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EXT - SPACE
On screen: The Bi g Bang Expl osi on

SHRAIM (O. S.)
Exi stence i s on nme.

The expl osi on di sappears and then a caricature of Adam and
Eve in Eden appears.

SHRAIM (O. S.) (CONT' D)
Adam and Eve? More entertaining, for
sure. The snake bit did add a certain
gravitas to it, but also not true.

The caricature disappears. Al is black.

SHRAIM (O. S.) (CONT' D)
|"'m God. And |I'm bored. Soon to be
suicidal and, if | decide for bullet,
you all go down with me. So, you see,
sonmeone had to do sonethi ng about it
and that's how this story begins.

FADE | N
EXT - SHRAIM S YARD - DAY

The canera pans from above, filmng an idyllic and beauti ful
piece of land in a tropical setup. There's a big house - big
but not ostentatious - and outside the big house a big wooden
table with several heavy wooden chairs. Sitting down, two
wonen. MARY MAIDEN (m d 20s, japanese, chilled and cl assy,
good posture) and MARY CRONE (md 70s, long white hair, tired
and grunpy but with a wise aura). They are playing a card
gane. Mary Maiden puts a card down on the table and sm | es.
It's a three of cups.

Mary Crone is unhinged. She stares at Maiden.
MARY CRONE
Mai den si ghs, but accepts the bet noddi ng.

MARY MAI DEN
Go on.

Crone shows her hand: a two of cups and a three of wands.
Mai den | ooks unsurpri sed.
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MARY CRONE
Maybe one day, Mary.

Mary Mai den collects the deck of cards and starts shuffling
again for another round. That's when MARY MOTHER (m d 40s
bl ack, chubby and with a healthy gl ow on her) appears,
annoyed.

MARY MOTHER
VWhere's Shrai nf?

The other two | ook at each ot her.

MARY MNAI DEN
He asked ne..

She is interrupted by Crone.

MARY CRONE
He's at Esther's, as you already knew.
Probably on Stephanie's skin flirting
with the truckers and starting fights.

Mot her sighs, disappointed at her sisters.

MARY MOTHER
You indulge himtoo much. It's like an
everl asting adol escence. Schreb tells
me he's not doing his work properly at
t he Chanber anynore. That he is..
different.

MARY CRONE
The little fucker is lonely, Mary.
Three old bats and a stal ker to keep
hi m conpany for eternity nust be
tiring. If it's tiring to us, assune
how it is for Shraim

MARY MAI DEN
Are we playing or what?

MARY MOTHER
In the Goddess' nane, Maiden, you
concentrate on playing cards while God
is having an existential crisis.

Mai den sneers.

MARY MNAI DEN
He's al ways havi ng an existenti al
( MORE)
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MARY MAI DEN ( CONT' D)
crisis. It doesn't matter if he's
Shraim or Stephanie, or freaking John
Doe. | can't do anything. Wat | can,
| do. Let Shraimbe, | say. If he
wants to start a fight in the only bar
there is here, blast on.

MARY MOTHER
He has responsibilities. A duty. A
pur pose.

Mary Crone lights a cigarette, enjoying the discussion.

MARY CRONE
This is just like those reality shows
they have in that place. A poorly
produced one.

MARY MNAI DEN
(to Crone)
Are you kidding me? A purpose? God
doesn't have a purpose, none of us do
at this stage.

A beat .

MARY MAI DEN ( CONT' D)
Look, let himget out. Once or tw ce.

MARY MOTHER
He can't. You know that. W're on a
schedul e and... nevernm nd. And he's

out every tine.

MARY MAI DEN
The hell he can't. He's God. He can
dismss all of our plans with a flick
of his fingers, and he knows that. If
you don't let the boy get sonme fun

sonme idea of fun, you'll speed up the
pr ocess.

MARY CRONE
That's not true. And careful - she

| ooks around the nei ghborhood
properties - the weird neighbor is
t here.

The others | ook at JOSE (60s, black, rugged with scars on his
face, hunble-looking with a sort of rag in his head) who is
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tending carefully to his fruit and vegetabl es garden. He
| ooks at the three wonen and waves, smling. Miden kind of
waves back with a quivering smle, as if indulging a mad nman.

MARY MAI DEN
(still waving)
Weirdo old man. He | ooks |i ke he knows
a thing or two.

Crone chuckl es. She knows sonet hing, but continues on puffing
her cigarette.

MARY CRONE
Go fetch Shraim WMaiden

MARY MAI DEN
But Mary Crone, you just said..

MARY CRONE
Do as | tell you.

Mai den snorts in disdain but gets up
| NT - ESTHER S BAR - DAY

The bar is vast, but sinple and al nost enpty, except for sone
men. ESTHER (50s, androgynous drag queen, at the sane tine
rustic | ooking but elegant) is behind the counter watching
SHRAI M AS STEPHANI E (young, big boobs, brown |ong hair and
yel | ow eyebrows) | aughing out |[oud with rough | ooking guy.
The other nen stared at Shraim a trance-li ke gaze, but did
not hi ng except drink their drinks. Shraimdrinks fromtwo
jugs of beer as the rough | ooking guy puts his hands on her

t hi ghs.

Mary Mai den spots Shrai m but doesn't address her, going for
the bar. She greets Esther with a gentle nod.

MARY MAI DEN
Hey, Esther. A Port, please.

