LE PHOTO-PLAY DIGITAL – One Day’s Hell – By Paul Karpenko
CREDIT SEQUENCE:

Pieces of letters slowly work backwards from an explosion, arranging themselves into the names of the cast and crew.

TITLE CARD:

THE END

Sounds of Arnie snoring and Simon eating Combos is heard through the blackness.

FADE IN:

INT. APARTMENT – LATE EVENING

Med Shot of two young men and a couch. Arnie is on the couch in a weird position, cuddling with a teddy bear, facing out. Simon is sitting on the floor, head against the couch, eating Combos. (Pizza Pretzel flavor)

Simon taps Arnie’s foot.

SIMON

Hey. Wanna Combo?

Arnie grunts, shifts. 

Simon offers bear a combo. The bear refuses.
SIMON

Simon says: More for me.

Combo eating resumes, continues for a little while.

Finally, Simon taps Arnie on the foot again.
SIMON

Hey. I think I’m gonna get going. You know, stuff to do tomorrow. .. Get a job.

Arnie grunts. We are able to discern only that he is referring to the light switch. Simon gets up and heads towards the door. As he walks through it, he turns off the light but before closing the door, turns to look at Arnie. Simon’s POV shot of Arnie, laying on couch with bear, illuminated by a random sliver of light. – Simon shuts the door loudly.

CUT TO BLACK
ARNIE (barely intelligibly)

Lloouuddd…

TITLE CARD:

PURSUIT

CUT FROM BLACK:

INT. APARTMENT – EVENING
Open on all sorts of mayhem going on between Sasha (female) and Arnie. Various handheld shots of Arnie chasing Sasha around the apartment, knocking everything over in his path. Sasha, however, is graceful and avoids everything, leaving it to be tripped upon by Arnie.

Arnie should also move as though recovering from a severe and very recent groin injury. (He was punched in the groin no more than five minutes ago.)

There should be a few shots of Simon reacting to all this. He is somewhere off to the side.. Maybe sitting on the couch with a drink or a bowl with half a goldfish floating inside.

Sasha finally reaches the door and gracefully slips out, shutting it right in front of Arnie’s face as he runs after her. Arnie slams into the door and collapses on the floor in more pain. He fumbles with the door a bit and finally gets out to follow Sasha downstairs and outside. 

As Arnie runs out the door, Simon goes to the window to watch what’s happening outside. The rest is from his POV on the second floor.

As Arnie gets outside, he finds Sasha pulling out of the driveway in her car. Arnie scrambles to get on his bike which is lying lifelessly beside the driveway. He gets on, but just as he begins to peddle, the fact that the bike was all-too-recently run over by Sasha’s automobile comes into play and Arnie goes face-over-handle-bars into the dirt. (BIG TIME)
ARNIE

Oh, right. -- SON OF A BITCH!

Defeated, Arnie frees himself from the bike and goes back upstairs. Seeing Arnie coming back, Simon goes to sit on the floor against the couch (in the same position we saw him in the previous scene)

Arnie Enters. Walks over to couch.
ARNIE

Simon. I think I have brain damage.

SIMON

Nah. It’s all in your head.

Arnie collapses on the couch, noticeably upset. By this time, Simon has begun smoking a joint.
SIMON

Hey man. I wrote a poem. Wanna hear it?

ARNIE

No.

SIMON

It’s called.. “When I lived inside a vagina”

(Pause)

When I lived inside a vagina,

All I could think was:

Gotta get a bookcase!

Gotta get a bookcase!

Can’t have my books sliding 

around in all this juice.

ARNIE

That’s just fucking inappropriate. 

(Grabs the teddy bear from somewhere near him and goes to sleep.)

The closing shot is a medium long shot of Arnie, Simon and the couch.
CUT TO BLACK
TITLE CARD:

NEXUS OF MAYHEM

CUT FROM BLACK:

INT. APARTMENT – EVENING
We cut to a simple shot of a bathroom door. It opens slowly and Sasha backs out, clearly astonished. She continues to back out as she enters the living room and finally reaches the couch. She sits down next to Simon and puts her head on his shoulder.

