you torture himso? He
wor shi ps you



SOFlI O CATTANO
He's supposed to. [It's part of the
j ob.

PETRA TSE
He really is a | ovely young nan.
Very tal ented and quite handsone.

SOFI O CATTANO
(t easi ng)
Paula, If | didn't know better, I'd
say you were trying to make ne jeal ous.

PETRA TSE
Wul d that | coul d.
(rem ndi ng)
And pl ease, Paula's a distant nenory,
Petra is who | am supposed to be.

SOFI O CATTANO
Paul a. .. Petra...whoever. | know who
you are. That's all that really matters.

PETRA TSE
I know.

Petra squeezes Sofio's armaffectionately, stops to caress
hi s cheek.

PETRA TSE ( CONT' D)
You are nmy nuse. M one. How could |
ever think of being with another man?

SCFI O CATTANO
(smiles)
As you are mne. Forever.

Petra | ooks eye to eye with Sofio, her gaze is direct and
threatening in its meaning.

PETRA TSE
Look! 1've worked really hard and
busted nmy ass to get you this exhibit.
You haven't exactly endeared yourself
to them make this one count.

SOFI O CATTANO
I know. You've always seen to that.

PETRA TSE
Then stop tornmenting yourself. Wat's
done is done. Live in the nonent.
(si ghs)
Just relax...and don't fuck it up!

Sof i 0 shudders as he | ooks out at the gallery.
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SOFI O CATTANO
Pl ease, do | really need to speak
with these "philistines?" Look at
themall. Brillo boxes and paint
drips. You call these nmen artists?

PETRA TSE
You may not, but everyone el se here
does. That's what counts.

SOFI O CATTANO
Okay. "Il try to be nmy charm ng
sel f.

Petra rel eases her grasp, pushes Sofio al ong.

Sofio finds hinself surrounded,

PETRA TSE
Don't do that!
(calls out)
Just be nice!

t he sharks that now encircle him

I NT. GALLERY OPENI NG - 1961 - EVENI NG - FLASHBACK CONTI NUOUS

Petra,

with a very attractive young wonan,
the room focusing on sone of the |um naries present.

Hel en nods,

charm ng as ever sips a fine glass of w ne,
HELEN BENNETT, who scans

HELEN BENNETT
You nust be very proud of Sofio.
This is quite the event.

PETRA TSE
Thank you Helen. And | understand
that congratul ations are in store
for you and Randy, or should | say
Congressman Randal | Bennett.

good fortune.

HELEN BENNETT

I rmust add one of these paintings to

ny collection. So unusual, very

different fromanything |I've ever seen.

PETRA TSE

(gi ggl es)
Then why not add two?

HELEN BENNETT
Two? |'mnot sure..

75.

a lone fish swi mm ng anongst

st andi ng

the two wonen click their glasses in a toast of
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Hel en | ooks across the room scanning the paintings until
she notices a Randall Bennett, whispering and flirting with
a young attractive wonman.

HELEN BENNETT ( CONT' D)
(matter of fact)
Two it is.

PETRA TSE
Wonderful. You are building quite
the coll ection.

HELEN BENNETT
Actual | y Randy is.
(downs her drink)
Every tine he sees a thing of beauty
he has to have, | see one al so.
M ne however will last forever, while
his will eventually wither with age.

Their conversation is abruptly interrupted by |oud yelling,
followed by a profound gasp that goes through the crowd.
Many peopl e quickly nake for the exit, clearly upset.

Petra stops a nman and worman before they can | eave.

PETRA TSE
What's going on? This is ny gallery
exhibit.

MAN

Vel |, you better hurry before that
lunatic destroys it.

PETRA TSE
What do you nean?

WOVAN
He's crazy! Must be drunk or on
sonet hing. You know how these arti st
types are.

Petra frantically makes her way to the center of the
mael strom One of the large painting lies in tatters, hacked
to an unwel cone deat h.

Preston is desperately trying to westle away the |arge
bayonet whi ch Sofi o brandi shes with authority and purpose.

PRESTON W LCOX
Stop! You're ruining the work!
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SCFI O CATTANO

(struggling)
If God could destroy the earth he
created in a flood, who am| to be
deni ed the sane self satisfaction

Sofi o struggles to reach for another painting, his fingertips
stretching, but Preston pulls himback fromthe brink of
di saster.

SOFI O CATTANO ( CONT' D)

(yells)
TROGLODYTES! Who are you to question

me and mmy wor k!

PRESTON W LCOX
Pl ease! G ve ne the knife before
soneone gets hurt.

SOFI O CATTANO
Not if that sonmeone is that critic
fromthe Tines!

Petra grabs an enpty wine bottle by the neck, swings it |ike
a basebal | bat and knocks Sofio out cold.

I NT. HARGROVE ART GALLERY - CONTI NUOUS

Farl ow stops his neandering, nmakes one final adjustnment to a
particul ar painting.

FARLOW HARGROVE
That was the | ast anyone ever saw of M.
Cat t ano.

JUSTI NE
That's it?

FARLOW HARGROVE

As far as | know. Hs wife |left

him took up with a wonan of al

t hings. They both went on to found

the "Gallery C," to nmuch acclaim
(mutters)

"Gallery to the Stars" they called

it or sone such nonsense.

JUSTI NE
And all his paintings?

FARL OW HARGROVE
Gone. No one ever saw himor his work
ever again. Vanished |ike the w nd.

( MORE)
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FARLOW HARGROVE ( CONT' D)
(lost in thought)
| never saw such fire and bri nstone
in one man. Such passion and devotion
to his craft. A real shane.

JUSTI NE
Li ke ny father?

Farl ow s eyes well up with enotion

FARLOW HARGROVE
There was no one |ike your father.

I NT. WAREHOUSE LOFT HALLWAY - MORNI NG

The knocking on the front door is |loud and insistent but the
deadbolt secures it tight.

An Italian opera plays on an old turntable, the sound is
scratchy but the nmusic is divine in its grandeur.

John sits perched on his stool, huns along to the nusic,
faces an enpty canvas with trepidation. He wets a brush

with a dab of paint, slowy brings it to the canvas but stops
abruptly as the knocking grows | ouder.

JUSTINE (O.S.)

M Cat on?
(beat)
M. Caton!
JOHN CATON
OGh! For the love of God..
JUSTI NE
M. Caton! | need to speak with

you. Five minutes. Gve ne just
five mnutes.

John shuffles to the door, unbolts the lock to | et Justine
in.
JOHN CATON

Okay, Ms. Hargrove. You have your
five mnutes.

Justine conposes herself, prepares to nmake the presentation
of her life.

Justine pulls an art nmmgazi ne out of her backpack, hands it
to John. On the cover is of photo of Justine's parents,
posed in front of an arrangement of paintings.

The young woman, striking in her |ooks, cradles a very young
girl in her arns.
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The young child, Justine herself, proudly brandi shes her
finger painting, which seemingly fits with framed art
surroundi ng them Behind them stands a young Farl ow Har grove,
i mmacul ately dressed, his hair black as coal.

The text on the cover reads "A look at art's new first
famly."

JUSTI NE
(points to the cover)
Those were ny parents, along with ny
uncle. They had just opened the
gallery, ny father being hailed as
t he new crown prince of art.

