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EXT. CAFE - NIGHT85 85

Paul hurries down the street to the cafe where Emerson and
Frederico first met. 

Frederico is sitting at the same table, but the seat
opposite is empty.

Frederico is dressed as he was at the music club, his face
busted, a vacant stare on his face.

Paul comes up behind him.

PAUL
Where's Miranda?

Frederico is catatonic. 

PAUL
Ariel?

Paul spins around, but the rest of the street and cafe are
empty and silent. 

PAUL
What's happening? 
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INT. HIPSTER BAR DRESSING ROOM - NIGHT

Emerson and Andre dance wildly to blasting electro-punk 
music, ala Le Tigre. 

They spin around, smashing into walls, chairs and each 
other. 

Every few seconds, one of them collapses and their eyes 
start to flutter. But the other lifts and shakes them, 
screaming the song into their face until they snap out of 
it. 

The scene is a whirling dervish of spinning lights, music, 
screams, dancing, love and violence. 

EXT. CAFE - NIGHT

Paul leans around and sees Frederico's smashed nose and 
winces. 

PAUL
Ugh. What the fuck?

Paul places a reassuring hand on Frederico's shoulder.
Frederico tips forward and nearly smashes his face on the
table until Paul catches him and hauls him back up. 

PAUL
It's just some manifestation of the
story. Prospero makes Ferdinand do
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PAUL (cont'd)
hard labor to earn Miranda's hand.
It'll be worth a broken nose,
Freddy. Tomorrow we'll close the
deal, and I'll release your father.
It's all been written. Everyone
comes out fine in the end. We all
go home, to our rightful positions.
Just play your part. 

He brings up a photo of Emerson on his phone and shows it to
Frederico. 

PAUL
If I have too austerely punish'd 
you, your compensation makes amends, 
for I have given you here that for 
which I live: all thy vexations were 
but my trials of thy love and thou 
hast strangely stood the test here, 
afore Heaven, I ratify this my rich 
gift. O Ferdinand, do not smile at 
me that I boast her off, for thou 
shalt find she will outstrip all 
praise and make it halt behind her. 

Frederico is unresponsive. 

Paul cough motions that it is his line, but still no
response. 

In frustration, Paul lets go of Fred, who tips forward and
smashes his face on the table with a sickening thud. 

PAUL
It's one fucking line Fred. 

Frederico remains face down on the table. 

PAUL
The script is missing, the actors
are in mutiny. And yet, the show
must go on. 

Paul then speaks angrily to the empty street, motioning to
the buldings and skyline around him. A homeless street
preacher frustrated at discovering the limits of his power.
The famous lines which in the play are usually spoken in
softness are now howled in disdain.

PAUL
Our revels now are ended. These our
actors, as I foretold you, were all
spirits and are melted into air,
into thin air: and, like the
baseless fabric of this vision, the
cloud-capp'd towers, the gorgeous
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PAUL (cont'd)
palaces, the solemn temples, the
great globe itself, ye all in which
it inherit, shall dissolve and,
like this insubstantial pageant
faded, leave not a rack behind. We
are such stuff as dreams are made
on, and our little life is rounded
with sleep. 
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INT. HIPSTER BAR DRESSING ROOM - NIGHT

The music continues to blast, but Emerson and Andre have 
both collpased to the floor in exhaustion. 

Their limbs are randomly entwined and their eyes closed. 
But beneath their eyelids, there is peace. 

The music plays wildly over the motionless tableau. 

INT. FANCY HOTEL LOBBY - DAY

Paul enters an ornate hotel lobby, looking around for his 
meeting contact. Only a receptionist and a young tourist 
couple with suitcases share the space.

Annoyed, Paul drops into a massive lobby chair to wait. 

Muzak hums.

A little girl dragging a panda bear shaped rolling suitcase 
appears next to the huge chair. Paul ignores her. 

She leans in to see his face and sticks out her tongue. Paul 
sticks his out right back.

The girl pulls her roller away, the wheels rumbling on the 
floor. From the rumbling a clicking rises. The sound of high 
heels.

Paul looks up and very fashionably dressed woman is walking 
towards him, head down. He rises slowly, unsure if this is 
whom he has come to meet or not. 

The woman approaches him, wipes her eyes and raises her head 
to look at him.

MRS. SEBS
I'm so sorry for the delay. You
must be Paul. I'm sorry, Professor
Milan.

She extends a hand to shake. Her face is streaked with
tears. Paul notices, but says nothing. He shakes her hand. 

PAUL
Pleasure to meet you, Mrs. Sebs. 

END
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