Est her just nods. She serves the small cup of Port to Maiden.
They both | ook at Shrai m playing as Stephani e.

ESTHER
It's the fourth consecutive day he's
been here. What's up?

MARY MNAI DEN
| think they're bored, that's all.
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They stare at Shraimas Miiden drinks her Port, |ooking a bit
puzzl ed. Shrai m spots Mai den.

SHRAI M
sighing and yel ling

G eat, one of nmy nons is here to pick
me up guys. You can stop staring now.

The rough guy | ooks around.

ROUGH GUY
Where? There's just Esther and that
asi an chick at the bar.

Shrai m | aughs hard at that, clearly very drunk. He addresses
Mai den waving the pints in her hands.

SHRAI M
How do you care for ny jugs? | know
you have a thing for girls, Mary.

Shraimdrinks fromthe two jugs at the sane tine.

SHRAI M ( CONT' D)
(out of control)
Not just one Mary, | tell you. Three
Marys! Can you believe that? Fucking
babysitters.

ROUGH GUY
What ? That's i npossi bl e.

Shrai m chugs down the two beers.

SHRAI M
Yeah, tell nme about it. Goodbye.

The guy | ooks frustrated, but says nothing.

SHRAI M ( CONT' D)
Et tu, Maiden?

Est her | aughs. Mai den seens anused.

MARY MAI DEN
| did nothing. You know how Mot her
gets.

SHRAI M

Busting ny balls.
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MARY MNAI DEN
| know for a fact you don't |ike your
balls. You much prefer being

St ephani e.
SHRAI M
Do | ? Ww, you know so nuch.
MARY MAI DEN
You can play it cool, Shraim It's
still uninpressive. | prefer when

you're elderly.
Shrai m snorts a | augh.

SHRAI M
Trust nme, that's not happeni ng again.

Mai den lifts her brows.
MARY MAI DEN
A shame, then. - she holds his hands -
Child, what's going on?

Shraim |l ooks irritated.

SHRAI M
| don't want to talk about it. Eh,
let's go. I'"'mdone with this place

anyways. Soul workers staring, w shing,
waiting for their chance. Wy are they
so predictable? Mre than humans, I'd
say.

The nmen acted |ike an audience to a very attention-grabbing
pl ay.

SHRAI M ( CONT' D)
(to the nen)
GO FUCK YOURSELVES, LOSERS! FIND SOVE
SOULS TO FUCK WTH!' | ain't a circus
show. - turns to Maiden - This fucking
bar, man. | hate it here.

MARY MAI DEN
And yet, you're here for the fourth
time in a row

Shrai m makes a goofy face to her.
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SHRAI M
Do you have anot her suggestion on
where to go? Maybe back into the wonb?
That woul d make it easier for you all.
Conni vi ng bitches.

He regrets it right away.

SHRAI M ( CONT' D)
|"msorry. | didn't nmean it. It's
just...

Mai den is gentle. She hugs him

MARY MAI DEN
(turning to esther)
Thanks Esther, it was good seeing you.
Let's go, kiddo.

They wal k out as Shraim m ddl e-fingers the nen watchi ng.
| NT - SHRAIM S HOUSE, REFLECTI ON CHAMBER - DAY

The roomwas filled with mrrors of all sorts and everywhere.
The walls were white and the whole site had a sanitized vibe
toit. Shraimsits down at the center in between mrrors
crouched down in front of SCHVEB (40s, tall, indigenous
features, straight round hair, light chocolate skin wearing a
white slimfit suit - there's sonmething to his posture, he

ki nd of stands and wal ks with his back hunched). Schneb has a
bl ack thick notebook and a pen in his hands. He al so sits
bonfire style but in front of Shraim

SCHVEB
Connect.

Shrai mcloses his eyes. In |less than a second, green flashes
start swoopi ng around the room and when they catch the
mrrors' reflection they turn to shadows of people, aninals,
novenment s and even sounds. The beam ng seens to be coni ng
fromthe top and all other sides of the room It's a visual

spectacle, like a kal ei doscope of imagery. A crackling sound
fromafar seens to be approaching, the faint sound of a
chirping bird, a cricket. Shraimis still silent and eyes

cl osed while Schneb takes notes on his bl ack not ebook.

SCHVEB ( CONT' D)
Good. Now, speak to them

Shraim quietly, starts swinging while sitting down. Al the
flashes of light stay still in the air, creating a green
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at nosphere, all shades of green, but then everything goes
dark and a red beam starts hovering above them still small

SCHVEB ( CONT' D)
Stop it, Shraim W tal ked about this.
You can't.

Shrai m conti nues, the red beam engorgi ng and overwhel m ng the
room Schneb stops witing.

SCHVEB ( CONT' D)
Di sconnect, Shraim

Everyt hing stays the sane.

SCHVEB ( CONT' D)
Di sconnect! Now

Schnmeb picks up his notebook and wites sonething and then
touches Shraim s forehead, who opens his nouth letting out a
bi g gasp of air.

SHRAI M
What' d you do that for?

SCHVEB
You did it again.

Shrai m si ghs i n di sappoi nt nent.

SHRAI M
Wiy can't | have any fun as wel | ?

SCHVEB
That wasn't fun. That was sonething
el se and you know it.

Schneb wites on his notebook while Shrai mslows back down
fromthe trance state.