Cut to Felix talking to someone out-of-frame.
FELIX

You know, sometimes .. I just get this urge to pack up all my shit and call a fuckin’ Yellow Cab and just get the hell out of here. But then – as I’m folding my socks – I just collapse, stare at the ceiling and smoke cigarette after cigarette until I pass out from boredom or nicotine poisoning or both.

Cut to Arnie coming out the same bathroom we just saw. He puts a cigarette into his mouth backwards and fidgets with the light. Unable to ignite the flame, he throws the lighter and the cigarette down and slumps down against the wall to the floor.

Cut to Simon – Sasha’s head still on his shoulder – shaking his head at seeing Arnie slumped against the wall.

Simon gets up. He picks up a bowl with a goldfish in it off of a table or something nearby. He puts the bowl in Sasha’s lap to take his place as he leaves.

Simon walks over to Arnie and kneels down.
SIMON

You want a drink? I’m gonna get you a drink.

Simon walks off to get Arnie a drink. The camera follows him until he reaches Felix, still talking to someone off-screen. The camera stops and now frames Felix continuing to speak.
FELIX

I’ve even gone out to the airport a couple of times. I just stand there at the gate watching those beautiful lucky bastards clutch their tickets and line up to shuffle off through the tunnel toward that light at the end that takes them wherever their ticket says
. And one by one, they leave me behind and I take out my nonexistent pager, flashing a nonexistent 911 and I scurry off to my car and lay my head on my steering wheel. And so I drive home and put my socks back in their drawer and get back to my perfecting my impression of a chimney. Do you know what I’m talking about?

The camera rotates a bit to reveal that Felix has been talking to Molly – a mime.

Molly mimes taking a gulp of a drink and a drag of a cigarette and then nods with understanding.

Simon walks back through the frame and the camera leaves Felix and Molly and follows him. Simon takes a drink to Arnie.

Simon hands Arnie the glass. Arnie drinks a bit. Then, overcome with a shaking hand, he throws the glass down and rises. He walks over to Sasha, grabs the fishbowl from Sasha’s lap, grabs the fish out of the water with his hand, looks Sasha in the eye (shot from Arnie’s POV of Sasha) – and BITES the fish in half. He swallows the half he bit off and tosses the other half back into the bowl. Arnie gives the bowl, now complete with half a goldfish, back to Sasha.

Some reaction shots to the whole affair. (Simon, Felix, Molly) 

Medium close-up of Sasha starring into the bowl on her lap. 

Change to medium shot of Sasha rising from the couch.

As Sasha gets up, Simon struggles to grab the bowl out of her hands as water splashes out of it. He succeeds.

Sasha walks over to Arnie and savagely punches him in the groin.

Arnie writhes on the floor in an agony few can hope to comprehend.

Sasha storms towards the door and walks out. The camera follows her (though perhaps jump cuts are in order) as she gets outside. – Now follows an homage to Rushmore in which Sasha picks up Arnie’s bike, tosses it down behind her car, gets behind the wheel and drives over it.

Camera cuts to and exterior shot of Arnie yelling silently in the second floor window for his livelihood hath just been run over.

Cut to interior shot of Sasha re-entering the apartment. As she re-enters, Molly and Felix slip out. Sasha walks over to Simon, grabs a handful of his Combos and pours them into her mouth. Proceeds to crunch triumphantly.

Arnie – fuming – lunges at her. 

Sasha side-steps like a matador.

CUT TO BLACK

TITLE CARD:

FOXES AND RABBITS

CUT FROM BLACK:

INT. APARTMENT – EARLY EVENING

Open on a shot of Arnie’s front door. There is a knock and Arnie comes to answer it. Arnie opens the door and finds Sasha and Simon, who’s eating a bag of Combos, standing in the hall. (If circumstances allow, Molly should be seen in the apartment across the hall being trapped in an invisible box)
ARNIE

SURPRISE!!!

SIMON (With a mouthful of Combos)

Surprise what?

ARNIE

Surprise, it’s my birthday.

SIMON

Ah. So it is. Here, have a cigar.