JOHN CATON
The ki ss of death bestowed on the
unsuspecti ng.

JUSTI NE

They were inseparabl e, bound together
in a gordian knot. O so they
t hought .

(i ndi cates her not her)
She died a few days after this was
printed. M Dad found her, an
el ectrical cord around her neck
hanging in a shower, clutching a
not e.

JOHN CATON
|"msorry.

JUSTI NE
My uncle never told ne the contents
of that note, only that it drove ny
Dad to the brink. And eventually

past that.
(on the verge of tears)
He...they... left me. Selfish

bastards. They only thought about
t hensel ves. They only really | oved
each other. Not ne.

JOHN CATON
I"msure your parents |oved you deeply.
It's hard to understand when-

JUSTI NE
(qui zzical ly)
M. Caton, is it like that?

JOHN CATON
Is what |ike what?



JUSTI NE
Your nmuse? Soneone |ike that.

JOHN CATON
Yes it is.
(hesitates)
| mean, Yes, it was.

JUSTI NE
How do you know?

John reaches to confort Justine, but pulls back,
what to do.

JOHN CATON

Because when it is the one, you wll
do anything for them Anything.

(poi ntedl y)
Sonetimes the journey is beautifully
blissful, other times it can take
you to the heart of darkness. Either
way, it will test you. Twist you in
directions you never even thought to
go. Pull you ever deeper into the
dept hs of your soul.

(deep breath)
And you'll both succunb, the good
and the bad. One of the few absol utes
in this world. That and deat h.

JUSTI NE
| see. Just like that.

John nods reverently, acknow edges the point.

JOHN CATON
Ms. Hargrove, while | am synpathetic
to your situation, what is it that
you really want from ne?

(smiles)

After all, I"'mway too old to be

your boyfriend.
JUSTI NE

| want you to teach ne. |1'lIl be

your apprentice. A real apprentice.
JOHN CATON

|"ve taught you what | know.
JUSTI NE

| don't want to learn fromyou M.

Caton. | want to learn from"Sofio

Cattano!"

unsur e of

80.
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JOHN CATON
| don't know who that person is
anynore.

JUSTI NE

Pl ease. There aren't many artists
left inthis world. Real artists.
Li ke you.

(qui vers)
Li ke ny father.

JOHN CATON
Ms. Hargrove, those paintings were
conpl eted eons ago, when the world
was young. Wen | thought not to be

nortal. It's not like that.
Justine points to the painting by the | ocked room the oi
still slight wet and glistening on the canvas.
JUSTI NE

Yes it is. This one you conpleted
only a few days ago.

JOHN CATON
A case of mstaken identity.

JUSTI NE
Pl ease, you've brought me this far,
| can't turn back
(pl eads)
I"'mso close. | can feel it.

Justine's fingers flex and trenble, reaching for the thought.

JUSTI NE ( CONT' D)
It's within nmy grasp.

JOHN CATON
' mnot the man.

John | ooks at his watch

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
Your tinme is running out.

JUSTI NE
It is for both of us.
(points to the painting)
If you didn't think you could, then you
woul dn't have done this. But this is
just a warmup. Just practice before
you paint that great synphony.

JOHN CATON
Ms. Hargrove-
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JUSTI NE
Tell me I'"'mwong, and I'lIl go away.

Justine stares himdown, her eyes never nore focused and
direct. The goal within her sights.

JUSTI NE ( CONT' D)
Tell me you're not that artist.
(dares him
In the truth there is all that really
is. Isn't that right?

JOHN CATON
It is.

JUSTI NE
Then you just answered ny question.
(matter of fact)
You'll teach me and finish the work
you started.

JOHN CATON
(smiles)
You leave ne little choice.

Her nes peers from between the paint jars, darts across the
table, his fur wet with paint. He rolls back and forth over
some canvas, covers it with bold streaks of col or

JUSTI NE
Her nes!

JOHN CATON
It looks Iike you may have sone
conpetition though.

John picks up the colorful rat, nustles him smearing paint
on himsel f.

Justine wat ches as John and Hemes perform a dance macabre,
lost in the epic music of opera.

FADE OUT:
| NT. WAREHOUSE LOFT - LATER
The easels face each other by the wi ndow, capturing the
natural light, affording themthe opportunity to work
privately or at |east see what the other is doing.
Hernes sits between them watching their every nove.
The soft refrains of an opera rises and falls, matching John's

brushstrokes, flowing in tine with the song, painting the
music. H's hand steady and sure, the first tine in nany years.
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JOHN CATON
(whi spers to the canvas)
Lovely. | know you're in there.

Justine | ooks on, her canvas bl ank except for a few dabs of
col or.

JUSTI NE
M. Caton?

John eyes her down, annoyed at the interruption.

JOHN CATON
What is it now Ms. Hargrove?
JUSTI NE
This music. Don't you have anything
with a beat. |It's putting me to sl eep.
JOHN CATON

If a beat is what you want, then
listen to the rhythm of your heart.

JUSTI NE
Can | put on sone of ny nusic? Just
to get ne going. You know, warm up.

JOHN CATON
If it will refrain you from
conversing, I'mwlling to do al nost

anyt hi ng.

Justine opens her |aptop, plays a song with a catchy beat,
t he volume | oud. She dances in front of the canvas, picks
up her palette and brush, and begins to |lay down sonme col or.

JUSTI NE
See! It's working.

Hernes joins her, his body withing on some paper in streaks
of colorful paint, enjoying the nusical beat.

John | ooks on, shakes his head at the noise, goes back to
hi s easel

JOHN CATON
This is horrible.

He goes back to his painting, his train of consciousness
br oken by the Justine's nusic.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
(rolls his eyes to
heaven)
Why have you forsaken ne?
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Frustrated, John turns the volune of the opera | ouder, hoping
to drown out Justine's mnusic.

H s painting becomes stronger, pulling in energy fromthe
musi c.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
Now, this is better.

Real i zi ng her nusic is being drowned out, Justine turns the
volunme up, the two different nusical styles conbine, blending
together in a mashup of classical and hip hop, clashing at
first but soon conpl enenting each other in a brand new sound.

JUSTI NE
I"mnot sure where to go with this.

John peers over his shoul der, |ooks over at Justine's easel,
grabs a brush.

JOHN CATON
Remenber, white is the absence of
color, but you're not adding color,
you' re subtracting the white, freeing
what | urks behi nd.

Toget her they work on the canvas, at first serious but soon
pl ayful and free, follow ng the course of the nusical thenes
and beat s.

Laughi ng and danci ng between each other, the painting
met anor phoses from a cacophony of color to something distinct
and tight, merged together as one.

JUSTI NE
It's remarkable. | never even saw
it comng to this.

JOHN CATON
That's when you know you' ve crossed
over. It just happens. Like freeing

a genie froma bottle.

JUSTI NE
It's magical .

Exhausted they sit down, admiring their efforts.

| NT. WAREHOUSE LOFT HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER

Petra stands at the entrance of the loft, softly appl auds
their efforts. She wal ks towards them pushes the door but
it doesn't close all the way.

PETRA TSE
That was quite the show.



She spots Hernes, grinaces at the sight.