SHRAI M
Surrounded by supervisors, man.
(yells) Stop fucking witing!
One of the mrrors crack. Schnmeb stops, |ooking at Shrai m

SCHVEB
Okay. Breathe. Prepare to go again.

Shrai m stands up furious.
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SHRAI M
YOQU connect, Schneb! Fuck this.

He storns out the room
EXT - SHRAIM S YARD - DAY

Now it's Mother that plays cards with Crone as Maiden sits
contenpl atively | ooking at the horizon towards Jose's
property. Shraim storms out of the house, clearly upset.

SHRAI M
What are you | ooking at?

As Mai den | ooks at Shrai mshe | ooks |ike she was caught doi ng
somet hi ng she wasn't supposed to be doing.

MARY MAI DEN
Not hing, kid. | like to |ook.

Shraimsits down beside her in one of the chairs.

SHRAI M
You mss it, don't you? Living.

She smles kindly.

MARY MAI DEN
| still 1ive.

SHRAI M
Not really. You' re stuck with me. And
can't do rmuch about it.

Mai den stops her contenplating and stares at Shraim

MARY MNAI DEN
You're not stuck. You're just not
satisfied. Don't you think they al so
feel that? There. They inherited from
you, Kkid.

SHRAI M
You know what | nean. Eati ng,
sl eepi ng, snoking, reading. Al is
boring now. Ah, |'ennui...

MARY MAI DEN

It's just a rut. You haven't been
witing, have you?
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Shrai m shrugs.

SHRAI M
That's Schneb's job. And what's the
poi nt ?
She gi ggl es.
Mai den gi ggl es.
MARY MAI DEN

May Qur Lady bl ess you, ny son.

Shraimsmles, but it's not a happy smle. He then notices a
girl in the Jose's property.

SHRAI M

(poi nti ng)
What do you think is that?

Now it's mai den who shrugs.

MARY MAI DEN
Maybe fam |y?

Shrai m | ooks and | ooks for some seconds. He stands up,
deci ded.

SHRAI M
(accent)
| shall go converse with the |ass.

He wal ks towards the property.

EXT - JOSE' S PROPERTY - AFTERNOON

The girl is ALICE (long hair, perfect bangs, black Iike Jose,
tattoos on both arns). She sits in the porch on her phone. He
approaches her. Jose's house seens sinple and there are
carved cherubs around the threshold of the door up into the
arch of the top of the door.

SHRAI M
| hate those things.

She | ooks up, curious.

ALl CE
Phones?

Shraimsits down in front of her on the fl oor.
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SHRAI M
Waste of tine.
ALl CE
| know who you are.
SHRAI M
O course you know. Everyone here
knows.
ALl CE

Yeah, but |I'mnot from here.

SHRAI M
Oooo, she's multiversal. Seen it al
before, |ass.

AL| CE
(smling)
Maybe you haven't seen it all.
Shrai m chuckl es, entertai ned.

SHRAI M
Trust me, |'ve seen enough.

He | ooks at the garden at the distance.

SHRAI M ( CONT' D)

VWhat is he to you? Jose, | nean.
ALl CE

Gr andpa.
SHRAI M

He seens |ike a good fella.

She | aughs ironically. Then, she points at a parked jeep near
the property.

ALl CE
| can drive that. Wanna go out?

Now it's Shrai mwho |aughs ironically.

SHRAI M
| f you know who I am you know | can't
| eave.
ALl CE
What are you tal ki ng about? Aren't you
( MORE)
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ALl CE ( CONT' D)
God?

He | ooks at her, anused. Then, he seens frustrated.

SHRAI M
Yeah. Well, it was nice to neet you.
Ch, your name?

ALl CE
Alice.

SHRAI M

Ni ce nane. Careful with mrrors

ALl CE
|'"d say the same to you

Shrai mthen | ooks very puzzled. Before he says sonething, she
interrupts his al nost-response.

ALl CE ( CONT' D)
| want to say something. But | don't
want to of fend you.

Shrai m nods, not forgetting the previous mrror statenent.

SHRAI M
You won't offend. It happens a |ot.

ALl CE
| don't trust God. | just turned 18. |
t hought being an adult neant fun. It
doesn't. | |like Coca-Cola. I like
lying on the floor, when the floor is
nice and cool and it's a warm day. |
i ke watching the |ilac afternoons,
ri ght before daybreak. | don't think
peopl e really know what they're doing,
like the adult adults, you know? I
don't like nmy father very rmuch and he
wants ne to |ike himand that

irritates ne. | lost nmy virginity | ast
year and it was... quick. | didn't
like it. What's all the fuss about? It
doesn't nmke sense to ne. | don't

really believe in one God, one source
alone drifting around and then there's
you, here, doing what? Nada. | trust
nature nore. Nature nakes sense. |
know death isn't final. Sonmetines

( MORE)
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ALI CE ( CONT' D)
dream of a boy, a random boy, and in
the dream he's the one for me and it
feels so good, then | wake up and
never dream of the sanme boy again. |

don't know what else... oh! | kissed a
girl once. It was okay, but it didn't
do nmuch for me. She's still my friend.

want to know nore?
Shraimgets up smling and starts wal ki ng awnay.

SHRAI M
(wal ki ng away)
You're right not to trust God.

EXT - SHRAIM S YARD - DAY
Shrai mand Mary Maiden are getting out of the house towards

the big table where the other Marys are. At a distance, Alice
waves.