Simon pulls a cigar from a bulging wad in his pocket and hands it to Arnie. 

ARNIE (Reluctantly)

Uhm.. Thanks. Come in.

Simon enters the apartment.
ARNIE (To Sasha. More tenderly)

Come in.

Sasha enters but it is visibly apprehensive in the presence of Arnie. She subtly avoids him. But VERY subtly. Like.. so subtly that she’s not even. Get it? Ok.

Simon and Arnie sit in armchairs.

SASHA

I’m gonna go make myself a drink

Simon waits until Sasha exits, then addresses Arnie.
SIMON

So you’re really set on this?

ARNIE

Yeah, I think so. I just have to figure out a way to get her alone.

SIMON

Simon says: bon chance.

Sasha reenters and sits on the couch. A moment pregnant with loneliness passes. – Finally, Arnie turns to Sasha.
ARNIE

So, Sa--- [Knock on the door] ---(Arnie motions toward the door) – I’d.. better get that.

Arnie opens the door to find Felix playing air guitar.
FELIX

Oh. Hey.

ARNIE

SURPRISE!!!

FELIX

Surprise what?

ARNIE

Surprise, it’s my birthday.

FELIX

Oh. I get it. The fact that it is your birthday comes as a surprise to me. Very clever. 

Arnie puts out his hand to shake Felix’s. Felix gives him his hand. Arnie attempts to give Felix a secret handshake.

FELIX

What’re you doing? We don’t have a secret handshake.

(He walks in) – So.. looks like the party’s in full swing.

SIMON

Hey. Cigar? (Pulls yet another out of his pocket.)

FELIX

Oh.. Thanks. 

Felix looks at it, smells it and sticks it in a plant.
FELIX

I’m gonna get a drink. (Exits.)

Arnie goes to sit down on the couch next to Sasha. Just as he’s sitting down, she gets up. He looks up at her rise and walk away. – Felix comes back with a drink and goes to sit down next to Arnie. Arnie gets up just as Felix is sitting down. Felix looks up at Arnie as he rises and goes after Sasha.
SIMON

Another ... Hard day at the office?

FELIX (Half-seriously pissed)

You shut the fuck up.

SIMON

Just jokin’ dude. Sometimes the weed grows a mouth.

FELIX (Changing the subject)

So what’s up with that chick across the hall? Looked like .. she was trapped in a box or something.

SIMON (With contempt)

Oh. That’s Molly. – She’s a mime.

FELIX

Like.. professionally?

SIMON

No, no. Like.. all the friggen time.

FELIX

ALL the time?

SIMON

No. Like.. ALL the time. Like.. you don’t even comprehend the all-the-timeness of this chick’s being a mime.

FELIX (bemused)

Hmm. – ARNIE!!

Cut to the middle of a conversation Arnie is attempting to have with Sasha. Felix interrupted them with his yell. He yells again.

FELIX

ARNIE!!

ARNIE

WHAT!?

FELIX

What’s up with that mime chick? Can we invite her over?

ARNIE

Don’t worry about it. She’ll come over on her own. (mostly to self) Always does. (turns back to Sasha) So, Sasha— [knock on door] (annoyed) Can someone get that!

Cut to Felix
FELIX (eager)

I’m on it.

Jumps from the couch and runs to open the door. As he opens it, he stands for a moment, dumbfounded by Molly’s silent, exquisite beauty.
Molly mimes a wall in front of her. Felix gets the hint.
FELIX

Oh.. yeah.. come on in.

Molly nods, smiles, enters, takes off and hands to Felix her imaginary hat and coat. Felix takes these and starts walking to hang them up, still not quite himself. Suddenly, he realizes he’s not holding anything.

Cut to Arnie and Sasha.
ARNIE

Look. If I could just talk to you for a second, I could really explain everything very well.

Sasha is reluctant.

Simon stands off to the side and watches it all unfold. Finally, having had enough, he walks over to the two of them and puts his arms around their shoulders.
SIMON

Come on, guys, let’s go to the living room. I’ve got a story to tell you.