PETRA TSE ( CONT' D)
Is this the art institute you aspired
to? Teaching hapless girls and
waywar d rodent s?
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Her nes scanpers away, hot sure if it's the sound of a cat's

meow or Petra's comments that scares him

JOHN CATON
For God's sake Paul a, call before
you just decide to grace ne with ne
your presence!

PETRA TSE
Call you on what? You don't own a
phone.

JOHN CATON
Precisely the point. | don't want

to be interrupted by nuisance
purveyors of neani ngl ess drivel,
always trying to sell me sonething.

PETRA TSE
Is that what | amto you now? A
nmeani ngl ess sal eswonan?

JOHN CATON
Haven't you al ways been?

PETRA TSE
That's true, when it was your work I
was trying to purvey.

Slowmy Petra wal ks over to the easel, |ooks it over,
critic's eye.

Justine backs away slightly, Petra smles thinly,
acknow edgi ng the young wonan.

JUSTI NE

| know this | ooks awkward and..
PETRA TSE

Yes, you're right. It is awkward.

(points to the painting)
Next time work a little tighter with
t he sabl e brush.

JOHN CATON
Wonderful, now you're a critic too.
(gri maces)

You know | hate critics as much as |
hat e sal espeopl e.

with a



PETRA TSE
Sone t hings never change.
JOHN CATON
No, they don't.
PETRA TSE
That's where you're wong. | did a

great job selling you, you did a
horrible job selling out.

JOHN CATON
| told you | was never interested in
becom ng an Andy or Jasper or any of
ny so-called contenporaries.

PETRA TSE
True, you wanted to be even nore.

Anger courses through John's body, fueling the fire in his
eyes.

JOHN CATON
(angry)
And | shoul d' ve been!

PETRA TSE
Yes, you shoul d have.
(acknow edges)
But you're here and they're there.
Al'l you had to do was play the gane.

JOHN CATON
It wasn't a gane.

PETRA TSE

It's all a game. You took it to
heart. You listened to their bullshit
di atri bes and worse, you actually
started to believe them

(stubs out the

cigarette)
Critics criticize and painters paint,
each in an orchestrated ballet of
mut ual condescensi on

JOHN CATON
Why should | give themthe pleasure.

PETRA TSE
Because you had to.

JOHN CATON
Who are they to pass judgnent on ne?

86.



PETRA TSE
Jesus Christ, even after all these
years, you're still the sane. A
har d- boi | ed ego, with the thinnest
of shells, ready to crack!

JOHN CATON
Is that so?

Petra pulls up a stool, sits between John and Justi ne.

PETRA TSE
Don't put yourself on your own
pedestal of hypocrisy. You all want
the same things. To be loved, to be
wor shi pped or even worse, to be
popul ar.

JOHN CATON

I's that what you thought I was after?
Popul arity?

(1 aughs)
So ny paintings could one day be
turned into trinkets and all Kkinds
of di sposable crap? That's not the
| egacy | want ed.

PETRA TSE
What do you call what you' ve been
doing the last thirty years?

John | ooks away, avoiding Petra's stare and the truth.

PETRA TSE ( CONT' D)
Wal | paper, pillows and bedsheets?
The very things people sleep on,
fuck on and eventually turn into
rags to wi pe the shit off their hands.
That is your |egacy.

JOHN CATON
(shaki ng i n anger)
No! That was his, not nine.

PETRA TSE
No! You nade it yours! | was never sure
who really died that day, you or him
(sadly)
Now | know.
JUSTI NE
(to Petra)

Pl ease, stop



PETRA TSE
Wy? It's only a few shorts steps
bef ore he reaches the concl usi on.

JUSTI NE
So you can take his work and sell it
at that gallery of yours?

PETRA TSE
They' re worthl ess.
(points to John)
At least while he still has breath
in him He sawto that.

JUSTI NE
You're just like my Uncle Farl ow.
You're not an artist you just don't
get it.

PETRA TSE
(qui zzical ly)
Farl ow? Farlow Hargrove? |s that
your uncl e?

JUSTI NE
Yes, why do you know hi nf

PETRA TSE
Yes, and that woul d nmake you the
child of...

JUSTI NE

Yes, they were ny parents.
Justine | ooks over to John.

PETRA TSE
My m stake, It does seemyou do have
sone good judgnment left in you.
Thi s young wonan has a pedi gree that
woul d make your own ancestors bl ush
with envy.

Petra spies Hermes on the table, trailing what | ooks to be
red paint.

PETRA TSE ( CONT' D)
I"'mnot so sure | can say the same for
your esteemed col | eague over there.

JOHN CATON
Don't be so judgrmental. | raised
himsince | found himfrightened and
scanpering alone in this world.

( MORE)

88.
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JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
(firmy)
Besi des, at |east he doesn't hide
who he really is. He's proud to be
a rat, what's your excuse?
(points to the red

smear)
See, he's already at work on a new
project. |I'msure he could fetch a

tidy sumfor your fine establishnent.

JUSTI NE
M. Caton! That's not paint...
(cries out)
It's bl ood!

A cat, hidden by the door, scanpers off, |leaves a trail of
bl oodi ed paw prints.

JOHN CATON
Ch nmy Cod!
(screans)
HERMES!

EXT. WAREHOUSE ROOFTOP - EVEN NG

A trashcan filled with broken pieces of old | unber aflane,
burns brightly. Its ashes flicker anong the stars of the
ni ght sky.

John, surrounded by Justine and Petra, clutches a small old
pai nt box, the nane Hernes is painted on the side. He opens
it one last tinme and places a small tube of paint withinit.
He gently lies the makeshift coffin on top of the burning
wood, a funeral pyre to his dead coll eague.

JOHN CATON
“I will bring thee to ashes upon the
earth in the sight of themthat behold
thee."
The box slowy scorches then erupts into flanmes, illumnating

the night in a shower of sparks and soft snoke.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
May the fire cleanse your soul and
serve as a beacon for the angels to
find you.
(sniffles)
Have a safe journey ny friend.

John wi pes the tears fromhis eyes.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
Wul d anybody |ike to say sonethi ng?
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Justine and Petra | ook at each other, unsure of what to say.

JUSTI NE
I"d like to say that in his brief
time here on earth, he always renained
true to his craft.

JOHN CATON
Paul a?

Petra freezes up, lost for words but swallows deeply to force
the words from her nouth

PETRA TSE
(synpat hetical | y)
I"'msorry, | didn't really know him
well...l hope...l...uh...closed the
door...l nmean...this isn't a door

cl osing but rather a new door opening
for a better life.

JOHN CATON
Ni cely put. Thank you both.

John bows his head in prayer and thought.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
Ashes to ashes, dust to dust. My
you be blessed in the next life as
you were to ne in this life.

JUSTI NE
Maybe Hernes will be reincarnated
into a real artist in his next life.

PETRA TSE
That woul d be ironic.

John smiles at the thought, nods in approval.

JOHN CATON
He certainly had the talent. |If God
were truly benevol ent then he woul d
see it so.

The pyre burns brightly, consumng all within it, until the
flames extinguish and turn to sinmering coals.

The eveni ng begins to deepen, the night sky harkens.

JUSTI NE
It's getting late and | wanted to catch
up with Travis at the school cafe.

JOHN CATON
Of with you then, Ms. Hargrove.
( MORE)



JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)

(sni dely)
You woul dn't want that Dean of yours

to fai
prick

| you. He could be such
when he wants to be.