ALl CE
(yelling, pointing to the jeep)
LET"S GO QUT
SHRAI M
She' s been saying that since the day
we net.
MARY MAI DEN

O course she is. You gotta be
careful . Everybody around here wants
sonet hi ng.

SHRAI M
Maybe she just wants to have fun
That's not a sin.

MARY MAI DEN
Second agendas, Shraim All over the
place. | tell you, but you're

st ubbor n.

They sit down beside the other Marys, still playing. Mther
| osi ng.

SHRAI M
It didn't work, did it?
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MARY MAI DEN
What didn't work?
SHRAI M
Humans. The pl anet. The whol e schti ck.
It's not working. | don't know what to
do. | don't think there's nmuch to do.
MARY MAI DEN

You know that for the tine being you
have to do nothing but reflect. You're
t he sol ution.

SHRAI M
You sound pious, Miiden. You know
don't care for religion. I nuch prefer
music. | ain't no solution. But the

problemitself, can't you realize?
Mai den si ghs and | ooks to the sky.

MARY MAI DEN
When is this teenage self bl ow over,
Shrai n?? You're starting to tire ne.

Bef ore Shrai m can answer, a strike of a lightning bolt in the
afternoon sky. They all paused. Crone got up, threw the
cigarette she was snoking away and tal ked to Shrai m

MARY CRONE
Go i nsi de.

SHRAI M
But . ..

MARY CRONE

Now, Shraim WMaiden, fetch Schneb.
Mai den and Shrai m head towards the house.
| NT - SHRAIM S BEDROOM - NI GHT

Shrai mreads N etzsche. Misical posters everywhere. A soft
guitar and a sweet fenmale voice is playing on his record

pl ayer in a foreign | anguage. The walls were divided by
sectors of paintings. Each of the paintings represent a
season of the year and a sun in each one. The sun was white
in wnter, yellowin sumrer, faded in fall, bright orange
during spring. Behind his sinple single bed, a star crossed
with a knife. All over the floor there are books scattered.
Mai den cones in, he doesn't flinch.
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MARY MAI DEN
Readi ng again? Finally.

Shrai msni | es.

SHRAI M
| like this guy. He's got sone nerve.

May those who created the devil reside

with it, right? O course Dante didn't
hel p.

Mai den sits down beside him touching his |eg.
MARY MNAI DEN
| have to tell you sonething. You
won't like it.

Shrai m cl oses the book, concerned.

SHRAI M
What's goi ng on?

MARY MAI DEN
Crone is dying.

Shrai m | ooks scar ed.

SHRAI M
What are you tal king about? You're
i mortal .

MARY MAI DEN
| can't explain. Heck, she can't. But
she knows.

SHRAI M
"' m God, Mary Mai den. She's not going
to die.

MARY MAI DEN
You nmay be God, but you don't kill. O
t he opposite.

SHRAI M
Tell me who does kill and I'11l deal
with them

MARY MAI DEN
You' re... new. Before you...
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SHRAI M

There was another nme, | know t he
chatter. Tell ne who they are. It's
tinme.
MARY NAI DEN
Shraim ..
SHRAI M
(nervous)

| will show themthe wath of God,
bring upon - flashes of red -
ar maggedon itsel f.

Mai den just smiles and the red is gone.

MARY NMAI DEN
We nust respect Gaia..

SHRAI M
Fuck Gai a!

Mai den i s suddenly nad.

MARY MNAI DEN
Listen to nme: never say that again.

Shrai m gets up heading to the door.

SHRAI M
['Il talk to Schneb.

MARY MAI DEN
Stop! He doesn't quite know.

SHRAI M
He knows nore than you'd think, Mry.

MARY MAI DEN
Shraim please. Mother will be Crone,
| will be Mther and another one wll
be maiden. It's the cycle. You'll...

SHRAI M
Di e of boredomand frustration with
strangers barging in! Uh-uh! It never
changes and when it does it's this?
Don't you think | renmenber? | renenber
everything, | was there.
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MARY MAI DEN
Fine. Go talk to Schneb. Have at it in
the Chanber. It won't change the
result.

Shrai m si ghs as he | ooks saddened.

MARY MAI DEN ( CONT' D)
You're a sweetheart. You really are.

SHRAI M
| can't stand it anynore. This..
linear bullshit. I mss the old days.

Before the exile.

MARY MAI DEN
In the old days we were | onely.

Shrai m | aughs ironically.

SHRAI M
That's really saying sonething, isn't
it?

MARY MAI DEN
Don't think too nuch

SHRAI M
Are you kidding nme? That is literally
all 1 do.

MARY MAI DEN

Come on. You do a lot nore and you
know it. If you could only see..

SHRAI M
How? How will | see it?! Sitting in
t hat Chanber all day while Schneb
voyeurs ny entire thought process and
actions? | don't create anynore and it
feels awful. Can't you understand?
There's no thrill in being ne.

Mary Mai den seens defeated by arguing with God.

| NT - CHAMBER OF REFLECTI ON - DAY

Shraimis once again crouched down in front of Schneb, who
keeps witing, as the beans of green and sone yellow |lights

fl oat around. Then, the red beam A protest from Schneb,
agai n.
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SCHVEB
Shraim pl ease. ..

Shrai m opens his eyes, furiously getting up.

SHRAI M
| m done! Enough of this bullshit!

He wal ks out of the house into the yard where the Marys are
at cards, eating fruit. Shraimpasses them up the hill to

Jose's house, where Alice was standi ng near the vegetables

having a joint with the jeep parked beside her.