They exit the kitchen or wherever they were. Simon motions for Felix and Molly to join them as well. When they enter the living room, everyone situates him/her self wherever. Simon takes the most prominent seat, whichever that may be, and everyone faces him.
SIMON

Okay. Now that we’re all here, gathered together, let me tell you a story.

FELIX

More foxes and rabbits tripe?

SIMON

Quiet. This one’s the best yet.

FELIX

Bu—

SIMON

Hey. You. Mouth. [zipping motion] Zip!

Anyway. Yes, a story about foxes and rabbits.

There once were a fox and a rabbit.  They were friends, and they didn’t see any reason things should be any other way.  They didn’t know that lots of other foxes and rabbits fought, and that the foxes often ate the rabbits.  It was a real fox-eat-rabbit world out there.  But this particular fox and rabbit didn’t know about these ways of the world.  They were best friends because they had one thing in common.  Do you have any idea what that thing is?

ARNIE

They were both in a punk band?

SIMON

No.  Don’t be an idiot.  No, they were both orphans.  This gave them a very special connection.  Even though they were so different, they had a great love and respect for one another, and they had a better understanding of each other than any other two creatures in the forest.  One day, though, the fox went over to his cousin’s place to hang out.

ARNIE

Did his cousin have HBO?

SIMON

No, stupid, they don’t get premium in the forest. Just basic channels.  Anyway, they were hanging out, and the fox’s cousin was telling him about the great many rabbits he had snared and enjoyed the gamey flesh of over the years. The fox was stunned to hear that his brethren ate rabbits.  “I’ve a very good friend who’s a rabbit,” the fox exclaimed.  The fox’s cousin explained to him how things were between foxes and rabbits.  So the fox went back to his end of the forest.  He talked to the rabbit, and explained to him what he had learned from his cousin.  The rabbit was very sad then.  The thing was, though, the rabbit was part of a giant underground ninja mafia.

SASHA

Here we go.

SIMON

So the rabbit gathers his ninja mafia brothers, and they go fuckin’ industrial on the fox.  The rabbit’s all like, “How you like that, bitch?  I’ll show you about fucking foxes eating fucking rabbits!”  But the rabbit fucked with the wrong fox, cuz the fox goes all robotic and shit, and joins with like two other foxes in this giant metal electronic fox, and destroys the whole rabbit colony or whatever the hell they’re called. 

ARNIE

So then is there one rabbit left on earth and he vows to avenge the death of his race?

SIMON

No.  All the rabbits on earth die.  So the foxes all have this gigantic party to celebrate that their enemy, the rabbits, is completely wiped off the face of the planet.  In doing this, though, they crumble the planet into little tiny pieces, because the robotic mega-fox has the power to crush the earth.  After this, all the foxes float around in space.  Then, at that point, the lowest point of his life and soon-to-be-death, the fox realizes what a good friend he had in the rabbit.  He misses the rabbit greatly.  Then he dies, suffocated from the lack of air in outer space.

ARNIE

Does he explode?

SIMON

Yes. He does indeed explode, Arnold.

ARNIE

Aha! You don’t actually explode in space. You’d freeze before you exploded. – And don’t fuckin’ call me Arnold, Mr. Bop-It.

SIMON

Don’t you EVER liken my flashy namesake to that filthy new-school knock-off again! Have you no appreciation for the golden age!?

Arnie breaks out laughing.

Felix chimes in out of nowhere.

FELIX

That’s abso-fucking-lutely the most whacked-out foxes-and-rabbits you’ve ever done.

SIMON

Thanks, man. Sometimes it just comes to me.

ARNIE (quietly to Sasha)

Look. Can I just talk to you for a minute?

Sasha, now considerably drunker, is not quite so hostile.
SASHA

(sigh) Alright. What?

Arnie gets up and extends his hand, motioning towards the bathroom with his head. Sasha gets up and goes with him. Arnie tries to hold her hand as they walk but Sasha brushes it away.

Arnie looks back at Simon. Simon gives Arnie a good-luck salute. Felix looks quizzically at Simon. Simon gives Felix the ‘it’s nothing’ hand wave.