JUSTI NE

| guess. Well, good night M.
Ms Tse.

PETRA TSE

Pl ease, |'mnot that old to be

f or mal

. lIt's Petra, renenmber?

(shakes Justine's
hand)
Good ni ght Justi ne.

Justine sml es,
away.

wal ks down the stairwell,

PETRA TSE ( CONT' D)
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a

Cat on.

SO

her footsteps echo

Wiy do you al ways say that about
Preston? He's been respectful
you and still you treat himas
nore than your apprentice.

JOHN CATON

Because that's what he'll al way

as long as I'malive.

PETRA TSE

And when you die, what will he
O do you plan on cheating death the
sane way you cheated |ife?

I plan for nothing.

JOHN CATON

the man he al ways wanted to be.

PETRA TSE

to
not hi ng

s be

My apprentice.

be?

Preston can be

And when | die, what will you be?

Al one.

A pi ece of wood

John takes a cigarette,

JOHN CATON

suddenly catches fire, burning brightly.

lights it fromthe flane, takes a

deep drag. He offers one to Paula who politely refuses.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)

Wiy are you here Paula? Come t
play the Bl ack W dow?

Cut e.

PETRA TSE

o
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She takes out her own cigarette, a marijuana | eaf stanped by
the filter and takes a |ong drag, holding in the snoke then
exhal es away from John

John | ooks surprised but doesn't acknow edge anyt hi ng.

PETRA TSE ( CONT' D)
If we're neant to spend eternity
together, I want at |east a few nonths
here on earth with you

JOHN CATON
What nmakes you so sure we'll be
together in eternity?

PETRA TSE
As sure as the sun will rise in the
east and set in the west.

JOHN CATON
Are you the Angel of Death comng to
whi sk ne away to Heaven's Gate?

John puts his hand to his ear, the sound of a distant car
horn bl ast captures his attention.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
(t easi ng)
Listen, is that Gabriel blowi ng his
trunmpet? No, probably just a cab.
So much for what you know.

The flanes flicker one last time, then fade way.

PETRA TSE
| wasn't tal king about you. It's nme.

Paul a drags on the marijuana cigarette, offers it up to John,
who deni es the gesture.

PETRA TSE ( CONT' D)
Sorry, | forgot, this wasn't your
weapon of choice. You prefer your
shot in a glass, wth a dash of |ine
and twist of futility.

JOHN CATON
Cut the crap Paula. |[|'m past
i ndul ging in the past.

PETRA TSE
It doesn't do nuch anyway. | can't

even get stoned anynore.
( MORE)
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PETRA TSE ( CONT' D)
(qui vering)
| have sonething, sonething bad and
t hey don't know what wi |l happen or
how |l ong |'ve got.

John | ooks on concerned, remaining stoic but his eyes betray
the truth.

JOHN CATON
What do you want from ne?

PETRA TSE
(takes a deep breath
and anot her drag on

the joint)
| want you to come with nme. See the
world, |ike the bohem ans we once

were. Do you renenber?

JOHN CATON
Wuld that | could forget.

PETRA TSE
| want to travel where the great
masters once trod. Arles, Tahiti,
Rorme, Paris. ..
(excited)
OCh! How rmuch fun we had in Paris!
Don't tell ne you forgot Paris?

Athin smle breaks across John's face but his enotion is
short-1ived.

JOHN CATON

(contenpl ati ve)
I"'mtoo old Paula. M body aches.
I have a hard time just riding the
subway. . .

(1 aughs)
...and you want ne to traverse across
t he gl obe? One of the nore ridicul ous
things |I've heard in a long time!

PETRA TSE
' m serious.
(smiles)
You know | hate to travel by nyself.

JOHN CATON
Let ne be. Pl ease!
(annoyed)
Just let nme be.

The fire dies out, enveloping themin darkness except for
the faint glow of the cigarette as John draws deeply.
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A faint honk of a car breaks their silence. Petra tosses
her cigarette into the trashcan.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
Gabriel ?

PETRA TSE
That's ny car. | have to get going.
(ki sses his cheek

slightly)
I will wait for you. Even if it

t akes forever.
John stubs out the cigarette.

JOHN CATON
It just m ght.

EXT. MYRTLE AVENUE - EVEN NG

The street is busy with students fromthe canpus and the
nei ghbor hood f ol ks.

Justine bounds down the street, excited as she reaches the
entrance to the internet cafe she frequents with Travis. She
| ooks through the wi ndow, sees himat a table and rushes in.

I NT. WAREHOUSE LOFT - LATER

The warehouse is dark except for the bulbs that illum nate
t he easel propped up by the window. The lights of the city
twinkle like stars in the night.

A perpetual cigarette dangles fromJohn's lips, his brush
strokes deliberate and fast as he works the color over the
canvas with distinct purpose.

The strokes slowy begin to forma face that is clearly
Petra's, rendered in pignments of hues and tints.

I NT. SMALL | NTERNET CAFE - MOMENTS LATER

Justine make her way through the busy cafe, takes a seat
across fromTravis who is clearly inmrersed in his conputer

She pl ops her bel ongings down, jolts Travis away from his
| apt op.

JUSTI NE
(very excited)
I"mso glad you're here! 1've done
it! | Mde the biggest leap in ny
painting. It's so wonderful...

Justine notices a portfolio case on the chair next to Travis,
| ooks around the cafe.



JUSTI NE ( CONT' D)
Oh, is Derek here? I|I'mready to
tackl e that coding project.

TRAVI S PARKER
Justine? | need to...

JUSTI NE
I know | haven't been around lately
but now that 1've...

A young attractive femal e student, KRI STEN PHI LLIPS, sits
down next to Travis, grabs his hand.

JUSTI NE ( CONT' D)
Travis? Wi is this?

KRI STEN PHI LLI PS
(points to Justine)
Yes Travis, who is this?

TRAVI S PARKER
Justine, | didn't know you'd be here.

JUSTI NE

Qovi ousl y!

(sni dely)
Let me guess, you're hel ping her out
on her htm project. Is that your
new pick up line?

(sarcastic)
"Hi, would you like me to code you?"

KRI STEN PHI LLI PS
Don't be ridicul ous.

TRAVI S PARKER
She's helping me. She really knows
her stuff.

JUSTI NE
| bet she does.
(sadly)
You know how busy 1've been with ny
painting. Couldn't you just wait for
me?

TRAVI S PARKER
| waited | ong enough. What did you
expect ne to do? Wit forever?

Justine grabs her bel ongi ngs.

JUSTI NE
Sonet hing |ike that.
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She makes her way through the cafe and out the door.
EXT. PASSPORT BUREAU - DAY

The street is crowded with pedestrians as John, dressed in a
suit thirty years too late, exits the bureau office.

Peopl e wal king faster themhim bunp and jostle him He is
sonewhat confused by his surroundi ngs.

A hand reaches out, touches himon the shoul der, which
startl es John.

JOHN CATON
What the...?

JUSTI NE
M. Caton? Are you all right. It's
me, Justi ne.

JOHN CATON
Yes, of course. M. Hargrove. |
was surprised, that's all

JUSTI NE
| just wanted to say that | can't
t hank you enough for everything you' ve
done for me. | really feel |'ve-

JOHN CATON
Good to see you. I'Il be on ny way.