SHRAI M ( CONT' D)
How about that ride?

She sm | es.
CUT TO
I NT - INSIDE THE JEEP - DAY
ALl CE
Aren't you inpressed | can drive a
clutch?

Shrai m barely reacts.

SHRAI M
VWhere are we headed?

Ali ce seens confused.

ALl CE
Where do you think? Santa Fe.

SHRAI M
The bad side or the good?

ALl CE
It's obvious, isn't it? If we go to
the bad side the soul workers wl|
recogni ze you
He nods, kind of sad.

SHRAI M
| wanna do sonething fun. Mybe..

And then, at the roadside, they see the sil houette of sonmeone
in front of the car.
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SHRAI M ( CONT' D)
A hitchhi ker? To Santa Fe? That's

wei rd.
ALl CE
Very weird. I'll just drive past th..
SHRAI M
No. Stop the car and let himin.
ALl CE
How do you know it's a 'he'?
SHRAI M
(ironic)

Because | have good sight.

She doesn't |augh, but smles nervously |ike sonething was
off. JOLO (20s, straight dark hair down to his shoul ders,
very pale skin and very thin red |ips. He wears sungl asses,
hi ding his blue eyes and has a cool aura to hinm enters the
car, sits down and raises his hands to Shraim He wears a
Rolling Stones t-shirt.

JOLO
(reaching his hand to Shraim
Pl easure, Jol o.

When Shrai mtouches Jolo's hand he passes out. Visions of the
shadow of what seens to be a male figure crying wwth a bald
head except for one braided |ock in the back of his head.

Shrai m wakes up, Alice is in front of him plus Jolo.

JOLO ( CONT' D)
Santa Fe is right ahead, we could take
himto the doctor's.

ALI CE
He doesn't need a doctor. And you
don't need a ride, soul worker.

Jol o | ooks at her. He doesn't seemsurprised. He just smrks.
JOLO
"' m much nore than you think, and |
speak nore truth in ny thunb than you
in a thousand words, girls.

Jol o | ooks away from Alice and focuses on Shraim He takes
of f his sungl asses: oceanic bl ue eyes.

Created using Celtx



20.

JOLO (CONT' D)
See you soon, Shrai m

Then, he just disappears. Puff.

SHRAI M
VWhat.. a soulworker can't do that.
He...(whispers) a Traveler.

Alice doesn't react, as if she hadn't heard the whispering.
She turns the car back on and keeps going on the road.

EXT - BAR I N SANTA FE - N GHT

Shraimsits across Alice in a sinple bar snoking a cigarette
and having a beer. They're tal king.

ALl CE
...you're telling me you have no
curiosity on where you cane fronf

Shraimsmles ironically.

SHRAI M
You wanna know the origin of the
origin of the origin? That's
solipsism | don't go there. | don't
have to.

He puts the now enpty bottle of beer on top of the table.
SHRAI M ( CONT' D)
Well, I'mbored. Alcohol just doesn't
do it. (epiphany) Wanna do coke?

She seens anused.

ALI| CE
Sure. Make some and we'll do it in the
car.

SHRAI M

Do you think this is X- MEN?
(announces) 'Let there be cocai ne!’

ALl CE
Ckay. 1'll have to go to the Bad Side
to get sone.

Shrai m | ooks excited by the prospect.
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ALI CE ( CONT' D)
Al one.

The excitenment fades.

SHRAI M
You're right. 1I'll wait here. But
hurry.

Alice heads to the car and drives off. Shraimgestures a
passi ng wai ter and order another beer. He | ooks around

wai ting, then Jolo suddenly shows up sitting down where Alice
had just been.

JOLO
_ (gasping) _
Listen to ne. Quickly. There is no
reward. Say no. - takes Shrainm s hand

- Don't accept it.
Shraimis puzzl ed

SHRAI M
What are you tal..?

Jol o di sappears as the waiter cones back with the beer.
INT - ALICE' S JEEP - NI GHT

Shraimdoes a line of coke fromthe car's docunent folder and
bobs his head up.

SHRAI M
This is... | feel like..
AL| CE
God?
SHRAI M
(smling)
Better!

A small collage of them doing coke in the car, snoking and
tal king. Then, Alice asks a strange thing.

ALI CE
Tell me about Jesus.

He | ooks at her suspicious. It's obvious he didn't |ike the
guestion. He does another line and lights a cigarette.
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SHRAI M
You want to know about Jesus? Jesus
was a test. He didn't pay for their
sins, if you knew, it was quite the
opposite. Wi le he was wal ki ng, near
the end he was dying of thirst beggi ng
for water. Soneone in the crowd gave
hima chalice: vinegar. |magine that.
That is Jesus. That was what |
creat ed.

Alice | ooks serious. Too serious. Shraimkeeps snoking.

ALI| CE
So.. he won't cone back?
SHRAI M
The audacity you have, | tell you.

Jesus al ready canme back. Many tines,
actually. Jesus is programed to that.

Curiously enough, Alice has no nore foll ow up questions about
it. She also lights a cigarette.

ALl CE
And you? Don't you wanna neet then?
Live, die, eat, try to understand?

SHRAI M
| do understand them (hesitant)..
do. | just don't understand..

Alice waits for himto finish, but he doesn't.

ALl CE
What? Say it. | won't judge.