FELIX

Okay, I’m gonna grab another drink. (leaves)

There is a silent, awkward moment with Simon and Molly. Simon looks at Molly with slight disdain.
SIMON

So why are you here all the time? It’s not like Arnie’s ever invited you. You just fucking show up. He certainly wouldn’t have ever gone over to your place ‘cause he’s got this thing about knocking on other people’s doors. And he wouldn’t have called you since you’re a fucking mime. I mean.. why do you even have a phone? What do you, fucking use Morse Code? Arnie and I have discussed this at great length. We even thought for a while that you couldn’t have a phone since it would just make no sense whatsoever! But Arnie’s TOTALLY heard it ringing. And you never seem to pick up, even though you’re always home as evidenced by your constant presence here. I mean .. You’d think that sometimes you’d be out or something, maybe one of the times we got together, you’d be on a fucking mime date or at some mime convention or doing your mime laundry or watching a mime movie or fucking something, hey, perhaps actually at work – miming. But no.  Not a chance.  It doesn’t piss me off so much as it scares me.  Like, who the fuck stays in their house that much? – I guess if you don’t talk, though, you don’t make too many friends. – Or maybe you make more.

Molly has some sort of mocking mime reaction

Felix reenters. He’s been overhearing the conversation.
FELIX

Hey, Simon, lay off, man. Be cool.

SIMON

(With signature Brad Pitt hand motion) Fuck it.

You always did like the silent type.

Simon, disgusted with it all, walks off.
Camera lingers on Felix and Molly a bit.
FELIX

So do you sleep with that make up on?

Cut to the bathroom door.
SASHA (from inside the bathroom)

WHAT!?!?

CUT TO BLACK

TITLE CARD:

GARY’S GOT A GUN

CUT FROM BLACK:

INT. GARY’S SMOKE SHACK – DAYTIME

Simon enters Gary’s Smoke Shack to find Gary pointing a shotgun at Arnie’s head and yelling at him. Arnie is wearing a bike helmet. There is a bike lying on the floor.
SIMON

What the hell’s going on here!?

GARY

What’s going on here? What’s going on here!? Why don’t YOU explain that to ME! (gestures wildly with shotgun) Who the hell is this shmuck?

ARNIE

Hey man.. I’m not even supposed to be here!

GARY

You damn right you’re not! And where the hell have YOU been? (turns head towards Simon)

SIMON

I had a lunch date. Chill your shit.

GARY

I’ll chill YOU, motherfucker! What do you mean, ‘lunch date’? You’re supposed to be watching the store! I get back from the gun show and I find this CHOAD behind my counter!

ARNIE (from off-screen)

I take offence at that.

GARY

Are you speaking? Did I say you could speak? Shut the hell up! (in taking a step, Gary hits his foot against the bike) And what the hell is this bike doing here!? This place is the size of a toilet as it is! Is this yours, helmet-head?

SIMON

Dude.. Just calm down. I left Arnie in charge cuz I had to go do a thing.

GARY

(Random muttering) – You have got to be the irresponsible employee I’ve ever had! You never show up on time! When you DO show up, you’re stoned off your FREAKIN’ ass! – And don’t think that I haven’t noticed you stealing my cigars!!

SIMON

I only steal them to spite you. I’ve got enough inheritance to buy you AND your store.

Reaction shot of Arnie. He is surprised at the ‘inheritance’ revelation. Simon looks at Arnie, notices his slip – 

SIMON

I mean .. SCREW this job! You know what? Fuck you, I quit!

GARY

Oh, you quit huh? Well you know what? You lose, kid. You LOSE!

SIMON

Well shit, Billy. How about that.

GARY

You little punk! Get your shaggy ass out of my store!

SIMON

Come on, Arnie. Let’s bust out of this blowhole!

Arnie grabs his bike and gets out. As Simon is leaving, he grabs a handful of cigars.
SIMON

I don’t even smoke these!!

Simon takes one of the cigars and flings it at Gary.
CUT TO BLACK

TITLE CARD:

SASHA

CUT FROM BLACK:

INT. RESTAURANT – DAYTIME

The Hedwig and the Angry Inch soundtrack is playing softly in the background.