Wth great difficulty, John tries to nake his way into the
crowded sidewal k, like a car trying to enter a busy freeway.

JUSTI NE
M. Caton? |'m heading over to the
Art Expo, maybe you'd like to join me.

JOHN CATON
| don't think so.

JUSTI NE
It's my treat. M uncle gave nme two
tickets and since | need only one...

JOHN CATON
It's very kind of you. | do
appreci ate the sentinent.

JUSTI NE
| understand, | just didn't want to

go al one.

Justine wal ks away, makes her way into the crowd, as John
wat ches her.
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He contenplates for a thought, then chases after her, forcing
his way through the mlieu of people.

JOHN CATON
(out of breath)
Okay. "Il go with you.
JUSTI NE
Real | y?
JOHN CATON

I"mnot doing it for you, you
under stand, but | haven't been to a

exhibition in many years. | believe
it was ny |last show with Paul a.
grins)

It'd be good to see what the art
world is up to. To see what they're
made of today!

JUSTI NE
(hesitates)
Maybe, this isn't such a good idea.
| think I better go work on ny finals.

JOHN CATON
Nonsense. You're conming with ne!

John | aughs his mani acal cackle, takes Justine's arm and
escorts her down the street.

I NT. ART EXPO - LATER

The exhibition hall is a |large cavernous venue, filled with
various mni-galleries of contributing artists and scul ptors,
all arranged with | esser known artists on the perinmeter and
the great nasters in the center

Justine and John nmeander through the hall, as nuch a showcase
for dealers as it is for the living artists to pronote and
hawk their work.

JUSTI NE
This is so cool. M uncle is here
sonewhere but | haven't spotted him
(to John)

What do you think? Pretty inpressive.

JOHN CATON
"1l decide when |I'm i npressed.

JUSTI NE
I"msure you will.
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They pass nmany different artists of varying skill and talent,
all of which | eave John sonewhat bew | dered, anused or
indifferent.

JUSTI NE ( CONT' D)
Oh, look. This is Devvon Hinkel's
gallery. He's considered the world's
greatest living artist.

At center of the exposition is a raised platform which
contains the exhibit of the notorious DEVWON H NKEL, whose
work is all about shock value and the absurdly grotesque.

Hi s clothes are self-designed, with belts of |eather straps
mxed with fine silk and are as ostentatious as his art.

His bald head is tattooed to | ook Iike an eight ball froma
pool table. He is surrounded by his entourage of sycophants
and beautiful people.

DEVVON HI NKEL
As been ny custom for many years , |
have prepared a new series to be
unvei l ed here at the exposition.

Waves his hands over the crowd, pontificating a sernon on
the mount for all to listen

DEVVON HI NKEL ( CONT' D)
Today | give you...

At a signal, two of his assistants, dressed in outrageous
clothes, pull back the covering to reveal his |atest creation,
a series of black velvet posters of dogs playing pool, a
haunted ship and a | arge cartooni sh snake.

DEVVON HI NKEL ( CONT' D)
Rhapsody in Bl ack.

Farl ow Hargrove and Petra Tse are in different parts of the
crowd, which breaks out in applause and cheers.

A m ddl e-aged worman, el egantly dressed to flaunt her wealth,
whi spers to Farl ow Hargrove as they both appl aud softly.

WOVAN
Lovely, sinply lovely. If
Li chtenstein could do comc art,
Hi nkel has clearly surpassed the
mast er.

FARLOW HARGROVE
He's the naster of sonething.

WOVAN
| must have one.
( MORE)
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VWOVAN ( CONT' D)
| especially love the dogs. |'ve
never seen anything so clever.

FARLOW HARGROVE
It mght be costly.

WOVAN
Pl ease, when did that ever stop you
| want what | want before anybody
el se wants this.

Farl ow bends to kiss the hand of his client.

FARLOW HARGROVE
As al ways, you are quite the patron
of the arts.

WOVAN
Tell Devvon it's for ne.
(whi spers)
He' |l give you a discount!

She turns and wal ks away, dism ssing Farlow with a wave of
her hand.

I NT. ART EXPO -  CONTI NUCUS

John unabl e to see through the nmob, slowy snakes his way to
the front, followed by Justine who grows increasingly nervous.

JUSTI NE
M. Caton, | think we should go back.
You' re not going to appreciate his work
and it's very crowded.

JOHN CATON
If this man is the world' s greatest
artist then | need to see for nyself.

John enmerges fromthe crowd near where sone of Devvon's
pai ntings are propped up on display. The painting is
amat eurish, and is distinctly ugly.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
(1 aughs | oudly)
You' ve got to be kidding. Is this a
j oke or sonet hing.

A security man takes notice of John, watches himwth
i nterest.

JUSTI NE
Let's nove on, M. Caton.
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Justine takes himby his arm |eads himaway, towards the
mai n gal l ery area.

John stops at a particular painting that is both horrid and
devoi d of any talent.

JOHN CATON
This is absurd. Who taught this man
to paint?

He takes particular notice of brush hairs left on the
pai nting, denoting a real |ack of professional care. John
rubs his finger on the painting, trying to pick themoff.

The security guard, a large inposing man, rushes over.

SECURI TY GUARD
Hey! dd man! Don't touch that!

JUSTI NE
M. Caton! Leave that alone. It's
very val uabl e.

JOHN CATON
"Il be the judge of that!

Justine tries to pull John away but he firmy resists.

He successfully pulls off sone of the bothersone hairs,
renmovi ng sone of the paint with it, which he ignores.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
Brush hairs!

(yell's out)
This man |l eft brush hairs in his
pai nting!

He holds the hair up for all to see.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
Show sone care for your work! Jesus
Christ is this amateur hour or what?

Devvon takes notice of the commption, notions for his
underlings to restrain John.

The security guard beats themto it, grabs John forcefully
and tries to handcuff him

Justine runs to John's aid.

JUSTI NE
Leave hi m al one, you asshol e!

SECURI TY GUARD
Didn't you see what he did?
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John desperately westles free, which enrages the security
guard.

JOHN CATON
Get your stinking hands off of ne!

Devvon's assistants grab John, tackling himand creating a
nelee in the process. More security personnel join in, which
creates mass confusion

John grabs his chest, grows linp and col | apses to the floor.

JUSTI NE
M Caton! OCh! M God!
(screans)

MR CATON

Justine cradl es his head, pushes away anyone who cones near
them especially the security guards.

JUSTI NE ( CONT' D)
Call an ambul ance! Pl ease!

A pair of hands reach out to Justine which she beats away
until she realizes it's Petra Tse.

PETRA TSE
Justine! It's ne, Petral
JUSTI NE
Pl ease! He can't die!
PETRA TSE
Don't worry, |'ve called for help.

I NT. NEW YORK HOSPI TAL - LATER

The emergency roomis chaotic, with patients on stretches
and beds are treated by doctors and nurses on their nission.

Justine and Petra wal k quickly through the throng of people
lining the hallways of the hospital corridors, searching for
John. They arrive at the nurses station.

PETRA TSE
W' re | ooking for John Caton. He
was brought in fromthe Art Expo.

The nurse | ooks at her charts, checks the conputer.