H's smle is crooked.
SHRAI M
It's Iike M chel angel o confessing he
doesn't understand the Sistine Chapel.

ALl CE
What ? What don't you understand?

He hesitates again. Snokes nore.

SHRAI M
Love. | don't understand | ove.
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At first, Alice seens not to have an answer. Then she changes
her expression and she | ooks... prepared.

ALl CE
What if | told you could understand?
That there is a way?

Shrai m | ooks confused, |ooks around, closes his eyes for a
bit and opens it. A loud drumconmes fromafar. He is furious.

SHRAI M
VWho. Are. You?

She backs away fromhimand smles, a confident smle. The
worl d around them di ssolves at the sane tinme that Alice turns
to Jose. They're not in the car anynore: they're in the
Chanber of Reflection.

I NT - CHAMBER OF REFLECTION - NI GHT

They're in the Chanber, with Schneb and his notebook and al
the mrrors destroyed. The red beam was hovering strong and
gl ow ng. Jose sitting down in front of Shraim who realizes
he was in trance.

JOSE
(to Schneb)
Did you wite everything?

SCHVEB
Yes, sSir.

Shrai m | ooks di sappoi nted and vul nerable but at the sane tine
mad to Schneb.

JOSE
Let's get out of here. Cone on,
Shrai m

Shrai mimedi ately stood up and they | eft the Chanber
stepping all over the shards of glass of the broken mrrors.

EXT - SHRAIM S YARD - NI GHT

Jose and Shraim followed by Schneb taking notes, walk out to
the patio. The Three Marys spot themand they all get up from
the table, startled.

MARY MNAI DEN
(baf fl ed)
You can't just..
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Jose makes a gesture with his hand in her direction.

JOSE
Shut up.

She imedi ately freezes where she stood, and so does the
ot her Marys. Shraim | ooks surprised. They start up the hill
t owards Jose's property.

SHRAI M
(wal ki ng)
So, Alice and Santa Fe, all that?

JOSE
It was only me. Alice doesn't exist.

INT - JOSE'S LI VI NG ROOM - NI GHT

The house is filled with knick knacks on top of shelves and
tables and they are inside a bedroomw th a sinple bed and,
beside it, a yell ow wooden door. He turns to Shraim calmand
ser ene.

JOSE
You said you want to know love. I'ma
part of a group that can connect you
tothat. | can't say nore. W can nake

you |ive as one of them One who
cries, who suffers, who | oses, but

al so | aughs, rejoices, has fun and
contentment. Sonmeone who | oves.

Toget her, we have that power. This
project is called Essentia Anore and
it was created to bal ance the karnma of
living beings and help create karma
for a God. Do you accept?

Shrai m | ooks concer ned.

SHRAI M
What do you nean by God's karma?
JOSE
You'l I know.
SHRAI M
But . ..
JOSE

Shraim It's a sinple yes or no. Do
you want to cone or do you want to
( MORE)
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JOSE ( CONT' D)
stay here?

That does it for Shraim O course he doesn't want to stay.

SHRAI M
How do we get there?

JOSE
Through the threshol d.

He points to the yell ow door. Shraimnods. Jose puts his hand
on the door's knob as Mary Crone appears, her long white hair
gl eam ng

MARY CRONE
Wait, Shraim

JOSE
(per pl exed)
How did you...?

MARY CRONE
(di sdai n)
Pl ease, Regulator, | have strains in

ny hair that know nore than your
l[ittle tricks.

She turns to Shraim taking something from her pocket.

MARY CRONE ( CONT' D)
Take this. It's for you. Wear it now,
bef ore passi ng.

It's a necklace of the Tree of Life, made of silver. He
abi des and puts around the neck | ooking at her tenderly. She
seens worried, sad.

SHRAI M
Come on, Wse On. It'll be a blink.
We' Il soon neet again.

She stares deeply at hi mbut says nothing, kissing both of
his bl ond eyebrows. She steps back as Schneb stops writing.

SCHVEB
Jose?. ..
JOSE
Yes, yes, you'll cone too, but...

Created using Celtx



26.

SCHVEB
| know. | won't renenber as well.

Jose nods, then opens the door. Behind it, a black sky. Jose
nods again to his conpanions and they start passing through
t he door. Jose is the last one, he is alone wth Crone.

JOSE
It'Il be alright. W need this.

MARY CRONE
That m ght be true. But don't forget
it: he's still Cod.

Jose | ooks at her and for the first tine we can see a
different Jose: a bit puzzled. He wal ks t hrough the door.

EXT - SKY OF BUENGCS Al RES - N GHT
On screen: Buenos Aires, 2015

The sky is pitch black, with scattered stars. Suddenly, an
orange lightning bolt flares the entire horizon.

I NT - HOSTEL FI ESTA, BUENGCS Al RES - NI GHT

A squeaky mouse enters through the front door as some guests
get into the hostel and is big enough to clinb the stairs. It
reaches the bar area, with a yellow counter that divides the
staff fromthe guests, with a mddle-sized mrror behind the
bartender. Mirnuring, noise, lots of novenent. It's packed.