Simon is sitting at a table with legs crossed, sideways in his chair (towards camera). He looks at his watch. Looks at the clock. Looks back at his watch. Pulls Combos out of his pocket. Munches. Puts Combos back in his pocket. Switches water glasses. Takes a sip. Switches them back. Looks at his watch. – Notices a suspect character sitting at the bar. It should be an ambiguous individual, seen only from behind and appearing to be female. Simon eyes the figure a bit and looks back. Sasha has just sat down.
SASHA

You know, that’s a man.

SIMON

Figured as much. What’s up?

SASHA

Not much. How’s that job of yours?

SIMON

It’s kind of like jamming a nail into your thumb. It’s good when you stop.

SASHA

Brilliant. So what’s up?

SIMON

I want to talk to you about Arnie. When the hell are you gonna get back together with him?

SASHA

What?

SIMON

He’s going out of his mind, you know that.  He’s been pining away ever since you two broke up.

SASHA

Is that – is that why you invited me here?  To tell me to get back together with Arnie?  I’ve told you, I’ve told him, I’ve told all you guys... we’re just not a good match.

SIMON

Oh, come on, woman!  He’s got a Master’s in Biochemistry!  You know you love scientists!

SASHA

Well, yes, but...he’s not a scientist!  He’s a freaking paperboy!  That’s exactly what I’m talking about!  He’s a— (she lowers her voice) –he’s a fucking child.  I don’t want to be with a child.

SIMON

But he’s endearing!  He’s cute!  And you know he loves you. It’s almost tragic.

Sasha looks down and away for a moment, ashamed and pensive.

SASHA

I know...and I used to love him, I really did.  But we’re just too different now.  There are reasons we broke up, and they’re just as valid now as they ever were

SIMON

I just hate to have animosity within my circle, you know? I just want everything to be happy and peaceful and united like it was in college.

SASHA

Well, we’re not in college anymore.  Things complexify.

SIMON

That’s not even a word.

SASHA

Is so. Look it up. And whatever. You miss college?  You want things to be like they were?  Felix was a flaming gay slut in college.  You miss that?  You want them good ol’ days back? 

SIMON

You saying there’s something wrong with being a flaming gay slut?  There’s another guy you’ve completely fucked with!  You’re doing the same thing to Arnie that you did to Felix!

SASHA

Hey, Felix knew exactly what he was getting into.  It’s not my fault he got attached.  And I have no regrets.  I wanted to have sex with a gay man.  Apparently I still haven’t, of course, since he turned out to be pretty un-gay.

SIMON

(starts to think) – Yeah.. But isn’t it funny how he’s working at his dad’s proctology office now?

SIMON

Makes ya think, huh?

SASHA (sarcastically)

Totally.

SIMON

But anyway, don’t you think it’s a little presumptuous to think that you alone could get a guy to bat for the other team?

SASHA

What can I say? I guess I’m pretty good at getting other people to diversify their portfolios, if you catch my drift.

SIMON (sarcastically)

Yeah.. Right. 

SASHA

Are you gonna need a ride to Arnie’s party?

SIMON

Oh, you know about that?  I was gonna tell you.  But I guess you know already.  And you’re... going.  Yeah, I mean, if you’re going, then that would be cool if you could give me a ride.  Seeing as otherwise I’ll have to get my giraffe out of the garage.  And that’s just something that none of us wants to deal with.

CUT TO BLACK

TITLE CARD:

INVITATION

CUT FROM BLACK:

INT. GARY’S SMOKE SHACK – DAYTIME

Shot opens with Simon standing/sitting behind the counter, eating Combos. He finishes Combos, looks vainly into the bag. He takes out a cigar and clips the ends off. – looks around shiftily, as if to make sure no one is watching – clips the cigar in half. Puts one half into his mouth and leaves the other somewhere on the counter. He lights the half in his mouth and coughs.

Arnie pulls up to the store in his bike and comes inside. He’s panting and clumsily dragging the bike with him.