NURSE
He was admtted to I CU a short tine
ago.

JUSTI NE

I s he okay?
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NURSE
I"msorry, the conputer doesn't give
us the patient status.

PETRA TSE
Where can we find hinf
NURSE
Take the south elevator to the fourth

floor.
Justine runs to the elevator as Petra tries to catch up.
| NT. HOSPI TAL | NTENSI VE CARE UNIT - MOMENTS LATER

The hospital floor is whisper quiet, the head nurse in
conversation with one of the doctors as Justine and Petra
approach the desk.

PETRA TSE
Excuse me, we're | ooking for John
Cation?

The head nurse stops tal king as the doctor continues his
rounds.

HEAD NURSE
Let ne see. Caton?
(beat)
Yes, he's here. The cardiologist is
in wth himnow

JUSTI NE
Then he's alive!

PETRA TSE
Can we see hinf

HEAD NURSE
Only imediate famly.

JUSTI NE
W're his famly.

HEAD NURSE

When we brought him he was somewhat
coherent, gave us the nanes of his
fam|ly.

(1 ooks at her screen)
There's a Paula Canni zzarro |isted
as his wife and a Justine
Hargrove...it says, apprentice?

PETRA TSE
Yes, that's us.
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HEAD NURSE
Okay good. | just need to see sone
identification. For security purposes,
you under st and.

Both Petra and Justine hand the head nurse their
identification, which she | ooks over.

HEAD NURSE ( CONT' D)
This says Petra
(m spronounces)
"Ti si ssy".

PETRA TSE
It's Petra Tse.

HEAD NURSE
Wl | the chart doesn't list a Petra
(sl owy)
"Tisissy." Only Paula Cannizzarro.

PETRA TSE
(angrily)
It's pronounced "See."
(repeats)
"See" as in Cannizzarro! |'m Paul a
Canni zzarr o!

HEAD NURSE
Are you Petra or Paula? W have to
make sure or security will have our
asses. ..l mean necks. M. Caton was
specific.

PETRA TSE
(in her thick Brooklyn
accent)
Fucki ng John! He's gotta bust balls
even when he's dying.

Petra qui ckly rummages through her pocketbook, finds her old
social security card and passport, with a dated photo of her
and hands it to the head nurse.

PETRA TSE ( CONT' D)
Her e!

HEAD NURSE
(skeptical)
Do you al ways carry your passport
around?

PETRA TSE
When |'mtraveling | do. Now can I
see ny husband?
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Petra and Justine make their way to John's room
| NT. HOSPI TAL ROOM - DAYS LATER - LATER AFTERNOON

The room trying hard to feel |ike anything other than a
hospital, 1is nicely decorated with confortable furniture

and col orful bedsheets, the pattern the very one John produced
for the Allison Snythe Coll ection.

The blinds are open, bathing the roomin warm sunlight as
John seem ngly sl eeps soundly.

Standing in an al cove by the door, Petra and DOCTOR REARDEN
a stately man with snow white hair, converse in whispers.

DOCTOR REARDEN
W can't say for certainif it was a
heart attack or not, or just his
reaction to the stress of the
incident, but the fact remains he's
getting older and there's no way to
tell if he'll have another episode
any time soon.

PETRA TSE
Is that the best you can do?

DOCTOR REARDEN
Yes. His heart did sustain some danmage
and it will be touch and go for awhile.

PETRA TSE
How |l ong is that?

DOCTOR REARDEN
| can't give you a definitive answer
tothat. W're nmere nortals not
soot hsayers.

PETRA TSE
Anything el se to be concerned about ?

DOCTOR REARDEN
Yes. Keep himaway fromthose Canels
That's certain to kill him

JOHN CATON (O S.)
. (raspy) ,
Li ke hell you will!

John stirs, tries to sit upright in his bed. Petra cones
over to help him



105.

PETRA TSE
You have to be a better patient than
that. Doctor Rearden is only | ooking
out for you.

JOHN CATON
| can look out for nyself. |If
cigarettes were gonna kill ne then

t he worns woul d have been feasting
on me a long tinme ago.

The doctor checks John over, listens to his heart.

DOCTOR REARDEN
You're a tough man, M. Caton. That's
for sure. | just want what's best
for you.
(1 ooks at his chart)
| have sone other patients to check
on. 1'll see you |ater

JOHN CATON
Not if I'mgone fromhere. Wich I
intend to be shortly.

Petra waves goodbye to the doctor, holds John's hand tenderly,
gently caresses the talent within his fingers.

PETRA TSE
You' re not goi ng anywhere, especially
wi t hout ne.

JOHN CATON
What choice do | have? The sun still
sets in the west.

Dusk slowy arrives, bathing the roomin a warm crinmson
l'i ght.

I NT. HOSPI TAL ROOM - NEXT DAY - AFTERNOON

Petra sits along side John's bed, as Justine paces back and
forth by the window, waiting for the nurse to finish her
tests.

The nurse takes John's tenperature and bl ood pressure, but
he is clearly agitated and annoyed.

NURSE
Are you sl eeping well?

JOHN CATON
Who can sleep with you waking nme up
every hour to ask if I'm sl eeping?



106.

NURSE
(smles)
Try not to get so excited.

JOHN CATON
The sheets! Please you have to do
sonet hi ng about these sheets.

NURSE
Again, with the bedsheets M. Caton?
They're so nmuch nicer than that drab
hospital green. Don't you agree?

JOHN CATON
I"mnot going to die here, wapped
in this godforsaken floral pattern
as my shroud.
(very annoyed)
Just change t hen

NURSE
NO The sheets aren't goi ng anywhere
and neither are you. You just need
sonme rest.
(to Petra)
I's he always this pleasant?

PETRA TSE
(chuckl es)
Al ways.

The nurse finishes up, takes her nedical equi pnent rack and
wheel s it out the door, waving goodbye.

JOHN CATON
And don't wake ne! Renenber | need
nmy rest!

John flips the TV renote, changes channels until he comes
upon an educational teaching show on painting. The teacher
wears a red beret and holds a large palette in his hands.

TV TEACHER
Now here we take our finger and slowy
forma happy little bird who tweets
hi s norni ng song.

JOHN CATON
Look at this idiot! |Is this where
you want to end up?

John grabs the renote, clicks the TV off.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
My apprentice! A finger painter!



JUSTI NE
I"mnot going to end up a stupid
"finger painter."” Not after what
you taught nme.

JOHN CATON
Do you think after one | esson you're
now sonme great master! There's no
di scussion. You're finishing your
school worKk.

PETRA TSE
Justine, he's right. Dean W/I cox
was here this norning and nentioned
you're in danger of failing sone
cl asses.

JUSTI NE
| don't care about that stuff anynore.

JOHN CATON
VWl |l you better. |If that ponpous
ass fails you then he'll blanme ne.

John tries to sit up but is wobbly and weak.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
And then I'"mgoing to have to listen
to his relentless tirade of bullshit
on the matter. No thanks. Do your
cl asswor k!

PETRA TSE
It's only for a short time. Wrk
hard for the next week or so, nake
Dean W I cox happy.

JOHN CATON
| think | need to rest.

John closes his eyes as he | ays back down on the pill ow,
props back up to push the sheet away,

JUSTI NE
(to Petra in a whisper)
I"mworried about him He doesn't
| ook good.