The wal |l s behind the bar are dark and filled with artsy

drawi ngs and shel ves of big glasses that used to be the
bottom part of wine bottles. The walls al so have sone posters
of artists, one featuring an old Tango master and one of John
Lennon. The nouse continues his quest passing through a
coupl e of young boys and girls snorting sonme sort of powder,
a young man pl ayi ng poker on his phone with a gigantic iced
drink in his hands and the hostel's bartender snoking a joint
fromthe hand of one of the guests. The nusic is |oud as
fuck, the light dim

As the animal continues he speeds into the dining area, where
a m crophone and a small stage were set up. On the stage we
have GEORGE JONES (20s, Brazilian, white, a bit chubby with
curly hair and blond eyebrows). He is ready to perform Drunk
and very courageous. He speaks in a m x of portuguese,
spani sh and engli sh.
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GEORGE
Bueno. This one is a special one, |
tell you. It's about cock. You know?
Rol a, pij a.

There are literally less than 10 peopl e watching and they al
booed when CGeorge told themthe poemwas in english

GEORGE (CONT' D)
Honophobes.

He begi ns his poem as the canmera goes back to the nouse
continuing on his path. It stops for a second and stares a
guy eating a spoonful of Dulce de Leche, its goal.

It continues going through a space with a sofa and two

| ounging chairs, with heaters on all of the walls. There's a
staircase, and it clinbs it to the second floor, passing a
man getting out of the bathroomnaked with a towel in his
head, followed by a couple | eaned over a w ndow copul ati ng.
No Dul ce de Leche there, so it goes back down the stairs and
Ceorge is at the end of his poem

GEORGE ( CONT' D)
It's always been this, me publicly
depicting ny hell and you - then he
points at his crotch - organic and
awaring nerely distracting yourself.
Thank you.

Sitting in a stool at the bar we have THOVAS BAZYNSKI
(Anerican, pale skin, red lips - a charner, |ooks like Jolo
but has short dark hair, but not identical). H's hands rest
on a cluttered counter full of cups and ashtrays. An enpty
seat next to him He |ooks to the corner of the bar, towards
the mrror, and his blue eyes gleamstrangely - what is this
gl ow?

THOVAS
One nore, Diego. Less coke this tine,
pl ease.

He doesn't notice George approaching, drunk and confident.
Ceorge slides into the enpty side beside Thonas.

GEORGE
Ch, Cuba Libres then? If you ever go
down Trinidad, right?

Thomas | ooks to him confused.
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THOVAS
Excuse ne?

GEORGE
Conme on, they told ne you were
Anerican. The Andrews Sisters?

Ceorge lights a cigarette, starting to sing and sway.

GEORGE ( CONT' D)
| f you ever go down Trinidad, they
make you feel so very glad..

Thomas wat ches, anused. He |ikes the weirdness. George is
weird. Interesting. Wiile | ooking at George he turns his
attention for a second to the mrror. Looks at George again.

THOVAS
Sure, sure, drunk poetic stranger.

CGeorge nmakes a flattered noi se.

GEORGE
Aw, gee. Thanks for the 'poetic'. Now
| see this (points fromhimto Thomas)
witing poetry on the shores of Italy,
and when in the U S. | aughi ng about
the | ast SNL epi sode after your
famly's Super Bowl party. Eating
Gouda all day. Gouda. Every. Day.

He taps Thomas' shoul ders.

THOVAS
Listen, you're way too weird and |'m
not that drunk.

He gets up - clearly a jest - then 'reconsiders.'

THOVAS ( CONT' D)
Ckay, I'll change ny mnd if | can bum
a cigarette.

Thomas sits back down and CGeorge grins, handing himthe pack
of cigarettes. Thomas grabs one, gives the pack back, then
lights it.

THOVAS ( CONT' D)
So, | overheard that. I'msorry, but
it was confusing, Were you talking
about your cock?
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GEORGE
What, are you kidding ne? O course
not .
CGeorge w nks.
THOVAS

What were you tal king about, then?

Ceorge leans towards him so close that Thomas thinks he's
going for a kiss - making Thomas bob his head back a bit.

GEORGE
(whi spers)
El D abl o.
THOVAS

Ah, sure. That was pretty clear after
the swearing in portuguese. At |east |
think it was portuguese.

He gently chuckl es and takes a sip of his Cuba Libre.

GEORGE
You're very sharp... (queues the
Aneri can).
THOVAS
Thonmas.
GEORGE
Thomas. |'m George. Tom Tom Tom Tom

Hey! | can be your Jerry.

The bar grows fuller as the nights deepens. Hostel Fiesta is
the after-party people chose because you could find any fix
t here.

THOVAS
My Jerry? So what, |I'mthe chaser and
you' re the runner?
Tom | aughs on his own i nnuendo. George m sunderstands it.
GEORGE
What, you wanna chase ne? (blurts out)
Are you even gay?

Thomas makes a ticking noise wth his nouth.
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THOVAS
Straight as they cone, buddy.

CGeor ge groans.

GEORGE
Well, you already called nme buddy.
Chal | enge accept ed!

Thomas | aughs, entertained. Another | ook at the mrror,

THOVAS
You' re funny, George. Funny man. Were
are you fron? And, sorry if |'m being
rude, but why do you dye your
eyebr ows?

GEORGE
Dye ny eyebrows? Are you insane? | was
born Ii ke this, baby. Au naturale. And
where am | fronP? Can't you tell by the
exotic beauty in ny flair and gazi ng?

Anot her sip of the Cuba.

GEORGE ( CONT' D)
Brazilian, dude.