Simon tries to look like he’s enjoying the cigar.
SIMON

Hey. Sorry. I know how much you hate these. I was just about finished with it anyway. (puts it out) Arnie! How goes it?

Arnie is still out of breath.
ARNIE (in a breath)

Okay.

SIMON

How many times do I have to tell you.. You shouldn’t smoke so many cigarettes if you’re gonna deliver newspapers.

ARNIE

Yeah? Well why don’t YOU go eat a bowlful of groins.

SIMON

I already had some this morning. So what brings you here, mon ami?

ARNIE

I just ran over a puppy along my route so I’m in here dodgin’ the fuzz.

SIMON

Was it cute?

ARNIE

Yeah, I think it was.

SIMON

That’s a shame.

ARNIE

But yeah, also, I wanted to let you know I’m having a little get-together of the gang this evening. My place.

SIMON

So we’re a gang now? What’re we, the fuckin’ Jets?

Some sarcastic facial expression from Arnie in reaction.
SIMON

Heh. What’s our “turf”, Dogg? Here to the barber shop?

Arnie makes the “East Side” sign with his hand but quickly morphs it into the universal “wank-off” motion.
SIMON

(laughs) (now serious) So you wanna smoke a bowl or what?

ARNIE

Nah, man. I gotta keep my head clear while I’m on the road.

Simon nods in understanding and lights up his bowl.
ARNIE

I’ve been thinking about this thing with Sasha...

SIMON

What thing with Sasha?

ARNIE (incredulous)

You know, the thing where she dumped me and broke my heart?

SIMON (pondering)

Oh.. THAT thing. Yeah, I remember that thing. That was kinda funny. But also kinda sad..

ARNIE

Well I’ve been thinking about it and I think I might have figured it out.

SIMON

Oh yeah? How so?

Arnie pulls out an engagement ring and shows it to Simon.
SIMON

Oh, darling, it’s gorgeous! I do! But how is marrying me gonna get Sasha back?

ARNIE

No, you fuckwit, it’s for her! (grabs the ring) You know how she’s always complaining about how immature I am and, y’know, I refuse to be an adult? I’ll show her that I can make a commitment.

SIMON

And you think a $20 ring is the perfect symbolic token of your eternal love?

ARNIE

Hey man, how else are you gonna make two months’ salary last forever?

SIMON

True that. – Well, Arnie, I can envision two possible outcomes to this entire affair. One, you marry Sasha and live happily ever after in a quaint country villa made entirely out of spoons...

ARNIE

Man.. that’s some fast-acting shit right there, isn’t it?

SIMON

(looks at pipe) Yeah! – Or TWO.. She punches you in the groin.

ARNIE

Well... Let’s put our money on option A.

SIMON

It’s alright. I’ll love you with or without a functioning groin. Our relationship is pretty much independent of that particular variable. So when are you planning on (searches for a proper euphemism – is unable to find one) – (uses finger quotes) “asking her to marry you”?

ARNIE

Well, that was pretty much my whole reason for planning this shindig. I mean she won’t return my calls, I’m pretty sure she’s blocked me from her Buddy List and I can’t like.. ask her out. So this is really the only way I could think of to even get her to SEE me.

SIMON

You think this is really a good idea in the first place?

Arnie nods.. his nod morphs into a shake

ARNIE

No. But it’s all I got.

Simon offers Arnie his pipe. Arnie hesitates but finally accepts and takes a puff. He hands the pipe back.
Simon takes the pipe and glances at his watch.

SIMON

Oh shit! I have a lunch date with .. Sasha, of all people. – Hey, watch the store for a minute. I’ll be right back.

Arnie is confused and mumbles in protest.

Finally, he accepts his fate.

ARNIE (as Simon is running out)

Do I get an employee discount!?

He doesn’t get a response. 

Arnie walks behind the counter, sits down.. notices Simon’s clandestine half-cigar – Looks at it with dismissive understanding. 

Arnie picks up his bike helmet, puts it on and sits back in the chair.

CUT TO BLACK
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� That is an AWFUL line and damned if we’re not gonna change it.


� We probably don’t need this line.