PETRA TSE
(whi spers)
He's been through a |ot.

JUSTI NE
Ckay, M. Caton. [I'Il work on ny
finals, but after that, can we
conti nue our | essons.

then drifts off.

107.
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JOHN CATON

(sl eepily)
Cl ass di sm ssed.

EXT. ART I NSTI TUTE - 2 WEEKS LATER

It's the last day of the semester and the canpus is filled
with students, sone |aughing playfully, sone teary and crying.

Justine wal ks al one, her portfolio case and conputer bag
wei gh her down. She crosses paths with Dean W/ cox.

PRESTON W LCOX
Well, Justine it |looks |ike you did
wel | enough this senmester. Sonmewhat
 acking in your coding exercises but
enough to pass.

JUSTI NE
Thanks, Dean W/l cox. | appreciate
all you've done for ne.

PRESTON W LCOX
| hope the journey was rewardi ng for
you and not a | ot of snmoke and mrrors.

JUSTI NE
No, it wasn't |ike you said, Ilike..

Justine notices a plune of snoke softly rolling fromthe top
of John's warehouse, |ike a beacon.

JUSTI NE ( CONT' D)
...lcarus?

Preston al so takes notice of the black plune in the distance.

JUSTI NE ( CONT' D)
Snmoke. .. Burning!

Justine drops her bags, runs desperately through the canpus
and down the street, homing in on the snoking beacon.

I NT. WAREHOUSE - LATER

Taking the steps two by two in the stairwell, Justine passes
floor after floor, finally arrives at the rooftop

EXT. WAREHOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

Qut in the center of the tarred rooftop, Petra Tse stands in
front of three trashcans, each burning the remants of

pai ntings, art supplies and other worldly possessions of
John Cat on.
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Petra notices Justine but continues to feed the fire all the
remai ni ng remants of John's life.

Wth the |ife sucked out of her, Justine approaches the
smoki ng ref use.

JUSTI NE
Is he...?

PETRA TSE
Gone? Yes, a week ago.

JUSTI NE
You shoul d' ve call ed ne.

PETRA TSE
To do what? Mourn hin? He woul d' ve
hated that nore than anyt hing.

JUSTI NE
| was just starting...
(enotional)
It's not fair.

PETRA TSE
It never is.

Petra places the last painting of John's textile design in
t he burni ng pyre.

PETRA TSE ( CONT' D)
That's the last of it.

JUSTI NE
Where is he...you know, buried?

PETRA TSE
He's not. He was cremated, along
with everything el se. Just the way
he wanted it to be.

Petra and Justine stand silently, watching the enbers slowy
die out to ash.

JUSTI NE
| feel so enpty. |s everything gone?
PETRA TSE

Al nost. The warehouse is to be
condemmed, besi des who'd ever want
to live here?

(smiles)
| took the liberty of |eaving you
sone of his brushes and what ever
el se | thought John m ght want you
t o have.



110.

JUSTI NE
| appreciate it. Thank you Petra.

PETRA TSE
It's Paula. Petra died, along with
ny gallery and everything el se.

They hold out their hands to shake but instead enbrace warmy,
noddi ng in understanding to each other.

A car honk breaks their nonent.

PETRA TSE ( CONT' D)
That's ny ride. | have to go.

Petra takes one | ast | ook around

PETRA TSE ( CONT' D)
(in thick Brooklyn
accent)
Time to get the hell outta Dodge!

Justine waves as Petra wal ks quietly down the stairwell and
away fromthe |life of John Caton forever.

I NT. WAREHOUSE LOFT STUDI O - LATER

The loft is deserted and drafty, the wind blows softly through
t he panes of broken glass as Justine slowy wal ks anbngst
t he menori es.

A | one easel stands watch, upon which some brushes and an
urn have been pl aced.

Justine picks up some of the brushes, snells the dry paint
encased from years of use.

JUSTI NE
If only this brush could talk. What
stories it could tell.

A gust of w nds bl ows open the door of the small closet and
it continues to slam back forth, beckoning Justine.

JUSTI NE ( CONT' D)
| better close this.

Bef ore she can cl ose the door, a strong wi nd bl ows the door

wi de open. A sliver of light fromthe wi ndow illum nates

the room which is filled with all of Sofio Cattano's original
pai ntings.

Justine flicks the light switch on, stares at amazenent at
the treasure trove of art. She notices a yellow post-it
pl aced on the paintings, takes it to read under the |ight.
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JUSTI NE ( CONT' D)
(per pl exed)
Fi fteen m nutes?

FADE QUT:
I NT. CATTANO | NSTI TUTE OF ART - ONE YEAR LATER

A "Wl come" banner flutters outside of the building which
di spl ays the nane, Cattano Institute of Art, rendered in
streaks of color nmeant as a honage to the artist.

The entry gallery is beautifully designed, a testanment to
the work of Sofio Cattano, with his greatest art on display.
A pl ague comenorates the nenory and achi evenents of the
deceased arti st.

Preston Wl cox wal ks the gallery, checking the paintings and
maki ng everything just perfect.

Justine enters the building, carries the urn with the ashes
of John Caton.

PRESTON W LCOX
Justine! 1Isn't this wonderful.
(excited)
It's everything he always i magi ned
it could be.

JUSTI NE
(1 ooks around)
It certainly is.

Preston proudly displays one particular painting, the very
one he once saved at the gallery fiasco nany years ago.

PRESTON W LCOX
This one was always ny favorite.

JUSTI NE
It is beautiful.

PRESTON W LCOX
Don't worry, these are prints. The
originals are way too valuable to be
put on display. Your uncle has
cleverly seen to that.

JUSTI NE
(nods know ngly)
It's a shame M. Caton didn't live
| ong enough to see how nmuch his rea
work is now appreci at ed.
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PRESTON W LCOX
Funny how his death nade the world
realize his life. It happens to the
best of them

JUSTI NE
I think he would [ augh at the
absurdity of it all.

PRESTON W LCOX
Maybe, but this school will be a
testament to his purpose. It's what
he really wanted. You've given hima
second chance.

JUSTI NE
It was a group effort.
(hol ds up the urn)
The three of us.

The door opens, a young man, HERVMAN FLUGEL, 23, approaches,
his confortable clothes streaked with paint stains.

HERMAN FLUGEL
Dean W /I cox?

PRESTON W LCOX

Ah yes, M. Cahill. You're a tad
early but wel cone nonet hel ess.

(to Justine)
Justine, Let me introduce you to
Her man Fl ugel, one of the first
students to enroll at the Cattano
Institute of Art.

Justine switches her hand hol ding the urn, to shake hands
with Herman, whose arm di splays a tatoo of a pair of w ngs.

JUSTI NE
Wel cone aboard Herman! Nice to neet
you.

HERMAN FLUGEL
Nice to neet you al so. Dean W/I cox
nmentioned that you studi ed under
Sofi o Cattano. You nust be pretty
good if he chose you.

JUSTI NE
(smiles)
I only had a couple of |essons but
Dean W1l cox here was his one true
apprentice.
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PRESTON W LCOX
Justine is too nodest. |t was her
idea to set up the institute.