THOVAS
| was thinking, "Stop it, Thomas, he
won't be a highfalutin' aspiring
artist with no noney wandering around
Argentina. Maybe he's an engi neering
maj or taking a wild koorazey adventure
before settling dowmm with the wife and
kids...'

GEORGE
- The dog. You forgot the dog.

THOVAS
O course. The dog. Sone smal
obnoxi ous beast.

GEORGE
And you're wong. |'mnot aspiring.
am And | do have noney. Ching ching!

He smles and his eyes squint a little when he does that.
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THOVAS
God. Your arrogance and accent are
American. Can't believe | left to go
back to this.

CGeorge 'ews'.
GEORGE
American? | just told you nman,
Brazilian. O course Brazilian.

THOVAS
God. Brazilians. An artsy type.

Ceorge lights a cigarette.

GEORGE
Artsy, yet rich.
THOVAS
But is the noney comng fromyour art?
GEORGE
Not exactly.
THOVAS

Then, Georgie, as | said before,
you' re aspiring.

They both | augh.

GEORGE
| don't like 'CGeorgie' . Sounds like
I|"'mtwelve. Should | call you Tommy or
sonething |ike that?

THOVAS
Fair enough. 1'll call you CGeeg, then.

GEORGE
See? We're getting intimte already.

Thomas rolls his eyes and orders anot her Cuba Libre.

does the sane.

GEORGE ( CONT' D)
So, do you like reading?

THOVAS
Dependi ng on who wote the book, sure.
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GEORGE
Stop being hunble. You | ook and sound
wel | -read. \What have you been readi ng?

THOVAS
Fer nando Pessoa. Sonme Em |y D cki nson

Ceorge freezes - coinci dence.

GEORGE
Fer nando Pessoa? What? No, you're not.

George starts quoti ng.

Thomas |

GECRCE ( CONT' D)
"“...but after all, it's really the
creatures that have never witten a
love letter that are truly
ridiculous..."”

kes his decl amati on.
THOVAS

Yeah. Tell me, how do you speak
english so well?

GEORGE
Buf fy.

THOVAS
Say what ?

GEORGE

Buf fy, The Vanpire Sl ayer. Friends.
Glnore Grls. The Nanny. Skins.
Torrents. TV Shows. Music. Books. |'ve
been around. But the secret? My dad is
American and lives in an english-
speaki ng town back in the countryside
of Brazil.

THOVAS
That's i npressive. Your accent is
pretty passabl e.

GEORGE
Yeah, so is yours. Do you know
anyt hing in portuguese?

THOVAS
| do, actually. Caral ho.
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He m spronounces it. CGeorge finds it cute.

GEORGE
You know what, Tom Tom Tonf? |'ve made
a decision. You're ny anerican. For
t he season.

THOVAS
That sounds scary.
GEORGE
Oh, you haven't seen scary.
THOVAS
Don't bother. | don't feel things
normal Iy anynore. |'m serious.

He takes another cigarette from Ceorge.

THOVAS ( CONT' D)
It's like I'"'ma sociopath. 1"l tel
you sonet hing. My grandpa died five
years ago. It was the last tinme | shed

a tear.
Ceorge stares at Thomas - instant crush.
GEORGE
One day |I'lIl nmake you cry. You'll see.
Ti me passes and Thomas and George are still |aughing about,
tal ki ng, some glances fromTomto the mrror as they go on.
THOVAS
How did we end up tal king about first
| ove?
GEORGE

It's all reduced to | ove when there's
no subj ect.

THOVAS
Love is just a gane.

CGeorge gets surprisingly serious at that. He reaches his hand
to Thomas' shoul der.

GEORGE

Love is not a gane. It's a fucking
war .
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Thomas seens taken aback by that. Then | ooks at the mrror.
At the sane tinme George sees the squeaky nobuse who had nmade
its way to the table licking a spoon of Dul ce de Leche

| eftover. CGeorge sniles. Ready to acknow edge the snall
animal, and then:

Bang! Crash! Splat! A sickening crunch - tiny bones breaking.

The butch bartender slanmmred a thick notebook down the nobuse,
over and over again. Blood splatters across the counter.

CGeorge freezes, horrified. H's horror shifts to rage.

GEORGE (CONT' D)
(shouti ng)
What the hell is wong with you?

He | unges towards the bartender, ready to attack. Thomas and
a couple of the remaining guests grab CGeorge, holding him
back. The bartender |ifts the notebook - the nouse is dead.

Ceorge stops struggling. The night is ruined. Even the thrill
of having net the Anmerican evaporates.

GEORGE (CONT' D)
(munbl es, wal ki ng away)
Fucki ng humans.

CUT TO
| NT - GEORCGE' S ROOM - LATER
Ceorge col |l apses onto the bed.
He sl eeps.
| NT - HOSTEL FI ESTA'S BAR - EARLY MORNI NG
A shy light beaming with the newly erected sun
Thomas is still drinking and snoking, staring at the mrror

in the corner. Now, fromhis perspective, we can see who is
reflecting to him Mary Maiden.

The sound of that sanme orange |ightning bolt and the sky of
Buenos Aires turn orange for just a nonment through the w ndow
and around the wonman's face in the mrror as Thomas gets up,
goes towards the staff area of the bar and starts violently
punching the mrror until all pieces are on the floor. He's
gasping. He turns to the bartender.
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THOVAS
(pointing at her face with bl ood
all over his hands)
Don't you think of replacing it.
Then, Thomas faints.

FADE QUT.
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