JUSTI NE
Just repaying back a debt | owe.
That's all.
(to them bot h)
If you don't mind I'd like a few
m nutes al one before the rest of the
crowd shows up.

Preston W1l cox | ooks at the urn in Justine's hand, beckons
Herman Fl ugel to follow him

PRESTON W LCOX

It's very fitting, after all, his
spirit will live here.

(to Herman)
Cone, | could use sone help in the
of fice.

As the two nmen | eave the gallery, Justine opens the top of
the urn, says a silent prayer, her lips nunble along. She
shakes the ashes across the gallery, a fine dust fills the
air.

Justine is startled to see sonething fly out of the urn,

| ooks down and picks up a used Canel cigarette butt. She
turns the urn upside down, whichis filled with the remants
of old snoked cigarettes that now litter the floor.

JUSTI NE
Son of a bitch

I NT. JUSTINE'S APARTMENT - LATER

The | arge apartnent is a conmbination art studio and |iving
area, wth large wi ndows that overlook the city.

The conputer by her desk displays a website focusing on fanous
artist locales fromaround the world. Justine turns page
after page of her art history book, taking spurious notes.

She wites out check after check for |arge sums of noney,

pl aci ng each one into an envel ope addressed to either John
Caton or Sofio Cattano, at each and every city listed on her
conpiled list.

| NT. KOREAN VEGETABLE MARKET - BROOKLYN - AFTERNOON
The owner of the Korean market is hanging an original painting

by Sofio Cattano al ongsi de a faded cal endar and a bl ack |i ght
post er of dogs shooting pool .
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He | ooks at the painting, shakes his head in displeasure,
turns it upside down and replaces it back on the wall. He
nods and smles, proud of his efforts.

H's wife returns, arns hol di ng shoppi ng bags, points to the
pai nting and scol ds him

KOREAN W FE
What is that?

KOREAN MERCHANT
It's a gift fromthat young wonman.
She said it was val uabl e.

KOREAN W FE
What does she know?
(i n Korean)
Take down that ugly painting! You
want to drive custoners away, Stupid?

She takes one of the bags, pulls out some bedsheets and shows
themto her husband. They are all the works of John Caton.

KOREAN W FE ( CONT' D)
Now here's sonmething pretty to | ook
at .

The Korean nerchant protests, reluctantly takes the painting
off the wall and places it in the back room where no one can
see it. He grabs his broom and sweeps out the small market.

EXT. JUSTI NE'S APARTMENT BUI LDI NG - WEEKS LATER - EVEN NG

The building is an old reconditioned warehouse, nodernized
with structural steel visible and accents of brick throughout
t he | obby.

Her man hol ds the door open for Justine, who carries a |large
case, which accidentally bangs against the wall.

HERMAN FLUGEL
Hey! You better be careful with that!

JUSTI NE
I know, it's one of the originals.
I"mbringing it to a private
collector. What do you think about
this one | picked?

HERMAN FLUGEL
Your choice, since they're all yours
anyway.
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JUSTI NE
(hands Herman the
case)
They aren't really mne, they bel ong
to the school. | just nanage them

Justine wal ks towards the mail box al cove, Hernman takes the
case and foll ows her.

JUSTI NE ( CONT' D)
Hold up, | need to pick up the nmail.

HERMAN FLUGEL
Well, if this one sells like the
| ast one, you can keep the institute
going for the next hundred years.

JUSTI NE
(shudders)
| think I'd be pretty ugly and really
shrivel ed by then.

HERMAN FLUGEL
We'd both be, so what does it nmatter?

JUSTI NE
What nmakes you so sure we'd be
t oget her a hundred years from now.

HERMAN FLUGEL
Because who's counting years when
we're tal king about eternity?

JUSTI NE
Snmart answer.

They bot h enbrace, kissing tenderly.

Justine's nmail box overflows with envel opes, all unopened and
scattered across the fl oor, which they both collect.

HERMAN FLUGEL
Maybe you should give it up already.

JUSTI NE
| can't. | need to know.

EXT. TAH TI BEACH - AFTERNOON

The beach is tranquil, lush with pal mtrees and gentle waves
that |ap at the crystalline sand.

Petra Tse, dressed in a native sarong and carrying two
coconuts with straws, slowy makes her way down the beach,
taking in the warmsun and the sound of whistling birds.
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A young woman, sem -nude with |ustrous ebony hair bl ow ng
softly in the wind, sits on the trunk of a fallen palmtree.
Afire pit is dug into the sand, crackles with flanes as
sone neat cooks slowy on a spit.

PETRA TSE
Hey! Are you trying to make ne
jealous or are you just a dirty old
man?

John Caton, his paint stained hands delicately trace the
features of the young wonman onto the canvas perched on an
ol d easel

JOHN CATON
I f beautiful young wonmen were good
enough for Gaugin, then they're good
enough for nme.

John dabs paint on the brush fromhis palette, adds sone
finishing touches and admres his handi work

He takes the painting off the easel, hands it to the young
worman who smiles broadly at her gift. She kisses himon the
cheek and runs down the beach, painting in hand.

Petra hands hi m one of the coconuts, they toast and sip the
warm m | k.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
Besides, I'mtoo old to do anything
except to paint them

PETRA TSE
(1 aughs)
Just keep it that way. You weren't
too old |ast night.

JOHN CATON
Must be the fresh air.

Petra reaches into the pocket of her dress, pulls out an
envel ope and hands it to John.

PETRA TSE
Her e.

JOHN CATON
What's this?

PETRA TSE

(surprised)
It came this norning.

John | ooks over the envel ope, takes note of the return
address, rips open the seal ed correspondence.
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As he unfolds the letter, he doesn't notice a piece of paper
that falls out and | ands on the sand.

He reads the letter, shakes his head and chuckles to humsel f.

JOHN CATON
It's a note... from Justine.

PETRA TSE
Justine? How would she even know?

JOHN CATON

(grins)
She was ny apprentice.

Petra takes the letter, reads it through and al so chuckl es.

PETRA TSE
Isn't that wonderf ul

JOHN CATON
I never thought I'd live to see the
day.

PETRA TSE
Well, aren't you the lucky one. Not
every poor dead artist gets a chance
to see thensel ves becone rich and
f anous.

JOHN CATON
She sai d somet hi ng about a check.

He spies the fallen piece of paper, but the wi nd picks up,
sends it down the beach until he lunges for it.

Turning it over, John sees that it is a check for ten mllion
dollars, the price of the painting Justine just sold. John
smles, then breaks out in his maniacal |augh and nmadly dances
around the fire.

He takes the check and drops it into the flanmes, watches the
edges scorch, then catch fire as the ashes bl ow away in the
wi nd.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
Ashes to ashes.

John takes Petra's hand, kisses it gently, a slight breeze
wi sps through her hair.

JOHN CATON ( CONT' D)
Cone on, the sun's setting. It's
your turn to sit for ne.
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PETRA TSE
Don't you ever get tired of ne posing?

John takes in his view of paradise, smles at Petra as she
positions herself on the fallen tree trunk.

JOHN CATON
The light's just right. | don't
want to | ose what little left there

iS.

The sky is bathed in the brilliant colors of the setting
sun.

John works his brush across the painting as a bird flutters
above, its wings caught in the bright glare, reaching for
the skies, like lcarus in flight.

THE END
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